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All that could be heard in the small office was the clicking of the keyboard as Steven typed. He wore the typical slacks and button down shirt usually required in the business casual environment. Steven was 28 years old, had light brown hair, a close cropped beard, and striking green eyes. He was the only in-house accountant at the company and often ended up buried in monotonous work. Letting out a breath, he glanced at the clock on the wall, frustrated that only another few minutes had passed since he last looked.
Steven returned to the spreadsheet on his computer and continued working for several more minutes. He calculated costs and filled out paperwork to be faxed, and otherwise handled the companies finances. Despite his boredom, Steven quickly got lost in his work and almost didn't notice when his phone vibrated on his desk. Looking down at his phone, Steven smiled as soon as he realized who had messaged him.
Jane: Just walked by your office, you looked bored! :p
Steven smiled as he replied: I could be with you and instead I'm stuck here, so yeah; bored. :p Unless you wanna fool around at the office? ;)
Jane: Would you like that? ;)
Steven: Bending you over my desk? Yeah, I'd be okay with that, Babe.
Jane: So, giving you head under your desk is out? ;)
Steven shifted his slacks in an attempt to hide his growing bulge as he imagined this. He figured Jane would never go through with something so bold, but he was definitely open to some sexting at work.
Steven: Mmm, I'd push you to your knees and slip my cock into your mouth.
"Oh, you would?" came a sweet sounding female voice.
Steven jumped and dropped his phone, looking toward his office door for the source of the voice. Leaning against the frame of his partially open door was a stunning brunette.
Jane was 27 years old and stood at a cute 5'4" tall. She had bright, expressive green eyes and light brown hair that fell to her lower back. Steven smiled at her, finding everything about this woman from her appearance to her personality incredibly attractive. It didn't hurt that she had the cutest smirk on her face, her kissable lips looking even more inviting. Jane had only worked in the HR department of his company for about six months, but the two instantly hit it off and formed a close friendship in that brief time.
"Yes, I would." Steven replied. "I was hoping for a sexy chat." he winked at her.
"Really, Steven? At work?" Jane said as she slipped into his office. Closing the door, she leaned against it and smiled. Jane was wearing a pair of jeans and a conservative purple top that, while it didn't show any cleavage, it wasn't loose enough to hide her D-cup breasts. While admiring her, Steven felt a flare of jealousy that HR was allowed to wear casual clothing.
"Well, the last time we did that you got so wet you had to rush to the bathroom and wipe yourself." Steven teased.
Jane laughed, scrunching her nose. The gesture made Steven smile at her, he liked the sound of her laugh and the cute way she scrunched her nose.
"Tonight? After work." Steven asked, smirking suggestively.
Jane grinned mischievously and walked toward his desk "I might be able to make time for you." she whispered in her cute voice.
"It's a date." Steven smiled before looking at her curiously as she circled his desk. He turned his chair to face her. "What do you think you're doing?"
"This." Jane stated simply, placing a hand on each arm of his chair as she leaned down and kissed his lips. Her light brown hair framed her face as she broke their kiss and kissed along his cheek until she reached his ear. "I can't wait until tonight." she whispered in his ear before lightly nibbling on his earlobe.
Steven's eyes flicked to his door, grateful it was closed and the curtains were pulled shut, but still afraid someone could walk in. Jane's hand reached lower massaging his bulge from outside his pants. "You're crazy." He whispered, giving a nervous chuckle.
Jane sat in his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck as she kissed him again. Steven buried a hand in her hair, her soft locks entwined in his fingers as she slipped her tongue into his mouth. The two of them began grinding as they made out passionately. She could feel her pussy getting wet as her crotch ground against him. Steven's hand squeezed one of her tits from outside her shirt, eliciting a soft moan. His hand at her hair held her head close and his other hand slipped lower to squeeze her ass. One of Jane's hands buried in his hair as her body pressed tightly against his.
After a few minutes making out and grinding, Jane pulled away slightly and teasingly asked "How's work, Babe?" Without waiting for him to answer, she pulled his head to her lips, pecking him once before pulling away again and looking into his eyes.
Steven smiled at her, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear with one hand "Eh. Trying not to think about the gorgeous lady grinding in my lap."
"But I like grinding on it!" Jane winked as she pressed her crotch down on his bulge, making him groan.
Steven pinched her butt playfully "And it feels so good." he replied, his other hand leaving her hair and running along her side, lightly caressing, exploring her body.
Instead of responding with words, Jane kept herself straddled on his lap, gently rocking and grinding as his hand on her butt helped her move. Steven's other hand pushed her shirt up slightly, caressing the bare skin of her side. Two pairs of green eyes met as Jane leaned forward, kissing him again and nibbling on his lower lip.
Jane continued grinding on his crotch, feeling how hard he was making her even wetter, her panties soaked. She kissed along his cheek, to his ear as she whispered "I know you've always wanted me to go down on you in the office."
Steven squeezed Jane's ass, his other hand sliding further up her shirt to cup her large tit from outside her bra "We can't do that here. Someone could walk in."
Nibbling on his earlobe, Jane ran a hand down his chest seductively. "I want your cum." she whispered in his ear. Jane knew her blowing him in his office would be a huge turn on; they had sexted about that particular fantasy several times. Jane always got hot knowing that she was fulfilling his fantasy and driving him crazy. Feeling how hard he was getting for her was making her pussy tingle and her nipples hard. She ground her crotch onto his bulge harder, moaning into his ear as he rubbed against her. Encouraged by her movements and words, Steven's hand slipped into her bra, cupping a firm tit.
Jane continued whispering in his ear, knowing she almost had him. "It really turns me on thinking about cum inside me." Steven groaned lustfully as Jane nibbled on his earlobe again. "Down my throat into my belly, being shot deep in my pussy.
"You want it now, Babe?" Steven asked, his voice thick with passion.
"Yes," Jane said, grinding on him "I'm ruining these panties thinking about your cum on my face and down my throat."
Hearing Jane whisper that flipped a switch in his head, making him give into his lust. "Get on your knees. Under the desk." Steven ordered, turning his chair so that it faced the desk. Jane grinned, her green eyes sparkling with lust as she slipped under the desk. Steven quickly pushed the chair in slightly so no one could see anything if they came in unannounced. He was thankful the front of his desk ran almost to the floor, no one would be able to see Jane unless they got on the floor to peek under the desk.
Jane quickly got between his legs and unzipped his pants, freeing his thick cock. She stroked him in her hand, admiring the length before leaning down and kissing the tip. As she did, Steven gasped, their eyes meeting as he looked down. His chair wasn't all the way pushed in, so Jane's head slightly peeked out from the edge of the desk, letting him see her pretty face.
"Put me in your mouth." Steven ordered, making Jane smile at him. Soon he could only see the top of her head as she lowered it to take him between her lips.
Steven buried one hand in her long, thick hair as Jane's head bobbed in his lap. He rested one hand on his keyboard, trying to pretend to work in case someone came in. Yet, as Jane licked back up to his tip and back down, while stroking him, Steven gave up trying to work and just focused on the pleasure she was giving him. Removing his hand from the keyboard, Steven reached down to squeeze one of Jane's swollen tits, making her moan around his shaft.
Removing him from her mouth, Jane began stroking his length with one hand as she leaned down to take one of his balls in her mouth, lightly sucking on it.
"Oh, fuck!" Steven moaned, burying his other hand in her hair.
With both of his hands on her head now, Jane kissed back up his length, taking him between her soft lips again. One of her hands massaged the inside of his thighs as she took him into the back of her throat. Steven's hips involuntarily arched up, burying his entire length in Jane's throat. She moaned around his length, continuing to suck him. Steven looked down, wanting to watch his cock disappear between her lips, but was only able to see the top of her head as it bobbed in his lap.
Gripping a handful of Jane's hair, Steven began guiding her head along his hard cock. Jane always liked getting face fucked and could feel her body responding to his actions. Reaching her hands down, Jane cupped one of her tits, squeezing it. Her nipples were, hard poking out slightly through even her bra. Her other hand started to rub the outside of her jeans while Steven moved her head rapidly along the length of his cock, guiding her by the hair.
His breathing got heavier as Jane's lips moved up and down him. Pre-cum leaked onto her tongue while he pushed her down his length. She could taste his pre-cum, urging her on, making her want more. Her hand pressed into the crotch of her jeans as the other squeezed her large tit. Steven moved her head along his length faster by the hair as she sucked. Jane gagged slightly, but kept sucking on him, loving the feel of him in her mouth. Steven could tell how badly she wanted him to explode in her mouth, how badly she wanted to taste him.
Steven tried not to cry out as his hands tightened in her hair and his hips bucked. Jane groaned in pleasure around his shaft as she felt him swell. His cock pulsed as warm, thick cum exploded from his tip and coated Jane's mouth. Steven kept Jane's head pressed down on him, filling her mouth and throat with more cum "Don't swallow!" he whispered, wanting her to show him. "Mmmhmm." Jane moaned out around his cock as drops of white appeared at the corners of her lips. She pressed her hand into the crotch of her jeans, stimulating her clit as the last of his load leaked out onto her tongue.
When he came, Jane didn't stop sucking, but instead kept taking him in and out of her mouth, his loosened grip letting her bob her head again. Steven could feel his warm cum in her mouth as her tongue licked his tip and swirled his seed around her mouth. Jane continued teasing his sensitive tip until he couldn't take it anymore. Gripping her by the hair, Steven pulled Jane's head off his cock, looking down into her eyes. "Show me." he commanded.
Jane swirled her cum around with her tongue before opening her mouth, showing him how full it is with him. Steven groaned as he watched Jane wiggle her tongue in the pool of cum "Do you wanna swallow?" he asked.
Keeping her mouth open to him, Jane simply nodded, her green eyes wide. Jane was so in control in her life, surrendering that control was a huge turn on for her. Her pussy was soaked for him. "Okay, swallow." Steven instructed.
Jane started to swallow before her lips were even closed. She cooed happily as his hot cum slid down her throat. When she opened her mouth to him again, only traces of his seed remained.
Steven pushed his softening cock back into her open mouth for her to clean. "I'm going to fuck you." he said. Jane nodded, looking up at him with need as she sucked his cock clean.
"Get me hard again." Steven ordered. Jane happily obliged, taking him back into her mouth, sucking on him and using all her oral talents to bring his cock back to full hardness.
Suddenly, a knock came at his door and one of the managers quickly walked in. Steven froze, placing both hands on his desk and grateful that Jane was not visible. "Hey, Leslie. C-can I help you?" he asked, trying to keep his voice level.
"I just finished some paperwork for a large purchase and we'll have a meeting on it in a few minutes. If you could check it over and then head to the meeting?" Leslie asked, placing the paperwork on his desk.
Steven reached forward, taking the paperwork, trying not to act strange. It wasn't easy to appear normal, since he currently had a gorgeous woman bobbing her head in his lap. Jane knew they weren't alone, but kept sucking him, one hand massaging his balls as she worked to get him hard again. Having someone so close, but unaware of what she was doing, was turning Jane on. Her hand at her crotch had unbuttoned her jeans so she could reach in and run her fingers along her wet slit.
"Are you okay?" Leslie asked, looking at him.
"Y-yes, thank you," Steven replied as Jane took him deep into her throat "It's just the heat." he explained. "Is there anything else you need?" he asked.
"No, that will be all. Thank you." Leslie said as she turned to leave, shutting the door behind her. She never noticed that Jane was beneath the desk, even as she pushed her fingers into her sopping pussy, her mouth full of Steven's cock.
"That was close." Steven said as Jane kept sucking on his rapidly hardening cock "I don't think I'll have time before the meeting to fuck you." he said.
Instead of replying, Jane kept bobbing her head on him, rapidly taking his entire length between her lips and down her throat. Steven knew he had to get back to work so he could make the meeting, but Jane's mouth felt so good. Steven returned his hands to her hair, pushing her down on his cock. Jane's slight gag turned him on as he thrust his hips forward. She kept her mouth open for him to fuck, which he did, groaning as he hardened fully at the feel of her lips and tongue on him. Jane's fingers were buried in her pussy as she enjoyed his face fucking. As she felt his cock grow in her mouth, on her tongue, down her throat, Jane circled her clit with her thumb. Her body shook as an orgasm washed over her. Jane's body shook and quivered as little noises of pleasure escaped her lips. Steven could feel her throat vibrate around his shaft as she came on her fingers, moaning loudly. His hips bucked again, making Jane gag as she slowly came down from her orgasm.
Steven pulled Jane's head back by the hair until only the tip of his cock was between her lips. He looked down at her, loving the sight of her lips stretched around him "Shit, Babe. You keep this up and I'll be cumming again."
At his words, Jane made a noise of wanting around his cock, her lips tightening around his tip.
Steven looked down at her, their eyes meeting "You want more cum, Babe?" he asked, thinking he understood her meaning.
Jane's eyes widened as she looked up at him. She gently nodded with his cock still in her mouth.
"Okay, I don't have time to fuck you," Steven said "But if you keep sucking me, I'll cum for you."
He gripped her head tightly, pushing her all the way down on him until Jane's lips pressed against his base. Jane breathed through her nose as he pushed him all the way down, making her gag. She opened her throat up to him and continued to suck as he told her, almost milking him. For a few minutes, Steven kept Jane's head on him, enjoying the feel of her tight throat squeezing him. His breathing got heavy as he began to swell "I'm about to cum!" he warned her.
The feel of his cock swelling in her mouth made Jane suck harder, knowing what would greet her. "Fuck!" Steven groaned as cum burst from his tip and shot straight down her throat, into her stomach. Steven could feel her throat contracting as she swallowed every drop of cum he had to offer. He groaned and released her head as the last few drops leaked out. Jane rubbed her pussy with her right hand as she gently sucked his tip and he reached a hand down to squeeze her tit.
Steven was panting slightly as Jane crawled out from under his desk and stood up. He watched her button up her jeans before turning to him and wiping her lips with her left hand. A drop of cum had gathered on the tip of her finger, which she placed into her mouth, rolling her eyes up as she sucked it off her finger.
"I'll say it again; you're crazy." Steven said.
"Don't act like you didn't enjoy it." Jane laughed, as she watched Steven put his cock back in his pants.
"I definitely did," Steven answered "Sounds like you did, too."
"I always enjoy being filled with cum," Jane husked, getting close to him again. She then held the fingers of her right hand up for his inspection "You got me so wet." Steven leaned forward and sucked her fingers into his mouth, tasting her juices.
When he released her fingers, Steven looked up into Jane's eyes "Sorry I didn't have time to fuck you." he said.
"Eat lunch in your office today." Jane husked, knowing he was still way too turned on to worry about getting caught. "I want you so much." She turned, flipping her long hair over one shoulder as she walked toward the door.
"It's a date!" Steven called after her, staring at her ass.
Laughing, Jane closed the door. Steven quickly got back to work, longing for lunch time. He finished the paperwork and headed to the meeting. It was a boring meeting, but he did get a few dirty texts from Jane about what they were gonna do at lunch.
The meeting wrapped up and Steven rushed back to his office. He didn't even bother to eat lunch, instead waiting for a knock on his door. Instead of knocking, Jane just rushed in, looking at him with lust in her pretty, green eyes.
"Lock the door." Steven ordered, standing up from his desk.
Jane quickly obeyed, turning the lock on the door and making sure the curtains were closed. Their green eyes met as Steven walked to the side of his desk, clearing a space. He stepped back from the desk and looked back at Jane "Bend over the desk for me." he ordered.
Rubbing her lips together before smiling, Jane walked over to the desk, ready for him to take her. She turned around and bent over the desk as he told her, her tits pressing into the desk. Steven stepped behind her and reached around to unbutton her jeans. He grabbed them with both hands and yanked them and her panties down her legs, leaving them stretched between Jane's spread knees. She felt the cool air on her butt as goosebumps spread over her body. Jane looked back at him and reached for her pussy, rubbing in circles. Steven reached forward and squeezed her bare ass as their green eyes met. Standing right behind her, he pulled his cock out of his pants and rubbed the tip along her wet slit, teasing her. "I wanna fuck you." he said.
Jane bit her lower lip, her hair over one shoulder as she looked up at him "Then fuck me." she husked.
Steven finally pressed forward, burying his hard cock in her sopping pussy "You're so wet!" he groaned.
She quickly nodded and whispered "You make me wet." before turning and looking forward, concentrating on the feeling of his length spreading her pussy open.
With a tight grip on her hips, Steven began a steady thrusting motion, the force of each impact pushing her against his desk. Jane reached back with both of her hands, spreading her pussy open more for him to fuck. His hands squeezed her ass as he looked down, watching his cock spreading her open and disappearing into her body. "Mmm, yes Steven, fuck me!" Jane groaned.
Jane reached her hands forward desperately, pushing the keyboard out of the way as she tried to find something to grip onto while he moved inside her. His hands slid up her body, pushing her shirt and bra above her big tits. Jane lifted her body to help him and placed her hands flat on his desk, letting her tits bounce freely.



Reaching forward, Steven gripped both of her arms at the elbows pulling her up and fucking her hard and fast with the full length of his cock. Jane tossed her hair back as she looked forward, biting her lip as pleasure coursed through her body. His grip on her elbows kept her above the desk, her tits bouncing and slapping each other with each impact of Steven's hips. "Yes, fuck me!" Jane groaned as Steven repeatedly filled her with his cock. She was loving the rough treatment, she always loved it when the guy took charge.
He fucked her for several minutes like this before releasing her arms and reaching for her tits. Jane's hands quickly dropped to the desk to keep herself balanced. She whispered his name with desire as his hands cupped both her tits, squeezing them, her nipples pressing into his palms. Steven started to grind his hips against her, his entire cock buried inside Jane's clenching pussy.
Jane started breathing heavily as Steven sent pleasure through her body, her pussy tight around him, her nipples hard against him. Steven releases one tit, letting it swing freely, and grabs a fist full of her hair, pulling her head back. Jane moaned as her head was pulled back, causing her to arch and him to move deeper inside of her. His other hand rolled her nipple as Jane squirmed in pleasure beneath him.
Releasing her tit. Steven reached between her legs, his fingers searching for her clit. "Cum for me, Jane." he whispered, his fingers rapidly circling her clit. His grip on her hair tightened as he pushed into her again and again. "Mmm, fuck Steven!" Jane moaned as she started to cum on his cock. Her legs shook as she came, moaning loudly as her juices flowed out of her.
His hard cock stayed buried inside of her as she came. He released her hair, letting her collapse onto his desk as her body quivered. Jane was panting heavily as she felt him gripping her hips, thrusting lightly. The feeling of her tits pressed against the wood of his desk made Jane's pussy clench at his thickness.
Steven gave a few hard thrusts before pulling out of Jane's tight pussy. She turned her head around to look at him. Their eyes met as she whispered "I want to suck your cock."
He reached out to circle her clit with his thumb as he whispered back "Then get on your knees and put my cock in your mouth."
Jane quickly spun around and dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her hand and guiding it to her lips, wanting to taste him again. Steven placed a hand on her head, moaning slightly as his other hand reached down to squeeze an exposed tit.
Looking down, Steven saw his cock disappearing between Jane's lips, her tits hanging out from beneath her pushed up bra and shirt, and her jeans bunched up at her knees. As he watched, Jane cleaned her juices off his cock and slipped a hand between her legs, rubbing her clit in circles.
Wanting to get her naked, Steven reached down and grabbed her shirt and bra. Jane pulled off his cock to allow him to cast the garments aside, tugging the shirt one time to free it of her long hair. "Stand up." he said.
Jane quickly obeyed, biting her lip and looking at him. Steven kissed her lips, then worked soft kisses down to her tits. He took a nipple in his mouth as his hands reached for her jeans and panties, pushing them down her smooth legs. Jane threw back her head and moaned while Steven's tongue worked her nipple.
Steven released her nipple, kissing her tit once before dropping to his knees to get her out of her jeans. Jane lifted her feet, one at a time, to help him remove her jeans and panties. He also discarded her shoes and socks, leaving her standing naked in his office.
He slowly stood up, kissing her pussy mound as he passes by. Steven slipped his arms around Jane, squeezing her ass and pulling her close. Jane rested a hand on his cock, gently stroking as shes places a kiss on his neck. She spread her legs when his hand slipped between them to run along her wet slit.
"You sure I should be naked at your desk?" Jane asked as she kissed his neck.
One of Steven's hands teased her pussy, coating his fingers in her arousal. The other squeezed a big tit as he replied. "You shouldn't be." he agreed. "I also shouldn't eat you out at my desk, but that's what I'm going to do."
Jane bit her lip and watched to see if he was serious, her arousal obvious by her hard nipples and soaking pussy. Grinning, Steven pushed his fingers inside of her, his thumb briefly circling her clit before he pulled out and placed both hands at her hips. He lifted Jane and sat her bare ass down on the edge of his desk.
Stepping back to admire Jane's naked form, Steven leaned in to kiss her lips, then began trailing kisses down her body. His hands squeezed her tits together so he could kiss her cleavage. He then released her large breasts, his lips trailing lower, down to her stomach as he dropped to his knees and put Jane's legs over his shoulders.
Jane let out a gasp of pleasure as Steven took one long lick of her slit. Jane's back arched, her tits proudly jutting out from her chest as Steven licked all along her slit. He pushed his fingers inside her body as his tongue rapidly flicked her clit. Jane called out his name when she felt his fingers inside her hungry pussy. Steven gripped her thigh in one hand, rapidly fingering her with the other as Jane's hands reached down to hold onto his hair with desperate fingers. Her tits bounced on her chest as his tongue continuously worked her clit. "Eat me, eat me, eat me!" Jane cried out, holding his head while Steven sucked on her clit and fingered her rapidly.
When Steven pushed his fingers all the way inside her and rapidly flicked her clit with his tongue, Jane lost it. Her thighs gripped his head tightly, her hands pushing him to her pussy as an intense orgasm washed over her. Jane's head snapped back as she moaned her pleasure loudly, unable to keep herself quiet as she came all over his tongue and fingers.
"Oh fuck, yes Steven!" Jane screamed, her legs shaking. "I need you... I need you to fuck me!" she begged.
Steven pulled his fingers from her clenching pussy and kissed her slit before removing her legs from his shoulders and standing in front of her, between her spread legs "Good, because I'm going to fuck you now." he said as he took his cock in his hand and lined it up with her entrance.
Jane shivered as Steven told her he was going to fuck her. She remained sitting, her ass right on the edge of the desk. He pressed his lips to hers, kissing her with passion as he buried his entire length inside of her. Jane opened her legs wider as he pushed in, her pussy tight around his throbbing cock.
One of Steven's hands was at the back of her head, holding their lips together while his other hand squeezed a hanging tit. Jane slipped her tongue into his mouth, kissing him hotly while her hands clenched the edge of the desk for leverage.
Steven thrust rapidly into her clenching pussy, keeping Jane right at the edge of another orgasm. Unable to concentrate on kissing, Jane broke their lip lock, throwing her head back as she moaned her pleasure. She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him in deeper, her hair falling down her back and her tits bouncing with every thrust. Leaning down, Steven took a nipple in his mouth, flicking it with his tongue as Jane moaned and came again, her body writhing beneath him. "I want your cum." Jane moaned out. In response, Steven thrust harder and faster, getting closer to his release "I want to feel it swimming inside me. Cum inside me; I want it!" Jane cried out. He released her tit and looked down at her, watching her taking his cock. Jane's eyes locked with his as they fucked. Steven's hands went to her ass, tightening as he buried his entire length inside her. "Fuck!" he groaned as his cock swelled and fired ropes of hot cum into her spasming hole. Feeling herself getting filled with cum, caused Jane to writhe beneath him, moaning out another clenching orgasm at the thought of his cum swimming into her.
He gave a few more quick thrusts before pulling back, his pants around his ankles at this point. Jane grinned and dropped to her knees, cleaning their combined juices from his cock.
"I hope that will hold you until tonight?" Steven asked with a grin.
Jane took his softening cock from her mouth, holding it in a hand as she looked up at him "Only if you promise to spray my tits so I can swirl your hot cum around my nipples."
"It's a date."
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"I really just don't understand." Jane said in her cute voice as she sat in the passenger seat of Steven's silver car.
"How can you not understand how great it is?!" Steven asked as he drove down the highway. The two of them were headed to a fireworks show over a lake that was one town over. He and Jane had shared a mutual attraction for some time and loved doing romantic things like that together. Steven had light brown hair, a close cropped beard, and striking green eyes.
"I just don't understand the appeal on either side." Jane answered.
Steven's eyes flicked briefly to the side as he looked at Jane before returning his gaze to the road. He smiled to himself as he remembered how truly breathtaking Jane was. Standing at 5'4" tall, Jane had bright green eyes and light brown hair that fell to her lower back. She had a cute smile, a cleft chin, and an adorable freckle above her lip.
"Well, I definitely know the appeal on my side." Steven said, smirking. He was dressed casually in a pair of jeans and a plain t-shirt.
"Like, why would I want a guy's tongue and nose down there? I already get really wet, you don't need to get me ready like that." Jane continued. "How is that enjoyable for a guy?"
Steven started thinking about going down on Jane so he could put into words why he liked it so much. "I love doing something just for you," he began, "I love knowing I'm making you feel good, tasting your pleasure. I love having you writhing and moaning uncontrollably, your hands desperately gripping my hair."
Jane glanced down at Steven's bulge and smirked as she saw how much he was enjoying the images going through his head. Without speaking, she reached over and placed her hand on his thigh as he continued.
"Tasting how wet you are for me, hearing your moans as your entire body shakes and your back arches." Steven's pants were getting uncomfortably tight as he imagined Jane's naked body writhing in pleasure. Her hand felt so good gently massaging his thigh. "I reach up and squeeze a swollen tit as my tongue flicks her clit. I love your pussy and I want to make it feel good!" he finished with a grin.
Jane looked over at Steven with lustful eyes "That does sound nice." she admitted, "I just really don't get the appeal. Blowjobs, I get. Not eating out."
Steven laughed. "Well, feel free to give me a blowjob. Anytime, babe."
"Mmm, anytime?" Jane asked in a husky voice as her hand slid over his bulge and began lightly massaging.
Glancing over at Jane, Steven admired her body. She was dressed in a cute skirt and a scoop-necked top that put her cleavage on display. He could see the strap of her Victora's Secret bra and smirked as he remembered the triple D tag he had seen earlier.
"Take my cock out." Steven ordered.
Jane rubbed her thighs together as she could feel herself getting wet from being told what to do. She unbuttoned Steven's jeans and reached a soft hand inside to pull out his hardness. Licking her lips, Jane's hand moved along his length as she stroked him.
"Use your mouth." he urgently whispered.
Leaning over, Jane lowered her head, taking his tip between her soft lips. Steven let out a soft groan as Jane began gently sucking his tip.
With one hand on the wheel, Steven tried to keep his eyes on the road. His other hand ran along her side, reaching up to squeeze one of her big boobs from outside her top. Jane smiled as her tongue licked his tip before tightening her lips and sucking hard. Steven slid his hand beneath her top and into her bra, cupping a massive tit in his hand. Jane groaned as his fingers found her nipple, lightly rolling the hard tip.
Releasing her tit, Steven's reached for the top of Jane's head, lightly pushing. Understanding what he wanted, Jane began taking more of him into her mouth, her lips moving down inch by inch.
"Oh, fuck!" Steven groaned, his fingers entwined in her hair. He struggled to remain focused on the road as pleasure from Jane's sucking mouth flowed through him.
Jane moaned around his cock as she felt his excitement. She began bobbing her head on his cock faster, his tip hitting the back of her throat with every downward motion. Jane reached for her pussy, her hand disappearing beneath her skirt as she felt how ready her tight hole was to be fucked. She continued sucking on his length as his hand moved her head up and down. Her body shook slightly as she ran her fingers up and down her slit.
Steven's eyes looked down briefly to watch Jane's head moving up and down in his lap. He pushed her head all the way down and groaned as her lips touched his base. When he released her head, Jane pulled up until his tip touched her lips. She kissed the head of his cock, wanting it to be inside her, before taking him back in her mouth.
"A-almost there." Steven gasped out, meaning both their destination and his impending climax. Sucking harder in response, Jane pushed her fingers into her soaked pussy, wishing it was Steven's cock inside her.
Trying to focus on driving, Steven let Jane control her movements and just let his hand lightly rest on her head. He pulled into the parking lot and found a spot way in the back, away from anyone else. He was so focused on parking the car safely that he didn't realize how close she had gotten him. He gasped and bucked his hips as hot cum exploded from his tip. "Don't swallow!" he choked out.
Feeling his cum shooting quickly into her mouth, Jane continued sucking, wanting it. She did as she was told, holding all of his hot seed inside her mouth as the last of it coated her warm mouth.
Placing the car in park, Steven used his grip on her hair to pull Jane's mouth off his cock. "Show me." he said as he looked into her eyes.
Jane looked up at him, swirling his cum around her mouth with her tongue before parting her lips and showing him her mouthful of cum.
"Swallow." Steven ordered as he looked back at her, smiling.
Jane mixed her cum all around her mouth, continuing to taste him on her tongue. Her eyes never left his as she closed her mouth and swallowed. She then opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing him that only small traces of his cum remained.
"I want to fuck you." Steven said as he watched Jane's hand moving beneath her skirt.
"Then fuck me." Jane replied huskily.
Steven released his grip on her hair, but Jane stayed with her head lowered, looking up at him with lust as she played with herself. "We're alone right now, but this place is still pretty public."
"Maybe that's what I want." Jane said as she removed her fingers from her wet hole and sat up. She lifted her hand to Steven's lips as he leaned forward and took her fingertips between his lips, tasting her arousal.
Steven kissed her fingertips as he released them "I could eat you out in front of everyone and show you what the big deal is." he suggested. "It would give everyone quite the show."
"I'd rather you just fucked me out in the open." Jane winked.
"You're crazy." he said as he zipped his pants and opened the door.
"Crazy about you." Jane whispered.
Steven shut his door and walked around the car to the passenger side. He opened Jane's door and offered his hand "Milady."
"Why thank you, kind sir." Jane replied, slipping her hand into his as she got out of the car.
Steven and Jane walked hand in hand to the field by the lake. There, they spread a blanket out at the very back of the crowd. Steven sat down with his legs extended and playfully pulled Jane into his lap as she laughed. The two of them kissed and cuddled as the sun went down enough for the fireworks to start.
As the show began, Steven lay back on the blanket while Jane stayed seated on his lap, her head turned so they could both watch the explosions of color in the sky. Steven's eyes flicked down to Jane, admiring her body. She looked so good, flashes of light from the fireworks illuminating her. His hands on her bare thighs, enjoying the feel of her soft skin.
Jane's eyes were locked on the sky as she began grinding down on Steven. She was straddling his lap and was able to grind her panty-covered crotch down on him. Her skirt spread out around them, hiding what she was doing from view.
"What are you doing, Miss Jane?" Steven asked with a smirk as he began to harden at the feel of Jane's soft body pressing down on him.
Jane turned to face Steven and leaned down, pressing her body on top of his, her breasts pressing into his chest as she whispered in his ear. "I want you to fuck me. Here. With everyone around."
Fireworks exploded in the background as Steven whispered back "Put me inside you."
Glancing around to make sure everyone nearby was engrossed in the fireworks show, Jane quickly sat up. She smiled down at Steven as she slipped a hand beneath her skirt and extracted his hard cock from his jeans. She gave him a few quick tugs before aiming his erection upward. Jane pushed him passed her panties and they both groaned as she lowered her body down on him.
Jane removed her hand from under her skirt, smoothing it out to make sure the fabric completely covered their joining. To anyone else in the area, it would look like she was just sitting in his lap while they enjoyed the fireworks show.
Steven ran his hands along Jane's smooth legs, enjoying their softness as Jane stayed seated on him, his hard dick completely surrounded by warm vaginal flesh. Jane smirked down at Steven and rested her hands on his chest as she squeezed her tight internal muscles around his cock, tightening her girl for his pleasure. He let out a small moan of pleasure and quickly looked around, making sure no one noticed.
"Feel good?" Jane asked with a smile while fireworks exploded in the background.
"So. Fucking. Good." Steven said, moving his hands to Jane's slim waist.
Jane looked around to make sure that no one was watching before slowly lifting her body so that his cock started to exit her tight pussy. When only the tip was still inside her, Jane dropped down onto Steven's lap, fully impaling herself again. "Fuck." she groaned, her eyes closing and face scrunching up in pleasure.
Lost in pleasure, Jane began to become more bold. Soon she was slowly bouncing up and down in Steven's lap as he held her waist. No one was watching, but the thrill of having sex with so many people around was really driving Jane wild. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!" she moaned, her fingers curling and gripping his shirt tightly. Thankfully her skirt was long enough to hide their activities.
When he was sure no one was looking their way, Steven reached up his hands and squeezed Jane's big tits together in her scoop-necked top, creating a delicious cleavage. "Mmm," Jane cooed as she turned her bounce into a slow grind, loving the feel of his cock stimulating her vaginal walls while he played with her tits.
After a few minutes, a handful of people had looked their way, but each time it just looked like Jane was sitting in Steven's lap. He had managed to move his hands away from her tits before anyone noticed. Jane would really only ride him or grind on him when she was sure no one was looking, otherwise she would just stay impaled on his cock, enjoying the feeling of his thickness stretching her. She liked to squeeze his cock with her well-trained muscles to cause him extra pleasure while she knew people were looking their way. Fortunately for Steven, no one looked long; they were more interested in the fireworks than some random couple.
"Gonna cum soon." Jane grunted, her eyes closed and adorable face scrunched up.
"Cum for me, Jane." Steven cooed as he boldly reached his hands up Jane's skirt and grabbed two handfuls of her ass cheeks.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Jane threw back her head, her long hair framing her face as her body shook.
Fireworks exploded in multiple colors above them as Jane shuddered from her orgasm. Her sexy body wriggled in pleasure and her pussy squeezed his cock tightly. The sounds of the fireworks drowned out Jane's orgasm, so still no one noticed that a couple was having sex barely fifteen feet away.
When Steven took his hands out from under her skirt Jane lowered her upper body and lay down on top of Steven, her large covered breasts pressed into his chest as her hair tickled his face. "I want you to cum inside me." she whispered in his ear before sitting up again and resuming her undulations in his lap.
"Keep going," Steven said with a gasp, "I'm almost there."
"Cum inside me, Baby." Jane cooed as she started bouncing on him harder and faster, "Fill me with it your warm, thick, sticky cum. I want it, I want it! Cum! Cum for me!" Jane begged loudly, completely oblivious to anyone around them.
Lost in the moment, Steven gripped Jane's hips and pulled her down so that he was fully embedded inside her. "Fuck!" he groaned as his cock pulsed, shooting wave after wave of hot semen into Jane's pussy.
"Yes! Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Jane moaned, throwing her head back.
When Steven's cock began to soften inside Jane, the beautiful woman lifted her body until his penis exited her. They both reached under Jane's skirt; Steven to put his cock away, Jane to adjust her panties so that her pussy was once again covered.
Steven and Jane both looked over at the nearest couple and saw that they were being watched. The girl was blushing and the guy gave them both a knowing smirk.
Jane blushed and started giggling as she lay down on top of Steven. He wrapped his arms around her and smiled at the couple. "Show's over."
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Hi, my name is Steven and I'm a forty year old single father. I have brown hair, green eyes, and am of average height. A fairly intensive workout routine keeps me in pretty good shape. All in all, I'm a decent-looking guy. At least, that's what I think.
Unlike a lot of single parents, money really isn't an issue for me at all. I graduated college with a business degree and ended up working in investments. Due to a number of smart business decisions and starting my own company, I'm living the easy life. I am quite wealthy and have a large house with several staff, including maids and a butler. My daughter loves it.
Right, my daughter. Kayla is your stereotypical teenage girl. She's on the cheer squad, gets good grades; I'm very proud. My daughter has her mother's raven hair and my green eyes. She's of middling height with a flat stomach; all the boys are crazy about her. Especially her boyfriend, David.
Kayla just turned eighteen last week and I'm letting her have an outdoor pool party with her friends. Since all her friends are eighteen and responsible, I've agreed to supply the liquor. My one rule is that no one can drive drunk. They are all welcome to stay in guest rooms if they want to get drunk. I trust Kayla to be responsible and not let her friends leave the house if they've been drinking.
I have a very European attitude towards fatherhood; she's an adult. Kayla has told me that she and David had sex on her eighteenth birthday and, while I don't like to think about it, I accept it. I was always the cool dad and all her friends are looking forward toward my laid back attitude at the party. They know I don't care if a couple eighteen year old adults wanna sneak off to the guest room for a hook up. It just isn't my business.
The morning of the party has arrived and I'm having breakfast with Kayla. I've laid out a nice spread and she is currently enjoying pancakes with syrup.
"Excited for the party?" I ask.
"Yeah, definitely!" she says, "There's gonna be about fifty people here, I hope that's okay?"
"Of course, that's fine. We have the space." I reply. "Who's coming?"
"Well, David, of course." Kayla answers, mentioning her boyfriend. "Hazel, Brittney, Derek, Katie, Ashley, Dan, Josh, Marcia, Lexi, Amanda, Kevin." she lists a number of people in quick succession.
I recognize most of the names, like her best friend Hazel, but there's a couple in there I can't place. I also noticed Kayla roll her eyes when mentioning Lexi and Dan. Dan, I get, he is apparently a huge playboy who only cares about hooking up with as many girls as possible and then ditching them. Lexi, though, seems like a really nice girl. To my knowledge, she's never hung out with Kayla alone, always in a group, so I know they are not close.
"Try not to ogle the girls in their bikinis too much." Kayla teases as she takes a bite of her pancakes.
"Haha, very funny." I roll my eyes, pretending to be offended. Kayla knows that I might subtly glance at one of her cute friends every once in awhile, but there's a huge difference between that and actually touching them. They're all over eighteen and I know it doesn't really bother Kayla.
We eat in silence for several minutes before Kayla speaks up again "Thank you for letting me have this party."
"You're very welcome." I smile, happy I raised such a kind, responsible, and grateful daughter.
"I'll make sure no one drives drunk." she promises.
"Good, I trust you." I say, "Do you think a lot of people will be staying over?"
"Some." Kayla says with a shrug of her shoulders, "A few others are designated drivers, I know some people are coming in groups."
"Smart." I respond with a nod.
"Then a few hookups might stay over just for the convenience." she winks at me.
"Lucky guys!" I laugh.
"Even David?" Kayla teases.
"A father does not need to have those images in his head, Kayla!" I shake my head and make a disgusted face.
"Then don't picture me having sex, pervert." Kayla laughs as she finishes the last of her meal.
I sigh and shake my head again as Kayla gets up and gathers up both our plates. As long as David treats her right and she's happy, I'm happy. I sit back with my coffee and relax as Kayla cleans up after breakfast.
The two of us relax for the rest of the morning, playing board games and spending time together. I love it. Kayla is all I have left of her mother, and I love her so much. These bonding times are incredibly valuable to me. Our relaxation continues until after lunch when it is time to get ready for the party.
The party has begun and I have found myself manning the grill, preparing burgers and chicken for Kayla and her friends. I'm wearing shorts and a t-shirt, while Kayla and all of her friends are wearing bathing suits. Kayla looks beautiful as always, in a black bikini. Her boyfriend, David is wearing his swim trunks.
I have to admit to checking out more than a few of Kayla's female friends. They are all simply gorgeous. Ashley is a tall girl with big tits in a yellow bikini, Lexi is a short girl with auburn hair in a light blue bikini, and Hazel is a tan girl with long brown hair in a green bikini. So many bikinis, so much cleavage, so many tight, bodies. All the young, beautiful flesh around me, it is difficult to not get an erection.
The party is in full swing, with music playing and people enjoying the warm summer day in and around the pool. Various girls and guys are lounging on deck chairs, sometimes cuddling with a significant other. Lexi, the auburn haired girl does a cannonball into the deep end of the pool. Two couples are play-fighting in the pool; guys standing in the shallow end, each with a girl on their shoulders as the girls each try to knock the other into the water. One of the girls is Hazel, and I'm not sure who the other girl is, she must not be one of Kayla's closest friends. Others are laughing and cheering the two couples on.
There is quite a bit of drinking going on. A few girls are doing jello shots as guys cheer them on, and two guys have set up beer pong on one of the tables on the patio. All in all, the party seems to be quite the success. Suddenly, a voice causes me to jump in surprise and look away from the pool.
"I'll have a burger, please." says a girl in a polka-dot bikini as she holds up a plate with an open bun.
"Of course." I smile, snagging a burger with my spatula and placing it on the burger bun.
"Thank you." she grins at me before walking away. Damn, her ass looks amazing in that bikini as she sashays along the patio.
The afternoon continues on, with people alternating between swimming, lounging, drinking, and getting food. Everyone is having fun. The flirting between guys and girls is getting more and more bold. One couple is even making out as they lounge together on a deck chair. Is it my imagination, or are a couple of female gazes lingering on me as well? Probably just wishful thinking on my part.
Evening arrives and I shut down the grill, putting the cover on before I walk over to the cooler and grab another beer. I head inside to the common area near the guest wing and sit down on an armchair. I kick my shoes off and crack open the beer to take a refreshing sip. Grabbing the remote, I turn the television on and settle in for a relaxing evening, leaving Kayla and her friends to their own devices.
About an hour into my relaxation, the door slides open and I notice Hazel walk in wearing her green bikini. She is holding hand and giggling with one of the many male party guests. Josh, I think his name is. I smirk as I realize the first hook up of the party is starting. Damn, Josh is lucky; the sexy girl has her long brown hair in a sexy ponytail. I'm jealous. Hazel blushes as she walks by me, but Josh just gives me a head nod. I nod in return, smiling at him and mentally congratulating him on his conquest. The couple heads towards the bedrooms and I notice Josh grab a handful of Hazel's firm ass. I smirk as the two of them disappear down the hallway.
The television isn't doing a great job of entertaining me and soon I'm starting to doze. I really am jealous of that guy; he's probably getting his dick sucked by Hazel at this very moment. My eyes close as I imagine Hazel's mouth on me. It's been a long time since I've had a blowjob, a very long time. A few minutes later, I'm out cold.
I can hear a girl giggling, along with a male voice in the background. I'm not sure if I'm still dreaming when I feel hands at my crotch, undoing my pants. Something warm and wet closes around my cock, and I can feel an intense pressure around my rapidly hardening shaft. "Mm," a feminine voice moans around my thickness, and I can feel a wet sliding as something slithers around my dick. My eyes shoot open, revealing the shock of my life.
On her knees between my legs with my dick in her mouth is Lexi in her light blue bikini. Her auburn hair is up in cute twin buns at the top of her head as she smiles around my cock, her bright green eyes twinkling mischievously before she resumes bobbing her head on me. Lexi's small hands grip my thighs as she makes loud slurping sounds while she sucks my cock.
Holy shit, one of Kayla's friends is blowing me. Should I stop her? I should stop her. Fuck, her mouth feels so good. Lexi takes me deep and starts using her tongue on the underside of my shaft, causing any thought of stopping her to leave my mind. I'll never stop her.
"Oh, fuck." I moan, my head rolling back as I sit up in my chair.
"She's good, isn't she?" a voice suddenly asks.
I immediately look over and see Dan, one of Kayla's guy friends, standing several feet behind Lexi and to the side. I can't believe I'm just noticing him now. Then again, a cute eighteen year old in a bikini is giving me head, so I guess it makes sense that I'm a little oblivious to anything else.
"She's not bad." I say with a smirk.
Lexi makes a choking sound around my cock that sounds like she's trying to say 'Hey!' before taking me out of her mouth and stroking me as she looks up at me with those pretty eyes.
"Watch it, or I won't finish!" she teases drunkenly, gesturing at me with my cock before leaning down and kissing my mushroom head. She then begins planting soft kisses all along my length. Fuck, it feels good. Her lips are so soft.
"Sorry, Lexi." I reply with a smile, "You're very good."
"Better." Lexi chirps. "Now let me show you a good time, Sir." she purrs before engulfing my cock once more and sucking away.
"Normally I'd ask if I'm interrupting something," I begin, addressing Dan, "but I was asleep."
"We were making out and heading to a bedroom when Lexi saw you sleeping." Dan explains, "She couldn't resist."
I look down at Lexi and noticed that one of her tits is hanging out of her bikini top, giving me a great look at a pink nipple. I can definitely tell that she had been making out and getting groped before this.
"You aren't upset?" I ask Dan, both of us smirking as Lexi deep throats me and lets out a choked gagging sound. "Don't get me wrong, I'm very happy this is happening, but I don't understand why you would be okay with missing out."
"Simple." Dan says as he kneels behind Lexi and grabs her hips. He pulls her up so that she is crouched in a doggystyle position while still kneeling over my lap so she can keep sucking. "Just because I picked up a girl doesn't mean I can take her from both ends at the same time."
With that, Dan slips his hand into the back of Lexi's bikini bottoms and, with one quick yank, pulls the light blue material down so that it is spread between her upper thighs. He then drops his swim trunks, revealing his hard cock. Dan gets behind Lexi and rubs his tip along her slit, making the cute redhead moan around my length. I grip Lexi's head and force her down on my cock at the same time Dan holds her hips and thrusts his entire length into her sopping hole.
Lexi lets out a sexy scream around my cock as she is impaled at both ends. A large amount of drool slops out of her mouth and coats my balls. The guy behind her starts thrusting as I grip Lexi's twin hair buns and use them as handles to guide her up and down my cock. The beautiful, young redhead is moaning loudly as she is used by two guys, her lithe body moving back and forth between us.
I can feel Lexi's free tit bouncing and slapping against my thigh as Dan fucks her hard and fast. Every thrust causes Lexi to be pushed forward so that my cock slides down her throat. Lexi is amazing, able to take my cock directly into her throat while another guy fucks her from behind. Each moan from her adorable mouth causes the most delectable vibrations to caress my shaft; it feels like she is jacking me off with her throat.
I'm really starting to get into spit-roasting this little slut when I hear Dan suddenly groan as he pulls himself out of Lexi. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!" he moans as he holds his shaft, his face turning red while he squirts semen all over Lexi's pale lower back. Thirty seconds. We're fucking for thirty seconds, and the guy is already cumming.
Dan smirks and gives Lexi's ass a light slap. He then stands up and pulls his swim trunks back on. "Thanks, Babe." he says, "That was great. Hey, enjoy her man!" he winks at me and then heads back out to the pool.
"How was that for you?" I ask Lexi.
The sexy girl pulls off my cock and starts stroking me as she looks up at me and rolls her eyes. "Fucker couldn't even last a minute. Ugh!" She is laughing it off, but I catch a hint of sadness and regret on her face.
"Sorry, but I guess that's what you get with eighteen year old guys!" I say with a laugh, trying to keep the mood light.
"Yeah, that's why I asked if he'd be okay if I sucked you while he fucked me." Lexi explains as she presses my cock against her cheek. "I'm glad I did, you're so much longer and thicker!"
"I can last longer, too." I promise as I look over Lexi's body. One tit is still hanging out of her bikini top and her bottoms are still stretched around her upper thighs. Cum is running down her lower back.
"Mmm, I like the sound of that," Lexi says as she kisses my tip and looks up at me with her lightly freckled face, "And I'm on the pill, you can cum inside me!"
"Then come sit in my lap, Babe." I suggest.
"Let me do this for you first." she says as she once again puts her warm mouth on me and starts sucking.
Content with her decision, I lean back and place my hands on her head, more than happy to let her suck on me at her leisure for the time being. Damn, this girl is good. She has definitely had a lot of practice sucking dick. She takes me all the way in and then slips her little tongue out to lick my balls, making me groan and twist my fingers in her hair. Lexi then starts bobbing fast on my cock, making the sexiest little gagging sounds each time she takes me in.
For several minutes, Lexi sucks my dick. At one point, a guy walks in leading a sexy dark-haired girl by the hand. "Lexi!" the girl shrieks when she sees the redhead with my dick in her mouth. The guy just gives me a knowing smirk and a thumbs up.
"Fuck off, Marcia!" Lexi takes my cock out of her mouth to say, "Let me suck his dick!" The sexy minx immediately puts me back between her lips and resumes sucking, ignoring her friends completely.
"That looks like fun." the guy says as he pulls Marcia down the hall. Marcia giggles and allows herself to be led into a guest room. I guess Marcia doesn't really care that Lexi is blowing a guy twice her age. I'm certainly not gonna complain.
I reach down with one hand and start caressing the boob that is hanging out of the bikini cup. Holy shit, this girl has the softest titties I have ever felt. Lexi lets out a moan as I tweak a hard nipple. My dick is rock hard and I am leaking pre-cum into the girl's mouth, which she swallows greedily.
"Gonna cum soon." I warn her with a grunt.
Lexi moans happily around my shaft as she rolls her green eyes up to meet mine, "Fuck my face." she says thickly.
She does not need to ask me twice. I grab her head in both hands, holding her still as I start thrusting my hips up, impaling her throat on my length with each stroke. Lexi's sexy gagging sounds get louder as drool runs freely from her lips. She squeezes my thighs tightly, her nostrils flaring as she struggles to breathe with nine inches of cock rammed down her throat.
Finally, I've hit my limit. I hold her head down on me tightly and lift my hips as I groan and start shooting. Lexi lets out a loud gag as drops of white appear at the corners of her lips. She is swallowing fast, but I'm cumming hard, and the little cocksucker can't keep up. Her fingers are squeezing my thighs so tightly it is almost painful. I can feel her throat working as she gulps down jet after jet of hot cum until, at last, I have no more to give her.
My hips lower to the chair and I release her head. Lexi immediately pulls off of me, tears streaming down her face as she gasps desperately for air. A drop of cum is hanging off her bottom lip. Fuck, that's hot.
"Holy shit." she gasps, her chest heaving and her free tit jiggling slightly. I can see that a couple strands of auburn hair have come loose from the twin buns on the top of her head.
"Holy shit." I agree with a deep breath as I watch Lexi's tongue snake out of her mouth so she can catch the last of my cum. I grin when she swallows.
Lexi lets out a cute burp and then giggles and blushes. She is holding my cock in one hand now and stroking my half-hard length slowly.
"Cum burp?" I ask.
"Cum burp." she confirms with a sharp nod. She then giggles that adorable giggle and leans forward to kiss my tip.
"Mm, fuck." I moan happily.
"I'm gonna run to the little girls' room." she says as she stands up and pulls up her bikini bottoms.
"Okay." I pant as I watch her place her tit back in her top.
The beautiful redhead stands up and sashays down the hall, toward the bathroom. I just sit here, breathing heavily as I think about the implications. Eighteen years old. Lexi is eighteen years old. I'm forty. Fuck, I shouldn't be doing this. Still, all I can think about is wanting her to come back. I'm still horny. It's been so long.
"Sorry," Lexi says when she returns ten minutes later, "I had to pee, and I wanted to clean up for you."
"No problem at all." I say.
"Now, where were we?" she asks in a seductive purr as she kneels down between my knees.
My cock is still sticking out of my shorts, and Lexi wastes no time in grasping the flaccid shaft with one hand. Her other hand reaches into her top and extracts the same breast that I've been admiring. With a sexy wink, she leans down and kisses my tip. While gripping my base and planting soft kisses all along my mushroom head, Lexi reaches down and pulls her bikini bottoms down to her waist. My cock jumps in her hand when I realize she's now running her fingers along her wet gash.
"Think you can get it up again?" Lexi asks with a smirk while stroking me.
"For you? Anytime." I answer as I stand up, my soft cock sticking out of my shorts.
I grab Lexi and practically drag the giggling girl over to the couch. I toss her down onto the couch and look down at her with lust. One tit is still dangling out of her bikini top and her bottoms are around her thighs, revealing her shaved mound and glistening slit.
With some difficulty, I straddle Lexi and place my half-hard dick between her small breasts. My hand reaches into her top and pulls her other breast out of the bikini, baring both perfect mounds to my gaze. I push her boobs together and push my length between her cleavage several times before lifting my body slightly and presenting my mushroom head to her pink lips.



"Get me hard again, Babe." I say.
Lexi giggles, opens wide, and leans forward to take me between her lips. I groan as her warm mouth closes around me. She immediately starts sucking me hard with enthusiasm. Her hands grip my ass from outside my shorts and Lexi pulls me closer so she can engulf my entire length. In less than a minute I am rock hard again and ready to go.
I pull my cock from her mouth and slap her face with it several times as she kisses as much cock flesh as she can. Next, I slide back so that I am kneeling on the couch cushion between her legs. My hands grip her bikini bottoms and I slowly slide them down her long, smooth legs. Lexi lifts her legs to help me get the bottoms off of her.
The bikini bottoms are tossed aside as I look down at Lexi. The beautiful redhead is naked except for her bikini top, the cups of which are pushed beneath her bare breasts. Fuck, she's gorgeous. I rip my shirt off and I lay my body on top of hers. Next, I start kissing along her neck as she buries her fingers in my hair and coos happily.
I kiss down Lexi's body, stopping at her lovely breasts. I squeeze the soft, yet firm mounds together and start kissing between them rapidly. Lexi giggles turn into moans when I take a nipple in my mouth and start sucking on it softly. My hands stay at her tits as I work my head lower, planting soft kisses on her flat stomach. When I reach her pubic mound, I release her tits and grab her knees, spreading her open wide for me. I need to taste her pussy.
Lexi lets out a loud moan as I lean in and take one long lick of her slit. My tongue finds her clit and starts circling the little nub "Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Lexi keeps moaning haughtily as I eat her out. I grip her upper thighs tightly as my tongue stimulates her clit; usually I'd add my fingers to the mix, but I enjoy holding Lexi's legs open. Also, she seems perfectly content with just my tongue working on her.
I continue to eat Lexi out for several minutes, using every technique I know; I lick her pussy, I slip my tongue inside her, I use my tongue on her clit, and I suck on her clit. Lexi's back arches, her hands twisting in my hair as she moans and groans. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" the sexy eighteen year old redhead screeches, her body convulsing in pleasure. Lexi's moaning becomes incomprehensible and I am unable to understand what she is babbling as she bucks her hips against my face.
I plant one last kiss on her vulva before sliding up her body and immediately pushing inside the tight babe.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi groans as my entire length buries inside her velvet tunnel.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I husk back.
My hand rests on her head as my other grabs her tit and I start thrusting into Lexi. The sounds of slapping flesh can be heard in conjunction with Lexi's passionate cries of "Fuck me!". Her naked breasts press into my chest and I can feel her hard nipples rubbing against me.
Lexi grips my bare back with desperate fingers as her pussy squeezes my shaft. I reach between us to push my shorts and boxers down to my knees so that I can fuck her easier. The cute redhead hooks her ankles around my calves, pulling me into her with her legs, "Mmm, fuck me, yes!" she moans loudly.
For several minutes, Lexi and I fuck, completely oblivious to the world around us. I think I hear another couple walk in at one point, but Lexi and I both ignore them, interested only in taking pleasure from each others bodies. She is so tight, and I can feel her pussy stretching to accommodate my thickness. Lexi makes the cutest little sex noises and I can tell she is definitely not faking; this girl is having the time of her life. Good, I am too.
"Oh god, you're gonna make me cum again!" Lexi moans and I can feel her hole tighten around me as her orgasmic convulsions begin. "Cum with me! Cum, cum, cum, cum!"
I don't cum. Not yet. True, her vaginal muscles are convulsing around my shaft, making me moan. I'm able to hold off my orgasm as I slam my cock into Lexi again and again. The sexy nymphomaniac has another orgasm, crying out again in a series of adorable gasping grunts.
Eyeing her open mouth, I pull out of her soaked pussy and immediately stand up. I shuffle over to the other end of the couch and grab Lexi by one of her twin buns at the top of her head. She is shocked when I push my hard dick into her mouth and start lightly thrusting.
Lexi is laying on the couch, almost completely naked with her legs spread as she starts bobbing her head on my wet cock.
"Mmm, that's it." I say, "Taste your pussy, Baby."
The young firecracker just moans and sucks harder, cleaning her own juices from my dick.
As soon as my cock is clean, I pull Lexi to her feet and grab her by the back of her head as I smash my lips against hers.
We kiss for a few minutes, hands exploring each others bodies before we break apart and look at each other panting.
"Bedroom." we both whisper at exactly the same time.
I pull up my shorts so I can walk, and grab Lexi by the hand.
"Wait, wait." she says before I can drag her off, "My bottoms!"
"Oh, uh.." I begin as I look around, "They're over there!" I say as I point.
Lexi walks over to the corner of the room I'm pointing to, treating me to the sight of her bare ass flexing with each step. She picks up her bikini bottoms and slips them on before putting her breasts back in her top. It's so hot watching her reach into the cups to adjust each boob.
I grab my shirt and her hand, then start leading her away.
"Where are we going?" she asks, confused.
"Fuck the guest rooms," I say, "we're going to my room."
She just giggles and lets me lead her through the house. We pass the housekeeper and my butler, but neither of them say anything as their boss leads an eighteen year old redhead to his private quarters.
Lexi is in awe when she sees my massive bedroom and the large four-poster bed in the corner. As soon as the door is shut, I toss my shirt aside and immediately grab Lexi, spin her to face me, and press my lips against hers. The adorable redhead moans into my mouth as my hands grab her firm ass and squeeze.
My hands snake up Lexi's back as we make out, until they find the knot of her string bikini. I deftly untie the knot and can feel the bikini top loosen. Lexi takes a step back and rolls her shoulders forward, shrugging out of her top and tossing it aside. Next, she reaches up with both hands and releases her hair from the twin buns, allowing it to flow freely and frame her freckled face. I hold Lexi at arms length, admiring her bare breasts for several moments.
"You're so beautiful." I whisper, my eyes flicking up to meet hers.
Lexi's hands cup my face as her gaze lingers on mine, "I love the way you look at me." she breathes before pressing her lips against mine.
We are making out heavily, hands exploring each others bodies. I'm down to my shorts and Lexi is nude, save for her light blue bikini bottoms. I can feel her hard nipples against my chest as I hold her close and run my hands along her bare back. My erection presses against her flat stomach and I know she can feel it. Lexi has one hand at my back and the other buried in my hair while she stands on her toes to shove her tongue down my throat.
After kissing for several minutes, Lexi breaks our lip lock and begins kissing my jawline and down to my neck. I tilt my head back and let out a soft sigh as her soft lips tease my skin. She squats slightly as her kisses reach my chest, then even further when she is kissing my abs. Soon, Lexi is kneeling before me, her hands reaching for my shorts.
Lexi yanks my shorts and boxers down to my knees, and I immediately step out of them. The eager minx grabs my cock in her tiny hand and gives it a few quick strokes as she looks up at me. "Mmm, I LOVE sucking dick." she says as she guides my mushroom head towards her mouth. I let out a gasp of pleasure when her warm, wet mouth closes around me.
With her hands on my thighs, Lexi immediately starts bobbing her head and sucking on my length. I look down at her, loving the sight of her on her knees. Lexi is almost completely naked, her bikini bottoms her only clothing. Her mouth is stretched wide around my thickness, and she lets out the cutest gags and moans as she gives me head. I bury my hands in her auburn hair and throw my head back, content to simply relax enjoy this blowjob.
This girl really has breathed new life into me; I've already cum, yet I feel like I'm just getting started. I'm leaking pre-cum onto her tongue as she bobs her head, and I can feel her moans around my shaft. Lexi could probably keep me perpetually hard. She is just so fucking sexy; her shoulder length auburn hair, her green eyes, her freckled face, and her perfect body.
Lexi pulls her mouth off my cock and looks up at me as she strokes my shaft "This time." she says and puts my dick back in her mouth. She sucks once and takes me out of her mouth again "I want you." She sucks again. "To cum." Another suck. "On my face." She kisses my tip. "Mm'kay?" she asks before putting me back in her mouth and bobbing her head again.
"Your wish is my command." I say as I slowly start thrusting my hips towards her face, causing Lexi to take even more of me into her mouth with each bob of her head.
Lexi is making love to my cock with her mouth. She holds my thighs while sucking me hard and fast, she deep throats me and uses her tongue to lick my balls. At one point, she takes my cock out of her mouth and holds it up, stroking me fast as she takes one of my balls in her mouth. Lexi jerks me off while her tongue plays, causing me to let out a moan of pleasure, my legs shaking slightly. She licks pre-cum from my tip before putting me in her mouth again and resuming one of the best blowjobs I've ever had.
I try and hold on, but Lexi is so good I feel my control slipping away. "I'm gonna cum soon." I warn her.
Lexi takes my cock out of her mouth and sits back on her knees as she aims my hard dick at her face and starts stroking.
"Cum on my face, Baby." she begs, jerking me off hard and fast, "I want it! I want your cum! All over my fucking face!"
"Holy shit!" I gasp out, watching this horny eighteen year old on her knees, begging for my cum.
"Cum! Cum all over my pretty face!" Lexi coos as she sees how close I am. "That's it, cum for me! Cum! I want it! Cum!"
When she sticks out her tongue and says "Ahhh" I reach my limit. I thrust my hips forward and groan as the first rope of hot cum shoots out of my cock and splatters right up Lexi's freckled face and into her auburn hair. I keep stroking as another jet of cum splashes up her cheek and into her eye. The third blast goes straight into her open mouth, causing her to gag and choke. Lexi closes her lips around my cock when I offer her my tip to drain the rest of my load into her mouth.
Lexi sucks on my tip for a few seconds before pulling away and looking up at me with one open eye. "It's in my eye." she giggles cutely.
"Sorry about that." I chuckle. She looks incredibly sexy; on her knees wearing nothing but bikini bottoms, pretty face covered in cum.
"No, I like it!" Lexi chirps. "In fact, where's your phone? Take a picture of me!"
"Seriously?" I ask, looking at her in shock.
"Yeah!" Lexi says, her giggles making her small breasts bounce lightly on her chest. "I want you to remember this!"
"I'll never forget." I say sincerely.
We stare at each other for a moment before I head off and find my phone. Thankfully, I left it in my room to charge. Unplugging my phone, I walk over to where I had been standing and aim the camera at Lexi. She smiles and lets me take her picture. Then she opens her mouth and sticks her tongue out for me to take a picture of her that way. I'm never getting rid of these!
"I'll find you some tissues." I offer as I set my phone down.
"No need, where's your bathroom?" Lexi asks.
"Right through that door." I point, "Gonna take a shower?"
"I need to freshen up, I have cum all over my face!" Lexi giggles cutely, still unable to open one of her eyes.
"Maybe I'll taste your sweet pussy again when you get back!" I say.
"I still can't believe you did that." Lexi said, standing up.
"Ate you out after a cock was in your pussy?" I ask.
"No, ate me out at all." Lexi says seriously.
"Why is that?" I ask, genuinely confused.
Lexi takes a deep breath before answering, "No guy has ever bothered to eat me out before. That was a first for me. It was... amazing."
"Oh." I answer with surprise that no guy is smart enough to taste that sweet pussy. "Their loss."
"Thanks." Lexi smiles, her face still covered in my cum as she stands almost nude in my bedroom.
"Want me to join you in the shower?" I offer, hoping she'll say yes.
"Sounds like fun." she grins and hooks her fingers in her bikini bottoms. Her eyes stay locked on mine as she shimmies out of her bottoms. The nude girl walks over to me and takes my hand as we both head to the bathroom.
As soon as we're in the bathroom, Lexi releases my hand and shocks me by sitting right on the toilet. I can't believe how bold this girl is. No woman I've ever been with has been willing to pee in front of me, yet Lexi, who is basically a stranger, not to mention half my age, has absolutely no qualms about relieving herself in front of me.
Lexi finishes urinating and wipes herself before flushing the toilet. As she washes her hands, her face still covered in cum, I turn on the shower and make sure the water gets to the right temperature. She walks over to me and presses her upper body against mine as she looks up at me with her cum-covered face.
"Let me go first," she says, "once I get the cum off my face you can join me."
"Sounds like a plan." I say.
When Lexi steps by me and into the shower, I give her a playful swat on the behind, making her gasp and giggle. She winks at me as I watch her wash the cum from her face. Seeing the hot water run down her nude frame has me slowly getting hard yet again. I normally have a small refractory period, but something about this woman has my libido supercharged like never before.
Lexi's hands are at her face and her forearms are concealing her breasts as she sexily places her face under the spray. She spits out some water before turning around and getting her back nice and wet. Her face is completely clean now.
"Come join me?" Lexi asks coquettishly, as she steps forward and out of the spray to give me room. She lifts one shoulder cutely and looks at me with those green eyes.
I slip into the shower behind Lexi and wrap my arms around her as the water cascades all around us. My hands rest on her flat stomach as I lean down and slowly kiss her neck. Her sweet-smelling hair is slicked back and a strand tickles my nose while I'm planting soft kisses along her collarbone from behind.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper.
"Mmm," she shivers in pleasure, "Fuck, you're big." she whispers as shes rubs her butt against my erection.
I spend the next few minutes soaping up Lexi from behind. As I am pushing my erection along her butt-crack, my hands are caressing her soapy breasts. She leans her head back and rests it against my shoulder as I rub soap onto her flat stomach. Lexi spreads her legs and allows my fingers to run along her pussy lips.
When she is fully soaped up, I instruct Lexi to stand under the spray and watch as she washes the soap from her young, sexy body. Once the soap is gone, I grab Lexi by the ass with both of my hands and pull her close. She giggles as I lean in and taste each of her nipples to make sure they are clean.
"My turn, Stud." Lexi says as she starts soaping up my chest. I smile and stand there, allowing her to explore my body with her tiny hands. She spends quite a bit of time soaping up my dick with both hands, giving me a handjob as she does so.
Once I'm soaped up, I stand under the spray again and allow it to wash the soap away. Lexi then drops to her knees and does a taste-test to make sure my cock is clean. She sucks my hardness for a couple minutes; this girl really does love sucking dick!
I pull Lexi to her feet and look into her eyes as we hold each other. Her arms are wrapped around me, her body pressed against mine. I squeeze her butt cheeks with both hands, making her giggle.
"Take me to bed?" she whispers as she looks up at me shyly.
"With pleasure." I reply.
I turn off the shower and pick up Lexi's nude body in my arms. She smiles and wraps her arms around my neck as I carry the naked eighteen year old beauty back to the bedroom. Lexi kicks her feet playfully as I approach the bed. She giggles loudly when I toss her onto the bed. My teenage lover spreads her legs and reaches down, spreading her labia enticingly with her fingers as she looks over at me invitingly.
"Come join me?" she asks in a sexy voice as she opens and closes her labia for my viewing pleasure.
Not one to turn down an invitation like that, I immediately climb into bed and settle in on top of Lexi. I reach between us and grasp my cock so I can rub my tip along Lexi's pussy, making her moan. We both let out a gasp of pleasure when I push inside of her.
"Fuck, you're big." she groans yet again.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper in her ear as I began slowly thrusting in and out of her tight twat.
For several minutes, Lexi and I make love slowly and passionately. It's different this time, we gaze into each others eyes and whisper sweet words. I smile and kiss Lexi's eyes when her face scrunches up in orgasm and she lets out the cutest moans.
After her orgasm, Lexi looks up at me and whispers, "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I reply, still slowly thrusting inside of her.
She looks up at me with a mischievous smirk and says "Enough of this sensitive shit. Now I want you to fuck me like a dog!"
"Yes, ma'am!" I say with a laugh as I sit up and pull out of her.
I grab Lexi's hips and roughly flip her onto her stomach. I then grip her hips tightly and pull her onto all fours. Gripping my cock at the base, I slot my tip at her opening and push inside. "Oh, fuck yes!" Lexi moans.
As gentle as our lovemaking was before, our sex now became incredibly rough. Lexi is a woman possessed as she thrust her ass back at me, impaling herself completely on my dick with every thrust I make.
"Spank me, Baby!" she calls over her shoulder.
I happily oblige, slapping her ass and causing her to throw back her head and moan in pleasure.
"Harder!" Lexi begs.
I spank her again, harder this time, leaving a red mark on her ass.
"Again!" Lexi orders.
I spank Lexi and I can feel her pussy convulse around my cock as she reaches orgasm.
"Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Lexi begs.
I grab her hips tightly and start fucking Lexi as hard and fast as I can. My sexy little minx goes wild, screaming and throwing her hair back as she blubbers incoherently. I'd never seen a woman have multiple orgasms before, but Lexi was cumming again and again and again. Holding her hip with one hand, I reach my other hand forward and grab a fistful of Lexi's auburn hair. Her head snaps back when I pull her hair. "You like that?" I ask.
"Yes!" Lexi screams, "Fuck me! Fuck me harder!"
I slam my cock into her again and again as her ass cheeks ripple from each impact. Lexi has another orgasm as she starts screaming "It's your pussy! It's your pussy! It's your pussy!" over and over.
Releasing Lexi's hair, I push her face into the pillow and lean my body over hers to adjust the angle. I can hear her screaming into the pillow as her hands grip the sheets with desperate fingers. I plant both my hands on either side of her and start fucking my sexy babe with a nice, steady rhythm. Lexi turns her head sideways, her hair splayed out and drool running from her lips to cover the pillow.



Another couple minutes of fucking and I am getting ready to cum. I grab Lexi's hips and pull her back up into the traditional doggystyle position. Squeezing her hips tightly, I resume a steady thrusting motion to stimulate us both. Lexi's small tits are slapping into each other as she takes my cock.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt as I hold her hips.
"Inside me!" Lexi gasps out, "Cum inside me!"
""Fuck!" I gasp out as I bury myself to the hilt inside of Lexi and start shooting cum inside of her.
"Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Lexi screams, her head tossed back and her back arched.
My orgasm finishes and I grip Lexi's hips, pushing her forward and off my cock. The beautiful redhead collapses on my bed, leaking cum out onto my bed. I look down at her naked body and give her tight ass a squeeze before laying down beside her. I brush the hair out of Lexi's face as I look at her. She really is the most gorgeous creature I've ever seen. I don't say anything and just let her rest, she must really be worn out.
A few minutes later, her eyes open and she smiles at me. I smile back, but immediately stop when her smile leaves her eyes and she suddenly looks dead inside. Lexi sighs, gets out of bed, and immediately starts hunting around for her bikini.
"What are you doing?" I ask from my spot on the bed.
"Well, you're done with me, aren't you?" she asks with a sad look. "Don't worry, I'll get out of your way now."
"Done with you?" I ask, confused. "What are you talking about?" I stand up and walk over to Lexi who is currently holding her bikini bottoms as she looks at me.
"That's how this always works." Lexi explains, "The guy gets what he wants and then kicks me out. Don't worry about it, I get it. I started this with you and I let Dan fuck me. I was just looking for a good time, too."
"It was an amazing time, and I know that was just sex." I say carefully, "but that doesn't mean I'm gonna throw you out when I'm done with you!"
"You're not?" Lexi asks, looking like she can't even imagine the concept. "But you got what you wanted?"
"Sexually? Sure." I answer, "That doesn't mean we can't enjoy each others company awhile longer. I know I don't really know you beyond being Kayla's friend, but after what we just did, I'm happy to spend this time with you. Spend the night with me?"
I'm afraid I'm being too forward, that Lexi will think I'm some creepy, clingy guy. Instead, her freckled face lights up and she drops her bikini bottoms. Lexi rushes up to me and throws her arms around me. I can feel her nipples pressing into my chest as she hugs me tight.
"No one has ever let me stay the night before!" she exclaims.
"Is that a yes?" I ask with a laugh as I rub her back.
Lexi pulls back and bonks me on the head playfully, "It's a yes, dummy!"
I turn down the covers and get into bed with Lexi. We start to cuddle and kiss softly as we talk. I want to ask her more about why she was so sad, why she was convinced I was just going to use her and throw her away. Why she started things with me out of nowhere if she didn't like hookups. I can tell, however, that she is very emotional right now and I don't want to make things worse. I just choose to show her I enjoy her company and don't think of her as just an object. I ask her about school and what she wants to do with her life. It turns out Lexi is a very bright girl. She impresses me with her thoughts and energy. I listen to her go on and on well into the night. The more she talks, and the more I listen, the happier she seems to get.
"Had enough time to recharge?" Lexi asks me out of the blue.
"What?" I ask, surprised.
"Well," she states simply. "I'm not done showing you a good time."
"You don't have to, Lexi." I say. "I have been happy talking to you and you don't need to put out for me to listen to what you have to say."
"I know," answers Lexi, "that makes me want you even more."
What follows is perhaps the greatest sexual night of my life. Lexi mounts my cock and rides me until she cums, screaming loudly and leaking pussy juice all over my dick. She has me fuck her in every position imaginable; missionary, cowgirl, doggystyle, reverse cowgirl. She has me bend her over the bed and spank her ass as I slam into her. She lays on the bed and I put her legs over my shoulders so I can easily fuck her with my entire length. I bend her in half so that her feet are behind her ears and pound her until she screams my name. She has me fuck her face again. While my body is responding to her like it never has to anyone else, my orgasm stays out of reach. I feel like I can go on forever. I bend Lexi over and fuck her doggystyle while she moans and screams. The redhead shocks me when she kneels on the bed with her head and chest on the sheets so she can reach back and spread her ass cheeks. I nearly cum right then and there when she tells me to fuck her up the ass. Quickly preparing her with some lubricant, I push my cock up her exquisitely tight backside and drill her until I'm nearly exhausted. I pull out of he rand fall back on my heels, panting heavily. Lexi spins around and takes my dirty cock into her mouth. She sucks me as hard as she can and then puts my cock between her tits. She holds her breasts together and lets me fuck her soft titties. Lexi then has me lay down so she can kneel between my legs and suck me again. She blows me for over half an hour before I feed her a final load of cum.
We both collapse on the bed. I look over at Lexi; she's completely nude and covered in sweat. Her chest is rising and falling as she breathes heavily, a strand of cum is hanging off her right nipple, having fallen out of her overfilled mouth. Holy shit.
Lexi gets out of bed and takes a quick shower. This time, I'm too exhausted to join her. Instead, I groggily get up and change the sheets. After her shower, she joins me in bed and we fall asleep cuddling each other naked. This isn't even the end of the night.
Partway through the night I wake up to Lexi blowing me. I roll Lexi over onto her back and take her again, fucking her until we both cum hard. This time, we are both completely drained and pass out for the rest of the night. Lexi with my cum still leaking out of her.
I wonder what the morning will bring? Shit, Kayla's friends saw us; does my daughter know?!
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Hi everyone, a couple of people did request a chapter two, so here it is! I hope you enjoy it. Like many people on here, I write in a world without STD's, so pregnancy is the only concern. I don't think you necessarily have to read the first chapter in order to understand this one, but it will probably help. I might write a third chapter if people are interested. Also, I'm considering writing a Lexi POV to explain her past more and why she has done what she has. Anyway, uh, leave a comment if you enjoyed and I'll keep writing. I hope you like it.
Steven
I can feel warmth around my cock, a slithering wetness around the hard shaft as I start to wake up. I jerk awake and look down to see that there is a very large lump in the comforter, between my legs. Part of the lump is moving up and down in conjunction with the warm wetness surrounding my dick. With a smirk, I throw the comforter off of me to reveal the nude frame of my daughter's friend Lexi.
Yesterday was the pool party for my daughter's eighteenth birthday. It was my job to man the grill and supply the booze for all her eighteen year old friends. I told Kayla she and her friends could drink as long as no one drove drunk, I even agreed to let people stay over in the guest wing of the house so that no one would be tempted to drink and drive. Kayla is responsible and agreed. At one point, I went inside the house and fell asleep on the chair. I woke up to Lexi giving me a blowjob. Standing behind her was a guy named Dan. Dan and I double-teamed Lexi before she and I headed to my room for a wild night of sex.
The beautiful redhead is now crouched on her hands and knees between my legs as she looks up at me with my dick in her sucking mouth. Her soft hand cups my balls, massaging them while she smiles at me with her twinkling green eyes. Morning light from the window shines on her naked body, bathing the perfect frame in a soft glow. Looking over her body, I admire her perfect curves, from her hanging B-cup tits to her perfectly-shaped rump.
"Hi!" Lexi chirps after she pulls off my shaft. She slowly strokes me with one hand as she looks at me with a coy smile, "I wanted a morning protein snack, I figured you wouldn't mind."
"Not at all, Babe." I smile, "As you were."
Lexi smiles and leans down to give my tip an an affectionate kiss. A drop of pre-cum connects her bottom lip to my cock when she pulls back slightly. "Fuck, you're big." she moans before opening her mouth and lowering her head to take me back between her lips.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I respond as I brush her shoulder-length auburn hair back behind her ears and cup her face.
I move my hand to her head, resting it on top of her auburn hair and lightly applying pressure to guide her bobbing motions. My other hand plays with her tits, rolling the firm mounds between my fingers and tweaking her nipple. This girl really does have the softest skin, her tits feel incredible. The entire time, Lexi just keeps sucking away, occasionally letting out soft moans of pleasure around my shaft.
My eighteen year old cocksucker reaches between her legs and pushes her fingers into her sopping cunt as she sucks me. Drool runs from her lips and coats my balls as she starts making the sexiest gagging and slurping sounds around my thickness. She gives me head for several minutes as I hold her head in both hands, guiding her much more aggressively now. Lexi is so incredibly gorgeous, this is so erotic, I can't take it anymore.
"Gonna cum." I grunt.
Lexi moans and sucks harder, bobbing her head faster and faster. I grab her head in both hands as my ass lifts off the bed and I grunt. Cum spurts from my tip, causing Lexi to cough as her cheeks puff out and my cum fills her mouth.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow." I gasp out. Lexi just shakes her head and gives a "Mmmnnmmph." sound in response.
My ass lowers to the bed as my orgasm finishes. Using my grip on Lexi's hair, I pull her off my cock and look into her eyes. "Show me." I say firmly.
Lexi gapes her mouth open to show me the pool of cum on her tongue. A thick strand of cum stretches from her tongue to the roof of her mouth. Her open mouth widens into a grin as she wiggles her tongue, playing with the cum.
"Swallow." I order, holding her by the hair.
The nude beauty closes her mouth and tilts her head back, downing all of my cum in one big gulp. "Mmm, cum. I love cum!" Lexi coos.
"You're incredible." I laugh, releasing her hair.
Lexi crawls up my body and nestles into my arms, her head resting on my chest. She makes a happy noise as she starts tracing shapes on my bare chest with her finger. I can feel her hard nipples pressing into my chest while her body is molded against mine.
"Now that was a way to wake up." I say and kiss the top of her head.
"That was a thank you for letting me stay the night." Lexi giggles.
"In that case, you can stay any time you'd like." I tease as I run my fingers along her bare shoulder.
"You mean that?" Lexi rises her upper body slightly and turns her head to look at me.
I look back at Lexi, shocked. I thought this was just going to be a hook up, and I was okay with that. We share a special night and move on. I am happy that I showed Lexi that a guy can care about her pleasure and not just use her. I figure Lexi can find a guy her own age that actually loves her. Is that all wrong? Do I actually have a shot here? If I do, should I take it? How will Kayla react? She and I have a good father-daughter relationship, but this is one of her friends, one I sense she has a complex relationship with.
Lexi senses my hesitation and her face immediately starts to fall. "I-it's okay. Nevermind. Forget I said anything." she gives me an obviously fake smile and I can see tears in her eyes.
"No, no!" I say, quickly. "You're always welcome here. I'm just surprised you want to see me again."
"Why is that?" she asks as she wipes away her tears. Lexi looks hopeful now.
"Lexi," I begin, "I was sleeping and you came in with another guy, then opened my pants and started sucking me while he fucked you. That's not the way something usually starts." I smile at her to show her I'm not judging her, just stating a fact.
She looks slightly crestfallen, "I knew I shouldn't have hooked up with Dan." she begins, "He's a known horndog. He just uses girls and then throws them away. Made him perfect for me, I guess."
"What do you mean by that?" I ask.
"Well, you've probably already guessed, but I have quite a bit of experience." Lexi bites her lower lip, "My eighteenth birthday was pretty crazy."
"Well, I noticed you were pretty damn amazing at giving blowjobs." I tease before leaning in to peck her lips.
"I do love giving blowjobs." Lexi admits, "Especially to you."
"Why me?" I ask, curious and happy.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi winks, "Oh, and I actually get to enjoy giving you head. Usually guys just grunt and squirt as soon as I get my mouth on them."
I burst out laughing and can't stop for about thirty seconds. Lexi just smirks at me until I finally relax and am able to breathe. "Sorry, sorry!" I say, "I'm just remembering being an eighteen year old guy, myself."
"Oh, you can remember that far back?" Lexi teases and kisses my cheek.
"Ha, ha, ha, hilarious." I roll my eyes in mock indignation.
"I'm kidding! Jeez, you old guys are so sensitive." she snuggles up close and kisses my chest, "Anyway, like I was saying, I turned eighteen about six months ago now..." she trails off and takes a deep breath before continuing, "and I kind of went crazy." she looks up at me to gauge my reaction.
"Okay, I get that. I had a pretty wild college life myself before I met Kayla's mom." I answer.
"Probably not as wild as I've been..." Lexi bites her lower lip "Yesterday wasn't the first time two guys had me at once."
"We all have a past, Lexi." I say, "I'm sorry you regret yours."
"I just..." she begins, "My big sister was always really popular. So was my brother. I was quiet and didn't really have friends. I turned eighteen, I knew I was desirable physically, and I used it. I used it a lot. Those guys, though? As soon as they were done with me they would kick me out. Wham bam, thank you, ma'am. I guess I asked for it, but it still kept me from getting close to anyone. I still don't really have friends."
"What about Kayla?" I ask, "You were at her party, after all."
"So was Dan," Lexi snorts, "and Kayla doesn't have a high opinion of him either, Steven."
"Then why..?" I begin.
"Why was I invited?" Lexi finishes for me. "I was invited because Kayla put out an open invitation to the entire senior class. She's done that a few times, that's how we've met before. Your daughter is a nice girl, but she wasn't happy when either Dan or I said yes. She never is."
"I'm sorry, Lexi." I state, "I didn't know."
"That's how I ended up with Dan yesterday," Lexi continues, "He and I were kind of outcasts together. So, we started talking. I knew he only wanted to fuck me, but I didn't care. I was getting the attention I craved. There are a lot of rumors about Dan, so I knew he wouldn't last long. After we made out a little bit in the pool, he led me inside and I saw you asleep. I figured, why not? Dan won't last long, you were really cute, and maybe there'd be a chance one of you would get me off."
"That all makes sense to me." I say, "Wanting attention no matter what form it comes in, but feeling guilty after. I understand why you hooked up with me, but I'm just surprised you would want more. And I'm not even sure what more would mean?"
"Well," Lexi begins with a small smile, "The way all the other guys fucked me was different. They didn't care about my pleasure. They were just using me. You? You had sex WITH me."
"I did, and it was incredible." I say and lean in to kiss her.
She kisses me back before pulling back slightly and continuing, "And you ate me out. No guy had ever done that before, even though I've asked. I've asked a lot. You listen to me when I talk and take an actual interest, not to get me to spread my legs, but because you actually care."
"I understand." I smile at her, looking into her pretty, green eyes.
"I don't know what more will look like." Lexi says, "I just know I want to spend more time with you."
"I'd like that, too." I say, "Maybe we should just spend some time together and see what happens?" Shit, I need to talk to Kayla. She has probably already heard from someone else.
"Then we have a plan!" Lexi says. She then looks at me and bites her lower lip, "Would you lick me again?"
"With pleasure." I say, "Then I need to talk to Kayla. I have to tell her about us."
"I guess you have to." Lexi bites her lip nervously.
"Everything will be okay." I say as I hug her body against mine.
I roll Lexi onto her back and get on top of her. She smiles up at me happily as I capture her lips and start kissing her. Soon enough, I break our kiss and start kissing down her flawless body. I cup her breasts together and make love to her tits with my mouth, I kiss down to her stomach, then press my lips down onto her pubic mound when I get between her legs.
Lexi lets out a small moan as I grip her thighs with both hands and spread her open wide. I then plant teasing kisses along her inner thighs as her breathing gets heavy. Her pink labia are swollen with arousal and parted in anticipation. I lean forward and press my lips to her pussy. "Oh, fuck yes!" Lexi moans, her hands reaching above her to grip the pillow with desperate fingers.
Gripping her thighs tightly, I push my tongue into her pussy and lap up her juices. Her mouth opens wide as her back arches and she moans loudly. Lexi's moans are so sexy, they spur me on to eat her out with even more enthusiasm. I fuck her pussy with my tongue before licking higher and stimulating her clit. She releases the pillow and places both hands on my head as her hips buck against my face. Barely two minutes later, when I start rapidly flicking her clit with my tongue, Lexi announces her orgasm to the room, her body shaking while she holds my head against her pussy.
Lexi came fast, so I keep eating her out. When I push two fingers inside her and start fingering her while sucking her clit, Lexi cums again, screaming my name over and over "Oh, I'm cumming! Eat me, Steven! Eat me, eat me, eat me! Steven!" she screeches, her entire body convulsing.
I give her pussy a quick kiss once Lexi has settled down and get out from between her legs. She curls up on her side and coos happily as I walk over to my bedside table. Picking up my phone, I realize that Kayla has not sent me a text. This must mean she somehow doesn't know about Lexi and I. I still have time!
I rush over to my dresser and pull out a pair of boxers and lounge pants. I turn and face Lexi, seeing her still laying nude on her side as she watches me. I pull on the boxers and lounge pants, causing her to give me a mock pout.
"Do you have to get dressed?" Lexi asks, "You have such a great ass, and I love seeing your dick."
"I don't think I'm gonna go see my daughter while nude." I laugh, "Thanks though!"
"Hmph!" she pouts as she sits up and kicks her legs over the side of the bed. Placing both hands on either side of her on the bed, Lexi stands up. Damn, I love looking at that ass.
Lexi walks over to me and stands on her toes to give me a kiss. She then reaches down and grabs my crotch, giving my dick a quick squeeze before slipping past me. "I only have my bikini up here, I hope you don't mind?" she asks as she opens my dresser.
"Not at all!" I say as she takes out one of my button down shirts. Lexi slips the shirt on and starts buttoning it. She then looks at me while wearing nothing but one of my button down shirts and a smile. I admire her long, toned legs from her ankles all the way up to her thighs, which disappear into the tails of my shirt. It's true what they say; a man's t-shirt on the naked female form is like a flag on a conquered fortress.
"I think I should go talk to Kayla alone first." I say, hoping she will understand.
"Yeah..." Lexi nods, "Go have a nice father-daughter chat. I just hope she isn't too mad about me. I'll go back to the pool and grab my bag. It has a change of clothes and my phone."
"I'm sure she won't be," I smile at her, "and that sounds like a good idea." I lean over and kiss Lexi before heading out the door and walking down the hallway to Kayla's room. Suddenly, I realize she probably slept in one of the guest rooms to be nearer to her friends who stayed the night. Damn. Lost in thought, and figuring she isn't inside, I do something extremely stupid and invasive. I open the door without knocking.
Kayla
Morning sunlight from the window lands on my face, slowly drawing me from my slumber. I wake up nude, cuddled up safely in David's arms. My boyfriend. He loves me so much, he said so himself. One week ago, on my eighteenth birthday, I gave David my virginity. I discovered I like sex very much, and the two of us have been going at it quite a lot ever since. A fact that makes my father cringe when I tell him, he always says there are some things a dad just doesn't need to know. He'll just have to accept his little girl is all grown up.
My party yesterday was so much fun! I wonder how many of my friends stayed over. I probably should have stayed at the party yesterday, but I was just so horny. David and I came to my bedroom partway through the party. Everyone teased that we were the first hookup of the party. I wonder who else found a hook up last night.
I open my eyes and look up at David to see that he is still fast asleep. Leaning forward, I press my lips to his chest before tossing the covers off our naked bodies. I smirk when I see his flaccid penis between his legs and come up with an idea.
I put my raven hair into a ponytail and then kneel perpendicular to Dan, on the bed with my head over his lap. Using one arm for balance, I reach over with my free hand and grab his soft member. I then lean forward and capture his tool with my lips.
Since he isn't hard, I'm able to fit David's entire manhood in my mouth. I suck hard on him and can feel him begin to lengthen in his sleep. When he reaches half-mast, I start bobbing my head on him, taking him deep as my hand cups his balls. I moan happily around his shaft, letting the vibrations of my mouth pleasure his length before I flick the underside of his head with my tongue. Soon, David is fully hard and I am able to get most of his four inches into my mouth at once. Not bad for a girl who gave her first blowjob a week ago!
David begins to stir after I've been sucking on him for about a minute. He looks down at me as I suck on him and gives me a happy smile. His hand goes to my ponytail and he begins lightly applying pressure on my head so I will take him deeper. I happily oblige, gagging slightly as his cock fills my mouth. David's other hand reaches for my hanging breasts and I moan when he tweaks a nipple. My tits are a full C-cup, and David loves to lavish them with attention. One of my favorite memories from last night is when I let him fuck my tits for the first time and cum on my face.
"Fuck, that feels so good." David moans as he holds my ponytail tightly. I giggle around his cock before resuming David's morning blowjob. Content to let me bob my head on him at my own pace, David releases my ponytail and reaches for my hanging tits with both hands. Taking one breast in each hand, he squeezes the firm globes, pulling them apart. He then squishes my boobs together, creating an enticing cleavage. I moan around his hard dick when he pulls on one of my nipples, stretching my tit. When he releases my boob and gives the large breast an open palm slap, I let out a small scream around his dick. Fuck, my pussy is soaked.
I can tell David is getting close when he releases my tits and grabs my head in both his hands. His hips are bucking off the bed slightly, making me gag. I suck harder and flick the underside of his shaft with my tongue while my hand plays with his balls, urging them to give up their prize.
"Can I cum in your mouth?" David asks in a raspy voice.
My eyes flick up to meet his, and I nod with his cock still in my mouth. I suck for about another thirty seconds when David grips my head tightly and lets out a groan. His hips buck and my mouth is suddenly flooded with salty sperm. I swallow the first wave just as the second squirts into my mouth. I can feel cum leaking out of the corners of my mouth as I struggle to keep up. Eventually, David's spurting slows to a trickle and I hold the last of his load in my mouth. I start sucking on his softening prick, swirling his warm cum around my mouth as I do so.
Eventually, the sensations become too much for David and he pulls my head off of him. As he holds me up by the ponytail, I lock eyes with him and snake my tongue out of my mouth to lick the cum up from my lips. I let out a seductive "Mmm," as I swallow the last of his offering.
"You're amazing." he whispers as I slide my body up him and nestle into his arms.
"I know." I chirp happily as I reach down and grasp his half-hard dick. I start stroking him as he holds me in his arms, my breasts pressing into his chest and side. He just laughs and kisses my cheek.
My foot seductively runs along his leg as I press my nude body against him. I give David a handjob for a couple minutes, until he is fully hard again. "Wanna fuck?" I whisper to him, looking up at him with desire.
David immediately pounces. He reaches up and touches my face as he kisses me hard. We both sit up as we make out intensely, hands exploring each others bodies. I moan into his mouth when his hand squeezes my boob.
I let out a squeal of surprise when David tosses me down onto the bed playfully. I land with my head near the foot of the bed. I giggle and turn around to face him as I spread my legs. Licking my lips, I push two fingers into my pussy and watch him as I finger myself. He stares at me for about a minute while I play with myself, one hand on my breast as the fingers of my other hand push into my pussy again and again.



Suddenly, David grabs my hips and flips me onto my belly. He then holds my hips and starts pulling them upward. I get what he is after and rise to my hands and knees. Tossing my hair over one shoulder, I turn and look back at him as I wiggle my butt. David grips his cock and rubs it all along my pussy causing me to shiver in anticipation. A moan of pleasure accompanies my shivers as David eases his cock into me. Three strokes later and he is fully embedded in my warm sheath. "Fuck, you're tight." he moans.
I bare my teeth and grunt when David pulls out and slams back into me with one powerful thrust. Soon, David is fucking me with a steady rhythm and my pussy is dripping. I squeeze my vaginal muscles on him, the way my friends told me to do, and David lets out a groan of pleasure. He grips my hips tightly and starts fucking me harder, causing the sounds of slapping flesh to drown out my moans.
"Ah!" I cry out as David spanks my ass hard. My back arches and I feel him take hold of my ponytail, pulling my head back. My tits are bouncing and slapping each other as I'm fucked doggystyle. It feels so good. "Fuck me!" I beg, "Fuck my pussy!" David obliges, holding onto my butt and pulling me onto his cock. He pushes me forward until his cock almost exits my body, then grips my cheeks and yanks me back onto him. He does this again and again and again. "I'm cumming, fuck!" I squeal as my toes curl.
As soon as I come down from my orgasm, David abruptly pulls his cock out of me. I clench my pussy muscles and make a sad sound at the sudden empty feeling. David grabs my hips and flips me onto my back. He takes hold of my legs and places them over his shoulders as he pushes his dick into me again. With both hands on my tits, David starts thrusting into me again.
"Feel good, Babe?" he asks.
"Yes!" I cry out in response, "Fuck me! Squeeze my tits!"
David responds by squeezing my breasts in his hands and using them as handholds so he can fuck me. My feet are by his ears and I'm moaning heavily, I can tell David is enjoying my dirty talk. "Your cock feels so good!" I groan as my pussy grips his length. "Play with my big titties! Slap them! Fuck me and slap my tits! FUCK ME!" I scream as I feel myself getting into it more than I ever have.
David's eyes go wide at my request, but he quickly smiles happily, releases my tits and, with one hand, slaps one tit hard. I arch my back and scream in pleasure as my tits slap into each other. David then grips my upper thighs and starts fucking me with the full length of his cock. I have another orgasm and scream his name as he fucks me through it. Not long after, my moans get quieter and I look at David's face as he thrusts into me. I can see he is getting close so I urge him on with desperate whispers, "Cum inside me, David. Fill me with your hot load! That's it, cum in me!" I groan as he buries his cock to the hilt inside of me and I can feel him start to squirt.
In that moment, the door opens loudly. I whip my head around and scream "DADDY?!?!"
Steven
"DADDY?!?!" Kayla screams as I walk in and see her on her back, getting fucked by her boyfriend, David.
Kayla immediately moves to cover her breasts as David pulls back and out of her body. I see a jet of cum shoot out of his cock and land on Kayla's thigh.
"Sorry, sorry!" I say as I back out and immediately close the door.
Shit, shit, shit! I did not need to see that. A dad does not need to see his daughter with her legs in the air. I should have knocked! She's gonna be pissed at me, and she should be. Kayla has a right to privacy and I always knock. I was so lost in my own thoughts and convinced no one was inside, I just walked in and saw my own daughter having sex! Great, and now this hard on won't go down. I can't think about Kayla like that, no matter how gorgeous she is.
"What's wrong?!" a feminine voice asks me in a voice full of concern.
"Wha-?" I say, realizing I must have wandered back to my bedroom while lost in thought. Lexi was laying in my bed on her phone, still wearing nothing but one of my button down shirts. I can see her bag on the floor beside the bed.
She immediately puts her phone down, stands up and runs over to me, "What happened? What's wrong?" she asks again.
"I-I, uh..." I begin, "I walked in on Kayla and David... together."
Lexi's eyes go wide and she cups her mouth with her hands "Oh! Why didn't you knock?"
"I wasn't thinking!" I say as I look at Lexi, "I figured she would be in the guest wing because of the party and I was so lost in thought about what to tell her about us that I just opened the door and saw them."
Lexi walks up and hugs me, "It's okay," she says as she pats my back, "accidents happen, I'm sure she'll forgive you for this."
"Yeah, and I mostly feel bad for violating her privacy." I explain as I hug Lexi back tightly. "I'm just a little rattled after seeing my daughter having sex."
"Understandably." Lexi says as we hold each other. "A couple of people sent me texts about you and I. Looks like everyone knows now. Hopefully Kayla hasn't found out."
"I hope no one thought to text her about it." I reply as I run my fingers through Lexi's auburn hair. "No one was mean, were they?"
"Nothing I can't handle." Lexi says, "I'm just worried this will hurt Kayla."
"Me, too." I respond, "People can be cruel, and it is kinda strange to hook up with someone your daughter's age."
"Six months older!" Lexi giggles, "Hey, you missed out on fucking someone younger than your daughter by a mere six months. Maybe I'm too old for you?"
I give her butt a playful slap before returning my hand to her lower back. "Hysterical."
A few seconds later I hear my phone go off. Letting go of Lexi, I walk over and check my phone as she watches patiently.
Kayla: Dad, what the fuck?!
Steven: I'm so sorry, Honey! I needed to talk to you and figured you would be in the guest wing. I was lost in thought and didn't think. I'm sorry.
I let out a breath as I send the text and set my phone down. I realize I'm the parent, but she is eighteen and I really did violate her privacy. I can't help but feel relieved that Kayla didn't mention Lexi, maybe Kayla doesn't know. Walking back over to Lexi, I wrap my arm around her and kiss her on the forehead.
"You'll be fine." she says as she rubs my back.
"Yeah, I know." I reply, I hope I can talk to her soon and we can spend the day together."
"Really?" Lexi looks up at me happily, "You want to spend the whole day just the three of us?"
"Well, four of us, most likely. You forgot David." I explain, "That'll be after everyone who stayed over last night leaves. Why do you seem so surprised? We agreed to spend more time together."
Lexi shrugs "I'm just not used to someone wanting to spend so much time with me. I guess when I asked to spend more time with you, I expected most of it would be fucking, not quality time with your daughter."
"Believe me, there will be fucking at some point," I tease as I reach down and grab a handful of her ass, making her giggle, "but I want quality time with you, too."
"Another reason you're different." Lexi says as she gets up on her toes and kisses me, "Other guys never thought they had to spend time with me to get me to bend over." Lexi lets out a sigh, "They were right."
"It's never too late to change things, Lexi." I say, "You are worth it."
Lexi throws her arms around me and hugs me tightly as my phone goes off again. With the short redhead clinging to me, I reach over and grab my phone.
Kayla: What the fuck was so important that you just had to find me?
Steven: It's something we should talk about in person. It's nothing bad, I promise.
I send the text and sit down on the bed holding my phone as Lexi unbuttons my shirt that she's wearing. She smirks and shrugs the shirt off, revealing her naked body to my lustful gaze. Lexi sticks her tongue out at me as she bends over to unzip her bag. I watch as the gorgeous redhead pulls out a bra and a pair of panties.
Lexi turns her back to me so I can watch her ass flex as she steps into her panties and pulls them up. She then faces me again so I can watch her put her bra on. Neither of us talk as I watch Lexi dress. When she is finished, Lexi is wearing a pair of jean shorts and a white tank top beneath a purple camisole. A pair of cute flip flops adorn her tiny feet.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I say, just as my phone goes off again.
"Fuck, you're big." she replies with a wink.
I immediately light up my phone screen to look at the text I just got.
Kayla: So it's true about you and Lexi?
Steven: What did you hear?
"She knows." I say with a sigh.
"Someone must have sent her a text then." Lexi bites her lower lip as she collects her bikini from around the room. "Are you ending this?"
"I don't want to." I answer, "Let's just see what Kayla texts back.
"Should I leave?" Lexi asks.
"No, not yet." I respond. "By the way, were you planning on spending the night here?"
"No, why?" Lexi asks, confused.
"You brought a change of clothes." I said.
"Well, yeah." Lexi says as she zips up her bag. "I wore these clothes here and then changed into my bikini. I didn't drive here in it."
"Oh, right." I say as my phone goes off again.
Kayla: We need to talk, Dad. Alone.
Steven: Okay, meet me for breakfast.
"She wants to talk alone." I tell Lexi.
"Oh." Lexi says, clearly heartbroken. "Okay, I um... I left my birth control pills at home anyway, I need to make sure I take one every morning. I should head home anyway."
Lexi spins in place as she surveys the room. Seeing a notepad on the desk, she rushes over to it. The beautiful redhead scribbles her phone number on the pad and then rips off the top sheet. She walks over and hands me her number.
"J-just let me know it's you when you text. I-I'm free all day." Lexi stammers, "I know it's Sunday, but I don't have any plans... um, if you still want to get together, I understand if you can't, um, just let me know either way. Please."
I lean in and peck her lips. "I wish you didn't have to leave, but I have to talk to Kayla and your parents must be worried about you, too..."
"Hah, yeah right!" Lexi snorts, "Mom is probably passed out drunk and Dad is probably at some whore's house. My siblings don't live at home."
"Oh." I say, my face pinched in sorrow. This girl's home life really is awful. No wonder she turned to sex to feel some sort of affection. "I do want to see you today. I'll let you know, I promise."
"Okay. Thanks." Lexi's eyes start to water as tears form. She spins around and heads out of the room.
Well, that was an awkward conversation. I sigh as I walk over to my dresser and pull out a shirt. I put the shirt on and get ready to head to breakfast with my daughter. When I arrive at our usual table, a maid offers to have breakfast prepared for me. I politely tell her I want to make breakfast for my daughter, and head into the kitchen. A little while later, breakfast is ready and Kayla still hasn't made an appearance. I take out my phone and send her a text.
Steven: Breakfast is ready. Where are you?
I send the text and sit down at the table to wait. The reply comes a few moments later.
Kayla: Saying goodbye to the last of the guests. Be there soon.
Steven: Okay.
I reply and take a minute to enter Lexi's number into my contacts. The thought of sending her a text now does occur to me, but I decide to wait until after I've talked to Kayla. Instead, I set my phone down and sip on my coffee until Kayla arrives.
My eighteen year old daughter shows up a few minutes later, wearing a light purple robe and slippers. She looks so cute as she pours herself a glass of orange juice and makes herself a plate. I can't tell from her face if she is upset with me or not. Kayla sits down and starts to eat without saying anything to me. Yup. She's mad.
"Uh.. where's David?" I ask, trying to start a conversation.
"On his way home." Kayla answers after swallowing the food in her mouth. "I told him I wanted to spend the day just you and me. He was understanding. I didn't tell him the reason." she shakes her head and continues eating.
"Oh." I say stupidly. "What about everyone else?"
"Everyone was sobered up, so they could drive home." Kayla explains, "I didn't have to wake anyone up, but I did catch Hazel on her knees."
Kayla and I both share a laugh and it feels like some of the tension in the room melts away.
"Don't get a hard on imagining Hazel sucking dick." Kayla looks me in the eye with a smirk.
In my defense, Hazel is a tall, tan girl with nice tits and she always keeps her long brown hair in a sexy ponytail. Imagining holding onto that ponytail while the thin girl sucks my dick has been a recent masturbatory fantasy of mine.
"Do you blame me?" I ask Kayla.
She snorts, "I guess not."
"Good." I answer.
"I do blame you for nailing Lexi, though." Kayla says and I sense it is time we actually talk about it.
"Why?" I ask simply.
"You don't think it's weird?" she asks before taking another bite of food.
"I mean, yes," I admit, "but we've joked about this kind of thing before, and Lexi is eighteen."
"I know," Kayla sighs, "and if it was anyone else I probably wouldn't mind."
"Then why is Lexi a problem?" I ask.
"Marcia told me she walked into the guest lounge and Lexi was sucking your dick. I also heard she hooked up with Dan yesterday." Kayla says before taking a sip of her orange juice.
I take a sip of my coffee before responding, "I agree, we should have done that in private. That was a mistake. I'm sorry."
"Thank you." Kayla says with a nod. "All of my friends know my dad boned Lexi now. Most of them are cool and don't say anything, but a few will give me shit about it, especially at school."
I wince at that, "At least it's only a few more months until graduation, right?"
"Yeah.." Kayla says and takes a bite of waffles.
"You still haven't explained why Lexi in particular is a problem." I say. "I know you two aren't that close, but you did let her come to the party. I don't see what the big deal is."
"I don't want you to get hurt!" Kayla blurts out.
"And you think Lexi will hurt me?" I ask as I look at Kayla.
"Yes!" Kayla snaps, "I know you, and you don't just hook up, you get attached. You plan to see her again, right?"
"I was, yes." I admit delicately.
Kayla looks away guiltily and doesn't respond for a minute. Eventually, she takes a deep breath and turns to face me. "There's no happily ever after when you fuck the town whore."
"Kayla!" I exclaim, "That's a horrible thing to say! Since when do you judge people on their sexual history? We all have a past."
"I don't have a past," Kayla says with an eye roll, "and I care when the girl is sleeping with my dad! You'll think you're in this loving relationship, while the entire time she's off getting gang banged or something!"
"Lexi has never been in a real relationship, and for that matter, I never even said I was pursuing one with her.." I begin. "Even if I am, you don't know she'll cheat."
"Do you know anything about her past? At all?" Kayla asks.
"I know she's been promiscuous." I answer.
"That's an understatement." Kayla says with an eye roll. "I guess she glossed over the details."
"Details?" I ask.
"Let's see," Kayla begins with an angry look "to start off, she's fucked probably half the senior class and a few of the teachers."
"I figured." I say, realizing that Lexi really has gotten around, but she is an emotional girl. I won't judge her for needing the attention.
"There's a rumor she accepted cash from guys for sex." Kayla continues, "She's the reason our football team won the championship!"
"How did she help the football team win?" I ask incredulously.
"The rumor is she agreed to get gang banged by the entire team if they'd throw the game. They did." Kayla shrugs as she finishes her breakfast.
"There's no way that's true." I say as I start to really feel some concern. Just what has Lexi been up to?
"Oh, and she played 'Who's in your Mouth' with our football team." Kayla says.
"Who's in your Mouth?" I ask in confusion.
"It's when a girl blows multiple guys; when you're in her mouth you have to avoid making any facial expressions at all. If you do, you're out. Last guy left gets to go all the way with the girl." Kayla explains.
"Seriously?" I say in shock, "That's a thing people do?"
"That's what I heard." Kayla says as she finishes her orange juice. "She's not right for you. I'm glad you got laid, just leave it at that and don't see her again. Trust me."
"I can't just use her and lose her." I protest.
"You're already attached, aren't you?" Kayla says with a sigh.
"Yes." I admit in a soft voice. "She's really sweet and I enjoy just being around her."
"Well, shit." Kayla states.
The two of us sit in silence for several minutes before Kayla gets up and starts clearing the table. She takes both of our plates and brings them into the kitchen. While she's gone, I place my head in both hands and try and think of what to do. I really do like Lexi, and I know we all have a past, but it sounds like hers is pretty intense. Maybe too intense. Should I just let things go? I'm a lot older than her, and seeing her would have complications for Kayla. It probably isn't worth it.
"I'll text Lexi and tell her today isn't a good day for her to come over again because I am spending the day alone with my daughter." I say to Kayla when she returns.
"Okay, that'll give us time to figure out what to do." Kayla says, "And I can spend most of the day with you. Just remember, Kevin is having a get together after dinner."
"Another party?" I ask, "and on a school night?"
"It's nothing crazy," Kayla says, "at least it shouldn't be. I won't be late."
"Okay, I trust you." I say. "Let's enjoy the day together and then you can have fun at the party."
"Sounds good, Dad." Kayla says with a smile.
I pull out my phone and text Lexi.
Steven: It's Steven. I talked to Kayla. We're gonna spend the day together, just the two of us. I hope you understand. I'll text you again soon. I had a great time!
Feeling like a complete asshole, I set my phone down on the table. I'm not ditching her, not really. I just said today isn't a good day. Fuck, I'm forty years old and she's eighteen, relax! I need to stay in control here and not let Lexi's potential reactions control me. She's a big girl, she'll understand.
Lexi: Okay.
Shit. That's all she responds with? She's mad. I let out a sigh and put my phone in my pocket as I stand up and smile down at Kayla.
"How do you wanna spend the morning?" I ask.
I spend the next several hours with Kayla. We watch a movie on the big screen and then play a couple games of pool. After that, the two of us have a relaxing lunch together. I'm really enjoying the bonding time; Kayla has grown up to be such a beautiful, intelligent, and fierce woman. I'm so proud. We swim for a few hours after lunch before enjoying a nice dinner together.
Finally, it's time for Kayla to head to the party. She is wearing a sundress that shows off her long legs. David arrives to pick up my daughter and we meet him in the foyer. I shake his hand and tell him to get Kayla home safe. He promises he will. I kiss Kayla's cheek and tell her to have a nice time. When they're gone, I plop down on the couch with a beer and turn on the television. Barely an hour later I'm fast asleep on the couch.
Kayla
"My dad is a fucking idiot." I say as soon ad David and I are in the car. I shake my head as I lean forward and turn on the radio so we can listen to music while we talk and David drives.
"Because he slept with Lexi?" David asks, "He was just having a good time."
"He wants to see her again." I say with an eye roll.



"Wow, seriously?" David asks incredulously as he puts the car into reverse and backs out. "That's crazy! He's twice her age and she's, well, she's Lexi."
"Exactly!" I say, "If she were a nice girl, I wouldn't mind so much. I just don't want my dad to get hurt by that slut."
"I know, I understand." David says as he reaches over and places his hand on my knee affectionately. He pulls out of the gate to my dad's mansion and drives down the road. "It would be really weird if your dad started dating someone from our class."
"Thank you for being here for me." I say as I turn and smile at him.
"Always, my love." David replies as he squeezes my bare knee.
My heart melts as David turns onto the highway and starts heading toward Kevin's place. Feeling mischievous, I reach over and start rubbing David's crotch. He lets out a gasp and grips the steering wheel tighter as my thin fingers slowly massage his lengthening shaft from outside his pants.
"W-what are you doing?" he asks, clearly shocked that I am doing something so bold while he is driving.
"Getting you hard, duh!" I say as I unbutton his pants. Reaching into his pants and boxers, I expertly extract his pecker from his jeans and start stroking the fully hard shaft.
"We can't do anything about it while I'm driving!" he exclaims. I can hear him breathing heavily as I give him a handjob.
"What, you've never heard of road head?" I ask with a smirk as I continue to stroke him. My other hand reaches over and unbuckles my seat belt.
"You wouldn't." he challenges me, his look changing to one of pure arousal.
"Watch this." I say as I adjust myself in the seat. I then lean over David's crotch and guide his erection to my lips.
David lets out a moan of pleasure just as my mouth closes on him. I immediately start bobbing my head, making cute sucking sounds each time I take him in. His hand rests on my head, fingers buried in my raven locks. I can tell his other hand is on the steering wheel as he tries to focus on the road, which isn't easy while getting his dick sucked.
I use my hand to push his jeans down and out of the way so that I can take most of his length into my mouth. I gag slightly, still unable to take all of him. David mumbles my name as his hips buck slightly. I smile around his cock and flick the underside of his shaft with my tongue. I use every technique Hazel taught me when the two of us practiced on a banana. David is moaning heavily now as pre-cum leaks from his tip and onto my tongue. I devour it hungrily and keep sucking, knowing he is getting close after just a few minutes.
David's hips buck once as he starts to unload in my mouth. I coo happily around his cock as I start to swallow. I feel the car jerk slightly, but it seems like David is able to keep a careful eye on the road even as he coats my tongue with salty sperm. Mmm, it tastes so good. I let out a happy moan as I swallow the last of his load and lick his tip.
"You're amazing." he says as I sit up.
"I know." I reply with a smirk as I watch David use his free hand to put his penis back in his pants.
About twenty minutes later we arrive at the party. David parks the car and walks around to my side to open my door for me. What a gentleman! I thank him and peck his lips. We then walk toward the house, hand in hand. Music can be heard before we reach the door and there are several people standing on the porch, nursing drinks.
We walk into the house and greet our host. David and I immediately end up with red solo cups full of booze in our hands. One is David's limit tonight, since he is driving us home. Fortunately, I don't have to stick to that limit! I sip on my drink as we walk through the house, saying hi to friends and acquaintances from school.
"Hey!" A feminine voice calls out from behind me, "You made it!"
I turn and come face to face with my best friend, Hazel. The two of us immediately hug and exchange kisses on the cheek. The three of us find a private corner to relax. David sits beside me as Hazel and I engage in girl talk. I ask her about her hook up and she says that it was just a one time thing. This is big news because Hazel had only been with one guy before and had never had a one night stand. Her response is that her best friend only turns eighteen once! Hazel then goes into detail about the hook up, apparently the guy loved pulling her long ponytail. My party really did get wild!
I'm surprised that Hazel is willing to be so open in front of David, but I glance over and realize David isn't even pretending to listen. He is nursing his drink and lightly tapping his foot to the music while staring off in a random direction. I snort and shake my head before turning back to Hazel and resuming our conversation.
Hazel eventually changes the topic to my dad and Lexi. I roll my eyes and tell Hazel everything. I start with my dad walking in while David was doing me and end with my dad wanting to see Lexi again. When I mention my dad wanting to see Lexi again, David speaks up and says that would be incredibly creepy. It barely registers to me how uncomfortable David looks at the thought. I'm just worried Lexi will hurt my dad.
Thankfully, we stop talking about my dad and decide to get up and dance. The three of us head to the dance floor and David has a great time dancing with two pretty girls. We have been dancing for over an hour when David pulls me close and whispers in my ear, suggesting we find a private room. I quickly agree as I feel my pussy dampen. David grabs me by the hand and drags me off. Hazel gives us a knowing smirk as I wink and wave goodbye to her.
David and I are soon inside of a spare bedroom. My back is pressed up against the door as David kisses me fiercely. One of his hands is cupping my face as the other rests on my hip. I moan and suck on his tongue when he slips it into my mouth. David's hand slides up my body to cup my breast outside of my sundress. I moan into his mouth as he palms the firm tit. I place my hands on his chest and push him back slightly. Next, I reach for his pants and unbutton them. One quick yank and they are around his ankles, along with his boxers.
Thirty seconds later, I'm on my knees with a hard dick in my mouth. My hands grip David's thighs as I bob my head on him. He slips a hand into my sundress and bra in order to cup a warm, naked tit. His other hand rests on my head, lightly applying pressure as I rhythmically move it back and forth to take as much of his cock into my mouth as I can. I let out cute choking and gagging sounds as drool runs from my lips. I can tell he is turned on due to the hardness of his pulsing shaft against my tongue.
Soon, both of David's hands are in my sundress and he is squeezing my tits. I can feel my hard nipples pressing against his palms as he gropes me. My pussy is soaking wet and I am sucking harder and faster on David's cock as drool runs from my lips.
"Can I fuck your tits again?" David asks in a thick voice.
"Mmhmm," I mumble enthusiastically around his cock as I nod my head slightly.
I pull off of David's cock and give the mushroom head an affectionate kiss. My tongue slips out to lap up the drop of pre-cum oozing from the tip. David pulls his hands out of my sundress and I reach up for the straps. With two smooth motions, I pull the straps of my sundress and bra down so I can get my arms out of them. Next, I push my dress and bra down so that both garments are now bunched up beneath my boobs. I hear David let out a small moan when my breasts are bared. I look up, smile, and give my chest a little shake for his viewing pleasure.
David reaches out and places both of his hands on my big boobs. I throw back my head and moan as he gently caresses the firm, yet soft flesh. I coo happily as I stay on my knees and allow David to play with my tits for a couple of minutes. I blush slightly when he tells me they're beautiful in a hoarse whisper.
Soon, David releases my tits in order to stroke his cock several times. I lift my body as much as I can while on my knees so that he is able to crouch slightly and place his hard dick into the valley between my tits. David then grabs both of my breasts and wraps my boobs around his shaft tightly. I reach between my legs with one hand in order to rub my pussy as David begins thrusting in and out of my cleavage.
"Just don't cum on my face," I say in a hoarse voice as I push two fingers into my vagina, "I didn't see any tissues to clean up with."
"Okay." David grunts while he keeps his hold on my tits and continues his thrusting.
"Just let me know when you're ready and I'll swallow." I say as I look down at my breasts to watch the head of his cock disappear and then reappear between my boobs.
He moans happily when I say that I'll swallow and I decide to talk dirty to egg him on. "That's it Baby, fuck my titties!" I coo as I lean down to flick the tip of his cock with my tongue on his latest upstroke. "I want you to cum in my mouth! Please Baby, I wanna swallow your hot load. Please cum for me!" I finger myself hard and fast, my pussy is soaked.
"Holy shit!" David groans as he holds my tits tightly and keeps thrusting through my cleavage. I can tell he is getting close. My nipples are rock hard and I can feel my pussy start to convulse. We are both going to cum soon.
"Mmm, I wanna taste it." I moan wantonly as I play with myself during David's titty-fuck. "I wanna suck you dry. I love your cum! Cum in my mouth! Cum, cum, cum!" I groan as I thrust two fingers all the way up my cunt and groan out in orgasm.
David pulls his cock out from between my tits and grabs me by the hair. I let out a surprised squeak as he thrusts his hard dick between my lips and starts basically fucking my face. I gag and drool as his cock pushes in and out of my mouth. Finally, after about thirty seconds, David pulls my head down on his cock as far as it will go and grunts. About an inch of his cock is still protruding from my pink lips as the shaft pulses, sending spurt after spurt of creamy sperm down my gullet. I swallow everything he gives me before pulling off his dick and giving the tip an affectionate kiss.
"Take me to bed." I whisper, looking up at David.
David immediately kicks off his shoes, then steps out of his pants and boxers. He whips his shirt off and is naked in under fifteen seconds. At the same time, I stand up and shimmy out of my sundress, leaving it in a puddle on the floor. My bra is around my stomach, so I spin it around to get at the clasp. Once my bra is flung away, I slide out of my panties and kick off my flip-flops. David and I then immediately fall into bed.
The sex was intense, probably the most intense we have ever had. We started out in missionary, with my legs hooked around his ankles as he thrust into me. Next, he bends my legs back so that my feet are by my ears, and he hammers me into the mattress until I cry out in orgasm. He flips me over and takes me doggystyle, spanking my ass and pulling my hair as I beg him to fuck me and make me cum. My dangling tits are slapping each other the entire time. Next, he rolls onto his back and has me mount him. I ride him until I cum again and then spin around and treat him to the reverse cowgirl. The entire time I am screaming his name and gushing pussy juice all over his cock. I beg him to fuck me harder, I beg him to squeeze my tits and pinch my nipples. I beg for cock. I beg for cum.
In the end, as I'm bent over the bed and getting fucked from behind, he grabs my hips and buries himself to the hilt inside of me. I can feel squirting inside me and know he is currently coating my womb with his seed. I arch my back and cry out "Cum inside me! Cum, cum, cum, cum!" as my legs shake.
When he finishes his orgasm, he pulls out of me and grabs me by the hair. Using his grip on my raven hair, he pulls me to my knees and shoves his soaked cock in my mouth. I immediately clean his dick, tasting both my juices and his cum.
David and I lay in bed cuddling for about half an hour before we decide it is time to get dressed. There is quite a bit of giggling and groping as we get our clothes on. I go into the attached bathroom to fix my sex hair and the two of us head back to the party.
Eventually Hazel finds us and I prepare myself for the inevitable teasing about my recent activities. However, Hazel looks nervous as she walks over to me and I quickly realize she is not interested in talking about my sex life right now.
"What?" I ask, concerned.
"Sorry Kayla," Hazel begins, "I have no idea why she is here, no one wants her?"
"Who?" I ask, with a sinking feeling I know exactly who is here.
"Let's go." Hazel says as she turns to lead me to another part of the house.
"Everything will be fine." David says as he squeezes my hand.
With determination, I follow Hazel through the house until we get to a basement room with a built in bar. Standing next to the bar, talking with some guy, is Lexi. I see red when Lexi smiles at the guy and he reaches out to touch her arm. I drop David's hand as the pounding in my ears increases. This stupid whore is going to break my dad's heart and she doesn't even care. I don't even register the sounds of David and Hazel calling me as I approach Lexi. The little bitch turns and looks at me with surprise as I wind up and slap her across the face as hard as I can.
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Steven
I slowly wake up after my relaxing nap. Stretching, I take a look at the clock and realize it's already past 8:00PM. Shit, I shouldn't have slept so much, but I did have an emotional day. Things are still awkward with my eighteen year old daughter Kayla after she found out that I slept with her classmate, Lexi at Kayla's birthday party. It's touching, really. Kayla's birthday pool party and I hook up with one of her classmates, yet Kayla's only concern is that Lexi will hurt me.
When I fell asleep inside the house during the party, I woke up to find Lexi with my dick in her mouth. Another guy got behind her and fucked her while she sucked me off. After that, Lexi and I spent the night together having dirty sex. It was great! Lexi got really attached to me when I became the first guy to care about her pleasure. I became equally attached to the perky redhead and we came to an agreement to spend more time together.
Kayla found out the next morning and was very concerned. Lexi gets around and Kayla expects that Lexi will fuck someone else if she and I get involved. At first I wasn't worried, Lexi told me she had a checkered past, and I respect that. We all have a past, and we have all done things we regret. She just needed attention and affection. However, some of the tings Kayla told me have given me pause. Plus, I don't want to make life harder for Kayla. There's still a few months of high school to go and teenagers can be so cruel.
I ended up putting off the conversation with Lexi and spending the day with Kayla. I can tell Lexi is upset, but hopefully the two of us can work things out so Kayla isn't upset. After my day with Kayla, she went to a party with her boyfriend, David, and I fell asleep on the couch. Now I'm awake and wondering if I should send Lexi a text.
My eyes close as I lean my head back and remember the last day with Lexi. She looks so gorgeous in her blue bikini with one tit hanging out as she gives me head. I cum in her mouth and she swallows happily. I peel the blue bikini off of her and eat her pussy before getting on top of her and fucking her. She is so tight, her skin is so soft. After I cum inside her, we head up to my bedroom for the wildest sex of my life. We fuck in every position imaginable, I even get to fuck Lexi up the ass. We pass out together and she wakes me up with a blowjob in the morning.
All that amazing sex, the talking and confiding in me, and I sent her away. I'm horrible. I've made my decision; I will do what it takes to convince Kayla that Lexi and I can spend time together, possibly even date. We'll be discrete so her friends don't talk, and Lexi will get over her past and move forward. Hopefully Lexi and Kayla can even become good friends.
I grab my phone and send Lexi a text.
Steven: Sorry today didn't work out. I know you have school this week, but maybe we could get together at some point after you get out? I'd really like for you and Kayla to get to know each other.
I set my phone back down and change the channel on the television, trying to find something interesting to watch until bed. A few minutes later, my phone rings and I rush to answer it, thinking it is either Lexi or Kayla calling. I'm immediately disappointed to find out that it's one of my employees calling to tell me the company I've been trying to buy is tabling our offer.
Instead of fucking Lexi, I end up in my office arguing with several employees about what to do. In the end we decide to just let this one go, the cost would likely outweigh the profits at this point. The perks of being wealthy; there's always another opportunity.
I decide to stay in my office and get some work done rather than waste more time in front of the television. The sounds of my tapping on the keyboard can be heard throughout the room as I rapidly type. A couple hours pass before the intercom on the wall buzzes.
"Yes?" I say, pressing the button on the intercom to transmit my voice.
"Sir," my butler says, "Your daughter has returned home, and there is a Miss Alexis Davis accompanying her."
"Alexis Davis? Lexi?!" I say, shocked. "I'll meet them in the foyer!"
"Yes, sir." says my butler.
Kayla
"AH!" Lexi cries out as the sound of my slapping her in her slut face echoes throughout the room.
The entire room goes silent, except for the guy Lexi is talking to, who bursts out laughing. Lexi holds her reddening cheek as tears start to form in her eyes, "Fuck you, Keith!" she says to the guy laughing.
"Whatever, Lexi." says Keith, "You wouldn't put out, so you earned that, you little bitch. You'll regret this." with an arrogant swagger, Keith turns and walks out.
"Wait. What?" I ask, confused. "You wouldn't fuck him?" I start to think I've made a horrible mistake, that maybe Lexi wasn't about to fuck another guy this soon after starting things with my dad. David and my best friend, Hazel catch up to me and Hazel grabs my arm, which is still positioned from my slap.
"Not that it's any of your business, but no, I wouldn't!" Lexi exclaims. "I gave him a fake smile and asked him to leave me alone. Then he reached out and tried to touch me. That's when you showed up out of nowhere and slapped me!" Lexi cries, still holding her cheek as tears stream down her face.
"Uh, maybe we should talk in private?" David suggests while Hazel starts tugging on my arm.
"Can we talk?" I ask Lexi before biting my lower lip nervously.
"Why, so you can hit me again?" Lexi asks.
"I-I won't hit you." I say, "I promise. We can talk about my dad... and stuff. If that's okay?"
Lexi gives me a look before nodding. The four of us walk to the spare bedroom where David and I had sex earlier in the evening. We enter the room and shut the door. I look expectantly at Lexi, urging her with my eyes to explain.
"Why do I need to start?" Lexi asks, indignant. "You hit me!"
"I thought you were gonna fuck that guy!" I hiss.
"Um, Kayla," David begins, "you know Lexi isn't your dad's girlfriend, right?"
Once again, David looks really freaked out by the thought of Lexi and my dad. He must be incredibly upset now that I'm imagining the two of them in an actual relationship. Fortunately, Hazel comes to my rescue and convinces David to leave the room with her so that Lexi and I can talk privately. As soon as they leave, I look over at Lexi.
"I'm sorry I hit you." I say, "I really am."
"It doesn't matter." Lexi mumbles, "I'm just a worthless whore to you, anyway." tears stream down her face as she sits on the bed.
I open my mouth with the intention of telling her that isn't true, however I immediately realize that I do believe she's nothing but a whore. Now the guilt hits. I shouldn't be thinking that way about anyone, no matter what they've done.
"It does matter." I state firmly, "I shouldn't have done it."
"But you did." Lexi says, "You don't think I'm good enough to be with your dad, and you're right."
Lexi lays down on the bed and buries her face in the pillow. Her body is wracked with sobs and the sounds of her crying fill the room. I sit on the bed beside Lexi and reach over to softly rub her back while I coo softly.
"Everything is going to be okay." I whisper soothingly.
"No, it isn't!" Lexi shouts, "Your dad will listen to you and ditch me. Then I'll go back to being a worthless cum dump!"
"Even if you aren't with my dad, you are so much more than that." I say, and I'm surprised to realize I actually mean it. This girl is more than just some mistakes in her past.
"Not according to Keith." Lexi replies, facing away from me and staring at the wall while I rub her back.
"That guy you were talking to?" I ask in confusion. "What does he have to do with this?"
Lexi turns her body to face me. She wipes the tears from her eyes and looks at me flatly, "That was Keith Strulk. You must have heard about him?" she asks.
"I think I have heard of him." I say with a frown, "Isn't he a dealer?"
"He's so much more than that," Lexi says, "but yes."
"I'm really confused, Lexi." I say, "What does Keith have to do with anything? And if you are unhappy with sleeping around, why do you sleep around?"
"Keith was my first." Lexi mumbles as she curls up into a ball; lifting her knees up to her chest and wrapping her arms around them. "A couple of days after my eighteenth birthday."
I don't speak, I just stay sitting down beside Lexi on the bed, looking down at her. With my hand, I reach over and brush a lock of auburn hair out of her face. I'm shocked to find myself in this situation, but this girl is clearly broken and needs to talk. I'll listen.
"I was always really shy and didn't have friends." Lexi begins, "I was never invited anywhere and I just went straight home to school. I went up into my room and did my homework. Then I read or played video games and went to sleep. Rinse and repeat.
"A few weeks before my eighteenth birthday I was actually invited to a party. I was so excited. I got all dressed up and was determined to make some friends. That party is where I met Keith. I had heard about him and planned to stay away, but he was so nice! I convinced myself the rumors about him were all fabricated.
"We spent a lot of time together from then on. He took me to the movies and to the mall, he even bought me a few things; clothes, shoes, jewelry. Then on my eighteenth birthday, he gave me a present. It was a beautiful necklace. I was so happy! I thought he was my boyfriend, and I, I gave him a blowjob. He didn't last thirty seconds, but I really enjoyed it. I ended up sucking him about a half dozen times that day. Keith didn't push for anything more, beyond feeling my tits while I went down on him."
Lexi took a deep breath before continuing, "I should also mention that my birthday was the first day he gave me a joint. I don't blame smoking pot, I did want to give Keith a blowjob. The joint definitely helped mellow me out so I wasn't nervous. Then, when I found I liked it, I just kept blowing him. He always came fast, which even with my lack of experience, I found annoying.
"Anyway, I sucked his dick several times a day for the next few days. He would pick me up for school and I'd blow him on the way. We'd sneak off to an unused classroom during the day and I'd get on my knees. I really was enjoying it, but I wasn't ready for sex.
"Then the weekend after my birthday arrived and we were listening to music in his room. We had just smoked a joint and I was feeling really relaxed. That's when he handed me a pill. I trusted him and didn't even think about it, I took it. I was so fucked up.
"He got his dick out and had me blow him, which I did. After I swallowed he pulled my shirt off. Then my bra. I didn't stop him until I was down to my panties. My head was spinning, and I remember my hand holding his wrist. I remember telling him I wasn't ready for that. I remember him pulling out of my grip and hitting me."
Lexi is crying again, full, thick tears pouring from her eyes and running down her face. My hands are over my mouth as I'm listening to this story. I lay down beside her and take her in my arms. I run my fingers through her auburn hair as I try to soothe the distraught girl. She buries her face in my shoulder before continuing.
"Keith pulled my panties off and threw me onto his bed. As he takes off his clothes he orders me to spread my legs. Scared, I complied. Then he got on top of me. Then he was in me. I just looked away and pretended I was somewhere else until he tensed up and squirted in me. Keith got off of me and I curled up into a ball and passed out crying.
"I came to as he was rolling me onto my stomach. He pulled my hips up so I was on my knees with my ass up and face down on the bed. I just lay there as he used me again. I think he must have fucked my mouth while I was out too, since there was dried cum on my chin. After that day, I let Keith fuck me whenever he wanted. Which was quite often. I figured that since I wasn't a virgin anymore it didn't matter.
"The sex got rougher, too. He called me names, which I admit turned me on. He had me send him nudes; pictures and videos. I know he posted a video of me masturbating online. Someone in class found it and shared it with everyone, that's how my porn reputation got started.
"Barely two weeks after Keith popped my cherry he brought one of his friends over. The three of us smoked a joint together and I was actually having a good time. Keith was in a really good mood and had his arm around me.
"Soon his friend left so it was just Keith and I. He pulled out the pills again and said that he had saved them for just the two of us. I was fucked up again and so horny I actually attacked him. I was fingering myself while sucking his dick.
"He came and then said asked out loud if he was right and I really was an enthusiastic cum dump. I was confused until I realized his friend was standing in the doorway. I was too fucked up to realize that Keith had planned this, I thought his friend just came back for some reason. Keith's friend took his dick out and suddenly it was in my mouth."
Lexi starts crying and wraps her arms around me in a tight hug. I hug her back and whisper to her softly. She soon calms down enough to continue.
"After that, he would bring friends over all the time and have me blow them. I-I don't know why I did it. I can blame the drugs, I can say I was afraid of Keith, but part of me did want to. I liked feeling wanted. Even if they would just blow their loads and leave, before that, they did desire me.
"Things kept getting more intense and I eventually got spit-roasted by Keith and one of his friends. Keith actually shoved himself up my ass that same day. That hurt. I wasn't expecting it. I did learn to like it eventually, and I ended up sleeping with some of his friends one on one. I didn't find out until later that he was charging. He kept calling me a cum dump. I thought that was all I was worth.
"Eventually, I started hooking up with guys on my own. That was about the time I started going to parties at your house and met your dad. I always thought he was cute, but I never did anything about it until your birthday party. Anyway, the hook ups. I actually enjoyed them. Sure, the guys just used me, but like I said before; I needed to feel desired, wanted. Before they came and ditched me, I did feel wanted. I realized Keith was never my boyfriend. I couldn't resist when he came calling though. He had me fuck one of the teachers at school so that the guy would pass Keith and he can graduate with the rest of us.
"Keith is into gambling as well. He had a lot riding on our team winning the state championship. I swallowed a lot of cum the day he had me play Who's in your Mouth. I have to admit, I enjoyed it. That was just him preparing me for what he had in store for his gambling ambitions. I still don't understand why I didn't say no. Why I didn't stop things.
"One day he brought me to another school. The one we were going to play against for the championship."
Lexi shudders in my grip as she remembers what happened to her. I want to ask her to stop, I feel sick. I can't listen to any more. I have to though, I have to.
"Guy after guy used me, sometimes three at once. It was.. intense. I admit, I had a few orgasms and I loved how every guy desired me. Still, they just used me and left. That was what I was worth. I was their cum dump. Guys holding onto my head as they fucked my face until I was gasping for breath, guys slapping and spanking me, guys fucking my tits, guys shoving it up my ass with no warning. For hours there wasn't a single moment where at least one of my holes wasn't filled, but it was usually at least two. They couldn't stop themselves from keeping their dicks wet. I got spit-roasted while guys would call me names; bitch, slut, cunt, whore. Others would cheer and whistle as they watched the show. I ended up completely covered in cum, it was in my hair, all over my face and tits, it was dripping down my body. My stomach and throat were so full of cum, I ended up hacking some up all over the fucking floor. Even more was leaking out of my holes. Once there wasn't any more dick in me, I collapsed on the locker room floor.
"They kept their word and threw the game. Keith was thrilled.
"I really do like sex. A lot, in fact. I just want it to be with someone who treats me like a person. Your dad."
Lexi can't keep talking any longer. She breaks down crying and hugging me. She is sobbing into my shoulder, her entire body shaking as I rub her back.
"Shh, it's okay." I say, "I don't know what happened tonight, but it doesn't matter. You should come home with us. Did you drive here?"
Lexi shakes her head, "No, I took an Uber."
"Okay, good." I respond, "David will take us back to my house. C'mon."
Lexi doesn't resist as I get out of bed and pull her to her feet. I wipe away her tears as best I can and the two of us exit the room. David and Hazel are standing outside waiting for us.
"Lexi is gonna come home with us tonight." I say firmly.
"What, why?" David asks, obviously not comfortable with the idea."
"Because she needs to be somewhere safe tonight." I respond.
It takes some convincing, but David reluctantly agrees to drive Lexi and I back to my place. Hazel has had enough of the party and decides to head out to her car and drive home. I say goodbye to Hazel and walk with David and Lexi to David's car. We drive back to my house in silence.
Once we reach my house, I tell David that he should head home since it's a school night. He resists, but I remind him that he still lives at home and his parents would kill him if he was out all night. Eventually, he agrees, but I can tell he's pissed. He gets in his car and heads home. Lexi and I walk inside the front door. I take Lexi's hand in mine and give it a reassuring squeeze.
Steven
I walk into the foyer to see Kayla and Lexi standing side by side and holding hands. To say I'm shocked is an understatement. I also notice that Lexi has a red mark on her cheek and her eyes look like she's been crying. I'm so confused. I want to say something smart and reassuring, as I can see both girls are distraught.
"Um... hi?" is all I can come up with.
"Hi, Daddy." Kayla says as she releases Lexi's hand and places her own hand at Lexi's back and gently urges her in my direction.
"Hi." Lexi chirps, perking up at the sight of me. She glances at Kayla, who nods, and then looks back at me and runs to me.
Lexi throws her arms around me and I immediately hug her back tightly. I rub her back as she buries her face in my shoulder. I then look toward Kayla who smiles.
"We had a rough night. If it's okay, I think we should both miss school tomorrow."
"It's fine with me if you miss a day." I say to Kayla, "but I can't speak about Lexi."
"I'm eighteen!" Lexi says.
"I know, and you are more than welcome to spend the night, but you should text your parents and let them know you're safe." I respond.
"I will." Lexi says as she releases me. She pulls out her phone and starts typing. As soon as the text is sent, she puts her phone away and jumps back into my arms.
"I'm gonna head to bed." Kayla says, "We can talk more in the morning."
"Really?" I ask, looking over at Kayla.
"Really." Kayla nods with a smile, "Don't wear each other out too much!"
Kayla walks by us and heads up the stairs heading to her bedroom. I smile down at Lexi and wordlessly gesture over my shoulder. Lexi smirks and nods, then the two of us head in the same direction as Kayla until we reach my bedroom.



As soon as the door closes, Lexi jumps into my arms and presses her lips against mine. We make out for several minutes, my hands exploring her soft curves as she grips my back. Eventually, my desire to know what happened tonight overrides my hormones and I break out kiss.
"What happened tonight?" I ask.
"Can it wait 'till after?" Lexi responds as she reaches for my pants and starts to pull them down.
"As much as I'd like to dive right in, I really think we should talk." I say.
Lexi lets out a sigh and releases my pants. She then kicks off her shoes, walks over to the bed, and sits down. Looking at me, Lexi pats the bedspread beside her. I remove my shoes then walk over and sit down next to her. My arms snakes out and wraps around Lexi's delicate shoulders as I gently pull her to me. Lexi rests her head on my shoulder and lets out a sigh.
"I thought you were done with me when you sent a text that we couldn't meet up today." Lexi began. "I know that isn't true now, I did see your recent text."
"My only concern has been Kayla." I explain, "She is my daughter. I want to keep seeing you."
"I know," Lexi says, "and I'm not sure, but I think she'll be okay with it now."
"What happened?" I ask, encouraging her to continue.
"I was lonely and didn't want to stay home, so I took an Uber to Kevin's party. I don't really wanna talk about details right now, but the short of it is that Kayla found me talking to a guy and thought I was gonna hook up with him. I wasn't! She confronted me and we had a long talk afterwards. I told her more about my past, which I promise I'll tell you, just not right now please."
"Of course, when you're ready." I say with a smile.
"Thank you." Lexi whispers, "The talk was really good. I don't know if we'll be good friends, but I think she might accept my past now and understand that I won't sleep around on you."
"I'm glad," I respond "and I know you won't. When you're ready to tell me about your past, I'm happy to listen."
"Are we... together?" Lexi asks nervously.
"How about," I begin, "we're seeing each other to see where things go. And we're not seeing anyone else. So, yes."
"I like that." Lexi whispers contentedly.
Lexi turns to face me and leans in. Our lips meet. My hand finds her breast from outside her shirt as I slip my tongue into Lexi's mouth. She lets out a small moan and pushes her chest out so that her boob fills my palm.
With both hands I reach for the hem of Lexi's shirt and start pulling it upwards. She breaks our kiss and lifts her arms upward, allowing me to pull the shirt up and over her head. I toss the shirt aside as Lexi starts lifting up my shirt.
Once our shirts are gone, Lexi presses herself against me as we resume our kiss. I can feel her bra-clad breasts against my chest as we make out. My hands slide up Lexi's bare back until I find the strap of her bra. I unhook her bra and she pulls away from me slightly so she can roll her shoulders forward and slide her bra down her arms. Lexi drops her bra to the floor as my hand finds her soft tit. She moans into my mouth as I give her bare boob a squeeze.
We continue tongue wrestling and groping for several minutes, I can feel Lexi's hard nipple pressing into my palm as she rubs my bulge. I slide my hand down her stomach until I reach the snap of her jean shorts. After unbuttoning her shorts, I lay Lexi down on her back so her head is resting on one of the pillows.
Getting on top of Lexi, I resume kissing her soft lips as one of my hands cups her tit and the other runs along her side. Breaking our kiss, I trail my lips down Lexi's jawline and to her neck. Her hands bury in my hair as I kiss down to her breasts. Taking her boobs in my hands, I press them together and start kissing all along her cleavage and nipples. Lexi lets out a small moan of pleasure when I take her nipple in my mouth and flick the pink nub with my tongue.
I kiss down to Lexi's flat stomach before sitting up and taking hold of Lexi's jean shorts with both hands. She lifts her bum off the bed to help me slide her shorts and panties off. I immediately toss the garments aside and look down at her naked body.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper. She really is. Lexi has perfectly-shaped B-cup breasts with pink nipples. Her stomach is flat and her legs are toned. A pretty pussy is peaking out from between her legs, labia engorged and spread in arousal. I take all this in before looking back up at her pretty face framed by auburn hair. Lexi smiles at me, showing off the high cheekbones on her lightly freckled face.
Lexi looks into my eyes with a radiant smile on her face before her eyes flick down to my bulge. "Fuck, you're big." she looks back up at me and licks her lips.
I lower my body on top of Lexi and press my lips to hers. She wraps her arms around me and moans into my mouth as I grind my bulge against her bare pussy. Once again, I break our kiss in order to trail my lips down her body, taking a not-so-brief detour to make love to her flawless tits with my mouth. This girl really does have the softest skin.
Sliding my body down the bed, I get between Lexi's legs and gaze at her pussy. The soft, pink lips are glistening with her arousal. I lean forward and plant a kiss directly on her vulva, causing Lexi to let out a soft "Oh, fuck." in response. Pushing two fingers inside of Lexi, I immediately began circling her clit with my tongue. Lexi arches her back and moans while I saw two fingers in and out of her sopping hole.
After licking and fingering Lexi to several loud, intense orgasms, she finally has to push my head away and mumble a week "No more, no more." She turns onto her side and curls up with two hands between her legs as she breaths weakly. Her sweaty auburn hair is clinging to her face and she has a small smile on her lips.
Smiling, I climb back up the bed and wrap my arms around Lexi. I hug her tightly before sliding my hand down her back and grabbing a handful of her pert ass. Lexi stays in the same curled up position as she slides herself forward and presses against me tightly. The adorable redhead buries her face in my neck and starts giggling.
"Well, that was fucking amazing." Lexi says with a huge grin on her face, in between gasping for breath.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I reply, still holding onto Lexi's ass with one hand as my other rests on the pillow beneath her neck.
"I'll do you next," Lexi responds, "just give me a minute to catch my breath."
"No problem, Babe." I say with a laugh.
Lexi stays snuggled up against me for several minutes and I just lay back and enjoy the feel of her soft, nude body against mine. Her breathing slowly steadies and I worry that she may have fallen asleep. I give her ass a light squeeze and she looks up at me with a smirk, proving me wrong.
"You like my bum, do you?" she asks teasingly.
"Very much." I answer before giving her ass a light slap and making her giggle cutely.
"Maybe you'd like me to bend over and spread my cheeks for you?" Lexi asks seductively.
I can feel myself getting hard as I remember last night when she asked me to fuck her ass. I'd done anal before, but for my lovers it had been a one time experiment that they did not wish to repeat. Lexi seems to really enjoy it.
"I'd like that." I say and lean down to peck her lips.
"But first..." she says with a cute face as she slips out of my arms, suddenly full of energy.
Lexi has me lay on my back and then gets on top of me; I love the view of her tits dangling from her chest as she hovers over my body. She starts kissing down my body, beginning with my neck and working her way down my chest. When Lexi reaches my bulge, she plants one firm kiss on it before sitting up and grasping my lounge pants. I lift my butt to help her tug my pants and boxers down, and off my body.
The adorable redhead nestles her body between my legs so that she is kneeling with her face hovering over my erection. Grasping my cock at the base, Lexi sexily takes one long lick up my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. She then does the same with the other side of my shaft before kissing the tip and looking up at me as she strokes me.
"I am a slut." Lexi says.
I open my mouth to speak but Lexi silences me by raising her hand. I can't help but smirk at the sight of her nude between my legs, one hand on my cock and the other held up in a 'stop' position.
"It's the truth." Lexi continues, "I love sex, I love sucking dick, I love cum. I'm a slut." she pauses to gather her thoughts, "I'm a slut for you. I am done with the random hookups; you showed me how much better sex can be with a partner who actually cares about my pleasure. So, as long as you'll have me, you can fuck me any which way you'd like. I promise, I'll like it too."
Lexi leans down and slips the head of my cock into her mouth. She gives it a single suck before releasing me with a 'pop' sound. "I want you to hold my head and fuck my face until I can barely breathe. I want you to fuck me in every position imaginable until I'm screaming your name. I want you to bend me over and shove your cock up my ass until I pass out from pain and pleasure. I want you to cum in my mouth, my pussy, my ass. I want you to cum on my face and tits. I want you."
"Holy shit, Lexi..." I moan, my cock throbbing with need.
Lexi sticks out her tongue and slaps my dick on it, making the sexiest moaning sounds. I'm breathing heavily as she licks a drop of pre-cum from my tip before kissing all along my shaft. She then presses her face against the shaft and holds it there with one hand. Lexi kisses up my length one last time before taking me into her mouth and sucking softly.
I know I'm not gonna last long this time, especially when Lexi mumbles "Fuck my face." around my thickness. Not one to turn down a request from a gorgeous eighteen year old girl, I grab Lexi by the head with both hands and shove her face down on my cock. Lexi gags loudly, drool running from her lips and onto my balls. Her hands grip my thighs tightly as tears run down her face and her nostrils flare. The vibrations of her throat tease my shaft, making me groan in pleasure.
Using my grip on her head, I pull her up until only my tip is between her lips, then I push her head back down, impaling her throat once again. I continue to fuck Lexi's face, using her mouth as if it were a pussy. In barely a minute, I reach the point of no return.
At the same time that I'm pushing her head down, I thrust my hips upward to cram that last centimeter of cock down her throat. Lexi's cheeks bulge out as I start shooting semen into her willing mouth. I can feel her swallowing, the motions squeezing my dick and causing my legs to shake. She makes a loud gagging noise as a small amount of cum shoots out of her nose and more leaks from between her lips. Finally, my orgasm is over and I collapse back on the bed, releasing Lexi's head.
Lexi pulls off my cock, gasping for air. She wipes her face with her hand before looking at me with lust. Her eyes then drop to my cock. Remarkably, I am still hard. This girl is amazing, I can't get enough of her. Fortunately, she seems to feel the same way about me.
While I am still breathing heavily in the aftermath of an intense orgasm, Lexi pounces. The gorgeous eighteen year old redhead straddles me, grabs my cock at the base, and immediately impales herself. I let out a groan of pleasure as her tight pussy encases my cock in its velvet warmth. My hands go to Lexi's hips as my favorite slut begins to enthusiastically ride me like a cowgirl, her hair flying about her face.
Lexi leans forward and grabs onto the headboard of my four-poster bed. She smiles down at me, her auburn hair framing her face as she lifts her ass until just my mushroom head is nestled in her folds. Lexi then slams herself back down on my cock in one fluid motion, making us both moan. I move my hands to her ass, squeezing the firm globes tightly as I let her ride me at her own pace while I enjoy the sight of her bouncing titties.
After watching her tits bounce for a minute, I give into temptation and lean up to take a pink nipple in my mouth. Lexi's moans intensify as I flick her hard nipple with my tongue. My hands slide up her body so that I can cup her boobs while sucking on one of them. In order to make it easier for me to play with her tits, Lexi turns her bounce into a slow grind, stimulating her clit while keeping her boobs from jiggling too wildly.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Lexi cries out as she grinds her clit against me while I'm fully embedded inside her. I play with her tits all through her orgasm, enjoying the feel of her pussy convulsing around my shaft.
When she comes down from her orgasm, Lexi looks down at me with lust in her green eyes. "We're just getting started."
Truer words have not been said. Lexi pulls off my cock and spins around, mounting me in reverse cowgirl. For several minutes I enjoy the sight of her tight ass bouncing up and down on my cock. Lexi then leans backwards, placing her hands on either side of my body as we fuck. Damn, this girl is flexible! I reach around her body and grab her tits.
I decide I want to fuck Lexi doggystyle, so I push her forward until she is crouched on all fours and facing the foot of the bed. Somehow, my dick stays lodged in her tight cunt the entire time. Lexi cries out when I give each ass cheek a playful smack before grabbing her hips and proceeding to fuck the cute redhead as hard as I can.
Reaching out with my hands, I grab both of Lexi's elbows and pull her arms back. She is now only supported by her knees and my grip on her arms. Using her arms for leverage, I rhythmically pound Lexi as she moans and begs for more. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard! I'm your slut! I'm yours!" she lets out a scream as her pussy spasms around my dick, and I realize she is having another orgasm.
I fuck Lexi all through her orgasm before releasing her arms. The cute redhead collapses on the bed so that her face is down and her ass is up. I take a firm hold of her ass cheeks and use them to pull Lexi's body back and forth.
A few minutes later, Lexi gets up onto all fours and starts thrusting her ass back against me. I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back, causing her back to arch. With one hand on her hips and one holding her hair, I fuck Lexi while she screams "It's your pussy! It's your pussy!" over and over.
I'm so turned on, I don't even realize that I'm cumming until Lexi cries out "Yes, cum inside me! Fill my pussy!"
I usually stay still when I'm cumming, but not this time. I keep my hold on Lexi's hair and hip as I fuck her all through my orgasm. Cum pumps out of me and fills my little slut until I have nothing left to give her. Only then do I stop fucking her and release her hair.
Gripping Lexi's butt cheeks in both hands, I pull out of her slowly. I look down and see her twitching pussy clench up after my exit. Lexi stays on all fours, her head hanging down as she breaths heavily. I grin and give her butt a playful swat as I lean back to catch my breath. Damn, that was good sex.
Lexi collapses on the bed and at first I think she is passed out, but she instead rolls onto her back and spreads her legs wide. Sliding one hand down her body, Lexi spreads open her pussy with two fingers to show me her pink interior. At first I think she wants me to fuck her again, but then Lexi lifts her head and looks at my cock as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue like she is trying to suck on it.
Taking the hint, I straddle Lexi and place my knees on either side of her shoulders. She grasps my thighs and leans her head up to take my half-hard dick in her mouth. I reach out with both hands and caress Lexi's face as she bobs her head on me, sucking her own juices off of my cock. Since I'm not fully hard, Lexi is easily able to take my entire length in her mouth. She even slides out her tongue to lick my balls while deep throating me.
I reach behind myself and push two fingers inside of Lexi, causing her to moan loudly around my dick. I can feel her knees bend and legs lift as I finger her and the mental picture combined with her mouth on me has me hardening again in no time.
Once I'm fully hard, Lexi taps me on the thigh and pulls off my cock. Understanding the message, I immediately throw one knee over her body so I'm no longer straddling her. Lexi then hops up and gets off the bed. She immediately bends over the bed and looks at me with innocent green eyes "Come fuck me?" she asks sweetly.
Needing no further encouragement, I immediately get off the bed and move to stand behind Lexi. Before I can slip inside her, Lexi reaches back and grabs her ass cheeks. I can feel my dick throb when she spreads her cheeks and loudly says "Fuck my ass!"
Happy to oblige, I slot my dick at her rear entrance and slowly start pushing inside. "Fuck!" Lexi hisses when my head first pops inside her bum. I grip her hips tightly and continue sliding my cock into her until I'm fully lodged inside her ass. To enjoy the incredible tightness, I stay completely buried in her butt for several seconds before I start to move.
My grip on her hips is so strong I think I may leave a mark, but neither of us cares. Lexi is making incoherent moaning and screaming noises as I thrust myself up her ass over and over again. Her feet are firmly planted on the floor and her head and chest are on the bed as she reaches back and keeps her ass spread open for me. I look down and can see her squeezing her cheeks tightly.
"Fuck! Fuck my ass with your hard dick!" Lexi screeches as I continue to relentlessly hammer her backside. Drool is running freely from her lips and onto my bedspread. I reach forward and grip her shoulder with one hand for leverage so that I can fuck her hard and fast with the entire length of my cock.
After only a few minutes of fucking Lexi's butt, I can feel my balls start to boil over. "I'm gonna cum." I announce.
"Up my ass!" Lexi shouts, "Cum up my slutty ass!"
I place my hands on the mattress on either side of Lexi and start rhythmically fucking her bum. She releases her ass cheeks to give me more room and reaches forward with both hands, grasping the comforter with desperate fingers as she just tries to hold on.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan as my shaft swells and spurts a huge wave of semen up Lexi's ass. She moans and tenses up, announcing that she is cumming with me. The perfect sounds of her sex noises causes me to fire another jet of cum up her butt.
I hold myself inside of Lexi's bum until I have no more cum to give her. Only then do I pull out of her exquisite backside. I give her ass a spank and she just grunts in response, completely exhausted. I just fucked an eighteen year old up the ass while she begged for it, so of course I'm still in the mood; I push two fingers up Lexi's twat and start fingering her.
"Mmm," she coos softly as her vaginal muscles squeeze my fingers. "Haven't had enough yet?"
"I guess you can't keep up with this old guy." I tease and lean forward to plant a kiss on her bare back.
"You're on." Lexi says, her voice suddenly much stronger.
Not wanting to be the first to tap out, Lexi spins around and drops to her knees. She takes my soft dick in her hand and feeds it to her open mouth. Lexi starts sucking on me while leaking cum out of her ass and onto the floor. I play with her tits as she sucks me, trying to use the stimulation to get hard again. It takes a few minutes of her sucking, but I am eventually back at full mast.
Lexi hums around my shaft, causing the most delightful vibrations in her mouth that tease and caress my shaft. She bobs her head a few more times before briefly pulling off. "I'm gonna blow you." Lexi says before putting her mouth on me, sucking once, and then pulling off again. "Until you can't take it anymore." Another suck. "Then you're gonna cum." Suck. "On my face and tits." Lexi finishes as she goes back to sucking. Sounds like a plan to me.



My hands go to her head and I bury my fingers in her auburn hair as she gives me head. Lexi pulls off my cock and lifts it up with her hand. She starts stroking me while taking one of my balls into her mouth. I feel my legs getting weak as her tongue plays. The sensations are overwhelming, and Lexi seems to instinctively know when I want my dick back in her mouth, so she stops sucking my balls and shoves my cock down her throat again. This eighteen year old redhead is truly a blowjob artist.
She makes love to my cock with her mouth. Lexi takes my entire length down her throat and swallows so her throat muscles will squeeze my shaft. She bobs her head rapidly while flicking the underside of my shaft with her tongue and sucking hard. All the while she is making the sexiest gagging and moaning sounds.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt.
Lexi bobs her head a few more times before releasing me with a 'pop' sound. She starts stroking me with one hand as she lifts her body and spreads her knees. Lexi's other hand goes between her legs and she starts fingering herself as she strokes me and aims my cock at her face.
"Cum on my face, Baby!" Lexi coos, "Come on, cover my pretty face! Cum for me! Cum! Cum!"
"FUCK!" I shout as a rope of cum shoots out of my cock and splashes up Lexi's freckled face. Another blast goes into her mouth and across her cheek. She aims my dick lower as a third spurt splatters onto her perfectly-shaped tits. Her delicate hand strokes me until I have no more to give, then she leans forward and takes my mushroom head between her lips to lap up the last few drops.
She looks so fucking sexy with my cum all over her face. More semen coats her tits and is running down the valley between her breasts. A small string of cum is dangling from her left nipple. The sight is so hot that despite so many orgasms, I am still half-hard.
"Shower. Now." I say as I offer my hand.
"Yes, sir!" Lexi purrs as she takes my hand and stands up.
We rush to the bathroom and I turn the shower on. Lexi gets in the shower first to wash the cum from her face and chest. Once she is clean, I step inside and wrap my arms around her from behind. She is so sexy, covered in drops of water, her auburn hair slicked back. She coos happily when I lean down to kiss her neck. The coos turn to giggles when I grind my half-hard dick against her ass.
Lexi spins around and drops to her knees, then once again my cock is in her mouth. She starts bobbing her head on me as water cascades all around us and steam fogs up the glass shower door. I keep one hand buried in Lexi's hair as my other squeezes a firm boob. A blowjob in the shower is tough on a girl; water is everywhere. Every thirty seconds she has to take me out of her mouth to spit out a mouthful of water.
"Can you move back a little?" she eventually asks.
"I have a better idea." I say, "Stand up."
As soon as Lexi complies, I spin her around so she is facing the shower door. I then push her forward so she is pressed against the glass. I can only imagine how sexy her face and tits look from the other side of the shower door. Lexi spreads her legs for me as I get into position behind her. In seconds, I'm back inside the tightest pussy I've ever had. I place my hands on the shower door and start rutting into Lexi. At the same time, Lexi lifts her own hands and grips at the glass with desperate fingers.
My redheaded lover is moaning and grunting as she tries to speak. "I want." she lets out another grunt. "You to." she grunts loudly after a particularly strong thrust. "Hose down my face again."
"Okay." I whisper in her ear.
For several more minutes, I continue screwing Lexi from behind in the shower. I have cum multiple times tonight and can last much longer. "Fuck me! Fuck my slutty pussy!" Lexi begs. She is really getting into this and keeps begging me to fuck her and calling herself a slut. "I'm such a slut for you! I'm your slut! Fuck your slut!" she moans loudly, her body tensing up as an orgasm washes over her.
I fuck Lexi through her orgasm before pulling out of her. Taking the hint, she spins around and drops to her knees. I grab her by the back of the head and shove my cock down her throat. All the talk about her being my slut has gotten me riled up. I use my grip on her head to move her face along my cock rapidly. Drool runs freely from her lips as she takes my entire cock down her throat with every thrust. She reaches up to massage my balls with one hand while I fuck her face. Finally, I've reached the point of no return.
I pull Lexi off of my cock and hold her up by the hair as I start stroking myself with my other hand, my cock aimed right at her face. "Open wide, slut!" I loudly order.
Lexi shivers in pleasure as she opens her mouth, sticks out her tongue, and says "Ah!".
I start shooting. A jet of cum goes straight into her open mouth, causing her to cough and gag. She takes it though, and keeps her mouth open, patiently waiting for more of my creamy offering. Another blast splatters across her pretty face. A third shoots across her forehead and into her hair. I push my cock between her lips and drain the rest into her mouth.
After Lexi cleans up again, the two of us actually do wash each other. All that sex has us both needing a shower, after all. Both of us are completely exhausted. I give Lexi an unopened toothbrush so she can brush her teeth. I brush mine and then we both head to bed completely naked.
"Call this one a draw?" she asks me as she rests her head on my shoulder while tracing shapes on my chest. Her firm breasts are pressing into my chest and I can feel that her nipples are still hard.
"Deal." I say.
"Mmm," she sighs happily.
"Did your parents ever text you back?" I ask, changing the subject.
"Yeah," she says, "I told them I was staying over with a friend and my mom just said 'Okay.' she probably passed out immediately after." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"I realize your parents are pretty lax with you, but you still live under their roof." I say, "I doubt you'll be able to stay here every night."
"Yeah, I know." Lexi sighs, "I can't afford my own place either. I am still a senior in high school for a few more months."
"We'll just have to take one day at a time for now." I say.
"Yeah, things will be better when I'm in the dorms next year." says Lexi.
"Already thinking that far ahead?" I ask in a teasing voice.
"Maybe." she squirms against me happily.
"I wish I didn't have to work tomorrow, then we could spend the day together." I say.
"Aren't you the boss?" she asks, "Just don't go in."
"Part of being the boss is being responsible for myself, I really have to go in." I say with a laugh.
"Fine." Lexi pouts, "Kayla and I need to have a long chat tomorrow anyway."
"I forgot about that." I say with a frown, "I hope you two can get along and be friends."
"I know, so do I." says Lexi. "I'm hoping Kayla can drive me to my place tomorrow so I can pick up clothes. I need to take my birth control pill, too."
"Yeah, that's important!" I say. "I'm sure Kayla will drive you."
"You really did raise a great person." Lexi says, smiling at me. "You should be proud."
"I am," I say, "I am."
"Good." Lexi smirks and pecks my lips, "Now, it's after 1:00AM, how about we get some sleep so we have time to fool around in the morning?"
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say, "Goodnight, Lexi."
"Goodnight, Steven." Lexi says.
In under a minute Lexi and I are both fast asleep, laying naked in each others arms.
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Steven
It's Monday morning at 5:30AM, a time of the week that is dreaded by most people, usually myself as well. Not this morning, however. Despite having only gotten about four hours of sleep, I am alert and ready for the day. The reason for this is probably the gorgeous eighteen year old redhead currently bouncing up and down on my cock.
Not even forty-eight hours have passed since I first hooked up with Lexi, my daughter Kayla's classmate, at Kayla's birthday pool party. So much has happened since then. I found out Lexi and Kayla are not close, and because Lexi has a reputation for getting around, Kayla was worried the redheaded beauty would hurt me by cheating. The strife between them culminated in a confrontation at another gathering last night, which led to the girls to start to work things out. I still don't know many details about Lexi's past, or what happened at that gathering, but it looks like things are getting better. Lexi says she isn't interested in other men while we're together, and I believe her. Kayla and Lexi have agreed to continue their talk today while I'm at work, and I'm confident the two strong, intelligent, and beautiful young women will work things out. Right now though? I'm gonna enjoy a morning fuck with a fucking gorgeous redhead nymphomaniac.
I grip Lexi's hips in both hands, encouraging her to ride me faster. Her auburn hair whips wildly around her face as she lets out the most adorable sex noises. "Fuck me, fuck me!" she chants, her fingertips digging into my chest. I woke up several minutes ago to Lexi straddling me and aiming my morning would towards her snatch. I am more than happy to forgo sleep to fuck a gorgeous eighteen year old redhead. Who wouldn't be?
Sliding my hands up Lexi's torso, I cup her firm B-cup titties and give them a squeeze, once again marveling at the softness of her skin. Lexi places her hands over mine, pressing them to her chest as she rides me and moans. I look up at her with lust, overwhelmed with joy that I am lucky enough to be fucking this gorgeous creature.
"Fuck, you're big" she grunts when she slams herself down onto me, embedding my cock up to the hilt in her tight, teen hole.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I respond while my fingers tease her nipples.
Lexi beams at me with a radiant smile as she grinds on my shaft, causing my thickness to stimulate the walls of her pussy. She releases my hands and grips my chest as her orgasm approaches; I can feel her pussy start to convulse. After another thirty seconds slowly grinding on me, Lexi tenses up and throws her head back. Her mouth opens in a silent scream and she shudders several times in unison with the ripples traveling through her vaginal walls and holding my hard dick like a vice.
When her orgasm subsides, Lexi lowers her body so her breasts are pressing into my chest. I hug her to me and start thrusting up into her tiny body. "Mmm, fuck me, yes!" she moans into my ear. I have one hand on her ass and the other buried in her soft, auburn hair. I continue thrusting up into her, causing her to cry out in another orgasm "Fuck, you're making me cum again! FUCK!" she shrieks into my ear.
I fuck Lexi hard and fast through her orgasm, not slowing down until she comes down from the orgasmic high. When she does, I slow my thrusts down so I am gently screwing her as I whisper in her ear "My turn."
Wrapping both my arms around Lexi, I roll us over until I am on top. The cute redhead giggles as I look down at her and smirk, my dick having stayed buried in her cunt the entire time. I sit up slightly and place both hands on her tits. Using my grip on her tits, I rapidly fuck Lexi in missionary. She hooks her ankles around my calves and grips my shoulders with her hands as she hangs on for the ride.
I don't keep Lexi in missionary for very long as I am getting ready to cum and want to switch to the position I find it easiest to orgasm in. Sitting up, I pull my dick out of her, causing her to let out a noise of sadness at the empty feeling in her pussy. Taking my cock by the base, I slap her cunt several times, making her moan when she feels my mushroom head hit her clit.
Lexi giggles when I grip her hips and flip her onto her stomach. My cock is throbbing from enjoying manhandling the petite girl. I squeeze Lexi's ass with both hands before grabbing her hips again and pulling her onto her hands and knees. Lexi wiggles her bum at me as I get into position and slot my tip at her opening. "Yes! Fuck me doggystyle!" Lexi shouts, her hands gripping the sheets while I take her from behind.
Fuck, she's so wet and tight; I can feel her pussy squeezing my cock in its velvet grip. There isn't a single thing Lexi does that isn't sexy. She throws her head back and moans my name, she begs me to spank her and to fuck her harder, she squeezes her own breast, she moans and fucks back at me with her entire body. I'm so close, I can feel my balls starting to tighten.
"Lexi!" I cry out as I grip her hips tightly and bury my hard dick all the way inside her sucking pussy.
"Cum inside me, Baby!" Lexi coos while I hold her against me and fill her eighteen year old pussy with my cum.
Leaning my body forward, I rest my chest on Lexi's back lightly as I breathe heavily while still embedded in her sopping hole. After a minute, I sit back up and push on Lexi's ass until the cute girl falls off my dick and lands with her head on the pillow. She giggles and then turns to face me, looking incredible while laying naked on her side with her auburn hair splayed out on the pillow and her firm boobs rising and falling with her heavy breathing.
"Well, that was fun!" Lexi giggles as she reaches up to brush a lock of hair out of her face.
"Yeah, it was." I smirk as I run my hands over Lexi's nude body. Fuck, she's sexy. And she's all mine. I'm going to enjoy the coming months of fucking this eighteen year old redhead every chance I get. It isn't just about fucking either, I genuinely enjoy her company. "We should head down for breakfast."
"Mmm, okay," Lexi says as she stretches, "I think I want a morning protein snack." she looks at me and smirks before gesturing at me to lay down on the bed.
Damn, this girl really is insatiable. I lay down on the bed and Lexi rolls over on top of me, her breasts pressing into my chest as she leans up and nibbles on my earlobe. Lexi kisses down my body as she nestles in between my legs. She then takes my half hard dick in her hand, strokes it several times, and directs it toward her open mouth. I let out a contented sigh as I feel Lexi's warm mouth around my cock.
Blowjobs really are amazing. I can just lay back and relax while a gorgeous eighteen year old redhead bobs her head on my cock. Her mouth is so warm and wet, I can feel myself hardening again in seconds. I lean my head back on the pillow and close my eyes while one hand absentmindedly fondles one of her hanging tits. The entire time, Lexi stays between my legs, one hand cupping my balls as she makes loud slurping and sucking noises around my shaft.
I've had quite a few orgasms in the last twenty-four hours, yet this girl is so sexy and so good at sucking dick, I already feel the familiar sensations indicating an approaching climax. In just a few minutes I'm bucking my hips and groaning as Lexi struggles to keep her mouth on me. "Ungh, fuck!" I groan as several jets of cum spurt into her mouth.
Lexi moans as she swallows the semen rapidly filling her sucking mouth. The little cocksucker keeps bobbing her head on me after I finish cumming, slowly running her tongue over my shaft as it softens between her lips. Eventually, the sensations become too much and I have to push her off of me. Lexi tosses her auburn hair behind her shoulder as she smiles up at me. Now, I think it's time to actually get breakfast.
I pull on a pair of boxers and Lexi slips on her panties, then we each put on a robe. Lexi looks so adorable in my robe, her hard nipples denting the fabric. The two of us walk down to breakfast hand in hand, talking and enjoying each others company. I feel like I'm eighteen again, myself. Lexi has woken something in me that I didn't know had been asleep for a very long time.
"Looks like you two have had a nice morning so far." Kayla comments with a smirk as Lexi and I enter the dining room. Breakfast is already laid out and Kayla is currently enjoying an omelet. Kayla is wearing a cute robe and I can tell from the indents in the fabric that she isn't wearing a bra.
"We have!" I say as I pull out a chair for Lexi, who sits down. I then sit down beside her and across from Kayla.
"Lexi," Kayla begins, "You've got a little.." she trails off as she taps the corner of her lips.
I immediately look over at Lexi and realize that she has a small drop of cum on her lips that we hadn't noticed before. Lexi just giggles and snakes her tongue out to lap up the stray semen. We all laugh as Lexi and I serve ourselves breakfast.
The three of us eat and chat about the weekend and our plans for the day. Kayla's birthday pool party was quite the hit, and while some people are talking about my hooking up with Lexi, it doesn't seem like Kayla is gonna get any grief about it. Lexi's reputation is already so poor that it won't suffer one bit from fucking me. I'm upset that Lexi has so much trouble with the others at school, but at least I didn't make things worse. There are only a few months left of their senior year, at least.
I'm exhausted, but I'll be leaving for work in a few minutes. Kayla and Lexi have already agreed not to go to school today and will likely spend the day talking. First, they have to head to Lexi's house and get some things for her. Thankfully, her parents are very hands off and likely won't even notice that she didn't go to school today.
Once my breakfast is finished, I head back to my bedroom to get dressed for the day. I then peck Lexi on the lips and Kayla on the cheek as I say goodbye and rush out the door. I really am exhausted, but I'm happy to have traded four hours of sleep for four hours of mind-blowing sex with an eighteen year old nymphomaniac. Who wouldn't be?
Kayla
I peck dad on the cheek and watch as he runs out the door to head into the office. It's probably a good thing that he has to go in today, this will give Lexi and I a chance to continue our chat from last night. My stomach is still in knots from imagining what this girl has gone through. Sure, she didn't say 'no', but she still got gang-banged and is now basically traumatized. I feel for her, but I still want to know more. I want to know for sure that she isn't going to break my dad's heart.
Pulling out my phone, I text David and Hazel to let them both know that I won't be at school today. I then turn to Lexi, who is sipping on a glass of orange juice while playing with her phone. I take a moment to gather my thoughts and plan out what I'm going to say before speaking up.
"Do you wanna head to your house to grab some things now?" I ask, deciding to put off the conversation for a bit.
"Sure, that sounds good." Lexi says, "Thank you for driving me. I appreciate it."
"It's no trouble." I reply before taking a sip of my coffee.
"I can follow you back here in my car, that way no one will have to drive me home." says Lexi.
"Perfect!" I say with a smile.
We both clear the table and chat for a bit before it is time to start the day. We then head down the main wing of the house to get dressed; me to my room, Lexi to my dad's.
Once I am alone in my room, I remove my robe, leaving me in just a pair of panties. I grab my phone and take a snapshot of the girls to send to David. Next, I respond to Hazel's text, telling her that Lexi spent the night and I'm not at school because the two of us still need to talk.
David responds to my topless shot with a dick pic he took in the men's bathroom. He also asks why I'm not in school today. I admire his hard cock for a few moments before answering and telling him the same thing I told Hazel.
I respond to a few other texts and put my bra on before David and Hazel text back. Hazel is very understanding, she even adds in how cute my dad is and that she is jealous of Lexi. David is not nearly as okay with the situation. He sends me a long text about how creepy it is that Lexi is fucking my dad and asking me why I'm not upset about it. We end up fighting over texts about it.
Kayla: Because Lexi is eighteen, it's perfectly legal.
David: Your dad is twice her age, it's fucking creepy!
Kayla: As long as they're happy, we should stay out of it. I made the mistake of being upset about it before. I was wrong.
David: No, you were right.
Kayla: Why do you care so much? It has nothing to do with you!
David: Everyone knows Lexi is fucking your dad, doesn't that bother you?
Kayla: No, and it shouldn't bother you. Just let it go, David.
David: Fine. Whatever. Talk to you later.
Kayla: Love you.
When David doesn't text back that he loves me, I get even angrier. Guess he won't be seeing titties for awhile! I shake my head and pull on a pair of jeans before selecting a cute blouse for the day. Once I'm dressed, I head to the foyer to meet Lexi. As usual, Lexi looks absolutely stunning, with not a hair out of place. I'm actually a little jealous of how beautiful she is, but at least my tits are bigger!
We make small talk in my car on the way to Lexi's house. At first she is her usual bubbly self, happy that everything seems to be working out. However, I notice that she seems more and more subdued as we get closer to our destination. Once we arrive, I understand why.
Her house really isn't in a bad neighborhood, but it is clearly not being taken care of. There is junk in the yard, which needed to be mowed a month ago. The paint is peeling and one of the windows has a large crack in it. I get the impression that no one cares about the appearance.
The two of us head inside and I see a lot of liquor bottles throughout the house. I remember Lexi saying her mom is an alcoholic, and it shows. Lexi's siblings have already left the house, so it is just Lexi and her parents living here now. Her dad is never around and her mom spends every evening drunk out of her mind. I feel sorry for Lexi.
Lexi's room is actually immaculate. She clearly takes care of it. Her bed is made and everything is organized. From the posters around the room, I realize she and I have similar taste in music. Lexi grabs her birth control pills, some toiletries, a change of clothes, her bikini, and some pajamas. She carefully packs it all inside of an overnight bag and the two of us head back out. Her parents are both at work, so we don't run into either of them. The drive back to my house is mostly uneventful, since we are in our own cars.
Once we get back to my house, we take a long walk through the house with Lexi and I talking about random, inconsequential topics. We actually get along really well and discuss the possibility of the two of us going to a concert at some point. I really do think I was wrong about her. She is a sweet girl. Maybe she'll also get along with Hazel. I bring up inviting Hazel to go swimming with us this afternoon when she gets out of school, and Lexi is on board. She seems thrilled to be included.
When we have drinks and make it to the living room, we sit down in front of the large flat screen television. I turn on some soft music and settle in on the other side of the couch from Lexi. The redhead kicks off her shoes and sits on the couch with her knees up to her chest and her arms wrapped around them. She rests her chin on her knees and looks over at me, waiting for me to start.
I think about her story as I look over at Lexi. Falling for the wrong guy and getting pimped out to his friends. Sucking dick on her knees for a room full of strange guys. Being spit-roasted and gang-banged, being used as nothing but a set of holes and two tits by guy after guy after guy. Being fed drugs so she would be too fucked up to stop it.
"How did you get off the drugs and away from Keith?" I finally ask.
Lexi just shrugs, "You already know, your dad." The redhead pauses, tears in her eyes as she gathers her thoughts.
"I was never really addicted to the drugs, thank God. Pot isn't addictive and he only really gave me the hardcore drugs a handful of times. I guess he used them to get me to do those things and, once my self-esteem was low enough, he didn't need to.
"I became addicted to the sex. I really am a slut, you know. I love sucking dick and swallowing cum. I even sought out guys on my own and fucked them, completely independent of Keith. I remember picking up two guys at a party and taking them into a bedroom for them to fuck me every way imaginable. I remember flirting with a guy at school and dragging him into an empty classroom so I could suck his dick. I enjoyed it.
"Yet, the entire time I was thinking about how this was all I was worth. Those guys were so into me, giving me so much attention, until I opened my mouth or spread my legs. Then they finished and left. So, there was enjoyment, but also shame.
"Then I met your dad." Lexi says with a dreamy smile on her face. "Sorry to get too personal, considering he's your dad, but I love being a slut for him. I guess I just needed to find a guy I could explore my sexuality with safely. A guy who cares for me and treats me like a person after. That's how I got away from it all."
Somehow, during Lexi's explanation, I wind up next to her on the couch. When her talk is over, I'm hugging her, my fingers running through her hair as she rests her head on my shoulder. I can feel her shaking slightly against me now.
"What about that party?" I ask.
I can feel Lexi shrug her shoulders in my arms "I thought I'd blown it with your dad. I wasn't planning on getting laid or anything, I just had to get out of the house. So, I took an Uber to the party. I had no idea Keith would be there.
"When he saw me, Keith tried to get me to go into a bedroom with him. Said he had some good shit to give me. I refused. He did not like that. He said I couldn't tell him know, that I was his cum dump. I told him I never wanted to see him again, gave him a fake smile and told him to leave me alone. He reached out for my arm but stopped when you stepped in. You know everything after that.
"You hit me and Keith laughed. Then you, me, David, and Hazel went into a room to talk. Hazel and David waited outside while I told you about the drugs and wild sex. Then you and I went back to your house and I spent the night with your dad."
I lean down and kiss the top of Lexi's head "I'm sorry I hit you."
"Thank you." Lexi turns her body and hugs me.
We stay like this for several minutes, gently hugging each other as I rub her back soothingly. Then we decide to try and get our minds off of such heavy topics. I text Hazel like I said I would to invite her over to go swimming while Lexi picks out a movie to watch on the big screen. It turns out we both have the same taste in movies and we settle in to watch the latest blockbuster.
When the movie is over, I check my phone and see that Hazel has sent me a text saying she'll come over after school. Lexi is thrilled and we talk about our plans for the rest of the day over lunch. She texts my dad and finds out that he'll be home in time for dinner and we agree to have dinner with the four of us.
I try to avoid answering when Lexi asks if David is coming over, but eventually Lexi gets me to admit that he and I aren't getting along at the moment. Lexi does convince me to text David and let him know that I'm planning on relaxing this evening, that way he knows I'm not avoiding him. She's a smart girl.



After lunch, I decide to try and teach Lexi how to play pool. We discover pretty quickly that she is a natural! Then we spend a couple hours playing and talking. Lexi teases and mentions getting fucked on a pool table. I blush and admit that David bent me over this very pool table on my eighteenth birthday. We both end up having giggling fits as I share how horny David got fucking me in the game room. He came so much I thought I was gonna drown in sperm!
It really is easy to talk to Lexi. Hazel has always been the only person I can talk about sex with. Well, and my dad, but dad keeps saying there are things a father does not need to know. I guess it makes sense that he wouldn't want to hear about his only daughter dropping to her knees. Lexi is more than happy to hear about it, however, and we discuss blowjob techniques for over an hour.
At the end of the school day, Hazel sends me a text that she is coming over. David also sends me a text that he is heading home. I tell Hazel I'll see her soon and I tell David I'll talk to him later. Lexi and I then change into our bikinis. We are both wearing the same suits that we wore to my birthday pool party; I'm in black and Lexi is in light blue. Lexi and I each crack open a wine cooler as we wait for Hazel.
Forty-five minutes later, Hazel shows up with an overnight bag she had gotten from home. She then heads into the bathroom and changes into her green bikini. The three of us look incredibly sexy. I'm wearing a black bikini which goes great with my raven hair. Lexi is a gorgeous redhead in light blue, and Hazel is a tall, tan girl with her hair in a long ponytail and wearing green.
The three of us spend some time chatting and drinking while sitting on deck chairs so that Hazel and Lexi can get to know each other better. The conversation goes better than I ever would have expected, and soon the three of us are laughing and giggling. The fact that all three of us are now quite tipsy probably helps.
The topic of my dad eventually comes up, and Hazel starts asking Lexi personal questions. I blush, not needing to hear about how big my dad's dick is. Not something a girl wants to think about! Hazel and Lexi laugh teasingly at my discomfort.
"Hey!" Hazel says, "Since your dad likes 'em young, we should take a picture of the three of us in our bikinis for him!"
"I like it!" Lexi giggles. "Three eighteen year old babes in bikinis!"
I smirk and agree. The three of us pose; me in the middle with my arms around Hazel and Lexi's shoulders. Using my phone, Hazel snaps a picture of the three of us as best as she can. I giggle at the sight of six breasts, concealed by nothing but bikini tops. I then send the picture to my dad with a message.
Kayla: Bet you wish you were in my place right now! ;)
Steven: Fuck yeah, I do! Tempted to leave work early!
"He's only tempted? Hmph!" Hazel says, stomping her bare foot in mock indignation.
"I know!" Lexi adds, "Just the sight of me in a bikini should be enough to get him here."
"I have an idea!" says Hazel, "Let's do one topless!"
For a few seconds, no one speaks, then Lexi chimes in, "I'll do it! It's not like he hasn't seen my titties before."
"Great!" Hazel exclaims, "Kayla?"
"I'm not flashing my dad!" I say firmly.
"Didn't you already?" Lexi teases.
"Wait, what?!" Hazel asks in a shocked voice. "How is this the first I'm hearing about it?"
"I didn't flash my dad!" I roll my eyes, "He accidentally walked in while David and I were fucking."
Hazel bursts out laughing while Lexi just grins. My best friend is laughing so hard she can't even speak for over a minute. Eventually she does calm down enough to tease me about my dad having seen me getting nailed by David.
"We could send the picture to David, too!" Hazel suggests through her tears of laughter.
"David is in the doghouse!" I say firmly, "No titties for him!"
This time all three of us are laughing so hard we're crying. One of us will ease up on the laughter, only to look at the other two and crack up again.
"I'm not flashing my dad," I finally say, "but I'll take the picture of the two of you."
"Works for me." says Hazel, "Lex?"
"Done!" Lexi chirps excitedly.
Hazel and Lexi each reach behind their own backs and untie the strings of their bikini tops. Four boobs are soon on full display outside on my pool patio. Both girls have firm, B-cup breasts. Hazel's are as tan as the rest of her, proving that she often tans nude. Lexi doesn't have tan lines either, but her breasts are as milky white as the rest of her, and capped with light pink nipples.
"We shouldn't be the only ones topless!" Hazel says.
I shake my head, but reach behind my back and untie my bikini top. I quickly discard the top, revealing my C-cup breasts. Lexi and Hazel each cup their own boobs and squeeze them as they tease me about how big my tits are. I just smirk, take a tit in my hand and lift my nipple to my lips. I suck on my tit for a few seconds before releasing my large breast.
"Bet you wish you could do that!" I tease in a drunken voice.
"Fuck you!" Hazel says jokingly.
"Slut." Lexi teases. "Let's just take the picture already!"
Lexi wraps an arm around Hazel's waist as Hazel wraps her arm around the shorter girl's shoulders. Both are standing side by side in front of the pool. I grab my phone and immediately snap a picture. It really is a sexy picture; both girls are wearing nothing but bikini bottoms and smiles. I send the picture to my dad.
Kayla: My friends say hi! ;)
Steven: Holy shit, I nearly dropped my phone, Kayla! Now I have an erection in the middle of a board meeting.
"I wanna see it!" Hazel says drunkenly when she reads that my dad has an erection.
"Yeah, me too!" Lexi agrees.
"You've seen it before." I say to Lexi.
"Yeah, but Hazel hasn't!" Lexi says, "And it is definitely worth seeing!"
"Ask him to go to the bathroom and send us a dick pic!" Hazel says as she grabs my arm and shakes it. "Please!"
"I don't wanna see my dad's dick!" I say.
"Fine, have him send the picture to my phone!" Lexi interjects.
"Yeah, do that!" Hazel quickly agrees, "You don't have to see it."
"Fine." I say, relenting. I grab my phone and send my dad a text.
Kayla: The girls wanna see your dick. Send it to Lexi's phone, please.
Steven: I'm in a meeting!
Kayla: Go to the bathroom?
Steven: Okay, I'll go now.
"He's going now." I say, "Satisfied?"
"Yippee!" Hazel jumps up and down and claps her hands "Dick!"
Lexi and I burst out laughing when we realize just how drunk Hazel is. It's not even dinnertime and she's completely sloshed. She will regret this when she wakes up with a hangover tomorrow morning and has to go to school.
A couple minutes later, Lexi's phone buzzes. The freckled redhead picks up her phone and licks her lips as she looks at the screen.
"Let me see!" Hazel exclaims.
Lexi passes her phone to Hazel, who stares at the screen without speaking for a good twenty seconds. "Oh my God, he's huge!"
"I know!" Lexi giggles happily, "It feels so fucking good when he's behind you and boning you with that massive weapon."
"You're a lucky girl, Lexi!" Hazel says before holding the phone out to me. "You sure you don't wanna see?"
"I'm sure!" I insist, although a part of me is definitely curious.
"Girl, if you're ever looking for a threesome, just let me know!" Hazel giggles as she hands me back my phone.
"If you're serious, I'll let Steven know!" Lexi says, a somewhat serious expression on her face.
"I am!" Hazel grins, not the least bit embarrassed. Liquid courage, indeed. "I won't do anything with you, but he can nail me anytime he wants!"
"I'll tell him!" Lexi says.
"Can we switch subjects, please?" I ask with a grin. I don't need to hear about my two friends planning on doubling up on my dad.
"Fine." Hazel sighs theatrically, "Wanna sunbathe for awhile?"
The three of us agree and lay back on patio chairs while wearing only bikini bottoms. The sun feels so good on my bare skin as I sunbathe topless and chat with my friends. The three of us stay topless all afternoon. We end up jumping in the pool and splashing around for awhile. It's a lot of fun. Hazel is my best friend, but Lexi is quickly becoming part of our group. Maybe things will work out after all.
Steven
Holy shit, I can't believe Kayla sent me a picture of Lexi and Hazel topless! The two gorgeous eighteen year old girls are only wearing bikini bottoms! I stop even pretending to be paying attention during my meeting as I admire the picture currently on my phone.
Lexi is as breathtaking as always. She's wearing nothing but blue bikini bottoms. Her skin is lightly freckled and her body is tight all over. I love her firm tits with their pink nipples. Her auburn hair frames her cute face, made even cuter by the playful smile currently adorning it.
Hazel's body is perfect. She is tall and fit with an all-over tan. Her legs are long and her breasts are perfectly-shaped works of art. That long brown ponytail is just begging to be grabbed and pulled. As great as she looks in those green bikini bottoms, I find myself wishing she was totally nude so that I could see that eighteen year old pussy.
I'm usually not one for sending dick pics, but when I find out the girls want one, I only resist for a few seconds. I excuse myself to the restroom and enter one of the stalls. I pull out my erection and send Lexi a picture. I am going to fuck that girl so hard tonight she's gonna pass out from pleasure.
The rest of the day goes by at a snail's pace. I find myself taking out my phone every so often to look at the picture of Lexi and Hazel topless. I wonder if Lexi would be open to a threesome. I've never had one before and I'm not even sure how to broach the topic. Do I just say 'Hey Lexi, is it okay if I fuck you and another girl at the same time?' or something? I don't know!
Finally, it is 5:00PM and I am out of here. The entire drive home I am thinking about all the things I plan to do to Lexi's perfect body tonight. I'm definitely face-fucking her, then maybe doggystyle, I wonder how she'll feel about anal tonight. The thoughts have me hard.
I arrive home to find out that Hazel and Lexi are both staying for dinner, which is fine with me. All three girls are still in their bikinis, sadly with tops on, and we decide to eat outside. I change into shorts and a t-shirt and the four of us sit down to a meal.
Hazel and Lexi are both very flirty with me, and I realize they have both been drinking. Kayla is tipsy as well. This explains the topless shot. I am happy to notice that the girls aren't having anything to drink with dinner. Hazel and Lexi need to sober up so they can drive home tonight. I do wish Lexi could stay the night again, but her parents would likely get suspicious, and while Lexi is eighteen, she is still under her parents' roof.
Conversation flows easily throughout dinner as we all talk about our days and our plans for the week. Kayla and Lexi will be returning to school tomorrow, and hopefully won't have any trouble because of my having fucked Lexi at the party. Hazel did go to school today and said that, while it was mentioned, no one seemed vindictive about it.
After dinner, Hazel and Kayla decide to go to Kayla's room to relax and sober up. I'm surprised Lexi isn't going as well, but the other two are content to let Lexi and I have some alone time. I'm definitely appreciative of how much better things are going. My daughter is happy and has her friends, and I get to spend time with a smart and funny girl. One who happens to be eighteen years old, gorgeous, and absolutely wild in the sack.
Lexi and I find ourselves cuddling on a patio chair together, me in shorts and a shirt, her in her light blue bikini. My arms are wrapped around her as she absentmindedly runs her fingertips along my arm. We just sit and talk for awhile, it is so relaxing. Conversation comes easily with Lexi and she doesn't seem bored at all when I talk about work.
I smile and lean down to kiss the top of her head as I watch the sun's reflection off the clear pool water. Lexi turns her head to face me and we share a soft kiss. The kiss slowly builds until I think we are going to end up fucking right here. However, Lexi pulls away and looks at me with a playful smile.
"Did you like the picture?" Lexi asks.
"Very much. What inspired that?" I reply.
"Wine coolers." Lexi answers with an honest smirk.
"Haha, oh." I say, "So, you're not jealous?"
"Jealous that you saw Hazel's tits? No." Lexi says, "I guess I just don't get jealous like that."
"Kinda surprising, considering..." I trail off.
"Considering my past?" Lexi says, "No, you show me every time we make love how much I mean to you."
I smile and kiss Lexi. We kiss for a couple minutes, lightly caressing each other as our tongues wrestle. Soon, Lexi breaks our kiss and smiles at me.
"Hazel liked your dick." Lexi winks.
"Really?" I ask, happy with the direction the conversation is going in "What did you think?"
Lexi sticks her tongue out at me before continuing "Hazel would fuck you, you know."
I reach out and slip my hand into Lexi's bikini top to cup a firm breast. Lexi's eyelids flutter as I roll her nipple between my fingers. She moans softly as I continue to play with her tit with one hand, while my other lightly trails along her body.
"I'm all yours." I say.
"What if I like sharing?" asks Lexi.
"Do you like sharing?" I ask, my heart pounding in my chest as I imagine Hazel and Lexi both naked in my bed.
"I wouldn't mind seeing you fuck Hazel's face while holding onto that ponytail of hers." Lexi says.
"As long as you know you're my number one." I say as I caress Lexi's boob.
"I know that." Lexi smiles and rubs her butt against my crotch. "So, what do you say? Want me to work on bagging Hazel for you?"
"If you're sure..." I trail off, afraid that this is some sort of test.
"I'm sure." Lexi says as she pecks my lips.
"Then, yes." I say.
"I'll start working on Hazel then!" Lexi says with a smirk.
"Sounds like a plan." I say, imagining Lexi and Hazel nude and on their knees beside each other as they worship my cock.
"Wanna go swimming?" Lexi asks, changing the subject.
"I'm not wearing a suit." I say.
"Okay," Lexi shrugs, "I'll just go by myself."
Lexi stands up and turns her back to me. I watch as she reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top. She rolls her shoulders forward and pulls the top off of her breasts. I admire the sight of her bare back as Lexi holds her bikini top up and to the side. With an exaggerated motion, Lexi lets her bikini top fall to the patio floor beside the pool. I sit back on the patio chair, stunned as Lexi grabs both sides of her bikini bottoms. The gorgeous redhead bends her knees as she gracefully slides her bottoms down her smooth legs and steps out of them.
I admire Lexi's bare ass as she reaches back and slaps her bottom for my viewing pleasure. She then puts her legs together and bends over. I can see a flash of pink between her legs and feel myself getting hard. Lexi looks over her shoulder and winks at me before jumping into the pool with a big splash.
Not one to let an opportunity like this pass me by, I stand up and remove my shirt. My shorts, shoes, and boxers soon follow, leaving me as naked as Lexi. With my erection on full display, I watch for a few moments as Lexi splashes around in the pool. I love watching her naked body in motion. I then jump in the pool to join her.
We chase each other around the pool for awhile, splashing and laughing. It turns out Lexi is an excellent swimmer and is able to catch me several times. When she does, she'll grab my cock and squeeze before pressing her feet into my chest and using me to kick off in another direction.
One time, I do catch Lexi and wrap my arms around her from behind so I can squeeze both her tits at once. She giggles and pretends to struggle as I fondle her tits. I can feel her bare bottom rubbing up against me. I reach between her flailing legs and push two fingers into her pussy.
Lexi immediately stops struggling and lays her head back on my shoulder. With one hand on her tit and the other up her cunt, I start to finger Lexi slowly. She lets out a soft moan and turns her head so she can lightly kiss along her cheek while I pleasure her. I push my fingers in and out of her, the water is making this difficult, but I am determined. A few minutes pass and Lexi is really getting into it.
"God yes, make me cum!" Lexi begs as I start to rub her clit.
I rub her clit faster and faster while my other hand pinches her nipple. Lexi leans back against me and throws back her head as her body tenses in orgasm. The beautiful redhead shudders several times. I bury my fingers up her cunt and hold them there until Lexi's orgasm finishes.
"I need you in me. Now." Lexi says as she looks over at me.
The two of us swim over to the shallow end of the pool and I sit on the stairs so that the water only comes up to the middle of my stomach. Lexi swims up to me and I think she is going to mount me, but she instead does something much more shocking.
Lexi takes a deep breath and then dives under the water. A few moments later I can feel her warm mouth slipping over my mushroom head as a torrent of bubbles come up to the surface. I groan and arch my back as Lexi starts bobbing her head. I'm getting an underwater blowjob! Holy shit.
Unfortunately, Lexi can't stay under long and has to come up for air. She takes a few deep breaths before diving down again and repeating the process. Several times she repeats sucking on my dick while it's underwater. Then Lexi straddles me and reaches into the water. She grabs my erection and directs it toward her opening. We both moan as my tip parts her labia and slips inside her body.
Lexi lets out a sigh as she sinks all the way down on my shaft. I grip her hips as the gorgeous redhead lifts her body and then slams back down. Since our coupling is happening underwater, Lexi can't ride me very fast, but she is able to maintain a steady rhythm as she bounces up and down. My mouth finds her nipple, tasting the chlorine on her skin.
"Yes, lick my titty!" Lexi coos as she presses my head to her chest with both hands.
My redheaded nymphomaniac turns her bounce into a slow grind as she tries to stimulate her clit. Soon, I can feel her pussy clenching around me and know that her orgasm isn't far off. Barely a minute later, Lexi tenses up and announces her orgasm for the world to hear.
"I'm cumming! Fuck me, I'm cumming! Fuck!" Lexi cries out as her pussy muscles convulse around my cock.
Feeling her pussy squeezing me and hearing her orgasmic cries is enough to bring me off as well. I grip Lexi's ass and thrust my hips upwards. I groan against her breast as I start squirting inside of her. The sensations of me cumming inside of her actually causes Lexi to have another orgasm. She tenses up again and I can feel her pussy spasm around my shaft, desperate to milk every drop of cum from my balls.
I lean my head back, breathing heavily in the aftermath of my orgasm. Lexi lifts herself off of my lap and climbs out of the pool.
"Where are you going?" I ask as I turn to watch her and am greeted by the enticing sight of her bare bottom.
"Bathroom." Lexi calls over her shoulder, "I want you to eat me out so I need to clean up!"
"I'll be here!" I say as Lexi disappears inside, still completely nude.
I get out of the pool and walk over to one of the patio chairs. Grabbing several towels, I lay them down on the patio. Lexi wants me to eat her out? That is exactly what I'm going to do. After making a comfortable spot to lay down, I stand on the patio and wait for Lexi.
A couple minutes later, Lexi comes walking out, completely naked and strolls over to me. I grab her butt in both hands and pull her to me. Her breasts press into my chest as our lips meet and we begin kissing fiercely. Lexi's tongue snakes into my mouth and I immediately meet it with my own. She runs her tongue along mine as her hands grip my back.



When the kiss breaks, Lexi is panting heavily. Her face is flush and she is looking at me with lust. "Eat me?" she asks heavily.
"Wanna try sixty-nine?" I ask with a grin.
"Fuck, yeah!" Lexi chirps excitedly.
I lay down on the towels and motion for Lexi to get on top of me. Lexi lays down on top of me and slowly lowers her pussy onto my face. I can smell her arousal as I admire the tight twat in my face. Her lower lips are slightly parted in anticipation.
Leaning up, I plant a kiss right on Lexi's pussy as I feel her lower her entire body on me so that her breasts are pressing into my stomach. Lexi grasps my shaft and directs it to her open mouth while I begin slowly licking her cunt. I groan against her slit as Lexi starts bobbing her head on me.
Sixty-nine turns out to be one of my better ideas. Tonguing Lexi's clit causes her to moan around my shaft, the vibrations of her mouth caressing my thickness. I push two fingers into her pussy, making Lexi groan loudly as drool runs from her lips. My hands grip Lexi's ass firmly while I eat her out and she sucks me.
For several minutes we pleasure each other, moans escaping both of our lips. When I curl my fingers down and stimulate her G-spot, Lexi screams around my cock as an orgasm washes over her. I then arch my hips and blow my load down her throat. She has trouble swallowing while having an orgasm; cum leaks from Lexi's open mouth and runs down my shaft.
When her orgasm finishes, I keep my fingers buried inside her tight body as Lexi bobs her head on me, sucking up all the cum that has escaped her lips. I groan and squirt a final jet of cum into her mouth when she grips my balls in her hand and massages them. Lexi pulls off my cock and licks my tip before pressing the softening shaft against her face.
"Fuck, that was amazing." Lexi coos as she rolls off of me and lays on the patio panting.
"Agreed." I say and reach over to caress her bare thigh.
"Shall we take this to your room?" Lexi asks with a happy look on her face.
I nod happily and the two of us dress before heading back to my room. Less than a minute after we get to my bedroom, we are naked again. Lexi drops to her knees and sucks my cock back into her mouth. I grab her head and fuck her face until I explode down her throat. Only then do we make it to the bed where I drill Lexi doggystyle as she screams my name and begs for my hard dick. After cumming in her pussy again, we both finally collapse.
Sadly, it is getting late and Lexi needs to get home at some point. She does have school tomorrow. The two of us talk about our plans and agree that she'll come over here every day after school for the foreseeable future. Lexi gets dressed and kisses me goodbye as she heads out in her car. I notice that Hazel has already left so I decide to spend the rest of the night relaxing with my daughter.
The rest of the week follows a pattern; Lexi comes over every day after school. We spend the afternoons together, playing pool, watching movies with Kayla, and otherwise continuing to get to know each other.
On Tuesday, I fuck Lexi in the game room. She has me bend her over the pool table and fuck her up the ass until I explode up her bum. Then she lays on the pool table and grips it with desperate fingers as I hold her tits and fuck her with as much strength as I can muster.
On Wednesday, I take her out on a real date to a fancy restaurant where she blows me in the limousine on the way there. At dinner, we agree to use the boyfriend/girlfriend labels, despite the age difference. That evening we have some of the most intense sex I've ever experienced. I just wish she could spend the night.
Thursday is a fairly calm day; Lexi comes over and watches a movie with me, Kayla, and Hazel. Lexi continues planting the seeds of a threesome, which makes Hazel blush and Kayla roll her eyes. It looks like Hazel isn't quite there yet, but she does let me give her a back rub. After dinner Lexi and I retire to my bedroom for some passionate sex. We fuck in missionary, whispering sweet words to each other before I finally fill her with my seed.
The entire week things are pretty stressful between Kayla and David. He does come over on Tuesday and it seems like the two of them have reached an understanding. I can tell something has changed between them, though. Kayla does confide in me that David is freaked out by my relationship with Lexi. I feel horrible about making Kayla's life more difficult, but Kayla assures me it is David's problem, not mine, not hers. I agree, happy that Kayla is being so mature about this. She and David do agree to go out Friday night for a date. I hope that goes well.
Friday, Lexi is late coming over. I know she goes to her house before coming over to see me, but she is never this late. I send her a text but don't receive a response. Just as I'm starting to get worried, my butler announces that Lexi is waiting for me in the foyer. From his tone, I can tell something is wrong.
I immediately go to the foyer where I see Lexi standing there with tears running down her cheeks.
"My parents kicked me out of the house." says Lexi.
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Kayla
Friday night is date night and I'll be going out with my boyfriend, David. Things have been rough between David and I for the last few days. He isn't happy that my father slept with our classmate, Lexi, at the pool party for my eighteenth birthday. I wasn't happy about it either, due to Lexi's reputation for sleeping around, but we put that behind us. David, however, was especially freaked when he found out that Lexi and my father are dating.
I really don't understand why, it isn't like he's involved in their relationship. The only things I can think of are that he really is morally opposed to it, or he doesn't want to be dating the girl whose dad is fucking an eighteen year old senior in high school. Whatever. He's just gonna have to get over it.
That is exactly what I told him, get over it. Lexi is a sweet girl and my dad is a great guy, they make each other happy. That's good enough. Maybe I'm so upset about this because I still feel guilty about hitting Lexi. I was just so convinced that she was going to betray my dad and sleep around again.
Everything changed when I found out Lexi was manipulated into believing she could only be a sex object, that she is only desirable when she is bending over. Keith Strulk really messed up Lexi's head when he arranged for her to suck off a bunch of guys and, later on, get gang-banged. The thought still makes me cringe.
Lexi and I have become good friends since she confided in me about her past and gave me details even my dad doesn't have yet. Besides Hazel, Lexi has become my best friend. We text throughout the day now and hang out when she is over visiting my dad. I bet David would be really freaked if he found out that Lexi and Hazel are considering a threesome with my dad. That is something I neglected to tell him.
Despite my anger at David, I really hope this night helps repair our relationship. David is such a sweet guy and I really do love him. He's the man who took my virginity on my eighteenth birthday a couple weeks ago. In the week following, I really explored my sexuality with David and got laid multiple times, almost daily. Now I haven't had sex all week and, to be honest, I'm just plain horny.
Putting the finishing touches on my outfit for tonight, I admire my reflection in my full-length mirror. I'm wearing a little black dress which shows off my toned legs. My C-cup breasts are pressed together to create an impressive cleavage that I'm sure David will enjoy. My raven hair frames my pretty face perfectly.
I slip on my heels, grab my clutch purse, and head out to the foyer to wait for David. I only have to wait about twenty minutes before my boyfriend gets here to pick me up. Dad and David shake hands before David leads me outside and to his car. I find it strange that Lexi isn't here yet, but I just assume she has to take care of something at home before coming over.
Things are still tense between David and I, which leads us to spending the first half of the car ride in silence. I'm hoping tonight eases some of the tension. David really does look handsome in his suit and I know he was checking me out in my little black dress.
"You look beautiful." David eventually says.
"Thank you, you are very handsome." I reply.
"Thank you." he says formally.
I finally decide to try and lighten the mood "You know, every guy at school wishes he was you tonight."
"Is that so?" David asks.
"Sticking your cock in a girl?" I say slyly, "Yeah, I think most guys wish they were doing that!"
David finally smiles as his eyes flick over to me before returning to the road. "Oh, I'm sticking my cock in you tonight?"
"You better, mister." I say, rubbing my thighs together in anticipation. "I'm fucking horny!"
"I can tell!" David says and I can see the bulge in his suit pants.
I reach over and rub his crotch as I lick my lips seductively. "I'd give you road head, but we're almost to the restaurant. You'll just have to wait to get your dick wet."
"I can take a detour." David quickly says.
I giggle and shake my head cutely. "Soon. I promise. Your parents are out of town tonight. They won't be home until tomorrow morning, so we can fuck at your place. Let's enjoy a nice meal first."
We do enjoy an excellent meal. David is such a gentleman, opening my door and pulling my chair out. The food is delicious and the conversation flows easily. I start to think that maybe we can get past the awkwardness and tension.
During the meal I can see David's eyes regularly drop to my cleavage. Once we start dessert, his eyes basically stay locked on my tits. I smirk and lean forward to give him a peek down my dress. I then smirk as I reach beneath my dress and grasp my panties with both hands. Lifting my bum, I slide my panties down my legs. David is watching me intently the entire time. I step out of my panties with one leg and raise my other foot so I can slip them completely off. Then, with complete confidence, I reach over the table and show him my underwear. When he sticks out his hand, I press my panties into his palm and lick my lips.
I place my elbows on the table and rest my chin on my folded hands as I look directly into David's eyes. "When we get to your house," I begin, "you are going to throw me down, lift up my dress, and eat my pussy."
"With pleasure." David says with a smirk as he puts my panties into his pocket.
"That's just the beginning." I whisper before unfolding my hands and taking the last bite of my dessert.
We finish up dessert just as the waitress comes with the bill. I notice the cute waitress checking out David. Maybe if he plays his cards right, he'll get a threesome someday. I could never touch another girl like that, but watching David fuck a girl so hard she screams might be fun for me. I know it'll be fun for him!
David pays for our meal and we walk out to the car hand in hand. He starts the car and we begin driving back to his house. I am so horny I can't stand it! I reach over and grab David's wrist as I unbuckle my seatbelt. He is surprised, but allows me to direct one of his hands between my legs while his other hand stays on the wheel.
"Make me cum, Baby." I beg wantonly as I press his hand between my legs.
I shiver when his fingers brush up against my labia. David begins running his fingers all along my pussy as I breathe heavily. I spread my legs wider to allow him to push his fingers up my soaked hole. I am impressed; David is able to finger me quite well while driving. Soon, I'm moaning loudly while my body squirms in the seat. Fuck, this feels so good.
Reaching my hand into the top of my dress, I pull out a tit and softly caress the firm globe. David lets out a gasp as my breast comes into view, clearly shocked by how horny I am. Good, I hope this is getting him ready to fuck me. I tweak my nipple and let out a gasp while David continues to finger me with a steady pace. Soon, I'm throwing my head back against the headrest and moaning loudly.
"Please, I need to cum!" I groan, "Please!"
I grab David's wrist with one hand as the other pinches my nipple. My entire body tenses up as my pussy convulses, gripping David's fingers like a vice. Tiny electric shocks travel through my body as intense pleasure radiates from my pussy. After a few seconds, I begin to relax. I blow a strand of hair out of my face and continue breathing heavily in the aftermath of my orgasm.
Still incredibly horny, I use my grip on David's wrist to pull his fingers out of my pussy. I then direct his fingers up to my open mouth. I can tell David is struggling to keep his eyes on the road when I begin sucking on his fingertips. I can taste my arousal on his fingers and moan desperately as I roll my eyes over to look at him.
David is breathing heavily, his eyes flicking back and forth between me and the road. I can see the massive bulge in his pants and know that he is as hot for me as I am for him right now. I'm actually impressed that he didn't cum in his pants. Once his fingertips are clean of my juices, I kiss each finger before releasing his hand.
Finally, we arrive at David's house. Before he can even turn the car off, I throw my door open and get out of the car. With my tit still out and proud, I walk around the car and reach the driver's side just as David is shutting his door.
I push David's back against the car door and press my body against his. Getting up on my toes, I immediately shove my tongue down his throat. He wraps his arms around me and holds me close as we kiss. His hands slide down my back to cup my ass. I moan into his mouth as he squeezes my butt.
Soon, I break our kiss and look up at David, panting heavily. We are in the middle of suburbia, out in the open where anyone looking outside could see my bare boob. I don't care. I immediately drop to my knees and reach for David's belt.
"Holy shit, Babe!" David exclaims, "Anyone could see us!"
"Then I hope they enjoy the show." I say as I yank David's pants and boxers down to his ankles.
Within seconds, his cock is in my mouth. I grip his thighs and start bobbing my head while my tongue flicks the underside of his shaft. My pussy is dripping at the thought that anyone could drive by and see David getting his dick sucked. I moan happily around his thickness as I flick my eyes up to his face. I can tell from his expressions that David isn't going to last long.
David buries his hands in my hair when I take his cock as deep as I can and let out a sexy gagging noise. I start to hum around his hard dick as my tongue teases his tip. That does it. David lets out a grunt and starts filling my mouth with his delicious seed. My cheeks puff out and I let out a cough as I can feel his cum gathering in my mouth.
Once David is finished cumming, I flick his tip with my tongue, making him shiver. I then slowly pull off his cock and look up at him, gaping my mouth to show him the pool of cum. He looks down at me with lust as I wiggle my tongue around the pool of cum. Finally, I close my mouth and give a deliberate swallow, shivering in pleasure as his warm semen slides down my throat.
I give David a coy smile before standing up. With one tit still hanging out, I look around and confirm that no one saw us. David does the same while pulling up his pants. He then grabs my hand and practically drags me to the door. I giggle and happily let him take the lead.
He fumbles with the keys, but soon has the door unlocked. We don't even make it to the bedroom; David immediately grabs me as soon as the door is closed and lays me down on the carpeted floor. I sigh in anticipation as he pushes my little black dress up to my waist, revealing my bare shaven snatch.
My hand squeezes my bare boob as I spread my legs wide, displaying my pink lower lips to the room. David gets between my legs, grips my hips, and lowers his face. I arch my back and moan contentedly when he takes a long lick of my pussy.
I place my hands on the floor behind me, elbows bent as my fingers grip the carpet and my back arches. I'm being eaten, and it feels so fucking good. David is holding my hips, his long fingertips reaching to my ass, and his face is buried in my cunt. My back arches and I cry out in pleasure while he tongues my clit.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" I chant while my free tit jiggles on my chest.
When David pushes two fingers inside me and wraps his tongue around my clit, I actually let out a scream. He's sawing his fingers in and out of me as he sucks on my clit. It feels so fucking good. My pussy is soaked and my ass raises off the carpet as I buck my hips against his face. Moans and cries of ecstasy escape my lips as I writhe in pleasure. My hands bury in his hair and I push his face into my soaking cunt.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" I screech as my legs lift and toes curl in my heels as one of the most intense orgasms of my young life washes over me.
My body tenses as David continues eating and fingering me. I can feel my pussy clamping down on his fingers, but they aren't enough. I need cock, and I need it now. "Fuck me! Now, fuck me!" I beg wantonly.
David pulls away from my pussy and slides up my body. His face is above me and I can see the glistening layer of juices coating his chin and lips. My toned legs are spread on either side of him as he reaches between us and unbuckles his pants. He pushes them and his boxers down to his knees.
"Please be in me, please be in me!" I groan as David lines up his cock with my entrance and finally pushes inside me.
"Yes!" I hiss, loving the sound of him entering me when I'm soaking wet. I grip his upper arms tightly as he starts thrusting, burying his entire length in my pussy with each motion. I feel like such a dirty slut; I'm getting fucked on the floor with my dress bunched up around my waist and one tit hanging out.
"Holy shit, Kayla!" David groans as his ass bounces up and down between my spread legs.
I throw my head back and moan loudly, my pussy dripping with moisture as it clamps down on the thick invader. My legs hook around David's calves as I do everything I can to pull him into me again and again. This is quick and dirty sex. I love it.
For several minutes we fuck on the living room floor. At one point, David leans down and takes my nipple in his mouth. I grab onto the back of his head and hold his face to my chest as he starts sucking on my boob. This feels so good. "I'm gonna cum again!" I announce as my tight twat starts convulsing around his shaft.
"I wanna cum on your face." David grunts as his thrusts become more desperate.
"Yes!" I say into his ear while he is fucking me hard and fast, "Cum on my face, Baby!"
"Get on your knees." he orders as he pulls out of me and stands up, stroking his cock the entire time.
Like an obedient slut, I immediately get on my knees in front of him. One hand holds my hair back while I thrust my chest out to give him a good look at my boob. My dress is still bunched around my waist and I'm breathing heavily from exertion. I can see him stroking himself rapidly as he aims his cock at my face.
"Cum on my pretty face! Give it to me! Cum all over me!" I beg before opening my mouth, sticking out my tongue, and saying "Ah!"
David locks eyes with me and grunts. A rope of cum shoots out of his cock and goes straight into my open mouth. I cough loudly but manage to keep my mouth open and tongue out. I can feel his warm seed on my tongue and in my mouth. The second blast lances across my cheek and up to my forehead; I can feel it slowly running down my face. The third lands in my mouth and shoots up my lip, along my nose, and right over my eye. He presses his cock to my lips and drains the rest into my willing mouth.
With one eye pasted shut by cum, I close my lips over David's head and start softly sucking on his tip. My tongue laps up any stray drops and I gladly swallow all the cum that enters my mouth. I slowly bob my head on him, loving the feel of his softening cock between my lips. After about thirty seconds, the sensations become too much for him and he pulls his cock from between my lips, panting heavily.
I smile up at him, my face covered in cum. One tit is hanging out of my dress, the bottom of which is bunched around my waist. I look and feel like a slut. My pussy is soaked and I am still incredibly horny. I snake my tongue out of my mouth to lap up any cum I can get while David watches me.
"Holy shit, that's hot." David whispers.
"I need to wash my face." I say in response as I giggle softly.
Kicking off my heels, I slowly get to my feet, my face still dripping cum. I pull my dress back over my ass, but leave my boob out, and head to the bathroom. David stands in the doorway, smirking as he watches me wash the cum from my face. When my face is clean, I look back over at him and stick out my tongue.
He grins at me before speaking, "Maybe you'd like to see my bedroom now?" he asks.
"Lead the way, sir." I purr.
I walk up to David and lean up to peck his lips. He kisses me back as his hand finds my bare breast and gives it a squeeze. I giggle against his lip while he plays with my titty. His other hand grabs my bum from outside my dress.
Just as soon as our make out and groping session begins, it ends. David takes my hand and leads me to his room. I giggle happily and let him take the lead. He is still fully dressed in his suit with my panties in his pocket, while I am barefoot in my dress and bra, one tit hanging out. I can feel the soft carpet beneath my feet as we make our way into his room.
We don't even bother to close the door and just start making out again. I press my body against him as I draw his tongue into my mouth and suck on it. David lifts my dress and pushes his hand in between my legs to rub my pussy. His other hand quickly finds my breast and squeezes the firm, yet soft tissue.
David kicks off his shoes as I push his suit jacket off his arms and let it fall to the floor. Next, I pull his pants and boxers down to his ankles. He discards them, along with his socks. His button-down and undershirt go last, leaving him completely naked.
I step back from him and sexily shimmy out of my dress, leaving it in a puddle on the floor. He happily watches me as I reach behind my back and unhook my bra. I shrug my shoulders forward and remove my bra, tossing it in the corner of the room somewhere.
Smirking, I squeeze my tits together for his viewing pleasure. He smiles and licks his lips as I grab a boob in each hand and lift one up while pulling the other down. I start giggling as I alternate several times, lifting one up while pulling the other down and squeezing them. When he reaches for me, I pull away slightly and turn around, giving him a nice look at my bare ass as I sashay over to the bed.
Upon reaching the bed, I sexily climb on and stay on all fours. I toss my hair over a shoulder as I look back at David. "Come fuck me?" I ask cutely as I wiggle my bum in his direction, knowing he can see my pretty, pink pussy peeking out at him from between my legs.
He waste no time climbing on the bed and getting into position behind me. Fuck, I want it so bad. David squeezes my ass with both hands until I beg him to stop teasing me. He gives my butt a playful swat before gripping my hips and pushing inside me.
I toss my head back and moan loudly as I feel his hard dick bury all the way up my cunt. Holding onto my hips, David begins fucking me doggystyle with a steady rhythm. My back arches as I squeeze his length with my vaginal muscles.
"Mmm, I love it from behind!" I coo as I thrust my ass back at him.
David reaches forward and grasps a fistful of my raven hair. Using his grip on my hair, he yanks my head back as he continues to fuck me. My fingers squeeze the comforter tightly as electric shocks travel through my head from having my hair pulled.
I groan in pleasure as my tits push out from my chest while David keeps fucking me while using his grip on my hair for leverage. His cock feels so good inside me and I feel so slutty having my hair pulled while taking it from behind.
After fucking me for a few minutes, David releases my hair and grips my ass tightly in his hands. He squeezes my bum and pushes my body forwards so most of his dick exits my body, then he pulls me back onto him, embedding himself once more.
"Spank me, Baby!" I say as I turn back to look at him.
I watch as David lifts his palm and gives my ass a strong slap. I groan out as I feel the delicious pain radiate from my butt cheek.



"Harder!" I beg before turning and looking forward once more.
He spanks me again, causing my entire body to jerk forward as I cry out in pain and pleasure. David spanks me three more times, each harder than the last, all while his cock stays buried to the hilt inside of me. He then grips my hips and resumes thrusting into my tight, young body.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant over and over again.
David is more than happy to oblige and he grips my hips as tightly as he can while he thrusts into me as hard and fast as he can. My tits are bouncing and slapping against each other, and my sweaty hair is clinging to my face. I can feel David's thrust becoming more desperate, and I know that he won't last much longer.
"Cum inside me, David!" I beg as I push my ass back to meet his thrusts, "Fill me with your hot load! Cum, cum, cum!"
He loves hearing me beg for it, and my dirty talk pushes him over the edge. David grips my hips tightly and buries himself inside me as his cock twitches and spurts. I shudder and cry out in orgasm from the feeling of jets of cum squirting into my body.
David stays inside me for another minute before he grabs my ass in both hands and slowly pushes me off of him. I collapse on the bed; my arms thrown out over my head while I breathe heavily. My bare breasts press into the bed and my sweaty hair sticks to my face. I'm sure I look like quite the vision to David; laying naked on my belly with my legs spread. He has a nice view of my naked ass and my recently-fucked cunt.
I coo happily when my boyfriend lays down beside me and pulls me into his arms. I wrap my own arm around his waist as I mold my body against his. My breasts press into his chest as I nestle in and close my eyes. Within moments, we are both asleep.
During the middle of the night, I wake David up with a blowjob. He then lays me down on the bed, spreads my legs wide, and thrusts his cock into me. I cum again and again on his dick while he holds my thighs and pounds me until he explodes up my cunt. I suck him hard again, and blow him until he shoots his load in my mouth. Then we go to sleep again, naked and completely spent.
I hear a loud noise and start to wake up. I look up from David's chest as I realize it is now Saturday morning. Both of us are still nude, our clothes scattered throughout the room. I'm confused and unable to figure out what that noise is. Whatever it is, it woke David as well, who is now looking down at me.
"David! We're home!" a female voice calls.
David and I look at each other and speak at the same time. "Oh, shit!"
Steven
Friday, Lexi is late coming over. I know she goes to her house before coming over to see me, but she is never this late. I send her a text but don't receive a response. Just as I'm starting to get worried, my butler announces that Lexi is waiting for me in the foyer. From his tone, I can tell something is wrong.
I immediately go to the foyer where I see Lexi standing there with tears running down her cheeks.
"My parents kicked me out of the house." says Lexi.
"What?!" I shout as I run to her.
Lexi drops her overnight bag and throws her arms around my neck, her feet actually leaving the floor as she clings to me. I rub her back and try to soothe her as she sobs into my neck. I want to ask what happened, but for now I just focus on comforting the distraught girl. Despite her having a complicated relationship with her parents, being kicked out is still traumatizing.
Eventually, Lexi calms down enough for me to be able to get her further into the house. I grab her overnight bag and lead her to the dining room. She sits down on a chair I pull out for her and looks down at the table with a sad expression.
Lexi just sits there staring at the table while I prepare her a cup of tea in the kitchen. I bring it over to her along with a package of crackers. She mumbles a sad 'thank you' before taking a sip of her tea. I sit beside her at the table and just let her relax, knowing she'll talk when she's ready. I know it is best to just be here for her and not offer any solutions until she's ready to hear them.
"My parents know I'm a cum dump." Lexi mumbles before taking a bite of a cracker.
"Your parents kicked you out because you're seeing me?" I ask, horrified.
Lexi shakes her head slowly, "They don't know about you. I have no idea where they think I am. Probably think I'm getting gang-banged somewhere." she shrugs when she finishes speaking.
"But," I begin in confusion, "if they don't know about me..." I trail off.
"Keith." Lexi states simply.
"Keith?" I ask, unsure of what is going on.
"Keith." She confirms, nodding her head.
"I know you're upset, but if you're up for it, would you mind explaining?" I ask, already feeling ready to go out and kill Keith, even though I don't know what he did."
Lexi takes a deep breath before speaking "I need to tell you about my past first. Kayla already knows, and you should, too."
"If you are up for it, I'm happy to listen." I say, "Just remember, I won't judge you."
Lexi takes a few moments to gather her strength before she starts her story. I listen, shocked as I hear about Keith taking her virginity, getting her to send nudes and videos, then getting her high on drugs before double-teaming her with a friend. The story just gets more intense when Lexi describes blowing a bunch of guys at once and later finding out Keith made a profit on the whole thing. Lexi felt she could only be worth something if she spread her legs, so she went out on her own to find hookups as well.
My eyes go wide when Lexi describes getting gang-banged by the rival football team so that they'd throw the championship game. I remember going to that game to watch Kayla with the cheer squad. I'm shocked to hear the details of how many guys used her that day, and that it was so Keith could make money gambling.
When Lexi gets to meeting me, I'm happy knowing that I had a part in getting her away from all that. She's much happier now and knows she has worth beyond a toy to be used and discarded. It takes awhile, but eventually I'm all caught up. At least until today.
"What happened today?" I ask.
"Remember that party I went to when I thought you were gonna ditch me? The one Kayla confronted me at?" Lexi asks with tears in her eyes.
"Yes." I nod my head.
"Keith said I'd be sorry for turning him down. I guess this was his revenge." she says.
"What did he do?" I ask, rage building inside of me.
"He left a USB drive in our mailbox. It was titled 'Your daughter Alexis -- The Cum Dump' on a note with the drive." Lexi explains, "The video of me playing with myself that he posted online, pictures I've sent him, videos I didn't even know he took. Apparently someone recorded a good part of that gang-bang. It's all here." Lexi says as she takes a USB drive out of her pocket and places it on the table. "My parents saw it first."
"Lexi.." I trail off, overcome with rage at Keith and sympathy for my girlfriend.
"My dad threw it at me and called me a whore. Mom was screaming at me to get out of her house." Lexi breaks down and starts crying again.
I reach over and place my hand on hers as tears stream down her face. "Everything is gonna be okay." I say, unable to think of anything else.
"I'm sorry I bothered you." Lexi mumbles, "I just had nowhere else to go."
"Stop that." I say firmly. "You're my girlfriend. You aren't bothering me. Okay?"
"Okay." Lexi says, the ghost of a smile crossing her lips.
"As for having nowhere to go," I say, "you can stay here. As long as you need to."
"You're letting me move in?" Lexi asks, her green eyes wide with shock. "I-I was just hoping you'd let me spend the night, you're really letting me move in?"
"Yes, Lexi." I say, smiling at her, "You are welcome here."
Lexi and I both stand up at the same time. We walk over to each other and hug. Our lips meet and we start kissing. For several minutes we kiss, our tongues lightly caressing.
"I love you." Lexi whispers when she pulls away from my lips. Her eyes then go wide as she realizes what she just said.
"It's okay," I say. "I know it's too soon, but I love you, too."
For several moments, Lexi doesn't speak. She just looks at me with wonder, tears still staining her cheeks. Her hand finds mine and, without either of us saying anything, Lexi guides me down the hallways until we reach my master bedroom.
We enter the bedroom and both remove our shoes. Lexi stands a few feet in front of me and faces me as she crosses her arms and grips the hem of her shirt. With a quick motion, her shirt is tossed aside. I pull my own shirt over my head and we resume gazing at each other.
Lexi unbuttons her jeans and slowly slides them down her legs. I watch as she lifts first one leg, then the other, and removes her pants. She stands up and looks at me while wearing only her bra and panties. I unbutton my own pants and slide them down my legs before stepping out of them.
I watch as Lexi reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Shrugging her shoulders forward, Lexi pulls the bra off her chest, revealing her B-cup breasts. She drops the bra to the side and looks at me as I push down my boxers and step out of them. Finally, Lexi grasps her panties with both hands and slides them down her smooth legs. She steps out of them and we look at each other, both completely naked.
Lexi steps forward and places her fingers to my lips when I try to speak. I nod and kiss her fingertips. She then slowly lowers to her knees in front of me. Lexi takes my hard dick in her small hand and strokes it several times. Then, holding me at the base, she directs my manhood to her open mouth.
I don't say anything. I don't feel her up or try and fuck her face. All I do is bury my hands in her auburn hair as I watch her bob her head on me. For several minutes Lexi gives me head at a steady pace, neither fast nor slow. A sharp intake of breath is her only warning that my climax is imminent. Lexi stops bobbing her head with half of my shaft still protruding from between her lips. With each pulse of my cock I can feel her swallow another gulp of semen.
No words are spoken as Lexi releases my cock from her mouth with a loud 'pop' sound. I pick Lexi up and carry her nude body to the bed. I gently lay her down so that her head is resting on the pillow of my four poster bed. After getting on the bed myself, I proceed to make love to Lexi's body with my mouth.
I begin by kissing down her neck and to her chest. Cupping her breasts together into a beautiful cleavage, I rain kisses down on her mounds of perfection. My tongue teases each nipple to full hardness before I move on and kiss down her stomach. I plant a kiss on her pubic mound before wrapping my arms around her legs. Lexi lets out a sigh as I tease her by kissing her inner thighs.
Only when I can feel her shaking in anticipation do I finally plant a kiss on her pussy. I then proceed to slowly lick her. I don't finger her, I just make love to her beautiful cunt with my tongue. I push my tongue in and out of her pussy, I lick her entire slit to get it nice and soaked, and I stimulate her clit with my lips and tongue. I eat Lexi to three orgasms as she grips my hair desperately. She doesn't speak, only tenses up and moans with each orgasm. When her third orgasm ends, I give her pussy one last kiss before finally pulling away.
With my dick fully hard again, I slide up Lexi's young body, relishing the feel of her soft skin. I settle in on top of her as I line my cock up with her entrance. We both let out a soft gasp as I push inside of her. Lexi hooks her ankles around my calves and grips my upper arms as she looks up at me in wonder while I begin thrusting in and out of her pussy.
For several minutes I slowly move on top of Lexi, fucking her with a steady pace that is neither fast nor slow. Twice she tenses up, her face scrunching up cutely as she moans out an orgasm. I just keep fucking her as I feel her pussy muscles gripping me tightly. Once I can last no longer, I bury myself to the hilt in her teenage cunt and groan as I pump her full of cum.
I roll off of Lexi and take her into my arms. She wraps her arm around me and molds her body against mine. Within seconds she is asleep. No words are spoken, none are needed.
Kayla
"They're home early!" David says, almost too loudly.
"No shit!" I hiss as I get out of bed and start hunting around for my clothes.
David just stays in bed naked, looking around stupidly as I put my bra on. I realize we are eighteen, but David's parents aren't like my dad; they will not be okay with him having a naked girl in his bed while they are out of town.
"Don't just sit there!" I say as I grab my dress. I'm not in the mood to have his parents walk in while I'm wearing nothing but a bra. They are not gonna see my coochie. "Go distract them!"
David finally drags his ass out of bed and puts on his boxers. He then grabs a robe and throws it on before heading for the door.
"Wait!" I exclaim, "My heels and purse are still in the living room!"
"I'll get them!" David replies before opening his bedroom door and slipping out before shutting the door again.
Shit, shit, shit, this is not good. I slip my dress over my head as fast as I can. It takes me a few moments, but I eventually straighten the dress out so that I look presentable. I don't have a mirror, but I do what I can to even out my sex and bed hair. Hopefully it looks okay.
I spend the next several minutes pacing back and forth, trying to figure out a way out of this. Maybe David can get me outside and say he is going to see me, then take me home. Or I can walk to the store down the street and have an Uber pick me up. Getting out of the house with all my belongings so that they don't know I was ever here is priority number one.
Finally, David slips into his room holding my purse and heels. I sigh in relief as he closes the door and looks back at me. He hands me my heels, which I immediately slip on before snatching my purse.
"What took you so long?" I ask in annoyance.
"Sorry!" David exclaims, "They kept talking about their night away and wanting to go out for breakfast as a family. I finally ditched them when I said I needed to get dressed before we go."
"So, you can't take me home?" I ask.
"Uh..." David stammers, "I mean, I guess I could when we get back?"
"Never mind." I say as I roll my eyes. "I'll wait in here for you to leave and then sneak out. I'll have an Uber pick me up at the store down the street."
"Perfect!" David says, relief showing on his face.
He tosses off his robe and starts pulling clothes out of his dresser. Once he has laid out his clothes, he turns and looks at me. I notice he is staring at my cleavage with a bulge in his boxers.
"What?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.
"Well, uh, we should have about fifteen minutes before my parents are ready to go." he answers.
"I am NOT blowing you right now!" I hiss as I throw my arms up in frustration.
"Sorry, sorry!" David says, clearly disappointed. "When can we hang out again?"
"I'm not sure." I say, smiling. Things seem normal between us again. "Maybe later today? I don't think I have any plans."
"Okay, I'll text you." David says as he kisses me.
I kiss him back and then playfully swat him on the butt. He laughs and starts getting dressed. I sit myself down and smirk as I watch him putting his clothes on. Occasionally he looks over at me and I give him a wink. One time, I spread my legs wide so he can get a good look at my pink cunt. After about twenty minutes, his parents call him again.
"Keep the panties." I whisper in his ear as I give him a hug.
David just smirks and heads out his bedroom door to meet his parents. I wait in his room for about ten minutes until I am sure that they are really gone. Next, I open his bedroom door and head out into the living room. I spot the front door and notice the dead bolt is locked. I frown and head to the back door. Same thing. I can't lock the dead bolt from the outside without the key. They might realize someone was in the house when they come back. Shit. That leaves the window.
Thankfully, they have a bottom floor with windows only a few inches off the ground. I open the window and carefully remove the screen. Sighing to myself over how demeaning this is, I crawl out the window and shut the window. I then replace the screen. Fortunately, no one seems to have seen me.
I take my phone out of my purse and order an Uber as I walk down the street. I also text my dad that I'm okay and will be home soon. It only takes about fifteen minutes to reach the convenience store near his house. Heading into the store, I buy a drink and take it outside to wait for my ride.
The Uber driver arrives and I hop in the car. I notice the mid-twenties guy checking me out in the rear view mirror the entire ride back to my place. Based on the fact that I'm wearing a little black dress on a Saturday morning, I'm sure he figured out that I got fucked last night. I just hope he can stop imagining me fucking and sucking him long enough to keep his eyes on the rode. His eyes do go wide when he sees that my home is actually a mansion on a private road. I leave him a nice tip and then head inside.
My feet are sore, so I remove my heels and walk barefoot across the foyer. Damn, I must look like a slut; sneaking in on a Saturday morning, wearing the same dress I had on last night, and holding my heels. I walk through the dining room and freeze when the conversation stops.
I look over and see Dad and Lexi eating breakfast in their robes. Lexi's hard nipples denting out the fabric of her robe prove that she is not wearing a bra. The two of them clearly had been deep in conversation when I walked in and stopped at the sight of me.
"And where have you been, young lady?" Dad asks in a teasing voice.
"Don't recognize the walk of shame, old man?" Lexi asks in response as she smirks at Dad.
"I recognize it!" Dad says, pretending to be offended, "I was being a smart ass."
"I guess that's better than what most parents would do if their eighteen year old daughter staggered home in the morning looking like she just had her brains fucked out." Lexi giggles as she looks at me.
"I do not look like that!" I insist, "I fixed my sex hair!"
"Ladies, ladies." Dad says with a smile, "Like I've said before, there are things I just don't need to know."
"So, you don't want to hear how good it was?" I ask as I give him a teasing wink.
"It definitely looks like you had a fun time." Lexi says, "Are you even wearing panties?"
I'm shocked when I have to resist the desire to flash my dad and Lexi my bare beaver. The urge soon passes and I place my heels on the floor by the table as I sit down, dropping my purse on the table beside me.
"That's none of your business, Lexi" I say, sticking my tongue out at her.
"That's a 'no'." Lexi says to Dad.
"I'm aware." Dad says in a deadpan voice.
I serve myself breakfast as Lexi and Dad continue eating. We make quiet small talk between chewing and drinking as the three of us enjoy a Saturday morning together. Eventually, it occurs to me that Lexi is also an eighteen year old girl and she didn't stagger home on a Saturday morning.
"Your parents think you're spending the night at a friend's?" I ask Lexi before taking a sip of juice.
Lexi's smile immediately fades from her face and she looks like she's about to cry. Dad reaches out and places his hand on top of hers. I watch as he squeezes her hand reassuringly and she looks over at him and smiles weakly.
"Something I said?" I ask in confusion.
Dad and Lexi exchange a look before Lexi turns to face me "Keith sent pictures and videos of me having sex to my parents. They kicked me out."
I gasp, my hands immediately covering my mouth in shock. "Oh my God, Lexi!" I cry out.



Standing up, I walk around the table to her and throw my arms around her, hugging her tightly. Lexi smiles and grabs my arm as she turns her head slightly so it touches mine. I hold her for about thirty seconds before letting her go and returning to my seat.
"What are you going to do?" I ask.
"About that..." Lexi trails off, biting her lower lip nervously.
"We decided that Lexi should stay here for awhile." Dad says with a smile.
"Oh!" I exclaim. I guess I shouldn't be surprised, Dad and Lexi fell for each other pretty fucking fast. I am worried about how David will react to this, but Lexi is my friend and she needs a place to stay. She's eighteen. There's nothing wrong with this. "Sounds good to me!" I smile.
"Really?!" Lexi cries out happily. "Thank you!"
"You're welcome." I reply.
"I'm so glad you two are friends now." Dad says with a smile.
"Me too!" I say, "You know what we should do, Lexi?"
"What?" Lexi asks.
"We should invite my some of my friends over and use the pool tomorrow." I suggest, "No guys, I'll text David that I can't hang out tomorrow. No pressure of guys around, just us girls getting to know each other. I want them to be your friend, too."
"I'd love that!" Lexi chirps excitedly.
"Another pool party?" Dad says with a smirk. "I do like bikinis."
"No bikinis for you, pervert." I smirk, "This is girl time!"
"Ugh, fine, fine." Dad smiles. "I do think that's a great idea, Kayla. I'll entertain myself tomorrow, you girls have fun."
"Oh, I just realized." Lexi says with a frown, "My bikini is at home.. well, my old home."
"I'll take you back to your parents'" I offer, "We'll pack up your stuff and move you in here."
"Really?" Lexi asks. "I don't have much, mostly just clothes that I'll wanna bring."
"Do you want me to come?" Dad asks.
"How about just us girls, Dad?" I suggest.
"Yeah, I don't think my parents would be happy meeting my forty year old boyfriend." Lexi says with a forced giggle.
"Probably not." Dad agrees, "Although, they wouldn't know I'm your boyfriend! Still, I agree, you two go and bond. Take my car, it's bigger. Do you have a suitcase?"
"Oh, no. I don't." Lexi says.
"We can just take mine." I offer.
"Thank you so much, Kayla." says Lexi, "You're a good friend."
The three of us finish our meal while making small talk. I take out my phone during breakfast and text several of my female friends, inviting them over to go swimming tomorrow. I also text David and let him know that Lexi got thrown out of her house and will be staying with us. Lexi seems to be in a good mood, despite having been thrown out of the only home she's ever known. I can't imagine. I'm lucky my dad is such a kind man.
Lexi and I get dressed, then grab my suitcase and bring it out to my dad's car. I check my phone and see that all of my friends have sent me a text back. Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all agree to come over tomorrow. I'm actually glad only three people said yes, this way it'll be easier for the group to get to know Lexi better.I'm actually glad only three people said yes, this way it'll be easier for the group to get to know Lexi better. We hop in the car and I start the engine. Before I can drive off, I get a text back from David.
David: She's living with you?! What the fuck? She's eighteen! Your dad is forty!
Kayla: We've been through this David, it isn't your relationship. Drop it.
I put my phone away and start the drive. Lexi and I make small talk on the way there, just enjoying each others company. Understandably, Lexi gets more and more anxious as we get closer to her former house.
There is one car in the driveway at Lexi's old house, and she confirms that it belongs to her dad. Her mom's car is nowhere to be seen, so only one person must be home, Lexi's father. We both hope he is napping when we enter the house. No such luck.
"What are you doing back here?" her dad asks Lexi from his spot on the couch.
Lexi just mumbles and looks down as tears form in her eyes.
"We're here for Lexi's stuff." I say firmly.
"And who are you?" he asks me.
"Someone who actually cares about Lexi." I respond.
He just snorts, takes a sip of beer, and goes back to watching television. Lexi looks like she is about to cry. Her dad doesn't yell at her or call her names, he just writes her off and ignores her. It's so sad, how could anyone do that to their own daughter?
Lexi and I take my suitcase to her room. We spend the next forty-five minutes packing up everything she wants to bring with her. It isn't much, just some clothes and a few personal effects. Almost everything fits in my large suitcase. The rest is placed in a second overnight bag that Lexi found in some of her old stuff. All her furniture will be left behind, including her television.
I get another text from David when we finish packing.
David: Fine. Whatever. Pick you up at 7:00PM tonight?
Kayla: Fine.
Her dad doesn't say anything as we walk by him and Lexi leaves his house for the last time. Tears are in her eyes as we pack the suitcase into my dad's trunk. We then toss the overnight bag in the back seat and get in the car to head home.
"How are you doing?" I ask.
"Fine, I guess." Lexi shrugs. "I'm just lucky your dad gave me a place to stay."
"We would never make you live on the street." I insist, "You have a place with us, even if you weren't with my dad. You're my friend."
"It's nice to have a real friend." Lexi says, then after a moment's thought, "And a boyfriend."
"It is." I say.
We drive in silence for several minutes before Lexi speaks up again. "I'm glad the car's in my name, so they can't try and take it. I'll probably need a new cell phone plan though. I don't have any money."
"Let's talk to my dad real quick." I say as I place my phone on the dash and call my dad. He answers after a few rings and I put him on speaker phone. We explain the situation and he agrees to the same terms I get; he pays the expenses and an allowance, Lexi and I both get good grades. Dad says that he'll use my car and meet us at the store to add Lexi to our cell phone plan. We both thank him and hang up.
"Your dad really is amazing." Lexi says with a smile.
"Eh, he's alright." I say sarcastically.
"We said 'I love you' last night." Lexi admits with a blush.
"Really?" I reply, "I'm so happy for you!" I really am. Lexi and my dad both deserve to be happy.
"Thank you." says Lexi. "I want to do something nice for him, considering everything he's doing for me."
"Oh? Like what?" I ask.
"Well, I have an idea..." Lexi trails off.
"You can tell me, we're friends!" I insist.
"You know how I've been hinting at a threesome with Hazel and your dad?" Lexi asks.
"Ew. Yes." Kayla just shakes her head, "I could never touch another girl like that."
"Oh, neither could I." Lexi says, "I just wanna watch your dad hold Hazel's ponytail while he drills her from behind."
"Too much information!" I say with a laugh, "Some things a daughter does not need to hear!"
Lexi and I giggle for a minute before she continues, "I thought we could play Truth or Dare during the pool party tomorrow. We'll get to know each other and we can do some dares involving taking more pictures for your dad."
"I like it!" I say, "As long as I don't have to do anything like that, he is my dad! Oh, and no one does anything they aren't comfortable with!"
"Of course!" Lexi agrees. "By the way, can we make another stop?"
"Sure. Where?" I answer.
"I have another idea for how to thank your dad." Lexi says with a smirk.
We make our stop and Lexi buys what she needs. I giggle and blush at the thought of what Dad and Lexi will be doing this evening. Next, we stop at the cell phone store nearest to my house and meet my dad. It takes about an hour to get Lexi set up on our account. She keeps her old number and her old phone.
Dad gets in my car while Lexi and I get in his, then we follow him back to the house. Once there, we bring Lexi's suitcase and overnight bag to the master bedroom, then spend the afternoon helping Lexi get settled in. We then enjoy a nice meal before David picks me up for our date.
He is in a bad mood when I first see him, clearly still upset about Lexi having moved in. I still don't understand why he cares so much. So, he's older? Who cares? They're both over eighteen and can make their own decisions. I get in David's car and we head out for our date.
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The three of us finish dinner and then David comes over to pick up Kayla for their date. I can tell he is in a bad mood when I see him. He's clearly annoyed that Lexi is staying with us. It's so weird that it bothers him so much, but I don't let it affect me. I just hope it doesn't make things hard on Kayla.
"Alone again!" Lexi says loudly once it is just her and I in the house. Well, the butler is still here, but he'll be leaving soon for the night.
"What ever shall we do?" I ask sarcastically as I grab Lexi by the ass and pull her towards me.
"I have a surprise for you." Lexi says as she leans up to peck my lips.
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
She just nods in response. Taking me by the hand, Lexi leads me out of the foyer and through the house, to my master bedroom. Our master bedroom, now. Lexi instructs me to sit on the bed and wait for her. She then takes a bag and heads into the attached bathroom.
For several minutes, I wait patiently to see what Lexi's surprise is. Eventually, she calls out and asks me to cover my eyes. I oblige and hear her exit the bathroom. Several seconds later, her voice calls out from about five feet in front of me to open my eyes. I open them and my jaw drops.
Lexi is wearing black shoes with knee-high white socks. She has on a black-pleated skirt beneath a white blouse. In addition, she is wearing a short black tie. Completing the look, Lexi has her auburn hair up in pigtails. Lexi is dressed as a Catholic schoolgirl.
"Have I been a bad girl, sir?" Lexi asks in an innocent voice. She puts her hands behind her back and stand on her tiptoes, rocking slightly as she looks at me.
I watch Lexi standing there as I start to remove my clothes. My shirt is tossed away as I kick off my shoes and socks. I then push my pants and boxers down to my ankles and step out of them. I'm naked in record time, and rock hard.
Lexi sashays over to me, her hands staying behind her back. Once she is right in front of me, she slowly sinks to her knees, her green eyes never leaving mine. Keeping her hands behind her back, Lexi leans forward and opens her mouth. I sigh as I feel her lips close on me.
My eighteen year old, redheaded girlfriend gives me an incredibly sloppy blowjob. I grip her pigtails as she bobs back and forth, making loud gulping and gagging noises. Drool runs freely from her lips as she sucks me.
"Fuck my face." Lexi says around my cock.
Happy to oblige, I grip her pigtails in my hands and pull her all the way down on my dick. She lets out a wet gurgling sound as my cock buries in her throat. I can feel her swallowing so her throat muscles squeeze my dick. Holy shit, this is amazing. I use her throat like a pussy, fucking her mouth hard and fast. A strand of drool dangles from Lexi's chin. The entire time her arms stay behind her back.
For several minutes I fuck Lexi's face, loving the feel of her warm mouth on my hard dick. Like I've said before, everything this girl does is sexy. She is making the most delectable gagging noises while I use her mouth, all while she is on her knees in a Catholic schoolgirl outfit with her hands behind her back.
I don't warn her. I'm so turned on I don't even realize it's happening. I'm cumming hard in her little mouth. Lexi lets out a wet gurgle as her cheeks puff out and start filling with cum. The entire time I am thrusting my cock into her mouth. I gasp loudly as the erotic visual of Lexi causes me to squirt out several more jets of cum.
"Don't swallow." I grunt out.
Lexi just shakes her head as best she can with my hands holding her pigtails "Mmnnmmph."
I take both her pigtails in one hand and pull Lexi off my cock. Holding her up by her auburn hair I look down at my little cocksucker "Show me."
Lexi obediently opens her mouth and shows me the pool of cum collected inside. I'm starting to harden again as I watch her wiggle her tongue around in the cum.
"Swallow." I order.
She closes her mouth and gives a deliberate swallow. "I love your cum." she coos wantonly as she places a hand between her legs, bunching up her skirt and causing it to ride up her thighs. "It tastes so good." she is panting slightly as she looks at me, her green eyes sparkling with lust.
I can't take it anymore. I need to be inside her. Now. I drag Lexi by the hair over to the bed and bend her over it. My hand grabs her pleated skirt and flips it up over her white panties. I then place my hand in the back of her underwear and yank it down to her knees. Lexi cries out when I spank her bare ass several times per cheek. I then grab my fully hard cock and slot it at her entrance. Lexi cries out when I enter her in one smooth thrust.
The entire bed shakes as I fuck Lexi as hard as I can. Her arms are thrown over her head as she grips the comforter with desperate fingers. She's so sexy, she's so sexy. And she's all mine. An eighteen year old redheaded nymphomaniac in a Catholic schoolgirl outfit. Bent over for me. I spank her again. She cries out. Another spank. Drool runs from her lips and onto the comforter. Her ass cheeks are bright red by this point.
I grab both of Lexi's auburn pigtails in one hand and yank her head back. One of my favorite things to do. I love the way her tits strain against her white blouse and the way that black tie dangles. I love the way her back arches and her mouth hangs open.
"You like that, slut?" I ask as I spank her again with my free hand before grabbing her hip for leverage.
"Yes!" she hisses, "Keep fucking me!"
I release her hair and push her face into the bed. I then grab her ass with both hands and start fucking her as fast as I can. Sweat is running down my body and I'm seeing spots. I'm so close. I look down and watch Lexi's pink cunt swallow my shaft again and again with each thrust. Finally, I reach the point of no return. I grip Lexi's hips tightly as I bury myself inside her and start shooting.
"Cum inside me! Just like that! Yes!" Lexi moans as she feels my cum coating her vaginal walls.
I don't think I've ever been this horny in my life. As soon as I finish cumming, pull out of Lexi. I grab her by the pigtails and pull her back down to her knees. I thrust my half-hard dick between her open lips and start fucking her face again.
"Taste your pussy, taste your pussy." I say as I can feel Lexi sucking on me.
I let her suck me for a couple of minutes, getting me fully hard again. Actually, getting me fully hard only took about thirty seconds, but I spend the next ninety seconds fucking her face. When I pull out of her mouth, I slap her face with my dick several times as she tries to kiss as much cock-flesh as she can.
"Get on the bed." I order.
"Yes, sir!" Lexi purrs.
She slides her panties down her legs and slips them over her shoes. After tossing away the white fabric, Lexi climbs up on the bed and gets on her hands and knees. She looks over her shoulder at me as she wiggles her skirt-covered bum. Catholic schoolgirl on her hands and knees on my bed? Yes, please.
I get up behind Lexi and flip her over onto her back. She is surprised, but giggles when I place her legs over my shoulder and rub my cock along her pussy. We both gasp as I enter her again. I grip Lexi's upper thighs as I start fucking her. Her legs are over my shoulders, still covered by her knee-high socks and black shoes.
Soon, I release Lexi's thighs and place my hands on her chest. I squeeze her tits through her white blouse as I continue thrusting inside her pink pussy hard and fast. Her feet are by my ears and her legs are braced against me. Another thirty seconds of fucking Lexi and I can feel her cunt muscles squeeze me as an orgasm washes over her. She screams and thrashes, begging me to never stop fucking her.
I grab her black tie and use it to pull her upper body off the bed. I lower my body at the same time and press my lips to hers. Lexi is almost bent in half at this point and she moans loudly against my lips. She grips my hair in both hands and holds on for the ride. We stay like this until she cries out in another orgasm. Her vaginal muscles gripping my shaft bring me off as well, and I shoot what feels like a gallon of semen into her eighteen year old pussy.
Pulling out of her pussy, I knee-walk up her body and place my knees on either side of her shoulders. I then feed Lexi my cock and instruct her to get me hard yet again. I can't believe how many erections I get with this girl. Then again, she's an eighteen year old redheaded nymphomaniac, so it does make sense.
Once I'm fully hard, I pull out of Lexi's mouth and move back along the bed. I grab her hips and flip her onto her hands and knees. She moans loudly, loving being manhandled. I push her face into the bed and order her to reach back and spread her cheeks. Lexi immediately complies. You bet I'm gonna fuck an eighteen year old Catholic schoolgirl up the ass.
I line my cock up with her asshole and thrust into her ass, moaning at the exquisite warmth and tightness. Lexi just grunts and squeezes her cheeks harder. I grip the headboard and hover over Lexi as I thrust into her ass again and again.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Lexi groans.
Sweat drips from my body and onto Lexi's Catholic schoolgirl outfit as I fuck her bum with a steady rhythm. This feels so good, I have no plans to change things up until after I cum. I simply keep up the pace and listen to Lexi's moaning while looking down at her petite frame beneath me. Once a few minutes have gone by, I thrust all the way up her ass and empty my balls up her butt.
I pull out of Lexi's bum and roll over onto my back on the bed. I lay there panting as she gingerly sits up. Lexi reaches over to the bedside table and grabs a few tissues. I watch as she cleans up her pussy and ass as best as she can. She then smirks at me and shakily gets to her feet.
Lexi grabs her phone and starts some music playing. At first I'm confused, but when she starts slowly dancing to the music, I understand where this is going. She runs her hands along her sides as she sways to the music.
Eventually, the clothes start coming off. She starts with the black tie, slowly taking it off and twirling it before tossing it in the corner of the room somewhere. Lexi then spins around and flips up her skirt, giving me a nice look at her bare ass. Turning to face me again, Lexi starts working the buttons of her white blouse. One button at a time comes undone as she sways, until finally, her blouse is open from throat to tails and I can see her white bra.
My eighteen year old Catholic schoolgirl spins around again before slowly lowering the shirt down her arms. She looks over her shoulder at me and winks as the shirt falls to the floor. Next, Lexi reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Facing away from me, Lexi rolls her shoulders forward as she shrugs out of her bra and flings it aside. She then turns to me with her hands cupping her tits so that I can't see her nipples.
Lexi sways to the music for about a minute before slowly removing her hands from her boobs and showing me her hard nipples. As the tempo increases, Lexi undoes her skirt and lets it fall to a puddle at her feet. Stepping out of the skirt, Lexi is now wearing nothing but knee-high socks and a pair of black shoes.
She runs one finger along her slit before bringing it to her mouth. Lexi sticks out her tongue and places the finger on it before sliding her finger into her mouth. My nymphomaniac of a girlfriend then starts sucking on her finger as if it were a cock, lapping up her own juices as she rolls her eyes to meet mine.



My cock is rock hard at this point, with a drop of pre-cum on my tip. I watch as Lexi kicks, first one, then the other foot out in order to get her shoes off. She then bends over, her tits dangling from her chest as she removes her socks. Lexi stands up, completely naked with her auburn hair in pigtails.
Lexi walks to the foot of the bed and slowly gets on. While on her hands and knees, Lexi creeps towards me, her eyes locked on mine with a seductive gleam. She nestles her nude body between my legs and takes my shaft in her hand. Licking up one side and then the other, Lexi moans as she bathes my shaft with her tongue. She then flicks my tip to clear it of pre-cum. With a sexy wink, Lexi leans down and kisses my tip before opening her mouth and taking me inside.
I rest both my hands on her head and just lay back against the pillow and enjoy. This is a much calmer blowjob than the last one. Lexi mainly just bobs her head, taking a little over half of my shaft between her lips with each motion. My eyes close as I relax and allow Lexi to suck me at her own pace.
One of her hands cups my balls and I sigh in contentment when she starts massaging them with her hand. The entire time she is bobbing her head and sucking away. This continues for several minutes, my breathing steady. Finally, I grunt and shoot a couple of ropes of cum into her mouth. I can feel her throat muscles working as she swallows everything I give her.
The two of us head for the bathroom and Lexi gets in the shower. I watch as she cleans the cum from her pussy and ass before joining her. I end up pressing her tits and face against the glass and fucking her from behind while she begs for more. Instead of cumming in her pussy, I pull out and have her drop to her knees so I can coat her face. Then we actually wash up.
Upon returning to bed, I lay Lexi down and eat her out to two very nice orgasms. She then climbs on top of me and rides me to a third climax. Lexi cums for the fourth time while I'm on top of her, fucking her in missionary. Finally, with her arms and legs wrapped around me, I shoot the final load of cum of the night up her eighteen year old pussy.
The two of us hold each other as we drift off to sleep; completely naked and completely spent.
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I can feel the blanket being slowly moved off of me as I hover in the state between awake and asleep. A small hand grasps my shaft and slowly begins stroking me. I let out a contented moan as I start to wake up. Warm breath and a strand of soft hair tickle my mushroom head, causing me to fully wake up.
My eyes open just in time to see Lexi slurp my cock into her warm mouth. She is on her hands and knees, perpendicular to me with her head over my lap. The nude eighteen year old redhead moans happily around my thickness as she starts bobbing her head.
Barely a week has passed since Lexi and I first hooked up at the pool party for my daughter Kayla's eighteenth birthday. Kayla may not have been pleased at first, due to Lexi's reputation for sleeping around, but the two girls are now great friends. They got even closer when Lexi's parents kicked her out of the house after being shown pictures and videos of her having sex with multiple partners. Her parents don't care that Lexi was coerced, that her self-esteem was so low that she felt her only option was to spread her legs. Kayla cares. Kayla helped Lexi move in to our house and is even throwing her an all-girls pool party today so that Lexi can make some more friends.
So, now the eighteen year old redhead lives with me. I'm twenty-two years older than Lexi, but she doesn't care. Our relationship has been hot and heavy since the start, and Lexi is even dropping hints about a threesome with Kayla's best friend Hazel. My girlfriend loves me and is an absolute nymphomaniac. I'm one lucky bastard.
Still groggy from sleep, I instinctively reach for Lexi with both hands. One hand grabs a hanging tit while the other rests on her head, lightly applying pressure to encourage her to take me deeper. Lexi moans around my shaft when I tweak her nipple while playing with her soft boob. Her tongue then flicks the underside of my dick, causing my fingers to twist in her auburn hair as my hips buck.
I release her tit and slide my hand down her body until I'm cupping a firm ass cheek. I then slip two fingers between her legs and up her cunt. Lexi groans around my hard dick as I push my fingers in and out of her several times before pulling out and giving her ass a light slap. Lexi jerks forward slightly and gasps out around my shaft. My hand then returns to her tits and I play with them both as I enjoy a very pleasant blowjob.
For several minutes I lay back with my head on the pillow and relax as I enjoy the sensations Lexi's warm mouth is causing. At one point, I glance over at the clock and realize it is 4:28AM. Lexi must have woken up in the middle of the night just so she could suck my dick. Fuck, this girl is amazing.
She is so good at giving head that just a few more minutes in Lexi's talented mouth causes my balls to start to boil over. I'm still groggy from sleep and don't warn her; my hips just buck as I flood her mouth with my seed.
Lexi coughs twice but is able to keep me in her mouth. A river of cum does leak out of her mouth and run down my cock as I shoot out another jet of cum while letting out a soft moan of pleasure and whispering her name. I can feel her swirling my cum around her mouth with her tongue as she holds her mouth still on me.
When my hips settle down on the bed, Lexi slowly starts bobbing her head on me again so that she can suck up all the cum that escaped her lips. Holding my entire length in her throat, Lexi starts swallowing; her throat muscles squeeze my cock as my entire load slides down her gullet.
Lexi pulls off my dick and gives the tip a quick kiss before settling down beside me and resting her head on my chest. "Sorry, I had a craving for cum."
"No problem at all, Babe."I reply.
Yup, I'm one lucky bastard. I wrap my arms around Lexi's nude body as her breasts press into my chest. I can tell from her steady breathing that within thirty seconds she is asleep. I pull the covers back over us, kiss the top of her head, and join her in getting some more rest before starting the day.
A few hours later I stir to the sounds of birds chirping. My eyes slowly open and I look over to see Lexi facing away from me. She must have rolled away from me in her sleep. I toss the covers off of us, revealing our naked bodies to the room. Her tiny body is curled up and I can see her bare bum facing me.
I reach out and lightly trail my fingers down Lexi's bare back, marveling at how incredibly soft her skin is. When I reach her bottom, my hand cups her ass and gives it a squeeze. While still fondling her butt, I lean over and, with my other hand, brush a lock of auburn hair out of her face. I then plant a kiss on her forehead and smile when Lexi's expression softens in her sleep.
Deciding turnabout is fair play, I slowly roll Lexi over onto her back. I can tell she is starting to wake up so I have to hurry. I spread her legs and get on my hands and knees so that my face is level with her pussy. Leaning forward, I take one long lick of her slit just as Lexi wakes up.
She looks down at me and giggles happily, her boobs jiggling slightly on her chest. Lexi reaches down with both hands and runs her fingers through my hair. I smile up at her before returning to my task and starting to eat her out.
"Oh God, yes!" Lexi moans as she tosses her head back.
I grip Lexi's legs behind the knees and push her legs back, spreading her open for me. Moaning against her pussy, I use both my lips and tongue to stimulate her clit. I alternate between sucking on her clit and sticking my tongue in her wet hole as I do everything I can to bring Lexi off with my mouth.
Lexi grips my hair with desperate fingers and bucks her hips against my face as I continue to lick her pussy. I can feel my cock throbbing with need, but I am determined to make Lexi cum with just my mouth. Gripping her legs tightly I lap at her wet cunt for several minutes, relishing the taste of her arousal.
"Oh, eat me!" Lexi begs loudly as she presses my face into her pussy.
The beautiful redhead's moans grow more intense as her body starts to tense up. I flick her clit with my tongue over and over, knowing it will make her cum. Thirty seconds later, Lexi's moans reach their highest intensity as she cries out her orgasm to the room.
"I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming on your tongue!" Lexi screeches as her hips buck.
I continue eating Lexi throughout her entire orgasm, making her thrash in pleasure. I can tell from her moans that she is cumming a second time. Once she settles down, I plant a kiss right on my girlfriend's pussy before releasing her legs and pulling away. I then settle down beside her and draw her into my arms. "Sorry, I had a craving for pussy."
Lexi giggles cutely before responding, "No problem at all, Babe."
We cuddle and relax for several minutes, neither of us saying anything. My hand absentmindedly plays with her boob while she traces shapes on my chest with her fingertip. I can feel the warmth of her body as she lays against me, her hand traveling lower. Soon, Lexi grasps my hard dick in her tiny hand and starts stroking me.
Lexi slowly slides her body down mine as she strokes. Eventually, her face is level with my crotch and she is laying parallel to me on her side. She continues jerking me off with one hand as she aims my cock toward her open mouth. I groan when she finally closes her mouth around my length and starts sucking.
Her hand cups my balls as she bobs her head on me, moaning happily at the feeling of having my hard dick in her mouth. Lexi is making the sexiest slurping sounds while she blows me, and I'm leaking pre-cum into her mouth. My erection didn't go down at all while we were cuddling, and having gotten rock hard while eating her out, I know this is gonna be a quick one.
"I'm close," I say, after barely three minutes in her eighteen year old mouth, "where do you want it?"
Lexi takes my cock out of her mouth and holds it straight up as she resumes giving me a handjob. She then lays her head down so that her face is right next to my cock. "Cum on my face!" she says wantonly.
"I want you to cover my face in your cum! Then I want you to bend me over and fuck me doggystyle, while your cum is still dripping off my pretty face!" Lexi keeps stroking me as she aims my cock up, kissing the shaft in between her dirty words.
"Cum all over my face! Cover me in sperm! Cum on me! Cum, cum, cum!" she moans loudly as she strokes faster and faster.
"Fuck!" I finally groan as a jet of cum spurts into the air and comes back down, splattering right onto Lexi's lightly freckled face.
Lexi just keeps stroking me as more cum coats her face. Some lands on my pubic mound and inner thighs as the intensity of my orgasm fades. The last rope of cum falls out of my cock and covers Lexi's stroking hand.
She strokes me for several more seconds, making sure to wring every last drop out of my balls. Then she lifts her head and takes my mushroom head between her lips to suck off the drop of cum on my cock.
I watch intently as Lexi lifts her hand to her lips and sucks the cum off of her skin. She then leans over and purses her lips as she laps up the cum from my pubic mound. "Mmm, I love your cum." she coos as she latches her lips onto my upper thigh and devours the last of my load.
Seeing my little cum slut happily swallowing my semen while more sperm drips off her face is keeping me fully hard. I really can't believe it, forty years old and my dick isn't even going down after an intense orgasm. Lexi is the sexiest eighteen year old redhead in the world, without a doubt.
My beautiful girlfriend looks over at my dick and nods in appreciation when she sees I'm still rock hard. She then faces the headboard and gets onto her hands and knees. This puts her face over mine and she turns over and looks down in my direction. "Well?" she asks with a smirk, "What are you waiting for? Come fuck your slut like a dog!"
Needing no further encouragement, I sit up and maneuver myself so that I am on my knees behind Lexi. The sexy minx wiggles her bum at me as she looks over her shoulder and licks her lips. Holy shit, there's still cum dripping off her face. My dick is throbbing.
Her eyes never leave mine as I line my cock up with her entrance and push forward. Lexi bares her teeth and grunts when she feels herself being penetrated. Soon, I'm buried all the way inside her warmth.
Lexi faces forward when I grab her hips and start thrusting in and out of her cunt with a steady motion. Her pussy is so fucking tight, I can feel every twitch of her vaginal muscles. I hold her ass cheeks in both hands and push Lexi forward so that just my tip is inside her. Looking down, I enjoy the view of her lower lips surrounding my mushroom head. I then grip her butt tightly and pull her back onto my hard dick.
"Oh, fuck!" Lexi cries out as she throws her head back.
Taking that as her approval, I continue to use my grip on her ass in order to slam in and out of her tight, eighteen year old body. Leaning my body forward, I reach beneath Lexi and grab one of her swinging tits. I give the firm mound an affectionate squeeze before releasing her tit and resuming my thrusts while holding her hips.
"Spank me, Baby!" Lexi begs.
I lift my hand and let it fly, spanking Lexi right across her firm ass cheek. Her body jerks forward and she groans in pleasure. "Harder!" she cries out. I respond by slapping her other butt cheek, much harder this time. "Again!" she practically screams. I comply, spanking her bum three times in quick succession.
"Oh my God, I'm cumming!" Lexi announces, "I'm fucking cumming!"
Her vaginal muscles convulse around my shaft as Lexi tenses up and lowers her head. She cries out several times as pleasure courses through her entire body. I grip her hips in both hands and fuck her through her entire orgasm. As soon as she starts to settle down, I let go with one hand and push a finger up her ass.
"Holy shit!" Lexi throws her head back, causing her auburn hair to cascade over her shoulders.
Feeling my finger up her butt and my cock buried to the hilt in her cunt causes Lexi to have another orgasm. She thrusts her ass back at me and groans out that she is cumming again. I hold her hip tightly in one hand so that we stay coupled, and let Lexi ride out her orgasm.
Once she comes down from the orgasmic high, I pull my finger out of her ass, grip her hips in both hands and really start to drill her from behind. Now that Lexi has cum twice, I can seek my own release.
"Where do you want it?" I ask again as I fuck her doggystyle.
"On me!" Lexi moans loudly, "Cum on me!"
My breathing gets heavy as I pound my hips into her butt. The entire time she is begging for me to cum. "I want you to cum all over me! I wanna feel it, I wanna taste it. Please, cum on me! Please!"
I stay inside Lexi until the very last second. When I can hold on no longer, I grip my cock at the hilt and pull out of her. I hold my dick tightly as I spray cum all over Lexi's butt and back. The first shot goes so high it almost lands in her hair as it splashes across her upper back. The second and third shot land on her middle and lower back. The last few spurts coat her bum. Lexi jumps when a final pulse of cum lands right on her asshole.
Lexi carefully gets off the bed so that none of the cum on her body gets on the sheets. Standing next to the bed, with a face covered in cum, Lexi winks at me. She then raises her hands playfully and spins, showing me the cum on her butt and back.
"I should probably shower." she giggles when she turns to face me again.
"May I join you?" I ask.
"Only if you promise to cum on my face again." Lexi says.
"Deal." I answer.
We walk to the bathroom and turn on the shower. Once the water is hot, Lexi steps inside and I admire her nude body as she washes the cum from her body. I stand out of the shower, watching my cum run off her face and back. Soon, she is fully clean of cum and turns to look at me. She crooks her finger for me to join her.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I say as I step into the shower and wrap her up in my arms.
"Fuck, you're big." she replies as she rubs herself against my half-hard dick.
I immediately start soaping up Lexi's body. Rubbing soap into her tits from behind is definitely a highlight. A lot of touching and groping is going on as we both get each other cleaned up. Lexi seems to enjoy rubbing soap into my hardening dick, which grows to full mast under her ministrations.
Near the end of the shower, Lexi makes me honor my promise by dropping to her knees and sucking me until I pull out and spray a load of cum all over her face while she sticks her tongue out. She then takes my cock between her lips and draws the rest of my orgasm into her mouth. My beautiful redheaded girlfriend needs to wash her face again.
Once we are both clean and dry, we return to the bed to cuddle for a few minutes before heading down to breakfast. Lexi's laying on her side with her body pressed against mine. I can feel one tit pushing into my chest while her foot lightly trails along my calf.
"Do you like our sex life?" she asks while running her hand over my chest.
"I love it." I say with enthusiasm, "I especially enjoyed the Catholic schoolgirl outfit last night!"
"I could tell from the way you practically attacked me!" Lexi giggles, "I loved how rough you were with me."
"You really like it rough, don't you?" I ask.
"Yeah, I mean," Lexi begins, "I didn't have much of a choice with Keith or the others, so I didn't like it as much. I still liked it though. With you, I just feel so safe. I know you'd never actually hurt me, so yeah, I love it! Spank my ass and call me a slut!"
"Your wish is my command." I say, before looking at Lexi with a serious expression, "I hope you know I'm not only in it for the naked fun times. I really do love you."
"I love you, too." Lexi responds as she wraps an arm around me and hugs me tightly, "That's why I'm okay with a threesome. I'd even be okay if you wanted to fuck another girl, as long as I'm your number one."
"You always will be." I say sincerely.
"I believe you." Lexi says before kissing my chest.
"So, a threesome?" I ask, grinning.
"I'm working on it!" Lexi says, "I have to convince Hazel. I think she's almost there."
"But you aren't gonna touch her?" I ask.
"Nah, I only like guys." Lexi answers, "But I definitely wanna watch you fuck her."
"I'd be happy to!" I say with a devious smile.
"You wouldn't be jealous if I did fuck a girl?" Lexi asks, seeming surprised.
"I'd be jealous if you fucked a guy," I answer, "I'd wanna watch if you fucked a girl."
"Well, I'm never fucking another guy. I only want you." Lexi says as she leans up to peck my lips.
I kiss her back and we make out softly for several minutes, our hands exploring each others bodies. Eventually, we break the kiss and gaze into each others eyes lovingly. At the same time, we both speak and say we should probably head down to breakfast. After laughing for a few seconds, I put on a pair of boxers and Lexi slips on her panties. We then both put on a robe and head to the dining room for breakfast.
Kayla
My eyes slowly open as I regain consciousness and I can see light coming in through the window. Sitting up, I groan and rub the sleep from my eyes before yawning loudly. I slept late, but it is a Sunday, so it isn't a big deal. The only thing I have planned for the day is the pool party with my girlfriends for Lexi. That isn't until around noon, so I have plenty of time still.
I toss the covers off myself, revealing my body. I slept in a t-shirt and a pair of panties last night because I didn't really feel like sleeping naked. With another yawn, I raise my hands over my head as I stretch, my bra-less breasts straining against the fabric of the shirt. Next, I look over at my phone and see a text from David.
David: I'm sorry about last night.
I frown and shake my head. David was upset that Lexi had moved in, even though I told him she had to. When he asked why, I explained that Lexi's parents had kicked her out. For some reason, that freaked him out even more. Our date last night was awkward and we didn't sleep together. I just had him take me home. I take a second to type a reply.
Kayla: Are you going to stop making a big deal about Lexi and my dad?
My phone makes a soft thump as I set it back down on the desk. I then stand up and stretch one more time before crossing my arms at my waist and whipping my shirt off over my head. My hands slip into my panties and I slide them down my legs. Stepping out of my underwear, I now stand in my room completely naked as my phone goes off again.
David: Yes, I promise I'll let it go. Can I see you today?
Kayla: Thank you, I appreciate that. Not today, I'm having a get together with just the girls. I told you that.
I shake my head at him forgetting something I just told him, then admire my reflection in my full-length mirror. I adjust my raven locks so that it doesn't look like I just rolled out of bed. I then pose and make sure I look good naked. I have light skin and perfectly shaped C-cup breasts. My ass is tight and my entire body is toned all over. My lips purse in thought as I run a hand over my breast. I then grab my phone and take a full-length nude picture of myself. I send it to David.



Kayla: This could have been yours last night.
It takes David barely a minute to text back. When he does, he includes a picture of his boxers with a noticeable bulge.
David: I know, I know! I'm so sorry, Kayla. I promise I won't make a big deal about this anymore. Can we move forward?
Kayla: As long as you don't make a big deal out of this anymore. Lexi is living here now, and that is final.
I hop into bed fully nude and spread my legs slightly. David may have been an ass last night, but that doesn't mean that I'm any less horny now that I didn't get any dick yesterday. I run my hands along my naked body and can feel myself starting to get wet. At that point, my phone goes off.
David: I promise I won't bring it up again. Lexi lives with you, I understand.
Smiling in relief, I decide that I'll reward my boyfriend for being so apologetic. Also, I really, really wanna get off. I'm fucking horny! I angle my phone so that just my chest and head are visible. I snap a picture and send it to David.
Kayla: Apology accepted. These titties are yours again.
Another minute passes and David responds with a text and a picture of his bulge. I can tell he is laying in bed wearing nothing but boxer shorts. Mmm, I like.
David: And this is all yours, Baby.
Kayla: Show me more and you get to see more. ;)
I send the text and start to tease my nipples to hardness. I can feel my pussy flowering open in anticipation. My hand squeezes my breast as my other hand slowly slides down my stomach to the juncture between my legs.
My phone goes off again before I can touch my pussy. I reach over and pick up the phone, checking the message from David. He sent a picture of him holding his cock at the base.
David: Deal!
I smirk and aim my phone between my legs, taking a picture of my cunt. I send it to David.
Kayla: My pussy misses your cock. :(
My hand then goes back between my legs and I shiver when I run my fingertips along my wet slit. Soon, I am softly rubbing my clit with two fingers while my other hand pinches my nipple. I moan David's name softly right as my phone goes off. Another dick pic.
David: My cock misses your pussy. :(
Pushing two fingers into my vagina, I aim the phone between my legs and get a great shot of me fingering myself. I send it to David.
Kayla: Stroke your cock for me.
I lay my head back and moan while I alternate between fingering myself and rubbing my clit. My legs are spread wide and my knees are bent. I place my phone down so that I can grab a tit and direct it toward my mouth. I start sucking on my tit while fingering myself rapidly. My pussy is making wet squishing sounds.
Soon my phone goes off again. I look at it and see David has sent a brief video of him stroking his cock. I hear him moan my name as he masturbates. The video makes me finger myself faster, my own orgasm approaching just as David cums on the video, soaking his hand in his own seed.
Switching my phone to video, I record myself as my hips buck against my hand. I moan David's name over and over as I close my eyes and record myself. I soon announce my orgasm and record my cum face for David. He'll be able to see my tits bounce on my chest as I bite my lip and cry out in pleasure. I send the video.
I spend the next few minutes taking pictures. I take one of my tits, my pussy, and one of my fingertips, coated in my arousal. Next, I flip onto all fours and take a couple of shots of me in the standard doggystyle position. I take one of my tits dangling and one of my bum. I send them all to David and promise to meet up with him tomorrow before classes start so we can talk.
Hopping out of bed, I walk over to my dresser and take out a clean pair of panties. I pull the underwear up my legs before sending David another text, reminding him that I love him. Then I put on a robe and head down to breakfast.
The timing works out great, and I arrive for breakfast at the same time as Dad and Lexi. I smile when Dad pulls out chairs for both Lexi and I, then we sit down. The three of us serve ourselves breakfast and start eating.
"What time are your friends coming today?" Dad eventually asks me.
"Around noon." I answer.
"Who did you say will be coming?" Lexi asks, before taking a bite of waffles.
"Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia." I answer before taking a sip of my coffee.
"I'm sure the five of you will have a nice time." Dad says, "I'll order a few pizzas so that I'm not in your way on the grill."
"Thanks, Dad!" I say.
"Thanks, Babe." says Lexi.
"What will you do while we girls party in our tiny bikinis?" I ask, teasing my father.
"I'm a big boy, with a large mansion and my own company." says Dad, "I'm sure that I'll find a way to keep myself busy."
"Just remember," Lexi says, "I'm not jealous."
"Why would I need to remember that for today?" Dad asks in confusion.
Lexi and I look at each other and burst out laughing. As soon as we start to settle down, our eyes meet again and we resume our giggles. Dad just looks at us with a shocked look on his face, he has no idea what is going on.
"You'll see." I say with a devious smirk.
Before Dad can say anything else, Lexi opens her robe and flashes both of us. I blush and giggle at the sight of Lexi's bare boobs. "Lexi!" I admonish.
"Show him yours!" Lexi adds as she shakes her chest for my dad's viewing pleasure.
"What?! No!" I say and cross my arms over my chest so no one can see my hard nipples. I stick out my tongue at Lexi.
"His loss!" Lexi says as she puts her breasts away.
"You two are crazy." Dad says as he shakes his head. He seems to have given up trying to figure out what Lexi meant with her comment about not being jealous. Good, if any of my friends are willing today, he'll be in for quite a surprise.
Breakfast continues uneventfully, with the three of us making small talk. Lexi seems slightly nervous about today, but I'm able to reassure her. Dad looks happy that Lexi and I are getting along so well. She really has become my best friend, along with Hazel.
Dad offers to clear the table after breakfast so that we girls can go get ready for the party. I kiss Dad's cheek and Lexi pecks his lips before the two of us head up to our rooms to change. I slip on my black bikini, the same one I wore for my birthday party. Before heading to meet Lexi, I take a picture of myself in the bikini and send it to David.
Lexi looks stunning in her light blue bikini. She says she's wearing it because it is lucky; she hooked up with my dad while wearing it. I smile and hug my friend, glad that she is in my life, and my dad's life. The two of us then head out to the pool.
Lexi and I take the cover of the pool and get it ready for the party. We actually swim for a little while and enjoy some time with just the two of us. Our conversation flows naturally from topic to topic as we spend a couple hours alone.
Eventually, Hazel shows up and heads to the bathroom to change. She looks as gorgeous as ever in a green bikini. Her long brown hair is held back in its usual ponytail and she is as tan as she's ever been. Ashley arrives next and changes as well, the blonde girl's massive tits nearly spilling out of her yellow bikini. Last to the get together is Marcia, the cute brunette changes into a white bikini which flatters her amazing figure.
The five of us grab some wine coolers and relax out by the pool. We're all eighteen, my dad doesn't care if we drink. We spend some time chatting about school and life. Lexi's early nerves start to fade when she realizes that the other girls are happy to include her in conversation. Soon, she is talking and laughing along with everyone else. I'm so happy.
We swim for a little while before Dad brings us out a couple of pizzas. He then disappears, but not before glancing at the girls in their bikinis. I notice my friends all posing for maximum appeal. Lexi isn't the only one who thinks my dad is cute.
After the pizza is gone, the five of us hop in the pool for awhile. We have fun splashing around and laughing. Then we relax on patio chairs and sunbathe for a bit. We keep our tops on for now. Eventually, I decide it is time and I bring up playing Truth or Dare.
"Isn't that a little juvenile?" Ashley asks as she peers over her sunglasses at me.
"Not if we make it interesting!" Lexi says before taking a sip of her drink.
"And how do we do that?" Marcia asks from her chair.
"Nothing is off limits!" I exclaim.
"What exactly does that mean?" asks Hazel.
"You can ask someone anything, to do anything." Lexi says "If they refuse, they have to take off a piece of clothing."
"As long as it isn't dangerous or illegal or something." I add in to clarify.
"Would be more interesting if there were some cute guys here." Ashley says, clearly thinking it over.
"Well, there's Kayla's dad!" Hazel adds in.
"He's dating Lexi though." Marcia says with a pout. "Lucky bitch!"
The girls clearly are a lot more comfortable with Lexi and her being with my dad. I love it! The teasing, the playful name calling; everyone really is getting along. Hopefully Truth or Dare brings us closer together. I also hope it gives my dad a good time.
"I'm sure Lexi won't mind." I reason.
"Not at all." Lexi responds with a smirk.
"Besides, Lexi's dad has seen my tits already!" Hazel giggles.
"He has?" Marcia asks.
"Yeah, Lexi and I sent him a picture together!" Hazel says with a blush.
"Are you sure about this?" Ashley asks, "We don't know how far this will go."
"I'm sure!" Lexi chirps, "I trust him and all of you. He loves me."
We girls all "Aw!" loudly at that pronouncement, making Lexi blush. Eventually we agree to a few rules. No one can select truth twice in a row, nothing illegal or that could result in harm. Above all else, no one does anything they aren't comfortable with. If you refuse to answer a question or do a Dare, you remove a piece of clothing. Not that we're wearing much, so that rule probably won't come into play very much. Since the game was my suggestion, I get asked first.
"Kayla, Truth or Dare?" Lexi asks.
"Truth!" I state confidently.
"Have you ever had anal sex?" asks Lexi.
The other girls all giggle as I answer "Ew, no! Never, never never!" I insist. I don't mention that David did try to get me to try anal the day he took my virginity. He liked the idea of taking all three of my cherries on the same day. I shot that down, hard.
"You don't know what you're missing!" Lexi says, "There's nothing like a big dick plowing you up the ass!"
Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all laugh and blush, but none of them volunteer whether or not they've done anal before. Makes sense, it wasn't their question. I'm still curious though.
"My turn!" I say, "Ashley, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth!" Ashley says with a smile.
"Did you really give Billy a blowjob in the janitor's closet?" I ask.
"Yes!" Ashley giggles.
"Did he cum in your mouth?" Hazel asks as Marcia giggles.
"Uh-uh! It's my turn to ask now!" Ashley says, sticking out her tongue. Marcia! Truth or Dare?"
"Hm, Dare!" Marcia says confidently.
Ashley thinks for a minute before grinning and saying "Show us your cum face!"
We all erupt into giggles for about a minute before settling down enough for Marcia to complete the Dare. She closes her eyes and scrunches up her face as her mouth opens in a silent scream. Marcia really does look like she's having an orgasm. The rest of us start clapping and Marcia stands to take a bow.
"My go!" Marcia says, "Lexi, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth." Lexi says, looking slightly nervous.
"Where's the weirdest place you've ever had sex?" Marcia asks.
Lexi bites her lip anxiously before answering, "Is in a car weird?"
"Not really, a lot of people do that!" Ashley says as Hazel nods.
"Anywhere else?" asks Marcia.
Lexi looks at me, scared. We both know the answer is a locker room. Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia don't know details about Lexi's past, just that she's known to have gotten around quite a bit. I almost speak up to put a stop to this when Lexi leans forward and reaches behind her back. She unties her light blue bikini top and shrugs it off. The girls all whistle as Lexi's B-cup breasts come into view.
"Pass!" Lexi says confidently as she tosses her top off to the side and gives her chest a little shake before leaning back against the patio chair again.
"Okay, that's fair." Marcia says. "You only get one more pass though!"
"Yeah, yeah." Lexi says, completely comfortable being topless, "My turn. Hazel, Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" Hazel says with a smirk.
"Give Ashley a lap dance!" says Lexi.
The five of us all giggle as Hazel stands up and walks over to Ashley. Hazel straddles Ashley, placing her knees on either side of the tall blonde's body. Ashley giggles uncontrollably as she looks up at Hazel. The tan girl looks absolutely incredible in her green bikini with her long brown hair in its usual ponytail.
"Remember, no touching!" Hazel admonishes as she begins to move her body in Ashley's lap.
Hazel runs her hands along her sides as she dances. Depending on the angle, the others can either see the side of Hazel's body, or her tight ass as it undulates in Ashley's lap. Hazel really seems to be getting into it, shaking her chest and making fake grinding motions on top of Ashley. Hazel then spins around so that Ashley can see her ass while she dances.
For several minutes Hazel gives Ashley a lap dance before stopping and getting out of Ashley's lap. The entire group claps and cheers. Hazel stands up beside Ashley's chair and takes a deep bow. The tan girl then returns to her own chair and plops down onto it. Hazel grabs her wine cooler and takes a sip.
"My turn!" Hazel exclaims, "Kayla, Truth or Dare?"
Having already picked Truth last time, I don't have a choice. "Dare!" I answer.
"Since Lexi said your dad is fair game, send him a topless shot!" Hazel says with a grin.
I'm not surprised Hazel used this Dare. Last time Lexi, Hazel,and I hung out together the two of them sent him a topless shot and I refused. Hazel is trying to get me to go through with it now. Well, that isn't happening.
"Nope, not happening!" I say as I lean forward and reach behind my back. I untie my bikini top and pull it off. Then I squeeze my C-cup tits together to show the group my cleavage. "Topless it is!"
"Oh, come on!" Hazel says, "Your dad has already seen your tits! What's the big deal?"
"When did your dad see your tits?" Ashley asks.
I tell them the story of Dad walking in on David and I having sex. The group laughs and asks for details, so I end up describing the position I was in. They think it is hysterical that my dad walked in on me with my legs in the air. Lexi chimes in to remind me that cum landed on my leg while my dad was watching. The other four girls are all giggling like crazy.
"Whatever, my turn!" I say, "Lexi, Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" Lexi answers.
"Give a blowjob to a banana!" I respond as the other girls giggle.
"I don't have a banana." Lexi says.
"Go get one from the kitchen." I shrug.
"I'm topless!" says Lexi, "What if the staff see me?"
"Oh well." I shrug again.
Lexi glares at me before taking a sip of her wine cooler. She then wraps an arm across her chest to conceal her breasts. The redheaded girl stands up and heads inside. The rest of us giggle and try and decide if we think she'll get caught or not. A few minutes later, Lexi returns with a banana and a triumphant smirk.
"No one saw me!" Lexi says as she removes her arm from her chest, revealing her boobs.
Sitting back down on her chair, Lexi makes a show of kissing the tip of the banana before opening her mouth. We all watch as she effortlessly takes half the banana into her mouth before closing her lips around it and bobbing her head. She starts moaning around the banana as she rolls her eyes to meet each of ours in turn.
I quickly realize, Lexi really knows how to suck dick. She pulls the banana out to lick the tip before engulfing half of it again. The entire time she is making the sexiest moaning noises. Lexi locks eyes with me as she opens her mouth wide and pushes the entire banana into her mouth. Her eyes start to water as she lets out sexy gagging noises.
"Holy shit!" Ashley exclaims.
"She can deep throat!" says Hazel.
"Woah!" Marcia adds.
Lexi holds the deep throat for several seconds before pulling the banana out of her mouth and giggling "I think any guy would have cum by now, so that's the Dare!" she opens the banana and takes a bite out of it.
"I believe it is my turn!" Lexi says as she takes another bite. "Ashley, Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" Ashley replies.
"Since Kayla won't do it, maybe you will." Lexi smirks, "Use my phone to send a topless shot to Steven."
"I'll do it!" Ashley says confidently.
Ashley pulls the cups of her bikini bottom down, revealing her big tits. They truly are massive globes, perfectly shaped and capped with pink nipples. Lexi passes over her phone and Ashley aims the camera so that her face and chest are both visible. Ashley takes the picture and then immediately sends it.
"Done!" Ashley exclaims while she puts her breasts back in her bikini top. "Now, it's my turn! Marcia, Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" says Marcia, surprising us by picking Dare twice in a row.
"Since Steven probably has blue balls while looking at that picture of me, you should go relieve him." Ashley says with a sly look, "Go get on your knees and suck off Kayla's dad. Don't swallow, let him take a picture of your cum-filled mouth, then come back and show us the cum in your mouth as proof."
Hazel, Lexi, and I gasp as Marcia's eyes go wide. This was exactly the kind of Dare that Lexi and I were working up to. Hopefully Marcia goes for it. Marcia does look nervous, but from the way her eyes flick toward Lexi, it's more about causing a jealousy issue. Fortunately, Lexi picks up on it.
"Go for it, I'm not jealous." Lexi says with a shrug as she finishes the banana.
"Where is he? It's a big house!" Marcia asks.
"Probably in his office getting some work done." I say, "It's hard work being loaded."
"Okay, I'll be right back." Marcia says as she stands up and heads into the house. The sounds of wolf-whistling follow her as she disappears inside.
Steven
After providing pizza and wine coolers for Kayla, Lexi, and their friends, I disappear into the house and give them their privacy. I'm still wondering what Lexi meant about not being jealous, but I figure that I'll find out sooner or later. For now, it's probably best to actually get some work done. Downsides of owning the company, you're always at work.
I walk through the hallways of the large house before I finally make it to my private office. Upon entering, I plop down at my desk and power up the computer. A few minutes later, I'm typing away, responding to emails and other inquiries.
When I've been working for a couple hours, my phone suddenly goes off. I look over at it and see I have a message from Lexi. I open the message and my jaw drops. There on the screen is Ashley, her bikini top pushed beneath her massive tits. Holy shit, those things are huge! I guess this is what Lexi meant about not being jealous. Naturally, I save the picture before sending a text back.
Steven: Damn, she has nice tits!
It takes a few minutes, but eventually Lexi texts me back.
Lexi: I'm glad you like them! You're in for another surprise in a few minutes!
Steven: Oh yeah?
Lexi: You'll see. ;) Just remember, I'm not jealous.
Excitement runs through my veins as I try and imagine what could be in store. Forty years old and I have gorgeous eighteen year old girls sending me pictures of their tits. My girlfriend is a gorgeous redheaded nymphomaniac. I've said it before, I'll say it again; I'm one lucky bastard.



A few minutes pass, during which time I try and get some work done. I fail miserably. Finally, there is a knock on the open door and I turn to see Marcia standing in the doorway in a white bikini. Marcia is a very sexy brunette; she stands at about average height with C-cup breasts. Her figure is slim and she has beautiful brown eyes.
"Come in." I say with a smile.
Marcia blushes as she walks in. I remember Marcia from Kayla's birthday pool party; she walked into the house with a guy while Lexi was blowing me. That was one wild party, I definitely wasn't the only one to find a hook up. I think Lexi and I were the only ones to find love though. I smile at the thought.
"Hello, sir." Marcia says as she walks toward me, her arms behind her back.
"How can I help you?" I ask.
"Well, you see.." Marcia begins, "The girls and I have been playing Truth or Dare. I'm sure you've heard of it."
"I have, yes." I confirm with a nod.
"Well," Marcia says, finding her confidence "I was Dared to give you a blowjob, let you take a picture of my cum-filled mouth, and not swallow until I go back to the other girls and show them my cum-filled mouth."
My jaw drops. "O-oh?" I finally stammer out, "And what did you say?"
"I could have turned down the Dare and just taken my top off." Marcia explains as she sashays toward me, "But I realized something." she says as she turns my chair so that I'm facing her and not my desk. She then places one hand on my thigh as she lowers her face and looks directly into my eyes "I REALLY wanna suck your dick."
"Then get on your knees." I order with a smirk, my confidence returning.
"Yes, sir!" Marcia says as she drops to her knees between my legs.
The sexy brunette reaches for the buckle of my belt and quickly undoes it. I then lift my butt as Marcia slips her hands into my pants and boxers. She slowly pulls my pants down, struggling to get them over my massive erection. When my pants and boxers puddle around my ankles, Marcia gasps at the sight of my cock.
"It's huge!" she exclaims.
"Why, thank you." I say happily. There's nothing like a gorgeous eighteen year old staring in shock at the size of your dick.
Marcia takes my cock in her hand and slowly starts stroking me. She actually looks intimidated by my size. Eventually though, she leans forward and gives my mushroom head a tentative lick. Tasting my cock seems to get Marcia so turned on that she forgets about her anxiety. She takes one long lick along my shaft before kissing the tip affectionately. Then, as she strokes my base, Marcia lowers her head and takes me between her lips.
I grip the armrests of my desk chair as Marcia begins bobbing her head on me, taking nearly half of my dick between her lips on each downward motion. Her hands grip my thighs tightly as her head moves up and down in my lap. My hips buck when Marcia flicks the underside of my shaft with her tongue. The brunette beauty gags slightly at having half my dick deep in her mouth. Marcia is good at sucking dick, but clearly she isn't able to deep throat. Or I'm just too big. Yeah, let's go with that.
Seeing a sexy brunette in a bikini bobbing her head on my while on her knees has my cock throbbing. I release the armrests and grip Marcia by the head, my fingers tightening in her hair as she sucks on me. For several minutes, I admire Marcia in her bikini before the desire to see more overcomes me.
"Get your tits out." I order.
Marcia reaches down with both hands and pulls her bikini cups down, revealing a nice pair of tits. With one hand, I play with Marcia's boobs as she resumes bobbing her head on me. She makes loud slurping and sucking noises while her fingers dig into my thighs. Fuck, this feels good. I look down at the top of Marcia's head, marveling in the fact that I'm getting a blowjob from a second eighteen year old girl.
Since Marcia isn't much of a deep throater, I let her suck on me at her own pace and don't try to fuck her face. A few more minutes pass and I start to feel my release approaching. I'm sure Marcia can tell from my heavy breathing, but I decide to do the gentlemanly thing and warn her anyway.
"Gonna cum soon." I say, "Get ready for it."
Marcia just moans around my cock and sucks harder. I reach my limit and buck my hips once as I squirt cum into Marcia's teenage mouth. Her cheeks puff out and she lets out a gurgling sound while she struggles not to swallow. I can feel cum leaking out from between her lips and running down my cock. Finally, I settle back down on the chair and stop shooting.
Rather than pull off me right away, the gorgeous girl takes me as deep as she can to suck up the cum that had escaped her lips. She then bobs her head several times on my softening shaft before releasing my cock with a loud 'pop' sound. Marcia looks up at me and gapes her mouth open, showing me the pool of semen between her lips.
Remembering the full terms of the Dare, I reach over and grab my phone off the desk. I aim the camera at Marcia and take a picture. Marcia is on her knees with her tits out, her mouth is open and the cum on her tongue is clearly visible. I'm definitely keeping this one!
"Better head back and show the others." I say with a wink.
Marcia nods and puts her tits away before standing up. She then spins around and heads out the open door. I grin and grab some tissues from the table to clean up my cock. Then I pull up my pants and boxers and resume working.
Kayla
Lexi, Hazel, Ashley, and I all giggle and talk about what Marcia must be doing right now. We make comments about the pretty brunette on her knees with a cock buried in her throat. Lexi and Hazel comment on how big my dad is and that Marcia probably can't handle it. Ashley asks how Hazel knows how big Dad is. Lexi and Hazel explain that, after the topless shot, they had Dad send a dick pic, which Hazel happily looked at.
I roll my eyes at the mention of my dad's penis. Not something I need to think about! Fortunately, it isn't long before Marcia returns in her white bikini. Her mouth is closed and her cheeks are bulging as she approaches us. She walks up to each of us in turn and gapes her mouth, showing off a pool of cum. Then she closes her mouth, tilts her head back, and gives a deliberate swallow.
"Dare completed!" Marcia says to cheers. "Now, it's my turn. Hazel! Truth or Dare?"
"Truth!" answers Hazel.
"How about an easy one." Marcia suggests, "Who was your first kiss?"
"Kyle." Hazel answers, "My first and only real boyfriend."
The rest of us nod. It is quickly explained to Lexi that Kyle was the only guy Hazel was ever involved with. They were each others first everything and people thought they'd end up married. Then they had a huge fight and broke up. Hazel has been single ever since and finally let loose at my birthday pool party.
"My turn." Hazel says, "Lexi! Truth or Dare?"
"Truth!" Lexi chirps.
"Do you have any fetishes?" Hazel asks.
"Yes!" Lexi giggles. "Cum! I love cum! In my mouth, my pussy, my ass. I love it sprayed all over me, my face, my tits."
The rest of us all giggle as we imagine Lexi covered in cum. I have to admit, the idea of being covered in cum turns me on as well. My pussy is getting wet at the thought of David covering my body with his warm seed. I wonder how the others feel about it?
"Kayla!" Lexi says, shocking me out of my thoughts, "Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" I say with confidence.
"Okay," says Lexi with an evil grin, "I Dare you to look at the dick pic your dad sent me!"
"What?! No way!" I say loudly as the others all giggle.
"It's that or get naked!" Lexi says.
"Nope!" Hazel chimes in, "She passed last round, you can't pass twice in a row."
"Since when?" I ask.
"Since always." Ashley adds.
"Don't be a baby," says Marcia, "It's just a dick. Look at it and be done with it!"
"Fine." I grouse, "Just show me."
Lexi grins and grabs her phone. She takes a minute to find the picture and then turns to show it to me. My jaw drops. I thought David had a good sized cock, but my dad is at least twice as big. Longer, and thicker! My mouth actually starts watering. I'm mesmerized. Holy shit, that's a nice dick. I absentmindedly lick my lips as I imagine how good it would feel to be spread open by that monster. The sound of my friends giggling brings me back to reality.
"Enjoying yourself?" Lexi asks as she gestures at my hard nipples, reminding me I'm still topless.
I show her my middle finger and elect not to respond with words. The four other girls all erupt into giggle fits as I turn bright red. I have to resist the urge to cross my arms over my chest. Instead I just stick my tongue out and try to laugh it off like it's no big deal.
"It's my turn!" I say when the giggles finally die down. "Marcia, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth!" Marcia answers.
"What is your most public sexual act?" I ask. "And no one sentence answer, describe what happened!"
"Hmm, okay." says Marcia. "My most public sexual act would have to be when I gave a blowjob at an amusement park.
"The story is that I had just turned eighteen and was feeling pretty wild. I was still a virgin at the time. I met Ron at the school dance. We really, really hit it off and spent the entire evening dancing. Near the end of the dance we ended up in a dark corner making out. He slid his hand up my skirt and ended up fingering me right there in the school gym. So many people were around, but no one noticed. They were too preoccupied with their own flirting and attempts at hooking up. Anyway, I came so hard on his fingers I'm surprised no one around us heard me cry out. Good thing the music was so loud!
"We agreed to go to the local amusement park as a date the next day. I was in a mood! I rubbed his bulge the entire way to the amusement park. He was so hard! We went on rides together and he bought me cotton candy. I was having such a great time. I wanted to return the favor because of how good he made me feel at the dance.
"The two of us found a private area behind a ride. There was nothing there besides a dumpster and some trash laying around. I got on my knees in the dirt and the next thing I knew, his cock was in my mouth. I had never given a blowjob before. His shaft felt so good in my mouth, it was warm and pulsing.
"I sucked on Ron for a few minutes while he alternated between holding my head and reaching down my shirt to grab my tits. Finally, he grunted and shot a load in my mouth. It tasted so good, it was so warm and sticky. I happily ate his cum before pulling off him and smiling up at him. Only he looked horrified.
"There was a middle aged couple looking at us barely ten feet away. The wife looked disgusted, while the husband just gave Ron a thumbs up. That pissed the wife off and she grabbed her husband's hand and dragged him away. That was my most public sexual act!"
Lexi, Hazel, Ashley, and I all start clapping when Marcia finishes her story. The embarrassed girl stands up and takes a bow before returning to her seat. From the way her nipples are denting her bikini top, Marcia is really turned on from having told that story.
"Now, it's my turn!" says Marcia, "Hazel, Truth or Dare?"
"Dare!" says Hazel with a smile. She picked Truth last round so she doesn't have a choice.
"Pull down your bikini bottoms and spank yourself!" Marcia says, "Then let each of us spank you once."
We all laugh as Hazel blushes and covers her eyes with her hands. The tan girl then flips over onto her hands and knees on the patio chair so that her bum is facing all of us. She reaches back and grabs her green bikini bottoms. One yank later and the green fabric is bunched up around her thighs, exposing her naked ass. A flash of pink can be seen between her legs. Hazel really is gorgeous, especially with that long brown ponytail.
Hazel raises her hand and brings it down on her ass. She doesn't hit herself very hard, which is probably why Marcia wants the rest of us to get involved.
"Do the other cheek!" Marcia instructs.
Hazel just shakes her head and spanks her other butt cheek. Then it is Marcia's turn. Marcia gets up and walks until she's behind Hazel. Marcia lets her hand fly and spanks Hazel hard. The tan girl's head jerks forward and she cries out in pain and pleasure. Ashley goes next, spanking Hazel twice, once on each cheek. Lexi does the same, and Hazel's ass is starting to turn red. It's my turn. I walk up behind Hazel and admire her tight ass. I'm not into girls, but my friend really is sexy as hell. I give Hazel one quick swat on the behind before returning to my chair. Hazel then pulls up her bikini bottoms and sits back down on her chair, wincing as her sensitive bum connects with the patio chair.
"I believe it is my turn now." Hazel says with an evil look in her eye. "Ashley, Truth or Dare?"
Ashley picked Dare last time, so she does have a choice. However, the confident blonde just looks at Hazel and announces "Dare!"
"Go inside and hook up with Kayla's dad!" Hazel says loudly.
Ashley and Marcia gasp, while Lexi and I look at each other and smile. This is exactly where we wanted things to go. Dad got a blowjob from Marcia, now he'll hopefully get to fuck Ashley. Then it's up to Lexi to arrange a threesome with her and Hazel. I've done my job; gave my dad a day to remember while helping Lexi get closer to my friends. Success!
"Are you sure you'll be okay with this, Lexi?" Ashley asks.
"I'm sure." replies Lexi. "Thank you for asking. I know I'm his number one. We've talked about stuff like this. He has his freedom."
"As long as you're sure.." Ashley trails off.
"I am. I promise." Lexi smiles at Ashley, "Go let him rock your world. You'll be glad you did!"
"Okay, then!" Ashley says, standing up with a huge smile on her face. "I'm off to get laid!"
Steven
After the blowjob from Marcia, I spend about half an hour actually working. Unfortunately, thinking about those hot eighteen year old girls playing Truth or Dare in their bikinis is a huge distraction. I end up switching off work and playing computer games for awhile. It's not as much fun as that blowjob, but still quite entertaining.
Soon there is a knock at the door. I turn to see Ashley standing in the doorway in her yellow bikini. Damn, her tits are huge. I smile and gesture for her to come in. The tall blonde sashays toward me and stops a couple feet away.
"Another Dare?" I ask.
"Yup!" Ashley confirms with a grin.
"I loved the picture earlier, by the way." I say.
"Thank you!" Ashley replies happily. "You'll get to see them in person soon."
"Oh yeah?" I ask, "That the Dare? Show me your boobs?"
"No, the Dare is to fuck you senseless." Ashley states in a confident voice, "Seeing my boobs is just part of that."
"I think I'll be the one to fuck you senseless." I say with confidence as I stand up from my chair and walk over to stand right in front of Ashley.
"Really think you can keep up with me, old man?" Ashley asks as she lightly trails her fingers along my chest.
"We'll find out." I answer, looking down at the blonde bombshell. "Get on your knees." I order firmly. Thank you, Lexi! I'll have to eat her out for an hour as repayment for this one.
Ashley smirks at me, her eyes never leaving mine as she sinks to her knees. She unbuckles my pants and yanks them, along with my boxers, to my knees. My erection bobs free and nearly smacks her in the face.
"I'm going to enjoy this big dick." she says, licking her lips.
The beautiful blonde grasps my shaft in one hand and starts stroking me. For about thirty seconds she jerks me off before deciding that I am rock hard and ready. The sexy blonde in the yellow bikini leans forward and opens her mouth. I let out an involuntary groan when her lips close on me and she flicks my mushroom head with her tongue.
Taking my groan as a victory, Ashley smiles around my shaft before she starts bobbing her head. It looks like this encounter will be a battle for control. I reach down and yank Ashley's bikini top down, allowing her massive tits to fall free.
Both my hands immediately go to her breasts and I pinch her nipples until she moans loudly around my dick. I then release her breasts and slap one hard, making both tits bounce and slap into each other.
For a couple minutes, I play with her tits. I squeeze each mound before pulling them apart as far as they'll go and releasing them. My hand grabs her nipple and stretches a tit out. Releasing the tit, I give her breast an open palmed slap. I then press her boobs together into the biggest cleavage I've ever seen.
The entire time, Ashley is gripping my thighs and rapidly bobbing her head on my dick. She can't take all of me, but not every girl can be a Lexi! However, she can definitely deep throat and take me much deeper than Marcia could. This is gonna be fun.
Abandoning her gorgeous titties, I grab Ashley by the head and proceed to fuck her face. The beautiful blonde holds my thighs tightly as she struggles to take my dick down her throat. I use her mouth like a pussy, humping my hips forward and burying my cock in her throat. Drool runs freely from Ashley's lips and she is actually able to take most of my length. Impressive.
After fucking her face for a couple minutes, I can feel the familiar feeling in my balls. I'm gonna cum. Good, she's gonna take my entire load in her slutty mouth. I twist my fingers in Ashley's blonde hair, holding her head still as I thrust my hips forward.
"Fuck!" I groan as cum bursts from my tip and splatters against the inside of Ashley's mouth.
Ashley coughs and gags as cum fills her cheeks. I can tell she isn't swallowing, so she probably plans to show me her cum-covered tongue. I can't wait to see it. I keep Ashley's face on my cock until the last of my orgasm drips out and onto her tongue.
Holding Ashley by the hair with one hand, I pull her off my cock and look down at her. She's on her knees with her big tits hanging out of her yellow bikini. The beautiful blonde is breathing heavily, a strand of drool dangling from her chin.
"Show me." I order.
Ashley obediently opens her mouth and shows me the cum on her tongue. I smirk and reach over to the desk with my free hand, grabbing my phone. I take a picture of Ashley on her knees, being held up by the hair. Her mouth open and cum dripping from her lips. Saving this one!
I toss my phone back on my desk and release her hair. Ashley then closes her lips and swallows my load in one big gulp. "Ah!" she says as she smacks her lips. The gorgeous eighteen year old then wipes her mouth before looking up at me with pride.
"That all you had for me?" she teases, "I thought you were gonna fuck me senseless!"
I smirk and grab my still-hard cock at the base. I slap her across the face several times with my dick as she looks at it in shock. She can't believe I'm still hard. "Oh, I am gonna fuck you senseless. I was just getting warmed up." I say.
Grabbing my shirt at the hem, I whip it off of my body. I then kick off my shoes and push my pants and boxers down to my ankles. Stepping out of my pants leaves me completely naked. I then reach over to my desk and push everything on it out of the way. Several items fall of the desk and go crashing to the floor. The entire time, Ashley stays on her knees, watching me. From glances over at her, I can tell she is admiring my naked body.
Reaching down, I grab the shocked girl around the waist and bodily lift her up. I park her pretty ass down on the edge of my desk and instruct her to lean back. When she complies, I grab Ashley's bikini bottoms and slide them down her smooth legs. Once they are off of her, I toss the bottoms into the corner of the room somewhere.
Ashley spreads her legs and I am greeted by the sight of an absolutely lovely pussy. She has delicate pink labia which are glistening with arousal. Unlike Lexi, Ashley keeps a small tuft of blonde pubic hair, proving that she is in fact, a natural blonde.



I kneel on the floor in front of the desk, putting her pussy at eye level. I then grasp Ashley's thighs and lean in.
"Oh, fuck!" Ashley cries out as I take my first lick of her pussy. Every girl loves to be eaten out!
She leans back on my desk and buries her hands in my hair as I push my tongue in and out of her pussy, basically fucking the girl with my tongue. I then switch and target her clit, wrapping my lips around it and sucking on the little nub.
After licking Ashley for a few minutes, I decide to bring my fingers into the mix. I release her thigh and push two fingers up her sopping cunt. Ashley goes wild. She holds my face against her pussy and starts bucking her hips while begging me to eat her and make her cum.
Thirty seconds later, Ashley gets her wish. I curl my fingers up against her G-spot as my tongue flicks her clit. I can feel her back arch as she lets out a genuine scream of pleasure. Her hands are gripping my head so hard it is almost painful.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Ashley announces.
Before Ashley can come down from the orgasmic high, I pull away from her pussy and climb up onto the desk. I straddle her chest and place my cock between the valley of her big tits. Ashley looks up at me and licks her lips as I wrap her breasts around my hard dick.
I proceed to fuck her tits with vigor. They are so warm and soft around my cock, I know I won't last long. Each time I thrust up through Ashley's cleavage, she leans forward to lick the tip of my cock. Fuck, this girl was built for titty-fucks. I fuck her tits and squeeze her big boobs around my dick for several minutes, until I can't take it anymore. Letting out a massive grunt, I shoot cum up Ashley's neck so it splatters onto her face. I then pull my cock out of her cleavage and stand up taller so that I can aim my dick downward and coat her massive breasts with my seed. Several shots hit her bikini top as well, which is still bunched up below her tits.
"Get up." I say after I get off of Ashley and stand on the floor beside the desk, "I want a picture of your cum-covered face and tits.
"Yes, sir!" Ashley chirps as she sits up. She hops off the desk and drops to her knees. Reaching behind herself, Ashley unties her bikini top and discards it.
I aim my phone at the girl and take a close-up of her cum-covered face. I then zoom out to get her tits in the shot. A third picture is a full-body image. Even from that distance, cum can be seen glistening on her face and tits.
It turns out that Ashley is enjoying the photo shoot. She spins around to show me her bare ass and looks over her shoulder as I take another picture. She then sits on my desk chair and spreads her legs so I can get a few shots of her pussy. I see that I have a picture message from Kayla, but I have no time to look at it now.
When our impromptu photo shoot is complete, I look over at Ashley and watch cum drip down her body. "You should probably get cleaned up before we continue," I say, "There's a bathroom down the hall."
"Be right back, and then we'll see if you can handle me." Ashley says as she stands up and walks toward the door. Just as she's leaving, Ashley reaches back and slaps her own ass for my viewing pleasure. Damn, this girl is great.
While I'm waiting for Ashley to come back, I sit back and pop open a beer from the mini fridge in my office. I then send Lexi a text, thanking her for being such a great girlfriend and telling her I am having an amazing time. A winking emoji is her only response.
A few minutes later, a naked Ashley walks back into my office. Her face and chest are completely clean and I admire her nude frame. Ashley poses for me and runs a hand up her body until she is squeezing a big tit. I smirk as she walks back over to me and sits in my lap.
Ashley wraps her arms around me and shoves her tongue down my throat. For several minutes we make out, hands exploring each others bodies. Once my dick is fully erect, I swat her butt to indicate that she should stand up. I then turn her to face my desk and bend her over it. Ashley rests her elbows on my desk as she looks straight ahead and wiggles her butt at me. Gripping her hips tightly, I slot myself at her entrance and push inside.
"Holy shit, you're big!" Ashley grunts when I am fully embedded in her warm folds.
I reach around Ashley's body and grab two handfuls of her tits. Using her boobs as handholds, I begin to thrust into her tight pussy again and again. Ashley tosses her head back and moans like a porn star as she takes my dick.
Eventually, the angle becomes difficult, so I release Ashley's tits and grab her by the hips. I resume thrusting, at a faster pace this time. Soon, I feel Ashley's pussy convulse around my cock. From this and her moans, I know she is having an intense orgasm.
"Fuck yeah, cum on my dick!" I say as I spank her ass.
"Again!" Ashley groans, "Hit me again!"
I spank her bum again, making Ashley cry out. Next, I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair. I yank her head back hard, causing her back to arch and her tits to push out from her chest. Using my grip on her hair and hip, I resume fucking Ashley from behind at a steady pace.
"How's that feel?" I ask as I slam my dick all the way inside her.
"So. Fucking. Good!" Ashley moans in a whiny voice.
"Yeah?" I ask, "You like being my little slut?"
"Yes!" Ashley cries out as her body tenses and she cums on my cock again, "I love being your little slut!"
I release Ashley's hair and grip her ass in both hands. With my grip on her ass, I hold her still while I piston my dick in and out of her tight snatch. Looking down, I admire the sight of Ashley's pussy lips spreading around my shaft. Just above her pussy is her tight asshole, and I know what I want to do next.
"Ever taken it up the ass?" I ask as I drill her from behind.
"Ah, ah, ungh, no. Never." Ashley says as she shakes her blonde head, "Always, ah, wanted to! But, ah, I've been, ah, too afraid of the pain."
"Do you want to now?" I ask, squeezing her butt cheeks for emphasis.
She doesn't answer for a minute and I can tell she's thinking it over. I bury my cock to the hilt inside her pussy and rotate my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls. The result is another intense moan coming out of Ashley's mouth.
I slowly ease my dick out of her pussy, causing Ashley to let out a moan as she feels her vaginal lips close. I use my mushroom head to stimulate her clit for several seconds before moving further up to rest my tip right against the entrance to her asshole.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Ashley moans, "Um, okay, do it! Stick it up my ass!"
Now that I have permission, I grip Ashley's hips and shove until the tip of my cock pops into her tight bottom. Fuck, her ass is so tight and warm, I can't wait to start fucking it.
"Holy shit!" Ashley screeches, her hands reaching forward to grip the end of the desk with desperate fingers.
She is breathing rapidly, her tits pressing into the desk as she struggles to accept my length. I grip her hips tightly and push. More and more of my cock slowly buries its way up her bum. I can hear Ashley grunting loudly.
"How's it feel?" I ask.
"It's so fucking big!" Ashley cries out, "Oh my God, oh my God!"
I stay fully seated inside her asshole, my balls resting against her pussy as she gets used to having me up her butt. Her tight anus is squeezing my entire length and I can't help but let out a moan myself. Finally, Ashley lets out a breath, blowing a strand of blonde hair out of her face, and speaks.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" she begs.
Needing no further encouragement, I grip Ashley's hips and start to thrust my cock in and out of her ass. She's really getting into it; I can feel Ashley thrust her hips back to meet my movements. She is grunting and groaning, but I can tell it is out of pure pleasure now. A hot, blonde eighteen year old with big tits who loves it up the ass? Yes, please!
Ashley lifts her body up slightly so she can reach between her legs and rub her clit while I butt fuck her. My cock is throbbing at the feeling of her tight ass surrounding my dick. It feels so good, I groan in pleasure as I look down at her bum, taking in the sight of my cock spreading her open. At the same time, I listen to the gorgeous blonde moaning loudly as she takes it up the ass. I can tell we are both getting close to an orgasm.
"Are you gonna cum in my ass?" Ashley asks with a grunt.
"Yes." I confirm.
"Fuck! Cum in my ass! Cum for me! Fuck, fill my ass!" Ashley thrusts her hips back to embed my cock all the way up her ass. "I'm cumming, oh God, I'm cumming!"
Just as Ashley's orgasm begins, I grab her hips tightly and hold my cock all the way up her ass. My dick swells as I explode up her butt. She screams and begs me to fill her ass with cum while I keep groaning and shooting. Eventually, my orgasm stops and I lean forward to rest my sweaty chest against Ashley's bare back.
I reach between us and grab my cock at the base. Sitting back up again, I slowly ease my cock out of Ashley's bum. I can see her ass close up again as soon as my dick exits her body. A small trickle of cum is starting to leak out of her ass. For her part, Ashley is barely standing, resting her entire upper body on the desk. One hand is between her legs still, while the other is stretched out in front of her, still holding onto the edge of the desk.
My hand lightly caresses her butt as Ashley moans weakly. After a minute, she slowly slides off the desk and lands on the floor. She's on her side with one arm supporting her upper body and her legs are bent. Ashley looks up at me, with sweaty hair clinging to her face.
"I guess I should clean up again." Ashley says, breathing heavily as her tits rise and fall.
"You should," I say, "my cum is leaking out of your ass."
Kayla
"What should we do while Ashley's getting boned?" Hazel asks.
"You could always go join them, Hazel!" Marcia suggests with a smirk.
"Does everyone want me to do a threesome with Kayla's dad?" asks Hazel as she shakes her head.
"Yes!" Marcia, Lexi, and I all shout at the same time.
"Maybe next weekend with Lexi." Hazel says, licking her lips.
"You're really gonna do it?" I ask as Lexi grins happily.
"Maybe?" Hazel admits with a blush, "I know I don't have to worry about doing anything with Lexi, and I'm comfortable with her. Plus, Steven is so fucking hot!"
"A daughter doesn't need to hear such things!" I laugh.
"Oh, forget it Kayla." says Lexi, "We all know you like hearing about your dad's exploits.
"Fuck you!" I say jokingly as I shake my head.
"That was her agreeing with you." Marcia giggles.
We end up deciding to sunbathe for a little while longer. Marcia and Hazel both remove their bikini tops, leaving all four of us topless. Four pairs of breasts stare straight up at the sky as we enjoy the feeling of the sun on our young bodies. Eventually, we turn over onto our stomachs to sun our backs as well.
Once we've gotten enough sun, Lexi stands up with a smile "I know what we should do now!"
"Oh yeah?" Hazel asks, "What's that?"
"Skinny dipping!" Lexi shouts as she starts walking over to the pool and bends at the waist. The cute redhead slides her bikini bottoms down her smooth legs, flashing us her bare bottom. She then breaks into a run and does a perfect dive into the deep end of the pool.
"Works for me!" Hazel says as she lifts her bum and slides her bikini bottoms down her legs and off. I can see that Hazel really is tan all over. She then stands up and undoes her ponytail before doing a cannonball into the water. Her long brown hair getting soaked with water.
"I'm in! Let's go Kayla!" Marcia says as she likewise stands up and slides out of her bottoms. Like me, Marcia is completely shaven. I watch as she also jumps into the pool, leaving three naked girls to swim around in the pool.
I pick up my phone and snap a picture of the three girls naked in the pool. I send the photo to my dad so he can get a nice view of six breasts bobbing in the water. Lucky bastard. He still isn't getting a shot of me though!
Putting my phone down, I stand up and slide my bikini bottoms down my legs. I giggle and blush when Hazel, Lexi, and Marcia wolf-whistle at my naked body. Sticking out my tongue, I blow a raspberry before taking a running leap into the pool. A huge splash hits the other three girls, making them laugh.
The four of us girls splash around in the pool for awhile. None of us is into girls, so we stay away from each others pussies, but grabbing a butt or boob? All in good fun! I laugh when Lexi wraps her arms around me from behind and squeezes my tits in her hands while calling out "Honk, honk!" I respond by lifting the small girl to the surface of the water and tossing her up slightly so she falls underneath the surface.
Lexi hops out of the water at one point and walks, completely nude, over to the table where she left her phone. She texts my dad and says that he is having an amazing time. We all giggle and talk about how great a time Ashley must be having. Even I join in, knowing how big my dad's dick is now. Lexi then puts her phone down and jumps back into the water. We are splashing around and playing in the pool for so long that we don't realize how much time has passed.
"Oh, fun!" a female voice says, "Skinny dipping!"
We look over and see Ashley standing at the edge of the pool in her yellow bikini. She has a happy 'just fucked' expression on her face as she looks at us dreamily. "Your dad is even better than you said." Ashley says to Lexi, "He fucked me senseless."
"He's good!" Lexi laughs, "Are you going to join us?"
"You bet!" Ashley reaches behind herself and undoes her bikini top. She tosses the top away before hooking her thumbs into her bikini bottoms and sliding them down her legs. Stepping out of her bottoms, Ashley hops into the water to join us.
Now that Ashley is with us, the five of us go back to splashing around in the pool. We do this for another hour before deciding to get some more sun. The five of us remain nude as we lay on patio chairs to get all-over tans. Not that Hazel needs it! Lexi is wearing sunscreen so that her pale skin doesn't burn. She doesn't tan, but she can enjoy the sun on her skin like the rest of us.
We sunbathe until dinnertime and change into our regular clothes. The five of us head inside and join my dad for dinner. He is happy that the five of us had a fun bonding experience. We all laugh over the antics of Truth or Dare, teasing Marcia, Ashley and my dad.
After dinner, Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia head home. We all agree to meet up at school tomorrow. Then Dad, Lexi, and I sit down on the couch and watch a movie. I smile when I notice Dad and Lexi cuddling on the couch. They're so sweet. I text David, telling him that I miss him and can't wait to see him tomorrow. He replies saying the same thing.
At one point, Lexi whispers something to my dad, who nods and gets up. "I'll let you two relax together a little while longer. I'll be in the master bedroom reading if you need me."
"Okay. Love you, Daddy." I say as Lexi kisses Dad and he leaves the room.
"Did you want to talk to me about something alone?" I ask Lexi.
"Yes." Lexi states simply as she reaches into her pocket and pulls out a USB flash drive. "This is the drive with all the files Keith gave my parents."
"Okay..." I say, unsure of where she's going with this.
"Everything on this drive is why you didn't want me to be with your dad." Lexi explains.
"Lexi..." I begin.
"I know, I know." Lexi interrupts, "We're past that. I know it, and I'm glad."
"Then why...?" I trail off.
"Why bring it up?" Lexi asks. "Because this is a part of my past. I need to see it. I need to see what he recorded without my knowledge."
"Okay..." I say.
"And I can't face it alone." Lexi says. "I want you to watch with me."
"Are you sure?" I ask.
"Yes, I'm sure." Lexi nods, "I need you for this."
I reach over and take Lexi's hand. "Then you have me." I say, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze.
The two of us head over to my room and start up my laptop. Once the laptop is booted up, Lexi inserts the USB drive into the computer. The drive doesn't have any word documents or anything like that, it's just a collection of pictures and videos.
Looking at the pictures first, I see a lot that Lexi probably did send herself. Ones of her spreading her legs and fingering herself, topless shots that were clearly taken by her. There are also a few of her giving head and getting fucked. One particularly intense one shows Lexi nude on her back as a guy buries his cock up her cunt.
I'm shocked by what I'm seeing. Without even thinking about it, or asking Lexi if she's ready, I open one of the videos at random. It's clearly a cell phone video taken from a guy's point of view. He is on his knees on the bed and standing over Lexi. She is on all fours on the bed and the guy's free hand is holding her head to make her suck him.
"Suck it, Bitch!" the male voice says as the hand forces Lexi to deep throat. Lexi's eyes are glazed over and it doesn't even look like she knows what she's doing. "Take two cocks at once like the cum dump you are!"
The camera pans back and I can see that a guy is holding onto Lexi's hips and fucking her up the ass. The asshole with the phone, who I can only assume is Keith, angles the camera even higher to show the guy fucking Lexi from behind. There on the screen, fucking Lexi up the ass, is David.
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Kayla
My head is spinning, this can't be real. This video can't be real. I'm not watching a recording of my boyfriend David fucking my friend Lexi. Except, I am; David is right there on the laptop screen, fucking Lexi up the ass while another guy uses her mouth. I can't breathe. My chest rises and falls as I desperately try and catch my breath. I want to turn it off. I have to turn it off. I can't move, I can't look away.
Lexi is likewise frozen, and the two of us watch the video in stunned silence. The guy Lexi is being forced to suck is holding the camera and he keeps switching the angle in order to get as much as possible in the video. They are both being so rough with her. Keith, the guy in Lexi's mouth, pulls his cock from between her lips and slaps her across the face. Lexi's eyes are so glazed over, I don't even think she knows what's happening to her, or who is inside her.
"Take my cock, you dumb slut!" David groans as he grips Lexi's hips and buries his dick all the way up her ass.
Lexi's mouth is hanging open and she is staring up at the phone camera with a blank look on her face. Keith uses his grip on her red hair to force his cock back in her mouth and all the way down her throat. Once again, Lexi is being taken at both ends. Keith slams his hips into Lexi's face, fucking her mouth as if it were a pussy, all while David is fucking her up the bum.
"Ah, fuck!" David groans as he buries his dick up Lexi's ass and holds it there. I can tell he is blowing his load up Lexi's back door.
As soon as David finishes cumming, he pulls out of Lexi's ass and gives her butt a rough slap. "Thanks, Bitch." he says.
Lexi stays on her hands and knees, completely nude, while Keith fucks her face. He doesn't last much longer and soon pulls out of Lexi's eighteen year old mouth. He releases her auburn hair so he can stroke his cock and aim it right at her face. A rope of cum shoots from his tip and splatters up Lexi's face, landing in her hair. A second shot goes in her open mouth. Keith's cock squirts twice more, coating Lexi's face. She is absolutely covered; semen is dripping down her nose while another rope has plastered her eye shut.
Keith zooms right in on Lexi's face as he speaks from behind the camera. "I give you, Alexis: The Cum Dump!"
Drool and cum are running from Lexi's lips as she stares vacantly up at the camera with her green eyes. For several seconds, the camera stays on Lexi's face, before the video finally ends. Lexi reaches over and closes out of the video player on the laptop before looking over at me in horror.
David, my boyfriend of over six months, had sex with Lexi. He took my virginity once I turned eighteen. I thought he was a virgin, too. In the couple weeks since, I've given him a lot of sex. Even sent him nudes. Now I find out that he probably paid Keith to fuck Lexi, like so many other guys. That is how Lexi got her reputation; Keith got her high on pills and took money to have sex with her. Lexi's self-esteem was non-existent and she even started fucking guys on her own.
Everything changed when Lexi hooked up with my dad, Steven, at my birthday pool party last weekend. He showed her that she was more than three holes and a pair of tits. I was against their relationship at first and even confronted her at a party. Over time though, I came to realize that Lexi is a good person and would never hurt my dad.
Lexi ended up telling Keith to fuck off, and he was not pleased. In revenge, he sent a USB flash drive full of pictures and videos of Lexi having sex to her parents. Her parents then kicked her out of the house, so Lexi moved in with us. Good thing my dad is so wealthy, it makes everything easier.
David has been against my dad's relationship with Lexi since the beginning. I couldn't understand why. At first, I thought that he just believed it to be creepy; an age difference of twenty-two years. I guess I can understand that, but David was so against it, that didn't seem right. Now I know the truth; David has been against Dad's relationship with Lexi because he never wanted me to find out that he fucked her!
I can hear my name being called in the distance, but it's so far away that I don't respond. This isn't real, none of this can be real. I am lost in my own world and don't respond to anyone or anything. At least until I can feel someone shaking my shoulder.
"Kayla!" Lexi exclaims, tears running down her face.
"When was this made?" I ask.
"I-I don't know." Lexi admits, "Probably about three months ago. It can't be more than six months old, since that's when I turned eighteen and all of this started."
"So, David and I were definitely together when this happened." I am forced to admit.
"Yeah..." Lexi trails off.
"Did you know?" I ask Lexi in a raspy voice.
"No!" Lexi insists as she shakes her head rapidly, "I swear, I had no idea! I was so fucked up, half the time I had no idea who was using me! You have to believe me!"
"It's okay." I mumble as I lean over and rest my head on Lexi's shoulder. "I believe you."
Moments later, I am sobbing in Lexi's arms like a little girl while my entire body shakes. She runs her fingers through my raven hair as she tries to soothe me. For about half an hour, I am completely inconsolable. Eventually, I calm down enough to wipe the tears from my eyes and look up at Lexi.
"I thought he loved me." I say with a sniffle.
"I know," Lexi replies as she brushes a lock of hair out of my face, "I know."
"W-what now?" I ask.
"Well, I'd suggest breaking up with him." Lexi says with a sad smile.
I let out a sad giggle as another tear slips from my eye and runs down my cheek. "He was my first. My first and only."
Lexi leans in and kisses the top of my head "And he wasn't who you thought he was. I understand that pain."
"I know you do." I reply, my body shaking slightly.
"Do you need anything?" Lexi asks.
"I think I need to be alone right now." I answer.
"Okay," Lexi says, "I'll let you get some rest."
I slip out of Lexi's arms and shakily get to my feet. Reaching behind my back and under my shirt, I unhook my bra. I pull my bra out of my sleeve and toss it aside. Next, I unbutton my pants and push them down my legs. Wearing just a t-shirt and panties, I climb into bed.
"I'll see you in the morning." Lexi says as she leans down and kisses my forehead, "Are you going to school?"
"Yes." I say, "I have to dump David in person."
"Right, sorry." Lexi mumbles.
"None of this is your fault, Lexi." I answer as I snuggle into bed.
"It feels like it is." Lexi says as she wipes away her own tears.
"I know," I respond, "and I know you've made some decisions you regret. We all have. The worst of it was out of your control. Daivd probably went to Keith and offered him money. You had no idea what was going on, he would just bring guys into the room, you said so yourself. None of this is your fault. I promise."
"Thank you." Lexi says as she takes the USB flash drive out of the computer and starts heading towards the door.
"Lexi?" I call out.
"Yes?" she responds, turning just before exiting my room.
"I'm glad you and my dad found each other." I tell her. I mean it, too. Lexi really has become my best friend. No offense meant to Hazel, but it's the truth.
"So am I." Lexi answers with a grin.
"I love you." I say.
"I love you, too." she smiles.
Steven
After dinner, I start walking to my bedroom, intending to retire for the night. Lexi told me during the meal that she wanted some bonding time with Kayla, and I'm happy to give it to her. It makes me happy that my girlfriend and my daughter are getting along so well.
When I reach my bedroom, I kick off my shoes by the door and start getting ready for bed. I place my socks, shirt, and pants into the hamper and head over to my dresser for a pair of lounge pants. Once I'm dressed for bed, I fire up the computer to relax for awhile.
I do answer a few more emails, but my time working is short. The call of computer games is more alluring, especially on a Sunday evening. For an hour or so, I play, killing enemies and completing quests. It's quite fun. Not as fun as sex with Lexi, but still pretty good.
As if answering my thoughts, Lexi walks into the bedroom. I look over at her and smile. My face falls when I realize there are tears on her face. I thought she had been bonding with Kayla? What could have happened?
"What's wrong?" I ask, immediately getting to my feet and walking over to her.
Lexi doesn't answer at first, instead choosing to bury her face in my bare chest. I wrap my arms around her and hold her as she sobs. One hand rubs her back while my other buries into her auburn hair. I coo softly to her until she calms down enough to speak.
"I wanted to be free of my past." Lexi says.
"You are free of it, my love." I respond as I kiss the top of her head.
"No, I'm not free." Lexi shakes her head against me, "I'm still causing pain."
"What do you mean?" I ask.
Lexi takes a step back from me and reaches into her pocket. She pulls out a USB flash drive and shows it to me. I recognize it instantly. It's the same drive that Keith Strulk sent to Lexi's parents. The one full of pictures and videos of her having sex. It got her kicked out of the house, which resulted in her moving in with Kayla and I.
"I wanted to watch the videos so I could see the things I did and move on from my past." Lexi explains, "I couldn't face it alone, and I couldn't ask you to watch me like that, so I asked Kayla to watch with me."
"Okay, I understand that." I say with a nod.
"I was so fucked up, there are guys I don't remember sleeping with." Lexi says with a sob.
I resist the urge to draw her back into my arms and wait for Lexi to continue speaking. She looks so small and fragile, all I want to do is hold her and make all her suffering go away forever. I wish I could.
"One of the guys who paid Keith to fuck me..." Lexi takes a deep breath, "was David."
My eyes go wide in shock "That can't be!" Even as I say that, plans for killing David go through my mind. I imagine my hands around his neck and I can feel my temperature rising.
"It's all here." Lexi holds up the USB flash drive. "You can watch if you don't believe me."
"I believe you." I assure her as I take a deep breath to try and calm down. "I'm just in shock. How is Kayla?"
"Upset, understandably." Lexi answers, "She cried quite a bit."
"I should go talk to her." I say."
"No, she says she wants to be alone right now." Lexi tells me.
"I can respect that." I nod, "I'll leave her alone for tonight."
"Thank you." Lexi says.
"You're very protective of her now, I see." I say with a smile.
"Well, she is my boyfriend's daughter." Lexi smiles before wiping away her tears.
"I love you." I say.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies as she leans up to peck my lips.
"Do you want to stay home from school tomorrow?" I ask, "I could take the day off and we'll spend it together."
"Oh, I want to." Lexi says with a sigh, "but Kayla is dumping David tomorrow. I should be there for her."
"I understand." I confirm.
"I know you do." Lexi smiles and kisses me again, "You love us both."
"I do. Very much." I then gesture towards the USB drive "Maybe you should throw that away?" I suggest.
"No." Lexi says firmly. She walks around me and opens a drawer in my desk. She then places the drive inside before closing the drawer. "I'll watch the rest at some point. Just not tonight."
"If that's what you want to do, I support you." I say.
"I knew you would." Lexi says with a smile as she walks back over to me and gives me a tight hug.
"Do you want to head to bed early?" I ask as I hug her back.
"You don't wanna fool around?" Lexi asks, looking up at me with her pretty green eyes.
My hand lowers to squeeze her ass as I smirk down at Lexi. "I do, I just didn't think you'd be in the mood after what just happened."
"I'm always in the mood to get fucked." Lexi licks her lips seductively as she pushes her ass back against my hand.
"I noticed that." I say happily. I lower my other hand so that I am now holding her butt with both hands, then I squeeze her tight ass cheeks from outside her jean shorts.
"It's who I am." Lexi says, "I've been thinking a lot about my sexuality lately."
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Yes." Lexi answers as she presses her body against mine and gazes directly into my eyes, "I love being called a slut. I love to be just grabbed and taken. Keith may have coerced me into doing things I was uncomfortable with, but I've always been a slut. Now? Now I'm only a slut for you. You can have me any time you want me. You can take me anywhere. Just grab me and shove it in whichever hole you want. I'm yours."
Using my grip on her ass, I pull Lexi tight against me. I can feel her breasts pressing into my bare chest, with only her shirt and bra between us. "Then get on your knees, slut." I whisper in her ear.
"Yes, sir." Lexi purrs. She pecks my lips before seductively dropping to her knees, her eyes never leaving mine.
My favorite redhead reaches for the waistband of my lounge pants with her delicate fingers. With one quick yank, Lexi pulls my pants and boxers down to my ankles, freeing my flaccid penis. She then takes my dick in her hand and leans forward while opening her mouth. I let out a breath when I feel the warm confines of her mouth around me.
Lexi massages my balls with one hand while her other sucks on my rapidly hardening cock. As sexy as she is naked, watching Lexi on her knees in jean shorts and a t-shirt is quite pleasing. I can feel my shaft elongating between her pink lips as she bobs her auburn head. She is making the cutest slurping noises, and in mere seconds I am fully erect and throbbing.
Holding my shaft in one hand, Lexi pulls her mouth off of me and slaps both sides of her face with my dick. Her lips pucker up and she kisses as much cock-flesh as she can. She then licks up, first one side of my shaft, then the other.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi moans as she slaps her lips with my mushroom head.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I reply as I reach down and squeeze one of her covered breasts.
"This beautiful cock is going to get more sex than it can handle." Lexi says as she peppers my tip with kisses. "I'm going to invite all my friends over and watch as you fuck them." she continues before taking my mushroom head between her lips and running her tongue all over it. "Maybe someday, you'll watch me rolling around with another girl and shower us both with cum." she strokes me rapidly as she looks up at me with innocent green eyes "Would you like that?"
"Oh fuck, yes." I moan as I bury my hands in Lexi's auburn hair.
"I'll never touch another guy." Lexi promises as she takes the first three inches of my dick in her mouth and gives it a few quick sucks.
"But I'll suck and fuck you every day." she vows, "I'll drain these balls of all their yummy cum."
Lexi places her hands on my thighs and takes my entire dick down her throat in one quick motion. She gags loudly, drool running from her lips as she swallows around my shaft. Fuck, her teen throat feels so damn good.
She holds the deep throat for as long as she can before pulling off my dick and gasping for breath. Lexi then grasps my shaft at the hilt and slaps her face with it again. "I want your cum all over me."
Her tiny hand finds my balls again, and she starts massaging them as she bobs her head on the first few inches of my dick before pulling off briefly "I want it on my face." she takes me in her mouth and sucks a few more times. "I want it on my tits." Another suck. "I want it all over my butt and back." she takes me in her mouth and bobs her head rapidly as I twist my fingers in her hair.
"I want it in my pussy." she says the next time she pulls off my throbbing erection. She then kisses the tip and puts me right back in her mouth. "I want it up my ass." Lexi says, removing my length from her mouth once more.
Lexi looks into my eyes as she grips both my thighs "And I want it in my mouth." she says before inhaling my cock once more.
I know what she wants without her saying it. I hold her head tightly with both hands and thrust my hips into her face. A strand of drool dangles from her chin as I fuck Lexi's face. She is making the sexiest gagging and gurgling sounds while I use her face like a pussy.
"Close." I grunt.
That is the only warning I give as I start shooting. Lexi squeals happily around my shaft, her cheeks puffing out as cum fills them. I groan and moan her name, continuing to squirt cum between her lips. Each jet seems to make Lexi moan louder and suck harder. Only when my orgasm finishes do I release her head.
Lexi pulls off my cock and tilts her head back. The sexy redhead gapes her mouth open to show me the cum on her tongue. I feel myself hardening again as I watch her swirl her tongue around the pool of semen. She then closes her mouth and gives a deliberate swallow. "Mmm, cum." she says, smacking her lips. "I love cum!"
"Holy shit." I grunt, breathing heavily.
I step out of my pants and boxers, leaving myself completely naked. I then reach out with both hands and help Lexi to her feet. She gives me a coy smile, which lights up her freckled face, then bites her lower lip and looks at me seductively.
"Sit on the bed." she whispers.
I immediately comply and sit my ass down on the bed as Lexi walks over to my computer desk. Taking out her phone, Lexi starts some upbeat music playing and sets the phone down on my desk. She then sashays to the center of the room and starts her strip tease.
Lexi begins by standing sideways with her bum sticking out as she moves her hips to the music while running her hands down her sides. She then slides one hand up her body until her fingers are lightly brushing her lip. Sliding a finger into her mouth, she sucks on it like she would a cock while rolling her eyes up sexily. Holy shit, I'm rock hard.
As the song picks up, the clothes start to come off. Lexi slowly peels off her shirt before making a show of tossing it aside. She sticks out her jean short-covered bum and smacks it before running her hands along her bare sides again. Next, she reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. She slides the straps off her shoulders and holds the cups over her breasts. Giving me a sexy wink, Lexi lets the bra fall to the floor but keeps her hands over her tits so I can't see her nipples.
She does a sexy spin, her auburn hair flying about her face. Once she is facing me again, Lexi slowly releases her breasts and runs her hands down her sides, allowing me to see her beautiful tits. After some more dancing, Lexi unbuttons her jean shorts and slides them down her smooth legs. With a kick, the shorts go flying into a corner of the room.
I get a lap dance next and let my hands roam up to her breasts as Lexi gyrates in my lap while only wearing a pair of panties. Grabbing her ass, I lean forward and take one of her nipples in my mouth. Lexi moans as I suck on her tit and grips my head, holding it to her chest. As the next song starts, Lexi leans down and whispers to me, telling me all the dirty things that she is going to do. How she is going to suck my dick, how she's going to bend over and spread her cheeks for me, how she is gonna hold her legs back so I can shove it up her cunt.
"I'm gonna line up three beautiful eighteen year old girls and let you fuck them each in turn while I watch." Lexi promises as she dances in my lap.



For the rest of the song, the sexy redhead grinds on top of my erection while I explore her body with my hands. Like I've said before, this girl really does have the softest skin. The entire time Lexi is moaning and whispering naughty promises of threesomes and watching her roll around with another girl.
When the third song starts, Lexi hops out of my lap and walks backwards to the middle of the room. She starts dancing to the music again, showing off her tight, young body. Lexi spins around and grabs her pantie-clad butt cheeks in both hands before turning to face me again and resuming her dance.
My mouth is practically watering when Lexi hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. With a sexy swing of her hips, she eases the underwear down her toned legs. She does a high kick to discard her underwear and I see a flash of her pink pussy as her panties soar by my ear and land on the floor next to my bed. Our bed.
Lexi dances naked for another song; there is nothing like watching a naked eighteen year old bounce around for you. Her dance is amazing; she runs her hands along her body while swaying her hips, she squeezes her tits, she turns around and shakes her ass for me. When the song ends and another begins, Lexi sashays over to me. Standing right in front of me, Lexi places her hands on my knees and spreads my legs. With music playing, she gets on her knees between my legs and bends her head over my lap to suck my erection into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck." I moan, throwing my head back as my hands bury in her auburn hair.
I can feel Lexi smile around my thickness as she starts bobbing her head in my lap. My fingers twist in her hair and I am already leaking pre-cum into her mouth. That dance got me so hot, my cock is throbbing with desire for this gorgeous creature.
Lexi pulls off my cock and holds it in her hand, "Would you be jealous if I fucked a girl?" she asks as she starts taking long licks of my shaft.
"No, I'd like to see that." I say as my fingers stroke her face. "Do you want to fuck a girl?"
Lexi shrugs before planting a big, wet kiss on my mushroom head. "I never have before, but the idea of doing something that would turn you on so much makes me wet. So, maybe? I get the feeling Hazel would be into it."
"Y-you have my permission to fuck a girl." I say with a shudder as Lexi closes her mouth around me once more.
For a couple more minutes, Lexi sucks me, moaning and gagging around my shaft. The sexy minx abruptly stops, pulling off of my cock and standing up with a mischievous smile. She then straddles me on the bed while I am still sitting on the edge with my feet on the floor. Lexi reaches between us and takes my shaft in her hands. I grip her hips as she runs my tip along her labia before slowly easing her body down onto me.
"Fuck." we both groan at the same time when Lexi is fully penetrated.
I grip her ass in both hands as she slowly begins to ride me. Her pussy is so tight and wet, I can feel her gripping my cock like a vice. I lean forward and take a nipple in my mouth as Lexi bounces in my lap. She moans and buries her fingers in my hair, holding my head to her breast.
For several minutes, Lexi gyrates on my lap before tensing up and announcing her orgasm. She throws her head back and cries out while I feel her pussy convulsing around my shaft. Over and over again she groans that her pussy is mine.
I feel close to cumming, but Lexi surprises me by pulling on my hair until I release her nipple. She then looks into my eyes with passion. The entire time she is still riding me, but I can feel the intensity in her gaze, which stops my orgasm.
"I'm a slut, I'm your slut." Lexi says.
"You're my slut." I reply, squeezing her ass tightly.
"Punish me." she whispers urgently.
"What?" I ask, surprised.
Lexi takes my face in her hands and looks into my eyes. She is still riding me, and from the increased speed of her panting, Lexi isn't far from another orgasm. "You need to punish me!"
"Why?" I whisper back.
"I've done bad things, I want to be punished." Lexi slams her hips down onto my lap, "Oh, fuck!" she groans as her eyes roll back and her pussy clamps down on my erection. She's cumming, hard. She tenses and her mouth opens in a silent scream before she shakes several times.
Still riding the orgasmic high, Lexi runs her fingers along my face "I need you to be rough with me tonight. Please." she begs, her eyes wide. "I need it."
In response, I grip Lexi's hips and lift her off of me. I then have her lay across my lap while I stay seated on the edge of the bed with my feet on the floor. I grab Lexi's ass with both hands and play with her butt cheeks for a few moments before lifting one hand and slapping her bum.
"Harder!" Lexi cries out as her tiny body jerks forward.
I spank her other cheek, harder this time. Her butt cheek ripples from the force of the impact. I can see it start to turn red almost instantly, and at first, I'm afraid I may have hurt her.
"Harder!" Lexi grunts again.
Nodding, I immediately comply and spank her first cheek again. Lexi cries out in pleasure and I can tell she is really enjoying this. So, I spank her again. And again. And again. At the last slap, her body tenses up and her toes curl. I can hear her let out a series of gasps and realize that she's actually cumming from this. I didn't even go near her pussy!
She wants me to be rough? I can do that. I grab a fistful of Lexi's hair and pull her up. She plants her little feet on the floor and lets me lift her until our faces are at eye level. I then shove my tongue down her throat. Lexi moans into my mouth as we make out for several minutes. Her hands are hanging limply at her sides as she lets me do whatever I want with her body. I maintain my grip on her hair while my other hand plays with her tits. Fuck, her skin is so soft.
After kissing for a few minutes, I stand up and guide Lexi by the hair. Then, using my grip on her hair, I toss her onto the bed. She lands on her belly with a squeal. The music is still playing as I get on the bed behind her, grab her hips, and pull her up into a doggystyle position. Then I'm inside her again.
Lexi throws her head back and moans as I start thrusting into her teen body. It's rough sex. I spank her ass, I grab her hair and yank her head back, I hold her hips and drill her as hard and fast as I can so that her tits bounce around and slap into each other. The entire time Lexi is moaning and begging for more "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she begs loudly.
"Whose pussy is it?!" I hiss into her ear as I hold her head back by the hair.
"It's your pussy!" she practically screams. "It's your pussy!"
"Damn right it is!" I say as I switch my grip to her hips so I can fuck her with a steady rhythm. "And it's my ass!"
I press on Lexi's head and force her face down onto the bed. Her arms give out and she lays with her hands above her head and her chest pressing into the comforter. "Yes! It's your ass!" she cries out. Fuck, she looks so sexy with her face down and ass up.
"Reach back and spread your cheeks. Now!" I order.
Lexi reaches her hands back and grabs her ass cheeks. She then spreads herself open to reveal her asshole to me. Pulling out of her pussy, I aim my dick higher and press the tip against her butt hole. Lexi lets out a loud grunt the moment I push into her backdoor. Her arms are still strewn out in front of her and her hands grip the blanket with desperate fingers.
"Fuck my ass!" she grunts as she briefly whips her head around to look at me.
I spank her ass twice before taking her hips in my hands and doing exactly what she asks for. I'm breathing heavily, struggling to maintain as I fuck Lexi up the ass as hard as I can. She is moving her ass backwards to meet my thrusts while crying out in pain and pleasure. She loves this! Drool is running freely from Lexi's lips and onto my blanket as she takes it up the ass.
A couple minutes later, Lexi announces another orgasm. I can't believe she can actually cum from anal. This girl is amazing. Now though, it's my turn to cum. I don't bother to warn her when my orgasm arrives. I just bury myself to the hilt up her bum as I start shooting.
"Fuck, yes!" she moans, "Cum in my ass! Steven!"
I grip her hips and slowly pull my cock out of Lexi. The beautiful redhead then collapses onto the mattress as cum leaks out of her butt. Lexi giggles and places a hand over her bum before sliding to the edge of the bed. She stands up and winks at me before waddling into the bathroom.
"Holy shit, that was amazing." Lexi says when she returns.
My gorgeous girlfriend hops into bed and nestles into my arms. "Yes. Yes, it was." I reply.
"We're doing that again." she giggles.
"It would be my pleasure." I answer.
Within minutes, we are both asleep. When we wake up Monday morning, we have sex again. This time, it is different. I get on top of Lexi in missionary and we gaze into each others eyes the entire time. For several minutes we make love softly and sweetly, before we both tense up and orgasm. Then we head down to breakfast.
Kayla
My alarm goes off and I slowly wake up. At first, I'm in a good mood, then reality hits and I remember the events of last night. David fucked Lexi, and today I need to break up with that asshole. Fuck, this is gonna suck. He was my first real boyfriend, I thought I loved him. I thought he loved me. Was everything a lie to get into my pants?
I wipe the tears from my eyes before throwing the covers off of my body. I slowly get to my feet and grab my robe before heading to the bathroom. Once in the bathroom, I strip off my shirt and panties before checking the mirror. I'm beautiful. My breasts are full and round, my stomach is flat, and my eyes sparkle. I'm smart and kind. Why am I not good enough?
My bottom lip quivers as I turn away from the mirror and make my way to the shower. After turning on the water, I step inside and let the hot water run all over my body. Placing my hands on the shower wall, tears run down my face as I sob loudly.
For several minutes I grip the shower wall as water cascades all around me. All I can do is stand still and cry. Finally, I know I can wait no longer. I soap up my body and put shampoo in my hair before rinsing. Today is gonna be a nightmare.
After getting out of the shower and toweling off, I slip on a pair of clean panties and put on my robe. Stepping into my slippers, I head to the dining room for breakfast. Dad and Lexi are already sitting at the table with full plates when I arrive.
"Oh, Kayla." Dad says in a concerned voice as he stands up. He immediately runs over to me and envelops me in a big hug.
"Daddy!" I squeak as I bury my face in his shoulder and start sobbing.
Dad rubs my back as his other hand holds my head. "I'm here, Honey." he says as he kisses the top of my head.
For several minutes, I cry into Dad's shoulder, my entire body wracked with sobs as he holds me close. I cry for the end of my relationship, I cry for Lexi and what she went through, I cry for having lost my virginity to an asshole, and I cry for finding out the David I thought I loved never really existed.
Once I calm down enough, Dad leads me over to the table and pulls out a chair for me. Lexi makes me a plate and sets it down in front of me as I sit down and Dad pushes my chair in. I shakily pick up a knife and fork before cutting out a piece of pancake and popping it into my mouth. I slowly chew before swallowing weakly.
"Good morning, Kayla." Lexi says as she sits down and resumes her meal.
"Morning." I grunt.
"Do you wanna spend this afternoon with just the three of us? Play some pool, watch some television, maybe go swimming?" Dad asks.
"That sounds nice." I nod and take another bite. After swallowing the pancakes, I can't hold the emotions in any longer and burst into tears "I don't wanna go to school!"
"You can stay home if you want." Dad says as Lexi reaches over and takes my hand.
"I can't! I have to dump that asshole!" I shout as Lexi squeezes my hand reassuringly. Without realizing it, I lace our fingers.
"I'll be with you all day." Lexi says as she lifts our hands to her lips and kisses the back of my hand affectionately.
"And I'll leave work early so I'm home when you girls get here." Dad promises. "I love you, Kayla."
"I love you too, Daddy." I say with a sniffle. "I love you both."
"And we both love you." Lexi says as she squeezes my hand three times.
The three of us return to our meal and eat in relative silence. Lexi and Dad make a few attempts at small talk, but it's clear I'm not in a talking mood. I'm really not in a hungry mood either, and mostly just push the food around my plate with my fork. I do nibble on a piece of bacon so I at least have something in my stomach besides a couple bites of pancakes.
After breakfast, the three of us head back to our rooms to get ready for the day. I strip off my robe and put on a bra before deciding on my outfit for the day. I end up going with the standard jeans and a t-shirt. I want to look cute so that David realizes what he is losing, but not too cute. I am dumping that piece of shit.
Since I'm pretty emotional, it was decided over breakfast that Lexi would drive us both to and from school. I'm lucky to have her in my life. I can't believe I once hit her. The two of us hug before tossing our backpacks into the back seat and climbing into Lexi's car. The drive to school is pretty uneventful with neither of us saying much.
Lexi parks the car and I break out into tears once more upon realizing the time has arrived. The two of us stay in the car for a few minutes while I compose myself. Students are pouring into the high school, with various cliques walking together and talking. Eventually, we can't wait any longer and it is time to head in.
I have mostly been ignoring David's texts since I saw that video. Thankfully, it was last night so he isn't very concerned yet. He's never been very needy, so it works out. I guess now I know why he is never upset to miss a good night or good morning text. He just doesn't care about me. He never did.
I have been responding to texts from my friends, but I haven't told them that I'm breaking up with David. Having to explain that will be another nightmare. I'll probably just say he cheated on me in order to protect Lexi. It's the truth, he did cheat. I just won't say with who and pretend I don't know.
It's time. Lexi and I walk towards the building and I can see David waiting out front for me. He soon spots us, then smiles and waves. The piece of shit then walks down the steps and meets us. He opens his arms as if to hug me, but freezes when he sees the furious look on my face and the ice in my green eyes.
"Babe, what's wrong?" he asks, seemingly concerned. Yeah, right.
Words aren't enough. I walk up to David and slap him across the face as hard as I can. "You fucking ASSHOLE!" I shout loudly.
All conversation around us stops as students watch David stagger and hold his face. "Ah!" he shouts, "What the fuck was that for?"
"You know what you did!" I shriek, tears streaming down my face.
"No, I really don't!" he shouts. Then he notices Lexi's face. The way she looks at him with disgust makes it obvious. She knows. She knows he paid Keith to fuck her up the ass. David visibly deflates as he looks between Lexi and I.
I grab Lexi's hand and the two of us walk into the building. I hear David call after us and tell us to wait, but we keep walking. David catches up to us just as we enter an empty classroom. We are continuing this conversation, but David is not shouting the truth out to the entire school.
"Kayla, what the fuck!" he shouts out.
"Seriously?!" I scream back at him, "You know what you did! And you aren't telling the entire school!"
"Not telling them what?" he asks, still pretending to be innocent. I saw the look he had in his eyes before though, he knows. He knows we know.
"That you cheated on me!" I shout, "You had anal sex with Lexi!"
"Did she tell you that?" he asks with a sneer, "She's fucked so many guys, how the fuck would she even remember whose done her and who hasn't?"
I see Lexi stiffen out of the corner of my eye and rage once again fills me. "Fuck you, asshole!" I shout as I slap him again, "We're through!"
"Did she tell you I fucked her?" he asks.
"No, we saw the video your buddy Keith made!" I scream through my tears. Hopefully the closed door muffles my voice.
David's face falls for a moment, before he sneers at us, "So, I fucked the cum dump? So did every other guy in town!"
"You cheated on me!" I screeched, "And Lexi didn't even know you paid to have sex with her!"
"Whatever." David rolls his eyes, "She never said no, she always enjoyed it."
"Always?" I ask, "You did this more than once?"
"Does it matter? You're breaking up with me either way." he says.
"That's true. Get lost, asshole." I say through the tears. Lexi has remained silent the entire time, but I know she is crying as well.
"At least I won't have to pretend to love you anymore." David says cruelly before turning and opening the door. He exits the classroom and slams the door behind him, leaving Lexi and I standing there in shock, tears streaming down our faces.
Lexi and I turn to each other and immediately hug. Tears stream down each others faces as we hold each other and sob. Lexi rubs my back as I grip her head in my hand and sob into her shoulder. David really is a completely different person than I thought he was.
He never loved me. David never loved me. I can't help but think back to everything we've done together. I gave him road head. I bent over for him. I sent him nudes. I swallowed his cum. I let him cum inside me. I let him cum on me. I let him fuck my tits. I begged him to fuck me! Holy shit, why did I spread my legs for him? I can't breathe.
I release Lexi and run over to the trash barrel next to the teacher's desk. Bending over it, I throw up into the trash. Lexi is behind me in seconds, rubbing my back and holding my hair out of my face while I'm sick. I puke my entire breakfast into the trash barrel as I heave.
Spitting the last of my vomit into the trash, I gather up the bag and walk with Lexi to the bathroom. I throw the trash bag into the big barrel and we each wash our faces. I take a sip of water from the sink to clear my mouth and am spitting when my three closest friends walk in. Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia all burst into the bathroom.
"There you are!" Hazel shouts out as she runs up to me.
"Everyone's talking about you hitting David!" Ashley says.
"What the fuck is going on?" asks Marcia.
"David cheated on me." I say before bursting into tears again. My three friends all crowd around me and start asking questions all at the same time.
"Guys, give her some room to breathe!" Lexi says.
I'm so grateful for Lexi, I'm feeling so overwhelmed, but I know my friends mean well. The three of them step back and look at me with concern. I'm lucky to have such good friends. Looking over at Lexi, I see her nod slightly and I understand right away; Lexi would be okay with these three knowing her secrets.
"There's no time now, how about you three come over after school and we'll talk about it?" I suggest.
"We'll tell you everything." Lexi says.
"We? You're involved somehow?" Ashley asks, confused. Obviously she has no way of knowing that David cheated on me with Lexi.
"We'll explain later, I promise." says Lexi as she rubs my back reassuringly. "Bring your bikinis and we'll sit in the hot tub and chat."
"Okay, deal." says Marcia.
"We'll be there." Hazel promises as Ashley nods.
"Until then, let's just comfort Kayla and help her get through the day, okay?" Lexi asks. All three of them readily agree.
My four best friends stay glued to my side the entire day. As much as possible, anyway. We don't share all the same classes so there are some times when I'm alone, but for the most part, I have someone with me at all times. Usually multiple someones. Which is good, because the day is brutal.



Several acquaintances stop me and ask what the fuck happened. I give the standard answer, that David cheated on me and we broke up. Everyone is shocked, since it has always been believed that David and I were the perfect couple. Still, most people are supportive and call him an asshole for cheating on me.
Only David's closest friends really stand by him. One of them, apparently, is Keith. I had no idea the two of them even knew each other until last night. There is a tense moment when Lexi and I walk by David and Keith in the hallway. David is showing Keith something on his phone and they are both laughing. Keith looks up, sees us, and sneers. He then elbows David to get his attention. David looks at me and chuckles. I just roll my eyes, give him a disgusted look, and keep walking with my arm looped through Lexi's.
Somehow, I make it through lunch and all my classes. The school day is over at last. I toss all my books into my backpack and walk back to Lexi's car with her beside me. We throw our backpacks in the back seat and climb in front. The other three will be driving home in their own cars to get their bikinis before coming over to my house. Our house. I once again burst into tears on the drive home, but Lexi is here to comfort me.
Dad meets us in the foyer when we return home and hugs us both tightly. We tell him the day was rough and we are glad it is over. He then offers to make us something to eat so we can sit down to watch a movie. Lexi and I tell him that Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley are all coming over and us girls are gonna sip on some wine coolers and chat in the hot tub. Dad understands, and is especially supportive when he finds out Lexi is gonna tell the girls everything. He kisses Lexi and I, then heads to his office to get some more work done.
The girls stagger in during the next hour or so and the five of us head into various guest rooms and bathrooms to get changed. We all ended up wearing our usual bikinis. I'm in a black suit and Lexi is in light blue. Blonde Ashley's big tits are on display in her yellow bikini and the brunette, Marcia, is in white. Finally, tan Hazel looks stunning in her green bikini with her long brown hair in its usual ponytail.
We grab some wine coolers and head for the indoor hot tub. I start the water and we chat about our days while waiting for the water to heat up. Then we climb into the hot tub and relax. For a little while, no one asks me about what happened and we just sip on our drinks and relax. Eventually though, patience runs out and Ashley broaches the subject.
"So," Ashley begins, "what exactly happened?"
Lexi and I share a look before she speaks up and says she should start. The other girls listen with rapt attention as Lexi tells her story. She begins with how she met Keith and lost her virginity to him. Then she explains how he would give her pills and get her drunk so his friends could use her. She also mentions sending nudes to Keith, and him recording several of their encounters. Everyone is shocked when Lexi describes being gang-banged by the opposing football team so that they would throw the game and Keith could make money gambling.
The story continues and Lexi tells about meeting my dad. How he made her feel like she was actually worth something as a person. Lexi explains that she ran into Keith not long after that and he tried to get her to fuck him. Thanks to my dad, she had the strength to refuse. In revenge, Keith sent the pictures and videos to her parents. Lexi got kicked out of the house.
"That's why you moved in here so fast!" Ashley exclaims, "It all makes sense now!"
"Yes, Kayla and Steven have been amazing. I owe them everything." Lexi says.
"As much as we appreciate you being comfortable enough to tell us this," Marcia begins, "what does this have to do with David cheating?"
"I think I know." Hazel says, looking sick. "He's on one of those videos, isn't he?"
"There's a video of Lexi on all fours while Keith fucks her face and David fucks her ass." I answer so Lexi doesn't have to.
Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all gasp and clasp their hands to their mouths. I start crying again and have to wipe away my tears. Lexi puts an arm around me and squeezes my bare shoulder reassuringly. I take a sip of my drink and try to relax.
For several minutes, we continue discussing what happened. The girls all call David a cheating asshole, and other colorful names. Lexi seems to be very relieved that no one blames her for what happened. They understand that she was barely aware of what was going on half the time. I'm glad Lexi is one of us now.
The five of us chat and nurse our drinks. Sadly, we have school tomorrow so we can't get drunk, but we can at least enjoy our time together. We talk and laugh, and after a time, I actually start to forget my sorrows and giggle at a joke Ashley tells. The hot, bubbly water is relaxing and the company is even better.
"Hey girls, let's get topless!" Ashley eventually suggests.
"What? Why?" Marcia asks in confusion.
"Why not?" Lexi interjects.
"Because my bikini top is chafing." Ashley says as she shrugs her shoulders.
"It's those giant knockers of yours, Ash." Hazel responds, sticking out her tongue.
"Whatever." Ashley rolls her eyes before leaning forward and reaching behind her back to untie her bikini top. A few moments later, Ashley places her top on the edge of the hot tub.
Lexi, Marcia, and Hazel immediately follow, and remove their bikini tops. I, however, stay in my top. I don't have a problem being topless in front of my best friends, I'm just not in the mood, I guess. I was able to laugh a little, but overall, I'm still depressed and angry about David.
"C'mon, Kayla," says Lexi, "let the girls out!"
"Yeah," Hazel adds, "set the ta-ta's free!"
Their words bring a small smirk to my face and I acquiesce. Reaching behind my back, I untie my top and shrug my shoulders forward, freeing my breasts. I place my bikini top on the edge of the hot tub and settle back into a comfortable position in the bubbly water. Ten breasts are now bobbing in the hot water, hard nipples on full display.
"I bet Kayla's dad wishes he were here right now!" Ashley says with a giggle, her massive tits lightly jiggling on her chest.
"Oh, I'm sure he does!" Lexi says as she gets out of the hot tub and walks over to the table. Picking up her phone, Lexi makes a kissing face at the camera and takes a topless shot. We all giggle and cheer her on as she sends the photo to my dad. Yes, even me.
A minute later, Lexi's phone buzzes and she giggles "He asked what's going on down there!"
We all laugh and I find myself speaking before I even realize it "Go ahead, invite him to come down!"
My friends all look at me in surprise. "You realize you're topless too, right?" Marcia asks.
"Yes, I realize that." I say, before cupping my own boobs. "Nothing he hasn't seen before." I shrug.
"Go ahead, invite him!" Hazel says.
"Yeah!" Ashley agrees.
"Okay, okay, I'll text him!" says Lexi with a smile. She's clearly glad her boyfriend is gonna be in for such a treat.
I can't believe I'm not nervous at all. He's seen my tits before, and whatever, right? They're just tits. It's not like we'll be touching or anything, and I'm not the only one with my boobs out. He's my dad, unlike David, he actually does love me.
"He's on his way!" Lexi chirps before setting her phone back down and getting back in the hot tub.
A few minutes later, my dad shows up wearing his swim trunks and holding a beer. "Woah." is all he says as he looks at the five of us.
"Well, don't just stand there gawking!" Lexi says, "Come join us!"
"Yeah, hop in!" Ashley says with a winning smile. Dad's eyes lock on her massive tits.
I notice there's a tent in his swim trunks as he slowly eases himself into the hot tub. His eyes go from chest to chest, finally stopping on mine. He swallows weakly as he looks at my bare boobs, clearly turned on but not sure what to say.
"Um, hi Kayla." he finally says.
"Hi!" I chirp, making no effort to cover myself.
"Well, this is a surprise." he says with a grin.
"What is?" Lexi asks, pretending to be confused as she snuggles up beside him.
"I just wasn't expecting to be invited. I figured this was girl's time." He says.
"Oh, well," Ashley begins, "we had that yesterday."
"Yeah," Hazel chimes in with, "we figured Kayla should have everyone who loves her here for her right now."
"That's a good idea." Dad says with a smile.
We stay in the hot tub for a little while longer, but it is getting to the point where we'll have to get out or risk overheating. Just before we leave the tub, Lexi hops into Dad's lap and grinds her bum against his crotch. She then giggles and looks around at the other girls.
"I think he's happy to see us!" Lexi chirps.
The rest of us all laugh, and he wraps his arms around Lexi's tummy as he pulls her to him. He then shocks us by sliding his hands up her body to cup her B-cup breasts. Lexi leans her head back and moans as he kneads the soft, yet firm flesh. Lexi's nipples are rock hard.
"Someone's having fun!" Hazel says with a giggle.
"Which one of them are you talking about?" asks Marcia.
"I'm jealous of Lexi!" Ashley says, "I remember that touch."
I can tell all of my friends are really horny. I'll never do anything with my dad, but that doesn't mean I can't enjoy myself in other ways. An idea hatches in my head as I watch Dad fondle Lexi. I know my friends are all attracted to my dad, so I think they'll go for it.
"I have an idea!" I say, "The four of you should play Blowjob Roulette with him!"
"What's that?" Hazel asks as we all watch Lexi turn her head and kiss my dad's neck.
"You all take turns giving him head." I explain, "The one who makes him cum wins!"
Dad's eyes go wide as the girls all gasp and giggle. Ashley licks her lips and looks over him. Marcia gives him a lusty smile. Hazel blushes coyly, and I know Dad is imagining holding that ponytail as he fucks her face. He's wanted Hazel for awhile now, and I know that he and Lexi have been planning a threesome. This will be a great start. In fact, other than me, I think Hazel is the only one here who hasn't had her mouth on him.
"Sounds like a plan to me." Lexi says.
"I'll do it!" Ashley chimes in with.
"I'm in, too!" Marcia adds.
"Why not?" Hazel asks rhetorically, "Sounds like fun!"
"Not saying anything, Dad?" I ask as I look at him.
"Just trying to not screw this up!" Dad says. We all laugh.
"Where are we doing this?" Lexi asks.
"We could have him stand and we all get on our knees to suck him?" Ashley suggests.
"Or he could lay down and we each bend over his lap?" Marcia offers.
"I think on our knees is best." Hazel says.
"Yeah, I agree." Lexi nods, her eyes fluttering as Dad tweaks her nipples.
"With him sitting or standing?" I ask.
"Standing, I think." Ashley says, "Traditional blowjob position, and he'll be able to play with our tits easily."
"Sounds good to me!" Marcia says.
"Agreed, let's do this!" Hazel giggles.
The six of us all stand up and get out of the hot tub. We dry off and giggle as he watches us towel off our boobs. We then decide on a spot nearby for the Blowjob Roulette. I place a towel on the floor for the girls to kneel on so they don't hurt their knees. Next we decide on an order; Ashley will blow Dad first, followed by Hazel, third is Marcia, then finally Lexi. I will keep time, and each girl will have thirty seconds to suck on him. Whoever makes him cum wins!
He strips off his swim trunks, leaving him completely naked. Once again, I gasp at the size of my dad's penis. He's even bigger in person! Holy shit, it's huge. Holy shit! I shake my head to get my bearings and take out my phone. I open the timer program and say I'm ready.
The girls all stay in their bikini bottoms and line up. Dad is fully erect and ready to go. Ashley gets on her knees in front of him, but doesn't touch him yet. She isn't allowed to touch until the timer starts. Ashley nods at me and I press the start button.
"Go!" I say.
Ashley leans forward and opens her mouth. Dad lets out a gasp when Ashley starts sucking. He buries his hands in her blonde hair and encourages her to bob her head on him. I swallow weakly; I'm actually watching my dad get a blowjob from one of my best friends. I'm also shocked that Ashley can take most of his dick in her mouth. For thirty seconds, Ashley slurps and sucks until her time is up.
"Time!" I say.
Hazel gets into position and I can see my dad breathing faster. He's clearly crazy horny and happy that Hazel is finally gonna suck him. I call 'Go!' and Hazel leans forward, taking his cock between her lips. He wraps her long ponytail around his hand and encourages Hazel to deep throat him. Shockingly, Hazel can take his entire length down her throat! I thought only Lexi would be able to do that! Drool runs from Hazel's lips as she sucks and bobs her head. I can see Dad's other hand reach for Hazel's tits and start playing with them.
"Time!" I call. I can tell both Dad and Hazel are disappointed by how fast thirty seconds goes by.
"Go!" I say once Marcia is in position.
Marcia can't take Dad very deep, but she makes up for it with enthusiasm. She spits on his cock while stroking it, before taking the head between her lips and moaning. The entire blowjob, Dad keeps his hands on Marcia's titties, happily playing with the firm orbs. Marcia moans around his cock as he tweaks her nipples.
"Time!" I call. Marcia pouts and gets out of the way so that Lexi can get into position.
"Go!" I say.
Lexi opens her mouth and inhales his entire cock. She lets out a sexy gag and starts drooling. The beautiful redhead bobs her head rapidly, taking his entire length on every stroke. The entire time she is making the sexiest gagging noises. Clearly, she's trying to use her gags to stimulate him. For his part, Dad just holds her head and fucks Lexi's face.
"Time!" I announce once thirty seconds have elapsed.
Ashley goes again, and Dad plays with her tits the entire time. Hazel gets her second turn and rubs his balls while bobbing her head on him. Marcia actually places his cock between her tits before sucking on him again. Lexi just leaves her mouth open and tells him to fuck her face. Basically the same is repeated a third time.
"Go!" I say, announcing the start of Ashley's fourth turn.
"Mmm, I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth." Ashley says as she leans forward and takes him between her lips. We can all tell Steven is close. He is breathing heavily and there was pre-cum on his tip when Lexi pulled off of him. Ashley sucks hard and fast as he buries his hands in her hair.
About twenty seconds into the blowjob, he starts thrusting his cock into the blonde's mouth "Gonna cum." he declares with a grunt.
Ashley moans around his cock and grips his thighs tightly so she can bob her head at maximum speed. He finally grunts and I can see his cock swell as it starts to pulse. Ashley lets out a happy moan as her cheeks puff out and fill with cum. I can see a drop of white at the corner of her mouth as her cheeks cave in. She clearly swallowed the first few spurts.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" He groans as he throws his head back.
Finally, he releases Ashley's head and pulls his cock out from between her lips. Ashley looks at all of us and opens her mouth, showing all of us the pool of cum she held inside. The blonde babe closes her mouth, tilts her head back, and gives a deliberate swallow.
"I won!" she giggles and claps her hands, making her big tits jiggle on her chest.
We all laugh and congratulate Ashley on winning the game. Although, I think we can all agree that Dad is the real winner. Lexi leans over and pecks the tip of his dick before he pulls his swim trunks back on. He then smirks and says dinner will be in thirty minutes.
The five of us girls then head inside to change back into our regular clothes for dinner. Dad also throws on a shirt. The six of us all sit down and have a very pleasant dinner. It's funny how these girls were sucking his dick less than an hour ago, now they are eating dinner and chatting like nothing happened. My dad saw my tits! And I'm okay with it.
Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley all peck Dad's lips and give me a hug before heading out after dinner. Lexi, Dad, and I all sit down and watch a movie. I smile when I see Dad and Lexi cuddling. I'm glad they're doing so well. It hasn't been long, but Lexi is part of the family.
After the movie, I head to my room for the night. Stripping down to my panties, I climb into bed and decide to read for the rest of the night. I do send a few texts to friends, but mostly I just relax and enjoy my book until bed.
When I turn off the light, memories of David swirl around me and I start crying again. I end up hugging a pillow and sobbing until I fall asleep. Once again, school is gonna suck tomorrow.
Steven
After watching a movie with Kayla, Lexi and I head to our bedroom and get ready for bed. The two of us brush our teeth side by side in front of the twin mirrors in the bathroom. I then change into lounge pants while she strips down to just her panties. We then climb into bed to cuddle and chat for a little while.
Eventually, things heat up and we get naked. After I eat her out, Lexi crouches on all fours and begs me to fuck her like a dog. I happily oblige and fuck Lexi doggystyle while she screams for me to pound her. After drilling her from behind for several minutes, I flip Lexi over onto her back and place her feet on my shoulders.
With her feet pointing to the ceiling, I fuck Lexi while holding onto her tits for leverage. And because I like holding her tits. My thrusts are long and hard as I push the full length of my cock into her with every thrust. A few minutes later, I bend her in half so that her feet are back behind her ears as I grunt and spray my cum up her eighteen year old cunt.
I then lay back on the pillow as Lexi gets between my legs and slurps my half-hard dick between her lips. Holding onto her auburn hair, I thrust my hips up to fuck her face. Lexi's sexy gagging and moaning noises bring me off again and I feed her my last load of cum for the day.
She happily swallows before snuggling up beside me. I wrap my arm around her and hold her naked body against mine. Within minutes, she is sound asleep. I kiss the top of her head and soon join her in blissful unconsciousness.
Tuesday morning soon arrives, and because we slept in, Lexi and I don't have time to fool around before starting the day. I head off to work and she goes to school with Kayla. When we are all home for the day, we enjoy a nice dinner before sitting down to a relaxing evening watching television together. Lexi and I retire to my bedroom to make love before falling asleep.
Wednesday goes mostly the same as Tuesday, up until dinner. Lexi and I have plans to go out to dinner with a few friends of mine from high school. They are all excited to meet my new girlfriend. To say they're shocked is an understatement, but my friends are good people. I'm happy, so they are happy for me, despite the large age difference. Dinner goes well, with Lexi getting along great with my friends.
Thursday is another standard day, although Lexi is in quite the mood and that night is very wild. We fuck all over the bedroom and Lexi ends up completely covered in my cum. I even fuck her up the ass just before bed. She takes a quick shower to wash the cum from her body and then the two of us fall asleep in each others arms.
Friday night is usually a night when teenagers go out. Not Lexi and Kayla though, at least, not this Friday. Kayla is still depressed about David and Lexi has had enough excitement for awhile. The three of us play pool after dinner and then some video games before bed. Lexi and I make love slowly and tenderly before falling asleep.



On Saturday, Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia come over to use the pool. The five girls splash around in the water all afternoon. From the few pictures Lexi sends me, the girls end up skinny dipping again. There is even a topless shot of Kayla arm in arm with Marcia. Kayla and I really are closer than ever now, she isn't shy around me at all with her body.
Saturday evening, the girls decide to drag Kayla to a movie. My daughter is still very depressed and the girls want to get her out of the house. I am fully supportive and retire to my bedroom for the evening. In my lounge pants with a drink and my computer, I settle in for an evening of video games. At least, that's what I think until there is a knock at the door.
"Come in!" I call out, turning my desk chair around to see who it is.
I'm surprised to see Lexi and Marcia walk in. Lexi walks up to me and gives me a peck on the lips as Marcia stands in the middle of the room with a slight blush on her face. I'm really confused.
"I thought you girls were going to the movies?" I ask.
"Hazel, Ashley, and Kayla went to the movies." Marcia answers.
"They hope we have a great time!" Lexi says with a smirk.
"Oh yeah?" I ask, understanding where this going. I'm just surprised it is Marcia, and not Hazel who stayed behind.
"Yup!" Both girls answer at once before they start giggling.
Marcia and Lexi kick off their shoes, then Lexi takes out her phone and starts some music playing. She sets her phone down, then she and Marcia walk into the center of the room. They start dancing. Marcia rubs her butt against Lexi's crotch as their hips shake. Then Marcia bends forward while Lexi grips her hips and pretends to fuck Marcia from behind. Marcia's brown hair hands down from her face as she moans. The two of them continue to dance suggestively throughout the entire song, which gets me rock hard.
The second song begins and the clothes start to come off. Lexi grasps Marcia's shirt at the hem as the pretty brunette raises her arms. In one smooth motion, Lexi slides the shirt up Marcia's body and casts it aside. Lexi then spins around and sticks her butt out for Marcia to playfully spank. The adorable redhead then whips off her own shirt and turns back to face Marcia. The two girls dance with their hands on each others hips, wearing only bras and shorts.
Lexi looks at me and licks her lips as both girls reach for the buttons of each others shorts. I watch in rapt attention as the two girls simultaneously slide both pairs of shorts down two pairs of smooth, toned legs. The girls both turn to me and kick their shorts away at the same time.
Lexi and Marcia face each other and press their bodies together. Each girl is grabbing two handfuls of the others ass as they sway to the music and look at me with lust. A minute later, they turn around so their backs are to me. I watch as both girls reach behind themselves to unhook their bras. Lexi and Marcia then roll their shoulders forward and discard their bras.
The girls turn to face me with their hands on their breasts, covering their nipples. Next, they look at each other and nod before turning back to face me and simultaneously revealing their perky boobs. Lexi and Marcia hold their own tits together, forming two beautiful cleavages for me to drool over.
As the third song begins, the girls once again spin around so I'm looking at their backs. Lexi and Marcia bend forward at the waist as they each grip their panties and slide both pairs of underwear down in one beautiful motion.
Remember when I said that having a naked eighteen year old bouncing around for you is the best thing ever? Yeah, I was wrong. Two naked eighteen year old girls bouncing around for you is even better. Lexi and Marcia hold each others hands as they dance to the music, completely nude. I'm just sitting in my desk chair with my boner threatening to burst out of my lounge pants.
As one, Lexi and Marcia turn their heads to face me. Next, they each extend an arm in my direction and crook their fingers. Needing no further encouragement, I get to my feet and walk over to the naked beauties. I reach out and touch both of their hips as they dance, and in seconds, they press their nude bodies against me.
Lexi wraps her arms around my neck and buries her tongue down my throat. We kiss for several seconds before Lexi pulls away and makes room for Marcia. Soon, Marcia is moaning into my mouth as I grip her ass while her firm tits press into my chest.
"I want to watch you eat her out." Lexi whispers into my ear before nibbling on my earlobe.
"Done." I say after I break the kiss with Marcia.
Marcia just smiles and walks over to the bed. The brunette hops up onto the bed so that her ass is right at the edge with her feet resting on the floor. She then lays back and spreads her legs, showing me her pink center.
I strip out of my boxers and lounge pants before walking over to the bed and getting on my knees. My face is level with Marcia's cunt and I can smell her arousal. I wrap my arms around Marcia's legs and grip her upper thighs, putting her legs over my shoulders as I lean forward and take one long lick of her slit.
"Oh fuck, yes!" Marcia moans as she reaches out and grips my head in both hands.
I proceed to eat Marcia out with enthusiasm. I use my tongue to get her slit nice and soaked before moving to her clit, which I take between my lips and suck on it. Marcia, for her part, is clearly enjoying this; the gorgeous brunette is bucking her hips against my face as she grips my hair with desperate fingers.
While I'm licking Marcia's pussy, Lexi drops down to the floor and lays down on her stomach so that she can get at my cock. I groan in pleasure when I feel her soft, pink lips close around my erection. Finally. I'm so hard my cock is throbbing with need. Lexi bobs her head on me, taking most of my cock down her throat with each motion.
I push two fingers up Marcia's cunt and start to finger her as I suck on her clit. The girl goes crazy; bucking her hips wildly and pressing my face into her crotch as she screams for me to keep eating her. Her vaginal walls convulse in orgasm around my fingers at the same moment that I grunt against her pussy and fill Lexi's mouth.
Lexi pulls off my cock and hops to her feet as I give Marcia's pussy an affectionate kiss and stand up. I watch as Lexi climbs up onto the bed on all fours and maneuvers herself so that her head is right over Marcia's. My cock hardens instantly when Lexi lets a dollop of cum fall from her lips and land right in Marcia's open mouth.
Marcia moans happily as her back arches and she reaches up to wrap an arm around Lexi's head. Lexi lets another drop of cum fall into Marcia's mouth before both naked girls turn to face me. They show off the cum in their mouths before swallowing dramatically.
"I want to watch you fuck her." Lexi husks.
I turn to face Marcia and smirk at her "Bend over." I order.
"Yes, sir!" Marcia says as she hops off the bed. She spins around and bends over it so that her head and chest are on the bed with her feet on the floor.
I get into position behind Marcia as Lexi hops off the bed and sits on the floor beside the brunette. I run my hand along Marcia's pert ass as Lexi watches. Fuck, I'm gonna enjoy this. I can see Marcia's pretty, pink pussy peeking out from between her legs. I slowly run my fingers along her slit, causing her to shiver.
"Stop teasing and fuck me!" Marcia says with a giggle.
Not one to turn down a lovely lady's request, I grip Marcia's hips and we both moan as I push inside. Fuck, Marcia's tight. My cock throbs as I feel her moist vaginal flesh gripping me like a vice. I hold myself at full depth for several seconds before slowly pulling my cock out and then pressing back inside her tight hole.
"This is so cool!" Lexi exclaims as she watches my cock push in and out of Marcia. The redhead's face is inches from my coupling with Marcia and Lexi is enthralled.
I begin fucking Marcia with a steady rhythm all while Lexi watches. After a couple minutes, Lexi gets bold and slaps Marcia's ass. "Take that cock, you little slut!" Lexi says.
"Oh God, yes! Fuck me!" Marcia moans as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts. "Fuck me, fuck me!"
For several minutes I slam my dick into Marcia over and over while Lexi watches. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Marcia screeches as she arches her back.
I grab a fistful of Marcia's hair and yank her head back as I fuck her through her orgasm. I can see Lexi looking on in awe as she watches her friend cum on my cock. With my free hand, I spank Marcia's ass, causing her to cry out and cum again. Holy shit, this girl is cumming big time on my cock!
Lexi licks her lips and hops to her feet. She then bends over the bed next to Marcia and thrusts her butt out for me. "My turn, stud!"
I exit Marcia's pussy with a wet squelch as I stand back and admire the two eighteen year old girls bent over for me. Marcia and Lexi get up on their hands so their tits dangle beneath their chests. Both girls toss their hair over their shoulders as they look back at me. They then wiggle their naked asses in my direction.
I proceed to do what any self-respecting male would do, and alternate between each girl. I grab Lexi's hips and fuck her cunt for a minute before pulling out and switching back to Marcia. When I'm fucking one girl, I'll reach over and finger the other. I'm really getting into this, I spank the girls and pull their hair. I reach beneath their teen bodies and grasp hanging tits.
Marcia cums twice more and Lexi once, when I feel my orgasm draw near. I'm balls-deep in Lexi's tight pussy while my hands reach beneath her body to squeeze her boobs. Releasing her tits, I grab Lexi's hips and start fucking her at full speed.
"Getting close." I grunt, "Where do you want it?"
"Our mouths! Cum in our mouths!" Marcia begs.
"Yes! We wanna taste it!" Lexi groans as she thrusts her ass back against me.
"Get on your knees!" I order as I pull out of Lexi and step back.
Marcia and Lexi both spin around and drop to their knees as I stroke my cock and aim it at their faces. Both girls grab their tits and squeeze them as they beg to be covered in cum. They keep telling me how badly they want to taste it. Fuck, this is so hot.
"Cum in my mouth, please! I want it, I want it!" Lexi moans before sticking out her tongue.
"I wanna taste you, Baby! Please cum for me!" Marcia coos, also sticking out her tongue.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan as a jet of cum shoots from my dick and splatters into Marcia's mouth and across her face. I aim my cock at Lexi and shoot the next rope into her eighteen year old mouth. I alternate between each girl, covering their faces and filling their mouths with my seed. When the last of my load dribbles out, I press my cock to Marcia's lips and let her taste. I then pull out and switch to Lexi so that she can suck on me for a bit.
"Let me get my phone!" I say as I run back to my desk and grab my phone. Both girls stay on their knees, faces covered in cum as I aim the phone at them and take a picture of their nude bodies. "Holy shit, that's hot." I say.
They both turn to look at each other and start giggling. Then they each start scooping cum off their own faces and pop it into their mouths. I watch the entire time, my cock getting hard again. I stroke myself as I watch the two girls happily devouring my cum.
When I'm ready for more, I step up to them and feed Marcia my cock. She sucks on it for a minute while Lexi maneuvers herself to take one of my balls in her mouth. Lexi's tongue works my sack while Marcia bobs her head on me. The two girls then switch and Marcia sucks on my balls while Lexi deep throats me.
The girls spend the next few minutes passing my cock back and forth between them while I play with their tits. Eventually, I can't take it anymore and announce my orgasm. I cum in Marcia's mouth, and Lexi lays her head down so that Marcia can spit cum into the redhead's mouth. The two of them then swallow.
I end up laying in bed with a naked girl on each arm. The two of them giggle at each other as they talk about how big my dick is and how great my cum tasted. Yup. I'm in heaven. I squeeze their shoulders and hold both eighteen year old beauties against me.
"I'm glad you're here," I say to Marcia, "but to be honest, you weren't the person I was expecting."
"You were expecting a threesome with Hazel." Marcia states. It isn't a question.
"Well, yeah..." I admit.
"That's still happening." Lexi giggles, "It's just that Hazel is bi-curious, and she wants to do things with me, too."
"I'm good with that!" I say with a laugh as Marcia snuggles up against me and kisses my chest.
"I know, and I think I might be, too." Lexi says, "I'm just not ready yet. I recently said I'd never touch a girl, now I'm considering it. It's just so overwhelming."
"Yeah, and I am not ready to do something like that either." Marcia explains, "You may have noticed that we were careful not to really touch each other. We didn't even kiss when we swapped your cum."
"I did notice that," I confirm, "although, I did see Lexi slap your ass." I grin and reach down with both hands to grab each girl's tight ass.
"Yeah, that was a spur of the moment thing." Lexi explains, "With Hazel, it would be more. We'll get there, I think. Just not yet."
"And I only got to suck you last time," Marcia says, "then Ashley kept bragging about how good you are in bed, I got horny." Marcia shrugs.
"Well, you're welcome back any time!" I say as I give her ass a playful smack.
"I just may take you up on that." Marcia smiles and leans up to kiss me.
Breaking the kiss, I look back and forth between both eighteen year old babes before speaking "Not that I mind, but I just have to ask," I begin, "Why me? I get that Lexi fell in love with me. It happens. But the others? Why suddenly be so interested in me?"
"It's because you're safe." Marcia says as she snuggles up against me.
"What does that mean?" I ask.
"It means," Lexi explains, "that girls get a reputation so easily. You know what happened with me. You though? You will keep things with the group. It's safe to explore our sexuality with you. You think Ashley would have given her ass to just anyone? No."
"Plus, you have a big dick and know how to use it." Marcia says as she reaches down and grasps my half-hard shaft.
"Everyone wins." Lexi says with a smile.
"Yeah, I'm good with this." I reply as Marcia starts stroking me.
"The others will be home soon." Marcia says as she looks down at my cock, "Think you can feed me one last load of cum before then?"
"I'm happy to try." I say.
A few minutes later I'm cumming down Marcia's throat while Lexi and I make out. I love my new life. The three of us cuddle for a little while longer before it's time to get dressed. We take a quick shower together where there is a lot of touching and kissing. I'm so glad I'm rich, I'd never have a shower big enough for three otherwise. I even feed Marcia an additional load of cum. She swallows and we all exit the shower.
After dressing, the three of us hang out and wait for Ashley, Hazel, and Kayla to come home. Once everyone is home the six of us watch a movie before Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all head back to their own houses. I spend some time with Kayla and Lexi before Lexi and I head up to bed. The two of us fuck for awhile before falling asleep.
Sunday, I take Kayla and Lexi mini-golfing. Lexi won, and no, I didn't let her win. She genuinely kicked my butt. The three of us also go out to dinner at a nice restaurant. Kayla is still obviously depressed, but she is at least talking to us and occasionally laughing and smiling.
Sunday afternoon, we all get in a nice workout together in the gym. Kayla takes her leave when Lexi and I start getting frisky. I end up fucking Lexi in the home gym while she's wearing nothing but a sports bra. It's fun to grab onto the back of the sports bra while drilling the redhead from behind. When I'm ready to cum, I pull out and spin her around before coating her face in white cream.
The next week goes by mostly uneventfully, at least until Wednesday. That's when I find out that Kayla is finally gonna try going out without someone forcing her. There is a local fraternity that hosts parties all the time. Most of the kids from the high school go to those. Kayla's friend Brittney asked Kayla to come along Friday night, and shockingly, Kayla said yes. Frat parties make me nervous, but I know my baby girl will be careful. I hope she has fun.
Kayla
For the last week I've cried myself to sleep every night. I wake up in the morning and cry in the shower. I don't miss David, not really. I just can't believe I slept with that asshole. I am crying for the relationship I thought I had. It sucks. If it weren't for Dad and Lexi, I would have already gone crazy. They've kept me mostly grounded as I go through this. I'm so lucky to have them.
My friends all drag me out of the house to do things after school or on the weekend, but they have to force me. I know people are getting tired of having to deal with me being so depressed, so when Brittney asks me to come to the frat party in a couple of days, I immediately say yes. We agree to meet at my house and take an Uber both ways so that the two of us can drink. I hope I have fun, but I doubt it.
The week seems to drag on, but finally it is Friday. I put on a cute skirt and blouse for the party and wait in the foyer for Brittney. Brittney shows up around 7:00PM wearing a nice top and a pair of jean shorts. Brittney is a cute girl with blonde hair and nice sized tits. The two of us hop in our Uber and head to the local fraternity party.
I tip the Uber driver and Brittney grabs my arm, practically dragging me into the frat house. As soon as we walk in, we are each handed a red solo cup full of alcohol. I take a sip, grimacing at how strong the drink is.
"Woohoo!" Brittney cheers, raising her cup high in the air. Several voices copy her and we all drink.
Music is pumping throughout the house and the party is already starting to get wild. People are dancing everywhere, and there is a ton of flirting going on. A drunk girl stands on top of a table and pulls up her shirt, flashing her boobs to the crowd as they all cheer.
"Tits already?" I ask, shaking my head.
"It's a frat party, Kayla!" Brittney says, as if that explains everything.
Brittney and I drink and chat for an hour or so as we go through three drinks each. I'm not used to such strong drinks and I already feel myself getting a little tipsy. I can tell Brittney is feeling the effects of the alcohol as she is flirting heavily with a guy.
Soon, Brittney allows herself to get picked up by a random frat boy. She winks at me as he takes her by the hand and leads her down the hall to find an open bedroom. I smirk, shake my head, and start another drink. I get it. I'm horny, too. I miss dick.
Partway through the evening, I spot him. Keith Strulk. The piece of shit actually smiles and raises his cup to me from across the room. I just shake my head and walk off, resisting the urge to walk up to him and knee him in the balls. The alcohol is going to my head, I need to get out of here. I figure Brittney is done getting boned and head to the room she disappeared into.
I polish off my drink and walk through the partially open door without knocking. I'm treated to the sight of Brittney's naked ass bouncing in the air as she rides the frat boy. Her blonde hair is flailing about as the two of them fuck. They ignore me completely as I step out of the room and leave. I guess I'll just call an Uber for myself. Brittney can find her own way back.
"You okay, Kayla?" a voice asks me.
I turn and come face to face with Dan, who is holding two drinks. He hands me a drink and smiles at me. I thank him and take a sip. Dan peeks into the room and smirks as he understands why I left so fast.



"Yeah, I'm fine." I say.
"I'm sorry to hear about you and David." Dan says as the two of us walk back into the main room of the house.
"He was a cheating asshole." I say with a shrug. I sit down on the couch, and for some reason, Dan sits down beside me.
"Still, I'm sorry that happened." he responds, actually sounding sincere.
"Thank you." I answer as I start guzzling my drink. Dan soon stands up and goes to get me another.
I thank him again and take the drink. For the next hour, I have several more drinks as Dan and I talk. Eventually, we're laughing. I know he's a player, but he actually can be really sweet. He isn't getting any pussy, but I can still enjoy a conversation with the guy.
The night wears on and my speech becomes more and more slurred. At one point, I spill half my drink down my shirt. I look up at Dan and we both just burst out laughing. Next thing I know, he is kissing me. I keep my lips firmly closed as I push him away.
"Dan, what the fu-?" I start to ask before he presses his lips to mine again.
Then his hand is on my breast, squeezing the large mound from outside my shirt. I don't know how, but I find myself on my back on the couch with Dan on top of me, one hand groping my chest, while the other slides up my skirt. I go to try and push him off just as his fingers press against my hot pussy from outside my panties. Then I'm his.
I bury my hand in his hair and open my mouth to accept his tongue. His tongue finds mine and I moan as I grind against him. His hand pushes up my skirt, revealing my panties to the room. I don't care. I just want him to touch me. I just want to feel.
After a few minutes of making out on the couch, Dan pulls away from our kiss and whispers against my lips "Wanna find a room?"
"Yes." I whisper huskily as my fingers run down his cheek.
Dan gets off of me and takes me by the hand. I stand up and let him lead me from the main room. I can see eyes on us as we disappear down a hallway. He quickly finds an empty room and leads me through it. I spin to face him and go in for a kiss when he pushes me down onto the bed. I land with a giggle, enjoying his enthusiasm.
He's on top of me, my legs spread on either side of him and my skirt riding up my thighs. Dan is kissing me as one hand slides up my shirt to squeeze a tit. His other hand reaches between his legs to free his cock. He pushes my panties aside and buries himself inside me.
"Mmm, fuck!" I moan into his ear as he starts thrusting on top of me. I hook my ankles around his calves and enjoy the feel of his cock stretching my tight hole. Just as I'm starting to get into it, Dan buries himself inside me and groans. Then I feel it; squirting inside me. He's cumming already! What the fuck?
"Thanks, Babe!" Dan says as he pulls out of me and stands up, "That was great!" he gives my tit a quick squeeze from outside my shirt before walking out of the room.
He leaves me laying there, my legs spread wide and my skirt around my waist. My panties are pushed aside, exposing my naked cunt. I can't see straight, my vision is blurry. I just need to rest my eyes. I'm so drunk, so lonely. I just lay there, breathing heavily. Why does no one want me?
Some time later I hear the door open. I don't bother opening my eyes. A hand runs over my body, caressing my smooth thighs. I feel someone squeeze my breast from outside my shirt. My head is being turned to the side and a hard cock is being pressed against my lips. Dan must have come back! He does want me! I open my mouth and take the hard dick inside. I suck on him and moan loudly as a hand grasps the back of my head.
He reaches between my legs and pushes my panties aside so he can finger me. It feels so good, I open my eyes but can only see a man's thigh. I close my eyes again and just enjoy the feelings. I moan and gag around his cock as I take him deeper. Soon, my back arches and I cum on the fingers inside of me. Just as I come down from the orgasmic high, the cock in my mouth jerks and fills my throat with its creamy offering. I swallow.
I'm naked. When did I get naked? I open my eyes, but everything is so hazy, I can't recognize anything. Holy shit, I'm drunk. There's a guy on top of me, thrusting inside of me. It feels so good. I beg him to fuck me harder as I hook my ankles around his calves. He gropes my breasts roughly and pinches my nipples. I scream and orgasm around the dick in my pussy.
I'm on all fours, getting fucked doggystyle. A hand grips my hair and yanks my head back. I can feel my tits bouncing and slapping each other as I'm fucked from behind. He's calling me names and spanking me. I feel like I'm underwater and nothing is real. There's a searing pain in my ass and I scream as my body bucks, trying to escape the agony. Yet, I can hear my own voice screaming "Fuck me!"
I'm on my back, completely naked with my legs spread wide. Cum shoots into my open mouth and rains down on my face. I moan and swallow whatever gets into my mouth. I can feel cum leaking out of my pussy and running down my butt. I just lay there, breathing heavily. I can feel the darkness overtaking me as I pass out.
"Looks like I have a new cum dump." Keith Strulk's voice snickers.
Note: In no way do I condone the actions described above. Anyone who actually does something like this is a monster. Also, Keith is a villain in this story, we can only hope he gets what is coming to him someday.
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Hey guys, sorry last chapter was so controversial. This is just a story, but I wanted more than just sex. I don't know how to explain really; I have a few events in mind for the future of the story and I felt it was necessary to show just how evil Keith is. I certainly don't condone what he did. He's a monster. Anyway, if I just keep writing sex, the story will get old. There has to be some drama. Sorry if you feel that I crossed a line. To those who keep reading; thank you! Please let me know what you'd like to see in the future. I'm still having fun writing, so I'm gonna continue. Chapter 9 will include something that was supposed to be in this chapter, but it got too long. The end of Chapter 9 should also help explain why I did what I did in Chapter 7. Anyway, thanks again for reading and I hope you are enjoying as much as I enjoy writing!
Steven
I'm sitting in my office just before lunch on Friday morning, typing away on my computer. I spent most of the morning in a meeting that should have been an email, so I'm definitely ready for the day to be over. I own the company, so I could just leave, but I am waiting for some important papers to sign regarding an acquisition, I really shouldn't leave now.
I can't complain, my life is great. I'm wealthy, I have a beautiful eighteen year old daughter named Kayla, who I love with all my heart. Nice house, nice car, all the leisure time I could want, life is good. I even have a gorgeous eighteen year old redheaded girlfriend named Lexi.
Lexi, she's incredible. I hooked up with her at Kayla's eighteenth birthday pool party and we've been inseparable ever since. Kayla was upset about it at first, mainly because Lexi has a reputation for sleeping around, but once it was revealed that a lot of Lexi's actions were coerced, Kayla calmed down. In fact, she and Lexi are great friends now.
Unfortunately, the asshole responsible for Lexi's trauma, Keith Strulk, sent videos of Lexi to her parents. Lexi was thrown out of the house. The good news? She's free of that piece of shit and she got to move in with Kayla and I.
Things got worse for Kayla though. Lexi decided to watch the videos Keith sent and found out that Kayla's boyfriend, David, had been one of the ones to have sex with Lexi while she was high on pills. Kayla and David broke up, and Kayla has been really depressed the last week. At least she's going to a party tonight with her friend Brittney, so hopefully things will look up for her soon.
Me? My life has been perfect since Lexi moved in. At one point, Kayla threw a party for Lexi to meet Kayla's friends. Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia all showed up and the five girls now get along great. Even better for me, I've now had sex with both Ashley and Marcia, while all three girls have blown me at one time or another. There's even talk of a threesome with Lexi and Hazel. I'm one lucky bastard.
Since Kayla is going to a party tonight, Lexi and I are going to go out to eat at a nice restaurant. I love to treat a girl, and Lexi is definitely a girl who is worth it. In fact, I haven't bothered to text her all morning, I should change that. I pull out my phone and send a text.
Steven: Miss you, Babe! Hope you're having a good day!
Lexi: Miss you, too! Wish we had time for a quickie this morning :(
Steven: Me, too! I miss that warm mouth of yours ;)
Lexi: Just my mouth? ;P
Steven: And your pussy. And your ass. And your tits. But I must admit, I was mainly thinking about your mouth.
Lexi: Are you thinking about sitting at your desk while I'm underneath it on my knees? You giving instructions to your employees while they have no idea the boss is getting his dick sucked?
I have to adjust my pants as I imagine Lexi giving me a blowjob. She is so good at sucking cock, she can deep throat and knows exactly how I like it. Just the thought of her mouth on me is enough to get me fully erect. I reply to her text.
Steven: Something like that. ;)
Lexi: Mmm, your cock feels so good in my mouth. I love sucking it!
Steven: My executive assistant comes in to give me some paperwork and I try to act normal, which is difficult with your warm mouth on me.
Lexi: I stay hidden under your desk, bobbing my head on you, sucking harder when I hear you talking to your assistant.
Steven: Once she leaves, I lean down and hold your auburn head.
Lexi: My hands grip your thighs as sexy gagging sounds escape my lips.
Steven: I can't take it anymore. I grip your head and thrust my hips upwards as I start to cum.
Lexi: I hold your cum in my mouth, not swallowing. It tastes so good. My pussy is soaked.
Steven: My fingers stroke your freckled face as the last of my cum leaks out.
Lexi: I pull off your cock and open my mouth, showing you the cum I've held inside.
Steven: Swallow, Babe.
Lexi: I close my mouth and swallow before parting my lips to show you my empty mouth, sticking my tongue out so you can be sure I got it all.
Fuck, Lexi has got me so hard. I aim my camera at my crotch and take a picture of my bulge. Just as I send the picture, my door opens and my assistant walks in with the notary public. I quickly put my phone down and push my chair in so she can't see anything.
"Uh, hi Stacey." I say, slightly annoyed that she didn't knock.
"Good morning, sir." Stacey says in a chipper voice. "I have the paperwork for you to sign." she walks over and places the stack of papers in front of me before showing me everywhere I need to sign.
"Very good, thanks Stacey." I say as I grab a pen.
Stacey smiles at me and I admire her pretty face. She really is gorgeous. Twenty-five years old and I think she has a little bit of a crush on me. Stacey has long blonde hair which she keeps in a functional ponytail, and baby blue eyes which always sparkle. Before Lexi, I had thought about making a move, but I always knew it would be unprofessional. Now that I have Lexi, it doesn't matter. Stacey does make great eye candy though.
I sign all the documents and hand them back to Stacey. She takes them and presses the folder to her chest as she smiles. I notice her eyes flick downwards to my bulge. Stacey then looks up at me, her breathing heavy as her lips part.
"Thank you, sir." she purrs before turning and sashaying out of my office.
I swallow weakly as I feel myself sweating. I then pick up my phone to a picture message from Lexi. I can see the stall door of a bathroom and Lexi's arm; she's holding up a pair of panties. There's an obvious wet spot on the crotch.
Lexi: You got me so wet I had to go to the bathroom to wipe myself. Look how soaked my panties are!
Steven: I'd rather see your pussy(FYI, my assistant came in and noticed my bulge).
Lexi: Sorry, back in class! Maybe later, if you're good(Uh-oh, are you in trouble?)
Steven: No, she actually seemed turned on! I think Stacey has always had a little crush on me.
Lexi: Oh yeah? It's cool with me if you wanna fuck her.
Steven: Thanks, but I can't just go up to my assistant and ask "Hey, wanna fuck?"
Lexi: Take me to your office. She'll get so jealous of the hot eighteen year old hanging off you that she'll have to drop her panties.
Steven: Or she'll see I have a girlfriend and give up!
Lexi: You're no fun!
Steven: That reminds me, I need a picture of you for my desk. I'll put it right next to the one of Kayla and I.
Lexi: Aw! Now you definitely deserve a blowjob! You'll have to bring me to the office sometime so I can suck you off there.
Steven: Then I can bend you over my desk.
Lexi: Mmm, I like it. Me bent over, you lifting up my skirt and pulling down my panties. Then you spank my butt cheeks before shoving your cock up my sopping cunt.
Steven: I'd grab your red hair and yank your head back, all while fucking you as hard as I can.
Lexi: Feeling my hair getting pulled and your cock stretching me, I scream and orgasm on your big dick
Steven: I bury myself inside you and pump cum into your eighteen year old pussy.
Lexi: I cry out your name and thrust my hips back at you, urging you to keep filling me.
Steven: I ease my dick out of your cunt and admire the creampie leaking out of you.
Lexi: Stacey comes in, drops to her knees, and cleans my pussy juice off of your big dick ;)
Steven: Now you're just making things up!
Lexi: Isn't that what sexting is?
Steven: Not enough nudes for this to be sexting ;P
Lexi: Lunch is in ten minutes. :) I'll go to the bathroom again and you'll get to see titties!
Steven: Awesome.
For several minutes, I try and focus on work. It doesn't go well. I think I've read this sentence a dozen times and I still have no clue what it says. I don't think anyone can blame me, especially since I've been sexting with an eighteen year old redhead who is completely head over heels in love with me. Taking a breath, I actually get through the email and type a quick reply. Easy enough.
My phone goes off and I get three pictures from Lexi. The first is of her in the bathroom stall. One hand is holding her shirt and bra up, and the other is holding the camera to take a perfect shot of her B-cup breasts and pale, pink nipples. Her tongue is sticking out cutely and the caption just reads "Titties!"
The second shot is between her legs. Her panties are stretched between her thighs and I can see up her skirt. Lexi has two fingers pushed up her cunt and includes the caption "Wish it was your cock inside me!" The third picture is of Lexi with her two fingers in her mouth, sucking up her own juices. Her eyes are rolled up to the camera and the caption says "I taste so good!"
Fuck, I'm so hard. Lexi is so hot, so perfect. I reach down and lightly caress my bulge. I wish I could shove myself inside one of her holes right now. As soon as I get my hands on my redheaded beauty, I'm gonna fuck her brains out. I'm interrupted from my musings by my office door opening. It's Stacey, bringing me my lunch.
"Ah, thank you, Stacey." I say as she sets down my order in front of me. Like me, she'll be eating lunch at her desk outside. We often order from the same place and one of us picks it up.
"You're welcome, Steven." she says as she smiles at me. I notice her eyes once more flick down to my bulge, which is still quite large. "I-I'm gonna go eat my lunch." she says in a heated voice.
"Sounds good. Enjoy, Stacey." I respond.
"Please let me know if you need help with anything." she looks me directly in the eye. "Anything at all." her eyes flick down to my bulge and then back up to mine.
"I will." I say, my eyes gazing into hers. "Thank you, Stacey."
Stacey's tongue snakes out to lick her lips before she turns and walks out of the office, shutting the door behind her. Holy shit, I really could hook up with her if I wanted to. I may be a professional, but Stacey is fucking gorgeous. Plus, my girlfriend already gave her approval. I'll have to think about how to proceed. For now though, I have an eighteen year old nymphomaniac waiting for me.
I head to the bathroom and enter a stall. I then take out my cock and take a quick picture. Including a message about how hard Lexi made me, I send her the picture. Then I wash my hands before heading back to my office for lunch.
Deciding to be responsible and not act like a horny teenager, I stay at work until five instead of leaving early. It wasn't easy to stay, especially with Lexi sending me flirty texts constantly. The texts only increased in intensity and frequency when Lexi got out of school and drove home with Kayla. Apparently, Kayla drove so that Lexi could take cute pictures and send them to me. Fuck, she's gorgeous.
During my afternoon break, when Lexi and Kayla are already home, I actually drive down to the local store to print out a picture of Lexi and I together. I buy a frame and set it up on my desk next to the picture of Kayla. Lexi is ecstatic when I send a snapshot of my desk. She sends me a shot of her bare ass and promises to let me fuck her butt tonight.
Once I'm done with work, I say goodnight to everyone and head out to my car. The drive home is fairly uneventful, I sit back, relax, and listen to music the entire way home. When I get home, I meet Lexi and Kayla in the foyer. I hug both girls and we chat for a little while about our days.
Kayla is clearly still depressed about David. Hopefully the party tonight will lift her spirits. Lexi and I are planning to go to a nice dinner, so we won't be eating with Kayla tonight. She'll grab something quick here and then head to the party with her friend Brittney. I peck Kayla on the cheek and head upstairs with Lexi so we can change. Finally, I'm alone with Lexi.
As soon as the bedroom door closes, I grab her by the ass and pull her against me. One hand then buries in her hair as I shove my tongue down her throat. Lexi moans into my mouth and grips my back tightly when I release her butt and grab her tit from outside her shirt. My sexy redheaded girlfriend rubs her body against mine while we kiss. After kissing for a minute, I grip Lexi's hair and pull her head back. She looks up at me, breathing heavily with lust in her eyes.
"Well, aren't you in a mood." she says before biting her lower lip.
"Do you have any idea what you've done to me today?" I growl.
"Made this," she grasps my bulge and squeezes for emphasis, "extra hard for me."
"And you're gonna take it all!" I hiss as I drag Lexi over to the bed.
I toss her tiny body onto the bed and she lands with a loud shriek. I'm on top of her in seconds, kissing her as she spreads her legs for me. Her skirt rides up her toned thighs while we make out. Reaching between us, I free my cock and push her panties aside as I line my mushroom head up with her pussy.
"Fuck!" I groan as I enter Lexi. She's soaking wet already.
"Mmm, fuck me, yes!" she coos as she buries one hand in my hair and grips my back with the other.
I'm usually a great lover, caring, giving. In fact, I probably care more about my partner's pleasure than my own. Not this time. I reach down with both arms and hook them around Lexi's legs; pushing her legs back and spreading her open wide for me. Her knees are now around my elbows and her feet, covered by cute shoes, are in the air. I can feel the crotch of her panties brush against my cock as I push in and out of her.
Lexi moans and pants as I hump her erratically, seeking nothing but my own release. She throws her arms back and grips the sheets, her back arching as she takes my cock. I keep my hands firmly planted on the mattress, holding Lexi's legs wide apart as my orgasm approaches.
"Fuck, take it!" I grunt as I start shooting.
"Give it to me, yes!" Lexi moans as her back arches and pussy clenches, milking every drop of my seed.
I thrust one final time into Lexi before slowly easing my cock out of her pussy. I then lower her legs to the bed as I sit up and look down at her. She is panting heavily, her chest rising and falling. Her red hair is haloed about her head and her skirt is bunched up around her waist. Fuck, she's gorgeous.
"Shit, Lexi, I'm sorry." I say as I get off the bed, "I didn't do anything to make that good for you."
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Lexi exclaims as she adjusts her panties to cover her pussy, "That was incredible! The way you just grabbed me and took me. Mmm, you're such a MAN!"
Lexi sits up and adjusts her skirt before getting out of bed. She then begins to undress; removing her shoes and socks, then her shirt and skirt. Finally, she strips out of her underwear and stands before me completely nude. The hot, little minx then slips a finger between her legs and comes back with a dollop of cum and pussy juice. She pops the cum in her mouth and looks at me as she sucks her finger clean.
"I need to head to the bathroom to freshen up." Lexi says, "I have a pussy full of cum and I wanna be nice and clean for you tonight."
"Sounds good." I respond, "I need to eat you out to make up for what just happened."
"There's nothing to make up for." Lexi insists, "It was a quickie, and a damn good one."
"If you're sure." I say as I reach out and caress one of Lexi's tits.
"I am!" Lexi giggles, "Now let me go get ready so I have time to suck that big dick of yours in the limo on the way to the restaurant!"
I watch Lexi's naked ass sway as she walks over to the closet. She removes a little black dress before heading over to the dresser and extracting a fresh bra and pair of panties. The beautiful redhead then grabs her heels and heads into the bathroom.
Looking at the clock, I realize I really need to get ready as well. I remove my clothes, then grab fresh boxers from my dresser. Next, I head over to the closet and pull out my suit. Lexi and I are going to have a very nice dinner tonight at the fanciest place in the city. I even rented a limo sine for the occasion. I'm looking forward to it!
Lexi exits the bathroom and takes my breath away. She looks so beautiful in her black dress, I can barely resist the urge to grab her and kiss her. I tell her how amazing she looks and she smiles and kisses my cheek.
We meet Kayla in the foyer and smile when we see her. Lexi and I each hug Kayla before heading outside to the limo. The driver opens the door and I help Lexi inside. I then enter myself and we're off.
With the privacy screen up, Lexi and I snuggle up close and enjoy the ride. A few minutes in, Lexi starts getting frisky. She kisses me, and we make out for a couple minutes while she rubs my bulge. Next, she extracts my cock from my suit pants and leans over. I groan in pleasure as she takes me into her mouth and fulfills her promise from earlier, to suck me off in the limo.
I lean my head back and close my eyes as I enjoy a very pleasant blowjob. Lexi bobs up and down on my cock at a steady pace while my hand rests on her head, fingers entwined in her auburn hair. After a few minutes of Lexi sucking on me, I buck my hips and cry her name as cum spurts from my tip.
Lexi moans happily as her cheeks fill with my cum. The beautiful redhead keeps sucking on me until I am fully drained. Then she sits up, brushes her auburn hair back behind her ear, and opens her mouth to show me my cum on her tongue. She grins and wiggles her tongue around in the pool of cum before closing her mouth and swallowing.
Wrapping an arm around Lexi, she snuggles in and we enjoy the relaxing ride to the restaurant. She takes my hand and laces our fingers as we chat about random, inconsequential topics for the rest of the trip. Once we arrive at the restaurant, the driver opens our door and I step out.
"My lady." I say, offering my hand to Lexi.
"Why thank you, kind sir!" Lexi says with a smile as she takes my hand and lets me help her out of the limo.
Lexi loops her arm through mine and the two of us walk inside the five star restaurant. We are seated immediately and order drinks right away. Lexi might not be old enough to drink, but in her fancy dress with her forty year old boyfriend, no one cards her. She's soon sipping on a glass of expensive wine.
After we order an appetizer, Lexi looks at me nervously before speaking "Tickets to prom go on sale on Monday."
I take a long sip of my drink before responding, "We both know I can't go with you. I'm forty, you're all eighteen."
"Yeah, I know." Lexi says with a sigh, "I guess I just won't go."
"You should still go!" I insist, "It's your prom! Go with friends and have a great time. Kayla might not have a date now that she and David have broken up."
"Kayla's fucking gorgeous." Lexi smirks, "She'll have no problem finding a date. You know that."
"Kayla is very beautiful, and so are you." I smile.
"Yes, but I don't want anyone but you." Lexi says as she sticks out her tongue, "I could always go with a girl!"
"You could!" I laugh, imagining Lexi dancing with Hazel, "How about Hazel? You were talking about a threesome, that could be a good warm up!"



Lexi starts laughing and takes a minute before answering, during which time our appetizer arrives and the waitress takes our entree orders. "Sorry that threesome hasn't happened yet, I'm just really anxious about touching another girl like that."
"You don't have to apologize to me for something like that." I say as I reach over and place my hand on hers. "Although, I'm definitely okay with you fucking a girl."
"I know you are!" Lexi giggles, "I can't wait for you to watch me. Turning you on turns me on."
"You turn me on." I say, taking a bite of the appetizer.
Lexi takes a bite and chews before swallowing, "So I have your permission to fuck a girl?"
"You do." I confirm.
"Thanks!" Lexi smirks, "It wasn't long ago that I said I would never touch a girl. Now, I'm looking forward to the day we have a real threesome."
"I am, too." I respond, "As long as you're comfortable."
"I will be." Lexi says, "I'll be with you."
"I love you." I say sincerely.
"I love you, too." Lexi beams. "But what about prom?"
"You should go." I insist, "Don't worry about a date, just go and have fun."
"Okay, I'll go." Lexi agrees.
"Thank you." I smile.
"Who did you go to prom with?" Lexi asks after we finish our appetizer.
"Kayla's mom." I answer with a sad smile.
"You two were high school sweethearts?" Lexi asks, surprised.
"We were." I confirm with a nod.
"D-do you mind if I ask what happened to her?" Lexi bites her lower lip nervously.
"Of course I don't mind." I say, "I forgot I never told you. She had an aneurysm and died in her sleep. Kayla was five years old."
"You've been alone for thirteen years?" Lexi asks with a sad look on her face.
"No, I haven't been a monk!" I answer.
"I didn't ask if you got your dick wet." Lexi says, "I asked if you've been alone. There's a difference. I should know, I was so alone when I met you, yet my holes were getting stretched all the time."
"Yes, I've been alone for thirteen years." I confirm, "Then I met you."
"I'm glad you did." Lexi smiles with a tear in her eye.
"Believe me, so am I." I say.
Our meals come out and we immediately dig in. This restaurant is definitely worthy of its five stars. The food is exquisite. Lexi enjoys it as well. While we eat, we chat about more happy topics; Lexi's plans after high school, how she is getting along with Kayla's friends, which are now her friends as well.
After dinner is a wonderful dessert and I smile when I see a dab of chocolate on Lexi's lower lip. I lean forward and we exchange a soft kiss, I can taste chocolate on her lips. We both smile and laugh. The waiter brings the check after our meal and I leave a nice tip. Then the two of us head out to the limousine, hand in hand. The driver opens the door and we climb inside before beginning the trip home.
We don't have sex in the limo, but it is a near thing. We make out the entire drive back and I even finger Lexi to an orgasm while she rubs my bulge. After she cums, I push my fingers into her mouth so she can taste her pussy. Seeing Lexi taste herself nearly makes me lose control, but the limo arrives back at the house before I can get inside her.
I tip the limo driver, then Lexi and I head inside. We practically run to the bedroom and, as soon as we are inside, our lips meet and we kiss fiercely. Lexi molds her body to mine as I hold her close and we tongue wrestle.
Putting my hands on Lexi's shoulders, I encourage her to drop to her knees. Less than ten seconds later, my cock is in her mouth. "I'm gonna cum in your mouth." I say as I grip her head tightly in my hands, encouraging her to suck me. "I'm gonna cum in your pussy." I say as Lexi starts moaning around my thirkness. "And I'm gonna cum in your ass." I say while Lexi gags and drools.
"Fuck my face." Lexi says thickly around my shaft.
Happy to oblige, I grip her head tightly and start thrusting my hips into her face. I use Lexi's mouth as if it were a pussy, rapidly thrusting, seeking my own pleasure. She keeps her arms behind her back and lets me fuck her face. A strand of drool is dangling from her chin and sexy gagging and slurping sounds keep exiting her warm mouth.
"Are you my little slut?" I ask as I switch to short, quick thrusts between her lips.
"Uh-huh." Lexi moans around my cock. Her lips form a tight seal around my shaft, creating a delectable sensation as I fuck her mouth.
"You want my cum?" I ask with a grunt.
Lexi moans as she nods her head rapidly "Cum!" she moans around my cock, her arms still behind her back while I use her face.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan and bury my entire length down Lexi's throat. She lets out a choked gurgle as her cheeks puff out and start filling with cum. "Don't swallow, don't swallow." I order.
Lexi just shakes her head around my dick and lets my cum fill her mouth. Eventually, my orgasm subsides and I pull my cock out from between her lips. A strand of drool connects my mushroom head with her bottom lip for a moment before breaking. I then slap her face with my dick as she kisses it.
"Show me." I order while maintaining a grip on her auburn hair.
Lexi keeps her teeth pressed together but opens her lips and pushes the cum out between her teeth with a delicious squishing noise. A strand of cum runs down her lower lip before she slurps it back into her mouth.
"Swallow." I state firmly.
Lexi tilts her head back and devours my load with a loud gulp. She then leans forward and kisses my tip. I smile down at her as my hand slips down the top of her dress and into her bra. I caress a firm boob as Lexi moans softly.
"Get your tits out." I instruct as I remove my suit jacket.
Lexi smirks and lowers the straps on her dress. She then lowers the dress so it is bunched up around her tummy. Lexi reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Shrugging her shoulders forward, Lexi removes the bra and tosses it aside.
"Bend over the bed." I instruct as I unbutton my shirt.
"Yes, sir!" Lexi stands up, kicks her heels off, and walks over to the bed. Tossing her hair over one shoulder, Lexi winks at me before turning to face the bed. She then bends over the bed, with her feet still on the floor, and presses her tits into the bed as she sticks out her ass. My redheaded nymphomaniac looks over her shoulder and wiggles her cute rump in my direction.
I take my time removing my clothes as I stare at Lexi bent over the bed, waiting for me. I can tell she is getting impatient and I am having fun making her wait. Soon, I'm down to my boxers, which I quickly discard, leaving me naked.
"Hurry up and fuck me!" Lexi whines as she shakes her ass in my direction.
I walk over to Lexi and lift her dress, resting it on her hips and exposing her lace panties. Her little black dress is now bunched up around her waist. I then place my hand in her panties and, with one quick yank, leave them stretched between her thighs. My hand lashes out and I spank Lexi's ass, hard. The eighteen year old lets out a yelp as her body jerks forward from the force of the impact.
"I'll fuck you when I'm ready." I say before slapping her other cheek.
"Ah!" Lexi cries out as her body shivers. I wouldn't be surprised if she just had an orgasm.
I push two fingers up Lexi's cunt and find out she's absolutely soaked. I finger her for about thirty seconds, getting my digits completely covered in pussy juice. Next, I slip my fingers out of her and reach along her body to roughly shove my fingers into her mouth.
"Taste your pussy." I order as Lexi moans and sucks on my fingers.
Soon, I pull my fingers out of Lexi's mouth and lightly caress her bare bum. I then grip my cock at the base and slap her ass with it several times. Just before I'm about to enter her, I notice just how pink and delicious-looking her pussy is, and another idea occurs to me. I drop to my knees and shove my face in her cunt.
"Holy shit!" Lexi exclaims when she feels my tongue on her pussy.
I grip Lexi's ass cheeks in my hands while I work her over with my tongue. I can feel her body squirming in pleasure as I suck on her clit. Fuck, she tastes so good. I alternate between stimulating her clit and pushing my tongue between her labia. Next, I give her ass a playful slap before pushing two fingers up her cunt.
"Oh fuck, eat me, eat me!" Lexi moans as I feel her pussy squeeze my fingers.
Lexi rises up to her elbows so that her tits brush against the bed. I wish I could see her bent over the bed with her dress bunched around her waist. I can't see due to the fact that my face is still buried up her cunt. I'm sawing two fingers in and out of Lexi's tight hole as my tongue flicks her clit over and over. After a couple minutes, Lexi arches her back and cries out an intense orgasm. I can feel her toned legs shaking as her pussy convulses.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming, fuck!" Lexi cries out as she throws her head back.
Just as she is coming down from her orgasm, I jump to my feet and slot my cock at her opening. We both let out a groan as I push inside. Her pussy is so warm and wet, I can feel my cock throbbing as I bury myself in Lexi. Within seconds, I am fully embedded in her cunt's warm embrace.
"Fuck, you're tight." I grunt as I hold her hips.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi grunts back at the feel of my thickness stretching her pussy.
Using my grip on her hips, I begin thrusting in and out of Lexi's tight, young body. Her pussy is so tight, her skin is so soft, I'm one lucky bastard. Lexi arches her back and pushes back against me, helping me fuck her with the entire length of my hard dick.
My hands slide up her bare back, feeling her soft skin. I reach beneath her body and grab hold of her firm breasts. Using my grip on her tits, I slam my cock inside Lexi again and again, making her cry out and throw her head back.
I play with Lexi's tits for a couple minutes until the nipple stimulation causes her to tense up and cum on my cock. Then I grab her elbows and pull her arms back. I hold her up by the arms as I drill her from behind, fucking her through her orgasm. The sounds of slapping flesh can be heard each time my hips impact with her butt cheeks.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Lexi chants as she takes my cock and cums a second time.
When Lexi's orgasm ends, I release her arms and let her upper body collapse on the bed. I then spank her ass cheeks before grabbing a fistful of her red hair and yanking her head back roughly. "Take my cock, you little slut!"
"Yes! I'm your slut! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Lexi cries out as she balances herself on her elbows.
With one hand on her hip and the other holding her auburn hair, I fuck Lexi doggystyle until I can't take it anymore. I grunt loudly as my cock swells and begins to spit out its load. Lexi cums again at the feeling of having semen pumped into her body. Her back arches and her mouth is open in a silent scream as her pussy milks every drop of cum from my balls.
I grip Lexi's bum in both hands and pull my cock out of her. I can see her pussy close as my dick exits her body. Grabbing her panties, which are still around her thighs, I yank the underwear down to her ankles, and Lexi steps out of them. Next, I reach for her bunched up dress and slide it down her body. Lexi is fully nude when she steps out of her dress and I toss it aside.
"Revive me." I state firmly.
Lexi spins around and squats in front of me. Leaking cum out onto the floor, she grabs my flaccid member and directs it towards her open mouth. I bury my hands in her auburn hair as she takes my entire dick into her mouth and starts sucking hard.
Thirty seconds in her hot, teenage mouth is enough to get me fully erect and ready for another round. I pull my shaft out of her mouth and slap her face with it as Lexi kisses all the cock-flesh she can. She moans happily each time my thickness impacts with her pretty face.
"Get on the bed." I order. "Face down, ass up. Now!"
My redheaded girlfriend gives the mushroom head of my cock a quick kiss before happily hopping up on the bed. Lexi gets on her knees and rests her face and chest on the bed. Just as I ordered; face down, ass up. She wiggles her cute, little butt in my direction. Fuck, I love her.
"Reach back and spread your cheeks." I say as I get into position behind Lexi.
She reaches back with both her hands and grips her butt cheeks. My little nymphomaniac then spreads her cheeks wide, giving me a great view of her asshole. I stroke my cock several times before pressing my tip to her rear entrance. I then grab onto her hips and shove.
"FUCK!" Lexi cries out as she feels my cock slowly burying its way up her ass.
I can hear Lexi grunting while she holds her cheeks. My dick is now fully embedded and I can only imagine how adorable her face looks right now. Her features are scrunched up, her teeth are bared and clenched. A strand of long red hair hangs over her face, concealing one of her green eyes. At the thought, my cock twitches inside of her.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Lexi grunts.
Not one to turn down a lovely lady's request, I slowly ease my cock out until just the head is up her butt, then I thrust back inside. We both groan as my hips impact her butt. Lexi is gripping her cheeks as tightly as she can. I hold Lexi still with my hands as I begin to fuck her backdoor with a steady rhythm. Holy shit, her ass is so hot and tight. Despite having cum twice already, I don't think I'll last long.
Lexi releases her butt cheeks and reaches forward to grip the bed sheets with her fingers. Each of my thrusts jerks her tiny body forward and causes her to let out a grunt of pain and pleasure. I lean over her body and plant my hands on either side of Lexi as I fuck her up the ass.
"Oh God, yes! Fuck my ass!" Lexi begs as she thrusts her butt backwards to embed my full length inside her. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
I can't believe this girl can orgasm from anal. Holy fuck, she's amazing. Lexi's body tenses up and she shakes several times while she announces her orgasm to the room. I can't take it anymore. Her ass is too tight, too hot. She's too fucking sexy.
"Fuck!" I groan as my pelvis impacts with her butt and I start shooting.
"Yes! Cum in my ass!" Lexi cries out as she tosses her head back.
My eyes stay locked on her naked back and the auburn hair contrasting with her pale skin as my cock pulses several times. Each pulse corresponds to a jet of cum filling Lexi's tight ass. I give a final shudder before collapsing on top of her.
"Oomph!" she exclaims as my body lands on hers.
"Sorry!" I say as I roll off of her, my cock exiting her butt.
Lexi collapses on the bed, breathing heavily. I love watching her tiny body laying there, sweaty and worn out from our lovemaking. Reaching out, I grab a handful of her ass and squeeze. She just lets out a moan.
"I need a shower." Lexi giggles as she turns her body to face me, causing her bare breasts to come into view.
"May I join you?" I ask her tits.
"You may!" Lexi chirps as she puts a hand over her bum to catch any escaping semen. She then stands up and waddles towards the bathroom, one hand over her ass.
I get to my feet and follow Lexi into the bathroom. Upon entering, I see Lexi peeing on the toilet. I lean over and peck her lips before heading to turn on the shower. Lexi wipes herself and flushes before coming to join me in the shower.
What follows is a very sensual shower. We soap each other up and rinse the water from our naked bodies. Lexi tastes my cock to make sure it is clean and ends up giving me a blowjob. I then pull her to her feet, spin her around, and press the front of her body against the glass shower door. I imagine how amazing her tits must look pressed against the glass as I drill her from behind.
After dumping another load up Lexi's teenage cunt, my redheaded girlfriend drops to her knees to clean my cock. The blowjob gets me hard yet again, and I end up pulling out at the last second to hose down Lexi's face. Then we wash up again before finally exiting the shower.
We return to the bedroom naked. I check my phone and see that it is after 3:00AM. There's a text from Kayla saying she is home. Looks like she was out until after 2:00AM. Must have been a fun night.
I climb into bed with Lexi. She snuggles up close to me and I wrap my arms around her petite body. I can feel her nipples pressing into my chest. Soon, we are fast asleep. I hope Kayla had as nice of a Friday night as Lexi and I.
Kayla
My head is pounding as I slowly regain consciousness. I let out a weak moan and realize I'm completely naked. My face is covered in dried semen and I can feel cum sloshing around my pussy. I wince as I open my eyes and sit up, realizing that my ass is killing me. It feels like a baseball bat was shoved up there.
I hop out of bed and stretch in the dark room before a voice calls out. "Oh good, you're awake." then the lights turn on.
I let out a shriek as Keith Strulk comes into view. He's fully clothed and I'm nude. One arm immediately covers my breasts as I plaster a hand over my crotch. I turn my body sideways, trying desperately to hide my nude frame. That's when I notice that Keith is sitting on a chair and twirling my panties on his fingers.
"No need to hide from me." Keith says with a cruel laugh, "I've already seen all you've got to offer."
I ignore his cruel words as I grab the sheet off the bed and wrap it around myself, concealing my nudity from this asshole. Why the fuck is Keith in the room with me? Fuck, what happened? I try and remember and am horrified when I realize that I slept with Dan. Seriously, Dan! That idiot? How much did I have to drink? And why is Keith in here?
"Fuck, you have an amazing body." Keith says as he smirks at me. I'm covered now, but he got a great view a minute ago.
"What the fuck are you doing in here?" I ask.
"Just admiring my new cum dump." Keith says with an evil grin.
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" I ask, infuriated that he would call me such a thing. I hold the sheet tight around my body, making sure he can't see anything as I hunt around for my clothes.
"You say 'what the fuck' a lot." Keith comments before answering, "You don't remember begging me to fuck you?"
I freeze with my bra in my hand and look over at him in shock. No. No! NO! Me and Keith? The guy who took advantage of Lexi? The guy who arranged for her to get gang-banged? I would never! Shit, maybe this is why my ass is so sore! Did this piece of shit rape me?!
Without thinking about my modesty, I release the sheet, letting it fall in a puddle at my feet. Keith clearly thinks this is an invitation and stands up as he admires my naked frame. Instead of getting the blowjob this loser probably expects, he instead gets a swift kick in the nuts as I step forward and slam my foot between his legs as hard as I can.
"Ah! Fucking bitch!" Keith curses as he falls to the floor in a heap.
I clutch my bra with desperate strength as I launch another kick. This one slams right into his face and I hear his nose crack. I think it might be broken. Good. I hope his nose is broken and his balls never recover.
Keith isn't stupid; he knows he needs to get out of here fast. Still holding onto my panties, he rolls away from me and launches to his feet. "You'll regret this, you stupid slut." he says as he wrenches the door open and runs out. To my satisfaction, he more waddles quickly than runs. Good, I hope it hurts.
I quickly shut the door and turn around, pressing my naked back against the cold wood. That's when the tears hit. I slowly slide down the door until I'm sitting on my bare ass. I bury my face in my hands and start sobbing. Keith Strulk was inside me. The worthless loser who made Lexi's life hell. He raped me. I wasn't good enough for David to love and Keith actually expected I'd become his cum dump.



Soon I'm hyperventilating. I collapse sideways and land in a puddle on the floor. Still holding onto my bra, I curl up into a little ball and cry. My body is wracked with sobs and I can still feel the dried cum on my face, with more leaking out of my cunt and abused asshole.
I don't know how long I lay on the floor for. Eventually though, I am all cried out and I realize that I have to move. I actually manage to find some tissues to clean up my pussy and ass. Then I put my bra on, reaching into the cups to situate each breast. Next, I slip on my shirt and skirt. Keith stole my panties, so I will have to go without underwear. Finally, I find my shoes.
Heading to the nearest bathroom, I quickly sit on the toilet to urinate. After wiping myself and flushing, I head over to the sink to wash my hands and face. The warm water feels nice and I'm happy to finally get Keith's cum off of my face.
Checking my phone, I realize that it is after 1:00AM. I need to get home. Fuck, where's Brittney? I walk through the frat house but am unable to find her in any of the common areas. I am treated to the lovely sight of a girl giving head in the corner of the living room. Jeez, have some self-respect and find a room!
Eventually, I return to the bedroom where I caught Brittney hooking up with a guy. She must have fallen asleep after getting boned. I rap my knuckles on the door and call out for Brittney before walking in. There she is, nude and on her knees while that same guy fucks her face.
"She's a little busy right now!" the guy calls out over Brittney's loud gagging.
"Sorry." I mumble as I back out and close the door.
Seriously? It's been hours and they're still going at it. Ugh! I send Brittney a text saying that I'm gonna find my own way home. Good thing we took an Uber here, Brittney can get her own back to my house to get her car. I immediately place the call for the Uber and am glad when I get a ride almost right away.
The Uber driver checks me out as soon as I get in the car. He also spends half the ride back to my house looking at me in his rear view mirror. I'm in no mood and just sit in the back seat with my arms crossed.
Once we arrive, I tip the driver and head inside. I'm sure Lexi and Daddy are asleep by now, so I send Daddy a text, telling him that I'm home. Finally, I can head up to my room. Today was horrible. David is gone and Keith was inside me. I'm devastated. I hop in the shower to wash the shame from my body.
I end up having another crying spell in the shower and let the water wash away my tears. After my shower, I put on a pair of panties and climb into bed. Laying in bed, I'm not sad anymore. I'm not angry. I'm not anything. I just lay there, emotionless as I drift off to sleep.
My eyes slowly open as I wake up. I sit up and stretch, my bare breasts jiggling slightly on my chest. Grabbing a tissue off my bedside table, I wipe away the dried tears that must have appeared during the night. Next, I pull on a robe and step into a pair of slippers to get ready for breakfast.
Checking my phone, I realize it is more like lunch. I slept until almost noon! Shit, I haven't slept this late in a long time. I also notice there are text messages from Brittney, Hazel, Ashley, Marcia, and Daddy. Daddy says he is glad that I'm home safe and he hopes I had fun. Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all ask how I'm doing and also hope I had fun last night. I text the girls before turning to Brittney's very surprising text.
Brittney: Sorry you had to go home on your own. I was getting fucked so good I lost track of time. I got an Uber to your place and took my car home.
Kayla: We've all been there! ;)
Brittney: Hey! There's another party tonight at the other frat house. Do you wanna go?
I bite my lip as I look down at my phone. Do I want to go? Well, no, I don't. I also don't wanna stay here and think about what happened to me. I don't wanna think about David either. Everyone keeps saying I need to get out, and I can't tell them what happened. I can't. I can't face it. They might get suspicious if I stay home. I can't blame David forever.
Kayla: Sure! Count me in!
Brittney: Great! Meet at your place at 7:00PM and we'll Uber over?
Kayla: Sounds like plan!
Finally, I head down to eat lunch with Lexi and Daddy. Lexi looks adorable, like always. Her hair is up in twin buns and she has a radiant smile on her freckled face. Daddy is in his 'hang around the house' wear; lounge pants and a t-shirt. Both of them already have plates of food in front of them.
"Well, hello there sleepy head!" Lexi chirps.
"I can't believe you're just getting up." says Daddy, "You never sleep this late."
"Yeah, I was really tired. It was a late night." I answer as I sit down at the table.
"Meet any potential boyfriends or prom dates?" Lexi asks with a smirk.
"Definitely didn't meet anyone I'd want to date, or even go to prom with." I say, biting my lower lip nervously. I need to get the conversation away from my love life. Now. "So, what are your plans for the day?" I ask Lexi and Daddy.
"We don't really have any." Lexi says before taking a bite of her lunch.
"Maybe we could get some shopping done and go see a movie?" Daddy suggests.
"Oh, that's a good idea!" says Lexi.
"Do you wanna come with us?" asks Daddy.
"I suppose so." I shrug, "As long as we're back before 7:00PM."
"What's at 7:00PM?" Lexi asks.
"I'm going to another party with Brittney." I answer.
"Oh? That's great!" Daddy says.
He has no idea. No idea what happened to me. Why can't I tell him? "Yeah, it should be fun." I reply before taking a sip of my drink.
"I'm glad to see you are getting out, and not letting what happened with David keep you down." Daddy smiles at me.
"Thank you, Daddy." I say with a forced smile.
The three of us finish our lunch and then all get ready to go shopping. It takes Daddy and Lexi so long to get ready, I'm positive they are having a quickie. I'm glad Dad is so happy. I wish I was. Shit, part of me actually misses David still.
Once we're all ready, Daddy drives us to the local mall and lets us get some shopping in. He buys Lexi a pretty necklace and she is suitably awed by it. I get some clothes and a new pair of shoes that I've really been wanting. Then we go to an afternoon movie at the theater in the mall.
We grab some fast food at the food court and have an early dinner at the mall. It's actually a nice day and I find myself forgetting some of my troubles. I may not have a boyfriend, but at least I have Lexi and Daddy. They both love me. My friends love me. I think I'll be okay.
After our meal, we head back home. I'm actually regretting saying 'yes' to the party now, I think I'd rather spend the evening with Daddy and Lexi. I said I'd go though, so I'm gonna go. I'm already ready for the party, wearing jean shorts and a cute top, my raven hair framing my face in waves. I play a video game with Lexi until Brittney arrives. I hug and kiss Lexi and Daddy goodbye before getting into an Uber with Brittney.
The party is already in full swing by the time we arrive. Various people are hanging around outside, drinking and relaxing. We head inside and are immediately handed red solo cups full of alcohol. Brittney chugs hers while I just take small sips. I might get drunk again tonight, but I won't drink nearly as much as last night, that's for sure!
We chat with a lot of people from school, as well as the college kids who are at the frat party. I'm actually having a good time. Brittney and I dance together for a bit before sitting down to relax. Two pretty girls at a frat party; we aren't alone for long. Two college guys come up to us and introduce themselves as Brad and Mike.
They chat us up for a few minutes before asking if we want to dance. Brittney agrees and is up before I can even respond. I shrug and decide to go along with it. Mike is pretty cute. The four of us dance as a group for awhile before pairing off. I dance with Mike while Brittney dances with Brad.
After dancing for awhile, the boys bring shots for the four of us. I am slightly hesitant but end up downing my shot along with the others. Chatting with the boys reveals they are brothers at the fraternity. They offer to show us around the frat house and we gladly accept.
The frat house is quite large, and there is a lot to see. The upper floors are all bedrooms for the frat brothers. Although, at a party like this, they get quite a bit of use from random hook ups and one night stands. The main floor of the house is where the party is. There's the mandatory beer keg, in addition to shot glasses full of various liquids. The guys hand us jello shots, which we do with them.
Next, we go to the basement. Most of it is used for storage, but there is a pool table, as well as a few tables for cards and other games. There's a game of flip cup going on to get the alcohol flowing. There is also a table set up for beer pong, but no one is playing.
"Kayla, c'mon, let's play beer pong!" Brittney says, grabbing my arm and dragging me towards the table.
"You're on!" I say. I've played beer pong before and I'm confident that I can beat Brittney.
"What do you say we make this interesting?" Brittney asks as she bounces a ping pong ball.
"You want to bet?" I ask in surprise.
"No." Brittney says, shaking her head before announcing, "I want to play strip beer pong!"
My eyes go wide as the room goes silent. There aren't a ton of people down here, maybe fifteen, but the sudden change from conversation to silence is still very noticeable. I'm about to say that I would never do something like that when the guys speak up.
"Sounds like a great idea to me!" Brad says as he wraps an arm around Brittney possessively.
"You should do it, Kayla!" Mike chimes in with, "You'll definitely win!"
"Oh, um, I-I don't know." I stammer nervously. Could I do something like this? There's no way I'll lose, Brittney has been drinking way more than I have.
"C'mon, Kayla. Let's do this!" Brittney says.
I guess I could try this for a bit. Worst case? I'll be in my underwear while Brittney is completely naked. A bra and panties are no more revealing than a bikini anyway. I reach for my drink and chug the last of it to give me some confidence.
"You wanna flash your titties to a room full of strangers? Fine. You're on!" I say with a swagger. I'm single now, I can do whatever the fuck I want.
The room erupts into excited chatter at the thought of seeing some tit. All other games in the room stop as a crowd gathers around the beer pong table. Brad and Mike bring us jello shots for some liquid courage. We down our shots and toss a coin to see who goes first. Brittney won, so she'll be going first.
Brittney and I are both wearing eight articles of clothing. Two shoes, two socks, a shirt, a pair of shorts, a bra, and a pair of panties. So, it will be a fair game. First to sink eight balls will win and with each shot, the opposing girl must remove an article of clothing. Eight solo cups are set in front of each girl.
"Take your best shot!" I say confidently as Brittney prepares to shoot.
The ball lands straight in one of the solo cups with a splash. "I will!" Brittney crows.
"Lucky shot!" I say as I kick off one of my shoes and drink my beer. "My turn!"
I sink my shot right away and Brittney takes off a shoe, then drinks. Brittney misses her next shot and I stick out my tongue just as I sink another ball and force Brittney to drink and lose her other shoe.
Four rounds later and I'm wearing my regular clothes and one sock. Brittney is standing barefoot on the opposite side of the table. The crowd has grown to about twenty people. Clearly word is spreading about the game. Everyone is watching us. Brad and Mike are standing closest, handing us the occasional shot in between rounds. I have to slow down or I'll get as drunk as I did last night. Can't have that!
It's her turn and she misses again. I am surprisingly giggly. I'm having fun! My turn. I take a deep breath and throw the ball. It lands straight in a cup with a swish. I jump up and down with my arms in the air as the crowd cheers.
"Time to show some skin, Brit!" I say with a giggle. I'm happy drunk!
Brittney gives me a pout before crossing her arms at the hem of her shirt. With a quick motion her shirt is discarded and she is standing there in her shorts and a light pink bra. The guys all hoot and holler, making Brittney blush slightly while she drinks her beer. Her turn. Her aim is perfect and I lose my second sock.
It's my turn, and I sink another shot with no problem. Brittney drinks the beer and looks nervous as she unbuttons her shorts and slides them down her long, smooth legs. She is standing there in a matching pink bra and panty set. The crowd is going wild, happy that a girl is so close to getting naked.
On Brittney's turn, she makes her shot right away. I notice that Mike is particularly thrilled when I take off my shirt, revealing my black bra. Thankfully, it isn't see thru, so no nipples for him! I drink my beer and giggle before taking my turn. I miss. Completely. Damn.
Brittney takes another turn and the ball goes into one of the three remaining cups on my side. I take the ball out and drink the beer. Then I unbutton my jean shorts and bend my knees as I shimmy the shorts down my legs. The guys are certainly happy now; two girls down to their bras and panties.
"Let's see some tits!" one guy shouts as I take the ball and get ready for my shot.
I miss again. Come on! So close to getting Brittney topless. Ugh! It's her turn now. Crap. Perfect shot. I start breathing heavily, knowing what is about to happen. "We can call it quits right now if you want." I offer.
"No way, Kayla!" Brittney says, "Let's see those big titties!"
"Tits! Tits! Tits! Tits!" the crowd chants as I drink the beer.
"You'll be okay." Mike says reassuringly. I give him a smile and blush.
Taking a deep breath, I reach behind my back and unhook my bra. I shrug my shoulders forward and slip the bra off. Guys are screaming and girls are giggling as my breasts come into view. I drop the bra and immediately cross my left arm over my chest. My upper arm conceals my left breast while my palm cups my right, hiding both nipples from view.
Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. I let out a heavy breath and fumble the ball, dropping it and letting it roll across the table. Keeping my arm over my breasts, I pick up the ball and get ready to take my shot. Why did I agree to this? Fortunately, I make the shot.
Brittney giggles nervously and drinks her beer before reaching behind her back and unhooking her pink bra. The confident girl takes off her bra and tosses it into the crowd. A guy catches it and holds up the bra to cheers. Two pairs of eighteen year old titties are now out.
As she goes to take her shot, Brittney does nothing to cover herself, giving the crowd an amazing view. The ball misses and Brittney pouts. My turn, and it's over. My shot is perfect and goes right into the last cup.
"Oh, thank God." I say out loud with a happy sigh. A few people got a glimpse of my nipples, but whatever. I won. I can put my bra back on in a moment.
"Guess I'm getting naked!" Brittney says.
Brittney slips her hands into her panties and slides them down her legs, with her back to the crowd. Everyone is cheering as Brittney's bare ass comes into view. She then steps out of her panties and turns around, showing the crowd her shaven snatch.
People are whistling and cheering. I see guys inching closer to get a better view of Brittney's naked body. For her part, Brittney seems almost completely at ease. There is some pink coloring her cheeks, but the confident girl just stands there for a few moments with her hands on her hips, allowing everyone to admire her.
I watch, shocked as she gathers up her clothes into a pile and walks over to Brad. She then loudly asks if he wants to find a private room. Naturally, he agrees. People start whistling as Brittney walks beside Brad, his hand on her ass as he leads the girl upstairs. I can hear loud noises from upstairs as a naked girl appears.
I'm beat red and grab for my bra when I see Mike standing there. He smiles nervously at me before speaking "Do you wanna find a room, too?" he asks.
My mouth actually drops open. Do I? I'm not the type for a one night stand! Yeah, I slept with Dan, but I was a lot more drunk than I am now. I wish I hadn't done it. Then Keith. That asshole was the last person inside me! Oh, that's a disgusting thought. I look up at Mike and make my decision. It's not like I'm saving myself for love anymore. I thought I had loved David, but he was an asshole.
"I'd love to." I say with a smile.
More whistling from the crowd as they watch me grab my clothes and walk towards the stairs with Mike. I hold my clothes over my chest so my breasts aren't visible while we walk up the stairs I'm beet red as I exit the basement to more shocked looks. I just smile and wink as I walk beside Mike towards his second floor bedroom. Brittney has disappeared into a bedroom and is probably already on her knees.
We walk into Mike's room and I drop my clothes in a pile on the floor next to his door. He shuts the door and smiles at me. I can see his eyes run up and down my tight, young body. I'm wearing nothing but a pair of panties, and I don't bother to cover myself anymore.
Sashaying up to Mike, I wrap my hands around his head and pull him down for a sexy kiss. He wraps his arms around me as I press my body against him. I can feel my C-cup breasts squish against his chest as we kiss. Soon, his hands find my butt and squeeze, causing me to moan into his mouth as I grind my crotch against his bulge.
I can't wait any longer, I need his dick down my throat. Dropping to my knees, I unbutton Mike's jeans, then push them and his boxers to his ankles. Seconds later, his cock is in my mouth. I grip his thighs tightly in my hands as I start sucking. His dick is bigger than I'm used to and I find my mouth stretched wide around his thick shaft as it throbs between my lips.
He buries his hands in my raven hair and gently thrusts his hips forward, encouraging me to take more and more of his cock. I gag slightly, but manage to swallow nearly half of his length. Drool runs from my lips as I moan around his thickness.
I'm surprised when he pulls his manhood from my mouth, but that surprise quickly turns to a happy giggle when he has me open wide and stick out my tongue so he can slap his cock on my tongue several times. He then pushes his cock into my mouth and lets me suck it once before he pulls out again. I moan happily when he slaps my face with his dick before slipping it in my mouth again.
I suck hard on him as he starts playing with my tits. He presses my breasts together to create a large cleavage before taking a boob in each hand and tweaking my nipples. Fuck, I'm really enjoying this blowjob. My pussy is soaked. I can taste pre-cum now and know he is enjoying himself as much as I am.
Pulling off his cock, I start stroking as I look up at him with lust "I want you to cum in my mouth!" I coo, "Then I'm gonna suck you hard again so you can fuck me. How's that sound?"
"Sounds like a plan to me, Babe!" Mike says happily as he plays with my tits and watches me stroke him.
Holding his cock up, I jerk him off while taking one of his balls into my mouth. My tongue rapidly flicks his ball and he lets out a happy moaning sound. I then switch to the other ball and suck on that one.
"Cum for me!" I say as I jerk him off rapidly, "Cum in my mouth! Cum for Kayla! Cum!"
I take his cock between my lips and start bobbing my head rapidly as I stroke the bottom half of his shaft. That does it. His fingers tighten on my head as he grunts and thrusts his hips forward twice. I moan happily as his hard dick pulses and shoots a jet of cum into my sucking mouth. He keeps shooting while I swirl his cum around my mouth with my tongue.



Eventually, he stops cumming and has to push me off his cock because the sensations become too intense. I smile up at him and open my mouth to show him his cum. Then I push two fingers into my mouth and coat them with semen. As he watches, I hold my fingers over my tongue and let his cum drip back into my mouth.
"Holy shit, that's fucking hot!" he says as I swallow before cleaning the cum off of my fingertips.
I smile up at him with lust as I run my hands along my sides. Squeezing my breasts together, I wriggle my body for his viewing pleasure. I know I look hot, on my knees wearing nothing but panties. Next, I hop to my feet and sashay over to the bed. I lay down on my back with my feet at the front of the bed and my head hanging off the back.
Looking at Mike with my head upside down, I say as sexily as I can "Fuck my face."
Mike gets his clothes off in record time. He then runs up to the bed and gets into position, with his flaccid shaft inches from my face. Taking his dick in his hand, Mike feeds it into my willing mouth. I moan happily as I suck his entire penis into my mouth until his balls rest on my face. Since he isn't hard yet, I am able to take it all.
Reaching forward, Mike grabs a tit in each hand and squeezes as he slowly thrusts his hips, pushing his cock in and out of my mouth. My hands grip the sheets as I lift my legs, my knees bent and pulled back as I suck on his cock. I can soon feel him hardening and lengthening in my mouth. I'm no longer able to take his entire length and I gag slightly when he thrusts to far. Fortunately, he is considerate and pulls back slightly so I don't choke.
Once he's fully hard, he pulls his cock from my wet mouth. I sit up and spin around as he joins me on the bed. He sits beside me and kisses along my neck as his hand finds my breast. I moan into his mouth when he tweaks my nipple.
He then kisses down to my breasts and takes a nipple in his mouth. My hand goes to the back of his head and I run my fingers through his hair as I enjoy his mouth on my sensitive nipple. He switches to the other boob and sucks on that one for awhile. By now, my pussy is absolutely soaked. I am so ready to get fucked.
Soon, Mike lays me down with my head resting on the pillow. He then slips his hands into the waistband of my panties and slowly eases the underwear down my legs. I pull my feet back to help him get my panties off. He then tosses them aside and lays his body on top of mine. I spread my legs wide so he can nestle between them. I feel his hardness rest against my pussy. Mike takes his cock in his hand and rubs it along my slit. I let out a groan when he finally pushes inside me.
Holy shit, this feels so good. My pussy is so full. I hook my ankles around his calves as he starts slowly thrusting in and out of my body. "Fuck me, fuck my pussy!" I coo in his ear.
"Fuck, you're tight!" he grunts as he plants his arms on either side of me, his hands gripping the sheets.
"You like my tight pussy?" I ask as I roll my hips to meet his thrusts.
"Yes!" he hisses as he buries his entire length inside of me.
I moan and pant loudly as I squeeze his hard dick with my vaginal muscles. He just came in my mouth, so he should be able to last awhile, and I intend to enjoy every second of this. When Mike leans down to take a nipple between his lips, I lose it. I arch my back and let out a small scream as I cum hard on his cock.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming, fuck!" I groan as my body shakes.
"You feel so good, Kayla!" he grunts back against my tit, obviously loving the feel of my pussy muscles convulsing around his shaft.
"Keep fucking me, keep fucking me!" I beg as I wrap my arms around him and dig my fingers into his back.
We fuck for several minutes, staying in missionary. It feels so good, I'm so wet. I actually cum two more times.
"Can I cum in you?" he eventually asks in a thick voice.
"Yes!" I call out, "Cum in me! Cum, cum, cum, cum!"
"Ah, fuck!" he groans when he buries himself to the hilt inside of me and starts shooting.
I arch my back and cry out at the feel of warm, thick, sticky cum being pumped into me. Mike shudders on top of me as he squirts more of his seed into my greedy pussy. I actually tense up and cum again at the feeling of being filled. Then, it's over.
Mike reaches between us, grabs his cock at the base, and slowly eases himself out of me. I moan softly when I feel my pussy close. He then rolls off of me and lays down beside me. I snuggle up beneath his arm as his other hand reaches for my breast and absentmindedly plays with the big boob. I take his softened cock in my hand and slowly stroke it as we lay together.
"Wanna go again?" I ask a few minutes later while I'm still playing with his flaccid penis and he's caressing my tit.
"I don't know if I have another one in me." he says in a heavy voice. He still seems out of breath.
I pout and look down at his soft cock. My thumb teases the mushroom head as I play with his dick. A thought occurs to me. Keith is no longer the last man to have been in my mouth and pussy. He's still the last man to have taken my ass. The only man. My butt is actually still a little sore, but I can't have him be the only man ever back there. Lexi raves about anal, and there's no point in holding back now.
"Do you wanna fuck my ass?" I ask as I press my body against his.
"What?! Seriously?" he responds in a shocked voice. I can feel his cock start to harden in my grasp, so I stroke it faster.
"Yeah," I say with a smile as I lean over to kiss his cheek, "just be gentle, okay? I'm really tight back there."
"I-I've uh, I've never done anal before." Mike admits.
"It's easy for the guy, just a tighter hole." I explain. His dick is now fully erect and I'm really enjoying giving him a handjob. "I'll get in doggy and you just grab on and shove. But gentle! Remember that."
"Okay!" he says enthusiastically. "Let's do it!"
"Great!" I reply with a smile.
I climb out of his arms and lean down to take his cock between my lips, getting it nice and wet with my saliva so that it'll slide in my ass easier. I release his cock and he watches me as I crouch on all fours in the standard doggystyle position. I toss my raven hair over my shoulder as I look beside me to where Mike is laying. His eyes travel along my body, lingering on my hanging tits and firm rump. When he looks to my face, I give him a wink then shake my booty for his viewing pleasure.
"Come fuck me?" I ask sweetly.
Needing no further encouragement, Mike gets into position behind me. He places both hands on my butt cheeks and slowly caresses my ass. I giggle when his touch lingers on my butt, clearly in awe that he is actually about to fuck it.
"You like my ass?" I ask with a giggle.
"Fuck, yeah!" Mike replies enthusiastically.
"Go ahead and slap it!" I encourage.
Mike lifts a hand and spanks me, hard. My body jerks forward and I let out a moan of pleasure. "Again!" I say. He slaps my other butt cheek and I cry out happily. "Oh, fuck yes!"
"You like that, Baby?" he asks as he spanks me a third time.
"Fuck, I love it!" I coo, "Now stick it in me! Stick it in my ass!"
Holding my ass with one hand and his cock with the other, Mike lines up his dick with my rear entrance. I let out a breath when I feel his mushroom head make contact with my asshole. Holy shit, I'm nervous. I know this is gonna hurt, but I'm hoping it's a painful pleasure, the way Lexi described it. Mike slowly pushes forward and his tip pops into my ass.
"HOLY SHIT!" I cry out as my fingers grip the sheets. "Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!"
"Are you okay?" he asks in concern.
"Yeah, yeah." I say as I breathe rapidly, "Just give me a minute."
"Okay." he agrees.
I stay crouched in doggy with the tip of his cock in my asshole. Just the tip hurts, how am I supposed to take it all? My tits wobble slightly on my chest as I try and steady myself. Eventually, the pain does dull a bit. "Okay, give me a little more." I say, "Just... slowly. Please."
He grips my ass with both hands as he slowly pushes forward and an inch of dick slides up my bum. I bare my teeth and grunt, my entire body tense as more and more cock pushes up my backdoor. I can feel my tight hole squeezing his thickness.
After about thirty seconds, he is fully embedded up my ass. Holy shit, there's a dick in my ass. There's a dick in my ass! It feels like there's a baseball bat rammed up there! I let out a screech as he slowly pulls his cock backwards. My ass is actually gripping his cock too tightly, making it hard for him to exit my rear hole.
Eventually though, just the tip is still in my ass. "Do it." I grunt, "Fuck my ass!"
Holding my butt cheeks tightly, Mike pushes his cock back in my ass, slightly faster this time. Once he is fully embedded, he again pulls out part of the way before thrusting back inside. I'm grunting and groaning the entire time as he fucks me up the bum.
I lower to my elbows so that I can reach one hand between my legs and start rubbing my clit. His massive tool ramming me up the ass, my fingers rubbing my clit, it actually feels good. I can't believe it, this actually feels good. Yeah, it still hurts, but it is starting to hurt in a good way.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" I groan as I slam my hips backwards to meet his latest thrust.
He lets a hand fly, spanking me hard before gripping my hips and fucking me with all the strength he can muster. I can hear his heavy breathing and feel his sweat dripping onto my butt and lower back. I rub my clit faster and soon, I cry out an orgasm as I thrust my hips backwards, desperate to get his entire cock up my ass while I cum on my fingers.
"Gonna cum soon." he warns me after just a couple minutes up my butt. I guess I can't blame him, even I can tell just how tight my little ass is.
"Do it!" I breathe, "Cum in my bum!"
Hearing me beg for cum up my ass sets him off. He buries his cock inside me and I can feel him swell. Soon, I can feel the squirting sensations of cum filling me. Only this time, the cum is coating my bowels instead of my womb or throat.
As soon as he is finished cumming, we collapse in a sweaty heap. His cock exits me with a 'plop' and ends up resting on my thigh when we're laying together. We are both breathing rapidly, sweat dotting our young bodies. I can feel cum running out of my butt, and there is still a load inside my pussy from earlier.
"Holy shit, that was awesome." Mike breathes.
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." I say as I pat him on the chest with my open palm.
For several minutes we lay together, when I sense it is time to make my exit. First, I ask him where the bathroom is and am grateful that he has one attached to his room. In the bathroom, I clean my holes of cum and fix my sex hair before walking back into his room completely nude. I then dress myself as he watches. He doesn't say anything. Like me, he knows what this is; a one night stand.
"Well, uh.." I begin, not sure how to say goodbye to a guy I just fucked and have no intention of seeing again. "Thanks?"
"No, thank you!" he says, "No chick has ever let me fuck her up the ass before. That was amazing!"
"I'm glad you had fun." I reply as I walk over to the bed and peck his lips.
Without another word, I leave him laying naked in his bed. I leave him with fond memories of the slutty high school girl Kayla, the girl who let him fuck all three holes.
I walk through the house and eventually find Brittney. She's fully dressed and dancing in the crowd. Walking over to her, we hug and then I pull her aside so we can talk about our night. I don't know about her, but I'm ready to head home.
"So, did you have a nice night?" Brittney asks.
"I did!" I say, and I mean it. What happened to me with David and Keith was terrible, but I'm ready to move beyond it. I'm ready to enjoy being single. "I fucked a frat boy in his room upstairs!"
"You go, girl!" Brittney says as she gives me a high five. "How was he?"
"Really good!" I say, "He made me cum and he got it up three times!"
"Three times?" Brittney repeats, "Lucky! My guy came in two pumps then rolled over and fell asleep."
"Ouch!" I wince, "Well, we've all been there."
"We have, and it fucking sucks!" Brittney grouses. "I'm glad to see you coming out of your shell though!"
"I was not in a shell!" I insist.
"You kind of were." Brittney nods, "You weren't much of a party girl and you hung all over David."
"Well, David is gone!" I say confidently, "I'm single and ready to mingle!"
"This mean we can go to more parties together?" Brittney asks happily.
"Definitely!" I confirm.
"Next weekend?" she suggests.
"Can't." I say with a pout, "It's Easter weekend and I'll be spending it with my Dad and Lexi."
"That's okay," Brittney says, "the weekend after?"
"Yes! That should be fine." I agree.
"Great!" says Britney.
I then call an Uber for the two of us and we wait outside for it. The Uber takes us back to my place and Brittney heads home in her car, now that she's sober. I head upstairs to my bedroom and send my dad a text that I'm home safe. I then strip down and hop into bed naked. I'm still horny. I masturbate for several minutes until I have a very pleasant orgasm, then I get under the covers and fall asleep in seconds.
The next day, Sunday, my three closest friends come over. Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia hang out with Lexi and I as we frolic in the pool. No crazy sex breaks out involving my dad, just five girls having a nice time. We do some nude sunbathing and relax in the hot tub topless, but that is as crazy as it gets.
Sunday evening, I watch a movie with Lexi and Daddy. The movie is alright, just something recommended on one of our streaming services. After that, Lexi and Daddy head to bed early, probably to get some fucking in before bed.
I watch another movie by myself before heading to my room for the evening. I climb into bed nude and finger myself to a nice orgasm. Shit, I'm so horny lately. I do miss having a boyfriend. I don't just miss sex, I miss being loved. I'm so lonely.
Monday morning rolls around and I head to school with Lexi while Daddy goes to work. I'm worried about running into Keith or David, but fortunately I manage to avoid both of them all day. In Physics class, Ian talks to me quite a bit. Ian is the class nerd, and he will be the valedictorian this year. He's actually kind of cute though, I think he has a bit of a crush on me.
One person I do meet from the weekend is Dan. He finds me in the morning and says he had a great time on Friday. I just shrug and say I did, too. I don't mention that it would have been nice if he could have lasted a little longer during sex. Not worth it. I wish I hadn't slept with him.
He talks to me throughout the entire day though. During lunch, he actually gets rather flirty and I find myself flirting back. Dan is really cute. Things progress and we end up kissing quite a bit during lunch, at least until a teacher walks by and yells at us to stop.
"Wanna find someplace more private?" he asks.
My pussy takes over before my mind can process and I answer "Yeah, sure!"
What am I doing? I don't like Dan! Granted, he's better than Keith or David, but I'd never date him or anything. So, what am I doing? I'm having fun, that's what I'm doing. That's what Dan is. Fun, with no strings attached. Just what I need right now.
I let him lead me to an unused classroom and we immediately shut the door. Seconds later we are making out again. A minute later, Dan's pants are around his ankles and his cock is in my mouth. I suck for thirty seconds before Dan grunts and fills my mouth with his hot seed. Mmm, yummy cum! I happily swallow and stand back up.
"Thanks, Babe!" Dan says as he fixes his pants, "I needed that."
He then opens the door and walks out. Yeah, I'm gonna be okay. What happened to me was terrible, and my family and friends can never know about Keith, but I'm okay. I'm young and hot. I'm single and can have a good time with whoever I want. So, I don't have a boyfriend, so what? I don't need one. When I'm lonely and horny, I can go out and find someone to scratch the itch. No big deal. Right?
I walk out of the classroom and find myself face to face with Lexi.
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Steven
Sunday afternoon is a time for relaxation, yet I find myself in my home office working. Downside to owning my own company, I guess. I really can't complain, I have a huge estate with a butler and maid, a daughter named Kayla who I love with all my heart, and an eighteen year old girlfriend named Lexi.
I stop typing on the keyboard and pick up the nearby picture of Lexi on my desk. I smile at the beautiful redhead as I admire the photograph. I hooked up with Lexi a few weeks ago at the pool party for Kayla's eighteenth birthday. Things have been pretty crazy since then. Kayla wasn't happy at first, due to Lexi's history of sleeping around, but things were worked out when it was revealed that Lexi was manipulated into a lot of it.
Lexi was controlled by some asshole named Keith Strulk, into doing things she really didn't want to. Upon meeting me, Lexi broke free of Keith and, in revenge, he sent videos and pictures of Lexi having sex to her parents. She got kicked out and moved in with us.
Sadly, watching one of the videos revealed that Kayla's boyfriend, David, had sex with Lexi. Kayla and David broke up and Kayla has been morose ever since. Fortunately, she did just go to a couple of parties, so hopefully things are looking up.
"I still can't believe you have an eighteen year old girlfriend." says the voice of my assistant, Stacey.
Stacey is absolutely gorgeous. She is twenty-five years old, has long blonde hair, baby blue eyes, and a nice sized rack. Despite quite a bit of flirting on both our parts, she and I have never hooked up. I never used to flirt with Stacey, even though I knew she had a crush on me, however Lexi gave me permission to fuck Stacey if things went that way. Then I caught Stacey checking out my bulge and things got more intense. In just a couple of days, we have really increased the flirty comments while still remaining somewhat professional and productive. Now, Stacey is here at my house to help me get some work done.
"Jealous?" I ask teasingly. I'm slightly nervous; I've never been so open with Stacey.
"Maybe, just a little bit." she holds out her hand with her thumb and forefinger an inch apart.
I smile and place the picture back on my desk as I look at Stacey. She looks very professional in her skirt and blazer, sitting perpendicular to me at my large desk while we work. Somehow, I think she might be more than slightly jealous.
"I guess I'm losing my touch." I say.
"Well, you are getting up there in years." Stacey says as she sticks out her tongue.
"Hey now!" I say, pretending to be offended, "I'm still very young!"
"Fifteen years older than me, twenty-two years older than your girlfriend." Stacey winks.
"Careful, I'm still your boss." I tease.
"You'd never fire me; you need me!" Stacey smirks.
"I guess that's true." I acknowledge and roll my eyes.
"You'd never cheat on your girlfriend either, you're too much in love." Stacey says, the smile slightly fading from her face.
"You're right, I wouldn't." I say with a nod, "Good thing Lexi is very understanding."
"Is that so?" Stacey asks, intrigued.
"Yup!" I say with a smile, "She'll always be my number one, and she knows it. I have my freedom as long as that stays the same."
"Does that freedom extend to those other girls outside?" Stacey asks as she runs her fingers along my arm.
Stacey is referring to the three closest friends of Lexi and Kayla; Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia. Unbeknownst to Stacey, ever since I hooked up with Lexi, I've practically been drowning in eighteen year old pussy. The girls played Truth or Dare once and I ended up fucking Ashley and getting blown by Marcia. Later on, the girls got naked and had a Blowjob Roulette, where the girls would take turns blowing me until I came. Kayla opted out, of course.
There was also a threesome with Marcia and Lexi, though the two girls didn't touch each other. There are plans for a threesome with Hazel and Lexi, but Lexi is slightly nervous now because Hazel has revealed that she would want to touch Lexi as well. Hopefully that happens.
I'm one lucky bastard, those girls are all gorgeous. Lexi is a stunning redhead with green eyes, light skin, and B-cup breasts. Ashley is a tall blonde with big tits, while Marcia is a sexy brunette. Hazel is a tan girl who keeps her long brown hair in a sexy ponytail. Holding that ponytail while the sexy girl sucked my dick is one of my favorite memories. I can't wait to hold it while the teenager is bent over in doggy for me.
My daughter Kayla has green eyes, raven hair, and big tits. I'd never do anything with her, but she is still a beautiful young woman worth admiring. She and I have always been comfortable with each other and that comfort has only grown since Lexi became a major part of our lives. Kayla now has no problem with me seeing her bare boobs.
"A gentleman doesn't kiss and tell." I say with a smirk.
"Some gentleman," says Stacey as she leans in, "thinking of fucking the secretary."
"I never said I was thinking of fucking you." I lean in so our lips our only inches apart, "I think you're projecting your own thoughts."
"You might be right about that." Stacey says, "So what are you gonna do about it?"
"You do realize we can't be a couple?" I ask, wanting to be absolutely sure I don't lead her on.
"Who said anything about being a couple?" Stacey asks with a giggle, "Sometimes a girl just has an itch she needs scratched." her fingers trail higher and she grips my upper arm, "I think you'll be very good at that."
I lean forward and gently touch my lips to hers. It's a great first kiss, soft and sensual. After a minute, Stacey adds her tongue to the mix and we make out for several minutes. Her hand is on my upper arm while I lean over to grip her bare thigh. My hand slides slowly up her skirt, caressing her smooth skin but staying away from her pussy.
"One more thing," Stacey says as she breaks our kiss. She kisses along my jawline until I can feel her warm breath in my ear, "I like it rough." she husks in my ear before lightly biting my earlobe.
Then we explode into action. I place one hand on the back of Stacey's blonde head and pull her face towards mine until we are making out again. Stacey moans into my mouth as my hand finds her tit from outside her blazer. I squeeze the large globe, loving how firm and soft it is.
Before I can start taking Stacey's clothes off, the beautiful blonde bombshell stands up and helps me push my seat back. She then drops to her knees between my legs and reaches for my belt. Stacey undoes my belt and unzips my pants. Reaching into my pants and boxers, Stacey pulls out my erection.
"Holy shit, you're big!" Stacey says with a gasp as she admires my cock while stroking softly.
"I'm glad you like it." I say with a smirk.
"Mmm, I'm gonna enjoy this." Stacey says as she leans down and gives my dick an affectionate kiss.
I watch intently as my blonde assistant lowers her head and takes my tip between her lips. She keeps her mouth open wide as she takes more and more of my cock. Holy shit, this girl can deep throat!She's almost as good at it as Lexi! I can feel the confines of Stacey's throat massaging my shaft. I start to think Stacey will be able to take my entire length, however she eventually has to stop with around an inch of cock still protruding from her pink lips. She then creates a seal around my cock with her lips and starts sucking.
"Oh fuck, that's good!" I groan as I bury my hands in her hair.
Stacey giggles around my shaft as she starts bobbing her head on me. It's a really good blowjob, this girl definitely knows what she's doing. The entire time she's sucking, she is making sexy moaning and gagging sounds around my length. I can feel drool leaking from her mouth and running down my cock.
"Don't stop, don't stop." I moan as Stacey flicks the underside of my shaft with her tongue.
Soon, her moaning increases in intensity. Looking down, I can see that Stacey has a hand up her skirt and is obviously fingering herself while she sucks me. The realization causes my shaft to throb and pre-cum to leak into her mouth. Stacey hums around my thickness and swallows my pre-cum happily.
"Gonna cum soon!" I gasp out after a few minutes of Stacey sucking me.
She immediately pulls off my cock and looks up at me "Will you be able to get it up again?"
"Yes, yes, I promise." I say in a desperate voice, "Just put your mouth back on me!"
Stacey giggles and lowers back down until all I can see is the top of her head again. Once more she starts sucking hard as she uses one hand to push my pants out of the way and get at my cock. Her other hand is still up her skirt.
"Ah, fuck! Cumming!" I groan as I hold Stacey's head down on me. My hips buck and I start filling her sexy mouth with my seed.
Stacey coughs slightly when I start to cum. She then moans happily around my dick and I can feel her throat muscles working as she gulps down my load. Eventually, my hips settle back down and the last of my cum oozes into her mouth.
My blonde assistant swallows the last of my semen and slowly bobs her head on me, moaning softly. She then takes me out of her mouth and strokes my still-hard cock. How could I go soft when this sexy girl is on her knees playing with my dick? Stacey sticks out her tongue and slaps my mushroom tip against it several times.
"You really can stay hard!" she says happily as she presses her face against my erection.
"Yes," I respond, "and this was a good warm up, but I believe you said you liked it rough."
I smirk as I grab Stacey by the hair and force her mouth back on me. She lets out a happy squeal of surprise when I use my grip on her hair to move her head up and down my cock rapidly. Stacey keeps her mouth open and gags sexily as I fuck her face hard and fast. Drool runs freely from her lips, and the blonde bombshell is gripping my thighs tightly.
After fucking her face for a couple minutes, I use my grip on her hair to pull Stacey off of my cock. Using my other hand, I grab my dick at the base and slap Stacey's face with it several times as she coos happily. Next I stand up and practically drag my blonde assistant to the desk.
"Bend over." I order her.
Stacey immediately complies, bending over the desk and presenting her shapely rear. Standing behind Stacey, I lift up her skirt and rest it on her hips, exposing a cute pair of red lace panties. I grab the back of her panties and yank them down until the underwear is stretched between her thighs.
The beautiful blonde tosses her head back and moans when I bury my face in her cunt. I lick her sopping hole for a couple minutes until I feel Stacey tense up and announce her orgasm. Next, I stand up and drop my pants and boxers. Taking my shaft in my hand, I rub it along Stacey's slit.
"Stop teasing and stick it in me!" Stacey begs, thrusting her hips backwards in an attempt to take my cock into her body.
I smile and slap her ass, hard. Stacey yelps as her body jerks forward. Then she giggles and wiggles her bum at me. Next, I grip her hips and push forward as I penetrate her. Stacey lets out a gasp, her legs shaking as she grips the edges of the desk.
"You feel so good." I whisper to her as I start to thrust.
"Oh my God! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Stacey moans in response, her hands gripping the desk and her head looking forward as she takes my cock.
It is soon apparent that Stacey is a very vocal lover. She moans about how big I am, how good I make her feel. My cock throbs inside her when I hear her dirty words. Fuck, I had no idea Stacey was such a dirty girl. I love it!
"You're so wet!" I say as I hold her hips tightly and fuck her with the entire length of my hard dick.
"Oh, you make me wet!" Stacey coos back at me. "Grab my hair!" she begs.
I reach forward and grab a fistful of Stacey's blonde hair. Using my grip on her hair, I yank Stacey's head back, making her cry out in pleasure.
"You like that, slut?" I ask as I hold her hip in one hand while my other keeps her head pulled back. I can tell her eyes are scrunched tightly shut and her mouth is hanging open.
"Keep going, keep going, keep going!" Stacey begs as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
She looks so fucking sexy, in a stereotypical assistant's uniform, bent over my desk as my cock spreads her open. I spank Stacey, making her cry out and beg to be hit again. I oblige and she shudders as an orgasm crashes through her body.
"Pull my hair! Harder! I want it harder!" Stacey moans.
I pull her blonde hair, causing her back to arch as her legs shake. Holy shit, this girl is cumming again. She really does love it rough! I use my grip on her hair as leverage so I can fuck her as hard and fast as I can. My entire length disappears inside her with every thrust.
"Are you gonna cum?" she moans after her fourth orgasm.
"Yes, where do you want it?" I ask.
"In me! Cum in me!" Stacey grunts.
I pound Stacey from behind for another minute or so before I feel my balls start to boil over. I release her hair and grip her hips as I thrust a few times in rapid succession. Finally, I bury myself to the hilt inside Stacey as my cock swells. I groan in pleasure as the first pulse of cum shoots into her.
"Yes, cum in me! Fill me, fill me!" Stacey coos, throwing her head back before announcing another orgasm.
Holding onto Stacey's ass cheeks, I pant heavily for several seconds before slowly pulling out of her pussy. The blonde bombshell immediately spins around and drops to her knees. She takes my softening dick between her lips so she can clean my cock with her mouth.
After sucking for about a minute, Stacey releases my flaccid member before standing and pulling up her panties before adjusting her skirt. She smiles and watches as I pull up my pants and boxers. I wink at her as the blonde beauty sits on my desk. Then I frown as she swallows weakly and looks at me nervously.
"Was this a one time thing?" she finally asks.
"Do you want it to be?" I reply, "You know I can't date you."
"I know we can't date, but I wouldn't mind if we could fool around once in awhile. You know, as long as we both can. If I find a boyfriend, we'll probably have to call it off." Stacey bites her lower lip.
"I'll talk to Lexi." I say, "If she's okay with it, I'd love some mutual stress relief."
"Great!" Stacey says as she hops off the desk and walks up to me. The beautiful blonde throws her arms around me and kisses my cheek "Let me know what she says."
"I will." I promise. "Until then, we should get some actual work done."
Stacey giggles and agrees. We work for a couple hours, actually getting a lot accomplished. There's some heavy flirting and light touching, but nothing too crazy. Stacey does promise next time I'll get to see her tits. Looking forward to that! As long as Lexi says it's okay, of course.
When the time for Stacey to leave arrives, she surprises me by saying she has a craving for more cum. The sexy blonde drops to her knees, pulls out my cock, and gives me head. For about ten minutes she bobs her head and sucks, before I groan and cum in her mouth. Stacey shows me my cum on her tongue before swallowing.
After putting away my dick, I walk Stacey out to her car. My blonde assistant pecks my lips before getting in her car. She then waves as she drives off. I wave back before heading inside to relax for awhile.
The girls all come inside and change out of their bikinis. Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley wave goodbye and leave for the day. I kiss Lexi and hug Kayla, then the three of us relax for the evening. Lexi and Kayla both find it incredibly amusing that I hooked up with Stacey. Lexi pecks my lips and gives me permission to fuck Stacey again. Awesome!
The threesome with Hazel is brought up again, by Kayla this time. Kayla asks Lexi if she would really fool around with a girl. Lexi blushes and shrugs nervously, saying she wants to but is anxious about it, that's why the threesome hasn't happened yet. I kiss her cheek and promise I'd never make her do anything that made her uncomfortable. Of course, I also make it clear that she has my permission to fuck a girl if she wants. Kayla and Lexi both laugh.
After watching a movie, Lexi starts feeling frisky, and actually grabs my bulge with Kayla sitting a few feet away. My redheaded girlfriend and I decide to head to bed early to fool around, so we say goodnight to Kayla and head to our bedroom.
Lexi is on her knees as soon as the door to our bedroom shuts behind us. The redheaded nymphomaniac yanks my pants and boxers down to my knees and immediately engulfs my hard dick. I bury my hands in her auburn hair as she starts bobbing her head.
It quickly becomes apparent that this blowjob isn't just to get me hard; Lexi wants my cum. Her hands grip my upper thighs as she makes the sexiest gagging and moaning sounds. I just leave my fingers entwined in her soft hair and enjoy as she goes down on me.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt after a few minutes, "Get ready for it."
Lexi makes a noise of wanting around my cock as she nods and sucks, her green eyes looking up at me. I grunt loudly and thrust my hips forward as I unload down my eighteen year old girlfriend's throat. Her cheeks puff out as she lets out a choked gurgling sound. Drops of white appear at the corners of Lexi's lips as she gulps down my seed as fast as she can.
I pull out of Lexi's mouth and a strand of cum falls from her lips and dribbles down her chin. The sexy redhead slurps the cum back into her mouth and swallows with a happy moan. "Mmm, I love cum!" she coos.
Grabbing Lexi under the armpits, I toss the surprised girl on the bed. She giggles as I roll her onto her back and immediately go for the button of her jean shorts. I grasp her shorts in both hands as Lexi lifts her butt to help me. Pulling quickly, I rapidly yank her shorts and panties down her legs, then toss the garments away.
She's still wearing her shirt and sneakers, but I don't care; I need to taste her pussy. I hop up on the bed with my pants and boxers still around my knees. My hands grasp Lexi's upper thighs and spread her legs wide. Fuck, her pussy looks delicious; delicate pink lips flowered open in arousal. Just waiting to be tasted.
I lean in and take one long lick of her slit, making Lexi shiver. "Oh, fuck yes!" she moans.
"I love this pussy." I say right before pushing my tongue up her pink cunt.
For several minutes, I make love to her pussy with my tongue. I alternate between licking her clit and pushing my tongue inside her. The entire time my hands hold her upper thighs, keeping her legs spread. Lexi's knees are bent and feet are in the air, still covered by her sneakers.
"I'm cumming!" Lexi calls out as her hands bury in my hair and hold my head against her crotch "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
Her hips buck against my face as the gorgeous redhead cums on my tongue. I continue sucking on her clit through her orgasm, triggering a second climax. Lexi arches her back and actually screams as her tiny body shakes in pleasure.
My cock is rock hard and I'm ready to be inside her. I climb up Lexi's body, leaving my shoes on and my pants around my knees as I settle in between her legs. Lexi is bottomless, but still wearing a shirt and cute sneakers.
Lexi keeps her knees bent and her little feet in the air as I line up with her entrance and push inside. She wraps her arms around me and we both moan as my cock is encased in her warm folds. She feels so good; Lexi is so tight, so warm, so wet. I really do love this pussy.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi coos as I begin thrusting into her eighteen year old body.
Our lips meet and we start kissing softly while we fuck. My hands slide up her body and squeeze a firm breast from outside her shirt. Lexi moans into my mouth as our tongues play and she rolls her hips to meet my thrusts. I release her tit and break our kiss as I reach for the hem of her shirt with both hands. Lifting my body to give me room, I push Lexi's shirt up her body until I reach her bra. I then grasp the bra and push it and her shirt up above her chest, baring her breasts to my gaze.



"Suck my titties!" Lexi demands in a raspy voice as her pussy tightens around my thickness.
Happy to honor my lady's request, I lean my head down and take a pink nipple between my lips. Lexi buries her hand in my hair and coos happily as I suck her boob, causing her nipple to harden. The entire time, I am pounding her pussy.
"Keep going!" Lexi cries out in a desperate voice, "You're gonna make me cum again!"
I switch to her other nipple as I bury my cock inside her and roll my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls. The effect is immediate; Lexi arches her back and lifts her sneaker-clad feet, crying out three times as her pussy convulses around my hard dick.
Her pussy is so tight, I actually have difficulty thrusting and end up slowly pushing my cock in and out of her. Typical for Lexi, getting fucked through an orgasm makes her cum again. The sexy redhead announces her orgasm to the room as she begs me to never stop fucking her.
After screwing her for another minute or so, I slow my thrusts. Then I reach between us and ease my member out of her wet hole. I give her tit a quick kiss before getting off the bed and standing up, then I begin to remove my clothes. Lexi sits up and whips off her shirt and bra before playfully shaking her chest in my direction. She's now completely naked, except for her sneakers.
"Leave the shoes on." I say, "They're cute."
"Okay." she says with an adorable giggle.
Now fully naked, I climb back onto the bed and stand on it so that my crotch is level with Lexi's face. "Suck me." I order.
Lexi giggles while kneeling on the bed with her cute, little ass resting on her heels. She reaches up and takes my hard dick, then directs it towards her open mouth. I bury my hands in her auburn hair as she grips my thighs and starts bobbing her head.
For a couple minutes, I let her suck on me at her own pace while I play with her tits. Eventually, I decide it's time to be a little rough with her, something we both love. Holding Lexi by the hair with one hand, I pull her off my cock. The nude redhead looks up at me with lust as I take my cock in my free hand and start slapping her face with it. She moans happily and sticks out her tongue so I can smack my cock head against it again and again while she says "Ah!" in a sexy voice.
Deciding it is about time I fuck her face, I push my cock back into her mouth and take her head in both hands. Holding her head tightly, I slam her face down on my cock, burying myself to the hilt down her throat. Lexi's shoulders rise as her body clenches and she gags on my dick. Her hands squeeze my thighs and she lets out the sexiest gurgling noise as her eyes water.
My redheaded nymphomaniac keeps her mouth open so I can fuck her face fast and hard. I use her mouth as if it were a pussy, slamming my hips into her face over and over. I can feel my balls bouncing off her chin with each thrust.
After we both enjoy Lexi's face-fucking for a minute, I hold her by the hair with one hand and pull her off my cock. Her face is a mess. Tears are running down her lightly freckled cheeks and drool is leaking from her lips. A strand of drool is dangling from her chin.
Lexi looks up at me with her mouth hanging open while her tits rise and fall with her heavy breathing. "I love choking on dick." she says in a sultry voice.
I hold her hair with one hand and the base of my cock with the other as I push my dick into her open mouth. I slide it all the way in before pulling it out. My cock exits her mouth with a 'pop' and I immediately push it back in. I do this several times before I'm ready to fuck her again.
"Get on your hands and knees," I order, "I wanna do you in doggy."
"Yes, sir!" Lexi husks as I release her hair.
The little minx then gets on her hands and knees, facing the headboard. As Lexi tosses her hair over her shoulder and looks at me while wiggling her bum, I admire her nude form. Her eighteen year old face is lightly freckled and absolutely gorgeous, with high cheekbones framed by natural auburn hair. Lexi's skin is pale and her back is arched cutely while firm B-cup breasts dangle from her chest.
My eyes trail down her body to admire her firm rump. Her ass is a perfect heart shape and I can remember just how soft her skin is to the touch. Between her toned legs, I can see her pink pussy as she crouches into the standard doggystyle position, with her knees spread. Cute sneakers cover her dainty feet.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I breathe on instinct.
"Fuck, you're big." she responds as she looks at my hard dick and licks her lips "Now get over here and nail me!" she giggles.
I smirk and decide to tease her a bit. Reaching out, I squeeze one of her hanging tits. I play with her boob for a few seconds before running my hand down her tight body until I reach her firm butt cheek and give it a playful smack. "Oh!" Lexi calls out as her body jerks forward slightly. I then reach lower and trail my fingers along her slit, coating my digits in her arousal. She tosses her head back and moans when I push two fingers inside her pussy. The beautiful redhead lowers to her elbows so she can bury her face in the pillow as I start to finger her.
"Oh, fuck!" Lexi cries into the pillow as she lifts her ass and thrusts it back against my fingers.
For several minutes, I finger Lexi until she bites down on the pillow and screeches her orgasm. Before she can settle down from her orgasm, I pull my fingers out of her and get into position. Holding her hips tightly, I line my hard dick up with her entrance and press into her pussy.
"I love having you inside me." Lexi groans as she tosses her head back. Her auburn hair is splayed across her back, creating a strong contrast to her light skin.
"I love being inside you." I reply as I look down and admire our joining. Her pussy looks so good stretched around my thickness.
"Fuck me! Fuck me, hard!" Lexi begs, her legs spread so that her calves and sneaker-clad feet are on either side of me.
With a firm grip on her hips, I begin thrusting in and out of Lexi's tight pussy. It's hot, rough sex. Lexi is very vocal throughout, begging me to spank her harder and to pull her hair. When I'm holding her up by the arms, she screams my name over and over again and yells that it's my pussy.
Two times, Lexi's pussy convulses around my shaft as she cums. Once is while I am holding her head back by the hair and drilling her as hard as I can. The second time is when I spank Lexi and stick a finger up her ass when she isn't expecting it. The beautiful redhead lets out a full scream as she cums on my dick.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt after Lexi's second orgasm. "Where do you want it?"
"On me!" Lexi says as she thrusts her hips backwards to take my cock all the way inside "I want you to cover me in it!"
"You got it, Babe!" I say as I fuck her with a rhythmic precision.
"I want you to cum all over me!" Lexi says in a wanton voice while getting fucked doggystyle "I want it on my face! I want it running down my tits! I want it! I want it!"
"Turn over, turn over!" I say urgently as I pull out of her and grasp my cock.
Lexi drops onto her belly as soon as my cock leaves her sheathe. She then rolls over onto her back and spreads her legs wide, showing me her naked, eighteen year old body in all its glory. While stroking my cock, I straddle Lexi's stomach and aim my tip at her face.
"Cum on my slutty face!" Lexi coos as she opens her mouth wide and sticks out her tongue.
The first jet of sperm shoots up the side of her face, covering her cheek and forehead before landing in her hair. The second shot lands right on her outstretched tongue. Lexi closes her mouth and spits out a wad of cum and saliva, which immediately coats her chin. I aim lower and cover her heaving tits with the rest of my seed. I then place a hand on the back of her head and lift Lexi so that I can press my tip to her lips. She takes the head in her mouth and sucks softly, lapping up the last few drops.
"Fuck, that's hot." I breathe as Lexi nurses at the tip of my prick.
She giggles around my tip as she reaches up and takes hold of my softening dick. She then sticks out her tongue and slaps my mushroom head on it, her face lit up in a beautiful smile. Cum runs down her cheek as more drips off her tits. I never want to forget this sight.
"Hold still, don't move!" I say urgently as I get off the bed and run to grab my phone.
Lexi giggles even more as she realizes what I'm doing. I turn back and see her playing with her pussy as she waits for me. I aim the phone at her and take a quick video as she blows a kiss at the camera. Next, I take a few still shots of her nude body and her cum covered face and tits. She looks so sexy, completely naked except for her sneakers.
"I need to take a shower." Lexi says with a smirk as she runs her fingers along her slit with one hand while her other cups a boob.
"May I join you?" I ask.
"You may." she nods.
Lexi removes her sneakers and socks before the two of us head into the adjoining bathroom. I pee while Lexi turns on the shower and starts the water heating. By the time I flush the toilet she is standing in the shower letting the warm water wash away my sperm.
I watch Lexi shower for a minute before slipping in behind her and wrapping an arm around her. Barely a minute later, Lexi is leaning against the shower wall as I eat her pussy. I tongue her to an orgasm before she drops to her knees and sucks me off.
After blowing a load down Lexi's throat, the two of us actually wash up. We sensually wash each other, hands exploring as we soap up each others bodies. Then we rinse off and brush our teeth. It's a Sunday night and we both have to be up early, her for school and me for work. As a result, we decide not to spend all night fucking. Instead we fall asleep naked in each others arms.
Monday morning, Lexi wakes me with a blowjob. I cum in her mouth before rolling her onto her back and spreading her legs. I eat Lexi to two orgasms before she finally pushes my head away and rolls onto her side, completely spent.
We both put on underwear and a robe before heading down to breakfast. Kayla has breakfast with the two of us and we chat about inconsequential topics. My daughter still doesn't seem like herself, but at least she is in a decent mood. Hopefully this week cheers her up. Also, we plan on spending all of Easter weekend as a family. That should be nice. After eating, Kayla and Lexi head to school while I head to work.
Kayla
"Oh, hi Lexi!" I say as I almost run into her after leaving an unused classroom at the end of lunch period.
"Hi." Lexi states flatly.
"What's up?" I ask nervously, knowing that she saw Dan leave the classroom before me.
"I was going to ask you the same thing." she says.
"W-what do you mean?" I say, feigning ignorance.
"You know exactly what I mean." Lexi says, looking at me with her arms crossed.
What's up is that I was just on my knees in an unused classroom, sucking off some loser. I can still taste his cum in my mouth. What does it matter? I like cum, I love giving blowjobs, it was just some fun. I'm not a virgin, I'm single, who cares? It's just for fun.
"Nothing is going on, Lexi." I say.
"Oh, so you didn't just hook up with Dan?" Lexi asks, finally bringing the subject into the open.
"There's nothing to talk about, it was just some fun." I reply.
"With Dan?" Lexi raises an eyebrow.
"You fucked him!" I say, turning this onto her.
"Which is how we both know he really is a two pump chump who only cares about what's between our legs." Lexi says.
"It was just some fun." I mumble.
"That's not you." Lexi states flatly.
"And how would you know?" I snarl, "How long have we been really close? A couple weeks?"
"I know you don't sleep around." Lexi says, "I know you want a connection with the person you're with. You want love."
"Yeah, well, I've never had it." I say. "David never loved me. It's not like I'm a virgin, and it was just a blowjob anyway."
"So, you DID hook up with Dan?" Lexi says with sadness in her eyes, "Kayla, why? Is this because of David?"
"I don't want to talk about this, Lexi." I say.
Thankfully, the bell rings before Lexi can say anything else. "I have to get to class. See you later, Lexi." I say.
"Bye, Kayla." Lexi says sadly as she turns and walks in the opposite direction.
I don't understand why Lexi is so concerned. She spread her legs for half the senior class before meeting my dad. There have only been four guys inside of me and Keith never had my consent! I was raped and I'm able to deal with that. It happened, and it's over. I've moved beyond it. Now my asshole boyfriend is gone and I want to have some fun, what's the big deal?
I roll my eyes and head to my next class. After class, Dan meets up with me and says he had a great time with me at the party and in the classroom. I giggle and say I'm glad he enjoyed himself. I also give him my number, since he doesn't have it. He promises to text me later. I don't really care either way, he's kind of cute but he cums too fast and really does only see me as three holes and a pair of tits. Still, the cum was yummy, I could see myself blowing him again.
I spend the rest of the day in class or talking with my friends. I see Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, and Brittney, all of whom smile and hug me. Thankfully, I don't run into David or Keith, so I remain in a good mood. I'm popular, loved, and well adjusted. So what if it isn't romantic love? I'll have that eventually, I'm sure. Everything is just fine in Kayla's life!
After school, I hop in the car with Lexi and we drive back home. Lexi is thankfully silent on the matter with Dan. I want to bring it up, only to ask her not to say anything to Daddy. I don't want him disappointed in me. Realizing that my dad might be disappointed if he knew I had two one night stands and sucked off a guy in a classroom makes me uneasy about my actions for the first time. I've never hid anything from Daddy before.
"You can talk to me, you know." Lexi says, "I know we haven't been close long, but you've really become my best friend."
"You're my best friend, too." I say, "I'm sorry I snapped at you."
"I'm sorry I pushed." Lexi responds, "If you want to talk, I'm here."
"Thank you." I answer.
"I love you." says Lexi.
"I love you, too." I respond, and I mean it.
Monday night passes by pretty uneventfully. I hang out with Daddy and Lexi, do my homework, and text with my friends. Daddy, Lexi, and I talk about our plans for Easter. There's no school on Friday, but Daddy has to work. We're gonna have dinner Friday night and then watch a movie. We'll spend all Saturday and Sunday together as well. We don't go to church, but we can still enjoy the holiday as a family. It should be fun!
Tuesday starts out pretty normal. I see Dan, but we don't hook up or anything. I also hang out with all my friends and find myself enjoying the school day. I even help out Ian when he's being bullied by the jocks again. Lexi still doesn't bring up what happened between Dan and I, so I'm grateful. I enjoy another evening with Lexi and Daddy before doing my homework and heading to bed.
I do see Keith at one point. He just sneers at me and continues on his way. What a loser. Seeing him does put a damper on my mood. I still remember begging to be fucked, but I thought it was Dan! I was so damn drunk. I shake my head and walk to my next class. I won't let that piece of shit bring me down. I'm better than that.
Tuesday night I brush my teeth and hop into bed wearing just panties and a t-shirt. I plug my phone in to charge and leave it on my bedside table. Just as I'm settling in to go to sleep, my phone goes off.
Dan: Hey, Beautiful ;)
Kayla: Clever. Think of that line all by yourself? ;P
Dan: Okay, it wasn't original. But it was sincere! And I said I'd text you!
Kayla: You did. Why so late at night?
Dan: Well, I was just laying in bed thinking about you.
Kayla: Is that so?
Dan: Fuck yeah, Babe! I got into bed naked and wished you were here to keep me company ;)
Kayla: You sleep naked?
Dan: Yeah, wanna see?
Kayla: Sure!
Soon my phone goes off, indicating that I have a picture message. I open the message to see an image of Dan's hard dick with his hand around it. He's clearly laying in bed. The text simply says "Your turn. ;)"
I toss the covers off my body and hold my phone as high as I can. Aiming at my chest and face, I take a picture. It isn't a nude, but you can clearly see how hard my nipples are since I'm not wearing a bra. I immediately send the picture to Dan.
Dan: You're so fucking hot. I'm so hard right now.
Kayla: Stroke it for me!
Dan sends another picture of himself stroking his cock. I can see a drop of pre-cum at his tip. Knowing where this is going, I immediately get naked. I then send him a topless shot followed by an image of me jamming two fingers up my sopping cunt.
Barely a minute later, Dan sends a picture of his cum-covered cock. Seriously?! He even cums too fast when he's playing with himself! Ugh! I start fingering myself faster, but I really want more stimulation. That's when my phone goes off again.
Dan: The biology lab tomorrow? Same time as Monday?
I need to cum, I'm so horny. I flip onto my tummy and get up onto my elbows and knees. I then slip one hand between my legs and shove two fingers in my hole. I imagine being fucked from behind and can hear my pussy making squelching noises. I'm so horny. I send a text.
Kayla: Done.
Dan: Wear a skirt ;) Goodnight, Babe. Thanks for the fun.
I'm getting fucked tomorrow! I need it, I need it! I bite my lower lip as I finger myself and rub my tits against the bed. Fuck, I need cock. I start to alternate between fingering myself and rubbing my clit. Soon, I toss my head back and cum on my fingers while looking at the picture of David's cum-covered cock. What a waste of cum. I rub my clit as I imagine swallowing cum and manage to trigger another orgasm.
I don't bother putting my clothes back on as I pull the covers over my nude body. I then lay on my side and suck the pussy juice from my fingers. Mmm, I taste good. I could never taste another girl, but I'm yummy! Eventually, I drift off to sleep.
Wednesday morning I put on a pink bra and panties before dressing in a cute skirt and a top that shows off my cleavage. I want to look good today. I want Dan to see me and not be able to wait until lunch time to get his hands on me! It's fun driving the boys wild!
"You look nice today." Daddy says when I come down to breakfast.
"Yeah, who are you trying to impress?" asks Lexi with her eyes narrowed. She's a girl, she knows a girl dresses like this to either impress a boy or make other girls jealous. We both know I'm not trying to make other girls jealous.
"No one, I just wanted to look nice today." I lie.
"Well, you look beautiful, honey." says Daddy with a smile.
"Thank you, Daddy!" I kiss his cheek before sitting down and serving myself breakfast.
Lexi and I drive to school together, as usual. Thankfully, she doesn't comment on my outfit anymore. I know she wants to, but she is probably remembering how defensive I got last time. I don't know why, I've done nothing to be ashamed of! Daddy just wouldn't understand. I am grateful to Lexi for not saying anything to him.
"Don't you look sexy today!" says my friend Brittney when we run into each other that morning.
"Thanks!" I reply with chirp. "You look hot, too!" She does. Brittney always looks gorgeous with her blonde hair and large breasts. Like always, she's showing lots of cleavage.
"Thank you!" Brittney curtsies before continuing, "I know you said you were busy this weekend, but there's a frat party Friday night. It should be fun, do you wanna go?"
"I really can't, Brit." I say, "I'm sorry, but I'm spending the weekend with my dad and Lexi."



"Okay, I understand." Brittney says with a pout, "Next weekend?"
"Definitely!" I say. We hug and then part ways.
On the way to my first class, I help Ian pick up his books and notebooks off the floor. Looks like someone knocked them out of his hands and then kicked them across the floor. Again. He blushes and thanks me. I tell him not to let those guys get to him and he just nods sadly. Poor guy.
I see Dan, but don't have time to talk to him. I notice that he takes the time to eye me up and down, obviously appreciating the view. Good. I wink at him before continuing on my way. David glares at me when we pass in the hall. Morning classes are soon over and it's lunch time!
"Hey Babe, you made it!" says Dan as he holds the door to the biology lab open for me.
"Did ya think I wouldn't show up?" I ask in a teasing voice as he wraps his arms around me.
"I wasn't sure." he admits.
Then we're kissing. He runs his fingers through my hair while we make out. I massage his bicep as I suck on his tongue and his hand slips down to squeeze my bum. Dan soon breaks our kiss and spins me around so that I'm facing one of the biology tables. I lean forward and grip the table in both hands as Dan kisses my neck and rubs his bulge against my ass.
Not one for foreplay, Dan quickly reaches under my skirt and grasps my panties. With a quick yank, my underwear are stretched between my upper thighs. He then lifts my skirt, exposing my pussy and butt. Seconds later, his pants and boxers are around his knees and I can feel the head of his cock nestling in my moist folds.
Then he's in me. His hands are holding my hips as he thrusts inside my wet, willing hole. I grip the edges of the table with both hands as I look forward with my dark hair framing my face. With each thrust, my body jerks and I let out a grunt.
"Ah, fuck!" Dan grunts barely fifteen seconds after entering me.
I can feel his cock pulsing as it ejects wave after wave of semen into my pussy. I lower my head and bite my lower lip. He couldn't even last thirty seconds. That felt really good, too! Dan squeezes my ass in both hands as he pulls himself out of me.
"Thanks, Babe!" he says as he smacks my bare ass, "That was great!"
He then leaves the room without even bothering to wait for me. Typical Dan, pays attention only when he wants to get his dick wet, then forgets you exist. Whatever, it felt good at least. I reach a hand between my legs and finger myself to an orgasm before finding some tissues to clean up my pussy. Next, I pull up my undies and head out the door. This time, thankfully not running into Lexi.
I do see Lexi after my next class and she asks why I wasn't at lunch. I just mumble an excuse and change the subject. I think Lexi knows, or at least suspects something. She's not stupid. Why does she need to butt in? I'm doing fine! Everything is great.
"I'm gonna go to a party Friday night." I blurt out.
"What?" Lexi asks in confusion, "But we're spending the weekend together!"
"It's just one party. I won't be gone long." I reason.
"But-" Lexi begins before shaking her head, "Okay. If you need this to feel better, I'm sure your dad will understand."
"I feel fine! Everything's great!" I say with a smile.
"Okay... if you're sure..." Lexi mumbles before turning and heading for her next class.
I head off to find Brittney and tell her I can go to that frat party after all. We agree to get our own rides to the party instead of meeting at my house. That way, if we do split up neither of us will be waiting around for the other.
Daddy is a little disappointed when I tell him I'm going out Friday night, but he is understanding. Especially when I promise to have dinner with him and Lexi first. The rest of Wednesday passes uneventfully.
Thursday is more of the same. No hook ups for me and I eat lunch with Lexi, Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. It's a pretty good day. I even chat a bit with Ian. He still seems down, but I remind him that high school is almost over. That evening I do my homework with Lexi and watch a television show with Daddy and Lexi.
Friday there is no school. I do my weekend homework with Lexi while Daddy is at work. Then the two of us eat dinner with Daddy. Not long after dinner, I dress in a cute dress for the party. I call an Uber and head outside to meet my ride.
Steven
"It's not like Kayla to change plans like this." I say with a sigh, "I know it isn't a big deal, I'm just worried about her."
"I think she's still working through some stuff with the breakup." Lexi responds, "Just give her time."
"I hope you're right, and that's all it is." I answer.
"You're a good dad." Lexi says as she leans over and pecks my lips. "She knows she has you. She'll come to you if she's in trouble."
"She has US." I say as I wrap an arm around Lexi and pull her close.
Lexi coos happily and snuggles up beside me. We're currently sitting on the couch and cuddling. We came in the main living room after Kayla left for the party and have been here for about twenty minutes. Just when I'm about to ask if she wants to watch a movie, I hear Lexi's phone go off. She texts it before smirking and putting the phone away.
"Ready to head upstairs?" Lexi asks with a smile.
"Bed this early?" I ask in confusion. "Or do you want to fool around? We can do that here. I like the idea of bending you over the couch."
"I like that idea, too." Lexi says as she leans up to peck my lips again. "But I have a surprise for you."
"Oh?" I ask, "What is it?"
"A surprise!" Lexi exclaims, standing up. She turns to face me and extends her hands. "C'mon!"
I take her hands and get to my feet. The two of us then head through the house until we make it to my bedroom. Surprisingly, my bedroom door is closed. I frown in confusion as I reach for the door and open it. My jaw drops when I step inside and see Ashley on my bed.
The beautiful blonde bombshell is kneeling on my bed with her hands resting on her upper thighs. Her long blonde hair is held back in a cute ponytail. What is most surprising is that Ashley is wearing nothing but a pair of panties. Her massive knockers are on full display.
"Good evening, sir." Ashley turns to look at me "I've been waiting for you." she says in a sultry voice.
"How did she get in here?" I ask, turning to face Lexi. I'm stunned.
"Really, that's your question?" Lexi asks with a chuckle as she walks into the room. "Two gorgeous eighteen year old girls are here to fuck your brains out and you're asking how one of them got here? Loser." she teases as she sticks her tongue out at me.
"Don't be mean, Lexi!" Ashley says with a giggle.
"Fine, fine." Lexi says as she unties her shoes and slips them off, along with her socks. "Since Kayla won't be with us tonight, I decided to arrange a surprise." Lexi crosses her arms at her waist and whips her shirt off over her head. "I'm not ready to touch another girl the way Hazel wants, so I arranged a threesome with Ashley instead!" Lexi unbuttons her jean shorts and shimmies out of them. "I told the butler to let her in. She came during dinner and slipped in here while we were eating." Lexi finishes as she places her hands on her hips and looks at me while standing there in her underwear.
"Well?" she asks, looking at my clothes.
"Oh, right!" I say as I reach down and untie my shoes.
I start to remove my clothes as Lexi reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Soon, I'm just wearing boxers while Lexi and Ashley are down to their panties. My bulge is obvious as I look at both smiling girls.
Lexi sashays over to the bed and hops up to sit beside Ashley. Both girls kneel on the bed and rest their hands on their thighs as they look at me with lust. This is too hot. I reach for my pants and take my phone out of the pocket. I then snap a picture of both beautiful teenage girls on my bed with their tits out.
"Wait." Ashley says when I set my phone on the desk.
"What?" I ask.
"I want you to record this so we can watch it later." Ashley says with a wink as she runs her fingers along her breast.
"I love that idea!" Lexi breathes.
I smile and walk over to the desk. Plugging my phone in to the charger I set it to record and aim the camera at the bed. Lexi and Ashley both giggle and cup their breasts as they blow kisses at the camera.
As Lexi and Ashley are making eyes at the phone, I hook my fingers into my boxers and immediately drop them. The girls turn to face me and lick my lips as their eyes lock on my hard dick. I stroke myself as I point to the floor between the bed and the desk.
"Get on your knees. Now!" I order firmly.
"Yes, sir!" both girls coo as they hop off the bed and kneel on the carpet.
I stand in front of the girls at an angle that I'm sure will allow the camera to pick up the action. Ashley then leans forward and takes my cock between her lips. I let out a groan and bury one hand in each girl's hair.
While Ashley sucks on me, Lexi lowers her head and takes one of my balls between her lips. I can feel my cock throb as she tongues my ball. Ashley is making sexy gagging and moaning sounds as she gives me head. With both girl's hands running along my thighs, this is one of the best blowjobs I've ever had.
"My turn!" Lexi chirps as she pulls away from my balls and plants a kiss on the part of my shaft that isn't in Ashley's mouth.
"You get to suck him all the time!" Ashley says as she pulls off my cock. "Don't be a cock hog." Ashley sticks out her tongue as she strokes me and looks at Lexi. Fuck, this is gonna be amazing to watch later.
"Ugh, fine. Keep sucking, slut!" Lexi says.
Ashley giggles and takes me back in her mouth. I tighten my grip on Ashley's blonde hair as she takes as much of me as she can down her throat and gags. Drool runs from Ashley's lips as Lexi starts planting kisses all along my thigh.
For a couple minutes, Ashley sucks on my prick while Lexi switches between kissing my thigh and tonguing my balls. The entire time both girls are moaning happily. Personally, I alternate between holding their heads and playing with their tits. Fuck, Ashley's tits are huge. They don't sag at all, either. If I didn't have them in my hands right now as proof, I would think they were fake.
"When you cum," Lexi says as she looks up at me with innocent eyes, "will you cum all over our faces, please?"
"Is that what you both want?" I ask in a sincere voice.
"Yes, I love having my face covered in warm, thick, sticky cum." Lexi coos as she cups her own breasts and squeezes. At the same time, Ashley mumbles an affirmative and nods with my dick still in her mouth.
"Then keep sucking me." I say.
My left hand is buried in Lexi's hair while my right is in Ashley's. I look over at the camera and smile as I once again realize what a lucky bastard I am. Lexi is likely blocking quite a bit of Ashley's body, but it should still be obvious on video that I'm getting a double blowjob.
Eventually, the girls do switch off. Lexi starts sucking on me so that Ashley can tongue my balls. I release both girl's hair so that I can play with Ashley's tits again. They are just so big, I love squeezing them. I press both mounds together into the biggest cleavage I've ever had the privilege of touching. Then I pull each breast apart and squeeze them before letting them go and watching them bounce. Ashley moans happily when I start to tweak her nipples.
"I'm close." I warn the girls a few minutes later while Ashley is sucking my dick and Lexi is kissing my thigh.
Both girls immediately pull back slightly and put their faces together so that their cheeks are touching. Resting their hands on their thighs, Lexi and Ashley both look up at me with bedroom eyes as they open their mouths and stick out their tongues.
"Cum on our slutty faces!" Lexi coos.
"Yes, I want it! Cum all over me!" Ashley moans as she wiggles her body so that her breasts jiggle.
I start stroking as I aim my cock at their young, eighteen year old faces. Lexi, the shorter girl with auburn hair and B-cup breasts. Ashley, the tall girl with huge knockers. Both girls wearing nothing but panties as they beg for my cum.
"Please cum for us." Lexi says in a wanton voice.
"Cover us! Please!" coos Ashley at the same time.
The first rope of cum hits both of their faces, right where their cheeks are touching. The second splatters up Ashley's nose and lands on her forehead. I aim my dick to the other side so that the third blast coats Lexi's pretty face. I switch back and forth between both girls until I am drained.
The girls are completely covered. A strand of cum is running down their joined cheeks as another dollop is dangling from Lexi's chin. One of Ashley's eyes is pasted shut by semen. Even as I watch, the girls separate and stand up to walk over to the desk. They put their faces near the camera so there's a great view of the cum.
My jaw drops when Ashley leans in and laps up the cum dangling from Lexi's chin. If that wasn't hot enough, Lexi then takes a long lick of Ashley's cheek, devouring even more of my cum. Holy shit, this is one of the hottest nights of my life.
Both girls then look directly into the camera and speak at the same time "We're Steven's little sluts."
If I wasn't fully hard again already, I would be after that. Even as I watch, both girls stand up and walk over to the bedside table. They each take a couple tissues and wipe the cum from their own faces. Then they walk back to stand at the foot of the bed and strike a pose as they look at me.
"How do you want us now?" Lexi asks as she seductively squeezes a tit.
"We'll do anything you want." Ashley says as she blows me a kiss.
I know that they won't do literally anything, since Lexi still isn't comfortable touching another girl. I really, really wanna ask Lexi to suck on Ashley's tits. I won't do anything to make them uncomfortable. I want all of us to enjoy this. There's no reason for them still to be wearing underwear though.
"Lose the panties." I say firmly.
Ashley and Lexi both giggle as they turn so their backs are facing the camera. They then both bend over at the waist before sliding their panties down their legs and stepping out of them. I watch as Lexi and Ashley wiggle their bums at the camera before spreading their legs slightly to show the camera their pussies.
Both girls stand up and spin around to show the cameras their nude frames from the front. Lexi then unplugs my phone and takes it over to the bed with her. She bends bends over the bed and holds the camera in front of her face. Ashley walks over to me and runs her hand along my arm until she takes my hand.
"We want to record our faces while we're getting fucked." Ashley explains. "Come fuck Lexi from behind then switch to me."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say as Ashley stands next to Lexi and bends over the bed. I now have two beautiful eighteen year old pussies waiting to be fucked. By me. Fuck yeah!
I get into position behind Lexi and push my cock inside of her. The beautiful redhead moans loudly as she looks into the camera. Holding onto her hips, I begin to thrust into my girlfriend's tight pussy.
With Ashley's bum right beside Lexi's, I can't resist. I reach over and spank Ashley, making her yelp and jerk forward. I then slap Lexi's ass, causing her to cry out. I spank Lexi's other cheek as I drill her. Finally, I take my free hand and reach over to push two fingers up Ashley's cunt.
"Oh fuck, yes!" Ashley moans as she feels my fingers push inside her.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi begs as she stares right at the camera with her pretty, green eyes.
I finger Ashley while fucking Lexi until I feel Lexi's moans and pants start to quicken. I know she's gonna cum soon so I grip her hips in both hands and fuck her with a fast, steady rhythm. Lexi arches her back and thrusts her ass back to take my cock up her cunt.
"Fuck, I'm cumming! FUCK!" Lexi cries out as she tenses and cums.
"Yeah, cum on that cock!" Ashley coos as she looks sideways at Lexi.
As soon as Lexi comes down from her orgasm, I grip her bum in both hands and pull my cock out of her. I then shuffle a couple feet to the right and grab Ashley's hips. "Your turn."
"Yes! Stick it in me!" Ashley begs as Lexi passes her the phone.
I line my cock up with Ashley's cunt and push inside. "Fuck, you're tight!" I groan.
"Fuck, you're big!" Ashley says as she bares her teeth and grunts right into the camera.
I spank Ashley and then start fucking her from behind. The beautiful blonde bombshell makes a show of moaning and panting into the camera as she takes my dick. Repeating the previous pattern, I push my fingers up Lexi's tight hole while fucking Ashley.
For several minutes, I fuck Ashley from behind while fingering Lexi. Eventually, Ashley tenses up and announces her orgasm to the room. I drill Ashley all through her orgasm as she grunts and moans into the camera.
"Give me the phone and lay down on the bed." I instruct when Ashley comes down from her orgasm.
I pull out of Ashley's pussy, then she stands up and turns around. The beautiful blonde hands me my phone before laying in bed beside Lexi. Both girls have their heads on the pillows and spread their legs, showing me their pink holes.
Getting up on the bed, I grab Lexi's ankle and pull her closer to me. Aiming the camera down at her, I push my cock into the redhead's snatch and start fucking her. It isn't easy with one hand, but I manage to keep a grip on her titty while thrusting in and out of her body.
"Yeah, fuck that little slut!" Ashley encourages as she looks over and watches Lexi being penetrated.
After a couple minutes of fucking Lexi, I pull out of her pussy. I then reach over and grab Ashley by the ankle and pull her towards me. Soon, I'm inside the beautiful blonde and recording her getting fucked.
For several minutes, I fuck Ashley while Lexi watches and makes comments. I make sure the camera gets a good view of both nude girls. I'm going to treasure this video for many years to come. Soon though, I feel my balls start to boil over.
"Gonna cum soon!" I warn the girls.
"Cover our titties!" Lexi suggests as she squeezes her own breasts together.
"Yes!" Ashley agrees as she rolls her hips to meet my latest thrust "I want cum on my big boobs!"
I start breathing faster as my thrusts grow more desperate. When I can't take it anymore, I pull out of Ashley and stand up on the bed. With the camera still aimed down at the eighteen year old beauties, I start stroking while they coo up at me and beg for my cum.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan as a jet of cum shoots from my cock and splatters onto Ashley's big tits.
I aim my cock to the left and shoot another rope onto Lexi's B-cup boobs. My breathing is heavy as I stroke my cock and alternate between spraying Lexi's tits and covering Ashley's breasts with cum. Eventually, the last of my load dribbles out and lands on Ashley's stomach.
The video ends with the two girls giggling and looking at each other as they massage cum into their own tits. I do take a few still shots as well before setting the phone aside. "Well, that was fun." I say.
"Fuck yeah, it was!" says Ashley.
"And the night is still young." Lexi giggles.
Indeed, the night is still young. The two girls hop in the shower and rinse my cum from their tits before I join them. Ashley drops to her knees and lets me fuck her big tits before hosing down her face with cum. Lexi then cleans my cock with her mouth while Ashley washes up again.
We then return to the bedroom where we watch the video we made. It gets all three of us so hot that I have Lexi and Ashley bend over in a doggystyle position and alternate fucking each girl from behind until I finally cum inside of Ashley.
I then lay down in bed with a nude eighteen year old girl on each arm as they snuggle up beside me. I peck each girl on the lips before leaning back with my eyes closed as they run their fingers along my bare chest. I'm about to drift off to sleep when Lexi speaks up.



"If you wake up horny, just grab the nearest slut and shove it in." Lexi says in a sleep voice.
"What she said." Ashley mumbles with her head resting on my chest.
I drift off to sleep a happy man. I do wake up a couple hours later and roll Lexi onto her back. Both girls wake up as I push inside of my girlfriend and start fucking her in missionary. Ashley lays on her side and watches the two of us go at it. I don't switch girls; I gaze into my girlfriend's eyes until I grunt and pour a load of cum into her pussy.
After rolling off of Lexi, I let Ashley clean my cock with her mouth. The three of us then lay down again and snuggle up. Within a few moments, Lexi and Ashley have their heads on my chest as they fall asleep. Soon, I'm asleep as well.
It's an amazing night. Every couple hours I wake up, grab a girl, and fuck her until I cum. Then the other girl sucks my cock clean. At one point during the night, I do check my phone and confirm that Kayla got home safe, but other than that it is sleep, fuck, sleep, fuck, sleep, fuck. It only ends when the sun starts to come up and I fall asleep cuddling both naked girls as my semen leaks out of their tight pussies.
Kayla
"Kayla! You made it!" Brittney exclaims as I walk in the front door of the frat house. She already seems kind of tipsy and is holding a red solo cup.
"I told you I'd be here!" I reply.
"Let's get you a drink." Brittney says as she grabs my arm and leads me to a table lined with jello shots and red solo cups.
Brittney and I each do a jello shot before I take a cup of beer and start walking through the room with her. Music is thumping and people are dancing. It isn't long before I'm dancing with Brittney and having a great time.
Drinks are flowing freely, Brittney and I even do jello shots while guys cheer us on. Before long, she and I are both happy drunk and laughing together as we dance and mingle. We aren't the only ones, and soon the first hook ups of the party head upstairs to fuck.
"Hey, Kayla! I have an idea!" Brittney says drunkenly.
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Remember the party we went to last week?" Brittney asks, "The one where the drunk girl got on the table and flashed the crowd?"
"Yeah?" I ask, unsure of where she's going with this.
"We should do it!" Brittney says.
"Do what?" I ask, too drunk to realize what she means.
"We should flash the crowd!" Brittney exclaims.
"What? No!" I say before taking a sip of my drink "I'm not that drunk! I'll remember this in the morning."
"C'mon, Kayla!" Brittney says as she grabs my arm "Your single. We're young, we're hot, let's do it!"
"I-I don't know.."I mumble as I take another sip.
"You're free of David, let's have some fun!" Brittney encourages.
David. I am free of him. Free of that asshole who never loved me. I'm young and beautiful. What's the big deal? It is just a bit of fun, right? Fun to help free my from my past trauma and enjoy my life.
"Okay, let's do it!" I say with a nod.
"Great!" Brittney says as she points out a good spot.
I down the rest of my beer for some liquid courage and set the cup down on a nearby table. The two of us walk to the table Brittney pointed out and climb up on it. Everyone is watching us, probably thinking we're about to start dancing on the table. Instead, I lower the straps of my dress and take a deep breath. Just as Brittney lifts her shirt and bra over her breasts, I pull the top of my dress down along with my bra.
Guys all cheer at the four tits on display as girls gasp at our audacity. I can hear guys whistling and hooting at us. Brittney and I both give a quick shake of our chests before putting our boobs away. The two of us then hop down off the table, giggling like crazy.
"See? That was fun!" Brittney says.
"Fine, fine, you were right!" I admit, my face beat red. It was fun, but I'm still embarrassed about having just shown my tits to a room full of strangers.
"That was a nice show!" a guy says as he approaches with his friend.
"Yeah, loved it!" the guy's friend agrees.
Both guys are holding two red solo cups and they each hand us one. We giggle and blush as we take the drinks and thank the guys. Guy one introduces himself as Dave, while guy two says his name is Ken. Great, another Dave. We tell the guys our names and start chatting with them as we drink.
We soon learn that Ken and Dave are seniors and about to graduate from college. They're both twenty-two and have been in the fraternity since freshman year. Since they aren't high ranking in the fraternity, the two of them share a room upstairs instead of having their own.
After awhile it becomes clear that Dave is chatting up Brittney, and Ken is trying to hook up with me. I giggle and shake my head at one of his jokes before finishing my drink. Ken is pretty cute, and he immediately offers to get me another drink.
"So, would you ladies like to head upstairs?" Dave asks, his arm around Brittney's shoulders.
"We can put on some music and have a nice time." Ken says, his intentions clear.
"You, ah, only have the one room." I say, the implication clear.
"So?" asks Dave. "Oh! You think we want to fool around." he says innocently.
"Well, we did kind of imply it." Ken smiles.
"You definitely did!" Brittney says with a giggle.
"I suppose so." Dave says with a grin as he squeezes Brittney's shoulders.
"There's two beds." Ken answers as he takes my hand and squeezes it.
"Oh, um, I don't think so.." I say as I shake my head.
"C'mon Kayla, live a little!" Brittney exclaims, "It'll be fun! It's not like we're touching each other."
"I'm really not sure it's a good idea." I reply as I release Ken's hand.
"Single and ready to mingle, remember?" Brittney says. "We'll stay on our own bed. C'mon, don't you wanna experience life?"
I do want to experience life. I want to experience being happy. I went through a lot of trauma and I need to keep finding happiness in the moment in order to avoid getting depressed. Brittney's right, it's not like we'll be touching each other or anything.
"Sure, let's go." I say with a nod as I take Ken's hand.
Dave leads Brittney by the shoulders as Ken leads me by the hand and the four of us head upstairs. It doesn't take long for us to get to their room, which is set up like a simple dorm room. Each of them has a bed and a desk.
Dave make us drinks from a portable fridge they keep in their room while Ken puts on some music. I sit on Ken's bed with him while Brittney sits beside Dave. We chat for awhile as we sip on our drinks. Mine is really strong, but tastes good. I'm drunk and feeling great!
Soon, Dave places his fingers under Brittney's chin and turns her head to face him. Their lips meet. I watch them kiss for several seconds when I feel Ken's hand on my knee. I turn to look at him and he immediately presses his lips to mine.
I let out a squeak of surprise but soon close my eyes and start kissing him back. Ken is a good kisser. He places a hand at the back of my head as I moan into his mouth. Gripping his bicep, I lean in and press my breasts against his chest.
Ken and I kiss for several minutes. I keep my hand on his bicep while he has one hand on my knee and the other buried in my raven hair. I'm really enjoying myself and actually forget that Ken and I aren't alone in the room. We kiss for several minutes and I eventually hear a male moan coming from the other side of the room.
Breaking my kiss with Ken, I turn and look at the other bed. Brittney and Dave are still sitting on the bed, however, Brittney is currently bent over Dave's lap. His cock is sticking out of his pants and I can see a couple inches of his shaft as it protrudes from Brittney's stretched lips. His hand is buried in her blonde hair as he lightly guides her bobbing motions.
While I'm watching my friend give a blowjob, Ken gets off the bed and stands beside me. I feel a hand on my shoulder and I turn to look up at him. From the lust in his eyes, it is obvious what he wants. When he applies light pressure to my shoulder, I don't resist and drop off the bed to get on my knees.
My face is level with his crotch and I reach for his belt. Once his belt is undone, I yank his pants and boxers down to his ankles, freeing his hard dick. I glance nervously over at Brittney and see that she is still sucking away, oblivious to what I'm doing. Dave, however, is watching as I get ready to give head. He has one hand on Brittney's head and the other squeezing her tit from the outside of her shirt.
I'm shaken out of my thoughts by Ken's hands grasping the back of my head. I don't resist as he pulls my head towards his cock. My mouth opens and I accept his length between my lips. "Ah, fuck!" he moans as I clamp my lips down on him and start sucking.
The room is soon filled with moans and the sounds of slurping and sucking as two girls give head. Ken is kind of rough; he thrusts his hips into my face and yanks on the back of my head, trying to make me deepthroat him. Once he realizes I can't deepthroat, he does let up a bit so that I don't throw up on him. Still, I'm making quite a bit of noise as I gag and drool on his cock. I can tell the sounds are really turning him on.
"Get your tits out." he breathes as he reaches down and squeezes my breast from outside my dress before putting his hand back on my head.
I open my eyes and glance over at Brittney. She's in the same position as before, bent over Dave's lap and sucking his dick. Only now, her shirt and bra are pushed up over her tits so that Dave can fondle her big jugs.
It's not like everyone in the room hasn't already seen my tits. I shrug and flick the straps of my dress and bra down my arms before pushing the dress and bra down beneath my breasts. Ken's hands immediately leave my head as he reaches down to take two handfuls of tit. I moan around his dick when he tweaks my nipples.
For several minutes Brittney and I suck dick with our tits out. Me on my knees beside the bed, while she sits on the other bed and bends over her guy's lap. The music is still playing, but it isn't loud enough to drown out the gagging, moaning, and slurping sounds coming out of our eighteen year old mouths. I can hear both guys groaning, I can feel Ken's hands in my hair as he holds my head tightly; neither guy will last much longer.
"Fuck, Babe!" I hear from the other side of the room.
Glancing over, I see Dave's face is scrunched up as he bucks his hips. Brittney's tits are pressed into his leg as she grips his thigh. With his hand on Brittney's blonde head and the expression on his face, I can tell he's currently blowing his load down her throat.
"Your turn for cum, Baby!" Ken says as he holds my head still and starts fucking my face with quick, shallow strokes. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
I grip his thighs tightly and suck hard, knowing I'm about to get my reward. His fingers twist in my hair as he bucks his hips once and ejaculates in my mouth. My cheeks puff out and I let out a gurgle as I swallow the first spurt.
Holding the rest of his cum in my mouth, I swirl the semen around with my tongue while holding his tip between my lips. Eventually, the sensations become too much and he pulls his cock out of my mouth. I open wide and show him my cum-covered tongue.
"Holy shit, that's hot." he says while watching me close my mouth and give a deliberate swallow.
Out of the corner of my eye I see that Brittney and Dave are laying in bed now. Turning my gaze towards them, I see that Brittney is now completely topless and laying on her back. Dave is laying on top of her with his head buried in her cleavage. Brittney has one hand at the back of his head, lightly massaging his scalp while he plays with her tits.
I let out a surprised yelp when Ken physically lifts me up and tosses me on the bed. I love being manhandled and I can feel my pussy getting extra wet. Ken gets on top of me and starts kissing my neck. I lean my head back and moan as he squeezes my breasts together and starts kissing all along my cleavage.
My hand finds the back of his head and I bury my fingers in his hair as he sucks on my right nipple. One of his hands squeezes my left breast while his other slips up my dress to rub my pussy from outside my panties. I spread my legs to give him easier access and I know Ken can tell just how wet I am for him.
"Oh fuck, yes! Eat me, eat me!" I hear from the other bed.
I look over and see that Brittney is now completely naked. Her clothes are scattered throughout the room. The beautiful blonde is laying on her back with her legs spread while Dave has his head buried in her cunt. He is naked as well and is using his hands to keep her legs spread. Her hands grip his head as she bucks her hips into his face, causing her tits to bounce on her chest.
Ken is still sucking on my titty when I look down at him expectantly. As if he can feel my gaze, he releases my boob and gives my nipple a quick lick before meeting my green eyes. He moves both hands to my tits and squeezes them as he presses the large mounds together.
"Sorry, Babe." Ken says as he glances over at Brittney and Dave. "I don't do that. I've gotta fuck these tits though."
I'm disappointed, but I guess it isn't surprising that a one night stand would be a selfish asshole. Ken sits up and starts removing his clothes as I watch him. Within thirty seconds he is completely naked. He then gets back on the bed and straddles my chest.
"Hold your tits together." he says as he places his cock in the valley between my breasts.
I wrap my boobs around his cock as he starts thrusting his dick between my big titties. I can feel the warmth of his shaft as it travels through my cleavage. He reaches back with one hand and slides his hand up my dress. Soon, his fingers push my panties out of the way and press into my pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" I moan as I feel myself being penetrated.
I keep my tits squeezed together as Ken fingers me and fucks my tits. I can see a drop of pre-cum leaking from his tip and I can feel his thickness throbbing. At the same time, Brittney is moaning like a porn star as she gets eaten out. She keeps moaning about how good it feels and encouraging him to keep eating her. As much as I love titty-fucks, I'm a little jealous.
After a few minutes, Brittney arches her back and announces her orgasm to the room. I watch as Dave pulls his face away from Brittney's pussy and climbs up her body. He nestles himself between her legs and reaches between them. I can tell from their groans the exact moment that he enters Brittney's young body.
"Ready to fuck, Babe?" Ken asks me while he thrusts his cock into my cleavage.
"Yeah!" I agree enthusiastically.
Ken pulls his cock out from between my tits and gets off of me. He moves to the other side of the bed so that I can stand up and undress. My dress and bra are bunched up beneath my tits so I just kick off my heels and slide my dress down my body. I then reach behind my back and unhook my bra. After shrugging out of my bra, I slip my panties down my legs, leaving me completely nude.
Looking over, I see Ken laying in bed as he admires my naked body. I smile and give my chest a little shake for him. He grins and pats the bed beside him. As I listen to Brittney's moans of pleasure, I climb back on the bed and lay down on my back.
Ken gets on top of me as I spread my legs. He reaches between us and rubs his erection along my moist slit. I throw back my head and moan when he uses his mushroom head to stimulate my clit. My hands grip his biceps and I groan as he presses into me.
Soon the room is filled with the sounds of two eighteen year old girls getting fucked. Brittney and I end up in a competition to see who can moan the loudest and the sexiest. The guys eat it up and fuck our pussies with steady rhythms. It feels so fucking good, I'm loving it!
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Brittney begs.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I cry out as I arch my back and roll my hips up to meet Ken's thrusts.
Ken is rough. He fucks me hard and absolutely mauls my tits. After a few minutes fucking me in missionary, he pulls out and sits up. Grabbing my hips, he roughly rolls me onto my tummy. He then grips my hips and pulls me up into a doggystyle position. Seconds later, his cock is in me again.
"That looks like fun!" Dave comments from the other side of the room as he watches me getting boned from behind.
I watch as Dave pulls out of Brittney and sits up. He gestures in the air with his finger for Brittney to roll over. The blonde girl giggles and complies, rolling over and showing the room her backside. Dave grips her hips and pulls her up to her hands and knees. Then both of us girls are getting fucked like dogs.
When he has me in doggystyle, Ken is even rougher. He spanks my ass, making me cry out in pleasure. Fuck, this feels so good. When he grabs my hair and yanks my head back, I can feel my toes curl as I scream that I'm cumming on his big dick.
"Keep fucking me, keep fucking me!" I beg.
"Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me harder!" Brittney begs from the other bed.
"Yeah, cum on my cock!" Ken encourages as I push my ass back to meet his thrusts.
My big tits are jiggling on my chest and slapping each other as I take it from behind. I can feel my pussy dripping and pulsing around his dick. He's holding my hips tightly now, thrusting hard and fast. Holy shit, I'm gonna cum again. I toss my head back, causing my raven hair to cascade down my back.
"I'm cumming again! Fuck!" I cry out, my mouth opening in a silent scream.
"I'm cumming, too! Fuck me, fuck me!" Brittney moans as her tight body tenses up in orgasm.
The sounds of slapping flesh can be heard throughout the room as both guys drill us in doggystyle. They fuck us through our orgasm, loving the feel of our tight pussies convulsing around their hard dicks.
"Hey man, wanna switch?" I hear Ken ask as he continues his steady fucking rhythm.
"What do you say, Brit?" Dave asks as he swats Brittney's bum.
"Yes!" Brittney groans as she tosses her head back "I want more cock!"
"How about you, Kayla?" Ken asks as he squeezes my butt cheeks in both hands.
"Um, um, fine! Fine..." I moan out, unable to focus on anything besides the feelings of being fucked.
"Good girl." Ken says as he pats my ass.
I let out a moan as Ken grips my butt and pulls his cock out of me. I stay crouched in doggy as I turn my head and watch Dave pull out of Brittney. Us girls look at each other and giggle as we wait. Our nude bodies are on full display while we wait for the guys to switch places.
Dave settles into position behind me as Ken gets on the other bed to fuck Brittney. I watch Ken spank Brittney and can hear her cry out as her body jerks forward. At the same time, Dave grips my hips and slowly eases into my pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes!" I call out at the feel of being filled with cock.
"Mmm, take that dick Kayla!" Brittney encourages as she watches me.
I toss my hair over my shoulder and look over to see Ken pushing his dick into Brittney. Once again, both of us are getting nailed. Dave is much gentler than Ken. Unlike Ken, Dave seems content to just hold my hips and thrust so that he can enjoy the tight confines of my pussy.
Meanwhile, Ken is being as rough with Brittney as he was with me. He currently has a handful of her blonde hair and is using it to force her head back and her back to arch. I look away from Brittney and hang my head down with my eyes closed as I concentrate on the wonderful feelings in my tight cunt and the sounds of sex in the room.
"Can I cum in you?" Dave asks in a strained voice a few minutes later.
"Yeah," I say as I nod my head, "yeah, that's fine."
Dave grips my hips tightly and buries his entire length up my cunt. I groan and squeeze his cock with my pussy as I feel him swell. The familiar sensation of squirting inside me makes me cry out as an orgasm sends electric shocks through my body.



When we both come down from the orgasmic high, Dave grips my bum in both hands and pushes me off his cock. I immediately fall forward, my head landing right on the pillow as I squeak. I then turn my body so I can look at the other bed while Dave settles in behind me. I coo happily when he wraps an arm around my chest and spoons me. His softening cock is pressed up against the cleft of my ass.
Dave and I watch as Ken fucks Brittney from behind for a couple minutes. Eventually, Ken announces his impending orgasm and tells Brittney that he wants her to swallow it. Brittney agrees and Ken pulls out of her as he orders her to roll over onto her back.
As soon as Brittney is on her back, Ken knee-walks along the bed until his cock is in her face. He then grabs the back of Brittney's head and pushes his dick between her lips. Ken groans and Brittney moans as the beautiful blonde takes another shot in the mouth. The last thing I see before I fall asleep is Brittney opening her mouth to show Ken his cum on her tongue.
My eyes slowly open as I return to consciousness. I don't know how long I was asleep for. I'm now curled up on my side and facing the wall. I must have rolled over in my sleep. No on is in bed with me and I'm completely naked. I blink several times as I notice the sounds coming from the other side of the room. I turn over and look at the other bed.
Brittney is on her hands and knees getting fucked from behind by Ken. At the same time, she is sucking on Dave's cock. Holy shit! Brittney is getting spit-roasted! I watch in awe as Brittney moans loudly while taking two dicks.
I don't know how long they've been fucking, but the guys are breathing heavily and I don't think either of them will last very long. I watch them fuck for several minutes, mesmerized by the sight. Dave is holding Brittney by the head and using his grip on her hair to fuck her face. Drool is running from the blonde's lips as she gags and moans.
Ken is holding Brittney's hips as he drills her in doggystyle. Occasionally he'll release her hip so that he can slap her ass a couple of times before he goes back to fucking her with a steady rhythm. He also lets go of her hips at one point and grabs her tits so that he can use them as handholds to fuck the sexy, young blonde.
"Fuck! Cumming!" Dave announces as he buries his entire length down Brittney's throat and starts cumming in her mouth. Brittney lets out a choked gurgling sound as her cheeks fill with seed.
"Don't swallow it, Baby." says Ken as he holds her hips and fucks her from behind, "Show him."
"Mmhmm." Brittney mumbles as she nods with Dave's shooting cock still in her mouth.
When Dave finishes cumming, he pulls his dick from Brittney's mouth and slaps her face with it before sitting back on his heels with a contented smile on his face. He looks down at Brittney and I can see her open wide to show him his cum in her mouth.
Brittney's body is jerking forward slightly with each thrust from Ken, but she is able to keep her mouth open and display the cum on her tongue. Brittney then closes her mouth and swallows before turning back to look at Ken.
"Keep fucking me! This slut wants your cock!" Brittney coos before turning and facing Dave again.
Ken grabs a fistful of Brittney's blonde hair and fucks her from behind hard and fast for about a minute. His breathing is growing ragged; he's definitely going to cum soon. When he gets close, he releases Brittney's hair and grabs her hips. Ken fucks her for another few seconds before reaching between them and pulling his cock from her pussy. He then strokes himself as he cums all over Brittney's butt and back.
"Yes! Cum on me!" Brittney moans in a wanton voice.
"Come lick it off of her?" Ken suggests as he looks over at me.
"Um, I don't think so." I say.
"C'mon, it'll be hot!" Dave encourages.
"I don't do stuff with girls, sorry." I state firmly.
"Your loss!" Brittney giggles as she collapses on the bed. Her butt and back are absolutely covered in cum.
I bite my lower lip and start to feel a little shame. I know Daddy would be disappointed in me. Still, I'm single and having fun. What's the big deal? I need to keep my mind off my sorrows or I'll end up thinking about David, about the rape. No, I've moved beyond that. It's over and done with.
I slowly get out of bed and start hunting around for my clothes. Ken is surprisingly nice enough to take some tissues and clean off Brittney's butt and back. He probably just figures that will get us out of here faster.
Soon, Brittney and I are both fully dressed again. I peck Ken's lips as Brittney does the same with Dave. Then we thank the guys for a nice time and leave the dorm room. We don't bother to exchange numbers.
Brittney and I each have a drink and dance for a bit before deciding we've had enough fun for one night. We each call an Uber and wait outside. When our rides arrive, we go our separate ways with promises to go to another party together soon.
When I arrive home, I immediately text Daddy that I'm home safe. I then head to my room to undress. I brush my teeth in my bathroom before returning to my room and collapsing onto my bed. I don't bother putting any pajamas or underwear on, I just fall asleep naked. I'm exhausted, but it was a fun night.
The next morning I wake up with a headache. I take some aspirin before putting on a pair of clean panties and my robe. Then I head downstairs for breakfast and am surprised to find out that Ashley has spent the night.
"Ashley, hi!" I say enthusiastically as I give her a hug from behind while she sits at the table.
"Hi, Kayla!" Ashley says, "How was the party last night?"
"It was fun!" I reply as I sit down and serve myself breakfast.
"Do anything exciting?" Lexi asks with an accusing look on her face.
"Not really," I lie, "I just had a couple drinks and danced with Brittney."
"No cute guys?" Daddy asks.
"Nope." I say, "I'm not interested in a boyfriend right now."
"Still, a girl has needs!" Ashley interjects.
I just shrug and start eating my breakfast. From the way Lexi is looking at me, I can tell she knows that I got laid last night. How she knows, I have no idea, but she does. I avoid her gaze and spend most of the meal chatting with Ashley. It turns out that she had a threesome last night with my dad and Lexi. Guess there's a lot of group sex going on lately.
Since Easter is tomorrow and we agreed to spend the weekend as a family, Ashley heads out after breakfast. I smirk as she kisses Daddy goodbye. The three of us have a lazy morning watching television. Lexi and Daddy cuddle on the couch while I lounge in one of the wing chairs.
After lunch, we decide to hit the pool. Yay, warm climate! I love living in a part of the country that is warm for most of the year, it makes it easy to go for a swim. Since it is just Daddy, Lexi, and I, us girls decide to go topless. Daddy is treated to the sight of four eighteen year old boobies as the three of us swim.
Lexi and I splash each other quite a bit and there is a lot of laughing. She even grabs my tits from behind and honks them. I start to think that maybe she isn't going to bother me about what happened last night. Turns out, she is just waiting for the right time.
A couple hours into swimming, Daddy decides to get out of the pool and start the grill to make us burgers. Lexi and I get out of the pool and sunbathe topless on two deck chairs. That is when Lexi decides to bring up last night.
"So, who did you bang at the party?" she asks.
"What makes you think I fucked someone?" I respond, rolling my eyes.
"You were with Brittney, for one." Lexi explains, "The girl who gets around almost as much as I used to."
"So?" I ask, "Just because I'm good friends with her doesn't mean I had sex."
"But you did." Lexi states simply.
"Can we please talk about something else?" I ask with a sigh.
"What is going on with you?" Lexi asks, turning to face me "This isn't just about David, is it?"
"There's nothing going on with me!" I insist "I'm just a single girl having a good time."
"That's not you." Lexi says.
"Just drop it. Okay?" I ask. "I appreciate that you're here if I need to talk, but I don't need to. Not about a problem, because there isn't one."
"Okay.." Lexi says as she lays flat on her back to get some sun. Not like that pale skin of hers will ever tan.
The rest of Saturday goes by fairly uneventfully. We have a nice dinner and then play some board games as a family. It really is fun. I do enjoy spending time with them. I just wish Lexi would let this drop. Lexi and Daddy head upstairs to fuck and I watch a movie before bed.
Sunday, Daddy gives Lexi and I both a lot of candy for Easter. I'm eighteen years old and he still puts mine in a basket and says it's from the Easter Bunny. I love him so much. He can never know what happened to me.
The next week is mostly ordinary. Every morning I drive to school with Lexi. I hang out with my closest friends; Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. I also socialize with Brittney and a few other friends when I see them. I even chat with Ian a bit. The sad guy always seems to perk up when he sees me.
I occasionally run into David or Keith, but we mostly ignore each other. Sometimes I see them together, looks like they're good buddies now. One time Keith does whisper the word 'whore' in my ear as he's walking by me. I just shake my head and ignore him. I've gotten over what he did to me.
On Tuesday and Thursday I blow Dan in the biology lab during lunch. He never lasts more than a minute, but I enjoy it. Cum is always yummy! Fortunately I don't run into Lexi either time, but both days she asks what I was doing during lunch.
Friday is when things get worse. The day starts off great, Lexi is in a good mood and we chat amicably on the way to school. An hour before lunch, I'm walking with Lexi when Dan sees me. He waves and smiles. I wave back, causing Lexi to roll her eyes. Whatever.
During lunch, Dan texts me and asks me to meet him in the biology lab again. Two minutes later, I'm bent over a bench with my shorts and panties around my knees getting fucked from behind. Shockingly, Dan actually lasts a couple minutes. I beg him to spank me and fuck me harder, which he does.
It isn't long before my tight pussy becomes too much for him and he groans as he fills my greedy cunt with cum. I thrust my ass back to take all his cock in my tight hole as he squirts into me. Fuck, it feels good.
Dan pulls up his pants, pats my bum, thanks me, and heads out of the room. I find some tissues to clean up my pussy before pulling my panties and shorts back up. I adjust my breasts in my bra, as one had slipped out while Dan was groping me. Then I head back to finish lunch period.
On the way home, Lexi starts again and we end up having another small argument in the car. She doesn't want me to go to the party tonight, she says they aren't good for me. I tell her I'm going whether she likes it or not. Brittney isn't going to this party and I'm going by myself. There's nothing wrong with me. Everything is fine.
Things settle down until after dinner when it is time to go the party. Daddy kisses me goodbye, but Lexi follows me to the foyer. She once again says I shouldn't go and that I should talk to her about whatever is wrong.
"I'm here for you, Kayla. Just talk to me. What happened?" Lexi asks.
"Nothing happened. I had a break up, I've moved on." I say.
"I don't think that's all it is. I think there's something else." says Lexi. "Maybe we should get your dad and ask him."
"Enough!" I shout at her as I head out the door, "Spreading your legs for my dad doesn't make you my mom!"
Steven
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Stacey screams as she takes my cock from behind.
My beautiful, blonde assistant is nude and bent over my desk on Friday during our usual lunch time. Ever since we first hooked up and Lexi said that a repeat was okay, I've been waiting to get into Stacey's pants again.
The opportunity doesn't present itself until the end of the week when Stacey brings in our lunch and not-so-subtly admits she's horny. Originally, she's just gonna give me a blowjob, but then I remind her of her promise to let me see her tits.
We shut off my office phone and make sure my door is locked. Stacey then gives me a very enticing strip tease, which gets me fully hard. Next thing I know, she on her knees while I fuck her C-cup tits and she looks up at me with her pretty, blue eyes.
I fuck her tits until I'm ready to cum, then I push my cock between her lips and drain my load into her mouth. Stacey makes a big show of playing with my cum in her mouth before swallowing. Then she sucks me hard again before bending over my desk and demanding I fuck her brains out.
"Spank me!" Stacey begs, and I immediately comply.
"You like that?" I ask as I spank her again.
"Harder! Hit me harder!" the beautiful blonde orders as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
I spank her harder and grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back. Stacey's back arches and her tits push out from her chest as she moans and grips the edges of my desk with desperate strength. Fuck, she's tight. I look down and admire our joining as I fuck her, loving the look of her pussy stretched around my thick cock.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Stacey announces as her mouth hangs open. I can imagine the look on her face, her eyes scrunched shut and her mouth open in a silent scream as she cums on my dick.
"Cum for me, Baby!" I say as I spank her again while still holding her head back with my other hand.
"Fuck, I'm cumming all over your dick!" The nude blonde tenses up, her hands gripping the edges of my desk so hard her knuckles turn white.
"I'm cumming with you, fuck!" I groan as I release her head and grip her hips.
"Yes! Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Stacey begs as she feels my cum shooting into her tight pussy.
I hold my cock all the way inside of her until I'm finished cumming. Then I slowly ease my dick out of her pussy. I pull up my pants and boxers, putting my cock away while Stacey stays bent over, breathing heavily. Her head is hanging down, her long blonde hair framing her face as she pants.
Eventually, her breathing steadies and she stands up. Stacey walks up to me and gives me a hug and peck on the cheek. I kiss down her neck until I reach her tits. For a couple minutes, I play with her tits before releasing them and letting the beautiful blonde get dressed. Then we finish lunch.
The rest of the work day is pretty normal. I have a board meeting that lasts a couple of hours and I read a few reports. Just before the end of the day, Stacey has another craving for cum. She gets on her knees underneath my desk and blows me while I work. She keeps sucking until I fill her mouth with several blasts of semen.
I get home from work just in time for dinner. It's a Friday night and Kayla is going to yet another party. I had been happy that she's going out, but now I think she's going out a little too much. Still, she's eighteen, it's her decision. As long as she's responsible, I'm happy.
After dinner, Kayla leaves for the party and I kiss her goodbye. I notice that Lexi follows Kayla to the foyer to say goodbye. I don't think anything of it until Lexi returns looking like she's about to cry. I usually don't but in, but I hate seeing my girlfriend so upset.
"Everything okay?" I ask with concern.
"Yeah, I'm just really worried about Kayla." Lexi admits as she sits in my lap and wraps her arms around my neck.
"Because she's going to so many parties?" I ask.
"Yeah," Lexi confirms, "And I don't think she's just upset about David. I feel like something else is wrong, but she won't talk to me."
"Give her time." I advise, "Kayla is a responsible young woman and she'd come to us if something was really wrong."
"You're probably right, I just worry. She's my best friend." Lexi says.
"I know, and that makes me so happy." I say as I peck her lips.
"Wanna head upstairs and fool around?" Lexi asks as she wiggles her bum in my lap.
"I'd love to." I reply.
The two of us stand up and walk hand in hand to our bedroom. Upon reaching the bedroom, we watch each other undress. Once we're naked, Lexi decides she wants a trifecta. First, she gets on her knees and sucks me until I cum in her mouth. Then she gets on the bed and has me fuck her in missionary until I cum in her pussy. Finally, she gets on her knees with her face on the bed and ass in the air. Lexi reaches back and spreads her cheeks so I can fuck her up the ass.
After cumming in her ass, I lay down in bed while Lexi heads to the bathroom to clean up. Then we fall asleep in each others arms. We wake several times to love again before falling back asleep. At about 4:00AM, after cumming in Lexi's pussy, I check my phone and realize Kayla never sent me a text to let me know she got home safe.
I put on a robe and immediately head for her room. Upon opening the door, I let out a sigh of relief. There's Kayla, naked and asleep. Her bare ass is facing in my direction. She must have gotten home completely exhausted, taken off her clothes, and fallen right asleep.
"Is she okay?" Lexi asks when I return to the bedroom. She's sitting up in bed with her tits uncovered.
"Yeah," I answer as I remove my robe, "she must have been so tired when she got home she forgot to text. I'll remind her in the morning that it's important she not forget."
"I'm glad she's okay." Lexi says as I climb back in bed.
Lexi's naked body is soon spooned against mine as I hold her close. Within minutes, we're both fast asleep. As I listen to Lexi's steady breathing, I contemplate everything that Kayla has been through lately. I had been worried about my daughter, but it seems like she is okay. Everything should be just fine.
Kayla
I shut the door to the house behind me, right in Lexi's face. I am not a child. I can do what I want! I'm having fun, and I'm not hurting anyone. What's the big deal? Tonight should be fun, too. I don't plan on hooking up with anyone, but if it happens, it happens.
For several minutes, I wait for my Uber arrive. When it does, I hop in and he starts driving. The driver is actually kind of cute and he flirts with me for most of the ride. He's not gonna get lucky, but I do give him a nice tip and a view of some cleavage before shutting the door and heading inside the frat house.
The party is already in full swing; music is pumping through the house, people are dancing and drinks are flowing. I immediately head to a table with various shots and pick one up. I down the shot before grabbing a red solo cup full of beer. Then I start dancing.
For a couple hours I mingle with the other party goers. I see several people I know from school and various college students I recognize from various parties. I'm having a great time. I dance and drink, I flirt with guys, and I party!
"Hey! You made it!" a male voice calls out to me.
I turn around and see mine and Brittney's hook ups from the last party, Dave and Ken. Both guys look very cute in jeans and t-shirts. I'm wearing a nice skirt that falls to my knees and a top that shows off some cleavage.
"Dave! Ken! Hi!" I say with a smile.
"Good to see you, um.." Ken trails off.
"Kayla!" Dave interjects.
Seriously. I blew Ken and let him fuck me. He can't even remember my name? I resist the urge to roll my eyes. At least Dave remembers. I smirk as I remember that I fucked him, too. I still can't believe Brittney and I swapped partners. Still, that was nothing compared to Brittney getting double-teamed by them.
"Yeah, it's Kayla!" I say with a drunk giggle.
"Where's Brittney?" Dave asks as the two guys stand in front of me with their drinks.
"She couldn't make it." I shout over the music, "She has a date tonight."



"Oh, good for her!" says Dave before he takes a sip of his beer.
"What about you, Kayla?" asks Ken with a smile, "Seeing anyone?"
"Since last week?" I laugh, "Nope! Still single."
I talk with both guys for the next hour, laughing and flirting. At least, I flirt with Dave. I make it clear that I'm more interested in him than Ken. I may have fucked Ken first last week, but Dave is the one who remembers my name. He's cuter, anyway. We also drink. The guys cheer me on as I take a shot.
"Hey, do you wanna head upstairs and listen to some quieter music?" Dave asks me over the loud music blaring from the speakers.
"With you? Sure!" I chirp. Dave is so gonna get lucky. I'm already wet just thinking about it.
"Great, let's go!" says Ken before downing the last of his beer and tossing the cup in the trash.
Annoyance flashes across my face. I wanted to bang Dave, but I guess I can't now. I push down my disappointment and smile as both guys lead me through the house. Soon we reach the familiar bedroom with two beds and two desks.
I sit down on Dave's bed as he fixes us some drinks. At the same time, Ken starts some music playing. I smile and sway slightly to the music while waiting for my drink. Soon, Dave hands it to me and I take a sip. It's good!
Dave sits down beside me and wraps an arm around my shoulders. I snuggle up to him while Ken sits on his own bed. The three of us then chat and drink for awhile as we listen to music. Pretty soon, I'm flirting heavily with both guys, although I am consistently paying more attention to Dave. I think it's obvious that I'm more into him.
The three of us take off our shoes and socks to get more comfortable and I soon find myself laying in bed, spooning with Dave. My butt is pressed against his crotch and his arms are around me, holding me tight. Ken is laying on his own bed, tossing a football up in the air and catching it.
We chat about school and our plans, since we are all graduating soon. Me from high school and the two boys from college. Ken is going right into the working world, while Dave is going to graduate school.
Over time, I pay less and less attention to Ken as I snuggle and chat with Dave. I turn my body around to face him as we lay side by side on his small bed. His arms are still wrapped around me and my breasts are pressed against his chest.
It feels like I'm alone in the room with Dave as I lean up and he leans down. Our lips meet and we begin kissing softly. It feels so fucking good. He has one hand buried in my hair while the other rubs my back. I hold the back of his head as I suck on his tongue.
I squeak and giggle when he rolls me onto my back and gets on top of me. My legs spread on either side of him, causing my skirt to ride up my thighs. We are holding each other close as we kiss and grind. Soon, Dave pulls away from my lips and starts planting soft kisses along my jawline and down to my neck.
I coo happily and run my fingers through his hair as his hands run along my sides. Holy shit, this feels good. His hands find my breasts and squeeze the firm mounds from outside my top. He then leans down and kisses the top of my cleavage before sliding his body lower.
When he sits up and slides his hands up my skirt, I just smile up at him and lift my butt. Dave grips my panties and slides them down my legs. I giggle and pull my legs back so that he can get my panties off of me.
Dave places his hands on my thighs and spreads my legs, causing my skirt to bunch around my thighs. He then leans down and starts planting kisses on the soft skin of my thighs. I moan happily as he kisses higher. Soon, his head is up my skirt and his face is buried in my cunt.
"Mmm, fuck yes!" I groan as I arch my back. I love being eaten.
He uses his grip on my thighs to keep my legs spread as he runs his tongue all along my slit. I grip the sheets in desperate fingers as I arch my back and open my mouth wide in a silent scream. I can feel my tits straining against the fabric of my shirt and bra. When his tongue finds my clit, I start making soft mewling noises of pleasure.
For several minutes, Dave eats my pussy. Eventually, I cry out in orgasm as my knees bend and legs rise into the air. I can feel my toes curling as I announce my orgasm. I'm moaning and panting loudly, not caring if the entire frat house can hear me cum.
"Fuck! Keep going, keep going!" I beg in a wanton voice, desperately hoping for another orgasm.
I hear a squeaking sound as I feel someone get up on the bed and kneel by my head. I open my eyes and turn my head to see a hard cock poking at my face. Flicking my eyes up, I meet Ken's gaze. He must have taken his cock out of his jeans and climbed up on the bed. Now, it's staring me right in the face.
There's a cock in my face while another guy is eating my pussy. I almost stop things right away, but Dave's tongue pushes into my pussy and it just feels so good. Ken's cock is so big and throbbing, it looks so yummy. I open my mouth and let Ken push his dick between my lips.
Ken groans in pleasure as he places a hand on the back of my head and encourages me to start sucking on him. I moan around his length and start bobbing my head. I am now laying on my back with a guy's head up my skirt while blowing a second guy. I should feel ashamed, but I am just so turned on right now; this is great!
Dave continues eating my pussy, causing me to arch my back and moan around Ken's cock. Ken reaches down and slips his hand down my shirt. My eyes roll back when I feel him caressing the naked flesh of my tit. Two guys touching me at once. Two guys touching me at once! Oh fuck, oh fuck!
I let out a full-throat scream around Ken's cock as drool runs from my lips. I'm cumming. I'm cumming so hard. Dave reaches up my skirt and shoves two fingers up my cunt, causing me to buck my hips as his actions trigger multiple orgasms. I've never cum so hard or so long before.
A strand of drool dangles from my chin as I let out a gurgling sound around Ken's cock. I look up at him to see him whip his shirt off over his head. He then pulls his cock out of my mouth and stands slaps my outstretched tongue with it. The entire time, Dave is fingering and licking me.
Ken then stands up and drops his pants and boxers, leaving him completely naked. He has me sit up at the exact time that Dave pulls away from my pussy. I let Ken take my shirt off as Dave gets off the bed and starts removing his clothes.
Once Dave is naked, I'm sitting in bed completely topless, wearing nothing but a skirt. Ken leans down and grabs one of my tits so he can direct a nipple into his open mouth. I close my eyes and lean my head back.
Less than a minute later, I feel Dave get back in bed. Then I feel him grab my other tit and start sucking on it. "Holy shit!" I cry out. Two guys are sucking on my titties!
The boys play with my boobs for a a few moments before Ken releases my tit and gives it a light slap. He then grasps my hips and pulls me down the bed. I let out a cute shriek as my other boob pops out of Dave's mouth.
Ken slowly pulls my skirt down my body. I blush nervously as my naked body is revealed to both of these guys at once. Sure, they've seen me before, but Brittney was here as well. Now? Now, all the focus is on me.
"I'm gonna fuck her, you use her mouth." Ken says.
I frown, slightly annoyed that I wasn't asked. I'm just too horny to stop things now though. I let Ken flip me onto my tummy and then pull me up to my hands and knees. Ken gets in position behind me and I can feel him rub his hard dick along my wet slit. Dave gets on his knees in front of me and feeds me his cock.
At the exact same moment that I take Dave between my lips, I feel Ken press into my pussy. There's two dicks in me. Holy shit, there's two dicks in me! I'm getting spit-roasted! I suck hard on Dave as Ken grips my hips and starts fucking me with a steady rhythm.
The mental thrill of taking two cocks is too much for me. I scream around Dave's cock, my body bucking and tits slapping each other as an intense orgasm washes over me. Tiny electric shocks travel through my body and I grip the sheets with desperate strength as my toes curl. In the distance, I can hear the guys high five.
This is the most intense experience of my life. I bob my head and take as much of Dave's length as I can. With only a couple inches of cock protruding from my lips, Ken grabs my hips and pulls my entire body backwards so that his pole buries all the way up my cunt. This causes most of Dave's cock to exit my mouth, leaving just the tip inside. There isn't a single moment where a dick isn't almost balls-deep inside me.
For several minutes, the two guys use my body. My ass is spanked and my tits are grabbed as they both roughly spit-roast me. I cum again. And again. And again. Drool runs freely from my lips as I try to focus on sucking Dave, but Ken's cock feels so good inside me that sometimes I stop sucking and just leave my mouth hanging open for Dave to use. Sexy gagging and moaning noises fall from my lips as my pussy makes wet squelching noises. I can feel my big titties bouncing on my chest.
"Holy shit, this pussy's gonna make me cum!" Ken groans as he holds my hips and fucks me while breathing heavily.
"You should feel her mouth, man!" Dave says as he grips my head in both hands and fucks my face, "I'm gonna blow a load down her throat."
I make a noise of wanting around Dave's cock as I suck hard. At the same time, I thrust my hips back to take all of Ken's cock up my cunt. My pussy muscles clench around his thickness, making him moan as a tiny orgasm washes over me.
"I think she wants it, man!" Ken laughs as he spanks me, causing me to let out a yelp around Dave's dick as my body jerks forward.
"I can't take it anymore!" Dave moans as he grabs my head and forces his cock so far down my throat I start gagging.
At the same time, Ken thrusts his hips forward, burying himself balls-deep in my cunt. A spurt of cum shoots into my mouth a split second before Ken's cock swells inside my pussy and spits out a wad of semen to coat my womb.
My eyes roll back. My toes curl. My body tenses. I scream. My entire being is consumed by my orgasm. I can't focus on swallowing, which causes me to cough as cum snorts out of my nose. More escapes my lips and runs in rivulets down my chin. At the same time, my pussy is being blasted full of warm, thick, sticky cum.
Both guys stay inside me for a little longer, lightly thrusting into my body before their dicks start to soften. Eventually, they pull out and I collapse onto the bed. As I land on the bed, I can feel a river of cum leak out of my stretched pussy and onto the sheets.
I curl up into a ball, my knees at my chest and my arms around my knees, pressing my thighs into my boobs. My body shakes from aftershocks in the aftermath of my orgasm. Holy shit. Holy shit, that was intense.
Ken pats me on the ass as Dave rubs my shoulder. I then feel the guys get off the bed. One of them heads to the adjoining bathroom, I think. I'm so tired. My entire body is exhausted. I keep my eyes closed as I pass out.
I'm not sure how long I sleep for, but I still feel quite drunk when I wake up, so I'm sure it isn't that long. I stretch out my nude body and sit up. Looking around the room, I see both guys are wearing robes. Dave is playing on his phone while Ken plays a game on his computer.
I don't say anything as I stand up on shaky feet. I then head through the door to the guy's bathroom. I'm so glad they have their own private bathroom. I sit on the toilet and immediately start peeing. I spend extra time wiping myself, making sure to get rid of all the cum. Then, I look at myself in the mirror and see there is dried cum on my chin. I wash my face before heading back to the bedroom. The guys haven't moved.
"Why am I the only one still naked?" I ask with a giggle as I cup my boobs.
The guys laugh as they put down their gadgets and look over at my naked body. I'm standing demurely with one foot in front of the other as I caress my tits. I am still incredibly horny. Maybe this time I'll suck Ken while Dave fucks me.
Both guys stand up and remove their robes and boxers, so they are as naked as I am. Then they walk over to me, each guy standing on one side of me. Dave brushes a lock of raven hair back behind my ear before leaning down to kiss my neck. At the same time, Ken grabs my boobs with both hands and squeezes them as he leans in to take a nipple between his lips. I wrap my arms around both guys and lean my head back, cooing softly.
"Hey babe," Ken says as he releases my tit from his mouth. He then licks my hard nipple before continuing, "I have an idea."
"Oh, what's that?" I ask as I bury a hand in his hair.
"Ever been DP'd?" Ken asks as he plays with my boobs.
"Sounds like a great idea to me." Dave says as I feel him smile against my neck. One of his hands reaches lower and cups my bottom.
"Oh! Uh, I don't know..." I trail off. I've taken it up the ass before, but the thought of having a cock in my pussy at the same time is really intimidating. I'm drunk and horny, but this might be crossing a line.
"C'mon Babe, it'll be fun." says Ken.
"Yeah, you'll love it." Dave says as he kisses down my neck and slips a hand between my legs to rub my pussy.
I'm so turned on, I can feel their hands all over me, their lips exploring my body. I shiver as a tiny orgasm shoots through my body. I'm single. I'm enjoying myself. I'm living live. I'm loving life. Fuck, I need it. I need cock. While thinking about how selfish Ken is, an idea occurs to me.
"Okay, but I have one condition." I say.
"What's that, Baby?" asks Ken.
"Dave gets my ass." I state simply.
I feel Ken tense against me as Dave squeezes a handful of my butt cheek. Dave is thrilled, Ken is not. I giggle softly at my clever plan. If one of them deserves my ass, it's Dave, not Ken. I wiggle my body enticingly, knowing that Ken won't be able to resist the thought of getting my pussy again.
"Fine, fine." Ken says as he pulls away from my breasts and looks at me with a smile.
"Great!" I say with a grin.
"Awesome." Dave smiles happily. Of course he's happy, he's gonna fuck an eighteen year old girl up the ass!
Ken lays down on his bed and strokes his cock as he looks over at my naked body. "Hop on, Babe." he says.
I sashay over to Ken's bed and seductively get on as I lick my lips. Throwing my leg over his body, I straddle Ken and look down at him with lust in my eyes. I reach down and grasp his shaft, stroking it as I aim it straight up and directly at my pussy. Gripping his cock at the base, I slowly sink down onto it.
My eyelids flutter as I feel myself being penetrated. At the same time, Ken lets out a gasp and grips my hips tightly. I begin to ride Ken, my tits jiggling on my chest as I bounce in his lap. Dave watches as Ken slides his hands up my body until he reaches my breasts. I moan loudly and toss my head back while Ken plays with my boobs.
"Lay down on me, Babe." Ken says after I've rode him for a couple minutes.
I lower my body so that my breasts press into Ken's chest. His cock is still inside me and I can feel it throbbing. Biting my lower lip nervously, I wait while Dave climbs up on the bed and gets into position behind me. I hear him spit on his cock to lube it up. My toes dig into the bed and I swallow weakly when I feel the mushroom head of Dave's cock press against my ass. Dave grips my hips tightly and pushes until the head of his cock pops into my asshole.
Holy shit!" I gasp out. My mouth opens in a silent scream as my body shakes. I then turn to look over my shoulder. "Be gentle. Please." I ask Dave.
"Sure, Babe." Dave says as he holds my hips still and forces more of his cock up my backdoor.
I clench my teeth and grunt loudly as inch after inch of cock works its way up my bum. Soon, one cock is balls-deep in my ass while a second dick is buried to the hilt in my cunt. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. I'm getting DP'd!
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" I breathe heavily, my breasts jiggling as my nipples brush Ken's chest.
"Fuck, she's tight!" Dave grunts as he holds his dick all the way up my ass.
"Let's fuck her!" Ken encourages as he starts thrusting up, and into my pussy.
Dave starts slowly working his dick in and out of my ass with a steady rhythm. My mouth is hanging open and I'm unable to speak anymore. I just scrunch up my face and pant. One cock is all the way in my pussy while Dave is almost all the way out. Now the cock in my ass is pushing its way inside as the one in my pussy pulls out.
"FUCK!" I screech, finding my voice.
"You like that, Baby?" Ken grunts roughly in my air as he keeps his arms around me so he can thrust up into me.
"Yeah, take that cock up your ass!" Dave says as he fucks my bum.
"They're so big, oh my God!" I pant heavily, my chest rising and falling.
"Now we just need a cock for her mouth." Ken says as he pushes two fingers in my mouth until I gag.
He works his fingers in and out of my mouth and has me suck on them. Then he pulls his fingers from my mouth and grabs a fistful of my hair, pulling it back hard. Dave is over me, fucking my ass. Ken is still in my pussy. I can feel my toes start to curl as I grip the sheets in both hands. I'm gonna cum. It's gonna be big.
I scream and start babbling incoherently, unable to form a single word. My tits press into Ken's chest as two cocks ram their way up my holes at the same time. Dave is bent over me, pushing me down. I'm trapped between two naked men as they use my body. My feet press into the bed and my hands pull on the sheets as my pussy convulses and grips Ken's shaft tightly.
"Cumming!" I finally manage to gasp out.
Ken and Dave work me over with their dicks for several minutes. Soon, their breathing grows more ragged and their thrusts more desperate. Both guys are getting close to their release, I can tell. I've never been so horny, I've never felt so stuffed. I want their cum.
"Gonna cum soon." Dave grunts as he grips my hips and thrusts his cock up my bum.
"Me, too. She's so fucking tight." Ken replies with his arms wrapped around me.
"Give me your cum!" I beg as I toss my head back. "I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it!"
"Ah, fuck!" Dave calls out as his cock swells in my ass and starts coating my bowels with semen.
Dave is looming over me, pushing my body down and against Ken's. Feeling my nude body pressed against him as my pussy squeezes him causes Ken to cum as well. I then experience the truly intense feeling of having cum shooting into my pussy and ass at the same time.
"Yes, cum for Kayla!" I cry as another orgasm hits me.
When he is fully drained, Dave grips my butt cheeks and slowly eases himself out of my ass. Ken wraps his arms around me and rolls me off of him so I land on my back on his bed. I can feel cum running out of my pussy and ass. My bum is sore.
Dave staggers away and into the bathroom as Ken gets up and walks over to their mini-fridge. He takes out a bottle of water and starts to drink from it. I just lay on my back, panting heavily as I try to catch my breath. Sweat is dotting my body and there is a steady trickle of cum running out of my holes.
"That was great Babe, thanks!" Ken says in between sips of his drink. I can see he's staring at my tits. His limp dick is dangling between his legs.
I give him a smile and a thumbs up before dropping my arm back onto the bed. Fuck, I'm exhausted. That was amazing. Absolutely amazing. I had two guys at once! I feel my pussy twitch at the thought. I don't think I can move my legs.
As I lay there naked, a single thought occurs to me. Daddy would be so disappointed. Those guys don't give a shit about me, and I let them use me. He and I both think there's nothing wrong with casual sex, but we know that isn't me. This isn't me. I didn't do anything wrong, and I do love sex, but this isn't me. What am I turning into? Why did it take getting double-penetrated to realize that I'm becoming someone I don't wanna be?



I'm shaken from my thoughts from the feel of a hand on my tit. I look over and see Dave. He isn't even looking at me. He's just casually fondling one of my boobs. I push his hand away and cross my arms over my chest.
"Hey, what's wrong?" Dave asks as he looks at me in confusion.
"Uh, nothing. Nothing." I say as I keep one arm over my chest while my other covers my crotch. "I-I should go."
I stand up and start hunting around for my clothes. One arm stays over my chest, concealing my breasts from their view. I realize there isn't much point anymore, they've already seen everything, and they can still see my butt and cunt. I just feel so much shame right now and covering my nipples makes me feel better.
Once I find my panties, I slip into underwear, not caring that cum is gonna get all over them. Then I put on my bra. The guys just watch as I dress myself. Then I mumble a quick goodbye before practically running out the door.
I'm not having fun anymore. I order an Uber and wait for it outside. When it arrives, I get in and impatiently endure the drive home. Once I get home, I tip the driver and head inside. As soon as I get to my bedroom, I strip off all my clothes and head for my bathroom.
I stand under the shower water, lost in thought. I didn't do anything wrong. My boyfriend, the man I thought was gonna be my first and only, turned out to be an asshole. I got drunk and hooked up with someone I wouldn't normally. Then Keith fucked me while I was out of it. After that, I drowned myself in casual sex. There's nothing wrong with casual sex, but everyone who knows me knows that isn't me. Lexi knows, and I didn't listen to her.
Turning off the water, I dry off before heading to my bedroom. I climb into bed naked and don't even bother pulling the covers over myself. I just curl up in a little ball and start crying. Within a few minutes, I'm fast asleep.
A hand on my shoulder shakes me awake on Saturday. I turn over and see Lexi looking down at me in concern. She's wearing a robe and I'm still nude. I blink the sleep out of my eyes and look up at her with sadness on my face.
"You were right." I mumble.
"I know." Lexi nods as she affectionately brushes the hair out of my face. "You missed breakfast, your dad is worried."
"I'm sorry for worrying him." I say, a tear in my eye.
"I'm gonna tell him you're okay." Lexi says.
"No! Don't leave me!" my hand shoots out and grasps her wrist.
Lexi looks at me sadly as she places her hand on mine. "I'll be right back. I'm gonna tell him you're okay but going through some stuff. I'll ask him to spend the day out with his friends. Then you and I can have a nice day with just the two of us. How does that sound?"
"That sounds nice." I say with a nod and a sniffle.
Lexi leaves the room and I grab a tissue to blow my nose. Then I find a clean pair of panties and slip them on. I pull on a robe and start gathering my dirty clothes, tossing them in the hamper. Lexi comes back a few minutes later with something for me to eat and drink. She sets it on the table and gives me a hug.
"Your dad is leaving in a few minutes." Lexi says "He's worried about you, and he isn't stupid; I think he knows sex is involved. He didn't say anything though."
"I had sex last night." I admit.
"I know." Lexi says.
"How?" I ask in confusion.
"The cum-soaked panties were a pretty big clue." Lexi says teasingly.
The two of us burst out laughing. I hug her tightly, so thankful for her friendship. Lexi rubs my back soothingly as the two of us giggle. The sex really has been great. Why do I have to be so damn horny all the time? It's great, but it isn't me. I want love.
"I'm hungry." I admit when we calm down.
"I brought you breakfast." Lexi says.
"Thank you, Lexi." I respond, "For everything."
"Anytime." she smiles.
I sit on the edge of the bed and start eating the food Lexi brought me. It's good. Lexi puts on the television and starts streaming a show for us to watch. She sits down next to me and steals a bite of toast, making me giggle.
After I finish breakfast, Lexi and I lay down together in bed in our robes and watch television. Lexi seems content to wait until I'm ready to talk. I appreciate that so much. We watch television and chat for several hours. Finally, I decide it's time to speak up.
"I've been really upset about David." I say.
"I know." Lexi replies as she pauses the show before placing the remote on the bedside table.
"I drank a lot at that first party." I admit.
"And you hooked up with someone?" Lexi asks.
"Dan." I say with a nod. "The two pump chump left as soon as he was done."
Lexi laughs at that. "And then you started hooking up more at parties?"
"Yeah, and I've really enjoyed it." I admit.
"That's okay!" Lexi insists. "I love sex, too! You just need to find the right person to fuck."
"Like you did." I say with a smile.
"Like I did, yes." Lexi grins, "You'll find him! I know you must be horny, but if hooking up isn't who you are, you probably shouldn't do it."
"It definitely isn't me. I want love." I state firmly.
"You'll find it." Lexi takes my hand in hers and squeezes. "You will. Until then, you might not have romantic love. But you are loved. Your dad loves you,. I love you."
"I love you, too." I say.
"I know." Lexi says with a smile.
"There's more." I admit as I bite my lip.
"Oh?" Lexi asks.
I freeze. I can't tell her. I breathe heavily. Lexi just waits, knowing that I'm about to admit something big. For a full minute I just lay there in bed, saying nothing. Then, it all bursts out of me at once.
"I passed out at that party! When I woke up, I was naked and Keith was in the room. He, he, he, he raped me!" I burst into tears.
Lexi's mouth opens wide in shock as she claps a hand over her mouth. She wraps her arms around me and hugs me tight. I cry into her shoulder as she rubs my back and coos soothingly. We both know how much pain that asshole has caused. Now Lexi understands why I pulled away from Daddy, why I haven't been myself.
"I convinced myself I had moved beyond it!" I sob into her shoulder, "I convinced myself I was just having fun. Then, then, then, I got DP'd last night. It felt so good! I loved it! But it isn't me! I'm not me!"
"Shh, it's okay. You're okay." Lexi says as she rubs my shoulder "We'll get through this. Together."
"I hate him!" I shriek.
"I know, so do I." Lexi nods as she runs her fingers through my hair. "We have to tell your dad."
"I know we do. I'm sorry I couldn't see that before." I say.
"Tomorrow?" Lexi asks. "We'll tell him together. I won't leave your side."
"Promise?" I ask.
"Promise." Lexi vows.
"Tomorrow, then." I say.
Then we're both sobbing into each others arms. We hold each other close as we cry and cry. Lexi and I are sitting up, our arms wrapped around each other. Her warm body feels so good next to mine. I may be sad, but I feel loved. I feel so loved. I pull away slightly and look into Lexi's green eyes. We both lean in at the same time.
Her lips are so soft. Softer than any man's. Her hand is buried in my hair as I hold her close. My tongue snakes into her mouth and she sucks on it, making me moan. I can feel our breasts pressing together through the fabric of our robes.
We collapse onto the bed, our heads landing on the same pillow as we hold each other and kiss. Our tongues wrestle as we make out softly. My free hand rubs her back as my other holds her hand and squeezes three times. She tightens her grip on my hair.
"You are loved." Lexi briefly breaks our kiss to say. "You are loved."
I don't know who moves first. I think we move at the same time. Our hands reach for the tie on each others robes. We both sit up and toss our robes away, leaving us both wearing nothing but panties. Neither of us stops to admire the other, we just mash our lips back together and lay down again. I can feel her smaller breasts pressing against my larger ones. Our nipples tease each other.
We roll around in bed, arms wrapped around each others body as we make out. First I'm on top, then she is, then me again. We grind our bodies together and moan into each others mouths. This feels so good. This feels so right.
Lexi moves first this time, reaching for my panties while she's on top of me. I lift my bum to help her slide my underwear down my legs. She tosses it aside, leaving me nude. Then she's on top of me, kissing me again.
I roll us over so I'm on top, then grasp for her panties. Lexi lifts her cute, little ass, allowing me to remove her undies. Now we are both completely naked. I lay back down on top of her and bury my hand in her auburn hair.
Lexi and I start grinding our cunts together as we moan into each others mouths. I can feel how hard her nipples are. Mine are just as hard. Both our pussies are soaked. Lexi grabs my ass and squeezes as she moans my name. I moan hers and grind my clit down against hers hard.
We continue tribbing for several minutes, alternating who is on top. Our hands find each others tits and we caress each other softly. Eventually, we both cry out in orgasm at the same time. I can feel her body tense as she moans against my lips. I moan against hers as my toes curl.
When we come down from our orgasms, Lexi rolls us over so that she is on top. She then breaks our lip lock and nibbles on my ear. Lexi begins kissing along my jawline and down my neck. I lean my head back and enjoy the feel of her soft lips on my neck. Her small hands cup my large breasts as she kisses down to my chest. I let out a sharp gasp when Lexi's mouth closes around my nipple.
Lexi plays with my titties for a couple minutes. She alternates which nipple she is sucking on, and caresses my breasts. The beautiful redhead presses my boobs together to create a large cleavage, which she buries her face in and plants kisses all over.
My hand stays buried in her hair as Lexi trails kisses down my tummy. I spread my legs instinctively and Lexi maneuvers her tiny body between them. Soon, her face is level with my pussy. She plants a kiss on my pubic mound before using her hands to spread my legs wider. Her kisses travel to my thighs, teasing the soft skin of my inner thighs. Finally, she leans in and plants a kiss right on my pussy.
"Oh wow!" I moan.
Lexi reaches one hand up my body and cups a firm tit as she starts licking. Her tongue is so soft, her touch is so light. This is unlike anything I've ever experienced. She knows exactly how to lick me. Her tongue pushes into my pussy and moves in and out, like she's fucking me with her tongue. Then she wraps her lips around my clit and sucks on it. That is all it takes.
"I'm cumming! Oh, Lexi!" I moan as I grip her head in both hands and buck my hips against her face.
It took Lexi less than thirty seconds to make me cum. Holy shit, this girl is amazing. She pushes two fingers up my cunt and curls them upwards to stimulate my G-spot. At the same time, the fingers of her other hand pinch my nipple. I cum again.
Lexi eats me to two more orgasms before slowly kissing her way back up my body. Our lips find each others again and we're soon kissing fiercely. We wrap our arms around each other as our tits press together. I can taste myself on her lips and tongue.
For several minutes we make out, until I decide I can't wait any longer. I need to taste her, too. I roll Lexi over onto her back and get on top of her. Then I kiss down her neck until I reach her flawless breasts. Cupping her B-cup tits in my hands, I alternate kissing first one, then the other. I take a pink nipple in my mouth and suck on it, making Lexi moan and arch her back.
Kissing lower, I feel Lexi bury her hands in my raven hair. I swirl kisses all around her navel before kissing even lower. Getting between the smaller girl's legs, I find myself face to face with her vulva. It's beautiful. Lexi has small, dainty labia, and the pink lips are flowered open in arousal. I lean forward and kiss her pussy.
"Holy shit!" Lexi gasps out.
Taking one long lick of her slit makes Lexi buck her hips. She tastes so good. I thought I tasted good, but this girl is so sweet. I'll never get tired of licking her. My tongue circles her clit as I happily stimulate the little nub. Then I push two fingers inside her. Lexi groans and pushes my face into her crotch.
I eat Lexi for a couple minutes, finger-fucking her while tonguing her clit. Then I feel her pussy squeeze my fingers. The gorgeous redhead arches her back and announces an orgasm to the room. I love her moans. They're so soft, so sensual, so perfect.
"I wanna taste you again." Lexi whispers.
I kiss up her body until our lips meet. We make out for a minute before Lexi rolls me onto my back. She then flips over and gets on top of me. I giggle when I understand what she's going for. Sixty-nine! Lexi lowers her pussy onto my face as she leans down and licks my slit.
Grasping her butt cheeks, I lean up and bury my face in her cunt. The room is soon filled with the sounds of two eighteen year old girls fingering and licking. Our pussies are making wet squelching noises as we pleasure each other.
We sixty-nine for several minutes and both cum twice. Then, as I'm tonguing and fingering Lexi to a third orgasm, I tense up and cry out against her pussy. At the same time, her pussy convulses around my fingers. We cum hard at exactly the same time.
Lexi rolls off of me and turns around so she can lay down beside me. Then we are holding each other close and cooing happily. Our hands lightly caress each others bodies. I can feel her run her foot along my calf. For several minutes we cuddle, our limbs entwined, until finally, we drift off to sleep.
"Well, good morning sleepy head." Lexi says teasingly when I open my eyes.
"You fell asleep, too." I reply, sticking out my tongue.
We cuddle and giggle for several minutes, which somehow leads to a tickle fight. For another couple minutes, we roll around in bed, tickling and groping. Lexi ends up on top of me, looking down at me in triumph while tickling my sides as I laugh hysterically.
"Alright, alright!" I say, "You win!"
"Victory." Lexi grins before leaning down and pecking my lips.
A thought suddenly strikes me and I look up at Lexi in horror "You cheated on Daddy!"
"No, I didn't." Lexi explains, "He gave me permission to hook up with girls. Just like he can hook up with girls and it isn't cheating."
"I don't think he meant his own daughter!" I say as I push Lexi off of me in fear.
"Don't panic!" Lexi says, "Steven will understand. He's a good man."
"I know he is, but this is a lot to be okay with." I mumble.
I want to keep pushing her away, but this is Lexi. I can't. Never again. I wrap my arms around her and hug her tight. I had sex with a girl. I had sex with a girl and I'm in heaven right now! That was amazing. It was right. It was perfect.
"We'll tell him tonight." Lexi promises. "When he gets home."
"Okay." I nod.
That night, Daddy does come home. We ask him how his day was and he says he had a great time with his friends. Then we tell him that we have something important to talk about. The three of us gather around the dining room table.
"Am I about to find out what's been going on with you, Honey?" Daddy asks me.
"Not yet, Daddy." I say, "I'll tell you tomorrow. This is something else."
"Okay, what is it?" he asks kindly.
"Lexi and I had sex!" I blurt out.
I think I broke Daddy. He just stares at me. For at least a minute he stares at me. Then his eyes flick over to Lexi. She nods, confirming what I said is the truth. He then looks back at me. Then he bursts out laughing.
"I'm sorry, what?!" he asks as he laughs.
"It's not funny, Daddy!" I say indignantly.
"It's kinda funny." Lexi admits.
"I'm not even sure what my first question should be." Daddy smirks.
"Yes, we ate each other out. Yes, we played with each others boobs. Yes, we did sixty-nine. Yes we ground our pussies together." Lexi says, rolling her eyes in mock annoyance. "That enough of a fantasy for you?"
"Well, I'd prefer to see you do those things." Daddy says, "Ideally not with my daughter so I can participate."
"Now I will." Lexi promises, "I'm ready. Ready for the threesome with Hazel. I'll go down on her."
"Well, I'm glad to hear that!" Daddy laughs, "As great as the thought of more sex is, I'm more concerned about you two. Let's be serious for a moment."
"No, we aren't in love." I say, "But we do love each other. It was more of a bonding moment than anything else. You really aren't mad?"
"No, I'm not mad." Daddy says, "I did promise Lexi she could have sex with women without my permission. I wasn't expecting her to nail my daughter, but I didn't put any restrictions."
"Good." I say with relief. The last thing I ever want to do is hurt Daddy.
"Is this gonna happen again?" Daddy asks.
"Um, I don't know." Lexi says, looking at me in confusion.
"Would that be okay?" I ask.
"I think so, as long as Lexi doesn't leave me for you!" Daddy says.
"That'll never happen." Lexi says as she reaches over and places her hand on Daddy's.
"Then it's okay with me if it happens once in awhile." he nods his head.
"If it happens, it happens." I say.
"I still want to know what's up with you, Kayla." Daddy says as he looks at me, "Forget sex, I'm more concerned with your well-being. I love you."
"I love you too, Daddy." I say. "Maybe I can tell you now."
"It's up to you, Honey." Daddy responds, "I won't try and force you to talk about it."
"That's why I'm comfortable enough to talk about it." I say to him.
Then I start talking. I tell him about getting drunk at that party and hooking up with Dan. He is very understanding and assures me I didn't do anything wrong. When I tell him about Keith, he switches between concern and rage over and over. One minute, I think he's gonna go get a gun and kill Keith. The next he is hugging me tightly and telling me he is here for me and will do anything for me.
"Think you could make a call about him?" Lexi asks before making a gun with her hand.
"Do you think every rich guy has a hit man on call?" he replies.
"Yes." Lexi nods.
"Well, we don't." Daddy says, "What do you want to do, Kayla? I'll support you, no matter what."
"I don't think there's much point in reporting him." I say, "I've showered a few dozen times since then. And.. I don't want to go through the trauma of reporting it."
"It's up to you, Honey." says Daddy, "I'll go after him with every dime I have if you want."
"I don't want that." I shake my head, "I just want to move on as a family."
"You should at least talk to a therapist." Daddy says.
"Okay." I nod, acknowledging that it's a good idea. I didn't do so well trying to get through this by myself.
"I still want Keith dead." Lexi hisses.
"So do I." Daddy answers darkly.
"Well, we can't kill him." I say, "And an exam will just traumatize me further."
"I think reporting it might be a good idea, Kayla." Daddy says, "Now that I think about it. You don't have to get a rape kit done. Just report that it happened to the police. I'm thinking about the next girl he does this to."
I sigh. He's right. If Keith does this to another girl and I could have done something? That would traumatize me. I won't do a rape kit. There's no point, and I don't want some doctor poking around my coochie.
"Okay, let's report him." I say. "We'll go tomorrow. And I'll call my doctor on Monday to see who she recommends for a therapist."
"I love you, Kayla." Daddy says sincerely.
"I love you, too." I say.
"And I love you both!" Lexi chimes in, making us all smile.
That night, the three of us watch a movie and cuddle on the couch. I don't want to sleep alone, so the three of us end up in sleeping bags on the main living room floor. We chat most of the night. I tell Daddy everything. I tell him about hooking up with guys, about swapping partners with Brittney, and about the DP.



I thought he'd be sick, but no, he is understanding and supportive. He just keeps telling me how much he loves me and that he is still very proud of his baby girl. I've been so stupid. I don't need romantic love, and I don't need to hook up with every guy in the state to fill the hole inside me. I have the support I need right here. Daddy and Lexi.
The next day we do go to the police station to report Keith. This goes about as expected, they recommend I see a therapist and acknowledge that, without evidence, there really is no way to arrest Keith. The female cop I talk to is really nice. She believes me and wishes she could do more. I tell her to just try and keep him from doing this to someone else. The female cop actually hugs me.
We spend the rest of Sunday as a family. Lunch is fast food, then Lexi kicks our butts at mini-golf again. Seriously, I don't understand how she's so good. We go see a movie and then go out to a nice dinner at a fancy restaurant.
Sunday evening Daddy and Lexi offer to stay with me, but I assure them I'm fine. After about ten minutes, they finally agree to head upstairs to bed early. I smirk as I imagine them fucking each others brains out.
Monday morning I head back to school. The day starts out pretty normally until Dan runs into me. He asks if I wanna hook up during lunch again. I tell him that I won't be doing that anymore. He's disappointed, but understanding.
During lunch, I call my primary care physician for a referral to a therapist. I call the therapist and make an appointment for Wednesday after school. The woman sounded really nice on the phone and I hope that she can help me work through things.
The school day ends and I start to head out to meet Lexi when I am stopped by Ian. The poor boy looks like he's about to wet himself or run away. Or both. I wait patiently for him to speak up, and when he does, I am very surprised.
"Will you go to the prom with me?" Ian asks.
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The ten year reunion for the local High School was being held on a Friday night at a nearby function hall. The main event was taking place in a large room with enough space for about a hundred people. The darkened atmosphere and pumping music gave the hall a club-like feel. Decorations were sparse, except for a banner with the school colors. Most of the hall was dominated by a large dance floor. However, one side of the hall had a number of round, wooden tables that were near a small bar. Sitting at the bar, Chloe Baker was drinking a glass of white wine.
At 28, Chloe was as gorgeous now as she was ten years ago. Her lightly tanned skin, cute face, and lovely smile gave her the perfect girl next door look. She was a short girl, standing barely over five feet tall in her heeled shoes, but her black cocktail dress only fell to her knees and accentuated her toned legs. The dress left her smooth arms bare and was low-cut enough to show a hint of her C-cup cleavage without being scandalous. A black clutch purse completed the outfit. All in all, Chloe had a classy look; seductive and beautiful, without being overly revealing.
Chloe pushed a strand of her long, dark hair behind her ear as she took a sip of wine and surveyed the room with her brown eyes. She saw her friend Sarah dancing with a guy they all knew back in high school, but hadn't talked to since. Katie was nearby, dancing with her husband. Katie and Sarah had insisted she come to the reunion, that it would be fun. Chloe argued at first, saying she if she hadn't talked to someone in ten years, there was no reason to now, but after enough badgering, Chloe acquiesced.
As Chloe sat there, watching the dancing while lost in thought, a guy slipped into the stool next to her. He rested his elbow on the bar as he looked over at her. Chloe turned to face him and noticed his eyes immediately dropped to her cleavage as he smiled. She remembered Mike well, the two of them had actually gone to senior prom together. Chloe had thought he was nice, but he turned out to be all hands. Chloe had actually slapped him when he tried to have sex with her in the back of the limo.
"Hi, Chloe." Mike said.
"Mike." she gave a forced smile.
"Nice to see you again." he winked at her.
"You too." Chloe lied.
For several minutes he attempted to flirt with Chloe. Mike was just another in a long line of guys who just wanted her to spread her legs. He didn't look at her and see a person. He didn't look at her with genuine affection. Just another guy in a long line of losers. When she turned him down, he scoffed, shook his head, and muttered under his breath as he left.
After finishing her wine, Chloe hopped up and headed out onto the dance floor. The petite woman headed over to her two friends and started dancing. She may not have been interested in talking to any old acquaintances, but she could still have a nice time with her friends.
Of course, a girl as beautiful as Chloe can't dance for very long without being noticed. The eyes of many admiring men lingered on her brown eyes and raven hair, on her delicious cleavage, and on her toned legs.
The first guy came over and asked her to dance. Chloe remembered him from their math class together. He had trouble with math, just like she did. She decided to be social and agreed to the dance. The guy looked down at her cleavage the entire time and, after the first dance, asked her to go someplace more quiet. Chloe politely declined and resumed dancing by herself.
A second man asked Chloe to dance and she said yes. They danced to one fast song and, when a slow one came on, he held out his arms. Chloe bit her lip but still wrapped her arms around his neck as his found her waist.
While swaying to the music with a guy whose name she didn't even remember, Chloe's brown eyes locked on a pair of gorgeous green eyes. Eyes she remembered well. Jason Andrews was dancing with a pretty blonde woman and he just happened to look over at the same time as Chloe.
Jason and Chloe have known each other since they were three years old. His mother ran a daycare out of their house and Chloe's parents had her stay there while they worked. The two of them had been inseparable. She remembered playing with blocks with him, she remembered the cat his family had, she remembered fighting with him at the age of four and saying that she wouldn't marry him someday.
They were in the same class the first couple years of elementary school, and often got in trouble for talking too much with each other. Unfortunately, they weren't in the same class for fourth grade and started to grow apart. By the fifth grade, they didn't talk at all.
Then came the sixth grade, the first year of middle school. Jason and Chloe ended up in the same classes again. The two of them even sat next to each other during a lot of classes. Their friendship was rekindled. Chloe would even talk about Jason at home.
With middle school came school dances, and partway through the year, shy Jason worked up the courage to ask Chloe to go with him. As much as Chloe liked Jason, she thought of him as more of a brother and said no. It was obvious Jason was devastated, still he made it clear that he was happy to keep being her friend.
Chloe actually winced and closed her eyes while dancing as she remembered how poorly she treated him. She stopped talking to him completely. She had been out shopping with her mother and ran into Jason and his mother. She just walked away without saying a word to him.
She ignored him at every turn, all the way into high school. Yet, Jason didn't seem to think less of her at all. Not that she bothered to talk to him to find out, but junior year he did ask her to another dance. Chloe told him she had to work, but the truth was, she thought she was better than him. She was little miss popular and he was a nobody. Why should she bother going on date with him?
The truth was, a part of her did want him. A part of her wanted him back in her life. The problem was, she was so obsessed with popularity and her social standing at that time, she just blew him off. He respected her wishes and tried to save their friendship and she wouldn't hear it, never thinking of him again after graduation.
Now, here he was, ten years after high school. He was wearing a nice pair of slacks and a button-down. He actually looked really handsome, with his short-cropped beard and light brown hair. The two of them hadn't spoken in ten years, everything that happened was in the past. It was the behavior of two immature kids who had yet to get a handle on life. Despite that, she still felt some regret over how they had grown apart.
The song ended and Chloe barely heard the guy she had been dancing with ask her to go someplace more quiet. When he asked a second time, Chloe just shook her head and waved him off. He walked away, looking rather upset. Chloe didn't care.
Jason left the cute blonde he had been dancing with and walked over to Chloe with a confidence that she had never before seen in him. As the next song began, he looked her right in the eyes and held out a hand. He didn't once glance at her cleavage.
"Would you like to dance?" Jason asked in a soothing voice.
"I-I think I would." Chloe replied, surprised to realize how nervous she was.
She reached out her tiny hand and placed it in his larger one. He gave her a small smile which sent butterflies fluttering in her stomach. Chloe actually stumbled a bit in her heels as the two started dancing. She soon found out, he really knew how to dance. The song was fast and he kept pace with it perfectly.
Neither of them spoke. No words were needed as they gazed into each others eyes, ignoring everyone else as they swayed to the music. Chloe hadn't thought of him in about ten years, yet now here they were, something different between them this time. Or was it? Was this always here but she was too blind to see it? She could see the affection in his eyes, the same way he always looked at her. Only now, she was mature enough to recognize it for what it was.
They danced to three fast songs before a slow one came on. "Would you like to keep dancing?" he asked.
"Yes." she answered simply.
He placed his hands on her thin waist as she wrapped her arms around his neck. At first, they danced at arm's length, but over time they moved closer and closer. Soon her large, firm breasts were pressed against his chest as he held her close.
"You are just as beautiful as I remember." he whispered in her ear.
Chloe felt herself shiver as she heard the sincerity in his voice. Other guys just wanted her to spread her legs, and sure, he was definitely attracted to her in that way, but there was something else as well. He was looking deeper. The blonde he was with was gorgeous, but he only had eyes for her. After all this time, his affection for her as a person hadn't changed.
"Thank you." she whispered back with sincerity.
For several minutes, the two of them swayed to the music without speaking. She lay her head against him and enjoyed the feel of being in his arms. They had known each other for over twenty years, yet this was their first time dancing. It was so special, Chloe wished she had danced with him sooner.
"Can I buy you a drink?" Jason asked when the song ended.
"I'd like that." Chloe answered with a smile.
The two of them walked over to the bar and each ordered a drink. Jason paid and tipped the bartender. Chloe thanked him and took a sip of her white wine. Jason had a sip of his beer and the two of them just enjoyed each others company for several minutes.
"So, what do you do for a living?" he eventually asked.
"I'm a lawyer." Chloe answered. "You?"
"I'm a physicist." Jason responded.
"I knew you'd end up doing something with a lot of math." Chloe giggled, remembering how good he was at math and science.
"Lawyer is pretty prestigious, too." Jason said.
"Yeah, I love all that stuff about the law." Chloe explained, "I loved reading up on cases in school."
"I'm glad you're doing something that makes you happy." he said, making her smile.
"Thank you." Chloe responded.
For several minutes the two of them talked, asking questions about each others lives. It turned out that Jason lived nearby, never having strayed far from the hometown after high school. Chloe lived in an apartment a few towns over. Since they both had good careers, they were each able to live alone and didn't have roommates.
"You're here alone?" Jason eventually asked.
"Well, I came with my friends Katie and Sarah." Chloe answered, "But I didn't bring a date. What about you? Am I coming between you and the blonde?"
"No." Jason said with a chuckle, "You don't remember Christine? We went to school with her!"
"That was Christine!? Chloe said, "I didn't realize! Oops!"
"Yeah, she and I actually had a bit of a crush on each other in high school." Jason explained, "Nothing ever came of it, but we met tonight and thought we'd enjoy a nice dance. Then I saw you and just had to talk to you."
"Oh?" Chloe asked, "Why is that?"
"I feel bad that we grew apart and I wanted to apologize." Jason answered.
"Oh." Chloe said in disappointment. She was also surprised, it was all her fault that they grew apart. "It's okay, people grow apart. It happens, right?"
"Yeah, it does." Jason agreed, "I still feel bad about it. Then I saw how amazing you looked tonight and I decided to ask you to dance."
"I'm glad you did." Chloe said with a smile.
"Me, too." Jason smiled back.
The hours went by with Jason and Chloe barely noticing the time passing. They talked for awhile, then went back to dancing, then returned to the bar and talked again. Conversation flowed easily and it felt like they had been a part of each others lives the entire time. Soon they both knew all the big details about each other. Both of them were single and had never been married. They both had their dream job and had a lot of friends.
At one point, Sarah, Katie, and Katie's husband came over to talk to Chloe while she was sitting at the bar with Jason. Sarah and Katie did not run in the same social circle as Jason, so they only vaguely remembered him. However, soon the five of them were chatting and sharing a drink. They talked about what they all did now and reminisced about high school. Chloe was actually a little annoyed; she had been enjoying her privacy with Jason.
The end of the night comes far too soon for Chloe and Jason. People start to trickle out over the last hour or so before the DJ announced the final song. Jason asked Chloe to dance and she happily accepted.
After the final song, the group of five gather to say goodbye. Realizing that Chloe and Jason want to be alone, Katie and Sarah grab Katie's husband and make their exit. Jason and Chloe laughed when they realized what the other girls had done.
"That was nice of them." Jason laughed.
"Whatever do you mean?" Chloe teased, while batting her eyelashes.
"Nothing at all." Jason grinned.
"Liar." Chloe winked.
"I was wondering if maybe you wanted to exchange numbers?" Jason asked with confidence.
"I would like that." Chloe said.
The two of them exchanged numbers and agreed to text each other later. Then they hugged before going their separate ways. Chloe loved how good his arms felt when he hugged her. She was floating as she headed over to her car.
On the way home, Chloe felt her phone buzz but didn't want to check it while driving. Once she got home, Chloe saw she had a couple of text messages from Katie and Sarah. Both wanted details about Jason, since they could tell that the two were attracted to each other.
Katie: Details! He's cute!
Sarah: Jason couldn't keep his eyes off of you, girl! Tell me you're staying in touch!
Chloe replied to both of her friends, telling them that Jason was an old friend and that they grew apart. She even told them that he had a big crush on her back in school. Finally, she acknowledged that, yes, they would be staying in touch.
Soon, Sarah and Katie started a group chat with Chloe and peppered the petite girl with question after question. Chloe never dated very much, which is why her friends were so excited to see her hitting it off with a guy. The cute lawyer just kept texting her friends back, answering their questions patiently. That's when her phone went off again because of a different contact.
Jason: I just wanted to let you know that I had a great time. Have a good night!
Chloe: I did, too! Have a good night and talk soon!
Telling her friends that Jason sent her a text, caused another round of questions about him. Chloe just laughed and replied that her friends were acting like high school girls. They answered that they just had their high school reunion, so they're entitled to.
Putting her phone down, Chloe got ready for bed. The beautiful woman climbed into bed wearing a t-shirt and a pair of panties. She then plugged her phone in to charge before pulling the covers over herself and going to sleep.
The rest of the weekend went by without any communication between Chloe and Jason. Both of them just went about their regular plans without texting at all. By Sunday night, Chloe couldn't wait any longer and started a conversation.
Chloe: I hope you had a nice weekend!
Jason: I did, thanks! You?
Chloe: Yeah, it was fun and relaxing.
Jason: Do anything exciting?
Chloe: You mean other than dance with a cute guy Friday night? ;)
Jason: Oh, really? That's interesting, because I just so happened to have danced with a lovely lady on Friday, myself.
Chloe: What a coincidence!
Jason: Indeed!
Neither of them knew it, but they were both laying in bed. Chloe was wearing a t-shirt and panties, while Jason was bare chested in a pair of lounge pants. They were both holding their phones while they anxiously awaited the next text.
Chloe: And to answer your question; on Saturday I went kayaking with my family. Sunday I did some chores and errands. Then I lazed around the house.
Jason: Oh, kayaking sounds fun! I hope you had a nice time?
Chloe: I did! I love to be active. What did you do this weekend?
Jason: Nothing too exciting. Went hiking on Saturday with some friends, then saw a movie. Sunday I was pretty lazy and stayed in playing video games.
Chloe: Ooooh, I love hiking! And I'm not surprised you still play video games. You were always a dork ;P
Jason: Yeah, yeah, I'm a dork! I guess that means you don't want to go hiking with me?
Chloe: Why, Jason, are you asking me out? :)
Jason: I am. What do you say?
She couldn't stop smiling as she stared at her phone. Jason was her best friend once, and their friendship fell apart. Maybe things could have worked out differently had they both been more mature. Now there was a second change and she wouldn't blow it.
Chloe: I say yes!
The green-eyed man stared at his phone with a huge grin. He had always had feelings for Chloe, he couldn't believe she said yes. He had been so shy and quiet when they were in school, he had screwed everything up. Things might actually work out though. At the very least, he wanted his friend back.
The two of them made plans to meet up at a nearby hiking trail on Saturday. They were both really excited and talked for another hour so. Once it got late enough, they said goodnight, put their phones down, and went to sleep.
Chloe and Jason spent the next week texting every day. During breaks from work they would send texts, they would talk about their days, and they would flirt. They flirted a lot. By Friday, they were texting good morning and good night every day.
Saturday finally arrived and Jason got in his car to go pick up Chloe. He was wearing regular clothes with hiking shoes. To try and be romantic, he packed some snacks and a blanket for a picnic in his backpack. In addition, he bought Chloe flowers. He also brought a water bottle so he would have something to drink if the hike got hot. Jason was nervous, but also incredibly excited as he pulled up to Chloe's apartment building and sent her a text that he was outside.
Chloe smiled at her phone as she headed out the door. She looked amazing in her hiking outfit, with her cute boots. Chloe took the elevator down to the main floor and exited her apartment building. Upon seeing Jason, her heart fluttered. At the same time, their gazes met and she could see his green eyes light up. 'Wow' he whispered under his breath.
"Hi." Jason said with a smile as Chloe walked up to him. He held out the flowers.
"Hi!" Chloe replied, "They're beautiful!"
"For a beautiful woman." Jason responded.
"Thank you." Chloe smiled cutely as she took the flowers. She then wrapped Jason up in a hug.
Jason hugged her and rubbed her back before releasing Chloe. He then walked with her to his car as they chatted amicably. Upon reaching his car, Jason smiled at Chloe and held the passenger side door open for her.
She got in the car and he shut the door. Chloe placed her flowers in the backseat so she could grab them later. Then Jason got in and started the short drive over to the hiking path. When he parked, Jason got out first and went to the passenger side. He opened the door for Chloe and held out his hand.
"Milady." he said.
"Why, thank you, kind sir." Chloe chirped as she took his hand and let him help her out of the car.



The two of them started their hike. It was such a nice day and they enjoyed their time together. They walked along the path, exploring nature and hearing birds chirping. Jason held Chloe's hands and helped her cross a small stream.
Eventually, they stopped at a small clearing to relax. Sitting on a small rock, they chatted and flirted, taking pleasure in each others company. Both of them were having a great time, but they still felt like their past was causing some awkwardness.
"I'm sorry I was kind of a bitch in middle and high school." Chloe suddenly blurted out.
"What?" Jason asked, as he looked at her "You weren't a bitch."
"Yes, I was." Chloe said, "I mean, if I had just turned you down, whatever, but I treated you horribly for no reason."
"And I was a shy, awkward teenager who was too afraid to come out of his shell." Jason said.
The two of them looked at each other for a long minute, neither of them saying anything. It was true, Jason was an awkward kid and Chloe was kind of a brat, that led to the end of their friendship. All these years later, they both regretted it.
"I'm sorry." Chloe said.
"I'm sorry, too." said Jason, "Why don't we acknowledge we were both just stupid kids who made mistakes. Now that we're somewhat mature adults, we're trying again."
"Somewhat mature?" Chloe asked with a giggle.
"I was talking about you, of course." Jason teased as he wrapped an arm around her and squeezed her upper arm.
"Jerk." Chloe said as she stuck out her tongue. "That was a 'yes', by the way. We were both stupid kids, and now we know better and are trying again."
"New friends?" Jason asked.
"New friends." Chloe nodded.
The conversation flowed easily and soon the two of them decided it was time for lunch. Jason spread out a blanket and brought out the food he had prepared. Chloe teased him about not knowing what food she liked, so he responded by revealing he brought options. Soon the two of them were eating sandwiches and chips while chatting.
After lunch, Jason packed away the blanket and the two of them resumed their hike. Only this time, they were holding hands while walking. Jason would glance at Chloe and admire her sun-kissed skin. When he looked away, Chloe would look over and love how handsome he looked with his beard.
The way he looked at her was different from every other guy she had known before. Chloe could tell he genuinely meant compliments. Jason was so handsome. He had piercing green eyes, a sexy beard, and a soothing voice. He listened, he looked her in the eye. He was smart and funny and kind.
She was so special, his best friend since they were four year old. He loved the way her smile lit up her entire face, the way she walked and the way she talked. She had the cutest little giggle which always made him smile.
The two of them stopped beside a stream and sat down on another rock. Jason wrapped an arm around Chloe and she nestled in happily. She looked up at him with affection as he smiled at her and squeezed her upper arm.
"You're so beautiful." Jason whispered.
He looked at her, not her cleavage. He didn't just want her to spread her legs, he was looking at her as a person. The sincerity in his voice caused butterflies in her stomach. At first, Chloe was feeling regret for not having found him back in high school, but then it was replaced with the sheer bliss of having him with her now. He was feeling the same thing.
"Thank you." she replied in a low voice, before she continued nervously "A good first date should have a good first kiss."
"And is this a good first date?" Jason asked as he looked down at her and their eyes locked.
"Yes." Chloe whispered in a voice thick with emotion.
Jason leaned down at the same moment that Chloe leaned up. Their lips met in a soft moment of intense affection. Jason loved how soft Chloe's lips were, Chloe loved how Jason's arms felt around her as their kiss deepened.
Soon, tongues started pKatieg as the two of them could hear the small stream flowing in the background. The sounds of nature were all around Jason and Chloe as they softly made out. It wasn't urgent, it wasn't rushed. It was light and affectionate. The kind of kiss that drowns out the rest of the world and leaves nothing but the two people involved.
"You have no idea how long I've waited for that." Jason whispered when he broke the kiss and gazed into Chloe's doe eyes.
"I'm sorry we waited so long." Chloe replied in a soft voice.
"You were worth the wait." Jason said with sincerity.
Chloe leaned forward and lightly pressed her lips against his again. He rubbed her back with one hand as his other rested on her knee. She buried a hand in his soft brown hair as her tongue caressed his. Her body was against his and she could feel her breasts squishing against his chest.
Twenty minutes later, they returned to earth and the kiss ended. Their foreheads touched as they looked into each others eyes and grinned. Chloe slipped her hand into his and he laced their fingers. They both squeezed three times before standing up and continuing their hike.
The trail eventually looped around and came back to where they started. Jason opened the car door for her and she happily got inside. The two of them held hands the entire drive back to Chloe's apartment.
"I think this is the part where I ask if I can see you again." he said when he parked the car at Chloe's apartment complex.
"Only if you actually want to see me again." Chloe teased.
"I would like to see you again." Jason said as he looked into her pretty brown eyes.
"I'd like that, too." she said with a nod.
"Dinner and a movie Friday night?" he suggested.
"I tend to work late on Fridays, can we make it Saturday?" she asked, annoyed with her high stress job.
"That's fine with me." he agreed as he squeezed her hand affectionately.
The two of them shared a goodbye kiss before Chloe got out of the car. She opened the back door and took out her roses. She then waved goodbye to Jason and headed inside her apartment building.
As soon as she got inside her apartment, Chloe closed the door and pressed her back against it. She leaned her head back until it touched the soft wood as a huge smile broke out across her face. She giggled happily before walking into her kitchen and putting the roses in a vase. Her only thoughts were of Jason as she went about the rest of her day.
Jason listened to music on the radio as he drove home with a huge smile on his face. That had been a great first date. He was so happy to finally have kissed Chloe, something he had fantasized about since he first started liking girls.
When he got back to his apartment, Jason changed into a pair of lounge pants so that he could relax for the rest of the day. He tried playing video games for awhile, but he was distracted by thoughts of Chloe. He spent the rest of the day thinking about her.
The two of them went about their days until the evening. They both got ready for bed and went to their respective bedrooms. Coincidentally, both of them were laying in bed at the same time when Jason decided to send Chloe a text.
Jason: I had a great time today.
Chloe: So did I. And you're not a bad kisser ;)
Jason: All I get is 'not bad'? Should I be insulted? :P
Chloe: Fine, fine, no more sarcasm. That kiss took my breath away.
Jason: Mine, too. Any chance I'll get another?
Chloe: If you play your cards right ;)
Jason: I'll keep that in mind!
Chloe: Good! :)
Jason: I'm gonna head to bed. Goodnight, Beautiful. :*
Chloe: Sweet dreams, Handsome. :*
Sunday morning, the two of them woke up and sent a good morning text. Then they went about their days. Jason spent the day playing video games and doing chores, while Chloe went over to her sister's. Throughout the day, they both sent texts to each other, talking about their days and flirting. That evening, they wished each other a good night and went to bed.
The work week was similar, with Chloe and Jason both sending good morning texts and flirting throughout the day. Both of them were clearly looking forward to their date on Saturday. It couldn't get here soon enough!
Finally, Saturday arrived. The two of them spent most of the morning and afternoon flirting. Then Chloe and Jason both got ready for their date. Jason changed into a nice pair of pants and a button-down shirt. After that, he got in his car and headed for Chloe's apartment complex.
Jason sent Chloe a text saying he was outside. She responded that she would be right down and headed out of her apartment. She was wearing a beautiful spaghetti-strap black dress, heels, and dangling earrings. Jason smiled when he saw her and she returned the expression.
"You're beautiful." Jason said as he opened his arms for a hug.
"Thank you." Chloe replied as she happily fell into his arms, "You're very handsome."
The two of them hugged and then pecked each others lips before Jason held the door open for her. She got in the car and he shut the door. He then got in the car and started it up. Soon, the two of them were chatting in the car on the way to the restaurant.
They were going to have dinner in one of the nicest restaurants in town. Jason had made reservations, so they were shown to a table right away. He held her chair out and pushed it in when she sat down. She smiled at him when he took his seat.
Jason and Chloe immediately ordered drinks and an appetizer. Then they started chatting as they snacked and perused the menu. When the waitress came back, they placed orders for entrees and had their drinks refilled.
"Thank you for agreeing to come out with me again." Jason said as he took a sip of his drink.
"It's my pleasure." Chloe smiled, "I'm glad my friends talked me into going to the reunion."
"I'll have to thank them." Jason said with a smirk.
"I'm not seeing anyone else." Chloe told him with a blush.
"Neither am I." Jason replied, "And I don't want to."
"So, um, I know it's really early," Chloe began, "but are we seeing each other exclusively?"
"Do you want to?" Jason asked, "It is early, but I feel really strongly about you."
"I feel strongly about you, too." Chloe acknowledged, "I know I want to see you again, and I don't want to see anyone else. If you're okay with it, I'd like to be exclusive for now. If something comes up, something comes up, but for now, yeah."
"I'd like that. We're exclusive then." Jason said with a huge grin on his face. He was clearly thrilled. "I have wanted this since we were kids."
"Then you got over me." Chloe said, "Now you've found me again!"
"I never got over you." Jason said with seriousness in his voice. "I just gave up."
Chloe looked at Jason with a tear in her eye. She had someone her entire life, she had just been to stupid to see it. She wanted to walk over to him and hug him tightly, tell him she was sorry their friendship was ruined for no reason. Chloe opened her mouth to speak when their food arrived.
"This looks great!" Jason said happily when the waitress walked away.
"Yeah, definitely!" Chloe agreed, blinking away the tear before he noticed.
The two of them enjoyed their meals while chatting and thinking. Jason was so happy, he felt so lucky to finally be on a date with Chloe. She was thinking about their past, how bad she felt about it. He had been shy and awkward, but she could have been more understanding and not ended their friendship because of it. He was never pushy or anything, he just asked her out and, when she said no, he had wanted to stay friends. She wouldn't hear of it though.
"Is everything okay?" he asked, noticing her sad expression.
"Yes, I'm just having such a great time with you that I feel bad about all the time we could have had if I hadn't been so stupid." Chloe explained.
"Hey, we talked about this." Jason said soothingly, "It's in the past. We still have now."
"We do." Chloe smiled as she took a bite of her chicken.
They finished their meals and then ordered a dessert to share. The couple smiled at each other as they ate. When the meal was over, Jason paid over Chloe's objections. He said that he was the one who asked for the date, so he should pay to thank her for coming. She eventually acquiesced.
After dinner, Jason drove the two of them to the movie theater. They were about forty-five minutes early, so they got a table in the main theater and talked for a little while. When it was time for the movie, Jason bought them popcorn and sodas. Then the two of them headed into the theater and found seats.
The two of them munched on popcorn as they waited for the movie to start. At one point, Chloe playfully threw a piece at Jason, making them both laugh. They shared a soft kiss just before the previews ended and the movie began.
The movie was really good. It was the latest blockbuster and they had both been looking forward to seeing it. Throughout the movie, the couple held hands. Chloe felt her heart speed up when Jason lightly ran his thumb along her hand before squeezing lightly. Her smile deepened when he raised their hands to his lips and kissed the back of her hand.
When the movie ended, Chloe and Jason headed back to his car. He drove to Chloe's apartment and opened the car door for her. When she got out, she smiled and pecked his lips before hugging him tightly.
"Would you like to come up?" she whispered in his ear.
"I would like that very much." he replied as he rubbed her back.
Chloe led the way as the two of them made their way inside the apartment building. During the elevator ride up, they held hands and kept glancing at each other with happy expressions. She then unlocked her apartment door and invited Jason inside.
"Make yourself at home." Chloe said as she headed to the kitchen. "Can I get you something to drink?"
"Yeah, that would be great." Jason replied as he sat down on the couch in the living room.
Chloe soon returned with a beer for Jason and a wine cooler for herself. She then put on some music and the two of them sat back and relaxed. He put his arm around her shoulder and she snuggled in as she enjoyed her drink.
Conversation flowed easily, and soon both of them were smiling and laughing. Chloe was happily nestled in under Jason's arm as the two of them chatted. After a few minutes, they both set their drinks down and gazed into each others eyes. Chloe sat up as Jason placed his hand on her cheek and slowly leaned in.
Jason and Chloe closed their eyes as their lips met. She buried a hand in his brown hair as the two of them softly kissed. Jason had his arms wrapped around Chloe and was holding her close. Soon, his tongue slipped between her lips.
Chloe moaned into Jason's mouth as their tongues played. He slowly leaned over her as she pulled him down until she was laying down on the couch with him on top of her. Their bodies pressed together while they made out. Jason's hand ran up Chloe's side as Chloe spread her legs on either side of him, causing her dress to ride up her thighs.
The raven-haired beauty thrust her hips up as the two of them started grinding. Jason could feel the heat from her crotch while his bulge rubbed up against her. Both of them were moaning into each others mouths as their hands lightly caressed each other. Soon, Jason's hand found Chloe's breast and gently fondled the firm globe from outside of her dress. With his hand on her chest, Jason broke the kiss and looked down into Chloe's doe eyes.
"My heart feels so full." Chloe whispered as she looked up at him.
"I love you." Jason whispered urgently, the feelings finally overwhelming him. He knew it was too early to say something like that, but he couldn't keep his feelings in.
"I love you, too!" Chloe said as she leaned up and pressed her lips against his.
Then they were making out again. Jason's hand slipped into Chloe's dress and bra until his palm closed around warm, naked flesh. Chloe moaned into his mouth as her nipple hardened beneath his touch. She was so wet, he was so hard. They could feel each others arousal as they rubbed their crotches together from outside their clothes.
Jason broke away from Chloe's lips and started planting kisses along her jawline. Both of her hands went to the back of his head as she cooed happily. Chloe arched her back and moaned as his kisses trailed down her neck, to her collarbone.
He slipped his hand out of her dress and reached for the spaghetti straps with both hands. With a tug, both straps slid off of Chloe's shoulders and came to rest at her arms. She pushed her chest up towards him as he grabbed the top of her dress and yanked it, along with her bra, down beneath her chest, baring her breasts.
She was breathing heavily as Jason lifted his head and gazed into her eyes. He then lifted his body slightly higher and looked down, taking in the sight of the most beautiful pair of boobs he had ever seen.
"They're perfect." he whispered, his green eyes flicking back up to hers.
"Thank you." Chloe whispered back, her mouth dry and her palms sweaty. She could feel herself getting wet.
"You're perfect." he said with sincerity.
"I love you, Jason." Chloe said as her hand gripped his bicep tightly.
"I love you too, Chloe." Jason replied, "I always have."
His lips found hers and they resumed kissing. Her hard nipples pressed into his chest as they ground their bodies against each other. Soon, Jason broke away and started kissing down Chloe's neck again. Her back arched as Jason kissed lower, and she let out a loud gasp when his lips found her nipple.
"Oh, God!" she moaned loudly.
Jason pressed Chloe's breasts together and started kissing all along her cleavage. His thumbs caressed her warm flesh as his tongue flicked her nipple. Chloe had such sensitive nipples that she could feel the pressure building inside of her already. She rolled her hips against his in order to cause his bulge to rub right up against her crotch.
Chloe was panting heavily, making the cutest little sex noises. One of her hands buried in his hair while the other squeezed his bicep. She could feel her release approaching. His mouth felt so good on her breasts, his bulge was so hard and strong against her vulva. She hooked her ankles around his calves, letting him grind down against her.
"Ah! I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Chloe announced as her body tensed up.
Jason held her breasts together and sucked on her nipple as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through Chloe's tiny body. She cried out three times as tiny electric shocks traveled through her. He lifted his head and pressed his lips against hers, kissing her as she moaned against him.
They were making out again, tongues wrestling as hands explored each others bodies. Jason's hand ran along her upper thigh, nearly brushing her panties. Chloe gripped his firm butt in one hand as she did her best to shove her tongue down his throat.
"Maybe," Jason said against her lips, "we should slow down."
"Okay." Chloe said as she squeezed his ass and thrust her pelvis upwards to grind against his erection.
Loud moans filled the room as they kissed. Jason grabbed Chloe's hand and laced their fingers before squeezing three times. She squeezed back, loving the feel of his body on top of hers, pressing her into the couch.
"I just," Jason began between kisses, "don't want you to think this is all I'm after."
"I don't think that." Chloe said in a thick voice as she gripped the back of his head tightly, holding his face right up against hers. "I know you." she said, kissing him hard. "I've always known you."
"I've always loved you." he said, kissing her back.
For several more minutes the two of them kissed heavily. Jason alternated between caressing Chloe's breasts and running his hands all along her tight body. Eventually, the kiss ended and the two of them looked at each other with love and lust.



"I don't want you to think I'm the kind of girl to take her tits out on the second date." she said, looking up at him shyly.
"I don't think that." Jason said before saying in a teasing voice "Although this is our second date, and they are out."
"You're special." Chloe said as she made a cute face up at him.
"So are you." Jason said as he brushed a lock of raven hair out of her face.
Jason and Chloe started kissing again. They just could not get enough of each other. The feel of each others warm bodies, the taste of each others lips. It was intense. Jason had never been so hard in his life. Chloe could feel how soaked her panties were.
"But maybe we should wait before going any further." Chloe said when the kiss ended.
"Okay." Jason said with a nod, "Don't do anything you aren't comfortable with."
He sat up, which allowed Chloe to sit up as well. She blushed slightly as she modestly put her breasts away and readjusted her dress. She then looked at him and leaned in for another soft kiss. It was another couple minutes before either of them spoke.
"It's not that I'm uncomfortable." Chloe finally said, "I love you so much, and so soon! It's scary."
"I understand." Jason said, "It's scary for me, too." he then brushed her hair back behind her ear and lightly stroked her face with his thumb, "I promise I won't ever intentionally hurt you."
"I believe you." Chloe replied, "I know you've been nothing but sincere with me our entire lives."
"Good." he said as he leaned forward and pecked her lips.
She kissed him back and then the two of them settled in on the couch and picked up their drinks. Chloe put a popular television show on and watched it with Jason until well into the night. Eventually though, he knew it was time to say goodnight.
"I had a great time." he said, standing by the door.
"You're just saying that because you saw boobs!" she teased.
"They were incredible." Jason acknowledged. "But so is just spending time with you."
"I love you." Chloe said sincerely.
"I love you, too." he responded. "Get together next weekend?"
"Yes! Definitely!" she said happily, "Maybe you could come over Saturday and I could cook you dinner?"
"I'd love that." Jason replied.
"It's a date!" Chloe chirped.
Jason smiled and leaned forward to kiss her soft lips. They kissed for several seconds before wishing each other a good night. He then headed out the door and she closed it behind him. Jason walked out to his car and headed home. The next morning, Chloe sent him a text first.
Chloe: Good morning!
Jason: Good morning! Happy Sunday!
Chloe: Big plans for the day?
Jason: Oh yeah, gonna do laundry and vacuum. Then video games! Might try and get some work done from home, too.
Chloe: Hope the neighbors don't call the cops on you!
Jason: What about you? You doing anything?
Chloe: Just fantasizing about my date yesterday and talking to a cute boy. :)
Jason: Anyone I know?
Chloe: Just an amazing guy who I think I owe an apology to.
Jason: Why is that?
Chloe: Jason, I'm sorry I gave you blue balls last night.
Jason: Hey, you have nothing to apologize for. I had a great time! And you never have to do anything you're not comfortable with.
Chloe: The thing is, I was ready to do more. I am ready. Because it's you. I was just nervous because things are moving so fast.
Jason: Then you weren't ready. Believe me, I had a lot of fun with what we did ;)
Chloe: Of course you did, you got to play with boobies! ;P
Jason: Exactly! So, stop apologizing! It'll happen when we're both ready.
She smiled at her phone as she ate her breakfast. He really was a terrific guy. Why did it take her so long to realize it? She sent a quick text to Katie and Sarah, thanking them for making her go to the reunion. Then she sent a text to Jason.
Chloe: Thank you, you really are amazing.
Jason: I've got nothing on you, Babe ;)
Chloe: Can I tell you a secret?
Jason: You can tell me anything.
Chloe: I really believe that. Anyway, the secret! I'm blushing right now thinking about it, but while you were on top of me and I could feel how big it was, I really, REALLY wanted to suck it!
Jason: I would have loved that!
Chloe: Your cock in a girl's mouth? Duh! Of course you would have ;P
Jason: It would have been extra special because it's you.
Chloe: I hope I can live up to your high opinion of me.
Jason: You do every day.
Love really can make you feel like a teenager again. Chloe was giddy with happiness and couldn't wait to see Jason again. She spent the rest of the day floating on air, so happy and so in love. This was out of character for Chloe, who had never really been one for romance. The right guy brought it out in her.
Jason was similarly thrilled and went about his day with love in his heart. He sent Chloe texts throughout the day, but mostly he spent the day relaxing. He did some chores around the apartment and played some video games. For a couple of hours, he actually did get some work done on his computer.
The rest of the week followed a similar pattern as the week before. Good morning and good night texts were sent every day. They also talked via text during the day and flirted while at work. Every night they talked on the phone now, sometimes for a couple hours. They never got tired of hearing each other talk.
Soon, Friday night arrived, the night before the third date. Jason and Chloe talked on the phone until after 2:00AM. Only then did they say goodnight and go to sleep. The next morning they both kept looking at the clock, urging dinnertime to come faster.
Dinnertime finally arrived, and Jason got dressed in a nice shirt and slacks. Chloe slipped on a matching set of underwear and a cute sundress. She left her heels by the entrance to the kitchen and set the table. She then started cooking barefoot, her tiny feet moving across the kitchen floor. He got in his car, stopped for flowers and ice cream cake, then started the drive over to her place.
When he arrived, Chloe buzzed him into the building and he came up the elevator to her apartment. They were both so excited and couldn't wait to see each other. Soon, he was knocking on the door. She slipped on her heels and let him in.
"Hi!" she chirped when she saw him "Oh! They're beautiful!" she said when she saw the flowers.
"Hey, Gorgeous." Jason responded as he handed her the flowers.
She invited him in before placing the flowers under her nose and inhaling their refreshing fragrance. Chloe then walked with him into the kitchen and got a vase for the flowers. Jason placed the cake on the counter and then sat at the kitchen table as Chloe set the flowers down. She then checked on dinner.
"Everything will be ready in about ten minutes." she said.
"Sounds great, thank you!" Jason responded with a smile, "Do you need any help with anything?"
"You could get us drinks if you want? There's a nice bottle of wine chilling on the counter." Chloe answered.
"I'll do that." he said.
Jason got up and walked over to the counter. He found the bottle of wine Chloe had mentioned and took it out. He then grabbed the glasses on the table and filled them both with white wine. Finally, he placed the bottle on the table and sat back down.
"Dinner's ready!" Chloe announced a few minutes later.
Chloe placed a plate of chicken on the table. She also had a bowl full of mashed potatoes and a bowl full of vegetables. She smiled at Jason as she sat down at the table across from him. The setting was sweet and romantic.
"Everything looks great, Chloe!" he said with a smile.
"Thank you!" she said, "Dig in!"
The two of them served themselves and then started eating. The food was delicious, Chloe really was an amazing cook. They chatted while eating and enjoyed each others company. Then, once dinner was over, they each had a piece of ice cream cake.
Since Chloe cooked, Jason offered to clean up and let her relax. She suggested they clean together and he agreed. The two of them spent the next few minutes cleaning up together; he helped Chloe put the leftovers in the fridge and then wash the dishes.
After dinner, the two of them kicked off their shoes and socks, then sat down on the couch to relax. Chloe dimmed the lights and put a show on the big screen. Then she snuggled up next to Jason. For a couple hours they watched television and talked.
"Do you wanna listen to some music?" Chloe asked after the last episode of the season.
"I'd like that." Jason replied.
The raven-haired beauty put on some soft music and nestled in under Jason's arm. After listening to a couple songs while cuddling, they both turned to face each other. They leaned towards each other and their lips met.
He buried a hand in her dark hair as she lightly held onto the back of his neck. Chloe pulled him down, and soon he was laying on top of her on the couch as they made out. He ran a hand along her side as she gripped his hips and spread her legs on either side of him.
For several minutes their tongues wrestled as their hands explored each others bodies. Jason's hand found her breast and lightly caressed the firm mound from outside of her sundress. Chloe could feel his bulge grinding against her crotch. She moaned into his mouth as they kissed, loving the feel of his strong hands on her body. Soon, he broke away from her lips and started kissing down her neck as she cooed happily.
"I wanna suck your dick." Chloe husked into his ear.
"You wanna suck it?" he asked against her neck as they dry-humped on the couch.
"Please let me suck it." Chloe begged in a wanton voice.
Jason wrapped a hand around the back of Chloe's head as he pressed his lips against hers. As the two made out, they slowly returned to a sitting position. She straddled his waist and ground her crotch down against his bulge. At the same time, one of his hands squeezed her firm backside and the other caressed her breast. The entire time, their tongues danced; they couldn't get enough of each other.
Chloe broke their kiss and smiled sweetly at Jason before getting out of his lap and dropping to her knees on the carpeted floor. He sat back against the couch and spread his legs, allowing her to nestle her tiny body between them. She then reached for his belt and unbuckled it while smiling up at him.
"I'm going to enjoy this." Chloe said in a cute voice once Jason's zipper was down.
"Believe me, so am I." Jason whispered back as he reached down to caress the side of her face.
She grasped the sides of his pants as he lifted his butt so she could slide his pants and boxers down to his ankles, freeing his erection. She gasped when it came into view. It was long and thick and throbbing. His mushroom head was large, and there was a drop of fluid at his tip.
Chloe wrapped her tiny hand around his base and slowly started stroking him as she admired his shaft. It looked even bigger in her small hand. She couldn't look away. She just kept softly stroking him, her eyes locked on his impressive manhood as her mouth watered.
Jason was in heaven. The love of his life was on her knees, mesmerized by his erection. He reached down and lightly caressed a breast from outside of her sundress. Then he slipped his hand into her dress and bra to fondle her warm, naked flesh.
Finally, Chloe could wait no longer. She leaned forward and licked his tip, lapping up the delicious fluid and making him gasp. Then she directed his head towards her face, opened her little mouth, and took his glans inside.
"Oh, fuck yes." Jason gasped out when he felt Chloe's warm mouth close around him.
Her lips formed a seal as she slowly descended, taking more and more of him into her mouth. When about half of his thickness was still protruding from her pink lips, Chloe gagged, unable to take any more of him inside. She let out an adorable cough as a small strand of drool ran from her lips and down the remainder of his exposed shaft. Only then did she start bobbing her head.
He let out a moan of pleasure and squeezed Chloe's bare breast as her head moved up and down in his lap. The sensations were so intense, her mouth felt so good on him, so warm, so wet. The suction was incredible. Jason released Chloe's breast and buried both hands in her hair as he tossed his head back and groaned happily.
Her hands were on his thighs, fingernails lightly digging into his thighs as she bobbed and sucked. Chloe moaned happily around his shaft, loving the feel of his thickness in her mouth. She could taste the saltiness of his skin, feel him throbbing in her mouth.
For about ten minutes, Chloe moved her head up and down in his lap, taking about half his length with each downward motion. Her hands gripped his thighs as she gave head on her knees. Jason just lay back and enjoyed, his hands on her head, lightly applying pressure.
"Chloe..." Jason moaned, "I'm getting close."
She moaned loudly around his length and started bobbing her head faster while sucking harder. Sexy moaning and gagging noises escaped her lips as she blew him. She slid one hand between his legs and cupped his balls, gently massaging them.
"Ah!" he cried out, "Gonna cum!"
He bucked his hips, making Chloe gag as his shaft swelled between her lips. Warm, thick, white fluid exploded from his tip and shot directly into her sucking mouth. She let out a gurgling sound as her cheeks puffed out and drops of white appeared at the corners of her lips.
Jason shot another rope of semen into her mouth as her eyes started to water. It was followed by another. And another. When her mouth was full of cum, Chloe's throat contracted as she swallowed. The erotic image of Chloe on her knees swallowing his seed caused Jason to tense and shoot one last blast of semen into her warm, wet mouth.
Chloe was moaning happily. Warm, thick, sticky cum filled her mouth and she happily swallowed it down. When the final spurt ejected from his tip, Chloe held it in her mouth and swirled it around with her tongue.
Pulling off his softening manhood, Chloe looked up at him and tilted her head back. Gaping her mouth, she showed Jason the cum on her tongue. She then closed her mouth and gave a deliberate swallow. Finally, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to show that all the sperm was gone.
"Holy shit." Jason said as he panted heavily, "That was incredible!"
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." Chloe said as she got up off her knees and sat beside him on the couch.
He wrapped an arm around the gorgeous woman as she nestled in. Her tiny hand found his flaccid member and she wrapped her hand around it. Chloe began stroking him absentmindedly as the two of them caught their breath on the couch.
"I hope you enjoyed that, too." he eventually said.
"I did!" Chloe giggled as she played with his soft prick, "I loved having you in my mouth."
"I'm glad." Jason smiled, his pants and boxers still around his ankles.
"And um," she began with a stutter while she blushed in embarrassment "Your cum was really yummy."
Jason just laughed and kissed the top of her head. He then caressed her upper arm before squeezing it affectionately. The two of them sat there, her with a hand on his penis, him holding her against him tightly. Chloe could feel how hard her nipples were, and how wet she was, but she was enjoying just relaxing with him.
"Do you think I could see your bedroom?" he asked, breaking the silence.
"I think I would like that." she said as she leaned up to kiss his cheek.
"Lead the way, Milady." Jason said.
She giggled and released his penis. She then stood up and adjusted her dress as she watched Jason stand and pull up his pants and boxers. The beautiful goddess then held out her hand for Jason, which he gladly took.
"This way, kind sir." Chloe said as she led him by the hand to her bedroom.
Chloe's bedroom was modestly sized and had a full-sized bed against the wall. A large dresser was on the other side of the room with a large mirror over it. There was also a small desk with a chair off in the corner.
Jason placed a hand on her cheek and leaned forward to peck her lips. She kissed him back softly, their lips making light smacking sounds. He then surprised Chloe by placing one hand at her upper back and the other behind her knees. With one smooth motion, he picked her up in his arms, making her squeak cutely. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he carried her over to the bed.
"Jason!" she gasped in an adorable voice as she looked up at him with her doe eyes and kicked her bare feet playfully.
"Yes, Chloe?" he asked with a smirk.
"Nothing, nothing." she giggled as she crossed her legs.
He gently laid her down on the bed and looked at her with a smile on his face. She watched as he got up onto the bed and knelt by her waist. He then placed his hands on her legs and slowly slid them up her sundress.
Chloe blushed nervously as his hands moved higher and higher up her dress, until they finally reached her panties. He grasped her underwear in both hands and slowly started peeling it off of her. Chloe lifted her bum to help him slide the panties down her thighs. She then pulled her little feet back to let him remove them. He tossed the underwear aside.
She was still covered by the sundress, but Chloe looked up at him nervously, knowing he was soon going to see her most intimate area. She slowly spread her legs and allowed him to kneel between them. He then leaned over so that he was on top of her and lightly pressed his lips against hers.
His soft hand ran along her bare thigh as his other cupped her breast from outside her sundress. Chloe moaned into his mouth as she felt his loving touch on her body. There were fireworks going off in Chloe's mind, his touch was perfect; gentle, yet strong.
Soon, he broke their kiss and started to trail his lips down her neck. He cupped her breasts and planted kisses along her cleavage before continuing lower. Jason looked up at Chloe and their eyes locked as he settled in between her legs.
Sitting up, Jason gazed into her eyes as he grasped the edges of her sundress and slowly pushed it up her body until the bottom was bunched up around her waist. Their eyes remained locked for several seconds before Jason looked down and took in the sight of her womanhood.
Chloe had the prettiest pussy he had ever seen. She had delicate, pink lips, which were flowered open in arousal. His mouth started watering as he imagined how good she must taste. He could wait no longer, he had to taste her feminine nectar.
Gripping her thighs, he spread her legs open for him before leaning down. He turned his head back and forth, planting kisses on first one thigh, and then the other. A small gasp escaped Chloe's lips as he teased her. She knew he was about to reach his destination.
Just when Chloe couldn't take it anymore, Jason leaned forward and planted a kiss on her vulva. She let out a gasp at the feel of his lips touching her pink center. He then took one long lick of her slit, making her shudder. Finally, he began the art of cunnilingus in earnest.
He held her thighs tightly, fingers lightly digging into her soft skin as he made love to her warm, wet hole with his mouth. When he pushed his tongue inside her, the raven-haired goddess gripped the sheets and arched her back. She leaned her head back, her mouth opening in a silent scream as she felt his tongue moving.
Wanting to taste every inch of her sweet core, he didn't use his fingers. Jason just alternated between licking her slit and pushing his tongue inside her. Only when she was dripping wet, did he aim higher, seeking her love button.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Chloe gasped out when his talented tongue finally found her clit.
"Feel good?" he asked as he kissed her lower lips.
"Fuck, yes!" she hissed, arching her back so that her C-cup breasts strained against the fabric of her sundress "Keep eating me!"



Not one to turn down a lady's request, Jason continued pleasuring her with his tongue and lips. Chloe reached down and ran her fingers along both sides of his face as he licked her. When he took her clit between his lips and started sucking on it, she buried her hands in his hair and bucked her hips against his face.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Chloe announced loudly as she held his face against her hot crotch.
Her toes curled and she let out a series of gasps as tiny electric shocks traveled through her small body, making her tense up. She was absolutely soaked, and Jason was happily lapping up her juices. Chloe's butt rose off the bed as she bucked hard while holding Jason's head tightly against her.
As soon as Chloe started coming down from her orgasm, Jason lifted his head slightly so that his tongue was focused entirely on her clit. This also gave him room to reach his hand between her legs. In one smooth motion, he buried two fingers up her sodden snatch.
"Holy shit!" Chloe cried out.
He curled his fingers inside her, stimulating her G-spot and causing Chloe to let out a small scream. She pulled on his hair so hard it actually hurt. Jason just kept licking and fingering her until Chloe cried out a second orgasm. The constant stimulation caused a third orgasm to immediately follow.
Eventually, the sensations became too much and Chloe had to push his head away. "No more, no more." she moaned weakly.
When Jason sat up, she turned onto her side and placed her hands between her legs. Chloe then curled up into a little ball and moaned softly. Her tiny body shook with aftershocks from her orgasm as sweaty hair clung to her face.
"I take it this means I did a good job?"
"Mmm." Chloe moaned weakly.
With a smile on his face, Jason lay down behind Chloe. He wrapped his arms around her and held her body against his so that she was the little spoon. The beautiful woman cooed happily as she nestled in.
For several minutes, the two of them cuddled. Chloe took a hand out from between her legs and grabbed his hand. She laced their fingers and smiled contently when he squeezed three times. Both of them couldn't be happier.
Jason brushed a lock of hair behind her ear before leaning forward and softly kissing her neck. She made a happy noise at the feel of his soft lips on her skin. Then she rubbed her butt back against his erection, longing to continue their earlier activities.
"I love you." Jason whispered in her ear.
"I love you, too." Chloe replied in a soft voice.
She turned around in his arms so that she was facing him. Then she leaned up and pressed her lips against his. Jason happily kissed her back, loving the feel of her lips. Soon, he rolled over and got on top of her while she spread her legs for him.
The couple kissed each other while grinding for a couple minutes. His hand found her breast again while his other held her hand tightly. Chloe wrapped an arm around his back and held him against her.
Things started to heat up when Jason sat up and began unbuttoning his shirt. Once it was fully unbuttoned he discarded the shirt. His undershirt soon followed. Chloe licked her lips as she admired his bare chest. Then he got back on top of her and the kissing resumed.
They rolled so that both of them were on their side while they kissed. Jason's hand slipped between her legs and pressed into her wet, waiting hole. Chloe moaned happily as he fingered her again.
Next, Jason pulled his fingers out of her and reached for her dress with both hands. He slid the garment up her body, revealing her flat stomach. Chloe sat up and helped him pull the dress up and off of her. She then flung the dress into the corner of the room somewhere, leaving her in just a bra.
He sat up and wrapped his arms around her as they resumed kissing. His hands reached for the clasp of her bra, and he quickly unhooked it. Chloe shrugged her shoulders forward to help him peel the bra off of her. It was then tossed away, just like her dress. The raven-haired beauty gazed at Jason, wearing nothing but a smile.
"Every inch of you is perfect." Jason whispered as he cupped her face.
Chloe pressed her cheek against his palm as she smiled up at him lovingly. This is what true love felt like. No other guy she had ever met could compare to Jason. He was smart, he was funny, he was kind. He was gentle, yet strong. He looked at her with love and respect.
They had known each other forever, yet they didn't truly understand each other until very recently. Chloe's heart was full of love as she gazed into his green eyes. Now she was ready to be joined with him in the most intimate way physically possible.
His belt was still undone when she reached for his pants. She only had to unbutton them and slide down the zipper. He lifted his butt to help her slide his pants and boxers down his legs. Soon, the garments were laying on the floor beside the bed. They were both completely naked and exposed to each other.
Jason placed his hand on Chloe's side as she lightly caressed his bicep. They were sitting up, looking at each other with love and lust. His hand slid higher until he cupped a firm breast in his hand. Chloe's mouth opened in a small gasp as he lightly caressed her breast.
He leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers. Chloe happily returned the kiss, her hand squeezing his bicep while he massaged her breast and their tongues played. Soon, they were entwined in each others arms, kissing heavily.
They each had a hand buried in the others hair as they kissed and moaned. Slowly, they fell back on the bed until they were both laying down, side by side. The kiss intensified as Jason got on top of Chloe and her legs spread on either side of him. When they both felt his erection touch her labia, the kiss broke and they looked at each other, brown eyes meeting green.
"Make love to me." she whispered urgently.
Jason lined up his manhood with her entrance and slowly pushed inside. Their eyes were locked as Chloe tensed and gasped at the feeling of being penetrated. With his hands planted on the mattress to either side of her, he pressed his entire length into her body. Chloe let out a series of long gasps which only stopped when he was fully encased in her warm folds.
His eyes never left hers as he pulled himself most of the way out of her before pushing back inside. Her hand found his and they laced their fingers as Jason began steadily thrusting into Chloe's tight, wet hole.
For the first few minutes, no words were spoken. None were needed. The two of them slowly made love while holding hands and gazing into each others eyes. She could feel his body on top of hers, so warm, so strong. He could feel her petite form beneath him, so tight, her breasts so firm as her hard nipples pressed into his chest.
"Don't stop..." she moaned as she squeezed his hand three times. "Don't ever stop."
"You feel really good." he whispered as he leaned down and pecked her lips.
"Tell me." Chloe whispered after kissing him back.
"So warm," he moaned as he pushed all the way inside her, "so wet," he continued when he pulled back out, "so tight." he finished as he buried himself to the hilt so that his balls rested against her butt.
"You feel like you belong." she said as her eyes fluttered.
Chloe hooked her ankles around his calves as she enjoyed the feeling of his manhood filling her again and again. They kept holding hands the entire time, eyes locked as they made love. For several more minutes their motions continued, their panting and moaning increasing in intensity, building to an inevitable climax.
"I'm close." Jason warned her, his breathing heavy.
"Me, too." Chloe said, biting her lower lip.
"Can I cum in you?" he asked, unsure if she was safe.
"Yes." she nodded, "I'm on the pill. Fill me. Fill me with your love!"
Jason began thrusting into Chloe with short, fast strokes. Both of their breathing intensified and they could each tell the other was close. She could feel his manhood throbbing within her. He could feel her vaginal walls began to convulse around his length.
"Stay. With Me." Chloe begged as she arched her back and tensed. Her breasts jiggled on her chest and her toes curled as her orgasm began.
"I love you. I love you!" Jason whispered urgently, his eyes never leaving hers.
She felt him swell inside of her, his long and thick member pulsing as it exploded inside of her. They maintained constant eye contact during their mutual climax. Her walls gripped him tightly, caressing his shaft and milking more and more of the organ's creamy gift. Feeling wave after wave of semen filling her body caused Chloe to cry out in another orgasm, her eyes locked with his.
When it was over, Jason slowly eased himself out of Chloe and then collapsed on the bed beside her. He then wrapped her up in his arms, loving the feel of her nude body pressed against his. She rested her head on his chest, panting heavily.
"That was amazing. You were amazing." Jason said thickly.
"You weren't so bad yourself." Chloe teased, her tiny foot running along his calf.
The two of them started giggling as they cuddled. He held her shoulder firmly as her breasts pressed into his side. Chloe lay in his harms happily as her hand traced shapes on his chest. The steady flow of his breathing was comforting to her.
"I've never felt so loved." she eventually said.
"I know the feeling." he said with a smile as he reached down and squeezed her firm butt.
"Oooh, fresh!" Chloe teased when she felt him holding her ass.
Jason just smiled as Chloe reached down and took hold of his half-hard member. She slowly began stroking him, her thumb running along his tip every time she reached the top. He immediately began hardening.
"You like that?" she asked.
"Yes." he whispered.
"Then you'll love this." Chloe said as she slid her body down and leaned over to take his hardness between her pink lips.
"Oh, fuck!" he moaned in surprise.
For about a minute, Chloe bobbed her head on him, happily sucking away. Her hand cupped his balls, lightly massaging them while she gave him head. He buried one hand in her hair, while his other ran along her smooth back.
The sexy minx took his erection out of her mouth and held it in her tiny hand. She then stuck out her tongue and slapped the mushroom head on the pink tip several times. Chloe licked her lips and winked up at him.
"Just getting you nice and hard for me!" she said.
"Oh yeah?" he asked.
"Yeah!" Chloe said enthusiastically as she sat up and wiggled her chest at him enticingly, "We made love. Now I wanna have sex!"
"Is that so?" asked a bemused Jason.
"Yeah!" the petite girl chirped, "I wanna try doggystyle."
The beautiful woman giggled and turned to face the headboard. She then got up onto all fours and looked sideways at Jason. "Fuck me like a dog!" she said.
Jason was surprised at how quickly she changed tune, but he was quite pleased with the result. Getting up into a kneeling position, knee-walked down the bed until he was behind Chloe. She wiggled her butt in his direction as she looked over her shoulder.
Not wanting to rush such a beautiful moment, Jason slowly ran his hands down Chloe's sides, making the petite girl shiver in anticipation. He ran his hands down her thighs before sliding them back up to her butt. The handsome man gripped her butt-cheeks in both hands and lightly massaged them, enjoying his first real look at her bare ass.
"You like my bum?" Chloe asked with a giggle as she looked back at him, her raven hair over one shoulder.
"I do!" Jason said, "Very much!"
"Why don't you give it a slap?" she asked, biting her lower lip nervously.
Jason lifted his hand and brought it down on her butt, making a loud smacking sound. The cute girl jerked forward slightly as she let out a gasp. She then made a soft cooing sound of contentment as she felt herself getting wet.
"Again!" Chloe urged. "Harder!" any trace of shyness was gone as the feelings in her womanhood took over her brain, replacing embarrassment with pure lust.
He complied, spanking Chloe harder and making the small girl cry out in pleasure. He then got into position behind her and slotted his erection at her opening. They both threw their heads back and moaned as he pushed inside.
"Oh God, yes!" She cried out. Her raven hair cascaded down her back, contrasting with her light skin.
Chloe gripped the sheets tightly in her hands as Jason gripped her hips and began thrusting into her tight, wet hole. He couldn't believe how tight she was, how warm, how wet. She was amazed by how big he felt inside her, stretching her and burying so deep.
"Spank me!" she begged.
Lifting one hand, Jason spanked her four times in rapid succession, twice on each cheek. Her vaginal muscles gripped him tightly in response as the beautiful girl moaned and panted. He reached beneath her body and grasped her breasts in both hands, using the firm mounds as handholds to thrust into her body. Chloe's teeth were clenched and bared, and her eyes were scrunched shut as she took his length.
After playing with her boobs for a couple minutes, Jason released her breasts and grabbed a fistful of Chloe's raven hair. Pulling her head back and making her back arch, he began thrusting into her hard and fast. Chloe was crying out in pleasure each time his hips impacted her butt. Her large breasts were jiggling on her chest and slapping each other, her nipples were the hardest they'd ever been.
"Keep going, keep going, keep going, keep going!" Chloe gasped out as she was taken from behind.
Having her hair pulled felt so good. She loved that Jason instinctively knew to do that. He seemed to know what she wanted before she even realized it. Soon Chloe was panting heavily and pushing her butt back to meet his thrusts. She could feel her orgasm approaching.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" she announced.
"Cum for me, Chloe!" Jason said as he released her hair and gripped her hips in both hands so he could thrust at full speed.
Chloe tossed her head back, her mouth opening in a silent scream. She let out a series of short gasps as her body tensed. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly as her toes curled. Jason held her hips tightly and continued pounding her through her orgasm.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck, oh fuck!" she gasped.
"I'm gonna cum soon." he announced.
"Yes!" Chloe cried out, "Cum with me! Cum, cum, cum, cum!"
Jason buried himself to the hilt inside of her as semen squirted out of his manhood and coated her womb. He squeezed her hips tightly, his fingers denting her soft skin as he looked down and admired their joining while cumming inside her. The entire time, Chloe's vaginal muscles were convulsing, caressing his shaft and milking more out of him.
When both of their orgasms ended, the two of them collapsed in a sweaty heap. Jason's penis exited her with a wet 'pop' and ended up resting on her thigh as they cuddled. Chloe's breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing, her sweaty hair clung to her pretty face.
"That was... wow." Chloe panted.
"Yeah. Wow." Jason agreed.
She leaned over and pecked his lips as her hand caressed his muscular bicep. His hand buried in her hair and he held her lips against his while their tongues wrestled. They made out and touched each other softly for several minutes before Chloe broke the kiss.
"I think I need a shower." she giggled.
"You are kinda sweaty." he acknowledged.
"And I have your sperm leaking out of me!" Chloe said with a blush as she ran her tongue along her top lip seductively.
"That, too!" he laughed.
"Would you like to join me?" she asked as she slipped out of bed and started walking toward the door, naked as a jaybird.
"I would." Jason said as he stood up and followed her, his half-hard penis dangling between his legs.
The two of them walked to Chloe's bathroom and she showed him in. She then turned on the water and started it warming. Next, she faced Jason and threw her arms around him. The two of them made out for a minute before deciding it was time to get in the shower.
"Soap me up?" Chloe asked as she handed him a bottle of body wash while hot water cascaded all around them.
"With pleasure." he said, smiling down at her.
He began by leaning down and licking each of Chloe's nipples, making her giggle. He then started soaping up her body, paying extra attention to her firm breasts and tight butt. Next, he took the shampoo and massaged it into her scalp, making sure all of her long hair was covered in shampoo. Once he was finished, Chloe stood under the hot water and let it wash away the soap, fully exposing her nude frame to his hungry gaze. He loved watching the soap run down her wet body.
Chloe had Jason stand out of the water and took the bottle of body wash. She then leaned forward and licked each of his nipples before pulling back and giving him a cheeky smile. Chloe then began soaping him up, making sure soap covered his entire body; his muscular chest and abs, his biceps, his tight butt, and his large manhood. Chloe gave his erection several tugs to make sure it was fully coated in soap. Only then did she switch to shampoo and massage it into his scalp.
Jason then stood in the water and Chloe happily watched as soap ran down his muscular frame. He looked at her and smirked when she licked her lips. When all the soap was gone, Chloe walked up to him and ran her fingers along his chest. Her eyes locked on his, Chloe slowly sunk to her knees.
Grasping his shaft at the base, Chloe held his penis straight out as she leaned forward and opened her mouth. He let out a gasp when he felt her warm mouth close on him. His hands buried in her wet hair as she started bobbing her head. For a couple minutes she moved her head back and forth, having to stop every few seconds to spit out a mouthful of water. Eventually, she stopped sucking and pulled her mouth off of him.
"Can you step out of the water, please?" she asked as she stroked his erection and looked up at him with her doe eyes. Drops of water dotted her breasts. "I keep having to spit out a mouthful."
"I like when your mouth is full." Jason teased.
"Ha. Ha. Ha." Chloe said, rolling her eyes. "Very funny."
Chloe scooted back as Jason stepped out of the water. She then directed his shaft back towards her open mouth and started sucking again. He looked down at Chloe as she gripped his thighs in both hands and bobbed her head on him.
"Chloe!" Jason warned after a few minutes in her talented mouth.
"Mmmph" The raven-haired beauty moaned as she sucked harder.
"You want more cum, Babe?" he asked.
"Mmhmm." Chloe made a noise of wanting around his length as she bobbed her head while caressing his thighs.
"Then suck it out of me." Jason said as he held her head in his hands.
Chloe bobbed her head fast, her cheeks caving in as she sucked. The beautiful woman looked so sexy, nude on her knees in the shower with her mouth stretched wide around his manhood. Jason thrust his hips forward as his mushroom tip exploded and flooded Chloe's mouth with white seed.
Warm fluid filled Chloe's sucking mouth and she struggled to swallow fast enough to keep up. Her throat contracted with each swallowing motion as sticky semen slid down her throat. Jason's hands were buried in her hair as his member pulsed. Her fingers dug into his thighs as a river of white leaked out of her mouth and ran down her chin.
The sexy minx pulled off of his softening member and looked up at him with lust. She then used her finger to scoop up the semen off her chin and pop it in her mouth. "Mmmm." she cooed, her eyes rolling up at him as she sucked his spending off her finger.
"You're amazing." he whispered sincerely.
"I know!" Chloe said primly.
Jason reached down and ran his hands along her breasts. She stayed on her knees, her mouth slightly open as she moaned from having her boobs played with. Her panting grew more intense when he started tweaking her sensitive nipples. Looking straight ahead, she could see that he was starting to harden.



"Again?" Chloe asked, shocked.
"What can I say? You're just that sexy." Jason said, smiling down at her.
"Then let me do something special for you." Chloe said as she reached forward and grasped his manhood.
She stroked him until he was fully erect, then she rose up higher so that her chest was level with his hardness. With water cascading all around them, Chloe placed his member into the valley between her breasts and wrapped her boobs around him.
Holding her breasts, Chloe began moving them up and down his erection, pleasuring him with her chest. Jason placed one hand on the glass shower door and the other on her shoulder as he let her pleasure him at her own pace. Her nipples were incredibly hard and her firm, yet soft breasts felt so good around him.
After making love to his manhood with her breasts for a couple minutes, Chloe pulled away and stood up. She then spun to face the glass shower door and placed her hands on it as she stuck out her firm bum. Without a word, she looked over her shoulder and winked at him.
Taking the hint, Jason got into position behind Chloe and pushed inside her. He gripped her hips tightly and thrust inside of her. His movements got so intense that soon Chloe's face and chest were pressed against the glass. Her breasts squished against the glass as she moaned and gripped at the glass with desperate fingers.
Several minutes of shower sex went by, causing Chloe to have two orgasms. As the third built up inside her, Jason felt his own release approach. She thrust her butt back to meet his thrust and they both climaxed at exactly the same time.
When he pulled away, Chloe spun around and dropped to her knees. She sucked his softening length into her mouth and cleaned him of his semen and her feminine juices. Then she released his member with a 'pop' and smiled up at Jason.
"Good shower?" she asked.
"Good shower." he agreed.
The two of them toweled off and returned to bed naked. Climbing into bed, they got under the covers and wrapped their arms around each other. Chloe wrapped her arm around his chest as he held her close and kissed the top of her head.
"Will you stay the night?" Chloe mumbled as she started to doze off.
"Yes." he whispered.
They had known each other their entire lives. Their friendship had its ups and downs, but after all these years they had finally found each other.
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Kayla
I stand in the hallway near the exit to the school as students push past me to go catch their buses or get to their cars. Everyone is so eager to get out of here now that the school day as over. As for me, I'm staring at Ian with a blank look on my face.
After everything I've been through, I actually haven't been thinking about prom much lately. Now, this sweet, shy boy is asking me. Oh, will he still want to go with me if he finds out the truth about the things I've done? I bite my lower lip nervously.
"I-it's okay." Ian stammers, "Never mind."
The poor boy looks heartbroken as he turns around and starts walking away. I realize that standing there mute probably isn't the best way to answer him. I shake my head to clear my thoughts and immediately rush to catch up with him.
"Ian, wait!" I call out as I reach out toward him.
"Y-yeah?" he asks as he turns around to face me. It looks like tears are forming in his eyes.
"Sorry, you just surprised me!" I say honestly, "I'd love to go to prom with you."
"R-really?" he asks, looking both shocked and thrilled as a grin splits his face, "You'll go with me?"
"I will." I reply with a smile as I look at him cutely and twirl a lock of hair with my fingers. "As long as you really wanna go with me, that is."
"Y-yeah." the nervous boy says, "You're great!"
"Aw, thanks!" I say as I walk up to him and give him a hug.
This guy is so adorable. He pats me on the back nervously, as if afraid I don't want him to touch me, even though I initiated contact. I hug him tightly, making sure my firm breasts press into his chest. Then, I pull away and smile at him.
"I have to go meet Lexi." I say, "Here, give me your phone."
Ian looks like all his dreams are coming true as he hands over his phone and watches while I add my number to his contacts. When I finish entering my number, I smile and hand his phone back. Then I surprise him by swooping in and giving him a kiss on the cheek.
"Text me tonight?" I ask.
"Y-yes." Ian stammers, "I will!"
"Great! See you tomorrow." I say while giving him a cute wave. I then turn around and walk down the hallway.
Maneuvering through the throng of people, I make my way outside. The afternoon sun is warm against my skin and I smile happily. Then I make my way to the parking lot where Lexi is standing by my car, waiting for me.
"What took you so long?" Lexi asks as I unlock the car.
"I got held up in the hall." I answer as Lexi and I toss our backpacks in the backseat. We then get in the car and put our seat belts on.
"Doing what?" Lexi asks suspiciously.
"Relax." I say, rolling my eyes. "I wasn't on my knees. I got asked to prom!"
"Just looking out for you." Lexi says with a smirk. "Who asked you?"
"Ian." I answer as I start the car.
"Really?!" Lexi exclaims, "Shy, quiet Ian had the balls to ask out a hot chick like you?"
"Oh my God, you should have seen how nervous he was, Lexi!" I giggle as I put the car into reverse and start backing out of the space "I thought the poor boy was gonna wet himself!"
"I'll bet!" Lexi laughs, "Well? Don't keep me in suspense; what did you say?"
"I said yes!" I say happily.
"You seem in a good mood." Lexi comments, "Do you have a thing for Ian?"
"I mean, I always thought he was kind of cute," I answer, as I pull out of the parking lot and onto the street "and I knew he had a crush on me. I just never really thought about him that way. I guess I'm used to more outgoing guys, but where has that got me? I'm happy I was asked and can do something normal, like go to prom."
"Of course he had a crush on you, every guy does, sexy lady!" Lexi teases as she places a hand on my knee while I drive.
"Yeah, yeah." I roll my eyes, but can't stop a small smile from appearing on my face, "I never bullied him at all, and I was always kind to him. I'm sure he finds me attractive, but I think he likes me because I'm a nice girl."
"You are." Lexi says as she squeezes my knee affectionately.
"Thank you." I respond as I keep driving.
"I think this will be good for you." Lexi smiles, "I'm glad."
"Me, too." I say, "I'm going to prom!"
"You're going to prom!" Lexi says with a forced smile.
"You can still go." I tell her, knowing instantly why she is down.
"Yeah, I know." Lexi sighs, "I just wish I could bring my boyfriend."
"I'm sorry." I say as I stop at a red light. "I wish you could bring Daddy, too."
"Thanks." Lexi says with a sad smile.
"You can still go and hang out with all of us!" I encourage.
"I will. I already bought a ticket." Lexi explains, "In fact, I'm gonna text the girls, see if they have dates yet. Maybe we can all go as a group and dance."
"That sounds like a good idea." I smile, "I don't think Marcia, Ashley, or Hazel have dates yet."
"We'll find out!" Lexi says as she removes her hand from my leg and starts texting.
The cute redhead is in a better mood as she texts our mutual friends. Hopefully they don't have dates and agree to Lexi's idea. I think they will, they're very supportive. Also, since they are all interested in fucking Daddy, I don't think they'll mind going dateless. In fact, I lost track of who in the group Daddy hasn't boned.
"Hey, Lexi?" I ask.
"Yeah?" Lexi responds as she puts her phone back in her purse.
"Has Daddy fucked Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel at this point?" I ask.
Lexi erupts into a fit of giggles and it's a good forty-five seconds before she answers "Not quite. He's bagged Marcia and Ashley. He's only gotten head from Hazel so far."
"Oh yeah, he's waiting for the threesome you guys have been planning for weeks." I say.
"Yeah, we kept putting it off because Hazel wants to fuck me as well, and I've been so anxious about touching another girl like that." says Lexi.
"Then you and I hooked up." I tease as I pull onto our street.
"Then you and I made love." Lexi corrects as she once again reaches out and squeezes my knee.
"Yes." I smile "We made love."
"I'm wet just thinking about it!" Lexi says, ruining the mood on purpose.
"That mean the threesome is happening?" I ask, changing the subject back to the question I really want an answer to.
"Yeah, and soon." Lexi answers with a smirk. "I just have to talk to Hazel and tell her I'm ready."
"When it does happen, I'll want details!" I grin.
"Done!" Lexi agrees.
"Are you going to tell Hazel about us?" I ask.
"Maybe we should tell our friends together?" Lexi suggests.
"That's a good idea. We'll find the right time." I say with a smile.
We pull into our driveway and I park my car next to Lexi's. Grabbing our backpacks from the back seat, we both head inside. Lexi and I both wave and say hi to the butler before continuing through the foyer into the main part of the house.
"Homework and television in the main living room?" I suggest.
"Works for me." Lexi answers as we work our way through the massive house, "Maybe a snack as well? I'm hungry."
"Sounds good." I say.
Once we reach the giant living room, we toss our backpacks onto the coffee table and I sit down on the couch while Lexi heads into the kitchen to fix us a snack. While she's gone I take out our books and find something on television.
"I made mozzarella sticks!" Lexi says when she returns twenty minutes later with a piping hot plate of mozzarella sticks and marinara sauce. She also brought us two cans of soda.
"Great!" I say happily.
Lexi sets the plate down on the table and sits down beside me as she hands me a soda. We each open our drinks and take a sip before reaching for the mozzarella sticks. They are perfect; the outside is warm and crunchy, while the cheese inside is nice and hot and gooey.
We kick our shoes and socks off so we can get comfy on the couch. Then we waste a good half-an-hour watching television and chatting as we eat. Finally, it's time to actually start our homework so we aren't up half the night.
"Do you have any big tests coming up?" I ask Lexi.
"Yeah, I have one on Friday." Lexi answers, "Why?"
"Same. I was just wondering." I say, "I don't feel like studying."
"Neither do I." Lexi says, "Not today, at least. I'm gonna finish what needs to be done for tomorrow, and that's it."
"Sounds like a plan to me. Besides, it's only Monday." I respond as we continue our homework.
The two of us work on our homework for a couple hours. When we are finally finished, we put away our books and sit back to watch television until Daddy comes home. Soon, we find ourselves cuddling.
"The girls all responded to my text." Lexi says as she runs her fingers through my hair.
"Oh yeah?" I ask. "What's the verdict?"
"Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley don't have dates." Lexi begins, "They all said they'd be fine with going together as a group of four. It's done!"
"Good, I'm glad." I say with a smile. Lexi sounds so relieved. I really am happy she found a solution.
Lexi is holding me close as I shiver nervously, overwhelmed with everything I've been through lately. I look up at her with vulnerable eyes as she squeezes my upper arm affectionately. Without realizing, I lean up and press my lips against hers.
The two of us lightly kiss for several minutes, our arms lightly running over each others bodies. My hand finds Lexi's breast as I slide my tongue into her mouth. The gorgeous redhead moans into my mouth as I squeeze her firm tit.
I love this girl so much. It isn't romantic love, I need a man for that, but it is just as special, if not more so. She helps me stay sane, she helps me remember that I'm loved and cared for, that I matter. She's the reason I haven't completely spiraled out of control. The reason Daddy now knows everything that happened to me and is helping me. Lexi is the reason we're a family.
My hand finds the button of her jean shorts and I immediately undo them and slide her zipper down. I grasp the sides of her shorts and start pulling them down, along with her panties. Lexi leans her body back and lifts her bum so that I can get her clothes off. Soon, my best friend is laying bottomless on the couch, her legs spread and pussy exposed.
"Come taste me?" Lexi asks coyly as she looks up at me and runs her fingers along her slit.
"With pleasure." I reply, licking my lips.
I kneel on the couch and grip Lexi's thighs, spreading her legs wide. Lexi bends her knees so that there's room to spread her legs. I then lean in and take a long lick, making her shiver and moan. Her pussy tastes so good, I can't help but go in for another long lick.
"Mmm, that feels so good." Lexi coos, her hands behind her head and gripping the armrest.
"I love your pussy." I say before giving her labia a smooch.
Holding her legs apart, I start licking all along Lexi's slit, getting her nice and wet. I know how I like to be licked, and I use that as a guide to eat her out. I've only eaten Lexi out once, and I think I did an okay job, but I'd like to get better. Especially since this girl made me cum in a matter of seconds after getting her mouth on me. My dad really is a lucky guy if she's as good at sucking dick as she is at eating pussy.
"Oh, Kayla!" Lexi cries out as her hands drop to my head and grip tightly "Eat me!"
I can feel her fingers lightly tugging on my raven hair as I tease her. I push my tongue in and out of her, I lick all around her pussy, I even pull away to kiss her thighs. What I don't do is target her clit. Not yet. I have to build up to that. Tease her until she is begging for it.
Lexi's pussy is absolutely soaked and I can feel her arousal all over my lips and chin. Releasing her thighs, I slide Lexi's top up her body until it is over her bra. Then I grab onto her bra and push it up, and over her breasts. I grab two handfuls of titty-flesh as my tongue finally finds her clit.
"Fuck, yes!" Lexi moans, arching her back.
I tweak one of her nipples as my other hand releases the boob it is holding and reaches between her legs. While licking her clit, I saw two fingers in and out of her cunt, making Lexi cry out as her legs shake.
"Kayla, you're gonna make me cum!" Lexi gasps, "Kayla!"
Lexi's ass rises off the bed as she bucks her hips. Her hands grip my head, holding my face against her crotch so I don't stop licking her. I can feel her vaginal muscles squeezing my fingers as her pussy circuits pleasure throughout her entire body.
When her orgasm ends she collapses on the couch, panting heavily. My hand lightly pinches her pink nipple while I finger and lick her for several more seconds. Then, I remove my fingers from her cunt and give her pussy an affectionate kiss. Finally, I sit up and look down at her.
"Hey, you." I say as I run my fingers along her legs playfully.
"Hey, you." Lexi repeats as she wraps her legs around my waist and tugs, "Come kiss me!"
I lean over Lexi's body and mold myself against her as we start to kiss. My hand travels up her body and cups her firm tit as I grind against her. She feels so good, I can feel the warmth of her pussy against mine, even through my shorts.
After kissing for a couple minutes, I stop to sit up and remove my shirt and bra, leaving me topless. Lexi discards her top and bra as well. Then I sit against the backrest and lift my butt to slide my pants and panties off.
Once we're both nude, I lay on top of Lexi and press my body against hers. Our titties press together as our hands explore each others bodies. I can feel her grab my ass with both hands as we start grinding our clits.
"Oh, Lexi." I moan into her mouth as we make love.
"Oh, Kayla." Lexi moans back as she arches her back and wraps her legs around me.
I run my hand along her thigh as my other hand buries in her hair. I'm close. I'm so close. From the way Lexi is tensing up and panting into my mouth, so is she. I press my clit down against hers as she grips my ass. I'm there. I'm cumming. Oh shit, I'm cumming.
I scream into Lexi's mouth just as she announces that she's cumming. Our tits are rubbing together as we grind and I can feel my orgasm washing over me. Our bodies tense, my toes curl, I can see stars. I want to keep going, I want to make love to Lexi forever.
"Am I interrupting something?" a male voice asks.
I immediately sit up and look over the couch, flashing my bare boobs to my dad. He's standing a few feet behind the couch, clearly drawn here by the sounds of our moaning. He smirks at me and I blush, lowering my eyes. That's when I see the massive bulge in his shorts.
"I was just warming her up for you." I tease as I stand up and get off the couch.
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi says as she hops up from the couch and walks over to my dad.
She's fully nude as she embraces Daddy and hugs him tight. I smirk when I see Daddy grab a handful of Lexi's bare ass. He is watching me as I hunt around for my clothes, not even trying to cover myself.
Looking over, I see Lexi drop to her knees and fish out his cock. Within seconds, she is sucking hard. I smile as I slip into my panties and then place my bra over my chest. Reaching behind my back, I hook my bra and adjust my breasts so they are sitting comfortably inside the cups.
"I'm sorry for interrupting." he says, his hands buried in Lexi's hair as she gives him head. "I can leave you two alone."
"No, no." I say as Lexi makes a negative noise around his dick. "We were finished, besides, she and I just hook up occasionally. You two are the couple. I understand that."
"Thank you, Honey." he says before reaching down to play with Lexi's tits.
I slip on my shorts and top before heading over to the table. While Lexi is blowing my father, I clean up the leftovers from our snack from earlier. Then I start making my way out of the room and to the kitchen.
"Meet up for dinner?" I call out over my shoulder.
"Sounds good, Honey." Daddy says in a shaky voice as Lexi deep throats him.
I can hear sexy gagging and slurping noises as I leave the room. Soon, I'm out of range of the sounds as I enter the massive kitchen. I toss out the trash, put the cans in the recycling, and place the plates in the sink. I then start to wash the dishes. Yeah, we have a maid, but Daddy taught me not to be lazy. I can do this myself. Besides, the maid is going to be busy cooking us dinner soon. Maybe I can be a little lazy sometimes.
After the dishes are done, I head into the game room and watch some television for a little while. I'm kinda sad that Daddy interrupted us, but it isn't like there won't be more opportunities. Lexi and I are both always horny, and she'll be my only source of relief for awhile. I don't think I'll be ready to have sex with another boy for some time now. I need a break from that to get my head on straight. I'm sure my therapist will agree when I see her for the first time on Wednesday.
When it is almost dinnertime, I head into the dining room and sit down. I play on my phone for a little while, texting my friends until Daddy and Lexi arrive. Both of them are wearing robes and happy grins on their faces.
"Uh, Lexi." I say, "You have a little..." I tap the right corner of my lips.
"What? Oh!" Lexi says as her tongue snakes out to lap up the last of the cum still there. "Thanks!" she says as she sits down at the table.
Daddy also sits down and smiles at me. The three of us make small talk for about twenty minutes until it's time for dinner. Tonight is steak, yum! All three of us get a generous cut, along with potatoes and vegetables.
"So, you two have fun?" I ask with a smirk.
"We did." says Daddy with a grin.
"Yeah, nothing like getting bent over and fucked until you scream." Lexi says with a dreamy look in her eyes.
"I know what you mean." I say with a sigh. I miss cock.
"No need to pout, you'll be having sex again soon, I'm sure!" Lexi says.
"I may be okay with my daughter having sex, but do you really need to set her up now?" Daddy asks, "After everything she's been through."
"I was talking about with me! Duh!" Lexi sticks her tongue out.
"Well, that's okay!" Daddy laughs before resuming his meal.
"Yeah, yeah," I say, "you like thinking about your daughter and girlfriend fingering and licking? Dirty old man."
"Yes. Yes, I am." Daddy admits with a happy nod.
"I love that about him!" Lexi chirps as she reaches over and touches Daddy's arm, "Anyway, there's no reason to set Kayla up. Your baby girl was asked to the prom today!" Lexi announces.
"Is that so?" Daddy asks, turning to look at me, "Anyone I know?"
"No." I answer, "His name is Ian. He's kind of a shy nerdy guy. Really sweet. I said yes."
"I'm glad you have a date, Honey." Daddy says with a smile, "You and Lexi should go dress shopping soon so the boy knows what color corsage to get."
"That's a good idea!" Lexi says, "I think I want to wear light blue. It's the color of the bikini I wore when Steven and I got together." She smiles at Daddy before taking a bite of her steak.
"Aw!" I say, "That's so sweet I think I'm gonna throw up." I stick out my tongue.
"No one asked you, Honey." Daddy says, taking a sip of his drink.
"Hmph!" says Lexi, pretending to pout.
"I'm just teasing!" I roll my eyes, "Giant babies. So, dresses!"
"Yes, dresses!" Lexi says, "I really do want a light blue one. What color were you thinking, Kayla?"
"Green to go with my eyes, maybe?" I suggest, "Or pink, because, well, because I like pink!"



"Either would look great on you." Daddy says with a smile.
"Kiss ass." Lexi mutters.
"Thank you, Daddy!" I chirp, ignoring Lexi.
"Do you want me to go with you guys?" Daddy offers.
"No!" Lexi says quickly after swallowing a bite of potatoes. "I wanna surprise you with my dress."
"Sounds good to me." Daddy answers.
"How about we go tomorrow after school?" I suggest to Lexi.
"Will we have enough time?" asks Lexi, "Maybe we should go on a weekend?"
"I think we will." I say, "If not, we can always go back."
"Okay, let's go tomorrow!" Lexi agrees.
"Should I plan on dinner for just myself?" Daddy asks.
"Yeah, we'll probably eat at the mall." I say.
"If you get bored while we're gone, you'll just have to play with yourself." Lexi teases.
"Gee, thanks." Daddy says "My loving girlfriend."
"Hey, I just got two loads out of you." says Lexi, "You're fine."
All three of us start laughing and don't stop for several minutes. We then continue making small talk as we eat our dinner. Daddy of course is paying for the dresses, as long as we both get good grades, he pays the bills. I love having a rich father.
After dinner, we eat dessert and then head into the main living room. We settle in for a relaxing movie and I end up snuggled up next to Daddy, with Lexi on his other side. I can' believe I wasn't comfortable enough to tell him what's going on with me. He loves me so much and would do anything for me. I have Lexi to thank for reminding me of that.
"Ready for bed?" He asks Lexi at the end of the movie.
"You just wanna go to bed because I said you could fuck my ass tonight." Lexi says with a laugh.
"Please," I say with a roll of my eyes, "you'd let him fuck your ass any time."
"That's true." Lexi says, tapping her chin thoughtfully.
"Well, maybe I am a little horny." Daddy admits.
"Go ahead." I say, shaking my head. "I'm just gonna watch a little more television before bed."
"Goodnight, Honey." Daddy says as he pecks my cheek before standing up.
"Goodnight, Kayla." Lexi says as she kisses my lips and stands up.
"Goodnight, guys." I reply as Daddy takes Lexi's hand.
I playfully swat Lexi on the bum as she and Daddy head out of the room. Then I grab the remote and put on a television show to watch. For another couple of hours I watch television and laze on the couch. Finally, it's time for bed.
Heading upstairs, I go into my private bathroom for my nighttime routine. I pee, then wash my hands and brush my teeth. Then I strip down to my panties and toss the dirty clothes into the hamper. I wash my face and head into my bedroom.
Collapsing in bed, I bury a hand in my panties and rub myself to a very pleasant orgasm. Panting happily, I make myself cum again. Then I take my hand out of my underwear and suck my juices from my fingers before getting under the covers and taking out my phone. I notice a text from an unknown number.
Unknown Number: Hi, it's Ian. You gave me your number. I hope it's okay that I sent a text?
I smile and immediately program Ian's number into my phone. The poor boy sounds nervous even over text. He's so cute. Even though I think it's adorable that he's so nervous, I do hope he can get over that and actually dance with me at prom. I text him back.
Kayla: Of course it's okay! I gave you my number, after all.
Ian: Okay, good. How are you?
Kayla: Pretty good. I had dinner with Daddy and Lexi, then we watched a movie. You?
Ian: I'm well, I'm talking to you.
Kayla: Aw! That's so sweet.
Ian: So, your dad really is dating Lexi? I heard that rumor, but I wasn't sure if it was true.
Kayla: Yeah, it's true. She lives with us now. Is that a problem?
Ian: No! Not at all, I was just curious. I'm sorry!
Kayla: All good. :)
Ian: Okay, good.
Kayla: Well, I should go to bed. See you tomorrow?
Ian: Yes, definitely. Sweet dreams.
Kayla: Sweet dreams, Cutie!
I plug my phone into the charger and set it down on my bedside table. I then smile as I think of our conversation. Ian makes me feel nice. He makes me feel special without having to take my tits out or get on my knees. Granted, that may happen, but not yet. I'm enjoying taking things slow right now. I get comfortable and am asleep within minutes.
Steven
"Fuck! Me!" my beautiful blonde assistant begs as I drill her from behind on a Monday afternoon.
"You like that?!" I ask as I spank her ass hard.
Stacey is bent over my desk with her skirt bunched up around her waist and her shirt and bra pushed up over her big tits. Those boobs are currently squished against my desk as Stacey takes my cock. Damn, it's great to be me.
"Fuck yes, I love it!" Stacey calls out, throwing her head back and tossing her long blonde hair over a shoulder.
I grip her hips in both hands and continue to fuck her with a steady rhythm as she moans and pants. Fuck, she's tight. Her hands reach out and grab hold of the edges of my desk, squeezing so hard her knuckles turn white.
"Gonna! Cum!" Stacey grunts as she looks straight ahead. I can just imagine the look on her face as she takes my cock.
"Cum on my cock!" I encourage as I bury myself to the hilt and roll my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls.
"Holy shit! Cumming!" Stacey announces as I feel her pussy start to convulse around my shaft.
I fuck my blonde assistant through her orgasm, causing her to cry out loudly and beg for more. I'm so glad we are friends with benefits. Without Lexi, this wouldn't be happening right now. That gorgeous redhead really brings out the young stud in me. I'm lucky to have her in my life.
"I'm gonna cum!" I say loudly, my breathing heavy as my hips slam into her ass, "Where do you want it?"
"Mouth!" Stacey grunts.
"Get on your knees!" I say as I pull out of her and grasp my cock at the base.
Stacey spins around and drops to her knees. The blonde bombshell grasps my cock and guides it to her open mouth. My hands bury in her hair as Stacey starts sucking. Her hands grip my thighs whil she bobs her head. Finally, I can't take it anymore.
"Oh, shit! Stacey!" I grunt out in warning.
She hums happily around my shaft as my cock pulses in her mouth. Her cheeks puff out and she lets out a gurgling sound when cum starts pumping from my dick and into her willing oral cavity. Stacey slides her mouth off of me and smiles, allowing me to see the cum on her tongue. She then tilts her head back and swallows with gusto.
"Mmm, delicious!" she smacks her lips.
"Fuck, that was good." I say while panting heavily.
"Yeah, it was!" Stacey agrees as she slowly stands up.
My assistant adjusts her skirt before pulling her bra down over her tits. I watch as she adjusts her breasts so they are situated correctly in the cups. Then Stacey pulls her top down and makes sure her clothes are in order.
"There!" she says, "No one will know."
"Unless they heard you screaming and begging for cock." I tease.
"Oh, shut up you." she giggles, lightly shoving my chest with one hand.
"Careful." I say, pretending to be menacing, "I am your boss."
"Yeah, yeah." Stacey says, sticking out her tongue. "I'm gonna go back to my desk."
I watch her ass as she sashays out of my office. Then I grab my pants and boxers and fix my own clothes. Checking the clock, I see I have a little while before my next meeting. I decide to text Lexi.
Steven: Just fucked my assistant!
Lexi: Lucky girl! I'm jealous. I'm just sitting here in History, missing your cock.
Steven: My cock misses you! Tonight?
Lexi: Definitely! I want you to fuck my ass before bed.
Steven: It's a date.
Lexi: So, tell me about boning your assistant today?
Steven: We had some time after lunch before my next meeting. Stacey started getting frisky.
Lexi: And then?
Steven: Then she ended up bent over my desk with her tits out.
Lexi: Where did you cum?
Steven: In her mouth.
Lexi: Yum!
Steven: That's pretty much what she said!
Lexi: Smart girl!
Steven: Gotta run, she's at the door. I think my 3:00PM is here. Love you!
Lexi: Love you, too!
"Hello, Sir." Stacey purrs as she smiles at me from the door to my office "Your interview is here."
"Thanks, Stacey!" I say, "Send them in."
I'm interviewing for a high level position and am excited to meet this candidate. His resume is really good, with years of relevant experience. Assuming he doesn't completely blow this interview, I'll probably hire him.
The interview ends up going really well and, while I don't offer him the job on the spot, I know I'll hire him if he's willing to work here. We shake hands and Stacey shows him out. Fortunately, I don't have any more meetings for the rest of the day, so I'm able to go through various reports and get some planning done for the future of the company.
After work, I hop in the car and start the drive home. While stuck in traffic I end up lost in thought. I'm so worried about my baby girl. My hands grip the steering wheel tightly as I think about what those bastards put her through. I want to kill them, David and Keith both. I know that I can't. All I can do is be here for Kayla and do whatever it takes to help her through this. I love her so much.
Walking into the foyer, I say hello to the butler before heading deeper into the house. When I approach the main living room, I can hear the sounds of two women moaning. I enter the living room and stand behind the couch.
I ask if I'm interrupting something and a topless Kayla shoots up. She looks at me for a moment before smiling and getting off the couch, revealing that she's completely naked. A moment later, naked Lexi stands up and runs over to me.
Lexi hugs me tight and I reach down to grab a handful of her sexy butt. As Kayla hunts around for her clothes, Lexi drops to her knees and takes out my cock. I moan as she starts sucking. I apologize for interrupting, but Kayla says everything is fine.
I watch my daughter get dressed as Lexi gives me head. Once Kayla is fully dressed, she heads out of the room while agreeing to meet up for dinner. Now that Kayla is gone, I can focus entirely on Lexi.
Burying my hands in her auburn hair, I throw my head back and moan happily as my sexy girlfriend goes down on me. The sounds of her slurping and gagging on my big dick are making me throb.
Lexi soon stops sucking and takes me out of her mouth. Sticking out her tongue, she slaps my mushroom head on her pink tongue as she moans happily. Fuck, this girl is sexy. Reaching one hand up her body, Lexi squeezes a firm tit for my viewing pleasure.
"I want you to fuck me the same way you did Stacey." Lexi says as she starts kissing the tip of my cock.
"Oh yeah?" I ask as I reach down and take one of her tits in my hand.
"Yes!" Lexi coos, "I want you to bend me over and fuck me 'til I cum. Then I'll drop to my knees and suck the cum out of you."
"Done, Baby!" I say as I reach down and help Lexi to her feet.
The sexy redhead sashays over to the couch as I strip off all my clothes. I watch as Lexi sashays over to the couch and kneels on the middle cushion with her legs spread. She then rests her elbows on the back of the couch and sticks out her firm, little ass.
"Come fuck me?" she asks, looking over her shoulder as she wiggles her bum.
Needing no further encouragement, I quickly get into position behind Lexi. My girlfriend shivers and moans when I rub the head of my cock along her slit. I then grip her hips and push inside her pussy in one smooth motion.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi gasps as she leans her head back, causing her hair to splay out across her smooth skin.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I respond as I slowly ease my cock out until only the tip is inside her.
I spank Lexi before grabbing her hips and thrusting all the way back into her pussy. She lets out a happy moan and arches her back while her tight hole grips me. I look down at her pale ass as I watch my cock stretch her.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi begs.
Holding her hips tightly, I proceed to start fucking Lexi hard and fast. She's making the cutest sex noises as she takes the relentless pounding I'm giving her. Her hands grip the couch cushion with desperate strength, and I can hear her grunt with each thrust. Just picturing her cute face scrunched up as she's getting fucked is making my dick throb.
"It's your pussy! It's your pussy! It's your pussy!" Lexi starts screaming after being fucked for several minutes.
It's hot and dirty sex, just the way we both like it. I alternate between spanking Lexi and pulling her hair back to make her back arch. When I start getting close, I hold her hips and just screw her at a steady pace. I can feel my balls slap against her clit as my breathing increases. The entire time Lexi is begging me to fuck her harder. Hearing her dirty talk is bringing me close to the edge. I feel her pussy convulse as Lexi throws her head back and announces her orgasm to the world.
"Cum inside me, Baby!" she begs as her vaginal muscles squeeze my shaft and she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts. "Cum with me!"
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I groan as I squeeze her hips tightly.
"Yes! Fill me! Cum! Cum! Cum!" Lexi begs.
I let out a loud moan as I bury my length all the way inside her and start shooting. I can feel how each pulse of my cock causes it to swell, stretching Lexi's pussy even more. Her tiny body is shaking as her tits jiggle while I fill her with cum.
As soon as I stop shooting, Lexi jerks her body forward until my dick exits her tight hole. She then spins around and drops to her knees. I smile down at her as the sexy redhead takes my softening member in her hand and guides it to her open mouth.
I reach down to play with her tits as Lexi sucks me hard again. Then she kneels on the couch again, this time with her elbows on the armrest. I get behind her and slip inside. For several minutes, we fuck in that position before deciding to change things up. I have Lexi lay on the couch and I put her legs over my shoulders as I pound her into the couch.
We fuck all over the main living room in various positions. I lay her down on the table and drill her until she screams, I pick her up and hold onto her ass as I use the strength in my arms to bounce her up and down on my cock, then I lay on the carpet and have her mount me. Lexi's fingers are curled as she grips my chest and moans out another orgasm as I squeeze her tits. Finally, she drops to her knees and I cum all over her face and tits.
"Mmm," she coos as she trials a finger along her tits to scoop up some cum. She then pops her finger into her mouth and rolls her eyes up to meet mine as she sucks on it. "Yummy!" she says when she releases her finger.
With Lexi covered in my cum, we both decide to hit the shower. I end up pressing her against the sliding glass door and fucking her so hard the door rattles. I love imagining her tits pressed against the glass. Someday I'll have to get a picture of that so I can see it. Maybe I'll have Hazel take it when we finally get around to our threesome.
I fuck Lexi against the glass until she cums on my cock, then I bury myself to the balls and blow another load up her eighteen year old cunt. Lexi drops to her knees and cleans my cock with her mouth before the two of us finally wash up in the shower.
Once we're clean, I turn off the water and we both dry off. Then I slip on boxers while Lexi steps into a pair of panties. We end up making out in our underwear for a couple minutes as we caress each other. Lexi ends up on her knees and I fill her mouth with a final load of cum. Then we finally decide it's time to go meet Kayla for dinner. Putting on robes, we exit the bathroom and head to the dining room.
Dinner is nice and we enjoy some pleasant conversation. After all she's been through, I'm nervous about Kayla going to prom. I just hope this boy is as nice as Lexi and Kayla seem to think he is. I also feel bad that Lexi can't have a date to prom. At least she is still going.
The girls make plans to go shopping for dresses after school tomorrow. I can't wait to see them all dressed up. Kayla will look so beautiful, and Lexi, well, I'm looking forward to ripping her dress off her tight, little body.
After dinner and dessert, the three of us head back to the main living room to watch television. I end up sitting on the couch with Kayla and Lexi both snuggled up to me. I'm so glad Kayla is finally confiding in me again. I'm horrified by what she went through, but so grateful she's letting me help her.
While chatting, Lexi reveals that she plans to go to prom with Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia. The four girls are all going to be dateless and just enjoy their time dancing together. I'm glad the five girls are so close and that Lexi has a way to have fun at prom without a date.
When the movie ends, I ask Lexi if she wants to go to bed. Both girls tease me about wanting sex, but I laugh it off. I love that my daughter and I can joke about this sort of thing. Holding hands with Lexi, the two of us make our way to the bedroom.
I shrug off my robe and then help Lexi out of hers as she stands next to the bed. She then places her hands on the mattress and sticks her pantie-clad butt out so I can spank it. Lexi jerks forward and lets out a happy moan.
My boxers hit the floor seconds before Lexi's panties. I get behind her and thrust inside. For several minutes we fuck standing up. Then we decide to switch to the bed. Lexi kneels on the bed with her face and chest resting on the comforter and her ass in the air. Reaching back, she grabs her butt cheeks and spreads herself open for me.
I grab the lube off the bedside table and squirt some on my cock as Lexi stays in position, waiting for me. Then I climb up on the bed and get behind her. I place my cock at her asshole and slowly push inside.
"Oh, fuck!" Lexi cries out, her hands gripping her ass cheeks tightly.
"Holy shit, that's tight." I grunt through my clenched teeth as I bury my entire length up Lexi's butt.
Planting my hands on the mattress on either side of Lexi, I lean over her as I start to fuck her up the bum with a steady rhythm. Her arms are splayed out in front of her as she grips the comforter tightly. Her tits are pressed into the bed and I can see the pale expanse of her back as her body shudders in pleasure.
Lexi grunts and groans through several minutes of anal before tensing up and cumming. Her entire body tenses up beneath me as she cries out three times. I'm still amazed that this girl can cum from anal. Her ass feels so good, I know it won't be long before I cum as well.
"You gonna cum in my tight, little ass?" Lexi asks as she looks back at me. A strand of auburn hair is partially obscuring her face.
"Soon." I grunt as my breathing intensifies.
"Mmm, I want your cum in my butt." Lexi coos, "I want to feel you shooting inside me. Cum! Fill my slutty ass!"
Hearing such dirty words come out of her sweet mouth pushes me over the edge. I thrust all the way up her ass as my cock swells. Less than a second later, the first spurt of hot semen shoots up Lexi's bum. I pant heavily, sweat dripping off of me as my cock continues to squirt. When it's over, I collapse on top of her.
"Oof!" she exclaims when she feels my weight on her.
"Sorry." I say as I lift my body, our sweat making our bodies stick together briefly.
I roll onto my side and pull Lexi into my arms. She snuggles up close and throws an arm across my bare chest. We lay there, panting heavily as we enjoy the feel of our nude bodies pressed together. Fuck, I love this girl. Soon, we're fast asleep.
Kayla
There's a cock in my mouth. I'm on my knees, completely naked, and there's a cock in my mouth. It's hard and thick and throbbing as it buries down my throat. My hands grip the man's thighs as he holds my head and thrusts himself between my lips, making my tits jiggle.



"I'm gonna cum!" the man announces as his thrusts grow more erratic.
Then there is cum filling my mouth. I moan happily as I swirl the hot load around my mouth with my tongue. I can feel his cock pulsing with each spurt as more and more gathers between my lips. I open my mouth and let a couple thin strands of cum run down my chin, then I swallow the rest as he pulls out.
"Thanks, Babe." he says before walking away.
"My turn!" the next guy says and I feel my hair being grabbed from behind.
I let out a yelp as my body is turned and another hard dick is fed to me. That's when I realize I'm surrounded by naked men with throbbing cocks. All of them waiting their turn for me to blow them. How did I not see them before? I should stop this, but instead I grip the second man's thighs and immediately start bobbing my head.
For several minutes, I give head on my knees while the guy plays with my tits. It doesn't take long before pre-cum is leaking onto my tongue and I can tell the guy is close. I make sexy gagging and slurping noises as my hand plays with his balls. I roll my eyes up to meet his as I use my mouth to urge him to cum.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" the guy orders as he starts to cum.
I shake my head and moan in the negative as I let cum collect in my cheeks. When he's finished cumming, he pulls out and has me show him. I gape my mouth with a smile, showing the man his creamy offering on my tongue.
"Dribble it out onto your tits." he says.
I look down and purse my lips as I start spitting out wads of semen. Cum collects first on my right breast, then on my left when I turn my head. It feels so good running down my boobs and over my nipples. I cup my tits and look up at the guy as I wriggle my body happily.
Turning my body, I face the third guy and pout "Please let me suck your dick."
The guy shoves his cock in my mouth and I don't hesitate to start blowing him. This guy wants to cum on my face and, when he's ready to cum, he pulls out and strokes himself. I coo and tell him how badly I want his cum. Then I moan happily when he explodes all over my pretty face.
While I'm giving head to the fourth guy, hands grab my arms and lift them. Then there's a cock in each hand and I'm stroking hard and fast. This continues for several minutes until the fourth guy cums in my mouth. Then the guys I'm jerking off say they want to cum together on my tits. I cup my breasts together and moan happily as they spray my chest.
"More!" I exclaim enthusiastically "I want more cock! I want more cum!"
Then I'm sitting up in bed, my entire body covered in sweat. Throwing the covers off my body, I look around and am, thankfully, completely alone in my large bedroom. Holy shit, that was an intense dream. I can feel how soaked my panties are.
Checking my phone, I see that it is Tuesday morning, about an hour before I usually wake up. Standing up, I remove my panties and head to the bathroom. I toss the soaked underwear into the hamper and sit down on the toilet to wipe myself. My pussy really is soaked.
Walking completely naked back into my bedroom, I head for my dresser. I fish out a clean pair of panties and my yoga pants. I slip them on, along with a sports bra and a pair of shoes. Then I put my hair up in a ponytail. I need to burn off this excess energy before school.
I walk through the house until I reach the home gym. Then I start up the treadmill and I run. I run until sweat is pouring off my body as I try to make sense of my dream. I'm horny, that much is obvious. Still, I'm not sure how I feel about a dream where I'm blowing multiple guys. As long as everyone consents, there's nothing wrong with that, it just isn't me. Is this still about what happened to me? What I started becoming before Lexi pulled me off the ledge? I don't know.
I'm so conflicted. I am a firm believer that there's nothing wrong with fucking multiple people. Yet, I feel bad for having done it. Then I feel bad for feeling bad. Fuck! This is confusing. Hopefully the therapist can help me work through some of this.
"Hi, Honey." a male voice calls out, "You're up early."
I stop the treadmill and turn to see Daddy dressed for his morning workout. "Oh, hi Daddy." I say. "I woke up early and had to go for a run to burn off steam."
"Is everything okay?" he asks with concern.
"I'm just still working through everything that happened to me. I'm so overwhelmed." I admit as I walk over to him.
"I know, Honey." he says as he wraps his arms around me. "It'll take time. You'll get there though. You're strong and you're so loved."
I hug him tightly and nuzzle against his chest. It feels so good being in his arms. I am loved. I can get through anything because I have people in my life who love me and would do anything for me. Everything will be okay.
"Where's Lexi?" I ask as I break the hug and wipe tears from my eyes.
"Upstairs, drooling on her pillow." Daddy answers.
"Fucked her brains out last night?" I ask with a smirk.
"Something like that." Daddy says as he leans down and kisses me on the forehead. "Are you sure you're okay?"
"Yeah, I'll be fine. Thank you, Daddy." I say. "I'm gonna go get ready for school. Have a good workout!"
"I love you, Kayla." Daddy says.
"I love you too, Daddy." I respond.
Leaving the gym, I walk back to my bedroom and strip out of my workout clothes. Then I head into the bathroom to take a shower before school. I soap up my naked body before standing under the hot spray and letting it wash away the suds.
I dress for school and head down to the foyer to meet Lexi. I'm glad it is her turn to drive today, I really don't feel like it. Lexi shows up a few minutes after I do, looking chipper as always. The two of us get in her car and Lexi drives us to school.
The Tuesday school day starts pretty normal. I run into Brittney and she asks if I want to go to another fraternity party this weekend. I tell her that I'm not gonna be going to parties like that for awhile. Brittney tries to convince me to go, but I am adamant. She walks away looking rather upset, but I can't do anything about that.
I go to class and take notes, like usual. There is some preparation for the test on Friday. I also chat with Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley throughout the day. I head to lunch with Lexi, which is when we run into Ian.
"Kayla! Hi!" Ian says.
"Hi, Ian!" I respond.
"No 'hi' for me?" Lexi asks with a pout.
"Uh, sorry. Hi, Lexi." Ian mumbles.
"Stop teasing him." I say.
"Fine, I'll leave you two lovebirds alone." Lexi says as she makes a kissing face and turns to go into the cafeteria and find a table.
"Sorry about that." I chirp as I smile cutely at Ian.
"No problem." Ian assures me. "Are you ready for prom?"
"Not quite." I answer, "I'm going dress shopping with Lexi after school. Any requests?"
"You'll look amazing in anything." Ian says before blushing bright red. The poor boy can't believe he's being so bold.
"Aw, thanks Ian!" I say as I lean up and kiss him on the cheek.
"You're welcome." he smiles.
We talk for a few more minutes and Ian does his best to flirt with me. It's so cute. I'm really starting to like this guy. I think maybe we should go on a date. I start dropping hints that he should ask me out, but the clueless guy doesn't get it. I'll have to help him along.
"So, are you going to ask me out on a date?" I finally ask as I lift my shoulders and turn my body to the side, posing cutely.
"Oh! Um, right. Yes." he says, "It's just.."
"What?" I ask, starting to worry.
"I don't have a car." he says sadly, "My parents can't afford to get me one. I was gonna rent something for prom, but I don't have a way to pick you up."
"Oh!" I let out a relieved sigh. "That's no problem, I can pick you up."
"Really?" he asks.
"Really." I confirm with a nod.
"Kayla," he begins, "would you like to go out Friday night?"
"Why yes, Ian, I would." I say with a smile. "Pick you up at 5:00PM?"
"Y-yes, that's fine." he nods.
"See you then." I say as I lean up and peck his lips.
Ian turns bright red and I can see the look of wonder in his eyes. That's when I realize that I've just given Ian his first kiss. I blush as well and smile at him. We stand in the hallway looking at each other as other students mill around.
"Was that your first kiss?" I want to know for sure.
"Y-yes." he whispers, looking embarrassed.
"Can I tell you a secret?" I ask, deciding to tease him a bit.
"Y-y-yes." he stammers.
"When we were texting last night, I was only wearing panties." I say with a sexy grin.
As Ian stands there in stunned silence, I lean up and peck his lips again. Then I walk by him and sashay into the cafeteria. I buy my lunch and then find where Lexi's sitting. Plopping down beside her, I start eating.
"So...?" Lexi asks as she takes a sip of her drink.
"So what?" I ask, knowing full well what she's talking about.
"Details!" Lexi exclaims.
"Ian just had his first kiss." I reply with a blush.
"Aw! That's so cute!" she says as she starts giggling.
I giggle as well and soon the two of us are laughing. We talk all through the rest of lunch and I tell Lexi about my date with Ian on Friday. She's happy for me and says she knows Ian is one of the good ones, unlike David. I hope she's right.
The rest of the day goes by uneventfully. I ignore David when I see him and I don't see Keith at all. When the final bell rings, I make my way out of the building and head for Lexi's car. A few minutes later we are off to the mall.
Less than an hour later I am standing in a dressing room as I slip on a pink gown. It fits perfectly and I turn sideways as I admire myself in the mirror. I'm not sure how I feel about the color though.
"Hey, Lexi?" I call out as I exit the dressing room stall.
"Yeah?" Lexi calls out from her stall.
"What do you think of this dress?" I ask loudly.
"Be right out!" she responds.
In a little over a minute, the dressing room stall door opens and Lexi steps out. I nearly gasp. She is absolutely breathtaking. Lexi is wearing a spaghetti-strap dress in light blue. Her auburn hair is flowing down her back and a there's a radiant smile on her lightly freckled face.
"You're beautiful." I whisper.
"So are you." Lexi replies as she leans forward and pecks my lips.
"What do you think?" I ask, taking a step back after kissing her back.
"Twirl." Lexi says, holding out a hand with one finger pointing down. She makes a twirling motion with her finger.
"Fine, fine." I roll my eyes and twirl.
"I like it!" Lexi chirps.
"I don't know..." I trail off, "I still like the idea of green."
"So, let's find a green dress for you to try on!" Lexi says.
"Okay." I say as the two of us head back into the stalls to change.
A few minutes later, Lexi and I step out of the stalls in our regular clothes. Lexi is holding onto her light blue dress since she is definitely getting it. I keep the pink dress with me for now, and the two of us walk through the store.
Eventually, we come across a forest green dress. It's strapless and I immediately fall in love. Before I even try it on, I place the pink one back on the rack. I won't be needing it. I grab the green dress and head for the dressing room.
"You're breathtaking." Lexi says a few minutes later as I twirl for her.
"Thank you." I respond with a blush.
"You're welcome." Lexi replies.
I change back into my regular clothes and the two of us buy our dresses. Then we head over to the food court for dinner. We grab some fast food and find a table in the crowded sitting area. After finishing our meals, we dispose of our trash and get ready to leave the mall. That's when we see them. Standing in one corner of the food court, chatting up two girls from our class, are David and Keith.
"Isn't that Stephanie and Kelsey?" Lexi asks.
"Yeah, it is." I confirm with a grimace. "They have no idea what they're getting themselves into."
"We have to do something." Lexi says as she starts walking towards the four eighteen year old high school students. With our dresses and purses over our shoulders, we make our way through the food court.
"Well, if it isn't my two favorite cum dumps." Keith says with a smirk when he sees us approach.
"Fuck you, Keith." Lexi snaps.
"What a mouth on you." Keith says as David snickers at us. "I fondly remember it stretched around my cock."
"That'll never happen again." Lexi says as she glares at Keith.
"Hi, Kayla." David says, still smirking at me.
"Fuck off." I snort.
"What the fuck is going on?" asks Stephanie with an annoyed look.
"Oh, these are just our ex-girlfriends." David explains.
"Why are they here?" Kelsey asks as she moves closer to David.
"They're jealous because we dumped them for you two lovely ladies." Keith says smoothly as he puts his arm around Stephanie.
"Oh, get lost sluts!" Kelsey hisses.
"What did you just call us?!" Lexi hisses as she stares down Kelsey. "We're trying to help you!"
"Yeah, these two are rapists!" I shout loudly, causing several people nearby to turn and look at us.
"That's a horrible thing to accuse someone of!" Stephanie shouts, "Just because you're jealous? You could ruin their lives with false accusations!"
"Definitely false." Keith says as he takes out his phone. He opens it and runs his finger over it for a few seconds before turning it to face us all. "She seems pretty willing."
On the screen is a picture of me completely nude. You can see my tits and pussy. My legs are spread and I have two fingers buried up my cunt. I sent that picture to David, not Keith. Looks like David is sharing nudes of me! I freeze. I can't move. I can't speak.
"You fucking piece of shit!" Lexi roars as she steps forward and slaps Keith across the face.
"Bitch!" Keith staggers backwards with his hand on his cheek as he glares at Lexi.
"Someone call security!" a middle-aged woman shouts from the background.
"What the fuck!" Stephanie snarls as she advances towards Lexi.
"Don't." Kelsey says as she reaches an arm out and blocks Stephanie. Kelsey is obviously the level headed one of the two. "They're about to get thrown out. Let them get banned from the mall."
"Don't say we didn't warn you." Lexi says to the girls before grabbing my arm. "We have to go, Kayla. Now!"
I can't speak. I just let Lexi guide me away from the group of four and out of the food court. We see a security guard heading our way. Thankfully, he doesn't stop us and just continues on his way, obviously unaware that we are the reason he's been called.
"Breathe, Kayla." Lexi says once we're standing outside, "It's over."
"K-k-keith has nudes of me!" I say as I start to hyperventilate. "Who else has David sent them to?"
"I don't know," Lexi replies, biting her lower lip, "Hopefully no one. I had no idea those two were so close. They must have started hanging out more when you two broke up."
"What do I do, Lexi?" I ask as I start to cry.
"Shh, it's okay." Lexi coos as she wraps me up in a tight hug.
"I'm so embarrassed!" I sob into Lexi's shoulder.
"I know, I know." Lexi says as she rubs my back.
Lexi guides me through the parking lot and to her car. She puts our dresses in the back seat and helps me into the passenger side. I sit in the car sobbing as I wait for her to get in the car and start the engine.
"What's gonna happen to Stephanie and Kelsey?" I ask.
"I don't know, but there isn't much we can do." Lexi says in a sad voice. "We went over there to warn them, and the conversation just got out of hand. We were too emotional."
"I feel sorry for them." I mumble.
"I know, me too." Lexi sighs, "All we can do is hope that they heard you call them rapists and are careful."
"Do you think the girls are going to prom with those two losers?" I ask.
"I don't know." Lexi shrugs, "I hope not."
"I'm scared for them." I say, "I hate David and Keith. So much."
"I hate them, too." says Lexi, "For what they did to you more than anything."
"I love you, Lexi." I say softly.
"I love you, too." she replies.
By the time we make it home, I am mostly cried out. We grab our dresses from the back seat and head into the massive house. It doesn't take long before we find Daddy in the main living room. He immediately notices how upset I am.
"Honey, what happened? What's wrong?" he asks as he runs up and gives me a hug.
"We ran into David and Keith." Lexi explains.
"Did they do something?" he asks darkly. I can feel him tighten his arms around me, holding me close. Protecting me.
"They were chatting up two girls from our class and we tried to warn them." Lexi says, "But they wouldn't listen."
"I'm sorry." Daddy says, "You must be worried about them."
"Y-yes." I say, nodding. Daddy leans down and kisses the top of my head.
"And there's more." Lexi begins, "Keith had a naked picture of Kayla."
"He got it from David." I add in as I shiver in his strong arms.
"I see." he says with barely controlled rage, "I'm so sorry, Honey. I love you."
"I love you too, Daddy." I reply.
"Can we report Keith for having the photo?" Lexi asks.
"I doubt it," says Daddy, "Kayla is legal and it would be impossible to prove she didn't want him to have it."
"I'm just worried about those girls." I say.
"I know, me too." Daddy replies as he hugs me extra tight. "I'm surprised one of them didn't freak out over a boyfriend having a naked picture of another girl on his phone."
"Teenage girls can be stupid, they probably just blame me for sending it." I suggest.
"I'm surprised you haven't already put a hit out on him, Steven." Lexi observes.
"I-I'm so angry, I can barely think straight." Daddy explains, "I hate them both so much for what they've done to you two, but I can't act irrationally."
"Part of being grown and old?" I ask with a giggle.
"Hey!" Daddy says, "I'm not that old!"
"You're only just over twice your girlfriend's age." Lexi teases.
"That's called lucky, not old." Daddy explains as he runs his fingers through my soft hair.
I break the hug and turn around just in time to see Lexi stick her tongue out at Daddy. The teasing is making the mood lighter, I'm glad. I can tell how angry Daddy is, but he's holding it together for my sake.
"I love you so much, Daddy." I say as turn back to face him. I then lean up and kiss his cheek.
"I love you too, Kayla." Daddy replies with a smile. "Therapy tomorrow?"
"Yes," I answer.
"I hope it goes well." he says.
"We both do." Lexi adds.
"Thank you." I respond as I give them both a soft smile. "I'll let you know."
The three of us head to the game room to shoot some pool. Daddy is trying to keep up his spirits so I don't get upset, but he's obviously seething. I'm sure he wants Keith and David to suffer as much as Lexi and I do.
After playing some pool and darts, we head to the main living room to watch television. Lexi and I snuggle up with Daddy and enjoy the show. It's a new season, so it isn't something any of us has seen before. It's good!
"Bedtime?" Daddy asks when he catches Lexi and I both yawning.
"I think so." I mumble softly.
"Baby?" Lexi asks as we all stand up.
"Yes?" Daddy replies while he stretches.
"Would it be okay if I spent the night with Kayla? I don't think she should be alone tonight." Lexi explains.
"That's fine with me." says Daddy as he kisses Lexi's lips.
"Thank you." I whisper, "Thank you both."
All three of us hug and then head upstairs. Daddy and Lexi heads into their room, and Lexi comes out a minute later with her toothbrush. I smile at Lexi as she and I enter my bedroom. Then the two of us strip down to our panties and go into my bathroom. We each brush our teeth and wash our faces before returning to my room.
"Wanna fool around?" I ask Lexi as I drop my panties to the floor and step out of them.



"Are you sure you're up for that?" she asks.
"With you? Always." I answer as I reach my hand around her body and grab her pantie-clad ass.
Using my grip on her ass, I pull the smaller girl towards me until our breasts are pressed together. I then lean down and kiss her. Lexi moans into my mouth as her arms wrap around me and our tongues dance.
Inspired by my enthusiasm, Lexi takes charge. She has me lay down on the bed so she can get on top of me. She then cups my boobs and kisses as much tit-flesh as she can get her mouth on. I bury a hand in her auburn hair as I throw my head back and coo happily.
Lexi lays back so she can slip her panties off her body. Tossing the underwear into the corner of the room, the gorgeous redhead molds her naked body on top of mine. We're kissing again, hands exploring each others bodies. I squeeze her tight ass while she fondles one of my big boobs.
"I wanna feel your pussy against mine." Lexi whispers.
"Mmm, yes." I moan in agreement.
My best friend throws her left leg over my right as she lines up our pussies. Her right leg stays between my legs as she keeps her body on top of me. I bend my knees to help her get into position. She then pushes downward until I can feel her wet slit press against mine.
"Oh fuck, yes." I groan, tossing my head back.
"I love your pussy, Kayla." Lexi says as she places a hand on top of my head.
The two of us then start scissoring as we hold each other tightly. Our breasts are squished together and our nipples are rock hard. My hand grips her ass as she lightly tugs on my dark hair. The entire time we are kissing, moaning into each others mouths.
"Oh, Lexi." I whisper into her mouth.
"Kayla." she whispers back.
Both our cunts are soaked, I can feel her moisture mixing with mine. We've been at this for several minutes, and I can feel myself close to the edge. From her rapid breathing, Lexi isn't far away from cumming either.
"Cum with me." I moan as I break the kiss and grip her head with both hands.
"Cum, Kayla. Cum." Lexi whispers as she gazes down at me with her pretty green eyes.
I hold her face tightly as I lean up and mash my lips against hers. We are both cumming as our bodies tense and we moan against each others lips. I can feel our combined juices running down my slit and pooling at my butt.
"I love you, Lexi." I say as she rolls off of me.
"I love you, too." she replies as she wraps her arms around me and holds me tight.
"I know." I mumble as I rest my head on her bare breast and listen to her breathing. I can feel Lexi running her fingers through my hair as I drift off to sleep.
Steven
I wake up Tuesday morning next to a naked Lexi. Tossing the covers off of us, I can see her laying on her stomach with one arm beneath the pillow. She must have rolled away from me in her sleep. My eyes briefly flick down to her naked ass before looking up and seeing that she's clearly drooling on the pillow. Adorable.
Getting out of bed, I let out a large yawn as I raise my hands high above my head, stretching out my entire body. I hunt around the room for our dirty, discarded underwear and toss both garments into the hamper. Then I head to my dresser for a clean pair of boxers. I slip them on and then dress in my workout clothes.
I take a long walk through the massive house until I arrive at our home gym. I'm surprised to see that Kayla is already awake and running. She looks so cute in her yoga pants and sports bra, with her raven hair up in a ponytail.
Kayla seems upset, and we chat for a few minutes before she leaves to go get ready for school. I start my workout, deep in thought over what I can do to help Kayla. One idea does occur to me, one I've had before. I don't know if it'll work, but I have to try. She's my daughter.
After my workout, I get dressed in a suit for work. I listen to music during the usual morning traffic jam and eventually make it to the lot of the office space my company rents. Saying 'good morning' to everyone I pass, I eventually make it to my office. That's when I call Stacey in.
"Good morning, Stacey." I say politely.
"Good morning, Sir." she responds, "How can I help you?"
"I need the name of a good private investigator." I explain delicately.
"Oh?" she asks in confusion, "Is something wrong?"
"Yes." I state simply. "And I want to fix it."
"O-okay." she says, seeing that I'm not being any more forthcoming, "I'll get a list of names together for you and see who comes recommended"
"Thank you, Stacey." I say with a nod.
"Sir." Stacey says before leaving the room.
I make a call to the guy who I interviewed yesterday and offer him the job. We spend the next half an hour negotiating his salary. Once we come to an agreement, he accepts the job. I have a good feeling about this guy and am glad he's gonna be working here.
"Sir?" Stacey calls out softly as she knocks on my open door after lunch.
"Come in." I respond.
"I found a list of local PI's. This one guy, Jason, comes highly recommended. He's the most expensive though." Stacey explains as she puts a folder down in front of me.
"Money is no object." I say as I open the folder and look at the first name.
"I hope everything is okay." Stacey says as she stands behind my chair and rubs my shoulders.
"It's complicated," I answer, "and not something I'm at liberty to discuss. I probably should have looked up the PI's myself."
"You're busy, I understand." Stacey says as she continues to massage me.
"I'll never be too busy for something like this." I state confidently.
"You're really stressed." Stacey observes. She stops massaging me and walks across my office. She then closes the office door, locks it, and heads back. "I know a guaranteed way to relieve stress."
"I don't know if I'm in the mood right now." I answer.
"Don't worry about me, this is all for you." she says as she turns my desk chair. She then places her hands on my thighs, spreading my legs.
Stacey kneels at my feet and reaches for my belt. She unbuckles my belt and unzips my fly. Then my beautiful blonde assistant reaches into my pants and boxers to fish out my cock. She gives my member several strokes until I am fully erect.
"Just let me take care of you." she says as she opens her mouth and lowers her head.
I sigh loudly as I feel Stacey's warm, wet mouth close around me. I bury my hands in her hair and lean my head back, content to just let her blow me at her own pace. She's right, this is a definite stress reliever.
Stacey rests her hands on my thighs and slowly, but steadily bobs her head for several minutes. The entire time, I just keep my eyes closed as I relax and focus on the pleasurable feelings she's arousing in me. All I can hear are the sexy gagging and slurping noises coming from her mouth.
"Stacey..." I moan weakly when I feel my orgasm approaching.
The blonde bombshell grips my thighs tightly and bobs her head faster. My hips buck slightly as I ejaculate in her mouth. Stacey hums happily and I can feel her throat contract as she swallows wave after wave of cum until I'm fully drained.
"There, all better!" Stacey says when she pulls off my cock.
"You were right." I say with a weak laugh as I lay back in my chair, completely relaxed.
"I know." she gives me a big smile as she puts my penis away and fixes my pants.
Stacey stands up and smooths out her skirt before leaving the office. Completely relaxed, I feel much better about making the call to the private investigator. Soon, I'm on the phone with Jason. He seems highly qualified, and I explain the situation to him. The two of us agree to meet up tomorrow afternoon at my office.
After work, I hop in my car and drive home. I say hi to the butler when I walk into the foyer before heading deeper into the house. Lexi and Kayla are shopping for prom dresses, so they won't be home for awhile. I end up eating dinner alone.
That evening, the girls come home. Kayla is clearly distraught, and I find out that she ran into David and Keith today. I hug her tightly and try and make her feel better. I don't tell her about the private investigator because I don't want to get her hopes up just yet.
After watching television, the three of us decide to head to bed. Lexi suggests that she stay with Kayla tonight, and I completely agree. I'm so glad those two have each other. Lexi and I head into my bedroom so Lexi can grab her toothbrush from her bathroom. She kisses me goodnight then goes back to sleep with Kayla. I end up sleeping alone.
Wednesday morning I wake up alone and head to the home gym for another morning workout. Kayla isn't here today, so I hope that means she got a better night's sleep. Another thing to thank Lexi for.
After my workout, I meet the girls for breakfast. They are wearing robes and I can tell from the hard nipples denting the fabric, that neither girl is wearing a bra. Kayla still looks a bit down and I hope that therapy today will help.
"Are you two driving to school separately?" I ask because Kayla has her first therapy appointment right after school.
"We haven't really talked about it." Kayla begins, knowing right away why I'm asking.
"I'll go with you to therapy." Lexi volunteers.
"Oh, you don't have to." Kayla says.
"I want to. I know I can't go in, but I can stay in the waiting room. I can be there for support." Lexi explains.
"Thank you, Lexi." Kayla says as she leans over and pecks Lexi's lips.
"I'm glad you two have each other." I say.
"Not jealous of your daughter banging your girlfriend?" Lexi asks as she leans over and grabs the back of my head before kissing me passionately.
"Not at all." I explain. "I trust you, Lexi. I'm okay with encounters happening."
"Good." Lexi says. Her eyes flick to Kayla's before coming back to mine. "Because we scissored last night."
"Wow..." is all I can weakly mumble as I look into Lexi's eyes.
"We both came so hard." Kayla adds in.
"But no reason to be jealous." Lexi says, pecking my lips. "I love you!"
"I love you, too." I reply, still stunned.
Sadly, there's no time for a quickie after breakfast. The three of us have to immediately change and run out the door in order to make it to our destinations on time. I end up sitting in my office with a raging erection as I think about two naked women writhing in bed together.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey says as she walks in with some paperwork. She then walks around my desk and stands beside me as she sets the papers down in front of me. "I just need you to sign these."
"Good morning, Stacey." I say as I start looking at the papers.
"Well, someone is happy to see me!" Stacey exclaims as she looks down at my bulge.
"Sorry, Stacey." I say with a laugh, "My girlfriend got in my head this morning and then left."
"Aw, someone has blue balls!" Stacey teases.
"Yeah, yeah." I admit, "It happens to everyone."
"I could help you with that, you know." Stacey offers. "I wasn't expecting you to be in the mood after yesterday."
"Neither was I, but here we are!" I laugh, "I do owe you an orgasm."
"Yes, you do." Stacey says, looking at me with piercing blue eyes.
"Lock the door and get your tits out." I state firmly.
"Yes, Sir!" Stacey chips happily as she sashays her way towards my open office door.
It's a good thing most matters are handled by email now, it means that very few people actually bother coming by my office. That, and the message sent by a closed and locked office door means the likelihood of us being disturbed is very low.
Stacey closes and locks my door before turning to face me. She presses her back against the door and gives me a cute smile. I stay seated as she takes a few steps forward and removes her business jacket. She then unbuttons her dress shirt before slipping it off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. I can feel my cock straining against my pants as Stacey reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Shrugging her delicate shoulders forward, she lets the bra fall off her chest, baring her breasts to my lust-filled gaze.
I finally stand up and walk around to stand in front of my desk. "Get on your knees." I say as I drop my pants and boxers to my ankles, revealing my hardness.
Stacey slowly walks forward with a smoldering look in her eyes. I glance down and watch her breasts lightly shake with every step she takes. When she reaches me, Stacey keeps her eyes locked on mine as she slowly sinks to her knees. Her hand softly grasps my shaft and gives it a few strokes before she leans forward and opens her mouth.
I reach down and play with her perky tits as my blonde assistant starts giving me an amazing blowjob. Her lips are stretched wide around my thickness as she hums happily. She's no Lexi, but Stacey is still really good at sucking dick.
"Fuck my face." Stacey says thickly, proving she's just as wild as my girlfriend.
Releasing her titties, I reach up and take her head in my hands. I then hold her head in place as I rapidly start thrusting my hips into her face. Stacey starts making the sexiest gagging and slurping noises as my cock pierces her mouth. She can't take my entire length like Lexi can, but she can take most of it.
"Fuck, that's good!" I groan as I use her mouth like a pussy.
A couple minutes later, I decide it is time to use her actual pussy and I pull out of her mouth. "Bend over the desk." I say as I slap her face with my dick.
"Mmm, gladly." she says as she kisses my cock.
The sexy blonde gets to her feet and places her hands on the desk as she bends forward. Flipping her hair back over her shoulder, she turns around to face me. Her tongue snakes out and runs over her lip as she wiggles her bum in my direction.
I approach behind her and flip her skirt up over her ass, revealing a cute pair of light pink panties. With a single yank, her panties are around her ankles and her pink pussy is peeking out at me from between her spread legs.
"Hurry up and get in me!" Stacey begs as she turns and faces forward.
I'm more than happy to honor her request and line my cock up with her opening. I release my shaft and grip her hips as I push inside. Fuck, she's tight. And soaked! Damn, I'm so glad Lexi gives me permission to do this kind of thing.
"Is this what you wanted?" I ask in a thick voice.
"Fuck, yes!" Stacey grunts as she braces herself against the desk.
I thrust hard and fast into Stacey's cunt, loving the feel of her warm pussy muscles squeezing and caressing my shaft. When I spank her, Stacey cries out and begs me to hit her again. I happily comply before reaching around her body and grabbing two handfuls of her big boobs.
"Yeah, grab my titties!" she moans as she thrusts her ass back to engulf my entire cock within her tight twat.
"Fuck, you feel so good." I groan as I lean over her back and squeeze her breasts while thrusting into her body.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Stacey groans as she tosses her head back.
I tweak her nipples and the blonde goes wild. She grips at the desk with desperate fingers as she turns her head and struggles not to scream. Thanks to the way her head is turned, I can tell she is biting her lower lip. Stacey has just enough self control to not completely cry out and inform the entire building that she's getting fucked.
"I'm close." I grunt when I feel her pussy convulsing around my shaft.
"I want you to cum in me!" she says quickly.
"Almost there, almost there." I say as I release her tits and grab her hips so I can get a better angle.
"I want your cum, Baby." Stacey coos as she looks straight ahead and pants heavily, "Fill me with it! Cum!"
"Ah, fuck!" I groan as her dirty talk pushes me over the edge.
"Yes!" Stacey hisses as she feels cum squirting inside her.
I grip her ass cheeks and slowly pull my cock out of her. Looking down, I can see her pussy close as soon as my dick exits her moist folds. I give her butt a playful smack as I step back and admire her body.
"Fuck, that was good." Stacey gasps out as she brushes a lock of sweaty hair back behind her ear.
I watch as Stacey stands up and turns to face me. She looks so sexy with her tits out and her skirt bunched up around her waist. My assistant gives me a coy smile as she bends over to pull up her panties. She then straightens out her skirt.
When Stacey walks by me to get her bra, I reach out and squeeze a big tit, making her giggle. I then pull up my pants and zip them up as Stacey shrugs on her bra. While Stacey finishes dressing, I head over to my desk and take out my phone. I send Lexi a quick text, telling her I just fucked my assistant.
"Will there be anything else, Sir?" Stacey asks.
"No, thank you, Stacey. I'm all set." I say as I look over at her and smile.
"I'll get back to work then." she smiles and nods her head before leaving the room.
I work for the rest of the morning, getting as much done as I can. Then, I have a nice lunch brought to me by Stacey. After lunch, the time for my meeting with the private investigator draws closer. At last, it arrives.
"Sir?" Stacey pages me.
"Yes, Stacey?" I ask
"You're 2:00PM is here." she answers.
"Escort him in, please." I say.
A minute later, Stacey enters my office with a man who appears to be a few years older than I am. Early-to-mid-40's. He has dark hair and sharp eyes. It's easy to see that he is highly intelligent and confident just from the way he carries himself.
"Jason, I assume?" I ask as I stand up and walk around my desk, offering my hand.
"Yes, Steven. We spoke on the phone. It's nice to meet you." he says as he shakes my hand.
"Nice to meet you as well," I say to Jason before turning to Stacey "That will be all, Stacey. Thank you."
Stacey leaves my office as I show Jason to a seat I've placed in front of my desk. I then walk around my desk and sit down. "So, you know why I've called you here today." I say.
"Yes, a Keith Strulk you want investigated." says Jason. "It's a good thing he's eighteen. That takes care of quite a few potential problems."
"Correct." I say with a nod. "I told you what happened."
"I'm sorry again about what happened to your daughter." Jason says sympathetically, "I have a daughter, and I don't think I'd be as calm as you if I were in your shoes."
"Oh, I'm furious." I respond, "And worried about my daughter. I just know I can't lose my head. That won't be good for anyone."
"No." Jason agrees, "No, it wouldn't."
"Anyway, I should probably give you some more information." I say.
"Anything you can add would likely be helpful." Jason says, "It's unlikely a rape will be prosecuted, especially with weeks having gone by and no rape kit. It doesn't seem there's any proof intercourse even happened."
"Yes, I know." I answer with a sad nod, "But this guy is supposed to be a drug dealer who is also heavily involved in illegal gambling. There must be something that can be done."
"Possibly." Jason says, "It would ultimately be me gathering evidence to present to the police. I'm not a cop."
"I understand." I say, "Anyway, more information. I first became aware of this man through my girlfriend, Alexis."
"Your girlfriend?" he asks in confusion.
"My girlfriend is eighteen and a classmate of my daughter." I explain.
"Is that so?" the guy says as a huge smile breaks out across his face, "Don't tell my wife, but damn, I'm jealous."
"Thanks." I say with a laugh, "As I was saying, Lexi was given drugs by Keith and he pimped her out to his friends. He even took videos, which he eventually sent to her parents."
"He did?" Jason asks in shock, "If you have those, they could prove she wasn't willing, that she was drugged."
"Maybe." I admit, "But I'd rather not go that route if we can avoid it. Lexi would be humiliated if those were played in a courtroom."



"I understand," says Jason, "our best option is to find proof this guy deals drugs and then submit it to narcotics. Drugs in high school? Yeah, they'll want to take care of that right away. I have a friend on the force who can help."
"Perfect." I say, "I want Keith Strulk off the streets."
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Kayla
"Oh God, I'm cumming, yes!" I announce as I claw at the chest of the guy I'm riding.
I don't know his name, and I don't care. All that matters is that he has a nice, thick cock that can stretch my little pussy. His hands hold my hips as I slam myself down onto him, engulfing his entire length with my tight twat as I cum.
"Oh, yes! Yes!" I cry out, my body tense as tiny electric shocks explode from my pussy and circuit my entire being.
"Fuck yeah, cum on my cock!" the guy says as he reaches up and slaps my titties, making them bounce.
"Oh, fuck!" I gasp, loving how rough this guy is being with me.
He doesn't know my name either. Why would he? I'm just an eighteen-year-old girl for him to stick his cock in. Oh, the thought makes me so wet. I can feel my pussy grip his cock like a vice as I cum again.
"You like that, Baby?" he asks as he grabs two handfuls of my boobs and mauls them roughly.
"Yeah, play with my titties!" I beg.
When my second orgasm ends, I use the strength of my toned legs to lift my body up until only his tip is between my moist folds. I let out a groan of pleasure as he tweaks my nipples and watches my actions. Then, in one fluid motion, I slam myself back down, swallowing his cock with my sheath once again.
"Holy shit, you are so fucking tight!" he gasps out while he holds my breasts.
"You like my tight, little pussy?" I coo as I start to ride him again.
"Fuck yes, ride me!" says the guy as he pulls my titties apart before squishing them together, creating a large and delicious-looking cleavage.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant as I bounce up and down on his big dick.
The guy releases my breasts and slides his hands down my body. He then takes too handfuls of my butt cheeks and squeezes them. I toss my head back and moan, loving the feel of his hands roaming all over my naked body. With no one holding my tits, the firm, yet soft mounds are able to freely bounce on my chest as I undulate in his lap.
After bouncing on him for a couple minutes, I lean forward and shove my tits in his face. The guy releases my ass and grabs my boobs, holding them together as he kisses as much tit-flesh as he possibly can. I shiver when he takes a nipple in his mouth and sucks on it.
Soon, I pull my boob from his mouth and sit back up. I start riding him again, fast and hard, while he holds my hips to guide my movements. Keeping one hand on his chest for balance, I reach up and play with my own boob, squeezing it and tweaking my nipple.
"Get down on me." the guy eventually says.
I lower my upper body until my breasts are pressing into his chest. My face is next to his and I'm panting into his ear as he thrusts his cock up into me. It feels so fucking good. He then grabs a fistful of my raven hair and yanks my head back so I'm facing him.
"Do you like my cock?" he husks.
"I fucking love it!" I hiss, a look of pure lust on my face.
"Do you want more cock?" he asks.
"Yes!" I groan, "I need more cock!"
He smirks as he looks at me and holds me by the hair. I can feel someone climbing onto the king size bed. Soon, hands that do not belong to the guy I'm fucking grab onto my ass cheeks and spread them wide, exposing my butt hole. A guy is settling into position behind me. I yelp and jerk forward slightly when I feel a glob of spit land right on my rear entrance. Then a cock is pressing right up against my ass.
"Do you like it up the ass?" the guy I'm on top of asks.
"Fuck, yes!" I admit in a wanton voice, "I love it up the ass!"
"Then take it!" the guy behind me husks into my ear.
"Holy shit!" I cry out as the tip of the guy's cock pops into my backdoor.
The guy I'm on top of holds my hips as he buries his entire cock inside me. The guy behind me leans over me until I can feel his chest against my back. He then grips my shoulders in both hands as he pushes his cock into my tightest of holes. Soon, he is fully embedded, and I'm absolutely stuffed with cock.
Fuuuuuuuck!" I hiss, my nostrils flared and teeth clench as I'm DP'd.
I'm pressed tightly between two guys as they start thrusting into my holes. When the guy in my pussy is fully embedded, the guy in my ass pulls out. When the guy in my ass thrusts into my rear end, the guy in my cunt is pulling out. There is never a moment where a dick isn't balls-deep inside of me.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass! FUCK ME!" I scream as my body shakes. My nipples are rock hard and pressing into the first guy's chest.
It feels so good, I'm so close. I'm so full. When the guys shove both their cocks up my holes at the same time, I let out a full-throat scream as my body starts thrashing between both large men. I'm cumming. I'm cumming so hard. I can feel my pussy clamp down on the cock buried inside as the guy above me keeps himself to the hilt up my ass.
"Fuck yeah! Cum, Baby!" says the guy in my pussy.
"Cum, you little slut!" shouts the guy up my bum.
"Yes! I'm a slut!" I cry out as a series of multiple orgasms wash over me, "I'm your slut!"
"Damn, she can't get enough!" the first guy says while I lay on top of him.
"Now we just need a cock for her mouth!" laughs the second guy.
"Would you like that?" the first guy asks as he grabs me by the hair and forces me to look him in the eye.
"Yes!" I hiss, "I want a cock to suck on!"
The first guy releases my head as another hand grabs me by the hair and forces my head to face sideways. Next thing I know, there's a cock poking at my face. I don't even know when a third guy got on the bed, and I don't care. I open my mouth and gobble up that hard cock. Then I start sucking.
There's a cock in my pussy. There's a cock in my ass. There's a cock in my mouth. I'm airtight. I scream around the cock in my mouth, drool running from my lips as another massive orgasm wracks my entire body.
The guy in my ass pulls out so only the tip is inside me. At the same time, the guy in my pussy thrusts up so that his entire length buries up my cunt. The guy in my mouth holds me by the hair and thrusts his entire length down my throat. I let out a choked gurgle as his balls hit my chin. Soon, the guy in my ass thrusts back inside. Three cocks are balls-deep inside me.
My gang bang continues, with all three guys fucking me hard and fast. The guy in my mouth is using my throat as if it were a pussy, causing me to make the sexiest moaning and gurgling sounds. The guy in my ass is holding my shoulders, fucking me up the bum with all the strength he can muster. Finally, the guy in my pussy is holding my hips, thrusting as fast as he can with me laying on top of him.
"I can't take it anymore!" grunts the guy in my pussy, "I have to cum!"
"Fuck, me too!" announces the guy in my ass, "I'm gonna fill her ass!"
"You want cum in your mouth?" asks the guy fucking my face.
I look up at him with my innocent green eyes, and nod. That's when I feel cum squirting into my cunt. Then the guy behind me gasps and starts shooting up my backdoor. As cum coats my vaginal walls and bowels, the guy in my mouth grips my head and forces me down on him. My cheeks puff out as cum explodes from his tip. My throat contracts as I swallow the first spurt, just in time for the second to fill my cheeks.
I'm being filled with so much cum. I can feel it overflowing from my pussy and ass. More cum is leaking out from between my lips as the guy keep shooting his load down my throat. My pussy is so wet, so fucking wet. The guy cumming in my mouth is lightly stroking my hair. He gently brushes a lock of hair behind my ear as he coos softly. I hear him whisper my name. Wait. He doesn't know my name?
My eyes open and I can see a firm tit. My head is resting on a second boob and I can tell that I'm pressed up against a naked female body, my leg thrown over hers. Soft, delicate fingers are running through my hair as she coos softly.
"That must have been some dream." Lexi giggles.
"W-what?" I groan as I lift my head to look at her.
"Well, you were making happy sex noises in your sleep." Lexi explains, "Also, I can feel your pussy against my leg. You're soaked!"
It's true. With one of my legs over one of hers, my pussy is pressed against Lexi's leg. I can feel how wet I am. I must have had one hell of an orgasm in my sleep. I blush as I slowly roll away from Lexi and sit up.
"Yeah, I had a dream." I admit.
"Details, girl!" Lexi giggles as she sits up beside me and turns her head to look at me.
"Well, I, uh," I begin nervously, "I dreamed I was having sex with three guys at once. They made me airtight."
"Oh, wow." Lexi says as she looks at me seriously, "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, it was just a dream." I say, "I have to admit, it was really hot."
"I've been there, it can be really intense." Lexi tells me, "Second night in a row you've had a dream like that."
"Yeah, I mean, I guess a part of me feels guilty about being turned on by something so intense," I say, "but then I remember that there's nothing to be ashamed of. I'll never sleep with more than one guy at a time again, but there's nothing wrong with a little fantasy."
"Nothing at all." Lexi says with a smile before pecking my lips.
"Did the alarm go off?" I ask.
"Nope!" Lexi answers, "Your cute, little sex noises woke me up and I spent the last twenty minutes just caressing you."
"Thank you." I say as I look at the clock. It's Wednesday morning, about fifteen minutes before the alarm will go off.
"There isn't enough time to take turns," Lexi husks as she reaches over and runs her delicate fingers over my left breast. "Wanna sixty-nine?"
"I'd love to." I reply.
We toss the covers off our naked bodies, giggling the entire time. I then lay flat on my back as Lexi turns around and gets on top of me. She then lowers her pussy down onto my face as I feel her tongue start to lick my slit.
Lexi is so much better at this than I am, that within two minutes she has me cumming on her talented tongue. I grip her ass cheeks tightly as my hips buck and I cry out against her pussy. Fuck, I love this girl.
I do feel like I'm getting better at eating pussy, because a few minutes later, Lexi cries out her orgasm as she grinds her cunt down onto my face. I can barely breathe, but I don't stop, I keep sucking on her clit until her orgasm subsides.
We stay in sixty-nine for another ten minutes, gently and lovingly licking each other out. Lexi pushes two fingers up my cunt and is sawing them in and out of me as her tongue rapidly flicks my clit. I cum again. Hard. I can feel Lexi's breasts pressing against me as our hands explore. We don't stop fingering and licking until the alarm goes off.
"Fuck school." I grunt as I shut off the alarm.
"Ugh, I know!" Lexi says as she gets out of bed. I can see her lick her lower lip to lap up as much pussy juice as she can.
"I wish we didn't have to go." I say as I walk over to her and wrap her up in a hug.
"We could skip?" Lexi suggests. "Spend the entire day making love. Mmm, then when Steven gets home I can get fucked until I see stars."
"As nice as that sounds," I respond, "we should probably go."
"Yeah." Lexi admits. "I'm gonna head to my room and grab some clean panties."
We kiss, and then I watch Lexi's naked ass sway as she leaves my bedroom. I go to my dresser and get a pair of clean underwear. I slip on the panties and then grab my robe. I don't bother with a bra and just tie the robe.
"Are you okay?" Lexi asks when she returns in her robe a few minutes later. I can see her hard nipples denting the fabric.
"I'm just nervous about therapy." I admit.
"I understand." Lexi says as she hugs me. "Having to tell all your secrets to a stranger will be challenging."
"Yeah, I just hope she can help me work though this." I answer.
"I'm sure she can." Lexi smiles as she pecks my lips.
I'm still a little down when we head down to breakfast. I think Daddy can tell, but he doesn't bring it up. However, Lexi knows just what to do to cheer me up; she offers to go to therapy with me! She won't join the actual session, but I'm still glad she'll be in the waiting room. I even feel good enough to tease Daddy about Lexi and I scissoring last night. The look on his face is priceless.
I can tell Daddy and Lexi want to fuck, but sadly there is no time for that. We all have to head back to our rooms and change, then run out the door to make it to where we need to be on time. I'm driving today, and Lexi hops into the passenger seat as I start the car.
We make small talk on the way to school before arriving at the parking lot. I park the car and then the two of us head into the building. The two of us run into Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia almost as soon as we enter the building. We make small talk and I decide that I'm ready to tell them about what happened to me. Just not here, not at school. I wait until classes start to text Lexi.
Kayla: I'm ready to tell our friends about Keith.
Lexi: I'm proud of you. When do you want to tell them?
Kayla: How about we invite them over tomorrow to go swimming?
Lexi: That works! Steven has plans to go out for drinks with a friend.
Kayla: Great! Is it okay to tell them about us?
Lexi: That we fucked? ;) Yeah, it's okay. That's when I'll tell Hazel I'm ready for the threesome!
Kayla: Perfect. :)
Lexi: Hah! Your dad just texted me. He fucked his assistant again.
Kayla: There are things a daughter doesn't need to know!
Lexi: Please. You've seen his dick, he's seen your tits. Hell, he's seen you naked.
Kayla: Fine, fine. Whatever. :P
My last class of the morning ends and I head over to the cafeteria for lunch. "Hi, Ian!" I say just before entering the cafeteria.
"Kayla! Hi!" Ian says happily when he sees me. "How are you?"
"I'm good, how are you?" I respond.
"Great!" he gushes. "I'm excited for Friday!"
"Aw! Me, too." I say as I lean up and peck his cheek. "I just need your address so I can pick you up."
"Oh! Right!" says Ian as he pulls out his phone. "I'll text it to you now."
"Thank you, Ian." I say with a smile as he types the address into his phone and sends it to me.
We exchange a quick peck on the lips, which makes Ian blush, then we head into the cafeteria. I take Ian's hand as we walk inside, then he heads over to sit with his friends. I spot Lexi sitting with Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia. I buy my lunch and then head over to sit with them.
"What took you so long?" asks Lexi.
"She was with her boyfriend!" Ashley says as she starts making kissing faces.
"Aw!" says Marcia.
"Oh, shut up." I say with a blush as I take a bite of my lunch.
"Anyway, I was just telling the girls about your plans for a pool party tomorrow after school!" Lexi explains.
"Another pool party?" asks Hazel, "We do that a lot, don't we?"
"Yeah, but it's supposed to be a nice day!" says Ashley.
"And I have something I need to tell you guys." I say seriously.
"Oh, is everything okay?" Marcia asks.
"Everything is gonna be fine." I reply with a smile, "Let's get together after school, splash around in the pool, do some sunbathing, and we'll talk about it."
"Okay!" Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia all say at once.
"Great!" Lexi says with a smile.
The five of us continue making small talk over lunch. Sadly, we never get enough time, and lunch is soon over. We dispose of our trash and then start making our way to our respective classes. I do notice that Ian and his friends haven't left yet. I decide to tease him a bit.
"Well, hi Cutie!" I say as I walk over to him. I notice all his friends are guys.
"Hi, Kayla!" Ian says in a high pitched voice. I see that all his friends are equally as nervous around girls.
"No need to be nervous, boys!" I say with a giggle. "I don't bite! Much." I wrap my arms around Ian's neck and lean down to nibble the top of his ear.
"Um, w-we're not nervous!" one of them says.
"Y-yeah." another one gulps.
"Well, good!" I say, "Maybe you guys can sit with us girls one day?"
"R-really?" the first guy asks.
"Yeah! It would be fun!" I say sincerely. "Well, I've gotta get to class. Later!"
I can feel their eyes on my backside as I sashay across the cafeteria. I really would like all of us to be friends. I hope the guys get over their anxiety and can sit with us. It would be nice to get all three of them to come out of their shells. With only a couple months left in high school, it's a little late, but better late than never.
Heading to the bathroom, I pee before going to my next class. As I'm leaving the bathroom, I start to get nervous about therapy. It's getting closer. I take a deep breath and sit down in my next class. Before I know it, the school day is over and it is time.
"Ready?" Lexi asks as she fastens her seat belt.
"Not really." I admit.
"You'll be fine." Lexi says as she leans over to kiss my cheek.
"I love you, Lexi." I say as I start the car.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies.
I back out of the space and leave the school. It isn't a long drive, and soon I'm pulling into a nice office space on the other side of town. I park the car and shut it off. With a nervous gulp, I unbuckle my seat belt and step out of the car. Lexi is right beside me. She takes my hand and we walk in. Barely ten minutes later, I leave Lexi in a small waiting room as I'm ushered into a private room.
The room is nice, with several places to sit. There's a potted plant in one corner. I park my butt down on the couch and look at the middle-aged woman who takes a seat across from me on a sturdy chair.
"Hello, Kayla. I'm Kasey." says the woman, "It's nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you." I reply.
"Nervous?" she asks kindly.
"Yes." I acknowledge with a nod of my head.
"Well, let's just take it easy. Tell me about Kayla." the woman says.
"I'm eighteen years old and a senior in high school." I begin. "I live with my dad, who I love so much, and his girlfriend, Lexi. I was a cheerleader all four years in high school, but that ended. I have a lot of friends and I'm happy overall."
"So, what brings you to therapy?" Kasey asks.
"I-I was raped." I admit with a heavy sigh.
"I see." the woman says with a sympathetic expression. "I'm so sorry to hear that. Did you report it?"
"Yes, but I didn't get a kit done because it was too late and I didn't want a stranger's fingers up my cunt." once I start talking, I can't stop. "My boyfriend is gone, I was raped by a piece of shit who I now see all the time at school. I turned into a cum dump and let two guys fuck me at once.
"I feel guilty about feeling guilty about it since there's nothing wrong with consensual sex. It just isn't me. I want love. I think I may have found a nice guy, but I'm not sure how that's gonna work out because I don't want to stop making love with Lexi, but I doubt he'll understand that. I don't know what to do!"
"Okay, you're okay." says Kasey as I start breathing heavily, "Why don't you take a nice, deep breath and start at the beginning. You mentioned a boyfriend and sex with someone named Lexi. I thought Lexi was your dad's girlfriend?"
"She is. Okay, okay." I say, trying to gather my thoughts. "I'll start at the beginning."
I tell Kasey everything, I don't hold back. I tell her about dating David for months, about making love with him after turning eighteen. I go on to explain about my birthday pool party where Lexi attends. I tell her about Daddy sleeping with Lexi, about slapping Lexi, and then about growing closer to her.



I continue my story and tell Kasey about Lexi getting thrown out of her house when Keith sends naked pictures and videos to her parents. Breathing heavily, I admit to watching the video of Lexi having sex and seeing David fucking her. Then I tell her about dumping David and going wild. Finally, I explain getting raped by Keith while drunk and bonding with Lexi over our mutual trauma with sex.
"Well, you've certainly been through a lot the last few weeks." Kasey says.
"Yes, and now things are starting with Ian." I explain. "I have a date with him on Friday and we're going to prom together."
"I hope that goes well." Kasey says kindly.
"Thank you." I say.
We spend the next thirty minutes exploring what I've gone through the last few weeks. I feel better just being able to let it all out. Near the end of the session, Kasey decides to introduce me to a technique for meditation. She thinks it'll help me relax when the emotions from what I went through become too much. I have to admit, the deep breathing is very relaxing.
"Same time, next week?" Kasey asks at the end of the session.
"Yes, thank you." I reply.
Kasey shows me to the door and I head out to the waiting room to meet up with Lexi. The gorgeous redhead hugs me and then the two of us then leave the building. We make it to my car and get in. I start the car and only then does Lexi speak up.
"So, how was it?" she asks.
"It went really well." I say, "It was nice to just spill my guts."
"I'm glad." Lexi responds. She has a big smile on her face.
"She was slightly shocked that I'm sleeping with my dad's girlfriend!" I say with a giggle.
"Only slightly?" Lexi asks.
The two of us start laughing and can't stop for several minutes. I hold the steering wheel with just my left hand so I can reach over and take Lexi's hand. She laces her fingers with mine and we hold hands for the rest of the drive back to our house.
"How'd it go, Honey?" Daddy asks when Lexi and I get home.
"Really well, Daddy." I say as I hug him tight. "It's nice just having that outlet for everything."
"I'm glad." Daddy says as he rubs my back.
He releases me and walks over to Lexi. After kissing her, the three of us sit down to dinner. Chicken is on tonight's menu, and like every other night, it is cooked perfectly. We make small talk as we dig in. Daddy is told about the pool party tomorrow and he is perfectly happy for us to have everyone over.
After dinner, we head to the main living room to watch some television. Like most nights, Lexi and I are each snuggled up to Daddy. I feel so safe with his strong arm around me. I'm lucky to have both of them.
"Time for bed?" Daddy asks after we finish another season.
"Yeah, I'm exhausted." I say.
"Do you want me to stay with you again tonight?" Lexi offers.
"Nah, not tonight." I reply, "I need to be able to sleep alone. Besides, I can't take you away from Daddy two nights in a row!"
"If you need Lexi tonight, it's okay with me." Daddy says.
"I know." I respond with a smile, "I'm okay. Really."
Daddy and Lexi both kiss me goodnight and then they head to their bedroom. I take a late night shower and brush my teeth before heading to my room completely nude. With a smirk, I send Ian a goodnight text, telling him I'm sleeping naked tonight. Then I get into bed and practice some meditation. Within minutes, I'm fast asleep.
Steven
"I'll report back as soon as I have something for you." Jason says as he offers his hand.
"I look forward to seeing your results." I reply as I shake his hand.
I call Stacey in and have her show Jason out. Then I shut my door and sit at my desk. I really hope this guy can help me. If he finds something I can bring to the police that proves Keith Strulk is a drug dealer, perhaps they'll be able to arrest him. Get him out of Kayla's school, at the very least.
Since I want to be home when Kayla gets back from therapy, I don't work for much longer. Once I'm done for the day, I say goodbye to Stacey and get in my car. The drive home is uneventful and soon I'm relaxing at home.
Kayla and Lexi arrive at the house and I immediately meet up with them in the dining room. My daughter seems in a much better mood, for which I am extremely grateful. Hopefully things will keep looking up.
The three of us eat dinner and chat. Apparently, the girls are planning another pool party tomorrow, where they will tell their friends everything. Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia will know that Kayla was raped, and that she bonded with Lexi by making love to her. I'm glad the girls are so close. I'm also glad that Lexi is gonna bring up the threesome with Hazel. I am a father first, but I'm also a red-blooded male.
Upon finishing dinner, Lexi and I walk hand-in-hand to the main living room to watch television. Kayla joins us, and I'm soon sitting with both girls cuddled up beside me. I hold them close, loving them both so much. My daughter, my only child. Lexi, the girl who woke up the lover inside me.
We finish the latest season of the show we're watching and decide that it is time for bed. Lexi offers to stay with Kayla tonight, but Kayla insists she's fine. I hope that's true, I love my daughter and want her to be happy.
"How do you think Kayla is doing?" I ask Lexi when we get to our bedroom.
"Much, much better." she answers as she removes her shoes and socks. "She was nervous about therapy, and just knowing that it isn't something scary has lifted a weight from her shoulders."
"That's very good to hear." I say as I kick off my shoes before taking off my shirt and tossing it in the hamper with my socks.
"I think telling the girls everything tomorrow will help her, too." Lexi says as she peels off her shirt, giving me a look at her bra-clad breasts. "Kayla needs to know she's loved, and it isn't just you and I who love her."
"I'm glad she has so many great friends." I say as I admire Lexi's flat stomach. "With all of you helping her, and with therapy, I think she'll get through this. She's so strong."
"She really is," Lexi says as she drops her shorts, leaving her in just her underwear, "Much stronger than I was when Keith got his hooks into me."
"That's in the past." I say with a smile.
"Yes, it is." Lexi agrees as she unhooks her bra. She then shrugs her shoulders forward and removes the bra before tossing it onto the desk. "I have you now. A boyfriend who loves me. And I have Kayla, my best friend and lover."
"You have us." I say with a nod and a smile as I watch Lexi putter about the room wearing nothing but a pair of cute panties.
"And hopefully this thing with Ian works out." Lexi says as she sits down in front of the vanity mirror I recently had put in for her.
"What do you think of him?" I ask, wanting to know more.
"He's nice." Lexi answers as she takes out a container of moisturizer. "Really shy. Quiet. Which doesn't seem like her usual type, but she thinks it's really cute. As long as she's attracted to him, that works!"
"And we're sure he's nothing like David?" I ask hesitantly.
"Yes, I'm sure he hasn't stuck his dick in me." Lexi says, rolling her eyes as she starts rubbing moisturizer into her skin.
"That's not what I meant." I state quickly as I plug my phone into the charger and set it on the bedside table.
"Yes, it is." Lexi smirks and turns to face me. She sticks her tongue out at me before returning to her task.
"I just want to know that he's a good guy!" I insist.
"I really think he is." she says as she starts rubbing moisturizer into her breasts.
"Good." I say as I watch Lexi squeeze and rub her tits.
"I just hope that, if things get serious between her and Ian, she doesn't forget about me." Lexi bites her lip nervously as she starts moisturizing her toned legs.
"Kayla could never forget you." I state confidently as I sit down on the bed.
"I guess that's not what I meant." Lexi clarifies, "I know we'll still be best friends, it's just... it's just I don't want to stop having sex with her."
"Oh, and that could be considered cheating on Ian if he doesn't know." I say, understanding the problem.
"Exactly." Lexi nods.
"Maybe he'll be okay with it." I suggest.
"For that, we'd have to tell him." she responds, "And not all guys are as understanding as you."
"I think most guys are turned on by the idea of two girls going at it." I point out.
"True," Lexi giggles, "but they'd want to be a part of it. Or at least be able to watch."
"I'd like to watch you eat pussy." I say with a smirk. "As long as it isn't my daughter's."
"You'll get to see soon enough." Lexi promises as she puts away the moisturizer and stands up.
"Good." I smile.
"Now, that's enough talking." Lexi says as she grips her panties by the waistband. "It's been way too long since I've had any dick."
"We'll have to do something about that." I say.
"Excellent." Lexi says as she drops her panties and steps out of them. "Let's get some cock in me!"
My eyes don't leave the nude redhead as she hops up on the bed. I stand up and turn to watch as she lays down and spreads her legs. Taking a tit in her hand, Lexi runs her other hand slowly down her body until it reaches her perfect pussy.
"Mmm, I can't wait to have you inside me." Lexi coos as she starts rubbing her clit while her other hand squeezes her boob.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I groan as I drop my pants and boxer briefs, leaving me as naked as Lexi.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi says as she eyes my cock and licks her lips.
I watch as Lexi pushes two fingers up her cunt and pinches her nipple. My hand goes to my dick and I start stroking as I watch Lexi pleasure herself. She looks so sexy with her two longest fingers pushing into her body. Her back is arching while she squeezes a tit.
"You feel so good inside me." Lexi moans, "So big. So fucking big."
Unable to wait any longer, I climb up on the bed. Eyeing her mouth as she moans and pants, I decide to let her keep fingering herself for awhile longer. Straddling her chest, I position myself so my cock is right in her face. I then slap her face with it several times as she opens her mouth and tries to suck it.
"Mmm, let me suck it." she begs.
"You wanna suck it?" I ask as I slap her tongue with my mushroom head.
"Please let me suck it." Lexi coos in a wanton voice.
I can tell she continues to finger herself with one hand as her other grips my upper thigh. I grasp my cock at the base and feed it to her open mouth. My gorgeous girlfriend moans happily the instant dick passes her lips.
Reaching up, I grip the headboard with both hands as I tilt my head back and moan. Her warm, wet mouth feels so good on me. I push my hips forward, burying more of my length in her mouth. Soon, I feel her gag as she starts breathing through her nose so she can take me into her throat.
Her moans cause her throat to vibrate, caressing my thick shaft. I look down and see her lips stretched wide around me as drool runs from her lips. I can feel that her legs are raised and bent as she fingers herself and gives me head.
Lexi reaches around with her free hand and grabs my ass as I thrust my hips, fucking her face hard and fast. It's only been a few minutes, but we're both so horny, I know we won't last long. Lexi is moaning loudly, her little body squirming as pre-cum leaks onto her tongue.
"Do you want my cum, Baby?" I ask, knowing it will turn her on.
"Mmhmm." Lexi mumbles around my shaft before moaning loudly. She's getting closer.
"I'm gonna pull out and cum all over your pretty face." I inform her.
That's all it takes. Lexi groans loudly around my cock and I can feel her body tense up. She's cumming. Hard. She thrusts her hips up, and I know her fingers are fully buried inside her body as her pussy muscles convulse.
I pull my cock from her eighteen year old mouth and start stroking. Lexi cries out in pleasure and locks eyes with me. She sticks her tongue out as her hand strokes my thigh. Then she starts begging for cum.
"Please cum in my mouth!" Lexi begs "Cover my slutty face! Cum all over me! Cum!"
"Ah, fuck!" I groan as I shoot a rope of cum directly into Lexi's open mouth.
The gorgeous redhead closes her mouth and sexily spits the cum out, letting it run down her chin. The second rope splatters up the side of her face and into her hair. I gasp heavily as I paint her pretty face with the rest of my load.
"Mmm, yes, cum on my face." Lexi coos as the last drop falls from my cock and splashes onto her chest.
I watch as she snakes her tongue out and starts lapping up the cum around her mouth. With a contented sigh, I press my half-hard dick to her mouth so she can suck on it. Watching my eighteen year old girlfriend suck on me while her face is covered in my cum is quite the experience.
Breathing heavily, I get off of Lexi and lay down beside her. I can see she's still playing with herself, her fingers almost lazily rubbing her clit. My face splits into a grin when Lexi uses her other hand to scoop up some cum from her face and pop it into her mouth.
"Fuck, that's hot." I say.
"Thanks." Lexi giggles as she continues lapping up cum while touching herself. "I'm a dirty girl!"
"You really are." I agree. "I fucking love you."
"Well, that works out," she says with a smile, "because I love fucking you."
"Then let's fuck." I husk.
"Sure!" Lexi chirps, "Just let me wash my face. I'll be right back."
My girlfriend sits up and slides to the edge of the bed. She then hops to her feet. I lean over and give her ass a playful swat, causing her to squeak and cover her bum with her hands. She turns her head and sticks her tongue out at me before heading to the bathroom.
I stand up and raise my arms above my head as I stretch. Walking over to the bedside table, I pick up my phone and play on it for a couple minutes while waiting for Lexi. Soon, I hear her approach and set my phone down before turning around and facing my love.
"Hey, you." she says with a smile when I'm facing her.
"Hey, you." I say as my eyes travel up and down her naked body. Holy shit, she's flawless. She has toned legs and a flat stomach. I know from her bras that she is a B-cup, and her tits are perfectly shaped. Her red hair frames her lightly freckled face.
Lexi walks up to me and wraps her arms around my waist as she molds her body against mine. My semi-erect cock presses against her pubic mound as I reach around her body and grip her ass cheeks tightly. We smile at each other, and I can feel her hard nipples against my chest.
After holding each other for a few seconds, Lexi breaks away and hops up on the bed. I turn and watch as she creeps on all fours across the bed. I can see her pussy peeking out from between her legs as she makes her way to the other side of the bed so she can reach her bedside table.
She grabs a hair elastic and gets up on her knees. I watch as she brushes her red hair back behind her head so she can start to braid it. Her tits are jiggling slightly on her chest as she moves. It's amazing how sexy she looks doing such a simple task.
"So you have something to hold onto." she tells me with a wink as she finishes the braid.
"I like it!" I say with a smirk.
Lexi lays down on the bed with her head resting on the pillow. She then plants her feet firmly on the mattress with her legs bent. I stand beside the bed, looking over her naked body as she looks up at me and runs her tongue across her lips.
"Are you gonna do something about this?" she asks, gesturing at her pussy.
"With pleasure." I reply.
I climb up on the bed and nestle myself between Lexi's spread legs. Gripping her thighs, I push her legs back for me, giving me a great view of her pretty, pink pussy. Leaning forward, I take one long lick of her wet slit.
"Mmm, fuck!" she moans happily. "Eat me, Baby!"
I slowly lick Lexi's pussy, getting her entire slit soaking wet for me. Then I push my tongue inside her, causing the beautiful redhead to arch her back and grip the sheets tightly. She is breathing heavily, her breasts rising and falling on her chest.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" she pants.
As I eat Lexi out, I can feel myself getting hard again. Her pussy tastes so good, and I love her sexy moaning. Pushing two fingers up her cunt, I curl them up against her G-spot. Lexi goes wild. Her hands grip my head and her back arches as she screams.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she announces.
I continue licking Lexi's clit as I finger her, urging her to cum again. She's pushing my face against her crotch as a second, then a third orgasm washes over her. I can feel her pussy squeezing my fingers.
"I need you in me!" Lexi cries out, "Please be in me, please be in me!"
At her words, I pull away from her pussy and immediately climb up her body. Settling in on top of Lexi, I grasp my cock at the base and guide it to her opening. Her arms grip my back and we both moan as I push inside her eighteen-year-old body.
Gripping the top of her head, I begin thrusting into Lexi. She hooks her feet around my calves and rolls her hips to meet my thrusts. She's so tight, so wet. I can feel her breasts pressing against my chest as we fuck.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Lexi begs.
I run one hand down her body while my other grips the top of her head. With rhythmic motions, I fuck Lexi hard and fast, making her moan. I can feel her fingers digging into my back as her pussy grips me tight.
After staying in missionary for a few minutes, we decide to switch positions. I lay on my back as Lexi straddles me, facing my feet. She starts riding me in reverse cowgirl as I watch her ass bounce up and down.
"You like that?" Lexi asks as she looks over her shoulder with a coy expression on her face.
"I fucking love it!" I respond as I reach forward and run my hands along her sides.
Lexi places one hand on my thigh for balance, while her other hand grips her tit and massages the firm globe. I happily lay back and enjoy as my girlfriend bounces in my lap. Her long red braid is flapping back and forth as she rides me.
"I wanna fuck you from behind." I grunt after several minutes.
"Yes!" she hisses back.
She lifts her body off of me so that my cock falls out of her. Lexi then rolls off of me and lays down on her stomach. I get behind her and grip her hips so I can pull her to her hands and knees. Lexi happily complies, getting into the standard doggystyle position.
"Fuck me like a dog!" she says as she wiggles her bum in my direction.
I grip Lexi's ass in both hands, squeezing the firm globes of her butt cheeks before I line my cock up with her entrance. My girlfriend arches her back and moans as I slowly bury my entire length up her cunt.
Once I'm fully situated in her depths, I hold my cock inside Lexi and enjoy the feel of her vaginal walls around my shaft. I give her ass a spank before gripping her hips and pulling my cock most of the way out. I then push back inside.
"Oh fuck, that feels good!" Lexi coos as her body shakes.
"You like my cock inside you?" I ask as I start up rhythmic thrusting motions.
"I love your cock inside me!" Lexi groans as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
Reaching forward, I grab Lexi's braid and use it to pull her head back. With one hand holding her braid and the other holding her hip, I fuck Lexi doggystyle. She looks so sexy on all fours, her pussy stretched around my dick.
"Yes, pull my hair!" she urges in a wanton voice.
Happy to oblige, I pull Lexi's braid, forcing her head further back as her back arches. I fuck her for several minutes, holding her hair back and spanking her ass as she begs for more. Soon, I can tell she is going to cum.
"Fucking, spank me!" she begs.
"You like that?" I ask as I slap her ass.
"Yes! Harder!" Lexi cries out.
I spank her again, harder this time. I can hear the sound echo throughout the room as my palm impacts her butt cheek. Lexi is shouting for me to keep spanking her as I hold her head back by her long braid.



"You own me! Fuck! You own me, Baby!" Lexi screams.
Hearing her dirty talk as her orgasm washes over her causes me to cum as well. My cock swells inside her as I grunt and start squirting. I keep her head held back as her arms shake, both from her orgasm, and the feel of me cumming inside her.
"Yes, cum inside me!" she hisses.
As soon as I release Lexi's braid, the gorgeous girl collapses onto the bed, her head and chest resting on the mattress while her ass is still in the air. I grip her butt cheeks and slowly work my cock in and out of her several times before finally pulling out.
I push two fingers up Lexi's cunt and get them slick with our combined fluids. I then reach forward and push my fingers into her mouth. Lexi moans softly, her eyes closed as she sucks my cum and her pussy juice from my fingers.
We decide it's time to take a shower and head into the adjoining bathroom. After soaping up Lexi's naked body, I happily finger her to another orgasm. She then washes the suds from her body as I watch. Now it's my turn to be soaped up.
When we're both clean and dry, we return to the bedroom completely naked. We lay down in bed, and I take Lexi into my arms. She takes hold of my cock and softly strokes me while I run my fingers through her auburn hair.
Once I'm fully erect, Lexi leans over and slurps me into her mouth. I lean back and relax with one hand resting on her head as she sucks away. A few minutes later, I grunt and squirt a few jets of cum into her willing mouth.
She happily swallows before snuggling up beside me again. I wrap an arm around her as she rests her head on my shoulder. Then I pull the covers over us. No words are spoken as our eyes close and breathing slows. Soon, we are asleep.
I wake up the next morning with Lexi snuggled up beside me. I can feel her bare breasts pressing into my chest. Brushing a lock of hair from her face, I gently wake Lexi. She blinks several times as she sits up groggily.
"Ugh, I wish we could sleep in." she mumbles in a grumpy voice.
"I know, me too." I say, "But we have things to do!"
"Whatever." Lexi groans as she hops out of bed.
I head to my dresser for a clean pair of boxer briefs as my nude girlfriend putters around the room. Lexi gathers up some discarded clothes and tosses them into the hamper. She then heads into the bathroom just as I slip on a robe.
"Looks like someone didn't sleep well last night." I say when Lexi returns from the bathroom, still fully naked.
"Nah, I slept fine." Lexi explains, "Maybe a little too well. I wanna go back to bed and cuddle."
"That would be nice." I say as I wrap my arms around her.
"I love you." Lexi whispers as she looks up at me with her pretty, green eyes.
"I love you, too." I reply as I lean down and peck her on the lips.
"Good." she says.
"Now, c'mon you," I say as I reach down and pinch her butt, "let's go meet Kayla for breakfast."
Lexi sticks out her tongue at me before breaking our embrace and walking over to her dresser. She makes a show of bending over so that I can see between her legs as she fishes out a clean pair of panties. She then slips on the underwear and a robe.
Walking hand-in-hand, the two of us head downstairs for breakfast. Kayla is already sitting at the table, waiting for us and drinking orange juice. I pull out Lexi's chair for her before sitting down myself. Then the three of us start eating.
"Are you two ready for your pool party this afternoon?" I ask.
"Calling it a party is weird, considering I'm gonna tell my friends about what happened to me." Kayla says as she takes a bite of waffles.
"They'll be supportive." Lexi assures her.
"Oh, I know." Kayla says with a smile. "I'm ready to tell them. And I think once we get through that conversation, we'll have a nice time."
"Good." I say.
"You're getting drinks with Allan after work?" Lexi asks.
"Yeah, but I shouldn't be out too late." I confirm.
Allan and I have been friends since middle school and I'm looking forward to catching up with him. He knows I'm dating an eighteen-year-old, but we haven't had the chance to really talk about it. Tonight should be interesting.
"Good, I'll wanna fuck tonight." Lexi says, "I'm horny!"
"Thanks for sharing." Kayla interjects with a smirk and an eye roll.
"You're always horny, Baby." I say.
"And you love it!" Lexi insists as she opens her robe and flashes her bare breasts to Kayla and I.
"Lexi!" Kayla exclaims with a giggle.
"Yes. Yes, I do." I reply to Lexi with a grin as she bounces up and down a few times to make her boobs jiggle.
"Your turn!" Lexi says to Kayla.
"What? No!" Kayla shakes her head and rolls her eyes.
"C'mon, do it! You know you wanna!" Lexi encourages, ignoring me completely as she wiggles her chest at Kayla.
"Ugh, fine. Fine!" Kayla says with a reluctant smile as she opens her robe and reveals her significantly larger boobs to the table.
"Titties!" Lexi calls out as the two young women hold their robes open.
"Life is good." I say with a smirk as the girls giggle and put their boobs away.
After breakfast, the three of us head up to our rooms to get dressed for the day. Sadly, Lexi and I don't have time for a quickie. After that display in the dining room, I'm as horny as Lexi. There is some groping as we put our clothes on, but that's about it.
Once I'm ready for work, I kiss Lexi and Kayla goodbye before getting in my car and driving to the office. I get out of the car and enter the building. Saying good morning to Stacey, I enter my office and sit down at my desk. Now I can get some work done.
I work for a couple hours before my morning meeting, which drags on for at least forty-five minutes longer than it needs to. Then I take a little break and chat with Stacey before going back to work. That's when Lexi starts texting me.
Lexi: How's your day going, Baby?
Steven: Good! How's yours?
Lexi: Eh.. I'm really horny. Here I am, sitting in class and thinking about your cock.
Steven: Is that so?
Lexi: Yeah. Show it to me!
Steven: While you're in class?
Lexi: I'll go to the bathroom! Please, Baby. Please show it to me!
Steven: Get me hard.
Lexi: Yes, Sir!
I get up and shut my office door before returning to my desk chair. While I wait for Lexi to text me, I open my pants and pull out my soft dick. A couple of minutes later, I get several pictures, all of which appear to have been taken in a bathroom stall.
The first picture is of Lexi with her mouth open and tongue out, like she's waiting for me to cum on her face. The second is of her shorts and panties around her knees. The third is a nice shot of her pussy. The fourth, and final picture, is of Lexi holding up her shirt and bra, revealing her breasts.
Lexi: Now show me your big dick!
My cock is mostly hard at this point. I stroke myself while looking at the pictures until I am fully erect. Then, I snap a picture of my dick and send it to Lexi. Fuck, I'm horny. I wish she was here right now so I could bend her over my desk. That's when there's a knock on the door.
"Sir?" Stacey's voice calls out, "Can I come in?"
"Uh, just a second Stacey!" I say loudly as I start to put my dick away.
"Please, I've seen it before." she says with a giggle.
"Shh! Not so loud!" I shout, not wanting other employees to hear that, "Fine, come in!"
Stacey opens the door and walks in. She then shuts the door. She doesn't have any paperwork and I watch as she sashays over to my desk. My assistant looks so sexy in her business skirt and top. Placing her hands on my desk, Stacey looks over and sees my hard dick poking out of my pants. She licks her lips.
"Is there something you needed?" I ask, with a fake annoyed expression.
"Now that you mention it, I could use some protein." Stacey winks at me.
"So, you knew I was sexting in here?" I respond with an eye roll.
"C'mon, Steven." Stacey says, "You never close your door unless you're doing something naughty. I'm your assistant, it's hard to hide things from me. Pun intended."
"In that case, get on your knees." I say as my phone buzzes.
"Yes, Sir!" Stacey says happily as she walks around my desk.
Less than a minute later, Stacey is on her knees with my cock in her mouth. This is hardly the first time she's sucked me off, I'm just surprised at how often it is happening. We both agreed to keep things very casual, since I have a girlfriend. Speaking of Lexi, I immediately check my phone while Stacey is giving me head.
Lexi: Mmm, I wish I could take care of you.
Steven: It's okay, Stacey is currently on her knees with my cock down her throat.
Lexi: Oh yeah, how is she? Does her mouth feel good around your big dick?
Steven: Fuck, yes. I have one hand on her head while I'm texting you with the other. Her blonde head is bobbing up and down in my lap.
Lexi: Mmm, I bet you're leaking pre-cum into her slutty mouth.
Steven: I am! I'm so hard, I'm throbbing.
Lexi: Are you too big for her? Is she gagging?
Steven: A little. She knows how far she can take me, so she isn't going any deeper than that. So there isn't a lot of gagging. A lot of slurping and sucking though!
Lexi: Are you gonna cum in her mouth? Or spray her face?
Steven: Mouth. Can't have her leaving the office with cum on her face!
Lexi: Her mouth stretched wide around you as she drools. Fuck! I'm so wet! I want you to cum!
Steven: I'm close.
Lexi: Do it! Cum in her mouth! Cum!
"Stacey!" I grunt as I drop my phone and grip her head in both hands.
My assistant grips my thighs tightly as she takes me as deep as she can while sucking hard on my pole. I buck my hips as the first jet of cum squirts into Stacey's talented mouth. I can hear her hum softly as her cheeks fill with semen. That's when I notice she isn't swallowing.
When my orgasm finishes, my hips settle back down in the chair. Stacey then pulls off my cock with a loud slurping sound. The beautiful blonde then gapes her mouth open and shows me the large pool of cum between her lips.
"Take a picture." Stacey says thickly.
I don't waste any time grabbing my phone and opening the camera. I take a picture of Stacey with her mouth open, revealing the cum on her tongue. Stacey then tilts her head back and swallows deliberately.
"Send it to your girlfriend!" Stacey says as she stands up and smooths up her skirt.
"Really?" I ask in surprise while I put my cock away.
"Yeah, go for it!" Stacey giggles.
"You got it!" I say as I grab my phone. I immediately send the picture to Lexi.
"See you for lunch?" Stacey asks as she heads to the office door.
"You bet!" I answer as she leaves my office with the door wide open. My phone buzzes again.
Lexi: Damn, she's cute! I wouldn't mind a cum-kiss with her! ;)
Steven: Don't get me hard again! I just found relief.
Lexi: Aw, poor baby. Is your girlfriend giving you blue balls?
Steven: A little bit! I needed my assistant to take the edge off ;P
Lexi: Don't worry, you'll get to fuck my brains out tonight. I promise! And I'm gonna plan that threesome with Hazel.
Steven: I love you.
Lexi: I love you, too. <3
I set my phone down on the desk and work until lunchtime. After eating lunch with Stacey, I have another meeting, which lasts for well over an hour. A couple hours later, Lexi and Kayla both text me that they are home from school and have the other girls with them.
When I'm done with work, I drive down to the local bar to meet with Allan. I'm only waiting a few minutes before he arrives. The two of us order burgers and beers and sit down to a nice conversation.
"How's Kayla?" Allan asks before taking a sip of beer.
"She's good!" I answer after swallowing a bite of my burger, "She did just break up with her boyfriend, David."
"Well, I'm glad she's good." Allan says, "Teenagers can get really torn up over break ups."
"Yeah, Kayla bounces back fast. She's a strong girl." I respond, "She has a date with someone named Ian tomorrow. She's going to prom with him, too."
"Prom? Sounds serious!" says Allan before biting into a french fry.
"I don't know, I think she likes him a lot. I guess we'll see how things go." I say, "How're your kids?"
"Both good." Allan answers, "I can't believe I have a child in middle school already."
"Hah! Mine is about to graduate high school!" I laugh.
"You got started a lot earlier than I did." he says with a smirk.
"Yeah, I'm lucky I have Kayla." I say.
"And you're lucky to have an eighteen-year-old girlfriend!" Allan laughs.
"I was wondering how long it would take you to bring that up." I roll my eyes.
"My forty-year-old best friend is dating a senior in high school; of course I'm gonna bring that up!" says Allan.
I take a bite of my burger and chew slowly. I swallow before responding, "Yeah, yeah."
"So, what's the scoop?" he asks.
"Not much to tell." I say slowly. "Lexi and I got together at Kayla's eighteenth birthday party. Not long after, she moved in with us."
" She moved in kinda fast. Aren't you worried she'll move on?" he asks, "Eighteen-year-old high school students tend to do that."
"Honestly? Yes." I admit. "It's amazing that she could be interested in me. So far, everything's been great. I just hope it stays that way."
"Do you have anything in common?" Allan inquires.
"We like a lot of the same television shows." I answer, "And we both love Kayla!"
"Well, at least you can watch TV together. I guess." Allan smirks.
"Yeah, I get it. I have no business dating an eighteen-year-old." I acknowledge. "I can't help it. I love her, man."
"I hope things work out." he says.
"Me too, Allan." I respond, "Me, too."
Allan and I stay for several hours after finishing our meals, just chatting. It's nice to catch up with my old friend. We discuss work and our families, even though it's been months since we've seen each other, it's like we see each other all the time. I'm lucky to have such a great friend.
Soon, it's time to say goodbye to Allan. We agree to make plans to get together soon and shake hands before heading out to our cars. I start the drive home. It's time to find out how the latest pool party went.
Kayla
My alarm wakes me up Thursday morning. I reach over and shut it off before sitting up and stretching as I yawn. I don't remember any dreams this time. I'm definitely happy about that. Not that I mind dreaming about cock, but I'd rather not dream about getting gang-banged after what I've gone through.
I throw the covers off of my naked body and stand up. Grabbing my phone, I send out a few morning texts. Then I grab a clean pair of panties and step into them. Once I have underwear on, I put on my robe and head down to breakfast.
Breakfast is really enjoyable. I'm reminded of how much I love Daddy and Lexi. The way we tease each other and laugh together is really special. I even get a naughty thrill when I flash my tits to the table, at Lexi's insistence. We are so comfortable with each other.
After we eat, I head upstairs and change into my outfit for the day. Then I head down to the foyer to meet Lexi. We both kiss Daddy goodbye, then say bye to the butler before heading to the car. It's her turn to drive, so we hop into her car and she drives us to school.
The school day is pretty uneventful. I talk with my friends and flirt a bit with Ian. I ignore David and Keith, despite them smirking at me. During lunch, Ian and I exchange another kiss, and I'm happy to realize he isn't nearly as nervous about kissing me anymore. This boy will have a heart attack if he ever gets me out of my clothes. We'll see if we make it that far.
When school ends, I walk out of the building with Lexi, Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. Lexi and I toss our backpacks in the backseat and get in the car. The other three girls follow in their cars as we drive to my house.
We walk into the house and say hi to the butler. He seems overwhelmed by the five beautiful eighteen-year-old girls who wave and smile prettily at him. Ashley, in particular is in a mood, seeing as she blows him a kiss before following the rest of us further inside.
The girls and I grab a few cases of wine coolers and bring them outside by the pool. We then head inside to change into our bikinis. We decide to stick to the bathing suits we usually wear; I'm in black, Lexi is in light blue, tan Hazel is wearing green, blonde Ashley's big tits are spilling out of her yellow suit, and Marcia, the short brunette, is in a cute white bikini.
Each one of us pops open a wine cooler and takes a couple of sips before setting them down and jumping in the pool with loud splashes. We play around in the pool for a little while, giggling and having a great time. As the mischievous one, Lexi naturally sneaks up behind me and unties my bikini top. I let out a cute shriek when my top unexpectedly falls off my breasts.
"Lexi!" I shout as I cover my nipples with both hands.
"What?" she asks in a fake innocent voice.
"I'm topless!" I say, rolling my eyes. I'm not really upset, these girls have seen everything I have to offer plenty of times before.
"So?" Hazel asks. Her long brown hair is in its usual ponytail, which is currently completely soaked. "They're just tits! We all have them, and we've all seen each others before."
"Yeah, let's show some skin!" Ashley crows as she whips off her bikini top and tosses it onto the pool deck. She has always been the most adventurous of all of us.
Hazel and Lexi don't hesitate to take off their tops and shake their chests for our viewing pleasure. Shy Marcia giggles and slowly reaches behind her back. Soon, all five of us are topless and splashing around the pool.
It is so much fun. None of us are shy around each other, especially since we've all been naked together before. Things get more intense this time around though. A game starts up where we each try and grab another girl's boobs and 'honk' them. Ashley is a prime target with her massive jugs.
Marcia squeals cutely when I grab her breasts and squeeze them. I then let out a scream when Lexi comes up behind me and cups my tits, pinching my nipples as she loudly yells out 'honk honk'! Ashley and Hazel are giggling like crazy. I can see every girl has hard nipples at this point.
Eventually, we decide to settle down and sunbathe. We lay topless on deck chairs while sipping our wine coolers. I glance over at Lexi, who nods. We both agree that it is time to tell the other girls everything.
"So, guys," I begin nervously, "there's a reason I wanted you all to be here."
"Oh yeah?" Hazel asks, looking over at me. The sunlight is reflecting off her bare breasts.
"What's that?" Ashley asks as Marcia and Lexi look on.
"I need to tell you something." I say, stalling for time.
"Is everything okay?" Marcia asks with worry.
"Did something happen?" asks Hazel.
I try to tell them. I just can't get my mouth to form the words. Swallowing weakly, I try again. I still can't tell them. What do I do? I start breathing heavily, unable to speak. That's when Lexi jumps in with a revelation.
"Kayla and I had sex!" the redhead announces.
There is stunned silence as the three girls look between Lexi and I, unsure of what to say. I give Lexi a grateful look and she nods back in acknowledgment. Then I look towards our friends and smile, giving them a nod to indicate that Lexi is telling the truth.
"In fact, we do it all the time now." Lexi continues, trying to ease the tension. "We finger and lick each other. We tried tribbing and scissoring, which are kinda the same thing except you're more in a missionary position when you're tribbing, and when you scissor you really rub your pussies together more. At least, I think that's the difference. Or maybe there is no difference and the words can be used interchangeably. Anyone know?"




Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia exchange glances before all three of them burst out laughing. I grin, happy that our friends are handling this okay. They aren't upset at all, though definitely surprised. Still, they find it funny. That's good!
"So, how's the sex?" Ashley asks.
"Amazing!" Lexi says, "Kayla is really good with her tongue!"
"What about Steven?" Marcia, the practical one asks.
"He's cool with it." I say with a smile. "Daddy loves us both."
"Does this mean we're on for the threesome?" Hazel asks excitedly.
"Yes!" Lexi exclaims, "I'm ready if you are."
"Fuck yeah, I'm ready!" Hazel nods, her long ponytail bobbing slightly, "I've been waiting to fuck Steven for ages! Oh, and I'm so ready to try going down on a girl."
"What do you think? Tomorrow night?" Lexi suggests.
"Do it!" Ashley encourages before taking a sip of her drink.
"It's a date!" Hazel agrees. "I'll even tell my parents I'm staying with a friend so I can spend the night!"
"Awesome!" Lexi says as she raises her wine cooler.
"That's what you were so afraid to tell us?" Marcia asks, "I mean, I don't know if I could ever have sex with a girl, but we would never judge you."
"Yeah, nothing wrong with a little rug-munching between best friends." Ashley adds.
"We're both shaved, thank you very much." Lexi says primly.
"Oh, you know what I meant!" Ashley says with a giggle.
"What's it like?" Hazel asks, "Eating pussy, I mean."
"Well, Miss bi-curious," Lexi begins, "physically, it's not like sucking dick. There's an intimacy to it though that's similar. Bringing pleasure to your partner and all that. Then there's the taste. Mmm! Kayla's delicious!"
"You're not so bad yourself." I say with a giggle and a blush.
"It does sound nice." Ashley says, "Being that intimate with another girl. Especially one you really care about."
"I still don't know if I could ever do it." Marcia says, deep in thought.
"You had no problem grabbing some tit in the pool." Lexi points out.
"Yeah, boobs are fun to play with!" I chirp, making the girls all giggle.
"A little touching like that is okay," Marcia admits, "but more than that? I don't know."
"You mean you don't wanna suck on Ashley's big tits?" Hazel asks.
"I know I do!" Lexi says as she stands up and walks over to where Ashley is laying on her deck chair.
We all watch as Lexi climbs up Ashley's body and looks down at the taller girl. Lexi's smaller breasts are dangling from her chest as she hovers over Ashley. Her tight bum looks so cute, covered by the light blue material of her bikini bottoms.
"Hi!" says Lexi.
"Well, hello!" Ashley says with a giggle.
"May I?" asks the redhead.
"You may." Ashley nods, looking so beautiful with her wet blonde hair slicked back.
Lexi lowers her head and captures one of Ashley's perky nipples with her mouth. The blonde grips the back of Lexi's head and lets out a soft moan. Lexi balances on one hand as she runs a hand along Ashley's side while sucking on her big tit.
"How's that feel, Ash?" Hazel asks as Marcia looks on with wide eyes.
"S-she's really good with her tongue." Ashley moans as her fingers tighten in Lexi's hair.
"I call the other tit!" I shout, to my own surprise as much as anyone's.
I walk over to the deck chair where Lexi and Ashley are. Lexi moves over to give me room, and soon we're both on top of Ashley. I toss my wet hair over my shoulder as I lean down and take Ashley's other nipple in my mouth.
"Holy shit." Marcia whispers.
I flick my tongue rapidly over Ashley's nipple, like I'm competing with Lexi, which, in a way, I am. I can feel Ashley's hand bury in my hair as the tall, big-titted girl moans. I wiggle my bikini-clad bum in the direction of Marcia and Hazel, feeling absolutely giddy.
"I have an idea!" Hazel shouts suddenly, "Sit up, Ashley."
Lexi and I pull back so that Ashley can sit up. I look over and see Marcia and Hazel both standing over us. Hazel is holding a full wine cooler. The tan girl stands behind Ashley and slightly to the side as she slowly starts pouring the wine over Ashley's full bosom.
"Drink up, girls!" Hazel chirps as all of us giggle, even Marcia. The giggles are making Ashley's big tits bounce enticingly.
I lean down at the same time as Lexi. We are now both licking wine off of Ashley's boobs. The three of us are barely able to fit on the deck chair. Ashley is sitting up, while Lexi and I have our bodies on either side of her legs. It's so hot, I find myself getting wet. I never thought I could get wet for a girl other than Lexi. Now? Now a big part of me wants to have sex with Ashley.
When the wine is almost gone, Lexi and I both stand up. I grab the near-empty bottle and drink the rest in a single, big gulp. Looking around at all these girls, I'm overwhelmed by their friendship. They are all my best friends. I can tell them anything.
"I was raped." I say after taking a deep breath.
The mood suddenly shifts as the girls let out gasps. Marcia claps her hands to her mouth in shock. Ashley's mouth is hanging open slightly and there's a tear in her eye. Hazel rushes to me and throws her arms around me.
"Oh, Kayla!" Hazel calls out as she envelopes me in a hug. I can feel our tits pressing together, but there's nothing sexual about it right now.
"It was Keith. At a party." I say, finding my strength "I got really drunk and he used me while I was basically passed out. I thought he was someone else."
"Oh, my God!" Marcia cries out, "The same piece of shit who nearly destroyed Lexi's life?"
"The very same." Lexi confirms.
"I-is he gonna be arrested?" Ashley asks, finally finding words.
"No." I say, looking over Hazel's shoulder to see Ashley. "We reported it, but it was long after it happened. No exam was done, there's no proof intercourse even happened."
"I'm so sorry, Kayla." Hazel says as she grips me tight. My arms are around her as well, I can feel her long ponytail, halfway down her bare back as I hug her.
"I'm going to therapy every Wednesday." I tell them, "I'll be okay. I have you all. My best friends."
"We are your best friends." Marcia confirms.
"All of us." Ashley adds.
"Forever." Lexi vows.
Hazel pulls back slightly so that are breasts are just barely brushing each other. She then places both hands on my face and looks directly into my eyes. I can see she's crying, and I start to tear up myself.
"That's when you and Lexi had sex, isn't it?" Hazel asks, surprising all of us with her intuition.
"Yes." I say, "It was a bonding moment. It wasn't romantic, but it was love."
"I understand." Hazel responds, her hands holding my face, "I love you, Kayla."
Hazel then surprises me by leaning forward and pressing her lips to mine. I hear the other three girls gasp, but it barely registers. Pressing my body against Hazel's, I immediately start kissing her back. My tongue snakes into her mouth and she moans, her hands never leaving my face. Eventually, she breaks the kiss and looks into my eyes.
"I wanna make love to you." Hazel says in a breathy voice.
"I want that, too." I croak.
"I understand, too." Marcia suddenly says, loudly and confidently.
We all turn to look at the short brunette. Marcia has tears running down her face, but there's no sadness in her eyes, just pure happiness. I can see why. We have each other. We always have, and we always will.
"It isn't about sex." Marcia explains, "It's about bonding. In love. Not romantic love, but our friendship."
"Exactly." Lexi says as she walks over to Marcia and takes her hand.
I watch as Marcia and Lexi face each other, their fingers laced. Lexi leans forward and tentatively pecks Marcia on the lips. When the short brunette smiles and nods, Lexi leans in again and starts kissing her softly.
Hazel is still holding my face, lightly stroking my cheek as we watch Lexi and Marcia kiss. I can also see Ashley sitting up and watching. The tall blonde has one hand palming her large breast, while her other is lightly rubbing her crotch from the outside of her yellow bikini bottoms.
"C'mere you." Hazel husks as she wraps her arms around me.
We're kissing again, and I am lost in the feel of Hazel's tight body and soft lips as our titties press together. With one hand at her back, my other reaches lower and cups her bikini-clad butt, squeezing lightly. Damn, she has a nice ass.
Hazel slips her tongue into my mouth and I moan loudly as I start to suck on it. We're walking backwards, toward the nearest deck chair. It's too unsteady to fuck on, but I do reach out and grab the large beach towel that is draped over it.
The tan beauty and I stop kissing in order to spread the beach towel out on the grass next to the pool deck. We're barely ten feet away from the other three girls and I glance over at them. Ashley has a hand buried in her bikini bottoms and is rubbing her clit as she watches Lexi and Marcia kiss.
Lexi is tentatively running her hands along Marcia's breasts as the two girls make out. I see Lexi squeeze one of Marcia's tits as the brunette reaches out and holds Lexi's hips. My eyes go wide as Marcia hooks her fingers into Lexi's bikini and starts pushing the redhead's bottoms down.
My attention is drawn back to Hazel when the long-haired girl parks her ass on the beach towel and reaches her hands out to take mine. I lace my fingers with hers as I lean down and kiss her again. The two of us fall back onto the beach towel, with me on top.
I can feel my larger breasts dangling from my chest as I lean over Hazel, kissing her intently. Her hands slide down my back and push into my bikini bottoms so she can squeeze my bare ass. I'm so wet, I want her so badly. I'm gonna fuck this girl in full view of our three friends.
Reaching my hands back, I help Hazel remove my bikini bottoms, leaving me fully nude. I then grip her bottoms by the sides and pull them down. Hazel lifts her butt to help me get her naked. Our eyes lock and we share a soft smile before my eyes glance around the area.
Ashley is now completely naked as well. She's leaning back on her deck chair as she saws her two longest fingers in and out of her cunt. Marcia and Lexi have their own beach towel on the grass near us and are kissing softly, wrapped in each others arms. Lexi is nude, and even as I watch, she grasps Marcia's bikini bottoms and starts tugging them down her smooth legs.
"Are you gonna fuck me?" Hazel asks, drawing my attention back to her.
"Yes." I state simply. "I am."
Looking down at Hazel, I run my hands up her sides until I'm cupping her small boobs. I then lean down and lay on top of her as my tongue finds her nipple. I take a breast in my mouth and start sucking on it, causing Hazel to moan and bury a hand in my hair.
"Yes, lick my titty!" Hazel encourages.
I squeeze both breasts together, my fingers caressing the soft tit-flesh as my tongue flicks her nipple. I then release her breast and kiss along her cleavage until I reach the other nipple. Soon, that one is in my mouth and I'm sucking hard. The entire time, Hazel's free hand is running along my bare side.
Releasing her boobs, I kiss up Hazel's chest and neck until I can capture her lips again. As we start making out, I hook one leg over hers in order to place my pussy inches away from her steamy hole.
"Oh, fuck!" Hazel moans when she feels my clit press against hers.
Hazel has one hand in my hair and the other squeezing my big tit as we start tribbing. I can feel her moisture against mine, and her clit rubbing along my own hard nub. We moan into each others mouths, our bodies grinding together. I'm so wet, and Hazel is dripping.
For several minutes, we grind our pussies together, hands exploring each others bodies. The entire time we are moaning and panting, whispering sweet words to each other in between kisses. Eventually, we both tense up and cum at the same time. I cry out against Hazel's lips as she moans my name. That's when we hear Marcia.
"Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop!" Marcia calls out loudly, her voice echoing throughout the entire backyard.
Hazel and I break our kiss and look over at the other towel. Marcia is flat on her back with her arms reaching over her head to grip the grass tightly. On her knees, with her head between Marcia's spread legs, is Lexi. I can see from here that the gorgeous redhead is currently eating out Marcia.
At the same time, Ashley is laying next to Marcia and sucking on the brunette's titty, while squeezing the other breast. Ashley's legs are slightly spread, and I can see her pink pussy. Lexi grips Marcia's thighs and spreads her legs wide so she can suck on the other girl's clit, making Marcia's back arch.
"That looks like fun." Hazel comments.
"Sixty-nine?" I suggest when I turn back to look at Hazel.
"I'd love to." the tan girl replies.
I flip my body over and toss a leg over Hazel's shoulder so that I'm straddling her. I lower my pussy over her face as I lean down and kiss her wet slit. The tan girl lets out a soft moan, then I can feel her hands on my ass just before a tongue takes a soft lick of my pussy.
"Oh, Hazel." I moan against her sweet snatch.
"Mm, Kayla." Hazel responds as she kisses my slit.
Hooking my arms around Hazel's thighs, I spread her legs and bury my face in her cunt. She tastes different from Lexi. Not better, not worse, just different. I love it. I alternate between pushing my tongue in and out of her pussy and sucking on her hard clit.
I can tell Hazel is still a little nervous. She's taking long, slow licks of my slit as she grips my ass tightly in both hands. I squirm on top of her body, doing my best to indicate to Hazel that I'm enjoying her ministrations. The long-haired girl seems to understand and begins to eat me out with much more enthusiasm.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming! Oh, my God!" I hear Marcia cry out.
"Yeah, make that pussy purr!" Ashley encourages.
I smile against Hazel's pussy, so glad that Marcia is getting into this. I love my friends, and I'm going to show all of them just how much. Releasing Hazel's thigh, I push two fingers into her pussy and start moving them in and out as I tongue her clit. I hear her cry out from behind me, and know she's enjoying this.
"Oh God, Kayla! I'm gonna cum! Keep doing that, keep doing that!" Hazel begs as her body tenses up.
Happy to oblige, I continue fingering Hazel while my tongue rapidly flicks her clit. She goes wild; her hips bucking hard as her pussy muscles grip my fingers like a vice. The tan babe cries out against my pussy that she's cumming and I can feel pussy juice running down my fingers.
Once she comes down from her orgasm, Hazel resumes eating me out. I groan loudly as I lap up her arousal. Fuck, she's great with her tongue. My beautiful friend then surprises me by releasing my ass cheeks, taking her index finger, and shoving it right up my butt hole.
"Holy shit!" I screech as I toss my raven hair over my shoulder.
I'm cumming. I'm cumming hard. And Hazel knows it. She pushes her index finger all the way up my bum as her tongue rapidly flicks my clit. The sensations cause me to cum again as tiny electric shocks shoot throughout my entire body.
I collapse limply on top of Hazel. My face is right at her crotch, my sweaty hair clinging to her thigh as I struggle for breath. I still have two fingers buried up her cunt and I slowly push them in and out of her as I recover from the aftermath of my orgasm.
In the meantime, Hazel removes her finger from my ass and grips my butt in both hands as she resumes licking me softly. Her hands feel so good squeezing my ass, her tongue is heaven on my clit. Fuck!
Swallowing weakly, I lift my head off her upper thigh and adjust so I can get my face back in her box. I take Hazel's clit between my lips and start sucking on the little nub. Barely thirty seconds later, my friend announces her orgasm.
I don't stop. I can hear moaning in the background from our three other friends, which only drives my lust. I keep licking and fingering Hazel as hard and fast as I can. When I curl my fingers up against her G-spot, Hazel cries out a second orgasm, then screams out a third.
No more, no more..." Hazel groans weakly as her leg tan leg shakes.
Giggling, I pull my fingers out of Hazel's snatch and give her pussy a kiss before rolling off of her. We lay there, heads at each others feet, breathing heavily as our breasts rise and fall. Sweat dots our young bodies and we can't help but laugh.
"Oh, Marcia! Eat me!" Lexi's voice cries out.
The redhead's voice causes me to sit up and turn to look at my three other friends. Now, Lexi is on her back on the beach towel while Ashley sucks her boobs. Marcia is between Lexi's legs and lapping at her pussy. I can't believe it; Marcia is eating pussy!
I stand up on shaky legs and turn a quick glance to Hazel. It's obvious the tan babe isn't going anywhere anytime soon, so I walk towards the trio, naked as a jaybird. Ashley sees me heading their way and hops to her feet.
"Hey, you." the tall blonde says confidently as she approaches me completely naked.
"Hey, you!" I respond.
We reach each other and immediately start kissing. I bury my hand in Ashley's hair as she reaches around to cup my bum. Moaning into her mouth, I press my body against hers, feeling her massive jugs press against me.
Ashley is the only girl in the group with breasts larger than mine. Marcia is close to my cup size, while Lexi and Hazel have smaller titties. I can definitely understand why guys love big boobs; I am in heaven as I palm and squeeze Ashley's sweater puppies.
"Oh, Kayla." Ashley moans as I tweak her nipples.
Just as I lean down to take a hard nipple between my lips, Ashley reaches out and starts playing with my tits. Her delicate touch feels so good and I feel a shiver of pleasure run along my spine. I cup the sides of her boobs as I suckle at her teat and enjoy the feel of her caressing my breasts.
We awkwardly pace backwards until we are on the pool deck. Then we break apart to grab a third beach towel. Bringing the towel over to the grass, we both hold one side as we drop the towel onto the grass.
Looking over, I see Hazel still laying on a beach towel. She's up on her elbows, her long ponytail dangling down her back as she watches Marcia go down on Lexi. Marcia is now reaching up and holding Lexi's boobs as the brunette eats pussy. Lexi's head is thrown back and she is moaning like crazy while her hands grip Marcia's head.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Lexi announces as her moans increase in pitch.
I lay down on the towel and watch as Ashley kneels between my legs. The blonde bombshell places my legs over her shoulders and starts licking my cunt. My hands bury in her hair as I toss my head back and start panting heavily.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I moan.
For a couple minutes, Ashley eats me out while I compete with Lexi over who can moan the loudest, and with more passion. That's when I feel a mouth close around my nipple and start sucking softly. It looks like Hazel has joined in and is now running her hand over my right tit while sucking on my left.
"Oh God, I'm cumming!" I announce as my hips buck and toes curl.
"Me, too! Cum with me, Kayla!" Lexi's voice calls out.
The two of us are moaning like porn stars as our voices overlap and we both enjoy the pleasurable sensations that come with being eaten out. Fuck, this is so incredible. I arch my back and cum again, just from the erotic environment.
"My turn." Hazel husks when I come down from my latest orgasm.
Ashley gives my pussy a kiss and removes my legs from her shoulders. I lay on the towel with my legs spread and knees bent, my feet planted firmly on the ground. Hazel nestles in between my spread legs and plants a firm kiss right on my labia.
Looking over, I see that Marcia is now kissing up Lexi's body and getting on top of the redhead. I watch as Lexi and Marcia start making out, hands running over each others bodies, squeezing boobs and grabbing ass. The entire time, Hazel is eating me out.



"Mind if I sit on your face?" Ashley asks with a coy smile.
"Mm, please do." I say, right before letting out a soft moan from the feeling of Hazel flicking my clit with her tongue.
Ashley kneels by my head before throwing one leg over my head and straddling me while facing my feet. The last thing I see before the beautiful blonde lowers her pussy over my face is the beautiful image of Marcia and Lexi scissoring.
I grip Ashley's thighs and lift my head so I can shove my face in her box and start eating. I moan against Ashley's pussy when Hazel shoves two fingers up my cunt. At the same time, Ashley reaches down and grabs both of my tits, holding on to them for balance. I can feel my hard nipples pressing against her palms.
The moans of five eighteen-year-old girls echo throughout the large backyard. Ashley moans while she rides my face, and I'm panting heavily as Hazel groans against my pussy. The tan girl is clearly fingering herself while eating me out. All of this is happening to the sounds of Lexi and Marcia whispering to each other and moaning as they scissor.
We continue our impromptu poolside orgy for several more minutes, with all five of us reaching orgasm at least one more time. Ashley taps out first, lifting off of my face and collapsing in the grass. Her massive tits are dotted with sweat, and they rise and fall with her rapid breathing.
Hazel pulls away from my pussy and climbs up my body to nestle herself in my arms. I wrap my arms around her as the tan babe rests her head on my tits, using them as a pillow. Looking over, I see Marcia and Lexi cuddling as well.
"That was amazing." Marcia gasps out.
"Mm, yes it was." Lexi says as she snuggles up with Marcia and lightly caresses the brunette's breast.
"We're doing this again." Ashley vows.
"And again. And again." Hazel says.
"Maybe get some sex toys for next time." I add in with a giggle.
"Oh, yes!" Lexi says with enthusiasm, "I'd love to fuck you with a strap-on, Kayla!"
"You just may get your chance." I say, smiling.
"I can't wait to tell Steven about this." Hazel laughs.
We all burst out laughing and can't stop giggling for several minutes. The entire time we are naked and cuddling, just enjoying each others presence. I reach over and cup one of Ashley's mammoth titties as the tall girl chuckles.
"Maybe we should wash off in the pool." Ashley suggests, "I'm all sweaty."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" Lexi says as she extricates herself from Marcia's arms and hops to her feet.
Lexi really does have unlimited energy. The perky redhead runs nude to the pool and does a cannonball into the deep end. The rest of us slowly stagger to our feet and walk on shaky legs towards the pool. Seeing Lexi swimming makes us laugh and we find our second wind. The four of us all jump into the pool at the same time, sending water everywhere.
We enjoy skinny dipping for quite awhile, splashing around in the pool and giggling. It doesn't take long for things to turn sexual. We grab each others tits and butts, we even try chicken fighting. Lexi gets on my shoulders while Marcia is on Ashley's. Hazel is the referee and sits up on the edge of the pool as the two teams try to knock each other into the water.
I can feel Lexi's bare pussy against the back of my neck as she manages to toss Marcia off of Ashley's shoulders. The brunette falls backwards into the water with a loud splash. Hazel declares Lexi and I the winners!
Groping turns to kissing, and soon I'm sucking on Lexi's tit while the redhead makes out with Marcia. At the same time, Hazel is playing with Ashley's big boobs. We can all tell our energy has recovered and we're ready to continue.
"Maybe we should take this inside?" I suggest.
"I'm game!" Lexi chirps.
"Me, too!" says Hazel.
"Let's go!" Ashley adds as Marcia nods her assent.
We get out of the pool and use the beach towels to dry off our naked bodies. There's some horsing around as we snap towels at each other and occasionally grab a tit or some ass. Then we slip on our bikinis so that the maid and butler don't see us walking naked through the house. Finally, we head inside and go to our room.
The orgy continues for a couple hours. At one point, I'm laying on my bed while eating out Lexi. Lexi is angled slightly and licking Ashley's slit. From the way our bodies are in a triangle shape, Ashley is able to shove her face in my hot box. Marcia and Hazel are on my couch in a sixty-nine at the same time.
We make love in every possible combination, except for one. Lexi and Hazel go out of the way not to do more than lightly touch each other, saying they want their first time to be with my dad. I understand that, they've been looking forward to this threesome for awhile now.
Once we are all sexually fulfilled and exhausted, the five of us lay on my massive bed, arms and legs entwined. Soft kisses and sweet words are exchanged as we slowly drift off to sleep. My last thought before surrendering to unconsciousness is that we really need some sex toys for next time.
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Steven
My hand lightly taps on the steering wheel as I listen to music while driving home from Thursday dinner with Allan at a local restaurant. It's been nice catching up with an old friend, but now I'm ready to get home and see the girls. I hope their pool party went well.
It's already dark when I pull into the driveway and park my car. Only Kayla and Lexi's cars are in the driveway, so I assume the other girls have already left. Hitting the car alarm, I lock the doors and head into the house. The butler is off duty this late, so only darkness greets me when I enter the foyer.
I hang my light jacket on the hook and walk further into the house. Noticing that the light is on in the main living room, I head in that direction. Upon entering the living room, I see the back of Lexi and Kayla's heads as they watch television while sitting on the couch.
"Hi, girls!" I say cheerfully.
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla says as she pauses the television and stands up.
"Mm, hi Daddy." Lexi husks as she also stands and turns to face me.
I notice both girls have wet hair and are dressed in robes. Their hard nipples denting the fabric proves that neither girl is wearing a bra. My smile starts to fade when I notice the serious expression on the girls' faces.
"We need to talk." Lexi says.
"Uh-oh." I reply, "What's wrong?"
"There's something we need to tell you, Daddy." Kayla says as she crosses her arms beneath her breasts.
"Whatever it is, I'm here for you both. I promise." I say, my heart filling with worry. These girls have both been through so much.
"Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia came over today." Lexi begins, "And Kayla told them everything. About the rape, about she and I having sex."
"Yes, I remember that was the plan." I answer as I now worry that something has gone wrong with their friends.
"Well..." Kayla begins nervously.
That's when both girls break out into a smile and speak at the same time. "We had a lesbian orgy!"
"I-I'm sorry?" I stammer, unable to believe what I just heard. Relief still floods me as I realize the girls are definitely okay after all.
"A lesbian orgy." Kayla says with a nod.
"Yes, us girls all got naked and fingered and licked each other. Played with each others titties, sixty-nined. That kind of thing." Lexi explains.
"Uh... um.. wow." I mumble, my cock rock hard as I imagine five naked eighteen-year-old girls crawling all over each other.
Lexi takes my hand and laces our fingers as she leads me over to the couch. I sit down and Lexi plops down beside me as Kayla sits on my other side. I wrap my arms around both girls shoulders as they snuggle up with me.
"It was the same kind of bonding that you two did, wasn't it?" I ask, trying to make sense of it all.
"I told you he'd understand." Lexi sighs happily as she wraps an arm around my stomach.
"Yes, exactly that. The five of us are best friends and will always love each other." Kayla explains, "We bonded. And we'll keep bonding."
"Well, you're all welcome to bond here anytime." I say with a chuckle.
"As long as you can watch?" Lexi asks.
"Sounds about right!" I laugh.
"Dirty old man." Kayla teases, shaking her head.
"Hey!" Lexi says, "He's not old! He is definitely dirty though." the redhead licks her lips as she reaches down and starts rubbing my bulge.
"Ew, gross." says Kayla as she scrunches her nose and makes a face.
"Yeah right, slut." Lexi sneers playfully, "You get off on teasing him."
"Don't call me a slut, you whore." Kayla teases back as Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Girls, girls." I say lightly, "Behave!"
"I think we'd rather be naughty." Lexi says as she unsnaps the buttons of my jeans.
"Don't you want to hear about all the pussy we ate today?" Kayla asks as she extricates herself from my arms and stands up. She then walks over to the armchair across the room and sits down to watch.
"Y-yes." I stammer as Lexi extracts my cock from my pants and starts stroking me.
"I was making out with shy, innocent Marcia." Lexi begins just before spitting on my shaft in order to lubricate it. She then starts moving her hand up and down as she jerks me off. "Her lips were so soft, Baby. I loved kissing her."
"The entire time, I was kissing Hazel. Mmm, my hand was grabbing her tight ass. She felt so good against me." Kayla coos as her hand runs along her boob from outside her robe.
"Holy shit." I groan, a drop of pre-cum appearing on my tip already.
"It wasn't long before I was eating Marcia out." Lexi tells me as she continues her hand job. "She kept screaming for me not to stop while I used my mouth on her. This mouth." she taps her lips with her pointer finger. Lexi then lowers her head and takes me between her lips.
"Oh fuck, yes!" I moan as I bury a hand in her hair.
"Does her mouth feel good on you?" Kayla asks as she slips a hand in her robe to cup her bare breast.
"Yes, I love it when she sucks me." I say with a groan.
"Mm," Lexi moans happily as she starts bobbing her head on me while one hand pushes my pants out of the way so she can cup my balls.
"Hazel took off my bikini bottoms." Kayla says as she massages her tit, "Then we were both naked and tribbing. It felt so fucking good to rub my clit against hers while listening to Lexi eat out Marcia."
"W-what was Ashley doing during all of this?" I ask as Lexi deep throats me. Fuck, the sound of her gagging and slurping is so hot.
"Oh! The voyeur was watching us." Kayla says as she pinches her nipple while her other hand runs along her bare thigh. "She was naked and fingering herself while playing with one of those big titties and enjoying the show."
My hips buck slightly, shoving an extra inch of cock between Lexi's lips. My girlfriend just sucks harder, moaning softly. Fuck, this is hot. I run one hand along her side as my other hand grips her hair and I start pulling her head up and down my cock, fucking her face.
"Yeah, suck that dick, you dirty slut!" Kayla moans.
I look over and see that Kayla's tits are spilling out of her robe. She's pulling on one of her nipples with her left hand while her right is buried in her panties. From the way her hand is moving in her underwear, it is obvious that Kayla is fingering herself.
"Hazel and I ended up in a sixty-nine, eating each others pussies." Kayla moans, obviously lost in the pleasure of the memories.
"Keep sucking me!" I grunt as I fuck Lexi's face.
"We switched partners so many times. I ate so much pussy! One time, I was being eaten out by one girl while another sat on my face. Another time, I was on my hands and knees on my bed while Lexi buried her face in my cunt. I came so much. It was so good. So good. Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Kayla moans, her hips bucking. I can tell she's cumming.
So am I. This is just too much. I twist my fingers in her hair as my jaw clenches. Then I buck my hips and start filling Lexi's mouth with semen. The beautiful redhead moans happily as she keeps bobbing her head, sucking up every drop of cum from my balls.
Lexi pulls off my cock with a loud slurping sound and sits up. She turns to face me and then parts her lips, showing off her cum-filled mouth. The sexy minx then looks at Kayla and wiggles her tongue around in the pool of cum.
"Oh, just swallow it already." Kayla giggles as she pants heavily. I can see sweat dotting her chest as she leans back against the armchair in the aftermath of her orgasm.
My girlfriend smiles widely before closing her mouth and tilting her head back to swallow my load. Lexi and Kayla then look at each other and start giggling. Kayla then pulls her hand out of her panties and stands up. She adjusts her robe so that her breasts are covered again before she starts walking out of the room.
"I'm heading to my room to masturbate until the sheets are ruined." Kayla announces. "You two have fun!"
"Bedroom?" I ask Lexi as I put my cock away.
"Bedroom." she agrees with a nod.
We follow Kayla down the hall until we get to the bedrooms. My raven-haired daughter heads into her room just before we enter the master bedroom across the hall. I close the door tightly and smile at Lexi.
"I know you wanna know what happened today, but I need cock in me. Now!" Lexi says as she discards her robe, leaving her clad in only a cute pair of panties.
"You got it!" I say as I remove my clothes. I notice Lexi watching me with lust in her eyes as I get naked.
"Well, we won't be needing these." she says cutely as she drops her panties before stepping out of them. Her eyes never leave my naked body.
"I want to taste you." I whisper as I admire the beautiful juncture between her slightly-parted legs.
"Later." Lexi insists as she hops up on the bed and crouches on her hands and knees. "I need to get fucked. Hard."
"I can do that!" I laugh as I admire the arch of her back and the way her tits dangle from her chest.
"Stop talking, get up here, and stick it in me!" Lexi says as she wiggles her cute bottom impatiently.
Not one to disappoint a lady, I climb up on the bed and get into position behind Lexi. Grasping my hard dick at the base, I slap her butt with it several times, making her shiver in anticipation. I then place my mushroom head at her entrance and slowly part her labia as I push inside.
"Fuck, yes!" Lexi hisses, "Give me that fucking cock!"
I grip Lexi's ass cheeks as I bury my entire length up her wet hole. Then I raise one hand and bring it down on her bum, hard. My sexy girlfriend jerks forward and lets out a loud gasp of pleasure as her vaginal walls ripple.
"Harder!" she grunts.
"Mm," I moan as I work my cock in and out of Lexi several times before spanking her a second time.
"Again!" she begs.
I spank Lexi's other cheek before reaching forward with both hands and grabbing her tits. I then slam my hips against her ass as I begin to hump her from behind. The beautiful redhead arches her back so our heads nearly touch. She's so close, I can smell the sweet scent of her hair, and her panting is loud in my ears.
"Fuck! Me!" Lexi calls out as she squeezes her pussy muscles so they caress my shaft.
For several minutes I use my grip on her boobs for leverage to fuck the sexy lady through two very intense orgasms. Then I decide I want a better angle and release her hanging tits. I place one hand on her hip and grip her shoulder with the other as I fuck Lexi with the entire length of my dick.
"I love your big, thick cock in me!" Lexi coos.
"I love fucking your tight, little pussy!" I moan as I look down and admire our joining. The exposed portion of my shaft is glistening with her juices.
"Yes! Fuck that pussy! Fuck it hard, Baby!" Lexi whines as she tosses her head back and moans. "Fuck my slutty hole!"
"Holy shit, Lexi." I groan, turned on by her dirty talk.
"Mm, you like hearing me beg?" Lexi asks as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
"Fuck, yes!" I say as I release her shoulder and grab a fistful of her hair.
"Yeah, pull my hair!" Lexi moans.
Holding her red hair, I keep Lexi's head pulled back so that her back arches. I can see her jaw drop as her mouth opens in a silent scream. Fuck, she's so hot, so tight. I can tell I'm not gonna last much longer.
"I'm close, Baby." I announce.
"I want your cum!" Lexi calls out.
"Yeah, where do you want it?" I ask as I release her hair and grab her hips.
"I want it in me!" Lexi pants as her hands grip the sheets, "Please cum in my pussy!"
I thrust several more times as I look down and watch her pussy stretch around my cock. Eventually, I can't take it anymore and pull Lexi's body backwards, burying my entire length up her cunt. My cock swells as I explode.
"Yes, fill me, fill me, fill me!" the redhead begs as she feels me squirting inside her.
I work my dick in and out of her several times before pulling out and collapsing on the bed. Lexi lays down beside me with her legs spread. I watch as she reaches between her legs and pushes two fingers in her hole. The sexy minx then lifts her fingers to her mouth and starts lapping up our combined juices.
"Fuck, that's hot." I groan.
Lexi rolls her eyes over to meet mine and gives me a wink before removing her fingers from her mouth. She then wraps her arms around me and snuggles up beside me. I hold her close and kiss the top of her head.
"Did you like that?" Lexi asks.
"I loved it." I say sincerely.
"Good." she says before leaning down and pressing her lips to my chest.
We spend the next twenty minutes laying in bed cuddling. No words are spoken, and none are needed. I love the feel of her smooth legs against mine, of her firm breasts pressing against my chest, and of her hair tickling my chin.
"Did you like it when I called you 'Daddy' earlier?" she eventually asks while tracing shapes on my chest.
"Why do you ask?" I look down at her in confusion.
"I was just thinking about my dirty talk and wondering if there was anything I could do better." she explains.
"Oh!" I exclaim in understanding, "Yeah, not a fan of the whole 'Daddy' thing."
"Really?" she asks, seeming surprised.
"Yeah, you may be my daughter's age, but you are definitely not her." I say.
"Fine, no 'Daddy' in bed, then." she says as she rests her head on my chest.
"Thank you." I respond.
"So, did what happened earlier make you uncomfortable?" Lexi asks.
"Fucking you doggystyle?" I ask, pretending not to know what she's talking about, "No, I enjoyed that thoroughly."
"Not that!" Lexi laughs as she playfully slaps her open palm on my chest, "When I blew you while Kayla was masturbating and talking about the orgy."
"Oh, that." I say with a smirk, "No, that didn't make me uncomfortable. I mean, I know Kayla was talking about what she did with the other girls, but I was thinking about them, not her."
"So, we didn't cross a line?" she asks.
"I don't think so." I answer carefully, "Our bodies are nothing to be ashamed of. I've seen Kayla naked before, and she's seen me. She and I are closer and more comfortable with each other now than ever before. That's a good thing. We didn't touch each other or anything. I was with you, and she was pleasing herself. As long as Kayla and I don't touch, I think it's fine. That's a line I won't cross."
"I understand." she says as she runs her foot along my calf.
"Think there will be more lesbian orgies?" I ask with a smirk.
"Kayla's right, you're a dirty old man." Lexi giggles.
"Guilty as charged." I say as I reach down and squeeze one of Lexi's tits.
She rolls her eyes and ignores my touch as she answers "Definitely, there will be. We even talked about getting sex toys to use on each other!"
"Holy shit." I groan as I tweak her nipple, "I wish I had gotten home earlier."
"Yeah, the girls all left about half-an-hour before you got home." she tells me as she reaches down and starts playing with my flaccid penis, "Kayla and I then went to the living room to wait for you."
"I'm surprised shy Marcia did something like that." I say.
"Me, too!" Lexi exclaims as she runs her thumb over the tip of my cock, "But it was about so much more than sex. It was bonding. The five of us are best friends now, and always will be."
"I'm glad." I reply.
We're silent for a couple minutes; me playing with her boob, and her stroking my soft dick. I can feel Lexi's soft breathing as her other boob presses into my side. I really am in love with this girl. I can't imagine being with anyone else.
"By the way, you might not get to see a lesbian orgy anytime soon, but you will get to see some girl-on-girl action." she says, reminding me of another reason I love her so much.
"Oh yeah?" I ask, "When's that?"
"Tomorrow." Lexi states simply as her hand reaches lower to cup my balls, "Tomorrow night, Hazel and I are gonna have a threesome with you. And she's spending the night."
"Seriously?!" I exclaim, "It's finally happening?"
"It's happening." she confirms, "Hazel and I didn't touch each other today so that our first time together will be with you."
"I love you." I blurt out.
"I love you, too." she says, "And tomorrow, you can make love to me from behind while my face is buried in Hazel's cunt."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say as I reach down and cup her bare ass.
"You like my bum?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"You know I do, Baby." I reply as I squeeze her butt.
"Think Hazel will give up her ass tomorrow?" asks Lexi.
"I don't know." I muse, "I haven't really thought about it. What do you think?"
"I think she might." she tells me, "We've talked about it via text and she's definitely curious. Nervous though. Make sure you have plenty of lube."
"We have almost a full bottle." I answer.
"Good." Lexi says as she gives my soft member a light squeeze before releasing it and standing up, "I'm gonna take a shower. Wanna join me?"
"Sure." I say as I stand up and walk up to her.
We exchange a quick kiss before turning and heading toward the adjoining bathroom completely naked. I place my hand on Lexi's bum as we walk, then laugh when she does the same to me. Fuck, I love this girl.
Once we reach the bathroom, I turn on the shower as Lexi sits on the toilet to pee. I step into the shower and wait for her to join me, which she does a couple minutes later. My eyes flick up and down her naked body as she smiles at me.
Lexi presses her body against mine and we share another soft kiss before we start washing each other. When we're clean, we start kissing and groping again. I have Lexi place her hands on the shower wall and stick out her ass. Then I get down on my knees and shove my face in her teenage box.
"Oh yeah, eat me! Eat me!" she shrieks as I grip her hips and stick my tongue inside her.
My hands run along her smooth thighs as I lick to her clit and take the small nub between my lips. I can hear the wet sound of her hands sliding down the shower wall as she pants loudly from the feel of me suck on her clit. Grabbing her ass cheeks, I shove my tongue up her cunt and continue eating her out with enthusiasm.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming, fuck!" Lexi moans a couple minute later as her leg shakes.
When she comes down from her orgasm, I give her butt a slap and stand up. I then quickly spin her around and place my hands on her shoulders while lightly applying pressure. Lexi takes the hint and drops to her knees as water cascades all around us.
I bury my hands in her wet, auburn hair as she takes my half-hard dick in her hand and guides it to her open mouth. Barely a minute later, I'm fully erect and my girlfriend is drooling around my shaft. Her eyes are rolled up to meet mine as she moans.
She sucks me for about ten minutes before I feel myself getting close. Grabbing Lexi's head, I bury my entire cock in her sucking mouth and ejaculate down her throat. She lets out the sexiest gurgling sound as cum fills her mouth.
I keep myself in her mouth until she's done swallowing. Then I pull my softening shaft from between her lips. A strand of drool connects her bottom lip with my mushroom head for a couple of seconds before breaking off.
We towel off, brush our teeth, and return to bed nude. Lexi wants to fuck again, but I am too drained at this point. Instead, I eat her out until she has two more orgasms and actually has to push my head away from her. I sit up and look down at her as she covers her pussy with her hands and rolls onto her side while closing her legs.
"So... good...." Lexi gasps out weakly, a strand of wet hair clinging to her face.
"I'm glad you approve." I say as I smile at her.
I lay down behind her and wrap my arms around her. I can feel her bare ass against my soft cock as I kiss the top of her head. Less than a minute later, Lexi's slow breathing tells me she has fallen asleep. Smiling contentedly, I join her in blissful unconsciousness.



When I wake up Friday morning, my arm is around her naked body and my morning wood is pressed between her butt cheeks. Her body is warm and soft beside me. My hand finds her bare breast, and I tweak her nipple to hardness as I slowly grind my cock against her ass.
"Mm," Lexi purrs in her sleep.
I release her breast and slide my hand lower, lightly trailing my fingers along her flat stomach until I reach her pubic mound. Gently nudging her legs apart, I find her wet center. Lexi stirs when I run my fingers along her slit.
"Mm, can I help you?" Lexi asks with a giggle as she pushes her butt back against my erection.
"You can!" I say happily, "But how about I help you first?"
With that, I slowly begin circling Lexi's clit with two fingers. The beautiful redhead leans her head back and opens her mouth in a soft moan. I lean over to kiss her cheek and notice her tongue snake out of her mouth and run over her upper lip right before she lets out another gasp of pleasure.
"I'm gonna slide my cock inside you." I whisper in her ear as two of my fingers push into her pussy.
"I want your cock." she nods.
"I'm so deep inside you, thrusting harder and harder." I tell her as I finger her and nibble on her earlobe.
"Mm, yes." Lexi whines, her breathing intensifying.
I alternate between fingering her and rubbing her clit for several minutes. The entire time I'm grinding my cock against her ass while softly whispering dirty words in her ear about what I'm going to do to her. When I tell her I'm gonna cum inside of her, Lexi reaches down and grabs my wrist, squeezing it tightly.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" she gasps as her body tenses up and she cums on my fingers.
Lexi's pussy muscles squeeze my fingers as I bury them inside her. I push my fingers in and out of her as she keeps cumming. Once her orgasm ends, I slowly pull out of her and rub her clit, making Lexi moan louder.
"Oh, Steven!" she cries out as her body shakes in a second orgasm.
Pulling my fingers away from Lexi's cunt, I reach up and present them to her mouth. Lexi parts her lips and takes my fingers into her mouth with a moan as she tastes her own juices. My erection throbs against her ass while she sucks my fingers as if they were a cock.
"Get on your hands and knees." I whisper in her ear while pulling my fingers from her mouth.
"I want to." Lexi whines, "so badly."
"Okay, then do it?" I say in confusion, suddenly unsure of what is going on. I stop rubbing my erection against her.
"We can't." Lexi shakes her head sadly.
"Uh, why not?" I wonder.
"Because we're having a threesome with Hazel tonight." she explains.
"I know, but what does that have to do with right now?" I ask.
Lexi turns her body around to face me and then pecks my lips. She looks at me and blinks before speaking, "I want you to fuck our brains out until neither of us can walk and are completely covered in cum."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say, "But that doesn't explain why we can't fuck right now."
"Because, you have to be able to get it up as many times as possible tonight." Lexi answers, "So, save up that man juice!"
"Ah, now I understand." I respond, "Still though, since meeting you, I've had no problem getting it up again and again. You're just that fucking sexy."
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps before pecking my lips again, "But you still aren't getting any right now!"
"Aw, c'mon!" I say in a fake whiny voice.
"Don't be a baby." Lexi says as she tosses the covers off our naked bodies. She then rolls away from me and hops out of bed.
"Where are you going?" I ask as I check out her pert bottom.
"To take a shower." Lexi says as she starts walking towards the bathroom.
"We just showered last night." I say with a frown.
"Yeah, but I need to shave my legs for tonight." Lexi explains, "And my pussy."
"Gotcha." I respond.
"Remember, no cumming today." Lexi says, looking over her shoulder, "That means no boning Stacey at work either."
"Fine, fine." I agree, "I promise I won't cum until the threesome."
"Thanks, Baby!" she chirps, "It'll be worth it. I promise."
"I love you." I say sincerely.
"I love you, too." she replies with a radiant smile.
My eighteen-year-old girlfriend then disappears into the bathroom and I soon hear the shower running. I sit up and raise my arms in the air as I stretch and yawn loudly. Then I get out of bed and walk into the bathroom naked.
The shower is running, and steam is filling the large bathroom. I can sort of see through the shower glass, and it looks like Lexi is running a razor along her shaving cream-covered leg. Feeling mischievous, I slide open the glass shower door and smile at her.
"Lookin' good, Baby." I say as I watch her shave her legs with a pink razor.
"Very funny." she rolls her eyes and sticks out her tongue at me.
I may be teasing her, but the truth is, Lexi does look amazing. Her auburn hair is slicked back from the water, revealing all of her lightly-freckled face. Drops of water cling to her firm breasts and flat stomach. From the way her legs are, I can see her pink pussy and feel myself getting hard again.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper.
Lexi's green eyes soften as she looks at me and smiles. Then her eyes dart down to my erection, "Fuck, you're big." she replies before licking her lips.
"Too bad I can't stretch that little pussy of yours right now." I say, teasing her.
"Mm, I know!" Lexi groans sadly as she runs the razor along her leg, "But I want tonight to be perfect."
"It will be, Baby. It will be." I assure her.
"Maybe you shouldn't tempt us right now." she says, still looking at my cock with longing.
"Okay, I'll leave you to it." I reply.
"Thank you." she says sincerely.
"You're welcome." I state before turning around and leaving the bathroom.
When Lexi comes out of the bathroom, she's wearing a robe. I can tell she doesn't have a bra on, but she is still completely covered up. I walk back into the bathroom and take my morning leak before slipping on a pair of boxers and my own robe. The two of us then walk hand-in-hand down to breakfast.
Kayla is already at breakfast when we arrive, so we both sit down and the three of us start eating. My daughter looks wide awake and cheerful, which makes me happy. She is really starting to seem like her old self again. Things just keep looking up.
"Did you two have a nice night?" Kayla asks.
"Got fucked, can't complain." Lexi replies with a giggle.
"Lucky you!" Kayla laments, "I was forced to masturbate all by myself."
"Poor you." Lexi rolls her eyes, "You were part of a lesbian orgy yesterday, you're fine."
"Exactly!" Kayla exclaims, "Lesbian. As in, no cock. Sometimes a girl just needs dick."
"Do I really need to hear this about my daughter?" I say with an eye roll. I'm not really upset, I'm used to hearing about Kayla's sex life at this point.
"Yes!" Kayla says.
"Deal with it, old man." Lexi teases, sticking out her tongue.
"Anyway," Kayla continues, "that's when I realized we don't have any sex toys at all. No dildos, no vibrators, no strap-ons."
"That's true, we don't." Lexi muses, "I masturbated a lot before hooking up with Steven, but I was getting real dick so often that I didn't really worry about having a vibrator."
"How about we suggest to the girls that we go sex toy shopping this weekend?" Kayla offers.
"Oooooh, I like that!" Lexi says.
And, my dick is hard again. They are talking about taking a trip to the sex store as a group of five eighteen-year-old girls and buying sex toys. Strap-ons to use on each other, vibrators, dildos to push in and out of each others cunts. Holy shit, I wish I could have fucked Lexi this morning. Hell, I wish I could bend her over the table right now and slam myself up her cunt.
"And, I think we broke Daddy." Kayla says with a giggle.
"I-I'm okay!" I stammer.
"Yeah, right." Lexi laughs, "Dirty old man."
"Really, I'll be fine." I insist. "That sounds like a great idea, Honey." I say to Kayla.
Both girls burst out laughing and can't stop for several minutes. Occasionally, the laughter will die down, then they'll look at each other, and at me, and start laughing all over again. I shake my head and go back to my breakfast.
After eating, we all head back to our rooms to change into our clothes for the day. I watch as Lexi places her breasts into her bra and hooks it. She blows a raspberry at me when she catches me staring. Smirking, I button up my shirt. Lexi finishes dressing, then helps me with my tie before pronouncing me very handsome, and ready for the day.
In the foyer, I say goodbye to the butler who wishes me a good day. Then I kiss the girls goodbye before heading out to my car. The girls get in their car and start the drive to school as I travel toward the office.
Arriving at work, I say good morning to everyone I pass, including Stacey, before heading into my office. I fire up the computer and answer some emails before looking over some financial reports that look very promising. The future of the company looks great!
After suffering through another meeting that should have been an email, Stacey brings lunch for both of us. We sit down with my office door closed and enjoy our meal while making small talk. Eventually, the meal is finished and I toss out our trash.
When returning to my seat, I notice that there is now a pair of panties resting on my desk. I look up at Stacey who licks her lips seductively. She is sitting across from me and looking very sexy in her business skirt and blouse.
"The door's locked." Stacey husks. "Shall I bend over?"
My eyes pop as I smile, and the words are on my lips when I remember my promise to Lexi, "Shit." I sigh as I lower my head and shake it sadly, "I can't today."
"What? Why not?" Stacey pouts.
"I promised Lexi I wouldn't cum until tonight." I explain.
"Why would she want you to promise that?" Stacey asks in confusion. She reaches over and picks up her underwear off my desk.
"Well," I begin, "we are having a threesome tonight, and she wants me fully charged up."
"Oh!" Stacey exclaims before grinning at me slyly, "That's hot."
"Thanks!" I laugh. "I can still eat you out if you'd like?"
"I appreciate the offer, but I don't wanna give you blue balls that badly!" Stacey giggles. "I can wait."
"If you're sure.." I say.
"I'm sure." Stacey grins.
"Thanks, Stacey." I reply.
She smiles before biting her lower lip nervously, "D-do you think Lexi would ever consider a threesome with me?"
"You'd want that?" I ask in surprise.
"I mean, yeah." Stacey smiles anxiously and starts rambling, "I've always wondered what it would be like to be with another girl, and I think that crawling all over you with another chick would be so fucking hot. Fuck, I'm soaked just thinking about it! I'm nervous, too. I've never been with a girl, and I'm really comfortable with you, so I feel like this would be the best time to try it."
"Lexi would want to get to know you before going down on you." I say teasingly.
"I figured that!" she says with a laugh.
"Maybe you could come over sometime and the three of us can get to know each other better?" I suggest.
"I'd like that." she smiles.
Stacey then stands up and places her hands on my desk. Leaning forward, the beautiful blonde pecks my lips. Smiling mischievously, Stacey spins around and flips up her skirt, mooning me. I admire the firm globes of her ass for several seconds before she drops her skirt. She then steps into her panties and pulls up the underwear before turning back to face me.
"Sir." she purrs before walking out of my office, leaving the door open behind her.
I smile and get back to work. For several more hours I work, until it is after 5:00PM. That's when I decided it's time to head home. I shut down the computer and say goodnight to Stacey. She wishes me good luck tonight and leaves the building with me. We both get in our cars and leave.
When I get home, I am thrilled to see Hazel's car parked in the driveway. I've fantasized about fucking Hazel for a long time now. I've even gotten a blowjob from her. Tonight though, tonight I'll finally get to be inside the tan beauty. I head inside.
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla exclaims. She looks stunning in a cute sundress. She has her keys in her hand and looks ready to go.
"Hi, Kayla!" I say as I hug her and kiss her cheek. "Ready for your date with Ian?"
"Yes!" she gushes, "Ready for your threesome?"
"Oh yes, definitely ready!" I say with a laugh."
"I'll hear all about it from Hazel and Lexi, I'm sure." Kayla says, "Anyway, I have to get going."
"Have a good time!" I say.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla replies, "I love you."
"I love you, too." I respond.
Kayla then waves goodbye to the butler and exits through the front doors. I smile and shake my head as I walk further into the house. When I enter the main dining room, I see my girlfriend and Hazel sitting at the table wearing dresses. Candlelight illuminates the girls' perfect faces as they smile at me. I grin and sit down for a romantic dinner with Lexi and Hazel.
Kayla
The second the door to my bedroom closes behind me, I shrug out of my robe, leaving me clad in just my panties. Cupping my breasts, I squeeze the large globes and press them together before releasing them. Then, I hook my fingers into the waistband of my panties and bend as I slide the underwear down my smooth legs.
Laying in bed, I get on my back with my head on the pillow and open my legs. Reaching down, I slowly run my middle finger along my moist slit, coating the digit in my juices. I lean my head back and bite my lower lip as I start to play with myself.
With my knees bent and my feet firmly planted on the bedspread, I begin massaging my breast with one hand. I lightly tug on my nipple, causing me to arch my back and moan. The fingers of my other hand begin to slowly circle my clit as I tease myself. Eventually, I can't wait any longer and push my fingers inside my wet hole.
"Mm, fuck yes." I gasp out as I turn my head to the side and press it against the pillow.
I imagine a man on top of me, thrusting into me again and again. I think about his warm body against mine, his hand on my titty. It feels so fucking good. I moan louder as I push my two longest fingers into my cunt, wishing there was something bigger inside me.
Several minutes pass as I alternate between fingering myself and rubbing my clit. That's when I arch my back and cum on my fingers, moaning loudly as my tits jiggle on my chest. Throughout my orgasm, I'm thinking about the guy tensing on top of me as he fills me with cum.
I'm still horny. I want more. I imagine the guy grabbing my hips and roughly flipping me over onto my hands and knees. Then I actually get onto my hands and knees as I put a pillow beneath my body. Straddling the pillow, I begin humping it with my ass in the air.
"Mm, fuck me like a dog!" I moan, "Use my slutty body."
My eyes close as I think about a guy holding my hips and using my body for his pleasure. I rub my nipples against the pillow as I grind my clit down against the fabric. Fuck, I'm gonna cum again! Fuck!
"Cum inside me! Cum for Kayla! Cum!" I beg the imaginary guy as another orgasm washes over me.
Coming down from my latest orgasm, I lay on top of the pillow for several minutes, panting heavily with sweat coating my body. Then I roll onto my back and grab my tits. Holding the large mammary glands apart with my hands, I let them air out. Damn, I'm sweaty. My wet hair is clinging to my face.
Too tired to put on a fresh pillowcase, I remove the old one and toss it in the hamper. I'll put a new case on in the morning. I then lay down on my other pillow and pull the blanket over me. I send a few good night texts Sighing deeply, I drift off to sleep.
Friday morning, I wake up naked. Sitting up, I raise my hands above my head as I stretch, causing my tits to push out from my chest. I run my hands over my breasts before tossing the covers off of my nude body. I then stand up and start getting ready for the day.
First, I send a few good morning texts to my friends, including Ian. Then I change my sheets and put on a fresh pillow case. Next, I grab a clean pair of panties and head to the bathroom for a morning shower.
After soaping up my body and washing away the suds, I begin to run my hands along my teenage frame. It doesn't take long before my fingers find my clit. Spreading my legs, I start to play with my pussy. Fuck, I need a dildo. Or a vibrator. Or both.
My left hand braces against the shower wall as I toss my head back and moan. Soon, my juices are flowing and I'm about to cum. I'm so wet. I rub my clit rapidly, triggering my orgasm as my smooth legs shake.
"Fuck, yes! Fuck me!" I groan. I need cock.
I finish my shower and head downstairs to breakfast in my robe. Daddy and Lexi arrive a few minutes later. As we eat, I mention the idea of going sex toy shopping this weekend to Lexi. She happily agrees, and I can't wait to mention it to the other girls. It's also fun to tease Daddy about it.
Lexi and I kiss Daddy goodbye and head outside. We then place our backpacks in the backseat and hop in the front. The drive to school is uneventful, with Lexi and I spending it chatting about random, inconsequential topics.
We arrive at school a little early and park the car in the student lot. Getting our backpacks, we head into the building. Soon, we spot Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. The three girls wave as we head over to them and exchange greetings.
Marcia, the short brunette, looks so adorable in a skirt and cute top. The tall blonde with big tits, Ashley, is wearing a sundress. Tall, tan Hazel is wearing a pair of jean shorts and a scoop-necked top. Her long brown hair is in its usual ponytail down her back. Damn, these girls are gorgeous.
"So, how was everyone's night?" Marcia asks.
"Got fucked, can't complain." Lexi says, echoing her words from breakfast.
"It was fine." Ashley chimes in with, "Masturbated thinking about our fun afternoon."
"Same!" Hazel giggles.
"Me, too!" I say.
"I did as well." Marcia admits with a blush.
"No need to blush around us, Cutie!" Ashley says to Marcia, "We all know how much of a dirty girl you are now!"
"Stop teasing her." says Hazel as she wraps an arm around Marcia and kisses the shorter girl's cheek. "She's still getting used to being a slut."
"It's so much fun!" Lexi chirps, making all of us giggle.
"I'm just saying she shouldn't be shy at all around us anymore." Ashley explains.
"I'm not shy around you! I'm just still getting used to all this. I've never been so open with anyone before. I love you girls." Marcia says.
"We love you, too." Hazel says with a smile as she kisses Marcia's cheek again.
"Also, I blew Steven and let him take a picture of my cum-filled mouth. And don't forget the threesome!" Marcia says primly, "I'm not always shy! I'm just quiet."
"A quiet slut, then!" Ashley teases.
"Speaking of being a slut, I've got an idea." I say with a smirk.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Ashley asks as she twirls her blonde hair around her fingers.
"We don't have any sex toys for our orgies, or our alone time for that matter." I begin, "So, I was thinking we head to the sex store and stock up this weekend!"
"I have always wanted to try a vibrator!" Hazel exclaims.
"Me, too!" Ashley says.
"I have one." Marcia admits with a smile.
All five of us share glances before we burst out laughing. Of course quiet Marcia is the one of us who has a sex toy already. It's amazing how shy Marcia can be sometimes, yet she still spent all of yesterday fingering and licking pussy. I'm just glad she can be herself around us, her best friends.
"Oh look, it's your boyfriend!" Ashley teases as she points out Ian. He's walking in the door with his two closest friends.



"Go say hi!" Lexi suggests as she makes a kissing face.
"Fine. I'll go!" I say as I flip them off and walk away. "Later sluts!"
Ian turns and sees me approach. He smiles at me and I see him turn and say something to his friends. His two friends head down the hall as Ian walks toward me. I smile back and give him a cute wave.
"Hi, Ian!" I say with a smile as I stand on my toes to peck his lips.
"Hi, Kayla!" he replies, kissing me back. "Did you just flip off your friends?"
"Yes!" I laugh. He doesn't seem nearly as nervous about pecks on the lips. Wait until we get to making out! "They were just teasing me."
"Oh, okay." Ian says, "Josh and Shawn can be that way, too."
"Yup! Just some teasing between friends." I tell him.
He nods in understanding before changing the topic, "Are we still on for tonight?"
"We are!" I say as I place my hands behind my back and bounce on my heels cutely "Pick you up at 6:30PM and we'll go to dinner and a movie?"
"I can't wait!" Ian exclaims before blushing.
"Neither can I!" I tell him as I lean up and kiss his cheek. "See you at lunch?"
"Definitely!" Ian says.
"Bye, Ian." I say before giving him another peck on the lips.
"Bye, Kayla." he replies after kissing me.
I go to my homeroom and sit down for attendance. Then I head to my first class, English, and hand in my essay assignment. After English, I go to Calculus and spend the class going over the latest chapter. Once my morning classes are over, it's time for lunch.
"So, how's the boyfriend?" Lexi teases as she slides up beside me and hip checks me while we walk down the hall.
"He's not my boyfriend yet." I say, rolling my eyes.
"That's not what it looked like to me!" Lexi giggles.
"Oh, eat me!" I reply with a smile and shake of my head.
"Mm, gladly!" she says, licking her lips.
I stick my tongue out at Lexi as we walk into the cafeteria. We each buy our lunch and head to our regular table to sit down with Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel. The five of us chat about our plans for the weekend, and it is decided that Hazel will drive down to my house in her own car. She'll spend the night with Daddy and Lexi, probably getting her brains fucked out.
"What should we do tomorrow?" Marcia asks, "I'm free all day."
"Yeah, so am I." Ashley confirms before taking a bite of her lunch.
"We talked about sex toy shopping," Lexi reminds us, "we could do that?"
"That works for me!" says Hazel.
"We could meet at the dirty store after lunch?" Marcia suggests with a cute grin.
"Sounds like a plan!" I say as I giggle, "If I can't get real cock, I'll have to find a fake one!"
"You can get real cock anytime you want, girl." Lexi says, "You just have standards."
"And the guy you do want is right over there." Ashley responds, pointing to the other side of the cafeteria where Ian is sitting with his two closest friends.
"Yeah, go say hi!" Hazel exclaims.
I'm eating lunch with you girls right now!" I object.
"We could go sit with them?" Marcia suggests, "There's plenty of room."
"Oh, that's a good idea!" Ashley says.
"I like it!" Lexi chirps. "Let's go!"
"Um, okay, sure!" I answer.
The five of us grab our lunches and start walking across the cafeteria. I can see Ian and his two friends, Josh and Shawn, talking to each other. Josh is a blond guy with curly hair, while Shawn has brown hair and an expressive face. All three guys look shocked as we girls approach them.
"Hello, boys!" Ashley says confidently, "Mind if we join you?"
"U-um, uh, yes! Sure!" Josh stammers as he obviously tries to avoid looking at Ashley's cleavage.
"Thanks guys!" says Lexi as she takes a seat across from Ian.
"Hey, Cutie." I say to Ian as I slide into the seat beside him and kiss his cheek.
"Aw! How sweet!" Hazel teases.
"The two lovebirds!" Ashley giggles.
"Don't embarrass the poor boy." Marcia says, sympathizing with Ian, who is blushing beet red.
"So, what were you guys chatting about?" Lexi asks the guys to change the subject.
"Just our upcoming Physics project." Josh mumbles.
"Yeah, it's been so much work. We're ready to have it done and over with." Shawn says, not shy at all.
"Oh yeah, I still have to finish mine." Marcia responds.
The eight of us end up chatting about school for awhile. It's a subject all teenagers can relate to, so it helps ease the tension. My first impressions of the guys are correct; Josh is quiet and Shawn is very outgoing. All three of these guys are very nice, I don't understand why they get made fun of. It isn't right.
"So, you two ready for your date tonight?" Shawn asks.
"Yeah, definitely!" I say happily. "I'm picking Ian up at 6:30PM."
"Dinner and a movie is the standard for a first date." Hazel adds.
"Yeah, it really is." Marcia agrees.
"I wouldn't know," Lexi says, "my first date was at Kayla's birthday pool party!"
"That wasn't a date just because Kayla's dad boned you." Ashley teases. "It was a hook up."
"Whatever!" Lexi replies, sticking out her tongue.
"You're really dating Kayla's dad?" Shawn asks.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps happily.
"Wow." Josh says, clearly shocked and nervous at how freely we mention Lexi having sex.
"We heard that rumor going around, but never really believed it." Shawn explains.
"It's true." I say, "She's dating Daddy! I know what you're thinking; poor guy!"
We girls burst out laughing. Shawn and Ian chuckle as well, while Josh just looks in awe of the situation he's found himself in. We chat for several more minutes as we finish our meals. Then we toss out our trash and return the trays. Once lunch is over, we agree to start sitting together regularly before going our separate ways to our classes.
The rest of the school day goes by uneventfully. I don't see Keith or David, thankfully. I go to my classes and get as much homework done as possible during the day so that I won't have to do it over the weekend.
After school, Lexi and I meet up with the girls again. We say goodbye to Marcia and Ashley, who get in their cars and drive home. Lexi and I get in the car as Hazel gets in hers. The three of us then drive to my house.
Since we have quite a bit of time before Daddy gets home and I have to leave for my date, we decided to watch a movie. The three of us snuggle up and watch the movie together. There's a little light kissing, but nothing more than that happens.
When the movie ends, We all change into nice dresses that we have for the evening. I'm wearing a cute sundress for my date with Ian. Lexi and Hazel are both wearing matching little black dresses that show off their curves. Hazel's long brown hair is in it's usual ponytail, and Lexi's auburn hair frames her lightly-freckled face. Damn, they're both so fucking sexy. My dad is a lucky guy.
It's almost time; Daddy will be home soon. I help Lexi and Hazel set the table and light the candles. Then I head out to the foyer with my purse and car keys. Daddy arrives in less than ten minutes. I hug and kiss him goodbye, then head out the front doors.
Opening the door to my car, I toss my purse on the passenger seat and get inside. Then I start the car and back out of the driveway. Ian's house isn't very far, and I'm soon pulling into a nice, modest neighborhood. I park on the street in front of the house and walk up to ring the doorbell.
"Hi, you must be Kayla!" says the attractive middle-aged woman who answers the door. "My, aren't you lovely!"
"Yes, ma'am." I say politely, with a perfect smile. "Thank you."
"Please, call me Susan." says Ian's mom as she invites me in.
"Thank you, Susan." I reply as I enter the clean home.
I'm shown into a nice living room, where Ian and his dad are sitting on the couch. Ian looks exactly like his father. They both stand up when I enter with Susan. Ian looks very handsome in his tie. Ian's dad gives me an admiring look and a friendly smile.
"This must be Kayla!" he says as he extends his hand, "I'm Ian."
"Pleasure to meet you." I say, shaking his hand.
Ian and I sit down on the couch as Ian and Susan take seats in the two armchairs across from us. Ian looks so nervous. It's cute. I reach over and take his hand comfortingly. His parents smile as they watch us lace our fingers.
"So, Kayla, what do your parents do for a living?" Ian Sr. asks.
"My mom died when I was a little girl." I begin, "My dad owns his own investment company."
"Oh, I'm so sorry about your mom." Susan says.
"Thank you, it's been years but I still miss her." I admit.
"She lives in that giant mansion on the far side of town." Ian tells his parents.
"Yes, that's Daddy's house." I acknowledge with a blush.
"It's so nice of you to drive tonight." says Ian Sr. "When Ian told us about this date we told him he could borrow the car, but he said you had already offered to drive."
"It's no trouble. I'm happy to do it." I say.
"You seem like a very nice girl." Susan says, "I hope you have a very nice time tonight."
"We both do." Ian Sr. chimes in.
"Thank you." I say with a smile.
The four of us make small talk for another ten minutes or so. Ian is clearly very nervous and I do my best to put him at ease. When it's time for us to head out to dinner, I release Ian's hand and give him a moment to talk to his parents.
Ian Sr. pulls his son aside, and I can see him hand Ian some cash. Ian shakes his head, but his dad firmly presses the money into his son's hand. I get the feeling that they are not very well off financially. It's nice of Ian's dad to do this.
"Your parents seem nice!" I say when the door closes behind us.
"Yeah, they're great." Ian replies nervously.
"It's my car, should I hold the door open for you?" I say teasingly, trying to help him relax.
"N-no." Ian stammers, "I'll get your door!"
"Thank you!" I say when he holds the driver's side door open for me.
"You're welcome." he replies, shutting my door before walking around the car and getting in the passenger side.
I start the car and pull out onto the street. Smiling contentedly, I reach over and take Ian's hand as we enjoy a relaxing drive to the restaurant. We make small talk for the fifteen minute drive, then Ian's face falls when I pull into the parking lot of a pricey restaurant.
"W-we're eating here?" he asks with concern on his face.
"Don't worry, it's on me." I say as I park the car.
"You don't have to do that!" he exclaims. "I brought some money."
"That's sweet of you." I reply as I lean over and kiss his cheek, "How about I pay for dinner and you pay for the movie? That's fair, right?"
"O-okay." Ian says, relief showing on his face.
"Great!" I chirp happily as I unbuckle my seat belt.
The two of us get out of the car and head into the restaurant. There's a fifteen minute wait, so we stand near the entrance until we are called. Then we are shown to a nice table and brought menus and water.
"So, I didn't know you were a Junior." I comment, trying to keep the conversation flowing.
"Yeah," he says, "when I was a kid I thought it was lame, but I've gotten used to it."
"Why would you think it's lame?" I ask.
"Well, I guess I thought that it made me less of an individual." Ian explains.
"That makes sense." I say, nodding my head in understanding.
Our waiter arrives and we order an appetizer and drinks. Sadly, we can't order alcohol. I'll have to make do with soda tonight. The two of us continue making small talk as we wait. I'm smiling non-stop, but Ian still seems really nervous. I do my best to put him at ease, and once he starts eating the mozzarella sticks he seems like he is calming down.
"Are you going to college next year?" I ask him after we place our dinner orders.
"Yeah," Ian answers, "I'm just going to the local CSU campus. You?"
"Same! I'll be there with Lexi." I tell him before dipping a mozzarella stick in marinara sauce and taking a bite.
"Great!" Ian says, suddenly seeming much happier, "Maybe we can still be friends?"
"Definitely!" I agree with a big smile.
We finish our appetizer and wait a few more minutes for our entrees to arrive. Then we dig in. The food here really is delicious. I have a steak, and Ian has a chicken dish. I think he is trying to keep the bill low. He's so sweet.
After dinner, we share a dessert. I scoop some ice cream onto my spoon and playfully push it into Ian's mouth. He smiles and eats the ice cream. I'm having a great time and can't wait to get to the movie.
"Ready for the movie?" I ask as I back out of the parking space.
"Yeah, definitely!" Ian says, seeming much more comfortable with me now.
"Hopefully it's as good as the original." I comment.
"Sequels are never as good as the originals, Kayla!" he laughs.
"Fine, fine. You're right." I admit. "I just hope it doesn't suck."
It doesn't suck. It's not great, but it definitely isn't as bad as some of the reviews suggest. We're still full from dinner, so we only got sodas. That still sets Ian back over fifteen bucks. Damn movie theater prices.
During the movie I reach over and take Ian's hand. My eyes glance over to his face and I can see he's smiling broadly as our fingers lace. He then gives my hand an affectionate squeeze. We watch the rest of the movie this way.
"I don't want this night to end yet." I sigh as we walk out of the theater.
"Neither do I." Ian agrees, "This is my first date."
"Well, we should do something to make it extra special!" I say as we get into my car.
"L-like what?" he asks, once again seeming nervous.
"We could go park at the beach?" I suggest, starting the car.
"Oh! Um, yeah. Okay!" he says.
"Great, let's go!" I reply as I pull out onto the street.
Ian is pretty quiet on the drive to the beach. I think he knows the local beach is a popular make out spot. Good, then he knows what's coming. I smile to myself as I pull into the beach parking lot and park in a space.
"I-It's a nice night." Ian says.
"Yeah, it really is!" I agree as I put the windows down. I then turn the radio down slightly to set the mood.
"C-can I see you again?" he asks, then struggles to clarify, "Like, another date?"
"I'd like that." I say, turning to face him. I unbuckle my seat belt and brush my hair back behind my ear.
"G-great!" he exclaims, looking at me. The moonlight is reflecting off his face and he is so incredibly handsome.
"This is the part where you kiss me." I whisper.
Ian and I lean forward at the same time. Our lips meet in a soft kiss. I reach over and place my hand on his knee as we kiss slowly. I don't want to rush him, but I'm so eager for more. I part my lips, inviting his tongue into my mouth.
Ian doesn't take the hint, but when I press my tongue against his lips, he opens his mouth and allows my tongue inside. I moan into his mouth as my hand slowly caresses his thigh. Ian finally seems to find his confidence when he places his hand on the back of my head and pushes his tongue into my mouth.
The two of us make out for several minutes, our tongues wrestling. He has one hand buried in my raven hair, while his other hand reaches out and caresses my side. Part of me wants him to go higher, but I'm actually feeling nervous. I shiver slightly at his touch. For someone who has never made out before, Ian is pretty good with his tongue.
"That was, wow!" Ian says breathlessly when the kiss breaks. He's still holding the back of my head, and our faces are mere inches apart.
"I'm glad you enjoyed." I giggle as I lean forward and peck his lips once.
"I-I hope you did, too." he stammers.
"I did." I say with a nod. "You're a good kisser."
"Really?" he asks, obviously shocked.
"Really!" I laugh, "Was that your first make out?"
"Yeah, am I that obvious?" he asks sadly.
"I can only tell because you're so nervous." I say, pecking his lips again, "Don't worry, you were great."
"Thank you." he says in relief.
"No, thank you!" I kiss him again.
Eventually, we realize how late it is and know we have to return home. I put my seat belt back on and start the car again. Then I back out of the space and start the drive back to Ian's place. During the drive, I take Ian's hand and place it on my bare knee. His thumb is lightly caressing my knee as I park in front of his house.
"I had a great time." I say, turning to face him.
"So did I." Ian says sincerely, this time leaning forward and initiating a kiss himself. "Do you wanna do something tomorrow?"
"I have plans with the girls tomorrow." I explain, "How about Sunday afternoon? You could come over for lunch."
"I'd like that." he responds. "My dad will let me borrow his car, I'm sure. I should have thought to ask before this date."
"It's no problem." I say, pecking his lips again.
"Goodnight, Kayla." he says, opening his door.
"Goodnight, Ian." I respond as he gets out of the car.
After Ian enters his house, I pull back onto the street and start the drive home. The house is dark when I arrive, and I enter quietly. When I reach the wing of the house with our bedrooms, I notice Daddy and Lexi's door is closed tightly. I put my ear to the door and don't hear anything. They must be done fucking.
Entering my bedroom, I kick off my heels and place my purse on my desk. I then strip down to just my panties and climb into bed. I plug my phone in before responding to several text messages. Then I text Ian.
Kayla: I just wanted to let you know I'm thinking of you!
Ian: Thinking of you, too!
Kayla: By the way, that kiss made me wet.
It takes a couple minutes for Ian to reply. I imagine the poor boy is overwhelmed and doesn't know what to say. I hope he can find his confidence, especially if things progress the way I hope they do. A minute later he replies and I know he'll be just fine.
Ian: It made me hard.
Kayla: Good boy. By the way, I'm only wearing panties.
Ian: I'm just in my boxers.
Kayla: Mm, there's a nice image. Thanks, big guy! :)
Ian: You're welcome! :)
Kayla: Now, sleep well and dream of me ;)
Ian: I will. Goodnight, Kayla.
Kayla: Goodnight, Ian.
Steven
"You ladies look as lovely as ever." I say smoothly as I pour us each a glass of white wine.
"Thank you!" Hazel gushes as she takes her wine.
"Thanks, Baby." Lexi says, reaching out for her glass.
"To two of the most beautiful women I've ever met." I say, raising my glass.
The girls giggle and clink glasses with me before we all take a sip. The girls look so beautiful in their little black dresses. After sipping on our wine, we set our glasses down and begin eating the wonderful meal the maid has prepared.
The food is excellent and the conversation flows naturally. There is some light flirting, and the entire situation is so romantic. While eating, Hazel plays footsie with me under the table. Lexi plays with her hair and smiles at me happily. I can tell the girls are having a great time. I'm glad. I know I'm having the time of my life.
"That was delicious!" Hazel exclaims after swallowing the last bite.
"It was!" I agree, "I'm glad you enjoyed it!"
"Way to spoil a girl, Steven." Lexi says coyly, "It's almost as if you expect to get lucky tonight."
"Now now, I don't expect anything." I say, "I am just very hopeful!"
"Yeah, right." Lexi says, "You expect us drain every last drop of cum from your balls tonight."
"Lexi!" Hazel exclaims, "That's not very romantic!"
"Oh, we've had enough romance tonight." Lexi continues, "Now I just wanna crawl under the table and suck Steven's dick."
"I'd be okay with that." I respond.
"A girl's mouth on your cock? Of course you would be." Hazel says, sticking her tongue out.
"If you're gonna stick your tongue out at me, maybe it should be your mouth." I say, calling her out.
"Oh, I like it!" Lexi chirps, "I wanna see you on your knees like a slut!"
"Me? A slut?" Hazel asks innocently as she puts her finger tip in her mouth and lightly bites down on it.



"Considering where your tongue has been, yeah!" Lexi says with a giggle. "Go on, get on your knees! Then we can swap cum!"
"Well, since I'm already a slut..." Hazel begins, "I may as well suck some dick!"
"Push your chair back, Baby." Lexi instructs, "I wanna watch her go down on you."
I happily push my chair backwards so that my knees are no longer beneath the table and there's enough room for Hazel to kneel in front of me. Both girls stand up and sashay over to me, looking absolutely stunning in their black dresses. I admire their cleavage, their shapely legs, and sexy walks as they approach with sultry looks on their faces.
Lexi stands beside my chair and places her hand on my shoulder, squeezing lightly. At the same time, Hazel drops to her knees in front of me. Her little black dress rides up her thighs as she kneels and places her hands on my knees, spreading my legs.
Hazel then scoots forward until she is kneeling between my legs. The tan, long-haired beauty looks up at me with lust as her soft hand begins lightly caressing my bulge. She then slowly unbuckles my belt and lowers my zipper before reaching in and fishing out my hard cock.
"Fuck, you're huge." Hazel whispers, admiring my length as her small hand strokes me. She's seen my dick before, but she must still be a little overwhelmed by my size.
"Big." Lexi interjects.
"Sorry?" Hazel asks, her brown eyes still locked on my erection.
"It's 'fuck, you're big'." Lexi giggles, "Never mind."
Before Hazel can respond, I reach down and stroke her cheek as I smile down at her and whisper "Fuck, you're beautiful."
Lexi squeezes my shoulder, understanding that I save 'gorgeous' for her. Hazel smiles softly and turns her head so she can press her lips against my palm. She then turns back to my cock and strokes it while puckering her lips and breathing on the head.
"I'm gonna enjoy this." Hazel whispers as she leans forward and opens her mouth.
"Oh, fuck yes!" I groan as I feel Hazel's warm mouth close around my tip.
Hazel releases my cock and grips my thighs as she slowly takes more and more of my hardness between her lips. When she reaches the halfway point, the beautiful eighteen-year-old gags and heaves. She then stops and squeezes my thighs as she struggles to breathe.
"Remember, breathe through your nose." Lexi suggests. The auburn-haired beauty is still standing to my side with her hand on my shoulder as she watches Hazel.
"Mmph." Hazel moans around my shaft, and I assume that means 'yes'.
I look down and admire the top of Hazel's head as she steadies herself, with half of my cock still protruding from between her stretched lips. Fuck, I love that ponytail. It goes over halfway down her back. I can't wait to pull on it while fucking her from behind.
When she's ready, Hazel begins to lower her head, taking more and more of my cock inside. She is making the cutest gagging and moaning noises around my length. Eventually, she can go no further. She has taken all but a couple inches in her teenage mouth.
"Mm, good girl!" I groan as I reach down and grab her head.
Hazel moans happily as she begins to bob her head on me. With each down stroke she takes about half of my dick in her mouth. Holy shit, this feels good. Occasionally, she'll really deep throat me and gag sexily.
"Yeah, suck it slut!" Lexi cheers after Hazel has been sucking for a couple minutes.
"Damn, she's good at this." I say, causing Hazel to let out a happy sound and suck me harder.
I wrap Hazel's long ponytail around my wrist and use my grip on her hair to guide her head up and down my cock. I can feel drool running from her lips and down my shaft. Her chokes and gags are bringing me close to the edge.
"Gonna cum soon." I warn Hazel right after she takes me extra deep.
"Do it, Steven!" Lexi breathes, "Cum in her mouth!"
"Keep sucking, keep sucking!" I whisper urgently.
Hazel complies, sucking hard as she bobs her head while my hand grips her hair. I can't take it anymore. I have to cum. I buck my hips and grunt as I flood Hazel's mouth with my seed. The tan babe heaves as she lets out a gurgling sound. Her hands claw at my thighs as her cheeks fill with my cum.
I release Hazel's hair and lean my head back with a satisfied sigh. She then pulls off my cock and looks up at me with a happy grin. Her mouth opens wide as she shows Lexi and I the cum she's collected inside.
"Mm, that looks delicious." Lexi says.
Hazel stands up, then she and Lexi walk towards each other. I watch the two girls wrap their arms around each other as their lips meet in their first real kiss. Lexi and Hazel are moaning loudly as they swap my cum back and forth. I can see globs of white at their lips while they make out.
Lexi reaches into Hazel's dress and bra to cup a bare breast as Hazel's hands drop to Lexi's ass and squeeze it. The girls make out and caress each other for a couple minutes before breaking apart and looking at me as they pose prettily. I can feel my cock twitch when they both give a deliberate swallow and take the rest of my cum down into their bellies.
"Fuck, that's hot." I say thickly as I admire the two girls. Lexi, the shorter girl with auburn hair, and Hazel, the tall, tan girl with long hair. They're both so sexy in their little black dresses as they smile at me.
"Shall we take this upstairs?" Hazel asks coyly.
"Definitely!" Lexi husks, "But first, I want a quick taste."
Lexi walks over to me and bends at the waist. She then slurps my half-hard dick into her mouth and sucks up the last few drops of cum still on my tip. At the same time, I reach down and squeeze both her breasts from outside her dress.
"Let's go!" I say as Lexi stands up and brushes a lock of red hair behind her ear.
I put my cock away and stand up. Lexi and Hazel hold hands as they walk in front of me. I admire their firm asses as we head for mine and Lexi's bedroom. The three of us enter the bedroom and shut the door. The girls take off their heels as I remove my shoes and socks.
"Fuck, I'm wet." Lexi says.
"Mm, me too." Hazel agrees, "My pussy is soaked."
"Then, how about you two lovely ladies get me hard again?" I suggest as I star to undo my tie.
"Sounds like a plan to me!" Lexi chirps, "C'mere Hazel."
Lexi holds her arms out, fingers beckoning toward Hazel. The taller girl walks into Lexi's arms, and the two of them embrace. I watch as their lips meet and they start kissing again while their tight, young bodies press together.
I discard my tie as I admire the two girls making out. Next, I unbutton my shirt and slowly ease it off my shoulders. My undershirt is gone next, followed by my pants. Finally, I step out of my boxers, leaving me completely naked.
Hazel's hand is in Lexi's dress, feeling a firm boob. The tall girl uses her other hand to lower the straps on Lexi's dress until the fabric bunches around her waist, exposing her navel. Lexi thrusts out her chest as Hazel pulls Lexi's bra cups down, exposing her breasts.
"Yeah, lick my titty!" Lexi moans when Hazel leans down and licks a pink nipple.
I can feel my cock hardening as Hazel holds Lexi's boobs together and starts sucking on one of her tits. Lexi grabs Hazel's ponytail with one hand as the redhead lets her dress fall into a puddle at her feet, leaving her clad in only her underwear.
Hazel hums happily as she kisses along Lexi's cleavage and starts sucking on her other tit. Lexi releases Hazel's ponytail as the shorter girl reaches for the tan girl's dress. Soon, Hazel's dress is at her feet, and both girls are only wearing underwear.
My hand finds my cock and I start stroking as Hazel unhooks Lexi's bra and flings it across the room. The cute redhead then hooks her fingers into Hazel's panties and drops them to the floor. Hazel then stands up and smiles at Lexi, while still holding the shorter girl's boobs.
"Damn, this is hot." I say as I watch Lexi drop her panties while Hazel removes her bra.
"Mm, you like watching two naked eighteen-year-old sluts make out?" Lexi asks as she hugs Hazel.
"I think he does!" Hazel squeaks as both girl's breasts press together.
"I wanna watch you two make love." I say. They look so sexy wrapped in each others arms.
"Mm, sounds good to me." Hazel says as she leans over and pecks Lexi's cheek.
"I like it." Lexi says, "But first, I wanna watch you two together."
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Yes." Lexi nods, "It'll get me so hot to watch you stretch her tight hole."
"I'm ready, Steven." Hazel says as she breaks her embrace with Lexi and sashays over to me, "Give me that cock!"
I reach around Hazel's body and grab her tight ass. Then I pull her toward me until her breasts are pressing against my chest. Leaning down, I press my lips to hers as she places a hand at the back of my neck and kisses me back.
My hand slides up her side to caress one of her small boobs. Hazel moans into my mouth as I tweak her nipple. Then I feel her reach down and grab my hard cock, and I groan in pleasure as she starts stroking.
"Fuck, this is sexy." Lexi's voice says.
Glancing over, I see that Lexi has pulled my desk chair over to the bed and is sitting in it with her legs spread. One hand is holding her breast while the other is rubbing her clit. She's biting her lower lip as she watches us and masturbates.
"Get on the bed." I whisper in Hazel's ear.
Hazel smiles at me and hops up on the bed. She then lays back with her legs spread as she crooks a finger at me. Taking the hint, I climb up on the massive bed and get on top of Hazel's tight, young body.
"Hi!" I say, looking down at her.
"Hi, yourself." Hazel says with a giggle.
"Could you help a guy out?" I ask with a smirk.
Hazel keeps giggling as she reaches between us and grasps my hard shaft. She then rubs my mushroom head along her slit several times, making us both moan. Biting her lower lip, Hazel lines me up with her entrance as I slowly push forward and into her.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I groan as I grip the top of her head.
"Holy shit, you're huge!" Hazel gasps out, "Go slow, please."
I nod rapidly, breathing heavily as I bury myself to the hilt in one of the tightest pussies I've ever had. I can't believe I'm actually inside of Hazel. I've wanted the tall, tan girl for so long. Now my entire cock is in her.
"Fuck!" she groans, her hands gripping my biceps with all her strength.
I can hear Lexi panting in the background as I stay inside of Hazel, letting the tall girl get used to my size. When Hazel nods her assent, I slowly pull out until only the tip is still in her cunt. Then I push back in.
"Fuck! Me!" Hazel moans.
Gripping the top of Hazel's head, I begin a slow, steady thrusting rhythm into her teen hole. Her legs are spread on either side of me, feet planted firmly on the mattress as she takes my cock. I can feel her fingernails digging into my arms.
"This is so hot." Lexi moans, and I glance over to see she has two fingers buried up her cunt. "Fuck that pussy!"
"Yes, give it to me!" Hazel begs, "Please!"
Hazel hooks her ankles around my calves and grips my back as I increase my pace. I'm now fucking the teenage beauty at full speed, burying my entire length up her twat with each stroke. She throws her head back and moans heavily as my thickness stretches her vaginal walls.
"You're so beautiful." I gasp out as I look down at her.
"You feel so good inside me." Hazel moans as she gazes into my eyes.
I pound Hazel in missionary for several minutes, alternating between looking at her bouncing breasts and her perfect face. Fuck, I love the way her face tenses up in pleasure. She is panting heavily and I can tell she is close.
"You're gonna make me cum." she whispers urgently.
"Cum on my cock!" I reply, "Cum for me."
Hazel's face tightens up and she lets out a series of quick gasps as her pussy clamps down on my dick. Both her legs lift and start shaking. At the same time, I can hear Lexi crying out her own orgasm.
"Fuck! Fuck her doggystyle!" Lexi shouts.
"Yes! I want it from behind!" Hazel moans as she looks up at me with her doe eyes.
Reaching between us, I ease my cock out of Hazel's pussy. I then sit up and scoot back to give her room. The tan beauty smiles at me before flipping over onto her stomach and getting up onto all fours. She then wiggles her bum for my viewing pleasure.
I squeeze Hazel's butt cheeks as I admire her pretty, pink pussy peeking out at me from between her legs. Her long ponytail is halfway down her back, and she looks so sexy crouched in the standard doggystyle position.
"Stop teasing and get in me!" Hazel snaps as she looks straight at the headboard.
"Your wish is my command." I say smoothly as Lexi laughs.
Gripping my hard dick at the base, I line myself up with the entrance to Hazel's pussy. I've waited so long to fuck this girl from behind, I can't believe the moment is finally here. I look down and watch as my cock head parts her labia and slips into her body.
"Mm, fuck!" Hazel groans as she tosses her head back.
I release my cock and grab Hazel's hips so I can push the rest of my length up her cunt. The beautiful teen arches her back and lets out the cutest mewling noise. Her ponytail is slightly spread out and obscuring part of her smooth back.
With my hands on her hips, I begin fucking Hazel with a steady rhythm. I alternate between looking down to admire the way my cock stretches her pussy and watching Lexi masturbate. The redhead is now rapidly rubbing her clit as her other hand pulls on one of her nipples.
"Shove two fingers up your cunt." I order firmly.
"Yes!" Lexi cries out as shes complies with my demand.
I then turn away from my girlfriend and roughly slam my cock up Hazel's teen twat, making her gasp. Next, I lift my hand and bring it down hard, right on her butt cheek. Hazel jerks forward and yelps at the feel of being spanked.
"Again! Spank me again!" Hazel moans.
"Mm," I moan as I slap her ass.
"Yes! Again!" the tan girl begs.
"Hit her harder!" Lexi interjects.
"You like that?" I ask loudly as I slap Hazel's ass several times.
"Fuck, yes!" Hazel moans as her legs shake. "I love it!"
Keeping one hand on her hip, I reach forward and grab Hazel's shoulder. Using my grip for leverage, I slam my cock into her again and again. The sounds of slapping flesh echoes throughout the bedroom as my hips impact with her butt.
"Her hair! Pull her hair!" Lexi encourages as she masturbates. She knows how often I fantasize about pulling Hazel's ponytail.
"Yes, pull my hair!" Hazel gasps as I release her shoulder and grab a fistful of her ponytail.
I yank on Hazel's ponytail, causing her head to snap back. Her back arches, her legs on either side of my body as she lets out a keening moan. With one hand on her hip and the other holding her hair, I resume fucking Hazel with a steady pace.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" she pants as she takes my cock.
"I'm cumming!" Lexi announces.
Glancing over, I see Lexi watching us with lust and breathing heavily. She's cumming hard on her fingers while her other hand squeezes her tit. Even as I watch, Lexi's ass lifts off the chair and she thrusts her hips against her fingers.
Once she comes down from her orgasm, Lexi stands up and walks her naked ass over to where my pants are. She takes out my phone and unlocks it before pointing the camera at Hazel and I. Standing next to the bed, Lexi is obviously filming me fucking Hazel from behind.
"Act like a porn star, Hazel!" Lexi encourages as she films.
"Oh Baby, fuck me! Fuck me hard with your big dick!" Hazel begs as I hold her head back by the hair.
"Yeah, take that dick, slut!" says Lexi as she walks further up the bed to film Hazel's pretty face.
"Oh God, I'm such a slut!" Hazel groans as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
"You feel really good." I say. I can feel her pussy squeezing my cock and know that Hazel is about to cum.
"Oh, I love when your balls slap against me!" says Hazel.
"Yeah?" I ask in a thick voice.
"Yes! It's gonna make me cum!" Hazel whispers urgently.
"Cum on his cock!" Lexi says, still filming us.
"Ah! I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Hazel announces as her body tenses up.
Hazel's young body shakes slightly as tiny electric shocks shoot through her body. I keep my grip on her hair and can see that her mouth is open in a silent scream. That's when it happens. Hazel's pussy muscles start rippling and I can tell that she is actually experiencing back to back orgasms.
"Cum inside me! Cum, cum, cum!" Hazel screams as she arches her back and thrusts her ass back.
"Do it, cum inside her!" Lexi breathes.
"Fill me! Cum in me! I want it! Cum!" begs Hazel.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan, pulling back on her hair as I hold her hip and bury my cock to the hilt.
My cock swells inside of Hazel as it begins spitting out cum into her teenage cunt. I release her hair and grab her hips with both hands as I thrust several more times, relishing the feel of her pussy. Only then does my dick stop shooting.
Lexi hops up on the bed and I can tell she's zooming in with the phone as I pull out of Hazel. The tan girl's pussy closes up as she collapses on the bed. She whimpers softly, her arms splayed out at her sides as she desperately tries to catch her breath.
"Spread your pussy!" Lexi orders.
Hazel tiredly lifts her body as she struggles to comply. I watch as the tan girl reaches a hand between her legs. She then uses two fingers to open her labia and I can see a dollop of white in her pink hole.
"Damn, that looks fucking delicious!" Lexi says as she gets a close up of Hazel's cunt.
"Feel free to have a taste." Hazel suggests with a giggle.
"Don't mind if I do!" Lexi chirps.
The redhead hands me the phone and grabs Hazel's hips. Lexi then rolls Hazel onto her back as I get out of the way. I kneel on the far side of the bed and watch Lexi get on top of Hazel. The two girls then start kissing heavily as their hands explore each others bodies.
I stop recording and set the phone down on the bedside table so I can watch Hazel and Lexi. My girlfriend breaks their lip lock and kisses down Hazel's soft neck. Her hands cup the taller girl's boobs as Lexi kisses lower and captures a nipple in her mouth.
"Oh, Lexi!" Hazel moans as she buries a hand in Lexi's auburn hair.
Lexi spends a couple minutes getting well acquainted with Hazel's tits, squeezing and kissing the firm, tan mounds. She then starts moving lower, trailing kisses down Hazel's flat stomach as she holds the taller girl's breasts.
Releasing Hazel's breasts, Lexi grips the tan girl's thighs and eases her legs open. Lexi then kneels between Hazel's spread legs with her bum in the air. I can feel myself start to harden again as Lexi leans in and takes a tentative lick of Hazel's slit.
"Yes!" Hazel hisses, both her hands now buried in Lexi's hair.
Lexi proceeds to shove her face in Hazel's cunt and lick the brunette rapidly. Hazel arches her back and moans as I admire the way her tits push out from her chest. I can't believe I'm hard again. The knowledge that Lexi is slurping my cum out of Hazel is just so hot. I start stroking my cock as Lexi pushes two fingers into Hazel.
"Oh God, yes!" Hazel screeches as her leg shakes.
I can't take it anymore, I need to get in on this. Admiring Lexi's backside, I knee-walk across the bed until I'm behind my sexy girlfriend. Despite how big the bed is, my knees are still near the edge of the bed as I get into position. While Lexi is eating out Hazel, I line my cock up with the redhead's pussy and slowly ease myself inside her.
"Yes! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi says before turning back and resuming her oral ministrations.
Happy to oblige, I grip Lexi's hips and start thrusting into her tight, young body. The entire time I'm fucking her, Lexi is going down on Hazel. The taller girl has her hands buried in Lexi's hair and is panting heavily.



"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Hazel announces in a breathless voice. "Lexi!"
I continue drilling Lexi from behind as the redhead licks Hazel's clit and saws two fingers in and out of her cunt. Hazel's tight ass lifts off the bed as her body shakes from the intensity of her orgasm. Lexi moans loudly against Hazel's crotch as she both gives and receives pleasure.
"Cum for me, Baby!" I say when I sense Lexi is getting close.
"Mmph! Mmph! Mmph! Mmph!" Lexi groans against Hazel's pussy as she struggles to eat out and finger the taller girl while taking my cock.
"Yes, cum all over his dick!" Hazel encourages while holding Lexi's face against her crotch.
I reach out and spank Lexi, making her cry out in pleasure. A few seconds later, Lexi arches her back and lifts her head to let out a full-throat scream as she cums. Two of her fingers are still buried up Hazel's cunt and her hair is hanging down, brushing Hazel's soft skin.
"I wanna watch you two sixty-nine." I say as I pull out of Lexi and slap her ass with my cock.
"Mm, yes sir!" Lexi purrs as she creeps up the bed.
Hazel giggles as Lexi flips her body so that her bum is facing the headboard. Lexi then tosses her leg over Hazel's head so that she can lower her pussy down onto Hazel's face. I watch as Lexi hooks her arms beneath Hazel's legs and leans down to take a long lick of her pussy.
"Fuck, she's good with her tongue." Lexi stops eating Hazel to say.
My girlfriend then lowers her head again and resumes licking Hazel's cunt. Fuck, this is hot. I love watching Lexi lay on top of Hazel as the two girls eat each other out. I'm stroking my cock as I watch the lesbian sixty-nine.
"Why don't you do something useful with that thing?" Lexi lifts her head to ask.
Sounds like a plan to me! I knee-walk up the bed until my cock is within Lexi's reach. She reaches out and takes my cock in her hand, stroking it several times before directing it lower. Next, Lexi presses the tip of my dick between Hazel's labia. Hazel and I both moan as I push inside the tan girl's sexy, young body.
"Yeah, stick it in me!" I hear Hazel groan.
"Mm, don't stop eating me, Hazel." Lexi coos.
"Yes, ma'am!" Hazel's says.
I hear Lexi start panting again and know that Hazel has resumed her rug-munching duties. Lexi then leans down and licks Hazel's clit as I fuck her. Gripping Hazel's thighs, I spread her legs wide and start fucking her hard and fast, making the tall girl moan loudly against Lexi's pussy.
Pulling my cock out of Hazel, I shove my cock into Lexi's mouth. She sucks on me for several seconds while looking up at me with her bright green eyes. Then I pull out and shove myself back inside Hazel. I alternate between Hazel's tight twat and Lexi's hot mouth every thirty seconds or so.
At one point, Lexi starts to cum as she's sucking me. I grab the back of her head and bury my entire length down her throat, causing her to gag and drool around my thickness. Hazel grips Lexi's ass and eats her to a second orgasm before I pull out of my girlfriend's mouth and re-enter Hazel. Lexi and I then lick and fuck Hazel to an intense, quivering orgasm.
I don't want to cum just yet, so I pull out of Hazel and slap Lexi's face with my cock before backing away. Lexi then decides to flip her body around and get on top of Hazel. The two girls start tribbing, and I watch while stroking myself.
"Oh, Hazel." Lexi moans against the tan girl's lips.
"Oh, Lexi." she responds breathlessly.
For several minutes, the girls grind their clits together while kissing and touching. Each girl cries out an orgasm at nearly the same time. Once they've both cum again, Lexi rolls off of Hazel and rests her head on the taller girl's chest. Wrapped in each others arms, they both look up at me with smiles of contentment.
"What now?" Hazel asks.
"Whatever you two ladies want." I say, looking at them both with lust.
"Oh, I know!" Lexi chimes in, "You should lose your anal virginity!"
"I don't know..." Hazel mumbles, looking nervous. Her eyes then flick down to my hard cock, seeming overwhelmed by the size of it.
"Trust me, it's amazing." Lexi gushes, "I love taking it up the ass."
"Oh God, um..." Hazel looks between Lexi and I, then her eyes lock on my dick and she takes a deep breath before looking at me again. "Yes! Let's do it!"
"Yes!" Lexi exclaims before clapping her hands, causing her bare breasts to jiggle.
A couple minutes later, I'm kneeling behind Hazel, who is on her elbows and knees. Lexi squirts some lube on my cock and rubs it in. She then gathers some lube onto her finger and pushes it up Hazel's butt hole.
"Oh, that feels weird!" Hazel says with a scrunched up face.
"Just relax, that's the key." Lexi explains before withdrawing her finger. The redhead then sits cross-legged a couple feet away from us so she can watch.
"O-okay, okay!" Hazel says, gathering her courage, "Let's do this!"
"If you wanna stop, just say so and I'll pull out." I remind her.
Hazel nods her understanding as I grip her butt cheek with one hand and my erection with the other. I press the head of my cock against Hazel's rear entrance, causing her to shiver and let out a breath. Being as gentle as I can, I push forward and pop the head of my cock into her ass.
"HOLY FUCK!" Hazel screeches as her fingers grip the sheets.
"Breathe. Breathe, Hazel." Lexi encourages as she reaches out to lightly caress the other girl's shoulder. "Just let yourself relax."
"Okay, okay!" Hazel gasps out. "Keep going!"
I grab Hazel's thin hips and slowly push more and more of my dick into her body. Her fingers are pulling on the sheets and, even though I can't see her face, I can tell she's gritting her teeth. Soon, I'm over halfway up her ass.
"Keep! Going!" Hazel grunts. Her long ponytail is splayed out across her back.
"Holy shit, you're tight!" I groan as I push the last of my cock up her butt.
"Give me a minute." Hazel requests as she takes a series of deep breaths.
I stay buried up her bum as Hazel gets used to having me back there. After over a minute passes, Hazel nods her head. Taking the gesture as permission to continue, I slowly ease my cock out of her ass before pushing it back inside.
"This is so cool!" Lexi gushes as she watches my cock disappear up Hazel's back door.
"You can go a little faster." Hazel says.
Taking a deep breath, I begin to fuck Hazel up the ass. This is a girl I've fantasized about for ages, and now I'm taking her anal cherry. I really am one lucky bastard. I slowly increase my speed until I'm drilling Hazel at a nice, steady pace.
"That's it! Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Hazel urges, finally starting to get into it.
"Yeah, fuck her!" Lexi urges, still sitting cross-legged as she watches "Fuck the slut's ass!"
A drop of sweat falls from my forehead and splashes onto Hazel's lower back as I increase my pace. I've been in her butt for a couple minutes and I can tell she's getting close to an orgasm. Less than thirty seconds pass before she announces her climax.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming, fuck!" Hazel groans as she experiences her first orgasm from anal.
"I'm cumming, too!" I grunt as I explode up her bum.
Wave after wave of hot semen travels up my shaft and bursts from my tip, coating Hazel's bowels. The long-haired girl is moaning right along with me, begging me for more and more cum. Finally, I have no more to give her and collapse on top of her.
"You're crushing me!" she grunts.
"Oh! Sorry, Hazel." I mumble as I lift my sticky body off of hers.
My cock exits Hazel's butt as I roll off of her. Hazel is laying on the bed, arms splayed as she desperately tries to catch her breath. I lay beside her, equally breathless and worn out. Lexi is sitting on the other side of the bed with a big grin on her face.
"So, that was anal!" Lexi says in a matter-of-fact voice.
"That was intense." Hazel groans as she struggles to lift her body.
"Good intense, I hope?" I ask.
"Good intense." Hazel assures me with a nod and a smile.
"Good." I say, leaning over to peck her lips.
"I need to clean up." Hazel giggles, placing a hand over her bum to catch any cum leaking out of her.
"I should wash my cock before you two start sucking on it again." I add.
"We'd appreciate that." Hazel giggles.
"Eh, I'll still suck it." Lexi shrugs.
"Ew." Hazel says, but she's laughing.
Hazel and I struggle to our feet and make our way to the bathroom. I step into the shower to quickly clean my cock as Hazel sits on the toilet to push all the cum out of her ass. Once we're clean, we return to the bedroom.
"Get on your knees, ladies." I order, deciding I want a double blowjob.
"Yes, sir." Lexi purrs, getting off the bed and dropping to her knees in front of me.
"With pleasure." Hazel husks, getting on her knees beside Lexi.
Two naked eighteen-year-old girls are now on their knees in front of me. They each reach out a hand and lightly caress one of my thighs. Lexi then takes my soft cock in her hand and engulfs the entire thing in her open mouth.
"Oh, fuck yes." I gasp out happily as I reach down and take a tit in each hand, one of Lexi's and one of Hazel's. Feeling both girls at the same time makes me think Lexi's are slightly bigger, but not by much.
"You like that?" Hazel asks as she leans in and starts planting soft kisses along my thigh.
"Yes." I say with a nod, "I just don't know if I'll be able to get it up again so soon."
"Let us worry about that." Hazel says as Lexi keeps sucking on my flaccid penis. "We're gonna get you nice and hard, then both alternate sucking you so deep.
"We'll gag on your big, hard dick as we try and take it all. Your pre-cum leaking into our mouths. Mm, it tastes so good." Hazel is running one hand over the tit I'm not holding as she continues teasing me, "Then when you're ready to cum, you can spray our slutty faces. We'll make out with your cum all over our tits and in our mouths."
The nice bathroom break combined with Hazel's dirty talk and Lexi's hot mouth is starting to revive me. Lexi keeps bobbing her head as I lengthen and thicken between her pink lips. Another thirty seconds, and I'm fully erect and ready to go.
"Fuck, you have a great dick." Lexi says when she pulls off me and starts stroking.
The beautiful redhead then aims my cock at Hazel, who happily opens her mouth and takes me inside. I release both girls' breasts and grab them by the hair. My right hand is holding Hazel's long ponytail, while my left grips Lexi's auburn locks.
Now that she isn't sucking my dick, Lexi scoots in closer and takes one of my balls in her mouth. Hazel keeps bobbing her head on me while Lexi sucks on my balls. The tall girl is gagging and drooling as she takes most of my cock into her throat with each stroke.
After a couple minutes, I use my grip on her ponytail to pull Hazel off my cock. Then I pull Lexi in and shove my cock in her mouth. Now Lexi is sucking on me while Hazel licks and sucks on my balls.
Having cum so many times already, I am able to last for quite awhile. I keep having the girls alternate, with one teen girl blowing me while the other takes one of my balls in her mouth. They look so sexy, on their knees with dick or balls in their mouth. I take in the sight of their firm breasts and nice asses. This is heaven.
"I'm getting close." I whisper.
Hazel is currently sucking on my dick while Lexi licks the bottom half of my shaft. At my pronouncement, the tall girl reaches up and starts massaging my balls, causing them to tighten. I'm so close, I'm gonna cum.
"Put your faces together!" I order as I pull my cock from Hazel's mouth and start stroking.
Lexi and Hazel giggle as they put their faces together, open their mouths, and stick out their tongues. I stroke myself for about ten seconds before the first rope shoots out of my tip and splatters up Lexi's lightly-freckled face. The second shot coats Hazel's pretty face and gets in her mouth. I switch back and forth, hitting first one girl and then the other, with each burst decreasing in volume until I'm drained.
The girls pull their cum-covered faces apart, turn to look at each other, then start giggling. They then lean forward at the same time and press their lips together. I am treated to the beautiful sight of two eighteen-year-old girls exchanging a cum-filled kiss.
Lexi breaks the kiss and then leans forward to take the head of my dick in her mouth. She sucks out the last few drops before releasing my cock with a 'pop'. Breathing heavily, I reach down and start playing with the girls' titties.
"Holy shit, that was hot." Hazel breathes.
"I know, I loved it!" Lexi giggles.
"I think we should take this to the shower." I suggest, "You girls are covered in cum."
"Wait!" Hazel exclaims, "Take a picture first!"
"Yeah, do that!" Lexi agrees.
I return to the bed side table and pick up my phone. Then I unlock the phone and switch from video to picture. Returning to the girls, I tell them to smile as I aim the camera at their pretty faces. Each girl wraps an arm around the other as they give me a big smile and I take the picture. This is a keeper.
I walk back to the bedside table and set my phone down as the girls stand up. Turning to face them, I'm treated to the sight of their bare asses as they sashay toward the bathroom. Smiling to myself, I follow them.
Lexi sits down to pee, cum still running down her face. Hazel walks over to the shower, opens the glass door, and turns on the water. She then removes her hair elastic, letting her long hair tumble freely down her back. After Lexi wipes herself and washes her hands, the two girls step naked into the shower.
Crossing my arms, I watch as Lexi and Hazel stand under the spray and wash the cum from their faces. They then start splashing each other and giggling for my benefit. With their arms wrapped around each other, each girl reaches out a hand and crooks a finger for me to come in.
Needing no further encouragement, I step into the large shower and start to rinse the sweat from my body. There's a lot of touching and groping as we soap each other up. I then get to enjoy watching two teenage beauties wash the suds from their nude bodies.
After we all wash, each girl does a taste test to make sure my cock is clean. I then return the favor by sucking on their nipples before having each girl bend over and stick out her ass. I bury my face in Hazel's pussy, followed by Lexi's, and use my tongue to ensure each girl is squeaky clean. That's when we hear the intercom.
"Who could be here this late?" I ask out loud. The butler is gone, so anyone ringing the front bell will get the intercom on the master bedroom wall.
"I have no idea." Lexi looks at me and shrugs.
"We better go see." Hazel says.
The three of us step out of the shower and towel off our naked bodies. The intercom goes off again just as we're finishing drying off. I put my towel back on the rack, then walk into the master bedroom and hit the button.
"Yes? How may I help you?" I say politely.
"This is Nicole and Kyle Davis." answers a polite woman. I hear Lexi gasp from behind me.
"We'll be right down." I say.
"Shit, where's my underwear." Hazel's voice asks after I release the intercom.
I turn around and see Lexi stepping into her panties. Hazel hunts around for her underwear for a few more seconds, before finally finding it. Once the girls have their panties on and I'm wearing my boxers, Lexi and I put on our robes.
"Maybe you should wait here." Lexi suggests to the nearly naked Hazel.
"Okay, I'm here if you need me." Hazel says as she pecks the redhead's lips.
"Thank you." Lexi whispers as the two girls hug.
"Thanks, Hazel." I say.
Lexi and I don't bother with shoes or slippers, so we pad down the hallway barefoot as we make our way through the house. Soon, we're in the foyer. I open the front doors, seeing a young guy with red hair and a lovely mid-twenties redhead who looks exactly like Lexi. The guy looks pissed, and the woman looks concerned.
"What, no hug for your big sister?" the woman asks, looking at Lexi.
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Lexi stands in the foyer as she nervously shifts her bare feet while looking at her brother and sister in shock. Her nipples are denting the fabric of her thin robe as her chest rises and falls with her labored breathing. The unexpected appearance of her siblings seems to have rendered the auburn-haired beauty speechless.
"Nothing to say, Alexis?" asks her brother Kyle, glaring at Lexi, his eyes actually twitching.
"Um, uh, hi." Lexi mumbles, shifting from foot to foot, randomly facing her siblings, or me, looking lost.
"Stop it, Kyle." Nicole snaps, her tone harsh, eyes piercing. "You're making her nervous, and we'll never get anything out of her with that attitude."
Nicole steps up and wraps her arms around Lexi, drawing her baby sister in for a hug. Lexi awkwardly raises her arms under her sister's enveloping arms, and hugs her. While Nicole rubs Lexi's back affectionately, their brother rolls his eyes, unable to look at either, or me.
"Well, uh, welcome!" I say in a friendly voice, turning and waving my arm, welcoming them in. "Maybe we should head to the living room to chat?"
"That sounds like a good idea," Nicole says as she pulls back from Lexi, but keeps her arms around the younger girl.
"Fine." Kyle says dismissively, hardly able to glance at me.
Lexi leads the way through the house, while Kyle and I walk behind the two women. Nicole seems unwilling to let go of Lexi, and is holding her hand as we traverse the palatial estate. I can't help but notice that Nicole is almost as lovely as Lexi, appearing to be in her mid-twenties with a nice body, long auburn hair, and an attractive, lightly-freckled face. Naturally, I think my love is more beautiful, but Nicole is definitely a gorgeous woman.
I remember Lexi telling me that her siblings were both very popular in their high school days. Lexi always feels like she has a lot to live up to, and she admires her older siblings. Yet, Lexi is the quiet baby, even now, at eighteen years old. Though she isn't nearly as quiet anymore. The desire to be as popular as her older brother and sister, yet feeling like an outcast, is part of what allowed Lexi to get trapped by Keith.
We reach the main living room, and Lexi leads Nicole to the couch. Kyle sits in one of the wing chairs, well away from everyone else, yet especially from me, taking in the room as if it's filthy, cluttered, or unkempt. I sit in the other wing chair facing the couch. There's several agonizing seconds of utter silence hanging over everyone, as they eye each other nervously, unready to begin.
"Can I get anyone something to drink? Eat?" I offer.
"No, thank you." Nicole says with a friendly smile. I notice she's still unwilling to release Lexi's hand.
"I'm fine." Kyle responds in a rude grunt.
"So, um, hi!" Lexi chirps, looking awkwardly at her older brother.
"Hello, Alexis." Kyle says calmly.
"How many times do I have to tell you to call me 'Lexi'?" she asks, her tone strong.
"You'll always be Alexis, my baby sister." Kyle says, smiling for the first time since he got here.
"You'll always be our baby sister." Nicole says affectionately.
"H- How did you find me?" Lexi asks.
"We would have found you sooner if you'd bothered to call or text when you needed help." Kyle says, the frown back on his face.
"Kyle!" Nicole hisses.
"I don't need help!" Lexi insists. "I'm doing just fine, thank you!"
"Anyway," Nicole interjects before Lexi or Kyle can continue speaking, "Kyle and I went to our parents' house for din-"
"Your parents." Lexi says in a voice full of venom, "They aren't my parents anymore."
"Fine." Nicole sighs, "Mine and Kyle's parents then. We went there for dinner and obviously noticed you weren't around." Nicole then bites her lower lip, looking devastated.
"We asked, and they told us you were no longer a part of this family." Kyle says when Nicole can't continue.
"Of course we asked why..." Nicole says, taking a deep breath, "That's when they told us about the videos and pictures."
"Alexis, what were you thinking?" Kyle asks, disappointment written all over his face.
Lexi doesn't speak. She looks down at her toes, her eyes glistening. Nicole releases Lexi's hand so she can wrap her arm around her sister's shoulders and draw her in. Lexi buries her face in her big sister's shoulder as Nicole squeezes her upper arm.
"It isn't Lexi's fault." I state firmly.
"And what would you know about it?" Kyle asks with a sneer.
I glance over at Lexi and see her nod her auburn head. From the way her head is buried in Nicole's shoulder, I can't see her face, but I can tell she is giving me permission to tell her siblings what happened. This won't be an easy conversation.
"Lexi was raped by a man named Keith Strulk." I state plainly.
The reaction is immediate. Nicole lets out a loud gasp and covers her mouth with her hand. Kyle's eyes go wide and I can see him grip the arms of the wing chair tightly. I can tell he wants to go and find Keith, and kill him. I understand the sentiment.
"He would feed her drugs and share her with his friends. He took pictures and videos. Keith made her feel worthless. She ended up hooking up with guys on her own after that." I explain.
"Alexis, are you an addict?" asks Kyle seriously.
"N-no." Lexi mutters as she lifts her head from Nicole's shoulder. She brushes a lock of hair behind her ear before continuing, "He just gave me pills sometimes so I wouldn't really know what was going on."
"Oh my God, we need to have him arrested!" Nicole exclaims.
"It isn't that easy." I say, "There's no evidence or anything. Just Lexi's word."
"And you're saying her word isn't good enough?" Nicole asks, glaring at me for the first time.
"It's good enough for me, but it won't put someone in jail, sadly." I explain calmly, "He has been reported, too." I say, slightly stretching the truth. He was reported, just by my daughter, not Lexi.
"Fine." Nicole snaps before hugging Lexi to her chest and running her fingers through the younger girl's hair. "So, where do you come in?"
"Isn't it obvious?" asks Kyle with a sneer, "He took advantage of her when she was vulnerable."
"He did not!" Lexi exclaims before I can respond. She sits up and glares at her brother, "Steven showed me what it was like to have a guy actually care about me! He loves me and I love him!"
"I know it feels that way, Lexi." Nicole says.
"That's called 'grooming', Alexis." Kyle explains.
"Okay, that was uncalled for." I say, finally starting to get upset. "Lexi and I barely spoke before that day at Kayla's pool party."
"How dare you!" Lexi snaps, "Steven is a wonderful man and would never do something like that. Every time I've needed him he's been there. He gave me a home."
"Of course he did, in exchange for sex!" Kyle insists.
"It wasn't like that!" Lexi says. "He gave me a home, not just a place to stay. A place where I'm accepted and loved. I have four of the best friends I've ever had, and a man who loves me. I've never been so happy! It's all because of Steven."
"Alexis..." Kyle sighs, clearly upset that the conversation isn't going the way he wants.
"It's Lexi!" Lexi exclaims, "And you were telling me how you found me."
"It was easy, Lexi." Nicole says.
"Yeah, half the school knows you're shacking up with another student's father." Kyle rolls his eyes.
"Kyle!" Nicole hisses, before explaining "Anyway, Kyle still talks to a couple friends from high school. They have younger siblings in your grade. They told us you were with the father of the richest girl in class."
"Oh." Lexi states simply.
"We're so sorry for what's happened to you, Lexi!" Nicole exclaims before turning and hugging her sister again.
"It's not your fault, you didn't live at home anymore." Lexi says as she hugs Nicole back.
"Wait!" Nicole says suddenly, "If you didn't consent to those videos and pictures, maybe we can talk Mom and Dad into letting you move back home!"
"No!" Lexi exclaims as she stays in Nicole's arms, "I consented to sending a lot of them, and to various people. Keith took some without me knowing, but I still sent some. And I don't want to be back with those people anyway. They threw me away. They aren't my parents anymore."
"I'm still not happy about you staying here with him." Kyle says, "You should stay with one of us. That's why we're here."
"That's a very nice offer." I say to Kyle. I know Lexi won't accept, I'm just glad that she has another two people who love her.
"Sure, whatever." Kyle says curtly.
"I appreciate it." Lexi says, breaking the hug between her and Nicole, "But I'm happy here!"
"You're eighteen, we can't make you leave." Nicole says, "But we are really concerned about your relationship. You do understand the age difference is something most people won't accept?"
"Obviously." says Kyle with an eye roll.
"That's enough, Kyle." Nicole states firmly. "We know you're upset, but being an ass about this isn't helping."
"I'm just worried about Lexi." Kyle insists.
"So am I." Nicole says.
"I know you both love Lexi." I add in, "You aren't the only ones. I know it's unusual, I really do understand that. I promise though, I love her. I won't take advantage of her, and she will always have a place here. I'm not the only one here who loves her, she's Kayla's best friend."
"You understand how this looks, right?" Nicole asks, "Rich guy moves in an eighteen-year-old girl and has sex with her."
"Yes, I understand." I answer calmly. "Why don't the four of us go out for the day and get to know each other?"
"I suppose we could do that." Nicole agrees. "Right, Kyle?"
"We're really gonna leave her here with him?" Kyle asks.
"Yes, we are." Nicole states firmly, "I don't approve either, but she is eighteen and doesn't seem to be in immediate danger."
"Fine." Kyle says before taking a deep breath, "I'm just concerned about my baby sister. You look like a predator in all this, that's why I'm upset."
"I understand." I say, "Let me show you that this is real. Meet up tomorrow?"
"I can't." Lexi chimes in, "The girls and I have plans to go shopping."
"I have plans tomorrow as well." Kyle says. "But I would change them for this."
"Sunday? They could come over for dinner?" I suggest.
"I think that will work." Lexi says.
"I'm available." Kyle answers.
"So am I." Nicole adds.
"Okay, sounds like a plan." I say, "You can both come over for dinner and meet Kayla."
"That works." Nicole says, "And if you need us, Lexi. You have our numbers."
"Don't be afraid to use them." Kyle adds.
"I promise to keep in touch, and I'll reach out if I need to." Lexi promises.
"Thank you." Nicole says, hugging her sister again.
"I guess we should go." Kyle says reluctantly. He's clearly uncomfortable leaving Lexi alone with me.
"Yes, we should." Nicole states firmly. "We'll see you both on Sunday."
"And we'll resume this conversation." Kyle promises.
We all stand up and I offer my hand to Kyle. He still looks at me like I disgust him, but he reluctantly extends his hand and shakes with me. I then shake hands with Nicole, who is far kinder. She still looks concerned, but she seems far more reasonable than her brother.
After walking to the foyer, we say goodbye to Kyle and Nicole. They both say goodbye and leave the house. Then Lexi and I walk through the house and head back to the bedrooms. With all the excitement, we almost forgot about Hazel.
"Well, there you are." Hazel husks when we walk into the bedroom.
The tan girl is completely naked and laying flat on her back on the bed. Her feet are planted firmly on the bed and her shapely legs are spread. As Lexi and I watch, Hazel pushes two fingers in and out of her cunt. Clearly she has been masturbating while waiting for us to return.
"You left me here all alone, so I had my own private party." explains the long-haired girl.
"Really? Even knowing my siblings came to visit?" Lexi sticks out her tongue.
"Hey! A girl has needs." Hazel says, biting her lip as she pushes her fingers all the way inside her tight, young body.
"She definitely does." Lexi says, licking her upper lip. My favorite redhead then drops her robe, leaving her clad in just her panties. "Room for one more?"
"For you? Always." Hazel answers. "Lose the panties."
Lexi steps forward and hooks her fingers into her underwear. Bending her knees, Lexi drops the panties and steps out of them. The nude teen then sashays over to the bed and climbs on. I remove my own robe as Lexi gets on top of Hazel and the two girls begin kissing.
I drop my boxer briefs, revealing my rock-hard dick. Of course I'm hard; Hazel has her legs wrapped around Lexi and her hands are gripping the shorter girl's butt cheeks. Even as I watch, the two eighteen-year-old girls start rubbing their clits together as they moan into each others mouths.
I stroke myself while the two girls are tribbing, and soon I see them both tense up and cum. Just as Hazel is coming down from her orgasm, Lexi breaks away from her lips and starts trailing kisses down the tan girl's neck.
"Oh, Lexi!" Hazel moans, her hand in the other girl's hair as Lexi sucks on one of her nipples.
Lexi plays with Hazel's tits for a minute before kissing lower. She's on her knees with her ass in the air, and I can see Lexi's pink pussy peeking out at me from between her legs as my girlfriend kisses down Hazel's flat stomach.
"Fuck yes, eat me!" Hazel groans when Lexi plants a firm kiss on the other girl's labia.
"Doesn't she have the prettiest pussy?" Lexi asks as she moves her head so I can see right between Hazel's legs.
"Hell yes, she does." I say with a smile and a nod.
With her face between Hazel's legs, Lexi starts lapping at her friend's cunt. Hazel grips Lexi's head in both her hands as she moans and groans. I love watching Hazel's tits jiggle as the tall girl arches her back.
"Why don't you come join the party?" Hazel suggests to me.
"With pleasure." I say as I climb up on the bed. I start to get behind Lexi when Hazel speaks again.
"Hey, I've got a slutty mouth up here that needs to be filled with cock!" Hazel says before tossing her head back and moaning, "Oh fuck yes, right there!" Lexi has clearly found the right spot, seeing as Hazel is now arching her back and thrusting her hips upwards. "Eat me, eat me, eat me! Fuck! I want a cock in my mouth while she eats me!"
"Yes, ma'am!" I say happily.
I then give Lexi's ass a slap before climbing up the bed. Tossing my leg over her body, I straddle Hazel. My cock is now dangling in front of her face as she opens her mouth and pretends to suck on it from a distance. Leaning forward, I slap my dick on her outstretched tongue several times before inserting myself into her willing mouth.
"Mm, fuck." I groan. Damn, her mouth feels good.
Hazel starts bobbing her head on me, sucking hard. I grip the headboard with both hands as I slowly thrust my hips back and forth, getting about half my cock in her mouth with each forward motion. Hazel is moaning and drooling around my shaft; I can tell Lexi is still going down on her.
"Fuck my face." Hazel says thickly around my shaft.
I release the headboard and grab Hazel's head in both hands. Holding her head still, I begin thrusting my length in and out of her sucking mouth. The tan girl gags as drool runs freely from her lips. Hazel reaches up and grips my ass while I use her face like a pussy. She is making the sexiest gagging and moaning noises as I fuck her face. I can feel her squeeze my butt when I go especially deep.
"Yeah, fuck her face while I eat her pussy!" Lexi encourages. From the wet squelching sounds I'm hearing, Lexi is fingering Hazel.
After a few minutes of using her mouth for my pleasure while Lexi eats her out, Hazel opens wide and screams around my thickness as an orgasm wracks her body. I can feel her firm, young body thrashing beneath me. The vibrations of her scream around my shaft is too much for me, causing me to tense and cum without warning.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I gasp out as I make several short thrusts into her face.
Hazel squeezes my ass tightly as she lets out a choked gurgling sound. I can tell she wasn't prepared for it; cum is now leaking out of the corners of her mouth and running in rivulets down her chin. Not wanting to choke the poor girl, I pull my squirting cock out of her mouth, causing a rope of cum to splatter up her face and land on her forehead. Hazel grins widely as I paint her face with the rest of my seed.
"Damn, you got me good!" she giggles cutely.
"I wanna see!" Lexi exclaims, "All I can see right now is Steven's ass! Move, Baby!"
I feel Lexi slap my butt and respond by throwing my leg over Hazel's body so I'm no longer straddling her. I hold my softening cock at the base and breathe heavily. Kneeling next to her head, I watch as Lexi climbs up Hazel's body and looks down at the semen-covered girl.
"Hi!" Lexi chirps.
"Hey!" Hazel replies with a giggle.
Hazel then opens her mouth wide and shows that she still has some cum on her tongue. Lexi responds by grinning and then leaning in for a cum-filled kiss. I love watching Lexi and Hazel make out, especially while Hazel has my cum on her face.
Soon, Lexi breaks the kiss and takes a long lick of the side of Hazel's face, drawing my cum into her mouth. Then the two girls are kissing again. Lexi has one hand on Hazel's breast and is squeezing softly. Hazel is holding Lexi's ass with both hands, keeping the smaller girl on top of her as they grind and make out.
Lexi rolls off of Hazel and lets out a satisfied sigh, her breasts on full display as she lays on her back on the bed. Hazel sits up and reaches over Lexi's naked body in order to grab a couple of tissues from the bedside table. I watch as Hazel wipes the remains of my cum off her face before turning and handing me the tissues.
"I believe this is yours." Hazel says with a teasing giggle.
"Thanks." I reply with an eye roll before getting out of bed and tossing the tissues in the trash.
The three of us head to the bathroom and brush our teeth. Fortunately, Hazel brought an overnight bag with everything she needs. Returning to the bed, we hop back on, and the three of us get under the covers. I end up with a naked girl under each arm as they rest their heads on my chest. I squeeze both girls' shoulders as I close my eyes, focusing on the sound of their steady breathing and the feel of their warm bodies pressed against me.
"How did it go?" Hazel asks sleepily, "With your brother and sister?"
"Could have been worse." Lexi replies, "They wanted me to move in with one of them, but I told them I'm staying here with Steven and Kayla."
"We're meeting them on Sunday for dinner." I add.
"That's good." Hazel mumbles, "I'm glad they're in your life again."
"Thank you." Lexi replies, half-asleep.
"Goodnight, Lexi. Goodnight, Steven." Hazel says.
"Goodnight, Hazel." Lexi replies.
"Sweet dreams, ladies." I respond.
I wake up a few hours later when I feel one of the girls shifting beside me. At first, I just think she's getting up to go to the bathroom, but then I can feel her crawling under the covers. Opening my eyes, I see Hazel fast asleep beside me, so I know it's Lexi currently wrapping her tiny hand around my soft cock. From the way the covers are, I can tell Lexi' is kneeling perpendicular to me with her ass in the air.



"W-what's going on?" Hazel mumbles sleepily.
"Lexi's horny. Go back to sleep." I say while leaning down to kiss the top of Hazel's head.
"Mm'kay." Hazel whispers as she rolls over so her bum is facing me.
Lexi's hand strokes my half-hard dick several times before I feel her warm mouth on my mushroom head. I reach beneath the covers and grab a fistful of Lexi's hair as she starts sucking me. My other hand finds a hanging tit and starts caressing the firm mound. I can hear Lexi moan softly as I tease her nipple.
I'm now fully erect and I can see the covers rise and fall as Lexi bobs her head on me. Fuck, this feels good. It's been awhile since Lexi has woken me up with a late-night craving for cum. I lean my head back and let out a breath when her hand finds my balls and starts lightly massaging them.
My gorgeous redheaded girlfriend blows me for a couple minutes while I hold her hair and play with her tits. Before long, my breathing picks up and I start lightly thrusting my hips, warning Lexi of my impending climax. She hums around my shaft, sucking hard as she does her best to draw out my orgasm.
"Lexi!" I whisper urgently.
My hips buck as I start squirting in her mouth. She has me so deep in her throat that I can feel each contraction of her throat as she swallows. The wonderful sensations cause me to grunt and shoot another rope of cum.
Lexi keeps me in her mouth for about thirty seconds, lightly bobbing her head as I soften. She then pulls off my cock and gives the tip an affectionate kiss. I can hear and feel her moving around beneath the covers until she is able to once again lay down beside me. Wrapping an arm around her petite frame, I pull her close as she rests her head on my chest.
"Mm, I love your cum." she whispers softly before kissing my chest.
"It's all yours, Baby." I reply.
Lexi makes a happy cooing noise as she presses her body against mine. I can feel her run her foot along my calf while her hand rests on my chest. I run my fingers through her auburn hair as we both close our eyes and drift off to sleep.
I wake up in the morning with both girls still fast asleep. Hazel's bare butt is pressed against me as she sleeps facing away from me. Lexi is on my other side with her head on my chest and her arm around me.
Leaning down, I kiss the top of Lexi's head and gently shake her awake. She grumbles a bit, but eventually starts sitting up. I happily watch as the beautiful, young woman brushes a lock of hair out of her face before looking at me with bright, green eyes.
"I have to pee." she announces.
Tossing the covers off our bodies, Lexi gets out of bed and heads to the bathroom naked. I watch her naked ass sway as she disappears from view. Then I sit up and stretch before checking my phone. I see a text from Kayla that must have come in last night, stating that she is home safe. Good. I set my phone back down on the bedside table before turning to Hazel.
"Hazel? Hazel, wake up." I say, lightly shaking her shoulder.
The long-haired girl slowly turns over and faces me. She sits up and reaches her arms up into the air as she stretches, causing her bare breasts to push out from her chest. In a playful mood, I reach out and give one of her tits a squeeze.
"Mm, fresh!" Hazel admonishes with a grin.
"Always!" I say with a predatory smile.
"Hoping for some morning nookie?" asks Hazel.
"I am." I acknowledge with a nod.
"Then lay down." she instructs, "I wanna ride you."
I lay back down on the bed, resting my head on the pillow as Hazel reaches for a hair elastic on the bedside table and puts her long hair in its usual ponytail. I stroke my cock while admiring the naked beauty kneeling beside me. She gives me a sultry look as she throws her leg over my waist so she can straddle me.
Hazel reaches between us and grasps the top of my shaft while I hold onto the base. Together, we slot my erection at her opening and slowly rub the tip along her moist slit. Looking at her face, I watch her eyelids flutter as she slowly sits down in my lap, taking my dick into her body.
"Oh, fuck yes." Hazel groans as we both remove our hands, allowing my cock to become fully embedded in her velvet warmth.
My hands slide up her sides until I reach her perfectly-shaped breasts. I cup them in my hands as Hazel lifts her body until only the head of my cock is still inside her. She then descends in one smooth motion, taking my entire length back inside her tight hole.
"I'm gone for two minutes and you start without me?!" Lexi's voice calls out.
"Sorry, Lexi, couldn't resist his big dick." Hazel says in between pants.
"I can't blame you for that!" Lexi says, hopping up on the bed.
Hazel starts bouncing up and down on my cock while I play with her tits. At the same time, Lexi stands on the bed beside Hazel so that she is above the long-haired girl. Lexi then grabs Hazel's ponytail and yanks her head back so that Hazel is looking straight up at Lexi.
"Kiss me, you slut." Lexi purrs as she leans down.
Hazel puckers her lips and shares a deep kiss with Lexi. The taller girl continues riding me, forcing Lexi to raise and lower her head in tune with Hazel's motions. Lexi moans into the other girl's mouth when Hazel reaches over and grabs one of her lightly-freckled breasts.
"Fuck, this is hot!" I groan as I release Hazel's boobs and grab her hips to help guide her motions.
Lexi drops to her knees on the bed and leans over to capture one of Hazel's nipples in her mouth. Her small hand then reaches up and cups the other boob. Hazel is moaning loudly, bouncing on my cock while Lexi plays with her tits.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Hazel calls out, her head thrown back and ponytail flinging about as the girl increases the speed of her bounces.
"Fuck yes, ride me!" I groan as I reach around and slap Hazel's butt.
"Oh God, yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Hazel announces as she slams her body down in my lap and grinds her clit against my pubic bone.
"Cum Baby, cum!" Lexi moans against Hazel's breast.
Lexi pulls her hand away from Hazel's boob and lightly slaps the firm mound, causing it to jiggle on her chest. Hazel's body shudders and, from the way her pussy is convulsing on my cock, I can tell she's cumming again.
"G-go sit on his face." Hazel suggests in a breathy gasp when she comes down from her multi-orgasmic high.
"Mm, I love it." Lexi says.
Lexi gives Hazel's tit a quick kiss before leaning up and pecking the other girl's lips. She then knee-walks across the bed until she's by my face. Spinning around to face Hazel, Lexi throws her leg over my head so that she's straddling my face. Soon, all I can see is pink as Lexi lowers her vulva down onto my face. I immediately start eating.
"Oh yeah, lick my pussy!" Lexi moans as her body shivers.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Hazel pants as she rides me.
Releasing Hazel's hips, I slide my hands up Lexi's body until I'm squeezing her pale titties. Lexi then places her hands on top of mine, encouraging me to play with her boobs. The entire time, I'm probing her cunt with my tongue.
Hazel places her hands on my chest, and I can feel her long fingertips clawing at my skin. She then engulfs my entire shaft with her hungry hole as she sits down in my lap. The tan girl soon turns her bounce into a slow grind, and I can feel my cock stretching her vaginal walls.
"Oh God, I'm gonna fucking cum again!" Hazel groans.
"Me, too!" Lexi moans, "Cum with me, Hazel! Cum!"
I squeeze Lexi's tits as I suck on her clit, causing the beautiful redhead to shudder in orgasm. I undulate my hips at the same time, stimulating Hazel's pussy and bringing about her own release. Now I have two eighteen-year-old girls cumming; one riding my dick and the other riding my face.
When Lexi can take no more of my oral ministrations, she lifts her pussy off of my face and collapses on the bed beside me. My girlfriend is breathing heavily as she lays on her back with sweat dotting her body. Hazel rides me for another minute or so before stopping and easing her cunt off of my erection. Time to change positions. And pussies.
A minute later, Lexi is flat on her back with her hands behind her knees, holding her legs apart and in the air. I'm between her legs, my hands gripping her upper thighs as I fuck her hard and fast. Hazel is laying beside Lexi, occasionally stroking the shorter girl's face or leaning in to lick a pink nipple.
"God yes, pound me!" Lexi begs in a wanton voice.
No matter how many girls I'm with, Lexi will always be my favorite. She is so perfect. From her auburn hair and bright green eyes, to her lightly-freckled, heart-shaped face. I love the cute, little sex noises she makes. I love the way her face scrunches up when she's enjoying the feel of me inside her. I love the feel of her lips on mine. I love her dirty talk. I love her.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I grunt as I gaze into her eyes.
"Fuck, you're big." she responds in a throaty voice.
From the way her legs are bent at the knee, I can see Lexi's toes curl as an orgasm explodes in her young body. Her tiny body is curled up, and her tits are jiggling like crazy. She throws her head back and cries out in pleasure as her pussy spasms around my cock.
Sensing the moment of love has passed, I decide to get back to our threesome. I pull out of Lexi, and the nymphomaniac makes a sad noise as her pussy snaps shut. Next, I scoot over slightly and grab Hazel by the ankle, pulling the sexy brunette closer to me. Hazel just giggles and spreads her legs wide, exposing herself to my lustful gaze.
Seconds later, Hazel's legs are over my shoulders and my cock is thrusting in and out of her tight, teen hole. Now, it's Lexi who is playing with Hazel's tits; caressing them and licking a nipple as the taller girl is getting boned. I grip Hazel's upper thighs and fuck her at full speed, causing the sounds of slapping flesh to fill the room.
"I want you to cum inside Lexi." Hazel moans, her eyes scrunched shut as she enjoys the sensations my cock is creating. "I want you to cum inside her so I can suck it out of her."
"Mm, yes!" Lexi coos before sticking out her tongue and rapidly flicking it across Hazel's nipple.
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say with a grunt.
I fuck Hazel for another couple minutes before pulling out of her. Then I scoot back over to Lexi and grab her by the hips. I flip Lexi over onto her stomach and start pulling upwards on her hips. She gets what I'm going for and immediately gets onto her hands and knees.
"Fuck me, stud." Lexi coos as she looks over her shoulder.
I slap Lexi's ass with my cock several times, making her shiver in anticipation. Then, I place my glans between her moist folds and push inside. Lexi drops to her elbows as she feels me burying my cock to the hilt inside her hungry pussy until my balls are resting against her clit.
"Yeah, fuck her like a dog!" Hazel encourages as she sits up.
Hazel rests her head on Lexi's lower back as I grip the redhead's hips and fuck her with a steady rhythm. I can see Hazel has one hand planted on the bed for balance, while her other hand rests on Lexi's back. She's looking up at me with pleading eyes as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue.
Pulling out of Lexi, I shove my cock in Hazel's mouth. Then I grip her ponytail as she starts sucking me hard and fast. I can feel her tongue swirling around the head of my penis, lapping up my pre-cum and Lexi's juices.
After letting Hazel suck on me for thirty seconds, I yank my hard dick out of her mouth and shove myself back inside of Lexi. So it continues. I alternate between pounding Lexi's pussy and fucking Hazel's face until I can feel the familiar pressure in my balls.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt as I look down at Hazel's cock-stretched mouth.
"Get back inside me!" Lexi says urgently.
I pull out of Hazel's mouth as the tan girl grips my shaft in her tiny hand and directs it towards Lexi's tight twat. Once I'm back inside Lexi, I fuck her as hard as I can, seeking my release. It arrives thirty seconds later, my balls clenching as they send their contents up my shaft and bursting from my tip.
"Yes, cum in me!" Lexi groans as she feels me coating her womb with my seed.
When my orgasm finishes, I free my cock from Lexi's sheath and present my tip to Hazel's mouth for her to clean me. Hazel happily cleans the remains of my cum from my cock as Lexi collapses on the bed.
Once my cock is clean, Hazel releases my softening member before flipping over so she's facing Lexi. I back away to give Hazel room to roll Lexi over onto her back. Hazel then gets between Lexi's legs and starts sucking the cum from her snatch.
"Oh yeah, eat me! Eat my cum-filled pussy!" Lexi encourages, her hands gripping Hazel by the head.
I smirk and watch them for a minute before the urge to void my bladder becomes too much. I head to the bathroom to pee and wash my hands. Afterwards, I wash the sweat from my face and smile at my own reflection. I'm one lucky bastard.
Returning to the bedroom, I fish out a clean pair of boxer briefs and slip them on. Just as I'm putting on my robe, Lexi pushes Hazel's head away from her pussy. It seems the redhead can't take any more pleasure.
"No more, no more..." Lexi moans weakly, her hands covering her pussy.
"Fine, fine." Hazel says before giving Lexi's tit an affectionate squeeze. She then spins around and gives me a smile. I think all three of us are pretty worn out at this point.
Lexi and Hazel get out of bed and each find a clean pair of panties. Once they have underwear on, the girls surprise me by heading toward my walk-in closet. I frown in confusion until I see them each pull out one of my button-down shirts.
"We thought we'd go down to breakfast wearing your shirts." Lexi says as she pulls my shirt over her nude upper body.
"I hope that's okay?" Hazel asks as she pulls her brown ponytail out of the back of the shirt and starts buttoning it.
"More than okay." I say with a smile. Both girls are wearing nothing but a pair of panties and one of my button-down shirts. They look so sexy with their beautiful legs exposed.
I walk up to Lexi and give her a passionate kiss as Hazel watches and smiles. Then I take each girl by the hand and lead them out of the bedroom. Together, the three of us head down to meet Kala for Saturday breakfast.
Kayla
I'm kneeling on the floor of my bedroom, completely naked with my knees pressed together and my tight butt resting on my heels. I breathe rapidly, my breasts heaving as I stare up at the five large men with big cocks surrounding me. They form a large circle around me and are all staring down at my nude body as they stroke their erections. I look up at the men with my innocent eyes, while doing my best to fuel their circle-jerk.
"Oh, you boys are so hard!" I coo, putting the tip of my pointer finger in my mouth and lightly pressing my lower lip down. "I guess you like me?" I shrug slightly, as if unsure, my head slightly cocked to the side. My other hand palms my firm breast, gently lifting and massaging the perfectly shaped tit as I take in the view of the many hot guys jerking off to the sight of my naked body.
"Holy shit, you are so fucking hot." says one guy as he admires my body, his eyes taking in my taut stomach and perfect curves while stroking his massive erection.
"I've never been so hard in my life!" another guy adds, his eyes locked on my pretty face, framed by my lightly curled raven locks.
Several other men make comments about how beautiful I am, how hard I make them, how badly they want me. I shiver as I feel myself getting wet. All these men, so hard for me. For Kayla. Fuck, my pussy is soaked.
In order to be able to turn and see the other guys, I lift my body and spread my knees. I'm still kneeling, but now I'm able to get a better view of the scene. I pivot slightly so that I'm facing a different man and squeeze my boobs together as I lock eyes with him.
"You like my titties? Is my hot, little body turning you on?" I coo.
"Fuck yeah, Baby." he says as he looks down at me and nods while stroking his cock.
"Oh, you guys are turning me on too!" I moan, running a hand along the side of my body as my other hair gathers up my hair. I thrust out my chest and look from man to man. "Mm, look at all these big, beautiful cocks!"
"You love cock, don't you?" one guy asks as he looks at my tits.
"Yes! I need cock! I need it!" I moan wantonly as I lick my lips and run a hand over my tight, young body. "Please, please let me suck your dicks."
I squeak in surprise when the guy behind me grabs me by the hair and yanks me backwards. Knowing what he wants, I immediately comply, spinning to face the man as I smile at the feeling of being manhandled. My tits jiggle as I get into position on my knees in front of this guy.
Within seconds, the rough man's cock is in my mouth and I'm sucking on him as hard as I can. The guy seems content to let me bob my head on him at my own pace as he reaches for my hanging tits. Taking one breast in each hand, he squeezes the firm globes, pulling them apart. He proceeds to play with my tits while I give him head. He squishes them together, creating an enticing cleavage. Then he pulls on one of my nipples, stretching my tit before releasing it and giving the large breast a soft slap.
"My turn!" another guy says, grabbing me by the hair.
He pulls me off the cock I'm sucking and forces me in front of him. Then a second cock is in my mouth and I'm sucking away. I place my hands on the man's thighs as I deep throat him and swallow so my throat muscles squeeze his dick.
"Oh fuck, that's good." he groans, his hands buried in my raven hair.
I begin making my way around the circle of men, knee-walking from one guy to the next, taking cock after cock between my lips. My head bounces back and forth on each one as I suck. All the while, guys are making comments about how hot I am and how cock-hungry I'm being. I'm so wet. I love this!
I give sloppy head, drool running from between my lips as I suck and moan. Hands explore my body, grabbing and slapping my tits, tweaking my nipples until I groan. One guy lifts my tit with one hand while his other holds his cock so he can slap my boob with his dick. I let guys slap my face with their dicks, I let them fuck my face as I leave my mouth hanging open for whoever wants to use me.
"Holy shit, holy shit!" a guy moans as he looks down at me while my green eyes are rolled up to meet his. I'm making sexy moaning and gagging sounds around his cock while he fucks my face.
The five guys are closing in around me, all trying to get their chance with their hot, little cocksucker. They grab my hair and pull me off one cock in order to feed me another. Hands grab my tits, my ass, my pussy, any exposed flesh they can reach. At one point, I look up at three men as they slap my face with their dicks while I kiss as much cock-flesh as I can and tell them how badly I want their cum.
"Stick that cock down my throat!" I say to the guy holding me by the hair, who is more than happy to oblige.
These cocks taste so good, I'm so horny. All these men are so turned on for me. They keep making comments about how hot I am and how good I am at sucking dick. I need it. I need cock. I need cum. I release the cock I'm sucking and get in the middle of all five guys as I start begging.
"Can I have your cum, please?" I ask with a pout. "You can shoot it anywhere you want." I tell them as I run my fingertips across my large, perfectly shaped breast while my gaze moves from man to man. "You can cum in my mouth, on my pretty face, or shoot it all over my titties! Please cum! Cum for Kayla! Who wants to cum all over me? I need it so bad! Please cover me with your hot, thick, sticky cum!"
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" one guy announces as he approaches me while stroking his hard dick.



"Ah!" I say as I tilt my head back, open my mouth wide, and stick out my tongue. I squish my boobs together and wiggle my tight body in excitement.
"Yeah, cum on the slut!" one guy shouts.
Cum shoots out in one long rope, splattering my face from forehead to chin. The second blast lances across the side of my pretty face and gets in my hair; the white seed in strong contrast with my raven locks. The third shot goes right into my mouth, coating my outstretched tongue. The smell of cum fills my nostrils, causing my soaked pussy to quiver in pleasure. It smells and tastes so fucking good, it's driving me wild!
I push the hot fluid out of my mouth and let it run down my chin as I take the guy's cock in my mouth and start sucking on the head. I can feel his shaft pulsing between my lips as he drains the remainder of his orgasm into my willing mouth. I then pull off his cock and show the man the rest of his cum before sexily spitting it out. There's now a strand of cum dangling from my chin.
There are now four men surrounding me, jerking off as they watch me knee-walk from guy to guy, sucking whichever dick I can get my lips around. I suck on one guy while my hand plays with his balls. At the same time, a guy kneels behind me, reaches around my body, and starts playing with my tits.
"You want my cum, Babe?" asks the guy I'm sucking.
I let out a choked gurgle as I nod around his cock. "Uh-hmm." I moan while looking up at him.
"Yeah?" he asks as he looks into my pretty, green eyes.
"Mmhmm, mmhmm, mmhmm!" I moan around my mouthful of meat with each thrust the guy makes between my stretched lips.
The man feeling my tits, releases my breasts and gets out of the way. I grab the thighs of the man in my mouth as he holds my head and starts fucking my face. Less than a minute later, he tenses and starts shooting.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" the guy orders.
I just give my head a little shake as I feel my cheeks filling with semen. Shot after shot fills my mouth, but I don't swallow. Not even when a river of white starts leaking out of the side of my mouth. When he finishes cumming, the guy yanks my head off his dick.
"Show us." he orders, looking down at me.
I gape my mouth and show off the creamy sperm that is coating my tongue. The guys make various comments about how hot and slutty I am as they watch me wiggle my tongue around in the pool of sperm. The three remaining guys are stroking hard as I tilt my head back and close my mouth, giving a deliberate swallow. I feel a shiver pass through my body as the warm, sticky fluid slides down my throat. I then open my mouth and show them that it is empty.
"I need more!" I whimper desperately, "I need more cock. I need more cum!"
I reach up and scoop some semen off my chin before reaching between my legs and rubbing it into my pussy. A guy steps forward and feeds me his length, which I happily accept between my lips as I start sucking.
I suck on this guy while fingering myself for a couple minutes before releasing him and moving on to the next hard dick. I move between the remaining three guys who haven't cum yet while the first two stand back and watch. All five guys are making comments about how sexy I am. They're all enthralled by me, by Kayla.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" one guy announces as he approaches me from the side.
"Me, too!" says a second guy.
"Yes! Cover me! Cum all over me!" I beg.
"Push your tits together," orders one guy as he jacks off his hard cock, "and beg for it!"
I don't even think about it as my hands shoot up to my breasts. I hold my tits together as I start cooing and moaning. Both guys are jacking off while aiming directly at my tits. I start begging for them to cover me with their hot cum, telling them how badly I want it. Soon, whiteness explodes from their tips at the same time and splatters all over my heaving bosom.
"Yes, yes, please give it to me! Give me all your cum!" I beg as I feel my pussy convulsing in orgasm. I'm cumming from the feel of semen splattering all over me.
I hold my breasts tightly, tit-flesh bulging around my fingers while white cum splashes all over my chest. Semen runs down my tits, some of it landing on my fingers, while more of it pools in my cleavage.
"Yes, cum on my titties!" I coo as the last of their sperm leaks out onto my breasts.
I immediately kneel before the last man and suck him into my mouth. My hands are still holding my tits as I feel cum running down my stomach. I bob my head on him rapidly, cum running down my face, my breasts, my stomach. Soon, I can feel him throbbing. He's close. He's gonna cum for me. I pull off his cock and start my dirty talk.
"C'mon, Baby, give it to me! Give me your cum!" I beg as I look up at him. I know I'm a sight; nude and on my knees with cum running down my face while more cum covers my heaving breasts. I put my hands behind my back and thrust out my chest to give him a great view.
"Holy fuck, this is hot!" he groans as he looks at me while stroking hard and fast.
"Squirt it all over my face! I want it, I want your cum! Do it on my face, c'mon!" I plead. My mouth is open with my tongue hanging out. My eyes are locked with his as I beg him to feed me with his creamy seed.
He finally lets loose. A powerful stream of white, hot cum blasts up my tits. The second shot hits my lips and chin. The third rope lances across my face and into my hair. The man then presses his cock to my lips and drains the rest into my mouth.
"Mm, thank you for the yummy sperm!" I coo as I look up at the five men who are once more surrounding me and looking down at my naked body with lust.
They're all so hot for me. So much cock, so much cum. I need more, I need to get fucked so badly. I reach down and run my fingers along my slit as I imagine these men taking turns with me. They want me. Only me.
With a groan, I stretch as consciousness returns to me. I feel moisture on my face, and at first I think it's cum. Only after blinking several times do I realize it's drool. It was a dream. Another sex dream. Fuck. I'm still horny.
Looking at my phone, I see that it is almost 4:00AM on Saturday morning. I throw the covers off my body, revealing my nearly-nude frame, covered by just a pair of panties. Hooking my thumbs into the waistband, I lift my bum and slide the underwear down my legs. I then fling my panties away so I can get at my pussy.
I slap a hand to my cunt and start rubbing my clit. My knees are bent and my feet are planted firmly on the bed. I push my longest two fingers into my pussy as I throw my head back and start moaning.
Fuck, I wish I had something longer to shove up here. My fingers just aren't cutting it. Thankfully, we're going sex toy shopping today. I'm buying a dildo. And a vibrator. Definitely. I can't wait!
For several minutes, I alternate between fingering myself and rubbing my clit. Eventually, I arch my back and cry out in orgasm. I keep my fingers buried up my cunt so that I can feel my pussy squeezing the digits as I imagine guys shooting cum all over me.
I pull out of my pussy and suck my juices off of my fingers. My eyes roll back as I moan, enjoying my sweet taste. Then I grab the covers and pull them back over my nude body. Closing my eyes, I practice meditation until I drift off to sleep again.
The sun is out when I wake up again. Stretching, I get out of bed and wander to my bathroom completely naked. After peeing and brushing my teeth, I hop in the shower. I soap up my naked body and let the water wash away the suds.
After returning to my bedroom, I slip on a clean pair of panties and my robe. Then I answer a few morning texts, making sure to wish Ian a good morning. Finally, it's time to head down to breakfast with Daddy and Lexi.
I walk to the main dining room and am momentarily surprised to see Hazel is here. Then I remember the threesome. Of course she's here. Like Lexi, she's cutely dressed in one of my dad's button-down shirts. From the way her nipples are denting the fabric, she and Lexi aren't wearing bras.
"Morning, Honey." says Daddy.
"Good morning, Kayla!" Lexi chirps.
"Morning." Hazel mumbles with a yawn.
"Good morning, guys!" I say happily as I sit down at the table and start serving myself breakfast. "How is everyone?"
"My ass is sore." Hazel mutters, wincing as she adjusts herself in her seat.
"Someone lost her anal cherry last night!" Lexi says with a grin.
"Ouch." I whisper sympathetically. "I hope it was good!"
"Oh, it was amazing. So intense!" Hazel gushes, "But yeah, my bum hurts now."
"Sorry, Hazel." says Daddy, but he's smiling.
"Yeah, you sound sorry." Hazel mutters sarcastically.
"Oh, stop complaining." I say with mock annoyance, "No one made you take a dick up your butt."
"Whatever." Hazel says with a grin right before she sticks out her tongue at me.
"So, Kayla," Lexi begins nervously, "my brother and sister stopped by last night."
"Wait. What?!" I exclaim in shock. "What happened?"
"They interrupted our shower by ringing the bell." says Hazel.
"Hazel stayed upstairs while Steven and I went to talk with them." Lexi explains, "They want me to move in with one of them."
"And what did you say?" I ask. I'm so scared, I don't want Lexi to leave!
"I told them 'no', don't worry." Lexi reassures me.
"Okay, good." I say in relief. "I mean, I'm glad your siblings want to be part of your life, but I don't want you to leave!"
"I'm not going anywhere." Lexi says with a smile.
"We told them about what happened to Lexi." Daddy says.
"Oh, they know about Keith?" I ask with a wince.
"Yeah, they know." Lexi nods. "I couldn't tell them, so I had Steven do it."
"They're coming over for dinner on Sunday." Daddy tells me, "Will you be around?"
"Yeah," I say, "Ian is coming over for lunch, but I can tell him that I can only hang out until just before dinner."
"Sounds good, thank you Honey." Daddy says before taking a sip of his coffee.
"You're welcome." I respond, "I'm looking forward to meeting them. Kyle and Nicole, right?"
"Yup." Lexi nods, "Kyle and Nicole. Nicole is the oldest, then Kyle, then I'm the baby."
"Well, that's Sunday!" Hazel adds in, "What are we doing today?"
"Sex toy shopping! Duh!" Lexi says.
"I can't wait, I definitely need a dildo." I tell them.
"I did not need to know that, Honey." says Daddy.
"Too bad, old man." I respond with a giggle.
"But you do need to know about the other four girls buying sex toys?" Lexi asks.
"Yes, I am happy to know about that!" Daddy laughs.
"Just imagine shy Marcia in the sex store, looking at fake cocks!" Hazel says as she runs her hand along Daddy's forearm.
"Mm, that's a nice image." he says.
"Good!" Lexi laughs.
"Then the five of us will get together here and maybe try out some of the stuff we bought!" I add in.
"What will you be doing while I fuck your daughter with a strap-on?" Hazel asks Daddy.
"Uh..." Daddy trails off, "I, um, I have no plans for the day." Daddy says.
"I guess you'll just have to hang around the house, imagining what we girls are doing." Lexi says.
"We could invite him?" Hazel suggests.
"I don't know..." I trail off nervously. I love Daddy, but I'm still nervous about sex while in front of him. As long as we don't touch, I'm fine with it, but I'm still nervous.
"It's okay, I know this time is for you girls." Daddy says.
We eat in silence for several minutes. As always, the food is delicious. I love our maid. She's such a great cook. Lexi feeds Daddy a bite of food off of her fork, making us all smile. I take a bite of bacon as a thought occurs to me.
"What are you guys planning for spring break?" I ask, "It's the week after next."
"I'm forty, I'm planning on working." Daddy deadpans.
"I have nothing planned." says Lexi.
"Neither do I." Hazel answers.
"We could go on vacation!" I suggest.
"How would that work?" Daddy asks.
"Well," I begin, "you could take the week off of work and bring us girls someplace nice!"
"That's a great idea!" Lexi exclaims, "You'd get so laid." she says to Daddy.
"Honey, it's a little last minute to book something." Daddy says. "As much as I love the idea of taking you girls somewhere."
"Please?" I ask with a pout. I feel bad that Daddy won't be joining us today. I feel like taking five hot girls on spring break will make it up to him. Plus, we girls get an amazing vacation. Everyone wins. "We could go someplace tropical and wear sexy bikinis!"
"Oh! I know!" Lexi chirps, "After we buy sex toys, we could go lingerie shopping so that we have slutty underwear to put on for you!"
"Um, well.." Daddy begins. We've got him.
"All five of us would be able to go." Hazel reasons, "Our parents don't know we're fucking you, so they'll say yes when they know we have you to look out for us!"
"You own the company, so you can take the time." I say.
"Yes, getting the time off isn't the issue. Neither is the money." says Daddy, "I'm just not sure what I can throw together on such short notice."
"You can work on that today!" Lexi chirps.
"You girls really know how to get what you want out of a guy, don't you?" Daddy asks with an eye roll.
"Is that a 'yes'? I ask.
"I will see what I can do." Daddy says, "And yes, if it works out, all five of you can come. As long as they have their parents' permission."
"My parents can go fuck themselves." Lexi mutters.
"Okay, you don't need your parents' permission, my love." says Daddy with a smirk.
"I'll ask mine!" Hazel says happily.
"Wait and see if I can book something first, okay?" Daddy asks.
"Fine, fine." Hazel mutters, "But, I think you should be rewarded for the thought."
Before any of us can react, Hazel ducks under the table. A minute later, she has Daddy's cock in her mouth and is sucking away. Lexi and I watch as Daddy reaches under the table and grips Hazel's head.
"Fuck, Hazel!" he groans.
Lexi and I eat our breakfast while Hazel blows Daddy. Occasionally, Daddy takes a bite of his food, which makes me giggle. He's eating his breakfast while a hot, eighteen-year-old is going down on him.
"Gonna cum!" he grunts a few minutes later.
Hazel moans happily as Daddy fills her mouth with his creamy seed. I watch as Hazel gets out from under the table and stands by Lexi. Leaning down, Hazel draws Lexi in for a cum-filled kiss. Fuck, this is hot.
After breakfast, the four of us head back to the bedrooms to get dressed for the day. We then meet up in the main living room and decide to watch television for awhile. Hazel and Lexi curl up beside Daddy while I sit in one of the wing chairs.
The movie is good, but at one point, about halfway through the film, I look over and see Lexi's head buried in Daddy's lap. I shake my head and go back to the movie. Fifteen minutes later, I hear him grunt and know that Lexi is getting a mouthful of cum.
We watch television until lunch time. Then, after eating, Hazel, Lexi, and I all get into Lexi's car and she drives us to the dirty store. We talk and laugh in the car the entire twenty minute drive to the only sex shop in town.
"Hi, Marcia! Hi, Ashley!" I say as I step out of the car and greet our two other best friends.
"Hi, Kayla!" says Marcia.
"Kayla, hi!" Ashley says, giving me a tight hug.
So, guess what?" Lexi asks.
"What?" Marcia responds.
"Steven is gonna book a vacation for all of us for spring break!" Lexi announces.
"Really?" asks Ashley.
"Yeah, really!" Hazel says, "We talked about it at breakfast. Our parents will probably let us go since we'll have an adult with us!
"We are adults!" says Lexi.
"Well, an older adult." Hazel corrects herself.
"So, I promised Daddy the five of us would go lingerie shopping today in order to pick out some sexy undies for the trip." I explain.
"Sounds fun to me!" Ashley says.
"I'm excited to be with your dad again," shy Marcia speaks up.
"Good!" I exclaim.
The five of us enter the dirty store as a group. I'm a little overwhelmed; there's so much to see! An entire wall is dedicated to dirty movies. There's another wall of vibrators and dildos. There's a display of thigh-high boots beside a mannequin wearing a red teddy. There are also various toys, including handcuffs, arm restraints, and ball gags.
As we walk through the store, I take a look at the other customers. Instead of the perverted, old men I've been expecting, I see a lot of couples. Off in one corner, an early-thirties woman holds up a ball gag to who I assume is her husband and waggles her eyebrows. Another couple in their mid-twenties browse the dirty movies. I do see one lone guy pick up a box containing a sex doll and head towards the register. There's even a woman looking at the collection of dildos.
"So, um, where do we start?" Marcia asks nervously.
"Shouldn't you know?" Ashley asks teasingly, "You're the one with a vibrator."
"Which I ordered on the internet and had delivered to my house." Marcia explains, "I was so afraid my parents would see the package. Thankfully, they work late."
"Should we just browse for now?" I suggest.
"That works for me!" Lexi says.
We keep browsing. There's even a lingerie section, but it doesn't have very many options. We agree to wait until we go to a store dedicated to sexy undies to buy any. There isn't anything here that catches my eye anyway. Eventually, we make it to the dildo and vibrator wall.
"We should each pick out a vibrator to start." Ashley says.
"Except for Marcia, because she has one!" Hazel adds.
"I didn't bring it though," Marcia complains, "I'll be jealous if you're all using yours today and I can't."
"Fine, fine." Ashley responds, "Everyone gets a vibrator!"
Each of us picks out a small, battery-powered vibrator. We also grab a large pack of batteries, knowing we're gonna need them. Then we move on to the dildos. There's one that has a good amount of veins to simulate a real penis. We decide to each grab one, along with some lube.
"What about these?" Lexi asks, holding up a double-ended dildo.
"Sure, grab one!" I say.
"Oh, we can fuck ass-to-ass!" Ashley says with a giggle.
"You're such a slut." Hazel says, hip-checking Ashley.
"You know it, girl!" Ashley replies. Marcia just giggles and rolls her eyes.
We make our way to the section I'm looking forward the most; the strap-ons. If I can't get real cock, I can at least get fucked from behind good and hard by one of my girlfriends. At my insistence, we put two strap-ons into the cart. Then we move on and check out what else they have.
"What about these?" Ashley asks, holding up a pair of fuzzy handcuffs. "For us, for Steven to handcuff one of us later?"
"Oh, that's a fun idea!" Hazel giggles.
"I've never thought about being handcuffed before." Marcia says, looking thoughtful.
"I'd love to be handcuffed to the bed while Steven nails me!" Lexi says with a grin.
"Grab two pairs, we might need them!" I say with a blush and a giggle.
"They're not very expensive," Ashley says, "Maybe we should each buy our own pair?"
"Hm, good idea!" Lexi chirps as five pairs get put into the cart.
Not long after getting the handcuffs, we decide it's time to check out. Each girl pays for a vibrator, a dildo, a container of lube, and a pair of handcuffs. Marcia's face is beet red as the cashier bags her purchases. The cashier doesn't seem to even notice.
I notice Lexi is paying with cash. I guess Daddy hasn't gotten her a credit card yet. I know he's been giving her spending money, at least. I pay for the rest with my credit card; the double-ended dildo and the two strap-ons.
We load our purchases into Lexi's car, and the perky redhead hops into the front seat. The rest of us pile into our cars and the five of us head to the nearest store to buy lingerie. Fortunately, there's a perfect store in the mall.



The five of us kill a couple hours shopping at the mall. I even find a nice new pair of shoes! Lexi grabs a new shirt at the local clothing store, and Marcia picks up some new jeans. Then we make our way to our destination.
A large display of panties greet us as we walk into the store. We spend the first few minutes taking advantage of the sale on underwear. Hazel also picks up a couple bras, since she needs new ones.
Finally, we reach the section that shows off all the nice lingerie. There are nighties, teddies, and negligees. It's all pricey, but really nice, high-quality stuff. I don't see the point of the crotch-less panties, I'll just take off my underwear.
It's time to try stuff on! We pick out a few items each, while making comments to each other about who would look good in what. Then we each make our way to the dressing rooms with armfuls of lingerie.
"Hey, Lexi?" I call out as I admire myself in the mirror. I'm wearing a light pink, see-thru teddy and nothing else. There is a protective plastic piece to allow me to try on panties, but I know my size, there's no point.
"Yeah?" Lexi calls back from the next stall.
"I'm not sure how I look in this? Could you come see?" I ask, hoping a manager doesn't hear.
Soon, the door to my changing stall opens and Lexi slips inside. She looks absolutely stunning in a light blue negligee. Her auburn hair frames her face, which is lightly dusted with freckles. Of course she goes for light blue, it's the color of the bikini that she was wearing when she and Daddy hooked up for the first time. I don't have the heart to tell her that green would look better on her. Still, she's gorgeous.
"Wow." Lexi whispers as she looks me up and down with love and lust. "You're beautiful."
"So are you." I whisper back, my breathing heavy.
Lexi approaches me and places one hand at my side, while her other hand cups my face. I lean in and press my lips to hers as I cup her face with both my hands. Then we're moaning into each others mouths as we kiss passionately.
I reach my hands around Lexi's body and grab her tight ass, pulling her close to me. We rub our bodies together as Lexi pushes me backwards until my bum impacts with the wall of the changing stall. She then pulls my head back by the hair and starts aggressively kissing my neck.
"Oh fuck, Lexi." I whisper urgently as I reach back with both hands and claw at the wall of the changing room stall.
I immediately spread my legs when I feel Lexi's hand pull up the hem of my teddy. Soon, I feel her fingers push up my cunt. My leg shakes as Lexi fingers me while holding my head by the hair and kissing my neck.
My pussy is making wet squishing sounds as Lexi finger-fucks me in the changing room stall. Fuck, this is so dirty. I love it! My hand buries in her auburn hair as she sucks on my neck, while my other hand reaches out and squeezes one of her tits.
After a couple of minutes of this, Lexi kisses back up to my lips and shoves her tongue down my throat. Then she pulls back and starts kissing along my jaw and to my ear. I shiver when she nibbles on my ear. I'm breathing heavily. I'm gonna cum. And Lexi knows it. She pulls on my hair and forces me to look into her eyes.
"When we get home, I'm gonna put on a strap-on and fuck you until you scream my name." Lexi announces in a hot, throaty voice.
"I'm gonna scream now." I warn in a rapid whisper, "Kiss me before I scream!"
Lexi presses her lips to my mouth as she shoves her fingers all the way inside me. That's when I explode. I scream into her mouth, allowing the inside of her mouth to muffle the sound as I cum on her talented fingers.
When I come down from my orgasm, Lexi pulls her fingers out of my cunt and sucks them into her mouth. I watch as Lexi rolls her eyes up to meet mine. All while she is sucking my juices off her fingers.
"Y-you should get back to your changing room before we get caught." I say, my leg shaking weakly as I try to remain standing.
"Mm," Lexi hums, "You're right. Make sure you get that outfit. It looks good on you."
I watch Lexi's sexy butt as she leaves the stall and shuts the door. I then hear the stall door next to mine open and know she's made it back to her changing room. I peel off my light pink teddy and get dressed.
Soon, we are all done trying on lingerie. Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel all giggle when Lexi and I step out of the changing room. They could all hear us messing around. I just blush and stick out my tongue, but Lexi takes a bow.
We pay for our purchases and head to the food court for dinner. It's such a nice day, I'm having a great time. After dinner, we head back to Lexi's car and put our purchases in her trunk. Then it is time to head home. Marcia and Ashley have their own cars, while Lexi, Hazel, and I all drive in Lexi's car.
The five of us arrive at Daddy's palatial mansion and park the three cars. We then grab our purchases and walk through the front door, giggling and chatting. We say 'hi' to the butler before making our way through the house. Daddy's office door is closed, so I'm guessing he is in there, trying to get reservations somewhere. I text him that we're home and we girls head to my bedroom.
"What now?" Ashley asks, "Should we model our lingerie for each other or just get naked?"
"I vote for naked!" Lexi chirps.
"Of course you do." Marcia says with a giggle as she shakes her head.
"I think it would be fun to change and model our lingerie!" Hazel chimes in.
"I agree!" I say, "Let's do that! And I'll take pictures of you girls to send to Daddy!"
"He'll love that!" Lexi says with a giggle.
Lexi and I manage to find robes for Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. All five of us then each go to a separate room to change. Standing in my bedroom, I strip down and put on my light pink teddy, along with a pair of matching lace panties. Then I throw a robe on to hide my outfit. The other four girls arrive over the next few minutes, all wearing robes.
"So, who goes first?" Marcia asks.
"Kayla." Lexi answers, "That way she can take pictures of the rest of us for Steven."
"Okay!" Ashley and Hazel both say.
The other four girls all sit down on my bed and look at me. I smile and turn my back to them. Then I untie my robe and slowly slip it off my shoulders. I hear a gasp as my see-thru light pink teddy is revealed. With one quick motion, I spin around to face them. My nipples are visible and rock hard.
"So, what do you think?" I ask, striking a pose.
"Beautiful!" Marcia says sincerely.
"Fucking sexy!" responds Ashley.
"Lovely!" Hazel adds.
"I'd hit that!" Lexi chirps, making us all laugh.
I stick out my tongue at Lexi before resuming my pose. The girls take various pictures of me; facing them, from behind, bent over while looking at the camera. I love it! They send me a few and I decide to save them for Ian, for when we progress in our relationship.
"My turn!" Ashley announces.
I sit on the bed in my teddy as Ashley prances to the center of the room. She unties her robe, then opens and discards it with one smooth motion. Ashley is wearing a see-thru black lace bra and panties set. Also included is a see-thru black skirt that is only about four inches long. All three pieces have flower designs on them.
After taking several pictures of Ashley in various poses, I send them off to Daddy. The other girls all chime in that they want the pictures, so I send the ones of me and Ashley to our group chat. Now we'll all have them.
"I'll go next!" says Lexi as she stands up and reveals her light blue negligee with matching panties. I take a few pictures to send to Daddy and our group chat, then Marcia is up.
"Don't be nervous, it's just us!" Hazel says.
"Yeah, we're sure you'll look amazing." I add in.
"We've all seen your sexy body before anyway!" Lexi says helpfully.
"Thanks, girls." says Marcia as she fiddles with her robe. She then takes a breath and discards the robe.
We all gasp. Marcia is wearing a red see-thru one piece with a large diamond cut out in the middle to show off her flat stomach. Holy shit, she's sexy! We all stare in silence for almost a minute before Ashley starts clapping.
"You go, girl!" says Ashley.
"Gorgeous!" breathes Lexi.
"Didn't know you had it in you!" Hazel chimes in.
"I love it!" I say.
"Really, you like it?" Marcia asks as she does a twirl.
"Steven is gonna cum just from seeing you like this." I say as I take a picture of Marcia.
I take several more pictures of Marcia in various poses before sending them along to Steven and our group chat. My dad really is a lucky bastard. I just smirk and shake my head at his reply, stating that he's hard.
"Guess I'm up!" says Hazel as she stands and reveals her outfit.
Hazel is looking incredibly sexy in a see-thru white lace piece of lingerie. It's a baby doll v neck chemise with matching white lace panties. I immediately aim my phone at her and take a few pictures as she poses.
This has been incredibly arousing. I'm glad we didn't just get naked. I know every pussy in the room is soaked now. We are all breathing heavy, our faces flush as we look at each other, overwhelmed with lust.
"I can't wait any longer." Ashley breathes, breaking the silence as she stands up and pulls Marcia to her feet "You're just so beautiful."
"So are you." Marcia whispers as the two girls embrace and share a soft kiss.
I can feel Lexi beside me, brushing a lock of my raven hair behind my ear as she starts lightly kissing my neck while I watch Ashley and Marcia. The two girls are pressing their bodies together; Ashley in see-thru black lace, while Marcia is wearing red.
Hazel looks between the four of us before walking over to the bags on the desk. She proceeds to pull out the various sex toys we purchased. She then takes out the package of batteries and puts two batteries into a vibrator, making it turn on.
Sitting in my desk chair, Hazel strips off her panties, leaving her clad in nothing but her white lace chemise. I watch as Hazel spreads her legs and presses the vibrator to her clit. The tan girl lets out a loud moan as the vibrator makes contact.
"Oh fuck, that's amazing!" Hazel gasps out as she watches the four of us play.
Looking over, I see Marcia reach around Ashley's body to unhook the blonde's black lace bra. The shorter girl flings the bra off into the corner of the room and then reaches down to suck one of Ashley's nipples into her mouth. I can see Marcia's small hands cupping Ashley's massive jugs.
"Mm, Marcia." Ashley moans as she buries a hand in Marcia's hair and holds the girl's head to her chest.
Lexi lowers the spaghetti strap of my teddy as she begins kissing along my shoulder. Her other hand is reaching around my body to squeeze one of my boobs. I lean my head back and moan as I feel her breasts pressing into my back.
The beautiful redhead reaches lower and grabs the hem of my pink teddy. She then lifts it up and off my body. I raise my arms to help her, and soon the garment gets tossed away, leaving me wearing nothing but panties.
"Lay back." Lexi whispers as she kisses along my neck.
"Okay." I whisper as I comply, laying on my back on my bed with my head on the pillow.
Lexi gets out of bed and walks over to the desk where Hazel is currently using a vibrator on her own pussy. My dad's girlfriend grabs a vibrator and puts batteries in it. She also takes a dildo and a strap-on.
"Let's try these." Lexi says as she comes back to the bed.
All around me, my best friends are getting naked. Hazel whips off her white chemise, leaving her completely nude. With her legs spread wide, Hazel continues using the vibrator on herself as her other hand palms a tit.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Hazel announces as she lowers her head and bares her teeth, grunting cutely through her orgasm.
Marcia's one piece is crumpled up in the corner of my bedroom. Even as I watch, Marcia peels Ashley's black lace panties and skirt off of her, leaving both the blonde and the brunette naked as the day they were born. Ashley grabs Marcia's hands and pulls the smaller girl to the floor. Soon, Marcia is on top of Ashley, one of her C-cup boobs splitting the cleavage of Ashley's D-cups.
Lexi places the sex toys on the bedside table as she grabs her light blue negligee at the hem and whips it over her head. She looks at me and squeezes her titties together for my viewing pleasure before blowing me a kiss. Then Lexi lays on her back and slides her panties down her legs and kicks them off.
"Lose the panties." Lexi says, looking at me.
I giggle and lay on my back beside her before pushing my underwear down my legs and off of me. I hand the panties to Lexi, who presses them to her nose to inhale my feminine scent. She then giggles and tosses the underwear across the room.
My best friend reaches for the vibrator on the bedside table. Bringing the sex toy over in front of me, she turns it on and then slides it down my body. I spread my legs in anticipation. Lexi licks her lips as she presses the vibrator to my clit.
"Holy fuck!" I gasp at the sensation. This feels so fucking good.
"You like that?" Lexi asks as she leans over and licks my nipple.
"Yes, don't stop, don't stop!" I beg as my back arches.
Within two minutes I announce my orgasm to the room with a loud screech. Lexi keeps the vibrator on my clit as she works my pussy. She is also playing with my tit with one hand, driving me wild with pleasure.
"Mind if I join you?" Hazel's voice asks as I return to earth.
Lexi pulls the vibrator away from my pussy and switches it off. I look over at her through a lock of sweaty hair as Lexi puts the vibrator in her mouth and sucks my juices from the hard material. I then turn back and look over at Hazel.
"O-okay." I stutter, my pussy still slightly twitching from the intensity of my orgasm.
"You two have fun." Lexi says, standing up.
"Are you sure?" Hazel asks.
"Yeah, I wanna watch." Lexi explains as she grabs the dildo from the bedside table. "I'm taking this."
Lexi walks naked over to the desk chair and sits down on it. She then opens some lube and strokes it onto the dildo. I hum lustfully as I watch Lexi spread her legs and shove the dildo up her pink cunt.
As Hazel joins me in bed, I look over at our other two friends. Ashley and Marcia are now scissoring on the floor. Marcia is gripping Ashley's leg as she grinds her pussy against Ashley's tight hole. Both girls are moaning and panting like crazy.
"Oh, Marcia!" Ashley groans.
"Cum for me, Ash! Cum!" Marcia begs, her tits jiggling as the shy girl loses herself in pleasure.
"You like watching?" asks Hazel.
"Yes." I admit, turning back to face Hazel. I gasp when I realize the tan girl has buckled herself into the strap-on harness.
"Then get on your hands and knees." Hazel orders. "I can fuck you from behind while you watch.
I look down at the fake cock between Hazel's legs. It looks so big, and so strange on a girl. I look higher and can see her cute, tan titties. Licking my lips, I decided to embrace the moment. I'm ready to get fucked. First though, we need some lube.
"Okay, but I want your cock down my throat first." I say.
"Then come suck me, Baby." Hazel says, getting into the fantasy.
I roll onto my belly and crawl over to where Hazel is kneeling on my large bed. Deciding to really get into this, I give the fake cock an affectionate kiss before stroking it several times. Next, I reach my hands around Hazel's body and grab her ass cheeks as I open my mouth and take the fake penis inside.
"Mm, that's it, suck my cock slut." Hazel moans as she reaches down to play with my tits.
I bob my head on the fake cock, getting it nice and wet with my saliva. My hands grip Hazel's butt cheeks as I make sexy moaning and gagging sounds around the thick shaft. It's smoother than a real cock, but when I close my eyes, I can imagine I'm really giving head. I love this!
"Oh, you've got me so hard, Baby." Hazel groans while lightly thrusting her hips.
"Mm," I moan around the fake shaft as Hazel grips my hair in both hands and thrusts into my face.
After giving Hazel's fake penis head for a couple minutes, she pulls the dildo from my mouth and slaps it on my outstretched tongue. Then she has me kneel in doggystyle while facing the foot of the bed. I can see Lexi masturbating with the dildo, as well as Marcia and Ashley scissoring on the floor.
"I'm gonna fuck you so hard." Hazel says as she rubs the fake cock along my slit, making me shiver.
"Stop teasing and stick it in me!" I beg.
Seconds later, I feel the fake penis spreading my labia as Hazel pushes it inside me. I throw my head back and moan, causing my hair to fall in a dark curtain down my back. Hazel then grips my hips and starts a steady thrusting motion into my vagina.
"Oh, fuck yes!" I gasp out as I grip the sheets with desperate fingers.
"Yeah, take my cock!" Hazel says as she lets her hand fly, slapping my firm ass.
"Harder!" I grunt, baring my teeth.
"Yeah, spank her again!" Lexi groans from off to the side.
"You like that?" Hazel asks as she spanks me again, harder this time.
"Yes! Do it again!" I groan, loving the mixture of pain and pleasure.
"This is so fucking hot." Lexi says with a moan.
I glance over and watch Lexi's tits jiggle as the redhead fucks herself with the dildo. I can tell she's close to orgasm as she reaches up and squeezes a firm boob while fucking her own pussy. The entire time, I'm getting fucked like a dog by Hazel. The tan girl is alternating between holding my hips tightly and spanking me. It feels so fucking good.
Marcia and Ashley are now in a sixty-nine, with Marcia on top. The shorter girl has her face buried in Ashley's cunt, and her own pussy is right above Ashley's face, letting the tall blonde eat out Marcia. I love watching two of my best friends fingering and licking.
"I'm gonna cum!" I announce a couple minutes later, "I'm gonna cum all over your dick!"
Hazel grips my hips tightly and starts fucking me as hard and fast as she can. I clench my teeth as I take her fake cock while my tits are bouncing and slapping against each other. That's it. I'm cumming. I'm cumming hard.
"FUCK!" I scream as my pussy squeezes the fake dick. I can feel my vaginal walls spasm as tiny electric shocks shoot throughout my body.
"That's it, cum on my cock!" Hazel says as she fucks me through my orgasm.
This is too much. I collapse on the bed, overwhelmed with pleasure. My ass is still in the air, and I can feel Hazel gripping my bum as she slowly works the fake penis in and out of me. Drool is running from my lips and onto the bedspread. Everything goes black for a moment. Then, Hazel pulls out of me and I slowly open my eyes.
"Well, hello there." Lexi says with a giggle as she looks down at me and brushes a lock of sweaty hair out of my face.
"Hi." I grunt weakly.
Sitting up slowly, I see that Marcia and Ashley are on their feet as well, smiling at me. I must have passed out for a minute. Hazel walks into my field of vision and I see that she is no longer wearing the strap-on. Yup. I passed out from pleasure.
Lexi bends over and pecks my lips. I kiss her back before slowly sitting up. The five of us look at each other and start giggling. For a couple minutes, we laugh, no one speaking as we admire the naked bodies all around us.
"I don't know about you girls, but I could use some real cock." Ashley says.
"What, you want to invite Steven?" Marcia asks.
"That's exactly what I want!" Ashley acknowledges.
"That's not fair to Kayla." Hazel says, "She can't join in."
"I have an idea!" Lexi chimes in, "Why don't the three of you go entertain Steven. Kayla and I will have some alone time here."
"Are you sure?" Marcia asks.
"That's a good idea!" I say, "You three text your parents and say you're staying the night here. They'll just think it's a regular girls' slumber party. Spend the night with Steven. Leave in the morning. We have extra toothbrushes and stuff. Not like you'll need clothes."



"I like it!" Lexi chirps, "You three show my man a good time, and I'll spend the night with my Kayla."
"Okay!" says Ashley.
"Let's do it!" Hazel agrees.
"I'm in!" Marcia announces.
Lexi picks up her phone and takes a nude selfie. She then sends it to Daddy, along with a text. I can only assume she's telling him the plan. A minute later, Lexi nods before looking up and smiling at us.
"He's good with it!" Lexi says.
"Of course he is," Ashley says with an eye roll, "He gets to play with three hot, eighteen-year-old sluts."
Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel gather up their lingerie from around the room and place the garments into a bag, along with their phones. They then take some of the sex toys and put them into a separate bag, including at least one pair of handcuffs. Daddy is in for a great night.
Lexi and I wave goodbye to the three nude girls as they exit the room. The beautiful redhead then sits beside me on the bed and rests her hand on my knee. I smile as we look at each other with love and lust.
"I believe I mentioned making you scream my name." Lexi husks.
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Steven
I head down to breakfast Saturday morning with Hazel and Lexi. Both girls look so sexy, each of them wearing nothing but one of my button-down shirts and a pair of panties. I grab each girl's ass on the walk down, making them giggle.
At breakfast, the girls come up with the idea of all of us going on a trip for spring break. I love the idea of taking the five girls on a trip, but it's a little last minute to book something. I promise to see what I can do today, even though it is a Saturday. As a thank you, Hazel sucks me off beneath the breakfast table. I love cumming in her mouth.
After we eat, I go with the girls into the main living room to watch a movie. Lexi blows me during the movie, and I happily feed my sexy girlfriend a load of cum. We watch television until lunch, then eat together before the girls leave to go to the dirty store.
I head to my office in order to try and find a travel agent working on a Saturday. Fortunately, my usual guy is in and happy to help. He agrees with me about this being last minute, but since we aren't picky about the destination, we should be able to get something.
We immediately give up on the Caribbean, it's a prime spring break destination. Florida is discarded for a similar reason. Eventually, we decide on Bermuda. It's a beautiful island with pink sand beaches, however in April, it is usually still on the cool side. This year, however, the island is rather warm. We should be able to rent a house with a private beach and there should still be a few spring break activities for the girls to participate in. And I'll get laid. A lot.
After screwing around on the computer for an hour, the agent calls me back. He's found the perfect house. I immediately tell him to book it. We have our vacation. We'll be leaving next Saturday and returning the following Saturday night.
I text Lexi and get the full names and addresses of all the girls, then I book plane tickets for all six of us. I know it's a risk, since they might not be able to go. However, the tickets aren't too expensive and I'll get a good amount of the money back if someone can't go. It's worth the risk to make sure everyone can fly to Bermuda. I make sure not to tell Lexi where we're going, so I can tell everyone later.
I decide to stay in my office and play some computer games over the afternoon. Firing up the program, I start a game and kill several hours playing one of the latest games. When I take a break to look at my phone, I get quite the surprise.
Kayla sent me a picture of Ashley in a sexy bra and panties. There are several different angles, including one of her bending over and one of her leaning forward to show off her cleavage. The girls really have gotten lingerie. This trip is gonna be amazing.
Pictures keep coming in. My lovely Lexi in a light blue number, shy Marcia wearing a daring red see-thru piece with a large diamond cut out in the middle. Finally, Hazel is wearing a white v neck chemise. I'm so hard.
Knowing these girls are in the house, so close, yet so far, is driving me crazy. I wish Lexi was here so I could get some relief. I glance through the pictures again as I rub my bulge sadly. That's when Lexi texts me.
Lexi: Hey, Baby! Sorry about the blue balls! How would you feel if Kayla and I spent the night together while Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel entertain you for the night?
Included with the text is a nude selfie of Lexi. I immediately save the image so that I don't lose it. Lexi is gonna spend the night with Kayla while I get to have a foursome with three hot, eighteen-year-old girls. I text her back.
Steven: Absolutely! That's fine with me. Enjoy your time with Kayla.
I shut down my computer and head to the kitchen. I grab a few beers and wine coolers before heading to my bedroom. I then strip off my clothes, leaving me in just my boxer briefs. Next, I put on a robe as I wait for the ladies to arrive. Barely a minute later, there is a knock on my door.
"Come in!" I call out.
The door opens and three beauties sashay into the room, wearing nothing but smiles. Tall, blonde Ashley, holding a bag, followed by tan Hazel, who is also holding a bag. Finally, a fully nude brunette Marcia struts into the room, looking confident and sexy.
"Hello, ladies." I say, holding up my beer.
"Hey, Handsome." Ashley says, licking her lips. "Ready for more pussy than you can handle?"
"Steven." Marcia says with a nod and a smile.
"Did you bring drinks for us?" Hazel asks.
"I did!" I say to Hazel, "And challenge accepted, Ashley!"
Ashley and Hazel set their bags down on my desk before rejoining Marcia. Then I hand each naked girl a wine cooler, which they happily take. As each girl sips on their drink, I remove my robe and step out of my boxer briefs, so I am as naked as they are. I smile at the way the three girls admire my hard dick.
"Sorry we aren't wearing our lingerie for you." Marcia says as she places the tip of her pointer finger in her mouth and looks at me innocently.
"I'm okay with what you girls are wearing now." I tease while I admire Marcia's rack.
"If you're sure..." Hazel trails off as she cups a bare breast and wiggles her tight, young body.
"Well, the drink is nice," Ashley says as she sets her drink down on the bedside table while eyeing my cock, "but I want something to suck on."
Ashley sashays up to me, and I walk backwards until my knees hit the edge of my massive bed. The tall blonde then lightly shoves on my chest so that I sit down on the bed, looking up at her. She places her hands on my thighs as she kneels between my legs. I smile at Ashley as she lowers her head and opens her mouth.
"Fuck, yes." I groan as I grab a handful of her blonde locks.
Marcia and Hazel stand near the bed, sipping on their drinks while watching Ashley blow me. They look so fucking sexy. Hazel, tall and tan, with her long brown hair in a ponytail. Marcia, short with dark hair and nice size breasts. I admire the two girls as my free hand reaches down to absentmindedly play with Ashley's big tits.
"I think he likes to watch." Marcia giggles as she notices my staring.
"Then let's give him a show." Hazel suggests, taking Marcia's drink. She then marches her pretty, little ass over to the bedside table and sets both wine coolers down before returning to Marcia.
"Yes, let's!" Marcia says, bouncing on her feet.
"C'mere, Marcia." Hazel says as she sensually caresses Marcia's face before burying her hand in the shorter girl's hair.
Marcia puckers up as both girls lean into each other, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss. I watch as Marcia wraps her arms around Hazel and pulls her close. I can see their breasts press together as they make out.
"Keep sucking me, Baby." I say to Ashley, who moans happily around my thickness and continues bobbing her head while she stays knelt between my legs.
I look away from the top of Ashley's head and turn to watch the other two girls. Hazel and Marcia are kissing heavily, hands exploring each others bodies. Soon, Hazel breaks the lip lock and starts trailing kisses down Marcia's neck. Marcia leans her head back as Hazel grips the shorter girl's breasts, squeezing them together to create a delicious-looking cleavage.
"Yeah, suck on my tits." the usually quiet girl coos as she grips Hazel's long ponytail. Sex has with the girls has really brought Marcia out of her shell. She was aggressive during the pool party truth or dare when she came to suck my dick, and she has only grown more confident. She's still quiet at times, but she's definitely not shy around us.
Hazel holds Marcia's boobs with both hands as she sucks on one of the other girl's nipples. I can see Marcia shaking slightly from pleasure. It's so hot watching the foreplay of two nude beauties while a third girl sucks my dick.
"L-let's go to the bed." Marcia stammers while Hazel nurses at her nice-sized tit.
"Mm, you got it, Baby." Hazel says as she stands up and pecks Marcia's lips.
"That sounds like a great idea." I say. I pull Ashley up by the hair until she releases my cock with a slurp. The beautiful blonde bombshell is looking me in the eyes with pure lust. "Get on the bed and ride my cock."
Ashley just nods as I release her head and lay down on the bed. Hazel and Marcia are holding hands as they walk around the bed and get up on the other side. Marcia lays down beside me as Hazel gets on top of the cute brunette and starts kissing her neck.
The beautiful blonde hops up on the bed and throws a leg over my waist, straddling me. I look up at her as she reaches between us and aims my erection right at her pussy. Our eyes lock, and we moan as the busty girl lowers herself down onto me.
"Holy shit, you're big!" Ashley grunts once I am fully embedded inside her warm, tight tunnel.
"So I've heard." I chuckle as I slide my hands up her body to cup her breasts. Only feeling their softness convinces me these big jugs are, in fact, real.
Ashley places her hands on my chest as she begins to slowly bounce up and down on my cock. She bares her teeth and grunts each time I penetrate her fully. I continue playing with her tits as she rides me, squeezing the large orbs together as my thumbs run over her nipples.
Hearing moaning beside me, I turn my head and look at the other two girls. Marcia and Hazel are now tribbing. Hazel is on top with a hand on Marcia's breast, while Marcia grips Hazel's tight ass and rolls her hips to grind her clit against the long-haired girl's.
My cock is rock hard, throbbing inside of Ashley's sheath as I watch Hazel and Marcia. Marcia's shapely legs are in the air, her toes curled as she moans loudly. Hazel's smaller breasts are jiggling on her chest as she hovers over Marcia, grinding their clits together. It isn't long before both girls tense up at almost the same time.
"Fuck, fuck! I'm cumming!" Hazel announces, throwing her head back. Marcia just moans in short, intense bursts of pleasure.
"Look at me." Ashley whispers, and I feel her long fingers on my chin.
The tall girl turns my head so that I'm facing her. Our eyes lock as she undulates in my lap. I can tell she's about to cum as well. She releases my chin and claws at my chest. I roll her nipples between my fingers, causing Ashley to quiver in my lap as an orgasm washes over her.
"Fuck, I'm cumming all over your dick!" Ashley calls out, keeping me fully embedded inside her as her gorgeous face scrunches up.
I release her tits and grip her hips as Ashley convulses in my lap. Her nude body looks so sexy on top of me, and I can feel her vaginal muscles spasm around my shaft. It's all I can do not to cum in her pussy.
Feeling movement beside me, I look and watch as Hazel kisses down Marcia's body while the shorter girl spreads her legs wide. Marcia's leg is now touching mine as Hazel kneels between her partner's legs.
"Yes, lick my pussy!" Marcia begs, her head thrown back and her hands gripping Hazel's head as the long-haired girl takes a tentative lick of her slit.
"I wanna ride you in reverse cowgirl." Ashley says as she lifts her body, causing my dick to fall out of her.
I release Ashley's hips, allowing her to spin around so that her bum is facing me. I hold my cock at the base, keeping it upright so Ashley can lower herself onto me again. Soon, I am once more buried to the hilt up her eighteen-year-old cunt. From the way her arms are, I can tell she is squeezing her own tits while she works her butt up and down on me.
Our foursome is currently more like two couples going at it side-by-side on the same bed. Hazel's nude frame is crouched between Marcia's spread legs, and the tan girl is currently eating out Marcia. I'm watching Ashley's naked ass bounce up and down on my cock as the sexy girl rides me in reverse cowgirl. I give Ashley's butt a quick spank, making the perky cheek ripple.
Deciding to get involved with the other girls, I reach over and grab one of Marcia's boobs. The short girl reaches up and places her small hand on top of mine, encouraging me to play with her tit. Her other hand is on top of Hazel's head, gripping the other girl's long ponytail.
"Eat me, eat me, eat me!" Marcia begs.
Craning my neck, I can see that Hazel know has her fingers buried up Marcia's tight cunt and is sawing them in and out of the brunette. Marcia hooks one of her legs over mine, spreading her self open wide for Hazel. The entire time, Ashley is riding my cock hard and fast.
"Keep going, keep going!" Marcia groans, her head thrown back as her body shakes, "Yes, just like that! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
I pinch Marcia's nipple as Hazel pushes her fingers up the short girl's cunt and rapidly tongues her clit. Marcia's back arches and she lets out a full-throat scream as an intense orgasm explodes from her young body. Ashley actually stops riding me to look over her shoulder and watch Marcia cum.
"I need to fuck this pussy." Hazel says as she gives Marcia's vulva an affectionate kiss.
Ashley and I both watch as Hazel hops out of bed and marches her cute, little ass over to the bags the girls brought. The blonde bombshell keeps bouncing in my lap as Hazel takes out a strap-on. Marcia is flat on her back with her legs spread and pussy fully exposed to the room. Her eyes are closed and she's moaning softly, her large breasts heaving on her chest with each breath.
Once Hazel has the strap-on buckled on, she rubs lube onto it and smiles over at Marcia. She then gets back on the bed with the fake cock jutting out from between her legs. Hazel grabs Marcia's hips and flips the girl onto her tummy. Next, Hazel pulls Marcia up into the standard doggystyle position. Marcia throws back her head and groans as she feels herself being penetrated by the dildo.
"Yes, fuck my pussy!" Marcia moans as Hazel holds her hips and starts thrusting.
It's so hot watching Hazel's titties bounce as she grips Marcia's hips and fucks her with all the strength she can muster. Marcia is facing the headboard, allowing me to see her scrunched up face as she takes the fake cock up her cunt. I reach over and caress a hanging tit, rolling her nipple between my fingers as her boobs bounce. While groping Marcia, I feel Ashley's pussy tighten around my dick as the blonde cums again.
"Oh fuck, I love your cock!" Ashley gasps out.
Hazel and I both fuck the girls for several minutes. Me, with Ashley riding me reverse cowgirl while Hazel drills Marcia doggystyle. The two of us end up in a competition to see who can make their girl moan the loudest.
"Yes, spank me, Baby!" Ashley groans as I slap her ass.
"Pull my hair!" Marcia encourages as Hazel grabs a handful of her dark hair and yanks her head back.
Ashley drops down to her elbows as she moves her tight twat up and down my shaft, penetrating herself fully with each downward motion. I grip her butt cheeks in both hands and encourage her movements. Soon, I feel her tense up and cum again.
At the same time, Hazel is holding Marcia's head back by the hair, forcing the shorter girl to arch her back sexily. As soon as Hazel spanks Marcia, she cries out and cums on the fake cock. Ashley and Marcia are now cumming at the same time, moaning and begging for more.
"I understand how you're in such great shape." Hazel says to me as she grips Marcia's ass and slowly pulls the girl back onto the dildo, "This is a workout!"
"A fun workout!" I say as I run my hands along Ashley's bare back. I love the sight of her blonde hair flying in the air as she sits up and continues riding me, her hands on her own tits.
"A fun workout." Hazel agrees with a nod as she gives Marcia a light spank.
"I-I want more." Marcia moans out, "I want to suck your cock while she fucks me."
All three of us look at the quiet girl in shock. Ashley stops bouncing on me and whips her head around to look at Marcia. Hazel stops fucking Marcia and looks at the back of her head in surprise. I turn my head to see Marcia whip her hair out of her face as she looks over and down at me.
"I've always fantasized about being spit-roasted." Marcia admits. "I could never do it with two guys, so now seems like the perfect opportunity."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I say.
"I like it!" says Hazel as she slowly works her fake penis in and out of Marcia.
"You little slut, Marcia!" Ashley says with a grin as she hops off my cock, "I love it!"
Ashley and I get off the bed so that Marcia can get into position. She kneels on her elbows and knees in the very center of the bed, facing the headboard. Her tiny body is shaking with excitement. Hazel crouches on her knees behind Marcia, her fake cock bobbing in the air, still slick with Marcia's juices.
I watch with Ashley as Hazel slips back inside Marcia and starts fucking the short girl with a slow, steady rhythm. The two of us then climb back up onto the massive bed. Ashley crosses her legs and sits on one side to watch the show. I, however, get on my knees at the head of the bed so that my dick is dangling inches from Marcia's face. I smile when the adorable girl opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue to try and get at my cock.
"You want this?" I ask, holding my cock at the base and waving it in Marcia's face.
"Uh-huh!" Marcia nods, her mouth hanging open as she looks up at me with lust while getting fucked doggystyle.
"Tell me." I instruct.
"I want it! I want your cock!" Marcia breathes, "Please, please let me suck your dick!"
"Fuck, this is so hot!" Ashley says.
"Feed it to the slut!" Hazel encourages as she slowly fucks Marcia from behind.
I slap her outstretched tongue with my mushroom head several times before shuffling forward and pushing my hardness into Marcia's willing mouth. She moans softly as she tastes Ashley's juices on my cock. The beautiful eighteen-year-old starts sucking as I hold her head in both hands and slide my dick between her pink lips. With a fake cock in her pussy and a real cock in her mouth, Marcia is now the middle of a spit-roast.
"Holy shit!" Ashley gasps, the nude blonde sitting and watching us.
Hazel and I bounce Marcia back and forth between us for a few minutes. I'll pull Marcia forward so over half my cock is in her mouth. Then Hazel will pull Marcia backwards, embedding the fake penis in her pussy while only an inch of cock is still in her mouth. At one point, Hazel and I make eye contact and high-five, as if we really were two guys fucking the same girl.
"Take my dick!" Hazel grunts as she looks down to watch the fake cock push into Marcia's body.
"Suck my cock, Baby!" I groan as pre-cum leaks into Marcia's mouth.
"Fuck that pussy, fuck it!" Ashley encourages as her big boobs jiggle slightly on her chest.
Marcia rolls her eyes up to meet mine and I can see the lust in her gaze as she moans around my length. Soon, her body tenses up and drool runs from her lips as she opens her mouth and whimpers around my cock. She's cumming. Hard. Her entire body seizes up, her tits bouncing and slapping into each other as her eyes roll back.
"That's it, cum on my cock!" Hazel encourages as she holds Marcia's hips tightly and fucks the shorter girl hard and fast.
I maintain my grip on Marcia's head as I thrust my hips, burying my cock in her warm mouth. She's making the sexiest gagging and gurgling noises as she leaves her mouth hanging open while she cums again and again. She's clearly getting off on how hot the spit-roast is. I am, too.



"Gonna cum soon." I warn Marcia as I continue fucking her face. "Where do you want it?"
"Mouth!" Marcia grunts around my cock as she looks back up at me with pleading eyes.
"Do it, cum in her mouth while I fuck her pussy!" Hazel says, her breasts bouncing on her chest as she pounds Marcia from behind.
"Fuck!" I groan as the first jet of semen squirts into her mouth.
Marcia clamps her lips down around my cock and sucks hard, milking the cum from my cock. My balls clench again, releasing another rope of cum into her mouth. Her cheeks puff out as they fill with my hot load. Only when the last few drops dribble into her mouth do I release Marcia's head.
The short girl pulls off my cock with a loud slurp. She then arches her back to look up at me. As our eyes meet, Marcia parts her lips to show me the cum in her mouth. She wiggles her tongue around in the pool of cum as her body jerks forward from the force of Hazel's thrusts. Marcia then closes her mouth and gives a deliberate swallow.
"Wait, don't swallow!" Ashley calls out.
"Too late!" I say with a chuckle as I fall back on my heels, breathing heavily in the aftermath of my orgasm.
"You didn't leave any cum for me?" Ashley says with a pout.
"Sorry, slut!" Marcia replies with a giggle.
"We could have swapped his cum between the three of us!" says Hazel as she runs her hands along Marcia's sides.
"I would have liked to see that." I acknowledge.
"So give us more cum!" Ashley enthuses as she knee-walks over to me and throws her arms around my shoulders.
Our lips meet in a passionate kiss. I grab Ashley's ass with one hand, while my other caresses one of her big jugs. She moans into my mouth as our tongues dance, and I can feel her soft hand wrap around my softening member. Soon, she's stroking me.
"I think I need a minute." I admit when the kiss breaks.
"Really? Even with me stroking you and my big tit in your hand?" Ashley asks thickly. "Even with three hot, eighteen-year-old sluts soaking wet for you?"
I look over and see Marcia helping Hazel step out of the strap-on. The two girls place the sex toy on the desk and Marcia takes out a vibrator. Then they walk back to the bed, hand in hand. The naked girls climb back up onto the bed, and Hazel lays on her back as Marcia lays beside her and slips the vibrator between Hazel's legs.
"I wanna watch you girls play." I say sincerely.
"Mm, record us." Ashley husks as she nibbles on my ear.
"Sounds like a plan to me." I reply.
Smirking, I get off the bed and go grab my phone. Turning on the recording, I aim the phone at the bed. Ashley joins Hazel and Marcia and kneels between Hazel's legs. As Marcia licks Hazel's tit and uses the vibrator on the tan girl's clit, Ashley grips Hazel's shapely thighs and starts lapping at her wet folds.
"Fuck yes, eat me! Eat my cunt!" Hazel encourages as she throws her head back and moans.
"You like the vibrator on your clit while Ashley licks you?" Marcia asks before sucking one of Hazel's nipples into her mouth.
"Yes, I love it!" Hazel groans as she buries a hand in Marcia's hair, holding the shorter girl's head to her chest.
I walk around the bed, holding out my phone as I record the best angles and views that I can. After Hazel's first orgasm, Marcia discards the vibrator and sits on Hazel's face. My cock starts hardening as I watch Ashley eat out Hazel. The entire time, Hazel's hands are cupping Marcia's thighs as the dark-haired girl rides her face.
Once Marcia cums on Hazel's face, the girls switch it up again. Soon, they're laying in a triangle on the bed, all pleasuring each other. Ashley is eating out Marcia, Marcia is licking Hazel, and Hazel is going down on Ashley. The three girls spend a good fifteen minutes fingering and licking, until they all cum again at least once more.
Soon, all three of them are cuddling and kissing on the bed. They're grabbing tits and fondling asses, legs entwined as they alternate who is kissing whom. My cock is rock hard and ready to go, which they soon notice.
"How about you put the phone away and come over here?" Hazel suggests as she nuzzles against Ashley's big tits.
"Yeah, I could use a real cock in my pussy." Marcia says.
"You just had him in your mouth. Don't hog him!" Ashley responds, "I want it up the ass!"
"Ladies, ladies." I say as I stop the recording. I then place the phone on the bedside table and smile down at the three naked beauties. "There will be plenty of time for me to fulfill all of your requests."
"No anal for me tonight," Hazel says, ignoring me completely, "My bum is still sore from last time!"
"How was it?" Marcia asks, "Anal, I mean."
"Good! Intense. Really intense." Hazel explains. "I came so hard, but I'm still sore."
"It definitely isn't something to do all the time." Ashley adds in. "Hey! Maybe you should take this opportunity to lose your anal cherry!"
"Oh, I don't know..." Marcia trails off, clearly nervous about the idea.
"Yeah, you're the last anal virgin in the group!" says Hazel as she reaches over Ashley's body and caresses one of Marcia's tits.
"You'll love it!" Ashley insists. "I was so nervous when Steven took my ass, but I came so hard!"
"He took my anal virginity, too!" Hazel announces, "Last night. You have to try it!"
"Girls, don't pressure her." I say firmly as I look down at the girls. "No one does anything they don't want to."
"I do want to!" Marcia says, "I'm just really nervous."
"We can try it if you want." I offer. "We can always stop if it's too much."
"Okay, okay. Let's do this." Marcia agrees with a deep breath.
"Yay!" Ashley chirps as she claps.
"I'm so excited!" Hazel grins as she leans across Ashley to kiss Marcia.
A couple minutes later, Marcia is face down on the bed with her ass in the air. Her knees are spread and she is looking to the side. The three of us are behind her, and I have a nude eighteen-year-old girl on each side of me as the three of us admire Marcia's pink pussy and firm ass.
"If you guys are done looking at my business, could we get this started?" Marcia says anxiously.
"Don't be nervous, Marcia." Ashley says as we all laugh.
"Yeah, it'll be great!" Hazel insists.
"And we can stop at any time." I remind her.
The nervous girl nods as I grip her butt in my hands. After I'm done playing with her pert ass, I gather up some lube on my finger. Then, I have Marcia reach back and spread her cheeks. Pressing my finger against her asshole, I push it inside and begin working my lube-coated finger in and out of Marcia's backdoor.
"Oh, that feels weird." Marcia says as she shivers.
After about thirty seconds, I pull my finger out of Marcia's asshole. Then, I squirt some lube onto my palm and rub it onto my cock, getting my hardness nice and slick. Ashley and Hazel both switch between looking at Marcia's nude body and watching me lube up my dick.
"Ready for a cock?" Ashley asks.
"I-I think so." Marcia says nervously, still holding her butt cheeks.
"You've got this, Babe." Hazel encourages.
"I hope so." Marcia mumbles.
"Ready?" I ask as I get into position while stroking myself.
"Y-yes! Do it, yes!" Marcia stammers as she looks straight ahead, her chin on the comforter. She takes a deep breath to ready herself. I can see she's tightly squeezing her butt cheeks with her tiny fingers.
I slide my mushroom head up through her pussy lips before resting it at the entrance to her tightest hole. I can feel Marcia taking deep breaths, preparing for what is to come. Knowing the anticipation is the scariest part, I hurry up and press forward, groaning as my tip pops into her asshole.
"FUCK!" Marcia screeches as she spreads her butt cheeks to lessen the pain.
"Do you want me to stop?" I ask loudly.
"Keep! Going!" Marcia grunts through gritted teeth.
I plant my hands on either side of the petite girl and push another inch up her butt. Marcia grunts again, and I can feel her legs shaking from behind me. Ashley and Hazel each reach over and rub Marcia's shoulders, encouraging the girl as yet another inch rams its way into her ass.
"I can't take anymore! Pull out, pull out!" Marcia screams.
I'm out of her before she stops speaking. Sitting back on my heels, I watch as the tiny girl rolls onto her side and places her hands protectively over her bum. Hazel and Ashley are at her side right away, making soft cooing noises to calm Marcia.
"Are you okay?" Ashley asks.
"Y-yeah." Marica nods as Hazel brushes a lock of hair out of the smaller girl's face.
"I'm sorry." I say sincerely.
"It's not your fault, I asked you to do it." Marcia says, looking up at me. "I'm sorry I couldn't handle it. You're just so fucking big, and I'm so small."
"I understand." I say with a smile. "I'm gonna wash my cock."
I wander into the bathroom and turn on the shower. Stepping into the water, I soap up my cock and make sure it is completely clean. After toweling off, I return to the bedroom and am greeted by three gorgeous teenagers bent over my bed. They all look over their shoulders and wiggle their naked asses at me.
"Since I couldn't give you my ass, I wanted to make it up to you." says Marcia.
"So, come over here and use our bodies for your pleasure." Hazel adds.
"Come fuck us!" Ashley states simply.
Needing no further encouragement, I approach the three naked women. They are lined up with Marcia in the middle, Ashley on the left, and Hazel on the right. All three girls are resting their elbows on the comforter with their tits dangling from their chests enticingly.
I get behind Marcia and reach around her body to cup both her boobs and squeeze them. She giggles and pushes her butt back against my hard dick. I play with her tits for a minute before releasing them and standing up. Next, I grab my cock at the base and rub my tip along her soaked slit.
"Stop teasing and get in me!" Marcia giggles.
"Knew you'd go for her first." Ashley laughs.
"He's a sweetheart, he wants to make up for what just happened." Hazel explains.
"Oh, don't worry girls," I say with confidence, "I'll fuck all of you soon enough."
Without any more words, I grip Marcia's hips and look down to watch my cock push inside her eighteen year old body. Soon I'm fully embedded. The short girl grips the comforter in both hands as she throws her head back and moans her pleasure.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I grunt as I hold her hips and start pulling back.
"Fuck, you're thick!" Marcia pants when I thrust back inside. "You're stretching me so much!"
"Good." I say as I give her ass a spank.
"Oh God, yes, spank me!" Marcia begs.
I spank Marcia several more times, making her cry out in pleasure. Then I grip her hips and start fucking her. Once I have a nice, steady rhythm, I release Marcia's hips and reach over to spank Ashley and Hazel, making them both jump in surprise.
"Oh!" Hazel cries out happily.
"Yeah, spank all your sluts!" Ashley encourages.
While still fucking Marcia, I run my left hand along Ashley's backside, while my right hand lightly slaps Hazel's firm rump. Three naked, young women, all begging for my cock. I'm one lucky bastard. Ashley and Hazel gasp in surprise when I suddenly bury two fingers up each girl's tight pussy.
"Fuck, yes!" Ashley groans.
"Mm, finger me!" Hazel says.
The bedroom is now filled with the sounds of three young women moaning and panting. I am in heaven, fingering two pussies while fucking a third. My cock throbs inside of Marcia as my fingers play with Ashley and Hazel's clits.
After fucking and fingering for a couple minutes, I withdraw and move to my left. Seconds later, I'm inside of Ashley, fucking her hard and fast. I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back. My other hand holds her hip for balance as I drill the busty blonde from behind.
"Yeah, fuck my pussy, Baby!" Ashley grunts as she arches her back sexily.
Using only my grip on my hair to fuck Ashley, I reach over and push two fingers up Marcia's tight hole. Fuck, this girl's soaking wet. I can feel her juices on my fingers as I pump them in and out of her teen body.
Another couple minutes pass and I decide to switch to Hazel. I hold the tan girl's head back by her long ponytail as I once again finger Marcia, this time with my left hand. Hazel looks so sexy with her head pulled back and her pink labia gripping my cock.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Hazel announces as she grips the comforter tightly in both hands.
I pull out of Hazel as soon as her orgasm ends and slam back inside Marcia. Gripping her hips, I fuck Marcia until she cums on my cock as well. Then I scoot over to my left and bury myself in Ashley's tight twat. I fuck the blonde girl until she moans out a series of three intense orgasms. Feeling her cum on my cock causes my thrusts to become more desperate.
"Gonna cum, Baby?" Ashley asks, "Is my tight pussy gonna make you cum?"
"Yes, I'm gonna cum!" I hiss, gripping her hips in both hands.
"Inside me! Do it inside me!" Ashley breathes as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
"Ah!" I grunt, sweat dripping off my face and splashing onto Ashley's bare back.
"Cum inside me, Baby! Fill me with your hot cum!" Ashley coos, using the combination of her dirty talk and her pussy muscles to push me over the edge. "Cum in me! Fill this slut! Cum!"
With a loud groan, I bury myself balls-deep in Ashley's pussy as my cock swells. My legs shake as my dick pulses and sends wave after wave of semen into Ashley's body. The gorgeous blonde arches her back and moans happily as she feels cum coating her womb.
"God yes, cum in me!" Ashley groans as her arms give out and she collapses face first onto the bed.
When the last of my load dribbles out of my tip, I grip her ass cheeks and slowly ease my cock out of Ashley. I look down and see a drop of white between her labia as her tight snatch quivers. Giving her ass a light squeeze, I take a step back and pant heavily.
"So," Ashley begins as she gets back up to her elbows and brushes a lock of hair out of her face, "who wants the creampie?"
"Oh! Me, me!" Hazel enthuses as she hops to her feet and slips by me to stand behind Ashley.
"Fuck, that's hot." I say while watching Hazel drop to her knees and bury her face in Ashley's cunt.
"Yes, eat me!" Ashley calls out, gripping the sheets in her hands as her legs shake.
Hazel grips Ashley's ass cheeks and sticks her tongue up the blonde girl's cunt. I watch as Hazel shakes her head, causing her ponytail to bob back and forth as Ashley moans and thrashes. Hazel is really good at eating pussy.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Ashley cries.
While this is happening, Marcia hops to her feet and sashays over to me. Her breasts are jiggling lightly on her chest as the short girl approaches. She reaches out and runs her fingers along my chest as she smirks up at me.
"Hey, you." Marcia whispers.
"Hey, you." I reply with a smile.
Marcia places her hands on my hips as she drops to her knees in front of me. She gives me a playful wink before slurping my soft cock between her lips. I bury my hands in her hair as she starts working to revive me.
We continue long into the night. I fuck the three girls in every position imaginable; cowgirl, missionary, doggystyle, and reverse cowgirl. I lay on my back while one girl rides my cock, a second girl rides my face, and a third licks my balls. Each girl takes a turn wrapping their breasts around my cock so I can fuck their tits; from Hazel's small mounds to Ashley's mammoth titties, I thrust myself through all three girls' cleavage, one at a time, until I eventually hose down Marcia's face and boobs. Then I get to watch the other two girls lick the cum from Marcia's face and chest. Hazel lays across the bed and hangs her head off the edge so I can fuck her face while holding her tits. I cum on faces and in mouths, on tits, and in their sweet pussies. The girls eat each other out as I watch, then I stand over the three girls while they're making out and shower them with my warm seed.
After blasting a load up Ashley's asshole, the four of us move to the shower. I'm incredibly grateful for the massive shower stall as three eighteen-year-old girls kneel before me and soap up my cock and balls. Once my dick is clean, all three girls take turns sucking on me while I play with their tits.
I end up pressing Marcia face-first against the glass shower door and fucking her from behind. Her fingers slide down the door with a wet sound as her breasts press against the glass. The other two girls encourage me until I finally fill Marcia with the final load of the night.
Once all four of us are clean, we brush our teeth and return to the bedroom completely naked. The girls take out their phones and inform their parents that they are staying at a friend's house for the night. They then get into bed with me, and the four of us snuggle up. I can feel breasts pressing into my chest and Marcia's warm pussy at my side as she hooks her leg over mine and runs her toes along my calf.
"So, did you figure out our vacation?" Hazel asks as she spoons Ashley.
"We'll be so grateful for the fun trip, we'll do any dirty thing you can think of as a thank you." Ashley says as she traces shapes on my chest with the tip of her long finger.
"Dirty, dirty things." Marcia adds while leaning down to kiss my chest.
"I did!" I say happily as I reach down and squeeze Marcia's firm bum. "But, I'd like to wait until we're all together before I tell you what it is."
"If you tell us," Marcia says, "I'll suck your dick."
"You'd do that anyway, you little slut." Ashley giggles.
"I think I'm pretty drained right now, girls." I say reluctantly.
"Fine, fine." Hazel concedes as she kisses along Ashley's neck from behind. "We can wait."
"It's just until breakfast tomorrow." I reassure the girls.
"I definitely need to leave after breakfast." Ashley says with a pout. "I'm grateful you found a toothbrush for me, but I have my birth control pills at home. I need to take one."
"Me, too." Marcia adds in. "Wouldn't want any accidents!"
"I stayed last night, so I brought my pills." Hazel says, "With all the cum Steven's pumped into our cunts, we'll need them!"
We all laugh at that. Then we spend the next half-an-hour chatting about various, inconsequential topics while I enjoy having three nude girls in bed with me. Occasionally, we stop talking so I can make out with either Ashley or Marcia. Hazel is a bit too far away from me to reach, with Ashley between us. The four of us keep talking and laughing until we slowly drift off to sleep, one by one.
I wake up in the middle of the night with a warm hand on my cock. I smirk when I realize that Marcia has started stroking me. Soon, the perky girl dips under the covers and slurps me into her mouth. She sucks me until I squirt a few jets into her mouth. Then Marcia returns to the crook of my arm, where she falls asleep.
"Good morning." I say when I wake up.
"Hmph!" Hazel groans as she rolls over and tries to go back to sleep.
"Morning, Sexy." Ashley says as she pecks my lips.
"Good morning." Marcia replies, sitting up so that the covers slip beneath her chest, baring her breasts.
"How did everyone sleep?" I ask as I absentmindedly play with one of Marcia's nipples.
"Great!" Ashley chirps. "I always sleep well after a good fucking."
"Not done sleeping." Hazel mumbles as she pulls the covers over her head.
"I couldn't sleep, so I had a protein snack in the middle of the night." Marcia says with a giggle. She puts her hand over mine, pressing my palm to her boob.
"Marcia!" Ashley says in surprise, "You really are comfortable with all of us. Not shy at all!"
"I was never shy! I'm just quiet." Marcia insists.
"Yeah, yeah." Ashley giggles, shaking her head.
"Time to wake up, Hazel!" I say happily as I throw the covers off of all of us.



"Hmph, why?" Hazel grunts as she curls up into a little ball and tries to sleep. She looks so cute with her bare butt facing us.
Ashley and Marcia both tackle Hazel, making the tan girl squeal and try and get away. I love watching the three naked girls wrestling on the bed. Eventually, they get Hazel's lazy butt out of bed. Then I put on boxer briefs while the girls all slip on panties. We all get in our robes and leave my bedroom, running straight into Kayla and Lexi, who are holding hands and similarly dressed in robes. The six of us head down to breakfast together.
Kayla
My lips are slightly parted, and I breathe heavily, causing my bare breasts to rise and fall while Lexi and I gaze at each other. We're both sitting on the bed completely naked. Her hand is on my knee, and she gives it a light squeeze as she leans in. I lean in as well, and our lips meet.
She slides her soft hand along my face and into my hair as we kiss. Her lips are so soft and I moan into her mouth while running my hand up her body to cup her breast. Lexi's boobs are so firm, yet soft at the same time. I love them.
I slip my tongue into Lexi's mouth, and she starts sucking on it as her hand on my knee moves along my thigh. My legs spread, granting her access to my center. I shiver when her fingers brush against my moist slit. Suddenly, Lexi tightens her grip on my raven hair and pulls my head back so I'm looking at her and panting.
"You're going to scream my name. Understand?" Lexi asks, looking at me with fire in her eyes as she pushes two fingers up my cunt.
"Y-yes." I whisper, my eyelids fluttering at the feeling of penetration.
"Good." Lexi states simply. She then pecks my lips as she starts fingering me.
"Oh fuck, your fingers feel so good inside me." I groan, biting my lower lip as my hand grasps her wrist.
"I love how wet you are for me, Baby." Lexi coos, her fingers working in and out of my pussy. She then leans in and takes my nipple in her mouth.
"Yes! Lick my titty! Finger my pussy!" I groan, releasing her breast to bury my fingers in her hair.
My pussy is making wet noises as Lexi fingers me while sucking on my boob. I can feel her tongue flicking my nipple, making my toes curl. This girl really knows how to make someone cum. I'm moaning and panting heavily. Barely a minute passes when I cry out.
"Oh God, I'm cumming already! Fuck!" I moan, my body tensing. I hold Lexi's head to my chest while my hand squeezes her wrist as tightly as I can.
"Mm!" Lexi moans as she sucks at my tit while pulling out of me so she can rub my clit.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I squeal as the beautiful redhead makes me cum again.
Lexi alternates between fingering me and rubbing my clit, driving me wild. I moan and pant and groan as my second orgasm sends tiny electric shocks shooting throughout my entire body. When I come down from my orgasm, Lexi pulls away and looks up at me with lust.
"I love you." I whisper to her.
"I know." she replies with a smirk before playfully tackling me onto the bed.
I land on my back on the bed with a giggle as Lexi lands on top of me. I can feel her smaller breasts squishing my larger ones into my chest. We're kissing again as we scoot up the bed until my head is resting on the pillow with Lexi on top of me.
Lexi places her hand on my face and her thumb starts lightly caressing my cheek while she runs her tongue along mine. We soon start tribbing, our clits grinding against each other and our legs entwined. I love feeling her soaked cunt rubbing against my slit. My hands grip her firm ass cheeks as I encourage her motions.
We scissor for several minutes, both of us crying out in orgasm at almost the same time. After she cums, Lexi starts kissing down my neck. I spread my legs wide, bending my knees and planting my feet firmly on the mattress as Lexi cups my breasts and kisses all along my tit-flesh.
When her soft kisses reach my tummy, I place my hands on Lexi's head, lightly pushing down, encouraging her to go lower. Taking the hint, Lexi starts planting kisses all over my pubic mound. I giggle when she starts pecking my thighs as she grips my thighs.
"Fuck, I love this pussy." Lexi whispers as she leans in and plants an affectionate kiss on my vulva.
"Then make her happy!" I suggest with a cute giggle.
"I think I will." Lexi says in a matter-of-fact voice. She then rubs my clit real quick before placing her hand back on my thigh and leaning in.
"Yes, lick me!" I encourage while burying my hands in her auburn hair.
Lexi holds my legs open as she rapidly laps at my pussy. Fuck, her tongue feels good. She does this amazing thing where she sticks her tongue out and shakes her head rapidly from side to side. I grip her head in my hands as her tongue licks all along my slit.
"Oh, Lexi!" I moan as my legs shake.
"Well, that's a start," Lexi says as she pulls her head back and rubs my clit with her fingers, "but I still need to make you scream."
Lexi puts my legs over her shoulders and dives back in. She plants soft kisses on my labia in between sticking her tongue inside me and wiggling it around. When she wraps her lips around my clit and starts sucking on it, I lose it. My back arches, toes curling, and tits pointing to the ceiling as my mouth opens wide and my hands grip the sheets.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" I moan before my voice is reduced to incoherent gasps. My hands rest on Lexi's head; I'm too weak to press her face into my crotch. All energy is gone from my limbs.
"Mm, you like that, Baby?" Lexi asks as she rubs my clit while admiring my quivering pussy.
"Yes, God yes!" I shout as my tits jiggle on my chest.
Lexi takes my legs off her shoulders and starts kissing her way up my body. I laugh when she blows a raspberry on my stomach before kissing up to my breasts. After playing with my tits for a couple minutes, Lexi settles into position on top of me and pecks my lips. I can taste myself on her.
"I think it's my turn to lick you." I say, batting my eyelashes up at Lexi.
"I think I'd prefer if you sucked my dick." Lexi replies, looking down at me with a coy smile.
"Mm, I love sucking cock." I respond before biting my lower lip sexily.
The two of us get out of bed and exchange a soft kiss. I then put my hair up in a cute ponytail while Lexi finds the strap-on. It takes a minute to buckle Lexi into it, but soon she is ready to go. I softly brush Lexi's hair out of the way so I can kiss along the side of her face while my hand strokes the fake cock.
"Mm," Lexi hums as she feels my lips trailing down her neck, "get on your knees."
"With pleasure." I purr as I run my hands along her body while dropping to my knees.
I take the dildo in my hand and stroke it several times before directing it to my open mouth. It's got veins like a real cock, but it doesn't taste anything like one. Still, I moan happily at the feel of it in my mouth and start bobbing my head.
"Yeah, that's it, suck my dick!" Lexi says as she buries her hands in my hair.
For a couple minutes, I blow the fake dick. My eyes flick up to meet Lexi's and I moan around the dildo. Lexi alternates between holding my head in her hands, and playing with my tits as drool runs from my lips. I'm really getting into this, and I bring my hand up to stroke the dildo as if it were a real cock.
"I think it's time for you to bend over." Lexi whispers as she pulls the dildo from my mouth. A strand of drool briefly connects my bottom lip with the tip of the fake cock before it breaks away.
"Oh, you wanna take me from behind?" I ask coyly as I place the dildo between my tits and give it a quick titty-fuck.
"Yes, Baby." Lexi coos as she looks down at me, watching the wet dildo slide between my tits. "I wanna slap that sweet ass while I fuck you."
"Oh, yes please!" I moan out as I wiggle my tight, young body and squish my tits tightly around the fake cock. I can feel my pussy getting wet from her words.
Lexi removes the fake cock from my kiss and presses it to my lips. I give the tip an affectionate kiss before standing up and reaching over to squeeze one of Lexi's boobs. She smirks and takes my hand, leading me back to the bed.
I jump up on the bed and land on my back with my legs spread wide. Lexi grins as she gets on the bed and grips my hips. The gorgeous redhead rolls me onto my stomach and pulls me up into the standard doggystyle position. Moments later, I feel the tip of the dildo against my pussy lips.
"Mm," I coo as I press my ass backwards to try and take the fake cock inside.
"Be patient!" Lexi instructs as she slaps my bare ass.
"Oh!" I gasp as my body jerks forward. "Hit me again!"
Lexi spanks my other butt cheek, causing me to let out a grunt of pleasure. She then rubs the tip of the fake cock all along my gash, getting it nice and slick with my juices. Only when I'm trembling with need does Lexi finally grip my hips and start pushing the dildo inside me.
"Yes!" I call out at the feel of the fake cock burying its way up my cunt.
I reach forward and grab two handfuls of the comforter as Lexi starts up a steady thrusting rhythm. Her delicate hands on my hips are in strong contrast with her powerful thrusts into my petite body. My pants and moans fill the room. while the fake cock stretches my little pussy.
"Take my cock, you little slut!" Lexi calls out as she spanks me.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" I beg as I toss my head back, causing my ponytail to land between my shoulder blades.
Lexi reaches forward and grabs my ponytail. She then pulls back hard, causing my head to snap back and my back to arch sexily. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched shut as I moan with each of Lexi's thrusts.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant while Lexi uses her grip on my raven locks as leverage to fuck me as hard and fast as she can.
"Whose pussy is it?!" Lexi hisses into my ear while holding my head back.
"Yours!" I grunt.
"Tell me!" she orders.
"It's your pussy!" I screech, overwhelmed with lust as an orgasm washes over me. "It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
"Yes, cum on my cock!" Lexi says as she winds my ponytail around her fist.
"Oh God, yes! I'm cumming!" I announce as Lexi releases my hip and spanks my bum.
She releases my hair and grips my hair in both her hands. She then fucks me as hard and fast as she can, pounding me roughly through my orgasm. She's drilling me so hard my tits are bouncing and slapping into each other. Fuck, I love how rough she's being with me.
"Lexi!" I scream without thinking as I cum again. And again.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses when she hears me scream her name.
I can feel Lexi's body tense behind me. She's actually cumming from hearing me scream her name. Holy shit. We're both cumming. Hard. The sounds of our moans echo throughout the room. Her behind me as she keeps the dildo buried inside my cunt. Me with the fake cock stretching my pussy as I'm kneeling in doggystyle.
"I want your ass." Lexi says when she comes down from her orgasm.
"Then take it!" I grunt over my shoulder as I instinctively use my pussy muscles to squeeze the dildo inside me. I know she can't feel it, but I still get extra wet by doing it.
Lexi pulls out of my pussy and gets off the bed. I stay crouched in doggystyle as I turn my head to watch her take out the lube. I giggle at the obscene sight of the dildo bobbing in the air in front of Lexi. She looks so cute. I love her pale, pink nipples.
As I watch, Lexi rubs some lube all over the dildo. She then gets on the bed behind me. I face forward once Lexi leaves my field of vision. Soon, I feel a drop of lube land on my asshole. My body shivers slightly when Lexi pushes a lube-coated finger into me. She then adds a second finger and uses them both to stretch out my ass.
"Ready, Babe?" Lexi asks as she pulls her fingers out of me.
"Yes! Shove it up my ass!" I beg as I grip the comforter and shiver in anticipation.
The gorgeous redhead places the tip of the dildo against my asshole. She then grips my butt cheeks and spreads them wide. With a powerful thrust, Lexi pops the dildo into my bum, stretching me and making me cry out.
"FUCK!" I groan.
Lexi releases my cheeks and grips my hips as she slowly pushes the fake cock deep into my tightest hole. I bare my teeth and grunt, looking straight ahead as my hands grip the comforter with desperate strength. Holy shit, this hurts so good. I love it!
"That's it, take it up the ass!" Lexi says as she slams her hips into my butt cheeks, burying the entire length of the fake cock up my bum.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I shout as Lexi drills me so hard I feel like she's gonna bruise my tailbone.
For several minutes, I take it up the ass, grunting and moaning the entire time. I can hear Lexi's dirty talk over my sounds of pleasure. She alternates between spanking me, pulling my hair, and holding my hips tightly. The entire time she's talking dirty.
"Take that dick, take it!" Lexi calls out as she slaps my ass. "Your slutty asshole is squeezing my cock! Fuck!"
"Fuck! Me!" I screech as my pussy muscles start convulsing. "Cumming!"
Lexi reaches down and pushes two fingers up my cunt as I announce my orgasm. My pussy clamps down on her fingers as it gushes my pleasure. She rubs my clit with her thumb as she saws her fingers in and out of me. The entire time, the dildo is buried in my ass.
"Mm, you're nice and wet for me, Baby." Lexi coos as she fingers me.
"You make me wet!" I moan back.
Lexi pulls her fingers out of me and I look over my shoulder to see her sucking my juices from her thin digits. Her eyes roll back and she moans happily as she tastes me. I want more. As much as I love cock, right now, I want pussy.
"How about tasting directly from the source?" I suggest as I roll my hips, taking the fake dick deep in my ass.
"Don't mind if I do." Lexi says as she grips my ass cheeks and eases the dildo out of my bum.
When Lexi pulls out of me, I collapse face-first onto the bed. I then roll over onto my side and look up at her coyly. I run my toes sexily along my opposite calf as I bat my eyelashes at my best friend.
"Wanna sixty-nine?" I ask.
"I'd love to." Lexi replies as she slides her hand up her body and cups a firm boob.
With my help, Lexi is quickly out of the strap-on's harness. We place it on the bedside table before falling into each others arms on the bed. After kissing and fondling each other for several minutes, Lexi flips over and gets on top of me. She lowers her pussy onto my face and I start eating.
Lexi hooks her arms around my legs and spreads me open. I then feel her tongue go to work on my cunt. At the same time, I grip her ass cheeks in both hands and rapidly flick her clit with my tongue. The room is filled with the sounds of two women moaning as we lick each other.
We sixty-nine until we both cum again. Then we spend the rest of the night fingering and licking. Lexi rides my face, then I lay her down, spread her legs, and use the vibrator on her cunt until she screams out a series of multiple orgasms. We trib with our tits pressed together, then we both lay back and grind our pussies together until we both cum. I then put Lexi on all fours and shove a dildo up her ass while licking her clit.
Once we are both laying on the bed, covered in sweat and panting, we decide to move to the bathroom. After washing the sex toys, we decide to shower together. Lexi presses my bare ass against the glass shower door and fingers me to an orgasm while sucking on my tits. Then I get on my knees and eat her out until she gushes all over my face.
We return to my bedroom nude, and hop up on the bed. After a fun tickle fight, we sixty-nine again until we both cum. Only then do we get under the covers and cuddle. I lay my head on her chest as Lexi runs her fingers through my hair and coos softly. Soon, I'm fast asleep.
The next morning, I wake up to Lexi's face between my legs. I giggle and bury my hands in her hair as she eats me to a very pleasant orgasm. She then climbs up my body and kisses me. I can taste myself on her lips, causing me to moan into her mouth.
When our morning romp is complete, we each slip on a clean pair of panties and a robe, then exit my bedroom holding hands. We run right into Daddy, Hazel, Lexi, and Marcia, all of them wearing robes. The six of us head down to breakfast together.
"So, ladies," Daddy begins once we are all seated, "I'm sure you're wondering about spring break."
"We are!" Hazel chirps.
"Did you decide on a trip?" Ashley asks.
"Is it somewhere we can wear our bikinis?" Lexi inquires.
"I'm sure we'll all have a great time, wherever it is!" I say.
"Oh, it's so nice of you to plan a trip for us!" Marcia says.
"Pack your bikinis," says Daddy, "because the six of us are going to Bermuda!"
The room is suddenly filled with the sounds of squealing girls. We all get up and rush to hug Daddy. He laughs when Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley all kiss his lips. I peck his cheek, and Lexi sits in his lap, grabs his face, and shoves her tongue down his throat.
"Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley will have to get their parents' permission." Daddy says when Lexi comes up for air. "They live at home and have to live by their parents' rules."
"Fine, fine!" Ashley says as she stands up and heads out of the room. "I'll call my parents now!"
"Me, too!" says Hazel. The tan girl gets up and follows Ashley out of the room.
"That's a good idea!" Marcia chirps, also leaving the room.
"You so need a reward for this!" Lexi says as she wraps her arms around him while sitting in his lap.
"Are you gonna fuck him right here, while I'm trying to eat?" I ask as I take a bite of my breakfast.
"Nah, I'm just gonna do this!" says Lexi as she gets out of Daddy's lap.
At Lexi's direction, Daddy pushes his chair back to give her room. Lexi then drops to her knees in front of Daddy and opens his robe. I take a sip of my orange juice as she pulls down his boxer briefs and takes his cock out. Fuck, he's huge.
"I love you." Lexi says, looking up at Daddy as she strokes him.
"I love you, too." Daddy replies, making Lexi smile.
Lexi leans down and pecks the mushroom head of Daddy's cock, making it throb. There's a drop of pre-cum on his tip, and Lexi's tongue snakes out to lap it up. I can't help but lick my lips as I watch Lexi part her pink lips and take Daddy's dick inside her warm, wet mouth.
"She's good with her mouth, isn't she?" I ask Daddy as I take a bite of pancakes.
"Fuck, yes!" Daddy says, one of his hands resting on the top of Lexi's head, while he eats his breakfast with the other.
"She ate me out all last night, and this morning. I came so much." I gush, rubbing my thighs together as I watch Lexi suck dick.
"As great as fucking her is, her mouth is just so talented." Daddy says.
"It really is!" I agree.
"Steven?" Ashley's says when she returns a couple minutes later.
"Yes?" Daddy asks.
"My mom wants to talk to you." Ashley explains, handing him the phone. The busty blonde smirks down at Lexi as she watches the redhead go down on Daddy.
"H-hello." Daddy says in the phone, struggling to talk while he's getting his dick sucked.
Ashley and I do our best to giggle quietly as we watch Daddy try and talk on the phone. He actually has to explain that he's alright, just tired still. Daddy tells Ashley's mom that he has planned a trip and the girls are all invited. Fortunately, it seems like Ashley's mom is satisfied. Daddy hands Ashley back the phone.
"Hi, Mom!" Ashley chirps.
"How'd it go?" I ask Daddy.
"Yes, I'm very grateful." Ashley says into the phone.
"Very well, I think." says Daddy as he grips Lexi's head in both hands.
"I'll tell him. Love you, Mom! Bye!" Ashley says, ending the call.
"Tell me what?" Daddy asks as he reaches into Lexi's robe to cup a bare boob.



"How you didn't have to do that, and how appreciative we are." Ashley explains. She then sets the phone down and pulls open her robe, revealing her hanging breasts to Daddy.
"I feel very appreciated." Daddy says with a chuckle as Ashley scoots forward so that Daddy can feel her up.
Daddy now has one hand on Lexi's small boob while she sucks his dick, and one on Ashley's mammoth tit. That's when Marcia and Hazel come back into the room at the same time. They're both holding their phones. They laugh when they see Daddy getting a blowjob from Lexi while feeling up Ashley.
"My parents were cool with it! They said 'thank you'!" Hazel explains as she sits down and sets her phone down on the table.
"My Dad wants to talk to you." Marcia says, holding out her phone.
Daddy releases Ashley's titty and takes the phone from Marcia. He's breathing heavily as he tries to focus on talking to Marcia's Dad. I watch as Lexi deep throats Daddy, taking his entire length into her sucking mouth. I'm in shock that Lexi can take such a large dick down her throat, but she can!
Fortunately for Daddy, the conversation doesn't take long. Marcia's dad is satisfied that the girls are all going and he will be there to supervise. Ha! If only Marcia's dad knew what his little girl will be doing on this trip, he would never let her go.
Daddy hands the phone back to Marcia as he buries both his hands in Lexi's hair and starts thrusting his hips up, and into her face. Lexi is making the sexiest gagging and moaning sounds. She grips his thighs with her small hands and lets him use her mouth like a pussy.
The four of us girls all watch the show, our breakfast forgotten. I can tell Daddy is close to cumming from his heavy breathing and the expressions on his face. He grunts and moan as he fucks Lexi's face.
Daddy and I really have gotten a lot closer. Just a few weeks ago, I was embarrassed being caught having sex by Daddy and made sure to cover my breasts. Now, I'm watching him get a blowjob. In fact, I've got an idea.
"Hey girls, let's show him our tits!" I say as I pull open my robe, baring my breasts.
"Holy shit!" Daddy grunts as he looks directly at my big boobies.
"I think he likes your tits, Kayla." Ashley says. "Let's see what he thinks of mine!" the blonde bombshell opens her own robe, showing her nice tits. She then grabs a boob and lifts it up as she lowers her head. Ashley then takes her nipple into her mouth and starts sucking.
"Don't stop, don't stop." Daddy says to Lexi as he grips her head in both hands and glances between my breasts and Ashley's big tits.
"My turn!" Hazel says, whipping out her boobs. "I can't lick mine, sadly!" she pouts as she wiggles her upper body.
"I can lick mine!" Marcia says as she takes out her breasts and lifts one orb to her lips.
Now Daddy has four pairs of titties out for his viewing pleasure. All while he fucks Lexi's cute, lightly-freckled face. Ashley and Marcia stop sucking their own nipples in order to shake their chests in Daddy's direction.
"I'm gonna cum!" Daddy announces. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
Lexi hums happily around his shaft as she takes his face-fucking. Within seconds, he can't take it anymore. Daddy bucks his hips and forces her head down into his lap. Lexi lets out a wet gurgling noise as cum starts filling her mouth.
"Yeah, take that cum!" Ashley cheers.
"Fill her mouth!" Hazel encourages.
"This is so hot!" Marcia says.
"Don't swallow!" I instruct. "Show us!"
Lexi makes a sound of agreement around the cock in her mouth as cum fills her cheeks. Daddy releases her head when he is done shooting, and she pulls off of him with a loud slurp. The sexy girl then turns and gapes her mouth, showing us all the pool of cream.
"Swallow, swallow!" Hazel says.
"Drink that cum!" Ashley adds.
Lexi gives us an open-mouth grin before closing her lips. She then tilts her head back and gives a loud gulp as she drinks all of Daddy's cum down. We all watch Lexi stand up and take a bow as Daddy puts his cock away.
With that, we all sit down to breakfast. We girls leave our robes open, causing the occasional flash of nipple to the room from one girl or another. Lexi has also opened her robe, allowing her tits to spill free.
"So, tell us about the trip!" Lexi chirps. She then takes a bite of her breakfast.
"Well, we'll be catching the plane Saturday morning." he begins, "Then we'll catch a ride to the house I've rented. We spend the week there and come home Saturday night."
"Is it a nice house?" Ashley asks.
"Does it have a private beach?" Hazel inquires.
"Yes to both!" Daddy says before taking a sip of his drink.
"Yay!" Marcia claps.
"Awesome!" says Ashley.
"Thank you, Daddy!" I say in a cute voice.
"You're welcome." Daddy responds with a smile.
The six of us chat about the trip for several more minutes as we eat our breakfast. As always, the food is delicious. The company is perfect. I'm so lucky. I know I have been through a lot, and I am glad I have therapy, but even if I didn't, I know that I can get through anything with the help of my friends and family.
"So, what is everyone up to today?" I ask as I look around the table.
"I need to get home after breakfast. I've stayed over two nights in a row." Hazel explains as the light reflects off her sun-kissed breasts.
"I need to get home, too." says Ashley, her big tits jiggling on her chest. "I need to take my birth control pill for today."
"Same." says Marcia. "We don't want any accidents!"
"No, we definitely don't!" says Daddy with a laugh.
"At least not yet." Lexi answers with a blush.
"I love you." Daddy says to Lexi as he reaches over and places his hand on top of hers.
"Of course you do, I'm great!" Lexi chirps, making us all laugh.
"What about you guys?" Ashley asks, referring to Daddy, Lexi, and I.
"We don't have any plans until dinner." explains Daddy, "Lexi's brother and sister are coming over."
"Oh yeah, good luck with that!" says Hazel.
"Thanks!" Daddy and Lexi answer at the same time.
Ian is coming over around lunch." I say, "Then I'm going to eat dinner with Lexi, Daddy, and her siblings."
"What are you and Ian gonna do?" Marcia asks politely.
"Fuck?" Lexi suggests with a saucy grin.
"No!" I exclaim. "We're not there yet."
"There's other things you can do!" Ashley says. The busty blonde bombshell then opens her mouth and places her fist near her face. As she mimes stroking a cock, her tongue pokes at the side of her cheek, simulating a blowjob.
"Just make sure he returns the favor and licks your twat." says Hazel with a nod, her long brown ponytail bobbing slightly with the motions of her head.
"You'll probably have to show him where your clit is." Lexi suggests, "I doubt a guy whose never seen titties in person before knows how to find the clit."
"He's never seen titties?" Marcia asks in surprise. I notice her run her thumb along her own bare breast.
"I was his first kiss." I answer, "And there will be no dick sucking or pussy licking with Ian today!"
"Are you sure? Steven can imagine cum running down his little girl's pretty face." says Ashley with a big grin.
"No, thank you." says Daddy, shaking his head. "And don't you think that's enough teasing?"
"You should at least show him the girls." Hazel reasons, "The poor boy has never seen a pair of boobs in person."
"I'll think about it." I say, sticking my tongue out. I then smirk and jiggle my bare boobs for everyone's viewing pleasure.
"I think it's sweet that they're taking things slow." says Marcia as she finishes her breakfast and takes a sip of coffee.
"Sweet doesn't make your pussy purr." Ashley says with a shrug.
"I'll make your pussy purr." says Daddy with a smirk.
"Mm, I know you will, Big Guy." Ashley replies, running her tongue over her upper lip sexily.
We all watch as Daddy takes his last bite of breakfast. He chews slowly before swallowing. Then he wipes his mouth before standing up and removing his robe. He carefully places the robe over the back of the chair before clearing off a section of the large table.
"Park your pretty, little ass on here." Daddy orders.
"Yes, Sir!" Ashley says excitedly as she stands and walks over to Daddy.
She then hops up on the table and spreads her legs wide. As the rest of us eat our breakfast and watch, Daddy bends over and pushes Ashley's panties out of the way, revealing her moist hole. He then pushes two fingers up her cunt as his tongue snakes out to flick her clit.
"Oh yeah, that's the spot!" Ashley coos as she leans back and places her hands on the table.
Good thing the table is big, otherwise we wouldn't be able to eat while Daddy snacks on Ashley's cunt. Marcia and Hazel are both taking bites of their food while their eyes stay locked on Daddy and Ashley. I catch Lexi's eye and give her a wink before we both turn to watch the show. Within minutes, Ashley is moaning like a porn star.
"Oh God, yes, eat me! Eat my slutty pussy!" Ashley begs as she tilts her head back and opens her mouth in a guttural moan.
"Make her cum, Daddy!" I shout as I pull on one of my hard nipples.
"Yes! Make me cum! Lick my clit! Finger me! Fuck, eat me!" Ashley screams out the last word as she lifts her legs and we can all see her toes curling.
"She's cumming!" Lexi calls out.
"Fuck, I'm cumming! FUCK!" Ashley's entire body shakes as she cums.
As soon as she comes down from her orgasm, Daddy pulls his fingers from her cunt. He then gives her vulva an affectionate kiss before standing up and returning to his seat. Ashley stays sitting on the table for several seconds, breathing heavily, before she finally slides off the edge and goes back to her seat.
"Well, that just happened." says Marcia, making us all laugh.
As we finish our meals, we all chat about random, inconsequential topics. Then we clear the table and head up to change into our outfits for the day. I'm wearing a cute sundress that I hope Ian will like. Lexi is dressed in jean shorts and a cute top. Daddy is in his usual shorts and a t-shirt. Marcia and Hazel are both in dresses, while Ashley puts on a scoop-necked top that shows off her assets. Once dressed, we head to the foyer.
"Goodbye ladies." Daddy says to Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley.
"Goodbye." says Marcia as she hugs him softly.
"Bye, Handsome." Ashley says. When it is her turn to hug Daddy, she grabs his ass and gives it a squeeze. He returns the favor by giving her a light spank.
"Later!" Hazel replies, pecking Daddy on the lips.
Lexi and I then exchange hugs and kisses with the three sexy ladies before they say goodbye to the butler and head out the door. Once they're gone, the three of us head into the main living room to watch some television on the big screen. Daddy is sitting in the middle of the big couch with each of us cuddling him on either side.
"I love you, Daddy." I whisper during an advertisement. I feel so safe in his arms.
"I love you too, Honey." he replies as his arm wraps protectively around me.
"Ahem." Lexi clears her throat.
"We love you too, Lexi." I say, rolling my eyes.
"Yes, we love you very much, Lexi." Daddy says.
"You better!" Lexi says as she lightly taps her open palm on Daddy's chest. "I suck your dick. And I lick your twat."
"As great as those things are, they aren't why we love you." Daddy says as he leans down and kisses the top of Lexi's head.
"Oh, you're so getting lucky." says Lexi as her hand trails lower.
"Do you want me to leave?" I ask with a giggle as the show comes back on and I turn to watch it.
"Nah." Lexi says as she unbuttons his shorts. "You've watched him get his dick sucked, you've watched him eat pussy. Now watch him get some pussy."
"We can go upstairs, Lexi." Daddy suggests as Lexi reaches into his shorts and pulls out his half-hard dick.
""No!" I exclaim while watching Lexi stroke him. "I-I mean, as long as you and I aren't touching, it's okay. Right, Daddy?"
"R-right, Honey." he says as Lexi gets him fully hard.
"I'll just watch TV while you two play." I say as I get up and walk over to one of the armchairs. I sit down and face the television.
"Ah, fuck yes." I hear Daddy moan a couple minutes later.
I turn my head and am treated to the sight of several inches of cock protruding from Lexi's pink lips. A strand of drool runs from beneath Lexi's lips and down his cock. Daddy has one hand on the top of her head, while his other hand gropes her chest from outside her shirt.
For a couple minutes, I try to watch television, but I'm constantly drawn back to the sight of my father getting his dick sucked by my best friend. Lexi's moaning and slurping noises echo throughout the room, making her actions impossible to ignore. Soon, I give up even pretending to watch TV and just look at the couch.
When she finishes sucking dick, Lexi stands up and turns to face away from the couch. I can see the front of her body and her face from this angle. As Daddy gets behind her, Lexi bends forward and places her hands on the coffee table. She thrusts her jean-clad ass back in his direction and looks over her shoulder.
"Come and get it, Big Boy!" she shakes her bum.
Daddy doesn't speak, he just reaches around Lexi's body and unbuttons her jean shorts, then lowers the zipper. He glances at me briefly, and I give him a nod, indicating I am okay with this. I really am, as long as he and I don't touch, it's cool.
He grabs the back of Lexi's jean shorts and, with one quick yank, pulls them down to her thighs. From this angle, I can only see the side of Lexi's naked ass. The top is blocked by her head, and there's no way I can see her pussy.
I can't really see Daddy's cock either. I can tell that he's slapping Lexi's bare bottom with it though, making her giggle. When Daddy grips Lexi's hip in one hand and pushes inside her, I can see Lexi's expression of pure bliss, making me wet.
"Fuck, yeah! Stick it in me!" Lexi moans.
Daddy grips Lexi's hips and starts thrusting into her body. I am so turned on. I spread my legs and reach between them. Soon, my fingers come in contact with my panties. Pushing the underwear aside, I run my fingers along my gash, coating the digits in my juices.
"Take that pussy! Take it!" Lexi groans, tossing her red hair back over her shoulder.
I look Lexi in the eye as she bares her teeth and grunts with each thrust of Daddy's big dick. I can see down her shirt from this angle. The gorgeous girl winks at me as her body jerks forward. I just lick my lips as I alternate between fingering myself and rubbing my clit while several minutes pass.
"Spank her!" I call out as I'm rubbing my clit rapidly "Spank her hard!"
Lifting his hand, Daddy brings it down hard on Lexi's backside. The beautiful redhead jerks forward and cries out in pleasure. At the same time, I jam my two fingers up my cunt and clench down on them.
"Again! Hit me again!" Lexi grunts.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I announce as I grunt loudly while watching Daddy spank Lexi again.
"Fuck, me too!" Lexi groans, "I'm cumming all over your dick!"
My dad pounds Lexi through her orgasm, his face red as his own release approaches. Soon, he grips Lexi's hips and buries himself to the hilt. Daddy lets out a loud grunt, and I know he is now filling Lexi with his cum.
"Fuck!" he gasps out.
When all of our orgasms are over, Daddy pulls out of Lexi as I remove my hands from my crotch and readjust my sundress. I can see Daddy pull up his boxer briefs and shorts, covering himself once again. Lexi then brushes a lock of sweaty hair out of her face as she looks over at me with lust.
"Want the creampie?" she asks.
"What?" I reply, not sure what she means.
"Come suck the cum from my pussy." Lexi explains, wiggling her bum.
"Oh, no.. I can't..." I mumble. I really can't. I'd like to, but it's Daddy's cum.
"You know you wanna." Lexi says as she stands up and spins around.
Lexi spreads her legs and bends forward, showing me her pussy. She then slides a hand between her legs and parts her labia with two fingers. My mouth starts watering when I see the dollop of white in her cunt. I want it. I swallow weakly.
"I can't." I finally choke out.
"That's enough teasing, Lexi. She said 'no'." Daddy states firmly.
"Fine, fine." Lexi says as she grasps her jean shorts and underwear, pulling them up. "I guess I'll just have to feel you leaking out of me all day."
"I like that idea." Daddy says as he leans over and pecks Lexi's lips.
The three of us end up back on the couch watching television. I smirk as I think about how calm and relaxed we are now, despite what we just did. I love this family. I'll never cross the line into incest, but it's fun teasing Daddy with my body, and watching him use that big cock of his is definitely a turn on. It's just teasing. No touching.
"What are you guys gonna do when Ian gets here?" I ask after another couple of episodes.
"When is he coming again?" Daddy asks.
"In about an hour." I answer, checking the clock. "We're gonna have a nice lunch and hang out."
"How about we make ourselves scarce, Steven?" Lexi suggests. "We can let the two lovebirds... hang out." Lexi puts an emphasis on the phrase 'hang out'.
"I do want to meet this guy at some point." Daddy answers. "You've met his parents, right Kayla?"
"Yes, Daddy." I respond, "How about this; stay and meet him. Then head out for a lunch date with Lexi?"
"That sounds like a good idea!" Lexi chirps. "We can go to the mall!"
"I like it. We'll do that." says Daddy.
"Okay!" I respond. I then wrap my arms around Daddy and hug him tightly.
Daddy kisses the top of my head, making me smile. The three of us then enjoy another episode before deciding to get ready for Ian's arrival. I head to the bathroom to pee, and wash the pussy juice from my hand. Then we head to the foyer and chat with the butler until Ian arrives.
"Um, h-h-hi." Ian stammers when he is invited in and comes face to face with Daddy, Lexi, and I, along with the butler. He's holding a dozen roses.
"Hi, Ian!" I exclaim as I rush up to him. He blushes when I give him a big hug and a peck on the lips. "Are these for me?"
"Yes, they are." Ian says, handing me the flowers.
"They're beautiful, thank you!" I gush.
"You're welcome." he says with a smile.
Hey, Ian." Lexi says, waving cutely.
"Hello, Ian. I'm Steven." Daddy says, advancing on Ian with his hand held out.
"Nice to meet you, sir." Ian swallows nervously before walking up to Daddy and shaking his hand.
"No need to call me 'sir'. 'Steven' is fine." Daddy says with a friendly smile.
"Thank you." Ian responds.
"You're welcome." Daddy nods.
"You're making him nervous, Daddy!" I snap.
"So, I shouldn't show him my gun collection?" Daddy asks, making Lexi giggle.
"Daddy!" I exclaim in horror.
"I'm kidding, Honey! I don't have a gun collection, and I'm not doing anything to make him nervous. Am I?" he asks Ian.
"N-no! I'm not nervous!" Ian insists pathetically.
"Yes, you are, but it's okay." Daddy says with a reassuring smile. "Meeting the parents is always tough, I get it! Just treat my little girl like the princess she is, and we're good. Okay?"
"Okay." Ian says with a nervous smile.
"Don't worry, Ian." Lexi says as she hooks her arm through Daddy's. "We're gonna leave you two alone for your date."
"You are?" Ian asks, seemingly shocked that a father would leave his daughter alone with a date.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps. "We're going out. Don't do anything I wouldn't do!"
"There are things you wouldn't do?" I ask teasingly.
"Fuck you, slut." Lexi says, flipping me off.
"Fuck you harder!" I stick out my tongue.
"Ladies, ladies!" Daddy chuckles. "That's enough. Let's get going Lexi."
"Fine, fine. Bye Ian, bye Kayla!" Lexi says.



"It was nice meeting you, Ian." Daddy states before turning and walking with Lexi out the front door.
"You okay?" I ask the overwhelmed boy once Daddy and Lexi are gone.
"Yeah, I'm good." he says with a smile. "I'm with you."
"Aw, Ian!" I gush. Leaning forward, I peck his cheek before taking his hand. I still hold the roses with my other hand. "I'm glad I've got you all alone."
"You are?" he asks.
"Yeah! Well, mostly alone." I say as I turn to the butler.
"I won't say a word, ma'am." he says with a friendly smile.
"Good!" I respond with a giggle.
Lacing my fingers with Ian's, I guide him through the house, giving him a quick tour. He is suitably awed by the palatial mansion. I'm not trying to show off, especially since I know his family doesn't have a lot of money, I just want to show him where I live.
"This house is amazing." Ian says.
"Thanks, Ian." I reply. "Do you wanna see the dining room so we can have lunch?"
"Yes, please." he says.
I bring him to the dining room where I have him take a seat. I then run into the kitchen to talk to the maid. Lunch will be out in a minute, so I quickly grab a vase for the flowers Ian brought me. Then I head back out with the flowers.
"Sorry, I just wanted to get these in water." I say as I set the vase down in the center of the table.
"No problem." Ian smiles. "I'm glad you like them."
"I love them!" I assure him.
"Good." he blushes.
"Lunch will be right out." I say as I blush as well.
"Sounds good." Ian replies.
The two of us stay seated at the table until lunch is brought out. We both thank the maid before we start eating. As always, the food is cooked perfectly. It's a very nice lunch. Ian and I chat about school over our meal.
"Do you have any spring break plans?" I ask before taking a bite.
"I was hoping I could see you." Ian responds.
"Oh. Um, I'm sorry Ian, but I'm going away with Daddy, Lexi, and a few friends." I answer.
"Oh. Right." he says nervously.
"I would! I definitely want to keep seeing you." I assure him.
"I'm glad. I want to keep seeing you, too." Ian responds.
"Good!" I say happily.
"Where are you guys going?" he asks.
"Bermuda." I answer. "We'll be gone all week."
"That sounds like a lot of fun!" Ian says. "I've never been out of the state before."
"Maybe you could come?" I suggest with a blush. I know I should ask Daddy before offering, but it just slipped out. I'm actually really nervous. Something about this guy makes me feel like a giggling schoolgirl. Which, I suppose I still am, despite what I've been through.
"I could never afford to go, Kayla." Ian mumbles sadly.
"Daddy paid for the others, he might pay for you." I offer.
"He'd pay for his daughter's boyfriend to come on vacation with her?" he asks in surprise.
"He and I have a very modern relationship." I explain. "He respects me and knows I can make my own decisions. So, yes, I think he would. I shouldn't offer without asking him, but I'd really love if you could come."
"I'd love to!" Ian says happily, but then his face falls. "But my parents aren't nearly as cool as your dad. I'm gonna have to lie about today and assure them that your dad was with us the entire time, supervising."
"Ew, really?" I say, making a face.
"Yeah, they're that bad. Even though I'm eighteen." Ian says sadly. "I live with them, so I have to live by those rules. They'll never let me go on a trip with a girl."
"I understand." I respond. "It was worth asking. I'm sorry you can't go."
"Me, too." Ian says. "I-I'll miss you."
"I'll miss you, too." I say honestly.
He just smiles, causing me to melt inside. The two of us finish our meals and have some ice cream for dessert. I then suggest going to the game room to shoot some pool, maybe play a video game, or throw darts. Daddy loves these games and I've been playing for years.
It turns out Ian sucks at pool. He can't sink a ball to save his life. It's still fun to play with him though. We try darts next, which he's slightly better at, but still misses the board sometimes. He's amazing at video games. I love that he doesn't let me win and is completely happy to kick my butt. Good. He doesn't treat me like I'm a spoiled brat who needs to win.
After gaming, I suggest sitting on the couch and listening to some music. I think even Ian realizes that means I wanna make out. So, of course, he is only too happy to agree to my request. I put on some music and sit on the couch beside him. Taking his hand in mine, I look into his pretty eyes and smile softly.
"You should kiss me now." I whisper.
Ian nods and leans forward nervously. Our lips meet as I place my hand on the back of Ian's head. My tongue probes his lips, which part and grant me entrance. We both moan as our tongues dance. I can feel his hand on my bare knee as his other reaches for the back of my head.
We make out for several minutes, and I can tell Ian is really getting into it. His kissing skills are definitely improving. I'm happy to let him practice with me. I love how passionate he is. I'm really falling for this guy. Pulling away, I look into his eyes with affection.
"D-did I do something wrong?" he asks nervously.
"No." I say with a giggle. "I just wanted to look at you."
"I like looking at you, too." Ian says with a smile.
"Y-you can touch me." I stammer, suddenly very nervous as my heart melts from his words.
"What?" he whispers, his eyes wide.
"I-if you want." I swallow weakly, "But only above the waist."
His eyes drop to my chest. My sundress isn't very revealing, but he can definitely see some cleavage. I smirk as I find my confidence again and pull his lips to mine. We're kissing again, and I have one hand on his chest, while my other is buried in his hair. I shove my tongue down his throat, moaning heavily into his mouth as I scoot closer to Ian.
That's when I feel it. His hand lightly cupping my breast from outside my sundress. I let out another moan as I feel my nipple hardening. Ian's touch is incredibly soft, I can barely feel it, but it is enough to turn me on.
"I'm not made of glass." I pull away to whisper.
"O-okay." he mumbles, obviously unsure what to do.
I decide to help him and place my hand over his, lightly guiding his movements. His eyes are wide as he looks at my chest where his hand lightly caresses me. It feels so good. He's getting the hang of it.
"Caress me, don't grope me." I explain.
Ian nods as his hand lifts my breast and palms the firm globe. I glance down and can see how hard he is for me. The bulge in his jeans is obvious. Deciding to help him out, I press my body against his as I lift my leg. I slip my bare calf between his legs and press it against his bulge.
"Holy shit." he gasps.
I nibble on his earlobe as I grip his bicep in one hand. Then I begin grinding my calf against his hardness. His hand is still on my breast from outside my sundress, but he isn't fondling me any longer. He just leans his head back and moans.
"Oh... fuck!" Ian groans as his free hand grips my bare calf.
I can feel his cock pulse in his jeans, and I know he's blowing his load in his pants. I start sucking on his neck as I push my calf down against his bulge. He's moaning and gasping, his face red with first lust, then embarrassment.
"Oh my God, Kayla. I..." Ian stammers.
"Sh, it's okay." I whisper. "I'm flattered."
"I, um, I should..." he trails off.
"You should head to the bathroom to clean up?" I offer helpfully.
"Yes." he says with a quick nod.
"Go ahead." I say, climbing out of his lap.
Ian gets up and places a hand over his crotch. I can't help but giggle as he waddles his way out of the room, toward the nearest bathroom. I adjust my sundress as I wait for him. Then I brush a lock of hair behind my hair and relax on the couch.
"Welcome back." I say when Ian comes back a few minutes later, still red-faced.
"Thanks." he mumbles as he sits down beside me.
"No need to be embarrassed!" I say, leaning over to peck his lips.
"Are you sure?" he asks.
"Yes!" I giggle. "So, you blew a load in your pants. It happens! I'm pretty, you were overwhelmed. It's okay. I'm just glad you got to feel good!"
"You made me feel really good." Ian says.
"Better than your hand?" I ask.
"Um.." he trails off.
"It's okay. You can admit it." I say. "I masturbate, too."
"You do?" he asks.
"Yes." I state simply.
"Then yeah, much better than my hand." Ian admits.
"Good!" I giggle and blush cutely.
We kiss a little longer, then I offer to show Ian the backyard. He loves the pool and I suggest he come over sometime to go swimming. He's so happy that I'm not upset with him. Quite the contrary, I'm having a great time!
"Can I see you again?" Ian asks at the end of our date.
"You better, Mister!" I say, my hands behind my back as I thrust out my chest and sway slightly.
"Friday date?" he suggests as we stand in the foyer.
"It's a date!" I agree happily.
The two of us exchange a soft kiss before I show Ian to the door. Sadly, I have to be ready for dinner with Lexi's siblings. Ian's a good guy, he understands. I give him one last kiss and say goodbye, with a promise to text. Then I sit in the main living room and watch television while I wait for Daddy and Lexi. I don't have to wait long. Forty-five minutes later, they arrive.
"Honey, I'm home!" Lexi announces as she walks into the main living room with a bag of new clothes.
"I see you went shopping at the mall." I observe from my spot on the couch.
"Yup! And I got more than clothes!" Lexi says as she reaches into her shirt. She pulls out a silver necklace with a stylized 'A' charm on it.
"From Daddy?" I ask.
"From Steven!" Lexi says, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and pecking his cheek.
"She's in such a good mood because we also went to the bank and got her a card issued." Daddy explains.
"You got a credit card?" I ask.
"I got a credit card!" Lexi cheers.
"With a spending limit, so don't go crazy." Daddy says as he wraps an arm around Lexi.
"Yeah, yeah," Lexi says, "I'll be careful."
"I know, that's why you got one." Daddy explains.
"He got you something, too!" Lexi says.
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Yes." Daddy says as he hands me a box.
"Thank you!" I say sincerely as I open the box. Inside is a necklace just like Lexi's. Only mine has a stylized 'K' charm, instead of an 'A'.
"I hope you like it." Daddy tells me with a smile.
"I love it!" I exclaim as I run up to him and throw my arms around him.
"I'm glad!" Daddy says as he rubs my back affectionately.
"How was your date with Ian?" Lexi asks.
"It was really good!" I answer as I put the necklace on. It hangs perfectly. "We're going out again next Friday."
"Oh, good!" Daddy says. "I'm glad you found a nice guy, Kayla."
"Me too, Daddy." I respond.
"So, did he get to see some titties?" Lexi asks.
"Lexi!" Daddy admonishes.
"What? It's not like she won't tell me anyway. She's my best friend." Lexi explains.
"Doesn't mean I wanna hear about it." says Daddy.
"Well, you're going to." I say, sticking my tongue out at Daddy. "We made out for awhile on the couch in the game room. He felt my titty from outside my dress, and I pressed my leg against his bulge until he exploded in his pants."
"Poor boy." Daddy smirks as Lexi laughs.
"Oh, he must have been embarrassed!" Lexi giggles.
"You're a bitch." I say as I shake my head and smile. "But yes, he was. He cleaned up in the bathroom."
"I'm glad you both had a nice time." Daddy says.
"Thank you, Daddy." I reply.
I turn off the television as Lexi and Daddy sit down with me. The three of us make small talk for a little while in the main living room. Eventually, Lexi gets a text from her sister, stating that she and Kyle are here. We head to the foyer to meet them.
"It's nice to see you again." Daddy says as he offers his hand to a redheaded man I assume is Kyle.
"Steven." Kyle states evenly as he shakes Daddy's hand.
"Hi Steven, hi Lexi!" Nicole says in a friendly voice. I immediately like her better than Kyle. And damn, she's gorgeous.
"Hi Nicole, hi Kyle." Lexi says to her siblings.
"This is my daughter, Kayla." Daddy says when he releases Kyle's hand.
"Nice to meet you, Kayla." Kyle says.
"Hi, Kayla!" Nicole says in a friendly voice as she walks up to me and gives me a hug. "Thank you for being such a good friend to Lexi."
"She's my best friend." I respond as I hug Nicole back.
"How about we head to the dining room for dinner?" Daddy suggests.
We all immediately agree. I keep an eye on Nicole and Kyle as we walk through the house. Kyle seems to have a permanent scowl on his face, while Nicole is looking around the house happily. Once we get to the dining room, the five of us sit down and are served a delicious steak dinner.
"So, how have you two been?" Daddy asks politely.
"Fine." Kyle states.
"Great!" Nicole chirps. "I've been texting with Lexi, and she seems really happy. I have to admit, she's won me over. She's happy, so I'm happy."
"That's great!" I say, "We love Lexi."
"I can see that." Nicole responds, smiling at me kindly.
"Well, I'm still not happy about this." Kyle states.
"I know, and I admit this is an unusual situation." Daddy acknowledges. "But, Lexi is cared for here. She's with people who love her and would do anything for her."
I really hope that's true." Kyle says. "I also love Alexis and just want what is best for her."
"If you love me so much, call me 'Lexi'!" Lexi snaps.
"You'll always be 'Alexis' to me." Kyle explains, a smile on his face for the first time.
"Whatever." Lexi replies, rolling her eyes.
"So, Kyle, Nicole," Daddy says, changing the subject, "what do you do for a living?"
"I'm an engineer." Kyle answers.
"I'm an accountant." Nicole states.
Dinner continues as we chat, and I learn quite a bit about Nicole and Kyle. Nicole is the oldest, at twenty-six, followed by Kyle at twenty-three, then Lexi is the baby at only eighteen. Texting Lexi and meeting me has reassured Nicole, who is now very happy with our situation. Kyle, is at least not being nearly as rude. The good meal seems to be putting him in a decent mood. He's actually really cute when he isn't frowning.
After dinner, the five of us retire to the main living room for a movie. Kyle watches the way Lexi curls up beside Daddy. I can tell he doesn't approve, but at least he isn't making comments any more. I'm told he was a lot worse the first night he came here.
The movie ends, which is when Kyle and Nicole decide to leave. They both have to work in the morning. Kyle still seems reluctant to leave, and offers to let Lexi stay at his place one last time. Lexi says no, and he just nods. He isn't a bad guy, he's just having trouble accepting his eighteen-year-old baby sister dating a forty-year-old man. I understand.
Once Nicole and Kyle are gone, Lexi and Daddy head to bed, probably to fuck before going to sleep. I go to my bedroom and strip down to my panties. I'm still really horny from my date with Ian, so I decide to watch some porn on my phone and masturbate.
I watch a girl fucking a group of guys as I rub my pussy until I cum. Then I head to the bathroom for my nighttime routine. After returning to the bed, I text Ian goodnight and turn out the light. I'm asleep moments later. School tomorrow.
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Hey guys, I've been thinking about writing this one for awhile. It's a little different, but I hope you like it! If there's interest, I'll keep it going. It starts out slow, but I think the buildup is a good thing. If you're reading my other series, don't worry! This one won't slow down the release of the next chapter. I'm already working on it. As always, everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old, and this is a world with out STI's.
-Witty
Molly Sullivan's alarm wakes her up early Monday morning. Grumbling, she reaches over and taps her phone, ending the annoying buzzing noise. Sitting up, the beautiful brunette raises her arms high above her head as she stretches and yawns. Her large breasts strain against the fabric of the t-shirt she fell asleep in, her hard nipples clearly visible.
Throwing the covers off her body, Molly blinks the sleep out of her pretty, green eyes before hopping out of bed. Tucking a strand of long, brown hair behind her ear, she pads barefoot to the bathroom of her small apartment. She begins her morning ritual by peeing and then brushing her teeth.
Molly removes her t-shirt and panties, leaving herself completely nude. She then turns on the shower and steps under the spray. Soaping up her nude frame, Molly lets the suds coat her skin, cleaning her young body. The spray then washes the suds away.
Once she's clean, Molly reaches into the small basket attached to the shower wall and pulls out a small pink object, her vibrator. She doesn't masturbate often, but she is feeling particularly lonely today.
Switching on the vibrator, Molly spreads her legs and slowly eases the masturbatory aid between them. She lets out a soft moan when the tip of the vibrator comes in contact with her clit. Her other hand grips the shower wall to steady herself as she lets the vibrator work its magic.
"Mm, fuck!" she gasps out.
After using the vibrator for several minutes, Molly tenses up in orgasm. She lets out a series of rapid moans and pants as water cascades all around her. Only then does she remove the vibrator from her vulva and turn it off.
Molly puts the vibrator away and shuts off the shower. She then towels off her nude body before heading back to her bedroom. Plopping down onto the bed, her large breasts press into the sheet as she kicks her legs in the air. Molly grabs her phone to check her messages.
Kate: Good morning, Sunshine!
Molly: Hmph!
Kate: Well, someone needs to get laid!
Molly: Is sex all you think about?
Kate: Yes.
Rolling her eyes, Molly puts her phone down and gets out of bed. Heading to her dresser, she fishes out clean clothes for the day. Once she's fully dressed, she heads into her kitchen to heat up something quick for breakfast. Sipping on a cup of coffee, Molly eats her breakfast while texting her best friend.
Molly: I don't wanna go in today :(
Kate: Did someone not get enough sleep?
Molly: Eh. I slept enough.
Kate: Valentine's Day getting you down?
Molly: It's not until Sunday!
Kate: Yeah, but it's still that time of year!
Molly: I guess.
Kate: What did you do all weekend? I hope you didn't just mope around your apartment!
Molly: I went to my brother's game on Friday. Then I spent Saturday with my mom. Sunday, I stayed in and did laundry.
Kate: Exciting.
Molly: What did you do?
Kate: Got laid!
Molly: Of course you did.
Kate: It was soooo good, Molly! I hooked up with two guys at a party Saturday night.
Molly: Two?!
Kate: Yup! It was awesome. I never didn't have dick in me. If one guy was using my mouth, another was fucking me up the ass. They couldn't stop themselves from keeping their dicks wet.
Molly: You're crazy.
Kate: Just because you haven't gotten laid in two years, doesn't mean you need to spoil the fun for the rest of us!
Molly: Two years isn't that long...
Kate: Molly, we're 24 and fucking gorgeous. We should be going out every weekend.
Molly: I go out every weekend!
Kate: Yeah, to family events, to the movies, or maybe with me to the bar, but you always leave alone. You and I could pick up some guy, take him back to one of our apartments, and blow his mind. Or a guy for each of us ;)
Molly: I love you, Kate, but that's not my idea of a good time.
Kate: Your loss!
Molly: I need to get ready for work, you slut ;P
Kate: Guilty as charged ;)
Finishing her coffee, Molly places her dirty dishes in the sink before grabbing her bag and heading out the door. Starting her car, Molly checks her reflection in the rear view mirror before pulling out of the parking lot and heading to the law firm where she and Kate work as paralegals.
During the drive in to work, Molly contemplates Kate's words. Maybe she's right and Molly is feeling down because of Valentine's Day. This one won't be any different from all the others; she still won't have a Valentine. She never has. Molly has a very strong personality, except for when it comes to sex. She just isn't comfortable around someone in a romantic setting. She is convinced she never will be. Kate would never understand if she knew the truth.
"Dumb dumb dumb, you're being dumb." Molly chastises herself as she drives, trying to shake away the bad thoughts.
Several people say 'hi' or 'good morning' to Molly as she walks through the front door. She really is stunning in her business attire, with her long, light brown hair halfway down her back. Soon, she makes it to her cubicle and finds that it isn't empty.
"Oh, h-hi! I mean, good morning, Molly." stammers a young, dark-haired guy.
"Good morning, Jake." Molly says, smiling politely as she sets her bag down on her desk.
Jake, the IT guy, has a huge crush on Molly. Molly isn't interested in him like that, but is always nice to him. He's definitely a good friend. It's cute how nervous he gets around her. Currently, he's setting up the monitor on her desk.
"W-we, uh, we got these new monitors in." Jake explains, "They're supposed to only be for the lawyers, but we had an extra and I thought you might like it."
"Aw, thanks Jake!" says Molly with a smile.
"You're welcome!" Jake says with a blush.
"Hi Molly, hi Jake!" a feminine voice says.
Turning, Jake and Molly see a stunning blonde standing at the entrance to Molly's cubicle. Molly's best friend, Kate, is a short, petite blonde with average-sized breasts. She smiles at Jake and Molly, her baby-blues lighting up.
"Well, don't you two look cute together?" Kate asks, leaning up against the side of the cubicle.
"Thanks!" Jake exclaims as Molly glares.
"How was your weekend, guys?" asks Kate.
"Oh, it was good!" Jake answers.
"Mine was pretty good." Molly answers.
"I'll leave you two lovebirds alone." Kate says as she winks at Molly before spinning and heading towards her own cubicle.
"Thanks again for the new monitor, Jake." Molly says.
"Oh, you're welcome." Jake says with a smile. "I'll just take the old one. Bye, Molly."
"Bye, Jake." Molly says with a smile and a wave.
Molly watches Jake leave with the old monitor before turning to her computer and starting it up. Stifling a yawn, Molly logs into her email and starts checking work messages. She works for several minutes before checking her phone.
Jake: It was nice seeing you this morning, Molly.
Molly: You too, Jake.
Jake: Enjoy the new monitor!
Molly: Thank you again!
For a few hours, Molly works. She looks up legal briefings and checks email. In addition, she files paperwork and helps the attorney she works for. Whenever she has a spare minute, she checks her phone and texts with Kate.
Kate: So, did he ask you out?
Molly: I told you, I'm not interested in Jake.
Kate: Why not?
Molly: I'm just not comfortable enough around him.
Kate: Lame.
Molly: Why don't you date him?
Kate: Because, it isn't my tits he can't keep his eyes off of ;)
Molly: You may have a point :)
Kate: I'm still sooo jealous of those sweater puppies.
Molly: Thanks, I guess ;P
Kate: Got plans for tonight?
Molly: Gonna take a nice bubble bath when I get home, then probably just playing around on my phone. You?
Kate: Eh. It's a work night, so not really. Wanna grab a quick drink at the bar before heading home?
Molly: Sure.
Kate: Great!
Before long, it's time for lunch. Kate and Molly take their bagged lunches and find a quiet table alone in the staff room. The two best friends eat and chat about random, inconsequential topics for an hour, before it is time to go back to work.
Once work is done, Molly and Kate each head to their own car and drive to the local bar. They find two seats at the bar and each order a drink, as well as an appetizer to share. It's a nice, relaxing outing after work.
The two girls enjoy their time together. At one point, a couple of guys sitting at a nearby table buy them a couple of drinks. However, they both politely turn the boys down, preferring to enjoy each others company tonight.
After a couple hours, it's time to go home. Kate and Molly split the bill and then go their own separate ways. Soon, Molly is pulling into the parking lot of her apartment building. She then heads inside and drops her bag off as soon as she gets in the door.
Stripping out of her clothes, Molly heads to the bathroom. Turning on the water, she fills the bathtub with water and a layer of bubbles. She then slowly gets in, letting out a contented sigh as she feels the hot water over her naked body.
Molly soaks for about twenty minutes before deciding she's had enough. Letting the water drain from the tub, Molly stands up and steps onto the mat beside the tub. She wraps a towel around her naked body and slowly dries off. Then she puts on a t-shirt and a pair of panties so she can relax for the rest of the night.
Relaxing includes a movie and a nice, quiet dinner alone. She then watches a television show until it is almost time for bed. Deciding to kill a little more time before sleeping, Molly hops into bed and takes out her phone.
She ends up watching videos online. Random stuff, going from topic to topic, depending on what catches her fancy. Eventually though, she ends up watching videos about one of the many tragedies in the recent past. Hearing about people dying in terrorist attacks makes the compassionate girl upset. Soon, she is softly crying.
Wiping away her tears, Molly decides she needs to find someone to talk to. Kate has apparently already gone to bed, unfortunately. None of her other friends are around either. Then Molly remembers one of her favorite sex chat websites. Since Molly isn't comfortable with in-person romance, sex chats have been her source of intimacy for years.
Using her favorite username; "Bye." Molly logs on to one of the sites and is immediately presented with a wall of text.
10InchDick: Any sluts wanna get fucked hard?
SubmissiveGurl: Looking for my Daddy ;)
RoseChris: Good evening, everyone!
IluvFeet: Any girls wanna send feet pics?
ImHUNG: Looking for a lady who wants a real man.
LesbianChick: Hoping to find another girl to play with. Message me if interested.
As soon as her name shows up in chat, she is immediately inundated with messages. Most are just guys asking if she wants cock, but a few actually send dick pics. Molly immediately deletes all of those messages and focuses on the one person not talking about sex. Yeah, it's a sex chat room, but Molly knows that some people just want to talk. She sends RoseChris a private message.
Bye.: I like your username.
RoseChris: Thanks! Every variation of "I have a big dick" was taken. I like yours. Straight to the point! Haha.
Bye.: Yeah, I use this name a lot. I get a bunch of messages on here!
RoseChris: Dick pics?
Bye.: Mainly, yes. Haha.
RoseChris: I'm Chris, it's nice to meet you.
Bye.: Julia.
RoseChris: A pleasure, Julia.
Bye.: What are you up to tonight?
RoseChris: Oh, just laying in bed. Killing time on here. You? Did you have a good day?
Bye.: Honestly, no. I feel kinda down, so I came on here looking for someone to chat with.
Bye.: I'm in bed, too.
RoseChris: Well, I'm happy to oblige! Especially while we're in bed together ;P
Bye.: Even though you aren't gonna get any?
RoseChris: Even though.
Bye.: I like you already! I'll talk with you until I'm sick of you :p
RoseChris: Someone's confident! Fine, stick around until YOU get sick of ME!
Bye.: Thanks ;) So, Chris, what do you do for a living?
RoseChris: I'm an accountant. You?
Bye.: Oooh, a smart guy? ;P
RoseChris: I like to think so!
Bye.: I'm a paralegal.
RoseChris: That sounds like a fun job.
Bye.: Eh. I'd love to go back to school and become a teacher, but it's not in the cards right now.
RoseChris: Well, I hope it happens for you some day!
Bye.: Thanks! Where are you from?
RoseChris: Vermont. You?
Bye.: Iowa. Is it nice there?
RoseChris: Oh yeah, beautiful scenery. I love it here.
Bye.: That's cool. Iowa is nice, I can't imagine living anywhere else.
RoseChris: Have you always lived there?
Bye.: Yup! You always been a Vermont native?
RoseChris: Born and raised!
Bye.: How old are you?
RoseChris: 26. You?
Bye.: That's perfect! I'm 24!
RoseChris: 26 is perfect?
Bye.: Well, I'm just glad you aren't some creepy old guy.
RoseChris: Nah, just some creepy, young guy!
Bye.: Haha, well at least you're honest!
RoseChris: About being a serial killer? Yeah, I admit it.
Bye.: Hahaha!
RoseChris: Always good when you can make a lady laugh. :)
Bye.: Aw!
RoseChris: What kind of music do you like?
Bye.: I like all kinds! Country, hip-hop, rock. You?
RoseChris: I'm a big country fan. What about TV?
Bye.: I mainly watched educational television as a kid, I do now, as well. You?
RoseChris: Um, as a kid I was watching cartoons. Guess I wasn't very cultured.
Bye.: I watched educational TV and you watched cartoons.
Bye.: Good deal
Bye.: Things are becoming clear ;)
RoseChris: That being intelligent was all an act? Shit, I've been found out.
Bye.: Did I call you intelligent?
RoseChris: I believe you used the word 'smart', yes.
Bye.: I did say smart. You're right.
RoseChris: Why, do you want to take it back?
Bye.: Nope. I said what I said and I stand by my words.
RoseChris: Good :D
Bye.: Chris is a good name, is it your real name?
RoseChris: Yes. I don't see the point lying about that, it's not like someone can track me down.
RoseChris: "Chris" isn't a lot to go on.
RoseChris: Did you give me a fake name?
Bye.: What was my name?
RoseChris: Julia.
Bye.: I'm surprised you remembered.
RoseChris: I remember! :D
Bye.: But yes, it's fake. Which I regret now because I actually like talking to you. I'm Molly.
Bye.: Which I love my name but it is fun to change it up when the convo is meaningless.
RoseChris: Nice to meet you, Molly.
Bye.: ;) Glad you know my real name.
RoseChris: I'm glad you gave it to me.
Bye.: It's so nice being a Molly I think. I went to a musical some weeks ago...
Bye.: There was a guy named Chris in the show... Who was a very attractive man haha
RoseChris: Well, however attractive he was, I'm better looking :P.
Bye.: I'm sure you are!
RoseChris: You aren't the only confident one ;)
Bye.: Looks good on you, Babe ;)
RoseChris: I'm sure you look good, too ;)
Bye.: There's no bad side to me haha.
Bye.: Personality or looks wise.
RoseChris: I like it.
Bye.: I'm easy to like.
RoseChris: I've noticed that :)
Bye.: ;) I'm not annoying yet? Haha
RoseChris: Not yet, but I'll let you know if that changes :P
Bye.: Please do!
RoseChris: Not sick of me yet?
Bye.: Not quite.
RoseChris: That's kind of ominous. Heading in that direction?
Bye.: I guess you'll find out if it's heading in that direction. Haha.
Bye.: Do you work "tomorrow"?
RoseChris: Yes, and truth be told, I'm already up late. It's been worth it though. You?
Bye.: Yeah I do haha that's why I'm not going to sleep.
Bye.: I have to shower in 3 hours.
RoseChris: Not planning to sleep at all?
Bye.: Not if I can help it.
Bye.: I can't oversleep.
RoseChris: Well, I'll try and entertain you for now :P
Bye.: I appreciate your sacrifice.
RoseChris: Thanks :D I don't think I can be up for another three hours though.
Bye.: I don't blame you.
Bye.: I wonder if I'll be able to.
RoseChris: Long day tomorrow?
Bye.: Yes... work all day.... I mean, I can go home right after work, but it'll be a long day..
Bye.:...and it's only Tuesday.
RoseChris: And all on no sleep. I'm sorry. Did I keep you up?
Bye.: Eh yes and no... I was up late anyway... but it's nothing to apologize for.
Bye.: I like it :D
Bye.: I really wanted a conversation.
Bye.: I needed a conversation.
Bye.: And I like to flirt.
RoseChris: I'm glad I was able to oblige :)
RoseChris: So do I.
Bye.: No kidding?
RoseChris: Yeah, I guess I wouldn't be here if I didn't.
Bye.: ;) Trust me... There aren't people here who don't flirt.
RoseChris: Although, I could just be looking to get off as fast as possible and leave :P
Bye.: Yep!
Bye.: "Come bounce on this dick slut"
Bye.: Yeaaah, no.
RoseChris: Not charming enough for you?
Bye.: Surprisingly, no.
Bye.: Tell me, what's your line?
Bye.: You didn't make moves on me.
RoseChris: I'm not very good, I usually just say 'hi' or something...
RoseChris: if they're looking for something quick, they make it obvious.
RoseChris: You didn't seem like you wanted to..
RoseChris:..and were having more fun enjoying the conversation. I wanted to respect that.
RoseChris: I was enjoying it, too.
Bye.: You're more passive in your approach. Yes, I'm very glad you went with me.
Bye.: Like super appreciative of it.
RoseChris: Sometimes when they say they want to RP, I'll message and say I'm interested.
Bye.: I fell into a bad rabbit hole on the internet and came here looking for comfort.
Bye.: I found it in you.
RoseChris: I'm glad :D
RoseChris: Well, sorry about the internet part :P
Bye.: Me too!
RoseChris: Surprising place to look for comfort though
Bye.: You're right. But there are always lots of people
Bye.: I was hoping I'd find one worth talking to.
Bye.: And I figure... I'm normal and come here for happy fun times...
Bye.: Surely there are other real people behind the screen like me.
RoseChris: That's why I come here! :D
Bye.: For happy fun times? Haha.
RoseChris: That's one way to describe them ;)
Bye.: ;)
Bye.: So are you more passive or dominate on here with happy fun times?
RoseChris: I just like pretty standard stuff, nothing too crazy.
RoseChris: I suppose passive in the way I try to go with what the woman seems to want.
RoseChris: You? Are you in here on other nights cuffing guys to bedposts?
Bye.: You're a nice guy, aren't you? A real life one?
Bye.: Hahahaha no!
Bye.: I'm actually much more passive in bed
RoseChris: Nice? I try to be. I'll act different if it's what she wants.
RoseChris: The idea is for both of us to have fun and not just me.
Bye.: I like the guy to take the lead more so... but not dom and sub stuff haha
Bye.: In real life you are a nice guy is what I was saying.
Bye.: Like a genuinely nice person.
Bye.: A good person.
RoseChris: I try to be :D You seem great, too!
Bye.: Well because I am ;)
RoseChris: There's that sexy confidence again ;)
Bye.: Haha yeah no, I just view the world cognizant of how I make people feel.
Bye.: I think it's important.
Bye.: It's why I wanna teach people with learning disabilities. Specifically mild to moderate.
RoseChris: I can't say I do anything quite so noble. I can file their taxes...
Bye.: Those kids are looked over... They are in the Gen Ed classroom but it moves too fast..



Bye.: they start to feel less than the others... they can get down on themselves..
Bye.: no, I wanna make them feel confident.. capable... strong.
Bye.: Sorry haha I was gonna go on... but I'll step off my soap box.
RoseChris: It's okay, I like talking to you :)
Bye.: But yeah, no, I just got that feeling from you... that you're genuine.
Bye.: And I hope I'm right in that.
RoseChris: Other than the serial killer part, I think I'm a good guy :)
Bye.: I have a dad who's a sociopath, narcissist, and pathological liar...
Bye.: And I've seen what truly cruel and evil looks like...
Bye.: It makes me happy to meet a guy who's not an ass haha or selfish.
RoseChris: I know you aren't looking for the sex chat thing, so I respect that.
Bye.: Oh yes the jury is still out on if I'm gonna get killed or not :P
RoseChris: I think you're okay.
Bye.: Haha I wasn't looking at it from a sex standpoint...
Bye.: You wouldn't be an ass if you were looking for that.
RoseChris: That IS the reason I came to this site. I don't wanna lie to you there...
RoseChris: and I don't think it would be believable if I tried anyway :P
Bye.: I was just thinking out loud to you :D and complimenting you.
RoseChris: Well, thank you :)
Bye.: Haha if you told me you didn't come here for sex I would've laughed at you :P
Bye.: You don't think it would be believable if you tried with me? Haha
Bye.: 'Cause you're not interested? Ouch Chris ouch. :P
RoseChris: I never said I wasn't interested. Believe me, I am ;)
RoseChris: I said I was respecting your wishes :P
Bye.: What was the wouldn't be believable part about? :)
RoseChris: That if I wasn't on the site for sex at all, it wouldn't be believable.
Bye.: That makes sense.
Bye.: I thought you were saying if you tried with me it wouldn't be a believable try haha
RoseChris: No, no. Only reason I didn't try was that I didn't think you were interested.
Bye.: You were correct haha but only because I'm not horny tonight.
Bye.: I was scared haha and needed reassurance in humanity.
Bye.: You were the perfect guy!
RoseChris: I guess I'll survive without getting off :P
RoseChris: Being called perfect is quite the compliment :D
RoseChris: I'm glad I could help.
Bye.: I'm sorry I didn't help you.
RoseChris: It's quite alright, I understand.
Bye.: I'd hug you if you'd let me :D
RoseChris: I like hugs :D I promise not to cop a feel :P
Bye.: Haha, thanks!
Bye.: Aren't hugs the best?
Bye.: Breathing into a hug.
RoseChris: Mm, yes.
Bye.: Yeah feels good :)
Bye.: What's your height?
RoseChris: 6'0" You?
Bye.: Well technically 5'3 and 3/4" but I round up
RoseChris: Aw, I like shorter girls :D
Bye.: Am I considered shorter?
Bye.: Everyone says I am haha
Bye: Especially my younger brother, who is much taller than me haha
RoseChris: I know the feeling, my brother is taller than me.
Bye.: My brother is a senior in high school, so still room to grow. He's 6'3"
RoseChris: Ouch. Much taller than me. Guess I'm not man enough for ya ;P
Bye.:....and my brothers are? Haha where were you going with that one, Babe?
RoseChris: I didn't think that through...
Bye.: Awe... cartoons did you well hon
RoseChris: Hah!
Bye.: You're so cute haha
RoseChris: By the way, I'm not leaving now, but should within an hour or so.
RoseChris: You're not so bad yourself ;)
Bye.: Glad you recognize ;)
Bye.: Thanks for the warning :D
RoseChris: You're welcome! Didn't wanna just disappear on you, that would be rude.
RoseChris: And yes, I've definitely noticed.
Bye.: It's hard not to!
RoseChris: Hm, another confidence comment or do I go with the classic "No pun intended?"?
Bye.: I'd shake my head and suppress a smile and then add an eye roll if you chose the latter.
RoseChris: If it made you smile, it's not a bad choice.
Bye.: I've smiled the whole time talking with you.
RoseChris: Best news I've gotten in awhile :D
Bye.: I'm glad to have delivered it then!
RoseChris: :D
Bye.: Do you have a nice smile?
RoseChris: I think so. Going off what I'm told, my best feature is my eyes. They're green.
RoseChris: My hair is light brown.
Bye.: I often get complimented on my eyes and hair.
RoseChris: What color are your eyes and hair?
Bye.: I was just at a taco place the other day and I asked if I could have something...
Bye.: And the guy taking my order said 'girl with hair like that you can have anything you want'.
Bye.: Green eyes.
RoseChris: Much better pick up line than the guy who told you to bounce on his cock!
Bye.: Light brunette hair/dirty blonde depending on the person.
Bye.: I've heard it described both ways.
Bye.: And yes, much better haha
RoseChris: I have light brown hair and a beard.
Bye.: You sound cute, Babe :D
RoseChris: Good :D
Bye.: My hair is long and it's very thick.
RoseChris: Mm, I love long hair.
RoseChris: The green eyes.. you sound gorgeous ;)
Bye.: I don't style it... Just let it air dry and it just ends up looking great.
Bye.: Which is good cause I hate getting ready.
Bye.: No hair stuff, no makeup... Just leave haha.
RoseChris: I'm sure you look amazing without makeup. :)
Bye.: I run my fingers through my hair a lot... that's a habit that people like to point out...
Bye.: They think it's flirty, but I just like messing with my hair haha.
Bye.: I mean I'd probably look moree amazing with make up as does everyone...
Bye.: But yeah, I'm confident without it.
RoseChris: Confident, attractive. You're the whole package, aren't you? :P
Bye.: Smart... Charming... Hilarious... Athletic... Musically inclined...
Bye.: I mean yes.
Bye.: Hahaha.
Bye.: I'm such a brat.
RoseChris: I like it :)
Bye.: Yeah?
RoseChris: It's cute! :D
Bye.: You let me be cute ;)
RoseChris: Gonna make it harder when I have to leave for the night :P
Bye.: :( yeah this is too much fun.
RoseChris: It is.
Bye.: I am friends with another guy from here?...we chat through email. I'll give you my email.
Bye.: If you ever wanted to chat and/or flirt with me again and can't find me here
Bye.: By the way
Bye.: It's only been 15-20 minutes
Bye.: Since you said you needed to leave within the hour.
RoseChris: Yeah, I'm not leaving right this second :D
Bye.: :D
Bye.: Good!
Molly gives Chris a junk email that she uses when she is trying to stay anonymous. A few minutes later, Chris replies with his own email address. They agree to take the chat to email and Molly waits patiently for Chris to message her. She's laying in bed wearing nothing but a pair of panties and a t-shirt.
Chris: Hello :)
Molly: This is much better haha
Chris: No dick pic windows to close every thirty seconds, just an awesome guy?
Molly: Just you! Lucky me!
Chris: In bed with a pretty girl? Lucky me! :D
Molly: We are still in bed!
Chris: I like that thought :)
Molly: I'm sure you do haha
Chris: Is it cool if I close the other chat window? Since we're continuing here.
Chris: A lot of stuff open at once.
Molly: I closed it right after I said yes haha.
Molly: So freaking cold in my room... The wind is howling!
Chris: I'll cuddle up with you and keep you warm ;)
Molly: I'm sure you would haha what a task for you to take on! Have at it though ;)
Chris: I'd climb in with you, but I know you're not looking for that tonight.
Molly: Just get in here haha ya cutie. Feel my face cheeks! They are ice.
Chris: You won't hear me arguing. Aw! So cold! I can't leave a lady like that!
Molly: I know it's terrible.
Chris: Well, I'm nice and warm. You can snuggle up with me.
Molly: Okay it's my left cheek that's more cold so I'll rest it on your chest :)
Chris: That's fine with me. I'm not wearing a shirt right now.
Chris: I'll wrap an arm around you and keep you warm.
Molly: I'll make your chest cold if you don't have a shirt on.
Chris: Worth it ;)
Molly: You're right, you're lucky to have me snuggled in.
Chris: Very lucky. I'm enjoying myself.
Molly: Good I'm glad :) you've earned it.
Chris: Are you warming up?(You don't owe me anything)
Molly: Yes I am :) it feels nice.(I know. I want to do this)
Molly: *Wraps my arm around and hugs you*
Chris: Good.
Chris: *Holds you tight, one hand lightly stroking your back*
Molly: I have a pillow I'm actually side cuddled up to with my arm over it. Squeezing.
Molly: So comfy.
Chris: I'd love to be cuddled up with you. I'm just laying in bed in my boxer briefs.
Chris: Beneath the covers.
Molly: As one usually is in bed; I've got a t-shirt and panties hope you don't mind.
Molly: Haha I'm sure you won't.
Chris: A little too much for my liking, but not bad ;)
Molly: Oh really? Haha.
Chris: Do you blame me? In bed with a beautiful girl, can't blame my mind for going there :P
Molly: Getting a lil greedy there, Babe ;) does it help knowing there's no bra?
Chris: Yes, yes it does :D
Molly: They are actually D's. Sorry if you aren't a boob man.
Chris: I am, definitely. Though I can appreciate great legs and a nice ass ;)
Molly: Haha I'm sure you could appreciate many parts of a woman
Chris: I could. Thinking about it now, thanks to you :p
Molly: You're welcome? Haha
Chris: I'm thinking about your boobs, so yeah, thanks ;)
Molly: I'm okay with that haha. I love my boobs. Love having them played with even more ;)
Chris: I'd love to play with them. Maybe even tease your nipples with my tongue ;)
Molly: I might like that :)
Chris: I know I would. The thought is certainly... exciting
Molly: My nipples think so
Chris: *I remove your t-shirt. Then I tease your nipple with my tongue while my hands play with your boobs.*
Molly: *I look down at you and giggle, running my hands through your hair.*
Chris: *I squeeze your boobs together, kissing them.*
Molly: *I smile, biting my lip, running my hands down your head, resting at your jawline. Feeling your scruff.*
Chris: *My hand trails gently along your side, my body pressing closer to you. I moan lightly against your nipple.*
Molly: *I feel your moan against me. I pull you up to my lips, my body against yours.*
Chris: *I kiss your soft lips, one hand in your hair, the other sliding down your body to squeeze your butt.*
Molly: *One hand moves down your neck to your chest as the other pulls you in deeper to our kiss.*
Chris: *My tongue dances with yours as I enjoy the feel of your soft body against mine.* (I'm really hard right now).
Molly: *I feel your hardness press against my body, making it ache.* (I'm soaked, Babe).
Chris: *I grind myself against you, showing you my need.*
Molly: *My hand slides down to your waistline. I run my fingers slowly across the top of your boxers, smiling into our kiss. My fingers dance just below your belly button before moving under the fabric. I glide my hand down over your thickness. My fingers wrap around you. I grind my hips slightly as I kiss you harder.*
Chris: *I gasp into your mouth as I feel you touch me. My fingers are entwined in your hair as my other hand slides down your body, skimming the edge of your panties.*
Molly: *I move my hand slowly up and down... brushing my thumb over your tip.*
Chris: "Oh, God." *I groan as I run my hand along your panties.*
Molly: *I bring my hand to my mouth and lick it... and immediately go back to your hardness, moving with intent, gripping you solidly at the base.*
Chris: *I slide my hand between your legs, lightly rubbing you outside your panties.*
Molly: *I open my legs slightly as you move.*
Chris: *I push by your panties, my fingers pressing into your wet slit.*
Molly: *I moan audibly against you.*
Chris: *My thumb finds your clit and I softly rub you as my fingers slip inside.*
Molly: *I suck in a breath and melt into your hand, gently rocking my hips.*
Chris: *I kiss your neck, loving the sounds of your moans as I pleasure you.* "You're so wet." *I whisper.*
Molly: *All I can do is let out a breath and nod as I enjoy your touch, wanting more.*
Chris: *I kiss down your neck, my lips again finding your breast as my thumb teases your clit.*
Molly: *I moan as you take my nipple into your mouth. I feel how hard you are and start to move my hand faster around you. I watch you intently and open my legs wider as your thumb works my throbbing clit.*
Chris: *I harden in your hand, my tongue teasing your nipple as I slide my fingers inside you and rub your clit.*
Molly: *I feel your fingers moving inside my soaking pussy.* "I need your cock somewhere inside me." *I whisper. My mouth waters and pussy drips. I bite my lip and look at you longingly.*
Chris: *I look up at you, my fingers still working your tight pussy.* "69?" *I suggest.* "Or do you want me in your pussy now?"
Molly: *I tug at your cock, wanting it down my throat first.*
Chris: *I sit up and pull your soaked panties down your legs, flinging them away before laying down and pulling your hips up towards my face.*
Molly: *My legs open immediately, I look toward your erect cock and press my lips to your tip, moving my tongue in a circle.*
Chris: *As soon as you're on top of me, I lean my head forward and lick your slit, my hands gripping your hips.*
Molly: *I open my lips, letting your head pop in as I suck. I moan as I feel your tongue on my pussy and I move all the way down your length.*
Chris: *I groan against your pussy as I feel your mouth surround me. My hands grip your ass as my tongue flicks your clit.*
Molly: *My lips almost make it to the base when you hit the back of my throat. I stick my tongue out slightly and I feel your cock slide down my throat as it opens up.*
Chris: "Oh, fuck!" *I moan against your pussy. I slide my fingers between your legs, entering your wet hole as my tongue continues working your clit.* (I want to make you cum.)
Molly: *I bob up and down, right in that spot, my head moves from side to side as I make my way up and back down your cock. I'm hungry for you. The more you work my clit, the more I feel my orgasm build.*(I took my panties off for you.)
Chris: *Pre-cum leaks from my tip as you suck me. My fingers slide inside you as I wrap my lips around your clit and suck on it lightly.* (Are you touching yourself for real?)
Molly: *I drink your pre-cum down and I want more. I buck slightly against your face, twitching as you work me.* (Yes, Babe... my boobs are out and nipples hard. My clit is sensitive. Rubbing myself.)
Chris: *I slide one hand up your body and find a firm breast, I squeeze it lightly, rolling the nipple between my fingers. The other hand rapidly fingering you.* "Fuck, you keep this up and I'll cum in your mouth." *I groan against your clit, flicking it with my tongue.* (Good, my dick is out, I'm stroking myself as I think about playing with your boobs, your mouth around me.)
Molly: *You feel my pussy tighten around your fingers and I moan around your cock. I want your cum... Down my throat... In my pussy... I want it! I take you down all the way again, feeling you roll my nipples.* (I feel really good right now.)
Chris: *Your mouth feels so good. I squeeze your breast while I finger you. My thumb teases your clit while I whisper.* "I'm gonna cum!"(I'm so hard.)
Molly: *My legs tense up around you. I'm about to cum as your fingers move in and out of me. I rock my hips faster. I stop sucking for a moment but keep your cock inside my mouth. My moans come in waves around you.*(I REALLY love cum.)
Chris: *I feel you tense and long for your release. I tease your nipple with my fingers while my other hand fingers you. I flick your clit with my tongue, moaning against you.*(I'm stroking myself, thinking of you.)
Molly: *I open my mouth wide around your shaft as I scream. My hips buck as I cum on your tongue. My tits press into your chest as my body squirms.*(I'm playing with my pussy, imagining your cock in my mouth.)
Chris: *I grip your bum in both hands as I rapidly tongue your clit, licking you through your orgasm. Feeling you scream around my cock makes my hips buck. Cum floods your mouth.*
Molly: *Feeling cum filling my mouth makes me orgasm again on your tongue. I groan as cum runs from my lips and down your cock. I'm moaning too much to swallow.*(I'm so wet. I love cum so much.)
Chris: *I thrust my hips upwards as the last of my cum squirts into your mouth.*(I'm leaking pre-cum.)
Molly: *I take you all the way in, using my lips to suck up all the cum that got out of my mouth. Pulling off your cock, I swallow happily.*
Chris: *My hands squeeze your ass as I lean up and kiss your pussy.*
Molly: *I lift my body off of you and roll to face you. Getting off the bed, I smile down at you, completely nude. I gesture for you to stand up.*
Chris: *I stand up and face you. Reaching one hand out, I squeeze a boob.*
Molly: *Giggling, I let you play with my boobs for a few seconds. Then I drop to my knees and grip your thighs. Leaning forward, I open my mouth and slurp your soft cock inside.*
Chris: *Groaning in pleasure, I bury my hands in your hair.*
Molly: *Holding your thighs tightly, I suck hard around you, trying to get you hard for me.*(I LOVE blowjobs.)
Chris: *I can feel myself hardening in your mouth. I look down at you, seeing your cock-filled mouth. Below that, I can see your big tits jiggle on your chest.* (I'm a fan as well. ;) )
Molly: *I suck you until you're fully hard, then I look up at you with my pretty green eyes as I deep throat you.* "Fuck my face." *I say thickly around your hardness.* (A girl's mouth on your dick? I should think so!)
Chris: *I grip your head in my hands as I start thrusting my dick between your lips, using your mouth as if it were a pussy.*
Molly: *I let my mouth hang open as I enjoy your face-fucking. Drool runs from my lips and dangles off my chin. A strand breaks off and lands on one of my big tits.*(I feel so good. I'm rubbing my clit!)
Chris: *I'm fully hard. My cock burying down your throat with every thrust.*(I'm stroking myself, thinking of you, of your mouth, your tits.)
Molly: *I gag and drool, my hair framing my face. After a few minutes, I pull off your cock and look up at you with a lust-filled gaze.* "Please fuck me..." *I whisper.*
Chris: "How do you want it?"
Molly: "I don't care, I just need you to take me.. I want to feel you inside me, stretching me." (I love when a guy takes charge.)
Chris: *I pull you to your feet and toss you on the bed.*
Molly: *I land on the bed with a giggle and spread my legs wide for you, showing you my center.*(I love being manhandled. Keep going.. please... keep going.)
Chris: *My hard cock bounces in the air as I get on my knees on the bed. I get behind you and roll you onto your stomach. Then I pull you to your hands and knees, my hard cock lined up with your tight pussy. I rub my tip against your clit, teasing you before I enter you.*
Molly: "Mm, fuck yes!" *I spread my knees apart. I arch my back... hair falling onto it.*
Chris: *I hold your hips tightly as I bury my entire length up your tight, wet pussy.* "Oh, fuck!" *I moan as I fill you with one thrust.* "You're so tight!" (I'm so hard, I want you to cum with me.)
Molly: "Ohhhhh!" *I moan as you enter me from behind, filling me with your cock. My tits swing as you push in.* (I want you to cum... I want to cum with you.)
Chris: *I feel your tight pussy squeeze my cock as I fuck you, loving the sight of your ass as I take you from behind.*
Molly: *I moan and pant as my pussy grips your cock* (I'm soaked. From behind is my favorite.)
Chris: *Reaching forward, I grasp a fistful of your hair and yank your head back*(Good, I chose well.)
Molly: "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" *I scream as I arch my back. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched shut.*(I love having my hair pulled!)



Chris: *Using my grip on your hair for leverage, I smack your bum while fucking you hard and fast.*
Molly: "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" *I announce as I orgasm all over your big dick, my juices soaking you*
Chris: *Releasing your hair, I reach under your body to cup a swaying breast. I grip it tightly as I thrust into you, my hips impacting your butt(Are you close? Are you teasing your clit with your fingers? About to cum for me?)
Molly: *I arch my back again, pressing my tit into your hand and your cock deeper into my hungry pussy. My pussy feels your cock swelling inside me.* "I want your cum." (I could go at any time... just a little faster hand to the clit and I'll burst.)
Chris: *I moan, feeling your pussy clench at my thrusting cock.* "Where do you want it?" *I ask.* (I'm so close, you're about to make me cum.)
Molly: "I want your cum to fill my pussy! Please let it drip out of me..." *I beg as I reach for my clit and feel your cock with my fingers.*
Chris: "Holy shit, you're so fucking tight."
Molly: *I look back at you. Over my shoulder, wondering what you'll do to my body.*
Chris: *Our eyes lock. You look so hot on your hands and knees, with my cock thrusting into you from behind. I release your breast and grab your hips with both hands as I fuck you.* "Fuck! I'm gonna cum! Cum with me!" (I'm about to cum for real.)
Molly: *I lower to my elbows, tits hitting the bed as I take your cock over and over. I moan into the bed, feeling my orgasm about to explode.* "I'm gonna cum, oh God!"
Chris: *I thrust into you as hard as I can, making your tits bounce on your chest.* "I'm cumming!" *I moan, holding your hips tightly as my cock swells inside you.*
Molly: *My pussy clenches around you cumming at the same time. I feel my pussy milking you, wanting all of you.*
Chris: *I hold your hips against me, keeping myself buried inside you as I fill you with my cum. It's shooting out of me, coating your pussy walls.*
Molly: "Ohhhh fuck!" *I feel shot after shot of cum fill me. I grind back into you. Not able to control the want of my body.*
Chris: *I groan as I feel you clenching me, the last of my cum shooting into your pussy.*
Molly: *I can't help but "mm" into the bed, my body settling as the last of your cum enters me.*
Chris: *I lean down and kiss your back.* "Wow, that was good."
Molly: *I fall forward, your cock exiting me. Massaging my pussy, I moan happily as I feel your cum mixed with mine. I bring my fingers to my mouth and taste you.* "So good." *I smile to myself.*
Chris: *Watching you taste me makes me moan with pleasure.* (Did you cum?)
Molly: *I roll onto my back, still sucking my fingers.* (Yes babe, did you?)
Chris: *I lay down next to you, smiling contently.* (Yes, I did.)
Molly: Good :) I'm glad. Worth the conversation and lack of sleep?
Chris: It was, I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.
Molly: I definitely did... my sheets... haha you should see them. My boobs are still out... might be playing with them haha.
Chris: Mm, that's a lovely picture.
Molly: Damn, I don't wanna shower. I want another orgasm haha
Chris: You have to get ready for work, right? Haha, I don't blame you :)
Molly: Yes I do, hmm, I might be able to fit another in real quick haha you should sleep!
Chris: I can't leave a lady unsatisfied ;)
Molly: You satisfied me, Babe. Very much so, you made me more horny haha!
Chris: Mission accomplished ;)
Molly: Might be grinding a pillow ;)
Chris: That's hot :)
Molly: Not weird? Haha.
Chris: Nah. If it makes you feel better, I just had to clean up a lot of cum with some tissues
Molly: Hope I made you feel good
Chris: You definitely did
Molly: Good ;)
Chris: Did you decide if you're showering or cumming again?
Molly: Cumming again.
Chris: Imagining my tongue on your clit as I finger you?
Molly: Tell me what to do?
Chris: Rub your clit with one hand while your other massages your boob, teasing your nipple.
Molly: Mm okay... yes, this turns me on, getting instructions.
Chris: Squeeze your breast while you tease your clit (Do you finger yourself a lot or mainly just rub your clit?)
Molly: Mostly clit but both.
Chris: I want you to tease your breast, making your nipple hard as you play with your clit.
Molly: (6 minutes) yes keep going. They're getting hard.
Chris: Squeeze your big boobs while you rub your clit, just the way you like it. I can imagine your back arching in pleasure.
Molly: Using my fingers to open and close my opening... together... then apart into a shape. Sloppy sounds.
Chris: Fuck, that's hot. Your fingers playing with yourself, rubbing your clit, fingering yourself as you get close to release. Your boob feels so good in your hand.
Molly: Mm, turns me on more that you think. It's hot... my fingers sliding in and out faster.
Chris: It's so hot imagining your body tensing, your fingers rapidly stimulating your tight pussy.
Molly: I've flipped to my stomach... I'm almost there
Chris: That's so sexy. I'd love to be behind you, thrusting my cock into your tight hold. Keep going. Rub your clit, make yourself cum.
Molly: I'm rubbing my clit. Harder! Ohhhh fuck I'm about to...
Chris: Cum. Cum for me. Rub your clit and cum on your fingers.
Molly: Yes, yes! Tell me again!
Chris: I want you to cum. It's so hot seeing your body tense up as you pleasure yourself
Molly: Fucking hell haha you spoiled me tonight. Shit.
Chris: Always a pleasure to spoil a lady ;)
Molly: Sorry if I took too long!
Chris: Nothing to apologize for! I had a great time talking to you. :)
Molly: Maybe we can talk again sometime?
Chris: I'd like that.
Molly: I'm gonna go shower. I've been up all night!
Chris: So have I! Have a good day!
Molly: You, too!
Putting down her phone, Molly climbs out of bed completely naked. She then staggers to the bathroom and gets in the shower. Five more days until Valentine's Day. Maybe she'll treat Chris to another session on the romantic day.
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Hi guys, here's Chapter 15! I originally wanted Chapter 15 to end right before the start of spring break, but it was getting long. As usual, this series is getting way longer than I ever thought it would be. Had I known, I might have chosen a different title! Oh well, this all happened because of a Birthday Pool Party. Anyway, I hope you enjoy. As always, this is a fantasy world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
Steven
I think Sunday dinner with Lexi's siblings goes really well. Nicole is much more at ease, and Kyle is at least a little less judgmental. After dinner, we head to the main living room for a movie. Kicking our shoes and socks off, Lexi and I curl up on the couch together. Once the movie is over, Kyle and Nicole head out for the night. Lexi and I say goodnight to Kayla and head to our bedroom.
As soon as the door closes, my arms are full with horny redhead. Lexi throws her arms around my neck as her shapely legs circle my waist. My hands instinctively grab her jean-clad bum, holding her up as she shoves her tongue down my throat.
"I need cock in me!" Lexi exclaims when she breaks our kiss a minute later.
"That can be arranged." I growl as my hands squeeze her ass while I gaze into her pretty, green eyes.
With Lexi in my arms, I walk towards the bed. I then toss the gorgeous girl onto the bed. She lands with a bounce and a loud giggle. Lexi looks up at me with bedroom eyes as she runs her toes along her own calf.
I look down at my wriggling girlfriend and smile. I'm so lucky to be with this gorgeous creature. Whipping my shirt off over my head, I toss it aside. My smile broadens when I notice Lexi looking at my bare torso appreciatively.
Reaching out, I grab Lexi's ankle and pull the tiny girl closer to me. She licks her lips as I unbutton her jean shorts. Lexi lifts her bum, allowing me to slide her shorts and panties down her legs. She then spreads her legs, planting her feet firmly on the comforter as she exposes herself.
"Damn, that's a gorgeous pussy." I whisper while I admire her pink center.
"You think so?" she asks coyly as she slides both of her hands between her legs and covers her hole.
"Why hide it, Baby?" I ask.
"I'll show you mine if you show me yours." Lexi says with a sexy wink.
"Deal!" I exclaim, dropping my shorts and boxer briefs to reveal my hard dick.
"Mm, fuck you're big." Lexi moans as she removes one hand from her box. She uses two fingers of her other hand to spread open her labia, showing me her pink interior.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper while watching Lexi open and close her pussy with her fingers.
"What are you gonna do about it?" she asks as she wiggles her tight, young body.
With a growl, I reach under Lexi's body and grab her ass in both hands. Lifting her lower body, I pull her forward until her butt is parked right at the edge of the bed. I then place her legs over my shoulders right before lining my cock up with her moist slit. With a single, strong thrust, I enter her.
"Oh fuck, yes!" Lexi moans, her eyelids fluttering as she feels herself being penetrated.
I grip Lexi's upper thighs as I begin thrusting into her body with a steady rhythm. The sounds of slapping flesh can be heard throughout the room. Her hands grip the comforter, pulling it up slightly as she arches her back and opens her mouth in a silent scream.
"You're so tight." I grunt through clenched teeth while I squeeze her upper thighs.
"You like my pussy, Baby?" Lexi coos as she squeezes her vaginal muscles, massaging my cock while tightening her hole for my pleasure.
"Fuck, yes!" I groan as I admire the expressions on her pretty face while she takes my dick.
We fuck for several minutes, her legs over my shoulders as she moans and pants. She's still wearing a shirt, so I can't see her tits, but something about her just missing her bottoms is very sexy. As I watch, Lexi rolls her eyes back and turns her head to the side while her hands reach over her head to grip the comforter.
"Look at me!" I state firmly while reaching for her face. I grip Lexi's face in my hand, squishing her cheeks. I then turn her head so she is facing me.
Lexi's green eyes open and she looks directly at me while she pants. I can feel her legs tensing up against my shoulders and know she's about to cum. Burying my cock to the hilt inside her, I rotate my hips, stimulating her vaginal walls. That does it.
"Ah shit, cumming!" Lexi cries out, her lips in a cute shape due to the way I'm holding her cheeks.
Her back arches, tits pushing out from her chest and straining the fabric of her shirt. I look down at the beautiful redhead, her lightly-freckled face displaying her passion while her body convulses several times. Each shake of her body corresponds to a spasm in her pussy, which I feel on my dick.
Lust takes over, and I release Lexi's face so I can grab both her thighs. Removing her legs from my shoulders, I bend them back, spreading her wide open for me. Squeezing her thighs, I hover over Lexi, pounding her into the bed and making her cum again.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she screams in tune with my thrusting, her fingers desperately clawing at the comforter.
While my girlfriend is still in a state of multi-orgasmic bliss, I pull out of her. She moans my name when I slap her quivering snatch with my cock. I then get up on the bed and turn her body ninety degrees so that her head is near the pillows. Flipping her onto her stomach, I pull Lexi up into the standard doggystyle position. She cries out in pleasure when I spank her ass cheeks. Only then do I grab my cock at the base and shove myself back inside the tightest, wettest pussy I've ever had.
"Fuck me! Fuck me from behind!" Lexi begs, tossing her head back and causing her red hair to splay out across her back.
Gripping her hips tightly, I start up my steady thrusting rhythm. Lexi is completely soaked, her pussy is dripping, and I can feel her juices on my cock. I look down at her naked ass and admire the sight of her tight, teen cunt swallowing my dick.
I release her hips and let Lexi thrust her hips backwards to impale herself on my rod. I then reach for the hem of her shirt and push it up. Understanding what I'm going for, Lexi balances on one hand as she starts removing her shirt. It takes some work, but soon her shirt is somewhere in the corner of the room and Lexi is down to just a bra.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" Lexi urgently requests.
Not one to turn down a lady's request, I reach forward with both hands and gather up her hair. Holding her hair in makeshift ponytail with one hand, my other hand slaps her ass. Then I yank backwards, pulling her head and forcing her to arch her back.
"Fuck, I love it when you're rough with me!" she moans, and I feel her pussy clench. "Use me! Use my slutty body!"
With one hand on her hip and the other holding her by the hair, I fuck Lexi hard and fast. Her pussy is making wet squishing noises, and I know she is close to cumming again. My cock is throbbing, stretching her teen hole.
"I'm fucking cumming again! Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!" Lexi cries out as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
"I want you to ride me!" I grunt when she comes down from her orgasm.
"Okay, okay..." Lexi gasps out weakly. She brushes a lock of sweaty auburn hair out of her face as I slowly work my dick in and out of her.
Gripping Lexi's ass cheeks, I push her off my cock. The auburn-haired beauty collapses on the bed, arms splayed out as she pants heavily. I lay down on the bed beside her, cock in hand as I stroke myself.
"I wanna suck you first." Lexi says, turning to face me.
"You won't hear any complaints from me!" I reply.
Lexi sits up and breathes heavily, her breasts rising and falling inside of her bra. She then gets on her hands and knees, perpendicular to me, with her head over my lap. I smile down at her as she grasps my cock at the base and lowers her head.
"Mm," I groan as I gather up her hair in my hands.
Lexi starts bobbing her head rapidly, making the sexiest gulping noises as she goes down on me. I hold her hair with one hand, while my other slips into her bra cup to fondle warm, naked flesh. Her hard nipple presses into my palm as I grope her.
I lean my head back and enjoy a very pleasant blowjob. She is attacking my cock, one hand holding my balls while she deep throats me. Soon, my hips are thrusting upwards, burying my entire length in her sucking mouth as drool leaks from between her lips.
After blowing me for a few minutes, Lexi pulls her mouth off my dick and kisses the tip affectionately. She then strokes me with one hand while lowering her head to suck one of my balls into her mouth. I nearly shoot when I feel her tongue dancing along my sack.
"Ready for my pussy?" she asks, lifting her head to look at me while continuing to give me a handjob.
"Hop on, Babe." I say.
Lexi gives me a pixie wink before sitting up and scooting closer to me. She then throws her leg over my waist, straddling me. Reaching between us, Lexi grasps my cock at the base and gives it a few strokes. The little nymphomaniac looks at me with lust as she lowers onto my dick. Her tongue snakes out and licks her lips, fire burning in her green eyes.
"Mm, fuck yeah!" Lexi groans as she fully impales herself.
I grab onto Lexi's hips as she starts riding me. Her eyes are closed as she is focusing on the feelings my cock is causing. Fuck, she's tight! Lexi's cunt feels like velvet as she bounces up and down in my lap.
Looking up at her with lust and love, I admire Lexi. Her beautiful face is lightly dusted with freckles, and every inch of her body is flawless in my eyes. She's on top of me, wearing just a bra as she leans over me. I reach up and grab her bra, pulling the cups down and causing her tits to spill out.
"Suck my titties!" Lexi breathes as she leans down and shoves her boobs in my face.
Pushing her bra out of the way, I grab her breasts in both hands and push them together. I then lean up take a nipple in my mouth and start flicking the pink nub with my tongue. Lexi lets out a loud moan and grinds her clit down against me.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" she gasps, "That feels so fucking good! Switch to the other one!"
I immediately comply and start sucking on her other tit. I keep a grip on the boob I'm playing with as my other hand reaches back and grabs her ass, encouraging her to ride me. I can feel how wet she is for me, and I'm rock hard for her.
Lexi's bra keeps getting in the way, so I reach behind her back and deftly unhook it. Shrugging her shoulders forward, Lexi helps me peel the bra off her body. I then fling the garment into the room somewhere. My hands caress her breasts, massaging the firm orbs and squeezing them together. Fuck, I love these tits. Sure, they aren't the biggest, but they're so soft and firm at the same time. Her nipples are pretty and pink.
"I wanna fuck your tits." I husk as I nuzzle my face in her cleavage.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi chirps as she takes me all the way inside her once again.
She clenches her pussy muscles around my shaft for as long as she can, before finally releasing me. Lexi then lifts her body until my cock exits her hole and bobs in the air. I slap her ass as she gets off of me and lays down beside me on the bed with her head on the pillow.
I roll onto my side and face Lexi. My hand reaches out and squeezes a firm boob. She just giggles and looks at me with love. I can see that her legs are bent at the knee, feet firmly planted on the bed. Leaning forward, I take her nipple in my mouth and start lightly sucking on it
"You like my tits?" she asks with a sexy giggle.
"I love them." I pull away from her breast to say. Then I lean in and kiss her nipple as my hand caresses her other tit.
"Then get that big dick up here and fuck 'em!" Lexi husks.
"With pleasure." I reply as I roll her nipple between my fingers.
I give her boob one last kiss before sitting up. Then I swing one leg over Lexi's body so that I can straddle her chest. She reaches out and gives my cock a few strokes before releasing me and cupping her boobs. I place my cock in the valley between her breasts, and smile happily when Lexi wraps her tits around my thickness.
I look down at Lexi as I begin to thrust into her cleavage, titty-fucking her. Tit-flesh bulges around her fingers as she holds her breasts around my dick. Her pink nipples are rock hard and look so enticing on her chest.
"You like that, Baby? You like my titties wrapped around your cock?" Lexi coos up at me, watching me with her innocent green eyes.
"Yes!" I hiss while my hands grip the headboard. "Holy shit, yes!"
"I can feel you throbbing between my boobies." Lexi continues her dirty talk. "It feels so good. You're so big and hard! Oh, keep doing that! Keep fucking my tits!"
"Fuck, Lexi!" I groan as my hands clench at the headboard and I continue thrusting into her tits.
Lexi leans forward and kisses my tip as it emerges from her breasts. She then sticks out her tongue and wiggles it as she tries to suck at my retreating member. When I thrust back into her boobs, she latches onto the head and gives it a suck before I pull away.
"I love your cock!" Lexi announces. "Are you gonna cum for me? Is that big dick gonna squirt its love all over my pretty face?"
"I'm close, Lexi!" I groan, her warm tit-flesh caressing my length.
"On my face!" Lexi moans. "Cum on my face!"
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I gasp as a drop of pre-cum leaks from my tip and splashes onto her chest.
"That's it, Baby, cum for me!" Lexi coos. "Cover my slutty face! Cum!"
"Ah, shit!" I call out as I lift my body, pulling my cock out of her tits.
I grasp my shaft at the base and aim right at Lexi's face as I start stroking. My other hand grabs a fistful of her auburn hair and lifts her head up. Lexi opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, waiting for my cum with wide, lust-filled eyes.
"Ah!" Lexi says loudly, her hands reaching up to grasp my thighs.
The first shot misses her mouth. Instead, it splatters up the side of her face and curls up around her forehead. The second blast goes straight in her mouth. Lexi closes her mouth and spits out the cum, letting it run down her chin in a messy mixture of cum and saliva. The third rope hits right beside her nose and dribbles down into her mouth. Finally, I press the tip of my dick between her lips and drain the rest into her willing oral cavity.
"Holy shit." I gasp, both of my hands on her head now. I pull her head up and down my cock as she sucks on me.
Eventually, the sensations become too strong and I pull out of her mouth. I then roll off of Lexi and lay down beside her. Looking over at the gorgeous redhead, I smile at her cum-covered face. Lexi smiles back.
"Well, that was hot." Lexi says as she scoops some cum off her face and pops it into her mouth.
"Yes. Yes, it was." I agree with a nod.
I'm breathing heavily as I watch Lexi scoop cum off her face and eat it. My hands reach for her hot, naked body. One hand cups a breast and starts caressing the firm globe. My other hand reaches between her legs and presses against her pussy.
"Mm, finger me?" Lexi asks.
"With pleasure." I reply.
Using my two longest fingers, I rub Lexi's pussy, making her squirm. Then I press my fingers inside her body. As Lexi licks her lips and arches her back, I start fingering her. My eyes are locked on her pretty face, still dripping with cum.
"Yeah, that's good. Keep going!" Lexi coos as her hand grasps my wrist.
I finger Lexi for several minutes as she moans and begs for me to keep touching her. Soon, her pussy squeezes my fingers as she cries out in orgasm. Lexi's tits jiggle rapidly on her chest as her toes curl and her back arches.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck! Yes!" she screeches as she clenches down on my wrist.
"How was that, Babe?" I ask as I pull my fingers out of her sopping cunt.
"Mm, so good!" Lexi purrs as she arches her back lightly.
"Good." I say with a laugh.
"I should wash my face." Lexi says.
"Shower?" I suggest.
"You read my mind." Lexi responds as she hops out of bed and starts walking toward the bathroom.
"You have a great ass." I call out as I watch her bare bum sway.
"So do you!" Lexi says over her shoulder with a giggle.
I chuckle as I get out of bed and follow Lexi to the bathroom. She sits on the toilet to pee as I start the shower. Placing my hand under the spray, I nod when it is hot enough. Then I step into the stall and turn to Lexi.
"Come join me?" I ask.
"Gladly." Lexi says as she wipes herself and flushes the toilet.
Lexi daintily steps into the shower and gets under the spray. Soon, all of the cum is washed away. I smile as she sexily spits a mouthful of water out. She then takes a step back and massages her own chest as the water hits her tits.
"Fuck, I'm hard again." I say as I start stroking myself.
"From watching me shower?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"Yes." I state simply.
I watch as water runs down Lexi's nude body. She looks so sexy with her red hair slicked back. Walking forward, I place one hand on her firm ass cheek and squeeze. Lexi smirks and presses her butt back against my hand.
"Fuck me again?" she suggests.
"Gladly." I reply, using her response and making her giggle.
Grabbing Lexi, I spin her around and press the front of her body against the glass shower door. She spreads her legs and thrusts her bum back, offering herself to me. I line myself up with her pussy and start pushing forward.
"Wrong hole." she says, looking at me over her shoulder with a sly grin.
"Oh yeah?" I ask, my cock currently nestled in her folds.
"You were admiring my ass a few minutes ago." Lexi replies. "Now, stick it up my bum!"
"With pleasure, Babe." I answer.
Holding my wet cock at the base, I aim higher while Lexi steadies herself with a few deep breaths. Her hands rest on the shower door as my tip finds her asshole. With a firm grip on her hip, I push forward until my glans pop into her butt.
"Fuck!" Lexi grunts through gritted teeth. I can see her fingers attempting to grip the glass of the shower door.
I grab her hips in both hands as I slowly ease my cock up Lexi's backdoor. My gorgeous girlfriend grunts and groans in both pleasure and pain while my cock slowly sodomizes her. Eventually, I'm fully embedded in her ass.
"Do it!" Lexi hisses. "Fuck my ass!"
Pressing myself against Lexi, I begin thrusting my cock in and out of her butt. I can tell her tits are pressed against the shower glass. This feels so good, I know that I won't last for very long. Lexi can apparently tell as well.
"When you cum," Lexi grunts, "I want you to squirt it up my ass."
"You got it, Baby." I reply while thrusting.
After only a couple minutes up her bum, I can feel my balls starting to boil over, signaling their impending release. I groan her name as I grip her hips and shove myself all the way up her ass. Then my cock explodes.
"Yes, cum in my bum!" Lexi begs as the feeling of cum coating her bowels causes her to tense up in orgasm.
"Cum with me!" I grunt into her ear.
"I'm cumming! Fuck!" Lexi pushes back against me as the last of my load enters her.
Gripping Lexi's ass cheeks, I slowly ease out of her butt. I then give her bum a quick spank before backing away. Standing under the shower spray, I wash my dirty cock as Lexi stays pressed up against the glass, panting heavily.
"Fuck, that was good." Lexi moans, resting her cheek against the stall door.
"Glad to hear it." I say with a smile.
Once my dick is clean, I step out of the water to give Lexi room. The redhead faces the away from the spray and washes the cum out of her ass. When she notices me watching her, she sticks her tongue out at me.



"Dirty old man." she teases.
"Hey, I'm staring at your tits." I say, raising my hands. "Not at what you're doing downstairs."
"Whatever." Lexi says, rolling her eyes and smiling.
We both brush our teeth and otherwise get ready for bed. Lexi washes her face as I piss into the toilet. Once I flush and wash my hands, we both return to the bedroom nude. Then we climb into bed and start cuddling.
"Hey, Steven?" Lexi says, her head resting on my shoulder as her hand traces shapes on my chest.
"Yes, Lexi?" I respond.
"Do I give you enough sex?" she asks nervously.
"What?" I reply in surprise as I look at the naked eighteen-year-old in my arms.
"Do I give you enough sex?" she asks again, this time in a more firm voice.
"Uh, yeah! Of course!" I state, believing this should be obvious. "Lexi, you are a gorgeous redhead who lets me fuck other girls and loves taking it up the ass. Our sex life is amazing!"
"You really think so?" she inquires, a grin finally breaking out across her face.
"Yes! Don't you?" I ask with worry.
"Are you kidding?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow. "You make me cum so hard I'm surprised I don't pass out!"
"Okay, great!" I reply with a grin. "Then why bring this up?"
"I guess it isn't sex I'm worried about..." Lexi mumbles.
"Then what are you worried about?" I ask while squeezing her bare shoulder reassuringly.
"I'm worried you'll get bored of me." Lexi admits with a sigh.
"Why would I get bored of you?" I ask as I brush a lock of auburn hair out of her face and behind her ear.
"I'm a lot younger than you. And what do we really have in common?" Lexi asks. "I just don't want you to leave me."
"I'm not going anywhere." I assure her as I kiss her forehead. "As for what we have in common, we like the same movies and television shows. We can talk for hours about random topics. We can go out together and have a great time. Right?"
"Right." Lexi says, sniffling. "Just don't leave me."
"Why do you think I would?" I ask. "What's this about?"
"I was texting with Nicole," Lexi begins slowly, "and she just doesn't think the age difference can work out. She says we'll grow apart."
"Well, she's wrong." I say, hugging Lexi tightly. I can feel her bare breasts pressing into my chest. "I love you. Not because of your age or because of sex. I love you for you. You're so full of energy, so sweet, so kind."
"I love you, too!" Lexi chirps happily. "I don't want this to ever end."
"Neither do I!" I exclaim as I begin running my fingers through her hair. "I invited you to move in with me, I put you on our cell phone plan, I even got you a credit card. I think that shows I'm committed to making this work."
"It does." Lexi says with a smile and a nod. "The credit card is a nice touch!"
"Just don't go crazy." I warn her.
"Yeah, yeah!" she says, blowing a raspberry.
"Feel better?" I ask, running my fingers through her soft hair.
"Yes." Lexi says. "I just shouldn't have let Nicole get into my head. She respects you and knows you aren't some predator, but she still doesn't think this will work out."
"We'll just have to prove her wrong." I tell Lexi.
"Yes, we will." Lexi says, giggling. "And to think, this all happened because you were the first guy willing to go down on me."
"I don't understand why that is." I say, kissing her forehead. "Your pussy is delicious."
"Steven?" Lexi whispers softly."
"Yes?" I ask with a smirk, knowing exactly where this is going.
"Will you lick me?" she asks.
"Of course, Lexi." I answer.
I throw the covers off of us, revealing our naked bodies. Releasing Lexi, I get up on my knees and knee-walk down the bed as she rolls onto her back and spreads her legs wide. Kneeling between her legs, I admire Lexi's gash.
"Fuck, that's a gorgeous pussy." I whisper, using the same words from earlier.
"And it's all yours, Baby." Lexi says, reaching a hand between her legs. She uses two fingers to spread her labia, showing me all she has to offer. "I mean it. I may fuck girls, but I'll never let another guy inside me. My pussy belongs to you. I'm just lucky you are willing to share it with women."
"My cock is yours." I whisper as I admire her vulva. Her labia are so pink and delicate.
"As much as I love that big dick, I want your tongue right now!" Lexi says with a giggle.
"At your service." I say with a smirk before lowering my head to her crotch.
"Ooooh, fuck!" Lexi coos when I take my first lick of her slit.
The beautiful redhead buries her hands in my hair as she plants her feet on the comforter. After licking all along her pussy, I push two fingers inside of her so that my tongue can focus on her clit. From the increase in intensity of Lexi's moans, I can tell she appreciates it.
"Fuck! Eat me, eat me, eat me!" Lexi coos, her back arching and tits pointing towards the ceiling.
With my free hand, I reach up and grab a firm boob. I then squeeze the beautiful mound before rolling her nipple with my fingers. I curl the two fingers of my other hand up, stimulating her G-spot as I rapidly tongue her clit. In just a couple minutes, I have her cumming hard.
"I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!" Lexi announces, her hands holding my head against her crotch as she bucks her hips.
When Lexi comes down from her orgasm, I pull my fingers out of her pussy. I then give her vulva an affectionate kiss before laying back down beside Lexi and pulling her into my arms. She settles in happily as I pull the covers back over us, concealing our nudity. Her steady breathing a couple minutes later is proof that she is asleep. I soon join her in blissful unconsciousness.
Kayla
I'm laying on my stomach with my arm under the pillow when my alarm wakes me up Monday morning. I blink my eyes several times before reaching for my phone and shutting off the alarm. Then I wipe the drool from my chin with a frown. As I sit up, the covers slip off my chest, revealing my bare breasts. Grabbing my phone, I check my morning texts. I can see that the group chat with my friends is already active.
Hazel: Last Monday before spring break!
Marcia: Yay! I'm so excited!
Ashley: We're gonna get so laid!
Marcia: Is sex all you ever think about?
Ashley: Yes!
Hazel: You can't fool us, Marcia. You love Steven's big dick as much as the rest of us!
Marcia: Whatever. :)
Ashley: It isn't just Steven's dick I'm talking about. I intend to find at least one hookup!
Hazel: Really?
Ashley: Fuck, yes! It's spring break! I am taking full advantage.
Kayla: Good morning, sluts!
Marcia: Good morning, Kayla!
Hazel: Sluts? Speak for yourself, whore. ;P
Kayla: Bitch. :)
Ashley: She's right though, we are sluts. ;)
Marcia: Girls, girls.. behave!
Hazel: Always the voice of reason. :) We love you, Marcia.
Ashley: That we do. :)
Kayla: Eh. She's alright. ;)
Marcia: Just alright? :(
Kayla: Well, you're great at eating pussy ;)
Lexi: Oh good, we're talking about sex! I got so laid last night :)
Ashley: Well, lucky you! I had to settle for my new vibrator. Hmph.
Marcia: No! We're talking about spring break!
Hazel: Sex on spring break?
Kayla: I won't be able to get any dick on spring break. Ian isn't coming!
Ashley: Fuck your dad. We won't judge.
Lexi: He's good, you won't regret it.
Kayla: Ew, no!
Hazel: Your loss. ;)
Kayla: I'm gonna go workout before school. Talk to you all later.
Ashley: See you at school!
Lexi: See you at breakfast! I'm gonna wake up Steven and get a morning protein snack ;)
Hazel: Later!
Marcia: Bye!
I smile and shake my head as I set my phone down on my bedside table. I lay flat on my back for several minutes, practicing meditation and just feeling the sensations of my body. Once I'm done, I grab some water and take my birth control pill. Getting out of bed, I toss my dirty panties in the hamper. Then I put on a clean pair of panties, as well as yoga pants and a sports bra. As soon as I finish dressing, my phone goes off again.
Ian: Good morning, Beautiful. :)
Kayla: Good morning, Handsome ;)
Ian: How did you sleep?
Kayla: Very well, thank you. You?
Ian: Good, thanks! See you at school?
Kayla: Definitely!
When I'm done texting, I head down to our home gym. Putting my hair up in a ponytail, I start a nice, morning jog on the elliptical machine while listening to music. After my run, I take a hot shower and dress in a robe for breakfast.
"Good morning, Daddy! Good morning, Lexi!" I say, giving my father, then Lexi a peck on the lips before sitting down.
"Good morning, Honey." says Daddy.
"Morning, Kayla." Lexi chirps.
The three of us serve ourselves breakfast and start eating. I really love our maid, the food she makes is so delicious. Taking a bite of bacon, I smile at the two people I love most in this world; Lexi and Daddy.
"You girls ready for school?" Daddy asks.
"Blah." I mutter as I take another bite.
"Midterms week, plus we'll get a lot of spring break homework, I'm sure." Lexi says, rolling her eyes.
"Ouch." Daddy winces. "Ready for the exams?"
"Yeah, I studied." says Kayla. "They aren't until Friday anyway."
"I still have a lot more studying to do." Lexi groans before blowing a raspberry.
"You're both smart, you'll be fine." Daddy says with a smile.
"Yeah, yeah..." Lexi mumbles.
"Are you working every day this week?" I ask him.
"Yes, and probably as many hours as I can squeeze in." Daddy answers. "I need to make sure everything is squared away for me to be gone for a week."
"Makes sense." I say as I take a sip of my morning coffee.
"I hope you'll be around some this week?" Lexi asks in concern.
"I'll be around as much as I can." Daddy promises with a smile.
"Good." says Lexi before taking a bite of pancakes.
The three of us finish our breakfast while making idle chit chat. Daddy then kisses us both goodbye and heads to the home gym to work out. Lexi and I go to our bedrooms and get changed for school. Fully dressed, we say goodbye to the maid and butler before going outside and tossing our bags and backpacks into the car. Time to go to school.
Upon arriving at school, Lexi and I immediately meet up with Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. All of us are dressed cutely, and ready to start the day. We talk about random, inconsequential topics for a few minutes until it is time for homeroom. Then we go our separate ways.
"Hey Kayla, wait up!" a feminine voice calls out to me as I walk down the hallway after my second class. I turn and come face-to-face with a beautiful blonde.
"Oh, hi Brittney!" I say, giving her a friendly smile.
"We haven't talked much lately." Brittney says as we walk down the hall together. "How have you been?"
"I've been great! You?" I ask politely.
"Very good, thank you!" Brittney replies. "I went to a party Friday night and ran in to a couple of our friends."
"Oh?" I inquire, wondering who she is talking about.
"Dave and Ken! Remember?" Brittney asks.
I remember Dave and Ken. I remember the first party, where Brittney and I each fucked one guy, only to have them switch girls. I remember Brittney not being able to make it to the next party and getting double-teamed by Dave and Ken. I remember.
"Uh, yeah." I say. "I remember them."
"They asked about you!" Brittney tells me.
"They did?" I ask, starting to grow uncomfortable with this conversation.
"Yeah, they say they miss you!" says Brittney.
"Yeah, right." I say with a smirk, deciding to make light of the situation. "They just miss my holes."
"I don't know, they gave all three of my holes quite the workout Friday night!" Brittney says with a giggle.
"Too much information, Brittney!" I say with a fake laugh.
"We've been fucked in the same room before!" Brittney laughs, looping her arm through mine. "We have nothing to hide from each other!"
"I guess you're right." I reply softly. It's not worth disagreeing.
"How about you come out with me Friday night?" Brittney suggests. "We'll meet up with Dave and Ken! Maybe have a real foursome?"
"I, uh, I can't!" I say, thankful that I have an excuse. "I have a date."
"Who with?" she asks.
"Ian." I answer.
"That guy who always gets picked on?" Brittney inquires with surprise.
"Yeah, he's really sweet." I tell her. "I probably shouldn't be having sex with someone else while we're dating anyway."
"Have you slept with him yet?" asks Brittney.
"Well, no." I reluctantly answer.
"Then you're still a free woman!" Brittney insists. "How about Saturday?"
"I'll be out of the country." I state. "Going away for spring break."
"Oh? Where to?" Brittney asks, looking crestfallen.
"Bermuda." I answer.
"Oh, well, have fun!" Brittney says as we arrive at her next class.
"You, too! Uh, say 'hi' to Dave and Ken for me." I say, trying to be polite.
"Will do! Later, girl!" Brittney says, hugging me.
"Bye." I say, hugging her back.
Brittney breaks the hug and disappears into her classroom. I do like Brittney. She's a nice girl. In some ways, she's a lot like Ashley. They both are blondes with big tits who love partying. I just can't go down the road of wild sex again. Even though a big part of me really wants to. Plus, I have Ian now.
I shake my head, telling the unhealthy thoughts to go away. I want Ian. I may have sex with girls sometimes, but I am looking for a relationship with one man. And I'm choosing Ian. Taking a deep breath, I enter my next classroom and find a seat.
Once it's lunch time, I meet Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley outside the cafeteria. The five of us buy our lunches and then go to sit with Ian and his friends. Ian, Josh, and Shawn are already eating their bagged lunches and chatting.
"Hey, boys!" Ashley says confidently as she sits down.
"Hi." Josh mumbles shyly as he obviously tries to avoid staring at Ashley's rack.
"Hey, girls!" Ian says with a smile.
"Ladies, welcome back! Just can't stay away, can you?" Shawn asks.
"I guess not!" Marcia giggles, sitting down beside Shawn.
"So, what are you guys talking about?" I ask as I peck Ian on the lips.
"Midterms." Josh answers as Hazel and Lexi greet the guys.
"I've been meaning to ask you something, Kayla." says Ian, seeming so much more confident now that he's gotten a feel of some tit.
"Yes, Ian?" I ask with a cute smile.
"My parents want to get to know you better, and were hoping you could come for dinner on Wednesday. Maybe you could come by right after school and stay until dinner?" Ian suggests.
"Aw! How sweet!" Lexi chirps as the other three girls also make 'Aw' sounds.
"Shut the fuck up, Lexi." I say with a grin. "I'd love to, Ian. I do have a doctor's appointment on Wednesday after school. I could come by after?"
Lexi and I lock eyes. The smile on her face starting to look much more forced. She knows I haven't told Ian about the rape. Or about anything else for that matter. He doesn't know I'm in therapy. Good thing a generic doctor's appointment excuse always works.
"Yeah. Yeah, that's fine!" Ian says, smiling. "Thank you!"
"It's a date." I respond.
The eight of us talk as we eat lunch. Due to the sheer number of people, there are usually three conversations going on at once. I notice that Ashley is talking to shy Josh more than anyone else, and Shawn seems to be trying to flirt with Marcia. I guess it's true, opposites attract.
After lunch, my friends and I go our separate ways and get to class. The rest of the school day passes. I pass David in the hallway while he's holding hands with his new girlfriend, Kelsey. Looks like she is choosing to ignore mine and Lexi's warnings about him. I don't understand it, Keith called us cum dumps right in front of her. Idiot. Oh well, nothing I can do. I ignore them completely. Things are going pretty well until I run into Keith.
"Hey, cum dump." Keith says when he approaches me in the hall.
"What the fuck do you want?" I ask harshly.
"Now, that isn't very polite." he says as he turns around so he can walk along beside me.
"Fuck off." I snap. I'm trying to stay strong, but I can feel my heart racing.
"You know, you are much more pleasant in your pictures." Keith tells me, taking out his phone.
"I said, 'fuck off'." I repeat as I keep walking, doing my best to ignore him.
"This one really is my favorite." he says, showing me his phone.
"Fuck you, Keith." I mumble, tears forming in my eyes. On the screen is a picture of me completely naked with my legs spread. I sent it to David ages ago. I am aware that he has my nudes, but seeing them again is overwhelming. "Just, fuck off."
"Then there's this one." he says as he switches to the next picture, which is one of me holding my bare breasts together and smiling at the camera.
"FUCK OFF!" I screech, causing other students to turn and stare as I run away from Keith.
I can hear him laughing as I run into my next class. Thankfully, it is the last one of the day. I wipe away my tears as the teacher starts the lesson. Fortunately, the teacher isn't very observant and I am able to text Lexi privately.
Kayla: I ran into Keith.
Lexi: Are you okay?
Kayla: No. He showed me nudes of me that I had sent David.
Lexi: Those fucking assholes! I'm so sorry, Kayla.
Kayla: It's not your fault. I knew David had shared them with Keith. Remember?
Lexi: I remember. And it kind of is. You only ended up near Keith because of me.
Kayla: It's not your fault, Lexi. You were raped, too. And you handle it better than I do.
Lexi: Everyone heals differently. I needed Steven. You need therapy and your friends.
Kayla: Thank you.
Lexi: You're welcome.
Kayla: Will you make love to me when we get home?
Lexi: Of course, my love.
Kayla: Thank you.
Lexi: Always.
Somehow, I'm able to make it through the rest of the lesson. I even manage to take down the homework assignment. Then I immediately find Lexi. The two of us hug before getting in the car and heading home.
Our backpacks and purses lay forgotten in the corner of my bedroom as Lexi and I remove our shoes and socks before falling into bed together. I spread my legs, letting my skirt ride up my thighs as Lexi gets on top of me. My hands grab her ass as my lips find hers.
"Oh, Lexi" I moan against her lips.
"Kayla." she pants.
Lexi sits up and whips her shirt off over her head. She then reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. I smile up at her as her breasts are bared to my hungry gaze. My redheaded best friend flings her bra away before leaning down and resuming our kiss.
My hand finds her breast as she slides her own hand between my legs and presses it against the edge of my panties. I moan against her lips as I feel her fingers pressing against my clit from outside my underwear. Lexi takes full advantage and slips her tongue into my mouth.
The two of us make out, hands exploring each others bodies for several minutes. Eventually, I feel Lexi undo the button holding my skirt up. She sits up, and I lift my bum to help her slide my skirt off of my body. My panties soon follow. Lexi is now topless, while I'm bottomless.
The gorgeous girl grips my thighs and spreads me open, revealing my pink pussy. I watch as Lexi gets between my legs and lowers her head. A shiver passes through me when her tongue makes contact with my labia.
"Oh God, yes." I breathe as my hands bury in her sweet-smelling hair.
I plant my feet firmly on the mattress as Lexi works me over. She's so talented with her tongue, and when she adds her fingers into the mix, I my moans and pants speed up. I hold her head to my crotch while my hips buck.
A few minutes pass, my moans and pleads for more filling the room. Lexi seems more than happy to oblige, as she continues fingering and licking me. When her tongue wraps around my clit, I explode.
"Fuck, Lexi! I'm cumming!" I gasp as my body tenses up, my toes curling.



When I settle down after my orgasm, Lexi sits up and unbuttons her jean shorts. She slides them off her body, along with her panties. Barely a minute later, I'm naked too. Lexi then flips her body around and straddles my face.
I start eating as soon as Lexi lowers her pussy onto my face. Within seconds, I feel Lexi's tongue on me once again. My hands grip her ass cheeks as I bury my face in her box, shaking my head side-to-side in order to rapidly stimulate her. Fuck, her pussy is delicious.
We sixty-nine until we each have a very pleasant orgasm. Then Lexi lifts her pussy off of me and spins around to face me. We start kissing, tasting pussy juice on each others tongues. Lexi hooks her leg over mine and presses her pussy against my slit.
"I love you, Lexi." I gasp into her mouth.
"I love you, too." she breathes as her hand squeezes my boob.
I grab her ass, and we start tribbing. It feels so fucking good to have a wet cunt rubbing against my vulva. It's even better because it's Lexi. Her smaller boobs squish my larger ones against my chest, and I can feel my nipples harden. I grab her tight ass and use my grip to guide her motions.
"Kayla." she whispers before once more shoving her tongue down my throat.
Screaming against her lips, I buck my hips as tiny electric shocks travel throughout my entire body. Moments later, Lexi cries out as well. We keep our lips pressed together as our pussies convulse in orgasm.
We end up cuddling together naked, whispering sweet words to each other. Her soft fingertips trail along the side of my breast while I rest my head on her chest. I can feel her nipple against my cheek. That's how we fall asleep.
"Lexi? Kayla? Are you in there?" my dad's voice calls out as I hear him knock on the door.
"Come in!" Lexi calls out.
"Are you girls okay? Oh! Sorry!" he exclaims when he walks in.
"I said you could come in." Lexi says with a giggle as we both sit up.
"Hi, Daddy!" I say happily, my breasts on display. In fact, we never pulled the covers over us, so both our bodies are revealed to him in their full glory.
"Right, I just wasn't expecting..." he trails off.
"That we were naked? You shy all of a sudden?" Lexi teases as she untangles her limbs from mine and stands up.
"You know we make love." I say as I lean against the headboard with my bare legs stretched out in front of me.
"I know." says Daddy. "I just wasn't expecting to find you two naked in here!"
"Surprise!" Lexi chirps as she throws her arms around Daddy and kisses his cheek.
"Grab her ass!" I shout in a giddy voice.
"Gladly." Daddy replies as he places both hands on Lexi's bare bum. I can see him squeeze.
"Do we have some time before dinner to fool around?" Lexi asks.
"Sadly, no." answers Daddy. "It's dinnertime now. That's why I came to get you."
"Fine, after dinner?" Lexi asks.
"It's a date." Daddy says, pecking Lexi's lips.
Daddy stands there and watches as Lexi and I find our panties. We both make sure to bend over and display our tight asses while picking up our underwear. I may never touch Daddy, but I can still show off. After putting on our panties, we slip into robes and head down to dinner with Daddy.
"We should tell you what inspired our lovemaking." Lexi says over dinner.
"We should?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.
"We should." Lexi confirms with a nod.
"I'm always listening." Daddy promises. "And I'm always here for you both."
"Well, I ran into Keith today at school." I begin nervously.
"Okay." Daddy says, tensing up. I can tell he's worried and angry. He's trying to keep his emotions under control.
"He taunted me with naked pictures he had of me." I admit, taking a deep breath. "Ones I had previously sent to David when we were dating. Lexi and I were making love to comfort each other."
"I see." Daddy slowly responds. "Do you want to report him for having that?"
"I don't think she can." Lexi says. "She willingly sent the picture to David. She's eighteen. If he's just keeping it for himself, is it a crime? Can we prove anything?"
"Yeah, I mean, I guess I could report him to the school. Maybe they'll suspend him?" I suggest.
"Maybe, but that'll just give him a vacation." Lexi says, rolling her eyes.
"Ugh! I hate the thought of that piece of shit seeing me naked!" I exclaim.
"I have something I need to tell you both." Daddy says slowly.
"What's that?" I ask.
"Yeah, what's up? Why change the subject?" Lexi inquires.
"I'm not changing the subject, this is about Keith." Daddy explains.
"What about him?" asks Lexi.
"Well," Daddy begins, "Lexi confirmed that Keith is involved in drugs and illegal gambling, in addition to being a rapist. So, at the end of last week, I spoke with a private investigator. It hasn't been very long, and I haven't heard anything back yet."
"You're trying to get Keith arrested?" I ask.
"Why didn't you tell us?!" asks Lexi in a happy voice.
"I didn't want to raise any false hopes." Daddy explains.
"Thank you for doing this." I say sincerely.
"Yeah, you're the best!" Lexi chirps.
"For you two, anything." Daddy says. "With your permission, Kayla, I'll tell the investigator about the pictures and see what he says."
"O-okay." I say with a shaky nod.
"You can get through this, Kayla." Lexi says as she places her hand on top of mine.
"You've got nothing to be ashamed of." Daddy says, his dinner laying on the table forgotten.
"I just don't want everyone looking at naked pictures of me." Kayla mumbles. "I guess I shouldn't have taken them, but I thought David was trustworthy."
"I thought he was, too." Daddy responds. "I'll make sure the investigator knows to be discreet.
"D-did you give the private investigator the thumb drive with the videos and pictures of me?" Lexi asks, tears in her eyes.
"Of course not!" Daddy exclaims. "It's still locked in my safe."
"Okay, good." Lexi says in relief.
"Thank you, Daddy. For everything." I say, taking a bite of my food.
"I love you, Kayla." he says.
"I love you, too." I reply. "Now, eat your dinner before it gets cold!"
"Aren't I the parent?" he asks with a chuckle.
"Yes, Daddy. Now, eat!" I admonish.
The three of us start in on our meals, idly chatting. There is a heaviness in the air, caused by Keith and everything Lexi and I have gone through. Eventually though, our love is shown to be stronger, and we end up laughing while talking. I'm so lucky to have these two. I know they'll always be here for me.
"I believe I promised you some after-dinner nookie." Lexi says when we finish our meal.
"I think it's more important to spend some time with Kayla." Daddy replies.
"You don't have to." I insist. "Go have sex. Enjoy!"
"No, Steven's right. We'll stay with you." Lexi replies with a nod.
"How about we relax in the hot tub?" Daddy suggests.
"You just wanna see some more titties!" I tease.
"He sees mine every day!" Lexi laughs.
"It'll be fun! We'll relax and talk." says Daddy.
"I was just teasing," I explain, "I love that idea."
The three of us head to our bedrooms to change into bathing suits. Lexi and I decide to only wear bikini bottoms. No need to hide the ladies. We then head to the indoor hot tub and Daddy starts the jets.
"This is nice." Lexi says as she tilts her head back, her breasts bobbing on the surface of the water.
"It is." I agree.
"I love you both." Daddy says.
"And we love you." Lexi replies.
"Very much." I say with a nod.
"Good." Daddy smiles.
"By the way," I begin, "I'm going to Ian's for dinner on Wednesday. His parents want to get to know me."
"Oh yeah, he asked her today at lunch." Lexi adds.
"I hope you have a nice time, Honey." Daddy says. "I'm sure they'll love you."
"Thank you, Daddy." I say.
"You're welcome." Daddy replies. "Lexi, do you wanna go out for a nice dinner on Wednesday?"
"Oh, I'd love to!" Lexi chirps.
"It's a date, then." he smiles.
Daddy wraps an arm around Lexi's bare shoulders as the three of us continue to talk. It's so nice sitting in the hot tub with these two special people. We stay in the tub for a little while, then step outside to avoid overheating. It's cute seeing Daddy trying not to look at my breasts.
We alternate between sitting in the tub, and kicking back at the nearby table for a few hours. Then it's time for bed. I say goodnight to Daddy and Lexi, then head to my room. After slipping on a pair of panties for the night, I text Ian and my girlfriends goodnight. Then I fall asleep.
Steven
I can feel a warm, wet pressure around my dick. The covers have been thrown off of me and I can feel a soft hand cupping my balls. Letting out an involuntary moan of pleasure, I slowly open my eyes and look down.
Lexi is on her elbows and knees, her body perpendicular to mine. She's completely naked and has my cock buried in her sucking mouth while one hand cups my balls. I admire her sexy body, from the arch of her back and the curve of her ass, to her hanging tits with their pretty, pink nipples.
"Mm, good morning Lexi." I whisper.
"Mmph, morning." she mumbles thickly around my cock.
My hand reaches out and rests on the top of Lexi's head, encouraging her to take me deeper. With my other hand, I grab one of her hanging tits and gently massage the lovely mound. The entire time, Lexi is making the sexiest gagging and moaning noises as she deep throats me.
After letting her suck on me for a couple minutes, I release her boob and give her sexy ass a light slap. She opens her mouth wide and cries out around my cock before sealing her lips around me once more and sucking as hard as she can. In response, I bury two fingers up her cunt and start sawing them in and out of her.
"Getting close, Lexi." I mutter while fingering her.
"Do it. Cum in my mouth." she pulls off my cock to say.
Lexi takes me back in her mouth and resumes sucking while her hand massages my balls. She then opens wide and takes my entire length down her throat. I hear her let out a sexy gurgling noise as my cock stretches her tight throat.
"Cumming!" I grunt as I buck my hips.
Her lips are stretched around my base as cum literally pours out of my dick. I'm gasping and moaning while Lexi moans and starts swallowing. Feeling her throat contract causes me to fire another jet of cum into her eighteen-year-old mouth. My head collapses on the pillow when I'm done shooting.
Lexi pulls off my cock with a loud slurping noise. She then looks at me with a happy, closed lipped smile. As I pant heavily in the aftermath of my orgasm, Lexi opens her mouth and shows me the cum on her tongue. The sexy minx then closes her mouth and gives a deliberate swallow.
"Mm, I love cum!" Lexi purrs.
"And I love cumming for you." I reply.
"Good." Lexi chirps as she hops off the bed.
I watch her naked ass sway as she heads to the bathroom. In a couple minutes, once I catch my breath, I follow her. She's washing her hands when I enter the bathroom. She looks so sexy bent over the sink, her cute, little titties hanging from her chest.
Standing over the toilet, I take a piss. When I'm finished, I take the sink from Lexi to wash my hands while she takes her birth control pill. Then the two of us head back into the bedroom. We put on underwear and robes, then head down to meet Kayla for breakfast.
Over breakfast, I enjoy a pleasant conversation with Kayla and Lexi. We chat a bit about school and work. As usual, I notice that neither girl is wearing a bra. Hard nipples dent the fabric of their robes.
Once breakfast is over, the girls get ready, then kiss me goodbye before heading to school. I decide to get a morning workout in and go to our home gym. I lift weights and run for forty-five minutes before changing into my work clothes.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey says when I arrive at the office.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply. "Any important messages for me?"
"No, Sir." she answers with a smile.
"Very good." I say. "I'll be in my office."
"Let me know if you need anything." says Stacey.
"Thank you, Stacey." I respond.
I head into my office and drop my bag on the desk. Then I fire up my desktop and check my email. Sadly, Jason the PI hasn't reached out to me. I'm not too surprised though, it's only been a few days, and two of them were weekend days.
For several hours, I look over financial reports. Everything is looking good, and I smile happily knowing that I'm financially secure for the rest of my life. While working, I occasionally take my phone out and text my girlfriend.
Steven: How's school going?
Lexi: Boring. How's work?
Steven: Good! You'll be happy to know the finance industry is doing very well.
Lexi: Also boring, but it means you're staying rich, right?
Steven: Don't worry, your credit card still works.
Lexi: Okay, good.
Steven: You're lucky you're so cute.
Lexi: No, you're lucky I'm cute!
Steven: Yeah, yeah...
The gorgeous redhead sends a picture of her model-perfect face. I spend a couple minutes admiring her lightly-freckled face and beautiful green eyes. Fuck, I really am one lucky bastard. I smile and take a picture of my own face to send to Lexi.
Lexi: Well, look at that handsome man ;)
Steven: Thanks!
Lexi: I should just leave school and come to your office!
Steven: I wish!
Lexi: I could be your personal cock-slut. You conducting your important meetings while I'm under your desk with your dick in my mouth.
Steven: You're gonna make me hard at work, Lexi.
Lexi: Poor baby. I'm always wet for you. Take right now, my pussy is soaked, I'm gonna ruin my panties thinking about you.
Steven: I'd love to bend you over my desk right now.
Lexi: Yank down my panties and spank my ass cheeks before shoving yourself inside me?
Steven: Get my dick nice and wet with your pussy juice before taking your ass?
Lexi: I'm squirming in my seat thinking about it!
Steven: Don't get caught texting about sex :P
Lexi: You love this, don't you? Your eighteen-year-old girlfriend sitting in her high school class while sexting you?
Steven: I do love it.
Lexi: Hmph. Go get some relief
Steven: What do you mean?
Lexi: You'll see. You can thank me later. ;)
That's when there's a knock at the door. I frown in confusion at the timing and call out for the person to come in. I'm not surprised when Stacey waltzes in, looking sexy as always in her business skirt. She immediately shuts the door and locks it.
"Hello, Sir." Stacey purrs.
"Stacey." I say with a nod. "How can I help you?"
"I heard you had a not-so-little problem that needed tending to." Stacey says with a smile as she sashays over to my desk.
"Wait. Have you been texting Lexi?" I ask, putting the pieces together.
"Yup!" the gorgeous blonde confirms while parking her pretty, little ass on my desk. "She swiped my number from your phone."
"You ladies plotting behind my back?" I inquire with a smirk.
"You were taking too long to introduce us!" Stacey exclaims with a laugh. "Now, let me take care of you."
I'm smart enough not to speak as Stacey slides off my desk and drops to her knees. She unbuttons my pants, and I lift my ass to help her slide them to my knees, along with my boxer briefs. Seconds later, my cock is in her mouth.
Fuck, there's nothing like a mid-morning blowjob to help a guy relax. Really, a blowjob at any time helps me relax. With one hand on Stacey's blonde head, I lean my head back and enjoy the sensations her warm mouth is causing.
Stacey contentedly bobs her head on me for several minutes, moaning and humming around my shaft. She can't deep throat me, but she is still able to take about half of my length in her mouth. It feels incredible.
"Fuck, that's good." I groan.
"Mm." Stacey hums as she smiles around my thickness.
After sucking me for another couple minutes, Stacey pulls off of my cock and smiles up at me. She then stands up and reaches up her skirt. With a sexy shimmy, she slides her panties down her legs and steps out of them.
"I need you in me." she explains.
"Then come sit in my lap." I say with a smile.
Stacey tilts her head to the side and gives me a sexy wink in response. Spinning around, she backs up slowly as she gets in position between my legs. Once she is in position, she stops and waits for me.
I reach out and flip up her skirt, exposing her bare ass. When I start playing with her buns, Stacey lets out a cute giggle. I then use my grip on her bum to guide her into position over my cock. Her hands reach out and grab the armrests for balance while her body slowly lowers down onto me. We both let out a moan of pleasure when I penetrate her.
"Fuck, you're huge." she grunts.
"Too much for you?" I tease as I reach around her body to cup her tits from outside her shirt.
"No way!" Stacey hisses while she takes me all the way inside her. "You're stretching me out so well!"
My blonde assistant starts bouncing up and down in my lap, taking me to the hilt with each downward motion. It's fast, dirty sex. Her hair flails around, nearly smacking me in the face as she aggressively rides me. I can feel my cock throb as her moans and pants fill the room.
"You like that tight pussy?" Stacey asks as she grinds her ass down against me.
"I love your tight pussy." I reply as I massage her tits from outside her shirt.
Stacey's skirt obscures our coupling, but despite not being able to see much of her body, I can still feel myself getting close. Her strong legs flex as she rides me, and I can feel her juices running down my cock to pool at my balls. She's close, too. I can feel it in her vaginal walls and hear it in her voice.
"Fuck, your cock feels so good Baby. So good!" Stacey groans.
"You gonna cum for me?" I ask as I release her tits and grab her hips.
"Yes, Baby!" Stacey cries out. "I'm gonna cum all over your big dick! Oh God, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
I don't want anyone else to hear this, so I place my hand over Stacey's mouth, allowing her to scream into it. Stacey tosses her body, her back slamming against my chest as her head rolls back. She shakes several times, her pussy squeezing me, milking me.
"I'm close." I grunt into Stacey's ear as I grip her hips in both hands once again.
"Cum in my pussy!" Stacey gasps. "Please cum inside me. I want it, I want it!"
"I'm gonna cum!" I groan, the overwhelming feeling of her tight twat combining with her dirty talk to bring me to the brink.
"Oh God, please cum inside me!" Stacey coos, her hands gripping my thighs. "Fill my cunt! I wanna feel you leaking out of me all day! Fill me! Cum!"
"Fuck!" I cry out as I buck my hips at the same time Stacey slams herself down onto me. My entire length buries inside Stacey's warm hole as the first jet of cum races up my shaft.
"Yes!" Stacey hisses when she feels my cock burst inside of her.
I stay buried inside of Stacey as my dick pulses, coating her womb with my seed. The entire time she is moaning and begging for me to fill her pussy. I hold her hips and shudder as the last of my sperm leaks into her body.
Stacey immediately hops out of my lap and spins around to face me. The beautiful blonde drops to her knees and grasps my softening shaft in her hand. She then slurps me between her lips and starts cleaning my cock with her mouth.
Once my cock is clean, Stacey releases me with a 'pop'. I watch as she finds her panties and steps into them. As she's pulling up her underwear, I stand and adjust my pants and boxer briefs. Soon, we're both fully dressed.
"I love being your personal slut." Stacey says, facing me.
"I love being inside you." I reply.
"Good." Stacey says, pecking my lips. "Now I get to feel your cum leaking out of me all day."
"I'll be thinking about that." I say with a chuckle.
"Do you need anything else, Sir?" asks a grinning Stacey.



"No, I'm all set." I answer. "Thanks, Stacey."
"Sir." she says with a nod before turning and exiting my office, leaving the door partially open behind her.
I take a deep breath and grab some water. The cool liquid feels good as it runs down my throat and into my chest. Smiling, I notice it is almost time for lunch. Good, I'm starving. Before I worry about food though, I grab my phone and text Lexi.
Steven: Thank you!
Lexi: Did Stacey take good care of you?
Steven: She did! She's nowhere near as good as you, of course. ;)
Lexi: Smart boy. :)
Steven: Boy?
Lexi: Fine. Smart old man. Better?
Steven: No. :(
Lexi: Awe, poor baby. :P
Steven: You're lucky you're cute.
Lexi: :D
Steven: Hmph.
Lexi: So, when am I gonna meet Stacey in person?
Steven: Want me to ask her?
Lexi: Yes, please.
"Stacey?" I say, hitting the intercom button on my desk.
"Sir?" comes her voice.
"Could you please come in here for a moment?" I ask.
"Yes, Sir." she replies.
I set my phone on my desk and wait. Barely a minute later, Stacey walks into my office and shuts the door behind her. My eyes lock on her bare legs and travel up to her skirt. I remember that my cum is still leaking out of her pussy. Life is good.
"How can I help you?" she asks in her professional voice.
"Lexi and I were chatting, and she wants to know when you'll be able to stop by the house and meet her." I explain.
"Oh!" Stacey says, a broad smile on her face. "When are you guys available?"
"How about dinner sometime this week?" I suggest.
"Does Thursday work for you?" Stacey asks.
"Dinner Thursday sounds great!" I respond with a charming smile. "You can meet Kayla then, too."
"I can't wait!" Stacey says with a happy grin.
"Awesome!" I reply.
Stacey walks over to me and shoves her tongue down my throat. I can taste mint on her breath and know she just brushed her teeth. Probably to get rid of the cum breath. Burying my hand in her blonde locks, we kiss for a couple minutes before she pulls away.
"Sir." Stacey says with a nod as she adjusts her skirt.
"Ready for lunch?" I ask.
"Yes, of course!" she replies as she glances at my monitor to see the time. "I didn't realize how late it was!"
I place an order at a local place on my phone and Stacey volunteers to go pick it up. She's especially happy when I won't accept any cash for her meal. I stare at her sexy ass as she leaves my office to go and grab the food.
Soon, Stacey returns with our meals. I shut my monitor off as Stacey brings a chair over to my desk. While we eat, we chat about various topics, making each other laugh and smile. Stacey is a great assistant. I really enjoy her company.
When we finish eating, Stacey heads back to her desk to resume work. I have a meeting to attend, so I go to the nearby conference room. The meeting ends an hour later and I return to my office to work for the rest of the afternoon. Occasionally, I text Lexi while working.
Steven: Stacey is coming over Thursday for dinner.
Lexi: Great! Is she as cute as she seems?
Steven: She is! You'll like her. :)
Lexi: Will I like her enough to fuck her? ;)
Steven: We'll find out!
Lexi: Yes. Yes, we will.
After work, I say goodbye to Stacey and head out to my car. I'm in a good mood, and tap on the steering wheel to the beats from the radio as I drive home. As soon as I walk in the door, I say 'hi' to the butler and walk further into the house.
Surprisingly, I don't see Lexi or Kayla in any of the main rooms. I decide to let them relax, wherever they are, and head to mine and Lexi's bedroom to change. Before entering my room, I notice that Kayla's door is closed. They must be inside. After changing, I sit down in the main living room. I look up the latest news on my phone until it is time for dinner.
I don't want the girls to be late for dinner, so I knock on Kayla's door. Lexi's voice instructs me to come in. I do, and am surprised to find both girls naked in bed. I guess I'm not really surprised, I just wasn't expecting an eyeful of my daughter's titties.
Don't look, don't look. Look at Lexi, not Kayla. Yeah, that's not gonna work. My eyes are immediately drawn to Kayla's tits. As much as I love Lexi, Kayla has the most perfect boobs of any woman I've ever seen. They are the ideal combination of round and teardrop shape. Her breasts don't sag at all, despite being a C-cup, and she has the pinkest nipples right in the center of each globe.
Fortunately, I'm distracted by a naked Lexi running up to me and throwing her arms around my neck. At Kayla's encouragement, my hands grab her ass, and I squeeze happily. I really do love both of these girls so much. When I tell them it's time for dinner, Lexi and Kayla grab their panties, making a show of bending over for me. They then dress in robes and come down to dinner with me.
Over dinner, Kayla tells me that she ran into Keith. I see red, and have to resist the urge to go find that little shit and kill him myself. Instead, I confess to the girls that I'm having Keith investigated. They seem happy. I'll call Jason tomorrow for an update.
When we finish dinner, we change into our bathing suits and head for the hot tub. I'm ecstatic when both girls decide to go topless. Four gorgeous breasts are bobbing in the hot waters, and I keep glancing back and forth between the girls. I may tell myself not to look at Kayla, but I really don't feel shame anymore. Yeah, she's my daughter, but damn, she's a beautiful woman. I know I'll never touch her sexually, but there's nothing wrong with looking.
After some time in the hot tub, Kayla heads to her room to go to bed. Lexi and I go into our bedroom and shut the door behind us. Wearing just bikini bottoms, Lexi turns to me and smiles sensually.
"I believe I promised you some nookie." she says.
"I believe you did." I respond, looking her sexy body up and down.
"Check beneath the pillow." says Lexi as she places her hands on her hips.
"Beneath the pillow?" I ask, walking over to the bed.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps.
"What do we have here?" I ask, holding up a pair of handcuffs.
"We're using those tonight!" Lexi announces. She's now standing completely naked in the center of the room, her hands still on her hips.
"You wanna cuff me?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.
"Hah, no!" Lexi says, shaking her head. She then jumps up on the bed and lays down with her head on the pillow and her arms raised above her head to grip the headboard. "I want my man to be in charge."
"Is that so?" I ask.
"Yes!" Lexi breathes. "So, you're gonna cuff me and then do whatever you want with my helpless body!"
"Mm, I like it." I reply.
"Cuff me!" Lexi begs, her hands gripping the headboard.
Instant erection. I immediately drop my swim trunks, revealing my hard dick. Lexi licks her lips when she sees it. Then I get up on the bed and kneel by Lexi's head. She turns her head and slurps me into her mouth as I cuff one of her wrists. I then loop the cuffs through a gap in the design of the headboard and cuff her other hand. Now, she's mine.
"Just say something if you want the cuffs off." I tell her.
"Mmhmm." she mumbles around my dick.
"I'll take that as a 'yes'." I say with a laugh.
Lexi just giggles and keeps sucking. I place a hand at the back of her head and look up to release a breath. My other hand runs along her body; I trail my fingers up her flat stomach until I can cup a firm boob.
"Ah, yeah, right there!" I groan. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
Lexi closes her eyes as her cheeks cave in and she sucks me as hard as she can. Fuck, this is good. I release her boob and slide my hand down her body until I can feel the warmth from her pussy. Lexi spreads her legs, bending them at the knee as she raises them, allowing me access.
I push my fingers into her body, making her moan around my cock. Lexi's hands strain against the cuffs as her pussy starts making wet squelching noises from the intensity of my fingering. This girl is absolutely soaked.
My fingers saw in and out of Lexi, alternating between rapidly fingering her and rubbing her clit. She is moaning non-stop around my dick. Pulling my cock out of her mouth, I start slapping her face with it. Lexi coos happily as she kisses as much cock-flesh as she can.
"I wanna be inside you." I whisper as I push my two fingers all the way up her teenage twat.
"Any hole." Lexi says passionately, looking around my dick and into my eyes. "I'm yours."
"I love you, Lexi." I say as I brush a lock of auburn hair out of her face. My fingers are still inside of her.
"I love you, Steven." she replies. She then leans up and kisses my penis. "And I love him."
"I love her." I respond, my fingers running along her moist slit.
"Then make her happy." Lexi challenges.
"With pleasure." I answer.
I slap Lexi's cheek one last time with my cock before pulling away. Then I knee-walk down the bed and get between her spread legs. I place both of Lexi's shapely legs over my shoulders before taking my cock in hand and rubbing the mushroom head along her slit.
"Mm, yeah, that feels good!" Lexi moans, tossing her head back. "Now, push it in me!"
I'm always happy to honor Lexi's requests, so I release my cock and grip her hips. Our eyes lock, and Lexi rolls her hips, trying to get me inside her. I then thrust my hips forward, burying my length in Lexi's wet box.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses, her back arching and her fingers gripping the headboard with desperate strength.
With her legs over my shoulders, I grip Lexi's upper thighs and start thrusting. Her tits start jiggling like crazy on her chest as she moans and begs for me to fuck her harder. I love watching her hands strain against the cuffs when she instinctively tries reaching for me.
"Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me, harder!" Lexi begs.
I grab hold of Lexi's legs and bend her in half. Now, her ankles are by her ears as I loom over her, thrusting hard and fast. Lexi goes wild. She starts screaming that she's cumming, and I can feel her pussy spasm non-stop around my dick.
"I'm cumming! Fuck me! Never! Stop! Fucking me!" she cries out.
"Lexi!" I shout as I watch her model-perfect face contort in pleasure.
Lexi really does have the loveliest cum-face. I love the way her cute, little face scrunches up. Fuck, I'm close. I keep pounding her through her orgasm, triggering a second. Then a third. I can see her toes curling out of the corner of my eye.
"Steven! I love you! Steven! Fuck me! Fuck me with your big dick! Steven!" she screams, her legs shaking and her hands gripping the headboard so tight her knuckles are turning white.
"Oh, Lexi!" I respond as I bury myself to the hilt inside her and rotate my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls.
"Oh, my God! I'm cumming so much!" Lexi calls out. A strand of hair obscuring her pretty face.
"Fuck!" I gasp, pulling out of her right before I cum.
Looking down, I can see that her pussy is actually convulsing. I can see every spasm as she lifts her bum off the bed slightly. Releasing her legs, I let them unfold and fall back on the bed. Then, before Lexi can recover, I lunge down and start licking her clit.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Lexi gasps as she spreads her legs wide.
I shove two fingers up her cunt as my tongue rapidly works her clit. Lexi throws her legs over my shoulders and moans constantly as I eat her out. I miss having her hands in my hair while I'm doing this, but I smile when I remember that this pussy is all mine.
"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!" Lexi rapidly shouts.
Taking her clit between my lips, I suck on the little nub as my fingers curl upwards to stimulate her G-spot. Lexi bucks her hips hard, pressing her pussy into my face. I hear the cuffs when Lexi strains against them, desperate to grab my head and shove it deeper into her cunt.
"Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lexi shrieks as an orgasm courses through her body. "Eat me! I'm cumming!"
When Lexi comes down from her orgasm, I remove her legs from my shoulders and climb up the bed. I then straddle her chest and shove my cock in her face. Lexi happily opens wide and accepts me into her mouth.
"Shake your head if you need me to stop." I tell her.
I grab Lexi's head in both hands and shove my dick down her throat. Lexi gags and drools, saliva running from between her lips. I start fucking her face, using her mouth as if it were a pussy. Her mouth is stretched wide around my thickness as my balls slap against her chin.
"You doing okay?" I ask, pulling my cock from her mouth.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asks in annoyance. "Get that thing back in my mouth!"
Smirking, I pull Lexi's face forward as she opens her mouth wide and sticks out her tongue. Placing my cock on her tongue, I slide myself back into her warm mouth. Lexi leaves her jaw hanging open and lets me fuck her face as she makes the sexiest gagging and moaning noises.
Looking down at her, naked and handcuffed, her face impaled on my shaft. I can feel my balls starting to boil over as I thrust into her mouth. I'm so close, I'm gonna cum in her eighteen-year-old mouth.
"Lexi! I'm gonna cum!" I announce.
"Mm!" she moans around my shaft as she sucks on me.
"Ah, cumming!" I grunt.
Lexi lets out a choked gurgling noise as cum squirts from my cock and into her sucking mouth. I can tell her legs are bent and raised as my semen fills her oral cavity. She's so sexy. Fuck! I send another burst into her mouth, and watch as her cheeks fill puff out from the cum filling them.
"Holy shit, Lexi." I gasp as I pull out of her mouth.
She just gives me a sexy smile and gapes her mouth, showing me the cum on her tongue. Lexi wiggles her tongue around the pool of cum as I watch in awe. She then closes her mouth and tilts her head back, gulping down my load.
"Ah!" Lexi says with relish as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue to show me her empty mouth.
"Fuck, you're amazing." I say.
"I know." she giggles, wriggling her tiny body.
I get off of Lexi's body and lay down beside her. Reaching over, I gently massage her breast, loving the feel of her hard nipple against my palm. Lexi giggles and arches her back, pressing her boob into my hand.
"Are you gonna take these off of me?" Lexi asks as she pretends to struggle with the handcuffs. Her body looks so sexy as she wiggles around. Her stomach is completely flat. "Or are you gonna leave me handcuffed all night so you can use my body whenever you want?"
"I like the idea of that," I begin, "but I think you'd get uncomfortable after awhile."
"Probably." Lexi agrees. "Plus, I need to pee!"
"I'll set you free." I say as I reach for the cuffs.
"You can capture me anytime." Lexi giggles as I undo the cuffs and free her wrists.
"I'll remember that!" I reply.
"You better!" Lexi chirps. "This was so fucking hot!"
"It really was!" I answer.
Lexi kisses me before sitting up and scooting to the edge of the bed. I reach out and smack her ass as she hops out of bed. She giggles cutely and covers her bum with her hands as she walks away and heads to the bathroom.
I place the handcuffs on the bedside table and wait for Lexi to return. She comes back a few minutes later, and nuzzles up beside me. Pulling the covers over us, I wrap my arms around my favorite redhead and kiss her lips. It only takes a few minutes for us to fall asleep.
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Kayla
My head is resting on my pillow as I lay on my back in my own bed. I'm completely naked with my legs spread. Which is good, because there is a man on top of me, rhythmically thrusting his cock into my pussy.
"Mm, that's it, Baby." I coo into the man's ear as I bury a hand in his hair. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard!"
"Holy shit, you are so fucking tight." he grunts as his ass bounces up and down between my spread legs.
With one hand in his hair, my other hand wraps around his back, my fingers clawing at his skin. I can feel his muscular chest on top of me, crushing my breasts. My legs hook around his calves as I moan and pant, loving the feel of a big dick inside me.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" the guy grunts after a few minutes.
"Yes, that's it!" I moan softly as my fingers tighten in his hair. "Cum for Kayla."
The man on top of me buries himself to the hilt inside my tight pussy and grunts. As I feel the first wave of semen spurt into me, I tense up and cum on his cock. My cunt lovingly grips his shaft, caressing it, pulling more cum out of it.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" I announce as the man continues ejaculating inside me.
He gives one last shudder as the remainder of his load trickles out. He stays on top of me, panting for a couple minutes as he struggles to catch his breath. Then he slowly eases his cock out of my hole and sits up.
"Thanks, Babe." he says as he gives my tit a quick squeeze before getting off the bed.
I lay on the bed with my legs spread and a pussy full of cum. My eyes are closed and I'm breathing heavily. Soon, I feel a weight on the bed. Then a large body settles on top of me. I open my eyes and look up at the next man as he holds his cock and aims it at my gash. Then he's in me.
"Oh, fuck yes!" he groans when he feels my warmth surrounding him.
"You like that?" I coo in his ear. "You like my tight pussy?"
"I love it, Babe!" he grunts as he starts thrusting.
I raise my legs in the air as I take his cock. It feels so fucking good. He's going so deep. Within a couple minutes, I cum on his cock, my legs shaking. Feeling me orgasm around him brings the guy inside me off; he tenses up and squirts his load inside me.
"Thanks, Baby!" he says as he exits my hole with a loud squelch.
When he's gone, I lift my head and look around the room. My bedroom is full of naked men, all stroking their cocks and waiting for their turn to fuck me. They all want me. They're all so hard. For me. For Kayla.
"You." I state firmly, pointing with my toes toward a random man in the corner. "You're next."
The lucky guy is grinning wide as he climbs up on the bed and gets between my legs. He places my legs over his shoulders and enters me. Gripping my thighs, the man fucks me hard and fast for a few minutes before grunting and filling my pussy with another load. He doesn't make me cum, but it's definitely a good fucking.
I grab some tissues from the bedside table and wipe up my pussy for Guy Number Four. He decides to change things up and rolls me onto my stomach. I get into the standard doggystyle position for him. The guy runs his hand along my ass before grabbing his cock and slotting it at my opening. Gripping my hips, he buries himself to the hilt in one thrust.
"Yes!" I hiss as I toss my head back, causing my raven hair to cascade down my bare back.
The guy takes the hint and grips a fistful of my hair, yanking my head and causing me to arch my back sexily. With one hand on my hip for leverage, he fucks me hard and fast. My teeth are bared and clenched as I grunt over and over. I cum hard on this guy's cock, announcing it to the room as my orgasm washes over me.
Not long after my orgasm, Guy Number Four shoots, filling my cunt with his warm seed. I stay crouched in doggy, waiting for the next man. I hear them arguing over who gets me next. They all can't wait for a turn with me!
Guy Number Five wipes up my pussy with some tissues, making me giggle. Then he gets into position and spreads my labia with his thick cock. This guy's rough. He grabs my tits and uses them as handholds while he fucks me. He pulls my hair hard while spanking me and calling me names. I fucking love it!
"Yeah, take that cock!" he groans.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant with my eyes scrunched shut.
"You like that?" he asks.
"God, yes!" I shout. "Don't stop, don't stop!"
"You want more cock, don't you slut?" he asks as he nails me.
"Yes!" I hiss. "I'm a slut, and I need more cock!"
Guy Number Six gets up on the bed and kneels in front of my head. While Number Five is drilling me from behind and spanking me, Number Six grips me by the hair and starts slapping my face with his cock. I open my mouth and take him between my lips.
"Holy shit, she's taking two cocks at once!" one voice shouts.
"Damn, she's so fucking hot!" says another guy.
"I can't wait for my turn with her!" calls a third.
The erotic thrill of being spit-roasted combined with the sensations of two cocks in me is enough to push me over the edge and trigger another orgasm. I scream around the dick in my mouth as Number Six thrusts his hips and buries his length down my throat. At the same time, Number Five pulls my hips backwards, impaling me on his shaft.
My screams causes vibrations in my throat which result in Number Six ejaculating down my throat. While taking it from behind, I suck and swallow until Number Six is completely drained. Then he pulls his cock from my mouth and I smile up at him.
"Thank you for the yummy sperm!" I say before sticking out my tongue to show him my empty mouth. My head jerks forward with each thrust from the guy using my twat.
Number Five is close, I can tell from his erratic thrusts. Soon, he busts his nut up my cunt. Guys Five and Six get off the bed as Guy Number Seven takes his place behind me. He places his hands on my butt cheeks and spreads me open. Looks like this guy wants my ass.
"Shove it up my ass, Baby!" I shout, to the cheers of the various men in the room.
Number Seven is happy to oblige, and he pushes his dick up my bum. I lower to my elbows, my tits swinging and brushing the bedspread as I look straight ahead. I bare my teeth and grunt as I feel his balls rest against my pussy. He's all the way in.
"Yes! Fuck my ass!" I beg. "Fuck my cute, little bum!"
He stretches my little ass hole for a few minutes before gripping my hips and shooting off inside me. He grunts and groans the entire time he's cumming. Once he's gone, I flip onto my back and grab more tissues to clean up my holes. While I'm wiping, two guys stand beside the bed on opposite sides, and each reach out to play with one of my boobs.
Guy Number Eight climbs up on the bed. He grips my legs and pushes them back until my ankles are by my ears. Bent in half, my pussy and anus are on full display to his lustful gaze. Then he's in me.
"Fuck my slutty pussy!" I plead, looking him in the eyes. "Use my body!"
He grips my thighs, pressing my legs into my chest so that my breasts are squished. I wrap my arms around my calves and enjoy the ride. He uses my pussy for his pleasure, my moans and pants encouraging him.
"Oh God, I want you to cum in me!" I tell him. "Cum in me! Cum for Kayla! Cum!"
"Ah, fuck!" the guy groans as he empties his balls inside me.
So it continues. I'm fucked in every position imaginable; missionary, cowgirl, doggystyle, and various positions I don't even know the name of. All of my holes are used. Sometimes, guys get impatient and can't wait for their turn. Then I end up with two, or even three cocks at once.
The entire time, guys are commenting on how hot I am, and how much they want me. Hands roughly grope my tits, my ass, and whatever exposed flesh they can reach. One guy even gives me a nice titty-fuck while I stare up at him with my innocent eyes.
Cum is everywhere. Guys cum in my pussy, in my ass, and in my mouth. More semen is shot on my face and tits. One guy is fucking me from behind when he pulls out and cums all over my butt and back.
I end up laying on my back in bed with my legs spread wide. I'm covered in cum and my sweaty hair is clinging to my face. I can feel their lustful stares on my body. I look up at my admirers and look at them with bleary eyes.
"More." I croak out weakly. "I want more."
My eyes open when I hear an annoying buzzing sound. I blink several times as I return to reality and realize that I am alone in my bedroom. Sitting up, the covers fall below my chest, exposing my breasts. I then reach over and tap my phone, shutting off my alarm.
It's Tuesday morning, and I am alone in my bed. I didn't just get gang-banged. I let out a breath as I realize just how soaked my pussy is. My panties are drenched. Fuck. I brush a lock of raven hair back behind my ear as I swallow weakly.
Throwing the covers off of my body, I stretch before getting out of bed. Then I slide my soaked panties down my legs. Once I toss the dirty underwear into the hamper, I head to my dresser and dig out my new dildo.
I get back into bed and crouch in the standard doggystyle position. Then I reach between my legs and guide the dildo into my body. I'm so wet, I don't need lube. I hold the sex toy at the end and start roughly shoving the thing up my sopping cunt.
"Fuck me! Fuck my slutty pussy!" I groan, imagining a guy behind me, taking me, using me.
My orgasm arrives a few minutes later. It isn't enough. My tits swing and brush the bed as I fuck myself from behind. I bury as much of the dildo as I can up my cunt and grip it with my pussy muscles. Soon, a second orgasm washes over me, making me cry out in pleasure.
"I'm cumming! Fuck yes, I'm cumming!" I groan, my hair framing my face.
Pulling the dildo out of my pussy, I bring it up to my face and shove it in my mouth. I moan while sucking on the fake cock, tasting my juices. I taste so good. Fuck, I'm horny! I take the dildo deep into my mouth, giving it the best blowjob I can.
Once I'm done, I take the dildo out of my mouth and give it a quick kiss. Then I stand up and walk naked to the shower, bringing the sex toy with me. I wash the dildo in the sink before taking a quick shower. Then I take my birth control pill and head back to my room.
When I'm back in my room, I dig around in my dresser for a clean pair of panties. I slip on the underwear before putting a robe on, covering myself. Then I take out my phone and send good morning texts to my girlfriends and Ian. Now it's time for breakfast.
"Good morning Daddy, good morning Lexi." I say as I enter the dining room and take a seat.
"Good morning, Honey." Daddy responds with a smile.
"Morning." Lexi grunts sleepily.
"Tired this morning?" I ask Lexi.
"Someone got horny in the middle of the night," Daddy explains, "and now she's regretting it."
"Nah, not regretting it." Lexi says with a tired smile. "Got laid, can't complain."
"So, why aren't you tired, Daddy?" I ask as I take a bite of eggs.
"Sex is like a stimulant to us guys!" Daddy insists with a laugh.
"I thought it was the opposite, and sex puts men to sleep?" Lexi asks.
"Oh yeah, maybe." Daddy admits with a shrug. "Either way, I'm good to go. I'm just happy to be having breakfast with my two favorite ladies."
"Awe, thanks!" Lexi says with a smile after swallowing a bite of pancakes.
"Well, while you two were actually having sex, I could only dream about getting laid." I say with a pout.
"Sex dream last night?" asks Lexi.
"Yeah," I admit with a sigh, "I woke up and my panties were completely soaked."
"Once again, too much information, Honey." Daddy says with a grimace.
"Oh, shush you." Lexi says, placing a hand on Daddy's arm. "So, what was the dream about?"
"Sex? We just established that." I say, playing coy.
"You know what I mean!" Lexi insists. "Who with? What positions? Did you cum? Did he? On your face? In your pussy? Up your bum? Details!"
"I don't want to hear this." Daddy says with a chuckle and a shake of his head.
"Eh, I'll tell you later." I respond.
"C'mon!" Lexi pouts. "Ignore the old man and tell me!"
"I will in the car, I promise." I say.
"Ugh, fine." Lexi reluctantly agrees.
"Thank you." I say. "Now, let's finish eating!"
We enjoy the rest of our breakfast while making idle small talk. It's clear we're all excited for our upcoming spring break trip. After breakfast, Daddy heads to the home gym to work out while Lexi and I change into our clothes for the day. Then we hop in Lexi's car and head to school.
"So," Lexi begins when she starts driving, "tell me about this dream!"
"You're relentless." I say with an eye roll as I cross my arms beneath my breasts.
"Nah, I just love sex." Lexi giggles.
"Hmph." I grunt.
"Hey, what's wrong?" Lexi asks with concern.
"Nothing, I guess I'm just a little concerned about the dream." I explain.
"Was it another group sex dream?" Lexi inquires.
"Yeah, a bunch of guys pulled a train on me, then I was gang-banged." I answer.
"Damn, girl!" Lexi exclaims gleefully. "You're a pervert!"
"Yeah, maybe I am." I say sadly.
"No, you're not. I was just teasing." Lexi responds.
"No, I really am, Lexi." I insist. "The night before, I got off watching gang bang porn."
"Nothing wrong with that." Lexi says. "We all have fantasies. You know that."
"I guess I'm just worried about the fact that I really wanna do it for real." I explain, biting my lower lip.
"Oh." Lexi responds. "I see."
"Yeah..." I trail off before continuing. "It's just such a big change for me. After I got DP'd, you convinced me I was going too far, that I want love, not wild sex. Now I feel like I want wild sex. I'm so confused."
"Everything will be okay." Lexi says soothingly as she reaches out and grasps my knee reassuringly. She keeps one hand on the wheel and her eyes looking forward. "You just have some pretty intense fantasies."
"Fantasies I'm dying to act out." I admit with a sigh.
"Well, we'll just have to get you gang-banged!" Lexi chirps.
"What? No!" I exclaim, looking at Lexi with a shocked expression.
"Why not?" she asks.
"Because I'm with Ian." I explain. "I know we're not exclusive yet or anything, but we're heading that way."
"Is that the only reason?" Lexi inquires.
"I-I don't know." I reluctantly say.
"Some fantasies should stay fantasies." Lexi states firmly.
"You never intended to get me gang-banged, did you?" I ask with a smirk.
"I wanted you to reason out why it should stay a fantasy." Lexi says. "Don't get me wrong, there's nothing wrong with wild sex. It just isn't you, Kayla. You know that."
"I guess.." I trail off.
"I've been gang-banged before." Lexi says in a quiet voice.
"The football team?" I ask, my voice equally quiet.
"Not our team, but yeah..." Lexi confirms.
"Was it rape?" I ask, feeling shame.
"No." Lexi says with a sigh. "I acted like I wanted to be there. I talked dirty for them, I sucked their cocks happily, and I willingly spread my legs. Some of what happened to me during that time was rape. My first time, my first ass-fuck, stuff like that. Then, after awhile, I willingly went along with what Keith wanted, convinced that was all I was worth. I felt shame after, but during? During I was cumming and having fun. The gang-bang was the culmination of all of it, I think. I don't know, it's hard to explain."
"W-what was it like?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Intense." Lexi states. "Guys get rougher when they're in a group. They feed off each others aggression. I was walking bow-legged, and couldn't sit down properly for days. And that wasn't just because of the ass-fuckings. I can only imagine how red my butt was. Lots of hair pulling, lots of spanking, even some slapping. My tits were groped and slapped. I loved it. I begged for more. Fuck. When I first told you about this, I wanted you to believe that I was being controlled the entire time, and maybe I was in a way, but a part of me loved it. Having my holes stretched out so much I was screaming in pleasure. There wasn't a single moment there wasn't a dick in me. I was theirs. To be used however they wanted. In any hole. In every hole."
"W-w-was there a lot of cum?" I wonder out loud, pressing my legs together.
"Uh, yeah!" Lexi says. "Most guys just wanted to cum inside me. My mouth, my ass, my pussy. My belly was full of the stuff. I think I had cum burps for a week. At the end though, a few shot on my face and tits. A lot of cum got on the floor, too. I ended up laying in it when I collapsed... Are you getting wet?"
"Um, what? No!" I insist. I'm breathing heavily, and I can tell my face is red. It's obvious.
"Kayla..." Lexi says in an accusatory voice.
"I'm soaked. I may have ruined these panties." I admit, then bury my face in my hands. "Oh God, what's wrong with me? When you first told me about this, I was horrified. Now? Now I just want it to happen to me!"
"Nothing is wrong with you." Lexi says soothingly. "You have some pretty intense fantasies, that's all."
"Is this because I was raped?" I ask.
"I don't think so." Lexi says, shaking her head as she pulls into the school parking lot. "I think you enjoyed getting DP'd, and part of you is curious about even more intense sex."
"Maybe you're right." I say with a sigh as I wipe away my tears.
"I am right." Lexi insists while parking the car. "There's nothing wrong with you, Kayla. You're a horny girl, I get it. Believe me, I get it. Just remember that some fantasies need to stay just that. Fantasies."
"You're right." I say, nodding. "Keith and David have nothing to do with this. I went a little wild, and part of me wants to keep going. Nothing wrong with that."
"Exactly." Lexi says happily. "Now, wipe your face, we're here."
I clean off my face with some tissues I have in my purse. Lexi and I then get out of the car and walk into the building. I head into the bathroom and drop my panties so I can wipe my soaked pussy. Then I join Lexi and our friends to chat before homeroom.
"Good morning!" Ashley says happily. "Just four more days!"
"Then Bermuda!" Marcia claps.
"Ugh, wish we could skip this week of classes" says a tired Hazel.
"Was someone up all night masturbating?" Lexi teasingly asks.
"Wasn't me!" Ashley announces. "I used my dildo and then fell asleep nice and early."
"I was up all night binge watching a TV show." Hazel answers, rolling her eyes. "Not everything is about sex."
"Shame." Lexi responds with a shrug.
"Slut." I tease, hip-checking Lexi.
"Bitch." Lexi replies.
"Behave." Marcia chastises.
"Yes, Mom." Lexi deadpans.
"Sorry, Mom." I say with a giggle.
"You know, speaking of the trip..." Ashley begins. "We should get some outfits!"
"What kind of outfits?" asks Hazel.
"Well, we already have lingerie," Ashley answers, "but we could definitely use some slutty outfits for Steven."
"Like what?" Lexi wonders. "I have a Catholic schoolgirl outfit I wore for him once. Something like that?"
"Yes, exactly!" Ashley exclaims.
"Oh, I know!" Hazel says, bouncing on her heels in excitement.
She then outlines her plan for the rest of us. We all start smiling and giggling as she explains the idea. It's perfect. Thanks to my connections over the last four years at this school, I can definitely pull it off. We agree to the plan. It's perfect. Daddy won't know what hit him when these girls are done with him.
The five of us make small talk for a few minutes, until the warning bell for homeroom goes off. Then we go our separate ways. After homeroom, classes begin. The morning classes go by pretty quickly, and I spend a good amount of the time texting with Lexi.



Lexi: How are you doing?
Kayla: Better, thanks to you.
Lexi: Good. I'm glad. :)
Kayla: :)
Lexi: I love you, Kayla.
Kayla: I love you, too.
Lexi: I wish I could kiss you right now.
Kayla: I know the feeling. Do you wanna make love after school?
Lexi: I do, but it might have to wait until later.
Kayla: Why's that?
Lexi: My sister is leaving work early. She asked if she could come over.
Kayla: Oh! That's great! You should be close with your sister. :)
Lexi: Yeah :) She seems to be trying really hard to be part of my life. I'm glad.
Kayla: I'm happy for you!
Lexi: Thanks! How about I rock your world after dinner? ;)
Kayla: It's a date! And Lexi?
Lexi: Yeah, Babe?
Kayla: Be rough with me tonight, please.
Lexi: You sure?
Kayla: Yes. I want to explore my fantasies. This is the best way. Fuck me hard!
Lexi: You asked for it!
Kayla: Thanks, Lexi :)
Lexi: You're welcome, my love.
My texting with Lexi takes me to the end of my last class before lunch. I spend the last ten minutes of the class trying to get the homework assignment done so that I don't have to do it tonight. When the bell rings, I gather up my notebook and head to lunch.
"Hi, Kayla!" Lexi chirps when she sees me.
"Hello, hello!" I reply.
The two of us get in line and buy our lunches. Then we head to our usual table. Marcia, Ashley, Hazel, Ian, Josh, and Shawn are already sitting down. They seem deep in conversation, so the two of us quietly join them.
"I can't believe we got extra homework on top of having that exam on Friday. This fucking sucks!" Shawn laments.
"Ugh, I know!" Hazel adds. "I never should have taken Physics."
"Glad I'm not in that class!" Ashley laughs.
"The labs are a lot of fun, but all the homework makes it tough." Josh says in his quiet voice.
'Yeah, and there are video games to play!" Shawn says. "Just not right. I should be able to get all my homework done during school so I can play video games all evening."
"Could you be anymore of a geek?" Marcia teases.
"Marcia! Really, from you?" Shawn loudly asks.
"She's really coming out of her shell!" Ashley teases.
"Oh, stop teasing her." says Hazel.
"Hi, Kayla! Hi, Lexi!" Ian says, his face lighting up when he sees me.
"Hi, Ian!" I say, giving him a cute smile.
"Ian. Hi!" Lexi chirps.
"Ladies! Join us!" Shawn says, spreading his arms wide.
Lexi and I place our trays down on the table and sit down. The conversation continues, with all of us complaining about homework and studying. The guys are definitely jealous of our upcoming trip to Bermuda, but there's no way they can come with us.
After lunch, I do run into Keith. He's walking down the hallway, holding hands with Stephanie. Fortunately, he doesn't say anything. He just leers at me and stares at my cleavage as I pass. Asshole. His girlfriend doesn't even notice. No sign of David, thankfully.
"You know, " Lexi begins as we fasten our seat belts in the car after school, "I was thinking about all the sex we have. With each other, and with the other girls."
"Of course you were." I state with a laugh. "Sex is all you think about."
"That's true." Lexi admits with a smile and a nod as she starts the car. "And I was thinking about Steven fucking all of us. I remembered riding his cock while Ashley rode his face."
"Okay, what's your point?" I ask.
"My point is that it's a lot of fun drowning a guy in pussy." Lexi explains as she throws the car into reverse and backs out of the space. "It's also a great bonding experience for the two girls."
"Okay..." I trail off, still unsure where she's going with this.
"I just think it's sad that you and I will never be able to double-team a guy." Lexi says with a pout.
"What? Sure we will!" I insist.
"When?" Lexi asks while pulling out of the parking lot. "I'll never be with another guy besides Steven, and you refuse to fuck him for some reason."
"Because it's incest!" I hiss. "I am not riding my dad's cock!"
"Fine. You ride his face. I'll ride his cock." Lexi suggests with a shrug, her hands still on the steering wheel. "He's a good muff diver. You won't regret it."
"I am not doing anything like that with my dad." I state firmly.
"Why not? Why are you so against it?" Lexi asks. "I'm sure he thinks you're hot!"
"Because he's my daddy, and I'm his baby girl. It's wrong." I insist. "And don't think I missed what you said."
"What? What did I say?" she asks, obviously confused by the subject change.
"You said you'd never be with another guy besides Daddy." I say with a broad smile.
"Yeah, so?" wonders Lexi.
"Is someone thinking about the future?" I ask teasingly.
"Oh, I get it. Marriage." Lexi says with a blush. "I mean, we haven't been together long, but yeah, he's my dream guy. I've thought about it."
"All good thoughts?" I inquire.
"Mostly good thoughts." Lexi responds.
"Mostly?" I ask.
"I mean, I guess the only thing I'm worried about is what happens in thirty years when he's seventy and I'm only forty-eight." she explains.
"Oh, I get it." I say with a nod.
"Yeah, but he's worth it. I love him. I'll worry about that when it happens." Lexi insists.
"You know, if you two marry, you'll be my step-mom." I say with a giggle.
"Does that mean you'll stop fucking me?" she asks. "Will that be incest, too?"
"No!" I say quickly. "I want to keep fucking you for the rest of our lives!"
"I want that, too." Lexi says with a smile. "You know that means you'll have to tell Ian about us at some point."
"Yeah, I know." I say with a sigh. "I'm scared he won't be okay with it."
"Just offer him a threesome with Ashley. He'll be fine." Lexi suggests with a shrug.
"Why Ashley?" I wonder.
"Because, once he gets his hands on those mammoth titties, he won't be able to form a coherent thought." she laughs.
"I think he'll like my titties just fine, thank you!" I say, crossing my arms beneath my breasts.
"I'm sure he will." Lexi says with a nod. "You do have great tits. They're nicer than Ashley's, if you ask me."
"You think so?" I ask.
"Yeah," she confirms. "Yours are just so fucking perfect."
"Thanks!" I say with a grin.
"Your'e welcome." she responds.
"I wish mine were bigger." Lexi pouts as she briefly glances down at her chest.
"Yours are perfect." I insist. "I love sucking on them.
"Yeah, but you can't really motorboat them." she sighs.
"They're big enough to wrap around Daddy's cock, aren't they?" I remind her.
"That's true!" Lexi exclaims. "I guess that's all that matters.
We spend the rest of the car ride talking about boobs. Lexi and I both love having our titties played with. In our group, Ashley has the biggest tits with her double D's. Marcia and I are next, with impressive C-cup breasts. Lexi and Hazel both have B's, but our consensus is that Lexi's are slightly bigger.
"C'mere you." Lexi says as soon as she parks the car and unfastens her seat belt.
The seat belt is barely off of my body when Lexi grabs the back of my head and pulls my lips to hers. We kiss for about a minute when I feel her hand go down the front of my shirt. She slips her hand into my bra and squeezes my firm breast.
"Oh, Lexi." I moan.
"Mm, Kayla." she replies.
For a couple more minutes, we make out while Lexi gropes me. Then she pulls away and kisses the tip of my nose, making me giggle. I smile at her with love and lust. Fuck, I want this girl so damn badly.
"That should hold you until later." Lexi says as she pulls her hand out of my shirt.
"That just made me want you more!" I reply with a pout.
"You'll get me after dinner, I promise." she says with a wink. "Or rather, I'll be taking you with a strap-on."
"Your sister is clam jamming me!" I say with a pout.
"You can wait." Lexi giggles as we get out of the car.
"I'm not getting any dick, and now I can't get any cunt!" I whine as I sling my backpack over my shoulder.
"Suck off the butler." Lexi suggests with a shrug as we head into the house. Fortunately, we're far enough away from the butler that he doesn't hear our conversation. We just smile and wave at him as we pass. I don't think he hears, at least. "I'm sure he won't mind."
"Ew, no!" I exclaim, shaking my head.
"Why not? He's cute." she says as we leave the foyer.
"He works for us, I can't do that!" I insist.
"Stacey works for your dad." Lexi reasons. "She's opening her mouth and spreading her legs for him every day."
"Still, I can't do that." I say as we make our way through the house.
"Then no dick for or cunt for Kayla!" she giggles.
"Bitch." I say.
"Slut." Lexi responds.
The two of us sit in the main living room and pull out our books. We work on our homework for about forty-five minutes. That's when Lexi gets a text from Nicole. We head back into the foyer just in time to greet Lexi's big sister.
"Lexi! Hi!" Nicole says excitedly as she wraps Lexi up into a tight hug.
"Hi, Nicole." Lexi replies, hugging her sister back.
"And, Kayla! Hello!" Nicole chirps as she releases Lexi and walks over to hug me.
"Hello, Nicole!" I say in a friendly voice as I hug her back.
"Your dad still at work?" Nicole asks when she releases me.
"Yeah, but he'll be home for dinner." I answer. "Will you be able to stay for dinner?"
"If you don't mind having me!" Nicole says.
"Oh, not at all!" I respond. "Daddy will be happy to see you."
"Yeah, he wants you and Kyle to like him." Lexi says.
"I do like him!" Nicole insists. "I just worry about you, Lexi."
"I appreciate it, but I'm okay. Really. Better than okay." says Lexi. "Steven isn't going anywhere."
"We can all see how much Daddy loves Lexi." I chime in.
"I really hope things work out." Nicole says.
"They will. I mean, who could ever get sick of this?!" Lexi asks, striking a pose.
"Uh, everyone?" I tease.
"Fuck you!" says Lexi as she flips me off.
"Bitch." I call her as I stick out my tongue.
"Slut." she responds before blowing a raspberry.
"You two are hilarious." Nicole says with a genuine smile.
The three of us spend the afternoon together. First, we head to the game room and shoot some pool. Then we go to the main living room and watch a movie. Not long before dinner, Daddy comes home.
"Hello, ladies!" Daddy says as he walks into the main living room.
"Hi, Daddy!" I say happily.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hello, Steven." Nicole waves.
I shut the television off, and the three of us stand up. Walking over to Daddy, I give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Lexi then hugs and kisses him. Lexi and I are both shocked when Nicole hugs Daddy and gives him a smile.
"I still have my reservations," Nicole says, "but I want Lexi to be happy, and right now you're making her happy. Just please don't hurt her."
"I would never intentionally hurt Lexi." Daddy promises.
"Then we're good." Nicole smiles.
"Now we just need to win over Kyle." Lexi giggles.
"Good luck with that." I say.
"Yeah, I know how he can be." Nicole says. "Just remember, Lexi, he loves you."
"I know he does." says Lexi. "I just wish he'd stop calling me 'Alexis'".
We all laugh at that. The four of us go to the dining room and are served dinner. We enjoy a pleasant meal with nice conversation. I'm really warming up to Nicole. She's sweet, just like Lexi. And fucking gorgeous, just like Lexi. Nicole is taller, she wears her hair longer than Lexi, and I think she has bigger boobs, but same model-perfect face, same light dusting of freckles.
"I should probably get going." Nicole says after we eat.
"It was nice seeing you." says Daddy.
"Bye, Nicole." I say when Nicole hugs me.
"Later, sis!" Lexi says happily.
We walk Nicole to the foyer, and she makes her exit. Lexi is in such a good mood, it's making me smile as well. I'm glad she has family back in her life. Good riddance to her parents, but her siblings seem like decent people.
"Did you talk to the PI today?" Lexi asks Daddy once Nicole is gone.
"I did!" Daddy confirms. "He agrees, the best thing to do is to hang tight while he completes his investigation."
"Okay, thank you Daddy." I say.
"You're welcome." Daddy responds. "Anything for you two."
"We love you, too!" Lexi chirps.
"Yes, we do." I confirm with a nod.
"Do you girls wanna head back to the living room and watch some television?" Daddy offers with a smile.
"Actually, Kayla and I were hoping for some time together." Lexi says slowly. "If that's okay?"
"Of course it is!" Daddy says. "I'll entertain myself."
"Yeah, I bet you will." Lexi says with a smirk as she makes jerking off motions with her hand.
"Not like that!" he laughs.
"You mean you won't be jacking off to the thought of your baby girl being taken from behind with a strap-on?" asks Lexi.
"Lexi!" I exclaim, my face bright red.
"Too much information, once again." Daddy deadpans.
"Yeah right, you love it." Lexi teases.
"He does think I'm hot." I say with a giggle.
"You are a beautiful young woman, Kayla." he tells me with a smile.
"Awe!" says Lexi.
"You girls enjoy your time together." says Daddy. "I'll be fine."
"I'll be back before bedtime." Lexi tells Daddy before pecking his lips. "I love you."
"I love you, too." he replies.
Lexi loops her arm through mine and we walk with Daddy through the house. He turns to head to the main living room, while Lexi and I go to my bedroom. As soon as my bedroom door closes, my arms are full with horny redhead.
Lexi throws her body against mine, wrapping her arms around me as she kisses me. I hug her back and part my lips so she can shove her tongue down my throat. Moaning into Lexi's mouth, I slide my hands lower, cupping her firm butt.
"You're so fucking sexy." Lexi moans in between kisses.
"Mm," I respond as Lexi grabs me by the hair and pulls my head back.
"Lose the clothes, Slut." she orders, looking into my eyes.
I just nod in response as I feel my pussy dripping from being treated so roughly. It seems Lexi remembers my request to be rough with me tonight. The two of us step back and face each other as we slowly start undressing.
"Let's see those big tits of yours." Lexi says when we're both down to just bras and panties.
Lexi whips off her bra, showing me her firm breasts and pink nipples. The gorgeous redhead then drops her panties and steps out of them, leaving her nude. I decide to tease her a bit, and unhook my bra, but hold it to my chest for a few seconds as I smile mischievously at her.
"Take off your bra. Now!" Lexi barks the last word, making me jump.
"Y-yes! Okay!" I stammer as I drop my bra to the floor, baring my breasts to Lexi's hungry gaze.
"Get on your knees, and put your hair up in a ponytail." Lexi orders. "And from now on, you'll address me as 'Mistress'. Understand?"
"Yes, Mistress." I respond, dropping to my knees while still wearing my black lace panties. Holy shit, is this really happening? Using a hair elastic around my wrist, I put my hair up in a ponytail, as ordered, then place my hands on my bare thighs.
"From now on, you'll do whatever I say, when I say it. Understand, Slut?" she asks, glaring down at me.
"Yes, Mistress." I reply in a clear, strong voice. Fuck, I'm wet!
"Good Slut." Lexi says, patting me on the head.
I stay with my hands on my thighs, my tits out and proud, wearing only a pair of panties as I watch Lexi. I'm shivering with excitement as my best friend takes out the strap on and steps into the harness. Once she's ready, she walks toward me, her fake cock swinging in front of her.
"Do you like cock, Slut?" Lexi asks as she strokes the fake cock, which is inches from my face.
"Yes, Mistress." I answer.
"Tell me." Lexi orders firmly.
"I love cock!" I announce as I wriggle my tight, young body. "Oh, Mistress, I love cock so much! I love sucking dick and taking it up the ass! I'm such a slut!"
"Beg for my cock, Slut." Lexi says as she slaps my face with the dildo.
"Please let me suck your cock, Mistress!" I beg, my fingers clenching at my thighs. "I want it in my mouth! Please!"
"Open wide!" Lexi says as she holds the fake cock at the base while grabbing my ponytail with her other hand.
"Ah!" I say as I open my mouth and stick out my tongue.
Lexi places the tip of the dildo onto my outstretched tongue and slowly slides the sex toy into my mouth. Using her grip on my ponytail, she pulls my head further and further along the shaft until it hits the back of my throat. I clamp my lips down on the fake cock and start sucking.
"Yeah, that's a good Slut." Lexi moans as she lightly bucks her hips.
I bob my head on the dildo, giving head as if it were a real cock. Lexi maintains her grip on my ponytail, encouraging my motions. My tongue lashes at the underside as I make sexy moaning and gagging noises while Lexi plays with my tits with one hand.
"Ready to get fucked, Slut?" Lexi asks when she pulls the dildo out of my mouth. A strand of drool briefly connects the tip of the dildo with my bottom lip before it breaks away.
"Yes! Please fuck me!" I beg.
Lexi holds me by the hair and yanks me roughly to my feet. She then marches me over to the bed and tosses me on. I land on my back with a bounce and a giggle. While I watch, Lexi gets up on the bed and hooks her thumbs into the waistband of my black lace panties. She then slides the underwear off of my body and flings it away.
"Get on your hands and knees. Now!" Lexi orders.
I roll onto my tummy and then get up on my hands and knees. I can feel my tits lightly swaying on my chest as I look over my shoulder and watch Lexi. The redheaded beauty gets into position behind me and lines the fake cock up with my gash. It's wet with my saliva, and I can feel the tip nestling between my moist folds.
"Beg for it, Slut!" Lexi hisses as she spanks me.
"Ah!" I cry out, my body jerking forward. "Please, please give me your cock! I want it, I want it!"
Lexi grips my hips in both her tiny hands as she thrusts forward and begins pushing the dildo into my body. I toss my head back, causing my ponytail to land on my back as I let out a loud moan of pleasure. Soon, the fake cock is fully embedded in my warm sheath. And then Lexi fucks my brains out.
"Take my cock! Take it, Slut!" Lexi shouts as she pounds me.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant rhythmically.
"Whose pussy is it?!" Lexi asks as she grabs my ponytail and yanks my head back.
"Yours!" I screech as my head snaps back and my back arches. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched shut. "It's your pussy!"
I've never been so wet in my life. My juices are leaking out of me and soaking the fake cock. I want nothing more than to please Mistress. I say whatever dirty thing I can think of to make her happy. Then I'm cumming. Hard.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I scream as I lower to my elbows, causing my tits to brush the bed. "Oh God, yes! I'm cumming!"
"That's it, cum for me, Slut." Lexi coos.
Lexi releases my ponytail and grips my hips so she can fuck me at full speed. My tits are bouncing on my chest and slapping each other with every thrust. She's holding my hips so tightly, I won't be surprised if I bruise.
Then Lexi starts slowing down to a more relaxed, steady pace. A predictable pace. Each time she withdraws, I know exactly when she'll be back inside me. One hand leaves my hip, and a second later, that tiny hand comes down hard on my backside.
"Ungh!" I grunt as my body jerks forward.
"You like that?" Lexi asks harshly.
"Yes!" I groan. "Hit me again!"
"Mm." Lexi coos, fucking me for about thirty seconds before spanking me again.
"Harder!" I moan as I bare my teeth and grunt.
Lexi spanks me again. And again. And again. When one cheek is so red I feel like I can't take another slap, Lexi switches to the other cheek. Then she grips my bright red ass in both hands and fucks me to another orgasm.



"Oh God, I'm fucking cumming again! Oh my God, fuck!" I gasp as I push my ass back to meet her thrusts.
Using her grip on my ass, Lexi fucks me through my second orgasm, triggering a third. This feels so fucking good, I forget my orders and scream her name. She punishes me by spanking me again, which I love. Then, after a few minutes of fucking me from behind, Lexi grabs my ponytail and yanks me up so that I'm balanced on just my knees with my tits pushing out from my chest.
"You like being my dirty, little Slut?" Lexi hisses in my ear as she presses her breasts against my back while keeping the fake cock buried inside me.
"Oh God, yes! I fucking love it!" I moan back as my breasts rise and fall with my heavy breathing. "Please keep fucking me, Mistress!"
"I don't know," Lexi says as she works the sex toy in and out of my pussy, "I think you need to be punished for being so cock-crazy."
"Please punish me, Mistress!" I beg wantonly. "I deserve it!"
"Face down, ass up. Now!" Lexi orders as she releases my ponytail and shoves the back of my head so that I fall forward and land on the bed with a light bounce.
"Yes, Mistress." I respond as I lay with my face and chest on the bed, my ass in the air and my pussy still full with fake cock.
"Reach back and spread your cheeks." she instructs in a firm voice.
I reach back with both hands and grip my sore ass cheeks. I then spread myself open, showing her my ass hole. Lexi eases the dildo out of my pussy and then aims it higher. A shiver runs through my body when the fake cock makes contact with my butt hole. Then with a single thrust, the tip of the sex toy pops inside me.
"Mm, fuck!" I grunt through clenched teeth as I grip my ass cheeks tightly.
"You like it up the ass, don't you, Slut?" Lexi asks as she holds my hips and buries the entire length of the dildo up my bum.
"I fucking love it!" I hiss. "Fuck my little ass!"
Lexi looms over me as she works the fake cock up my butt over and over. I can feel her hips impacting with my ass cheeks with every thrust. Soon I start screaming incoherently as my body tenses up and I cum yet again, overwhelmed with pleasure. This hurts so good. I love it.
The gorgeous redhead fucks my ass for a couple more minutes, triggering one last orgasm. Then she pulls out of me and I release my ass, allowing my arms to collapse limply onto the bed. I lose all sense of time until she grabs my hips and flips me onto my back. Looking over at her, I notice that the strap-on is now gone. All I see is a naked Lexi.
My head is on the pillow and I'm moaning incoherently. I can still feel my pussy shuddering from the aftermath of my orgasm. That's when Lexi knee-walks up the bed and tosses her leg over my head, straddling me. She then lowers her pussy down onto my face.
"Start eating, Slut!" Lexi orders.
I shakily raise my arms and grip Lexi's ass cheeks as I lift my head and take a quick lick of her slit. Fuck, she's delicious. My tongue lashes out, getting Lexi's already-wet pussy slick with my saliva. I can feel a shudder pass through her body as I eat her out.
"Yeah, lick my twat!" Lexi encourages.
"Mm." I moan as I get her entire gash extra wet.
Using my tongue, I lick Lexi's pussy. I try to make sure I taste every inch of her beautiful cunt. Then I push my tongue into her hole and move it in and out, fucking her with my tongue. I feel the headboard shake and know that Lexi has just grabbed onto it with both hands.
"Oh God, you're gonna make me cum! You're gonna make me cum!" Lexi moans as she presses her pussy down onto my face.
"Mm, mm, mm, mm." I mumble as I munch away.
"I'm cumming! Holy shit, I'm cumming!" Lexi announces.
I can barely breathe; her cunt is right on my face. What a way to go, suffocated by pussy. I lick Lexi through her orgasm until I finally can't take it anymore. I need to breathe. I slap her ass several times and, fortunately, Lexi gets the message.
The redhead lifts herself off of my face and then lays down beside me. I lay my head on her chest as Lexi draws me into her arms. Feeling her kiss the top of my head, I don't think I've ever felt so loved. My heart is so full.
"I love you, Lexi." I whisper.
"I love you too, Kayla." she replies.
"Stay with me tonight?" I ask in a whisper.
"I promised Steven I'd join him tonight." Lexi says with a sigh.
"He'll understand." I say, practically pleading. "Please stay."
"Okay, I'll go talk to him." Lexi says. "Why don't you wash the strap-on. It's been up your ass, after all."
"Okay." I say. "Hurry back."
Lexi and I both get out of bed. She pecks my lips before leaving the room. I grab the strap-on and head to the bathroom. After peeing and washing my hands, I wash the fake cock. Then I brush my teeth and go back to my bedroom.
"I'm back!" Lexi announces as she walks into my room completely naked a few minutes later. "He was fine with it."
"Um, Lexi." I giggle as I tap my pointer finger on the corner of my lips "You have a little..."
"Oh! Thanks!" Lexi chirps as her tongue snakes out to lap up the last drop of white.
"You gave him head to tide him over?" I ask with a smirk.
"I gave him head to tide him over." she confirms with a nod. "I let him fuck my face."
"How was that?" I wonder.
"Good!" Lexi exclaims as she bends over to take something out of her backpack, showing me her bare ass. "I love it when he's rough with me. I think I'm gonna ask him to treat me the way I treated you."
"Really?" I ask, going over to my backpack to take out a book.
"Yeah," Lexi says, standing up with her notebook and a textbook. "Just thinking about him addressing me only as 'Slut' is making me wet."
"Well, Slut," I say with a giggle, "we should get some studying done for midterms."
"Yes, Bitch." she replies. "Yes, we should."
Lexi and I get some studying done. We don't bother to put any clothes on, so we end up doing homework naked. We're both sitting cross-legged on my bed as we read and write. At one point, Lexi reaches over and squeezes one of my breasts as she loudly says 'honk honk'. I giggle and return the favor.
After doing our homework for a couple hours, we decide it's time for bed. I lay down in Lexi's arm and rest my head on her soft breast. She runs her fingers through my hair, cooing soft words as I slowly drift off to sleep.
Steven
I'm not in a deep sleep, and I wake up the instant the covers are thrown off of me. Mumbling groggily, I slowly open my eyes. Besides shadows, the only thing I can really see is the clock on my bedside table. Glancing at the clock, I see that it is 3:00AM on Tuesday morning. Before I can really contemplate why I've been woken up, a weight settles on top of me. I look up just in time to see Lexi's pussy settling over my face.
A soft hand grasps my shaft and starts stroking as consciousness fully returns to me. Now that I'm fully awake, I can feel Lexi's body over mine. I can feel her soft breasts pressing into my stomach while her hand strokes me.
"Feel good, Baby?" Lexi's voice asks.
"Lexi, it's 3:00AM!" I groan tiredly.
"Yeah, well, I need cock." Lexi says in a matter-of-fact voice as she wiggles her bum. "So, you start eating and I'll start sucking."
With that, Lexi leans down and slurps my half-hard dick into her mouth. I let out a groan as I continue hardening between her lips. Within a few seconds, I'm fully erect and throbbing. Lexi starts bobbing her head rapidly, while making loud gurgling noises.
Reaching up, I grasp her butt cheeks in both hands. I then lift my head and take one long lick of her slit, causing Lexi to arch her back and moan sexily. I can feel her entire body quivering in pleasure as I begin to eat her out.
Several minutes pass while Lexi and I pleasure each other. The sounds of our moans fill the room, along with the loud slurping noises coming from Lexi's mouth. I can feel drool running from her lips and pooling at my balls.
I hold Lexi's ass cheeks tightly as my lips latch onto her clit and start sucking. Lexi goes wild. She bucks her hips against my face and screams around my shaft. I can tell she's cumming. Hard. I just keep on eating her pussy all through her orgasm.
"Holy shit, holy shit." Lexi pulls me out of her mouth to moan. She then rests her head on my thigh and pants. The entire time she's jerking me off. "Holy shit, that was good."
"There's more where that came from!" I say against her pussy as I rapidly work my tongue along her slit.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck! Just like that!" Lexi groans as she continues stroking me. I can feel her warm breath on my shaft.
"Shit, I'm gonna cum!" I warn in a desperate gasp. "Put me back in your mouth, put me back in your mouth!"
"I've got you, Baby." she quickly says.
Lexi lifts her head and directs me toward her open mouth. As soon as I feel the warmth of her mouth surrounding me, I start shooting. She makes a loud gurgle as her cheeks start filling with cum. Then she takes me deeper into her throat and swallows a big gulp of my sperm. Feeling her throat contract around me causes me to shoot another rope into her eighteen-year-old mouth.
I give one last shudder as my orgasm concludes. Then I feel Lexi's tongue lapping at my tip, trying to get every last drop of semen. Eventually, the sensations become too intense and I have to push her off of me. She stretches out with her head near the foot of the bed as she giggles loudly.
Reaching over, I turn on the bedside lamp, illuminating the dark room. I sit up and look over to see Lexi laying back with her arms splayed. She's giggling softly, causing her small breasts to jiggle on her chest. A thin rivulet of cum is running down her chin.
"What's so funny?" I ask with a bemused expression on my face.
"Nothing, I just love our relationship." Lexi says as she scoops the cum off her chin with a finger and pops it into her mouth.
"So do I, Lexi." I reply. "So do I."
"Mm." Lexi moans as she sucks the cum from her fingertip. She places her other hand on her flat stomach and rubs it lightly.
"You ready to go back to bed?" I ask as I reach over and start to gently caress one of her tits.
"No way!" Lexi exclaims while spreading her legs. "I haven't gotten you in my pussy yet!"
"I just came, Babe." I say with a sigh as I glance between her legs. Her pretty, pink pussy looks so inviting. But I'm tired.
"Then I'll just have to get you hard again!" Lexi chirps as she sits up and faces me.
"Oh yeah, how are you gonna do that?" I ask with a smirk. We're now both sitting cross-legged on the bed and facing each other.
"You mean you don't wanna stick your dick in this?" Lexi asks as she lays down on her back and spreads her legs. As I watch, she pushes two fingers in her pussy and starts masturbating. "You're making her sad!"
"Lexi." I whisper, my eyes locked on her pussy. She looks so sexy on her back with her legs bent and raised.
"Oh, I'm so wet!" she groans as she fingers herself. "And tight! I can feel my eighteen-year-old pussy squeezing my little fingers."
"Lexi..." I moan out weakly as I feel myself starting to harden again. Taking a deep breath, I inhale the scent of her arousal.
"I want you so badly, Steven." Lexi whimpers as she flips onto her hands and knees with her butt facing me. Balancing on one hand, the sexy redhead looks over her shoulder at me and spanks her own ass. She then reaches her hand between her legs and jams two fingers back up her cunt.
"I love you." I state firmly.
Hearing the sincerity in my voice, Lexi stops fingering herself and flips around to face me. Her green eyes are bright and inquisitive as they inspect my face. My eyes never leave hers and I can tell she's breathing heavily as we gaze at each other in love. Then she pounces.
With a growl, Lexi throws herself at me, mashing her lips against mine. I wrap my arms around the naked teen as we start kissing. We are moaning heavily into each others mouths as our arms hold each other tightly.
No words are spoken. None are needed as I gently lower Lexi onto her back and get on top of her. Lexi's legs spread on either side of me as I settle into position. Looking down at her, I smile as I admire her lightly-freckled face, framed by her brilliant auburn hair. She gives me a radiant smile in return, which only enhances her beauty.
Reaching between us, I grasp my hardness and direct it toward Lexi's entrance. As I rub my glans along her wetness, Lexi lets out a gasp. I can see her tongue snake out and briefly lick her lips before hiding back inside her mouth. Once my member is in position, I release it and place a hand on top of Lexi's head as I slowly push inside her.
Her mouth opens in a silent gasp, and she tosses her head back against the pillow as she feels my thickness stretching her vaginal walls. The sight of her eyelids fluttering makes me throb inside of her. She places both her hands at the back of my neck and looks up at me with love as I start thrusting into her body with a steady pace.
Lexi's ankles hook around my calves as she begins rolling her hips to meet my thrusts. Each time I exit her hole, my return can be expected a moment later. Our rhythm becomes one, our eyes staying locked as she moans and pants, while I grunt and groan.
We make love for several minutes, her hands resting at the back of my neck as I lightly caress her face. Soon, I feel the familiar churning in my balls, and know I'm close to my release. From the increase in speed of Lexi's pants, she's not far from her own orgasm.
"Cum... with... me..." Lexi pants as she gazes up at me. Speaking for the first time.
I nod frantically as I thrust several more times into her sheath. Within moments, I feel Lexi's pussy convulse around my shaft. That's when I bury myself all the way inside of her and grunt. As her moans increase in intensity, my manhood pulses, sending wave after wave of warm semen into her young body.
Leaning down, I press my lips against hers. Lexi moans loudly into our kiss as we both ride the wave of orgasmic bliss. I slowly thrust as the last of my cum spurts out of me and into Lexi's sucking hole. Then it's over.
I pull out of her and roll off her body, landing on the bed beside her. I then draw the beautiful, young lady into my arms as she presses her body against mine. I can feel her let out out a contented sigh as she rests her head on my chest. I hold her close as we fall back asleep. No words are spoken. None are needed.
A few hours later, my alarm wakes me up to start Tuesday off properly. I shut off the alarm on my phone and smile down at the sleeping redhead in my arms. I'm impressed she is able to sleep through the loud alarm. I brush a lock of auburn hair out of her face as I admire her beauty for several seconds. Only then do I try and wake her.
"Lexi?" I whisper as I lightly shake her. "Time to wake up."
Lexi makes a cute, little noise of annoyance and buries her face in the crook of my arm. I kiss the top of her head and try lightly shaking her awake again. This time, she grunts and rolls away from me, curling up on her side as she does her best to stay asleep. I chuckle lightly as I throw the covers off of our naked bodies.
"Lexi, you need to wake up." I say in a stern voice.
"Fuck off!" Lexi moans as she covers her head with her pillow, her bare butt facing me.
"No, no," I say as I reach out and lightly slap her ass. "You're the one who woke me up at 3:00AM because you wanted sex, now you have to suffer for it."
"Hmph!" Lexi grunts from beneath the pillow.
It takes another couple minutes for Lexi to accept that I'm not gonna let her sleep in and miss class. She glares at me with tired eyes as she slowly staggers to her feet and heads to the bathroom for her morning ritual. I join her a moment later, wearing a clean pair of boxer briefs and a robe.
"You suck." Lexi says in a tired voice as she sits on the toilet.
"I love you, too." I reply, smiling down at her.
"You like watching a girl pee, pervert?" she teases, a small smile crossing her face for the first time since waking up.
"Just you." I say, patting her on the head before turning to the sink to wash my face.
"Whatever." Lexi replies.
We finish our morning routine, then head down to breakfast wearing robes. Lexi and I are holding hands, and I know she's not really annoyed with me, she just wishes she could go back to sleep. I can't blame her for that. Of course, it's her own fault for wanting happy fun times at 3:00AM.
Breakfast with Kayla is fairly standard. I'm only partially relieved when my daughter decides to not share the details of her sex dream. A fairly big part of me does want to hear the details, just like Lexi.
After breakfast, the girls leave for school and I head to the home gym to workout. I lift weights, and run on the elliptical. While running, I think about Lexi. Last night's lovemaking really was special. There's nothing wrong when she just wants to get fucked hard, but it is nice to truly make love to her every once in awhile.
I finish my run and take a quick shower. Then I dress for the day and head out the door, saying goodbye to the butler as I leave. The drive to work is uneventful, and soon I'm pulling into the parking lot at the office.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey says as I walk in.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply with a charming smile.
"Is there anything you need this morning?" she asks.
"Not that I can think of." I answer. "Thank you, Stacey."
"You're welcome, Sir." she responds.
Entering my office, I shut the door and set my bag on a nearby chair. I then take a deep breath and look at the clock. It's a little early, but I should be able to get in touch with the private investigator. I give Jason a call.
"Hello, this is Jason. How can I help you?" Jason's voice answers.
"Good morning. This is Steven. I'm calling in regards to the Keith Strulk investigation." I answer.
"Oh yes, of course. Hi, Steven." Jason says in a friendly voice.
"Sorry for calling so early." I say.
"It's no trouble at all." Jason responds. "I was already up and working. What can I do for you?"
"Well," I begin, "I know it hasn't been long, but I was hoping for an update and I had some more information for you."
"It's only been a few days, so I don't have much." Jason says. "However, I did talk to my friend on the force, and they are aware there's a big dealer in the local high school. They're just not sure who. So, if we can prove it's Keith, we definitely have something."
"That's good to hear." I reply.
"It's tough," Jason says, "he might be eighteen, but I'm still investigating a high school student. This will take a bit of time."
"I understand." I respond.
"You said you had information for me?" Jason asks.
"Yes." I tell him. "My daughter's ex-boyfriend sent Keith naked pictures of my daughter. He taunted her with them yesterday. We weren't sure if we should report him for the harassment."
"I see." Jason says. "First off, I'm sorry your daughter is going through this."
"Thank you." I say.
"Second, I wouldn't report him." Jason tells me. "Your daughter is eighteen, and I'm guessing she sent the pictures willingly. The only way to get him in real trouble would be if he was distributing them widely. If he's just keeping them for himself? Slap on the wrist."
"I understand." I say into the phone. "I'll tell Kayla."
"Thank you for understanding." Jason says. "A lot of people would lose their cool and do whatever they could."
"I try to be a little more patient than that." I respond.
"Glad to hear it." Jason says.
"I'll let you go." I tell him. "Thank you for your time."
"Have a good one." Jason responds.
"You, too." I say before hanging up.
I set my phone down on my desk and start working. For a couple hours, I look over financial statements and respond to emails. I have one meeting, but fortunately it doesn't last for very long. After the meeting, I check my phone and see a text from Lexi.



Lexi: Hey, Baby. Is it okay if Nicole comes over today? She is leaving work early.
Steven: Of course it is!
Lexi: Thank you! I thought maybe she could stay for dinner.
Steven: Sounds good to me.
Lexi: You're the best!
Steven: You don't need to ask me, you know. It's your house, too.
Lexi: Really? :)
Steven: Really, my love.
Lexi: I love you.
Steven: And I love you.
Work continues. I have some spare time, so I start making more preparations for being gone all next week. Hopefully things won't be too crazy when I return. Soon, it's lunch time and I sit down with Stacey to eat.
"How's your day going so far?" I ask.
"Pretty good, thanks. Yours?" replies the beautiful blonde.
"Not bad at all." I answer.
"Good!" Stacey says. "We're still good for Thursday, right?"
"Of course!" I respond.
"Great!" Stacey smiles before taking a bite of her lunch. "Is there anything I can bring?
"Bring a bathing suit if you wanna go swimming." I suggest. "We have a very nice pool."
"Oh yeah?" Stacey asks. "I bet you'd prefer if I didn't wear a suit."
"Guilty as charged." I reply with a grin.
"I'll bring a suit." Stacey says with a giggle. "No promises that it'll stay on."
"I like the sound of that." I answer.
"What about for dinner?" she asks.
"You don't have to bring anything." I tell her.
"I know, but I'd like to." Stacey says.
"How about you bring dessert?" I suggest.
"Perfect!" she says with a smile.
We finish our lunch and then Stacey returns to her desk to work. I sip on my drink while typing away at my computer. Soon enough, the day is over and it is time to go home. I hop in my car and start the drive home.
"Good evening, Sir." says the butler as I walk in.
"Good evening." I reply with a friendly smile.
Dinner with Nicole ends up going really well. I think she's finally coming around to the idea of Lexi and I. After dinner, we walk Nicole to the foyer and say good night. The gorgeous redhead leaves, and I'm left alone with Lexi and Kayla.
I ask the girls if they wanna go to the main living room to watch television. That's when they tell me that they want some alone time. I happily agree to let them have their time together and head to the living room myself.
While Lexi and Kayla are fucking, I play video games on the giant television. While I kill various enemies on the big screen, I try not to imagine Lexi and Kayla in the heat of their passion. A big part of me wishes I could be in there watching, even if Kayla is my daughter.
When I'm done playing video games, I head to mine and Lexi's bedroom and strip down to my boxer briefs. I then put on a robe and sit down at my desk. I surf the internet until a naked Lexi walks into the bedroom.
"Hi, Lexi!" I say affectionately as I admire her nude frame.
"Hi, Steven." she says nervously as she pads her way over to me.
"How goes it?" I ask.
"Oh, you know," Lexi says with a shrug, "just railed your daughter with a strap-on. Same old."
"Too much information." I reply.
"Sorry about it." Lexi says neutrally.
"Is something wrong?" I ask.
"No, not really." Lexi sighs while standing in front of me. " I just know that I promised you that I'd spend the night with you."
"But...?" I ask.
"But, Kayla really needs me tonight." Lexi finishes for me. "Is it okay if I spend the night with her?"
"Why do you seem afraid to ask me?" I inquire as I wrap an arm around her thin waist and draw her close.
"I just don't want you to be mad at me." Lexi explains as she sits in my lap and wraps her arms around my neck.
"I'm not mad at you, Cutie." I say as I lean forward and peck her lips. "How could I be when you're naked?"
"Dirty, old man." Lexi giggles as she kisses me back.
"I love you, Lexi." I say sincerely.
"I love you, Steven." she replies as she slips out of my lap and drops to her knees between my legs. "Let me show you just how much."
"You don't have to..." I say as I look down at my loving girlfriend.
"Are you kidding? I LOVE sucking dick." Lexi says as she opens my robe. "Especially yours."
"Hopefully only mine!" I say teasingly as I lift my butt to help Lexi pull down my boxer briefs.
"Only yours." Lexi confirms with a nod as she strokes me several times while looking down and admiring my erection. "Forever."
"Lexi!" is all I say in response because Lexi seizes the moment to lower her head and slurp me into her warm, wet mouth.
"Mm." she hums around my shaft as she takes me deeper.
I bury my hands in her auburn hair as Lexi starts bobbing her head. She takes more of my length in between her lips with each downward motion until, finally, her chin is resting against my balls. She then swallows so that her throat will squeeze my cock.
"Holy shit!" I gasp as my hips involuntarily buck.
"Fuck my face." Lexi says thickly around my cock.
Gripping her head in both my hands, I began moving her head up and down my cock rapidly. Lexi leaves her mouth hanging open and lets out the sexiest gagging and gurgling noises as I use her mouth as if it were a pussy. Drool runs from her lips while she keeps both hands behind her back, letting me use her.
"Gonna cum soon." I grunt as I hold Lexi's face all the way down on my dick and buck my hips.
"Mouth!" she says thickly around my shaft.
Understanding what she wants, I grip Lexi's head tightly as my legs shake and I grunt. Warm cum starts shooting out of my cock. Lexi's cheeks puff out as they fill with my seed. Then, with a loud gulp, she swallows my offering to her. Just in time for another rope to splatter against the roof of her mouth. She just swallows again.
"Mm." she moans as she pulls off my cock with a slurp.
"That was fucking amazing." I gasp as I release her head and look down at her.
Lexi gapes her mouth and shows me the last of my cum. She then closes her mouth, tilts her head back, and swallows the remainder of my load. I smile down at her and chuckle when she smacks her lips.
"I try." she states simply.
"I love you." I say as I reach out and caress one of her breasts.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies as she takes her hand and places it over mine, encouraging me to play with her tit.
"You should probably head back to Kayla." I say reluctantly.
"Yeah..." Lexi sighs. "I'll miss you."
"I'll miss you, too." I reply.
"See you tomorrow at breakfast?" Lexi asks.
"I can't wait." I reply.
Lexi and I exchange a soft kiss before the beautiful girl gets up and heads out of the room. I admire her firm ass as it sways across the room and out the door. Pulling up my boxer briefs and fixing my robe, I turn back to my computer and screw around on the internet for a few hours before it's time for bed. I brush my teeth and then get into bed. I fall asleep alone.
Wednesday morning I wake up before my alarm. I shut it off for the day and get out of bed with a big stretch. Putting on my robe, I head down to breakfast. The maid serves breakfast and then returns to the kitchen to clean up. I'm a little early, so I read a news site on my phone until Lexi and Kayla show up.
"Good morning, Baby." Lexi's voice chirps a few minutes later.
"Morning, Daddy!" Kayla says happily.
"Good mo- wow!" I exclaim as I look up from my phone and notice that the girls didn't bother to put on robes.
"Told ya he'd love it." says Lexi as she wraps an arm around Kayla and the two of them pose prettily.
"You were right." Kayla giggles.
Both girls are wearing nothing but panties and smiles. Their firm breasts are out and proud, with obviously hard nipples. They pose for a few more seconds before they each take a seat at the table and serve themselves breakfast.
"You aren't worried the maid will see you?" I ask.
"They're just tits." Lexi says with a shrug.
"She has her own pair." Kayla reasons. "Plus, she's seen 'em before."
"As long as you're comfortable." I reply.
"I'm very comfortable." Lexi purrs as she cups her breasts. She then releases them and picks up her fork to start eating.
"Me too, Daddy!" says Kayla.
"Well, good!" I laugh before taking a bite of my omelet.
"Hey, Kayla?" Lexi says.
"Yes?" Kayla asks.
"Why don't you show him how you can lick your own titty." Lexi suggests.
"Okay!" Kayla exclaims.
My fork freezes halfway in the air as Kayla takes one of her breasts and lifts it. She then lowers her head and takes her own nipple into her mouth with a slurp. Kayla moans loudly as she sucks on her perfect size tit.
"You're very talented, Honey." I say in a hoarse whisper.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla says after releasing her boob.
"I wish I could do that." Lexi pouts.
"Yours are perfect, Lexi." I say. "Because they're yours."
"Thanks, Baby!" Lexi replies with a smile.
"What's the plan for today?" I ask before taking a sip of my drink.
"School. Therapy. Ian's for dinner." Kayla answers simply.
"School. Nothing. Dinner with you." Lexi replies.
"Sounds good." I say. "I'll come home from work and then the two of us will go out for a nice meal."
"Could you come home early?" Lexi asks. "I'll be alone while Kayla is in therapy."
"I really shouldn't." I tell her. "I'll be out all next week. Just use the time to study for midterms. Isn't your first one tomorrow?"
"Blah." Lexi says before blowing a raspberry.
"You should study, Lexi." Kayla says with a giggle before nibbling on some toast.
"Hmph." grunts the beautiful redhead. "Fine. Jerks."
"Good girl." I tease.
"Whatever." Lexi rolls her eyes.
The three of us continue to chat over breakfast. I admire all four breasts as we discuss the upcoming vacation to Bermuda. We're all very excited and hope the next few days go by fast. It's going to be an amazing trip.
After breakfast, we all shower and get ready for the day. Lexi and I shower together to save time. There's some touching and kissing, but we don't have sex or anything. Sadly, there just isn't enough time. I don't want Lexi to be late for school.
I wish the girls a good day and kiss them both goodbye. Then I run on the treadmill for a little while before changing into my work clothes. Saying goodbye to the butler, I rush out the door and go to my car. Then I drive to work.
"Good morning, Sir." says Stacey as I walk by her desk.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply.
"Do you need anything this morning?" Stacey asks.
"All good. Thanks, Stacey." I reply.
"You're welcome, Sir." my assistant says.
The work day is pretty uneventful. I look over financial statements, answer emails, and sit in pointless meetings. I also have lunch with Stacey. We flirt heavily, but don't end up having sex. Throughout the day, I'm also texting with Lexi.
Steven: How's your day going?
Lexi: Boooooooring. Yours?
Steven: About the same.
Lexi: Miss ya, Cutie.
Steven: Miss you, too!
Lexi: Miss me, or my slutty holes? ;)
Steven: Can't it be both? :)
Lexi: I suppose so. ;P
Steven: I love you.
Lexi: I love you, too!
Lexi: I have a surprise for you tonight!
Steven: Oh yeah?
Lexi: You're gonna love it!
Steven: Does it involve you naked and bouncing up and down on my cock? ;)
Lexi: You'll have to wait to find out. :D
Steven: Hmph.
Lexi: Hmph, to you too!
Steven: You're lucky you're cute.
Lexi: No, you're lucky I'm cute. :)
We continue to text throughout the day. Once the work day is over, I decide to get Lexi a surprise as well. I say goodbye to Stacey before heading to the nearest jewelry store. It doesn't take long for me to pick out a beautiful diamond tennis bracelet that I know she'll love. It's very expensive, but she's worth it.
"Good evening, Sir." says the butler when I arrive home.
"Good evening." I reply with a friendly smile and nod.
I walk through the house until I find Lexi in the main living room, doing homework. It looks like Kayla has already left for dinner with Ian and his parents. Lexi immediately stands up and runs to me. She hugs me tightly before kissing my lips. I pull back after our initial greeting in order to admire her in her little black dress. My girlfriend is also wearing the necklace I gave her with the stylized 'A' hanging just above her breasts. She's absolutely stunning.
"You look incredible." I say in awe.
"Thank you. You look good, too." she blushes prettily.
"I'm just in my work clothes." I say. Of course, my work outfit is a suit.
"Still, you look very yummy!" Lexi replies. "For an old man."
"Old? Buy your own dinner." I say, giving her a fake glare.
"Suck your own dick." she retorts with a shrug.
"Well played." I grunt.
"Ready to go?" she asks, ignoring my last statement.
"In a rush?" I inquire.
"I'm sick of studying!" Lexi whines.
"Okay, okay," I laugh, "let's go!"
I offer Lexi my arm, and she loops hers through mine. Together, we walk out to the car. I open Lexi's door for her, and she gets in. Then I sit in the driver's seat and start up the car. Barely twenty minutes later, we are pulling into the parking lot of the nicest restaurant in town.
"Milady." I say, offering her my hand as I hold her door open.
"Why thank you, kind sir!" she purrs as she slips her small hand into mine.
I help Lexi out of the car, and the two of us walk into the restaurant. I give my name and we are immediately shown to a table. The waiter fills our glasses with water while we each pick up a menu and peruse.
"This is such a nice place!" Lexi gushes.
"We enjoyed it so much last time we were here, I figured we should come back." I explain.
"You figured right!" Lexi chirps.
Lexi looks absolutely stunning in her little black dress, with her auburn hair framing her lightly-freckled face. We chat for several more minutes until the waiter returns. Sadly, Lexi is under twenty-one, so she can't order alcohol. I decide to get something non-alcoholic as well when we order drinks and place our food orders.
"I have a surprise for you as well." I tell Lexi when the waiter leaves.
"Oh yeah?" she asks with a smile.
"Yup!" I say as I take out a long jewelry box and slide it across the table.
"Awe! You didn't have to get me anything!" Lexi says as she takes the box and starts to open it.
"I know, but I wanted to." I say with a charming smile.
"Oh, my God! Steven, I love it!" Lexi exclaims as she holds up the diamond tennis bracelet.
"A beautiful bracelet for a beautiful, young woman." I state.
"You are sooo getting lucky tonight!" Lexi says as she places the bracelet on her wrist and admires it under the candlelight.
"That's not why I gave it to you." I chuckle.
"Still.." Lexi trails off. "Still, I wish I could crawl under the table and suck your dick right now!"
"We'd probably get the police called on us if you did that." I laugh.
"Shame. I could use some cum." Lexi says with a wink.
"Is that my surprise? Sex?" I ask just before our dinner arrives.
"Enjoy!" says the waiter.
"Thank you!" I say with a smile.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps before digging in.
"Well?" I ask when the waiter leaves.
"This prime rib is to die for!" Lexi announces as she takes another bite.
"Lexi." I state.
"Steven." she replies with a straight face.
"The surprise?" I ask.
"What makes you think you're getting it now?" Lexi asks.
"Trying to avoid telling me?" I inquire in a teasing voice. I then take a bite of my dinner. Lexi isn't wrong, the food here really is delicious.
"Fine, fine." Lexi sighs theatrically. "You know how Kayla and I had sex yesterday?"
"Yeah?" I ask, wondering where this is going.
"Well, it got kinda kinky." she says with a devious grin.
"Kinky how?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"At Kayla's insistence, I got a little dominatrix on her." Lexi explains.
"Oh yeah?" I ask, trying not to picture my daughter being dominated.
"Yes." Lexi nods. "I made her call me 'Mistress' and I only addressed her as 'Slut'."
"I'm not sure what this has to do with my surprise..." I say before taking a bite of potatoes.
"It gave me an idea." Lexi explains. "Tonight, you're gonna dominate me."
"I am?" I ask.
"Yes." Lexi states simply. "I will only address you as 'Sir', and you will call me 'Slut'. I'll do any dirty thing you can think of, starting when we leave the restaurant. Surprise!"
"Mm, I like it." I say, imagining bending her over in that dress.
"Good." Lexi replies with a smile. "Kayla is my slut, and I'm yours."
We continue making small talk throughout the meal. Lexi is in a great mood, and it is infectious. I find myself smiling and laughing right along with her. After dinner, we split dessert, then I pay the bill, leaving a very generous tip, and the two of us make our way back to the car.
"That was great!" Lexi says as she fastens her seat belt.
"It really was!" I respond, starting the car.
"We're leaving the restaurant." Lexi reminds me as I pull out of the parking lot and into traffic.
"I'm aware of that, Slut." I state firmly.
"Of course, Sir. Sorry, Sir." Lexi quickly says.
We drive for several minutes in silence. Lexi is looking straight ahead with her hands in her lap, waiting for an order. I decide to make her wait and don't say anything. Eventually though, I give in and issue a command.
"Take my cock out, Slut." I order.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi responds as she reaches across the seat with both hands and unbuckles my pants. Moments later, my hard dick is out in the open, throbbing in Lexi's tiny hand.
"Suck my dick." I state firmly as I turn onto the highway.
My gorgeous girlfriend unfastens her seat belt and gets up on her knees, facing me. She then brushes a lock of hair out of her face before leaning down and slurping me into her mouth. I run my hand along her tight body before resting it on top of her head.
Keeping one hand on the steering wheel, I lightly apply pressure to Lexi's head with the other, encouraging her to bob her head on me. Her hand pushes my pants out of the way so that she can take me even deeper. Soon, my shaft is slick with her saliva.
"Don't stop, don't stop." I whisper as she bobs her head rapidly.
"Mm." she hums around my thickness while she sucks me off.
It's really an amazing blowjob. Lexi continues enthusiastically giving me road head until we pull off of the highway. At that time she starts really sucking hard, moaning around my shaft as she tries to draw the cum out of my balls.
"Gonna cum, Slut." I warn her.
"Mmphmm." she moans around my dick while sucking.
"Lexi!" I gasp, forgetting to call her 'Slut' as the first rope of cum explodes from my tip.
"Mm." Lexi hums happily as semen fills her mouth.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" I order quickly.
Lexi shakes her head and makes a sound of agreement. I struggle to keep my eyes on the road as the last of my cum dribbles into her warm, wet mouth. Then I grab Lexi by the hair and pull her off my cock.
"Show me." I order, glancing at her.
The beautiful redhead opens her mouth and shows me the large pool of cum between her lips. I keep glancing between her mouth and the road. As I watch, Lexi starts playing with the cum. She wiggles her tongue around in it before clenching her teeth and squishing the cum between her teeth with a wet sound.
"Swallow, Slut." I state firmly.
"Mm." Lexi moans as she closes her mouth and gives a deliberate swallow.
"Show me." I order once again.
"Mm, cum!" Lexi purrs as she shows me her now-empty mouth. "I love cum!"
"Put my cock away." I instruct.
Lexi reaches over and puts my cock back in my pants before buckling them once again. She then sits down and puts her seat belt back on. Her hands are now folded in her lap, and she's looking straight ahead, waiting for another order. The rest of the drive passes in silence.
"We're here." I say as I park the car in our driveway. "Get out of the car, Slut."
Lexi smiles and gets out of the car. I walk around the car and take her hand. The two of us then make our way into the house, noticing that Kayla's car isn't back yet. We greet the butler before heading upstairs to our bedroom.



"Bend over." I order as soon as I take off my shoes and socks.
"Yes, Sir." Lexi purrs, not bothering to remove her heels as she bends over the bed and sticks out her ass.
I slowly remove my clothes. Walking over to my closet, I place my jacket back on a hanger and put it inside. Then I take off my tie and return it to its proper place. I ignore Lexi completely as I get undressed, and soon, I'm down to just my boxers.
"Hurry up!" Lexi whines. "I need dick in me!"
Sighing, I slowly shut the drawer of my dresser before walking over to where Lexi is bent over and fidgeting. I then lift up her dress, exposing her panties. With one quick yank, her panties are stretched around her knees. Raising my hand, I bring it down hard on Lexi's backside.
"Fuck!" Lexi gasps as her body jerks forward.
"Bad Slut!" I hiss. "Be patient!"
"I'm sorry, Sir!" she says. "I just miss your big cock so much!"
"I understand, but you need to be patient and wait until I'm ready." I explain.
"Yes, Sir." Lexi nods rapidly.
"You know I need to punish you now, right?" I ask as I massage her tender butt cheek.
"Yes, Sir." Lexi replies.
I run my fingers along her slit, making Lexi shiver. Feeling how wet she is, I can tell she messed up on purpose so that she can enjoy being punishesd. That's just fine with me. I raise my hand and spank her other ass cheek.
"Ah!" Lexi cries out, her hands gripping the comforter.
"That's two." I say before spanking her again, harder this time. "Three."
"Thank you, Sir!" she gasps as her tight body wriggles in pleasure.
"How many do you think you deserve?" I ask as I slap her bum again. "Four."
"A dozen, Sir." Lexi answers.
"I agree." I say before readjusting her dress again so that her ass is fully exposed. I then spank her eight more times, four times per cheek.
"Oh, God!" Lexi moans after the last slap, her tiny body tensing up. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
"Did you just cum, Slut?" I ask as I push two fingers into her soaked pussy.
"I had a small one, Sir." Lexi moans as she lowers her head and moans.
"Damn, your pussy is holding my fingers like a vice." I comment.
"I hope my pussy pleases you, Sir." Lexi says while enjoying my fingers stimulating her teen hole.
"Let's find out." I respond as I pull my fingers out of her.
"Of course, Sir." Lexi replies formally.
Dropping my boxer briefs to my feet, I step out of them, leaving me naked. I admire Lexi's body as I stroke myself. She's still wearing her heels, and has her underwear bunched up around her knees. Her dress is hiked up, exposing her pussy and ass. The black dress is still in place over her upper body, concealing her breasts.
I get in place behind Lexi and run my hands along her firm rump. I feel a shiver pass through her body and know that her butt cheeks are still really tender. My hand grasps my cock at the base as I rub my mushroom head along her moist slit. Only after teasing her to the point where she is making sad begging noises do I push inside.
"Fuck!" Lexi groans as she thrusts her ass back to take me all the way into her warmth.
Gripping her hips tightly, I begin thrusting into my beautiful, eighteen-year-old girlfriend's body. She's so tight, I can feel every small convulsion in her pussy as she takes my dick. An involuntary groan escapes my lips when Lexi squeezes her well-trained vaginal muscles around my length.
"Fuck, you're tight." I grunt as I take her from behind.
"Fuck, you're big!" she grunts back in between moans and pants.
After fucking Lexi for a couple minutes, I bury myself to the hilt and rotate my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls. The effect is immediate. Lexi arches her back, causing her red hair to cascade down it. Then her orgasm explodes.
"Holy shit, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Lexi announces as she spreads her legs, stretching her underwear between her knees.
Releasing Lexi's hips, I grab onto her shoulders and rapidly fuck her through her orgasm. The change in pace causes Lexi to tense up and cum a second time. A third orgasm follows not long after as my multi-orgasmic nymphomaniac of a girlfriend screams and shudders.
"Get your tits out." I order once Lexi comes down from her orgasmic high. I then pull the shoulder straps of her little black dress down to her upper arms.
Lexi pulls her arms out of the straps and pushes the dress down, leaving the garment bunched around her waist. While she is balancing on her hands, I reach forward and unhook her bra. Together, we get the bra off of her and toss it aside, allowing my girlfriend's breasts to swing freely.
"Mm." Lexi moans when I reach around her body to cup her tits in both hands.
"Fuck, I love your tits." I groan as I thrust into her while using her boobs as handholds.
"I love your cock, Sir." Lexi pants as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts. "It feels so big inside my tight, little pussy."
"Good Slut." I say as I spank her firm butt cheek.
"Fuck!" Lexi cries out as her body shudders. "Pull my hair! Please! Pull my hair!"
Reaching forward, I grab a fistful of Lexi's auburn hair. I yank hard, causing her head to snap back and her back to arch. I can tell her mouth is hanging open as she pants loudly. My thrusts speed up as I fuck Lexi with an intense, yet steady, rhythm.
"You're so tight." I grunt as I look down and admire our joining.
"It's your pussy, Sir! It's your pussy!" Lexi screams, her head still held back by my grip on her hair.
"Gonna cum soon." I tell her. "Where do you want it?"
"In me!" she exclaims. "Cum inside me, Baby! Fill my slutty pussy!"
I yank Lexi's head back as I lean forward grunt in her ear. Her back arches against my chest as her pussy squeezes my cock. Cum spurts from my tip and coats her womb while we both groan in our orgasms.
Easing out of Lexi's pussy, I stand up and take a step back. She immediately spins around and drops to her knees. Taking my cock in her hand, Lexi crams me into her mouth and sucks out the last few drops of my load.
"Holy shit, you're so fucking sexy." I say as I look down at her, naked except for her dress, which is bunched in a ring around her waist, and her heels.
"Thank you, Sir." Lexi purrs as she pulls off my cock. She smiles up at me while holding my half-hard dick.
"Get me hard, Slut." I order.
"Yes, Sir." Lexi husks before leaning in and sucking me into her mouth once again.
This is just the start of one amazing night. After Lexi gets me hard again, I have her stand up and shimmy out of her little black dress. Once she's naked, except for her heels, I instruct her to lay at the edge of the bed and hold her legs back. Then I fuck her to a screaming orgasm before pulling out and shoving my dick up her tight ass. I ass-fuck Lexi for several minutes, until I'm ready to burst. Te entire time, her heels are shaking in the air. The redheaded beauty drops to her knees just in time for me to cream her face.
Next, we hit the shower. I clean off my cock while Lexi washes the cum from her body. We don't fuck in the shower, but Lexi does get on her knees and sucks me until I'm hard again. Then we return to the bedroom.
We fuck in every position imaginable. While standing, I lift her up and hold her by the ass as she wraps her arms and legs around me. We fuck while standing for several minutes, before I throw her on the bed and flip her into doggystyle. I spank Lexi and pull her hair while drilling her from behind. All while she is moaning and begging for more.
After doggystyle, I have Lexi ride me until she cums. Her little tits look so sexy as they bounce on her chest. Next, I lay her on her back and bend her in half so her ankles are by her ears. I proceed to fuck her brains out as she screams her little head off.
When I'm ready to cum, I stand over Lexi and shower her chest and face with my seed while she sticks out her tongue and holds her boobs together. Naturally, I take a picture of her like this for the nice memory. Fuck, I love this girl.
We get back in the shower so that Lexi can wash the cum from her face and chest. I end up pressing her against the glass shower door and fingering her. I love imagining how her butt cheeks must look pressed up against the shower glass.
After Lexi has another orgasm, we return to bed. I check my phone and confirm that Kayla has gotten home safely. Then Lexi and I cuddle. We whisper sweet words to each other as we lightly caress each others bodies. It isn't very long before Lexi drifts off to sleep. I follow soon after.
Kayla
I wake from a dreamless sleep on Wednesday morning as my alarm goes off. I lift my head from Lexi's breast to shut off the alarm. The two of us then stretch and yawn before throwing the covers off of our naked bodies.
"Morning, Lexi." I say in a chipper voice.
"Good morning, Beautiful." Lexi replies as she leans over to kiss me.
"Mm." I moan as I happily kiss her back.
The two of us then get out of bed and put our books into our backpacks so we can take them to school. While doing so, I am bent over and end up jumping up with a squeal when Lexi playfully spanks me. I then grab her and shove one of her tits in my mouth in retaliation. We giggle and wrestle playfully for several minutes before realizing we'll be late for breakfast if we don't head down soon.
"Hey, Kayla?" Lexi calls out as she steps into her panties.
"Yeah?" I ask as I also put on my underwear.
"I still feel bad about leaving Steven last night." she says.
"I know, I'm sorry." I say sincerely.
"No need." Lexi assures me. "I just figured we could reward him by going down to breakfast in our panties."
"No robes?" I inquire.
"No robes." she nods.
"Okay!" I agree. I've come a long way from when Daddy caught me with David. I remember immediately covering my breasts when Daddy walked in. Now? Now I'm happy to tease him with my big titties.
"Great!" Lexi chirps.
I check my phone and send good morning texts to the girls and Ian. Then Lexi and I head down to breakfast, our breasts out and proud. The maid doesn't see us this time, but who cares even if she did? They're just tits.
I catch Daddy checking out mine or Lexi's tits several times during our meal. I giggle when Lexi suggests I suck on one of my tits for Daddy's viewing pleasure. I happily agree, and love the tease. Daddy and Lexi love it, too.
After breakfast, I take a shower and get ready for school. Then Lexi and I say goodbye to Daddy before heading outside. Since I have therapy and Lexi has a date with Daddy, we take separate cars for the first time in awhile.
"Good morning, ladies!" I say to the girls when we all meet up before homeroom.
"Morning, morning!" Lexi adds.
"Three more days!" Ashley says excitedly.
"Good morning!" Marcia happily says.
"Ungh." Hazel grunts sleepily.
"Up all night again, Hazel?" I ask.
"I like TV." Hazel shrugs. The tan girl's long brown hair is in its usual ponytail.
"Well, don't be up all night when we're in Bermuda!" Marcia says.
"Yeah, you wouldn't want to be exhausted on our trip!" Lexi reasons.
"Unless it's after a night of wild sex, of course." Ashley nods primly.
"Sex really is all you think about, isn't it?" Marcia asks.
"What can I say? I'm a horny girl." Ashley giggles.
"So am I!" Hazel adds. "But there are still other things to look forward to!"
"Yeah, like sun and fun!" I interject.
"Get laid on the beach, then it's sun and fun!" Lexi adds.
"My girl!" Ashley exclaims as she high-fives Lexi.
The five of us chat for several more minutes until it is time for homeroom. Then we go our separate ways. I space out during homeroom and then head to my first class, which is actually one I share with Marcia. After my first class, I say goodbye to Marcia and head in the opposite direction.
"Hey, Kayla! Wait up!" a male voice calls.
"Oh, Dan. Hi!" I say in surprise when I turn to face him.
"Glad I caught you." he says as he approaches me.
"What's up?" I ask, hoping he isn't gonna try for a quickie. That's not happening.
"Listen, I was wondering," Dan begins, "would you go to prom with me?"
"I, uh, really?" I ask in shock. I can't believe he's asking me out on an actual date.
"Yeah!" Dan exclaims. "I've always really liked you."
"Oh, that's sweet." I say sincerely. "I'm sorry, Dan. I already said I'd go with Ian."
"Oh, okay." Dan replies, looking crestfallen. "I understand. Thanks anyway, Kayla."
"I really am sorry." I tell him, and I mean it. The guy really does look disappointed. I'm shocked, I thought I was just a few holes and a pair of tits to him.
"It's okay." he says. "Talk soon?"
"Yeah, definitely." I reply.
Dan and I go our separate ways, and I actually feel really bad about turning him down. There's nothing I can do though, I'm going with Ian. He might be my boyfriend by the time prom comes around next month. Dan will just have to find someone else to go with.
I go to my next class and sit through the review for the midterm. Then it's time for lunch. I walk down to the cafeteria and meet up with Lexi. The two of us buy our lunches and then head to our usual table with Ashley, Marcia, Hazel, Josh, Shawn, and Ian.
"Hi, guys!" I say as I sit down.
"Hello, hello!" Lexi adds as she sits down beside me.
"Hello, ladies!" says Shawn in a confident voice.
"Hi." Josh mumbles.
Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel all say 'hi' as well. Hazel still looks completely exhausted. That girl needs to start going to bed earlier. We all dig in as we make conversation with each other in the crowded cafeteria.
"Does everyone have midterms tomorrow and Friday?" Lexi asks.
"Yes." I confirm with a nod before taking another bite.
"Yeah." Hazel grunts.
"Yup!" Marcia adds.
"No, I only have midterms on Friday." says Shawn.
"Same!" Ashley adds.
"I have tests tomorrow and Friday." Ian answers.
"Me, too." Josh says.
"Can't wait for these exams to be over." Shawn laments.
"Same." Marcia says.
"You ladies must be excited for your trip?" Ian asks.
"Yeah, definitely!" Lexi chirps.
"Wish you guys could come!" I say.
"Yeah, me too." Ian says sadly. "Are we still on for dinner tonight with my parents, Kayla?"
"Yes, definitely!" I respond happily. "I'll be over after my doctor's appointment."
"Awe, you two kids have fun!" Lexi teases.
"Yeah, just remember to practice safe sex!" Ashley giggles.
"I'm on the pill!" I say loudly.
"Woah." Shawn says, utterly speechless.
"Um..." Josh mumbles.
"You're embarrassing the boys!" Marcia chastises. "Knock it off."
"Sorry, Mom." Ashley laughs.
"I-it's okay. I'm not embarrassed." says Ian, whose face is bright red, just like Josh and Shawn. They're all so clueless about women. It's adorable.
"Yes, you are." I say as I lean over to kiss his cheek.
"This is a good thing, boys." Lexi explains. "It means we girls are getting more comfortable with you."
"Yeah, even shy Marcia is comfortable lecturing us in front of you." Ashley says.
"I'm not shy, I'm quiet!" Marcia exclaims.
"Yeah, yeah." Hazel teases.
The group conversation quickly devolves into several conversations all going on at once. As we eat our lunch, we continue to chat until lunch period is just about over. Then we go our separate ways to our afternoon classes. During class, I text with Lexi.
Kayla: Dan asked me to prom.
Lexi: Seriously? The guy who drilled me from behind while I sucked off your dad?
Kayla: Yes, that Dan.
Lexi: That's hilarious!
Kayla: Whatever. :P
Lexi: It is!
Kayla: Yeah, yeah. He fucked me quite a bit, too. You called me on it.
Lexi: You want love, Kayla. That's why.
Kayla: Yeah, I hope I can have that with Ian.
Lexi: You can. It'll just take awhile to get there. You have some intense fantasies, but you want love.
Kayla: Thanks, Lexi.
Lexi: You're welcome, my love. :)
After school, I say goodbye to Lexi and get in my car. I start the drive to therapy, and soon I'm parking in front of Kasey's office. I head into the building and sit in the waiting room until it's my turn. Then I go in.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey says as I sit down on the couch in her office. "It's nice to see you again."
"Hello. You, too." I reply with a friendly smile.
"How has this week been for you?" Kasey asks.
"It's been okay." I say. "Some ups and downs."
"Any particular moments you wanted to talk about?" she asks.
"I guess I've just been having some pretty intense dreams." I admit reluctantly.
"What kind of dreams?" Kasey inquires.
"Sex dreams. With multiple people." I say with a blush.
"I see. And that bothers you?" Kasey asks.
"I don't know. Just last week I was saying how I want love and don't want anything like that." I explain. "Now I'm feeling like I do want wild sex, but even then, I'm still with Ian. I just keep going back and forth, not knowing what I want, feeling guilty about what I might want, and feeling guilty about feeling guilty."
"Those are some pretty intense feelings." Kasey says. "Human sexuality is very complicated, Kayla. It's okay to have fantasies. Do you actually act them out? That's ultimately up to you, but just know that there's nothing to be ashamed of."
"Intellectually, I know that." I say, "It's just hard to convince myself of it."
"Yeah," Kasey nods, "knowing something and feeling it are two very different things."
"Definitely." I agree.
"Did you have a chance to practice meditation at all this week?" Kasey asks.
"A little." I answer. "I forgot the last couple of nights though."
"That's okay, it'll take time to get used to it." Kasey tells me.
"Lexi's been a huge comfort to me." I tell my therapist.
"I'm glad you have her in your life." says Kasey.
"Thank you. I am, too." I reply.
"Do you feel like these dreams are giving you anxiety?" asks Kasey.
"Yeah, sometimes I just feel really overwhelmed." I answer.
"Okay, well I'd like to teach you a technique for dealing with anxiety. It's called the 5-4-3-2-1 coping technique." Kasey says.
"How does it work?" I ask.
"Well, first off, you need to focus on your breathing." Kasey explains. "Start off with slow, deep breaths to relax. Then you acknowledge five things you can see around you. These things could be a spot on the wall, a book, the television in your room, anything."
"Okay." I say, listening intently.
"Second, you acknowledge four things you can touch." Kasey continues. "These things could be your cheek, your phone, or your bed. Next, acknowledge three things you hear. They could be the ticking of a clock or the television. Then acknowledge two things you can smell. Maybe your hair or your perfume. Finally, acknowledge one thing you can taste. Maybe gum or the leftover taste in your mouth from lunch. This should help relax you."
"Okay, I'll try." I say as Kasey hands me a sheet with everything she just said on it.
"Try it when you're not feeling overwhelmed first, then it'll be easier when you actually need it." Kasey suggests. "This kind of thing takes practice."
"I'll practice this, along with meditation." I promise.
"Good." Kasey smiles.
Therapy continues for forty-five minutes. I mostly talk about school and my upcoming trip to Bermuda. Kasey and I schedule an appointment for two weeks from now, since I'll be out of the country next Wednesday.
"Have a good trip, Kayla." Kasey says when I rise to leave.
"Thank you!" I reply with a smile.
"See you in two weeks." Kasey grins.
"You, too!" I respond.
After therapy, I get in my car and drive home. I kiss Lexi, then the two of us change into outfits for our dates. Lexi dresses in a sexy, little black dress for Daddy. I put on a cute sundress that is pretty conservative. I am eating with Ian's parents, after all. I hug Lexi goodbye and drive to Ian's.
"Hi, Kayla!" says Susan, Ian's mom, when she answers the door. "Don't you look lovely!"



"Hello!" I reply, giving her a cute smile. "Thank you, ma'am."
"Please, come in." Susan says, inviting me inside. "And call me Susan!"
"Thank you, Susan." I respond as I step into the modest home.
"Hi, Kayla!" says Ian as he stands up from the couch and walks over to me.
"Ian." I reply as we exchange a hug and I give him a soft kiss on the cheek.
"Welcome back!" Ian Sr. says as he also stands up and offers his hand.
"Thank you!" I smile as I shake his hand.
The four of us sit down in the living room and watch television while dinner cooks. When it is ready, we head into the kitchen to eat. His mom is a great cook, and I enjoy a nice meal and pleasant conversation with Ian and his parents.
"You two ready for midterms?" Ian Sr. asks.
"I think so." I answer. "I studied a lot with Lexi this last week."
"I'm ready, Dad." Ian responds.
"Is Lexi a mutual friend?" asks Susan.
"Um, yeah, she um, she sits with us at lunch." Ian answers. I know why he's nervous. He doesn't want his parents to know my dad is dating an eighteen-year-old high school girl.
"Lexi's great. Really nice." I say.
"Glad to see you making so many new friends, Ian." Ian Sr. says with a smile.
"Thanks, Dad." Ian responds.
"The food is delicious, Susan." I say, changing the subject.
"Oh, thank you!" Susan replies. "You're very sweet."
"Perhaps we could meet your father some time?" Ian Sr. asks, bringing the subject back to the people in my life.
"Yes, I'm sure Daddy would love that!" I reply with a cute smile.
"Great!" says Susan.
We chat over dinner until we all finish eating. Then Susan produces an ice cream cake for dessert. The four of us dig in, and I really enjoy the company of all three of these people. I hope they don't freak out when they find out about Daddy and Lexi.
After dinner, we're allowed to go to Ian's room. I notice Ian's father pull him aside and I hear him whisper to his son to leave the door open. I have to remember that most parents aren't as cool as Daddy, even if we are both eighteen.
"Your room is nice!" I say as I plop down onto his bed.
"Thanks!" Ian replies as he sits down beside me.
He wraps an arm around my shoulder and I nuzzle in happily. Ian really has come a long way. He's so much more confident now compared to our first date. No more stammering. I miss the cuteness of it, but I'm glad he's comfortable with me.
"Guess you aren't getting laid tonight." I say teasingly.
"I guess not." he says, laughing nervously.
"C'mere you." I say as I lean up and press my lips against his. He's still nervous talking about sex.
I place my hand in his, and he laces our fingers as we kiss. I give his hand a light squeeze, and feel all warm inside when he squeezes back. For several minutes we kiss, getting closer and closer to each other.
"That was nice." I whisper as I look into his eyes.
"Yeah, it was." he replies.
"Looks like he liked it, too." I tease as I glance down at the bulge in his jeans.
"Oh, um, sorry." Ian stammers.
"No need to apologize. I'm flattered." I say before pecking his lips. "You don't have to be so embarrassed about sex."
"I'm not!" he insists in a pathetically high-pitched voice.
"Yes, you are." I giggle. "And it's okay, it's cute. I just want you to be comfortable around me. We aren't having sex right now, but we can still mention it."
"O-okay." he stammers.
"How about this?" I begin. "I wish we were alone so I could use my leg to make you cum, like I did last time."
"Um, I'd like that." Ian says.
"What do you wish?" I ask.
"I, I, um, I wish I could touch you." Ian says with a huge blush.
"Where?" I ask as I smile at him.
"Y-your, your b-breasts." he stammers.
"Good." I say, leaning forward to peck his lips again. "I'd like that, too."
Suddenly, there's a knock at the door. We both turn to see Susan standing at the doorway holding two sodas. Yeah, right. She is acting like she is just being nice, but she's really here to make sure her son's dick isn't in my mouth. Or my snatch.
"I thought you kids might like a soda." Susan says in a friendly voice.
"I'd love one, thank you!" I say with a smile.
Susan hands us each a drink and then takes her leave. The door is left wide open, so I know another parental unit will be peeking in at some point. That's too bad. I'm really horny. Still, I'm not sure how far I'm willing to let Ian get.
"Do you wanna play a board game?" Ian asks.
"Sure!" I exclaim.
It turns out that Ian has quite the collection of board games. We pick one out and start playing. I love that he doesn't just let me win. He kicks my butt the first game, and we play a second time. He wins again, so we switch to another game. I finally win one!
Sadly, the night is drawing to a close. It is a school night after all. I say goodnight to Ian, Ian Sr., and Susan. I don't want to embarrass him, but I do peck Ian's cheek in front of his parents. When I pull away they're smiling at their son.
I drive home and then park my car. Getting out, I enter the dark foyer. The butler is off duty this late. Heading upstairs, I am still horny, so I decide to press my ear against Daddy and Lexi's bedroom door.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Lexi's muffled voice sounds out.
Giggling, I return to my bedroom and get naked. Then I hop in bed with a vibrator and turn it on. Pressing the vibrator to my clit, I imagine Ian on top of me as I buck my hips. Soon, I'm cumming hard.
"Oh, Ian!" I moan, my eyes closed as the vibrator works me over.
I turn off the vibrator and press it to my lips to suck my juices from it. Then I turn it back on and place it back on my clit. A few minutes later, I groan out another massive orgasm as my hips buck, causing my tits to jiggle on my chest.
When I'm finished masturbating, I head to the bathroom to wash the sex toy. Then I return to bed and lay down. I practice meditation and the 5-4-3-2-1 technique before plugging in my phone and texting Ian.
Kayla: I had a great time tonight. :)
Ian: So did I!
Kayla: I hope your parents like me?
Ian: They love you! They say I'm lucky to know you.
Kayla: They're right. ;)
Ian: I agree. :)
Kayla: Awe! You're sweet!
Ian: :)
Kayla: I should go to sleep.
Ian: Yeah, me too.
Kayla: Just so you know, I masturbated thinking about you. ;)
Ian: I do that, too. Uh, about you, I mean.
Kayla: I know what you meant, big guy. :)
Ian: Good. Sweet dreams, Kayla. I can't wait for our date on Friday.
Kayla: Goodnight, Ian. I'm excited, too. :)
I let out a contented sigh before texting Daddy that I'm home safe. I also text goodnight to my girlfriends. Then I get under the covers and snuggle up with my pillow. It isn't very long before I fall asleep.
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I wake up Thursday morning with my dick in Lexi's mouth. The teenage nymphomaniac is under the covers, laying perpendicular to me. She has her hand wrapped around my base while she's sucking away.
"Good morning, Lexi." I whisper as I reach under the covers to caress her face.
"Mm." Lexi hums around my thickness as her hand lowers to cup my balls.
Tossing the covers off of us, I reveal our naked bodies. Lexi is laying on her side, her flat stomach facing me as she bobs her head on my hard dick. I place one hand on the top of her head, while my other hand runs along her side. She's been sucking me for awhile, I can tell because I'm close to cumming already.
"Lexi!" I warn her as I flood her mouth with sperm.
"Mm." she moans happily as her hand massages my balls, drawing out every drop.
"Fuck, that was good." I say as Lexi pulls off of me and swallows.
"Fuck, I love cum." Lexi moans as she looks up at me while rubbing her tummy.
"It's all yours, Baby." I reply.
"Don't you forget it!" Lexi chirps as she sits up and brushes the hair out of her face. "You're just lucky I'm good at sharing."
"The luckiest man in the world." I say with sincerity as I watch my nude girlfriend hop out of bed and stretch.
"You really are!" Lexi says with a giggle as she twirls, showing me her entire body.
"I love you." I chuckle.
"I love you, too." she replies.
"We might have time for me to eat you out." I offer.
"Nah, I'm good, but thanks!" says Lexi. "I just had a craving for cum."
"When don't you have a craving for cum?" I ask with a grin.
"Never. I always want cum." she grins back.
I get out of bed and wrap my arms around Lexi. Grabbing her ass, I pull her close to me, so that her breasts press against my chest. Her hands go to the back of my neck as she draws me in for a passionate kiss.
After making out for several minutes, we break apart. Then we each put on clean underwear and robes. Lexi loops her arm through mine as we exit our bedroom and head down to meet Kayla for breakfast.
"Good morning, Lexi! Morning, Daddy!" Kayla says when we both appear in the dining room.
"Morning, Honey!" I reply before sitting down and starting to serve myself breakfast.
"Good morning, Slut." Lexi says with a wink as she also sits down.
"You told him?" Kayla asks with a blush.
"I told him." Lexi confirms with a nod.
"I hear Lexi is your Mistress." I tease.
"Yeah, yeah.." Kayla says, her face bright red.
"No need to be embarrassed, Kayla." says Lexi. "He dominated me last night. I'm his Slut, and you're mine."
"I did hear someone scream 'Fuck my ass!' when I walked by." Kayla giggles.
"What can I say? I'm a dirty girl." Lexi says primly.
"So am I!" Kayla announces.
"Prove it! Show us your tits. Now, Slut." Lexi orders.
Kayla grasps both edges of her robe and, without hesitation, pulls it open, revealing her absolutely perfect breasts. The raven-haired beauty giggles as she bounces up and down in her seat, making her tits jiggle and slap each other lightly. Only after letting us admire her for thirty seconds does Kayla fix her robe.
"Good Slut." Lexi nods.
"Thank you, Mistress." Kayla says with a blush.
"After what you just did, you're still embarrassed?" I ask.
"Maybe a little." Kayla shrugs.
"You shouldn't be." Lexi says. "I'll get on my knees and suck cock right now if Sir orders it."
"I just came, Babe." I laugh. "Not right now."
"You're no fun!" Lexi teases before sticking out her tongue.
"He just came?" Kayla asks Lexi.
"Yeah," Lexi answers, "I woke him up with a blowjob."
"How about we talk about something else?" I suggest. "Kayla, how was your date with Ian?"
"It was really good!" Kayla says. "His parents are nice, but controlling."
"Controlling how?" Lexi asks.
"They made him leave the door open when we went into his room. Then his mom came in and offered us drinks, but I know she was just making sure we weren't messing around." Kayla explains.
"Were you messing around?" I inquire.
"No!" Kayla insists. "We made out for a few minutes, but that's it!"
"Most parents would probably consider that 'messing around'." I say. "Most families aren't like ours."
"Well they should be." Lexi says.
"I agree." Kayla nods.
"Well, we can't control other people." I say. "Kayla, I know you're eighteen, but that is their house, so please follow their rules."
"I know, I know." Kayla sighs "I won't be disrespectful."
"Just fuck Ian here, Steven won't care." Lexi suggests.
"I care, Lexi." I respond. "I just want you to be happy, Kayla. I acknowledge you're an adult, and you have needs.
"Yeah, I haven't had any dick in ages." Kayla pouts.
"How many times do I have to say it? Too much information." I laugh.
"I fucked you with a strap-on recently." Lexi says, ignoring me.
"Which I love!" Kayla replies, also ignoring me. "But, it isn't the same as real cock."
"I understand." Lexi nods. "There's no yummy cum, for one thing."
"Exactly!" Kayla exclaims.
We spend the next several minutes eating in silence. I'm having an omelet, which is made perfectly. Lexi and Kayla are sticking to pancakes. I guess they need their carbs. After I finish my omelet, a thought occurs to me.
"When are Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel coming over for the trip?" I ask.
"Uh, I don't know, why?" Kayla asks.
"We need to weigh our bags and leave early on Saturday." I explain. "I was just thinking that maybe the girls should come over Friday night and stay over."
"That's a good idea!" Lexi chirps.
"We'll ask them today." Kayla promises. "And remember, I have my date with Ian on Friday."
"Great, thanks." I reply. "And yes, I remember."
"Thank you again for taking us on this trip." Lexi says sincerely.
"My pleasure." I say. "I'm just glad all the girls have passports, otherwise we never would have been able to put this together so fast."
"Yeah, we lucked out there." says Kayla.
"By the way, good luck on your midterms today." I say.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla smiles.
"Yeah, thanks." says Lexi.
Lexi and Kayla finish their meals, then we all head back to our bedrooms in order to get ready for the day. I change into workout clothes while Lexi puts on jean shorts and a t-shirt. I kiss Lexi and Kayla goodbye then I head to the home gym for my morning workout.
After my workout, I take a quick shower and then dress in my usual suit and tie. I say goodbye to the butler and head out to my car. Then I hop in the car and star the drive to work. It doesn't take too long, and I listen to music the entire way.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey purrs when I walk up to her.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply.
"Do you need anything this morning?" she asks.
"Yes, actually, I do." I say.
"Oh?" she asks. "What can I do for you?"
"Well, as you know, my trip is coming up." I explain. "I was just thinking that we could use a couple cars to come pick us up Saturday morning and take us to the airport."
"Of course! I can take care of that." says Stacey. "There's six of you?"
"Yes. With luggage." I answer. "We'll need two big vehicles, most likely."
"I'll make a call." Stacey promises.
"Thank you." I reply.
"You're welcome, Sir." she says.
I head to my office and start working. It isn't long before Stacey comes in and informs me that I'm all set; two cars will pick us up Saturday morning and drive us to the airport. I thank Stacey, and then get back to work. Throughout the day, I actually text my best friend, Allan.
Steven: How's it going?
Allan: Good! How are you?
Steven: Very good. I don't think I told you, but I'll be in Bermuda next week.
Allan: Oh yeah? Have a good time!
Steven: Thanks! And yeah, the girls wanna have a fun spring break.
Allan: Too bad it isn't just you and Lexi ;)
Steven: I'll still have fun. I'm glad Kayla is going. Also, three of their friends are coming with us.
Allan: You're taking five, eighteen-year-old girls to Bermuda?
Steven: I am.
Allan: You lucky bastard.
Steven: One of them is my daughter, Allan :P
Allan: I realize that, but still, the other four? And you are dating Lexi. I should meet her at some point.
Steven: I'd like that! We'll set something up after the trip?
Allan: Sounds good!
The work day is pretty standard. I sit through meetings and read financial reports. I have lunch with Stacey, and we spend half of it flirting. It's amazing; Stacey is so professional, yet she can be so flirty with me. I love it. I also text Lexi a bit throughout the day.
Steven: Good luck on your midterms!
Lexi: Tests fucking suck.
Steven: I know, but they're important.
Lexi: Yes, Daddy. ;)
Steven: I thought we agreed you wouldn't call me that. :P
Lexi: What can I say? I'm a brat.
Steven: A cute brat. :)
Lexi: Awe, thanks! :)
Steven: You're welcome.
Lexi: The girls will come over Friday night, by the way.
Steven: Great!
Lexi: It's okay that they leave their cars at the house all week, right?
Steven: Yes, of course.
Lexi: Thanks. :)
Steven: No need to thank me, it's your house too. :)
Lexi: I love you.
Steven: I love you, too.
When the work day is over, I say goodbye to every employee I pass as Stacey and I leave the office. We then each get in our own car and pull out onto the street. She follows me in her car to my house. Then we head inside, with Stacey carrying the dessert she's brought for the night.
"Welcome." I say as we walk into the foyer.
"This place is incredible!" Stacey gushes as she takes in the massive foyer.
"Good evening, Sir." says the butler. "Ma'am."
"Good evening." I reply.
"Evening!" Stacey says excitedly.
We walk through the house, with Stacey looking around and commenting non-stop about how nice it is. I love how excited she is. After dropping off the cake Stacey brings, we continue the tour. Eventually, the two of us find Lexi and Kayla studying in the main living room.
"Good evening, ladies!" I say as Stacey and I walk into the room.
"Hello, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she hops to her feet and runs up to hug me.
"Hi, Daddy!" says Kayla happily.
"This is Stacey." I say, introducing the beautiful blonde beside me. "Stacey, the dark haired one is my daughter, Kayla. You've already talked to the redheaded troublemaker, Lexi."
"Nice to finally meet you both!" Stacey says as Kayla walks up and hugs her.
"Nice to meet you!" Lexi says as she holds me close.
"I can't believe we haven't met before!" Stacey says to Kayla.
"Maybe if Kayla visited my office, you two would have met sooner!" I tease.
"Whatever." Kayla says, sticking out her tongue as she releases Stacey. "Nice to meet you."
"I'd like to visit your office sometime." Lexi says sincerely.
"You're welcome anytime." I reply as I lean and peck her lips.
"Thanks, Babe!" Lexi says.
The four of us chat for awhile before dinner. It seems like the three girls are all getting along very well. Then we head into the dining room and are served our food by the maid. Everything is going great.
"The food is so good!" Stacey says as she takes a bite of her chicken. "Do you eat like this every day?"
"Yeah, the maid is a great cook!" Kayla replies.
"We're so lucky." Lexi adds, smiling at me.
"Only the best for my girls." I say.
"Awe! So sweet." Stacey responds with a smile.
"He's alright." Lexi teases as she takes a bite of broccoli.
"You're a lucky girl, Lexi." Stacey says. "And not just because of the fine dinners. He's a great guy. Trust me, that's rare."
"Believe me, I know." Lexi beams.
"Well, uh, enough about how great I am." I say, my face slightly red. "How did your midterms go today?"
"Fine." Lexi says with a shrug.
"I think I did well, Daddy." Kayla answers.
"Glad to hear it." I respond. "Last tests tomorrow?"
"Yup!" Lexi chirps.
"Yeah, that's what we were studying for when you guys got here" Kayla explains.
"Good luck to both of you! High school is almost over." Stacey grins.
"I can't believe it." says Kayla. "We're graduating in just a couple months."
"Yeah, finally!" Lexi sighs.
"You'll miss it. Trust me." Stacey says.
"You miss high school?" Lexi asks.
"Oh, definitely." Stacey answers. "No responsibilities, just fun with my friends? Hell, yeah!"
"Even I miss high school sometimes." I say.
"You can remember that far back?" Lexi inquires with a mischievous grin.
"Do I need to bend you over my knee?" I tease.
"Oh, yes please!" Lexi licks her lips.
"He's only forty!" Stacey exclaims. "That's not old."
"Compared to eighteen, it is." Kayla interjects.
"It means I have experience." I chuckle.
"Yeah, you do." Stacey says. "Best I've ever had."
"Me, too!" Lexi chirps.
"Ew, Daddy sex. Gross." Kayla sticks out her tongue.
"Yeah right, Kayla." Lexi says. "Stacey's cool, she won't care that you tease Daddy."
"Tease him how?" Stacey asks, her curiosity piqued.
"Well," Kayla begins nervously, "he's seen my boobs before."
"Oh, that's no big deal." Stacey replies. "They're just titties."
"Stop worrying, Kayla." Lexi says. "They don't touch, but they've been naked in the same room, and Kayla has been in the room while Steven and I fucked."
"Ooooh, kinky." Stacey giggles.
"See? Told ya she's cool." Lexi grins.
"I've never fucked with someone else in the room before." Stacey admits.
"You looking to change that?" I ask with a predatory grin.
"Mayyybe." Stacey winks.
"I like her." Lexi says.
"Me, too." Kayla nods.
"Thanks, girls!" Stacey responds.
"Did you bring your bathing suit so we can swim?" I ask Stacey.
"Who needs a suit, let's skinny dip!" Lexi suggests.
"I'd be okay with that." Stacey says with a blush. I can tell she's a little nervous.
"Never skinny dipped before?" Kayla asks, noticing as well.
"No, never." Stacey answers. "Despite what you might think, I've always been a good girl."
"Time to change that!" Lexi interjects.
"Definitely!" Kayla adds.
"Okay, no suits!" I say.
We finish dinner and then have dessert. We continue our chat as we enjoy a rich, decadent, chocolate cake that Stacey provides. I can tell the girls are really getting comfortable with each other, which makes me very happy.
After dessert, we head outside to the massive swimming pool. I glance over and see Stacey smile at the beautiful, blue water. Then we start stripping down. I turn away from Stacey to give her some privacy, since I know she's nervous. Shrugging out of my suit jacket, I fold it neatly and place it on a chair.
"Really? You've got three hot women getting naked and, not only are you not even looking, you're taking the time to fold your clothes?" Lexi's voice calls out.
"I wanted to give Stacey privacy!" I exclaim, turning to face Lexi, who is down to her bra and panties. "And this is an expensive suit!"
"You really are an old man!" Kayla giggles as she shrugs out of her bra.
"Hurry up and get naked!" Stacey grins as she shrugs out of her button-down shirt, exposing her bra.
"Okay, okay!" I laugh while removing my tie.
As I remove my clothes, I watch the girls. Kayla drops her panties and steps out of them, leaving my daughter completely naked. Fuck, she's beautiful. Her raven hair frames her flawless face, and her breasts are perfect teardrops. I can't see an ounce of fat anywhere on her body.
Lexi is the next one to get naked. The beautiful redhead bends over the chair and places her underwear on top of her outer clothes before standing up. My girlfriend really is stunning. A light dusting of freckles covers her face, and her stomach is flat. Her breasts aren't the largest, but they are perfectly shaped with the prettiest, pinkest nipples.
"You don't have to if you don't want to." I say to Stacey, noticing she's standing nervously in her bra and panties. I'm down to just my boxer briefs at this point.
"Yeah, no pressure." a naked Kayla adds.
"No one does anything they don't want to." Lexi nods.
"I want to!" Stacey says as she slowly reaches her hands behind her back. "I'm just a little nervous."
"No need to be nervous, you said it yourself, they're just titties!" Kayla says as she cups her breasts and squeezes them together.
"If anyone should be nervous, it's me." Lexi reasons as she cups her own boobs. "Look at how small these things are compared to yours!"
"They're perfect, Lexi." I assure her. "If for no other reason than because they're yours."
"He's such a sweetie." Stacey says as she lowers first one strap, then the other. Shrugging her shoulders forward, Stacey removes her bra, baring her large breasts. "I don't know why I was nervous around such great people."
"He's alright." Lexi shrugs.
"Eat your own pussy." I retort, rolling my eyes.
"Okay, okay! You're amazing! Happy?" Lexi says in a pretend panic.
"Much better." I reply while Kayla and Stacey laugh.
"He is really great at eating pussy. Speaking of pussy, here's mine." Stacey says as she takes a deep breath and drops her panties. She then steps out of the underwear, leaving her completely naked in front of us.
"Beautiful." I breathe. I mean it, too.
Seeing her outside the office is really showing me just how gorgeous Stacey is. At twenty-five, she's at the height of her feminine beauty. She has long, blonde hair, which cascades down her back. Her breasts are full, and high on her chest, with pink nipples right in the center. Her stomach is flat, and her legs are shapely.
"Flawless." says Kayla.
"You're one sexy lady!" Lexi chirps.
"Thank you." Stacey says with a blush.
"Now, to be fair, I think someone owes us a penis." Lexi says.
"Take it off!" Stacey cheers and claps while Kayla just giggles.
"Anything to please a lady." I say as I hook my thumbs into my boxer briefs and drop them to my feet. My hard dick sticks out proudly as I step out of my underwear. Yes, I have an erection. Any guy would.
"Yay!" Lexi cheers.
"Damn, that's a nice cock." Stacey says, licking her lips.
"No comment." Kayla grins.
"Thanks, ladies." I say. "Ready to swim?"
"You're gonna swim with a boner?" Kayla asks with a giggle.
"That will make things... difficult." Stacey teases.
"Oh! I'll help him out!" Lexi says as she walks over to me and wraps a small hand around my member. "Come with me."
"Yes, ma'am." I reply as Lexi strokes me.
"Good boy." Lexi says. Using her grip on my penis, Lexi leads me off the concrete patio and onto the grass.
"Damn, your dad has a nice ass." Stacey says to Kayla from behind me.
"Ew." Kayla giggles. I can tell form their voices that Stacey and Kayla are following Lexi and I onto the grass.
"Hey girl, if he can check you out, you can check him out. Fair is fair." Stacey reasons.
"Okay, you're right. He has a great butt." Kayla laughs.
"Thanks, ladies!" I call out as Lexi turns to face me.
"Just let me take care of you." Lexi whispers as she drops to her knees.
"I'm all yours!" I say with a smile.
Lexi strokes my cock several times to make sure I'm nice and hard. Then she directs me to her open mouth. I let out a moan as I feel her lips form a seal around my shaft. My hands bury in her auburn hair as Lexi starts bobbing her head.
"I can't believe she's sucking your dick right in front of us." Stacey whispers from beside me.



"That's just Lexi. You get used to it." Kayla explains from my other side.
"I've never seen a girl give head in person before." Stacey says as she strokes my bicep.
"She's really good." I moan as Lexi starts taking me deeper on each down stroke.
"Wanna see her deep throat?" Kayla asks with a giggle.
"Yes!" Stacey breathes as she grips my upper arm.
"Mm." Lexi hums as she adjusts herself before opening wide and taking my entire length into her throat so that my balls are resting against her chin.
"Holy shit!" Stacey gasps as she turns and rubs her breasts against my side.
"Show off." Kayla laughs.
Lexi holds the deep throat for as long as she can. Her eyes are watering and her nostrils are flaring. Eventually, she has to pull off my cock. She breathes heavily, a strand of spit connecting my cock to her bottom lip as she strokes me.
"You told me to do it!" Lexi retorts. Then she takes me back in her mouth.
"Suck that dick!" Stacey cheers Lexi as her right hand runs along my taut stomach, feeling my muscular body.
"Mm!" Lexi moans as her hand reaches up to cup my balls.
"I could never swallow a cock that big." Kayla sighs.
"Good thing it's your dad, so you never will!" Stacey says.
"Unless Ian is as big as Daddy." Kayla muses.
"Ian your boyfriend?" Stacey asks Kayla while the nude blonde absentmindedly caresses my abs.
"Oh fuck, that's good!" I groan as Lexi's tongue licks the underside of my shaft.
"Kinda." Kayla answers between giggles. "We've gone on a few dates, and I used my calf to make him cum in his pants."
"Awe, taking it slow! That's sweet." Stacey says. "Um, can I help you?"
"Nah, I'm good." I say as I play with her boobs with one hand, while my other holds Lexi by the hair.
"He's a virgin, I don't wanna move fast." Kayla explains. She's so close to me, I can physically feel her presence beside me, even if we aren't touching.
"Damn, he's gonna rupture a testicle when he sees you naked for the first time." Stacey laughs.
"Don't stop, don't stop!" I mutter to Lexi as I get close to my release.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Lexi hums as her cheeks cave in while she sucks me.
"Thanks!" Kayla laughs.
"You're welcome, Gorgeous." Stacey purrs. "Is he going to Bermuda with you?"
"No, his parents would never let him go away with a girl. Even though he's eighteen." Kayla pouts.
"I'm gonna cum soon." I grunt, causing Kayla and Stacey to stop their conversation.
"Do it!" Stacey breathes as Kayla just watches in silence. "Cum in her mouth!"
"Ah, fuck!" I grunt as I explode in Lexi's hot, teen mouth.
Lexi keeps bobbing her head on me as she collects blast after blast of cum in her cheeks. Eventually, my spurting slows to a trickle and Lexi holds my tip between her lips as her tongue laps up every drop. The sensations soon become too intense and I have to push her off of me.
"Fuck, that's hot." Stacey moans as Lexi opens her mouth and shows all of us the cum on her tongue.
"Mm." I hear Kayla let out an involuntary moan when she sees Lexi's full mouth.
Lexi hops to her feet, mouth agape, and marches right up to Stacey. The bold redhead places one hand at the back of Stacey's blonde head and mashes their lips together. Stacey lets out a surprised squeak, but quickly melts into the kiss. I can see their wrestling tongues as they swap my cum between them.
"They like your cum." Kayla comments as she crosses her arms beneath her breasts.
"Jealous?" I ask as we both watch Stacey and Lexi wrap their arms around each other as they kiss. I can see Lexi's smaller breasts squishing against Stacey's big jugs.
"Just because it's cum, not because it's you." Kayla explains. "Lexi isn't the only girl who loves cum."
"Too much information." I say in a sing-song voice.
"Deal with it, old man." Kayla chuckles.
"He's not old!" Lexi chirps as she breaks the kiss and leans back in the taller girl's arms.
"He still has a lot of good years of fucking left in him!" Stacey giggles.
"Thanks, ladies." I say to Lexi and Stacey. "How was your first kiss with a girl, Stacey?"
"I loved it!" Stacey announces. "Lexi is a great kisser."
"I'm great at other things, too." Lexi replies as she leans in and licks Stacey's nipple.
"I've never touched another girl's boobs." Stacey says as she reaches out and starts playing with Lexi's little tits.
"Now you have!" Kayla interjects.
"I like them." Stacey breathes.
"Her hands feel nice." Lexi says, moaning as Stacey's fingertips tease her nipples.
"And maybe I'll feel her hands on me at some point, but for now, that's enough fucking. Let's go swimming!" Kayla shouts as she takes a running leap and cannonballs into the pool.
We all laugh as a wave of water splashes onto the patio. Lexi goes next, immediately following Kayla and jumping into the pool. I love watching her tight ass flex as she runs. Stacey is next, her big tits bouncing on her chest as she jumps in.
Then all three girls turn to me and wave me into the water. Three beautiful, naked women in the pool, all inviting me in. I do what any man would; I get a running start and cannonball right into the pool.
We end up splashing around in the pool for awhile. At one point, we race to see who can swim the length of the pool the fastest. Kayla beats us all by a very large margin. After that, we continue laughing and playing around.
Quite a bit of grab-ass is going on. I target breasts, while the girls target breasts and my cock. Lexi grabs Kayla's big boobs and honks them, I bury my face in Stacey's jugs and motorboat them, Stacey grabs Lexi by the ass and leans down to suck on her tit, then Kayla lifts up Lexi and tosses the smaller girl into the deep end of the pool.
At one point, Kayla and Stacey touch each other for the first time. From the way Stacey's hand is moving underwater, she's rubbing my daughter's slit. The two then exchange a soft kiss while wrapped in each others arms.
The only touching that doesn't happen is Kayla and I. I make sure that I know exactly where my hands are whenever Kayla comes near. However, some things are unavoidable. My erection starts to come back when Kayla's breast brushes against my back as she pushes by me to chase Stacey. Another time, I turn around quickly and bump into her; I'm sure my soft cock impacts with her side. We both just choose to ignore it and continue rough-housing in the pool.
"Wanna try chicken fighting?" Stacey suggests at one point.
"How's that gonna work?" I ask. "There's three girls and one guy.
"I can hold up a girl!" Stacey insists.
"I'm good with it, as long as I don't have to put my pussy on my dad's head." Kayla states, her breasts bobbing on the surface of the water.
"How about boyfriend and girlfriend vs big tits?" Lexi suggests. "I'm happy to put my pussy on Steven's head."
"Actually, it would be more on my neck or upper back..." I say.
"Really? That's what you're focused on?" asks Lexi with a raised eyebrow.
"What? It's true!" I respond with a laugh.
"How about losers go down on the winners?" Lexi suggests, bringing the subject back to the chicken fight.
"Um..." Kayla begins.
"Obviously, you'd go down on me, Kayla. Or I would go down on you." Lexi explains with an eye roll. "Steven and Stacey."
"Do you girls do stuff like this often?" Stacey asks.
"Um.." Kayla mumbles nervously.
"Yup! Kayla and I are best friends, we make love all the time." Lexi announces proudly. "Same with the others."
"The others?" Stacey asks in shock.
"Our best friends; Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel." says Lexi.
"Wow! That's amazing!" Stacey says. "I wish I had friends like you guys when I was in high school."
"Yeah, we're really lucky." Kayla says, letting her anxiety pass.
"And Steven gets all the pussy he can handle?" Stacey asks.
"Yes. Yes he does." I nod happily.
"Just not mine!" Kayla interjects.
"Anyway, do we have a game?" Lexi asks, ignoring Kayla.
"I think we do!" Stacey says excitedly.
"Yes." I agree.
"I'm in." says Kayla.
A couple minutes later, Lexi is on top of me. Her pussy is against the back of my neck. Looking across the pool, I see Stacey holding tightly onto Kayla's thighs while my daughter sits on her shoulders.
"Ready?" Lexi asks.
"Ready." Kayla confirms.
"Go!" Lexi shouts.
Lexi and Kayla raise their arms as Stacey and I move toward each other. Soon, Kayla and Lexi have their hands locked as they each struggle to throw the other one into the pool. Kayla and Stacey's tits are bouncing wildly on their chests, I can only imagine Lexi's are, too.
For several minutes, the chicken fight continues. At one point, Kayla and Stacey almost win. Kayla twists her body and causes Lexi to lose her balance. I actually nearly fall into the water myself. Eventually though, we are able to right ourselves, and the battle continues.
"Tit shot!" Lexi calls out as she reaches down and slaps Kayla's boobs.
"Ah!" Kayla squeaks as her arms instinctively cross over her chest, protecting her breasts.
Lexi seizes the opportunity to grab onto both of Kayla's shoulders and shove. With a loud shriek, Kayla topples into the water, landing with a loud splash. The tangle of limbs causes Stacey to fall over as well, her head briefly submerged underwater before she rises to the surface.
"Cheater!" Kayla hisses, her hands still over her poor boobies.
"Looks like you lose!" Lexi cheers. I can hear her clapping. "You have to lick my twat!"
"Slut." Kayla says with a pout.
"Bitch." Lexi responds.
"Are they always like this?" Stacey asks with a laugh.
"Yes." I state simply.
With a mischievous smirk, I grip Lexi's thighs and shove upwards. The surprised girl lets out a screech as she falls backwards and lands in the water with a splash. Kayla and Stacey both burst out laughing as Lexi surfaces with a glare.
"You jerk!" Lexi hisses.
"Call it revenge for Kayla." I respond innocently.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla says happily.
"Hmph." Lexi grunts.
The four of us get out of the water and move onto the grass. We lay a couple of towels down and split into two groups; Kayla and Lexi on one towel, while Stacey and I are on the other. Now it's time for the losers to pay up.
"Nervous?" I ask Stacey.
"I've never done something like this in front of other people before." Stacey says, biting her lower lip.
"I'll have Kayla's tongue in my cunt, so I won't be paying much attention to you." Lexi says with a giggle.
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to." Kayla reminds Stacey.
"I know." Stacey smiles. "I want to, I'm just a little nervous. But, I'm ready!"
"How do you want me?" I ask.
"Hm," Stacey thinks for a couple seconds, "lay down on the towel. That would be easiest."
"Okay." I agree as I lay down.
"Time to pay up, loser!" Lexi says as she lays down on her towel and spreads her legs wide, showing all of us her pink center.
"Whatever." Kayla says, shaking her head as she kneels between Lexi's legs.
As Kayla leans in and takes a lick of Lexi's slit, Stacey kneels perpendicular to me on the grass, with her head over my crotch. The blonde bombshell takes a hair elastic from her wrist and puts her wet hair up in a ponytail. She then grasps my erection and strokes it several times. After a quick glance at Lexi and Kayla, Stacey lowers her head and takes me between her lips.
"Oh, fuck yes." I groan as I throw my head back.
"That's it, Kayla! Lick me!" Lexi's voice calls out at the same time.
I can hear Stacey giggling around my shaft, her body shaking. Looking down, I see her smiling widely around my thickness before she seals her lips around me and starts bobbing her head. She looks so sexy with her blonde ponytail flopping around in the breeze.
"Fuck, that's good Stacey." I moan while reaching out to absentmindedly play with one of her hanging tits.
"Eat my slutty pussy!" Lexi screeches.
My gaze travels to the side, giving me an eyeful of my daughter's naked ass and a flash of pink peeking out from between her legs as she kneels in front of Lexi. It's hard to see the action, but I can tell that Lexi has her hands buried in Kayla's raven hair. My girlfriend's feet are planted firmly on the grass so that she can buck her hips against Kayla's face.
"Keep sucking, Baby. Keep sucking!" I moan as I roll Stacey's nipple between my fingers.
"Oh, Kayla!" Lexi moans, as she lets out a series of grunts and groans, announcing her orgasm.
After briefly looking toward Lexi to watch her cum, my eyes return to the girl currently performing fellatio on me. Releasing Stacey's titty, I reach back and give her raised ass a playful slap. The beautiful girl jerks forward and moans loudly around my dick. I spank her again.
"Damn, you have a great ass." I say as I grab a fistful of her pert butt and squeeze, making Stacey giggle.
"Thank you!" she mumbles around my cock before bobbing her head and sucking hard.
"Oh my God, Kayla! You're gonna make me cum again!" Lexi announces.
I turn my head and see that Lexi is holding her own legs back behind the knee, giving Kayla room to bury her face in the other redhead's cunt. Lexi is breathing rapidly, her tits jiggling on her chest. From this angle I can see that Kayla has two fingers buried in Lexi's pussy, and is currently flicking her best friend's clit with her tongue rapidly.
"I wanna be inside you." I whisper as I start fingering Stacey, feeling how wet she is for me.
"Okay... Okay!" Stacey moans when she pulls off my cock.
The blonde bombshell strokes my shaft while looking up at me. Then she releases me and climbs on top of me. I hold her body against mine and roll us over. Laying Stacey down onto her back, I get in between her spread legs. I then look down at the nervous girl as she glances over at Lexi and Kayla.
"Are you sure?" I ask, looking right into Stacey's pretty eyes.
"Yes." Stacey says, nodding rapidly. "I want you in me."
I reach between us and grasp my hardness. Stacey's eyelids flutter when I rub my mushroom head along her labia. Once I'm slotted in her opening, I release my erection and place my hand on top of Stacey's head. We both moan when I push inside.
"Oh fuck, you're huge!" Stacey gasps when she feels me stretching her vaginal walls.
"You're so tight!" I respond, loving the feel of her warmth gripping me.
My eyes lock on Stacey's as I begin thrusting inside of her. She gazes at me with her baby blue eyes as her mouth opens cutely with each moan and pant. Stacey hooks her ankles around my calves and rolls her hips to meet my thrusts, our rhythm becoming one.
"Oh, Kayla!" Lexi's voice moans.
"Lexi!" Kayla gasps.
Hearing both of them moan makes me look over. Kayla is now on top of Lexi, and the two girls are tribbing. I can see Lexi's hands gripping Kayla's ass as the taller girl grinds her clit down against the redhead's.
"Oh my God, you're gonna make me cum!" Stacey moans as her hands bury in my hair and she gazes up at me. "You're gonna make me cum!"
"Cum for me, Baby." I say as I bury myself inside her and rotate my hips.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck! Steven!" Stacey screams as she arches her back. "Steven! I love you! Steven!"
I let out a gasp as Stacey's pussy convulses around my shaft. My balls clench, sending semen up my shaft and bursting from my tip. Feeling my cum coating her womb sets Stacey off again, and she orgasms on my dick a second time as the last of my load leaks out into her greedy cunt.
"Oh, my God!" Stacey breathes when she comes down from her orgasm and realizes what she just said.
I pull out of my assistant and sit up as Stacey closes her legs with a huge blush on her face. Glancing over, I see Kayla and Lexi wrapped in each others arms as they stare at us. They know what Stacey just said.
"Looks like someone got lost in the passion." Lexi giggles, lessening the tension.
"Uh, yeah." Stacey stammers as her arm instinctively flashes to her chest, concealing her breasts.
"Maybe we should get dressed." Kayla suggests.
"That's a good idea." I say, standing up.
Stacey's face is bright red as the four of us towel off and then slowly put our clothes on. We can all tell she's embarrassed by her expression of love. I'm sure it's just something she blurted out in the throes of passion.
"I-I should get going." Stacey mumbles once we're all dressed.
"I understand." I say.
As a group, the four of us walk Stacey to the foyer in silence. Lexi and I are holding hands, and it seems like the redhead is being a little possessive. I can't blame her. I'll have a talk with Stacey once she's less embarrassed.
"Bye, Stacey." Lexi says with a quick hug.
"It was great to meet you." Kayla says as she hugs Stacey and pecks her cheek.
"You, too." Stacey says, rubbing Kayla's back.
"See you tomorrow, Stacey." I say, exchanging a chaste hug with the blonde.
"Tomorrow." Stacey repeats.
My assistant makes her exit, then I head back inside with Lexi and Kayla. We decide to call it a night early and make our way to our bedrooms. Lexi and I hug and kiss Kayla goodnight before she disappears into her bedroom. Then Lexi and I enter our room.
"She meant it, you know." Lexi says as soon as the door shuts.
"And how do you know that?" I ask.
"A woman knows." Lexi states. "I see the way she looks at you."
"I told her when this started that she and I could never be a couple." I tell Lexi as I begin undressing.
"I'm sure that sounded fine to her." she says as she takes off her top. "But you can't control your feelings."
"And all my feelings are for you." I assure her.
"I'm scared." Lexi says, her voice breaking.
"You have nothing to be afraid of." I say, turning to face my girlfriend.
"Are you sure? I'm so much younger than you..." Lexi says nervously as she stands in the room wearing nothing but a pair of panties.
"I love you, Lexi." I state sincerely. I then walk up to her and wrap her up in my arms.
"And I love you, Steven." Lexi says as she melts into my arms.
I can feel Lexi shake nervously as her bare breasts press against my chest. Whispering sweet words to her, I bury my hand in her hair and hold her close. I lean down and kiss the top of her head as I rub her back.
"Please don't leave me!" Lexi cries.
"I never will." I promise as I hug her tightly. "I'll stop having sex with other women."
"What? Why?" she asks as she looks up at me with tears in her green eyes.
"So you can be sure you have nothing to worry about." I tell her.
"I don't want you to stop." Lexi says.
"Why not?" I ask. "Most women wouldn't be willing to share at all."
"I'm not most women. I'm Lexi." she explains. Then she reaches down and grasps my bulge from outside my boxer briefs. "And this is mine. Mine to share with my friends."
"All yours, Baby." I vow as Lexi caresses my bulge, causing my cock to harden. "Maybe I should stop having sex with Stacey, at least."
"Maybe..." Lexi mumbles. "Can we talk about it later?"
"Later." I say with a smile and a nod.
"You won't leave me?" she asks as I cup her face in both hands and wipe away her tears with my thumbs.
"Never." I promise her.
"Make love to me?" Lexi asks in a nervous voice.
"With pleasure." I state.
Lexi and I both remove our underwear before climbing into bed. I get on top of my girlfriend and ease myself inside her. Our eyes remain locked, limbs entwined as we slowly make love. Her eyes roll back as she orgasms right when I gasp and fill her womb with my seed. Just a few minutes later, we're asleep in each others arms.
Kayla
Thursday morning, my alarm wakes me up. With a big stretch and a loud yawn, I sit up. Then I shut my phone alarm off and throw the covers off of my naked body. Picking up my phone, I send a good morning text to Ian and a second text to my girlfriends.
Kayla: Good morning! :)



Hazel: Too early to be conscious. :/
Ashley: Get out of bed, lazy butt!
Hazel: Fuck off.
Marcia: Children. :)
Lexi: Uh-oh, mom's up!
Marcia: ;P
Kayla: How'd you guys sleep?
Hazel. Fuck off. :)
Ashley: Very well! Masturbated thinking about Steven, as usual!
Marcia; Me, too. :P
Ashley: Go, Marcia! :D
Lexi: You'll have to fuck him for real soon!
Ashley: Definitely!
Marcia: Can't wait!
Hazel: As long as it isn't this early.
Kayla: Drag your lazy butt out of bed, Hazel!
Hazel: Fuck. Off.
Giggling, I set my phone down on my bedside table before hopping out of bed. Poor Hazel. That girl will always be a night owl. Shaking my head, I head to my bathroom for my morning ritual. I pee and take my birth control pill. Then I slip on a pair of lace panties and my robe before heading downstairs to meet Daddy and Lexi for breakfast.
Breakfast is interesting. Daddy knows that Lexi dominates me. I also find out that Lexi is Daddy's Slut, just like I'm hers. I love our family. I don't hesitate to flash Daddy and Lexi my tits. When I'm asked about my date with Ian, I tell the truth, that it went really well. Life is good.
After breakfast, Lexi and I say goodbye to Daddy and get in the car. The drive to school is uneventful, with Lexi and I listening to music and not really talking all that much. When we get to school, we meet up with the other girls.
"Good morning, sluts!" Lexi chirps happily.
"Morning!" I add.
"Just two more days!" Ashley says with a huge grin.
"Ugh, I don't wanna take my midterm today." Hazel grunts.
"Neither do I." I agree with a sigh.
"I don't have a midterm today!" says Ashley.
"Neither does Shawn." Marcia adds.
"How do you know that?" Hazel asks.
"He told her while she was sucking his dick." Lexi teases.
"He told us at lunch!" Marcia says with an eye roll.
"Are you interested in Shawn?" I ask.
"No!" Marcia insists weakly. "Well, maybe..."
"Awe!" Lexi chirps.
"So cute!" I add in.
"Shut up." Marcia mumbles while Ashley is uncharacteristically silent.
"Leave her alone." Hazel says.
"Fine, fine." Lexi says with a giggle.
"By the way," I begin, "Daddy suggested you girls come over Friday night so that we'll be able to get ready early on Saturday."
"Can we leave our cars there all week?" Ashley asks.
"I'll ask him." Lexi says, whipping out her phone.
"I'm sure he'll be fine with it." Marcia says.
"Yeah, plenty of room in your gigantic driveway." Hazel giggles.
"Perks of getting boned by a rich guy!" Ashley giggles.
"Plus, he has a huge bone!" Lexi adds, making us all laugh. "He said it's fine."
"Great!" I say. "How about you girls go home after school on Friday and get your suitcases. Then come right over? We'll all have dinner."
"Sounds like a plan!" says Ashley.
"Works for me." Marcia nods.
"Okay!" Hazel agrees.
"Oh, you know what else we should do?" Lexi asks.
"What?" Marcia wonders.
"Have a Friday night orgy?" Ashley suggests.
"No! Well, yes, but not what I was talking about!" Lexi giggles. "We should go after school today and get some games for the trip!"
"Games?" Hazel asks.
"Naked twister comes to mind." Lexi explains.
"Ooooh, those kinds of games." I say.
"Yeah!" Lexi chirps.
"I like it! Let's go after school!" Ashley says. "I'll keep them in my suitcase to surprise Steven with."
"Works for me!" Hazel says. "I'm horny!"
"I like it." Marcia nods.
"Great!" Lexi says. "It's a plan!"
"Is our other surprise ready, Kayla?" Ashley asks.
"It is. I have everything you'll need." I tell her.
"Great!" Lexi chirps.
The warning bell for homeroom sounds, and we all say goodbye and go our separate ways. I sit and doodle in a notebook while waiting for homeroom to end. Once it does, I head to my first class, which is also my first midterm.
The midterm goes really well, I think I'll get an A. On my way to my second class, I walk by David, who is holding hands with Kelsey. He doesn't say anything since he's with his girlfriend, he just gives me a nasty look. I just roll my eyes at him. Loser.
My next classes aren't midterms, so we just review for the exams tomorrow. After that, I head down to the cafeteria. Once I buy my lunch, I bring it over to our usual table and sit down with the group.
"How was your midterm?" Lexi asks.
"It went well. Yours?" I reply.
"It was fine." Lexi shrugs as she takes a bite of her lunch.
"Mine was good, too." says Ian.
"Same." Josh says quietly.
"I'm glad I didn't have one today." says Shawn.
"You'll just have an extra one tomorrow!" Marcia giggles.
"I guess you're right." Shawn says, smiling at her.
"Ugh, you're right. I'll have a test in every class tomorrow." Ashley laments.
"Sorry, Ashley." Josh says, actually speaking up.
"Thanks, Baby." Ashley winks at the shy boy.
"Awe, so cute." I tease.
"Speaking of cute," Lexi begins, "don't you two have a date on Friday?"
"Yes, we do." I state happily.
"Yes." Ian smiles, his face slightly red.
"What would you like to do?" I ask Ian.
"I know what he'd like to do." Ashley says mischievously. "It involves Kayla on her back with her legs in the air."
"Ashley!" I hiss as the other girls all laugh, even Marcia.
"Wow." says Shawn, while Ian and Josh just blush.
"Get used to it, boys!" Lexi chirps. "You're part of our group now."
"You're teasing them again!" Marcia says, her own face a little red.
"They need to get used to it!" Ashley insists. "They blushed yesterday, too!"
"It's true, we girls need to be able to talk openly with them if they're our friends." Lexi reasons.
"They have a point." Hazel says.
"Well, whatever." I say as I look at Ian. "What would you like to do?"
"H-how about dinner and a movie?" Ian asks nervously.
"That sounds great!" I reply as the girls make kissing faces at us. "I'll pick you up?"
"If that's okay?" Ian asks.
"Of course!" I answer. "Maybe you can come by the house after before I bring you home?"
"I'd like that." Ian says with a smile. "As long as I'm back before curfew."
"See?" Ashley interjects. "She's already planning on being on her back!"
"Oh, shut up you." I snap while Lexi and Hazel erupt into a fit of giggles.
"Or are you planning on being on your knees instead?" Marcia asks.
"Marcia!" I gasp.
"You go, girl!" Lexi says, giving Marcia a high-five.
"What?" Marcia asks, her face red, almost as if she can't believe she's being so outgoing.
"I think I like having female friends." Shawn says with a laugh.
"C'mon, it's the same stuff guys talk about!" Ashley reasons. "It's just we have pussies, and you have cocks. No big deal."
"Yeah, we can tease each other about it." Hazel nods, her long ponytail bobbing slightly.
"I guess so." Josh mumbles nervously.
"You'll get used to it, Josh." Ashley says kindly.
The shy boy just smiles nervously at Ashley. We continue bantering as we eat our lunch. Shawn really is the most outgoing of the boys. He doesn't tease us back yet, but he definitely laughs with us. Ian does as well. Just gotta work on Josh.
The rest of the school day is fairly uneventful. I have one more midterm, along with a bunch of review classes. Then, freedom. At least until tomorrow. I get in the car with Lexi, and we drive down to the local game store with Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel following in their own cars.
"I found Twister!" Ashley says excitedly, holding up the game.
"Great, add it to the cart." I reply.
"Think we should get some regular playing cards?" Lexi suggests.
"For strip poker?" Hazel asks.
"Exactly!" Lexi chirps, tossing a set of playing cards into the shopping cart.
"Sounds like a plan to me!" Ashley agrees.
"I like it!" Marcia adds.
"Hey, look at this!" I say, holding up a set of erotic dice for sex games.
"Perfect!" Lexi replies. "Toss it in!"
We get Twister, playing cards, and the erotic dice set. We also find a couples card game that looks like it'll get extra dirty. It all goes into the cart. Then I put it on my credit card. I know Daddy won't mind when he realizes what the charge is for.
Leaving the store, we all exchange hugs and say goodbye. Ashley takes the games and places them in her car. Then Lexi and I get into our car and start the drive home. I park the car in our driveway and we head inside.
Deciding to be responsible, we take our backpacks and go to the main living room to get some studying done. Thankfully, we don't really have any actual homework left, it's just preparing for the last midterms tomorrow.
That's how Daddy and Stacey find us; studying in the main living room. It's nice to meet Stacey. She's really, really pretty. She's a classic blonde bombshell with nice tits and baby blue eyes. She also seems like a genuinely nice person. I like her!
We chat over dinner, and Stacey raves about the food. Hearing her go on and on about how amazing this house is reminds me of just how lucky I am. I love this family. It isn't just about the nice house and great food, I'm so lucky to be loved the way I am.
Stacey brings a chocolate cake for dessert and we all have a slice. It's really good! She's a great baker! Once we finish dessert, we decide it is time to go use the backyard pool. Stacey brought a suit, but I'm happy to say she won't be needing it.
We can all tell Stacey is a little nervous about stripping down in front of us, but eventually she does get naked. Damn, she has a great body. Perfect boobs, a great ass, and a a nice, flat stomach. I wouldn't mind making this girl scream my name.
Daddy can't swim as well with a hard on, so Lexi drops to her knees and sucks him off. I watch, and let out a little moan when Stacey and Lexi exchange a cum-filled kiss. Fuck, I miss cum. Hopefully Ian and I progress to that point soon. Pussy is great, but I miss feeling a hard dick in my mouth.
We all jump into the pool and enjoy the nice, warm water on our naked skin. I have fun splashing around in the water with Lexi, Daddy, and Stacey. With all the rough-housing, it's impossible to completely avoid contact. I shiver when my bare breasts rub up against Daddy. Fortunately, I don't think he notices. Another time, I end up fondling Stacey while the blonde woman runs her hands along my slit. I rub her as well. I definitely need go get my face in that clam at some point soon.
At one point, Stacey suggests chicken-fighting. The idea that the losers will go down on the winners come up, and I nervously look around. That's when Stacey finds out just how sexual we all are. It comes out that Lexi and I regularly sleep with our girlfriends. I feel even closer to Stacey when she accepts the information readily. She's a great girl.
We agree that it'll be Stacey and I versus Daddy and Lexi. If we lose, I go down on Lexi, of course. I'm not putting my dad's dick in my mouth! No matter how nice of a cock it is. I get on Stacey's shoulders while Lexi gets on Daddy's. The game is on!
The game starts out really well, I almost knock Lexi into the water. Sadly, she managers to steady herself. Suddenly, Lexi slaps me across the tits, making me cry out and instinctively cross my arms over my chest to protect my breasts. That's when she grabs my shoulders and tosses me into the water. Stacey and I have lost. I have to lick the little redheaded cheater's twat.
We lay down two towels. Daddy lays on one so that Stacey can suck his dick. Lexi lays on the second so that I can kneel between her spread legs. My own legs are slightly spread as I kneel in the grass. My naked ass is facing Daddy, and there's no way he can't see my pussy if he looks over. Oh well, I just shake my bum and lean in to take a lick of Lexi's sweet slit.
With my face in Lexi's box, I can't see Daddy or Stacey. I can hear wet slurping noises and know the blonde has Daddy's dick in her mouth. Stacey's sucking noises are overlapping with Lexi's moans of pleasure as I eat her out.
Adding my fingers into the equation, I begin to stimulate Lexi's g-spot. I'm rewarded with her moaning my name as she orgasms on my tongue and fingers. Pulling my fingers out of Lexi, I grab onto her hips and bury my face in her cunt. She screams my name with her second orgasm as well.
I pull away from Lexi's slit and glance over. Daddy is on top of Stacey now, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. Stacey's feet are planted firmly on the towel, and her legs are bent. Even as I watch, they are gazing at each other while Stacey takes Daddy's big dick.
With pussy juice all over my face, I get on top of Lexi and start rubbing my pussy against hers. Lexi's hands grip my ass and squeeze as we make out, with Lexi tasting her own sweet nectar on my lips and tongue. I'm so close. I'm gonna cum!
"Oh fuck, oh fuck! Steven!" Stacey screams. "Steven! I love you! Steven!"
We freeze. Our kiss breaks. Lexi cranes her neck to see around me right before I whip my head around just in time to see Daddy pull out of his blonde assistant. Stacey immediately sits up and closes her legs.
"Looks like someone got lost in the passion." Lexi giggles, lessening the tension.
"Uh, yeah." Stacey stammers as her arm instinctively flashes to her chest, concealing her breasts.
"Maybe we should get dressed." I suggest.
"That's a good idea." Daddy says, standing up.
I try not to look at Stacey as the four of us towel off, but I can't help it and glance her way several times. Her face is bright red and she looks mortified as she steps into her panties. I think Daddy believes that she just blurted something out in the heat of passion, but no. No way. She means every word.
"I-I should get going." Stacey mumbles once we're all dressed.
"I understand." Daddy says.
The four of us walk Stacey to the foyer in silence. I'm behind Lexi and Daddy, and I can see that they are holding hands. Lexi is walking really close to him, and I can tell she's shaken by what was said. They'll have to have a very serious talk. Daddy and Lexi, as well as Daddy and Stacey.
"Bye, Stacey." Lexi says with a very quick hug.
"It was great to meet you." I say politely as I hug Stacey and peck her cheek.
"You, too." Stacey replies, rubbing my back.
"See you tomorrow, Stacey." Daddy says as he exchanges a hug with the blonde.
"Tomorrow." Stacey repeats.
The gorgeous blonde makes her exit, then the three of us head back into the main house. We end up deciding to head to bed early and make our way to the bedrooms. I hug and kiss both Daddy and Lexi goodnight before disappearing into my bedroom.
As soon as my door shuts, I get naked and throw my clothes from the day into the hamper. Then I grab my phone and text Lexi that everything will be okay. I remind her that Daddy is madly in love with her. Then I text a number I just got today. It takes over half-an-hour before I get a response.
Kayla: Are you okay?
Stacey: I don't know.
Kayla; You meant it, didn't you?
Stacey: Yes! Fuck! I didn't even know until I said the words myself.
Kayla: You know Daddy would never leave Lexi, right?
Stacey: Yes, I know...
Kayla: I'm sorry. :(
Stacey: It's not your fault, Kayla. He told me when this started that it had to be casual.
Kayla: And now it isn't.
Stacey: Well, it is for him. Just not for me.
Kayla: Oh, Stacey. :(
Stacey: What do I do?
Kayla: I don't know what you can do. If you can't control your feelings, you may have to stop sleeping with him.
Stacey: But I don't wanna. :(
Kayla: I know, but it might be for the best.
Stacey: Yeah... I'm scared to face him.
Kayla: Well, maybe take tomorrow off of work? We're going away for a week after that, and things will have time to settle down.
Stacey: That's a good idea.
Kayla: Yeah, call in sick tomorrow. Your boss will understand. :P
Stacey: Thank you, Kayla. I don't really have a lot of girlfriends to talk to.
Kayla: Well, now you have me. :)
Stacey: Thank you. Have a good night.
Kayla: Good night, Stacey.
I plug my phone in and set it down on my bedside table. Then I get up and walk to my dresser. With a grin, I extract my dildo. I walk back to the bed and plop back down on it as I spread my legs wide.
"Hm, let's get you wet first." I mutter to the sex toy.
I hold the dildo up to my face and flick my tongue out to lick the tip. Then I open up and slide the sex toy between my lips. Once the fake penis hits the back of my throat, I clamp my lips down on it and began bobbing my head.
"Mm." I moan around the fake cock in my mouth.
With one hand holding the end of the dildo, my other hand reaches between my legs. I shiver when I run two fingers along my slit, coating the digits in my juices. My back arches as I begin to rub my clit.
While masturbating, I give head to the dildo as if it were a real cock. My tongue flicks the underside of the shaft, my cheeks cave in as I suck on it as hard as I can. I let out happy moans of pleasure as I imagine a real dick between my lips.
"Mm, that's it, cum for Kayla." I moan as I stick out my tongue and slap the fake cock on it.
I push the dildo back into my mouth as I shove two fingers up my cunt. My hips rise off the bed as I suck the fake cock and finger myself. I close my eyes and imagine I'm sucking off Ian while playing with myself.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I groan around the fake cock as I suck as hard as I can, willing the dildo to cum in my mouth.
As I imagine cum pouring out of the sex toy and into my mouth, I pull my fingers out of my pussy and rub my clit rapidly. That's all it takes. I arch my back and cry out as I orgasm on my talented fingers.
"Ready to fuck me, Ian?" I ask the dildo.
Staying on my back, I aim the sex toy between my legs and slowly ease it inside me. I let out a loud groan as I feel myself being stretched. Fuck, this feels so good. I hold onto the end of the dildo and work it most of the way inside my body.
"Fuck, Ian! You're so big!" I groan as I toss my head back against the pillow, causing my breasts to jiggle.
Keeping a firm grip on the end of the dildo, I slowly begin fucking myself. My wet pussy grips the sex toy as I slide it in and out of me. For several minutes, I stay on my back and masturbate, thinking only of Ian inside me.
"Fuck my pussy, Ian!" I urge as I get close to my release. "Make me cum on your big dick!"
My hand palms my breast, and I imagine it's Ian touching me. I arch my back and cry out his name as my pussy squeezes the fake cock. I can feel tiny electric shocks surging through my little body as I orgasm three times in rapid succession.
"I'm cumming! Oh Fuck, I'm cumming!" I announce.
When I come down from my orgasm, I pull the dildo out of my pussy and bring it to my lips. With a happy moan, I start to suck my juices from the fake penis. That's when a naughty idea occurs to me.
Standing up, I toss the dildo onto the center of the bed, leaving it to rest on the sheets. Then I grab my phone and snap a picture. It's obvious the sex toy is still wet with my juices. With a deep breath, I send the picture to Ian.
Kayla: My girlfriends and I got sex toys one weekend. Thought about you while using this.
Then I wobble my way to my bathroom to clean the sex toy. Returning to my bedroom, I place my clean dildo back in my dresser before getting into bed. I check my phone and see that Ian has responded to my text.
Ian: Um, wow. I don't know what to say!
Kayla: Does it turn you on, big guy?
Ian: Yes! Definitely, yes!
Kayla: Dirty boy. Turned on by a girl playing with her toy while thinking of you.
Ian: I never imagined you had one of those!
Kayla: Does it ruin your image of me as a sweet, nice girl?
Ian: You are a sweet, nice girl.
Kayla: Awe! :)
Ian: And you got me hard.
Kayla: Are you alone?
Ian: Yes. I'm laying in bed.
Kayla: Take out your cock for me.



Ian: It's out.
Kayla: I want you to stroke it. I want you to stroke it and imagine me.
Ian: This feels nice.
Kayla: Good. Imagine my warm mouth on you, sucking you.
Ian: Oh, Kayla!
Kayla: Once you're nice and hard, I lay back for you and spread my legs.
Ian: I'm imagining being on top of you.
Kayla: Good, Baby. Imagine pushing inside of me. I'm wetter and tighter than you ever imagined possible.
Ian: You're so tight...
Kayla: That's it, Baby. Imagine Kayla's tight pussy squeezing your big dick.
Ian: Yes!
Kayla: You can see my boobs bouncing on my chest as I take your cock.
Ian: I'm close.
Kayla: I know, Baby. You're gonna cum in me. Cum for Kayla. Cum in me! Cum in my pussy! Cum!
Ian: I uh, I finished all over my hand.
Kayla; You came, Baby. You came for me.
Ian: Can I show you my hand?
Kayla: I'd love to see your cum.
I wait a couple minutes before my phone goes off again, indicating I have a message. I open the picture and see an image of Ian's hand. The entire side and back of his hand is covered in white. Wow. He came a lot!
Kayla: That looks tasty, Baby.
Ian: Really?
Kayla: Yes. I wanna eat it.
Ian: I had to clean it up. Sorry! :P
Kayla: Hmph.
Ian: That was amazing. You're amazing.
Kayla: Thank you! :)
Ian: You're welcome.
Kayla: You're not so bad yourself ;)
Ian: I should go to bed, it's getting late.
Kayla: I should, too.
Ian: Good night, Kayla.
Kayla: Good night, Ian.
Placing my phone back on my bedside table, I crawl under the covers with a smile on my face. I practice meditation for a few minutes before deciding it is time for bed. Curling up on my side completely naked, I fall asleep.
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Steven
I find out for sure that something is wrong when I wake up Friday morning. Stretching, I throw the covers off of mine and Lexi's body. Glancing over, I see that Lexi is curled up on her side with her bare butt facing me. I check my phone and see a text message from Stacey.
Stacey: Good morning, Sir. I'm really not feeling well. I don't think I'll be able to make it in today.
Steven: Okay, Stacey. I hope you feel better.
Stacey: Thank you, Sir.
I glance over at Lexi, who is completely naked and curled up in a little ball. Her cute rump looks so delectable in this position. Deciding I need to distract myself from Stacey, I try and wake Lexi up.
"Lexi? Lexi, wake up." I say as I reach over and lightly shake her shoulder.
"Ungh!" she grunts in her sleep.
"Time to wake up!" I tell her as I slap her ass.
"Ah!" she jumps as she wakes up. "You jerk!"
"Get up, you." I say as I lean over her and kiss her cheek.
"Mm," she hums as she turns to peck my lips, "I think you're the one who's lucky to be cute."
"Thanks!" I reply, reaching under her arm to squeeze a firm boob.
"Naughty." Lexi whispers as she pushes her ass back against me.
"Wanna fool around before breakfast?" I ask while wrapping an arm around her thin waist as my cock presses against her butt.
"Sure!" Lexi chirps.
With a predatory grin, I roll Lexi onto her back. Throwing one leg over her shoulder, I straddle Lexi's chest. My hard cock is aiming right at her pretty face. Lexi lets out a cute giggle and opens her mouth, sticking out her tongue.
"Gonna fuck my face, Baby?" Lexi asks while wiggling her tongue.
"You bet!" I say with a smile as I slap her outstretched tongue with my cock.
Holding Lexi's head, I lift her up as she opens wide and takes me between her lips. I let out a breath and groan happily when I feel her lips form a seal around my cock. With a firm grip on her head, I start thrusting my hips into Lexi's face.
For several minutes I fuck Lexi's face, using her mouth as if it were a pussy. Her hands grip my thighs as she takes my cock. She's making the sexiest gagging and moaning sounds as my balls slap against her chin.
I bury my entire length down her throat and hold her head against me. Lexi's hands claw at my thighs as drool runs from her lips. When she can't hold me in any longer, I pull out and slap her face several times with my dick as she gasps for breath.
"Fuck..." Lexi gasps weakly. "Fuck me, that was hot."
"Ready to get fucked?" I ask while stroking myself.
"More than ready." Lexi purrs. "Hurry up and stick it in me!"
Tossing my leg over her shoulder so that I'm no longer straddling her, I knee-walk down the bed and get between Lexi's legs. Gripping her legs behind the knee, I bend them back, spreading her open for me.
"Fuck, that's beautiful." I whisper as I admire the perfect, pink pussy staring back at me.
"Give her a kiss?" Lexi asks playfully.
"With pleasure." I reply.
Leaning in, I plant a firm kiss right on Lexi's vulva, making her giggle and squirm in my grasp. Then I extend my tongue and take one long lick of her slit, pushing my tongue between her labia as I go. I grip her thighs tightly while I start to eat her out.
"That's it Baby, lick my cunt!" Lexi coos.
Lexi grips my head in both hands as she moans and pants while I go down on her. Holding her thighs, I keep Lexi spread open as my tongue finds her clit and starts rapidly flicking the little nub. Lexi goes wild, bucking her hips and pulling my hair.
"Faster! Faster! Faster!" Lexi screeches.
I lick her clit faster and faster, my hands pushing her legs back more, the way they're bent leaving her feet by my ears. My favorite redhead pushes my head into her crotch as her orgasm approaches. I'm soon rewarded with a series of loud gasps and grunts as Lexi cums hard.
"Oh wow, I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming!" Lexi screeches.
Before she can come down from her orgasm, I pull away from her pussy and sit up. Still gripping her thighs, I twist my hips until the head of my cock comes in contact with her labia. Pushing hard, I enter Lexi in one quick thrust.
"Oh God, I'm cumming so much! Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Lexi shouts just before she lets out a full-throat scream.
I can see her toes curling as she has a second orgasm from the feel of my dick pushing into her body. Bending Lexi in half so that her feet are by her ears, I start thrusting into her hard and fast. I fuck her for a couple minutes, loving the feel of her tight sheath, loving how flexible she is. I'm already close from the face-fucking, so I won't last long. Lexi knows it.
"Where do you wanna cum?" she asks as she crosses her arms over her calves, pressing her legs into her breasts and helping me keep her bent in half.
"In you." I grunt.
"Cum in my tight, little pussy!" Lexi coos. "Fill my teen hole! Cum inside me! Cum!"
"Fuck, I'm so close!" I groan through clenched teeth as my balls slap her ass.
"Cum in me, Baby! I want it! I want it! Cum in me!" she begs as she uses her well-trained vaginal muscles to squeeze my cock. "I want to feel it leaking out of me! Please cum! Please!"
"Oh, fuck!" I moan I bury myself to the hilt and start shooting inside her.
"Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Lexi screams.
"Fuck" I groan again as my legs start shaking while my balls clench and expel their contents into Lexi's quivering snatch.
"Oh, Steven!" she moans as her entire body tenses up in one final orgasm.
"Lexi!" I grunt back as the last of my load dribbles out of my cock and into her hungry cunt.
Maintaining my grip on Lexi's thighs, I pull my hips backwards and ease my softening dick out of her hole. I look down and smile when I see a dollop of white between her labia. Panting heavily, I smile down at her as I keep her legs bent back.
"Well, that was fun!" Lexi giggles with her feet by her ears.
"Yes, yes it was." I agree as I squeeze her thighs.
"Are you gonna let me go?" Lexi asks with a wink. "Or are you just gonna keep staring at my spread open pussy?"
"It is a beautiful pussy," I say, smiling as I release her legs, "but I should let you go. We're already late for breakfast."
"Yes, we are." Lexi says as she unbends herself and sits up.
I reach over and squeeze a titty, making Lexi giggle and swat my hand playfully. She runs to the bathroom to pee and clean up her twat while I put on a pair of boxer briefs and a robe. When she returns, Lexi steps into a pair of panties.
"Stacey called out of work today." I tell Lexi as she pulls up her underwear.
"Sick?" she asks while reaching for her robe.
"She just said she isn't feeling well. I'm sure it's about what happened yesterday." I reply, sitting on the bed.
"You're probably right." Lexi sighs as she sits down in my lap. "She must be heartsick."
"You're not still worried, are you?" I ask as I wrap my arm around her narrow waist.
"A little." she acknowledges with a shrug.
"You have nothing to worry about." I say as I peck her lips. "I love you."
"I love you, too." she responds with a tight smile.
"C'mon, you." I say as I pull her to her feet and stand up. "We're late."
"Fine, fine. Let's go." Lexi agrees.
I pat Lexi on the bum before placing my hand on her lower back and guiding her to the door. Kayla's bedroom door is wide open when we enter the hallway, showing us that my daughter is already at breakfast. Lexi and I make our way to the dining room to join her.
"About time!" Kayla says when Lexi and I appear at the doorway.
"We were busy!" Lexi chirps.
"Yeah, busy boning." Kayla responds, rolling her eyes.
"We're in a happy, healthy relationship." I say as I sit down at the table and start serving myself breakfast. "A morning quickie is perfectly normal."
"Yes, it is!" Lexi agrees as she also sits down at the table. "And it's a lot of fun!"
"Whatever." says Kayla.
"You're just jealous no one is boning you." Lexi accuses.
"I could get boned any time I want it!" Kayla replies, sticking out her tongue.
"Can we stop talking about boning?" I ask.
"Fine." Lexi says. "Let's talk about the fact that Stacey called out of work today."
"Why?" I ask.
"I know." Kayla says.
"You know?" I wonder. "How?"
"Yeah, how?" Lexi asks.
"I got her number yesterday, and I was worried about her." Kayla explains.
"Is she okay?" I ask.
"She's scared." Kayla tells us. "She knows you aren't leaving Lexi, and she's scared about how strong she feels. Scared to see you."
"Fuck." I swear.
"I'm glad she knows that Steven isn't going to leave me." Lexi says with a nod.
"He isn't leaving you, we all know that, Lexi." Kayla rolls her eyes. "How about a little compassion for Stacey?"
"I am sorry she's hurting." Lexi says, looking down. "I just don't ever want to lose Steven."
"You never will, my love." I vow, placing my hand on top of hers.
"Awe!" Kayla coos as she takes a bite of her breakfast. "So fucking cute!"
"Fuck you, Slut." says Lexi, blowing a raspberry at Kayla.
"Bitch." Kayla snorts before smiling playfully.
"Every damn morning." I say, rolling my eyes.
"No one asked you." Lexi says, taking a sip of her drink.
"I'm just glad you seem more chipper than a minute ago." I explain.
"I guess." Lexi shrugs.
"You have nothing to worry about." Kayla assures Lexi. "Daddy is loyal."
"I know." Lexi says, trying to be strong.
We continue chatting throughout breakfast. It's obvious that Lexi is still concerned about Stacey. I'm not sure what more to say, so I just try and keep my girlfriend's spirits up. Kayla spends her time teasing Lexi, keeping the redhead in a playful mood.
After breakfast, the girls get changed into their clothes for the day while I put on my workout clothes. We meet in the foyer, where I wish them both good luck on their midterms and kiss my two favorite ladies goodbye. Then I head to the home gym to work out.
I run on the tread mill for awhile and lift some weights. Then I take a shower and get ready for work. Saying goodbye to the butler, I head outside and smile when I feel the sunlight hitting my skin. A minute later, I'm in my car and on my way to work.
Walking into the office, I say good morning to my employees before heading to my office. Passing Stacey's empty desk really hits home that she isn't here. That she isn't here because she's avoiding me. Fuck. I want to text her, but know better than to do such a thing. Instead, I text my daughter.
Steven: Have you heard from Stacey?
Kayla: No. Sorry, Daddy. Do you want me to text her?
Steven: No, but thank you. We should give her space.
Kayla: Definitely. I think she's really confused and scared.
Steven: Oh?
Kayla: Yeah, just from a woman's perspective. I mean, she probably intended this to only be casual, and now she can't control her feelings.
Steven: I understand that.
Kayla: She knows you're taken, and she's mad at herself for confessing her feelings. She's scared of being hurt. And she does love you. Her heart is probably breaking.
Steven: I hate that I hurt her.
Kayla: I know, Daddy. :( Just give her time. Wait for her to come to you. That's all you can do.
Steven: I understand. Thank you, Honey.
Kayla: You're welcome. I love you, Daddy.
Steven: I love you, too. :)
I'm working while texting with Kayla. Having to take my own phone calls sucks, but I do what I have to. I also attend a mid-morning meeting, which goes very well. During the day, I'm also exchanging texts with Lexi.
Steven: The girls still coming over after school?
Lexi: Of course. :) Hoping for an orgy?
Steven: I have no idea what you're talking about. :)
Lexi: Of course you don't, pervert. :P
Steven: I'm not a pervert!
Lexi: You're imaging four hot, naked eighteen-year-old girls crawling all over you. Pervert.
Steven: Right now, you're the only hot girl I'm imagining naked. ;)
Lexi: Wanna see?
Steven: Go to the bathroom and send me a picture of your tits. Now.
Lexi: Yes, Sir!
Setting my phone down on my desk, I get up and close my door. I don't think anyone will stop by, but I'm not taking any chances. I return to my desk and wait for my phone to go off. Checking the phone, I see a picture of Lexi while she stands in a bathroom stall, her shirt and bra are pulled up over her boobs.
Lexi: Titties!
Steven: Pull down your shorts and show me your pussy.
I caress my bulge while I admire the picture of Lexi's breasts. Soon, my phone goes off again and I get a picture of her pussy. She is holding the phone with one hand while she uses two fingers from her other hand to spread open her labia, showing me her pink interior.
Steven: Push your fingers up your twat.
Lexi: It feels so good. My fingers stretching my tight hole. I wish it was your cock in me.
Steven: I'm so hard for you.
Lexi: I want to see your cock, Sir. Please show me.
I unbuckle my pants and lift my ass. My erection pops free as I slide my pants and boxer briefs down to my knees. Lexi sends another picture with her fingers up her cunt as I'm getting situated. I hold my cock at the base and snap a picture.
Steven: All yours, Baby. ;)
Lexi: Mm, I know! You're lucky I like to share with my hot friends!
Steven: Very lucky! Sharing tonight?
Lexi: Maybe... who knows?
Steven: I guess we'll find out.
Lexi: I need to get back to class.
Steven: Okay. :(
Lexi: We'll keep texting. Just no more nudes! At least until lunch. ;)
Steven: Sounds good!
Lexi: I love you.
Steven: I love you, too.
I think about whatever random thing I can to distract myself and make my erection go down. Once it does, I pull up my pants and get back to work. An hour later, I place a lunch order and head out to pick it up.
Delivery is definitely an option, but I like the idea of getting out of the office and getting some fresh air. I drive with the window down to the restaurant and pick up my lunch. Then I return to the office to eat alone and take my break while texting my girlfriend.
Steven: How are your midterms going?
Lexi: Fine. You're lucky I wasn't in one when you wanted to see some tit. :P
Steven: Lucky me! I love your pink nipples.
Lexi: I love your mouth on my pink nipples. ;)
Steven: Tonight?
Lexi: It's a date!
Steven: Any more midterms?
Lexi: Yeah, two more after lunch. Then freedom!
Steven: I hope the last two exams go well.
Lexi: Thanks, Baby! Any chance you can get out from work early? I have an itch deep inside me that only you can scratch. ;)
Steven: I'm sorry, but I really can't. I have to make sure everything is squared away before I'm gone for a full week.
Lexi: Lame. :(
Steven: Yeah. :( I actually had to go to the cell phone company and get unlimited international calling in case I'm needed while we're away.
Lexi: You can't do work stuff on our trip!
Steven: I may have to, Lexi. Being in charge comes with a lot of perks, but there are downsides as well.
Lexi: Lame-o.
Steven: Don't worry, I'm sure I won't be needed. It's just for emergencies.
Lexi: Ugh, fine. Fine. Just make sure you don't answer your phone while you have your dick in me.
Steven: I would never. :)
Lexi: :)
Steven: As for this afternoon, have Kayla fuck you with a strap-on before her date. ;)
Lexi: Um, I fuck her. Not the other way around. She's MY Slut.
Steven: And you're mine.
Lexi: Always, Baby. ;)
Steven: Good girl.
Lexi: :)
After lunch, I get back to work. Nothing eventful happens, even though I take a lot of calls. Then I set my away message for my email and send out reminders so that everyone knows I'll be gone next week. I end up staying late, so I send a text to Kayla and Lexi that I'll be missing dinner. Finally, the work day is over and it's time to go home.
I'm the last one still in the office, so there's no one to say goodbye to. I head out to my car and drive home. When I pull into the driveway and see the girls' cars. The only car that's missing is Kayla's. She's on her date with Ian.
"Good evening, Sir." says the butler when I walk in.
"Good evening." I reply with a nod and a smile.
"Steven!" Lexi shouts as she runs into the foyer before skidding to a stop right in front of me. She then throws her arms around me and hugs me.
"Well, hello there." I say, hugging her back after noting that Lexi is wearing a robe. Her auburn hair is also up in a ponytail, which is unusual for Lexi.
"You're back! Finally!" Lexi chirps as she grabs my face and pulls me in for a kiss.
"Someone missed me!" I chuckle as we kiss.
"So much! And I have a surprise for you!" Lexi exclaims.
"A surprise?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"You'll see." she says.
The butler grins at me, and I grin back as Lexi takes me by the hand and drags me out of the foyer. I wave to the butler, who just smiles and shakes his head as Lexi and I disappear deeper into the house. We get to our bedroom and Lexi throws open the door with a smile.
"Surprise!" she exclaims.
Three girls are kneeling beside our bed with their hands resting on their thighs and their hair up in ponytails as they look straight ahead. The girls look incredibly sexy, wearing nothing but cute panties. I'm rock hard instantly.
Hazel's long brown ponytail looks as sexy as always, hanging more than halfway down her back. Her apple-sized breasts are on full display. The tan girl's flat stomach rises and falls slightly with her breathing.
My gaze travels to the beautiful Ashley. Her massive globes hang from her chest, and almost look fake with how firm they are. I know from past experiences that they are very real. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a long ponytail.
Finally, the girl who most resembles Kayla, Marcia. She's actually blushing slightly as she kneels on the floor, waiting for me to arrive. Her dark hair is pulled back, and her good-sized titties are high on her chest.
"Holy shit." I finally gasp.
"I think he approves." Ashley says with a giggle.
"You're surprised?" Lexi asks as she removes her robe, revealing that she is also only wearing panties.
"I'm not!" Hazel laughs.
"This was such a good idea!" Marcia says, blushing.
"I know!" Lexi chirps.
My girlfriend sashays over to the other girls and kneels besides Marcia. The four high school seniors are now lined up in order; Hazel, Ashley, Marcia, Lexi. Four perfect smiles, eight perfect breasts. I'm in heaven.
"You might be interested to know that we had a lesbian orgy with Kayla before she left for her date." Ashley says with a devious smirk.
"Oh yeah?" I ask while I remove my suit jacket and walk over to the closet to hang it up.
"Yup! We all ate pussy and got eaten!" Hazel informs me.
"You gonna take your time undressing?" Marcia asks with a giggle.
"I am." I state simply as I remove my tie.
"He always does this." Lexi explains. "He likes to make his Sluts wait."
"We are your Sluts." Ashley confirms with a nod.
"All four of us." Hazel agrees.
"Yes!" Marcia breathes.
"Then be good Sluts and wait until I'm ready for you." I say while unbuttoning my shirt.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi announces.
"Of course, Sir." Ashley responds.



"Sorry, Sir." Hazel adds.
"Yes, Master." Marcia purrs.
"Master?" I ask with a smirk as I drop my pants, leaving me clad in just my boxer briefs.
"I like it better than 'Sir'." Marcia explains with a shrug. "If that's okay with you?"
"It is." I reply as I walk over and stare down at the four girls and feel them shiver beneath my gaze.
"Before we get started, I have a promise to fulfill." I say, leaving the girls looking at me in confusion.
I walk over to Lexi with my erection tenting my boxer briefs. Then I reach out and cup one of her firm tits. Leaning down, I take a boob in my mouth and start sucking on it. Lexi's hand goes to the back of my head as my tongue flicks her pink nipple.
"Mm, fuck!" Lexi coos.
"I love these tits." I say as I switch to the other boob.
"What promise is this?" Ashley asks as I release Lexi's breast and stand back up.
"I sent him a shot of the girls from the bathroom today at school." Lexi explains as I go grab my phone. "He promised to suck on my titties tonight."
"Oh." Hazel giggles, making her little boobies bounce.
"Smile, ladies." I say just before snapping a picture of the four sexy women.
"Do mine next, Master?" Marcia asks shyly after I set my phone down.
"I think I can do that." I reply as I walk over to Marcia. Leaning down, I capture a nipple in my mouth and start sucking on it. My hand plays with her other tit at the same time.
"Oh, that feels nice!" Marcia moans.
"Mm." I moan as I switch to her other tit. Damn, Marcia has a nice pair of sweater puppies.
After playing with Marcia's boobs for a minute, I stand up and back away so that I can admire all four girls. I then drop my boxer briefs and step out of them. The girls all stare at my hard dick with pure lust.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi moans longingly before she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue for me.
"Nicest cock I've ever seen." Ashley says as she blows me a kiss.
"Mm." Marcia moans, licking her lips.
"I can't wait to feel you stretching me." Hazel says in a sexy whine as she cups her boobs and presses them together.
"Fuck, you're all gorgeous." I say while winking at Lexi. She giggles when she hears me use those words.
I slowly stroke myself as I admire the four teenage beauties kneeling before me. All four of them are making kissing faces or miming trying to suck my cock as I masturbate. This is gonna be a great evening. I lift my cock so that it is pointing straight up. As I continue stroking, I approach Hazel and place my balls by her mouth.
"Lick my nuts." I order.
"Gladly, Sir!" Hazel giggles cutely.
I hold my cock up to give Hazel room to lean in and take a long lick of my ball sack. She then lightly takes my balls in her hand and massages them while licking. I let out a groan, my legs shaking as Hazel takes one ball in her mouth, her tongue playing.
"Next!" I call out as I pull my balls from Hazel's mouth.
"I love you!" Lexi calls out as she laughs and claps once.
"Hold your tits together." I say to Ashley once I'm in front of the blonde.
"Yes, Sir!" Ashley says as she places her hands on either side of her breasts.
Placing my cock between her giant knockers, I moan with pleasure as I feel warm tit-flesh surrounding my shaft. Ashley wraps her breasts around my dick as I start thrusting in and out of her cleavage. At one point, my cock pops out from between her boobs, and the busty blonde pushes it right back in, keeping one hand over her breasts to make sure my cock doesn't fall out again. The entire time she's looking down at her chest, watching the titty-fuck as she begs me to keep going in a wanton voice.
"Next!" I state, pulling my cock out from between Ashley's tits.
"Mm, my turn." Marcia coos as she wriggles her tight, young body.
"Open wide, Baby." I state, presenting her my cock.
"Anything for you, Master." Marcia purrs as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue.
I slap my dick on her outstretched tongue several times, then I place the tip of my dick on Marcia's tongue and then push inside her cute mouth. She looks so sexy, on her knees with her dark hair in a ponytail. Once Marcia can't take me in any deeper, she clamps her lips down on my erection and starts bobbing her head.
"Fuck, yes!" I groan as I feel her tongue lash against the underside of my shaft.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" Ashley exclaims.
"Woo!" Hazel claps.
"Suck it, suck it!" Lexi cheers.
Hearing her friends cheer her on makes Marcia suck me with much more enthusiasm. Her hands reach up to grip my thighs as she rapidly bobs her head while moaning. Drool runs from between her lips as, for the first time, Marcia gives me sloppy head. She's usually so much more reserved, but hearing her friends is really getting her going.
"Fuck, that's good." I moan, encouraging the quiet girl.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Marcia gurgles around my length.
I grab her head in both hands as my hips start bucking. The force of my thrusts makes Marcia's tits jiggle on her chest. Seeing how sexy she looks, on her knees wearing nothing but a cute pair of panties with my dick stretching her mouth causes me to decide on a change of plans.
"You want my cum, Babe?" I ask as I look down at the beautiful girl.
"Mmhm!" Marcia moans around my cock, her eyes wide as she nods.
"Hey! What about me?" Lexi asks loudly. "It's my turn!"
"I guess you'll just have to wait!" I say with a smirk.
"Hmph!" Lexi pouts.
"Oh, you're fine." Ashley speaks up. "You get him every day. Let Marcia taste his load."
"Cum in her mouth, Steven!" Hazel breathes.
"I'm close." I grunt as Marcia's tongue flicks my tip. "I'm so close."
"Don't swallow!" Lexi chimes in. "I wanna see it!"
"Ah, cumming!" I groan as the first spurt splatters against the roof of Marcia's mouth.
"Take that cum!" Hazel cheers.
As I hold her head and cum in her mouth, Marcia reaches up and starts jacking me off while sucking on my tip. Her ministrations successfully pull every drop of cum out of my balls, and I notice her cheeks puff out as they fill with sperm. My legs shake and feel weak as the last of my load dribbles out onto her tongue.
"Remember, don't swallow!" Ashley reminds the dark-haired girl.
"Show off the load!" Lexi exclaims as Marcia keeps her lips clamped tightly around my tip.
"Show us, show us!" Hazel claps as Marcia pulls off my cock with a loud slurp.
Marcia blushes as she gapes her mouth open and allows all of us to see the pool of cum between her lips. She turns her head to the left to show Lexi, then to the right so Hazel and Ashley can see clearly. The quiet girl then shocks us all by looking down at her chest and moving her head from side to side as she spits out the cum onto her tits.
"Holy shit!" Ashley gasps.
"Damn, you go girl!" Lexi cheers.
"Didn't think you had it in you." Hazel giggles as she watches Marcia spit out the last of my load, which lands on her right breast and runs down over her nipple.
"Hazel, Ashley." I state, getting their attention. "Lick the cum from Marcia's tits."
"Yes, Sir!" Hazel nods as she knee-walks across the floor to get to Marcia.
"What about me?" Lexi asks with another pout.
"Gladly, Sir!" Ashley says as she turns and leans in to lick Marcia's right boob.
"Lexi, clean my cock." I order.
"Okay!" Lexi chirps as she knee-walks to me and lifts my limp dick to her mouth.
I watch Hazel lower her head and take Marcia's left nipple in her mouth. Ashley is squeezing Marcia's right boob as she licks the cum from the large orb. Marcia moans and places one hand at the back of each girl's head.
As Lexi gently cleans my sensitive cock head with her mouth, I admire Ashley and Hazel's firm backsides. They look so cute, clad in nothing but panties, with their ponytails down their backs. Fuck, all four of these girls are so sexy.
Soon, Marcia's tits are completely clean of all my cum. Ashley and Hazel move back to their original positions. All three girls are back to kneeling with their hands on their thighs, awaiting further orders.
"Girls," I say in a strong voice, "stand up and lose the panties. Lexi, keep sucking."
I'm not hard at this point, since I did just cum, but it feels good to have Lexi's talented mouth on me. She reaches a hand up and massages my balls. The after-orgasm sensitivity is fading, and Lexi is taking advantage to flick her tongue along my tip.
Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia don't speak. They just give me charming smiles and hop to their feet. As one, the three girls hook their thumbs into their panties and bend their knees so they can drop their panties to the floor. Each girl steps out of her underwear and kicks it away.
"Turn around and bend over." I order.
The girls all giggle as they turn around and bend over the bed, looking straight ahead as they rest on their elbows. Their boobs brush the comforter as they show me their perfect asses. Each girl's legs are slightly spread, revealing a hint of pink.
Now, I'm starting to get hard again. I admire the girls' perfect bodies as Lexi sucks me back to full hardness. Once I'm fully hard, I pull Lexi to her feet and grab her ass. Pulling her close, I look down at my redheaded girlfriend as I grab her panties and start pushing them down her smooth legs. Lexi helps me, and soon her underwear is somewhere in the corner of the room.
Now, all four girls are completely naked in the room with me. Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia are all bent over our bed, their hips touching as they wait for whatever I'm going to do next. Lexi is pressing her body against mine as she looks up at me with love.
"I brought you three sluts to fuck." Lexi says, her face lit up in a radiant smile.
"You're my number one." I whisper as I grab Lexi's bare ass and hold her to me. "Never forget it."
"I love you." Lexi says sincerely.
"I love you, too." I reply.
"That's really sweet and everything," Ashley calls out, making the other girls laugh, "but I need some cock in me!"
"Lexi, go spank Ashley." I say calmly. "She's misbehaving."
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi chirps as she slips out of my grip and walks over to Ashley. Standing beside her so that I can see, Lexi swats Ashley right on the bum.
"Ah!" Ashley gasps as her body jerks forward.
"Again!" I bark, my arms folded.
"Yeah, spank her again!" Hazel coos while Marcia just giggles.
"With pleasure." Lexi purrs before spanking Ashley's other cheek.
"Ah!" Ashley gasps again. "I'm sorry, Sir!"
"Have you learned your lesson?" I ask.
"Yes, Sir! I have, Sir!" Ashley moans. I can see her legs tense up and think she's having a tiny orgasm.
"Lexi, drop to your knees and eat out Ashley." I instruct.
"Mm, gladly!" Lexi chirps as she drops to her knees. I watch the perky redhead grip Ashley's ass cheeks and shove her face in the blonde girl's cunt.
"Fuck, yes! Lick my twat!" Ashley coos as her hands grip the comforter.
For a couple minutes, I watch as Lexi munches on Ashley's pussy. Hazel and Marcia are well-behaved, staying bent over the bed and not speaking, waiting for my next move. I approach Marcia and run my fingers along the dark-haired girl's slit, making her shiver.
"Not yet." I whisper in her ear. "You just had your turn."
Marcia nods frantically in understanding as Ashley cries out in orgasm from Lexi's ministrations. I give Marcia a light swat on the butt before moving on. I walk around Lexi and Ashley so I can stand behind Hazel. I look down and admire the tan girl's young, tight body. I love her sun-kissed skin, and I love the way her long brown ponytail rests on her back.
"Is it my turn, Sir?" Hazel asks as she wiggles her bottom in my direction.
"It is, Slut." I say as I grip her ass cheeks in both hands and squeeze the impossibly tight globes.
"Stick it in her, Baby!" Lexi pulls away from Ashley's pussy to say.
"Don't stop!" Ashley groans. "Please don't stop!"
"Be patient!" Lexi says, spanking Ashley before leaning back in to lick the taller girl's pussy.
"Your tongue feels so fucking good." Ashley moans, her body shaking and big tits jiggling.
I smirk as I watch my girlfriend eat out Ashley. Then I turn back to Hazel. Gripping my cock at the base, I slap Hazel's perky bum with it, making her giggle. Then I aim lower and rub my glans along her moist slit, getting my member slick with her juices.
"Mm, that feels nice, Babe." Hazel moans.
"You like that?" I ask as I swipe my cock head through her labia. "You'll love this!"
Once I'm slotted in her opening, I grip Hazel's hips in both hands and start burrowing inside her tight tunnel. Hazel tosses her head back, and I can see her mouth opening in a silent scream as I stretch her out with my hard dick. Soon, I'm in her to the hilt.
"Fuck me!" Hazel breathes. "Fuck my pussy!"
Holding the tan girl's hips tightly, I begin a steady thrusting motion to comply with her request. Hazel's elbows slide forward as she stretches her arms out, lowering her upper body until her small breasts brush the comforter. I reach forward with my left hand and grab her long ponytail. Yanking her head back, I slam my hips into her ass.
"Harder! Fuck me harder!" Hazel begs.
"Take my cock!" I grunt as I spank Hazel with my right hand and increase the speed of my thrusts.
"Harder, harder, harder!" Hazel screams.
Using my grip on her ponytail, I pull hard, forcing Hazel's back to arch. My other hand grips her hip for leverage as I fuck her as hard and fast as I can. I soon receive my reward in the form of Hazel's cunt convulsing around my shaft.
"I'm cumming! Holy shit, I'm cumming!" the tan girl cries out.
I fuck Hazel through her orgasm before releasing her hip. I reach under Ashley and grab one of her hanging tits. I continue boning Hazel while playing with one of Ashley's big boobs. Fuck, I love my life.
"Mm." Marcia moans, causing me to look over. I can see that Lexi is fingering Marcia while eating Ashley.
"Pinch my nipple." Ashley groans as she arches her back and focuses on all the feelings in her body that are being caused by Lexi and I.
I palm Ashley's large breast and push the big melon into her chest before letting it bounce free again. Next, I slap her tit lightly, making her cry out. Only then do I honor her request and roughly pinch her pink nipple. The effect is immediate.
"I'm fucking cumming again! Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Ashley screeches as she cums on Lexi's tongue.
"Your cock feels so good, Baby! So good!" Hazel gasps as she grips the comforter with desperate strength.
I release Ashley's tit and focus on fucking Hazel for a few more minutes. I keep pulling her hair while spanking her and fucking her with my full length. It isn't long before she cries out another orgasm. Only then do I pull out of her and look down to watch her pussy quiver.
"Fuck, you're good!" Hazel grunts as she lowers her head and rests it against the bed.
"Thanks, Slut!" I say as I slap Hazel's ass. "Clean my cock, Lexi."
"With pleasure!" Lexi says as she pulls away from Ashley's pussy to take my cock in her mouth.
"That's it, taste Hazel's pussy on my cock." I say encouragingly while Lexi rapidly bobs her head on me.
"Mm, mm, mm." Lexi moans around my shaft.
"That's enough." I say as I pull myself from the redhead's mouth. "Now, go back to eating out Ashley."
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi chirps before burying her face in Ashley's cunt once again.
"Oh God, I don't know how much more my pussy can take!" Ashley groans.
I smirk at Lexi and Ashley before giving Hazel's ass a light slap. Then I walk over and stand behind Marcia. I can see her shiver in anticipation as I get into position. I press my tip against her box and push until her labia yield and allow me entry.
"Fuck!" Marcia grunts through clenched teeth as she feels me stretching her little twat.
"I'm so jealous!" Hazel giggles as she stays bent over, waiting for someone to pay attention to her.
"Lexi, spank Hazel. Now!" I bark.
"Mm." Lexi mumbles against Ashley's pussy as the redhead raises her left hand and brings it down on Hazel's right cheek.
"Fuck, yes!" Hazel groans.
"Eat me, eat me!" Ashley gasps out weakly.
I chuckle and shake my head at the girls' antics before gripping Marcia's ass cheeks in both hands. Next, I use my hold on her bum to slowly work my dick in and out of the dark-haired girl's tight body. The usually quiet girl is moaning and panting with each thrust.
"Oh God, you're so deep!" Marcia grunts when she feels my cock head bounce off her cervix.
"You like that, Baby?" I ask as I drill her from behind. Looking down, I admire the way her labia grips my shaft.
"I fucking love it!" Marcia groans, and I feel her use her pussy muscles to squeeze my cock.
"Take that dick, Slut!" Hazel moans. Glancing over, I can see that Hazel has a hand between her legs and is rapidly rubbing her clit.
"Finger me!" Ashley calls out, and I can see that Lexi complies by shoving two fingers up the blonde's cunt. Lexi is no squatting behind Ashley as she rapidly saws two fingers in and out of the tall girl's hole.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Marcia pants, her rapid breathing indicative of her impending climax.
"Cum for me, Marcia." I say as I rotate my hips, stimulating her vaginal walls.
"Stick a finger in my ass!" Marcia cries, surprising all of us.
"Wow!" Ashley grunts as she turns to her right to look at the shorter girl.
"Holy shit!" Hazel gasps.
"Do it!" Lexi breathes as she fingers Ashley and tongues her clit.
"Please!" Marcia begs as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
Not one to disappoint a lady, I spread Marcia's butt cheeks with both hands and admire her butt hole. Then I release her ass with my right hand and shove a finger right up her bum. The effect is immediate. Marcia throws back her head and screams as her body starts shaking.
"Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Marcia screeches as she places her hands firmly on the mattress and thrusts her ass back.
We can all tell Marcia is having a huge orgasm. She's thrashing and screaming, her entire body getting into it. I keep my dick buried inside her cunt, and my finger up her butt as the small girl rides the orgasmic wave. I'm so close, but I don't wanna cum yet.
"Holy shit!" I gasp as I pull out of Marcia and back away. My hand goes to my cock, holding it tightly to avoid shooting.
"Are you close, Baby?" Lexi asks before planting a kiss on Ashley's vulva.
"I almost came inside her." I explain.
"Why didn't you?" Marcia whines in between gasps for breath.
"Yeah, I could have sucked out the creampie!" Hazel pouts.
"I already gave Marcia a load." I answer. "It's not her turn."
"Mm, I'll take your cum." Lexi coos as she turns so she's kneeling before me. "Wanna shoot it on my pretty face?"
"I'm gonna fuck Ashley now. She's learned her lesson." I say.
"Yay!" Ashley exclaims as I walk by Lexi and get into position.
"Lexi, get ready to suck my cum from her pussy." I order as I push inside Ashley.
"Oh, fuck!" Ashley groans as her fingers grip the comforter. She seems completely worn out from all the stimulation.
Reaching around Ashley's body, I grab two handfuls of her massive tits and use them for leverage to fuck the sexy blonde. Ashley's head is hanging down, and she's grunting and groaning with every thrust. She doesn't have the strength to fuck me back, she just stays in position and takes my hard dick. The entire time, Lexi is caressing my thigh and encouraging me.
"That's it, fuck that pussy Baby!" Lexi coos as she leans in to kiss my thigh. "Fuck her hard!"
"I'm close." I grunt.
"Cum in me! Please!" Ashley gasps out.
"Cum inside her! Cum in Ashley's slutty pussy!" Lexi encourages as Marcia and Hazel stay bent over the bed without speaking.
"Fuck, cumming!" I groan as my cock pulses, shooting waves of semen into Ashley's eighteen-year-old body.



"Oh fuck, yes!" Ashley screeches as her arms give out. I release her tits and allow the tall girl to collapse onto the bed.
"Fill her!" Lexi chirps.
"Holy shit!" I grunt as I hold her hips and lean over her, painting her womb with the remaining contents of my balls.
I slowly ease my softening member out of Ashley's warm sheath. The instant I'm out of the way, Lexi swoops in and places her mouth over Ashley's pussy so that she can suck the cum out of the tall blonde. Ashley moans weakly, her right leg shaking slightly and her hands gripping the comforter.
"Hazel, Marcia," I begin as I take a few steps back to make room, "get on your knees and clean my cock."
"Yes, Master!" Marcia says.
"Of course, Sir!" Hazel adds.
The two beauties get on their knees and start passing my soft cock back and forth between them. The girl who isn't sucking on me will bend her head lower to give my balls a tongue-bath. I'm not getting hard just yet, but fuck, this feels good.
Once my cock is clean, and Ashley's pussy is empty of cum, the four girls all kneel before me with satisfied smirks on their faces. I breathe heavily as I admire the four pretty faces and eight gorgeous breasts on display. This is only the beginning.
I decide it's finally time to bring the party onto the bed. I climb in bed and lay down in the middle of the bed as the four girls join me. I'm in heaven as four naked eighteen-year-old girls crawl all over me. Lexi is nibbling on my earlobe while Marcia traces shapes on my chest with her breasts pressing against me. Ashley is nursing on my soft member as Hazel kneels between my legs and licks my balls.
The five of us end up cuddling on the massive bed. I have Lexi in one arm and Marcia in the other. Hazel is curled up behind Marcia while Ashley's big tits are pressing against Lexi's back. Damn, I'm so glad we have such a big bed.
"So, Marcia," Lexi begins, "what was that about?"
"What?" Marcia asks.
"Don't act like you don't know!" Ashley laughs. "You wanting a finger up your butt!"
"I don't know." Marcia blushes. "I was really turned on, and it seemed like it would feel good."
"You are the only one of us who hasn't taken it up the ass." Hazel says.
"Not for lack of trying!" Lexi reminds us.
"True. Are you gonna try again?" asks Ashley.
"Maybe." Marcia admits, her face bright red as the girls all giggle.
"Are you girls ready for Bermuda?" I ask, changing the subject.
"Yes!" Lexi chirps.
"Fuck, yeah!" says Ashley.
"I can't wait!" Hazel exclaims.
"I'm a little nervous about the plane, but I'm excited!" Marcia says.
"Never been on a plane, Marcia?" asks Ashley.
"No, never." Marcia says.
"Neither have I." Lexi admits.
"I have. Other than take off and landing, you rarely can tell you're even on a plane." says Hazel as she kisses the top of Marcia's head.
"You have nothing to worry about." I say, squeezing Marcia's shoulder affectionately.
"Thank you." says Marcia.
"Did you girls all bring your suitcases?" I ask.
"Yeah, they're in the main living room." answers Ashley.
"Except mine and Kayla's." Lexi says.
"Yeah, yours and mine are right over there." I say with a laugh, gesturing to the corner of the room where we've stashed our suitcases. Lexi is using the luggage I got for her recently.
After cuddling for awhile, we decide it's time to play some more. Hazel starts blowing me while Ashley and Marcia make out. Lexi is curled up beside me, her nude frame pressed up against me as she kisses my neck.
"We should bring some toys into this." Lexi suggests as Marcia and Ashley start tribbing.
"Oh? The handcuffs?" I ask.
"I was thinking the double-ended dildo, so you can watch two girls fuck each other." Lexi answers.
"I like the sound of that." I say. "I didn't realize you bought one of those."
"Yeah, it's in Kayla's room, in her suitcase." Ashley says, breaking her kiss with Marcia. "I'll go get it."
Ashley gets off of Marcia and heads for the door. As soon as she disappears, Lexi straddles my head and lowers her pussy down onto my face. I start eating out Lexi while Hazel is going down on me. Marcia lays beside me and starts kissing all over my chest. I moan against Lexi's pussy when the short girl takes my nipple in her mouth and lightly sucks on it.
"What's wrong?" Marcia's voice calls out right after the door opens.
"Are you okay?" Lexi asks as she immediately gets off of my face.
Hazel pulls off my cock and also looks over at the door. I glance that way just as Ashley is closing the door. The nude blonde's face is bright red and she looks really anxious. In addition, the double-ended dildo is nowhere in sight.
"It's, uh, nothing." Ashley says, obviously lying.
"Yeah, right." Lexi snorts.
"You didn't bring the dildo and you're bright red!" Hazel says.
"What's wrong?" asks Marcia.
"Kayla's home." Ashley mumbles.
"So?" I ask in confusion as the girls all gasp in realization.
"I guess she didn't tell you, Steven." Ashley sighs as she gestures at her naked body. "She and her date decided to stop by after the movie. I just gave Ian quite the show."
"Oh!" I gasp. "Ashley, I'm so sorry."
"It's not your fault." Ashley mumbles.
"Kayla's gonna have to tell Ian why you were walking around the house naked." Lexi sighs.
"Yeah, there's no lie that would make sense. He'll know that Steven fucks all of us." Hazel bites her lower lip.
"D-do you think he'll tell Josh and Shawn?" asks Marcia, who looks like she's about to cry.
"I don't know!" Ashley shouts as she buries her face in her hands.
Hazel, Marcia, and Lexi all get out of bed and walk over to Ashley. I look on as they comfort the distraught girl. I understand what they're worried about, they don't want this to get out. They don't want it to ruin their friendships. Fuck.
"Maybe we should call it a night?" I suggest. "You girls can sleep in the guest bedrooms."
"Yeah, maybe." Ashley sighs.
"Why? We didn't do anything wrong." Lexi insists.
"I know we didn't, but still, we don't want it going around that we're all fucking the same guy. It isn't a rumor you want about yourself in high school." Hazel reasons.
"Ian won't talk. He's not that kind of guy." Lexi says.
"I hope you're right." Marcia says as she crosses her arms over her breasts protectively.
"Either way, the mood is kind of ruined." I say. "And we have all next week for wild sex."
"Let's get dressed." says Hazel.
The four girls all find their panties, which takes a couple minutes since the underwear has been scattered across the room. Then they step into their panties and put on robes. I put on boxer briefs and a robe.
"Are you girls okay?" I eventually ask as we all stand in the center of the room.
"I'm fine. It isn't like the whole school doesn't already know about me anyway." Lexi shrugs.
"I guess I'm just shaken." Ashley explains. "I wasn't expecting it to get out like this. I don't want it to hurt Kayla's relationship with Ian."
"I have a reputation as a quiet, good girl." Marcia says. "I'm afraid I'll lose that."
"Don't be." Hazel says. "You're still a quiet, good girl. You just like sex. Besides, high school is almost over. We overreacted. Everything will be fine."
"I guess I just don't want Shawn to find out." Marcia responds, looking down.
"Because you like him?" Lexi asks.
"Yes." Marcia admits with a nod. "And I'm scared. Even if something does happen with Shawn, or any guy for that matter, I don't want to stop what we're doing."
"Neither do I." Ashley sighs. "And you were all right before, I do have a thing for Josh. He's sweet."
"Hey, if you girls wanna pursue relationships, you should." I say. "Don't let me hold you back."
"It isn't just about you and your big dick." Lexi tells me. "Pay attention. They don't want to stop what we girls have between us now."
"I don't wanna stop making love with any of you." Marcia whines. "But I also like Shawn, so I don't know what to do!"
"This just made everything real, I guess." Hazel sighs as she crosses her arms beneath her breasts.
"Yeah..." Ashley trails off.
"What do we do?" Marcia asks with tears in her eyes.
"For now, we have a great spring break." Lexi insists. "We go wild and fuck each others brains out. What happens next? We'll figure it out when we get back."
"That sounds good to me." Hazel says with a nod.
"I-I think I can do that." Marcia nods as she wipes away her tears.
"Steven?" Ashley asks looking at me.
"Yes?" I inquire.
"Would it change things if I did hook up with another guy over spring break?" Ashley wonders.
"No, not at all." I answer. "I love all you girls, but I'm with Lexi. Only Lexi. She's my number one. We have fun, but I want you to live your lives. If that means we stop sleeping together, so be it. And if you just want a random hook up, that's fine with me, I'll keep boning you all. Before and after."
"We love you, too." Marcia says with a smile.
"And we love each other." Hazel nods.
"I think we should make a pact." Ashley says. "None of us will get involved with a guy who can't handle us girls making love. We need each other."
"No offense, Steven." Hazel says. "I could stop sleeping with you. I can't lose my girls."
"I understand." I say with a smile.
"We'll talk to Kayla in the morning, and make a pact." Lexi nods. "Slut-sisters forever."
"Slut-sisters forever!" Ashley crows.
"Yes." Hazel grins. "We talked about it a bit this afternoon, but we'll make a pact tomorrow."
"I just hope Kayla is okay with this." says Marcia. "I know how much she cares about Ian."
"If Ian is who Kayla thinks he is, he'll be okay with it. And it won't matter." Lexi reasons.
"I hope you're right." I say, not wanting my daughter to get hurt.
We continue talking, and the girls start to calm down. Eventually, we all lose our robes and get back into bed together wearing just underwear. The five of us all cuddle and just enjoy each others company. That's when there is a knock on the door.
"Who is it?" I call out.
"Kayla." my daughter's voice responds.
"Come in!" I say loudly.
"Well, don't you all look cozy." Kayla says as she walks into the room wearing a robe. The indents in the fabric prove that my daughter isn't wearing a bra.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps as she sighs contentedly in my arms.
"You could join us!" Ashley offers.
"Yeah, lose the robe!" Hazel calls out as she spoons Marcia.
"What happened with Ian?" Marcia asks, getting right to the point.
"We're okay, I think." Kayla says with a sigh. "He's a little overwhelmed with everything, but I think he'll be okay."
"He's not gonna tell Shawn or Josh, right?" asks Ashley in a nervous voice.
"I don't think so." Kayla says. "He's a good guy."
"I hope you're right." Marcia mumbles.
"She is." Ashley insists before changing the topic. "Speaking of Ian, did you two finally hook up? I noticed someone looks like she just got out of the shower."
"Did someone just get laid?" Lexi asks, teasingly.
"Do I really need to hear about this?" I ask, shaking my head.
"Yes. Yes, you do." Ashley says with a nod.
"It is none of your business." Kayla says as she crosses her arms beneath her breasts.
"That means they didn't do it." Hazel nods sagely.
"Or it means they had the wildest sex of their life and Steven's baby girl just took it up the ass." Lexi suggests.
"Lexi!" Marcia admonishes.
"Well, if I did, tonight wouldn't be the first time." Kayla says, sticking out her tongue.
"Too much information!" I say in a sing-song voice.
"Get over it!" Five girls all yell at once.
"I'm going to bed." Kayla tells us, shaking her head as she smirks.
"Wait!" Lexi shouts.
"Why?" Kayla asks.
"We're all practically naked. Show us your tits first!" Lexi says.
"Tits, tits!" Ashley cheers.
Kayla rolls her eyes, but still doesn't hesitate to pull her robe open and reveal her hanging breasts. Fuck, they're perfect. Kayla then surprises me by taking off the robe and slinging it over her arm. Now she's only wearing a pair of cute panties.
"Goodnight!" Kayla says as she turns around and shows us her pantie-clad ass.
"G'night, Honey!" I call out.
"Goodnight!" says Marcia.
"Night, night!" Hazel adds.
"Sweet dreams." says Ashley.
"Nice ass!" Lexi shouts.
Kayla just laughs and reaches behind her body to slap her own ass. That makes us all laugh, and we're all chuckling like crazy when Kayla shuts the door behind her. We laugh for several more minutes while cuddling and kissing.
Soon, we start drifting off to sleep, one by one. This has been quite the eventful day, however we made it. Spring break is here. This time tomorrow, we'll all be in Bermuda. Hopefully there isn't any drama there.
Kayla
I can hear my alarm. I grunt in my sleep and put a pillow over my head, trying to drown out the noise. Soon though, I can ignore it no longer. I toss the pillow off my head and sit up before shutting off my alarm.
Reaching my arms above my head, I stretch and yawn, causing my tits to jiggle slightly on my chest. Realizing it is now Friday morning makes me smile. Just one more school day before spring break! I grab my phone and text Ian good morning, then I text my girls.
Kayla: Morning, ladies!
Ashley: Good morning. :)
Hazel: Will we be able to sleep later next week?
Marcia: No! We'll be up early to explore Bermuda!
Kayla: You are not sleeping away our vacation!
Hazel: Hmph.
Ashley: I need to take a shower before school. Talk later!
Marcia: Me, too. Bye bye!
Kayla: Later!
Nothing from Lexi. She must still be sleeping. I walk to my bathroom naked and sit on the toilet to pee. After using the bathroom, I swallow my birth control pill and take a quick shower. Then I slip on a clean pair of panties and a robe before exiting my bedroom and entering the hallway.
"Oh God, I'm cumming so much! Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Lexi shouts just before she lets out a full-throat scream.
I can hear her clear through Daddy's door. Yeah, they'll be late for breakfast. Shaking my head, I giggle as I pad across the carpeted floor and make my way down the hall. I reach the dining room and serve myself breakfast. I'm hungry, and I'm not waiting for Lexi and Daddy to finish fucking.
I start eating and, a few minutes later, Daddy and Lexi stagger in with happy looks on their faces. I tease them about fucking as they make plates and start eating. Then we talk about Stacey. I tell the truth, that I have been texting Stacey. We are all worried about her.
I can tell Lexi is also worried about losing Daddy. I reassure her that she has nothing to worry about. Daddy's never leaving her. I start to tease Lexi while we eat to keep her spirits up. It seems to work.
After breakfast, I head back to my bedroom to get dressed. I decide to put on a pretty sundress that I'll be able to wear tonight for my date with Ian as well. Admiring myself in the mirror, I think I look really cute. I hope Ian agrees.
Lexi, Daddy, and I all meet in the foyer. I kiss Daddy goodbye and then say goodbye to the butler. Daddy goes back into the house to work out, while Lexi and I head out the door and get in the car. Then it is off to school.
"There's Hazel." says Lexi. "She's just getting out of her car."
"I'll park beside her." I say.
I pull into the space beside Hazel's car just as she's closing her car door. She smiles and waves when she sees us. Then she walks around her car and approaches as I shut off the engine. Then Lexi and I step outside.
"Good morning, Hazel!" Lexi chirps.
"Morning!" I add cheerfully.
"Morning." Hazel grunts sleepily.
"Up late again?" Lexi asks the tan girl.
"Yeah, new season of my favorite show just dropped." Hazel explains while rubbing her eyes. "I binge watched it all night."
"Gonna be up all night while we're away, too?" I ask.
"Probably." Hazel answers with a shrug. "We'll be up all night partying."
"Good. Just don't sleep the next day away." I say.
"I won't." Hazel promises as she tosses her long ponytail over her shoulder. "Think Steven can keep up with us?"
"He isn't old!" Lexi insists. "He can keep up!"
"Daddy will be fine." I giggle.
We continue chatting about our trip for several minutes as we walk into the school. Students mill about all around us as various cliques hang out before homeroom. A few minutes later, we spot Marcia and Ashley, who walk into the building together. The two girls see us and immediately come over.
"Good morning!" Marcia says happily as she walks up and gives us each a hug.
"Last day before Bermuda!" Ashley grins.
"Did you girls all bring your suitcases?" I ask.
"Yup!" Marcia answers.
"Mine is in my trunk." Hazel says.
"We were supposed to bring our suitcases to school?" Ashley asks in confusion.
"You're coming over our house after school, dummy." Lexi rolls her eyes. "And staying until we leave for the airport."
"Oh!" Ashley exclaims before blushing. "Oops."
"Ashley!" Marcia shakes her head.
"If anyone was gonna forget, I'd have thought it'd be me!" Hazel laughs.
"You don't have time to go get it now." Lexi says.
"No, I don't." Ashley sighs. "I'll have to go home after school. I'm all packed, my suitcase is in my bedroom. I'll grab it and then join you guys at the house."
"Sounds good." I say.
"Just don't start the orgy without me!" Ashley giggles.
"Not so loud!" Marcia says, looking around frantically.
"Oh, no one's listening." Lexi reasons.
"I think the word 'orgy' would get anyone's attention." I respond, agreeing with Marcia. "Keep it down, Ashley."
"And it's not an orgy." Hazel whispers. "It's the five of us making love. We're forever!"
"Yes, we are!" Lexi chirps.
"Sisters forever." Ashley nods.
"Forever." I say happily, but with a flash of fear as I wonder how Ian will react to this knowledge when he finds out someday.
"I love you girls." Marcia says. "What are we gonna do all week in Bermuda?"
"I'm gonna get as much sun as I can!" Hazel answers.
"Mm, that sounds good." Ashley smiles. "Laying on the beach in our bikinis, getting admired by every guy who walks by. Yes, please!"
"Don't we have a private beach?" Marcia asks.
"Well, yeah," Lexi responds, "but we won't be on the private beach the entire time. I wanna explore all the pink, sandy beaches!"
"So do I!" I say. "Don't worry, we'll hit everything we want to do!"
"Good!" Hazel interjects. "I can't wait!"
"I can't wait to get boned!" Ashley adds.
"Is sex all you think about?" Marcia asks, shaking her head.
"Yup!" Ashley announces as she wraps an arm around Marcia. "I love eating that sweet snatch of yours."
"Don't talk about that where anyone can hear!" Marcia says with a blush.
"We have nothing to be ashamed of." Lexi insists.
"Nothing at all." I nod. "But no need to advertise it."
"Yeah, you're embarrassing Marcia." says Hazel.
"Fine, sorry Marcia." Ashley says as she kisses Marcia's cheek.
"And anyway," Lexi begins, "Steven can bone you tonight!"
"That's true!" Ashley giggles.
"I'm looking forward to that, too." Marcia suddenly whispers.
"She's just like me, always wants cock and cunt." Ashley says. "She's just shy about it!"
"We're all horny all the time." Hazel adds.
"For each other." I nod.
"And for Steven!" Lexi adds.
"I'm not shy, I'm quiet!" Marcia says, "But I am really horny. I love making love with you girls, but I'm really looking forward to some real cock."
"That's my girl!" Ashley cheers.
"I'm only horny for you girls and Ian." I say. "Not Daddy."
"Liar." Lexi chirps, making the other girls laugh.
"You girls ready for your midterms?" Marcia asks.
"I guess." Ashley shrugs. "I have one in every class today."
"The downside of not having any yesterday!" says Hazel.
"I'm glad I had a couple yesterday. Less to worry about now." I say.



"Either way, we'll both be done with this crap after today." Lexi adds.
"At least until finals." Marcia smiles.
"Fuck you." says Ashley, making Marcia laugh.
We continue chatting about spring break and teasing each other mercilessly. I love these girls. I can't imagine life without them in it. I can't imagine not making love and bonding with them. I hope Ian understands.
The warning bell for homeroom goes off, and the girls and I head our separate ways. I sit in home room and check my phone. I'm surprised to find out that Daddy is texting me. When I read the text, I understand. He's worried about Stacey.
Fortunately, my first class of the day isn't a midterm, so I'm able to keep texting Daddy. My second class is a midterm and I have to put my phone away. I think it goes well, probably another A, but we'll see.
On my way to my third class, I'm in a good mood until I see Keith approaching from the opposite direction. He's holding hands with Stephanie. Since he's with his girlfriend, he doesn't make any comments to my face, he just sneers at me.
I feel a knot in my stomach as I glance at Stephanie. She looks okay. The eighteen-year-old has a smile on her face and doesn't look hurt. I guess I'm probably just paranoid. Despite her attitude when we met at the mall, I don't want Stephanie to get hurt by Keith.
Taking some deep breaths, I walk into my third class of the day and sit down for my midterm. I have a lot more trouble focusing now, as memories of what happened tome flash through my mind. Using the 5-4-3-2-1 method, I am able to relax myself enough to finish the test. I think I do okay.
I'm stressed out now, and feel a lot of relief when the bell rings, ending my last class before lunch. I sling my backpack over my shoulder and head out the door. After buying my lunch, I sit down at our usual table.
"Hi, Kayla!" Ian says, his huge grin showing how happy he is to see me.
"Hello, Ian." I reply, smiling cutely.
"Hello, lovebirds." Lexi teases.
"Aren't they the cutest?" Shawn asks.
"So cute!" Ashley giggles.
"Adorable!" Marcia says.
"Whatever." I say, rolling my eyes.
"How are everyone's midterms going?" Hazel asks.
"Mine went well. I think I'll keep my straight A's." Marcia answers.
"Not bad." Josh says, speaking up at last.
"Good. I only have two left!" Lexi says.
"Same." I add. "The ones I had this morning were fine."
"I have three." Shawn laments.
"Me, too." says Ashley.
We continue chatting and complaining about midterms for several minutes, in between bites of food. The conversation flows easily, I'm glad that these guys are our friends now. Ashley tries to bring Josh out of his shell, while the outgoing Shawn practices flirting with the quiet Marcia.
"Are you girls excited for Bermuda?" Shawn asks at one point.
"I can't wait!" Marcia gushes as she gives Shawn a sexy smile.
"We're gonna have so much fun out on the beaches in our bikinis!" Hazel says.
"What do you think, boys?" asks Ashley. "Will we look good in bikinis?"
"Ah, um.." Shawn mumbles, his outgoing personality clearly not enough to trump his nerves. Ian is also blushing, and Josh just looks overwhelmed.
"Still not fully comfortable with us?" Lexi asks with a smirk.
"Stop teasing them!" Marcia admonishes.
"Sorry, Mom!" Ashley responds.
"You okay, Ian?" I ask with a giggle.
"You know what?" Hazel asks. "We should all have a pool party some time!"
"That's a great idea!" Ashley exclaims.
"I love it!" says Marcia.
"Me, too!"
"You three just wanna show off your big titties in bikinis!" Lexi says, teasing us.
"Jealous much?" Ashley asks.
"Whatever." Lexi says as she shocks the table by grabbing her boobs from outside her shirt and squeezing. "My boyfriend loves my girls, that's what matters."
"Yes, it is." Hazel says.
"You guys okay?" Marcia asks.
"Um, yes! Yes, I'm good." Shawn says as he looks away from everyone's favorite redhead. Lexi grabbing her boobs is clearly shocking to him.
"I'm okay." Josh mumbles.
"I'm fine." Ian says. "I'd love to go to a pool party."
"I'm sorry you weren't invited to my birthday pool party." I say, feeling like shit. "You should have been."
"It's okay, we're used to it." Shawn says, unable to meet my gaze.
"You shouldn't be." Marcia chimes in. "You guys are great!"
"You really think so?" Josh asks, speaking over everyone for the first time.
"Yes," Ashley smiles, "we are so glad that we started sitting with you."
"Thank you." Josh says, looking right into Ashley's pretty eyes.
"You're welcome, Cutie." Ashley says with a wink.
"So, pool party?" Lexi asks. "After we get back from Bermuda we'll plan something?"
"Definitely!" I say with a nod.
"Great!" Shawn says with a smile.
The guys get a lot more talkative after the invitation. They're excited. I actually feel really bad that we've never gotten together as a group outside of school. We'll have to rectify this. I'm glad Hazel came up with the idea of a pool party. It'll be an excellent opportunity for Marcia and Ashley to flirt, too.
After lunch, we all go our separate ways and head to our classes. Two midterms later, and I'm free for spring break! I get in the car with Lexi and we drive home with Hazel and Marcia following us. Ashley, of course, has to go home first to get her suitcase.
We park our cars, then Lexi and I help Marcia and Hazel get their suitcases and carry-on bags out of their trunks. The butler offers to help us when we wheel in two suitcases, and we happily accept. Soon, the bags are in the main living room and the butler makes his exit. Daddy says we'll weigh them tomorrow morning.
Once the bags are against the wall, we all kick off our shoes and socks, then sit down and relax. I grab the remote and turn on the big screen. We channel surf for a little while before settling on a rerun of an old television show. That's when my phone goes off.
Ashley: I'm here!
Kayla: Okay, I'll meet you in the foyer.
"Ashley's here." I say.
"Shall we go help her with her suitcase?" Lexi asks.
"Nah, you girls relax in here. I'll go." I respond as I stand up.
Lexi slaps my butt as I walk by her, and I flip her off. Then I head down to the foyer to meet Ashley. The busty blonde is standing in the foyer with her suitcase and carry-on. She's talking to the butler, who is doing his best to look her in the eye and not the cleavage.
"Would you two like some help getting this suitcase into the house?" the butler offers.
"I think we've got it, right Kayla?" asks Ashley.
"Yeah, we'll take this one. Thanks though!" I say.
"Very good." says the butler.
Ashley slings her carry-on over her shoulder, then the two of us grab her suitcase and start wheeling it through the house. We reach the main living room and find the other girls. Hazel is laying sideways on an armchair with her bare feet dangling over the armrest as she watches television. Lexi and Marcia are cuddling on the big couch. They're arms are wrapped around each other and they are softly kissing.
"That looks like fun!" Ashley says as we place her suitcase beside the others.
"Yeah, it's a great show." Hazel agrees with a nod, her eyes locked on the screen.
"I think she meant what the other two are doing." I giggle.
"Wha-? Oh!" Hazel exclaims when she turns and sees Lexi and Marcia making out. Lexi gives a thumbs up, and the two girls otherwise ignore us.
"Didn't even notice them sucking face?" asks Ashley.
"No!" Hazel replies.
"Maybe we should take this to my bedroom?" I suggest.
"What's wrong with fucking down here?" Ashley wonders.
"Can't it wait? This is a great episode!" Hazel interjects.
"The sex toys are in my room." I explain, ignoring Hazel.
"Oh, good point." Ashley nods.
Hazel pauses the television and hops to her feet. Ashley and I watch as Lexi and Marcia break apart. Lexi caresses Marcia's face and whispers something to the dark-haired girl that I can't hear. Marcia smiles and nods, before the two girls turn to us and stand up as well.
"Let's go!" Lexi chirps as she takes Marcia's hand.
"Sounds good to me!" Ashley states as she slaps my butt. "C'mon, Slut. Time to get some pussy!"
The five of us make our way through the massive house until we reach my bedroom. We all start stripping down as soon as the door closes. I slip out of my sundress and take off my bra. Seconds later, my panties hit the floor and I'm totally nude. I smile at my four naked best friends.
"Marcia and I wanna try out the double-ended dildo!" Lexi announces while Marcia blushes.
"Ooooh, can I help?" asks Hazel.
"Yes, please!" Lexi says.
I walk over to my dresser and pull out the double-ended dildo, some lube, and a strap-on. Ashley takes the strap-on from me before I turn around and walk over to the other three girls. I hand Hazel the double-ended dildo, and she examines it curiously.
"So, how do they do this?" Hazel asks.
"Isn't it obvious?" Ashley asks as she steps into the strap-on harness. "One end per slut."
"Be sure to use lube." I add. "Those dildos are big!"
"I know that!" Hazel says. "I mean, what's the best way to do this?"
"Ass to ass, probably?" Lexi offers.
"Works for me." Marcia giggles.
"Okay, both of you kneel on the floor and I'll hold up the dildo." Hazel says.
Ashley and I watch as Marcia and Lexi kneel on the floor with their bare bums facing each other. Hazel applies lube to the fake cock and then gets on her knees as well. Hazel holds the double-ended dildo between both girls and has them slowly back up until the tips make contact with the girls' labia.
"This is so cool." Ashley says as she stands beside me, her arms crossed beneath her breasts and the fake cock standing at attention.
"I can't believe Marcia is using it first!" I exclaim.
"I guess I'm just as much of a slut as the rest of you!" Marcia giggles as Hazel rubs the tip of the dildo along the dark-haired girl's slit.
"We're all sluts!" Lexi says as she backs up further and the head of the dildo pops inside her. "Oh, fuck yes!"
"We're Steven's sluts!" Hazel says, holding the dildo with both hands.
"I'm a slut, but not his." I say, rolling my eyes.
"Yeah, yeah..." Ashley says, gesturing at me with a hand to be quiet.
We watch enthralled as Marcia and Lexi slowly back up, each of them taking more and more fake cock inside of them. Marcia is looking straight down, her fingers gripping the carpet as she moans and pants. Lexi is staring straight ahead, her teeth clenched and bared as the fake cock stretches her. Soon, Hazel has to release her grip on the dildo so that the girls can press their asses together.
"Holy shit, that's hot!" Hazel breathes.
"So. Fucking. Full!" Marcia grunts.
"I can feel your ass against me while the dildo stretches me. I love this!" Lexi announces, tossing her hair back over her shoulder.
"Start fucking each other!" Ashley encourages.
Lexi and Marcia both ease themselves forward, so that that a few inches of fake cock is exposed. Then the both slam their asses back together again. They repeat the process again and again, and soon they are fucking each other with a steady rhythm.
"Keep going, keep fucking each other!" Hazel moans, her eyes locked on Lexi and Marcia as the tan girl slaps a hand to her pussy and starts rubbing her clit.
"C'mere, Kayla." Ashley says as she grabs me by the hair and pulls me to face her. "Why don't you get on your knees and suck me off while I watch our friends?"
"Mm, with pleasure." I say as I drop to my knees and take Ashley's fake cock in my hand. Ashley is standing perpendicular to the girls, so that I can watch the show as well.
"Fuck! Me!" Lexi screeches, thrusting her ass back against Marcia.
I stroke the dildo several times before leaning forward and opening my mouth. Ashley buries her hands in my hair as I take the fake cock between my lips and start sucking on it. Fuck, I love being submissive. Usually, I'm Lexi's Slut, but right now? Now I'm Ashley's.
"That's it, suck my dick." Ashley encourages.
"Fuck her face!" Lexi calls out as she and Marcia continue fucking each others brains out.
Ashley uses her grip on my hair to yank my head back and forth along the fake cock. Drool runs from my lips while Ashley uses my face as if it were a pussy. I grip her smooth thighs in my hands as I try to steady myself.
"Oh my God, I'm gonna cum!" Marcia announces. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Cum for me, Slut!" Lexi groans.
When Ashley slows down the face-fucking, I am able to glance over. I can see Marcia tensing up, her tits hanging from her chest, jiggling as the short girl cums on the double-ended dildo. I can tell from her rapid motions, that Lexi isn't far behind. Soon, the redhead announces her orgasm as well.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lexi screeches.
"Mm, fuck yes!" Hazel moans. I can see Hazel from this angle and can tell that she has two fingers jammed up her cunt.
"I need to get some pussy." Ashley says. "Get on your hands and knees!"
I pull off the fake cock and give it a quick kiss. Then I turn and get on my hands and knees, making sure I'm facing Marcia and Lexi. Ashley gets into position behind me and I soon feel the tip of the fake cock pushing at my labia.
"Stick it in me!" I beg.
Ashley squeezes my butt in her hands before giving one cheek a playful slap. She spanks me a second time, then grips my hips and pushes into my pussy. I throw my head back and let out a long, keening moan.
"Yeah, take my cock!" Ashley says as she begins fucking me.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi calls out.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant with each thrust.
"Fuck, this feels so good!" Marcia groans.
Hazel knee-walks backwards so that she can alternate between watching me getting fucked and the antics of Marcia and Lexi. She's fingering herself rapidly, her naked body on full display. I can tell she's close to an orgasm.
"Fuck, mm, fuck!" Hazel moans, tossing her head so that her ponytail falls to her lower back.
My hands grip the carpet as I take it from behind. I bare my teeth and grunt with each thrust Ashley makes into my warm, wet hole. A strand of dark hair hangs down my face, partially obscuring my view of Marcia and Lexi pushing their asses together.
I lock eyes with Hazel as the tan girl rubs her clit. We're both moaning heavily, her while masturbating, and me while taking the fake cock up my cunt. Hazel's gaze travels down, and I can tell she's watching my titties bounce on my chest. I decide to put on a bit of a show and balance on one hand while reaching up to cup a firm breast.
"Oh God, your cock feels so good inside me! So good!" I moan as I squeeze my boob.
"Yeah, take my dick!" Ashley encourages as she slams the fake cock inside me.
"Fuck! Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I toss my head back, throwing my hair out of my face as I buck back against Ashley.
"Keep fucking her, keep fucking her! Harder! Faster!" Hazel begs as she pushes her two longest fingers inside her vagina.
"Yeah, fuck the slut!" Lexi calls out.
I glance over briefly to see Lexi rolling her hips, stimulating the dildo inside her. Marcia has her head down on her folded arms and is panting loudly. The erotic sights and sounds, the feeling of being fucked, it's all too much for me. I push my ass backwards, taking the the entire dildo in my warm sheath as an orgasm crashes into me.
"Fuck, I'm cumming all over your dick!" I screech as my toes curl.
"That's it, cum for me!" Ashley says as she squeezes my bum.
"Spank me! Spank me!" I beg.
"Yes! Spank her!" Hazel groans.
Ashley raises her hand and brings it down on my butt. I tense up and cum again as I see stars. The busty blonde slaps my ass a second time, intensifying my orgasm. Suddenly, my arms give out and my upper body collapses onto the carpet.
I moan weakly as Ashley slowly works the fake cock in and out of me several times. Then she eases the sex toy out of my pussy. I look up and see Marcia cumming on the double-ended dildo. Lexi is thrusting her ass backwards, her red hair flailing. This is all so hot. I can feel my cunt quivering.
Getting back on all fours, I crawl over to Hazel and tackle the tan girl to the floor. I can hear Ashley laughing as Hazel lands on her back with a squeal. Lexi and Marcia are moaning in the background as my lips find Hazel's.
The long-haired girl moans into my mouth as her hands grab my ass. I grind my clit down against hers as Hazel rolls her hips to match my motions. My large tits press her small ones into her chest as we start tribbing.
"Oh, Kayla!" Hazel moans as she buries a hand in my hair.
"Hazel." I husk back, my hand running along her bare side.
After tribbing with Hazel for a couple minutes, I decide it's time to taste some pussy. Pushing Hazel's breasts together, I kiss all along her cleavage and lick her nipples before moving further south. Hazel moans softly as I trail kisses along her flat stomach. I plant a firm kiss on her pubic mound before kneeling between Hazel's spread legs with my ass in the air.
"Lick my pussy, Kayla." Hazel coos as I place her shapely legs over my shoulders.
I admire Hazel's beautiful cunt for several seconds and lick my lips. Then I lean in and take one long lick of Hazel's slit, relishing her taste. Fuck, she's delicious. I kiss her vulva and then start happily munching on her pussy.
"Oh my God, yes!" Hazel groans, her hands pushing my head into her crotch.
The tall, beautiful girl arches her back and cries out as I shake my head back and forth rapidly, stimulating her. I then push two fingers into her body and curl them up against her G-spot while my tongue works her clit.
"Oh, my God! Oh, Kayla! Kayla!" Hazel cries out.
"I'm fucking cumming again!" Lexi screams.
Hazel's words are music to my ears. I keep eating her pussy as she screams my name. That's when I feel a hand on my bum. I glance over my shoulder and see that Ashley has freed herself from the strap-on. The nude blonde is now running her hands along my raised ass as she admires my pussy. The sounds of Marcia and Lexi fucking can be heard in the background while the busty girl plays with my butt.
"Just gonna stare?" I ask with a giggle as I wiggle my butt.
"I'm gonna do a lot more than that." Ashley says as she slaps my ass.
I giggle and turn back to my task and resume going down on Hazel. Soon, I feel fingers probing my cunt. Pushing back against the fingers, I moan as they spread my labia and enter me. Then a tongue starts flicking my clit.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I groan against Hazel's pussy as Ashley starts eating me out.
Removing my fingers from Hazel's pussy, I clamp my mouth down on her vulva and grip her thighs as I shove my tongue inside her. At the same time, I can feel Ashley's nose against my ass. The blonde is eating me out so well, I can feel myself close to cumming already.
"That looks like fun!" Lexi's voice comments a couple minutes later.
Whipping my head around, I see Lexi and Marcia watching the three of us. The two girls are standing over us, completely naked, with their arms crossed beneath their bare breasts. I can see the double-ended dildo on the floor behind them. The redhead smirks and blows me a kiss.
"I have an idea!" Ashley says, pulling her face out of my box. "We should all eat each other out at the same time!"
"I was thinking the same thing!" Lexi chirps. "If we all get in a big circle, it's called a daisy chain."
"A daisy chain?" I ask, brushing a lock of raven hair behind my ear.
"I love it!" Hazel says.
"Works for me!" Marcia blushes.
The five of us then get into position, in a large circle on the floor. I shove my face in Hazel's cunt as Hazel leans up and starts eating out Lexi. Lexi grips Marcia's tight butt as the shy girl starts going down on Ashley. In turn, Ashley shoves her nose halfway up my ass so she can lick my twat.



My bedroom is filled with the sounds of girls moaning and panting. We grab tits and slap asses, and of course, we lick pussies. Every girl has multiple orgasms as we regularly rotate so that each girl has a chance to sample as many cunts as possible.
Eventually, we are completely spent and retire to my bed. The five of us cuddle in a pile of naked, female flesh while we share soft words and tender caresses. I lay my head on Ashley's big tits, her breasts making a perfect pillow as Hazel spoons me. Lexi and Marcia are behind Ashley, holding each other as Lexi's bare bum brushes Ashley's side.
"I love you girls." I whisper.
"We love you, too!" Marcia replies.
"Sisters forever?" Hazel asks.
"Slut-sisters." Lexi adds.
"Slut-sisters!" Ashley laughs as she brushes a lock of hair back behind my ear.
"I have to get ready for my date with Ian soon." I whisper as I run my fingertips along one of Ashley's mammoth titties. The one my head isn't resting on.
"I wish you didn't have to go." Marcia mumbles.
"How do you think good boy Ian would react to knowing where your tongue just was?" Hazel asks.
"I don't know." I say, letting out a sigh. I press my head into Ashley's breast and can feel her hard nipple against my cheek.
"Are you okay?" Ashley asks in a concerned voice.
"She's worried about telling Ian about her past. And her present." Lexi explains.
"Yup." I acknowledge.
"About the partying?" Marcia inquires.
"The partying, the wild sex, the wilder fantasies. The rape." I say, feeling myself tearing up. "Then the sex with you girls."
"You don't have to tell him about us." Hazel suggests. "Is it really his business?"
"It's sex." I answer. "If I don't tell him, I'm cheating on him. We aren't official yet, so I use that argument right now, but it won't last forever."
"Right." Lexi says, sounding nervous.
"Well, I should get ready." I say, not wanting to discuss what I'll do if Ian isn't okay with me continuing with the girls.
"Okay." says Ashley as I lift my head off her chest.
With some difficulty, I climb out of the pile of naked girls and get to my feet. It takes me a minute to find all my clothes, but soon I'm fully dressed in my pretty sundress. I check my phone and see a text from Daddy, stating he'll be missing dinner. I fire off a quick reply.
"Daddy won't be home for dinner." I tell the girls.
"Boo." Lexi responds.
"Looks like it's just the four of us then." says Ashley.
"We'll all be together soon." Hazel reasons.
"Yeah, Bermuda is tomorrow!" Marcia claps.
"We're bringing the toys, right?" Ashley asks.
"I never thought of that!" I say as I look at my four naked best friends.
"Steven's cock is all I need." Lexi says.
"Mine are in my suitcase." Marcia admits with a blush.
"Go, Marcia!" Hazel cheers.
"We should at least bring the strap-on, both of them, and the double-ended dildo." Ashley suggests.
"I'll put them in my suitcase!" I say.
I pick up the strap-on and double-ended dildo, then take them to the bathroom to wash them. Once they're clean, I return to the bedroom to find the girls playing with each others boobs. Rolling my eyes and chuckling, I pack away each strap-on and the double-ended dildo in my suitcase.
"Well, I should get going." I say as I grab my purse.
"I'll walk you out." Lexi offers as she climbs out of the pile of naked eighteen-year-old girls.
"Okay." I reply with a smile.
"Great!" the sexy redhead responds as she walks to the bedroom door and throws it open. I smile as I watch her naked ass sway.
"Gonna give the butler a show?" I ask as I walk out of my bedroom and stand beside Lexi in the hall.
"Nah, not gonna follow you the entire way." Lexi explains.
"Oh, okay." I say in confusion. "What's up?"
"This." Lexi states as she wraps a hand around the back of my head and pulls my lips to hers.
I moan into Lexi's mouth as we start making out. One of my hands finds her ass and gives it a squeeze as I caress her bare breast with the other. She slips a hand into my sundress and bra, to caress a warm tit.
"Mm." I moan when we break apart. "That was nice."
"Yes, it was." Lexi responds as she looks me directly in the eye. "I'm gonna tell the girls about dominating you. Is that okay?"
"Yes." I whisper while nodding.
"Good!" Lexi chirps, pulling away from me. She then walks back to the bedroom door and reaches for the doorknob before looking over her shoulder at me. "Oh, and I'm gonna suggest the girls all wait for Steven on his bed naked. Or just in panties. I haven't decided. He's gonna dominate all of us. We're his Sluts."
"Sounds like a plan to me!" I laugh as Lexi opens my door and walks into my bedroom.
"Have fun on your date, Slut." Lexi says.
"Thank you, Mistress." I respond with a smile as Lexi shuts the door.
I adjust my sundress so that my boobs are situated properly after Lexi's groping. Then I walk to the foyer, say goodbye to the butler, and head out to my car. I text Ian that I'm on my way and start the drive over to his place.
"Kayla! Welcome back!" says Susan with a friendly smile after she opens the door.
"Hi, Susan! Thank you!" I reply with a cute smile.
"Please, come in." Susan responds, inviting me into her house. "Ian is waiting for you."
"Thank you." I say as I follow Susan into the house.
"Good evening, Kayla." Ian Sr. says politely when I walk into their living room.
"Hello, Ian." I reply politely.
"Hi, Kayla." Ian Jr. says as he gets off the couch and walks up to me.
"Hi, Ian." I say as I pose prettily for him.
"Ready to go?" Ian asks.
"Yes." I answer with a smile.
"You kids have fun." Susan says.
"Thanks, Mom." Ian replies.
"Thank you, Susan." I respond.
Ian's parents both show us to the door and his mom reminds him to be home by curfew. I promise to have him back in time, and then the two of us head to my car. I start the engine and drive to the restaurant.
"You're so beautiful." Ian blurts out once we're seated.
"Awe, thank you, Ian." I say as I smile at him.
"Y-you're welcome." he replies as the waitress gives us our menus with a smile.
"No need to be nervous." I say after the waitress takes our drink orders and walks away. "It's just me!"
"And you are amazing." Ian says sincerely.
"You're so sweet." I respond before blowing him a kiss.
"W-will you be my girlfriend?" he asks nervously.
I smile at Ian, and almost say 'yes' immediately. Then I remember how much we still have to talk about. He doesn't even know for sure that I'm not a virgin. Sure, he probably suspects, but we've never talked about it. I have to tell him everything first, and hope that he still wants me. I'm not ready to tell him yet.
"Ask me again when I get back from vacation." I say.
"O-oh. Is there a problem?" Ian asks. He looks devastated.
"No, not at all!" I insist, thinking fast. "I just don't wanna leave my new boyfriend for a week and go on vacation. Ask me again when I'm back. If you still want to, I think you'll like the answer."
"Okay." Ian says, looking relieved. "I guess it would suck to get together only for you to be gone for a week."
"I'm glad you understand." I say.
The waitress comes back with our drinks and sets them down in front of us. She then takes our food orders and walks off again. I take my straw between my fingertips and smile at Ian as I take a sip of my soda.
"You make everything look cute." Ian smiles.
"Me?" I ask coyly as I run my foot along Ian's calf. "I'm just drinking my soda."
"And you make it look adorable." he says.
"Thanks, Babe." I reply with a wink.
"Are you excited for Bermuda?" Ian asks.
"Yes! So excited!" I gush. "A full week of sun and fun!"
"I wish I could go." Ian says.
"Me, too." I reply before giving Ian a playful wink. "I'll bet you would just love to see me in a bikini."
"I-I would." Ian says, stammering again. "Maybe the pool party when you get back?"
"Count on it, big guy!" I respond as I lick my top lip sexily.
"Are you nervous about the flight?" he asks.
"No, not at all." I answer. "I've been on a plane plenty of times before."
"I've never been on a plane." Ian says.
"Maybe we'll go on a trip someday." I reply with a smile.
"I'd like that." he responds.
"I would, too." I say.
Ian and I continue making idle conversation until our meals arrive. The food is great, and I continue to play footsie with Ian as we eat. He offers me a bite of his steak, and I happily accept. It's as good as my chicken.
After dinner, we get a dessert to share. I feed Ian a bite of ice cream and he smiles at me. My heart melts. I feel so much more connected to Ian now, more than I have on any previous date. I'm having the time of my life.
"Y-you don't have to pay." Ian says when I take out my credit card.
"I know, but I want to." I reply. "You really don't have to worry about it. You pay for the movie, I'll get dinner."
"Okay, I'll pay for the movie." Ian nods.
"Thank you, Ian." I say in a cute voice.
I pay for our meal and leave a nice tip. Then Ian and I walk out to the car holding hands. I love the way he squeezes my hand affectionately. Like a real gentleman, he opens the car door for me, and I happily get in the driver's seat.
Starting the car, I back out of the parking space and start the drive to the movie theater. Ian and I make small talk as I drive, and I can't stop smiling. A few minutes later, I pull into the movie theater parking lot.
Ian buys our tickets and we stop by the concession stand before making our way to the theater. We find a seat near the back for some privacy. I can tell he's still shy about initiating contact, so I grab his arm and place it over my shoulders. He takes the hint and pulls me close. I coo happily while I settle into the crook of his arm as the movie starts.
It's a pretty standard horror movie. I jump at all the right parts, and Ian squeezes my shoulder reassuringly. Placing my hand on his leg, I gently caress his thigh. Then, during the mandatory tit shot, I slide my hand up and caress his bulge.
"Kayla!" he hisses, sucking in a breath.
"Yes?" I whisper back teasingly.
Ian doesn't respond. His lower lip quivers as I continue rubbing him during the sex scene in the privacy of the dark theater. I can feel how hard he is, and soon I start getting wet as I imagine the beautiful cock just beneath the denim of his jeans. I want it. I want him. My hand deftly unbuttons his pants.
"W-what are you doing?" he stammers.
"I wanna touch it." I breathe. "Please, let me touch it."
"O-okay." Ian says. I can see him nod slightly in the darkness of the theater.
My fingers reach for his zipper and slowly ease it down. Ian and I are both breathing heavily as I push his pants down slightly so I can reach into his boxers. My thin fingers close around warm, thick flesh.
"Oh, wow." Ian gasps when he feels another person touching his most intimate place for the first time.
With expert dexterity, I extract his erection from his boxers and look down at it. Ian has a nice dick. It's long and thick. I can feel it throbbing in my grasp, and a drop of pre-cum is shining on his purple head. Licking my lips, I grip him firmly and start stroking.
"Oh, God!" Ian hisses through clenched teeth seconds after I start giving him a handjob.
I can feel his cock jerking in my grasp. With each pulse of his shaft, a warm, thick fluid splatters onto my hand. I stroke him throughout his orgasm, moaning quietly as I feel cum squishing between my fingers and lubricating his shaft.
Ian leans his head back and moans as I release his softening prick. I hold my hand up to my face and spread my fingers to admire the cum stretched between them. Then I turn to Ian and giggle softly. He looks over at me and smiles.
Reaching into my purse with my left hand, I pull out some tissues. I hand some to Ian, and use the rest to clean the cum from my fingers. Part of me wants to just suck my fingers clean, but I'm not ready to do something like that in front of Ian just yet.
When my hand is free of cum, I place the tissues into the empty popcorn bucket. Then I take Ian's tissues from him and do the same. I smile as Ian puts his cock away and zips up. He then glances around to make sure no one is watching.
"Relax." I whisper. "No one is around us."
"Yeah," Ian nods, "yeah, you're right."
I take Ian's right hand in my left and we settle in to watch the rest of the movie. He turns to me and grins happily. I smile back and lean in to peck his lips. We kiss for several minutes before returning our eyes to the screen.
"That was a good movie!" I say as we walk back to my car while holding hands.
"Yeah, it was great." Ian says in a distracted voice as he holds my door open for me.
"You're just thinking about the handjob I gave you!" I say, giggling. I get in the car and Ian shuts the door.
"Maybe." Ian admits with a blush after sitting in the passenger seat.
"Did you enjoy it?" I ask as I pull out onto the street.
"Y-yes." Ian stammers.
"No need to be nervous!" I laugh. "I've had your cock in my hand, I think we can be comfortable with each other."
"I know, I know, you're right." Ian says. "I'm just, really shy about, you know.. since I've never.."
"Since you don't have any experience." I finish for him.
"Right." Ian admits in an embarrassed voice.
"We'll take things slow." I promise. "Just let me know if you ever want me to slow down or anything. This should be fun for both of us."
"Believe me, it's fun for me." Ian assures me.
"A girl's hand on your cock? I should think so!" I laugh.
We continue chatting as we drive back to my house. Ian's curfew is coming up, so we only have a couple hours, but I'm happy for an extra couple hours with this great guy. I pull into the driveway and shut off the car.
Ian and I walk into the house holding hands. The butler is off duty this late, so the foyer is dark. I lead him through the house and to my bedroom. I make sure to get out of the hallway as fast as possible so that Ian doesn't hear what I'm sure is going on in Daddy's room.
"Do you wanna listen to some music?" I ask as I kick my shoes off.
"That sounds nice." Ian replies.
I put on some music and sit down on my bed. Ian looks at me nervously as I pat the bed beside me. He swallows weakly and then sits down next to me. I make a happy noise and snuggle up to him as he wraps an arm around my shoulders.
We cuddle and listen to music for a little while. Eventually, we turn to face each other. I look up at Ian as he looks down at me. Then we both lean in. Our lips meet in a soft kiss, and I scoot closer to him.
Ian rests his hand on my bare knee, and I can feel his thumb caressing my skin. I place one hand on his chest as he slips his tongue between my lips. Ian moans happily when I press my breasts against him and suck on his tongue.
My hand slides down his chest, to his stomach, then further south. I can feel his breath quicken as my fingertips reach his bulge. As I caress his bulge, Ian's hand begins sliding up my thigh and under the hem of my sundress.
"Wait!" I whisper urgently as I break the kiss. My hand pulls away from his bulge to grab his wrist.
"A-are you okay?" Ian asks, looking shocked by his own boldness.
"Yes." I assure him as I look into his eyes and swallow weakly. "J-just, just keep it above the waist. Please. F-for now."
"Of course!" Ian exclaims. "I'm so sorry, Kayla."
"It's okay." I say, leaning forward to peck his lips. "I'm not mad. I'm just not quite ready for that."
"I understand." he says, looking horrified.
"Here." I say, wanting to reassure him. I grab his hand and lift it to my breast. "Touch me."
Ian looks down at my chest, then up to my face, then back down to my chest. His hand begins gently massaging my breast from outside of my sundress. My eyelids flutter as this sweet boy lightly caresses me.
"Ian!" I whisper.
"Kayla." he whispers back.
My breathing speeds up. I need to feel his hand on me. I grasp his hand and lift it higher, above my breast, then I slide his right hand into my sundress and bra. Ian lets out a gasp when his palm comes in contact with warm, naked tit-flesh. Ian is touching a girl's bare breast for the first time.
His left hand reaches up and touches my right breast from outside of my sundress. I can feel his right hand massaging my left breast, and I'm moaning heavily. I let him grope me for a couple minutes before deciding to escalate things once again.
My hand goes to my left shoulder and I push my sundress and bra strap down. I then push Ian's hand out of the way and reach into the dress. Grabbing my titty, I pull the large breast out of my sundress and into the open air.
"Holy shit." Ian moans, his left hand still caressing my concealed boob.
"I'll take that as a compliment." I say with a giggle.
"You should." he breathes.
Ian's right hand cups my exposed breast. I can feel his left hand massaging my covered mound. His right thumb caresses the side of my bare boob as lust overcomes fear. Ian leans down and captures my nipple in his mouth.
"Oh, Ian!" I gasp as my hand goes to the back of his head.
My fingertips lightly caress his head as Ian makes love to my breast with his mouth. He alternates between sucking on my tit and rapidly flicking my nipple with his tongue. This is so hot, hotter than any wild sex I've ever had. I can feel the explosion building.
"Ian! I'm cumming! Ian!" I squeal as my pussy convulses and tiny electric shocks shoot out of my nipple and from my clit.
"Did you just...?" Ian asks when I release his head and he's able to sit up.
"Mm, yes." I moan, nodding happily. "You made me cum, Baby."
"But I didn't touch your, you know, down there." Ian says innocently.
"Some women can cum from nipple stimulation. It's rare, but it happens." I explain as I hold his hand to my exposed titty.
"Oh. Wow." he responds, clearly dazed.
"I think it's your turn." I say cutely before leaning forward and pecking his lips.
"Y-you don't have to." he stammers.
"I know." I say as I reach for his pants. "I want to."
I undo his button again and unzip the jeans. Then I have him lift his ass so I can pull his pants and boxers down to his ankles. Ian is blushing bright red as his hard cock comes into view. Fuck, it's gorgeous.
"Oh, fuck!" he gasps when my hand cups his balls.
Ian must be wondering the same thing I am; if he's about to get his first blowjob. I look down at his cock as I play with his balls, then up to his face. No, he isn't. Not just yet. I'm saving that for my boyfriend.
For now though, I can give him an amazing handjob. I let Ian play with my boobs as my hand lightly squeezes his hardness. My hand begins gliding up and down his shaft, jacking him off. I massage his balls every time I reach the base and can hear him moan in appreciation.
Thanks to his earlier orgasm, Ian is able to last a bit longer. Still, feeling my hand on his exposed erection and seeing my perfect breast is clearly overwhelming him. He is breathing heavily after only a couple minutes, and a drop of pre-cum is at his tip.
"Kayla..." he moans weakly. "I'm close."
"Good." I whisper as I stroke him faster. "Just let go. Cum for Kayla."
"Oh, God!" he gasps as his orgasm hits.
Cum starts spraying all over my hand. It's so warm and sticky. I let out a soft moan as I look down and watch white semen squirt out of Ian's cock and splash down onto my hand. My tongue sneaks out to lick my lips as the last of his load dribbles out.
"Mm, look at all that cum." I coo.
"You're amazing." Ian gasps weakly.
"Aw, thanks Baby!" I say as I release his cock.
"You're welcome." he responds.
Ian releases my breasts and I put my boob back in my sundress. Then I stand up and head over to the bedside table for some tissues. I take some for myself, and hand a couple for Ian. I smile at him as we both clean up his cum.



"Do you wanna play a board game?" I ask after Ian puts his cock away.
"I'd like that." he says with a smile.
We set a game up on my comforter, and both sit cross-legged on the bed to play. Everything is going so well. I know I have to take him home in a few minutes, but I'm enjoying every last moment I can get with Ian. That's when my door flies open.
"Oh! Shit! Fuck! Sorry!" a naked Ashley squeals as one hand flashes across her chest, while the other goes to her crotch in a desperate attempt to cover herself.
"Ashley!" I screech as the nude girl backs out of the room and shuts the door.
"Oh, my God." Ian gasps,his mouth hanging open in shock.
"Ian!" I exclaim. "It's okay, Ashley must not have realized we were in here."
"W-why was she naked?" he asks curiously.
"Um, well..." I begin. Fuck, I have to tell him. It really isn't his business, but a naked girl just walked into my bedroom. "I don't know what she wanted in here, but she's, um, she's sleeping with my dad."
"What?" he asks in confusion. "Lexi is dating your father."
"I know." I say, my lower lip trembling. "It's just sex. Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley like to play with Daddy and Lexi sometimes. It's no big deal."
"Uh, wow." Ian says. "It sounds like a big deal."
"Are we okay?" I ask.
"Yeah, I'm just, shocked. And worried." he explains.
"About what?" I inquire.
"Well, um, I'm not supposed to tell you this," Ian begins, "but Josh and Shawn are planning on asking Ashley and Marcia to prom."
"Oh wow, really?!" I ask in surprise.
"Yeah." Ian answers. "They're waiting until after your trip."
"Ian, I know this is shocking, but please remember that the girls are single. No one is getting hurt." I say. "There's nothing wrong with what they're doing."
"I know, it's just a lot to take in." Ian says. "And I'm worried Josh and Shawn will get hurt."
"You won't tell them, will you?" I ask, taking his hand.
"I won't." Ian promises. "Just please don't tell the girls about prom."
"I won't tell." I agree as I lean forward and peck his lips.
"This is all so overwhelming." Ian says. "I just had my first kiss a couple weeks ago."
"And now you're getting handjobs and sucking on titties!" I laugh.
"And seeing a classmate naked!" he exclaims.
"Yeah, probably best not to mention that to Ashley again." I say. "I'm sure she's embarrassed."
"I won't bring it up." Ian promises.
"Thank you." I say.
"I should be getting home soon." he says sadly. "It's almost curfew."
"Okay, let's get going." I say.
Fortunately, Ian doesn't live very far away. I drive him home and make it in time for his curfew. We don't talk much in the car. I kiss him goodbye and then drive back to the house. I'm worried about our relationship, the poor boy seems so overwhelmed.
I take a shower and put on a pair of panties and my robe. Then I knock on the door to Daddy's bedroom. I'm invited in and go inside. I reassure the girls that Ian won't tell anyone about catching Ashley naked, or about them sleeping with Daddy.
Heading back to my room, I toss my robe over my desk chair and climb into bed wearing just my panties. Part of me wants to leave it alone, but I can't. I'm worried about Ian. I grab my phone and send him a text.
Kayla: Are we okay?
Ian: Yes, we are.
Kayla: You were quiet on the ride back to your house.
Ian: I'm sorry, I'm just overwhelmed.
Kayla: I understand.
Ian: We're okay. I promise.
Kayla: Good. :) I had a nice time tonight.
Ian: So did I. Pool party when you get back from your trip?
Kayla: Definitely! Sleep well, Baby. <3
Ian: Sweet dreams, Kayla.
With a sigh, I plug my phone into the charger and set it ion my bedside table. Then I get under the covers and practice the 5-4-3-2-1 method so I can relax. It's been a stressful week, but I made it. It's spring break. I'm looking forward to a stress-free vacation.



        Birthday Pool Party Ch. 19

        Spring Break Part 01.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/birthday-pool-party-ch-19

Title: Birthday Pool Party Ch. 19

Author: WittyUserName

Category: Group Sex

Description: Spring Break Part 01.

Tags: blowjob, 18 year old, drama, cum swallow, creampie, lesbian, group sex, 18-year-old, oral sex

Series: Birthday Pool Party


Hey guys, thank you for all the feedback on Chapter 18! I take it seriously and there's definitely much less sex this time around. I hope you enjoy it. I decided to try something a little different for spring break. Please let me know what you think! The story should pick up more in the next chapter. As always, this is a world without STI's, and every person engaging in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
Ashley
Consciousness slowly returns to me and, for a moment, I forget where I am. There's a large pair of breasts pressing against my back, while my arm is thrown over a muscular chest. That's when I remember. It's Saturday morning, and I'm in bed with Steven, Hazel, Lexi, and Marcia.
I blink the sleep out of my eyes before observing my surroundings. Lexi's head is laying on the other side of Steven's chest. I can see her auburn hair splayed out across his body. Behind Lexi, Hazel is facing away from us and curled up. I can tell she's drooling on the pillow.
Feeling mischievous, I slowly begin working the covers off our bodies. Steven's stomach comes into view, and I can see Lexi's tiny hand resting on it. Being careful not to wake anyone up, I toss the covers below our waists, revealing most of our bodies.
Pulling my feet up, I fully get myself out of the blanket. That's when I realize that Marcia's arm is around me. This isn't gonna be easy. I wrap my fingers around Marcia's wrist and lift her arm off of me.
"What's goin' on?" Marcia slurs sleepily.
"Nothing." I whisper. "Just go back to sleep."
"Mmkay." Marcia mumbles as she rolls away from me and curls up on the far side of the bed, her pantie-clad ass facing me.
I brush my blonde hair out of my face and lean down to kiss Steven's chest. He doesn't respond. Fuck, I'm good. With Marcia out of the way, I lift my big boobies off Steven's body and slide myself down so that I can kneel between his legs with my bum in the air.
Reaching up, I give Lexi's limp hand a quick squeeze before reaching for Steven's boxer briefs. With a happy smirk, I pull the front of Steven's underwear down just enough to expose his cock and balls. I love how big he is, even without an erection.
I lick my lips as I cup his heavy balls, loving the feel of their weight in my hand. Reaching higher, I wrap my fingers around his shaft and aim his glans toward my face. Leaning in, I breathe on his cock before kissing the tip affectionately. Then I part my lips and take him in my mouth.
My hand strokes his base as I bob my head on the top half of his cock. As I suck, I can feel him start to harden between my lips. My tongue rapidly flicks the head of his dick and I hear Steven let out a soft gasp as he wakes up.
"What a sight to wake up to." he says affectionately as his hand reaches out to lightly caress my face.
"Mm." I hum around his cock.
I continue blowing Steven as he rest his hands on my head and encourages me to take him deeper. Gagging slightly, I back off. He's so fucking big, I can't take all of him. We can't all have Lexi's bottomless throat.
"Ashley." he moans.
Hearing Steven say my name makes my pussy wet. While continuing to suck dick, I reach back and grasp my panties. It takes some maneuvering, but I'm able to get my underwear off and kick it away. Then I sit up and straddle Steven. Moments later, I'm lowering my pussy onto his dick.
"Fuck, yes!" I gasp out as I feel him stretching my walls.
Steven grips my hips as I start to ride him. He then slides his hands up my body so he can play with my big tits. I'm moaning and panting as I gyrate in his lap, loving the feel of his large cock inside me.
"Well, doesn't this look like fun!" Lexi chirps.
"Did we wake you up?" I ask as I grind in Steven's lap.
"I think we did." Steven says.
"Yeah, you did." Lexi confirms as she brushes a lock of auburn hair back behind her ear.
"Sorry, Lexi!" I say as I start bouncing in Steven's lap. "I couldn't resist his big dick."
"I understand completely." Lexi says, sitting up so that her breasts lift off Steven's chest.
Surprisingly, Hazel and Marcia are still asleep. They are curled up on either side of the bed, facing away from the action. I guess it isn't surprising about Hazel, she can sleep through anything. I'd expect Marcia to wake up though.
"Mind if I join in?" Lexi asks as she lifts her butt and slides her panties down her smooth legs.
"His cock is taken!" I announce as I place my hands on his chest and lean my head down to grunt.
"Yeah, but I've got a face." Steven says. "Come sit on it, Babe."
"Gladly." Lexi says as she looks at Steven with lust.
The sexy redhead throws her leg over Steven's shoulder and straddles his head so that she is facing me. Lexi then lowers her pussy down onto his face. His hands release my tits so that he can grip Lexi's thighs as he starts eating.
"Mm, fuck!" Lexi groans, her eyelids fluttering.
"Yeah, eat that pussy!" I encourage as I resume bouncing in Steven's lap.
Steven slides his hands up Lexi's body and cups her cute boobs. I watch him squeeze the small mounds as Lexi throws back her head and moans. She and I lock eyes, and we end up in a competition to see who can moan the loudest. Naturally, this wakes up the other girls.
"Isn't it a little early for this?" Marcia asks with a giggle as she turns her body to face us.
"Not at all!" I say with a grunt.
"Never to early in the day to get your coochie eaten." Lexi giggles.
"Too early to be conscious." Hazel grunts as she places a pillow over her head and tries to go back to sleep.
Ignoring Marcia and Hazel, we continue our three way. Soon, Lexi throws back her head and cums hard on Steven's face. She then reaches over and grabs my tits. She starts playing with my boobs as Steven caresses hers.
"Yes, play with my titties!" I groan.
Steven releases Lexi's breasts and grabs my hips. He begins thrusting up, and into me. I can tell he's gonna cum soon. Fuck, I want his cum inside me. Using just the strength in my legs, I ride Steven hard and fast, all while using my pussy muscles to squeeze his cock.
I hear Steven groan against Lexi's cunt as he pulls me down onto him. His cock explodes inside me as Lexi pinches my nipples. I let out a full-throat scream when a massive orgasm crashes into me. Spring break is going to be amazing.
Steven
"FUCK! ME!" Ashley screeches as she claws at my chest.
I groan as her pussy convulses around my shaft, milking more cum out of me. When the last of my load dribbles into Ashley, I release the blonde's hips and lightly smack Lexi's ass, indicating that she should get off of me. My girlfriend lifts her pussy off my face and rolls off me, basically landing on top of Hazel.
"What the fuck?!" Hazel groans as she throws the pillow off her head and sits up.
"Sorry, Hazel!" Lexi giggles as she leans over and kisses Hazel's cheek.
"She'll get over it!" Marcia laughs.
"Holy shit, that was good." Ashley groans as she lifts off of me.
"Yes. Yes, it was." I agree with a chuckle.
"Did you have to wake me up?" Hazel grouses as she raises her arms above her head and stretches. I admire her small boobs as they jiggle lightly on her chest.
"Yes." Ashley states simply.
"You had to get up anyway," I explain, "we have a plane to catch!"
"Time for Bermuda!" Lexi claps.
"It's finally here!" Ashley says.
"I'm still nervous about the plane." Marcia admits.
"You'll be okay." Hazel assures her.
"Yeah, we're all with you." Ashley says as she wraps an arm around Marcia's bare shoulders.
"I got you the window seat, Marcia." I say. "So you can control if the window is open or closed."
"Thank you." Marcia says before leaning over and pecking my lips.
"You're welcome." I say, kissing her back. Feeling playful, I reach out and squeeze one of her titties.
"Naughty!" Marcia giggles.
"Yeah, he is!" Ashley exclaims as she lays down on the massive bed. "I've got a pussy full of cum to prove it!"
"I call the creampie!" Lexi shouts as she climbs over me and gets on top of Ashley.
I watch as Lexi kisses down to Ashley's breasts. The redhead cups Ashley's massive tits and starts kissing all along the taller girl's cleavage. Ashley gets impatient and places a hand on Lexi's head, encouraging her to kiss lower. Moments later, Lexi buries her face in Ashley's cunt.
"Yeah, lick my twat!" Ashley encourages.
"I see more cum!" Hazel suddenly says.
"Oh?" I ask as Hazel scoots over. She then leans down and slurps the head of my soft prick into her mouth.
"Mm." the tan girl hums as she cleans my cock with her tongue.
"Shit, that's good Babe." I say as I bury my hand in her long, brown hair.
"Eat me, eat me!" Ashley moans.
Glancing over, I can see that Ashley's legs are over Lexi's shoulders, and the blonde is holding my girlfriend's head to her crotch. I smirk and reach down to absentmindedly play with one of Hazel's hanging tits. Life is good.
"I have to pee." Marcia announces as she hops out of bed and heads toward the bathroom in just her panties.
Hazel cups my balls as she sucks on me, making sure to lap up every drop of cum. I'm not hard, I did just cum, but I'm still enjoying the feel of her warm mouth on me. At the same time, Lexi is eating out Ashley. Soon, Ashley groans and cums on my girlfriend's talented tongue.
"Still going at it?" Marcia asks when she returns a couple minutes later. "Don't we have a plane to catch?"
"She's right." I say, releasing Hazel's titty. "We have to get ready."
"Ugh, fine." Lexi says as she sits up.
"At least I got another cum in." Ashley giggles.
"C'mon, stop sucking." I say to Hazel.
"Bet you've never said that to a girl before." Hazel says as she pulls off my dick and brushes her long hair back behind her ear.
"He's definitely never said it to me!" Lexi interjects. "He always tells me to keep sucking."
"Don't worry, there will be plenty of time for all of you to suck my dick." I assure the girls.
"Yay!" Hazel giggles as she gives my balls a light squeeze before releasing them.
Ashley and Lexi find their panties and slip them back on. Then the five of us put on robes and get ready to head down to breakfast. As soon as we open the door and step outside, we run straight into Kayla.
"Oh! Good morning!" Kayla says as she smiles at us.
"Good morning!" Ashley replies.
"Morning, Honey." I say.
"Good morning, Kayla." Marcia responds.
"Morning." Hazel grunts sleepily.
"Morning, Slut!" says Lexi as she walks forward and hugs Kayla.
The six of us walk down to the dining room and I volunteer to make breakfast. With the housekeeper on a paid vacation, someone else will have to do it. The five girls sit at the dining room table while I go into the kitchen.
I fix a nice breakfast and bring it out to the girls. As they each look at me and smile, I reflect on the last few weeks. It's been truly amazing. I love all these girls. My daughter, Kayla, who I love more than anything. My girlfriend, Lexi, who I see a real future with. Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel, who I now know intimately.
"Breakfast is served!" I say with a smile.
"Thank you!" all five girls reply.
"So," I begin as I sit down and serve myself breakfast, "we have a lot to get done before the cars arrive to take us to the airport."
"Cars, plural?" asks Lexi.
"Did you really think the six of us and luggage would fit in one car?" Ashley inquires.
"Oh, good point." Lexi says.
"How many cars?" Kayla asks.
"Two large vans." I answer. "One for us, one for our luggage."
"Sounds good." Hazel says as she takes a bite of eggs.
"I'm feeling really anxious." Marcia grimaces as she nibbles on some toast.
"We're here for you." Ashley says while reaching over and placing her hand on Marcia's.
"Thank you." Marcia mumbles nervously.
"Everything will be fine." I assure the scared girl.
"W-who's sitting with me?" Marcia asks.
"I am." Ashley answers.
"We're all in the same row." I respond. "Lexi, Kayla, and I are on one side, while you, Hazel, and Ashley are on the other."
"There are three seats on each side like that?" Hazel asks. "It must be a big plane!"
"Yes, the planes are big." I reply. "The seating is the same on both of them."
"B-both of them?" Marcia asks nervously.
"We do have a layover, Marcia." Kayla explains.
"Can you blame her?" Ashley asks. "You never really gave us any flight details."
"He told Kayla and I." Lexi shrugs.
"Tell the rest of us!" Hazel interjects.
"Well, since you asked so nicely.." I tease.
"Oh, just tell them." says Kayla.
"Fine, fine." I laugh. "We have a very long day ahead of us. The first flight leaves from LAX at 10:45AM. We're in the air for about four-and-a-half hours, and we'll land in North Carolina. We have almost a five hour layover in Charlotte, and the second plane leaves at just after 11:00PM. Then we'll land in Bermuda at 2:30AM Sunday."
"We lose an entire day getting there?" Ashley whines.
"Don't complain about a free vacation!" Lexi admonishes before taking a sip of orange juice.
"How about coming back?" Marcia asks.
"Flight leaves at 8:30PM from Bermuda." I begin. "We have a three hour flight and land in Miami. We spend almost eight hours in Miami before catching a plane back to LAX. We'll get back around 9:00AM Sunday morning."
"An eight hour layover?!" Ashley exclaims.
"I thought you said we were coming home Saturday night?" Hazel asks.
"Sorry, I should have explained better." I say. "We're heading home Saturday night, but won't make it back until Sunday morning."
"We'll be exhausted." Ashley says.
"We can sleep on the plane, right?" Lexi asks.
"Sure." Kayla replies with a shrug. "But it won't be very comfortable."
"You'll definitely be tired." I respond. "You don't have to head straight home. You can sleep here for awhile."
"Probably a good idea." Hazel says.
"Yeah." Marcia mumbles.
We continue making small talk throughout breakfast. Once finished, the girls offer to clear the table, and I'm happy to let them. I take out my phone and sigh when I see that there are no new messages. I've been hoping Stacey will reach out and wish me a good trip, but it doesn't look like that's happening. Then again, it's barely 6:00AM, she's probably still asleep.
"So, we girls need to have a chat." Lexi says when she returns to the dining room.
"Oh yeah?" I ask before taking a sip of my coffee.
"Yeah." Lexi responds. "Nothing to worry about, just girl talk."
"Okay, I'll leave you to it." I say.
"Thanks, Baby." Lexi says as she swoops in and steals a kiss.
I kiss her back and smile as she walks away. Then I finish my coffee before heading back to mine and Lexi's bathroom to take a shower. After my shower, I dress in casual clothes for the day before checking my phone once again.
Still nothing. I'm tempted to send Stacey a text, but I don't want to bother her. If she needs space, I'm happy to give her as much as she needs. Hopefully things will be back to normal once we're all home from Bermuda.
I grab and weigh both my suitcase and Lexi's. Fortunately, they're both under fifty pounds. Then I print out all of our tickets and boarding passes. Next, I make two trips and move the suitcases and carry-on bags down to the foyer with the other luggage.
"We're gonna take showers and get ready." Lexi says when she comes to find me.
"Okay, did the girls all weigh their suitcases?" I ask.
"We were supposed to weigh them?" she wonders.
"Well, that answers that." I laugh. "Okay, I'll bring the scale down here and weigh them all. You girls take your showers."
"Thanks, Babe." Lexi says, kissing me before she disappears back into the house.
I head back to the bedroom and grab the scale. Weighing the suitcases results in one being overweight. I wheel that one back into the house and into the main living room. Then I head to the hallway with the master bedroom in order to try and find out who it belongs to. I stop the first naked girl I see.
"Marcia!" I call out as the dark-haired young lady walks by.
"Steven!" Marcia exclaims as she turns to face me. "I was just heading to get my clothes."
"Okay," I say, "after you do, could you please come to the main living room and identify a suitcase for me?"
"Sure, no problem." Marcia responds before disappearing into Kayla's bedroom.
I return to the main living room and wait. I check my phone again and send a couple of texts to friends, wishing them good morning and saying I'm leaving on my trip soon. A few minutes later, a fully dressed Marcia appears.
"Oh, that's the one?" she asks.
"Yeah, it's too heavy. I need to know which girl over packed." I say with a chuckle.
"That's Ashley's. Shame on her!" Marcia giggles.
"She'll have to take something out." I say. "It isn't overweight by much, but they make a huge deal if your suitcase is over fifty pounds."
"I'll get her." Marcia says.
"Thank you." I reply, smiling at the lovely, young lady.
"You're welcome." she smiles and reaches out to touch my arm. "I wanted to thank you for this trip. It's so nice of you to bring all of us."
"It's my pleasure, Marcia. Really." I say.
"Still..." she trails off before leaning up and kissing me.
I wrap my arms around Marcia and kiss her back. The beautiful girl slips her tongue into my mouth and moans. Reaching down, I cup her tight ass and pull her close. She grinds herself against me before reaching between us and grasping my bulge.
"We don't have time for this." I whisper when I break the kiss.
"Just a quick blowjob?" she suggests.
"We really don't have time." I say, sighing. "I'm sorry."
"I understand." Marcia replies, her lips close to mine. She then leans up and nibbles on my earlobe before whispering in my ear. "I was just hoping for some alone time with you."
"You'll get it." I promise, giving her bum a squeeze.
"Hey, I'm ready!" Ashley's voice announces. "Oh, am I interrupting something?"
"No, not at all." Marcia says as she pulls away from me.
"We were just talking about your suitcase being too heavy." I explain as I release Marcia's ass.
"Oh, it is?" Ashley asks in an innocent voice.
"You'll have to take something out of it. It's five pounds too heavy." I say.
"Fine, fine." Ashley says. "Can I put the stuff in other suitcases?"
"Sure." I shrug. "Most of them are enough below weight that you can add a bit more."
"Great!" Ashley grins as she grabs her suitcase and wheels it out of the main living room.
"When will we be alone?" Marcia asks. "There are four other girls with us."
"We'll find time." I say with a smile. "You girls are all very special to me."
"We love you, too." Marcia says with a blush.
I smile at Marcia and give her a hug. She hugs me back, then we go and find the other girls. Thankfully, they're all just about ready. Except for Kayla, who is walking around in a bra. I tell her to hurry up and put a shirt on. She sticks out her tongue at me, but complies.
"Okay, the cars should be here in about twenty minutes." I say. "Did you fix your suitcase, Ashley?"
"Yup!" Ashley exclaims. "All set. I moved some of the surprises to other suitcases."
"Don't tell him!" Lexi hisses.
"I didn't!" Ashley replies.
"Tell me what? What surprises?" I ask.
"You'll find out!" Hazel says as she reaches out to pinch my butt.
"Fine, be mysterious. I can wait." I say as I return the favor and smack Hazel's pert bottom.
"Good." Kayla states, smiling at me. "You'll have to."
"Oh, you're involved in this?" I ask.
"I helped." Kayla replies with a shrug.
We make idle chit chat for the next few minutes as we wait for our ride to arrive. Eventually, the vans show up and we wheel our suitcases out into the front yard. The two drivers struggle not to stare at the girls as they help place our luggage into the second van. The girls pile into the first van, and I happily join them. I sit beside Lexi, holding her hand as we start the drive to the airport.



"Where are you guys heading?" asks the driver.
"Bermuda!" Ashley exclaims happily.
"Oh, that sounds like fun!" he says.
"Yeah, we're all excited." Kayla responds.
"It's not spring break week for colleges, but it'll still be so much fun!" Hazel replies.
"And we all have my amazing boyfriend to thank!" Lexi says as she leans over to kiss my cheek.
"B-boyfriend?" the driver asks in surprise.
"Yup!" Kayla interjects. "Lexi is dating Daddy."
"Well, um, I hope you two are very happy and have a great trip!" says the driver, gazing in the rear view mirror with a look of jealousy.
"Thank you!" Lexi chirps.
"Thanks!" I add.
"You're welcome." the driver responds, his eyes back on the road.
We make good time and soon are arriving at the airport. The drivers help me get the suitcases and carry-on bags out of the van. I tip both drivers and they bid us farewell. The six of us then head into the crowded airport.
"Where do we go?" Lexi asks.
"We have to drop our bags off first." Kayla says.
"The line for our airline is right over there." I say, pointing. "Just follow me."
The five girls follow me through the airport and we get in line. I can tell Marcia is really getting nervous. The girls try and keep her talking so that she doesn't dwell. After fifteen minutes, it's our turn to turn over our luggage.
One by one, the woman weighs each bag and places a tag on it. Then she places the bag on a conveyor belt behind her. Ashley's weighs in at forty-eight pounds, just barely making it under the fifty pound limit. I look at the tall blonde and slowly shake my head.
When I place Marcia's suitcase up on the scale it suddenly starts buzzing. The woman looks at us, and then Marcia steps forward, her face bright red. She turns her suitcase on its side and reaches in. Marcia's able to hide her vibrator from view, but it's obvious what she's doing.
"Sorry." she mumbles, her eyes looking down as she stands back up and steps back.
"It's okay, Honey." Ashley teases as the other girls all giggle. "It happens to all of us."
The elderly woman gives Marcia a disapproving look before resuming her job. Soon, our suitcases are all in the back, being taken to the plane. Then we have to get in another line in order to go through security.
"Planning on a lot of private time this vacation?" Ashley teases as we wait.
"Oh, shut up!" Marcia hisses, her face still red.
"Why didn't you take the batteries out?" Kayla asks.
"Because I wasn't thinking!" Marcia groans.
"Or you were thinking with your clit, not your brain!" Lexi suggests.
"Shut up!" Marcia pouts.
"Leave her alone, she's the shy one and look what happened to her!" Hazel laughs.
"I'm not shy, I'm quiet!" Marcia insists.
"If you kids are done arguing, it's our turn." I say with a smile.
"We're not kids!" Lexi insists.
The girls all place their purses in bins, then add the six carry-on bags to additional bins. Next, we take off our shoes and add them to the conveyor belt to be scanned. Finally, we all walk through the X-ray machine one-by-one.
After making it through security, the six of us walk through the main airport. We walk by all the stores and restaurants, until we find our gate. Then we spend the next ten minutes searching for six open seats.
"Oh, right over there!" Hazel says, gesturing to a spot near the large glass windows.
"Perfect!" I say as we all take our seats.
"How are you feeling, Marcia?" Lexi asks.
"I'm okay, I guess. For now." Marcia answers. "You? It's your first flight, too."
"I'm fine. I'm not worried about it. I'm with Steven and my girls." Lexi replies.
"That does help." Marcia admits with a soft smile.
"You'll be fine." says Ashley.
"Yeah, you have us!" Kayla adds.
We continue trying to reassure and distract Marcia as we wait. Eventually, our boarding is called and we get on the plane. I keep glancing at Marcia, to make sure the scared girl doesn't chicken out. Thankfully, she doesn't, and soon we're in our seats.
"You've got this." Ashley says, offering Marcia her hand.
Marcia takes Ashley's hand and I can see from my seat how tense the poor girl is. After the safety briefing, we take off. I can see tears running down Marcia's face as the plane gets up to altitude. She's terrified.
"You're okay." Ashley whispers. Marcia just nods rapidly.
Once the plane settles and we start cruising, Marcia wipes away her tears and starts to relax. I even see her laughing at one point at a joke Hazel is telling. I can't really hear their conversation, so I chat with Kayla and Lexi as we munch on pretzels.
"How is Marcia doing?" Lexi asks from her window seat.
"Better, I think." Kayla answers, looking across the aisle.
"Good." I say.
"You doing okay, Marcia?" Kayla calls over.
"I-I'm okay." Marcia stammers.
"The hard part's over, you got through it!" Hazel says.
"I know, thank you." Marcia replies with a strong smile.
Four-and-a-half hours later we begin our descent. Marcia is nervous as the plane lowers, but she doesn't cry this time. The girls all congratulate Marcia once we've safely landed in Charlotte, North Carolina.
"Now, we're here for almost five hours!" Ashley pouts.
"What are we gonna do for five hours in an airport?" Lexi asks.
"Well, we should probably grab dinner." I suggest.
"That's a good idea." Kayla says.
"Yeah, I'm hungry!" Hazel adds.
"Me, too." Marcia confirms.
We grab some fast food and find a big table to sit at so we can eat. Lexi runs her foot along my calf as we enjoy a dinner of greasy food. The girls are all in a great mood, and we're all excited to finally make it to Bermuda.
We spend the next five hours playing on our phones and chatting in the airport. Sadly, Stacey still hasn't sent me a text. I start reading a book on my phone as the noises of the airport echo all around me. Eventually, it's time for our second flight.
Marcia is a lot more relaxed this time around as the plane leaves North Carolina. Due to the late hour, we all nap on the plane. Lexi ends up drooling with her head on my shoulder. A few hours later, we land at the airport in Bermuda at 2:30AM Sunday morning.
It's really late, but fortunately airports are always busy. The large buses only go to the main hotels, so we have to call for two vans to take us to the house we rented. Thankfully, the wait isn't long and we arrive at the house just after 3:00AM.
"I'm so fucking tired." Lexi complains.
"Me, too!" Ashley groans.
"Unpack in the morning?" Kayla suggests.
"Sounds good to me." I say.
We leave our bags by the door and take a quick tour of the house. It's huge, with plenty of room for all of us. Lexi and I get the master bedroom, while Kayla will have her own room. There's also a large room with a full size bed and a twin. Since Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia have no problem sleeping in the same bed, it works out perfectly.
Everyone says goodnight, then Lexi and I head to our bedroom. After using the bathroom and brushing our teeth, we strip down and get into bed naked. We're too tired for sex, so we just fall asleep. We made it. We're in Bermuda.
Kayla
I wake up Sunday morning in Bermuda. Tossing the covers off myself I sit up and stretch, causing my bare breasts to bounce lightly on my chest. Yawning, I grab my phone and check my messages, thankful that Daddy set us up for an international plan.
Ian: Good morning. Just got your message. Glad you arrived safely! Have a great time!
Kayla: Thank you!
Ian: How's Bermuda?
Kayla: We got in really late. All we really did was explore the house.
Ian: Still in bed?
Kayla: Yup! Just woke up. Laying naked in bed. ;)
Ian: Oh yeah?
Angling my phone, I take a picture of myself. My breasts aren't visible, but my shoulders are, and it's obvious I'm topless. I send the picture to Ian. I'm not ready to send him nudes, but a tease is more than fine.
Kayla: Hope you like what you see. :)
Ian: Love it!
Kayla: Good. :)
Ian: I hope you have a nice day!
Kayla: You too, Cutie.
Ian really is a great guy. I'm lucky to have him in my life. I hope he stays. The girls and I all agree that we are slut-sisters forever. Ian will have to accept that. If he can't, then I can't be with him. That is the pact we made. The pact we will always honor.
I get out of bed and head to the bathroom. Sadly, I won't have my own private bathroom during this trip. Five girls, two bathrooms. This will be a challenge. Thankfully, I'm the first one up and am able to use the bathroom.
With a small cup of water, I take my birth control pill. Then I drop my panties and sit on the toilet to pee. After wiping and washing my hands, I walk through the house in just my underwear. I grab my suitcase and carry-on, then bring them both into my bedroom.
I spend some time unpacking before deciding it's time to wake everyone else up. I don't bother putting clothes on, and make my way to the bedroom Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia share. The door is open and I walk inside.
Marcia is laying on the twin bed with her mouth hanging open. She's so cute. I glance over at the other bed and see Hazel and Ashley spooning. Ashley is the big spoon, and her large breasts are pressing into Hazel's bare back.
"Wake up!" I shout as I jump up on the full size bed. I land on my knees and bounce on the bed excitedly. "Wake up!"
"No. Go away." Hazel mumbles.
"What time is it?" Ashley asks as she sits up and yawns.
"Just after 9:00AM." Marcia says, checking her phone.
"See? It's late! Time to wake up!" I squeal.
"Someone's excited!" Ashley giggles.
"Yes!" I say happily. "Now, get up! I'm gonna wake up Daddy and Lexi!"
I reach out and squeeze one of Ashley's big boobies before hopping off the bed. I'm so happy to be here! Before leaving the room, I swing by Marcia's bed and peck her lips. Then I make my way to the master bedroom. I barge in without knocking.
"Keep going! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Lexi begs as Daddy fucks her doggystyle.
"Oh shit, sorry!" I exclaim as I freeze. My eyes are locked on Lexi's bouncing titties.
"Not a problem." Daddy says as he holds Lexi's hips and keeps himself buried to the hilt inside her.
"Maybe you should give us a few minutes?" Lexi asks in a breathy voice as she reaches up to brush her auburn hair out of her face.
"Oh! Um, right! Sorry." I say as I back out of the bedroom.
"Nice tits!" Lexi calls out as Daddy starts thrusting again.
I flip her off before closing the door. Then I head back into the girls' bedroom and am treated to the sight of Hazel and Ashley scissoring on the big bed. Marcia is laying in bed playing on her phone, ignoring the moaning.
"Looks like you got Hazel up!" I tease.
"Mm!" Ashley hums against Hazel's lips.
"I'll take that as a 'yes'." I laugh.
"They're getting started early, aren't they?" Marcia asks. The dark-haired girl is wearing nothing but panties, her firm titties on full display.
"Yes!" I say with a giggle as I walk over to Marcia's bed and sit down on the edge.
"Oh, Ashley!" Hazel moans, making Marcia and I giggle.
"What are we doing for breakfast?" asks Marcia.
"I don't know, there's no food in the house." I answer.
Marcia and I fall silent as Ashley and Hazel switch to a sixty-nine. The two of us watch from Marcia's bed as the two girls spend the next few minutes fingering and licking. Ashley is on top, her large breasts pressing into Hazel's tummy.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Hazel cries out against Ashley's cunt.
"Yeah, cum for me, Baby!" Ashley encourages as she pushes two fingers inside Hazel.
"Steven and Lexi are fucking, too." I tell Marcia.
"Oh yeah?" Marcia inquires.
"Yeah, I walked in on Lexi taking it from behind." I giggle.
"Mm, I love it from behind." Marcia says, biting her lower lip.
"Me, too." I reply with a sigh. "I miss it."
"Right there, right there, right there!" Ashley cries out.
"You take it from behind all the time." Marcia insists.
"No, I take a dildo from behind all the time." I correct her. "I haven't had real dick in ages. I miss the feel of warmth inside me. Of a cock spurting in me."
"I'm sure Ian would be happy to oblige!" Marcia suggests.
"Oh God, you're gonna make me cum!" Ashley screeches. "Hazel! Hazel! Fuck!"
"Yeah, but I'm not ready for that with him yet." I explain. "We're taking it slow."
"I understand." Marcia says while sitting up. My friend wraps her arms around me and hugs me tight. "It's sweet."
"Thanks." I reply, hugging her back as our boobs press together.
We pull apart slightly and glance over at the other bed. Hazel and Ashley are snuggling while lightly caressing each other. Hazel's long, brown hair is splayed out across her back, falling almost to her ass.
"We should meet Steven and Lexi so we can figure out breakfast." Marcia suggests.
"Okay!" Ashley says with a smile.
"Let's go!" Hazel adds as she puts her long hair into a ponytail.
Hazel and Ashley put on panties, then the four of us make our way to the kitchen and sit down. A few minutes later, Lexi and Daddy walk in holding hands. They are wearing robes, and both smirk when they spot the state of our attire.
"Lookin' good, ladies!" Lexi says with a wink.
"Jealous?" Ashley asks as she sits up and wiggles her upper body, showing off her big cans.
"You know I am, Ashley." Lexi pouts.
"It's okay. Yours are perfect. The only thing you can't do is this." Ashley says as she lifts one of her big boobs. She then leans down and slurps a nipple into her mouth.
"Show off." Lexi scoffs.
"I can do it, too!" I say as I lift a titty and lean down to start sucking on it.
"I know, we've been through this before!" Lexi says, crossing her arms beneath her small breasts.
"Yours are perfect, Baby." says Daddy as he wraps an arm around her shoulders.
"Not gonna join in, Marcia?" Hazel asks. "Mine are also too small, but I know you can suck your own tit."
"Nah, Ashley and Kayla are being mean!" Marcia responds.
With a moan, I let my tit fall from my mouth. Ashley does the same. She then squeezes both mounds together to create an enticing cleavage. I know she's showing off for Daddy's benefit. I'm sure he approves.
"You're all beautiful." Daddy insists. "And perfect in your own way."
"Such a kiss-ass." Lexi says as she removes her robe, exposing her breasts. She sits down on one of the remaining free chairs and places her folded arms on the table.
"That's why we love him!" Marcia says before blushing bright red.
"Awe!" I tease.
"Oh, shut up!" Marcia laughs.
"We do love him." Hazel agrees.
"Indeed, we do!" Ashley adds.
"And I love all of you." says Daddy as he beams at us. He then sits down at the table before speaking again. "Are you girls planning on being naked all week?"
"We're not naked, we have panties on!" says Lexi.
"Hey, I never get to let the girls breathe at home." Ashley reasons.
"I love how comfortable I am around all of you." Marcia explains.
"We'll probably wear bikinis when we go swimming." I say.
"No, we won't." Ashley insists.
"Just bottoms." says Hazel. "It's a private beach, we can go topless!"
"It's a private beach, but there are neighbors!" Marcia exclaims. "They don't get to see my boobies."
"Why not?" Ashley asks with a shrug. "They're just tits."
"Yeah, set them free!" Hazel giggles.
"Mine are just for my slut-sisters. And Steven, of course." Marcia explains.
"Oh, yeah right!" Lexi exclaims. "Didn't you get caught giving head at an amusement park? You're as slutty as the rest of us! You're just shy."
"Whatever!" Marcia rolls her eyes.
"I don't know how I feel about going topless either." I say. "I don't know how Ian would feel about it."
"He doesn't have to know!" Ashley says.
"It's not like he's your boyfriend; you're a free woman." Hazel reasons.
"I guess..."I trail off.
"No one does anything they don't want to." Daddy reminds us. "Let's just have fun. If you wanna go topless on the private beach, that's okay, but you don't have to."
"Thank you, Daddy!" I reply with a smile.
"We can all be naked in the house though, right?" Lexi asks.
"Of course!" Ashley insists.
"Yes, that's fine with me." says Daddy.
"Duh!" Lexi says. "Five hot girls with their tits and cunts out? Of course that's fine with you!"
"Dirty, old man." I add.
"He's not old!" Marcia exclaims. "He's mature!"
"Thanks, I think." Daddy laughs. "You will have to wear clothes when we go to pick up the rental van. We also need to get groceries."
"Do we all have to go for that?" I wonder.
"No, of course not." Daddy says. "But we should make a list of what we need. We don't even have anything to make breakfast."
"Can't we just go out to eat?" Lexi asks.
"For every meal?" Daddy wonders. "I guess we could, but we should still have some food in the house."
"Can we all pick out what we want?" Marcia wonders. "You've already paid for so much."
"And I'll pay for the food." Daddy says, smiling at Marcia. "All you have to worry about paying for is any souvenirs you might want. Or clothes. I'm not signing up for buying clothes for five women. That might bankrupt me."
"Whatever." Hazel giggles.
"I brought spending money for clothes." Ashley says with a smirk.
"Thank you." Marcia replies.
"Don't feel guilty, Marcia." Ashley adds. "He'll be drowning in pussy all week. He won't even care about the money."
"Hey!" Daddy exclaims. "I don't expect anything. No one should feel obligated to do anything."
"We don't, we want to." Hazel smiles.
"Trust me, we all want to. Badly." Marcia whispers, her breathing heavy with lust. "I owe you a blowjob."
"Mm, a blowjob sounds fun." Ashley husks, licking her lips. "Or a titty-fuck."
"Okay, let's start the list before it gets any later." I say, interrupting. "I'm hungry!"
"Kayla's right." Daddy says. "We don't want to waste the day buying food. Let's get started."
The six of us sit down and make a list. It isn't hard, and only takes about fifteen minutes. We girls keep bringing up snacks that they wanna add in. Popcorn, chips, soda, and other things like that. We're finished soon.
"Okay," Daddy begins, "there's a bus stop down the street that will take me to where I can pick up the rental. Then I'll go to the store and come back. Anyone wanna come with me?"
"I'll go, Baby." Lexi offers. "The rest of you can relax and enjoy the private beach."
"Thank you, Daddy." I say, smiling cutely.
"Thanks!" the other three girls all reply.
"Shall we go get ready?" Daddy says, standing up and offering his hand to Lexi.
"Yeah, let's all put our bags in our rooms and get ready for the day." I suggest.
"Ugh, effort." Hazel grouses.
"You're so lazy!" Marcia giggles.
"Whatever, Mom." Hazel rolls her eyes.
With all of us working, it only takes a few minutes to get our luggage in the correct rooms. With three large suitcases in the room shared by Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley, it's kinda crowded in there, but they''ll make it work. It's almost as big as the master bedroom, after all.
"We'll be back." Daddy says once he's fully dressed.
"See you Sluts later!" Lexi calls out. A reasonable statement since we're all still wearing nothing but panties and smiles.
"Bye, Mistress!" I reply with a giggle.
"Bye-bye!" says Ashley.
"Bring us some good snacks!" Hazel adds.
"Later!" Marcia waves.
With that, Daddy and Lexi leave the house. Now that we're more awake, we take the opportunity to fully explore the house. It's huge, and really nice. The only downside is that there are only two bathrooms, but we'll make it work. It's going to be great spending an entire week here.
We're all so excited, so happy. As we run through the house, we are laughing and teasing each other. I grab Ashley's boobs from behind and squeeze them. Hazel slips her hand in the back of my panties and yanks them down, showing everyone my bare ass. Even Marcia gets in on the teasing, pinching asses and burying her face in cleavage.



"Maybe we should put on our bikinis and check out the private beach?" I suggest at one point.
"Hm?" Hazel asks as she pulls her mouth off one of Ashley's nipples.
"Mm." Marcia hums as she sucks on Ashley's other tit.
"Bikinis. Beach. Us. Now." I say, rolling my eyes.
"Let's do it!" Ashley exclaims. "Topless?"
"Not the first time." I say. "Let's check things out first."
"Okay!" Hazel replies.
"Works for me." Marcia says before giving Ashley's boob one final kiss.
While the other three girls head to their room, I go to mine. I change into my bikini and go to the living room to meet the girls. They all join me a few minutes later, looking as sexy as ever in their bathing suits while holding beach towels.
It turns out our private beach is really only semi-private. Our section of the beach is clearly marked as private, but we have neighbors to either side of us with their own sections of the beach. I guess 'private' doesn't mean 'secluded', sadly. The public section of the beach is after some rocks, and far enough away that no one can really see us, so it isn't so bad. Also, the beach has the famous pink sand that Bermuda is known for. We're good here.
"See?" Marcia asks, placing her hands on her hips as she stands on the pink sand beach. "Anyone could see us here! My top is staying on."
"The only ones would be the neighbors, and they aren't out right now." Hazel reasons.
"There may not even be anyone in those houses right now. They look like vacation homes." Ashley points out.
"They're right, as long as the neighbors aren't around, we may as well be alone out here." I say.
"I wonder who the houses belong to." Marcia wonders.
"Probably some rich, old couples." Ashley shrugs.
"Or they could be rented out, like this one. And if no one is renting this week, we're alone." I suggest.
"Well, if someone is staying there, they'll be seeing my titties at some point." Hazel admits with a shrug. "I'm not missing out on this opportunity to sunbathe nude."
"Of course, you need to maintain that all-over tan!" Ashley giggles.
"Look! There's a car in that driveway. You can see it from this angle." Marcia interrupts.
"Shit, you're right." I respond as I look over and see the edge of an SUV in the driveway. "Someone's home."
"Oh well, it is what it is." Hazel says with a shrug. "Let's set out our beach towels and go swimming."
"Okay!" Ashley nods.
The four of us lay down our towels in the sand, well above the water line. Then we all make our way down to the water. I shiver as soon as the water washes over my bare feet. It's colder than I'd like, but we'll get used to it.
"Steven was right, the water's cold!" Ashley gasps as she steps in up to mid-calf.
"I think my nipples are gonna cut through my bikini!" Hazel says as she shivers.
"Oh, don't exaggerate!" Marcia teases as she takes another few steps and dives right in.
"Marcia, you're insane!" I shout after her.
The dark haired girl surfaces and splashes water right at me. I gasp as the cold water hits my stomach and chest. Then I splash her back. Marcia just laughs and lets herself fall backwards into the water.
"Just dive in!" Marcia exclaims. "You'll get used to it fast!"
"Oh, why not?" Ashley says as she follows the usually-shy girl and dives in.
Hazel and I copy Ashley and submerge ourselves completely. Marcia is right. The water is cold at first, but not dangerously so, and our bodies quickly adjust to the temperature. Soon, we're perfectly comfortable swimming around.
We swim around in the deeper water for a little while, racing each other and laughing. Then we return to the shallow waters and splash around. Marcia jumps on my back and I carry the smaller girl around in the water for a few minutes before dumping her into the ocean. At one point, Hazel actually tackles Ashley into the water. The blonde lands with a shriek.
"Hazel!" Ashley shouts.
"What?" the tan girl asks innocently before pecking Ashley's lips.
"Bitch." Ashley says.
"Slut." Hazel replies.
"You're both bitches and sluts." I say as I walk up to where Hazel is laying on top of Ashley.
"Behave, children!" Marcia says in a sing-song voice.
Just then, a large wave comes up and completely goes over Ashley's face. Hazel gets off Ashley before helping the busty blonde to her feet. Then the four of us link arms and march out of the water and toward our beach towels.
"See? The water isn't bad!" says Marcia as she plops down on her towel.
"Not once you get used to it." Hazel replies.
"I think we'll be able to swim all week." Ashley responds. "The sun is shining down on us, and I'm not cold at all anymore."
"We're lucky the water is cold." I say.
"Why is that?" Marcia asks while rolling over onto her stomach and resting her head on her folded arms.
"Otherwise everywhere would be booked and we never would have gotten our vacation." Hazel explains for me.
"Exactly!" I add.
"We are really lucky." Ashley says with a smile. "Steven's a great guy."
"He really is." Hazel agrees. "We're gonna fuck his brains out this week."
"That brings up something we should probably talk about." Ashley sighs.
"What's that?" I ask.
"Sex." Ashley states.
"We talk about sex all the time." Marcia replies while kicking her feet in the air.
"I know what she means." Hazel says. "Sex with men besides Steven."
"Oh." Marcia states.
"Well, I'm with Ian." I reason. "I'm not touching any men this trip."
"Your choice." Ashley says. "But what about the rest of us?"
"I'm good with just Steven's dick." Marcia answers. "No one could ever fill me up like him anyway."
"I-I don't know." Hazel sighs. "It's our vacation, and I wouldn't mind the freedom to go crazy."
"Yes!" Ashley exclaims. "We're young, we're hot, and we're horny."
"So, what's the problem?" I ask.
"We're all family." Ashley explains. "I don't want to do anything to hurt Steven. I know he's with Lexi, not any of us, but you can't have this much sex without forming some sort of attachment."
"And you don't want him to be jealous that you're slutting around." Marcia states. It isn't a question.
"Right." Ashley sighs.
"Well, there's a simple solution." I say.
"Oh?" Ashley asks.
"Open your mouth and, instead of taking a dick in it, talk." I answer. "Talk to him. See what he says."
"It sort of already came up." Marcia says.
"It did?" I ask.
"Yeah," Hazel begins, "he said he just wants us to be happy."
"Still, it wasn't a long conversation." Ashley says.
"How do you feel about Daddy?" I inquire, genuinely curious.
"I love him." Marcia says, making us gasp before she explains. "I'm not in love with him, but he's family. Just like you girls."
"I feel the same way." Hazel says, burying her face in her hands. "What do we do?"
"I don't know!" Ashley exclaims. "I wanna slut around, but I don't wanna hurt him."
"Do what I said." I insist. "Talk to him before you do anything."
"Okay, we'll talk to him." Ashley says with a sad look on her face.
Ashley
Damn my slutty pussy! I'm laying on my back on my beach towel, surrounded by my closest friends, and all I can think about is getting laid. I'm fucking horny. Steven is great, better than great, but I really wanna let loose and party hard this week. I can't do it if it will hurt him though. I guess I just have to wait and see what he says. Fuck!
"It'll be okay." Marcia reassures me as she lays on her stomach.
"I hope so." I reply.
"Don't let this spoil our vacation, Ashley." Hazel states firmly. "Everything will work out."
"Oh look, they're back!" Kayla exclaims as she points toward an SUV pulling into our driveway.
"Let's go help them carry the bags in." Marcia says as she stands up.
"Okay." I respond.
The four of us hop to our feet and walk over to the driveway. The asphalt is hot on my bare feet, but not unbearably so. The SUV is nice, it's big enough for all of us to fit, and it is currently packed with bags of groceries.
"Hello, ladies!" Steven says as he gets out of the car.
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla exclaims as she gives him a hug.
"Hi, Steven!" Marcia says.
"Hey, Cutie." I nod.
"Steven." Hazel smiles.
Just then, the passenger side door opens and Lexi steps out. A tit is hanging out of her top, and she is quickly putting her breast back in her shirt. She looks up, and I can see a drop of white at the corner of her lips. Looks like Steven got road head on the way back from the grocery store. I smirk when Lexi's tongue snakes out to lap up the last drop of cum.
"Someone get horny on the car ride?" I ask teasingly.
"I had a craving for cum." Lexi shrugs.
"Like she always does." Steven laughs.
"I understand." I say with a smile.
"Of course you do, Slut." Hazel jokes, hip-checking me.
"Okay, okay," Steven chuckles, "everyone grab a bag or three."
With six people, it's easy enough to bring all the groceries into the house. Then we spend the next twenty minutes putting everything away. Steven and Lexi have done a great job; there are plenty of snacks, lots of soda, and of course, booze.
"We found a liquor store!" Lexi says with a huge grin as she holds up a bottle of vodka.
"Awesome!" I exclaim as I take the bottle from Lexi and place it in a cabinet.
"We getting drunk?" Hazel asks..
"Maybe later!" Kayla answers. "For now, we should probably make breakfast."
"At this point it's more like lunch." says Marcia.
"Brunch it is!" Steven responds as he wraps an arm around Lexi's waist.
"Maybe we girls should cook for you?" Marcia suggests. "You did bring us on this trip."
"I love that idea!" Hazel breathes.
"Works for me!" Steven says with a smile before leaning over and kissing the top of Lexi's head.
"It doesn't take five girls to make a meal." I say as I walk up to Steven and trail a finger down his chest. "Maybe we can play while the others cook?"
"Mm, dirty girl." Lexi licks her lips as she leans against Steven.
"Someone horny?" Steven asks as he reaches around my body and grabs my ass. He then pulls me forward until my big boobs are pressing against his chest and our lips are inches apart.
"For you? Always." I whisper before leaning forward and pecking his lips.
"Mind if I join you?" Marcia suddenly asks. "I owe Steven a blowjob."
"Sounds like a great threesome to me!" Hazel giggles.
"Hazel, Lexi, and I will cook then!" Kayla says with a giggle. "You three go have fun!"
"Are you sure?" Steven asks. "I don't mind helping."
"We're sure!" Hazel says as she hunts around for cookware in her bikini.
"Go get laid, Baby." Lexi adds as she leans up to kiss Steven's cheek. Then she slips out of his arms and goes to help Hazel.
"Looks like it's just the three of us!" Marcia says with a blush as she slips to Lexi's vacated position beside Steven.
"Let's go, ladies!" Steven says as he wraps an arm around Marcia.
"Mm, yes Sir!" I hum.
"Yes, Master!" Marcia breathes.
With an arm around each of our waists, Steven leads his two bikini-clad sluts out of the kitchen. Marcia and I are both giggling as we each place a hand on his muscular chest and begin to caress him through his shirt. He reaches down to cup our butts as we enter the master bedroom.
"This is such a nice room!" I exclaim as I run forward and hop up on the bed, landing on my knees. Then I spin around to face Steven and Marcia.
"How about that blowjob?" Marcia whispers shyly while she faces Steven in the center of the room.
"That sounds amazing." Steven says as he reaches out to caress Marcia's face.
"Turn sideways so I can watch!" I add loudly.
Marcia giggles as Steven places his hands on her shoulders and turns them so that I can get a good view of the action. He then lightly applies pressure to Marcia's shoulders, and the dark-haired girl slowly lowers to her knees, her eyes never leaving his.
Steven whips off his shirt and tosses it aside as Marcia reaches for the waistband of his shorts. Her tiny hands unbutton his shorts and pull down his zipper. She then yanks his shorts and boxer briefs down to his feet and grasps his rapidly-hardening cock. I let out a small moan when Marcia leans forward and slurps him into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Steven moans as he buries his hands in Marcia's hair.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" I cheer, clapping my hands.
"Mm." Marcia hums as her lips glide along Steven's shaft.
Using his grip on her hair, Steven helps guide Marcia's motions as she gives him head. Her hands are gripping his thighs and she's moaning and drooling constantly. As I watch, I brush my blonde hair behind my ears while my nipples harden and pussy dampens.
"Get your tits out." he orders.
"Titties!" I call out as Marcia reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top. She then tosses it aside, revealing her perfectly-shaped boobs.
"Ashley, lose the bottoms." Steven instructs, glancing my way before turning back to the lovely girl sucking his dick.
"Yes, Sir!" I state firmly as I flop down onto my back.
Slipping my thumbs into the waistband of my bikini bottoms, I lift my ass and slide them down my smooth legs. I toss my bottoms on the floor and spread my legs, exposing myself for Steven's viewing pleasure. Licking my lips, I reach between my legs and run a finger along my slit.
"Play with your pussy." Steven says as he watches me while using Marcia's mouth for his pleasure.
Sounds like a great idea to me! I use two fingers to spread myself open, revealing my pink center. Then I push two fingers into my hole and start to masturbate. My tits jiggle in my bikini top as I look over the big mounds to watch Steven fuck Marcia's face.
He's looking at me, gazing at me with lust while he pushes his cock between Marcia's lips. He thrusts too deeply, making Marcia gag and pull off. A strand of spit links Marcia's bottom lip to Steven's tip as the dark-haired girl slaps her chest and coughs.
"Sorry, Babe." Steven says, his eyes going back to Marcia while he lightly caresses her face.
"All good." Marcia gasps.
"Go back to sucking him!" I breathe as I rub my clit. "Oh God, suck his dick!"
Marcia opens her mouth and takes Steven back inside. Steven lightly rests his hands on her head, letting the quiet girl bob and suck at her own pace. Marcia reaches a hand up and strokes his base while sucking on the top half of his dick. As I watch, I slip a hand into my bikini top and squeeze one of my big titties.
"Feel good, Ashley?" Steven asks as he alternates between looking at me, and watching Marcia blow him.
"Yes!" I hiss as my back arches. It's hard to see Marcia over my boobs, but I can tell Steven still has his hands in her hair. "Play with her tits!"
"Works for me!" Steven laughs as he reaches down with one hand to squeeze one of Marcia's breasts. His other hand holds her hair back, showing that her cheeks are caved in as she sucks.
"I'm cumming!" I moan as I orgasm on my talented fingers.
"Fuck, I need to get some pussy." Steven says when I stop shaking and gasping. "Bend over the bed. Both of you, now!"
My pussy twitches when Steven takes charge. I moan happily as I sit up and watch Marcia hop to her feet. Wearing only bikini bottoms, the short girl sashays over to the bed and bends over it, pressing her breasts into the comforter as she wiggles her butt in Steven's direction.
I slide to the edge of the bed and lower my bare feet to the floor while Steven approaches Marcia from behind. As I stand up, Steven places his hand in Marcia's bikini bottoms and yanks them down, exposing her naked ass and pink slit. I then spin around and bend over the bed beside Marcia so that Steven has two teen asses facing in his direction.
"What a sight." Steven breathes from behind us.
"You like?" I ask as I shake my bottom.
"I think he does!" Marcia giggles as she bumps her hips into mine.
Within seconds I feel Steven's right hand on my left butt cheek. From the giggling beside me, I can tell his left hand is currently caressing Marcia's firm rump. His right hand travels lower, and soon I can feel him probing my entrance. Pushing my ass back, I help him bury his fingers inside me.
"Mm, fuck!" I moan, tossing my head back so that my blonde hair cascades down my back.
"Yeah, stick it in me!" Marcia calls out.
My moans intensify as I feel him fingering me while I imagine him rubbing his cock head along Marcia's wet slit. I use my pussy muscles to squeeze his fingers, showing him how tight I am. Soon, I hear Marcia gasp, and I know it's because Steven is currently pushing his massive prick into her little pussy.
"Holy shit!" Marcia gasps as she looks straight ahead and grips the comforter.
Steven fucks Marcia for a couple minutes while fingering me. Once Marcia cums, he pulls out of her hole and switches to me. I make a happy noise as I feel myself being penetrated. Finally, I have cock in me. He slaps my bare ass before starting up a steady thrusting rhythm.
"Fuck me, fuck my pussy!" I beg.
"God yes, finger me!" Marcia coos.
The moaning of two beautiful, young women fill the room as Steven alternates between fucking Marcia and I. His grunts and groans overlap with our moans, creating a wonderful, sexual cacophony. Whichever girl Kayla's dad isn't fucking is having her pussy fingered. I shiver when he curls his fingers against my G-spot. Steven then immediately switches to me and starts fucking me. That's all it takes.
"I'm cumming, oh fuck, I'm cumming!" I screech as my pussy convulses and clamps down on his cock.
"I'm close." Steven grunts. "Where do you want it?"
"Mouth!" I gasp. "Cum in our mouths!"
"Yes! I wanna taste it!" Marcia agrees.
"Get on your knees." Steven whispers urgently as he pulls out of me.
As one, Marcia and I spin around and drop to our knees. Marcia's tits are out and her bikini bottoms are stretched between her thighs. I'm bottomless, with my big boobs straining against my bikini top.
Marcia and I each reach out a hand and caress Steven's thighs. He starts stroking himself as he aims his cock at our faces. The two of us put our pretty faces together as we stick out our tongues and say 'ah'.
"Do it! Cum in our mouths!" I coo as my nails lightly scratch his thigh.
"In both our mouths!" Marcia moans as she wraps her hand around Steven's upper thigh.
"Ah, fuck!" Steven groans as the first rope shoots from his tip and goes straight in Marcia's mouth.
He continues stroking himself as he aims at me. The second shot goes straight between my lips, coating my pink tongue with white. Steven aims back at Marcia and squirts another jet of cum into her mouth before pressing his cock to my lips.
"Fuck!" he gasps, his legs shaking as my cheeks cave in and I suck out every last drop.
I release his cock with a pop and then turn to face Marcia. We each place a hand behind the others head as we lean in. Our lips meet in a cum-filled kiss. Marcia moans into my mouth as I suck on her tongue.
"Lunch is ready!" Lexi's voice calls out as I start squeezing one of Marcia's boobs.
"Hi, Lexi." Marcia says, breaking our kiss and turning to face the redhead who just walked in.
"Lexi." I reply with a nod.
"Well, doesn't this look like fun!" Lexi says with a giggle.
"It was definitely fun." Steven says as he puts away his cock and zips up.
"Mm, I bet." Lexi replies, licking her lips.
"What's for lunch?" I ask as I stand up and start hunting around for my bikini bottoms.
"Nice ass!" Lexi calls out when I bend over to pick up my bottoms. "Oh, and barbecue chicken."
I flip her off before stepping into my bottoms and pulling them up. Looking over, I see Marcia put her tits back in her top and retie it. Steven grabs his shirt off the floor and slips it over his head. Now that we're all dressed, we head back into the kitchen for lunch.
"Sounded like a great time in there." Hazel says as she sets the table. She's still wearing her bikini, and looks as sexy as ever.



"You heard?" Marcia asks with a blush.
"We did!" Kayla giggles while preparing a salad. "Sounds like a couple of girls came hard!"
"We definitely did!" I say proudly. "Steven is amazing."
"Yes, he is!" Lexi says.
"Lunch is served!" Hazel announces as she grabs the plate of cooked chicken and sets it down on the table.
"Everything looks great, girls." Steven says, complimenting Hazel, Kayla, and Lexi.
"Thanks, Baby!" Lexi replies as she serves herself.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla grins as Hazel just smiles and puts dressing on her salad.
The six of us sit down to a nice meal. The girls have done an amazing job. We make small talk over lunch, and soon the food is all gone. Kayla and I volunteer to clean up while Steven and the other girls relax.
"Did you talk to him?" Kayla asks while we wash dishes.
"Who?" I inquire.
"What do you mean 'who'?" she replies, raising an eyebrow. "The only 'him' on this trip."
"Steven." I state.
"Yes, Daddy. Did you talk to him?" Kayla asks again.
"No, I bent over and took his cock up my cunt." I say, rolling my eyes. "You could hear us."
"Yes, I could." she giggles. "I guess the walls aren't as well insulated as back home."
"I guess not." I laugh.
"You need to talk to him about you being with other guys." Kayla says.
"I know." I sigh, my laughter dying out.
"Good, so talk to him." Kayla states simply.
"I will." I promise.
We continue making idle chit-chat as we finish washing the dishes. When we go in the living room we see that Lexi and Steven have changed into bathing suits. Lexi is wearing her light blue bikini, like always. Steven looks incredibly sexy with his muscular upper body on display.
"We thought we'd relax on the private beach for the rest of the day." Steven says.
"Yeah," Kayla adds, "we're all kinda tired since we got in so late. We can explore Bermuda tomorrow."
"Do you own any other bathing suits?" I ask Lexi, ignoring what Steven and Kayla are saying.
"This is the suit I was wearing when I got together with Steven." Lexi explains. "He loves me in light blue, so it's my favorite!"
"It's also the suit you got spit-roasted in." Hazel teases from her spot on the couch.
"Don't remind me of Dan!" Lexi snaps. "He, like every other man, is in the past. Steven is the future."
"I love you." Steven says.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies.
"Aw! How sweet!" I tease.
"Sickeningly sweet." Kayla says, making a fake-vomit face.
"Leave them alone." Marcia admonishes.
"Ugh, fine." I reply before sticking out my tongue.
We chat for a few more minutes before once again heading outside with beach towels, only this time the entire group is present. As we walk along the beach, we notice something that we've missed. There's a spot for a bonfire!
"Maybe I'll light it tonight." Steven says.
"That would be awesome!" Lexi chirps, her arm looped through his.
Once we find a good spot near the water, we place our beach towels on the sand and lay down to relax for a few minutes. I enjoy the feel of the hot sun on my light skin. Then I turn my head just in time to see a very attractive man heading our way.
"Someone's coming." I announce.
"Looks like one of the neighbors wants to say 'hi' to us." Steven says, standing up.
"Hi, neighbors." says a handsome young man in his mid-twenties with sandy blonde hair and blue eyes.
"Hello, I'm Steven." Steven says, extending his hand.
"Nice to meet you. I'm Tom." the other guy replies as he shakes Steven's hand. Tom's in a bathing suit, so I can see he has a very nice body. I'm wet instantly.
"My daughter Kayla is the taller dark-haired girl. Marcia is the short dark-haired girl. Hazel with the long brown hair is right there. My girlfriend, Lexi, is the redhead. And the lovely blonde is Ashley." Steven says, pointing out each of us.
"Girlfriend?" Tom asks, clearly surprised that Steven is dating Lexi.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps as she looks at Tom from above her cute sunglasses.
"Okay, then!" Tom says. "Well, it's very nice to meet all of you."
"Have you been to Bermuda before?" I ask, getting up to my elbows and leaning forward to give Tom a look at my cleavage.
"I have, actually." Tom answers as he looks down at me. I can tell he likes what he sees. "This is my parents' place. They let me and some friends use it for the week."
"Your parents have a great place." I say in a flirty voice as I glance at the house beside ours. It really is nice.
"Thank you." Tom says with a charming smile. "Will you guys be here long?"
"We'll be here the rest of the week." Hazel answers, also clearly eyeing Tom.
"Great!" Tom exclaims. "I look forward to getting to know you all."
"That sounds nice." Kayla interjects.
"Speaking of, I'm having a house party tomorrow night." Tom says. "You're all welcome to join us."
"We'll be there!" I say quickly, before anyone else can respond.
"That sounds great. You girls have fun." Steven smiles.
"What about you?" Lexi asks, reaching up to run her hand along his thigh.
"I'm sure you girls don't wanna party with an old fart." he says.
"You're. Not. Old." Lexi hisses. "And Tom said you were invited!"
"Yes, you're all definitely welcome." Tom smiles.
"That's so sweet." I say, looking directly into Tom's mesmerizing eyes.
"You should come with us, Steven!" Marcia insists.
"Definitely, Daddy." says Kayla.
"Fine, fine. You don't have to twist my arm." Steven smiles.
"Good." Lexi chirps.
"It's settled, then!" Tom says. "I'll see you all tomorrow evening."
"I can't wait." Hazel purrs before I can respond.
"Enjoy the rest of your day!" Tom says politely. "And it was great meeting all of you!"
Tom turns and heads back toward his section of the private beach. I check out his ass in his swimsuit as he walks away. Yeah, if I get the chance, I'm fucking him. I can feel how wet this man is making me. That's when I turn and see Steven get back down on his beach towel. Fuck.
"So, Hazel or Ashley, which of you is fucking him first?" Lexi asks.
"What?" I ask stupidly.
"I am!" Hazel speaks up.
"Sluts." Kayla shakes her head.
"It was really obvious that you're both into him." Marcia says. "Everyone noticed."
I'm sure Tom did as well." Steven chuckles.
"I, uh, well.." I trail off as I lock eyes with Kayla.
"I guess we'll see which Slut bags him tomorrow!" Kayla says before mouthing the words 'talk to him' at me.
"Or we'll all just keep fucking Steven's brains out all week." I suggest. I then mouth 'I will' at Kayla.
"That's true, we are Steven's Sluts." Hazel says as she turns over onto her stomach.
"Yes, we are." I confirm as I lay back down on my beach towel so that I can no longer see Kayla's accusatory glance.
"You girls don't owe me anything." Steven says sincerely.
"We know we don't." Lexi responds.
"Not you, you owe me." Steven teases.
"Liar." she purrs before sitting up and throwing her leg over his waist. Lexi straddles him and leans down to kiss him softly.
"Do I really have to watch this?" Kayla jokingly asks.
"Bullshit." I say. "You love it."
"Yeah, she really does." Hazel adds.
"Whatever, bitches." Kayla says.
"If you two don't tone it down, you'll end up fucking right here on the beach." Marcia points out as Steven reaches down with both hands and grabs Lexi's bikini-clad ass.
"That's the plan." Lexi breathes between kisses as she grinds on top of Steven.
"Mm, I like to watch." I say happily.
"Tom could come back and see them!" Kayla exclaims.
"Then I hope he enjoys the show!" Lexi says as she reaches back and unties her bikini top before tossing it aside, baring her breasts.
"Lexi!" Marcia hisses.
"It's fine, he's already back in the house." Hazel reasons, looking over at the other house.
"His friends could be looking out the window at Lexi's titties right now." Kayla suggests.
"Then they'll know these titties belong to Steven." Lexi says as she grabs both of Steven's hands and places them on her boobs. "Touch me, Baby."
"Squeeze those boobs!" I encourage.
"He's coming back!" Hazel exclaims.
"And he's bringing friends!" Kayla adds.
"My top! Where's my top?" Lexi asks as she shoots up and crosses her arms over her chest.
"So much for giving him a show, you little liar." I tease.
"Fuck you!" Lexi sticks out her tongue.
"It's right here." Marcia says, handing over the bikini top.
Lexi puts it on in plenty of time and stays seated in Steven's lap as the four guys approach us. It's hard to tell, but I don't think they got a look at Lexi's tits. They're still too far away to see from where they are.
"Hi again!" Tom says. "I wanted to introduce my friends before we go swimming. This is Ken, that's John, and beside him is Ryan."
"I'm Steven." Steven says, taking the lead again. "That's my daughter, Kayla. My girlfriend Lexi, and their best friends Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia."
"Hello, ladies!" Ken exclaims.
"Hi, I'm John." John says.
"Nice to meet all of you." Ryan states politely.
The guys sit down in the sand across from us. We sit up and then the ten of us end up chatting for about twenty minutes. It turns out that Tom is a lawyer, in addition to being a trust fund kid. He and Steven talk business while we girls flirt with the other guys. At least, Hazel and I flirt. Marcia, Lexi, and Kayla all chat politely. The guys confirm that the house on the other side of us is empty.
"Sorry everyone, but we have plans with some friends at another beach." Tom eventually says in a polite voice.
"We really hate to see you go." I respond with a pout.
"See you tomorrow?" Ryan asks.
"Definitely." Hazel promises.
"I can't wait." I say.
"Thank you again for the invitation." Steven says as he lifts Lexi out of his lap. He then stands up to shake Tom's hand.
"I look forward to having you. All of you." Tom says before he and the other three guys make their exit.
"Shall we go for a swim?" Kayla suggests after we watch the guys drive off.
"Sounds like fun!" Lexi exclaims as she hops to her feet.
"Oh! Since the houses on either side of us are empty right now, we can go topless!" Hazel claps.
"That's right!" I say enthusiastically as I sit up and reach behind my back.
"Someone could still see us!" Marcia exclaims as my big titties come into view.
"The public beach is way over the rocks!" Hazel says as she also ditches her top. "No one can come back here. The house on the left is empty. The guys in the right just left. We're fine."
"I suppose." Marcia says.
"You're right. It's just us here." Kayla says as she unties her top and shrugs it off.
"What do you think, Baby?" Lexi asks.
"Let's see those titties!" Steven says with a smile.
"You got it!" Lexi says as she loses her top.
"C'mon, Marcia!" I say. "Let the girls out!"
"It's her decision." Steven speaks up. "Don't force her."
"Thank you, Steven." Marcia says, throwing him an admiring glance. Then she unties her bikini top and brings her lovely breasts into view.
"You know," Hazel says as we all stand up, "it isn't fair that we girls are the only one exposed."
"She's right!" Lexi says as she places her hands on her hips and looks at Steven.
"Shall we skinny dip?" Steven suggests.
"We shall!" I say as I hook my thumbs into my bikini bottoms and, with no hesitation, drop them into the sand. Then I raise my arms above my head and strike a pose.
"Slut." Kayla says with a smile. Yet, seconds later she's naked as well.
Lexi and Hazel don't hesitate to lose their bottoms. Then Lexi walks up to Steven and grips the waistband of his shorts and yanks them down. I know every pussy gets wet when his dick pops into view. Finally, Marcia nervously lowers her bottoms and steps out of them, looking around the entire time to make sure no one comes by.
"To the water!" I exclaim as I run my naked ass into the ocean.
Steven and the four other girls follow me, and soon we are all splashing around in the shallow water. My titties dangle from my chest as I bend forward to send a large wave of water at Marcia. The dark-haired girl shrieks and turns away from the splash.
We wade into deeper water. It isn't above our heads, but the waves do go over our waists. Then we spend the next hour horsing around in the ocean. Steven carries Lexi on his back before tossing her into the ocean. I come up behind Marcia and squeeze her boobs, making her laugh and pull away from me.
At one point, Steven and Kayla are both horsing around, facing opposite directions. Steven leans in and flicks Hazel's nipple with his tongue while Kayla does everything she can to shield her breasts from Lexi's attacks. That's when Steven and Kayla back into each other. They both spin around and face each other.
"W-we should be more careful." Steven mumbles, trying not to look at Kayla's breasts.
"Oh, get over it." Lexi says. "They're just tits. Your daughter has a pair."
"I know that!" he replies. "I just can't touch them."
"Well, you just backed into my bum!" Kayla blushes.
"You can't avoid contact forever. Not when we're playing like this." I reason.
"I-I guess so." Steven says, looking uncomfortable.
"Yeah..." Kayla says as she looks at her father, apparently deep in thought. She then surprises all of us by throwing her arms around him and hugging him tight. "Fuck it, contact is gonna happen."
"Kayla!" Steven exclaims as she releases him.
"Get over it, they're just tits." Kayla says, echoing Lexi as she pulls away from him and squeezes her own boobs.
"You go girl!" Lexi says as she tackles Kayla into the water.
Kayla lets out a screech as the two of them land in the ocean. We all laugh and continue our rough-housing. Soon, Steven is sucking on one of my titties while Hazel nurses at the other. Marcia, Kayla, and Lexi are splashing and tackling each other, grabbing tits and pinching asses. Life is good.
"We should probably head back in and get ready for dinner." Steven suggests after a few hours.
"But this is fun!" Lexi says as she jumps on Kayla's back.
"We'll have plenty of time for more fun later." Marcia reasons.
"Fine, fine." Hazel says.
The six of us make our way back to the beach and hunt around for our suits. Once found, we carry them into the house and leave them out to dry. Then we all head to our bedrooms to change into outfits for dinner.
"Where are we going?" Kayla asks.
"Lexi and I went by a place that looks nice. Looks like they have everything, steak, sea food, chicken." Steven answers.
"Sounds great!" I exclaim.
The six of us pile into the SUV. Marcia and Hazel are in the back. Kayla and I are in the two bucket seats, and Lexi is up front with Steven. The gap between the passenger and driver seat is pretty big, I wonder how Lexi managed to give road head in this thing.
Steven drives us to a very nice restaurant and we head inside. We have a very nice meal and are even able to order alcohol, since the drinking age is eighteen. After dinner, Kayla suggests we explore the area on foot. That's when we discover that most places in Bermuda close very, very early. The stores we go to are all closed.
"Well, this sucks!" Lexi announces.
"Who knew places close so early here?" Hazel asks rhetorically.
"Maybe because it's Sunday?" Marcia suggests.
"Didn't you see the signs? Most of them had the same hours all week." I respond.
"We'll just have to go out early if we want to shop." Steven says.
"And we definitely want to shop!" Kayla adds.
"Yes. Yes, we do." I nod.
Our group heads back to the SUV and head back to the house. The sun is starting to set when Steven parks the car. Glancing at the other driveway, I can see that Tom and his friends still aren't back yet. Too bad.
"Ready to light the bonfire?" Kayla asks.
"Yeah, let's do that!" Lexi chirps.
"We'll go grab the alcohol!" I suggest.
"Sounds good." Hazel says as she loops her arm through mine and leads me into the house. Marcia, Kayla, and Lexi follow us.
"Did you talk to Steven yet?" Kayla asks as take out booze and cups.
"About what?" Marcia asks.
"About you three getting boned by other guys." Kayla explains.
"Oh, that!" Lexi says. "Yeah, you should talk to him."
"All three of us should." Hazel sighs.
"He already said that he just wants us to be happy." I say once again.
"He does, but that doesn't mean he's really okay with it." says Kayla. "You four need to talk."
"Tonight?" Marcia asks.
"Tonight." I promise.
After gathering booze and cups, we girls head back outside to find a roaring fire. Steven is sitting on a chair waiting for us. He smiles at our arrival and reaches his hand out for Lexi to hand him a beer, which she does.
"You did a great job with the fire." Lexi says as she curls up in his lap.
"Thanks, Lexi." he says as he wraps an arm around her.
Hazel, Kayla, Marcia, and I each mix up a drink for ourselves, and we make one for Lexi. Then we all find seats around the fire. It's so nice out, I love it here! I sip on my drink as I chat with my friends, with my family.
"What do you girls think of Bermuda so far?" Steven asks.
"I love it!" Lexi chirps.
"I'm having a great time, Daddy." says Kayla.
"The pink sand is amazing!" Marcia adds.
"So are the hot guys we have for neighbors." I giggle.
"Definitely!" Hazel laughs.
"We'll have a great time at the party tomorrow." Steven says.
"Yes, we will." I nod while avoiding Kayla's gaze.
We sip on our drinks as the fire dies down. Watching the flickering flames is mesmerizing, and I'm surrounded by people I love. People who love me. I realize that I can't sleep with Tom, or anyone on this trip if Steven isn't completely comfortable. I have to talk to him.
"Well, we should head inside. It's getting late." Steven eventually says, standing up.
"Inside to get naked?" Lexi asks with a grin.
"Sounds like a plan to me!" Hazel says.
Steven puts sand on the ashes to make sure the fire is completely burned out. We girls clean up the red cups and take them inside, along with the leftover booze. That's when I grab Kayla and pull her aside.
"What's up?" Kayla asks.
"You're right. I need to talk to Steven tonight. We do. Marcia, Hazel, and I." I explain.
"Glad you agree." she smiles.
"Maybe you can keep Lexi occupied so that the four of us can talk privately?" I ask.
"Sure! I can do that." Kayla says. "I could use a cock in my cunt, and she's great with the strap-on."
"Perfect!" I laugh while hugging my friend. "Thanks, Kayla."
"You're welcome." she responds, patting my back.
We break apart and exchange a kiss. Then I find Marcia and Hazel. I explain the plan to them as Kayla finds Lexi and does the same. Eventually, Steven joins us and places an arm around Lexi's waist.
"Ready for bed?" he asks.
"Actually, I was thinking of spending the night with Kayla." Lexi answers.
"Oh?" Steven inquires.
"Yeah, that way we girls can thank you for this trip." I say as I wrap my arms around Hazel and Marcia's shoulders.
"You don't owe me anything." Steven says sincerely.
"Oh, stop being so nice." Hazel says before blowing him a kiss. "You know we don't feel obligated, we want to get fucked by that big dick."
"Well, since you put it that way..." he trails off with a predatory grin.
"Great! Let's go!" I smile.
Lexi and Kayla head for Kayla's bedroom and disappear inside. Meanwhile, Steven, Marcia, Hazel, and I all make our way to the master bedroom. Once the door is closed, I turn to Steven and say the words every man dreads hearing.
"We need to talk."
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Kayla
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" I beg in a wanton voice.
It's Sunday night, and I'm crouched in the standard doggystyle position on my bed in Bermuda. My eyes are scrunched tight and my mouth is hanging open as my hands grip the sheets. I can feel my tits sway with every thrust into my tight, teenage body.
Fuck, this feels so good. I can't believe I once said that I'd never have anal sex. I love taking it up the bum. I thrust my ass back, taking the entire length inside my tightest hole. Baring my teeth, I grunt as I feel hips smash against me.
"That's it, take my cock Slut!" Lexi moans as she fucks my butt with a strap-on.
"Spank me!" I grunt through clenched teeth.
Lexi lets her hand fly, spanking my right ass cheek. I gasp and jerk forward, causing a strand of raven hair to fall over my face and obscure my vision. She hits me again, making me cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.
"You like that?" Lexi asks in thick voice.
"Harder!" I plead. "Please, harder!"
The redhead slaps my butt again, much harder this time. I can tell my ass is reddening. I love it! After spanking me a few more times, Lexi grips my hips and resumes thrusting up my ass. I balance on one elbow and reach a hand down to squeeze one of my titties.
"You gonna cum for me?" Lexi asks when my panting intensifies.
"Yes! I'm so close!" I groan. I release my tit and slide a hand between my legs to rub my clit.
Lexi releases my hips and grasps my swinging breasts. With a firm grip on each boob, Lexi uses them as handholds to fuck my ass as hard and fast as she can. She's bent over me and I can feel her boobs against my back while she takes me with the fake cock.
"I'm cumming! Holy shit, I'm cumming!" I scream as I rub my clit rapidly.
"That's it, cum for me!" Lexi says.
My best friend fucks me through my orgasm before letting go of my breasts and sitting up. She works the dildo in and out of my bum a few times before slowly easing it out of me. Then Lexi grabs a fistful of my hair and roughly yanks my body around until the fake cock is in my face.
"Suck my cock, Slut." Lexi says, holding my hair with one hand and the dildo with the other.
"Yes, Mistress." I moan as I open my mouth.
Lexi pushes the dildo into my willing mouth. I lash the fake cock with my tongue and moan around it as I suck hard. Lexi holds my head in both hands and proceeds to fuck my face, using my mouth as if it were a pussy.
"That's it, keep going!" Lexi encourages.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan as drool runs from my lips.
"Fuck, you look so sexy. I need to cum!" Lexi says as she pulls my mouth off the dildo. "Help me out of this!"
With my help, we get Lexi out of the strap-on harness and set it down on the bedside table. Lexi then lays back on my bed with her head on the pillow. The sexy minx grabs her legs behind the knee and spreads herself wide open.
"Eat me, Slut!" Lexi orders.
I smile at the way Lexi's little feet are in the air as she holds her legs back. Then I settle into position between her legs and inhale the scent of her sweet snatch. I plant a kiss on her vulva before taking one long lick of her slit.
"Mm, that's it, just like that." Lexi moans.
My hands grip Lexi's upper thighs as I start munching on her pussy. I swipe my tongue through her labia, relishing the taste of her juices. She's delicious as always. Lexi is moaning and panting, her legs shaking as she enjoys my oral ministrations.
"Don't stop, don't stop!" she begs.
I push two fingers into her tight hole while my tongue works her clit. My own moans intensify when Lexi's pussy clenches down on my fingers. I can tell the beautiful girl is close to exploding, so I redouble my efforts.
"I'm close, keep going!" Lexi moans.
"Mm." I hum against her pussy.
"I'm cumming!" she announces.
Just as Lexi is coming down from her first orgasm, I pull away from her pussy and slide up her body. Getting on top of Lexi, I grind my pussy down against hers. Our lips meet as Lexi wraps her legs around me and pushes her pussy up against mine.
We start tribbing. Our tongues wrestling as Lexi buries one hand in my hair. I moan into her mouth and, when Lexi rolls us over, I don't resist. She's on top of me now, her fingers lightly caressing my face.
"Oh, Lexi!" I moan as I arch my back, causing my tits to push out from my chest.
"Kayla!" Lexi responds as she leans down and licks one of my nipples.
"Yeah, lick my titty!" I groan as I grab her ass in both hands and squeeze.
Lexi nurses at my breast as we grind our clits together. Soon, we're both moaning heavily and moments from climaxing. I roll my hips and cry out in orgasm just as Lexi screams against my boob from her own release.
"I love you." Lexi whispers as she rolls off me and pulls me into her arms.
"I love you, too." I reply as I lay my head on her chest and throw my arm around her waist.
We cuddle for several minutes. It's so nice; Lexi is running her fingers through my hair as I rest my head on her chest. I can feel her nipple pressing into my cheek. This is what love is. Smiling, I grab my phone and check my messages.
Ian: I hope you're having a nice time in Bermuda!
Kayla: I'm having a great time, thank you! How are you?
"That Ian?" Lexi asks as we lay naked in bed.
"Yeah, it's Ian." I say with a smile. "How did you know?"
"You always have that silly grin on your face when you're talking to him." Lexi explains.
"Fuck you." I say, sticking out my tongue.
"Fuck you harder!" Lexi replies.
"Whatever!" I laugh as I turn my head to kiss her chest, right between her breasts. That's when my phone goes off again.
Ian: I'm doing well. I miss you.
Kayla: I miss you, too!
Ian: What are you up to?
Kayla: Hanging out with Lexi in my bedroom.
Ian: That sounds like fun!
Kayla: It is! Are you getting ready for bed?
Ian: No. It's earlier here. Remember your time zones? :P
Kayla: Duh! I'm dumb!
Ian: Nah, you're not. :)
Kayla: Thanks!
"What are you two chatting about?" Lexi asks as her hand slips down to squeeze my bum.
"I just lied to him." I say with a sigh as my phone goes off again.
Ian: Are you going to bed?
Kayla: In a few minutes, I think.
"What about?" Lexi asks.
"He asked what I was doing." I begin. "I said I was hanging out with you."
"Well, you are." she giggles.
"You know what I mean." I sigh. Ian texts me again.
Ian: I'll let you get some rest. Sweet dreams, Beautiful. :)
Kayla: Sleep well, Handsome. :*
"Yeah, I do." Lexi says as she brushes a lock of my hair back behind my ear. "Ian probably wouldn't be okay with the fact that the girl he is totally in love with just took it up the ass."
"You gave my cunt a real workout, too." I giggle as I reach up and cup Lexi's breast.
"Yes, I did." Lexi nods. "But you can't avoid this."
"I know." I reply while playing with Lexi's nipple. "I have to tell him about us."
"And if he can't accept it?" Lexi asks.
"Then I guess it's over." I sigh. "We made a pact. Slut-sisters forever."
"Slut-sisters forever." Lexi nods. "You, me, Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia. No guy will ever come between us."
"I don't want to lose him." I mumble against Lexi's tit.
"I know you don't, Honey." Lexi coos as she kisses the top of my head. "And you may not. He might be cool with everything."
"Cool with his girlfriend getting boned by someone else? Yeah, right." I say. "I'm not even his girlfriend yet. I may never be."
"Boned with a strap-on. Not another real cock. It's not the same." Lexi reasons.
"Will Ian see it that way?" I ask.
"I don't know." Lexi admits with a sigh.
"Exactly." I say.
"There's only one way to find out." she replies. "You already know he's gonna ask you to be his girlfriend when we get back. Tell him everything then."
"About the rape, too?" I ask in a small voice.
"Yes, even that." Lexi says. "Tell him everything, and see where you stand."
"O-okay." I say weakly. "Okay. I'll tell him everything when we're home."
"Good." she responds, kissing my forehead affectionately.
"I love you, Lexi." I say sincerely.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies. "And this talk about Ian brings up another question."
"Oh?" I ask as my fingertip circles her pale, pink nipple.
"We have a house party tomorrow night. Any plans to get lucky?" she asks.
"I already answered that." I say with a frown "I'm not gonna cheat on Ian!"
"It's not cheating." Lexi insists. "You're a single lady."
"Still, I'm taking it slow with Ian." I explain. "I haven't given him any pussy, I haven't even used my mouth on him. A guy I really like. And now you expect me to jump into bed with a complete stranger?"
"I don't expect anything." she says. "I just want you to have a good time, and I know you miss real cock."
"I do." I acknowledge. "A lot. Still, it isn't fair to Ian. We aren't official, but that's just an excuse. We're basically together."
"Okay." Lexi sighs. "Just remember, you aren't together. It isn't an excuse. You're free to do as you wish. He doesn't know about you, and you don't know if he can accept your relationship with us. A girl needs to get banged sooner or later."
"I'll remember." I say with a sigh. "And I do have my other fantasies..."
"You want to get gang-banged." Lexi states. It isn't a question.
"I want to get gang-banged." I admit. "I can't deny it. It's so much more than a fantasy. I'm sorry, Lexi."
"You don't have to apologize to me." she says.
"Yes, I do." I explain. "You had a bad experience with group sex."
"Several bad experiences." Lexi acknowledges. "Still, that doesn't affect your fantasies. I won't think any less of you if you do it."
"You said that some fantasies should stay just that, fantasies. What changed?" I ask.
"Nothing." she answers. "I just realized I was projecting my issues onto you. Steven is it for me. Forever. That's not you. Yeah, you want love, but you've grown. You've become a confident woman who knows what she wants. And you want multiple dicks."
"I do, but I can't do that to Ian." I respond.
"Ian again." Lexi sighs.
"Why do you want this to happen now?" I ask. "I understand not wanting to stand in my way, but why encourage it?"
"I just don't want you to have any regrets." she explains. "I want you to be happy, and I think that if you don't do this, you'll always wonder what you missed out on."
"Maybe." I admit.
"Just think about it, okay?" asks the redhead. "If an opportunity presents itself, keep an open mind."
"Okay, I will. I promise." I reply.
"Good." Lexi replies, hugging me tight.
"We'll see what happens." I say as I drift off to sleep with my head on Lexi's breast. My last thought before passing out is that I am in love with this girl. I always will be.
Steven
"We need to talk." Ashley says.
I'm standing in my bedroom in Bermuda, facing Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. All three of them look nervous, and that's starting to worry me. I lock eyes with Ashley, the most confident of the three girls, and she looks ready to cry.
"What's wrong?" I ask.
"This is hard to talk about." Hazel sighs.
"You can talk to me about anything. I promise I won't be mad." I say, inviting the three girls further into the master bedroom.
"Sorry we're scaring you." Marcia says as she and the other two girls park their pretty, little asses down on mine and Lexi's bed.
"You are scaring me. I'm worried." I reply while looking down at the three girls.
"It's nothing bad!" Ashley insists.
"At least, we hope not." Hazel adds.
"Just tell me." I say.
"We just wanted to talk about us... us, with other guys." Ashley mumbles, looking down in shame.
"Okay..." I trail off.
"Not that we're definitely going to be sleeping around or anything, but there is a party tomorrow and um, yeah." Hazel says.
"We talked about this." I respond. "I just want you girls to be happy."
"I remember. We love you for it." Marcia says with a smile and a blush.
"We do love you. You're family, just like Kayla and Lexi, that's why we don't want to hurt you." Ashley explains.
"Yeah, we care about you." Hazel adds.
"And you think that you'll hurt me if one of you goes to bed with another guy." I state.
"Yes." Ashley says.
"Pretty much." Hazel acknowledges.
"Exactly." Marcia nods.
"You won't." I say. "I love you girls. Very much. But I'm with Lexi. You girls need to find guys who make you happy."
"Yeah, we know we can't date you or anything." Ashley says.
"Intellectually, we know we need to find guys of our own, but you can't have as much sex as we have without getting attached." Hazel explains.
"And we're definitely attached to you." Marcia adds.
"I'm attached to you girls, too." I say with a sigh as I look down at them. "But we aren't even talking about you girls getting boyfriends right now. You wanna have casual sex on this trip."
"Well, Ashley does." Marcia giggles. "I'm good with just you."
"So am I." Hazel says. "But I wouldn't mind the option of hooking up..."
"Fine, fine, it's all Ashley." Ashley rolls her eyes. "Traitors."
"We're with you!" Hazel insists. "We just aren't as horny as you are, Ashley."
"You wanna sleep with Tom." I state, looking right at Ashley.
"Yes. He's gorgeous." Ashley lowers her head in shame.
"Then you should." I tell her.
"Really?" Ashley asks, looking up at me with tears in her eyes. "But, I don't wanna stop sleeping with you."
"You don't have to!" I insist.
"Are you sure?" Hazel asks. "You'll sleep with us even if we're fucking around?"
"I will." I answer. "Don't get me wrong, when you three get boyfriends I won't want you cheating on them. But if you just have a one night stand, good for you! We can still play."
"I love you." Marcia says sincerely. "You're a great guy."
"And I love you, Marcia." I say as I walk over to the short girl and lean down to kiss the top of her head affectionately.
"It isn't just Marcia. I love you, too." Hazel says.
"I love all three of you." I reply as I step back and look at all of them.
"Lexi is one lucky girl." Ashley says as she stands up and walks up to me. She looks me straight in the eye before speaking, with one hand on my chest. "Are you sure you're okay with me slutting it up?"
"I'm sure." I nod.
"Say the word, and I won't. I'll keep myself for just you and the girls." Ashley promises.
"I want you to be happy. If a one night stand with Tom will make you happy, you should do it." I say as I pull the tall blonde into a hug.
'Thank you." she whispers against me.
"You're welcome." I reply, patting her back. "It won't change anything with us. I promise."
"I love you, Steven. You're family." Ashley says against me.
"You're my family, too." I reply as I bury a hand in her hair and kiss the top of her head.
"I think that's enough of this depressing talk." Hazel says as she stands up and walks up to me.
"I agree." Marcia says, also standing and approaching me.
"I think the four of us should have some lovely bonding time." Ashley says as she lifts her head and looks me in the eye. She then leans forward and pecks my lips. "How about we treat you to three of the tightest cunts in Bermuda?"
"I'd like that." I reply.
Ashley's eyes never leave mine as the tall, busty blonde sinks to her knees. I watch as her nimble fingers work to open the button of my shorts. She then pulls my shorts and boxer briefs down to my feet.
"This is the most beautiful cock I've ever seen." Ashley says as she admires my erection while stroking it softly.
"Why don't you give him a kiss?" I suggest as Hazel takes out her phone and puts on some music.
"I think I will!" the blonde replies.
Ashley leans forward and kisses my tip. Then she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue. Placing my hard dick on her tongue, Ashley moves her head forward, taking me inside her warm, wet mouth.
While Ashley gives me head, Marcia and Hazel start slowly dancing to the music while holding hands. Marcia then spins around and grinds her butt against Hazel's crotch. The entire time, the two girls are making eyes at me.
I whip my shirt off over my head and cast it aside. Then I bury my hands in Ashley's blonde hair and use my grip to guide her along my thickness. The bombshell gags and drools as she lashes the underside of my shaft with her tongue.
Marcia and Hazel start taking their clothes off to the music. Marcia lifts her arms and allows Hazel to lift the shorter girl's shirt off her sexy body. Then Marcia removes Hazel's shirt. The two girls dance in their bras for a minute before dropping their shorts.
"You girls are amazing." I say as I watch the two girls dancing as a third girl goes down on me.
Ashley takes me out of her mouth and lifts my cock. As she strokes me, the blonde takes one of my balls in her mouth and starts sucking on it. I let out a moan, my legs shaking as her tongue plays with my sack.
"You like watching us?" Hazel asks as she grabs Marcia's pantie-clad bum.
"Very much." I reply with a smile.
Marcia unhooks Hazel's bra, and the tan girl shrugs her shoulders, removing the bra and baring her breasts. The raven-haired girl then leans forward and takes one of Hazel's nipples in her mouth. Hazel tosses her head back and moans while holding Marcia's head to her chest.
"Oh, Marcia! That feels so good!" Hazel says, her long brown ponytail halfway down her bare back.
I grip Ashley by the hair and pull her off my ball sack. Then I take my cock and shove it back in her mouth. The tall girl moans loudly as she clamps her lips down on my erection and starts sucking hard.
Hazel removes Marcia's bra and then hooks her fingers into the shorter girl's panties. Marcia shimmies to the music as she lowers her body and helps Hazel slip her panties down to her feet. The quiet girl kicks her panties away, leaving her naked. She then drops to her knees and pulls down Hazel's panties.
"Fuck, that's hot." I groan as Ashley keeps sucking.
Holding hands, Hazel and Marcia walk over to the bed. Hazel then helps Marcia climb up on the bed. I smile when I see Marcia's naked ass swaying. Marcia lays down on the bed and Hazel pulls the shorter girl to the edge of the bed.
"Come stick your dick in this?" Hazel suggests as Marcia spreads her legs wide and plants her feet on the edge of the bed.
"I'd love to." I respond as I pull Ashley off of my dick.
Leaving Ashley on her knees, I walk over to the bed. Hazel gets up on the bed and kneels perpendicular to Marcia as she rests her head on the shorter girl's stomach. Marcia's pretty, pink pussy is peeking out at me from between her spread legs as I stand between them.
"Fuck me." Marcia whispers, her eyes locked on mine while her hand rests on Hazel's head.
"With pleasure." I say as I grasp my cock at the base and ease it into Marcia.
"Fuck!" Marcia gasps, her eyelids fluttering from the feeling of penetration.
"Mm, I love watching it go in and out." Hazel says as she looks down Marcia's flat stomach to watch my dick piston in and out.
"Get naked." I say to Ashley when the blonde stands up.
"Yes, Sir." Ashley says as she begins to undress.
I watch Ashley's giant knockers come into view as I hold Marcia's hips and slowly push in and out of her. Fuck, she's tight. Ashley bends down to remove her panties, making her tits swing. Soon, she's completely naked and licking her lips as she watches me fuck Marcia.
"Looking good, Baby." Hazel says from her spot on the bed as she admires Ashley.
"You're not so bad yourself." Ashley winks as she approaches the bed. The sexy blonde hops on the bed and kneels on Marcia's opposite side so she can watch the dark-haired beauty get boned.



"Keep fucking me!" Marcia begs, her toes curling as she holds her legs back.
Hazel keeps getting kneed in the head by Marcia, so the long-haired girl pulls back and goes for Marcia's titties. Hazel's hand grips Marcia's boob as she leans in to suck a nipple in her mouth. Ashley, seeing what Hazel is doing, goes for the other breast. Soon, both girls are sucking on Marcia's titties as she holds her legs back and takes my cock.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Marcia groans, her head lolling back against the comforter as three people focus on her pleasure.
"Keep sucking her tits!" I say as I hold Marcia's hips and fuck her at a steady pace.
Marcia loses all ability to make a coherent statement. Her moans and pants are intense, and her body is tensing up. Hazel sucks at Marcia's right tit as Ashley works on the left. Both girls are up on their knees, their naked asses in the air as they work Marcia over.
"Oh my God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Marcia shrieks.
I can see her toes curling as I release her hips and grab her upper thighs. I squeeze her legs, helping Marcia hold them back as she cums hard. I can see her cute toes curling while she closes her eyes and lets out a series of intense gasps.
"Mm." Ashley moans against Marcia's boob.
"Mm." Hazel also moans while sucking on a nipple.
"Fuck!" I groan as I pull my cock out of Marcia and hold it at the base. "Almost came."
Ashley and Hazel release Marcia's breasts and roll over onto their backs. All three girls start giggling loudly as they look at each other and at me. Hazel and Ashley are laying perpendicular to Marcia, who is facing me. As one, the girls each slide a hand between their legs and rub their slits.
"How do you want us?" Ashley asks in a heated voice.
"Bend over the bed so I can switch among you." I instruct as I release Marcia's legs and back up.
Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel all get off the bed and face me. Music plays in the background as the naked girls pose for a moment, allowing me to admire their naked, eighteen-year-old bodies. Then, they spin around and bend over the bed, presenting their bare asses and wet pussies.
Hazel is on the left. I walk up to her first and push my cock up her cunt. Holding her head back by the hair, I fuck the tan girl to a screaming orgasm before switching to Marcia, the middle girl. I drill Marcia from behind while fingering Hazel and Ashley. Only once Marcia cums on my cock do I switch to Ashley.
I don't want this to end. So, when I'm close to cumming, I pull out of Ashley and step back. Then I instruct the girls to get back on the bed, which they happily do. I lick my lips as I admire their nude bodies on my bed.
"Ashley and Marcia, sixty-nine. Now!" I order. "Hazel, watch and play with yourself."
Ashley immediately spins around and gets on top of Marcia. The blonde then buries her face in the quiet girl's box. At the same time, Marcia grips Ashley's ass cheeks and lifts her head to start eating out the taller girl. Hazel rubs herself the entire time.
Once both girls cum, I order Ashley to scissor with Hazel. The sight almost makes me cum. Wanting to get all three girls in on the action, I have them form a daisy chain on my bed. Marcia is eating out Ashley, Ashley is eating out Hazel, and Hazel is eating out Marcia.
"My turn." I say as I hop up on the bed. "Ashley, ride me!"
Ashley happily obliges. She straddles my waist and reaches between us to grasp my cock. Holding me at the base, Ashley lowers her body onto me, moaning as she feels my thickness stretching her teen twat.
"Hazel, lick my nuts." I instruct.
As Ashley bounces up and down on my cock, Hazel kneels between my spread legs. It takes some maneuvering, but the tan girl is able to get her face close to my sack. Soon, I feel her licking my nuts.
"Marcia, ride my face." I order, smiling at the dark-haired girl.
"Yes, Master." Marcia purrs before straddling my head and lowering her pussy down onto my face.
I have one girl riding my dick, one girl riding my face, while a third licks my balls. It's great to be me. I enjoy this foursome for a couple minutes until I can't take it any longer. I hold Ashley's hips and pull her down onto me as I explode up the blonde's cunt.
"Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Ashley begs as she feels me squirting inside her.
I smack Marcia's ass, indicating that the short girl should get off of me. As soon as Marcia lands beside me on the bed, I have Ashley lift off of my cock. The blonde holds a hand over her pussy, keeping my cum trapped inside.
"Hazel, eat my cum out of Ashley, then swap cum with Marcia." I say.
Getting up on my knees on the bed, I watch as Ashley lays down so that Hazel can get between her legs. Ashley rests her hands on Hazel's head as the tan girl eats her out. Then, with a mouthful of cum and pussy juice, Hazel kisses Marcia. The two of them moan as they exchange a cum-filled kiss. Ashley then slides up to the other two girls, and soon they're all making out, holding each other and swapping my cum among themselves.
Twenty minutes later, the four of us are all snuggled up together. Marcia is on my left, with her head resting in the crook of my shoulder while she traces shapes on my chest. Ashley is on my right, her large breasts pressing against my chest while Hazel spoons the blonde.
"Steven?" Marcia asks.
"Yes?" I reply.
"Thank you for being such a great guy." she says.
"You really are special." Ashley agrees.
"Definitely." Hazel confirms.
"Thank you for being such amazing young ladies." I respond.
"I want to show you how special you are to me." Marcia says.
"How do you plan to do that?" I ask.
"Before we go home, I'm gonna give you my ass." Marcia vows.
"You don't have to." I say as Hazel and Ashley gasp.
"You couldn't handle the pain last time!" Ashley says.
"Yeah, it was too intense for you. And Steven is so fucking big." Hazel adds.
"I loved it when he stuck a finger up my bum." Marcia reasons. "I just need to get used to his size. I can do this. I want to do this."
"As long as you're doing it because you want to." I tell her as I run my fingers through her dark hair.
"I am." Marcia says.
"Then I'd be happy to try again, but don't feel bad if you can't handle it. Okay?" I ask. "You'll tel me if you need me to pull out?"
"I'll tell you." Marcia promises.
"Then it's a plan." I say as I kiss the top of her head.
"Great!" Marcia smiles.
"I can't wait!" Ashley breathes. "I wanna watch you take it up the butt."
"Mm, I wouldn't mind anal again during this trip." Hazel says.
"There's plenty of time for all of you!" I say with a laugh.
The four of us continue making small talk and cuddling over the next hour. One by one, my ladies drift off to sleep. Hazel is the last one awake. She runs her hand along Ashley's side as she and I chat in hushed whispers.
"Thank you for being so good to Marcia. She's really vulnerable." Hazel says. "And for being so understanding about Ashley's need for more cock."
"It's my pleasure. You're all unique, and I love all three of you." I reply.
"Marcia is in love with you, you know." Hazel tells me.
"Yes, I know." I sigh. "I love her, but I'm with Lexi. Lexi knows how Marcia feels, but she knows Marcia won't try and steal me."
"Oh, I know," Hazel begins, "and so does Marcia. She won't try to come between you two. Just don't stop sleeping with her, you'll break her heart."
"As long as she isn't cheating on someone, I'm happy to continue this." I say.
"Good." Hazel replies before yawning loudly.
"Marcia is in love with me, Ashley is in lust with me. Where does that leave you?" I ask with a smirk.
"Just a girl who loves you like family." Hazel shrugs. "And has an occasional itch that needs to be scratched."
"I can work with that." I laugh.
Hazel doesn't respond. She's already asleep. I chuckle quietly as I run my hand along Marcia's bare shoulder. Closing my eyes, I go over how much my life has changed in the last weeks. Soon, I'm fast asleep.
Ashley
I wake up Monday morning with my naked breasts pressed against Steven's chest. Marcia is laying across from me, her body also draped across Steven. Behind me, Hazel is spooning me with her long body.
It's easy to slip out of Hazel's grasp without waking her, that girl can sleep through anything. I do, however, wake up Marcia when I slide the covers off of our bodies. When she realizes what I'm doing, the dark-haired girl giggles and decides to join me.
Steven wakes up when Marcia and I start passing his cock back and forth between us. He cups each of our faces and smiles down at us as we alternate between sucking his cock and licking his nuts. Eventually, he bucks his hips and fills Marcia's little mouth.
"You girls are amazing." he says with affection as we swap his cum.
When we finish swallowing Steven's load, Marcia and I jump on Hazel to wake her up. The tan girl screeches and tries to hide her head under her pillow. Steven laughs and joins in, and soon we are all having an impromptu pillow fight.
"We should probably head down to breakfast." Steven says while squeezing my titty.
"Yeah, he's right." Marcia responds before slapping Hazel's ass.
"Okay, let's eat." Hazel agrees as she whips a pillow around and hits Marcia in the face.
"Marcia and I already had a morning protein shake." I tease as I grab Steven's head and shove it into my cleavage, encouraging him to motorboat my breasts.
"We need something more substantial than cum!" Marcia says, rolling her eyes.
"Maybe you do." I reply with a wink.
"Slut." Marcia laughs, blushing slightly at how bold she's being.
"Whore." I respond.
"Guess I'm the adult now; enough you two. Once Steven is done playing with your titties, let's go eat." Hazel says.
Steven reluctantly pulls his head out from between my boobs and smiles at me. Then the four of us head down to breakfast naked. No reason to put clothes on, after all. We meet up with Lexi and Kayla, who are also naked, and have a quick breakfast. No one wants to cook naked, so we end up snacking on morning pastries that Steven and Lexi bought.
"What are we doing today?" Lexi asks as she pushes the last bite of muffin into her mouth.
"Well, we have that party." Hazel answers.
"Yeah, but that's not until tonight." Kayla says.
"We could go shopping!" I suggest in an excited voice.
"Do we have to?" Steven asks.
"At some point, yes!" Lexi responds. "But maybe not right now."
"How about we try out one of the famous public beaches?" Marcia suggests.
"That sounds good to me." Steven says. "We can grab lunch and dinner at local restaurants."
"Okay!" Kayla says happily.
"We should probably put bathing suits on then?" I ask as I lift one of my heavy breasts.
"Probably, yes!" Hazel giggles.
"Shame." I shrug.
"I'm sure there will be a lot of eyes on you when you're wearing a bikini!" Lexi laughs.
"There better be!" I reply as I toss my blonde hair over my shoulder.
"C'mon, let's get ready." Kayla says.
The six of us then go through our morning routines. With five girls and only two showers, it isn't easy. It's tempting to double up on showers to save water, but we realize we'll just end up fucking and wasting time.
Soon enough, we finish our morning rituals. Then we all change into bathing suits and put regular clothes over them. As we're heading out to the SUV, we run into Tom, Ken, John, and Ryan, who also look ready for a day out.
"Oh, hi guys!" Tom says in a friendly voice.
"Tom, hi!" I quickly reply, waving cutely.
"Hello, Tom." Steven says politely.
"Where are you guys headed?" Kayla asks.
"Just gonna meet up with a few friends at the beach." Ken answers as he smiles at Kayla.
"We're headed to the beach, too!" Hazel responds.
"Really, why don't we go together?" Ryan suggests.
"We'd love that!" I answer for everyone.
"Sounds like fun." Lexi chirps.
"Great!" Tom smiles.
The six of us pile into the SUV, and we're off! The drive to the beach doesn't take long at all, and soon we're parking beside Tom and the others. We get out of the car and make our way down to the crowded beach.
The six of us strip down to our bathing suits, and I can tell we girls are getting a lot of admiring glances from the men on the beach. Tom and his friends also take off their shirts, revealing their beach bodies. Damn, Tom is gorgeous. If I can, I'm gonna have him fuck my lights out.
We settle in at the beach as Tom's other friends begin to arrive. There's a good mix of guys and girls, and we're introduced to everyone. It's a fun group! Almost everyone is in their early to mid-twenties, and Steven is by far the oldest person here.
Drinks are passed out, and soon we girls are all sipping on wine coolers while the guys enjoy beers. I do my best to flirt with Tom and show him that I'm interested. I glance over and see Steven is flirting with a gorgeous dark-haired girl. I wonder if he'll get lucky, too.
"Wanna play some volleyball?" Tom eventually suggests. "There's a public net over there."
"Sure!" I say, happy to go along with anything Tom suggests.
"Guys against girls?" Lexi offers.
"I like it." says Ryan.
We split into two teams, guys against girls, and start the game. The guys don't stand a chance. We ladies completely dominate the game. The guys are good sports about it, especially since they get to watch a bunch of beautiful women bouncing around in bikinis.
"Good game!" Tom says when I run up to him and give him a hug.
"Thanks, you too!" I respond as I press my bikini-clad breasts against his chest.
"We got our asses kicked." Tom laughs as he rubs my bare back.
"You didn't do so badly." I say as I release him.
"Great game, Marcia!" he calls out to the quiet girl.
"Oh, um, thanks!" Marcia replies shyly.
"Don't mind her, she's always really quiet." I explain.
"No problem." Tom laughs.
After the game, we grab lunch. There are multiple conversations going on at once, due to the sheer number of people present. Lexi and Steven are talking to the dark-haired girl, I'm chatting with Tom and Marcia. Hazel is deep in conversation with Ken, Ryan, and a blonde lady. John is trying to flirt with Kayla, but it doesn't look like he's getting anywhere.
"You are eighteen, right?" Tom asks me after I make a particularly flirty comment.
"Yes, I'm eighteen!" I say with a laugh.
"We all are." Marcia adds.
"Well, except Steven. He's forty." I giggle.
"I'm still shocked he's with Lexi." Tom admits.
"Got a problem with an older guy being with a younger woman?" I ask teasingly.
"No! Not at all!" Tom says. "I'm just surprised, is all. That's quite the age difference."
"Yeah, much bigger than ours." I purr.
"Definitely." Tom replies, looking between Marcia and I.
Once lunch is eaten, we head into the water and play around in the ocean. The waves crash all around us as we laugh and splash each other. I swim around in the clear water of Bermuda, completely and totally content.
When dinnertime approaches, we all towel off and get dressed. Then we say our goodbyes and all head our separate ways. Our group of six gets in the SUV and Steven drives us to a nice restaurant. We enjoy a very pleasant meal before heading back to the house.
"Do you feel ashamed about flirting with someone else?" Marcia asks while we're changing for the party.
"No, we talked to Steven, remember?" I respond as I step into a clean pair of panties.
"Yeah, he said he was fine with it." Hazel says as she stands naked in our bedroom.
"I wasn't really talking about just Steven..." Marcia admits as she slips on a shirt.
"Oh?" I ask.
"Yeah, what about Josh and Shawn?" asks the dark-haired girl.
"You've never even gone on a date with them." Hazel laughs as she hooks her bra.
"I know, I know..." Marcia mumbles.
"So why would I feel ashamed?" I ask.
"I guess, I just like flirting, but I also really like Shawn." Marcia says.
"Well, I'm glad Miss Quiet admits she likes flirting!" Hazel giggles as she puts on a skirt.
"Me, too!" I laugh. "But seriously, I like Josh, but we've never even been on a date. If, and when, he asks me out, I won't be involved with anyone else. Until then, I'm a free woman."
"I guess that makes sense." Marcia sighs.
"You thinking about doing something with someone?" I ask.
"No, I don't think so." says Marcia. "I wouldn't mind some flirting though."
"Don't feel guilty." Hazel says. "We're single eighteen-year-old women. We should be partying."
"Yeah, you're right." Marcia smiles. "Thanks, girls."
"You're welcome!" I say as I walk over and peck Marcia's lips.
"My turn!" Hazel says as she also kisses Marcia.
We finish dressing and then head out of the bedroom, running into Kayla as we do so. She looks as lovely as ever in one of her usual sundresses. We smile and chat for a few minutes before the four of us meet up with Steven and Lexi.
"You girls look lovely, as always." Steven says with a smile.
"Thank you." I reply with a flirty smile.
"Thanks!" Hazel responds.
"We ready to go?" Lexi asks as she puts her phone in her purse.
"I think so!" Kayla says while brushing a lock of hair back behind her ear.
"Let's go!" I say happily.
I loop my arm through Hazel's as we all walk out of the house and head next door. There are already people spilling out of the house, holding red cups of liquor and chatting. Music is pumping from the house. We make our way into Tom's house and run right into the handsome man.
"Hey, you made it!" Tom says before taking a sip of his beer.
"We did!" I reply in a cute voice.
"Tom." Steven says, extending his hand for a shake.
"Steven." Tom replies, taking Steven's hand and shaking.
"There's a lot of people here!" Kayla observes.
"Yeah, it's a great turn out." Tom says, releasing Steven's hand. "Grab some drinks, mingle, have fun!"
"Thanks, Tom!" I say as I admire how his upper body looks in a t-shirt.
We chat with our host for several more minutes as he directs us to a table with drinks. We girls grab wine coolers and Steven snags a beer. Then the six of us go our separate ways and explore the house.
Kayla
I sway softly to the music as I sip on my wine cooler and observe the party. There are various crowds of people chatting and drinking. Some are dancing. I'm wearing a cute sundress, with my dark hair up in a functional ponytail. As I people watch, I'm approached by a tall, handsome man.
"Hi, Kayla!" John says with a friendly smile.
"Hello, John." I reply politely, giving him a cute wave.
"Are you having a good time?" he asks as he stands beside me.
"Yeah! I love the music." I answer.
"Would you like to dance?" John offers.
"I would." I nod.
We both set our drinks down, and John offers me his hand. I take it and he leads me into the middle of the room. Soon, we're dancing to the music. Holding John's hand in the air, I spin around in my sundress, letting it flutter around my calves.
"You're a great dancer!" he says while he wraps his arms around my waist.
"You're not so bad yourself!" I reply, laughing happily.
The two of us dance for a couple more songs, and he's a gentleman the entire time. I'm surprised I'm enjoying myself so much. When we're done dancing, we sit down on a nearby couch and talk while sipping on our drinks.
"Have you been to Bermuda before?" John asks.
"No, never. This is my first time." I answer. "You?"
"Yeah, I come here with Tom every year. Guys getaway. Ya know?" he responds.
"Sounds like a fun week!" I say with a cute grin.
"It is! We always meet a lot of really cool people." John says. "You, for example."
"Flatterer." I giggle as I lean forward, giving John a nice peek at my cleavage.
"You think that's flattery?" he asks in a whisper as he reaches forward and places a hand on my knee. "I haven't even commented on how breathtaking you are."



"Now that was cheesy!" I tease, but allow the contact.
"Yeah, it kind of was." John replies as his thumb lightly caresses my bare knee. "But very true."
"Why John, I do believe you're hitting on me!" I laugh as I drain the last of my wine cooler. I feel good.
"Guilty as charged." John says, laughing with me.
"Naughty, naughty!" I admonish playfully.
"Why, do you have a boyfriend?" he asks.
"Uh, well, no." I admit as thoughts of Ian swirl through my mind. Whatever, it's just a little harmless flirting.
"Okay, then!" John laughs.
"I guess it is!" I giggle.
"Your drink is empty." he says. "Do you want a refill?"
"I'd like that." I answer.
John releases my knee and stands up. He then offers me his hand. I blush cutely and slip my small hand into his larger one. He then helps me to my feet and guides me through the house until we reach the cooler with all the drinks.
"Milady." he says, handing me a red cup full of alcohol.
"Thank you, kind Sir." I respond before taking a sip.
"Would you like to check out the other room?" John asks. "I think they're playing some drinking games."
"That sounds fun!" I reply.
He leads me by the hand through the house to a game room in back. There are tables set up and a group of people are playing flip cup. There's also a table set up for beer pong, but no one is currently playing.
"Think ya can beat me at beer pong?" John challenges.
"You're on!" I respond, setting my drink down.
"Six cups each instead of ten?" he suggests. "Since there is only two of us."
"Sounds good." I reply.
It takes a couple minutes, but we soon have all twelve cups half-filled with beer. Then we set up six cups on each side of the table. We each take two ping pong balls and agree that it'll be two shots per turn.
"Ladies first." John says politely as he waves his hand in my direction.
"Why, thank you!" I grin.
I take two shots, the first bounces off the rim of a cup and lands on the table. The second, however, goes right in a cup. John smiles and removes the ping pong ball before draining the cup of beer.
"My turn, Babe." John smirks confidently as he takes his shot, sinking both balls.
"Show off." I tease as I drink my first cup of beer.
"I've just had a lot of practice!" he laughs.
"It shows!" I reply before draining the second cup and setting it aside.
"How about we make this interesting?" he asks.
"What do you propose?" I inquire.
"If I win, I get your number." John says smoothly.
"And if I win?" I ask.
"You get mine." he states simply.
"No, no, no! Nice try!" I waggle my finger at him. "Something else."
"What would you like?" he asks with a laugh.
I tap my chin with my pointer finger as I pretend to think. Then I answer. "If I win, you have to moon the room." I say.
"Deal!" John agrees, chuckling. "Take your turn and let's see what happens!"
"You're on!" I respond as I toss the two balls, sinking one shot.
"Tie game!" he says as he takes out the ball and drains the cup of beer in one gulp.
"Your turn!" I tell him as I grip the edges of the table with both hands and bounce on my feet cutely.
Smiling, John sets his empty cup of beer to the side of the table. He then takes his two ping pong balls and tosses them, one right after the other. One goes right in a cup, while the second shot barely misses.
"Drink up!" John says.
"Are you trying to get me drunk?" I tease as I drain the cup of beer.
"I would never!" he exclaims in mock outrage.
"Right! You'd never do that!" I roll my eyes before giggling and letting out a cute, little hiccup. I'm not drunk, but I feel good!
"Take your shot, Baby." he says with a smile.
"I will!" I state primly as I throw both balls. One goes in. One doesn't.
"Tied again!" he says as he drinks his third cup of beer. Then he throws both balls, scoring two perfect shots.
"Guess I'm drinking!" I say as I hold up two red cups of beer.
"Drink, drink, drink!" John cheers.
I giggle and drain the first cup. Then I stick out my tongue cutely before drinking the second cup. My turn! I have a nice buzz going on and apparently it's affecting me, because I miss both shots completely.
"Oops!" I giggle.
"Nice try!" John laughs. "My turn!"
John throws one ping pong ball and it lands in my final cup with a swish and a splash. I giggle and take the ball out of the cup before setting it down on the table. Then I drain the beer in two big gulps.
"Looks like you win." I say when I set the empty red cup down on the table.
"Looks like I do." he replies.
"I guess I owe you something." I say as I sashay up to him and extend my hand, palm up. "Your phone?"
"Here you are." he responds as he hands me his phone.
"Here's my number." I state as I enter my contact information into his phone. "I have an international plan, so you can text at at any time."
"Thanks, I will." John says smoothly when I hand him back his phone.
"Okay!" I respond as I smile at him.
"Would you like to dance some more?" he asks.
"I think that I would." I nod, causing my dark ponytail to bob slightly.
The handsome man extends his hand, and I happily take it. I don't resist when he laces our fingers and leads me back through the house. The party is definitely ramping up. The music is louder, and people are dancing like crazy.
I face John, and he takes my other hand as we begin to dance. I'm laughing and smiling as he spins me around. Then he pulls me close so that my breasts press against him as we sway to the music. Moments later, I feel his hands cup my bum.
"Naughty, naughty!" I admonish, echoing my words from earlier as I take his wrists and lift his hands so that they're on my waist instead of my ass.
"Sorry." he whispers against my ear.
"All good." I reply with a laugh.
We continue to dance the night away. Sometimes we dance far apart, laughing at each others silly moves. Other times we dance so close together that my boobs are squished against his muscular chest.
"Do you wanna go someplace more private and listen to softer music?" John eventually asks.
"Um, where?" I inquire as I glance around. Daddy and my girlfriends are nowhere to be seen.
"This is a big house, we all have our own rooms." he explains.
"Well, um, okay. I guess, yeah, that's okay." I nod and press my lips together tightly.
"Great!" John exclaims.
John leads me upstairs by the hand. As we climb the stairs, I glance down at the crowd and see several people giving us knowing looks. I blush and turn away. Soon, we enter a simple bedroom with a dresser, a desk, and a bed.
"Have a seat." John says politely.
"Thanks!" I reply before sitting down on the edge of the bed.
John takes out his phone and starts some soft music playing. Then he sets his phone on the desk and walks over to the bed. Sitting down, John places an arm around my shoulders and pulls me in close.
"This is nice." he says while giving my shoulder a squeeze.
"It is." I reply.
After a few minutes, John pulls away slightly and places his hand on my chin. He lifts my head and looks into my eyes. I swallow weakly as I gaze at him, knowing what is about to happen. John leans in. Our lips meet.
I open my mouth and allow John's tongue entry. Then I let out a moan as his hand finds my breast and squeezes it from outside my sundress. Soon, John is lowering us onto the bed and getting on top of me.
My legs spread, my sundress riding up my thighs as he lightly caresses my face. I can feel his bulge pressing against my crotch as we grind and kiss. He gasps softly against my lips when I bury my hand in his hair and pull him tightly against me. That's when an image of Ian's face pops into my mind.
"Wait, wait, stop!" I hiss as he starts kissing down my neck.
"What, why?" he asks as he roughly squeezes my boob.
"I can't do this." I mutter weakly.
"Sure you can." he says as he grinds against my crotch.
"I said, stop!" I state firmly as I push at his chest until he lifts off me.
"What the fuck is going on?!" John asks angrily as he stands up.
"I told you to stop." I say as I stand up and adjust my sundress.
"Why?" he asks in an annoyed voice.
"I'm seeing someone." I tell him.
"You said you were single!" John snaps.
"I know. I mean, I am." I stammer. "We aren't official or anything, but I am seeing someone."
"He's not your boyfriend?" John asks.
"Well, no." I admit.
"Then you're a free woman!" he says. "Let's just go back to kissing."
"No!" I exclaim. "I can't do this to him. I'm sorry."
"Fucking tease!" I hear John shout as I run out of his bedroom.
Hazel
I'm leaning against the wall with Ken and Ryan on either side of me. They're both hovering over me, smiling down at me. I may be tall, but I'm not as tall as these two guys. I'm wearing a pair of jean shorts that show off my long, tan legs. My cute top shows off what little cleavage I have. My long brown hair is in its usual ponytail, hanging over halfway down my back.
"So, you're a senior?" Ryan asks while his arm rests against the wall above my head.
"Yeah," I begin, "I'm graduating in a couple months."
"Big plans after high school?" Ken inquires.
"College." I answer simply.
"Do you know what you're gonna major in?" Ken asks.
"No, I haven't decided yet." I sigh. "I'm just gonna enjoy the first semester with my girlfriends. Take different courses."
"You girls seem really close." Ryan observes.
"Oh, we are! They're my best friends." I respond with a happy grin. "Have you guys been friends long?"
"Our entire lives, pretty much." Ken answers. "Right?'
"Yeah, since we were kids." Ryan confirms.
"I've known Kayla for years, but we girls only got really close recently." I share.
"It's very nice of Steven to bring you all on this trip." Ken says as he smiles down at me.
"Yeah, he's a great guy. Lexi's a lucky girl." I say as I sway to the music.
"And we're lucky to be here with you." Ryan says smoothly.
"You really are." I say with a wink.
"Cute and funny!" Ken laughs.
"Do you wanna dance, Beautiful?" Ryan asks when a new song comes on.
"Mm, with both of you?" I ask as my tongue snakes out and runs over my lip.
"Why not?" Ken asks.
"Why not, indeed!" I say as I push off the wall and spin around to face the guys. "Let's go!"
Ken and Ryan both laugh as they follow me out into the center of the room. The three of us begin to dance; I'm laughing and twirling, my brown ponytail flailing as I move. My body occasionally brushes against Ken or Ryan as I move, and I enjoy the contact.
I grind my butt against Ryan's crotch while holding hands with Ken. Then I lunge forward and press myself against Ken before allowing him to spin me around. I continue dancing to the music while sandwiched between both guys.
"Wanna take a break?" Ken asks after a handful of songs.
"Yeah, how about we grab some drinks?" Ryan suggests.
"Yeah! Okay!" I agree.
As a group, we make our way to the cooler with drinks. The guys each grab a beer, and then they dig out a wine cooler for me. Drinks in hand, we make our way back to the living room. The three of us sway to the music as we relax and enjoy sipping on our drinks.
"I hope we can keep hanging out over the week." Ken says.
"Yeah, we're having a great time with all of you." Ryan adds.
"I'd like that." I reply with a sweet smile. "You guys probably know the island a lot better than we do."
"Yeah, there's tons of fun things to do here." says Ken.
"Oh, like what?" I ask.
"Well," Ryan begins, "there's the beaches, obviously. And snorkeling. Kayaking."
"There's the crystal caves as well. They're definitely worth seeing." Ken adds. "Plus, lots of great people to meet."
"Maybe you could show us around the island?" I suggest.
"It's a date!" Ryan grins.
"Easy there, big guy, I did say 'us', meaning our entire group." I giggle and pat his chest with my free hand.
"What, you don't wanna date us?" Ken asks with a playful smirk.
"Oh, date both of you?" I inquire with another cute giggle.
"Why not?" asks Ryan. "We're both really nice."
"And cute!" Ken adds.
"Yeah, you kind of are." I acknowledge with a bob of my head.
"Thanks, Babe." Ken says with a swagger.
"Say, I have an idea." Ryan speaks up. "How about we head out back where it's more quiet? You know, so we can talk some more."
"That's a great idea!" Ken exclaims as he smiles down at me. "What do you say?"
"Okay!" I say, happy with the attention from these two studs.
The three of us dispose of our drinks and make our way through the house. I walk between the two studs, holding Ryan's hand while Ken has his hand at my lower back, guiding me. We head out the kitchen door that leads to the side of the house. We can hear people talking in the backyard, but no one should see us here.
"This is nice!" Ryan says as he leans against the house.
"Being around a beautiful woman always is." Ken adds smoothly.
"It really is." Ryan agrees.
"You two are relentless." I say, slapping Ken's chest playfully.
"Just being honest, Baby." Ken smiles.
"It's great being back here, all alone." Ryan says.
"I'm starting to think you boys have less than pure intentions." I purr as I place both hands on Ryan's chest.
"We just might." Ken admits in a sexy whisper.
"Dirty boys." I whisper as turn to Ken and look up into his eyes.
"That we are." Ken says as he places his hand at my lower back and pulls me to him.
"We are indeed." Ryan adds.
"What's a poor girl to do?" I ask, my lips inches from Ken's.
"Kiss me, Gorgeous." Ken whispers.
"How can I resist?" I ask rhetorically.
He has me. I pucker up and close the distance between us. Our lips meet in a soft kiss as Ken places both hands at my waist and returns the kiss with vigor. I moan into his mouth as our tongues dance.
Ken slips his hands down to cup my ass as I press my body against him. I can feel Ken's bulge pressing against me as my breasts squish against his chest. I know Ryan can see me getting groped, and I don't care. In fact, I hope he's enjoying the show.
I'm lost in passion as Ken and I make out. My hands grip his back as he holds my bum. That's when the guilt hits. I'm Steven's Slut. Should I be doing this? I know he says it's okay, but he could just be being nice and not really mean it. What if I hurt him?
Ken breaks our lip lock and starts kissing down my neck. I bury a hand in his hair as I tilt my head back to allow him access. I moan softly as he plants the softest kisses on my tan skin. Oh, this feels so good. What do I do?
With one hand firmly on my ass, Ken's other hand slides up my body to cup a firm tit from outside my shirt. His touch is light and soft, he gently caresses me, making me shiver. This feels so fucking good.
"Mm." I moan as he kisses all along my neck. One hand squeezes my butt while the other caresses my breast. My pussy is drenched.
I moan again as I feel Ken's hands on my shoulders, lightly pushing down, encouraging me to kneel before him. The decision is made. I can't be in a relationship with Steven. He's with Lexi. I'm his Slut, but I am a slut. I can do this and tell him about it later. It'll make him so hot to imagine his Slut on her knees.
Putting my thoughts into action, I slowly lower to my knees. My eyes are now level with Ken's crotch, and I can see the massive bulge in his shorts. I glance briefly at Ryan, who is a few feet away from me, and smirking at me. Then I turn my gaze up at Ken, who smiles down at the beautiful, tan girl on her knees in the dirt.
"Take my cock out, Sexy." Ken says in a smooth voice.
"Mm, with pleasure." I purr as I run my hand along his muscular thigh.
Reaching up with both hands, I grasp Ken's shorts. Then I yank them to his knees, along with his boxers. An average size cock bounces out into the open air. I lick my lips as I reach out and grasp the shaft. Ken gasps softly when I start stroking.
"That's it, play with my cock." Ken groans. "Kiss it, Baby."
"Mm." I moan as I lean forward and peck the tip.
"Now, put it in your mouth." Ken orders.
Smirking at how vocal Ken is, I open wide and engulf his tool in my warm, wet mouth. He groans and places his hands on my head as I begin the standard bobbing motions associated with giving head. I'm such a slut, I love it!
"Mm." I hum around his shaft.
"That's it, suck my dick!" Ken groans as he begins lightly thrusting his hips.
After so much experience with Steven's big dick, I'm able to swallow Ken's entire shaft to the hilt. He lets out a loud gasp when I deep throat him. I then swallow so that my throat muscles will squeeze his cock.
"Holy shit, she can deep throat!" Ryan's voice calls out.
"Fuck, this is amazing!" Ryan gasps, his legs shaking.
My tongue snakes out to lick his balls before I pull back so only his tip is between my lips. I then rapidly flick his head with my tongue until he can't take it anymore and has to push further into my mouth. With my hands resting on my bare thighs, I just keep sucking away like the slut I am.
After a couple minutes, a second cock enters my field of vision. I glance over and see that Ryan's pants and boxers are around his ankles. He waves his dick in my face as I sexily bob my head on Ken.
"My turn, my turn!" Ryan hisses urgently.
I pull off of Ken and turn my head to take Ryan between my lips. At the same time, my left hand reaches out to grasp Ken's wet dick. I begin sucking on Ryan while stroking Ken. The moans and groans of both guys fill my ears. I feel so sexy, so wanted.
"Mm, mm, mm." I moan around Ryan's larger dick.
"Deep throat me!" Ryan gasps.
Unsure if I can take this larger dick to the balls, I open wide and start pulling more and more of him into my mouth. I cough slightly as drool runs from my lips and down my chin. With about an inch to go, I gag and have to back off.
"You can do it, Babe!" Ken says as he watches. My hand is still holding his shaft.
Nodding, I open my mouth and take Ryan's dick back inside. I won't be denied! I bob my head a few times, getting the cock nice and wet with my saliva. Then I open my mouth as wide as I can and descend. My lips soon clamp down around the base of his shaft as I gag and drool.
"Holy shit, she did it!" Ryan groans, his legs shaking as he holds my head tightly.
"Damn, she's good!" Ken compliments.
I hold the deep throat for a few seconds before backing off and resuming a steady bobbing motion. Reaching up, I grasp Ryan at the base and stroke the portion of him that isn't going into my mouth. At the same time, I'm still giving Ken a handjob.
"Switch back to me!" Ken begs as my small hand strokes him.
I pull off of Ryan with a loud slurp. Then I kiss his tip before turning my head and taking Ken back into my mouth. I suck on Ken for about a minute while stroking Ryan, then I switch back to sucking Ryan. For the first time in my life, I'm blowing two guys at once.
I go back and forth between both cocks, giving each beautiful dick about forty-five seconds of mouth-attention before switching to the other. Whichever guy I'm sucking is holding my head, and the guy I'm just stroking usually reaches down to play with my tits from outside my shirt. I can hear them both moaning as pre-cum leaks into my mouth. It won't be long now; my efforts will soon be rewarded.
"I'm gonna cum! Put me back in your mouth, put me back in your mouth!" Ken begs as he presses his cock to my cheek.
I'm too late. I pull off Ryan and turn to get a face full of cum as Ken starts shooting. I squeak as I struggle to get my mouth on Ken's exploding hose. I clamp my lips down on him and suck the remainder of his orgasm into my mouth.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Ken groans as he holds my head and dribbles out the last few drops onto my tongue.
I pull off of Ken and tilt my head back. My mouth gapes open as I show him the semen on my tongue. My head then turns so that Ryan can see the load in my mouth and on my pretty face. I'm sure the white seed is contrasting my tan skin in a sexy way.



"Holy shit, that's hot." Ryan says as he strokes himself.
"Swallow." Ken orders.
I close my mouth and swallow like a good, little slut. Smirking, I then open my mouth and show the guys that the cum is gone. My face still has a strand of semen plastered on it as I get into position in front of Ryan. I then take his cock in my hand and guide him to my lips.
"That's it, Baby, blow me!" Ryan groans as he holds my head.
Ken pulls up his shorts and stands to the side to watch me blow Ryan. My hands grip his thighs as I give him head. I suck Ryan's dick with as much enthusiasm as I can muster. Gagging and drooling, I deep throat him again before pulling back and lashing the underside of his shaft with my tongue.
"Getting close." Ryan warns as his hands tighten on my head.
"Cum in my mouth!" I say when I pull off of his cock and start stroking. "I wanna taste it!"
He's back in my mouth. My brown ponytail flails in the air as I bob my head rapidly. Then I cup Ryan's balls in one hand and massage them while my cheeks cave in from the force of my sucking. He' gonna cum, I can feel his cock starting to pulse as his balls clench.
"Suck that dick!" Ken encourages.
"Holy shit! Ah, cumming!" Ryan announces.
I tilt my head to the side slightly so that the first blast hits the roof of my mouth instead of going straight down my throat. The next spurt coats my tongue. I release his balls and grip his thighs in both hands as I hold half of his length in my mouth and enjoy the feel of his shaft pulsing.
"Don't swallow, Baby. Don't swallow it!" Ken says urgently as he watches my cheeks fill with cum.
"Yeah, show us!" Ryan grunts when he finishes ejaculating in my willing mouth.
Pulling off Ryan's cock, I repeat the same process; showing both guys my full mouth. Ken's semen is still on my face as I wiggle my tongue around in a pool of Ryan's load. I wiggle my body sexily as both cute guys look down at me.
"Okay, now swallow." Ryan orders.
I close my mouth and tilt my head back. With a single big gulp, I eat Ryan's entire load, relishing the feel of the warm, sticky fluid sliding down my throat. Then I show both guys my empty mouth, like a good girl.
"You're amazing." Ken says as he smiles down at my cum-covered face.
"Fucking sexy as hell!" Ryan adds.
"Thanks, boys!" I say happily. "Do either of you have a napkin or something so I can clean off my face?"
"I'll go get you something." Ken says as Ryan pulls up his shorts.
"Thank you!" I reply as Ken disappears back into the house.
Ryan helps me to my feet. I want to kiss him, but know that he won't want to kiss me back while there's still jizz on my face. Oh well, his loss. I brush the dirt off my knees and wait for Ken to come back. Ken does return a few moments later with a handful of napkins.
"Thanks, Cutie!" I say as I take the napkins from him.
"You're welcome." Ken replies.
The boys both watch as I clean the cum from my face. I giggle and stick out my tongue when I notice them watching me. They both just laugh and keep admiring my sexy, young body. Fuck, I'm still horny. Steven is gonna have to fuck me soon.
"I believe this is yours." I say with a giggle as I present the napkins to Ken.
"Uh, no thanks!" Ken replies with a laugh.
"It's your baby juice!" I tease.
"Ew, do you have to call it that?" Ryan asks, making a face.
"Yeah, just go with 'cum', please." Ken adds.
"Fine, it's your cum! Happy?" I ask before sticking out my tongue. Both guys just laugh as I toss the napkins into the nearby trash barrel.
"Can we see you again?" Ryan asks.
"Yeah, you're amazing!" Ken says enthusiastically.
"You boys are only saying that because I was just on my knees." I say with a cute giggle.
"Well, we'd be lying if we said that wasn't nice!" Ryan laughs.
"Very nice!" Ken agrees.
"Dirty boys." I tease as I stand on my toes to kiss Ken's cheek. Then I hug Ryan.
"We really do wanna see you again this week." Ryan says when I release him.
"And it isn't because I just gave you a BJ?" I suggest with a wink.
"Not at all, Babe." Ken answers smoothly.
"You guys did offer to show us around the island." I shrug.
"We did!" Ryan responds.
"And we will." Ken promises.
"Good." I say with a smile.
"What are you doing tomorrow?" Ken asks.
"I don't know yet." I answer honestly.
"Well, we're neighbors! We'll just see how things work out? I'm sure we'll meet up again." Ryan suggests.
"That sounds nice." I smile.
"Yes, it does." Ken agrees as he reaches out to take my hand.
"You don't have a boyfriend, right?" Ryan asks nervously.
"A little late to ask me that, don't you think?" I reply as I lace my fingers with Ken's.
"Just a bit." Ken laughs as he squeezes my hand.
"No, no boyfriend." I assure him. It's the truth. I can't date Steven. He's in love with Lexi. I'm a free woman.
"Okay, good." Ryan replies, taking my other hand. "We wouldn't want to be the other guys."
"No, we wouldn't." Ken adds.
"I wouldn't have blown either of you if I was in a relationship. I'm not that kind of girl." I say with a frown.
"No, of course not!" Ryan says, trying to backtrack. "I didn't mean to imply you'd, you know.."
"Relax." I say with a laugh. "I'm not upset. There is someone that I, you know, do things with, but we definitely aren't a couple."
"It's casual?" Ken asks.
"Not exactly." I begin hesitantly, unsure if I should be telling these guys anything. "We care about each other a lot, but we aren't romantic or anything. We even talked about it, I'm a free woman. He sleeps with other girls."
"You had me worried for a second, Babe." Ryan laughs.
"Sorry, Cutie." I reply. Steven says he's fine with me being with other guys. He fucks other girls. It's only fair. I'm having fun and no one is getting hurt.
"No problem." Ryan says, smiling at me.
I'm not doing anything wrong. I don't know why I keep needing to convince myself of that. Yeah, I love Steven, but I'm not in love with him. He's fucking other girls. I can fuck other guys. I can blow other guys. In fact,he might find it hot to hear about it. I can't wait to tell him and find out.
I continue chatting and flirting with Ryan and Ken until the stars are shining above us. Only then do we head inside and see that the party is starting to break up. I kiss both boys goodbye and make my way back to our house.
When I walk inside, I notice the lights are out. Making my way through the dark house, I eventually reach the door to our shared bedroom. I frown and knock when I realize that the door is actually locked.
"Go away!" Ashley's voice cries out.
"Ashley?" I call out. "Are you okay?"
"I don't wanna talk about it!" comes the blonde's voice.
"It's my room, too!" I exclaim.
"Can you sleep somewhere else? Please?" Ashley pleads. "I need to be alone."
"Okay, I'll sleep with Kayla!" I say.
"Thank you." Ashley replies.
I hope Ashley is okay, something must have happened. I'm worried. I walk down the hallway until I reach Kayla's bedroom door. I'm surprised to find out that it is locked as well. What is going on tonight?
"Kayla?" I call out as I knock lightly.
"Go away!" Kayla calls back. Maybe it's me?
"Are you okay? Can I come in?" I ask. "Ashley won't let me in our room."
"Fine!" Kayla exclaims and I can hear her getting up.
"What's wrong?" I ask when Kayla answers the door wearing nothing but panties and a frown.
"It's a long story." she says when she stands aside and invites me in.
"I'm a good listener." I reply as I enter Kayla's bedroom and start stripping down.
"Why did Ashley kick you out?" she asks.
"I don't know. She must have had a bad night." I answer as I drop my shorts. "But don't change the subject, what's wrong?"
"Cuddle me in bed and I'll tell you?" Kayla suggests.
"Okay!" I reply while unhooking my bra.
Kayla and I climb into bed wearing just our panties. My hair is still in its usual ponytail as I lay my head on the pillow. Kayla rests her head on my breast and throws an arm around me while I run my fingers through her raven hair.
"Tell me what happened." I say in a calm voice.
"John..." Kayla trails off.
"Did he hurt you?" I ask as I tense up.
"No, nothing like that." Kayla says. "Though he did call me a tease."
"Why don't you start at the beginning?" I suggest as Kayla nuzzles my breast.
"I flirted with John quite a bit at the party." Kayla begins. "We danced for awhile, then we played some beer pong. He invited me back to his room. Then we were kissing, and he was on top of me."
"Did you want to kiss him?" I ask.
"Yes." Kayla admits in a sad voice.
"Then I remembered Ian and pushed him off me. He called me a tease as I ran out of the room. I came back here and got in bed." Kayla explains.
"And you're upset because you feel like you cheated on Ian?" I ask.
"Yes!" Kayla confirms. "And I enjoyed it."
"Well, you two aren't a couple yet. You're not exclusive. So you didn't cheat." I reason.
"That's just an excuse!" Kayla insists. "We are basically together. I wanted to have fun and fuck John, but I haven't even given Ian head yet."
"You're going slow with Ian because you really like him." I tell Kayla.
"Yes." Kayla acknowledges with a nod. "He's such a nice guy, and I'm such a stupid slut for what I did to him! And all I can think about now is that I can never get gang-banged now that I'm basically in a relationship."
"Okay, I think I get it now." I say as I coo softly to Kayla.
"And I still feel guilty that I even want to get gang-banged!" Kayla whines. "I've changed so much, and I'm not sure how I feel about it. I want Lexi."
"Shh, it's okay." I whisper as I kiss the top of her head. "I'm here for you."
"I love you, Hazel." Kayla says.
"I love you, too." I respond with a smile.
"What do I do?" she asks.
"Talk to Ian." I suggest. "Text him tomorrow and see what he says about you and John."
"What if he ends things with me?" Kayla says with a shiver.
"Then at least you were honest." I say. "Kayla, if he ends things with you that easily, he never would have accepted we girls making love. Better to find that out now."
"I suppose." she mumbles. "But I'm scared."
"I know, Sweetie, I know." I coo. "Just remember that you'll always have us."
"Thank you." she whispers before leaning up to peck my lips. She then rests her chin on my chest and looks up at me with love. "How was your evening?"
"Oh, you know..." I begin nervously, "I blew two guys behind the house."
"You did?" Kayla asks, looking at me with a smirk.
"Yeah, Ken and Ryan." I answer.
"How was it?" she inquires.
"Having two dicks all to myself was quite a rush!" I giggle.
"I know!" Kayla gushes. "Just imagine having two holes plowed at once."
"I don't know if I'm ready for that!" I say with a laugh.
"You should try it." Kayla says.
"So you don't think I should feel guilty?" I ask.
"Why would you?" asks Kayla as she reaches up and cups my boob.
"Steven." I state simply.
"You already talked to him!" Kayla insists as her fingertip circles my nipple. "He said it was cool! You know Daddy, if he wasn't okay with something, he would say so."
"Are you sure?" I bite my lower lip nervously as Kayla plays with my tit.
"I'm sure. Talk to him about what you did. You'll see." Kayla says.
"I hope you're right." I reply.
"I am right." she responds. "Daddy loves you. He wants you to be happy. He's fucking other girls. He said it's okay if you fuck other guys. Really, it's only Lexi he'd get jealous over, and she'd never touch another man."
"Thank you." I reply. "I feel better."
"Good!" says Kayla. "This has been a really good talk."
"It has." I say with a sigh. "We don't talk enough. Just the two of us, I mean. We were best friends until Lexi came along."
"Oh, Honey!" Kayla gasps. "I don't want you thinking I replaced you. You are still my best friend, just like Lexi is. Just like Ashley and Marcia are."
"Slut-sisters." I smirk.
"Forever." Kayla nods with her head on my chest.
I reach down and place my fingers at Kayla's chin. Lifting her head so that she's looking at me, I gaze into her beautiful, green eyes. Kayla leans up just as I lean down. Our lips meet in a soft kiss that takes my breath away.
She reaches up to caress my cheek just as I slip my tongue between her lips. Kayla sucks on my tongue as my hand runs along her side. The gorgeous lady in my arms presses her body against mine as our tongues dance.
Soon, Kayla is straddling me, her large breasts dangling from her chest while we make out. I slide my hands up her body and squeeze her big titties. Fuck, they're perfect. So firm, yet so soft. I can feel my pussy dampening.
"Love me!" Kayla whispers urgently against my lips.
I roll Kayla onto her back and get on top of her. She lifts her head as I begin trailing kisses down her pale neck. Her shapely legs hook around my back as I kiss down to her breasts. I press the firm globes together and plant kisses all along her cleavage. Then I kiss down to her stomach.
After kissing her cute belly button, I hook my fingers into her panties. Kayla lifts her bum to help me take off her underwear. I then fling the light pink panties off into the corner of the room somewhere.
Using my hands to spread Kayla's legs, I lean in and take a whiff of her sweet scent. Fuck, I'm gonna enjoy this. I lean in and plant a kiss directly on Kayla's vulva, making her gasp softly. Then I go down.
"Oh, Hazel!" Kayla moans as her hands grip my head. I can feel her fingertips bury in my brown locks. My ponytail is hanging down the middle of my back.
I grip Kayla's thighs tightly, her legs over my shoulders as I continue lapping at her pussy. She's delicious. Doing my best to taste every inch of her sweet snatch, I lick all along Kayla's pussy, and even push my tongue inside of her as far as I can.
"Fuck, do that again!" Kayla begs as the tip of my tongue circles her clit.
I comply, once more focusing on Kayla's clit. The dark-haired girl immediately tenses up, her ass lifting off the bed as she pushes my face into her crotch. Kayla plants her legs firmly on the mattress as she bucks her hips into my face.
"Eat me, eat me, eat me!" she groans. "I'm cumming!"
Pushing two fingers into Kayla, I feel her pussy clamping down on them. I then curl my fingers up against her G-spot as my tongue works her clit. The beautiful young woman cums a second time, then a third.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Kiss me, kiss me!" Kayla pleads.
Climbing up her body, I settle into position on top of Kayla as I press my lips to hers. Soon, we're making out intently as she holds onto my pantie-clad bum. I feel Kayla slide her hands into the back of my underwear to squeeze my bare ass. She then starts sliding my panties down my legs.
I turn my body and reach down to help Kayla remove my underwear. Then I toss the soaked panties onto the floor before pressing my small breasts against Kayla's larger ones. We kiss again, and I moan into her mouth as we start tribbing.
Kayla's soaked pussy rubs against my slit as we undulate in a beautiful lovemaking rhythm. I massage her firm breast as she grabs my ass and encourages me to move on top of her. It isn't long before I throw my head back and cry out in release.
"Kayla! I'm cumming! Kayla!" I groan as I toss my ponytail over my shoulder.
"Mm, that's it! Cum for Kayla!" she encourages as she reaches up to grab my face and smash our lips together.
We continue kissing and tribbing until we each have another orgasm, our climaxes happening at almost the same time. Then we break apart and Kayla snuggles up against me. This girl really loves to cuddle! Kayla's head is resting on my breast as I run my fingers through her hair. That's how we fall asleep.
Ashley
"Drink! Drink! Drink!" the crowd cheers as I down another shot.
"Fuck, yeah!" Tom exclaims as he rubs my back.
"Your turn!" I say in a cute voice as I hold a shot out for Tom.
"Yes, ma'am!" he replies as he takes the drink from me and downs it in one gulp.
"Fuck, yeah." I respond in a sassy voice as I lean toward him and place my hands on the table.
"Well, aren't you a cheeky one!" Tom teases as the crowd around us cheers and drinks.
"Oh, you have no idea." I reply as I slip my tongue out and lick my upper lip seductively.
"Hey, have another drink!" some random guy says as he hands me a red cup full of alcohol.
"Thanks!" I say happily as I take the drink.
Tom and I proceed to keep laughing and flirting as the party continues. We also keep drinking. The two of us even join in on a game of flip cup, guys against girls. The guys try and get us to agree to a bet where the losers flash the winners. We refuse. Too bad for them, since we lose the game.
"Sorry, no titties for you yet!" I laugh as I run to hug Tom.
"Yet?" he asks as we break apart.
"Well, you never know what the night might bring!" I say with a wink.
"Very true!" Tom laughs.56
"If you wanna see my girls, you'll have to earn it!" I tease as I lean forward and give him an eyeful of cleavage.
"I'll keep that in mind!" Tom laughs.
"Good!" I say as I draw myself up to my full height. "Well?"
"Well?" he asks.
"Aren't you gonna ask me to dance?" I ask.
"Ah, yes, of course!" Tom smiles, recovering smoothly. "Would you like to dance?"
"Yes! Yes, I would!" I exclaim as I take his hand. "Let's go!"
"Right this way, milady." he says as he guides me through the house, to the big living room.
Music is pumping loudly as people dance throughout the entire room. I turn to face Tom and release his hand as I start gyrating to the music. He laughs and starts showing me his moves, which are definitely quite impressive.
As we continue dancing, I start getting aggressive. I turn around and back my butt into his crotch. Tom places his hands on my hips as I grind my ass back against his bulge. Smirking to myself, I lean back and press my back against his muscular chest.
"You like that, Baby?" I ask in a smoky voice as I raise a hand to bury it in his hair. My other hand is at my waist, resting on his.
"Very much!" Tom chuckles.
"Mm, me too." I reply with a sexy purr.
Tom and I dance our way through several more songs, grinding and swaying to the music. He's a great dancer, and I'm having an amazing time. I still feel guilt about Steven, but I know he just wants me to be happy. I can be his Slut and still have fun.
"It's getting dark out," Tom begins after the latest song ends, "do you wanna head outside and enjoy the bonfire?"
"Oh, there's a bonfire?" I ask.
"Yeah, we have a spot for one just like yours." he explains.
"In that case, I'd love to!" I breathe.
"Great!" Tom smiles.
The tall, handsome lawyer takes my hand and leads me through the house. We walk out the door and head to the private beach. The walk isn't long, and soon the bonfire comes into view. It's massive, and there are people all around it, including Steven, Lexi, and Marcia. They're talking to a very pretty mid-twenties woman with long, raven hair.
"Hi, guys!" I interject as Tom and I walk up to them holding hands.
"Ashley, hi!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Ashley. Hi, Tom." Steven says.
"Hey guys." Marcia nods as she raises her drink in our direction.
"Who's your friend?" I ask.
"Oh, yes, of course." says Steven. "This is Heather."
"Nice to meet you." Heather says with a friendly smile. Holy shit, she's gorgeous. Nice rack, too.
"I hope you're all having fun." Tom says as he grabs us drinks from the nearby cooler.
"Thank you." I say as he hands me a drink.
"Yes! Definitely!" Lexi answers.
"A lot of fun, thank you." Marcia responds politely.
"Good!" Tom replies.
We spend the next hour chatting by the bonfire. Various groups of people come and go all around us, but they mostly leave us alone. Heather is flirting heavily with Steven and Lexi, so I'm guessing she's bi, and that Steven is in for a real treat soon. Lucky bastard.



"I wonder how you are able to keep up with a gorgeous, eighteen-year-old redhead, old man." Heather teases at one point.
"He's not old, he's mature!" Lexi says as she runs a finger down Steven's chest.
"It's her that needs to keep up with me, as a matter of fact." Steven adds.
"Is that so?" Heather inquires with a smirk.
"What, don't believe me?" Steven asks as he draws himself up to his full height and looks down at Heather.
"Trust me, it's true!" I interject.
"Really?" Heather asks, her smile broadening. "Looks like you get around quite a bit!"
"He does!" Marcia announces, before blushing and covering her mouth like she can't believe she's being so bold.
"You are one lucky guy!" Heather says.
"Holy shit, you really are!" Tom agrees as he looks between Steven and the three lovely ladies, myself included.
I can't believe we are revealing so much to these two. I'm a little nervous about it, but I remember that I have nothing to be ashamed of. We all love each other, there's nothing wrong with what we do. And there's nothing wrong with me having some fun.
"Lucky enough to get to know you a little better?" Steven asks the raven-haired beauty.
"Maybe." she shrugs noncommittally. "You'll have to wait and see."
"Mm, playing hard to get, I like it!" Lexi purrs.
"For him. For you? Well, you I definitely want to get to know better." Heather says as her tongue snakes out to lick her upper lip.
"Maybe we three should leave you guys alone!" Tom laughs. Referring to Marcia and I.
"What, do you think we're gonna start fucking right here? Around all these people?" Lexi asks.
"I wouldn't be surprised, knowing you!" I laugh.
"Whatever, Slut." Lexi sticks out her tongue.
"Bitch." I respond.
"Whore." Lexi retorts.
"Behave." Marcia chastises.
"You guys are great!" Heather giggles.
We continue chatting as it keeps getting darker. After awhile, the six of us grab beach chairs and set them up in front of the fire. We drink and talk for awhile, and I feel so relaxed I set my drink down and close my eyes.
I'm not sure how much time has passed when I wake up. Looking around, I notice that only two of the other five chairs are still occupied. Steven and Lexi are relaxing and drinking, their eyes locked on the flickering flames.
"Well, look who's awake!" Lexi teases as I yawn.
"H-how long was I asleep?" I ask.
"Oh, not long. What? An hour?" Lexi asks Steven.
"Yeah, about that." Steven agrees.
"Where's Heather?" I ask in surprise. "I would think you three would be busy fucking each others brains out by now."
"She prefers the slow seduction." Lexi explains with a giggle.
"She had to go." Steven adds. "We're gonna see her tomorrow."
"Good luck!" I laugh.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps.
"Where's Tom?" I ask.
"He went back inside." Steven answers.
"Marcia wandered off not long before Tom did." Lexi adds. "I think she said she was gonna say goodbye to everyone and then head home."
"I think I'm gonna go find Tom." I respond. "If that's okay?"
"Why wouldn't it be?" Steven asks.
"She wants to fuck him." Lexi answers.
"Yeah..." I admit.
"Doesn't bother me." Steven says with a shrug. "I love you girls, and I want you to be happy."
"You're not just saying that because you know you can't be with all of us?" I ask as I stand up.
"Not at all." Steven confirms. He then stands up and walks over to me. He opens his arms for a hug. "C'mere."
"I just don't want to hurt you." I mumble as I bury my face in his chest.
"And I would never want to hurt you." he assures me as he runs his fingers through my long, blonde hair.
"Say the word and I'll keep my legs closed." I say as I look up at him with tears in my baby blues.
"I won't say it." Steven says as he leans down to peck my lips. "Go. Have fun. And it won't change a thing between us. I promise."
"I love you." I say sincerely.
"I love you, too." he replies.
"Awe! So sweet!" Lexi teases.
I flip Lexi off as I walk away. Then I head back into the house to try and find Tom. I don't see him at first, and I keep looking. After awhile, I decide to ask for help. I stop the first person I run into, which happens to be John. He looks pissed for some reason.
"Hey, have you seen Tom?" I ask.
"What? Oh, hi Ashley." John replies in an annoyed voice. "I think he's in his bedroom. It's the second door on the left, down the hall."
"Perfect!" I gush. "Thanks!"
Leaving John, I head down the hall to the second door. I know I should knock, but I'm so horny I don't even think about it. Brushing my hair back behind my ears, I adjust my outfit before immediately barging in.
I freeze as I take in the sight before me. Tom's large bed is on the other side of the room, and it is currently occupied by Tom and someone else. His muscular arms are planted firmly on the bed as his bare ass thrusts up and down between some whore's spread legs.
"Oh God! Oh God, yes!" the little slut moans.
Wait. I recognize that voice.
"Marcia?!" I exclaim.
I hope you enjoyed Chapter 20! I'm immediately starting on Chapter 21. I know there are mixed feelings regarding the girls getting involved with other guys, but I figured it was something that had to happen eventually. Remember, if things ever progress with Shawn and Josh, Marcia and Ashley will be involved with them. They all still love each other and share something very special. Who knows what the future holds?
-Witty
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Steven
I wake up Tuesday morning with my arms around Lexi's naked body. My morning wood is currently sandwiched between her butt cheeks. Reaching up, I brush a lock of Lexi's auburn hair out of the way so I can lean in and kiss her neck.
"Mm, that feels nice, Baby." Lexi coos as she pushes her body back against mine.
"Good." I reply as I continue to plant kisses all along her pale neck.
"What time is it?" Lexi asks in a sleepy voice as my hand runs along her side.
"Just after seven in the morning." I answer before nibbling on her ear.
"Nice and early." she moans softly as she grinds her butt against my erection. "Fuck, you're big."
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper in her ear.
"Push it in me from behind?" Lexi asks.
"Sure." I say with a smile.
I grab the covers and toss them off of us, revealing our naked bodies. Taking Lexi's left thigh in my hand, I help her lift her leg, exposing her pussy. She then reaches between us and grasps my shaft. It takes some maneuvering, but soon I'm slotted at her opening. Then I push inside.
"Oh, fuck yes." Lexi moans softly.
"Feel good?" I ask as I start slowly pumping in and out of her.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses. "You're stretching me so good, Baby!"
For several minutes, I hold Lexi's leg in the air as I slowly work my dick in and out of her. Eventually, her body tenses as an orgasm washes over her. Feeling her vaginal walls convulsing around me triggers my own release, and I flood her womb with my seed.
"Mm, cum inside me! Yes!" Lexi groans as the feel of my cum pumping into her causes her to have another orgasm.
"Fuck, that was good." as my dick slips out of Lexi's sopping hole.
"I need to clean up." she says. "Since there's no one to eat the creampie."
"See if you can find out where Marcia ran off to." I reply.
"Will do." she nods.
Lexi slips a hand between her legs and cups her pussy. She then gets up on her knees and knee-walks to the edge of the bed. My girlfriend hops off the bed and starts waddling toward the bathroom. I admire her exquisite backside as she does so.
"That's adorable." I say.
"Fuck off!" Lexi calls out as she waddles out the door.
A minute later, Marcia walks in with a towel wrapped around her body. She looks really sexy with the towel tucked between her breasts. Her dark hair is wet and a strand is plastered to the side of her face. The nearly-nude girl pads her way into the bedroom and gives me her attempt at a strong smile.
"Good morning." Marcia says sadly. "I just passed Lexi when I left the bathroom. She was waddling."
"Morning, Beautiful." I reply. "Yeah, she had cum in her pussy."
"I don't feel beautiful." the quiet girl says.
"Ready to talk?" I ask.
"I think so." Marcia nods as she sits down on the edge of the bed.
"Good." I say as I sit up. I then scoot over to sit beside Marcia.
"I'm so sorry, Steven!" Marcia exclaims as the tears start flowing.
"You have nothing to be sorry for." I assure the distraught girl as I wrap an arm around her bare shoulders.
"I let another man fuck me!" Marcia sobs as she rests her head on my shoulder. "I was just trying to convince myself I'm not in love with you and I can sleep with another man. Now Ashley hates me, and you hate me!"
"Neither of us hate you." I say. I choose to ignore her comment about being in love with me. The poor girl is distraught enough.
"You didn't hear Ashley screaming at me!" Marcia blubbers. "Tom was inside me and she was calling me a whore! And she's right!"
"No, she's not." I say as I lean over and kiss the top of of Marcia''s head. "I love you girls, and I know how close you are. You'll get through this. We'll get through this. Together."
"You shouldn't love me, I'm a whore!" Marcia screeches.
"No, you're not!" Lexi's voice calls out.
Marcia and I both look up to see a naked Lexi standing in the doorway. Lexi walks into the room and sits on the bed, on Marcia's other side. She then puts her arm around the distraught girl so that we both are holding her.
"I am!" Marcia whines.
"Stop. Marcia? Stop!" Lexi states firmly.
"Sorry, sorry! I'm sorry!" Marcia hiccups.
"You are a good person. Probably the best of all of us, in fact." Lexi says as she leans over to kiss Marcia's cheek.
"I don't feel that way." Marcia mumbles.
"Why don't you tell us what happened?" I suggest.
"That's a good idea." Lexi adds. "Start talking."
"After Ashley fell asleep, I went inside to say goodbye to everyone." Marcia begins. "I didn't see Hazel or Kayla anywhere, so I was about to leave when I turned around and ran right into Tom. He said he wanted to see how the party was going inside. I told him that I couldn't find my friends and he said we could look for them together.
"We walked around for awhile but didn't see them. So, I suggested that I should just leave. He said it would be a shame if I left so early, then he was talking about how pretty I am and, and, and, I'm not even sure how it happened, but I agreed to hang out with him in his bedroom!
"He kissed me! He's really cute, and I was horny, so I kissed him back. Then I felt his hand go up my skirt. I-I didn't stop him. I was going to, I felt so guilty about what I was doing to you, Steven, but I couldn't bring myself to stop him. I just kept telling myself that I can't be in love with you and that you want us to be happy so I should do this. He was fingering me and it felt so good, and next thing I knew I was naked and he was on top of me! In me."
"You didn't do anything to me. You were having fun." I say.
"Then Ashley walked in?" Lexi asks.
"Yes!" Marcia whines. "He didn't make me cum, but it still felt good. I was moaning, and having fun. Then all of a sudden I heard Ashley calling me a whore."
"She shouldn't have said that." I state firmly.
"Tom pulled out of me and got up." Marcia says. "He tried to calm Ashley down, but she just ran out of the room after looking down at me with my legs spread and my tits out! I closed my legs and sat up, and Tom, Tom just wanted to go back to fucking. I told him I didn't want to do it anymore and got dressed. I left him standing there naked."
"I guess you gave him blue balls!" Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, I kind of did." Marcia smiles in spite of herself.
"It sounds like you wanted to do it." I say.
"I did. I mean, a big reason was to prove to myself that I could do it, that I could be with someone else. But still, he was hot. I feel so ashamed, but I wanted him." Marcia admits. "I don't anymore! I swear, Steven, I don't anymore!"
"Marcia, you need to relax." Lexi says.
"You don't owe me an explanation. You're a free woman." I assure her.
"I just feel so bad. I was really horny and he was making me feel good." Marcia sighs.
"You don't have to feel bad." I insist. "I love you, Marcia."
"I love you, too!" Marcia gasps as she turns to me and throws her arms around my neck.
"See? He still loves you. Sleeping with a guy didn't make him love you any less." Lexi says as she rubs Marcia's back.
"But you're not in love with me." Marcia mumbles into my shoulder.
"I don't know." I admit with a sigh. "I feel very strongly about you, but I'm with Lexi."
"I'm sure there's room in his heart for us both." Lexi says with a soft smile.
"W-what about me being with other guys?" she asks with a whimper.
"If that's what you want, it's okay with me." I say. I mean it, too. I would be devastated if Lexi touched another man, but Marcia? I do love her, but I still don't know if it's the same way I love Lexi. It can't be. The way Lexi got so jealous over Stacey, she'd never accept a truly polyamorous relationship. "You like that guy from school, don't you?"
"Yes!" Marcia says. "I like Shawn, but I love you!"
"Hey, there's nothing wrong with that." Lexi assures Marcia. "Just like there's room in Steven's heart for all of us, it makes sense that you'd care for more than one guy."
"I love you both so much!" Marcia cries into my chest. "And I love the others! But now Ashley hates me!"
"I'm sure she doesn't hate you." I say.
"She said she did!" Marcia wails.
"She did?!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yes!" Marcia confirms. "She said it when I went back to the house to talk to her! Then I didn't know where else to go, so I came here and fell asleep crying on your bed. That's how you found me."
"I remember." I reply.
"Thank you for letting me sleep with you guys." Marcia mumbles.
"Anytime, Honey." Lexi says as she kisses the top of Marcia's head.
"That's why you're so upset?" I ask. "Because Ashley said she hates you?"
"Yeah." Marcia nods against my chest. "I've always been emotional, and my bond with all the girls means everything to me! I broke it!"
"Just because you slept with a guy Ashley likes?" I ask in confusion. "I get being a little annoyed, but really, she was just gonna have a fling with him, right?"
"Oh, Baby, you don't understand." Lexi says. "Girls are competitive. Ashley was on the fence about sleeping with someone else. She finally found a guy she wanted to do it with, finally got passed her fear of hurting you, then went to do it and found out Marcia beat her to it."
"Exactly." Marcia nods.
"I still think she's overreacting." I say.
"Oh, she definitely is." Lexi agrees. "But I'm just trying to explain why. Ashley was so worried about sleeping with another guy, she's horny, and part of her probably did think that Tom was her conquest. Then Marcia bagged him."
"You girls need to talk." I say.
"Yes, we do. We all do." Lexi says.
"Okay." Marcia mumbles. "Did I ruin everything?"
"No! I'm sure you didn't." I say. "I'm sure Ashley just reacted in the moment and now regrets what she said."
"And you still want me?" Marcia asks.
"Marcia, you are one of the most beautiful, sexy women I've ever known." I state firmly. "As long as Lexi is okay with it, I'm happy to keep having sex with you."
"And I'm perfectly fine with it." Lexi says with a smile. "I love you, Marcia."
Marcia lifts her head from my chest and looks into my eyes with a tear-filled gaze. "Make love to me?"
"Right now? Are you sure?" I ask.
"Unless you really don't want me anymore?" Marcia asks.
"I do, but I just came a few minutes ago." I explain.
"Let me get you hard again with my mouth!" Marcia offers as she stands up and spins around to face me.
The gorgeous, young woman drops her towel, showing me her naked body. Marcia really is stunning. She's short, with wavy dark hair. Her breasts are large and full and perfectly-shaped. Her entire body is tight and smooth.
"How can you refuse?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
My girlfriend gets up and walks across the room to where the small chair is. She spins the chair around so that it faces the bed and plops her naked ass down onto it. Crossing her legs, she looks over at us.
"I'll just watch. You two have fun." Lexi says.
"Please?" Marcia asks as she walks up to me.
Marcia places her hands on my knees and slowly spreads my legs. She then drops to her knees between my spread legs. The quiet girl looks up at me with pure lust and love in her eyes. I can't help but smile.
"Please let me suck your cock." Marcia begs.
"Okay." I state simply after glancing at Lexi and getting her approval. We both know Marcia needs this. Needs to know we don't hold anything against her.
Marcia just smiles as she reaches out and takes my soft dick in her small hand. Lifting my member, she strokes it several times as she admires it. Then she leans down and kisses my tip before opening her mouth and taking me inside.
"Yeah, Marcia! Suck that dick!" Lexi encourages with a cheer and a clap.
"Mm!" Marcia hums around my cock as her hand cups my balls.
"That's it, Baby, suck me." I groan as I toss my head back.
The quiet girl works on me for the next minute, slurping on my dick. Her hand massages my balls as she moans around me. Despite my recent orgasm, Marcia's talented mouth is able to get me to full hardness. Soon, her little mouth is stretched wide around my thickness.
Marcia makes love to my cock with her mouth. She lashes the underside of my dick with her tongue as she massages my balls. Then she takes me out of her mouth and plants kisses all along the shaft while pressing her face against it.
"Damn, you give great head." I groan as I bury my hands in Marcia's dark hair.
"Mm, mm, mm." Marcia moans as she smiles around me.
"Fuck her titties!" Lexi shouts from her spot on the other side of the room.
"What do you say, Babe?" I ask while reaching down and taking a boob in each hand.
"I say, yes!" Marcia giggles after she spits out my cock.
I play with Marcia's breasts as the cute girl lifts her body so that her boobs are level with my cock. When I release her tits, Marcia takes my dick in hand and slaps first one boob, then the other with it. Marcia grabs her own boobs and wraps them around my cock. She then begins giving me an amazing tit-fuck.
"Fuck, this feels good." I grunt as I watch my dick slide between Marcia's breasts.
"I love your cock." Marcia coos as she holds her tits tightly around my shaft. "It's so big, so hard!"
"It's hard for you, you're so sexy." I reply.
"Mm, keep talking dirty!" Lexi encourages.
"I can't wait to feel you inside me." Marcia moans, her nipples rock hard. "You make me feel so good. So hot."
"Keep. Going!" I grunt.
"You're making me so wet. My pussy is dripping for you, Baby." Marcia says in a sultry voice. "I want you in me, fucking me with your big dick. I want you to make me scream!"
"Yes, I want to make you scream." I respond with a sharp nod.
"I wanna be your little Slut." Marcia announces. "I'll bend over for you, I'll spread my legs, I'll open my mouth, I'll do whatever dirty thing you want!"
"I need to be in you." I whisper urgently. Hearing the usually quiet girl talking so dirty is driving me crazy. "Get on the bed, get on the bed!"
I pull my cock out of Marcia's tits and help the dark-haired girl to her feet. As she climbs onto the bed, I give her ass a playful slap, making the cute girl cry out while her butt cheek ripples. Marcia lays on her back on the bed and spreads her legs. She then places her hand between her legs and runs her finger along her moist slit.
"Make love to me?" Marcia asks in a small voice.
"Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her!" Lexi cheers.
I don't respond with words. Instead, I make my way across the bed and settle into position on top of Marcia. I look down into her pretty eyes as I reach between us and grasp my erection. Then I rub my mushroom head along her labia before slowly easing myself inside of her.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I grunt as I place my hand on top of her head and mold my body to hers.
"Holy shit, you're stretching out my little pussy! Oh, my God!" Marcia gasps as her hands grip my biceps.
I place both my hands firmly on the bed, on either side of Marcia, as I start thrusting into her tight, young body. Marcia hooks her ankles around my calves and rolls her hips to meet my thrusts. Her breasts push out from her chest as her hands grip my back with desperate strength.
"Does that feel good, Marcia?" Lexi asks. "Do you like my big, strong boyfriend fucking you like the slut you are?"
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" Marcia calls out as she throws her head back against the pillow.
"You feel so good." I grunt as my thrusting speeds up.
Marcia's hands grip the sides of my face as she looks up at me, breathing and panting heavily. Her shapely legs wrap tightly around me; I can feel her heels on my ass. I lower my body so that my chest squishes her breasts as our bodies become one.
We continue making love for several minutes, our eyes locked. The two of us exchange soft kisses while I move in and out of her. As Marcia's panting intensifies, I feel my balls start to clench. We're gonna cum together. Just as Marcia cries out her orgasm, I bury myself to the hilt and explode in her tight, pink hole.
"Cum in me! Please, cum in me!" Marcia begs as she feels me squirting inside her.
"Yeah, fill her!" Lexi breathes.
"I love you." Marcia whispers at the end of her orgasm.
"I love you, too." I reply as I peck her lips.
"And I love you both!" Lexi chirps as she hops up onto the bed and gives my ass a light smack. "Now get out of her, Baby. I want the creampie!"
Laughing, I roll off of Marcia and lay down beside her. Marcia keeps her legs spread as Lexi kneels between them and sticks her face in the quiet girl's box. Marcia just giggles and grabs Lexi's auburn head.
"I love being part of this family!" Marcia laughs as she enjoys getting eaten out by Lexi.
"You're one of us." I say. "Fucking some guy doesn't change that."
Marcia smiles and runs her fingers through Lexi's hair. The redhead enthusiastically slurps all the cum she can get out of Marcia's tight twat while I run my fingers along Marcia's perfectly-shaped boob. She laughs when I roll her nipple between my fingertips.
"That feels good, keep doing it." Marcia giggles.
"You got it, Babe." I say as I continue playing with her titty.
"Sometime this week, I'm gonna give you my ass." Marcia says sincerely.
"Are you sure?" I ask as we listen to Lexi slurping away. "Last time the pain was too much."
"I remember, and yes, I'm sure." Marcia nods. "Remember, I told you to stick a finger up my ass? That felt so good. I can only imagine how great your cock will feel plowing me up the butt."
"If you're sure, I'm happy to try again." I reply.
"Great!" Marcia smiles. "Oh Lexi, that feels good!"
"Mm." Lexi hums against Marcia's box.
"Just remember, you can tell me to stop at any time and I will." I tell her.
"I know you will." Marcia responds, her grin broadening before it turns into a sexy grimace as she concentrates on the feelings Lexi's tongue is causing.
Once Lexi slurps all the cum out of Marcia's cunt, she climbs up Marcia's body and lays on the quiet girl's other side. Lexi and I both end up cuddling Marcia between us, whispering sweet words to the overwhelmed girl. All these girls really do mean the world to me.
"We're here for you." Lexi coos as she holds Marcia's head to her chest.
"Yes, we are." I agree.
"Ashley's so mad." Marcia mumbles.
"I know, Honey, I know." Lexi says. "But remember what we promised?"
"Slut-sisters forever?" Marcia answers.
"Exactly!" I say with a smile. "She's mad now, but she'll calm down. You two just need to talk."
"Okay, let's go talk to her." Marcia nods weakly.
"First, I need to shower." Lexi announces. "Come join me, Baby?"
"Sure." I agree.
"Have fun. I'll wait here." Marcia says.
Lexi and I walk out the bedroom door naked and make our way to one of the two bathrooms in the house. Soon, we're standing under the hot water together. That's when Lexi turns to me, her hands on her hips.
"Are you in love with Marcia?" she asks.
"I don't know." I answer honestly.
"Are you in love with Ashley and Hazel?" Lexi follows up with.
"I don't know." I repeat as I watch the hot water running down Lexi's nude frame.
"My eyes are up here, Babe." Lexi says with humor in her voice.
"Sorry." I mumble as I look into her eyes and am relieved to see she doesn't seem upset.
"What are you gonna do?" she asks with a small smile.
"You're not upset?" I ask.
"No." Lexi says plainly.
"You were pretty pissed about Stacey." I point out. "And worried I'd leave you."
"That's because Stacey isn't family. Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley are." Lexi explains. "Stacey works with you, she's closer to you in age. I thought she could steal you away from us. Us. Not just me."



"You thought I'd leave you for someone I have more in common with?" I ask.
"Yes." Lexi says with a shrug. "What do we really have in common, anyway?"
"Uh..." I mumble.
"Exactly." Lexi says with a sad smile.
"We both like staying active." I point out. "We like watching the same television shows and listening to the same music. We make each other laugh and enjoy each others company. Oh, and we both love fucking."
"Yes. Yes, we do." Lexi licks her upper lip sensually. "Thanks, Baby."
"You're welcome." I say with a nod.
"You didn't answer my question." Lexi points out as she starts soaping up her body. "What are you gonna do?"
"I don't know." I say.
"You don't seem to know much right now." she teases as she soaps up her breasts. I like watching her rub soap into her little titties. "And watching me soap up while you have a boner isn't helping."
"Sorry, you're sexy." I smirk.
"Whatever." Lexi says, but she smiles and sticks out her tongue. "I'll suck one out of you once we resolve this."
"I don't know if I can cum again so soon." I chuckle.
"Stop avoiding the question." she laughs as she starts rinsing. "What are you gonna do?"
"What can I do?" I ask helplessly. "I'm with you, and I'm very happy with you. I don't ever want to lose you."
"You'll never lose me, Baby." Lexi promises in a serious voice. "I'm yours forever."
"I like the sound of that." I say.
"The only way you'll lose me is if you tell me to leave." Lexi says as she finishes washing. She then starts soaping up my body. "Your turn."
"I'll never tell you to leave. You have nothing to worry about." I promise.
"I'll always worry." she bites her lip as she rubs soap into my chest.
"Well, you don't have to." I say. "I'm with you. Not Marcia, not Hazel, not Ashley. And definitely not Stacey. You."
"I love you, Steven." Lexi whispers while looking into my eyes.
"I love you, too." I reply. "What do you think I should do about the other girls?"
"Well, how do you honestly feel about the fact that Marcia got boned?" Lexi asks as she soaps up my dick and balls. Her little hands feel so good.
"Honestly? It really doesn't bother me. As long as she's happy." I admit.
"And how would you feel if I let Tom bend me over and fuck my brains out?" she inquires as she has me turn so that she can wash the suds off of my penis.
"I-I, please don't." I stammer as I feel bile rising just from the thought of Lexi with another man.
"I'll never touch another man." Lexi vows. "I only want you, and I can tell that's what you want. Yet, you don't mind Marcia with someone else. Interesting."
"Does that mean I love her less?" I wonder.
"Not less, just differently." she says. "But maybe still romantically."
"Well, I can't date all of you." I state.
"Says who?" Lexi asks.
"Uh... well..." I trail off when I realize she's right. It's our relationship, we define its parameters.
"Exactly." she nods. "It's the twenty-first century, and we're not some old prudes. If you wanna date Marcia, date Marcia. As long as you stay with me, of course."
"Doesn't Marcia deserve someone who can make her number one?" I ask. "You'll always be number one in my heart."
"That's sweet." Lexi smiles as she drops to her knees. Her auburn hair is slicked back, and water is running down her naked body. She starts stroking my erection as water cascades all around us and steam fills the shower. "And maybe you should let her decide what she wants. Marcia is definitely the most in love with you out of the three of them. I can't wait to watch you nail her tight ass."
"I'm looking forward to that, too." I acknowledge as I look down at Lexi. "I just don't want to take advantage of her affections."
"And you won't. You love her. You want what's best for her." Lexi says before slurping my dick into her mouth.
"I don't know what to do." I say with a sigh. I rest one hand on Lexi's head, while my other plays with a firm titty. "I guess I'll just have to marry all four of you!"
Lexi giggles around my shaft, her tiny body shaking. I can't believe she's laughing at me while sucking my dick. I let her bob her head on me for a few minutes as I enjoy her oral ministrations. Then I speak up again.
"What should I do?" I ask.
"You should enjoy yourself while your girlfriend is on her knees." Lexi admonishes when she takes me out of her mouth. She then holds my shaft up, stroking it as she leans in to suck on my balls.
"I am, I am!" I insist. "I just don't want to hurt Marcia, Hazel, or Ashley."
"So, don't." she states when she pulls away from my balls. "Tell them how you feel at breakfast, and we'll see where we go from there."
"That's a good idea." I say.
"I'm more than just a pretty face." Lexi says as she gives me a handjob.
"That you are." I grin.
"Speaking of, how about you cum all over my face?" Lexi asks as she aims my hardness right at her face and starts stroking me rapidly.
"Sounds like a plan to me." I groan.
"Cum all over me!" Lexi begs as she strokes. "Cover my slutty, little face with your warm goo! I want it! Cum on my face! Cum!"
With her head tilted back, Lexi opens her mouth, sticks out her tongue, and says "Ah!". That's all it takes. I let out a loud grunt as I start painting her eighteen-year-old face with my seed. Her open mouth spreads into a grin as cum coats her tongue and face.
"Mm, yummy cum!" Lexi coos as she swallows. A strand of cum is dangling from her chin and it waggles back and forth. She then starts scooping semen off of her face and pushing it into her mouth.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I state as I look down at her.
"Fuck, you're big." she replies. "And damn, you cum a lot, Babe."
"We should probably head down and talk to the others." I say.
"Yeah, I'm starting to prune in here." Lexi says. "Just let me wash the last of your cum off my face, and we'll go."
"Sure." I laugh.
Kayla
My eyes slowly open, and I let out a loud yawn as consciousness returns to me. I'm resting my head on Hazel's chest, and I can feel her nipple against my cheek. I toss the covers off of of our bodies, roll off of Hazel, and check my phone, realizing it's early Tuesday morning. I send Ian a good morning text before turning to the difficult task of waking Hazel.
"Time to wake up, Slut!" I announce as I shake her shoulder.
"Ugh, no!" Hazel grunts as she rolls onto her side, showing me her bare butt.
"You promised you wouldn't sleep in this week!" I shout as I slap her ass.
Hazel turns over and glares at me. I just give her a cute smile and lean down to lick one of her nipples, making her laugh. She then tackles me, and we spend the next few minutes wrestling naked in bed.
"Okay, okay, I'm up!" Hazel laughs when I start tickling her.
"About time!" I tease as I lay on top of her and smile down at her. My larger breasts are squishing her smaller ones into her chest.
"Ready for your talk with Ian?" Hazel asks as she reaches down to squeeze my butt cheeks.
"No, but I don't have a choice." I sigh as I rest my forehead on hers.
"You'll do fine." she assures me.
"I hope so." I reply.
"We should head down to breakfast." Hazel says.
"Don't you want to fool around first?" I ask.
"Didn't get enough of my twat last night?" she asks with a wink.
"Not even close." I answer as I lean forward to peck her lips.
"We don't have time." Hazel says, kissing me back. "Come on you, breakfast, then talk to Ian."
"Fine." I sigh.
I hop off of Hazel and the two of us put on panties. Not seeing the point in dressing any further, we head down to breakfast in just our underwear. We find Lexi, Daddy, and Marcia already downstairs, wearing robes and munching on pastries.
"Nice tits." Lexi grunts before taking another bite.
"Thanks, why are yours hidden?" Hazel asks as she grabs a muffin.
"Because tits don't have to be out all the time?" Marcia suggests.
"Uh, yes they do." says Daddy.
"Dirty, old man." Lexi teases as she removes her robe, exposing her lightly-freckled breasts.
Daddy and Marcia both laugh and disrobe. I blow Marcia a kiss when her nice boobies come into view. Then I put some bread in the toaster for some toast. Once it's ready, I plant my pantie-clad ass down on the nearest chair.
"So, does anyone know what happened to Ashley?" I ask. "She wouldn't let Hazel in the room last night."
"Um..." Daddy begins as he glances at Marcia. The tension in the air is obvious.
"That bad?" Hazel asks.
"I'll tell them." Lexi offers.
"No, I should. It's about me." Marcia says as she reaches up to rub her forehead.
"What happened?" I ask.
"Ashley walked in on me having sex with Tom." Marcia admits.
"Seriously?!" Hazel exclaims. "You?"
"Yes, me!" Marcia snaps. "I have a cunt."
"She didn't mean it that way, Honey." I say soothingly. "She just meant that you're really quiet and we're surprised you did something so outgoing."
"Yeah, well, I did." Marcia says as she crosses her arms beneath her bare breasts. "I am practically naked while eating breakfast, you know."
"Yeah, but that's just with us." Hazel says. "You know, the family."
"Anyway, is Ashley mad that you got him first?" I ask.
"I guess so." Marcia says sadly. "She called me a whore and said she hated me."
"She did?!" I exclaim. "How could she!"
"You know how competitive and territorial Ashley can be." Hazel reasons. "She has a hot head and can overreact in the moment. She'll cool down. She didn't mean it."
"I'll go get her." I offer.
"Good luck." Daddy says.
"You'll need it." Lexi adds.
I get up and walk by Daddy as I leave the kitchen. I head to the room Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley share. The door is locked when I try to open it. So, instead I knock on it several times and don't get a response.
"Ashley? Are you up?" I call out as I put my ear to the door.
"Go away!" Ashley shouts.
"You can't stay in there all day!" I say in a sing-song voice.
"Watch me!" the blonde hisses.
"I think we all need to talk. You should come out, Ash." I respond.
"Fine!" Ashley grunts and I hear the bed spring squeak.
"Thank you!" I say as the door opens and a fully dressed Ashley appears.
"Put some clothes on." Ashley says with an eye roll.
The two of us walk back into the kitchen and everyone freezes. Ashley is giving Marcia a death stare, and Marcia is just staring back with wide, fearful eyes. I head back to my seat, but Ashley remains standing.
"Does anyone wear clothes anymore?" Ashley asks as she looks around the table.
"Sorry." Marcia says in a small voice as she crosses her arms over her breasts and grips her upper arms.
"Oh, shut up Ashley." Lexi hisses. "You let those big tits out every chance you get."
"Whatever." Ashley rolls her eyes.
"Maybe I should leave so you girls can chat." Daddy says as he starts to stand up.
"No, you should stay." I say. "This involves all of us."
"The hell it does!" Ashley interjects. "It's between me and the whore."
"Don't call her that!" Hazel chastises as Marcia starts crying.
"She knew I liked Tom and she just had to have him first! That makes her a whore!" Ashley hisses.
"Ashley, you're out of line." Daddy says as he reaches out and places his hand on Marcia's knee reassuringly.
"Why are you so upset?" I ask. "Are you in love with Tom?"
"No! I barely know him." Ashley insists. "I just wanted some dick."
"So, why are you so upset?" Hazel asks.
"I finally accepted that Steven was okay with me spreading my legs!" Ashley says. "Then she beat me to the guy I wanted!"
"I'm sorry!" Marcia wails. "It just happened! He was hitting on me and making me feel good and, and, and, I just couldn't help it."
"Whatever. Whore." Ashley says.
"I'm sorry!" Marcia squeaks as she lowers her head.
Ashley just glares at Marcia. I really think Ashley is overreacting. It's not that big of a deal, she's making it one for no reason at all. All I can do is sigh and try and think of a way to lighten the mood.
"So, what did everyone else get up to at the party?" I eventually ask.
"Steven and I flirted with Heather quite a bit. We're hoping to see her today." Lexi answers.
"I slipped out the side of the house with Ken and Ryan." Hazel admits with a blush. "I may have gone down on both of them."
"At the same time?" Lexi asks with a huge grin.
"Yeah." Hazel admits.
"Damn, you go girl!" Lexi says as she raises her hand for a high-five.
"Thanks." Hazel giggles and high-fives Lexi.
"What about you, Kayla?" Daddy asks.
"I-I, um, well..." I begin nervously.
"What is it?" Lexi asks in a worried voice.
"I made out with John. He tried to take things further, then I felt guilty about Ian and ran off." I answer.
"Oh!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yeah, I felt so guilty about it that I ran back here and hid. Hazel found me and we spent the night together." I reply.
"And I told her she needs to talk to Ian and figure out if they're exclusive, even if they aren't official." Hazel explains.
"That sounds like a good idea to me." Daddy says. "You don't want to hurt him."
"Right. We're four hours ahead of California. I'll text him in a little while." I promise.
"Good." Hazel says as Marcia and Ashley sit in silence.
"And we all need to talk about who can spread their legs." Lexi says.
"What do you mean?" Ashley asks in spite of herself.
"There's clearly a lot of feelings here, and we need to talk." Lexi insists.
"And someone owes Marcia an apology." I add.
"No." Ashley states simply.
"Maybe we should all just relax." Daddy says. "We're upset. We're emotional. Let's head into the city and go shopping. We can talk later."
"Did Daddy just suggest shopping?" I ask, perking up.
"Yes, he did!" Lexi chirps.
"Works for me!" Hazel exclaims.
"Okay." Marcia mumbles.
"Whatever." Ashley says.
The five of us finish breakfast and get ready while Ashley sits and sulks. All she has to do is put her shoes on. Soon, we're all ready and head out the door. We pile into the SUV and Steven drives us into the shopping district.
We have so much fun shopping that we almost forget about our other problems. Daddy buys Ashley a cute top, which makes her smile. Marcia finds a nice pair of shoes that she just has to have. I buy a souvenir glass bottle full of pink sand from Bermuda. Daddy makes fun of me, saying that I could have just taken a handful of sand from our private beach for free.
"Do you think this skirt would look good on me?" Hazel asks as she holds up a cute green skirt.
"You'll look great in that!" Marcia says, coming out of her shell a bit now that no one's yelling at her.
"Yeah, you should get it!" I say.
"Sold!" Hazel announces.
Daddy finds a general store that sells homemade fudge. They give us free samples, and it's absolutely delicious. We end up buying quite a bit of it for later. Then, because we don't want the fudge to melt, we decide to head back.
When we pull into the house, I immediately notice the guys from next door heading out. Marcia blushes and turns away, while Ashley glares at Tom. We get out of the car and they wave to us, although John is glaring at me.
"Hi, Steven! Hi, girls." Tom says in a friendly voice.
We all greet him and spend a few minutes chatting. Daddy thanks him for inviting us to the party and we all nod politely. I can tell Tom is trying to bring Marcia into the conversation, but she isn't having it.
Ken and Ryan seem very happy to see Hazel. They even invite her to come out with them, but she politely declines. We're sticking together for today. The guys say they understand and head out in their own vehicle.
"What are we doing for the rest of the day?" I ask.
"Lunch first!" Lexi chirps.
"How about after we go snorkeling?" Daddy suggests. "We can invite Heather."
"Yeah, let's do that!" Hazel breathes.
"Okay, snorkeling sounds like fun." Marcia says.
"Fine." Ashley nods.
We have lunch. It's nice and awkward. We're all mostly silent and just focus on eating our burgers, lost in our own thoughts. After lunch, we decide that I'll head into my room to text Ian while the girls have their talk with Daddy.
Kayla: I went to a party last night.
Ian: Oh, that's nice. How was it?
Kayla: It was fine. I have to tell you something.
Ian: What is it?
Kayla: I kissed a guy. I stopped things before they went too far, but I still kissed a guy.
Ian: Oh.
Kayla: I'd understand if you don't want to see me anymore.
Ian: You aren't my girlfriend. I asked, you said to wait and ask again until I got back.
Kayla: It wasn't so I could mess around, I swear!
Ian: It kinda seems like it is... :(
Kayla: I know. I'm sorry.
Ian: Then why didn't you want to be my girlfriend?
Kayla: I do want to! Badly! We just have things we need to talk about first.
Ian: Like what?
Kayla: I have a past. You need to understand it first.
Ian: Okay, I just really like you. I want to be with you.
Kayla: I want that, too! I know we aren't official, but I won't do anything with any other guy.
Ian: Thank you. I appreciate it.
Kayla: I really like you, Ian. I'm sorry I hurt you. It won't happen again.
Ian: I like you, too. I know it won't, I trust you.
Kayla: There's one other thing.
Ian: Yeah?
Kayla: Once we're official, I'm gonna suck your cock.
Ian: What?!
Kayla: When we're together, I'm gonna give you a blowjob. You have that to look forward to!
Ian: You don't have to.
Kayla: I know I don't have to, I want to. Just think of my warm, wet mouth on you. ;)
Ian: I am!
Kayla: Good. :) Imagine your hands in my hair as I bob my head on you. You're so hard!
Ian: Oh, Kayla.
Kayla: I swallow. ;)
Ian: Oh, wow.
Kayla: I'll text you later, big guy!
Ian: Bye, Beautiful.
Kayla: Later!
Ashley
"What's there to talk about?" I ask when Kayla disappears into her room.
"How about the fact that we're Slut-sisters forever!" Hazel hisses.
"I'm not the one who ruined everything." I say as I cross my arms beneath my breasts and glare at Marcia.
"No, she didn't." Steven says firmly.
"I-I-I just... ugh!" I growl as I pace around the kitchen.
"What's the problem?" Lexi asks.
"Fuck! I don't know!" I screech as I bury my hands in my hair and grip my scalp. "What is wrong with me?!"
"Ashley!" Steven exclaims as he stands up and walks over to me. He hugs me tightly and I bury face in his chest. "What is it?"
"I was going to hurt you!" I shout as tears pour down my face. "I love you!"
"I love you, too." Steven whispers softly as he runs his fingers through my blonde hair.
"I get it." Lexi says. "You didn't believe him when he said he was okay with you fucking Tom. Then Marcia did it and you're afraid she ruined everything."
"Yes!" I hiss through clenched teeth.
"Oh, that makes sense!" Hazel responds.
"Ashley, look at me. Look at me." Steven says.
I look up at Steven through teary eyes, realizing that I'm being a bitch. Yeah, Marcia got the guy I like first, but it isn't really about him. I'm scared. Scared of my feelings for this man, scared of losing my girls because things don't work out. I sniffle as he holds my head between his warm, kind hands.
"I'm sorry." I pout.
"I'm not the one you should apologize to." Steven replies.
"I'm sorry, Marcia." I say, looking over at one of my best friends.
"I get it. I'm in love with him, too." Marcia admits.
"Wait, what?" Hazel asks.
"They're in love with him. And they both thought they should sleep with a guy to prove that they weren't." Lexi explains. "And this is the backfire."
"Guess that makes three of us." Hazel sighs.
"You, too?" I ask as I look over at Hazel.
"Yeah, I guess I just handle my emotions better." the tan girl reasons.
"What do we do now?" I ask.
"We continue as we were." Steven states firmly. "You've seen that Marcia and Hazel both had sexual encounters and it didn't hurt me. You're free to do as you want, but we're all in love."



"That sounds perfect." Lexi smiles and nods.
"Can that work?" I ask. Can I really go through with this?
"Do you get jealous when I have sex with other girls?" Steven asks.
"Well, no." I admit.
"There you go." Lexi interjects.
"I don't know if I can sleep with someone else again." Marcia says. "Not knowing he feels the same way."
"And you don't have to." Steven says. "Remember? No one does anything they don't want to. You can, you don't have to."
"Oh, what about Shawn and Josh?" Hazel asks.
"We'll cross that bridge when we get to it." Steven answers. "For now, let's enjoy our vacation together."
"I like it." Lexi nods.
"I still wanna try out Tom." I giggle. "How was he?"
"Decent size dick." Marcia shrugs. "Didn't make me cum, but he felt good in me."
"I don't know about you girls, but I could use some dick right about now." Hazel says, licking her lips.
"I know what you mean." I say. "I have this hole deep inside of me that only Steven can fill."
"What about snorkeling?" Steven asks.
"Baby, when four girls are talking about letting you nail them, don't think about anything else." Lexi says wisely.
"Right." Steven says. I'll text Heather and tell her we'll have to meet up tomorrow.
"Good plan." Marcia giggles.
"And I'm gonna give you some time with your three girls." Lexi adds.
"Oh?" Hazel asks.
"Yeah, I'm gonna go make Kayla scream my name. You four have fun!" Lexi says as she waves and walks off toward Kayla's room.
"What do you say?" Steven asks, looking down at me.
"I say, your bedroom or ours?" I inquire, looking back at him with lust.
"I have the bigger bed." Steven answers.
"Yours it is!" Hazel claps.
"Lead the way, Master." Marcia purrs.
Steven smiles and leads his three willing Sluts through the house. We happily follow him into the bedroom and have him take his clothes off before sitting him down on the edge of the bed. I put some music on with my phone and the three of us start our strip tease.
We tease him mercilessly. I bend forward and show him my cleavage in my scoop-necked top. Hazel turns around and bends over, looking over her shoulder as she slaps her own jean-clad ass. Marcia sways sexily to the music.
Only once he's rock hard do the clothes start coming off. We remove our outerwear in the sexiest, most teasing way we can, showing off our flat stomachs and shapely legs. While Hazel is dancing, I walk up to Marcia and take her hands.
"I'm sorry." I whisper, looking into her eyes. "Can you forgive me?"
"Not yet, but I'm working on it." Marcia replies honestly.
"Thank you." I respond. "Now, let's blow his mind."
"Yes!" Marcia giggles.
Hazel, Marcia, and I all spin around so that our pantie-clad bums are facing Steven. As one, we reach behind our backs and unhook our bras. We're perfectly in sync as we drop our bras to the floor and spin around with our hands cupping our breasts, obscuring our nipples.
"Ready girls?" I ask. They both nod. "One. Two. Three!"
The three of us raise our arms above our heads, revealing six beautiful breasts. My double-D's are the largest. Marcia is in the middle, with nicely sized teardrop boobs. Hazel's little titties are so cute, I love them.
"Fuck, that's hot." Steven whispers as he admires our bodies.
"Glad you approve!" I giggle as I spin around and slid my panties down, showing him my bum.
"Shall we, Marcia?" Hazel asks as she too spins around.
"We shall!" Marcia laughs as she copies Hazel and I.
Soon, all three of us are completely naked and twirling to the music. I can see Steven's shaft is rock hard and throbbing. I can wait no longer. I sashay over to him, with Marcia and Hazel following me. They climb up on the bed as I drop to my knees before Steven and suck him into my mouth.
"Oh fuck, yes." he groans as he buries his hands in my long, blonde hair.
With my hands resting on the mattress on either side of Steven, I bob my head in his lap. I can hear kissing and moaning in the distance, so I lift my head briefly to look. Steven is making out with Marcia while fingering Hazel. Both girls are up on their knees, on either side of the handsome man.
I return to my task and do my best to give him a great blowjob. When pre-cum starts leaking into my mouth, I decide he's ready to fuck me. I pull off his dick and see that he's now fingering Marcia and kissing Hazel.
With a smirk, I get up on the bed and straddle Steven while he sits on the edge of the bed with his feet on the floor. He releases both girls to place his hands on me. Marcia and Hazel run their hands along his muscular biceps as he grips my ass. I slowly descend onto his cock, my eyelids fluttering from the feeling of being penetrated.
"You're so big!" I grunt.
"You're so tight!" he replies as he uses his grip on my ass to pull me down onto him.
I place my hands at the back of his head as I start to ride him. Then I use my grip on his head to shove his face into my tits. I feel his lips begin to kiss my cleavage as I bounce up and down on his big dick.
"Attention whore." Hazel giggles.
"You know it." I laugh.
"Mm, there's enough of him for all of us." Marcia purrs as she leans in to kiss Steven's shoulder.
"You know it, Babe." Steven says when he pulls his face out of my tits.
We decide to move so that Steven can focus on more than one girl at a time. He lays back on the bed, his head on the pillow, while I straddle him and start riding him like a cowgirl once again. Marcia throws her leg over his shoulder so she can lower her pussy down onto his face. At the same time, Hazel kneels between Steven's legs so that she can lick his nuts.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" I groan as my hands claw at his chest.
"Eat me! Lick my cunt!" Marcia coos in response.
For several minutes, we stick to this configuration before deciding to switch things up. Hazel crouches in the standard doggystyle position while Steven holds her head back by the ponytail and drills her from behind. Marcia is on her knees beside him with her tongue down her throat while I play with Hazel's titties.
Finally, it's Marcia's turn to get boned. She's the most romantic of all of us and wants to take Steven's cock in missionary. Hazel and I lay beside them, tribbing and making out as Marcia cries out her orgasm.
We fuck in every configuration imaginable, never staying in one position for more than a couple minutes. Soon, all three of us are bent over the bed, presenting Steven with three beautiful, naked asses. He switches between all of us, giving each girl a minute or so of his dick before he moves to the next girl. The next Slut.
The one thing I notice is that Marcia and I don't touch each other. The realization breaks my heart. It looks like the two of us have some work to do before we can repair our relationship. It's my fault, I know it is. I'll have to fix it.
"Oh God, I'm gonna fucking cum again!" Hazel announces while Steven holds her long ponytail. "Spank me, spank me!"
Steven lets his free hand fly, slapping Hazel's ass hard. I may not be able to see it, but I can hear the impact. The tan girl jerks forward as her orgasm begins. Steven spanks her several more times while pulling her hair hard. Hazel can't stop cumming.
"I'm close, where do you girls want it?" Steven asks in a strained voice.
"Our mouths!" I answer as I turn my head to look at him. He looks so sexy with his abs clenched while he fucks.
"Yes, cum in our mouths!" Marcia moans.
"We wanna taste it!" Hazel coos.
"Get on your knees!" Steven orders as he pulls out of Hazel's snatch and takes a few steps back.
As one, we three girls spin around and drop to our knees. I'm on the left, Hazel is in the middle, and Marcia is on the right. Hazel leans forward and slurps Steven into her mouth, likely tasting her own juices on his cock. Marcia and I each run a hand along one of his legs as we coo up at him.
"Cum for us, Baby. Cum all over us." I whisper.
"I want to taste your warm, thick, sticky cum." Marcia groans as she pulls on one of her nipples.
"I'm gonna cum!" Steven announces as he pulls himself out of Hazel's mouth. "Open wide, girls!"
All three of us put our heads together, open our mouths, and stick out our tongues. Seeing Hazel, Marcia, and I nude on our knees and waiting to be fed is too much for Steven. He lets out a groan as the first rope of cum goes straight into my mouth. The second shot is for Hazel, and the brown-haired girl coos happily as she tastes his seed. Finally, he places his cock on Marcia's tongue and squirts the rest into her mouth.
Steven steps back as Hazel shares a cum-filled kiss with me. Hazel then breaks our kiss and turns to kiss Marcia. The two girls make out for a minute, sharing Steven's cum before they finally pull apart and swallow. I swallow as well.
The four of us then lay down on the bed and start cuddling. Marcia and I are on opposite sides of Steven so that we aren't touching. The damage I've caused to our relationship is devastating. I actually excuse myself to the bathroom for a minute.
After peeing, I start to head back toward Steven and Lexi's bedroom. That's when I pass Kayla's bedroom door, which is slightly ajar. I can hear moaning and panting, so I just have to look inside.
Lexi is laying on her back on the bed while wearing the strap on. Kayla is bouncing up and down in Lexi's lap, taking the fake cock up her tight cunt. I smile when Kayla reaches down to grasp Lexi's cute titties in both hands.
Leaving their door wide open, I make my way back to the master bedroom. When I arrive, I am treated to the sight of Marcia's pussy and ass. She's kneeling between Steven's legs, sucking his cock while her cute butt faces the door. Hazel is laying beside Steven, kissing him while he fingers her.
So begins round two. This time, when Steven is close to cumming, I announce that I want him to fuck my ass. Marcia and Hazel step aside to watch as I kneel on the bed. My head and chest are resting on the comforter so I can reach back and spread my cheeks.
I grunt and groan as Steven works his cock up my bum. Hazel and Marcia both watch as Steven starts fucking my ass hard and fast. Soon, he buries himself to the hilt and blows his wad up my butt.
Then we decide to shower. Sadly, the showers in this house are way too small for four people. Marcia and Hazel go to one bathroom, while Steven and I go to another. I have a great time letting Steven soap up my nude body.
Eventually, the six of us meet up for dinner. We wear our bathing suits for dinner, knowing that we'll hit the beach afterward, Dinner is nice, with some idle chit-chat. The tension between Marcia and I remains, however.
After dinner, we head outside to enjoy the beach. We swim in the clear water for awhile, until we notice that Tom and his friends are back. There's definitely some tension here, but we are able to talk politely for awhile.
"What are you guys planning for tomorrow?" Tom asks.
"Snorkeling, probably." I answer.
"Oh, that sounds like fun!" Ryan says.
"Yeah, Heather is gonna come with us." Lexi adds.
"Maybe we can all go?" Ken suggests.
"I think we'd like that." Steven smiles.
"Plan for it tomorrow morning?" Kayla suggests.
"Great!" Tom responds.
We say goodbye to the guys and head inside. We talk for a little while longer before everyone heads to their own bedrooms. This time, Marcia and Hazel join me in our room. It isn't long before we're all asleep.
Hazel
"Wake up! Wake up!" I hear Ashley's voice call out as I feel the covers fly off my naked body.
"Five more minutes!" I groan as I turn away from Ashley and curl up into a little ball.
"No, now!" Ashley states. Seconds later, I feel a hand slap my bare ass.
"No fair!" I yelp as I roll onto my back and sit up to protect my vulnerable bum. My own fault for presenting such a juicy target, I suppose.
"Good, you're up!" Ashley giggles.
"Bitch." I snap.
"Slut." the blonde replies with a smile.
I just glare at Ashley. I suppose I do need to get up. Stupid to sleep this trip away, still I'd love a day to sleep in. Sighing, I get to my feet and stretch, lifting my arms way above my head as I do so. Then I decide to shower before breakfast.
The first bathroom I go to is locked. I'm about to leave to try the other bathroom when the door opens and Marcia exits. The short girl has a towel wrapped around her body and her dark hair is slicked back.
"Oh, hi!" Marcia says when she sees me.
"Hi!" I reply. "I was just gonna shower."
"All yours!" Marcia responds as she walks by me and pads her way back to our bedroom.
Entering the bathroom, I set my shower stuff down and pull out my hair elastic, allowing my brown hair to fall in a curtain down my back. Turning on the hot water, I step in the shower, sighing as the warm spray hits my sun-kissed skin.
As I wash myself, I begin to think about the last few days. Steven says that he is okay with us and other guys. We've talked this subject to death, yet I still feel some guilt. Ashley and Marcia are fighting now, and everything is so fucked up.
What do I do? I can't help Marcia and Ashley, they'll have to work out their own issues. I just don't want to ever lose what we have; Slut-sisters forever. I love my girls so much. I'm also conflicted about my feelings for Steven.
At first, fucking him was just fun. A way to satisfy my urges and explore my sexuality in a safe environment. Now? Now, I definitely have feelings for him. I can't date him, he's with Lexi. Not to mention my parents will freak if I get involved with a forty year old man. Hell, they still think I'm a virgin.
I was a virgin not too long ago. Now, I blow two guys at the same time and love anal sex. Guess I'm not the innocent girl my parents think I am. Oh well, what they don't know can't hurt me. I really want to take things further with Ken and Ryan, but I keep thinking about my feelings for Steven. What do I do?
I think with my pussy, that's what I do. We've talked this subject to death; Steven is okay with me being with other guys. He and I have a special relationship, just like I have with my girls; we're family. Who I open my mouth and spread my legs for doesn't change that. I need to stop second-guessing my choices.
After finishing my shower, I shut the water off and step out onto the towel on the bathroom floor. Then I dry myself off and wrap a towel around my naked body. Tucking the towel between my breasts, I finish my morning routine. Then I meet everyone for breakfast.
"Nice towel." Lexi says as I enter the kitchen.
"Nice boobs." I reply, complimenting her exposed breasts.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps.
"Good morning, Hazel." Steven says politely.
"Good morning, Handsome." I reply with a sexy wink as I admire his bare chest.
"Get a room, you two." Kayla teases. She is clad only in panties, just like the other girls.
"Gladly!" I say.
"Oh, can I join?" Ashley asks.
"Didn't you get enough last night?" Marcia asks, obviously trying to be friendly with Ashley. It just sounds forced.
"Not even close!" Ashley answers.
"What are we doing today?" Kayla asks.
"Tom and his friends are gonna show us around Bermuda." Steven answers. "We'll go snorkeling this morning, and hiking after lunch. Maybe we'll hit the crystal caves today, too."
"Awesome!" I grin. I'm looking forward to seeing Ken and Ryan again.
We're all too lazy to cook anything, so we end up snacking on pastries for breakfast. I enjoy a blueberry muffin while most of the others heat up waffles. We continue chatting as we enjoy our morning meals.
After breakfast, the six of us change into our bathing suits. We girls slip on cover ups while Steven puts on a t-shirt. Once we pack everything we'll need for the day, we head outside to meet the guys. Our timing is perfect, they show up barely a minute after we do.
"Ready to see Bermuda?" Tom asks.
"Definitely." Kayla responds.
"Lead the way!" Lexi chirps.
"Thanks for doing this, guys." Steven says.
"Hey, no problem." Tom answers. "We love hanging out with your group."
Despite his kind words, there is definitely a lot of tension in the air. John is glaring at Kayla, clearly still pissed about her having left mid-make out. Ashley and Marcia are standing as far away from each other as possible. For his part, Tom will occasionally glance at either Ashley or Marcia, obviously remembering what happened at the party Monday night.
"Let's go!" says Steven.
Steven gets into the drivers seat while we girls pile into the SUV. Tom and his friends get into their own vehicle and lead the way. We actually have quite a bit of a drive to get there. The guys promise us that this snorkeling spot is worth it. Eventually, we park at a nice parking area near the beach.
This place is really nice. There's a beach bar where we can buy drinks and food. We can also rent snorkeling equipment and beach chairs. We rent our equipment and then head to find a spot on the beach to place our towels and chairs. Then we strip down to our bathing suits. We girls pose prettily, getting more than a few admiring glances, from our group and from strangers.
The bay is absolutely breathtaking. The sky is clear, offering us a lovely view as fluffy white clouds float overhead. The sand has a yellow hue to it, unlike the beaches we've been to so far. In addition, the bay is sheltered by an incredible limestone rock formation.
Our group of ten hurries to the shallow water. The guys help us figure out how to use the snorkeling equipment, and soon we are diving beneath the waves. The water is so clear! I can see the most beautiful, colored fish darting around as I swim through the water.
With so many of us, we naturally split off into smaller groups. It's not surprising when I end up with Ken and Ryan, both guys are clearly quite smitten with me. We swim out to the limestone rock formations and dive down.
The guys point out various fish and tell me their names. We see lots of tropical fish, like parrot fish and sergeant majors. Even out by the rocks, the water is shallow. At one point, I stand up in the shallow water and remove my snorkeling gear, I flash the guys a smile and give them each a kiss before I dive back into the ocean and swim away.
About an hour in, Heather meets up with us. The dark-haired girl is as stunning as ever in a sexy pink string bikini. She rents her equipment, sets her beach chair up beside ours, and then joins us in the water.
I spot Heather flirting with Lexi and Steven as the three of them dive in and out of the waves. There are lots of people around, including kids, so no one can do anything dirty. There's no grab-ass or flashing. Still, we have a lot of good, clean fun.
The eleven of us head up to the beach bar and buy our lunches. Ken and Ryan both make a show of trying to pay for my chicken finger basket. I giggle and thank them both. Steven buys for the other girls, including Heather.
When we finish lunch, we snorkel for another hour or so before deciding it is time to go hiking. We head into the bathrooms to change out of our wet bathing suits and into the clothes we brought along. Then we're back in the cars and off to continue our explorations.
We find spots to park our three vehicles, and then the eleven of us start our hike. Bermuda has a beautiful nature reserve with amazing views of the harbor. There are more beaches here as well, but we stick to the hiking trail.
The Arboretum is incredible. There are beautiful birds flying overhead and tropical trees to the sides of the path. The flora and fauna are amazing, and the hike is a great workout. I occasionally hold hands with Ken or Ryan as we walk. I actually spot Steven holding hands with both Lexi and Heather. He is so gonna nail Heather before this week is over.
We find a place to have dinner after hiking for several hours. There's lots of talking and laughing over dinner. Some of the tension still remains, however. John ignores Kayla, Marcia and Ashley have forced conversations with each other while Tom is unsure how to behave around the two girls.



During the meal, Ken decides he should have another party to end the week. We all agree to be at his place after dinner on Friday for another party. Hopefully this one has less drama than the last event.
When we're done eating we decide to head back to our homes. Sadly, Heather has plans with other friends. She says goodbye to all of us, gives Steven a tight hug, and then gets in her car and drives away.
Once back at the rental house, our group decides to sit out at the private beach and enjoy the sunset. It's so romantic. I'm sitting on a beach chair between Ken and Ryan, being lavished with attention from the two guys. I do glance at Steven occasionally, and one time he catches my eyes and gives me a small smile and a slight nod. He approves of what I'm doing. He's such an amazing guy. Lexi is one lucky girl.
The guys light the bonfire and soon we're all gazing into the mesmerizing flames as the sun sets on this lovely day. We all sip on our alcoholic beverage of choice as we talk and laugh. Ken and Ryan continue to flirt with me, and I can feel myself getting wet. Oh, they are so getting lucky.
"We should head back to our place." Tom eventually says a couple hours later.
"Right." John grunts as he stands up.
"We had a great day!" Lexi chirps.
"Yeah, it was amazing." Kayla adds.
"Thank you again for showing us around!" Steven says as he stands up and shakes hands with Tom.
"It was our pleasure." Tom replies.
"Later, boys!" Ashley waves.
"Bye." Marcia says quietly, pointedly not looking at Tom.
"Maybe you'd like to come back to our place and have another drink?" Ken asks me.
"I think I'd like that." I say, glancing once more at Steven, who nods.
"Great!" Ryan adds as he stands up and offers me his hand.
I take Ryan's hand and he helps me to my feet. I glance over at my girlfriends, all of whom give me knowing smiles. I offer a cute wink and stick out my tongue before turning and taking Ken's hand as well. Then I follow the group of four guys inside.
Tom and John end up sitting in their living room and watching television. John has a nasty look on his face and I can tell he's very annoyed. He clearly wants pussy from one of us girls and thinks he won't be getting it this trip. Whatever, his problem, not mine.
"Have a good night guys!" Ken says while holding my hand.
"Good night!" Tom replies with a smile.
"Night." John says shortly.
Ken and Ryan lead me through the house and into the kitchen. They grab a few drinks before taking me into a bedroom, I'm not even sure whose it is. I don't care. There's a large bed in the corner of the room, as well as a couple pieces of furniture, but all in all, it's a very basic bedroom.
"Have a seat." Ken says smoothly.
"Thanks!" I reply as I sit myself down on the edge of the bed.
"Your drink." Ryan smiles as he hands me a wine cooler.
"A girl could get used to this." I smirk before taking a sip.
"That's the idea, Babe." Ken grins as he sits down beside me.
Ryan grabs the desk chair, spins it around, and plops down onto it. He's a few feet away from me, and I catch him admiring my smooth, tan legs. Ken wraps an arm around my shoulders as Ryan starts some music playing on his phone.
"Did you have a good day?" Ryan asks me.
"Very good, thank you!" I gush.
"Glad to hear it!" Ken adds.
"It was really nice of you guys to show us around." I say.
"It was our pleasure." Ken answers.
"Did you enjoy the views?" I ask.
"I'm enjoying the view right now." Ryan whispers as he admires my tight, young body. I'm wearing jean shorts and a cute top which shows off my cleavage and about an inch of my belly. My hair is in its usual long ponytail.
"I meant of nature!" I laugh. "The fish, the trees!"
"Oh, well, you didn't specify." Ryan shrugs innocently. "But yes, we did."
"Though they can't compare to you." Ken adds as he squeezes my shoulder.
"Silly boys!" I admonish as I grip Ken's knee tightly.
We continue to flirt as the night wears on. The music is soft and relaxing, and I soon have a nice buzz going on. I'm having a great time. Thoughts of Steven and my girls do occasionally intrude upon me, but I push them away. I love all of them, they know I'm here, and they approve. All is well.
"That was a very nice kiss earlier today." Ken eventually says.
"Oh, do you want another?" I reply as I set my now-empty drink down on the floor.
"I would like that very much." Ken answers as he lightly grips my chin so he can turn my head to face him.
My eyes dart down to his lips before flicking back up to his eyes. Then I slowly close my eyes as I lean in. Ken leans in as well. I forget all about Ryan watching us as I lock lips with Ken. His lips are soft, and I really enjoy kissing him.
Ken reaches a hand up to lightly caress my face as we kiss. I draw his tongue into my mouth and moan softly as I start to suck on it. His other hand grips my shoulder, holding me close as our bodies press together.
Feeling bold, I slid my hand up Ken's thigh and begin to caress his bulge. I feel him suck in a breath against my lips when I first make contact. He pushes himself closer to me, his strong hand gripping my shoulder as the fingers of his other hand lightly trail down my cheek.
"You're so hard." I whisper against his lips.
"You make me hard, Baby." Ken replies.
I unsnap his shorts and pull down the zipper. Then I reach inside and wrap my hand around his warm flesh. He really is rock hard. I can feel him throbbing in my grip as I extract his member from his shorts and boxers, exposing it to the soft light in the room.
"Fuck, that feels good." Ken groans as he places both hands on the mattress and tosses his head back.
"She's good with her hands, isn't she?" Ryan asks.
"Fuck yeah, she is!" Ken replies as I keep stroking him.
"I'm better with my mouth." I say as I glance over at Ryan and stick my tongue out at him. I can see the massive bulge in his shorts and know I'm getting to him as well.
"Prove it." Ken dares me as Ryan just watches.
I smile mischievously at Ken and peck his lips. Then I slip off the bed and drop to my knees. I grip his shorts and have him lift his butt so that I can pull his shorts and boxers off. Next, I place my hands on his knees and spread his legs so that I can get between them. I'm now kneeling on the floor between Ken's legs, his erection staring me right in the face.
I grasp his member in my soft hand and start stroking it as I look up at Ken and lick my lips. Looking back down at his cock, I start planting kisses all over the shaft. I press his dick to my face affectionately before pulling away from it to lick the tip. Only then do I open my mouth and engulf the top half of his cock.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" Ken groans as he squeezes the edge of the bed with both hands.
Smiling around his shaft, I start bobbing my head in the standard blowjob motion. My long ponytail is hanging down my back as I suck dick. I rest my hands on his spread thighs as my cheeks cave in from the force of my sucking.
"You've seen us." Ryan states from the other side of the room a couple minutes into Ken's blowjob. "Can we see you?"
"Yeah, show us!" Ken gasps while enjoying my mouth.
I pull off of Ken with a slurp and turn to face Ryan while stroking Ken. Ryan's dick is out. He's fully erect and staring at me with a look of pure lust. I love it! I smile and give him a sexy wink before releasing Ken's cock.
Standing up, I back up until I'm in the center of the room, forming a triangle with the two guys. Then I start swaying to the music. I lift up my shirt and show the guys my flat stomach, before teasingly lowering my shirt again. Then I spin around and show them my jean-clad butt. Turning around, I slap my ass as I look at the guys with lust.
Only once both boys are stroking themselves while watching me do I lift my shirt up and over my head. I pull my ponytail through my shirt and toss it aside. Reaching behind my back, I unhook my bra. Shrugging my shoulders forward, I pull my bra away from my chest, exposing my B-cup breasts to the lustful gazes of two men for the first time.
"Wow." Ryan moans.
"I-I know they're not very big," I mumble as I squeeze my boobs, "but I hope you like them."
"They're perfect, Baby." Ken says sincerely as he strokes his spit-slicked shaft.
"I think Ryan has watched enough. It's his turn now." I wink at Ken before sashaying my way over to Ryan.
"Works for me!" Ryan says as he pushes his pants and boxers down to his ankles and steps out of them.
Less than a minute later, I'm on my knees with Ryan's cock in my mouth. Ryan wraps my ponytail around his wrist and starts encouraging me to take him deeper. I open my mouth wide and deep throat Ryan, making him gasp as I gag and drool with my lips wrapped around his base.
With a cough, I pull off his cock. Then I grasp the base and lift my body so my breasts are level with Ryan's shaft. I slap my own boob with the head of his dick several times before pressing it between my cleavage.
"Damn, that's hot." Ken gasps as he looks at my naked back, partially obscured by my ponytail.
Releasing his shaft, I grab both of my tits and squish them around his cock. I then begin raising and lowering my body, giving Ryan a titty-fuck. Ryan looks down at me and moans, pre-cum oozing from his dick.
"That looks yummy." I say as I admire the big drop of pre-cum at his tip.
"Feel free to taste it, Baby." Ryan replies.
I pull his cock out of my tits and swoop in to take his mushroom head between my lips. Lashing his tip with my tongue, I lap up his pre-cum and swallow it down. I then start humming along his shaft as I resume Ryan's blowjob.
"Mm, mm, mm." I moan as I grip his thighs and suck his dick.
"Oh, shit! Fuck!" Ryan gasps as he grips my ponytail.
With only that statement as warning, Ryan begins to ejaculate in my mouth. I cough, a few drops of cum flying out of my mouth as the first shot surprises me. I squeeze his thighs as I cough and turn my head so that his cum doesn't go straight down my throat. The next few blasts coat my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
I clamp my lips down onto his shaft and drain the rest of his orgasm into my willing mouth. Then I pull off his cock and gape my mouth to show him his cum. I can feel the way his cum is stretched between my tongue and the roof of my mouth. I then close my mouth and swallow his entire load in one big gulp.
"You're amazing." Ryan gasps as I hold the base of his cock while planting soft kisses along his tip.
"My turn, Babe?" Ken calls out from his spot on the bed.
"No." I state as I release Ryan's cock and stand up. "My turn."
The guys watch as I back up so that they can both get a clear view of me. Unbuttoning my jean shorts, I slip them down my legs, along with my panties. Both guys' eyes go wide as my slit comes into view. Stepping out of my shorts and underwear, I now stand before both men, completely nude and exposed. I spin around to give them a quick view of my bare ass before I gesture to them.
"I shouldn't be the only one naked." I say.
Both guys stand up and remove their shirts. They are now as naked as I am. I run my hands along my body as they admire my nude, tan frame. Then I sashay over to the bed and climb onto it. I seductively crawl along the bed until I can turn around and lay my head down on the pillow.
"Come eat me?" I ask as I spread my legs wide, exposing my innermost secrets for their viewing pleasure.
"Gladly, Babe." Ken says as he climbs up on the bed and kneels between my spread legs.
My knees are bent and my feet are planted firmly on the mattress as Ken admires my vulva. He runs his fingers down my slit while inhaling the scent of my womanhood. Ken then rubs my clit with the tips of his fingers before leaning forward and pushing his tongue between my labia.
"Oh, my God, yes!" I throw my head back and moan as I grip my calves tightly.
I glance over at Ryan, who is watching me getting eaten out. The naked guy is sitting on the desk chair and admiring my titties. I give him a playful smile before closing my eyes and concentrating on the feelings Ken is causing.
Ken is decent at eating pussy, not great, but definitely acceptable. I bury my hands in his hair, my fingers clawing at his scalp as I roll my hips to try and show him the best spots to lick. Fortunately, he gets the hint and starts tonguing my clit as he buries two fingers inside me.
"Yeah, just like that! Keep going, keep going!" I beg.
I hold his head to my crotch as I buck my hips against his face. It takes a couple minutes, but soon I can feel the familiar tingling that indicates an impending release. My toes curl as I cry out my orgasm to the room.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I screech. "Fuck me! Please! Fuck me now!"
Ken doesn't need to be told twice. He climbs up my body and settles into position on top of me. Grasping his shaft at the base, he swipes it through my labia before slapping my clit with it. He then pushes inside me.
"Fuck, you're tight!" he grunts as he stretches me.
"You're so hard, Baby!" I groan.
For the first time since our group formed, a man besides Steven is inside me. I feel a momentary twinge of guilt, but it quickly fades. I want to do this. Steven and the girls are all okay with me doing this. I can let go and enjoy myself. So I do.
As Ryan watches, Ken plants his hands on either side of me and starts thrusting in and out of my tight hole. He's not nearly as big as Steven, but he still feels good inside me. I wrap my long legs around him as I roll my hips to meet his thrusts.
"How does she feel?" Ryan asks after watching me getting boned for a couple minutes.
"So. Fucking. Good." Ken grunts as he pushes his cock to the hilt inside me.
"Mm, am I nice and tight for you?" I ask as I grab his butt and squeeze. At the same time, I clench my vaginal muscles around his cock.
"Fuck, yes!" Ken groans.
"You're so hard and throbbing in my little pussy!" I coo, trying my best to turn him on. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
Ken happily obliges, thrusting into my tight, wet cunt at a steady and rapid pace. I glance over and see that Ryan is fully hard again. Two beautiful cocks standing tall for me. Oh, fuck! I throw back my head and orgasm on Ken's dick.
"You're making me cum again, Baby! You're making me cum!" I scream as my pussy muscles squeeze his cock.
"Holy shit, you're amazing." Ken moans.
"You like that? You like that, Baby?" I coo as I roll my hips to meet his thrusts.
"She's so fucking hot." Ryan announces.
"Can I cum in you?" Ken asks in a thick voice.
"Yes!" I hiss as I nod rapidly. "Fill me, fill me, fill me!"
Ken presses his body against mine, squishing my breasts to my chest as he grips the top of my head. He lets out a loud groan as his cock swells. I moan happily when I feel him start to squirt inside of me.
"Mm, cum inside me, Baby!" I moan.
Ken stays inside of me as he slowly works his cock in and out of me several times. Only then does he pull out of my messy pussy and rolls off of me. I lay panting, my breasts heaving and my cunt exposed.
"I need to clean up." I say as I sit up and place a hand over my cunt. "Do you have a robe I can wear?"
"Sure, Babe." Ryan answers as he stands up and finds a robe for me.
"Thanks." I reply as I slip on the robe and head out into the hallway.
"Oh, hi." John grunts when he walks out of the bathroom.
"Hi." I reply as I give him a fake smile and hold the robe tightly around my body. "I was just heading to the bathroom."
"All yours." John says as walks by me.
I head into the bathroom and sit on the toilet to pee. Then I clean my messy hole with a handful of tissues. Once I'm clean, I wash my hands and head back to the bedroom, where I find Ken and Ryan, still naked. Ken is laying in bed and Ryan is still seated on the chair.
"Lose the robe." Ken says smoothly.
"Oh, this robe?" I ask as I pose in the robe.
"Yeah, that robe." Ryan adds from the chair.
"Well, since you boys are naked, I suppose it's only fair." I say as I open the robe and drop it to the floor, revealing my charms.
"Very fair." Ken says as he admires my naked body.
"I think it's your turn now." I say to Ryan as I approach him and place my hands on his knees.
"Is that so?" he asks as he looks into my eyes.
"Yes." I purr. I take his hand and pull him to his feet.
"Your wish is my command!" Ryan laughs.
"Get up." I say, looking at Ken.
Ken gets off the bed and stands off to the side, his half-hard dick swinging between his legs. I then climb up onto the bed and kneel on all fours. I toss my ponytail down my back as I wiggle my butt in Ryan's direction.
"Fuck me like a dog!" I order.
"Holy shit!" Ken gasps.
Ryan just smiles and gets on the bed behind me. I can soon feel his hands on my ass, lightly caressing me. Then he takes the tip of his cock and rubs it all along my vulva. Once he's slotted at my opening, I push back and take him inside.
"You were right, man," Ryan says, "she's so tight!"
"Told you!" Ken laughs. "Enjoy her!"
Ryan grips my hips and starts fucking me in the standard doggystyle position. I look straight ahead, my teeth bared and clenched as I grunt with every thrust. I can see Ken watching my facial expressions as I take it from behind, his cock growing harder.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" I beg.
With one hand staying on my hip, Ryan reaches forward with his other hand and grabs my ponytail. He then yanks back hard, causing my head to snap back. Holy shit, this feels good. I push my ass back to meet his thrusts as he holds my hair.
"Spank me!" I grunt a minute later.
Ken is now stroking himself as Ryan releases his hip and raises his hand. He brings that hand down hard on my ass, causing my butt cheek to ripple as a loud slap echoes throughout the room. The entire time, he's holding me by the ponytail so he can drill me from behind.
"You are amazing." Ken groans as he strokes himself.
"Get up on the bed!" I order Ken. "I wanna suck your cock while Ryan fucks me."
Ryan actually stops fucking me for a second, obviously shocked by my statement. He quickly resumes thrusting into my body as Ken climbs up on the bed to feed me his cock. I willingly take him into my mouth and start sucking.
"Mm, mm, mm." I moan as I take a dick at each end.
I'm being spit-roasted. Holy shit, I'm being spit-roasted. Just that realization causes me to have an orgasm. I scream as my back arches and I bounce between Ken and Ryan, my entire body on fire as electricity shoots out to my very fingertips.
"She's cumming on my cock!" Ryan announces.
"Keep going!" Ken says as he pushes his cock down my throat.
Ryan is holding my hair back with one hand as he grips my hip with the other and fucks me with his cock. Ken is alternating between holding my head and playing with my tits. I'm in heaven. A cock-filled heaven.
"Mm, fuck me!" I groan around Ken's dick.
For several minutes, the two of them use my holes for their pleasure. I cum and pant, and then cum again. It's amazing. Then I realize that the guys might not last much longer. There's one more thing I want to try.
"I-I wanna switch positions." I stammer when I take Ken out of my mouth.
"How do you want us, Babe?" Ryan asks as he releases my hair and holds onto my butt with both hands.
"Pull out of me." I say to Ryan, who complies.
I knee-walk to the side of the bed and have Ryan get out of the way. Then I instruct Ken to lay down. I straddle Ken and lower my pussy down onto him. I bounce on his length several times before laying my breasts down onto his chest. I then reach back and spread my cheeks as I glance over my shoulder at Ryan.
"Stick it in my ass!" I order.
"Holy shit, seriously?" Ryan asks, clearly in shock.



"Yes!" I hiss. "I want it in my butt!"
"I've never done anal before." Ryan admits.
"It's just a tighter hole." I explain as Ken starts slowly thrusting his hips upward so he can enjoy my pussy. "Just get something to use as lube and shove it in. But go slow!"
"O-okay." Ryan says as he finds some petroleum jelly.
"Put some on your finger and then stick your finger in my butt." I instruct. "Then replace your finger with your cock."
Ryan sticks a lube-coated finger up my butt and works it in and out of me several times. Moments after he pulls his finger away, I feel Ryan's cock poking at my rear entrance. I hold my cheeks wide apart to make his entry easier.
"FUCK!" I gasp as I feel his tip pop into my ass.
"Are you okay?" Ryan asks as Ken lightly caresses my face with his fingertips. He can see the pain in my expression and is worried about me. So sweet!
"I'm good!" I grunt through clenched teeth. "Keep! Going!"
This feels so good. Ken's cock is stretching my pussy as Ryan's dick burrows up my ass. Soon, both boys are fully embedded inside me. I grip the sheets with desperate strength and pull them as I'm DP'd.
"Fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass! Fuck my holes!" I screech as I take one cock in my pussy and the other up my bum.
My tan body is sandwiched between these two muscular guys as they use my body. I start cumming. I start screaming. I'm sure the entire house can hear me, in fact, Steven and the girls may be able to hear me from next door.
"I'm cumming, I'm CUMMING!" I scream as a series of intense, multiple orgasms wash over me.
The guys keep fucking me for a couple minutes. I cum again and again and again. I can feel sweat running down my body. From the grunts and groans the two guys are making, I know the climax is approaching.
"I can't take it anymore, fuck!" Ken grunts as he arches his hips and explodes inside me
"I'm gonna cum, too! Holy shit!" Ryan gasps. Cum starts spurting up my bum.
I now get to experience the incredibly strange, yet erotic, sensation of having cum squirt in two holes at once. All that's missing is a dick for my mouth! My nostrils flare as a final orgasm hits me, making my toes curl.
Both guys pull out of me and I roll off of Ken. The guys get off the bed and look down at me. I'm sure I'm a sight; covered in sweat as cum leaks out of my pussy and ass. Ryan hands me some tissues and I clean up my holes. Then the guys head out to each find a bathroom.
"Fuck, put some clothes on!" John's voice calls out when Ken and Ryan leave.
"Oops, sorry!" Ken says.
"Sorry, man!" Ryan replies.
"You can stay naked." John says.
I look up and see him standing in the doorway, leering down at me. He's wearing a pair of lounge pants. I sit up and cross one arm over my chest, concealing my breasts as my other hand covers my cunt. He's kind of an ass sometimes, but overall, I don't dislike him. Other than ignoring Kayla, he's been very friendly most of the day.
"Whatever." I say. "Here to leer at me, pervert?"
"Sorry." he replies, and he actually looks like he means it. "I was just heading up to bed when Ken and Ryan walked out naked."
"Sorry you had to see that." I giggle.
"Yeah, me too." John laughs. "It was worth it to see you though."
"I never said you could look at me naked." I say, slightly annoyed.
"The door was wide open, but yeah, sorry about that..." he mumbles.
"It's fine." I sigh as I lower my arms, exposing my breasts and vulva.
"C-can I, I mean, do you want to...?" John asks as he admires my body.
"Do I want to...?" I inquire with a smirk, knowing full well what he wants.
"Can I have a turn?" he finishes.
"What a sweet way to ask it." I roll my eyes.
"I-I mean, yeah, you're right. I'm sorry." John says as he turns to leave. "Never mind."
"Wait!" I call out. Yeah, I shouldn't do this, but the other guys are off getting cleaned up, and I'm still horny. Plus, it's spring break!
"Yeah?" he asks, looking hopeful.
"Come take your turn." I giggle as I lay back on the bed and spread my legs.
He's on me in seconds. He kisses all along my neck and down to my breasts, cupping them together as he kisses along what little cleavage is created. Then he pushes his lounge pants and boxers down his legs, freeing his cock. Moments later, he's in me.
"Mm, fuck you feel so good inside me." I moan for his pleasure.
John places his hands on my boobs as he looms over me, thrusting into my pussy. The way he's mauling my tits feels so fucking good. My hard nipples are pressing into his palms. I begin rolling my hips to meet his thrusts as I moan and pant loudly.
"Looks like we've been gone for too long!" I hear Ken laugh.
"She found a replacement for us!" Ryan adds.
"Whatever!" I call out as I take John's dick.
Yeah, I'm fucking a third guy tonight. While John is inside me, I feel another twinge of guilt. I push it down though. We've talked the subject to death; Steven is okay with this. I'm having fun. I'm thinking of my pussy. Speaking of my pussy, it's currently taking a pounding as John goes to town on top of me.
"That's it, fuck me! Fuck me hard!" I beg.
"You feel so good!" John groans.
"You too, Baby!" I coo. "You're so hard! I can feel you throbbing inside me! Oh, keep going! Yes, right there! Right there!"
I grip his upper arms as I enjoy the ride. After a few minutes, his thrusts become more urgent. I tighten my hole for his pleasure as he buries himself to the hilt and starts shooting. I have a tiny orgasm just from the feel of semen coating my womb.
"Mm, that's it, cum inside me." I whisper in his ear.
John reaches between us and grasps his shaft. He then slowly eases himself out of me and sits up. Then he pulls up his lounge pants and boxers before getting out of bed. I take some more tissues to clean up my pussy.
"Thanks, Babe. That was amazing." John says.
"Anytime." I giggle.
"Really? Anytime?" John asks.
"We'll see if you get a repeat performance." I laugh. "For now, be happy you got some pussy."
"Oh, I am!" John laughs as he heads out the door.
"Mind if a girl stays the night?" I ask.
"Sure!" Ken says.
"Fuck, yes!" Ryan adds.
"Thanks!" I laugh.
I get out of bed and find my phone. It's in my jean shorts. Then I text our group chat and Steven, letting them know I'm safe, and staying the night here. I get one quick reply from Kayla, calling me a Slut playfully. I just smirk and set the phone down. Then I climb into bed.
Normally, two straight guys wouldn't want to share a bed. However, with a naked girl between them, they don't seem to mind. I fall asleep to the sounds of their heavy breathing as I rest my head on Ken's chest. What an ending to this lovely Wednesday.



        Birthday Pool Party Ch. 22

        Spring Break Part 04.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/birthday-pool-party-ch-22

Title: Birthday Pool Party Ch. 22

Author: WittyUserName

Category: Group Sex

Description: Spring Break Part 04.

Tags: blowjob, 18 year old, anal sex, drama, cum swallow, creampie, lesbian, spring break, 18-year-old, oral sex

Series: Birthday Pool Party
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Kayla
I'm laying on John's bed with him on top of me. My legs are spread and my sundress is riding up my thighs as he lightly caresses my face. I can feel his bulge pressing against my pantie-clad crotch as we grind and kiss. He gasps softly against my lips when I bury my hand in his hair and pull him tightly against me.
His hand finds my breast, and I moan lightly when he begins to touch me from outside my sundress. My bare foot runs along his leg as he slips his hand into my dress and bra to cup my warm flesh. As he plays with my tit, John starts planting soft kisses along my neck and I tilt my head back to give him room.
John extracts my boob from my sundress and I can feel the cool air in the room hit my sensitive nipple. I groan when John pinches my nipple; the combination of his kisses, our grinding, and his hand on my tit is making me wet.
A sense of urgency suddenly grips John and he reaches between us. Without bothering to remove any of our clothes, he extracts his cock from his shorts. He then pushes my panties to the side, exposing my soaked slit. John lifts his head and our eyes lock as he lunges forward, burying himself inside me.
"Oh, my God, you are so fucking tight!" he groans as he begins working himself in and out of me.
I arch my back and moan while feeling his penis fill my vagina. My exposed breast bounces freely in the air when John releases it and plants his hands firmly on the mattress. His thrusts speed up as I wrap my legs around him, pulling him into me.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant as I bury my hand in his hair.
It's quick and dirty sex. I love it! John is thrusting hard and fast, his shorts down just enough to free his hard dick. I have one tit out and my panties are still on; I can feel his cock pushing by the strap of my underwear to enter me and stretch my little hole.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" John grunts after only being inside me for a couple minutes.
"Cum inside me, Baby! That's it, cum for Kayla!" I coo as my fingers caress the back of his head.
"Ah, fuck!" he groans as he buries himself to the hilt.
I can feel him swell, stretching my vaginal walls even further as I feel the sensation of squirting inside me. Warmth blooms in my womb as ropes of cum fill me. The sensation triggers my orgasm, and I cry out in pleasure.
"Thanks, Babe. That was great!" John says as he eases himself out of my messy cunt.
He then lifts himself off of me and puts his cock back in his shorts. I take some tissues from the bedside table and sit up to clean up my pussy before pulling my underwear back into place. When I throw the tissues away, I glance over and realize that we aren't alone.
Standing in the doorway, clearly having just watched me get railed, are Tom, Ken, and Ryan. The boys' arms are crossed and they have small grins on their faces. I smile when I realize that they still have a great view; my tit is still hanging out of my sundress and my legs are spread wide, revealing my panties.
"Hello, boys!" I say with a saucy grin, making no effort to cover myself.
"She's one hell of a fuck." John states as he smirks at me, his arms crossed.
"Get naked, Baby." Tom orders, taking charge.
I giggle and stand up. Then I push my sundress down to my feet and step out of it, leaving me clad in just my matching dark blue bra and panties. One boob is hanging out of my bra, so I don't waste any time reaching behind my back and unhooking it. I then stand before four men wearing nothing but a pair of lace undies.
"Lose the panties." Ken grins as he gestures toward me.
"I shouldn't be the only one naked!" I giggle.
"Deal, Babe!" Ryan says as he takes off his shirt.
The other three guys follow suit, removing their shirts and showing off their muscular upper bodies. Then they continue undressing. Soon, all four guys are naked, their hard cocks pointed straight at me. Life is good.
"Ready to suck some dick?" Tom asks as he approaches me, flanked by Ken and Ryan.
"Yeah!" I say enthusiastically. "Let's get some cock in me!"
I drop to my knees and engulf Tom's hard dick. Then I reach out with both hands to grasp Ken and Ryan. While sucking Tom, I stroke Ken and Ryan, their beautiful cocks looking so big in my tiny hands. I glance over and see that John is stroking himself while watching me give head.
I work my way around the circle of hot guys, knee-walking from one man to the next, giving sloppy head to each and every cock I can get my little mouth on. My head is bobbing rapidly, inhaling dick after dick. I'm in heaven. A cock-filled heaven.
My hands are always full of dick, and I'm stroking away. Sadly, I can only suck and stroke three cocks at once. I can't get to the fourth penis, and whichever guy I'm not servicing will masturbate while staring at my tits, or my cock-filled mouth.
Ryan grips my head and starts fucking my face, using my mouth as if it were a pussy. Drool is running from my lips and dangling from my chin as he holds my raven locks. I leave my mouth hanging open and make the sexiest gagging noises I can.
Moving to Ken, I lift my body and place his cock between my breasts. He squeezes my boobs around his shaft and proceeds to fuck my tits while I stroke Ryan and Tom, who are standing in front of me. John pushes in beside me and slaps my face with his dick. I turn and take him between my lips. I'm now surrounded by four men, servicing all of them at once. I cum without even touching my pussy.
"I have to try out her pussy." Tom states. "Lose the panties and get on the bed."
I stand up and walk over to the bed. Laying down, I bend my knees and plant my feet on the mattress. Then, with the guys watching me, I slide my panties down my legs. I toss them to John, who catches them and holds them in the air, laughing.
The four men admire my shaved cunt as I run my fingers along my slit. I then slip two fingers through my labia and spread myself open, showing the boys my pink interior. As one, they approach the bed.
I'm turned onto my hands and knees as Tom gets behind me and pushes into my pussy. I moan and throw my head back, arching my back to show off my body. Ken gets on the bed in front of me and feeds me his cock. Ryan and John are on either side of me, reaching beneath me to play with my tits.
"Mm, mm, mm." I hum around Ken's dick.
"That's it, suck my dick." Ken encourages as he buries his hands in my hair.
"How's she feel, man?" Ryan asks.
"So. Fucking. Good!" Tom says, punctuating each word with a hard thrust.
The guys start getting rough with me. Ryan and John are squeezing my tits and pinching my nipples. Ken is fucking my face, forcing me to deep throat him. Tom spanks me hard, making me cry out around Ken's cock. My body shudders as an orgasm shoots through me, making my toes curl. I love being spit-roasted.
"Holy shit, she's cumming on my cock!" Tom groans as he holds my hips and rides me through my orgasm.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I screech the instant Ken pulls his cock from between my lips.
Ken slaps my face with his cock as my body jerks back and forth from the force of Tom's thrusts. He then lifts his cock and presents his balls to my mouth. I start licking Ken's nuts while taking it from behind.
Soon, Ken steps aside and Ryan presents his cock to my willing mouth. I happily suck on Ryan while Tom pounds me for several minutes. I cum twice more, arching my back as my tits jiggle wildly on my chest.
"Let's make her airtight!" Tom suggests.
"Fuck yeah, man, let's do that!" Ryan agrees as he reaches down to squeeze both of my boobies.
Soon I find myself on top of Ryan, straddling him as I take his cock up my cunt. I then lower my breasts down onto him, exposing my ass to Tom. Tom takes full advantage and enters my asshole, making me scream. John and Ken kneel on either side of my head, and John grabs me by the hair so he can shove his cock down my throat. I'm airtight.
I alternate between sucking on John and Ken while Ryan and Tom plow away at my pussy and ass. Tom his holding my ass cheeks, spreading me open so he can fuck me up the bum. Ryan is holding my hips as he thrusts up and into me.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Ken warns.
I spit out John's cock and turn my head just in time. The instant my lips close around Ken's tip he starts shooting. I gulp down the first rope of cum, shivering as the sticky fluid slides down my throat. Then I hold the rest of his load in my mouth so I can show him what a good girl I am.
Showing Ken his cum in my mouth, he smiles and squeezes my boob before ordering me to swallow. I comply with Ken's orders and swallow happily. Then I turn my head and take John back in my mouth.
I'm sucking on John, bobbing my head back and forth on him, all while Ryan fucks my pussy and Tom claims my ass. I moan around John's cock, drool running from my lips as I cum yet again. My pussy clamps down on Ryan as I lay sandwiched between him and Tom.
"Fuck, she's too tight! I'm cumming!" Ryan announces.
"I'm cumming, too!" Tom grunts.
I feel cum shooting into my ass and my pussy. I let out a full-throat scream around John's hard dick as a I cum three times in rapid succession. I have cum breath, I can feel cum coating my womb as more fills my bowels.
"Oh God, fill me! Fill both my holes! I want your cum! I want it all!" I shout when I pull of John's dick.
Tom pulls out of my ass and gives it a slap before he steps off the bed. Ken and John get off the bed as well. Ryan then grabs my hips and rolls me off of him. I land on the bed with a giggle, my tits bouncing.
"Get on your knees!" John groans as he reaches out to me.
John grabs me by the hair and yanks me roughly off the bed. I drop to my knees in front of him as he starts stroking his cock. Gripping John's thighs, I take his balls in my mouth as he strokes himself and moans.
"Getting close." John grunts. "Get ready for it!"
"Cum on my face, Baby!" I coo before resuming giving his balls a tongue-bath.
John uses his grip on my hair to pull my head back. I open my mouth, stick out my tongue, and say 'ah' as he aims his cock at my face. After about fifteen seconds, he lets out a groan and the first rope of cum splatters across my face. The second goes straight into my mouth. As I'm swallowing, John aims lower and paints my tits with the remainder of his seed. I can feel cum dripping off my tits, and a big dollop drops onto my thigh.
"More! I need more! I need more cock! I need more cum!" I beg wantonly as I wiggle my tight, cum-covered body.
That's when I wake up. It's Thursday morning and I'm laying naked in my bed in Bermuda. I'm on my stomach with my tits pressing into the mattress and one arm under the pillow. Dried drool is coating the pillow, while more is stuck to my chin.
"Another dream?" Lexi's voice asks.
"Huh?" I turn my head to look at the other side of the bed. Lexi spent the night with me last night, I remember now.
"Another group sex dream?" Lexi clarifies her question. She's sitting nude on the comforter, cross-legged as she looks at me.
"Y-you could tell I was dreaming?" I mumble sleepily as I toss the covers off of my body and roll over to face Lexi, baring my breasts to her gaze.
"Yes." she confirms with a nod while looking at me with an affectionate smile. "You were making the cutest happy moaning noises. I think you came in your sleep at least twice just while I was watching."
"Oh, my God." I groan as I rub my eyes. She's not wrong, I can feel how sopping wet my pussy is.
"So, it was a gang-bang dream?" Lexi asks again.
"Yeah, only this time it wasn't just random guys I didn't know." I answer. "I dreamed about Tom and the guys."
"Oh." Lexi states simply.
"Yeah..." I trail off.
"You know, I won't try and stop you if you really want to go through with it." Lexi says.
"Thank you, but I can't do that to Ian. You were right before, some fantasies should stay fantasies." I tell her.
"Good." Lexi says, a fresh smile appearing on her lightly freckled face.
"Fuck, I'm wet." I say as I reach a hand between my legs and feel my juices immediately coat my fingertips.
"Really? Can I have a taste?" Lexi asks, her grin turning predatory.
"Sure!" I say as I reach over and push my fingers into Lexi's mouth.
"Mm." she rolls her eyes to meet mine as she sucks my feminine nectar from my fingers. She pushes her tongue between my two fingers as she sucks on them.
"Wanna taste from the source?" I ask.
"Lay back, Slut." Lexi orders when she removes my fingers from her mouth.
"Yes, Mistress." I purr as I lay on my back, causing my breasts to stand out and proud from my chest. I spread my legs, shamelessly exposing myself.
"Fuck, that looks delicious." she says when she moves between my legs and admires my gash.
"Taste me, Mistress?" I suggest coyly.
"Hold your legs back for me." Lexi orders.
I immediately comply, grabbing my legs behind the knee and spreading myself wide open for my best friend. Lexi grips my upper thighs and buries her face in my cunt. I squeeze my legs as my toes curl and I throw my head back, moaning in pleasure.
"Oh, Lexi!" I cry out as she shakes her head rapidly from side to side.
With Lexi's talented tongue, it only takes a couple minutes before I'm screeching out an orgasm. My legs shake as Lexi sucks on my clit. As soon as I start to come down, Lexi shoves two fingers in my snatch and curls them up against my G-spot.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" I scream as I experience a second, much more intense, orgasm. I release my legs, letting them fall to the bed as I bury my hands in Lexi's auburn hair.
"You've been a bad Slut, Kayla." Lexi admonishes as she pulls way from my pussy. "Dreaming about getting gang-banged."
"I know!" I call out. "I'm such a dirty girl!"
"You need to be punished." she states as she grabs my hips and flips me onto my tummy. "Lift your hands to the headboard."
I lift my hands up to the headboard and wait as Lexi gets up and starts rummaging around in the room. I can't see what she's doing from this position. A minute later, the redhead returns and handcuffs me to the headboard.
"Get up on your knees." she orders.
I raise my ass into the air as I remain handcuffed to the bed. My upper body is slightly raised so that my tits swing beneath me, my nipples lightly brushing the sheet. Lexi then gets behind me and slaps my ass, making me cry out in pain and pleasure.
"Bad Slut!" Lexi shouts. "All you want is cock, isn't it!"
"I need cock!" I groan.
"Apologize!" she orders as she spanks me again.
"I'm sorry, Mistress!" I cry out.
"Why are you sorry, Slut?" Lexi asks as she spanks both my cheeks in rapid succession.
"Because I'm a dirty, cock-loving Slut!" I answer as I feel my pussy twitch. "I'm gonna cum just from being spanked. Oh, God."
"I didn't say you could cum, Slut." she says as she slaps my ass, making my butt-cheek ripple.
"Oh, God!" I bite my lower lip, trying to resist my orgasm. My hands pull against the cuffs as the sheet stimulates my hard nipples.
"Do you wanna cum?" Lexi asks in a soft voice as her tiny hand massages my red bum.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Please let me cum! Please spank me! Punish me!"
"Cum!" Lexi roars as she shoves two fingers up my cunt while her other hand spanks me multiple times, alternating between each cheek.
"Cumming!" I scream as my pussy clamps down on Lexi's fingers while gushing juices.
"That's a good Slut." Lexi coos as she works her fingers in and out of me. She slaps my ass again, making my cunt twitch.
"C-can I have your cock, Mistress?" I ask as I flip my raven hair over my shoulder and look back at Lexi.
"I suppose so." Lexi says.
Lexi gets off the bed to go get the strap-on. I crane my neck to watch her slip into the harness and get it into place. A minute later, Lexi is back on the bed, kneeling behind me. The gorgeous redhead rubs the tip of the fake cock along my slit, getting it nice and wet with my juices.
"Please fuck me, Mistress!" I beg as I push my ass backwards, trying to get the dildo inside me.
"Be patient, Slut!" she orders as she spanks me again. Fuck, I can feel how red my butt is. I love it!
It feels like Lexi teases me forever, but it's really only a few seconds before she finally pushes the fake cock between my labia and into my hole. I toss my head back and let out a low, keening moan. My hands are holding on to the headboard with desperate strength. Lexi grips my hips and buries the entire dildo up my cunt.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Fuck me!"
Lexi grips my hips as she begins a steady thrusting motion, fucking me doggystyle. I arch my back, moaning like a porn star as I take it from behind. Like a good girl. I can feel my natural lubrication coating the dildo as it moves all along my pussy.
"That's it, take my cock, Slut!" Lexi orders as she grabs hold of my bum and continues working the dildo in and out of me.
"I love your cock, Mistress!" I announce, throwing my head back. "You're fucking me so good! So good!"
My best friend fucks me with a steady rhythm until I'm moaning and cumming on the fake cock. Then she pulls the dildo from my pussy and takes off the strap-on. Lexi removes the handcuffs and tosses them on the bedside table before flipping me onto my back.
She gets on top of me, our tits pressing together as we start kissing. Our hands explore each others bodies as we pant and kiss. Soon, we're tribbing. I moan into Lexi's mouth as I feel her wet pussy rub against my sopping slit. Life is good.
Once our sexual exploits are finished, we gather up the dildo and put away the handcuffs. Then we run to the bathroom naked, laughing and kissing the entire time. We pass Daddy in the hallway, who just smirks and shakes his head at us.
After washing the sex toy, we decide to take a shower. I end up on my knees with my face buried in Lexi's box. Once I make Lexi cum, we actually get around to cleaning each other. I soap up my breasts and use them to wash Lexi's back. Now, it's time for breakfast.
Lexi and I head to breakfast naked. We sit our naked asses down on chairs as we glance around the table at our friends. At our family. Daddy is wearing a robe, but Ashley and Marcia are only clad in cute panties. Hazel is absent.
"Did everyone have a nice night?" I ask the room before biting into a piece of buttered toast.
"Very nice." Daddy smiles as he glances at Ashley and Marcia.
"Oh, did you two girls work through your issues?" Lexi asks them.
"No." Daddy answers for them as the two girls pointedly look away. "They still won't touch each other."
"You need to get passed that!" I say. "We're Slut-sisters!"
"How did you have a threesome last night if Marcia and Ashley won't touch each other?" Lexi wonders.
"He alternated which one of us he fucked." Ashley explains. "Also, one of us could ride his cock while the other sat on his face."
"Makes sense." I say. "Still, I would think it would be better if the girls played a bit."
"Speaking of sisters, where is Hazel?" Lexi asks.
"She stayed the night with the Ken and Ryan, remember?" Marcia answers.
"Yeah, she's probably getting boned right now." Ashley giggles. "Nothing like taking morning wood in your cunt."
I glance at Daddy to see how he reacts to the news that Hazel is probably having sex right now. He seems to be taking it just fine. He takes sip of his coffee before biting into a bagel. I guess everything is working out. Now we just need to get Ashley and Marcia to touch each other again.



"What are we gonna do today?" I eventually ask.
"I want to try kayaking!" Lexi chirps.
"That sounds like fun!" Daddy adds.
"Yeah, let's do that!" Ashley agrees as Marcia nods.
"Do you wanna invite Heather and the guys?" I ask.
"Heather is busy today, I think." Lexi answers.
"She is." Daddy confirms.
"Maybe we should go with just us today?" Ashley suggests.
"Yeah, I like that." Marcia says.
"If we can pry Hazel away from her guys." I giggle.
"I'll text her." Ashley responds as she picks her phone up off the table and types out a text message.
We continue chatting and eating as we sit at the table and enjoy each others company. I'm sure Daddy is happy with eight breasts to stare at. I can't believe how far we've come. I remember being mortified when Daddy saw my titties, but now I'm perfectly comfortable to have them out in front of him.
"Hazel is coming back now." Ashley says, looking at her phone.
"Oh, good." Daddy says with a smile.
A couple minutes later, a fully dressed Hazel walks in the side door and enters the kitchen. I smirk when I realize she is walking slightly bow-legged. With a smile on her face and her long brown hair in its usual ponytail, the tan girl sits down at the table.
"Looks like someone had a great night last night!" Ashley teases.
"And a great morning." Hazel says with a smile as she pours herself some orange juice.
"That why you can barely walk?" Lexi says cheekily.
"Pretty much!" Hazel acknowledges.
"I'm glad you had a nice time, Hazel." says Daddy.
"Are you okay, Steven?" Hazel asks, looking at him nervously.
"As long as you're happy, I'm okay." Daddy nods.
"Great guy, isn't he!" Lexi says as she leans over and kisses Daddy's cheek.
"He really is." Marcia agrees, giving Daddy a sappy look.
"So, give us details!" I grin.
"Ken and Ryan double-teamed me!" Hazel giggles, her tan skin turning slightly pink.
"Did you get spit-roasted? Did you get DP'd?" Ashley asks, leaning forward eagerly.
"Yes to both!" Hazel laughs as she places her hands over her mouth.
"Wow." is all Marcia can say.
"Last night and this morning?" Lexi inquires.
"Just last night." Hazel answers. "My holes were too sore this morning so I just blew them both and let them cum on my face. Then I came home!"
"You go, girl!" Ashley says, offering Hazel a high-five.
"Thanks." Hazel says as she slaps Ashley's hand. "There's something else, Kayla."
"Oh?" I ask, wondering why she is looking at me nervously.
"When Ken and Ryan were taking a break, John came by and asked for a turn with me."
"Oh!" I exclaim. "What did you say?"
"I'm sorry, he asked for a turn? How sweet." Ashley snorts.
"Yes, he asked for a turn!" Hazel confirms with a nod. "I agree, poor way of asking, but hey, is there a good way?"
"What did you say?" Lexi asks.
"I let him fuck me." Hazel admits with a sigh. "Are we okay, Kayla?"
"Why wouldn't we be?" I ask. "I mean, yeah, John and I kissed a little bit, but I turned him down. I'm with Ian. We're fine, Hazel."
"Okay, good! Just making sure." Hazel smiles before taking a bite of her blueberry muffin.
"Funny that I'm the one who hasn't let any other guy fuck me." Ashley laughs.
"Yeah, funny." Marcia mumbles.
"Oh, don't worry about it, Marcia." Lexi says. "No one is upset with you."
"Anymore." Marcia adds, glancing at Ashley.
"I'm sorry, Marcia." Ashley sighs.
"I believe you." Marcia answers. "I just need some time."
"I understand." Ashley replies with a nod.
"Anyway," says Daddy, "Hazel, we're planning on going kayaking today. Just us."
"Sounds great!" Hazel says with a smile.
We continue chatting as we finish our meals. There's still tension in the air between Marcia and Ashley, but they're at least talking. Hazel also seems a little nervous around Daddy, but it's obvious that he isn't the slightest bit upset with her.
After breakfast, we decide to shower and get ready for the day. While Daddy is in the shower, Lexi pulls us girls aside to talk. I'm confused about what she wants, but we all have a meeting. It's funny, Lexi and I are naked, Ashley and Marcia are only wearing panties, and Hazel is fully dressed. Yet, there isn't the slightest bit of awkwardness. We're completely comfortable with each other. Slut-sisters forever.
"What's up?" I ask Lexi.
"Well, tomorrow is the party at the guys' place, so tonight is the last night in Bermuda where it'll just be us." Lexi explains.
"Oh, I see." Ashley nods. "You want Steven's surprise to be tonight."
"Yes!" Lexi breathes. "And I thought after kayaking we could come back here and play some of the games we brought."
"Works for me!" Hazel agrees.
"Yeah, okay." Marcia nods.
"What am I supposed to do while you guys are fucking?" I ask.
"You could join in?" Lexi suggests.
"I'm not doing anything sexual with my dad!" I insist.
"You don't have to!" Ashley says. "The games will just be for fun and to get us all naked."
"You can be naked around your dad. Hell, you're naked right now." Hazel says as she reaches out to squeeze one of my boobs.
"Stop that!" I laugh as I playfully swat her hand away. "Okay, fine. Fine. You need me for a few of the games anyway."
"Great!" Lexi says. "Now, let's go get ready."
Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia all take showers. Lexi and I don't need to shower again. They take separate showers, partially because the showers are so small, but they also realize we want to get going; there isn't always time to play.
Soon, we're all dressed and ready to start the day. We're all wearing bathing suits with cover ups over them, since we'll be stripping down to our suits when we get to our destination. I'm feeling especially cute with my raven locks held back by a functional ponytail. Now it's time to head out and go kayaking.
The six of us pile into the car and Daddy drives us to the beach. We're taking a boat to the departure point. Daddy booked us a tour where we'll kayak along Bermuda's shoreline with a guide. I'm so excited! I've never been kayaking, neither have the other girls.
"Welcome aboard!" the tour guide says in a friendly voice as our group walks passed him and onto the boat.
"Thank you!" I say in a friendly voice.
With our hands on the rail, we enjoy the salt air and the beautiful views of the water and coast. The breeze feels great as it blows through my hair. I smile while putting on my sunglasses so I can better enjoy the sights.
"I hope no one gets sea sick!" Lexi giggles as her auburn hair blows in the wind. She has a huge smile on her face, enhancing her beauty.
"Don't jinx it!" Ashley admonishes.
"We'll be fine, stop worrying." Hazel says with a grin. Her long, brown ponytail is hanging down her back, almost reaching her ass.
"Look! A turtle!" Marcia exclaims, pointing excitedly.
We watch as a large turtle swims alongside the boat. In the clear waters of Bermuda, we can see it without any difficulty. I love it here. It's so nice. The heat is dry and not bad at all. Of course, it's only April, I can imagine how hot it must be here mid-summer.
After about half an hour on the boat, we arrive at the departure point. We all head to changing stalls and strip down to our bathing suits. We girls are turning heads as we walk along the dock in our string bikinis.
As we're watching the safety presentation I catch Hazel checking out Daddy's bare chest. I elbow her and gesture for her to pay attention. She just licks her lips and waggles her eyebrows suggestively. Slut. I love her.
"Ready to hit the water?" Daddy asks us happily.
"Yes!" Lexi chirps as she wraps her arms around Daddy's middle and hugs him tight.
"Let's go!" I say.
It's nice and sunny out, with only a mild breeze, and the water is calm. The weather is perfect for kayaking. We get in our kayaks and are shown how to use the paddles effectively. The guide then takes off, and we follow.
Our guide points out the various landmarks as we make our way down the coast of Bermuda. Everything is so beautiful. I love the architecture, the birds flying overhead, and the cool water beneath us.
"Have you been a guide for long?" Ashley asks as she paddles alongside the handsome, young man. He's probably twenty-one or so.
"For a couple years now." the guide explains as he glances over at Ashley. "The tourist industry is so big here, that most of our jobs are in it."
"That makes sense." Ashley says as she leans forward to give him a peek at her cleavage.
"I hope you are all having a nice time." the guide says to Ashley's tits. He actually nearly goes off course before he manages to correct his kayak.
"Very nice, thank you! Tell us more about life here." Ashley says as she looks over her sunglasses at him and admires his muscular arms.
The tour continues, and we see more landmarks as we approach a secluded beach. That's where we land and get out of our kayaks to stretch our muscles. I can see our tour guide admiring Ashley's tight, young body. Now it's time to swim for a little while.
We're the only ones on this tour, so the beach is private, with an old lifeguard shack off to one side. In fact, you can only really get here by kayaking, so we have the entire place to ourselves, away from prying eyes. We laugh and splash around in the cool waters as the guide takes a break. He's sitting on a folding chair that he brought along. I can see Ashley glancing back at the guide more than once. She's clearly interested.
"Oh, just go for it." Lexi eventually says.
"What?" Ashley asks innocently.
"It's obvious you're interested in him." Daddy explains.
"He's just a cute guy!" Ashley exclaims. "So, I'm checking him out. It's nothing more than that. No big deal."
"It's spring break!" Hazel insists. "Go flirt with him."
"I don't know..." Ashley mumbles as she looks over at Daddy.
"He doesn't mind." I say, Ashley's thoughts clear as day on her face.
"If Steven can handle me having sex and Hazel getting double-teamed, he can handle you flirting." Marcia giggles as she blushes bright red.
"Say the word and I won't." Ashley says as she stands waist deep in the water, looking straight at Daddy.
"You girls deserve to be happy." Daddy says. "Go be happy."
"I love you." Ashley states.
"I love you, too." he smiles and leans forward to kiss Ashley's forehead.
The busty blonde bombshell then turns and looks over at our guide. When he looks up, she smiles and waves. He waves back. Then, when Daddy places his hand at her lower back and lightly shoves, Ashley heads toward the shore.
"Everything alright?" we hear the guide call out to Ashley. "You still have about half-an-hour before we need to head back."
"Everything is great!" Ashley says loudly. Her voice then lowers as she approaches him, and soon we can't hear what either of them are saying.
While we continue to swim along the rocks, I occasionally glance back at Ashley. She's posed for maximum sex appeal as she stands over the guide's chair. I'm eventually distracted when Lexi slips her hand into my bikini top and squeezes one of my bare boobs.
"Honk, honk!" the redhead shouts loudly.
"You bitch!" I hiss as I grab her wrist and pull her hand out of my bikini. I then cross my arms over my chest, protecting my breasts.
"You loved it!" Lexi teases before sticking out her tongue.
"Full moon!" Hazel announces as she sneaks up behind Lexi, grabs her bikini bottoms, and yanks them down.
"Ah!" Lexi squeaks as she reaches back to pull up her bottoms.
Steven and Marcia just laugh at us. Lexi spins around and tackles Hazel into the water. They land with a huge splash. Soon, we're all rough-housing in the water. I even jump on Daddy's back, letting my bikini-clad breasts press into his back as I wrap my arms around his neck.
"Uh, guys?" Marcia eventually asks, grabbing our attention.
"Yeah?" Lexi responds.
"Where's Ashley?" Marcia inquires.
We all look over and see that Ashley is no longer in front of the guide's chair. The chair is similarly empty. Looks like Ashley and our guide are somewhere they can have a private moment or two.
"Well, there's only one place they could be!" I giggle.
"Behind the shack?" Marcia suggests as she glances at Daddy nervously.
"Yup!" Hazel laughs.
"Don't look so nervous, Marcia!" Lexi teases. "Steven is okay with this, really."
"I really am." Daddy says. "I love you girls and want you to be happy."
"I love you, too." Marcia says, giving Daddy a dreamy smile.
"I think our guide is the happy one right about now." Hazel says with a smirk.
"We do have to leave in a couple minutes though." Lexi reminds us.
"I'll go get them." I offer.
"Enjoy the show!" Hazel calls out as I wade toward the shore.
I flip Hazel off as I exit the water. The sand feels so nice on my bare feet as I make my way to the lifeguard shack. The shack is near some natural rock formations, and I'm assuming that Ashley and our guide are behind it.
"Fuck, that feels so good." I hear a male voice moan. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
Turning around the corner, I'm treated to the sight of Ashley on her knees. Her hands are gripping his thighs and I can hear the sounds of her sucking hard. I can see is the back of her bobbing blonde head as the guide grips her head in his hands. His swim trunks are around his knees and his eyes are closed as he groans loudly.
"Oh shit, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" he gasps as he looks down at Ashley.
I see his face twist into a grimace and know that he is currently blowing his load into Ashley's mouth. I hear her let out out a cough as she struggles to take his cum. I try, but I can't resist, I have to speak up.
"Don't swallow!" I shout.
"What the fuck?!" the guide gasps as he looks up and sees me standing there in my bikini.
He pulls himself out of Ashley's mouth and steps back. I see a final strand of cum leap from the tip of his cock and splatter against Ashley's face. Our guide then pulls his swim trunks up, hiding his softening dick from my gaze.
"Mmph!" Ashley squeaks as she spins around to face me.
I can't help but laugh. I bend over, my hands covering my mouth, I'm laughing so hard. Ashley's bikini top is pushed below her tits, revealing her massive hooters. A strand of cum is resting on her face as a small dollop dangles from her chin. Her mouth is slightly open and I can see the white fluid she's collected inside.
"Swallow first, then speak." I advise.
"What the fuck?" the guide asks again as Ashley tilts her head back and promptly swallows.
"She's a bitch like that." Ashley explains.
The blonde then puts her boobs away and spins around to face our guide. He's blushing bright red as he alternates between looking at Ashley and looking at me. Ashley stands up and walks up to him before planting a kiss on his cheek.
"Don't worry about Kayla, she's just teasing. You're fine." Ashley says. "And thanks, that was great!"
"Uh, you're welcome?" he nervously offers.
"I think you meant to say 'thank you' back to her." I suggest.
"Right! Thank you! You were amazing." he says.
"Glad you enjoyed." Ashley pats his red cheek before turning back to face me. "Why did you advise me to go flirt and then interrupt."
"We did say you should flirt, not suck." I reason. "But I only came to get you because we're late getting back."
"Oh shit, we are!" exclaims our guide. "Let's go!"
His face remains red as the three of us walk back around the lifeguard shack and come face-to-face with the others. They all have knowing smiles, and I can see Daddy doesn't look upset at all. He really does have a strange relationship with the girls.
We climb back in our kayaks and start the return journey. Unlike on the trip down, our guide is very quiet, he must be nervous about getting caught messing around with a client. We all just laugh it off and enjoy the scenery.
When our journey is over, Daddy gives the guy a big tip. He tries to refuse, but Daddy insists that he takes it. He just smiles and thanks Daddy, neither of them acknowledging what happened at the beach.
We all dress and then take the small boat back to where we parked the car. Saying goodbye to our guide, we all pile back into the car while teasing Ashley mercilessly. Daddy just shakes his head and starts the car.
Steven
"Figures you ended up on your knees, you Slut!" Hazel teases.
"Hey, I just sucked a guy off. You got DP'd. You're the bigger Slut!" Ashley responds.
"Aw, you're both sluts! I'm so proud!" Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, right." Kayla says. "You'd never touch any other guy besides Daddy."
"True, but I can still be proud of my Slut-sisters!" Lexi insists.
I just shake my head at the girls' antics and throw the car into reverse. Backing out of the space, I put the car in drive and leave the parking lot. Then we're on the road and heading back toward our rental house.
We arrive back at the house about twenty minutes later. The girls hop out of the car, looking as sexy and happy as ever. The car at Tom's is gone, so I assume the guys are out somewhere, enjoying Bermuda. I lead the way inside.
"We should shower." Kayla suggests.
"Yeah, wash the salt water from our skin." Ashley agrees.
"Make sure you brush your teeth to get rid of your cum breath!" Hazel teases, swatting Ashley on the bum.
"Fuck you!" Ashley laughs.
"Bitch." Hazel giggles.
"Oh, knock it off." Marcia chastises.
"Whatever!" Hazel exclaims as she hugs Marcia. Hazel is in a mood!
"Two showers, five Sluts and Steven. We'll have to double up!" Kayla says.
"Great idea!" Lexi chirps as she takes my hand. "Let's go, Baby!"
Lexi laces our fingers as we walk to the bigger bathroom. We slip inside and disrobe. I smile softly as Lexi's naked body comes into view. Tight in all the right places, firm tits with pink nipples, a heart-shaped bottom, and lithe legs.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi breathes as she looks at my erection while her green eyes sparkle.
"Wanna feel how big I am?" I ask as I approach my gorgeous girlfriend.
"Mm, I really do." she purrs as she trails her fingers along my bare chest. "Bend me over?"
"I have a better idea." I say as I take her hand and caress it with my thumb. "Sit your pretty, little ass on the sink."
"Mm, I like!" Lexi says as she walks over to the sink.
I grab a handful of butt cheek as she passes me, making her giggle. She then turns to face me and hops up on the sink. The redheaded nymphomaniac spreads her legs, showing me her pussy. I lick my lips as Lexi runs her fingertips between her labia, coating them with her juices.
"Won't you please come in?" Lexi asks in a throaty voice.
She's at the perfect height to get fucked, her pussy level with my crotch. I get between her spread legs and line my cock up with her entrance. Lexi wraps her legs around me, her heels hitting my ass as I push inside.
"Fuck, yes!" Lexi hisses as she places her hands on my shoulders.
I fuck Lexi for several minutes, until she screams out an orgasm. Then I pull out before her twitching snatch brings me off. Lowering to my knees, I shove my face in her box and eat her out to a second orgasm while she begs for more.
Then we move to the shower. As water cascades around us, I press Lexi face first against the glass shower door and drill her from behind. I've done this before, and just like every other time, I wish I could see her titties as they press into the glass. I have to settle for sucking on her neck while her pussy pulls my cock into her.
"I want it up the ass!" Lexi husks as her auburn hair clings to her face.
"Okay, I'll go get lube." I say as I pull out of her pussy.
"There's petroleum jelly in my shower bag." Lexi tells me.
"You're always prepared!" I laugh as I step out of the shower and get the jelly.



I push two lube-coated fingers up Lexi's back door, getting her nice and slick. When she's ready, Lexi reaches back and spreads her cheeks for me. Her face is against the shower wall and she's biting her lower lip as she feels my cock probing her rear entrance.
"Shove it up my bum!" Lexi orders.
"Yes, ma'am!" I reply.
Gripping her hips, I push forward until the head of my dick pops into her. She lets out a loud grunt as she feels her asshole being stretched. Fuck, her hole is so warm and tight. I'm really gonna enjoy this.
I proceed to butt-fuck Lexi for several minutes, while she moans and groans. When I can't take it anymore, I warn her that my climax is imminent. She then begs me to cum in her butt. I explode up her ass, filling my lovely girlfriend with my seed.
"Mm, I love how warm your cum feels inside me." Lexi hums as I look down and watch my load dribble out of her.
"So much for getting clean!" I laugh.
"Well, stand out of the way and I'll wash out my ass!" Lexi giggles.
"Sure." I say as I step out of the shower spray, allowing the water to splash against Lexi's butt and lower back.
Lexi holds her ass cheeks apart as she lets my cum run out of her. Then she steps aside and lets me clean my cock with soap and water. Finally, we sensually wash each other, running our hands over each others naked bodies. Her skin is so soft and smooth, and her breasts are both firm and pliant at the same time. Fuck, I love her tits.
After showering, we put on clean underwear and robes. We end up kissing again for a couple minutes before we finally leave the bathroom. Lexi and I immediately run into Marcia and Hazel, who are waiting for their turn.
"Finally done fucking?" Hazel asks teasingly.
"You could tell?" I ask.
"Yeah, it sounded like a good time." Marcia giggles.
"Someone screamed 'fuck my ass' so loudly I bet Tom and the guys heard next door!" Hazel laughs.
"Whatever." Lexi says before blowing a raspberry.
"And Kayla is having fun with Ashley in the other shower." Marcia explains.
"And now it's your turn." I say with a grin.
"Interesting pairings." Lexi comments.
"Yeah, well, with Ashley and I..." Marcia mumbles.
"You two will be okay. Eventually." Hazel says as she takes Marcia's hand.
"Yeah..." Marcia whispers sadly.
"C'mon, Sweetie, let's go shower." Hazel offers as she pulls Marcia right by us. "I'll eat you out first."
I watch as Hazel leads Marcia into the bathroom and shuts the door behind them. Then Lexi and I head into the kitchen to start preparing a late lunch or early dinner. Once lunch starts cooking, we turn to find Kayla and Ashley entering the kitchen wearing robes and smiles.
"Mm, that smells good!" Kayla says, sniffing the air.
"What are we having?" Ashley asks as she sits down at the table.
"Chicken, with potatoes and vegetables." I answer.
"Sounds great!" my daughter smiles at me.
We keep chatting while waiting for dinner to cook. Lexi checks the broccoli while I make sure the chicken and baked potatoes are on schedule. Everything is cooking nicely. The two of us then sit back at the table just as Marcia and Hazel arrive in their robes.
"Hello, ladies." says Lexi.
"Dinner smells great!" Hazel responds as she sits down.
"Rich boy is an amazing cook." Ashley giggles.
"I helped cook!" Lexi exclaims.
"Rich boy?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, it's true." Kayla laughs.
"And you're a great cook, Steven." Marcia says kindly.
"Well, thank you." I smile.
"I think Steven deserves his surprise after we eat." Lexi says with a grin.
"I agree." Ashley replies.
"Oh, I'm finally going to find out what this mysterious surprise is?" I ask.
"Sounds like it!" Marcia exclaims.
"Yup!" Hazel adds happily.
"Excited?" Kayla asks.
"Very." I acknowledge. "My life is so amazing every day, I can't even imagine what the surprise will be."
"Aw! How sweet!" Lexi says as she leans over and pecks my cheek.
The conversation continues. I notice that Marcia and Ashley are still kind of awkward with each other. Hopefully, that changes soon. I want them both to be happy, and I know the girls need each other in their lives.
"The food should be ready." I state, interrupting the conversation as I stand up.
"I'll help." Lexi offers. "You girls just relax."
"No problem!" Kayla giggles as she takes a sip of her drink.
Lexi and I get the food onto plates and place them in the middle of the table. We then sit down and everyone serves themselves. The chicken is cooked perfectly, and everyone really enjoys it. Soon, the food is all gone.
"Ready for your surprise?" Lexi asks as the other girls do the dishes.
"I am. Any hints?" I reply as I smile at my gorgeous girlfriend.
"Hmm," Lexi hums as she places her elbows on the table and rests her chin on her folded hands, "nope."
"Mean." I whisper as I lean in toward her.
"You know it." She whispers. We exchange a soft kiss as Lexi giggles lightly. She's so adorable. I'm definitely in love.
"Dishes are done." Kayla announces a few minutes later.
"Great! Thanks, ladies." I say.
"You're welcome!" Hazel replies.
"Thank you for dinner!" Marcia says.
"It was delicious." Ashley adds.
"Why don't you go sit in the living room. On the couch." Lexi says. "And wait for us."
"Wait, I'll be right back." Ashley says as she hops to her feet and runs out of the room.
"Where is she going?" I ask.
"Not sure." Kayla answers.
"Guess we'll find out." Hazel responds.
A few minutes later, Ashley returns. I admire her pretty face before my eyes travel lower and notice her hard nipples denting the fabric of her robe. When she holds out her hand, I realize the tall blonde is holding a blindfold.
"Here, wear this as a blindfold when you sit on the couch." Ashley says.
"I'm just supposed to sit on the couch blindfolded and wait?" I ask.
"Yes!" Lexi giggles. "It's perfect!"
"Fine, fine." I say as I take the blindfold from Ashley. "Where did you get this, anyway?"
"Dirty store." Hazel states simply.
"Okay then!" I laugh as I get up and push my chair in. "I'll be on the couch."
I head out into the living room and sit down on the couch. Lexi comes out to see me as the other girls head to their bedrooms. Lexi sits down in my lap, her knees on either side of me as she takes my head in her hands.
"I love you." she whispers.
"I love you, too." I reply.
Lexi leans in for a kiss. With my arms wrapped around her, I kiss the beautiful, young lady with all the passion I can muster. She moans into my mouth as our tongues dance. Soon, my hand slips into her robe to cup a bare breast.
"Mm." she hums.
"Lexi." I whisper urgently as she grinds down against my bulge.
"That should hold you for now." she says as she abruptly ends the kiss and stands up.
"Gonna leave me with blue balls?" I ask.
"Yes. Now lose the robe. Just sit there in your underwear." Lexi orders.
"You're lucky you're cute." I say as I slip off my robe and toss it onto the nearby table.
"No, you're lucky I'm cute." Lexi replies as she opens her robe and flashes me.
"And you have great tits!" I exclaim.
"Don't you ever forget it!" she giggles as she puts her breasts away. "Blindfold. Now."
"Yes, ma'am!" I laugh as I put the blindfold on, making sure it completely obscures my vision.
"You can't say anything?" Lexi asks.
"Nope. Nothing." I confirm.
"Good." she states. "Now, wait here. We'll be back."
"You got it." I say.
I hear her pad away, so I place my hands on my knees and wait. In a couple minutes, I hear the girls come out, but all they do is putter around on the floor off to the side. I frown in confusion, unsure of what is going on.
"Are you ready?" I ask.
"Not even close." Ashley's voice responds. "Just setting some things out. Don't worry about it."
"Okay then." I laugh.
The girls finish whatever they're doing and leave again. I wait. And I wait. It has to be at least ten to fifteen minutes before I hear a group of girls come into the living room. I can tell that they are standing across the room from me.
"Okay, so," Ashley begins, "we know that we don't owe you anything, so don't even start with that. Just listen."
"You got it." I nod and smirk.
"I think I speak for all of us when I say that we love you." Hazel continues.
"And we appreciate that you let us live our lives without getting jealous." Marcia adds.
"It was so nice of you to bring us all on this trip." Ashley states.
"We wanted to show how much we love you, so we're spending the rest of the day with just you." Lexi says. "This is all for you."
"Take off your blindfold, Daddy." Kayla instructs.
I remove my blindfold and am stunned. All five girls are standing in front of me dressed as cheerleaders. They have red skirts on, which are trimmed with white. The tops leave their arms bare and are mostly white, except for the school logo, which is red and plastered right in the center of the chest. Each girl has her hair held back by red and white ribbons. They even have pom-poms. All that is missing is shoes. The girls are all barefoot.
"Wow." I say as my jaw drops.
"Kayla still had her old cheerleader uniform!" Lexi says.
"And she still is friendly with the coach, so she got us these uniforms!" Ashley explains. Fuck, her tits look great in that uniform.
"I think he likes it!" Hazel giggles as she shakes her pom-poms.
"I think he does!" Marcia blushes as she stares at the bulge in my boxer briefs.
"We also brought games!" Kayla says as she directs my attention toward the pile of boxes in the corner of the room. There's also a bag that is holding some items I can't see.
"Kayla is going to be in charge of the games, since she isn't going to touch you." Lexi explains.
"She'll likely get naked with the rest of us, and maybe play around with one of us, but the rest of the night is just about you." Ashley adds.
"We hope you like your surprise!" Hazel giggles.
"I love it." I say sincerely. "You girls are amazing."
"On that note, let's start the show!" Kayla says as she takes out her phone and starts some music playing.
Setting her phone down on the table, Kayla rejoins the group and starts teaching them a cheer routine. I can tell they are really just learning this now, as they are not very graceful at all. It's actually hilarious and arousing at the same time.
When the girls kick, I can see that they are actually wearing the entire uniform. I was expecting no panties, but they have the traditional cheerleader coverings on underneath the skirts. Guess they're going all out.
At one point, Hazel steps out in front and shows off her flexibility by doing a full-split. Kayla copies her a moment later as Lexi, Ashley, and Marcia cheer. They don't do a lot of fancy maneuvering, mainly because Kayla is the only former cheerleader of the bunch, but they definitely put on a good show. I'm laughing as they dance and shake their pom-poms at me.
"Take your boxers off, Baby." Lexi says as she turns around and shakes her bum at me.
"Yeah, let's see that cock!" Ashley adds.
"Please, I wanna see it!" Hazel states as she bounces up and down on her heals.
"Please, Master?" Marcia pouts.
Happy to oblige, I hook my thumbs into my boxer briefs as I lift my ass. I then slide my underwear down my lets and kick them away. I'm naked and my hard dick is revealed. Fuck, I'm rock hard and throbbing. These girls are driving me crazy!
"Mm, yes!" Lexi coos.
"We love cock!" Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia all announce simultaneously as they throw up their arms and strike poses.
"I think it's time for the first game." Kayla states.
"Okay!" Lexi chirps.
"Put the blindfold back on, please." says Hazel.
"Trust me, you'll like where this is going!" Ashley giggles.
"I trust you girls." I say as I replace the blindfold over my eyes, hiding the five girls from my gaze.
"Spread your legs to the sides." Kayla orders a minute later.
"You got it." I respond as I comply. I then feel someone get on her knees between my legs. I can't tell who it is.
"Okay," Kayla announces, "it's time to play Name That Slut!"
"Oh, I get it!" I say with a laugh.
"You'll have thirty seconds, and the girl is only allowed to use her mouth and hands. No tits. And Daddy, no touching the girl either." Kayla explains.
"I understand." I say with a nod.
"Ready?" Kayla asks.
"Ready!" I confirm.
"Okay," Kayla says loudly, "Daddy, Name That Slut!"
A small hand grasps my shaft and lifts it before giving it a few quick strokes. Moments later, I feel a warm mouth close around my tip. It takes everything in me to not reach out and touch her. Instead, I keep my hands back and enjoy as my mysterious cocksucker starts bobbing her head.
One of her hands cups my balls and starts lightly massaging them while her other hand strokes my base. I can hear her light moaning as her tongue flicks the underside of my shaft. When she tries to take more than half of my length, she gags and has to pull back. That's when I know who it is.
"Time!" Kayla calls and the girl releases me.
"Marcia!" I announce to the room.
"Perhaps." Kayla replies.
"Oh, you're not gonna tell me if I'm right or wrong?" I ask.
"Nope!" Kayla answers. "This way, you can't use process of elimination to figure out who the last Slut is."
"Gotcha." I respond with a nod.
"Okay, next!" Kayla calls out just before another girl gets into position between my spread legs.
"I'm ready!" I say.
"Name That Slut!" Kayla says.
Rather than take me in her hand, the second girl leans in and licks my nuts. She then takes one ball in her mouth and sucks on it for a second before releasing me. Next, the girl plants kisses all along my shaft until she gets to my tip. Only then does she engulf me in her warm, wet mouth.
"Mm, mm, mm." the girl moans happily as she sucks.
Okay, this is hard. I can't tell from the moans who it is. She can take me pretty deeply, so I'm confident it isn't Marcia. Besides, I already guessed her. The girl is spending a lot of time focusing on the head of my dick; sucking on it and rapidly flicking it with her tongue. I don't know!
"Time!" says Kayla and the girl pulls away.
"I'm gonna go with Ashley!" I say.
"Perhaps." replies Kayla.
"Are you gonna say the same thing every time?" I ask.
"Yes." Kayla answers. "And I'm the only one who will be talking. No clues for you, Mister!"
"I understand." I say as the third girl gets into position.
"Ready? Name That Slut!" Kayla calls.
The third girl lunges for my cock. Her mouth immediately closes on the tip and she's soon bobbing her head on the top half of my dick. Her wet tongue bathes my shaft as she licks it all over while sucking hard.
"Mm!" she hums as she gulps down my length.
That's when she makes her big mistake. I can only assume she's so turned on by sucking me that she forgets about the game. The girl opens her mouth wide and takes my entire length into her throat. She then swallows so her throat muscles will squeeze my shaft.
"You gave yourself away, Lexi!" I laugh when Kayla calls time.
"Perhaps." Kayla says for the third time. I can hear a hitch in her voice and can tell she's trying not to laugh.
"This is great!" I exclaim as the third girl backs away and the fourth takes her place.
"We're glad you're having fun!" Kayla giggles. "Okay! Name That Slut!"
A hand grasps my shaft and gives me a few strokes. Then I feel her hold my base as she slaps her face with my dick several times. Then she starts bathing my thickness with kisses as I throb in her grasp. After about ten seconds, she finally takes me into her mouth and starts sucking away.
"Time!" Kayla announces.
"Hazel?" I guess.
"Daddy, take off your blindfold!" Kayla says.
I remove my blindfold and look down to see Ashley looking up at me with a big grin. She's still holding my cock and is absentmindedly stroking me. Shit. I'm wrong. I guess girl number two is Hazel after all.
"How'd I do?" I ask as Ashley plants an affectionate kiss on my tip.
"Not bad!" Lexi chirps. I notice the pom-poms are all in a pile beside her.
"You got Marcia and Lexi right." Kayla answers from her spot on the armchair. "You reversed Hazel and Ashley. The actual order was Marcia, Hazel, Lexi, Ashley."
"Fuck, that was fun!" I say.
"Ready for the next game?" Kayla asks.
"Definitely!" I reply.
"Okay, we'll need chocolate sauce and ice." says Kayla as she stands up and walks into the kitchen, looking adorable in her cheerleader uniform.
"And I'll grab the dice." Lexi offers.
Lexi reaches into the big bag and pulls out a smaller satin bag. Emptying it into her hand, she reveals four dice. I can't see what is on them from this far, but I remember from my tabletop roleplaying days that one is a d4, or a four-sided die, one is a d8, one is a d12, and the last is a d20.
"Okay, I've got everything." Kayla says when she returns with a cup of ice cubes and a bottle of chocolate sauce. She also has a roll of paper towels for cleaning up.
"So," Lexi begins, "we start with the foreplay dice. We have two. A body parts die with twelve sides labeled: Ears, Neck, Lips, XXX, Nipples, Belly, Feet, Toes, Below Navel, Upper Buttock, Lower Buttock, and Inner Thigh."
"Got it." I say, nodding.
"Next is the action die," Lexi continues, "which has eight sides labeled: Kiss, Suck, Scratch, Lick, Ice, Stroke, Warm Breath, Sauce & Lick."
"What are the other dice for?" I ask.
"Later on, we have a sexual position die with twenty sides, and we got a four-sided die for you to roll if you need to select a Slut." Lexi answers. "We have five Sluts, but Kayla is too chicken to do anything with you."
"Hey!" Kayla interjects.
"It's true." Ashley says with a shrug.
"We don't have a five-sided die anyway." Hazel reasons.
"Stop teasing her." Marcia says with a giggle.
"Okay, okay, let's do this." Lexi says as Kayla flips her off.
"What's the order?" I ask.
"We'll just stick with the same order we used for the game: Marcia, Hazel, Lexi, Ashley. That work for everyone?" Kayla asks.
"Yes!" the four girls respond.
"Marcia, you're up!" Kayla says as Lexi hands the quiet girl the two foreplay dice.
Marcia takes the two dice in her hand and rolls them in her palm. We crowd around the table, me on the couch, with four girls kneeling around it. Kayla stays in her spot on the armchair as Marcia rolls the two dice onto the table.
"Okay, so I have to use my warm breath on your belly?" Marcia asks.
"Yes, for thirty seconds!" Kayla explains.
"This is weird, but okay!" Marcia giggles.
She gets on her knees on the couch and leans over me. Marcia then places her lips close to my stomach and starts exhaling along my belly button. It actually feels rather nice. My hard cock gets in the way a few times, but she just pushes it aside and keeps breathing along my stomach.
"Time!" Kayla calls out. "Hazel, you're up!"
Hazel rolls and ends up having to lick below my navel. I keep thinking how I wish she'd lick just a little lower as her warm tongue bathes the area beneath my belly button. There's a lot of giggling going on as she's doing this.
"My turn!" Lexi chirps and then rolls. "I have to scratch your neck? Lame!"
Lexi scratches my neck softly for thirty seconds. Again, it feels surprisingly nice. Then Ashley is up and things start getting interesting. She rolls Kiss and Lower Buttock. I stand up as the other girls all cheer on Ashley. The blonde gets on her knees behind me and starts kissing my butt. This is so weird!
"Time!" Kayla announces. "You can stop now, ass-kisser."
"Yeah, yeah, I'm an ass-kisser. Bitch." Ashley says as she moves back to her spot on the floor.
"My turn again!" Marcia announces as I sit back down.
Marcia has to lick my ears. I have to say, this is quite the experience. Her warm tongue feels really good as it licks around my earlobe. Hazel goes next and has to scratch my belly. On Lexi's turn, the redhead has to suck my toes, which I'm embarrassed to admit feels really good. Ashley is up next and ends up trailing ice along my lips for thirty seconds.



This is such an amazing experience. Even these simple tasks seem so erotic. The girls are lavishing me with attention, looking incredibly sexy in their cheerleader uniforms. I can feel a drop of pre-cum at my tip.
Round three. Marcia has to lick my lips, which is a weird one. Hazel lands on Kiss and Lips, so we make out for thirty seconds. Lexi has to lick my nipples, and her tongue feels so good I actually grip the back of her head and let out a moan toward the end. Ashley ends round four by coating my feet in chocolate sauce and licking them clean.
Marcia starts round four, and rolls the jackpot. XXX for the body parts die, and Suck for the action die. At this point, I'm ready to pop. The quiet, dark-haired girl gets on her knees in front of me and takes my penis into her mouth.
"Marcia!" I hiss fifteen seconds later as I bury my hands in her hair. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" Lexi calls out.
"Mm!" Marcia hums as she nods with my cock still protruding from between her lips.
"Ah, fuck!" I grunt as I ejaculate in her warm mouth.
Marcia coughs slightly as the first spurt fills her mouth. She keeps her mouth sealed around my tip as she strokes my base, coaxing my load out onto her tongue. The beautiful, young woman doesn't stop until the last of my seed trickles out.
"Yay, cum!" Lexi claps as Marcia pulls off me with a slurp. "Kiss me, Marcia!"
Marcia turns, her mouth slightly open and full of cum. Lexi kneels down beside her and places a hand at the back of Marcia's head. The two sexy cheerleaders meet in a hot kiss. I watch as they swap my cum back and forth between them, occasionally swallowing some until it is all gone.
"Holy shit, that was good." I gasp out weakly as I lay my head back against the couch.
"We're glad you enjoyed!" Ashley giggles.
"Well, we intended to move right to the sexual positions die." Kayla explains. "But, you just came. So, the girls need to get you hard again."
"How do they do that?" I ask with a bemused expression.
"Ladies, time to put on another show!" Kayla says as she turns up the music.
Lexi, Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel all hop to their feet and stand facing me in the middle of the room. They don't bother with the pom-poms this time as they start swaying sexily to the music. Lexi dances with Marcia while Ashley dances with Hazel.
"Ready, girls?" Kayla asks after a couple of songs.
"Ready!" all four of them respond as they line up facing me.
"Now!" Kayla states firmly.
As one, all four girls spin around, showing me their backs. They then bend over and flip up their skirts. Each girl reaches back and grasps her cheerleader panties. In perfect synchronization, Marcia, Lexi, Hazel, and Ashley pull down their underwear, dropping the garments to their feet, and stepping out of them.
Four perfect asses above four pretty, pink pussies are now staring back at me. The girls are giggling as they wiggle their bottoms for my viewing pleasure. Yeah, it won't be long before I'm hard again.
"Spread your legs, Sluts!" Kayla orders. All four girls comply.
"Wow." is all I can mutter.
"Now, fingers up your cunts!" Kayla says.
In unison, all four girls slide a hand between their own legs and push two fingers inside. I watch as the girls start moaning while they finger themselves. From the way their fingers are getting coated in feminine nectar, they are all soaking wet. In spite of my recent climax, I'm getting hard again.
"You like, Baby?" Lexi asks as she looks over her shoulder at me.
"I like very much." I nod.
"I think he's ready!" Kayla announces.
"Yay! Hard dick!" Ashley cheers while rubbing her clit.
"Take the dice, Daddy." Kayla instructs. "Remember, the order is Marcia, Hazel, Lexi, Ashley."
"I remember." I say as I pick up the four-sided die and the twenty-sided die.
"We'll set the timer for three minutes." Kayla continues. "Enough time for you to enjoy yourself, but not so much that you'll cum."
"I just came, so I should be able to last awhile." I say with a nod.
"Great!" Hazel exclaims. "I'm ready for some cock in me!"
"Roll the dice!" Marcia cheers.
The four-sided die just has numbers on it, but the twenty-sided one has pictures of the sexual positions. Three. Lexi. For the sexual position die, I land on 7, which has an image of a woman sitting up while a man goes down on her.
"Yes!" Lexi cheers, raising her arms above her head. "I get my twat licked!"
Lexi sits down on the second armchair and flings her legs over the armrest, causing her skirt to ride up her thighs as she spreads herself open obscenely. I kneel on the floor between her spread legs and inhale the scent of her womanhood. My favorite pussy in the world.
"Ready? Begin!" Kayla calls out as she starts the timer.
I don't bother with foreplay, instead choosing to bury my face in Lexi's box. Her hands bury in my hair as I start to eat her out. I lash my tongue through her labia and happily taste her juices. Fuck, she's delicious.
"Yes! Eat me! Lick my pussy!" Lexi encourages loudly.
Pushing two fingers into her snatch, I curl them up against her G-spot as my tongue works her clit. Lexi screeches loudly as she humps her crotch up against my face. She's so close, I'm gonna make her cum.
"Time!" Kayla calls out.
"What? No, no, no!" Lexi laments as I pull away from her pussy.
"Sorry, Baby." I say as I look up at her.
"Fuck this shit." Lexi says as she slaps a hand to her pussy and starts rapidly rubbing her clit.
"Okay then!" Ashley calls out with a giggle.
"Fuck, I'm cumming, fuck!" Lexi calls out thirty seconds later as she rubs one out.
"Damn, that's hot." I say as I alternate between staring at her pussy and watching her cum face.
"Roll again, Daddy." Kayla instructs.
I stand up and walk over to the table. Grabbing the two dice, I roll again. One. Marcia will be my partner for this one. Then the big die lands on thirteen. This is an interesting one. Thirteen shows a guy in a seated position, with the girl facing away from him. Her hands are planted on the floor and her legs are spread to either side of him while he grips her upper thighs.
"Well, this will be interesting!" Hazel laughs.
"I guess I'm getting fucked!" Marcia blushes.
"Lexi, get out of the armchair. We'll need to use it." I say.
Lexi stands up and smooths out her cheerleader skirt. I sit down in the armchair, my hard dick bobbing in the air as I wait. We decide it'll be easiest if Marcia straddles me in reverse cowgirl and then lowers her upper body until her hands are resting on the floor.
"Let's do this." Marcia giggles nervously.
Marcia straddles me, facing away from me. Her raven locks, held back by red and white ribbons are in my face as she lowers her pussy down onto me. I groan as I feel her warmth envelop me. Soon, she's fully seated on me.
With Lexi's help, Marcia bends her upper body forward, causing her legs to rise up. I flip up her skirt so I can admire her ass as she keeps bending until her hands are planted firmly on the floor. Only then does Kayla give the word to start.
Okay, this position sounds a lot hotter than it is. It's hard to thrust into her pussy at this angle. Her bare feet are occasionally hitting my elbows, and yeah, it's hot to look down and see her ass, but really, this position is more trouble than it's worth. For me, at least.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Marcia is moaning as her ponytail falls forward and over her face. "This feels so fucking good!"
"Yeah, take that dick!" Ashley cheers.
"Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her!" Lexi and Hazel both call out as they clap.
I grip Marcia's thighs in both hands as I fuck her as hard as I can, which, in this position, isn't nearly as hard as I normally can. It's enough. Marcia tenses up, and I can feel her pussy convulse around my thickness.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" she shouts as she presses her body back, taking me to the hilt inside her.
"And, time!" Kayla calls out.
I give Marcia's ass a slap, watching as her butt cheek ripples. Then, with Lexi and Hazel helping, Marcia is able to get off of me and stand up. She smooths out her skirt before turning around and leaning over to peck my lips.
"That was really good, thank you." Marcia whispers.
"It was my pleasure." I reply smoothly.
I roll again. Four. Ashley. I get a seventeen for the big die, and it shows an image of a woman on her knees, sucking off a guy. Simple and fun, awesome! I stand up while Ashley gets into position on her knees.
"Time to suck some dick!" Ashley giggles.
"Begin!" Kayla says.
Ashley leans forward and takes me in her mouth. I wrap her blonde ponytail around my hand and enjoy a very pleasant blowjob. My other hand squeezes Ashley's boobs from outside her cheerleader uniform.
"Time!" Kayla announces a few minutes later.
"Shame, I was hoping for cum!" Ashley pouts before pressing my dick to her face affectionately.
"Roll again!" Lexi chirps.
Four. Ashley again. This time, I land on eleven with the big die. It shows a man and a woman standing up. The woman is bent over and taking it from behind. Works for me! Ashley seems equally excited.
We get into position and I flip up Ashley's skirt, exposing her bare butt to my gaze. Then I rub my cock along her slit before pushing inside. Gripping the blonde's hips, I start thrusting in and out of her tight, teen body.
"I want it rough!" Ashley says, looking over her shoulder and giving me a smoldering look.
"You got it, Slut!" I state.
Grabbing Ashley's blonde ponytail, I yank her head back. I can tell her mouth is hanging open, and she's moaning loudly as I start spanking her. The entire time, I'm thrusting my hips forward and burying my length inside her over and over again.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Ashley chants.
I release her ponytail and grab her shoulders in both hands. Then I use my grip as leverage to drill her from behind. I glance over and see Hazel has a hand up her skirt and is playing with herself while watching us.
"Time!" Kayla calls.
For the next round, I end up fucking Ashley again. This time, number eighteen; I sit on the floor with my hands behind me, resting on the floor for balance. Ashley places her legs over my shoulders and rests her hands on my calves for balance while she bounces up and down in my lap. This position makes her cum hard.
Finally, Hazel's turn. Since I rolled another seven on the big die, I end up eating her out while she holds my head and begs for more. She's so wound up I'm able to make her cum well before Kayla calls time.
Lexi's turn. With a number fourteen on the big die. We end up laying on the floor, spooning. I hold Lexi's leg in the air as I slowly work my dick in and out of her from behind. She whispers sweet words to me as I lean in to kiss her neck.
"Time!" Kayla calls.
Marcia gets fucked in reverse cowgirl when I roll a twelve on the big die. She places her hand son my thighs and bounces up and down in my lap, moaning like a porn star. I love how the quiet girl can really let loose in bed. Or on the floor, in this case.
Marcia again! With an eight on the big die, she rides my face to another intense orgasm. This girl really has an incredibly sweet pussy. I enjoy eating her out for three minutes while her skirt obscures my face.
"Time!" says Kayla.
"Another roll!" Lexi encourages.
Two. Hazel. This time, I end up fucking her in missionary. It's so sweet. I lightly caress her face as she wraps her hands around my neck and enjoys the ride. She look so sexy in her cheerleader uniform as I fuck her with my full length. Her pussy is so wet, so tight. I can feel my balls start to boil over.
"I love you." Hazel whispers up at me, her pretty brown eyes sparkling.
"I love you, too." I reply.
Then we're both cumming. Hazel's face scrunches up adorably as I bury myself to the hilt and start shooting. I can feel her cum a second time just from the feel of my semen coating her womb. Finally, we're both spent.
"Hey, Kayla!" Lexi says loudly. "Want the creampie?"
"I do not. Bitch." Kayla says.
"Slut." Lexi replies.
"Well, someone should slurp out his cum!" Hazel giggles.
"I'll roll a die." I say as I get off of Hazel and reach for the dice. "If I get two, I'll roll again."
"Good idea!" says Kayla.
"Three. Lexi, start eating." I instruct.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi states as she gets on her hands and knees between Hazel's spread legs.
Soon, all we hear is the sounds of Hazel moaning while Lexi eats her out. Lexi's talented mouth makes Hazel cry out in another orgasm. Only when Hazel is weakly moaning and pushing Lexi's head away, does the redhead relent.
"No more, no more." Hazel begs softly.
"Fine, I think I got all the cum anyway." Lexi agrees. She gives Hazel's vulva one final kiss before pulling away.
"Now what?" I ask, wondering how they can possibly top this.
"We get naked!" Ashley crows as she hops to her feet.
"Turn the music up, Kayla!" Hazel instructs as she also stands up.
Within moments, I have four beautiful, young cheerleaders dancing for me while I sit in my spot on the couch. The girls make sure to kick several times, showing me flashes of pussy. They actually end up in a line, dancing to the music suggestively.
The tops come off first. The girls reach for the base of each others cheerleader tops and pull them up and off before discarding them. Then they bounce around for a couple of songs wearing nothing but skirts and bras.
When the bras come off, showing me my first glimpse of tit-flesh, I realize that, once again, Marcia and Ashley are going out of their way to not touch each other. I hate that there is such a huge rift between the two girls.
A minute later, the skirts hit the floor, leaving the four lovely ladies wearing nothing but hair ribbons and smiles. They turn around and bend over, showing me their asses. Then they spread their legs, revealing four of the loveliest teen pussies I've ever seen. As one, the girls reach back and spread their cheeks, showing me everything they have to offer.
"Why are you still dressed, Kayla?" Lexi asks as she looks over at my daughter.
"Yeah, we should all be naked for the games!" Ashley adds.
"Take it off, take it off!" Hazel encourages.
"Okay, fine. Fine." Kayla sighs.
My daughter stands up and strips down. I try not to look at my baby girl in a sexual way, but holy shit, her body is perfect. I've said it before, and I'll say it again; she is flawless. Kayla just smiles at me and blushes before sitting her naked ass back down on the armchair.
"Now, we need to give you some time to recharge, so let's play some games!" Lexi says.
And we do. We actually sit around the table, all six of us naked, and play board games. The conversation flows freely, and everyone is at ease. We have a great time. Ashley wins one game and stands up, her hands over her head as she jumps up and down excitedly. I love watching her titties bounce.
Eventually, it's time for naked Twister. This is a fun one. Kayla holds the spinner while instructing us to contort into various positions. At one point, I have my head inches away from Lexi's pussy. I lean forward and kiss her vulva, causing her to fall over and lose.
"You cheater!" Lexi snaps.
"Who me? Couldn't be!" I laugh.
"Jerk, jerk, jerk!" Lexi huffs as she walks off, the first eliminated.
The flexible Hazel ends up winning, of course. I don't mind having lost, since when I fall, my face lands right in Ashley's cleavage. I motorboat her boobies, causing her to fall and lose as well. Oh well.
The rest of the night follows suit. We play card games and board games, occasionally stopping to fuck. I end up standing up and holding Lexi's ass while she wraps her arms around my neck. I fuck the small girl hard and fast while she begs me for more.
Kayla gets in on the action by spreading her legs and having Marcia eat her out. The two girls end up forming a daisy chain with Hazel. The three girls lick and finger each other until they all have intense orgasms while Ashley watches and cheers them on.
Soon, we're all laying on the floor, completely spent. Hazel's head is resting on my chest while Marcia lays her head on my stomach. Ashley, Lexi, and Kayla are cuddling off to the side. I can see Lexi absentmindedly playing with one of Ashley's mammoth titties.
"Still can't touch Marcia?" Lexi asks Ashley.
"She doesn't want me to." Ashley mumbles sadly.
"It's not that I don't want you to," Marcia begins, "I'm just still hurt."
"The longer this goes on, the worse it'll be." Kayla says.
"Yeah, you don't want to break up the group over this." Hazel adds.
"Of course not!" Marcia exclaims. "We're family!"
"Then you two should work this out." Lexi insists.
"How?" Ashley asks.
"Maybe you two should spend tonight alone, none of us to give our opinions. Just the two of you." I suggest.
"That's a good idea." Kayla responds.
"Yeah, Hazel can stay with us tonight." Lexi offers. "You two take the other room."
"That works for me." Hazel says while tracing shapes on my chest.
"Okay." Marcia nods slowly. "Okay! Let's do that."
"Thank you, Marcia." Ashley says.
"You're welcome." Marcia replies before reaching out and grasping my flaccid penis in her small hand. "But there's one thing we have to do first."
"What's that?" Lexi asks.
"Steven needs to pop my anal cherry." Marcia giggles and blushes.
"You don't have to." I say.
"I know, I want to." says Marcia as she leans in and kisses my mushroom head.
"You'll wanna be on bed for this." Ashley says.
"Master bedroom?" Kayla suggests.
"The bed isn't big enough for all of us. Stupid queen size." Hazel mutters.
"Actually, if you don't mind, maybe Steven and I could do this alone?" Marcia says.
"That's fine!" Lexi exclaims. "You should! Go have fun!"
"Thanks, Lexi." Marcia smiles as she gets to her feet.
"My pleasure." Lexi purrs. "And soon to be yours."
"Let's go." I say happily as Hazel lifts off of me and lets me get up.
Marcia takes my offered hand and smiles at me nervously. I lace our fingers and squeeze her hand reassuringly. Then the two of us make our way to the master bedroom. We hear the other girls calling after us as we leave.
"Fuck her ass off!" Lexi shouts.
"If we don't hear her scream in pleasure, we'll know you failed!" Ashley adds.
"You go, Marcia!" Hazel calls out as she claps.
I shake my head as we enter the big bedroom that Lexi and I share. Marcia looks really nervous, so I take her head in my hands and plant a soft kiss on her lips. When the kiss breaks, I look into her pretty eyes and smile.
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Ever." I promise.
"I know, that's why I trust you enough to do this." Marcia smiles and nods.
"I'm glad." I say as I wrap my arms around the quiet girl and hug her tightly. I can feel her hard nipples press against my chest.
"Let's get some cock in my butt!" she says with a giggle while resting her chin on my shoulder.
"Okay, lay down on the bed." I laugh, breaking our embrace. "On your tummy. It might help to be up on your knees, with your upper body down on the bed."
"Got it." Marcia nods.
Marcia is on her knees with her upper body laying on the bed. Her arms are thrown out in front of her as she looks back at me nervously. She swallows weakly. I take a bottle of lube and walk over to her.
"I'm gonna squirt some of this on my fingers and push them up your bum. Is that okay?" I ask.
"Yes." Marcia says, nodding weakly.
Despite how draining this night has already been, seeing Marcia on her knees, knowing I'm about to take her anal virginity, is rapidly getting me hard again. I get on the bed and squirt some lube on my fingers. Then I ease my longest finger into Marcia's rectum.
"I forgot how weird this feels." Marcia giggles nervously.



"You okay?" I ask.
"Yeah, you can put another finger in." she says.
I push a second finger up Marcia's back door, making her suck in a breath. I then start working both fingers in and out of her, letting Marcia get used to having her butt hole stretched. Once she's ready, I remove my fingers and lube up my cock.
"Ready?" I ask as I hover over her, hard dick in hand.
"Yes, do it!" Marcia says after taking a moment to gather her courage.
"Just tell me to stop if you can't handle it." I say.
"I know, I know! Just stick it in me!" she orders.
"You got it!" I chuckle.
I press the tip of my cock against her ass hole and feel her tense up. I warn her not to be tense and that she needs to relax for this. She takes a few steadying breaths before nodding her head. I hold my dick at the base as I lean forward until my tip pops inside her butt.
"FUCK!" Marcia hisses as she grips the sheets with desperate strength.
"You okay?" I ask nervously.
"Yes! I think so, yes!" Marcia nods rapidly.
I start to slowly work my dick inside of her. A couple inches disappear up her bum as Marcia shakes weakly. I hear her let out a whimper and immediately stop plundering her ass. I'm worrying too much about her to continue.
"DON'T! STOP!" Marcia screeches.
I nod until I realize she can't see me, then I resume pushing up her butt. I release my cock and plant both hands firmly on the mattress, on either side of Marcia. Soon, I'm buried to the hilt in her tight ass.
"I'm all the way inside you." I whisper in her ear.
"Holy fuck, you're huge!" the small girl grunts between clenched teeth.
"Are you ready?" I ask.
"Yes!" she hisses. "Fuck my ass!"
I start to pull out of her butt before thrusting back inside her. It takes a minutes, but I soon have a steady rhythm going. For her part, Marcia has a death grip on the sheets and is pulling them up as she grunts and groans. I stop when she lets out a full-throat scream.
"Don't you dare stop!" she cries out.
How can I turn down an order like that? The answer; I can't. So, I keep fucking her up the bum. She's so tight, so warm. Holy shit, this feels so fucking good. My hips impact her butt cheeks each time I bury myself to the hilt. I can feel my balls slap against her pussy.
"You feel so good." I grunt.
"So do you, Baby! So do you!" Marcia moans out weakly.
"I want you to cum for me." I whisper in her ear before nibbling on her earlobe. "I want you to cum with me in your ass."
"Soon." Marcia says. "Keep! Going!"
Marcia is really getting into this. Soon, she's pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. I'm getting close, I hope she cums quickly. We're both grunting as sweat pours off our bodies. That's when Marcia tenses up.
"Oh God, I'm fucking cumming!" Marcia screams.
"Me, too!" I groan as I bury myself up her rectum and explode.
"Holy shit, I can feel it! Cum up my ass! Cum! CUM!" Marcia grunts as she holds the sheets in both hands.
I end up laying naked beside Marcia, holding her in my arms as the dark-haired girl rests her head on my chest. I can feel her run her bare foot along my calf as she softly coos. Reaching down, I squeeze Marcia's bare bum.
"You like my ass?" Marcia asks with a giggle.
"I love it." I reply.
"We should clean up before meeting the others." Marcia whispers as she leans down and kisses my chest.
"Joint shower?" I suggest.
"That sounds like heaven." she replies.
We walk naked to the bathroom and get in the shower. We kiss and fondle each other quite a bit, but we're both too warn out to have sex again. Marcia washes the cum from her ass as I clean my cock. Then we soap up each other and sensually wash each others bodies.
For anyone who is wondering, I really rolled dice for that game. So everything was random. I hope this was a fun-filled chapter. Please let me know what you think!
-Witty
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The rest of spring break passes by in a blur. After taking Marcia's anal virginity, the quiet girl waddles her way to the other bedroom with Ashley to work things out. Kayla shuts herself in her own bedroom, while Lexi, Hazel and I spend the night in the master bedroom. We have a highly enjoyable threesome, and I end up hosing down both girls' faces before we all snuggle up in bed to go to sleep.
In the morning, Marcia and Ashley come down to breakfast holding hands and giggling. It looks like they've worked things out and are able to touch each other again. I'm glad. They talk and flirt quite a bit at breakfast. At one point, Ashley opens her robe and allows Marcia to suckle at her large breast while the tall blonde giggles.
"So, you guys had a nice night?" Kayla asks.
"Yes!" Ashley breathes as she puts her boobs away.
"We talked, and I feel better now." Marcia says with a nod.
"Yeah, you 'talked', right. Is that what tribbing is called now?" Lexi teases.
"Whatever." Ashley laughs.
"How did you girls work things out?" I ask.
"By tribbing, we just covered that." Hazel giggles.
"Yes, we had sex," Marcia admits with a blush, "but what really helped was the talking."
"It really did." Ashley says as she smiles at Marcia before taking a bite of food.
"Good." Kayla says. "What did you talk about?"
"Well, we talked about how we both love Steven, but we know we can't be with him." Ashley answered. "And we talked about how hard it was to bring ourselves to sleep with someone else, and I was just upset that Marcia made it look so easy."
"Who says you can't be with him?" Lexi asks.
"You're with Steven." Marcia answers with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes, and I always will be, but I can share!" Lexi announces. "With my Slut-sisters, I'll always share."
"Don't I get a say in this?" I ask with a chuckle.
"No." Lexi responds with a teasing smile.
"Like you'd ever complain about too much pussy." Kayla rolls her eyes.
"Of course not, and I love all you girls. Very much." I acknowledge with a nod.
"So, what, we could all be with him?" Ashley asks.
"Why not?" Lexi shrugs.
"They deserve to find their own man." I state firmly. "A man who can make each girl his number one."
"And... I still like Shawn." Marcia admits with a sad expression.
"And I like Josh." Ashley adds with tears in her eyes. "And I'm still insanely attracted to Tom."
"Oh." Lexi says sadly.
"We do each deserve our own man. Steven's right." Hazel says.
"I'm glad you understand." I say. "I love all of you, and I'd love to keep you all to myself, but that isn't fair to you. You'd always feel like you were in second place compared to Lexi. I'm happy to keep sleeping with you, as long as you aren't cheating on anyone, but I want you to find your own happiness. Like I did with Lexi."
"Aw!" Kayla interjects. "How sickeningly sweet!"
"Fuck you, Kayla." Lexi says with a smile.
Kayla just sticks her tongue out. We continue to chat over breakfast, and basically decide that the girls are free to do as they please, but we all are in love. We agree to just see how things develop and that we'll always be honest about our feelings. This is hard. I would love to be in a relationship with all four lovely ladies, but they deserve more. Right? I can't really be with more than one person at a time, can I?
After breakfast, we get ready for the day. Then we all pile into the SUV and drive to the right location for the famous crystal caves of Bermuda. We take a tour of both caves, learning about them and enjoying their beauty.
The six of us grab lunch at a small, local place. Then we head back to the house and change into our bathing suits. I enjoy the next few hours splashing around in the water with the five girls. Tom and his friends are out for the day, so we are able to take advantage of the privacy to really tease each other.
Ashley flashes me before burying my face in her tits so I can enjoy her massive tits. Lexi wades into the shallow water and turns around to moon us. Even Kayla gets in on the teasing, grabbing my bathing suit and yanking it down, showing everyone my cock.
"Kayla!" I exclaim as I pull my swim trunks up.
"You're welcome!" my daughter teases as she sticks out her tongue before diving into the water.
It may be my imagination, but Kayla has really stepped up her teasing with me. She runs her hands over my bicep, giving me a teasing wink before swimming away. Another time, she jumps on my back and wraps her arms and legs around me as I carry her around. She's done this before, but this time she presses her heel into my crotch.
When we finish swimming, we all towel off and take showers before dinner. We enjoy a nice meal of chips and grilled burgers, all while chatting and enjoying each others company. Then it's time to get ready for Tom's party.
The party goes by in a blur. I see Ashley flirting with Tom, while occasionally glancing back at me with a guilty expression. Ken, Ryan, and John are all chatting up Hazel. The tan girl is laughing and doesn't seem to feel any guilt at all. Kayla talks with several of Tom's female friends, and even does a couple shots with them.
For our part, Lexi and I spend the entire evening drinking and talking with Heather. Eventually, we invite her next door. Heather is wild. The beautiful twenty-something eats out Lexi while I hold her hips and fuck her from behind. Heather has me fuck her face, she has me grab her tits and fuck her with the full length of my shaft. Finally, she reaches back, spreads her cheeks, and begs me to fuck her ass.
When I can take it no longer, I pull out and cum on Lexi's lightly-freckled face. Then we shower. Heather has me fuck her against the shower glass before shoving myself down her throat and feeding her another load of cum.
We return to the bed, where I watch Lexi and Heather tribbing while waiting to recharge. Then I finally get my dick into Lexi. The redheaded nymphomaniac lays on her back with her legs over my shoulders as I fuck her. Heather than sits on Lexi's face and rides my girlfriend to an intense orgasm.
Only when both girls are laying on their backs, naked breasts heaving as they gasp for breath while completely covered in cum, do we stop. The girls clean themselves up and then return to my bed, fully nude. That's how we fall asleep.
I am woken up at 3:00AM by Heather sucking on my dick. She then gives me a titty-fuck until I'm ready to pop. The buxom beauty takes me back in her mouth so I can squirt between her lips. Heather shows me my cum before swallowing and climbing back up into my arms to fall asleep.
The next morning we fuck again, me on top of Heather, taking her in missionary as Lexi watches and runs her hand over my ass. Heather looks so beautiful as her face scrunches up while she cums. Only once I fill her with my seed do we head down to breakfast.
Heather exchanges contact information with us before heading out on her own for the day. Maybe someday our paths will cross again. Either way, we will always have the memories we've made. We will all have the memories we've made in Bermuda.
"Sounds like you had a fun night in there." Ashley teases when she catches me alone after breakfast.
"You could hear?" I ask.
"Yeah, I found out Heather is a screamer when I came home last night." Ashley responds with a wink as she raises her hand for a high-five. "Nice work!"
"Thanks, I guess." I reply as I slap her hand.
"You're welcome!" Ashley giggles, before her face suddenly turns serious. "I wanted to tell you something."
"What's that?" I ask.
"I didn't sleep with Tom." she states simply.
"I see." I reply. "Why not?"
"I-I'm not sure." Ashley answers slowly. "I guess it's not just because of you."
"Then why?" I repeat.
"I'm a Slut-sister, but that doesn't mean I have to sleep with everyone I'm attracted to." Ashley explains with a shrug. "I slept with you because I was insanely attracted to you, then it turned into more. I like the sex better when it means more. I'm gonna be more selective about who I spread my legs for."
"That's probably a good thing." I reply with a smile.
"I think so, too." she nods.
We talk for a few more minutes before the other girls find us. Then we get down to packing for our journey home. The girls tease Hazel about fucking three guys again, which is when Hazel admits that Ken, John, and Ryan all made her airtight last night. I actually do feel a slight twinge of jealousy as I imagine three guys using Hazel at once, but I know the sweet girl deserves to be happy. If this is what makes her happy, so be it.
We pack away our clothes and our souvenirs, happy with the time we've spent in Bermuda. Then Lexi and I return the rental SUV before taking a bus back to the house. We then spend the rest of our time relaxing and eating the remainder of the food in the house. It's time to leave.
Two cars arrive to take us and our luggage to the airport. The girls are chatting constantly about the great time they've had here. Kayla is texting Ian, Ashley is posting to social media, all while Lexi and Hazel tease each other.
Passing through airport security is without incident, and soon we're waiting for the plane at the terminal. Then our first flight is called. Lexi makes a joke during the flight about joining the mile high club, but I remind her that this is real life, not a porno.
After two flights and an eight hour layover, we arrive back at LAX at approximately 9:00AM Sunday morning. Yeah, we got to sleep on the layover, and on the plane, but still, we are all completely exhausted as we get into the vans that are driving us back to the house.
"Hey Steven?" Lexi inquires on the drive.
"Yes?" I respond.
"I was texting Nicole, and she wants to know if she can stop by today?" Lexi asks.
"Really? You're not too tired?" I ask.
"We're still young, old man." Hazel calls out from the back.
"He's not old, he's mature!" Lexi giggles.
"Well, whatever, if you're up for it, then of course it's fine. It's your house, too." I say.
"Thank you!" Lexi replies before texting her sister. "I'll tell her to bring her bathing suit."
"Sounds good." I respond. "I'm gonna take a nap when I get home. What about you girls?"
"A nap sounds nice." Lexi nods.
"Agreed. I'm gonna sleep." Kayla adds.
"We girls have to get home. Our parents wanna see us after being gone for so long." Ashley explains.
"Right. My Dad just texted me." Marcia says.
"Same, my Mom is preparing a big lunch for all of us." Hazel responds.
We arrive at my house not long after that. We all help the girls get their suitcases and carry-on bags into their cars. Then we tell them to have a safe drive and watch as Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel back out of the driveway and head to their respective homes.
The three of us who remain go inside. Kayla then enters her own room, while Lexi and I slip into the master bedroom. My redheaded girlfriend and I disrobe, with me watching as her tight, young body comes into view. I smile at her naked ass as she climbs into bed. I then join her as she molds her naked body against mine.
"Baby?" Lexi asks as she trails her fingers along my bare chest.
"Yes?" I respond while wrapping an arm around her and holding her close.
"Will you see Stacey tomorrow?" she wonders, biting her lower lip as she runs her bare foot along my calf.
"Probably, yes." I confirm.
"Will you sleep with her?" Lexi inquires in a small voice.
"No." I state simply.
"Really?" she asks, looking up at me with a smile.
"Really." I nod. "You don't want me to."
"I'm just scared of losing you." Lexi mumbles.
"You'll never lose me, Lexi." I promise.
"I hope not." she says as she lays her head back down on my chest.
"I'm still confused." I tell her. "You're fine with me getting involved in actual relationships with Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia, in fact you encouraged it, but you're not okay with Stacey anymore?"
"I have no fears about Ashley, Hazel, or Marcia stealing you from me." Lexi explains. "I've told you this before; Stacey is closer to you in age, and she knows your work. She could steal you from me."
"No, she couldn't." I say as I lean down and kiss the top of Lexi's head. "I'm yours."
"And I'm yours." Lexi replies, kissing my chest.
"Good." I smile as I squeeze her upper arm affectionately.
"Baby?" she asks.
"Yes?" I reply with a small smile.
"Will you lick me?" Lexi whispers.
"Of course, Babe." I grin.
I toss the covers off of our bodies before rolling Lexi onto her back. She giggles and complies when I instruct her to spread her legs. I then kneel between her legs and admire her pink gash. Leaning forward, I plant a firm kiss on Lexi's vulva.
"Stop teasing and start eating!" she giggles as she reaches down and lightly caresses my face.
I smile up at her before returning to my task by burying my face in her hot box. Lexi buries her hands in my hair and bucks her hips up against my face. Her pussy tastes so good, and I'm so hard. I push two fingers into her wet cunt and curl them up against her G-spot. It only takes a few minutes.
"I'm cumming! Steven! I'm cumming!" Lexi screeches as she tenses up.
"Oh, Lexi." I moan against her pussy as I lick her clit.
"Fuck me! I need you in me! Please be in me!" she begs while grabbing at my shoulders and trying to pull me on top of her.
I allow Lexi to guide me on top of her body. Then I reach between us and grasp my length at the base so I can rub my tip along her slit. We both let out a groan when I press inside of her tight, steamy cunt.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses as she wraps her arms around me tightly.
She begins to roll her hips to meet my thrusts as we take up the familiar rhythm of love-making. Her eyes tighten and her face scrunches up in pleasure each time I bury my full length inside her. We begin kissing, and Lexi moans through her lips while her hands grip my biceps with desperate strength.
Her hands slide up my arms to wrap around my neck. Our eyes are open as we gaze at each other in love. We whisper sweet words to each other as her pussy begins to convulse around my thickness.
"Cum in me, Steven." Lexi begs, her green eyes wide and glistening. "Fill me with your love."
"Lexi!" I gasp out as I push myself all the way into her vagina and start spurting.
"Steven!" she groans as she cums with me. Her breasts are pressing into my chest as my larger body covers her small one.
Lexi's legs settle down onto the bed as all the strength leaves her body and she collapses backwards, panting heavily. I smile down at her heaving breasts before leaning down and licking a pink nipple, making her giggle. Only then do I roll off her body and draw her into my arms.
"That was a good one." Lexi giggles as she rests her head on my chest and wraps an arm around me.
"Yes. Yes, it was." I agree as I run my fingers through her auburn hair.
"Your dick always makes me cum so hard." Lexi comments while tracing shapes on my chest.
"Your tight pussy makes my cock explode." I respond.
"Good." Lexi sighs. "I can still feel your sperm swimming around in my little pussy. I love it!"
"I love how dirty you are." I say.
"Only for you. Well, and my Slut-sisters." Lexi laughs.
"I'm glad you girls have each other." I tell her.
"Mm, me too." Lexi coos as her hand runs along my muscular side. "I wish we could have gotten close sooner, we could have had years before graduation."
"You'll still see each other after you graduate. You're all going to the same college, right?" I ask
"Yeah, that's true." Lexi says. "I just can't help but think that, if I had a stronger support system before, I might never have fallen prey to Keith."
"It's in the past, Lexi." I say as I grip her bare shoulder. "You're free of him."
"I am." Lexi nods. "And now I have you. Next year, I'll be in college."
"Do you know what you want to study?" I inquire.
"Before I met Keith, I wanted to be a doctor," Lexi begins with a sigh, "but that was just a childish dream."
"Maybe. Maybe not." I say. "You can do anything you want. If you want to study medicine, you have my full support."
"I- I don't think I do. Not anymore." she says, shaking her head against me. "I like the idea of helping people, but I really don't think that being a doctor is the way to go."
"Well, you're only eighteen." I tell her. "You don't have to know now. You can start by just taking some general education courses. What's your favorite subject?"
"I really liked chemistry when I took it last year." Lexi answers.
"So, take college chemistry." I suggest. "See where that takes you."
"Maybe I will." Lexi whispers as she starts to drift off.
"And whatever you decide, you will always have me." I assure her as I kiss the top of her head. She's already asleep.
Kayla
Fuck, I'm tired. An eight hour layover is brutal. I don't bother to unpack my suitcase or carry-on. Instead, I leave them by my bedroom door and strip down to my panties. Tossing my bra over my desk chair, I climb into bed and grab my phone to text Ian.
Kayla: I'm home!
Ian: Welcome home! Glad you made it safe!
Kayla: Thanks, Babe. :)
Ian: Any plans for the rest of the day?
Kayla: Lexi's sister is coming over later, but for now, nap time.
Ian: I should let you sleep then.
Kayla: You're gonna leave me alone while I'm practically naked? ;P
Ian: You are?
Kayla; Yup! I'm laying in bed in just panties. My big boobies are out and my nipples are hard.
Ian: I thought you were tired. :)
Kayla: I'm more horny than tired! Are you alone, Baby?
Ian: I wasn't, but I am now. I went to my room.
Kayla: Lay down in bed and take your pants off.
Ian: Done!
Kayla: I'm running my fingers along my large breast, thinking of you as I tease my nipple.
Ian: I'm rubbing my bulge. I'm so hard as I imagine you.
Kayla: What are you picturing?
Ian: You laying on your back.
Kayla: Is that all? C'mon, don't be shy. This is sexting.
Ian: You're only wearing underwear. I can see your big boobs. I love your nipples.
Kayla: Are you hard? Is your big dick throbbing as you think about my sexy body?
Ian: Yes. I'm so hard. You make me hard, Kayla.
Kayla: Show me!
Ian: What?
Kayla: Show me your hard cock. I'll show you my boobs to be fair.
Ian: Okay!
I smirk, knowing that the promise of my boobs is taking away his anxiety. I put my dark hair up in a cute ponytail as I situate myself on the bed with my legs slightly spread. A minute later, my phone goes off and I admire Ian's cock. It's thick and hard, and he's holding it at the base as it pokes out of his boxer briefs.
Kayla; Mm, yummy!
Ian: You like?
Kayla: I like! I can't wait to suck that big, beautiful cock.
Ian: I've never gotten a blowjob.
Kayla: Well, you're getting one from me! I swallow. ;)
Ian: You don't have to.
Kayla: I know I don't. I like to. I'm sure your cum is delicious! I think it's my turn to show off!
I turn on my camera and hold my phone up high. Making sure my tits and face are both visible, I make a kissing face at the camera before snapping the picture. Then I send it to Ian. I trust him.
Kayla: Titties!
Ian: You're breathtaking.
Kayla: I want you to keep that. You can look at it whenever you want, Baby.
Ian: Thank you. You can keep mine, too.
Kayla: Mm, I'm looking at it now. You're so hard, big boy. Stroke your cock for me.
Ian: I am. Would you rub your, you know, down there?
Kayla: It's my pussy. You can say that. Tell me what to do and I'll do it.
Ian: I want you to touch your pussy.



Kayla: Dirty boy. Okay, I just put my hand in my panties. Oh! I can feel how wet I am for you.
Ian: Touch yourself. Think about me and touch yourself, Kayla.
Kayla: Oh, Baby, I love it when you tell me what to do. I'm so wet. For you, Ian. Only for you.
Ian: Push your fingers inside.
Kayla: My fingers are up my cunt. I'm fingering myself.
Ian: I'm stroking. Oh Kayla, I'm so hard.
Kayla: I'm imagining something much longer and thicker inside me. You. You're in me. Oh, Ian!
Ian: Make yourself feel good, I'm imagining you writhing in pleasure.
Kayla: Yes! My titties are jiggling as I finger myself.
Ian: I love your breasts. They're so big, your nipples are perfect.
I take a picture of my hand between my legs. My pussy isn't visible, but it's obvious my hand is in my panties and I'm fingering myself. I quickly send the picture to Ian before re-opening his dick pic and resuming my masturbation.
Kayla: For you.
Ian: Oh wow, you're so hot.
Kayla: I'm rubbing my clit. It feels so good. I'm gonna cum for you. I'm gonna cum, Ian.
Ian: Cum for me.
Kayla: Oh, Ian! Oh fuck, oh fuck!
Ian: Did you...?
Kayla: Mm, I did. I came for you, Baby.
Ian: I'm glad.
Kayla: It's your turn, big boy. Stroke that cock while you think about being in me.
Ian: I am! I'm stroking myself.
Kayla: I'm on all fours, bent over for you. Your holding your hips as you thrust into my body.
Ian: Oh wow.
Kayla: My titties are jiggling and slapping each other while you fuck me like a dog.
Ian: I'm so close.
Kayla: I'm cumming all over your dick. You grab my hair and pull it. I scream your name.
Ian: I just came.
Kayla: Show me!
I start sucking my juices off my fingertips as I wait for Ian's picture. My phone soon goes off and I check the picture. It's another dick pic. Ian is holding himself at the base, and cum is covering his hand and cock.
Ian: All for you.
Kayla: Mm, I'd love to lick it all up!
Ian: I'd like that.
Kayla: I bet you would, dirty boy. My tongue lapping up all your warm cum as I lick your cock.
Ian: You're amazing, Kayla.
Kayla: I'm glad you think so :) Now, you clean up all that messy sperm while I take my nap.
Ian: Sweet dreams, Babe.
Kayla: :)
I smile happily as I plug my phone into the charger and set it on the desk. Then I pull the covers up over my body and settle in. It doesn't take long before I fall asleep. No dreams of gang bangs or blow bangs, I only dream of Ian.
Waking up, I feel refreshed and ready to enjoy the last few hours of freedom before school starts up again. I strip out of my undies before walking to my bathroom naked to take a shower. I put on a cute outfit, then I meet up with Lexi and Daddy, who are just getting up.
"Morning." Lexi mumbles sleepily as she yawns and stretches in her robe.
"It's 1:00PM." I correct with a giggle.
"Wow, we slept for awhile." Daddy says.
"You two should get dressed at some point." I say.
"Yeah, we're gonna eat lunch first." Lexi explains.
"Sounds good, I'm hungry." I reply.
The three of us enjoy a nice lunch, where we chat and laugh. Then Daddy and Lexi go to take a shower. I text Ian and the other girls while waiting in the main living room with my feet up. Lexi and Daddy soon reappear, fully dressed.
"What time is your sister coming?" I ask, standing up.
"Around 3:00PM." Lexi answers.
"And we're gonna go swimming?" Daddy wonders.
"Yeah, I told her to bring her bikini. And no checking out my sister, mister!" Lexi admonishes as she pokes Daddy on the chest with the tip of her finger.
"No promises." Daddy teases as he laughs.
"Dirty, old man." I giggle.
"He really is." Lexi says while standing on her toes to peck Daddy's lips.
"And I'm all yours." Daddy replies as he grabs Lexi's ass and pulls her close.
"Gross." I say, pretending to gag.
"Whatever, Bitch." Lexi says, flipping me off.
"Slut." I snort.
"Okay ladies, that's enough." Daddy laughs. "How about we watch some TV?"
"Okay!" Lexi chirps.
"Fine, fine." I smile as I sit back down.
We all sit down and watch some television for a little while. We only have time for one episode, because 3:00PM gets here quickly. The three of us walk down to the foyer to greet Nicole when she arrives.
"Hi, Nicole!" Lexi says happily as she embraces her big sister.
"Hi, Lexi!" Nicole replies, looking very cute in a bright sundress.
"Nicole." I nod politely.
"It's nice to see you again." Daddy says.
"Thank you!" Nicole smiles, looking every bit as beautiful as Lexi, with her auburn hair and lightly-freckled face.
We show Nicole inside and end up watching television for a couple hours until dinner. The housekeeper is still off, so Daddy cooks a nice meal for all of us. Daddy is a good cook, and we all have a pleasant conversation over dinner. Nicole is an accountant, so she and Daddy discuss boring finance stuff while Lexi and I chat about school.
After dinner, the four of us change into our bathing suits. Lexi is in her usual light blue bikini, while I'm wearing a fun purple suit. Nicole looks absolutely stunning in a white bikini with colored polka dots. Daddy, of course, is in a pair of swim trunks.
"This is really nice pool." Nicole says as she slips into the clear water.
"Thank you." Daddy replies as he also gets in.
"How long have you guys lived here?" Nicole asks as Lexi does a cannonball into the deep end.
"We moved here when I was a little girl." I answer, my arms stretched out and resting against the side of the pool. "Not long after mom died."
"I'm sorry about your mom." Nicole says sadly.
"Thank you." I reply. "I miss her still, but I know I'll always have Daddy. Now, I have Lexi, too."
"There's so much love between the three of you, I'm sorry I doubted your relationship."
"It's okay, Nicole." Lexi says as she playfully splashes her sister. "It's understandable. You're old and boring."
"Hey! Your boyfriend is older than I am!" Nicole exclaims. "Brat!"
Lexi sticks out her tongue and splashes her sister again. The two of them end up splashing around in the pool for a few minutes before Daddy and I join in. It's a great evening; we swim and chat, and just enjoy the water.
"So, Nicole," Daddy begins at one point, "are you seeing anyone?"
"Not right now, no." Nicole answers. "I broke up with a guy not too long ago, actually."
"I'm sorry to hear that." I say.
"Eh." Nicole shrugs. "I knew we didn't have a future together. It's all good."
"His loss." Lexi says. "The women of our family our babes!"
"That they are." Daddy laughs.
"Hey! No checking out my sister!" Lexi admonishes playfully. "We covered this."
"Oh really?" Nicole asks with a cute giggle.
"Yeah, I told him he couldn't check you out in your bikini." Lexi nods.
"Well, he definitely failed at that." Nicole teases.
"Dirty, old man." I say.
"Yes!" Lexi exclaims. "Yes, he is!"
"It's okay, he's cute." Nicole smiles.
"Why, thank you!" Daddy says with a nod towards Nicole.
We do a few laps around the pool before getting out and jumping back in, laughing as we all get splashed. Then we resume our conversation, chatting and laughing. I may be imagining things, but it feels like Nicole is getting a little flirty with Daddy.
"I'm gonna run to the bathroom." Nicole says while we're all relaxing.
"Okay." Lexi says.
"Do you know where it is?" I ask.
"Yes, thank you." Nicole replies with a smile.
Nicole lifts herself out of the water and brushes back her wet hair. She then walks along the grass, dripping water as she reaches the door. Lexi calls out that Nicole has a nice ass, causing the older redhead to flip off her sister before disappearing into the house.
"Nicole really seems to be getting used to us being together." Daddy says to Lexi with a smile.
"Yeah, it's great!" Lexi chirps as we all rest by the side of the pool.
"Now we just gotta convince Kyle!" I giggle.
"That's easier said than done." Lexi mutters with an eye roll.
"He'll come around." Daddy says, wrapping an arm around Lexi's shoulders.
"I hope so." Lexi mumbles.
"Stop worrying." I say as I swim out in front of the auburn-haired girl and splash some water at her.
"Stop splashing me!" Lexi blows a raspberry before splashing me back.
"Make me!" I tease playfully as I splash her two more times.
"You!" Lexi hisses in mock anger. She then lunges forward and tackles me into the water.
"Ah!" I screech as we fall backwards.
We land in the water with a big splash and sink below the surface. As soon as we rise above the water again, we start wrestling playfully. Daddy watches and laughs as we play-fight in the pool, and soon, we're laughing as well.
Wrestling turns to playful groping as the minutes pass. Lexi slips her hand into my bikini top and squeezes my titty while I grab her ass in both hands. Then we're kissing as we giggle into each others mouths.
"Uh, girls," Daddy says, "maybe you should tone it down a little."
As one, Lexi and I flip off Daddy before wrapping our arms around each other and continuing our lip lock. I can feel Lexi's smaller breasts squishing against my larger ones. I bury my hand in her wet, auburn hair as our tongues wrestle. It isn't long before we hear a gasp.
"Lexi?!" Nicole's voice cries out.
Lexi and I break apart, our arms still around each other as we both turn and look up at Nicole. She's staring down at us in shock, her mouth hanging slightly open as she glances back and forth between us, then at Daddy. Daddy just makes a face.
"I did warn you two." Daddy says.
"Well, why didn't you warn us she was coming?" Lexi hisses.
"I, uh, was distracted." Daddy admits.
"Distracted by watching my sister make out with your daughter?" Nicole screeches.
"Well, maybe." he mumbles shamefully.
"Nicole, it isn't what it looks like." I say quickly.
"It looks like Lexi is sleeping with you and your father!" Nicole states, placing her hands on her hips.
"Oh." I mumble. "Well, maybe it is what it looks like."
"What is going on?" Nicole demands to know as I glance down at her bare feet, unable to meet her gaze.
"Uh, maybe we should go inside and talk?" Daddy suggests nervously.
"Fine." Nicole says, her eyes narrow.
Lexi, Daddy, and I all get out of the pool and towel off. Then the four of us walk inside the house and enter the main living room. We quickly sit down. Nicole is siting in an armchair, her arms and legs crossed as she glares at us accusingly.
"So?" Nicole asks, breaking the silence.
"Um, well..." Lexi mumbles, staring down at her feet.
"Well?" Nicole repeats.
"Lexi and I have sex!" I blurt out before clapping my hands over my mouth and blushing bright red.
"And you knew about this?" Nicole asks Daddy.
"Yes." Daddy sighs.
"Lexi, are you gay?" Nicole asks, turning to her baby sister. "It's okay if you are, you know there's nothing wrong with it."
"Then why are you freaking out!" Lexi snaps.
"Because you're dating Steven and sleeping with his daughter!" Nicole hisses.
"Well, I'm not gay, but I am definitely bi." Lexi answers.
"So am I." I nod.
"And you think it's okay to fuck your boyfriend's daughter?" Nicole asks.
"Nicole!" Lexi hisses.
"Yes, it is okay!" I speak up. "We all love each other!"
"Are you sleeping with your father?!" Nicole asks, her mouth hanging open.
"No! Nothing like that!" I insist. "Just with Lexi... and Hazel... and Marcia... and Ashley."
"Kayla..." Daddy sighs.
"What is going on!" Nicole exclaims again.
"I'm sleeping with Steven. He's my boyfriend and we're in love." Lexi begins.
"I understand that." Nicole says. "And while I do think he's a bit old for you, I see how much you two love each other. Steven seems like a great person, not some pervert."
"He is a great person!" Lexi insists.
"So, how did you end up sleeping with his daughter?" Nicole asks.
"I was raped!" I exclaim, tears forming in my eyes.
"What?" Nicole asks, turning toward me.
"By Keith." I mumble.
"The same asshole who raped me." Lexi explains.
"Oh, my God. I'm so sorry!" Nicole exclaims, her limbs starting to unfold as her anger slowly starts to abate.
"I went a little crazy and started sleeping around." I continue. "Lexi confronted me about behaving out of character, and we ended up bonding."
"And fucking." Lexi adds.
"Not helping." I snap.
"Sorry." Lexi mumbles.
"Okay." Nicole lets out a sigh. "I guess I understand that. What about the other girls? Your friends?"
"Kayla and I told them about the rapes, and we all ended up bonding as best friends. You know, with sex." Lexi admits. "We promised to always be there for each other, and that no guy will ever get between us. We're sisters."
"I'm your sister, Lexi." Nicole states.
"I know, but so are Kayla, Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia." Lexi insists.
"This is a lot to take in." Nicole sighs.
"Please don't tell Kyle!" Lexi blurts out.
"Don't you think he should know?" Nicole asks.
"No!" Lexi says. "It's none of his business who I fuck! He would never understand."
"He already doesn't trust Daddy." I interject.
"That's true." Nicole admits. "He's attempted to convince me to get between Lexi and Steven."
"Figures." Lexi snorts.
"It wont' work." I insist. "They're so in love."
"And you're okay with your girlfriend having sex with your daughter and other girls?" Nicole asks Daddy.
"I am." Daddy confirms with a nod. "I'm glad Lexi and Kayla are both so loved, and that they have each other."
"And what about you? Do you have the other girls?" Nicole asks accusingly.
"Yes, I have sex with other girls besides Lexi sometimes." Daddy admits.
"I knew it." Nicole hisses.
"Don't get mad, Nicole." Lexi says. "Steven and I love each other. Where he sticks his dick doesn't change that."
"So, you two have an open relationship?" Nicole asks.
"Not exactly." Daddy answers carefully.
"What does that mean?" Nicole inquires.
"Well, I will never touch another man." Lexi insists. "Ever."
"And I don't sleep around without Lexi knowing about it. She knows she's my number one." Daddy explains.
"But you are sleeping with Lexi's other friends? Hazel, Marcia, and, who was the third?" Nicole wonders.
"Ashley." I say helpfully.
"And, yes." Daddy confirms.
We sit in silence for several minutes as Nicole takes in the new information. I keep worrying she's about to explode in anger, or say she'll tell Lexi's brother. Instead, she closes her eyes and a small smile appears on her face.
"Are you happy, Lexi?" Nicole asks.
"Yes!" Lexi exclaims. "I've never been happier."
"Daddy is even having Keith investigated by a PI!" I interject. "He's trying to get the piece of shit off the streets."
"That's good, I'm glad." Nicole says as she stands up and offers her arms to Lexi.
"Yeah, I want that asshole to pay for what he did to Kala." Lexi replies as she stands up and hugs her sister.
"I love you, Alexis." Nicole whispers as she holds Lexi close.
"It's Lexi." the redhead mumbles as she rubs her big sister's bare back. "And I love you, too."
"Welcome to the family!" I exclaim loudly.
"Thanks." Nicole laughs while releasing Lexi. "This is still something I'm gonna have to get used to."
"Understandable. This didn't happen overnight." Daddy says. "And I will always love Lexi."
"Because she lets you stick your dick in whoever you want?" Nicole asks with a raised eyebrow as she sits back down.
"That's not entirely true." Daddy mumbles.
"Yup!" Lexi agrees with Daddy as she sits in his lap. "He better keep his cock out of his assistant tomorrow!"
"Uh-oh. Trouble in paradise?" Nicole asks.
"He was sleeping with his assistant, but she fell in love with him. Now he can't touch her." I explain helpfully.
"For now." Lexi adds.
"No need to worry about that." Daddy assures Lexi as he wraps his arms around her.
"He's just easy to love." I say, smiling at Daddy.
"I do have to admit that seems true." Nicole acknowledges.
"You can try him out if you want, big sis!" Lexi says with a wink.
"Oh, I don't know about that!" Nicole says with a laugh.
"I can leave if you three wanna play!" I offer while giggling. I lift my feet up onto the couch, my knees reaching my chest as I wrap my arms around my legs.
"I'm not 'playing' with my sister!" Nicole insists with an eye roll.
"Lame." I say.
"Now, Kayla, no pressuring anyone." Daddy admonishes before kissing Lexi's cheek.
"Whatever." I roll my eyes.
"Anyway," Daddy says after about thirty seconds of silence, "Do you wanna watch another movie?"
"I can't, I have to work tomorrow." Nicole says sadly.
"I understand." Daddy replies. "I have work tomorrow and the girls have school."
"I should get going." Nicole sighs.
"Worried about leaving me here with the deviants?" Lexi asks as she wraps her arms around Daddy's neck.
"Not at all." Nicole smiles. "I'm still overwhelmed, but I think I understand."
"Good." I say with a grin.
"I'm gonna change out of my suit." Nicole says, standing up.
"Feel free to just get naked here!" I encourage.
"Uh, no!" Nicole laughs as she grabs her bag, turns around, and heads to the bathroom.
"Why are you encouraging me to hook up with my sister?" Lexi asks, glaring at me now that Nicole is gone.
"Because you encourage me to let my Dad nail me!" I say.
"Oh yeah, I do that." Lexi nods.
"Yes, you do Babe." Daddy says, pecking Lexi's lips.
"I'll fuck Nicole if you fuck Steven." Lexi offers.
"Uh, no." I roll my eyes as I copy what Nicole said.
"Nice try." Daddy shakes his head.
Nicole shows up fully dressed a few minutes later. The three of us walk her down to the foyer before saying goodbye. Nicole promises not to tell Kyle as she hugs Lexi goodbye. We agree that we'll all hang out again real soon. Then Nicole leaves.
"Do you think she's really okay with all of this?" Daddy asks as we walk back to the main living room.
"She's a little overwhelmed, but I think she accepts it." Lexi answers. "Nicole has always had a pretty open mind.
"Good." I reply as I sit down in an armchair. "I'm glad she isn't going to tell Kyle."
"It really isn't his business." Daddy says, siting on the couch beside Lexi.
"Not at all." Lexi nods. "My big brother doesn't need to know who has access to my cunt."
I turn on the television as I sit in the armchair with my feet up. We're all still in our bathing suits, and I glance over at Lexi's covered titties with longing before turning back to the television. Soon, I'm lost in the show.
"Do you think they'll stay together?" I ask, referring to the main character who just started dating someone new.
When I don't receive a response, I glance over at the couch. I end up rolling my eyes when I see Lexi's head buried in Daddy's lap. Daddy has his head thrown back and is holding onto Lexi's auburn hair.
"Mm." Lexi hums around Daddy's shaft.
I watch my best friend's head bob up and down in Daddy's lap before I run my gaze down her body. Most of Lexi's tight frame is on display in her light blue bathing suit. I can see her bikini-clad bum facing my direction as she lays across the couch. I can't help but let out a little moan of longing.
"Looking good, Lexi!" I call out.
"Thanks!" Lexi pulls off Daddy's dick to say. I can see his erection standing tall and proud as she starts stroking him.
"Was the show too boring for you?" I ask.
"Oh, shut up." Lexi giggles. "Either watch the show or watch me suck dick."
With that, Lexi lowers her head once more and slurps Daddy back into her mouth. Daddy lets out a happy groan as he tightens his grip on Lexi's hair. Soon, her head is back to it's rhythmic bobbing and I'm back to watching television. This is a good show!
"Fuck, that feels good." Daddy groans a few minutes later.



"Mm, mm, mm." Lexi moans as she deep throats Daddy.
"Oh, just cum already so I can hear the TV!" I call out as I adjust my position in the armchair.
"Stay out of it, Kayla!" Daddy laughs.
I smirk as I look over at them. Fuck, I miss sucking dick. At least I can blow Ian soon. My initial plan is that I won't blow him until we are official, but I'm afraid that he won't accept everything. So, I'm gonna give him head first. I've decided.
"He's getting close, Lexi, get ready for it!" I call out as I watch Daddy's face scrunch up.
"She's right, I'm gonna cum, Babe." Daddy says as his hips lift off the couch.
Lexi just keeps sucking away, her head bobbing faster and faster. Daddy lets out a groan as he pushes Lexi's head down and I can tell he's currently blowing his load down the redhead's throat. Lexi's cheeks puff out as they fill with cum. Soon, I see her cheeks cave in and I can tell she's swallowing.
"That's it, swallow it, Slut!" I cheer as I start clapping.
Lexi pulls off of Daddy's cock with a slurp. She then licks her lips as she sits up and turns to face me. With a mischievous grin, Lexi stands up and walks over to me. She then leans down and pecks my lips.
"Ew!" I exclaim as I taste saltiness on her lips. "Lexi!"
"Oh, get over it." Lexi giggles as she walks back over to the couch. "It's just cum!"
"It's Daddy cum!" I say in a mortified voice.
"You didn't get any of it." Lexi teases as she sits back down on the couch.
"Stop taunting her." Daddy says as he puts his cock away and wraps an arm around Lexi.
"Why? It's fun!" Lexi whines.
"Fuck you, Bitch." I flip my best friend off while wiping my lips with the back of my other hand.
"Whore." Lexi replies, sticking out her tongue.
"Okay, that's enough." Daddy laughs.
The three of us watch television for a little while longer. Then we decide it's getting late and we should go to bed. Lexi and Daddy are giggling as they disappear into their bedroom, and I actually hear Lexi say that she wants Daddy to fuck her ass tonight.
Rolling my eyes, I enter my bedroom and strip out of my bikini. Walking my naked ass over to my bed, I get under the covers before texting Ian goodnight and that I'll see him tomorrow. I practice meditation for a little while before falling asleep.
I wake up Monday morning and stretch, my large breasts jiggling lightly on my chest as I yawn. Then I go through my morning routine of showering and shaving my legs and pussy. Once I'm dressed in panties and a robe, I head down to breakfast.
"Morning, Slut!" Lexi chirps when I enter the kitchen.
"Good morning, Whore." I reply as I sit down and serve myself breakfast.
"Your terms of endearment need some work." Daddy says with an eye roll before taking a bite of his omelet.
"Whatever." Lexi responds.
"You girls ready to get back to school?" Daddy asks.
"Ugh, no!" I groan. "I miss Bermuda."
"So do I!" Lexi pouts.
"We'll go back someday." Daddy promises with a smile.
"Good!" I exclaim.
"Smile, Kayla." Lexi encourages. "You're seeing Ian today."
"Yeah, I am." I say with a happy grin.
"Aw! How sweet." she giggles.
"At least I don't make you and Daddy watch Ian and I going at it!" I say.
"I definitely don't wanna see that." Daddy shakes his head. "There are things a father doesn't need to know. Or see."
"It was just a blowjob, get over it." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Then you kissed me with cum breath!" I exclaim.
"Yeah, that was awesome." she giggles.
After breakfast, the Lexi and I get ready for the day while Daddy does his morning workout. Once we're ready, we head to the home gym to say goodbye to Daddy. Then we get in Lexi's car and she drives us to school.
We meet up with Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia for our morning chat before school. As usual, Hazel is half-asleep. The five of us chat about school and how we have to rush to get our homework done before class.
"Hi, Kayla!" Ian says with a happy voice when he sees me heading to homeroom.
"Ian!" I squeal as I throw myself into his arms and plant a wet one right on his lips.
"I guess you missed me?" he says when we break apart. He's holding me in his arms and smiling down at me.
"More than you can imagine!" I answer as I peck his lips again.
"I'm glad." Ian replies as students walk around us.
"Ian, I'm sorry." I say as I look up at him.
"I know, Kayla." he replies as he rubs my back.
"I shouldn't have kissed him. I wish I hadn't." I mumble.
"I wish you hadn't either." Ian acknowledges.
"I won't do anything like that again. I wanna be your girlfriend." I say sincerely.
"Really?" he asks with a smile.
"Yes!" I breathe. "Why don't you come over after school and you can ask me then?"
"I'll have to ask my parents, but I'm sure they'll be okay with it." Ian says.
"Great!" I smile.
Ian and I chat for a few more minutes before breaking apart and heading to our respective homerooms. I get as much homework done during homeroom as I can. I should have done it over spring break, but, Bermuda.
The rest of the school day goes by pretty uneventfully. I pass David in the hallway and he leers at me, so I flip him off and continue on my way. Brittney finds me and invites me to another party, but I tell her that I don't think it's a good idea. She's disappointed, but understands.
I have lunch with the usual group; Lexi, Hazel, Ashley, Marcia, Ian, Josh, and Shawn. We chat for awhile and talk about our spring breaks. Then Lexi and I invite everyone over on Saturday for another pool party. The guys are thrilled. I bet Shawn and Josh will ask Marcia and Ashley to prom then.
"Will you be able to come over today?" I ask Ian.
"Yeah, my parents said it was fine. As long as someone can take me home." Ian answers.
"I'll drive you home." I promise.
"Thanks!" Ian replies.
"Oh, another date?" Ashley asks.
"Is someone getting lucky today?" Hazel teases.
"That's none of your business!" I say primly.
"That means she's gonna fuck him." Lexi winks.
"Woah." Shawn says as Josh just blushes.
"Uh..." Ian mumbles.
"You're embarrassing the boys again." Marcia admonishes.
"Sorry, boys!" Ashley laughs.
"They're getting used to it, I think." Hazel says.
"Hopefully they can be more comfortable for the pool party!" I say. "Will you be able to handle us in bikinis?"
"I think we'll be okay!" Shawn says, looking happy as he imagines us in bathing suits.
"You better." says Lexi. "We want to have fun. Teasing each other is part of that!"
"You okay, Josh?" Ashley asks, leaning forward and smiling at him. She's inadvertently giving him a peek of her impressive cleavage. At least, I think it's inadvertent.
"Yeah, I'm good." Josh says to Ashley's tits.
We keep talking for awhile longer, and soon lunch is over. I head to my next class and turn in the homework I did this morning. I do that for the rest of my classes for the day, and finally, the school day is over.
"Monday sucks." Lexi whines as she unlocks her car.
"Especially after a long vacation." I agree.
"At least you guys got to go on a trip." Ian says as he opens one of the back doors. "I just stayed home and played video games."
"Nerd." Lexi teases as we all get in the car.
"Leave him alone." I giggle.
"No, she's right. I'm a nerd. Well, more of a geek." Ian admits as Lexi starts the car.
"You're my adorable geek." I say as I look over my shoulder and give Ian a cute smile.
"Thanks." Ian blushes.
"Ew." Lexi makes a fake gagging noise.
"Shut up, I'm happy." I say.
"So am I." Ian adds.
Lexi just shakes her head and pulls out onto the street. Soon, we arrive at the house. We grab our backpacks from the back seat and head inside. The three of us get drinks before heading to the main living room.
"Wanna watch television?" Lexi asks.
"Actually, I was hoping Ian and I could head to my room to be alone." I say.
"Oh!" Lexi says before her grin turns predatory. "You two kids go have fun. I'll watch TV or do homework or something."
"Let's go, Baby!" I breathe as I grab Ian's hand and practically drag him to my bedroom. The poor boy's face is bright red.
"Looks like you've got me all alone." I say in a seductive voice as I lean against my bedroom door after closing it.
"Yeah, it does." Ian replies with a blush and a smile.
"Don't worry, big boy," I whisper as I lick my lips. "I haven't forgotten my promise."
"P-promise?" Ian asks nervously.
"I'm gonna suck that big, beautiful cock of yours." I explain as I reach out and lightly caress his chest with both hands.
"O-okay." he stammers.
"Don't be nervous." I smile. "C'mon, let's listen to some music first."
I start some soft music playing on my phone and set it down on my bedside table. Then I guide Ian over to the bed. We sit down on the bed and hold hands as we talk and listen to music. I kick off my flip flops and get comfortable. I'm having a great time.
Midway through the third song, we both lean in while our eyes slowly close. I pucker up right before our lips meet in a soft kiss as my thumb lightly caresses Ian's hand. I let out a happy moan as my tongue slips into Ian's mouth.
We make out for several minutes, our tongues wrestling as Ian buries his free hand in my raven locks. Our entwined hands are resting on my bare knee. Soon, I lift Ian's hand and place it on my breast.
"Touch me." I whisper against his lips.
"Kayla." he moans.
Ian lightly massages my boob from outside of my blouse, making me moan into his mouth. I can feel my nipple hardening and pushing against my bra as we kiss passionately. At the same time, my pussy is moistening as I press my body against Ian's. I want more.
"What's wrong?" Ian asks when I break our kiss and pull away.
"I want you to see me." I whisper, our eyes locked.
While watching Ian's face, I slowly unbutton my blouse. His breathing is heavy and is face is flush as the last button comes undone. With a cute smile, I shrug out of my blouse and let it fall to the floor, revealing my black bra.
Ian looks like he wants to say anything, but is too stunned to speak. I reach behind my back and unhook my bra. I gaze directly into Ian's eyes, pure passion on my face as I lower my bra and expose my breasts.
"Wow." Ian whispers, staring at my chest as my bra hits the floor.
"You like?" I ask with a giggle as I give my chest a shake. "What do you think? Better in person?"
"Y-yes." Ian stammers, his eyes locked on my big boobies.
"I want you to touch them." I state sincerely as I look at him, clad in only my jean shorts.
I smirk when Ian just stays frozen as he stares at my breasts. Then I reach out and take his hands in mine. I lift his hands and place them on my tits, smiling as I encourage him to touch me. I can feel my hard nipples pressing against his palms.
"Kayla." Ian whispers as he lightly massages my boobs.
"Push them together." I breathe, my face flush with lust. "Squeeze them, play with them. I want you to touch me, Baby."
Ian is obviously nervous as he pushes my titties together, creating a large cleavage. I glance down at his bulge, and can see that he's obviously fully hard and throbbing. Delicious. A small moan escapes my lips as Ian's thumbs brush my nipples.
"Kiss them, Baby." I whisper urgently. "Kiss my titties."
Lust finally overwhelms nerves as Ian leans forward and starts planting kisses all along my cleavage. I throw my head back and moan, my hand buried in Ian's hair as I encourage him to hold my breasts together and cover them with kisses. Fuck, this feels good.
"I love your tits." Ian moans, shocking both of us with his lustful statement.
"A little tip," I say as my mouth opens in a groan of pleasure, "my nipples are really, really sensitive. You can pretty much make me cum just by sucking on them."
Ian holds my tits together as he slurps a nipple into his mouth. I tell him how good he's making me feel as his tongue rapidly flicks the little pink nipple. I grip his hair tighter as my other hand reaches down to start rubbing his bulge. His hands and mouth feel so good on my breasts.
"That's it, suck my titties!" I groan as my fingertips caress Ian's bulge.
"Mm." Ian moans with my nipple in his mouth.
"I think," I begin with a giggle, "it's my turn to suck on something."
Ian freezes against my tit. Then he gives the orb a quick kiss before pulling back and looking at me. I giggle as I slowly rub his hard cock from outside his jeans. He's clearly nervous, but really excited.
"Y-you don't have to." Ian stammers.
"I know I don't." I answer. "I want to."
Taking a hair elastic from my wrist, I put my hair in a ponytail. Then I smile at Ian as I slip off the bed and get on my knees. My hands grip Ian's thighs, spreading his legs before I get between them and wink at him.
"How do you like having a girl on her knees for you?" I ask with a giggle. I know I look cute, topless on my knees wearing a cute pair of jean shorts.
"I like it." Ian swallows weakly.
"Then you'll love this." I say, licking my lips.
I reach up and unbuckle his pants. Then I have Ian lift his bum so that I can pull his pants and underwear down to his ankles, freeing his erection. I make a soft cooing noise as I admire his shaft, before reaching out and grasping it.
My tongue snakes out and licks his shaft once, from base to tip. Then I dip lower and kiss his heavy balls. Holding his base, I press his cock against my face affectionately. I direct his manhood toward my open mouth before planting a big, wet kiss on his mushroom head. That's when Ian unloads all over my face.
"Oh!" I cry out as cum covers my pretty face. One rope lands on my upper lip and drips down into my mouth.
"Shit!" Ian laments. He looks mortified as he stares down at my cum-covered face. "Sorry, sorry!"
"Ian, it's okay!" I laugh as my tongue snakes out to lap up some semen from my lower lip. "Don't feel bad, it happens!"
"I'm so embarrassed." Ian mumbles, his face red.
"Don't be! It made me feel hot that I got you to lose control like that." I say as I lean forward and kiss his tip.
Releasing his softening cock, I stand up and smile. Then I walk over to my bedside table and get some tissues. I smirk over at Ian as he watches me clean the cum from my face. Damn, he really got me good.
"Ouch, it's in my eye." I say with a giggle, my big boobs hanging from my chest as I bend over to clean my face.
"I'm sorry." Ian mumbles from his spot on the bed.
"Ian, it's okay!" I giggle as I dispose of the tissues. Then I put on a robe to conceal my breasts. "I'm gonna run to the bathroom and wash my face."
"Okay." he says softly.
I head to the bathroom and wash my face. When I return, Ian is on my bed with his pants pulled back up. He did kick off his shoes and he's laying down, facing away from me. I bite my lower lip, feeling bad for the poor guy. It really isn't a big deal.
"Hey, big guy." I say as I take off my robe and climb into bed behind him.
"Hi, Kayla." Ian replies.
"You didn't do anything wrong." I assure him as I kiss the back of his neck. Wrapping my arms around him, I press my bare breasts into his back. "You just got really excited."
"I guess." he mumbles.
"Oh, stop being embarrassed." I laugh as I reach down and grab his crotch. "You shot off early, it happens. Let's relax for a bit and try again."
"Really, we can try again?" Ian asks.
"Worried I wouldn't wanna put your dick in my mouth again?" I ask.
"Maybe." he admits.
"Aw, Ian!" I laugh. "You're so cute. C'mere, turn around."
Ian turns around to face me. Our lips meet as a new song starts playing from my phone. He wraps his arms around me as our kiss deepens. I love feeling his strong hands caress my bare back. I moan into his mouth.
I roll Ian onto his back and get on top of him, straddling him. I lower myself to kiss him, my titties dangling from my chest and brushing Ian's body. I suck on his tongue and moan when Ian's hands grasp my tight ass.
"That's it, Baby, touch me!" I coo against Ian's lips, loving his hands on my body.
One of Ian's hands stays on my bum as his other hand slides up my body to cup a boob. I groan in pleasure when he rolls my nipple between his fingers. Then I grind my jean-covered pussy against his crotch, using my tight body to get him hard again.
"I'm gonna suck your dick." I whisper.
It's been about twenty minutes, and Ian is fully hard again. I slide out of his lap and get on my knees perpendicular to him. My head is over his crotch as I unbutton his pants and pull them down to his knees, once more freeing his hard dick.
I toss my ponytail over my shoulder as I aim his cock toward my mouth. Ian gasps when my warm mouth closes around his tip. I form a tight seal around his shaft with my lips as I start bobbing my head on him.
"You can touch me as much as you want." I pull off him to say before going back to sucking.
My cheeks cave in as I suck hard on Ian. Soon, I feel Ian's hand grasp a hanging tit. He starts playing with my boob as he enjoys my mouth. I coo and moan around his shaft, knowing I'm making the sexiest noises.
Ian's other hand reaches out and grabs my ass. I smile around his shaft and wiggle my butt against his hand as my tongue lashes the underside of his cock. The shy boy then shocks me by slapping my bum lightly. My body jerks forward and I moan appreciatively. He's really getting into this.
A few minutes go by, and I'm sucking away as Ian's hands explore my body. He's playing with my tits and grabbing my ass. I love it! I take him deep and swallow around his hard dick so he can feel my throat caressing him. He's close. He's gonna cum for me.
"Kayla!" he gasps out as he grabs the top of my head.
"Mm!" I moan as I suck harder, knowing what's about to greet me.
Ian's balls clench as his cock jerks in my mouth. Suddenly, warm, thick, sticky fluid floods my mouth, coating my tongue and tonsils. I moan and swallow the first spurt just in time for the second. Then the third. I hold the remainder of his seed between my lips as the last of his load trickles out.
I pull off his dick with a loud slurp and then I turn to face him while still holding his base. Ian looks down at me as I gape my mouth to show him my cum-covered tongue. He stares down at me with wide eyes while I close my mouth and tilt my head back to swallow. Delicious.
"Mm, I love cum." I coo up at him.
"Holy shit." he gasps between labored breaths.
Moments later, I find myself laying in Ian's arms. He takes off his shirt and puts his cock away before I rest my head on his chest. I trace shapes on his bare chest as he holds me. My breasts are pressing against his chest and I slowly run my bare foot along his calf.
"Did you enjoy your first blowjob?" I ask as I reach across his chest to grip his upper arm.
"Yes!" he says with a smile. "You're amazing."
"You're not so bad yourself!" I reply with a giggle.
"Will you be my girlfriend?" Ian asks as he looks down at me.
"There's some stuff I need to tell you first." I say nervously. "Then, if you still want me, ask again."
"Whatever it is, you can tell me." he insists as he holds me close.
"I know we haven't talked about it, but I'm not a virgin. That wasn't my first blowjob." I begin with.
"You were dating David. That's understandable. Everyone has a past. Well, everyone but me." Ian says.
"Hey, don't be so down on yourself." I say as I poke him in the chest. "You just got your dick sucked!"
"I did!" Ian chuckles.
"Anyway, um, you know David and I broke up." I continue.
"Yes, I heard. Then I asked you out." he nods.
"I went to a party not long after the break up." I tell him. "I got really, really drunk, and um, well..."
"You can tell me." Ian says as he kisses the top of my head.
"I was raped!" I exclaim as my eyes start to water.



Ian's arms tighten around me, but he doesn't say anything. He holds me for several minutes as I cry against him. When I'm all cried out, I look up at him with red-rimmed eyes. He's looking at me with affection and support. He's so great.
"I'm here for you, Kayla." he whispers. I can tell he's overwhelmed with emotion, shock, anger at my rapist, and support for me.
"I know you are. Thank you." I reply, kissing his chest. "Anyway, um, after Keith raped me, I went a little crazy."
"Crazy how?" Ian asks. "And Keith Strulk?"
"Yeah, him." I admit. "I started going to parties and sleeping around. I even, I even let two guys have me at once."
"Oh." he says.
"Yeah..." I mumble. "And there's more."
"Tell me." he whispers. "I'm not judging you. I'm here for you."
"Lexi confronted me about my behavior because I wasn't acting like myself. I started having dreams about group sex and stuff, and part of me wanted to get gang-banged, but Lexi encouraged me to follow my heart and find love." I explain.
"Sounds like she's a great friend." Ian says, holding me close.
"She is." I say before taking a deep breath. "So are Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. In fact, we bonded really closely over everything. We made love. We still do."
"You're bi?" he asks.
"I guess I am." I acknowledge. "And I don't want to stop having sex with them. Even if we're together."
"Oh." Ian says again, clearly overwhelmed.
"I understand if you don't want to see me anymore." I tell him sincerely.
"Kayla?" he asks after a minute of silence.
"Yeah?" I inquire.
"You won't touch any guys if we're together, will you?" he wonders.
"No! I don't care if I have more dreams, I won't do it. Only you. I just, I really need my girls." I say.
"Then, I think I can handle it. As long as there are no other guys in the picture." Ian says.
"Really?" I look up at him with affection.
"Really." he says as he leans in and kisses my lips.
We softly kiss for several minutes. I feel so much affection for Ian. He's overwhelmed, but he is accepting of everything that I've been through. He's here for me, with no judgment, just support and affection.
"Kayla?" Ian breaks the kiss to ask.
"Yes?" I reply.
"Will you be my girlfriend?" he wonders.
"Yes, Ian. I will." I answer with a huge grin.
We kiss again, making out for almost an hour. At one point, Ian offers to return the favor, but I tell him not yet. We'll work up to that. I'm tempted to let him finger me, but I decide it's best to wait for now.
After we're done kissing, we slowly get dressed. Ian looks at me and pouts when my breasts disappear inside my black bra. I just stick out my tongue at him. Life is good. I have a boyfriend who accepts me for me.
"Hello, lovebirds!" Lexi chirps when we enter the main living room holding hands.
"Hi, Lexi." Ian replies with a smile.
"He knows everything." I state happily.
"Oh yeah?" Lexi says. "So, he knows you stick your tongue in my twat?"
"Lexi!" I hiss. "This is still new to him."
"It's okay, Kayla. I'm good." Ian says before turning to Lexi. "We're a couple now."
"Really? That's great!" Lexi exclaims, clapping her hands.
"It is." I wholeheartedly agree.
The three of us do homework for a little while while watching television. We're also chatting, so not a lot of actual studying gets done. Still, we're all straight A students, so we can get the assignments done without focusing too hard.
"I'm home!" Daddy announces as he walks into the main living room. "Oh, hi Ian! How are you?"
"Hi, Daddy!" I exclaim.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi says.
"Hello, Sir." Ian stammers, his face red. He's obviously nervous around Daddy after what happened this afternoon.
"Are you staying for dinner?" Daddy asks politely.
"If that's okay?" Ian replies.
"Of course!" Daddy answers.
The four of us head down to dinner a few minutes later. It's delicious as always, and Ian and I tell Daddy that we're dating. He says he's very happy for us. Lexi makes her usual inappropriate comment and I flip her off. Everything is going smoothly.
After dinner, I take Ian home. We hold hands on the drive. He invites me in and I spend a few minutes chatting with Susan and Ian Sr. politely. We tell Ian's parents that we're a couple, and they seem happy about it.
Susan hugs me goodbye and I drive home. As I walk toward my bedroom, I press my ear against Lexi and Daddy's bedroom door to listen to Lexi getting boned for a minute. Damn, she can really get loud.
Entering my bedroom, I strip down to my birthday suit and climb into bed. I text with Ian for a little while before wishing him goodnight. After practicing meditation, I fall asleep. No more dreams of getting gang-banged, I only dream of Ian. I know I won't have dreams like that anymore.
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-Witty
Steven
A small breath escapes my lips as I slowly return to consciousness Tuesday morning. I can feel the covers are off of me, and a petite, warm body is nestling in between my legs. Opening my eyes, I look down and see Lexi's green eyes sparkling as she smiles at me and strokes my morning wood.
"Good morning, Lexi." I whisper as I reach down to cup her lightly-freckled face.
"Mm, morning." she smiles as she presses her cheek against my palm.
Lexi is completely nude and resting on her knees between my legs. Her small breasts are dangling from her chest, and I find my eyes drawn to her light pink nipples. She's resting on one elbow for balance, while her other hand is almost lazily stroking me.
"Didn't get enough last night?" I teasingly ask as I release her cheek and reach down to squeeze a hanging tit.
"Of your big cock? Never!" Lexi breathes.
"Good." I smile wide while leaning back against the pillow and watching my girlfriend's antics.
Lexi sticks out her tongue at me before she tosses her auburn hair over one shoulder. She then leans in and plants a big, wet kiss on my tip. Next, she cracks another smile before gripping my base and showering my entire length with kisses.
"Mm, I love this dick." Lexi coos as she presses my length against her cheek.
"It's all yours, Baby." I tell her.
"Mine." she moans before licking my tip with her little, pink tongue. "You're just lucky I like to share."
"Very lucky. You'll always be my number one." I say as Lexi takes my mushroom head between her lips before releasing it with a 'pop'. "My favorite mouth. My favorite pussy. My favorite ass."
"How sweet." Lexi giggles and rolls her eyes as she strokes my base while running her tongue along the underside of my shaft.
"How about you make him feel good?" I ask with a grin.
"I suppose I could do that." she makes a face like she's thinking before kissing my tip again. "Do you want to feel my sexy mouth on you?"
"Very much." I gasp, the feel of her soft hand stroking me is making me throb in her grasp.
"Okay." she states with a shrug.
Lexi looks up at me and winks. Then, she lunges. Before I realize what's happening, half of my cock is buried in her throat. My gorgeous girlfriend hums around me, the last few inches of my shaft still protruding from between her pink lips.
"Lexi." I whisper, making her smile around my length.
The sexy redhead releases my base and cups my balls. Her tiny hand starts lightly massaging my sack. I moan and throw my head back when she starts bobbing her head, taking just over half of my prick in her mouth with each down stroke.
"Deep throat me, Babe." I instruct as I play with her tits.
I release Lexi's boobs and grab the top of her head as Lexi adjusts her position. She then opens wide and slides down my dick until her lips are stretched around my base. She looks sexy with her mouth full of cock.
"Holy shit, that feels good." I groan as Lexi swallows so her throat muscles squeeze me.
After holding the deep throat for several seconds, Lexi pulls off me. A string of saliva connects her bottom lip to my tip as she gasps for breath. Then she starts stroking me, holding up my cock as she ducks her head down and takes one of my balls between her lips. I let out a sigh as her tongue plays, licking my sack while she gives me a hand job.
"Damn, you're good." I compliment with a light laugh.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps when she releases my balls. She then gives my testicles one long lick before looking up at me. "I've sucked a lot of dick. Yours will be the only one I ever suck for the rest of my life."
"That's quite the promise." I whisper.
'"I mean it, Steven." she says seriously.
"I love you." I say sincerely.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies, looking up at me with love. "Will you fuck my face?"
"You don't have to ask me twice." I say as I lightly caress her face.
For several minutes, I hold Lexi's head in my hands as I pull her up and down my cock. She's making the sexiest gagging and moaning noises as drool runs from her lips and coats my balls. I love using her mouth as if it were a pussy.
"You like that?" I ask as I pull her off my dick and hold her up by the hair.
"Yes, Baby! I love your cock!" Lexi moans through heavy breaths, her hands gripping my thighs.
"Come sit in my lap." I order.
Lexi nods rapidly as I release her hair. Then she surprises me by sitting up and spinning around. She mounts me in reverse-cowgirl as she reaches between us and aims my cock at her hole. We both groan as my tip parts her labia and enters her tight, teenage body.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi grunts through clenched teeth as her small hands grip my upper thighs.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous!" I hiss back, loving the feel of her vaginal walls caressing me.
She starts riding me. Her shapely legs flex as Lexi bounces up and down in my lap, her red hair flailing about. My glance travels down her bare back to her sexy ass. Reaching out, I take her butt cheeks in my hands and help guide her movements.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Lexi chants as she reaches up with both hands and grabs her own breasts.
"You feel so good." I groan as my hands squeeze her bum.
"So do you." Lexi whispers back as one hand reaches higher and gathers up her hair. "You're so hard."
"You make me hard." I tell her.
I move my hands to her hips as she turns her bounce into a slow grind. I let out an involuntary gasp at the feel of her tight twat squeezing me, milking me. I'm getting close. I keep watching as Lexi runs her hands along her own body. One hand reaches between her legs, and I can tell she's rubbing her clit.
"I'm gonna cum!" Lexi announces as she tosses her head back. One hand is on her tit, while the other is rapidly rubbing her clit. "Oh God, I'm gonna cum!"
Lexi's body shakes as an orgasm washes over her. I can feel her pussy convulse and grip me as her hole attempts to draw my cum out of my body and into her greedy womb. It succeeds. I join her in ecstasy as I shoot a load into her soaked snatch.
"Cum in me!" Lexi screeches as she feels me exploding inside her.
When we both start to settle down, Lexi lifts off of me and spins around, dropping to her knees between my legs once again. As cum leaks out of her hole and onto the sheets, Lexi leans down and slurps me into her mouth. I grab her head in both hands as she cleans my cock with her mouth, sucking up the last few drops of semen.
"What a way to start the day." I say a couple minutes later while holding Lexi in my arms. Her hand is resting on my chest and her bare breasts are pressing against my body.
"Mm, definitely." Lexi agrees with a nod.
"For the rest of your life, you say?" I ask as I brush a lock of sweaty auburn hair out of her face and back behind her ear.
"Yup!" she chirps. "You're stuck with me."
"I think I should have some say in this." I chuckle while reaching down to squeeze her tight ass.
"I know, I just hope you'll agree." Lexi says, suddenly serious.
"We're not quite there yet, but I like to think it's heading that way." I answer.
"Good." Lexi nods. "I-I don't ever wanna lose you."
"I don't want to lose you either." I acknowledge.
"Don't worry," Lexi whispers as she runs her toes along my calf, "Like I said before, I love to share. You won't be stuck with just one pussy."
"It's one amazing pussy." I compliment.
"Thanks." she giggles before looking up at me with those enchanting green eyes. "Have you been wondering if it runs in the family?"
"I don't think Nicole is interested." I chuckle, knowing what she means. Still, I can't help but add, "And after what she did to you, I definitely don't want to fuck your mother."
"Ew!" Lexi exclaims as she slaps my chest playfully. "You know I meant Nicole!"
"Yeah, I knew." I admit. "I stand by what I said, she's definitely not interested."
"I don't know." Lexi says as she starts tracing shapes on my chest. "She was texting me a lot yesterday."
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Yup!" she confirms. "Telling me she's coming around, and that she's glad I found a great guy who clearly loves me."
"I'm glad she's accepting me, but why would that mean she wants to fuck me? I am her sister's boyfriend." I say. "Most people aren't as accepting of sharing as you and the girls."
"Nicole admitted she thinks you're cute." Lexi says with a shrug. "Plus, she's my sister; being a slut must run in the family. You might have a shot!"
"What happened to you not wanting me to check out your sister?" I wonder as I hold Lexi close.
"I don't know." Lexi shrugs. "At first, I didn't really think about it, you know? It's just something you say, you don't want your boyfriend checking out your sister. Then, I jokingly proposed that I'd nail Nicole if Kayla went after you."
"So, you want to fuck Nicole and you want me to fuck my daughter?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"I know, I'm a dirty girl!" she giggles as she reaches over to squeeze my bicep.
"You really are!" I agree while holding her delicate shoulder. "I know you've teased about it before, but I am not going to have sex with my daughter. That's just crazy."
"Why is it crazy?" Lexi asks, looking up at me.
"Because it's incest? It's wrong." I say.
"Says who?" she asks.
"Uh, everyone?" I answer.
"Fuck 'em." Lexi responds with a sharp nod. "Fuck everyone who thinks that you and I shouldn't be together because of the age difference. Fuck everyone who would say it's wrong that you've seen your daughter's titties. Kayla is a beautiful, young woman, and you're a handsome man. You're attracted to each other, you love each other. There's nothing wrong with bonding in that way."
"What makes you think I'm attracted to my own daughter?" I ask.
"Mm, just think about those big, perfectly shaped tits." Lexi coos as she reaches down and grasps my flaccid penis. "Her raven hair framing her lovely face. Her flat stomach and toned legs. Think about that tight ass."
"Lexi..."I warn. Fuck, I can't help but picture Kayla.
"You've seen her naked so many times, keep thinking about that perfect body." Lexi coos as she strokes my soft dick "Her pussy is really delicious, you know. I've tasted a fair number of cunts, but Kayla's? Mm, delectable! I could eat her out all day and never get tired of that taste."
"Lexi!" I say again as I feel my cock jump in her grasp.
"Someone is certainly interested." she giggles as she glances down at my shaft.
"He doesn't get a vote." I insist. "Yes, Kayla is very beautiful. But she's still my daughter."
"So, if incest is wrong, I'm guessing that means you don't want Nicole and I to double team you?" Lexi asks.
"Uh..." I mumble as I imagine the beautiful, redheaded sisters crawling all over me.
"Yeah, that's what I thought." Lexi smiles.
"Even if she would sleep with me, what makes you think Nicole would go for a threesome?" I ask.
"I think she's bi-curious." Lexi explains with a shrug. "When we were in the pool, I caught her staring at Kayla's tits a few times."
"If you're right, she's attracted to Kayla, not her own sister." I say as Lexi continues to stroke me. Despite having just cum, I can feel myself starting to harden.
"Maybe, but I'm thinking Nicole is secretly as dirty and slutty as her baby sister." Lexi giggles.
"I think you're wrong. And you're wrong about Kayla and I." I insist.
"Nah, I'm right." she replies. "Remember when Kayla yanked your swim trunks down?"
"Yes, and do you remember when you kissed her after blowing me? She was grossed out!" I respond.
"She only acted grossed out because she thinks that's what she's supposed to feel." she explains. "Kayla wants you."
"I don't think so." I say.
"Let's make a bet." Lexi says as she expertly works my cock with her small hand.
"What kind of bet?" I ask.
"I'll invite Nicole over when Kayla isn't around, so it's just the three of us." she begins. "I bet I can seduce my sister into a threesome."
"And if you can?" I wonder as my fingers play with one of her nipples.
"If I can, we tell Kayla about it." Lexi suggests. "Oh, and you'll go along with having sex with us, without worrying about Nicole being my sister."
"I don't know..." I mumble.
"Why not?" she asks as she runs her thumb along my tip. "If you're right, Nicole won't go for it. I won't try and make her do anything she doesn't want to do. You just can't talk her out of it."
"Okay, but what if you can't seduce Nicole?" I ask.
"Then I'll never suggest incest again." Lexi promises. "And I'll be your slave for a day. I'll do whatever you want, wherever you want. You can shove it in any hole you want, whenever you want. Just tell me to bend over and spread my cheeks, and I will."
"How is that different from any other day?" I tease.
"Jerk!" Lexi laughs. "I'll be especially slutty that day, okay?"
"Lexi..." I mutter.
"What? It's low risk for you, plus you get lots of pussy no matter what happens." she reasons.
"I suppose." I say, considering it.
"So?" she asks after a minute of silence.
"Okay, deal. You have one chance to seduce Nicole. If it doesn't work, you stop trying to get me to sleep with my daughter." I tell her. "Oh, and your sister."
"Great, deal!" Lexi chirps.
"And I'm never going to have sex with my daughter, bet or not." I insist. "Kayla wouldn't go for it anyway."
"We'll see." Lexi smirks before lowering her head and taking me into her mouth once again.
She sucks me for about fifteen minutes before I finally tense up and cum. I grab the top of her head as my hips buck, causing sperm to run down Lexi's chin. She quickly swallows and slurps up the escaped semen.
"Ready for breakfast?" I ask.
"Yeah, now that I've had my morning protein shake." she winks.
I pull on a clean pair of plain black boxer briefs as Lexi steps into a pair of cute panties. They're white with little pink and red hearts on them. The two of us then change the sheets before putting on robes and heading down to breakfast.
"Morning, Kayla!" Lexi announces as she walks into the dining room.
"Good morning." Kayla replies while buttering a bagel. Her hard nipples are denting the fabric of her robe.
"How'd you sleep?" I ask my daughter as Lexi and I sit down and serve ourselves breakfast.
"Very well." Kayla answers with a smile.
"No dreams?" Lexi asks.
"Nope, none!" Kayla says happily. "How'd you guys sleep?"
"Not long enough." I answer honestly.
"Well, maybe if you got your head out from between Lexi's thighs, you'd get more sleep!" Kayla giggles.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims in mock offense. "He didn't eat me out this morning, just last night!"
"Not helping, Honey." I chuckle as I take a sip of coffee.
"Hmph." Lexi pouts while Kayla just grins.
We spend the next few minutes eating in silence. The breakfast is delicious, I've missed the great cooking of our housekeeper. She was off yesterday, too. There's a full spread out in front of us and I enjoy a great morning with Kayla and Lexi.
"So, how was work yesterday?" Kayla eventually asks, resuming the conversation.
"Busy." I answer after swallowing a bite of bacon. "A lot piled up while I was gone. I spent the entire morning just going through emails."
"Fascinating, but I don't think that's what Kayla meant." Lexi says, looking at me pointedly.
"What?" I ask in confusion.
"How was it seeing Stacey for the first time since the big 'I love you'?" Kayla asks. "That's what I wanted to know."
"Oh." I state simply. "Why didn't you just ask that?"
"It was implied, dummy." Lexi giggles. "So? How did it go?"
"Not well." I sigh, shaking my head. "Stacey barely spoke to me. She only said what was necessary to do her job. And I ate lunch alone."
"She doesn't know how to act around you now." Kayla explains.
"Why not?" I ask.
"Wow, you can really be oblivious sometimes." Lexi says, shaking her head as she grins. "The girl is in love with you, she told you so herself!"
"And she knows we can't be together." I state.
"Yes." Kayla nods. "And she's worried about her job, about being around you, about not being able to sleep with you anymore. She's hurt and scared."
"Oh." I say. "I'll have a chat with her today."
"Good. Open your mouth and talk to her." Lexi says with an eye roll.
"Tell her you care about her, but you're with Lexi. Make sure she knows she can still be part of your life and her job isn't in danger or anything." Kayla offers.
"And no sticking your cock in her!" Lexi admonishes.
"You know, I am a wealthy business owner with years of life experience. I do know how to talk to people." I say in exasperation. "And of course I won't have sex with her, Lexi."
"Good." Lexi nods. "And yeah, we know, but you still need us sometimes. You're a strong, independent man, but sometimes you need to be reminded of things."
"It was stupid of me not to talk to Stacey yesterday." I admit with a sigh.
"You'll do fine, Daddy. You can be oblivious, but you're a kind and caring man." Kayla smiles at me and reaches out to touch my arm.
"Thank you, Kayla." I say.
"You're welcome." my daughter smiles.
We finish up breakfast and take the dishes into the kitchen. The housekeeper wishes us a good day, and we thank her before heading back toward the bedrooms. Lexi and Kayla are holding hands and giggling as they walk in front of me. I find myself checking out both gorgeous asses.
"Do you wanna shower together?" Kayla asks my girlfriend.
"Yeah!" Lexi enthuses. "We should have time to fool around for a little while."
"Can I watch?" I ask with a lecherous grin.
"No, go work out before work. You have a conversation to mentally prepare for." Lexi answers.
"Dirty, old man." Kayla admonishes.
"Fine, fine." I mutter. I was just looking at my daughter's butt, I am a dirty, old man. Strangely, I'm okay with it. I won't ever touch her, but it's okay to look.
"How about we give him a show?" Lexi suggests as we reach the hallway with our bedrooms.
"Hm, okay!" Kayla giggles.
As one, my daughter and girlfriend release their hand hold and spin around to face me. Next, they grab the edges of their robes and yank them open, revealing four perfect breasts to my hungry gaze. Lexi's are small and perky, dusted with freckles with the palest, pinkest nipples. Kayla's boobs are as perfect as Lexi says; C-cup beauties that dangle from her chest in the ideal combination of round and conical.
"Okay, before he starts drooling..." Lexi trails off as she covers herself.
"Too late." Kayla laughs while taking off her robe and draping it over her arm. She's wearing light green panties, and nothing else.
"C'mon Kayla," Lexi says as she grabs my daughter's ass and directs her toward her own bedroom. "I wanna taste that sweet snatch of yours."
Lexi strips out of her robe as the two girls giggle and disappear into Kayla's bedroom. I can just imagine the gorgeous ladies showering in Kayla's bathroom together. Smirking, I turn and head to the home gym to work out.
I lift weights for a little while, and only stop to say goodbye to Kayla and Lexi. Both are dressed and ready for school. They head out, and I switch to the treadmill. While running, I try and go over what I'm going to say to Stacey. I don't want to hurt her, but really, I don't think there's any avoiding that. Best to get everything out in the open so she knows where I stand.
Finishing my workout, I head to mine and Lexi's bathroom to shower before work. Once I'm dressed, I grab my briefcase and get in my car. It isn't long before I'm parking in the office lot and heading inside.
"Good morning, Stacey." I say with a polite smile as I walk by her desk.



"Good morning, Sir." she replies in an almost-robotic voice.
Sighing, I enter my office and start the work day. For the first couple hours, I respond to emails. Next, I end up in a boring meeting. Finally, I can get some actual work done and spend the remainder of the morning pouring over financial data. Then lunch time arrives.
Stacey and I order our meals separately, since we still aren't socializing. We eat separately, me in my office, her at her desk. While eating, I text with Lexi and tell her that I'm about to have a talk with Stacey. Only when I finish my lunch, do I open my office door.
"Stacey?" I inquire.
"Yes, Sir?" she responds after taking a sip of her drink.
"When you finish lunch could you please come see me?" I ask.
"O-of course, Sir." Stacey stammers nervously.
"Nothing to worry about, you're not in trouble." I say with a friendly smile.
"Okay, good." she answers before going back to her meal.
I go back to my office and continue texting my girlfriend. Eventually, I hear a knock at the door. I look up to see Stacey standing nervously in the door. She looks stunning in her business skirt. Twenty-five years old, a gorgeous figure, her blonde hair held back in a functional ponytail.
"Hi, Stacey. Could you close the door?" I ask.
"Yes." she responds, closing the door. Stacey then walks in and sits down at the chair in front of my desk.
"I thought we should talk." I state slowly.
"Okay..." she trails off.
"I just hate how cold things are between us." I explain.
"So do I." Stacey mumbles as tears form in her eyes.
"We're friends, aren't we?" I ask.
"Yes, of course." she says with a nod.
"Then we should be able to work this out." I reason.
"I-I'm not sure I can work here anymore." Stacey gasps out before she starts sobbing.
I don't answer with words. Instead I stand up and walk around my desk until I'm standing over my pretty, blonde assistant. She also stands up and allows me to wrap her up in a hug as she sobs against my chest.
"It's okay." I coo softly as I rub her back.
"No, it isn't." she cries.
"Why not?" I ask. "Talk to me."
"I'm in love with you!" Stacey gasps out when she pulls back to look up at me.
"I-I know." I acknowledge with a nod, my arms still around the distraught woman.
"And you don't feel the same way." she states with a sniffle.
"You know I'm with Lexi." I respond. "I'm in love with her."
"Yeah..." Stacey trails off.
"I'm sorry." I say sincerely.
"That's why I can't work here anymore. I want to be your girlfriend." she explains. "It's hard seeing you every day, knowing I can't have you. I feel like a love struck teenager, but it's the truth."
"Everything will be okay, Stacey." I say as I grab some tissues and dab at her tears. "I don't want you to quit."
"But you don't wanna sleep with me anymore either?" Stacey asks with a hardness in her eyes.
"I'm still very attracted to you," I admit with a sigh, "but I don't think it's a good idea for us to have sex right now."
"You're probably right." she mumbles before taking the tissues I offer her. "Thanks."
"You're welcome." I reply before going silent for almost a minute. Then I speak up again. "I don't want you to quit."
"I don't want to quit." Stacey says. "Ignoring the fact that I love working for you, this is a great, high-paying job. Quitting would be a disaster."
"Do you wanna take the afternoon off to think about it?" I offer.
"No." Stacey sighs. "I'm not gonna quit. I'm just overwhelmed with everything."
"Well, I'm glad you're not quitting." I say.
"Me, too." she sniffles. "I'm gonna go to the bathroom to clean my face."
"Are we okay?" I ask.
"Yes. I'm just heartbroken right now. We're still friends." Stacey answers. "I understand why we can't sleep together again. It just sucks."
"It really does." I admit.
"Thank you for being here for me." she says with a weak smile.
"You're welcome." I smile back.
Stacey leaves my office and heads to the bathroom. I sigh as I return to my desk and resume working. At one point, I call the PI and am disappointed that there is no movement on the case. I'm afraid Keith is going to get away with what he's done. What can I do though? I love Kayla and Lexi so much, I want to bring that asshole to justice for them. I feel so helpless.
After work, I drive home and have a nice dinner with Lexi and Kayla. I tell them how the chat with Stacey went, and they both agree that it's best to just give her time. When we finish eating, we spend the evening watching television and relaxing. Then I read a book while the girls get their homework done.
Once it's time for bed, Lexi and I both hug and kiss Kayla goodnight. My raven-haired daughter disappears into her room while I enter the master bedroom with Lexi. She and I are kissing the instant the door is closed.
Within forty-five seconds, Lexi and I are completely naked. She kneels on the carpet and blows me for a couple minutes before climbing up on the bed and spreading her legs. Hoping on the bed, I place Lexi's legs over my shoulders and eat her out to two screaming orgasms.
"I need you in me, Steven." Lexi gasps while looking down at me and tugging on my hair, urging me up her body.
My only response is to climb up Lexi's naked body and slot my erection at her opening. Then I'm inside her. We make slow, passionate love while whispering sweet words to each other. It ends when we both tense up in orgasm, Lexi's pussy spasms while my cock is squirting inside her, filling her up with semen.
"Nice ass!" I call out as Lexi waddles toward the bathroom with one hand over her pussy to stem the flow of cum.
She just flips me off before going into our private bathroom. Lexi comes back a couple minutes later with a clean pussy. She then curls up in my arms and falls asleep with her head resting on my chest. I kiss the top of her head before falling asleep as well.
Kayla
"I can't wait for the pool party on Saturday." Ian says.
"I'm glad." I reply, smiling cutely. "I hope everyone has fun."
Ian and I are standing outside the school building on Wednesday, just after the last bell rings and ends the school day. I'm wearing a fun skirt and a cute top as I chat with my boyfriend. Ian looks adorable in jeans and a nice t-shirt.
"Do you wanna do something today?" Ian suggests.
"Oh, I can't." I say sadly. "I, um, have an appointment to get to."
"Is everything okay?" he asks.
"It's therapy, Ian." I whisper after glancing around to make sure no one is listening. "I have therapy on Wednesdays."
"Oh, right!" Ian says, realization dawning on him. "I hope it goes well."
"Thank you." I say with a small smile.
"You're welcome." he replies, taking my hand.
"Maybe we can do something tomorrow of Friday?" I suggest as I lace our fingers.
"How about tomorrow?" Ian offers.
"Do you wanna come over?" I ask. "We can't fool around at your place."
"Oh, we're gonna fool around?" he wonders with a small blush. "And, yes, I can come over."
"Aw, you're blushing!" I giggle. So. Fucking. Cute.
"I'm trying not to!" he laughs nervously.
"And to answer your question, yes." I state primly. "I can't wait to suck that nice cock of yours again."
"I-I'd like that." Ian says.
"Mm, I bet you would, big guy!" I smile. "I should get going though. I don't wanna be late to therapy."
"Okay, bye Kayla." Ian says as he leans forward and kisses me.
"Bye, Ian." I reply, kissing him back.
Lexi and I took separate cars today so that I can go to therapy. I hop in my own car, start the engine and pull out onto the street. Listening to music, I tap my fingers on the steering wheel until I reach my therapist's office. Then I head inside for my appointment.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey says with a smile. "Welcome back!"
"Hi! Thanks!" I reply as I sit down on the couch across from her.
"How was your trip? Bermuda, right?" she asks.
"Yes, Bermuda." I nod. "It was fun! Lots of beaches and tanning. Some swimming, we shopped, and did tourist stuff."
"That's great!" Kasey responds.
"Met some people." I mumble.
"Uh-oh, did something happen?" she wonders as she looks at my expression.
"I met a guy, and we kind of made out a bit at a party." I answer with a sigh. "I stopped things before they got too far and ran out of the room. He called me a tease, but whatever. I'm mostly upset about kissing a guy while seeing Ian."
"Did you tell Ian afterwards?" Kasey asks.
"Yes! And we weren't a couple at the time, but we are now. He was upset, but understanding." I say.
It was really rude of that guy to call you a tease. Consent can be revoked at any time." Kasey states.
"I know, and he didn't try to force me or anything, he was just upset." I tell her.
"It does sound like things worked out though, you said you're together with Ian now?" she asks.
"Yes, I told him about the rape and everything. He still wants me!" I smile happily.
"He was understanding?" Kasey inquires.
"He was very supportive. He asked me to be his girlfriend, and I said yes." I explain.
"I'm very proud of you, Kayla." Kasey tells me. "It was a hard thing you did, to tell him about what happened to you."
"Thank you." I grin.
"Did anything else happen that you wanted to talk about?" she asks.
"After Ian and I got together, I haven't had any more of those dreams." I answer.
"Oh, no more sex dreams?" Kasey wonders.
"Nope! I even stopped thinking about group sex. I feel so much better." I say.
"That's great!" she smiles.
The session continues. We talk about my week, and I go into more detail about the trip, including kayaking and the tour of the crystal caves. Then we go over some more coping mechanisms for anxiety. After an hour, the session ends.
"See you next week, Kayla." she says as she shows me out.
"Thank you, Kasey." I respond.
I listen to music on the way home, singing along happily. Life is good. Soon, I'm pulling into the driveway of our massive house. I say hello to the butler when I enter the foyer, then head deeper into the house.
"How was therapy?" Lexi asks from her spot in the main living room where she's doing her homework.
"It was good!" I answer as I join her and take out my books. "I told her about almost hooking up over spring break, and about Ian asking me to be his girlfriend."
"I'm still so happy for you two." she smiles.
"Thanks, Lexi!" I respond as I start doing homework.
"So?" Lexi asks a few minutes later.
"So, what?" I inquire, looking over at her in confusion.
"Is Ian no longer a virgin?" she asks.
"Do you really think that's any of your business?" I retort.
"Yes." Lexi nods. "We're Slut-sisters! We share everything."
"He's still a virgin." I admit, glaring at her.
"Not ready to spread your legs?" she asks.
"Not yet." I answer with a sigh. "I miss having real cock in my cunt, but I am enjoying going slow with Ian."
"Did you guys do anything?" Lexi wonders.
"Yeah, I gave him head." I tell her.
"Oh, how was that?" she asks, not even looking at her school books anymore.
"Well," I begin with a smirk, "I kissed his tip and he blew his wad all over my face."
"Oh no, poor Ian!" Lexi says as she explodes into a giggle fit. "That's even worse than Dan!"
` "Ew. Don't talk about Dan." I groan before continuing. "I was topless and held him for a little while, then when he got it up for the second time I went down on him again."
"How was that?" she asks when she is able to stop giggling.
"Good!" I answer. "I loved sucking his dick. It had been so long since I've had a hard, throbbing cock in my mouth. Mm!"
"Cock sucking is so much fun, isn't it?" Lexi giggles.
"Yes!" I enthusiastically agree.
"Did he cum in your mouth?" she asks.
"Yup! And I swallowed, like a good girl!" I smile.
"Spitters are quitters!" Lexi sings.
"That they are!" I wholeheartedly agree. "Unless you spit it out on your tits or something. You know, to be sexy."
"Mm, very true." Lexi giggles. "Did he do anything to you?"
"No." I reply. "He did offer, but I've mostly kept him above the waist so far."
"Your pussy must be soaked." she says.
"Yeah, I may let him downstairs soon." I admit.
"Good. A girl needs her pussy eaten." Lexi nods sagely.
"I'll have to teach him how to do it." I say.
"You can do it. You're great at eating pussy yourself." she smiles.
"Thanks!" I giggle.
"You're welcome, Babe." Lexi winks.
We continue chatting and teasing each other while doing our homework. When finished, we pack away our books and watch television until Daddy gets home. Then the three of us head to the dining room for dinner.
"Is it okay if Ian comes over after school tomorrow?" I ask Daddy.
"Yes, of course." he smiles.
"Thank you!" I respond.
"How was Stacey today?" Lexi asks.
"Not bad." Daddy answers. "She definitely still seems down, but we had lunch together and were able to laugh and chat a bit."
"That's good." Lexi replies.
"Yeah, she agrees that it's for the best that we aren't sleeping together right now." Daddy says.
"I'm glad she knows that." I say. "It would only be trouble if you two fucked right now."
"Definitely." Lexi agrees with a nod.
After we finish our dinner, we head to the game room and shoot some pool for about an hour. Then we play some board games until it's late. I say goodnight to Daddy and Lexi then head to my bedroom.
I strip down to my panties and take a picture of myself in my full-length mirror. My tone figure and large breasts are on full display. Then I send the picture to Ian along with a wink face emoticon. He replies not long after, calling me beautiful. I smile and climb into bed. Wishing Ian goodnight, I set my phone down on the bedside table and fall asleep.
Thursday morning is uneventful. I wake up and have breakfast with Lexi and Daddy. Then Lexi and I head to school. We chat with Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia before homeroom. Naturally, they're still talking about me and my new boyfriend.
"Morning, Kayla!" Ian says when he greets me in the hall.
"Good morning, Baby!" I breathe happily as I give him a good morning smooch.
"Are we still on for today?" he asks after breaking the kiss.
"Absolutely!" I exclaim. "Your parents are cool with you coming over?"
"They said it was okay." Ian sighs. "Though my mom commented on how much time we're spending together. I think she'll want you to come over for dinner again soon."
"I'd love to." I say as I pose prettily for his viewing pleasure. I'm wearing jean shorts and a tight top that shows a hint of cleavage.
"Okay, good." Ian smiles. "Sorry about my parents. They're so much more strict than your dad."
"It's okay, Ian." I reply. "I understand. Although, sometimes I think they forget you're eighteen. You're a man!"
"Thank you." he responds nervously. "My parents definitely wouldn't approve if they knew of some of the things we've been doing."
"Ian, are you talking about sexy time?" I ask, feigning shock.
"Maybe." he mumbles.
"Dirty boy!" I tease as I playfully slap his chest. "We'll just have to save that stuff for when you're at my place."
"R-right." the adorably shy boy stammers. "They're okay with the pool party on Saturday, too. I had to promise your dad would be out there the entire time."
"Do you think they'd let us hang out on Sunday, too?" I wonder.
"I'll ask, but they'll probably want you to come over."
"That's fine." I smile.
I kiss Ian goodbye and head to homeroom. I spend homeroom texting my boyfriend, and he tells me he also sent messages to his parents, who want me to come over on Sunday. I happily agree, and we plan to spend the day together with his parents.
The day passes. I chat with my usual friends, have lunch with the gang, and turn down yet another party invitation from Brittney. I think she's starting to take it personally. Oh well, I'm done with random party hook ups, which is what she wants to do.
There is also a tense moment when I walk by Keith and David holding hands with Stephanie and Kelsey, their girlfriends. Poor girls. I did try and warn them. I just hope nothing bad happens; no girl deserves those assholes. All four of them shoot me leers and disgusted looks. Leers from the boys, and disgusted looks from the girls. I just roll my eyes and continue on my way.
"Hi, Baby!" I squeal happily as I throw my arms around Ian and hug him.
"Hi, Kayla!" he replies as he hugs me back.
"Are you two lovebirds going to fuck in the parking lot or are you ready to go?" Lexi asks with an eye roll.
"Fuck you, Bitch." I laugh as I flip off Lexi from my place in Ian's arms.
"Slut." Lexi snorts.
"You're just jealous." I assert as Ian and I walk toward the car while holding hands.
"Uh, I have a boyfriend too." says the redhead before she blows a raspberry at me.
The three of us throw our backpacks in the backseat before piling into the car. When we reach my house, Lexi, Ian, and I head to the main living room and take out our backpacks. Kicking off our shoes and socks, we do homework for a little while.
"Go ahead." Lexi says with a hand wave after about an hour. She's doing homework while laying on the floor on her tummy. Her bare feet are raised up behind her as they kick in the air.
"What?" I wonder in confusion.
"I know you two wanna go have some alone time." Lexi giggles. "It's fine, I'll be out here."
"Let's go, Babe!" I breathe as I hop to my feet and grab Ian's hand.
"Um, okay." Ian mumbles as I drag him to his feet and out of the living room.
We walk barefoot through the house and soon reach the hallway where the big bedrooms are. I pull Ian into my bedroom and shut the door behind us. Then I press my bum and back against the door as I give him a sultry look. That's when I notice his face is bright red.
"Something wrong?" I ask.
"Does Lexi know about, you know, the blowjob?" he wonders.
"Well, yes." I admit. "We're Slut-sisters, we tell each other everything."
"Everything?" he asks with wide eyes.
"Don't worry, I didn't say anything bad!" I laugh. "Oh, and I didn't tell about Josh and Shawn asking Ashley and Marcia to prom, like I promised."
"Okay, good." Ian says.
"Does it bother you that Lexi knows we're going to be fooling around in here?" I ask, looking at Ian nervously.
"I don't know." he says with a shrug. "I guess I'm just not used to how open you two are with each other."
"Aw, Ian." I reply as I walk up to him and kiss his cheek. "Lexi and I love each other. You know she and I have sex, and even beyond that, girlfriends do tell each other everything."
"It's okay, I'm just being shy." he admits.
"You'll get used to it." I promise him.
"I hope so. I really like you." Ian says.
"I like you, too." I smile before taking a step back and looking him right in the eye. "Here, let me help you get past this shyness."
My eyes locked on Ian's, I cross my arms as I grab the base of my shirt. With one smooth motion, I whip my shirt up, and over my head. Tossing it aside, I smirk at Ian's blush before reaching behind my back and unhooking my bra. Moments later, my bra hits the floor, and Ian is gazing at my bare breasts.
"Wow." Ian whispers to my tits.
"They're just tits." I shrug as I cup my boobs and squeeze them together. "You've seen them before."
"They're perfect." he states.
"Thank you!" I say in a perky voice. "Why don't you come touch them?"
Ian walks forward to me, hands outstretched. I release my breasts just as his large hands cup them. A small sigh of pleasure escapes my lips as Ian tests the weight of my boobs in his hands. He then runs his thumbs across my nipples, teasing them to erection.
"That feels nice." I whisper, my hands gripping Ian's shoulders.
Once again, lust overwhelms shyness, and Ian squishes my big boobies together before burying his face in my cleavage. I toss my head back and let out a groan as my hand buries in Ian's soft hair. He kisses all along my cleavage before tilting his head to the left and slurping my right nipple into his mouth.



"Yes!" I hiss. "Keep going, pinch my nipple!"
I shiver as his his fingers caress my breasts and he complies, pinching the nipple that isn't in his mouth. Ian is getting better at this. Last time, his movements were more sloppy, this time, he's holding my tits together in a strong, but gentle grip. His tongue feels so good on my nipple as he licks and sucks on it.
"Let me suck your dick!" I gasp out as my hand grips the back of Ian's head roughly.
"Mm?" he whispers against my nipple.
"Please! Please, let me suck it!" I beg wantonly as my knees buckle.
"Okay." Ian replies, licking my nipple before pulling away and releasing my breasts. "I want you to suck it."
I smirk and give my chest a little shake for his viewing pleasure. Then, with my eyes never leaving Ian's, I slowly and seductively sink to my knees before him. I undo his belt and pull his pants and underwear down to his ankles, freeing his erection.
"Mm, look at you, big boy," I whisper as I look up at him with my green eyes while stroking him. I give him a sexy wink, "you've got a pretty girl on her knees for you."
"You're amazing, Kayla." he replies in a hushed voice.
"I try." I say with a shrug.
Grasping him at the base, I lift my body so my chest is level with his crotch. I then take his hard dick and slap my titty with it. A small moan escapes my lip when I feel his mushroom head hit my hard nipple.
"Holy shit!" Ian gasps.
"You like that, Baby? You like that?" I coo.
"Yes! Fuck, yes!" he moans.
"Then you'll love this!" I promise as I switch to my other breast and slap it as well.
I stroke him several times before placing his manhood between my breasts. I grab both boobs in my hands and squish them around Ian's shaft. Looking up at him sexily, I begin giving Ian his very first titty-fuck.
"Kayla!" he groans as his knees shake.
"That's it, Baby! Fuck my big titties!" I encourage as I look down and spit between my breasts for lubrication.
Ian actually reaches down and lightly pinches both my nipples. Fuck, he's getting good. I coo happily before leaning down and licking his tip as it pushes through my cleavage. I taste pre-cum and know that he's having the time of his life.
"Yes!" he hisses.
"Yeah?" I ask as I look up at him.
He just nods his head in response while holding my nipples. I then decide it's time for the main event. I pull his cock out from between my breasts and stroke it several times. Finally, I lean forward and open my little mouth.
"Fuck!" Ian gasps.
"Mm, mm, mm, mm!" I moan as I start bobbing my head.
Ian plays with my titties for a little longer, but eventually releases them in favor of holding my head. I groan happily around his shaft as I feel his fingers bury in my raven locks. My hands grip his thighs and my cheeks cave in as I suck cock.
"Oh wow, oh wow!" he moans weakly.
My tongue lashes at the underside of his shaft as my fingers clench at his thighs. I look up at him every so often, and am delighted to see the look of pure ecstasy on his face. I even take one hand off his thigh and squeeze my own boob, knowing he's enjoying the sight. His eyes go extra wide when I reach between my legs and rub my pussy from outside my jean shorts.
"I'm getting close, oh God!" Ian groans, his face scrunching up cutely.
"Mm!" I moan encouragingly as I grip his ass cheeks.
Squeezing Ian's bum, I push my face further down, taking him into my throat. A cute gurgle escapes my lips as little drool bubbles appear at the corners of my mouth. Getting deep throated is too much for Ian, and he swells between my lips.
I pull back so just the head is in my mouth and start sucking on it as hard as I can. My hands grip his ass cheeks as they clench, signaling his impending orgasm. Rolling my eyes up to look at him, I clamp my lips down on his head as the first spurt coats my tongue.
"Mm." I hum happily.
I wanna hold it in my mouth to show him his load, but he's cumming so much. My cheeks are puffing out as the warm, thick, sticky fluid fills my mouth. I open my lips and moan, causing a river of semen to run down my chin.
As his orgasm slows down, I take more of him into my mouth. Then, I swallow, so he can feel my throat contract and know that I'm drinking down his jizz. Releasing his ass, I reach between us and cup his balls, massaging them, urging them to give me everything they have. Only then do I release his cock and sit back on my heels.
"Wow." is all Ian can gasp out.
"Mm, cum!" I coo as I scoop the semen off my chin with a finger. "I love cum!"
"Holy shit." Ian says again as he watches me pop my cum-covered finger into my mouth.
I suck the cum from my finger while rolling my eyes up to meet his. I even bob my head on my finger, sucking it as if it were a tiny cock. With a smirk, I release my finger and smile up at Ian with pure lust.
"How was that, Baby?" I ask.
"Fucking amazing." he chuckles.
"Good." I state simply.
"Wow, Kayla." he says.
"I'm glad you like blowjobs!" I say.
"I love them." Ian replies.
I just smile. Ian watches as I stand up and walk over to my bedside table. I pick up the bottle of water I brought with me from downstairs and take a sip. A shiver runs through me as I taste the saltiness of Ian's cum on my tongue, mixing with the water.
Twenty minutes later, we're both wrapped in each others arms as we lay in my bed. Ian's cock is back in his pants, but I have his shirt off so that I can press my bare breasts against his bare chest. My head is resting on him as I slowly caress his chest with my fingertips.
"Two blowjobs, a handjob, and lots of tit-play." I state, looking up at him with a smirk. "I hope this means you'll be less shy about sex?"
"It'll take some time before I'm fully comfortable." Ian admits with a sigh. "I just had my first kiss a couple weeks ago."
"I know." I say with a reluctant nod. Then my eyebrows go up in surprise as Ian reaches down and grabs a handful of my jean-clad bum. "Oh! Now, we're getting somewhere. Fresh!"
"Really?" he asks with a devious grin. "After what we just did, this is fresh?"
"Why Ian, I think you're starting to get comfortable!" I giggle.
"Maybe I am." he acknowledges as he pinches my butt.
"Mm, dirty boy." I whisper. "I like it!"
"Good." he says as he confidently places his fingers beneath my chin and lifts my face up.
I pucker up as Ian leans in and presses his lips against mine. We begin making out as our hands explore each others bodies. I run my hands along his bare chest as he squeezes my ass and trails the fingers of his other hand along my side. He seems to be getting more confident as our kissing intensifies; he runs a hand along my smooth leg as his other hand squeezes one of my boobies. Eventually, I part my legs, but the inexperienced boy doesn't get the message.
"Touch me." I whisper haughtily when I break the kiss. My fingertips are lightly caressing his face as I look into his eyes.
"I am touching you." he replies as he rolls my nipple between his fingertips.
"B-between my legs." I moan urgently.
"Okay." he nods with wide eyes as his hand slides along my bare leg.
"Just." I say hesitantly. "Just stay outside my shorts, please."
"I will." he replies.
I toss my head back and moan when Ian's hand cups my vulva from outside my jean-shorts. Ian leans in and kisses my neck as he starts to rub me. He isn't even touching my bare pussy, yet this still feels so fucking good. Ian rubs me for several minutes, making my pussy dripping wet. I can feel the moisture in my panties.
"Faster, faster, faster!" I screech as I reach between us and grasp his wrist.
"Feel good, Baby?" Ian asks as he complies, rubbing me faster as my knees bend and toes curl.
"Yes!" I whine loudly. "You're gonna make me cum!"
For another thirty seconds, Ian rubs me rapidly. That's when I explode. I let out a loud screech as my body curls up. My sweaty hair clings to my face as my mouth opens wide in a gasp. I shudder several times, my legs clamping down on Ian's hand.
"How was that?" he asks when I settle down.
"Fucking amazing!" I moan as I brush my hair out of my face. "Damn, that felt good."
"I'm glad." Ian replies with a smile while pulling his hand out from between my legs.
A moment later, we're back to cuddling. I take Ian's hand and place it on my boob, encouraging him to touch me. His touch is soft and light. I love it. I coo happily as I snuggle into his arms, my head resting on his chest. Soon, he releases my breast and holds me close.
"How was your day?" I ask before leaning down and kissing his chest.
"It was fine." Ian answers, his hand squeezing my upper arm affectionately. "I got almost all my homework done during class. I finished it when we were with Lexi a little while ago."
"That's good." I say. "I'm almost done with homework for the day, too."
"How was school for you?" he asks.
"Okay, I guess." I shrug. "I saw David and Keith today."
"Oh?" Ian asks as he tenses up, pulling me closer.
"Yeah, they were with their new girlfriends. Every one of them gave me a nasty look." I say sadly.
"I'm sorry, Kayla." he says as he kisses the top of my head.
"Don't be." I respond. "It's okay. I have you now. David is an asshole and I won't let what Keith did to me ruin my life."
"I'm here for you." Ian whispers as he caresses my upper arm.
"I know. Thank you." I reply.
"I hate Keith for what he did to you." he admits.
"I hate him, too." I say. "But, I'm working through it in therapy. Having you helps, too. Just keep being you."
"I'll do my best. Anything you need, Kayla. Just ask." Ian says.
"Thank you." I whisper.
I can tell Ian is upset, angry at Keith for what he put me through. Me though? I'm over it right now. I'm so happy being here with Ian that I'm able to relax, and soon, I'm asleep in my boyfriend's strong arms. I'm going to be just fine.
"You two still fucking in there?" I hear Lexi's voice call out as she knocks on the door.
"Uh..." Ian mumbles.
"Just come in!" I call out as consciousness returns to me.
The door opens and I look over as Lexi walks in. She glances at the bed and smirks. Ian looks so embarrassed. Oops. I may have taken this a little too far. He looks around, as if trying to find covers to pull over us, but we're laying on the comforter.
"Relax, you still have pants on. Nice bod, though!" Lexi giggles. "And I see Kayla's tits all the time."
"Don't embarrass him!" I admonish as I sit up and rub my eyes.
"I-I'll just put on my shirt." the shy boy mumbles.
"I'll see just as much of you at the pool party, no need to be embarrassed!" Lexi insists.
"I think it's because you caught him in bed with a topless girl." I say as I grip the edges of the bed. I lean my head forward and yawn, causing my breasts to jiggle on my chest.
"I-I'm still working on getting comfortable with how open you are." Ian admits.
"Well, be proud!" Lexi states. "You got a hot girl's shirt off!"
"Thanks." Ian grins nervously as he gets out of bed and grabs his shirt.
"This really isn't a big deal. Here, look." Lexi says as she approaches my bed. She then reaches down and squeezes one of my tits. "Honk, honk!"
"Lexi!" I squeal as I cross my arms over my breasts.
"See? Kayla has nice boobies, and we both enjoy them." Lexi giggles.
"They are very nice." Ian admits with a blush. He then puts his shirt on.
"Good! You're getting more comfortable." Lexi smiles.
"Are you okay, Ian?" I ask as I get out of bed and start hunting down my bra.
"Yes. I think so." Ian nods and smiles.
"Did you want something, Lexi?" I ask as I put my breasts back in my bra and reach behind my back to hook it.
"Steven will be home soon." Lexi answers. "I figured shy Ian wouldn't wanna get caught, even though Steven doesn't care."
"Thanks, Lexi." Ian says.
"Happy to help you two cute kids out!" Lexi giggles.
I snort at Lexi's statement. Then I put my shirt on. The three of us head back to the main living room and watch television for a little while. It isn't long before Daddy comes inside, still dressed in his usual suit. He quickly greets us.
"Hi, girls! Hello, Ian. Nice to see you again!" Daddy says politely.
"Hi, Daddy!" I say as I get up to go hug him.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hello, Sir." Ian says as he stands up and walks over to Daddy.
"I told you, it's 'Steven', not 'Sir'." Daddy says as he reaches out his hand.
"Of course. Steven." Ian smiles as he shakes Daddy's hand.
The four of us enjoy a pleasant conversation over a nice, hot dinner. Ian still seems a little nervous around Daddy, but he's definitely getting better. Lexi keeps the teasing to a minimum, and we all have a great time.
"I should get home soon." Ian says after dinner.
"Okay, I'll get my keys." I reply.
Daddy shakes Ian's hand and tells him he's welcome anytime. Ian's eyes go slightly wide when Lexi gives him a hug. He shyly rubs her back before the hug breaks. Then Ian and I leave the house and head to my car.
"Mom? I'm home!" Ian calls out when we walk through the front door.
"Welcome home, Honey!" Susan calls out when she enters the room. "Nice to see you again, Kayla!"
"Nice to see you, too!" I say politely.
Susan invites me in for a few minutes, and I happily accept. We end up in the living room where I talk with Ian, his mother, and his father. Ian's parents ask how my vacation was, and I spend the next twenty minutes telling them about all the fun we had in Bermuda.
Eventually, it's time for me to go home. I hug Ian goodbye then say bye to his parents before leaving. I get in the car and drive home. Then I meet up with Lexi and Daddy in the main living room, where they are cuddling on the couch and watching television.
"Welcome back." Lexi chirps.
"How are Ian's parents?" Daddy asks.
"They're good!" I answer as I sit down on the couch. "They asked about my trip."
"Wanna watch a movie?" Lexi asks.
"Sure." I reply.
We take a few minutes to pick out a movie, and then put it on. I dim the lights before getting into the armchair. Then, I kick off my shoes and socks before curling my feet beneath my body and getting comfortable.
For about forty-five minutes, we watch the movie in silence. Then I hear Lexi and Daddy giggling. I smirk and roll my eyes at their antics. Eventually, I look over and see that Lexi once again has her head in Daddy's lap.
"Shall I leave you two alone?" I ask with a giggle.
"No, you should get over here." Lexi pulls off of Daddy to say.
"What?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Relax, I know you won't touch Steven." Lexi says with an eye roll. "I want you to eat my pussy while I suck his dick."
"Oh, I don't know." I mumble.
"Lexi..." Daddy trails off.
"What? It's nothing that she hasn't done before." Lexi reasons.
"Still..." Daddy says.
"Okay! I'll do it!" I interject.
"Great!" Lexi chirps before opening her mouth and slurping Daddy inside once again.
Lexi is kneeling on the couch with her bum in the air. So, I walk over and sit on the big couch. Reaching between Lexi's legs, I unsnap her shorts. Then I place my hand down the back of her shorts and yank them down, along with her panties.
"You don't have to do this." Daddy says.
"I know!" I giggle. "I can't help it; you know as well as I do how delicious this pussy is."
"Very true!" Daddy laughs.
"Thanks!" Lexi says thickly around Daddy's shaft.
I run my hands along Lexi's bum before giving her ass a playful slap, making her jerk forward and moan. Then my fingertips find her slit and discover how truly soaked she is. The little slut is loving this.
Daddy is on the far left cushion, sitting with his back against the couch as he holds Lexi's head. She's kneeling on the middle cushion with her head in his lap and her ass in the air. Her shorts and panties are spread around her upper thighs. I'm on the right cushion, facing Lexi's bum.
Glancing over at Daddy, I give him a sexy wink before turning back to Lexi's vulva. Gripping the redhead's butt cheeks, I spread her open as I lower my head. Sticking out my tongue, I take one long lick of her gash.
Lexi shudders and deep throats Daddy. As soon as I see her head go all the way down, I bury my face in my best friend's box. My hands grip her butt as I eat her out with enthusiasm. My lips close around her clit and I suck on the little nub.
"Fuck!" Lexi pulls of Daddy to moan. "Your daughter is eating my pussy so well while I suck your dick!"
The moaning and slurping sounds that follow prove that Lexi has taken Daddy back in her mouth. I push two fingers into Lexi and curl them against her G-spot as my tongue works her clit. For several minutes, I continue pleasuring Lexi while she pleasures Daddy.
"Get ready for it, Lexi!" Daddy groans.
I work Lexi over with extra enthusiasm, and soon I feel her pussy clamp down on my fingers as the redhead reaches orgasm. At the same time, I feel Daddy's hips buck on the other side of the couch. I can tell from the noises he's making that he's currently blowing his load down Lexi's throat.
"Fuck, that felt good." Daddy moans as Lexi pulls off him with a slurp.
"Your daughter made me cum." Lexi coos as she moves her pussy away from my face and sits down on the couch.
"Good to know!" Daddy laughs. I can see his softening cock still sticking out of his lounge pants.
"Mm, delicious!" I coo as I sit back on the cushion. Daddy watches as I wipe my face with my hand, removing some of Lexi's juices from my chin.
"I'm glad you both like my pussy!" Lexi giggles as she pulls off her shorts and underwear, leaving her bottomless.
"It's an amazing pussy." Daddy says as he wraps an arm around her.
"It really is." I agree.
"Aw, thanks!" Lexi exclaims. She then hops to her feet and starts marching her naked ass out of the room. "Be right back!"
"Where do you think she's going?" Daddy wonders. He's still breathing heavily in the aftermath of his orgasm.
"Who knows with her." I giggle, looking over at him.
Lexi returns a few minutes later, still naked from the waist down. She's holding something behind her back and gives us both a sultry look. Then she reveals the strap-on that has obviously been taken from my room.
"Get naked, Slut!" Lexi orders as she tosses the sex toy onto the table.
"Lexi..." Daddy warns.
"Oh, I don't know." I say.
"C'mon, you know you wanna." Lexi says as she whips off her shirt. She then takes off her bra so she's fully naked. "Steven can watch the movie, or he can watch me fuck you with a strap-on."
"Lexi, this is taking things too far." Daddy states firmly.
"No, it isn't." I giggle as I hop to my feet. As long as Daddy and I aren't touching, I'm fine with it! "You and I won't touch each other. Go sit on the armchair, Daddy!"
"Yay, you go girl!" Lexi cheers as she steps into the strap-on.
Daddy puts his cock away and shakes his head. He then stands up and goes to sit down on the armchair. I whip off my shirt and drop my shorts. Then I unhook and discard my bra. Finally, I place my hands in my little undies and slide them down my long, smooth legs.
"Enjoy the view!" I exclaim as I strike a pose.
"Get on your knees." Lexi orders as she stands near the couch with the dildo bobbing in the air in front of her.
"Yes, Mistress!" I coo as I sashay over to Lexi.
Reaching down, I cup the readhead's soft boobs and press them together. Then I lower my head and start kissing her cleavage. Soon, I feel Lexi's hand on my shoulder. I get the message and drop to my knees.
"Suck my cock, Slut." Lexi orders.
I don't hesitate in the slightest. I open my mouth and slurp the fake cock into my mouth. Gripping Lexi's thighs, I proceed to suck dick. My head is bobbing rapidly as Lexi plays with my big boobies.
"Stop pretending to watch the movie." I hear Lexi say. "We all know you wanna watch Kayla on her knees."



"You really are a dirty girl, Lexi." Daddy says.
"You know it!" Lexi giggles.
I don't care if he's watching. I'm so fucking horny. I slap a hand down to my pussy and start rubbing. Sexy moans and gags escape my lips. Lexi reaches her hands up to my head and starts to fuck my face.
"Get on the couch. On your hands and knees." Lexi orders after a few minutes.
I give the dildo a quick kiss before standing and walking over to the couch. I glance at Daddy and smirk as I kneel on the middle cushion. My head is facing in his direction as I plant my hands firmly on the left cushion. I then toss my hair over my shoulder as I look back at Lexi.
"Come fuck me?" I ask in an innocent voice as I wiggle my bum.
"With pleasure, Slut." Lexi replies as he kneels behind me.
I can feel her rubbing the tip of the dildo along my slit, causing me to shiver and moan. It's been so long since I've had a real cock, but this fake one will have to do. I push my ass backwards just as Lexi grips my hips and thrusts forward.
"Mm, fuck!" I groan as my head jerks forward.
"Take it, you dirty Slut!" Lexi hisses.
"Yes!" I moan. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Lexi spanks me, hard. My body jerks forward and I let out a loud grunt. She then holds my hips tightly as she proceeds to fuck my brains out. My tits are bouncing and slapping against each other with every thrust.
"You like that?" Lexi asks.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant.
Looking straight ahead, I lock eyes with Daddy. He isn't even pretending to watch the movie anymore, and is instead engrossed in the sight of me taking it from behind. I give him a quick wink as I grip the cushions tightly and push my ass back to meet Lexi's thrusts.
"Fuck me 'till I cum, fuck me 'till I cum!" I beg.
My moans and pants intensify as my hair flies wildly about my face. I toss my unruly hair over my shoulder and look forward with smoldering eyes. I bite my lower lip to keep from screaming as an orgasm washes over me.
"Fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" I announce as I throw my head back.
"That's it, cum on my cock!" Lexi urges as she buries the dildo all the way up my cunt and rotates her hips to stimulate my vaginal walls.
"FUCK!" I scream, fully giving in to the sensations.
My arms give out and my upper body collapses onto the couch. Lexi grips my ass cheeks and slow-dicks me for about thirty seconds before pulling out of my still-quivering snatch. The redhead gives my butt a playful smack before getting off the couch.
"Kayla and I both hope you enjoyed the show!" Lexi says, taking a bow.
"No comment." Daddy laughs.
"You loved watching me getting nailed, admit it." I say as I sit up and brush my sweaty hair out of my face.
"I can see his bulge, he loved it." Lexi says as she removes the strap-on.
"Well, maybe." he admits. "I do have some pent up lust to work through."
"Then you and I should head upstairs." Lexi purrs.
"Go ahead, I'll wash the strap-on." I say.
"Thanks, Slut!" Lexi says as she walks over to peck my lips.
Daddy stands up, his erection obvious as it tents out his lounge pants. He then grabs Lexi's hand and drags the nude girl from the room as they both giggle. I shake my head as I walk around the room to pick up the sex toy and my discarded clothes.
After washing the dildo, I put it away in my room. Then I take a quick shower before hopping into bed. I text with Ian for a little while, making sure he knows that I'm naked and thinking about him. Eventually, it's time to go to sleep. I wish Ian goodnight and curl up under the covers. Daddy saw my cum face. I'm strangely okay with it.
My alarm wakes me up, and it's finally Friday! I'm glad the weekend is almost here, I'm ready for the pool party. I hope the guys are able to relax and let loose around us, though we girls will be in bikinis. Poor Josh will probably die of shock.
I raise my arms above my head and stretch as I yawn loudly. Then I get out of bed and start my morning routine. Once I'm wearing panties and a robe, I head downstairs to meet Lexi and Daddy for breakfast.
"So," Daddy begins nervously once we all sit down at the table, "is everyone okay with what happened last night?"
"Sure." Lexi shrugs as she serves herself. "Why wouldn't we be?"
"I was mostly asking Kayla, but thanks, Lexi." Daddy says.
"You said 'everyone'." Lexi points out.
"I'm fine, Daddy." I smile. "So, you saw me get boned with a dildo, what's the big deal?"
"I'm glad everyone is okay." Daddy says before taking a bite of his omelet.
"As long as we don't touch, I'm fine." I tell him.
"Then why did you freak out over, as you called it, 'Daddy cum'?" Lexi asks.
"Because that counts as touching!" I exclaim.
"It does not!" Lexi insists. "It's not his body!"
"It's his baby juice!" I say. "He can watch me take it from behind all he wants, just no touching."
"I'm glad we're all clear on where the line is." Daddy says. "Stop trying to move it, Lexi."
"Whatever." Lexi rolls her eyes.
The conversation becomes lighter after that, and soon we're all smiling as we eat. Our meals are soon finished and we clean up. Then Daddy heads to his morning work out while Lexi and I hop into the car and drive to school.
"I'm so glad it's Friday." Hazel mumbles sleepily when we meet up before school.
"Don't sleep too late tomorrow, we have a party!" Ashley says, wrapping an arm around Hazel's shoulders.
"Not in the morning!" Hazel insists.
"What time are we meeting up, by the way?" asks Marcia.
"I'm not sure, we never decided." I say.
"We'll have to talk to the guys at lunch and figure it out." Lexi interjects.
"Yeah, let's do that." I answer.
We chat for a few more minutes, then it's time for homeroom. I don't see Ian in the morning, but I do text him during homeroom. Then classes start. I get leered at by Keith again as I head into the cafeteria for lunch. Asshole.
Over lunch, our usual group gets together and chats. We decide that everyone will come over after lunch for the party. This way, everyone will be able to stay awhile and we'll have a nice cookout for dinner.
We finish our meals and head to throw them out. As Ian and I walk back towards our table, an idea occurs to me. I'm feeling frisky, and I want Ian to loosen up. So, I grab him by the hand and lead him out of the cafeteria.
"Where are we going?" he wonders. "Lunch isn't over yet."
"Exactly!" I breathe. "We have time while everyone is in the cafeteria!"
"Time for what?" Ian asks.
"I have a craving for cum." I husk as I pull Ian into a dark classroom and shut the door.
"W-what?" he stammers, clearly in shock.
I lead Ian over to the teacher's desk and push his butt against it. Then I wrap my arms around his neck and plant a big, wet one on him. He places his hands on my hips and kisses me back, his tongue snaking into my mouth as I moan.
"I wish we had more time." I whisper urgently when I break the kiss.
"W-we might get caught." he squeaks nervously.
"I know!" I giggle as I drop to my knees while looking up at him. My sundress rides up my thighs, exposing my creamy skin. "That makes it exciting!"
My fingers work his belt, quickly undoing it. Then I unzip him and reach my hands into the sides of his shorts. With one quick yank, Ian's shorts and boxer briefs are around his ankles, and his hard dick is staring me right in the face.
"Kayla.." Ian mumbles as he looks around nervously, clearly worried someone will walk in.
"Mm, I love this cock!" I say as I grab him and start stroking.
"Shit, that feels good." he gasps.
"You like that, Baby?" I coo while giving Ian a handjob. "You like your slutty girlfriend on her knees for you?"
"Yes!" he hisses. "Use your mouth on me, please!"
"Yes, Sir!" I breathe as I giggle up at Ian.
He buries his hands in my hair as I lean forward and take him into my mouth. My hand releases his base and reaches down to cup his balls. He reaches back with both hands and grasps the edges of the teacher's desk. I gently massage Ian's testicles while sensually bobbing my head on him as I make the sexiest moaning and slurping noises I can.
As much as I'm enjoying blowing Ian, I know I have to make this quick. I use all my oral skills to bring him off as fast as possible; I deep throat him, I lash the underside of his shaft with my tongue, and I suck as hard and fast as I can. Ian is still inexperienced, and it isn't long before my efforts are rewarded.
"Kayla!" Ian groans. "I'm gonna- ah!"
I clamp my lips down on his shaft as it swells and begins to spit out its creamy gift. Releasing Ian's balls, I grip his thighs with both hands as I take shot after shot in the mouth. He holds my hair tightly as his legs shake and the last of his load drips out.
"Mm." I coo as I pull off his dick and show him the cum in my mouth.
"Holy shit." he gasps out weakly.
"Feel good?" I ask after swallowing.
"Amazing." he replies.
"And we didn't get caught!" I giggle as I stand up.
Ian puts his cock away and gives me a hug. I smile and hug him back. Then the two of us leave the darkened classroom holding hands. It turns out we've been inside for awhile, and students are milling about the hallway. A couple of people give us knowing looks. I smirk and continue on my way, while Ian turns bright red and lets me guide him.
"They, uh, they know what we were doing in there, don't they?" Ian mumbles.
"Probably, but who cares? They know we're together. It's not like a teacher caught us." I say.
"You're really not embarrassed?" he asks.
"Nope!" I insist. "I sucked my boyfriend's dick, I don't care who knows!"
"You're really amazing, you know that?" Ian smiles at me.
"Thank you, Baby!" I say cutely. "I should get to class!"
"Me, too." he sighs.
We hug and kiss goodbye and then head to our respective classes. For the first couple of lessons, I text Ian regularly. Eventually, though, he stops replying. I shrug, assuming he must be busy or unable to text due to a teacher.
The last bell rings, and I head through the hallway and out the front door. I look around for Ian, but don't see him anywhere. A few minutes later, I see Lexi running toward me; she has a shocked look on her face.
"Kayla!" the redhead exclaims.
"What is it, what's wrong?" I ask.
"Ian was suspended!" she shrieks.
"What! Why? What for?" I demand to know, my voice shaky.
"He got in a fight with Keith!" Lexi answers.
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Kayla
I'm standing outside the high school as students mill around me and head toward their transportation out of here for the weekend, either their cars or the buses. And I'm in shock. The sun is shining down on me as I gape open-mouthed at Lexi. My jaw waggles up and down, but no sound comes out.
"W-what?" I stammer when I finally find my voice.
"Ian got in a fight with Keith and they both got suspended!" Lexi repeats.
"I- oh, my God!" I gasp as I clap my hands over my mouth.
"C'mon, we should talk about it in the car." Lexi says.
I look around and notice that a number of students are staring at us. The news must travel fast. Figures I'm the last to hear about it. I follow Lexi to the parking lot and toward the car. We quickly get inside and shut the doors.
"What the fuck?" I ask as I whip my head around to face my best friend.
"I just heard about it!" the redhead exclaims. "But everyone is talking about it now."
"What did you hear?" I demand to know.
"Well, did you really get boned in an empty classroom during lunch?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow.
"I didn't get boned." I say with an eye roll. "You know Ian's a virgin. I just sucked him off."
"People saw you two leaving the classroom, and the story is that you two fucked." she tells me.
"We didn't!" I insist.
"I believe you." Lexi nods, then her face breaks out into a grin. "Although, the truth isn't much more innocent."
"Whatever." I shrug. "I had a craving for cum and he's my boyfriend."
"Anyway, the story spread pretty fast, so Keith must have heard about it." she says, continuing her story. "He confronted Ian in the hallway and asked him..."
"Asked him what?" I slowly inquire when Lexi trails off, my eyes narrow.
"Well," Lexi begins before taking a deep breath, "Keith asked Ian how that used pussy felt."
"Oh." I mumble, moisture forming in my eyes as I remember what Keith did to me.
"I'm here for you." she whispers as she reaches out and takes my hand. "That piece of shit rapist will pay for what he's done."
"Thank you." I give Lexi a nod and a weak smile as I lace our fingers.
"You know Ian, he's pretty quiet." Lexi continues. "He just stood there with a red face, unable to find words as things got worse. Keith just kept talking about you, knowing Ian wouldn't do anything. Keith is a lot bigger."
"What else did Keith say?" I ask, fury in my gaze.
"I don't know everything." she explains. "I heard all this secondhand, so it isn't verbatim. Still, I heard he went all out; talking about how great your tits are and how good you are at sucking dick. He also mentioned the whole school seeing you naked."
"Yeah, David spread those pictures around." I sigh sadly before my head shoots up and I shriek. "Oh, my God! Does the school know about that?!"
"I don't think so." Lexi shakes her head. "Keith and Ian supposedly refused to say what the fight was about. I doubt they went through Keith's phone, and obviously David never sent your nudes to Ian."
"Okay, good." I say, biting my lower lip. "It's hard enough to live with the fact that half the school knows what my tits look like."
"I know, Honey." Lexi whispers sympathetically. "They've seen me, too."
"Keith ruined us both." I mutter sadly.
"Don't forget David." Lexi adds.
"Fuck them both." I hiss vehemently before calming myself down. "Just keep going. Please."
"There was a crowd gathered around them," she says, "and well, Keith apparently said something that made Ian snap."
"What was it? C'mon Lexi, it can't be any worse than what you've already told me." I reason as I brush the tears from my eyes.
"He asked Ian if he'd had your ass yet." Lexi admits. "Then said you loved taking his fat dick up your ass. Ian snapped and punched him right in the face. I was told there was a loud crack when Keith's nose broke. Then Keith threw himself at Ian."
"Is Ian okay?" I gasp. "Keith is so much bigger."
"They're both mostly okay, from what I heard." she confirms. "Two teachers broke them apart and dragged them off to the dean. Keith's nose was bleeding pretty badly, that's really all I know. They both walked away, so I don't think either of them were seriously hurt."
I lean my head forward and rest it against Lexi's chest as I start really sobbing. She buries a hand in my hair and coos softly. Ian is suspended, I was raped, and half the school has seen my tits and cunt. Fuck! I lift my head and wipe away my tears. Then, I take out my phone and send Ian a text.
Kayla: Text or call me as soon as you get this!
Lexi and I wait in silence for several minutes, but no response is forthcoming. I start crying again and Lexi leans in to give me a quick peck on the lips. She reassures me that Ian will get back to me as soon as he can and I try and calm down. Just when I'm about to give up and suggest we head home, my phone goes off.
Ian: This is Susan. We confiscated his phone. We aren't sure if he should see you anymore.
"Oh, my God!" I gasp.
"What?" Lexi asks.
"Look." I answer as I show her my phone.
"That bitch!" Lexi hisses.
"How can they take his phone, he's eighteen!" I screech in a rage.
"They probably pay for it, so really, it's theirs." Lexi reasons sadly. "I only got to keep my number after I got kicked out because your dad put me on your plan."
"I don't, I don't, I don't," I gasp as I start hyperventilating, "I don't understand why they blame me!"
"I'm sure Ian didn't tell them what happened to you." she says. "You told me his parents commented on how much time he's been spending with you, now he's getting into fights, they probably think he's changed or something."
"What do we do?!" I ask in a frantic voice.
"Kayla, you need to calm down." Lexi tells me as she takes my hand in hers. "Take some deep breaths, try a relaxation technique you learned in therapy."
"Okay, okay!" I gasp out.
I close my eyes and concentrate on the feeling of Lexi's hand in mine. Then I slowly open my eyes and use the 5-4-3-2-1 method to try and calm myself down. I'm eventually able to wipe away my tears and take a deep breath.
"You okay?" she asks.
"Not really, but I'm calm now." I answer. "What do we do?"
"I don't know." Lexi answers. "Should I drive us home?"
"What about Ian?" I ask.
"What about him? What can we do?" Lexi asks.
"I can tell his parents about what happened to me. They'll understand!" I exclaim.
"Do you really wanna tell them something that personal?" she wonders. "It's none of their business."
"It isn't, but after what Ian did for me, I feel like it's the right thing to do." I explain.
"They still might not understand." Lexi warns. "And you probably shouldn't just show up."
"You're right, but I'll take the chance." I say as I grab my phone and send another text.
Kayla: Susan, can I please stop by and talk to you? I know Ian didn't tell you what happened. I can explain. Please.
Ian: Okay, but you can't see Ian. He's grounded.
Kayla: I understand, thank you.
"She said she'll see me!" I announce.
"Okay, let's go." Lexi nods.
She starts the car and backs out into the parking lot. Soon we're cruising down the street on the way to Ian's house. We arrive a little while later and I leave the redhead in the car as I walk up the path to the front door and knock.
"Kayla." Susan says frostily after she opens the door.
"Hi, Susan." I reply, swallowing nervously. "How's Ian? Was he hurt?"
"You weren't there when it happened?" she asks.
"No." I answer, shaking my head. "That's why I kept texting, I stopped hearing from him partway through the day. Then Lexi told me she heard there was a fight."
"I see." Susan states. "Ian is fine. He has a black eye and a few bruises, but he'll heal. He's in his room, grounded."
"I'm glad he isn't seriously hurt." I say.
"Me, too. He's very lucky." Ian's mom says. "And it seems like all the students know what happened, but no one is talking. The dean is very upset. Ian was suspended for a week."
"A full week?" I wonder in surprise.
"Yes." Susan answers. "The other boy was suspended for the same amount of time, though I understand he's a bit of a troublemaker."
"Um, yes, that's kind of what I wanted to talk to you about." I mutter as I nervously shift from foot to foot.
"Oh?" Susan inquires as she crosses her arms and looks down at me disapprovingly.
"The fight was kind of about me." I admit in a shaky voice before looking down at my feet.
"I suspected as much." she says angrily. "Ian never got in any trouble before he met you. I wish the dean would have brought students in and made them tell him."
"Please don't tell anyone." I look up and beg.
"And why not?" Susan asks, her eyes narrow.
Oh God, I really have to do this. I have to tell her. I take several deep breaths while Susan looks at me expectantly. I hope she won't think less of me. I swallow weakly as I desperately gather the strength needed. Tears form in my eyes, and Susan definitely notices.
"Keith raped me at a party." I manage to choke out between sobs.
Susan's eyes go wide as she claps her hands over her mouth and gasps. She then shocks me by reaching out and drawing me into her arms, hugging me tightly. I hug her back and cry into her shoulder for a couple minutes before I compose myself and ease myself out of her grasp.
"He was saying nasty things about me. Everyone heard." I tell her while looking the older woman right in the eye. "Ian tried to let it go, but Keith just kept going. Ian finally snapped and hit him. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry!"
"Oh, Kayla!" Susan exclaims when I start crying again. "Please, why don't you come in?"
"Thank you." I mumble weakly as I follow her into the house.
Susan leads me through the living room and into the kitchen. I sit down at the kitchen table and Susan brings me a soda. I thank her and pop the tab before taking a sip. She then sits across from me and looks at me with concern.
"Did you report him?" she asks.
"Yeah," I say while nursing my soda, "I had already showered and everything, there wasn't anything they could do. My dad even hired a private investigator, but nothing has happened to him yet."
"That's terrible." Susan sighs, and I can see that her eyes are actually moist. A woman understands. "I'm so sorry you had to go through that. Oh! And you have to see him at school and remember everything!"
"It's hard." I admit. "I went through a really tough time, but Ian really helped me through it."
"And you told him everything?" Susan asks.
"Yeah, and I asked him not to tell anyone. That's why he wouldn't tell you what the fight was about, he was protecting my privacy."
"I understand." she says with a sigh.
"Is Ian's dad still at work?" I ask after a solid minute of silence.
"Yes." Susan nods. "I called him and told him what happened. He's very upset."
"I'm sorry." I repeat as I stare at the soda can in my hands.
"It's okay." she says after a few moments of thought. "I'm upset that this happened, and Ian shouldn't have hit him, but I understand."
"Can I keep seeing him?" I dare to ask.
"I'll talk to his father, but I think it will be okay for you two to continue seeing each other." Susan answers, actually giving me a small smile.
"Thank you." I reply sincerely.
"But Ian is still grounded until the suspension is over." Susan adds. "So, no party tomorrow."
"Okay, I understand." I say with a nod.
"Why don't you go and see him?" she offers.
"Really? Thank you!" I exclaim.
"You're welcome." Susan smiles before her expression turns serious. "But remember, keep the door open."
"Okay!" I respond.
Grabbing my soda, I hop to my feet and walk towards Ian's room. I feel like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders Ian and I can keep seeing each other! I reach his bedroom door, which is closed, and raise my hand to knock.
"Yeah?" Ian's voice calls out.
"Ian, it's Kayla!" I say through the door.
"Kayla?!" his shocked voice rings out.
I hear him scramble to his feet and then run through the room. He throws open the door, and I get a look at his face. He has quite the shiner! His lower lip is also split. He's clearly been crying. I gasp and immediately hug my boyfriend.
"Ian!" I call out as my arms squeeze him tight.
"My mom let you in? She said I couldn't see you anymore?" he asks as he holds me close.
"She changed her mind." I say as the two of us walk into his room, still clinging to each other.
"I can't believe it!" Ian exclaims as he runs his fingers through my raven locks.
"Ian, I told her." I whisper against his chest. "I told her Keith raped me."
"Why?" he asks before kissing the top of my head.
"So she'd understand why you did it." I explain, pulling back to look him in the eye. "Lexi said no one was talking to the dean."
"Yeah," Ian nods, "Keith just sneered at him, and I refused to tell him. The dean even brought a couple of witnesses in to ask, but no one said anything. I'm surprised the other students didn't talk."
"I guess no one wanted to admit to having nudes of a girl who didn't consent to have them shared." I suggest with a sniffle.
"Maybe." he agrees. "Did Keith really...?"
"Rape my ass? Yes." I acknowledge as tears run down my cheeks. "I heard that's what made you snap."
"He hurt you so badly. I was just so angry." Ian mumbles.
"Thank you for defending me." I smile while using the back of my hand to wipe away my tears.
"Anytime." he says while crying.
"Your mom said we can keep seeing each other, but you're still grounded." I tell him.
"I guess I'm missing the party tomorrow." he says with a fake laugh, trying to make light of the situation.
"We can always reschedule that." I respond. "There are other weekends."
"Maybe I can go out next weekend, since the suspension will be over Friday." he suggests.
"Maybe." I answer. "You'll have to ask your parents about that one."
"Yeah, I will." Ian replies.
We stand in silence for a couple minutes. My arms are around Ian's neck while he holds my waist and looks at me with affection. Words come unbidden to my lips. Words I never should have said to David, because he doesn't deserve them. Ian does.
"I love you." I whisper, gazing at him.
"W-what?" he gasps, his eyes wide.
"I love you, Ian." I repeat, my face breaking out into a grin.
"I love you, too." he replies, his voice shaky. "I've wanted to say it for so long, but didn't want to scare you away."
"I'm not going anywhere, big guy." I say with a giggle.
My giggles settle down, and I look at Ian seriously. He looks back at me with love. We lean toward each other at the same time. Our lips meet as we hold each other in a passionate embrace. My breasts squish against his chest as he buries a hand in my hair.
For several minutes, we kiss while standing in the middle of Ian's bedroom. I moan into his mouth as he runs his tongue along mine. My hands grip his biceps, my body is pressed firmly against him.
That's when someone clears their throat behind us. We immediately break our lip lock and pull away from each other. I whip my head around, my raven hair flailing about as I come face to face with Ian's mom, who is standing in the doorway with her arms folded.
"Um, hi." I mumble, my face turning red.
"Hello, Kayla." Susan says before turning to her son. "You're still grounded, young man."
"Yes, mom." Ian replies.
"I think it's time for Kayla to head home." Susan states firmly.
"Okay." I say. "Bye, Ian."
"Bye, Kayla." Ian responds.
"I'll return his phone so you two can keep in touch." his mom says with a small smile.
"Thank you!" I breathe.
"Thanks, mom." he smiles.
"C'mon Kayla, I'll walk you out." is Susan's only response.
I follow Ian's mom out of his bedroom and through the house. She doesn't say anything to me as we reach the front door. When she opens the front door for me, I start to walk out. Susan indicates for me to wait, and I turn to face her.
"I spoke with Ian's father." Susan says.
"Okay." I state, unsure of where this is going.
"I didn't tell him about what happened to you." she explains.
"Oh!" I exclaim. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." Susan nods. "I told him that Ian had a good reason for what he did, even though he shouldn't have done it. We both agree that Ian is grounded until Friday. If you two want to hang out next weekend, that's okay."
"Thank you, Susan." I smile.
"You're welcome, Kayla." the older woman says.
"We also feel it's best to reschedule our day together until next Sunday. Does that work for you?" Susan asks.
"Yeah, I'm available." I confirm.
"Great!" Susan smiles. "The four of us will spend the day together."
"I'm looking forward to it." I smile back.
Susan surprises me once again by hugging me tightly. She rubs my back affectionately before releasing me. I give her another smile and wave goodbye before turning and walking back to the car. Soon, I'm buckled up beside Lexi.
"How'd it go?" Lexi asks. "You were in there for awhile."
"Ian and I can keep seeing each other." I confirm with a smile.
"Oh, good!" she chirps.
"Yeah, long story short, he's getting his phone back, he can't come to the party tomorrow, but he can go out next weekend." I start rambling. "Oh, and we said we loved each other."
"You did?" Lexi exclaims.
"Yes!" I gush.
"I'm so happy for you!" she smiles as she leans over and pecks my lips.
"Thank you!" I giggle.
Lexi and I keep chatting as she starts the car and pulls out onto the street. I also check my phone and see messages from Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley in our group chat, all of them wondering what is going on. I send a couple of very long texts to our group chat, filling in my girls on everything, including the big 'I love you'.
"Lexi?" I ask.
"Yeah?" she replies.
"Maybe we should switch the pool party to next weekend?" I suggest.
"That's a good idea. Text the girls." Lexi instructs.
"Okay. I'll also text Ian, Josh, and Shawn." I say.
I send the texts, and soon we all agree to push the pool party out to the following Saturday. There's some disappointment over the delay, especially since the guys are so excited about it, but everyone ultimately understands that it's necessary. I put my phone away in my purse and lean my head back against the seat with a sigh.
We spend the rest of the car ride in silence. Eventually, Lexi parks the car in our driveway and we head inside. Making our way to the main living room, we kick off our shoes and socks, take out our books, and get started on our homework.
"I can't concentrate!" I announce fifteen minutes later as I throw my pencil down.
"Neither can I." Lexi admits. "Wanna watch TV?"
"Sure." I reply.
Lexi and I end up cuddling on the couch while watching television. I have my head pillowed on the perky redhead's chest as she holds me close. Lexi is running her fingers through my hair, which is so incredibly comforting.
"That was a good episode." Lexi comments.
"Yeah, do you think they'll stay together?" I wonder.
"Probably not." she replies after thinking for a minute. "It's just a quick romance arc."
"I think you're right." I say. I then put on some music rather than starting the next episode.
"Oh, music." Lexi giggles. "Trying to seduce me?"
"With how easily you'll spread your legs, why would I bother?" I tease.
"Kayla!" Lexi exclaims in mock outrage as she playfully swats me on the arm.
"Yes?" I ask innocently.
"You little bitch." she laughs.
Then she attacks. We end up having an intense tickle fight on the couch as we pull at each others clothes. Lexi actually gets me on my back on the couch and then stands up. She grabs my left ankle and lifts my leg so she can tickle the bottom of my foot.



"Ah, no!" I squeal as I flail around on the couch, desperately trying to break Lexi's grip. "Don't touch my feet!"
"I can't help it!" Lexi laughs. "You have the cutest, little feet!"
She then lifts my foot and plants a big kiss on it. I giggle and wiggle my toes before managing to pull my ankle out of her grip. Then I sit up and grab Lexi's shorts. With one quick yank, I pull them down, along with her panties.
"Ah!" Lexi screeches as she spins around, exposing her bare ass.
"Full moon!" I call out as I spank her bum.
Lexi tries to take a step forward, but her shorts and panties are currently stretched around her knees. The redhead actually falls forward and lands on the carpeted floor with her butt in the air. Laughing, I pounce.
"Kayla!" Lexi shouts when she feels me land on top of her.
I press my body on top of hers and brush her auburn hair to the side, exposing her pale neck. Leaning forward, I kiss the back of Lexi's neck. Then I slide down her body and bury my face in her hot box.
"Oh! Oh, Kayla!" Lexi groans.
I grip Lexi's butt cheeks in my hands and lift her ass to give me better access. Her pussy is delicious, and I happily start eating. My nose is pushed up against her ass hole as I bury my tongue in her tight twat.
"That's it! Eat me, eat me!" she begs.
For several minutes, I go down on Lexi while she lays on her tummy on the floor. Keeping one hand on her bum, I reach my other hand up Lexi's tight body to squeeze one of her little titties from outside her shirt. Lexi just moans and pushes her crotch back against my face.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! Keep going! Kayla! Kayla!" Lexi screeches.
I briefly look up and can see her arms stretched forward as she claws at the carpet with both hands. Then, I lean back in and suck on her clit until the redhead explodes. I smile against her pink cunt as Lexi bucks her hips and rides out the orgasmic wave.
Lifting my head away from her pussy, I shove two fingers up Lexi's hole and finger her while keeping my other hand on her cute butt. She bucks several more times, eventually pulling herself off my fingers. She then spins around and launches herself at me.
With Lexi on top of me, we make out, hands exploring each others bodies. I know Lexi can taste her own pussy on my lips and tongue. I grab her butt and squeeze as Lexi starts pulling my clothes off. It isn't long before we're both completely naked, our breasts pressing together as we keep kissing. I can feel her nipples brushing against mine.
"Mm, I have an idea." Lexi whispers against my lips.
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
Lexi just smiles and stands up. She offers me both her hands and pulls me to my feet. We then walk naked over to the armchair. My best friend has me sit my naked ass down on the edge of the armchair with my legs flung over the armrests.
I giggle when I realize that my bare shaven pussy is fully exposed to the room. Reaching down with one hand, I run my fingers along my moist slit for Lexi's viewing pleasure. I even slide two fingers between my labia and spread myself open, showing off my pink interior. My other hand squeezes one of my big boobies.
Lexi runs her fingertips along my bare calf as she smiles at me. We're both completely naked and exposed to each other. The redhead then kneels on the carpet between my legs, her face inches from my vulva.
"Ian's gonna be one lucky guy when he gets between these legs." Lexi mutters as she runs her fingers along my inner thighs while admiring my womanhood.
"Thanks!" I giggle.
Lexi smiles and leans forward as she starts planting kisses along my thighs, purposely avoiding my pussy. I giggle and reach down to grip her head in both hands, burying my fingers in her hair. Lexi just keeps kissing all around my labia.
"Stop teasing, and lick me!" I growl.
"Okay!" Lexi chirps. She then leans in and gives my inner thigh a long lick. "Like that?"
"Jerk, jerk, jerk!" I chant as I wiggle my bum in the chair and kick my feet.
"Well, you didn't specify!" she giggles up at me before giving my pussy a quick kiss.
"My cunt! Lick my cunt!" I whine while holding Lexi's head tightly.
"Of course, Slut." Lexi replies before lowering her head.
"Oh, thank you, Mistress." I groan when I feel Lexi tonguing at my slit.
Lexi grips my inner thighs, her fingers lightly denting my soft skin while she swipes her tongue through my labia. I groan and toss my head back, losing myself in the pleasurable feelings of being eaten out. It isn't long before I'm panting heavily.
"Fuck, you're so good at this." I moan.
Releasing Lexi's head, I grab both my nipples and pull on them, groaning as I do so. My legs are still hooked over the arm rests, keeping me spread wide. When Lexi pushes two fingers inside of me and curls them against my G-spot, I lose it and cum for the first time.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I chant rhythmically while holding my boobs.
Lexi eats me to two more orgasms, leaving me a panting mess on the armchair. My toes are actually sore from keeping them curled for so long. The little nymphomaniac releases my thighs and sits back on her heels with a huge grin on her face.
"How was that, Slut?" Lexi asks.
"So. Fucking. Good." I gasp as I reach a hand between my legs to caress my still-twitching snatch. My hair is clinging to my face and I can feel more sweat dotting my young body.
I get out of the chair and stand on shaky legs. Brushing my hair out of my face, I get down on my knees and wrap my arms around Lexi. We end up laying on the carpet, gently caressing each other while whispering soft words.
Grabbing my phone off the table, I open it and respond to some texts. Lexi giggles and gets her own phone. We end up laying naked together, side by side as we play on her phones. I look over and see Lexi playing a game on her phone. That's when a text comes in from Ian.
Ian: My mom gave me a lecture on how I better treat you right. :P
Kayla: She's not wrong! ;)
Ian: I can't believe how supportive of our relationship she's become, especially after earlier.
Kayla: I was surprised too, but it makes sense. A woman understands...
Ian: Yeah. Are you okay?
Kayla: I'm good. A little overwhelmed, but okay. You're sweet. :*
Ian: Okay, good.
Kayla: How's your eye?
Ian: Swollen, but it'll be fine. You should see the other guy :P
Kayla; I'd rather never see him again.
Ian: Of course. Sorry.
Kayla: All good. :)
Ian: I'm gonna go eat dinner.
Kayla; Okay. I love you, Ian.
Ian: I love you, too.
Setting my phone back on the coffee table, I curl up in Lexi's arms. I think I actually drift off for about twenty minutes with my head resting on Lexi's breast. When I wake up, I lean up and kiss her lips. Lexi puts her phone down and slips her tongue into my mouth. Our kissing intensifies, and soon we're in a sixty-nine, fingering and licking.
Steven
Friday is a long, long day at work. I pull into the driveway at our house and shut off my car. With a loud yawn, I open the door and head into the house. I'm half-asleep as I walk down the hallway. When I enter the main living room I wake right up upon seeing Lexi and Kayla scissoring on the floor.
"Well, hello there." I say, not at all surprised by what I'm witnessing.
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla giggles as she lays flat on her back on the carpet.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps. She's hovering over Kayla, with her leg thrown over my daughter's waist so that they can rub their pussies together.
Lexi hops to her feet, leaving Kayla laying on the floor. My redheaded girlfriend then runs up to me and throws her arms around my neck. I hug the nude girl and rub her back affectionately as she kisses my cheek.
Barely thirty seconds later, Lexi is on her knees with my cock in her mouth. Kayla is actually watching us while absentmindedly rubbing her pussy. I try not to check out my daughter as I focus on the feelings Lexi is causing.
About ten minutes later, I grab Lexi's head and thrust my dick all the way down her throat. Her cheeks puff out and she makes the cutest gurgling noise as I ejaculate down her throat. I feel her throat undulate with every swallow.
"Fuck, that was good." I gasp as I put my penis back in my pants.
"Mm, glad you enjoyed." Lexi coos up at me as she wipes her lips with the back of her hand. She looks so cute sitting back on her heels.
"I liked the show!" Kayla adds with a giggle as she pulls her hand away from her slit and sits up.
"Thanks." I chuckle as I shake my head at my nude daughter. Fuck, she's perfect. "I'm guessing you girls had a nice day?"
"Um, well..." Lexi trails off as both girls' faces fall.
"What? What happened?" I ask in concern, completely forgetting that both girls are naked.
"Can we talk about it during dinner?" Kayla asks as she stands up and walks over to me.
"That's fine, it's almost time for dinner anyway." I answer. "I'll go get changed."
"Thank you, Daddy." Kayla says before shocking me by wrapping her arms around me and hugging me tightly. Sure, I can't feel her nipples through my shirt, but my naked daughter is still hugging me.
"Of course, Honey." I reply as I rub her bare back affectionately.
Kayla releases me and starts hunting around the room for her clothes. Lexi also stands up and gathers up her clothes. Both girls step into their panties and pull them up. Then they walk with me toward the bedrooms. Kayla disappears into her room while Lexi and I enter ours.
"Is everything okay?" I ask in concern as I start to remove my clothes.
"Yeah," Lexi answers, "Kayla will give you the details, but don't panic."
"I'll do my best." I say.
"Don't think I didn't notice naked Kayla hug you." Lexi winks as she watches me undress.
"It didn't mean anything like that, Lexi." I reply with an eye roll. "She is just emotional about whatever happened. Don't look so much into it."
"Sure, sure." she giggles.
I strip down to my boxer briefs and draw Lexi into my arms. Holding her by her pantie-clad ass, we make out for a little while before breaking apart and putting on robes. Then we head down to dinner with Kayla.
"So," I begin ten minutes into our meal, "not to rush you, but I'm getting anxious wondering what happened."
"You'd better tell him, Kayla." Lexi says before taking a bite of chicken.
"Ian got suspended." Kayla states simply.
"What?!" I exclaim in shock. "That quiet, polite boy? Why?"
"Long story short," my daughter begins with a sigh, "Keith was talking about me being used pussy and Ian snapped."
"I see." I reply, rage filling my heart. I want that asshole in jail.
"Take a deep breath." Lexi advises as she reaches over and places her hand on mine. "We're all angry."
"Yeah, thanks." I whisper.
"Ian's parents almost forced us to break up, but I went over and told his mother about the rape. She was much more understanding after that." Kayla continues. "Apparently, no one told the dean what the fight was about, so the school still doesn't know about my nudes being spread around. Ian and Keith were both suspended for a week."
"Do you want to report David for spreading the pictures around? To the school? Or the police?" I offer. "Whatever you wanna do, we'll do."
"N-no." Kayla mumbles weakly. "I don't want more people to know. I just want to forget about it."
"I understand. I'm here for you." I promise. "I spoke with the PI earlier in the week, there's been no news."
"Thank you, Daddy." Kayla says. "Anyway, seeing Ian made me feel better. Then Lexi and I were bonding, and you walked in."
"Now, you're all caught up." Lexi adds.
"I'm sorry you have to go through this, Kayla." I say sadly.
Kayla just nods sadly. We continue chatting throughout dinner. Kayla perks up when she informs me that she and Ian love each other. I'm happy for my daughter, I just wish I could do more in regards to Keith and David.
Once we finish dinner, the three of us head back to the main living room. I sit on the middle couch cushion with a girl on either side of me. Lexi and my daughter both snuggle up beside me and play on their phones while we watch television. I hold Kayla extra close, overwhelmed with affection for my only child.
"I forgot to tell you during dinner, but Ian is still grounded for the week." Kayla says, looking up from her phone. "Is it okay if we push the pool party until next weekend?"
"That's fine with me." I say with a nod as I squeeze Kayla and Lexi's shoulders.
"Thanks!" Kayla says, leaning her head against me. "Can the girls still come over tomorrow?"
"Of course, they're always welcome." I answer.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla says in a cute voice.
"He's just happy he'll get to see all of us in our bikinis with no other guys around." Lexi teases.
"I'm just a man." I laugh.
"A great man." Kayla sighs affectionately.
"Thank you, Kayla." I respond.
"Kiss ass." the redhead says.
"Whatever." Kayla replies. "Oh! And the girls wanted to take me out Sunday. Dinner, the mall, a movie, stuff like that. We'll be gone all day."
"I hope you two have fun." I say sincerely. "I'll keep myself busy."
"Or," Lexi interjects, "I could sit this one out and invite Nicole over Sunday. If you don't mind, Kayla?"
"I don't mind!" Kayla insists. "Have fun with your sister."
"Oh, I intend to." Lexi grins mischievously.
"I suppose that's okay." I say, knowing damn well what Lexi is planning. Kayla will be gone all day, and it'll just be the three of us. She's planning to seduce Nicole on Sunday.
"Good." is all Lexi says.
We search our many streaming services, and eventually settle on a nice, family movie to watch. The girls put their phones down, and Lexi grabs a blanket to toss over all of us. We settle in and enjoy the show.
After the movie, I shut the television off and the three of us decide to head to bed. Lexi and I kiss Kayla goodnight, and she goes into her bedroom. Then I enter the master bedroom with my girlfriend.
We both lose our robes and head to the bathroom for our nightly ritual. As usual, Lexi has no shame and drops her panties to pee while I'm brushing my teeth. Fuck, I love her. Once we're both ready for bed, we go back to the bedroom. That's when I notice I have a text.
Hazel: Thinking of you. ;)
Attached to the text is an image. It's one of Hazel laying on her back on her bed. She's completely naked and has her fingers buried up her teenage twat. I'm instantly hard, my cock tenting out my boxer briefs.
"What are you looking at, Babe?" Lexi inquires as I stare at my phone.
"Hazel sent me a nude." I explain, showing her.
"Mm, that girl does have a nice pussy." she licks her lips.
"All you girls have nice pussies." I say.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps. "I know! Send her one of me with your cock in my mouth!"
"Works for me!" I say.
Lexi and I both lose our bottoms and get into bed naked. I lay down with my head on the pillow as Lexi nestles in between my legs. Taking my erection in one hand, she immediately directs it to her open mouth and slides about half of me into her throat. I take the picture and send it to Hazel.
Steven: Wish you were here with us!
Hazel: Mm, me too! I'm jealous. I'd love to be sucking that big, hard dick right now.
Steven: Your long ponytail wrapped around my hand.
Hazel: You using my hair to pull my head up and down, making me suck you.
The entire time I'm texting Hazel, Lexi is bobbing her head on me. My sexy girlfriend is massaging my balls in one hand and her cheeks are caved in from the force of her sucking. I look back at my phone to see a picture of Hazel's small, tan boobs. She's making a kissing face at the camera.
Steven: I love your tits.
Hazel: I wish you could play with them right now.
Steven: Me, too!
Hazel: Tomorrow?
Steven: It's a date.
Hazel: I want a quick cum before bed. Tell me what to do.
Steven: Pull on one of your nipples while you rub your clit.
Hazel: Yes! Keep going!
Steven: Push two fingers all the way inside. Imagine me fucking you.
Hazel: Oh God, this feels so good. I wish there was something longer inside me!
Steven: No dildo? Or vibrator?
Hazel: Not tonight, I just wanna cum fast.
Steven: Finger yourself faster. Feel your juices soaking your fingers. Switch to the other tit.
Hazel: Yes, Sir! Oh God, I'm gonna cum!
Steven: Cum for me. Imagine me thrusting inside you, pumping my cum into your body.
Hazel: Cum inside me, Baby! Fill my slutty hole!
Steven: I'm throbbing as I cum inside you while holding your tits.
Hazel: Yes, yes, yes!
Steven: Cum on my cock!
Hazel: I came for you, Baby.
Steven: How'd it feel?
Hazel: Mm, so good.
Steven: Suck on your fingers. Taste your pussy.
Hazel: Mm, I taste so good, Baby.
Steven: I know you do, I love that pussy.
Hazel: Tomorrow, you're going to claim it!
Steven: Yes. Yes, I am.
Hazel: Okay, I'll let you get back to Lexi now.
Steven: She's still sucking my dick.
Hazel: Lucky bitch.
Steven: Sleep well, Hazel.
Hazel: Enjoy Lexi! Goodnight!
Hazel isn't the only girl to send me nudes. In fact, Ashley regularly sexts me. I love seeing those big titties of hers. Even Marcia sends the occasional sexy shower picture. One time, the girls got together and sent me a picture of the three of them wearing nothing but smiles and knee-high socks. I know this can't go on forever, but right now, life is good.
Overwhelmed with lust, I yank my cock out of Lexi's mouth and pounce on the small girl. She squeals when I grab her and begin maneuvering her into position. Soon, Lexi is on her hands and knees, looking back at me over her shoulder.
"Fuck me!" Lexi growls.
When I grip her hips and prepare to enter her, Lexi looks straight ahead and braces herself. We both groan when I part her labia and enter her tight, young body. I look down and watch as my dick slowly buries itself inside her twat.
"Oh!" Lexi moans loudly, her head thrown back and her back arched.
I'm really turned on, resulting in me being very rough with Lexi tonight. I spank her, I pull her hair, I hold her hips in my hands and fuck her as hard and fast as I can. The entire time, the gorgeous redhead is screaming and begging for more.
"Fuck me! Make me scream! Make me cum!" Lexi begs, her auburn hair flailing about her face as she pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts.
"I'm gonna cum!" I warn her, gripping her hips tightly.
"Cum with me! Cum! Cum! Cum!" she screeches as her pussy convulses around my shaft.
Lexi's tight pussy quivering around my cock as she cums is too much for me. I explode up her teenage cunt with a grunt. The sensations of being filled with cum cause Lexi to orgasm for a second time. Her chest collapses onto the bed as her arms give out.
I switch my grip to her butt cheeks as I hold her ass in the air. Leix moans weakly while I slowly thrust in and out of her body. Eventually, I start to soften and have to pull out of her. Looking down, I can see her labia are twitching.
"Fuck, that was a good one." Lexi moans as she lays down and turns her body to face me.
"Yes, it was." I nod in agreement.
"I love when you just take me!" Lexi gushes. "It makes me feel like I belong to you. I'm your Slut."
"I'm glad you enjoyed." I say with a smile.
"I need to go to the bathroom and clean up my cunt." Lexi says as she hops out of bed and waddles to the bathroom with a hand over her pussy.
I lay down in bed and get under the covers. A few minutes later, Lexi returns and climbs into bed beside me. She puts her hair up in twin buns before resting her head on my chest and throwing her arm across my waist. Soon, we both drift off to sleep.
My eyes slowly open on Saturday morning as I wake up. I smile down at Lexi's unconscious form before leaning over to kiss the top of her head. My hand snakes down beneath the covers to squeeze her bare ass as I gently shake her awake.



"Time to wake up, Beautiful." I whisper softly.
"Fuck that." Lexi grunts.
"Don't act like Hazel." I admonish as I playfully slap her butt. "C'mon you."
"Fine, fine." she groans as she sits up and rubs the sleep from her eyes.
When Lexi sits up, the blanket falls off her chest, exposing her breasts. I reach out and happily squeeze one of the incredibly soft, yet firm mounds. Lexi shoots me a condescending look before playfully slapping my hand.
"Ouch!" I say as I pull my hand back and shake it. "That was uncalled for!"
"And groping me was called for?" she shoots back before sticking out her tongue.
"You loved it!" I insist.
"Yeah, that's true." she admits with a giggle.
Taking her breast back in my hand, I lean forward and slurp one of her pink nipples into my mouth. Lexi moans softly as she buries a small hand in my hair. I suck on her titty for about thirty seconds before giving her nipple one last lick and pulling away.
"I love your tits." I tell her as I look into her pretty, green eyes.
"They're all yours, Baby." Lexi whispers. "I was just playing around, you can touch me anytime you want, anywhere you want."
"Sounds good to me!" I laugh softly.
"I bet it does!" she grins. "C'mon, we should shower."
We get out of bed and head to our private bathroom. Lexi releases her hair buns, allowing her auburn hair to cascade around her shoulders. We both go through our morning routines before turning on the shower and stepping inside.
Surprisingly, we don't end up fucking in the shower. Though there is plenty of grab-ass going on. We soap each other up, and I have a great time running my hands all over her wet breasts. When the water washes the suds away, we both do a taste test to make sure we're clean; I run my tongue long her slit, and she bends forward to slurp me into her mouth for a few seconds.
Once we're clean, we towel off and head back to our bedroom. I put on boxer briefs while Lexi steps into a pair of cute panties. Then we both put on robes and walk down to breakfast holding hands and smiling.
"Good morning!" Kayla says in a cheery voice when Lexi and I arrive at breakfast.
"Morning, Kayla." Lexi replies as she sits down at the table.
"Good morning, Honey." I add while pouring myself coffee.
The three of us sit down to a pleasant breakfast. I ask and find out that Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia should be coming over after lunch. The girls are gonna use the pool, and probably get some tanning done.
After breakfast, we head to the main living room. We put the television on, but it is mainly for background noise. I read a book while sitting in the armchair, and the girls get their weekend homework done.
"Are you gonna swim with us today?" Lexi asks while laying on her tummy on the floor as she does her homework. Her bare feet are kicking in the air behind her.
"I wasn't invited." I answer with a smile.
"You're always invited!" Kayla says as she turns onto her side to look over at me.
"And not just because it's your house." Lexi adds.
"Well, thanks." I chuckle. "I could use a nice swim. I'll join you."
"Great!" Lexi chirps. "Should we even bother wearing suits?"
"We should!" Kayla insists. "At least to start."
"It's almost lunchtime." I say, changing the subject. "Are you girls almost done with your homework?"
"I'm finished." Kayla says.
"I'm almost done, just a couple more minutes." Lexi responds.
We wait five minutes for Lexi to finish up with her homework. Then the three of us go to the kitchen and make sandwiches for lunch. I figure I'll be manning the grill for dinner. Then Lexi, Kayla, and I change into our bathing suits and wait for the girls to arrive. I smile when Lexi puts up her hair into twin pigtails. So cute.
Marcia pulls up first, followed by Hazel, then finally, Ashley. All three girls are in their regular clothes, so they hit the bathrooms to change into bikinis. Hazel gives me a sultry look as she steps out onto the patio in her bathing suit. She has her hair in its usual long, brown ponytail that falls halfway down her back.
All five girls are absolutely stunning. Short Marcia, with her dark hair and large breasts. Ashley, the tall blonde with the mammoth titties. Tan Hazel, with her small breasts. Of course, I could never forget Kayla and Lexi. My daughter, the middling height girl with raven hair and large breasts. Then finally, my sexy, redheaded girlfriend with small, lightly-freckled boobs.
We head out to the deck chairs, and I see more than one admiring glance thrown my way as the girls check out my bare chest. It's been decided that we'll get some sun first, so the girls all pick out a chair and lounge out on it.
The girls all have wine coolers as I nurse a beer. I take a book to read, while the girls play on their phones. At one point, Hazel sits up and unties her bikini top. Shrugging her shoulders forward, Hazel takes off her top and sets it on the ground beside her chair.
"Taking the ta-tas out early, aren't you?" Lexi asks as she checks out Hazel's little boobs.
"I don't wanna get tan lines!" Hazel loudly responds while laying back on her chair and stretching out her body.
"Oh, good point!" Ashley interjects before sitting up and taking off her own top. My cock throbs when those massive breasts come into view.
"Well, if you can't beat 'em!" Kayla says as she discards her own bikini top. "C'mon, Marcia! Lexi!"
"Whatever, fine." Marcia rolls her eyes and also gets topless.
"I don't tan, but sure." Lexi says, removing her blue bikini top and settling back down.
"With that skin, I'm surprised you don't burst into flames, Lexi." Ashley teases.
"We're lucky we didn't have to cart back a pile of Lexi ash from Bermuda!" Kayla adds, making Hazel and Marcia laugh.
"Fuck you all!" Lexi giggles as she raises two middle fingers.
You would think seeing these girls naked so often would lessen the thrill, but it doesn't. Not in the slightest. I'm hard as my eyes travel among the ten beautiful breasts on display. I take another sip of beer as I lay back and relax.
We chat about our weeks, and the girls are all very supportive of Kayla. They're proud of Ian for standing up for himself and Kayla. I'm glad Kayla seems to be in good spirits, despite everything she's going through.
"Anyone wanna swim?" Kayla offers.
"Sure!" Lexi chirps.
The six of us stand up and, of course, Ashley suggests skinny dipping. We all agree and I drop my swim trunks, revealing my dick. At the same time, all five girls shimmy out of their bikini bottoms. Yup, I'm hard again.
"Sure you can swim with a boner?" Ashley teases.
"I'll manage, thanks!" I shake my head as the girls all laugh.
"I can take care of your not-so-little problem!" Hazel offers.
"I could, too!" Marcia adds.
"Go, Marcia!" Lexi laughs.
"You sluts do what you want, I'm going swimming!" a naked Kayla says. My daughter then does a cannonball into the deep end.
"Swimming does sound nice. I'm starting to sizzle." Marcia says as she also jumps in.
"Okay, guess we're swimming now, fucking later." Ashley says.
She then grabs her boobs and squeezes them. The hot blonde lifts up one massive tit while pulling down on the other. Then she alternates. She does this several times before turning around and showing me her naked ass as she runs and dives into the pool.
"Have fun!" Lexi says as she grabs the back of Hazel's head and plants a kiss on the taller girl's lips. My girlfriend then jumps in and joins the other girls.
"Looks like it's just you and me, big guy." Hazel purrs as she sashays up to me. The tan girl runs her fingertips along my bare chest as she gazes into my eyes.
"Did you plan this?" I ask as I smirk at her.
"No!" Hazel laughs. "Though I did tell the girls I planned on jumping you. Maybe they wanted to leave us alone."
Grinning broadly, I take a step forward and wrap an arm around Hazel. Grabbing a handful of her tight ass, I pull her to me. Hazel makes a cute noise as she presses her naked body against mine. She leans up while puckering her lips, then we're kissing.
With one hand on her ass, my other hand slides up her tight body and cups a firm boob. I squeeze her small, but shapely breast, loving the feel of it in my hand. Hazel moans into my mouth as she places both her hands behind my head and slides her fingertips through my hair.
I can hear the other girls cheering us on as I break our lip lock. Hazel lifts her head as I kiss along her jawline and down her soft neck. She grips my head tightly and coos happily as my light kisses reach her collarbone.
"Play with my tits!" Hazel husks.
Rather than respond with words, I begin kissing down her chest, loving the feel of her soft skin against my lips. I cup Hazel's boobs, forming a small cleavage as my kisses reach her breasts. I kiss all along her cleavage while my thumbs caress the sides of her boobs.
"Bite my nipple!" she begs.
I lick the sides of her breasts before finally turning my attention toward her nipples. I lick one, making her think I'm going to focus on it, then surprise her by switching to the other breast. Taking her other nipple between my lips, I gently caress it with my teeth.
"Yes!" Hazel hisses. "Just like that!"
Hazel keeps one hand buried in my hair, but uses her other to reach down and grasp my shaft. The tall, tan girl begins giving me a handjob, making me groan against her titty. The girls all start clapping, and I know they can see Hazel stroking me.
"You're so hard." she coos.
"I promised to play with your tits," I whisper in between sucks at her teat, "and claim your pussy."
"My pussy is so wet for you." Hazel whispers.
"Bend over." I state firmly as I pull back and look Hazel in the eyes.
"Mm, let me do something for you first." she says in a sultry voice.
Hazel reaches over, grabs a towel, and sets it on the patio between us. Her eyes never leave mine as she slowly sinks to her knees. Leaning forward while still holding me at the base, Hazel presses her lips against my mushroom head, affectionately kissing my erection.
"You like my dick?" I ask thickly.
"I love it! You're so fucking big!" she says before opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. Hazel then repeatedly slaps my tip on her tongue while moaning softly.
"Fuck!" I groan when I can't take it anymore. "Put me in your mouth, Babe. Put me in your mouth!"
Letting out a cute giggle, Hazel lunges forward and gobbles up my hardness. She lashes the underside of my shaft with her tongue, making me weak in the knees. Finally, the tan babe grips my thighs in both hands and begins bobbing her head.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" Lexi calls out.
"Suck it, suck it, suck it!" Ashley cheers.
All the girls join in, and soon they are all chanting for Hazel to suck me. She seems to take it to heart, and starts sucking me so hard that I can hear her slurps. I can feel drool running down my shaft while Hazel sucks on my top half.
"Damn, that feels good." I gasp.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Hazel moans around me.
I wrap Hazel's long, brown ponytail around my wrist and grip it tight. The gesture seems to turn Hazel on as much as it does me. Her eyes flick up to meet mine and she releases my thigh to reach one hand between her legs. I lick my lips when Hazel starts fingering herself.
"Holy shit," I say as I thrust my hips forward, making her gag slightly, "if you keep this up, you're gonna make me cum."
"Mm!" Hazel groans excitedly as she sucks harder.
"You want cum, Babe?" I ask. I've been planning on fucking her, but if she wants cum, I can give her cum.
"Mhm!" she moans quickly while nodding with my cock still in her mouth.
"Then suck it out of me!" I order.
Hazel happily complies and bobs her head on me rapidly. Her left hand massages my balls, while her right is still between her legs. I gaze down at the beautiful girl, looking especially sexy with a cock-filled mouth.
"Gonna cum!" I announce.
My cock swells, stretching Hazel's lips as semen explodes from my tip. Her eyes start watering as her mouth fills with cum. I feel her throat contract, and know she's swallowing my first few spurts. The last of my load then dribbles onto her tongue, and the gorgeous girl gulps it down as well.
"I thought you wanted me to fuck you." I chuckle while Hazel nurses at my tip.
"All in good time!" Hazel giggles when she releases me.
As I watch, the sexy cocksucker hops to her feet. She then spins around and goes to dive into the pool. The other girls all laugh when they get splashed. They wave me over to join them, and I follow Hazel into the water.
We spend the next couple hours playing around in the pool. We swim laps, we splash around, we even start up games of chicken fighting. A lot of touching goes on, and while I do my best to not touch Kayla, the occasional contact is unavoidable. One time, I even end up feeling her bare nipple brush up against me.
Things inevitably start to heat up. I look over and watch as Kayla holds Ashley's tits together and buries her face in the blonde's cleavage. I laugh while my daughter motorboats one of her best friends' titties. While Kayla is distracted, Marcia sneaks up behind her and squeezes my baby girl's boobs.
Lexi grabs me by the back of the head and shoves her tongue down my throat. I wrap my arms around her and hug her tight, causing her bare breasts to squish against my chest. While Lexi and I are kissing, Hazel comes up behind me and jumps up on us. The three of us fall into the water with a big splash.
The three of us soon surface and we both attack Hazel for revenge. Lexi grabs the tan girl while I splash her. Then the redhead dunks Hazel, making her cry out and pull away. I lunge for Hazel, and before I realize what's happening, she and I are kissing again.
"Fuck the Slut!" Lexi encourages.
That sounds like a great idea to me, so I spin Hazel around until she's facing away from me. Then I move her forward until her chest is against the edge of the pool. Hazel firmly grips the edges of the pool before turning her head and facing me.
"Stick it in me!" she begs.
I slip my foot between Hazel's, encouraging her to spread her legs. Then I get into position behind her. Bending my knees, I lower my body until I can reach between us and slot myself at her opening. Then I stand.
"Yes!" Hazel hisses. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
Reaching around Hazel with both hands, I grip the edges of the pool as well. Using my grip for balance, I begin slowly thrusting in and out of her body. My head is by hers, and I can hear her grunt every time I bottom out inside of her.
"Take that dick!" Lexi coos as she stands beside Hazel and watches the taller girl get fucked. "How's it feel?"
"So good!" Hazel gasps as she throws her head back. "He's so big, I love it!"
"Best dick you've ever had?" asks Lexi as she reaches beneath the water to squeeze one of Hazel's small tits.
"Oh God, yes!" Hazel announces. "Steven fucks me best!"
I groan when I feel Hazel's pussy muscles squeezing me. She's cumming. Hard. Her moans and pants fill the air. That's when I notice she isn't the only one moaning. I turn my head and see that Ashley has Kayla backed up against the other side of the pool and is clearly fingering my daughter while Marcia sucks on Kayla's tits.
Unfortunately, water tends to wash away a woman's natural lubrication. Soon, Kayla and Hazel are both a little uncomfortable. As a result, both of our threesomes decide to take our activities to the nearby grass.
Kayla lays on her back on the grass and spreads her legs. I briefly get a good look at my daughter's pussy before Ashley gets on top of her in a sixty-nine. Marcia kneels between Kayla's spread legs and pushes two fingers into Kayla's wet twat. All while Kayla grips Ashley's ass cheeks and lifts her head to eat out the blonde.
"Get me wet again, Lexi!" Hazel says as she lays on her back and places her hands behind her knees, spreading herself open.
"You got it, Slut!" Lexi chirps as she gets on her elbows and knees between Hazel's legs.
"Fuck, that looks delicious." I comment while gazing at Hazel's pussy.
"It is!" Lexi says after taking one long lick of Hazel's slit.
The redhead leans forward and starts munching on Hazel's cunt. The tan girl keeps her legs spread wide as her toes curl. Lexi rapidly shakes her head from side-to-side, making Hazel moan and tense up.
"She's nice and wet!" Lexi says, pulling away from Hazel's pussy after a couple minutes.
"Come fuck me, Baby." Hazel coos, still holding her legs apart.
I waste no time getting between Hazel's spread legs. Within moments, I'm buried to the hilt inside her tight, teen twat. I place my hands on her tits and hold both mammary glands as I begin the familiar rhythm of love-making.
"Mm, fuck that pussy, Babe." Lexi encourages as she rubs my shoulder while squatting beside us.
"Yes!" Hazel screams. "Fuck my pussy! Take me!"
Glancing over, I can see that Marcia, Kayla, and Ashley have switched positions and are now forming a daisy chain. Kayla is eating out Ashley as Ashley eats out Marcia. All while Marcia is going down on Kayla.
I alternate between watching the daisy chain and Hazel's expressions as she takes my cock. For several minutes I fuck Hazel in missionary while Lexi encourages us. The sounds of so many women moaning in pleasure, Lexi's dirty talk, and the feel of Hazel's snatch are all combining to draw my orgasm from me.
"Getting close." I groan as my balls slap against Hazel's ass. "Where do you want it?"
"Face!" Hazel grunts as she pulls her legs back further while her toes curl.
"Yeah, cum on her slutty face!" Lexi coos while reaching between us to rub Hazel's clit.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Hazel announces. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
"Me, too!" I warn her. "Get on your knees!"
I pull out of Hazel's quivering cunt and stand up. The beautiful, young woman immediately releases her legs and gets on her knees in front of me. She tilts her head back, opens her mouth, and sticks out her tongue.
"Ah!" Hazel moans.
"Do it! Cover her pretty face!" Lexi says while kneeling next to me with an arm wrapped around my leg.
My hand is a blur as I stroke my cock while aiming it at Hazel's face. I feel my abs clench, my balls contracting as they spit a rope of semen across Hazel's cheek and along her forehead. The next blast lands on her tongue and arcs right along her nose, just missing her eye.
"Fuck!" I gasp as I paint Hazel's face. She's giggling, causing her perky boobs to bounce lightly on her chest.
When I start to settle down, Lexi leans her body around me and takes me into her mouth. My legs tremble as she sucks on the head of my dick, drawing out the last of my orgasm. She then releases me with a big smile.
"Damn, girl, you're covered!" Lexi says when she turns to face Hazel.
"I can feel it running down my face." Hazel giggles as a dollop of cum dangles from her chin.
"Don't move, I wanna get a picture!" Lexi states as she hops to her feet and runs to get her phone.
"You look great, Hazel." I say with a smile. I can still hear Marcia, Kayla, and Ashley going at it in the background.
"Thanks!" she replies, blowing me a kiss.
Lexi returns a few moments later with her phone. She aims the camera at Hazel, who throws up a peace sign and makes a kissing face. Hazel looks so sexy, completely naked and on her knees with her face covered in cum. Her hair is pulled back in its usual long ponytail, exposing all of her pretty face.
"Can you send that to me?" Hazel asks.
"Me, too." I add.
"Sure, sending now." Lexi says before looking back at her phone and sending the picture.
Hazel scoops some cum off her face with her fingers before pushing her fingertips into her mouth and sucking the semen off them. Lexi joins in by approaching Hazel and extending her tongue. The sexy redhead slurps up the cum dangling from Hazel's chin and kisses the taller girl. The two of them kiss and swap my cum back and forth, their arms around each other and breasts touching.



"Fuck, that's hot." I mutter as I watch them.
"You like watching two sluts share your cum?" Lexi breaks the kiss to ask.
"I think he does!" Hazel laughs as she squeezes her own boobs and leans forward for my viewing pleasure.
"Yes, I really do." I chuckle.
"I should clean my face and use the little girls' room." Hazel says, standing up.
"Okay!" Lexi chirps, standing up as well.
My girlfriend walks up to me and gives me a hug while Hazel walks inside. I glance over and watch Hazel's cute bum flex as she walks. Then I turn my gaze to the threesome still going on several feet away.
Well, the threesome is mostly going on. It looks like Kayla has tapped out and is now laying in the grass, covered in sweat as her breasts heave from her heavy breathing. Her legs are spread and her pretty, pink pussy is twitching. Next to my daughter, Ashley and Marcia are tribbing, making out as their hands caress each other.
"Need a break, old man?" Lexi teases when I lay back on my chair with a beer.
"I'm not old, I'm mature." I say through heavy breaths.
"Right." the redhead giggles. "Anyway, your daughter's cunt looks delicious. So, I'll be back."
With that, Lexi marches her naked ass across the grass until she reaches Kayla. My girlfriend kneels between Kayla's spread legs and starts licking. Lexi's small hands reach up and squeeze Kayla's big titties.
"Oh God, I don't know if I can take anymore!" Kayla moans weakly while reaching down with both hands to grab Lexi's head.
Kayla raises her legs in the air, her knees bent and toes curled as Lexi eats her out. I smirk and watch for a minute before glancing over at Ashley and Marcia as they switch to a sixty-nine. Taking a sip of my beer, I don't notice Hazel until she joins me on the chair.
"Well, hello there." I say while wrapping an arm around Hazel's bare shoulders.
"Hey, Cutie." Hazel whispers as she throws her arm over my waist. She runs her ponytail through her hand before tossing it over her shoulder and resting her head on my chest. "Needed a break?"
"Yes." I confirm. "At least you asked that nicer than Lexi, she called me an old man."
"Aw, poor baby!" Hazel coos before leaning down to kiss my chest. Her body is molded against mine, causing her breasts to press into my chest as she sensually runs her toes along my calf.
"Does my age bother you at all?" I ask while running my fingers along her upper arm.
"If it did, would I be laying here naked with you?" Hazel asks with a giggle. "Would I have opened my mouth and spread my legs for you?"
"I suppose not." I acknowledge with a nod.
"So, to answer your question, no, it doesn't bother me." Hazel laughs. "Why are you just bringing this up now?"
"I just know you had a great time in Bermuda," I explain, "it makes me wonder if you'd rather be spending time with guys your own age."
"Is someone jealous?" Hazel suggests, nudging me with her hip.
"No." I say after thinking about it for a minute. "I really am glad you had fun in Bermuda. You're a beautiful, young woman who any guy would want."
"In this case, three guys." she blushes.
"No need to be embarrassed." I chuckle before leaning down to kiss the top of her head. "You didn't do anything wrong."
"I know, and just so you know, I meant what I said earlier while you were inside me." Hazel tells me.
"What was that?" I ask.
"You really do fuck me best." she explains. "You have a huge dick and, more importantly, you know how to use it. You have a ton of stamina, and I love being stretched by you. Your cum is delicious, too!"
"I'm glad." I smile.
"Marcia and Ashley have something going with Shawn and Josh, so I don't know how much longer they'll keep fucking you." Hazel begins. "Me? I'm young, I'm hot, and I enjoy being single. As long as you're cool with me getting dick elsewhere whenever the urge strikes me, I'm more than happy to keep sleeping with you."
"I'm good with that." I nod. "By the way, Josh and Shawn. They're good guys? They'll treat my girls right?"
"They're good guys." she smiles. "I'd be shocked if they don't ask Ashley and Marcia to prom soon."
"That's good." I let out a sigh of relief.
Hazel and I continue cuddling in silence. That's when I notice that the area has gone strangely quiet. Looking around, I see Kayla and Lexi cuddling and, not far from them, Marcia and Ashley are likewise entwined in each others arms. Marcia has her head on Ashley's right breast while her fingers lightly caress the blonde's left nipple.
Dinner time rolls around and I start up the grill. I make chicken and burgers for myself and the girls. They put their bikinis back on to eat, and enjoy their meals while lounging by the pool, chatting and playing on their phones.
After dinner, we swim for a little while longer. Then we head inside and end up having two more threesomes in the main living room. Lexi, Kayla, and Hazel crawl all over each other, fingering and licking. I take Marcia doggystyle before Ashley announces that she wants it up her ass. Marcia lubes up Ashley's ass hole before I push into the blonde's bum from behind while holding onto her big tits. Fuck, I love holding her tits. Once I've fucked Ashley to a screaming orgasm, I blast my load up her back door.
When we are finally all worn out, the six of us take showers and get dressed. Then we relax on the couch in the main living room and watch a movie until the girls decide it's time to go home. Lexi, Kayla, and I kiss Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley goodbye. The three girls get into their car and head home. It's been a great day.
Kayla calls Ian and then disappears into her bedroom while chatting with her boyfriend. Lexi and I head into the master bedroom. We then strip down to our birthday suits before doing our nightly routines and climbing into bed together.
"Did you have a nice day?" I ask Lexi while we cuddle.
"I did!" Lexi chirps. "Got lots of pussy, can't complain. You?"
"I also got lots of pussy." I reply with a chuckle.
"Good." she says primly. "I love how much of a stud my man is."
"Most girls would be jealous." I point out.
"I'm not most girls." Lexi says proudly. "I'm a nymphomaniac slut who wants to fuck her own sister."
"Speaking of Nicole, when is she coming over?" I ask as I reach down to cup Lexi's bum.
"Tomorrow morning." she answers while pushing her butt back against my hand. "She's gonna spend the whole day with us."
"Great!" I reply. "Just remember, don't pressure her."
"I won't!" Lexi promises. "She's my big sister."
"I still can't believe you're going through with this." I say.
"Of course I am!" Lexi exclaims. "I wanna eat some sister twat."
"You're so dirty." I laugh.
"Yes. Yes, I am." she states. "You'll get to bag sisters, so it works out for you."
If Nicole goes for it." I remind Lexi.
"I know, I know!" she rolls her eyes.
We fall silent for several minutes. I squeeze Lexi's ass while she traces shapes on my chest. Then she lifts her head and pecks my lips. We kiss a few times while whispering sweet words to each other. I love this girl. Even if she keeps trying to hook me up with my own daughter.
"How do you think Kayla is doing?" I eventually ask.
"It's hard to tell." Lexi sighs. "She seems in good spirits, but I think she's trying not to think about things."
"That makes sense." I say sadly. "At least Ian's parents aren't trying to keep them apart."
"Yeah, that definitely helps." she says. "Kayla would be devastated if she lost Ian."
"I feel bad that he got suspended, but I'm proud of him for standing up for Kayla like that." I smile softly.
"Me, too!" Lexi chirps. "He's a great boyfriend."
"He really is. I like him better than I ever liked David." I admit.
"And I'm confident that Ian has never done me." she nods.
"Good." I say in an exasperated voice.
"I think Kayla will be okay." Lexi continues. "She's a strong girl with a great support system."
"I'll always be here for her, and I know you girls will be, too." I whisper before kissing the top of Lexi's head affectionately.
"We will be." she nods. "I feel so bad for her. I know what it feels like to have your nudes out there."
"I still can't believe David did that. It just pisses me off so much." I say angrily. "And Keith did the same to you."
"Yeah, I think about it a lot." Lexi responds sadly. "I just hope the PI comes through."
"Me, too." I reply. "I doubt there's anything we can do about David, but hopefully we can get Keith off the streets."
"That would be nice." she says. "I know Kayla still has a lot of recovering to do, and I don't think we've seen the last of the drama from the fight just yet."
"Neither do I." I acknowledge sadly.
"Whatever happens, we'll get through it together. As a family." Lexi insists.
"Yes, we will." I agree.
"Good." she smiles.
"Can I ask you something?" I inquire.
"Sure. Anything." Lexi answers.
"Keith spread nudes of you, yet you still send them to me. I guess I'm just wondering if you worry about doing that?" I ask.
"No, not at all." she shakes her head. "For one thing, I trust you completely. For another, I won't let Keith dictate how I live my life. I'm in a healthy relationship, there's nothing wrong with sending you pictures of my titties. I'm sure Kayla feels the same way with Ian. What else are we gonna do? Refuse to have sex because we were raped? We have to live our lives, otherwise those guys are still controlling us."
"That's a good way to look at it." I say.
"Yeah." Lexi nods slowly. "Steven?"
"Yes?" I ask.
"Will you lick me?" she wonders softly.
"Of course I will." I answer.
I throw the covers off our bodies and roll Lexi onto her back. Getting between the redhead's spread legs, I immediately start going down on her. Lexi buries her hands in my hair and enjoys my oral ministrations.
After eating her to an orgasm, we switch positions. We end up in a sixty-nine with her on top. She cradles my balls in her tiny hand while bobbing her head on me. I grip her ass cheeks and bury my face in her hot box. We cum at the same time. Her screaming around my cock as I fill her mouth with hot, sticky fluid.
Lexi quickly swallows and lifts herself off of me. A minute later, we're cuddling under the covers again. Five minutes after that, I hear the sounds of her steady breathing and know she's fast asleep. I join her moments later.
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"Lexi. Lexi? Time to wake up." I whisper into my girlfriend's ear.
"But it's Sunday!" she whines before turning away from me and pulling the covers over her head.
"And I let you sleep in!" I say before diving under the covers and tickling the gorgeous redhead.
"Ah! No!" Lexi squeals as she shoots up and desperately tries to get away from my dancing fingers.
"Got you!" I roar triumphantly as I throw the covers off of us and get on top of her.
"Jerk!" she shouts as she looks up at me with mock annoyance.
"You love it." I grin before leaning down to kiss the tip of her nose. I'm in a very playful mood this morning.
"Hmph." Lexi grunts.
"Hmph, to you, too!" I whisper back.
"You're lucky I love you." she rolls her eyes before reaching around me with both hands and grabbing my butt. "And that you have a great ass."
"Wanna fool around?" I ask as I look into her green eyes. My cock is currently wedged between us, resting on Lexi's stomach.
"Always!" Lexi giggles while squeezing my bum. "But, I think you should save it for Nicole."
"Your sister who you told me not to check out?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Fuck you, I changed my mind." Lexi sticks out her tongue.
"Are you sure about this?" I wonder as I look down at the beautiful young woman. I love the light dusting of freckles across her face. "If it works out the way you've planned, I'll actually be having sex with your older sister."
"I understand that." she nods. "And yes, I'm sure."
"Okay..." I trail off.
"Don't be so glum, my sister's hot!" Lexi notes.
"She is, I agree." I acknowledge. "Still, I'm surprised you're willing to let me have sex with her. You made it very clear I can't touch Stacey."
"That's completely different." Lexi insists. "Nicole said she thinks you're cute. She's definitely not in love with you like Stacey is. She's my sister, and I want to bond with her. I want the three of us to bond. I'm a slut, sex is how I bond."
"Remember, no pressuring Nicole. If she doesn't want me, that's it. If she doesn't want you, that's it." I state firmly.
"I know! You don't need to keep on reminding me!" Lexi insists.
"We both know how forceful you can be." I remind her as I reach down and cup her boobs.
"Yeah, yeah." Lexi rolls her eyes. "You just keep playing with my titties and let me worry about Nicole."
"Slightly condescending, but that's okay because I get to play with your tits." I chuckle as I lean down and take a pink nipple in my mouth.
"Mm, feels good, Babe." Lexi coos as her fingers lightly caress the back of my head.
I continue playing with Lexi's boobs for a couple minutes. I hold the firm mounds in my hands, creating a delicious cleavage as I suck on her nipple. Then I switch to the other nipple and flick that one with my tongue.
"Okay, that's enough." Lexi says. "We'll end up fucking if you don't stop."
"Maybe I wanna fuck." I whisper against her boob.
"I do, too," she admits, "but I want you to save up all that cum in your balls. We can wait."
"Fine." I grouse as I pull away from her breasts and roll off of Lexi's naked body.
Lexi and I get out of bed and make our way to the bathroom. I pee as Lexi brushes her teeth. Then we switch, I brush and she pees. Next, we put on underwear and robes before heading down to meet Kayla for breakfast.
"What do you girls have planned for today?" I ask Kayla while we eat.
"We're gonna meet at the mall." Kayla begins after taking a sip of her drink. "We'll have lunch at the mall and spend all morning shopping. At some point we'll go out to a nice dinner and see a movie.
"Sounds like fun." Lexi comments.
"You could have come with us." Kayla reminds her.
"Yeah, but I wanted to spend some quality time with my sister and boyfriend." Lexi explains.
"I love you, too." I interject with a smile.
"I love you!" Lexi chirps.
"Gross." Kayla says, pretending to gag.
"Whatever." Lexi says in a high-pitch voice.
"What are you three gonna do today?" Kayla asks, changing the subject.
"Uh, you know, just hang out." I answer nervously.
"Probably do some swimming, watch some television, use the game room." Lexi adds smoothly.
"You know you won't be able to skinny dip, right?" Kayla teases.
"Why does everyone always assume I'm gonna do something extreme like that?" Lexi asks.
"Because you're Lexi." I answer.
"Exactly." Kayla agrees.
"Fuck you both." Lexi giggles.
"You have, that's our point." I say.
"Oh, that was clever!" Kayla laughs.
"Thanks!" I smile.
Lexi blows a raspberry before returning to her meal. We keep chatting and teasing each other as we finish our breakfast. Kayla and Lexi are especially talented at making fun of each other. Then we clean up and go our separate ways to get ready for the day.
We meet up in the foyer, and I admire both girls. I'm just wearing shorts and a t-shirt, so I'm not too impressive. Kayla is dressed in tight jeans that show off her nice ass, and a cute top. Lexi is wearing a spaghetti-strap top and a skirt.
"Have a good time." I say as I hug Kayla and peck her cheek.
"Have fun!" Lexi adds, taking her turn to hug and kiss my daughter.
"Thanks!" Kayla smiles before turning and heading out the door.
I take Lexi's hand and we walk back through the house until we get to the main living room. We curl up on the couch together and I rest my hand on her calf. I then turn on the television and pick out a show for us to watch.
"Hey, Lexi?" I call out while looking at my phone.
"Yes?" she asks in a cute voice, drawing out the word.
"Do you remember when I told you that Allan wanted to meet you?" I inquire.
"Yeah, I remember." Lexi answers.
"He just texted me." I explain. "He wants to know if we want to have dinner with him and his wife, Amanda."
"Sure!" she chirps. "When?"
"He suggested sometime this week." I say. "How about Wednesday? Kayla has therapy that day."
"Okay." Lexi nods.
I text Allan, suggesting Wednesday, and then wait for a reply. While waiting, I sit back with Lexi and watch the show. My hand is resting on her bare calf as my thumb gently caresses her creamy, soft skin.
"Allan texted me back." I announce ten minutes later. "Wednesday works for them."
"Perfect." Lexi says. She looks nervous.
"Everything okay?" I ask.
"Just a little nervous." Lexi shrugs. "You and Allan have been friends for years, right?"
"Yeah, since middle school." I confirm.
"What if he doesn't like me?" she asks in a shaky voice.
"Why wouldn't he like you?" I wonder.
"He might think I'm too young for you." Lexi mumbles sadly.
"Do you think you're too young for me?" I ask.
"No." Lexi answers, shaking her head. "I think we're perfect for each other. I bring out your wild side and you keep me grounded."
"Then that's all that matters." I assure her. "But, for the record, Allan is going to love you. He's glad to see how happy you make me."
"You think so?" Lexi wonders, her face breaking out into an adorable grin.
"I know so." I whisper, my arms around Lexi as I look into her lovely, green eyes.
Lexi's glance flicks down to my lips. Moments later, we're both leaning in. I bury my hand in her sweet-smelling, auburn hair as Lexi slips her tongue into my mouth. Her hand finds my bulge as I run my fingers along her thigh.
My gorgeous girlfriend moans into my mouth as I slide my hand up her skirt and cup her pussy from outside of her panties. She breaks our kiss and lets out a series of cute pants as I begin rubbing her. I latch my lips onto her pale neck and start sucking right when she expertly unbuttons my shorts. Just as her soft hand wraps around my hardness, the intercom goes off.
"Nicole's here." I whisper, looking into Lexi's lust-filled eyes.
"Terrible timing." she replies, withdrawing her hand from my shorts.
"Sorry, Baby!" I chuckle as I pull my hand out from under her skirt and re-button my shorts. "You didn't wanna fool around before Nicole got here anyway."
Lexi grunts in annoyance as the two of us get up and head over to the intercom. We tell the butler that we'll be right down, then make our way through the house. When we reach the foyer, we are greeted by an absolutely stunning redhead.
Nicole is twenty-six years old and at the height of her feminine beauty. Her auburn locks are much longer than Lexi's, running almost halfway down her back. The older sister has noticeably larger breasts, and is a couple of inches taller.
Nicole has the same green eyes as Lexi, the same charming smile, and the same light dusting of freckles across her model-perfect face. Personally, I think Lexi's face is more attractive, but Nicole definitely doesn't surrender much to her sister in terms of pure beauty. Lexi's big sister is wearing a nice pair of jeans, a cute top, and a pair of sandals. A stylish purse slung over her shoulder completes the look.
"Hello!" Nicole says charmingly as she raises her hand and wiggles her fingers in a cute wave.
"Good morning, Nicole." I say politely.
"Hey, sis!" Lexi chirps as she runs up to Nicole and gives her a big hug.
"Well, hi!" Nicole giggles. "Happy to see me?"
"Very!" Lexi grins as she surprises the taller girl by giving her a quick kiss on the cheek.
"She's been in a great mood lately." I explain.
"I can tell!" Nicole says before her eyes narrow. "You didn't get engaged, did you?"
"No, we definitely didn't." I answer.
"Not yet!" Lexi adds as she releases Nicole. "C'mon, let's go!"
Lexi grabs Nicole and I by the hand and drags us through the house. I glance at Lexi's older sister, and we both share a bemused look as we let Lexi lead us through the house. Rather than lead us to the main living room, like I expect, the perky redhead instead takes us down to the game room.
"We're gonna play pool?" Nicole asks as she looks at the large pool table in the center of the room.
"We have darts, too!" Lexi announces. "Also, there's a table and a bunch of board games. I figure we always jump right in the pool, may as well enjoy something else first!"
"Works for me. Nicole?" I ask.
"Sure!" Nicole replies. "I'm not very good though."
"That's okay, neither is Steven." Lexi giggles.
I give Lexi a look before heading off to grab us all drinks. Lexi and Nicole enjoy wine coolers while I have a beer. Sitting back, I let Nicole and Lexi use the pool table first. Nicole isn't lying; she sucks at pool.
"I won, I won!" Lexi raises her cue in the air and does a victory dance.
"Whatever." Nicole chuckles. "Let's see if you can beat Steven!"
"She can." I admit as I take the pool cue from Nicole.
"Well, I'm sure you'll do your best." Nicole says, giving me a friendly smile.
"Thanks." I reply, smiling back. Okay, I see it now. She thinks I'm cute.
Lexi racks the balls and offers me the break. We play a single game, and I actually am doing very well. However, my redheaded girlfriend is quite the pool shark and is still able to claim a decisive victory.
We play a few more games of pool, and it's clear that Lexi is the best player here. I'm able to beat Nicole, at least. Too bad Kayla isn't here to put Lexi in her place. I just shake my head as we switch to darts. I can beat Lexi at darts.
Each of us finishes up our second drink and starts on our third before we decide to switch to board games. Sitting at the big table, Lexi and I bring out a big stack of games to choose from. We have Nicole pick one and we start playing.
"You really seem to like games, Steven." Nicole comments at one point.
"I do!" I acknowledge. "When I was growing up, I had a game night with my parents every week. I made sure to continue the tradition with Kayla. We don't really have a game night anymore, but we still make sure to find time to play."
"We should start doing that!" Lexi exclaims.
"A game night?" I confirm.
"Yes!" Lexi answers excitedly.
"It does sound like a good idea." Nicole adds.
"I'm surprised you're so excited about it, Lexi." I say.
"Well, of course I am." Lexi replies. "We never had any family traditions, except yelling and swearing, so it would be nice to have something fun with you and Kayla."
"We had traditions!" Nicole corrects.
"Name one." Lexi challenges.
"Uh, well..." Nicole mumbles.
"I'm waiting." Lexi crosses her arms and gives Nicole a smug look.
"Dad always got drunk at Christmas and Thanksgiving?" Nicole offers weakly.
"The only tradition there is Dad getting drunk on a day that ends in 'y'." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Right." Nicole bites her lower lip. "Oh! Mom always made her special pumpkin pie for Thanksgiving!"
"I guess that counts." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Were your childhoods really that rough?" I ask in concern.
"Eh, not really." Nicole shrugs. "Mom and Dad pretty much ignored all three of us. Dad wasn't a mean drunk or anything, just lazy."
"It just sucks that we never did anything fun." Lexi sighs before taking her turn. "No family vacations, no real traditions, nothing like that."
"Now I really wanna go hug Kayla." I say.
"It's okay," Lexi smiles, "she knows how loved she is. And how supported. No matter what."
"You're a great dad." Nicole adds.
"Thanks, girls." I grin before making my move.
"Welcome." Lexi chirps.
"It's the truth." Nicole says, taking her turn. "Oh! I won!"
We continue playing board games all through lunch. The housekeeper brings us lunch in the game room. We all win at least once, and enjoy sandwiches and chips while playing. It's definitely a good time.
"Wanna go swimming?" Lexi asks about an hour after lunch.
"Sure!" Nicole agrees.
"Okay, let's get changed." I say.
Nicole goes into the bathroom to change, while Lexi and I head to the master bedroom. When Lexi bends over to drop her panties, I give her bare bum a playful slap, making the redhead squeal. I just smirk and protect myself while changing. Lexi is in her usual light blue bikini, and I'm wearing a pair of dark swim trunks.
"Lookin' good, sis!" Lexi says, greeting Nicole when we all meet up.
Lexi isn't lying; her sister is gorgeous. Her large breasts are on display in her tight bikini top. Her stomach is flat and tight. I love the way her long, red hair frames her pretty, lightly-freckled face. Fuck, I do want her. I want Lexi's sister.
"Thanks, you too!" Nicole blushes cutely as she brushes a lock of auburn hair behind her ear.
"You're both stunning." I compliment.
"You're not so bad yourself!" Lexi replies as she wraps both arms around my waist. "Mm, just look at that sexy bod."
"You look very nice, Steven." Nicole says with a shy smile.
"Checking out my man, Nicole?" Lexi asks teasingly.
"What? No!" Nicole answers way too quickly.
"Hm..." Lexi trails off as she gives her sister a sideways glance.
"Stop teasing her." I admonish.
"Fine, let's go swim!" Lexi laughs playfully as she runs out the sliding glass door and onto the patio.
Nicole and I look at each other with bemused expressions. Then we follow the perky girl out onto the patio. Lexi is already splashing around in the pool by the time we get there. She really is full of endless energy.
"After you." I say politely to Nicole.
"Why, thank you!" Nicole smiles as she jumps in.
I grin and follow Nicole into the water. Soon, I'm splashing around with both redheaded sisters. Since neither of us is intimately familiar with Nicole, our playing around is a lot more subdued then normal. There's no grab-ass or anything like that. Still, it's a lot of fun.
"Wanna get some sun?" Lexi asks after we do a couple laps around the pool.
"With our skin? We'll just burn!" Nicole laughs.
"I'm sure you'll both be okay." I smile.
Nicole grins and agrees. We climb out of the pool and each pick out a deck chair. I end up laying between Lexi and Nicole. The sun feels good on my bare skin, and soon my eyes are closed as I relax.
"Hey, Nicole?" Lexi calls out in a sing-song voice.
"Yes?" Nicole replies.
"Wanna get an all-over tan?" Lexi asks.
"What do you mean?" the older sister inquires, sitting up to look at Lexi.
"I mean, tan lines suck!" Lexi announces as she sits up and whips off her bikini top, baring her breasts.
"Lexi!" Nicole hisses with a mortified expression on her face.
"What?" Lexi asks innocently. "They're just tits."
"Well, yeah, but..." Nicole mumbles.
"But, what?" Lexi wonders.
"I don't know!" Nicole exclaims. "Steven can see you!"
"He sees my boobies all the time." Lexi laughs.
"Well, he hasn't see mine!" Nicole insists. "You've never even seen mine. And I've never seen yours."
"Here they are, big sis!" Lexi announces as she squeezes her breasts together and wiggles her upper body at Nicole.
"Lexi! What's the matter with you?" Nicole asks rhetorically.
"Nothing!" Lexi insists. "I'm just open with my family!"
"Stop making your sister uncomfortable." I state firmly, finally speaking up.
"I'm not uncomfortable, I'm just- I don't know!" Nicole exclaims. "Not used to this."
"I guess I thought you were more wild than you are." Lexi whispers as she crosses an arm over her chest, concealing her breasts. "Sorry, I'll put my top back on."
"No, um, you don't have to." Nicole says with a sigh. "I guess I've never been as free-spirited as you. You used to be so shy, now to see you as this confident, young woman. I really admire you."
"I admire you, too." Lexi smiles, lowering her arm and once more revealing her nipples. "You're my big sister."
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to." I tell Nicole.
"I know that, I'm a big girl!" Nicole giggles as she reaches behind her back and unties her top. "You guys are family, and I need to stop being so uptight."
Nicole slides the straps of her bikini off her shoulders so that the top is only held up by her hand. The gorgeous woman glances between Lexi and I before finally settling on Lexi's bare breasts. Then she takes a deep breath and casts her top aside.
"Wow." I mutter.
"Damn, girl!" Lexi crows.
The reason for our outbursts is obvious; Nicole has magnificent breasts. They are milky-white, much lighter than the rest of her skin due to her always having them covered. Each mound is perfectly shaped, with a pale, pink nipple in the center.
"Thanks, I guess." Nicole blushes as she fidgets, obviously fighting the urge to cover herself.
"You're welcome." I smile while trying not to ogle Lexi's sister.
"You have an amazing pair of hooters!" Lexi teases.
"Uh, thanks?" Nicole raises an eyebrow.
"I wish mine were that big!" Lexi says.
"Yours are nice, too." Nicole blushes.
"Checking me out now, too? I like!" Lexi says.
"Oh, shut up!" Nicole laughs, making her boobs jiggle.
"Okay, let's talk about the fact that you got Steven hard!" Lexi suggests.
"Uh..." Nicole trails off, her eyes locked on my bulge.
"Sorry, Nicole." I laugh nervously. "Couldn't help it."
"Wow." Nicole whispers softly.
"You can tell he's big, can't you?" Lexi asks proudly. "Bet he's bigger than any guy you've been with!"
"Lexi, that's not nice." I admonish.
"Whatever!" chirps the younger redhead.
"S-sorry, Steven." Nicole stammers, before laying back in her chair and pointedly not looking at me. "I didn't mean to stare."
"All good." I reply. "I looked at you, it's only fair."
"Y-yeah," Nicole says nervously. She then gathers her strength and squeezes her own breasts. "These are me!"



"You're beautiful, Nicole." I respond sincerely.
"You are, big sis!" Lexi agrees before laying back herself.
"Thank you." Nicole replies before her face splits into a grin. "Kyle would flip if he knew Steven could see us both. He still doesn't really trust you."
"It's none of his business who we show our tits to." Lexi insists.
"He's still your brother, Lexi." I say.
"Well, whatever!" Lexi rolls her eyes. "I'm in love with you, you're my family. Our family. He needs to accept that."
"Thank you, my love." I smile.
"You're welcome." Lexi grins.
"You two are so sweet." Nicole observes.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps.
"Thank you." I agree. My eyes trail down Nicole's long, lithe legs.
We finish our drinks and I head inside to get new ones. Standing at the refrigerator, I take a deep breath. Nicole seems so much more shy than her younger sister. I know Nicole was very popular in high school, so I'm surprised that Lexi has become the more confident one. I wonder just how far things will go.
"Thanks, Baby!" Lexi says when I hand her a fresh wine cooler.
"Thank you." Nicole says politely as she takes her drink.
"You're welcome." I say as I sit back down in my chair.
"Hey, I've got an idea." Lexi states about twenty minutes later.
"What now?" Nicole says with fake exasperation.
"How about we skinny dip?" Lexi suggests.
"Oh, I don't know about that." Nicole giggles nervously.
"Lexi." I warn. "I think things have gone far enough."
"Come on!" Lexi laments as she stands up and walks out into the middle of the patio. She then turns to face the pool so that her back is to us. With a single fluid motion, Lexi bends forward and drops her bikini bottoms to her ankles. "Full moon!"
"Lexi!" Nicole screeches.
"It's just my bum!" Lexi giggles as she looks over her shoulder and smacks her bare ass. The confident girl then runs and dives in the pool. "Come join me!"
"Sorry about her." I say to Nicole as we both watch Lexi do a lap around the pool.
"She's my sister, I should be the one apologizing!" Nicole laughs.
"You may have a point." I agree. "But I know we've already pushed you to the limits of what you're comfortable with."
"We?" Nicole inquires with a raised eyebrow. "Lexi is the one doing the pushing."
"That's true." I nod.
"What are you two prudes waiting for?" Lexi calls out.
"That's enough, Lexi!" I insist. My girlfriend just blows a raspberry in response.
"I can't believe she used to be the shy one!" Nicole laughs.
"And you were always the outgoing one?" I ask.
"Well, yeah. Kyle and I both were." Nicole acknowledges. "I was always pretty shy about my body though. I only started wearing a bikini in college."
"Really?" I wonder.
"Yeah." Nicole admits. "You can be popular and keep your clothes on!"
"Did not know that." I state with a sly grin.
"Steven?" Nicole asks.
"Yes?" I inquire.
"We are family now? Really?" Nicole wonders.
"We are." I smile and nod.
"Then I guess it's time I follow my baby sister's lead." Nicole states.
Before I can ask if she's sure, Nicole stands up and walks over to the same place where Lexi stood moments ago. Facing me, Nicole hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Looking straight into my eyes, Nicole drops her bottoms and stands before me completely naked.
"Nice ass!" Lexi calls out from the pool.
"This is me." Nicole says, ignoring her sister. The redhead then spins around, showing me everything she has to offer.
Lexi is not wrong; Nicole has a great ass. It's perky and tight, just like Lexi's. Unlike Lexi, Nicole isn't shaved bare. I admire the thatch of fiery red pubic hair between Nicole's legs, trimmed just enough so that she can wear a bikini without any hair showing.
"You're breathtaking." I whisper.
"Thank you, Steven." Nicole mumbles shyly as she plays with her fingers nervously.
"I guess it's my turn." I say. Nicole just nods.
I stand up and confidently drop my swim trunks. They catch briefly on my erection, but I'm able to pull the waistband over my cock and get the trunks down to my ankles. I step out of them as Nicole lets out a loud gasp.
"Shall we swim?" I suggest while Nicole and I stare at each other.
"Y-yes." Nicole stammers, her eyes regularly flicking down to my crotch.
I walk over to Nicole and take her hand. She swallows nervously as the two of us head over to the shallow end and wade into the pool. Lexi pauses her swimming and heads over to us, a huge grin on her face.
"See? Family!" Lexi announces.
"Yes, we're family." I agree.
"We are." Nicole nods with a smile.
Lexi splashes us, and Nicole immediately splashes back. Nicole's face breaks out into a huge grin as the two sisters start play fighting in the water. I join in, and soon Nicole is completely at ease with everyone's nudity.
We swim naked in the pool for awhile, laughing and teasing each other. At one point, while Nicole and Lexi are splashing around, I decide to relax for a bit. I lay back in the shallow end with my arms up on the side of the pool as I listen to their whispered conversation.
"Lexi, he's huge!" Nicole hisses a little too loudly, unaware that I can hear her.
"I know." Lexi giggles proudly.
"How do you, you know...?" Nicole trails off.
"Fit him in me?" Lexi finishes.
"Yes." Nicole nods.
"Pussies stretch, Nicole." Lexi patiently explains.
"I know, but still!" Nicole says.
"See something you like?" Lexi asks with a wink.
"Oh, shut up!" Nicole laughs.
Eventually, I join the girls and we go back to swimming. At one point, I pass by Nicole and my penis brushes her butt. She lets out the most adorable squeak as she blushes and turns away. Lexi just laughs when she realizes what's happening.
We decide to head inside and relax. Stepping out of the pool, we all hunt around for our discarded bathing suits. I'll admit to checking out Nicole quite a bit as she steps into her bottoms and slips them on. After dressing, we all towel off before heading inside and relaxing in the main living room.
"So, how do you plan on topping skinny dipping?" Nicole giggles as she takes a sip of her wine cooler.
"Just you wait." Lexi grins slyly.
"Lexi, don't push her." I warn.
"It's okay, Steven. I'm a big girl!" Nicole insists.
"We could play Truth or Dare?" Lexi suggests as we all sit down on the floor in a circle. "Or Never Have I Ever?"
"Well..." Nicole trails off. She bites her lower lip, and I can tell she's deep in thought. Finally, she speaks up. "Never Have I Ever sounds like fun."
"Great!" Lexi chirps. "You go first."
"Okay." Nicole agrees with a nod. She takes another big gulp of her drink before continuing. "Never Have I Ever had sex with a girl!"
Lexi giggles cutely before taking a big sip of her drink. I raise my beer and toast both girls before knocking back a big sip of my own. Nicole claps for both of us, laughing hysterically. Then it's my turn.
"Never Have I Ever given a blowjob." I say. Nicole and Lexi both drink.
"Let's see, Never Have I Ever..." Lexi trails off as she struggles to think.
"She can't think of something she's never done before!" Nicole bursts out laughing again.
"Oh, Lexi." I shake my head.
"I'm thinking!" Lexi snaps before sticking out her tongue. "Hm, Never Have I Ever given a handjob while driving!"
"Well, it looks like no one is drinking to that." I say. "Your turn, Nicole."
"Okay." Nicole sighs. She is quiet for a solid minute, clearly deep in thought. Then it looks like she comes to a decision, as she nods before speaking. "Never Have I Ever had sex."
"Wait. What?" I ask in confusion, my beer bottle halfway to my lips. Lexi's jaw is hanging open as she gapes at her sister.
"I'm a virgin." Nicole confirms with a sharp nod.
"N-no." Lexi stammers. "That's impossible!"
"I assure you, I am." Nicole states. "I mean, I've had oral sex. Given it, anyway. And I let a couple of guys finger me."
"I'm sorry we talked you into skinny dipping." I say in shame.
"No! Don't be!" Nicole insists. "I'm glad we did. I had fun! And just so you know, you're only the third guy to ever see my tits."
"W-what? How!" Lexi exclaims. "I mean, you're twenty-six! You were really popular in high school, and in college!"
"So, just because I'm pretty that means I've spread my legs?" Nicole asks with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, no." Lexi acknowledges. "But, how?!"
"I went on plenty of dates, but never did anything." Nicole says. "I was popular, but not so much in the dating world. I didn't have my first kiss until I was eighteen. Later on, when I was dating in college, I would end up in a guy's dorm room and when things started to heat up, I'd say I was a virgin and they'd back off. Same thing as I got older. I guess guys want a girl with experience."
"Didn't you just get out of a long term relationship?" I ask.
"Well, long term for me." Nicole admits. "We never really did anything. I got half-naked with him. He played with my titties. The lack of me putting out is kind of what ended it."
"I'm sorry, Nicole." Lexi whispers.
"Nothing to be sorry for, I liked him well enough, but I didn't love him or anything." Nicole shrugs.
"Not about your boyfriend." Lexi sighs. "I'm sorry I planned to seduce you into a threesome today."
"You did?!" Nicole exclaims.
"Yeah, I just kept pushing you more and more." Lexi shakes her head as moisture appears in her eyes. "I'm sorry."
"Don't feel bad. It's about time I let loose and have fun. Where better than a place where I'm loved and accepted?" Nicole asks.
"Really?" Lexi asks.
"Really." Nicole nods. "The only thing I did in high school was kiss, and I did let my prom date finger me. I mean, I didn't even suck a dick until I was twenty-two. It was a micro penis on a dude I met in a bar."
"I have to hear this story!" Lexi bursts out laughing.
"I went through a rough time when I was twenty-two." Nicole says, beginning her story. She lifts her knees up to her chin and rests her chin on them as she wraps her arms around her calves. "I was probably wasted more nights than I wasn't. There were a lot of blowjobs. Guys from the bar, guys I just met that night."
"Nothing wrong with that. I was gang-banged!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yeah, I know." Nicole nods. "Anyway, there was this bar I always frequented. I met a guy there and we started talking. He brought me to his car. We were making out eventually, and he asked if I would. I told him I'd never given head before, but that I wanted to try it. I sucked on his fingers then gave him head. He had a really small dick, I could barely feel it in my mouth. And he didn't warn me when he was about to cum. So, he came and I just swallowed and kept sucking. He was shocked I swallowed."
"Well, that is pretty impressive for your first BJ!" Lexi giggles.
"Thanks, I guess." Nicole rolls her eyes. "Another time, I slipped into the bathroom at the bar with a guy. I squatted in front of him and sucked him off. There were a couple more car blowjobs. One guy came in my mouth once, then on my hand, then in my mouth. In the same night. Pretty close together, if I remember correctly."
"Three times? Damn, you go girl!" Lexi raises her hand for a high-five.
"Thanks." Nicole laughs and slaps Lexi's hand.
"You don't have to keep telling us all this." I assure Nicole.
"I want to. I've never shared this with anyone. I want Lexi and I to be close. And, you're family now too, Steven." Nicole smiles.
"Thank you." I smile back.
"I let the guy I made cum three times finger me quite a bit. I just unzipped and pushed my jeans down to give him access." Nicole says.
"Did he make you cum?" Lexi asks.
"No." Nicole shakes her head. "No guy ever has. I have a vibrator I'm very fond of though."
"What girl doesn't?" Lexi laughs.
"I suppose that's true." Nicole smiles. "Just so you know, I haven't sucked a dick since I was twenty-two. I stopped after I eased up on drinking. Dated a bit, on and off, gave a few handjobs, but that's about it. Pathetic, isn't it?"
"It's not pathetic." I insist.
"Did you mean what you said when you mentioned it was time to let loose?" Lexi asks seriously.
"Yes. I'm too shy, the only place I feel safe is with my family." Nicole says.
"Okay." Lexi nods.
My redheaded girlfriend then stands up and takes off her bikini top. Nicole and I both watch as she drops her bottoms and stands before us completely naked. Lexi then places her hands on her hips and gestures to us.
"Well?" Lexi asks.
"What if the staff comes in?" Nicole asks nervously.
"They won't." I say. "They won't come in unless we call. They're good about giving us privacy. That said, you don't have to do this."
"It's nothing you haven't seen before!" Nicole laughs as she stands up and also strips down to her birthday suit.
As I admire Nicole's naked body, I stand up and pull my swim trunks down. Now, all three of us are naked as jay birds. I'm not sure what Lexi intends to do now. I just hope she doesn't put any pressure on Nicole.
"Did I tell you what made me realize Steven was different from the other guys?" Lexi asks.
No, what?" Nicole asks, obviously unsure of where this is going.
"He actually cared about my pleasure. He ate me out when no one ever would before." Lexi explains. "I'm gonna show you that someone can care only about you. I'm gonna eat you out, Nicole."
"B-but you're my sister!" Nicole stammers.
"So?" Lexi asks. "We love each other. Let me make you feel special, loved."
"You don't think this is wrong?" Nicole asks.
"No. Do you?" Lexi asks.
"I-I I don't. I can't believe it, but I don't." Nicole answers. "I love you, Lexi."
"Let's go to the bedroom." Lexi says.
"Okay." I nod.
Lexi takes Nicole's hand and leads the way through the house. I walk behind them, admiring two perfect heart-shaped asses. It isn't long before we're entering the master bedroom that Lexi and I share.
"Lay on the bed. On your back. And spread your legs." Lexi instructs. "Steven? Could you please sit this one out?"
"Of course." I say, standing back.
Nicole nervously climbs onto the massive four-poser bed. She then lays on her back with her head on the pillow, legs slightly parted. I can see Nicole's pink pussy flowering open, and she's obviously aroused.
Lexi gets on the bed and lowers her body on top of Nicole's. My dick is rock hard as I see the two sisters tentatively exchange soft kisses for the first time. Lexi presses her body against Nicole's, and I can see their breasts squish together.
"Nicole." Lexi whispers against her sister's mouth.
"Lexi." Nicole whispers back.
The two sisters are making out in earnest now. Lexi is running her hands along Nicole's bare side while Nicole nervously reaches down to cup Lexi's bare ass. Then Lexi breaks the kiss and starts trailing her lips down Nicole's body.
"I'm a littler nervous." Nicole mumbles as Lexi presses her older sister's boobs together.
"Don't be. I love you." Lexi whispers before slurping one of Nicole's nipples into her warm mouth.
Nicole lets out a breath as Lexi plays with the taller girl's titties. I can't help myself, I start stroking as I watch Lexi kiss down Nicole's stomach. Soon, Lexi is nestled between Nicole's legs, her head in the perfect position. I take a few steps to the side so I can see Lexi extend her tongue and take one long lick of Nicole's slit.
"Fuck!" Nicole gasps. Her hands instinctively go to Lexi's head.
Lexi begins slowly licking Nicole. The eighteen year old grips the twenty-six year old's thighs tightly, keeping her legs spread. Soon, Lexi finds Nicole's clit and starts licking it. Then Lexi takes Nicole's clit between her lips and starts sucking on it.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Nicole groans while tightening her grip on Lexi's head.
I smirk as I remember Lexi making the exact same sounds the first time I licked her. I guess the sisters do have something in common. As I watch, Lexi pushes two fingers up Nicole's tight cunt. Clearly, Nicole doesn't have a hymen. Either it broke already, or she was born without one. Either way, there's no bleeding or anything.
"Oh God, Lexi, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Nicole announces as her legs pull back and her toes curl.
"Cum for me, big sis!" Lexi encourages against Nicole's vulva.
"Oh, my God, fuck!" Nicole screeches as an orgasm washes over her.
The older girl's back arches as she lets out the cutest series of moans and pants. Her tits jiggle on her chest as her entire body writhes in pleasure. Lexi just keeps baring down, triggering a second orgasm. Then a third.
"How was that?" Lexi asks as she sits up and wipes her lips with the back of her hand.
"Fucking amazing!" Nicole crows. Then she turns her head and locks eyes with me. "Steven!"
"Yes?" I ask.
"Come take my virginity!" Nicole begs.
"What?" I gasp as Lexi raises her eyebrows in surprise.
"Please!" Nicole begs. "I need you in me! I'm soaking wet!"
"Do it, Steven." Lexi says. "Make love to my sister."
"Maybe you should be on top, Nicole. It'll be easier for you to control the depth and you can pull off at any time." I suggest.
I haven't been with a virgin since my wife in high school. Way back when we were eighteen. I can still remember my wife, then girlfriend's scream of pain as I took her cherry. I don't want to hurt Nicole. Granted, I actually have experience now and won't just be blindly pushing at the hole until it goes in.
"No!" Nicole exclaims. "I don't know how to ride you. Just get on top of me and stick it in!"
I look to Lexi, who nods her assent with wide eyes. My girlfriend knee-walks out of the way, giving me room to get in between Nicole's spread legs. Before I know it, I'm on top of Lexi's sister, looking down at her.
"I love you both." Lexi says as she rubs my back in support.
"Put it in." Nicole whispers up at me, nodding frantically.
I nod and reach between us, grasping my shaft. Swiping my mushroom head between Nicole's labia, I get my dick wet with her juices. She grips my upper arms tightly as I line myself up and slowly begin burrowing my way inside her tight twat.
"Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!" Nicole chants as over half my length slips inside, stretching her pussy.
"Feel good, big sis?" Lexi asks.
"God, yes!" Nicole coos. "He's so fucking big! He's stretching me out!"
"Take that dick, Nicole!" Lexi encourages.
"That's it. I'm all the way inside you." I say as my balls rest against Nicole's butt.
"W-what do I do now? Do I just lay here and take it?" Nicole asks.
"Hook your feet around his calves." Lexi suggests.
"O-okay." Nicole stammers as she complies.
"Now, just move with me." I say. "Roll your hips to meet my thrusts in a way that feels good."
"Okay, okay!" Nicole says, stronger this time. Her eyes lock with mine. "Fuck me!"
I fuck her. I'm as gentle as I can be, but at Nicole's urging, I begin to thrust harder and faster. It takes Nicole a bit of practice, but soon she's rolling her hips to meet my thrusts, exactly the same way as Lexi. Holy shit, I'm fucking Lexi's sister. Holy shit, I'm fucking Lexi's no-longer-virgin sister.
"I'm gonna fucking cum again!" Nicole announces, her back arching as her eyes roll back. "I'm cumming all over your dick!"
"Cum, Nicole!" Lexi encourages. She then reaches between us and starts rubbing Nicole's clit. "Cum for us!"
"FUCK!" Nicole screams as a massive orgasm crashes into her. I can feel Nicole's pussy convulsing around my shaft and know that our ministrations have triggered a multi-orgasmic episode.
Leaning in, I capture Nicole's lips, and we share our first kiss. I find it funny that I took her virginity before I even kissed her. Her lips are as soft as Lexi's, and I moan against them as I feel myself getting closer.



"Nicole!" I whisper urgently.
"Yeah, Baby?" she replies as she lifts her hips to take my cock all the way in her snatch.
"I'm gonna cum!" I warn her as I break our kiss and look into her eyes. "I'm gonna cum in you."
"Wait!" Nicole shouts, her eyes shooting open wide. "Don't! I'm not on the pill!"
Fuck, of course she isn't! I thrust a few more times, until I feel my orgasm is imminent. Then I reach between us and grasp my shaft. Pulling out of Nicole, I feel my cock pulse in my hand as I paint her stomach and pubic hair with white seed.
Kayla
I drive home after having a nice dinner with my girls. Upon parking my car, I notice that Nicole's car is still in the driveway. Good, hopefully Lexi is enjoying bonding with her sister. I make my way through the house and enter the main living room.
"I'm home!" I announce.
"Welcome home, Honey." Daddy says.
I notice that Daddy is sitting in the middle of the couch with Lexi and Nicole on either side of him as they watch television. Even more surprising, is that both girls are snuggled up under his arms. All three of them are wearing robes, and Lexi and Nicole clearly don't have bras on.
"Hello, Kayla." Nicole says politely.
"Kayla." Lexi nods.
"Am I interrupting?" I ask.
"Not at all!" Daddy insists. "Pull up a chair."
With a smile, I sit in one of the armchairs and get comfortable. Kicking off my shoes, I pull my feet under my body and enjoy the movie. We watch a couple of movies on our favorite streaming service before Nicole decides it's time for her to head home.
"I wish I could stay, but I have work in the morning." Nicole explains.
"We understand. I have to work, too." Daddy says as he hugs Nicole and surprises me by pecking her lips.
"Bye, sis!" Lexi chirps as she also hugs and kisses her sister.
"Sorry we didn't have a chance to really chat." Nicole says to me as she hugs me.
"Hopefully, next time." I say politely.
"You're welcome back anytime." Daddy says.
"Thank you. And it's okay if you tell her everything. She is your daughter." Nicole smiles.
"Tell me what?" I ask.
"Your dad popped my cherry tonight." Nicole states simply. She then breaks out into giggles when she sees my shocked expression. "Goodnight!"
"W-what?" I stammer as Nicole leaves with a cute wave.
"My sister was a virgin. She isn't any more." Lexi explains simply. "I ate her out, and Steven fucked her."
"You ate out your own sister?" I ask in shock.
"Yes, I did!" Lexi chirps.
"Um, wow." I say.
"We love each other, and there's nothing wrong with bonding like that!" Lexi assures me.
"I suppose you're right, it's just a lot to take in all at once." I laugh nervously.
"Are you okay with this, Kayla?" Daddy asks.
"I am." I nod. "Just a little overwhelmed."
"Well, let's go watch some more television and relax." Lexi offers.
We end up back on the couch. Only this time, I'm also snuggling with Daddy. I feel so safe in his arms. I am overwhelmed by what Lexi and Daddy have done. I can't believe Nicole's a virgin, or was a virgin until Daddy got to her. Then Lexi and Nicole getting together. I only started thinking about incest recently. The more I think about it, the less I think it's wrong. Society says it's wrong, but what does society know?
"I'm cool with you and Nicole, Lexi." I say partway through the movie.
"Good." Lexi smiles as she reaches across Daddy to caress my thigh.
The three of us watch television until it's time for bed. I kiss Daddy and Lexi goodnight as they head into their bedroom, probably to fuck. I enter my room and strip down to my panties. Then I hop into bed.
Grabbing my phone, I text Ian for a little while until it's late. I'm sad that I won't see him at school tomorrow, but I really need to get to bed. I wish him a goodnight and set my phone down. Soon, I'm fast asleep.
I wake up Monday morning and start a typical day. Breakfast with Lexi and Daddy, then Daddy heads to work out while Lexi and I hop in the car and drive to school. I have my morning chat with the girls before homeroom, then the five of us go our separate ways.
One thing I notice pretty early is that David is absent from school. This doesn't really register as strange at first, at least until I notice that Stephanie and Kelsey, Keith and David's girlfriends, are also not in school. I wonder if something happened over the weekend.
Lunch is with the usual group; Me, Lexi, Marcia, Hazel, Ashley, Josh, and Shawn. Only Ian is absent, and that is because his suspension officially begins today. I realize now that Ian hasn't told Josh and Shawn about my rape. They heard about Keith saying nasty things about me, so they figure he was just being an asshole. I'm glad they don't know about what Keith did to me.
Fortunately, we don't stay on that topic for very long. We end up talking about our plans for the rest of the school year. In the immediate future, we have the pool party on Saturday. Then prom is coming up, finally, graduation. At one point, Shawn stands up and takes a deep breath.
"So, I wanted to ask this at the party, but we had to postpone." Shawn begins in a confident voice. "I could wait until the weekend, but the big day is getting close."
"Ask what?" Lexi wonders.
"Marcia, will you go to prom with me?" Shawn asks, looking directly at the quiet girl.
Marcia looks slightly overwhelmed as all eyes turn to look at her. The quiet girl blushes bright red as she looks down at her food. Taking a deep breath, she looks up at Shawn and gives him a radiant smile.
"Yes, Shawn, I will." Marcia answers with a big grin.
Our group proceeds to playfully tease Marcia and Shawn, who both look incredibly embarrassed, but happy. Shawn, in particular, has a huge grin on his face. I'm so happy for both of them, but the surprises don't end here.
"Your turn." Shawn says, turning to Josh. "You can do it."
"If it makes it easier, I'm gonna say yes." Ashley interjects.
"W-will you go to prom with me, Ashley?" Josh stammers, his face almost glowing red.
"Yes, I'd love to go with you." Ashley nods, smiling.
Another round of teasing, and Josh looks like he wants to die of embarrassment. I notice that Lexi, while she does get in on the teasing, looks kind of depressed. I think I can guess why, so I immediately call out the redhead.
"Everything okay, Lexi?" I ask.
"Yeah, I'm just sad that I can't bring my boyfriend to prom." Lexi acknowledges.
"I'm sorry, Lexi." Shawn says.
"Yeah, it really sucks." Ashley adds.
"Thank you." Lexi mumbles and nods. "Don't let me get you down, I'm glad you all have dates."
"Well, not all of us yet!" Hazel says as she stands up. "I know I'm not your boyfriend, but I'd be happy to show you a nice evening. Lexi, will you go to prom with me?"
"Uh, what?" Shawn asks in surprise.
"Woah." Josh mumbles.
That's when I remember that Josh and Shawn don't know that we're Slut-sisters. Well, that's gonna be one hell of a surprise for them! Shawn can probably handle it, but shy Josh's head just might explode.
"Problem, boys?" Hazel asks. "Do you think two girls can't go on a date?"
"Uh, no! Of course they can!" Shawn says quickly.
"Yeah, they can!" Josh quickly agrees.
"Good!" Hazel says. "What do you say, Lexi?"
"I'd love to go to prom with you, Hazel." Lexi smiles and nods.
"Then it's a date!" Hazel smiles as she sits down.
The rest of lunch goes by pretty uneventfully. We chat and laugh, and otherwise have a good time. Of course, we all wonder what Ian is up to, knowing he's stuck at home. I miss my boyfriend, but I'm glad I have my friends.
After school, I want to go visit Ian, but Lexi reminds me that he's grounded and we shouldn't push it. Reluctantly, I agree and we head straight home. Lexi and I do homework until Daddy gets home, then we have dinner together.
I ask Daddy about his day, and he says it was a normal day. He mentions that Stacey is still being very cold to him, but she's at least eating lunch with him again. I feel bad, I hope he and Stacey can work things out. Lexi is okay with things, as long as Daddy doesn't touch her sexually. I'm glad they trust each other.
When we finish dinner, Daddy suggests playing board games. He's being very attentive to me, and at first I don't understand, but Lexi giggles and explains that she and Nicole talked with Daddy about their childhood. He wants me to know he'll always be happy to spend time with me. I love him for that.
Lexi, Daddy, and I end the evening by cuddling on the couch and watching a movie. Then it's time for bed. I climb into bed in my panties and start sexting with Ian. I end up getting naked and masturbating while sending him pictures of my titties. We end our sexting with an image of Ian's cum-covered cock. Such a waste of yummy sperm.
Tuesday, when I get to school, I soon realize that David, Stephanie, and Kelsey are all absent again. Keith is of course also missing, but he's suspended, so it's expected. This is starting to seem really strange.
Lunch is a lot of fun. Shawn and Josh are absolutely giddy with joy, and spend most of the lunch period chatting up their respective dates. Even Josh and Marcia are pretty talkative. I'm glad they seem to be getting along so well.
We talk about prom, and decide that the eight of us will rent a limousine and go together. Fortunately, it's on Daddy. I text him during lunch and he says he's happy to pay for the limo. He also says that everyone is welcome to stay the night after prom. Hopefully everyone can get permission from their parents. I'm just worried about the guys, I know the girls will have no trouble.
Josh and Shawn actually step away to call their parents and ask. I text Ian and have him ask his mom. Turns out, we've been worried about nothing; it looks like we'll all be spending the night after prom at my place! Of course, the parents insist on us kids having separate rooms, but I'm sure they know we aren't actually going to stick to that.
The guys are especially happy, though they look nervous. We find out that Josh and Shawn have never even been kissed. There's quite a bit of light teasing going on, especially when Lexi suggests the guys get their first kisses now. Marcia blushes and lightly shakes her head. Ashley just winks at Josh, making him turn even more red.
Lexi drives us home after school, and soon the two of us are doing homework in my bedroom. We lay facing the foot of my bed with our books out as we solve math problems and answer questions. Upon finishing, Lexi hurriedly takes our books and tosses them onto my desk in an unruly pile. She then turns and looks at me.
"Lose the clothes." Lexi states firmly, her hands on her hips. "Now, Slut!"
"Yes, Mistress!" I gasp as I rush to my feet.
I remove my socks before standing in the middle of the room and starting my strip tease. I spin around and place both my hands on my jean-clad butt so I can squeeze my cheeks. Then I cross my arms and grasp the hem of my shirt. Whipping it over my head, I toss it aside before slowly lowering my jeans, letting Lexi see my panties as I kick away the fabric.
Standing in my bra and panties, I slap my own ass for Lexi's viewing pleasure. Then I unhook my bra and shrug it off my shoulders. Cupping my breasts, I turn to face Lexi with my hands obscuring my nipples.
"Keep going! Take it off, girl!" Lexi cheers as she claps while sitting on the bed.
I smile and spin around again, showing Lexi my back. Then I hook my thumbs into my panties and start to slide them down. I smile and bend forward as my bare bum comes into view. Soon, my panties are in a puddle at my feet and I'm completely nude.
"Good, Slut!" Lexi compliments when I turn around to face her, my hands at my hips so that Lexi gets a good look at my titties.
Lexi takes off her top before putting her hair up in the cutest twin pigtails. I put my hair in a ponytail as Lexi takes off her socks and lays back on the bed. Lifting her ass, Lexi reaches up her skirt and slides her panties down her legs. Kicking the underwear away, Lexi hikes up her skirt and spreads her legs, showing me her gash.
"Lick my cunt." the redhead orders. She's laying on my bed in her bra and skirt, her pussy on full display.
"With pleasure." I purr as I climb up on the bed seductively.
My breasts are dangling from my chest as I move along the bed, between Lexi's legs. Grabbing her thighs, I spread Lexi's legs wide and admire the beautiful pussy that greets me. Leaning forward, I press my lips against her vulva.
"Use your tongue!" Lexi encourages.
"Mm." I hum against her pussy as I slip my tongue out from between my lips, and bury it in Lexi's twat.
"Yes!" she hisses. "Eat me, Slut!"
Over the next several minutes, I use every technique I know for eating pussy. I push two fingers inside her and finger her rapidly as my tongue works her clit. I suck on her clit, I stick my tongue between her labia and lick her, I curl my fingers up and stimulate her G-spot.
"Oh God, yes!" Lexi groans. "Just like that, keep eating! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
I stay knelt between Lexi's legs while I grip her thighs tightly. I can feel her legs start to shake as I suck on her clit. Her pussy starts to clench down on my fingers, making it harder to saw them in and out of her.
"Ah, cumming!" Lexi announces in a loud screech.
"I love this pussy." I coo as I give her vulva one last kiss before pulling away.
"Fuck, that was good." she moans as she slides her hands between her legs and clamps her thighs down on them while turning on her side.
"Good!" I giggle. "I'm glad you enjoyed. I did, too. You're delicious."
"Mm, life is good." Lexi says as she sits up, causing her cute pigtails to bob in the air. She then reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. The skirt comes next, and soon we're equally naked. "Get the strap-on."
"Yes, Mistress!" I breathe as I hop off the bed and rush to comply.
Once I have the strap-on, Lexi stands up and steps into the harness. With both of us working on it, it isn't long before Lexi is ready. I smile and lick my lips as I admire the large dildo sticking out from between Lexi's legs.
I get on my hands and knees on the bed and wiggle my bum in Lexi's direction. The redhead gets into position behind me and rubs the tip of the fake cock all along my slit. I toss my head back, my ponytail landing on my back as I groan. Then the dildo is in me.
"Fuck, yes!" I moan.
Lexi starts fucking me doggystyle. At first, she's just gripping my hips, but then she raises a hand to spank me, making me cry out. A few minutes later, she reaches forward and grabs my tits in her hands. Using the large mounds as handholds, she continues to drill me from behind. After my first orgasm, Lexi releases my tits and grabs my hips as she proceeds to fuck my brains out.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I scream.
"Whose pussy is it?!" Lexi asks in an intense hiss as she grabs my ponytail and yanks my head back.
"Yours!" I scream, my mouth hanging open and my eyes scrunched shut as my fingers grip the sheets.
"Say it!" she orders.
"It's your pussy!" I cry out as my toes curl. "It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
My best friend fucks me through two more orgasms, making me moan, pant, and scream. Eventually, I can't take anymore and my arms give out. My upper body collapses on the bed while Lexi holds my ass cheeks and slow-dicks me.
"You like that, Slut?" Lexi asks.
"Yes, Mistress, I love it!" I groan.
Lexi fucks me for a couple more minutes before holding my ass firmly and pulling the fake cock out of me. I let out a groan as my labia snap shut. I can feel my pussy twitching in the aftermath of all my orgasms.
"Your juices are soaking my cock, Slut." Lexi giggles.
"Mm." I moan weakly.
After our sexual escapades, Lexi and I take the dildo to the bathroom to clean it. Then we put it away and dress in panties and robes. The two of us head to the main living room and cuddle as we watch television until Daddy comes home.
"Hey, girls!" Daddy says as he walks in.
"Hi, Daddy!" I reply.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
Daddy heads into the master bedroom to change into lounge pants and a t-shirt. Then the three of us sit down to dinner. As usual, dinner is delicious, and I enjoy chicken with mashed potatoes and vegetables.
"How was school today?" Daddy asks.
"Good. Josh and Shawn are so happy that they have dates to the prom." I say.
"I still wish you could go, Steven." Lexi sighs.
"So do I." Daddy nods, "but you'll have fun with Hazel and all your friends."
"I hope so." Lexi says.
"You will, Lexi. We'll all be with you, and we're coming back here afterwards." I say.
"Thanks." she smiles weakly. "How was Stacey today?"
"Same as always." Daddy answers. "We talk and eat lunch together. Nothing inappropriate."
"Good." Lexi says.
"I'd tell you if she tried anything, and you know I won't do anything." he responds.
"Yeah, I know, I trust you." she smiles.
The three of us continue chatting as we finish our dinner. Then we go to the main living room and actually decide to play video games for a little while. Daddy wins. He might not be able to beat us at pool, but he isn't losing at video games.
Yawning, I raise my hands above my head as I stretch. It's time for bed. I climb into bed naked and call Ian. We actually end up having phone sex this time. I love the manly sounds of his groans as he cums. I moan his name as I orgasm on my fingers. Then I fall asleep and dream only of Ian.
On Wednesday, I find out that David, Kelsey, and Stephanie are still absent. I'm starting to get really concerned, I hope those girls are okay. I don't give a shit about David, it's still weird that those three are the ones who are out, along with Keith.
Lexi and I took separate cars, since I have therapy after school today, and she has to go to dinner with Daddy, Allan, and his wife. I hug Lexi goodbye after school and hop in my car. Then I make the trip to therapy.
"How was your week?" my therapist asks after I sit down and greet her.
"Busy." I answer honestly.
"Oh? How so?" Kasey inquires as she sits back in her chair with her notepad in her lap.
"Well, my boyfriend punched my rapist in the face, and they both got suspended." I state plainly. "My ex-boyfriend, his girlfriend, and my rapist's girlfriend are all out this week and I have no idea why. Oh, and Ian is my boyfriend now."
"I see." Kasey says. "How do you think you're handling all this?"
"I'm proud of Ian for punching Keith in the face. The asshole deserves a lot worse, but I feel bad that he got suspended. I'm happy that he's my boyfriend now, and I don't know how to feel about whatever is going on with the girls and David." I answer.
"Well, David and those girls might just be sick. You said they've been out all week?" Kasey asks.
"Yes." I answer with a terse nod.
"Without more information, I'd try and put it out of your mind. Unless you are friends with one of those girls and can ask." she says.
"I'm definitely not." I laugh.
Therapy continues. Kasey is very supportive of me, and is happy that Ian is my boyfriend now. She's a little concerned about he violence, but is glad the school is handling it. We keep talking until our allotted time has expired.
"See you next week, Kayla." Kasey says, giving me a friendly smile.
"Bye!" I wave politely as I make my exit.
I get in my car and start the drive toward home. Since I'm on my own for dinner tonight, I decide to treat myself to some fast food. I don't usually eat junk, but it's nice on occasion. I arrive home well before Daddy and Lexi are expected back, so I end up playing video games on the big TV in the main living room for a couple hours.
"We're home!" Lexi announces as she walks into the main living room with Daddy.



"Great." I grunt, my eyes never leaving the screen.
"Careful, you're about to die." Daddy warns as he watches the game.
"Nah, I can heal." I shrug.
I heal up and manage to kill the boss. With a happy smirk, I gather my rewards and upgrades before saving my progress. Then I shut off the game and turn to look at the new arrivals. Daddy looks very dapper in a stylish, expensive suit. Lexi is sexy as always, in a flowing cocktail dress with her hair done up.
"How was therapy, Honey?" Daddy asks.
"Fine." I shrug. "We talked about everything that happened with Ian and Keith."
"Good." Lexi says. "What does Kasey think of Ian punching out that loser?"
"She was concerned about the violence, but that's her job." I answer. "She understood why Ian did it when I explained everything."
"I just wish Ian had done more damage." Lexi snarls.
"I understand the sentiment, but that could have just gotten Ian into legal trouble." Daddy answers calmly.
"Speaking of legal trouble, when are we getting Keith in some?" I ask.
"These things take time." Daddy explains. "Please be patient."
"It's not easy." Lexi says.
"I understand." Daddy nods.
"Let's not ruin this nice night by talking about that piece of shit." I say. "How about a movie?"
"That sounds good, just let Lexi and I change first." Daddy says.
Lexi and Daddy leave to go get changed into more comfortable clothes. While they're gone, I pick out a movie and set it up so we can start as soon as they arrive, which they do about ten minutes later. Daddy is wearing lounge pants and a t-shirt. Lexi is in her own lounge pants and a spaghetti-strap top with no bra. I can see her hard nipples denting the fabric. We all cuddle on the couch and watch the movie.
Soon enough, it's time for bed again. I kiss Daddy and Lexi goodnight before heading into my room. Tonight, I put Ian on speaker phone while crouching in doggy on my bed with a pillow under my tummy. I use my vibrator on my clit until Ian gets to hear me cry out in orgasm. After a good cum, I'm able to fall asleep quickly.
I wake up Thursday morning feeling refreshed and ready to start the day. Breakfast with Daddy and Lexi is nice, and soon Lexi and I are getting in my car as I drive us to school. Time for another day at school.
David is out again! So weird. Kelsey and Stephanie are also conspicuously absent. I don't know what to think about this, but there's no way for me to figure out what's going. I try asking Brittney, but she doesn't know anything. I end up texting Lexi about it during the morning classes.
Kayla: Do you think they're all sick?
Lexi: Maybe? I mean, if the four of them are close, they could have given each other something.
Kayla: If David hurt them...
Lexi: You're jumping to conclusions, Kayla. I'm sure everything is fine. It's not your problem.
Kayla: I guess.
Lexi: Anyway, David isn't violent. I had to be drugged up for him to use me.
Kayla: Gee, that makes me feel better...not.
Lexi: Okay, bad attempt to cheer you up, I admit.
Kayla: Have you heard anything about Keith?
Lexi: From who? Our friends from when we were 'together' were just guys who used me.
Kayla: You don't know anyone from that circle anymore?
Lexi: No. I cut ties with all of them. Most of Keith's friends are from other schools.
Kayla: Oh?
Lexi: Well, do you see him hanging out with any guy besides David?
Kayla: I hate that they became friends after the break up.
Lexi: Yeah, me too. I'm sorry you got mixed up with this.
Kayla: It's not your fault, Lexi.
Lexi: But yeah, most of the people Keith hangs with here are the ones he sells to.
Kayla: Oh.
Lexi: Or people who make use of his gambling services.
Kayla: I hate him.
Lexi: So do I. The only person who might know something is Brittney, because she parties.
Kayla: I already asked Brittney. She hasn't heard anything.
Lexi: Sorry, Babe :(
I text with Lexi all the way up until lunch, where I see her in person. She runs up to me and gives me a tight hug before we sit down with our friends. The main topic of conversation is prom, and how excited everyone is for it. Including me.
Another school day comes to an end, and I drive Lexi and I home. We wave to the butler as we walk through the foyer and enter the house. Soon, we're doing homework in the main living room with the television on in the background.
We finish our homework and lay on the floor with our feet up to watch a movie. About halfway through the movie, Daddy comes home. The look on his face as he stands in the entry way to the main living room is proof that he has something serious to discuss with us.
"I spoke with Jason, the private investigator, today." Daddy states plainly.
"And?" Lexi demands as she and I both get to our feet. I'm too scared to speak.
"He doesn't have details, because his contact isn't on the case, but apparently there was an incident over the weekend." Daddy explains.
"What kind of incident?" Lexi asks as I look on.
"We're not sure." Daddy says. "The police were called, and I know David was brought in for questioning."
"Oh, my God!" I gasp as I clap both my hands to my mouth.
"There's more." Daddy confirms.
"Oh?" Lexi asks.
"Yes." he nods. "Jason came through. He convinced the school that there is a dealer on their grounds, so they're bringing in the drug sniffing dogs sometime soon to try and find confirm who it is. Apparently, they don't have direct evidence that it's Keith, even if he is the prime suspect. So they're searching every locker."
"If Keith left drugs in his locker, they got him!" Lexi squeals excitedly.
"That's a big if, Lexi." Daddy warns.
"No, no, I understand." she says quickly. "Still, it looks like things are moving forward. Finally!"
"Are you okay, Kayla?" Daddy asks.
"Do you think the incident is why Stephanie and Kelsey are absent?" I wonder nervously.
"Maybe." Lexi says with a wince.
"I-I'm scared they're hurt." I stammer.
"I know, Kayla, but there's nothing we can do for them right now." Daddy says.
"Yeah..." I trail off.
"Do you want me to spend the night with you tonight?" Lexi offers.
"Maybe." I say in a weak voice as I look down at my shuffling feet.
"We're here for you, Honey." Daddy says as he walks up to me and wraps me up in a tight hug.
Before I know it, I'm sobbing into his shoulder as my arms grip his back tightly. He makes soft cooing noises as he rubs my back with one hand and holds the back of my head with the other. I pull back slightly, so that I'm still in his arms, but I'm able to look into his eyes. The same green eyes as mine.
"I love you, Kayla." he whispers.
"I love you, Daddy." I reply.
And then I lean up and press my lips against his. At first, he pecks me back, thinking it is one of our usual brief pecks on the lips. However, I keep my lips against his and continue kissing him. He lets out a small gasp of surprise, and I seize the opportunity to push my tongue into his mouth.
And then he's kissing me back. His tongue wrestles with mine as he buries his hand in my raven locks. His other hand holds my back, pulling me tight against him so that my breasts squish against his muscular chest. I moan softly into his mouth as I grip his upper arms.
"Kayla, Kayla!" Daddy calls out when he comes to his senses and pushes me away.
"What?" I ask as I stare at him. My breasts are rising and falling with my heavy breathing, and I know my cleavage is impressive in my casual top.
"We shouldn't be doing this!" he insists.
"Yes, you should be!" Lexi calls out, and I suddenly remember she's in the room.
"Fuck me!" I demand as I reach out with both my hands and take his. I lace our fingers as I look him straight in the eye. "Stick your cock in me and fuck me!"
"Kayla, you're really emotional right now and you're not thinking clearly." Daddy says as he places his hands on my shoulders. "I'm here for you, but we can't do that."
"Why not?" I whine.
"You're my daughter. It's wrong." he insists.
"But it feels so right!" I argue.
"He's right." Lexi suddenly says.
"He is?" I inquire, shocked that Lexi is agreeing with Daddy about this.
"Not like this." Lexi explains. "Not when you're so emotional. You might regret it later. Work up to something this big. As much as you love each other, not yet."
I pull away from Daddy and take a few steps back. The three of us end up forming a triangle, and I look back and forth between Lexi and Daddy. My breathing is heavy and my pussy is soaked. I know what I need, and I can't have it. Fuck!
"Fuck her." I tell Daddy.
"What?" he asks.
"Fuck Lexi and let me watch." I husk. "If I can't have you, at least let me live vicariously through her."
"Sounds like a good compromise to me." Lexi nods.
"Okay, fine. Fine." Daddy nods.
"Bedroom?" Lexi suggests.
"Let's go!" I breathe as I grab both of them by the hand and practically drag them from the room.
We race to the master bedroom and don't even bother to shut the door, instead leaving it wide open. Daddy and Lexi meet in a sexy kiss as they stand next to the bed and start pulling each others clothes off. I quickly get naked as well.
"Lexi, put your hair up in a ponytail." I say. "Like I always do with mine."
Lexi immediately complies, grabbing a hair elastic from her wrist so that she can put her auburn hair into a ponytail. Our hair is of similar length, though mine is slightly longer, and obviously a different color, but still, I like the similar style.
My redheaded best friend lays on her back on the bed and spreads her legs wide. I glance at Daddy and see him breathing heavily as he admires Lexi's pink pussy. He's rock hard and throbbing. Daddy gets on the bed, between Lexi's legs, and reaches between them.
"Don't tease me, I'm already soaked, just shove it in!" Lexi begs.
"Okay, okay!" Daddy nods.
Then he's in her. I sit on the bed beside them as they begin the familiar rhythm of love-making. Fuck, it's hot. I get up on my knees and spread my legs so that I can reach between them and rub myself.
"I can't see!" I lament. "Her legs are in the way!"
"Lexi, hold your legs back." Daddy grunts in between thrusts.
Lexi doesn't speak, she just grabs her legs behind the knee and pulls them backwards, spreading herself wide open. I rub myself faster as I watch Daddy's tool being swallowed again and again by Lexi's hot box.
"I love watching it go in!" I breathe as I tweak my clit.
"I love feeling it go in!" Lexi moans as she grips her legs tightly.
Daddy is grunting with every thrust into Lexi's tight, young body. I push two fingers up my cunt as I imagine myself beneath him, taking that massive cock into my teeny, tiny twat. Sweat is soon forming on Daddy's muscular body, and it takes all my willpower not to reach out and touch him.
"You feel so good." Daddy husks.
"Don't think about me." Lexi gasps out. "Look at her. Look at Kayla and imagine you're fucking her."
My father just nods and turns his head to lock eyes with me. He keeps thrusting into Lexi, his breathing heavy. Soon, his eyes leave mine and I shiver when I feel him hungrily devouring my body with his gaze. I finger myself faster, causing my body to shake and my big boobies to jiggle. Daddy just moans.
"I'm gonna cum!" I announce, my eyes once again locked with his.
"I'm close, too!" Daddy groans.
"In her mouth! Cum in her mouth!" I beg as my body tenses up and I cum on my fingers.
"Okay!" Daddy groans as he pulls out of Lexi.
He straddles her chest and feeds her his cock. Lexi lifts her head to accept him, and her cheeks immediately cave in as she starts sucking. I can see her head bob, and with that ponytail flailing, I try and imagine it's me sucking him. That's when Daddy grips the top of the headboard and groans. He's cumming.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" I screech as I rub my clit and cum again.
"Mm, mm, mm." Lexi moans as she shakes her head slightly with Daddy's cock still in her mouth.
"Holy shit!" Daddy gasps as he pulls his softening prick from Lexi's cum-filled mouth.
Lexi is a smart girl. She knows exactly what I want. She pushes Daddy off of her and he lands on the right side of the bed, facing Lexi and I. Lexi then gets on her knees and grabs the back of my head. The redhead smashes her lips against mine.
I don't even hesitate to open my mouth and accept her cum-coated tongue. I moan and keep rubbing my clit as I suck as much of Daddy's cum into my mouth as I can. Feeling that warm, thick, salty liquid hit my tongue makes me cum again, my entire body shuddering. Daddy cum. Delicious.
We swap cum for almost a minute, our arms wrapped around each other as we make out. Then, when we both have sperm in our mouths, we turn and face Daddy. He stares at us in awe as we each open our mouths and show him the cum on our tongues. As one, Lexi and I close our mouths, tilt our heads back, and swallow him down.
"Holy shit." Daddy gasps as he sits back on his heels.
"You said that already." I giggle.
"Fuck, that was hot." Lexi adds.
"Are we okay?" he asks.
"We're more than okay!" I announce as I bounce up and down on the bed in my excitement. "I can't believe I ever thought Daddy cum was gross; it's so yummy!"
"You never thought it was gross, you just thought you were supposed to be grossed out." Lexi explains.
"You're right, Lexi. You're always right." I smile and nod.
"What now?" Daddy asks.
"It's still early, do you wanna watch a movie?" I suggest.
"Living room?" Lexi suggests.
"Nah, you guys have a TV up here that you never use." I respond.
"How do you know we never use it?" Daddy wonders.
"Do you ever use it?" I ask.
"Well, no." he admits with a chuckle.
"There you go." I smile.
"Should we get dressed?" Daddy asks as Lexi turns on the television and starts searching for something to watch.
"We should not." I state as I raise a hand to cup one of my heavy breasts. I give the large mammary gland a squeeze as Daddy watches.
"Okay then." he laughs.
"How about this?" Lexi suggests.
We all watch the preview for the movie Lexi has picked out. We agree it looks good, so Lexi starts it playing. Then Daddy lays in the middle of the bed as Lexi lays down on his left and snuggles up beside him.
I swallow nervously, afraid of being rejected, but Daddy doesn't stop me from molding my naked body against his and resting my head on his chest. I know he can feel my warm breasts and hard nipples pressing against his chest. He just puts his arms around both of his girls and holds us close as we watch the movie. We fall asleep with the television on.
I wake up in the middle of the night to the sounds of slurping and sucking. Looking down, I see that Lexi has thrown the covers off of us and is blowing Daddy. I giggle as I watch her. Soon, she's sitting in Daddy's lap.
Lexi rides Daddy to three intense orgasms as I encourage them. That's when Daddy can take no more and blasts a load up Lexi's cunt. When Lexi rolls onto her back, I get between her legs and eat her to a final orgasm as I slurp out the creampie. Daddy cum mixed with Lexi juices. Exquisite.
Daddy laughs at our antics before taking us back into his arms. With two pairs of titties pressed against him, Daddy closes his eyes and falls asleep. Lexi's heavy breathing indicates that she is also passed out. I join them both in blissful unconsciousness.
"Shit, we overslept!" Daddy's voice calls out loudly. "Kayla, Lexi, wake up!"
I lift my head and wipe the sleep from my eyes. Then I look at the clock. Holy shit! I shoot straight up and hop out of bed. Lexi is not far behind, and soon all three of us are walking naked around the master bedroom.
"What happen to our alarms?" Lexi wonders.
"You and Kayla left your phones downstairs, and I must have turned my alarm off and gone back to sleep." Daddy says.
We scramble to get ready. I finally make it to my phone and see that it's half dead. I also find texts from Ian, wondering where I am. I quickly text him back and tell him that I fell asleep early. Sort of true. Shit, shit, shit!
The three of us shovel down our breakfasts and take the fastest showers we can. Fortunately, Daddy still has time to get to work, but Lexi and I will barely make it to school in time for homeroom. I shoot a quick text to the girls, letting them know we won't be in time to meet up in the morning like we usually do. Then Lexi and I hop in the car and floor it to school.
"Are you okay with everything that happened last night?" Lexi asks as we fly down the street.
"Yeah, I think so." I nod. "I'm just worried about Ian."
"What about him?" Lexi wonders.
"I have to tell him, Lexi." I state.
"Why?" she asks.
"I cheated on him. I kissed another guy and I tasted his cum. That's cheating." I explain.
"Is that the only thing that's bothering you?" Lexi inquires.
"You mean am I freaked out about the incest?" I ask.
"Well, yeah." Lexi replies.
"Not really." I answer with a shrug. "I mean, I thought I would be, but it felt right. It may have just been a one time thing since I was emotional, but I don't regret it."
"Good." she nods. "I'm worried about you telling Ian."
"Me, too." I sigh. "I have to tell him, though."
"When?" Lexi asks.
"I'm not sure." I respond.
Our conversation dies out there, and we sit in silence for the rest of the ride. Once we get to school, I quickly shut off the car and we run in order to make it to homeroom on time. I get to my homeroom with seconds to spare.
The morning ends up being very eventful. Partway through homeroom the police show up. They bring the drug sniffing dogs and begin the long process of searching everyone's locker. I have no idea if they find anything or not, but I'm not worried about any of my friends. I just hope Keith has something incriminating in his locker.
The other thing I notice this morning is that Stephanie is back in school, while Kelsey and David are still absent. Stephanie looks okay, I think. There are no marks on her or anything, but the usually confident girl walks with her head down. I'm too nervous to say anything to her. She does notice me, and immediately hurries by me.
I have lunch with the usual group, and we are all grateful that today is Friday. The guys are excited for the pool party tomorrow. We're all happy that Ian will be back in school next week. Josh and Shawn still don't know all the details about the fight, and I'm keeping it that way.
We also talk about the drug sniffing dogs showing up. It seems to be the talk of the lunchroom, from the conversations we can overhear. Everyone is wondering what triggered the police presence, but fortunately, no one seems to know anything. Lexi and I told the girls via text, but none of us give anything away. Josh and Shawn aren't part of the inner circle just yet, so they don't get to know.
After lunch, I go to my classes and get as much of my homework done as possible. The more I do now, the less I'll have for the weekend. I get most of it done, but I'll still have a little to do on Sunday.
When the bell rings to end the last class of the day, I immediately put my books into my backpack and head through the crowded hallway. As I exit the school building, I see Stephanie approaching me with a determined look on her face. She stops me and directs me to a spot about twenty feet away, a spot that is far from prying ears.
"What's up?" I ask nervously.
"I'm sorry I didn't listen to you before." Stephanie gasps out as she bursts into tears. "You were right; David and Keith raped me!"
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Stacey
Friday night, date night. At least, if you have a boyfriend. Which I don't. Something which usually doesn't bother me, but it does now. I shake my head as I get in my car after leaving work. Gripping the steering wheel, I let out a loud sigh. The man of my dreams is in love with an eighteen-year-old slut.
Starting my car, I begin the drive to my apartment. I feel moisture forming in my eyes as I realize how pathetic I am. Twenty-five years old, and I'm jealous of a high school girl. Fuck! I reach up to wipe away the tears and continue the drive home.
Less than half-an-hour later, I'm parking in the large lot for residents of my apartment building. I buzz myself in and take the elevator up to my floor. I'm grateful for the amazing job Steven provides, it allows me to afford this place all by myself.
I walk through the front door and enter my living room. Shutting the door behind me, I walk forward and toss my purse onto my couch, I'll deal with it later. Then I kick off my heels, pick them up, and carry them to my bedroom.
Sitting on my bed, I rub my sore foot before shrugging out of my business jacket. Then I proceed to undress. Once I'm down to my bra and panties, I enter my bathroom and start the shower. I need to relax after today.
The hot water feels so good on my skin. My blonde hair is plastered to my scalp as I stand under the spray. After washing up, I decide to do some landscaping. I shave my armpits, my legs, and my pussy. They were already pretty bare, but I like to make sure there isn't a hair in sight.
Stepping out of the shower, I wrap a towel around my body and tuck it in between my large breasts. Wiping the steam off the mirror, I check out my reflection. My baby blue eyes are practically glowing in the soft light.
I blow dry and brush my long hair before heading back into my bedroom. Discarding my towel, I hop into bed naked. While laying on my back, I reach over and dig around my nightstand until I find what I'm looking for; my vibrator. At least my battery-operated buddy won't abandon me.
I spread my legs wide as I switch on the sex toy. Sliding the vibrator between my legs, I run it between my labia and around my clit. I bite my lower lip as I let out an involuntary moan of pleasure from the feel of the vibrator buzzing my little button.
"Mm, touch me, Steven." I whisper.
My free hand finds my breast, lightly squeezing the sensitive mound as I try and replicate the way Steven touches me. Planting my feet firmly on the mattress with my knees bent, I buck my hips against the sex toy, trying to imagine Steven inside me.
"Fuck me! Fuck me hard, Steven!" I moan.
I can feel my juices soaking the sex toy as I imagine him on top of me, in me. His thrusts feel so good, his big cock is filling my little pussy. As I pant and shake, my fingertips grab my nipple and lightly pull on it. Fuck, this feels good.
My clit needs a break, so I switch off the vibrator and bring it to my lips. Sucking my juices from the sex toy, I imagine cleaning Steven's cock after it's inside me. Then I think about him grabbing my hips and flipping me over.
He wants to fuck me like a dog! I turn my body so that I'm on my hands and knees with my ass in the air. Then I lower to my elbows. Balancing on one elbow, I turn on the vibrator and slip it back between my legs.
"Oh, Steven! Fuck your slut good!" I groan loudly.
I keep the vibrator on my clit as I feel my orgasm approaching. My long blonde hair is falling off my back and hanging down around my face. I open my mouth in a silent scream as I cum hard on the sex toy.
"Steven!" I gasp out weakly.
After my masturbation session, I put on panties, lounge pants, and a loose t-shirt. Then I clean my vibrator before putting it away. I sigh heavily as I pad my way through my lonely apartment. I do like living alone for the most part, but right now, being alone sucks.
Time for dinner, I'm hungry. I head to the kitchen and take out a frozen dinner. Then I nuke my meal in the microwave before pouring myself a glass of water. Once the food is ready, I sit down to eat my unappetizing dinner.
As I eat, I text with some of my friends. They all have plans tonight. Most of them are going on dates, and I can't help but feel jealous. Sighing, I rest my cheek on my left hand as I stab my fork into my food with my right.
"Fuck it, I'm going out tonight." I say out loud to myself.
I finish my dinner and clean up, washing the dishes and the table. Then I head back to my bedroom and get changed. I put on a pair of black lace panties. Then I shimmy into a little black dress and step into matching heels.
Checking myself out in my full-length mirror, I know I look hot. My blonde hair is framing my face, and my bright blue eyes look incredibly enticing. I lean forward to make sure that my cleavage is showing properly, which it is. My legs are long and shapely. Yup, this girl needs a drink.
I place my phone and wallet in a clutch purse and head out the door. Since I plan on drinking tonight, I order a ride service to take me to the nearest bar. It isn't a place I regularly frequent, but I've been here a couple times.
Music is pumping throughout the room as I enter and make my way to the bar. My hips sway as I walk as sexily as I know how. I can feel the admiring glances of men following me as my heels click on the floor.
"What can I get for you?" the bartender asks as I take a seat at the bar.
"Vodka tonic, please." I order politely.
"Coming right up." he replies.
I glance around the room as I wait for my drink. It's crowded tonight, which makes sense, it is a Friday night. A minute later, I thank the bartender for my drink and put the straw to my lips as I take a sip. It's good!
For the next twenty minutes, I nurse my drink while people watching and listening to music. Then I take out my phone and send a few texts. I wish I could text Steven, but I know better. I look up from my phone just as the bartender places a second vodka tonic in front of me.
"Excuse me, I didn't order this?" I say.
"It's from the gentleman at the end of the bar." the bartender replies as he gestures toward another section of the bar.
"Oh. Okay!" I say as I glance over at the man.
A handsome man raises his glass and gestures in my direction with a smile. He appears to be in his mid-thirties, and has light brown hair along with a close-cropped beard. I'm about to shake my head at him to indicate I'm not interested when I notice his eyes. Green. Just like Steven's.
So, instead I raise my glass back and nod politely in thanks. He takes this as an invitation and gets up from his seat. I watch him weave through the crowd as he makes his way over to me and sits down at the stool beside mine.
"Alex." he says, extending his hand as he introduces himself.
"Stacey." I reply, shaking his hand. "Thanks for the drink."
"You're welcome." he responds, flashing me a charming smile.
"So, Alex, are you here alone tonight?" I ask before finishing off my first drink and moving on to the one he got me.
"I am now." Alex replies. "I was here with a friend and his girlfriend, but they decided to leave early. I wasn't ready to go home, so here I am. You?"
"Yeah, I got off work and went home to make dinner." I explain. "I decided I didn't wanna stay in on a Friday night, so here I am!"
"Here we are!" he chuckles.
I lift my glass and take the straw between the fingertips of my other hand. Smiling at Alex, I take a sip. He raises his own glass to his lips and takes a swig before setting the glass back down on his napkin. From the looks of things, he's drinking scotch.
"What do you do for a living?" I ask to make conversation.
"I'm an electrician. I own my own business." Alex answers confidently.
"That must be exciting." I comment.
"It is." he confirms. "I get to travel all around the area and help people."
"Have you been doing it long?" I wonder.
"I've been studying to be an electrician since high school." Alex explains. "I went to a technical high school and took their electrician program. I started my own business a little over ten years ago."
"Must be nice to be your own boss." I say.
"Oh, definitely." he nods. "I love being able to make my own hours. Although, the lack of days off sucks. If I don't work, I don't get paid."
"That does suck." I agree. "I love my PTO."
"What about you, Stacey? What do you do for a living?" Alex asks.
"I'm an executive assistant for the owner of a finance company." I answer as I polish off my second drink.
"That sounds interesting." he says politely. "Do you enjoy it?"
"I do. I have a great boss who pays really well and respects my work-life balance." I tell him.
"That's great." Alex smile sand nods. "Would you like another drink?"
"I think I would." I answer.
Alex raises two fingers and gestures to the bartender. Once he has the bartender's attention, he indicates an order for another drink for me. I smile and thank Alex and the bartender when my third vodka tonic arrives.
"I'm surprised a pretty girl like you isn't here with her boyfriend." Alex says.
"Does a line that simple usually work for you?" I tease and wink at him.
"I'm here alone, so what do you think?" he laughs back.
"Ouch. Poor guy." I grin before it turns into a sad frown. "And no, no boyfriend. There was a guy, but he's not available."
"Well, his loss." Alex states simply.
"Thanks." I give him a weak smile.
We continue chatting for awhile. I learn that Alex is the oldest of three children. He seems like a nice enough guy. He even buys me two more drinks. I'm feeling extremely tipsy. I tell him a little more about myself as we start really flirting.
"Have I mentioned that you have the most incredible eyes?" he asks.
"Once or twice!" I say with a cute giggle.
"Sorry, I don't mean to repeat myself." Alex says as he leans in to look into my baby blues.
"No problem at all." I purr as I also lean in. Reaching forward, I place my hand on Alex's thigh and caress it softly.
"You're beautiful, Stacey." he whispers.
"Thank you." I reply.
The compliments continue. Alex is laying it on a little thick, and normally this wouldn't do it for me. However, my depression combined with the alcohol is making him seem much more charming than he actually is.
At one point, I lean forward and lightly peck his lips. He grins as I brush a lock of blonde hair behind my ear before kissing him again. The two of us end up making out right there at the bar. I'm sure people are watching us, but I don't care.
"Do you wanna get out of here?" Alex asks when the kiss breaks.
"Yes." I breathe.
"Your place or mine?" he inquires.
I smile and blush coyly. I can't believe I'm actually considering a one night stand. I've only been with a handful of guys, and only after I've known them for awhile. I'm just so lonely. Still, I'm not taking him back to my place, and I'm not comfortable going to his.
"There's a nice hotel down the street." I suggest.
"Perfect." Alex smiles.
Alex pays our tab, then grabs my hand and leads me out the door. The hotel is right down the street, so we decide to walk instead of ordering a ride. I lace our fingers, enjoying the feel of a man's undivided attention.
We walk into the hotel lobby giggling, arms wrapped around each other. Alex pays for a room while the hotel clerk gives us both a knowing look. I'm sure we aren't the first one night stand he's seen tonight. A minute later, we're in the elevator.
"Fuck, I want you." Alex husks as he grabs the back of my head and presses his lips against mine.
"Mm!" I squeak into his mouth as I wrap my arms around him.
We're making out in the elevator. Passion. Finally. With my eyes closed, I can imagine it's actually Steven I'm kissing. With a sexy moan, I run my tongue along Alex's as his hand reaches down to cup my butt.
The elevator dings as it comes to a stop at our floor. We rush out the elevator doors, getting an annoyed look from the elderly couple we push by. Alex uses the electronic key to unlock our door, and ushers me into our hotel room.
Our hands grope each other as we kiss and make our way over to the bed. We kick off our shoes as we sit down on the bed, side by side. He buries a hand in my hair as he shoves his tongue down my throat.
Soon, I feel his hand on the top of my head as he starts trying to push me down. I lift my head back up and lock lips with him again. He tries again a few moments later. I get it, he wants a blowjob, but can't he kiss a bit more first? I'm still getting warmed up.
"Use your mouth on me." he breaks our kiss to say.
"In a minute." I breathe. "Let's kiss a little more first."
"Okay." he replies before pressing his lips against mine.
He keeps one hand buried in my hair as his other hand slips into my dress to cup a naked breast. I moan into his mouth as my hard nipple presses into his palm. It takes a couple more minutes of kissing, but soon I feel the familiar moisture between my legs.
When he pushes down on my head again, I comply and slide off the bed. I kneel down on the floor between his legs and unzip his pants. He lifts his butt to help me slide his pants and boxers down, freeing a nice, hard cock.
I aim his erection toward my mouth as I lower my head. He lets out a groan when he feels my lips close around the top of his shaft. My head starts bobbing as Alex buries his hands in my hair, encouraging me to suck him.
"That's a good girl, suck that dick." he moans.
I place my hands on the bed, on either side of his hips. It isn't long before I realize that Alex is a talker. He keeps talking to me as I give him head, encouraging me and calling me a good, little cocksucker.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hum around his shaft as I take almost his entire length in my mouth.
"Yeah, deepthroat me! Just like that!" he encourages.
Alex's lust grows, and he grips my head tightly as he begins to fuck my face. I grip the comforter tightly in my hands as I let my mouth hang open so he can use it as if it were a pussy. The sexiest gagging and moaning noises escape my lips as a large amount of drool slops out of my mouth and coats his balls.
"Holy shit, you give great head!" he husks.
Soon, Alex decides to take things further. He pulls me off his cock and drags me back onto the bed by my hair. Fuck, I love being manhandled! He lays me down and kneels between my legs so he can reach up my dress. I lift my bum to help him pull my panties off my body. I smile when he flings them across the room.
"Come have a taste?" I ask coyly as I spread my legs and hike up my dress. I know he can see my freshly shaved snatch from his current angle.
"Sorry, Babe, I don't do that." he says as he reaches out and grabs my tits.
"Oh, okay." I mumble as he squeezes my boobs from outside my dress. Selfish asshole.
Alex whips off his shirt and tosses it onto the floor. His pants and boxers are still around his ankles, so he gets on top of me, between my legs. I spread myself open wider, causing my dress to hike up even further along my bare thighs.
"Fuck, you're hot." he says as he grabs his cock at the base and shoves it in.
"Ouch!" I wince as he roughly pushes inside me.
"Sorry." he grunts as he starts thrusting.
I hook my ankles around his calves as my natural lubrication takes effect. Soon, I'm moaning and panting happily, my hands gripping his upper arms. Alex grabs the spaghetti-straps of my dress and yanks them down my arms. He then reaches both hands into the top of my dress and extracts my breasts.
"Damn, nice tits!" he compliments as he looks down at my bare boobs.
He places both hands on my breasts and holds them tightly as his ass bounces up and down between my spread legs. My dress is now a bunched up mess, as it is pushed beneath my breasts and above my waist. Sweat is running off his body as he fucks me.
"That's it, take my cock!" he grunts. "Fuck, you're tight."
After a couple minutes, he pulls out of me. Alex takes a few seconds to discard his pants and boxers, leaving him naked. Then he grabs my hips and roughly flips me onto my stomach. I feel his hands grip my waist and I know what he wants.
I get up onto my hands and knees, tossing my long blonde hair down my back as I do so. Looking over my shoulder, I see him admiring my backside. I giggle and wiggle my bum for his enjoyment. I know I look hot with my dress bunched up around my waist, my tits out and proud.
"Fuck me!" I beg.
"Mm, beg for it, slut." he orders.
"Please, please fuck me!" I beg wantonly. "I need your big dick, Baby!"
Alex is clearly overwhelmed with lust as he grips my hips and slots his erection at my opening. I throw my head back and moan when he enters me again. Within moments we are well engrossed in the rhythm of the familiar doggystyle position.
"Are you my little slut?" he asks as he takes me from behind.
"Yes." I grunt.
"Say it!" he commands as he lifts one hand and spanks me.
"I'm your little slut!" I gasp out as my body jerks forward.
At one point, he reaches forward and grabs a fistful of my hair. Alex yanks my head back, causing me to groan in pleasure. I love having my hair pulled. With one hand on my hip, and one holding my hair, Alex continues drilling me so hard and fast that my tits are bouncing and slapping each other.
"You like that, Bitch?" he asks as he uses my body for his pleasure.
"Don't call me that!" I hiss.
"Fine, sorry." he mutters, still holding my head back by the hair. Yeah, he sounds sorry.
I'm really not into this anymore. He's nothing like Steven. Yeah, his cock feels decent enough inside me, but Alex isn't a sweetheart. His earlier friendliness is clearly just how he gets women to spread their legs. Well, it works; my legs are spread. Now, I just feel slutty and used. Fuck, I hope he cums soon.
He pulls back on my hair, making my back arch as I feel the familiar tingling feeling in my scalp. I do love it rough, getting spanked and having my hair pulled. I just wish Steven was the one currently inside me. I can feel Alex's balls slap against my clit with every thrust. It does feel good.
"You gonna cum for me, Babe?" I ask in a sultry voice. Please cum.
"Not. Yet." he punctuates each word with a thrust and a grunt.
He releases my hair and grips my hips in both hands so he can fuck me with a more steady rhythm. I can tell Alex is really getting into this. He grabs my hanging tits and squeezes them, he spanks me, he holds my hips and fucks me as hard and fast as he can.
"Where are you gonna cum?" I sexily inquire, trying to turn him on. "Are you gonna pull out and cover my butt and back? Will you make me swallow? Or will you be really dirty and shoot it all over my pretty face?"
"In you." he groans as his thrusts pick up in speed and intensity. "I'm gonna fill that slutty, little pussy!"
"Fine, fine! You can cum in me." I acquiesce as I push my ass back to engulf his cock in my warmth.
"Yeah, you want my cum, don't you?" he asks in a thick voice.
"Yes, Baby! Cum inside me! Give me your cum! Give it to me!" I beg as I clench my vaginal muscles around his shaft, doing everything I can to make him cum.
I lower to my elbows, causing my tits to brush the bed with every thrust into my tight body. Feeling my nipples scrape against the fabric actually causes me to shiver in pleasure. Biting my lip, I grunt and pant as Alex continues to work his dick in and out of me. In spite of myself, I have to admit that it feels pretty good. Still, I'm glad when I realize that he's finally getting close.



"I'm gonna cum in your cunt, Slut!" he grunts in warning.
"Yes! Fill me!" I shout. "I want it, I want it!"
Alex pulls me backwards by the hips and buries his entire length inside me. He begins to shudder and groan as I feel the familiar sensation of hot fluid squirting into me. His body shudders against me as he pumps me full of semen. Once the last of his cum enters my womb, Alex makes a few small thrusts into me before slowly pulling out.
"Holy shit, that was good." he gasps as he gives my ass a light slap. "Thanks, Babe."
I slowly lower my body until I'm laying flat on the bed with my legs spread. I can feel cum leaking out of me and staining the bedspread. With a groan, I get off the bed and head to the bathroom with my dress still bunched around my waist. After peeing, I wipe myself and wash my hands.
When I return to the main room, I notice that Alex is under the covers, facing away from me. Upon closer inspection, I realize he is fast asleep. Rolling my eyes, I adjust my dress before hunting around for my panties.
Once I'm fully dressed, I walk out the door without looking back. I open my purse and take out my phone to order a ride home. Well, this sucks. The man I love can't even touch me, and now I'm standing outside a hotel feeling like a cheap whore.
Forty-five minutes later, I'm entering my apartment once again. I strip down to my panties and collapse onto my bed with a groan. I don't even bother pulling the blanket over myself, I just fall asleep where I land. What an ending to my first one night stand.
Ashley
I wake up early Saturday morning and hop out of bed excitedly. Today is the day of the pool party, which normally wouldn't get me so giddy; we have pool parties all the time. I'm excited to hang out with Josh outside of school for the first time. Plus, I get to see him shirtless! Lucky Ashley!
I soap up my massive mammary glands as I stand in the shower and imagine Josh's reaction when he sees me in a bikini. A smirk crosses my face; the poor boy will have an even harder time speaking than usual. Standing under the water, I let the spray wash the soap from my body. Soapy streams run down my stomach and legs in rivulets.
After my shower, I take a topless shot in the mirror to send to Steven. Maybe someday I'll be sending pictures like this to Josh. The thought makes me smile. Then I dry off and dress in jeans and a v-neck top. Next, I make my way down to the kitchen. I grab a blueberry muffin and a drink before sitting down at the table. I'm the only one awake this early, so I start eating alone.
"Good morning, Ash!" Melissa, my fifteen-year-old sister, says when she enters the kitchen ten minutes later.
"Morning, Mel." I reply before taking a sip of my coffee.
I love my baby sister. She looks exactly like me, just a few years younger. We get along great, unlike so many other siblings. Melissa is wearing a standard pajama set, and I watch her putter around the kitchen as she prepares her breakfast.
"Got plans for today?" she asks as she pops a bagel into the toaster oven.
"The big pool party with everyone." I reply. "I told you about it, remember?"
"Oh yeah!" Melissa exclaims. "The one the guys are going to. It was supposed to be last week but you had to postpone because Kayla's boyfriend got suspended. What was his name again?"
"Ian." I answer. "And yes, he and Kayla got caught sneaking out of an unused classroom during lunch. Some asshole was saying horrible things about Kayla. So, Ian hit him."
"Good." she nods, taking her bagel out of the toaster oven and walking over to sit across from me. "Sounds like the jerk deserved it."
"He definitely did." I agree. Melissa doesn't know any more details. If she did, she'd probably go after Keith herself. Melissa loves Kayla.
"When are you going over?" Melissa asks as she spreads cream cheese on her bagel.
"After lunch." I respond. "The girls and I will hang out for a bit until the guys show up."
"That should be fun." my baby sister says before taking a bite of her breakfast.
"Yeah." I nod. "What are you doing today?"
"Going to the mall with the girls." Melissa answers with a smile.
"No cute boys going?" I inquire while holding my coffee cup out in front of me.
"No." Melissa giggles. "Not this time."
"Their loss." I say with a wink.
"Definitely!" Melissa laughs.
I keep chatting with my baby sister as we finish our breakfasts. Then we just sit at the table, sipping coffee and talking about random topics until our parents come in. They're both yawning as they head straight for the coffee.
"Morning, girls." Dad says as he pours him and mom each a cup of coffee.
"Good morning!" Melissa replies.
"Thanks for making coffee." Mom adds.
"You're welcome." I respond.
We never have meals together. We just aren't as close a family as Steven and Kayla are, I guess. Still, we all love each other. Also, today it looks like we will be having a meal together. Mom and Dad sit down with us to eat.
"Mom, are you still taking me to the mall?" Melissa asks.
"What time again?" Mom inquires.
"Around 1:00PM?" Melissa suggests.
"Yes, that's fine. Make sure you're ready." Mom answers.
"Thank you!" Melissa crows.
"You're welcome." Mom smiles.
"Are you ready for your pool party today, Ashley?" Dad asks.
"Yeah, Dad. I'm excited." I answer.
"Remember, no drinking." Dad warns me.
"I won't, Dad." I lie smoothly. "We did just get back from a week long trip to Bermuda and nothing bad happened there. I think you can trust me."
"We know we can, Ashley." Mom says, trying to placate me. "You're a good girl."
"Thanks." I reply. Yeah, a good girl who takes it up the ass. They'd never let me leave the house again if they found out about the whole 'Slut-sister' thing. My parents still think I'm a virgin who has never been drunk!
"It's our job to worry about our little angel." Dad smiles.
"Ew." I stick out my tongue. An angel with a D-cup!
"Aw, a little angel!" Melissa teases.
"Ignore your father. He forgets sometimes that you've become a lovely, young woman." Mom smiles.
"Thank you, Mom." I respond.
"You've been spending a lot of time with those girls lately." Dad observes.
"They're my best friends, Dad." I explain. "We do everything together."
"It was so nice of Steven to take you girls to Bermuda." Mom says, changing the subject.
"Yeah, five teenage girls; the poor guy must have been miserable." Dad laments.
"I'm sure it was unbearable for him." I say while smirking into my coffee cup. Steven was drowning in pussy all week, it was definitely more than bearable.
We continue making small talk as a family of four. Melissa fills us in on the latest gossip from her classes. I tend to drown out this part of the conversation, since I'm not much of a gossip. Mom and Dad listen politely though.
After breakfast, we all go our separate ways. Mom makes a trip to the grocery store while Dad turns on the television in the living room and relaxes. Melissa and I each head to our respective bedrooms and shut our doors.
I relax in my room until lunch time. Then I make myself a sandwich and eat it at the kitchen table. Finally, it's time to start the drive to Kayla's. I hop in my car and cruise down the streets until I'm parking in their massive driveway.
It looks like I'm the last girl here. I see Marcia and Hazel's cars already parked. I pull up beside them and head up the front door to ring the doorbell. It isn't long before I'm shown in and make my way to the main living room.
"Yeah, Marcia! Suck that dick!" Lexi encourages.
"Oh, Hazel!" Kayla moans.
I smirk at the scene I walk in on as I enter the middle of the room so I can survey the action. Everyone is naked and engaged in a sex act. Hazel and Kayla are tribbing on the big couch. Hazel is on top, her long ponytail flailing as the two girls make out and Kayla holds Hazel's firm butt cheeks.
Steven is sitting in one of the armchairs, like a king on his throne. Marcia is kneeling between his legs, her head bobbing up and down on his massive shaft as her hand cups his balls. Standing beside the armchair is Lexi, her hand is resting on Steven's shoulder as she looks down and watches Marcia give head.
"Am I invited to the party?" I ask with a giggle.
Kayla and Hazel break their kiss and whip their heads around to look at me. They both smirk and nod before returning to their previous activities. Marcia ignores me completely and keeps sucking away while Steven nods at me.
"Get naked, Slut!" Lexi orders as she admires my body in my tight clothes.
I happily strip down to my birthday suit, revealing my tight, young body. Noticing that there's no room on the couch, I walk over to the armchair and slap Lexi's bare bottom. She squeals and covers her ass with both hands as I circle the couch and lean over to feed Steven a titty.
"Bitch!" Lexi hisses.
"Mm." Steven moans happily as he grips my big boob with one hand and sucks on my nipple happily.
"Feels good, Babe." I whisper as he nurses at my breast. We both ignore Lexi's outburst.
Steven releases Marcia's head and reaches for my crotch. I spread my legs to grant him access, and soon he's rubbing my slit. I can feel my eyelids flutter as he slips two fingers inside my wet channel. Gripping the back of Steven's head, I moan and start to sway as he continues to finger me and suck my tit.
"Hazel, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Kayla screeches.
"Me too, Kayla!" Hazel moans back.
"Cum with me! Cum for Kayla! Cum! Cum! Cum!" Kayla chants.
Opening my eyes, I glance over at the couch. Both girls' bodies are entwined as they writhe on the couch, panting and moaning. I watch as they both clearly reach orgasm, their titties and cunts pressed together.
"Fuck, that's hot." Steven whispers.
I notice Steven is no longer sucking my tit. Instead, he's holding it in one hand, caressing me lightly as his fingers slowly work me. Steven is looking over and shamelessly watches his daughter get off. He's never been so open about watching Kayla before.
"Marcia, stop sucking and start riding." Lexi commands firmly.
Looking down, I watch as Marcia pulls off Steven with a slurp. She gives his tip an affectionate kiss before standing up and straddling him on the armchair. Steven releases my body to grip Marcia's hips and help her lower himself onto him.
"Mm, fuck yes!" Marcia moans, her mouth open as her face contorts cutely.
"Shit, you're tight." Steven grunts as he grips Marcia's ass.
"You ride him, Marcia, I'm gonna lick his nuts." Lexi announces as she walks to the front of the armchair and kneels between Steven's legs.
Steven's legs are spread enough for Lexi to get between them, causing Marcia's legs to spread even wider, so that they're pressing into the armrests. Fortunately, Steven is sitting at the very edge of the cushion, giving Lexi room to get her head in position. I smirk and look around Marcia as I watch Lexi start tonguing Steven's balls. At the same time, Marcia begins to undulate in his lap, stimulating her pussy with his big dick.
Wanting to be helpful, I lean in and take Marcia's left nipple into my mouth and start sucking. Steven reaches up and cups Marcia's right titty with one hand, and my left with the other. A moan escapes my lips as Steven tweaks my nipple. Then I resume sucking Marcia's boob. I love my life.
"Ah, cumming!" Marcia groans a few minutes later as she tenses up and orgasms on the large cock in her pussy.
"Fuck, your pussy feels so good, Marcia!" Steven groans as he releases the titties he's playing with and grabs Marcia's hips and pulls her all the way down on his cock so that her butt hits Lexi's head.
"FUCK!" Marcia screeches as she grinds her clit against him.
Marcia slowly lifts her body before lowering again, taking Steven in and out of her pussy a few more times before lifting off of him with shaky legs. Lexi backs away to allow Marcia to dismount Steven. Reaching between her legs, Marcia runs her fingers along her still-quivering snatch, causing her to shudder in pleasure.
"Your turn." Marcia says to me, breathing heavily. I love watching her breasts rise and fall.
"Great!" I cheer as I walk by Marcia.
Glancing over at the couch, I can see that Hazel and Kayla have switched to a sixty-nine, and are currently lost in their own world as they munch each others boxes. I also notice that Lexi is currently cleaning Steven's cock with her mouth. The redhead nymphomaniac is enthusiastically sucking all of Marcia's juices off of Steven's shaft. I smirk and reach down to brush a lock of auburn hair back behind Lexi's ear.
"You're gonna have to step back so I can hop on." I tell Lexi as Marcia giggles.
"Mm- fine." Lexi says thickly around the shaft in her mouth.
Pulling off Steven, Lexi gives his length one long lick before knee-walking backwards a few feet.
I walk by Lexi, grabbing her boob as I pass the kneeling girl. Then, with some difficulty, I straddle Steven as he sits at the very edge of the cushion. The sexy man reaches between us and grabs his cock at the base, aiming it at my steamy hole.
"Fuck, I love your cock." I groan as he enters me.
"I love your pussy." Steven replies, his hands gripping my tight ass.
"It's all yours, Baby! It's your pussy!" I gasp out.
Reaching out, I grab the back of Steven's head with both hands and shove his face into my big tits. He motorboats my boobies for a few seconds before picking a nipple to suck on. I feel one of his hands leave my ass before he brings it down hard, spanking me.
"Fuck, yes!" I grunt. "Spank me! Spank your little slut!"
"Spank her again!" Marcia encourages from her spot beside Steven. Her hand is lightly caressing his bare shoulder.
He spanks me again, and I moan happily as I toss my head back. Soon, I feel Lexi's head nestle into position beneath my ass. I know she's currently tonguing Steven's balls as I bounce up and down on the top three-quarters of his length.
I ride Steven for several minutes, culminating in a very intense, passionate orgasm. I tense up, my body quivering as I toss my blonde hair down my back and scream. I can feel my pussy gripping his shaft, attempting to draw out his semen.
"I'm getting close." Steven moans against my tits as his hands grip my butt cheeks. "Where do you girls want it?"
"On me! Cum on my face!" I beg wantonly as I bounce up and down in his lap. "I want it all over my slutty face!"
"I want it, too!" Marcia coos as she runs her fingernails all over Steven's bare chest.
"On both our faces!" I groan as I switch my bounce into a slow grind while using my pussy muscles to squeeze his erection.
"Cum on all of us!" Lexi suggests from behind me. "On all of your sluts!"
"Lay down on the floor!" Steven grunts as he throws his head back while holding my bum. I can tell he's close.
I pull off his cock as Lexi moves out of the way. Then I turn around to see Lexi already on her back on the floor. I lay to the redhead's right as Marcia lays on the left. Then the three of us are kissing. We're briefly interrupted by the appearance of Kayla and Hazel.
Soon, all five of us are in a heap on the floor, kissing and touching each other. I grab titties and cup asses. My fingers run along pussies as more hands grope me. That's when I realize that Steven is standing over all of us, jacking off. Over all of us, including Kayla.
"Kayla, he's gonna cum!" I warn her while making out with Hazel and fingering Lexi.
"I know!" Kayla announces. "I want it, I want it!"
"Long story, we'll tell you after." Lexi explains as she pulls Marcia back into a passionate kiss.
Hazel, Marcia, and I all shrug and return to our lesbian orgy as Steven strokes himself. Soon, he's grunting and groaning, his breathing coming out in gasps. He's close. He's gonna cum. He's gonna cover all of his sluts. All five of his sluts.
"I'm gonna cum!" Steven announces.
"Cum all over us!" I beg.
"Cover your sluts!" Hazel adds.
"Cum, Baby!" Lexi moans.
"Cover me, Daddy!" Kayla coos.
The sounds of five young women moaning fills the room. Our legs our entwined as we share tender caresses. Marcia, Hazel, and I are so lost in lust that we forget all about Kayla being Steven's daughter, we just want to share his cum with our fellow Slut-sister.
That's when Steven explodes. Warm, thick, sticky cum showers all of us. The muscular man stands over us, his legs shaking as he strokes himself, aiming his cock at first one slut, then another. Until finally, he has no more cum to offer us.
We roll all over each other, sharing cum. I find Kayla. She has a strand of incestuous cum across the side of her face, and is grinning from ear to ear. I lick her cheek, gathering up some cum, before the two of us meet in an intense kiss.
With five slutty mouths, it isn't long before all the cum is swallowed. I look up at Steven and see that he's sitting in his armchair again, his hands on the armrests as he breathes heavily. His eyes are locked on the five of us as we roll around and make out.
"So," Hazel eventually says as we lay in a pile, panting, "wanna explain yourself, Kayla?"
"Yeah, I'm dying to hear this." I say with a giggle as I reach over and squeeze one of Lexi's soft titties.
"I guess there's something else I have to tell you first." Kayla explains.
"Yeah, we need to talk about that." Lexi adds.
"Naked meeting!" Hazel giggles.
"Steven, come join us!" Marcia offers.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Your sluts miss you!"
"You don't have to ask me twice, Marcia." Steven chuckles as he stands up and walks over to us.
Soon, Steven is surrounded by warm female flesh. Five gorgeous, eighteen-year-old girls do their best to smother him with ten flawless breasts. He wraps his arms around whichever slut he can reach as we all snuggle together in a pile of love.
"Stephanie tracked me down at the end of the school day yesterday." Kayla begins.
"What did she want?" Hazel wonders.
"She started out by saying she should have listened to me, because David and Keith raped her." Kayla says seriously.
"What?!" Hazel, Marcia, and I all shriek at the same time.
"Yeah, I was pretty shocked, too." Kayla nods.
We all forget about our nakedness, about what we've been doing, and all focus on Kayla. Arms wrap around her as we do our best to comfort our friend. Kayla gives us a weak smile before continuing her story.
"I was so shocked that I just stood there with my mouth hanging open." Kayla admits.
"That makes sense." I say. "I mean, who expects to hear something like that?"
"Yeah." Marcia agrees. "It's understandable."
"Anyway, eventually I found my voice and asked her if she was okay." Kayla continues. "She shook her head and said she was very far from okay."
"Of course, she was raped by two guys. She's not going to be okay again anytime soon." Lexi sighs.
"Did she tell you what happened?" Hazel asks.
"Yeah, this must be the incident that the PI found out about? You told us that was why the drug sniffing dogs showed up." I add.
"That must be it, but I don't know." Kayla shakes her head. "After Stephanie said she wasn't okay, I asked what I could do to help. Stephanie just kept crying and shook her head. She said she was sorry but she couldn't talk about it right now. Then she turned around and ran away."
"Oh, my God!' Marcia gasps.
"How are you, Kayla?" I ask.
"I'm okay." Kayla smiles. "I have the five of you. And Ian, of course."
"You'll always have us. We're your sisters!" Hazel promises.
"Forever." Marcia nods.
"And ever!" Lexi crows.
"And I'll always be your father." Steven says as he leans over to kiss the top of Kayla's head.
"Thank you." Kayla whispers. "All of you."
"Does this have something to do with you and Steven? Or rather, your father?" I wonder.




"Yes." Kayla admits. "Thursday night, Daddy told me that the PI had come through. He had found out about an incident over the weekend that the police were keeping quiet. He also told me about the drug sniffing dogs that were supposedly coming in. I was just so overwhelmed with everything, with how much he loved me, I just kissed him. And not a father-daughter kiss. I couldn't help myself."
"She kissed him right in front of me." Lexi adds.
"Okay..." Hazel trails off, indicating for Kayla to continue.
"Did you use tongue?" I ask.
"Ashley!" Marcia admonishes with a giggle.
"What? We were all wondering." I shrug.
"Yes, we used tongue." Kayla giggles.
"You go, girl!" I say proudly.
"Thanks, I guess." Kayla blushes. "Anyway, I begged him to fuck me, and he refused. I expected Lexi to back me up, but she agreed the timing wasn't right."
"You were a little too emotional to make a rational decision." Marcia nods.
"Yeah, but his cock is just so beautiful!" I gush. "What girl wouldn't wanna be impaled on it?"
"Very true, both of you." Hazel laughs.
"I just didn't want her to do something she'd regret, as much as I think she and Steven making love would be beautiful." Lexi explains.
"Like when you ate out your sister?" I tease. Lexi told all of us about it in our group chat.
"Yes, like that!" Lexi chirps.
"I wish I could have been there!" Hazel laments.
"We're getting sidetracked." Marcia interjects. "Please continue, Kayla."
"Okay!" Kayla agrees. "I asked Daddy to fuck Lexi, because if I couldn't have him, I should at least be able to live vicariously through Lexi. They both agreed. I then watched Lexi get fucked, and when Daddy was ready to cum, he shot it in her mouth. Lexi and I swapped cum. Then the three of us fell asleep naked and cuddling."
"I love it!" I squeal. "So, now you can touch a little bit and you'll taste his cum?"
"Something like that." Kayla admits with a giggle.
"Your bare boobs have been pressing against him a lot lately!" Lexi observes.
"Lucky Steven!" Hazel laughs.
"Yes, lucky me!" Steven agrees.
"Are you all okay with this?" Kayla asks. "I mean, it is incest."
"We were okay when Lexi told us she licked her sister." I say with a shrug. "Why would we be bothered by this?"
"It's a little shocking," Marcia admits, "but I see how much you two love each other. You have a special relationship. I could never touch my father, but you two? You're different."
"I'm good with it." Hazel nods.
"I love all of you!" Kayla breathes.
"So do I, girls." Steven adds.
"We love you, too!" Lexi chirps.
"Very much." Marcia agrees.
"So," I begin, "what did you do last night?"
"What makes you think we did something last night?" Lexi giggles.
"Because you are the horniest redhead on the planet." I roll my eyes.
"And all redheads are horny!" Hazel adds.
"We are? Since when?" Lexi asks.
"Since always." Marcia says.
"Whatever!" Lexi chants before blowing a raspberry.
"We didn't do anything last night." Kayla says, speaking up. "We cuddled on the couch while watching television, then went to bed. I had phone sex with Ian, and I assume Daddy and Lexi fucked before they went to sleep."
"We did." Lexi states proudly. "He took me in all three holes."
"Lucky, Bitch." I snort.
"Hey, if you want it up the ass, all you have to do is ask!" Steven interjects.
"Steven!" Marcia exclaims as Hazel bursts out laughing.
"Shall we continue the party?" I suggest as I look down at Steven's flaccid penis. I'm a hot, slutty, eighteen-year-old blonde with big tits; I can get him hard again.
"Aren't the guys coming over soon?" Steven asks, bringing us all back to reality. "Do you really want them to catch us like this?"
"Shit! Ian will be here any minute!" Kayla exclaims as she hops to her feet so fast her titties bounce wildly on her chest.
"We should get dressed." Marcia agrees as she also stands up.
"Maybe we should just put our bikinis on." I suggest as I get to my feet. "We'll end up in them soon anyway."
"That's a good idea." Hazel nods.
"I'll change into regular clothes, since I'm not swimming with you guys." Steven says.
"Why the fuck not?" I ask, my hands on my hips.
"I'm sure the guys won't appreciate a parent hanging around while they try and score." Steven teases as he playfully pinches my bum.
"You're not just a parent, you're special!" Lexi insists.
"No, he's right. The guys are shy as it is." Kayla sighs before gesturing at all of our naked bodies. "Do you really think they're ready to see something like this?"
"Josh definitely isn't." I am forced to admit.
"Have fun. I'll be around. I promise." Steven smiles.
"Thank you." I say before pecking his lips.
The six of us gather our clothes from all around the room. Then we scatter about the house as we dress for the pool party. Kayla heads to her room to put on her bikini, Steven and Lexi go to their room, and we three girls each change right in the main living room. Soon, we five girls are standing out on the patio in our bikinis, while Steven is wearing shorts and a t-shirt.
"I'll head inside." Steven says. "So someone can show the guys in. Are they coming together?"
"Yes." I answer. "Shawn offered to pick up Josh and Ian."
"That was nice of him." Steven replies before kissing Lexi and going back into the house.
We girls lounge around in deck chairs, getting some sun and sipping on wine coolers. The conversation and alcohol flows freely as we wait for the guys. Steven appears about half-an-hour later, leading Ian, Josh, and Shawn.
"Hello, boys!" I say, raising my wine cooler in their direction.
"Hello, ladies!" Shawn replies confidently. He's definitely getting more comfortable with us!
"Hi, Baby!" Kayla squeals as she hops to her feet and runs up to Ian.
"Hey, Kayla." Ian responds right before they exchange a hug and kiss.
"Aren't you guys gonna change into your bathing suits?" Hazel asks.
"Oh yeah, where can we do that?" Shawn asks.
"Head inside and take a right. There's a bathroom there." Lexi answers.
"Thanks, Lexi." Ian says.
The boys go into the house and shut the screen door. We girls then have giggle fits as we comment on how they couldn't keep their eyes off. Clearly, they appreciate the bikinis. Good, I hope Josh likes what he sees.
Clearly, the boys need to travel in a group due to their nerves. They don't come out one at a time, but instead wait until they are all changed. Then they appear wearing swim trunks and t-shirts with bare feet.
"Lose the shirts!" Hazel shouts.
"Take it off, take it off!" Lexi claps.
Ian, Shawn, and Josh all look at each other nervously. Fuck, this is the most adorable thing ever. Finally, Ian, takes off a shirt, baring his chest. We girls go crazy. We cheer and whistle, clapping loudly as he turns bright red.
"Okay, that's enough teasing." Kayla says. "Don't be so shy, Baby!"
"Sorry, Kayla." Ian mumbles as he looks down at his feet.
"Pull up a chair, Ian!" Lexi suggests.
"Wait!" Kayla interjects. "Come sit with me."
Ian walks over to Kayla's deck chair as the raven-haired beauty stands up. Kayla's boyfriend lays down on the deck chair right before Kayla molds her body against his and nestles into his arms. She coos happily as she wraps an arm around his stomach.
"Aw, so cute!" Hazel giggles.
"This is cozy." Kayla says.
"Y-yeah, it is." Ian agrees, his arm around Kayla's shoulders.
"C'mon Shawn, don't be shy!" Marcia says. "I wanna see!"
"Go, Marcia!" I laugh. "And you, too, Josh. Let's see that sexy bod!"
Both boys take off their shirts at the same time, showing us their nice bodies. Neither of them work out, but they're in decent enough shape and pleasant to look at. Especially Josh, who I am insanely attracted to. Soon, Josh and Shawn are sitting in their own deck chairs.
"Do you boys want anything to drink? We have beer." Kayla offers.
"I, uh, I promised my parents I wouldn't drink." Shawn admits.
"I've never had beer." Ian admits.
"Neither have I." Josh adds quietly.
"How about you get them some sodas to start?" Hazel suggests.
"That's probably safer." I add. "We wouldn't wanna get them drunk and take advantage of them."
"Sodas it is!" Kayla says when she stops giggling.
Kayla stands up and heads inside. I notice Ian checking out Kayla's butt in her bikini as she sashays across the patio. Soon, the guys are all drinking sodas while we girls sip on our wine coolers. Kayla is snuggling with Ian as we all get some sun.
"This house is amazing." Shawn comments.
"Yeah, it is." Josh agrees.
"Thank you! I love living here." Kayla gushes.
"And we all love taking advantage of Steven's hospitality." I laugh.
"You girls have parties like this a lot?" Shawn asks.
"Yeah, and but it's usually just the five of us." Hazel answers.
"Steven joins us, too." Lexi comments.
"He isn't today though?" Shawn inquires.
"Nah," I reply, "he wanted to let us have our privacy."
"That was nice." Josh mumbles. "He didn't have to do that."
"We told him you boys would be okay with him around, but he was happy to give us space." I say.
"We all know Ian wouldn't be able to snuggle up with Kayla if he was nervously glancing at Steven the entire time." Lexi teases.
"Lexi! That was mean!" Marcia admonishes.
"It's true!" Hazel adds. "Look at those two lovebirds; hands all over each other!"
"Oh, shut up!" Kayla giggles as Ian blushes. He doesn't make a move to release Kayla though.
"Steven will come out to make us dinner on the grill in a few hours, just so ya know!" Lexi comments.
"That's nice of him." Shawn says.
"He's a nice guy!" I say with a smile.
"He really is." Hazel mutters dreamily.
"Anyone wanna go swimming?" Marcia asks. "I'm starting to get hot."
"Okay!" Lexi chirps. "Let's swim!"
Our group of eight all stand up and make our way into the cool water. The guys are nervous at first, but after we girls splash them a few times they work up the courage to splash us back. Soon, we're all laughing and playing around in the water.
We keep our teasing G-rated, which is especially challenging for me. I have to resist the urge to whip out my tits and flash the guys. Still, I manage, and I even get to run my hands along Josh's bare chest as I slip by him.
"Hey, anyone hungry?" Steven's voice calls out.
I can't believe we've been playing around in the pool for so long. I look down at my fingers and realize I'm pruning. We all call back to him that we are hungry, and then we get out of the pool and towel off.
Steven cooks us burgers and chicken on the grill. He also brought out a few bags of chips for us to enjoy. He eats with us, and chats with the guys, getting to know them. The boys all thank him politely for the hospitality, and he just smiles and says they're welcome anytime.
"Well, I'll leave you guys alone." Steven says after we finish eating.
"You don't have to, Baby." Lexi replies.
"I know, but I really don't mind." Steven responds as he stands up. "I should get some work done in my office anyway."
"Well, if you're sure." Lexi sighs.
"I am." Steven answers.
Steven kisses Lexi and then waves to the rest of us before heading inside the house. We clean up our trash and hang out in the deck chairs, lounging and sipping our drinks. I've only had a couple over several hours, so I'm not even tipsy. None of us are.
"So, it seems like you boys are getting more comfortable around us." I comment before taking a sip of my wine cooler.
"I think we are." Ian says confidently while he holds Kayla in his arms.
"Yeah." Josh adds quietly.
"Are you enjoying being around five hot girls in bikinis?" Hazel asks slyly.
All three guys fall silent and blush. Kayla giggles and kisses Ian's cheek as we girls all smile and continue teasing the guys. I actually sit up and shake my chest, making my massive titties jiggle like crazy.
"What's it gonna take to make you guys more comfortable with us?" I ask seriously. "We're friends, we should be able to tease each other."
"I'm working on it." Ian admits as he leans down and kisses the top of Kayla's head.
"I-I know." Shawn admits shamefully. "It's just, we're not used to having female friends, and you're all so outgoing."
"I'm not, not really." Marcia interjects.
"Yeah, but you're still pretty confident," Shawn explains before adding with a blush, "and insanely beautiful."
"Aw, Shawn!" Marcia gushes. "Thank you!"
"It's tough to be confident around a girl when you've never even been kissed." Josh blushes crimson.
"He's right." Shawn sighs.
"Shawn, stand up." Marcia orders as she stands up herself.
"Uh, okay." Shawn says as he gets to his feet.
Marcia walks right up to the taller guy and looks him straight in the eye. We all watch in silence as Marcia grabs Shawn's face with both hands and leans up. His eyes go wide as Marcia presses her lips to his.
"Mm." Marcia moans into his mouth. We can tell her tongue is involved now.
"Holy shit!" Hazel gasps.
"You go, girl!" Lexi chirps.
"That looks like fun." Kayla comments as she leans up and presses her lips against Ian's.
"Wow." Josh mumbles as he watches Marcia and Shawn make out. Even I'm shocked by Marcia's confidence.
The two couples make out for several minutes before breaking apart at nearly the same time. Hazel, Lexi, and I all start cheering. Kayla stands up, then she and Marcia take a bow as Ian and Shawn blush bright red. Ian looks pleased with himself, Shawn just looks like he's in shock.
I glance at Josh and see he seems sad; he's sure no one is going to kiss him like that. Various thoughts and feelings race through my head as I consider the implications. Josh, the sweet, shy boy. Always ignored by everyone. Not anymore. I'm attracted to him. I want him. I nod, the decision is made.
"Josh, stand up." I state, echoing Marcia as I also rise to my feet.
The nervous boy nearly trips and falls as he rushes to his feet. He is bright red; he knows what's coming. I can see he's breathing heavily as he looks at me. Right in my eyes, not at my tits, as I approach him.
The girls all giggle and cheer as I approach Josh. When I'm standing right in front of him, I can see his eyes drop to my lips. He knows his first kiss is coming. I lean up and peck his lips once before reaching out and taking his hand.
"C'mon." I say as I lead him toward the patio door.
"W-where are we going?" Josh asks as the girls all gasp.
"You're gonna lose your virginity." I state confidently.
"Holy shit!" Hazel calls out.
"Damn, lucky Josh!" Kayla adds with a giggle.
"Blow his mind, girl!" Lexi says.
"I intend to." I reply.
Josh is too stunned to speak. He lets me lead him into the house. I shut the screen door, drowning out our friends. Then I direct Josh down the hallway and toward the guest wing. I find the first bedroom door and enter.
The room is minimal, typical of a guest bedroom. There's a full size bed in the center of the room with a bedside table beside it a desk in one corner, and that's about it. I shut the door, closing Josh and I inside. Then I turn and face him.
"A-a-are we really gonna...?" Josh asks as he looks down at his feet, too nervous to look me in the eye.
"Fuck? Yes." I state. "As long as you want to?"
"I-I-I..." Josh stammers, afraid to admit he wants me. The nervous boy is probably afraid this is some sort of a test. Adorable, but he needs to get past this.
"Josh. Calm down." I say as I reach out and place my hand beneath his cheek. I lift his head, forcing him to look at me. "Do you want me?"
"Y-yes." Josh nods after about thirty seconds of silence.
"That's all I needed to hear." I say with a smile.
I walk past Josh and stand in the center of the room. Spinning around to face him, I see he is once again facing me. Good. My eyes locked with his, I reach behind my back and untie my bikini top. I shrug it off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
His eyes go wide and his jaw drops as he takes in the sight of my massive mammary glands. I smile, knowing how impressive they are. Reaching up, I squeeze my titties and lift them up before releasing them.
"I'm sure you've seen tits before." I comment.
"N-not in person." Josh admits.
"But you have seen them before?" I ask.
"In movies and stuff..." he trails off.
"Porn?" I suggest. "No, that's okay, don't answer. You don't have to admit to it. Just tell me; do you like them?"
"I love them." Josh says sincerely as he gazes at my breasts.
"Touch me." I breathe while feeling my pussy dampen.
"W-what?" he stammers.
"Oh, for goodness sake!" I laugh as I take a few steps forward.
Grabbing Josh's hands in mine, I lift them and place them on my breasts. I can't believe it, his eyes actually get even wider as my hard nipples press into his palms. I smirk and squeeze his hands, causing them to squeeze my boobies.
"They feel so good." he gasps as lust takes over and he starts mauling my tits.
"Gentle." I admonish. "Don't grope me, caress me."
O-okay." Josh nods.
I let him play with my tits for a couple minutes before taking things further. Glancing down at his bulge, I smirk and hook my fingers into my bikini bottoms. One quick yank later, and the bottoms are around my ankles. I step out of them, leaving myself completely naked.
"Holy shit." he gasps as he looks between my legs. I'm standing, so he probably can't see much pink, but he can still see my cleanly shaven pubic mound.
"Do you already feel like you're gonna cum?" I ask, trying not to giggle.
"Kinda." Josh admits sadly. "I, uh, I don't wanna disappoint you."
"First of all, you aren't gonna disappoint me." I state firmly. "So, stop thinking like that. Second, I have a solution to your not-so-little problem."
"A solution?" he asks.
"You won't last long the first time," I acknowledge, "but you are a young guy and can get it up again really quickly. So, I'm gonna suck your cock. You can cum in my mouth. Once the easy one is out of the way, I'll get you hard again so you can lose your virginity. How's that sound?"
"Y-you're gonna use your mouth on me?" he wonders, obviously in shock that this is actually happening.
"Yes, I'm gonna give you a blowjob." I nod. "How about we kiss a little first?"
"Okay." Josh nods.
Without giving him the chance to overthink things, I grab the back of his head and smash our lips together. I feel him grip down on my boobs as I shove my tongue into his mouth. Then we're making out.
I can tell it's his first real kiss. He's not very skilled with his tongue. Still, I'm really enjoying our make out session. My fingers are entwined in his hair as my other hand grips his bicep. Soon, I'm happily moaning into his mouth.
Josh's strong fingers caress the flesh of my large breasts as we kiss. I release his bicep and reach down to cup his bulge, letting out a soft giggle when he gasps into my mouth. My skilled fingers massage his bulge as I feel him start to shudder.
"Don't cum, not yet." I whisper.
"I-I'm trying." he whimpers.
With a smirk, I release his bulge and grasp the sides of his swim trunks with both hands. I look into his eyes, asking without words if this is okay. He nods nervously, and I yank his swim trunks down to his ankles. He steps out of them slowly, and we're both completely naked.
Glancing down, I admire the penis that is currently standing tall for me. He's about average length, but probably slightly thicker than average. I lick my lips as I imagine how good this weapon is gonna feel inside of me.
"Just do whatever feels right." I say to him. "Grab my tits, hold my head, whatever you want."
Josh can only nod. My eyes never leave his as I sink to my knees on the carpeted floor. I grasp his hardness at the base and can feel it throb. Yeah, he isn't lasting long. Wanting to make sure that he gets to enjoy my mouth, I lunge forward and take him between my lips.



He lets out the most adorable gasp as his legs shake. Instinctively, his hands grip my blonde head as he thrusts his hips forward, burying another couple inches into my sucking mouth. I open wide and lunge forward, showing him what a deep throat feels like.
Josh's breathing is rapid when he feels my tongue snake out to lick his balls. Then I pull back and start bobbing my head. He's only been in my mouth for about twenty seconds, but he is already wheezing and moaning.
"Oh God, I'm gonna-!" Josh cries out.
Cum floods my mouth. I bob my head and keep sucking as my hand reaches up to massage his balls. I can feel his legs shaking as his testicles expel all of their contents into my willing mouth. Fuck, I love cum.
When Josh finishes ejaculating, I slowly pull off his dick, careful to keep his cum all in my mouth. Then I lean back and tilt my head as I gape my mouth. His jaw drops as he admires my cum-filled mouth. My eyes dance with amusement as I close my mouth and swallow. Then I show him my empty mouth.
"Mm, delicious!" I coo.
"Thank you." is all Josh can manage to say.
"My pleasure!" I giggle as I stand up and give him a hug. "You have tasty cum!"
He nervously wraps his arms around me and hugs me tight. I can feel my mammoth titties squishing against his bare chest. After thirty seconds in his arms, I pull out of his embrace and take his hand. Then I lead him over to the bed.
"A-are we gonna...?" he asks nervously.
"Have sex? Yes." I answer confidently. "But you need a few minutes to recharge, so I thought we could cuddle first."
"Okay." Josh nods.
I climb up on the bed and slowly make my way along the surface, my big tits swinging as I move. Laying down on one side, I look over at Josh and pat the spot beside me. He takes the hint and lays down on his back next to me. I throw my arm over him as I snuggle up against him. Josh wraps his arm around me, causing me to coo happily.
"Mm, this is nice." I say.
"Y-yeah, it is." Josh agrees.
"You are having fun, right?" I ask, my head resting on his chest as my fingertips run along his torso. "I know you're nervous, but that's not making this less fun, is it?"
"I'm having the time of my life." Josh replies sincerely.
"Okay, good." I smile.
"You're amazing, Ashley." Josh says as he leans over to kiss the top of my head. I can also feel his hand slowly work its way down my lower back hesitantly.
"You're not so bad yourself!" I giggle. "Oh, and you can grab my ass if you want. Go for it!"
Josh doesn't respond with words. Instead, he lowers his hand until he is cupping a handful of my tight ass. I giggle and push my butt back against his hand. He replies by giving my firm butt cheek a squeeze.
We cuddle for several minutes, me occasionally leaning in to kiss his chest as his hands lightly caress me. Eventually, my hand makes its way between his legs and I wrap my fingers around his flaccid penis. He gasps, causing me to let out a cute, little giggle.
"I like your dick." I comment as I start absentmindedly playing with his cock.
"Really?" Josh asks.
"Really." I confirm with a nod. "I want it nice and hard for me. Tell me how to get you hard."
"Touch me." he moans.
"I am touching you." I reply as I stroke him. When I reach the base, I cup his balls and massage them gently.
"It feels so good." Josh closes his eyes and tilts his head back.
"Tell me." I whisper softly as I stroke his half-hard dick. "Tell me your fantasies. I want to make you hard and throbbing for me."
"I've, um, I've always thought about your, your breasts." he says.
"Oh! You want a titty-fuck!" I exclaim excitedly. "I can do that!"
I slide down Josh's body until I'm crouched by his legs. Then I lean forward and slap my tit with his cock several times. I can feel him rapidly hardening in my hand. Next, I encourage him to spread his legs so I can kneel between them.
I suck on the tip of his cock for several seconds, getting it nice and wet. Then I move my body up so I can slap my nipple with his mushroom head. He's fully hard now, so I wrap my breasts around his cock, engulfing his entire length in warm tit-flesh.
"Oh, my God!" Josh gasps.
"Feel good, Baby?" I coo as I hold my boobies around his dick and start moving my chest up and down. "You like my big titties?"
"Fuck, I love your tits." he moans as he looks down and watches his cock disappear between my big jugs.
"That's it, Baby. Tell me you want me." I coo as I lean down and lick his tip when it reappears between my cleavage.
"I want you." Josh gasps. "I want to touch you, I want to be inside you. I want to fuck you."
"Yes!" I hiss.
I pull my tits away from Josh's cock and lay down on the bed beside him. Reaching across him, I grab his upper arm, pulling on him, encouraging him to get on top of me. Soon, he's between my spread legs, and I can feel his cock between us.
"Is this really happening?" he asks as he looks down at me.
"Believe it, Babe! It's happening!" I laugh.
Since it's Josh's first time, I know he'll have trouble finding the hole. I take pity on him and reach between us to grasp his shaft. I then direct the tip toward my opening. He moans when his mushroom head swipes through my labia.
"Okay, you're in position." I say as I release his dick, leaving it slotted at my opening. "Do it. Push inside me."
"Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!" Josh gasps as he slowly pushes his penis into my vagina.
"That's it, Baby, take me." I encourage as I rub his back.
Thirty seconds later, I feel his balls resting against my butt. He's fully inside me. I smile up at him as I clench my vaginal muscles around him, stimulating his erection. Josh gasps and places his hand on the top of my head as he shudders on top of me.
"Thank you." he whispers. "Thank you so much."
"You're welcome!" I laugh. "Now, I think it's time you fucked me."
The inexperienced boy pulls back until only the first inch is still in my twat. Then he slowly pushes back inside with a groan. I place my hands on his hips and begin to encourage him to increase his pace. Soon, he's fucking me. Josh is fucking me.
"You feel so good." he moans.
"So do you, Baby! So do you!" I gasp.
Hooking my legs around his calves, I draw him deep inside as I moan and pant. I look up at Josh and see that he is staring down at my tits, watching them bounce as I take his cock. I'm glad he's a tit man, because tits I definitely have.
Josh may be inexperienced, but lust and instinct are powerful things. Soon, he is thrusting hard and fast into my cunt. It feels so fucking good. When he grabs one of my big boobs in his hand and squeezes, I nearly lose it.
"Pinch my nipple!" I hiss.
He immediately complies, lightly pinching my hard nipple between his fingers. I gasp and arch my back. Fuck, I'm gonna cum. My body starts shaking as I wrap my arms around Josh and draw him into me with my legs.
"Are you okay?" he asks in a nervous voice.
"Yes!" I groan. "You're gonna make me cum! Oh fuck, I'm cumming! Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
"Ashley!" Josh shouts as he joins me in orgasmic bliss.
"That's it, cum in me!" I beg as I feel his cock pulsing inside me, bathing my womb with its warm offering.
Josh collapses on top of me. I let him lay there panting for several seconds before I tap his shoulder. He gets the hint and rolls off of me, landing right beside me on the bed. I snuggle up beside him, a smile of contentment on my face.
"Oh, God." Josh gasps. "I came in you! What if you're pregnant?!"
"I'm on the pill, Dummy." I giggle. "I would have made you wear a condom if I wasn't."
"Okay, good." he lets out a sigh of relief.
We cuddle for several minutes. He is much more confident now, his hands exploring my body, squeezing my bum and rubbing my shoulders while my breasts squish against his chest. I run my fingertips along his upper torso as my toes caress his calf. Eventually, I gently extricate myself from Josh's arms and hop out of bed.
"Where are you going?" he wonders.
"I have to use the little girls' room." I explain as I slip a hand between my legs to prevent myself from leaking cum. "You put a big load in me!"
"Oh, okay." Josh says.
"Be right back, Cutie." I smile as I waddle across the room.
I walk naked to the bathroom, which isn't far. Then I pee and clean up my cunt. I also find some mouthwash and gargle with it. Making my way back to the bedroom, I open the door and see Josh laying in bed, waiting for my return. I give him a cute smile before creeping across the bed and giving him a peck on the lips.
"Welcome back." Josh smiles as he reaches out and plays with a hanging tit.
"My my," I whisper, my face inches from his, "someone has found his confidence!"
"I guess so." he blushes.
"I like!" I exclaim before kissing him again.
"I'm glad." Josh says as he kisses me back and runs his fingers along my hard nipple.
"We should probably get dressed." I acknowledge with a sigh.
"Do we have to?" he whines cutely.
"Don't worry, you'll get to play with the girls again." I tease as I hold his hand to my breast.
Josh just smiles. I pull away from him and we both get out of bed. I hunt around for my bottoms and slip them on as Josh is stepping into his swim trunks. Then I find my bikini top and place it over my breasts.
"A-are you my girlfriend now?" Josh asks innocently.
"Aw, Josh!" I gush as I re-tie my top. "I wish, but not just yet."
"Why not?" he wonders, and I can see how dejected he looks.
"Because there's a lot you still don't know about me." I answer as I walk over to him and cup his face. "I want to make sure that you know before we get together."
"I know, I mean, I understand that this wasn't your first time." Josh says. "I don't care about that, or anything. Nothing wrong with having a past."
"I'm glad you feel that way." I say as I lean up and peck his lips again. "There's more to it than that, and I want to make sure you're okay with it."
"You can tell me now." he suggests.
"I would," I say with a sigh, "but I don't want to complicate things right now. I just wanted you to have a great first time. We'll get there, and I'll tell you everything. Just give me some time, okay?"
"Okay." Josh nods. I can tell he's disappointed.
"I really like you, Josh." I say as I peck his lips.
"I like you, too." he replies, smiling at last.
"Did you have a nice first time?" I ask as I take his hand.
"It was amazing." he replies. "You were amazing."
"Thank you." I smile as I lead him through the door.
Josh and I walk hand in hand, our fingers laced as we travel through the house. Eventually, we make it to the screen door leading to the patio. I open it and the two of us walk outside to various cheers and whistles. I take a bow, while Josh just stands stone still, looking mortified.
"You were in there awhile, how many times did you do it?" Lexi asks.
"How was she, Josh?" Hazel calls out.
"How was he?" Kayla asks me.
"Okay, okay!" I laugh. "Yes, we had sex. Yes, it was amazing. Let's move on!"
Josh and I return to our deck chairs and sit down. Glancing around, I see that Ian and Kayla are still cuddling, Shawn is looking embarrassed about what is happening, and Lexi and Hazel are still in their chairs. That's when I notice that Marcia has a really sour look on her face. I wonder what her problem is.
Kayla
I'm sitting on my deck chair, snuggling in Ian's arms as I think over the events of the day. Shawn's first kiss, Josh's deflowering. Now Marcia is upset with Ashley, and I think Ashley is oblivious. They'll need to have a talk soon.
The conversation picks up again now that Ashley and Josh are back. We discuss school and summer vacation, basically any topic besides sex. Despite this, I feel myself getting wet as I imagine Josh and Ashley together. I'm not ready to have intercourse with Ian, but we can still have some fun.
"Hey, Ian." I whisper so that only he can hear.
"Yeah?" he replies, holding me close.
"I'm horny." I say quietly as I run my fingers along his bicep.
"Me, too." Ian smirks.
"Wanna head to my room and fool around?" I offer as I press my bikini-clad breasts into his arm.
"Really?" he asks, his eyes wide.
I give Ian a shy smile as I run my fingertips down his chest. I stop at his stomach and pull my hand away with a naughty wink. Then I stand up and reach out for Ian. Everyone starts giggling when Ian gets to his feet and takes my hand.
"Well, I'm horny." I announce to the group. "I need to feel a hard dick in my mouth. We'll be right back!"
"Go, Kayla!" Lexi cheers and claps.
"Get it, girl, get it!" Hazel adds.
Ian is bright red as I take the lead, bringing us into the house. Soon, we're entering my bedroom. I shut the door behind us by pushing my bum into it as I look at Ian coyly. I bite my lower lip seductively as he gazes at me.
"Why did you tell everyone that?" Ian asks quietly.
"That I'm gonna suck your dick? Because you're my boyfriend and I love you!" I giggle as I reach behind my back and untie my bikini top.
"I love you, too. It was still embarrassing." he says.
"You have nothing to be embarrassed about, big guy!" I say as I discard my top so that Ian can see my big boobies. "You have a hot girlfriend who loves to get on her knees for you. Be proud!"
"I guess I still need to find my confidence." Ian smiles as he reaches out and caresses my left titty.
"You're getting there." I reply with a happy sigh, loving the feel of Ian rolling my nipple between his fingers. "In the meantime, I think I have a promise to fulfill."
With that, I drop to my knees, like a good girl. Reaching up, I grasp Ian's swim trunks in both hands and yank them down to his ankles. He steps out of them for me, and I toss them aside, leaving Ian completely naked. With a seductive grin, I reach up and grasp his erection.
"Damn, Baby!" I coo. "You're so hard! I guess that means you like me?"
"You're so beautiful." Ian whispers as he looks down at me.
"Good answer!" I giggle. I'm on my knees with my tits out, wearing nothing but bikini bottoms. Yeah, beautiful is the word.
I lift Ian's cock as I continue to stroke it and lean forward to take one of his balls between my lips. He reaches down to play with my tits while my tongue rapidly caresses his sack. Only when I feel him shudder do I pull my lips off his balls and engulf his hardness in my warm mouth.
"Oh, Kayla!" Ian gasps.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan happily around his cock.
Using all my oral skills, I proceed to give Ian the best blowjob I know how. I grip his hips as I deep throat him, making the sexiest gagging and moaning noises while drool runs freely from my lips. I lash the underside of his shaft with my tongue, I massage his balls with one hand while reaching the other between my legs to finger my pussy.
"I want you to cum in my mouth." I pull off him to say.
"I love cumming in your mouth." Ian replies, his breathing heavy.
"Mm, I bet you do, Baby." I coo before sticking out my tongue so I can slap his mushroom head against it. Then I give his dick a quick kiss before continuing my dirty talk. "Do you like having a slutty girlfriend who loves swallowing your warm, sticky cum?"
"Y-yes." Ian groans as he watches me press his cock against my face affectionately.
"Call me a slut, Ian." I beg as I stroke him. "Call me your slutty, little cocksucker!"
"I can't." he mumbles.
"Please!" I cry out as I rapidly work my pussy with my fingers. I'm rubbing myself so fast. "I wanna be a slut for you. Make me cum, Ian!"
"Y-you're a slut." Ian whispers as he looks down at me.
"Yes!" I hiss. I'm on my knees with a cock in my hand as I finger my pussy. I'm so slutty, fuck! I stroke Ian rapidly, loving the feel of his shaft sliding through my fingers. "Keep going, I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum for you."
"You're my slutty, little cocksucker, Kayla!" he gasps out, finally finding his courage as lust takes over.
"Oh God, yes! I'm cumming! I'm your slut! Fuck!" I screech as I cum on my fingers.
As I continue to rub myself, my pussy convulsing, I lunge forward and engulf half of Ian's cock in one, quick motion. Then I start bobbing my head as fast as I can, my cheeks caving in as I suck hard. I cum again as I push two fingers up my cunt.
"Your mouth feels so good, Kayla!" Ian groans as he buries both of his hands in my raven hair. "Your slutty mouth."
"Mm!" I groan around his cock as I cum for a third time. This boy is learning.
"Kayla!" he hisses, warning me of his impending climax.
I massage his balls again as I bob my head, willing him to spurt into my mouth. Spurt, he does. Ian's legs shake as ropes of semen jet into my mouth, one after another, making me gag and drool. My eyes start to water, and I close them as I swallow hard, drinking down Ian's load.
He releases my head with a shudder, breathing heavily as he gasps for air. I smile around his softening cock before slowly pulling my mouth off of him. Caressing his bare thigh, I smile up at him as I pull my other hand out of my panties.
"I swallowed." I say with a wink. "Like a good girl!"
"You're a very good girl." Ian gasps out.
"Aw, thanks!" I breathe. "And I loved when you called me a slut. I love being your slut!"
"I never thought I'd call a girl something like that," he admits, "but it was really hot. Especially when you came."
"I'm glad you enjoyed, big guy." I say as I stand up.
Taking Ian's hand, I lead him over to the bed. We climb up on my bed and he draws me into his arms. I coo happily as I trace shapes on his chest. For several minutes, we lay here, completely content and in love. That's when I decide to take things further. I roll onto my back and hook my thumbs into my bikini bottoms.
"W-what are you doing?" Ian asks.
"Getting naked." I state simply as I lift my bum and slide my bottoms off.
"Oh." is all Ian can manage to say as I fling my bottoms into the corner of the room.
"I'm gonna teach you how to eat pussy." I announce as I lay there in my birthday suit.
"You are?" he asks with wide eyes.
"Yes." I confirm with a nod. "Get between my legs."
Ian nervously sits up and knee-walks down the bed. I spread my legs wide, and he freezes for a moment as my vulva comes into view. Smirking, I crook my finger at him, indicating for him to come closer. Eventually, he does, and Ian is kneeling between my legs, his face inches from my wet, waiting cunt.
"Wow." he breathes as he takes in the sight of my pussy.
"It's okay, just relax." I coach. "Feel free to take a minute and examine me. It's your first time seeing a pussy up close."
"Okay." Ian nods.
He looks at me without touching, admiring my gash and cleanly shaven pubic mound. I love the way I'm completely exposed to this man; I can feel my pussy flowering open in arousal. Reaching down, I use two fingers to spread my labia.
"The little folds are my labia." I explain. "I'm spreading them open so you can see inside me."
"Amazing." he says weakly.
"Thank you. Do you see this little nub right here?" I ask as I place the tip of my finger just above my clit.
"I think so." Ian replies.
"That's my clitoris, or my clit." I say, continuing Ian's lesson on female anatomy. "You're heard of it, right?"
"Yes, I have." he answers.
"Good." I say. "It's really, really sensitive. It has twice as many nerves as your penis. Stimulating it will feel really good for me, but you need to be careful not to go too hard. So, when eating me out, you'll use your tongue to get me nice and wet. You can stick your tongue in me, lick and suck on my clit, and even stick your fingers inside me."
"I hope I can make you feel good." Ian says sincerely.
"I'm sure you will." I smile, still keeping my labia spread so Ian can see my pink interior. "Now, it can be hard to know exactly what I want you to do, that's why you have to pay careful attention. Listen to my moans, if they get more intense, you should keep doing what you're doing. I'll tell you how to please me, just not explicitly. Make sense?"



"Yes." he responds.
"I'm not being condescending, am I?" I ask. "I'm just not sure what you know."
"No, you're not. This is helpful." Ian says. "I knew about your clit, but I've never seen one up close, and I hear guys have a hard time finding it."
"They can, yes!" I laugh. "Okay, ready to try out cunnilingus?"
"Yes! I am." he says excitedly.
"Good, glad you're more excited than nervous." I giggle. I pull my hand away from my pussy and grab my legs behind the knee. Pulling my legs back, I spread myself wide. "Start eating!"
Ian reaches forward and runs his fingers along my slit, making me shiver. I really want him to lick me, but this is is first up close experience with a pussy, so I'm patient. My boyfriend pushes his fingers in and out of me a couple of times before rubbing my clit. It feels so fucking good. Eventually, he leans in and plants a soft kiss on my vulva.
"Mm, how do I taste?" I ask coyly.
"Delicious." Ian whispers.
Gripping my upper thighs in both hands, Ian leans in and takes one long lick of my slit, pushing his tongue between my labia as he does so. My eyes roll back as I involuntarily moan his name. Hearing me say his name seems to spur him on, and he finally starts going down on me with enthusiasm.
"That's it! Eat me, eat me!" I beg loudly.
I release my legs, letting them fall onto the comforter as I bury my hands in Ian's hair. I make sure to moan and pant extra loud whenever Ian does something I'll like. The boy is observant, and pays attention to my clues. His tongue feels so good when it circles my clit.
Ian eventually lets go of my thighs and brings his hands into the mix. He reaches up with one hand and grabs my tit. I arch my back, pressing my breast into his palm, letting him know that I love it. He uses his other hand to push two fingers up my cunt so that he can finger me while sucking on my clit. Ian is a natural!
"Oh, Ian!" I gasp as I push his head into my crotch. "You're gonna make me cum, you're gonna make me cum! Oh, God! Oh, fuck!"
Ian rapidly flicks my clit with his tongue as he saws two fingers in and out of me. The fingers of his other hand pinch my nipple. That's it. I explode. I shriek as my body tenses before shuddering several times, each shudder corresponding with a pulse in my pussy that sends tiny electric shocks throughout my entire body.
"Ian! I'm cumming! IAN!" I scream as I lift my legs, my toes curling.
My body gives one last shudder before going still. I release his head as I collapse back against the pillow, my dark hair haloed about my head. Ian pulls his fingers out of my sopping cunt before giving my vulva one last affectionate kiss. Only then does he lay down beside me and draw me into his warm embrace.
"I liked hearing you say my name." Ian admits with a blush.
"Mm, I bet you did, big guy." I giggle as I reach across his body and grip his bicep.
"Was I good?" he asks nervously.
"Very good." I nod against his chest. "I came hard."
"I'm glad." Ian says as he brushes a lock of raven hair back behind my ear.
We cuddle for a little while before deciding to dress. I make a show of bending over and showing Ian my bare bottom as I pick up my bikini. When we're dressed, we make our way back outside and join the others.
"Has another virgin been deflowered?" Lexi asks.
"None of your business, Lexi!" I shout as Ian and I get back into position on our deck chair.
"That's a 'no'!" Hazel laughs.
"Not yet. He'll get me soon, I'm sure." I giggle. Ian just blushes and holds me tight.
"Hope you had fun?" Ashley asks.
"I had a great time." I coo happily.
"How about you, Ian?" Lexi inquires.
"It was amazing." Ian confidently says, surprising all of us.
The girls all cheer, even Marcia. Though she still looks upset. Shawn and Josh just grin and give Ian a thumbs up. Then we get back to chatting, and do so until it's starting to get dark. That's when Shawn reluctantly stands up.
"We should probably get going." Shawn sighs.
"We did promise our parents we'd be home early." Ian agrees.
"I wish the day didn't have to end." Josh adds.
"Of course you do, you got pussy!" Ashley reminds him.
"And he got to play with a massive pair of titties." Lexi interjects.
"That, too." Ashley nods.
The guys decide all head inside and change out of their swim trunks. We girls then walk them to the foyer, where we say goodbye. I kiss Ian, Ashley kisses Josh, and Marcia kisses Shawn. Then the guys say one last goodbye before walking out the massive front doors and going to Shawn's car so he can drive everyone home.
"What the fuck, Ashley?" Marcia places her hands on her hips as she stares down the stacked blonde.
"What?" Ashley asks innocently.
"Why did you fuck Josh?!" Marcia shrieks.
"Okay, not here." Ashley hisses as she glances at the butler, who is pretending not to hear anything. Good thing he's off duty in a couple minutes.
"Let's go inside and chat." I suggest.
"Fine." Marcia huffs.
The five of us walk to the main living room in our bikinis. Then we strip down and start dressing in front of each other. Marcia is still throwing angry glances at Ashley as we put our clothes back on.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Ashley asks once we're fully dressed.
"Why did you fuck Josh?" Marcia repeats.
"Because I wanted to?" Ashley suggests. "Why is that a problem."
"It's kind of obvious, Ashley." Lexi says.
"It really is." I agree.
"Really? Hazel?" Ashley asks.
"No comment." Hazel winces.
"It took a lot for me to work up the courage to kiss Shawn, and you just had to outdo me!" Marcia throws up her arms in disgust.
"Oh, now I get it." Ashley says, comprehension dawning in her eyes.
"Yeah, now you get it." Marcia rolls her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Marcia!" Ashley says as she opens her arms for a hug. "I didn't even think about it like that."
"Of course you didn't." Marcia turns her body away from the hug.
"Marcia, I'm sure Ashley wasn't trying to outdo you." I say.
"Yeah, she just wanted to make Josh's first time special." Hazel adds.
"I really am sorry." Ashley states, her hands gripping Marcia's shoulder. "I'm really attracted to Josh, and I just wanted to help him open up to us. I wanted him to have a great first time."
"You could have just kissed him." Marcia says. "Why did you have to one up me?"
"I didn't mean to. I just, I kept thinking about how attracted I am to him. I really, really wanted to have sex with him." Ashley explains. "I didn't mean to make things tough on you."
"Shawn is probably wondering why I didn't take him into a room and fuck him." Marcia says, tears forming in her eyes. "I'm just not ready!"
Shawn is a good guy, I'm sure he isn't upset." Lexi reasons as she reaches out to brush Marcia's hair back out of her face.
"Yeah, he definitely wants to fuck you, but he's not the kind of guy to get pissed about something like that." Hazel adds.
"Everything will be fine between you two." I insist.
"I just, I just was so happy to do something so brave and outgoing. Then confident Ashley comes along and outdoes me." Marcia mumbles.
"Oh, Marcia!" Ashley cries out as she squeezes Marcia's shoulders.
This time, Marcia turns and allows herself to be hugged by Ashley. Marcia buries her face in Ashley's shoulder as the blonde rubs the shorter girl's back. Soon, they break apart and peck each others lips.
"Are we okay?" Ashley asks nervously.
"We're okay." Marcia nods as she wipes away her tears. "Just don't outdo me again."
"So, no bending over in front of all of you and having Josh shove it up my butt?" Ashley asks with a giggle.
"Definitely not." Marcia smirks.
"Still Slut-sisters?" Ashley asks.
"Forever." Marcia nods.
"And ever!" Hazel adds.
The five of us all hug each other. We exchange soft kisses as we rub each others backs and make promises to always stay together, no matter what. No guys will ever come between us. Slut-sisters forever.
Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia soon decide it's time to be heading home. Lexi and I kiss the girls goodbye and they head out. Not long after, Daddy walks into the main living room and greets Lexi and I as we cuddle on the couch.
"How was your day, girls?" Daddy asks.
"Great!" Lexi chirps.
"It was good." I answer. "There was a little bit of drama, but everything worked out."
"Oh, what kind of drama?" Daddy asks as he sits on the couch between us so Lexi and I can both snuggle up to him.
"We called the guys on being so shy around us." Lexi begins.
"Josh and Shawn said it's hard to be confident around pretty girls when you've never even been kissed." I continue.
"So, Marcia bravely kissed Shawn on the lips to give him his first kiss." Lexi concludes.
"Okay, then what?" Daddy asks as he caresses both of our shoulders.
"Ashley dragged Josh into a guest room and took his virginity." I answer.
"Oh, wow! Lucky guy!" Daddy exclaims.
"Indeed." Lexi nods. "Marcia was upset that Ashley had to one up her."
"I understand." he nods. "Marcia is so quiet, standing in front of everyone and kissing Shawn must have been a big deal for her."
"Yeah, then Ashley did something even more intense." I say.
"Did the girls talk it out?" Daddy asks.
"Yeah, everyone is fine." I reply.
"Good. You girls have a very special friendship." he comments.
"Yeah, we do." I say as I happily snuggle with my father.
"Don't forget to tell him what you did, Kayla!" Lexi giggles.
"What did you do, Honey?" Daddy asks.
"Um, well, I got horny so I brought Ian into my room." I admit with a blush. "I sucked his dick and gave him a female anatomy lesson so he could eat me out."
"I guess we're past me saying that there are things I don't need to know?" he inquires.
"I think so." I smirk.
"Okay then." Daddy laughs. "Are you still going over there tomorrow?"
"Yeah." I confirm. "We're gonna have lunch and then hang out for a little while. I'll be back for dinner."
"Sounds good." he says. "I hope you have fun."
"Thanks!" I exclaim. "What are you and Lexi gonna do?"
"Nicole is coming over again." Lexi answers.
"We also talked about starting a weekly game night on Sundays. The four of us could have dinner and then play some board games." Daddy tells me.
"I love that." I whisper as I lightly caress Daddy's thigh with my soft fingertips.
"Good." he answers.
"Ready for bed, Baby?" Lexi inquires.
"Horny, Lexi?" I ask.
"Always." the redhead giggles.
"Before you go," I say, "I have a craving for Daddy cum."
"Oh yeah?" Daddy asks nervously.
"Don't worry, I'm not gonna suck you off." I laugh. "I was hoping Lexi could blow you, then she and I can swap cum."
"Works for me!" Lexi chirps as she grabs at Daddy's lounge pants.
Daddy looks like he wants to say something, but he just lets out a breath and allows Lexi to free his cock. Fuck, he's huge. His dick is just perfect. Long and thick. I wanna touch it. Lexi and I are on either side of him on the couch. I could be the one to lean over and take him into my warm, wet mouth.
I bite my lower lip as I prepare to swoop in and give my dad a blowjob. Before I can work up the courage, however, Lexi lowers her head and slurps Daddy between her lips. He groans and places a hand on top of her head, encouraging her to suck him. Fuck. So close.
"Fuck, Lexi. I love your mouth." Daddy groans as he grips a fistful of Lexi's auburn hair.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" is Lexi's only reply.
For several minutes, Lexi bobs her head up and down in Daddy's lap. He leans his head back and relaxes as he enjoys his girlfriend's oral ministrations. I know Lexi sucks dick better than I do, but I also know that I can make Daddy cum.
"Do you like the way she sucks your dick, Daddy?" I coo.
"Fuck, yes!" he moans.
"Close your eyes." I instruct.
"Okay." Daddy says as he complies, shutting his eyes.
"It's not Lexi." I whisper. "It's me. It's my mouth moving up and down, taking your big dick."
"Oh, God!" he gasps.
"That's it, Daddy." I coo. "Your baby girl is sucking your dick. Your hand is on her head as you fuck her face, as you use her little mouth."
"Kayla!" Daddy cries out. "If you keep this up I'll cum!"
"I want you to cum, Daddy." I say. "Your daughter wants to swallow all of your hot cum. Cum in my mouth. Fill my slutty mouth, Daddy."
"Ah, cumming!" he groans as he ejaculates in Lexi's mouth.
"That's it, Daddy." I whisper as I caress his upper arm.
Lexi stays down on Daddy until he finishes cumming in her mouth. Then she lifts off of him. I lean across Daddy's chest and capture Lexi's lips. She then surprises me by snowballing Daddy's entire load onto my waiting tongue. I happily swallow every drop. Like a good girl.
"Your daughter swallows." Lexi giggles.
"Yes, she does!" I confirm.
"Holy shit." he gasps weakly.
Daddy puts his cock away, and we cuddle for a little while longer. Then we decide it really is time for bed. Lexi and Daddy run into their bedroom, ripping each others clothes off as they shut the door. I just shake my head into my room.
Stripping down to my panties, I climb into bed. I practice meditation for a little while before taking out my phone and texting with Ian. He's laying in bed as well. Eventually, we wish each other goodnight and go to sleep.
I wake up Sunday morning and go through my morning routine. I text the girls and Ian a good morning before throwing on a robe and heading downstairs. Wiping the sleep from my eyes, I enter the dining room.
"Morning, Kayla!" Lexi chirps.
"Good morning, Honey." Daddy adds.
"Morning." I reply as I sit down and serve myself breakfast.
"How'd you sleep?" he asks.
"Good." I answer. "No bad dreams."
"What about gang bang dreams?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"None of those either." I answer with an eye roll.
"You're going to Ian's for lunch?" Daddy asks.
"Yes." I confirm with a nod. "I'm nervous."
"Oh, why?" Lexi inquires.
"I have to tell him that I cheated on him." I mumble.
"You cheated on Ian?" Daddy asks.
"Yeah, with you, Dummy." I answer. "We made out. I swallowed your cum. That's cheating."
"I suppose it is..." he admits with a sigh. "I'm sorry, Kayla. Maybe I should have stopped things."
"No, you shouldn't have." Lexi states firmly. "You and Kayla have a very special relationship. You didn't do anything wrong."
"Ian might disagree." I interject.
"He'll get over it." Lexi insists.
"Or he'll dump me." I say sadly.
"Only one way to find out, Kayla." Daddy says. "He, uh, he won't tell anyone about us making out, right? People wouldn't understand."
"Fuck 'em." Lexi shrugs.
"He won't tell. Even if he dumps me, he won't tell." I answer, ignoring Lexi.
"Okay, good." he lets out a sigh.
Our conversation continues as we eat breakfast. Lexi and Daddy do a good job of distracting me from my worries about Ian. I tease Daddy about fucking both hot, redheaded sisters and hope he has a fun afternoon. Lexi giggles and assures us he will.
After breakfast, we head to the main living room and relax. We put on a movie and snuggle on the couch together. It isn't long before it's time for me to head to Ian's. I kiss Lexi and Daddy goodbye before hopping in my car and starting the drive.
"Hi, Kayla!" Susan exclaims when she answers the door.
"Hello, Susan." I say politely.
"It's so good to see you again." the older woman says as she surprises me by giving me another tight hug.
"You, too!" I reply as I hug her back. I guess this is how she and I greet each other now. I'm okay with it.
"Please, come in!" Susan says when she releases me.
"Thank you." I respond as Susan leads me into the house.
Ian and Ian Sr. are sitting on the living room couch and watching television. Ian stands up to greet me, giving me a tight hug and a chaste kiss on the cheek. Then we all sit down in the living room and relax for a little while.
"Welcome back, Kayla." Ian Sr. says.
"Thank you." I say politely.
"We thought it would be fun to go out to lunch, just the four of us." Susan explains.
"Oh, that sounds nice." I smile.
The four of us chat for a little while longer before it's time to head to lunch. We pile into Ian Sr.'s car and he drives us to a nearby restaurant. I chat with Ian and his parents as we enjoy a nice lunch. Ian orders a burger, and I have a sandwich.
His parents ask if we're excited about prom, and we assure them we are. We discuss graduation as well. They comment on how nice it is that my dad is doing so much for us regarding prom. I agree that Daddy is an amazing guy.
When the check comes, I take out my purse, but Ian Sr. stops me. He insists on paying for all of us. I tell him he doesn't have to, but he tells me my money is no good here. I smile politely and thank him for lunch.
After the meal, Ian Sr. drives us back to their house. We watch a family friendly movie in their living room. Ian and I even get to sit next to each other. For such strict parents, it's a big deal! Then when the movie ends, his parents let us hang out in Ian's room. Door open, of course.
"It was so nice of your parents to pay for lunch. They didn't have to do that!" I say as I sit beside Ian on his bed.
"They really like you." Ian replies. "Mom assured Dad that the fight wasn't your fault."
"Good, I'm glad." I reply.
"Mom is especially protective of you. She asks every day how you're doing." he explains.
"I'm doing very well." I assure him.
"Good." Ian says as he leans over to kiss me.
I kiss him back. As his tongue slips into my mouth, I can't help but think about Daddy. Fuck, I have to tell him. I can't just keep pushing this off. He needs to know, otherwise things will just end up spinning more out of control.
"Wait, Ian." I say, breaking the kiss.
"What's wrong?" he asks. "Worried about my parents catching us kissing?"
"No, not that. Well, yes, actually, I am worried about that. It's not why I stopped you though." I explain.
"Then why?" Ian wonders.
"I need to tell you something." I state.
"Whatever it is, I'm here for you." he assures me as he places a hand on my knee. Fuck, why does he have to be so sweet right now?
"Daddy hired a PI to try and get Keith off the streets." I begin.
"Really? That's great!" Ian exclaims.
"Yeah, it is." I sigh.
"So, what's the problem?" he asks.
"The PI is the reason the drug sniffing dogs showed up at school." I continue. "He convinced the police that there was a drug dealer at the school."
"Did they find anything?" Ian inquires.
"I don't know." I say, shaking my head. "But the night before, when I found out that there's been a development, I was so emotional and felt so loved by my dad, that I kissed him."
"So? You kiss him all the time." he says slowly.
"It wasn't a father-daughter kiss. We made out." I admit.
W-what?" Ian asks as he lifts his hand from my knee and looks at me in confusion.
"I made out with my father." I say. "A-and, we didn't have sex or anything, but I watched him fuck Lexi. Then when she took his cum in her mouth, we swapped it."
"You swallowed your dad's cum?" he repeats, horror on his face.
"Yeah, I did." I confirm. "B-but, he's my father! It's not like he can steal me from you. I love you, Ian. I want to be with you."
"Do you want to continue with your father?" Ian wonders.
"Yes." I admit, tears forming in my eyes.
"I think you should leave." he states firmly.
"Y-you're breaking up with me?" I stammer as tears begin running down my cheeks.
"I don't know." Ian sighs. "I need to think about this."
"You aren't gonna tell anyone, are you?" I ask.
"Of course not. I wouldn't do that to you." Ian says. "I just need some time. Please, go..."
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Steven
Kayla heads out for her Sunday lunch with Ian and his parents, leaving Lexi and I alone in the big house. We don't even have the butler and housekeeper to keep us company, since it's a Sunday. I soon find myself in the main living room, cuddling on the couch with my girlfriend as we watch television.
"Can I ask you something?" Lexi inquires at one point.
"Sure, anything." I reply.
"I meant to ask you last night, but then your cock was in my mouth." she grins.
"Then in your pussy, then in your ass." I nod.
"So, it's your fault this didn't come up earlier!" Lexi admonishes.
"Uh, I believe the words 'Shove it up my slutty asshole' came out of your mouth." I counter as I hold Lexi close.
"Oh yeah, I may have said that." Lexi giggles as she snuggles up with me.
"Anyway, what did you want to ask?" I wonder.
"Are you okay with everything that is going on?" she asks.
"Could you be a little more specific?" I laugh.
"The girls are getting involved with guys." Lexi explains. "Marcia kissed Shawn, Ashley got railed by Josh."
"You could have just said they had sex, you didn't need to say 'got railed by'." I shake my head.
"Same thing." Lexi shrugs. "And don't change the subject. Are you okay with it?"
"Well, I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little jealous." I admit with a sigh. "I love Marcia and Ashley, and if they get into relationships, I'll definitely miss being with them."
"You mean you'll miss Ashley's big tits and Marcia's tight pussy?" she suggests as she wiggles against me.
"Something like that." I acknowledge.
"Are you gonna be okay?" Lexi asks, turning serious for the first time.
"Yes." I nod. "I want the girls to be happy. I care about that more."
"They could be happy with us." she insists.
"Is this about your idea of us all being in a relationship together?" I ask.
"Well, yeah!" Lexi exclaims. "I mean, I don't want to ever stop making love with my Slut-sisters."
"You don't have to!" I say. "I thought you girls agreed that you'd never let a guy come between you?"
"Yeah, we did." she sighs. "Then Marcia got pissed at Ashley about outdoing her. I know that worked out in the end, but it still worried me. It's easy to say we won't let a guy come between us, but what happens when Josh or Shawn isn't okay with we girls fucking? Or whoever Hazel ends up dating? We got lucky with Ian."
"Which is why you want a big group relationship." I nod in understanding. "You have me to satisfy the girls' need for cock, and I won't interfere in your lesbian activities."
"Exactly." she confirms.
"Lexi," I begin, "it isn't just about their need for cock. There's a need for intimacy, for companionship."
"They can have that with us!" the redhead insists.
"Not a lot of people can truly handle a poly relationship long term." I reason. "Ashley and Marcia have guys they like, and Hazel is enjoying being single. That may change, but I'm sure that the bond the five of you share won't."
"I'm scared." Lexi says in a small voice. "I don't wanna be alone again."
"Listen to me." I state firmly as I look down at the gorgeous girl. "You will never be alone again. You have me. You have Kayla, Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia. You even have Nicole now, too. You aren't alone."
"Promise?" she asks.
"I promise." I whisper as I hold her close.
"I just wish things could stay the same. Slut-sisters with one cock." Lexi sighs.
"Things are always changing. What will stay the same is your bond with the girls, and our love." I insist.
"Thank you, Steven." she says.
"You're welcome." I reply.
Lexi leans up and presses her lips against mine. I smile into our kiss as I bury a hand in her sweet smelling auburn hair. My hand finds her breast, and I massage the firm mound from outside her shirt as Lexi moans into my mouth. Just as she starts rubbing my bulge, her phone goes off.
"Shit, that's probably Nicole." she murmurs, breaking our kiss.
"Your sister has terrible timing." I groan.
"Yup, it's Nicole!" Lexi chirps, ignoring my statement. "She's here."
"Just when things were getting good." I lament.
"Oh, don't be a baby." she rolls her eyes. "Soon, you'll have two gorgeous redheaded sisters begging for your cock."
"You don't know that." I counter with a smirk. "That could have been a one time thing."
"It wasn't. I'm sure of it." Lexi insists.
"Good!" I grin.
I walk through the house with Lexi, holding her hand tightly. Soon, we make our way to the foyer and throw open the doors. Standing in the doorway, looking as beautiful as ever in her usual jeans and tight top, is Nicole.
"Hey, sis!" Lexi exclaims as she releases my hand to hug Nicole.
"Hi, Lexi." Nicole giggles while hugging her baby sister. "Hey, Steven."
"Nicole. Good to see you." I say charmingly.
"Kayla out again?" Nicole asks.
"Yeah," Lexi answers, "she's having lunch with her boyfriend and his parents."
"She'll be back later for dinner and our game night." I assure Nicole.
We exchange a few more pleasantries before showing Nicole inside and leading her to the main living room. I turn on the television and sit in the center of the couch. Lexi curls up beside me, beneath my left arm. To my surprise, Nicole sits to my right and kicks off her flip flops. The stunning woman then wraps an arm around me as nestles in the crook of my arm. Lexi might be right.
"This is cozy." Nicole comments happily.
"He's amazing at cuddling, isn't he?" Lexi asks in a contented voice.
"He really is." Nicole agrees. "You're a lucky girl."
"Well, you are welcome to cuddle with us anytime." I say.
"You really mean that?" Nicole asks as she lifts her head to look at me. Her green eyes are glowing with happiness as she brushes a lock of auburn hair back behind her ear.
"I do." I assure her with a nod.
"Thank you." Nicole whispers, her eyes closing as she leans forward.
I close my eyes as well, just as our lips meet. Then Nicole and I are kissing softly. I pull my arm away from Lexi and lightly cup Nicole's lightly-freckled face as she grips my bicep. Our tongues dance for at least a minute before Nicole pulls back an inch.
"I want you." Nicole husks.
"Why me?" I reply sincerely. I really am curious.
"Uh, because you're a great guy and amazing in the sack?" Lexi suggests.
"I'm serious." I say, still looking into Nicole's green eyes. "Why me? You could have any guy you wanted for your first time, why did you choose me? Your baby sister's boyfriend."
"That's a fair question." Nicole says as she sits back and thinks about it. "I'm not even sure where to begin."
"How about at the beginning?" I suggest.
"Did you know that Kyle tried calling the cops on you?" Nicole asks, seemingly at random.
"Okay...?" I question, wondering what this has to do with anything.
"What? What for? He didn't do anything!" Lexi exclaims.
"That's what the police told Kyle!" Nicole rolls her eyes. "They told him you were eighteen, Lexi, and legally free to decide who to be with. Still, Kyle was convinced Steven was a predator, and honestly, I kind of was too."
"Well, I'm glad you don't think that anymore." I say.
"Me, too." Nicole smiles. "Anyway, once I came around here and saw all the love you have for Lexi and your daughter, I started to understand. Then I realized how shitty of a sister I've been. I owe you an apology Lexi."
"What for?" Lexi asks.
"When you were getting raped and passed around, where was I? Off living my own life and forgetting you exist. Steven saved you. It should have been Kyle and I, but it was Steven." Nicole explains.
"It's not your fault, Nicole. It's Keith's." Lexi states firmly.
"I know, Keith is the one to blame. I still can't help but feel guilty. I refuse to speak to our parents until they let you back into their lives." Nicole says. "Kyle still talks to them, he told them everything about you and Steven. Everything he knows, anyway. They want nothing to do with you, Lexi. So, they've lost me too."
"Oh, Nicole!" Lexi exclaims. "You don't have to do that!"
"Yes, I do." Nicole nods. "And as for why I chose to give Steven my virginity, I guess I saw how happy he made you, and I realized that no one had ever made me so happy. I started to get quite the crush! I guess this showed me he's a great guy."
"Thank you." I whisper.
"He is a great guy." Lexi adds with a smile.
"Anyway, I don't know." Nicole shrugs helplessly. "I've wanted to give it up for awhile now, but could never find a guy who got my motor running, and was safe. Steven was the first. So, he got to be the first. And right now, I'm hoping, the second."
"I'd be honored." I say sincerely.
"Before we fuck, can I try sucking you?" Nicole asks eagerly.
"Sure!" I say. A hot redhead wants to blow me, of course I'm saying yes. "You've given blowjobs before, haven't you?"
"Yes." Nicole nods. "But it's been about four years, and never to a cock as big as yours. I hope I can get you in my little mouth!"
"It's worth it to force him in." Lexi interjects. "I love feeling that monster throbbing in my throat."
"I've never tried to deep throat before." Nicole comments. "Well, no time like the present!"
With that, Nicole gets off the couch and drops to her knees between my legs. I lift my butt to help her slide my shorts and boxer briefs down, freeing my erection. Lexi stays in her spot at my side as Nicole takes my hard dick in her tiny hand and starts stroking it.
"Fuck, I love this cock!" she coos as she looks at my penis in wonder.
"It is an amazing piece of meat." Lexi agrees with a nod. "And it's all mine!"
"Care to share with your big sis?" Nicole asks, looking at Lexi as she strokes me.
"Suck that dick, Nicole!" Lexi shouts.
"Mm, with pleasure." Nicole purrs.
Then I'm in her mouth. Nicole only has the tip and the first inch between her lips, but holy shit, this feels fantastic. I think it's the knowledge that it's Nicole sucking me that has me extra turned on. I reach down and bury my hands in her auburn hair while Nicole's cheeks cave in as she starts sucking.
I can definitely tell that Nicole is inexperienced. Hell, I think even quiet Marcia is a more practiced cocksucker. Still, Nicole definitely makes up for her lack of experience with enthusiasm. She rests her hands on my thighs as she bobs her head on the first few inches of my shaft, moaning around me.
"Don't just suck, use your tongue as well." Lexi instructs as she watches the top of Nicole's bobbing head. I can feel Lexi's fingertips caressing my bicep as her big sister blows me. "The underside of the shaft is really sensitive."
"Fuck, Nicole!" I gasp out when she follows Lexi's instructions and licks me.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Nicole moans as her lips stretch wide around me.
I lean my head back against the couch and groan. Nicole tries to take me deep, but gags and is forced to back away. I don't mind, this is still one incredible blowjob. I don't guide her motions with my hands, instead I just grip the top of her head tightly, reminding her of how good she's making me feel.
"Don't ignore the balls." Lexi says at one point. "And remember, be gentle with them."
Nicole takes a hand off my thigh and reaches between my legs. I let out a breath when her soft hand finds my balls. Soon, she's lightly massaging my sack with her fingers. I can feel myself leaking pre-cum into her mouth.
Lexi doesn't interfere directly with Nicole's blowjob, but the younger sister does lean over and start kissing my neck. I lift my head to give her easier access to my throat. Lexi's soft lips trail along my skin as Nicole's soft lips glide along my shaft.
"He's getting close, Nicole. Get ready for it." Lexi warns when she feels me tense up. My girlfriend looks up and can see it in my face. I'm gonna cum.
"Nicole!" I gasp, my orgasm imminent.
Nicole just bares down, sucking harder as the sexiest moaning and slurping noises escape her lips. I grip her head tightly as my hips buck. My balls contract as my shaft pulses, spitting out wave after wave of hot semen into Nicole's warm, willing mouth.
Lexi's inexperienced older sister lets out an adorable squeaking noise as she feels cum coating her tonsils. I feel her throat undulate, and know she's swallowing each spurt as it enters her mouth. It isn't long before the last drops trickle out.
Nicole pulls off of me with a slurp. She falls backward, catching herself with her hands. The stunning redhead is breathing heavily, and there is a small river of cum running down her chin. Her tongue snakes out to lap it up. Then Nicole gives one final swallow.
"Now, that's how you give a blowjob." Lexi nods approvingly.
"That was fucking amazing." I whisper as I gasp for breath.
"Thank you." Nicole blushes as she brushes her long hair back.
"Didn't save any cum for me?" Lexi pouts.
"Sorry, Slut!" Nicole laughs from her spot on the floor.
Lexi blows a raspberry as I put my penis back in my shorts. Then Nicole joins Lexi and I on the couch again. We're immediately back to cuddling and watching television. Two gorgeous redheaded sisters who both want my cock; yeah, life is good.
"I'm proud of you, sis!" Lexi says about ten minutes later.
"She is amazing." I agree. Looking down, I can see that Lexi and Nicole are holding hands, their entwined fingers are resting in my lap.
"I really did okay?" Nicole asks.
"Better than okay!" I exclaim.
"But, I couldn't deep throat you!" Nicole whines.
"You'll get the hang of it." Lexi assures her sister. "It just takes practice to learn how to really relax your throat muscles."
"I'm happy to be a practice dummy!" I interject.
"Of course you are." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Works for me!" Nicole chirps.
"You two are definitely sisters." I say with a chuckle.
"Are you sure?" Lexi asks mischievously. "I'm thinking of doing some very not-sisterly things to Nicole right about now."
"Oh yeah?" Nicole asks with fake innocence. "What kind of things?"
"How about we take this party to the bedroom so you can find out?" Lexi suggests.
"I think I'm okay with that." Nicole whispers as she leans across my chest.
"Good." Lexi whispers back.
The sisters meet in a soft kiss, with me sitting between them. I smile down as I watch them softly peck each others lips. It doesn't look like they're using tongue; it's a light, romantic kiss. One full of love.
"We should head upstairs." Nicole husks.
"My thoughts exactly." Lexi nods.
Both girls stand up and offer me a hand. I walk between them, holding each one by the hand as we head to the master bedroom. Lexi puts on some music as I shut the door. Nicole smiles shyly as she watches us.
"C'mere, big sis." Lexi says, holding out both her hands.
Nicole smiles and reaches out both hands to take Lexi's. Then the two girls are kissing again, this time with much greater passion. I watch as they fall into bed. Lexi is on top, her hand cupping Nicole's face as Nicole grabs Lexi's butt cheeks with both hands.
I feel myself starting to get hard again when Lexi sits up and whips off her shirt. My girlfriend then reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Once she's topless, Lexi reaches down and starts pushing Nicole's shirt up her body.
Nicole sits up to help, their lips once again meeting as Nicole and Lexi work the shirt up Nicole's torso. The kiss breaks so Nicole can discard her shirt. Seconds later, Nicole's bra is gone and both sisters are completely topless. Lexi is laying on top, squishing their bare breasts together as they make out.
I quickly take off my shirt and drop my shorts, leaving myself fully naked as I step out of my shorts and boxer briefs. In the meantime, Lexi is pulling Nicole's jeans down. I smile when I see Nicole's cute panties. However, moments later, they're gone too.
Once again, I get a look at Nicole's nude frame. She's fucking perfect. Long, red hair, endless legs, and a flat stomach. Her breasts are slightly larger than Lexi's, with light pink nipples. I love the bright red pubic hair between her legs, right above a beautiful, pink pussy.
"Eat me out, little sister." Nicole coos as she pushes down on Lexi's head, encouraging the younger girl to go down.
Lexi immediately complies, kneeling between Nicole's spread legs. I smirk as Lexi's jean-covered bottom wiggles in my direction. Once she's in position, Lexi lowers her head and starts tonguing Nicole's pink gash.
"Oh God, I love this!" Nicole squeaks.
I can hear Lexi giggle at Nicole's words. The younger sister then starts eating out Nicole with vigor. Soon, Nicole loses the ability to form coherent speech. She moans and pants, screeching out her pleasure for the entire room to hear.
"I wanna taste you, Lexi." Nicole is eventually able to gasp out.
"All you had to do was ask." Lexi says against Nicole's slit.
Lexi sits up and unbuttons her jeans. She then lays down perpendicular to Nicole as she slides the skintight jeans down her legs, along with her panties. Both redheaded sisters are completely naked, and I'm rock hard.
My lust only grows when Lexi spins around and lowers her pussy over Nicole's face. I'm near the foot of the bed, so I can see Lexi's face, and realize the exact moment that Nicole starts eating. Lexi's adorable face scrunches up as she wraps her arms around Nicole's legs.
"That's it, just like that!" Lexi groans. "Just do what you'd want done to yourself."
With those words of wisdom, Lexi lowers her head and resumes munching on Nicole's snatch. Two stunning, redheaded sisters are currently in the middle of a sixty-nine on my bed. I may have just cum fifteen minutes ago, but I am fully erect as I watch the two girls going at it. Yeah, I need to get my dick wet. Now.
Despite my desire to stick my cock in a warm, wet hole, I manage to convince myself to wait a few minutes. I climb on the bed and watch the sisters sixty-nine as I stroke myself. They are both fingering and licking each other with enthusiasm, seemingly forgetting about me. Five minutes later, they both cry out and announce their orgasms.
My lust finally peaks, and I need to get in on this. I've held off as long as I can. I knee-walk across the bed until I'm between Nicole's legs. I grab Lexi by the hair and roughly yank her head up. Her mouth and chin are covered with Nicole's juices. I don't wait for her to say anything; I unceremoniously shove my cock into Lexi's mouth.
"Mm!" Lexi squeals, her eyes wide.
"Keep fingering Nicole while you suck my cock!" I order.
"Mm! Mm!" Lexi nods around my shaft.
Looking down, I can see Lexi's fingers rapidly working Nicole's box. At the same time, she's balancing on her other hand while she bobs her head rapidly on my hard dick. Lexi's sweaty hair is clinging to her face. While this is happening, I notice that Nicole is gripping Lexi's ass cheeks, clearly eating out the younger girl.
Eventually, Lexi opens her mouth wide and screams around my shaft as she buries two fingers up Nicole's cunt. Clearly, Nicole is doing something right. Drool runs freely from Lexi's lips as she orgasms on her sister's tongue. I don't give Lexi a chance to relax, and seize the opportunity to grip her head in both hands and really fuck her face.



A strand of drool is dangling off Lexi's chin while I use her mouth as if it's a pussy. I feel myself close to cumming from the mental high of being a part of this threesome. I don't want to cum yet. I pull my cock out of Lexi's mouth and, while holding her by the hair with one hand, I slap her face with my shaft.
"Oh, my God! Nicole! Eat me! Eat me!" Lexi screams as she tries to kiss as much cock flesh as she can.
"Mm!" Nicole hums against Lexi's box. I can see Nicole's fingers digging into Lexi's bum.
Lexi licks my tip before pulling her fingers out of Nicole's pussy and grabbing my shaft. She strokes me several times with a look of pure lust on her face. Then Lexi aims my cock lower, and soon I'm moaning as I sink into Nicole's hairy cunt.
"Oh, fuck! You're so fucking big!" Nicole screeches against Lexi's pussy.
"Less talking, more eating!" Lexi admonishes as she grinds her crotch down onto Nicole's face.
"Fuck, Nicole! You're tight!" I gasp.
"You better not cum yet!" Lexi warns. "We'll need that thing for awhile!"
"I'll do my best." I laugh.
I grip Nicole's hips in my hands as I start thrusting into her willing body. She really is incredibly tight. I can feel her pussy gripping me, unwilling to let me go. Looking straight down, I watch as Nicole's labia spread around my shaft, swallowing my tool. That's when Lexi swoops in and starts licking Nicole's clit.
"FUCK!" Nicole screams against Lexi's pussy, clearly overwhelmed by the stimulation.
"That's it, cum for us, Nicole!" I encourage.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Nicole chants as her lithe body writhes in pleasure.
"Taste your sister's pussy." I order as soon as Nicole comes down from her orgasm. Whipping my cock out of Nicole, I shove it down Lexi's throat.
Lexi moans loudly as she lunges forward, taking almost my entire length in her mouth. I look down at her, just in time to see the last inch of my cock still protruding from between her spread lips. Her eyes roll up to meet mine as she makes gurgling noises around my shaft.
I alternate between Nicole's tight pussy and Lexi's talented mouth, switching every forty-five seconds or so. The entire time, Nicole is slurping away at Lexi's little cunt. While I'm inside Nicole, I grip her legs and spread them wide so I can get my entire length inside her. When she's not sucking dick, Lexi is lapping at Nicole's clit. The sight is too much. The feelings are too much.
"I can't take it anymore!" I grunt. "I have to cum!"
"In me! Cum in me!" Nicole screeches from between Lexi's legs. "I'm on the pill now!"
Lexi's head shoots up, and we lock eyes. My girlfriend gives a quick shake of her head. I understand; the pill is revolutionary, it completely stops menstruation and prevents pregnancy with ninety-nine percent efficiency. It also starts working in a matter of days, but Nicole has probably only been on it for a few days. It's too big a risk.
"In my mouth!" Lexi counters. "Cum in my mouth!"
"Okay!" I gasp.
I reach down and grasp my cock at the base as I pull it out of Nicole's pussy. The older redhead moans pitifully and bucks her hips, trying to get me back inside. Instead, I shove myself between Lexi's lips and unload in her mouth.
Rather than swallow, Lexi spins around on top of Nicole and lowers her head. I can't see, but I can tell from the kissing and slurping sounds that the sisters are swapping my cum. I fall back on my hands as the girls caress each other and share my semen between them, swallowing and moaning.
I knee-walk along the bed until I'm beside the girls. Lexi and Nicole are grabbing each others boobs as they kiss. The two girls soon start tribbing. They're insatiable! Also, Nicole is a fast learner! She is expertly rolling her hips now. I can hear them moan and pant as they grind their clits together. I lay down beside them and turn my head to watch them go at it.
"Oh, Lexi!" Nicole coos.
"Nicole!" Lexi whispers urgently. "Sister!"
At one point, they surprise me by wrapping their arms around each other and rolling over. Now, Nicole is on top. The older girl leans down and captures one of Lexi's pink nipples as she grinds her clit against her baby sister's.
"Yes, lick my titty!" Lexi encourages, her hand buried in Nicole's hair.
The sisters continue tribbing until they each have a couple more orgasms. Only then do they break apart. Lexi climbs over my body so she can lay on my right side, while Nicole curls up on my left. Four flawless breasts are pressed against my chest as my hands reach down to cup two perfect asses. That's how we fall asleep, their heads pillowed on my chest as their entwined hands rest on my stomach.
I wake up to the feeling of hands running along my chest, delicate fingernails tickling my skin, urging me back to consciousness. Opening my eyes, I look down and see Nicole and Lexi smiling up at me. Both girls lean down at the same time and kiss my chest before looking back at me with two pairs of sparkling green eyes.
"What a sight to wake up to." I comment as I smile at both girls.
"You're welcome!" Lexi chirps as she tosses her hair over her shoulder.
"How long were we out?" I ask as the girls continue caressing my chest.
"Not long." Nicole answers with a shrug. She then reaches down and grasps my flaccid member. "Look, you have two hot, naked redheads on you and you're still not hard."
"Watching two sisters in a sixty-nine tends to wear a guy out." I laugh.
"Yeah..." Nicole trails off, a slightly guilty expression on her face.
"So, when did you get on the pill?" Lexi asks as she reaches over and brushes Nicole's hair out of her face affectionately.
"Oh, I called my doctor first thing Monday morning." Nicole answers, still looking slightly upset. Although, her hand is still gripping my package. "Got an appointment for Tuesday morning, and I was on the pill that afternoon."
"Five days..." Lexi mutters. "Probably enough."
"Still, it was better to be safe." I say with a nod.
"Yeah, you're right." Nicole agrees. "Sorry about that. I just have always fantasized about a man pumping hot cum into me."
"I understand. Well, not really. Not something that interests me." I tease, making the girls giggle. "How about next weekend, Sunday? I'll cum in your pussy then."
"It's a date." Nicole smiles as she lightly massages my balls. I'm not hard, but damn, this feels nice.
"Are you okay, Nicole?" Lexi asks a few minutes later. Both girls are running a bare foot along my calf as they caress me. Nicole still has the same uncomfortable look on her face. "You seem off."
"I guess I'm just wondering if we're doing the right thing." Nicole sighs reluctantly.
"Didn't enjoy your first taste of pussy?" Lexi teasingly asks as she puts on a strong smile.
"It was delicious. You were delicious." Nicole blushes. "Still, you're my baby sister, should I really be eating you out?"
"Do you think what we did is wrong?" Lexi wonders.
"I don't know." Nicole admits. "Society certainly wouldn't understand."
"Well, maybe society is wrong." I interject. "You girls love each other. You're sisters. You're bonding in a way that is loving and beautiful."
"When did you get to be so pro-incest?" Nicole inquires with a giggle.
"Oh, it's because Kayla swallows his cum now." Lexi explains.
"Really?" Nicole gasps.
"Yeah..." I admit.
"She doesn't suck him off or anything, I do that!" Lexi continues. "But yeah, she'll swap cum with me. He even came on her once."
"Are you two working up to some daddy-daughter love?" Nicole asks as she rubs her crotch against me.
"I don't know." I finally say with a sigh. "But this is why you shouldn't feel guilty. You have family who loves and accepts you for who you are. Fuck what society thinks."
"I like your change in attitude!" Lexi exclaims.
"Well, he's right!" Nicole smiles. "I'm being stupid. I have the greatest, most loving family, ever! I love you both!"
"And we love you." I confirm with a nod. "So, there's nothing wrong with shoving your face in some sister twat."
"Good, because I don't wanna stop." Nicole giggles.
"I'm okay with this!" Lexi announces.
"Speaking of eating pussy," I begin, "Nicole, you've never been eaten by a man."
"That's true, I haven't!" Nicole smiles, her fingernails scratching my sack.
"What do you say? Wanna spread your legs?" I ask.
"For you? Always." Nicole nods and grins.
"Oh, I wanna watch! I wanna watch!" Lexi claps as she sits up and gets into the perfect position to watch the action.
I use my arms to push myself into a sitting position. Then I slide down the bed and get in between Nicole's legs. Sliding my hands along her calves, I grip her legs behind the knee and spread open Lexi's sister, fully exposing the older redhead to my lust-filled gaze.
"See anything you like?" Nicole asks shyly.
"Absolutely!" I breathe as I take in the sight of Nicole's vulva. "That looks fucking delicious!"
"Then come have a taste." Nicole suggests.
"I think I will." I nod.
Every pussy has a unique flavor. Obviously, Lexi cunt is my favorite cunt. Still, Nicole does taste quite a bit like her sister. I love it! Keeping her legs spread with my grip on her knees, I lick all along Nicole's slit, getting her nice and wet for me.
"Mm, that feels nice." Nicole moans.
Glancing up from my spot between her legs, I see that Nicole is playing with her own boobs. She's pulling on her nipples and squeezing her tits. The sight makes my smile, and I soon return to my task. Releasing Nicole's legs, I start to get my fingers involved. I wrap my left arm around her right leg as I slide two fingers from my right hand into Nicole.
"That's it, eat that pussy, Baby!" Lexi encourages from her spot beside us.
"Yes!" Nicole hisses. "Eat me!"
I begin tonguing Nicole's clit as I finger-fuck her. The feelings are starting to overwhelm the redhead, and she releases her tits so she can bury her fingers in my hair. Her hips start bucking, and her moans intensify, indicating to me that I'm doing something right.
"Oh, I'm gonna cum! Steven!" Nicole screeches as her back arches and her hands force my face into her crotch. "Steven! I'm cumming! Steven!"
"Yeah, make my slutty sister cum!" Lexi cheers.
I suck on, and lick Nicole's clit throughout her entire orgasm. All while sawing two fingers in and out of her tight cunt. I finally pull away when her hips settle down on the bed and she just lays there panting weakly. I turn to face Lexi with my mouth and chin dripping Nicole juice.
"Your turn." I growl.
Lexi squeals when I pounce on her, tackling her onto the bed. I drag her into position, so she's laying down next to Nicole with her legs spread. I take a moment to admire the naked frames of both girls. My eyes finally settle on Lexi and her bare shaven slit. Then I dive in. Another wet pussy for my tongue to happily devour.
I eat Lexi out with enthusiasm. She screams and pants as I alternate between holding her legs open, fingering her, and playing with her tits. The entire time, my tongue is working her sweet-tasting snatch. Nicole occasionally joins in by leaning over and licking Lexi's nipple.
"No more, no more." Lexi begs weakly as she pushes my head away fifteen minutes, and three orgasms later.
I pull back and sit with my butt resting on my heels as I survey my work. Nicole is laying on her back with her legs spread, naked cunt exposed and a contented smile on her face. Lexi is curled up on her side with her hands between her legs and her bare bum facing her sister. Fuck, yeah!
"Too much of a good thing?" Nicole asks as she playfully swats Lexi on the bottom.
"Yes." Lexi grunts before blowing a strand of hair out of her face.
Lexi lays there panting for a couple minutes. Eventually, the auburn-haired beauty rolls back onto her back and pulls her hands out of her crotch. With a smirk, Lexi spreads her legs so that both girls' pussies are on full display.
"You have a beautiful cunt." Nicole compliments as she reaches over and runs her fingers along Lexi's slit. Then Nicole lightly caresses Lexi's shaven mound. "Your skin is so smooth."
"Thank you." Lexi blushes as she also reaches over and runs her fingers through Nicole's bush and along her slit.
"Fuck, you're both gorgeous." I whisper.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, he is!" Nicole agrees before her face turns serious. "Do you think I should shave my pussy?"
"No way!" Lexi exclaims, her fingertips still entwined in Nicole's red pubic hair.
"I love the red hair down below!" I add.
"Really? Are you sure?" Nicole asks as she cranes her neck so she can see over her tits and gaze at her own pubic mound.
"We're sure." Lexi nods.
"You're perfect." I insist.
"Thank you." Nicole blushes before looking at my crotch. "Ready to go again?"
"You're insatiable!" I laugh.
"She really is!" Lexi agrees. "I'm so proud!"
"It's just, I've always fantasized about doggystyle." Nicole admits with a blush.
"Smart. I love doggy!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yeah, sometimes when I masturbate, I'll get on my knees and finger myself as I imagine a guy taking me from behind." Nicole explains.
"Assume the position." I order firmly.
Nicole giggles and rolls over onto her hands and knees. Looking over her shoulder, the gorgeous redhead wiggles her bum in my direction. I make eye contact with Nicole and lick my lips, causing her to giggle.
I reach out and grab Nicole's hips, pulling her backwards a couple feet so that Lexi has room to sit right by Nicole's head. Once we're all in position, I slot myself at her opening and push inside, making Nicole throw her head back and moan. I lock eyes with Lexi and wink.
"Okay, Nicole." Lexi coaches. "Doggystyle is a bit different. It's okay to be a lot more passive in this position and just take the cock that's ramming you."
"O-okay." Nicole grunts as I begin thrusting into her wet hole.
"You can still put on a great show for him, though. Remember, men are visual." Lexi continues. "Arch your back sexily, push your ass back against him, and, of course, moan a lot. You can always clench your vaginal muscles around his shaft as well."
"Like this?" Nicole asks as she squeezes her pussy.
"Holy shit, yes!" I groan as I grip her hips tightly.
"I think he likes it!" Lexi laughs before looking at me. "Give it to her good!"
"Your wish is my command!" I chuckle.
For several minutes, I drill Nicole from behind as I look down to watch her pussy swallow my hard dick. Lexi stays by Nicole's head, brushing the older girl's hair back as Nicole takes it in doggystyle. Eventually, she gets more confident and starts telling me what she wants.
"Spank me! Pull my hair!" Nicole cries out.
I lift my hand up and comply by bringing it down hard on Nicole's butt cheek. She cries out as her body jerks forward. So, I spank her again. And again. Then I reach forward with both hands and squeeze her tits before I grab a fistful of her hair. With one hand on Nicole's hip, and the other in her hair, I yank her head back, causing her back to arch.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Nicole pants loudly.
"Whose pussy is it?!" Lexi asks harshly as she grips Nicole's chin.
"Steven's!" Nicole gasps out.
"Tell him!" Lexi orders.
"Oh, God! It's your pussy!" Nicole whimpers as an orgasm shoots through her body. "It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
"Good girl!" Lexi says as she leans down and mashes her lips against Nicole's.
The two girls kiss for a couple minutes, all while I pound Nicole from behind. Then we decide to switch things up. All three of us get out of bed, and I order Lexi and Nicole to bend over. The sisters immediately comply, bending over the bed. They're side by side, hips touching as they stick out their pert, little asses for me.
I proceed to do what any self-respecting man would; I fuck them both. I start out in Lexi's pussy, then I switch to Nicole's a minute later. Then back to Lexi. I spank them, I pull their hair, I grab their tits. All while they are moaning and begging for it.
"I'm gonna cum!" I hiss while fucking Nicole. "Where do you want it?"
"In me!" Lexi begs.
"Cum in Lexi so I can suck it out of her!" Nicole suggests.
Sounds like a plan to me! I pull out of Nicole and shuffle over to Lexi. Burying my cock to the hilt up Lexi's cunt, I proceed to fuck my girlfriend from behind until I explode. My legs shake as I hold myself all the way inside Lexi and paint her womb with my seed.
Lexi stays bent over the bed as I pull out. Then Nicole drops to her knees and shoves her face in Lexi's box. I stand back and watch as Nicole spreads Lexi's ass cheeks and eats the creampie out of her own sister.
After three orgasms, I have to tap out. I'm completely drained. Fortunately, the sisters seem satisfied for now. The three of us shower together, soaping up each others bodies as we laugh and tease each other. I love running my hands over two pairs of titties as soapy water runs down the girls' tight bodies.
The girls pull on their panties as I step into my boxer briefs. We find an extra robe for Nicole so that the three of us can lounge in the main living room while wearing robes. I have an arm around each young woman as we watch television. I'm content.
That's when Kayla gets home. My daughter walks into the main living room wearing the same casual clothes she left the house in. Her dark hair is up in a lazy ponytail. This would all be completely normal, if it weren't for the fact that tears are streaming down her face.
Kayla
"Kayla?!" Daddy exclaims as he flies to his feet. "Kayla, what's wrong?"
I can see Nicole and Lexi wearing robes while sitting on the couch. It looks like I've interrupted them cuddling. Now, Daddy is standing right in front of me, his hands gripping my upper arms as he looks into my eyes, his own filled with worry.
"I-I-I..." I stammer as fresh tears leak out of the corners of my eyes. "I think Ian and I broke up!"
"Oh, Honey!" Daddy exclaims as he draws me into a hug.
"It hurts so much!" I wail as I bury my face in his chest.
"Shh, it's okay." Lexi's voice whispers. I feel her soft hand at my back, slowly rubbing me.
"Maybe I should go." Nicole says from her spot on the couch.
"No, no." I say as I lift my head from Daddy's chest and wipe the tears from my eyes. "It's okay, you're family."
Daddy leads me over to an armchair and helps me sit down. Lexi runs to the kitchen to grab me a water while Nicole takes a box of tissues off the table and hands it to me. Daddy doesn't leave my side. He stands beside the armchair, looking down at me with concern.
"Thank you." I whisper to Nicole and Lexi. I take a sip of water before dabbing at my eyes with a tissue.
"You're welcome." both sisters say at the same time.
"Kayla, what happened?" Daddy asks. "Did you tell Ian about us?"
"It's okay, Nicole knows." Lexi adds.
"Yeah, I told Ian." I admit with a nod. I take another sip of water before continuing. "I told him we made out, Daddy. I told him about swallowing your cum."
"And he broke up with you?" Daddy wonders.
"I, well, no." I admit with a sniffle.
"Then what?" Lexi asks before her face falls in terror. "He didn't tell anyone, did he?!"
"No, he didn't tell anyone. He wouldn't do that." I assure Lexi.
"Okay, good." Lexi lets out a sigh of relief.
"How much does Ian know?" Nicole asks. She and Lexi are standing side by side, a few feet from the armchair.
"Everything, I think." I say with a shrug. "He knows about we girls being Slut-sisters. He knows Daddy fucks the other girls. Oh, I don't think he knows about you."
"And he's okay with you having sex with the girls?" Nicole wonders.
"Yes." I answer. "He's not okay with me doing sexual things with my dad, though. He didn't dump me, but he said he needed time and asked me to leave. I just told his parents I had to go, and I ran out of the house."



"So, maybe he'll be okay with it!" Nicole suggests. "He might just need time to get used to the idea."
"I don't know..." Lexi mutters. "Guys are very possessive."
"But he's okay with the girls?" Nicole raises an eyebrow.
"Yeah, but they don't have dicks." Lexi explains. "It's one thing for a man's girl to dyke it out with a chick, it's another for that girl to take a different cock. A guy can dream about a threesome, or hell, a foursome, but he doesn't want to be anywhere some strange penis. Ian probably fantasized about Kayla inviting Hazel to join them in the bedroom someday. Now another man is involved and he feels threatened."
"Speaking as a man, I get it." Daddy sighs. "I'm fine with Lexi having sex with as many women as she wants. I would never want her touching another guy."
"And I never will." Lexi vows.
"Oh." Nicole mumbles. "I'm sorry, I didn't realize, but you're right. It makes sense."
"I don't know what to do!" I exclaim as I bury my head in my hands.
"Just give Ian some time, Honey." Daddy says as he rubs my back affectionately.
"It's not just that!" I whine as I sob into my hands, my body shaking.
"Then what is it?" Daddy asks.
"I think I know." Lexi whispers.
"I don't want to stop!" I announce as I lift my head from my hands and look at my father through teary eyes. "I want to keep swallowing your cum. I wanna do more. I wanna go all the way with you."
"You mean-?" Daddy asks.
"Yes!" I exclaim. "I wanna make love with you, Daddy."
Daddy leans down to kiss the top of my head while Lexi rubs my back. Nicole gives me a tight smile, showing me she's here for me. Nicole may be somewhat new to my life, but she's Lexi's sister, and she's a good person. I'm glad she's here.
"I still don't know if that's a good idea, Kayla." Daddy says carefully.
"I've always thought it was a good idea!" Lexi interjects. "I always talked about how sad it is that Kayla and I will never be able to double-team a guy. Now, we can!"
"Lexi, don't push this Not now." Daddy warns.
"You're right, I'm sorry." Lexi lowers her head in shame.
"I want to be able to make love with my father and keep Ian as my boyfriend." I whine.
"That might not be possible." Nicole says softly. "You may have to choose who you want to be with."
"And," Daddy begins, "no matter what you choose, you'll always have me. I'm your father. I love you, and I'll always support you."
"I love you, Daddy!" I screech as I jump to my feet and throw my arms around him.
"I love you, Kayla." he replies as I grip the the back of his head in both hands.
Holding his head firmly, I get up on my toes and draw Daddy in for a very sexy kiss. His hands rest on my waist as I draw his tongue into my mouth. Letting out a hot moan, I run my tongue along his while we make out passionately.
"Well, that was hot." Nicole comments when we break apart. Daddy and I just hold each other and laugh.
"Getting turned on by daddy-daughter love?" Lexi grins slyly. "When did my big sister become such a nasty slut?"
"Um, I think when my little sister seduced me and I ended up losing my virginity to her hung boyfriend!" Nicole giggles.
"Welcome to the family, Nicole." I laugh, despite my current anguish.
"Thanks!" Nicole laughs.
We talk for a little while longer before it's time for Daddy to start making dinner. He heads to the kitchen while I go to my room to change. I strip down to my panties and put a robe on. When I make it back to the main living room, I see Daddy is holding two expensive bottles of wine and four glasses. He pours us each a generous amount, polishing off the first bottle, before returning to the kitchen to cook while we girls chat and drink.
"So, who's a better kisser, Ian or Steven?" Lexi asks at one point from her spot on the couch.
"I am not answering that!" I giggle as I raise my wine glass to my lips.
"Aw, c'mon! Why not?" Lexi wonders before taking another big gulp of wine, polishing off her glass.
"Leave her alone, Lexi." Nicole admonishes. "She's having boy troubles."
"Thank you, Nicole!" I raise my glass to her.
"You're my sister, you're supposed to be on my side!" Lexi whines.
"I would be, if you weren't such a little brat." Nicole teases.
"Hmph." Lexi blows a raspberry.
"I think you've had a little too much wine." I say.
"I've only refilled my glass twice!" Lexi replies.
"Yeah, and you drank Steven's glass!" Nicole responds.
"I did?" Lexi asks, turning to see that there are, in fact, two empty wine glasses beside her. "Oops."
"Yeah, 'oops'." I roll my eyes.
"How are you doing, Kayla?" Nicole asks when she stops laughing.
"Okay, I guess." I respond. "I'm worried about Ian, but everything you said is right; I can't text him, I have to give him space. I don't know what to do about Daddy. I want him, and I want Ian."
"Just try relaxing, use some of those therapy techniques." Lexi advises.
"Oh, you're in therapy?" Nicole inquires before catching herself. "Sorry, none of my business!"
"It's okay." I smile. "And yes, I am. I started not long after the rape."
"I hope it's helping." Nicole says seriously.
"I think it is, thank you." I reply. Then I notice Nicole's wine glass is empty. "More wine?"
"Sounds great to me!" Lexi interjects as she grabs the bottle.
"Nah, I'm driving tonight." Nicole answers, ignoring Lexi. "I'll just have one more glass with dinner."
"Not staying the night?" I ask.
"No, I have to work in the morning." Nicole responds.
"How's the accounting world?" I inquire as I down the last of my first glass.
"Boring?" Lexi pipes up.
"It's good. I'm in the middle of an audit right now." Nicole answers while holding up a middle finger in Lexi's direction.
"An audit?" I ask. "Sounds serious."
"Not really." Nicole snorts. "All companies get audited by the IRS at one point or another. It's all gathering data to send them. Fortunately, you just have to provide the information, it doesn't have to be organized."
"So, you're not going to an IRS prison?" Lexi asks with a giggle and a cute burp.
"No." Nicole states in a matter-of-fact voice. "If anyone is going to prison, it would be my bosses. I just work there."
Our conversation continues; I ask Nicole various accounting question while Lexi makes comments and belches drunkenly. Being around family is making me feel better. I smile and wave when Daddy walks in and greets us.
"Hey, ladies." he says. "Dinner is almost ready."
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she stumbles to her feet and throws her arms around him.
"I was about to ask who drank my wine, but I think I know." Daddy comments as he hugs Lexi.
"She had four glasses in, well, not a lot of time." Nicole laughs.
"And started asking inappropriate questions." I add.
"Okay, Lexi," he sighs, "let's get you something to eat."
"Good, I'm hungry!" Lexi announces.
I grab the bottle of wine and the glasses, then the three of us follow Daddy into the dining room. He politely pulls out chairs for us, and we all smile cutely and thank him. Then he sits down as well. Dinner is already set out on the table, and we all make plates, Lexi with a little help, and start eating.
"Steven, you are an amazing cook!" Nicole comments as she takes another bite of chicken.
"He's great at a lot of things." I say happily.
"Like eating pussy!" Lexi exclaims obnoxiously as she raises her wine glass.
"I wouldn't know." I mumble as I slip a fork covered in mashed potatoes in my mouth.
"Oh, yeah!" Lexi says after taking another sip of wine. "Steven, get under the table and eat your daughter's pussy!"
"Okay, I think that's enough wine." Daddy says as he reaches out and moves the bottle away from Lexi.
"Whatever!" Lexi hiccups cutely.
"Lexi, you know this is really expensive wine, right?" I ask. "You're supposed to savor it, not get drunk on it."
"I did savor it!" Lexi insists. "I savored four-and-a-half glasses so far!"
Nicole, Daddy, and I all just roll our eyes and continue our meals. The meal is simple; just chicken with mashed potatoes and broccoli. Still, it's really good. Daddy isn't like a lot of rich guys; he's very competent and able to get things done on his own. No using employees for everything. Sure, we have the butler and housekeeper, but Daddy is fully functional without them. He sometimes tells funny stories about colleagues who don't know how to do their own laundry.
After dinner, we girls offer to clean up so that Daddy can relax. The food helps Lexi, and she's not stumbling around as much. We make her drink water now that the wine is gone. She also helps us clean up and isn't being nearly so obnoxious.
"All clean!" I announce as we return to the dining room.
"Thanks, girls." Daddy smiles. "Ready for game night?"
"Yes." I answer. "Main living room?"
"Let's go!" Lexi says.
The four of us make our way to the big living room and sit on the floor around the table. Daddy grabs a pile of board games and stacks them on the floor within reach as I turn on some background music. We pick a game and start playing.
All four of us are barefoot and dressed in robes and underwear. Three pairs of hard nipples can be seen denting the fabric of our robes. My dark hair is still in it's functional ponytail, Nicole's hair is cascading down her back, and Lexi's auburn locks are up in twin, side ponytails.
"I win!" Lexi cheers. "I'm better than you, and you, and you!"
"Yup, she's still drunk." Nicole quips.
"I think she's sobering up a bit, at least." I add as I help Daddy put the game away.
"This one next?" Daddy asks, holding up another game.
We all agree and get started. This game is a teams game, and no one wants to be on Lexi's team, which makes her pout. Eventually, we decide to pick randomly, and I'm stuck with a half-drunk Lexi. We do our best, but Nicole and Daddy beat us easily.
The night continues. We play a bunch of different, popular board games. Everyone wins at least a couple of times, and eventually it's time for the last game of the night. This one is long, it can take well over an hour, and people can get eliminated during the game.
Lexi starts out with a clear advantage, but blows it after about half-an-hour. A couple rounds later, and the drunk redhead is eliminated. Nicole hangs on for awhile, but soon she's out, too. It comes down to just Daddy and I. The game is almost over.
"I have an idea." Lexi speaks up. "Let's make this interesting."
"Lexi, behave." Nicole admonishes.
"I will, I was just thinking that, since it's just Steven and Kayla left, they should place a little bet." Lexi says.
"What kind of bet?" I ask.
"Easy," Lexi answers, "winner gets oral."
"From you?" Daddy suggests, looking at Lexi.
"No!" Lexi shakes her head, a mischievous grin on her face. "From the loser!"
"I thought I told you to behave?" Nicole inquires with an eye roll.
"C'mon!" Lexi pouts. "They both want it. Something might happen with Ian and they'll never go any further. They'll always wonder."
"Lexi..." Daddy warns.
"What?" his girlfriend asks innocently.
"Kayla is upset about Ian." Daddy replies. "Now isn't the time to push her."
"He's right, Lexi." Nicole adds. "I know Steven and Kayla have a special relationship, but this is a big deal. They shouldn't rush into anything. I know you and I did, and it was beautiful, but still..."
"I'm in." I announce loudly.
"What?" Daddy asks, looking at me with wide eyes.
"If I win," I begin slowly and clearly, "you have to lick my twat, Daddy. And if you win, I'll suck that big, beautiful cock of yours!"
"Kayla..." Daddy trails off.
"What? This isn't about Ian." I assure him. Then I give him my best pouting expression. "I want to do this. Please? Can we? For me?"
"I don't know." he says.
I let out a breath, coming to a decision. I hop to my feet and untie my robe. Then, with one fluid motion, I open my robe and let it fall into a puddle at my feet. I cup my bare boobs together, creating an enticing cleavage as I bend forward.
"You know you want to cum on these titties." I coo at him.
"They are beautiful tits." Lexi comments.
"I wish mine were that big." Nicole says, smirking at Daddy.
"You are stunning, Kayla." he whispers.
"And if you don't wanna cover my boobies, you can cum in my mouth." I suggest in a sultry voice. "Or all over my pretty face."
"And what if you win?" Daddy asks with a reluctant smile.
"Then I'll spread my legs and you can eat my pussy until I cum all over your face." I shrug.
"You're sure you want this?" he inquires in a serious voice. I can see his eyes regularly dropping to my tits. He wants me. Badly. As badly as I want him.
"Yes." I state simply.
"Then, I'm in." he says, looking me right in the eye
"Yes!" Lexi crows.
"As long as you're both sure, I support this!" Nicole adds.
"I'm sure." I say.
"So am I." Daddy nods. "It's your move, Kayla."
I sit back down on the floor with my tits out as I make my move. Then Daddy makes his. I can feel Lexi and Nicole watching us intently. I make another move. I'm gonna win, my Daddy is going to eat me out! Daddy makes his move. Then mine again. So close, so close! I'm gonna win! Shit. I lose.
"Nice move, Daddy!" I cheer as I clap my hands. Part of me is happy I lose, I wanna suck him.
"Awesome!" Lexi claps.
"Guess that settles that." Nicole giggles.
"Stand up, stud!" I say to Daddy.
"You don't have to do this, Kayla. It's okay." he assures me.
"I know I don't have to, I want to." I reply.
"Kayla..." he whispers.
"C'mon, it's just a BJ!" I say in frustration. "Now, stand up!"
"Yeah, it's nothing she hasn't done before." Lexi teases.
I flip Lexi off as Daddy stands up. He looks at me nervously, then at my tits, then back at me. Finally, he unties his robe and shrugs it off, revealing his muscular chest. And, more importantly, his bulge. Taking a deep breath, Daddy drops his boxer briefs and step out of them. He's naked.
"Damn, look at that sexy man!" Nicole comments.
"Lucky Kayla!" Leix adds.
"Yes." I whisper as I knee-walk over to Daddy. I'm on my knees before my father, his cock inches from my face. "Lucky me."
My heart is racing, and I can tell Daddy's is, too. Nicole and Lexi fall silent as they watch in anticipation. I'm really gonna do this. I'm gonna give my dead a blowjob. For a moment, I feel guilt, then I remember that the man standing over me loves me with all his heart. He'll always be here for me, always support me, always love me. And I'll always love him.
I reach up and close my fingers around his throbbing manhood. Daddy lets out a soft gasp as he feels my soft hand start to stroke him. His dick is so hard, so beautiful. I have to suck it. I lean forward and kiss his tip. Then I open my mouth and take the first two inches into my mouth before closing my lips, creating a seal around his shaft.
"Holy shit!" Daddy gasps.
"Yeah, Kayla!" Lexi cheers. "Suck that dick!"
"I wasn't sure she'd actually do it." Nicole breathes.
Kneeling before my father while wearing nothing but panties, I place my hands on his thighs and start bobbing my head. My cheeks cave in from the force of my sucking. Daddy reaches down, and for the first time, touches my breasts.
I can tell Daddy really loves my tits. He looks down at me as he plays with them. Daddy presses my boobs together, creating a beautiful cleavage. He tweaks my nipples, he squeezes the firm mounds, making me moan. Our eyes lock just before he looks past my cock-filled mouth to see my big tits bulging around his fingers.
For several minutes, I bob my head in a steady rhythm, sucking on and licking his shaft as I do so. My fingers clench his thighs as I moan and make sexy gurgling noises around the big, hard dick in my mouth. I can't deep throat him, I gag every time I try and take too much. Still, I give him the best, most loving blowjob I'm capable of.
"Fuck my face!" I say thickly around his shaft. Our green eyes our locked as Daddy's grip on my tits freezes.
"Yeah, fuck her face!" Lexi exclaims. Nicole just sits there in silence.
"Are you sure?" he asks me.
"Mm, yes." I moan as I nod around his thickness.
Daddy releases my breasts and places his hands on my head. Holding my head in place, Daddy starts thrusting into my mouth. I let my mouth hang open as I make gurgling noises while drool runs freely from my lips. I can feel my tits jiggling and slapping each other while Daddy uses my face as if it's a pussy.
"Fuck, Kayla!" Daddy groans. "Your mouth feels so good!"
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" is my only response.
He fucks my face for a couple minutes. I grip his thighs tightly as I struggle to breathe. This is so hot. Even Lexi is silent as she watches me take my own father's dick in my mouth. Eventually, Daddy grabs my ponytail in one hand and pulls me off his dick. He holds me up by the hair as I gasp for breath and look up at him with lust. A strand of drool is dangling from my chin.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" I ask in a small voice.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla." Daddy replies, his voice full of lust.
"Can I have your cum, please?" I wonder softly.
Rather than respond with words, Daddy chooses to shove his cock back between my lips. Yeah, he is giving in to lust completely. He has both hands on my head again as he uses my mouth for his pleasure.
"Kayla, I'm gonna cum!" Daddy warns a minute later.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hum around his shaft.
"I'm cumming! Kayla! KAYLA!" Daddy cries out as his legs shake.
Warm, thick, sticky cum floods my mouth. Holy shit, he's cumming so much. I try to hold it in my mouth, but I can feel it leaking out from between my lips and running down my chin. My eyes start watering as another jet shoots into my mouth. With one final shudder, Daddy releases my head.
"Save some for me!" Lexi calls out.
"I'd take some, too!" Nicole giggles.
I slowly ease off of Daddy's softening cock, releasing him with a slurp. Then I tilt my head back and gape my mouth open so that he can see the pool of cum inside. I wiggle my tongue around the semen as I grin widely. We stare into each others eyes, breathing heavily. Finally, I close my mouth and swallow. Like a good girl.
"Ah! Delicious!" I coo before sticking out my tongue to show him my empty mouth.
"I wanted some!" Lexi pouts.
"Sorry, all mine!" I giggle.
"That was so fucking hot." Nicole comments.
Looking over, I see that Nicole's robe is open. I can see one of her nipples. Nicole has her hand in her own panties, and is currently rubbing her pussy. She's panting heavily, and her eyes are glazed over. She's close to an orgasm herself. Seconds later, Nicole tenses up and cums on her fingers.
"Are we okay?" Daddy asks me after Nicole comes down from her orgasm.
"We are." I say with a sharp nod, my hands on my bare thighs.
"Want me to return the favor?" Daddy asks.
"What about the bet?" I inquire.
"Forget the bet." he says. "I love you."
"I love you, too." I smile. "And not yet. Next time."
Daddy offers me both his hands, and I happily accept them. He helps me to my feet and hugs me tightly. I love feeling my titties press into his muscular chest. I kiss his cheek before pulling away. Turning, I nearly run into Lexi. The redhead wraps me up in a tight hug.
"Nice blowjob." Lexi whispers in my ear.
"Thanks." I reply with a smile.
The four of us put the games away for the night, agreeing to meet up next Sunday for another game night. Nicole then gets dressed, since it's about time for her to leave. The three of us hug and kiss Nicole goodbye, then she's out the door. Nicole and I will have to hook up at some point soon.
I enter the master bedroom with Daddy and Lexi. Daddy takes off his robe and sits at his desk in his boxer briefs. Lexi and I get naked and make our way to the bed. Soon, Lexi is on top of me and we're kissing.



"Sure you don't wanna join us?" Lexi calls out to Daddy.
"I came four times today, I need to recharge." Daddy laughs. "You kids have fun."
Lexi and I make love. We sixty-nine, we trib, we finger and lick each other. Then, when we're finished, we lay in bed cuddling. Only then does Daddy shut down his computer and join us. He's naked now, too. Lexi and I each snuggle up beneath one of his arms.
"How are you doing, Kayla?" Daddy asks as we lay beneath the blanket.
"Sucked my dad's cock, can't complain." I shrug.
"I love it!" Lexi giggles.
"Are you sure we're okay?" he repeats.
"I'm sure, Daddy." I say as my fingertips caress his chest. "I love you so much. You make me feel incredible."
"I love you, too." Daddy replies, kissing the top of my head.
"What are you gonna do about Ian?" Lexi wonders.
"I don't know." I sigh. "I really love him, but I love Daddy more. He's Daddy!"
"You can love me and not make love with me." he reminds me.
"I know, I know." I say sadly. "I just don't know what I can do besides give Ian space. In the meantime, I'm gonna live my life. If that means sucking Daddy dick, then so be it."
"I hope things work out with you and Ian." Lexi says. "I want you to be happy."
"Thanks, Lexi." I whisper.
"You're welcome." she replies. "By the way, any news on Keith or David?"
"Nothing." Daddy sighs. "Keith and Ian will both be off suspension for tomorrow, I believe. And I have no idea what's happening with David."
"I guess we'll see tomorrow." I shrug.
"No matter what, I'm here for you, Kayla." Daddy says.
"We both are." Lexi agrees.
We continue talking for a few more minutes without really resolving anything. Daddy feels guilty about the blowjob, I'm worried about Ian, and Lexi just wants us all to be happy. We'll just have to see what the future holds. I just know that, no matter what, we'll always be a family. One by one, the three of us drift off to sleep.
I have a nightmare. This time, my dreams aren't about group sex. I don't dream about the rape, or about Ian. No, I dream about losing Daddy. When Lexi gives me the news that Daddy is gone forever, I wake up; flashing to a sitting position as tears stream down my face.
Wiping away my tears, I turn to my left. Daddy is laying on his back, fast asleep. The steady rise and fall of his chest indicates that he is just fine. I breathe out a sigh of relief. A naked Lexi is snuggled up beneath his left arm, also out cold.
My large breasts rise and fall with my heavy breathing as I remember. I remember the day. The day Daddy tells me that Mommy is gone, and she isn't coming back. I sniffle as I remember the sleepless nights, snuggling up with Daddy in my pajamas, realizing he is all I have left in this world.
I let out a breath before laying back down and curling up beside Daddy. My right arm is over him and my bare breasts are pressing against his chest. I think he wakes up a little bit, as he tightens his right arm around me, causing me to let out a sigh.
As I close my eyes, I think about the present situation. I swallow Daddy cum, I suck Daddy dick. Ian is not okay with it. I press my nude frame against Daddy as I come to a decision. I'm not going to stop. Daddy is the most important person in my life. If Ian can't accept that, he and I can't be together. I briefly press my lips against Daddy's chest. I hope Ian can accept this.
Daddy's alarm goes off at the same time as mine, waking all three of us up. Surprisingly, Lexi gets up without any issues. The redhead sits up and raises her arms above her head as she stretches. Feeling playful, I reach across Daddy and squeeze one of Lexi's boobies.
"Mm, keep doing that!" Lexi giggles as she shakes her chest.
"Nah, it's too early to fool around." I counter.
"It's never too early!" Lexi insists. "Or too late."
"You two will have to fool around without me, I'm drained." Daddy sighs.
"You had all night to recharge, you're fine, old man." I snort.
"Well, yesterday was quite overwhelming." he admits.
"It's just as well, I have to pee!" Lexi announces as she hops out of bed.
Daddy and I just laugh and shake our heads while we both watch Lexi's naked ass sway as she makes her way to the bathroom. When Lexi disappears, I reach up and touch Daddy's cheek. I gently turn his head so that he's facing me. Then I press my lips against his. We kiss for a few seconds before I feel his hands on my chest, playing with my big boobies.
"I can tell you like my tits." I break our kiss to whisper.
"Your breasts are absolutely perfect, Kayla." Daddy replies, looking into my eyes while his hands gently caress the firm, yet soft mounds that hang from my chest.
"You'll have to remind me to give you a titty-fuck then!" I giggle.
"I think I will." he whispers before pecking my lips again.
"Getting over your hang ups?" I ask.
"Not really," Daddy sighs as he reaches up to brush a lock of raven hair out of my face, "I just can't resist you, Kayla."
"I hope you get past the guilt, soon." I say.
"Me, too." he says. He can't feel too guilty; his hands are still on my tits. "It's just hard; you're my daughter. I was there when you were born. I cut the cord. I changed your diapers."
"Well, in a few years I'll be changing your diapers." I smirk as I shrug.
"Cute." Daddy gives me a look.
"I know. I'm adorable." I nod. "And I understand. I still remember you kissing my knee after I fell off my bike. I remember everything you've done for me. You've had to be both a father and a mother to me."
"Yet, here we are." Daddy says as he gently presses my boobs together, his thumbs caressing my tit-flesh.
"Here we are." I agree as I reach under the covers and wrap my fingers around his flaccid penis.
"I thought you said you were drained?" Lexi voice accuses as the redhead returns from the bathroom. "But here you are, groping Kayla!"
"What can I say?" Daddy asks rhetorically. "She has amazing tits."
"She really does!" Lexi interjects.
The redhead hops up on the bed and inserts herself between Daddy and I, pushing his hands away from me. She then grabs my breasts, holding them together as she proceeds to bury her face in my cleavage and motorboat me. Daddy and I laugh.
"That looks like fun!" Daddy grins.
"Take a turn!" I encourage.
Lexi moves out of the way and gives Daddy room. He then proceeds to motorboat my melons as well. Before pulling away, he makes sure to give each nipple some attention. I moan loudly when he nurses at my teats.
"C'mon," I eventually say as I tap his head, "we should get ready for breakfast."
"Fine." he sighs, reluctantly releasing my titties.
Daddy puts on boxer briefs while Lexi and I step into panties. After putting on our robes, we head downstairs for breakfast. There's quite a spread, and the three of us happily sit down and serve ourselves. Then we start eating.
"How did you girls sleep?" Daddy asks before taking a bite of toast.
"Fine!" Lexi chirps.
"I had a nightmare." I admit with a sigh.
"Gangbang? Blowbang?" Lexi inquires with a grin. "Or did you have a train pulled on you?"
"None of the above." I roll my eyes before adding, "Bitch."
"What was your nightmare about, Kayla?" Daddy asks, looking at me with concern. "What happened to you? Or was it Ian?"
"Neither." I answer. "It wasn't about the rape, or losing Ian. I dreamed something happened to you. I had to look over and make sure you were breathing when I woke up in the middle of the night."
"Oh." Daddy replies. "Well, I'm just fine."
"And you're staying that way for a long, long time!" I insist.
"I'll do my best!" he chuckles.
"Are you okay, Kayla?" Lexi asks.
"Yeah, I'm good. Thanks, Lexi." I smile.
When breakfast is finished, we all clean up before Lexi and I take our morning showers. Daddy doesn't shower yet, since he still has to do his morning workout. Once we're showered and dressed, Lexi and I hop in the car and start the drive to school.
"Morning, Sluts!" Lexi says confidently when we meet up with Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley before homeroom.
"Morning." Hazel grunts. Everyone knows Hazel isn't a morning person, but she seems extra distracted this morning. I wonder what her problem is.
"Good morning!" Ashley smiles happily.
"Morning." Marcia says. "Are you okay, Kayla? You look upset."
"I kind of got in a fight with Ian over the weekend." I admit sadly.
"What!" Ashley exclaims. "What happened?!"
"I told him about swallowing Daddy's cum." I whisper.
"Oh, God." Marcia gasps, covering her mouth with her hands. "And he dumped you?"
"No. He just said he needed time." I sigh.
"Well, maybe he'll come around?" Ashley suggests.
"That's the hope." Lexi interjects.
"Yeah.." I trail off. "Also, I sucked Daddy off yesterday."
"You did?!" Ashley nearly shouts as she starts clapping her hands. "Go, you!"
"Shh, keep it down, Ashley." Marcia chastises. "We don't want to be overheard."
"Right! Sorry!" Ashley says.
"What about you, Hazel? You okay?" Lexi asks, looking curiously at Hazel.
"Wha-? Oh! Yeah, I'm fine. Just tired." Hazel explains. "We're all here for you, Kayla."
"Thanks, Hazel." I give her a small smile.
We talk for a few more minutes. Hazel is even more quiet than Marcia. Ashley is her usual outgoing self, and asks about lunch. I'm honest with her, and tell her I don't know. I plan to sit with the usual group, though. Hopefully, there aren't any issues.
The warning bell for homeroom rings, and we all go our separate ways. I soon discover that everyone is back at school. Ian and Keith are back from their suspension. Ian can't look me in the eye, but Keith has his usual swagger and leers at me. David is back as well, but he looks scared, and wanders through the hallway not making eye contact with anyone.
Stephanie and Kelsey are both around. Stephanie, the raven-haired girl, looks at me and nods, her lips tightly pressed together. I think we'll talk again soon. Kelsey looks horrible. The Spanish girl has a haunted, dead look in her eyes, and shudders nervously whenever anyone gets too close.
I resist the urge to text Ian. I resist the urge to talk to Stephanie and Kelsey. Instead, I keep my head down and go about my day. In my second class, I really need someone to talk to, so I take out my phone and text with Daddy.
Kayla: Everyone is back at school. Keith, Ian, David, Stephanie, Kelsey.
Daddy: How do you feel about that?
Kayla: I hate seeing Keith and David. I'm nervous around Ian. I feel bad for the girls.
Daddy: Sounds overwhelming, Honey.
Kayla: It is! Kelsey looks terrible. What did those assholes do to her?
Daddy: Don't think about it.
Kayla: I'm trying. :(
Daddy: I know, I wish I was there with you.
Kayla: Me, too. I need a hug, Daddy.
Daddy: Can you find Lexi and get a hug from her?
Kayla: I'll text her and meet up after this class.
Daddy: Good.
Kayla: Distract me. How's your day?
Daddy: Terrible, actually. Stacey and I had a fight.
Kayla: Uh-oh! What about?
Daddy: She had a one night stand Friday night.
Kayla: And you're jealous?
Daddy: No. That's the problem.
Kayla: She told you, expecting you to flip out, but you didn't?
Daddy: Exactly. She's sulking at her desk right now. I feel horrible for what I've done.
Kayla: What did you do?
Daddy: I fucked her and then ditched her?
Kayla: No, you didn't. You told her it was casual. She got attached. You had to break it off.
Daddy: I guess.
Kayla: Want me to text her?
Daddy: I don't know. If you think it'll help?
Kayla: Maybe. I'll try.
Daddy: Thanks, Kayla. I love you.
Kayla: I love you, Daddy.
I'm texting a lot during the day. I almost get caught a couple of times, but fortunately I'm pretty good at hiding my phone. A girl not far from me does get caught texting and has to surrender her phone. Glad I'm not her! I text with Stacey.
Kayla: How was your weekend?
Stacey: Spread my legs for a selfish jerk, then spent the rest of the weekend in bed. You?
Kayla: You slept with Daddy again? ;P
Stacey: Not funny.
Kayla: It's a little funny!
Stacey: I guess.
Kayla: Are you mad at Daddy?
Stacey: No. Not really. He said things had to be casual. I couldn't handle it. He has a girlfriend.
Kayla: That's the rational part of you. What about the emotional part?
Stacey: That part is in agony. I miss him so much.
Kayla: I'm sorry. :(
Stacey: What should I do?
Kayla: Maybe try being his friend? And maybe not have sex just to try and make him jealous.
Stacey: He told you, didn't he?
Kayla: Yes. He tells me everything. He's really hurting, he hates how much he hurt you.
Stacey: I should apologize for my reaction. Thanks, Kayla.
Kayla: You're welcome.
If only I was this good at repairing my own relationships. I see Ian again, and he looks like he's about to cry. I try and give him a strong smile, but he just averts his gaze. We can't avoid this forever, and soon it's lunch time.
I do get my hug from Lexi before we walk into the cafeteria. The two of us buy our lunches and then sit down at the usual table. Ian sits far away from me, which is quickly noticed. We admit that we are fighting, but still together. We ask the boys to drop it, which the gladly do. The girls, of course, know the details.
After an awkward lunch, I start my afternoon classes. They go by uneventfully, and I actually pay attention during a couple of them. Though, I spend more time getting the assignments done so I don't have homework for tonight. Sadly, everyone notices when the popular girl is having boyfriend issues.
"Trouble in paradise, whore?" Keith sneers at me as he walks by me in the hall.
"Fuck you, Keith!" I hiss.
"No thanks, I don't like used pussy." he retorts.
With tears in my eyes, I disappear into the bathroom. I cry on the toilet for a few minutes before I manage to gather my strength. Then I go to my last class. Finally, after what seems like an eternity, the day is ending and I'm heading outside. That's when I spot her.
"Stephanie? Stephanie, wait up!" I call out.
"Oh, hi Kayla." Stephanie says as I start to walk beside her.
"I just wanted to tell you that I'm here if you need to talk." I state sincerely.
"Thank you, Kayla." Stephanie says politely.
"It's just, it's just that we've been through something similar, and I know how overwhelming it can be. I'm here for you." I promise.
"Tomorrow?" Stephanie asks after a moment of silence. "During lunch?"
"Meet me in the biology lab?" I suggest. "I can bring Lexi?"
"I'll be there." Stephanie nods. "And sure, go ahead and bring her."
Good. Maybe Lexi and I can help Stephanie get through this. Speaking of Lexi, I find her a few moments later, and we both head to the car. It isn't long before we're cruising down the street, heading home. During the ride, I tell her about the plan to meet up with Stephanie. Lexi nods with a determined look on her face.
Once we're home, we lay on the floor in the main living room, doing homework and watching television as we sip on drinks and eat chips. Several hours pass, and now we're just watching television, our homework finished. That's when Daddy gets home.
"Hi, girls." he says as he walks into the main living room.
"Hi, Daddy!" I squeal as I run to hug him.
"Hey, Baby." Lexi chirps.
"How was your day?" Daddy asks.
"Fine." Lexi answers as she gets up to kiss Daddy.
"The morning was long, but the afternoon went by fast. You?" I inquire. I don't bother to mention my interaction with Keith.
"Rough." Daddy answers. "Stacey apologized, but she was still pretty cold. She's trying, at least."
"Give her time." I advise.
"She didn't try anything with you, right?" Lexi asks.
"Nothing at all." Daddy confirms. "She knows better."
"Good." Lexi nods before grimacing. "Sorry, I'm jealous."
"It's okay, Lexi." Daddy says. "You're my girlfriend. You aren't comfortable with Stacey and I having sex anymore. That's that."
"Thank you, Steven." Lexi smiles.
"You're welcome, my love." Daddy replies.
"I get it." I interject. "You were okay with it when it was just sex, but now that she's in love with Daddy, you're afraid."
"Exactly. Thanks, Kayla." Lexi says.
"By the way, I heard from the PI again." Daddy says.
"Any news?" I ask quickly.
"They didn't find any drugs in Keith's locker. He wasn't stupid enough to leave any there." Daddy sighs.
"Shit!" Lexi curses.
"But," Daddy holds up a hand, "he was dumb enough to leave a notebook in there."
"Oh?" I ask.
"Yeah, apparently it had information about who he was selling to." Daddy nods. "Police are working on a warrant for his home."
"So, there's still hope?" I wonder.
"There's still hope, Kayla." Daddy smiles. "Plus, David and Keith have both been questioned in regards to that party."
"Stephanie wants to talk about it tomorrow." I tell Daddy.
"Oh yeah?" he asks.
"Yes." Lexi confirms. "We're meeting her during lunch tomorrow."
"Just be gentle with her, who knows what she went through." Daddy says.
"We will." I promise.
Daddy, Lexi, and I keep talking until dinnertime. Then we enjoy a relaxing steak dinner. It's delicious. I love my steak medium, just like Daddy. Our conversations continue during dinner, though nothing important is really said.
After dinner, we head to the game room. I kick Daddy's butt at pool, and barely manage to beat Lexi. Then we play video games on the giant television for awhile. Finally, its' time for a movie, then the three of us go to bed.
I really want to sleep with Daddy and Lexi again, but I'm not ready to make a habit out of it. Plus, they deserve their alone time, and I've been around them constantly lately. So, I strip down to my panties and lay in my own bed. After practicing meditation, I fall asleep.
Tuesday starts off normal; breakfast with Daddy, then I head to school with Lexi. Morning chat with the girls, then homeroom. Finally, I go to my various morning classes. Knowing what's about to happen, they drag. They drag big time. Eventually though, it's lunch.
I meet up with Lexi, and the two of us head to the biology lab. It's always unused during lunchtime, so we won't be disturbed. We wait for a few minutes, and I start to think that Stephanie isn't coming, but that's when the door opens and she walks in.
"Sorry, I'm late." Stephanie mumbles as she shuts the door behind her, enclosing us in semi-darkness.
"No problem." I say politely.
"Kelsey didn't wanna come." Stephanie sighs. "She said she couldn't handle talking about it."
"I understand completely." Lexi nods.
"B-but, I need to talk about it." Stephanie says, taking a deep breath. "I have nightmares about it every night, I-I can't sleep. I need to talk about it with other people they hurt."
"You're not alone, Stephanie." I say strongly.
"You dated David." Stephanie says.
"And I never suspected a thing. Not until, well..." I trail off.
"Not until she saw the video of David raping my ass while I was high." Lexi finches for me.
"H-he did?" Stephanie winces.
"Yeah..." Lexi confirms.
"T-they took videos of us as well." Stephanie admits as she starts crying.
"Shh, it's okay. You're not alone." I whisper as I walk up to her and draw her into a hug.
She flinches at first, but soon Stephanie is sobbing into my shoulder. I rub her back as I feel Lexi wrap her arms around both of us. Soon, we're enfolded in a three way hug as we all cry and try and support each other.
"T-thank you." Stephanie stammers when she pulls away. "I needed that."
"You're welcome." I say as I rub the tears from my eyes.
"I wish I had listened to you when you warned me." Stephanie hiccups. "Keith was just so charming!"
"Yeah, he can be that way." Lexi says darkly.
"Do you mind telling us what happened?" I ask.



"Okay." Stephanie nods. She then takes a minute to gather her strength before beginning her story. "Kelsey and I went to a party together. That's where we saw Keith and David. Kelsey always thought David was so cute, but he was with you. She said she heard that you two had broken up, and thought we should talk to the guys. She asked if I liked Keith."
"What did you say?" Lexi wonders.
"I said he was handsome!" Stephanie hisses, angry at her past self. Then she continues. "We went up to them and struck up a conversation. I-I'm so embarrassed, but I was really, really fucking horny! Next thing I knew, the four of us were in a bedroom together!"
"All four of you?" I ask to confirm.
"Yeah, it was a frat party, so there were two beds in the room." Stephanie nods. "I'd never done anything like that before, but I was so drunk and horny. I blew Keith on one bed while David fucked Kelsey from behind on the other bed. Then I let Keith get on top of me..."
"You don't have to tell us all of this." Lexi says.
"She's right, you just say what you feel comfortable with." I add.
"It's okay, it feels helpful to say this." Stephanie wipes the tears from her eyes. "Anyway, we met you guys at the mall not long after that. I remember hearing Keith call you cum-dumps. After you left, I demanded to know why he'd call a girl that. He said that you two used to love it. You begged to be called whores and bitches while you were dating. H-he said it made them uncomfortable, that's why David and Keith dumped you. I can't believe we bought that shit."
"It's okay, you didn't know the truth." Lexi sighs.
"I'm sorry I didn't believe you." Stephanie says again.
"We're just sorry you're hurting." I say sincerely.
"Thank you." Stephanie whispers. "Things continued from there. Keith even met my parents. They said they liked him. I ignored all the rumors about him. They couldn't be true. At least until he started offering us drugs. I don't think there's anything wrong with pot, but he wasn't offering pot! I refused, but Kelsey, Kelsey called me a pussy and said nothing could go wrong. I relented."
"Oh, God." I gasp.
"Yeah, That's part of why Kelsey is taking this so hard. She blames herself for what happened." Stephanie explains. "We started having sex in the same room again. Kelsey was in bed, while I was bent over a chair. Keith suggested we switch partners. Next thing I know, David is in me. And then, and then, and then my head was spinning! I don't know how it happened, but I was on the bed, on all fours, taking David from behind while sucking on Keith. They came on me and made Kelsey lick it off."
"They raped you." Lexi states darkly.
"Yes!" Stephanie wails. "Then they kept doing it! Then that party! They passed us around! There were so many! I don't even know how we ended up there!"
Stephanie breaks down into tears, unable to form a coherent statement. Lexi and I hug her tightly, trying to comfort the poor girl. We just hear the occasional phrase like 'so many guys' and 'they got paid' and 'they took videos', all of which break our hearts. No woman deserves to go through this nightmare.
"Thank you." Stephanie eventually says.
"For what?" I ask.
"For letting me talk about this. I feel a little better." Stephanie says, trying to give us a strong smile.
"What happened with the police?" Lexi asks.
"Oh, right. Well," Stephanie begins, "I was laying naked in bed with Kelsey. Cum all over us, cum leaking out of our holes. I looked at her, saw her cum-coated face, the despair in her eyes.. I broke. I grabbed my phone, dialed, and said I had to report a rape."
"You didn't break." I insist. "You were so strong to report it!"
"You really were. I wish I had your strength." Lexi says.
"A few minutes later, the cops were at the door. People were running, trying to get away. David, Keith, and a few others got brought in for questioning. Kelsey and I were taken to the hospital for rape kits. Our parents were called." Stephanie sighs heavily. "That's the one thing good that's come out of this. My parents are so supportive. I feel so loved by them right now."
"That's good. That's really good." I say. "I don't know where I would have ended up without Daddy."
"Yeah, Steven saved us both." Lexi agrees.
"Thank you for listening." Stephanie mumbles.
"Anytime. That's what friends are for." I smile and hug her again.
"Friends?" she asks.
"Friends." Lexi confirms.
"I like that." Stephanie smiles.
"Why haven't Keith and David been arrested?" I wonder.
"I don't know!" Stephanie laments. "The police said these things take time to prove, and all that shit. I can't believe they're making us walk the halls with our rapists while they drag their feet! But they said they have to build a strong case. And apparently test results take time. There were a lot of different semen samples on and in Kelsey and I. Plus, the videos."
"They got the videos?" Lexi asks incredulously.
"Yeah," Stephanie nods, "they took images of Keith and David's phones.
"Which means they have the videos of us!" Lexi exclaims, horror in her eyes.
"I guess it's just a matter of time until they want to talk to us." I say sadly.
The police don't try and talk to us Tuesday. In fact, Tuesday goes by pretty normally. More classes, then homework with Lexi in the main living room. Daddy comes home, and we fill him in on everything. He hugs us tightly and promises we'll get through whatever happens next together. Tonight, I do sleep with Lexi and Daddy. We don't even do anything sexual. We just hold each other and support each other.
Wednesday starts another normal day. Well, mostly normal. I chat with the girls, Hazel is still distant for some reason. When prodded, she says she 's been feeling off lately. Weird. Lunch is awkward, since Ian and I still aren't talking, and Josh and Shawn are starting to wonder what the fuck is going on.
I see Keith and David. David looks like he's been crying. Good. He knows that he's about to pay for being a piece of shit. Keith just sneers and throws a nasty comment my way. Then the school day ends and I head to therapy.
"How was your week, Kayla?" Kasey asks.
"Overwhelming." I answer honestly.
"How so?" Kasey prods gently.
For the first time, I hold something back from my therapist. I tell her about David and Keith, about Stephanie and Kelsey. I tell her about Ian and I fighting. That's when I freeze. Kasey asks why Ian and I are fighting. I can't tell my therapist about sucking my dad's cock! Yeah, I'm eighteen, but it's still incest.
So, I lie. I tell her that Ian is having trouble coming to terms with the relationship between me and my Slut-sisters. Kasey is very understanding, and hopes that Ian and I can work things out. I just nod and blow my nose in some tissues.
"Have you been having any more intense dreams?" Kasey asks about halfway into the session.
"No." I shake my head. "I honestly think I'm past whatever that issue was. I don't need to be gangbanged to be happy. I have love. I'm done with fantasizing about intense sex."
"Well, I'm glad to hear that." Kasey says.
The session continues. Kasey focuses a lot on me possibly having to talk to the police soon. We go over coping techniques for how to handle it. She's glad the police are involved, since Keith and David obviously need to be put away.
After the session, I go home. Home to another night with no sex. I don't even masturbate. Lexi and Daddy don't even fuck. We just snuggle up and try and prepare ourselves for what is to come. I'm scared. I know that, without Lexi and Daddy, I have no hope of getting through this. I just keep reminding myself that I have them.
On Thursday, Kelsey actually comes up to me. Like Stephanie, she apologizes. I assure her she has nothing to apologize for, and promise that I'm here for her. We hug before parting ways. This is definitely progress. As I walk by Kelsey and head toward the cafeteria for lunch, I run into Ian.
"Oh, hi Ian." I say in a small voice.
"Kayla." he nods.
"Come with me." I request, finally reaching a decision.
"Okay." he says.
I take his hand and lead him through the hallway. We end up in another unused classroom. I turn to face him once the door is shut. I can't believe I'm gonna do this, but I love him. I love him so much. And I miss him.
"I miss you." I whisper.
"I miss you, too." he admits.
The plan has been to wait until prom. I can't wait though. Maybe this isn't romantic, maybe it isn't ideal, but maybe it's right. I think it's right. I want to show Ian how much he means to me. I love Daddy, I always will. I love Ian, too. They can both be in my life. I drop my purse and cross my arms as I grasp the hem of my shirt. With one motion, I whip my shirt over my head, revealing my bra-clad breasts.
"What are you doing?" he asks in confusion.
"Make love to me, Ian." I say, my hands on my hips. "Right here, right now."
"No." he states.
"W-what?" I ask, my heart breaking.
"You're insane!" Ian hisses. "I'm not having sex with you like this!"
"Why the fuck not?" I ask, still standing in my bra. My shirt is laying on the floor.
"Look, Kayla, I get it; you're really emotional right now." Ian says. "You aren't thinking clearly. Is this really how you think I want my first time?"
"Uh..."I trail off. He's right. Fuck.
"I need time!" he explodes. "Why can't you respect that?"
"I've given you time! We haven't talked all week!" I exclaim.
"After what you did, I need as much time as I need!" he shouts. I've never seen him so upset.
"I-I-I, but he's my dad!" I squeak.
"And he isn't even the first!" Ian yells. "You hooked up with a guy in Bermuda!"
"All we did was kiss!" I insist. "And you and I weren't even together then!"
"That's just an excuse!" he says, his arms crossed. "And how often are you fucking your 'Slut-sisters'?"
"Um, well, I," I stammer, "wait! You said you were okay with that!"
"I am! Or well, I was!" Ian screams. "I just, I'm a virgin! And how many people are you spreading your legs for?"
"That was really mean, Ian." I whisper, tears forming in the corners of my eyes.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean it like that." he backpedals. "But, I just need to know, why?"
"I fuck my Slut-sisters because we love each other. I shouldn't have made out with that guy. I'm sorry. I really am. But," I take a moment to gather my strength, "I'm not sorry for kissing my dad. I love him. He's the most important person in my life."
"Can't you understand why I need time?" Ian asks.
"Time to decide if you're dumping me or not?" I ask, eyes narrow.
"I wouldn't put it that way..." he rolls his eyes.
"But, it's true! Isn't it?!" I shout.
"I suppose it is." Ian sighs. He then reaches down and picks up my discarded shirt, which he holds out to me. "Put your shirt back on."
"Fine." I snap, taking the shirt. Moments later, I'm fully dressed.
"Not everything can be solved with sex, Kayla." Ian explains.
"I understand." I nod.
"Do you? Really?" he asks.
"Yes. I really do. I see that I shouldn't have done that. I'm sorry." I say sincerely.
"Thank you." Ian says.
"W-we should go to lunch." I reply.
"Yes, we should." he nods.
Ian and I head to lunch together. Everyone is happy to see us walk in together. If only. Yet, I'm surprised when we sit down. Ian sits next to me and includes me in conversation. Just like with Kelsey, this is a start, at least.
The sex embargo continues Thursday evening. Lexi and I fill Daddy in on the day's events, and he tells us about his day. Stacey is still depressed, but she is at least talking to Daddy and making an effort. We cuddle up naked and fall asleep in each others arms. The one improvement is that I text Ian before bed.
Friday. Wake up, have breakfast with Daddy and Lexi. Go to school, chat with the girls before homeroom. Morning classes, then lunch with the gang. Everything is so normal. At least until I run into Keith right after lunch.
"Cum dump." he nods in my direction.
"Fuck you, you rapist piece of shit!" I snap.
"What a mouth on this one." he sneers. "Too bad you're not better at sucking dick."
I open my mouth to call him an asshole, then suddenly I freeze. There are two uniformed officers approaching us. Keith looks at me in confusion when I don't say anything. Then he notices I'm looking over his shoulder. He turns around.
"Keith Strulk! Freeze!" one of them says in an authoritative voice.
Holy shit. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. Everyone in the hallway stops talking and turns to look at the spectacle. They aren't pulling him quietly out of class, or waiting until the school day is over. They're coming for him right now. What the fuck? I may be frozen in shock, but Keith sure isn't.
His face turns white as he makes a break for it. The rapist piece of shit doesn't make it more than five feet before he's tackled to the ground. I gasp and cover my mouth with my hands as the cop puts cuffs on him.
"You're under arrest for possession of narcotics with intent to distribute." says the officer.
Keith is hauled to his feet. His face is red as he looks around with wild eyes. He now has an officer on each side of him as they read him his rights. Daddy has come through. The PI has come through. Now, all that's left is to get Keith and David charged with rape.
*
Author's Note: Yes, I know the pill isn't this efficient in reality: "the pill is revolutionary, it completely stops menstruation and prevents pregnancy with ninety-nine percent efficiency. It also starts working in a matter of days" However, this is an alternate universe with no STI's. The pill is also much more awesome. One of the reasons for this is that the pill does not completely stop menstruation in reality, and keeping track of so many women's cycles would be way too hard.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 29. I hope you enjoy it. Please let me know! As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
Hazel
On Friday, like every day, my alarm wakes me up far earlier than I would like it to. Also like every day, I have to resist the urge to roll back over and go to sleep. I'm not a morning person, yet I have to act like I am. It's what happens when you're the oldest of four and both your parents work.
At least I'm up early enough to be able to take a shower. I strip down and step into the stall. Then I soap myself up, shave my legs and my pussy, and finally let the spray wash the suds off of my tan skin. With a sigh, I dry off before dressing into my clothes for the day and putting my long brown hair back into its usual ponytail.
Once I'm dressed, it's time to cook breakfast. I prepare a nice meal, and then I head to the bedrooms to wake up my brothers. First, Scott. At fourteen, he is the closest to me in age, being in his last year of middle school. We miss out on going to the high school together by one year, unfortunately.
Next is Daniel. He is twelve years old and also goes to the middle school. Finally, my baby brother, Michael. He's only eight, and follows me around like a puppy whenever we're both home. Michael goes to the local elementary school.
Yeah, I'm the only one with an unusual name. Turns out, Hazel is the name of my great grandmother who passed away the morning of my birth. Since she'll never get to meet me, I get to have her old-fashioned name.
After my brothers are fed, I make sure they get ready for school. Then I get them to their respective bus stops, and am free to start my own day. Our parents work so much because of the cost of supporting four kids. They'll be working late tonight as well, so I'll have to make dinner.
I offer to get a job occasionally, but they insist that my education has to come first. I understand, and appreciate the gesture, I just hate that I have to be the third parent around here sometimes. Third parent, yet they still treat me like a child in so many ways.
I toss my backpack into my beat up car before getting into the front seat and buckling my seat belt. Then, it's off to school. Like every morning, I chat with the girls. I'm still unusually quiet, I can't put my finger on why I don't feel right, but I still feel off. Fortunately, my friends don't press the issue.
I text the girls during homeroom, then morning classes begin. I sit in the back of my first class and flirt with a cute boy. He doesn't ask me out, but it's definitely a fun time. The rest of my classes go by slowly. Then, it's finally lunch.
I eat my cheap food as my friends flirt with their respective love interests. Even Kayla and Ian are talking again. I'm happy for them. Still, I'm so glad that I don't have a boyfriend. Granted, Ashley and Marcia aren't official with Josh and Shawn, but still. I'm single. I'm hot. And I'm loving it.
Immediately after lunch is when things heat up. Everyone starts whispering among themselves as I walk down the hallway. Even more than usual. Their voices are all riled up. I can't hear what they're saying though. I eventually stop someone and ask them what the fuck is going on.
"Didn't you hear?" the girl asks. "Keith Strulk just got arrested!"
"For rape?" I exclaim without thinking.
"Uh, no." the girl gives me a weird look. "For drugs!"
I thank the girl and then continue on my way to my next class. I'm glad my assigned seat is near the back of the room. This way, I'll be able to text with my girls. I pull out my phone the instant class starts and text our group chat.
Hazel: Oh, my God! Girls, I just heard Keith was arrested!
Lexi: Wait. What?! He was? For what? Details!!!
Ashley: Arrested for rape?
Hazel: I don't have any details! I just heard it was for drugs.
Marcia: Oh God, finally!
Kayla: It's true. He was arrested right in front of me. The officer said it was for having drugs.
Lexi: Why were you with Keith?
Kayla: The usual. He stopped to call me a cum dump.
Ashley: What a piece of shit!
Hazel: At least you got to see him get handcuffed. You did get to see that, right?
Kayla: Yes! He tried to run and was tackled right in front of me!
Marcia: That's justice.
Lexi: I wish I could have seen that asshole led away in handcuffs.
Kayla: It was beautiful. :)
Ashley: I can imagine! I'm so happy for you, Kayla! And you, Lexi!
Hazel: Now, we need to get rid of David!
Marcia: That would be nice.
Lexi: Hopefully, he's next!
Kayla: I hope so.
We continue texting throughout the day. Then, we meet up after the last bell. The five of us all end up in a massive group hug as we celebrate the downfall of Keith Strulk. Filled with hope, we're all expecting David and Keith to be charged with rape any day now.
I hop in my car, thankful that the old piece of shit starts, and drive home. Then I prepare after school snacks for the kids. They get home a few minutes later and start devouring everything. They're growing boys, it's understandable.
"Okay, make sure you do your homework before you watch television." I say sternly.
"Ugh, fine!" Scott groans.
"Okay." Daniel sighs.
"What are you doing, Hazel?" Michael asks.
"I'm gonna clean up." I answer. "Then I'll do my homework as well."
"Can I help?" Michael wonders.
"Oh, of course you can!" I smile happily.
I hand Michael a sponge, and he helps me wash the kitchen table. He's such a good helper. I love him. After we're finished cleaning up, Michael and I do our homework on the kitchen table together. Scott and Daniel are laying in the living room, doing their own work.
"What are you doing tonight?" Michael asks me.
"I was actually thinking of going to a party once Mom and Dad get home." I answer.
"Can I come?" he inquires cutely.
"Sorry, but it's an eighteen plus event." I laugh.
"I'm eight! That's close!" Michael insists.
"It's very close." I agree as I rub the top of his head. "But not close enough!"
"Aw!" he laments.
Once our homework is done, I let them all watch television. It's tough for them to find a show they agree on. In order to make it possible, I let Michael use the TV in my bedroom while the older kids watch something in the living room. That television cost me a lot of my allowance, but it's worth it. I love laying in bed late, watching my favorite shows.
I watch cartoons with Michael until it is time to make dinner. I slave away in the kitchen, making the best meal I can. I'm not a great cook, but I get a lot of practice, so I'm decent enough. It's edible, at least!
"Aw, meatloaf again?" Scott laments.
"Boo!" Daniel adds.
"I think you meant to say 'thank you, Hazel'." I roll my eyes.
"Thank you, Hazel!" Michael smiles. "It smells delicious."
"Aw, you're welcome!" I rub the back of his head as I lean down to kiss his forehead.
We say grace and eat dinner. Scott and Daniel complain a bit, but still manage to shovel down three helpings each. Once they finish eating, Scott and Daniel run back to the living room to play video games. Michael, my little helper, works with me to do the dishes. We wrap up the leftovers for Mom and Dad, then head back to my room to watch more cartoons.
Mom and Dad eventually make their way home. They ask how the kids are, and I answer that they're fine. My parents thank me for the meal, and heat it up so they can eat. Then they ask about my plans for the evening.
"Well, there's this party I'd really like to go to tonight." I say hesitantly.
"Will there be drinking? Drugs?" Dad asks sternly, his eyes on me.
"Of course not, Dad." I lie. Well, I'm lying about the drinking. I don't think there will be drugs.
"Who is hosting? Will their parents be around?" Mom asks.
"Just a friend from school." I lie again, not divulging that it's actually a frat party. "And, yeah, there will be parents."
"You can go." Dad nods.
"Thank you, Dad." I say with a smile.
"I trust you won't engage in any behavior that would make us disappointed in you." he just has to add.
"Of course not, Dad." I promise.
"Good girl." Mom smiles.
"Remember your curfew." Dad adds.
"I will." I nod.
I have very religious parents. They believe that sex is something only shared between a husband and wife. If they ever find out I'm not a virgin, they'll disown me. And no, I don't think I'm exaggerating at all. I have to be very careful. The freedom I enjoy now is only the result of constantly not disappointing them.
I go to my bedroom to get ready for the party. I put on a matching bra and pantie set, then slip on a cute pair of tiny jean shorts. Finally, I add a v-neck top and step into a pair of flip flops. Slinging my purse over my shoulder, I head out the door.
The party is already in full swing when I arrive. I park my car and walk by various people on the front lawn as I make my way to the door. I'm quickly shown in and offered a cup of alcohol, which I accept. I'm driving tonight, so I can't have more than this one. I take my time and enjoy it.
Suddenly, I notice a lot of loud cheering coming from another room. The fact that I can hear it over the loud music is a testament to its volume. I make my way over and see that the crowd is watching a very, very drunk girl give head right in the middle of the room! The guy she's servicing has his arms over the couch, and a very smug look on his face.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" a female voice calls out.
I frown when I realize that I recognize that voice. Looking around to find the source, my eyes eventually land on a stunning blonde with big tits. The girl is obviously drunk, and holding a red cup full of alcohol. She's standing next to a very tall man who seems out of place here. It's a frat party, and he's in his late-twenties, at least. I make my way over to them.
"Brittney, hi!" I shout over the music and cheering.
"Hazel? Hey!" Brittney responds. "Nice to see you here! This is Peter. Peter, this is Hazel."
"Hi, Peter!" I call out.
"Nice to meet you, Hazel." Peter says politely. "That's a very interesting name."
"Yeah, it was my great grandmother's!" I reply.
"Wild party, isn't it?" Brittney asks happily as she drunkenly gestures around the room with her cup. The movement causes some alcohol to swish out of the cup and splash onto her arm. She ignores it and continues to sway.
"Yeah, definitely!" I agree.
"Hey, is Kayla here?" Brittney wonders.
"Nah, she's spending Friday night with Lexi and her father." I answer.
"Too bad!" Brittney calls out. "I miss her coming to parties with me."
"Kayla another Senior?" Peter asks.
"Yeah, we actually just went to her eighteenth birthday party a couple months ago!" I tell him.
"Very nice. Are you eighteen as well?" he inquires.
"Yes!" I nod.
"Are you excited to graduate high school?" Peter wonders.
"I am! It'll be nice to go to college!" I smile.
"College can be really expensive." Peter sighs.
"I know." I pout. "I'll take out loans though, it'll be okay."
"Well, good luck!" he raises his cup to me.
"I don't think I'm going to college!" Brittney interjects with a drunken hiccup.
"With your looks, you can get a job anywhere." Peter says smoothly. He then wraps an arm around Brittney's waist.
We continue chatting and watching the show. It isn't long before the guy cums in the drunk girl's mouth. She actually stands up and opens her mouth, her arms in the air as she cheers with everyone else. Crazy.
Peter seems like a nice enough guy. He makes a lot of comments about how expensive life can get after high school. Sadly, I have to agree. We can't all have a rich Daddy. Anyway, it isn't long before Peter starts flirting with me, too.
"I love that long hair!" he says.
"Oh, thanks!" I smile as I run my ponytail through my hand. I love how long it is, too. It falls over halfway down my back.
"Hey, don't forget about me, Mister!" Brittney giggles as she places her fingers at Peter's chin. She turns his head and leans up to kiss him.
"I could never." Peter replies before pressing his lips against Brittney's.
I giggle and watch them kiss for a couple minutes. Peter is bold. He actually brings a hand up to cup Brittney's breast from outside her scoop-necked top. Brittney just moans into his mouth and intensifies the kiss.
"Would you like a kiss, Hazel?" he asks when he comes up for air.
"Maybe I would!" I giggle as I polish off the rest of my drink.
"Well, c'mere!" Peter laughs.
"Kiss! kiss!" Brittney claps.
I walk up to Peter, and he enfolds me in a hug as our lips meet. He doesn't paw at my breasts, but I do soon feel one of his hands cupping my tight ass. I just wiggle my bum against his hand as our tongues wrestle. After a couple minutes, the kiss breaks.
"What do you think?" he asks.
"Hm," I mutter as I tap my chin with my pointer finger, "not bad!"
"Ouch, that's all I get?" Peter asks, looking offended.
"Maybe I'm used to some amazing kissers!" I laugh.
"Guess I'll have to step up my game!" Peter chuckles.
Peter soon asks Brittney and I to dance. We happily accept. The three of us hold hands and sway to the loud music. I'm having a great time. My long, brown ponytail is flailing in the air as I shake my tight, young body. I'm hot, and I know it! I'm single, and I love it!
"Oops!" Brittney gasps out as she trips and nearly falls.
"I got ya!" Peter calls out as she lands in his arms.
"My hero!" Brittney giggles as she once again kisses the older man.
"Hey, do you wanna find someplace more private to relax?" Peter asks when the kiss breaks.
"Sure!" Brittney hiccups.
"Great!" Peter exclaims. "Wanna join us, Hazel?"
"Oh, I don't know." I laugh. "I'm not nearly drunk enough!"
"Then, let's get this girl another drink!" Brittney laughs.
"I'm driving tonight, I can't." I sigh.
"Well, you can still join us! C'mon! It'll be fun!" Brittney insists.
"It is a party, Hazel." Peter reasons.
"Oh, why not?" I giggle. "Let's party!"
Peter grabs us each by the hand and leads us upstairs. The first room we try to go in already has a couple inside. I blush and giggle when I get an eyeful of the girl's big tits bouncing as she's taken from behind. Eventually, we find an unoccupied single with a large bed in the center.
"Why don't you girls put on a little show to get me in the mood?" Peter suggest.
"Okay! Let's go, Hazel!" Brittney giggles happily as she kicks off her sandals and jumps up on the bed, on her knees.
"Um, sure, okay." I say.
I climb up on the bed, and soon Brittney and I are kissing. We moan into each others mouths as our hands explore. This is my first kiss with a girl who isn't a Slut-sister. I've always been bi-curious, and now I fully identify as bisexual, so I'm very happy with the current turn of events. I slide a hand into Brittney's top and bra, my fingers wrapping around naked tit-flesh as Brittney grabs my ass.
"Let's see some skin!" Peter encourages loudly.
Giving Peter a quick glance, I see that he's taken his shirt and shoes off. His bare chest is on display. I like! Turning back to Brittney, I grasp her shirt at the hem and start lifting it. The sexy blonde raises her arms above her head so that I can remove her shirt. My shirt soon follows.
"Lose the bras, too!" Peter's voice calls out.
Brittney and I kiss as we reach behind each others backs. Soon, both bras are unhooked. As one, we turn to face Peter. We both smile coyly as we shrug our shoulders forward, letting our bras fall off our chests. I giggle and blush when my little titties come into view. Yeah, they aren't nearly as big as Brittney's, but I know I still have a great pair.
"Very nice, ladies!" he compliments as he rubs his bulge. "Now, play with each others boobs!"
"C'mere, Hazel." Brittney coos.
Our lips meet once again. I moan into Brittney's mouth as her hands find my breasts. I can feel her roll my nipple between her fingers. At the same time, I reach out and squish her massive mammary glands together, creating a beautiful cleavage.
"Kiss her tits, Hazel!" Peter orders. Damn, this guy loves to direct!
I break my lip lock with Brittney in order to comply. Leaning forward, I plant kisses all over Brittney's beautiful cleavage. Then I slurp a nipple into my mouth and start sucking on it. That's when I feel her hands reach out to undo the button of my jean shorts.
"That's it, get her shorts off." he says in a carrying whisper.
Laying back on the bed, I let Brittney slide my shorts down my legs and off my body. I'm wearing nothing but a pair of panties. Giggling, I watch as Brittney takes off her pants, so we're similarly clad. Though, Brittney is wearing sexy black underwear.
We don't need to be told what to do from here. Brittney reaches out and grasps my panties by the waistband. I lift my bum to help her slide the underwear off of me. Then I spread my legs so that she can see my most intimate place.
"Turn around, Hazel. Lay at the top of the bed." Peter instructs. I realize my pussy is facing away form him currently, so he can't see me.
I happily comply, showing both Brittney and this strange man my slit. I smile and run two fingers between my labia to spread myself open. My pink interior is now fully visible to two people I barely know. I'm in heaven!
"Very nice, Hazel." he purrs. "Brittney, eat her out for me."
"Yes!" I beg. "Please, eat me!"
Brittney kneels between my spread legs, her face inches from my box as she inhales my feminine scent. Moments later, I feel a tongue at my pussy. Fuck, this feels so good. I grab my own boobs as I arch my back and moan.
"Just like that, yes!" Peter encourages.
I open my eyes and glance over at Peter. He's naked now, and stroking a very impressive dick. Peter isn't quite as big as Steven's, but he still has one of the nicest cocks I've ever seen. I'm going to enjoy playing with it. For now, though, I'm playing with Brittney.
Reaching down with both hands, I bury one hand in Brittney's blonde locks, while my other hand grabs a hanging tit. I lightly slap her boob as Brittney adds her fingers to the mix, finger-fucking me while sucking on my clit.
"Feels so good!" I groan. "Make me cum, Brittney!"
"Yes, make her cum!" Peter agrees.
Brittney definitely has experience eating pussy. She's not as good as Lexi, but still has me on the verge of orgasm after only a couple minutes. Both my hands are on Brittney's head now, holding her down as I buck my hips against her face.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" I announce to the room as my pussy clamps down on Brittney's fingers.
"Let's see how you are at sucking dick." Peter's voice says as I return to earth.
Looking over, I see a hard dick waving in my face. Sure, why not? I shrug my shoulders and reach up to grasp the rigid pole. I give it several strokes before directing it toward my open mouth. Soon, I'm sucking away happily, my cheeks caving in as I give head.
"Oh, good girl!" Peter exclaims.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan happily around his shaft as my hand cups his balls.
While I suck dick, Brittney continues to eat me out and finger me. Fuck, this feels amazing. It isn't long before I open my mouth and scream around the shaft between my lips as a second orgasm shoots through my teen body.
"I love this ponytail." he comments as he wraps my ponytail around his hand and pushes my head down on him.
I gag and drool, my tongue lashing the underside of his shaft. I massage his balls with one hand, rolling his testicles between my fingers. My other hand is resting on Brittney's blonde head, encouraging her to continue licking my pink cunt.
"Can you deepthroat?" Peter asks.
"Mm!" I moan as I shake my head.
"Too bad." he sighs. "Still, you give great head."



"Thanks!" I say thickly around his shaft.
"Ready to get fucked?" Peter asks.
"Mmhmm!" I nod, his cock still in my mouth, my eyes wide.
"Move, Brittney." he orders.
Brittney pulls away from my pussy and lays beside me on the bed. The blonde lifts her ass so she can take off her thong, leaving her as naked as I am. Peter then pulls his dick out of my mouth before slapping my face several times with it as I moan and kiss the shaft.
Moments later, Peter is between my spread legs. I grip his biceps as he reaches between us and slots his mushroom head between my labia. He looks down at my tits as he presses forward, pushing his cock inside me until we're fully joined.
"Good pussy!" He compliments. "Nice and tight!"
"Why, thank you!" I reply, feeling nice and full.
Peter then starts fucking me while Brittney watches and plays with herself. I'm moaning and panting loudly as I take dick. Hooking my feet around Peter's calves, I grip his ass tightly and roll my hips to meet his thrusts.
"Damn, you're good!" he groans after a few minutes. "Wanna try riding me?"
"Sure!" I happily agree.
We switch positions. This time, I'm the one reaching between us to place Peter's dick in the correct position to enter me. Then I'm riding him, cowgirl style. I bounce on him, I bury him to the hilt in my sheathe and roll my hips in a circle, I claw at his chest as I throw my head back and announce my orgasm. The entire time, Peter is watching my naked body undulate in his lap.
"That's it! Keep going!" Peter gasps out, his hands holding my hips.
"Fuck, you feel so good!" I groan.
"I wanna fuck you from behind." he says.
"Okay!" I gasp.
I lift off of Peter's erection and get on my elbows and knees beside Brittney. Peter is behind me now, pushing into my vagina. He holds my hips in both hands and proceeds to fuck me with a steady rhythm. Damn, Peter knows what he's doing. Every motion is perfect. He definitely gets plenty of practice making a pussy feel good.
"Can I spank you?" he asks.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Slap my ass!"
Peter lets his hand fly, spanking my tight ass. I grunt as my body jerks forward. He then spanks my other cheek. I grunt again. He spanks me several more times, alternating which cheek he's hitting. Fuck, I'm cumming again!
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant as my toes curl.
"Yeah, take that dick!" Brittney encourages as she masturbates beside me.
Soon, I feel Peter grab my ponytail. I'm not at all surprised; he keep saying he loves it. With a quick yank, my head is pulled back, forcing my back to arch. I grip the sheets in both hands, my mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched tight.
"Getting close." Peter grunts. "Can I cum on your face?"
"Fuck, yes!" I cry out. "Cover my slutty face!"
"Turn over, turn over!" he orders as he pushes on my ass until I move forward enough for his cock to exit my hole.
I roll over onto my back, my legs spread wide. One hand grabs my boob, and the other plays with my pussy as Peter knee-walks up the bed until he's beside my head, stroking himself rapidly. My mouth opens instinctively to take the cum shot.
"Cum on her, cum on her!" Brittney cheers.
"Ah, fuck!" Peter grunts as the first rope of cum shoots out.
Semen lances across my face and into my hair. I wiggle happily as cum goes right in my mouth. Damn, Peter can cum a lot! My face is completely covered. More is in my mouth, and rather than swallow, I spit it out sexily, causing it to run down my chin. Finally, Peter presses his cock to my lips and drains the rest into my willing mouth.
"FUCK!" Peter gives one last shudder before pulling his softening dick out of my mouth.
Brittney then pounces. The busty blonde lays on top of my naked body as she shoves her tongue between my lips. Brittney alternates between kissing me, and licking the cum from my face. I giggle every time her tongue slurps more semen off of me.
"That's hot." Peter comments as he lightly slaps Brittney's ass.
Brittney and I lay naked in each others arms as we watch Peter climb off the bed. He heads for the chair, where his clothes are in a neatly folded pile. Extracting his pants from the pile, he reaches in for his wallet and takes out a card. He walks back to the bed and hands it to me. I frown in confusion as I look at the card. It says his name, as well as the name of a business.
"X-Star Entertainment?" I question.
"I'm a producer, and sometimes an actor." Peter explains. "We'd love to work with you."
"He's telling the truth, Hazel." Brittney nods.
"Work with me how?" I ask in confusion, still not getting it.
"Peter is a producer." Brittney tells me. "He and I met at a party a few months ago. I've already done three movies! I meant to ask Kayla if she wanted to get involved, but she stopped coming to parties before I could arrange an introduction."
"M-movies?" I ask, my mouth dry. "You mean porn? Y-you want to put me in porn?"
"An X-rated film, but yes." Peter nods in confirmation. "I usually try and recruit college girls, but an eighteen year old who is still in high school? Fuck, yes! With your looks and talent, you'd be a star in no time!"
"So, what?" I ask angrily. Sitting up, I cross one arm over my breasts as I plaster my other hand over my crotch and close my legs to conceal my pussy. "You fucked me to see if I was good enough to be in porn?"
"No, I fucked you because you're incredibly hot," he chuckles before adding, "and willing."
"Thanks, I guess." feeling somewhat mollified.
"Isn't that why you fucked me?" Peter asks.
"Well, yeah..."I reluctantly admit.
"Look, I'm not trying to offend you or anything." he says, his hands raised in a non-threatening gesture. "I think you're a natural. And you said it yourself, Hazel, life is incredibly expensive. A beautiful girl like you? You have options. I'm just giving you one. Take it, or don't. It's up to you."
"It's no big deal, Hazel." Brittney adds. "You fuck hot guys at parties, don't you? Just let people record you. Then you get paid! A lot of money, too!"
I start to think about it. All that money. My parents not having to work such crazy hours any more. Me actually making a difference in my brother's lives, helping provide for them. Is this the way? The way to a better life?
"I-I don't think I can do anything like that." I stammer nervously while still covering myself with my hands. I crane my neck to look around for my clothes.
"Okay, no problem!" Peter smiles. "Please, just keep my card in case you ever change your mind. Open offer."
"O-okay. Sure." I nod.
"Great!" he exclaims. "Hey! Wanna fool around some more?"
"Um, no thanks." I answer with a shake of my head. "I have to get home before curfew."
"You have a curfew? That's adorable!" Peter laughs.
"It really is." Brittney giggles.
"Um, right." I say as I slide my ass to the edge of the bed.
With a hand still over my breasts, I climb out of bed and immediately grab my underwear so I can conceal my pussy. Then my bra goes on. Lastly, I put on my outer clothes and can breathe out a sigh of relief.
"Well, it was great meeting you, Hazel." Peter offers his hand.
"You, too." I say politely as I shake his hand.
"Let me know if you want to come to another party!" Brittney smiles.
"Sure, I will." I say noncommittally.
As I'm leaving, I hear Brittney ask Peter if he wants to fuck her ass. I shut the door behind me, unsure of how to feel about this. Peter seems nice enough, but porn? Really? I'll never do anything like that! Still, I can't help but feel a small smile cross my face. A male porn star, a producer who can have all the hot girls he wants, thinks I'm star material.
I slip his card into my purse. I know I won't ever follow up, but this is still a nice memory. I'm glad this happened. Starting my car, I begin the journey home. I'm running late, but I still make it in time for curfew, with minutes to spare.
"Barely in time, young lady." Dad admonishes when I walk through the door.
"But, I am on time!" I remind him.
"You are." Dad smiles. "I trust you behaved yourself?"
"Yes, Dad." I lie as I roll my eyes.
"Good. Now, off to bed!" he says.
"Goodnight, Dad." I say.
When I enter my bedroom, I shut and lock the door, grateful that I am finally allowed to lock my door now that I'm eighteen. Stripping down to my birthday suit, I lay in bed and look at Peter's card. What a night!
I take out my vibrator and masturbate as I imagine an entire crowd of people watching me getting fucked. The cameras are on me as hot male porn stars use my body. They all want me. Only me. They shoot their warm semen all over and in my body. I cum so hard that I have to bite my pillow to keep from screaming.
When I'm finished masturbating, I clean my sex toy with some wet wipes before putting it away. Then I hide Peter's card in my purse again to make sure my parents don't ever find it. I'm hot. I'm single. I love it.
Steven
Friday. Finally. It's such an emotional week. Kayla and Lexi are going through so much with Keith and David, while I'm still dealing with Stacey issues at work. The morning goes by slowly, with Stacey saying barely more than the minimum to do her job.
We eat lunch together, and I do my best to get her to talk, which she does. Sort of. I can tell she's dejected, but I am able to draw her into conversations. She even laughs at my jokes a couple of times. It's something, I guess.
Adding to the challenges this week, I haven't been having sex. Even the perpetually horny Lexi has been subdued in the light of everything currently going on. Kayla, Lexi, and I have just been cuddling. Almost always naked, making me even more horny. Finally, I have to do something about it.
I lock my door and return to my desk. Then I plug in a pair of headphones as I start surfing for porn. Eventually, I find something on one of those free sites. A gorgeous blonde with nice tits. I head to her page and see that she's supposedly eighteen. She actually looks it. The starlet has three videos out through X-Star Entertainment. I've heard of them. The girl is gorgeous, and looks oddly familiar.
The three videos to choose from are actually rather varied. There's one of those interview movies where the girl answers questions about how much she loves sex. Then she fucks a guy. Another is a threesome with two girls and a guy, and the third is actually a gangbang scene. Granted, the full scenes aren't available, since I'm not paying, but I can still watch most of the good parts.
I decide to watch the interview movie, mainly because it's easier for me to fantasize if the girl seems like a real person to me. I listen to the girl as she sits on the couch in skimpy clothes and talks about all her sexual experiences. They range from one-on-one, to having sex with another couple in the room, to group sex and lesbianism. I know I've seen this girl before. It's bugging me!
Then the actual sex starts. Damn, this girl has some nice tits. I pull out my cock and start to masturbate. Just as the girl fakes an orgasm on camera, I cum all over my hand. Then I pause the movie before cleaning up with some tissues.
I shut off the video and put my cock away. Then I unlock my door and get back to work. I answer emails for a little while when my phone goes off. I check the caller ID and see that it's Jason, the PI. I immediately answer.
"Hello, Jason." I say into the phone.
"Keith Strulk has just been arrested." Jason replies.
"What? How? For what?" I stammer.
"Remember the notebook the police found in his locker?" he asks.
"Yes. You told me." I say.
"It gave them enough to get a warrant for his house. The idiot had some hiding spot beneath his floorboards, but apparently didn't realize that drug-sniffing dogs could still find it." Jason snorts.
"What did they find?" I wonder.
"A notebook listing everyone he took bets from, several varieties of narcotics, including the date rape drug." Jason answers.
"So, he's screwed?" I ask.
"Probably." Jason says. "Bail hasn't been set yet, and when it is, his parents will probably have to put up their house for him to make bond."
"All thanks to you." I say happily. I mean it, too. It was Jason who sparked the search of lockers at the high school, leading to all this. "Thank you, Jason."
"It's been my pleasure." Jason answers. "Everything I learn about this piece of shit makes me hate him more."
"Do you know anything more about that party?" I ask.
"Not really." Jason sighs. "I know they brought in a number of people for questioning. So far, no charges have been filed. I don't even know about any restraining orders."
"Well, at least Keith is off the streets for now." I say into the phone.
"Yes." Jason answers. "I'll keep you posted."
"Great, thanks Jason." I reply.
"You're welcome. Goodbye." he responds.
"Goodbye." I say before pushing end.
I let out a sigh of relief. The piece of shit who raped my girlfriend, who raped my daughter, is finally getting arrested. There's at last some justice in the world. I smile. Then I check my phone and realize I have a text from Kayla.
Kayla: Keith just got arrested!
Steven: I know! I heard from the PI just now. This is great news!
Kayla: Thank you so much, Daddy! I love you! I love you!
Steven: I'd do anything for you. I love you, too.
Kayla: Talk tonight?
Steven: Yes. Bye, Kayla.
Kayla: Later, Daddy!
Taking a sip of my drink, I am suddenly inspired. I stand up, and head for my office door. It's a nice day, and life is good; I'm gonna go for a relaxing walk. I smile at Stacey as I pass her desk, and she comments that I seem to be in a good mood.
"I am!" I say.
"I'm glad, Sir." Stacey smiles.
"I'm going for a walk, I'll be back soon." I tell her. "You can call me if something comes up."
"I will, Sir. Enjoy." she says.
I walk by my various other employees, and acknowledge all of them with smiles and waves. They nod politely in my direction as I make my way out of the building. As I'm starting my walk, my phone goes off again.
Lexi: KEITH GOT ARRESTED!!!!!
Steven: I just heard! :D
Lexi: I'm so happy, I might pee!
Steven: Well, go to the bathroom!
Lexi: Good idea. Hang on.
I chuckle, but don't reply to Lexi's text. A couple minutes later, I receive a picture message. Lexi is sitting in a bathroom stall with her shirt and bra pulled up over her breasts. Her lightly-freckled face is beaming at the camera.
Lexi: Titties! You're getting the extra good loving tonight!
Steven: Oh yeah?
Lexi: YES!!! I'm so sorry, Baby. Kayla's going through so much, we haven't been screwing.
Steven: Hey, it's okay. You don't owe me sex.
Lexi: I know, but I love having sex with you. I miss it. :(
Steven: I miss it, too. I jacked off a little while ago to porn. :P
Lexi: Aw! Poor baby! :( I'll make it up to you tonight. ;)
Steven: I can't wait. :)
Lexi: I just told Nicole how amazing you are, getting Keith arrested. She's gonna text you!
Steven: Okay!
Lexi: Later, Baby! :*
Steven: Enjoy your day, Lexi.
I continue my walk, enjoying the sunshine. Then I decide to head back to the office. On my way back, I receive another picture message. This one is of Nicole in a bathroom. Her business jacket and button-down shirt are open. Her bra is up over her mid-size, freckled breasts. Nicole's pink nipples look delicious.
Nicole: Lexi told me what happened. We both agree you deserve all the titties.
Steven: I do love the titties. Especially yours. ;)
Nicole: Flatterer.
Steven: You know it!
Nicole: If I didn't know any better, I'd say you're trying to get in my pants. :P
Steven: Me? Never!
I'm almost back to my office when my phone goes off again. Yet another picture message. This time, it's a shot up Nicole's business skirt. Her panties are around her thighs, and I can see her red bush, with the beautiful pink gash beneath it.
Nicole: I'm so wet for you. ;)
Steven: You liar; you're not wearing pants!
Nicole: Really? That's your response?
Steven: What should I have said?
Nicole: Oh, I don't know, how about a comment about how hard I make you? Or a dick pic!
Steven: You want a dick pic?
Nicole: Yes, dammit!
Steven: Okay, hang on.
Nicole: Hurry up!
Steven: Are you hiding in the bathroom with your tits out and panties down?
Nicole: Yes! I'm horny! Hurry up so I can have a quick cum!
Soon, I'm back at the office. I hurry through the building, wave to Stacey, who actually rolls her eyes, then disappear into my office and lock the door. Sitting at my desk, I pull out my cock and stroke myself to hardness while admiring the nudes Nicole sent. Then I take a picture of my hard dick and send it to Lexi's sister.
Steven: So hard for you!
Nicole: Mm, nicest cock I've ever seen. Stroke it for me!
Steven: I am! Push two fingers in your pussy.
Nicole: They're in, Babe. I'm fingering myself, wishing your cock was in me.
Steven: I wish I was inside you. Holding your tits as I fuck you as hard and fast as I can.
Nicole: Yes, Baby, yes!
Steven: Take my dick, Nicole!
Nicole: You're so big inside me. You're stretching my little pussy!
Steven: Show me!
I wait for a minute, stroking myself as I do so. Eventually, my phone goes off. It isn't a picture, it's a video. The camera is shaky, but I can clearly see Nicole pushing two fingers in and out of her sopping wet hole. She lets out a loud breath, and the video ends.
Nicole: You like that, Baby?
Steven: I love it! I'm behind you, holding your hips, fucking you.
Nicole: My tits bouncing as I take it like a good, little Slut!
Steven: You're my Slut, Nicole.
Nicole: Yes! I belong to you! My body is yours to enjoy!
Steven: I'm close.
Nicole: So am I, Baby! So am I!
Steven: I'm cumming. Inside you.
Nicole: Pumping it into me while I scream your name.
Steven: Until cum is leaking out of you.
Nicole: Yes! I'm cumming, yes!
For the second time today, I cum all over my hand. Fortunately, the same box of tissues is nearby, so I can clean up. Once my cock and hand are clean, I put my flaccid penis back into my pants and sigh in contentment.
Steven: I came.
Nicole: Mm, so did I. Thanks, Baby!
Steven: My pleasure.
Nicole: Will you cum in my pussy on Sunday?
Steven. Yes. I will.
Nicole: It's a date! I have to get back to work. Later! :*
Steven: Have a good one.
A few minutes later, I receive one last picture of Nicole. She's sitting at her desk, fully dressed, and with a radiant smile on her face. Fuck, she really is beautiful. I smile as I think about how far we've come. From near enemies, to lovers. In such a short span. I'm really fond of Nicole now. I'm glad she's in our lives. Suddenly, there's a knock at the door.
"Come in!" I call out.
"Are you done jacking off?" Stacey asks when she pokes her head in.
"Am I that obvious?" I reply with a wince.
"Yes." Stacey rolls her eyes. "And it's obvious something good has happened. You're in a terrific mood."
"Yeah, something good has happened." I nod.
"You and Lexi get engaged or something?" she asks.
"No, nothing like that." I shake my head. "I can't really talk about it, though."
"Of course not. I'm not family." Stacey says simply.
"Stacey..."I trail off. She's right though, she isn't family. She doesn't know about Kayla and Lexi's rapes. She doesn't know all the details.
"It's fine, it's just the truth." she snaps.
"I care about you, Stacey." I say sincerely.
"Yeah, that's obvious." Another eye roll accompanies the sarcasm.
"Is there something you needed?" I ask in an authoritative tone.
"Sorry, Sir." Stacey mutters. "And yes, are you available a week from Sunday for a round of golf?"
"With?" I inquire.
"The president of YouInvest, that company you've been trying to buy, remember? The small investment firm." Stacey explains.



"Ah, yes. Of course! I remember." I answer. "Yes, I'm available in the morning."
"Great. I'll book the round." she nods.
"Thank you, Stacey." I reply.
"You're welcome, Sir." Stacey states politely.
My assistant then exits, leaving the door open behind her. I don't bother to close it. I prefer working with an open door, anyway. While worrying about Stacey and wishing for something I can do for her, I get back to work.
YouInvest. What a stupid company name. I don't want them for their name, though. I want their surprisingly impressive client list. The list is small, but the investments will be very lucrative and will help grow this company. They'll be merged into us if I can convince the president to sell.
I text the girls to let them know that I'm going golfing a week from Sunday. All rich guys are supposed to love, and be good at, golfing. After all, most United States presidents are famously in love with the game.
Me? I'm not most rich guys; I don't like golf. At all. Now, I have nothing against the sport, to each their own, but it's just not for me. Sadly, I often have to play. I even have a very expensive set of clubs. I have to, because the saying is true; more deals are closed over eighteen holes than in the board room. So, while I'm not looking forward to the game itself, I'm glad it's happening. The girls soon text me back; Kayla doesn't care, and Lexi just has one question.
Lexi: Is Stacey going?
Steven: Probably, yes.
Lexi: Fine.
Steven: Lexi, don't you trust me? You know I won't do anything with Stacey.
Lexi: I know, I'm sorry, Baby! I'm just feeling insecure.
Steven: No need. I see Stacey every day, and nothing has happened. Nothing will.
Lexi: I believe you.
Steven: Good. Fuck, you're gorgeous.
Lexi: Fuck, you're big. ;)
I smile as I set my phone down and work for the rest of the afternoon. Finally, it's time to go home. I say goodbye to my employees, including Stacey, and head out the door. The drive home is uneventful, and soon I'm walking into the foyer of my massive home.
Walking into the main living room, there is no sign of Kayla or Lexi. Strange. This is where they always are. I check the game room as well, but they aren't there. Then, a smirk crosses my face as I realize where they must be. I shoot Lexi a quick text, letting her know I'm home, then head to the master bedroom.
"Lexi? Kayla?" I call out as I open the door.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Daddy." Kayla coos.
I'm speechless. The room is in semi-darkness, the only light coming from the various candles lit on the various surfaces. Kayla and Lexi are kneeling on the bed with their hands resting on their thighs and their hair in ponytails. Oh, and they are clad in nothing but panties and sultry smiles.
"Come join us, Babe." Lexi requests.
"Let your Personal Sluts take care of you." Kayla whispers.
Resisting the urge to whip my clothes off, I slowly walk through the room. Both girls giggle when they realize I'm intentionally making them wait. I carefully undress and place all my clothes in the hamper before approaching the bed in a pair of boxer briefs.
I stand in front of my girlfriend and my daughter, looking down at their smiling faces and perfect breasts. I have to touch them. From my perspective, Lexi is on the left and Kayla is on the right. So, when I reach out, I grasp Lexi's left breast, and Kayla's right.
"Pinch my nipple. Please." Lexi moans.
"Feels good, Daddy." Kayla gasps as I lift her breast, enjoying the feel of its weight in my hand.
I play with their titties for a couple minutes. They both have amazing breasts. Lexi's are small, but firm, with the pinkest nipples. She's a B-cup, and her soft skin feels incredible. Kayla's boobs are flawless. I know she's a full C-cup, and it shows. Her teardrop titties are the most ideal pair of breasts I've ever seen. They fit perfectly on her slender frame. I can finally touch them, and I'm savoring every second.
While still fondling Lexi, I lean forward and take Kayla's nipple between my lips. I feel her hand bury in my hair, caressing the back of my head lightly as I suck on her tit. Kayla lets out a happy moan when my tongue rapidly flicks her nipple.
"Oh, Daddy!" Kayla husks.
"You should fuck her tits!" Lexi breathes.
"Hm?" I ask, pulling away from Kayla's breasts.
"Yes, Daddy! You should fuck your baby girl's titties!" Kayla husks as she squeezes her breasts together and shakes her chest for me.
"You know you wanna!" Lexi interjects.
"I really do." I admit while staring at Kayla's boobs.
"Then, let's do this!" Lexi exclaims as she reaches forward and grasps my boxer briefs. The sexy redhead yanks them down to my ankles, and I immediately step out of them.
"Lose the panties." I order firmly. "I want Lexi to eat you out while I fuck your tits."
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi husks as she lays on her back and lifts her bum. The panties are flung across the room moments later.
"Of course, Daddy!" Kayla says, immediately complying by laying beside Lexi and removing her underwear.
For several moments, I stand where I am and admire the two beautiful cunts on full display to my lust-filled gaze. My daughter is a gorgeous woman. My girlfriend is a gorgeous woman. I am one lucky son of a bitch.
"Lexi, get my dick wet." I command.
Lexi slides off the bed and drops to her knees before me. While stroking my cock, she spits on it, getting it nice and wet before she shoves it in her mouth. Lexi deep throats me for good measure, making sure my entire shaft is wet with her saliva.
"Kayla, lay down with your head on the pillow." I say.
"Yes, Daddy!" Kayla replies as she rotates her body so she's laying on her back with her head resting on the pillow.
"That's enough, Slut." I say to Lexi as she holds my entire cock in her throat while making gurgling noises around it.
Lexi pulls off my dick, and I climb up on the giant four-poster bed. Straddling Kayla's chest, I look down and admire the most perfect pair of tits. And I get to fuck them. I place my erection in the valley between Kayla's breasts as she smiles up at me. Kayla then squishes her breasts around my cock, enveloping most of the shaft in warm tit-flesh.
"Holy shit!" I gasp as my hands grip the headboard with desperate strength while looking down at Kayla. This feels better, this looks better, than anything I can possibly imagine.
"Mm, I can feel your cock throbbing between my big titties, Daddy!" Kayla coos up at me.
With strong, confident motions, I begin sliding my wet cock back and forth between Kayla's breasts. She holds her boobs tightly around my shaft, and I can feel her warm, naked flesh caressing me with each smooth thrust.
Kayla soon looks down at my cock and sticks out her tongue to lick the tip every time it pushes out from between the tops of her breasts. While she is doing this, I feel Lexi getting into position behind us. Then, Kayla looks back up at me, her eyelids fluttering.
"Lexi is licking my pussy, Daddy." she whispers.
"How's it feel, Honey?" I ask.
"So. Fucking. Good." Kayla punctuates each word with a moan.
I continue thrusting between Kayla's cleavage, enjoying the best tit-fuck of my entire life. I admire my daughter's beautiful face as she moans and pants while Lexi pleasures her. Her open mouth is drawing me in. One of my hands releases the headboard so that I can push my finger into Kayla's mouth. My daughter's eyes roll up to meet mine as she starts bobbing her head on my finger, her cheeks caving in as she sucks on my digit as if it's a tiny cock. When she starts moaning around my finger as her tongue bathes it, I almost lose it.
"Ah, fuck! Kayla!" I groan as I yank my cock out of her tits and hold it at the base. "I don't wanna cum yet!"
"What's wrong? You can't handle me, Daddy?" Kayla asks with an innocent look on her face.
"I really can't, baby girl." I gasp weakly.
"How about you give your cock a break and taste your daughter's pussy?" Lexi's voice calls out from behind me.
"What do you think?" I ask, looking at Kayla.
"Lick my pussy, Daddy!" Kayla breathes, pure lust and love on her face.
"Okay." I nod. The decision made. We're crossing another line.
Lexi gets out from between Kayla's legs and lays down beside my daughter. I then slide down Kayla's body until I'm between her legs. This is the first time I get an up close and personal view of Kayla's sweet snatch. Her labia are delicate and pretty, and they're currently flowered open in arousal.
I smile as I inhale the scent of Kayla's womanhood. Then I hook my hands around her thighs, holding her open for me. Finally, I lean forward and take the first taste of my daughter's beautiful pussy. She's indescribably delicious.
"Oh, fuck! Daddy!" Kayla gasps as her hands instinctively go to the top of my head.
With that beautiful moan, I begin to eat out my daughter. I squeeze her thighs in my hands as I lap at her pussy. I don't want to bring my fingers into this; I want to taste every sweet drop of feminine nectar.
So, I just use my tongue to get her off. I push my tongue between her labia to get her channel nice and wet. Only when she's panting heavily, and almost to the point of begging, do I bring my tongue to her clit.
"YES!" Kayla screeches, her hands in my hair.
I don't even pay attention to what Lexi's doing. I just keep devouring Kayla's cunt with my lips and tongue. I lick her clit, I suck on her clit, and I make sure to taste every inch of her beautiful gash. I'm in heaven.
"Daddy! You're gonna make me cum!" Kayla announces a couple minutes later. "Oh, Daddy! DADDY!"
I lift up onto my knees and double down, licking her clit as fast as I can. Kayla is holding my head tightly in both hands as she literally humps my face. Her feet are planted firmly on the mattress as she bucks and shakes.
"That was the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." Lexi whispers when Kayla stops convulsing.
Sitting up, I look over at my girlfriend. Lexi is sitting cross-legged on the bed, beside Kayla's head. She's been watching us the entire time. The redhead has a look of pure awe on her face as she glances between Kayla and I.
"I love you, Steven." Lexi whispers. "I love you, Kayla."
"I love you, Lexi." Kayla giggles, her bare breasts rising and falling with her heavy breathing. "I love you, Daddy."
"I love you both." I say happily, the lower half of my face still coated in Kayla's pussy juice.
"A-are you gonna make love now?" Lexi asks nervously.
"Not today." I whisper after looking down at Kayla.
It takes all of my willpower to not stick my cock into Kayla's lovely hole. I just know the timing isn't right yet. I don't know how I know, I just do. Still, I need to get my dick wet. My eyes quickly land on Lexi. The candlelight is reflecting off her lightly-freckled breasts.
"Lexi, get on all fours." I instruct.
My girlfriend immediately complies, crouching in the standard doggystyle position as she looks over her shoulder at me and wiggles her bottom. The pretty, pink pussy peeking out at me from between her legs is so inviting. Less than thirty seconds later, I'm buried to the hilt in warm vaginal flesh.
"Yeah, give it to the Slut!" Kayla coos as she sits at Lexi's waist and rests her head on the redhead's bottom so she can look up at me.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Lexi chants as her hands grip the sheets and her toes curl.
I look down at Kayla the entire time I'm drilling Lexi. My daughter's bright green eyes never leave mine, her mouth is hanging open in a soft moan as she watches the expressions of pleasure flash across my face. Eventually, lust takes over and I whip my cock out of Lexi's box so I can shove it into Kayla's mouth.
Kayla's eyes briefly widen in surprise before she smiles up at me. Then she forms a seal around my shaft with her lips, and starts sucking. I grab her raven ponytail as I encourage her to bob her head on me. Through all of this, her eyes don't leave mine.
A minute later, I pull out of Kayla's mouth and shove myself back inside Lexi. I fuck Lexi for a minute, then switch back to using Kayla's throat. My daughter makes the sexiest gagging and moaning noises as she sucks on my dick.
The pattern continues for several minutes, when I can feel my balls start to clench. I can tell my release is imminent. I'm currently inside Lexi, and as I eye Kayla's pretty mouth, I know exactly where I want to shoot my load.
I don't speak. No words are needed. Kayla knows it's coming. She opens wide seconds before I pull out of Lexi. My cock is shoved in Kayla's mouth again, and she resumes sucking hard. That's when I start shooting. I gasp and groan, making incomprehensible noises as cum pours down Kayla's gullet. Her eyes never leave mine.
Oh, my God. Kayla..." I gasp weakly as my leg shakes. I then move to pull out of her mouth.
"Mm! Mm!" Kayla moans as she shakes her head. Her hands snake out and grab my ass, holding me, preventing me from exiting the warm confines of her mouth.
"Oh, Kayla." I whisper as I reach down to caress the side of her face.
Kayla just looks up at me with love. She holds my ass tightly as she resumes rapidly bobbing her head on my softening penis. Once I'm fully flaccid, Kayla is able to take my entire length into her mouth, and I can feel her lips press up against my body. I can also feel her swirling my cum around her mouth with her tongue. The sensations are too much.
"KAYLA!" I shout as I forcibly pull myself from her mouth. A mixture of cum and spit slops out of Kayla's mouth and runs down her chin.
"Wow." is all Lexi can whisper. I can see the redhead is laying on the bed now, watching us.
As Lexi and I watch, Kayla sits up and brings her hand to her mouth. She scoops up my cum with her fingers and pushes it back into her mouth. Her eyes are sparkling as she sucks her fingers clean. When all the cum is gone, Kayla shows us both her empty mouth.
"Mm, Daddy cum! Delicious!" Kayla coos.
"I think we're late for dinner." is Lexi's response.
Kayla
Lexi and I slip on panties while Daddy steps into his boxer briefs. Next, the three of us put on robes. It takes a few minutes to blow out all the candles, then we head down to dinner. We keep glancing at each other and smiling as we serve ourselves and start eating.
"That was so beautiful." Lexi says before taking a bite of pork.
"You were insatiable, Kayla!" Daddy chuckles.
"I just couldn't get enough of your cock." I admit with a blush.
"I understand." Lexi nods sagely. "He has an amazing dick."
"Well, thanks. Both of you." Daddy says with a grin.
"Did you enjoy your Personal Sluts, Daddy?" I ask innocently.
"I did! Very much!" Daddy says. "Are we still good?"
"Of course we are!" I exclaim. "You don't need to ask that after every time I suck your dick. We're past this."
"As long as you're sure. Sorry, Honey. I'll stop bringing it up all the time." he promises.
"Thank you." I nod.
"Now, we just need you two to bang!" Lexi shouts as she raises her wine glass.
"Can't you stick with saying 'make love'?" Daddy asks.
"Nope!" Lexi chirps. "Besides, you two are meant to be together. The way Kayla lusts after your cock, yeah, you need to fuck like rabbits. Besides, there's nothing better than cuddling after rough sex."
"That's true." I nod.
"I don't need to think about you having rough sex with someone else, Kayla." Daddy rolls his eyes.
"Oh, get over it, old man." I tease. "Your daughter loves getting bent over and banged like the nasty slut she is!"
Lexi nearly spits out her wine. She raises her hand to offer me a high-five. I happily slap her hand, and we both erupt into fits of giggles. Daddy just grimaces. I'm really enjoying dinner. However, the happiness can't last forever, and the asshole has to come up.
"Thank you again for getting Keith arrested." Lexi says when she stops giggling.
"I really didn't do much." Daddy insists. "I just hired the PI.
"Who got Keith arrested!" Lexi insists.
"Okay, true." Daddy smiles.
"I wanna crawl under the table and blow you!" I say with a giggle.
"You really are insatiable!" Lexi grins.
"I love Daddy cock!" I announce, not caring if the housekeeper hears. She isn't in the room, but who knows!
"Kayla, shh!" Daddy admonishes.
"Oh, the staff knows we're deviants at this point, why hide it?" I ask.
"Kayla, are you drunk?" Lexi asks. "You're acting like me!"
"I'm just so happy!" I exclaim. "I love Daddy, and Keith is going to jail! I know things with Ian are rocky right now, but I still think everything is going to work out for us. For all of us."
"I'm glad you're happy, Honey." Daddy says.
I smile and pop my fork into my mouth to consume a bite of baked potato. Our conversation continues as we eat. We're all hopeful that Keith and David will both be charged with rape. Unfortunately, these things take time. All we can do right now is wait.
After dinner, we go to the main living room and sit on the big couch to cuddle. I love curling up underneath Daddy's arm. I feel so safe and loved. I put my feet up on the couch as I snuggle with my father and best friend. Lexi and I rest our entwined hands in Daddy's lap as we watch television.
"We should head to bed." Daddy says a few hours later as he shuts off the TV.
"Yeah, I'm getting tired." Lexi yawns.
"Can I join you?" I ask nervously.
"You wanna spend the night with us?" Daddy wonders.
"Yes, please." I nod rapidly.
"Works for me!" Lexi chirps. "Steven?"
"I guess we're stuck with her!" he teases.
I stick out my tongue in response. The three of us make our way to the master bedroom. We discard our robes, and end up making out again. Lexi and I get on our knees and give Daddy a double blowjob. We pass his cock back and forth between us until he pulls out and hoses down our faces.
Lexi and I share a cum-filled kiss before heading to the bathroom to wash our faces and go through our evening routines. Then the three of us snuggle up in bed together wearing just underwear. Two sets of bare breasts press against Daddy's chest as we all play on our phones before we go to sleep. Once I'm done texting, I set my phone down and fall asleep with my head resting on my father's chest, my hand in Lexi's.
The three of us sleep in Saturday morning. When we finally do wake up, Lexi is her usual horny self. We end up having a very nice threesome, where Lexi rides Daddy's cock while I ride his face. Daddy explodes up Lexi's cunt just as I cum on his face. Then I slurp the creampie out of Lexi's box.
"I'm glad I was wrong." Lexi says as she and I shower together.
"Wrong about what?" I ask as I soap up Lexi's little boobies.
"Don't you remember? I once said it was a shame that you and I would never double-team a guy." Lexi answers.
"Oh yeah, I remember that." I say, giggling as Lexi spreads suds all over my chest and tummy.
"I'm glad I was wrong." she repeats. "The two of us taking on one guy is fucking amazing!"
"It really is!" I agree as Lexi turns around so I can get soap onto her bottom.
"We just need to get his cock in your cunt now." Lexi teases.
"We'll get there." I say happily.
"Promise?" Lexi asks as she turns to face me, her entire body covered in soap.
"I promise." I nod before grinning slyly. "You win."
"Nah, Steven wins." Lexi laughs.
"And I win." I smile and blush.
"Yes, you do." she smiles and leans forward to peck my lips.
I peck her back, then the two of us stand under the spray and let the water wash away the soap. We continue our morning routine until we meet Daddy downstairs for breakfast. Then, after a nice breakfast, we change into our regular clothes, kiss Daddy goodbye, and hop in the car.
Twenty minutes later, we're walking into the mall to meet up with Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. Time to shop! Which is why Daddy is not with us. He may love us, but he doesn't want to shop with a group of giggling teenage girls. Even if these teenage girls occasionally spread their legs for him.



We probably hit every store at the mall. We laugh and tease each other, our arms linked as we traipse from shop to shop. We're all in a good mood. Though, I have to admit that I notice Hazel's face falling more than once throughout the day. We're gonna have to figure out what's up with her at some point.
"The five of us run into several of our classmates and chat with them. Then we decide to grab lunch at the food court as a massive group of eleven. I chow down on cheese fries and other junk food while sipping on soda. Marcia, Ashley, and I all agree that the only way to make the day better is to have Shawn, Josh, and Ian here.
We could call them. We should call them. It's a nice idea. It's just that the girls know Ian and I are having a rough time right now. We agree that a girls' day is a nice idea. So, we part ways with the other group and continue on our own.
Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, and I enter our favorite clothing store. The girls come up with the idea of teasing Daddy. So, we all go into dressing rooms to send him sexy pictures. I know for a fact his phone is currently getting blown up with ten tits, five asses, and five pussies. Lucky bastard.
We shop until dinnertime, then we drive to a local restaurant that we all like. Our group enjoys a nice meal, which I, or rather, Daddy pays for. Then we decide to see a movie. It's opening weekend for a very popular movie, but we're luckily able to get decent seats.
The movie is really good! We all agree the original is better, but it's still a fun sequel. Hopefully, they don't ruin the franchise with the third movie. I exchange hugs and kisses with my girls, then Lexi and I get in the car and start the drive home.
I spend Saturday evening playing video games with Daddy and Lexi. Then I kiss them goodnight and head to my bedroom. I want to spend the night with them again, but decide it's best to let them have some alone time.
So, I text Ian a bit before bed. He seems to be in an okay mood. We don't text a lot, since we're still giving each other space. We do chat a bit about Keith getting arrested. When we're through texting, I set my phone down and practice meditation for a little while. Then I drift off to sleep.
Sunday, I sleep in yet again. It is the weekend, after all. I have breakfast with Daddy and Lexi, then spend the morning with them relaxing out by the pool. The three of us enjoy a nice lunch, and then Nicole comes over.
"Hi, Nicole!" Steven says when we greet her in the foyer.
"Hey, sis!" Lexi chirps.
"Hello!" I add politely.
"Hello, hello!" Nicole smiles as she gives us each a hug.
We walk back through the house with Nicole as we talk about the week. Nicole is still deep in the audit, and working late nights as a result. Lexi's sister is brought up to speed on everything going on with us, including everything with Keith.
"I'm so glad he got arrested!" Nicole says as we arrive in the main living room.
"Me, too!" I breathe happily.
"I just hope the asshole doesn't get out on bail." Lexi glares.
"He's not being charged with anything violent, yet, so bail will definitely be set. Whether he can post it is another matter." Daddy explains.
"Hopefully, he can't pay and he's stuck in jail!" Nicole nods while holding Lexi's hand.
"Let's not talk about Keith anymore." I suggest with a smile. "We shouldn't let him ruin our day."
"Agreed!" Lexi exclaims. "Wanna relax out by the pool?"
"I didn't bring a suit today." Nicole laments.
"Who needs suits?!" I say with a smile.
"Well, okay then!" Nicole laughs.
The four of us make our way to the exit to the patio. There we strip down. I find myself checking out Nicole as her body comes into view. Yeah, today is not the first time I'm seeing her naked, but still, we aren't intimately familiar yet. I'm usually not a fan of pubic hair on a chick, but damn, that fiery red bush is a turn on!
"Are we close enough yet for me to compliment your rack, Kayla?" Nicole asks.
"Didn't you say you wished you had tits like mine? I seem to remember that coming up last week." I giggle. "That's my way of saying, yes, we're close enough. And thanks!"
"You're welcome!" Nicole laughs. "Yeah, I'd kill for tits like yours."
"Yours are perfect, Nicole." Daddy says. "Because they're yours."
"Aw, so sweet!" Lexi interjects as she pulls down her panties.
"Well, thank you, Steven!" Nicole smiles prettily.
Once we're all naked, we walk outside with towels and set them down on deck chairs. I lay down and sigh in contentment as I feel the sun caress my naked skin. This is so fucking relaxing. I have to be careful to not fall asleep like this.
"You two redheads gonna burst into flames?" I tease the pale girls.
"Fuck! You!" Lexi states as she flips me off.
"She's not wrong." Nicole laughs. "We will start to sizzle if we stay under the sun for too long."
"I'm sure you girls will be fine." Daddy says. "You're all gorgeous."
"Kiss ass." Lexi snorts.
"I'm sure he's just enjoying all the titties and cunts on display for his viewing pleasure!" I grin.
"Do you blame me?" Daddy wonders.
"Not at all!" Nicole replies.
We continue to tease each other as we lay on deck chairs and enjoy the sun. Eventually, we turn onto our bellies to get sun on our backs. I catch Daddy checking out my bare bum, so I wiggle it for him as I grin slyly.
When we decide to swim, we all stand up and make our way to the water. Soon we're splashing around in the pool, laughing and chatting. A lot of grab-ass is going on, and, for the first time, Daddy and I can fully get into it.
Nothing is off limits. Daddy squeezes my tits and grabs my ass. I squeeze his cock while Lexi is clinging to his back and Nicole is laughing in the background. Looking over at Nicole, I decide to do to her what Lexi so often does to me in similar situations.
"Honk, honk!" I say loudly as I grab both of Nicole's boobs.
"Kayla!" Nicole giggles as she crosses her arms over her breasts.
"We've never touched, really touched, I thought it was time." I reason.
"Well, if you wanted to play with my titties, all you had to do was ask!" Nicole husks.
I walk up to Nicole and reach under the water. Grabbing a handful of her ass, I drag Nicole to me and look into her eyes. We're both breathing heavily as we face each other, our breasts nearly touching as they bob on the surface of the water.
"I wanna do a lot more than play with your tits." I husk.
"Is that so?" Nicole asks in a sultry voice as she lightly caresses my face.
"Yeah, it is." I nod as bite my lower lip seductively. "I was admiring that red pubic hair of yours."
"Do you want a closer view?" Nicole offers as she leans forward, her lips inches from mine.
"I think I do." I reply.
"I like where this is going." Lexi interjects.
"What do you say, Kayla?" Daddy asks. "You and I show the sisters how our family eats pussy?"
"Yes. Let's do that!" I agree happily.
I take Nicole's hand, while Daddy takes Lexi's. Father and daughter, we lead the two redheaded sisters out of the pool and over to the grass. Daddy and I put down towels and have the two lovely ladies lay down, side-by-side.
Daddy kneels between Lexi's legs as I nestle into position between Nicole's. I turn to look at Daddy just as he looks at me. We both smile before returning our gazes to the two beautiful sister snatches in front of us. Then, as one, Daddy and I lower our heads and start eating pussy.
Nicole's pubic hair tickles my nose as I munch away at her steamy cunt. She's delicious, just like Lexi. Nicole reaches down and plays with my titties as I push two fingers inside her. I can hear Nicole and Lexi both moaning, so I know Daddy is doing a great job on the younger sister.
"Oh, Kayla!" Nicole gasps out.
"That's it, Baby! Eat me!" Lexi begs.
Daddy and I end up in a competition to see who can make their redhead cum first. Using every trick I know, I give Nicole the best tongue-lashing I'm capable of. I will not be defeated! Daddy may have more experience, but I'm a girl; I should be better at cunnilingus.
I glance up at Nicole and Lexi briefly, and realize they are holding hands. So cute! I lower my head and resume circling my tongue around Nicole's clit. As good as I am, as intimately familiar with pussy as I am, I just can't compete with Daddy's knowledge of Lexi's triggers.
"Steven! I'm cumming! Steven!" Lexi wails.
"I'm close, Kayla!" Nicole tells me.
Daddy won this round, but I still intend to do a good job and give Nicole a nice orgasm. Sawing two fingers in and out of her, I wrap my lips around her clit and start sucking. Nicole buries her hands in my hair, holding my face against her box as she explodes.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" the elder sister chants. "CUMMING!"
I sit back on my heels and look at Daddy briefly. We both nod in understanding as we silently communicate our next move. Then, at the same time, we pounce. Daddy gets between Lexi's legs and buries himself inside her as I climb up Nicole's body and mold myself against her.
The sounds of slapping flesh echo around the area as Daddy's hips bounce in the air between Lexi's spread legs. Nicole is moaning into my mouth as she and I start tribbing. I love feeling her wet slit rub all along my soaked pussy. It isn't long before we both orgasm. Lexi cums on Daddy's cock as well.
"Hey, Kayla?" Daddy grunts a few minutes later.
"Yes, Daddy?" I respond as my hands squeeze Nicole's titties.
"Wanna switch?" he suggests.
"Fuck, yes!" I agree enthusiastically.
We switch sluts. I get on top of Lexi, her hands grabbing my ass as we start grinding our clits together. At the same time, Daddy enters Nicole. I look over and see her arms and legs are wrapped around him as he takes her in missionary.
For several minutes, we continue our little foursome. Lexi and I run our hands all over each others bodies, doing everything we can to fondle more warm, naked flesh. Nicole is moaning and panting as Daddy fucks her with the entire length of his dick.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Nicole chants as Daddy's larger body smothers hers, squishing her tits against his chest.
"I'm close!" Daddy announces, his breathing heavy.
"Oh God, please cum inside me!" Nicole begs.
"Yes! Fill my slutty sister!" Lexi agrees loudly.
"Cum in her cunt!" I add.
"Ah, fuck!" he groans as we all watch him bury himself to the hilt inside Nicole's hairy cunt. "Nicole!"
"Fill me, fill me, fill me!" Nicole screeches as Daddy pumps her full of warm semen.
As soon as Daddy rolls off of Nicole, I pounce. I spread the beautiful woman's legs and admire the white stream that is currently running out of her hole. Then I bury my face in her cunt and slurp out the creampie.
"Oh, wow!" Nicole groans as her hands bury in my hair. "Suck the cum out of my cunt, Kayla!"
"Mm." I hum against her snatch, as I happily comply with her order.
I take a few minutes to eat every drop of Daddy cum out of Nicole. Then I lay beside Lexi's sister and hug her tight. Soon, Daddy and Lexi join in, and the four of us are laying naked outside, wrapped in each others arms.
"Well, this was fun!" Lexi giggles, breaking the silence.
"Yes. Yes, it was!" Daddy agrees.
"Nicole, how did you like feeling cum shooting into you?" I wonder.
"I loved it!" Nicole breathes. "It felt so sexy to have Steven on top of me, grunting and groaning as his cock pulsed. The feeling of warm sperm squirting into me? Yes, please!"
"I understand completely." I nod and smile.
We continue our talk for a little while, until we decide to wash the sweat from our bodies. The four of us jump in the pool and relax in the cool water. We don't splash around or anything, we just enjoy the feeling of being naked in the water together.
Getting out of the water, we all put on underwear and robes. Daddy then starts up the grill so that we can have dinner. He grills us burgers, which we enjoy at the big table on the patio. We head inside once we're done eating and cleaning up.
Game night! In the main living room, we take out the games and start playing. For hours, we play multiple games, only stopping once. Nicole gets horny partway through the fourth game, so she bends over the armchair, sticks her ass out, and begs Daddy to fuck her. I end up slurping out another creampie and sharing it with Lexi. Then back to the game!
At the end of the night, Nicole gets dressed and says she should get going. We hug and kiss her goodbye before she heads out the door. Daddy, Lexi, and I cuddle on the couch, watching television until it's time for bed.
I kiss Daddy and Lexi goodnight, and they enter the master bedroom while I go into my room. Climbing into bed wearing only panties, I plug in my phone and play on it for a little while. Then I practice meditation and go to sleep. No bad dreams.
Monday starts another week at school. I wake up, have breakfast with Daddy and Lexi, then get dressed and head out. Lexi and I meet up with the girls for our usual morning chat. Hazel is looking especially out of it today. We ask what's wrong, and she just waves us off.
I walk by David in the hall, and he still looks terrified, which makes me happy. Stephanie looks a little better, and even waves and smiles at me when we walk past each other. Kelsey still seems to be in shock. She really shouldn't be coming to school. Especially not with one of her rapists still roaming the halls.
During lunch, Hazel actually steps away to make a phone call. We're starting to really get worried about her, but we can't make her tell us what's going on. After lunch, I go to my afternoon classes. Then Lexi and I drive home after school. We do our homework in the main living room until Daddy gets home.
"I'm home!" Daddy announces as he walks into the main living room.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Daddy!" I exclaim.
Lexi and I put away our books and make our way to the dining room. It's time for dinner. The three of us serve ourselves and dig in. We chat about our days. Daddy tells us that Stacey is still being distant, and we tell him that we're worried about Hazel. Lexi also mentions that Kyle is texting her occasionally. He's apparently very happy that Lexi's rapist is in jail.
"I spoke with the PI today." Daddy says.
"Oh? How did that go?" Lexi asks.
"Very well." he smiles. "Keith was granted bail, but is unable to post. He's staying in jail for now."
"That's great!" I shout happily.
"His parents didn't put up their house or something?" Lexi wonders.
"Nope." Daddy shakes his head. "According to Jason, they're sick of his shit, so they're letting him rot in jail."
"That's great!" Lexi squeals.
"What about the rape case?" I ask.
"Well, it looks like it's possible that multiple people will be charged." Daddy answers. "They're still investigating though."
"So not just David and Keith?" Lexi wonders.
"Correct." he says. "They say the other guys should have known the girls weren't consenting. It's rape. On all counts."
"Good." I nod weakly.
"You okay, Kayla?" Daddy asks.
"Yeah." I sigh. "Yeah, I'm okay."
"We're here for you." Lexi reminds me.
"I know, thank you." I smile weakly.
After dinner, we relax and watch television while snuggling. During the second movie, I get a craving for cum. I pull out Daddy's cock and bob my head on him until he shoots his hot load down my throat. Then we go right back to watching TV.
That night, Daddy and Lexi retire to the master bedroom, probably to fuck. I can tell Lexi is getting really horny. I go to my bedroom and strip down to my panties. Collapsing on the bed, I'm asleep within a few seconds.
I wake up Tuesday morning, happy and refreshed. I have my usual breakfast with Daddy and Lexi before she and I head to school. During the morning chat with the girls, Hazel looks like she's gonna throw up. She says she thinks she's getting sick. We suggest she go home, but she just shakes her head.
I worry about Hazel all through homeroom. Hopefully, it's just a persistent bug. Hazel will probably have to go to the doctor if it doesn't go away soon. During my first class of the day, I get a text from Daddy.
Daddy: I just got called in for a meeting at your school.
Kayla: What? Why!
Daddy: The police want to talk to you. They're sending a detective.
Kayla: It's about those pictures, isn't it?
Daddy: Probably. They are gonna pull you out of class in the afternoon.
Kayla: Oh, my God!
Daddy: I already called my attorney. We'll be there with you.
Daddy: You're eighteen, so it's a good thing they even called me. Probably just a courtesy.
Kayla; I'm scared.
Daddy: I know. I'm sorry, Honey. I'm here for you.
Kayla: I love you, Daddy.
Daddy: I love you, too.
Lexi and I text about the meeting, and we're both worried. I also tell the girls in the group chat, so that they know. We can't talk about it at lunch, not with Ian, Josh, and Shawn. They're my friends, too, but I'm not ready to share things like this with them.
During my second class after lunch, the intercom goes off and I'm called to the Dean's office. I stare down at my feet as I head through my classroom door and start the long walk. I knock on the door and the Dean calls me inside.
I notice that, in addition to the Dean, there are three other people in the room. One is Daddy, who is wearing his usual work suit. The second is a female detective. The third is a man I've only met a couple of times, Daddy's attorney, Paul Jacobs. He isn't a criminal defense lawyer, but he's really good, so I'm sure he can handle this.
"Hello, Kayla." the Dean says. "Please, have a seat."
Taking a seat between Daddy and Mr. Jacobs, I fidget nervously with my hands as I look between the detective and the Dean. Daddy glances over at me and smiles reassuringly. Mr. Jacobs gives me a nod as well.
"Good afternoon, Kayla." the detective says. She's actually really pretty, with a kind face and short brown hair. "I'm Detective McLorn. It's nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, too." I reply politely.
"Now, you're not in any trouble, we just want to have a chat with you. My partner is in the other room with one of your classmates." the detective says.
"Is that classmate Alexis Davis?" Daddy asks, suddenly speaking up.
"Why do you ask?" Detective McLorn wonders.
"My client is asking, because I represent Ms. Davis as well." Mr. Jacobs says.
"You do?" the detective asks in confusion. "We called Ms. Davis' parents, but they refused to come down. Since she's eighteen, and an adult, we assumed she was on her own."
"She lives with us." I say, suddenly speaking up.
"Her driver's license does reflect the change in address as well." Mr. Jacobs adds.
"The school is aware of the inappropriate relationship you have with Ms. Davis, Sir." the Dean coldly says. "We tried to file charges against you, but were told there is nothing we can do."
"I was unaware of this." Detective McLorn says. "Nothing was in the system, and it was never reported directly to me. Since Ms. Davis is eighteen, it is legal."
"That is correct." Mr. Jacobs says. "My client is doing nothing illegal. Ms. Davis is eighteen, and free to be in a relationship with whichever consenting adult she chooses."
"That doesn't make it okay!" the Dean snarls.
"It makes the situation legal. So that makes it none of your concern." Mr. Jacobs firmly insists.
"Unfortunately, while the relationship is legal, you and Ms. Davis are not married. We were not required to notify you." Detective McLorn adds.
"That's true, however, my client is perfectly within his rights to pay for Ms. Davis' legal representation, if he so chooses." Mr. Jacobs reminds the detective. "I must insist you suspend questioning her until I can be present."
"Very well." the detective acquiesces. "I'll inform my partner."



Detective McLorn walks out the door, leaving us alone with the asshole Dean. He keeps glaring at Daddy while impatiently tapping his fingers against the soft wood of his desk. The detective returns a couple minutes later.
"How about we get started?" the Dean suggests.
"Yes, excellent." Detective McLorn nods. "Would you please leave the room?"
"What, why?" the Dean asks sharply.
"We have some sensitive topics to go over, and it's best to be done in private." Detective McLorn says calmly, but firmly. "I'm afraid I must insist."
"Fine." the Dean huffs as he walks out the door and slams it behind him.
"Kayla, we know you reported an individual named Keith Strulk for rape." the detective tells me.
"Yes." I say in a small voice.
"I know this is hard, and I'm sorry, but this is very serious." Detective McLorn says. "We are investigating him, along with another individual, first name, David. We understand you two dated?"
"Yes." I nod. "David and I broke up when I found out he raped Lexi."
"That's why we've called you in today." the detective explains. "We've found a number of pictures and videos on cellular phones confiscated from the two young men in question. You are featured in many of them."
"I know." I say, my lower lip quivering as tears form in my eyes. Oh, God. The whole fucking police department gets to see me naked now, too.
"Here." the detective says kindly as she hands me a box of tissues.
"Thank you." I sniffle. Then I wipe my eyes.
"Did you consent for the boys to have those?" asks the detective.
"David, yes." I nod. "I sent them to him when we were dating."
"After she turned eighteen, of course." Mr. Jacobs speaks up. "My clients have not committed any crimes."
"We're not looking at Kayla as a suspect in any crime, as I've already assured you." the detective sighs.
"Good." my attorney nods. "Please continue."
"You did not consent to have them shared with Keith Strulk?" Detective McLorn asks.
"I did not." I state firmly. "I don't want Keith to have them. I don't want David to have them anymore, either, but I did send them willingly."
"We believe there is one that you did not consent to." the detective admits. "It appears to depict your assault."
"What?!" I exclaim, my head shooting up to look the detective in the eye.
"Keith recorded himself raping my daughter?" Daddy asks, fury in his voice.
"It would appear so." the detective nods. "While you appear to consent at first, you are obviously too intoxicated to do so. Then, I'm sorry to be so blunt, but during the anal sodomy, you are clearly screaming for him to stop. He doesn't. That's rape."
"I don't remember screaming." I mumble before blowing my nose. I'm tightly clenching the tissues in my hand.
"So, you can charge him with my client's assault, after all?" Mr. Jacobs inquires.
"We are not at liberty to divulge that just yet, but we are investigating still." the detective says. "Would you be willing to testify, if it comes to it?"
"Yes." I say in a confident voice. "I'll do whatever it takes."
"Between you and me, Kayla, I'm going to do everything in my power to keep him off the streets. I shouldn't have said that." the detective sighs.
"We won't tell." I say, a small smile crossing my face for the first time. "What about David?"
"Did David assault you as well?" Detective McLorn asks.
"No, but he raped Lexi! And the other girls!" I say loudly.
"What happened to Lexi is something we'll have to discuss with her. I can't bring it up with you." the detective says. "And you know about the incident that occurred a couple weeks ago?"
"Yeah, Stephanie told me." I admit.
"All I can confirm is that there was an incident that led to several young men being brought in for questioning. Phones were confiscated, which is how we found the videos and pictures of you." Detective McLorn explains.
"I-I understand." I say with a nod.
"Is there anything else, Detective?" Mr. Jacobs asks. "My client is understandably distraught, and we'd like to get her home to relax."
We end up talking for another fifteen minutes. The detective has some clarifying questions. In addition, the detective makes sure to recommend counseling. She's happy when I tell her I already have a therapist. Finally, the Dean is called back in. The Dean agrees that I should go home now, rather than finish the rest of the day at school.
"I'm going to go sit with Ms. Davis now." Mr. Jacobs says.
'Thank you, Paul." Daddy says as he shakes our attorney's hand.
Detective McLorn and Mr. Davis both leave the room. Daddy and I are now stuck in here with the Dean. He has a nasty look on his face, and looks like he wants to say something but is thinking better of it.
"Are you two heading home?" the Dean does ask.
"We're waiting on Lexi." Daddy answers. "I'm taking them both home."
"Fine." the Dean snaps.
Daddy and I sit in chairs in front of the Dean's desk, as the man does his best to ignore us. He types on his computer, doing everything in his power to act like he doesn't care at all about our presence. Asshole. After almost an hour, there's a knock on the door.
"Come in!" the Dean calls out.
Detective McLorn, Mr. Jacobs, and a terrified looking Lexi walk in. Lexi is staring down at her feet, but slowly looks up upon entering. When she sees us, some of the fear leaves her eyes, and she happily walks over to us. Daddy and I stand up to hug her.
"Here's my card." Detective McLorn says, handing each of us a card. "Call me if you think of anything that might be helpful."
"Thank you." I mumble weakly.
"Thanks." Lexi grunts.
"Thank you, Detective." Daddy says.
"I expect you girls in school tomorrow!" the Dean says.
We don't respond, but instead leave the room as a group of four. We then exit the school. Daddy thanks Mr. Jacobs for coming, and shakes his hand. Mr. Jacobs then makes his exit, promising to keep us up to date on anything he finds out.
"Are you girls okay to drive home?" Daddy asks.
"Yeah." I nod. "Yeah, we're fine."
"Okay, I'll meet you back home." he says, hugging us both.
Daddy heads to his car to drive home, while Lexi and I walk through the parking lot. We're holding hands the entire time. We finally make it to the car and hop in. Then we start the drive back to our house.
"How did it go?" Lexi asks as we start the drive.
"Keith took a video of my rape." I answer.
"He did?!" the redhead exclaims.
"Yeah, apparently when he was raping my ass I was screaming for him to stop. He didn't." I explain. "I don't remember screaming. At all."
"So, they're charging him?" she wonders.
"They wouldn't confirm it, but I think so." I say.
"This is good news, right?" Lexi asks.
"I mean, yes." I nod. "It's just, I hate the fact that the entire police department watched me getting raped! And, and, and, what if they play it for a courtroom? I don't want a jury to see that!"
"I understand." Lexi says, tears running down her cheeks. "Believe me, I understand."
"I know you do." I reply as I reach out and grasp her hand. Lexi laces our fingers, and we continue the drive.
"What happened with you?" I ask Lexi. I'm crying as well.
"Can we wait until we get home?" Lexi pleads. "I have to tell Steven as well, and I don't want to have to keep going through it. I already have to worry about telling Nicole and the girls."
"Yeah, no problem!" I agree.
We sit in silence for the rest of the drive, our entwined hands the best comfort we can provide each other. Eventually, we make it home and park the car. Then we head inside. Lexi and I both change into comfortable pajamas and meet Daddy in the main living room. He's also in comfortable clothing, namely lounge pants and a t-shirt.
Lexi and I look at Daddy as his glance shifts from me to her. Then we girls burst into tears and rush him. Soon, he has a hand on each of our heads, his fingers entwined in our hair as he holds us close. We sob into his chest.
"Shh, it's okay." Daddy coos as he kisses the tops of our heads. "I'm here. I'll always be here."
The three of us move over to the couch and sit down. Daddy's arms stay around us the entire time. It takes awhile, but we're eventually all cried out. Daddy kisses both of us on the lips and wipes away our tears with his thumbs as he gazes at us with love.
"I told Lexi about our meeting on the drive home." I say with a shaky voice.
"That's good, that's good." Daddy nods as he brushes a lock of raven hair behind my ear.
"I hope Keith never gets out of jail!" Lexi says vehemently.
"Agreed." he sighs. "We can hope."
"What happened to you, Lexi?" I wonder.
"Well, they called me out of class and stuck me in a room with a detective." Lexi begins. "The detective asked me a few questions about the party a couple of weeks ago, but obviously I don't know too much about that.
"They said they called my parents, but my parents said they wanted nothing to do with me. As we were talking, there was a knock on the door and another female detective came in. She said we had to wait for my attorney. I didn't even know I had an attorney!"
"You do now." Daddy nods. "Never speak to the police without an attorney present. Even if you're confident you've done nothing wrong."
"Anyway, Mr. Jacobs came in a little while later and we got started." Lexi continues. "All the pictures and videos Keith sent to my parents, well, he kept copies."
"We figured as much." Daddy sighs.
"Detective McLorn said it'll be hard to prove rape with those." the redhead says. "I look out of it in a lot of the pictures and videos, but I never tell anyone to stop. There's no real way to prove that I didn't want it."
"I'm sorry, Lexi." I say sincerely. Tears forming in my eyes again.
"It's not your fault." Lexi sighs. "They kept asking me if I needed a referral to a good rehab facility."
"Understandable. Keith is currently in jail on drug charges." Daddy says.
"I'm surprised they didn't ask me about that." I add.
"They must have seen you were just drunk in the video. Lexi is more obviously on something hard in the video we saw." Daddy reasons.
"Maybe." I bite my lower lip.
"Anyway, they also asked if I needed any help with a place to stay, since my parents don't want me. I kept insisting I was happy where I was, and even if things didn't work out with Steven, my brother or sister would take me in." Lexi tells us. "The detective seemed happy to realize I had a support system."
"So, it looks like Keith is definitely getting charged for raping Kayla. He's also still in jail on drug charges, thanks to Jason." Daddy says. "And we don't know about David?"
"Hopefully, David gets arrested for raping Stephanie and Kelsey." I sigh. "Even if they can't charge anyone with raping Lexi, at least those two will be off the streets."
"Yeah..." Lexi trails off.
Poor Lexi. She has probably the worst experiences of all of us, and she may never see her rapists charged with assaulting her. Yeah, it's great that the guys are probably going away, but still, knowing they'll never have to face consequences for her rapes is infuriating.
"I'm sorry, Lexi." I say again as I lean over to hug her and peck her lips.
"Thank you." she mumbles, knowing exactly what I'm talking about.
Daddy wraps his arms around both of us and holds us close. We spend the evening comforting each other. No sex. Tonight is not a good night for that. We don't even text Nicole and the gang to fill them in on the day's events. Though, our phones do blow up when Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia learn a few details of the day's events. At the end of the night, we curl up in the master bedroom and fall asleep.
I wake up Wednesday morning in Daddy and Lexi's bed. With a yawn, I carefully extricate myself from the pile of limbs. Daddy and Lexi wake up moments later. Then the three of us go through our usual morning routine. Of course, when it's time to go to school, Lexi and I take separate cars, since I have therapy today.
At school, Hazel is still slightly out of it, but the excitement of everything going on makes it harder to notice. Lexi and I fill the girls in on everything, and Lexi even texts Nicole to make sure her sister is up to speed. The girls are thrilled that Keith and David may soon be facing justice. Next is homeroom, where Stephanie stops me.
"Hi, Kayla!" Stephanie says.
"Hey, Stephanie." I reply.
"I heard they pulled you out of class yesterday." she tells me.
"Yeah." I nod. "I talked to the police."
"So did I." Stephanie confirms. "And Kelsey."
"How are you two doing?" I inquire.
"I'm okay, I guess." Stephanie sighs. "Kelsey is taking it a lot worse. She won't even talk to anyone."
"I'll be friendly when I see her." I promise.
"Thanks!" she smiles.
Stephanie and I talk for a few more minutes, then we go our separate ways. A couple classes later, I do run into Kelsey. I smile and wave while greeting her. She gives me a weak smile, but I can tell her heart isn't in it. I want to talk to her, but she definitely isn't up to that yet.
I have lunch with the usual gang. I'm happy that Ian is sitting next to me again. He's still kind of cold, but at least he's talking to me. Marcia and Shawn are going strong. So are Ashley and Josh. It's hard to believe that prom is only a few weeks away.
My afternoon classes go by pretty quickly, and at last, the final bell rings, signaling the end of the school day. I hop in my car and head to my therapist appointment. Soon, I'm sitting on the familiar couch, across from Kasey.
"How was your week, Kayla?" Kasey asks.
"Long." I admit.
"How so?" she inquires as she writes in her notepad.
"I talked to the police yesterday." I tell her.
"Oh? What about?" Kasey follows up with.
"My rapist recorded himself raping my ass, and apparently I was screaming for him to stop, but I don't remember!" I start spilling my guts. "And I don't want them to play that for a jury! I feel worse for Lexi, though. She got raped more than I did, and no one is going to get charged with hurting her!"
"Breathe." Kasey states as she hands me a box of tissues. "Kayla, breathe."
"Okay, okay!" I blubber.
Therapy continues. I cry my way through the entire session. Kasey is a good listener. She laments that Lexi may never see justice, and gives me hope that I can get through a trial. Before long, the session is over and I'm driving home.
Wednesday is another night of no sex. We hold each other close as we snuggle on the couch and watch television all night. We're too emotionally drained for anything else. When it's time for bed, we do all get naked and hold each other as we fall asleep.
Thursday is a fast day. Nothing really happens of note. Breakfast, school, lunch, afternoon classes. Home! Snuggle with Daddy and Lexi. Then time for bed. We don't have sex. Even Lexi isn't horny. This won't go on forever, but we're all very emotional right now.
It's now Friday, the last school day of the week. I walk through the hallways, a scowl crossing my face every time I see David. I know investigations take time, but c'mon! I shake my head as I try and ignore him and go about my day.
The one thing of note that happens during school is that Kelsey talks to me. She walks up to me and gives me a hug. Or rather, she tries to. She can't bring herself to actually touch another person and recoils. I tell her I'm here for her. Kelsey thanks me and goes on her way.
Lexi and I do our weekend homework in the main living room after school. The television is on in the background as we chat and relax. Fortunately, we're able to finish everything that is due on Monday. A couple hours later, Daddy walks into the room.
"Keith is out on bail." Daddy announces.
"What?!" I screech as I hop to my feet. "Why? How?"
"We're not sure how he scraped the funds together, but he did. He's back with his parents." Daddy sighs. "They may be sick of him, but they still let him back in the house."
"Fuck them!" Lexi hisses, also standing up.
"I'm sorry girls." Daddy states. "But remember, he could have more charges coming."
"I hope so." I mumble.
"C'mon, let's go eat dinner." Daddy suggests.
Lexi and I agree and each walk up to Daddy to give him a hug. Then we make our way to the dining room. We enjoy a nice meal before returning to the main living room to relax. We watch several episodes of one of our favorite television shows. Soon after, things start to heat up. Daddy and I start making out as Lexi encourages us.
"Bedroom?" I whisper when I break the kiss and look into Daddy's eyes.
"Yes." he replies.
Less than five minutes later, all three of us are naked. Lexi and I are on our knees, passing Daddy's cock back and forth between us. He is playing with our tits as we moan around his big dick. While Lexi is sucking on Daddy, I lower my head and take one of his balls between my lips.
"You two get comfortable, I'll be right back." Lexi says at one point.
As Lexi leaves the room, Daddy and I climb up on the bed. He lays down with his head on the pillow while I get between his legs so I can bob my head on him. Lexi returns a few minutes later with the strap-on harness.
"I thought we could double-team Kayla, Baby!" Lexi announces.
Sounds like a plan to me! I get on my hands and knees and slurp Daddy into my mouth. Lexi climbs up on the bed behind me and inserts the fake cock into my wet, waiting hole. I'm getting spit-roasted by my Daddy and best friend. Fuck, yes!
Lexi holds my hips and fucks me with the full length of the dildo, making me moan and drool around Daddy's erection. Daddy is holding my head, fucking my face hard and fast. I can feel a strand of drool dangling from my chin as I take cock at both ends. Granted, one is a dildo, but still hot!
When Lexi slaps my ass, I scream around Daddy's hard dick as an orgasm shoots through my body. Fuck, I'm so turned on. Lexi is fucking me so hard, my tits are bouncing and slapping into each other. Feeling my throat vibrate around his shaft is too much for Daddy. He pulls his cock out of my mouth and, holding me by the hair, he proceeds to paint my face with his seed.
"Yes! Cum on me!" I beg as a jet shoots straight into my mouth.
Daddy sighs happily as he sits back on his heels, his cock softening in his hand. Lexi seizes the opportunity to pull the dildo out of me and grab me by the hair. With a quick yank, Lexi forces me to turn around so she can shove the fake cock into my mouth.
"Taste your pussy, Slut!" Lexi hisses.
"Mm!" I moan around the dildo as I close my lips around it and start sucking.
I feel Daddy get behind me and shove two fingers up my cunt. I groan as my father and best friend are using my body once again. Lexi plays with my tits as I give the dildo the best blowjob I can. Daddy's cum is still running down my face. Life is good.
After I have another orgasm, Daddy and Lexi pull away, allowing my worn out body to collapse on the bed. Lexi unbuckles the strap-on and lays on the bed with her legs spread. She has Daddy eat her out to an intense orgasm while I recover.
Lexi washes the sex toy as Daddy and I cuddle on the bed. Then she returns the strap-on to my room before joining us in bed. We whisper sweet words to each other as we snuggle. One by one, we drift off to sleep.
I'm woken up to the sound of a cell phone ringing. It's not just ringing, it's buzzing on the bedside table. I groan and ignore it until it stops. Then it starts ringing again. Lexi grunts in her sleep and I feel her roll over.
"Phone's ringing." Daddy comments helpfully.
"Just ignore it." Lexi mumbles.
When the phone rings for the third time, I have to get up. Lifting my breasts off of Daddy's chest, I turn around and grab my phone off the bedside table. Checking the screen, I see that it is just after 2:00AM, and Hazel is calling.



"H-hello?" I say sleepily into the phone.
"Kayla?!" Hazel screeches. "I-I-I need help!"
"What is it?! What's wrong?" I shout. Hazel's voice is enough to convince me something is very wrong.
"What's going on?" Lexi asks as she sits up and rubs her eyes.
"What's wrong?" Daddy asks. He's sitting up and fully alert now.
"Hold on." I hiss, one hand over the phone. Then I return it to my ear to hear Hazel's response.
"My car won't start!" Hazel cries into the phone. "A-and I-I'm a whore!"
"Hazel, where are you?" I ask. "I'm with Daddy and Lexi. We can come and get you."
"A motel!" Hazel exclaims. "I-I can't drive."
"No, you can't." I agree. She's too distraught to drive anyway. "Listen, text me the address and we'll come and get you."
Even Lexi is fully awake now, staring at me with wide eyes. Daddy looks serious, and is already throwing the covers off our naked bodies. Within a minute, my phone goes off and Hazel provides the address of the motel she's at.
"Did you get the text?" Hazel sniffles.
"I got it. We're on our way." I say.
"K-K-Kayla?" Hazel asks in a voice that shows she's barely coherent. "I did a bad thing."
"It's okay, just stay there. We're coming to get you." I insist.
"Okay. Bye, Kayla." Hazel mumbles.
"No, no, don't hang up!" I shout into the phone. I'm too late.
"Call her back." Daddy states calmly. "Lexi, get dressed."
Lexi and Daddy get out of bed and start hunting around for clothes while I call Hazel back. She doesn't answer. I text her, ordering her to pick up the fucking phone. She doesn't. Fuck! I leap out of bed, almost falling on my face when I trip over my bra.
"She won't answer!" I exclaim.
"Okay, don't panic." Daddy says. "We'll go get her. Hurry up, and put your clothes on."
The three of us are dressed in record time. We rush through the house and pile into Daddy's car. He starts the engine and pulls out onto the street. About forty-five minutes later, we arrive at the correct address for the motel.
This is a real seedy motel. In the bad part of town. There are several people milling about outside. That over there looks like a drug deal, and I'm pretty sure the woman in the crop top is a prostitute. We don't see Hazel. I call her again. No answer. Fuck, fuck, fuck! Eventually, we do see something we recognize.
"That's Hazel's car!" Lexi shouts, pointing.
"Hazel?" Daddy calls out.
"Hazel!" I nearly scream.
"Should we go inside?" Lexi suggests.
"Maybe..." Daddy trails off. "What is she doing at cheap motel anyway?"
"We'll worry about that later! We need to find her first." I insist.
"Let's go inside." Daddy agrees.
We rush through the front doors and into the lobby. First thing I notice, besides the terrible smell, is that there is an open doorway leading to a bar in the next room. A couple of women who also look like prostitutes are standing around. Finally, glancing at the other side of the room, I see Hazel.
She's sitting on a ratty couch and looking down at something held tight in her hand as she sobs quietly. Her long hair isn't in its usual ponytail, but instead wildly cascading around her face and over her shoulders, nearly reaching her waist. Hazel is wearing skintight jeans and a cute top. Fear claws my insides when I realize the top is badly torn. The dents in the fabric tell me that the tan girl isn't wearing a bra. There's also a noticeable amount of dry cum in her brown hair.
"Hazel!" I shout as I run up to her.
"Kayla?" Hazel wonders as she looks up at me with red eyes. Tears are streaming down her face.
"Are you okay?" Lexi asks.
"N-n-no." Hazel cries.
"Next time, pick up your fucking phone!" I hiss.
"Don't yell at me!" Hazel bursts into renewed sobs.
"It's okay, it's okay." Daddy says. "Let's get you out of here."
As Daddy helps Hazel to her feet, I realize she's holding a wad of cash in her hand. A decent amount of money, by the looks of it. What the fuck is going on? We walk Hazel outside and lead her toward Daddy's car.
"Have you been drinking?" I ask.
"N-no." Hazel shakes her head. "No drinking."
"I don't smell alcohol on her breath or anything." Daddy adds.
"So, you just decided to loiter in the bar of a cheap motel and not drink?" Lexi wonders. "I mean, I'm sure they didn't bother to check for an ID..."
"Lexi!" Daddy warns. "Not now."
"Right. Sorry." the redhead says.
"Do we need to call the police?" Daddy asks.
"No!" Hazel insists vehemently. "No police!"
"Okay, we'll get you home." I whisper soothingly.
"I'm a worthless whore." Hazel mumbles.
"No, you're not." Daddy states as he squeezes Hazel's shoulder reassuringly.
We get Hazel into the backseat of Daddy's car, and Lexi decides to stay with her. Then Daddy and I make our way to Hazel's car to check on it. The first thing we notice is that a bunch of full garbage bags are stacked on the back seat. The back floor is also littered with various items; including clothes. Weird. Hazel's key is in the ignition, so Daddy tries to start it.
"Dead battery." he says. "Just needs a jump, then we can drive it home. A fresh battery, and it's good as new."
"Do you have jumper cables?" I ask.
"Yes, in the trunk." Daddy answers.
"I can drive it home." I offer.
"Great. We'll have Hazel text her parents and tell them she's staying the night. They must be worried." Daddy says.
Daddy and I go back to his car and get in the front seat. Daddy then explains to Hazel what's wrong with her car. She just nods. He pulls his car into position and pops the hood and trunk. After jump-starting Hazel's car, Daddy closes the hoods and puts the jumper cables away.
"See you at home." he says to me. "Drive safe."
I'm terrified the entire ride home. What the fuck is going on? Is Hazel a rape victim? Should we call the police? Fuck! I'm so worried about my friend. The drive is forty-five minutes, so I have plenty of time to ruminate before arriving home. Eventually, I'm parking Hazel's car right beside mine. About damn time.
"She wouldn't say anything on the ride back." Daddy explains as Lexi leads Hazel into the house.
"I'll get her something to drink." I offer.
When I return with a bottle of water, Hazel is in the main living room, sitting on the couch. She looks terrible. There's still dry cum in her hair. She shakes with sobs. I hand her the water, and she is at least coherent enough to open the bottle and take a sip.
"Thank you." Hazel mumbles.
"Hazel, are you sure you haven't been drinking?" I ask as I sit down beside her.
"I'm sure." she replies. "I'm sober."
"Can you tell us what happened?" Lexi asks as she sits on Hazel's other side.
"It's okay if you want to wait." Daddy says calmly. He's standing a few feet in front of the couch, facing us. "But, you do need to tell your parents where you are. They are probably worried."
"I-I-I can't." Hazel mumbles. She's still holding the money in her hand.
"Why not?" Daddy wonders.
"I'm a whore!" Hazel screams, one hand buried in her hair as she claws at her head.
"Hazel, calm down." I whisper quietly.
"You're okay, you're safe here." Lexi adds.
"I-I did a bad thing." Hazel mumbles.
"It's okay, you don't have to tell us right now." Daddy says. "Do you want me to call your parents?"
"No!" Hazel shrieks. "Don't call them!"
"They need to know you're safe, at least." Daddy reasons.
"They don't care." Hazel cries, her lower lip quivering.
"What do you mean?" Daddy asks. "Of course they care."
"No, they don't!" Hazel shouts. "They kicked me out!"
"What!" I exclaim. "Why?"
"I'm pregnant." Hazel whispers as she looks up at Daddy with tears streaming down her face. "And, I don't know who the father is."
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"Oh, my God!" Lexi exclaims as she claps her hands over her mouth.
"A-are you sure?" Kayla asks.
"Yeah, the doctor confirmed it." Hazel mumbles, as she sets her water down on the floor. All three girls are sitting on the couch, with Hazel in the middle. "I'm pregnant."
Hazel looks directly at me with a tear-streaked face, and I want nothing more than to hug this young woman and make all her pain go away. The tan girl looks terrible; torn shirt, no bra, matted hair, body shaking as she clutches some cash tightly in her fist. Various scenarios run through my head, each worse than the last.
At the same time, the implications of what Hazel says is echoing throughout my mind. Hazel is pregnant. Am I the father? I might have another child in less than a year. I'm in shock. I stand in place, staring at Hazel in wonder and not speaking.
"And your parents kicked you out?" Lexi wonders.
"Yes! My dad called me a whore!" Hazel screeches as she buries her head in her hands and starts sobbing again. "And he's right!"
"Shh, you're okay." I coo as I reach out and rub the back of the young woman who very well may be carrying my child. "You're safe."
"What were you doing at that cheap motel?" Lexi asks. "And why are you holding on to all that cash?"
"Not now, Lexi." Kayla admonishes.
"I'm sure your parents will welcome you back once they've calmed down." I say soothingly.
"No!" Hazel shouts. "I can never go back! They're so religious, they believe sex is only for married people. I always knew they'd disown me if they ever found out I was bi. I never expected this."
"Oh, Hazel!" Lexi exclaims.
"It's okay, you can stay here." I assure the poor girl.
"Maybe you should take a shower before we continue?" Kayla suggests.
"Why?" Hazel asks in a sad voice.
"Hazel," Kayla begins carefully as she points to the side of Hazel's head, "you've got a little, um, you know, in your hair..."
Hazel frowns in confusion, still holding a wad of cash in one hand. Her free hand starts to run through her long brown hair. She soon finds the large spot that is matted and stuck together with dry semen. Holding her hair out, Hazel inspects it, and is able to figure out exactly what is stuck to it. She bursts into tears yet again as her lower lip quivers.
"I am a whore!" Hazel screeches.
"No, you're not." I insist. "And, as much as I hate to bring this up, there's something we need to know before you shower."
"W-what?" Hazel asks.
"Hazel," I say as I place my hands on her shoulders and look her in the eye, "were you raped?"
"Shit!" Kayla exclaims. "I didn't think of that! Washing away evidence!"
"Exactly." I nod, still holding Hazel's shoulders. "Say the word, and we'll get you to the hospital."
"N-no." Hazel mumbles as she shakes her head. "He was really rough, but I wasn't raped."
"Are you sure?" Lexi asks. "If you didn't consent to rough sex, that's still rape."
"She's right, Hazel." I agree.
"I'm sure." Hazel nods. "He didn't rape me. Kayla's right, I just wanna take a shower. Please."
"If you're sure..." I trail off. I'm worried I'm about to make a huge mistake. "Head down the hall, there's a full bathroom on the right. There should be a robe you can put on after."
"Thank you." Hazel mumbles as she slowly rises to her feet.
Hazel stumbles a little, and I help keep her standing as she walks toward the hall. I notice she's still clutching the wad of cash tightly in her fist. I wonder, yet again, why she's doing this. A sigh escapes my lips as Hazel disappears around the corner.
"What the fuck?!" Lexi hisses after a minute of silence.
"Are we sure letting her shower is a good idea?" Kayla wonders.
"No." I shake my head. "I'm afraid she's in denial, and she really was raped."
"We could still stop her." Lexi suggests.
"It's tempting, but no." I sigh. "She's going through enough. She wants to shower, let her shower. Let's just hope we're wrong."
"Why do you think she has all that money?" Kayla asks.
"I don't know." I answer honestly. "Maybe her parents gave it to her when they threw her out? She wanted a motel room, and that's all she could afford?"
"Then why try and start her car and leave at 2:00AM?" Lexi brings up.
"True." I agree. "We'll have to wait for Hazel to come back to get answers. If she's up to talking."
"I still can't believe she's pregnant." Kayla says as she picks Hazel's purse up off the floor and sets it on the table. "I mean, she's on the pill! What are the odds?"
"Pretty slim." I reply.
"Hey, what's that?" Lexi asks as she points to Hazel's purse.
The three of us look at the purse and notice that there is a small card sticking out of it. With a frown, Kayla reaches over and plucks the card out. She then stares at it with an expression of shock and confusion.
"X-Star Entertainment?" Kayla frowns.
"I've heard of them." I speak up. "They make porn."
"Familiar with their work?" Lexi asks slyly.
"Oh, shut up." I roll my eyes. "I was single for a long time."
"Y-you don't think...?" Kayla trails off.
"That Hazel made a porno and is holding on to her pay?" Lexi completes the thought.
"Let's not jump to conclusions." I state firmly. "We don't know anything for sure."
"I should just put this back." Kayla suggests as she puts the card back in Hazel's purse.
"What do we do now?" Lexi asks.
"We wait for Hazel." I respond.
So, we wait. Kayla and Lexi are sitting on the couch, with the space in the middle open for Hazel. Both girls appear to be lost in thought, various expressions crossing their pretty faces. For my part, I'm pacing back and forth in the middle of the room, occasionally glancing at the girls. What a Friday night.
Finally, after almost an hour, Hazel returns. She's barefoot, and wearing one of the robes we keep in the bathrooms throughout the house. Her long brown hair is back in its usual ponytail. She's once again holding onto the wad of cash. The distraught girl shuffles back to the couch and sits back down between Lexi and Kayla.
"I found an unopened toothbrush in the bathroom and used it." Hazel says, looking at me. "I hope that's okay?"
"Of course, that's fine." I smile.
"I just, I just wanted to get the taste of cum out of my mouth." Hazel explains.
"You don't have to explain." I assure the tan girl.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" Lexi asks carefully.
"Or, do you wanna go to bed?" Kayla suggests. "It's after 4:00AM now."
"I-I can talk." Hazel nods.
"Would you mind telling us what happened?" I inquire.
"O-okay." Hazel mumbles, her lower lip quivering again. "I've felt off for a while, but I didn't know why. For some reason my body just felt different. In retrospect, I understand, but back then? I had no idea. I went to a party last Friday to try and take my mind off it."
"A frat party?" Lexi wonders.
"Yes." Hazel nods in confirmation. "I ran into Brittney. She was with an older guy named Peter."
"Brittney is a friend of yours?" I ask. I know Peter is the name of the guy on the card Hazel has, but I don't want to bring that up.
"Yeah, I went to parties with her when I was spiraling after my rape." Kayla explains. "You've met Brittney before. She was at my birthday pool party."
"Oh, okay." I say, nodding. I don't remember her. "Please continue, Hazel."
"I ended up in a bedroom with Peter and Brittney." Hazel sighs. "We had a threesome."
"He didn't hurt you, did he?" Lexi asks in concern.
"No." Hazel shakes her head. "He gave me his card after, and offered to put me in porn. Brittney tried to convince me to do it. She said she's already made a few videos."
"Brittney is in porn?!" Kayla exclaims.
"Apparently." Hazel nods.
"I knew I recognized that girl!" I interject.
"What girl?" Lexi asks.
"Is Brittney blonde?" I inquire.
"Yes." Kayla responds.
"Seriously, what girl?" Lexi wonders with a frown.
"I was watching porn in my office and was sure I recognized the girl." I admit with a cough.
"When were you watching porn in your office?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"We hadn't had sex in a few days, and I'm used to multiple times a day, and, well, a man has needs!" I reason in embarrassment.
"Oh." Lexi giggles.
"Want me to introduce you to Brittney?" Kayla offers teasingly.
"I'm good, thanks." I roll my eyes. Actually, that does sound nice. "What happened next, Hazel?"
"I told them I couldn't be in porn, but agreed to keep the card." Hazel continues. "I actually felt really hot and wanted. I fell asleep happy Friday night. Then I spent Saturday relaxing, since my mom was actually home for once.
"Sunday, I still felt off. Finally, the thought that I might be pregnant entered my head. I panicked. I offered to take my baby brother, Michael shopping as an excuse to get out of the house. He's eight, he wasn't even paying attention to what I bought at the drug store. It was a pregnancy test."
"Which came back positive." I say.
"Yes!" Hazel wails.
"I don't understand, how can you be pregnant?" Lexi wonders. "You're on the pill, the chances are just so astronomical."
"Yeah..." Hazel trails off, looking guilty.
"Hazel," I state firmly, "have you been taking your pills responsibly?"
"Um, well..." the tan girl winces.
"Oh, Hazel!" Kayla says loudly.
"I know, I know!" Hazel buries her head in her hands again. "I'm such an idiot!"
"No, you're not," I insist, "But didn't your doctor emphasize how important it is to not miss a day?"
"Yes." Hazel nods. "She also said that it was possible to take two the next day to make up for a missed day! And I didn't miss that many! I never got my period, so I thought, I thought... I thought I was safe!"
"Shit." Lexi curses, shaking her head.
"It's okay, what's done is done. We can't go back and change it now." I say. "And making Hazel feel even worse isn't helping."
"Keep going, Hazel." Kayla instructs. "You know, if you feel up to it."
"Monday, during lunch, I made two phone calls." Hazel says nervously. "One to my doctor, and one to Peter."
"The porn guy?" Lexi asks with wide eyes.
"Yeah..." Hazel guiltily admits. "I told him I needed the money. He was really excited. He said he'd get back to me with a time and place. I also made an appointment with my doctor to confirm the pregnancy. Fortunately, she was able to squeeze me in that afternoon."
"And your doctor confirmed the pregnancy?" I ask.
"Yes." Hazel whispers as fresh tears leak out of the corners of her eyes. "S-she said it was lucky I got one of those early detection tests, because I'm not far along at all."
"How far along are you?" Kayla inquires.
"I got pregnant in Bermuda." Hazel answers. "So, there are four different guys who could be the father."
"The guys from the house beside ours!" Lexi exclaims.
"I let Ken, Ryan, and John cum in my pussy." Hazel gives us a look of shame as she lets out a breath. "And you, of course, Steven."
"So, it really could be any of them." Kayla sighs.
"Yes." Hazel nods.
"Do you want me to call Jason, the PI?" I offer. "I'm sure it won't be hard to track the guys down, since we know the address. Then we can get paternity tests and know for sure."
"No!" Hazel screams, making us all jump. "I, I don't want them involved!"
"Okay, it was just a suggestion." I say.
"Um, Hazel?" Lexi asks nervously as she takes the taller girl's hand.
"Yeah?" Hazel mumbles.
"A-are you keeping the baby?" Lexi broaches the topic we're all wondering about. "You know you don't have to."
"My doctor said the same thing. She was very supportive." Hazel says, not answering the question.
"We can take you back there to, you know, get the procedure done." Kayla offers. "Only if that's what you really want. We support you either way!"
Hazel bites her lower lip. She then pulls her right hand out of Kayla's and presses it to her lower stomach. Looking down at her hand, Hazel rubs her womb affectionately. For the first time, a small smile crosses the distraught girl's face. Then she looks up at me.
"I'm keeping the baby." Hazel says in a firm voice.
"Then there's only one thing to do." I reply.
"What?" Hazel asks.
"I'll raise the baby with you." I vow. "Even if I'm not the biological father, I'll treat the baby the same."
"I love you, Steven." Lexi whispers.
"You're not mad?" I ask Lexi.
"About you fathering a child? No." Lexi shakes her head. "I said I was okay with you fucking around, in the back of my mind I had to accept that this could happen. Plus, it's Hazel. My Slut-sister."
"I'm gonna have a new brother or sister!" Kayla crows.
"I can't ask you to do that, Steven." Hazel finally speaks up. "I'm an independent girl. I helped raise my brothers. I don't need charity."
"I really could be the father, though." I reason. "I have to be responsible."
"I guess, and I want my baby to have a dad. Who better than you?" Hazel acquiesces. "Still, I can't accept charity. I have to be able to support my baby."
"Is this refusal to accept what you call charity how you ended up at that shitty motel?" Lexi wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, yeah..." Hazel reluctantly admits.
"Okay, we don't have to make any decisions about the baby tonight." I insist. "What's important right now is that Hazel is safe."
"That's right." Kayla nods.
"Do you mind finishing your story, Hazel?" Lexi requests.
"O-okay." Hazel whispers before taking a deep breath and continuing. "Peter called me back Monday night and suggested meeting up for a shoot on Friday, as in, a few hours ago. I was really nervous, but he promised it would just be him, a cameraman, and a woman to help me get ready for the shoot. I agreed.
"I was a wreck for the rest of the week. I know everyone noticed that I was barely talking. I'm sorry about that! I stopped taking my pills, because they could hurt the baby. Anyway, Friday evening, before the shoot, my parents came home. I was so overwhelmed, I needed someone to confide in. Plus, they're my parents! I just walked up to them and announced I was pregnant. Fuck, I'm an idiot!"
"No, you're not." Lexi assures Hazel while rubbing her back.
"My dad called me a whore!" Hazel shrieks as she shakes with renewed sobs.
"Then they kicked you out?" Kayla asks.
"They asked who the father was." Hazel explains. "W-when I admitted I didn't know, my dad, my own father, he, he, he slapped me!"
"Oh, my God!" Lexi gasps.
"I see." I say, anger boiling inside of me.
"My mom kept screaming at me to get out of her house. So, I threw everything I had into garbage bags and carried them out to the car. The last bag burst open as my mom was chasing me out for the last time." Hazel cries. "So, I scooped up as much as I could and threw it in the back seat before driving to the address Peter gave me."
"A-and then you did the scene?" Kayla asks, swallowing weakly.
"No." Hazel sighs, shaking her head before explaining. "I felt like such a whore, shooting porn in a cheap motel. The fuckers couldn't even spring for a nice location to shoot me getting fucked. I walked into the room to see those three people, and I, I couldn't do it."
"You didn't do the film?" Lexi asks.
"No, I didn't." Hazel confirms. "Peter was annoyed, but he said girls back out all the time. I left."
"Then what?" Kayla gently prods after a minute of silence.
"I had nowhere else to go, no money for a room, so I just went to that crappy bar on the first floor of the motel." Hazel answers. "I had enough money to buy a drink, but before I took the first sip, I remembered that I'm pregnant, so I pushed the drink away.
"Some guy who was probably in his early thirties came up to me and asked if I didn't like my drink. I just lied and said someone bought it for me, but I don't drink. He laughed and asked why I was in a bar if I don't drink. I gave him a fake smile and told him that I was looking for some company.
"He told me his name was Ted. We talked for a little while, and he said he had a room. I agreed to come with him to his room. I figured if I put out, he'd give me a place to stay the night."
"Oh, Hazel!" I groan. "Why didn't you come here?"
"I told you, I don't need charity!" Hazel hisses.
"It's not charity to let a friend spend the night." Kayla interjects.
"She's right." Lexi nods. "You aren't acting rationally right now."
"Anyway," Hazel continues, ignoring the girls, "we got up to his room and I went to kiss him. He pushed my face away and said he doesn't kiss whores. I should have understood then, but I didn't. Next thing I know, I'm on my knees with his cock in my mouth.
"Ted fucked my face for a few minutes, ripping out my hair elastic and making me gag. Then he started pulling at my shirt. That's how it got torn. I eventually got off his cock long enough to take my shirt off, but it was already ruined. I took my bra off next, and he mauled my tits while I blew him.
"When he was done using my mouth, Ted dragged me by the hair over to the bed. He had me bend over. He yanked my pants and underwear down. I remember feeling my jeans stretched around my thighs as he pushed inside me.
"He was rough. Very rough. He spanked me. Not in the way I like, he did it like he was trying to hurt me. He kept calling me names, like 'bitch' and 'whore' while pulling my hair. It didn't feel good. I just pretended to enjoy it so he would get off and I'd be able to go to sleep.
"Finally, he said he was ready to cum and yelled at me to get on my knees. He held my head back by the hair while telling me to beg for it. I said whatever I could to make him cum. I lied and told him how badly I wanted it. He started cumming. It got all over my face and in my hair. Then he had me clean his cock with my mouth.
"I took off my pants and underwear before going to the bathroom to clean up. When I got back, he was half-asleep on the bed. I curled up beside him naked and figured I'd be able to at least spend the night in peace."
"We should report him for rape!" Lexi insists vehemently.
"It might be a good idea, Hazel." Kayla adds.
"No!" Hazel screeches. "He was rough, but I let him do it. I begged him to cum on my face, I willingly sucked him off, I chose to bend over and spread my legs!"
"Hazel..." I whisper.
"NO!" the tan girl screams.
"Okay, okay. Sorry." I stammer, my hands in the air.
"I was wrong." Hazel sniffles. "I didn't get to sleep in peace. He woke up and asked me why the fuck I was still there. I just laid there in shock, unable to say anything. Then he said he remembered. He got his wallet and threw some money at me. Then he dragged me by the hair toward the door.
"I screamed that I needed my clothes. He tossed them out after me. That's how I lost my bra, he never threw it outside. I was standing in the hallway of that shitty motel, naked and holding onto my clothes and some money. The door behind me opened, and some old guy got a nice look at my ass.
"He asked me how much for an hour, and I burst into tears. Then I quickly got dressed in what clothes I had while he leered at me. I ran out to my car. I had no idea where I was gonna go, I just knew I couldn't stay there. My car wouldn't start!"
Hazel breaks down again, and loses the ability to keep speaking. We know the rest, anyway. Lexi and Kayla each hold one of Hazel's hands as they also rub her back. When it at last seems like Hazel is calming down, she notices the money still in her hand and starts crying so hard she's hyperventilating.



"Hazel? Hazel! Breathe, you need to relax." Kayla coos softly.
"You're okay, you're safe." Lexi reassures her.
"Everything's fine, we're here for you." I add.
"No, it's not!" Hazel wails as she waves the money. "I'm a whore!"
"Listen to me." I state firmly as I place my hand on her cheek and look into her tear-filled eyes. "You are not a whore."
"Yes, I am!" Hazel moans.
"Maybe you should get some rest, Hazel." Kayla suggests.
"Yeah, the sun is coming up and you haven't slept." Lexi agrees.
"We'll get a new battery for your car later on today, and we'll talk about where we go from here." I say, being practical, as always.
"W-will this pay for it?" Hazel asks, holding out the cash. "It's all I have."
"It's fine, I'll cover it." I say.
"I'm not a charity case!" Hazel hisses before more tears pour fourth. "B-besides, I-I don't want this money around anymore."
"Okay, I'll take it." I say as I accept the money from Hazel and put it in my pocket.
"A-are you sure it's okay that I spend the night?" Hazel asks.
"Of course it is!" I say with a strong smile.
"Hazel, I don't understand this." Lexi says. "You had no problem accepting a free vacation from Steven, you accept when Kayla pays for our meals. Why is it such a problem to let him help you out?"
"Because!" Hazel snaps. "Because, I always help out at home. I pull my own weight! I-I don't want to end up living off someone else. That was a vacation, you were going anyway. I mean, yeah, he paid for my flight, but, but, but it's different!"
"We'll talk about this later." I say soothingly. "For now, how about you get some sleep?"
"Okay." Hazel nods.
"The bedroom next to mine is all made up." Kayla suggests.
"That's perfect." I reply.
This house is huge. There are a number of bedrooms in the hallway with the master bedroom. However, since I only have one child, only the master bedroom and Kayla's room are occupied. The others are simple, but thankfully, they're kept made up in case we have guests.
I reach out my hands and take Hazel's so I can help her to her feet. Then the four of us make our way to the hallway with all the bedrooms. Only the master bedroom and Kayla's room have a private bathroom, so Hazel will have to use the bathroom down the hall.
"Goodnight, Hazel." I say, giving her a hug.
"Thank you for letting me stay here." Hazel replies, hugging me back.
"You're always welcome." I say sincerely.
"Night, Hazel." Lexi smiles, giving the tan girl a kiss on the cheek.
"Sweet dreams!" Kayla adds.
Hazel heads into the bedroom and shuts the door. Then Kayla goes into her room. Finally, Lexi and I enter the master bedroom and strip down to our underwear. My girlfriend and I hold each other close as we process everything.
"Ready to be a dad again?" Lexi asks, her head resting on my chest.
"I never imagined I'd have more children." I begin. "Then I met you, and thought it might be possible."
"It is!" Lexi chirps. "We'll have babies someday!"
"I'm glad." I smile as I run my fingers through Lexi's auburn hair.
"Do you think you're really the father?" Lexi asks.
"Biologically? I have no idea. It's possible." I answer carefully. "Are you sure you're not upset?"
"I'm fine!" Lexi insists. "I'm just worried about Hazel. I mean, yeah, I wanna have your babies, but not just yet. Maybe in a couple years."
"It's still okay to be upset that another woman might be having my baby." I say.
"Do you want me to be upset?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow.
"No! Of course not!" I quickly assure her.
"Okay, then. Stop whining!" Lexi admonishes. "She's not just 'another woman', you know, Hazel is my Slut-sister. I'd be pissed if you got Stacey pregnant. Hell, I'd be pissed if you touched her at all."
"Now, I understand." I nod. "You still have the same fears of losing me to someone like Stacey, but not a Slut-sister. This is your dream of all of us living together as one big, happy family."
"Exactly!" Lexi chirps. "One step closer!"
"I don't know about that." I say cautiously. "Hazel is very independent."
"Well, she's gonna have to get over that." Lexi states. "She's gonna need help if she wants to keep the baby."
"You're right about that." I agree. "She doesn't even have a high school diploma yet. Still, that doesn't make a relationship."
"I guess we'll have to wait and see what happens." Lexi muses.
"Like always." I say.
"Should we report that guy for rape?" Lexi wonders.
"That's Hazel's decision." I remind Lexi. "And she doesn't want to."
"I just hate how she was treated." she says sadly.
"I know, so do I." I say. "Just be her friend. She needs you right now."
"I will." Lexi nods.
"Anyway, we should go to bed." I reply.
"Sleep well, Baby!" Lexi says as she kisses me.
"Goodnight, Gorgeous." I reply, kissing her back.
Stacey
"Good morning, Sir." I say politely to Steven as he walks by my desk Friday morning.
"Good morning, Stacey." Steven replies as he nods his head in my direction.
A moment later, he's gone. In his office, and out of my reach. I want nothing more than to march up to his desk, bend over, and beg him to stick it in me. But, I can't. He's taken. His girlfriend knows I'm in love with him and is too insecure to even let Steven do me.
Still, do I even want that anymore? I want a relationship with Steven, not a fling. Continuing to have sex with him will likely just make my feelings even stronger. Feelings for a handsome man I can't have. A perfect man.
With a sigh, I start my work day. I respond to emails and answer phone calls. I do see Steven for a few minutes when I remind him of golfing on Sunday. While organizing some financial statements, I feel my phone go off in my pocket. Taking it out, I realize the text is from my best friend and college roommate, April.
April: Ready to talk about it?
April doesn't know what's wrong. She just knows that something is bothering me. She also knows I have a thing for Steven, but doesn't know about us sleeping together. I feel bad; best friends are supposed to talk about everything! April and I just aren't as close now as we used to be. We only talk occasionally these days. I don't even know what's going on in her life! I text her back, which leads to a conversation that continues throughout the workday.
Stacey: Not really, no.
April: Is it about a guy? Did you meet a guy?
Stacey: I didn't meet a guy.
April: Then it's about your boss.
Stacey: April...
April: It is about your boss! I knew it!
Stacey: I said I don't want to talk about it.
April: C'mon! We've been best friends since Freshman year! We never talk anymore.
Stacey: I know, and I feel bad that we've started to grow apart.
April: Then let's fix it! Come out for drinks with me tonight.
Stacey: That does sound like fun...
April: Okay, see you at 7:00PM?
Stacey: Done!
April: Great! And you and I are gonna have a serious talk. Whether you like it or not! ;)
Stacey: Fine, fine.
April: :D
The rest of my work day goes by normally. I have lunch with Steven, which is awkward and uncomfortable. I try to smile and be friendly, but I just want to cry. I want him to hold me and make everything better. He won't. He can't.
Steven and I end up leaving work at the same time. He smiles as he waves goodbye to me. I smile back and wave cutely. Please, just hug me. Fuck! He's gone. I leave the building and get into my car, then pull out onto the street.
I don't have a lot of time before I have to meet April, so I head straight back to my apartment for dinner. I heat up and eat my prepared meal. After eating, I change into comfortable clothes to go out in. Then I order a ride and head outside to wait for it. It isn't long before I'm entering the bar April and I agree on.
"Hey! Stacey!" a familiar bubbly voice calls out as I walk into the bar.
I turn to see a tiny blonde waving at me from a nearby stool while holding a cocktail. April is an incredibly petite woman. She's just under five feet tall, and weighs less than ninety pounds. April has wavy blonde hair, light skin, and small breasts. On her face she has a pair of nice glasses. She's currently wearing a cute white top and a green skirt.
"April! Hi!" I reply after walking over and sitting down on the bar stool beside her.
"It's been too long!" April says as she leans forward and wraps her arms around me.
"It has!" I agree as I hug her back.
"What can I get for you?" the bartender asks, walking over to us after our hug breaks.
"I'll have a vodka tonic." I order.
"Coming right up." the bartender smiles.
"So?" April asks in her adorable, little voice.
"So, what?" I reply with a giggle as my drink arrives.
"You know what!" April rolls her eyes. "What's been going on with you?"
"Nothing much." I answer before taking a sip. "Just working."
"Right." April states evenly. "Your amazing job that led to you abandoning me."
"I didn't abandon you!" I laugh. "I just didn't need a roommate anymore!"
"Yeah, yeah." she sighs. "I liked living with you, you know?"
"I liked living with you, too!" I respond. "It was just time for me to go out on my own."
"I'm okay with that, just promise me we'll be close again. Like before?" April asks.
"I promise!" I raise my glass.
"Good." she clinks her glass against mine, then we both take a sip.
"What have you been up to?" I ask my friend. "Still seeing that guy?"
"Some best friend!" April snorts. "Don't even know that I'm single."
"You guys broke up?" I wonder.
"Yeah, I dumped his lying, cheating ass." April snarls.
"He was cheating on you?!" I gasp.
"I came home early from work after finishing a project earlier than expected." April explains. "He was balls-deep in some whore."
"Ouch." I wince.
"Yup." April nods. "I started screaming and throwing things at them while they tried to dress."
"Then what?" I wonder.
"My name is on the lease, so I kicked him out." April says. "I live alone now, too. Fuck him!"
"Do you like it?" I ask. I can't help but smile; it's so cute when April swears.
"Sometimes." she shrugs. "Other times it's kinda lonely. My lease is up at the end of the month, and I don't know if I'm even gonna renew it. The rent is going up again, and it was already hard to afford without a second income."
"I understand." I nod. "I would have helped you through everything if you'd told me."
"I know." she sighs. "It isn't just your fault that we grew apart."
"Apology accepted!" I tease.
"Whatever." April smiles.
"What about work?" I ask. "How's being a computer scientist?"
"Well, I'm not the only girl in the department anymore, so that's nice." April laughs.
"Really? Another female geek?" I giggle. My best friend is so nerdy. I love it!
"Yup! She's great!" she tells me. "We kind of stick together."
"That's good to hear!" I say.
"How's work for you?" April wonders.
"Oh, you know..." I sigh. "Work itself is fine. Steven's a great boss, great work-life balance, even better pay and benefits."
"So, something did happen with your boss?" April asks as she indicates for the bartender to bring us each another drink.
"I had sex with him." I admit with a sigh.
"You did?" April gasps with wide eyes. "And? How was it?"
"Fucking amazing." I sigh as I polish off my first drink. "He has a huge dick and knows how to use it. He made me cum so hard I thought I'd pass out."
"That's quite the praise!" April winks.
"He's that good." I say seriously. "And, um, there's more."
"Oh yeah?" she wonders.
"He has a girlfriend." I admit.
"So, you're the other woman?" April asks in disappointment.
"Not exactly." I say delicately.
"What does that mean?" she inquires, eyes narrow.
"He sort of has an open relationship with her." I explain. "She knew about us fucking."
"Oh!" April exclaims. "I suppose that's okay then! Right?"
"Right." I nod. "Well, I went over to his place. We ended up skinny dipping. I, um, well, she gave him a blowjob and he came in her mouth. She and I kissed and swapped cum. I touched her boobs, too. Also, I hit on his eighteen-year-old daughter. I sort of rubbed her pussy."
"I see." April says, her voice shaky. I think I see tears forming in her eyes, behind her glasses.
I know why. That stupid party Junior year. Truth or Dare. Getting a dare to make out, I refuse. My best friend cries. April later admits she has a huge crush on me, even though she identifies as straight. Me telling her I don't feel the same. April's broken heart.
"I'm sorry." I say sincerely. "I've grown up a lot since then, and I guess I've changed."
"It's not your fault." April mumbles. "You're the only girl I've ever had feelings for, you know? I don't even understand why, I've never been into girls, only guys. I've never even kissed a girl. There's just something about you."
"Still in love with me?" I ask softly.
"I never got over you." she admits, her gaze down. April's gently shifting her glass around as she stares at it.
"I'm sorry." I repeat.
"You said that already." April reminds me before lifting her glasses to wipe the tears from her eyes. "Anyway, continue."
"Then he was inside me. Fucking me." I sniffle. "It felt so damn good. I came. I announced that I love him."
"You love him?" she asks, her voice thick with emotion.
"I'm in love with him." I mutter sadly. "His girlfriend started to get insecure, afraid that I'd steal him. So, now she doesn't want us to fuck anymore. I'm all alone."
"No, you're not." April states as she reaches out and places her tiny hand on mine. "You have me."
"Thank you, April." I reply sincerely.
"You're welcome." she smiles.
April and I continue to talk and drink. It isn't long before we're both tipsy. Neither of us have our cars here, so we can drink as much as we like. I love ride services. She and I talk about how far we've come since college. We're both so much more confident and adventurous. April playfully teases me about messing around with girls. I can tell there's some jealousy behind it.
"I wish you were this outgoing back in college." April giggles. "I might have gotten that kiss!"
"You probably would have." I agree with a smile. I'm glad April can joke about it. "And look at you, no longer just some shy nerd. You were actually shacking up with a guy for awhile!"
"We've both grown up!" April hiccups. She's so cute.
"This is nice." I say sincerely. April is a great friend. I may not be in love with her, but I do love her.
"It is!" April agrees. "We should do this more often."
"We will." I vow. "We will be as close as best friends should be."
"I'm glad." April whispers as she gazes at me with affection.
"From the two gentlemen at the table in the corner." the bartender says as he places two drinks in front of us.
We both giggle as we look over at the corner the bartender indicates. Two very handsome, very large men are sitting at a table. They're both well over six feet tall. When they see us looking, they each raise their beer and smile at us.
"What do you think?" April leans forward to ask me, her hands gripping the table.
"They're cute." I say with a shrug.
"And look at the size of them!" April breathes. "Muscles on muscles. Just imagine how hung they are!"
"It's not necessarily proportionate!" I laugh.
"Maybe. Maybe not." April shrugs. "I'd love to find out so I can practice my deep throat skills!"
April talks about her bottomless throat sometimes. She says she doesn't have a gag reflex, but her only two partners are small. I remember college; April deep throating a ten inch dildo on a dare. Not one gag. She wants to try it out on a real, big dick. April also wants to know what it's like to really get fucked by a hung stud, she says she loves her tiny body getting manhandled. Too bad Steven and I aren't fucking right now, I'd love to set up an introduction.
"They're just a couple of guys out trolling for pussy." I say with an eye roll.
"Yeah, and we're the pussy!" the nerdy girl giggles before hiccuping again.
"April!" I exclaim.
"What?" April asks. "I'm sick of being such a good, little girl! We were the good girls all through college, and where did it get us? Nowhere! I've only been with two different guys in my life, and only after dating them for over six months!"
"So, what? You want to let them pick us up?" I wonder.
"Maybe." April says. "Look, they're waving us over."
"I don't know." I say, remembering my recent one night stand. "Are you sure you're thinking clearly?"
"I'm drunk, but I'm not that drunk." April rolls her eyes. She then stands up, her drink in one hand as she offers me her other hand. "Let's be bad. Together."
"April..." I trail off.
"C'mon!" April actually stomps her little foot. "We're young, we're hot; just like those guys! We're best friends, let's go!"
"Let's!" I smile, making my decision as I take her hand.
The short girl leads me through the bar, and we only stumble a little bit as we make our way to the table in the corner. We're giggling the entire way. The two guys smile as we approach, and indicate for us to sit down. They appear to be around our age, mid-twenties. We set our drinks down on the table as we sit down with them.
"Thanks for the drinks, boys!" April says loudly before pushing her glasses back up her nose.
"You're welcome!" the first guy says. "I'm Drew."
"Luke." the second guy offers as he raises his beer in our direction.
"I'm Stacey." I reply with a polite smile.
"April!" my best friend giggles.
"So, how do you two ladies know each other?" Drew asks as he pushes his chair closer to April's.
"We were roommates in college." April answers as she rests her chin on her hands and looks straight at Drew.
"How about you two?" I wonder.
"Same, actually!" Luke laughs, while copying Drew and moving his chair closer to me. "We're fraternity brothers and played football together in college."
"Oh, I bet you big guys were linebackers!" April teases as she reaches out and caresses Drew's muscular bicep. He looks even more muscular when compared to the petite girl's tiny fingers.
"I was the quarterback." Drew smiles proudly.
"Linebacker here." Luke states.
"Quarterback is impressive." I smile. "Linebacker is cool, too."
"Thanks!" Drew grins. "So, what do you do for a living?"
"I'm a computer scientist." April answers.
"And I'm the executive assistant for the owner of a finance company." I reply.
"Are you local?" Luke asks.
"Yes." I nod.
"Yeah." April replies. "You?"
"No, we're only in town for a few days." Drew explains.
We continue talking with Drew and Luke, all of us getting more and more drunk. April keeps looking at me and grinning slyly. She's never been this wild! What is happening to the shy, smart girl? The inevitable invitation comes about an hour later.
"Do you ladies wanna get out of here?" Drew asks smoothly.
"Oooh, where are you gonna take us?" April slurs drunkenly.
"We have a hotel room nearby." Luke suggests. "We can share a ride there."
"What do you think, April?" I inquire, already knowing what the answer will be.
"Let's go, boys!" the petite girl says enthusiastically.
Drew smiles and orders a ride on his phone. The guys pay our tab, and our group of four exits the bar. Now that we're standing, I fully appreciate just how tall and big these guys are. Holy shit! They're towering over us. Twenty minutes later, we're getting into our ride. Luke sits up front, while little April sits in the middle of the backseat.
April is being anything but shy right now. My jaw drops when she starts making out with Drew right in the car. He has one hand buried in her yellow hair, while his other hand squeezes her breast from outside her shirt. For her part, April's tiny hand finds Drew's bulge, and she is softly rubbing it.



Another fifteen minutes, and we arrive at a nice hotel. We get out of the car and immediately run into the hotel lobby. Luke takes my hand, while Drew takes April's. In the elevator, April and Drew start making out again. He's so tall, he has to crouch to reach the short girl's lips while April stands up on her toes. Luke just squeezes my hand tightly.
The elevator opens onto the fifth floor and the four of us stumble out into the hallway. The guys lead us girls through the hallway until we reach the correct room. Drew takes out a key card and unlocks the door. The guys then usher their conquests inside.
It's a standard hotel room. There's a large flat screen television on one wall, and a small refrigerator by one wall. There's also a table and chairs by the window. The main area of the room is taken up by two side-by-side queen size beds.
As soon as the door closes, Drew and April lunge at each other. They're making out intensely, her hands holding his massive biceps as Drew squeezes her tight ass. I turn away from them, just in time for Luke to wrap his arms around me and draw me into a nice kiss.
I'm of middling height, but even I have to stand on my toes to be able to kiss this large man. I moan into his mouth as his hand slides up my shirt and finds my breast. Soon, his hand is in my bra and he's squeezing naked tit-flesh.
We're happily kissing for several minutes, and I actually forget about April and Drew. My hands explore Luke's muscular chest. Fuck, this guy is hard all over. Delicious. Suddenly, I hear a male voice cry out in pleasure.
"Oh God, yes!" Drew groans.
Without breaking our lip lock, I open my eyes and manage to glance over at the couple beside us. Little April is on her knees, her green skirt riding up her thighs, and one of the largest cocks I've ever seen is stretching her mouth obscenely wide. Her small hand wraps around the thick shaft as she strokes the base while sucking on the head.
"That's it, Baby, suck that dick!" Drew encourages, his hands in April's hair.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" April hums.
"That looks like fun." Luke whispers against my lips.
"Mm, looking to get your dick sucked, big guy?" I husk while trailing a finger down his chest.
"Yes." Luke replies simply.
I get on my knees and pull his pants and boxer briefs to his ankles, freeing an equally impressive erection. Fortunately, I'm used to Steven, so I know how to handle massive weaponry. I can't compete with April, however.
"Holy shit!" Drew calls out.
Looking back at April, I see that her lips are pressed against Drew's body, his entire length buried in her little mouth. Drew's balls are resting against the petite girl's chin. Holy shit, indeed! How is she doing this? I see her throat bulging, and realize the answer. A twinge of jealousy hits me as I watch April hold the deep throat.
"She's so tiny!" Drew manages to gasp. "But, she's taking it all!"
"Fuck, that's amazing!" Luke agrees.
April is making the sexiest moaning and gurgling noises as her throat massages the thick shaft. She soon pulls off Drew before impaling her face once again. I can see drool running from her lips, which are clearly stretched to capacity around the big tool. Yeah, she needs to meet Steven.
"Well, I can't do that." I admit as I look up at Luke. "But, I still think you'll enjoy my mouth."
"I'm sure I will, Babe." Luke grins.
Smirking, I lift the shaft in my hand while stroking it. Then I swoop in and take one of his balls between my lips, making him gasp and bury his hands in my hair. Only after giving his balls a tongue-bath, do I shove his hard dick between my lips and start sucking.
Two side-by-side, best friend sluts. Both on their knees, sucking dick. April and I occasionally glance at each other and smile around the cocks in our mouths. I can barely get half of Luke down my gullet, but April continues to deep throat effortlessly. I'm glad she's having such a great time! Every once in a while, I forget about her as I lose myself in the pleasure of giving head.
"Hey, let's see some titties!" Drew calls out. I glance over and see that he's slapping the tip of his dick against April's outstretched tongue.
"Ah!" April moans cutely.
"Hell yeah, man!" Luke agrees.
"What do you think, April?" I pull off Luke to ask. My hand continues to stroke him as I look over at my best friend.
"Hm," April says, tapping the tip of her chin with her pointer finger as Drew's cock hovers inches from her mouth, "I think they earned it."
Drew pulls his cock away from April's face so the petite blonde can whip her white top off over her head, revealing a plain white bra. I follow suit, removing my own shirt. We both look at each other and giggle as we reach behind our backs and unhook our bras.
April and I are college roommates; I've seen her boobs before. They're so cute, and I actually smile when they are once again revealed to my gaze. She has small breasts, but they're perfectly shaped, and capped by the nicest pink nipples. Fuck, April is so adorable. I turn my glance up to Luke as I shrug out of my own bra, baring my much larger breasts.
Our mouths are once more filled with cock, and we're sucking away. April is wearing her green skirt, while I'm in my jeans. I can tell Luke loves my tits. He's squishing them together before pulling them apart and tweaking my nipples. With half his shaft protruding from between my stretched, pink lips, I look over and see that Drew is currently fucking April's face, making drool run down her chin as he looks down to watch the topless girl suck him. April is gripping his thighs tightly as she makes sexy noises.
"Fuck, it's like she's jacking me off with her little throat!" Drew groans.
Drew's hands are buried in April's hair as he fucks her face hard and fast. He's using her mouth as if it's a pussy, and April is clearly loving every second of it. The short girl claws at the large man's thighs as he pulls her along his cock.
"Getting. Close!" Drew groans through clenched teeth. "Can I cum on your face?"
"Mm!" April moans around his shaft as she nods her head rapidly, her green eyes wide.
I'm watching April intently as I absentmindedly suck on Luke. My hand lazily massages his balls. After another thirty seconds in her hot mouth, Drew groans and pulls April off of him. He holds the tiny nerd by the hair with one hand as his other hand strokes his cock, aiming it right at her little face. For her part, April opens her mouth, sticks out her tongue, and says 'Ah!'.
"Fuck!" Drew gasps as he starts shooting.
Cum spurts up the side of April's pretty face, lancing across one of the lenses of her glasses before landing in her hair. The second shot goes in her mouth. April closes her mouth to swallow as another blast hits her straight in the face. Drew's body is shuddering as he completely covers April in warm semen.
"It's on my glasses." April giggles, her small breasts bouncing lightly.
"Fuck, that was good." Drew sighs happily as he releases April's hair.
"My turn, my turn!" Luke gasps as he releases my tits and grabs me by the hair. "Keep sucking, Babe! Keep sucking!"
I grip Luke's thighs in both hands as I rapidly bob my head on him, my cheeks caving in as I suck as hard as I can. He's panting heavily, and I know his release is imminent. I lash the underside of his shaft with my tongue, longing for his cum.
"I wanna cum on your tits!" Luke moans.
"Mm! Okay! Mm!" I mumble around the massive tool.
"Suck that dick, Stacey!" April claps, her face still dripping cum.
"Fuck, that's hot." Drew comments.
"Shit, Babe! You're gonna make me cum!" Luke groans. "Keep going! Don't stop, don't stop!"
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum around the shaft.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Luke announces.
He whips his cock out of my mouth and I shuffle back slightly. I hold my breasts together, lifting them up and presenting them as a target. Luke stares down at my titties as he strokes himself, his legs shaking as he pants heavily.
Seconds later, cum is flying everywhere. It splatters all over my tits, running down between my cleavage and covering my nipples. I can feel it squishing between my fingers as I hold my boobs together. I lean forward and take his tip between my lips so I can suck out the rest.
"Holy shit, you girls are incredible!" Drew husks.
"Why, thank you!" April giggles, her hands on her knees as she leans forward.
"Hey!" Luke exclaims. "Why don't you lovely ladies share some of that cum?"
"I like it!" Drew grins.
"W-what do you say, Stacey?" April asks, looking at me nervously from behind her cum-coated glasses.
"Kiss me, Bestie!" I giggle as I shuffle toward April.
Our first kiss is light and tender, magical even. April's soft lips are covered in salty cum, and I moan into her mouth as our tongues wrestle. My hands move on their own, reaching out to caress April's small boobs. Her skin is so soft! I feel April shiver at my touch.
Soon, April breaks our lip lock and starts trailing kisses down my neck. I tilt my head back and whisper her name, spurring April on. She lightly sucks on my neck as she kisses lower. Her small hands hold my big boobs together as April's lips find my teats.
The guys watch as April licks the cum from my breasts. I hear one of the boys gasp when April takes my cum-covered nipple between her lips and starts sucking on it. Once April has most of the cum from my tits, she lifts her head and stares at me with love. Overwhelmed, I do the one thing I can think of; I take a long lick of her face, lapping up as much semen as I can.
"Fucking amazing!" Luke says in awe.
"Thanks!" I smile coyly.
"We girls should head to the bathroom and clean up." April says. "Why don't you guys get the rest of those clothes off so we can continue this party when we get back?"
"You got it, Babe!" Drew exclaims as he pulls off his shirt, revealing a very sexy upper body with well-formed pecs and chiseled abs.
"Mm, I like!" April husks.
April and I hold hands as we sashay over to the bathroom and disappear inside. We turn on the sink and both stand over it. April takes off her glasses and cleans the cum from them while I grab some toilet paper and wipe off my titties.
"Are you okay with what we just did?" April asks nervously.
"I am!" I reply. "You're a great kisser."
"So are you." April whispers, looking at me with loving eyes.
I surprise her by leaning forward and pecking her lips. April just smiles. Once we've cleaned up all the cum, we head back into the main room. The guys are naked and standing up, waiting for us to return. Holy fuck, they're hot! Two massive men with big cocks. They're tall and muscular.
April blushes softly as she walks over to her purse and places her glasses inside. I know she can see well enough without them. Things might be a little blurry, but she'll still enjoy herself. She then approaches Drew, while I walk up to Luke.
"Think you can get it up again for me, big guy?" I ask with a sly grin as I rest my palm on his strong chest.
"I need a couple minutes, Babe." Luke admits as he reaches around my body and cups my tight, jean-covered ass.
"Me, too." Drew says.
"Hm, well, how about this?" April speaks up. "Why don't you boys eat our coochies while you recover?"
"I can do that!" Luke chuckles.
"With pleasure, Babe." Drew husks to April.
I really don't understand how shy April is being so confident, but I like it! I take a step back from Luke and unbutton my jeans. Then I smile mischievously before spinning around and pulling my jeans and undies down to my knees. Looking over my shoulder, I slap my naked ass while everyone watches. Then I step out of my jeans and panties, along with my shoes and socks, leaving me nude.
Glancing at April, I see she is frozen as she stares at my naked body. There's love and lust written all over her face. I give her a shy smile and a cute wave. April snaps out of it and reaches up her skirt. She then pulls down a pair of white cotton panties. April steps out of them and kicks away her sandals.
"How about you two sexy ladies hop up on the beds?" Drew smoothly suggests.
April and I lock eyes and giggle. Then we each pick a bed. I lay down and spread my legs wide, showing the entire room my vulva. I look over at the other bed and see April laying on it, her legs likewise spread, and green skirt riding up her thighs. However, her skirt isn't up quite high enough for me to see everything she has to offer.
"Come have a taste." I say as I crook a finger at Luke.
Drew gets on the bed with April, while Luke climbs into bed with me. Both guys get between our spread legs to admire our snatches. Drew buries his head up April's skirt at the same time that Luke lowers his head and starts licking me. April and I both release a moan at the same time.
Luke is decent at eating pussy, not great, just average. Still, at least he's eating me. I bury my hands in his hair, my legs curling back as Luke reaches up and squeezes a titty. From the sounds April is making, Drew is finding the right spot.
"Right there! Lick me there, yes!" April moans. Fuck, I love her voice.
"Eat me, Luke! Eat me!" I encourage, competing with April's noises.
The boys eat us out for about fifteen minutes. The entire time, April and I are competing to see who can moan louder, and who can talk dirtier. I'm surprised April has such a filthy, little mouth on her. I like this side of my best friend!
"Make my pussy feel good, yes! Stick your fingers up my cunt!" April screeches.
"Oh, God! Lick my clit!" I beg. "Eat my slutty pussy!"
Finally, I have a small orgasm. Nothing crazy, but it still feels great when the tiny electric shocks shoot through my body. I hear April reach her climax a minute later. She makes the cutest little squeaks and grunts when she cums.
"Fuck me!" I husk, taking the lead for the first time tonight. "I need you in me!"
"Yes!" April shouts. "Stick your cock in me!"
Luke sits up and, with a growl, grabs my hips and flips me over onto my stomach. It's obvious what he wants, so I get up on my hands and knees. Glancing over at the other bed, I see Drew pulling April's skirt down. April giggles as she pulls her legs back, freeing them from the skirt. My best friend is now as naked as I am.
April has a tiny, tight body. Her small breasts are rising and falling with her breathing, and her face is flush with arousal, framed by her wavy blonde locks. I notice that April actually isn't shaved bare like I am, she has a small, blonde bush. It's cute!
I feel my tits slightly swaying as they dangle from my chest while Luke grips my hips. I toss my blonde hair onto my back and groan when I feel him pushing his way into my pussy from behind. He's not quite as big as Steven, but he's close! Damn, this guy is stretching me out! My little pussy feels nice and full.
"FUCK!" April screams from the other bed. The whole floor can probably hear her curse.
My gaze once again goes to April. Drew is on top of her, his naked ass between her spread legs. The massive guy looks like he's crushing the tiny girl. I can see that Drew only has a couple of inches of his cock inside her. April's hands are gripping the comforter with desperate strength as she struggles to breathe. Her little tits are so cute as they rise and fall with each breath.
"Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!" April chants.
"You okay?" Drew asks, looking down at the petite woman with concern.
"Keep! Going!" April grunts through clenched teeth.
Drew is now about halfway inside April, but I can tell she's struggling to take just this much of him. Clearly, her pussy isn't nearly as accommodating as her mouth. Drew is just hovering over April, trying to give her a chance to get used to his size. The poor girl will probably have a heart attack if she ever fucks Steven. Mm, April, Steven, and I all rolling around together. Yes, please!
The entire time this is going on, Luke is holding my hips and steadily pushing his cock in and out of my pussy. My tits are bouncing on my chest, slapping each other with every thrust into my tight body. Luke grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back roughly.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant.
"Holy fucking shit!" I hear April screech. One of her legs is rapidly shaking as Drew moves to shove the rest of his erection inside her.
Soon, Drew is fully inside April. The petite, young lady is breathing heavily. Still, she manages to hook her legs around Drew's, accepting him into her little hole. April's leg is in the way, so I sadly can't see her stretched pussy. Drew starts fucking my best friend.
"AH!" April moans. "So. Fucking. BIG!"
"Holy shit, you are so fucking tight." Drew groans, his hand gripping the top of April's head as he smothers her tiny body with his bulk.
"You like watching your friend get fucked?" Luke hisses in my ear.
"Yes! I love it!" I say loudly. "Take that dick, April!"
"Oh God, it's so big!" April gasps. "So big!"
The guys fuck us for several minutes. April and I are moaning like porn stars, though April is starting to lose the ability to make coherent noises. Now, she's just blubbering and moaning as she cums on Drew's big dick.
"I'm cumming, too, April!" I announce. "Cum with me! Cum!"
Luke slow-dicks me through my orgasm, his hands on my ass. I lower to my elbows as I feel myself losing the strength in my arms. He then raises his hand and spanks me, hard. I cry out as my body jerks forward.
"Fuck, yes!" I grunt. "Hit me again!"
Luke spanks me again. Then he spanks me several more times, alternating which cheek he hits. I cum a second time. Then I look over at April and see that she is laying prone, sweat covering her entire body as she gasps loudly while Drew hovers over her, thrusting into her again and again.
"Hey Drew?" Luke calls out as he slams his hips against my ass.
"Yeah?" Drew grunts back while looking down at April's tits as the nerdy girl lets out an adorable keening moan. Her feet are now firmly planted on the mattress.
"Wanna switch?" Luke suggests as he hammers away at my cunt.
"Fuck, yeah!" Drew responds. "That okay with you girls?"
"Y-yeah, sure." April nods weakly. "Sure."
"Okay, fine. Fine!" I agree as I push my ass back to meet Luke's thrusts.
Using his grip on my butt, Luke eases out of my wet pussy. Then he gives my ass a little smack before hopping off the bed. Drew gets off of April, causing the overwhelmed girl to gasp as he vacates her snatch. The small girl is now gasping for oxygen as she lays on the bed with her legs spread. Her blonde hair is haloed about her head, the sweaty locks resting on the pillow.
I stay crouched in the standard doggystyle position as the guys switch places. I hear them high-five as they pass each other. Soon, Drew is rolling me onto my back. He puts my legs over his shoulders and grips my thighs as he pushes into my willing hole.
"Well, hi there!" I giggle as I look up at him.
"Hey, yourself!" Drew laughs as he starts fucking me.
Looking over, I see that Luke isn't getting on the bed. Instead, he stands between both beds and looks down at April's naked body. I can see his tight ass as he leers at the small woman. He then shocks me by physically picking up April. She lets out a surprised squeak and wraps her arms tightly around his neck. Luke spins around, holding April by the bum while he lowers her down onto his cock. April gasps as his large mushroom head parts her labia.
"Oh!" the petite blonde gasps. With her second partner of the night, April's body count doubles.
April maintains her grip at Luke's neck as the large man slides the tiny girl down onto his erect pole. Soon, April is fully skewered. Luke is standing in between both beds, facing the one I'm on. As a result, April's bare back is facing toward me. Her legs are bent at the knee and clamped tight around Luke, her toes obviously curling.



Drew pounds away at my pussy while holding my tits as I continue to watch April taking dick. The small girl is being held up in the air by the massive, muscular man, and I can see his wet dick every time he lifts April up. It's amazing just how much cock is going in April's teeny tiny twat, stretching her to the limits.
"Oh God, it's so fucking big!" April gasps out weakly. "Oh shit, oh fuck!"
April's keening moans and wails are a testament to how good she is feeling right now. Her sweaty blonde hair is clinging to her face and upper back. From the way Luke is holding April's ass cheeks apart as he bounces the little nerd up and down, I am now able to get a good look at my best friend's butt hole.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard!" I beg Drew, feeling so turned on.
"Yes! Use my slutty body!" April calls out. "Oh God, I'm a whore!"
I love watching April getting fucked. Luke is effortlessly holding up the blonde's tiny body, her breasts pressing into his chest as she throws her head back and cries out her pleasure. Her small, shapely legs wrap around his body, drawing him in. I can't help it; I scream as I cum hard on Drew's big dick.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" I announce.
My feet are pointing toward the ceiling as Drew hovers over me, happily screwing me with a steady rhythm. I'm content to lay here and take it while watching April. I'm just sad I can't see the look on her face as she gets stretched.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God!" April screams as she gets fucked with the full length of Luke's cock. Her limbs are wrapped tightly around him as he squeezes her bum. "Fuck this slut! Fuck this whore!"
"I'm gonna cum, where do you want it?" Drew asks me.
"In my mouth!" I moan. "I wanna swallow you!"
Drew pulls out of me and pushes my legs to the side. He then climbs up my body and straddles my chest. Grabbing the back of my head, Drew shoves his dick between my lips and ejaculates in my mouth. I grip his ass, pulling him in as I suck and swallow.
"My turn." Luke grunts. "Get on your knees!"
While still gently sucking on Drew, I glance over and watch April get on her knees. Drew pulls his softening dick out of my mouth at the same time that Luke shoves himself between April's lips. I can see Luke shudder, and know that April is currently getting a mouthful of cum.
After April swallows, she hops to her feet and hugs Luke. The petite blonde then climbs up on the bed, collapsing on it as the strength in her limbs give out. The guys then switch places. Drew gets off my bed and climbs in with April, while Luke lays down beside me. April looks so tiny next to Drew, it's adorable. I throw an arm over Luke's waist as I press my breasts into his chest.
For the next hour, we relax and chat. Luke runs his fingers through my hair as he whispers in my ear how gorgeous I am. I just wish Steven was the one saying these sweet things. I look over and see Drew cupping April's little butt in his large hand. It isn't long before we all begin drifting off to sleep.
As I'm laying there in Luke's arms, I wonder what Steven is up to. Probably fucking those eighteen year old sluts of his. I may be miserable, but I'm glad Steven is happy. I sigh, wishing April and I could be with him right now instead of these guys. I'm glad I have my best friend back, at least.
Hazel
I wake up still feeling completely exhausted. I'm tempted to roll over and go back to sleep, but a quick glance at my phone has me shooting straight up. Not because of the time, though it is almost 2:00PM on a Saturday.
The reason I'm shocked into consciousness is that my phone is showing that it is out of service. I realize what's happening; my parents have taken me off the cell phone plan. I don't even have a phone anymore!
I curl up into a little ball beneath the covers and start sobbing. My long legs are pulled up to my chest, and my arms are wrapped around them as I cry my eyes out. I'm only wearing panties, and can feel my nipples pressing into my thighs as my thin body shakes.
When I'm all cried out, I throw the covers off my body and wipe away my tears. Standing up, I raise my arms above my head as I stretch and yawn. I can feel my long, brown ponytail hanging over halfway down my back.
Padding my way over to the mirror, I check out my reflection. My eyes are red from crying, but overall, I look the same as always. I run my hand along my flat stomach. Flat for now, at least. I actually find it hard to believe there's now life inside me. It's amazing.
Despite all the overwhelming negative emotions coursing through me, I allow myself another small smile as I imagine my baby. I already love the little bundle of cells growing inside my body. Still, I have no idea how to possibly take care of a child. I'm terrified, overwhelmed, heartbroken at the loss of my family, and just tired. I miss my baby brother, Michael, too. I wonder if I'll ever get to see him again.
Suddenly feeling nauseated, I run down the hall wearing nothing but panties as I make my way to the bathroom. A minute later, I'm hugging the toilet as I bring up the contents of my stomach. Fuck! Is this a symptom of the pregnancy? Or am I just overwhelmed with anxiety? Maybe both?
As I lay by the toilet, another realization occurs to me. My stomach is flat for now. I'm gonna get fat! No, no, no, no, no! I dry heave, spitting up a little more into the toilet. I'm hot, I'm single. I'm supposed to be living life to the fullest right now, not getting fat! Not having a baby and ruining my life! Ruining my perfect body. What do I do? Oh God, what do I do? I heave into the toilet again.
My emotions keep bouncing all over the place. I'm happy, I'm scared, I'm excited, I'm heartbroken, I'm terrified! My stomach has nothing left to bring up. I heave as I start to hyperventilate. I can't handle this. I can't! I'm alone, and I can't accept help from anyone! It's not right. They shouldn't be burdened with me.
Eventually, I calm down enough to flush the toilet and stand up. I run some water to splash on my face, then brush my teeth. Then I'm able to stumble my way back to the bedroom, put on a robe, and pocket my now useless cell phone. Time to find the others.
I walk through the mansion barefoot, finally making my way to the main living room. That's where I find Steven, Kayla, and Lexi. They're snuggling on the couch, watching television. One happy, little family. And I'm just in the way. They look up at my entrance.
"Hazel!" Kayla exclaims as she hops to her feet.
"You're awake!" Lexi chirps.
"Are you hungry? Thirsty?" Steven asks. Now all three of them are standing.
"I'm sorry for intruding on your family time." I mumble as tears form in my eyes again.
"You're not intruding!" Kayla insists as she wraps me up in a tight hug.
"Yeah, you're one of us!" Lexi reminds me as she reaches out and squeezes my shoulder.
"C'mon, Hazel." Steven whispers. "Let's get you something to eat."
"I'm not hungry." I say truthfully. My stomach is still churning. "I am a little thirsty."
"Okay, how about a soda? Or some water?" Steven offers.
"Water is fine." I answer.
"I'll get it." Kayla offers before releasing me and disappearing down the hall.
"How are you feeling?" Lexi asks.
"Terrible." I croak.
"I'm sorry." Steven says. "I got a replacement battery for your car. I also changed the oil and put air in the tires. It's all set now."
"Thank you." I whisper. "You didn't have to do that."
"It was no trouble." he assures me.
"D-do I owe you anything? Or did the money I m-made cover it?" I wonder.
"Don't worry about a thing." Steven smiles. "It's all set."
I just nod weakly. Kayla returns a minute later with a bottle of spring water. I thank her and open the bottle. Then I put it to my lips and inhale half of it. I guess I really am thirsty. I place the cap back on the bottle and look around at the other three people in the room, my lower lip quivering.
"You're okay." Kayla coos. "Everything is gonna be fine."
"No, it's not!" I wail.
"It is!" Lexi insists. "We're here for you. We're your Slut-sisters, remember?"
"I'm here for you, too." Steven promises. "In fact, how about we get your things out of your car and move them to your new room?"
"That's a great idea!" Kayla smiles.
"My new room?" I ask in confusion.
"Well, you certainly aren't staying at that shitty motel." Steven states firmly.
"But, I don't have any money!" I sob.
"I didn't ask for any money." he reminds me.
"C-can I use your phone?" I ask.
"Of course, is something wrong with yours?" Steven asks as he unlocks his phone and hands it to me.
"I-I need to call Peter." I mumble.
"Peter? The porn guy? Why?" Kayla wonders.
"I can't stay here for nothing! I have to pay rent!" I reply, unable to understand why they just don't get it. "I-I need a job. I'll d-do the scene."
"Hazel, no." Steven says as he quickly snatches his phone back. "You're not doing that."
"You can't stop me!" I hiss, lashing out.
"You're right, I can't." he nods. "You're eighteen. However, I won't accept any money from you."
"Why the fuck not?" I demand.
"Because you're family, Hazel." Lexi interjects.
"Now tell us, what's wrong with your phone?" Kayla asks. "Do you need a new one?"
"My parents kicked me off the phone plan." I say with an eye roll. "I don't have service."
"Okay, we don't want you to lose your number." Steven says calmly. "Let's hurry down to the store and get you on our family plan."
"But, but, but..." I mumble, trying to resist their kindness.
"No 'but''s young lady!" Lexi chirps. "We're going!"
"She's right." Steven nods.
"I can't pay for all this." I sniffle.
"And you don't have to!" Kayla exclaims.
"Yes, I do!" I shout.
"Hazel." Steven states calmly as he places his hands on my shoulders. "Are you really willing to do porn, something you know you'll regret for the rest of your life, in order to avoid accepting help from people who love you?"
"There's nothing wrong with doing porn." I weakly argue.
"There isn't, if that's what you really want to do. Is it?" he asks.
"Well, no." I reluctantly admit.
"Okay, then! That's settled." Steven smiles. "C'mon, let's head to the car. I'll drive."
I open my mouth to argue, but Steven just shakes his head and gives me a look. He then leans in and pecks my lips. I have to admit, it feels nice. I love his kisses. Fine, I'll give in to this, but I'm finding a way to pay him back!
Twenty minutes later, all four of us are dressed and sitting in Steven's car as he drives down the street. Before long, we arrive at the mall. Then we're heading into the cell phone store. I am relieved when I find out I'm able to get my old number back. Now, I'm on the family plan with Steven, Kayla, and Lexi. Family. Are they really my family?
"Do you wanna grab a late lunch before heading home?" Steven suggests.
"Didn't you guys already eat?" I wonder.
"Nah, we were waiting for you to wake up." Kayla explains.
"So we could eat together." Lexi smiles.
"I probably should eat." I acknowledge.
"Great!" Steven exclaims. "Food court, it is!"
We make our way to the food court and select a place to eat. I protest, but Steven insists on paying for my meal. My stomach gurgles, and I know I really don't have a choice. All the money my parents give me goes to my car, so I don't really get spending money. Now that I'm homeless, I don't have anything. No savings.
"Anyone wanna split an order of cheese fries?" Lexi asks.
"Um, I could go for some." I admit.
"Me, too." Kayla adds.
"Great, we'll get those too." Steven nods.
When our order is ready, we find a table for four in the food court and sit down to eat. The food is yummy; greasy, heart attack goodness. I feel a little guilty about eating like this, but the doctor does insist that I eat whatever I want. It's good for the baby!
After the mall, Steven drives us home. Then everyone makes their way to my car. I protest yet again, but am ignored. Steven, Kayla, and Lexi all help me empty my belongings out of my car. It all ends up in the bedroom next to Kayla's.
How do I pay Steven back for all this? I'm already giving him my body, so I can't offer it as payment. Plus, I love having sex with him, so it really doesn't count. Fuck, I need to get some money to pay him with! But how?
"There. That's everything." Steven says with a smile when we bring in the last load of clothes.
"Do you want us to leave you alone so you can unpack?" Lexi offers.
"No." I shake my head. "I-I'll do it later."
"Okay!" Kayla smiles happily. "Game room? Living room?"
"I do have some homework I need to get done for Monday." I confess.
"Living room then?" Steven asks. "I have a book I can finish reading while you girls work."
We all agree, then grab our stuff and head to the massive living room. Fuck, this house is so nice. It's amazing how some people like Steven have so much, while my family is barely scraping by. My former family, I suppose. I miss my brothers.
Taking out our books and notes, we girls get to work on our weekend homework. Steven sits in the armchair, reading a book. We also have some background music on to listen to. It's a nice, relaxing Saturday. If only.
"When are you gonna tell Marcia and Ashley about the baby?" Lexi wonders.
"Shit. I don't know!" I bury my face in my hands.
"They're our Slut-sisters." Kayla says. "They deserve to know."
"Don't rush her, Kayla." Steven admonishes.
"Sorry, Daddy." Kayla mumbles.
"No, she's right." I sigh, taking out my phone. "Group text it is."
Hazel: Hey, girls. Are you around?
Ashley: Spending the day with Melissa. What's up?
Marcia: Hanging with the parents. You?
Hazel: I'm at Steven's, doing homework with Kayla and Lexi.
Ashley: Fun, fun!
Lexi: It really isn't. :P
Kayla: Well, the company is nice!
Lexi: I suppose.
Hazel: Anyway, there's something I need to tell you.
Ashley: Finally telling us what's wrong? Good. Let's hear it.
Marcia: Everything okay?
Hazel: I'm pregnant.
Silence. Our group chat goes completely silent. I look up at Lexi and Kayla, both of whom are staring at me. That's when my phone rings. Ashley is calling me. Now, I'm getting a second call. This one from Marcia. I answer Ashley's, since it came in first.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!" Ashley screeches into the phone. "How long have you known? Is it Steven's?!"
"I found out Monday." I admit.
"MONDAY?!" Ashley screams. "And we're just finding out now! Did Kayla and Lexi already know?"
"Can I call you back from a group call so I can talk to Marcia as well?" I ask.
"Fine, just make it quick!" Ashley snaps before hanging up.
"Hello?" I say into the phone after both girls pick up. "You're on speaker. Everyone's here."
"Hello, girls!" Steven says in a friendly voice.
"Yeah, hi." Ashley says dismissively. "Tell us what the fuck is going on!"
"Are you okay? Do you need anything?" Marcia asks me.
"No." I burst into tears. "I'm not okay!"
"What do you need? Should we come over?" Ashley asks.
"M-maybe." I stammer. "I don't want to interrupt your plans."
"We're Slut-sisters!" Ashley exclaims. "We need each other. Melissa will be fine. I'm coming over!"
"So am I." Marcia insists.
"Okay, see you girls soon." I say.
"Drive safe." Steven adds.
Ashley and Marcia hang up. I let out a sigh as I start putting my books back into my backpack. I'm thankfully finished with my homework. Lexi and Kayla pack away their things as well. Then we wait for Ashley and Marcia.
"What the fuck?!" Ashley exclaims when she enters the foyer.
"Let's wait for Marcia." Kayla suggests.
"Okay, fine." Ashley rolls her eyes as she pulls me into a tight hug. I can feel the tall blonde's massive breasts squishing against me.
"Sorry, I'm late!" Marcia squeaks twenty minutes later. "My parents kept asking me what the big emergency was, I had to lie."
"No problem." Lexi chirps.
"Living room?" Kayla suggests.
"Yes!" Ashley screeches as she grabs me by the hand and drags me through the house.
We all arrive in the main living room to find Steven waiting for us. He smiles and provides Marcia and Ashley with drinks. They thank him politely before turning back to face me, hands on their hips as they look at me expectantly.
"Well, uh," I begin, "I'm pregnant."
"Yeah, we heard!" Ashley rolls her eyes. "Keep talking. Details!"
"I-I've always been very forgetful." I say, my eyes down. "You know, about my pills."
"You forgot to take your pill?!" Ashley exclaims.
"Hazel!" Marcia gasps.
"This is a good time to mention to all you girls, please, please take your pill every morning." Steven says.
"Yes, Dad." Ashley rolls her eyes.
"I will, I promise." Marcia nods.
"I never miss a day, Daddy." says Kayla.
"I take mine." Lexi nods.
"Anyway, I missed a couple days." I sigh. "In Bermuda. And, you know, before that, too."
"You got pregnant in Bermuda?" Marcia asks, eyes wide.
"And you already found out?" Ashley wonders.
"Yeah, something just felt different." I explain. "At first, I had no idea what, but yeah, I eventually guessed. The doctor confirmed it Monday."
"And why the fuck didn't you tell us?" Ashley asks, eyes narrow.
"I was scared!" I exclaim.
"Don't be too upset, Ashley." Steven says calmly. "This is a big deal."
"Right. Sorry." Ashley says, clearly still annoyed.
I tell them everything. The one night stand. Peter. Porn. Not knowing who the father is. Getting slapped and kicked out. They gasp at all the appropriate times. When I mention my dad slapping me, Ashley looks like she's ready to head over to my house and kill him herself. Both girls smile at Steven when they discover his offer to be the father, regardless of DNA.
"Now, I have no place to go. I'm all alone!" I screech at the end of my story as I grip my head in my hands. "I'm gonna get fat!"
"You're not gonna be fat!" Marcia insists. "A pregnant woman is beautiful."
"You're gonna be glowing!" Ashley claps her hands.
"I can't wait to see your baby bump!" Lexi adds.
"Also, you do have a place to go. Here." Steven insists. "You aren't alone, you have all of us."
"No, I'm gonna be fat! And no one will want me!" I wail.
"Y-you don't have to keep the baby, you know." Ashley stammers quietly.
"I'm keeping the baby." I state. "I-I can't kill it. I can't. I love him or her too much. I'm sorry!"
"See?" Steven says. "You may put on a couple pounds, but you'll gain so much more than you'll lose. A baby."
"He's right." Kayla nods.
"And you said that Steven is willing to help you! We already know he's an amazing father." Ashley adds.
"Right. He's a great guy." Marcia smiles.
"Thanks, girls." Steven grins.
"Everything will be okay, Hazel." Lexi insists. "We're here for you. You're not alone."
"We're your family." Kayla says sincerely.
"I-I can't accept charity." I sigh.
"Hazel, you need to let this go." Steven replies. "It's not charity. We love you, and want to help."
"I can't!" I sob.
"Hazel, everyone needs help once in awhile." Ashley reasons.
"Yeah, look at what happened to me when I truly had no one." Lexi adds darkly.
"Are you really willing to let your life spiral out of control because of your pride?" Kayla asks. "Think of your baby."
"Fuck!" I groan as I grip the top of my head. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"Hazel, it's okay! You're okay." Marcia insists.
"You can always help out around the house, if it makes you feel better." Steven suggests.
"Really?" I ask, looking over at him. "I can?"
"Think about it, Hazel." Steven says. "You didn't pay your parents rent. You paid them by helping take care of your brothers, right?"
"Well, yes." I admit.
"How is this different?" he asks.
"Um, well, it just is!" I exclaim.
"How, Hazel?" Steven demands. "We're your family. How many times do we need to say it?"



"Slut-sisters forever!" Lexi says loudly.
"Forever." Marcia nods.
"We'll always stick together." Ashley adds.
"We love you, Hazel." Kayla says. "And we love your baby."
"But, girls, this isn't your house!" I reason. "It's Steven's!"
"Fine, and I might very well be the father of your child." Steven says.
"But, you might not be!" I whine.
"Hazel," Steven says as he once more places his hands on my shoulders and looks into my eyes. "I love you."
"I love you, too." I mumble.
"Genetically, I might not be the father." he acknowledges. "But. But, I am willing to raise this child as if it were mine. To love him or her as much as I love Kayla."
"You'll do that?" I ask, my eyes wide.
"Yes." Steven nods. "I thought we already established that?"
"I guess so." I mumble.
"With all this love, how can you say you're alone?" Lexi asks.
"I-I don't know!" I say as tears run down my cheeks.
"It's not charity, it's love." Kayla insists.
"O-okay. Y-you're the father. Regardless of DNA." I whisper weakly. "But, I'm helping out around the house!"
"That's fine." Steven nods. "And I'm changing diapers."
"We all are!" Marcia adds.
"Uh, we are?" Ashley asks, making a face.
"Yes, we are!" Lexi giggles.
"I'm gonna have a baby brother or sister!" Kayla claps her hands as she bounces from foot to foot excitedly.
"You are." I smile at Kayla before looking at Steven. "Thank you. You are an amazing father. I'm glad you're the father of my baby."
"Good. I'm glad this is settled." Steven nods. "Now, how about we all relax before having a nice dinner?"
We five girls all agree to Steven's proposal. The six of us watch a comedy together, then we head to the dining room and enjoy a very nice dinner. I'm actually starting to feel better. Yeah, I'm still overwhelmed, but everyone is right; there's a lot of love here.
After dinner is when things start heating up. We keep talking about how much we love each other, how we'll always be here for each other. I get overwhelmed with emotions. Steven might not be the biological father, but I've made my decision; he is the father.
I kiss him. I actually get up off the armchair and walk over to the couch where he's cuddling with Kayla and Lexi. Plopping myself down in his lap, I grip the back of his head as I shove my tongue into his mouth.
"Let's party!" Ashley crows before grabbing Marcia and kissing her.
The rest of the evening goes by in a blur. I end up on my knees, sucking Steven's cock as he holds my long ponytail. Lexi and Kayla get off the couch and lunge at each other. Marcia and Ashley are ripping each others clothes off.
Steven is fucking me doggystyle as I beg him to do me harder. Lexi and Kayla are in a sixty-nine on the floor. All while Marcia and Ashley are tribbing. The room is full of the moans of five young women, and the groans of the sexiest man I've ever known.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" I beg as my little titties bounce.
"Oh, Marcia!" Ashley moans.
"Lick my pussy, Slut!" Lexi demands while fingering Kayla.
Soon, Steven is blasting his load up my cunt. What? It's not like I can get more pregnant! I lay on the floor and spread my legs wide so that my four Slut-sisters can take turns at my soaked hole. I cum so fucking hard.
The five of us girls all end up in a daisy chain. We have Steven record our orgy on his phone while he recovers. Something for him to treasure forever. Five eighteen-year-old sluts going at it; fingering and licking each others pussies, grabbing each others tits and asses.
Eventually, Steven is ready to go. His massive erection is standing tall, throbbing with desire for all of us. Five girls, including Kayla, get on our knees and have Steven switch between us as we suck his dick.
Sadly, Kayla isn't ready to have sex with Steven yet. So, four of us Sluts bend over the couch and have him go down the line, fucking us one by one. He'll fuck one girl while fingering at least one, but sometimes two, others. We all have more orgasms than we can count.
Kayla kneels on the floor beside us, her hands on her knees. When Steven reaches the end of the line, he pulls out of the last pussy and shoves himself in his daughter's mouth. We all love the gurgling sounds Kayla makes as he fucks her face.
It isn't easy, but we girls huddle together, doing our best to press five faces together as we beg for cum. Our mouths are open, tongues out, all while Steven strokes himself, aiming at our faces. Soon, he explodes. There really isn't enough cum to go around, but we make do, all getting at least a few drops.
"Can we all stay the night?" Ashley asks while running her fingers through Lexi's hair. The redhead is laying with her head on Ashley's big boobs.
"I'll have to call my parents." Marcia says, her own head resting in Kayla's lap.
"Maybe you girls can have a slumber party? Sleep in the living room. We have sleeping bags." Steven suggests as he holds me close.
"I'd like that." I whisper.
Marcia and Ashley call their parents to ask if they can sleep over while the rest of us get sleeping bags, blankets, and pillows. Fortunately, Marcia and Ashley's parents still think their little girls are virgins, so they agree. If only they knew, they'd probably try and keep us all apart. Hopefully, they never find out.
Steven offers to leave us alone, but we insist that he belongs with us. He smiles and gives us each a hug. This is the start of a great night. We eat junk food and watch movies. We play games and chat. When Steven recharges, the girls tell me to enjoy him. I deserve it.
My Slut-sisters watch as I suck Steven hard again. Then I tell him I want him to fuck me in all three holes. He fucks my face with my ponytail wrapped around his hand, he holds my legs open and slams himself up my cunt. Finally, he has me bend over and hold my cheeks apart so he can sodomize me as I scream and beg for more. Only then does he squirt up my butt.
Steven and I take a shower together to clean up. It's fun having his strong hands soap up my body. At one point, he leans down and kisses my flat stomach, whispering his love. I blush and smile. I'm not alone.
The six of us all snuggle up under blankets, enjoying the feel of each others bodies. We're all completely naked, completely comfortable with each other. My last thought before I fall asleep Saturday night is that I think I'll be okay. I am loved.
Stacey
"Fuck me! Harder! Oh, God yes, give it to me! Right there! Right there!" an adorable voice calls out, waking me.
I hear various noises as consciousness slowly returns to me. Strong, manly grunting, clearly from intense exertion. In addition, I can hear the squeaking of a nearby bed, the sounds of slapping flesh, and the loud pants and moans of a woman.
I'm laying naked in bed, my limbs entangled with a large man's. Steven? Sadly, no. I remember now. It's Luke. It's now Saturday morning. I can feel Luke running his fingers through my blonde hair. With a yawn, I sit up and look over at the other bed.
Drew has my nerdy best friend on her hands and knees. He's gripping April's narrow waist in his large hands as he drills her from behind. He looks so big hovering behind her, his chest glistening with sweat as he uses April's tiny body. For her part, April is clawing at the sheets, her toes curling as she screams to be taken. Her wavy blonde locks are flailing about wildly, and her little tits are jiggling like crazy on her chest.
"I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore!" April chants in her bubbly voice.
"Holy shit, you're insatiable!" Drew grunts.
"Yes! I'm a cock-loving slut! Fuck me! Use me!" April screams.
It looks like April is getting used to having a big cock in her pussy, stretching her out. Drew is really getting into it. He spanks April, making my best friend cry out as her entire body jerks forward. Then he grips her hips and proceeds to fuck her little brains out.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" April pants, unable to form words.
"That looks like fun." Luke comments as he reaches down to run his fingers along my breast.
"Oh yeah?" I ask with a giggle.
"Bend over." Luke whispers in my ear as he pushes back a lock of hair.
"In a minute." I reply with a yawn. "Let me wake up first."
"Hey!" April calls out, apparently hearing us. "I've got a mouth! Come shove it in!"
Drew actually stops thrusting in surprise as he looks down at the bare back of the small girl. I smirk and admire the few inches of cock sticking out of April's cunt. Then my glance goes to her face. Her eyes are wild as she stares at Luke.
"Uh, seriously?" Luke asks.
"Yes!" April hisses as she pushes her ass back to take more of Drew into her snatch. "It's always been a fantasy of mine. Let me suck your cock while he fucks me!"
Luke jets out of bed, the loss of support causing me to collapse onto the bed. In a flash, he's on the other bed, his hard dick waving in the air as April opens her mouth and leans forward, desperately trying to reach it. Luke then shuffles forward and feeds April his cock.
"Mm!" April moans as, for the first time in her life, she takes two dicks at once.
With wide eyes, I watch my best friend experience her first spit-roast. Both guys are holding tightly onto April; Luke's hands are buried in her blonde hair as Drew holds onto the petite girl's narrow waist.
April's tiny body is jerked back and forth between both guys, looking even smaller when compared with the massive men who are currently using her. When Drew pulls April back, the cock in her throat almost exits her mouth. Then April is pulled forward, causing Luke's entire shaft to disappear between my best friend's lips. I love watching her throat bulge with cock.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" April groans around the dick in her mouth.
I smirk and remember the term Eiffel tower when the two guys stop to high-five each other. Soon, I'm rubbing my pussy as I watch the action. Occasionally, I see one of the guys glance at me, watching me play with myself.
"Want a turn, Babe?" Drew eventually asks me.
"I'm good." I shake my head. "That's a little too intense for me."
"Suit yourself." Drew shrugs before turning his gaze downward so that he can watch his cock disappear up April's twat.
At one point, April's body tenses up. She grips the sheets. Her toes curling as she lets out a full scream around the cock she's sucking. Fortunately, the massive tool muffles the sound somewhat. Still, we can tell that April is having an intense orgasm. Then she has another. And another.
"Fuck, her pussy is going crazy on my cock!" Drew moans.
"Her mouth feels so damn good!" Luke grunts.
I can tell April is about to make both of these guys cum. I can see it in their faces. Luke loves the feel of April's throat vibrating around his shaft, while Drew is enjoying the nerd's pussy as it convulses, gripping him, caressing him, drawing out his orgasm.
"Can I cum in you?" Drew has the presence of mind to ask.
MM!" April screams around Luke as she nods her head.
"I'm close! Oh, God!" Drew gasps out.
Drew's thrusts grow more erratic, he's panting heavily. Luke is holding onto April's little head, slamming his dick down her throat. A strand of drool is waggling from April's chin as she enjoys the face-fucking. Her sweaty hair is clinging to her face. Finally, it happens. Drew pulls April backwards, burying his entire length in her sopping pussy.
"Ah, FUCK!" Drew bellows as his body shudders. I know each shudder corresponds to a rope of cum being shot into April.
"Holy shit!" Luke groans. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
Luke reaches his limit as well. Just as Drew is settling down, Luke lets out a gasp. I hear April moan in pleasure, and know she's currently taking a shot in the mouth. Looking closely, I can see little drops of white appear at the corner of my best friend's lips. I see her throat undulate as she swallows. Then, it's over.
The two boys shuffle backwards as they pull out of April's holes. The petite nerd collapses onto the bed in a heap. She's breathing heavily, sweat dotting her body. I get up and walk over to her. I coo softly to her as I brush a lock of sweaty blonde hair out of her face.
"April? You okay?" I whisper.
"Mm." is her only response.
"I'm gonna get her to the bathroom and into the shower." I tell the guys.
"Sure, that's fine." Drew says.
"Your friend is amazing." Luke comments.
It's a good thing April weighs less than ninety pounds. I'm able to pull her to her feet, more carrying her than anything. April moans weakly as I drag her to the bathroom. I blush when I realize our naked bodies are pressed together.
Soon, we're enetring the bathroom. I turn on the shower and get April into the stall. I put her under the hot water and let it wash away her sweat. April gasps and turns her face up toward the stream. Then, she looks over at me with wide eyes.
"Well, that just happened." she whispers.
"Yes, it did!" I laugh as I grip April's face in both hands. "You crazy bitch!"
"You know the best part?" April asks in a small voice.
"What?" I wonder.
"I get to be naked in the shower with you." she giggles.
I laugh and lean forward so I can press my lips against April's. We share a laugh before hugging each other tightly. I can feel her small breasts press against my larger ones. Then we break apart, look at each other, and blush.
April and I wash each other. We soap up each others firm, young bodies before standing under the spray and letting the water wash the suds away. I giggle and swat April on the bum. She then grabs my tit and squeezes. We do avoid each others pussies, but everywhere else is fair game.
"Our clothes are outside." April comments as we dry off.
"Drew and Luke have already seen the goods." I shrug. "Doesn't matter."
"That's true!" she giggles. "I can't believe I actually did that!"
"Neither can I!" I laugh. "You've always had a ton of energy, but still, Drew was right; you were insatiable!"
"And I'm not done yet!" April announces as she dries off her butt.
"Oh yeah?" I ask while toweling off my breasts.
"Yup!" she nods. "If they wanna spend the day with us, tonight, I'll let them DP me."
"April!" I exclaim.
"What?" April smiles mischievously. "I've taken it up the ass before. Haven't you?"
"Well, yeah." I admit. "That's still crazy!"
"Guess I'm going a little crazy!" the nerdy girl laughs.
Bold as brass, April and I walk out of the bathroom, naked as jaybirds. Drew and Luke are fully dressed now, each sitting on a bed as they each drink a water. Both guys look us over appreciatively as they sip their drinks.
"There's more in the fridge if you're thirsty." Drew offers.
"Yeah, help yourself." Luke adds.
"Thanks!" April says as she walks over to the refrigerator.
Full of confidence, April opens the fridge and bends over to look inside. We all get a nice look at her bare ass. Her legs are slightly parted, allowing us to see right between them. April has the cutest, little pink pussy.
"Water, Stacey?" my best friend offers.
"Yes, please." I say as I hunt around for my clothes.
I pull up my panties as April hands me a water. She takes a sip of her own before setting it down and seeking out her own clothes. It isn't long before April and I are fully dressed. Then we sit with the boys and re-hydrate.
"What do you girls have planned for the day?" Drew asks.
"Not a thing." I answer. "How about you?"
"Just gonna relax and enjoy our last day in California." Luke answers.
"Kicking us out now that you're satisfied?" April wonders with a smirk.
"Never, Babe!" Drew says as he wraps an arm around April's waist and draws the tiny girl to him. "Hey! You wanna spend the day with us?"
"That's a good idea!" Luke exclaims. "You girls can show us the town."
"Works for me." April smiles as she puts on her cute glasses. "Stacey?"
"Sure!" I agree.
"How about we start with breakfast?" Drew suggests.
"Lead the way." I say.
The four of us make our way to breakfast, the girls holding hands with the boys. The hotel has a free breakfast buffet, so we stick with that. The food is fine, nothing special. It's nice to finally get to a cup of coffee, though.
We chat over breakfast about what we want to do today. Drew and Luke want us to show them around, but we aren't entirely sure of what that will entail. In the end, we decide we'll behave like teenagers and go to the mall.
At the mall, we continue to get to know each other. The guys ask about our relationship status. April admits she's newly single, while I acknowledge there is a guy I like, but I'm not currently in a relationship. The guys are likewise single.
Apparently, Luke's engagement just ended. That's the reason for this trip. Drew wants to cheer up his friend, so the plan is to explore the other side of the country. The guys are from Vermont. They've been here all week and are flying home tomorrow. April and I both hug Luke and say we're sorry about his troubles. He assures us that our company is making him feel amazing.
It turns out that the guys really know how to treat girls. They take us shopping, and buy us the cute things we pick up. Then they take us to lunch at the food court. I almost forget about my broken heart. Almost.
After lunch, we leave the mall. We go to a nearby museum that we think the guys will like. They're content to let us be guides and show them everything of interest. We don't spend long at the museum. Leaving, we decide to walk around the park.
At one point, April and I end up holding hands and skipping down the path. The guys just laugh at our antics. The birds are flying all around us, and various other people are walking around. April looks at me and smiles. She looks like she wants to say something, but glances back at the guys and stops.
Time for dinner. Yeah, we're all wearing the same clothes from the day before, but we still decide to go to a semi-nice place. The boys pull out our chairs, and we girls enjoy being treated like princesses. Of course, the guys pay for dinner.
"Wanna go to a club?" Luke asks before we leave.
"Sure, there's one nearby." I respond.
"Works for me!" Drew smiles.
"Okay!" April agrees.
We hit the club. They card April, and are shocked to learn she's twenty-five. Yeah, she looks like she belongs in high school. Still, they let us in without incident. Music is pumping throughout the room, and people are dancing.
The guys buy us a round of shots, which we happily enjoy. Then we start dancing. April and I are holding each others hands, twirling to the music. We grind our butts back against the guys' crotches as they hold our hips.
"I wanna do something dirty!" April husks in my ear as she pushes her glasses up her nose.
"Go for it!" I laugh.
April grabs Drew by the hand and drags him into the bathroom. Luke and I laugh at our friends, and a moment later I feel his hand on my ass. I let it stay there. April and Drew return ten minutes later, and I notice April's cheeks are bulging.
The tiny nerd grabs me by the back of the head and kisses me. My eyes widen as April snowballs a mouthful of cum between my lips. I reach around her body and grab her ass, pulling her to me as we swap cum. Then we both swallow.
More dancing, more shots, more partying! Once again, I wonder what Steven is up to. I sigh, before turning my attention back to my best friend. I think I'll be okay. I have April. She and I are more in sync now than we've ever been.
At one point, April and I start making out as various people cheer us on. The bartender gives us free shots, saying we're too hot to pay. We agree! April and I clink glasses before doing the shots. We both giggle as we set the empty glasses back on the soft wood of the bar.
"Wanna head back to the hotel?" Luke shouts over the music. He and I are alone right now.



"Aw, is someone getting horny?" I teasingly ask as I hip-check him.
"Maybe." Luke admits. "I didn't get a blowjob to tide me over."
"Poor baby." I say with a pout. "Okay, let's find April and Drew."
It takes a minute, but we find April and Drew. Drew is sitting on a stool, with April in his lap. The small girl is basically giving him a lap dance. Holding hands, Luke and I watch for a minute before approaching the couple.
"Hey! What's up?" Drew wonders as he rests his hands on April's hips.
"Wanna get out of here?" Luke calls.
"That work for you, Babe?" Drew asks as he slaps April's bum.
"Yeah!" April breathes. "I need some cock in me!"
April says this so loudly, several heads turn in our direction. The girls gasp, while the guys eye April appreciatively. The girlfriend of one guy slaps his shoulder, looking at him with disgust. April just giggles and gets out of Drew's lap.
Drew orders a ride, and we leave the club to wait for it to arrive. It does about fifteen minutes later. The four of us climb in. One short ride later, and we're arriving at the hotel. Drew and Luke grab our hands and lead us back to their room.
"I'm so glad we met you." Drew whispers as he leans forward and pecks April's lips. His large hand is caressing her small face.
"You just like that we spread our legs." April sticks out her tongue.
"It's more than that." Luke insists as he gazes at me. "We've had a great time with you girls."
"Well," I begin as I reach out and caress Luke's bulge, "let's see if we can make you forget all about your ex-fiancee."
Things start out much the same as last night. We girls get on our knees and start sucking. April shows off by deep throating Drew. It's so hot to watch the large man use the little nerd's mouth as if it's a pussy. April's gurgling noises echo throughout the room.
I still can't deep throat. Luke may not be quite as big as Steven, but he's still fucking huge! My little mouth stretches around the shaft, my lips stopping halfway down the length. I just can't take more. I'm actually a little offended when Luke asks to switch.
I get it, though. I'm sure April's bottomless throat is one amazing experience. We get topless as the guys switch places. Soon, I'm sucking on Drew as my best friend works on Luke. It isn't long before we get to the fucking.
Drew bends me over a chair and pulls my pants and underwear down. Then he's in me. April actually keeps her skirt on, allowing Luke to bunch the material up into a little ring to hold onto as he pummels the small girl's pussy from behind.
We switch positions. Sort of. The guys have the bright idea to do us both doggystyle as we make out. So, we get into position. Two sluts on their hands and knees, taking dick as they kiss and moan into each others mouths.
We're all naked now. I'm riding Luke, happily bouncing in his lap while April is being bent in half by Drew. She looks so tiny with her body scrunched up, her feet by her ears. We both shriek out an orgasm, and then April speaks.
"I want you both, I want you both!" the nerd gasps, her glasses are actually still on.
"Another spit-roast, Babe?" Drew asks as he holds April's thighs, keeping her bent in half for him.
"No!" April shouts in her cute, little voice. "DP me! I want two cocks in me!"
"Holy shit!" Luke gasps as he holds my hips. He is now looking over at April instead of watching my big titties bounce.
"Do it!" I breathe as I roll my hips. "Make her scream!"
Of course, the boys agree. Luke lays down on one of the beds, allowing April to straddle him. I sit on the other bed as she lowers her tiny twat down onto Luke, groaning as she's stretched. April then bounces on Luke a few times, getting used to having him inside her.
"Okay, Babe, get down on me." Luke instructs.
April lowers her breasts down onto Luke's chest. Drew then hovers over the small girl with his lube-coated cock. April tosses her hair over her shoulder as she looks back at him and nods, indicating that he should proceed. Gripping his massive erection at the base, Drew presses his mushroom head at April's back door.
"Do it!" April begs, her hands gripping the sheets to either side of Luke's head.
Drew pushes forward. I crane my neck to see the head of his cock pop into April's ass hole. April bares her teeth and grunts as Drew slowly pushes himself up her butt. A minute later, he's fully embedded.
"FUCK!" April screeches. "I'm so full! I'm so fucking full!"
"Fuck her." I state simply.
The guys start fucking April. Luke is holding onto the petite girl's hips as he looks up at her face, watching the expressions contorting April's features. Fuck, she looks so cute and nerdy in her glasses. It's such a contrast to the erotic scene.
"Fuck me! Fuck my slutty body! USE ME!" April groans, her body shaking.
Drew has one hand on April's delicate shoulder, while his other hand is resting on the bed for balance. Fuck, I can see two cocks going in and out of April. This is so hot. April is so tiny, sandwiched between two massive men.
"Fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass! Ream me out!" April begs, her body thrashing. "Cum in my slutty cunt! I'm a whore! I'm. A. WHORE!"
Soon, April loses the ability to form coherent words. She alternates between loud, keening moans, and soft blubbering. I can see her clawing at the sheets, pulling on them with her hands as her toes curl.
At one point, April freezes. She then opens her mouth and releases a full-throat scream. The entire hotel can probably hear her as she announces her orgasm to the world. Then she collapses onto Luke's chest.
"Cum. In. Me." April grunts weakly.
My nerdy best friend is now lying prone as two men use her willing body. Sweat is dotting April's entire frame, and her glasses are slipping down her nose. Luke and Drew are panting louder and faster, they're gonna cum.
Drew explodes first; April's ass is just too fucking tight. He squeezes her shoulder as he pumps cum up her bum. Luke then announces that he's cumming as well. For a brief instant, cum is blasting into both of April's holes at the same time.
April screams one last time before going completely limp. I panic, jumping out of my bed and rushing over. Drew rolls off of April and gets off the bed. Luke then pushes April off of him, and she falls limply onto the bed. She's unconscious.
This time, I have to actually pick up April and carry her into the bathroom. I sit the semi-conscious girl on the toilet so she can push the cum out of her holes. Then I get her into the shower. She's barely coherent.
"So. Good." April mumbles.
"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." I laugh as I get her cleaned up.
"Thanks." April grunts.
Once April is presentable, we leave the bathroom. The guys are laying naked in their beds, watching television. They smile at our naked bodies, and I just blush. I'm not used to being naked so much! Steven and I usually fuck in the office, most of my clothes staying on.
"April and I should get going." I say.
"Not gonna stay another night?" Drew wonders.
"Nah, I should get this little slut home." I laugh.
"She's amazing." Luke smiles at April.
April just grunts. She's leaning on my shoulder, barely able to stand on her own. I have to dress her. Then I dress myself. I hug and kiss Luke goodbye. Drew lifts April's chin so he can peck her soft lips. April smiles weakly.
"We'll never forget you girls." Drew promises.
Never." Luke agrees.
"Thanks for a fun time." I smile.
Then, April and I are out the door. We'll never see them again. I'm okay with it. I take out my phone and order a ride. Then I half-drag, half-carry April to the hotel lobby. We wait until the driver arrives, then go outside and get in the car.
"Can I stay with you tonight?" April asks as she snuggles up to me.
"Sure." I agree. Then I tell the driver it's just gonna be the one stop.
Before long, we arrive at my apartment building. I get April in the elevator, and up to my place. Unlocking the door, I bring April inside. Then I lead her to my bedroom. Dropping our purses on my nightstand, I proceed to undress April.
Once she's down to her white bra and panties, I lower April into bed before removing her glasses and setting them on the table. Then I likewise strip down. I join April in bed, and the petite blonde immediately snuggles up to me. I smile and wrap my arms around her, holding her close.
"I've always imagined how great this would be." April mumbles.
"What?" I ask.
"Cuddling in bed with you." she replies.
"It is nice." I acknowledge.
"I love you, Stacey." April whispers.
I wince, knowing what she means. I do love April, but I'm not a lesbian. I can't be with her the way she wants. Plus, I'm in love with Steven. The sounds of April's steady breathing save me from having to respond; she's asleep. I kiss the top of her head and fall asleep as well.
My alarm wakes me up Sunday morning, and I'm momentarily confused. Then I remember; golf today. I have to join Steven. I want to go; I love spending time with Steven. Still, it's hard to be so close to him and not be able to have him.
Feeling April's warmth beside me, I gently shake my best friend awake. April grunts and rolls over in her sleep. I roll my eyes and get up before heading into the bathroom. After going through my morning routine, including showering, I return and try to wake up April.
"Five more minutes!" April grunts.
"Okay, Sweetie, five more minutes." I laugh. I'm already fully dressed for the day.
I leave April a note, explaining where I'm going. Then I head out the door. I don't want to be late. It isn't long before I'm arriving at the exclusive country club. I wait outside until I see Steven's car pulling in.
"Good morning, Stacey." Steven says when he approaches me with his golf clubs slung over his shoulder.
"Good morning, Sir." I reply. Fuck, he's so handsome.
"How is your weekend going?" he asks. We both are here early on purpose, so we have time to prepare for the meeting.
"It was alright." I answer with a shrug. "I hung out with my best friend from college."
"Oh yeah?" Steven wonders. "I bet that was fun."
"It was! April's great." I smile.
"I'm glad." he grins back.
"What about you?" I inquire.
"It's been... interesting." Steven admits with a sigh.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" I offer. Please, confide in me. I'm here for you.
"I can't, I'm sorry." he replies. "It involves other people's privacy."
"I understand." I nod. "I'm here if you need to talk."
"Thank you, Stacey." Steven gives me a charming smile that melts my heart. "Is everything ready?"
"Yes." I nod, holding a stack of folders to my chest. "Ken should be here any minute."
Ken is the owner of YouInvest, the company we're trying to buy. He's a distinguished gentleman in his late fifties. He's a nice guy, but slightly reluctant to sell to us. Hopefully, Steven can convince him. The client list we'll obtain is incredibly valuable.
"Good, good." he nods in satisfaction.
It's actually about fifteen minutes before Ken arrives. He shows up in a nice car, with his own assistant. Steven and Ken shake hands before exchanging pleasantries. Then the four of us head to the golf course.
I talk with Ken's assistant as our bosses play. She's a nice woman. Older, probably early fifties, at least. She asks the usual questions about how long I've been working for Steven, if I like him, if it really is a good company.
The golf game continues. Steven and Ken are talking and laughing. It's looking good! Although, Steven is clearly getting his ass kicked at golf. He's way behind. That's okay, as long as the deal gets made!
At one point, they start talking about their families. Ken is married with children. Steven takes out his wallet and shows a picture of Kayla. I have to suppress a sigh when Lexi comes up. Ken sees her picture and asks. Steven acknowledges that she's his girlfriend. Ken gives him a sly smile.
Yeah, yeah, Steven is dating an eighteen-year-old who is still in high school. Lucky bastard. He should be dating me! We're perfect for each other. I understand his world, I have his back. Lexi does seem nice enough, I have to admit, I don't think she's after his money. I think she genuinely loves him. I'm happy for Steven, but I'm still jealous.
A small smile crosses my face as I imagine introducing Steven and April. Fuck, that would be an amazing threesome. Steven fucking the insatiable nerd into submission, me taking his cock, swallowing his cum, sharing it with April.
"You okay?" Ken's assistant asks me.
"Wha-? Oh, sorry! It's just really hot out." I lie.
"It is." she agrees. "Let's grab some water."
"Good idea." I nod.
We get bottles of water for everyone. Steven and Ken thank us when we hand them their drinks. The heat really is getting to me, so the water will do me some good. I inhale almost half of it in two big gulps. Then I spend a few minutes chatting with Steven while Ken and his assistant talk.
The end of the game approaches. Both rich guys appear to be having a great time, which is nice, since I know Steven really doesn't care for golf. He's probably having fun convincing Ken to sell his company.
"Good game, Steven." Ken offers his hand.
"Thanks, you too!" Steven replies. "So, what do you think?"
"It's a very generous offer." Ken says. "I think we have a deal."
"Really? Great!" Steven exclaims.
"Shall we start the process on Monday?" Ken wonders.
"That's perfect." Steven nods. "I'll call my attorney."
They exchange a few more pleasantries before shaking hands one last time. Ken and his assistant then go to their car and pull away. Steven and I smile and wave at them as they drive away. Steven loses the golf game, but he wins a more important victory.
"Everything went perfectly." Steven nods in satisfaction. "Thank you, Stacey."
"I didn't do anything, really." I smile.
"You convinced his assistant that we're a great company." he says. "Didn't you see them talking about it before he agreed?"
"I did notice them talking quite a bit." I acknowledge.
"Thank you for all your help." Steven says sincerely. "You'll be getting a nice bonus for this."
"Oh, you don't have to..." I begin.
"I insist." he smiles.
"Thank you, Sir." I incline my head slightly. He's so generous.
"Well, I'll let you get back to your weekend." Steven smiles. "See you tomorrow?"
"I'll be there!" I reply.
"Enjoy the rest of your weekend." he says.
"You, too." I respond.
I'm sad when he doesn't hug me, but it is what it is. I head back to my car while Steven goes to his. Then, we're both pulling out onto the street, heading in opposite directions. It isn't long before I'm parking at my apartment building.
"April?" I call out as I open my front door.
"In the kitchen." my best friend responds in her cute, little voice.
I make my way into the kitchen and find April. She's sitting at my kitchen table, munching on a piece of toast and drinking a cup of coffee. April is wearing nothing but the plain white bra and panties she fell asleep in last night. Her glasses are perched on her nose.
"Did you get my note?" I ask.
"Yeah, thanks for that." April nods. "I hope you don't mind that I helped myself?"
"Not at all!" I insist as I make my way to the refrigerator. "Make yourself at home."
"Thanks!" April squeaks.
"So, April," I begin, "what made you decide to go wild this weekend?"
"I don't know." she admits with a sigh. "I just, I just was sick of always being the good girl. The sweet girl. I wanted to be the nasty girl."
"You were definitely nasty!" I laugh.
"I was!" April joins me in laughter. "I've never called myself a whore like that before!"
"That was pretty crazy!" I agree.
"You're pretty dirty, yourself." she comments.
"Yeah, I guess we're a couple of sluts!" I giggle.
"Best friend sluts!" April adds.
"Best friend sluts." I agree. "Since, you've definitely gone at least a little wild before."
"I have?" she asks, looking at me with a smirk.
"That wasn't your first time taking it up the ass!" I explain with a giggle.
"Oh, that." April blushes. "Well, yeah. So, my first time was with my high school boyfriend, who, as you know, took my virginity prom night after a year of dating."
"Right. I remember." I nod.
"Anyway, with him, it was strictly missionary. All the time. I wouldn't even swallow his cum." she tells me.
"April!" I gasp. "Spitters are quitters!"
"I didn't even let him cum in my mouth." April replies. "I made him warn me when he was getting close and finished him with my hand."
"Poor guy!" I giggle.
"Then, I was single for years. All through college." she continues. "I met my next boyfriend and made him wait six months for a blowjob. Him, I let cum in my mouth. I liked it! Then, I made him wait another three months for my pussy."
"Okay." I nod, indicating for April to keep talking.
"He brought up anal after a year of dating, and I immediately said I'd never do that." April explains. "He wore me down though. When we moved in together, we christened our new place in a special way; I spread my cheeks and let him shove it up my bum."
"Did you like it?" I wonder.
"Yes!" April gushes. "I came so hard! After that, we started getting kinkier and kinkier. Well, until I caught him cheating."
"I see." I smile.
"Then, well, this weekend with you," April sighs, "I was reminded of my feelings for you, then hearing that you've been going kind of wild, I decided it was time I did as well."
"I hope that you didn't let loose just because of me?" I ask.
"No, not at all." she shakes her little head. "I mean, I do want to be more like you; I admire you so much, Stacey."
"I don't know why, I'm nothing special." I sigh.
"Yes, you are." April insists. "I don't care who your boss is with; he's missing out on the most amazing woman in the world. His loss."
"Thanks, April." I give her a weak smile.
We continue talking for a little while longer. April assures me that I'm a catch, and that Steven is the one losing out. I tell her that I love having her as my best friend again. The two of us are really getting along great. My heart actually feels full, thanks to April.
"This is such a nice place." April mentions at one point, while looking around my kitchen.
"It's not very big, but it has the one bedroom that I need." I reply as I pour myself some juice.
"It would be nice if you had a second bedroom..." April mumbles.
"Oh yeah?" I ask as I sit down across from April.
"Yes." April nods before taking a deep breath. "Stacey, I want to live with you again."
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 31! As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
Steven
It's early afternoon on Sunday. I listen to music as I drive home from my golf game with Ken, the owner of the company I'm buying. My fingers tap on the steering wheel as I hum along to the song. I'm in a good mood. This acquisition is a big win.
True, I'm still worried about Hazel, but I think she's in a better place now. I'm also overwhelmed with emotion; I'm gonna be a father again! Maybe not biologically, but I'm not gonna make a big deal over a little thing like DNA.
We don't know if I'm the biological father, but it's possible that I am. Either way, Hazel agrees; I'm going to be the father. We discuss it at length, and she agrees it is for the best. The child will want for nothing, especially love. Hazel just needs to get past her issues about accepting help.
Parking my car in the driveway, I sling my golf clubs over my shoulder and head into the house. I put my clubs away before making my way to the main living room. A smirk crosses my face as I find five naked teenage girls lounging around, watching television.
"Still naked?" I teasingly ask.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla waves cutely. My glance briefly drops to her chest.
"How was golf?" Hazel wonders.
"Great!" I answer. "We're buying the company!"
"That's great news!" Marcia smiles.
"Does this mean you'll be even more rich?" Ashley asks with a giggle, making her massive titties jiggle.
"I suppose that's one way to put it." I laugh. "Well, once we recoup the loss from the purchase."
"See, Hazel? You're fine." Lexi comments. "Your baby-daddy's rich!"
"I'm not just gonna live off of Steven forever." Hazel rolls her eyes. "I can't accept charity."
"Great job, Lexi." Kayla glares at my girlfriend. "We had her past this charity bullshit, then you just had to make a comment."
"Sorry." Lexi mumbles.
I walk over to Hazel and reach out my hands. The nude girl takes my hands in hers, and I pull her to her feet. Softly cupping her face, I lean forward and kiss the tall, tan woman. She actually smiles into the kiss.
"I love you." I whisper to Hazel. Then I bend forward and kiss her flat stomach. "And, I love you."
"Aw!" the four other girls chorus at once.
"We love you, too." Hazel blushes softly.
"Good." I smile.
"But," Hazel says strongly, "we aren't a couple, Steven. I'm single."
"I understand." I reply. "We're having a baby together, we're not dating."
"He's dating me, hands off!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yeah, right!" Ashley interjects. "You'd let any one of us bend over for him. Anytime, anywhere."
"That's true!" Lexi laughs. "I share with my Slut-sisters!"
"And we love you for it!" Marcia smiles.
"Uh, girls," I eventually say, "you know that Nicole will be here any minute?"
"So?" Lexi wonders.
"You're all naked." I remind them.
"Do you really want us to put on clothes?" Kayla asks as she cups her boobs.
"Well, no." I admit as I look around at all the female beauty.
"Okay, then." Ashley nods.
"What about Nicole?" I ask.
"We talked about that while you were gone." Lexi answers. "We're thinking of making Nicole the sixth Slut-sister."
"So, this is an initiation?" I inquire with a smirk.
"Exactly!" Ashley exclaims.
"She's one of us." Kayla nods.
"I'm gonna tell her about the baby, too." Hazel says.
"And all seven of us are gonna make love." Marcia adds.
"Count me in!" I laugh.
"Told ya he'd be on board." Lexi giggles.
"Like any of us actually doubted it." Kayla rolls her eyes.
The six of us continue to chat and tease each other. I sit among the girls, and enjoy being surrounded by five naked women. I get to grab titties and pinch asses. I even run my fingers along Marcia's wet slit, making the dark-haired girl's eyes flutter.
Nicole eventually arrives. Since I'm the only one with clothes on, I make my way to the foyer to welcome her. A smile crosses Nicole's lightly-freckled face when she sees me. We exchange a quick peck on the lips as we hug.
"Hi, Steven!" Nicole says warmly.
"Nicole." I reply. "Welcome."
"Thanks!" she chirps. "Where are Kayla and Lexi?"
"Living room." I answer. "With Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley."
"Oh, the gang's all here." Nicole comments.
"Yeah, they're waiting for you." I smile.
"That so?" Nicole asks.
"You'll see." I give her a knowing smirk as I offer Nicole my hand.
The pretty redhead takes my hand and laces our fingers. We then walk through the house until we get to the main living room. Nicole and I walk into the room, and Nicole freezes when she sees the five naked girls.
"Uh, hi." Nicole stammers.
"Hi!" five girls reply as they wave.
"Why is everyone naked?" Nicole wonders.
"This is your initiation!" Lexi chirps as she stands up and runs to Nicole.
"Initiation?" Nicole asks as she hugs a naked Lexi.
"You know we're Slut-sisters." Kayla answers. "The five of us promised to always be together."
"Yeah, I remember you telling me." Nicole slowly replies.
"We want you to join!" Ashley shouts.
"Really?" Nicole asks, her face breaking out into a big grin.
"Get naked, Slut!" Lexi orders.
Nicole smiles and sets her purse down on the table. Then she starts to strip. Nicole is definitely a lot less shy about her body now! Once she's down to a matching bra and pantie set, Nicole does a twirl, showing off her tight body. Then she shrugs out of her bra and drops her panties, revealing her fiery-red bush.
"Damn, that looks delicious!" Ashley says loudly.
"Fuck yeah, it is!" Kayla agrees.
I get naked as well, and the initiation begins. The girls have Nicole lay on the floor and spread her legs wide, fully exposing herself to the room. Then, each girl gets between Nicole's legs and licks her slit for a few seconds.
Next, the five girls lay side-by-side on the floor. They spread their legs and instruct Nicole to taste them. Nicole tastes five different pussies. Now, everyone knows each others taste. Yeah, I'm fucking hard. The six girls stand naked together and have me take their picture. I send it to all of them, in addition to keeping it for myself.
"Wanna go skinny dipping?" Marcia suggests.
"I think Steven has a little problem we should take care of first." Nicole giggles as she points at my erection.
"I'd appreciate that." I say with a laugh.
"I'm a Slut-sister now, you should all watch me getting fucked!" Nicole announces as she climbs up on an armchair.
Lexi's sister is kneeling with her knees on the cushion as she rests her elbows on the back. Looking over her shoulder, Nicole makes sexy eyes at me and wiggles her bottom in my direction. Fuck, that's hot.
"Come fuck me?" Nicole asks with a pout. "It's been a whole week since I've had you inside me."
"Stick it in the Slut!" Kayla calls out.
"Fuck her, fuck her!" Ashley cheers.
"I wanna see you screw my big sister!" Lexi chirps.
I get into position behind Nicole and push my cock into her. She tosses her hair back over her shoulder and gasps as she feels my penetration. Looking down, I admire Nicole's hot pussy as it spreads around my shaft, engulfing me.
Next, I proceed to fuck Nicole's brains out. The five other Slut-sisters are cheering and making lewd comments as I drill Nicole from behind. At their encouragement, I spank Nicole, then I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Nicole pants.
"Her pussy nice and tight for you?" Hazel asks.
"Where are you gonna cum, Baby?" Lexi wonders.
"I love watching you stretch Nicole with that big dick." Ashley coos.
"I'm getting close." I grunt after a few minutes of this. "Where do you want it?"
"In me!" Nicole shrieks. "Cum in my cunt! Fill me! Fill me!"
Holding onto Nicole's shoulders, I bury my entire length up her twat. Then I swell. My balls clench as they expel their contents into Nicole's womb, triggering her own release. Nicole's head is hanging down as she pants.
I pull out of Nicole, and Marcia swoops in. The dark-haired girl gets on her knees in front of me and slurps me between her lips. Marcia then proceeds to clean my cock with her mouth. In the meantime, Lexi sticks her head between Nicole's legs and slurps my cum out of her own sister's box. What a way to start the afternoon.
Rather than continue our orgy, we decide to put it off for now. Instead, the seven of us agree to go swimming. We walk out to the patio, and smile as we see the sunlight reflecting off the clear water of our private pool.
The girls all run to the water and jump in. I stay back to watch six perfect asses flexing as the girls make their way to the water. Then, with a satisfied smirk, I slowly walk over to the edge of the pool and look in to see twelve flawless breasts bobbing on the surface of the water.
"Stop staring at our titties and get in here!" Ashley calls out as Marcia splashes water at me.
"Dirty, old man." Kayla rolls her eyes.
"I can't help it." I say with a smile. "You girls are stunning."
"Flattery will get you everywhere!" Hazel laughs.
"C'mon! Join us!" Nicole shouts, waving me in.
I jump into the air and cannonball into the pool, splashing all the girls. They screech and take cover, trying to shield themselves from the wave. Then, when I resurface, they attack. I find myself surrounded by naked, female flesh. Poor me.
Lexi actually hops up onto my back, wrapping her arms and legs around me. I purposely fall backwards, knocking her into the water. Then Ashley grabs my head and shoves my face in her tits. I motorboat her boobs for a few seconds before taking a nipple in my mouth and sucking on it. I smirk when I realize Kayla is nursing at Ashley's other teat.
We continue playing grab-ass in the pool. I'm unable to spank the girls with their butts under water, but I still grab handfuls of butt cheeks while sucking on titties. At one point, I reach beneath the waves and run my fingers along Nicole's pussy lips.
Ashley carries Marcia around on her shoulders while Hazel tackles Kayla into the water. We're all laughing and having a great time. We even take out a beach ball and bounce it around for a bit. Of course, we ultimately have more fun playing with boobies.
Six pairs of tits. I get to play with six pairs of tits. I lick and suck on nipples, I motorboat, I take breasts in my hand and squeeze them. Life is good. As great as everyone's tits are, I still think Kayla has the most perfect pair in the world. They're just ideal in every way, just like her mother's.
"Hey, Nicole?" Hazel inquires at one point. We're all relaxing in the water, just enjoying being in the pool.
"Yeah?" Nicole replies.
"Now that you're a Slut-sister, I have something to tell you." Hazel bites her lower lip nervously.
"What's that?" Nicole asks.
"I'm pregnant." Hazel announces.
"WHAT?!" Nicole screeches, her head shooting up as Hazel gets her full attention. "When? How? Who? Is it Steven's?"
"Well, for 'how'; a man stuck his penis in her vagina and ejaculated." Lexi answers.
"Thanks, smart-ass." Nicole rolls her eyes as Marcia, Ashley, and Kayla all laugh. "What man?"
"I don't know." Hazel sighs. "I was-careless with my pills and got pregnant in Bermuda. I, uh, I went a little wild in Bermuda."
"How wild?" Nicole asks with a raised eyebrow.
"There were these two guys who were chatting me up." Hazel explains. "I let them both cum in me. Then, there was a third guy who Kayla gave blue balls. I felt bad, so I let him stick it in me, too. And, of course, I had sex with Steven."
"So, it could be any of those guys." Nicole nods in understanding. "Are you gonna track the others down to find out for sure?"
"No." Hazel shakes her head. "Steven is the father. I've decided."
"Oh, wow." Nicole looks between Hazel and I with wide eyes.
"We aren't together." I say. "I'm still with Lexi. Only Lexi."
"I understand." Nicole nods. "I'm just amazed; you're such a great guy, Steven."
"By the way, my parents called me a whore and threw me out." Hazel adds. "I live here now."
"That's, that's a lot to take in!" Nicole laughs nervously.
"Yes, it is." Marcia agrees.
"We're all gonna be aunties!" Ashley cheers.
"I'll be a big sister!" Kayla corrects.
"Fine, fine." Ashley shakes her head.
"I'm gonna be a mom." Hazel whispers, almost as if she's telling herself.
"A great mom, too!" Lexi chirps.
"The best!" Kayla agrees.
"Thanks, girls." Hazel gives a small, forced smile.
"You okay, Hazel?" I ask. I can tell her anxiety is acting up again.
"I'm okay, I'm okay." Hazel lets out a breath. "I'm okay."
"Maybe we should talk about something else." Kayla suggests.
"Oh, I know!" Lexi interjects. "Nicole is still an anal virgin. You can't be a Slut-sister if you've never taken it up the bum."
"Really?" Ashley asks, turning to Nicole. "You've never been butt-fucked?"
"I was a virgin until recently." Nicole admits. "Steven is my one and only!"
"Wow." Marcia mutters.
"You don't have to do anything you're not ready for, Nicole." I remind her.
"I know!" Nicole giggles. "I'm ready. It's time I become a butt-slut."
"Awesome!" Hazel claps, seemingly distracted from her troubles. "You're gonna love it."
"Anal is intense." Kayla adds.
"I love it up the butt!" Lexi states proudly.
"I know, I'm across the hall." Kayla says with an eye roll.
"Am I gonna be hearing them every night while I'm trying to sleep?" Hazel wonders.
"Yes." Kayla mutters.
"Hey! We're in love and we're passionate!" Lexi exclaims. "Nothing to be ashamed of!"
"Nothing at all." I agree with a smile as I wrap my arm around my girlfriend's bare shoulders.
"Anyway, let's get back to shoving a cock up Nicole's back door." Ashley says.
"Let's!" Marcia laughs.
"What? Now?" Nicole wonders.
"I don't know, can you get it up again, old man?" Kayla teasingly asks.
"With all you lovely ladies here, I'm sure I can get hard." I say, ignoring the 'old man' crack.
"Maybe we should do this in a bedroom? The guest wing is right through the patio doors." Hazel suggests.
"That's a good idea." Ashley nods. "Her first anal shouldn't be while kneeling in the grass. She might need a pillow to scream into!"
"Oh, just scream. Who cares?" Lexi giggles.
"Okay, let's go inside." I agree.
The six of us climb out of the pool and spend a few minutes toweling off. I like watching the girls wipe down their boobs. Rivulets of water running over perfect tits and down flat stomachs. Yes, please!
After everyone is dry, we head through the patio doors. Instead of going to the guest wing though, we take a long walk through the house to get to the hallway with the master bedroom. We enter mine and Lexi's bedroom, all of us still naked.
"Got the lube!" Lexi says as she holds up the bottle she and I use.
"Okay, let's do this!" Nicole says nervously.
"Don't be nervous." Ashley comments. "Yeah, it hurts, but it hurts so fucking good!"
"Even I like it, and I hate pain." Marcia adds.
"Okay, okay!" Nicole let's out a breath.
We have Nicole get on her hands and knees on the bed. I then push a lube-coated finger up her ass, doing my best to get her ready. I can tell she's breathing heavily, her tits shaking slightly. Then, I lube up my cock. The five other girls are all standing around the bed, watching.
"Ready, Nicole?" I ask as I kneel behind her.
"Yes! I'm ready, I'm ready!" Nicole whispers.
I press my mushroom head against the entrance to Nicole's butt. Then I press forward. The head of my cock pops up her ass, making Nicole arch her back and let out a keening wail. I can tell she's gripping the comforter tightly.
"You okay?" I ask, ready to pull out if she can't handle it.
"I think so." Nicole groans. "Give me a minute."
"Okay." I agree.
"You're okay, Nicole." Lexi whispers from her spot on the left side of the bed. The other four girls watch silently.
"Y-you can put a little more in." Nicole says in a small voice.
I push in a little further. I only have a couple inches in her, but her body is shaking as she grunts and groans. I grip Nicole's hips as I force another inch in. One more loud grunt from Nicole. Another minute, and I have half my cock in her bowels.
"Is that all of it?" Nicole whines.
"No." I answer. "That's about half."
"Oh, my God!" Nicole gasps. "Put it all in! Just shove it up my ass!"
"Are you sure?" I ask, not wanting to hurt the poor girl.
"Do it!" Nicole screeches through clenched teeth.
Gripping her hips, I push the rest of my cock into Nicole's ass in one smooth thrust. Nicole tenses up, her butt hole squeezing me tightly as a loud screech passes through the redhead's clenched teeth. She pulls at the comforter as her legs shake.
"FUCK!" Nicole wails.
"Do you need me to pull out?" I shout over her loud curse.
"Don't you dare!" Nicole hisses.
"Are you okay?" Lexi asks nervously.
"It hurts!" Nicole wails. "It hurts so fucking good!"
"Go, Nicole!" Ashley cheers.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Nicole begs. "Sodomize me!"
I'm more than happy to oblige. I hold Nicole's hips as I begin to thrust in and out of her ass. Nicole starts thrusting her ass back, moaning as she takes my cock. Fuck, her bum is tight! I know that I won't last for very long.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Nicole chants as her hair flails about wildly.
Reaching forward, I grab both her titties and use them as handholds to fuck the redhead's tight ass. I soon have a nice, steady rhythm going. Then I switch my grip back to her hips so I can really fuck her brains out.
"Holy shit, I'm gonna cum!" Nicole announces in a shocked voice. "I'm gonna fucking cum! I'm cumming! I'm CUMMING!"
Nicole screams the last word, her passion echoing throughout the room. I can see Marcia has her hands over her mouth as she watches. Hazel is wide-eyed. Lexi is looking on with pride. Ashley is nodding. Kayla has a hand between her legs and is rubbing her pussy.
I spend the next several minutes fucking Nicole up the bum. I'm having the time of my life sodomizing Lexi's big sister. Nicole cums twice more, finally collapsing on the bed as the strength in her arms give out.
Holding Nicole's ass in the air, I continue drilling her. I can feel my balls start to clench, that familiar, beautiful feeling. My release is close. I hold Nicole's hips in both hands as I fuck her with my entire length. Her arms are reaching above her head as she grips the sheets.
"Holy shit, Nicole! You're gonna make me cum!" I warn her.
"Inside me! Cum in my slutty asshole!" Nicole shrieks. "I want it! I. Want. It!"
"Cum in my sister's butt!" Lexi encourages.
"Do it! Cum!" Ashley adds.
"Cum in the Slut!" Kayla cheers.
I bury myself balls-deep in Nicole's rectum as my cock swells. Nicole moans loudly as my balls clench. Soon, I'm seeing spots as my entire body shakes. I can feel my orgasm throughout my entire body, even in my toes. My cock starts firing. I can feel myself exploding so fast that it feels like one giant wave of semen is flowing into Nicole.
"YES!" Nicole screeches as her body goes limp.
I pull out of the redhead, collapsing backwards. After taking a few seconds to catch my breath, I admire Nicole's stretched out asshole. My cum is leaking out of her, running from her ass and down to her pussy. Nicole's arms are thrown out in front of her, resting on the comforter. Drool runs from Nicole's lips and stains the comforter.
"Holy. Shit." I pant.
"That was fucking intense." Hazel comments.
"That was fucking beautiful!" Ashley counters.
"You okay, big sis?" Lexi asks.
"Mm!" Nicole grunts.
"I guess that's a 'yes'?" Kayla giggles.
Lexi and Marcia climb up on the bed and help Nicole sit up. Nicole looks half-conscious as she struggles to keep her eyes open. Using the back of her hand, Nicole wipes the drool away from her mouth before glancing over at me.



"Thank you, Steven." Nicole states sincerely. "That was amazing."
"Likewise, Babe." I smile.
"You called me 'Babe'." Nicole smiles happily.
"Of course!" I laugh as I lean forward and peck her lips.
"Shit!" Nicole curses as her hand flies between her legs. "I'm leaking cum!"
"It's fine, this comforter gets cum on it all the time!" Lexi laughs as she playfully reaches over and squeezes one of her sister's tits.
"We'll wash it." I assure Nicole.
"We should clean up, Steven." Nicole says.
"How about a private shower?" I suggest.
"Sounds heavenly." Nicole replies.
"We'll change the sheets while you're cleaning up." Ashley offers.
"Thanks, girls." I say.
I help Lexi and Marcia get Nicole off the bed and onto her feet. Nicole sways slightly as I take her hand and start to lead her toward the bathroom. She glances at me and smiles as we enter the large bathroom attached to the master bedroom.
"Your bathroom is bigger than my bedroom." Nicole giggles.
"I'll take that as a compliment." I chuckle.
"You should!" she says.
Pulling open the shower stall, I start the water. Soon, steam begins pouring out of the shower. I test the water with my hand before helping Nicole into the shower. I can't help but laugh when Nicole turns her butt toward the spray and reaches back to spread her cheeks.
"What?" she blushes. "I have to wash out my bum!"
"It's cute!" I smirk from my place just outside the shower.
"Thanks, I guess." Nicole scrunches her nose cutely.
"You're welcome, Beautiful." I whisper.
"I like when you call me that." Nicole smiles.
"Then I'll keep doing it." I smile.
"Come join me?" Nicole asks, crooking her finger at me.
My smile deepens as I step into the shower with Nicole. I wrap an arm around her waist, resting my hand at her lower back as I pull her close. We share a soft kiss as she runs her hands along my muscular chest.
"Nicole." I whisper.
"Oh, Steven." Nicole moans.
My hand lowers to Nicole's ass as the redhead presses her bare breasts against me. I can feel her hard nipples caressing my chest. She reaches down and grasps my flaccid penis, her soft hand massaging me as our tongues wrestle.
"Fuck, you're so sexy." I groan.
"Steven." Nicole moans again. "Steven, I'm falling for you."
I break our kiss. Looking into Nicole's green eyes, I notice that they are the exact same shade as Lexi's. The exact same eyes. Beautiful, and piercing. Dancing with light and warmth. I can feel the steadiness of her breathing against me as I hold her close.
"I'm falling for you, too." I admit.
"What do we do?" Nicole wonders.
"We have to tell Lexi." I say. "I can't hurt her. I won't."
"I understand." Nicole nods. "What if she doesn't want us to sleep together anymore?"
"Then we have to stop." I state firmly.
"I don't ever want to stop." Nicole states. "You're my first. My only."
"I don't want to stop either." I sigh. "Let's talk to Lexi. We'll see what she says."
"Okay." Nicole mumbles sadly.
We enjoy our shower together. My fingers trail along Nicole's flat stomach, to her bush of fiery red pubic hair. I love soaping up Nicole's titties. Her breasts are lightly-freckled, just like Lexi's. However, Nicole definitely has bigger boobs. I enjoy pressing them together and admiring the way soap gathers at her cleavage.
"Let's talk to her now." I suggest.
"In front of everyone?" Nicole mumbles.
"No, let's call her in here." I say.
"Okay. Let's do it." Nicole nods, gathering her strength.
"Lexi?" I call out loudly after walking over to the bathroom door and opening it.
"Yeah?" my girlfriend shouts back.
"Can you come in here, please?" I ask.
"Sure!" she chirps.
A few seconds later, a naked Lexi walks into the bathroom. Fuck, she's gorgeous. Shapely legs leading up to a shaved pussy and narrow hips. A tone stomach is beneath her small, firm breasts. Auburn hair frames her pretty, lightly-freckled face. Her green eyes glow with affection as she looks at me.
"Lexi." Nicole says nervously.
"Nicole." Lexi inclines her head. "Nice tits."
"You, too!" Nicole giggles.
"So, what's up?" Lexi asks as she closes the door.
"We need to talk." I say calmly.
"Uh-oh." Lexi replies, turning serious. "What's wrong?"
"I'm just gonna say it; Nicole and I have feelings for each other." I state, not wanting to dance around the issue. "It's more than just sex."
"Oh, is that all?" Lexi breathes out a sigh of relief. "You had me worried that something was wrong!"
"You're not upset?" Nicole asks as she stands beside me and crosses her arms beneath her breasts.
"No." Lexi shakes her head. "Why? Should I be?"
"Well, you got really upset about Stacey being in love with me." I say.
"Of course, I did!" Lexi exclaims. "She wanted to steal you away from me! She's not a Slut-sister! She's not family!"
"I guess that makes sense." I mumble, still not fully understanding how Lexi's brain works.
"You're not gonna try and steal him from me, are you?" Lexi asks Nicole.
"No! Of course not!" Nicole insists. "You're my sister, Lexi. I would never do something like that to you."
"Okay then, we're good." Lexi smiles and nods. "Say, I'm getting hungry. Are we gonna eat dinner soon?"
"Wait, wait, wait!" Nicole says. "What about Steven and I? What do we do now?"
"What do you wanna do now?" Lexi asks.
"I don't know!" Nicole sighs.
"Neither do I." I admit.
"Let's ask the Sluts." Lexi suggests as she turns and marches her naked ass out of the bathroom.
Nicole and I look at each other and start laughing. Lexi really is one of a kind. She has a lot of abandonment issues, but she seems to be accepting that we're all one big family. She knows that the Slut-sisters aren't gonna steal me from her.
I take Nicole's hand and the two of us follow Lexi out of the bathroom. The girls are all lounging about the master bedroom. The television is on, and a popular show is playing in the background. Ashley, Marcia, and Kayla are all on the bed, while Hazel is sitting in my desk chair.
"Nicole and Steven are in love." Lexi announces.
"What?" Ashley asks with a confused expression.
"Uh, okay." Hazel responds.
"Nicole and I have feelings for each other." I explain.
"We all have feelings for each other." Kayla rolls her eyes.
"Is there a problem?" Marcia wonders.
"Yes!" Nicole exclaims as she pulls her hand out of mine and runs both hands through her hair in exasperation. "I'm twenty-six years old! I mean, I know that's not old, but I eventually wanna find a husband. Now, I'm sleeping with my baby sister's boyfriend! My friends see how happy I am and are asking if I'm seeing someone, and I don't know what to do!"
"What do you want to do?" Kayla asks.
"Don't use your brain, use your heart." Ashley suggests.
"I want to date Steven." Nicole admits with a sigh. "But, I can't."
"Sure, you can!" Lexi chirps.
"No, I can't." Nicole shakes her head.
"Says who?" Hazel asks.
"Society!" Nicole insists. "He's dating my sister!"
"Fuck society!" Ashley exclaims.
"C'mon, Nicole," Kayla begins, "we're having a naked meeting here, I'm Steven's daughter, what do you think society would say about that? Who cares!"
"Yeah, we're not hurting anyone." Marcia nods.
"So, you think Lexi and I can both date Steven?" Nicole asks.
"Yes!" Hazel answers. "While I have his baby!"
"Poly relationships are much more common these days, anyway." Ashley reasons.
"Not when two of the people are sisters!" Nicole says.
"True, but still. Just present it as Steven having two girlfriends, not like you're in a three-way relationship." Kayla suggests.
"What do I tell my friends?" Nicole inquires.
"Tell them you're dating a handsome, kind, intelligent, loving man." Hazel says with a smile.
"Go right ahead and tell them it's a poly relationship." Ashley adds. "If they're really your friends, they'll understand."
"What do you think?" Nicole asks, looking toward me.
"It's not just my decision." I answer. "Lexi?"
"You'll never try and steal him from me?" Lexi asks Nicole.
"Never. I respect you too much." Nicole insists.
"Then kiss your boyfriend!" Lexi exclaims.
"C'mere, girlfriend!" I say as I grab Nicole and spin her to face me.
"Kiss me, Steven!" Nicole breathes as she puckers up.
I kiss my new girlfriend. My second girlfriend. Ours is a weird family, but one full of love. I bury one hand in Nicole's hair as my other grabs her butt. Nicole is holding onto my biceps as she shoves her tongue in my mouth.
"I love you." Nicole breaks our kiss to whisper.
"I love you, too!" I breathe back.
"Orgy time?" Ashley asks excitedly.
"No, dinnertime!" Lexi replies. "I'm hungry!"
The seven of us find underwear to put on, then we cover ourselves with robes. Time to fill our stomachs before getting to the fucking. We sit at the massive table in the dining room and serve ourselves a fine meal. There's talk and laughter. Even Hazel is in a good mood.
After dinner, we end up not fucking right away. It is family game night, after all. In the main living room, we pull out the board games. With seven people, we end up having two to three different games being played at once. The entire time, I'm texting Allan. I tell him what Hazel and I agree on; I'm the father.
Steven: I'm gonna be a father again.
Allan: Congratulations! Lexi's pregnant?
Steven: No, her classmate, Hazel.
Allan: Come again?
Steven: I got Lexi and Kayla's classmate and friend pregnant.
Allan: You cheated on Lexi?
Steven: No, she gave me permission.
Allan: Wait, wait, wait. You're fucking two eighteen year old girls and they're both okay with it?
Steven: More than two.
Allan: Seriously?
Steven: Seriously.
Allan: I don't know how to respond to this.
Steven: Say you'll come see the baby when he or she is born!
Allan: Of course, I will! Steven, is everything okay?
Steven: Never better, Allan. Never better.
Allan: Well, I'm happy for you.
Steven: Have a good Sunday, my friend.
Allan: You, too.
I chuckle and tell the girls all about texting with Allan. Our group gets a good laugh about it. We're unique, we know that. We also know people won't understand, but that doesn't matter. What matters is that we have each other.
It isn't long before the robes start coming off. We have a great night fucking in every position we can think of. Six girls forming a daisy chain may sound hot, but it isn't very practical. Still, the girls have to try.
One guy with six girls also sounds amazing, but I only have one cock. One cock, and six girls who all want it. I make sure to sample every mouth and every cunt, except Kayla's, of course. She and I still aren't there yet.
Several moments stand out. Five of the girls kneeling in doggystyle as I switch between them, with Kayla at the end to clean me with her mouth. Giving Nicole her first titty-fuck. Laying on the floor in a pile of naked, female flesh. Looking down and watching the girls as they finger and lick each other. Finally, standing over them as I stroke myself while watching them pleasure each other. I explode, covering six Slut-sisters with all the semen my balls can bring forth.
The six girls all take showers before getting fully dressed. I take their picture. They want something they can show everyone. The girls all look so happy as they hold each other and smile at the camera. I send the picture to all of them.
It's getting late, and sadly this day has to come to an end. Ashley and Marcia kiss everyone goodbye before leaving. Nicole and I hold each other in the foyer, gazing into each others eyes as we say goodnight.
"See you soon, boyfriend?" Nicole asks.
"Of course, girlfriend." I reply.
We exchange a soft kiss. I flip off Kayla, Hazel, and Lexi when I hear them laughing at us in the background. Then Nicole and I break apart. She's out the door and gone. I already miss her. With a small smile, I walk back through the house with the three girls who live with me.
The four of us watch a movie in the main living room. I cuddle on the couch with Kayla and Lexi while Hazel sits in one of the armchairs. Hazel has a panic attack during the movie, so we stop it and help the poor girl calm down. Yeah, life is good, not perfect.
It's time for bed. We all offer to spend the night with Hazel, but she says she wants to sleep alone. Hazel goes into her new bedroom while Kayla disappears into her own room. Finally, Lexi and I enter the master bedroom.
"Are you sure you're okay with everything?" I ask Lexi as I start pulling off my clothes.
"It is crazy, isn't it?" Lexi asks as she reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. "You have two girlfriends, and a baby on the way with a third girl."
"And that's just since Friday." I laugh as I step out of my boxer briefs.
"This has been one crazy fucking weekend." Lexi giggles as she pushes her panties down her smooth legs.
"Yes. Yes, it has." I agree. "And you didn't answer the question; are you okay with everything?"
"I think so." Lexi sighs as she and I get into bed naked. "I know I'm being weird. I'm not okay with Stacey, but I'm okay with this."
"I'm glad you can see that." I nod as I draw her into my arms.
"I guess I just get scared when things come up that remind me of how different we are." she explains as she rests her head on my chest, her arm around my waist. "Stacey is part of your business world, something I know nothing about. She understands you in a way that I don't, she's closer to you in age, too."
"I can talk about work more, if you'd like?" I offer jokingly.
"Yeah, no thanks." Lexi giggles.
"Just thought I'd offer." I smile.
"Anyway, you know I'm terrified of losing you, but I'm okay with you sticking your dick in other willing pussies." she continues. "I like sharing you. Sharing you with people I love and trust. And, I don't trust Stacey. It's hard to explain, but I can just tell she wants you all to herself."
"What about Heather in Bermuda?" I ask.
"Oh, that was for both of us." Lexi giggles before licking her lips. "As soon as I saw her, I knew I had to taste that sweet snatch of hers. And fuck, she was crazy in the sack."
"She was a wild one." I agree.
"The thing is that I had no one." she says. "I had no one, and I ended up getting raped, getting gang-banged, getting passed around like a worthless cum dump."
"I know." I reply while I run my fingers through her hair.
"I-I wasn't even a person to them." Lexi sniffles, and I realize she's crying. "Keith would be hanging out with his friends and I'd have to sit there naked, waiting for one of them to want a turn with me. I remember we were watching TV, one guy just grabbed me by the hair and forced my head into his lap. Didn't even look at me!"
"I'm here, Lexi." I assure her as I kiss the top of her head.
"Sometimes random memories like that will come back to me. Stuff I had completely forgotten about because I was so high or drunk." she tells me.
"That makes sense." I tell Lexi, just trying to listen to her. I know she needs to get this out.
"So many memories." Lexi whispers. "Laying in bed with my legs spread as they pull a train on me, being surrounded by guys as I shove one cock after another in my mouth, two guys in my pussy at the same time, guys seeing how many cocks they can get in me at once. The record is six."
"Six?!" I wonder, eyes wide.
"Mouth, pussy, ass, one in each hand, one guy fucking my tits." she explains. "That was a rough night."
"How'd they even, you know, fit around you?" I just have to ask.
"Lots of maneuvering." Lexi rolls her eyes. "They were determined."
"Ah." I nod.
"And this is just what I remember. I know there's more that I don't. Then there were other things they did to me, dirty, disgusting things." she whimpers, tears running down her cheeks. "They stuck things in me!"
"You're not alone, Lexi." I whisper.
"I still see that teacher who fucked me. He leers at me in the hall." Lexi sighs.
"Do you want to report him?" I ask.
"No." she answers with a shake of her head. "There's no point. There's no proof he and I ever even had sex. I'd rather just get through the last month or so of high school and get on with my life."
"If that's what you think is best, I support you." I reply.
"Hazel talks about being a whore, and yeah, she was mistaken for a prostitute, but I actually was one." Lexi cries. "Keith got money from guys who wanted to use me. I was his property. I don't even know how many men I've been with. A lot."
"I'm sorry." I say.
"Yeah, me too." Lexi states. "Speaking of Hazel, what did you do with all that money?"
"It's in my desk drawer." I answer with a shrug. "It didn't feel right using it for anything."
"Gotcha." she nods before continuing. "Keith really fucked me up."
"You're free of Keith." I assure her.
"Not yet." Lexi shakes her head. "Not until he's gone away forever. I act like I'm okay, and most of the time, I am. Sometimes though, I just get so overwhelmed and emotional. I remember having my legs forced apart, my tits mauled, being slapped and spit on, being called every name in the fucking book as some piece of shit shoved his cock up my ass!"
"You're okay, you're okay." I coo softly as I hold my girlfriend.
"Then I started hooking up with guys on my own." she continues. "Not even one night stands, I'd just grab guys and drag them into a room to fuck. I'd get on my knees and beg for cum from guys whose names I didn't even know. I remember getting spit-roasted at a frat party, right in the living room. Full view of everyone. Girls jeering at me, calling me a whore. Guys laughing."
"Lexi..." I trail off.
"I just, I just don't ever wanna go back to that place." Lexi mumbles in a small, scared voice.
"You won't. I won't let you." I reply.
"It isn't just you." Lexi says. "My Slut-sisters keep me sane, too. They keep me from having nightmares about Keith, from falling back into old habits. I need all of you."
"So, you see me with Nicole as bringing us all even closer?" I wonder.
"Yes." Lexi confirms.
"Well, you'll never lose any of us." I promise.
"I hope not." she says. "I never want another man besides you. Only you. Forever."
"I love you." I state.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies before looking over at me nervously. "Do we still have the USB drive of the pictures and videos Keith gave my parents?"
"Yeah, it's in my desk drawer." I respond. "Why?"
"Just thinking about how we didn't give it to the police to protect my privacy, but they got all of it anyway." Lexi sighs. "From Keith's phone."
"Are you wishing we gave it to them sooner?" I ask.
"Yes." Lexi admits. "If we had, maybe Keith would have been arrested and Stephanie and Kelsey wouldn't have been raped."
"Maybe." I say slowly. "Or maybe they would have said those videos don't prove anything. Remember, Keith is probably getting arrested for the video he took of Kayla. That's not on the drive we have. The police did say that they probably can't charge Keith or David for anything they did to you."
"I guess." Lexi mumbles. "I just wish Kayla and I could have protected the girls."
"The only ones at fault here are Keith and David." I assure Lexi.
"I hate them so much." Lexi whispers as tears run down her cheeks.
"I know." I respond. "I know. Do you want to start seeing a therapist?"
"No." Lexi answers after a few moments of thought. "You don't have to keep suggesting it. You know that you and my Slut-sisters are my therapists."
"Let me know if you ever change your mind." I say.
"I will." Lexi confirms.
We lay in silence for a couple minutes, holding each other. Lexi looks up at me through tear-filled eyes. I wipe away her tears and hold her face. Then our lips meet. We kiss softly for a few minutes, before she pulls back.



"Steven?" Lexi asks in a small voice.
"Yes?" I reply.
"Will you lick me?" she wonders.
"Of course I will." I answer.
Lexi rolls onto her back and I get between her spread legs. Then I eat her out to a nice, relaxing orgasm. I give her vulva an affectionate kiss before pulling away. Getting on top of her, we gaze into each others eyes as my penis parts her labia and enters her body.
"Fuck, you're big." she whispers as she looks up at me with love.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I reply as I lean down to kiss her.
We make slow, passionate love. Our rhythm becomes one; me pushing myself in and out of her, Lexi rolling her hips to meet my thrusts. She wraps her arms around me as her legs hook around my calves. Eventually, Lexi's face scrunches up as she cums, her vaginal walls gripping me, drawing out my own release. We both shudder as I fill her with semen.
Stacey
"What?" I ask as I stare at April.
"I wanna live with you again." the small woman repeats in her cute, little voice.
I'm sitting across from April at the kitchen table of my one bedroom apartment. It's just before lunch time on Sunday and I'm home from Steven's golf game. I'm fully dressed, while April is just wearing a white bra and panties. She looks at me from behind her cute glasses, her late breakfast sitting forgotten on her plate.
"You want to move in with me?" I wonder.
"That's what I said." the tiny nerd giggles nervously.
"Here?" I ask stupidly.
"Well, you only have one bedroom in this apartment, dummy." April says. "We just covered this. I said it would be nice if you had a second bedroom."
"Sorry, I'm just surprised!" I smile.
"Why?" she inquires while pushing her glasses up her nose. "We were great roommates all through college. We even stuck together after for awhile."
"We did." I agree with a nod.
"So, why are you surprised?" April repeats her question. "I mean, you know I think the world of you. We had an amazing weekend and agreed to be best friends again. We'll save on rent, we'll be able to have more nice talks, there's no downside! Can you even think of a reason not to do this?"
"I guess I'm not surprised, I just didn't expect it!" I laugh. "As for a reason not to, just the one that you already brought up; I only have one bedroom."
"So, let's move into a two bedroom." April suggests.
"I'm locked into a lease here, though." I sigh.
"How long do you have left on it?" she asks.
"Four months." I answer after thinking for a few moments.
"So, you'd probably have to pay four months rent to leave early?" April asks. "Sorry, I'm not as familiar with legal stuff as you are."
"I can be required to pay the full amount of the lease, yes." I explain. "Unless the landlord can find a replacement tenant quickly, which they are obligated to try and do. It's a duty to mitigate damages. Also, my security deposit will likely be withheld to cover some of the four months rent."
"That's a lot of money to pay in penalties." she says with wide eyes.
"Yeah." I nod as I agree. "Plus, I'll also have to pay all the fees for a new place; first and last months' rent, security deposit, and we'll probably have to hire movers."
"And I can't just extend my lease for a few months." April sighs. "Well, I could, but the amount per month would be obscene."
"Yeah, paying month by month for an apartment with no lease agreement is insane. They charge a fortune." I say.
"Hm, well," my best friend begins, "I have the rest of this month left, that's only a few weeks. That will drop you down to three months. I can put my stuff into storage and sleep on your couch for a few months until we're ready to move to a bigger place?"
"You'd really do all that just to live with me?" I wonder.
"You're worth it." April whispers sincerely. "Although, if you wanted to share a bed, I'd be cool with it!"
"I'm sure you would be!" I giggle.
The little nerd watches me from behind her glasses as I consider her proposal. It's a lot to ask April to sleep on the couch for three months, even though she seems more than willing. As I'm thinking, the scantily clad girl stands up and walks over to me. She's walking slightly bow-legged, which makes me smirk. April pulls my chair out and surprises me by sitting in my lap, her knees to either side of me. She can barely fit, but she's making it work.
"C'mon." she husks in my ear as she starts gyrating in my lap to imaginary music. "I'll even give you a lap dance!"
"Someone definitely has found her confidence!" I smile up at her.
"Really?" April pulls back to give me a look. "We made out, we got fucked in front of each other. I sucked on your titties! This is nothing compared to that!"
"I suppose so." I admit as I place my hands on April's waist. I can feel her white panties beneath my fingers as I look down and admire her flat stomach.
"Good!" April laughs, looking so happy as she rolls her hips.
"I've seen every inch of you." I whisper, now looking her in the eyes. Then I smirk mischievously. "I even got a good look at your butt hole while Luke was holding you up and fucking you."
"That was wild, wasn't it?" April asks as she slides her hands down until they're over mine. She laces our fingers and lifts our entwined hands as she dances in my lap. "I loved the way he just took me!"
"It really was." I agree. I'm sitting at my kitchen in a pants suit, as my best friend gives me a lap dance while just in her bra and panties. "I like this side of you."
"It was always in there." she says. "It was just buried under a shy nerd."
"Not so shy right now." I smile, my blue eyes looking into her green ones.
"A girl has to take a chance at some point, otherwise she'll never get what she wants." April explains as she leans toward me.
"I suppose that's true." I reply.
"Stacey..." April whispers as her eyes close.
"April!" I reply.
My eyes close as well. Our hands are still entwined as we close the gap between us. Our lips meet once again, for a very pleasant kiss. This time, this time we're not kissing to turn on a couple of stupid boys. We're kissing because we want to. We're kissing because it feels good, and we feel for each other.
April moans my name again, and I slip my tongue into her open mouth. She starts grinding in my lap, squeezing my hands tightly as she does everything in her power to pour out all of her affection for me. For the first time, I feel a spark myself. Not for a man, not for Steven. For April. For my best friend.
Minutes pass, our kiss is soft and loving. Our hands entwined as we squeeze each other affectionately. April leans forward, causing her small bra-clad breasts to press into my larger ones through my business jacket.
My hands release April's as I reach down to cup her pantie-covered ass. As soon as my hands grab her bum, April springs into action. Her kiss intensifies as she moans heavily into my mouth. Her hands go to my business jacket, throwing it open.
I moan back when her hands find my breasts, squeezing the large mounds from outside my shirt and bra. I am now very grateful for how small April is, because I'm able to grip her butt cheeks and stand up. April squeaks in surprise, wrapping her arms around my neck to hold on. Her knees are bent, legs clenching my waist.
Holding April by the ass, I carry her through my apartment, until we reach my bedroom. Thankfully, April left my bedroom door open, so I'm able to stroll right in and deposit April onto my bed. The small girl lands with a light thump and a cute giggle. She's now laying horizontally across my full-size bed.
"Looks like you've got me." April giggles, her shapely legs pulled back and spread, knees bent. "What are you gonna do with me?"
"This." I state simply. I swoop in and blow a loud raspberry on April's flat stomach.
"Stacey!" April laughs as she buries her hands in my hair.
"What?" I ask innocently as I look up at her, my hands resting on her tummy.
"Nothing." she just grins and shakes her head.
Then I'm on top of her. April wraps her legs around my waist as our lips once again meet in an intense kiss. I have one hand at the top of her head, the other at her side as I push my tongue into my best friend's mouth.
I can feel her clutching the back of my jacket as we kiss. Lifting my body, I pull myself out of April's grip so that I can shrug off my business jacket and toss it on the floor. Then, I kick off my heels and remove my socks.
"Here, take these." April says through heavy breaths as she hands me her glasses.
Reaching over, I set April's glasses down on my bedside table before turning back to the petite blonde. April is running her fingers through her own hair as her breasts rise and fall with her breathing. Getting back on top of her, I place my hands on April's face and swoop in for another sexy kiss. Our limbs are entwined as we make out, moaning into each others mouths.
April slips her hands between us and starts desperately working the buttons of my shirt. Breathing heavily, I once again lift my body so that I can grab the sides of my shirt and rip it open, scattering buttons and ruining the shirt. I don't fucking care. I toss my ruined shirt onto the floor.
I kiss all along April's slender neck as the short nerd unbuttons my pants. She pushes them down as far as she can, but her little arms can't get them all the way off of me. I decide to help, and am soon kicking the offending garment off my feet. Now, like April, I'm only in my bra and panties.
Overwhelmed with lust and affection for this sweet, sassy girl, I don't think, I just act. Before I know it, I'm kissing down April's body. I kiss the sides of her breasts, avoiding her bra. I kiss down her flat stomach as she buries her hands in my hair. Soon, I'm grasping the edges of her plain white panties, pulling them down her legs.
I fling her panties across the room before grasping April's legs behind the knees. With one smooth motion, I push April's legs back and apart, spreading her open for me. The little nerd is staring at me, breathing heavily. I waste no more time; I look away from her green eyes and admire her vulva.
It's a pretty, pink pussy with a sexy blonde bush right above it. Lowering my head, I take one lick of her slit, making April gasp. My first pussy. It is one of the most delectable things to ever touch my tongue. Without even thinking, I bury my entire face in her box.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" April gasps out rapidly as her hands once again go to the top of my head.
Gripping her legs tightly, I devour April's pussy as her pubic hair tickles my nose. My lips work her over, making April shudder and hold my head against her crotch. I stick my tongue inside her and slide it up and down, coating her entire labia in my saliva. Then I moan against her snatch as I shower it with affectionate kisses.
"Holy shit, Stacey, you're eating me! You're eating me!" April squeals.
My knees are planted firmly on the bedspread, my hands are holding April's legs, and my tongue is attacking her clit. I begin by teasing her, circling her little nub while avoiding directly stimulating it. Eventually, I can wait no longer, and I begin flicking her clit with my tongue.
April is delicious, and I can feel her juices sliding down my throat as I swallow. My pussy is soaking my panties as I go down on my best friend while she's still wearing her bra. I'm only munching her rug for a couple minutes when April's pants and moans reach a beautiful peak.
"I'm cumming!" April announces as she grips my head with desperate fingers. "Stacey! I love you! Stacey! STACEY!"
Pulling away from her pussy, I shoot up April's body and press my lips against hers. April moans when she tastes herself on my lips and tongue. Her hands go to my pantie-clad ass and squeeze as I cup her bra-covered breasts together.
After a few more minutes of heavy making out, I break our kiss. However, I only do so in order to sit up and reach behind my back. I unhook my bra and pull it off me, baring my large breasts to April's hungry gaze.
The little blonde sits up and grabs my tits in both hands. She then buries her face in my cleavage as I toss my head back and moan loudly. I hold April's head against my breast as she happily sucks on my nipple.
My free hand reaches behind April's back, and I deftly unhook her bra. I feel my pussy twitch when April's fully nude frame is revealed. We're once more kissing desperately, our hands squeezing boobs and grabbing asses.
"I wanna taste you." April husks against my lips.
"I want you to taste me." I whisper back.
"Lay down, Baby." she instructs passionately.
I roll off of April and rotate my body so I can lay down on my bed with my head resting on the pillow. Lifting my bum, I help April remove my panties, leaving me as naked as my best friend. She gets on top of me, our breasts squishing together as April molds her body over mine. April then leans forward and starts nibbling on my earlobe.
"That feels good." I giggle.
"Mm!" she hums.
My head tilts back to allow April to plant kisses all along my neck, making me shiver. She then cups my large breasts, lightly caressing them with her delicate fingers. My breathing intensifies as April kisses lower. Her tongue finds my nipple, licking it. Then she's kissing down to my stomach as she nestles into position between my legs.
"You're so beautiful, Stacey." April whispers as she kisses my pubic mound. "So special. So perfect."
"Oh, April." I sigh.
"You have no idea how long I've waited for this." she says while admiring my cleanly shaven vulva.
Once again, April is not being shy at all. She doesn't even hesitate, she just dives right in, licking my pussy with enthusiasm. I arch my back, hands gripping the comforter as my tits point toward the ceiling and I let out a long gasp.
Soon, April brings her fingers into the mix. She shoves two fingers up my cunt and saws them in and out of me as her tongue works my clit. I can feel my toes curling as I bury my hands in her wavy hair. Fuck, this feels amazing. April is a natural clam diver.
"Right there! Don't stop, don't stop!" I beg while taking shallow breaths.
Another minute passes, and I'm on the verge of orgasm. April pulls her fingers out of me so she can swipe her tongue through my labia. Next, she returns her attention to my clit, flicking my love button so rapidly I feel like I'm about to explode. Finally, she catches me off guard by shoving a finger straight up my ass hole. Victory is hers.
"April!" I cry out as I buck my hips against her face. "I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
April tongues my clit through my orgasm, making me shudder and cum again. Then, while my legs are still shaking, the small girl climbs up my body and presses her lips against mine. We're kissing. We're touching each other. We're making love.
I grip April's ass as she starts rubbing her pussy against mine. I remember that this is called tribbing. With my legs spread wide, I buck my hips, forcing my slit to run along April's. Fuck, this feels amazing. I welcome April's tongue when she shoves it in my mouth.
Our titties press together, and I can feel April's hard nipples tickling my own. She's whispering my name over and over as we enjoy one of the most erotic experiences of my life. Her tiny body feels so good on top of mine. I'm gonna cum. Again.
"April!" I screech against her lips as another orgasm washes over me.
"Cum for me, Baby! Cum for me." April coos.
I cum for her. Hard. I can feel my pussy pulsating as it sends electric shocks throughout my entire body. Without thinking, I roll us over so that I'm on top of April. Then, I flip my body over and bury my face in her snatch. Moments later, I feel April reaching up to spread my butt cheeks. I shudder when her tongue starts working my pussy.
We sixty-nine for at least ten minutes. April cums hard when I rapidly shake my head from side to side, stimulating her vulva. She then starts fingering me as she licks my clit. When April spanks me, I have such an intense orgasm that I swear I can see stars. We just keep going; fingering and licking each other.
Remembering April's previous actions, I shove a finger up her bum as I suck on her clit. This makes her scream and thrash beneath me, her entire body convulsing in pleasure. I love when the tiny nerd screams my name. Yeah, April definitely loves butt-play.
"Kiss me!" April begs with her lips pressing against my labia. "Please, kiss me!"
I flip around again so that I can shove my tongue between April's lips. We're tribbing again. This time, her hands are on my ass, encouraging my motions. Our pussies are soaking wet, I can feel April's juices with my pussy, I can taste myself on her sweet lips.
"Stacey!" April whines as another tiny orgasm wracks her body. "I love you! I love you so fucking much!"
"Oh, April!" I whisper back.
I don't know how much time passes. An hour? Two? Three? All I know is an all-consuming pleasure. April has me crouch in doggystyle so she can finger me while slapping my ass. I then do the same to her; I love spanking April's cute, little bottom. We trib, we scissor, we kiss and touch each other as much as possible, everywhere possible.
April and I end up laying in a heap, our limbs entwined as we caress each other and whisper sweet words. We're covered in each others pussy juice. I can taste our combined essence on my lips and tongue. This is how we fall asleep. For the first time in awhile, I'm content.
Feeling someone playing with my nipple wakes me up. I blink several times, fully waking up before looking down. April is resting her head on my left breast, while her left hand is absentmindedly flicking my right nipple.
"Stop that, it tickles!" I giggle.
"I can't; I love your laugh too much." April smiles.
"Well, thanks! I guess." I smirk.
"You're welcome." she sighs.
"Does my titty make a good pillow?" I wonder.
"I love your tits, Stacey." April whispers as she caresses my right boob. "They're so big and perfect."
"They're only C-cups!" I object. "They're not that big."
"Much bigger than mine." she rolls her eyes.
"I love your small boobies." I say as I turn April onto her back so I can slurp a pink nipple into my mouth.
"Mm, that feels nice." April moans.
"C'mon, you!" I say as I pull away from her boob. "It's time for dinner."
"Is it? I have no idea what time it is." she replies.
"Neither do I, but I'm hungry!" I respond.
"What do you wanna eat?" April wonders. "Besides me, of course."
"Well, it goes without saying that I wanna eat you!" I laugh as I reach down and run my fingertips along April's labia.
"Oh!" she gasps.
"How about we order delivery?" I suggest. "There's a nice local place that delivers fast and has good food."
"Yeah, okay. That's fine." April says.
I grab my phone and realize that it is almost 7:00PM. We fucked for awhile! Bringing up the website for the local diner, I put in my order and hand the phone to April. Then, as April is putting her glasses back on, I march my naked ass to the bathroom to pee.
"I ordered." April says when I return from the bathroom.
"How did you pay?" I wonder.
"I have my card number memorized. I just entered it into your phone." she explains.
"Oh, well how much was my half?" I ask as I sit down on the bed, cross-legged and look down at my naked best friend.
"Don't worry about it. My treat." April replies.
"You don't have to do that!" I exclaim.
"It's fine. I want to." she insists.
"Well, at least let me give the guy a tip." I suggest.
"I tipped through the app." April smirks at me. "It's the twenty-first century, my love."
"I'll still give him a little cash." I say.
"I have a better idea." she smiles mischievously.
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Let's give the guy the best tip of his life; we answer the door naked!" April giggles.



"April!" I gasp, shocked by her audacity.
"C'mon, it'll be fun!" she reasons. "And you can still hand him some cash.
"Okay, let's do it!" I agree with a nod.
"Awesome!" April laughs.
We end up sitting naked on my couch, watching television as we wait for our food. Soon, the bell rings, and I walk over to my door to buzz the driver inside. A minute later, the delivery driver is knocking at my door.
"Ready?" I ask my naked best friend.
"Ready!" April announces.
I reach out and unlock my door. Then, with one smooth motion, I throw it open. Standing at my door is a shy looking guy in his late-teens or early-twenties. His jaw drops as he takes in the two naked beauties standing inside before him.
"Uh, your food's here." he stammers as he holds out our food.
"Thanks! This is for you." I say as I hand him some cash and take the food.
"Thank you." he mumbles, trying and failing to not look at our tits.
"You're welcome! You earned it." I smile before turning around and walking into the living room. Yup, I'm giving the guy a nice look at my naked ass.
"Have a nice day!" I hear April say before she shuts the door.
"Is he gone?" I ask as I turn to face April, my face red. I'm not nearly as confident as I pretend to be!
"Yes." April giggles. "Did you see his face?"
"I did! I half-expected him to cum in his pants!" I laugh.
"Maybe he did!" she suggests with a cute giggle.
I take the food into the living room and set it on the table in front of the couch. April sits beside me, and we dig in. It's standard diner food. Greasy goodness. We actually have a moment where we kiss while each biting down on half of the same french fry. I'm having a great time with April. However, the inevitable soon comes up.
"Stacey?" April inquires nervously.
"What's up?" I ask, my eyes locked on the television screen.
"W-was this a one time thing?" she asks.
"I don't know." I admit, letting out a breath. Then I turn to face her.
"I-I want more than sex, Stacey." April admits in a soft voice. "I want you."
"I know." I reply.
"I m-mean, think about it." she stammers. "You wouldn't have to move! We could just both take the bedroom."
"I'm definitely not ready for that, April." I state firmly.
"Oh." April mumbles, tears forming in her eyes.
"I'm really overwhelmed right now." I tell her. "I'm still in love with Steven, now I have feelings for you. I mean, I've gotten used to the fact that I like playing with girls, but I never saw myself in an actual relationship with a woman."
"I understand." she nods. "It's a lot."
"It is." I agree before reaching out to cup her face. "I do love you, April. Please believe me."
"But, you're not in love with me." April sighs.
"I'm not sure yet." I acknowledge. "I definitely have romantic feelings for you now, but like I said, I'm still in love with Steven."
"And you never saw yourself dating a chick." she whispers as tears start running down her cheeks.
"Did you?" I inquire.
"Not until I met you." April tells me. "I've had years to think about it."
"Please, don't cry." I lean in and peck her lips. "No matter what happens, we made love. It was beautiful."
"It was, wasn't it?" she smiles softly.
"Yes." I agree.
"Y-you'll think about us?" April asks.
"I will." I promise.
"That's the most I can hope for right now." she nods. "I-I should get going. We both have work in the morning."
"Do you want me to drive you home?" I inquire.
"Nah, I'll order a ride. Stay in and relax." April says.
"Okay." I peck her lips again.
April wipes away her tears before ordering a ride on her phone. The two of us then head to my bedroom to fetch our clothes. I notice April bite her lip as she watches me dress in my pajamas. She must be wondering if she'll ever see me naked again. I honestly don't know. My feelings are a mess right now.
When April gets the notification that her ride is here, she and I hug goodbye. Then she's out the door. I climb into bed and shoot her a text, reminding her to let me know she's home safe. The text that she's home comes not long after. Then I fall asleep.
I wake up Monday morning and shut off my alarm. Then I send April a good morning text before eating a bowl of cereal for breakfast. After showering and getting ready, I hop in my car and start the drive to the office. I arrive a little while later.
Steven isn't here yet. I sigh, knowing he's probably having breakfast with Lexi right now. Shaking my head, I start up my computer and prepare to lose myself in work. Today is going to be a busy day, now that we're starting the acquisition of YouInvest.
"Good morning, Stacey." Steven says when he appears a little while later.
"Good morning, Sir." I reply.
"How was the rest of your Sunday?" he asks.
"It was good." I answer. "Yours?"
"It was fine." Steven hesitantly responds. "Same issues I was dealing about all weekend."
"Uh-oh." I say. "I hope everything is okay?"
"I think it will be." he nods. "Thank you for caring."
"Of course! I care about you a lot." I admit.
"I care about you, too." Steven smiles. "Talk more at lunch?"
"Yes, Sir." I agree.
Then he's gone. I can't help it, I check out his nice butt as he disappears into his office. Steven leaves the door open, so I make sure to look away before he sees me staring. I miss sneaking into his office for a quickie. He fucks me so well.
The morning goes by pretty quickly. Steven has a long video call with Ken, the owner of YouInvest. Then he calls all the higher ups into a conference room for a meeting. Surprisingly, I get an invite as well.
The meeting lasts for over an hour, as Steven assigns various duties to his people in order to prepare for the acquisition. I take notes, and even get a few assignments as well. I'm really excited to be so involved. This is great for my career!
"Our usual place for lunch, Stacey?" Steven asks after the meeting.
"That sounds good, Sir." I answer.
"Great, I'll put the order in. We'll just have it delivered today." he says.
"Okay!" I smile.
A couple hours later, we order lunch. Not long after that, I'm bringing food into Steven's office and shutting the door. I love our lunches. Even now that they're tainted with awkwardness, I still love being part of his daily routine. This amazing man I can't have.
"So, you had a nice time with your friend?" Steven inquires before taking a bite of his sandwich. "I think you said her name was April?"
"April, yes." I reply with a nod. "And yeah, we had a great time. Went out, got some drinks, caught up."
"That's good." he smiles.
"Yeah..." I mumble. "Still can't talk about whatever happened over the weekend?"
"I'm sorry." Steven says. He really looks it. "Without giving anything away, one of Kayla's friends is going through a tough time and needed some help."
"Oh." I state. "I hope everything works out for her. I remember being eighteen. It can be rough."
"It really can be." Steven agrees. "And thank you, I think she'll be okay. She just needs a lot of support right now."
As we keep talking, I get the feeling there is something big he isn't telling me. Something involving him. I wanna cry, knowing that I am not his confidant. I want to be. I want to hug him and remind him I'm always here for him. No matter what. Maybe if I confide in him.
"Can I ask you for some advice?" I say at one point. Then I take a sip of my drink.
"Sure, what's up?" he asks.
"April and I met when we were assigned as roommates Freshman year of college." I begin. "We became best friends fast. Went to parties together, talked late at night about boys, typical college girl stuff."
"Sure." Steven says, nodding his understanding.
"One day there was a party, and we played Truth or Dare." I tell him. "April and I were dared to make out. I refused. April ran out of the room in tears."
"That's a strong reaction." he observes.
"Yeah, it came out that she had a huge crush on me." I sigh. "April identifies as straight, but she developed feelings for me."
"Ah, I see." Steven nods. "And I'm guessing she still has feelings?"
"I'm getting there." I smirk before continuing. "April is a shy nerd, by the way. Sorry, I forgot to mention that. Anyway, we were roommates after college for a little while. I got this job and moved out on my own. April found a boyfriend and moved in with him."
"Okay." he says, indicating for me to continue.
"This weekend we decided to get together and catch up. We both agreed it was a shame that we grew apart." I explain. "We met at a bar for drinks. I told her about what I'm going through with you, and she confided in me about catching her boyfriend cheating and throwing him out."
"Damn, poor girl." Steven winces. "And I'm still sorry about how things ended with us."
"Thank you." I whisper. "Anyway, a couple of guys bought us drinks and, to make a long story short, we ended up back at their hotel room."
"Lucky guys!" he comments with a smile. "I hope you had a nice time?"
"Yeah, I got fucked. Hard." I blush. "And to turn the guys on, April and I kissed."
"That must have been really emotional for April." Steven observes.
"It gets worse." I sigh. "Yesterday, after I got home from our golfing appointment, April said she wanted to live with me again. Then we kind of had sex."
"That's a lot to take in." he says, eyes wide. "Did you agree to move in with her?"
"I didn't really answer." I reply. "April suggested she sleep on my couch for a couple months until my lease is over, then we find a two bedroom. We got sidetracked and ended up fucking. Then she said that we could just stay in my one bedroom apartment if we shared a room. I said I wasn't ready for that and she teared up."
"She wants a relationship with you now." Steven gives me a straight look. "And you don't want that."
"I don't know." I admit while resting my elbows on the table and burying my head in my hands. "I'm in love with you, but now I do feel something for April. I just don't know what to do."
"You're going through a lot right now." he sighs. "I'm sorry for my part in it."
"It's not your fault, Steven. It really isn't." I say while staring at the table.
"You know we can't be a couple, right?" Steven asks.
"Yeah, I know." I mumble, tears forming in my eyes.
"Do you think you could be happy with April?" he wonders.
"I don't know!" I exclaim. "I mean, I want children! I always wanted a husband and kids. Can I really give up that dream?"
"You could still have kids." Steven reasons. "Sperm banks exist."
"I know they do." I nod. "That's not the same as a child who is half me and half my partner."
"I understand." he says. "You have a lot to think about, and I'm sorry I don't have an easy answer. I guess you should just take it one day at a time for now."
"That's what I've been doing." I admit. "I miss you."
"I miss being close to you." Steven acknowledges. "I miss being able to talk with you, and yeah, I miss the sex. You're amazing in bed."
"Don't you mean that I'm amazing in the office? We never really got to use a bed." I giggle.
"That's true." he smirks.
"You can still talk to me, though!" I say loudly. "What happened over the weekend? I'm here for you."
"Stacey, I can't." Steven sighs. "I can't tell you secrets that aren't mine."
"Because I'm not family." I state as I look up at him through my red eyes. "I'm not your family. I don't get to know their secrets."
"Stacey..." he trails off.
"It's not your fault. It's hers!" I hiss.
"Don't blame Lexi." Steven tells me. "She isn't wrong, you do want me to leave her for you."
"Yes, I do." I admit. "But, you won't."
"No, I won't." he confirms, breaking my heart all over again.
I gather up my trash and throw it in the garbage can. Wiping my eyes, I mumble a goodbye before walking out the door. He doesn't call out to me. He doesn't try and get me to come back. Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm such an idiot!
Returning to my desk, I get back to work. Break is over anyway. I have to resist the urge to start crying again. I love him. I love him so much. Still, things are a little different now. There's a small piece of my heart that now belongs to April. Wanting some reassurances that I'm not alone, I take out my phone and text my best friend.
Stacey: Hey, how's work?
April: Same old. You?
Stacey: Just tried confiding in Steven. He wouldn't do the same. We really are over.
April: I'm sorry. :( I'm here for you.
Stacey: I know you are.
April: Do you want me to come over tonight?
Stacey: That's okay. How about we just chat on the phone?
April: Sure. Just let me know if you change your mind, I can come over.
Stacey: I will, thanks. And April?
April: Yeah?
Stacey: Thanks for being my friend, even when you want more.
April: I love you. I'll be in your life no matter what.
Stacey: And I'll be in yours.
April: <3
I don't reply to April's last text. Instead, I finish going about my work day. Finally, it's quitting time. I say goodbye to Steven before heading to my car. I cry the entire ride home. Then I enter my lonely apartment and make dinner.
After dinner, I have a video call with April. We decide to chat and drink wine while relaxing in our respective homes. April does repeat her offer to come over, but I turn her down. I want to hear her voice, but I think it's best if we don't fall into bed together again so soon.
I say goodnight to April before hanging up the phone. Then I get naked and climb into bed. I masturbate while thinking about Steven fucking me. After rubbing out a quick orgasm, I curl up under the covers and go to sleep. Fuck, it's only Monday.
Kayla
My alarm wakes me up Tuesday morning. After shutting it off, I raise my arms above my head and stretch, my loud yawn causing my bare breasts to jiggle on my chest. Grabbing my phone off the night stand, I send out two good morning texts; one to Ian and one to my girls.
Once I'm dressed in a robe, I open my bedroom door and run straight into Hazel. She's likewise clad in a robe, her long brown hair in its usual ponytail down her back. She looks terrible. I can tell she's barely sleeping. I sigh, knowing that the last couple of days have been like this.
"Good morning, girls." Daddy says when Hazel and I enter the dining room.
"Morning, fellow Sluts!" Lexi chirps.
"Good morning." I reply with a smile before sitting down.
"Morning." Hazel grunts before dropping into a chair.
"How are you feeling, Hazel?" Daddy asks.
"Meh." Hazel mutters as she grabs a piece of toast. "I'm used to making breakfast, not being served."
"You did okay yesterday!" I comment.
"I guess I'm just feeling like more and more of an imposition, the longer I'm here." Hazel admits.
"Why is that?" Daddy wonders.
"You aren't an imposition!" Lexi insists.
"I'm intruding on your little family." Hazel sniffles. "And, I can't give you any money for anything. You don't need me for anything. I'm useless."
"You are family, Hazel." I state firmly. "We've covered this."
"I'm sorry you don't feel like family." Daddy sighs. "But, I assure you that you are. Please, treat this house like your own."
"I-I can't." Hazel mumbles, tears leaking from her eyes.
"It's okay, Hazel. Don't cry." I whisper as I affectionately rub the tan girl's back.
We continue trying to cheer up Hazel over breakfast. It isn't easy. Sometimes she's just fine, but others, she's a wreck. I wonder if it's pregnancy hormones or if she's still traumatized from everything. Probably a little bit of both. I hate seeing my friend in this much pain.
After breakfast, we all kiss Daddy goodbye, even Hazel. He smiles at us and wishes us a good day before heading to the home gym to work out while Hazel, Lexi and I get ready for school. I dress in tight jeans and a cute top. The three of us climb into my car and I drive us all to school.
We girls have our usual morning chat before homeroom. Nothing unusual, we have this talk every day. Then we go our separate ways for homeroom. I text the girls during homeroom, noticing that Ian still hasn't texted me back.
I see David on my way to my first class. He still looks scared. I don't know if he's been contacted again by the police, but I hope so. Son of a bitch deserves everything that's coming to him. I notice that Keith is absent. Kelsey is likewise not at school, however Stephanie is.
"Hi, Kayla." Stephanie says to me as she catches up to me in the hall.
"How was your weekend?" I ask.
"Rough." she admits as she tosses her long dark hair over her shoulder. "I still sleep with the lights on."
"I'm sorry." I reply. "Is there anything I can do?"
"Get your rich daddy to hire a hit man?" Stephanie suggests somewhat seriously.
"I asked, he said no." I sigh.
"Fuck." she curses.
"Sorry." I shrug.
"Not your fault." Stephanie acknowledges. "I-I'm just really scared of a trial."
"Do you think it will come to that?" I ask.
"The police do." she tells me in a quiet voice. "And I don't want to get up on a stand and tell the world that I was gang-raped."
"Yeah, I'll probably have to testify about my nudes going around, about Keith raping my bum, about everything." I say, tears forming in my eyes.
"I'm sorry, Kayla." Stephanie says.
"I'm sorry, too." I reply. "Hey, do you know if Kelsey is okay? She's not in school today and I didn't wanna text her. We aren't very close."
"She's really not handling things very well." Stephanie explains. "She sleeps even less than I do and has nightmares when she does sleep. She didn't feel up to coming in today."
"I understand." I nod. "I hope she starts doing better.
"So do I." she sighs.
Stephanie and I exchange a soft hug, rubbing each others back as we both feel each others pain. All rapists should burn in Hell! The two of us part ways, each of us heading to our next class. I don't know about Stephanie, but I don't pay much attention in mine.
"Hey, Kayla?" a male voice asks as I walk through the hall. "Are you okay?"
"Wha-?" I ask stupidly as I lift my head.
"You okay?" Dan asks, looking at me in concern.
"Oh, yeah. Hi, Dan." I say. "I'm okay. Just got a lot on my mind."
"Anything I can do to help?" he wonders.
"I don't think so, but thanks. That's really nice of you." I smile at him. This is weird.
"No problem. Well, it was nice to see you, Kayla." Dan says before continuing on his way.
"You, too!" I call out after him.
I snooze through my last class before lunch. I'm still waiting on Ian to text me, and I'm starting to get annoyed. When the bell for lunch rings, I make a decision. I catch up with Ian before he can enter the cafeteria.
"Hey, can we talk?" I ask.
"Sure." Ian shrugs as he follows me into a dark classroom.
"Are you dumping me?" I inquire. I don't bother turning the light on as I shut the door.
"What makes you think that?" he wonders.
"You didn't respond to my text this morning and you barely talked to me yesterday at lunch." I answer.
"I told you I needed time, Kayla." Ian sighs.
"But, we had been talking more!" I say loudly. "I thought things were getting better!"
"Kayla," he begins, "did you have sex with your father?"
"Oral sex? Yes." I bite my lower lip nervously. "Intercourse? No. Not yet."
"You're going to have sex with your own father?" Ian asks me.
"Yes." I admit, tears forming in my eyes.
"Can you see why I need time? I mean, I love you. So much. I don't want to break up. I really don't." he tells me.
"I love you, too!" I say.
Overwhelmed with emotion, I take a step toward Ian and rise up onto my toes. I press my lips against his as tears run down my cheeks. Ian grabs my shoulders in both hands and starts to push me away. However, his feelings for me take over; he grips my shoulders tightly and pulls me to him, kissing me back.



I moan into his mouth as my tongue runs along his. My hands are holding his upper arms as we make out passionately. When he whispers my name, I lose it. I push him backwards until his back makes contact with the teacher's desk. Then I drop to my knees.
"Kayla, we shouldn't do this." he weakly protests as I undo his belt.
"Shut up and enjoy my mouth." I respond as I extract his rapidly-hardening cock.
Stroking him several times to get him nice and hard, I lift Ian's dick as my head darts forward. Then Ian is in my mouth. Fuck, I miss this cock. I hum around the shaft as my lips form a seal around him. I then start rapidly bobbing my head on Ian.
"Holy shit, Kayla!" Ian gasps as he buries his hands in my hair.
I give him the best blowjob I'm capable of. For several minutes, I make loud slurping noises as I give head. I lash the underside of his shaft with my tongue as my hand cradles his balls. When I sense he's getting close, I grip his thighs with both hands and take him as deeply as I can, my cheeks caving in as I suck as hard as I am able.
"Kayla!" Ian hisses. "I'm gonna- ah!"
My eyes go wide and my moaning intensifies as I take several shots in the mouth. I hold his cum between my lips until he finishes spurting. Then I swirl his seed all around my mouth as my tongue flicks his tip. The sensations become too much for Ian, and he has to push me off him.
"Mm!" I moan as I tilt my head back and swallow down Ian's load. "Delicious!"
"We shouldn't have done that." Ian says as he puts his penis back in his pants.
"Why not?" I ask while standing up. "We're still together, aren't we?"
"Well, yes." Ian admits. "But, I've been having thoughts about you doing that for your dad!"
"And that hurts you." I mumble sadly.
"Yes!" he exclaims. "I love you, Kayla!"
"I love you, too!" I reply.
"And you love your father." Ian says. "That's why I can't ask you to stop. And I don't know if I can handle you continuing."
"I understand." I sniffle.
"Do you? Really?" he wonders. "Because you're not acting like you do."
"I really do." I nod. "You mean so much to me, but so does my dad. He's Daddy. He means the world to me. And, he and I have a special relationship. I just wish you could accept that."
"I'm trying to, I really am." Ian sighs. "It just isn't easy to deal with the images of you and another guy, even if he is your father."
"I'm sorry." I state simply.
"Thank you." he smiles. "My parents don't know the issue, but they know something is wrong between us. They're both hoping we work it out. They love you."
"I'm glad." I say. "I thought I lost them when you got suspended."
"You almost did." he admits.
"We're late for lunch." I mumble.
"Everyone is gonna wonder why." Ian says.
"We could tell them the truth?" I suggest.
"No, we can't." he states firmly.
"Fine. Let's get going." I pout before finding my courage. "Before lunch tomorrow, I'm coming back here, to this classroom. Meet me here if you want a repeat performance."
"Kayla..." Ian trails off.
"Just think about it." I say before pecking his lips.
Ian just nods. Then the two of us leave the dark classroom. We make our way to lunch, where our tardiness is absolutely noticed. We both endure the teasing with dignity. Despite Ian's desires, everyone is sure of the reason for our lateness. They're happy we seem to be working things out. In fact, after lunch I end up texting with the girls.
Lexi: So, did you bend over a desk for Ian during lunch?
Ashley: What a way for him to lose his virginity!
Kayla: I did not bend over! I just sucked him off.
Hazel: That's good! Did you guys work things out?
Kayla: I think we're making progress.
Marcia: He accepts your relationship with Steven?
Kayla: Not yet, but he's working on it.
Lexi: Good luck, Kayla.
Ashley: Remember, no matter what happens, you will always have us.
Hazel: Your Slut-sisters.
Marcia: Speaking of Slut-sisters, should we add Nicole to this chat?
Lexi: We should! I'll add her right now. Welcome, Nicole!
Nicole: Uh, hi?
Ashley: Welcome to the Slut-sisters group chat!
Nicole: Oh, thanks! :)
Lexi: Ian is having trouble accepting Kayla and Steven swapping fluids.
Ashley: But, Kayla went down on Ian during lunch.
Hazel: There, you're caught up!
Nicole: You okay, Kayla?
Kayla: I think so. I just hope Ian can accept it.
Nicole: I hope so, too.
The six of us continue exchanging texts throughout the rest of the school day. Finally, the last bell rings and we're free. Lexi, Hazel, and I head out to my car. I hop in the driver's seat and take all three of us home.
Once we arrive at the mansion, we grab drinks and snacks before making our way to the main living room. I put on some background music as we start doing our homework. Hazel seems in decent spirits right now, and we finish our homework a couple hours later. Then we watch television until Daddy gets home.
"Hey girls, I'm home!" Daddy announces upon entering the main living room.
"Hi, Daddy!" I smile.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Steven." Hazel nods.
"How was your day?" he asks.
"Kayla sucked Ian off during lunch." Lexi says.
"She swallowed." Hazel adds.
"I did not need to know that." Daddy shakes his head.
"Deal with it, old man." I tease. "How was Stacey today?"
"The same." he answers. "Still struggling with her feelings for me."
"What about her feelings for that friend of hers?" Lexi asks.
"I probably shouldn't have told you about that." Daddy sighs. "I made a big speech to Stacey about keeping people's confidence."
"You and I have no secrets." Lexi states. "And I have no secrets from the Sluts."
"So, you didn't really have a choice." I giggle.
"Anyway, Stacey is fine." he says. "She didn't snap at me or anything during lunch. No tears. It was a good day."
"And no moves on you?" Hazel asks.
"She knows better." Daddy insists.
The four of us are soon making our way to the dining room for dinner. On tonight's menu is a delicious chicken dish with roasted potatoes and vegetables. We talk more about our days over dinner. I mention Dan's weird behavior, and everyone agrees he has a big crush on me. I roll my eyes and insists he just misses my tight twat.
I also bring up Keith's absence from school, but Daddy doesn't have any more information from Jason, the PI. We all hope Kelsey is okay, and Daddy looks very serious when I tell him about my conversation with Stephanie. Hazel and Lexi both insist they're here for me as well.
After dinner we decide we need something more stimulating than television. So, we fire up the video games. Fortunately, we have a couple of games that can support four players. We play for a couple hours until we're all more relaxed. Only then is it television time.
Daddy suggests the four of us all cuddle on the couch, but Hazel insists there isn't room for her. She sits on the armchair while Lexi and I snuggle up with Daddy. There's a funny moment when Lexi and I both reach for Daddy's crotch at the same time. Our hands meet, and we look at each other and giggle.
"You girls horny?" Daddy asks.
"Always!" Lexi and I both say at the same time.
"Sluts." Hazel snorts teasingly.
"You know it!" I announce loudly.
"I'll have him tonight." Lexi reasons. "You have fun with your father, Kayla."
"You sure?" I ask.
"Don't I get a say in this?" Daddy wonders.
"Nope!" Hazel adds helpfully.
"Well, I'm not gonna turn down Daddy dick." I say.
I pull down Daddy's lounge pants and boxer briefs, freeing his half-hard dick. Grasping his shaft, I start giving Daddy a handjob. Once he's fully hard, I pull my hand off him and put my hair up in a ponytail. Then I stick my head in his lap and start sucking.
"Oh fuck, that's it, keep sucking!" Daddy moans. "Keep sucking me, baby girl!"
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moan happily.
The television is on in the background as I give my dad a blowjob. The most important man in my life. He will always be the most important man in my life. No matter what. Even when I'm married with children, he will still be Daddy.
My hand cups his balls as I bob my head on the top half of his cock. I wish I could take his entire length, but he's so fucking big! My little mouth is stretching wide around his shaft as drool runs freely from my lips. My saliva runs down his shaft and lands on my hand.
"Suck that dick, you dirty Slut!" Lexi encourages.
"Mm!" I hum around the thick meat in my mouth.
"Do you like your daughter's not-so-innocent mouth on you, Steven?" I hear Hazel ask.
"Fuck, I love it." Daddy moans as he grips my ponytail.
With one hand holding my ponytail, I feel Daddy's other hand running along my side. Soon, he's cupping one of my boobs from outside my shirt. I'm not wearing a bra, and I can feel Daddy's fingers pinch my nipple. I moan. Fuck, I love when he touches me.
"Getting close, Honey." Daddy warns a few minutes later.
"Do it!" Lexi breathes. "Cum in her mouth!"
"Keep doing that, Kayla! Keep doing that and I'll cum!" he groans.
I keep going. My lips glide along his shaft as I suck and moan. I make loud gurgling noises as I suck dick. Soon, I feel his penis throbbing in my mouth. This is it! Engulfing half of his shaft in my warm mouth, I suck hard as my tongue bathes his length.
"Kayla!" Daddy groans as his hips buck.
Warm, thick, delicious cum floods my willing mouth. I don't swallow. I wanna share with Lexi. I hold Daddy's cum in my mouth, my cheeks are bulging with the large amount of seed Daddy's big balls hold. Finally, the last few drops dribble out onto my tongue.
"Did you save some for me?" Lexi asks when I pull my mouth off of Daddy.
"Mmhmm!" I moan, my cheeks full of sperm.
Lexi and I both lean across Daddy. Our lips meet. I snowball a large sample of cum between Lexi's lips. She swirls it around her mouth before passing it back to me. This continues, with each of us swallowing a small mount until it's all gone.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" I ask as I look up at him with his cum clinging to my lips.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla." he smiles down at me.
Then Lexi and I are cuddling with Daddy again. I'm on his right, while Lexi is on his left. At one point, his hands find their way up our shirts. He's cupping a titty in each hand, lightly playing with our hard nipples as we all watch television.
Time for bed. The four of us all walk together to the hallway with all the bedrooms. Lexi and Daddy invite Hazel into their room for a threesome, but she declines. I can see tears in her eyes, and know she's close to breaking down again.
"Get some rest, Hazel." Daddy says as he pecks her lips. "We'll see you in the morning."
"Thanks, Steven." Hazel replies, kissing him back.
Lexi and Daddy enter the master bedroom, while Hazel and I go into our own rooms. I get naked and climb into bed. I text Ian goodnight, and he thankfully replies, also wishing me a good night. I finger myself to a very pleasant orgasm before practicing meditation and going to sleep.
Wednesday. Another day. Wake up, shower, shave my legs, pussy, and under arms. Breakfast with Daddy, Lexi, and Hazel. Then dress in a skirt and top before heading to school. I don't carpool with Hazel and Lexi today, since I have therapy. Chat with the girls before homeroom. Go to homeroom, then start the classes for the day.
David and Keith are both absent today. Good news, Kelsey is back. I smile at the petite Spanish girl when I pass her in the hallway. She just nods at me before lowering her gaze and walking by. Fuck, she's not doing well.
Stephanie appears to be in good spirits. She confides in me that she's seeing a therapist now. I tell her I have one as well, and therapy really helps if you let it. Stephanie gives me another hug before continuing on her way.
Lunch time. I make my way to the unused classroom and wait patiently for Ian. My patience turns to anxiety when he doesn't show up in the first few minutes. I start to think he's not coming when the door finally opens and Ian enters, shutting the door behind him and leaving us in semi-darkness.
"Ian! You came!" I exclaim as I throw my arms around his neck and give him a big smooch.
"We really shouldn't be doing this." he mumbles.
"But, you want to get your dick sucked?" I ask with a giggle.
"Sex doesn't solve our problems, Kayla." Ian insists.
"I know, but until you actually dump me, we're still a couple." I reason. "Can't a girl give her sexy boyfriend a blowjob?"
"I don't feel right about this." he says.
"Then tell me to stop." I reply as I get up on my toes and start planting soft kisses all along his neck.
He doesn't tell me to stop. My lips soon find his, and we're making out again. Then I'm on my knees with his dick in my slutty mouth. I jerk him off with one hand while sucking on the top half of his prick. In just a few minutes, Ian bucks his hips and fills my mouth with cock cream.
I stand up and smile at him. Ian then shocks me by pressing his lips to mine. Rather than make out with me, he kisses down my chin and along my neck. I moan and grip his upper arms as Ian's hands find my breasts. He squeezes me from outside my shirt and bra.
"Oh, Ian!" I husk, my head tilting back to allow him to suck on my neck.
Keeping one hand on my breast, Ian's other hand reaches up my skirt. Before I realize what's happening, Ian's fingers are pushing past my panties and into my sopping wet hole. I shudder in his grasp as my mouth opens in a loud moan.
Ian starts fingering me. My hand reaches down and clamps down on his wrist as he slides two fingers in and out of me. Oh God, this feels good. My legs are shaking, and I can feel my juices leaking out of me.
"Oh God, right there! Right there!" I hiss as Ian finds the perfect motions.
He sucks on my neck as his thumb finds my clit. Ian pushes his two fingers all the way up my cunt as his thumb circles my clit. Holy shit! Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy shit! My knees get weak as my toes curl in my shoes.
"You're gonna make me cum!" I announce. "Oh, Ian! Ian!"
I cum. I cum hard. I have to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. Ian pulls away from my neck, his face inches from mine as he looks into my eyes while I cum on his fingers. A few moments later, the electric shocks subside, and Ian pulls his fingers out of my snatch.
"I just figured it wasn't fair that I was the only one feeling good." he admits with a blush.
"I loved your confidence." I smile. "You just took me!"
"I figured you'd stop me if you didn't want me to do it." Ian shrugs.
"Oh, I definitely wanted that!" I giggle.
"Lunch?" he suggests, holding out his hand.
"Lunch." I agree with a nod as I take his hand.
We walk hand-in-hand to lunch. Everyone at our usual table smiles as they see us approaching with our fingers laced. Yeah, I'm happy. Ian talks to me all through lunch, a lot of the awkwardness gone. At least for the moment.
I go to my afternoon classes. My mind wanders, even though I do try to pay attention to the lessons. Still, my heart isn't in it. I'm ready to leave. Soon enough, the afternoon classes end and I'm heading out to my car.
It isn't long before I'm parking at my therapist's office. I make my way inside and wait for Kasey to call me in, which she does five minutes later. I tell Kasey about Hazel being pregnant. I tell her that Daddy is the father. Really, I tell her everything except for the fact that I'm sexually involved with my father.
Kasey hides her reactions well, but I can tell she's shocked by Hazel's pregnancy. It makes sense. She asks me how I'm feeling about it, and I tell her I'm excited to be a big sister. We also discuss what it will be like if I have to testify. Then we spend the rest of the session going over meditation techniques.
"I'm home!" I announce as I walk into the main living room.
"How was therapy?" Lexi asks.
"It was good." I answer as I sit down with the girls and take out my books.
"Did you tell her I'm pregnant?" Hazel wonders.
"Yeah, I hope that's okay?" I ask.
"It's fine." Hazel shrugs. "It's not like your therapist knows me."
"Okay, good." I smile.
"Does your therapist think I'm a whore?" Hazel asks in a sad voice.
"Hazel, you're not a whore!" Lexi insists.
"No one thinks that about you." I add.
"My parents do." Hazel mumbles, her lower lip quivering.
"Fuck them!" Lexi hisses. "They have an amazing daughter that they treated like shit!"
"I'm not amazing." Hazel lowers her head in shame.
"Listen to me, you sexy bitch!" I say as I grip Hazel's face in both hands and lift her head until she's looking at me. "You're amazing! You're beautiful! You're going to be the best mom ever!"
"You really think so?" Hazel asks.
"I know so." I answer as I press my lips to hers.
"Kayla." Hazel whispers.
Hazel and I start making out intensely. It isn't long before clothes start coming off. Lexi, Hazel, and I are kissing and touching each other as we rip each others clothing off. The three of us end up in a daisy chain on the floor of the main living room. I'm eating out Hazel as she eats out Lexi, who in turn, is eating out me.
We need each other. All six of us. My five Slut-sisters and I. We all struggle in our own way, but we help each other get through life. I know we'll be making love with each other for the rest of our lives. Slut-sisters forever.
"Is this a private party, or can I join in?" Daddy's voice asks.
"Oh, hi Daddy!" I smile as I pull away from Hazel's pussy and hop to my feet. I run over to Daddy and hug him tight.
"What a sight to come home to." he comments as he watches Hazel and Lexi stand up and approach him.
"You really love me?" Hazel asks Daddy.
"I do." he nods and smiles.
"Then fuck me!" Hazel loudly demands as she bends over. She places her hands on the arm of the couch as she sticks out her firm ass.
Daddy doesn't need to be told twice. He gets behind Hazel and drops his pants and underwear, freeing his massive erection. Gripping Hazel's hips, he slots himself at her opening and pushes inside, making Hazel arch her back and moan.
"That's it!" Hazel groans. "Fuck me! Fuck me nice and hard!"
As Daddy drills Hazel from behind, Lexi and I get into a sixty-nine with her on top. We start eating each other out as we listen to the sounds of Daddy's hips impacting with Hazel's butt. I look up briefly to see Daddy holding Hazel's long ponytail as his other hand slaps her ass. This is only the beginning.
Lexi and I each cum once before we hear Hazel announce her own orgasm to the room. Daddy doesn't cum yet, instead pulling out of Hazel. Lexi gets on her knees and starts munching on Hazel's box. At the same time, Daddy lays me down on the floor and gets between my spread legs.
"Eat me out, Daddy!" I beg.
Hazel and Lexi are now tribbing on the floor as Daddy buries his face in my teenage twat. The room is full of our moans, and Daddy soon gets fully naked. Is this it? Is he going to enter me. No. Not yet. Instead, he has me get on top of him. I end up in a sixty-nine with my own father. His hands hold my butt cheeks apart as his tongue parts my labia.
Daddy eats me out to two orgasms before he's ready to cum. Instead of hogging his load, I get on my knees beside two of my Slut-sisters. We three naked eighteen-year-old girls all place our hands on our thighs as we lean forward and show Daddy our titties. We beg for his cum.
We all start giggling when white seed begins raining down upon us. I feel a dollop of cum dangling from my chin. Looking to my right, I see that Lexi is taking a face-full of warm semen. Daddy then hits me again before moving to Hazel. He presses his cock to Hazel's lips and drains the rest into her willing mouth.
"Feeling better?" Daddy chuckles as Hazel happily nurses at his mushroom head.



"Maybe a little." Hazel giggles. "How did you know we were comforting each other?"
"Because of the way you asked if I loved you." he explains.
"Oh." Hazel smiles as she stands up. "Kayla said I'll be a good mom."
"Kayla's right." Daddy nods.
"You are loved, Hazel." I say as I walk over to her and kiss her again.
"We all love you." Lexi adds, kissing Hazel as well.
"Thank you. All of you." Hazel smiles, tears once again filling her eyes.
"C'mon, let's have dinner." Daddy suggests.
The four of us dress in underwear and robes, then we head down to dinner. Another nice meal, with people I love. With people who love me. Hazel still has a long way to go, but she's definitely making progress. Sex can solve some problems!
"I have some news." Daddy says over dinner.
"About Stacey?" Lexi asks with narrow eyes.
"No, nothing to do with Stacey." he replies.
"You bought that company and now you're even richer?" Hazel suggests.
"Not yet." Daddy chuckles. "But I am working on that one."
"How about you two just let him tell us." I suggest with an eye roll.
"Thanks, Honey." he smiles before turning serious. "I heard from the PI today."
"What did he say?" I ask nervously.
"It's good news." Daddy says. "I would have told you sooner, but in my defense, there were three naked eighteen-year-old girls going at it in the living room."
"Whatever." Lexi blows a raspberry. "Tell us now!"
"Arrest warrants have been issued for Keith, David, and five other eighteen-year-old guys who were at the party with Stephanie and Kelsey." he states simply.
"W-what?" I sputter.
"It's happening, Kayla." Daddy smiles. "Jason thinks David and Keith know it's coming. They weren't at school today, right?"
"Right." I confirm with a nod.
"Wait. Wait, wait, wait!" Lexi states. "Five others? Is that all of them?"
"No." Daddy sighs. "They might bring charges on more guys. There were a lot of Keith's friends at that party, but apparently they're still sorting through semen samples. The girls' memories are pretty hazy, too."
"That many guys were at the party? What kind of party was this?!" Hazel asks with wide eyes.
"Something Keith liked to do. He had a lot of friends at other schools. They'd pay him to use me. Probably paid him to rape Stephanie and Kelsey. Fucking asshole!" Lexi screeches.
"Well, he's going down for it." Daddy says in satisfaction.
"Good." Lexi says, letting out a breath.
"I hope he dies in prison." I say vehemently.
"Me, too." Hazel nods.
"I just want them both out of our lives forever." I mumble weakly.
"Are you okay, Honey?" my father asks.
"I-I think so." I whisper.
We continue our meal as we discuss the fate of David and Keith. We all hope they get the maximum sentence possible. Thankfully, Keith has drug charges on top of the rape charges, so hopefully he has to serve them consecutively.
I'm going to have to testify. Fuck. Daddy confirms that one of the charges Keith is facing is for my rape. A jury seeing the video of me getting raped up the ass. I can barely breathe. I don't finish my dinner. My appetite is gone.
It's back to the main living room after dinner. This time, all four of us are cuddling on the big couch. Lexi and I are on either side of Daddy as he wraps his arms around us. Hazel is snuggling up with me, her fingers running through my hair.
Hazel is definitely doing better now. Tonight, when Daddy and Lexi invite her in, the tan girl enters the master bedroom for a threesome. I know I can join them, but I'm not ready to have sex with Daddy just yet. We're waiting for the right time.
I get naked in my bedroom and hop into bed. I push my fingers up my cunt and start fingering myself as I imagine Daddy fucking me. Then I imagine Ian. I make sure to cum once for each of them. Finally, I snap a picture of my wet pussy and send it to Ian.
Kayla: She misses you. :(
Ian: I miss her!
Kayla: You made her feel really good today.
Ian: I'm glad.
Kayla: Sweet dreams, Ian.
Ian: Goodnight, Kayla.
Keith and David are going to jail. Hazel is pregnant. Ian and I are still working through things. Fuck, a lot is going on right now. I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method to try and relax. It helps a little bit. I'm able to fall asleep.
I have another nightmare. A terrible car accident. I'm laying on the pavement, covered in blood as I look into Daddy's eyes. His open, uncomprehending eyes. He's dead. Daddy's gone. Mommy's gone. I'm all alone. I'm all alone...
Sweat dots my body as I shoot up in bed. Glancing at my phone, I see that it is just after 3:00AM. I grab a drink of water before returning to bed. I'm still hot, so I lay on top of the covers as I drift back off to sleep.
My alarm wakes me Thursday morning, and I'm exhausted. I stumble to the bathroom and take a shower before breakfast to wash the sweat from my body. Then I head down to breakfast in my robe, meeting up with Daddy, Lexi, and Hazel.
"You okay, Honey?" Daddy asks.
"Bad dream." I grunt as I join them at the table.
"Another gang bang dream?" Lexi wonders.
"No. I don't have those anymore. I'm past that." I say.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" Hazel asks.
"No, I'm good." I say as I start eating my breakfast.
We talk about the upcoming arrests, and Daddy promises to text all of us with any news. Then, after breakfast, Daddy goes to work out while we girls get ready for school. The three of us climb into Lexi's car, and she drives us to school.
Something is wrong. Marcia and Ashley are waiting for us when we arrive. Marcia is crying softly, and Ashley looks close to tears herself. Son of a bitch. Now what? Hazel, Lexi, and I approach our two Slut-sisters with concern.
"Ashley? Marcia? What's wrong?" Lexi wonders.
"Hazel's parents." Marcia mumbles.
"What about my parents?!" Hazel screeches so loudly that several nearby students turn their heads to look at us.
"Shh, keep it down." I warn Hazel.
"Hazel's parents have been going on a rampage." Ashley explains. "I'm not sure how, but they figured out about Steven and Lexi dating. They know Hazel is staying with you guys. They called mine and Marcia's parents and told them all about the 'den of sin' at your house. Our parents don't want us hanging out with you anymore!"
"M-my mom kept asking me if I was a virgin this morning. She almost didn't let me come to school." Marcia says as tears roll down her cheeks.
"My dad doesn't believe me. I told him I'm a virgin. He knows I'm lying." Ashley says. "Oh! Kayla, you need to warn your father. I think Hazel's parents are gonna call him, too!"
"Do they have his number?" I ask.
"Yes!" Marcia whispers as her lower lip quivers. "My parents looked through my phone. Thankfully, they didn't find the nudes, but they took down all the numbers I have. I'm sure my parents gave your dad's number to Hazel's parents."
"My dad is pissed about Bermuda now. He knows Steven let us 'slut around' and now he's gonna call Steven, too." Ashley cries as the tears begin flowing from her eyes as well.
"Oh, my God!" Lexi gasps, clapping her hands to her mouth. "What are we gonna do?!"
"It's all my fault!" Hazel whines.
"I can't afford to move out, and my parents won't let me come over anymore. I may be eighteen, but I still live there. I-I don't know what to do!" Ashley exclaims.
"Fuck!" I cry out. "Fuck! What do we do? We need each other!"
Before we realize what we're doing, all five of us are hugging and crying. Hazel and Marcia are hyperventilating. Lexi looks like she's gonna throw up. People are staring at us, but we don't care. All we can do is hold each other and hope for a way through this.
We can't stay like this forever. Homeroom is coming up. Our group hug ends. We promise that no one will ever keep us apart before heading to our respective homerooms. As soon as I sit down, I pull out my phone and text Daddy.
Kayla: Ashley and Marcia's parents know about Hazel. They don't want the girls over anymore!
Daddy: I heard. I just got off the phone with Hazel's father.
Kayla: How did that go?
Daddy: Not well, Kayla. He called me a bunch of names and said you and I are going to Hell.
Kayla: What do we do?
Daddy: I don't know. Ashley and Marcia still live with their parents, under their rules.
Kayla: FUCK!
Daddy: I know. :(
Kayla: I think Ashley and Marcia's parents might be calling you, too.
Daddy: I'll be prepared. Thanks for the warning.
Kayla: I love you, Daddy.
Daddy: I love you, too.
This isn't good. Fuck, this is so bad. I'm trapped in my own personal Hell all through homeroom. Our group chat is completely silent, no one knows what to say. That's when I remember; Nicole. She doesn't know. I text the group chat and fill her in.
Now the group chat blows up. The floodgates are open. Nicole expresses her sympathies as we girls all cry about how much we hate Hazel's parents. How we hate that Marcia and Ashley's parents are so old-fashioned. Nicole promises to always be here for us, that we'll always be Slut-sisters.
I barely pay attention to my morning classes. Actually, I don't pay attention at all. I take down the homework assignments so I'll be able to deal with this shit later. Other than that, we all hide our phones and text throughout all our morning classes. I also receive some news from Daddy.
Daddy: David's been arrested.
Kayla: That's great, I'll tell the girls!
Daddy: Thanks. They also arrested those five other boys.
Kayla: What about Keith?
Daddy: Police went to his house to serve the arrest warrant, but he wasn't there.
Kayla; Where is he?
Daddy: Based on his cleared out room, the police think he's running. They're looking for his car.
Kayla: Will they find him?
Daddy: I'm sure they will, it won't take long.
Kayla: I hope so.
Daddy: There's more.
Kayla; Oh God, what?
Daddy: I spoke with the girls' parents.
Kayla: And?
Daddy: Both sets of parents made it clear that Ashley and Marcia aren't allowed over anymore.
Kayla: FUCK! FUCK! SHIT! ASS!
Daddy: My thoughts exactly. I'm also concerned that those boys' parents will find out as well.
Kayla: Ian, Josh, and Shawn?
Daddy: Yes. Hazel's parents are on a mission to convince everyone of how horrible we are.
Kayla; Yet, they're the ones who disowned their own daughter!
Daddy: I know. I know.
My morning classes are finally over. I make my way through the hallway and see Stephanie and Kelsey. I do let them know about Keith and David's arrests. Stephanie smiles, but Kelsey just sniffles and nods her head.
At last I make it to the unused classroom. I slip inside and wait for Ian. He arrives a few minutes later and notices how distraught I am. I'm in his arms, hugging him tightly as he holds me close and coos softly that everything will be okay.
I tell him everything. The arrests, Hazel's parents, Marcia's parents, Ashley's parents. The only thing I hold back is Hazel's pregnancy. The guys aren't supposed to know about that yet. Ian just holds me tightly as I cry my eyes out.
"Sorry." I mumble against his chest. "You came here to get your dick sucked, and I'm just ruining your shirt."
"Kayla, it's fine." Ian says as he runs his fingers through my raven hair. "I'm here for you."
"Thank you, Ian." I whisper.
"I'm worried Josh and Shawn's parents will make them end things with the girls if they find out." he admits.
"This is so fucked up!" I wail.
"I know." Ian sighs.
"Please, don't break up with me!" I whimper. "Please!"
"Don't worry about that right now, okay?" he asks. "We're still together. I'm here for you."
Ian and I never make it to lunch. We stay in the semi-dark classroom the entire lunch period. He holds me close and assures me that he's here for me. I just keep crying. We both gets texts, me from the girls, him from the guys, asking where we are.
We both reply, saying we're having lunch alone today. Fortunately, that's enough for everyone. Ian sits down at the teacher's desk and I curl up in his lap, sobbing away. I wish I could stay like this, but the bell ending lunch soon rings.
"I'm sorry, I have to get to class." Ian says as he gently wipes away my tears.
"It's not your fault." I mumble.
I kiss Ian goodbye before going to the bathroom to wash my face. Then I go to my first afternoon class. It drags. Holy shit, does it drag. Then my next class, and the class after that. Finally, the day is over.
"You okay?" Lexi asks when I meet her after school.
"No." I shake my head.
"Me neither." she says as we walk out to her car.
"Where's Hazel?" I wonder.
"Didn't you check the group text?" Lexi wonders. "She said she got called into the dean's office a few minutes ago."
"Oh, I didn't realize." I say, taking out my phone. "Fuck, what else can go wrong?"
Looking up from my phone, I realize someone is crouching on the other side of my car. He stands up. Lexi and I both freeze when we realize that we're alone in this part of the parking lot with Keith Strulk.
"Scream, and I'll kill you both." he states coldly.
Keith is holding a gun in one hand and a long knife in the other. My mouth is dry, my heart is racing. Looking around, I see that no one is nearby. Keith is holding the gun and knife in such a way that no one will be able to tell he's armed from a distance. I then notice Lexi shift her body so that she's shielding me. Keith just chuckles and gestures with the gun toward Lexi's car.
"Get in the car, cum dumps." Keith sneers. "We're gonna go for a little ride."
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 32! I hope you enjoy it. This was a tough one to write. As promised, it doesn't get too crazy or unrealistic. At least, I don't think it does. Hopefully, you agree. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
Steven
I'm sitting in my large office Thursday afternoon. I'm just getting out of a very long meeting, so long that I actually haven't eaten lunch yet. Thankfully, Stacey offers to go pick up some food for the two of us to share. It's nice of her to wait for me to have lunch.
"Sir?" Stacey calls out as she knocks on my open door. "Food's here."
"Great, thanks Stacey!" I exclaim while gesturing for her to come in.
Stacey walks into my office and sets the food down on my desk. Then she pulls a chair over so she can sit across from me. I open the bag and start taking out containers. Stacey smiles at me as she sits down and takes her food.
"You must be starving, that meeting went on forever." Stacey comments.
"Yeah, I am really hungry." I acknowledge. "I'm sure I'm not the only one, though. Thanks for waiting for me to eat."
"My pleasure, Sir." Stacey smiles.
Stacey is such a great assistant. I feel terrible for how badly I'm hurting her. Still, there's nothing I can do. She wants something I can't give her. I do miss our closeness though, and I have to be honest, I also miss her tight pussy and warm mouth. A big part of me wants to bend her over and spank her tight ass cheeks right now.
It isn't just sex though, I really enjoy talking with Stacey. I love having lunch with her every day. She isn't Lexi, I'm not in love with her, but I do care deeply for her. She's going through a lot, and I can't help. I hate feeling this way.
"How are things going with April?" I ask to break the silence.
"Oh, the same." Stacey answers after swallowing a bite of food. "We text during the day and talk on the phone after work."
"Sounds like you're getting really close." I comment.
"We are, but we avoid the topics that cause issues." she tells me. "We haven't mentioned moving in together, or our feelings for each other."
"That must make for some awkward conversations." I say.
"Just like ours." Stacey snorts.
"Yeah..." I trail off.
"Don't worry, Steven." she replies. "I'm not quitting. I love this job. I love our lunches."
"I'm glad, because I love having you as an assistant." I respond.
"Looks like you're stuck with me!" Stacey giggles.
"I'm okay with that." I smile.
"April and I are probably gonna get together this weekend." she comments to make conversation.
"Oh yeah?" I inquire. "Gonna do anything fun?"
"Most likely just hit the bar again." Stacey answers.
"Looking for another pair of lucky guys?" I ask.
"Maybe." she shrugs while giving me a mischievous smile and a sexy wink. "Can I ask you something?"
"Anything." I reply.
"Do you get jealous at all when I hook up with guys?" Stacey nervously asks. "I mean, I did take two cocks last weekend."
"I have no right to be jealous." I say carefully. I feel my phone go off in my pocket, but decide to ignore it.
"That isn't what I asked." she responds.
"Fine." I sigh. "Yes. I'm jealous."
"I'm sorry." Stacey says sincerely.
"You have nothing to apologize for." I insist. "You're a single woman having a great time. And I just want you to be happy."
"I want you to be happy, too." she whispers, tears forming in her eyes.
"I am." I say with a nod as my phone goes off again. "Everything is perfect."
"Everything?" Stacey asks with a smirk.
"Well, maybe not everything." I sigh. "I have to be honest Stacey, I still want you. Badly. I can't have you. We both need to accept that and keep living our lives."
"Yeah..." she trails off while wiping the tears from her eyes. "At least I still have you in my life."
"That will never change." I promise. "See? Life is pretty damn good."
That's when my phone starts ringing. Someone isn't just texting now. Shit, the texts must be important. Hopefully, nothing is wrong. I apologize to Stacey before taking out my phone. I notice that Hazel is calling. Fuck. Something is wrong.
"Hello?" I say into the phone.
"Steven?" Hazel asks. I can tell she's crying.
"Hazel, what's wrong?" I inquire.
"Kayla and Lexi ditched me!" Hazel blubbers into the phone.
"What do you mean?" I ask in confusion.
"I had a meeting with the Dean!" Hazel explains. "He kept asking me if I was okay, if I had a place to stay. He heard about the pregnancy, Steven! My fucking parents!"
"Shh, it's okay." I say into the phone. I can see Stacey gesturing at me, asking if she should leave. I nod quickly and Stacey makes her exit. "The school is just looking out for you."
"I kept telling him I was fine, and that I didn't need help. He gave me a bunch of pamphlets with resources for young mothers and stuff." Hazel tells me.
"That was nice of him." I comment. "What happened next?"
"I went out to the parking lot and Lexi's car was gone!" Hazel cries. "They ditched me!"
"Hazel, you girls are incredibly close. I'm sure they didn't ditch you. Did you call them?" I ask.
"Yes!" Hazel exclaims. "I called them both, but their phones went straight to voicemail."
"Wait. What?" I ask, suddenly feeling like something might be very wrong. "They turned their phones off?"
"I-I guess so?" she mumbles. "Is that important?"
"Why would they turn their phones off? Why would they drive off without you?" I ask.
"Oh, I, uh..." Hazel stammers.
"Okay, I'm coming to get you." I say. "We'll figure this out."
"Thank you, Steven." she whispers.
"You're welcome." I reply. "Bye, Hazel."
"Bye, Steven." she says.
I put my phone in my pocket, feeling very concerned. Why the fuck would two teenage girls turn off their cell phones? Why would they ditch Hazel without even texting or calling her? I tell myself not to panic, that there's probably a reasonable explanation. I try calling Kayla and Lexi myself, confirming that their phones are off.
"I'm leaving early." I say to Stacey as I exit my office.
"Is everything okay?" Stacey asks in concern.
"I don't know." I answer honestly. "Kayla and Lexi aren't answering their phones."
"That's weird." Stacey comments, her brow furrowed.
"I know, I have to go to the school." I say.
"Please let me know when you find out they're okay." she says.
"I will." I promise. "Thank you, Stacey."
"Of course, Sir." Stacey nods.
I'm out the door and heading toward my car. I throw my briefcase into the backseat before getting in and starting the engine. Then, I'm off. The entire ride various scenarios go through my mind, each less likely than the last.
Finally, I arrive at the high school. It doesn't take long to find Hazel, who is standing in an empty parking spot, looking lost and confused. Fuck, this girl is so emotional right now. She isn't thinking clearly. It's strange to see the normally confident girl so lost. I park beside her and get out of the car.
"Hazel?" I call out.
"Steven!" she gasps as she throws her arms around me.
"I'm here." I whisper as I hug her as tightly as I can with her backpack in the way.
"Did you get in touch with Kayla and Lexi?" Hazel asks.
"No, I'm getting really worried." I admit.
"I didn't even think something might be wrong!" the tan girl wails. "I just thought they ditched me, but you're right, I'm being an idiot. They wouldn't do that! What's wrong? Is something wrong?"
"Hazel, calm down." I say. "We'll figure this out."
Hazel sobs into my shoulder as I hold the tall woman close. Once she's calm, I have her toss her backpack in the backseat and get into the front of the car. Then I get in as well. I'm just about to call the police when my phone goes off again.
Unknown: $10 million. Cash. Or I rape and kill your whore daughter and slut girlfriend.
Keith. Keith Strulk has the girls. I know it. The rapist is on the run now that there's an arrest warrant out for him. He must be hoping to make some quick cash to disappear with. He's a fucking idiot to think he'll actually get away with this.
Unknown: Call the cops, I rape and kill them. Get the funds. I'll be in touch.
"Steven? What's wrong?" Hazel inquires as she stares at me.
"Keith has the girls." is all I'm able to say.
"What?!" Hazel screeches. "Oh God, what do we do?!"
"We call the police." I say.
I dial the local police station. I immediately give my name and explain the situation. They offer to send someone to me, but I say that I'm nearby and can come straight in. The police promise to take this very seriously. I give them Lexi's license plate number, as well as the make and model of her car so they can start searching for it.
On the way to the police station, I call Jason, the PI. He tells me not to panic and that the right thing to do is call the police. Keith is some stupid eighteen-year-old who thinks life works like some crappy movie. He'll never get away with this.
I understand that Keith can't get away with this. I don't care about the money, though. He has the girls! He could be raping Kayla and Lexi right now. Jason assures me that Keith just wants money. The idiot probably thinks he can flee the country and start over. Again, like some movie. He won't hurt the girls while he needs them for leverage.
Hazel is sobbing hysterically as we drive to the police station. I do my best to comfort the poor girl, but I'm almost as distraught as she is. I'm trying to be calm. I need to be calm. The girls need me to be calm. Fuck, fuck, shit!
Finally, we arrive at the station. We're immediately shown inside and I'm taken to a conference room. Hazel is asked to wait outside, since she isn't family. A familiar face enters after a few minutes. Detective McLorn. She looks serious as she shakes my hand and sits down across from me.
"Can I see the texts on your phone?" the detective asks.
"Sure." I hand her my phone.
"Hm, okay." she begins. "We're already working to trace the texts. We're also trying to track the girls' cell phones."
"How could this have happened?" I ask.
"Well, we went to arrest Keith this morning, but his parents said he disappeared. It looks like he suspected we were coming." Detective McLorn begins. "He knows you are wealthy and thinks he can actually get out of the country with enough money to live off of."
"Fucking idiot." I hiss.
"Agreed." the detective says. "This isn't television. Some dumb kid isn't going to be able to run from the law."
"I'm more concerned about the girls while he has them." I say.
"I understand." Detective McLorn states. "I assure you, we are doing everything in our power to locate them. He's hoping to use them to get money out of you, hurting them doesn't serve that purpose."
"Thank you, Detective." I reply. "What should I do? He said he's gonna contact me again."
"We put a tap on your line, so we'll know when he texts you again." the detective says. "He probably bought one of those pay-as-you-go phones at a convenience store and is using that, thinking we can't trace it. He was smart enough to turn it off when he isn't using it, unfortunately. For now, just wait here. We'll tell you how to proceed if he contacts you. If he calls, just try and be calm. Agree with whatever he wants and then tell us right away."
"I will, thank you Detective." I nod. "Is it okay if Hazel joins me? She's going through a lot, and I don't want her to be alone."
"That should be fine." the detective agrees.
Detective McLorn leaves, and returns a few minutes later with a very distraught Hazel. Hazel sits in the seat beside me and takes some tissues from the table to blow her nose. Detective McLorn excuses herself, promising to return with news.
"I need to text the girls and let them know what's going on." Hazel says, her eyes wide as she realizes that the Slut-sisters don't know.
"Okay, text them." I nod.
Hazel sends a text to their group chat. Then her phone starts going crazy. At first, it's a couple of texts, but then the phone starts ringing. Looking at the display, I see it's Marcia calling. Then I notice another call coming in from Ashley. Hazel doesn't answer. She just holds the phone and cries softly. That's when my phone rings.
"Hello?" I say into the phone.
"That piece of shit rapist has my sister?!" Nicole screeches.
"And my daughter." I confirm.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Nicole starts hyperventilating into the phone.
"It's okay, he just wants money." I reason. "He won't hurt the girls while he still thinks he can get it."
"Give him whatever he wants!" Nicole shouts. "I can't lose my sister!"
"The police will tell us how to handle this safely." I assure Nicole.
"Steven, I'm scared." Nicole sniffles.
"Everything will be okay." I tell her, trying to convince myself as well.
"I-I need to call Kyle. He has to know." she says.
"You're right. I'll let you go." I reply.
"Keep me posted!" Nicole instructs.
"I will. I love you, Nicole." I whisper.
"Save my sister! Save Kayla!" Nicole orders before hanging up.
Hazel is still holding her phone and shaking with sobs. She isn't responding to the texts or calls that keep coming in. Eventually, the girls figure out that Hazel isn't going to answer. That's when my phone rings again.
"Ashley?" I inquire.
"Where are Kayla and Lexi?!" the tall blonde demands.
"We don't know. The police are working on it. I'm at the station with Hazel." I answer.
"FUCK!" Ashley screams. "I'm coming!"
"Ashley, no." I state. "There's nothing you can do here, you'll just crowd the police."
"Then what do I do? I need to help!" she insists.
"Just stay safe at home." I say in a calm, firm voice. "And let Marcia know to do the same. I'll make sure you get any news."
"My parents can suck a dick!" Ashley screeches. "They aren't keeping me away from my Slut-sisters! EVER!"
"We can talk about that later, but for now, just try and remain calm." I advise. "I promise you'll know everything I do."
"Thank you, Steven." she says.
"You're welcome." I answer.
We say goodbye and end our call. Hazel ends up leaning her head on my shoulder and sobbing non-stop. I wrap my arm around the emotional girl and try to stay calm myself. We wait. I actually call my attorney and make sure he knows of the situation. He agrees that the best option is to let the police handle it. Eventually, Detective McLorn returns.
"Detective." I nod.
"Sir." she says politely before sitting across from us.
"Do you have news?" I ask. "And is it okay if Hazel stays?"
"Yes." Detective McLorn agrees. "We found the girls' cell phones. It looks like Keith shut them off and then threw them out the car window when he pulled out of the school parking lot. Both were smashed. We were lucky to find them."
"I see." I state.
"We also discovered that Keith Strulk's father kept a gun in the house. It's missing." the detective sighs.
"He's armed?" I ask, my eyes wide with fear.
"Yes." Detective McLorn confirms. "We suspected as much, but now it's confirmed."
"What are the next steps?" I ask as Hazel buries her face in her hands and sobs.
"Our best bet is to locate Ms. Davis' car. We have patrol cars out searching for it, but so far, nothing." the detective states. "We also confirmed the number of the phone he's texting you from. We expect him to contact you soon."
"Okay." I nod. "Let me know if there's anything I should do. Should I start getting the funds together, just in case?"
"No." Detective McLorn shakes her head. "Once we locate him, we intend to try and talk him down. Make him realize he can't get away with this, and his best bet is to surrender peacefully."
"Does that usually work?" I wonder.
"Yes, it does." the detective nods. "I know what you've probably seen on television, but please know that those situations are designed for ratings, not to reflect real life. Most of the time, the person can be reasoned with. We have professionals who specialize in this."
"Okay, thank you." I let out a breath.
"I remember Kayla and Lexi." Detective McLorn states. "They're strong girls. I believe we'll get them home safely."
"I appreciate you saying that." I give her a strong smile as Hazel sobs beside me.
After a few more comments, the detective departs, leaving me alone with Hazel once again. I continue trying to comfort the tan girl, but the truth is, I'm as much of a mess as she is. I know we're both imagining what Kayla and Lexi are going through right now.
This is the most helpless I've ever felt in my life. That piece of shit might be raping the girls at this very moment. And there is absolutely nothing I can do about it. I'm stuck sitting in this police station, waiting for the cops to handle it. Just as I'm about to start crying, my phone rings.
"Hello?" I say firmly into the phone, wanting to seem confident.
"Well, hello rich guy." a slick voice replies. "Nice to finally chat."
"Keith." I state as hatred fills my heart.
"Daddy!" a scared female voice calls out. Kayla.
"Shut the fuck up, whore!" Keith hisses as I hear a loud slapping sound followed by crying.
"Did you rape the girls?" I ask, my voice much calmer than I actually am.
"Not this time." Keith claims. "It was tempting, I admit. Some of my fondest memories are of Kayla and your cum dump girlfriend."
"You son of a-!" I hiss before I'm interrupted.
"Now, now, don't get mad." Keith laughs. "You haven't gone to the cops, have you?"
"No, I haven't." I lie. "I wanted to, but I didn't."
"Good. Now, have you gotten my money together?" he asks.
"Yes, I have it." I tell him.
"Great!" I can literally hear the sick pervert smiling. "Once I have my money, you can have your sluts, and you'll never see me again."
"How do I get it to you?" I inquire.
"I'm gonna text you an address." Keith says. "It's a local mall. Your whore will meet you there. She'll bring me the money. Alone. Remember, any sirens, and I kill the other one. If I suspect you're taking too long, I'll rape your daughter."
"I understand." I state.
"Goodbye, Steven." he laughs before hanging up.
I sit there seething with rage. There are really people who are this fucking stupid. There's no way this can actually work out, even if the police aren't a factor. I guess desperate people do stupid things. I completely forget to inform the police about the call. Instead, I stay lost in thought for at least ten minutes. At one point, my phone goes off, providing the address of where Keith wants me to meet Lexi. Detective McLorn rushes in as I'm ruminating.
"He called you?" she asks, hair wild.
"Yes. He also just texted me an address. He said I'm to meet Lexi there with the money. Lexi will bring him the money, and he'll let Kayla go." I explain.
"Okay." the detective nods. "He shut the phone off right after texting you, but he must not understand how cell towers work. Thanks to the tap on your phone ,we got a general location almost instantly. He's at a cheap motel."
"If you send cops, he said he'll kill Kayla!" I exclaim.
"We're sending undercover officers." Detective McLorn explains. "He'll never know."
"Are you sure?" I ask in concern.
"We're professionals, Sir." she smiles kindly. "We know what we're doing."
"What do I do?" I ask.
"To keep up appearances, you'll drive your car to meet Lexi." Detective McLorn tells me. "I'll drive with you. My partner will be confirming which room Keith is in. We'll call the room and start negotiations to get Kayla out of there."
"Okay." I nod.
Detective McLorn has an officer bring Hazel some water, which she gratefully drinks. I kiss Hazel goodbye as the detective and I head out to my car. I get in the driver's seat and start the engine. Twenty minutes later, I'm pulling up at the address Keith texts me.



It's a mall. A busy mall. I walk in the main entrance with the detective and see Lexi standing there, looking terrified. At first, she doesn't see us. Eventually, she does turn and notices me. Her eyes light up as she rushes toward me.
"Steven!" Lexi screeches as she throws her arms around me.
"Lexi!" I hug her tightly.
"Oh God, Steven! I thought I was going to miss you, or be late, the bus took forever, I don't-" she breaks down in my arms.
"Did he hurt you?" I ask, holding her at arms length as I inspect her for injuries.
"Not me..." she mumbles.
"Kayla?!" I gasp, my eyes going wide.
"H-he didn't rape her." Lexi says hurriedly. "At least, he hadn't when I left. I kept telling him to hurt me instead. Keith said we both belong to him, that we're his cum dumps. He held the gun out and made us undress. We were both standing there naked. He made us keep our hands at our sides so he could see our bodies.
"He slapped my tit and grabbed my ass. I-I just remembered all the times he raped me in the past, the thought of him raping Kayla, it was too much. I slapped him! I told him he could do anything he wanted with me, but not to hurt Kayla!"
"Then what happened?" I ask as the detective looks on. Lexi doesn't even seem to notice Detective McLorn.
"H-he said that, just for that, he was gonna make me watch. He had me sit on the bed. T-then he touched Kayla's boobs as she cried. It was awful! Kayla started shaking when he ran his fingers along her pussy. He fingered her. I can still hear her sobbing! Not long after that, he left her alone to call you. Then he had me dress and come here. She was sitting on the bed naked when I left."
"Are you okay, Ms. Davis?" Detective McLorn interrupts.
"I'm not hurt." Lexi confirms. "He ran that big knife along my face to taunt me, but he didn't hurt me."
"What room number?" the detective asks.
"Seven." Lexi replies.
The detective calls the number in as Lexi and I hold each other. I run my fingers through her auburn hair, so grateful that she's okay. That's when Lexi looks around with wide eyes. I frown in confusion before she explains herself.
"You called the police!" Lexi shouts, realization dawning on her. "Keith will kill Kayla!"
"No, he won't." Detective McLorn states. "He needs her. And as far as he knows, everything is still going according to his plan."
"You didn't bring any money?" Lexi shouts. "You need to pay him!"
"No, we need to let the police handle this. That's what they're trained for." I state as I try to comfort Lexi.
"He's right, Ms. Davis." the detective nods. "Giving him money doesn't guarantee Kayla's safety."
"Let's get back to the station." I suggest.
"What? No!" Lexi protests. I have to physically restrain her as she tries to run off. "We need to go back to the motel!"
"My partner is already there." Detective McLorn says. "We found your car in the parking lot."
"The police are at the motel?" Lexi screams as she collapses in my arms. "What if he finds out? He'll rape Kayla!"
"The police are handling this." I insist. "They won't let anything bad happen to Kayla."
"Oh God, oh God!" Lexi starts hyperventilating.
"C'mon, we need to get back." I place a hand at her back and lead her out of the mall.
Soon, I'm back in the car with Lexi and Detective McLorn. On the drive, I give Lexi my phone so she can text the group chat and let the girls know that she's okay. My phone rings, and Lexi spends the rest of the drive having a sobbing conversation with her big sister.
The three of us soon arrive at the police station. Lexi is taken into a private room to make a statement. I'm nervous about her doing that without an attorney, but now isn't the time. Kayla is in danger. After making her statement, Lexi returns with the detective. As soon as Hazel sees Lexi, the tan girl rushes at the redhead and the two of them embrace. They're sobbing hysterically as Detective McLorn heads off to get an update.
"I'm so worried about Kayla!" Lexi cries. "What if he gets bored and rapes her?"
"He won't. He needs her. " I say. I want to believe my own words. I don't.
"Oh God, you should have given me the money to take to him!" Lexi whines.
"That never would have worked out." I remind her. "You know that."
"I'm glad you're okay, Lexi." Hazel says as she holds my girlfriend close.
The three of us sit in this conference room, holding each other and saying whatever we can think of to reassure each other. Lexi is convinced Kayla is being raped, and part of me believes it as well. Keith already has her naked. Just as I'm about to have a panic attack, Detective McLorn returns.
"We made contact with Keith." the detective says.
"What? How?" I ask as the girls look on.
"We called the phone in the motel room." Detective McLorn explains.
"What did he say? Did he hurt Kayla?" Lexi asks in a fearful voice.
"He has a gun and is threatening to kill her if we try to come in." the detective tells us. "He mistakenly believes he can still pull this off. He demanded you show up with the ten million, Sir."
"The police are at the hotel." I frown. "How can he possibly believe he can get away with the money, even if I brought it?"
"He's desperate and stupid." Detective McLorn sighs.
"What are you doing to save Kayla?" Lexi demands.
"We're trying to talk him down. He hung up after making his demands, but we're sure we can wait him out. Now, it's just a matter of time." the detective answers.
"Should I go there?" I ask.
Detective McLorn opens her mouth to answer when the door to the conference room bursts open. A uniformed officer enters and runs up to the detective. Detective McLorn looks toward him as he starts talking.
"Detective, we need you." he gasps.
"Of course." the detective says before turning to us. "I'll be right back."
The officer clearly forgets his training and starts talking to Detective McLorn before the door closes. What we hear makes my heart stop. I can feel how sweaty my palms are as another bead of sweat runs down my face.
"Shots fired at the motel. We had to storm the room." the officer says as the door closes.
I'm not the only one who hears. Lexi and Hazel start crying and hugging each other. I stand up and walk over to the girls. I place a hand on each of their shoulders as I try and comfort them. I don't know if my daughter is alive or dead. This can't be real. This isn't real.
Lexi stands up and wraps her arms around me as she buries her face in my chest and cries. Hazel soon follows. I'm holding both girls, praying with every fiber of my being that Kayla is alright. It's all I can do.
Time passes. I have no idea how much. A minute? An hour? Ten? Every second is an eternity as I wait for news. I know it isn't hours, in fact, it's probably only minutes, it just feels like days. Detective McLorn finally returns.
"Kayla is safe." the detective says.
At last, we are all able to let out a sigh of relief. We're all sobbing incredibly hard as we smile and hug each other tightly. We don't know the details, those will come in time. What matters is that Kayla is safe. I can breathe again.
"What happened?" Lexi asks.
"We're still piecing together exactly what happened, however Kayla is safe and we have a general picture of the events." Detective McLorn assures us. "Keith and Kayla are both on their way to the hospital."
"Did you shoot him?" Hazel wonders.
"No." the detective shakes her head. "We never had to fire."
"Then why...?" I ask.
"Kayla isn't a minor anymore and has a right to privacy. I'm not supposed to give you these details, but if it were my daughter..." Detective McLorn whispers. "Fuck it, you didn't hear any of this from me, okay?"
"We understand. Thank you, Detective." I say. I can't believe Detective McLorn is willing to break the rules for us.
"A gunshot went off and we had to storm the room. When we got inside Keith was on the floor." the detective says.
"Did Kayla get the gun and shoot him?" Lexi asks in confusion.
"I should call my attorney." I state. Kayla is not going through this nightmare only to get charged with a crime.
"She didn't get the gun." Detective McLorn confirms. She seems reluctant to continue, but eventually nods when she makes her decision. "Keith held the gun to her head and made Kayla perform oral sex. She bit him. His arm jerked right before the gun went off, so the bullet just barely missed Kayla's head."
"She could have been killed!" Lexi screeches as Hazel claps her hands to her mouth.
"I know, biting him was very dangerous." the detective agrees. "When we got in the room, Keith was curled up on the floor, cradling his genitals. The gun was on the floor beside him."
"But she's okay? Kayla is okay?" I ask, still feeling terror in my heart. I know it won't abate until I see my baby.
"She is." Detective McLorn nods. A satisfied expression appears on her face. "Kayla was on the floor when we entered. She spit out the top half of his penis."
"What?!" Lexi exclaims.
"She bit it off." the detective confirms. "Like all rapists deserve."
"That's possible?" Hazel just has to ask.
"It is." Detective McLorn nods. "Most human bites just leave shallow wounds, but the jaw is actually quite powerful. Bite something that sticks out and doesn't have bone? Like an ear, or a penis? Then yeah, it's very possible."
"We need to get to the hospital. I need to see my daughter." I state.
"Do you want me to take you?" the detective offers.
"That's okay, my car is here. It's probably easier if I just drive." I say.
"As long as you're sure you're up to it." Detective McLorn replies.
"I am." I nod.
"Very well, I'll follow you." the detective tells me. "I need to speak with Kayla as well."
"Okay." I agree. "I'm sorry to have to do this, but please wait for her attorney before talking with her."
"I understand." Detective McLorn nods.
Lexi, Hazel, and I get in my car and I start the drive. I call Paul Jacobs from the car, and he agrees to meet us at the hospital to represent Kayla. He agrees that this will probably be ruled self-defense, but it's better to not take any chances.
We arrive at the hospital and I immediately demand to see Kayla. We're told she's still being examined. The three of us sit in the waiting area and hold hands. After an unbearably long wait, we're informed that Kayla is in a room and ready for visitors. A doctor is talking to Kayla when we arrive at her hospital room.
"Kayla!" I call out in relief when I see her sitting up in bed.
"KAYLA!" Lexi screams as she almost runs over to her best friend. I have to grab onto her to keep her from attacking Kayla.
"Kayla." Hazel smiles.
"Your family?" the doctor asks Kayla with a kind expression.
"Yeah, my family." Kayla smiles softly. "Can you tell them I'm okay?"
"She's gonna be just fine." the doctor says. "I'll let you all talk."
The doctor makes her exit and we all hug and kiss Kayla. She looks like she's been crying. A lot. Seeing us is making her smile. I'm glad. We all find places to sit, and do our best to keep quiet so that we don't disturb Kayla's roommate, who's sleeping.
"I didn't talk to the cops, Daddy." Kayla tells me. "I remember what you said. I told them to wait for my attorney. They figured out what happened though."
"We heard." Lexi nods. "You bit it off!"
"I did." Kayla sniffles.
"And Paul Jacobs is on his way. The cops will want to talk to you." I say.
"Yeah, they aren't great about giving people time to recover." Kayla rolls her eyes.
"How are you feeling, Kayla?" Hazel asks.
"Better now that you're all here." my daughter answers before looking around in confusion. "Where are my other Slut-sisters?"
"We texted them in the car, they're on their way." Lexi explains.
"What about their parents?" Kayla wonders.
"Ashley actually told her parents to go fuck themselves." Hazel giggles. "She said she's going to see you, and if they don't like it they can kick her out."
"And Nicole is twenty-six." I tease.
"I know that." Kayla giggles. "What about Marcia?"
"She's on her way, too." Lexi says. "She wasn't as forceful, and basically begged her parents. When they heard what happened, they agreed."
Suddenly, there's a knock on the door. Paul Jacobs is here. He's with Detective McLorn. Sadly, since Kayla is eighteen, the detective wants to speak with her alone. Well, alone with her attorney. I have no choice but to agree.
Lexi, Hazel, and I wait outside Kayla's room with the other detective. Detective McLorn's partner does talk to Lexi for a few minutes, but they mostly have everything they need from her. As we're waiting, Nicole, Marcia, and Ashley all arrive.
Everyone exchanges hugs and kisses, and Nicole hugs Lexi so tight the younger sister has to remind Nicole that she still needs to breathe. We all laugh at that. At one point, I text Stacey and let her know that everything is okay now. Stacey replies saying she's glad. I know she wants more details, I just can't provide them. Finally, after about twenty minutes, Detective McLorn and Paul Jacobs emerge from Kayla's room.
"I think we have everything we need." Detective McLorn says when she approaches me.
"Good." I state, offering the detective my hand.
"Is Keith in jail?" Lexi asks while Detective McLorn and I shake hands.
"No, he's in surgery." the detective answers. "They're working to reattach his penis."
"Do they have to?" Hazel whines.
"They're doctors," I explain, "they're obligated to try and help him."
"Fuck that!" Ashley snarls.
"I gave Kayla my card." Detective McLorn says, changing the subject. She then takes out another copy of her card before turning it over and writing something on it. "Here it is for you, too. My personal number is on the back. If you need anything, please call."
"I will, thank you." I state. She's giving me her personal number?
"I'll be going now." the detective says. "We'll contact you again when we have information about a trial for Keith. I'm sure that this will be ruled self-defense."
"I'm glad there won't be any repercussions from this." I say.
"There shouldn't be." Detective McLorn nods.
We talk for a little while longer, then the detective leaves. Paul Jacobs and I shake hands before he also makes his exit. The girls tease me about Detective McLorn showing a clear interest in me. I just roll my eyes. I'm more interested in my daughter's well-being right now.
There's too many of us, we'll crowd Kayla's room. So, Lexi, Hazel, and I wait outside while Nicole, Ashley, and Marcia visit with Kayla. Forty-five minutes pass and the girls reappear. Then, I head inside with Lexi and Hazel.
"How are you feeling, Kayla?" I ask in a hushed voice. Thankfully, her roommate is still out cold.
"Okay, I guess." Kayla shrugs. "I'll be able to leave soon."
"They aren't gonna make you stay the night?" Lexi wonders.
"No." Kayla shakes her head. "They're working on my discharge papers now. They only gave me a room because of the sexual assault. T-they did a rape kit before putting me in here."
"They did?" Hazel gasps.
"I-I thought..."I trail off, unable to finish.
"He didn't rape me." Kayla confirms. "He grabbed my tits and touched my pussy quite a bit, but he never raped me. He didn't get the chance."
"Oh, Kayla." Lexi cries.
"I guess doing the rape kit is standard in all sexual assault cases. I agreed to it." Kayla explains with a sad look on her face.
"We're here for you, Kayla." Hazel assures my daughter.
"Keith started getting really scared after the police called. H-he kept saying he could still make this work. He paced around the room quite a bit. Eventually, he looked at me and told me that if my Daddy called the police, his little girl was going to pay for it. He slapped my tit with the knife. Then he made me get on my knees."
"I'm so sorry, Honey." I whisper, the guilt hitting me.
"It's not your fault, Daddy." Kayla insists as she starts crying. "He was in my mouth! I-I felt the gun at my head, and was so scared! I didn't have a choice, I started sucking. He was making comments about how I was a whore and a cum dump. He kept saying he was gonna rape me. I was crying as I blew him. I just, I just couldn't stand the thought of giving that son of a bitch a blowjob! Then I was thinking of all the things he did to Lexi, to Stephanie, to Kelsey, to me. Images in my head of all the pain he caused, of all the pain he was causing me. I guess I just got so emotional that I forgot about the gun. I bit him as hard as I could!"
"Oh, my God!" Hazel gasps, her hands over her mouth.
"There was so much blood filling my mouth. Keith screamed and the gun went off. He jerked back, and I felt his penis still in my mouth." Kayla sobs. "T-then the door burst open and people were shouting. Someone grabbed the gun, someone else grabbed Keith. I spit out Keith's penis and a mouthful of blood. All I could think about was that I was naked. I covered myself with my hands. Some cop put a blanket around me and led me outside."
"Kayla." I whisper.
"I-I can still taste his blood!" my daughter wails.
Kayla becomes too distraught to continue. I hug her tightly as she sobs into my chest. My fingers run through her hair as I hold my baby girl. I feel like a failure. It's my job to protect her. Yet, this horrible thing still happens.
It isn't long before a doctor arrives and Kayla is told she can leave the hospital. The police are keeping her clothes as evidence, so we get her a pair of sweatpants and a shirt to wear. Everyone agrees to come back to the mansion. I think everyone is skipping school tomorrow, or in mine and Nicole's case, work.
We have to make a stop to pick up Lexi's car since the police are done processing it. As a result, it's late by the time we arrive at the massive house. I insist that Ashley and Marcia get in touch with their parents. Ashley ends up screaming into the phone that she's staying the night whether her parents like it or not. Marcia is sobbing, but even she insists that she stay the night here.
"I don't wanna be alone tonight." Kayla mumbles.
"Neither do I." Lexi acknowledges.
"We won't leave you." Nicole promises.
"How about I get some blankets and pillows?" I suggest. "We'll all sleep in the living room."
"I like that idea." Ashley says.
"Me, too." Marcia smiles.
"We should all be together tonight." Hazel nods.
I get blankets and pillows. The seven of us all end up in the main living room. We move the table out of the way so that there's room for all of us to sleep in one big pile. No one is alone. We're all here for each other.
"Shit!" Kayla exclaims suddenly.
"What? What is it, Honey?" I ask.
"Ian!" Kayla shouts. "He doesn't know about any of this and my phone is broken!"
"Do you want to use one of our phones to text him?" I offer.
"I don't know." Kayla suddenly says. "I'm not really up to talking about it again tonight. Besides, it's late. He might even be asleep. Maybe tomorrow? We don't text very much these days, he probably won't worry until I'm not at school tomorrow."
"Okay." I smile. "How about we go in the morning to get you and Lexi new phones?"
"Yes, please." Kayla nods.
"Thanks, Steven." Lexi adds.
"There's something else I wanted to bring up, and I thought about doing it privately, but we don't have secrets." I say.
"What's that?" Lexi asks.
"This has been an intense experience." I begin. "Lexi, maybe you and Hazel should consider therapy. It's helping Kayla out a lot."
"This again?" Lexi rolls her eyes. "I told you, I don't need therapy."
"That was before you got kidnapped and witnessed Kayla getting assaulted." I reason.
"I don't need therapy." Lexi sighs. "You and my Slut-sisters are what I need."
"You have us." Nicole promises.
"You always will." Ashley nods.



"I don't want to go to therapy either." Hazel shakes her head.
"Okay, you don't have to. It was just a suggestion." I explain.
"Thank you for caring so much." Hazel says.
"Of course." I smile at the tan girl with the long brown ponytail.
"I texted Kyle." Nicole says. "He's glad Lexi is safe. Our parents know about it, too."
"Fuck our parents." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Yeah, they still don't want anything to do with you, Lexi." Nicole sighs.
"Even after this?" Marcia wonders.
"Even after this." Nicole confirms.
"Sorry you have shit parents." Ashley says to Nicole and Lexi.
"Thanks, I guess." Lexi smirks. "Hazel's parents aren't much better. At least my dad never hit me."
"True." Hazel shakes her head.
We continue talking and cuddling. With seven people, we really can't all snuggle in one giant group. Nicole is holding Lexi close, whispering sweet words. I'm cuddling with Kayla. Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel are in a three-person pile of limbs.
Our conversations die down as, one by one, we fall asleep. I smile over at my girlfriends; they are laying next to me, and Lexi is sleeping with her head on Nicole's chest. Marcia and Hazel are sleeping in Ashley's arms. Both girls are using the tall blonde's massive titties as pillows. It's just Kayla and I still awake.
"I'm sorry, Daddy." Kayla mumbles sadly.
"What for?" I ask as I run my fingers through her raven hair.
"For being a bad girl." she replies in a soft voice.
"You're not a bad girl!" I insist.
"I got naked for Keith. I put his penis in my mouth." Kayla sniffles. She's crying.
"He had a gun to your head, Kayla. You didn't have a choice." I reason.
"W-when he first pointed the gun at us, Lexi put herself in front of me to protect me." she whines. "Lexi would have taken a bullet for me!"
"And you would have for her. That's love." I explain.
"I-I was so scared!" Kayla breathes.
"I know, Honey. I know." I coo softly as I kiss the top of my daughter's head. "You're safe now."
"Keith was right, I am a cum dump." she cries.
"You are not." I state firmly.
"Yes, I am!" Kayla wails. "Daddy, I let boys do bad things to me. I-I got DP'd!"
"It's okay, Honey." I reassure Kayla.
"No, it's not." she shakes her head. "I had dreams about getting gang-banged! I wanted to be used by a bunch of men!"
"Well, you don't want that anymore, right?" I ask. "And even if you did, as long as everyone consents, it's not a crime."
"I don't want that anymore." Kayla tells me. "I just want you and Ian."
"I can't speak for Ian, but you have me." I reply. "You always will."
"I gave Ian blowjobs during the week." she says.
"That's okay, he's your boyfriend." I respond.
"I guess." Kayla mumbles. "Are you sure I'm not a bad girl?"
"I'm sure, Honey." I say softly. "You're a very good girl."
"D-don't let go of me, okay?" she asks, her arms holding me tightly.
"I wouldn't dream of it." I answer.
Kayla lays in my arms as she cries herself to sleep. If they manage to reattach Keith's penis, I'm gonna rip it off again myself. My poor Kayla. I run my fingers through her soft hair as I gently rock her. She's fast asleep now. I can feel her shaking as nightmares assail her. I'm not falling asleep anytime soon.
Kayla
So many nightmares. I dream of Keith aiming the gun at Lexi as she shields me with her body. I dream of slowly taking off my clothes as I cry, a gun pointing right at me. Keith sneering as my body comes into view, Lexi begging Keith for him to take her instead.
I feel myself start to wake up. I'm in Daddy's arms, he's gently rocking me as he coos in my ear that he's here for me. I feel momentary relief before the nightmares sweep me away again. Keith is in my mouth again, only this time when I bite down, he just laughs at me.
The nightmares keep coming. Some of the dreams are repeats of recent events, others are of different scenarios. How things go if Daddy doesn't save me. Keith shooting Daddy. Keith raping me. Keith raping Lexi. It just doesn't stop.
Until finally, it does. I'm awake. It's Friday morning, and I'm awake. I'm safe. I can feel the steady rise and fall of Daddy's chest as I lay on him. He shifts, and soon his lips press against the top of my head as he gently shakes me awake.
"Daddy?" I whisper as I lift my head off his chest and brush my dark hair out of my face so I can look at him.
"Good morning, baby girl." he says, giving me a soft smile.
"Morning." I reply before leaning forward and pressing my lips against his.
"Did you sleep okay?" he asks after kissing me back.
"No." I mumble weakly. "I had bad dreams."
"I could feel you shaking." Daddy comments.
"Then why did you ask if I slept okay?" I tease as I stick out my tongue.
"I had to hope you didn't remember the dreams." he sighs.
"I remember them." I admit.
"I'm sorry." Daddy says.
I look into his green eyes. The same green eyes as mine. I can feel all his love for me. This man would die for me without a second thought. I'm so lucky to have him. Keith can't hurt me anymore. I'm with Daddy.
Leaning forward, I kiss him again. This time I slip my tongue into his mouth. He buries a hand in my hair as he runs his tongue along mine. I moan into his mouth as my hand slides down his chest, beneath the covers. Moments later, I feel his bulge beneath my fingertips.
"Kayla, wait." he whispers, breaking the kiss.
"Why?" I whine.
"After what we talked about last night, should you really be doing this?" he inquires.
"Keith Strulk was the last boy in my mouth. That has to change." I reason. "And, I know I have issues to work out, but they don't involve my love for you. I know I want to do this. I need to do this. Please, let me."
"Okay." he nods, gazing right into my eyes. "If you're sure."
"I am." I confirm.
With a mischievous smile, I duck my head under the covers. I begin kissing down Daddy's bare chest as I get into position. I'm now kneeling perpendicular to him, causing the covers to rise up high. I pull down Daddy's lounge pants and boxer briefs, freeing the most beautiful cock in the world.
I let out a hot breath, which caresses his tip and makes him moan in anticipation. My hair is hanging down over my face, tickling his erection. I feel Daddy slip his hands beneath the covers. He gathers up my hair in his hands as I softly stroke him. After admiring his penis for about a minute, I lower my head and take him between my warm, wet lips.
"Kayla!" he gasps.
I hum happily around his shaft as I start bobbing my head. Fuck, this is so wrong. He's my father! Still, it feels so right. We love each other so much. We'll always be in each others lives. I can't resist him. I know he can't resist me.
I'm sucking hard on the top half of his dick while my soft hand strokes his base. I try taking him deeper, but I keep gagging and have to pull back. At one point, I move my hand down to his balls as I lower myself and take over three-quarters of his dick.
My mouth opens wide as I let out a choked gagging noise. I struggle to breathe through my nose as thick, hard dick blocks my windpipe. This is hard. I'm determined though! I go down a little more. Fuck, I can't go down any further! He's so fucking big!
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I gurgle.
"You don't have to take it all, baby girl." Daddy says as he lightly caresses my face.
"MM!" is my only response as I pull back slightly.
I feel drool running from my lips and down his shaft. It's pooling around my hand. The same hand that's massaging his balls as I rapidly bob my head up and down. It's only been a few minutes, but I can tell from Daddy's moans that he's getting close. I know it isn't just because of the blowjob; it's because his own daughter is the one blowing him.
"Getting close, Honey!" he warns me.
"Cum in my mouth!" I struggle to say around his length.
Daddy's hips buck as a grunt escapes his lips. Sperm explodes out of his tip, coating my tongue and tonsils. I moan happily as I suck as hard as I can on his mushroom head, drawing even more semen out of his balls. He gasps my name once more as a final squirt enters my willing mouth.
I don't swallow. Instead, I swirl his cum around my mouth with my tongue before carefully pulling off his softening cock. Then, I throw the covers off of us, revealing my pretty face. I look up at my father and gape my mouth. In the morning light seeping through the windows, I know he can see me wiggling my tongue around the pool of cum between my lips.
"Good girl!" he gasps through heavy breaths.
"Thank you!" I say thickly.
"Swallow, Honey." he instructs.
I make a show of closing my mouth and tilting my head back to swallow. I actually have to swallow twice in order to get all of Daddy's massive load down my gullet. I then open my mouth and stick out my tongue so that he can see all the cum is gone. Daddy puts his cock back in his lounge pants as I snuggle up beside him. We lay in silence for quite some time.
"I love your cum, Daddy." I coo about twenty minutes later.
"See?" he asks as he wraps an arm around me. "You are a good girl."
"I just gave my dad a blowjob and swallowed his cum. Yeah, I'm an angel." I roll my eyes.
"You're my angel." Daddy says as he squeezes my upper arm.
"Well, that was cheesy." I giggle softly.
"Are you okay, Honey?" he asks, ignoring my comment.
"I think I am." I nod. "I felt dirty last night, and the dreams didn't help. Right now? Now I feel like I can do anything I want. You were right, as long as everyone consents, it's okay."
"I'm glad you feel that way." he smiles as he kisses my cheek.
I glance around the room, seeing my five Slut-sisters all still fast asleep. Then I look back at Daddy. The man who will always protect me and be here for me. Yeah, I'm still a whirlwind of emotions, but I know one thing for sure; this is right.
"I'm ready, Daddy." I state as I look into his eyes.
"Ready for what?" he wonders.
"I'm ready for us to make love." I explain.
"Kayla..." he trails off as he looks at me with concern.
"This isn't a hasty decision that I'll regret later." I say, knowing exactly what he's thinking. "We've been working up to this for ages! We both know we'll do anything for each other. Now's the time. It's perfect. We're perfect."
"It isn't that simple, Honey." Daddy reasons.
"Why not?" I wonder.
"Because, well, a blowjob is one thing, but intercourse? With my own daughter." the look on his face shows his shame. "What would your mother think?"
"She would understand." I state with absolute certainty. "She know how much you and I love each other, and that this is our way of expressing it."
"Maybe, but I'm not so sure." Daddy sighs. "You look so much like her, Kayla. Same face, same raven hair. Those green eyes of yours are mine, though."
"I love our green eyes." I smile.
"So do I." he whispers as he runs his fingers through my hair. "I just... I just can't wrap my head around this. I placed my hand on your mother's stomach and felt you kick. I watched you being born, I cut the cord. Now, this? It's overwhelming."
"It is overwhelming, but it's right, Daddy." I say as I take his hand and place it on my breast. "We mean the world to each other. I'm eighteen, I'm an adult. Old enough to know what I want. And I want you. I don't care about the consequences, I just know I need to feel you throbbing inside of me. Please, Daddy. Please, make love to me."
"Kayla." Daddy whispers again. Only this time, there's pure love in his voice.
Then we're kissing. I'm on top of Daddy, and we're kissing fiercely. He has one hand buried in my hair, while his other grips my pantie-clad ass. I grind down against him as our tongues wrestle. My hands are running down his muscular arms as my breasts squish against his chest.
I break our kiss. Only so I can sit up and whip my shirt off over my head, allowing my bra-less boobs to bounce free. I'm now wearing nothing but a pair of cute panties. Daddy slides his hands up my body so he can cup my tits. I moan as my nipples press into his palms.
He pulls me back down onto him, and we're kissing again. My bare breasts press into his muscular chest as Daddy once more wraps his arms tightly around me. I moan as I feel him begin to harden beneath me. I know I can get him hard again. I'm Kayla. I'm his daughter. He can always get it up for me.
Suddenly, Daddy rolls us over so he's on top. I squeak as my back lands on the blanket. He sits up and grasps the edges of my panties. Lifting my cute, little ass, I help him pull my underwear off and toss it aside. I'm naked. I'm naked, and my father is looming over me. Fuck, I'm soaking wet as I stare at his chiseled features.
Daddy presses my breasts together, creating an impressive cleavage as he kisses along my collarbone and down to my neck. Soon, he is burying his face in my tits. I groan as he motorboats my boobs. Then he's kissing all along my breasts, licking and sucking on my nipples. When he begins kissing lower, I stop him.
"No time." I whisper urgently. "You can eat me later. Get in me now!"
He just nods. Then, with some maneuvering, Daddy shucks his lounge pants and boxer briefs, leaving him as naked as I am. This is it. I'm breathing heavily, my breasts rising and falling as Daddy settles into position between my legs.
When he looks down at my face for permission, I press my lips together tightly and nod rapidly, indicating for him to proceed. He reaches between us and grasps his cock at the base. Then he slots it into position, right between my wet labia.
He releases his cock and grabs my boob. His other hand grips the top of my head. Daddy holds my hair tightly in his fist as he looks down at me with love. Our green eyes stay frozen, locked on each other as Daddy starts pushing forward, taking me. My pussy spreads eagerly, longing to envelop him in its warmth.
"Holy shit, Kayla!" Daddy gasps. "You're so fucking tight!"
"You're so big!" I whisper back, my eyes never leaving his. "You feel so good inside me, you're stretching me out so nicely!"
It's the truth. This is, by far, the biggest penis I've ever had inside of me. He's stretching me to my limits, and I can feel my pussy gripping him tightly. Daddy is all the way inside me now. He fits perfectly. Every inch of me feels full, he's hitting parts of me that I am just learning I have.
"Are you okay?" He asks as he looks down at me with concern.
"Never better!" I giggle. "Just. Just stay inside me and let me feel you."
Daddy stays buried balls-deep inside of me, allowing me to get used to his size. I squeeze my strong vaginal muscles tightly, making him groan as my pussy massages him. Then, I playfully stick out my tongue at him.
"Oh fuck, definitely a good girl." he groans weakly.
"Thanks!" I exclaim before reaching around his body and grabbing his butt cheeks in both hands. "Now! Time to fuck me!"
He begins. Only, it isn't fucking. It's making love. I switch my grip to his upper arms as we take up the familiar rhythm. For the first time, it's with each other. I roll my hips to meet his thrusts, both of us moaning and panting as pleasure overtakes us.
My face scrunches up and I gasp quietly as my first orgasm washes over me. I can feel Daddy admiring my cum face as he slowly works his hard dick in and out of me. Fuck, this feels so good. The best feeling in the world. By far.
"Oh, my God!" Lexi exclaims a few minutes later. "You're fucking!"
"We're making love, Lexi." Daddy corrects her. "Like you always knew we were meant to."
Lexi's exclamations wake up Nicole, who is likewise in shock. The two sisters moving closer to watch us rouses Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel. Soon, all five of my Slut-sisters are watching me take my Daddy's cock in my tight, little pussy.
"Wow." Ashley gasps, lost for words.
"I love you all. I love you so much." Marcia says, tears of joy filling her eyes.
"This is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." Lexi whispers, her eyes wide.
Feeling their eyes on me, feeling their love for me and Daddy, it is all so overwhelming. I cum again. My nails dig into Daddy's biceps as I hook my legs around his calves and arch my back. With a series of gasping grunts, I announce my orgasm to the room.
"You feel so good, baby girl." Daddy moans.
"Oh God, so do you!" I reply.
It's hard to pull my eyes away from Daddy's handsome face, but my Slut-sisters' movements catch my glance. I look over and see that everyone is getting naked. Ashley's big titties come into view at the same time as Nicole's fiery red bush.
"I wanna try other positions." I gasp. Yeah, I want Daddy to fuck me every which way. "Can I ride you?"
"Sure." Daddy nods.
He pulls out of me and I pounce. Getting up on all fours, I inhale his cock. He lets me suck on him until I'm ready to be a cowgirl. Then Daddy lays on his back and allows me to mount him. My eyelids flutter as I lower myself down onto Daddy's dick. Then I start riding.
My Slut-sisters aren't doing anything with each other. They're just crowding around us, watching as I undulate in Daddy's lap. His hands reach up my body to cup my titties. I groan and cum again when he rolls my nipples between his fingers.
"Oh God, I'm fucking cumming again!" I gasp out.
"Cum for me, Honey." Daddy coos while playing with my tits. "Cum for me."
Even Lexi knows not to get involved. There will be time for that later. This time, the first time, it has to be Daddy and I. I love that my Slut-sisters are here, yet not touching us. They get to share in this moment, while still allowing Daddy and I to bond one-on-one.
"I want it from behind." I eventually announce.
Daddy nods and helps me climb out of his lap. I then crouch in doggystyle and wiggle my bum in his direction. He gets behind me and swipes his mushroom head through my labia. Then he's gripping my hips as he eases himself into my sheath.
"I want it rough!" I say over my shoulder. "Fuck me like a dog!"
No one speaks as Daddy proceeds to fuck my pretty, little brains out. He spanks me, he grabs my hair and yanks my head back. He even grabs my arms and holds up my upper body as he drills me from behind with all the strength he can muster.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant as I enjoy the most intense experience of my young life.
I'm cumming. Holy shit, I'm cumming. Again. And again. And again. My hands grip the blanket as my entire body tenses up. My toes curl as I experience the most intense series of multiple orgasms ever. Daddy spanks me, I cum again. He pulls my raven hair, and I see stars.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I beg. "I'm a slut! I'm a whore! Yes! I'm Daddy's little whore!"
"Gonna cum, baby girl." Daddy warns me.
"I wanna see your face when you shoot it in me." I husk.
Daddy pulls his cock out of me and rolls me onto my back. I spread my legs wide, inviting him in. He lays on top of me and pushes back inside me. I hook my legs around him, drawing him into my wet, waiting hole.
"Cum for me!" I coo. "Cum for Kayla!"
Just a few more thrusts, and Daddy can take no more. With a savage grunt, he buries himself to the hilt inside me. I can feel his cock swell just before it explodes. His balls are resting against my butt as they eject their contents into my greedy pussy.
"Kayla!" Daddy gasps as he looks down at my face.
"Daddy!" I moan. "Oh God, I can feel it! You're cumming in me!"
Completely spent, Daddy rolls off of me and lays beside me. I glance over and see him gasping for breath. I really wore him out! I giggle, my sweaty breasts jiggling. That's when I notice everyone staring at us with wide eyes. I look right at Lexi.
"Go ahead." I say, indicating my cum-filled snatch.
With a fierce expression, Lexi attacks. She gets between my legs and buries her face in my box without hesitation. I groan and grab her head as Lexi starts slurping the semen out of my vagina. Lexi makes me cum again. I think I pass out.



When awareness returns to me, I look around the room. Hazel and Ashley are tribbing, Marcia and Lexi are in a sixty-nine, all while Nicole is kneeling between Daddy's legs, slowly cleaning my juices from his cock. Well, I need to get in on this!
Unfortunately, Daddy needs time to recover. So, I pounce on Nicole. Soon, she and I are tribbing. I see Daddy taking a drink of water as he watches the six Slut-sisters going at it. We have tough times, but we will always have each other.
Eventually, our orgy winds down. We end up cuddling and holding each other in one big pile of flesh. Daddy is smothered by twelve titties, six pussies, and six asses. Poor guy. I giggle when someone slurps my nipple into their mouth. Someone else is running their fingers along my slit.
"What a way to wake up!" Ashley crows.
"I think I like being a Slut-sister." Nicole laughs as she texts her boss that she isn't coming to work today.
"Well, duh!" Lexi says.
"We should shower. I'm all sweaty." Hazel comments.
"What are we doing today?" Marcia wonders. "By the way, Shawn texted, asking why we aren't at school. I told him we all agreed to skip and not to worry about it."
"The mall to replace mine and Lexi's cell phones?" I suggest.
"Oh, right. I forgot about that." Ashley says. "And Josh texted me. I told him the same thing."
"Ashley. You and Marcia do need to make sure your parents aren't too upset." Daddy comments as he also sends a text. His is to Stacey, letting her know that he won't be at work.
"Fuck 'em." Ashley shrugs.
"I think I'll call them now." Marcia says as she stands up and makes her way to her phone.
While Marcia heads into the other room to make her call, the rest of us stretch and get to our feet. I smirk when I notice Daddy playing with Ashley's titties. I can't blame him, Ashley has one amazing pair of sweater puppies.
"We'll have to take two cars if we're all going." Nicole observes. "I can drive one of them."
"I'll drive the other." Daddy nods.
"So, shopping trip on the rich guy?" Ashley gives him her most winning smile.
"Within reason." he replies, giving Ashley a look.
"Awesome!" I clap my hands.
"I take enough from you as it is." Hazel sighs. "I'm good."
"Not this again!" Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Sorry I don't wanna be some charity case!" Hazel hisses. "I like pulling my own weight!"
"Ladies, ladies." Daddy says while raising his hands. "That's enough."
"Well, my parents are pissed." Marcia announces as she walks back into the room. "I once again got asked if I'm a virgin."
"What did you say to that?" Nicole wonders.
"I insisted that I am still a virgin." Marcia answers.
"As you walk naked through the house with six other people." Lexi giggles. "Nice tits, by the way."
"Thanks, you too!" Marcia laughs.
"Are you heading home?" Daddy asks Marcia.
"No, I lied and said I'm going to school late. I have to be home for dinner." Marcia answers.
"Fuck, why didn't I think of that!" Ashley slaps her own forehead. "I said I was skipping school today. That just got my parents angrier."
"You should call them, Ashley." Nicole says.
"Ugh, fine!" Ashley grunts as she takes her phone and leaves the room.
Ashley returns a few minutes later with a sour expression on her face. Her parents are really upset, and also expect her home for dinner. The tall blonde complains about her parents for a little while, then we all decide to take showers.
Once we're ready, our group of seven hops into two cars and start the trip to the mall. Hazel, Ashley, Nicole, and Marcia wait in the mall while Daddy takes Lexi and I into the cell phone store. Twenty minutes later, Lexi and I are leaving the store with new phones. I immediately notice a text from Ian.
Ian: Why aren't you and the girls at school today? Is everything okay?
Kayla; I'll tell you, but I'm not ready for Josh and Shawn to know.
Ian: Okay... Marcia and Ashley told them that you all agreed to skip today.
Kayla: That's true, but it's because something happened yesterday.
Ian: What?
Kayla: Keith was waiting outside school for Lexi and I. He kidnapped us at gunpoint.
Silence. Yeah, he's in shock. I understand that. I'm walking through the mall with Daddy and my Slut-sisters when my phone rings. I tell them it's Ian calling and I excuse myself to take his call. He deserves a private conversation.
"Hello?" I say into the phone.
"Are you okay?!" Ian asks in an urgent whisper.
"Shouldn't you be at school?" I reply with a cute giggle.
"I'm in the bathroom!" he says in an exasperated voice. "Don't worry about me, are you okay?"
"I am now." I say, my voice turning serious. "It was terrible."
"What happened?" Ian asks.
"Keith is being charged with rape. He wanted to extort money from my father, so he kidnapped Lexi and I." I begin, tears forming in my eyes. "H-he made me suck him. I bit it off, and he got arrested."
"He raped you?!" he exclaims, the rage in his voice evident.
"My mouth." I confirm. "I bit it off. They're reattaching it, so he'll probably rape someone else someday."
"You bit it off." Ian states, obviously trying to process this.
"Yes." I confirm.
"I need to see you." he says seriously.
"You're in school." I reply.
"I don't care, I'll leave." Ian insists.
"How about this, I'll pick you up after school and bring you back to the house?" I suggest.
"Only if you're sure you're okay..." he trails off.
"I am. Thank you, Ian." I say. "I mean it, thank you. You mean a lot to me."
"I love you, Kayla." Ian replies.
"I love you, too." I respond, smiling as I wipe away my tears. "Now, get back to class."
"Okay, bye Kayla." he says.
"Later, Cutie." I smile before ending the call.
I head back to our group and answer the inevitable questions about how things are with Ian. Daddy is glad that Ian cares so much about me. I wonder if that will still be true when Ian finds out I fuck Daddy. Shit. I have to tell him. Today.
"You know what we realized?" Lexi asks.
"No, what?" I inquire.
"Steven never asked Nicole for permission to fuck you. He kind of cheated on her!" Lexi giggles.
"Oh, no he didn't." Nicole rolls her eyes. "Slut-sisters don't count."
"That does bring up a big question; does Steven need your permission to stick his cock in a girl?" Ashley wonders.
"Definitely not a Slut-sister." Nicole confirms. "He's welcome to fuck all of your little brains out."
"Great!" Marcia laughs.
"What about other girls?" Hazel asks.
"I guess we'll just see what happens." Nicole sighs. "Just be considerate of my feelings, Steven."
"Always, Beautiful." Daddy replies smoothly.
We spend the entire morning shopping. Daddy buys all the girls presents, except for Hazel. The tan girl refuses to accept any gift, insisting she is taking enough from Daddy. She really needs to get over this. We understand though, Hazel is very hormonal right now. Plus, she's going through a lot. It makes sense that sometimes she's okay and sometimes she isn't.
Hazel goes through a lot of emotions when we check out baby items at the large clothing store. She wails that she's gonna get fat, making a few people nearby stare at her. A minute later, she's holding up a tiny pair of shoes and saying they're the cutest thing ever.
"Steven?" Hazel says, getting Daddy's attention. "Can I ask you a random question?"
"Go for it." Daddy nods.
"Why did you never put Kayla in private school?" Hazel wonders. "It's not like you can't afford it."
"Aw!" Ashley exclaims. "You're already thinking about schools! See? You're gonna be a great mom!"
"You really are, Hazel." Nicole smiles kindly.
"And we'll all be right here with you!" Marcia adds.
"Thanks." Hazel smiles weakly. "Anyway, Steven?"
"I guess the reason is that I didn't grow up rich, so I never went to private school either." Daddy explains. "I didn't want Kayla to grow up spoiled. I wanted her to know she's just like everyone else, regardless of the size of her bank account. I mean, if she had expressed interest in going, I would have considered it, but she was always happy where she was."
"And be grateful for that!" I chime in. "Otherwise, we may never have met."
"Good call, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Do you want the baby to go to private school?" Ashley wonders.
"I don't know, I was just thinking about possible futures." Hazel answers.
"I can pay for it if that's what you want." Daddy smiles.
"I can't accept that, Steven." Hazel states.
"Of course. My mistake." Daddy says.
Our morning at the mall continues. When lunch time rolls around, we head over to the food court for some heart attack goodness. Hazel is at least willing to let Daddy buy her lunch. Nicole thanks Daddy for the meal with a soft kiss, making us all gush about how cute the new couple is.
After lunch, we leave the mall and head back to the mansion. Sadly, Ashley and Marcia can't stay much longer. We watch a movie in the main living room before the two girls have to say goodbye. I also have to leave to pick up Ian, so I walk Marcia and Ashley out to their cars.
"Later, Sluts!" Ashley says as she pecks first me, then Marcia on the lips.
"Bye!" Marcia waves.
"See ya!" I call out as I get in my car.
I'm cruising down the street as I listen to music. This is my first time being alone since Keith, and it's tough. I nearly have a panic attack while driving, and it gets even worse when I pull into the parking lot. Fortunately, I spot Ian right away.
"Kayla!" he exclaims as he gets in the passenger side.
"Ian, hi!" I smile.
I can't say anything else because Ian's tongue is in my mouth. He's kissing me. He has his hand at the back of my neck and he's kissing me with all the passion he has. I moan as I flow into the kiss, my hand reaching out to take his.
"I guess you missed me?" I ask with a giggle.
"Sorry, I just couldn't help myself." he whispers.
"It's quite alright." I smile.
"Are you okay?" Ian inquires.
"I go back and forth." I answer honestly. "Sometimes the memories haunt me, other times I'm able to just live in the moment. I'm lucky to be alive. I'm grateful to be alive."
"I almost lost you, didn't I?" he wonders.
"Yes." I nod as the tears begin to flow. "It was really close."
"I love you! I love you so much!" Ian exclaims.
"I love you, too." I respond. "But, before I take you back to my house, you need to know something."
"You had sex with your dad, didn't you?" he sighs.
"Yes." I acknowledge.
"And you're gonna keep doing it?" he asks me.
"Yes." I say in a small voice.
"Okay." Ian lets out a breath.
"D-do you want me to take you home?" I offer.
"No." he shakes his head. "I want to go back to your place."
"Really?" I ask. Tears are running down my cheeks, but I'm smiling now.
"Really." Ian confirms. "Do you want me to drive? You're really emotional right now."
"O-okay." I reply.
I unbuckle my seat belt, then Ian and I get out of the car. We quickly switch places. He's in the driver seat while I'm sitting in the passenger seat, putting my seat belt on. Ian also buckles up and then we're off. That's when an idea occurs to me. I smirk as I reach over and rub Ian's crotch.
"W-what are you doing?" he asks.
"Ian," I begin, "do you know what road head is?"
"Um, wow. Seriously?" Ian inquires, eyes wide.
"Mhm." I nod as I feel him hardening beneath my fingers.
With one hand, I skillfully unbuckle Ian's belt. Then I lower the zipper and reach into his pants and underwear. My fingers soon wrap around his thickness. Next, I extract his cock from his jeans and start stroking it softly.
"That feels good." he whispers as he does his best to focus on driving.
"Oh yeah?" I coo. "Then you'll love this!"
I release his dick so that I can unbuckle my seat belt. Then I lean over the seat and take Ian into my mouth. He gasps, and I feel Ian's dick throb between my lips as I bury my head in his lap. Fuck, I love cock. I start sucking. Like a good girl.
"Oh God, Kayla!" Ian groans.
Keeping one hand on the wheel, Ian places his other hand on the top of my head, lightly applying pressure. My cheeks cave in as I suck on his erect pole. I lash the tip of his cock with my tongue before engulfing his entire length in my warm mouth.
"Don't stop, don't stop!" he gasps.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hum around the thick member.
I suck Ian's dick for a few minutes, when I feel his breathing start to intensify. He's close. Road head must really be a turn on for him! Loud slurping noises escape my lips as I rapidly bob my head on the top half of his cock, willing him to spurt into my mouth. He does.
"Holy shit, Kayla! Here it comes!" Ian warns me.
My cheeks puff out and I make a coughing noise as cum explodes out of Ian's cock. There's so much! It tastes so good. Just as my eyes start to water, my throat contracts, swallowing a huge gulp of cum. I swallow the next spurt straight away. Then my tongue laps up the remaining drops dribbling out of Ian's tip.
"You're amazing." he sighs when I sit up and fix my hair.
"Thanks!" I smile.
Ian puts his cock back in his pants with one hand as he continues driving. I play with the radio until I find a good song. We listen to music for the rest of the drive, soon arriving at the massive house I live in. Ian is smiling. Good.
"Your dad's home, right?" Ian asks, his smile fading.
"Yes." I confirm. "Are things gonna be awkward?"
"I hope not." he sighs.
"There's something else you should know before we go in." I say.
"What's that?" he inquires.
"Hazel is pregnant." I tell him.
"What?!" he shouts. "Who's the father?"
"My father." I admit.
"One of your best friends is going to have your little brother or sister? And you're sleeping with your father?" Ian wonders.
"Um, yes?" I give him a big, fake smile.
"Do I let Hazel know that I know?" he asks.
"You can congratulate her." I nod. "I told her I was telling you. Just don't tell Josh or Shawn yet."
"Josh and Shawn are really in the dark about a lot of things." Ian comments.
"I know, and I feel bad about that." I sigh. "We'll fill them in. Soon. I promise."
"Okay." he agrees.
"Thanks!" I peck his lips.
We get out of the car and head inside. We find Daddy, Nicole, Lexi, and Hazel all relaxing in the main living room and watching television. Hazel is sitting alone in an armchair, while the other three are cuddling on the couch.
Fortunately, Ian and Dady are both very polite to each other. There's some awkwardness, even though they just exchange pleasantries, but it seems okay. Ian also congratulates Hazel on her pregnancy. I introduce Ian to Nicole before saying that he and I need some time alone. Then, I bring my boyfriend into my bedroom.
"So, um, we should probably talk." Ian says when my door closes.
"I guess we should." I acknowledge as we both sit down side-by-side on my bed.
"You know I love you, right?" Ian asks.
"Yes, I know." I nod before looking at him nervously. "Are you breaking up with me?"
"No." he shakes his head. "I just want to make sure you understand what my issue has been."
"I do!" I insist. "I get it; what guy would want to share his girl? I really do understand."
"And it's your father, making things even weirder." Ian sighs. "I-I really was planning on breaking up with you."
"You were?" I ask in horror.
"Yes." he admits. "But then you almost died!"
"I did." I confirm.
"I guess it made me realize that I can't stand not having you in my life." Ian says. "The thought of never seeing you again, never holding you, never kissing you; it's unbearable!"
"But you can't accept me having sex with my father." I state.
"I don't know." he lets out a breath. "I just know that I want you in my life. I guess, as long as your father is the only other guy, I can learn to deal with it."
"You shouldn't have to deal with it, you should be content and happy with me." I reason.
"I am. I really am." Ian smiles. "I think we can make this work."
"You think so?" I ask with a smile.
"I can only promise I'll try." Ian tells me, then he gives me a teasing look. "Besides, it's too late to find another prom date."
"Jerk." I playfully smack him on the arm.
"I love you, Kayla." he says sincerely. "For you, I'll learn to accept this."
I don't answer with words. Instead, I throw myself at him and climb into his lap. We're kissing. We're kissing hard. I shove my tongue in his mouth as he wraps his arms around me and pulls me tight against him. I grind my crotch down onto his bulge as we make out passionately.
My hands start pushing his shirt up his body. He realizes what I'm going for and takes off his shirt. Then he grabs the hem of my shirt, and I lift my arms to help him remove it. Reaching behind my back, Ian unhooks my bra. It hits the floor a moment later.
Ian kisses down my neck as his hands play with my tits. This feels so good. He's sucking on my neck while squeezing my big titties. He presses them together before pulling them apart, only to squish them together again.
"I wanna fuck your tits." Ian husks.
"Yes, Sir!" I grin, thrilled by his newfound confidence.
With a sexy grin, I get on my knees on the floor as Ian drops his pants and boxers. He kicks his shoes and socks off before removing his pants and underwear, leaving him naked. Ian then confidently walks up to me and places his cock between my tits.
I wrap my boobs around his shaft before looking down and letting a dollop of spit fall from my mouth and land on his cock. Then I moan happily as I look down at his dick. Ian groans and watches me as I hump my chest up and down, giving him an amazing titty-fuck
"I love your tits, Kayla." he moans.
"They're all yours, Baby! All yours!" I coo.
I hold my breasts around Ian's cock and let him fuck my big tits for a couple of minutes. Occasionally, I lean down and suck on the head of his dick when it pushes through my cleavage. Then Ian decides he's ready to change things up.
"I need to taste you." he whispers.
"Wanna try sixty-nine?" I suggest. "I can suck you while you lick me!"
"Yes!" Ian agrees enthusiastically.
I stand up and kick off my sandals. Next, I slip out of my pants and underwear, leaving me completely nude. I smile and strike a pose for Ian, allowing him to admire my naked frame. He actually reaches between my legs and runs a finger along my slit, making me shudder.
"Every inch of you is perfect, Kayla." he says sincerely.
"Oh, Ian!" I whisper. "Thank you."
Ian lays down on the bed and I get on beside him as I put my raven hair in a ponytail. Then I throw my leg over him so that I can straddle him and lower my pussy down onto his face. I feel both his hands on my butt cheeks as he lifts his head and takes the first lick of my wet cunt. With a loud moan, I take his hard dick in my hand and press it to my face affectionately.
After showering Ian's shaft with kisses, I lift my head and take him between my lips. He groans in pleasure, making me smile around his length; I love a manly grunt! Sealing my lips around his cock, I start bobbing my head.
I press my body down against Ian's, my breasts squishing against his stomach as I go down on him. The entire time, Ian is doing his best to eat me out. He's obviously still inexperienced, but he is doing a pretty good job.
"Don't forget about my clit." I pull off to remind him. "It's very sensitive."
"Okay." he mumbles with his lips pressing against my labia.
Then I go back to sucking. Ian really does have a nice cock. It's not Daddy's size, but it's still long and thick. My lips glide along the smooth skin as I enjoy the feel of a nice, hard dick in my mouth. I love giving head.
With my guidance, Ian is doing much better at eating pussy. His tongue circles my clit, stimulating my love button. I shudder and grind my crotch against his face. Ian takes the hint and continues what he's doing, bringing me closer to orgasm.



"Stick a finger in my ass!" I beg when I take him out of my mouth.
I once more impale my face on Ian's cock, my cheeks caving in as I suck hard. Ian is clearly hesitant, but it isn't long before I feel his finger worming its way into my butt hole. Yeah, I'm cumming. I tense up on top of Ian as I scream around his shaft.
For his part, Ian eats me throughout my entire orgasm. His tongue rapidly flicks my clit as he fingers my bum. The vibrations of my throat around his dick is clearly too much for Ian. He bucks his hips and ejaculates without warning.
My back arches as I cough. Fuck, I'm cumming as he fills my mouth with warm sperm. It's so hard to swallow mid-orgasm. Rivers of cum run from my lips and down Ian's length. He shoots another rope of semen into my mouth, which I do manage to swallow.
When I come down from my orgasm, I use my lips and tongue to clean Ian's cock and balls. I make sure to eat every drop of delicious sperm. Only when his cock is clean do I roll off of Ian. Flipping my body around, I snuggle up beside him.
"So, what did you think of your first sixty-nine?" I ask as I rest my head on his chest. My arm is thrown over his waist.
"Loved it." he gasps weakly. "You're incredible."
"Thank you, Ian." I smile.
"Kayla?" Ian asks.
"Yes?" I reply in a cute voice.
"I want to make love to you." he whispers.
"Prom." I answer simply.
"Really?" Ian wonders as he holds me close.
"Yes." I nod before kissing his chest. "Two weeks from tomorrow is when we'll make love."
Ian holds me close, causing me to coo happily against his chest. I run my toes along his calf while snuggling with my boyfriend. A big part of me wants to fuck him right now, but I love the buildup, the anticipation. Prom night is going to be so special.
"You two done messing around in there?" Lexi's voice calls out as she knocks at the door. "Steven got some news from that detective."
"We'll be right out!" I call back.
"I wonder what the news is." Ian says, looking at me nervously.
"Hopefully, it's good!" I reply. "By the way, I'm impressed that you're not blushing. Lexi knows we fooled around."
"I guess I'm finding my confidence." he laughs as he reaches down to squeeze my butt.
"I approve!" I smile as I push my cute, little ass back against his hand.
"Hurry up!" Lexi knocks again. "I wanna know what the news is!"
"Okay, okay!" I shout.
Ian and I laugh as we get out of bed and start hunting around for our clothes. He playfully smacks my bum as I walk by him. I love this side of Ian! He's actually comfortable being naked with me! I smile at him as I put my boobs in my bra.
"We're ready." I say to Lexi when I open the door.
"About time." the redhead rolls her eyes.
"Whatever." I stick out my tongue at her.
I can't help but grin widely when Ian takes my hand. Our fingers lace as we walk through the large house. Lexi leads the way, taking us into the main living room where Daddy, Nicole, and Hazel are waiting for us.
"Hope you kids had fun." Daddy teases.
"Daddy!" I squeal.
"We did, thank you, Sir." Ian blushes.
"Okay, great, they had fun screwing around." Lexi interjects. "Now, tell us what the detective said!"
"Three things." Daddy begins. "First off, they ruled Kayla's actions self-defense. I was shocked they did that so fast, but Detective McLorn really pushed for it, apparently. There was a meeting with the district attorney about the kidnapping this morning. There won't be any charges against you, Kayla."
"Awesome!" Lexi chirps.
"Was there ever any doubt?" I wonder.
"With the law, who knows?" Nicole rolls her eyes. "I doubt a jury would ever convict you, but they could still make your life miserable if they wanted to."
"Let's just be grateful they made the right decision." Daddy says. "Also, David made bail on the rape charges."
"He did?!" Hazel exclaims. "That son of a bitch!"
"Yeah, it looks like his parents are determined to prove that their baby boy is completely innocent. They put up their house for his bail." Daddy sighs. "They're also trying to make sure he graduates high school. The school doesn't want him there, but they're arguing that he's innocent until proven guilty."
"Will that work?" Nicole asks.
"Probably, yes." Daddy confirms. "He'll likely be able to finish out the year while waiting for a trial date."
"Which means Kelsey and Stephanie are gonna have to see one of their rapists walking through the halls." Lexi snarls.
"So will you, Lexi." Nicole says as she wraps an arm around her baby sister.
"I'm used to it." Lexi shrugs.
"You shouldn't have to be." I reply.
"Kayla's right, Lexi." Hazel adds.
"I'll be fine." Lexi insists. "I'm more worried about Stephanie and Kelsey."
"Kelsey does seem extremely fragile." I sigh.
"I hope she's okay." Ian says quietly as he squeezes my hand, lending me his strength.
"Me, too." Daddy responds. "Anyway, that's David. On to Keith."
"More bad news?" Nicole asks nervously.
"Just the opposite." Daddy smirks as he looks over at me. "The doctors weren't able to reattach his penis. He'll never rape again."
"That's great!" Hazel claps.
"You go, Kayla!" Lexi smiles. "Be careful Ian, get on our girl's bad side and she'll bite yours off, too!"
"I would never!" I gasp in mock outrage.
"I'll be careful." Ian blushes.
"I can't believe they couldn't reattach it." Nicole muses. "I mean, they got him right to the hospital."
"It was too mangled from what I heard." Daddy shrugs.
"Ew." Hazel makes a face.
"I have to ask, how will he pee?" Lexi wonders.
"He still has some of it left, I didn't bite the whole thing off!" I reason. "Just, you know, the top half."
"There's probably still an opening to the urethra." Nicole suggests. "Depending on how much he has left, he may have to pee sitting down from now on."
"More justice." Ian nods.
"Agreed, Ian." Daddy says. "Keith is still in the hospital, so there hasn't been a bail hearing, but Sarah thinks he'll be denied bail."
"Sarah?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow.
"Uh, sorry, Detective McLorn." Daddy stammers. "S-she, uh, she told me to call her Sarah."
"Oh, Daddy." I shake my head.
"What?" he wonders.
"Picking up women at a time like this?" Nicole giggles.
"My man is such a stud!" Lexi comments proudly.
"I didn't pick her up! We're just, you know, friendly." Daddy tries to explain.
"Anyway," Hazel clears her throat, "will there be a trial for Keith, too?"
"Unless a plea deal is reached, yes." Daddy nods.
"He does have the right to a trial, like everyone else." Nicole sighs.
"Why?" Lexi whines. "The cops know he kidnapped us!"
"They still have to prove it in a court of law, Lexi." Daddy explains.
"So, Lexi and I will have to testify." I state grimly.
"So will the other two girls." Nicole adds.
"When?" I ask nervously.
"I don't know. Trial dates can take a long time to set." Daddy answers. "They have the right to a speedy trial, but there's really no definition for what that means. The trials will probably also be kind of complicated. David and the other boys are being charged with the rapes at that party. Keith has the added drug charges, Kayla's rape, and the kidnapping."
"Keith is fucked." Hazel comments with a nod of satisfaction.
"He really is." Nicole agrees. "Some justice for what he put you through, Lexi."
"I'm just happy he doesn't have a cock anymore." Lexi snorts. "He doesn't deserve one."
"No, he doesn't." I nod in agreement.
"What happens now?" Ian asks.
"We try and get on with our lives." Daddy states simply. "The trials may happen, but either way, the girls need our love and support."
"They have mine." Ian confirms.
"They have all of us." Nicole chimes in.
"We're lucky to have you." I smile.
"And we're lucky that Sarah has a thing for Daddy," Lexi teases, "otherwise we would never have been told so much."
We talk for a little while longer, then it's time for dinner. Daddy, of course, invites everyone to stay for a nice meal. It isn't long before we're all in the dining room, enjoying a Friday night steak dinner. I sit next to Ian, enjoying the comfort and support his presence provides.
Once we finish dinner, we have a nice dessert of ice cream with hot fudge. Delicious! Then it's time to take Ian home. He offers to drive, but I tell him I'm in a much better place now. We spend the entire drive back to his house holding hands.
Ian invites me inside, and I happily accept. Susan immediately wraps me up in a hug and says she's glad I'm okay. I hug her back and soon find out that my secret is out; Ian Sr. knows I'm a rape victim. I guess it makes sense, they have to tell him. Otherwise the kidnapping makes no sense. He's very supportive and tells me he's here if I need anything.
I spend the next forty-five minutes chatting with Ian, Susan, and Ian Sr. about various topics. Ian's parents are happy to see me again and say they're glad that Ian and I are working things out. I smile and say I can't wait for prom. I'm glad Hazel's parents don't have their contact information!
I arrive home and make my way back to the main living room. Daddy is cuddling on the couch with the two redhead sisters, his girlfriends. Hazel is sitting in her usual armchair. A popular family movie is playing on the giant television.
"I'm back." I announce as I walk in the room.
"Welcome back!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Honey." says Daddy.
"Kayla." Hazel nods.
"How was Ian's?" Nicole asks.
"It was good. His parents are glad we're working things out." I answer.
"Do they know about the kidnapping?" Lexi wonders.
"Yes." I confirm. "His mom is even more protective of me now."
"Makes sense." Nicole nods.
"How do they feel about their son dating a girl who bit a penis off?" Lexi asks teasingly.
"Lexi!" Hazel admonishes.
"I don't think they know details like that." I roll my eyes.
"Are you okay with us teasing you about it?" Nicole wonders. "It's kind of cruel."
"The other option is to get emotional about it." I shrug. "So, teasing works."
"That's a good way to think about it." Daddy says before smirking. "Just please don't ever bite mine off."
"Well, don't piss me off and I won't!" I laugh before pulling my lips back and clicking my teeth together suggestively.
Yeah, joking is the way to go. The people I love understand. I need to be treated normally, not like I'll break. Otherwise, I might actually break. I need Daddy. I need my Slut-sisters. They keep me sane in this insane world. I take a deep breath before changing the subject.
"I'm surprised I came home and you still had clothes on." I comment.
"We do other things besides fuck!" Hazel insists.
"Not that I've noticed!" I retort.
"Whatever." Lexi interjects. "You're our fellow Slut, so who are you to talk?"
"I suppose that's true." I say as I tap my chin as if I'm thinking. "I do feel like being a little slutty right now."
"Is that so?" Lexi asks as the others watch us. "What do you have in mind?"
"Well," I begin, "weren't you the one who said it was sad that you and I would never be able to double-team a guy?"
"That's true, I did!" Lexi chirps.
"So, how about it?" I suggest. "We double-team Daddy!"
"Works for me!" Lexi grins.
"What about Nicole and Hazel?" Daddy wonders.
"Hm, how about I get to know the mother-to-be a little better?" Nicole suggests as she stands up and walks over to Hazel, offering the tan girl her hands.
"I do have a nice, new bedroom to break in, thanks to Steven." Hazel says as she takes Nicole's hands and allows the redhead to pull her to her feet.
"I'd love to help you with that." Nicole husks as she reaches a hand around Hazel and grabs the long-haired girl's butt.
"I brought my sex toys when I left home." Hazel licks her lips.
"Perfect." Nicole purrs.
Daddy shuts the television off, then our group of five walks through the house. Hazel and Nicole are holding hands as they whisper dirty things to each other. I hear Hazel suggest shoving a vibrator up Nicole's ass. Sounds like a good time to me!
Hazel and Nicole are already pulling each others clothes off as they enter Hazel's bedroom and shut the door. Daddy, Lexi, and I walk into the master bedroom and close the door behind us. I then grab Lexi and shove my tongue in her mouth.
"Someone is anxious to get started!" Daddy comments as he pulls his shirt off.
"Lose the clothes and put on some music." I break my kiss with Lexi to order. "We're about to rock your world!"
I go back to kissing Lexi as Daddy gets naked. The redhead is moaning into my mouth as she squeezes my boob while holding my ass. I return the favor by grabbing Lexi's firm butt cheeks in my hands and squeezing them tightly while we make out.
When music starts playing, I turn to Daddy and instruct him to sit on the bed. Then I pull Lexi into the middle of the room so that we're both facing Daddy. Fortunately Lexi is quick to understand what I'm going for. With playful smirks, we girls start to strip.
Lexi and I sway to the music as we slowly remove our clothes. First, we get rid of our shoes and socks. Then Lexi pulls off her shirt as I spin around and drop my pants, showing Daddy my pantie-clad ass. I smirk when Lexi doesn't go for her pants next, instead opting to take off her bra so that Daddy can see her small, lightly-freckled breasts. I love Lexi's pale pink nipples.
When the next song comes on, Lexi bends me over and pretends to fuck me from behind. I moan loudly as Lexi grunts, as if she's plowing my cunt. I even let out a small scream when she spanks my butt. Looking over, I see that Daddy is fully erect. Excellent. I can't wait to feel that beautiful weapon throbbing inside me.
Standing up, I spin around so that I'm facing Lexi. I reach for her pants as she grabs the hem of my shirt. After I unbutton her jeans, I yank them down to her thighs before Lexi pulls my shirt off me. Lexi then steps out of her jeans as I take off my bra.
We spin so we're facing away from Daddy. As one, we bend forward and drop our panties, showing Daddy our tight, heart-shaped bottoms. Lexi and I both giggle as we wiggle our bums for his viewing pleasure. Our legs are slightly parted, and I know he can see the pink of our pretty, little pussies.
"Follow my lead." I say as I reach between my legs and push two fingers up my cunt.
"You got it, Slut!" Lexi giggles as she does the same.
"Holy shit." Daddy gasps as he watches us. We're fully naked and bent over for him, fingering ourselves as we think of him.
Tossing my raven hair onto my back, I look over my shoulder and smirk. Daddy is staring at Lexi and I with a look of pure lust. His hand is on his massive erection, and he's stroking himself, breathing heavily as he masturbates.
"Why don't you let us help you out with that?" I suggest.
"Mm, fuck you're big." Lexi coos at Daddy as she also looks over her shoulder while fingering herself.
"Fuck, you're both gorgeous!" Daddy grunts. "Get over here and get on your knees. Now!"
Lexi and I hurry to obey, both of us loving the forceful tone. We spin around and rush over to where he is sitting on the bed. Daddy's feet are planted firmly on the floor as he spreads his knees to give his two sluts room to kneel before him.
My best friend and I reach out at the same time. Daddy's cock is so big, it's easy for us both to grip him and start stroking. We look up at him with sultry smiles as we give my father a handjob. His eighteen-year-old girlfriend and eighteen-year-old daughter both in awe of his manhood.
"Your dick is so big, Baby. So big!" Lexi coos as she lowers her hand to cup his balls.
"I can't believe this massive thing actually fit inside me!" I moan as I stroke. I feel my mouth watering from gazing at Daddy's penis and feeling it throb powerfully in my hand.
"Believe it, baby girl." Daddy husks. "It's going up your ass tonight!"
"Is that so?" I ask with a giggle.
"Yes! I love it!" Lexi chirps. "Make Kayla your butt-slut!"
"I want all your holes, Kayla." he explains.
"They're yours, Daddy." I whisper as I look up at him in wonder. "All of me is yours. Take my slutty asshole!"
"I will!" Daddy growls. "But first, you girls need to start sucking."
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi actually salutes before lowering her head and taking half of Daddy's length into her mouth with one big gulp.
"Of course, Daddy!" I say in a mock innocent voice as I swoop down and take one of his balls between my lips.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Daddy throws his head back and moans as he rests his hands on the bed and enjoys our ministrations.
We continue what we're doing for some time. Lexi is going down on Daddy, deep throating him and making loud gurgling noises around his thick shaft. Meanwhile, I'm having the time of my life as I lick and suck on his nuts. I alternate between licking his sack and taking one ball into my mouth and sucking on it softly.
In time, I pull away from his balls and start kissing my way up his shaft. Lexi lifts her body to get out of my way, only sucking on Daddy's top half so that I can bathe the lower portion of his cock with my tongue and lips.
Lexi is kind enough to pull off of Daddy's cock so that I can have a turn. I happily suck him into my mouth and start bobbing my head on the top half of his dick. It's still all I can take, sadly. Lexi, for her part, is now giving Daddy's balls a tongue-bath.
I have a hand between my legs and am once again fingering myself as I suck dick. Moments later, I feel Daddy's large hand on my breast. He pulls lightly on my nipple, stretching my tit before releasing it and giving the large boob a light slap. I moan as my pussy shudders in pleasure, drool running from my lips and down Daddy's shaft.
For the next ten minutes, we give Daddy the sexiest dual-blowjob we can. I pull off of him and slap my tit with his dick, I take three-quarters of him down my throat, making myself gag. I pass him to Lexi, who inhales his entire length. The whole time, Lexi and I are fingering ourselves as we moan and enjoy feeling Daddy play with our tits.
"I need to be inside you!" Daddy hisses as the two of us make out with his mushroom head between our lips. "Bend over the bed, both of you!"
Lexi and I both giggle as we lick Daddy's tip for a few more seconds. Then we share a kiss around the head of his cock before pulling away. We naked sluts stand up and sashay over to the side of the bed. As one, we bend over and rest our hands on the comforter while keeping our bare feet on the floor.
In flash, Daddy leaps out of bed and gets behind us. He uses his left hand to finger Lexi as he shoves two fingers from his right hand up my sopping cunt. Daddy fingers us for a couple minutes as we moan and beg for more.
Finally, he can take it no longer. Sadly, Lexi is on the left, so he goes to her first. I crane my neck to watch as Daddy slowly eases himself into Lexi's tight twat. My redhead best friend tosses her head back and tenses up as she feels herself being penetrated.
"Yeah, give me that cock!" Lexi groans.
Daddy holds onto Lexi for a couple minutes so he can fuck her with a steady rhythm. Soon, however, his right hand finds its way back to my pussy. I'm so happy when he starts fingering me again that I shiver and moan.
"It's your pussy, Baby!" Lexi cries out. "It's your pussy!"
Lexi continues her dirty talk until she finally screams out that she's cumming. When Lexi comes down from the orgasmic high, Daddy pulls out of her and switches to me. He grips my ass cheeks, slightly spreading them as he holds onto my butt and fucks me nice and hard.
After spanking me several times, Daddy starts fingering Lexi with his left hand as his right hand grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back. I scream and beg him to pull my hair harder. He does. So. Fucking. Good. I love it!



"I'm Daddy's little whore! I'm Daddy's little whore!" I chant as I take it from behind. Like a good girl.
"You feel so good, baby girl!" Daddy groans.
"So do you! You're so hard!" I coo. "You feel so good inside me!"
"Fuck her, Steven! Fuck her hard!" Lexi orders.
Daddy is happy to oblige. He fucks my little brains out. My back is arched as Daddy holds my head back by the hair and rails me. I cum. I cum hard. In fact, I cum three times in rapid succession. At first, I mistake it for one giant orgasm, but I'm eventually able to realize that each series of electric shocks is from its own orgasm. Delicious.
"Let's switch positions." Daddy suggests as he slow-dicks me. "I want both your pussies at the same time."
"Uh, how are you gonna manage that?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"Sit on my face while Kayla rides me." he explains.
"Oooh, I like!" I husk as I push my ass back, taking all of Daddy into my warm sheath.
"Mm, gladly, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
He pulls out of my pussy and squeezes my ass affectionately before hopping back up on the bed and laying down. Lexi and I soon follow. I throw my leg over Daddy's waist, straddling him as I lower my teenage twat down onto him, engulfing his hard dick. Lexi straddles Daddy's head, facing me as she lowers her pussy down for him to munch on.
"Fuck yes, lick my cunt!" Lexi moans weakly, her eyelids fluttering as she feels his tongue on her vulva.
Our threesome continues. I ride Daddy's cock while Lexi rides his face. Lexi reaches out and starts playing with my tits. I shudder and cum again on Daddy's big dick. I smirk when Daddy slides his hands up Lexi's body and squeezes her cute, little boobies.
"Fuck, I'm cumming!" the petite redhead announces. "Lick me, Baby! I'm cumming all over your tongue!"
I gyrate in Daddy's lap, my hands resting on his chest as I watch Lexi's face scrunch up cutely. I love the way my best friend looks when she cums. Her little mouth is hanging open as she gasps and grunts out her pleasure for the entire room to hear.
A few minutes later, Daddy smacks Lexi on the bum, indicating for her to get off him. She rolls onto her side, landing with a cute giggle beside him on the bed. Daddy then places his hands on my hips and guides my motions as I bounce up and down.
"It's time, Honey." Daddy says, looking up at me. "I want your ass."
"Then take it!" I hiss as I lift my pussy off of him.
I love this! Daddy is being so confident and in charge. He isn't hesitating. He isn't second guessing his decisions. He knows that he and I have a special relationship. He knows this may be wrong, but for us, it's just right. Daddy and I will always be in each others lives, always make love, always have each other.
As I crouch in doggystyle, Daddy sits up and knee-walks along the bed, getting behind me. Lexi sits up and gets the lube out of the bedside table drawer. Soon, my butt hole is all lubed up, and Daddy's cock also has lube on it. I'm ready. It's time.
"Shove it up my bum!" I beg as Lexi sits cross-legged beside me so she can watch Daddy claim my ass.
"Yes, ma'am!" Daddy laughs.
He places his mushroom head at my ass hole and steadies himself. Daddy then grips my hips and pushes forward. I bare my teeth and grunt, my hands clenching the comforter with desperate strength as Daddy's large tip enters my tightest hole.
"FUCK!" I gasp out.
"You okay?" he asks in a nervous voice.
"I'm fine!" I hiss. "Stick it up my ass!"
Daddy keeps going, his massive tool stretching my ass wide as it buries inside me. This is hardly my first anal, but this is by far the largest thing ever up my bum. I continue grunting and groaning until Daddy is balls-deep up my ass.
"I'm all the way in, Honey." Daddy says.
"Good. Good!" I moan weakly, my sweaty hair clinging to my face. "Now fuck me! Fuck my little ass!"
He does. Oh, God, he does! His cock feels so good, I'm grunting, my body jerking forward with every thrust. I claw at the comforter, my toes curling as I feel my pussy dripping with moisture. My breasts jiggle and slap each other with each thrust. Fuck, this is amazing.
"Fuck me, Daddy! Oh God, Daddy fucks me best! Fuck me hard, Daddy!" I beg.
"Your ass is so tight, Kayla! Holy shit!" Daddy groans.
"This is amazing." Lexi whispers. I can barely hear her over my panting.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" I shout.
I let out a full-throat scream as my ass clamps down on Daddy's erection. I can feel my pussy clenching as it sends tiny electric shocks throughout my entire body. I can feel it in the tips of my toes, I can feel it in my nipples. Holy shit.
"You're gonna make me cum, Kayla!" Daddy warns me.
"In my ass!" I beg. "Cum in my ass!"
"Fuck!" he moans loudly.
Daddy grips my hips tightly as he buries his entire length up my ass. His balls are resting against my pussy as his dick swells. I cum again when I feel his balls expelling their contents up my back door. I love it when Daddy grunts and shoots another spurt up my bum.
Finally, he grips my ass and pushes me forward until his cock exits my butt. I collapse. All the strength in my arms is gone, and I fall and land on the bed in a heap. Sweat is dotting my body and my raven hair is clinging to my face as I breathe heavily. I can feel cum running out of my stretched ass hole.
"Well," I begin weakly, "all my holes are yours now."
"Thanks, Honey." Daddy chuckles as he reaches out and runs his fingers along my bare back.
"Fuck, that was hot." Lexi breathes.
"I need a shower." I say with a giggle.
"That's a good idea." Daddy agrees. "C'mon, let's go."
"I can't move my legs." I admit.
"Someone got her brains fucked out!" Lexi teases.
"Yes. Yes, I did." I agree.
"I'll help you, baby girl." Daddy says as he gently picks me up and half-carries me to the bathroom.
Lexi and Daddy get me into the shower and start the spray. Damn, the hot water feels good as it washes away my sweat. I turn away from the stream and step forward. Then I bend at the waist and spread my ass cheeks so that the water can wash the cum away.
My best friend and my father join me in the shower. Daddy cleans his cock while Lexi soaps up her sexy, little body. The three of us stay in the shower after we're clean; we spend time kissing and touching each other as we enjoy our shower time.
Once we're dry, we return to bed. We cuddle for awhile as we listen to the soft music playing in the background. Since it's us, things heat up again soon. We're ready for round two. Daddy fucks our brains out, making Lexi and I both scream as we cum hard. This time, when Daddy is ready to cum he hoses down our pretty faces as Lexi and I beg for cum on our knees. Of course, I then need to share a cum-filled kiss with Lexi.
At one point, Nicole and Hazel come in to say goodnight. Daddy ends up bending the four of us over the bed and switching among us. Once he cums inside Nicole, Lexi slurps the creampie out of her sister's cunt before Hazel and Nicole decide to head back to Hazel's room for the night.
Once we're spent, Lexi and I each snuggle up to Daddy. I feel safe. I feel loved. Daddy and Lexi would die for me without a second thought. Keith is in jail, and will probably be denied bail. He'll never rape again. David will be going away, too. I have my Slut-sisters. I have Ian. Most importantly, I have Daddy. Despite my kidnapping, I'm able to fall asleep with a smile on my face. I'm gonna be okay.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 33! I hope you enjoy! So, originally this chapter was going to have an additional POV. However, it was getting very long. I decided to split them up. I hope you enjoy the POV's present. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Stacey~
It's Saturday, so my alarm doesn't wake me up. Instead, I am able to sleep in. When I finally do sit up and wipe the sleep from my eyes, I glance at my phone and gasp upon realizing that it is almost noon. Well, shit. I don't usually sleep in this late. The stress must be getting to me. I have a couple of texts from April.
April: Good morning. :)
April: Still asleep? Damn, girl! Did you go out trolling for cock last night without me?
Stacey: No! I guess I'm still messed up about everything. I haven't slept this late since college!
April: Wanna talk about it?
Stacey: Not sure what to talk about. I miss Steven, I have feelings for you now. I'm tired.
April: I'm sorry :( we never got together last night. Wanna hang today?
Stacey: Sure, and do what?
April: We could go clubbing tonight?
Stacey: Count me in!
April: Great! We'll each get rides and meet up after dinner?
Stacey: It's a plan!
April: A date?
Stacey: Perhaps. ;)
April: A girl can dream. :)
Stacey: I'm gonna shower. You keep dreaming :P
April: Now I'm dreaming about you soaping up those big titties!
Stacey: Perv.
April: You know it!
I smirk and set my phone down on my bedside table. I raise my hands above my head as I stretch, causing my large breasts to bounce lightly on my chest. Wearing nothing but a pair of panties, I make my way to the bathroom for my morning routine.
It's pretty standard; pee, brush teeth, take birth control pill. Then I step into the shower. While washing up, I shave my pussy, legs, and underarms. I even rub out a quick orgasm in the shower, while imagining Steven, of course. By the time I make it back to my bedroom wearing clean panties, I notice I have a surprising text.
Kayla: Hi, Stacey. How have you been?
Stacey: You know, ups and downs. Thanks for reaching out! How are you?
Kayla: It's been an intense couple of days.
Stacey: Do you wanna talk?
Kayla: Maybe.
Stacey: No pressure! I know you have your father and friends to talk to.
Kayla: You're my friend, too. I feel bad how you're being pushed out just for loving Daddy.
Stacey: Thank you for saying that, but I deserve it.
Kayla: Why would you think that?
Stacey: Because I do want to steal Steven from Lexi.
Kayla: You're in love with him. It's understandable. You're not a bad person, Stacey.
Stacey: I feel like one. :(
Kayla: I understand. You're going through a lot right now.
Stacey: Yeah, I miss you guys. Not just Steven. I miss you, Kayla.
Kayla: Well, you did touch my pussy. It's understandable that you want more ;)
Stacey: Making it dirty, I approve!
Kayla: ;P
Stacey: So, am I going to find out why Steven had to rush out of work Thursday?
Kayla: Yes. It's hard to say, but you should know.
Stacey: I know it isn't my business. I'm not family.
Kayla: I want you to be.
Stacey: You're sweet for saying that, but Steven made his choice. We all have to live with it.
Kayla: Stacey, I still want you to be one of us. I was raped at a party.
I don't text back. I freeze with my phone in my hand, gripping it tightly. Rape. Oh, my God. Kayla's a rape victim! Every woman's worst fear. The nightmare she's going through, and here I am acting like a love-sick teenager! Shit! Fuck, fuck, shit! I'm an idiot. Of course Steven is keeping this to himself. It's his daughter's privacy!
Stacey: Oh, my God! Kayla! Are you okay? What am I talking about, of course you're not!
Kayla: I'm okay, Stacey. :) Well, mostly okay. Thanks to Daddy. And my friends.
Stacey: I'm here for you, too! Whatever you need, name it.
Kayla: I need your friendship.
Stacey: You have it.
Kayla: I know you're mad at Daddy for not telling you things, but he had to keep my secret.
Stacey: No! I understand. I was a bitch!
Kayla: No, you weren't. You're in love and emotional.
Stacey: Thank you for being so understanding.
Kayla: That's what friends are for!
Stacey: So, this happened Thursday? It was pretty early for a party.
Kayla: No, the rape was awhile ago. My rapist, Keith, also raped Lexi and a few other girls.
Stacey: Holy shit!
Kayla: Yeah...anyway, he was about to get arrested, so he kidnapped Lexi and I with a gun.
Stacey: WHAT THE FUCK?!
Kidnap. A gun? Holy shit! This crazy shit actually happens in real life? With me having all these negative thoughts about Lexi. I'm a piece of shit! She's in the same nightmare as Kayla! Fuck, I am actually glad Lexi has Steven.
Kayla: Yeah... he wanted money from Daddy.
Stacey: Did he get it? Thank God you're both okay!
Kayla: Long story short; he made me suck him and I bit his penis off.
Stacey: I don't know what to say. This is a lot to take in! Should I call you?
Kayla: I'm cuddling with Daddy and Lexi while we watch a movie. Maybe later.
Okay. Okay. I can't breathe. Fuck. I have so many emotions running through me. I'm laying in bed in my panties, when I should be there. I want to be there, be part of their family. I know I'm not though. This is so hard! Do I text Steven? No, he is adamant about me not being family. Fuck!
Stacey: I'm just glad you're okay. That both of you are okay. Thank you for telling me this.
Kayla: There's more. A lot more.
Stacey: Um, okay.
Kayla: My friend Hazel is pregnant with Daddy's baby. He's also dating Lexi's sister, Nicole.
Pregnant. Steven got another girl pregnant. I'm in shock that it isn't Lexi, but I'm still so jealous. I want to have his babies. I let out a breath as I try and control the emotions circling through me. He has another girlfriend. Lexi's sister. More competition. More proof that this isn't even a competition anymore; I've lost. Another text comes in as tears form in my eyes.
Kayla: Oh, and I had sex with my father.
What. The. Actual. Fuck. I know Steven is living his life while I'm not a part of it, but damn! He's really going crazy! Incest. I don't know how I feel about that. I guess I know that Kayla and Steven have a unique, extra-close relationship. Still, it's not something that I really approve of. Right? I don't approve of incest!
Stacey: You had sex with Steven? He's your father! That's incest!
Kayla: Yes, I did. And, I know.
Kayla is a rape victim, Steven is a widower. It makes sense that the two of them are bonding so closely. I'm sure they know they can't actually be in a relationship with each other. It's just their way of being close. I can get behind that. I think.
Stacey: I'm a little overwhelmed, but I think I understand. You and Steven are special.
Kayla; We do have a special bond. Thank you for understanding. I knew you would.
Stacey: I'm jealous that he has another girlfriend. :(
Kayla: Yeah. :( Lexi just filled Nicole in about you this morning.
Stacey: Bad things?
Kayla: No, well, Lexi is still upset with you. She's jealous. I think you two need to talk.
Stacey: She has nothing to be jealous about. Steven chose her. She doesn't trust me.
Kayla: I suppose that's a better way to put it. :/
Stacey: Oh God, Kayla! Everything is so fucked up!
Kayla; Yeah. :( Also, news networks found out about the kidnapping. They keep calling.
Stacey: Shit, seriously?
Kayla: They want to interview Lexi and I. My number has always been unlisted, but not Lexi's.
Stacey: That must be tough on her.
Kayla: It is. The five of us have been together since Thursday night.
Stacey: The five of you?
Kayla: Hazel. She lives here now, her parents kicked her out. Me. Lexi. Nicole. Daddy.
Stacey: Gotcha. What about your other friends? There were two other girls you're close to?
Kayla: Ashley and Marcia. Their parents found out about all the sex we have.
Stacey: That must have gone over well.
Kayla: I assume that was sarcasm. :P It did not.
Stacey: So, you can't see them anymore?
Kayla: I'm not sure. Their parents let them stay with us after the kidnapping..
Stacey: That's something!
Kayla: Yeah, but they're definitely limiting our time together. No more constant sleep overs.
Stacey: You're going through a lot.
Kayla; So are you. I'm here for you, Stacey.
Stacey: I'm here for you, too.
Kayla: I should let you go. Talk soon?
Stacey: Definitely. Stay safe.
Kayla: You, too.
I set my phone aside as tears run down my cheeks. Kayla and Lexi are rape victims. Kidnapping. I'm acting like a spoiled brat. I can't help it. I love him so much. I want to be part of his life. I want to be the one he confides in. Instead, I'm the one covering for him when he leaves work early. A coworker. Not a lover. Not family.
My tears stain my pillow as I curl up in a little ball, lost in misery. I wrap my arms around my knees as I pull them up to my chest. My nearly-nude body shakes with sobs. He has two girlfriends. I'm not one of them. I want to be his one and only. Well, I'm happy to share him with April. No one else. It doesn't matter what I'm happy with.
Twenty-five. I'm twenty-five years old, and this is my life. Fuck. Kayla and Lexi have ten times the courage that I do. I'm just a love struck fool. I keep crying until I feel like I have no more tears left to give. Only then do I blow my nose and head to the bathroom to wash my face.
I put on a robe and go to my kitchen to make a cup of coffee. Browsing the news on my phone, I polish off two cups before deciding I should eat lunch. Making something hot sounds like way too much work. Sandwich and chips it is. I wash it all down with a diet soda.
After cleaning up the remains of my lunch, I curl up in bed with a book. It's a romance novel, which I'm almost finished with. When the couple eventually gets back together and make love, I find myself feeling disappointed that the sex isn't more graphic.
When I finish the book, I set it down and pick up my phone. Opening the web browser on my phone, I go to my favorite erotic literature website. Thinking about Steven, I decide I want a romantic sex story, so I go to the right category and start browsing.
Once I find a nice, hot story, I begin reading. The story is really good. There's a lot of set up, some light flirting before the inevitable date invitation. The shy girl accepts. Understandably, their date goes really well and things start heating up. When the girl gets naked and begs for cock, I start to rethink my image of her as a shy twenty-something.
The sexy woman starts sucking dick, making my mouth water as I imagine a hard shaft between my own lips. My pussy twitches when I think about Steven's throbbing manhood in my mouth. Fuck, I love cock. I briefly set my phone down and take off my robe. Then I lift my ass so that I can pull off my panties as I prepare to masturbate.
My fingers trail along my slit, and I swipe my middle finger through my labia, coating my digits in feminine nectar. Then I pick up my phone and resume the story. When the girl gets on her hands and knees and prepares to take it from behind, I start rubbing my clit.
Fuck, being crouched in doggystyle while a huge cock plows away at my cunt; yes, please! I sigh as I realize that I probably can't be with April. I love dick too much. I need a massive tool to slam into me over and over, making me scream.
I have two fingers jammed up my hole now. My lips are pulled back, my teeth bared as I rapidly finger myself. I'm holding my phone up with one hand as I read the story. The woman is now begging the man to cum inside her. I understand. There's nothing like the feeling of a massive dick shooting off inside me. Steven's dick.
"Steven! Fuck me! I'm cumming! Steven!" I gasp out as my eyelids flutter.
Pushing my two fingers all the way inside me, I feel my pussy clamp down as it starts to convulse. Pussy is amazing, but cock is my true love. I'm sorry, April. I bite my lower lip as I slowly come down from my orgasm. Then I suck my juices from my fingers before finishing the story.
The story ends well, with the couple agreeing to continue dating. Good for them. I sigh as I walk to the bathroom naked to clean up. Then I'm back in my panties and laying in bed. No need for the robe, I'll just relax with my tits out until dinner.
Time to read another book. This one is fantasy. I love reading. I'm such a bookworm. I guess that's why April and I get along so well. Both nerdy in our own way. I shoot April a text while reading, asking her about her day. She soon replies.
I read my book and text with April until dinner. I want something hot, but I don't wanna cook. Sucking it up, I preheat the oven and prepare a nice meal. When I take the first bite, I decide this is definitely worth it. I'm a pretty good cook!
Finishing dinner, I sigh when I realize I actually have to put a bra on. I go with a sexy black bra to match my lace panties. Then I shimmy into a little black dress that shows off my cleavage. We're going clubbing, I wanna look hot! I brush my long, blonde hair until it cascades down my back in a yellow curtain. Finally, I order a ride on the app and step into heels.
My driver stammers when he meets me. Really, he squeaks when he welcomes me into the car. I smile and blush softly. It's sweet. I am a sexy, young blonde with good-size tits and baby-blue eyes. I get it. I give the poor boy a nice tip when we arrive at our destination.
I don't head inside right away. Instead, I walk around outside as I wait for April. Turns out, I'm here before her. I text her and she tells me she's still about ten minutes away. So, I play on my phone until another car pulls up.
The car door opens, and my adorable best friend steps out. She thanks the driver for the ride and shuts the door. April looks amazing in a green dress that brings out her eyes. Her light, wavy hair is framing her pretty face, and she is smiling as she gazes at me.
"Hey, Stacey!" April grins, her fingers curling cutely as she waves.
"Hi, Bestie!" I reply as I walk over to my favorite nerd and hug her tightly.
April smiles and stands on her toes to hug me back. She's so tiny, it's adorable. Holding hands, we make our way into the nightclub. We both get carded this time, and hand over our licenses so they can verify we're over twenty-one. Finally, we're allowed inside.
Music is pumping through the expensive sound system as people dance all around us. Lights flash, adding to the atmosphere of the club. There's a nice bar in the back where a number of people are sitting and drinking.
Time to dance! April and I rush out onto the dance floor and start to party. My blonde hair is flailing about as I twirl to the music. I take April's hands in mine and we spin. April's green dress swirls about her smooth legs while we laugh and smile.
Two hot women dancing and having a great time. It isn't long before guys start to notice us. I feel hands at my hips as a guy gets behind me and starts swaying with me to the beat. April smirks at me as a second guy gets behind her.
We go with it! April and I start grinding our butts back against the guys as we dance. We don't know their names. We don't need them. Although, when my guy's hands reach higher to cup my tits, I take them and put them back at my waist.
The night continues. April and I dance with guys, with girls, with each other. I find myself gazing into her lovely green eyes as we hold each other close and move. At one point, April stands on her toes and presses her lips against mine. I kiss her back.
When we break apart, I notice several guys watching us appreciatively. Nothing like two girls making out to get guys hard! April looks straight at one guy and licks her lips suggestively. Feeling mischievous, I reach down and cup my best friend's tight ass.
"Wanna take a break?" April shouts over the music, her sweaty hair clinging to her face.
"Sure!" I call out in agreement. "Let's grab some drinks!"
I hold April's hand as I skillfully guide the short girl through the crowd. Bodies press up against us as we make our way across the dance floor. Finally, we reach the bar. It isn't too crowded here, so we find a spot beside a handsome man in his mid-thirties. April sits with him on her right. I then plop down on April's left, further away from the guy.
"What can I get for you?" the bartender asks.
"A couple of shots!" April answers. "Whatever you recommend."
"Coming right up." the bartender replies.
"Put it on my tab." the handsome man says smoothly.
The bartender nods as he moves to fulfill the order. April and I both turn our heads to look at the man who is buying our drinks. He's definitely in his mid-thirties, and he's very handsome. Slightly taller than average, probably right at six feet, he has dirty blonde hair and is clean-shaven. He's wearing nice pants and a button-down shirt.
"Thanks!" April calls out loudly.
"Yeah, thank you." I add as I smile at him.
"My pleasure." the man replies as he admires us. "I'm Barry."
"Stacey!" I tell him.
"I'm April." my best friend says.
"Nice to meet you both." Barry smiles as the bartender places shots in front of April and I.
Barry raises his glass as April and I lift the shots. We clink glasses before we all start drinking. Barry takes a sip of his whiskey as April and I knock back the shots. Then Barry buys us two new drinks to nurse while we chat.
"So, Barry," I begin, "what do you do?"
"I'm an attorney." Barry answers. "I mostly deal with business law."
"Oooh, fancy!" April giggles before taking a big swig of her drink.
"Not really." he chuckles. "It's pretty boring. What do you girls do?"
"I work with computers, and Stacey is an executive assistant." April tells him in her cute voice, answering for me.
"Sounds like you both have great heads on your shoulders." Barry comments.
"Well, April does, anyway." I laugh. "I'm just the nerd's best friend!"
"I'm sure you're a lot more than that." he smiles.
"Flattery will get you everywhere!" I giggle.
"Good to know." Barry says softly.
"Are you seeing anyone?" April asks.
"No one at all. I'm single." he confirms.
"Lucky us!" I breathe.
Yeah, he's checking out my tits. It doesn't bother me, I'm wearing this dress for a reason. Feeling frisky, I lean forward to give him a great view. I know I'm hot. Maybe April has a point; it's Steven's loss.
We continue chatting with Barry. He's a nice enough guy, but it's obvious that he's out looking to get laid. I also notice he checks his phone a lot. I guess that makes sense for a lawyer. After finishing our drinks, Barry orders us another round of shots before we have our glasses refilled and resume our conversation.
"Come here a lot, Barry?" April wonders as she pushes her glasses up her nose.
"Not really." he shakes his head. "Once in awhile."
"When you're horny and looking for a hook up?" I teasingly ask.
"I have no idea what you're talking about!" Barry throws back his head and laughs as he lies.
"Right." I smirk.
"You seem in a great mood tonight." April points out.
"Definitely. I'm celebrating!" he tells us. "Also, it doesn't hurt to have two lovely ladies to chat with."
"Oh, what are you celebrating?" I ask.
"I just got a huge job." Barry announces with a grin. "It's great pay, and it will keep me busy for some time."
"Good for you!" I smile. I mean it, too. Always nice to hear about someone's success.
"Thanks!" he smiles charmingly.
"I think someone deserves a reward for all his hard work." April breathes.
"What did you have in mind?" Barry wonders, lust in his eyes as he leers at my best friend.
For such a shy nerd, April is really coming out of her shell. It's amazing! My jaw actually drops when April reaches up her dress. The petite blonde lifts her ass so she can slide her panties down her legs. She pulls her heel-covered feet through her underwear and places the wadded up cloth on the table in front of her.



"Why don't you keep these?" April offers as she slides her panties across the bar, toward Barry.
I notice the bartender freeze as his eyes flick between April's face and the underwear on the bar. He must see women behaving like this all the time, still it's a turn on, I'm sure. Barry's tongue snakes out briefly to wet his lips before he opens his mouth and grins widely. The handsome thirty-something man then reaches across the bar and snags April's panties.
"Thanks, Babe." Barry says as he pockets the flimsy cloth.
The flirting definitely ramps up. April makes suggestive comments, and it's obvious that Barry has her. I'm more conservative, but I make sure to show a clear interest as well. Barry is clearly having a great time, I'm sure visions of a threesome are flashing through his imagination.
"No reward from you, Stacey?" Barry asks at one point. "I mean, your friend will be tough to beat!"
"Is there something you wanted?" I ask with a cute giggle.
"I'm sure I could come up with something." he smirks.
"Mm, I'm sure you could." I purr. "How about this?"
I stand up and walk over to the empty seat to Barry's right. I sit down. The bartender is clearly watching as I take Barry's hand in mine. Then, as I snake my tongue out to moisten my lips, I slip Barry's hand into my dress and bra.
"Fuck." he breathes as his hand grasps my naked breast.
Holding my hand outside my dress, I press Barry's hand against my tit-flesh. I let out a breath when I feel my hard nipple pressing into his palm. Not to be outdone, I notice April reach over and start to rub Barry's bulge.
"You're so hard!" my nerdy friend gasps.
"You girls are making me hard." Barry comments as the bartender looks on. Several other people in the vicinity are watching as well.
"Yeah, he's a lucky guy!" April calls out confidently as her fingers caress Barry's hardness through his pants.
"And he's about to get even luckier." I comment as I hold Barry's hand to my tit.
"Is that so?" Barry asks with a self-satisfied smirk.
"Yes." I comment as I remove his hand from my dress and lace our fingers. I then stand up and pull Barry to his feet before turning to the bartender. "I'm gonna take him to the bathroom and suck his dick."
"Uh, okay." the bartender mutters with wide eyes. "Have fun."
"Oh, we will!" I smile as I lead Barry along the bar.
"You go, girl!" April calls out after me.
Yeah, I know I'm being really slutty. Still, if shy April can let loose, I can too! Barry trails behind me as we make our way to the nearby bathroom. Thankfully, there is a one person bathroom that we can use. I bring us inside and lock the door. Then I turn to face my conquest.
"I LOVE sucking dick." I husk as I place my arms behind my back and pose prettily.
"I got one for you right here!" Barry says as he drops his pants and boxers, freeing a decent-size erection.
"Mm, I love it!" I coo.
"Get on your knees, Slut." he orders in a firm voice.
"Yes, Sir!" I state as I rush to obey.
Within thirty seconds, I'm on my knees on the bathroom floor, like the dirty slut I am. The tile is rough on my skin, but I'll deal with it. I take Barry's hard-on in my hand and start stroking. He's pretty thick, and of about average length. All in all, it's a good cock.
"Suck my dick. Now!" he snaps at me.
I nod quickly before leaning forward and slurping his head between my lips. Letting go of his shaft, I grip his thighs in both hands as I start moving my head back and forth in the standard blowjob motions. I really do love dick.
"Yeah, that's a good, little Slut." Barry comments as he buries his hands in my hair.
Guilt momentarily surges through me as I think of Steven. I wish I was on my knees for the love of my life, not this guy. Knowing Steven is jealous when I hook up with guys is almost enough to make me put an end to this. However, Barry grips my head tightly and starts fucking my face, forcing me to focus on breathing.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I gurgle as drool runs from my lips.
Barry is small enough that I can take his entire length down my throat. He takes the opportunity to use my mouth as if it's a pussy. Fuck, he's being rough. I can feel his balls slapping against my chin as he uses me. In the end, I just let my mouth hang open so I can make sexy noises around his shaft.
"Get your tits out, Whore!" he hisses.
Whore. I'm not sure how I feel about this. Better than 'Bitch', I suppose. I release Barry's thighs so I can pull the straps of my dress and bra down my shoulders. Then I pull my tits out of my bra cups, exposing my nipples to the open air. The cool air makes them harden instantly.
"Fuck, you're hot." he groans.
Keeping one hand on my head so he can continue fucking my face, Barry reaches down with his other hand and attacks my tits. I clamp my lips down on him and groan when he pinches my nipple. Then I grip his thighs once more as I use my throat to massage his thickness.
"MM!" I moan loudly as he slaps my tits.
"I'm gonna cum in your Slut mouth!" he announces as he grips my head in both hands.
I let him use my mouth for his pleasure as he pulls my head along his length. Soon, I feel him swell between my lips. My fingers claw at his thighs as cum explodes into my willing mouth, coating my tonsils. I swirl the hot load around my mouth with my tongue.
"Don't swallow!" Barry orders.
I'm once again reminded of Steven. Steven loves to see my cum-filled mouth. Still, I comply. I hold Barry's cum in my mouth, not swallowing as the last few drops dribble out. Barry then pulls me off of him, holding me up by the hair with one hand.
"Show me." he commands.
I gape my mouth. I actually feel myself getting wet as I imagine how I must look right now. On my knees in a little black dress. Tits out and mouth open. Drool covering my chin as I show off my cum-filled mouth. Whore just about sums it up! I think I'm okay with this.
"Swallow." Barry says softly.
I swallow. Then I show him my empty mouth. He smiles as he releases my hair. Then he reaches out with both hands and squeezes my tits together. I stay on my knees, letting him play with my boobies for a few minutes.
"We should get back to April." I eventually say.
"Works for me, Babe." Barry replies before releasing my tits and putting his cock away.
I place my breasts back into my dress and bra before standing up. Wiping the dirt from my pretty dress, I smile at Barry. He looks back at me and grins. Yeah, he's a little rough, but so is Steven. I like it. I'm pretty sure Barry really is a good guy.
"How'd it go?" April asks when we sit back down at the bar. Barry has one slut on each side of him.
"Your friend gives great head!" Barry replies.
"And you have yummy sperm." I tell him as I lick my lips.
"The bartender is walking around with a boner now, thanks to you!" April giggles.
"And you!" I insist.
"Well, I may have flashed him while you were gone." my best friend admits with a blush.
"April!" I exclaim. "Anyone could have seen!"
"I hope they enjoyed the show!" April giggles.
"You girls are wild!" Barry says happily. "Bartender! Bring us more shots!"
April and I just giggle as the bartender complies, providing three more shots. The three of us clink our glasses before downing them. Then we each order another cocktail to enjoy as the flirting continues into the night.
"Do you two wanna get out of here?" Barry eventually asks.
"Oh, trying to pick us both up?" I wonder with a wink.
"You both do seem interested." he answers smoothly.
"Trust me, we are!" April giggles. "Ever had a threesome, Barry?"
"Once or twice." Barry admits.
"Well, not like this!" I declare.
"Where are you taking us?" April asks.
"Um, well," Barry stammers, "we could get a hotel room?"
"Fuck that!" I state as I raise my glass. "Let's go back to my place! It's close!"
"Okay!" he agrees quickly. He must not want to take two strange sluts back to his home. I guess I understand.
Barry indicates to the bartender that he wants to settle the tab. Then he sends a quick text on his phone before taking out his wallet. Barry pays the tab while I order a ride on my phone. We're heading back to my place, so I figure I should get the ride. April just spins slightly in her stool, her fingers tapping on the hard wood of the bar as she hums softly to the music.
"Our ride should be here soon." I say.
"Great!" Barry smiles before offering his hands to us. "Shall we, ladies?"
"We shall!" April grins confidently as she takes his hand.
I take Barry's other hand and he laces our fingers. The handsome lawyer then leads us outside. We wait about fifteen minutes for our ride to arrive. Barry opens the door for both of us, and we step into the vehicle. Barry gets in as well, and we're off.
The ride is pretty uneventful. I do notice the driver April and I out in the rear view mirror. I don't blame the guy one bit! He must be jealous of Barry right about now. I smile as I remind myself that I'm hot. I'm desirable. I'm wanted.
When we arrive at my apartment, I give the driver a nice tip on the app. Then the three of us rush into the building. My blowjob is tiding Barry over, but I can tell he's getting antsy. He wants to sink his cock into a wet, willing pussy. He's about to get his chance.
"This is a nice place." Barry comments when I show him and April inside.
"Thanks!" I smile as I lead my guests into my living room. "Can I offer you a drink?"
"Do you have beer?" he asks.
"One beer, coming up!" I say.
"I'll have a glass of wine." April adds.
I go into my kitchen and return a few minutes later with a beer and two glasses of white wine. April and Barry both thank me as I hand them their drinks. Putting on some music, I sit down with them on the couch as the three of us resume our conversation.
"Do you girls both live here?" Barry asks.
"No, just me." I answer.
"We have been roommates before, and talked about living together again." April explains as she gazes across Barry to shoot me a look.
"You two definitely seem close." he comments while bringing his beer bottle to his lips.
"We are." I smile.
"I may or may not have noticed you two kissing on the dance floor." Barry admits.
"Mm, hoping to watch two hot girls going at it tonight?" April husks.
"Maybe." he smiles in mock innocence.
"You just might get your wish." I tell him before taking a sip of wine.
"Is that so?" he asks with an excited grin.
"I think we've made it pretty clear that we like you." April comments as she sets her wine glass down on the table. She then grasps Barry's wrist and slides his hand up her dress.
"Someone's bold!" he says.
"Mm, feel how wet I am?" April asks as she keeps Barry's hand beneath her dress. I can see the green material move around, and know that Barry is rubbing April's snatch.
"Shit, you're soaked!" Barry exclaims.
"Would you like a taste?" April wonders while biting her lower lip.
"I do love pussy, and I bet you're delicious." he grins.
"Taste me, Baby." April begs as she spreads her legs wide.
Barry doesn't need any further encouragement. He gets on his knees on the floor and, without a second's hesitation, shoves his head up April's green dress. April tosses her head back against the couch as she reaches up to grip the cushion.
"Oh, yeah!" April groans. "Lick my coochie!"
Sliding my butt across the couch, I get beside April. Then I reach out and cup one of her small boobs from outside her dress. My best friend coos happily and places her hand on top of mine, encouraging me to touch her. It isn't long before my hand finds its way inside her dress and bra. April lets out a small gasp when my fingers roll her nipple.
"Kiss me!" April gasps as she enjoys Barry's oral ministrations. "Please, Stacey! Kiss me!"
Holding onto April's boob, I lean over and press my lips to hers. The petite girl moans into my mouth as our tongues play. Soon, I feel April's hand pulling at my dress. I help her slide my dress and bra straps down so that she can more easily get a hand into my dress and squeeze my titty.
April is now pulling down on my dress with both hands. I stand up to shimmy out of my dress, leaving it in a puddle at my feet. Then I step out of my heels. Clad in only a bra and panties, I look down to see Barry gripping April's thighs as the lawyer eats out my best friend.
"Is he doing a good job, April?" I ask as I get back on the couch and nibble on her ear.
"Oh God, yes! He's making me feel so good! So good!" April moans.
Reaching behind my back, I unhook my bra. Shrugging my shoulders forward, I take my bra off and toss it aside. Then I grab the back of April's head and bury her face in my cleavage. April rapidly shakes her head back and forth, motorboating my titties.
Our threesome continues. I lower my hand to rub Barry's back as my other hand grips the back of April's head, holding her face to my boobs. I can hear April moaning and panting as she slobbers all over my breasts. Then she suddenly pulls away from me.
"Holy shit, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" April announces.
April wraps her legs around Barry's back as she leans forward and presses her teeth together as her lips pull back. She looks so cute with her glasses crooked on her face. The small woman's eyes are scrunched shut as she lets out an adorable series of gasping grunts, indicating that she's having one amazing orgasm.
"How was that, Bestie?" I ask as I lean down and kiss April's forehead.
"Fucking amazing!" April gasps while breathing heavily as Barry pulls his head out from under her dress. The bottom half of his face is coated in pussy juice.
"I need to be inside you!" Barry husks while looking up at April.
"Then pull your cock out and stick it in me!" April begs as she reaches down and pulls her dress up, exposing her naked cunt.
Barry stands up and drops his pants and boxers. He steps out of his shoes and socks before getting fully bottomless. I get off the couch, noticing his eyes glance over at my nearly-naked body before returning to April. Barry kneels on the couch cushion and turns April sideways so she's fully laying along the couch and he can get between her spread legs.
"Fuck me, big guy!" April breathes.
I get a good look at Barry's tight ass as he gets into position, lining himself up with April's opening. He reaches between them to guide his cock with his hand. April throws her head back against the armrest as Barry enters her. My best friend's number is now five, six if you count me!
"Holy shit, you are so fucking tight!" he gasps while lifting his head.
"Mm, you're nice and hard!" April replies as she grabs his butt in both hands.
"Fuck her!" I breathe as I stand in front of the couch and lean down to kiss Barry's cheek. "Fuck my slutty friend!"
"Two best friend sluts! I love it!" Barry husks as he buries himself to the hilt inside of April.
"And tonight, we're all yours." I whisper in his ear as I caress his back while rubbing my tits against him.
Barry starts thrusting. He makes long, steady strokes into April as the short nerd wraps her legs around him and begs for it. April is rolling her hips to meet his thrusts, and I can tell from her panting that she's feeling good.
"I want you from behind!" Barry grunts after a couple minutes.
"Yeah! Fuck me like a dog!" April begs.
Pulling out of April's hairy pussy, Barry sits up and roughly grabs my best friend. He flips her onto her stomach and manhandles the petite slut into position. April is on her hands and knees with her head at the armrest. Her bare bum is up in the air, and her dress is bunched up around her waist.
"Get on your knees and taste your friend on my cock!" Barry orders me.
I drop to my knees and grasp his wet dick. Then, without prompting, I shove it in my mouth. I roll my eyes up to meet Barry's as I taste April on his dick. Fuck, April has a sweet pussy. I massage Barry's balls as I bob my head rapidly, cleaning April's juices from the erection between my lips.
Barry pulls me off of him by the hair. He then shifts his body and shoves himself into April. I lift my body and lay my head on April's lower back, feeling the soft fabric of her dress as I look up at Barry. He grips April's butt cheeks as he thrusts into the petite girl.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" April chants as she takes it from behind.
"Are you my little whore?" Barry asks through gritted teeth.
"Yes, Baby!" April cries out as she arches her back sexily. "Oh God, yes!"
"Say you're my little whore!" he orders urgently.
"I'm your little whore!" April hisses. "Oh fuck, yes! I'm your whore!"
"Blonde, cock-loving whores. All mine!" Barry grunts as sweat runs down his face.
"Let me suck your dick!" I beg as I open my mouth and stick out my tongue.
"You wanna suck it?" he asks as he looks down at me while thrusting into April.
"Please, let me suck it." I moan, my lower lip quivering.
"I love when little sluts beg for it!" Barry laughs.
He slams his cock all the way into April, making her body jerk forward as she cries out in pleasure. Then Barry pulls out of my best friend and lifts himself so he can shove his cock down my throat. I let out a sexy gag as his shaft buries itself in my windpipe.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan as I start sucking.
He uses my mouth for his pleasure as a couple minutes pass. My cheeks cave in as I suck as hard as I can. Eventually, he decides he needs more pussy. Pulling out of my mouth, Barry spanks April before shoving himself back up her cunt.
"Spank me again!" April moans.
Barry slaps April's bare bottom before gripping her ass cheeks tightly and resuming his thrusts. I alternate between watching his cock going in and out of April and looking at Barry's straining face. I can tell he's having a great time. April's little pussy is heaven, so I get it.
"Getting close." he gasps out as his thrusts grow more erratic. "Are you on the pill?"
"Yes!" April answers quickly. "Cum inside me! Fill me with your hot, sticky load!"
"I'm gonna cum in you, Slut!" Barry announces.
"Fill me, fill me, fill me!" April begs.
I lift myself off of April so that Barry can fuck her extra hard. I then reach over and grasp one of her boobs from outside of her dress. I look over at Barry while wearing just my panties. He's watching me as he drills April.
"Cum in her, Barry!" I breathe. "Please, give us your cum!"
He reaches his limit. Barry buries himself balls-deep inside of April as he grunts and groans. It's obvious that he's filling my best friend with creamy semen. His body shudders as the last of his load exits his shaft and leaks inside of April. Only then does he pull out of her and sit back on his heels.
"Fuck, that was good." he gasps as he reaches out and rubs April's bum.
"I'm glad you enjoyed me." April winks as she looks over her shoulder at Barry.
"I definitely did!" Barry laughs.
"Wanna watch Stacey slurp out the creampie?" April suggests.
"Uh, fuck yeah!" Barry says as he gets off the couch and looks at me. "Eat my cum out of your friend's pussy!"
"Mm, gladly!" I say as I climb up on the couch.
I grip April's ass cheeks, spreading her open as I bury my face in her box. She's as delicious as ever, especially with the salty flavor of semen mixed in. April moans my name as I start slurping cum out of her well-fucked pussy. I feel Barry's hand caressing my tit as my nose buries up April's ass. I just moan and continue eating.
"Oh, Stacey!" April moans as she shudders.
"Yeah, eat that pussy!" Barry's voice calls out happily.
"Fuck, I'm such a slut!" April groans. "My best friend is eating your cum out of me!"
"Mm, got it all!" I giggle as I lift my head and kiss April's butt cheek.
April collapses onto the couch and rolls over onto her back. As Barry watches, I get on top of April and shove my tongue in her mouth. My best friend buries a hand in my hair, her legs wrapping around me as we make out and grind.



"How about you sexy ladies get naked for me?" Barry suggests.
April and I giggle as we break our kiss. I stand up and reach out my hands to my best friend. She places her small hands in mine and I pull her to her feet. We both turn to face Barry as April's dress falls back down over her pussy.
Barry slowly begins unbuttoning his shirt as he admires us. I'm wearing nothing but a pair of panties and a smile. I feel so sexy! April may be missing her panties, but she still looks fully dressed. Barry pulls off his undershirt, leaving him naked. He then indicates for us to get out of our clothes.
Since I'm already almost nude, I just run my hands over my breasts as I watch April undress. The little nerd kicks off her heels before dropping her dress. Once she steps out of the dress, April is wearing a bra and her glasses, while I'm only in panties. We both remove our last garment at the same time, showing Barry our charms.
"See anything you like?" I ask coyly as I run my fingers through April's blonde bush while her small hand grips my tight ass.
"Fuck yeah, Babe!" Barry grins as he admires our nude bodies. "Maybe we should take this to the bedroom?"
"Let's go!" April says enthusiastically.
April and I walk forward and run our hands along Barry's chest as we smile sexily at him. I smirk at April when I realize that Barry is over a foot taller than she is. He turns around and takes our hands as we make our way to my bedroom.
"Climb up on the bed." Barry orders.
The two best friend sluts get up on the bed, per our instructions. April takes off her glasses and sets them on my bedside table as I run my hands along my tight, young body. We then sit prettily as we look straight at Barry. He isn't hard. He's cum twice already, so it is understandable. Still, he's checking out our bodies with lust in his eyes.
"What now, Sir?" April asks in her cute voice, her hands resting on her thighs.
"How about I watch you girls play while I recharge?" he suggests.
"Kiss me, Bestie!" I say as I turn to April and pucker up.
Our arms wrap around each other as our lips meet. I can feel my large breasts squish against April's smaller ones as the little nerd buries a hand in my blonde hair. April moans into my mouth as I run my tongue along hers; I'm every bit as into this as she is.
"Play with her big tits!" Barry encourages.
April breaks our lip lock and begins trailing soft kisses down my neck. Her small hands cup my breasts, squishing the large mounds together as her lips reach my chest. She slurps a nipple into her mouth and immediately starts sucking on my tit.
"Fuck, this is hot." he comments from the sidelines. "I wanna watch you girls dyke out. Sixty-nine for me!"
April and I both turn to look at Barry and notice he's half-hard. She and I glance at each other and break into huge grins. I then lay back on the bed and crook my finger toward April. My best friend takes the hint and flips her body over so she can lower her pussy down onto my face.
All I see is pink as April drops her cunt down onto my willing mouth. As I start munching on her rug, April buries her face between my legs and starts licking my slit. Life is good. April is so small, I love having her on top of me, feeling her breasts press into my stomach.
I grip April's butt cheeks, spreading her open as I lift my head and swipe my tongue between her labia. At the same time, the short girl wraps her arms around my thighs while she sucks on my clit. Our bodies writhe as one while we moan, pant, and clam dive.
When April starts to finger me, I push my own finger up her butt, causing April to tense up as an orgasm washes over her. The young woman screams my name against my vulva, making me smile. April then attacks my pussy with renewed vigor, bringing me to orgasm in under a minute.
"Get on your knees and suck my cock." Barry's voice states firmly. "Now, Sluts!"
April and I rush to obey. In a flash, we're both on our knees in front of him. April impales her face on his hard dick while I lower my head and suck on his nuts. Barry holds on to each of us by the hair as he throws his head back and enjoys the dual-blowjob.
Using his grip on our hair, Barry fucks April's face for a couple minutes. Then he pulls her off his cock and shoves his erection down my throat. I gag and drool as Barry uses my mouth while having April lick his balls.
He keeps switching. Back and forth. First, I'm sucking on him, then April. Then back to me again. The entire time he's calling us his little, cock-sucking whores. I can't help but feel my pussy get wet as April and I are manhandled.
Eventually, Barry finishes using our mouths. He says that he is ready for some pussy. The strong, confident man drags us over to my bed. He then pulls us to our feet and bends us over, causing our cute, little asses to stick out for his viewing pleasure. I'm sure he can see the pink of our pussies between our smooth legs.
"Fuck, that's hot." he grunts from behind us.
"Which Slut would you like to try first?" April giggles from my left.
"Mm, you're both so fucking sexy." Barry comments, and I feel a hand on my bum. He then raises his hand and brings it down hard, causing me to yelp and jerk forward as I'm spanked. "But I haven't tapped this one yet."
I don't say anything as I feel Barry settle into position behind me. He crouches slightly and swipes his mushroom head between my moist labia. I shiver slightly and let out a breath as I prepare mentally for penetration.
He's in me. Another man who isn't Steven is inside me. I feel a massive wave of guilt, and actually open my mouth to tell Barry to get out of me, out of Steven's personal pussy. I can't. I close my mouth and bite my lower lip as this strange man pushes all the way up my cunt.
"Fuck that pussy!" April squeaks from beside me.
Barry is rough. So rough, that I soon forget about my sorrows. He spanks me roughly while slamming his cock into me as hard as he can. I can't feel his other hand on me, but I can hear April moaning, so I'm guessing he's fingering her.
I stay crouching on my elbows, my hands holding my comforter as I take it from behind. Soon, Barry puts both his hands on me. He reaches around my body and grabs my hanging tits. Then, using the massive mammary glands as handholds, he drills me with his length while grunting heavily. I can actually feel his sweat dripping onto my back.
"That's it, Slut." Barry says. "Take that fucking dick!"
After mauling my tits for a minute, he releases my breasts, allowing them to swing freely as he starts spanking me again. I look down at my hands and grunt each time his hand impacts with my bottom. Suddenly, he reaches forward and grasps a fistful of my hair.
"Are you a whore?!" he hisses as he yanks me by the hair, forcing my back to arch.
"Yes!" I grunt, my mouth hanging open and eyes scrunched shut.
"Say it!" Barry orders as he roughly tugs on my blonde locks. "Say you're a whore!"
"FUCK!" I screech. "I'm a whore! I'm a whore!"
I feel a small hand cup my left breast. It's April. She isn't groping me like Barry does, she's lightly caressing me. The way Steven does. Sure, Steven can be rough sometimes, but it's always in a good way. Not like Barry, who is just using me. I want Steven. So. Fucking. Badly.
"Fuck, you're nice and tight!" Barry grunts as he slams himself into me. I feel his balls slap against my clit.
"Fuck me! Fuck my little pussy!" I beg, trying anything I can think of to lose myself in the moment. "Use me! FUCK ME!"
Barry releases my hair and grabs me by the hips with both hands. He then starts fucking me as hard as he can. I grunt and groan, my hands clenching the comforter and my toes curling as I finally reach orgasm.
"I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming all over your dick!" I announce as my sweaty blonde hair clings to my face.
Barry thrusts a few more times, my pussy convulsing, gripping his cock tightly. I know my vaginal muscles want nothing more than to draw the semen out of his balls. Instead, Barry lets out a loud gasp and pulls out of me. I can feel my lower lips twitching as they close up.
"Shit, almost lost it there." he gasps. Looking over my shoulder, I can see he is holding his cock, preventing himself from cumming.
"My turn, my turn!" April shouts as she wiggles her bum. "I think you forgot about me, big guy!"
"I could never." Barry smirks. "Though, your hot friend did distract me."
"Then let me claim your attention for awhile." April purrs as she looks back at him. Her wavy blonde hair is over one shoulder and she's got a hand between her legs as she obviously rubs her cunt. "Fuck my ass!"
"Really?!" he exclaims with a huge grin.
"Yeah!" April confirms in her cute voice. "Shove it up my ass and sodomize me!"
"There's lube in the top drawer of my bedside table." I say.
I giggle as I hip-check April. Barry rushes to my bedside table and extracts my lube. He then squirts some onto his cock before getting behind April. I crane my neck to watch him stick a lube-coated finger up the tiny nerd's bum. Then, he's ready.
He's ready for her tightest hole. He tosses the lube on the bed before gripping April's hips and lodging his cock at the opening to her ass, her tightest hole. April looks straight ahead, her hands gripping the sheets as Barry pops his tip into her.
"FUCK!" April screeches through clenched teeth.
"That's it," Barry moans as he looks down to watch his cock burrow up April's back door, "take it up the ass. Be my little butt-slut!"
"Fuck my ass! Use my little body!" April begs.
Barry needs no further encouragement and starts fucking April up the ass. He's completely ignoring me now, so I just watch April's face as I finger myself. I love having April here with me, she's making this experience worthwhile. I just wish it was Steven currently buried to the hilt up my best friend's ass. He's the man I love. The one I really want to be with.
"Fuck her, fuck her hard!" I encourage as I close my eyes and push two fingers up my cunt.
I'm losing myself in the moment. Imagining Steven is using April as I finger myself beside her. Soon, I'm cumming again. I pull my fingers out of my hole and rub my clit rapidly as electric shocks shoot through my body.
"Are you gonna cum for me, Baby?" April coos. "Are you gonna fill my little ass with your hot load?"
"Yes!" Barry groans. I can hear the sound of slapping flesh as he sodomizes April. "God, yes! I'm so close!"
"Cum for me! Your little whore wants it!" April moans loudly. "Cum inside me, Baby! Cum in my bum!"
"Fuck! Take it, you dirty slut!" Barry grunts.
I open my eyes and see his head is thrown back as he holds himself all the way up April's ass. It's obvious that his balls are currently emptying their contents into April. I reach over and squeeze one of my best friend's little boobs as she takes Barry's load.
"Fuck." April pants as sweat runs down her face.
"That was good. Thanks, Babe." he says as he grips April's butt cheeks and pulls himself out of her.
April reaches behind her body and puts her hand over her butt hole to prevent cum from going everywhere. She then stands up and starts waddling toward the bathroom. Barry snickers as he watches the short blonde disappear into my bathroom.
"I'm gonna take a quick shower!" April announces loudly before shutting the door.
I slowly lift myself and climb up on my bed. Then I lay down with my head on the pillow as I breathe heavily, causing my large breasts to rise and fall. Barry joins me a minute later. He's laying beside me, on my right as his left hand absentmindedly plays with my breast.
"You girls are great." he comments.
"Thanks." I say with a giggle. "You're not so bad yourself!"
"I hope you had a nice time." Barry smiles.
"I did, thank you." I nod.
The truth is, the only reason I'm enjoying myself is because of April, not Barry. He doesn't need to know this, though. I sigh as I get comfortable and close my eyes. Steven. I want him here right now. I want Steven holding me, Steven playing with my boob, not Barry. I want April and I to be Steven's little whores.
Time passes. Barry continues playing with my tits, and I just ignore him as my breathing deepens. I think I fall asleep at one point, because I jerk awake when the bathroom door opens. I raise my head and look over to see a naked April waltz out of the bathroom.
"All clean!" April announces as she dries her hair with a towel, not caring about her nudity in the slightest. Once again, I find myself admiring April's cute, blonde bush.
"I should probably take a shower, myself." Barry comments.
"Yeah." April agrees with a nod. "Your dirty cock was up my butt hole, after all."
"Is it cool if I use your shower, Stacey?" he asks me.
"Sure, go for it." I answer.
"Thanks." Barry replies as he gets out of bed and walks, not to the bathroom, but toward the living room.
"Bathroom's the other way." I tell him.
"I know, I'm just gonna grab my phone real quick." Barry explains.
He returns forty-five seconds later with his phone in his hand. Barry's still naked as he sends a text. Then he sets his phone down on my nightstand before smiling at me and walking toward my bathroom. As he passes April, the arrogant lawyer smacks my best friend on the ass before entering the bathroom and closing the door.
"Having fun?" April asks as she hops up on the bed.
"With you around? Always!" I answer as I smile up at April, who is sitting beside me.
"Aw, thanks!" she giggles. "What do you think of Barry?"
"He's a little too rough." I respond with a shrug. "You?"
"I like it rough!" April husks. "Don't you?"
"Sometimes, yeah." I admit. "I guess I just prefer rough the way Steven does it."
"How is that?" she wonders.
"Like he's being rough for my pleasure. Barry is being rough for his own." I explain.
"I guess that makes sense." April frowns as she considers my words. She crosses her legs beneath her before responding further. "Are you sure this isn't just because you're still in love with Steven?"
"Maybe that's part of it." I sigh. "I miss him. You'd really like him, April. He has a huge dick, and he knows how to use it!"
"I do love big cocks." April purrs.
"I know you do, Slut." I tease as I reach up and run my fingers along one of April's titties.
"Too bad Barry wasn't bigger." she sighs.
"He had a decent-size dick." I frown. "It filled me up pretty well."
"Eh, I guess Drew and Luke ruined me for average cocks." April shrugs.
"It's fine, I know a guy." I smirk.
April and I both look at each other for several seconds before bursting out laughing. I have to laugh about it, otherwise, I'll cry. I want to introduce April to Steven. My best friend and the love of my life. I'll cum so hard I'll black out.
"I'm sorry you're heartbroken." April eventually says.
"Thank you." I whisper. "It's my fault you know how it feels."
"Well, I'm not giving up hope on us!" she grins.
"Yeah..." I mumble, unable to tell her that I need something she doesn't have.
"Anyway," April says, clearly trying to change the subject, "I have an idea!"
"Oh yeah, what's that?" I wonder as I flick April's pink nipple.
"First of all, stop that, it tickles." April swats my hand. "Second, let's make sure Barry doesn't forget about us."
"How do we do that?" I inquire.
"Well," April grins mischievously, "he's in the shower. His phone is right on the nightstand. Let's take a nude selfie!"
"April!" I exclaim. "We can't do that!"
"Why not?" my best friend asks.
"We barely know him. He could put our face and tits on the internet!" I reason. "His phone is probably locked anyway. He is a lawyer, he'd know the importance of doing that."
"Let's find out!" April states simply as she hops up on the bed and puts on her glasses. She then reaches over for Barry's phone. "And we'll just show our tits, no faces."
"I don't think we should be touching his phone." I state.
"Fuck, it's locked." April pouts as she looks down at the phone.
"Probably for the best." I tell her as I reach out and caress her back.
That's when Barry's phone starts buzzing. I open my mouth to tell April to put it down, when the screen lights up. I glance down. A woman's face appears, along with the words "Baby is calling." My jaw drops as April gasps.
"Who the fuck is 'Baby'?!" April hisses, finding her voice before I do.
"I think that's obvious." I stammer, my mouth dry.
"It was rhetorical, Stacey." April rolls her eyes before turning to glare at the bathroom door. "The son of a bitch told us he was single!"
"Cheating asshole!" I curse.
"And I let him stick his cock in me!" April looks at me with a look of pure horror.
Before I can respond, April grips his phone tightly and gets to her feet. She then walks around the bed with such fire in her eyes that I'm surprised there isn't steam shooting out of her ears. April marches her pretty, little ass over to the bathroom door and throws it open.
"April, wait!" I shout as I jump out of bed and rush to follow.
"Cheating piece of shit!" April screeches as she pulls back the shower curtain, exposing Barry's naked body. She then throws his phone at him.
"What the fuck?! My phone!" Barry exclaims as he struggles to hold onto the device. "I'm showering, you'll ruin it, you crazy Bitch!"
"Don't call her that, you asshole!" I shout, feeling anger boiling inside of me.
"What is going on!" he demands as he hops out of the still-running shower and rushes to grab a washcloth to dry off his phone.
"You got a call from 'Baby', you son of a bitch!" April roars as she clenches her fist and actually stomps her bare foot.
"Oh, uh, well." Barry stammers.
"You have a girlfriend!" I accuse as I realize that April and I are still naked. I cross an arm over my breasts and plaster one hand over my crotch to cover myself. He doesn't deserve to see me. "That why you didn't invite us to your place? You live with her?"
"Okay, fine." he sneers as he leers at April and I. "I'm engaged, and I didn't take you back to my house because I live with her."
"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" April screams. She's so angry she isn't even trying to cover herself. Her little boobies bounce lightly as the little nerd shakes with fury.
"What's the big deal? You girls wanted cock and you got it." Barry asks. "No one got hurt."
"Except the woman you're cheating on!" April insists, her eyes narrow. "I even asked if you're seeing anyone! Why did you lie?"
"Isn't it obvious, you stupid slut?" Barry snickers. "I lied so you whores would take your clothes off and spread your legs. And it worked."
"Get out!" I order as I point toward the door, not even thinking about my big tits being exposed to his gaze. "Get out, get out, get out!"
"Whatever." he rolls his eyes as he sets the washcloth down on the table. "I got what I wanted."
"Fucking asshole!" April snarls as she steps forward and slaps Barry across the face. Hard.
"Bitch!" Barry exclaims as he reaches out, grabs April by the shoulder, and shoves my best friend.
"Ah!" April screams as she falls backward, slams into the wall, and slides down to the floor.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!" I shout as loudly as I can. The entire apartment building can probably hear me.
"She hit me first!" Barry reasons as he turns to face me.
I see red. April is on the floor of my bathroom in a heap. I can see she's already crying. I step forward and kick Barry between the legs as hard as I can. His eyes go wide, his mouth opening as he lets out a high-pitch squeal.
His hands shoot between his legs as soon as my foot is out of the way. Barry then tumbles forward, his knee coming out to catch him before he hits the floor. I do hear his knee slam into my bathroom floor with a satisfying bang.
"You fucking whore!" Barry grunts as he cradles his genitals.



I ignore him and rush over to April. Kneeling on my bathroom floor, I cradle April's head against my bosom as she cries. It isn't long before I hear Barry rush out of the bathroom. I coo softly to April as I brush her hair back.
"Are you okay?" I ask.
"My shoulder hurts." April sniffles. "And I hit my head on the wall."
"Do you have a concussion? Do you need to go to the hospital?" I wonder frantically.
"No, I don't think so." April shakes her head as she slowly stands up.
Holding April close, I lead her into my bedroom. I lay her down on my bed, making sure her head is situated comfortably on the pillow. Then I cross an arm over my chest as I head into my living room. I'm just in time to see the door slam. Barry is gone.
I walk over to my door and lock it tightly before returning to April. She's laying in bed, wiping the tears from her eyes with the tissues I keep on my bedside table. I climb into bed and pull the covers over us as April snuggles up to me.
"I'm sorry." April mumbles.
"For what?" I ask as I brush a lock of blonde hair out of April's face.
"Hitting him." she answers. "I shouldn't have done that."
"I understand." I say. "You caught your ex cheating. It makes sense."
"I just thought he loved me. I thought I was over you and that I could marry him." April continues. "Then I walk in the bedroom and he's pounding some tramp from behind."
"You don't have to explain." I assure my best friend before leaning down and kissing the top of her head.
"Is there any hope for us?" April asks in a small voice.
"I don't know." I admit with a sigh. "A little while ago, I would have said that there isn't."
"What changed?" she wonders.
"I saw you get hurt." I answer. "I was so scared. I love you so much. I don't know about romantically, but I definitely love you. A lot."
"I love you, Stacey." April mumbles as she rests her head on my large breast.
"Is it a good idea for you to sleep?" I ask, still worrying about a concussion.
"I don't have a concussion, it's fine." she assures me. "Hold me, and I'll be fine."
"I won't let you go." I promise.
I keep one arm wrapped around April as the fingers of my other hand run through her soft hair. April's breathing steadies, and soon I can tell she's fast asleep. With our naked bodies entwined, I join April in blissful unconsciousness.
I wake up before April on Sunday morning. For a few minutes, I just hold her, then I decide to wake her up. Leaning down, I lightly kiss her eyes until they flutter open. April smiles at me; a smile so full of love that I can't help but smile back and let out a cute giggle.
"Mm, morning." April mumbles as she stretches.
"Morning, Cutie." I reply as I lean down to peck her lips.
"I need to pee." she tells me after kissing me back.
"Thanks for sharing." I snort.
April and I both get out of bed and make our way to the bathroom. I brush my teeth and take my birth control pill while April sits on the toilet to empty her bladder. Then we switch. I pee while April uses a new toothbrush I keep in the apartment.
"Shit, my pills are at home." April realizes. "I should order a ride."
"No need to pay for a ride. I can drive you." I offer. "Just let me shower."
"Would you like some company?" April offers.
"I'd love some." I smile.
We don't make love in the shower. However, we do enjoy soaping up each others young, supple bodies. Once we're clean and dry, we make our way through my small apartment to pick up our discarded clothing. It's scattered quite a bit.
"Fuck!" April curses.
"What?" I ask.
"That piece of shit kept my panties!" she rolls her eyes in disgust.
"You did give them to him." I smirk.
"That was before I knew he was a cheating piece of shit!" April states vehemently. "Ugh, I can't believe I let him inside me!"
"I know what you mean." I sigh. "I had a bad one night stand, not too long ago."
"Really?" she wonders.
"Yeah." I sniffle as tears form. "He called me 'Bitch'."
"I'm sorry, Stacey." April says as she walks up to me and hugs me.
"It's okay, it happens." I reply as I hug her back.
Soon, we realize we can't waste the entire morning. I get dressed in clean clothes, while April puts on her green dress. She's going commando, but nothing can be done about it. She has more underwear at her apartment, anyway.
April and I decide to spend the day together. We head into her apartment so that April can take her birth control pill and change into fresh clothes. Then we decide to do what so many women do when they're feeling down; go shopping!
We spend the day shopping, going out to eat, and we even catch a movie after dinner. I find the cutest pair of shoes on sale! A couple of guys do try to chat us up at the mall, but we just sling our purses over our shoulders and continue on our way. We don't need this right now! Throughout the day, I also occasionally text Kayla.
Stacey: How are you doing?
Kayla: Not bad. The news networks have stopped calling.
Stacey: That's good!
Kayla: There is an article about the kidnapping in the local news, unfortunately.
Stacey: Not much you can do about that.
Kayla: Yeah... the whole school will probably find out eventually. Anyway, how are you?
Stacey: My friend April and I brought a guy home last night.
Kayla: How did that go?
Stacey: Fine, at first. Until we found out he is engaged.
Kayla: And I'm guessing she isn't okay with him sleeping around?
Stacey: Probably not, since he lied and said he was single. April slapped him, he shoved her.
Kayla: Is she okay?
Stacey: Yeah, April's a tough girl.
Kayla: I'd like to meet her sometime.
Stacey: I'd like that. :)
Kayla: Busy Sunday?
Stacey: Nah, just spending the day with April. You?
Kayla: Well, Ashley and Marcia are still being kept away from the mansion. :(
Stacey: I'm sorry.
Kayla: I'm spending the day with Daddy, Lexi, Nicole, and Hazel.
Stacey: A lot of fucking? ;)
Kayla; That's the plan! Oh, and game night tonight.
Stacey: Game night?
Kayla: New/old tradition. We play board games together as a family every Sunday.
Stacey: Oh. That sounds fun.
Kayla: Don't give up hope. I want you to get an invitation someday.
Stacey: Thank you.
April keeps me from getting too depressed, thankfully. She can tell when I'm down and has this way of making me smile. I'm lucky to have her. We walk holding hands, our fingers laced, not caring if any narrow-minded people glare at two women together. They aren't worth acknowledging anyway.
"Maybe we should move in together." I comment during dinner.
"Really?!" April exclaims, pure joy on her face.
"Yeah, but no sharing a room!" I laugh.
"Fine, fine!" April says after swallowing a bite of food. "I'll sleep on the couch for a couple months, I don't care."
"Are you sure?" I wonder.
"I am." April nods.
"When do you wanna move in?" I ask.
"Memorial Day weekend?" April suggests. "I assume you aren't working either?"
"No, I'm off." I smile. "I'll help you move!"
After dinner, we go to a movie. We split a large bucket of popcorn as we enjoy the show. Then, I drive April home. She kisses me goodbye before heading into her apartment building. Finally, I drive home and go up to my apartment.
I strip down to my birthday suit and climb into bed. Spreading my legs, I finger myself to a very pleasant orgasm as I imagine Steven making love to me. I moan his name as I cum. Then I think about April slurping the creampie out of me. With a sigh, I curl up under the covers and fall asleep naked.
My alarm wakes me up Monday morning. I go through my morning routine; pee, take my pill, shower. Then I dress in a business skirt and jacket. Getting in my car, I start the drive to work. It isn't long before I'm walking into the office. Ten minutes later, the love of my life walks in.
"Good morning, Stacey." Steven says with a smile.
"Good morning, Sir." I reply.
Steven disappears into his office. He leaves the door open, but I am not going to just follow him in. Instead, I turn to my computer and start working. I make a couple of phone calls and answer over a dozen emails. Finally, I actually do need to talk to my boss.
"Sir?" I call out as I knock softly.
"Yes, Stacey?" Steven asks as he looks up from his desk.
"Ken, the owner of YouInvest wants to set up another golf game. His assistant just emailed me." I tell him.
"Oh, okay. No problem." Steven sighs. He does not look excited. "When?"
"Sunday." I answer.
"That's fine." Steven nods.
"Won't interfere with game night?" I wonder.
"You know about game night?" he frowns in confusion.
"I may be out of your personal life, but I still talk to Kayla." I explain nervously. "I hope that's okay?"
"Of course it is!" Steven exclaims. "I just didn't know."
"Um, I know other things as well." I bite my lower lip, afraid of his reaction.
"Oh?" he asks, his eyes boring into mine.
"Yeah, I know why you left early on Thursday and weren't in on Friday." I admit before taking a deep breath. "I'm sorry, this is none of my business. I just, I care about you and want to be part of your life. I thought you should know that Kayla told me. I didn't ask! I swear, I didn't ask! She volunteered the information when she reached out to me."
"Close the door." Steven states firmly.
I walk nervously toward the door, afraid I'm about to get fired. I'm probably being irrational, but I really am scared right now. I shut the door before turning around and taking a seat in the chair in front of Steven's desk. The one I usually sit in when we have lunch together.
"Sir?" I inquire when he doesn't speak for a few seconds.
"I'm sorry, Stacey." he finally says, surprising me.
"What? Why?" I ask stupidly.
"For not telling you everything myself." Steven answers. "I care about you, and I want you in my life. We can't have sex, but that shouldn't change our friendship."
"No, I understand!" I exclaim. "It was Kayla's privacy you were protecting. She's your daughter! But yeah, she told me about Keith, and the kidnapping."
"That's why I was being secretive about that guy I hired, by the way." he says. "I hired a PI to investigate Keith."
"Oh! That makes sense." I nod. "How is Kayla doing? And Lexi?"
"They're both doing well. Thank you." Steven smiles. "Keith's bail hearing is this morning. I'm waiting to hear back from the detective regarding how it goes."
"I wish they could give him the death penalty!" I snarl.
"I know the feeling." Steven agrees. "I'm definitely glad they couldn't reattach his penis. Uh, Kayla told you about that, right?"
"She did." I confirm. "I know she bit it off."
"Ouch." Steven winces. "I mean, he deserved it, but seriously, ouch."
"He definitely deserved it!" I exclaim before speaking in a softer voice. "And, Steven, how are you?"
"It's tough." he sighs after taking a deep breath. "I have to be strong for Kayla, but I'm so overwhelmed, you know? She's my baby, and she went through Hell."
I look at Steven with sad eyes, seeing not my boss, not even my lover, but my friend. Tears appear in the corner of my baby blues at almost the exact same time that Steven starts to tear up. I bite my lower lip as affection for this man wells up inside me.
Reacting purely on instinct, I stand up. Seeing what I'm doing, Steven stands up as well. I make my way around his desk until I'm standing in front of him. We wrap our arms around each other and share a tight hug. His hand buries in my hair as I rub his back softly.
Steven and I support each other for a couple minutes, only then does he release me. I reluctantly let him go, but make sure to kiss his cheek as we pull apart. He smiles at me. I smile back before returning to my seat.
"Thanks, Stacey." Steven smiles as he sits back down and wipes his eyes. "I needed that."
"My pleasure, Sir." I nod. It really is. Fuck, I love him so much.
We talk for a little longer about his troubles. He's so overwhelmed with everything the girls are going through. He is doing everything he can to try and be strong for them. They're so lucky to have him in their lives. Eventually, the topic dies down and I bring something else up.
"I know about you and Kayla." I admit.
"What do you think of that?" he wonders.
"It was really shocking at first."I acknowledge. "After thinking about it for awhile, I understand. You two have a special bond."
"Thank you for understanding." Steven smiles. "You're a great friend."
"I, um, also know that congratulations are in order. Dad." I give him a small grin.
"Yeah, Hazel's pregnancy was a shock to all of us." he chuckles. "Thank you again!"
"You're welcome." I reply.
"So, now that you're all caught up, what's new in Stacey's life?" Steven asks.
"Oh, not much." I shrug. "April is going to move in after all."
"Gonna share a bed?" he inquires.
"No." I shake my head. "She'll get the couch until we can find a bigger place."
"She must really wanna live with you." Steven observes.
"Yeah, and she's short. She'll fit just fine on the couch." I giggle.
"Still, no bedroom is rough." he states.
"It is. I'm glad she's moving in though. Memorial Day weekend, we decided." I tell him.
"Let me know if you need help with anything." Steven offers.
"Thank you, that's really sweet." I smile. Fuck, I love this man.
"My pleasure." he inclines his head.
"Oh! Before I forget, Ken wanted something else as well." I say, changing the subject.
"Sure, what?" Steven asks.
"A big meeting the week after golf with a couple of lawyers. To go over the terms of the sale." I answer.
"Sure, no problem. Set it up." he instructs.
"I will." I nod.
"Our usual place for lunch?" Steven suggests.
"Sounds good. I'll put the order in soon and go pick it up." I nod. "Want the usual?"
"Definitely. I'm in the mood for something greasy." he responds.
Our conversation continues for a little while longer. Then I reluctantly head back to work. I let out a sigh as I sit at my desk and email Ken's assistant to set up the golf game and meeting. A small smile does cross my lips, I know everything now. Sure, Steven isn't the one to tell me, but I'm still part of his life again. I love it!
~Hazel~
Monday morning. I struggle to wake up as always, even though I can sleep later now that I don't have to make breakfast for my brothers. I wonder if my parents are doing it now. Probably not. Scott is old enough now, maybe he's cooking.
Tears form in my eyes as I think about my brothers. Do they miss me? Does little Michael even understand why I'm gone? Fuck! I'm usually such a strong person! Now, I don't even recognize the person I'm becoming. What is happening to me?
With a sigh, I throw the covers off of my nearly-naked body. I go through my morning routine before slipping on a pair of clean panties and a robe. Putting my long, brown hair into its usual ponytail, I make my way down to the dining room to meet Steven, Lexi, and Kayla for breakfast.
After breakfast, I insist on cleaning up to help earn my keep. Then Steven kisses all three of us girls before heading to the home gym for his morning workout. Kayla, Lexi, and I hop in the car and start the drive to school. We don't take my car, thankfully. I'm down to about half a tank of gas. I have no money to refill the tank, and I refuse to ask Steven. I can't. He's doing too much for me already.
Before school, five of the six Slut-sisters have our morning chat. Marcia and Ashley are still having a lot of problems with their parents. We all talk about prom, and our concerns that the parents will try and stop Ashley and Marcia from spending the night at Steven's. Fortunately, the guys' parents are still living in blissful ignorance. My parents don't even know their names, so they have no way of calling Josh, Shawn, or Ian's parents.
I say goodbye to my Slut-sisters and go to homeroom. I spend homeroom texting the girls, continuing our earlier conversation. This time, Nicole is able to join in, since we're texting. She commiserates with us about prom, and hopes everything works out.
Kayla also brings up that various students are looking at her. Seems like the news is out. Fuck. Apparently, Stephanie comes up to Kayla and hugs her. Everyone knows. At least most people are considerate enough to not say anything to Kayla.
"Hazel! Wait up!" Brittney's voice calls out after I leave homeroom.
"Oh, hi Brittney." I reply as I turn to face her.
"How are you doing? I heard about Kayla and Lexi!" she exclaims.
"Has everyone heard about it?" I wonder.
"Uh, yeah, I think so." Brittney shrugs. "I heard about it this morning, then I checked the news and read the article."
"How much information does the article give out?" I ask.
"Not much, it doesn't mention anyone by name, but we know it's about Lexi and Kayla." Brittney answers. "Is Keith still in jail?"
"Yeah, his bail hearing is today." I tell her.
"I hope they throw away the key!" Brittney nods.
"Me, too." I agree. "Do you mind if we talk about something else?"
"Right, sorry!" she exclaims as we walk down the hall. "I heard you almost became a porn star?"
"Well, that is something else. Guess I walked into that." I sigh, making Brittney giggle. "Yeah, I couldn't go through with it. I feel bad I made Peter waste his time."
"It's okay, he's not mad!" Brittney insists. "I did another movie over the weekend, actually."
"Oh yeah?" I ask out of politeness, not interest.
"Yup! It was fun. Anal pays extra!" she tosses her blonde hair over her shoulder as I arrive at my first class. "I know you have to get to class, but quick question; do you wanna come to a party Friday night?"
"A frat party?" I wonder.
"Of course!" Brittney giggles.
"I don't know if I should..." I frown.
"C'mon, you'll have fun! No pressure, we can just hang out! What else are you gonna do?" she smiles.
She has a point. What else am I gonna do? Stay in the mansion, where I don't belong? Hide in that room as I miss my brothers. Fuck that! I'm not fat yet, I'm still hot. And I'm single. I can do anything I want!
"Count me in." I nod and smile.
"Great! I'll text you!" Brittney says before disappearing into the sea of students.
My morning classes pass by slowly. I text Brittney, I text the Slut-sisters, and I respond to Steven's text, letting him know that I'm doing just fine. It's a lie. I miss my brothers. During the morning, I end up caving and texting Scott, my only brother with his own phone.
Hazel: How are you doing?
Scott: I'm not supposed to talk to you.
Hazel: I know. :( Just delete the texts, Mom and Dad will never know.
Scott: I guess that'll work. They check my phone every night now.
Hazel: I'm sorry. That's my fault.
Scott: It's okay, I'm not doing anything they don't approve of.
Hazel: Unlike me.
Scott: Are you really pregnant?
Hazel: Yes. You're gonna be an uncle!
Scott: With a niece or nephew I can never see. :(
Hazel: :'(
Scott: Mom and Dad said you're no longer part of the family.
Hazel: Do you agree?
Scott: No. You're my big sister. I love you.
Hazel: I love you, too! How are Daniel and Michael?
Scott: Daniel's okay. Michael really misses you.
Hazel: I miss all three of you.
Scott: Is there any way you can make up with Mom and Dad?
Hazel: I don't think so. They made it clear I'm not welcome.
Scott: They keep asking me if I know the names of your friends so they can call.
Hazel: I wish they weren't dragging you into it.
Scott: Our parents had a meeting with the pastor. They came out looking pissed.
Hazel: They probably got a lecture about how horrible their daughter is.
Scott: I'm sorry. :(
Hazel: We'll keep in touch, right?
Scott: Just make sure you only text me when you know I'm not around our parents.



Hazel: I will. Thank you, Scott.
Scott: You're welcome.
I end up taking a couple bathroom breaks during my early classes so I can cry in peace. The conversation with Scott has me really emotional. Finally, the morning classes are over and it's time to head to lunch. I'm leaving the bathroom after my third cry of the day when I run into Dan.
"Hi, Hazel!" Dan says, giving me a charming smile.
"Dan. Hi." I nod as I sniffle and wipe away the last of my tears. Why is Dan talking to me? We barely know each other. "Heading to lunch?"
"Yeah, then I saw how upset you looked." he explains. "Are you okay, Hazel?"
"Uh, yes. I am. Thanks, Dan." I mumble. Wow, even self-centered Dan notices I'm upset. I must look awful. "I'm just kinda emotional this morning."
"Is it Kayla and Lexi?" Dan wonders. "I heard what happened with Keith."
"Damn, everyone really does know." I comment before lying. "And yeah, I just feel so bad for them."
"Understandable." he nods in sympathy. "Everyone does know. There was the news article we all read, which does mention Keith, but not the girls. I guess someone figured it out. I wanted to show my support and talk to Kayla, but I had no idea what to say to her."
"It's probably best she's left alone right now." I tell him as we walk down the hall.
"Yeah, you're probably right." he sighs as he completely changes the subject. "Hey, are you going to the Prom with anyone?"
"I'm taking Lexi, since her boyfriend can't come, and I'm single." I answer.
"Oh." Dan says, looking genuinely disappointed. "I was gonna suggest we go together, but you girls have fun."
"Thanks, Dan." I smile. "And I'm sorry. I am surprised a handsome guy like you doesn't have a date already! Prom is in less than two weeks."
"I, uh, really wanted to go with Kayla, but she's seeing Ian." Dan explains.
"You crushing on my girl?" I wonder with a smirk as I hip-check him playfully.
"Yeah, maybe." he acknowledges with a grin that shows off his nice dimples. "When she said she was going with Ian, I did ask a few other girls that I, uh, know. They all turned me down."
"Aw! I'm sorry, Dan!" I exclaim. The poor boy does look sad as we walk down the hall with students milling about.
"Apparently, I'm a selfish asshole." Dan says, looking really upset.
"You do have a reputation for, well, wham bam, thank you, ma'am." I say with a wince.
"Wow, nothing's a secret at this school." he chuckles nervously as he runs his fingers through his perfect hair.
I'm about to say I need to get to lunch when I realize that Dan is definitely upset. I know the feeling. What the hell? Maybe I can help him out a bit. I reach out and squeeze his upper arm reassuringly before speaking.
"Do you need to talk?" I offer.
"Maybe." Dan admits.
"C'mon." I say.
Gripping him firmly by the shoulder, I guide Dan through the hallway until we get away from the crowd. After making sure no one is looking, I lead Dan into a semi-dark classroom. Once I shut the door, I drop my backpack and purse on a desk beside Dan's backpack. Then I turn to face him.
"We're just talking." I hold up my pointer finger to indicate I'm serious.
"Hey, I got it!" he raises his hands in a non-threatening gesture. "I can just do the talking thing."
"Not from what I've heard." I smirk.
"That's the problem!" he suddenly exclaims. "I used to have no problem getting a date!"
"Until you fucked half the Senior class?" I offer with a raised eyebrow.
"Now no one will go out with me!" he whines.
"Maybe you should have treated those girls better." I suggest, my hands on my hips.
"I didn't treat them badly!" Dan insists.
"You used your looks and charm to get them to spread their legs, then you only cared about your own pleasure." I roll my eyes.
"Um, well, maybe." he sighs.
"Dan, have you ever even eaten pussy?" I ask.
"Why would I do that?" he asks, making a face.
"Because it's called returning the favor!" I say with an exasperated laugh. "You like having your dick sucked, don't you?"
"Yes, of course." he nods and smirks.
"Did it ever occur to you that maybe a girl likes having her pussy eaten?" I inquire. I can't believe this actually needs to be explained.
"I never really thought about it, but yeah, I guess so." Dan frowns.
"And that maybe, if you made a girl feel good, she might want you again?" I continue, getting to my point.
"Oh! So you're saying that if I make an effort to make sure the girl enjoys it, she'll come back for more?" he says, realization finally dawning on him. "You know, instead of saying she never wants to see me again..."
"Yes, Dummy!" I actually reach forward and playfully bonk him on the head with my palm. "The girl gets a good cum, and you get more pussy. Everyone wins!"
"Hazel?" he asks with a guilty expression.
"Yes?" I reply.
"How do I make sure the girl enjoys it?" he wonders.
I open my mouth to answer, but stop and frown. Then I smile, an idea occurring to me. Yes, this will be poetic justice. It will also help Dan. I kick off my shoes. Dan looks at me in confusion, which turns to excitement when I reach for the button of my jeans.
Bending my knees, I shimmy out of my jeans and underwear. Then I stand up and look at Dan as I stand before him completely bottomless. I'm wearing just a pair of white socks, along with my shirt and bra.
"Dan, you're gonna eat my pussy." I state firmly.
"I don't know how." Dan sighs as he gazes at the juncture between my legs.
"I'll teach you, come here." I say, offering my hand.
He takes it. I lead Dan over to the teacher's desk. Then I climb up on it and scoot my little ass forward until I'm sitting at the edge. Spreading my legs wide, I show Dan everything I have to offer. He looks at my wet slit with lust as I reach between my legs and spread my labia with two fingers.
"Get on your knees and examine me." I order. "I know you've had a lot of pussy, but you've never had your face down there before."
"Okay." he nods as he complies.
"You've heard of the clitoris, right?" I inquire as I point to my love button.
"Yes." he nods.
"When you go down on me, I want you to lick all around my vulva, but pay special attention to my clit. It'll make me feel good." I explain.
Dan nods in agreement before reaching out and gripping my thighs. He leans forward and tentatively licks me. I let out a soft gasp as I feel his tongue on my labia. It takes time, but he is soon licking me with much more enthusiasm.
"Oh, that's good, yes!" I hiss as I grip Dan's head in both hands. "Listen to my moans, when they get faster, I'm enjoying what you're doing. So, you should keep doing it."
His strong hands squeeze my thighs as his tongue finally finds my clit. He doesn't know to suck on it, but he does a good job flicking it with his tongue. My toes curl in my socks as I pull my legs back to make sure Dan has room to get his face right in my box.
"Stick your fingers in me!" I hiss.
Soon, Dan is sawing two fingers in and out of me while tonguing my clit. Not bad at all! I get to help someone, and I get my pussy eaten. Win-win. I push Dan's face into my pussy as I buck my hips against him, moaning and panting my pleasure.
"I want you to curl your fingers up toward the roof of my vagina." I moan as he complies. "Feel that patch of skin?"
"Mm!" Dan nods as he munches away at me while curling his fingers up.
"That's my G-spot." I explain. "Rubbing that makes me feel really- Oh God, yes! Just like that!"
For several minutes Dan eats me. He needs practice, but he isn't bad for a first-timer. At least he's trying, for once. When the time comes, I release his head and grip the edges of the desk. Then I throw my head back and announce my orgasm.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming for you! Fuck! Fuck!" I screech.
Dan is on his feet in a flash. He unbuttons his jeans and slides them down to his feet, along with his boxers. He strokes his cock several times as he gets between my legs while staring directly at my opening. That's when I slide my hands between my legs, covering my vulva.
"No." I state.
"What? What do you mean?" he asks in shock.
"You've been cumming into every pussy in the school, giving no one any release. This is what it feels like." I state as I lightly shove him back so I can stand up.
"So, what am I supposed to do?" he wonders, his jaw hanging open.
"Go to the bathroom and rub one out." I shrug as I pull my panties on. "It's called blue-balls, Dan."
"It sucks!" Dan exclaims.
"Yes, it does." I agree as I put my jeans on and step into my shoes. As I bend down to tie my shoes, I continue speaking. "Now you know how those girls feel."
"Fuck!" he hisses as he puts his penis away.
"Sex should be pleasurable for both parties, Dan. It's time you learned that." I state. "Tell you what, meet me here tomorrow during lunch. Do a good job and I'll take care of you."
"Really?" Dan asks, his eyes brightening.
"Only if you're good." I reach out and lightly tap his cheek while leaning in and pecking his lips.
"Hazel?" he calls out as I'm walking away.
"Yes?" I look over my shoulder to face him.
"Thank you." Dan smiles.
"You're welcome, Dan." I grin.
For a brief moment, I feel like myself again. Hot, in control. Confident. I let out a breath as I take out my hair elastic, gather up my hair, and fix my ponytail. Then I make my way to the cafeteria and join the group for lunch.
"Where have you been?" Ashley wonders when I sit down.
"Sorry, I wasn't feeling well so I went to the bathroom." I lie smoothly.
"Oh, right." Kayla says, realization in her eyes.
Josh and Shawn don't know about the pregnancy. They don't know that Kayla and Lexi are rape victims. They don't know about the Slut-sisterhood. They will soon. I eat my lunch slowly as the three couples flirt. I'm not sure how I feel. Am I lonely? I love being single and hot. Still, I can see the appeal of being in a relationship. Having someone to depend on. No, I can't think like this. I can only depend on myself.
Lunch is over. I go to my first afternoon class. I get as much homework done as I can, so I don't have to do it tonight. Then I head to my next class. Partway through, my phone buzzes. I take it out and start texting with the Slut-sisters.
Kayla: Daddy texted me. Keith was denied bail!
Marcia: That's great! The bastard deserves it!
Nicole: He's out of the hospital?
Kayla: Sort of, he's in the prison hospital.
Lexi: Learning to live without a cock! Fuck him!
Ashley: I walked by David earlier. Can't believe he's allowed at school.
Hazel: Piece of shit shouldn't be.
Kayla: I know! Poor Stephanie and Kelsey. :(
Nicole: Any idea how they're doing?
Lexi: I saw Kelsey earlier. She still has the same dead look in her eyes.
Marcia: What about Stephanie?
Kayla: I talked to her, she seems okay. Better than Kelsey, at least.
Ashley: Hopefully, David and Keith both go away for a long time.
Nicole: Trials take awhile, unfortunately.
Hazel: Yeah. :(
Lexi: At least Keith will be in jail while waiting for his trial.
Marcia: David gets to be free to terrorize more women?
Nicole: I doubt even he'd be that stupid.
Ashley: It still sucks that the girls he hurt have to see him every single day. :(
Kayla: We'll be okay. I'm mostly worried about Kelsey.
We text a little while longer, our conversation becoming less serious when we change the subject to Prom. I decide on some honesty, and tell the girls about Dan asking me. After a little teasing, I assure Lexi that she's the one I want to go with. Which is the truth.
I get in the car as Lexi, Kayla, and I drive back to the mansion. It's not my home. I don't belong here. I don't belong anywhere anymore. I hold back tears as we do our homework in the main living room while watching television.
Steven comes home and kisses all three of us. Then our group of four has a magnificent dinner. I can't pay for this. I have nothing. I once again insist on cleaning up, making Steven sigh exasperatingly. Too bad. I need to earn my keep somehow.
After dinner, the four of us watch television. Steven cuddles with Lexi and Kayla while I sit in my usual armchair. When the movie ends, Lexi suggests a foursome in the master bedroom. I excuse myself, saying I'm not feeling up to it. Instead, Lexi and Kayla head into the bedroom with Steven.
I strip down to my panties as I lay in the bed Steven provides me and think about the day. Everything with Dan makes me smile. Everything else makes me sad. I'm pregnant. I'm gonna get fat! I have no money. I'm alone. Part of me wants to be alone, part of me wants everyone here with me right now.
Conflicting emotions and thoughts race through me as I curl up in a little ball and cry. My sobs are echoing around the room as my body shakes. I actually take out my hair elastic and let my long, brown hair cascade down my back. That's how I fall asleep, with tears on my cheeks.
I wake up Tuesday morning with dry tears on my face. The day starts the same as Monday. Shower, breakfast, kiss Steven goodbye, head to school with Lexi and Kayla. Morning chat with the Slut-sisters, then I finally go to homeroom.
The girls notice that I'm emotional today. They text me in our group chat, which soon brings Nicole into the conversation. I insist that I'm okay, just a little sad. The truth? I feel like a failure. My family is gone. I have no one. I'm taking charity from the kindest man on the planet, and there's nothing I can do to repay him. I'm even making him take care of a child that probably isn't his. I suck.
My morning classes end, and I text the Sluts, telling them that I'm not feeling well again and gonna skip lunch. Josh and Shawn might get suspicious, but whatever. I'm wearing tight jean-shorts and a cute top as I make my way to the same unused classroom.
"Hey, Hazel! Looking good." Dan compliments as he admires my tan skin and brown hair.
"Thanks! Ready to see if you've improved?" I tease as I tousle his hair while walking by him and into the classroom. I'm hot. I know I'm hot.
"Ready!" Dan grins as he shuts the door and sets his backpack down.
I drop my backpack and purse onto a desk before kicking off my shoes and sexily sliding out of my jean-shorts and panties. Dan eyes my bottom half with lust. I smirk and spin around, showing him my bum as I walk to the teacher's desk.
Soon, I'm up on the desk with my legs spread while Dan gets on his knees. This time there's no hesitation. He grips my thighs and happily goes down on me. I'm moaning heavily as I grip his head tightly while whispering encouragements.
"Oh, yeah, right there! Lick me there!" I beg. "Just like that! Lick my pussy! Eat me! Eat me!"
I have an orgasm. It's nice. Steven and my Slut-sisters are better clam divers, but it's definitely nice to be able to cum in the middle of the day. It's a great distraction! I don't let Dan stop right when I cum, instead I encourage him to eat me through my orgasm, intensifying the feelings.
"I think someone deserves a reward." I husk when Dan lifts his head to look at me. The bottom half of his face is dripping in pussy juice.
"I want to be inside you." he moans.
"Get your cock out!" I order as I stand up, spin around, and bend over the desk.
Dan gets behind me and starts caressing my butt cheeks. He squeezes them in his hands before giving my bum a light slap. I giggle and wiggle my naked ass. His hands leave me for a few seconds, and I can hear him getting out of his pants.
He's inside me. Dan is inside me. He grips my hips as he starts pushing into me from behind. I grip the edges of the desk as I look straight ahead, my body jerking forward with each thrust. My teeth are bared, and I'm grunting each time Dan pushes his entire length up my cunt.
"Ah, fuck!" he grunts after no more than thirty seconds.
I actually sigh and lower my head when I feel him squirting inside me. Dan holds onto my butt cheeks as he backs up, pulling his cock out of me. I stand up and hold my hand over my pussy as I waddle over to my purse.
Taking out some tissues, I clean up my pussy. Then I throw the tissues in the trash as Dan dresses. Searching around, I find my discarded clothes and dress myself. Then I look at Dan with my hands on my hips.
"What did you do wrong?" I ask.
"Um, what?" he replies stupidly.
"Dan, someone has to say it; you came in barely thirty seconds, and all you did was rut into me until you were finished." I roll my eyes.
"W-what else was I supposed to do?" he stammers.
"Well, for starters, how did it feel?" I wonder.
"Fucking amazing!" Dan grins. "You're really tight!"
"That's something you could have done differently. Women like to feel desired, wanted." I explain. "I love a manly grunt, so you can definitely keep doing that, but you can also say something like 'you feel so good' or 'you're so tight'. Make sense?"
"Yeah, I can do that!" he nods.
"Also, I know it isn't easy to keep from cumming, but a girl wants a guy who can last a little while." I teach. "Next time, when you feel like you're about to cum, you can pull out and slap my pussy with it before shoving yourself back in. Or finger me. Or lower your head and eat me for a few seconds."
"Oh, do something to keep myself from cumming so I can last in you longer?" he wonders.
"Exactly." I nod.
"Okay, I'll try." Dan promises.
"Good!" I exclaim as I walk up to him and peck his lips again. "Now, go get lunch."
"Same time tomorrow?" he asks hopefully.
"Yes." I confirm.
I don't go to lunch. Instead, I kill some time wandering the halls until it's time for my afternoon classes. During my classes, I text Steven, the Slut-sisters, and Scott. Scott tells me that our parents don't know he's talking to me. Good.
Lexi drives us home today. I sit beside her while Kayla sits in back. We try to switch it up so that I'm not always in the back. It's sweet of Kayla and Lexi to try and make me feel like I belong. I wish for it to be true. It isn't.
Our Tuesday afternoon is very similar to Monday. Homework until Steven gets home, then dinner. We do play a couple board games while watching television. I actually get a craving for cum and decide the feel of a hard dick in my mouth can only be a good thing.
Lexi and Kayla giggle and watch me get on my knees to suck off Steven. I love when he wraps my ponytail around his wrist and pulls me along his cock. Steven can be rough, but he's always rough in the way the girl wants. He knows exactly what to do.
I suck him for a good ten minutes before warns me that he's about to shoot. Reaching around to grip his ass cheeks, I suck as hard as I can, drawing his semen out of his balls and into my willing mouth. He cums. Hard. I show Steven and the girls my cum-filled mouth before swallowing. Steven gives my titty a quick squeeze before I stand up.
"You swallowed?!" Lexi asks in annoyance.
"We wanted some!" Kayla pouts.
"Sorry, Sluts!" I giggle. "All mine!"
A foursome invitation comes up again. I once again turn them down. I'm not sure why. I love Steven, I love my Slut-sisters. I guess part of me is pushing them away. I feel so alone. Fuck, what is wrong with me?
I lay in bed in my panties, contemplating my existence. I have no money and an old car. I'm pregnant with no means of supporting myself or my child. I don't even know how I'll make college work when I'm taking care of a baby. I fall asleep crying again, overwhelmed with emotions.
Wednesday morning. Lexi drives me to school, while Kayla takes her own car. We go separately because Kayla has therapy after school. During the drive, Lexi asks how I'm doing, I lie and say that I'm fine. I hate lying, but I really don't wanna talk about it.
I'm able to laugh and tease with the Slut-sisters in the morning before homeroom. Then I go to my morning classes and do my best to pay attention. I'm just so distracted. I text Scott, and he does reply, but he isn't very talkative. I want to cry.



Lunchtime. I meet up with Dan and we go into our usual empty classroom. Feeling lonely, I place my hands on either side of his face and shove my tongue in his mouth. He wraps his arms around me and holds me close. I'm impressed that he doesn't go directly for my ass.
Breaking the kiss, I kick off my shoes before reaching up my sundress and grasping the edges of my panties. My eyes never leave Dan's as I bend at the knees to slide my panties down my legs. Then I place my underwear on the teacher's desk before climbing up myself, my legs spreading.
"Come have a taste?" I suggest coyly as I trail my fingers along my long, tan legs.
"Gladly!" he smiles. "I love your pussy, Hazel."
"Mm, you're learning." I purr as Dan gets down on his knees and shoves his head up my sundress.
Dan hooks his arms around my legs, gripping my knees as he starts licking my pretty, little cunt. My leg shakes as I bite my lower lip while holding the edges of the desk. I tilt my head back, my mouth opening as I moan loudly.
"Oh God, lick my cunt!" I groan. "Stick your fingers in me! That's it, Baby! Eat me out! Eat me, eat me!"
Dan still isn't amazing at eating pussy. He's at least decent, and soon, I'm panting heavily as an orgasm approaches. My little titties strain against the fabric of my sundress as my back arches and I let out a loud gasping moan.
"Fuck! Oh fuck, oh fuck! Cumming!" I hiss.
"How was that, Babe?" Dan asks when he pulls his head out from under my sundress and smiles up at me.
"You're getting better." I gasp as my chest heaves with my heavy breathing.
"My turn?" he wonders, standing up and taking a couple steps back. I can see his bulge, which causes me to lick my lips.
"How do you want me?" I coo as I pull up my sundress to expose myself. I run my fingers along my slit as I shiver and moan. "Want to bend me over and fuck me till I scream? Or should I get on my knees so you can shove it down my slutty throat?"
"Bend over for me, Hazel." Dan orders as he drops his pants and boxers.
With a sexy smile, I hop down off the desk. Spinning around, I bend over the desk. I toss my long, brown ponytail over my back and grip the edges of the desk. Dan gets behind me and lifts my sundress, placing it on my back and exposing my tight ass.
He's in me. Fucking me. His hands holding my hips as he grunts with each thrust. My fingers squeeze the edges of the desk as I bare my teeth. It's nice to have something to distract myself from my sorrows. Just make me feel something, Dan. Anything.
Dan may not be the most skillful lover, but at least he is listening to my suggestions. After about forty-five seconds, he pulls out of me and slaps my ass with his dick. Then he shoves two fingers up my cunt and saws them in and out of me. He even reaches forward with his other hand and squeezes a titty from outside my sundress.
"Oh, Dan! That feels good!" I moan.
"You're pussy's amazing, Hazel." he tells me.
"Mm, good boy." I coo. "Tell me how good I make you feel. It makes me hot."
"You feel so good on my cock, Baby." Dan whispers as he pushes back inside my wet hole. "So. Fucking. Good."
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" I beg.
Reaching forward, Dan grabs a fistful of my ponytail. He yanks my head back, making me gasp in pleasure. With one hand holding my hair and the other on my hip, Dan fucks me hard. Feeling the tingling in my scalp and the pounding in my pussy, I screech as I cum.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I chant as my orgasm crashes into me.
"Holy shit!" Dan gasps as he ejaculates inside me without warning.
"Mm." I hum as cum paints my insides.
"Y-your pussy!" Dan moans as he pulls out of me and releases my hair. "It was squeezing me so much!"
"You've never felt a girl cum on your cock?" I ask as I look over my shoulder at Dan.
"No." he shakes his head. "I mean, I know you can squeeze your pussy around me, but that was different! It was so much better!"
"I'm glad you enjoyed!" I giggle as I waddle over to my purse to get tissues.
"That was amazing." he gasps as he puts his penis away. "Same time tomorrow?"
"I don't know." I mumble as I clean up my pussy. "My friends are starting to wonder what's going on with me."
"Oh." Dan says, looking upset. "Can't you come up with an excuse?"
"I'll try." I smile as I pull up my panties. "Some tips. First, don't just thrust. Some girls like being spanked or having their hair pulled. Second, listen to my moans. If you change your speed and it makes me moan louder and faster, keep that speed. Third, fast and hard is fun, but slow and steady will get her off every time. Fourth, dirty talk is your friend. Fifth, we're having quickies, but don't just nut and go; girls usually like to cuddle after."
"Thanks, Hazel. For everything." he whispers before leaning in and kissing me.
"You're welcome." I reply after kissing him back.
I make another excuse when I arrive at lunch late. I can tell the girls are suspicious, but they don't say anything. They do text me after lunch and ask me what's going on. I just say that I'm pregnant and emotional, so I need the time to myself. My Slut-sisters seem to understand.
My afternoon classes go by relatively quickly. I spend the lessons texting. I text Scott, Steven, my Slut-sisters, and Brittney. Dan even shoots me a text at one point. Then, when school ends, I get in the car with Lexi and we drive back to the mansion. Her home, not mine.
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~Kayla~
The Wednesday school day ends. I kiss Lexi and Hazel goodbye as they hop into Lexi's car. Then I get into my car and start the drive to therapy. I'm a little nervous about today's session, talking about the kidnapping isn't going to be fun.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey says with a smile when I walk in.
"Kasey." I smile as I get settled in on the couch.
"How was your week?" she asks.
"Um, it was intense." I bite my lower lip.
"Really, how so?" Kasey follows up with.
"Keith kidnapped Lexi and I at gunpoint." I blurt out. "H-he made me get naked and suck him. I bit it off.."
"Oh, my God." Kasey gasps. She looks completely in shock and at a loss for words. "Are you okay? Lexi?"
I tell Kasey the story. The kidnapping, texting Daddy, slapping me. I tell her about biting his penis off and the police rushing in, finding me naked. The rape kit. Then the news networks finding my name and calling. Daddy yelling at them to leave us alone. Keith being denied bail.
Kasey is very supportive. She lets me take my time and get everything out. Then she hands me tissues to wipe my eyes. My therapist walks me through a relaxation technique to calm down, and the session continues.
I go on to mention Hazel's family calling the parents of my other Slut-sisters and smearing Daddy. Kasey is very supportive, and I can't tell if she approves of the things we get up to. Probably not. Oh well, fuck society. I need Daddy and my Slut-sisters.
Kasey really is a great therapist. She listens without judging. Everything she does and says is to make me feel comfortable, like I have support. I do. As horrifying as my experiences are, I know I can get through anything. I have my family.
We agree to meet next Wednesday, and I take my leave. The session being over makes me feel better. I'm through it. My therapist knows, and is helping me through everything. I tap on the steering wheel and listen to music as I drive back to the mansion.
"How was therapy?" Lexi asks when I walk into the main living room. She and Hazel are both laying on the floor as they do their homework.
"It went well." I respond. "I told Kasey everything."
"She knows I'm pregnant?" Hazel inquires from her spot on the floor.
"She's my therapist, she knows everything." I reply with a shrug.
"Uh, everything?" Lexi nervously wonders.
"Well, not quite everything." I smile guiltily.
"She doesn't know your father bones you." Hazel explains.
"She does not." I confirm.
"But Kasey does know about the Slut-sisterhood?" Lexi asks.
"Yup!" I say as I lay down beside Lexi and grab a handful of her ass.
"Mm, you trying to start something, Kayla?" Lexi purrs as she pushes her butt back against my hand.
"Maybe I am." I husk as I brush a lock of auburn hair behind Lexi's ear so that I can nibble on her earlobe.
"We should wait for Steven." Lexi says as she turns her head and kisses my lips.
"But, I'm horny!" I pout.
"Maybe you and Hazel can fuck around." Lexi suggests. "She's been so distant lately, she needs some Slut-sister pussy!"
"What do you think, Hazel?" I ask, looking over at the tall, tan girl.
"Take me to your room?" Hazel suggests after a moment's hesitation.
"With pleasure." I hum as Hazel and I stand up.
"Have fun! Think of me!" Lexi calls out as she continues her homework.
Hazel and I walk hand in hand toward my bedroom, our fingers laced. Opening my bedroom door, I lead the long-haired girl inside. After shutting the door, I spin to face Hazel and press my lips to hers as she giggles in surprise.
I slide my hand up Hazel's sundress and cup her pantie-clad pussy. At the same time, the tan girl buries a hand in my raven hair as she shoves her tongue in my mouth. It isn't long before clothes start coming off.
Laying a naked Hazel down on my bed, I get on top of her. My large breasts press against her smaller ones as our legs entwine. I feel her wet slit slide along my pussy lips, causing me to moan into our kiss as we start tribbing.
My body tenses up on top of Hazel as I cum. I grind my pussy down against hers, stimulating my clit and intensifying my orgasm. Hazel grips my bum as she bucks her hips, forcing our pussies to rub together.
Coming down from my orgasm, I flip over and lower my pussy onto Hazel's face as I dart my head in to lick her slit. Hooking my arms around Hazel's thighs, I start sucking on her clit. Victory! Hazel screams against my pussy as her thin body shakes.
I make love with Hazel for over an hour. I love her tall, thin body. I love her little titties. We take turns eating each other out, then I put on the strap-on and fuck Hazel doggystyle. Usually I'm the one being railed; it's fun fucking a girl! I pull Hazel's long ponytail and spank her. When the tan girl throws back her head and moans in orgasm, I shove a vibrator up her ass, making her scream for me.
After we're done making love, we cuddle naked for awhile. Then we go into my bathroom to wash the sex toys. Once they're put away, I draw Hazel into my arms. She lays her head on my bosom and wraps an arm tightly around me.
"I know you're not doing well." I comment.
I feel Hazel stiffen against me. She doesn't speak for awhile, just holds me close as she lightly nuzzles my breast. I can feel her long fingers trailing along my flat stomach as she breathes heavily, obviously deep in thought.
"You're right." Hazel eventually admits.
"What have you really been doing during lunch?" I ask Hazel.
"Teaching Dan how to treat a woman." Hazel winces.
"What does that mean?" I wonder.
"Dan asked me to Prom." Hazel answers. "I turned him down because I'm going with Lexi. He seemed really depressed, so I asked why. Apparently, now that he's gotten every senior female to spread their legs, they're all collectively sick of his shit."
"Makes sense." I roll my eyes. "He barely got inside me before cumming."
"On Monday," she continues, "I made him eat my pussy then kicked him out unsatisfied."
"Seriously?" I laugh. "Why wouldn't you tell us that?!"
"I guess I should have." Hazel admits. "Anyway, he actually thanked me."
"He thanked you for the blue-balls? Why?" I inquire.
"I told him I'd teach him how to please a woman, so he could do more than get pussy, he could keep it around." she tells me.
"Oh. So, you met up with him Tuesday and today?" I ask.
"Yes." Hazel confirms with a nod. "I let him fuck me both times. Made him eat me first, though."
"You know how bad I was spiraling when I was with Dan, right?" I say evenly.
"I remember." she sighs. "And maybe that's what this is, but when I'm actually in control like I am with him, I feel like my old self. Hot, confident, strong."
"Okay." I reply after a minute. "Are you gonna tell the others?"
"I suppose so." Hazel bites her lower lip as she reaches over and squeezes my big titty. "Yeah, I'll tell them."
"Good." I nod. "Now, why won't you have sex with Daddy?"
"Hey!" she exclaims. "I blew him yesterday!"
"And you've been refusing invitations for a foursome." I point out as I lightly caress her bare shoulder.
"I have." Hazel admits. "I guess part of me feels guilty for getting dick elsewhere. I do love Steven, but.. I don't know! I just have so many emotions going through me right now, it doesn't feel right! I'm not outright avoiding sex with him, and we still talk, I just haven't felt up to it."
"I see." I whisper. "And have you been sexting him at all? Talking to him? Marcia texts him all the time, and I know Ashley sends pictures of her tits almost every day."
"I've been talking to him still. Haven't sent him a shot of the girls in awhile." Hazel says before turning to look at me. "Turning into Lexi? You seem to want us all getting boned by 'Daddy'."
"I just want you to be happy, Hazel." I say honestly. "And you're not."
"No, I'm not." she acknowledges as her lower lip starts quivering.
"Let it out." I encourage as I hold her close.
Hazel starts sobbing. I know what's wrong. She's pregnant and has no money. She's lost her brothers. Everything is falling apart. I don't push her anymore. I just hold her and support her. As her friend. Her lover. Her Slut-sister.
"Thanks, Kayla." Hazel says as she sits up and rubs her eyes.
"You're welcome." I reply, reaching over to grab some tissues, which I then hand to Hazel.
"Do you think I should fuck Steven?" she asks as she accepts the tissues and starts wiping away her tears.
"Not if you aren't ready." I answer. "Remember the golden rule; no one does anything they don't want to."
"It really isn't that I don't want to." Hazel insists. "Really, Steven is the best lover I've ever had. It isn't even close. And I do love him."
"You're just overly emotional right now?" I ask.
"Something like that." Hazel nods before reaching over and taking her phone. She then angles it upward and snaps a picture of her face and breasts. "I can send him the titties though!"
"I'm sure he'll appreciate it!" I giggle.
"And I'm texting the girls now, to tell them about Dan." she smiles softly.
"Keeping secrets from the group is never good, Hazel." I say. "We share everything."
"We do." Hazel nods. "So, you should know that I'm going to a party with Brittney on Friday."
"Hazel..." I trail off.
"I know, I know." she says. "And don't worry, I know I can't drink."
"Just be careful." I warn her. "Don't spiral like I did."
"It is similar, isn't it?" Hazel actually chuckles, making her little boobies bounce. "Sex with Dan and partying with Brittney?"
"Copying me?" I ask, sticking out my tongue.
"Maybe!" the tan girl exclaims before tackling me.
We end up having a tickle fight. It's fun! I laugh as Hazel tickles my sides. Then I get a hand under her arm and tickle her vulnerable armpit. That's when Hazel buries her face between my tits and motorboats me. I'm good with it!
The tickling turns into round two of lovemaking. I suck on one of Hazel's boobs while fingering her as she moans my name. Then we end up making out and tribbing for a few minutes before switching to a sixty-nine.
"Feeling any better?" I wonder as we lay in each others arms.
"A little." Hazel admits as she runs her toes along my calf.
"Do you wanna spend the night with me?" I offer.
"I'd like that." she smiles. "Thank you, Kayla."
"I don't know exactly what you're going through." I admit. "I've never been pregnant, Daddy would never disown me, but I know what it's like to let things get out of control. Please don't let that happen."
"I'll try." Hazel nods.
"That's all I can ask." I lean over to kiss her lips.
"Wanna head down and meet Lexi and Steven? He should be home soon, right?" she asks.
"Shit, we're late for dinner!" I exclaim as I check the time. "Daddy's definitely home. Let's go!"
Hazel and I put on panties; she looks so cute wearing nothing but light yellow underwear. I smile at her before playfully smacking her bum. She returns the favor by rolling one of my nipples. Then we put on robes and head down to the main living room. As we're walking down the hallway, we hear a young woman moaning.
"Ah! Fuck me! Fuck me hard, Baby! Ah!" Lexi moans as we enter the room. "Ah! That's it, just like that! Give it to me!"
We see Lexi's head and face, her teeth are bared as she takes it from behind. Daddy has Lexi bent over the back of the armchair. Her small hands are gripping the top of the back rest. I love the look on her lightly-freckled face as she gets boned.
"Get bored waiting for us?" I wonder with a giggle.
"Yes!" Daddy grunts as he holds Lexi's hips. He is looking straight down, watching his cock disappear up Lexi's tight, teen twat.
"Well, hurry up and cum, I'm hungry!" Hazel smirks.
"Ah! I've, ah, already cum twice!" Lexi moans. "Holy shit, that feels good, Babe! You're so deep!"
"I'm close!" Daddy groans, sweat dripping from his body.
Hazel and I glance at each other before looking back at Daddy and Lexi. We then throw open our robes, revealing two perfect pairs of boobs for Daddy to look at. He responds by moaning and reaching around Lexi to grasp her by the tits. Using his grip on her breasts, Daddy slams himself into Lexi again and again.
"Cum in me! Cum in me, Baby!" Lexi begs. "Oh God, Steven! I love your cock! Fucking cum in me! Cum! CUM!"
"Fuck!" Daddy gasps as he buries himself to the hilt in his girlfriend and starts to cum.
When he finishes cumming and pulls out, Hazel and I rush over. I cram Daddy's half-hard dick in my mouth and suck him clean. At the same time, Hazel buries her face in Lexi's snatch and starts slurping out the creampie. Then, it's over.
The four of us dress in underwear and robes before heading down to dinner. As we sit around the dining room table, I keep my eye on Hazel. She seems okay. Not great, but okay. She tells Lexi and Daddy about Dan, and I notice Daddy has a look of jealousy on his face. He doesn't say anything, and I don't think Hazel notices. He and Lexi both tell Hazel to be careful at the party on Friday.
After dinner, we all relax in the main living room and watch television. We Slut-sisters all text in our group chat. Hazel confesses about Dan, so now everyone knows. I'm glad Hazel is being honest, at least. Ashley and Marcia really upset with Hazel for lying about lunch, but they'll get over it. Hazel gets a lecture about honesty in the sisterhood.
When it's time for bed, I tell Daddy and Lexi that Hazel is gonna spend the night with me. They are happy Hazel has the company. Everyone knows Hazel is going through a hard time. Lexi and Daddy enter the master bedroom while I take Hazel into my room.
Hazel and I don't make love again. We do get naked, though, and snuggle up under the covers. Both of us play on our phones for awhile; I text Ian, and I'm not sure what Hazel does. Once we're done on our phones, we put them on chargers and fall asleep cuddling.
My alarm goes off Thursday morning, waking Hazel and I. As usual, Hazel grumbles and pulls the covers over her head. I laugh, throw the blanket off of our naked bodies, and announce that it's time to get up. Hazel tells me to fuck off.
Eventually, I convince the tan girl to drag her sexy ass out of bed. We both go through our morning routine before dressing in clean panties and robes. Then we head down to meet Lexi and Daddy for breakfast.
Daddy kisses us and goes to our home gym to work out. Hazel, Lexi and I get dressed and then get in the car. I turn the music up and start the drive to school. Once we're at school, we chat with Marcia and Ashley before homeroom.
"Hi, Kayla!" Stephanie calls out as I'm heading to my first class.
"Stephanie! Hi!" I reply with a friendly smile. "How are you doing?"
"Oh, you know, just trying to get through each day." she admits when she approaches me. "I hate seeing David all the time."
"I know! I wish they could at least keep him out of school, even if they're not putting him in jail right away." I say with an eye roll as I hug Stephanie. Her massive sweater puppies squish against me as we embrace.
"At least Keith is in jail." Stephanie comments as she tosses her long, raven hair over her shoulder. "I know I asked on Monday, but how are you? Really?"
"I'm okay. I'm not just saying that, I swear!" I add when Stephanie gives me a look. "T-there is something I didn't tell you Monday, though."
"Oh? What?" she wonders.
"He made me go down him." I admit. The news article is very vague about details, thankfully.
"Oh God, Kayla!" Stephanie exclaims. "Are you sure you're okay?"
"Yeah, I only told you because, well, Keith will never rape again."
"What do you mean?" she wonders.
"I bit it off." I say after looking around to make sure no one is nearby. "They couldn't reattach it."
Stephanie's eyes go wide. She grasps me by the elbow and guides me away to a place where there aren't any students. Then she opens her mouth as if she wants to say something, but immediately closes it again as she struggles to find words.
"W-what?" she gapes.
"Yeah, I bit his penis off." I giggle.
"Holy shit!" Stephanie exclaims as she runs her fingers through her hair and looks around nervously.
"Yeah, sounds about right." I smirk.
"Thank you!" Stephanie says as she hugs me tightly. "Thank you!"
"You're welcome." I reply as I rub her back in support.
"H-he kept calling me a cum dump while mauling my tits." she whimpers while releasing me and stepping back. There are tears in her eyes.
"That night?" I ask nervously.
"Yes!" Stephanie exclaims. "I mean, the sex was always rough with him. H-he loved calling me names, and I was okay with it, because I thought it was just dirty talk, but it wasn't!"
"Oh, Stephanie!" I cry out as I hug her again.
"I think about it all the time!" she sobs into my shoulder. "I had a date last Friday! He went to kiss me and I just froze!"
"I'm sorry." I whisper as I grip the back of her head.
"We're gonna be late to class." Stephanie mumbles as she steps away.
"Are you okay to go?" I wonder.
"I think so." she nods weakly.
"Do you want to come over today after school?" I suggest. "We can talk more. If you're up to it."
"I'd like that." Stephanie gives me a small smile.
"Follow us back to the mansion in your car?" I suggest.
"Yeah, I'll text my mom and let her know." she nods.
I take my leave of Stephanie and head to my first class. Then I text the Slut-sisters, letting them know that Stephanie is coming over. Hazel is a little nervous, because this will be the first time that someone outside the family will know she lives with us now. Well, sort of. Josh and Shawn know, but not the details. Just that Hazel got kicked out. They're curious, obviously, but respect Hazel's privacy.
Lunch time. I meet Ian in an unused classroom and suck his dick. He grips the top of my head and moans my name as he blows his load down my throat. I swallow happily. Like a good girl. Then I pull my pants and underwear down and bend over the desk for Ian to finger me. After that, we go to lunch.
Shawn and Josh are still overwhelmed with everything. They know about the kidnapping as well, of course. I still remember Monday's lunch. Both of them hugging Lexi and I after finding out we're rape victims. We all really are friends. We'll have to share everything with them soon.
Hazel shows up to lunch a couple minutes after I do. She arrives looking slightly disheveled. Yeah, she's still getting dick. Fortunately, Josh, Shawn, and Ian buy her excuse that she's not feeling well. Josh and Shawn still don't know about the pregnancy. We need to stop keeping our friends in the dark.
The rest of the school day is pretty uneventful. I do see David in the hallway, and make sure to glare at him. He just keeps his head down and goes about his day. He knows he's fucked. Excellent. I also see Kelsey. I smile at her. She gives me a fake smile back, and I can tell she's still not doing well.
After school, Stephanie meets up with Hazel, Lexi, and I. Then the tall, dark haired girl gets in her car and follows us back to the mansion. It's not a long drive, and there's only a couple of turns; it's easy to get to.
Stephanie looks around in awe as she enters the foyer of the massive house. I blush slightly, then even more when the butler welcomes us. Then, the four of us make our way through the house and head to the main living room.
"The other girls aren't coming today?" Stephanie asks as we set our backpacks down. "Ashley and Marcia?"



"No, they're having some trouble with their parents." I admit, biting my lower lip.
"Oh?" Stephanie wonders.
"Yeah, well, I guess their parents don't approve of us." Lexi stammers.
"You mean your relationship with Kayla's Dad?" Stephanie asks.
"That, and other things." Lexi confirms.
"It's my fault." Hazel says.
"How so?" Stephanie wonders, confusion written on her face.
"I'm pregnant." Hazel acknowledges after taking a deep breath. "It's Steven's."
"Oh, my God!" Stephanie gasps. "Um, congratulations?"
"Thanks!" Hazel smiles as she absentmindedly rubs her lower stomach.
"I'm good about sharing my toys." Lexi winks.
"We can trust you, right?" I wonder.
"Yes! Of course!" Stephanie insists. "I mean, I'm kinda overwhelmed right now, but I get it! I used to enjoy sex, too!"
"It isn't just Hazel and I who sleep with Steven." Lexi continues. "Ashley and Marcia do as well."
"That explains why their parents don't want them to come here!" Stephanie says with wide eyes. "Damn, your dad gets around, Kayla!"
"He does. And so do I." I reply.
"What does that mean?" Stephanie asks.
"Lexi, Marcia, Hazel, Ashley, and I call ourselves Slut-sisters." I respond. "We make love with each other."
"And my big sister, Nicole." Lexi adds.
"Um, wow!" Stephanie exclaims, lost for words.
"You okay?" Hazel wonders with a cute giggle.
"Yeah, I think I am." Stephanie nods. "I mean, my only experiences are with Kelsey, and we never actually had sex, but I can understand sharing that with friends."
"Glad you're so open-minded!" Lexi chirps.
"It's more than sex, by the way." I say. "We consider ourselves sisters. We're always here for each other, support each other, love each other. My Slut-sisters are the only way I've kept sane through all of this."
"I can see that." Stephanie nods. "I know how hard it is; I still sleep with the lights on. I cry all the time. Having your friends, your sisters, must make a huge difference."
"We're here for you too, Stephanie." Hazel promises.
"Yeah, I know what Keith is like, the nightmare you've gone through." Lexi adds. "If you need anything, we're here. All of us."
"Thank you." Stephanie sniffles, tears forming in her eyes. "It's just so hard to talk about it."
"You don't have to." I insist. "We can just relax, watch some TV, do homework, stuff like that."
"Yeah, let's do that." Stephanie nods. "Thank you."
Lexi starts up a popular streaming service and puts on a television show. The four of us take out our books and notebooks, then start on our homework. I actually find myself admiring Stephanie's body as she lays on her stomach on the floor. Stephanie is tall, with a model-perfect face and long hair as dark as mine. Damn, she has a nice ass, and long legs which are currently kicking in the air behind her. Her tits are almost as big as Ashley's, definitely a D-cup, since I'm a C.
We do homework for about an hour as we chat with the television on the background. Fortunately, we're all good students and manage to finish up everything due tomorrow. Then we sit back on the furniture and lose ourselves in the show until Daddy gets home.
"Hey, girls!" Daddy smiles as he walks into the living room holding his briefcase. He looks so sexy in his suit.
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi chirps as we all stand up.
"Steven." Hazel smiles.
"Daddy." I add. "This is Stephanie. I invited her over today."
"Nice to meet you, Stephanie." Daddy says politely as he offers the tall raven-haired beauty his hand.
"You too, Sir." Stephanie replies as she shakes Daddy's hand while obviously admiring his handsome face.
"Please, 'Steve' or 'Steven' is fine." Daddy smiles.
"Pleasure to meet you, Steven." Stephanie purrs as she gives Daddy a cute smile.
"Will you be staying for dinner?" Daddy asks.
"If I'm invited!" Stephanie giggles.
"Of course you're invited!" I interject.
"Kayla is right, you're welcome to join us." Daddy assures the tall girl.
"Thank you, I'd love to." Stephanie says.
The five of us continue making small talk for a few more minutes. At one point, while Daddy isn't looking, Stephanie turns to me and mouths 'he's hot' before blushing and giggling. She isn't wrong, Daddy is a very attractive man.
Eventually, we head to the dining room for dinner. Stephanie is suitably impressed by the spread. She seems amazed that we always eat such fine fare. I mean, it's nothing crazy expensive, but it is still a very well-prepared dinner.
"So, Stephanie," Daddy says as he offers her the mashed potatoes, "what are your plans for after graduation?"
"Nothing special." Stephanie answers as she accepts the bowl from Daddy. "Just going to the local CSU."
"Oh, same as the girls." Daddy comments.
"Yeah, hopefully we can be friends still." Stephanie smiles.
"I'm sure we will be." I nod.
"We stick together around here." Lexi adds.
"I can see that!" Stephanie says happily.
"So, feel free to stick together with us!" Hazel giggles.
The meal is great, the company is even better. Stephanie is clearly having a great time. She eats two servings and still has room for dessert. This time, dessert is a nice chocolate cake. I love chocolate! It runs in the family. I remember Daddy bringing Mommy chocolates, them sharing, feeding each other and smiling. I miss my mom.
As usual, Hazel insists on cleaning up. Stephanie tries to help as well, but Daddy tells her she's a guest and should sit back down. Then the five of us return to the main living room. This time, Daddy sits in the armchair and pulls Lexi into his lap. Hazel, Stephanie, and I relax together on the couch.
I know that Stephanie still wants to talk, so I soon suggest that see and I go to my room alone. Lexi says we should just fuck right here, and I flip her off. The redhead blows a raspberry as Hazel giggles. Stephanie and I laugh as we get up and make our way to my bedroom.
'Sorry about Lexi." I say as I shut my door.
"All good." Stephanie smirks. "I love how genuine everyone is here. No hiding, no secrets."
"Yeah, it is nice." I give her a fake smile as I think of Hazel and her secrets. Then I notice how sad Stephanie looks. "Are you okay?"
"No. Not really." Stephanie shakes her head as she sits down on the edge of my bed.
"The rape?" I ask softly.
"The rapes, losing my best friend, not being able to kiss a guy, guilt for not listening to you, everything!" Stephanie blurts out.
"Losing your best friend?" I inquire.
"Kelsey and I don't really talk anymore." she admits. "I mean, she'll respond if I text her, but it's always one word answers. She blames herself for everything because she was the one who said nothing bad would happen if we experimented with drugs. She thought we were safe with the guys."
"I wish I could help her." I bite my lower lip and look down sadly. "Does she know about the kidnapping?"
"Yes, and I told her Keith doesn't have a cock anymore." Stephanie admits as tears form in her eyes. "Sorry if I'm a bad friend, but I thought she should know."
"It's okay, Stephanie." I say as I sit down beside her and wrap an arm around her shoulders.
"I feel like such an idiot." she sniffles, tears running down her cheeks. "I went from asking him why he called girls 'sluts' and 'whores' to cumming while being called names."
"That doesn't mean something is wrong with you." I insist. "I love being called a slut. It can be very empowering. As long as the guy knows it's just dirty talk."
"It wasn't just dirty talk with Keith and David." Stephanie sighs.
"I know." I reply. "That's why you need to find a guy who genuinely cares about you.
"I can't!" Stephanie exclaims as she buries her face in her hands. "I can't!"
"Sh, sh, it's okay." I coo softly. "Why can't you?"
"Because I can't let a guy touch me!" Stephanie whines. "My date, he was so nice, but I flinched when he tried to kiss me. I told him I didn't want to see him anymore. Then today, shaking hands with your father, I actually felt anxious! I don't know what to do!"
"Maybe you should see a therapist?" I suggest.
"I have one." she tells me. "Doesn't help."
"I'm sorry." I whisper as I squeeze her shoulder. "You're okay with me touching you, right?"
"I am." Stephanie nods. "It feels nice."
"Good." I smile softly. "You seemed okay when you told me Daddy was hot."
"Yeah, I mean, I can do stuff like that. Flirt, check out a cute guy, your dad is fucking gorgeous, by the way," she says as she rubs her eyes, "but actually doing more? I can't."
"You just need time." I insist.
"There's something else that happened with Kelsey. I wasn't gonna tell you." Stephanie admits.
"You don't have to tell me." I remind her.
"I know, but I should." she sighs. "Kelsey and I are both in such a dark place. The one thing we have is each other. I may have tried to make love with her... I thought it would heal us both."
"What happened?" I wonder.
"She pushed me away and said she wasn't gay." Stephanie wails. "Then Kelsey said it was bad enough that we had to kiss and lick cum off each other! She said didn't want to touch me, ever!"
"Not all women can handle something like that. Some are just fully straight. It happens." I reason.
"I know, I just hate how disgusted she looked!" she explains. "I felt tainted, like damaged goods."
"You're not damaged goods." I whisper as I start to rub Stephanie's back.
"I screamed the first time Keith took my ass." Stephanie cries as she turns her head and buries her face in my shoulder. "I couldn't even sit down for a couple days. N-now I don't even know how many men have fucked my butt!"
"You're okay, Stephanie. You're safe here." I whisper as I run my fingers through her hair.
"Cocks in all my holes, between my tits, slapping me..." she rambles. "Multiple men at once, phone cameras in my face as a cock stretches my lips. Cum everywhere. I couldn't even see with the haze of semen in my eyes."
"Keith is in jail. Without a penis. Like he deserves." I remind my newest friend.
"Thanks to you." Stephanie says as she lifts her head and looks me in the eye.
"And you. You called the police on David and Keith. That took courage." I say as I gaze back at Stephanie. She has such high cheekbones.
"D-do you think I'm gay for wanting to have sex with Kelsey?" Stephanie asks. "And because I can't kiss a guy?"
"I think you can't kiss a guy because you were raped." I answer carefully. "You don't feel safe with a guy. I think you might be bisexual, though."
"I think I might be, too." she answers as she bites her lower lip nervously. She places her hand next to mine on the bed, her smallest finger reaching out to touch mine. "You're a good friend."
"So are you, Stephanie." I reply as we both look down at our hands. Then we look up at the same time and lock eyes.
"I-I'd like to kiss you." Stephanie stammers.
"I'd like that, too." I reply.
Stephanie closes her eyes as she leans in. My eyes close as well as I bridge the remaining gap between us. Our lips meet in a soft kiss. It's sweet, it's romantic, it's incredible. We moan into each others mouths as our tongues wrestle.
For several minutes we kiss passionately. Even though our tongues are involved, it still feels soft and light. I feel Stephanie's hand take mine, and I lace our fingers before squeezing her hand affectionately. Then, it's over.
"That was nice." Stephanie whispers.
"It was." I giggle cutely.
"That was my first kiss with a girl where guys weren't jeering in the background." she winces.
"Hey, don't think about that." I state firmly as I lean forward and peck her lips again.
"It's hard not to." Stephanie sighs.
"I know, I understand." I say as I squeeze the taller girl's hand. "Just take things one day at a time."
"I'll try." Stephanie replies. "C-can I see you again?"
"You know I have a boyfriend, right?" I remind her.
"Oh, I know!" she exclaims. "I didn't mean, you know, like a date, or anything. I just wanna hang out with you again."
"How about tomorrow?" I suggest. "I don't have plans."
"I'll ask my mom!" Stephanie grins.
"Great!" I smile.
We don't make love. Not tonight. Neither of us is ready. Instead we continue talking and holding hands. Occasionally, we do start kissing again, but it never goes any further. Stephanie really needs a friend. I'm happy to be that for her.
It's getting late, and Stephanie has to leave. We head back to the main living room to find Daddy and Lexi cuddling while Hazel sits by herself. Daddy tells Stephanie she's welcome back anytime, which is when I bring up her coming over tomorrow. Daddy smiles and says he's happy to have her.
Stephanie and I both have a lot of healing to do. We hug goodbye, holding each other close. I can feel her massive sweater puppies pressing against my breasts. I'm glad that she's able to kiss me, it shows that she is still open to intimacy.
"So, did you fuck?" Lexi asks when Stephanie is gone.
"No!" I exclaim before looking away guiltily. "We just made out a little."
"How was it?" Hazel wonders.
"It was nice." I acknowledge. "Stephanie is going through a lot right now."
"Are you going to take things further tomorrow?" Daddy inquires.
"I don't know." I admit with a sigh. "I really wasn't thinking about sex when I invited her to come over. I guess we'll see."
"I have my party tomorrow." Hazel reminds us.
"Do you need any money?" Daddy asks Hazel.
"No, thank you. I don't need your money." Hazel shakes her head.
"Okay." Daddy sighs.
"Bedroom?" I suggest, feeling horny. "I could use some dick and cunt!"
"I'm always down to fuck!" Lexi grins broadly.
"I think I'm just gonna head to my room and relax." Hazel says.
"Okay, if you're sure..." Daddy trails off.
"I am." Hazel nods.
"You know you're always welcome in our bed?" Daddy asks.
"I know." Hazel smiles before walking over and pecking Daddy's lips. "Thank you, Steven."
"You're welcome, Hazel. I love you." Daddy says.
"Me, too." Hazel replies before leading the way out of the living room.
Hazel walks down the hallway with the bedrooms and enters the bathroom for her nighttime routine. Daddy, Lexi, and I enter the master bedroom and close the door as we kick off our shoes. We are all worrying about Hazel, I can feel it. None of us says anything, there's nothing we can do but be here for her.
"So, we gonna get naked, or what?" Lexi asks, breaking the tension.
"Take your clothes off, Slut." Daddy orders firmly.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi purrs as she bounces into the middle of the room.
Daddy takes my hand and leads me over to the bed. The two of us sit down on the edge of the bed as we watch Lexi's strip tease. Our favorite redhead slut sways to imaginary music as she whips off her shirt before spinning around and dropping her pants.
Tossing her auburn hair down her back, Lexi looks over her shoulder and slaps her pantie-clad ass. Daddy laces our fingers as Lexi faces us and discards her bra, revealing her pale, lightly-freckled breasts. I glance down at Daddy's bulge and smirk as I feel myself getting wet.
Lexi turns around yet again before bending forward. Hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, Lexi slides them down her smooth legs, revealing her bum. After stepping out of her panties, Lexi spreads her butt cheeks, showing us her butt hole and the pink gash beneath it.
"Finger yourself." Daddy instructs.
As Lexi slides her hand between her legs and spreads herself open with two fingers, Daddy releases my hand and opens his pants, freeing his erection. Lexi pushes her fingers into her hole as Daddy reaches out and grabs the back of my head.
"Kayla, suck me off." he states as he pulls my head down into his lap.
I happily lower my head and open my mouth. Daddy's rock hard dick passes my lips and enters my little mouth. My cheeks cave in as I start sucking. Daddy holds me by the hair, pulling me up and down his cock as I listen to Lexi's moans of pleasure.
"Yeah, suck that dick, Kayla!" Lexi encourages in a throaty voice.
For a couple minutes, I suck Daddy while Lexi fingers herself. His hand runs along my body, sliding my shirt up and revealing my flat stomach. His hand is in my bra, fondling my bare breast. I moan around his shaft when his fingers roll my nipple.
"Kayla, get naked." Daddy commands as he pulls his hand out of my bra.
I kiss the tip of Daddy's cock before sitting up and brushing my raven hair back behind my ear. Daddy and I both stand up and remove our shirts. Once Daddy is naked, he steps up behind Lexi and slams himself up her cunt.
"Fuck, yes!" Lexi grunts, her hands on her knees as she takes it from behind.
I remove my bra and panties, exposing my naked, teenage body. Then I walk up to Daddy and wrap my arms around him. As Daddy thrusts into Lexi, I rub my naked breasts against his back and coo in his ear.
"You're so hard, Daddy! Fuck Lexi! Fuck your slut!" I moan.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses as her body jerks forward with each thrust. "Fuck me! Give me your big cock!"
I drop to my knees and plant kisses along Lexi's bare leg. Daddy spanks Lexi, making her cry out in pleasure. Then he pulls out of Lexi and shoves himself in my slutty mouth. I moan and drool as I suck on Daddy. I can taste Lexi's sweet pussy on his cock. Daddy alternates between Lexi's tight cunt and my warm mouth every minute or so, eventually making Lexi cum hard.
"Let's move to the bed." he eventually suggests.
Daddy climbs into bed, and his two naked sluts join him happily. Lexi and I crawl all over Daddy, our hands running along his muscular chest as we plant kisses all along his sexy body. My best friend gives him a handjob as I massage his balls.
"I want to be inside you, baby girl." Daddy moans as he arches his head back so that Lexi can kiss along his neck.
"I want your cock, Daddy." I coo as I throw my leg over his waist so I can straddle him.
Reaching between us, I aim Daddy's massive length at my little opening. He grips my hips tightly as he prepares to be inside me. Then I lower my pussy down onto him, moaning happily as I'm stretched by the biggest cock I've ever encountered.
I start riding Daddy. My hands are on his chest, fingers clawing at him as I bounce in his lap. I can feel my titties jiggling as Daddy gazes at my breasts with lust. Lexi swoops in and licks at our joining for a minute before sitting up beside me and squeezing one of my boobs.
"You like your slutty daughter on top of you? Hm?" Lexi asks as she squeezes my tit with one hand.
"Fuck, yes!" Daddy hisses. "She's so tight!"
"You're a good, little whore, aren't you, Kayla?" Lexi asks as she slaps my ass.
"Yes! God, yes!" I groan as I turn my bounce into a slow grind in Daddy's lap. "I'm Daddy's whore!"
"You love cock, don't you Slut?" Lexi asks as she pinches my nipple.
"I need cock! I need it!" I screech as I close my eyes. "I'm a dirty slut who needs more cock!"
"You're gonna get it!" Lexi hisses. "I'll be right back."
Lexi surprises Daddy and I by getting up and marching her naked ass out of the room. I look down at Daddy, who shrugs. He doesn't know either. I smirk and just start bouncing in his lap, loving the feel of his massive tool in my little pussy.
"You're so wet." he groans. "And warm."
"You make me wet, Daddy!" I moan as I slam myself down onto him, taking his entire length in my twat. "I'm always wet for you. Always!"
Daddy reaches between my legs and starts rubbing my little clit as I ride him. He has me. I throw back my head as my body shudders. I can feel my titties shake as electric shocks shoot out of my love button and cause my toes to curl.
"I'm cumming all over your dick! FUCK!" I announce.
"Cum for me, baby girl." Daddy encourages as he squeezes my boob and rubs my clit.
"Sounded like a good one." Lexi comments as she walks back into the room and closes the door.



"Mm, it was!" I giggle as I grip Daddy's chest and roll my hips to stimulate his shaft. I also clench my vaginal muscles for good measure.
"You feel really good, Honey." Daddy whispers.
"So do you." I husk back.
"Don't forget about me!" Lexi chirps as she hops back up on the bed.
Daddy and I both look at Lexi with our eyebrows raised. She's buckled into the strap-on harness and has the large fake cock bobbing between her legs. I'm definitely surprised; we don't usually bring out the strap-on unless there's no real cock around. There is a real cock around; it's in my snatch.
"Why do you have that?" Daddy asks as he slides his hands up my body so he can play with my tits.
"Simple." Lexi states as she spanks me. With a handful of my ass, Lexi continues speaking. "Kayla and I have double-teamed you. Now, you and I are gonna double-team her."
"Really?" I ask, eyes wide.
"You said you wanted more than one dick." Lexi shrugs. "This is the solution."
"What do you think, baby girl?" Daddy asks as he rolls both my nipples.
"I think you should bend me over." I husk as I lower my breasts down onto Daddy and nibble on his earlobe.
"That's my Slut!" Lexi exclaims happily as she spanks me once again. "I want her pussy."
"I'll take her mouth." Daddy nods.
A few moments later, I'm on my hands and knees, shaking with anticipation. Lexi is behind me, her hands caressing my bare bum. Daddy is in front of me, slapping my face with his cock. I look up and see Daddy nod at Lexi. Then I feel Lexi ease the fake cock up my cunt.
"Mm, Lexi!" I purr.
"Less talking, more sucking!" Lexi snaps as she grips my hips and forces the dildo all the way inside me.
"Yes, Mistress!" I gasp as I lunge forward and capture Daddy's cock with my lips.
Fuck, I love being spit-roasted! Two hard, throbbing dicks inside of me. Hard for me. For Kayla. Sure, one is fake, but I can imagine it's real! Daddy holds my head tightly as he uses my mouth. Lexi squeezes my hips while bucking her hips, burying the dildo into me again and again. I can feel my titties jiggling and slapping each other as I bounce between two dicks.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moan as drool leaks from my lips and runs down my chin.
Daddy and Lexi fuck my little brains out. I'm squealing and moaning, sexy noises escaping my lips as I give head. Daddy is using my face as if it's a pussy, and Lexi is pounding my actual pussy. It isn't long before my back arches and an orgasm shoots through me.
"That's it, cum on my cock, Slut!" Lexi hisses as she spanks me. She spanks my other cheek. She spanks my first cheek again. I cum again.
"That's a good girl, suck my dick." Daddy moans as he looks down at me and admires my cock-filled mouth.
"MM!" I groan loudly as I lash the underside of Daddy's shaft with my tongue.
"Want a shot at her pussy, Baby?" Lexi asks.
"Sure!" Daddy exclaims as he pulls his cock from my mouth and wipes it off on my face.
I stay crouching in doggystyle as Daddy and Lexi trade places. Lexi shoves the dildo in my mouth right as Daddy pushes into my little pussy. I gag and drool on the fake cock as I suck my pussy juices off of it. An involuntary moan escapes my lips when I feel Daddy's length throbbing inside me.
Looking up at Lexi, I watch her little titties bounce as she thrusts her hips forward. I feel so slutty. I love it! I push my ass back to meet Daddy's thrusts, taking him balls-deep in my cunt. This continues for a few more minutes.
"I have an idea." Daddy says as he drills me while holding onto me by the tits.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Lexi asks while holding my pretty face.
"You take her ass while I use her pussy." Daddy says as he squeezes my big boobies and skillfully fucks me.
"Sound good to you, Slut?" Lexi asks, looking down at me while she brushes my sweaty hair back.
"MM! MMHMM! MM!" I groan, my eyes wide as I rapidly nod my head while holding the dildo between my stretched lips.
As one, Daddy and Lexi shuffle backwards. A fake cock leaves my mouth at the same time that a large real one exits my pussy. I lower my head and pant heavily, my breasts swelling in Daddy's hands as my hair hangs about my face. Then I look up at Lexi with a wanton expression.
"Please DP me, Mistress!" I beg.
"Have her get on top of me." Daddy suggests as he releases my breasts.
"Sounds good, Baby." Lexi nods before reaching down and lightly slapping my titty.
"I want it." I husk. "I want your cocks!"
Daddy grips my ass and eases out of my wet hole. Then he lays down beside me. Lexi grabs me roughly by the hair and drags me so that I'm facing Daddy. My body is along his, my breathing heavy as I look at my father with lust. Fuck, I love being manhandled! I love being their little slut.
"Ride me, baby girl." Daddy coos as I straddle him. I lick my lips as I look down at him while my tits sway.
Once Daddy's in me again, I bounce on him a few times, getting used to having him in my snatch at this angle. Then I lower my breasts down onto his chest as I mold my body against his. Lexi gets into position behind me and slaps my ass with the dildo.
"I'm ready!" I hiss. "I want two cocks in me!"
"You got it!" Lexi chirps.
Lexi presses the head of the fake cock against my asshole. I grip the sheets on either side of Daddy as the dildo pops into my butt. I let out a grunt as I bare my teeth. I can feel Daddy lean up and start kissing along my neck as Lexi holds my hips and works the dildo into me.
"Fuck! Oh my God, FUCK!" I grunt.
"You okay, Honey?" Daddy asks.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Fuck me! Ream me out in both holes!"
Lexi switches her grip; she grabs onto my shoulders and starts fucking me up the bum. At the same time, Daddy holds my hips and starts bucking his hips, forcing his entire length inside me. My tits are dangling, my hard nipples brushing against Daddy's chest.
"Fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass! Fuck both my slutty holes!" I screech as my body thrashes. "Daddy! Lexi! I'm yours! Use me! I'm yours!"
"Your pussy's so tight, Kayla." Daddy groans as he squeezes my hips.
"Take it up the ass, Slut!" Lexi grunts.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" I scream into Daddy's ear. "Daddy! I love you! Fuck me, Daddy!"
"You're gonna make me cum, baby girl!" Daddy husks as he throws his head back.
"You can't handle me?" I ask as I caress his face with one hand. "Is my tight, little pussy gonna make you cum?"
"Yes!" he grunts. "I'm gonna cum inside you!"
"Cum in me!" I shout loudly as I look down at him. "Cum in me while your girlfriend fucks my ass!"
"Cum in her cunt, Steven!" Lexi breathes while slamming the fake cock up my backdoor.
"Ah, fuck!" Steven grunts as he bucks his hips and ejaculates inside me.
"I'm fucking cumming again! Cum with me! Cum for Kayla! Cum! Cum!" I let out a full-throat scream as a second orgasm shoots through me. My toes curl as I feel semen coating my insides.
Lexi pulls out of my ass. I roll off of Daddy and lunge for his cock. Taking his half-hard dick between my lips, I clean his manhood with my mouth. Daddy breathes heavily as he rests one hand on my head while playing with my tit with the other.
The sensations become too intense, causing Daddy to pull me off his dick. Then I snuggle up in his arms as I feel his sperm swimming around my sopping cunt. Lexi steps out of the strap-on harness and sets it on the bedside table before curling up on Daddy's other side.
"What's it like?" Lexi asks me as she traces shapes on Daddy's chest. "Getting DP'd by two people who love you? People who aren't just using you?"
"Fucking amazing!" I breathe as I press my naked body against Daddy. "I came so hard I saw stars!"
"We can do you next?" Daddy offers Lexi.
"I don't know..." Lexi mumbles.
"Why not?" I ask. "It's awesome!"
"I know, it just feels too much like the things I went through when Keith was controlling me. I'd just, really rather not." Lexi admits.
"Okay, no pressure." I nod.
"I love you, Lexi." Daddy says as he kisses the top of Lexi's head. His hands are on both our shoulders.
"I love you, Steven." Lexi replies, kissing Daddy's chest.
"I should pee." I say a minute later with a sigh. "I don't want to leak cum all over the bed."
"Can you wash our toy while you're in there?" Lexi asks.
"Sure." I reply.
Holding a hand over my pussy, I climb out of bed. I grab the strap-on with one hand as I waddle my way to the master bathroom. Sitting on the toilet, I push all the cum out of my pussy before peeing and wiping. Then I wash the sex toy.
When I return to the bedroom, Daddy is laying on his stomach. Lexi is straddling him, her pussy resting against his lower back as she massages his shoulders and upper back. Daddy opens his eyes and looks at me as I return.
"Hey, Honey." he whispers while obviously checking out my naked body.
"That looks like fun!" I comment as I set the sex toy down on the bedside table and hop up on the bed.
"Sex isn't the only way to make your man feel good!" Lexi giggles as her hands work his sides.
I kneel on the bed beside Daddy's head. He closes his eyes as he reaches up and starts caressing my breast. I giggle and hold his hand to my chest, encouraging him to touch me. My hard nipple presses into his palm, causing me to coo happily.
Soon, we're both massaging Daddy. Two naked eighteen-year-old beauties running our hands all along his body. Lexi rubs her pussy against Daddy's butt and upper back as I press my breasts into his side and massage his neck.
Eventually, Daddy is recharged enough to go again. Lexi and I pass him back and forth, sucking on him as we get him nice and hard. I say I want to watch. Daddy gets on top of Lexi and fucks her missionary until he's ready to cum. Then he climbs up her body and presents his erection to her willing mouth.
Daddy shudders as he fills Lexi's mouth with cum. As Daddy gets comfortable on the bed, Lexi presents me with her semen-filled mouth. We kiss and swap cum for a minute before swallowing everything Daddy gives us, his sluts. Then we fall asleep beside him, our heads on his chest.
Friday morning, Daddy's alarm wakes us all up. After our morning routines, we put on underwear and robes, then head down to meet Hazel for breakfast. The tan girl has her brown hair in its usual long ponytail and is wearing a robe. The dents in the fabric show us that she's not wearing a bra.
"Sounded like a fun night in there." Hazel comments sleepily as she picks apart a muffin.
"Did we keep you up late?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"I don't sleep much anyway." Hazel shrugs.
"Do you want to talk about it?" I offer.
"No, not really." Hazel sighs.
"If you change your mind, we're here." Daddy says.
"I know, thank you." Hazel replies.
We all start eating. There isn't much conversation; Hazel is clearly not okay this morning. She's refusing to talk about it, so there isn't anything we can do. I'm starting to worry about the party tonight. Hopefully, it goes well and Hazel doesn't do anything she regrets.
After breakfast, Hazel cleans up. Daddy then hugs her and wishes her a good day. She just mumbles something and walks off. Fuck, I hate how sometimes she's okay and sometimes she isn't. I understand, it just sucks.
Daddy goes to the home gym for his usual morning workout while Lexi, Hazel, and I get ready for school. Soon, we're in the car and driving. Lexi tries to get Hazel to talk, but she's pretty quiet, just one word answers and the occasional nod.
We Slut-sisters have our usual morning chat, only this time, Stephanie joins us. We're able to talk freely around her, and she's welcome in the group. Stephanie is all smiles. Even Hazel perks up a little bit. Sadly, Ashley and Marcia's parents are still giving them trouble. Hopefully, we can resolve this. Then it's time for homeroom and morning classes. I text through all of them.
Kayla: How are you doing?
Stacey: Eh. I'm okay. I talk to April every day, which is helpful.
Kayla: What about Daddy?
Stacey: Things are a little better. We still eat lunch every day. It's less awkward now.
Kayla: That's great! It sounds like things are going really well.
Stacey: I guess. My head is still spinning.
Kayla: How so?
Stacey: April. Steven. Being single. I guess I just don't know where things go from here.
Kayla: Just take things one day at a time. :)
Stacey: Thanks for keeping in touch, Kayla.
Kayla: My pleasure.
I love Stacey. I know she's going through a lot. I mean, Lexi is my best friend, I am on her side. I want Daddy and Lexi to stay together. I just hope there's a way for Stacey to stay part of our lives as well. I'll have to talk with Lexi about it. Speaking of Lexi, she texts me as well.
Lexi: Kyle texted me.
Kayla: What did your brother want?
Lexi: For me to move out of Steven's. He threatened to come over, but I talked him out of it.
Kayla: He actually blames Steven for the kidnapping?
Lexi: Yup. Fucking idiot.
Kayla: What are you gonna do about him?
Lexi: I stepped out of class to call him. He shouted a bit. I told him I was happy.
Kayla: I'm guessing he didn't believe you.
Lexi: Or care. He kept saying that if I moved in with him, he could talk to our parents.
Kayla; Talk to them about what?
Lexi: Letting me back in the family. He's blaming me for Nicole's estrangement as well.
Kayla: I'm sorry.
Lexi: Fuck them. I have Nicole. I have Steven. I have the Slut-sisters.
Kayla: So, this is a bad time to bring up Stacey? :P
Lexi: What about her?
Kayla: I just feel bad for her.
Lexi: Why? She wanted to steal Steven from me.
Kayla: It isn't like that! She fell in love with him, now she feels like she has no one.
Lexi: What do you want me to do?
Kayla: Talk to her? I told her about my rape. I told her everything.
Lexi: Everything?
Kayla: Yes. She knows Daddy fucks me now.
Lexi: And she's okay with that?
Kayla: She is!
Lexi: Then I guess she can't be all bad. Fine. I'll talk to her. Set it up.
Kayla: Thank you :*
Lexi: Eat my cunt and we'll call it even. ;)
Kayla: Mm, with pleasure.
I text Stacey. She's so happy when I invite her over on Saturday. I remind her to bring her bikini. I consider texting Daddy, but I decide to make this a surprise. Lexi gets a text, however, and I explain that Stacey will be over tomorrow. I also text with my boyfriend.
Kayla: Still thinking about Stephanie and I fucking? ;P
Ian: Just because I said it's okay, doesn't mean I fantasize about it!
Kayla; But, you do! ;)
Ian: Well, maybe!
Kayla: Tell you what, maybe after you lose your virginity, I'll bring a girl for us to play with.
Ian: Uh, seriously?
Kayla: Maybe. ;) Think about it, Babe! You fucking me with your big dick, another girl with us.
Ian: Kayla, you're making me hard!
Kayla; Poor, Baby :( Don't worry, it's almost lunch time. You'll get your relief!
Ian: I love you, Kayla.
Kayla: You love my slutty mouth, you mean? :P
Ian: That, too!
Kayla: Good boy!
Blowjob time! Also known as lunch. I get on my knees in our unused classroom and suck Ian's dick with my tits out. Letting my mouth hang open, I instruct Ian to fuck my face, which he does happily. Then, I take him out of my mouth and slap my tit with his cock. I let him fuck my tits for a minute. When he's ready to cum, I take him between my lips and suck until he explodes.
Everyone is excited that Prom is barely over week away! Marcia and Shawn are holding hands as they sit at the table. Josh is actually brave enough to put his arm around Ashley. Hazel once again shows up a few minutes after I do. This time, I see a drop of white at the corner of her lips before her tongue snakes out to lap it up. Sigh. Why Dan, of all people?
I'm glad that no one really pays attention to Ian and I being late. Everyone knows what we do, but they don't tease us about it. At least, not during lunch. Josh and Shawn are still too shy to bring it up, and we Slut-sisters have our group chat for sex teasing.
I flirt with Ian quite a bit. He places his hand on my knee and lightly caresses me with his thumb. Yeah, he's ready to lose his virginity. I'm excited to take it in just one week. I turn my head and kiss his cheek, causing everyone to tease us.
Lunch is over, so I go to my afternoon classes. I walk by Kelsey and stop to greet her. She just nods in my direction and keeps going. Fuck. David is in school, but I ignore him. Keith is still in jail. Stephanie is in high spirits.
Throughout the afternoon, I text the Slut-sisters. We all agree that Marcia and Ashley will tell their guys everything Prom night. Sounds good to me. Hopefully, they take it well. Nicole is very encouraging, assuring us that everything will be okay.
I'm actually nervous about Stephanie. Will we make love? I know the Slut-sisters have the agreement that girls don't really count. Ian is also okay with me making love with women. As long as the only man I touch besides him is Daddy. That's not the issue; what is, is that Stephanie's a rape victim. I want to make sure I'm gentle enough with her, make sure I don't traumatize her further. She's never been with a woman, too.
The school day ends. It's the weekend! Stephanie once again follows our car back to the mansion. We greet the butler when we walk into the foyer, then make our way to the main living room. I get snacks and drinks for everyone, and we sit down to do homework with some music on.
"Too bad Marcia and Ashley couldn't join us." Stephanie comments. "I'd like to get to know them better."
"You could start joining us for lunch?" Lexi suggests.
"That's a great idea!" I exclaim.
"Really? I'd love that!" Stephanie smiles. "Thank you!"
"We're happy to have you." Lexi assures the gorgeous girl.
"I'm sorry Ashley and Marcia aren't here because of me." Hazel mumbles.
"It isn't your fault that your parents suck." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"It really isn't, Hazel." I say.
"I guess." Hazel mumbles.
"Didn't you say their parents agreed to let them stay here Prom night?" Stephanie asks.
"Yeah, they aren't okay with it, but they relented. It is Prom." I explain.
"That's good, right?" Stephanie smiles.
"I suppose." Hazel sighs. "I just can't believe they kicked me out."
"I can't imagine." I mumble. I really can't. Daddy disowning me? Never!
"I'm sorry, Hazel." Stephanie says. "At least you still have Steven and the girls."
"I miss my brothers." Hazel sniffles as tears appear at the corners of her eyes.
"I know." Lexi says as she rubs Hazel's back. "I'm sure they miss you, too."
"Sorry." Hazel states as she wipes away her tears. "I'm good. I'm just pregnant and emotional."
"No problem at all." Stephanie insists.
Hazel cheers up a little bit. It seems that getting out her emotions helps her. Good. Once we're done with our homework, we actually fire up the gaming system and play video games until Daddy gets home from work.
"Hello, ladies!" Daddy greets us as he walks in.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she gets up and throws her arms around Daddy. They kiss.
"Hi, Daddy!" I wave.
Stephanie and Hazel greet Daddy as well. I shut the gaming system off, then we all head to dinner. Once again, Stephanie is impressed by the quality of the food. The five of us have a nice steak dinner this Friday, and I have to admit, it is delicious.
Upon finishing dinner, Hazel cleans up, refusing any offer of help. Then our group makes our way back to the main living room. Lexi and Daddy snuggle up in the armchair while I sit between Hazel and Stephanie on the couch. Television time!
"I should get ready for the party." Hazel says at one point, standing up.
"Oh, okay." Daddy replies. "Come say bye before you leave?"
"I will." Hazel nods before disappearing.
"I wish she wasn't going." Lexi sighs.



"So do I." I nod. "At least we know she's smart enough not to drink."
"Yeah, Hazel would never hurt the baby." Stephanie speaks up.
"Are you okay, Baby?" Lexi asks.
"I am." Daddy nods. "Hazel is a free woman. She isn't my girlfriend."
"You can still be jealous. Feelings are feelings." Lexi reasons.
"I'll be fine." Daddy states firmly.
Hazel returns a few minutes later wearing a cure skirt and a tight top. The tan girl's brown hair is as cute as ever, in a long ponytail down her back. At the same time, Daddy receives a text from Nicole. He tells us that she's in the foyer. The five of us go to the foyer to greet Nicole and say goodbye to Hazel.
"Have fun." Daddy says, kissing Hazel goodbye.
"Thanks, Steven." Hazel replies, kissing him back.
"Oh, have fun, Hazel!" Nicole smiles. "Sorry I missed dinner, I had to work late on the audit."
"No problem. Do you want leftovers?" Daddy asks as he kisses his second girlfriend.
"Nah, I ate at the office. At my desk." Nicole replies.
"Someone's a workaholic!" Lexi observes.
"Yeah, yeah." Nicole rolls her eyes as Hazel makes her exit, keys in hand.
"Nicole, this is Stephanie." I introduce them. "Stephanie, this is Nicole. Lexi's big sister, the accountant."
"Pleased to meet you." Nicole says, offering Stephanie her hand.
"Pleasure is mine." Stephanie replies politely.
"It's okay, Stephanie's cool." Lexi smiles.
"I know, she's come up in our group chat." Nicole laughs.
"What group chat is this?" Stephanie asks as we head back to the main living room.
"We Slut-sisters have a group chat that we text in." I answer. "Lexi, Nicole, Ashley, Marcia, Hazel, and I."
"That sounds nice." Stephanie smiles.
We get to the main living room and decide to watch a movie. Daddy cuddles on the couch with the two redheads, while I giggle and pull Stephanie into the armchair. We are snuggling up as the movie starts. Glancing over at the couch, I see Daddy has his arms around Lexi and Nicole, holding hands with both of them.
The movie is really good. It's a new one, just released on a popular streaming service. I smile and hold Stephanie close as we enjoy the movie. Her hand eventually finds mine, our fingers lacing. Stephanie actually coos happily halfway through the film.
"I think maybe we should go upstairs." Nicole whispers to Daddy when the movie ends.
"You got it, Beautiful." Daddy replies as he leans over and kisses Nicole.
"Wanna head to my room while Daddy and the redheads get busy?" I ask Stephanie with a giggle.
"Sure! Wouldn't wanna cock-block anyone!" Stephanie laughs.
We're all laughing as we stand up. Daddy and Nicole aren't shy at all around Stephanie. Nicole giggles when Daddy grabs her tight ass. Stephanie just laughs and takes my hand. I watch as Daddy enters the master bedroom with Lexi and Nicole. Stephanie and I then disappear into my room.
"I love how open you all are with each other!" Stephanie smiles. "There's just so much love here. I'm jealous!"
"I thought you said you got a lot of support from your parents after the rape?" I ask while turning on music.
"I did." she confirms with a nod as we both sit down on my bed. "They're back to not talking to each other again."
"Your parents don't talk?" I wonder.
"Kayla, my parents are divorced." Stephanie tells me. "I live with my mom and only see my dad occasionally."
"Oh! I'm sorry, I didn't realize." I say.
"It's fine. I never told you." she replies.
"Have you talked to Kelsey at all?" I inquire.
"I say 'hi' to her in the hallway. She waves back." Stephanie answers sadly. "And we've texted a bit. One word answers, I carry the conversation. I'm worried. I don't know what to do."
"I'm sorry." I respond as I wrap an arm around her shoulders. "I greet her all the time, too. Never get much of a response."
"I know she's in therapy, but it doesn't seem to be helping." she sighs. "If only we had listened to your warning."
"Don't blame yourself." I insist. "The only ones to blame are the rapists."
"I don't even know my number anymore." Stephanie mumbles as tears form in her eyes. "So many guys used me that night, and only a few of them will probably be charged."
"At least Keith and David are going away. It's their fault." I say as I lean over to kiss her cheek.
"Thank you for accepting me." Stephanie turns her head to face me. "Kelsey was my best friend, and without her, I was alone."
"You're always welcome here." I whisper, my eyes locked on hers.
"Thank you, Kayla." she replies as she reaches out and brushes a lock of my hair back.
"You're welcome." I respond.
We both lean in at the same time, our eyes closing. Stephanie has such soft lips. I moan lightly into her mouth, my tongue running along hers. She grabs the back of my head, our legs and hips touching as we kiss while sitting side-by-side on my bed.
I let Stephanie set the pace, making sure she's comfortable the entire time. When she lowers us onto the bed and gets on top of me, I smile into the kiss. Burying one hand in her long, raven locks, I grip Stephanie's hip with my other hand as she grinds on top of me.
Stephanie pants heavily as we kiss. She finds her confidence and places a hand on my breast, caressing me from outside my shirt. In response, I grab Stephanie's tight ass in both hands, my legs hooking around hers as we fool around.
"Is this okay?" Stephanie asks in breathy voice as she slides my shirt up my body.
"Yes!" I reply, nodding rapidly.
Sitting up, I help Stephanie remove my shirt. I smile as she leans in and kisses my cleavage. I hold her head to my bosom and giggle when Stephanie licks me. Then she reaches behind my back and unhooks my pink bra. I shrug my shoulders forward and toss my bra aside.
"Kayla, they're beautiful." she whispers as she cups my boobs and looks at them with lust.
"Thank you." I reply in a soft voice as Stephanie lightly caresses my tit-flesh with her thumbs. "C-can I see you?"
Stephanie nods and smiles. She pulls her shirt over her head, revealing the black bra containing two enormous titties. When Stephanie's bra hits the floor, I let out an audible moan. Her boobs are perfect. Large, and the ideal shape with lovely nipples. They aren't quite as big as Ashley's, who is a DD, but Stephanie is definitely a D-cup.
I reach out and lift Stephanie's heavy boobs in my small hands. I love the sounds of her moans as I caress her. I can actually feel her shiver beneath my touch. I can't resist, my mouth is actually watering as I gaze at her breasts.
Lowering my head, I slurp a nipple into my mouth. Stephanie moans and holds my head to her breast as I suckle. I don't stop here. I motorboat her titties, I slap my face with them, I hold them together and kiss all over her cleavage.
"No one's ever touched me like this before." Stephanie moans as I tongue her nipple. "You're so loving, so affectionate. Oh, I'm gonna cum!"
Stephanie's body tenses up and she lets out a series of gasping noises as I suck on her boob. I pinch her other nipple, heightening the sensations she's experiencing. It isn't often that a woman cums from nipple stimulation alone; this girl has sensitive titties!
"How was that?" I ask as I pull back with a grin while brushing my hair back behind my ears.
"Holy shit!" Stephanie gasps. "I've never cum like that before!"
"You haven't seen anything yet." I husk.
Stephanie looks at me, breathing heavily. Then she looks down at my breasts, then back up at me. She attacks, throwing herself at me, tackling me onto my back. Our big boobs press together as Stephanie shoves her tongue in my mouth.
Her hands go to my jeans, unbuttoning them. I then do the same to her pants and start pushing them down. Stephanie helps me, kicking away her pants and undies, leaving her completely nude. Lifting my ass, I slide my jeans and panties down. Stephanie grabs my bottoms and pulls them off of me before throwing them across the room. The tall girl kneels between my spread legs and admires my exposed vulva.
"I want to taste you." Stephanie whispers, looking up at me.
"Taste me, Stephanie." I reply, looking over my tits and down at the beautiful girl between my legs.
"W-what do I do?" she asks nervously. "Do I just lick you?"
"Just do what you would want done to yourself." I explain. "Then listen to my moans and go from there."
"No one's ever eaten me out." Stephanie admits. "I don't know what I'd want done to myself."
"Really? No one?" I ask, thinking of Lexi. Another poor girl being used by selfish assholes.
"Yeah, I mean, I was only with one guy before Keith." Stephanie shrugs. "He said that real men don't do that. He was happy to let me suck his dick every day though."
"Real men return the favor." I retort as I pull my legs back and sit up. "Okay, I'm gonna eat you first. Show you what it's like to be with someone who isn't just using you."
"Oh, you don't have to!" Stephanie exclaims.
"I know. I want to." I smile. "Now, lay down. Let me taste that sweet snatch."
Stephanie blushes and lays her head on the pillow while spreading her legs. I kiss all along her neck as I get on top of her. Trailing soft kisses down her body, I kneel between Stephanie's long legs and admire the sweet pussy that greets me.
The tall girl has delicate labia, which are flowered open in arousal. Her pubic mound is completely shaven, and all I can see is wet, pink pussy. I like! Gripping her thighs, I spread Stephanie open before leaning in and taking one long lick of her slit.
"Oh!" Stephanie gasps.
After getting her entire pussy nice and wet, I start munching on her clit. Taking the little nub between my lips, I suck on it hard, making Stephanie grip the sheets desperately. When I shove two fingers in her twat, Stephanie actually lets out a small scream.
"Holy shit, Kayla!" she cries out. "Holy. Fucking. Shit."
"Mm!" I hum as I curl my fingers up against her G-spot.
Stephanie is moaning and panting so fast that it seems like she's hyperventilating. Her legs pull back and her hands pull at my comforter as her back arches. I reach up and squeeze a titty as Stephanie explodes in a series of intense and noisy multiple orgasms.
"Kayla! I'm cumming! Kayla!" Stephanie screeches. "I'm cumming so much! Oh God, oh God, oh God!"
When Stephanie comes down from what I believe is her third orgasm, I pull away from her pussy and climb up her body. We start making out again, hands groping each other as we moan and pant. I press my pussy down against hers, feeling her wetness.
"I love your pussy, Stephanie." I whisper between kisses.
"This feels so fucking good!" Stephanie moans as she rolls her hips.
"It's called tribbing." I groan against her lips as my fingers caress her face.
"I like tribbing." she giggles.
Stephanie grips my ass in both hands, squeezing as we grind our pussies together. It isn't long before I'm cumming. I can feel my vaginal muscles clenching as I shudder. Stephanie coos softly to me, and I feel affection welling up inside me for this beautiful, young woman.
"Kayla!" Stephanie moans against my lips.
"Stephanie." I whisper back urgently.
I'm rolling onto my back with Stephanie's guidance. She's on top of me, kissing along my neck. I run my hands along her sides as she starts kissing all along my cleavage while squeezing my breasts together. Fuck, this feels so good. Stephanie is amazing!
She's between my legs now. Oh God, she's gonna eat me! I spread my legs wide, making sure she has plenty of room to get her head down there. Stephanie takes a tentative lick of my slit. Her hesitance disappears in an instant. I grip her tightly by the head when she buries her face in my box.
"Oh, Stephanie!" I squeal happily. "Eat me! Eat me!"
Stephanie is a fast learner. She saws two fingers in and out of me, she curls her fingers up against my G-spot while rapidly flicking my clit with her tongue. Yeah, she has me. I arch my back and scream as I hold her head against my crotch. She eats me to a second orgasm. Then a third.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Stephanie hums against my pussy.
"Okay, okay!" I gasp, pushing her head away. "I can't take anymore!"
"Sorry!" Stephanie giggles as she lays beside me.
"All good." I reply as we lay side-by-side, panting. Two big pairs of titties rising and falling with our heavy breathing.
"I hate that I have to leave soon." Stephanie pouts as she turns onto her side to face me. She places her hands beneath her head as she smiles at me softly.
"You could stay the night?" I suggest as I turn my head and smile back at the raven-haired beauty.
"Will that be okay?" she asks, eyes brightening.
"Sure. I'll just let Daddy know." I say as I slide my naked ass to the edge of the bed.
"I'll text my mom and make sure she's cool with it." Stephanie replies.
I nod as I get out of bed. Then I walk to my door and throw it open. I check Hazel's room, frowning when I realize she's not home yet. It's not that late yet, but still. Then I walk to the master bedroom and throw the door open without knocking.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Nicole grunts as Daddy holds her hips and fucks her doggystyle.
"Fuck my slutty sister, Baby!" Lexi encourages while kneeling naked by Nicole's head.
"Oh. Hi, baby girl." Daddy says as he looks up from Nicole's backside.
"Kayla!" Lexi chirps. "Wanna play? Where's Stephanie?"
"She and I just finished playing." I grin. "I just wanted to let you know she's staying the night."
"Sure, no problem." Daddy says as he keeps himself all the way inside Nicole while rolling his hips.
"Fuck, that feels good! Keep doing that!" Nicole hisses.
"Thanks, I'll leave you three to it!" I giggle as I step out of the bedroom and close the door.
I return to my room and find Stephanie laying with her head on the pillow, looking content. She smiles at me when I enter. I smile back, feeling something different for this girl. I love having sex with Lexi and the other girls, and I obviously love them, but there's something different here.
"Welcome back." Stephanie smiles. "My mom said it's okay. She's a little nervous, considering everything I've been through, but I made sure she knows I'm safe here."
"You are." I assure her as I climb into bed beside her. "You're always safe here."
"Thank you." Stephanie whispers as she lays her head on my chest and throws her arm around my waist.
"You're welcome." I reply as I pull the covers over us.
We lay in bed for awhile, just enjoying each others presence. I run my fingers through her long, dark hair as Stephanie circles my nipple with her finger. It's a long time before someone speaks. I'm actually almost asleep when Stephanie finally says something.
"I do wanna date you." Stephanie admits in a soft voice.
"I know." I reply.
"I can't, can I?" she sniffles.
"I don't see how." I sigh. "I'm with Ian."
"Just promise me, please, promise me you'll always be my friend." Stephanie whispers.
"I promise." I reply.
I kiss the top of her head while Stephanie uses my left titty as a pillow. She grips my hip tightly, not willing to let me go. Her breathing slows, and I soon tell that she is asleep. I hold her against me as my eyes close. Thoughts of all the amazing people in my life fill my head as I slowly drift off.
~Steven~
Someone is sucking my dick. I feel her warm body beneath the covers and between my legs. One of her hands is cupping my balls, lightly massaging my testicles as she bobs her head. Soft sucking and slurping sounds reach my ears as I fully wake up.
Reaching under the blanket with both hands, I squeeze a hanging boob with one hand while my other buries in her long hair. Hair too long, boobs too big; this isn't Lexi, it's Nicole. I whisper my second girlfriend's name, making her moan around my shaft as her tongue lashes me.
I release Nicole's hair and grasp the edge of the blanket. Next, I throw the covers off of us in one smooth motion. I smile down at the hot, naked redhead currently kneeling between my legs with my cock in her warm mouth. Glancing sideways, I notice Lexi curled up in a little ball, facing away from me. I smirk when my eyes trail along her pale back and down to her exposed bottom.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Nicole hums around my shaft, drawing my attention back to her.
My hands play with Nicole's tits as she sucks on me. When she swirls her tongue around my mushroom head, I actually buck my hips and let out an involuntary moan. Nicole isn't the most experienced cock-sucker, but she's definitely getting better and better. She instinctively knows how to read me.
Nicole adjusts herself, gripping my hips in both hands as she tries to deepthroat me. She can't. When she gets over halfway down my length, she gags and has to pull back. I can feel a strand of drool leak from her lips and run down my shaft. She actually sighs around me, and I can tell she's disappointed.
"It's okay, Beautiful." I whisper as my hand caresses her face. "You're doing a great job, you don't have to deepthroat."
"Hmph!" she mumbles around my cock as she resumes bobbing her head.
She doesn't try to deepthroat again. Instead she contents herself to massaging my balls while moving her head in the standard blowjob motions. Fuck, it feels good. When I'm getting close, I stop playing with her tits and place my hands on her head, encouraging her to keep sucking.
"Nicole!" I hiss a couple minutes later, warning her of my impending release.
"MM!" Nicole moans in longing as her cheeks cave in.
I lightly squeeze her head as my hips buck. Nicole's moans intensify and it actually sounds like she has a small orgasm from the feeling of my sperm filling her mouth. She releases my balls and grips my thighs as she takes several shots between her lips. I feel like I'm gonna black out when I feel Nicole's throat contract as she swallows.
"Holy shit!" I gasp weakly as Nicole slowly bobs her head on me, making sure to get every last drop.
"I'm guessing I did okay?" she asks when she pulls off my cock.
"You did amazing." I smile as I reach down and touch her cheek affectionately.
The sexy redhead climbs up the bed and lays down beside me, her bare breasts pressing against my chest as she rests her hand softly on my chest. I wrap an arm around Nicole and lean down to kiss the top of her head.
"I had a craving for cum." Nicole giggles.
"You're definitely Lexi's sister!" I comment happily.
"Two redhead sister sluts!" she smirks. "Lucky you!"
"Lucky me, indeed." I reply.
"Will you two shut up and go to sleep?" Lexi grunts as she pulls a pillow over her head.
"Sorry, sis!" Nicole calls out.
"Oh, get over it." I reply as I reach over and swat her on the ass.
Lexi just grunts and pulls the blanket back over her body. As Nicole traces shapes on my chest, I reach for my phone on my bedside table. I realize it's after 3:00AM on Saturday. No text from Hazel saying she's home safe. I have to check on her.
"I'll be right back." I whisper to Nicole as I sit up. "I have to make sure Hazel got home safe."
"Okay." Nicole whispers as I slip out from between the sisters.
I don't bother putting on underwear or a robe. Exiting the master bedroom, I notice that Kayla's door is firmly closed. Then I walk naked down the hall to Hazel's room. The door isn't shut all the way so I peek inside. On the bed, on top of the covers, is Hazel. She's completely naked and I can clearly see her naked ass. Long brown hair falls unrestrained down her back, almost to her butt. She's okay.
I feel a twinge of longing as I look at her. She's so beautiful. I miss the closeness with Hazel. I miss Marcia and Ashley as well. At least Ashley and Marcia still regularly text me, send me nudes, are intimate with me. Hazel? I can feel her pulling away. The hurt is even worse since she's carrying my child.



Shutting the door with a sigh, I return to the master bedroom. My mood improves when I see my girlfriends. Lexi is curled up on her side, asleep again. On the other side of the bed, Nicole is laying on her stomach, her auburn hair splayed out and her mouth hanging open.
I carefully slip into bed, making sure not to wake the sisters up. Getting under the covers, I kiss first Lexi, then Nicole. Laying my head back, I sigh as various thoughts go through my head. Hazel, Marcia and Ashley's parents, Stacey, the YouInvest acquisition. It takes awhile to fall asleep.
Apparently, I sleep very heavily for quite some time. I wake up to the sounds of moaning and kissing, along with the feel of the mattress moving beneath me. With a yawn, I glance to my left and see the sisters in a sixty-nine.
I'm instantly hard. Lexi is on her back with her head on the pillow. Nicole is laying on top of Lexi. The older girl is grinding her hairy pussy down onto Lexi's face while burying her own face in her younger sister's crotch. What a sight to wake up to.
"Lexi!" Nicole groans as she tenses up and cums while holding two fingers inside of Lexi.
"Cum for me, big sis!" Lexi coos against her sister's snatch.
"Good morning, ladies!" I laugh as I sit up.
"Steven! Join us!" Nicole calls out.
"Yes! Stick your cock in me, Baby!" Lexi begs.
I knee-walk down the bed and get in between Lexi's spread legs. Then I feed Nicole my cock so she can suck me until I'm throbbing. Finally, I pull out of Nicole's throat and aim lower. When I enter her, Lexi pulls her legs back and groans against Nicole's pussy.
Gripping Lexi by the thighs, I keep her legs pushed back so that I can slam myself into her again and again. All while Nicole licks at our joining. It isn't long before Lexi is screaming her pretty, little head off, announcing her orgasm.
"Keep licking my clit! Keep fucking my pussy!" Lexi screeches. "I'm cumming! Holy fucking shit, I'm cumming!"
What follows is one of the greatest threesomes of my life. Two hot, young, redhead sisters crawling all over me. Yeah, I'm a lucky bastard. We fuck in every position imaginable; missionary, cowgirl, doggystyle, reverse cowgirl, on our sides. One redhead rides my cock while the other rides my face, I bend both sisters over the bed and take turns fucking them from behind while pulling their hair and spanking them.
Eventually, I'm ready to cum. I warn both girls, who get on their knees, side-by-side, their hands on their knees. Standing over them, I stroke myself as the sisters beg for my cum. They keep moaning about how badly they want it, how they want to feel my seed on their faces. Yeah, I'm a goner.
My legs shake as I explode all over Nicole's face. Then I aim my cock at Lexi. My eighteen year old girlfriend giggles happily as I hose her down. Lexi lunges forward and captures my shooting tool between her lips. I see stars when Nicole also darts her head in, licking my balls as the last few drops of semen dribble out onto Lexi's tongue.
Our morning doesn't end here. Lexi and Nicole get up on the bed and start tribbing as they lick cum from each others faces. I sit on the bed, breathing heavily as I recover and watch two redhead sisters going at it. I love watching their titties pressing together.
With such a beautiful show, I think it's understandable that I'm hard again in record time. I start out by fucking Lexi's face while she gags and drools. Nicole coos up at me, caressing my thigh as the younger redhead makes the sexiest slurping and sucking noises.
Admiring Nicole's breasts gives me my next idea. I have the twenty-six year old accountant wrap her boobs around my shaft and give me a very pleasant titty-fuck. Tit flesh bulges around Nicole's fingers as she looks up at me with lust, moaning at me about how big my cock is and how good it feels.
Finally, I fuck Lexi up the ass. She wants it rough. I am more than happy to oblige. Nicole watches, fingering herself as I push my massive erection up Lexi's backdoor. While pulling on Lexi's auburn hair, I explode up her bum, bringing Lexi off as well.
The three of us get in the large shower in the master bathroom. We take turns washing each other as hot water cascades all around us. Watching Nicole and Lexi making out is such a turn on, but I'm drained at this point. Still, the girls finger each other until the each have another orgasm.
At this point, it's after 10:00AM, and we decide to just wait until lunch to eat. We go through our morning routines in the bathroom together. Then, I put on boxer briefs while the girls step into clean panties.
With robes on, Lexi, Nicole, and I make our way to the main living room. We find Kayla alone on the couch, wearing a robe. My eyebrows rise in surprise, no Stephanie, no Hazel. Kayla is holding the remote and searching a streaming service for something to watch.
"Where are Stephanie and Hazel?" I wonder as Lexi and Nicole sit on the couch, on either side of Kayla.
"Stephanie's parents wanted her home early." Kayla answers. "Hazel is still asleep, I think."
"Since you walked into our room naked, I'm guessing you bagged Stephanie?" Lexi asks Kayla while wrapping an arm around my daughter's shoulders.
"We made love." Kayla answers with a blush.
"So, how was she?" Nicole asks as she wiggles her body suggestively.
"Amazing." Kayla gives us a big grin before continuing. "We really connected."
"I'm glad you had a great night, Honey." I say.
"I did!" Kayla says before her face starts to fall. "Stephanie wants to date me."
"What?!" Lexi exclaims.
"Stephanie is gay?" Nicole wonders.
"Bisexual, like us." Kayla answers.
"What did you tell her?" I ask.
"That I have a boyfriend." Kayla responds. "The problem is, I have feelings for her, too."
"Well, date them both!" Lexi suggests.
"Not a bad idea." Nicole tilts her head as she considers it.
"I already put Ian through enough." Kayla sighs. "He lets me fuck any woman I want, he tolerates me fucking Daddy, I can't ask him to share my heart that way."
"Does Ian know about Stephanie?" I inquire.
"Not about her wanting a relationship, but Ian knows we slept together. Stephanie knows I told Ian, as well." Kayla clarifies.
"Well, for now just be her friend." I suggest. "Stephanie is welcome here anytime. Maybe let her and Ian get to know each other a little better. Maybe he'll be okay with it someday."
"Yeah, we agreed to be friends." Kayla nods. "Thank you, Daddy."
"You're welcome, baby girl." I reply.
"Listen to your father," Lexi teases, "he's juggling two hot girlfriends and a slew of friends with benefits."
"And keeping all of us satisfied!" Nicole giggles.
Kayla puts a movie on and we sit back to watch. It's something we've all seen before, but it's a great comfort movie. I actually sit alone in the armchair while the girls all cuddle on the couch. I smile over at my loves occasionally. They make eyes back at me, making my heart feel so full.
"Time for lunch?" Lexi wonders when the movie ends.
"Yeah, I'm hungry." Kayla nods.
"Hazel is still asleep, should we wake her?" Nicole asks.
"It's noon. She's slept enough." I state firmly. "I'll go wake her up. We'll meet you in the dining room."
Lexi, Kayla, and Nicole head to the dining room while I make my way to the bedrooms. Hazel's door is still slightly open, and she's unconscious in the same position. Walking over to the naked teen, I reach out and lightly shake her shoulder.
"Hazel? Hazel? Time to wake up." I whisper softly.
Hazel just grunts. My instinct is to smack her bare butt to wake her up, but I resist. We aren't like that right now, so I don't feel comfortable touching her so intimately. Instead, I shake her shoulder again, making her grunt once more. Then I brush back her brown hair, exposing her lovely face.
"It's time for lunch. You can't sleep all day." I insist.
"Ugh, fine." Hazel groans as she turns onto her side.
"Good morning, Sunshine!" I smile confidently as my eyes flick down to Hazel's breasts.
"Whatever." she rolls her eyes before sitting up and pushing herself to the edge of the bed so she can plant her feet firmly on the floor. "Enjoying the show?"
"You know you're hot, Hazel." I tell her.
"Yes." Hazel says primly. "I do."
I sigh as Hazel stands up and walks over to the dresser. I'm glad to see she's finally moving in, at least. She digs out a pair of clean panties and steps into them. Then Hazel slips on a robe and ties it before putting her brown hair in a long ponytail.
"How was the party?" I ask nervously.
"Fine." Hazel shrugs.
"Did you drink?" I just have to bring this up.
"I'm not an idiot, Steven." she says.
"I know you're not." I reply.
"Good." Hazel grunts.
"So, you had fun?" I follow up with.
"Why don't you ask what you really wanna know?" Hazel challenges.
"What do you mean?" I inquire stupidly.
"You want to know if I had sex." she states.
"It's none of my business." I say carefully.
"You're right." Hazel nods as she walks over to the door and throws it open. "It isn't."
Another sigh as I follow Hazel out the door. I can't believe she's talking to me this way. She ignores me as she walks down the hall to the bathroom. After using the bathroom, Hazel comes out and walks with me through the house. She knows we're going to lunch, so she leads us straight to the dining room.
"Someone's finally awake!" Lexi chirps.
"I had a long night." Hazel rolls her eyes as she sits at the table and begins to serve herself.
"What time did you get home?" Kayla wonders.
"A little after 2:00AM." the tan girl answers. "I went straight to sleep."
"That's around ten hours sleep, you're fine." Nicole comments.
"I guess." Hazel shrugs.
"Oh, don't be such a grouch!" Lexi admonishes before taking a bite of her sandwich.
Hazel just rolls her eyes. We continue making small talk throughout lunch. Kayla, Lexi, and Nicole are talking and smiling, but Hazel is quiet. The other girls try to make her talk, but only get a few words in response. Sigh.
When lunch is over, Hazel does insist on cleaning up, as usual. It makes her feel like she's pulling her weight, so we don't try and help. I open my mouth a couple of times to say something, but I can't form words. I don't know what to say to this girl to make her feel better.
The five of us kick back in the main living room and watch a popular television show. Kayla and Hazel each take an armchair while I snuggle up with my girlfriends on the big couch. We aren't too engrossed in the show; Hazel and Kayla are playing on their phones.
"Anyone know what Marcia and Ashley are up to today?" I ask at one point.
"Why?" Lexi replies. "Not enough pussy here for you?"
"I have plenty of pussy right here." I smirk as I pull Lexi and Nicole close.
"And don't you forget it!" Nicole purrs as she runs a finger down my chest.
"Anyway," Hazel interjects, "I'm texting them now. Marcia is spending the day with her parents, and Ashley is out shopping with her sister."
"Marcia's an only child, right?" Nicole frowns, trying to remember.
"Yup!" Kayla answers. "Her parents are pretty protective of her, too."
"At least they aren't completely insane." Hazel comments.
"Have you heard anything from your parents, Hazel?" I ask carefully.
"No." Hazel shakes her head. "And I can't text Scott since it's the weekend. I don't know if he's with my parents, I have to text him when I know he's at school."
"What will you do when it's summer vacation?" Lexi wonders.
"No fucking clue." Hazel responds, letting out a breath.
"We're here for you, Hazel." Kayla says.
"And we always will be." Nicole adds.
"I know." Hazel mumbles.
It's my turn to roll my eyes. We're Hazel's family. She shouldn't be pushing us away. But she is. Hazel's pushing us away and there's nothing we can do about it. All I can do is hold my girlfriends close as the show plays on our giant television.
"She's here!" Kayla exclaims at one point, phone in hand.
"Who is?" I frown.
"We invited someone over." Lexi bites her lower lip, looking uncomfortable.
"Who?" I ask again.
"You'll see!" Lexi chirps.
Kayla gets up and sashays out of the room. I try and think of who it is. My first thought is Stephanie, but I don't think so. Then my mind goes to Ashley and Marcia. It's not them. My jaw actually drops when Kayla walks in with Stacey, who is wearing a cute sundress.
Stacey is stunning. Her smooth calves are exposed in her knee-length dress, and I can see a small hint of cleavage formed by her large breasts. Her long blonde hair is cascading down her back, and her baby blue eyes are bright and full of life.
"Stacey!" I exclaim as we all stand up.
"Steven." Stacey inclines her head politely.
"Hi, Stacey." Lexi says stiffly. "This is Nicole, my big sister."
"Nice to meet you." Stacey offers Nicole her hand.
"You, too." Nicole replies.
"And this is Hazel." I say, introducing the tan girl.
"Hazel. Good to know you." Stacey smiles.
"Pleasure." Hazel nods.
"So." Stacey begins. "From your shocked expression, Steven, I'm guessing the girls didn't tell you I'd be here?"
"They did not." I confirm. "I would have actually put on clothes if I knew we'd have company."
"Stacey does seem to be the only one not wearing a robe!" Nicole comments.
"Shall we change?" Hazel suggests.
"Yeah, into our bikinis!" Kayla responds.
"Works for me!" Lexi chirps.
"Oh, swimming." I say. "That'll be fun."
"I didn't bring a bikini." Nicole pouts.
"Your boobs aren't that much bigger than mine, you should be able to wear one of my suits." Lexi offers.
"Perfect! Thanks, sis." Nicole smiles.
Our group scatters around the house to change into bathing suits. Stacey goes to one of the bathrooms while Hazel and Kayla change in their bedrooms. I enter the master bedroom with Nicole and Lexi, where the three of us strip down.
"Not that I mind, but what caused you to invite Stacey here?" I ask Lexi as I pull out my swim trunks.
"It was Kayla's idea." Lexi says while handing Nicole a bikini. "She thinks we need to talk."
"So, we're going swimming?" Nicole giggles.
"Yes, we are." Lexi nods. "We'll talk, but first we're gonna hang out."
"Are you nervous?" I inquire while stepping into my swim trunks.
"No, not really." Lexi sighs as she steps into her light blue bikini bottoms. "I mean, I'm always nervous about losing you, Steven. I love you so much. Just... don't leave me."
"I'm not going anywhere." I say as I wrap my arms around my half-naked girlfriend.
"I love you, Steven." Lexi whispers, looking up at me with fear-filled eyes.
"I love you, too." I reply, kissing her lips.
"Everything will be fine, Lexi." Nicole says as she walks up and affectionately touches the back of her sister's head. "Steven has two hot, redhead sluts for girlfriends. He's not going anywhere!"
"Nice way to put it." I chuckle.
"It's the truth!" Nicole smirks as she steps back and strikes a pose, showing off her nude frame.
"Feel better, Baby?" I ask Lexi.
"A little." Lexi smiles in spite of herself.
We finish dressing in our bathing suits. Nicole's is a little tight across the chest, but it fits. Our group of three meets everyone else at the entrance to the patio. My breath catches when I see Stacey in her bikini. She's as beautiful as always, and right now, I'm remembering our intimate moments.
Five beautiful women in bikinis. What a sight! We don't jump straight into the pool. Instead, we all sit in deck chairs and get soak up some rays. It's so nice out; the sun is reflecting off the clear water. Good thing we have a lot of deck chairs.
"So, Stacey," Kayla begins, "how did you spend your Friday night?"
"I went dancing with April." Stacey answers.
"Oh, sounds fun!" Nicole interjects.
"Yeah, it was." Stacey nods.
"Any lucky guys?" Lexi wonders.
"No, not last night." Stacey shakes her head. "April didn't spend the night either. We just went dancing and headed home."
"I'm glad you had fun." I say.
Secretly, I'm thrilled that I don't have to imagine Stacey having sex with another man. Usually, I'm not the jealous type, but with Stacey? I definitely don't want to think about it. Still, it's only a matter of time. She's a beautiful woman, and she deserves to be happy.
"It's so nice here." Stacey sighs happily as she adjusts herself.
"You're welcome here anytime." Kayla says.
"Am I?" Stacey asks, sitting up slightly and looking over at Kayla and I.
"You are." I nod. "We're friends."
"Right. Friends." Stacey sighs as she lays back down.
We fall silent for a few minutes. I want to say something to Stacey, I want to comfort her. I can't. I'm with Lexi, and she isn't comfortable. Lexi has to be my first priority, she's my girlfriend, my love. Fuck, when did my love life become so complicated? I can answer that; it's my own fault for sticking my dick into so many pussies.
"Shit, I'm gonna get tan lines." Hazel comments as she sits up.
"Wanna tan nude?" Nicole suggests.
"I don't think that's a good idea." Lexi says nervously.
"Yeah, we should probably keep covered." I add.
"Okay, well, I'm gonna swim." Hazel says as she stands up, walks over to the edge of the pool, and dives in.
"I'll go, too." Kayla adds as she also heads over to the pool and dives in to join Hazel.
"Shall I join them?" Nicole suggests. "That way you three can talk."
"You're his girlfriend, too." Lexi reasons. "You should be part of this."
"Two hot redheads." Stacey sighs. "What would Steven want with me?"
"Hey." I state firmly. "Don't talk like that. You're a beautiful woman, Stacey."
"You really are." Lexi nods. "Why else do you think I'm jealous?"
"You don't have anything to be jealous about." Stacey sniffles. "He chose you. And your sister."
"And you want him all to yourself." Nicole observes.
"Yes." Stacey admits with a hitch in her voice.
"And that's the problem!" Lexi hisses. "You want to steal him from me!"
"Lexi, breathe." I say calmly. "She's not trying to steal me."
Lexi crosses her arms over her chest and makes and just glares straight ahead. Kayla and Hazel are in the pool, giving us privacy. Stacey is crying softly. Nicole and I actually sit up and glance over at each other. We wince at the same time, indicating the difficulty of the moment.
"So, you and April are really good friends?" Nicole asks, clearly trying to break the tension.
"Yeah..." Stacey mumbles. "We were college roommates. She majored in computer science. She's my favorite, little nerd."
"Little?" I ask.
"Yeah, she's under five feet tall and weighs less than ninety pounds." Stacey actually smirks. "She's a little firecracker."
"You fucked her." Lexi states. It isn't a question.
"Yes." Stacey nods from her deck chair. "April and I were always straight. Then it came out that April developed feelings for me. I turned her down and broke her heart. Years later, I met Steven and learned about the Slut-sisters. I got interested in messing around with girls."
"Then what?" Nicole wonders.
"Then I confessed my love for Steven and got my heart broken." Stacey sniffles. "April and I went out one night and got picked up by a couple of guys. We made out to turn the guys on after they came on our faces."
"Kinky." Lexi comments with a smirk.
"Lexi." I warn softly.
"Anyway," Stacey continues, "April and I made love later on. She's still in love with me. Now, I have feelings for her and Steven. I'm just so overwhelmed. I have people who care about me, who love me, and I still feel all alone."
"Wait." Nicole frowns. "You have feelings for Steven and April?"
"Yes." Stacey confirms.
"So, who do you want?" Lexi asks. "Steven or April?"
"I t-thought about it." Stacey stammers. "I just can't be in a lesbian relationship. I love dick too much."



"I understand that." Lexi giggles. "Cock is great."
"Especially Steven's." Nicole adds.
"Well, thanks ladies." I smirk before turning my gaze to the pool where Kayla and Hazel are still swimming.
"You'd love April." Stacey tells me. "Wavy blonde hair, green eyes. Cute boobs. She can deepthroat any size cock, she's full of energy and is one amazing fuck."
"I'm sure I would." I reply.
"I can deepthroat, too." Lexi says.
"I can't." Nicole pouts.
"You give great head, Beautiful." I say to my older girlfriend.
"Thank you." Nicole smiles weakly.
"A-and now, now you're gonna be a father again." Stacey cries. "I just wish I was the mother."
"Jealous of Hazel, too?" Lexi accuses.
"Yes!" Stacey whimpers as she buries her face in her hands.
"So, what do we do?" I ask.
"I don't know." Lexi lets out a breath. "I'm not comfortable with you having sex with Stacey, Steven."
"Which means I won't." I nod.
"I understand." Stacey says in a weak voice.
"I wish there was some solution." Nicole sighs.
"I trust Steven." Lexi begins. "So, I'm good if you guys wanna spend time together outside of work."
"That's something." I say. "Stacey, maybe you and April can come over next weekend. It is Memorial Day weekend. We can have a cookout."
"Next weekend April is moving in to my place." Stacey responds. "We're putting most of her furniture in storage and she's gonna sleep on my couch until we can get a place together."
"When?" I ask. "Saturday is the girls' Prom, but I could help you guys on Sunday, then you're free Monday?"
"That's a good idea!" Nicole breathes. "We might have to skip game night, but whatever. It happens."
"You don't have to." Stacey shakes her head.
"He wants to." Lexi smiles. "We want to."
"If you're sure, thank you." Stacey smiles before wiping away her tears.
"How about we go swimming?" Nicole suggests.
"I'd like that." Stacey agrees.
The four of us get up off the deck chairs and walk over to the pool. Hazel and Kayla wave us in, saying it's about time. We jump in and the six of us spend a couple hours splashing around in the pool. Then I get out to start the grill and cook for everyone.
We enjoy chicken and burgers on the grill and chat about the plan to help April move in with Stacey. Then we swim a little more. Tomorrow is my golf game with Ken from YouInvest, so Stacey decides to head out early so that she can get a good night sleep. I hug her goodbye and she makes her exit.
"It's a start." Lexi sighs. "I just still don't trust her."
"I know." I say as I take my girlfriend's hand. "At least you're talking."
"Who knows? Maybe things will get better the more we hang out." Nicole suggests.
"Good luck." Hazel says. "I'm gonna go to my room and relax."
"Want some company?" Kayla asks Hazel suggestively.
"Not tonight." Hazel shakes her head. "I just wanna be alone."
"If you're sure." Kayla sighs.
"I am." the tan girl nods before leaving and going to her room.
"You're welcome to join us tonight, Kayla." Lexi purrs.
"I think I'd like that." Kayla husks.
Kayla, Lexi, Nicole, and I follow Hazel to the bedrooms. The four of us go into the master bedroom and start removing our clothes. Once we're naked, we have a very pleasant, yet incestuous foursome. Two sisters, plus a father and daughter.
The three girls get on their knees and pass my cock among them. I make sure to get my hands on all six titties as the girls suck me off with enthusiasm. As usual, Lexi is the only one who can deepthroat, while Kayla and Nicole can only take about half of me.
I have my lovely ladies bend over the bed and stick out their pretty, little asses. Kayla is in the middle, with Lexi on the left, and Nicole on the right. Walking straight up to my daughter, I slap her ass with my cock, making her giggle and shake her bum.
"Stick it in me, Daddy!" Kayla coos.
Not one to turn down a lady's request, I grasp myself at the base and ease my erection into Kayla's pretty pink pussy. Kayla tosses her head, causing her raven hair to cascade down her back as I hold her hips and start to fuck her with a steady rhythm.
"Spank me, Daddy!" Kayla begs.
I slap her ass, causing her to jerk forward and beg me to hit her harder. I spank her several times before grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back. Kayla gets up on her hands, causing her tits to swing as she takes it from behind.
"Daddy fucks me best!" Kayla hisses. "Fuck me hard, Daddy!"
After fucking Kayla to a screaming orgasm, I decide to stop ignoring Lexi and Nicole. While thrusting my hips to keep fucking Kayla, I begin to finger Lexi and Nicole. Soon, all three girls are moaning and cooing at me, telling me how good I'm making them feel.
I shuffle backwards, pulling out of Kayla's sweet snatch. Then I move to my left and and push my cock up Lexi's tight, teen cunt. After fucking my eighteen year old girlfriend for a couple minutes, I switch to her sister, my twenty-six year old girlfriend. Nicole moans my name as I penetrate her. It's good to be me.
Once I make sure all three girls are panting in orgasmic bliss, we move to the bed. Lexi rides my face, Nicole rides my cock, and Kayla kneels between my legs, licking my nuts when she has room to get her head beneath Nicole's ass. I slide my hands up Lexi's body and squeeze her small, lightly-freckled breasts.
"Ah! Yes, squeeze my titties! Ah! Lick my pussy! Ah! Ah!" Lexi moans happily as her little body shudders.
I love having my balls stimulated. It feels so fucking good. Kayla licking my nuts, Nicole bouncing on my hard dick, Lexi's pussy in my face while I squeeze her tits. It's too much. I buck my hips and groan against Lexi's slit as I fill Nicole with my hot, thick load.
"Oh God, he's cumming in me!" Nicole screeches as she tenses up and has her own orgasm.
"Yes! Fill my sister so I can slurp it out!" Lexi gasps.
"Mm, cum Daddy." Kayla coos.
Nicole lifts herself off my cock and rolls onto her side. Kayla pounces, slurping me into her mouth so she can clean my dick with her tongue. Lexi lunges at her big sister. Soon, Lexi is pushing Nicole's legs back and exposing the older girl's vulva. The younger redhead nympho buries her face in Nicole's box.
"Mm, lick me, baby sister!" Nicole moans as she squeezes her own boobs.
Kayla sucks on me while Lexi eats my cum out of Nicole. I reach down and caress my daughter's face as I stare down at her cock-filled mouth. The raven-haired beauty takes me out of her mouth and lifts her body so she can slap her tit with my dick. Nicole announcing her orgasm to the room ends round one.
For round two, Kayla, Lexi, and Nicole form a daisy chain. I step away to grab a drink loaded with electrolytes so that I can recharge faster. When I return, I smile at the three naked women in my bed as I watch them fingering and licking each other.
Once I'm hard, I reach out and grab the nearest girl by the ankle. It's Lexi. I put her on her back and bend her in half. Lexi's feet are by her ears as I shove myself all the way inside her. Kayla and Nicole start tribbing while I'm fucking Lexi.
"Oh God, yes! Give it to me!" Lexi begs, her hands wrapped around her own legs, pressing them against her chest. "Fuck me! Fuck my slutty pussy!"
I loom over Lexi, looking down at her flawless face as I push my cock in and out of her wet hole. She feels so fucking good. I watch her face, the high cheekbones, the cute freckles, features scrunched up as she shows me her cum face.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous!" I hiss.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi replies, her bright green eyes staring at me with love and lust.
For a brief moment, I actually forget that Nicole and Kayla are in the room with us. I completely lose myself in the pleasure of being inside Lexi. She's so wet, so warm, so tight. It isn't just how good her body feels, I am truly and completely in love with this girl. Leaning in, I press my lips against hers as she moans and pants.
"Steven!" she groans against my lips.
"Lexi!" I hiss as I feel her vaginal muscles convulsing.
"Let me suck your dick!" Lexi manages to gasp out. "Please, I wanna taste you! I want to feel you in my mouth!"
I pull out of Lexi and glance over. Nicole and Kayla are currently folded in a sixty-nine, eating each other out and moaning. Lexi lays back on the bed as I straddle her chest and feed her my cock. She hums happily as she tastes herself on my thick shaft.
"Fuck my face!" Lexi says thickly around my length.
Grabbing the sides of her head, I lift her up, burying my entire length between her lips. My cock throbs as I feel my shaft lodge in the tight confines of her throat. Lexi is making the sexiest gagging and gurgling noises as she holds the deepthroat.
I proceed to fuck Lexi's face, using her mouth as if it's a pussy. My balls slap against her chin with every thrust. Her nostrils flare as she struggles to breathe through her nose. She screeches at me to keep going as I see tears leaking out of her eyes and running down the sides of her face.
"I love you! Fuck, I love you!" I grunt as I slam myself into her throat.
"MM! MM!" Lexi hums happily.
I don't want to cum, not yet. I still want to fuck Nicole and Kayla again. I can't help it though. Looking down at Lexi's pretty face, her stretched lips, it's too much. I keep pulling her head along my cock as I start shooting. Lexi makes a loud gurgling noise as cum runs from her lips. I feel her swallow and shoot another blast into her mouth. Then I pull back.
"Fuck, I lost it there." I gasp as I look down at Lexi.
"Mm, I love it!" Lexi coos as she pushes cum out of her mouth and lets it run down her chin.
"You two are amazing!" Nicole comments as she knee-walks over to Lexi and leans down to peck the younger sister's cheek.
"Damn, now you can't fuck me again!" Kayla complains as she smacks my butt.
"Oh, don't worry, baby girl," I begin, "I'll fuck you so hard you black out."
"Big words, old man!" Kayla challenges.
I just smirk as I lay down. Then I snuggle with a pile of naked female flesh. Nicole absentmindedly plays with my flaccid penis while Lexi scoops the cum off her chin with her fingers. Kayla is laying on her back, fingering herself while Lexi sucks cum from her fingers and Nicole presses her breasts against me.
When I'm ready for round three, I ask the redhead sisters to give Kayla and I some room. Nicole and Lexi scoot over to one side of the bed and get into a sixty-nine with Nicole on top. I reach over and smack Nicole's bare ass as my older girlfriend eats out my younger one.
"Ready to pass out from pleasure?" I husk to Kayla.
"Bring it on, old guy!" Kayla says as she runs her hands along her naked body.
I pounce. Getting on top of Kayla, I slot myself at her opening and push inside. She hooks her feet around my calves and rolls her hips as I start to fuck her with a steady rhythm. Kayla buries a hand in my hair as I hold onto her tits.
While squeezing her breasts, I fuck Kayla in missionary until she tenses up and cums. Then, without giving her a break, I pull out and flip her into the standard doggystyle position. I push two fingers inside Kayla and rub her clit with my thumb. When I finish fingering her, I stick my cock in her and fuck her pretty little brains out.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Kayla chants as Lexi and Nicole moan in the background.
I'm rough with her. Just how she likes it. I spank Kayla, making her yelp and jerk forward. I reach around her body and hold her by the tits while drilling her, then I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back. Kayla's back arches as she grips the sheets, her body shuddering.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God, fuck!" she screeches as she desperately gasps for oxygen. "Fuck me! I'm your whore! I'm Daddy's little whore! FUCK!"
Kayla cums again. I then spank her ass before grabbing the back of her head and forcing her to collapse onto the bed. Getting on top of Kayla, I quickly reach for the lube on the bedside table. In seconds, I squirt some on her butt and discard the bottle. Then I slam myself up Kayla's backdoor.
"Yes! Fuck my ass!" Kayla begs. "Fuck your daughter's slutty ass!"
I grab Kayla by the hair and pull her head back so that her ear is inches from mine. I breathe heavily into her ear as I crush her small body with my larger one. I can feel our sweat, I can feel our bodies sticking together as my naked ass bounces in the air, repeatedly pummeling Kayla's bum.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming again! Oh, God! Oh, fuck! Oh shit!" Kayla gasps as she starts to hyperventilate.
Kayla loses the ability to make coherent noises; she's reduced to blubbering and moaning as she drools on the sheets. Her hands claw at the sheets as she takes the intense ass-fucking. I can see Nicole and Lexi are now sitting up, watching me sodomize Kayla's willing butt hole.
"Give it to the slut, Baby!" Lexi coos as she reaches over and caresses my chest and bicep.
"This is so hot!" Nicole adds in a breathy voice.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Kayla chants as she looks straight ahead, her sweaty hair clinging to her face.
She's cumming. My baby girl is cumming. Hard. Kayla lifts her body slightly as she pushes her ass back against me. I reach beneath her body and squeeze a tit while my balls slap against her pussy. I reach my limit.
Grunting into Kayla's ear, I bury myself up her ass as my cock swells. I explode. Fuck, this is one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I see spots, I can feel the orgasm in my entire body, down to my feet. Then, it's over. It's over, and Kayla's head collapses on the pillow. She's out cold.
"Holy shit!" Lexi chirps.
"You really fucked her brains out!" Nicole comments.
"She asked for it." I chuckle as I pull my softening member out of Kayla's ass.
Sitting back on my heels, I look down at Kayla's gaping ass hole. Cum is running out of her ass and down along her pussy. The raven-haired beauty lets out a weak moan as she slowly returns to consciousness. Placing her hands on the bed, she shakily lifts her upper body and groans.
"I've never been fucked like that before." Kayla gasps.
"Next time, don't challenge a stud like my boyfriend." Lexi comments as she brushes Kayla's sweaty hair back.
"Careful!" Nicole calls out as she reaches out and cups Kayla's vulva and butt. "You're leaking cum."
"I'd better get to the shower." Kayla moans. "I don't think I can move my legs."
"We'll help her." Lexi offers.
Lexi and Nicole help Kayla stagger to her feet as the dark haired girl moans. Kayla walks bow-legged between Nicole and Lexi as the redheads lead my daughter to the bathroom. I follow, happily admiring the three beautiful backsides on display to my hungry gaze.
I get in front of the girls and turn the shower on. Then I take Kayla from the redheads and help her step into the shower. Lexi, Nicole, and I all chuckle when Kayla faces away from the spray and reaches back to spread her butt cheeks.
"Shut up, I need to get the cum out of me!" Kayla giggles.
In response, I smirk and lean in to kiss my daughter's cheek. Then I stand beside her, also under the spray. I wash my cock while Kayla cleans out her bum. Then father and daughter soap each other up as the sisters watch. Once Kayla and I are clean, we step out of the shower and let the sisters go next.
The four of us return to the bed naked and all climb in. I end up under a pile of naked female flesh. Our limbs are in a tangle under the covers as we coo softly to each other. I love all three of these beautiful women. I fall asleep with a smile on my face.
I wake up Sunday morning with my cock in Kayla's mouth. Smirking, I lean my head back and let Kayla suck away. It isn't long before I'm warning her of my impending climax. Kayla just sucks harder as I paint her tonsils with my semen. Kayla gapes her mouth to show me my own cum before swallowing.
"Good girl." I whisper as I pat her on the head.
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla giggles.
Sadly, I can't stay in bed all morning with the girls. I have a golf game to get to. Kayla goes back to sleep as I climb out of bed and start to get ready. Once I'm dressed, I grab my golf clubs and head out to my car. Then I drive to the golf course.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey smiles when I get out of the car. Damn, she's hear early.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply politely as I open my arms for a hug.
"How was your night?" Stacey asks as she hugs me tightly.
"Very good. Yours?" I respond while rubbing her back affectionately. I can feel her large breasts pressing against my chest.
"Not bad. I told April about you guys helping her move." she says. "April was surprised at first, since she doesn't know you, but she's excited to meet you."
"Oh, good!" I reply as I release Stacey.
"Yeah, I made sure she knows you're all great people." Stacey responds as she brushes her blonde hair back behind her ears.
"Thanks." I chuckle. "When will Ken and his assistant be here?"
"Any minute now." she answers. "They're coming in the same car, so they'll both be here soon."
"Great, let's get ready."I say.
I take my golf clubs out of my car and sling them over my shoulder. Stacey and I make small talk for a few more minutes, until a very nice vehicle arrives. Ken, the owner of YouInvest, and his middle-aged assistant, Brenda, step out of the car.
"Steven!" Ken says jovially as he walks up to me and extends his hand.
"Ken, good to see you!" I reply as I shake his hand. "That a new car?"
"Yup!" he grins. "Celebrating the sale!"
"You haven't gotten paid yet!" I laugh.
"Just a matter of time, right?" Ken smiles.
"Very true." I nod. "Did you want to discuss business today?"
"Nah, let's just have a relaxing game. I prefer the Japanese way of doing business; get to know each other first, socialize!" Ken tells me. He's in a great mood.
"I can work with that." I nod.
Ken and I walk with our clubs over our shoulders as our assistants hover several feet behind us. I can hear them chatting as well. There's a little bit of a wait at the private golf course, but soon, it's our turn. We begin the game with smiles on our faces and the sun beating down on us.
One thing is consistent; I fucking suck at golf. Granted, I don't play very often, I'll argue that, with practice, I might end up being pretty good. However, that's not reality. I don't get practice. So, I continue to get my ass handed to me.
"You need to get more time on the green, Steven." Ken comments after my third lost ball. I don't even understand how I'm losing golf balls.
"Yeah, I just haven't had any time lately." I sigh.
"Busy with that girlfriend of yours?" Ken wonders with a sly wink.
"I do spend most of my free time with Lexi." I reply.
"You're a lucky man, my friend. You're a lucky man!" Ken shakes his head.
"What about you? You seeing anyone?" I ask.
"Nah." Ken shakes his head. "After my third divorce, I decided I had enough of relationships."
"Ouch." I wince. "Sorry to hear about that."
"Eh, not your fault." Ken replies. "Just be careful; they're all gold diggers."
"Lexi isn't like that." I insist, slightly annoyed by the sexist comment.
"Hey, man, no offense meant." Ken raises his hands. "I'm just saying; if you decide to marry her, get a prenup."
"I'll keep that in mind." I say as I struggle for a subject change. "What are you gonna do with the money from the sale? Start a new company?"
"Fuck, no." Ken snorts. "After my whore exes bleed me dry, I'm just gonna invest what's left and retire. Spend my days golfing and sailing."
"Oh, you sail?" I wonder.
"I do." Ken nods. "I may not be as handsome as you, but I'm still rich. Ladies can smell money. I take a few college girls out, have them lounge in bikinis on my sail boat; life is good."
"Sounds like a great time." I say, feeling myself getting even more irritated with this guy. With the sale in the works, Ken must be able to relax around me, be himself. I have to say, I prefer him on his best behavior.



"It definitely is." he winks before taking his swing. "Do you have a boat?"
"I don't, although I've rented boats before to go out with Kayla." I answer as I watch the ball he hits fly true. "I was single then, though."
"I forgot you had a daughter." Ken nods before leaning in. "You would have had more fun if you had just taken your sexy assistant."
Ken looks back at Stacey, who is talking with Brenda. I don't like the way he's leering at Stacey. It's making me uncomfortable. I quickly change the subject by taking my shot, which goes in the wrong direction. Yeah, I really suck. It gives Ken and I a good chuckle, at least.
The game continues. Ken is very friendly. With me, at least. He ignores his assistant completely, unless he needs something. I can't imagine treating Stacey the way Ken treats Brenda. I catch Stacey rolling her eyes at him a couple of times. I guess she hears a couple of his comments about women.
I lose. Oh well, I don't really care. Golf just isn't my game. Maybe I'll get some practice when I have the free time. Ken shakes my hand and says he is excited for our meeting on Monday. I say goodbye to him and Brenda before they get in Ken's fancy new car and drive away. I stay behind and talk to Stacey.
"Was he always that way?" I ask my blonde assistant.
"A sexist pig?" Stacey snorts. "Yes, but we didn't know about it."
"Guess he's comfortable with us." I comment.
"Lucky us." she rolls her eyes. "Are you planning on laying anyone off when you acquire YouInvest?"
"Random, but okay." I smirk. "None of our employees, of course. I might have to let go of a few YouInvest employees. We'll see. I'll try my best to make it as few as possible."
"Keep Brenda." Stacey states before correcting herself. "Sir."
"I don't need another assistant." I reply with a frown.
"No, but you need her." she says. "I found something out."
"What's that?" I wonder.
"Apparently, for the last couple of years Brenda has been running the company while Ken chased skirts." Stacey tells me.
"Oh yeah?" I follow up with, asking for more information.
"Why do you think he wanted to sell, Steven?" she asks rhetorically. "The company is worth enough now that he can sell it and live the rest of his life off of interest payments. He doesn't wanna run it anymore. He just wants to get his dick wet."
"He let a woman run his company?" I raise my eyebrows.
"Sort of." Stacey sighs. "She handled all the day-to-day stuff, but never got to actually implement things because she's 'just a woman'"
"Seriously?!" I exclaim, eyes wide. "What the fuck?"
"I know." Stacey snorts. "But Brenda is brilliant. She knows YouInvest inside and out. Keep her. You won't regret it."
"I trust you, Stacey. Thank you." I nod.
"Happy to help." she smiles. "And I'll be happier when Ken is out of our lives."
"A sale of this magnitude does take some time, unfortunately." I sigh.
"I know, I understand." Stacey says.
I talk with my assistant for a few more minutes, until it's time for us both to head home. I hug Stacey goodbye, and she actually kisses my cheek. Stacey drives away as I place my golf clubs in the back seat of my car. Then I hop in the car and drive home.
When I arrive at the mansion, I head inside and greet the butler. Then I drop off my golf clubs before making my way to the main living room, where I find Hazel and Kayla watching television. Kayla smiles and waves while Hazel just inclines her head in my direction.
"Where are Lexi and Nicole?" I ask.
"Game room." Kayla answers.
The game room is my next stop. I find Nicole and Lexi playing pool while listening to some music. Lexi runs up to me and throws her arms and legs around me as I hold her up by the ass. The redheaded nympho shoves her tongue in my mouth as she moans.
"Someone missed you!" Nicole comments with a giggle.
Apparently, Nicole misses me too. As soon as I put Lexi down, Nicole gets on her knees and fishes out my cock. A moan escapes my lips when she starts sucking. I end up doing Nicole on the pool table. The redhead screams my name as I fuck her pussy while holding her legs in the air.
When I'm ready to cum, I pull out of Nicole and shove myself into Lexi's mouth. Her cheeks cave in as she sucks my load out of me. Then Lexi hops up on the pool table and places her mouth over Nicole's. I nearly get hard again when Lexi lets my cum fall from her mouth and land in Nicole's.
The five of us get back together to have lunch. After sandwiches, we start our game day early. Hazel tries to excuse herself to her room, but we insist she stays and plays games with us. Which we do all through the evening, stopping only for dinner.
Nicole has work tomorrow, so she kisses Lexi and I goodbye before leaving. Kayla and Hazel enter their rooms while I lead Lexi into the master bedroom. I make love to my sexy, teenage girlfriend in the missionary position before filling her with cum. Then we wash up and fall asleep in each others arms.
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~Steven~
My life is so different now that Lexi's in it. Instead of masturbating before bed, I get a willing pussy. So many beautiful, young women. Yet, none of them compare to Alexis Davis. I love Kayla's mother, I always will. Still, Lexi lights a fire in me that makes me feel like I can fly.
It's Monday morning. My alarm wakes me up, and I shut it off before it wakes Lexi. Reaching over, I brush her auburn hair back behind her ear, revealing her beautiful face. It scrunches up slightly in her sleep. She's dreaming.
Lexi is sleeping on her stomach with one hand under the pillow. I can see the wet spot on the pillow from her drool. Leaning in, I lightly peck her lips as I whisper her name. Then I lower the blanket so I can caress her bare back.
"Time to wake up, Gorgeous." I whisper as I kiss her forehead.
"Mm, morning Baby." Lexi mumbles as she lifts her upper body and stretches.
I admire Lexi's body. Every inch of her is perfect. Reaching beneath her raised body, I cup one of her hanging tits. Her hard nipple presses into my palm as I marvel over how soft her skin is. I'm so lucky this gorgeous creature loves me.
"I love your hands on me," Lexi coos. "but I don't think we have time to get frisky."
"I guess you don't want your pussy eaten." I tease as I roll her pink nipple between my fingers.
"Fuck it, we'll be late." she says, making her decision.
"Sixty-nine?" I suggest.
"Yes, please!" Lexi husks.
I toss the covers off our bodies as Lexi flips around. She then straddles me and lowers her pussy down onto my face. Reaching up, I spread Lexi's ass cheeks as her pink gash descends upon my mouth. I take my first lick as Lexi directs my hardness between her lips.
We feast upon each other. Lexi is moaning and panting around my erection as she bobs her head. I can feel her drool soaking my shaft and running down to coat my balls. The entire time, I'm swiping my tongue through her labia and sucking on her clit. This continues for several minutes.
"Mm! Mm! MM!" Lexi hums as her body tenses on top of me.
I feel her hard nipples rubbing against my chest as her orgasm crashes into her. Feeling the vibrations of her throat sets me off as well. I buck my hips and ejaculate in my eighteen year old girlfriend's little mouth. As always, she swallows happily.
After our mutual orgasms, Lexi attempts to lift her body off of me. Instead, I grip her ass and pull her pussy back to my mouth. She's so delicious; I don't wanna stop. I suck on her clit as I squeeze her bum, loving the taste of her juices coating my tongue.
"Oh God, Baby! Eat me!" Lexi groans when she takes my softening dick out of her mouth.
I shove a finger up Lexi's but hole as I go down on her. The effect is immediate. Lexi throws her head back and lets out a loud gasp. Her pants come out shakily as my love cums again for me. I don't stop until she cums a third time. Only then do I release her and allow Lexi to roll off of me.
"Fuck, you're delicious." I husk as I sit up and look down at her naked body.
"Fuck, you know how to eat pussy." Lexi gasps. Her auburn hair is haloed about her head, the sweaty locks resting on the bed.
"Join me in the shower?" I ask.
"I don't think I can move my legs." she giggles.
"I'll help you." I smirk as I roll her onto her stomach and smack her butt.
"Ah!" Lexi screeches as she places her hands over her bum to protect her vulnerable backside.
I smile and help Lexi to her feet. We make our way to the master bathroom and I turn on the water before getting her in the shower. Lexi sighs happily when the hot water hits her skin. I enter the shower with her and we spend the next few minutes soaping each other up.
"I love you, Lexi." I whisper in her ear.
"I love you, too." Lexi replies happily.
After our shower, we continue our morning routine. We use the toilet, brush our teeth, Lexi takes her birth control pill. Wearing underwear and robes, Lexi and I hold hands as we head to the kitchen for breakfast. We're late. Kayla is eating, and Hazel is already finished with her morning meal.
"You're late." Hazel comments.
"Sorry, we were busy!" Lexi chirps.
"Busy getting fucked, Slut?" Kayla asks with a grin.
"Just a quick sixty-nine." I smile.
"Oh, fun!" Kayla says.
Lexi and I serve ourselves breakfast while Kayla finishes eating. We make small talk as we shovel our food in our mouths; we are late, after all. Hazel cleans up the table once we're finished. The tan girl doesn't talk much, but she does seem to be in decent spirits.
"Wish we had time to fuck." Lexi sighs when she hugs me goodbye.
"Later, I promise." I say as I kiss her cheek.
"You better make me scream." she husks into my ear.
"With pleasure." I reply as I grab her ass.
Then I move on to hug and kiss Kayla. My daughter whispers in my ear that she's jealous of Lexi, and wants to feel my tongue on her clit sometime soon. Surprisingly, Hazel actually hugs me back tightly and kisses my cheek. I give the emotional pregnant girl a reassuring smile before the three young women leave to go to school.
I go through my morning workout before taking another quick shower to wash away the sweat. Then I dress for work and get in my car. After a quick drive to the office, I head into the building and am soon passing Stacey's desk.
"Good morning, Stacey." I say, greeting my gorgeous blonde assistant.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey replies.
I'm in my office. I start up my computer and check my email. There's a confirmation for the big YouInvest meeting today, which I reply to. I answer a few more emails, delete some junk, then am finally able to start really working.
As I work, I let my mind wander and start thinking about my life. Two girlfriends, a slew of female partners, including my own daughter. A pregnant eighteen year old whose child I may or may not be the biological father of. I start thinking of women I neglect. Taking out my phone, I send a text to a very special lady.
Steven: Good morning. How are you?
Marcia; Steven! Good morning! I'm good. You?
Steven: Not bad, just missing you. And Ashley.
Marcia; I miss you, too! :( Stupid parents! Ugh!
Steven: They still giving you trouble?
Marcia: Every. Fucking. Day. Perks of being an only child; I'm their sole focus.
Steven: Kayla can relate. :P
Marcia: Not for much longer, Dad! ;) Plus, you are a much more understanding parent.
Steven: Thanks. :)
I continue texting as I work. At one point, Marcia sends me a picture from the bathroom. Her blouse and bra are pulled up, exposing her breasts. Fuck, they're nice and perky. Good size, nice nipples. I'm hard. I send her a picture of my bulge.
Marcia: Not gonna take it out for me? Lame!
Steven: Haha! Sorry!
Marcia: I miss you. I know we talk some, but I really miss you. Making love with you..
Steven: I miss you, too.
Marcia: Even with all the pussy you get?
Steven: You're special, Marcia.
Marcia: You think every woman is special.
Steven: No. I think all of you are special. Because you are.
Marcia: I wish I could kiss you right now.
Steven: I'd like that. For now, I'll let you get back to class.
Marcia: Make sure you save that picture. I want you hard for me.
Steven: Will do. ;)
Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. Three of my favorite girls. Hazel is carrying my baby, whether I'm the biological father or not, yet she is still giving me the cold shoulder. Marcia and Ashley? Their parents don't want their girls anywhere near me. I sigh and send another text.
Steven: How's it going, good looking?
Ashley: Not bad, sexy man. Just thinking about your big cock. ;)
Steven: Imagining it stretching your little pussy?
Ashley: And rammed down my slutty throat.
Steven: Pumping cum into your mouth.
Ashley: Fuck, you're making me wet!
Steven: Wish I could take care of that for you.
Ashley: Me, too. :( I spend most of my time with Melissa now. I miss you and my Slut-sisters.
Steven: We miss you, too.
Ashley: I need to get laid.
Steven: A woman has needs, I understand.
Ashley: I think I'm wearing out my vibrator!
Steven: Thinking about you naked with your legs spread.
Ashley: Mm, I wanna spread my legs for you, Baby!
Steven: I'd squeeze your big tits while pumping you with my cock.
Ashley: Oh, God, yes! I need you!
Steven: You have me. ;)
I continue texting with Marcia and Ashley. Ashley sends a couple nudes from the bathroom; her tits, her pussy. I also send texts to Lexi, Kayla, Hazel, and Nicole. Hazel replies with a couple words, I get updates from Kayla and Lexi about their day. I commiserate with Nicole about Marcia and Ashley being kept away from me.
Finally, I find time to actually get some work done. I go over financial statements and make sure everything is squared away for the meeting today. I've hired an attorney that specializes in business law, who will be attending as well. I send a quick text to Stacey in the other room, asking her what she wants for lunch. Then I place the order for delivery.
"Food's here, Sir." Stacey says about thirty minutes later, walking into my office with a take out bag and two drinks.
"Great! Have a seat." I smile.
Stacey takes her usual seat in front of my desk. She passes me my drink and sets hers on my desk. Then she opens the bag and starts passing out our food. We dig in. The food is greasy goodness, but the company is even better.
"Ready for the meeting?" Stacey asks.
"I think so." I nod after swallowing a mouthful of food. "My lawyer will be here first, not long after lunch, then Ken will arrive with his attorneys."
"And Brenda?" she wonders.
"Her, too." I confirm.
"Make sure you offer her a job!" Stacey winks.
"I'll take it under advisement." I smirk.
"Jerk." she smiles.
"Now, is that something you should call your boss?" I inquire.
"No, but my boss is a big pushover." Stacey giggles. "Just flash him some cleavage and he's yours!"
"That is not true!" I exclaim in mock outrage.
"Maybe. Maybe not." she shrugs as she takes a bite of a french fry.
We keep talking and laughing, the conversation flowing freely. The awkwardness is mostly gone, which I'm very happy about. I love Stacey, and I'm glad she and I can tease each other again. I ask her about April, and find out that both women are very excited for April to move in with Stacey.
After lunch, Stacey returns to her desk and gets back to work. I check my phone and answer a few more texts. Then my lawyer arrives. He's shown into my office where we shake hands. My attorney and I move to the conference room where the meeting will be held.
About forty-five minutes later, I get a text from Ken, saying he's here. I walk with Stacey to the entrance to greet them. Ken walks in, with Brenda trailing behind him. Two attorneys I've never met walk in with them. When the lawyer on the left sees Stacey, his eyes go narrow. He gives her a look of pure hatred.
I turn to Stacey and see the color drain from her face. Her lips part slightly as her baby blues go wide. My beautiful blonde assistant seems completely at a loss for words. I'll have to figure out what this is about, but for now, I face Ken and accept his handshake.
"Steven!" Ken exclaims. "Nice to see you again!"
"You, too." I reply politely.
We go back inside the building and up to the meeting room. Stacey excuses herself to go to the bathroom. Barry glares at her back as it heads out the door. This might cause a problem. I'm definitely concerned, hopefully we can figure out what the issue is.
The meeting begins. We discuss various legal issues of the sale. I can tell that the lawyer, whose name is Barry, is definitely in a bad mood. He snaps at people various times during the meeting, and speaks in quick, angry sentences. This gets worse when Stacey returns, looking gray in the face.
The first couple of hours pass. As a group, we decide we should take a break. Everyone scatters throughout the office space. Stacey and I go into my office. I shut the door and turn to the distraught young woman. She bites her lower lip as she looks at me with wide eyes.
"Stacey, what's going on?" I ask.
"Oh. I just had to go to the bathroom." Stacey lies. "I t-think it may have been something I ate."
Why is Stacey lying to me? She makes a big speech about us not being family because I don't share with her. Now she knows everything and she's the one withholding information. I can't decide if I want to call her on the lie. I place my hand on my forehead as I let out a sigh of exasperation.
"Okay, I hope you feel better, Stacey." I say. "Please let me know if I can do anything or if you need to leave."
"I think I'll be fine to continue the meeting." she says. "Thank you, Steven."
"You're welcome, Stacey." I smile.
Our group heads back to the meeting room. Barry looks pissed, and his legal partner is rolling his eyes. Looks like Barry is being called on for his behavior. Good. He is still glaring at Stacey; damn, the man has no self control. I get that he's upset, but he's completely incapable of hiding it. I hope for this guy's sake, that he doesn't do court trials.
Various scenarios run through my mind. Stacey and Barry clearly know each other. It doesn't take a genius to realize it. All I can think is that she's having sex with this guy, maybe a bad break up? I feel jealousy coursing through me as I imagine the slimy lawyer with his hands all over Stacey.
The day drags by at a snail's pace. We discuss and plan for various scenarios. I roll my eyes at the fact that Ken clearly doesn't care about whether or not his employees get laid off. He just shrugs when I promise to keep as many as I can. In fact, Ken is mostly useless. Brenda answers the big questions on his behalf. Stacey is right.
Eventually, we decide to call it quits for the day. There's still a lot of ground to cover before we can get a notary public in here for document signing. Another meeting is scheduled for tomorrow, this one will start early in the morning and last all day.
We all shake hands, and people start filing out. This is when it happens. One of the first people to leave is Barry. He passes by everyone until he makes it to Stacey who is standing by the door. Fortunately, I'm only a few feet away, so I manage to hear it.
"Bitch." Barry mutters at my assistant.
"Did you say something, Barry?" I call out loudly, making everyone turn and look.
"Uh, no." Barry mumbles, his face turning red as everyone stares at him.
"Really?" I ask. "I could have sworn I heard you say something to my assistant."
"Everything okay?" Ken asks with a frown.
"Everything's fine." Barry replies before turning back to me with a snarl. "Let it go."
I glance over at Stacey. She looks like she's about to cry. Her eyes are going crazy, glancing at me, then Barry, then darting to everyone else in the room. Stacey. My assistant. My friend. One of the most important people in my life. I know her intimately. She's a strong, confident woman. Intelligent. Beautiful. Kind. Special.
"No, I don't think I will." I reply.
"What's going on?" Ken wonders in obvious confusion.
"Shall I tell them, or are you gonna own up to it?" I ask Barry.
"Fuck you, asshole." Barry hisses.
"Barry!" the other lawyer exclaims.
"There's no need for that!" Ken adds.
"Okay, I'll tell them." I shrug. "Barry seemed to think that calling my assistant a 'bitch' was appropriate."
The tension heightens. There are seven people in the room; myself, Stacey, my attorney, Ken, Brenda, Barry, and Barry's legal partner. Barry is looking at me, and only me, in rage. Brenda is giving me an approving glance, Stacey's face is red. Ken, my attorney, and Barry's legal partner just look uncomfortable.
"Barry, is that true?" Ken eventually asks.
"So what if it is?" Barry snaps.
"I'm sure my partner didn't mean anything by it." the other lawyer mumbles.
"Oh, I think he did." I say with a glare at Barry. Then I turn to Ken. "Don't bring him back tomorrow."
"I'll call the law firm and have a replacement attorney for tomorrow's meeting." Ken nods, looking nervous.
Ken is being very agreeable. I'm sure it's not because he cares about Stacey. It's because he doesn't want the sale to fall through. He stands to make a lot of money, enough to retire off of and live a life of comfort. I'm glad Ken can't be a sexist jerk about this.
"What?!" Barry exclaims, looking between Ken and I. "You can't do this!"
"Actually, he can." Barry's partner winces before he turns to me. "I'm sorry about this, Sir. Please know that our law firm does not condone this kind of behavior."
"I understand." I nod. "Barry is responsible for his own actions."
"What the fuck?!" Barry shouts as he gets in my face. "This is the biggest job I've ever had, you can't take it from me!"
"I didn't." I say, folding my arms and giving him a stern look. "You lost it all on your own."
"FUCK YOU!" Barry screeches, his face red as he balls his hands into fists.
"Go ahead." I challenge. "Do it."
Everyone watches in silence as Barry glares at me in pure rage and hatred. He wants to hit me. It's obvious from the way he's shaking. I can't see Stacey from this angle, my eyes are locked on Barry's. I almost want him to hit me, let him ruin his life completely.
"FUCK!" Barry shouts as he turns around and stomps out the door.
"I'm sorry about this, Sirs." Barry's partner says to Ken and I.
"It's not your fault." I reply.
"I am gonna call your firm about this." Ken says.
"Yes, Sir." Barry's partner nods.
Several more apologies go around, then people start to file out. Ken shakes my hand again, and says he hopes the rest of the sale goes by smoothly. I smile and agree. Brenda is actually the last to leave. She gives me a smile and an approving nod before following her boss out the door.
"Are you okay?" I ask, turning to face Stacey.
"Not really." my assistant mumbles.
"Do you wanna talk?" I suggest.
"Maybe." Stacey says in a small voice.
"Okay, let's go to my office." I say gently.
Reaching out, I take Stacey's hand. Leading the distraught girl from the meeting room, I take Stacey to my office. Then I shut the door as Stacey sits down at the chair in front of my desk. I sit behind my desk and look at Stacey with affection and support.
"Thank you, Sir." Stacey whispers.
"For what?" I wonder.
"For sticking up for me." she explains, tears in her eyes as she smiles. "You really do love me, don't you?"
"I do." I smile as I place my folded hands on my desk. "Very much."
"I love you, Steven." Stacey states sincerely as tears run down her cheeks.
I reach out and place my hand on hers. My thumb lightly caresses the top of her hand as I do my best to comfort my assistant. This woman who means so much to me. I'm overwhelmed with affection; I want nothing more right now than to kiss Stacey. I know I can't.
"You don't have to talk about whatever happened." I assure her. "I'm sure it's very emotional."
"N-no." Stacey stammers. "I wanna talk about it."
"I'm here to listen." I reply, my hand still on Stacey's for support.



"April and I went clubbing." Stacey admits.
"Okay." I nod.
"We went to the bar and ordered shots." she sighs. "Some guy said to put them on his tab."
"And that guy was Barry?" I ask.
"Yes!" Stacey whimpers. "He seemed okay."
"But he wasn't?" I finish for Stacey.
"No. He wasn't." she shakes her head as she pulls her hands away from mine and puts them in her lap. She looks down in shame. "April and I brought Barry back to my place for a threesome."
"I see." I respond.
"I'm sorry, Steven!" Stacey exclaims as her head shoots up to look at me. "I'm so sorry! I know I shouldn't have let him in me, but I was horny and lonely!"
"You're a single woman." I state. "You can sleep with whomever you'd like."
"I'd like to sleep with you." she mumbles. "Only you."
"You know we can't do that." I sigh.
"You can have me right now." Stacey states as she wipes away her tears. "I'm yours."
"Stacey..." I trail off.
"You don't want me!" she wails as her lip quivers.
"I want you." I insist. "I want you so badly."
"Then take me!" Stacey exclaims.
"No." I state firmly. "We can't do this. Please, finish your story."
"Fine." Stacey hiccups. "Barry was rough. I mean, I like it rough, but he didn't care about our pleasure. He was just using us."
"I'm sorry." I say.
"He said he was single. We found out he wasn't while he was in the shower." Stacey continues. "April was pissed; her ex cheated on her. She marched into the bathroom and confronted him. He shoved her. I kicked him in the balls!"
"Wow." I state, my eyes wide.
"Yeah." she nods. "He ran out afterwards."
My heart breaks for Stacey. I stand up and quickly walk around my desk. Stacey stands up as well. Soon, we're in a strong embrace. My beautiful, blonde assistant sobs into my chest as she clutches my back so tightly it feels like she'll never let me go.
"Sh, you're okay." I whisper as I bury a hand in her long hair.
"I let that creep stick his dick in me!" Stacey wails.
"It's not your fault." I insist.
"I don't want him! I didn't want him! I want you!" she screeches as she grabs my chest and shakes me. "I want you!"
"I'm sorry!" I exclaim as I place my hands on her shoulders. "Stacey, you need to breathe."
"I can't, I can't!" Stacey hyperventilates. Her eyes go wild as she looks at me. Then she drops to her knees and her hands go for my belt. "I need you! Please, let me suck your dick!"
"Stacey!" I hiss as I also drop to my knees and grip her shoulders again. "You're not thinking rationally. Relax!"
Stacey bursts into a new round of sobs as she collapses into my arms. I hold her close as she shakes. Rubbing her back softly, I coo into her ear that she's safe. Stacey just shakes her head and holds me as tight as she can. I feel her fingers clawing at my back.
The blonde bombshell tries to kiss me a couple of times, but I have to push her away, which makes her cry harder. It takes awhile, but I'm able to calm Stacey down. The main reason being that she's out of tears. I grab a tissue to wipe away her tears before helping her to her feet.
"I'm sorry, Steven." Stacey mumbles.
"It's okay, you're really emotional right now." I reply.
"So much for being a strong, confident woman." Stacey hiccups.
"You're still a strong and confident woman." I insist. "You're just going through a tough time right now."
"What do I do?" the distraught girl asks.
"You take things one day at a time." I answer. "You remember that you have people in your life who love you. Kayla, April, me."
"It's so hard." Stacey sighs.
"I know." I nod. "I know."
I brush a lock of blonde hair back behind Stacey's ear. My assistant presses her cheek against my palm as she looks at me with her baby blues. I have to resist the urge to kiss her. Instead, I give her another hug before suggesting that we call it a day. It's quitting time anyway.
"What are you gonna do tonight?" I ask.
"I don't have any plans." Stacey shrugs. "Dinner, talk with April, watch some television. You?"
"Just hang out with the girls." I answer.
"Sex?" she asks.
"Probably." I shrug.
"Lucky girls." Stacey mutters.
"I'm sorry." I sigh.
"It's okay." she gives me a sad smile.
"See you tomorrow?" I ask.
"Don't worry, I won't call out and avoid you." Stacey smirks.
"Good." I reply.
Stacey and I pack up our things and exit the building. I give her a quick hug goodbye, and Stacey gets in her car. Then I toss my briefcase in my car and climb in. I don't listen to music on the drive home. I spend the drive ruminating, lost in various thoughts about Stacey and Lexi.
"Hello, ladies." I say as I walk into the main living room.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Daddy!" Kayla waves.
"Steven." Hazel nods.
We chat for a few minutes, and I notice that Hazel is awfully chipper, which makes me happy. Our foursome enters the dining room and sits down for dinner. We continue talking as we serve ourselves hearty meals and start eating.
"So, how was everyone's day?" I ask before taking a sip of my drink.
"Good!" Lexi answers. "Everyone is excited for Prom!"
"Right, that's Saturday." I smile.
"Yeah, we can't wait!" Kayla adds. "Stephanie joined us for lunch, too."
"I talked to Scott." Hazel suddenly says.
"Your brother?" I wonder.
"Yes." the tan girl nods.
"How did that go?" Kayla asks.
"My parents are looking for a new church." Hazel tells us.
"Why is that?" Lexi inquires before taking a bite of chicken.
"Apparently, they went to our pastor to talk about my sins," Hazel rolls her eyes, "and he gave my parents a lecture about how horrible it was to throw a pregnant woman out on the street."
"Really?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Yup!" Hazel nods with a giggle. "Now, they think the pastor is full of shit, so they're looking for one who agrees with them."
"They still think they did the right thing by disowning you?" Kayla shakes her head.
'They do." Hazel confirms. "Still, it's nice to know I'm not the only one who thinks my parents are crazy."
"They are!" Lexi exclaims. "They asked you to do everything for them, but flipped out as soon as you needed help!"
"Parents are supposed to love and support their children." I say.
"I know you love our baby." the long-haired girl smiles.
"I do." I nod. "And I love you, Hazel."
"I love you, too." Hazel smiles. "I still miss my brothers, I'm still really emotional, but I feel a bit better now."
"Glad to hear it!" Kayla grins.
"Let us know if you need anything." I insist.
"I still can't just take charity, Steven." Hazel sighs.
"It's not charity, it's love." I reply.
Hazel just shrugs. Then we eat in silence for a few minutes. When our conversation resumes, it's about light topics; upcoming Prom, the long weekend, graduation next month. Finally, we finish eating and Hazel cleans up with a small smile on her face. She's happy her parents are being put in their place by the pastor. Good.
The four of us make our way to the main living room to relax after dinner. We do put the television on in the background, but no one is really watching. Hazel and I are each reading a book, while Kayla and Lexi play a game on the floor.
It's now late evening, and we decide to go to bed. Kayla and Hazel are both tired, so they decide to call it a night and go to their bedrooms alone. Holding hands with Lexi, I lead her into the master bedroom and shut the door.
"How was your meeting today?" Lexi asks as she takes off her shirt, revealing her flat stomach.
"It was okay, there was a minor incident." I reply while staring at Lexi's lightly freckled breasts, contained by a light pink bra.
"Oh yeah? What happened?" Lexi wonders as she shrugs out of bra, showing me my favorite pair of tits.
"One of the YouInvest lawyers called Stacey a bitch." I answer before pulling off my own shirt.
"Wow! Seriously? Why?" she gasps.
"Apparently, Stacey met him at a club. There was an incident." I answer carefully, trying to protect Stacey's privacy.
"Shit." Lexi swears. "What did you do?"
"Called him on it." I answer as I step out of my pants. "Ken promised to fire him and get a replacement attorney for our meeting tomorrow."
"A new attorney by tomorrow?" Lexi frowns.
"It is fast." I agree. "The law firm probably has someone else who is up to speed on the sale, that's why it's possible."
"Oh." she states. "How did Stacey react?"
"Not well." I reply. "She cried in my arms and tried to kiss me."
"Of course she did." Lexi sighs. "You pushed her away?"
"I did." I confirm. "Don't take it out on Stacey, she's very emotional. She didn't mean anything by it."
"Yes, she did." Lexi shakes her head as she pushes her pants down, allowing me to see her matching pink panties. "She's in love with you and wanted comfort."
"I suppose." I admit. "Are you mad?"
"No." she says as she bends to pull her pants off. "A little annoyed, but I understand. She was emotional, like you said. She didn't intend to try and get you to cheat on me."
"I'm glad you're taking this well." I smile.
"I feel better after talking to Stacey." Lexi explains. "As long as everyone is up front and honest about their feelings, and no one tries to do anything behind someone's back, we should be okay."
"I'm glad." I sigh happily before stepping forward and pecking Lexi's lips. I'm down to my boxer briefs at this point, while Lexi is only wearing panties.
"You telling me all of this is just more proof that I can trust you. Even if I'm not sure if I can trust Stacey." Lexi smiles as she kisses me back.
"Smart girl." I say as I hold her by the bum.
"I'm more than just a pretty face." Lexi replies as she holds the back of my neck in both hands.
"So much more." I agree.
"Mm," Lexi hums, "I want your tongue in my cunt."
"That can be arranged." I husk as I hook my fingers into her panties and push them down to her thighs. "Get on the bed. Now!"
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi barks before pulling her underwear the rest of the way down.
After stepping out of her pink panties, Lexi climbs up on the bed and sits up on her knees while facing me. She runs her hands along her sides and up to her tits. My erection tents out my underwear as Lexi presses her breasts together and lightly wiggles her little body sexily.
I hop up on the bed as Lexi lays down on her back and spreads her legs. I get between Lexi's legs as the redhead nymphomaniac runs the tip of her finger between her labia. A smile spreads across my face as I admire Lexi's vulva. Me eating her out is such a great way for us to bond; the act is what shows Lexi that I'm different from the guys who use her, I actually care about her.
Hooking my arms around her thighs, I bury my face in Lexi's womanhood. Fuck, I love pussy. Especially this pussy. Delicious. I munch away on Lexi, making her moan and pant. Soon, I feel her hands bury in my hair as she starts bucking her hips.
"Oh God, Baby!" Lexi groans. "You eat me so well! Feels so fucking good!"
I resist the urge to slip my fingers inside her; I want to taste Lexi. I lick her all over, sliding my tongue between her labia as she moans. After pushing my tongue all the way in, I swipe it higher and Lexi shivers when I reach her clit.
"Right there, right there!" she gasps as she lifts her butt. "Yes, yes, yes!"
My hands slide beneath Lexi's body and grip her tight ass cheeks. Lexi's feet are planted firmly on the mattress as she holds my head tightly and bucks her hips. She's close. I can taste her feminine nectar as it coats my tongue and slides down my throat.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Lexi announces. "Steven!"
I eat Lexi all through her orgasm, which isn't easy because of the way her hips are bucking. Still, I make sure to rapidly flick her clit with my tongue, triggering a second orgasm. I only stop when Lexi goes limp in my grasp while I squeeze her ass.
"I need you in me!" Lexi calls out as she grabs my shoulders and tries to pull me on top of her. "Please, get in me! Fuck me!"
As I move up Lexi's body, she pushes my boxer briefs down my legs. I help her and am soon kicking away my underwear. Then I reach between us and grasp my hardness. I guide it toward Lexi's wet opening. We both moan as I enter her.
"Is this what you wanted?" I ask as I bury my entire length in her tight, teen twat.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses as she wraps her arms around me. "Fuck, yes!"
We make love in the missionary position. There's no intense fucking, no changing positions. Lexi and I just slowly make love. I gaze at her face, watching her flawless features contort in the pleasure of sex. I love this woman. I make sure every movement I make reflects this love.
It isn't long before Lexi's breathing quickens. Her eyes close as her cute face scrunches up. I moan as I feel her vaginal muscles convulse around my shaft. It's too much. I'm so full of love, her pussy feels so good; I bury myself balls-deep in her hole and start shooting.
Lexi cums again when she feels me squirting inside her. I smash my lips against hers as she moans loudly through closed lips. She buries a hand in my hair, pulling me close with her arms until my chest squishes her breasts. Our bodies become one as we orgasm together.
Ten minutes later I'm laying on my stomach as Lexi straddles me and massages my shoulders. I sigh happily as her loving hands pleasure my flesh. I can feel the heat from her crotch against the small of my back as she lowers herself onto me and kisses the back of my neck softly.
"Feels good, Babe." I moan.
"I like making you feel good." Lexi whispers in my ear.
"You do every day." I smile.
"Good." she states simply.
"Allan texted me earlier." I mention.
"Random, but sure, let's talk about that." Lexi giggles while massaging my back.
"He and Amanda want to get together for another dinner next week." I tell my girlfriend.
"Sure, set it up." she whispers before nibbling my earlobe.
"Great!" I exclaim. "So, you had a good day?"
"Got fucked, can't complain." Lexi giggles. "And I wasn't the only one."
"Oh yeah?" I inquire.
"You sure you want details?" she asks with a sigh.
"I'm sure. Just tell me." I reply.
"Kayla and Hazel were both late to lunch, as usual." Lexi answers as her hands trail along my sides, lightly caressing me.
"Okay...?" I let the question hang.
"Kayla and Ian haven't fucked yet, Ian's still a virgin. So, your daughter was only on her knees." she explains.
"Ian is her boyfriend, it makes sense." I nod.
"I figured you'd be fine with that, it's Hazel that I'm worried about." Lexi continues.
"Why?" I ask as I let out a small moan from the feel of Lexi's hands on me.
"She's fucking Dan." Lexi admits with a sigh.
"Dan?" I frown. "Isn't Dan the guy at the other end of the spit-roast when you first sucked my dick?"
"Yeah..." she mumbles. "Are you okay?"
"Why is she fucking Dan when she won't even touch me?" I ask sadly.
"Because she's hurting." Lexi explains. "Hazel's hurting, and she's afraid of letting you get close. She's an independent woman, she knows she's hot, and now she's struggling with her feelings for you, with being pregnant, with losing her brothers."
"I guess that makes sense." I acknowledge. "Do you know what happened at that frat party?"
"No." Lexi sighs as she continues her massage. "She isn't talking, we all tried."
"Ah." I reply.
"Are you okay?" my girlfriend asks.
"Not really." I admit. "I'm worried about Hazel. And, if I'm honest, I'm getting a little sick of her attitude."
"I know, me too." Lexi agrees.
"At least that's good news about her pastor." I comment.
"Yeah," Lexi says, "they actually have a good pastor. Her parents are just nuts. If she was an only child, she could just cut them out of her life completely, but for her, that would mean losing her brothers."
"And it will be a long time before her brothers are all eighteen." I add.
"I know." Lexi says sadly as she lowers her body on top of mine. I can feel her bare breasts pressing into my back.
"And all we can do is be here for Hazel." I say.
"We will be here for her. Forever." Lexi states. "For now though, I need a hard cock in my mouth."
Lexi rolls me onto my back. Then she starts trailing kisses down my chest. I can feel her soft hands running along my skin. I tilt my head back and sigh happily as the beautiful redhead kisses along my stomach. It isn't long before she takes one long lick of my shaft, from base to tip.
I gather up her auburn hair in my hands as Lexi starts sucking. Fuck, there's nothing like a relaxing blowjob. No pressure to perform, just lay back and enjoy. I love the sounds of her sucking and gurgling as she blows me. Lexi really knows how to get into fellatio.
"Fuck, your mouth feels good, Baby." I moan as I hold Lexi by the hair.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Lexi hums around my shaft.
Lexi decides to show off and deep throats me. While holding my entire length in her throat, Lexi actually manages to slip her tongue out and lick my balls. Holy shit. Her hands claw at my thighs as drool slops out of her mouth.
This continues for about fifteen minutes. Her cheeks cave in as she sucks me, her throat vibrating around my length. I close my eyes and let out a breath, loving the feel of her tongue bathing my thickness. At last, I warn Lexi as I buck my hips.
"MM!" Lexi squeaks as sperm coats her tongue.
"Don't swallow!" I hiss. "I want you to show me!"
Lexi nods around my cock as the last of my load paints her tonsils. Then she slowly eases off of me. I open my eyes and look down in time to see Lexi gape her mouth. She's grinning widely as her tongue wiggles around in the pool of cum.
"Swallow, Sexy." I order.
My favorite little redhead closes her mouth, tilts her head back, and gulps down my seed. Then she curls up beside me and coos happily. I wrap an arm around her and gently run my fingers through her hair as she traces shapes on my chest.
"Don't ever leave me, Steven." Lexi whispers as she kisses my chest.
"I never will." I promise.
"I'm yours." Lexi coos. "My entire being. My mind, my body, my soul. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. You can shove it in any hole you want, at any time."
"How romantic." I chuckle.
"You know it!" Lexi giggles.
We talk until we fall asleep. I don't know how long we're out for, but we wake up to make love again. Then we pass out in each others arms again. We wake up one more time, and I check the clock to see it's just after 4:00AM.
Lexi sucks me until I'm nice and hard, then she crouches in the standard doggystyle position. I get behind her and lean in to lick her pussy, getting her nice and wet for me. Once she's ready, I fuck Lexi in our favorite position as she screams my name. When I'm ready to cum, I have Lexi roll over onto her back and shower her face and tits with warm semen.
I lay in bed as Lexi goes to the bathroom to clean the cum from her body. Then she returns and snuggles up beside me. We whisper soft words to each other, and when Lexi stops replying, I can tell she's asleep. I join her in blissful unconsciousness a few minutes later.
My alarm wakes us up Tuesday morning. My perpetually horny girlfriend decides I need a morning blowjob. I'm not about to disagree, so I let the nude redhead kneel between my legs and direct my cock to her open mouth.
It takes me awhile to cum. That's okay with me, because I can lean back and play with Lexi's tits while she sucks me off. I do eventually reach my limit and moan Lexi's name as I shoot several jets of cum into her oral cavity. As always, she swallows.
Lexi and I go down to breakfast in robes. We meet up with Hazel and Kayla, who are already serving themselves food. Both girls smile at us as I pull out Lexi's chair for her. Lexi thanks me and sits down before I also plop down in my seat. We start eating.



"How is everyone this morning?" Lexi asks in a happy voice.
"Great, thanks!" Kayla smiles. "Ian and I had phone sex."
"Didn't need to know that." I roll my eyes.
"Get over it, old man." Kayla giggles.
"I'm tired." Hazel grunts.
"Really, you're tired?" I ask. "Didn't you go to bed early?"
"I watched a television show on my phone until 1:00AM." Hazel answers.
"You sound like your old self!"Lexi teases.
"I guess." Hazel shrugs.
When we finish breakfast, I kiss the three girls goodbye. I am surprised when Hazel actually kisses my lips and hugs me tightly. It makes me happy. The girls go to change into their school clothes while I head to the home gym for my morning workout.
"Good morning, Sir." Stacey says when I walk into the office.
"Good morning, Stacey." I reply happily. "Will Ken be here soon?"
"Yes." my assistant nods. "He actually sent an email this morning, letting us know that he got a new attorney to replace Barry."
"Excellent." I nod.
"Thank you again for that, Steven. You didn't have to." Stacey smiles.
"Yes, I did." I answer. "But, you're welcome."
Work goes by incredibly slowly. Ken shows up for our all-day meeting, and we get started. He apologizes again for Barry, as does his attorney. He has a new lawyer, who is much older, and appears to be of better temperament. Good.
We break for lunch, and Stacey and I agree to go out for a meal. There's a local diner that we enjoy. I drive us there, and we order. To anyone watching, I'm sure we appear to be a couple in love. There's definitely love here, but we aren't a couple. Something Stacey is obviously thinking about while we eat.
When we return to the office, Ken gives me a suggestive look. I just smirk and shake my head. It isn't what he thinks. Stacey and I aren't like that anymore, which is currently breaking my heart. I want to hug my assistant and reassure her that I love her.
"Thought you two slipped away for a quickie." Ken whispers to me.
"I have a girlfriend, she wouldn't approve." I reply.
"So?" Ken asks with a confused frown.
"Never mind." I sigh.
The meeting resumes. We go over various legal issues about transferring the assets into my company's name. I can't wait to get my hands on Ken's client list. When I listen to a presentation given by Brenda, I decide that I am gonna hire her. She's a real asset, I'm sure Ken isn't paying her enough.
Ken, Brenda, and his lawyers leave near the end of the day. My lawyer stays a little longer and chats with me. He agrees, things are looking good for the sale. When my attorney leaves, I shut my office door, leaving me alone with Stacey.
"That went well!" Stacey smiles as she sits down across from me.
"Better than yesterday." I reply.
"Yeah, no one called me a bitch." she rolls her eyes.
"I still can't believe he talked to you like that." I say.
"Yeah," Stacey sighs, "I told April yesterday while I was in the bathroom. She came over last night."
"How did that go?" I wonder.
"We had sex." Stacey admits, with a sigh. "Does that make you jealous?"
"Not at all!" I smirk. "Two women going at it? That makes me hard."
"Pervert." she giggles.
"I am!" I nod as I place my folded hands on my desk.
"Anyway, April spent the night." Stacey tells me.
"She must have loved that!" I comment.
"She did." Stacey acknowledges. "She fell asleep with her head on my boob."
"Lucky girl!" I laugh.
"She's just falling more and more in love with me." she bites her lower lip.
"How do you feel about that?" I ask.
"I don't know." Stacey states. "I love her, she's my best friend, but she doesn't have a cock. You do."
"But I'm taken." I say.
"I know." Stacey mumbles.
"I'm sorry." I respond.
"It's not your fault. You have two loving girlfriends." she mutters.
"Yes, I do." I nod.
"Sorry I kind of assaulted you yesterday." Stacey bites her lower lip.
"It's okay, you were emotional." I reason.
"I still shouldn't have tried to take your dick out." she replies.
"It wasn't easy to turn you down." I admit. "I do want you, Stacey. Badly."
"You can have me whenever you want me." Stacey tells me. "Just bend me over and shove it in whichever hole you want."
"You know that I can't do that." I say as I try to ignore the similarities between Stacey and Lexi's words.
"Yeah..." she trails off.
"I told Lexi about you trying to blow me." I tell Stacey.
"Is she mad at me?" Stacey winces.
"No, she understands." I answer. "Didn't help her ability to trust you, though."
"I can't blame her." she acknowledges.
We talk for a little while longer, and Stacey texts Lexi to apologize. Lexi replies, accepting the apology and saying she hopes Stacey feels better. Is this progress? Maybe. I hope so. Either way, it's time for me to head home. When I sit in my car, my phone goes off.
Lexi: Grab something to eat on the way home.
Steven: Why?
Lexi: Trust your Slut.
Steven: Understood.
I wonder what's up, but I'm sure I'll like whatever it is. Pulling into a fast food restaurant, I order something quick to eat. I finish my meal in the car and let out a loud belch. Then I drive the rest of the way home and waltz into the main living room.
"Good evening, ladies!" I call out loudly.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she sends a quick text on her phone.
"Hi, Steven." Hazel smiles softly.
"Daddy." Kayla smiles. "Your surprise is in your room."
"Oh yeah?" I ask.
"Yup!" Lexi grins. "Go have fun!"
"What are you girls gonna do?" I ask.
"Eat dinner while you eat pussy." Hazel teases, surprising me.
"Enjoy." I smirk as I turn and walk out of the room.
"You, too!" Kayla shouts after me.
There's a spring in my step as I walk through the massive house. My guess is that Nicole wants some alone time with me. I grin as I imagine all the things I'm gonna do to the sexy redhead. Finally, I make it to the master bedroom. I throw open the door and walk inside.
Two gorgeous ladies greet me, both wearing sexy lingerie. On the left is Ashley, the tall blonde bombshell with massive tits. She looks even taller in her black heels, which probably put her at over six feet tall. Ashley is also wearing a see-thru black lace bra and pantie set. She also has on a short, see-thru skirt. The bra and skirt have floral designs on them.
On the right is Marcia, the short, dark-haired girl with nice-size breasts. She's slightly less short thanks to the three-inch red heels she's wearing. Marcia is clad in a red, see-thru one piece with a large diamond cut out of the middle to show her flat stomach.
"Wow." I whisper.
"Do we please you, Sir?" Ashley asks in a sultry voice.
"Very much." I reply.
"Good!" Marcia giggles. "We just want to make you happy, Master."
"Then get on your knees. Now, Sluts!" I bark as I drop my briefcase before kicking off my shoes and socks.
Ashley and Marcia sashay toward me, looking incredibly sexy. The sexy lingerie, the heels, holy shit! They're right in front of me, gazing at me with love and lust. The two girls run their hands along my chest as they sink to their knees before me while never breaking eye contact.
Marcia unbuckles my belt while Ashley pulls my zipper down. Both girls grab my pants and yank them down. My boxer briefs are next, freeing my rock hard erection. I pull my shirt off and step out of my pants and underwear. Standing naked, my cock points straight at the scantily-clad ladies.
"Mm, you're so big and hard for us, Baby." Ashley coos as her looks up at me while running her nails along my thigh.
"I guess that means you like us?" Marcia asks as she caresses my other thigh and blinks up at me.
"I like you both very much." I reply as I caress the girls' faces.
"Can I please suck your cock?" Ashley whimpers, making a pouting face as she strokes my shaft.
"Oh, it's so big!" Marcia moans while cupping my balls. "I want it in my mouth!"
I don't respond with words. Instead, I bury one hand in Marcia's dark locks, while my other hand grips the back of Ashley's blonde head. Both girls open their mouths, stick out their tongues, and look up at me with longing as I hold them by the hair. Reaching a decision, I pull one girl closer and shove my cock in her mouth.
"MM!" Ashley moans as she clamps her lips down on my shaft while Marcia makes a sad noise.
"You'll get your turn, Slut." I say to Marcia. "Be patient."
"Yes, Master." Marcia pouts, looking down in shame.
I push my hips forward as I pull Ashley down on my cock. When a little more than half my length is between her lips, Ashley coughs and starts to gag. I pull her back to make sure she can still breathe. The blonde looks up at me and moans in gratitude around my length.
After letting Ashley suck on me for a minute, I pull her off me. Drool runs from her lips as she gasps for oxygen. My eyes leave Ashley's model-perfect face and focus on her heaving breasts, barely contained by the large, see-thru black bra. I smirk happily before turning to Marcia.
"Please, Master!" Marcia begs wantonly. "Please shove it down my slutty throat! Please, please!"
I pull Marcia forward and push my cock between her lips. The dark-haired girl lets out a happy moan as she reaches around me with one hand and grabs my ass. Ashley and Marcia both look up at me with longing as the top three-quarters of my cock protrudes from Marcia's pink lips.
I'm rough with Marcia. My Slut. I know she can only take about half of my length at most, so I'm careful not to choke her, however, I still slam myself between her lips with lust. Marcia is making the cutest, wet, squelching noises as she gags and drools.
"My turn." Ashley husks when I pull out of Marcia's mouth and aim my cock at the blonde.
Now, I'm in Ashley's mouth and she's sucking away. Another minute and I switch back to Marcia. Then Ashley. Then Marcia. Two beautiful, eighteen year old sluts in lingerie as they suck my cock. I'm throbbing between their lips as I hold their hair and look at their beautiful cleavage, their gorgeous faces, and cock-filled mouths.
"Oh God, Steven, I need you in me!" Marcia moans while I'm fucking Ashley's face.
"Yeah?" I ask as I buck my hips, making Ashley gag. "You want my dick, Baby?"
"Yes!" Marcia hisses as she wiggles her body while running her hands up her sides to cup her firm breasts. "I wanna feel you throbbing inside me. I want to feel you pushing into my hot, tight pussy!"
I pounce. A wet sound can be heard when my cock exits Ashley's mouth. Marcia giggles when I grab her around the waist and toss her small body over my shoulder. Then, while she kicks her little, heel-covered feet, I walk over to the bed and deposit Marcia onto it.
"I'm all yours." Marcia whispers as she spreads her legs wide.
Ashley walks up beside me and I grab one of her big boobs from outside her bra as I look down at Marcia. Marcia is so incredibly sexy. Her heeled feet are planted firmly on the mattress, and her red lingerie gives me a clear view of her flat stomach. Yeah, I'm gonna fuck this girl's brains out.
I climb onto the bed and get into position between Marcia's legs. Without a second's hesitation, I reach between us and push the strap of her lingerie to the side, exposing her gash. Then I slam myself into her with one quick thrust.
"Fuck, yes!" Marcia hisses.
"You like that, Baby?" I ask as I bury a hand in her dark hair.
"Yes!" Marcia groans as she throws her head back. "You're so big! I'm so full!"
"Fuck the Slut!" Ashley encourages as she climbs up on the bed and rubs my back.
I fuck Marcia. Hard. The normally quiet girl is moaning and panting heavily as she takes dick. I can feel the strap of her lingerie each time my cock slides past it and into her teen twat. I mash my lips to hers, and soon our tongues are wrestling as we make out and make love.
Lifting my body, I get up on my knees and leer down at the beautiful girl who is writhing in pleasure beneath me. Grabbing Marcia's ankles, I place her feet over my shoulders. Then I hold her by the upper thighs as I start humping the girl as hard and fast as I can.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Marcia chants as she raises her hands over her head and grips the sheets.
"Mm, take that dick, Marcia" Ashley hums as she reaches between us and starts rubbing Marcia's clit.
Marcia's red heels point toward the ceiling as her smooth legs shake. Looking down, I'm able to admire her large breasts as they strain against the fabric of her lingerie. The fabric is see-thru, so I can see her hard nipples as her nice tits jiggle softly.
"That's a good Slut!" I groan when Marcia tightens her hole for my pleasure.
"Does my little pussy feel good on your cock, Master?" Marcia asks.
"I love your little pussy, Marcia." I reply as I release her thighs and grab her tits.
Holding the dark-haired beauty by the boobs, I loom over her, bending her in half as I thrust. My balls slap against her ass, and the sound of slapping flesh fills the room. Ashley is cooing softly, rubbing my back while Marcia screams her pretty, little head off.
"Steven! I'm cumming for you!" Marcia screeches. "I love you! Steven! Fuck me! Steven!"
I'm gonna cum. Marcia is so tight, so wet. No. I don't want to cum this soon. There's so much more to look forward to; including another willing pussy. I grasp my shaft at the base and ease it out of Marcia. I smirk as I watch her tight labia close up once her hole is free of cock. Pushing Marcia's legs to the side, I grab Ashley by the hair and pull her face down.
"Taste your friend, Slut!" I order as I shove myself between Ashley's pink lips.
"MM!" Ashley gasps in surprise.
I'm not usually this rough. I'm in a mood, and the girls clearly love it. I push two fingers up Marcia's cunt as I use my grip on Ashley's hair to pull her along my cock. The blonde bathes my shaft with her tongue, happily lapping up her Slut-sister's juices.
I roll Marcia out of the way and lunge for Ashley. The tall blonde lets out a happy squeal as I grab her hips and flip her onto her stomach. Grabbing Ashley's hips, I pull the large-breasted girl into the standard doggystyle position. Then I flip up her skirt and yank down her black panties, revealing a delicious, pink cunt.
"Please, fuck me!" Ashley pleads. "I need your cock!"
"Soon, Slut." I reply as I spank the blonde.
"Ah!" Ashley gasps as her body jerks forward. "Hit me again!"
I slap Ashley's other butt cheek as Marcia sits up and knee-walks over to me. With her panties around her thighs, Ashley shakes her bum in my direction. In response, I grab my cock and shove it in Ashley's pussy. We both moan as I feel her tightness gripping me.
"Fuck, you feel so good." I groan.
"You like that tight pussy, yeah? Yeah?" Ashley asks as she pushes her ass back to engulf my entire length in her greedy cunt.
Marcia wraps her arms around me, pressing her barely-covered breasts into my back as I begin to fuck Ashley. My rough streak continues. I spank Ashley's butt cheeks until they're red, then I grab a fistful of blonde hair and yank the tall girl's head back.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Ashley pants as I drill her.
With one hand on her ass, and the other holding her by the hair, I slam myself into Ashley, making her cry out every time my hips impact with her butt. Her back is arched sexily and I make sure to take in the view of her tight body before looking lower and watching my cock spread her labia.
"My ass!" Ashley calls out desperately as I feel her orgasm cause her pussy to convulse around me.
"What?" I ask through heavy breaths. I can feel Marcia's hands caressing my chest.
"Fuck my ass!" the blonde begs. "Please, please, please!"
Now, I may be rough with my girls sometimes, but I'm definitely not one to turn down a lady's request. So, I do the only thing I can; I order Marcia to get the lube, which she does. I have the quiet girl push a lube-coated finger up Ashley's back door. Then, when Marcia scoots back, I pull out of Ashley's tight pussy and push into her even tighter ass hole.
"FUCK!" Ashley screeches through clenched teeth.
"You like it up the ass?" I groan.
"Yes, Baby!" the tall girl calls out loudly. "I love it up the ass! Make me your butt-slut!"
While holding her hips, I sodomize Ashley, much to her pleasure. The tall blonde groans and grunts, her talk growing dirtier by the second. Marcia husks in my ear to fuck Ashley harder, to make the little Slut scream. With a smirk, I comply, slamming my cock up Ashley's ass until she screams my name.
"You gonna cum for us, Baby?" Marcia coos into my ear while her body presses against mine.
"I'm close." I grunt as sweat drips from my body and lands on Ashley's back.
"Oh God, Steven!" Ashley gasps out as her sweaty blonde hair clings to her face. "Cum in my ass! I want it! I want it! CUM!"
"Fuck, I'm so close." I say as I pant. "Keep going. Please."
"Please cum inside me!" Ashley moans. "I'm a dirty, little cum-slut! I want your cum! Fill my ass! Cum in me!"
"Cum for us, Steven." Marcia whispers. "We want your cum. We want it so bad."
With a loud grunt, I slam my hips into Ashley's ass, burying my entire length up her bum. I toss my head back, my legs shaking as I empty my load into the blonde bombshell. Marcia actually reaches around my body and cups my balls, massaging them as they empty their contents.
I grip Ashley's tight ass-cheeks and ease myself out of her. Looking down at her gaping ass hole, I smile when I see the white fluid in her butt. When I release her, Ashley collapses onto the bed, her blonde hair obscuring her face as she moans weakly. This is only the beginning.
Marcia strips down to her birthday suit before she and I help Ashley off the bed. I work with Marcia to get Ashley undressed and into the shower. The three of us shower together; the need to clean up is annoying, but it's necessary.
Ashley and Marcia are insatiable. They want it in every hole, in every position imaginable. I even fuck both girls' beautiful tits. I especially love the feel of Ashley's massive breasts encasing my cock in their warmth.
The girls are incredibly vocal, I'm incredibly rough. Their dirty talk is on a whole new level tonight. They call themselves sluts and whores, they beg for my cum, and they coo at me about how big my dick is and how good it makes them feel. I spank asses, I pull hair, I grab titties, and I fuck their pretty faces.
I fill Marcia's pussy with my second load. Then I watch Ashley suck it out of the dark-haired girl. When the cum is gone, Marcia rolls Ashley onto her back and climbs on top of the taller girl. Marcia motorboats Ashley's titties as the young women start tribbing.
Watching two naked eighteen year old girls make love enables me to get hard for a third time. It does take awhile, but yeah, I'm ready to go again. I switch from one girl to the other, fucking them both until they scream their pretty, little heads off.
When I'm ready to cum, I have the Sluts get on their knees on the floor. Standing over them, I stroke myself as Marcia and Ashley beg me to cover them with cum. I order them to stick out their tongues, and they comply. Both girls are cooing up at me as I cover their faces and tits with cum.
Twenty minutes later, we're all clean. We lay in bed together, and I'm between the two girls as we cuddle. Ashley's mammoth titties are pressing into my chest as Marcia runs her toes along my calf. I am completely drained, and completely satisfied.
"This was a nice surprise." I comment at one point.
"Glad you enjoyed." Ashley purrs.
"You really fucked the shit out of us." Marcia giggles.
"And I enjoyed every second of it." I say.
"So did we!" Ashley smiles.
"Good." I reply. "By the way, how did you convince your parents to let you come here?"
"My parents think I'm at Marcia's." Ashley answers.



"And mine think I'm at Ashley's" Marcia smirks.
"Risky." I nod. "What if your parents check?"
"Then we're fucked." Ashley states simply.
"I guess you can't stay the night then?" I ask.
"No." the blonde pouts. "We should get going soon, it's late."
"I don't wanna go." Marcia mumbles.
"Ashley's right." I sigh. "I don't want you to get in trouble. Your parents are letting you stay over Prom night, be happy about that."
Both girls sigh heavily as they lay their heads on my chest. I wrap my arms around them and grip their upper arms affectionately. I'm about to speak up, to remind them that we need to get dressed, however, that's when I realize that Marcia is crying softly.
"Marcia? What's wrong?" I ask in concern.
"Prom is Saturday." Marcia whimpers.
"Isn't that a good thing?" I wonder as I raise my eyebrows in confusion.
"It is." Ashley agrees. "It's just that, well, Josh and Shawn..."
"Josh and Shawn are your Prom dates, right?" I inquire.
"Yes!" Marcia squeaks.
"And they want more." Ashley sighs.
"Oh, I understand." I say. "They want to be your official boyfriends. And Prom is when that's probably gonna happen."
"Yeah." Ashley confirms while Marcia cries.
"Which means..."I trail off, unable to continue.
"We have to stop!" Marcia wails.
"So, this was the last time." I whisper sadly as my eyes close slowly.
"We don't know." Ashley sighs.
"I don't ever want to stop!" Marcia insists as she hugs me tightly. "I love you, Steven!"
"I love you, too." I reply. "And we don't have to have sex for me to love you. If we stop, I'll still love you both just as much."
"You're a good guy." Ashley smiles softly.
"I believe you." Marcia sniffles. "I just don't ever want to stop making love with you."
Marcia is in love with me. I know Ashley and Hazel love me, too, but Marcia is really head over heels in love. I can only have so many girlfriends; we all know this. As a result, I accept the girls dating other guys. I am jealous, but I do everything I can to push the feelings away. Now? Now I'm about to lose Marcia and Ashley as lovers. I have to be an adult here. I have to act in the girls' best interests.
"I don't want to stop either, but you have to be loyal to your boyfriends." I state.
"Maybe they'll let us fool around!" Marcia suggests.
"I doubt it." Ashley says. "I'm worried about how they'll handle the Slut-sisters."
"What if they can't handle you being with your Slut-sisters?" I ask.
"Then we won't ever date them." Ashley confirms.
"But we will date them if they keep us away from Steven? We're horrible!" Marcia cries.
"You're not horrible." I insist. "You like Josh and Shawn. You're beautiful, young women. It's okay if you want boyfriends."
"But we're betraying you!" Marcia says loudly.
"Maybe we should end things with Josh and Shawn." Ashley considers.
"Listen to me, both of you." I state firmly. "I love you. I love you all so much. And yes, I love having sex with you. I would love to be with every single one of you, every day forever. That isn't fair to you, though. It isn't fair because I only have so much attention I can give. You each deserve a man who can make you his number one priority.
"Now, if Josh and Shawn are okay with sharing, great! I'd love to have sex with you both again. If not, well, they're still high school relationships, they might not last. Even if they do, who knows what the next day will bring. Just know that, no matter what, you will always be welcome in my life, in whatever space you have for me, forever. That's what family is."
"Steven." Marcia whispers as she leans up to kiss my lips.
I contemplate my decision as Marcia and I kiss. Lexi, Nicole, Marcia, Ashley, Hazel. I can't date everyone. I can't. It's hard enough to juggle two girlfriends. This is the only way. I have to let them go. Even if the pain and jealousy are unbearable, I have to let them live their lives.
"You'll always have us, too." Ashley promises as I break away from Marcia.
"I'm glad." I smile as I turn my head and peck Ashley's lips.
Sadly, this beautiful evening has to end. I put on boxer briefs and a robe while the girls fish their clothes out of their backpacks. I sit on my bed and watch as Marcia and Ashley dress. They smirk and flash me whenever they can; I get peeks at nipples and tight asses. Ashley even turns around and bends over to pull up her panties. I get a nice look at her pussy.
The girls are fully dressed. The three of us make our way to the main living room. Kayla and Lexi are listening to music and playing on their phones. Hazel is apparently locked up in her room. My daughter and girlfriend say goodbye to Ashley and Marcia, then I show the two girls to the foyer.
"Thanks for a great time." Marcia says, hugging me.
"My pleasure, Babe." I reply.
"Thanks for the orgasms!" Ashley giggles as she grabs my hand and places it on her breast. "You made me cum so hard my legs are still wobbly!"
"You're welcome!" I laugh as I squeeze Ashley's tit.
I watch both girls' asses as they walk out the front door. It's entirely possible that I'll never sleep with either of them again. It breaks my heart. Marcia, the sweet, quiet girl. Ashley, the confident, outgoing young woman. I love them both. A sigh escapes my lips as I head back through the house.
Lexi and I hug and kiss Kayla goodnight before my daughter disappears into her bedroom. I enter the master with Lexi. A small smile crosses my face as I watch Lexi undress. She turns to me and giggles when she sees me watching her.
"What happened with Hazel?" I ask as I strip down and sit my naked ass down on the bed.
"Don't know." Lexi sighs as she removes her bra and tosses it over the back of my desk chair. "She was with us for awhile, but went quiet all of a sudden. We asked her what was wrong, but she lied and said she was fine. Then she went to her room."
"I'm really getting tired of her lies and bad attitude." I say, shaking my head.
"Me, too." Lexi sighs. "Kayla even talked to her about her not being honest. Guess it didn't take."
"I told you about her taunting me." I reply. "We still don't know what happened at that party."
"And sometimes she's perfectly pleasant, but other times, she's really horrible." Lexi states as she drops her panties, giving me a great look at her pale ass.
"I know she's pregnant and going through a lot, so I'm giving her a lot of leeway," I respond, "but I've had enough."
"So have we." Lexi sighs as she sits down beside me.
"I was glad to hear about her parents issues with their pastor." I say while wrapping an arm around Lexi. "I was hoping that would cheer her up."
"It did for awhile, but now she's back to her miserable self." Lexi shakes her head. "Are you gonna talk to her?"
"When I figure out what to say, yes." I answer.
Lexi and I agree to stop talking about Hazel, it's dragging us both down. My girlfriend asks for the details, so I tell her about the threesome. The descriptions turn Lexi on, big time. I can't get it up again, but I do put Lexi on her back and eat her out to a couple of nice orgasms.
While we're cuddling, I tell Lexi about the conversation with Marcia and Ashley. Lexi sighs and says she's sad about me not being able to make love with Ashley and Marcia anymore. I can tell Lexi is worried that she might lose the girls as well. I assure Lexi that the Slut-sisters will always be together.
Lexi rests her head on my chest as I run my fingers through her hair. I know that she and I will be able to get through anything together. We'll figure out Hazel's issues, we'll figure out how to go forward with the Slut-sisters, and we'll figure out a resolution to the Stacey problem. Lexi and I fall asleep happy.
My redhead girlfriend wakes up before our alarm goes off Wednesday morning. I wake up when Lexi tosses the covers off of us, bends over my lap, and slurps me into her mouth. I have no problem getting nice and hard. There's definitely nothing like a morning blowjob.
Lexi is up on her knees, perpendicular to me as she sucks me off. I finger her with my right hand while my left holds the top of her head. I love the sounds of her moans around my shaft. Lexi cums from my manipulations, moments before I buck my hips and feed her my load.
After our morning routine, Lexi and I head down to breakfast wearing robes and holding hands. I frown when I notice that only Kayla is present for breakfast, no Hazel in sight. This can't be good. I sigh as I pull out Lexi's chair for her.
"Where's Hazel?" Lexi asks as she sits down.
"Still asleep." Kayla answers before biting into a blueberry muffin.
"I'll go get her." I say.
Lexi starts serving herself breakfast as I leave the dining room and head back to the bedrooms. Hazel's door is tightly closed. I don't barge in, it's not my place. Her room is her private space. Instead, I knock softly.
"Hazel?" I call out. No response.
I knock harder and say her name louder. At last, she grunts for me to come in. I enter the bedroom and see the back of Hazel's head. The tan girl is under the covers, her long brown hair cascading down her bare back and disappearing beneath the blanket as she rests on her side.
"Hazel? You're late for breakfast." I say as I approach the bed.
"I'm not hungry." she grunts.
"What's wrong?" I ask. "The girls said you disappeared early last night."
"Nothing." Hazel mutters quietly.
"Hazel, look at me." I state firmly.
I hear Hazel sigh loudly. Then she turns around beneath the covers and faces me. The tall, tan girl bites her lower lip as she looks up at me with her big brown eyes. Hazel's bare shoulders are exposed, and one of her arms is resting on top of the blanket.
"What?" she asks rudely.
"I realize you're going through a lot, that you're pregnant and emotional," I take a deep breath before continuing. "but I've had enough."
"What does that mean?" Hazel asks nervously.
"Don't worry, I'm not throwing you out." I assure her. "I will support you. You will always have a place here, but I'm done with you hurting everyone around you. You are rude to me, you push everyone away, you don't talk to the people who love you. When will it sink in that we're your family?"
"I'm scared." she says in a small voice.
"I know, and you can't go through this alone. You want us to be done romantically and physically? That's fine, that's your choice." I say as Hazel flinches, her eyes going wide. "Just stop pushing away your friends. Stop trying to hurt me."
"But- I never- I... okay." she whispers as she sits up while holding the blanket over her breasts to protect her modesty.
"What happened yesterday?" I ask.
"My parents found out that Scott and I text. They took his phone away and sent me a message to never contact their children again." Hazel admits sadly.
"I'm sorry. That's horrible." I say.
"Yeah." Hazel nods.
"Tell the girls. Let them support you." I tell her.
"I'll tell them." Hazel promises.
"Good." I say. "How about you get dressed? I'll wait outside and we'll head down together?"
"Okay." she says.
"Thank you." I smile as I turn and walk toward the door.
"Steven?" Hazel calls out.
"Yes?" I reply as I turn around to face her.
"I didn't have sex at the party." she tells me.
I turn back and start walking back toward Hazel as she looks up at me. I sit on the bed beside her, our eyes locked. Slowly, giving her time to pull away if she wants, I hug her tightly. She hugs me back as I run my fingers through her long, thick hair.
"I'm glad." I reply, kissing her forehead. It feels like we're finally moving in the right direction.
~Kayla~
On Wednesday morning, Daddy and Hazel come down to breakfast just as I'm finishing my meal. Hazel thanks Daddy when he pulls out her chair for her. Lexi smiles at Daddy as Hazel sits down. Soon, Hazel and Daddy are both sitting down and eating. Over the meal, we start talking and bonding.
"I'm sorry I've been such a bitch lately." Hazel says with a sad sigh.
"It's okay, we understand." I reply. "You're pregnant and hormonal."
"It doesn't excuse my behavior." Hazel insists.
"You're right, it doesn't." Lexi agrees. "But we forgive you. That's what Slut-sisters are for!"
"See?" Daddy asks Hazel. "We're family."
"Thank you." Hazel whispers. "Thank you so much."
"Are we gonna find out why out what happened yesterday?" I ask.
"My parents found out I was texting Scott. They sent me a message to never contact them again, and took Scott's phone." Hazel admits.
"Those fucking assholes!" Lexi exclaims.
"Oh, Hazel!" I shout.
"I know." the tan girl nods. "I lost my biological family. I don't want to lose my other family, too."
"You'll never lose us." Daddy insists. "Just please, stop pushing us away."
"I will, I promise." Hazel vows.
"What about the party?" I just have to ask.
"I found out that it can be very boring to be the only sober person with a bunch of drunk college students." Hazel giggles.
"You didn't have sex?" Lexi wonders.
"Nope!" Hazel answers. "Plenty of guys tried, but I turned them down. Brittney tried to get me to come into a bedroom, too."
"Sorry to pry, but why didn't you?" I follow up with. "I mean, you've been, well..."
"A whore?" Hazel suggests.
"No, you've been spiraling." I correct her. "Like I did."
"Well," Hazel begins, "The party started out great; everyone was dancing and drinking. Everyone besides me was drinking, anyway. People started getting really drunk and hooking up. I was standing there dancing with, fuck, I don't even know his name. How pathetic is that?
"He had his hands all over me, squeezing my boobs and grabbing my ass. I looked around and realized that I could be anyone. I could be any random girl and he wouldn't feel any different. He didn't give a fuck about me. He just cared about how he could use me, how he could get his rocks off. I just, I just couldn't. I didn't want that anymore."
"Good for you!" Lexi exclaims.
"Thanks, I guess." Hazel gives a small smile as she wipes the tears from her eyes.
"What happened next?" I ask.
"I found a spot on the couch and sat down with a bottle of water." Hazel continues. "Then I decided to leave, but some assholes had blocked my car in. Took forever to be able to head home. Fortunately, they had a designated driver, so I wasn't stuck there all night. When I finally did get back to the mansion, I was exhausted. I took off all my clothes and collapsed in bed. All I could think about was how horny I was, but that Steven ruined me!"
"I'm sorry I got you pregnant." Daddy interjects as he stiffens.
"We don't know if you're the biological father. Anyway, it's not the baby!" Hazel says loudly. "You ruined me! I'm young, hot, and I love sex! When I took three guys in Bermuda, fuck! It was so hot, I came so fucking much! Yeah, I could never do porn, but I was happy spreading my legs! Now? Now, all I can think about is how we made love in Bermuda. How you looked into my eyes as you filled me with your love! I can't, I can't, I can't just fuck anyone anymore! I hate how much I love you, and, and... FUCK!"
Hazel buries her hands in her hair as she lowers her head and looks down at the table. She's breathing heavily. Her body shakes as she starts to sob. Daddy reaches out and softly rubs her back, trying to pour all his affection for my friend into the gesture.
"I love you, too." Daddy whispers.
"What do I do?" Hazel asks in a sad voice.
"You don't push us away." Daddy replies. "You take your time and figure out what you want, who you want. Just don't push away your family."
"You're my family, Steven." Hazel responds.
"We're your family, too." I interject.
"Yes, we are!" Lexi crows. "Slut-sisters forever!"
"Slut-sisters forever." Hazel says, smiling as she looks up. She gazes around the table at three people who love her, and would do anything for her.
The conversation gets lighter, and Hazel is still emotional, but she doesn't shut us out. When we're all finished with breakfast, Hazel is actually smiling. She still insists on cleaning up after breakfast, but she's much more open and talkative with us. Progress. I'm happy about it.
After breakfast, we three girls kiss Daddy goodbye before he goes to the home gym for his morning workout. Hazel, Lexi, and I get ready for school and hop in two separate cars. It is Wednesday, after all; therapy day.
The morning is uneventful and standard. Morning chat with the Slut-sisters, then homeroom. Morning classes soon follow. I see Kelsey in the hallway, and notice she looks even more miserable than usual. She actually flinches when a student accidentally bumps into her. Poor girl.
It isn't long before the bell rings, ending my last morning class. I take the familiar route through the hallway and enter my usual unused classroom to wait for Ian. He arrives a few moments later and draws me into his arms for a passionate kiss.
"Someone missed me!" I giggle when the kiss breaks. I'm still in his arms, looking up at his handsome face.
"I did!" Ian smirks as he cups my butt.
"I missed you, too." I purr.
"Sure you weren't thinking of Stephanie?" he teases.
"I told you, you have nothing to worry about!" I say, sticking out my tongue.
"It is strange, the thought of losing your girlfriend to another woman." Ian comments.
"Well, that will never happen!" I insist.
"Promise?" he asks nervously.
"Promise!" I vow. "Now, let your loving girlfriend give you a blowjob."
With that statement, I drop to my knees. Like a good girl. I pull my shirt and bra up over my tits, exposing my teenage flesh to Ian's hungry gaze. Ian plays with my tits as I pull his pants and underwear down, freeing his erection.
He's in my mouth. His smooth, salty skin feeling so good between my lips. Ian rests one hand on my head and squeezes a big boob with the other. I do my part and start bobbing my head, my cheeks caving in as I give Ian a very sexy blowjob.
A few minutes later, Ian grunts and starts cumming in my mouth. I make hot gurgling noises as my throat works to swallow down his hot load. I have to swallow several times to get it all down. Fuck, I love cum! Warm, salty semen pouring down my throat? Yes, please!
I pull Ian out of my mouth and stand up. Then he attacks my tits. He squeezes the firm mounds together as he slurps a nipple into his mouth. I bury my hand in his hair, toss my head back, and coo happily as my nipple hardens between his lips.
Ian has me bend over and place my hands on the teacher's desk. He reaches around me and unbuttons my jeans. Soon, my jeans and panties are stretched around my thighs, and Ian is playing with my butt, squeezing my firm cheeks together.
"Spank me, Baby!"I beg.
"You got it!" Ian replies as he slaps my ass.
"Ah!" I grunt as I jerk forward. "Again! Harder!"
He strikes my other cheek, causing my pussy to dampen even further. Then, Ian surprises me by dropping to his knees. My eyes go wide and I let out a loud gasp as Ian buries his face in my wet box and starts eating me.
"Oh, Ian!"I coo.
This is so much better than getting fingered! I love a warm, wet tongue in my snatch. Ian eats me out for several minutes with his nose pressed against my bottom. Soon, my legs are shaking and my pussy juices are flowing freely as I cum loudly.
It's over. Ian and I take a minute to fix our clothes. He puts his penis back in his pants and zips up his jeans. I place my breasts back in my bra and lower my shirt. Then I pull up my pants and underwear before re-buttoning my jeans.
"Are you ever worried about us getting caught?" Ian wonders as we walk out of the classroom holding hands.
"Not really." I reply with a shrug. "I mean, lots of students do this. The teachers probably know, but lunch is a nice break time for them as well. As long as we don't really cause trouble, I don't think they care."



"Still, we could get in a lot of trouble if we got caught." he comments.
"We could." I agree. "Why, do you want to stop?"
"No!" Ian exclaims. "Definitely not!"
"I didn't think so." I smirk. "No one ever checks the classrooms during lunch, don't worry so much."
"I worry a lot." he admits.
"I've noticed." I respond before hip-checking him. "You should work on that."
"I will." Ian nods. "Thanks, Kayla."
"You're welcome, Handsome." I smile.
When Ian and I arrive at lunch, I'm in for a pleasant surprise. Hazel is in her seat with a smile on her face. No heavy breathing, no sex hair, just a perfectly straight ponytail. Good. I sit down with Ian and the two of us join the conversation.
After lunch, our group of nine all go our separate ways. It's amazing how big our group is now; me, Lexi, Hazel, Ashley, Marcia, Ian, Josh, Shawn, and Stephanie. I'm so lucky. In fact, I spend most of my afternoon classes texting with my Slut-sisters.
Kayla: No Dan today?
Hazel: I met up with him and told him I couldn't fuck him anymore.
Nicole: How did that go?
Hazel: Fine. He was sad, but understanding. Dan really isn't a bad guy.
Lexi: Please. All he cares about is getting as much pussy as possible.
Ashley: And Hazel taught him how to get more!
Hazel: I did, but I also taught him how to make a woman cum, how to care about her needs.
Marcia: I think you did a good thing, Hazel.
Hazel: Thank you :)
Nicole: How are you feeling Hazel? We texted this morning about Scott losing his phone.
Kayla: You know about the party, too? Right Nicole?
Nicole: Yes. I'm glad Hazel knows we're here for her now.
Hazel: I'm okay. Scott doesn't have a phone anymore, so I can't text him. :(
Ashley: Your parents fucking suck!
Hazel: That they do. I miss my brothers.
Marcia: They actually told you to never contact your brothers again?
Hazel: Yes, they did.
Lexi: Bullshit.
Nicole: Maybe they'll come around?
Hazel: I doubt it. They're moving to a different church because our pastor disagreed with them.
Kayla: Idiots.
I almost get caught texting, but fortunately I'm able to hide my phone under my notebook. The student beside me smirks at me when she realizes. I just laugh and shake my head. Then I resume texting with the Slut-sisters. I also text Daddy, Stacey, Stephanie, and Ian.
The school day ends. I kiss Lexi and Hazel goodbye before getting in my car alone. Then I drive to therapy. During my wait at Kasey's office, I play a game on my phone. Finally, I'm shown inside and sit down on the couch across from Kasey, my therapist.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey says with a smile. "How are you doing?"
"Good!" I answer. "I still think about the assault, but I'm happy. The relaxation techniques you taught me are really helpful."
"I'm glad." Kasey nods. "How was your week?"
"Fine." I reply with a shrug. "We actually talked with my friend Hazel this morning. She's in a better place now."
"Hazel is the one who is pregnant with your baby brother or sister?" Kasey asks.
"Yes." I answer.
"I'm glad she's doing better." Kasey replies. "I want to talk more about how you're dealing with the assault."
"It's tough." I sigh. "I mean, I know I'd be lost if I didn't have Daddy and my friends."
"Having a good support system in place can make all the difference." my therapist agrees. "Have you been having any nightmares?"
"No." I shake my head. "I haven't remembered any of my dreams for awhile."
"Okay, how has your anxiety been?" Kasey asks.
"Ups and downs." I shrug. "I keep remembering being naked and on my knees. I have flashbacks to Keith making me suck him, to tasting his blood in my mouth."
"Is there anything you can do when you're having these flashbacks that helps?" Kasey inquires.
"Spending time with my family and friends." I answer. "I keep thinking about how Lexi put herself between me and the gun. She shielded me."
"She loves you." Kasey replies. "It makes sense."
"She could have died!" I gasp as I start crying.
"Kayla, Kayla!" my therapist states firmly. "Breathe. Take a deep breath."
"Okay." I nod my head rapidly as the tears start flowing.
"Lexi is okay. You're okay." Kasey assures me. "Keith is in jail, he can't hurt you anymore."
"He made me suck him!" I wail as the emotions overwhelm me.
It takes Kasey a couple minutes to calm me down. I'm realizing just how much I need my family; my Slut-sisters and my Daddy. Right now, I want nothing more than for one of them to hold me and remind me that I'm okay, that I'm loved.
"Having such a great support system is amazing, Kayla." Kasey begins. "However, I think we need to look for ways for you to be able to relax when you're alone."
"I don't like being alone." I admit as I wipe my eyes with tissues. "I go to bed and fall right asleep, but as soon as I wake up I go to breakfast with everyone. Then I'm around people all day."
"Do you get emotional when you're alone in bed?" Kasey wonders.
"Sometimes, but I usually text people, or use the relaxation methods you taught me." I explain.
"Do you have trouble falling asleep?" Kasey asks.
"Not usually." I shake my head.
"Good." Kasey nods. "Let's go over another relaxation technique that should help you when your family and friends aren't around."
When therapy ends, I say goodbye to Kasey and get in my car. After driving home, I walk through the house to find Hazel and Lexi in the main living room. I lounge around with my girls until Daddy gets home. Then we go to dinner.
"How was your day, girls?" Daddy asks as he takes a bite of dinner.
"Fine." Lexi chirps.
"Not bad." Hazel answers. "I told Dan I won't sleep with him anymore."
"You two broke up?" Daddy wonders.
"We were never together!" Hazel insists. "But, yeah..."
"How was therapy, Kayla/" Daddy inquires, changing the subject.
"Fine." I reply. "I think Kasey thinks I suck at being alone."
"Do you?" Lexi asks.
"Maybe, yeah." I admit with a shrug before taking a sip of my drink.
"How was your day, Steven?" Hazel asks.
"Good. I heard from Detective McLorn." Daddy tells us.
"Don't you mean 'Sarah'?" Lexi suggests with a giggle.
"When are you gonna bone her?" Hazel wonders.
"I am not gonna bone her." Daddy rolls his eyes.
"It's okay with me if you do." Lexi says before popping a piece of broccoli in her mouth.
"Anyway," Daddy sighs, "she didn't have much new information. Keith isn't going anywhere, but David will be free until trial. The good news is that, even though the school had to agree to let him come to class, they don't have to let him go to school-sanctioned events."
"Meaning?" I ask in confusion.
"No Prom!" Hazel exclaims.
"Exactly." Daddy nods. "You won't have to see him there."
"Great!" Lexi shouts. "No one would have gone with the rapist asshole anyway."
"He probably still would have gone, if he could have." I roll my eyes.
"Probably." Daddy agrees. "Now, he can't."
"I'm surprised the detective is giving you so much information." I comment.
"I'm not." Hazel giggles. "She definitely wants to spread her legs for him."
"It's obvious." Lexi smirks.
"We do talk via our personal phones." Daddy admits.
"Get it, get it!" I cheer.
We tease Daddy for a little longer about Detective McLorn. Then we spend the rest of the meal chatting about random topics and otherwise enjoying our dinner. Hazel is laughing along with the rest of us. Our talk with her is definitely helping the tan girl.
Hazel lets us help her clean up, then the four of us go to the main living room and put on a movie. Lexi and I cuddle on the couch with Daddy while Hazel sits in her usual armchair. I smirk over at the long-haired girl as she sits sideways with her feet over one of the armrests and kicking in the air. I take out my phone and text Hazel privately. Hazel pulls out her own phone and smiles.
Kayla: Looking good. ;)
Hazel: Why, thank you!
Kayla: You look lonely.
Hazel: You look horny.
Kayla: I am! What are you gonna do about it?
Hazel: What would you like me to do?
Kayla: It involves your tongue between my legs. ;)
Hazel: Tell you what, I'll eat you out, but you have to fuck me with a strap-on.
Kayla: Deal!
Hazel: Then get your pretty, little ass over here!
I smirk and put my phone away. Standing up, I sashay over to the armchair. Then I lean over and shove my tongue in Hazel's mouth. She buries a hand in my hair as we kiss passionately. I hear Lexi giggling in the background.
"That looks like fun." Daddy comments.
He's right, it is fun. My hand finds Hazel's boob and squeezes. The tan girl moans into my mouth as she runs her tongue along mine. We continue kissing for a couple minutes, then I pull my friend to her feet and smile at her. The two of us turn and see Lexi with her head in Daddy's lap.
"We're gonna go to my room." I say confidently as I take Hazel's hand.
"Have fun!" Daddy says as he hold Lexi by the hair and fucks her face.
"Oh, we will." I smirk as I lead Hazel from the room.
What follows is one amazing evening. Hazel and I make out as we rip each others clothes off. Once we're naked, I lay on my back and spread my legs, inviting Hazel to get a good look at my vulva. Hazel climbs up on the bed, her eyes locked on mine as the tan girl creeps along the bed on her hands and knees.
Hazel eats me out to a great orgasm. Then I get into the strap-on harness and fuck Hazel doggystyle. It really is a lot of fun to fuck a girl from behind while spanking her and pulling her hair. Hazel's long ponytail is very easy to hold on to.
Once I fuck Hazel's brains out, she asks if she can try using the strap-on. Of course, I say yes. Then I help Hazel buckle herself into the sex toy. I end up on my hands and knees, taking it from behind until I scream.
Hazel and I make love all night. After tossing the sex toy aside, we start tribbing. I moan loudly when Hazel buries her face in my cleavage and motorboats my titties. Then I suck on her nipple while we grind our clits together. After that, we sixty-nine. I cum all over Hazel's face while lapping up her sweet nectar.
After cleaning up, Hazel and I climb into bed together naked. We play on our phones for a little while before plugging them in to charge for the night. I lay my head on Hazel's small breast as she runs her fingers through my hair. That's how I fall asleep.
I shut off my alarm Thursday morning. It doesn't wake Hazel, who is still fast asleep. Feeling mischievous, I slurp one of Hazel's nipples into my mouth and start sucking on the little nub. My tall friend starts to squirm when I flick her nipple with my tongue.
"Mm, Kayla!" Hazel mumbles as she turns away from me and tries to conceal her breasts with her hands. "I'm sleeping!"
"Well, time to wake up!" I giggle as I reach beneath the covers to grab Hazel's bum.
"Ah!" Hazel squeals as she pulls away from me. "Leave me alone!"
"No, thank you." I laugh as I wrap an arm around Hazel and pull her close.
Hazel is awake now. The tan girl turns to face me and lunges. She and I end up having a tickle fight. I screech and kick my legs when Hazel goes for my feet. They are very ticklish, and Hazel knows it! The covers fly off of us as we wrestle naked on my bed.
Twenty minutes later, Hazel and I are dressed in panties and robes as we laugh our way to the dining room. Daddy and Lexi are already here, serving themselves breakfast. I sit down with Hazel, then the four of us start eating.
Time for school. Since I don't have therapy, I drive to school with Lexi and Hazel. When we arrive, the three of us chat with Ashley and Marcia before homeroom. Both girls are still having trouble with their parents; Ashley has a shouting match with her parents regarding staying over at the mansion on prom night. Fortunately, Marcia and Ashley's parents are still reluctantly giving their permission.
We all exchange hugs before going to our homerooms. I exchange a few texts with various people during homeroom, then I start my morning classes. All my classes have one thing in common; we talk about finals. Ugh, not looking forward to it. Still, last final exams of high school!
When the last morning class ends, I meet up with Ian in our unused classroom and get down on my knees. Ian cums in my mouth, and I happily swallow. Then he puts a hand up my skirt and fingers me to a very nice orgasm.
The nine of us talk about Prom during lunch. It comes up that Stephanie doesn't have any real prom plans. We can't get her a date, but we do invite her to come in the limousine with us. Stephanie also agrees to come to the mansion after Prom and stay over. Great!
I'm leaving AP Calculus with Stephanie, the one class I share with her, when it happens. I hear a loud scream coming from around the corner. Various students, including Stephanie and I, take off running. When we round the corner we see Kelsey crouched down with her hands over her head. Backing away from her with his hands raised, is David.
"No, no, no, no, no, no!" Kelsey blubbers as she shakes her head back and forth.
"What the fuck did you do to her?!" I screech as I run up to David.
"You piece of shit!" Stephanie shouts. "Did you touch her?"
"N-nothing!" he insists as he backs up against the locker. "I didn't touch her!"
"Yeah, right!" one guy snarls. "We all heard what you did!"
"I didn't do anything!" David exclaims.
"Please, don't touch me anymore!" Kelsey whimpers.
"Fucking asshole!" I snarl as I take a step forward and slam my knee into David's crotch.
I take a step back as David groans. The rapist piece of shit grabs his crotch as he drops to his knees and lowers his head to protect himself. Despite seeing red, I do notice out of my corner of eye that a couple of nearby guys wince at the sight of David on his knees, cradling his bruised balls.
"What's going on here?" a teacher's loud voice calls out.
Students step aside to make room as a middle aged woman approaches the scene. She looks at Kelsey cowering in the corner with Stephanie trying to help her, at David, then at me standing over him. A few people start talking over each other, explaining certain events.
"Young lady?" the teacher asks as she stands over Kelsey. "Kelsey? Did he touch you?"
"He grabbed my arm!" Kelsey manages to gasp out.
"No, I didn't!" David wheezes.
"Yes, you did! I saw you!" a male student insists.
"She kicked me!" David snaps, pointing at me.
"No, she didn't!" one nearby girl states.
"Yeah, she never touched him!" another student shouts from the back.
"We'll all swear to it, Mrs. Beam." says a blonde of average height. Katie.
Even the Valedictorian is putting her neck out for me. I look around and see nothing but supportive faces. And David, grimacing, but fuck him! He visibly deflates at the sea of angry faces glaring back at him.
"Okay, everyone not involved, please leave." the teacher says loudly. "David, Kelsey, Kayla, come with me."
Mrs. Beam tries to help Kelsey to her feet, but Kelsey shrieks, pulling away from her violently. Stephanie steps in, kneeling and putting her arm around Kelsey. Kelsey just melts into her, shaking with uncontrollable sobs. After a couple minutes, Stephanie manages to coax Kelsey to her feet. Even as we all walk through the halls, Kelsey clings to Stephanie like a life preserver in a storm.
Kelsey, Stephanie, David, and I immediately shown to the Dean's waiting room with the teacher. Mrs. Beam starts talking to the Dean when he comes out, explaining what she knows. The Dean looks pissed as the story continues. He listens with his arms folded as he glances among the four of us.
"Okay, I'm gonna speak to you one at a time." the Dean says. "Please have Kayla and David wait outside. Kelsey, please come with me."
"Okay, Kelsey, you need to let go of Stephanie." Mrs. Beam says.
Kelsey shakes her head and clings to Stephanie when Mrs. Beam tries to separate the two girls. The Dean soon approaches and also indicates that Kelsey needs to stand up. Kelsey just sobs into Stephanie's shoulder. Stephanie shows great strength as she stares the Dean down.
"You made us walk the halls with that trash every single day!" Stephanie hisses at the Dean. "Now? Now, you want to pull her away from the only person she'll let touch her right now? Try it! Just, try it. We'll see how much longer you have the board's support when we start talking to every bored reporter we can find!"
"Okay." the Dean sighs. "Okay. You can both come in."
I wait outside with the teacher and the rapist. The Dean is in with Kelsey and Stephanie for quite sometime before he walks out with the distraught girl. Kelsey has her arms crossed over her chest and is looking down at her feet as she cries. Stephanie has a n arm around the Spanish girl and is cooing softly to her.
"Please have my assistant escort Kelsey and Stephanie to the nurse's office." the Dean says.
The Dean stays with us as Mrs. Beam escorts Kelsey and Stephanie out of the room. She returns a few minutes later without the girls. Mrs. Beam gives me a look, both of support and exhaustion. Then, the Dean brings David into his office while the teacher stays with me.
The assistant Dean returns just in time for David to be brought out. The Dean whispers to his assistant before David is taken away. The Dean actually sighs when he looks at me, then finally calls me into his office.
"What happened?" the Dean asks.
"I heard a scream." I begin with a deep breath. "I ran around the corner and saw Kelsey on the floor. David was standing over her. I knew the rapist touched her again. So, I got between them."
"David says you kicked him." the Dean comments.
"David says a lot of things." I say with a shrug. "I've found that most of them aren't true."
"Nothing gives you the right to assault another student." the Dean states firmly.
"Nothing gives you the right to allow a rapist to walk these halls." I retort. "Nothing gives you the right to force a rape victim to walk past her attacker every day!"
"So, you admit you kicked him?" the Dean asks.
"I have no idea what you're talking about." I reply.
The Dean looks at me with anger in his face. Suddenly, he lets out a sigh as the anger melts away, exhaustion replacing it. He places his elbows on the desk and rests his chin on his folded hands as he looks at me with consideration.
"You swear you didn't' kick him?" the Dean inquires.
"I have never treated someone in a manner they did not deserve." I reply, not actually lying.
"Good." he smirks after staring at me for another minute. "Then, I see no reason to punish you."
"Thank you, Sir." I say with an approving nod.
I'm given a note for my next teacher, excusing me for being tardy. Then I make my way to my next class. My heart is hammering in my chest as I text the Sluts, filling them in on all recent events. They're suitably in shock. They also make sure to support me. I love them. I love them all.
The rest of the day drags. I only have a couple classes to get through, but they seem to take forever. Finally, I'm free for the day. I leave the school building and head out to the car, that's where I meet up with Stephanie.
"Kayla!" Stephanie exclaims as she runs up and hugs me.
"Stephanie!" I shriek as I hug her back. "Where's Kelsey?"
"Her parents came to pick her up and take her home." Stephanie explains when the hug breaks.
"Is she okay?" I wonder.
"No." Stephanie shakes her head. "She's not."
"Do you know what happened?" I ask.
"Yes." Stephanie says. "David approached her and grabbed her arm. He tried to tell her that nothing happened at the party, that she should tell the police that he didn't do anything."
"He was trying to convince her not to testify!" I gasp.
"Exactly." she nods. "Kelsey isn't stupid though, she knows she needs to testify."



"Good!" I exclaim.
"Yeah..." Stephanie trails off.
"Do you wanna come over?" I offer.
"I should probably get home." she admits. "Spend some time with my mom."
"Okay, I understand." I reply.
Stephanie and I wait a couple minutes for Lexi and Hazel. The two girls immediately hug me as they start insulting David and asking about Kelsey. Stephanie repeats the story for them. A few minutes later, Stephanie makes her exit. Then Hazel, Lexi, and I get in the car and drive home.
The three of us head to the main living room and take out our homework. I'm so distracted, I can't concentrate. I take out my phone and text Daddy, telling him what happens. He offers to leave work early, but I tell him it's okay that he stays.
"You okay, Kayla?" Lexi asks as she puts down her pencil.
"Not really." I mumble.
"Do you want to talk?" Hazel wonders.
"Not much to talk about." I say. "David's a piece of shit, I'm worried about Kelsey, and I just want the two rapists convicted."
"Trials can take a long time." Lexi sighs.
"Yeah, I know." I nod. "I think I'm gonna try something my therapist suggested."
"Oh?" Hazel inquires.
"Yeah," I answer, "Kasey suggested that I learn how to handle alone time. I'm gonna head to the gym and run."
"Okay, Kayla." Lexi says. "We're here if you need us."
"Thank you." I reply.
After putting my books into my backpack, I drop it off in my bedroom. Then I change into a black and red sports bra, black shorts, and a pair of sneakers. Pulling back my raven locks, I place them into a ponytail as I walk down the hall, toward the home gym.
I put earbuds in and start some music playing on my phone. Soon, I'm jogging at a steady pace on the treadmill. Kasey is right; this is incredibly relaxing. My young body is glistening with sweat as I lose myself in the sounds of the music and the runner's high I'm experiencing.
I do what Kasey tells me; I let thoughts come, then I let them go. David, Keith, Kelsey, Stephanie. Several times, bad thoughts and memories threaten to overwhelm me, but I manage to let them go. I may be alone physically, but I'm never alone in my heart. I'm loved.
I'm not sure how long I'm running for. I don't stop. I am in great shape and have incredible endurance. I also know how to pace myself. As I'm contemplating my life, I hear a loud voice. A familiar voice that pulls me back to the moment.
"Kayla?" Daddy calls out loudly.
"Daddy!" I exclaim when I stop the treadmill and pull out an earbud. "What are you doing home?"
"I know you said not to come home early." Daddy sighs. He's dressed in his suit from work. "I just worry about you. Sorry for going against your wishes, but I needed to see you."
"Thank you, Daddy." I say sincerely as I step off the treadmill and give him a hug.
"Anytime, baby girl." he replies as he places a hand on my bare, lower back.
"D-do you ever think about Mommy?" I ask in a small voice as I remove my other earbud.
"Every single day." Daddy answers as he kisses the top of my head.
"I miss her." I mumble.
"I miss her, too." he says with a sigh. "I constantly wonder if she'd approve of what we're doing."
"You mean you sticking your cock in me?" I wonder with a smirk.
"Yeah..." Daddy trails off.
"I think Mommy would be happy that we have each other." I answer carefully.
"Do you ever think we should stop?" Daddy asks me.
"Never." I breathe as I shake my head slowly. "Never, never, never."
"You really want to keep doing this forever?" he questions.
"You don't?" I ask nervously as I stay in his arms, afraid of his answer.
"I love you, Kayla." Daddy whispers as his large hand lightly caresses my face. "I never want to stop, I'm just scared. Most people wouldn't approve of what we're doing."
"Most people are idiots." I shrug.
"I suppose." he laughs. "I'm just glad everyone in our life is okay with it."
"Your forty years old, and you regularly bone eighteen year old high school students." I say. "You have two girlfriends, and a ton of sexual partners. Adding your daughter to the list isn't that crazy!"
"You might be right." Daddy concedes.
"Now," I whisper as I look up into Daddy's sexy green eyes, "I could use some Daddy dick."
"I hope you know you never have to do this." he says. "I love you with all of my heart. Whether we're having sex or not."
"Saying that just makes me want you more." I reply as I sink to my knees.
Daddy doesn't respond. He just watches me, his breathing heavy as I work his belt buckle. Once his belt is out of the way, I unbutton his pants and pull down his zipper. I lick my lips as I reach up with both hands and grab Daddy's waistband. Then I yank down his pants and boxers, exposing a huge, hard cock.
"Oh, Daddy!" I coo. "You're so big! And hard!"
"You make me hard, baby girl." he replies in a soft voice.
"Hard for your daughter?" I whisper as I start giving him a handjob. "Dirty man!"
"Hard for a beautiful, young woman." Daddy corrects me.
"Whatever." I roll my eyes and smirk as I lean forward and slap my face with his cock.
I spend a couple minutes playing with Daddy's dick. In addition to slapping myself in the face with it, I lick and kiss the tip, I massage his balls while stroking him, all while cooing up at him about how big and hard he is. Only when he's throbbing in my grasp do I lean forward and inhale a mouthful of Daddy dick.
"Kayla!" he hisses as he holds my head in both hands.
I want to deep throat him. So badly. Sadly, I can't. I bob my head on the top half of Daddy as he holds my face, his fingers caressing my skin as he tosses his head back and moans. I do my best to suck like a good girl; my cheeks cave in, my hand cradles his balls, my tongue lashes the underside of his shaft as I make the sexiest sucking noises.
My ponytail flails in the air as I give head. Daddy keeps one hand on my face as his other reaches lower. His right hand slips into my sports bra and cups my left titty. I reach my hand up his chest, clawing at his shirt as he rolls my nipple between his fingers.
"I need to be inside you, Honey." Daddy gasps urgently.
"Oh yeah?" I ask as I take his cock out of my mouth and press it against my face. "You gonna shove your big dick up my tiny, little pussy?"
"Fuck, yes!" he hisses.
"I want you to make me scream, Daddy!" I beg.
He can't resist; he lunges at me. I squeal as Daddy tackles me and gets on top of me. He trails kisses all along my neck as I wrap my strong legs around him. He reaches between us and starts rubbing me between my legs, making me moan.
"How do you want me, baby girl?" Daddy asks as he sucks on my neck.
"I want it from behind!" I husk.
Daddy sits up and grabs my hips. I let out a happy squeak as he flips me onto my stomach on the floor of our home gym. Seconds later, Daddy pulls me onto my knees. I rest on my elbows as I breathe heavily and mentally prepare for sex.
My own father reaches into the back of my shorts and yanks them down with my panties. Daddy squeezes my butt, making me giggle as I feel my shorts and underwear stretched around my thighs. I toss my ponytail onto my back as Daddy gets into position and begins pushing himself inside of me.
"Oh God, yes! Daddy!" I moan.
"You feel so good, baby girl." he husks as my labia spread around his shaft, my vaginal muscles gripping him tight.
"Fuck me!" I beg wantonly. "Fuck me hard!"
Daddy slaps my ass before grabbing my ponytail and yanking my head back. I let out a keening moan as my dad fucks my brains out. My back is arching, toes curling in my sneakers as Daddy rails me with his massive tool.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" I ask, my eyes scrunched shut and mouth hanging open.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla." Daddy replies as he holds my ponytail tightly.
I'm so wet. I can feel my juices running down my legs. It isn't long before my vagina starts to spasm. I'm cumming. Daddy spanks me. He yanks my ponytail, causing a wonderful tingling sensation in my scalp. I cum again. Oh God, I'm cumming so much!
"Fuck me! Fuck me, Daddy!" I squeal. "Daddy fucks me so well! FUCK!"
I can hear Daddy grunting as he thrusts. Soon, he releases my hair so he can push my sports bra up with both hands. As soon as my big tits fall free, Daddy grabs them in both hands. He squeezes my mammary glands and uses them as handholds to fuck me.
I lose the ability to think coherently as I start screaming my pretty, little head off. Daddy's cock is so big, it fills up every inch of my tiny cunt. Oh God, he's so deep in me! I cum again. I feel him throb inside me, I feel his fingertips around the large orbs dangling from my chest.
"Getting close, Honey!" Daddy warns as he releases my breasts and grabs my hips.
"Oh, are you gonna cum in me, Daddy?" I coo as I push my ass back to meet his thrusts. "Are you gonna fill your slutty daughter with your hot love?"
"Yes!" he hisses in response. He's squeezing my hips so tightly, he's grunting with every thrust.
"Cum inside me!" I scream. "I want it, I want it, I want it!"
"Don't stop, don't stop!" he gasps. "You feel so good!"
"Please cum in me, Daddy!" I coo. "I love your hot cum! I want to feel it dripping out of me! Oh God, please cum! Cum for Kayla!"
"Oh God, fuck!" Daddy groans as he buries himself to the hilt.
He has a tight grip on my hips as I feel his body shudder. Each shudder corresponds with a rope of cum being shot into me. I throw my head back and gasp as I have another orgasm. Fuck, I love the feel of a man pumping warm cum into me.
"Daddy." I whisper as he eases his cock out of me. I can feel my labia close up, trapping his seed within me.
"Kayla." he replies.
I sit up and reach for my shorts and panties. I pull my pants back up before putting my breasts back into my sports bra. Then I turn around and see Daddy buckling his belt again. He looks down at me and smiles softly.
"Hope you enjoyed." Daddy smirks.
"You fucked the shit out of me!" I giggle as I curl my legs beneath my body and smile up at Daddy.
"Good girl." he says as he reaches out to lightly caress my cheek.
Daddy and I walk to the bedrooms holding hands. He pecks my lips, making me smile. While Daddy heads into the master bedroom to change, I go to my private bathroom and strip down. After a quick shower, I dress in pajamas and meet up with Daddy. The two of us go to the dining room for dinner.
Lexi, Hazel, Daddy, and I all sit down together for a nice meal. We chat about the day and find out that Stacey is doing pretty well. I also give the full story about Kelsey and David. Daddy rolls his eyes while hearing about David. I agree, my ex-boyfriend is such a loser.
After dinner, we take our usual positions in the main living room and start a television show. Lexi and I snuggle up beside Daddy; his arms are around us as we rest our hands on his chest. Hazel smirks over at us from her spot in the armchair.
At one point, Lexi gets horny, so she fishes out Daddy's cock. Hazel and I continue watching television as Lexi sucks away. Daddy enjoys a twenty minute blowjob before finally tensing up and blowing his load down Lexi's throat. I love this family.
Bedtime. All four of us exchange hugs and kisses. Lexi and Daddy enter the master bedroom while Hazel and I each go into our respective bedrooms. I strip down to my birthday suit and take a picture of myself in my full-length mirror. I send the picture to Ian and wish him a good night.
Friday. Finally. I wake up and go through my morning routine. Breakfast with Daddy, Lexi, and Hazel, then off to school. Chat with the Slut-sisters, then homeroom. Travel to and from my morning classes reveal that David and Kelsey are both missing today. I don't care about David, but I'm worrying about Kelsey.
I get down on my knees before lunch. After enjoying my afternoon protein snack, I walk with Ian to the cafeteria. The nine of us talk abut how excited we are for Prom tomorrow. We're also all really looking forward to the after party. I think even Josh and Shawn realize there's gonna be lots of sex!
During my afternoon classes, I get as much homework done as possible. I'm going to make sure I can enjoy my Memorial Day weekend. We have so many fun things to do. I text a bit, but mostly I put my head down and study.
The school day ends, it's the weekend! Lexi, Hazel, and I drive back to the mansion. We finish our homework in about an hour, then decide to swim before dinner. Since it's just the three of us, we don't see a reason to wear bathing suits.
Daddy comes home to find the three of us girls skinny dipping. I sigh audibly when Hazel covers her breasts with her arm. Daddy then turns around so that Hazel can get out of the pool and put on a robe. I hate that the two of them aren't intimate anymore.
Lexi and I climb out of the pool naked. We towel off with no shame, not caring at all that Daddy can see our tits and asses. In fact, I love that he's looking at me. I actually do agree with Hazel; it's so great being young and hot.
Once we're all dressed in robes, we head inside for dinner. Daddy reminds us that he's gonna help Stacey's friend move into her apartment on Sunday. He also mentions the big cookout for Memorial Day. We tell him that everyone's parents are coming to the mansion to take pictures and send everyone off to Prom.
Friday evening, the night before Prom, the four of us relax and watch television. It's getting late, and we're almost ready to call it a night. We're in our usual configuration, and I am resting my head on Daddy's shoulder. That's when my phone rings.
"Hello?" I say after answering.
"Kayla!" a hysterical female voice calls out.
"Stephanie?" I ask. "What's wrong?"
"It's Kelsey!" Stephanie cries. "She's in the hospital!"
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-Witty
*
~Marcia~
I wake up Saturday morning to the sound of my phone alarm. Yup, I have an alarm for Saturday. Usually, I don't. I prefer to sleep in on weekends. I'm more of a morning person than Hazel, but it's still nice to be able to wake up on my own two days a week. However, today is different. It's Prom day!
After shutting off my alarm, I throw my covers off my body. I'm wearing a t-shirt and a pair of panties. I let out a girlish giggle as I excitedly wiggle my body in bed. Prom! Eek! This is gonna be a night I'll remember for the rest of my life.
Feeling frisky, I hook my thumbs into my panties and lift my ass so I can slide my underwear off. Then I reach into my bedside table and pull out one of my vibrators. I switch on the small, pink sex toy as I slide it between my legs.
"Mm." I moan while pushing my head into the pillow and biting my lower lip.
I slide the vibrator through my wet labia, coating the sex toy in my feminine nectar. Thinking about Steven, I place the vibrator on my clit. Oh fuck, this feels so good. The little sex toy is buzzing on my clit, making me moan and squirm.
"Oh, Steven!" I gasp as I imagine him thrusting into me, claiming me as his own.
With my free hand, I pull my shirt up over my breasts, exposing my hard nipples. My thin shirt bunches up beneath my armpits as I grab my own boob and squeeze. I arch my back as my tongue snakes out to run along my lip.
Switching off the vibrator, I bring it to my mouth and start sucking my own juices from the small sex toy. I imagine sucking on Shawn while Steven fucks me. Mm, two dicks at once. This is my first time fantasizing about taking multiple cocks.
Steven and Shawn. Both guys hard for me. Only for me. Their manly grunts of exertion as they use my tight, young body. Me on my hands and knees as I enjoy a spit-roast. Oh God, yes! My toes start to curl as I think about one dick in my mouth and another in my cunt. The vibrator is on again, it's between my legs as it buzzes my clit.
"Fuck me harder!" I coo.
I flip onto my hands and knees and push the vibrator beneath my body and between my legs. With my naked ass in the air, I buck my hips against the sex toy. I think about two, strong, handsome men pumping cum into my body.
"Ah, cumming!" I squeak as I bite my lower lip to try and keep quiet. "I'm cumming!"
Collapsing onto my belly, I let out a loud breath into my pillow. I can feel my dark, sweaty hair clinging to my face as I pant heavily. A smile of contentment crosses my face as I lay on my bed and bask in the aftermath. Nothing beats a great orgasm.
Eventually, I realize I have to move. I put on pajamas and pocket my vibrator. Then I make my way to the family bathroom. Fortunately, my parents aren't up this early, so the only bathroom in the house is vacant.
Once I get naked, I step back and admire myself in the bathroom mirror. Dark hair framing an adorable face, large breasts dangling from my chest, a perfectly flat stomach; yeah, I'm definitely a nice piece of ass. I'm gonna blow Shawn's mind tonight.
After cleaning my vibrator, I sit on the toilet to pee. Then I turn on the shower and test the water temperature with my hand. Stepping beneath the spray, I tilt my head back and sigh happily as the hot water hits my sensitive skin.
I take a nice, long, hot shower. I shave my legs, pussy, and underarms, making sure my body is completely hairless for tonight. I soap up my tight, young body as steam swirls around the shower stall. Then I let the spray wash the suds away.
I'm clean, but I choose to stay in the hot water and enjoy it for awhile longer. I contemplate my life as I enjoy my shower. I'm the shy, quiet girl; everyone knows it. I don't talk that much. Even my relatives comment at family events about how quiet I am. Yet, I can be a wanton slut in the bedroom. I love it.
My parents will never understand. They still think their little girl is a virgin, despite hearing about some of the things that go on at Kayla's mansion. I am actually in shock myself; so much is different now. The hook up at Kayla's birthday pool party is the beginning of my transformation into a true Slut-sister.
I dry off before dressing in pajamas. Then I make my way to the kitchen and pop some bread into the toaster for breakfast. I pour myself a glass of orange juice and sit down at the kitchen table with my buttered toast. I'm eating when my mom walks in.
"Good morning, Marcia!" Mom says in a friendly voice.
"Morning, Mom." I reply. "Where's Dad?"
"Still in the bedroom." Mom answers as she putters around the kitchen. "He's giving us a chance to chat privately."
"Oh." I frown. She wants to talk again. Great. This is gonna suck.
Mom just smiles at me before turning and starting coffee brewing. I rehearse my story about being a virgin in my head as Mom prepares her breakfast. When it's ready, Mom sits across from me at the table.
"So." Mom says as she lets out a breath.
"So?" I ask, giving her a look indicating for her to follow up.
"Are you excited for Prom?" she inquires.
"Yes!" I breathe. "I can't wait! I'm gonna go to Kayla's after lunch to get ready with the girls."
"Right. The mansion. "Mom states while giving me a stern look. "You know I really don't approve of one of your friends dating a middle-aged man."
"We've been over this, Mom." I reply with an eye roll.
"Don't roll your eyes at me." Mom admonishes. "And yes, I know we've talked about this before. We agreed you wouldn't go over there anymore."
"Then Kayla and Lexi got kidnapped!" I exclaim. "I had to see them!"
"I know, I know." Mom sighs. "What happened to them was terrible, and I'm glad they're okay. I just am not sure if you should be going over there."
"Mom!" I whine loudly. "You said I could stay over tonight!"
"I know I did." Mom says as she raises her hands. "I'm just scared."
"Of what?" I wonder.
"Lexi is dating a much older man, Kayla's been raped, Hazel's pregnant, there were rapes of those other girls you go to school with, the trial." Mom nervously says. "So many girls your age are having sex, and I just, I'm scared, okay? I don't want anything bad to happen to you."
"Nothing is gonna happen to me." I insist. I'm glad Mom doesn't know about Kelsey being in the hospital. "Everyone at the mansion loves and cares about me. I'll be safe."
"Are you a virgin?" Mom asks for the hundredth time.
"I told you, I am!" I hiss. "When will you stop asking?"
"When you stop lying!" she snarls.
"What makes you think I'm lying?" I retort. "I even unlocked my phone so you could go through it! Which, by the way, you had no right to do!"
"I had every right!" Mom responds. "I pay for that phone!"
"Whatever." I roll my eyes as I cross my arms over my chest.
The joys of being an only child, I'm constantly the center of attention. I suppose in some ways it's a good thing, although I hate being the center of attention. My parents are so protective, and I get it, it's out of love, but I'm eighteen! I'm an adult!
"I don't want to fight with you, Marcia." she says, not commenting on the eye roll this time. "I love you."
"I love you, too." I reply, my eyes down.
"I know you think I'm just some overprotective old lady." Mom begins. "But, I remember what it's like to be your age."
I slowly lift my head and look across the table at my mother. I'm surprised by the way she's looking at me. This time, it isn't with judgment and disappointment, but understanding and compassion. I wonder what's different now. I indicate for Mom to continue.
"I always planned to wait until my wedding night to have sex, I thought it was the right thing to do." Mom says. "Then I met a very nice boy. He was so sweet; he brought me flowers, he took me out to romantic restaurants, I thought it was love."
"Then what happened?" I ask, leaning forward.
"I had very strict parents, including a father who made it clear that there would be hell to pay if I had sex before marriage." Mom takes a deep breath before continuing. "So, I ended up having my first time in the back seat of a car when I was eighteen."
"How was that?" I ask.
"Uncomfortable." Mom smirks. "My legs spread in the back seat with a guy on top of me. My head cramped up against the door. Every thrust made my head bang into the car door."
"Dad was kind of a selfish lover then, wasn't he?" I say, shaking my head.
"No." she sighs. "It wasn't your father. No, that guy dumped me once he got what he wanted. Decided he could do better than the cute, shy girl. Turns out, he was right. He ended up taking the head cheerleader to Prom."
"Ouch." I reply. "I'm sorry."
"I thought it was true love." Mom tells me. "Turns out, it wasn't. Things got worse after that."
"Oh?" I inquire.
"Yes." she nods. "I went to college. My first taste of freedom. I did a lot of things I'm not proud of. Went to parties, and well, you definitely don't want to imagine the way the shy wallflower let loose."
"You can tell me." I answer, completely in shock that my mother is actually having an open and honest conversation with me. "You know, if you want."
"I gave a lot of blowjobs." Mom confirms. "In cars, in the stairwell of a college building, in dorm rooms, at parties."
"Okay." I nod.
"And, I had a lot of sex." she says. "A lot. I did more things I'm not proud of. I got drunk, I did stupid things that I was ashamed of when I woke up. I drank to push down the shame, which led to more stupid things... I couldn't control it. It's why I don't drink anymore."
"You're an alcoholic?!" I exclaim loudly.
"I am." Mom admits as she lets out a breath. "You must have noticed that your father and I never drink? That there's no alcohol in the house?"
"I've noticed." I confirm.
"There's a lot I did that I don't even remember. I've woken up missing clothes on several occasions." Mom says.
"Did you ever think that maybe your father being so overprotective is part of what drove you to do things you didn't really want to?" I suggest. "You know, letting loose just to prove to yourself that you could."
"Maybe." Mom admits with a sigh. "I definitely wouldn't have experimented with group sex sober."
"Wow." I whisper, eyes wide. It's hard to imagine my mother doing such things.
"Those guys didn't care about me. At all." she states. "They just wanted a willing hole to stick it in."
"Ouch." I wince.
"Yeah." Mom agrees. "Anyway, why am I telling you this? Because you used to tell me everything, Marcia. I remember you coming home from school every day, so excited to tell me about your day. Now? Now, I barely get two words from you. I'm scared. I'm scared that you will do things you'll regret."
"Maybe I will." I acknowledge. "Isn't that part of growing up? Falling, and learning to get back up again?"
"I suppose it is." she reluctantly admits.
"So, you were just afraid I'd follow in your footsteps, or worse? Is Dad the same way?" I ask, finally understanding Mom better.
"Oh, no; your father wants you to remain a dateless virgin until he dies. Maybe later." Mom chuckles.
"And you?" I inquire.
"I just want you to be happy, Marcia." she smiles. "And I don't want you to get hurt."
"Everyone at the mansion loves me, Mom." I insist. "We all mean the world to each other, and would never purposely do anything to cause each other pain."
"I'm gonna ask you this one more time," Mom says as she places her folded hands on the table and looks at me, "are you a virgin?"
"No," I shake my head, "I'm not."
"I see." Mom lets out a deep breath. "Did you have sex with Kayla's father?"
"Yes." I whisper.
"He's over twenty years older than you. For you to give your virginity to him..." she comments.
"He wasn't my first." I interject. "He was the first to truly care about me, all of me, very much."
"He has a girlfriend." Mom adds.
"Who knows about everything." I confirm. "I didn't do anything behind Lexi's back."
"And you plan to have sex with your Prom date tonight?" she wonders.
"Probably, yes." I confirm with a nod.
"Okay." Mom sighs.
"Okay?" I ask.
"If you can promise me that you'll be more open and honest with me, I won't object to you going to the mansion." Mom vows.
"Really?!" I exclaim in shock.
"Yes, really." she smiles. "Just please, be safe."
"I will, Mom." I nod.
"Are you on the pill?" she wonders.
"Yes." I nod.
"Smart girl." Mom grins.
With the floodgates open, Mom and I talk. I mean, we really talk, for the first time in years. She tells me about meeting Dad for the first time, about her first time making love, really making love, with a man. My father. I tell her about my first time, about blowing Ron at that amusement park. I even mention the one night stand at Kayla's birthday pool party.
Then, I finally tell her the big secret. I tell her about my Slut-sisters. Mom winces at the name, but I explain about our unconditional love and support for each other. How it's not just about sex, it's about us, and our ability to love each other no matter what. She's shocked that I'm bisexual, but doesn't judge me. In fact, she seems to show some relief when she finally accepts how much I'm loved.
"I wish I'd had your support system back when I was in college." Mom sighs. "You're really happy right now?"
"I am very happy, Mom." I insist.
"Then, I'll handle your father." she promises. "You have fun at Prom."
"I'll give you all the details after!" I smile.
"Well, maybe not all the details." Mom smirks.
"Okay, sorry." I reply with a giggle.
"Now, if you'll excuse me," Mom begins as she stands up, "since we're being open and honest, I don't need to hide it anymore; I'm gonna head back to my room and get some dick."
"Enjoy, Mom!" I smirk.
"Oh, I will." she responds.
~Kayla~
Today is the day of my Senior Prom. I should be getting ready right now. Instead, it's first thing in the morning and I'm sitting in my car. I start the engine and pull out of our massive driveway. Then I'm off to the hospital to visit Kelsey.
When I arrive at the hospital, I pull out my phone and text Stephanie. She lets me know where she is, and I get out of my car. Then I enter the hospital and look around until I see the dark-haired girl with the huge boobs. I immediately walk over to her.
"Stephanie!" I exclaim.
"Kayla!" Stephanie replies as she rushes up to me and hugs me.
"How's Kelsey?" I ask.
"Not well." my friend sighs. "She's on suicide watch."
"Oh, my God!" I gasp as I clap my hands over my mouth. "Did she try to hurt herself?"
"No." Stephanie shakes her head. "They're just afraid she will."
"Is she alone?" I wonder.
"She's with her parents, they said we could come up." she answers. "Kelsey's older sister just left."
"Okay, lead the way." I nod.
Stephanie leads me into the elevator and presses the button for the appropriate floor. I don't like hospitals. They make me think of Mommy, and not in a good way. Daddy coming home after the hospital, without her. Him telling me she's never coming home.
I shake my head to clear it as the elevator arrives at the right floor. Stephanie knows Kelsey's room number, so I let her lead me to the room. We knock and are told to come in. Kelsey is laying in a hospital bed with a middle aged Spanish couple standing over her. Shockingly, Kelsey doesn't have a roommate.
"Hi, Stephanie." Kelsey's mom says.
"Hello." Stephanie replies. "This is Kayla."
"Nice to meet you." I respond. "Sorry it's under these circumstances."
"Pleasure to meet you, Kayla." Kelsey's dad nods. "Honey, why don't we give them some privacy?"
"Okay." her mom nods nervously before turning to Kelsey. "We'll be right outside if you need us."
"Thanks, Mom." Kelsey says in a small voice.
Kelsey's parents make their exit. Stephanie and I each find a chair and pull it up to beside Kelsey's bed. We sit down and try and comfort the distraught girl with our presence. Kelsey just stares at the wall with a dead look in her eyes.
"How are you feeling?" I ask softly.
"I wish I was dead!" Kelsey wails as tears form in her eyes.
"Don't talk like that." Stephanie whispers.
"I-I can still feel them." Kelsey mumbles while the tears flow down her cheeks. "In the quiet times... when nothing is going on. I feel their eyes on me. I feel them touching me, taking me. And I can't make them stop. I just want them to stop!"
As Kelsey buries her face in her hands and sobs, I start to think about my own rape. Looking down at this sad, broken girl, I realize that, I'm so close to being her. Kelsey is who I am without Daddy, without Lexi, without the Slut-sisters.
"You're not alone." I state as Stephanie stands over Kelsey and rubs her back. "You have people who love you."
"My therapist said the same thing." Kelsey replies.
"Your therapist is right." Stephanie says.
"You shouldn't love me!" Kelsey exclaims as she looks at Stephanie. "You shouldn't! It's all my fault! It's all my fault!"
"No, it isn't." I say loudly. "It's David and Keith's fault!"
"I-If I hadn't pushed Stephanie into taking drugs, she never would have been raped!" Kelsey cries.
"I don't blame you at all, Kelsey." Stephanie replies. "I blame the two assholes who raped us. The worthless pieces of shit who passed us around like we weren't even people."
"I can't, I can't, I can't, I can't!" Kelsey screeches as she shakes her head.
"Sh, sh, you're okay." Stephanie insists as I watch the two of them.
"No, I'm not!" the Spanish girl gasps. "Nothing will ever be okay again!"
"I know it feels like that now, but you're gonna get through this." I say. "We can all get through this. Together."
"It hurts so much!" Kelsey says loudly.
"I know, I know." I reply, tears in my own eyes.
"W-what happened?" Stephanie works up the courage to ask. "How did you end up here?"
"I had to talk to the police again." Kelsey answers sadly. "They arrested David again. They said they're gonna try and get his bail revoked."
"That's good!" I exclaim.
"I barely sleep, I spend all night crying, I t-take ten showers a day and still don't feel clean!" Kelsey continues. "I just wanted the pain to stop. M-my parents came home early. I was on the floor, curled up in a ball and crying my eyes out. I had a knife, but I couldn't do it!"
"So, they checked you into the hospital?" I inquire as Stephanie sobs quietly.
"Y-yes." Kelsey stammers.
Kelsey starts to cry so hard that she's hyperventilating. Stephanie and I sit with her for a little bit, trying to comfort the poor girl. Stephanie and I each hold one of her hands as she sobs, and then we hear a noise outside, some sort of clicking sound. Finally, there's a knock at the door.
"Come in!" Stephanie calls out.
Kelsey's parents walk in, accompanied by a middle-aged woman. Her face is deeply scarred. As she walks in, I recognize the source of the clicking; the middle-aged woman holds a cane in one hand, and one of her legs ends below the knee, with an artificial foot at the end.
"Kelsey?" the middle-aged woman asks.
"Y-yeah." Kelsey sniffles.



"I'm Nancy." the woman says kindly. "I'm a trauma counselor. Mind if I come in for a minute? Maybe we could talk some?"
"I guess that would be okay." Kelsey nods.
"Kayla and I should probably get going." Stephanie says.
"Yeah, we'll give you some privacy." I agree.
"Thanks for stopping by, both of you." Kelsey's mom says. "We're glad Kelsey has such great friends."
"We're happy to be here for her." Stephanie smiles.
"Will we see you tonight?" I ask Kelsey.
"I'm afraid not." her dad answers for her. "She'll be in the hospital for a few days, seventy-two hour hold."
"I understand." I nod. She's missing her Senior Prom? Fuck David and Keith!
After a few more words, Stephanie and I make our exit. I lean my head back against the wall of the elevator as I sigh. Well, this sucks. Kelsey is suicidal, she's missing Prom, and she's going through every woman's worst nightmare.
"Should I follow you back to the mansion?" Stephanie suggests.
"Do you have your Prom dress?" I follow up with.
"Yeah." Stephanie nods. "It's hanging in my car. I have everything I need."
"Okay, let's go." I agree.
Stephanie and I get in our cars and drive to my home. Knowing that there will be a lot of cars here soon, we are careful to leave plenty of room when we park. Stephanie takes a garment bag with her dress in it out of her car. Then we make our way through the house and find Hazel lounging in the main living room with the television on.
"Hi, Hazel." I say politely.
"Kayla." Hazel nods. "Oh, and Stephanie. Hi! You're early!"
"I didn't see a reason to go home after the hospital." Stephanie shrugs.
"How's Kelsey?" Hazel inquires.
"Not good." I sigh.
"I'm sorry." Hazel replies.
"Hopefully the trauma counselor can help her." Stephanie sighs.
"Is she going to Prom tonight?" Hazel asks. "Maybe she could go with us?"
"No, she isn't leaving the hospital." I shake my head.
"That fucking sucks!" Hazel curses.
"Agreed." I nod, feeling tears forming again as I think about Kelsey. "A-anyway, where are Daddy and Lexi?"
"Game room." Hazel answers. "Lexi is on her back on the pool table with her legs in the air."
"They're fucking?" Stephanie giggles.
"They're always fucking." Hazel rolls her eyes and smirks. "But yeah, we were all playing pool, they started getting frisky. I came up here to give them some privacy."
"I love how open everyone is here." Stephanie smiles.
"Welcome to our den of sin!" Hazel laughs, echoing the words of her parents.
"Thanks!" Stephanie smirks as I shake my head.
"When will the other girls be here?" I ask.
"Soon." Hazel answers.
"Who else is coming?" Stephanie wonders.
"Ashley and Marcia are coming early so we can all do our hair together." I answer. "Nicole will be here a little after. Josh and Shawn are driving here on their own so they have their cars here. Their parents are coming as well. Ian is coming with his parents. Marcia and Ashley's parents are coming, Your parents are divorced, but you said they were coming separately."
"Hence why you said we needed to leave a lot of room in the driveway." Stephanie nods.
"Yup!" I say. "Wanna head to my room for a little while and relax?"
"We don't have to, we can stay out here with Hazel." Stephanie smiles.
"Hazel doesn't mind." Hazel calls out in the third person. "Go have your chat. Or fuck. Whatever."
"Thanks, Hazel." I say.
I lead Stephanie to my bedroom. Stephanie hangs up her garment bag in my room and walks up to hug me. I hug her back, and we hold each other for a couple minutes. I know we're both thinking about Kelsey, and how we can end up in the hospital if we fall apart. We have to stay strong.
"Kayla?" Stephanie asks when she pulls back slightly to look at me.
"Yes?" I reply, looking into her eyes as we keep our arms around each other.
"At my darkest, I thought of you." Stephanie begins, taking a deep breath. "When the memories of those guys forcing themselves on me threaten to overwhelm me, I remember your story, your courage. You went through it. And more. And I know, it's something that is very hard, but very survivable. Your courage gives me strength."
"Thank you." I whisper. "The people in my life; Daddy, my Slut-sisters, you... you are all the reasons that I'm not currently in a hospital bed. The people in my life are the reason I can smile and laugh, why I can go to sleep at night and not think about the horrors I went through."
"I understand." Stephanie nods. "You are my path, my light. And... that's part of why I love you."
"I love you, too." I whisper as Stephanie leans in for a kiss. "That's why I have to tell you something."
"What's that?" Stephanie frowns as she pulls back and looks at me intently.
"Well, you know about the Slut-sisters, about us having sex with each other." I begin nervously.
"Yes, of course." she nods.
"All the Slut-sisters sleep with my father." I take a deep breath. "All of us."
"Y-you mean...?" Stephanie trails off with wide eyes.
"I have sex with my own father." I admit, looking at Stephanie, terror coursing through me as I think about her potential reaction. "Ian knows about it."
"Um, wow. You know that's probably breaking some sort of law?" Stephanie asks.
"Probably." I shrug. "But, fuck the law. Daddy and I love each other. We have our own way of bonding."
"That's a lot to take in." she says. "I mean, I knew you went to talk to him naked, but I never thought you two actually were fucking."
"Well, we are." I state. "Can you accept that?"
"If your boyfriend can handle you getting dick on the side, I think I can, too." Stephanie giggles as she leans forward and pecks my lips.
"Thank you." I whisper, kissing her back. I surprise us both by the intensity of the kiss. Then I pull back slightly so I can look deep into her eyes. "Thank you for understanding. I was so afraid."
"All you've been through, and telling me something like that is what makes you afraid?" she asks.
"I was terrified of losing your friendship." I explain.
"Never." Stephanie promises. "My friendship, and my love, are yours."
We're both breathing heavily as we hold each other, our eyes locked. Stephanie and I lean forward at the same time. Our lips meet as our eyes close. I bury a hand in her raven locks as I push my tongue between her lips. Stephanie is equally aggressive, her hands dropping to cup my butt cheeks.
Clothes start coming off. My shirt lands on the floor, and I nearly knock over the lamp on my bedside table when I toss Stephanie's large bra aside. Then I kick my shorts away. Stephanie grabs me by the hair and moans my name when I latch onto one of her big boobs and start sucking.
"Yeah, lick my titty!" she encourages while holding my head to her bosom.
I nurse at Stephanie's breast while she slides a hand between my legs. Her fingers push the strap of my panties aside before they press up and into my pussy. I moan loudly against Stephanie's tit while I reach a hand up to squeeze her other boob. Stephanie keeps fingering me as I play with her tits.
When we're both naked, I get on top of Stephanie. Her hands cup my face as I lean in to kiss her. I can feel my tits swaying back and forth as I straddle the busty, young woman. Stephanie's fingers caress the soft skin of my face as we kiss passionately.
Stephanie and I start tribbing. I pant heavily as her wet labia runs along my slit. Lowering my body, I press my breasts against Stephanie's. I can feel her hard nipples brushing against mine. Stephanie releases my face and grabs my ass to guide my motions.
"Oh, Kayla!" Stephanie moans.
"Stephanie!" I husk back.
We continue to make love. Sometimes I'm on top, sometimes we roll over so that Stephanie is hovering over me, grinding her pussy against mine. The moment is perfect. Our eyes open and we look at each other as we both reach orgasm at the same time.
Twenty minutes later, Stephanie and I lay on top of the comforter. We're snuggling, our hands lightly caressing each other. I turn my head and peck Stephanie's lips. She coos happily as she kisses me back, smiling softly when the kiss breaks.
"So, what do we do now?" Stephanie wonders.
"I don't know, but we'll figure it out together." I reply sincerely.
~Steven~
"Feels good, Babe." I whisper as I rest one hand on Lexi's auburn head.
"Mm!" Lexi hums as she grips my thighs while bobbing her head on me.
We're in the game room. Both of us are naked, and I'm sitting in a chair with my legs spread. Kneeling between my legs, her knees on the floor, is Lexi. I'm leaning my head back as I moan softly while enjoying a blowjob.
Memories of this wonderful morning race through my mind as Lexi sucks my dick. There's really nothing like sitting a girl's naked ass on a pool table, putting her legs over your shoulders, and pounding her until she screams. Now, I'm hard for a second time, loving the feel of a warm mouth around my shaft.
"Getting close, Lexi." I pant weakly. "Get ready for it."
Lexi nods rapidly while keeping my cock between her lips. Grabbing a fistful of Lexi's hair, I buck my hips and start cumming in her little mouth. My adorable girlfriend squeaks as her mouth fills with semen. I gasp and fire another shot between her lips when I feel her throat contract as she swallows.
Grasping my softening cock at the base, Lexi pulls her mouth off of me. She then looks up, parts her lips, and shows me the cum still on her tongue. Lexi closes her mouth and swallows the last of my load. Finally, she leans down and gives my tip an affectionate kiss.
"Hope you enjoyed!" Lexi giggles as she sits back on her heels while still holding my dick.
"Fuck, you give great head." I say with a chuckle.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps. "I love choking on dick!"
I just smirk and reach down to squeeze on of her freckled breasts. Then the two of us stand up and hunt around the game room for our clothes. However, we don't get dressed, we just walk through the house naked until we reach the master bedroom. No one sees us, but I do get to check out Lexi's cute ass as it sways in front of me.
"I should shower." Lexi comments as we drop our clothes onto the bed.
"You showered this morning." I reply with a frown.
"Yeah, but I currently have cum leaking out of my pussy." she giggles as she hip-checks me.
"I forgot about that." I laugh as I wrap an arm around her waist. "Okay, go clean up. I'll get dressed and wait for you."
I once again admire Lexi's backside as she sashays to the master bathroom. Fuck, Lexi has a great ass. Every inch of her is flawless, now that I think of it. I have a smile on my face as I think about Lexi while getting dressed. Lovely face with a dusting of freckles, flat stomach, nice boobs with pale pink nipples, great ass, auburn hair. She's the whole package.
I'm fully dressed and sitting at my desk when Lexi walks out of the bathroom. She has one towel wrapped around her torso and tucked between her breasts. She's using a second towel to dry off her hair. The gorgeous, young woman smiles when she sees me.
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Hey, Gorgeous." I reply as I spin my chair away from the computer.
"Ready to send your baby girl to her Senior Prom, old man?" she teases as she dries off.
"I am." I nod and smile. "My daughter will be graduating high school, I'm so proud."
"You should be." Lexi grins as she drops the towel, exposing her nude frame. "Kayla's an amazing woman."
"So are you, Lexi." I say sincerely.
"Thanks, Steven." she replies as she steps into her panties.
Lexi and I are both dressed in casual clothes as we exit the master bedroom holding hands. Our timing is perfect, as Stephanie and Kayla are leaving my daughter's room at the same time. We all look at each other and smirk, although Stephanie is blushing. She isn't too comfortable with me yet.
The four of us arrive at the main living room and see Hazel. The tan, long-haired girl is sitting sideways in an armchair while playing on her phone. When she sees us, Hazel turns off the television and waves us over.
"Done fucking?" Hazel asks.
"Hazel!" Stephanie exclaims as her blush deepens.
"Jealous?" Lexi retorts, looking directly at Hazel.
"Maybe." the tall girl shrugs.
"You're always welcome in our bed, Hazel." I say kindly.
"Aw, how sweet." Kayla giggles.
"Thank you, Steven." Hazel says seriously, ignoring Kayla.
"You're family. No matter what." I insist.
Hazel looks at me as tears form in her eyes. I'm glad she and I are on better terms now. The beautiful, young woman is going through so much. I just want to be able to take her pain away. Sadly, I can't. I can just be here for her. Right now, I know she needs to talk to her brothers, needs them in her life. Her father deserves a punch in the face.
We keep talking. Stephanie starts to relax around me, and soon she's laughing and teasing with the other girls. Hazel turns the television back on, and we all relax in the main living room. Soon, Ashley and Marcia arrive.
Marcia and Ashley pull me aside and ask me to talk. I listen carefully as they explain that they need to tell Josh and Shawn about us. I'm reluctant; we aren't breaking any laws, but our relationships can still cause problems if they become widely known. In the end though, I agree with their decision and give them my blessing.
The six girls gather in the main living room, smiling and giggling as they talk about Prom. They are all wearing casual clothes, but they still make sure I take out my phone and get a few pictures. Then the lovely ladies take their garment bags to Kayla's room.
Since I'm going to be part of the pictures, I need to get into nice clothes myself. I take the same path as the girls, heading toward the bedrooms. Entering the master bedroom, I change into a suit and tie. Then I return to the main living room.
I do the only thing I can, I plop my ass down on the couch and watch television. I smile as I imagine the girls in Kayla's room, doing each others hair and nails, talking about tonight, and gossiping. Fuck, I love these girls. Yeah, I don't know Stephanie very well, but my daughter loves her, that's enough for me.
My phone goes off at one point. Upon checking it, I see a text message from Nicole, telling me she's here. I shut off the television and go to the foyer to welcome Nicole. My sexy girlfriend walks in, looking amazing in a cute skirt and a tight top. The long-haired girl and I wrap our arms around each other, exchanging a tight hug.
"The girls all here?" Nicole asks as we walk through the house.
"Yes." I confirm. "They're in Kayla's room, doing each others hair."
"Oh, I remember my Senior Prom!" Nicole gushes.
"Did you take anyone special?" I inquire.
"No." she laughs. "A friend set us up. He was okay, I guess. Just a guy so I had a date. You?"
"I took Kayla's mom." I answer.
"I didn't know you two were high school sweethearts!" Nicole grins. "How was Prom?"
"It was perfect." I smile as I reminisce.
"Aw, did someone lose his virginity Prom night?" she teases as we walk down the halls of the palatial mansion.
"I did not." I shake my head and smile. "No, that was a few months earlier."
"How was that?" Nicole wonders.
"My first time? It was everything I could possibly imagine." I reply as I smile happily. "A perfect first time, with the perfect person."
"I feel the same way about my first time." she winks.
"I'm glad." I say as I wrap an arm around her waist and lean over to kiss her cheek.
"So," Nicole draws out the word as she presses her body against mine while we walk together, "tell me about your Prom!"
"Fine, fine." I chuckle as we turn around the corner. "We rented a limousine with Allan, Amanda, and two other couples."
"Ah, so no road head on the way to Prom?" Nicole giggles.
"Nope!" I laugh. "Aria snuggled under my arm the whole way there. Then, we had a wonderful dinner. Took pictures. Danced the night away."
"Didn't sneak away for a quickie?" she asks as we arrive at the main living room.
"No." I answer while leading Nicole over to the couch. "I didn't turn into a deviant until I met Lexi. Aria was my first, and the only woman I was with until her death."
"No threesomes with Kayla's mom and another hot girl?" Nicole follows up as we sit down.
"No threesome. Just Aria and I loving each other." I confirm, wrapping an arm around Nicole. "Anyway, after Prom we got dropped off at a hotel. I got a room for the night."
"The parents were okay with that?" she frowns as she snuggles up under my arm.
"No, not really." I laugh. "I mean, my parents were fine with it, but Aria's weren't. She ultimately made the argument that she's eighteen, and an adult. They reluctantly caved."
"Then you had a night of wild sex with the love of your life?" Nicole suggests as she reaches over and caresses my crotch.
"Can I help you?" I ask with a smirk.
"Yes." Nicole states primly. "I like hearing about your sexual exploits. It makes me wet."
"Well, let's see," I begin as I start to harden beneath Nicole's touch, "we were still dressed in our prom outfits when we entered our hotel room. As soon as the door closed, Aria grabbed me and shoved her tongue in my mouth."
"How did she look in her dress?" she asks.
"So beautiful." I whisper. "I loved how she looked in her purple dress. Her raven hair was up, and perfect. She kissed along my neck before dropping to her knees."
"Did the little slut suck your cock?" Nicole breathes into my ear.
"Yes!" I hiss as I hold Nicole close. "She looked so sexy, on her knees with her lips stretched around me. She did so well, I almost lost it and came in her mouth."
"Mm, but you didn't wanna cum that soon." she observes.
"No." I shake my head. "I wanted to be inside her. So badly."
"What did you do?" Nicole asks as her nimble fingers bring me to full hardness.
"I pulled her to her feet by her hair. She always begged me to be rough with her." I answer. "I brought her over to the bed and had her bend over. I lifted her purple dress and pulled down her panties."
"Then what?" she wonders while nibbling on my earlobe.
"She begged for me to be inside of her." I explain. "I obliged, shoving my cock into her and making her cry out. She was so wet, so tight. She felt so good."
"Did she cum on your big dick?" Nicole inquires.
"She did!"I begin as Nicole pulls my erection out of my pants and starts giving me a handjob. "Aria kept screaming my name, begging me to fuck her harder. I spanked her, I grabbed her boobs, I pulled her hair. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore, I came inside her."
"I bet that made her cum again." she comments while stroking me. "I understand, there's nothing like having warm cum pumped into you."
"It was an amazing night." I answer. "I was only eighteen, I could get it up again and again and again. We got naked and fucked in every imaginable position. I fucked Aria's face, her tits, I even took her ass."
"Was that her first anal?" Nicole asks.
"Yes." I reply. "She loved it. She came so hard. So did I. After that, we showered. Then we made love again. We fell asleep, only to wake up and fuck another time. I remember Aria laying on her back, holding her tits and begging for me to cum all over her. I remember her sucking my load out of me. Fuck, I remember everything. It was amazing."
"I hope this is memorable as well." Nicole whispers as she lowers her head into my lap and slurps me into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" I gasp as I bury a hand in her auburn hair. "Nicole!"
I can actually feel her smile around my shaft as she starts bobbing her head on me. With my right hand on her head, I reach over with my left and start to pull up her skirt. Nicole shifts her body to make it easier for me.
Once Nicole's panties are exposed, I grab a handful of her tight ass and squeeze. Nicole moans around my thickness as she makes the sexiest sucking and slurping noises. Her hand pushes my pants out of the way so she can cup my balls.



I let my sexy girlfriend suck on me for a few minutes. Then I decide it's time for some fucking. Using my grip on her hair, I pull Nicole off my cock. She smiles and lays back on the couch as I get between her legs. Then I push the strap of her panties aside and press myself inside her.
"Oh, Steven!" Nicole gasps.
Nicole's hand goes to the back of my head, her fingers entwined in my hair as I start thrusting. Holy shit, Nicole is absolutely soaked. I can feel pussy juice coating my cock. Her other hand claws at my shirt as I continue pounding her.
"Fuck, take that cock, Nicole!" I hiss.
"Yes!" Nicole groans as she throws her head back. "Give it to me!"
Grunts escape my lips as I enjoy the physical exertion of sex. Nicole wraps her legs around me, pulling me into her with just the strength of her legs. I can feel her panties against my cock as I push past them and into Nicole's beautiful pussy.
"You feel so good, Baby!" I moan as I stare down into Nicole's eyes and relish the feel of her pussy gripping me.
"I! Love! You!" Nicole whispers as she caresses my face while looking up at me.
After a few minutes, I decide to change positions. I pull out of Nicole and flip her onto her hands and knees. Nicole rests her hands on the couch cushion as her head hovers over the armrest. With her skirt resting on her back, I yank Nicole's panties down to her knees.
"Mm, I love when you're rough with me!" Nicole coos. "Stick it in me!"
I spank Nicole before pushing my cock up her cunt. Gripping her hips tightly, I fuck Nicole doggystyle, hard and fast. Her long auburn hair is resting on her back as she grunts and groans with each thrust.
"Oh God, I'm so full!" Nicole groans. "You're so deep, Steven! So deep!"
"You like my dick, Nicole?" I grunt.
"Yes!" Nicole screeches. "I love your big, thick cock in me!"
I release Nicole's hips and grip her ass cheeks. With a steady rhythm, I screw Nicole until she arches her back and cums on my cock. Her vaginal muscles massaging my shaft is bringing me close to my own release.
"Getting close." I warn her. "Where do you want it?"
"Pussy!" Nicole groans. "I wanna feel you leaking into my panties all night!"
"You got it, Beautiful." I reply as I squeeze her bum.
I'm ready to cum. I focus on the feelings of Nicole's pussy on my dick as I look down and watch my length disappear into her twat. Finally, I reach my limit. I slam my hips into Nicole's ass as I empty the contents of my balls inside her.
Breathing heavily, I ease myself out of Nicole and release her butt. I smile down at my girlfriend as she reaches back and pulls up her panties. Nicole then stands up, spins to face me, and adjusts her skirt while giving me a cheeky smile.
"I can feel your sperm swimming around in me." Nicole giggles.
"That's fun to think about." I grin, my softening cock still exposed.
"I agree!" Nicole chirps.
"Fuck, that was good." I comment as I put my penis back in my pants and adjust my tie.
"Glad you enjoyed. I did, too." she smiles. "But I should head to Kayla's room and spend time with the Slut-sisters."
"Okay, have fun." I reply as I peck Nicole on the lips.
Nicole kisses me back before hugging me. Then she disappears out of the main living room. I sit back down on the couch, completely satisfied. Time to watch some television until the girls are ready to reveal their dresses.
I get bored of the show I'm watching, so I take out my phone and start playing on it. I'm sitting on the couch as I enjoy a game on my phone. Eventually, Nicole reappears with a huge smile on her face. I shut down the game and sit up so I can look at her.
"Ready for the fashion show?" Nicole asks as she walks into the middle of the living room and faces me.
"Definitely!" I smile as I open the camera app on my phone.
"First up," Nicole begins as she moves slightly to the right so that the center of the room is clear, "the lovely Ashley!"
In walks a tall, beautiful blonde. Ashley's hair is wavy and falling down her back as she sashays over to the center of the room and strikes a pose. Her dress is black, and strategically cut to show off her impressive cleavage. She's wearing a necklace, and a beautiful pendant is resting between her breasts. Holy shit, her tits really are massive.
"You look great, Ashley." I say as I take a picture of her.
"Why, thank you!" Ashley smiles while stepping back.
"Next up, we have Marcia!" Nicole says.
The second girl is much shorter and has dark hair. It's amazing to see the quiet girl looking so unbelievably gorgeous. Marcia is wearing a very sexy red dress, her heels not enough to bring her to even average height. Her nice-size breasts are full and round as they fill out the dress nicely. Dangling earrings sway back and forth.
"You're so beautiful." I smile, taking another picture.
"And you're very handsome." Marcia replies before going to stand by Ashley.
"Our third girl is Hazel!" Nicole announces.
Hazel is wearing a beautiful pink gown with delicate heels. It flows about her ankles as the tall girl reaches the middle of the room and spins to face me. She looks so beautiful with one hand on her hip. Her long, brown hair is hanging down her back in a thick sheet. No ponytail this time.
"Flawless." I compliment Hazel while taking her picture.
"Thanks, Steven." Hazel smiles as she gets in line.
"Stephanie, come on out!" Nicole gestures toward the entryway.
In walks the only girl here that I'm not intimately familiar with. Stephanie is very tall, with breasts almost as big as Ashley's. She has long, raven hair which is in an elegant braid down her back. Stephanie is wearing an elegant royal purple gown and high heels.
"You look amazing, Stephanie." I smile.
"Thank you, Sir." Stephanie blushes softly.
"You know you can call me 'Steven'" I correct her. "May I get a picture?"
"Of course, Steven." Stephanie giggles as she poses prettily.
"Thank you." I reply as I take a nice shot of the beautiful woman.
Stephanie gives me a cute curtsy before joining the other three girls in line. Ashley, Marcia, Hazel, and Stephanie are all standing in a row, looking absolutely flawless. The girls are giggling and complimenting each other on their dresses and hair.
"Fifth, we have my baby sister, Lexi!" Nicole shouts.
My love walks in, and she takes my breath away. Lexi's auburn locks are up in an elegant hairdo, exposing the entirety of her lightly-freckled face. She's wearing a light blue dress that is billowing around her ankles as she walks. A pendant with a stylized 'A' is hanging on her chest. She's also wearing earrings and a diamond bracelet.
"Wow." I can't help but whisper as I find myself standing up.
Lexi and I walk toward each other, meeting in the center of the room. I place my hands on her waist as she grips my upper arms. Gazing into each others eyes, we both lean forward. Our lips meet in a soft kiss. We don't use tongue, we just let our lips softly touch, completely lost in each other.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I state when our kiss breaks.
"You make me feel so loved." Lexi whispers, forgoing her usual response to my compliment.
"You are loved." I assure her.
Lexi gives me a radiant smile in response. I do get a solo picture of her, but then we have Nicole take a picture of Lexi and I together. This gives Ashley the idea of having every girl take a picture with me. Nicole obliges, taking the pictures with my phone. I then return to my seat as the five high school Seniors line up and Nicole gets back in place to make the final introduction.
"Last, but certainly not least, the stunning Kayla!" Nicole says loudly.
I have no words. My daughter, my baby girl. She's now a beautiful, young woman. Kayla gracefully enters the main living room, her raven hair framing her face in perfectly-formed ringlets. She's wearing a strapless forest green dress, that clings to her thin frame. She's wearing some of her mother's jewelry.
"You look so much like your mother, Honey." I say with tears in my eyes.
"Thank you, Daddy." Kayla replies happily.
I raise my phone and take a solo picture of Kayla. Handing my phone to Nicole, I pose with Kayla and get a picture with my daughter. Then Nicole and I take several pictures of the six girls all standing together. They're all so beautiful.
Kayla, Lexi, Marcia, Hazel, Ashley, and Stephanie all stand in a circle as the chat and giggle. Nicole and I stand some distance away, holding hands as we watch them with smiles on our faces. We're both so excited and happy for the girls.
"I can't believe it's Prom night!" Kayla gushes.
"When will the guys be here?" Marcia asks.
"Soon!" Kayla answers. "I know Ian is on his way with his parents."
"Great!" Lexi chirps.
"You girls all ready to spread your legs tonight?" Ashley inquires with a smirk.
"Fuck, yes!" Kayla breathes. "I can't wait!"
"It will be nice to have Lexi's tongue on my clit." Hazel giggles.
"I don't have a date, so my legs are probably staying closed." Stephanie winces.
"Sorry, Stephanie." Marcia sighs.
"All good. I'm, ah, not ready for that anyway." Stephanie answers. "Sorry, back to the topic of you all getting laid!"
"Ian, Josh, and Shawn are all inexperienced, hope they don't cum after two strokes!" Ashley laughs, bringing the subject away from Stephanie's trauma.
"Ashley!" Marcia exclaims.
"She does have a point." Kayla giggles.
"Just remember girls; suck out the easy one before bending over." Ashley says with enthusiasm.
All six girls burst out laughing, even Stephanie. Though I do notice the tall, raven-haired girl shooting me the occasional nervous glance. Nicole squeezes my hand tightly, then I look over at her and smile. Yeah, tonight is gonna be crazy.
"Ian's here!" Kayla exclaims upon checking her phone after it goes off.
"I'll show him and his parents in." I offer. "You girls get the boutonnieres out of the refrigerator. Looks like the guys will start arriving."
I head to the foyer and welcome Ian and his parents. Ian looks very nice in his suit. He's holding a corsage for Kayla. His father offers me a handshake, which I gladly accept. Ian Sr. and his wife Susan are polite enough, but I know they disapprove of Lexi and I. Good thing they don't know about my relationship with my daughter.
Ian and his parents follow me through the mansion. We arrive at the main living room, and Ian audibly gasps when he sees Kayla. I don't blame him one bit. I watch with Ian's parents as Kayla and Ian exchange a soft hug. Then Ian presents Kayla with a corsage while Kayla pins a boutonniere on her boyfriend.
Nicole grabs drinks for everyone while the rest of us chat. There's a really cute moment where Hazel and Lexi exchange corsages. I make sure to get a picture. Kayla also has a corsage for Stephanie, since Stephanie doesn't have her own date.
Ian's parents take a few pictures of Kayla and Ian posing together. I do the same. I feel tears forming in my eyes as I gaze upon my lovely daughter. Mentally, I flash forward to her in a wedding dress, standing next to a man in a tuxedo. The selfish part of me wants to keep her in the nest forever, but the greater part of me is looking forward to seeing her soar on her own. I hope the amazing woman she's becoming saves a spot in her heart for her old man.
We all spend a few minutes getting to know each other. I notice a look of disapproval when Lexi and I hold hands. Yeah, I'm forty, she's eighteen. I get it. I'm just grateful that Ian's parents aren't trying to keep Ian and Kayla apart.
It isn't long before Josh and Shawn arrive. When they do, corsages and boutonniere's are exchanged, then we move the entire group outside. That's where we get pictures of everyone individually, as well as couples shots. Kayla and Ian, Lexi and Hazel, Josh and Ashley, Shawn, and Marcia. Kayla pulls Stephanie into a group picture with her and Ian so she doesn't feel left out.
The parents arrive. Everyone's parents arrive as couples, except for Stephanie's parents, who are divorced. In total, there are twenty-three people. It's quite the crowd! Even our driveway can only hold so many cars, so a few people are parked on the grass or street.
Understandably, the parents all want to get their own pictures of the young adults with their dates. After that, we mingle. I shake hands and make small talk. It's tough; I soon learn that Shawn's parents and Josh's parents are unaware of my relationship with Lexi.
Shawn's parents grab him and pull him aside. The three of them enter a very animated, hushed discussion as Josh's parents look between Lexi and I. Josh's mom looks extremely uncomfortable as she nudges her husband and gestures toward us.
"She's kinda young for you, isn't she?" he asks me with a nervous laugh.
"She is, but we care about each other very much." I reply, squeezing Lexi's hand reassuringly as I try to keep the mood light.
"She's a child!" Josh's mom hisses, unable to contain her emotions any longer.
"I'm eighteen!" Lexi insists.
"The adults are talking." Josh's mom glares at Lexi.
"Don't talk to her like that!" Nicole angrily interjects.
Everyone is listening to the conversation now. Josh is standing next to his parents, shifting from foot to foot as he looks around nervously. Shawn and his parents are standing a bit away, watching carefully. The rest of the group is spread out, their conversations over now that they're listening to us.
"Let's calm down." I say firmly. "There's no need to argue."
"Don't act like you're the reasonable one." Josh's mom rolls her eyes. "You're dating a child, pervert."
"I don't think it's a good idea that Josh stays here tonight." his dad adds.
"He's an adult, it's his decision!" Ashley shouts, joining the argument as her parents stand on either side of her.
"Ashley, don't get involved." her mother instructs.
"They're the parents, Josh lives under their roof, it's their decision." Ashley's dad explains.
Several arguments break out. Ashley is yelling at her parents, insisting that the high school Seniors are all adults. Shawn is firmly insisting to his parents that he is staying over tonight. Stephanie and her parents just look uncomfortable as they whisper to each other. I can see Stephanie shaking her head. Ian's parents also look upset, but they aren't getting involved. Same for Marcia's parents, though her father looks like he wants to say something. Nicole is standing beside Lexi and I, trying to comfort her younger sister.
"ENOUGH!" I roar, using a much louder version of my board room voice. "That is enough! Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Greene. Look at your son, look at Josh! Because you think you know how everyone should act, you're spoiling the memory of your son's Prom. Is that what makes you happy? What Lexi and I, and any adult for that matter, does of their own free will is their choice, and their choice alone. Lexi is my girlfriend. That is not up for debate. Further, anyone who feels they can't keep their mouth shut about their judgment of my relationship can kindly leave right now. So, that's your choice; shut up, or go. NOW!"
Silence. Absolute silence follows. I'm often a hard-ass at work, I hate being one at home. Still, I have no choice right now. I can't just let some judgmental assholes bully me and my girlfriend. A few people look nervous, a few look angry, and a couple look at me with approval.
"For the record, he didn't pursue me, I pursued him." Lexi confidently speaks up. "I'm a brat. I know I am. I act immature, and I don't think before doing things. I can be really crazy. It got me in a lot of trouble. Some of you know about it, most of you don't. I'm not going to go into it now, it's not the point.
"The point is that this man loves me! He balances out my craziness. He's a great man. A kind man, but a sad man. A man who had dedicated himself to his daughter, and his work. Who gives of himself endlessly to make others happy. Who deserves so much happiness, but it was ripped away when his wife died.
"Do you get to decide how an adult finds happiness?" Lexi looks around, meeting the eyes of each parent. "No! You don't! You have no right to condemn this man back to his quiet sadness! You have no right to make me go back to hating myself and feeling unloved! YOU HAVE NO RIGHT!"
Lexi is breathing heavily her hands clenched into fists as she looks from person to person, glaring intently at them, almost daring them to contradict her. No one does. Sure, some of the parents still look incredibly pissed off, but a few are looking at her with respect as they consider her words.
"All I can say," Susan, Ian's mom adds, "is that my son has never been happier. I have Kayla to thank for that. Steven has done a great job raising her. I don't approve of his relationship with Lexi, but I can tell he's an amazing father who loves his daughter very much. I know Ian is safe here."
"I'm Lexi's big sister." Nicole states as she walks up and stands beside Lexi. "She got into a lot of trouble, there's no denying it. Rather than support her, our parents kicked her out while her brother and only sister ignored her. I'll regret my part in Lexi's pain for the rest of my life.
"When our brother and I found out about everything, I judged Steven. I thought he was a predator." Nicole sighs heavily before continuing. "Then I got to know him. I realized that I was being just as judgmental as my asshole parents. Steven is a kind and generous man. He genuinely loves Lexi, and he genuinely loves me."
"What does that mean?" Mrs. Greene asks with a frown.
"It means that I'm his girlfriend, too!" Nicole answers, causing several gasps of shock. "Yeah, I never saw it coming either, but this man won my heart. Despite all that, I was stupid. I hid my relationship from my friends, but I'm not doing that anymore! I have a boyfriend who loves me. There's nothing to be ashamed of."
"You have nothing to be ashamed of." Marcia's mom agrees. "It's the twenty-first century, how about we act like we know that? We all have a past, and maybe some of these relationships won't last, but so what? We can't shelter our children forever. They have to stumble so they learn to get back up. A very wise young woman reminded me of that."
I can see tears in Marcia's eyes as she hugs her mom. Her mother hugs the dark-haired girl back tightly. The two women hold each other for several moments while Marcia's father looks on. Then they break apart, and Marcia's mom looks straight at Josh's parents.
"Marcia is safe here. I have no doubts. I'm perfectly comfortable with her staying over tonight." Marcia's mom insists. Her dad looks less sure, but I see her mom slyly squeeze his hand, and his concerned look swiftly changes to one of support.
"Well, I don't want Josh exposed to this level of depravity!" Mrs. Greene screeches.
"What depravity?" Shawn's father laughs as he gets everyone's attention for the first time. "We're all adults, we've all done things we're not proud of. That's okay. Shawn insists that this is a safe environment, and we believe him. I'm sorry that I ever doubted him, he's right, he's a smart eighteen year old adult. He can make his own choices."
"Mom, Dad, I know you're worried about me." Stephanie speaks up. "And you should be. There are days where I struggle just to get from one moment to the next. But here? Here I feel safe. This is a house of love. And security. Look at the two of you; you always fight, you don't love each other anymore. Here, everyone loves each other unconditionally. It's beautiful. I'm safe here."
"You can stay." Stephanie's mom nods and smiles.
"I don't know..." Stephanie's dad says.
"She's right, you know?" Stephanie's mom says while looking at her ex-husband. "All you and I do is fight, who are we to judge them for how they find happiness? We failed, maybe they won't."



"I guess it's okay." her dad reluctantly agrees.
"I'm with Mrs. Greene." Ashley's dad says. "Ashley is a good girl, and I don't want her corrupted."
"Please!" Ashley screeches. "That's wrong for so many reasons! First, having sex wouldn't mean I'm not a 'good girl'! Second, if anything, I'd be the one doing the corrupting! Get over it, Dad! I'm my own person, I'm an adult. A sexual being. Whether you like it or not!"
Ashley's father goes red in the face. He, along with Ashley's mother, move closer to their daughter and start a quiet conversation. I can hear hushed whispers, but I can't make out anything they're saying. Ashley looks like she's so angry she's about to start crying.
"I'm pregnant!" Hazel shouts as she steps up into the center of the group.
Everyone stops talking and looks over at the tall, tan girl. Hazel has a determined look on her face as she glances around the group. There are shocked faces everywhere, even from the people who know she's pregnant.
"Steven's the father!" Hazel announces. "It's my own fault, I forgot to take my pills for a few days, and I didn't tell him. My parents threw me out when they found out. My own father, he slapped me across the face and called me a whore!
"They judged me for my choices, decided I wasn't part of the family anymore. I've lost my mom, my dad, and my three brothers. I miss my brothers every day, but not my parents. They don't deserve my affection. Not anymore." Hazel takes a deep breath before continuing. "Look inside yourselves; are you perfect? No. You fucking aren't. So how DARE you judge me? How DARE you judge Lexi and Steven!
"Now, look at me." Hazel spreads her arms in an open gesture. "It's my Senior Prom and my parents aren't here to see me in my dress. The harder they try to judge me, the more it pushes me away, especially when I need the support the most."
"Don't push me away, Mom." Ashley says loudly, looking at her mother. "I'm staying over tonight. It's my decision."
"I'm not happy about it, but you're right, you're an adult." Ashley's mom admits. "I'll let it go."
"Two girlfriends and a baby on the way with a third girl!" Mrs. Greene screeches. "Why would I even consider letting Josh stay here?!"
Various people glare at Josh's mother. Mrs. Greene just stands her ground. No one says anything, and it seems obvious that the woman feels she's winning something. I'm about to speak up when Josh mumbles something, something I can't make out.
"I don't need your-" Mrs. Greene starts berating him.
"Jennifer Cartridge!" Josh exclaims, interrupting his mother.
"W-what are you talking about?" Josh's mom asks, her face going first red, then pale.
"I know, Mom!" Josh continues. "I know she's not just a friend. Dad knows, too. We came home after the soccer game. It was rained out. We heard you two, Mom! For the record, I don't care if you're sleeping with women, but really? The lying and hypocrisy is bullshit!"
Marcia's mom starts laughing before she can get herself under control. She still giggles slightly as everyone looks at the scene with wide eyes. Josh? Really? The kid can't say two words without mumbling, now this? Holy shit!
"Well, I, um..." Mrs. Greene stammers before spinning around and fleeing toward their car.
"Be safe. Don't drink and drive. Call if you need anything, Josh." Mr. Greene claps his son's shoulder before turning to the rest of us and gesturing toward his wife. "Well, I guess I have to go deal with that. It was sure nice to meet everyone."
Josh blushes and looks down at his feet, his confidence gone again. I glance over and see Mr. and Mrs. Greene deep in conversation. Mrs. Greene is crying. We start making small talk to try and ease the tension. Nicole asks when the limousine is arriving, Marcia's mom comments on the weather, Ian Sr. brings up graduation.
Mr. and Mrs. Greene eventually return, and I'm surprised to see that they're holding hands. Mrs. Greene actually has a small smile on her face. Looks like they are starting to resolve their issues. Before either of Josh's parents can say anything, a beautiful stretch limousine is seen coming down the street.
"Oh, the limo's here!" Lexi claps.
Fortunately, the limousine is able to park on the street. The Seniors all rush to the large vehicle in order to check it out. The driver gets out and walks around the car. I step up and shake the man's hand as we introduce ourselves.
The girls and guys all spend several minutes gushing over the limousine. It really is nice. It seats twelve, so there is plenty of room for all nine of them. We parents take a few more pictures of the Seniors gathered around the limousine.
Before long, it's time to head to the Senior Prom. The six girls and three guys pile into the large vehicle. The rest of us are all waving as the limousine pulls away and starts driving down the street. I have to wipe away a tear as they turn out of sight.
~Kayla~
The limousine is so nice! We girls are all giggling as our eyes dart around the inside of the large vehicle. There's a ton of leg room, even with nine people in here. There's great lighting, a refrigerator full of drinks, and a surround system to go with the built-in television. A privacy screen separates us from the driver.
"This is so cool!" Marcia gushes as she plays with the lighting.
"What kind of drinks are in the fridge?" Ashley wonders.
"Just water and soda." Lexi sighs as she looks into the refrigerator. "No booze, since they know we're all under twenty-one."
"Boo!" I say loudly.
"We'll just have to make up for it tonight!" I suggest.
"My Dad did tell me not to drink." Josh mumbles.
"No, he told you not to drink and drive, there's a difference." Shawn points out.
"That's tonight!" Stephanie exclaims. "Let's not rush things. For now, toss me a soda!"
"I can't drink anyway." Hazel shrugs as Lexi gives Stephanie a soda.
"Oh, right." Shawn says with wide eyes. "Um, congratulations!"
"Yeah, congrats." Josh smiles nervously.
"Thanks, guys." Hazel replies.
The location for Prom is about forty minutes away. We spend the entire time talking and laughing. Everyone has on a huge smile, and is clearly happy. I'm so glad the parents all agree that we're adults, even if a few are reluctant. Yeah, today isn't perfect, but it is still going to be unforgettable.
Before long, we arrive at the banquet hall. The driver opens the door and the guys step out. They each offer their hands and help us girls out of the limousine. Hazel offers her hand to Lexi, helping the redhead step out. Then to make sure every girl is treated like a princess, I take Stephanie's hand and smile at the tall girl as she steps out of the vehicle.
We present our tickets and are allowed to enter. Our group of nine steps into the banquet hall with wide eyes; the four couples plus Stephanie. The venue is decorated with sparkling lights and fancy streamers. It's beautiful!
A table presents itself upon our entering. There's a couple stacks of papers and two voting boxes. Time to vote for the Prom King and Prom Queen! None of my close friends are on the list, though I can always write someone in. I make my selection for King, then I decide to write in Stephanie for Queen. She isn't going to win, but the courageous girl deserves the recognition.
Like so many proms, ours begins with a fancy dinner. Fortunately, a lot of people go to the Prom in big groups; there are a number of large tables that will accommodate a good amount of people. We are easily able to find a table that seats ten, and the nine of us all sit down.
Students keep filing in over the next half-an-hour. Everyone looks amazing, beautiful dresses and dapper tuxedos. I glance over at Ian and catch him beaming at me, love written as plain as day all over his handsome face. He blushes when I catch him staring.
Dinner! There's a menu on top of each of our plates. I pick up mine and begin to peruse. There aren't a lot of options, but they all sound great. Plus, it's going to be a three course meal. We discuss what we're gonna order as a waiter fills all our glasses with ice water.
I start off with a delicious French onion soup. I am careful not to get anything on my dress as I slurp. My main course is pan-seared chicken, and dessert is a chocolate lava cake. At one point during the meal, Ian reaches beneath the table and grips my knee affectionately. I turn my head to face Ian and give him a cheeky smile.
Once everyone is done with the meal, we begin making our way to the other side of the massive hall. There's a huge dance floor, a raised platform for the DJ, and a photo booth. The DJ welcomes all of us to our Senior Prom as we cheer. Then he starts up a fast song.
Grabbing Ian's arm, I drag him out onto the dance floor, laughing the entire time. Our group of nine dances to a couple of fast songs as one big group. The first slow song starts playing, and Ian and I start dancing; my hands around his neck as he holds my waist. Marcia dances with Shawn, Ashley dances with Josh, and Hazel dances with Lexi. Sadly, Stephanie is standing around, looking awkward.
After the slow dance, we decide to explore the banquet hall. The four couples hold hands as Stephanie walks with us to the exit. The grounds are absolutely beautiful. There's a small bridge going over a small, man made stream, well-kept grass, flowerbeds, and a gazebo in the center.
The nine of us take a romantic stroll through the grounds. This early into the night, most people are still dancing, so we have the grounds mostly to ourselves. We pull out our phones and take a bunch of pictures; pictures of the grounds, pictures of individuals, pictures of couples posing and groups.
When we head back inside, we start seeing people we know well. Brittney looks stunning in a low-cut dress, even Dan is rather handsome in his tuxedo. It looks like both of them are flying solo. Katie, the class Valedictorian, waves to us as she walks by with her date.
More dancing! During the slow songs, we start to switch partners. I dance with Josh, Shawn, Lexi. It's mostly fast songs, but we do get enough slow songs to dance in many configurations. I even have a very romantic slow dance with Stephanie, which leaves me tingling and even more confused about my feelings for her.
There's a tense moment when Shawn offers Stephanie a dance. The dark-haired girl nods her assent and reaches for Shawn's hand. As soon as they touch, Stephanie flinches and pulls away from him, a look of horror on her face. Lexi immediately realizes what's going on and launches herself into Shawn's arms to take Stephanie's place.
"Are you okay?" I whisper to Stephanie after I lead her off the dance floor.
"Y-yeah, I t-think so." she stammers.
"Here, have some water." I say, offering her an open bottle.
"Thanks." Stephanie replies before taking a sip.
"Flashback?" I inquire.
"Yes." Stephanie nods. "As soon as he touched me, I felt, well, you know..."
"I know." I say as I take Stephanie's hand and squeeze it.
"I'm okay, I'm ready to go back." she says.
"Are you sure?" I ask.
"I'm sure." Stephanie nods.
We return to the group and get back to dancing. Thankfully, it's a few fast songs in a row. Stephanie dances with all of us, but she is careful to stick close to the girls and avoid the guys. I don't have time to think about her; Ian holds up my hand and spins me around as I giggle. I can feel my dress swirling around my ankles as I twirl.
Several of our fellow students join and leave our group. I see Dan and Brittney dancing together in the distance. The two horny teens are a good combination. I smirk as I imagine them using each other tonight, after Prom. Who knows, it might happen!
When we take another break from dancing, we grab waters and drink them before making our way to the photo booth. After waiting in a short line, it's our turn! We pose together in front of fun backdrops as a photographer takes pictures of all of us. There's only so much time, so we do couples shots, and a few images of all the girls.
Yes, the pictures are way overpriced. Still, we buy digital files of all the images. We'll post them to social media. We can also use Daddy's expensive printer and photo paper to print out the ones we want to frame in the future.
Okay, I think we finally have enough pictures. Now, we can focus on dancing the night away. The nine of us end up in a big group with several other students, including Dan and Brittney. We go through several popular dances, very famous songs, some fast, others slow.
"Mind if I cut in?" Dan smoothly asks Ian when the next slow song comes on.
"Um, okay, I guess." Ian nods nervously.
"Don't worry, big guy!" Brittney interjects. "You won't be alone, you can dance with me!"
"Have fun!" I giggle as Dan takes my hand and pulls me into his arms.
The slow song begins. I'm a little nervous; Ian knows that Dan and I are intimately familiar with each other. I know that Brittney is a nymphomaniac, and Ian is a very cute guy. I trust Ian completely, I just hope he isn't feeling any jealousy; I'm not interested in Dan. Glancing over, I see Ian holding Brittney's hips as she rests her head on his chest.
"You look amazing." Dan whispers, reminding me of my current dance partner.
"Thank you." I smile softly. "You're very handsome."
"We make a great looking couple." he comments.
"Dan..."I trail off.
"You and Ian make a better one." Dan admits. "I saw you two dancing together. There's a calmness about you with him that you never had with me. I'm happy for you, Kayla. Really. I wish you nothing but the best, even though I blew my chance."
The slow song ends and a fast one immediately starts up. Dan kisses my forehead before pulling away. Turning my head around, I start looking for Ian and Brittney in the sea of students. Over in the corner, I see Brittney. Then I see her lean up and deeply kiss the tall man she's dancing with. My heart stops. My stomach clenches. I start to hyperventilate before it finally registers that it isn't Ian she's with.
I take a deep breath and stand there, rooted in place as I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method that Kasey recommends. I walk over to our table and sit down. Placing my hands on my knees, I lower my head and do my best to relax. Where is Ian?
"Kayla? What's wrong?" Ian's voice asks as I feel a hand touch my bare shoulder.
"Where were you?" I ask as I look up at Ian with wide eyes.
"Bathroom." he answers simply. "Brittney said she really wanted to make out, so I told her Adam didn't have a date, and I left to pee."
"She wanted to make out with you!" I tell him as I snap out of my panic attack and start giggling uncontrollably.
"What? Really? Why?" Ian asks with a look of confusion. "I'm dating you."
"I love you, Ian." I gush happily.
"I love you, too." he replies. "Wait. Were you worried I was gonna kiss Brittney?"
"I saw her kiss someone and thought it was you for a second." I admit. "I was an idiot, sorry."
"I'd never do that!" Ian insists.
"I know." I smile and nod. "Ian?"
"Yes?" he asks.
"Is this what it feels like when you imagine me with other guys?" I wonder.
"Like your heart is breaking and you're gonna throw up?" Ian suggests.
"Yes." I confirm.
"Then, yeah, that's what it's like." he responds.
"I'm sorry." I say in a small voice as I look away from Ian in shame.
"Hey." he says as he gently places his hand beneath my chin and turns my head to face him. "You and your dad... I get it. You two are special. As long as it's no other guy, I'm okay."
"Are you sure?" I inquire.
"I'm sure." Ian confirms as he sits down beside me and wraps an arm around my shoulders.
I smile and rest my head on him. Together, we watch as our fellow students dance. I slip my hand into Ian's, and he laces our fingers. We stay like this for a couple songs, before deciding it's time to join in the fun again.
A slow song starts, and Ian draws me into his arms. I gaze into his eyes, smiling softly as we sway to the music. My heart feels so full. I can't help but lean up as my eyes start to close. Our lips meet in a loving kiss.
The kiss only lasts a few heartbeats, but it makes my spirit soar. When we break apart and look at each other, I can't help but giggle. Ian smiles back before leaning forward and playfully kissing the tip of my nose.
The night is truly magical. Sometimes, it feels so surreal I think I might be dreaming. But no, I'm awake. This is happening. So many moments stand out in my mind. Lexi and Hazel softly kissing as they hold each other, Josh confidently dancing with Ashley, Stephanie, Ian, and I all dancing in a circle during a fast song.
I dance with Ian and Stephanie for some time before reaching out and taking each of them by the hand. There's a tense moment, but when Ian offers his hand, Stephanie takes a deep breath and accepts it. We dance in one big circle as I try and figure out a way to help my friend feel more comfortable. That's when a slow song comes on.
"Oh, I need to go talk to Lexi. You two keep dancing." I say as I release Ian's hand. I then squeeze Stephanie's hand while looking into her panic-filled eyes. "It'll be okay, it's Ian. I promise, it's okay."
Stephanie gives me a terse nod, her lips tightly clenched as I release her hand and disappear into the crowd. Yeah, I'm lying, I don't have to talk with Lexi. I weave through the various dancing couples before turning around to see how Stephanie is doing.
Ian and Stephanie are at arms length; his hands are on her waist, and she's got her hands wrapped around his neck. She's not flinching, but she does look uncomfortable as the two of them sway softly to the music. I wince and decide to go over to relieve her.
I take a step forward when I see Stephanie give Ian a small smile and a light nod. Freezing in place, I watch as Stephanie gets slightly closer to Ian, looking less nervous. Over the course of the song, Stephanie becomes less and less stiff as she shuffles closer to Ian.
Toward the end of the song, I smile as I watch Stephanie rest her head on Ian's chest as they dance. That's when I notice a tall guy approaching them, clearly checking out Stephanie. Shit, he wants to cut in. As I hurry toward the dancing couple, the guy touches Stephanie's shoulder.
I can see Stephanie's eyes go wide from here. She jerks in Ian's grip as she pulls away from him and the other guy. She's clearly breathing heavily as she backs away, panic on her face. Ian then steps in front of Stephanie just as I arrive.
"She's with me." he says firmly.
"She's with us." I add, taking Ian's hand and facing the guy.
"Sure, no problem." the guy says, hands raised as he backs away.
Once the guy is gone, Ian and I comfort Stephanie. It takes a minute, but we're able to calm her down. Stephanie then excuses herself to use the restroom. I turn to face Ian and see that he's looking at me, oddly at first, and then with a slightly bashful smile.
"She's with us?" he asks with a smirk.
"Yes." I confirm with a nod as realization dawns on me. I try to pour out all my love and affection for Ian through my gaze. "She's our date. All night."
"Kayla..." he trails off, eyes wide.
"Shh." I whisper as I put my fingers to his lips. "We'll figure it out. Together."
Ian nods. Soon, Stephanie returns and we're all back to dancing. We get back with the rest of our friends and dance as one big group. I twirl Lexi around as Ian dances with Ashley. Yeah, there are some bumpy parts, but this is an amazing Prom!
Finally, it's time for the announcement of Prom King and Prom Queen. We all gather to listen. No one we're close with wins, but that's okay. We aren't the most popular group at the school, but we're a group full of love.
The King and Queen start their dance. Every student watches for a minute, but various couples soon start dancing as well. I grab Ian and start dancing with him, my eyes never leaving his. Then I guide us over to Stephanie and we attempt a three-person slow dance. Yeah, it doesn't work. Oh well, worth a shot.



No night can last forever. It's a sad fact, but true. I actually feel tears forming in my eyes when the DJ announces the last song of the night. Our group shares one last dance. Then the nine of us make our way outside, the couples holding hands. The limousine is waiting, and we all pile inside. Senior Prom is over, but Prom Night is just beginning.
~Ashley~
This is the best night ever! I'm giddy with happiness as I sit down beside Josh in the limousine. Our entwined hands are resting in my lap while my thumb lightly caresses Josh's skin. He squeezes my hand affectionately, making me smile.
We're all hot from dancing, so we hand out waters from the refrigerator. I brush my blonde hair back and press the cold bottle against the back of my neck before opening it and taking a sip. Then I glance around the interior of the vehicle, taking in the sight of my friends, my family.
Marcia and Shawn are sitting side-by-side as he brushes a lock of dark hair back behind her ear before whispering something that makes her giggle. Hazel and Lexi are teasing each other, and I smirk when Lexi blows a raspberry, like she does so often. Kayla is sitting between Ian and Stephanie, a radiant smile lighting up her gorgeous face.
We have another forty minute drive ahead of us. The nine of us spend it talking about how great Prom is, how happy we are, and how we're looking forward to the after party. The company is so nice, making the drive fly by. Before we know it, we're parking in front of the mansion.
After stepping out of the car, the driver bids us a goodnight and our limousine leaves. Then we walk through the dark house until we reach the main living room. Steven is here, waiting for us with the after party all set up. There's booze, soda, and snacks.
"Welcome back!" Steven smiles widely. "How was Prom?"
Five girls rush Steven, with only Stephanie hanging back. The dark-haired girl just smiles and waves at him. The five Slut-sisters all hug Steven. He then shakes hands with the guys. We all sit down, the girls with wine coolers, except for Hazel. The guys enjoy beers as we talk about Prom.
"Where's Nicole?" Kayla wonders at one point.
"She went home an hour ago." Steven answers. "She's going out with friends tomorrow morning."
"Is she gonna tell them the three of us are dating?" Lexi asks.
"I actually don't know what she's told her friends." Steven frowns. "I just know they've been asking why she's so busy on weekends."
"Nicole did ask about what to tell her friends when you guys got together." I comment.
"Yeah, I remember." Steven sighs.
"We'll ask her about it tomorrow." Lexi shrugs.
With ten people, there are several conversations going on at once. Somewhat understandably, Stephanie and the guys are the most quiet. We do our best to draw them into our chats, and as time passes, it works better and better.
"I should head to bed." Steven says after finishing his beer.
"Oh, you don't have to!" Marcia insists.
"Yeah, you can stay, Daddy!" Kayla adds.
"I appreciate that," Steven smiles, "but you guys have fun, I'll relax in the bedroom."
"Are you sure, Baby?" Lexi asks.
"I'm sure." Steven nods and smirks. "Oh, and ladies, don't completely burn the guys out."
"No promises!" I call out loudly and confidently, making all the girls, even Stephanie, giggle.
Steven laughs and shakes his head. Then he makes his exit. I know I'm not the only girl who checks out his ass as he walks away. Turning my head back to face Josh, I kiss his cheek and give him a winning smile.
Our little party continues. Kayla puts on some soft music for background noise as we drink and enjoy snacks. It's so cute watching the guys getting used to drinking beer. They're still unaccustomed to drinking alcohol. It's fucking adorable, I love it!
I look over and catch Ian and Kayla exchanging soft kisses as they gaze at each other and laugh softly. Marcia and Shawn are holding hands, and I actually catch his eyes flick down to her cleavage. Lexi and Hazel are sitting so close that their hips are touching. Yeah, I'm getting wet.
"Well, girls," I state loudly as I stand up while raising my wine cooler, "I think it's time we show these boys the time of their lives!"
"Mm, sounds like fun to me!" Kayla giggles before taking a sip of her drink.
"What do you say, sexy lady?" Lexi asks as she stands up and steps into her heels. She then offers Hazel both hands. "Want me to lick that sweet twat of yours?"
"Yes, please!" Hazel giggles as she takes Lexi's hands and is pulled to her feet.
"What do you think?" Marcia asks Shawn quietly. Shawn is staring glassy-eyed at Lexi and Hazel, clearly trying to figure out what's happening. "Shawn?"
"Y-yeah, sounds good. "Shawn stammers nervously as he looks at Marcia's pretty face. "But Lexi's dating Kayla's dad?"
"I'll explain in the room." Marcia responds.
I look at Josh suggestively. To his credit, he's either oblivious to what's happening, or taking everything in stride. I feel a surge of pride for my formerly innocent date. I take Josh's hand and pull him to his feet.
"Let's head upstairs." I suggest, winking at Josh. "I have certain parts that you might be interested in."
"O-okay." he nods, blushing bright red.
"Have fun everyone." Stephanie whispers.
Ian and Kayla look at each other. I feel like there's a conversation going on in their eyes, but neither one of them says anything. I'm about to speak up when I see Kayla nod. Ian nods back, and I wonder what their decision is.
"Actually, Ian and I were thinking of staying down here and relaxing with our date a little longer." Kayla says.
"Um..." Stephanie begins. "I think I'd like that very much, but isn't it ruining your plan?"
"Somehow, I think this is even better than our plan." Ian smiles.
"We'll leave you three alone." Lexi smiles as she wraps an arm around Hazel's waist and starts to lead the tall girl from the room.
"Let's go, Shawn!" Marcia smiles confidently while standing up.
"With me, sexy man!" I say to Josh.
Three couples; Marcia and Shawn, Lexi and Hazel, Josh and I. We all march out of the main living room, leaving Stephanie, Kayla, and Ian alone. The six of us are all laughing as we run through the house as fast as the girls' heels will allow. Soon, we arrive at the bedrooms. Lexi and Hazel go into Hazel's room while Marcia pulls Shawn into a guest room. I grab Josh's tie and smile at him as I drag him into another guest room.
"Nervous?" I ask with a grin as I forward to peck his lips.
"Well, it's not my first time." Josh blushes.
"Oh, someone's finding his confidence!" I comment while giving him a cheeky smile.
"I'm in a bedroom after Prom with the most beautiful woman in the world." Josh grins. "How could I not be confident?"
"Josh!" I gasp as I grab him by the back of the head and shove my tongue in his mouth.
Josh wraps his arms around me as he kisses me back with passion. I run my fingers along his bicep from outside his jacket while we make out. I can feel my pussy getting even more wet as I quickly lead us over to the bed.
"Shouldn't we talk?" Josh asks between kisses.
"After!" I moan into his mouth. "It can wait until after!"
"Not just about Lexi and Hazel." Josh explains while kissing me. "About us."
"After, I promise." I whisper as I start kissing down his neck while pulling him up onto the bed. "I need cock in me. Now!"
"O-okay. Okay!" Josh gasps as he climbs on top of me.
We're kissing again. Josh has one hand in my blonde hair while his other hand slides up my torso. I gasp and grab Josh's ass in both hands when Josh's hand reaches my breast. My entire body shivers as Josh squeezes my massive titty.
Josh and I start grinding as I slide my hands into the jacket of his tuxedo. I nibble on Josh's earlobe while encouraging him to remove his jacket with my hands. When I release his earlobe, Josh sits up and discards his tuxedo jacket. Then he's back on top of me.
"I wanna suck your dick!" I husk into his ear as we grind. My legs are spread to either side of him, my knees pulled back and my heels in the air.
"I want you to." he whispers back.
"Lay down, Baby." I coo in his ear as I think about my own words; it's time to suck out the easy one before getting him inside my cunt.
Josh rolls off me and lays down on the bed with his head on the pillow. I can actually see him shiver with anticipation. Good, he is ready for me. Knowing how great I look in my black dress, I get between Josh's legs and smile up at him.
"Mm, I love to suck cock." I moan as I lick my lips.
He's breathing heavily as my fingers caress his bulge. I can't wait any longer, I open his pants and pull out his erection. Fuck, he's rock hard and throbbing for me. I love it! I start stroking him while he looks down, watching me with wide eyes.
"Oh, that feels good!" he groans while enjoying the handjob.
"If you like that, you'll love this!" I giggle.
Without any further words, I lunge forward and capture his mushroom head between my lips. Josh gasps, making me smile wide around his tip. Then I start sucking. My cheeks cave in as I happily give head. There's nothing like a hard shaft throbbing between my lips.
"Ashley!" Josh moans, throwing his head back as he buries his hands in my blonde locks.
"MM!" I hum loudly as my saliva coats his thickness.
He isn't in my mouth for very long when I start hearing his rapid breathing. He's close. I relax my throat and impale my face on his shaft. I can't deepthroat Steven, but I can manage Josh! My nostrils flare as I struggle to breathe, then I start swallowing so my throat will massage his length.
"Holy shit!" Josh exclaims as his hips buck.
That's the only warning I receive as my mouth floods with sperm. I grab Josh's thighs as I struggle to remain attached to him. I can feel cum leaking down my chin as I swallow my first big mouthful. Then I swallow again. And again. Until the last drops trickle out and onto my tongue.
I release Josh's softening dick with a loud slurp as I look up at him. He looks down at me; I'm kneeling between his legs in my black dress, and I can feel my big titties dangling from my chest, trapped in my large bra. As Josh watches, my tongue snakes out and laps up the cum from my chin.
"How was that, Cutie?" I ask with a big smile.
"So good!" he gasps weakly.
"I'm glad." I reply as I lean forward and kiss his cock.
"Ashley?" Josh inquires nervously.
"What's up, Baby?" I respond while still absentmindedly stroking his half-hard dick.
"O-only if you want me to..." Josh stammers. "If you want me to, I'd l-like to return the favor."
"Oh!" I exclaim as a sly grin crosses my face. "Does someone wanna eat my pussy?"
"If you want me to, yes." he swallows, showing his anxiety.
"Are you kidding?!" I laugh as I squeeze his shaft in my soft hand. "I'd love to get eaten out!"
"Really?" Josh asks, looking like he can't believe he's about to get his face in my box.
"Really." I nod excitedly. "C'mon, let's get naked!"
The two of us stand up. In my heels, I'm as tall as Josh. I smile at him as we both begin to disrobe. First, I kick off my heels. Then I shimmy out of my dress so that I'm standing in my bra and panties. I notice Josh eyeing me as I unhook my bra.
"Which one do you like better?" I ask as I throw my bra aside. I hold one tit in each hand. My right hand pulls my a breast up, while my left hand pulls my left titty down. I then alternate several times in quick succession.
"Both!" Josh breathes, his pants around his ankles and his erection standing proud for me. Yeah, he's hard again already. He is eighteen, and I'm smoking hot blonde with big tits!
"Good answer!" I giggle.
Once we're both naked, I climb up on the bed and lay back with my legs spread. Josh is frozen, his eyes locked on my exposed womanhood. I giggle and crook my finger, inviting him up onto the bed. My other hand caresses my massive mammary gland, lightly squeezing it as Josh devours me with his eyes.
"Come join me." I whisper in a seductive voice.
Josh nods rapidly as he gets on the bed. He stumbles a bit and blushes. I just give him a cute smile. Fuck, he's adorable. Wanting to encourage him, I grab my legs behind the knee and spread myself open wide. Josh may be shy and inexperienced, but even he knows what to do; he gets between my spread legs, his face inches away from my vulva.
A soft moan escapes my lips when Josh reaches out and lightly runs his fingers along my labia. I want to speak, to tell him to hurry up and lick me, but I resist. Josh isn't a virgin, thanks to me, but he's still never gotten a real good close up look at a pussy. I decide to be patient and let him examine me.
"Feel how wet I am for you?" I coo while still holding my legs back.
"You're soaked." Josh replies, clearly in awe.
"All for you, Baby!" I moan as his fingertips spread my labia. "All for you!"
Josh and I reach our limit at the same. Just as I'm about to beg for him to lick me, Josh leans forward and extends his tongue. I groan loudly when he takes his first lick of my slit. He licks me again. And again. Soon, he is gripping my thighs as his tongue laps at my cunt.
"Yes!" I hiss, my back arching, causing my huge tits to point toward the ceiling. "Fuck yes, lick me! Eat me!"
I can hear Josh moaning softly as he eats me out. Fuck, he's enjoying this as much as I am! I try and wiggle to show him exactly where to lick, but the shy boy is having trouble getting the message. He spends most of his time shoving his tongue inside me, ignoring my clit. Yeah, it feels fucking amazing, but I won't cum like this.
"My clit!" I moan loudly. "Lick my clit!"
"Mm, okay." Josh nods as he licks higher, coming close, yet somehow missing my clit completely.
"It's right here, it's right here!" I tell him while releasing my legs. I slide one hand between my legs. I touch just above my clit, pointing out my love button. "The little nub!"
Josh starts licking my clit, and I see stars. My toes clench at the blanket as I pull my legs back. Gripping Josh's head, I buck my hips, practically suffocating him with my pussy. I can feel my juices leaking out of me, soaking Josh's face. Then, I explode.
"Josh!" I scream as I claw at his head. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming for you! Josh!"
I don't give Josh a chance to breathe. As soon as I settle down after my orgasm, I reach down and grab at his shoulders. I start pulling him up, encouraging him to get on top of me. Josh obliges, and soon his muscular chest is squishing my double-D's as we make out.
I can taste myself on Josh's tongue, and moan into his mouth as he runs his tongue along mine. Josh starts rolling his hips, his cock head poking me as he tries to find the hole. I start to reach between us to help him when an idea occurs to me.
"I wanna ride you." I husk into his ear as I roll us over.
"Okay!" he gasps as I get on top of him.
Straddling Josh, I lean forward and nibble on his earlobe as I grind on top of him. I can feel my tits dangling, swaying lightly, hard nipples scraping across his chest. Sitting up, I look down at the shy boy, who looks back up at me in awe. My blonde hair framing my face, my huge tits on full display, my flat stomach and tight, tall body; I feel like a sex goddess.
I lift myself. Next, I reach down and grasp Josh's shaft. Giving him several strokes, I aim his harness straight up and at my pussy. My eyes never leave his as I can feel my wet labia start to part in anticipation. We both let out a gasp as I lower myself onto his cock, engulfing him with my warmth.
"Ashley, I-" Josh begins when he's fully embedded, his eyes locked on mine.
"Sh, not yet." I whisper as I place two fingers on his lips. "It's too soon. But, thank you."
With my hands on Josh's chest, I start to ride. In fact, I go full cowgirl. I bounce on Josh, lifting my body so high that his cock almost falls out of me. Then I slam myself back down, surrounding his entire shaft in wet, vaginal flesh.
"You feel so good inside me, Baby!" I coo. "So good!"
"Ashley!" is all Josh can manage to gasp.
My tits are jiggling like crazy on my chest as my blonde hair flails about. Josh's hands are gripping my hips as he just tries to hold on for the ride. Soon, the boy's eyes leave my face; I smirk when I catch him watching my big titties bounce.
"Grab 'em, Baby!" I beg as I claw at his chest.
"What?" he asks in confusion.
"My titties!" I crow. "Grab my big titties!"
Josh reaches his hands up my body and takes my breasts in his hands. My boobs are so big, he can't even get his fingers around the entirety of the round orbs. A smoldering look appears on my face as I start grinding in his lap.
"Pinch my nipples!" I hiss as I lean forward and grab the headboard with one hand.
Josh squeezes my boobies and pinches my nipples. The entire time I'm bouncing in his lap, riding him hard and fast. I'm close. Oh God, I'm so close! Gripping the headboard with one hand, I reach my other hand between my legs and rub my clit.
"I'm cumming!" I announce. "Cum with me! Cum inside me! Fill me with it! Cum for me, Josh!"
Josh groans as he squeezes my tits and bucks his hips. My vaginal muscles are going crazy on his cock, driving him to orgasm. I tense and cum again as hot cum floods my insides. I can feel each pulse of his shaft as Josh ejaculates inside of me.
"You cumming, Baby?" I coo as I lift my hips slightly before taking him back in me. "I can feel it! I can feel that cum!"
"Yes!" Josh hisses as he releases my tits and reaches down to grab my ass.
Josh holds me all the way down on him as he shudders one last time. I squeeze my vaginal muscles tightly, massaging his shaft and giving him as much pleasure as I possibly can. Then, it's over. I roll off of Josh and lay down beside him as he draws me into his arms.
"So, now that you've gotten me twice," I begin with a giggle as I nuzzle his chest. "is pussy better than your hand?"
"Uh, yeah!" Josh exclaims.
"Good!" I laugh as I press my bare breasts against him.
"As much as I'm enjoying the moment," he says as he reaches down to squeeze my butt, "we do need to talk."
"W-what about?" I ask nervously as my body tenses.
"What's going on?" Josh asks slowly. "Hazel is pregnant and Steven's the father. He's with Lexi. Lexi and Hazel hooking up? Nicole also dating Steven? You girls just seem really used to this, and I don't understand."
"I should have told you a long time ago." I sigh.
"Told me what?" he wonders as he brushes a lock of blonde hair out of my face.
"Kayla, Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, and I all made a pact." I answer. "Lexi's sister, Nicole, joined us later on. We call ourselves the Slut-sisters."
"You call yourselves sluts?" Josh asks in confusion.
"Yeah, I mean, it's not in the derogatory way like some people use the word." I explain. "It's sort of like we're reclaiming the word. The six of us make love. Often. And, of course, it's about so much more than sex. We will always be here for each other, always support each other, always come first."
"Which means that, if I want to date you, I have to accept it." he finishes for me. It isn't a question.
"Yes." I confirm. "Just like your dad accepts Jennifer."
"That's one woman, not five." Josh points out. "Still, what hurt my dad was the fact that my mom was hiding it."
"I'm not gonna hide anything from you." I say with sincerity. "There's more."
"You're sleeping with Steven, too." he says, revealing how observant the quiet boy is.
"I am." I nod.
"And you don't want to stop." he sighs.
"No, I don't." I agree. "But, I will. For you, I will. It's just, I won't stop sleeping with my Slut-sisters. I'll stop with Steven if you want, but not them. I need them. I always will."
"What hurt my dad the most was the secrets." Josh answers carefully. "He even told me that he was fine with Mom being with Jennifer. I don't need details, but do you promise to tell me about everyone you're with?"



"Of course!" I exclaim. "I'll never hide anything from you again. I never should have!"
"Then, I won't tie you down." he says. "You can have sex with whoever you want, male or female."
"Seriously?" I ask with a raised eyebrow. "I mean, shy Josh is this open-minded? Really?"
"I am!" Josh lets out a nervous laugh. "I mean, we're still in high school, as much as you mean to me, I know that, chances are, we won't last forever. I want you to be happy. And um..."
"Yes?" I ask.
"Maybe, you know," the quiet boy swallows nervously, "well, I'm a guy. And yeah, we all have the fantasy..."
"What? Oh!" I exclaim as I lift my body and look at him with a smirk. "Is someone angling for a threesome?"
"M-maybe." he gulps, his quiet nature overwhelming him again. He takes a deep breath, and I see his back straighten. He looks up from the floor, gazing directly into my eyes. "Yes, I'd like that."
"Look at Mr. Shy reaching for the moon." I husk as I run my fingertips along his chest. "We can make that happen, Baby. Probably."
"J-just don't go to crazy, please?" Josh asks, and I know he doesn't mean about the threesome.
"I won't. It'll probably just be Steven and the Slut-sisters, anyway." I shrug. "But, who knows? If someone else comes up, I promise to talk to you about it. And, if you want to boink another girl on your own? Well, I'm open to that. Just no catching feelings for her! You belong to me, Mister!"
"Agreed." he smiles while looking at me. "S-so, are you my girlfriend?"
"Yes, Josh Greene." I nod as a huge smile lights up my face. "I am."
~Marcia~
Once Shawn and I are in the guest bedroom, I shut the door and press my back against it. A small smile crosses my face as I admire Shawn in his tuxedo. He's looking back at me, his eyes taking in the sight of me in my red dress. Even in my heels, Shawn towers over me.
"See anything you like?" I ask as my tongue snakes out to lick my upper lip seductively. Shawn may be the more outgoing one, but when it comes to sex, I have all the experience here.
"You're perfect." the virgin boy whispers.
"Why, thank you!" I husk as I sashay over to Shawn. I run the fingers of my right hand down his chest, feeling the soft fabric of his tie.
"You're welcome." he replies. "It's the truth."
"You're so sweet." I whisper as my hand reaches his bulge. I cup his manhood from outside his pants, feeling the outline of his erection.
"Marcia!" he gasps as his hand grabs my wrist.
I press my body against his as we start kissing. Shawn wraps his arms around me, our tongues wrestling as we touch each other. I rub his bulge, and the outgoing boy finds his confidence as he reaches a hand down to cup my ass. His other hand slips into my dress and bra to caress naked tit-flesh for the first time.
"Ready for your first blowjob?" I coo as my hand caresses him. "I really, really wanna suck you!"
"Not yet." Shawn states firmly, breaking our embrace while pulling my hand off him. His reason is overwhelming his lust now, allowing him to do this.
"What? Why not?" I frown in confusion.
"We need to talk." Shawn insists as he walks over to the bed and sits down.
"Oh." I state, swallowing nervously.
"Come sit down." he requests as he pats the bed beside him.
"O-okay." I mumble as I sit down beside him, smoothing out my dress. Then I glance over at him.
"I was planning on asking you to be my girlfriend tonight." Shawn begins.
"I figured." I nod. "And I was planning on agreeing."
"I'm glad." he smiles. "But, I have a few questions."
"Ask away." I tell him, trying to project more confidence than I'm actually feeling.
"Why are Lexi and Hazel having sex if Lexi is with Steven?" Shawn wonders. "Steven is dating Nicole and Lexi? And how can Steven be the father of Hazel's baby?"
"Uh, well, I," I stammer, "I guess it's because Lexi lets Steven sleep around."
"I see." he replies. "What about Lexi and Hazel? Are they bi?"
"Yes. They have sex. Steven is cool with Lexi sleeping around with women, as long as she doesn't touch another man." I explain. "Does that bother you?"
"No." Shawn shakes his head. "I mean, it's their relationship, the parameters are up to them. As long as everyone is being honest, it isn't a problem."
"I'm glad to hear you say that." I smile. "And yeah, Steven is dating Lexi and Nicole."
"There's a lot you haven't told me, isn't there?" Shawn asks with a sigh.
"Yes." I admit in a weak voice.
"What else?" he demands. "I mean, I knew you weren't a virgin, and I'm okay with that, most people have a past. There's more to it, though. I know there is."
"I-I'm a Slut-sister." I reply.
"What the fuck does that mean?" Shawn frowns.
"It means that I'm bi, too. I love dick and cunt!" I answer loudly as I grip the edges of the bed desperately. "I love my girls, and, and, and, I can't stop loving them!"
"The five of you are having sex?" he asks, his mouth hanging open slightly.
"Yes!" I gasp, tears forming in my eyes as I realize that Shawn is not happy about this. "And it's so much more than sex! The six of us, including Nicole, will always love each other! Always be here for each other!"
"Are you having sex with Steven as well?" Shawn follows up with.
"I am." I let out a breath as the tears start flowing.
"I know we aren't official, but it still feels like you're cheating on me." he tells me.
"I'm sorry!" I exclaim. "Shawn, I'm sorry! I-I can stop sleeping with Steven, I can!"
"Okay." Shawn nods. "Thank you."
"Thank you for understanding." I whisper, relief coursing through me as I wipe away my tears.
"What about the girls?" he asks.
"W-what about them?" I ask, my eyes widening in horror.
"Can you stop sleeping with them?" Shawn wonders. "Can you stop sleeping with other people, and just be with me?"
"No." I shake my head sadly. "I can't."
"Why not?" he just has to ask.
"Because..." I mumble. "Because, fuck! Just because!"
"That's not an answer." Shawn says.
"I love Steven, I do." I respond. "But, I can stop sleeping with him. It doesn't change how much he cares for me, and I know I'm always welcome here. But my girls? No. As much as I know we don't need to have sex to be the Slut-sisters, I can't ever choose a guy over them. Ever. I'm sorry."
"I'm sorry, too." he replies. "Just the thought of someone else touching you like that makes me feel like throwing up."
"W-what are you saying?" I ask with a wince.
"I'm saying that I can't date you as long as you're having sex with other people." Shawn sighs, tears running down his cheeks. "I'm sorry, Marcia."
"It'll just be the Slut-sisters, I promise!" I say loudly, trying to salvage the situation. "I swear, no other girls, and no guys beside you at all!"
"I want more than that." he states firmly. "I want a committed, monogamous relationship."
"A-and I can't give you that." I respond, sealing our fate.
"I should go." Shawn states as he stands up.
"No, wait!" I shout as I reach out and grasp his wrist.
"What for?" he asks as he turns back to face me. "We can't be together."
"It's still Prom Night." I reply with a nervous shrug. "We can still do it. You know, if you want."
"I do want to." Shawn sighs. "You're gorgeous, Marcia."
"And you're very handsome." I tell him with a sexy wink. "I'd love to see you out of that tux."
"I really want to..." he acknowledges. "But, we shouldn't."
"Why not?" I whine pathetically.
"I'm a virgin." Shawn explains as he pulls his wrist out of my grasp. "My first time shouldn't feel like it's just checking a box."
"Your first time should be with someone who truly cares about you!" I insist.
"I agree." he nods as he turns and heads for the door. Opening the door, he turns to face me one last time. "I hope I find her someday. Goodbye, Marcia. I'll see you at lunch on Tuesday."
When the door closes behind Shawn, I wince and recoil as if I'm physically hit. I bury my face in the pillow while laying on my stomach, still fully dressed in my Prom outfit. Sobs wrack my body as I shake and cry. Fuck! I can't keep my legs closed, and now it's costing me an amazing guy!
Time passes, a significant amount of time, in fact. I spend it wallowing in self-pity. I mentally call myself every name I can think of; slut, whore. My arms are beneath the pillow as I keep my face pressed into it. Just as I'm about to doze off, my eyes shoot open.
No. No, there's nothing wrong with me. Steven loves me, my Slut-sisters love me. They stand by me, no matter what. That's more than I can say about Shawn. Siting up, I wipe away my tears, realizing that I can't be alone right now.
I stand up and exit the guest room. I notice that Kayla's bedroom door is closed now; Ian must be losing his virginity right now. Ashley and Josh are shut in another room, while Hazel and Lexi are in Hazel's room. There's one other person who is alone tonight, like me.
Lost in thought and wanting to surprise him, I open the bedroom door without knocking. My mistake. Steven is sitting at his desk wearing headphones. He's wearing nothing but lounge pants, which are currently around his ankles. His cock is in his hand and he is clearly jacking off to porn.
"Marcia?!" he shouts as he turns to face me.
"Shit! Sorry!" I exclaim as I start to back out of the room.
"No, it's okay!" Steven says as he pulls up his lounge pants, putting his cock away. "Please, come in!"
"A-are you sure?" I ask.
"I am." he nods.
"Maybe you should turn off Brittney's video first?" I suggest with a giggle.
"Oh, right!" he stammers as he jumps back on the computer.
"We still can introduce you to Brittney, you know?" I offer.
"No thank you." Steven shakes his head as he shuts off his monitor and walks over to me.
"No need to be embarrassed." I smirk before blushing cutely as I shut the bedroom door, sealing us both inside. "I masturbate, too."
"Oh yeah?" he wonders, looking at me with lust in his eyes.
"Oh, yes!" I smile as I pose in my sexy red dress. "I shove a dildo up my cunt as I imagine it's your cock inside me."
"Big words from such a quiet girl." Steven whispers. He's standing right in front of me now, and he reaches out and lightly cups my face.
"They're true words." I reply as I press my cheek against his palm and look up at him affectionately.
"Not that I mind the company," he begins, "but shouldn't you be with your date?"
"No." I lightly shake my head as I reach out to caress his bulge. "I'm right where I belong."
Steven gazes at me with his perfect, green eyes. He knows now isn't the time to demand answers from me, he's so smart, so insightful, so compassionate, so strong; he's a man. We both close our eyes as we lean forward. I gasp softly as our lips meet in a beautiful kiss.
We don't waste any time. Our love and lust for each other is overwhelming. I run my hands along Steven's bare, muscular chest. At the same time, his hands leave my waist and reach around my body to squeeze my firm butt cheeks.
"I want you." Steven husks between kisses.
"I need you!" I moan back.
I can't wait any longer. I need cock, and I need it now! Breaking our lip lock, I kiss down Steven's neck, to his chest. My hands grip his large biceps as I trail soft kisses down to his abs. I look up at him as I fully sink to my knees before the strong, handsome man.
My heels click together as I get into position. I then grip the edges of Steven's lounge pants and yank them down to his ankles, along with his lounge pants. I grab the massive cock in my tiny hand as I press it against my face affectionately.
"I love when you do that." Steven smirks down at me.
"Good, because I love this cock!" I moan back.
I pull my face back and look directly up into Steven's eyes. Then I glance downward and admire the huge dick currently aiming at my face. Opening my mouth, I lean forward and take his head between my lips while moaning low in my throat.
"Oh, Marcia!" he gasps while burying his hands in my hair.
Hearing the amazing man say my name just spurs me on. I grip his thighs as I rapidly bob my head, taking Steven as deeply as I can. I actually smile around his dick when I imagine the view Steven has; a dark-haired, eighteen year old slut on her knees, her mouth stretching wide around a big dick. My cleavage is on full-display in my red Prom dress.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum as I passionately suck dick.
"Your mouth feels so good, Baby!" Steven groans.
"Mm, you like that?" I coo as I pull off his cock and rub it against my face.
"Fuck, yeah!" he replies.
I stick out my tongue and slap his cock head on it while moaning loudly. Steven releases my head and reaches lower. I gasp out his name when his slip into my bra cups. Fuck, his strong hands feel so good as they caress my boobs.
"I love your hands on me." I coo as I pop his mushroom head back into my mouth and suck hard.
"I need to be inside you. Now!" Steven gasps as he pulls me to my feet.
"I need you inside me!" I respond as I lay back on the bed and spread my legs.
Steven is completely naked now, but I'm still fully dressed. He gets on top of me and slides my red Prom dress up my legs, exposing my underwear. Steven pushes my panties aside, revealing my wet pussy. Then he shoves himself inside of me.
"Fuck!" he grunts.
"Fuck me!" I reply loudly.
My heels are in the air, shaking slightly as I take his entire length in my teeny, tiny twat. He's so big, he's stretching my poor, little pussy to the limits. I wrap my arms around him, one hand burying in his hair as the sounds of his manly grunts make me even more wet.
At first, we're just fucking. Steven is slamming his cock in and out of my tight cunt as I roll my hips. Eventually, he lifts his head and looks down at me. Our eyes lock. He is looking at me with an expression of pure love. It pushes me over the edge.
My face scrunches up as I start to cum. Steven stops fucking me. He doesn't stop thrusting, he stops fucking me. Now, we're making love. I can feel the difference. His thrusts are softer, slower, but equally passionate. I cum again. I let out a small squeak as a third orgasm shoots through me.
"Marcia!" Steven whispers as he presses his lips against mine.
Hooking my legs around Steven's ankles, I welcome him inside me. I'm soaked; I can feel my juices leaking out of me as Steven takes me. We're both moaning loudly through closed lips as we kiss. I'm in heaven. Wanting Steven's cum, I clench my vaginal muscles around him tightly.
"Look at me!" I beg against his lips.
Steven lifts his head and looks down at me. He's breathing heavy as he steadily thrusts into my young, willing body. Oh, I'm gonna cum again! My hands are at either side of Steven's face, fingers lightly caressing him as I look up at him lovingly.
"I'm close!" Steven hisses.
"In me." I whisper softly, my doe-eyes wide. "Cum in me."
A few more thrusts. Then Steven grunts as he buries himself all the way up my cunt. I can feel his balls resting against my bum as they begin emptying their contents inside of me. I bite my lower lip to keep from screaming as I join him in orgasmic ecstasy.
Steven reaches between us and grasps his cock as he eases the long shaft out of me. I groan as I feel my pussy clamping shut, trapping his warm semen within my tight confines. He then rolls off of me and pulls me into his arms, where I coo happily.
"That was incredible." Steven tells me as he brushes a lock of sweaty dark hair out of my face.
"You were fucking amazing yourself!" I giggle as I run my fingers along his bare chest. My dress is bunched up around my waist and I'm still in my heels.
"May I ask how you ended up here, and not in a room with Shawn?" Steven inquires politely.
"You may." I nod in response. "Long story short, I told him everything and he decided he couldn't handle it."
"Everything?" he asks with raised eyebrows.
"Well, not quite everything." I giggle. "Don't worry, he doesn't know about you and Kayla. He knows about the Slut-sisters though."
"Gotcha." Steven nods. "So, you two are over?"
"I think so." I say with a sigh. "I told him I couldn't stop sleeping with my girls. He said he couldn't share me. He left without getting any nookie."
"He didn't drive home drunk, right?" he asks in a serious voice.
"No." I shake my head. "He only nursed the one beer all night."
"Okay, good." Steven says.
We lay in silence for a few minutes. Steven's fingers lightly caress my soft skin as I rest my head and hand on his chest. The need to pee eventually overwhelms me, so I get to my feet and make my way to the master bathroom.
I drop my panties and sit on the toilet to urinate. As I do, I think of the events of tonight. Telling Shawn that I'll stop sleeping with Steven. Making love with Steven. Fuck, my pussy is still purring happily from the pounding. I'm wrong; I can't stop. It's making love.
After wiping and flushing the toilet, I walk over to the sink to wash my hands. As I look at my reflection, I actually nod to myself. The decision is made. I need Steven. I immediately remove my dress, undergarments, and heels. Then I return to Steven, naked as a jay bird.
"Looking good!" Steven comments from the bed.
"All yours!" I reply as I strike a sexy pose, making sure to push my tits out.
"Mm, lucky me!" he husks.
I smile and climb into bed with Steven. We get under the covers. Soon, my head is pillowing on his chest, my breasts pressing into him as my arm wraps around him tightly. I sigh with pure happiness when he begins running his fingers through my dark hair. His other hands grips my upper arm tightly.
"I'm sorry, Steven." I mumble sadly, my eyes tightly closed.
"What for?" he questions.
"I told Shawn that I could stop sleeping with you if he and I got together." I explain.
"You don't have to apologize for that." Steven insists firmly. "I don't need to have sex with you to love and care about you. You're a beautiful, young woman. I already have two girlfriends. It's perfectly understandable that you'd want someone all to yourself."
"I love you, too." I whisper. "So. Fucking. Much."
"I know." he replies, kissing the top of my head. "I can feel your love. Whether we have sex or not."
"I don't ever want to stop!" I cry out as tears form in my eyes.
"Hey!" Steven says lightly. "Don't cry. Everything is okay, you've got me."
"J-just, please don't ever send me away." I whisper in a weak voice.
"I won't." he promises. "Still, eventually you'll want to find a boyfriend, who I'm sure won't appreciate you sleeping with some old man."
"You're not old!" I insist. "And I was wrong; I can't stop sleeping with you. I'm yours. All of me."
"Okay." Steven replies as he holds me close. "We'll take things one day at a time. I will never kick you out of my bed, and you're young anyway, you don't need to be tied down with a boyfriend. We'll worry about that if, and when, it happens."
I just nod and wipe away my tears. This man is so good to me. I feel so safe in his arms, and now I know I'll always be able to find comfort in them. We don't have sex again tonight; we both fall asleep completely satisfied.
~Hazel~
Lexi and I enter my bedroom and close the door before kicking our heels off. My bedroom. Yes, this is my bedroom. I'm an idiot. It's not charity, Steven and the Slut-sisters love me. They'll do anything for me, just as I will for them.
I feel myself becoming completely overwhelmed with love for my friends, for my family. I throw myself at Lexi, causing her to let out a surprised squeak. Burying a hand in her red hair, I shove my tongue between her lips and into her mouth.
Our hands paw at each other as we make our way over to my bed. Lexi is grabbing at my ass while I play with her titties. Sure, our dresses are still on, but we're both still able to get some nice handfuls of young, teenage flesh.



We fall onto the bed with cute giggles. Lexi is usually very take-charge with her female conquests, but right now? Right now, I'm unstoppable. I get on top of the sexy redhead and pin her arms above her head as I suck on her neck.
"Oh, Hazel!" Lexi coos as she tilts her head back to give me room.
"Mm!" I moan as I kiss down to her cleavage.
I actually lick the valley between Lexi's breasts before pressing her boobs together. Then I kiss all along her tit-flesh as she squirms beneath me. Once I'm done playing with her titties, I slide lower, getting between Lexi's legs.
Lexi spreads her legs wide as I push up her light blue dress, exposing the creamy skin of her calves. I shove my head up Lexi's dress and plant a kiss on her crotch from outside her panties. Then I push the strap of the underwear aside and inhale her feminine scent. Licking my lips, I dive in.
"That's it!" Lexi cries out as her back arches. "Eat me, eat me!"
Sounds like a plan to me! I grip Lexi's bare thighs in my hands, my fingers squeezing her flesh as my tongue swipes through her labia. Steven is one lucky guy, this pussy is delicious! I moan loudly as I feel Lexi's juices sliding down my throat.
I make love to Lexi's cunt with my mouth. I keep her legs spread wide as I go down on her. At first, I focus on getting her labia extra wet, but then I move my efforts higher. My tongue circles her clit, avoiding the little nub at first.
"Stop teasing and lick my clit!" Lexi demands.
Just for this, I decide to take my time. I lick lower, pushing my tongue between Lexi's labia. I wiggle my tongue all around, getting a good sampling of her taste. Only when she's squirming and begging do I finally bring my tongue to her love button.
"Hazel!" Lexi groans in frustration and relief.
I place Lexi's legs over my shoulders as I shove two fingers up her cunt. Curling my fingers up against her G-spot, I attack Lexi's clit with my tongue. Got her. Lexi squeals, and I can feel her body thrashing as she bucks her hips against my face.
"I'm cumming!" the gorgeous redhead announces. "Hazel! I'm cumming!"
Sawing two fingers in and out of Lexi, I continue fingering and licking until my friend has another orgasm. Then I finally pull away from her pussy, allowing her underwear to conceal her vulva once more as I lift my head out from under her dress. Getting on top of Lexi, I smile down at her lightly-freckled face.
"Not bad." Lexi shrugs.
"Oh, that's all I get?" I reply in mock outrage.
Lexi just blows a raspberry in response. I blow one back. The redhead looks at me, taken aback. Then she starts laughing. When Lexi starts tickling me beneath my arms, I attack and tickle her back. Soon, we're rolling around in bed as we tickle each other.
Lexi gets on top of me, straddling me while her dress bunches up around her waist. She reaches down and grabs the strap of my pink dress. Yanking it off my shoulder, Lexi grabs the top of my dress and pulls it down. My bra follows, exposing a hard nipple, which Lexi latches onto.
"Yeah, lick my titty!" I encourage as I hold her head to my bosom.
The clothes start coming off. I grab Lexi's dress and encourage her to remove it. While she grinds on me in just her bra and panties, I reach behind her back and unhook her bra. Lexi leans down and licks my nipple before sitting up and shrugging out of her bra. Then she's back on top of me, kissing along my jawline as her left tit presses against my exposed right breast.
"Get naked." Lexi husks into my ear as she bites my earlobe.
I push Lexi off of me and get to my feet. Then I strip for her. No, it isn't a striptease. I'm too hot for that, too excited to get to the fucking. In fact, I get naked in record time. My dress, bra, and panties are in a pile on the floor as Lexi lifts her ass and pulls her own underwear off.
Getting back on the bed, I straddle Lexi. While sitting up, I reach down and press her lightly-freckled breasts together. Then I growl, low in my throat, as I admire her pink nipples. I do the only thing that makes sense; I lower my head and motorboat her titties.
"That feels so good!" Lexi giggles as she buries a hand in my curtain of brown hair.
My hair isn't held back by the usual hair elastic. This allows my long, thick, brown hair to fall in waves down my back and over the sides of my face. My hair rests on Lexi's chest, tickling her soft skin as my mouth works her breasts.
Lexi and I start tribbing. I'm grinding my clit down against hers as we rub our pussies together. Lexi grips my butt cheeks, using her hands to help guide my motions. I keep my hands on her breasts, my thumbs caressing the firm, yet soft flesh as my lips trail kisses along her pale neck.
For the next several minutes, Lexi and I make love. She tenses up beneath me as she cums, and I can feel her pussy getting extra wet as my labia slide along hers. I'm close. I'm so close. I need to feel her tongue on my clit. I spin around on top of her and lower my pussy down onto Lexi's face.
"Eat me out!" I order, taking charge.
Lexi grabs my butt cheeks and spreads me open. Then she lifts her head and buries her face in my twat. I hook my arms around her thighs as I lower my own head and take a long lick of her slit. It's the start of one amazing sixty-nine.
I'm moaning and panting against Lexi's pussy as she fingers and licks me. My nipples are hard, pressing into her flat stomach as I mold my body against hers. Lexi pushes her fingers all the way up my hole as her other hand slaps my ass while she sucks on my clit.
I scream. I mean it, I scream. A full throat scream of passion. It's partly muffled by Lexi's pussy, but the sound still can be heard throughout the entire room. The walls are thick, so hopefully I'm not disturbing the other couples as they fuck.
After I'm finished drenching Lexi's face with my juices, I roll off of her and lay panting on the bed. My feet are by the pillow, and Lexi's feet are near my head. We both start giggling loudly as my tongue snakes out to lap up Lexi's juices from my chin and lips.
Soon, we're cuddling. Lexi's red head is resting on my right breast as her fingers tweak my left nipple. I'm running my fingers through her hair while Lexi's toes tickle my calf. Her light complexion is in strong contrast with my tan skin. We stay like this for awhile, and I'm even starting to doze off.
"Guess I'm an easy conquest." Lexi comments, waking me.
"Easy for Steven and the Slut-sisters." I smile. "No one else."
"Not anymore." Lexi sighs.
"Thinking about your past?" I wonder.
"Yeah..." she admits sadly.
"I'm probably not the best person to talk to." I acknowledge. "I like spreading my legs for multiple guys."
"Bermuda?" Lexi inquires.
"Yup!" I nod. "I never felt so full. It was great!"
"Gonna do it again?" she asks as she looks over at me.
"I don't know." I admit, letting out a breath. "I just don't know."
"Everything changes when you fall in love, doesn't it?" Lexi questions.
"Yes." I agree. "Yes, it does."
"Wanna go wake Steven for a threesome?" Lexi offers.
"No." I shake my head. "I'm not ready to be with him again yet."
"Why not?" she wonders as she lifts her head off of my chest to look straight at me.
"My feelings are complicated." I answer. "I love him. Hell, I'm in love with him. I've never been in love before, and I guess I just didn't expect it to happen. I like being single and hot. I like spreading my legs and bending over. Yet, I can't anymore. I can't because it reminds me that they're just using me to get off. It's so much better with Steven. It's better with him, but I'm scared to be with him. It's so fucked up!"
"I understand." Lexi states. "I thought I loved Keith, I would have done anything for him. Then I met Steven. I met Steven and learned what real love is."
"It's hard to let a random guy stick his cock in you when you have real love." I comment.
"It is." she agrees. "That's why I'm never gonna be with another man."
"I can't make that commitment." I sigh.
"Steven isn't asking you to." Lexi reminds me. "He slept with you in Bermuda, even though he knew you were getting boned by other guys."
"I know." I agree. "Him being such an amazing guy actually makes this harder."
"Yeah..." Lexi trails off before continuing. "Thanks, by the way. I feel better about my own problems now. Steven knows a ton of guys have fucked me, but he doesn't care. He loves me for me."
"You're welcome, I guess." I giggle.
"Now we have to make you feel better." Lexi says as she pecks my lips.
"Some cock would make me feel better." I wink.
"Steven has the biggest cock around, and he knows how to use it." Lexi points out.
"Not yet." I shake my head. Then my eyes light up. "Where's the strap-on?"
"Kayla's room." Lexi says sadly. "I'm not sure if she's in there with Ian yet. I don't want to disturb them."
"Oh." I state with a frown. "Well, my dildo and vibrator are in my top dresser drawer. They'll have to do."
"I'll get them." Lexi offers as she sits up and scoots her cute, little ass to the edge of the bed.
When Lexi stands up, I lunge out and swat her bare bum. The redhead squeaks and jumps forward as her hands flash back to protect her vulnerable backside. She looks over her shoulder and sticks out her tongue before making her way to my dresser.
Lexi opens my top drawer and starts sifting through my undies. She turns and shows me a pair of see-thru black panties while making a cute face. I flip her off. After putting my underwear back, Lexi withdraws my sex toys and brings them back to the bed.
"Assume the position, Slut!" Lexi orders firmly, taking control back from me.
Time for round two! I crouch in doggystyle with my head facing the headboard. I toss my head back so that my long, brown hair cascades down my bare back. Lexi knee-walks along the bed until she's kneeling next to my raised ass. I shiver as she runs her hand along my bum.
"Damn, you have a nice, tight ass." Lexi comments before spanking me.
"Mm!" I grunt as my body jerks forward. "Again! Hit me again!"
"Bad, Slut!" Lexi hisses as she slaps my ass. Hard. "Don't tell me what to do!"
"Sorry, Lexi!" I groan. Please... Please, spank me!"
Lexi spanks my other cheek, making me cry out. She spanks my first cheek again. Fuck, I can feel myself getting wet as she keeps slapping my ass, alternating which cheek she's hitting each time. Then she reaches her hand between my legs, her fingers dipping into my wetness.
"You're soaked, Slut." Lexi comments.
"Soaked for you, Baby!" I coo loudly. "Soaked for you!"
"Good, Slut!" she states as she swoops in and kisses my vulva.
I shiver as Lexi sits up. She then grabs the dildo and promptly starts pushing it into my cunt. I bare my teeth, grunting as the sex toy slides into my body. I really am soaked, my juices coating the dildo as it stretches my labia.
"You like that, hm?" Lexi asks as she grips the dildo and works it in and out of me.
"Yes!" I hiss. "Fuck me with your big cock!"
My eyes close as I focus on the feelings of the sex toy burrowing its way into my tunnel. I jerk forward with each push into me, and I can feel my little titties jiggling on my chest. This continues for several minutes, as I feel my orgasm building.
Lexi really is a genius at sex. She can obviously tell I'm getting close to cumming. In response, she grabs the vibrator, turns it on, and shoves it straight up my ass. I lose complete control of my body; I buck and shriek as tiny electric shocks travel through my entire being.
I collapse on the bed, my arms losing the strength to support my weight. I bite down on the pillow I land on, containing my second scream. Lexi leaves the vibrator to buzz in my ass as she grips the dildo and resumes working it in and out of me.
"Oh, God! Oh, fuck! Oh, shit!" I screech into the pillow as drool runs freely from between my lips.
Lexi pulls the vibrator out of my bum, and my body finally stops shaking. I lay with my head on the pillow, my drool staining the pillowcase. Lexi slaps my bum, causing me to let out a pathetically weak moan. She then removes the dildo from my cunt, leaving my holes empty.
"Taste yourself!" Lexi orders as she shoves the dildo between my lips.
"MM!" I moan as I suck my juices from the sex toy.
I think I pass out. When awareness returns to me, Lexi is putting the dildo and vibrator back into my dresser. My arms feel like jelly as I slowly sit up and brush my brown hair out of my face. Lexi just smirks at me and closes my top dresser drawer.
"Welcome back!" she giggles.
"What happened?" I mumble weakly.
"You passed out with a dildo in your mouth." Lexi answers. "I went to wash the sex toys. You just woke up now that I'm back."
"Oh." I state dumbly.
"Yup!" Lexi laughs as she hops up onto the bed, landing on her knees.
"Mm, come snuggle with me!" I beg as I reach out my arms to the redhead.
"You got it!" she replies.
We get under the covers and start cuddling. We kiss softly for several minutes, whispering sweet words to each other. I love this girl. I love all my Slut-sisters. I'm so glad they're in my life. I don't want to be alone tonight.
"How long can you stay?" I ask nervously.
"I'm yours all night." Lexi replies happily as she holds me close.
"Really?" I wonder with wide eyes.
"Of course!" she exclaims. "You're my Prom date!"
"What about Steven?" I inquire.
"Brittney just put out a new porno." Lexi shrugs. "He's fine."
~Kayla~
"You really don't have to stay down here with me." Stephanie repeats when our six friends disappear from the main living room.
"We want to, Stephanie." I insist.
"No, you don't." she replies, rolling her eyes. "You want to go to your room to fuck."
"We want to be here with you." Ian smiles kindly as he offers Stephanie another wine cooler.
"I shouldn't drink anymore." Stephanie says, shaking her head and refusing the drink offer.
"How about water?" Ian offers, putting down the wine cooler and holding out a bottle of fresh water.
"Okay, thanks." Stephanie responds, accepting the water.
"We really do love spending time with you." I say to Stephanie.
"I believe you." Stephanie smiles, looking incredibly beautiful in her royal purple gown. "I'm just saying, it's Prom night, and I know you two lovebirds wanna get each other naked."
"I'm a virgin, Stephanie." Ian explains patiently. "I love Kayla very much, and yeah, I want to make love to her. But, you're my date, too. I want you to have a great time. If tonight isn't the night for Kayla and I, that's okay. There's always another time."
"You found a good one, Kayla." Stephanie says, grinning over at Ian.
"I really did." I agree happily.
The three of us are sitting on the couch now, with me in the middle. I'm holding hands with Stephanie and Ian. Ian still has his dress shoes on, but we girls are barefoot, our heels laying under the table so that we can stretch out our toes.
We're all done drinking alcohol at this point. Ian isn't a big drinker, Stephanie is still dealing with her trauma, and I don't feel like getting drunk tonight. The snacks are put away, and we're all just sipping on water as we listen to music and relax.
"Thank you for protecting me tonight, Ian." Stephanie says at one point, clearly marshaling her courage for this conversation.
"It was my pleasure." Ian replies smoothly.
"I know that guy wasn't gonna hurt me." Stephanie continues, taking a deep breath. "It's just that, ever since the rapes, I can't let a guy touch me."
"I understand." he nods. "You don't have to explain."
"No, but I want to." Stephanie says. "Even you touching me was scary, but as we kept dancing, I guess I started to feel better. I was able to dance in your arms without freaking out."
"I'm glad." Ian responds. "And thank you. Thank you for the dance."
"It was my pleasure." Stephanie replies.
"Why don't you two keep chatting." I suggest as I release their hands and stand up. "I'm gonna start to clean up."
"Oh, we can help!" Stephanie offers.
"No, no!" I insist. "You two keep talking. I think it's good for both of you."
I start cleaning up all the trash and leftovers as the two of them talk about how great Prom is. They reminisce about the dance, and Ian compliments Stephanie again. Soon, they're sitting side-by-side as they talk.
When I'm done cleaning, I sit on the couch beside Stephanie, leaving her in the middle now. Stephanie reaches out her right hand and takes my left. We lace our fingers as I lift the raven-haired beauty's hand to my lips and kiss it softly.
I look across Stephanie, locking eyes with Ian. He immediately understands. Clever boy. He reaches out his right hand and gently takes Stephanie's left hand. Stephanie shudders softly, and looks like she wants to recoil, but she instead swallows and gathers her strength.
"See?" I ask. "Ian will never hurt you."
"I know he won't." Stephanie nods as tears form in her eyes. "It's just so hard! Every time a guy touches me, I flash back to taking cock after cock, being covered in cum, Keith laughing at me!"
"Stephanie, breathe." I state calmly. "Remember, you're safe. You're loved. Just breathe deeply and relax."
"O-okay, okay!" Stephanie gasps, her hand clenching mine so tightly it hurts.
"Do you want me to leave you two alone so you can talk?" Ian offers.
"No! Don't go!" Stephanie insists. I notice she's still clutching Ian's hand.
"I have an idea that might help, if you'd like to try." I tell Stephanie as I squeeze her hand.
"Um..." Stephanie mumbles, looking uneasy. She takes a deep breath before finally smiling at me. "I trust you."
"Okay, Ian's going to run his hand up your arm." I explain. "After a few seconds, I want you to tell him to stop. And he will. We're going to remind you that people who care for you will always stop when you tell them to."
Stephanie looks at me for several seconds, frozen. Then she blinks and turns her head to look at Ian. He gives her a reassuring smile as Stephanie squeezes my hand tightly. The tall, dark-haired girl then looks back at me. She presses her lips together and nods.
"Ian, go ahead." I instruct.
"Just remember, you can say stop at any time." Ian points out.
Stephanie just nods. Ian then reaches over with his left hand and lightly runs his fingers over the back of Stephanie's hand, the hand that's currently holding Ian's right hand. Stephanie shivers slightly at the touch.
Ian slowly trails his fingers along Stephanie's wrist and up her forearm. Stephanie closes her eyes tightly and actually lets out a small whimper, but she doesn't tell him to stop. This continues until Ian is running his fingers along the inside of her elbow.
"Stop, STOP!" Stephanie cries out as she pulls her hands out of ours and crosses her arms over her chest while lowering her head and shaking.
Ian pulls his hands away from her and raises them in a non-threatening gesture. Stephanie just shudders as I reach out and rub her back softly. The distraught girl looks up at me, then turns her head to look at Ian.
"Sorry." Stephanie says. "I had a flashback to a guy on top of me, holding me down by my arms."
"You have nothing to apologize for." Ian says in a soothing voice.
"He's right." I add. "We're your friends. We're here for you. You're safe with us."
"I-It was horrible." Stephanie mumbles sadly. "He was holding me down so I couldn't push the others away. They were grabbing my tits. They loved my big tits."
"Nothing like that will ever happen here." Ian reminds her. "The mansion is a safe place."
"It's a place full of love, where no one does anything they don't want to." I insist.
"I-I don't know what I want to do." Stephanie admits.
"What do you mean?" I ask.
"Part of me never wants to have sex with a man again." she explains. "Another part of me knows I love cock. I mean, you know what I'm talking about Kayla, there's nothing like a big cock plowing away at you."



"I understand." I smile.
"I don't." Ian quips. "Not my thing, sorry."
Stephanie and I both start giggling as we look over at Ian. He just smiles and shrugs helplessly. That makes us laugh harder. Ian starts laughing with us. Then Stephanie surprises me by giving him a quick hug and pulling away.
"C-can we try again?" she asks nervously.
"It's up to you." Ian says. "You have all the power here."
"I want to try again." Stephanie nods.
"I'm proud of you." I smile.
Ian reaches out and lightly caresses the back of Stephanie's hand. She presses her lips together and gives him a strong smile. His fingers continue up her arm, causing Stephanie to shiver, the smile leaving her face. He passes her elbow, and this time she doesn't stop him. Soon, the back of Ian's hand is running along Stephanie's upper arm.
"You're doing so well!" I exclaim.
"Your skin is really soft, Stephanie." Ian compliments.
"Thank you." Stephanie shivers. "C-can you stop now, please?"
"Of course." Ian smiles as he pulls his hand away.
"Can I kiss you, Stephanie?" I ask.
"If it's okay with Ian!" Stephanie giggles.
"Yeah, it's okay." Ian nods.
I place my hand beneath Stephanie's chin and lightly turn her head to face me. Lowering my other hand, I rest it on Stephanie's knee. My eyes drop to her lips, then flick back up to her eyes. Leaning forward, I close my eyes as I press my lips against hers.
"That was nice." Stephanie whispers when the kiss breaks a minute later.
"It really was." I reply with a cute giggle.
"Yeah..." Ian mumbles.
"Well, someone has a boner!" Stephanie points out as she places her hands over her mouth and laughs softly.
"Oh, Ian." I smirk as I look around Stephanie and see Ian's obvious bulge.
"S-sorry." he blushes.
"It's okay." Stephanie responds. "Seeing two cute girls kissing gets most guys hard."
"I just don't want you to think I only see you as a sex object." Ian says to Stephanie.
"I know you care about me, not just my body." she states. "You're not like the guys who used me."
"No, he definitely isn't." I nod. "Maybe you two should kiss?"
"I think I'd like that." Stephanie nods.
"W-what?" Ian stammers. "I can't!"
"Why not?" I wonder.
"Kayla, you're the only person I've ever kissed!" Ian explains. "I can't kiss someone else!"
"That's so fucking sweet!" Stephanie exclaims. "Yeah, I definitely feel safe with you, Ian."
"Ian," I begin patiently as I look over at him, "this is to help Stephanie. I'm right here, as long as we're together, it can't be cheating or bad. I kissed Stephanie, it's okay if you do, too. We love each other, and we lo-, I mean, we care about Stephanie."
"A-are you sure?" Ian asks me.
"I'm sure." I nod. "Kiss her."
I watch as Ian and Stephanie face each other. Ian reaches out a hand and lightly cups Stephanie's face. The dark-haired girl looks like she wants to pull away, but she takes a deep breath and presses her cheek against Ian's palm. Then Ian leans in and lightly pecks her lips.
"Mm." Stephanie moans as she kisses him back.
A smile crosses my face as I watch the two of them softly kiss. I can tell they aren't using tongue, but they are still pressing their lips together with growing passion. Ian's fingers are lightly caressing Stephanie's pretty face. Eventually, Ian pulls back and opens his eyes to look directly at Stephanie.
"You didn't tell me to stop." he whispers.
"I don't want you to stop." Stephanie replies.
Ian surprises me by leaning forward and pressing his lips against Stephanie's before pulling back slowly. Stephanie then turns her head to face me. The beautiful, young woman gives me a soft kiss before turning back to Ian.
"I guess this really is a three-way date!" Stephanie giggles.
"Two gorgeous women, lucky Ian!" I laugh.
"Y-yeah, lucky me." he whispers.
"Thank you for sharing your girlfriend with me, Ian." Stephanie whispers as she places her hand on his thigh.
"Love is love." Ian nods. "I wanted you to experience it for real."
"You're so sweet." Stephanie replies before swallowing weakly. "Y-you've touched me... c-can I touch you?"
"You are touching me." he replies, obviously confused.
"Not quite what I meant." Stephanie breathes as her fingers trail up his thigh, toward his bulge.
"Oh!" Ian exclaims as he looks over at me. "I don't know..."
"It's okay, Baby." I whisper. "I know you love me. I also know you care deeply about Stephanie. It's okay, I mean, as long as it's okay with you, it's okay with me."
"Can I touch you?" Stephanie asks him again.
"Y-yes." Ian nods weakly.
Leaning forward, I look across Stephanie to watch as her hand slowly makes its way along Ian's thigh. Soon, she and Ian both gasp as her fingers come into contact with his bulge. Ian closes his eyes, his lower jaw quivering as Stephanie caresses his hardness from outside his tuxedo pants.
"You're so hard." Stephanie coos softly.
"F-for you." Ian replies. "For both of you."
"Ian has a really nice dick." I comment proudly.
"Ian, do you promise you'll never do anything I don't want you to?" Stephanie asks. "That you'll immediately stop when I ask?"
"I promise." he vows.
"Okay." Stephanie smiles. "Okay. I-I think I'd like to see it."
"Is that okay, Ian?" I inquire.
"As long as it's okay with you, it's okay with me." Ian replies.
Stephanie smiles when she gets her answer. The beautiful woman now has both her hands in Ian's lap as she works to open his tuxedo pants. Pushing them out of the way, Stephanie nervously reaches into Ian's pants and they both gasp. I know it's because she's touching him for the first time. Moments later, Stephanie extracts Ian's erection, exposing it to the open air.
"You have a beautiful cock, Ian." Stephanie whispers, her eyes locked on his hardness.
"T-thank you." is all the poor boy can mutter in response.
I smirk as I watch Stephanie start to give Ian a handjob. He's so hard and throbbing. Flashes of anxiety cross Stephanie's face, but she just keeps breathing deeply and pushing the bad thoughts away. The entire time, she's stroking Ian.
"Feel good, Baby?" I ask.
"Y-yes." Ian stammers.
"You know," I begin as I gather my strength, hoping I'm not taking things too far, "there's something that feels a lot better than a handjob."
"That's a great idea!" Stephanie exclaims while looking at Ian. "Would you like to feel my mouth on you, Ian?"
"Oh, um, I don't think we should..." he says nervously.
"It's okay, Ian. It's okay." I insist. "I'm not jealous. You're not cheating on me."
"It probably is a good idea, Ian." Stephanie reasons. "I mean, you're gonna lose your virginity tonight. You don't want to cum too soon. I should get you off with my mouth first, so you can fuck our girl nice and long in a little while."
"Brilliant!" I say loudly.
"I don't know..." Ian trails off.
"Please, Ian." Stephanie pouts. "Please, let me suck your cock."
"Okay." he nods, finally giving into lust.
Stephanie swallows nervously as she adjusts herself on the couch. I can tell that, despite her confident words, she's really anxious about this. I rub her back softly as she looks down at Ian's hardness. I'm trying to indicate through my touch that Ian's cock isn't scary, it will never hurt her.
The raven-haired beauty looks up at Ian, and both of them exchange a nod. It's time. They're both ready. Stephanie leans over until her head is bent over his lap. She then breathes heavily on his tip, making Ian shudder. Once she's done gathering her strength, Stephanie opens her mouth and lowers her head.
"Holy shit!" Ian gasps as, for the first time, a girl who isn't me is sucking him.
Stephanie starts bobbing her head, and while I can't see very well from this angle, I can tell from the slurping sounds that she's sucking hard. Ian throws back his head and moans as he rubs Stephanie's back with one hand. His other hand buries in her raven locks, lightly resting on her head.
"Suck that dick, Stephanie!" I encourage.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Stephanie hums in response.
"How does her mouth feel on you, Ian?" I ask my boyfriend.
"So good!" Ian gasps.
"Feel her warm lips sliding along your shaft." I whisper seductively. "Feel her wet tongue sliding all over your hard dick. Feel a beautiful woman suck your cock."
"Yes!" he hisses. "Her mouth feels so fucking good!"
I can tell that Ian is purposely avoiding Stephanie's breasts. I understand, Stephanie is really protective of them right now. He's letting her set the pace. I'm so proud of my boyfriend. Despite getting his dick sucked, he's doing everything he can to make Stephanie comfortable.
It's a very relaxing blowjob. Stephanie bobs her head with a steady rhythm, sucking the entire time. Ian keeps one hand on her head, and the other on her back. He isn't pushing or pulling on her, just lightly resting his hands on her body.
Stephanie looks incredibly sexy. Her heels are off, but she's still in her elegant purple gown. Her long, dark hair is in a braid down her back, and she's currently bent over Ian's lap, her head moving up and down as she sucks.
"Oh, God!" Ian gasps after a few more minutes. "I'll cum if you keep doing that!"
"Is it okay if he cums in your mouth?" I ask Stephanie.
"MM!" Stephanie moans as she nods her head while sucking.
"Let go, Baby." I whisper to Ian. "Let go."
"Ah, fuck!" Ian groans as he curls his body and bucks his hips.
Stephanie lets out a wet gurgling noise as her cheeks puff out. She doesn't stop bobbing her head; the beautiful woman keeps sucking as she takes shot after shot in the mouth. Then, it's over. Stephanie releases Ian's cock and brushes her hair back behind her ears as she sits up with a self-satisfied smirk.
"How was that?" Stephanie asks my boyfriend.
"Fucking amazing." Ian answers.
"Good!" she giggles.
"Did you swallow?" I ask.
"Yup!" Stephanie answers proudly. "All gone!"
"How are you feeling?" I ask her.
"Better." Stephanie nods. "Much better. His cock isn't scary. Ian isn't going to hurt me. Ever."
"I'm glad you know that." I smile.
"Me, too." Ian agrees as he puts his penis away. "I'll never hurt you or do anything you don't want me to."
"Thank you." Stephanie whispers.
"This is amazing," I begin slowly, "but I think we'd all be more comfortable in my room. And we'd have some privacy."
"Sounds great!" Stephanie exclaims.
"Okay." Ian nods in agreement.
Stephanie, Ian, and I all stand up. We girls grab our heels before the three of us head out of the room and start walking through the house. Arriving at my bedroom, we all walk inside. Ian then shuts the door behind us and kicks off his shoes as Stephanie and I drop our heels.
"W-what now?" Ian asks nervously.
"This!" I announce as I run up and throw my arms around him.
Ian takes a step back in surprise before wrapping his arms around me. I shove my tongue down his throat and we start making out heavily. I'm panting into his mouth, my body pressed against his as we physically express our affection for each other.
Stephanie walks up to us and starts tugging at Ian's jacket. Seeing what she's going for, I pull back to give Ian room. Then I help Stephanie to remove Ian's tuxedo jacket. Stephanie and I run our hands over his chest, cooing softly up at him.
I decide to take things further. I step back into the middle of the room and shimmy out of my forest green dress, allowing it to puddle at my feet. Ian and Stephanie are both watching me as I reach behind my back and unhook my bra. It lands on the floor just before I drop my panties and stand nude before two people I love.
"Looking good, Kayla!" Stephanie claps as she stares at my bare breasts.
"You're so beautifier." Ian whispers in awe.
"Thank you." I smile. "Both of you."
"I-I guess it's our turn." Stephanie bites her lower lip nervously.
'"I'll go first." Ian insists, surprising me with his confidence and insight.
Once Ian is naked, Stephanie looks back and forth between both of us. She nods, making her decision. Moments later, her royal purple gown hits the floor. Stephanie steps out of it, standing only in her bra and panties. Looking at Ian, Stephanie blushes before baring her breasts. Ian audibly gasps at their size, making Stephanie giggle. The raven-haired goddess then bends her knees as she pulls down her panties.
Ian is fully erect now. I can't blame him. I'm of average height with green eyes and raven hair. My stomach is flat, and my C-cup breasts are the ideal combination of round and conical shape. Stephanie is a tall beauty with raven hair. She has full D-cup titties, and an equally flat stomach. Both of our pussies are clean-shaven. Yeah, we're fucking hot.
"Maybe Stephanie and I should get acquainted first." I suggest, not wanting to push Stephanie.
"That okay with you, Ian?" Stephanie asks, her hands on her hips. "Mind if I make love to your girl?"
"I guess I should be used to sharing her." Ian smiles softly. "Yeah, it's okay."
"Enjoy the show!" I say as I grab Stephanie's hand and drag her to my bed.
Stephanie and I climb up on the bed, and I immediately tackle her. One of my breasts falls in between her larger ones as we start kissing. Stephanie grabs my butt cheeks as I lightly caress her face. Ian is just standing by the bed, watching us. I find I'm enjoying having an audience.
I lift my body so that I can look down at her huge titties. Then I bury my face in her cleavage. Stephanie giggles and grabs the back of my head as I enjoy the feeling of being suffocated by warm tit-flesh. She is perfectly comfortable with me touching her. As I motorboat her boobies, Stephanie and I start tribbing.
This isn't fucking, it's making love. I hold Stephanie's massive mammary glands together as I kiss up her neck and to her lips. We moan into each others mouths as our tongues wrestle. Stephanie actually lifts her hand and smacks my butt.
I completely forget about Ian as I lose myself in the pleasure of Stephanie's amazing body. I love this girl. It isn't the same way that I love my Slut-sisters; I'm in love with Stephanie. Just like I'm in love with Ian. I know Stephanie feels the same way about me.
I'm completely overwhelmed with lust. I flip my body over so that I can bury my face in Stephanie's teen twat. At the same time, Stephanie lifts her head and starts licking me. Mm, I love a good sixty-nine!
Stephanie and I spend the next ten minutes making love. We finger and lick each other until we're both cumming as we leak pussy juice. When Stephanie stops convulsing, I lift my head from her crotch and look straight at Ian.
My boyfriend is standing a few feet away from the bed, watching us with wide eyes. His cock is rock hard and sticking straight out. He isn't touching it. I can tell it's taking all his self-control to not start masturbating. I look higher and lock eyes with him. Love and lust passes between us. It's time.
"I'm ready!" I announce. "Ian, I'm ready!"
"W-what?" he asks nervously.
I lift off of Stephanie and flip my body once again. Laying down beside the tall girl, I rest my head on the pillow as I spread my legs wide. Ian gets a nice eyeful of my naked cunt as I use two fingers to spread my labia.
"It's time." I whisper to Ian. "I need you inside me."
"Make love to your girlfriend." Stephanie encourages as she gets up on her knees beside me.
Ian looks straight into my eyes, ignoring Stephanie completely. He looks completely in awe as he approaches the bed. I smile at him as Ian slowly climbs up on the bed and makes his way along it. Soon, he's on top of me.
Ian's on top of me, and we're both naked. His hips are settling into position between my legs. I can feel his hard dick against my thigh. Ian reaches between us and takes hold of his erection. My eyes never leave his as his mushroom head swipes through my labia, making me moan. Pure love is written all over his face as Ian pushes forward, burying himself inside me.
"Wow!" he gasps as he feels his cock encased in vaginal flesh for the first time.
"How's it feel?" I giggle as I run my hands along his shoulders.
"I-I can't describe it." he whispers.
"Try. Please." I request.
"You're so warm." Ian answers as he stays balls-deep in my sheath. "So wet, so tight."
Ian is panting heavily as he buries a hand in my hair and grips the top of my head. His other hand runs along my side as he tries to control himself. Soon, he's holding his breath as he pulls out and pushes back into me.
"Breathe, Ian." Stephanie coos from her spot beside us. She's rubbing his back gently. "Just relax and enjoy your first pussy."
"O-okay." Ian groans as he starts to breathe regularly again. "W-what do I do now?"
"What you just did." I answer. "Take it out and push it back in. Again and again. Make us both feel good."
"Remember, hard and fast works sometimes, but a steady rhythm will get her off every time." Stephanie explains.
"No." I shake my head. "Don't worry about making me cum. Just enjoy your first time. I can always cum later."
Ian nods as he pulls back, his cock almost exiting my hole. Then he looks into my eyes as he pushes back into my warmth. My entire body shivers as I feel his cock stretching me. Holy fuck, this is amazing. I clench at Ian's shoulders as his confidence and lust build, enabling him to start really thrusting into me.
The entire time we're making love, our eyes never leave each others. In addition, Stephanie stays naked and on her knees beside us, whispering softly as she rubs Ian's back. Ian's light blue eyes are shining with love for me as our two bodies become one.
"Oh, Ian!" I whimper.
"Kayla!" he groans.
We don't say the words. We don't need to. Ian and I know we love each other. I hook my legs around his calves as I start rolling my hips to meet his thrust. Our rhythm is one, our bodies are one. We are one.
"Keep going!" I grunt. "You're gonna make me cum!"
"I can feel it!" Ian replies.
"That's her pussy walls convulsing." Stephanie explains. "You're about to have your mind blown!"
My pussy explodes. Feminine nectar leaks out of me as my face scrunches up and my vaginal muscles convulse. This is Ian's first time, he doesn't stand a chance. My butt lifts off the bed as Ian buries himself all the way inside me.
"Holy shit!" he gasps.
"Cum in me, Ian!" I husk. "Cum for Kayla! Fill me with your love!"
"KAYLA!" Ian shouts as he pulls back and slams himself into me one last time.
With Ian's balls resting against my bum, I feel his cock swell, stretching my vaginal walls even further. His dick explodes. I can feel each squirt, each jet of warm semen entering my body, splattering my insides, coating them with warm goo.
Ian gives one last shudder before rolling off of me, landing on my left, while Stephanie is on my right. I look over at him and see him laying on his back, panting heavily as he gazes up at the ceiling with a goofy grin on his face.
"My turn!" Stephanie husks as she lunges.
"What? Oh!" I gasp as Stephanie buries her face in my cunt.
Yeah, she's slurping out the creampie. Fuck, I love my life! I grab Stephanie's head in both hands as I start moaning loudly. Thirty seconds later, I'm actually cumming again. My body tenses as I announce another orgasm to the room.
"That was delicious." Stephanie sighs happily as she lays down on my right side.
"You're welcome." I giggle.
I find myself in between Stephanie and Ian as they both hold me close. Ian is laying on my right titty, while Stephanie is resting her head on the left boob. I wrap an arm around each of them and hold my two loves close.
"W-where does this leave us?" Ian asks a few minutes later.
"I don't know." I admit, letting out a breath.
"You love us both, don't you?" Stephanie asks.
"Yes." I say in a small voice.



"Well, I'm used to sharing you at this point." Ian laughs.
"You shouldn't have to be." I sniffle.
"But, I am. And I'm okay with it now." he insists.
"You are?" Stephanie asks.
"Yeah, I know Kayla has a special bond with her father, with her Slut-sisters." Ian answers. "And with you, Stephanie."
"M-maybe we can copy my father?" I suggest.
"What do you mean?" Ian wonders.
"He's got two girlfriends!" Stephanie exclaims. "It's perfect!"
"So, what, I'll date both of you?" he asks in confusion.
"No." I shake my head. "The three of us will date each other."
"I love it!" Stephanie lets out a happy giggle.
"Are you sure that's what you want, Kayla?" Ian inquires. "You don't have to share me."
"I'm sure." I nod. "We're not cut out for a traditional relationship. I love you both, I want you both. I need you both."
"You have us." Ian promises.
"There's only one thing left to do." Stephanie says, taking a deep breath.
"What's that?" I ask.
"My boyfriend has to make love to me." Stephanie answers.
"A-are you sure?" Ian asks Stephanie.
"I am." Stephanie nods. "If I don't do it now, I never will. I have to truly move forward."
"I like it!" I smile. "Fuck her, Ian!"
"I, um, don't know if I can." Ian blushes.
"Don't worry about it, Baby." I whisper as I run my hand along his bare chest. "Your girlfriends will get you nice and hard."
Good thing Ian is eighteen! Young guys can always get it up again. Ian lays down in the middle of the bed as Stephanie and I both kneel on either side of him. We begin passing his half-hard dick back and forth, taking turns sucking on it.
At first, Ian isn't hardening. Then Stephanie shocks Ian and I by grabbing his hand and placing it on her breast. Ian moans as he plays with Stephanie's huge, hanging tit. Then she pulls her mouth off of him and passes Ian's cock over to me.
Another thirty seconds in my sucking mouth and Ian is fully erect. I hold his dick straight up as Stephanie throws her leg over Ian's waist and straddles him. She then lowers her pussy down onto his manhood, shuddering as she accepts him into her body.
I release Ian's cock and lay down beside him. I don't touch them. I just watch the young lovers while playing with my pussy. Ian is holding Stephanie's hips while she claws at his chest. Stephanie starts to ride, looking down at Ian with love and lust.
"Thank you, Ian." Stephanie whispers. "Thank you for healing me."
"Thank you for loving Kayla and I." Ian replies.
"You two make it so easy to love you." Stephanie responds.
I shove my fingers up my snatch as I watch Stephanie ride like a cowgirl. Ian is watching her bouncing tits, and soon he can't resist any longer; his hands reach up and cup the massive breasts. Stephanie throws back her head and moans as she slaps a hand to her clit and starts rubbing.
"Yes! Play with my titties!" Stephanie groans, finally accepting a man's touch.
"You feel so good!" Ian gasps.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Stephanie announces as she pulls her hand away from her pussy and grips Ian's chest.
Stephanie slams her pussy down onto Ian's cock as she opens her mouth in a silent scream. Her body shudders, and I can tell she's cumming hard. I rub my clit like crazy, eager to cum with them. I'm seconds away when it happens; Ian throws his head back and starts shooting into Stephanie. Stephanie cums a second time as I join them both in ecstasy.
Ian finds himself laying on the bed with his two girlfriends beneath his arms. Our breasts are pressing against him as we lay beneath the covers. The three of us whisper our love to each other before finally falling asleep, ending Prom Night.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 37! Sorry it took so long, but real life got in the way. Had a lot of real life stuff going on. I haven't disappeared though, I'm still writing! Anyway, Prom is a tough chapter to follow, so I hope I did okay. Please let me know what you think! I'm always trying to improve and I make sure to read every comment. I try to respond to as many as I can as well. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
I wake up Sunday the same way I wake up on so many mornings these days, with a naked woman in my arms. This time though, it isn't Lexi who is sleeping with me. It also isn't my other girlfriend, Lexi's sister, Nicole. With a soft smile, I brush a lock of dark hair out of Marcia's sleeping face.
The events of last night play in my mind; Marcia joining me in bed, discussing our feelings, making love. I smile as my fingers lightly caress Marcia's bare back. With my other hand, I reach over and pick up my phone off the bedside table. My eyebrows shoot up as I see a text, which starts a conversation as I lay in bed.
Sarah McLorn: Good morning, just letting you know that David's bail hearing is on Tuesday.
Steven: Good morning! Thank you. Do you think his bail will be revoked?
Sarah McLorn: Could go either way, but we're hopeful.
Steven: I wasn't expecting such a fast response. Working on a Sunday?
Sarah McLorn: Haha, no! Relaxing with a mimosa as we speak. ;)
Steven: That so?
Sarah McLorn: It is! What about you?
Steven: Just woke up, actually. My daughter and girlfriend had their Senior Prom last night.
Sarah McLorn: Oh, how did that go?
Steven: Very well, actually. Kayla and Lexi both had a great time with their friends.
Sarah McLorn: And you had a great night with your girlfriend? ;)
Steven: Why, Detective McLorn, are you asking for details about my personal life?
Sarah McLorn: What if I am? :) And, it's Sarah.
Steven: I would be very surprised! :P
Sara McLorn: I'm usually not this forward, I'm sorry.
Steven: Nothing to apologize for, Sarah. Nothing at all.
Sarah McLorn: I see horrors every day. It's not often I meet such a genuine person.
Steven: You know I have a girlfriend...
Sarah McLorn: I get the impression that your relationship is open. Or am I mistaken?
Steven: How do you know that?
Sarah McLorn: I'm a good detective. ;)
Marcia mumbles something in her sleep, drawing my attention back to the naked eighteen year old. I lean down to kiss the top of her head as I think about my text conversation. Shit, Detective McLorn wants to date me, or hook up with me, at least. What do I want?
I close my eyes and picture Detective McLorn, no, I picture Sarah. Brown hair, kept short, average height. Really, what stands out the most is her face. She just has a very kind face, which makes her look like a real sweetheart. Probably not the best for a cop, but damn, it makes her fucking adorable.
Still, do I really need another entanglement? I'm already dating Lexi and Nicole. I'm having a baby with Hazel. I'm intimate with my own daughter. Marcia isn't getting together with Shawn, so it looks like I'll be continuing my physical relationship with the quiet girl. Ashley is probably officially dating Josh now, and the thought is making me slightly depressed; Ashley is a bombshell, and I care deeply for her personally.
I can feel Marcia's hard nipples pressing against me as I continue to think. I continue to lightly trail my fingers along her back as I make my decision. Sarah is gorgeous, and she's interested. If Lexi is cool with it, there's no good reason to not think with my dick. Besides, even if Sarah and I don't end up in bed, she will still be a great friend to have. She's a nice, smart, confident person.
Steven: I'll talk to Lexi. If she's okay with it, I'd love to meet up sometime. :)
Sarah McLorn: Don't keep a girl waiting! ;)
Steven: Understood!
"Texting anyone I know?" Marcia sleepily asks, making me jump.
"Detective McLorn." I answer as I set my phone back down on the bedside table. "And great timing, we just finished talking."
"Don't you mean 'Sarah'?" Marcia teases.
"Don't worry, Babe." I say smoothly while reaching beneath the covers to squeeze Marcia's naked ass. "No matter what happens, you'll always be special to me. And always welcome in my bed."
"Mm, I like that." Marcia coos. She leans down and plants a soft kiss on my chest.
"And to answer your question, yeah, she does want to get together. I have to ask Lexi and Nicole first, though." I explain. "Also, David has a court date on Tuesday. Hopefully, his bail will be revoked."
"Good to know." Marcia nods. "And even though you didn't ask, it's okay with me if you want to stick it in the lady cop."
"I didn't know I needed your permission." I tease.
"You don't." she says. Her hand then reaches beneath the blanket, her fingers wrapping around my half-hard dick. "I don't care where you stick this, as long as you save some for me."
"Done, Baby!" I smirk.
"Hm, be right back." Marcia says before disappearing beneath the blanket.
I feel her moving around under the covers as she gets into position. Then I let out a gasp as her mouth closes around my hardness. Fuck, yes! Nothing like a morning blowjob. Reaching beneath the blanket, I grab a fistful of Marcia's hair as she bobs her head up and down on me.
"Mm, that's it Marcia, suck that dick!" I groan happily.
Marcia hums around my shaft as she increases the intensity of her sucking. My other hand snakes beneath the covers and caresses a hanging tit. I love Marcia's boobies, they're a nice size and shape. The entirety of her little body is sexy as hell!
"Come back up here." I order firmly. "I wanna fuck you."
"Yes, Master!" Marcia coos as she sits up, throwing the covers off of our naked bodies.
"Bend over, Slut!" I bark as I sit up as well.
Marcia shivers with pleasure from hearing my strong words. She smiles at me before turning away from me and lowering her upper body as she hikes up her butt. I get into position behind Marcia and enter her in the doggystyle position.
"Be rough with me!" Marcia begs. "Make me your personal Slut!"
I'm happy to oblige. What follows is some extremely rough and dirty sex. I spank Marcia's butt cheeks until their red and she's crying out in orgasm. Then I pull her head back by the hair and make the usually quiet girl scream my name.
"That's it, cum for me!" I hiss as I yank Marcia's hair, forcing her to arch her back sexily. "Cum all over my dick, you dirty Slut!"
"Steven! I'm yours! Steven!" Marcia screams. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm your Slut! I'm your fucking, little Slut!"
I release Marcia's hair and push her face down. Marcia's arms give out, causing her upper body to collapse onto the bed. Then I switch my grip to her butt. Keeping her ass cheeks spread, I loom over the small high school girl as I fuck her pussy with a furious intensity.
"Getting close, Babe!" I grunt as I place my hands on either side of Marcia.
"Inside me! Cum inside me, Baby!" Marcia screeches. "Baby, please! Cum in my slutty pussy!"
Marcia lowers her legs, she's now laying on the bed as my large body practically smothers hers. I let out a breath as I hover over Marcia, my hips slamming into her ass each time I penetrate her. I'm so close, I can feel the pressure building.
"Ah, fuck! Fuck!" I groan as I start shooting into Marcia's willing, eighteen year old pussy.
"Oh, Steven!" Marcia whispers, her head resting on the bed.
I pull out of Marcia and yank her over to me by the hair. After having Marcia clean my cock with her mouth, I collapse beside her, both of us gasping for breath. Reaching over, I play with one of Marcia's boobs as she giggles softly.
"You have an amazing pussy, Marcia." I compliment with a smirk.
"Your cock is pretty incredible." Marcia replies happily.
"Thanks!" I chuckle.
"No, thank you!" she replies. "Thank you for letting me play with it!"
"Anytime." I say sincerely.
"Mm, good." Marcia coos happily as she snuggles up beside me.
Marcia and I cuddle for a a few minutes before accepting that we need to meet the others for breakfast. I put on boxer briefs as Marcia steps into her panties. Then we both go through our morning routines before putting on robes and heading to the dining room for a very late breakfast.
We aren't the only ones late for breakfast. Ashley and Josh enter the living room as Marcia and I enjoy a couple of morning pastries. They're both wearing robes, and I can see Ashley's hard nipples denting the fabric of her garment. Ashley has after-sex hair, along with a happy grin on her face. Josh looks equally pleased.
"Someone had a nice morning." I comment with a smirk.
"Y-yes, Sir." Josh mumbles as he grabs a muffin and sits at the table.
"I believe I said you could call me 'Steven', didn't I?" I smile.
"R-right. Sorry, Steven." Josh says to his plate.
"Don't be shy, Baby!" Ashley says as she makes herself toast. "Josh here just got a practical lesson in doggystyle."
"So, you fucked him with a strap-on?" shy Marcia asks with a giggle as I burst out laughing.
"Marcia!" Ashley exclaims with a mortified expression.
"N-no." Josh shakes his head. "She didn't."
"Yeah, I was the one taking it from behind!" Ashley smirks as she walks around the table and places her hands on my shoulders.
"I think you're making Josh uncomfortable." I point out.
"My boyfriend is gonna have to get used to it." Ashley says as she leans in and whispers in my ear. "After I sucked his cock, I got on all fours and let him fuck me like a dog while holding my big tits. Then he exploded up my little cunt."
"That so?" I ask as I adjust myself, feeling my cock getting slightly hard at the thought of Ashley naked.
"Boyfriend, huh?" Marcia inquires.
"Yup!" Ashley giggles happily as she stands back up. "I have a boyfriend!"
"And I have a girlfriend." Josh mumbles, smiling in spite of his shyness.
"Congratulations, Josh!" I say loudly as I clap him on the back. "You treat her like a queen."
"I will, Sir, I-I mean, Steven." he replies.
"Now who's making him uncomfortable?" Ashley asks as she sits down with her toast.
"Ashley has a point, Josh." Marcia interjects. "You're gonna have to loosen up if you're dating our girl!"
"I'm working on it." Josh smiles softly.
"You'll be fine, Josh." I insist. "You did amazing yesterday, standing up to your mom. Ashley will bring you out of your shell."
"And don't worry, Steven," Ashley coos as her bare foot runs along my calf, "Josh is good about sharing."
"Oh?" I ask with a frown.
"Yes!" Ashley breathes as she squeezes her big boobs from outside her robe. "So, you can still get your hands on the girls!"
"Josh." I state seriously as I turn to face the quiet boy. "Are you sure you're okay with this kind of relationship?"
"Of course he is!" Ashley exclaims. "I'm gonna invite girls into our bed for him to play with."
"Ashley," I sigh, "don't take this the wrong way, but you have a very forceful personality. Josh is shy. I'm sorry if I'm overstepping, but I won't sleep with you unless I'm sure Josh is really okay with it. You don't belong to him, but you two are in a romantic relationship, and I won't be part of hurting that."
"It's okay, Steven." Josh says, speaking up with surprising confidence. "Ashley and I talked about it. We're young, too young to be tied down. I really am okay with it. Thank you for caring so much about me."
"As long as you're sure." I say with a smile before turning back to Ashley. "Sorry, Ashley, I had to be sure."
"Had to be sure I wasn't pressuring him into letting me sleep around?" Ashley asks.
"Well, yeah." I admit with a wince. "Sorry."
"It's okay." Ashley nods, taking a deep breath. "I know how I can be. Thank you for caring about my relationship."
"You're welcome." I nod.
"I'm glad that's resolved!" Marcia smiles softly.
"Speaking of relationships, where is Shawn?" Ashley asks with a frown.
"Shawn and I decided not to keep seeing each other." Marcia admits, looking Ashley in the eye.
"Why not?" Josh inquires loudly, panic in his eyes.
"I agreed that I could stop sleeping with Steven." the short, dark-haired girl explains. "Only, I said I couldn't stop making love with my Slut-sisters."
"And he couldn't handle that?" Ashley asks.
"No, he couldn't." Marcia confirms with a shake of her head. "So, we decided to part ways. We're still friends, though!"
"I should text him." Josh says.
"That's fine." Marcia nods.
Our conversation winds down as we finish our meals. Then we head into the main living room, where we find Kayla, Stephanie, and Ian all cuddling on the couch while watching television. They're dressed in robes and look very happy.
"Well, don't you three look cozy." Ashley comments as she sashays into the room.
"We are!" Stephanie smiles.
"Ian's especially happy; he's cuddling with both his girlfriends!" Kayla adds.
"Both his girlfriends?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Yeah, we're a triple!" Kayla announces happily.
"That's so cute!" Ashley exclaims as she runs over to the couch.
"How are you doing, Stephanie?" Marcia asks.
"Much better, thanks to Ian and Kayla." Stephanie grins.
"Where's Shawn?" Ian wonders.
"Where are Lexi and Hazel?" I follow up with.
"They're still in bed." Kayla answers.
"I'll go wake them up, it's getting late." I offer. "Why don't you explain about Shawn, Marcia."
"Okay." Marcia agrees.
I leave the room as Marcia starts explaining why Shawn isn't here. I make my way back to the bedrooms and approach Hazel's closed door. I am able to make out a barely audible moaning coming from inside the room, causing me to smirk. I knock on the door.
"It's Steven. Can I come in?" I ask loudly.
"Just a second!" Lexi's voice calls out.
"Okay!" I reply.
"You can come in!" Lexi shouts a minute later.
I open the door and step into Hazel's bedroom. Lexi is sitting cross-legged on the bed. She's completely nude, and I can see her pink pussy flowering open as she sits with her body shamelessly on display. Hazel is under the covers, concealing her modesty. The tan girl's long brown hair is in its usual ponytail.
"How long have you two been awake?" I inquire.
"Not long." Hazel answers. "Lexi woke me up by rolling me onto my back and shoving her pussy in my face."
"Speaking from experience, that's a great way to wake up!" I laugh.
"It was." Hazel giggles.
"I do have a great pussy." Lexi nods.
"Yes, you do." I agree. "But, it's time to wake up. Everyone's in the living room."
"Fine, fine." Lexi rolls her eyes as she hops out of bed. "Just let me find my undies. C'mon, Hazel."
"D-do you mind waiting outside, Steven?" Hazel asks sadly. "I feel ugly and fat and bloated this morning. You don't want to see my body."
"Hazel," I begin, "I'm happy to wait outside if that's what makes you comfortable, but there will never be a day I'm not happy to see your body."
"See?" Lexi says. "Steven still wants you."
"Why wouldn't I?" I wonder with a frown.
"Hazel has this crazy idea that, because you have a half-dozen amazingly sexy women throwing themselves at you, you won't want her anymore." Lexi explains as she snatches her panties off the floor.
"I want you, Hazel." I state honestly as I look at the tan girl. She's sitting up in bed, one hand holding the blanket over her breasts. "I love you, you're special to me."
"All the girls are special to you." Hazel points out.
"You're right." I nod. "That doesn't make my love for you any less unique, any less real."
"I know you love me. I know we're family." Hazel acknowledges. "I guess I'm still not completely over my issues.'
"I understand, take your time." I smile kindly. "I'll wait outside."
"No!" Hazel insists. "No, wait."
Hazel gives me a shy smile as she lets the blanket fall to her waist, exposing her breasts. Like always, they're small and perfect. Throwing the covers off her body, Hazel hops out of bed, showing me her nude frame. She's perfect. Not an ounce of fat on her tight, young body.
"You didn't have to." I state as Hazel hunts around for her underwear, showing me her bottom.
"No, you're right." Hazel shakes her head. "I'm being dumb."
"You're pregnant and emotional." I point out.
"Well, I need to work on not letting my hormones hurt the people I love." Hazel insists as she steps into her panties.
"Thank you." I nod and smile as each girl grabs a robe and puts it on.
The three of us go to the main living room to meet up with everyone else. We all exchange stories about our nights. Josh and Ashley become boyfriend and girlfriend, Hazel and Lexi make love, Kayla, Stephanie, and Ian become a triple. Finally, Marcia and Shawn decide to not become a couple, Marcia comes to my room, and we spend the night together. Everyone is caught up.
"I should probably get going." Ian comments sadly.
"Okay, I'll get dressed and drive you home." Kayla nods.
"Guess we should all go." Ashley acknowledges. "Our parents are good with us being here now, but no reason to push it."
"You'll all be back tomorrow for the cookout?" I inquire.
"Yes, of course!" Marcia speaks up.
"Shawn doesn't think he should come." Josh tells us.
"Well, let him know he's welcome if he changes his mind." I say.
"Thank you, Steven." Josh replies politely.
Everyone heads back into the bedrooms to change into the casual clothes they have. I know the guys need to return their rented tuxedos soon. The girls own their dresses, but they'll still be zipping them up in garment bags to take home.
Lexi gets her prom dress out of Hazel's room and takes it into the master bedroom. After hanging it up in her walk-in closet, Lexi strips out of her robe and panties. She smiles at me as she runs her hands along her sexy, young body. Fuck, I love her tits.
"See anything you like?" she asks.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I smile as I also get naked.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi breathes.
"Did you have a nice Prom night?" I ask as I walk to my dresser to get out clean clothes.
"I did, it was great!" Lexi exclaims before frowning. "Not gonna try and fuck me?"
"I have to get ready to help April move into Stacey's place." I respond.
"You have time to get some pussy first!" Lexi insists.
"I really don't, I'm sorry." I say with a sigh as I slip on clean boxer briefs. "Tonight?"
"I guess..." Lexi trails off. She's standing nude in the center of the room, just watching me.
"Are we okay?" I ask.
"Yeah, we're fine." she answers, not sounding convincing at all.
"What's wrong? Tell me." I insist.
"We really are fine." Lexi sighs. "I guess I'm still a little nervous about Stacey."
"Still?" I inquire. "You know you have nothing to worry about."
"I know, I know!" Lexi responds. "I really do know, Baby. I'm working on it, but it's so hard!"
"Because you don't think we have anything in common?" I suggest, still only in my underwear.
"That, and you have a lot in common with Stacey." she explains sadly.
"Lexi," I begin as I walk over to her and place my hands on her bare shoulders. "I'm with you. I want you. I love you. I know we don't have a ton in common, but you make me young again. Not because you're younger than me, but because you're so full of life. So full of love. My life was okay. It was fine. Everything was gray. I had Kayla, but I didn't have anything special other than raising my daughter. You're special. You. Alexis Davis. You brought the color back."
"Thank you." Lexi whispers softly with tears in her eyes.
"You're welcome." I reply as I hug her tightly, causing her bare breasts to squish against my chest.
"Sorry I get so emotional." she says. "You're my everything, Steven."



"You have nothing to apologize for." I say before trying to lighten the mood. "Guess this is a bad time to ask if I can get involved with another woman?"
"Who?" Lexi pulls back slightly to ask. She's looking at me in confusion.
"Sarah." I answer simply as I look down at my loving girlfriend.
"Sarah?" Lexi wonders. Then her eyes widen. "Detective McLorn?!"
"Yes." I nod in confirmation.
"I knew you two were flirting, but I didn't think anything would come of it!" Lexi giggles in my arms.
"Is it okay?" I inquire.
"Of course!" Lexi chirps. "Hey! Why don't you invite her to the cookout tomorrow?"
"That's a great idea." I reply.
"I'm full of 'em!" she teases. "Like my idea for us to fuck before you go!"
"Sorry, Baby." I smirk as I lean in to peck her lips.
"Hmph!" Lexi pouts.
"Tonight, I promise." I incline my head as I grab a handful of Lexi's bum.
"You better make me scream." she says with a small smile.
"Trust me, I will." I vow.
"And you'll lick me?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow.
"And I'll lick you." I confirm.
"Mm, I can't wait." Lexi moans as she lays her head on my bare chest.
"C'mon, you," I say as I lightly smack her ass, "let's get dressed."
Lexi and I dress in casual clothes. I pick up my phone and text Sarah, inviting her to the cookout tomorrow. Then I text Stacey, letting her know I'm leaving soon. Sarah replies, accepting the invitation, which makes me smile. It's a little strange having the detective as part of our group, but still, I'm looking forward to it.
We meet up with everyone in the foyer. Hugs, kisses, and handshakes are exchanged before we all head our separate ways. Kayla drives Ian home, while Ashley and Josh are gonna spend the day together. Marcia and Stephanie are heading to their respective houses. Hazel and Lexi are staying at the mansion.
I get in my car and drive to a nearby home improvement store. There, I'm able to rent one of those box trucks for a low price per hour. Not bad at all. I then drive to the apartment building where April lives and text Stacey that I'm here. Stacey and April come down to greet me.
"Steven, hi!" Stacey grins as she throws her arms around me and hugs me tight. "Thanks for coming!"
"Stacey." I reply politely, rubbing her back. "It's my pleasure."
"This is April." Stacey says when we break apart, gesturing to the young woman standing beside her.
It actually takes effort to keep my jaw from dropping. April is fucking adorable. She's less than five feet tall, and I doubt she weighs ninety pounds soaking wet. The petite blonde has wavy hair and pretty green eyes behind framed glasses. She's dressed in casual clothes; a pair of jeans and a tight shirt. Her small breasts are straining against the fabric. She's incredibly sexy, and the cutest thing I've ever seen.
"Steven." April says in a somewhat cold voice as she inclines her head.
"Nice to meet you, April!" I smile as I offer my hand.
"Yeah, you too." April responds as she shakes my hand. She has the cutest, little voice, even when she's being dismissive.
I get it. I'm the one breaking Stacey's heart. Stacey, the woman April loves. I have to hold in a sigh. I feel bad, I do love Stacey, I really do, but I can't be what she needs from me. All I am able to do is be the best friend I possibly can be.
"Thanks for renting a truck!" Stacey exclaims happily.
"I really do appreciate you being here." April adds, forcing a smile.
"Happy to help!" I respond. "Do you have any more packing to do? Or is everything ready to go in the truck?"
"I'm mostly finished." April answers. "I sold my couch and kitchen table, so they're already gone. All that's really left to do is take apart my bed."
"And your bed is going into storage?" I inquire.
"Yes." April nods. "If it's okay, we'll stop by the storage unit first, and unload a few things there. The rest can go to Stacey's place."
"Works for me." I confirm.
~Stacey~
It's late Sunday morning, and I'm currently helping Steven take apart April's bed. I let out a sigh as I look at Steven. He's so handsome, and so kind; April is treating him like shit and he's still helping her. April is currently in the bathroom, relieving herself. I have to speak up while I have the chance.
"Sorry April's being such a bitch." I whisper. "She really is a nice person, usually."
"It's okay." Steven smiles kindly. "She loves you and hates that I hurt you."
"Still..." I mumble. "You're being so nice, helping her move when you don't even know her, she should at least be grateful."
"I'm sure she is." he insists. "I'm sorry I hurt you, Stacey."
"It's not your fault." I sigh. "And, I understand. I've seen you and Lexi together. You make an amazing couple. I am just glad you're happy."
"I am happy." Steven nods. "I want you to be happy, too."
"I'm working on it." I reply, giving him a weak smile.
"I'm here for you, if you need anything." he promises.
"Thank you, Steven." I nod.
"You're welcome, Stacey." Steven says.
My love for him overwhelms me, and I close the distance between us. Steven sees me coming, and opens his arms, offering a hug. I happily accept. Burying my face in the crook of his neck, I inhale Steven's intoxicating scent as he rubs my back affectionately. Fuck, I love this man.
"God, I miss you." I mumble into his chest, feeling like I have to say it, but half-hoping he doesn't hear.
"Am I interrupting something?" April's little voice asks.
"Um, no. Nothing. Nothing at all!" Steven insists as he hurriedly releases me.
"Doesn't seem like nothing." April frowns, her hands on her hips.
"It's fine April, really." I state as I step back from Steven. "Now, c'mon, let's get this bed packed up and moved into storage."
"Fine." April glares.
We finish packing up April's bed and start moving it out of the building and into the truck. As I watch Steven's back flex under his shirt, I'm filled with longing and desire. I look away before he can see me, and catch April shifting her gaze between us, trying to kill Steven with her eyes. Fuck. I'm gonna have to talk to her. Unfortunately, there's no opportunity to get her alone.
Soon, the box truck is loaded up with everything going into storage. We make the trip to the storage locker, and Steven does most of the heavy lifting, getting everything inside for April. As we work, we are talking and laughing, the underlying tension always remaining. For now, at least, the negativity is out of sight.
I do catch April watching Steven and I, clearly trying to see how we interact. Good. I hope she realizes that Steven and I are still friends. Great friends, in fact. I want my two favorite people to get along. Right now? It seems that April can at least be civil. Steven is a delight, as always.
The three of us decide to grab lunch before heading back to April's apartment. Steven drives us to a nice, family restaurant. We go inside and are shown a table. After ordering our meals, Steven excuses himself to use the restroom. I wait until he's gone before turning on April.
"Stop being such a little bitch!" I hiss.
"Then stop being such a fucking doormat, Stacey!" April shoots back.
"I am so sorry that I am being nice to a wonderful man who is helping move furniture for the most ungrateful woman I've ever met!" I retort.
"He probably just want to get into my panties." April rolls her eyes.
"With all the women Steven sleeps with, he doesn't need you to spread your legs for him." I snap.
"Good, because I will never let that asshole inside me!" she insists.
"Your loss!" I reply. "He's good-looking, smart, kind. He has the biggest cock I've ever seen, and he knows how to use it!"
"He broke your heart!" April states, her arms folded. I'm surprised steam isn't coming out of her ears.
"And I broke yours!" I remind her.
"W-what?" she asks in confusion.
"You're in love with me, and I turned you down years ago. Are you a doormat because you stayed friends with me?" I inquire.
"Well, no." April reluctantly admits.
"If you truly love someone, you want them to be happy, even if it isn't with you." I point out. "Just like you are for me, April."
"I just hate that you're in pain." she mumbles as she unfolds her arms and rests her hands on the table.
"I hate that you're in pain. You're my best friend." I assure her as I reach out and place my hand on hers.
"And you're mine." April replies with a small smile as she slips her hand into mine.
"April, I-" I begin as my thumb caresses her hand.
"Now I think I'm the one interrupting something." Steven comments with a chuckle as he takes his seat at the table.
"Oh, no, you're not!" I insist, releasing April's small hand.
"Sure." he grins before taking a sip of his drink.
"Steven, I owe you an apology." April blurts out.
"April, I'm not completely sure what you mean," Steven begins, looking slightly confused, "but Stacey's her own woman, and if she's interested in pursuing something with you, she doesn't owe me anything. You don't have anything to apologize for."
"Uh..." April opens and closes her mouth for a few seconds, obviously stunned. "No..."
"I'm sorry?" Steven asks politely.
"You completely misunderstood, dummy!" I laugh, my hands over my mouth.
"I did?" he wonders stupidly.
"Yes!" I nod, my eyes sparkling with amusement.
"I need to apologize for being rude to you." April says slowly. "I'm sorry, Steven. I was angry that Stacey's in pain, and I took it out on you. It's not your fault."
"You're her best friend." Steven begins carefully. "Of course you're angry; you think I'm mistreating Stacey."
"I know that you're not." my best friend acknowledges. "You treat Stacey very well, despite everything."
"I hope you can understand how much Stacey means to me, and that I'm not a horrible guy. I don't blame you one bit." Steven pauses for a moment, just looking at April. "Apology accepted. You're a fiery woman. It's cute. I mean, uh, yeah."
"You're not so bad yourself." April giggles.
"Thank you." he nods.
"So, are we good?" I ask nervously.
"I think so. April?" Steven asks.
"We're good." the short blonde smiles and nods.
As we continue our conversation, my gaze switches between Steven and April. I watch them interact, and can tell they are attracted to each other. However, April is still slightly cold, and Steven is wisely not flirting at all. I think there's a lot of chemistry, but the current state of our relationships is keeping things from really heating up.
Our food comes, and we dig in. It turns into a very relaxing lunch. When the bill comes, all three of us offer to pay. In the end, April wins, convincing us that I'm letting her move in with me, and she owes Steven the apology. Steven and I thank April for lunch.
Steven drives us back to April's apartment. We pack up her dresser, as well as a number of boxes that are going to my place. April locks up her old home for the last time and turns in the keys. Then we make the trip to my apartment, where Steven helps us unload everything, including April's dresser, which goes in the bedroom beside mine.
"I think that's everything." Steven says as he sets down the last box.
"Thanks, Steven!" I smile at him.
"Yeah, really, thank you." April agrees.
"My pleasure." Steven inclines his head. "I should get going though."
"Got a girl coming over?" I tease, trying to keep the mood light.
"It's our game night tonight." he answers.
"Game night?" April asks.
"Yeah, we have a game night every Sunday." Steven explains. "We play board games, stuff like that."
"Oh, sounds fun!" April says.
"Will you both be at the cookout tomorrow?" he asks.
"We wouldn't miss it." I reply.
Steven just smiles in response. We exchange hugs before Steven leaves. It's cute when little April stands on her toes so she can hug Steven tightly. Steven then makes his exit so that he can return the box truck and get home.
"Still think I'm a bitch?" April asks when the front door closes.
"Yeah, but you're my bitch." I answer with a playful smirk.
"I like the sound of that." she husks as she sashays right over to me and looks up to meet my gaze.
"I'll bet you do." I snort teasingly.
"Although," April whispers as she reaches out and takes my hand before placing it on her breast, "I think I'd much rather be your slut."
"Is that so?" I ask as I massage April's boob from outside her shirt.
"Fuck me, Stacey." April breathes as her chest rises and falls, showing me her lust.
Various emotions and thoughts course through my mind. I'm in love with Steven. Not being intimate with him is killing me inside. I do love April, I do! I even have romantic feelings for her, but I'm not sure how to reconcile my feelings for April with my feelings for Steven. Maybe sleeping with April again is a bad idea; will I be leading her on?
"Please, Stacey!" she begs. "I need you!"
"You need to be my slut?" I ask as I grab a fistful of April's blonde hair and yank her head back. My other hand squeezes her titty. The decision is made. Time to think with my pussy.
"Yes!" April hisses. "Oh God, yes!"
"Then come with me. Now!" I state firmly.
I think April actually has a tiny orgasm as I drag her into my bedroom. I have her bend over the bed and stick out her pretty, little ass. Reaching out, I slap April's jean-covered butt, making her squeak and jerk forward. Then I unbutton April's jeans and yank them down to her knees, along with her panties.
"See anything you like?" April asks with a giggle as she shakes her bum.
"You have a great ass, April." I whisper as I run my hands along her butt cheeks, my fingers getting close to the treasure between her legs. "And a pretty, pink pussy."
"All yours, Baby!" she moans. "All yours!"
"Wait here." I order, spanking April. Then I turn around and walk over to my dresser.
"Come back quick!" April whines.
Wanting to tease April, I take my time returning to her side. When I finally make it back to April, I'm holding my dildo. Yes, its name is Steven. I run the fingers of my left hand along April's sopping slit, making the little blonde shiver. Holding the dildo in my right hand, I smack April's butt with it.
"You want my cock, Slut?" I ask as I stand over April.
"Mm, fuck yes!" April coos. "Give me that big, hard dick!"
I place the sex toy at April's entrance and begin to push it inside. April reaches in out, gripping the sheets in her hands as her little hole is stretched. Placing my left hand on April's bum, I start fucking her with the dildo.
"Your little pussy is so tight, April." I whisper.
"You feel so good inside me!" she gasps out. "Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
Spanking April's butt cheeks, I continue working the sex toy in and out of her for several minutes. The quickening of her moans indicates her impending release. I help her along by pushing a finger up her butt. April goes wild, her head shooting up, her back arching as she screams her pleasure.
"Oh God, I'm a whore!" April announces. "I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming!"
I yank the dildo out of April and toss it away. Then I drop to my knees and shove my face between her legs. April's leg shakes as she moans my name. Gripping her butt cheeks, I proceed to eat April out. My nose presses into her ass as I push my tongue all the way up her cunt.
"Stacey!" she groans. "I need you! Stacey!"
After tasting April's pussy for a minute, I pull away from her. Then I start to sexily strip out of my outfit. April stands up and turns around. Soon, we're both pulling off our clothes. We fall onto my bed in a tangled pile of naked, female flesh.
With our arms wrapped around each other and our titties pressing together, April and I roll around on the bed. First I'm on top, then April, then me again. We're kissing fiercely the entire time. I bury a hand in her yellow hair as April gets on top of me and starts grinding her clit down against mine.
"Oh, April!" I moan loudly against her lips.
"Stacey!" April hisses as she breaks our kiss and cups my face in both hands. "I love you!"
The sex changes. The passion never dims, but what starts out as intense and rough is now soft and loving. April's thumbs caress my face as she looks down at me, her wavy hair framing her face and hanging down. I rest my head on the pillow as I moan up at her.
We're tribbing now, my legs spread wide to allow April to run her slit along my wet pussy. I bury one hand in April's hair as my other clutches at her bare back. Despite the undulating of our naked bodies, her green eyes never leave my baby blues.
"April..." I whisper. "I'm close."
"Me too, Baby, me too!" April replies, nothing but love in her eyes as she holds my face.
"I'm gonna cum!" I hiss, my orgasm approaching.
"Let go." April softly mutters as she rolls her hips so that our clits rub together. "Cum for me, my love."
"Don't stop!" I beg as my hands immediately drop to April's ass. I squeeze both cheeks as my toes curl. "Don't ever stop!"
"Cum with me, Stacey!" she urges as her body tenses up. "Cum with me!"
Our eyes are locked, our bodies tense, our mouths hanging open as we both gasp and grunt. I can feel my clit sending electric shocks throughout my entire body as April cums with me. My blonde best friend, no, my blonde lover, she lunges down and smashes her lips against mine as we both moan and orgasm.
April collapses on top of me, making me let out a grunt as her body hits mine. At first, her small breasts are pressing against my larger ones, but soon she slides down my body until her head is resting on my right tit. Her right hand reaches up and cups my left boob as she sighs happily.
"You really like my tits, don't you?" I ask as I run my fingers through April's hair.
"I love your big boobies." April giggles as she leans over and licks my left nipple before placing her head back on my right breast.
"And I loved claiming your pussy with my cock." I smirk.
"My sweet, little pussy is all yours, Stacey!" she sighs happily.
"It's just too bad we don't have a strap-on." I tease. "Then I could really fuck you!"
"Let's get one!" April exclaims as she sits up and smiles down at me.
"What?" I ask, looking up at her with a raised eyebrow.
"Let's go to the dirty store and get a strap-on!" she explains.
"Really?" I inquire as I look over at my nude best friend sitting cross-legged on my bed. Her full, blonde bush is on display.
"Sure, why not?" April shrugs. "Then we can grab dinner and catch a movie. C'mon, my treat!"
"Sounds like a date." I point out.
"I-is that a problem?" she asks nervously.
"Well, we aren't a couple..." I trail off.
"So, what? You can fuck me, but you can't go on a date with me?" April wonders as tears form in her eyes. Her wavy blonde hair is framing her face, and the naked girl is looking incredibly vulnerable.
"April..." I mumble.
"We made love, Stacey!" April says loudly. "Don't act like that didn't mean anything to you. I know it did, I felt it!"
"It was incredible." I admit with a soft smile.
"I know we aren't together, but, but, I..." she stumbles over her words, "I just want to spend time with you, okay? Just give me this, please!"
"Oh, April!" I exclaim as I sit up. I then grab her by the back of her head and press my lips to hers. Pulling back, I look into her eyes. "Yes, I'd love to go on a date with you."
April squeals and lunges at me. We're kissing intensely as the petite woman buries a hand in my blonde hair. I reach out and caress a small titty as April slips her tongue into my mouth. I moan as we start making out heavily.
"Okay, okay!" I giggle, breaking the kiss and releasing her breasts.
"What? Why are you stopping?" April asks.
"Let's save some for later!" I answer. "C'mon, let's get dressed and head out!"
"Still wanna stop at the dirty store?" April asks as we both stand up and start hunting around for our clothes.



"Strange stop for a first date, but sure!" I grin. Yeah, it's probably a bad idea to buy sex toys to use with April, it is leading her on. I'm still thinking with my pussy; I so wanna fuck April with a strap-on!
"Excellent!" she replies.
April and I get dressed. I catch April staring at me as I put my breasts into my bra. I smirk and squeeze my titties for her viewing pleasure. April licks her upper lip seductively in response. I just shake my head and step into my jeans.
Once we're ready, we hop in my car and drive to the local sex shop. April walks in with no shame, but I have a small blush on my face as we browse the dildos and vibrators. Like me, April has both a dildo and a vibrator, so we focus on toys we can use together.
The male cashier is checking both of us out as we pay for our items. We get some handcuffs, a double-ended dildo, and a strap-on. We also stock up on lube. I'm blushing beat red, but April has a happy grin on her face as she winks at the cashier. I shake my head and grab her hand before dragging her out of the store after we pay.
"Why didn't you just get behind the register and drop to your knees?" I roll my eyes playfully.
"Mm, I should have!" April giggles as she puts the sex toys in my back seat.
"Slut." I smirk as I get into the driver's seat.
"You know it!" she smiles happily while buckling her seat belt.
"And yet you won't sleep with Steven!" I observe.
"Can we not talk about him now, please?" April asks, biting her lower lip.
"Right, sorry." I say. "Where do you want to go to eat?"
We pick a place and I drive us to the restaurant. April and I play footsie beneath the table as we smile at each other and sip on wine. The two of us enjoy a nice dinner, a meal full of light flirting and lots of laughs.
"You're so beautiful, Stacey." April comments at one point.
"Thank you, April." I reply.
April orders an ice cream sundae for us to share for dessert. The waitress smiles at us and hands us each a spoon. I wonder if the waitress knows this is a date. April and I are definitely acting like it is! April has a radiant smile on her face as she pops some ice cream into her mouth.
My blonde best friend insists on paying for dinner. I agree, with the condition that I pay for the movie. April agrees. April leaves a nice tip, then we leave the restaurant and I drive us down the street to the nearest movie theater.
April and I hold hands throughout the entire movie. Occasionally, we glance at each other and smile. Then we return to watching the latest big film. Ninety minutes later, the movie is over and we're back in my car, heading to my apartment. No, we're heading back to our apartment.
"Inviting me in on a first date? You hussy!" April teases as we slip inside and kick off our shoes and socks.
"My roommate's a whore, guess she's rubbing off on me!" I answer with a wink while setting down the bag containing our new sex toys.
"Your roommate sounds like a good influence on you!" April giggles as she places her hands at the back of my neck.
"Well, I do have to admit that her pussy is delicious." I say, biting my lower lip seductively.
"Oh, you eat pussy?" she asks with a playful smirk.
"Sometimes." I reply with a shy shrug.
"Maybe you'd like to give mine a taste?" April suggests.
"What's in it for me?" I ask, batting my eyelashes.
"Well," she says as she gets up on her toes and pecks my lips, "how about we eat each others pussies?"
"On a first date? You sleaze!" I respond.
"If being in love makes me a slut, so be it." April whispers, suddenly turning serious.
"Is this love?" I ask, unsure of my feelings for April.
"I hope so." she answers as she leans up for another kiss.
I close my eyes as I lean down. Our lips meet in a soft, loving kiss. April's tongue runs along mine as we hold each other close. We don't grope each other, we aren't rushing either, we're just holding each other and kissing. A slow heat burns deep within me. It isn't the scorching fire of lust, but the comforting heat of affection. It's like snuggling with a familiar blanket; safe and warm.
"I think we should take this to the bedroom." I say in a soft voice as I caress April's cheek.
"I'd like that." April replies, her fingers lightly trailing along the back of my neck.
I reach over and grab the shopping bag before leading April back into my bedroom. As things start heating up, as I often do, I start to fantasize about Steven. I'm making out with April, our hands caressing each other as I imagine April and I kissing across Steven's broad chest. Steven's eyes shine as he orders April and I to our knees for him. I grab April's butt cheeks as I think about April laying beneath Steven, cumming on his big dick as I softly caress both of them.
With a shock, I realize that I'm fantasizing about both of them. For the first time in a long time I'm not just fantasizing about Steven and I. My fantasies include Steven and April. I want them both. I need them both. I love them both. I'm so stunned I stop moving. I stop moving, and April notices.
"What is it, what's wrong?" April asks, her breathing heavy as she looks up at me with concern.
"Nothing!" I say instinctively. "Nothing at all!"
"Are you sure?" she wonders.
"I'm sure." I nod as I squeeze April's bum and pull her against me. "I'm also sure that I'm gonna fuck your little brains out."
"Bring it on!" April growls.
I shove my tongue in April's mouth as I guide her over to my bed. Her small fingers pull at my shirt, lifting it up my flat stomach. Whipping off my shirt, I toss it aside before removing my bra. April gets topless as well. Then we resume kissing as our titties press together.
Soon, we're up on the bed. I'm on top of April, pulling her pants and undies down her legs. Tossing her clothes aside, I look down at my nude best friend. April smiles up at me coyly as she slides her hands between her legs and conceals her pussy.
"Someone being shy all of a sudden?" I suggest with a giggle as I sit back on my heels.
"I'll show you mine if you show me yours." April giggles, making her little boobs jiggle on her chest.
"Deal!" I say loudly.
April watches me, licking her lower lip as I shimmy out of my bottoms. Once I'm naked, I get on top of April and kiss her intensely as we start tribbing. We're holding hands as I grind my pussy down against April's, loving the feel of her wet slit. Two blonde, best friend sluts making love.
We don't trib for very long, however. I break our kiss and lean down to lick one of April's nipples before climbing off of her and heading for the bag with our new sex toys. April gets a great look at my naked ass as I bend over the bag and rummage through it.
"Damn, Stacey!" April exclaims. "You have a great butt!"
"And I love when you slap it!" I giggle as I shake my bottom.
My blond hair frames my face as I stand up with the strap-on in my hand. Looking over at the bed, I see April watching me. The horny girl has her feet planted on the bed, knees bent and legs spread as she pushes her fingers into her hole. Insatiable slut, indeed.
April continues to finger herself as she watches me try and figure out the strap-on. She actually starts laughing at me when I step into it and pull it up backwards. Yeah, hilarious. I roll my eyes playfully at my best friend. I do end up getting it on correctly, and I soon have the large fake penis bobbing in the air in front of me. Finally, I coat it with a nice layer of lube.
"Assume the position." I order as I look directly at April.
"Yes, ma'am!" April actually salutes me before flipping over onto her hands and knees.
Climbing back up on the bed, I get into position behind April. The blonde nymphomaniac tosses her wavy blonde hair over her shoulder as she looks back at me with pure lust. Taking the fake cock in hand, I slap April's bum with it.
"Stop teasing and shove it up my cunt!" she shouts.
"When I'm good in ready." I reply, giving April a hard slap on the ass.
"Oh, Baby, I love how rough you are with me!" April moans.
"Then you'll love this!" I tell her.
Lining the dildo up with her entrance, I slowly push it into April as she groans. Then I release the fake cock and grab her hips. April throws her head back, her back arching as she lets out a keening moan while the sex toy buries all the way inside her.
"Fuck!" April hisses. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
With my hands on April's hips, I proceed to fuck the tiny blonde doggystyle. My big tits are bouncing on my chest as I slam the dildo into April again and again. Fuck, I now understand why guys love doing this to me; it's fun! It feels good to have a little slut bent over for me, taking the pounding I'm giving her.
"Stacey!" April screams. "Oh, Stacey! Fuck me! Fuck your slut! Fuck your whore!"
"You like my cock, you dirty Slut?!" I ask as I roughly drill April from behind.
"Yes!" April moans. "Oh God, yes!"
It isn't long before April cums. She arches her back sexily and pushes her ass backwards to take as much of the fake cock inside her as she can. I look down to watch her labia spread around the sex toy as April screams out her orgasm.
"Stacey! I love you! Stacey!" April screeches. "STACEY!"
Keeping one hand on April's hip, I reach forward with my right hand and pull her head back by the hair. She's mine. This little slut is mine. All mine! I feel my abs clench, my insides contracting as I have a small orgasm just from the erotic thrill of fucking April like a dog.
"Cum on my cock!" I order. "Cum for me! Now, Slut!"
"Oh God, Stacey!" April moans as her leg shakes. "Give it to me!"
I fuck April to another orgasm. It isn't difficult, the little slut is always ready to explode. In the end, I release her hair, allowing April to collapse face-first onto the bed. Gripping her butt cheeks in both hands, I slow dick the petite woman as she moans weakly.
"Mm, your little pussy feels so good on my big cock." I coo as I squeeze her bum.
"Your big cock feels so good in my little pussy." April replies, her sweaty hair clinging to her face.
Suddenly, I feel the overwhelming desire to taste April. I yank the sex toy out of her cunt, making April gasp. Then I unbuckle the strap-on and get it off me as fast as I can. April lays on her side and turns to look at me.
"What are you doing?" she asks.
"I wanna taste you!" I husk as I toss the strap-on aside. "Get on top of me!"
"You got it!" April giggles.
April gets on top of me and lowers her pussy down onto my face. I start eating as April shoves her head between my legs and goes down on me. My best friend really does have a great-tasting little pussy. Granted, I don't have anything to compare her to, but still!
We both enjoy a great sixty-nine, eating each other out with enthusiasm as the room fills with the sounds of our pleasure. April grips my upper thighs as she shakes her head back and forth rapidly, stimulating my clit and making me cry out. I respond by pushing a finger up her butt, causing April to cum instantly.
I don't know how long we eat each other for. It could be just a few minutes, it could be an hour. Either way, April and I end up laying side-by-side in bed, me laying back on the pillow as the little blonde rests her head on my big boob.
"Want me to fuck you with the strap-on?" April offers a few minutes later.
"Nah, I'm good." I say.
"If you're sure..." she mumbles.
"I am, thank you." I reply.
Yeah, I'm turning down April's offer mostly because of Steven. I do love April, I really do. It's just, her putting a cock in me, even a fake one, just doesn't seem right. Not yet. Maybe soon. For now, I'll just be imagining Steven. That isn't fair to April.
"Stacey?" April whispers as she runs her finger along my hard nipple.
"Yeah?" I ask, holding her close as we cuddle beneath the covers.
"What are we doing?" she wonders while looking up at me.
"Cuddling." I answer carefully.
"You know what I mean." April sighs. "We bought sex toys to use on each other, you're clearly planning on continuing our relationship."
"It's tough," I explain, "I-I love you. But, I love you both now. So much. I don't know how to-"
"You want both of us?" she suggests.
"Yes!" I wail.
"Well, I can't speak for Steven, but you can have me." April insists. "I'm yours."
"I-if we get together, what about other people?" I inquire.
"You're asking if we'd be exclusive?" she frowns.
"Yes." I confirm.
"I don't know." April answers honestly. "I don't like thinking about someone else touching you, but I also know that we both love cock. So, can we just see what happens?"
"Okay. We'll see what happens." I nod.
"Wait." April freezes, looking up at me with wide eyes. "A-are we together?"
"Hey April, wanna go steady?" I ask in a silly voice.
"Yes! I do!" April screeches, a huge grin on her face.
It's late, but we decide to have a little more fun. April and I take the sex toys into the bathroom and wash them. Then the two of us take a shower together. A lot of grab-ass happens as I explore my new girlfriend's body with my hands. Then April buries her face in my cleavage as I hold her head to my chest and giggle.
We dry off before returning to bed. Getting under the covers, April cuddles up to me. We kiss for a few minutes before snuggling softly. April's steady breathing soon reaches my ears, proving to me that she's asleep. My last thought before joining April in dreamland is that the turmoil in my heart, in my soul, is quiet. I am for once at peace. I am loved.
~Steven~
I'm not the first one up on Memorial Day. I slowly wake up when I feel a warm body lifting off of me and sitting up. Turning to my right, I open my eyes in time to see Nicole's naked ass as she stands up and starts walking in the direction of the bathroom.
As Nicole disappears into the master bathroom, I look to my left and see Lexi. The eighteen year old redhead is clearly fast asleep, her head resting on my chest and her bare breasts pressing against me. I run my fingers through Lexi's auburn hair as I smile in contentment.
"Mm." Lexi moans softly as her green eyes slowly open and blink up at me.
"Morning, Babe." I whisper, smiling down at her.
"Morning." she replies. "Where's Nicole?"
"Bathroom." I answer.
"Ah. Morning pee. Got it." Lexi nods in understanding before resting her chin on my chest and looking up at me with affection.
"Last night was incredible." I say as my hand caresses her upper back.
"It was." she agrees with a smirk. "It was fun watching Nicole bouncing up and down on your dick while I rode your face."
"I came so hard." I laugh.
"Mm, so did I." Lexi agrees as her hand slides beneath the covers and grasps my morning wood.
"Can I help you?" I ask teasingly.
"Hard for me already, I see." the redhead comments. "Lucky Lexi!"
"Didn't get enough last night?" I inquire.
"A girl needs her morning protein." Lexi shrugs.
With that statement, Lexi ducks her head beneath the covers. A few moments later, I gasp in pleasure as I feel a warm, teenage mouth close around my tip. Lexi takes me deep as she starts sucking hard. I just slide my hands under the blanket and rest them on her head as I enjoy morning head.
"Where's Lexi?" Nicole asks a minute later upon returning to the room.
"She can't talk right now, her mouth is full." I reply with a self-satisfied grin as I leer at Nicole's nude frame.
"Oh!" Nicole giggles as she hops up on the bed and knee-walks over to me.
"You're beautiful." I whisper to the twenty-six year old redhead as I reach up with my right hand and cup a firm boob.
"And you're very handsome." Nicole replies as she places her left hand over my right and encourages me to touch her.
"Thank you." I respond as my fingers run down Nicole's flat stomach.
"How does her mouth feel on you?" Nicole wonders when my fingers reach her red bush.
"So good." I answer while running my fingers through the older redhead's pubic hair. "Lexi gives great head."
"Mm!" Lexi moans happily in response as she deep throats me.
"Touch me." Nicole husks as she grips my hand and pushes it lower.
Nicole spreads her knees, opening herself to me. My hand slips between her legs, and I can see Nicole's eyelids flutter as my fingers run along her slit. Nicole is soaked! My fingertips are already coated in her feminine nectar as I softly spread her labia. Our eyes are locked as I smirk and suddenly shove two fingers up Nicole's wet cunt.
"Fuck!" Nicole gasps as she grips my wrist tightly.
Lexi is under the covers, sucking my dick as I rest my left hand on her head. I'm laying on my back as Nicole sits up on her knees beside me. The fingers of my right hand are currently sawing in and out of Nicole's tight snatch. It's a great way to spend the morning.
Nicole's eyes are closed now. Her beautiful, lightly-freckled face is scrunched up in pleasure, and her mouth is hanging open as she makes the most adorable expressions. My thumb rubs her clit as I shove my two fingers as far up her hole as I can.
This is all it takes. Nicole tenses. With a death grip on my wrist, she lets out a series of adorable gasping grunts. Nicole's pussy muscles clamp down on my fingers as I keep them inside her. At the same time, Lexi massages my balls while taking me all the way down her throat. The eighteen year old nymphomaniac starts swallowing so that her throat muscles massage my shaft. I then join Nicole in orgasmic ecstasy as I paint Lexi's throat with sticky white fluid.
Pulling my fingers out of Nicole, I slide my hand up her body and push my fingers into her mouth. My second girlfriend is more than happy to taste her own juices. Nicole moans as she sucks her natural lubricant off of my fingers, her eyes rolling to meet mine.
After swirling my cum around her mouth with her tongue for a minute, I feel Lexi take a big gulp, devouring all of my semen with two large swallows. Releasing my cock with a 'pop', Lexi swoops down and gives my testicles a quick lick before climbing back out and resting her head on my bare chest.
"Mm, I love cum!" Lexi husks as she traces shapes on my chest.
"Did you save me any?" Nicole asks when she pops my fingers out of her mouth.
"Sorry, all gone!" Lexi chirps.
"Hmph!" Nicole pouts.
"Don't worry," I chuckle, "I make more all the time."
"Want another blowjob?" Nicole wonders with a cute shrug of her shoulders.
"I think I need time to recharge." I am forced to admit.
"Old man!" Lexi teases.
"He's not old, he's mature." Nicole corrects.
"Whatever." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"C'mon, both of you." I say, sitting up. "Let's head down to breakfast."
The three of us put on underwear and robes. I visibly pout when the girls' breasts are covered up, making them both giggle. Once we're ready, Lexi, Nicole, and I make our way to the main living room to meet up with Hazel and Kayla.
"How was your night?" Hazel asks politely when we sit down.
"Got fucked, can't complain." Lexi shrugs, making her usual statement.
"It was very nice." Nicole giggles as she fills her plate.
"Any messages from your friends?" Kayla asks Nicole.
"A couple." Nicole answers. "They're supportive."
"Even after their reaction to you telling them you're dating your sister's boyfriend?" Lexi asks.
"They were shocked at first!" Nicole laughs. "I explained everything, and they understood we're in love and that Steven is a very special guy."
"They probably wouldn't be as supportive if they found out you were also banging your baby sister." I comment.
"Yeah, they did ask about sex." Nicole winces. "I lied and said that Lexi and I don't touch each other, just you, Steven. I know they wouldn't approve of me licking my sister's twat."
"Just like most people won't approve of Daddy and I." Kayla sighs.
"Most people can go fuck themselves!" Lexi hisses vehemently.



"Well, just be careful who you tell, okay?" I suggest. "It would not be good for business it became public knowledge that my daughter and I make love. I'm pretty sure it's illegal, in fact."
"Everyone coming today already knows!" Kayla insists.
"No, Josh doesn't know." Hazel reminds us.
"And are Allan and Amanda coming?" Nicole wonders.
"No, they're spending the day with their kids." I respond.
"Don't forget Sarah!" Lexi giggles before taking a bite of her breakfast.
"Oh yeah, Steven's detective girlfriend!" Nicole laughs.
"Detective McLorn is not my girlfriend." I say, shaking my head ruefully.
"Her loss!" Lexi chirps.
"She is coming to the cookout, right?" Hazel asks.
"Well, yes." I confirm.
"And it is a date?" Nicole inquires.
"No. I mean, we did agree that we could see each other, since I have an open relationship." I explain. "Still, this is just a cookout."
"Bagging a hot lady cop." Lexi smirks. "That's my man!"
"I'm not bagging her." I roll my eyes.
"We'll see." Kayla interjects, making the girls all giggle.
The four lovely ladies continue teasing me about Detective Sarah McLorn as we enjoy our breakfast. Yes, the detective is clearly interested in me. I'm just not sure how things are going to work out. I guess we'll see.
When we're done with breakfast, the five of us clean up before we all take separate showers and dress in casual clothes for the day. The girls have bikinis on under their outer clothes, and I'm wearing swim trunks and a t-shirt. It's now late morning, so people should start arriving soon. I'm looking forward to our Memorial Day cookout, it's going to be a great day.
Ashley and Josh arrive first, followed by Stephanie and Ian. Marcia shows up next, alone. She sighs when she explains once again that Shawn isn't up for seeing everyone just yet. It's tough, but we understand. He's probably still upset that he and Marcia aren't going to be a couple.
The ten of us relax out by the pool for awhile. The girls strip off their outer clothes and lounge around in bikinis. We guys take off our shirts and relax with them. Kayla and Ian are cuddling in a deck chair, Josh and Ashley are holding hands as they sit side-by-side. I'm sitting between Lexi and Nicole as the two pale girls soak up the sun. Marcia and Hazel are also sitting together.
While sipping on an ice cold beer, I hear my phone go off. It's a text from Stacey, telling me that she and April are here. Setting down my beer, I head to the foyer to welcome them. Stacey and April both give me hugs, April having to get up on her toes to embrace me. Stacey is wearing jeans and a t-shirt, while April is in a cute skirt and top.
"Thanks for having us." April says politely while pushing her glasses up her cute nose.
"Thank you for coming. Both of you." I smile.
"Our pleasure!" Stacey grins. "Got a place we girls can change into our suits?"
"Sure, follow me." I wave the ladies into the house.
"By the way," April says as she follows me down the hall, "Stacey and I are dating."
"Is that so?" I inquire, turning back to face the two women. I feel a slight twinge of jealousy, and immediately dismiss it as a feeling of shame follows. Stacey deserves to be happy. I only regret that I can't be what she needs.
"Yeah, it is." Stacey says with a blush. "We just got together."
"You missed your chance with this hot, young lady!" April grins as she reaches out and takes Stacey's hand.
"My loss." I am smiling, but it feels forced. I am struggling to shake this feeling. "I'm happy for you two."
"Thanks, Steven." Stacey smiles.
The three of us resume walking through the palatial mansion. April makes a comment about how nice my home is, and teases that I should pay Stacey better. Stacey laughs and insists she makes way more than most people in her position. It's true, I pay my employees very well and provide excellent benefits. Their hard work is a big reason I'm rich, after all.
I show the girls to the entrance to the patio. April goes into the nearby bathroom, while Stacey shuts herself in another room. They come out a few minutes later, looking absolutely stunning in their bikinis. Fuck, April is adorable even without her glasses, and Stacey is, well, Stacey is Stacey. I smile at her warmly.
Leading the way, I bring the two blondes out to the patio. Introductions are made, and soon several conversations are happening at once. That's when I decide it is time to fire up the grill and really get this cookout started.
Josh and Ian are nursing beers, still getting used to the unfamiliar taste of alcohol. The girls all have wine coolers. My beer is sitting on the table as I put my shirt on and start the grill. Beside me is a massive plate of uncooked chicken and burgers. We also have potatoes wrapped in tin foil to cook.
Before I can start grilling, I feel my phone go off in my pocket. Extracting my phone from my swim trunks, I check it and find a text from Sarah. She's here. I excuse myself and once again head to the foyer to greet a guest.
Detective Sarah McLorn walks into the foyer. For the first time, I'm seeing her in casual clothes, a simple pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She also has a large bag, likely containing her bathing suit. Sarah is of middling height, and her short brown hair is pulled back in a ponytail, allowing me to see the entirety of her kind face. She doesn't look like a cop right now.
"Hi, Steven." Sarah says with a kind smile.
"Sarah!" I exclaim as I open my arms for a hug.
"Oh, we're hugging now!" she giggles as she falls into my arms. "Guess we really are friends!"
"Of course we're friends!" I reply as I rub her back affectionately.
"I'm glad." Sarah grins as she ends our embrace and glances around the massive foyer. "This house is incredible!"
"This is just the foyer." I laugh, offering her my arm. "C'mon, I'll show you around."
"Why, thank you!" she responds, looping her arm through mine.
"My pleasure." I say smoothly as we begin walking. "Did you find the place okay?"
"Yeah, no problem." Sarah nods. "It is a mansion; they're kinda hard to miss!"
"I suppose so!" I chuckle in agreement.
I give Sarah the grand tour. It takes a little while, and we are able to really enjoy each others company. No gun, no badge, she's just Sarah. I'm just Steven. She keeps commenting on how beautiful my home is, making me smile.
Eventually, we decide to go and greet everyone else. Sarah asks about a place to change, and I show her to the bathroom closest to the patio. I wait outside as Sarah changes into her bathing suit. When the detective steps out of the bathroom, my jaw literally drops.
Sarah is wearing a white bikini with green, purple, and blue polka-dots. She looks so adorable. The elastic holding her hair back is gone, allowing her light brown hair to frame her kind, smiling face. Her breasts aren't large, probably about average, slightly bigger than Lexi's. Sarah's entire body is lithe, and she has an actual six pack. It's a light one, but her abs are clearly defined.
"W-what do you think?" she asks with a shrug, clearly showing her anxiety.
"You're breathtaking." I respond sincerely.
"That why you're drooling?" Sarah inquires with a cute giggle.
"Maybe." I admit with a blush as I close my mouth.
"With all the hotties around you, I should be flattered a plain girl like me can catch your eye!" she comments.
"You're not plain." I insist. "You're stunning."
"Thank you, Steven." Sarah blushes.
"What happened to that confident cop I knew?" I tease.
"She's not very good with, you know, romance, or flirting." she admits.
"Not a lot of experience?" I ask before catching myself. "Sorry, none of my business!"
"It's okay, I don't mind." Sarah says. "I'm not a virgin, if that's what you're asking, but I'm almost thirty, and there have only been a couple over the years. I knew them for a long time before we did anything, and well, it was always very vanilla."
"You're almost thirty? You look like you could still be in high school!" I exclaim, trying to lighten the mood. I'm serious though, she looks much younger than thirty!
"I'm twenty-eight." she confirms. "And thank you, I do have a baby face, don't I?"
"You have a kind face." I smile.
"You're sweet." Sarah takes a step forward and stands on her toes to kiss my cheek. "Your girlfriend really doesn't mind sharing you?"
"Girlfriends." I correct. "I have two. Nicole and Lexi. They're sisters. And no, they don't mind."
"Two girlfriends?" she asks with wide eyes. "I've never, you know, done anything with someone who was in a relationship."
"And you don't have to. No one does anything here that they don't really want to." I respond, offering Sarah my hand. "Now, let's go meet the others."
Sarah gives me a small smile as she slips her hand into mine. I then lead her out onto the patio. Introductions are made, as not everyone knows Detective McLorn. A few people thank Sarah for helping Kayla, Stephanie, and Lexi. Sarah grins and says she's just doing her job.
While everyone is getting to know Sarah, I start grilling. Rather than swim, everyone makes a salad to eat while chatting and waiting on the main course. Sarah congratulates Hazel on the baby, and is very polite when talking with Stacey and April. Stacey looks at me with a little jealousy, and I understand; another beautiful woman in my orbit. April notices and rolls her eyes at me. Things still are work in progress, I see.
"Food is ready!" I say a little while later. "We have barbecue chicken, burgers, potatoes."
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla smiles.
"Thanks, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Everything looks great, Steven." Sarah says politely.
I start serving a nice barbecue lunch. A line forms and I place food on each person's plate. Once everyone has a full plate, I can finally serve myself and sit down in a deck chair to enjoy my dead cow. Nothing beats a big, juicy burger!
"So," Sarah begins with a mischievous expression, "no friends your own age?"
"Daddy prefers young, beautiful women." Kayla teases.
"And he is nice enough to let us bring our boyfriends!" Ashley interjects.
"I'm still friends with a guy I went to high school with." I explain, ignoring Ashley and Kayla. "He and his wife have young kids who they're spending the day with, so they couldn't make it."
"Gotcha." Sarah nods before taking a bite of her chicken.
"And I'm not that young." Nicole sighs.
"What are you talking about?" Sarah asks. "You're very young!"
"I'm twenty-six." Nicole pouts. "That's closer to thirty than it is to twenty!"
"Oh, poor you." I roll my eyes, making everyone laugh.
"Guess I'm the old lady, I'm twenty-eight!" Sarah announces.
"Ten years older than most of us!" Ashley points out.
"That's still very young!" Hazel insists.
"You're all young." I insist.
"Thank you, Steven." Marcia smiles.
"Yeah, thanks!" Stephanie giggles, finally getting comfortable with me.
"Uh, should we really be drinking in front of the cop?" Ian asks nervously.
"Just don't drive anytime soon, and I'll pretend I don't see anything." Sarah winks.
The thirteen of us continue to talk as we enjoy a very nice Memorial Day cookout. When we finish eating, girls start jumping into the pool. Ashley and Lexi are first, followed by Marcia and Nicole. Kayla dives in with Hazel. Stacey and April jump in holding hands. Soon, we're all splashing around in the water.
The guys are shy, Sarah is shy, April is new here, and we don't all know each other that well yet. As a result, everything stays mostly G-rated. Sarah and I do flirt quite a bit, and I even carry her around on my shoulders at one point. Her shyness comes and goes, and either way, she's clearly having a great time.
After swimming for awhile, we all decide to get out of the pool and relax. I'm glad we have so many deck chairs! The thirteen of us are lounging about as we sip on drinks and enjoy the several different conversations going on at once.
Ashley and Josh are the first hook up of the cookout. Josh is blushing bright red as Ashley takes his hand and pulls the shy boy to his feet. The girls are all cheering as the teens disappear into the house. I glance over at Sarah, who winks at me and giggles.
"That looks like fun!" Kayla comments as she stands up and walks over to Ian. "What do you say, Baby? Take me to my bedroom?"
"Um, sure, okay." Ian mumbles nervously.
"Don't be shy!" my daughter laughs.
"May I join you?" Stephanie wonders as she confidently stands up.
"Of course!" Kayla exclaims as she walks in the middle of her boyfriend and girlfriend, holding each of them by the hand as the trio makes their way to the house.
"Have fun!" Hazel calls out.
"Oh, we will!" Kayla replies as she sashays into the house. I stare at her ass the entire time. And Stephanie's.
"Make sure you wear him out, girls!" Lexi shouts.
"Aren't you an understanding father!" Sarah observes with wide eyes.
"Why wouldn't I be?" I wonder.
"Most fathers would hate the idea of their little girl having sex!" Sarah explains. "And she's planning on having a threesome!"
"My parents did kick me out for having sex." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Mine, too." Hazel sighs.
"Kayla is eighteen, she's an adult." I explain. "I don't like thinking about her, ahem, escapades, but she's free to live her life."
"How progressive of you." Sarah says with a nod. "And sorry you girls got thrown out for no real reason."
"It's okay," Lexi replies, "I have my new family now."
"And you still have your sister." Hazel adds.
"Sorry, you don't get to see your brothers." Marcia sighs.
"Your brothers?" Stacey asks.
"Yeah, I have three younger brothers." Hazel answers. "I was texting with one of them when my parents caught him. They took his phone."
"That's horrible!" April exclaims.
"It is what it is." Hazel says sadly.
"We're here for you, Hazel." Nicole insists.
"Any chance of a reconciliation?" Stacey inquires.
"My dad slapped me and called me a whore, so I'm gonna say probably not." Hazel responds.
"Ouch." April winces.
"Did you report him for assault?" Sarah asks.
"No." Hazel shakes her head. "It was one slap, I'm fine."
"Sorry, I'm being a cop." Sarah replies before taking a sip of her wine cooler.
"All good." Hazel smiles softly.
Our afternoon continues. I chat with the seven girls as time passes. Occasionally, a couple of people will take a dip in the pool, only to return to the group. The entire time, Sarah is sitting beside me, looking incredibly sexy in her sunglasses and bikini as we talk.
"Get a room, you two!" Lexi comments at one point.
"What? We're just talking!" I insist.
"And undressing each other with your eyes." Nicole giggles.
"Go for it, we're not judging!" Hazel smirks.
"Don't embarrass her." I say firmly.
"I'm a big girl, Steven." Sarah tells me as she looks at me over her sunglasses. "Eyes aren't all I want to undress you with. And what do you say? What do you say we go be grown ups together?"
A smirk crosses my face as my eyes drop to the detective's delectable cleavage. Before I answer, however, I glance toward my two girlfriends. Lexi and Nicole both smile and incline their heads, granting permission. Lexi actually makes a shooing motion with her hand, indicating for me to go off with Sarah already.
"Um, okay, sure!" I say to Sarah as I stand up and offer the detective my hand.
"Don't sound too happy about it." Sarah rolls her eyes as she takes my hand.
"Sorry, just a little nervous." I lie as I pull Sarah to her feet.
"You should be." Sarah winks as she hip-checks me while walking by me.
"You go, girl!" Lexi chirps.
Sarah just laughs. As I turn to follow Sarah, I notice Stacey has her head down. April is rubbing her back, talking softly to her. Are they arguing about their relationship already? I hope not. I know April is good for Stacey, I want them to stay together, even if I'm slightly jealous.
Wearing our bathing suits, Sarah and I make our way into the house, down the hallways, and to the bedrooms. Kayla's bedroom door is tightly closed, as is one of the guest room doors. Sarah blushes as I lead her into the master bedroom.
"I've never done anything like this before!" Sarah giggles nervously. She clearly can't believe she's letting loose.
"Never hooked up with a guy at a party?" I wonder.
"No, never!" she breathes. "And I've never announced I was planning to go have sex!"
"Guess I bring out your wild side!" I tease as I shut the door and smile at the beautiful woman.
"I guess you do." Sarah replies while biting her lower lip nervously.
"Nervous?" I ask.
"A little." she blushes.
"We can just talk if you'd like?" I suggest as I walk over to the bed and sit down. Then I pat the spot beside me.
"I'd like that. For now, anyway." Sarah replies as she sits down beside me. Our bathing suits are long dry, so we don't get the bed wet.
"Are you having a good day?" I ask.
"I am, thank you." she nods and smiles. "You?"
"Definitely." I answer. "I'm here with you."
"Aren't you smooth!" Sarah giggles.
"I try." I smirk.
"I guess you think you're some kind of ladies' man?" she wonders.
"Nah, I just think I'm cute." I respond with a shrug.
"You are really hot." Sarah admits as she messes up my hair affectionately.
"So are you." I reply.
"I'm just plain, old Sarah." she sighs.
"You're so much more than that." I answer as I wrap an arm around her bare shoulders and grip her upper arm.
"Thank you." Sarah replies as she melts into my embrace.
"You're welcome." I say as I kiss the top of her head. "So, how has work been for you?"
"Rough." she answers with a sad sigh.
"Oh yeah?" I inquire.
"Yeah." Sarah nods. "A couple of date rapes over the weekend. I worked yesterday."
"Sorry to hear that." I wince.
"I just," she begins sadly, "I just see so many horrible things every day. It gets hard sometimes. Hard to see the good in people."
"I can see that." I say, trying to be supportive.
"That's why I latched on to you." Sarah explains. "You just have the air of a genuinely kind person. After doing this for so long, I can tell."
"Thank you." I whisper. "Have you really been doing this for that long?"
"My entire adult life." she tells me. "I was taken away from my mother when I was really young, she was a drug addict and neglected me. I bounced around foster homes until I aged out. I didn't want to end up drowning in student debt, so I considered the military, but I ultimately decided to take the police exam as soon as I was old enough."
"Do you like it?" I ask.
"I was in uniform for quite awhile." Sarah continues her story. "I did like it, although I liked it a lot more when I earned my detective shield."
"How'd you manage that?" I wonder.
"I scored really highly on the police exam, top one percent, I believe." she says. "And I look really young, so I played decoy to catch a few predators. Eventually, they decided to promote me."
"Smart of them!" I exclaim as I squeeze her upper arm.
"Thank you, Steven." Sarah whispers.
"You're welcome." I state.
"I-I'd like to kiss you." she mumbles nervously.
"I'd like that, too." I reply.
Sarah looks up at me with her beautiful eyes, her kind face full of emotion. She leans up just as I lean in. Our first kiss is soft and tender, beautiful, really. We don't use tongue, we just softly press our lips together as we enjoy each other.
We don't know each other very well yet, but Sarah McLorn is already very special to me. She is such a kind person, who is also very strong. She helps Kayla, Lexi, and Stephanie. Something I will always owe her for. Even more though, she has an incredibly dangerous, often thankless job. Sarah does it well, she does it to genuinely help people.
Now, I want to help her. Help her let go. Help her live in the moment and remember that there is good in the world. I place my hand on her bare knee as I slip my tongue between her lips. Sarah moans softly as she wraps her right arm around my back.



Even though our kissing is intensifying, I'm being careful to go slow. I want to make sure Sarah understands we can stop at any time. However, much to my surprise, Sarah escalates. My eyes actually fly open when I feel her left hand on my bulge, lightly caressing me.
As I feel myself hardening beneath her fingertips, I reach my right hand across her body and cup her breast from outside her bikini top. Sarah shivers, but doesn't stop me. In fact, her tongue runs along mine with increased vigor.
Taking her reaction as a green light to continue, I slip my hand into Sarah's bikini top and palm a perfectly-shaped breast in my hand. Sarah gasps into my mouth as her hard nipple presses against my hand. I'm fully hard now, and my cock actually throbs in my swim trunks.
"You're really big." she breaks the kiss to whisper as she looks up at me with wide eyes.
"I'll take that as a compliment!" I smirk.
"I-I haven't been with anyone in a few years." Sarah admits.
"We can take this as slow as you'd like." I assure her as my fingers palm her breast.
"Thank you." she whispers, her eyes flicking down to my bulge before they come back up to my face. "D-do you want me to suck it?"
"Do you wanna suck it?" I ask.
"Yes!" Sarah hisses, her eyes locked on my bulge as she rubs me.
Releasing Sarah's shoulder, I slide my left hand along her back until I reach the knot of her bikini top. With deft fingers, I untie the knot and use my right hand to pull Sarah's top off. Sarah blushes and looks up at me as her top falls away, revealing her breasts.
"They're beautiful." I whisper.
"R-really?" Sarah asks as she cups her own boobs. "I know they aren't very big, but I hope you really like them."
"I love them." I reply while reaching for her breasts.
Sarah gasps when I place my hands on her boobs. She grabs both of my wrists as I happily play with her tits. The round orbs feel so nice in my hands as my thumbs caress the sides of her breasts. Then I lean down and slurp a nipple into my mouth.
"Oh, God!" Sarah gasps.
I bury my face in Sarah's cleavage as I enjoy being smothered in tit-flesh. Sarah has really nice boobies, and I have a great time playing with them for several minutes. I kiss and lick her nipples, I squeeze her breasts together as I kiss them all over.
"Lay down." I eventually whisper as I kiss her cleavage. "I wanna taste you."
"Don't you want a blowjob?" she asks.
"I changed my mind." I answer. "I want today to be all about you. You deserve it."
I lift my head and see Sarah grinning at me, her eyes bright with happiness. She scoots backwards on the bed and lays her head down on the pillow. She looks so incredibly sexy, wearing nothing but bikini bottoms and a smile.
When I reach for her bottoms, Sarah looks nervous. Despite this, she still lifts her ass and allows me to slide her bikini bottoms down her smooth legs. My mouth starts watering when I see her shaven snatch. Her labia are pink and delicate as they glisten with moisture.
"I shaved especially for you." Sarah reveals.
"Fuck, that looks delicious." I comment as I toss away her bottoms.
"I haven't been eaten in years." she smiles.
"It's time to change that." I announce.
I dive in. Spreading Sarah's legs, I hold onto her thighs as I lean in and start eating. Sarah has a great tasting pussy. I actually lose myself in the moment and don't think about trying to get her off, I just let out a happy moan as her feminine nectar coats my face and tongue.
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!" Sarah chants as she buries her hands in my hair.
Over the next ten minutes, I go down on Detective Sarah McLorn. I shake my head back and forth rapidly as I stimulate her clit with my tongue, I lick all over her slit, I finger her while sucking hard on her little love button.
Sarah reaches orgasm while I grip her thighs in both hands and tongue her clit. I have her spread open wide, her legs are bent and her toes by my ears as she pants and moans. Sarah's entire body tenses up as she cries out and holds my head against her crotch.
"I need you!" Sarah screeches as she releases my head and starts pulling on my shoulders. "I need you in me! Please be in me!"
I don't hesitate. I climb up Sarah's body and settle in between her legs. She grips my shoulders as she looks up at me and nods rapidly, indicating for me to proceed. I reach between us and place my glans at her opening. We both audibly gasp when I push inside.
"Holy fuck, you're huge!" Sarah groans while holding my arms as I stretch her out.
"You're so fucking tight!" I gasp as I feel her vaginal muscles clenching me in their warm embrace.
"Oh God, oh God!" Sarah moans, her legs spread and feet planted firmly on the mattress. She buries one hand in my hair as she looks up at me and pants. "Oh. My. God."
"Are you okay?" I ask urgently.
"Yes!" Sarah nods. "Keep going! Please! Please, don't stop!"
I don't stop. I push myself inside of Sarah until I'm balls-deep in her cunt. I can feel my ball sack resting against her ass as the beautiful woman struggles to accommodate my girth. She winces slightly before spreading her legs wider, allowing herself to get used to me.
"Love me!" she husks while looking up at me.
We make love. Sarah begins rolling her hips to meet my thrusts as I push myself in and out of her. She's so wet, so tight. I lean down to kiss her softly, and my pleasure is heightened when she moans heavily against my lips.
It's passionate sex, yet it is sweet and loving at the same time. Sarah's face scrunches up in orgasm two more times during our session. She's so tight, the contractions of her insides actually makes it difficult to keep thrusting. She's almost too tight. Yeah, no, never mind, no such thing as too tight!
"I'm close!" I moan, warning Sarah as I keep my hands planted firmly on the mattress.
"My mouth! Cum in my mouth!" Sarah gasps. "I wanna taste you!"
I nod rapidly before pulling out of Sarah's hole. Then I climb up her body and straddle her chest. Gripping Sarah's head in both hands, I shove my cock between her lips. Sarah moans loudly, her cheeks caving in as she sucks as hard as she can.
"Ah, fuck!" I cry out as I ejaculate in her mouth.
"MM!" Sarah moans loudly as her cheeks fill with semen.
Pulling out of Sarah's mouth, I squeeze my shaft as I lean back and look down at the brown-haired woman. Sarah gives me a sly smile before gaping her mouth and showing me the cum on her tongue. Then she closes her mouth, tilts her head back, and swallows.
"Thought you were inexperienced!" I tease.
"I am." Sarah shrugs. "With intercourse. I gave my ex a lot of head."
"Ah, got it." I say as I get off of Sarah and lay down beside her.
"That was fun!" she giggles as she snuggles up beside me.
"Yes. Yes, it was." I agree as I reach over and lightly caress her face.
"So, um," Sarah begins nervously, "was this a one time thing?"
"That's up to you." I state carefully.
"I don't want to steal you away from your girlfriends or anything!" she reassures me quickly. "I just, you know, get an itch sometimes. And my fingers don't always do the trick."
"I'd be happy to take their place!" I laugh.
"Good, because I definitely wanna try other positions with you!" Sarah laughs.
"I think that can be arranged." I nod.
"Great!" she exclaims. "So, friends with benefits?"
"Friends with benefits." I confirm.
We cuddle for a little while longer before getting dressed in our bathing suits. Then we walk back out to the patio holding hands. As soon as we close the door behind us and face the group, I'm stunned by the sharp crack of a slap across the side of my face. My eyes clear, and I see April standing in front of me with fury in her eyes. The petite, bikini-clad blonde pulls her hand back to slap me again, but Sarah gets to her first.
"You fucking ASSHOLE!" April screeches, as Sarah pulls April's arms behind her back.
"Ow, what the fuck!" I swear as I cup my own face.
Everyone else jumps up and rushes over to us. People are shouting. Lexi is standing in front of me, swearing at April. Stacey is running over to April, saying something I can't understand. Sarah is holding April's arms back as the small girl struggles. Marcia, Nicole, and Hazel are all just watching, wondering what the fuck is going on.
"April, what the fuck?!" Stacey shouts as Sarah drags a rabid April away from me.
"He's rubbing it in your face!" April hisses. "The piece of shit is fucking any slut who will spread her legs, and he doesn't care about your feelings!"
"Don't talk about Sarah like that!" I yell at April.
"Seriously?" April screams. "You care more about some girl you barely know than Stacey?!"
"That isn't what he said!" Lexi interjects.
"I care about Stacey very much." I insist.
"Try showing it once in awhile!" April sneers as she struggles to pull herself from Sarah's grip.
"April, that's enough!" Stacey insists.
"It is not!" April snaps. "He went off with some whore without even thinking about your feelings!"
"You need to calm down, now!" Sarah states in her best law enforcement voice.
"FUCKING FUCK!" April screeches as she continues trying to free herself from Sarah.
"I'm sorry, Stacey." I say sincerely. "I didn't mean to hurt you."
"Yeah, you never mean it, yet you keep doing it!" April shouts, sounding barely coherent.
"It's not his job to always think about Stacey's feelings!" Nicole insists, getting involved in the conversation. "He's not in a relationship with her!"
"I might not be sleeping with Stacey, but I do lo- ah, look forward to our workdays together. I think she's a true friend, and I would never want to upset her." I insist. "I'm sorry I didn't think about her feelings before heading off with Sarah. I really am."
"Steven is free to fuck whoever he wants!" Lexi says loudly. "He's my boyfriend, and I'm happy to share him, as long as everyone involved knows that he's with me!"
"And I got too serious." Stacey sighs. "April, this is enough. Yes, I was jealous of Steven and Sarah, but they have every right to do what they did. You need to calm down."
"Fuck!" April snarls as she goes limp in Sarah's grasp.
"I love Steven." Stacey continues. "I love him with all of my heart. I also love you, April. And I'm happy to be your girlfriend. Thank you for caring so much about my feelings, but I don't need you to protect me. Steven probably could have been more considerate, but it is what it is. We're at his house, we all know he gets involved with every willing woman who stops by. Even me, before I screwed that up. It's something we have to accept. If you can't handle this, maybe we shouldn't be together."
"What? No!" April gasps, a shocked look on her face as she collapses to her knees, her voice sounding so broken, vulnerable, terrified. "Stacey, I'm sorry. I'm sorry! Don't leave me again. Please."
"That's the last thing I want to do." Stacey says as she crouches beside April while Sarah steps back to give them room.
"You really would do anything for him, wouldn't you?" Lexi asks in wonder.
"Yes. I'd do anything to make Steven happy." Stacey says to Lexi as tears build in her eyes and start to trickle down her cheeks. "And I realize now how miserable he'd be without you. I won't hurt him. Ever. I'd rather die. I'd never come between you. No matter what. Because... you make him happy. I wish it were me, but it's you that he needs. It's you."
"Oh, Stacey!" Lexi says, gathering Stacey into a hug as the blonde starts to sob.
"Stacey." April whispers pulling Stacey away from Lexi and into her own arms. April cradles Stacey's head to her bosom and strokes her hair as the taller girl cries.
"I'm so sorry you're hurting this badly, Stacey." I say as I move over to the three women and pull all of them into a group hug.
"It's not your fault, Steven." Stacey sniffles against April's cleavage.
"It's mine." Lexi sighs. "I let my insecurities keep you apart."
"You were right though, I did want to steal him from you." Stacey admits.
"But not anymore?" Nicole asks.
"No. Not anymore." Stacey shakes her head.
"There really is so much love here." Sarah adds, apparently in awe.
"There really is." Marcia confirms.
"Yeah, and I was an idiot for not seeing it." Hazel sighs.
"You're not an idiot, Hazel." I state firmly. "You're emotional, and you're going through a lot right now. We're family, we support you."
"Thank you." Hazel whispers.
"What do we do now?" Stacey asks sadly.
"I think the four of us need to get together and talk." Lexi suggests.
"Five of us." I correct. "Don't forget Nicole."
"It's okay." Nicole says. "I'm your girlfriend, Steven, but I'm not a part of this issue. You guys work out the problem, and just know that I'm okay with whatever happens."
"If you're sure..." I trail off.
"I am." Nicole nods.
"What, like a double date?" April inquires.
"Yes!" Lexi chirps. "So these two don't get all mopey again, let's do something fun together and work this out!"
"I love each of you." I state sincerely. "And yes, that includes you, April, and you, Sarah."
"We love you, too!" seven girls all say at once, filling my heart.
Despite our words, we don't plan our double date immediately. We end up all lounging around in deck chairs, drinking and talking as time passes. At one point, Ashley and Josh return, holding hands with satisfied grins on their faces.
Our group gets in a round of teasing before Kayla, Stephanie, and Ian make their appearance, giving the girls fresh meat to tease. The jokes stop when we explain to the five newcomers everything that is happening. They listen with wide eyes before saying they're glad we're working things out.
Kayla, of course, just has to ask Sarah how I am in the sack. Sarah smirks and says that I am very good at satisfying her. Kayla inclines her head in response and welcomes Detective McLorn to our little group.
The cookout starts breaking up around dinnertime, as everyone heads off to pursue their evening plans. Ashley and Josh are going out to eat before heading home. Stephanie drives Ian back to his house before going home herself. Nicole and Sarah have to work tomorrow, so they kiss me goodbye before leaving. Stacey and April head back to their apartment while Marcia also makes the trip back to her own house.
Soon, it's just Kayla, Hazel, Lexi, and I remaining. We all pitch in to clean up before heading back inside. Then we all take showers to wash away the chlorine. Once we're all dressed in robes, we enjoy a nice evening meal together.
After dinner, the four of us relax in the main living room with a television show. Then we head to bed, since everyone has to be up for school or work in the morning. I kiss Hazel and Kayla goodnight before they disappear into their bedrooms. Then Lexi and I go to the master bedroom.
Lexi and I make hot, passionate love to each other for at least an hour before we are both fully satisfied. Then we lay in bed chatting about the day as we cuddle. Lexi insists that she is feeling better about Stacey and is looking forward to the double date.
I run my fingers through her soft, auburn hair as Lexi keeps her arm wrapped around me tightly. I think about how lucky I am as I hear Lexi's deep breathing, indicating she's asleep. Just as I'm about to drift off, I hear a frantic knocking at the door.
"What's going on?" Lexi asks sleepily.
"I don't know." I reply with a frown.
"Steven! Lexi!" a loud voice cries out as the knocking continues.
"Come in!" I say loudly as Lexi and I sit up. Something is wrong.
Hazel throws open the door as she rushes inside. She's wearing a robe, and her long brown hair is in its usual ponytail halfway down her back. Tears are streaming down her face as she hyperventilates and looks directly at me with wide, horrified eyes.
"I'm bleeding!" Hazel screeches.
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~Kayla~
All of my closest friends have hospital stories. Marcia getting her tonsils taken out, then being able to eat nothing but ice cream for a month. Ashley having her arm set after a bike accident, I remember all of us signing the cast. Hazel meeting her baby brothers for the first time, holding her siblings in her arms and cooing at them.
These stories all have happy endings. My friends' stories all indicate that hospitals are a place people go in hurt, but come out better. Or where they first meet their new family members. Or where they flirt for the fist time, with a boy with a broken leg.
I have a hospital story of my very own. No, it isn't of me being sick or hurt, or of me meeting a new sibling. My hospital story is of the worst day of my life. Worse even than my experiences with Keith. My story doesn't end with ice cream, or healing, or with adorable babies. It ends in death.
Eleven Years Earlier
"Time to wake up, Kay-Kay!" a woman's voice coos softly.
I open my eyes and look up into Mommy's smiling face. Her blue eyes are shining with happiness as she gazes down at me. I'm snuggled up under the blanket, holding a stuffed pink bunny rabbit. Mommy leans in and kisses my forehead, making me giggle. She then pulls my pink blanket off and playfully starts tickling my sides. I laugh and squeal, struggling to escape as Mommy's long raven hair hangs down and lightly touches my face.
"Mommy!" I screech as I kick my feet.
"C'mon, Cutie, let's go. Breakfast!" Mommy says before giving me a quick kiss on the cheek.
I hop out of bed, my bare feet landing on the hardwood floor. I'm wearing pink pajamas in my pink room. I'm a girl, and I'm proud of it! Mommy takes my hand and leads me over to the vanity she has set up for me.
Sitting at the vanity in Mommy's lap, I smile happily as she softly sings to me while brushing my hair. The same dark hair as Mommy. I love that I look so much like her! Except for my eyes, I have Daddy's green eyes.
"Where's Daddy?" I wonder. Mommy and Daddy always wake me up together. We're a family.
"He got an important call about work." Mommy answers as the brush runs through my hair.
"But it's Sunday!" I whine.
"I know, he won't be long." she promises.
"He's always working." I pout.
It's true. Daddy works all the time! I hate it! I know I'm being selfish, Daddy always makes time for me. Still, Mommy doesn't work anymore, Daddy shouldn't have to either! Mommy explains it to me though, she says that Daddy loves his job, and he's the reason we are able to move into this huge house. I think she calls it a mansion.
We move a lot. This is the third time! Mommy promises this is the last move. The mansion is our forever home. I remember nodding and asking if I'll ever get a sibling. Mommy has tears in her eyes, and says that they are looking into finding a baby that doesn't have a home. I still don't understand why Mommy doesn't want to grow another baby in her tummy.
"He is getting a lot more people to work for him, he'll have more time for us soon." Mommy insists.
"Okay." I grump.
Mommy brushes my hair for a few more minutes, singing to me the entire time. Then she puts my dark hair into the cutest pigtails. I feel so pretty! I smile happily at my reflection before hopping out of her lap.
Taking Mommy's hand, I walk with her down the hallway until we reach the biggest living room in the house. It's gigantic! Also, as soon as we walk in, I see him. Daddy! I squeal and run up to him, my arms outstretched as I go in for a hug.
"Hi, baby girl!" Daddy grins as he bends his knees and pulls me into his arms.
"Why don't you two relax, I'll make breakfast." Mommy offers.
"Thank you." Daddy replies.
Daddy and I cuddle on the couch for a little while and he reads me a story. I love cuddling with Daddy. No matter how busy he is, he makes sure we get our morning cuddles in. I smile and close my eyes as Daddy reads. Yeah, I can read on my own now, but I still enjoy being read to.
After Daddy finishes the chapter, the two of us head into the dining room. Mommy has a nice breakfast set out for us. There's a plate for me, and I sit in my usual spot as Mommy and Daddy sit down as well. We start eating, all three of us enjoying Mommy's amazing cooking.
Mommy and Daddy are talking about Daddy's work while I eat scrambled eggs. I don't understand what they're saying. Big words about things that mean nothing to me. I'll get it soon, though. I am seven years old, after all!
The eating and talking continues, and soon Mommy and Daddy are asking me about school. I tell them all the latest gossip. They're both smiling at first, however, Mommy soon makes a face and places her hand over her forehead.
"Another headache?" Daddy asks in a concerned voice.
"It's nothing, I'm fine." she replies.
"I really think you should see a doctor." Daddy comments.
"Steven!" Mommy hisses. "Not in front of Kayla!"
"Right, sorry." he sighs.
"Are you okay, Mommy?" I wonder.
"Never better, Kay-Kay." Mommy smiles.
"Okay, good!" I respond before taking a sip of my drink.
"Do you want some aspirin?" Daddy offers Mommy.
"I'm fine, Steven. Don't worry about me." Mommy insists before turning to face me. "Do you wanna go shopping for your Halloween costume after breakfast?"
"Yeah!" I say excitedly.
Halloween is just a couple of weeks away! I can't wait; I love candy. Plus, Halloween is Mommy's birthday. She's so lucky to be born on candy day! Mommy is so old though, she says she's gonna be thirty! I can't imagine being that old. I ask her if she remembers the dinosaurs, and she calls me a brat.
"Did you decide what you wanna be?" Daddy asks.
"Not yet, Daddy." I answer, shaking my head.
We finish breakfast and I help Daddy clean up while Mommy relaxes with a cup of coffee. I don't understand why adults drink coffee. I remember begging Mommy to let me try it. Gross! Biggest mistake of my life!
Once the table is clear, Mommy and Daddy head into the big bedroom to shower and dress. They both remind me to brush my teeth. I just roll my eyes. I'm seven, not two! I know how to brush my teeth without being told.
I enter my bathroom to shower and brush my teeth. Then I get dressed in the clothes Mommy has out for me. I am able to put my hair into pigtails without Mommy's help, which I do. Then I'm ready for the day!
My parents take me to a store that specializes in Halloween. It's only open for the season. We shop around for awhile, until I find the scariest witch costume. I try on the black robe and conical hat. It even comes with my very own broomstick!
"Well, aren't you the cutest, little witch!" Daddy comments with a grin.
"I'm not cute, I'm scary!" I insist as I stomp my foot.
"My mistake!" he laughs.
"Hmph!" I pout.
"Maybe we can paint your face green, so you're extra scary." Mommy suggests.
"Okay!" I agree happily.
Daddy buys the costume and we leave the store. He then drives us to the local mall to do some shopping. I love the mall. The stores, the people, it's great! Mommy buys some new clothes, Daddy needs new shoes, and I get a fun new board game.
We get home just in time for lunch. Daddy makes me a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, as well as sandwiches for himself and Mommy. Lunch is fine, although Mommy clearly has another headache. This time she agrees to take some medicine to feel better.
After lunch, Mommy says she's feeling dizzy so she goes to lay down. Daddy gets mad and insists she goes to the doctor. She promises she'll call tomorrow, and once again reminds him not to make me worry. I think Mommy forgets that I'm a big girl now. Daddy takes her into the big bedroom before coming back to stay with me.
Daddy and I play with my dolls for a little while before he puts on a movie for me. I cuddle with Daddy on the couch as we watch an animated film. It's really good. I love the extra big TV we have now. Everything looks almost life size!
Mommy wakes up in time for dinner and says she's feeling much better. Daddy cooks and serves us some yummy chicken. He reminds me to eat my vegetables, making me roll my eyes again. He smirks and tells me I'm being rude.
Now that dinner is over, it's time for our weekly game night. I love game night! My parents set up the game and we start playing. Daddy says he wants to do this with us even when I'm all grown up. I promise Daddy that I won't grow out of games. He smiles and says he is hoping I'm right.
We're in the middle of my new game when it happens. Mommy starts acting weird. She lets out a breath as she clutches her forehead in pain. Daddy is looking at me and doesn't notice at first, until he sees me staring. Then he turns his head to see what I'm looking at.
"Kayla, go wait in the other room." Daddy states firmly as he stands up.
"Is Mommy okay?" I ask nervously.
"I-I'm fine. I'm okay." Mommy manages to gasp out. "Listen to your father, Kay-Kay."
"No!" I exclaim as I look between my parents. "Mommy, I wanna stay with you!"
"Kayla!" Daddy shouts as he helps Mommy to her feet. "Go in the other room. Now!"
Daddy never yells! My eyes go wide and I actually let out a gasp. Then I hop to my feet and run from the room. I'm two rooms away, tears in my eyes as I realize that I can't leave Mommy! I decide to go back and listen at the doorway.
I tiptoe my way to the entrance to the big living room and listen in. I can't tell what's being said, but Daddy is whispering urgently to Mommy. I peek around the corner just in time to see Mommy collapse into Daddy's arms. I gasp as he lays her down gently and pulls out his phone.
"Aria! Aria!" Daddy shouts as he dials and puts the phone to his ear.
"Mommy..." I mumble quietly. No one hears me.
"My wife just collapsed. I need an ambulance!" Daddy says into the phone.
I listen as Daddy gives them our address. He stays on the phone as he checks Mommy and tells the person on the phone that she's still breathing. Of course Mommy is breathing! Right? I can't stay out here anymore, Mommy needs me!
"Mommy? Daddy?" I ask loudly as I run into the room.
"Kayla, Mommy isn't feeling well." Daddy explains as he runs over to me while still holding the phone. "I need you to wait in your room. Please."
"Daddy, I'm scared." I mumble as I start really crying.
"Everything will be okay, just go wait in your room, Honey." he says in a soothing voice.
"O-okay." I nod as I turn and run from the room.
I wait in my room for what feels like forever. I'm laying in bed, holding onto my stuffed pink bunny rabbit as I cry my eyes out. Finally, after what seems like hours, someone knocks on my open door and walks into my bedroom.
"Kayla?" Daddy calls out.
"Daddy?" I reply as I turn in my bed to face him. "Is Mommy okay?"
"The ambulance came and is taking her to the hospital." he explains. "They're gonna make her feel better."
"C-can we go to see her?" I ask.
"Of course, we'll go right now." Daddy agrees. "Put your shoes on."
I put my shoes on while Daddy calls his parents. Then he calls Mommy's parents as he leads my by the hand out of the big house. Daddy ends the call when we reach his car. He opens the back door and helps me into the car. Daddy reminds me to buckle my seat belt, which I do.
My heart is racing as I sit quietly and watch Daddy. I can see him let out a breath. He's trying to be strong for me, but I'm not dumb, he's scared. Daddy's scared, and so am I. I'm crying again. I want Mommy. I want Mommy and Daddy to hold me and for everything to be okay.
We finally make it to the hospital and Daddy leads me inside. He talks quietly with some lady behind a desk who says Mommy is being looked at by doctors. Then Daddy takes me to a waiting area and we sit down to wait.
Mommy's parents arrive, looking scared. They sit with me while Daddy goes back up to the lady behind the desk. He seems upset as he makes a gesture toward the doors. I can't hear what he's saying, but I see the lady look at him and shake her head. She also makes a face indicating she's sad. She must be worrying about Mommy, too.
"Any news?" Grandma asks when Daddy returns.
"No." Daddy shakes his head. "The nurse said Aria's still in with the doctors. Someone should be out to tell us something soon."
"She just collapsed?" Grandpa wonders.
"Yes." Daddy confirms. "She's been getting headaches lately, but they weren't very bad, so she didn't want to see a doctor. She just figured she'd mention it at her yearly physical in a few months."
"You didn't make her go see a doctor?" Grandma hisses, looking angrily at Daddy.
"I can't make Aria do anything!" Daddy replies in an upset voice.
"You should have taken her to see someone!" Grandma yells back.
"That's enough!" Grandpa insists. "You're scaring Kayla."
"He's right." Daddy nods. "Sorry, baby girl."
"I'm not scared!" I respond.
"Of course you're not." Daddy smiles at me.
We keep waiting. It's almost my bedtime when a doctor comes out and asks for Daddy. I hold my breath as I watch Daddy talk with the doctor. My Daddy has his hand on his forehead and he looks like he's about to cry as he nods to the doctor.
I don't know what's happening! The adults are all talking around me, saying words I don't understand. They try to keep me from the conversation, but they're so upset they don't do a very good job of it. I hear words, words that will stick with me for the rest of my life.
Brain tumor. I don't know what that is, but it is apparently very bad. Another word, a big one. I don't understand it the first time, but when Grandma repeats it, I actually whisper it out loud. Glioblastoma. I'm sure I say it wrong, but the word still echoes in my mind. The only thing I really understand is that whatever it is, it happens fast. Very fast.
Daddy sits me down and explains that Mommy needs an operation before she can feel better. I start crying again. He hugs me tight and promises everything will be okay. Everything will be okay. I believe him. Daddy won't ever lie to me.
Grandma and Grandpa take me back to their house while Daddy spends the night at the hospital. I don't like this. I don't like it! I wanna be with Mommy and Daddy. I cry and whine, but I don't get my way. Grandma just promises to take me to the hospital first thing in the morning. It's not good enough. I cry myself to sleep.
I wake up early the next morning. Really early. I can't wait, I have to wake up Grandma and Grandpa. They both insist that I eat breakfast before we go to the hospital. Fine. I eat. I devour what they put in front of me so we can go.
We arrive at the hospital and find Daddy. He's talking to the doctor. She has a sad look on her face. Something is wrong with Daddy. It's like he's empty, like the color is gone from him. He turns away from the doctor and looks at us.
For the first time, I see Daddy crying. Tears are running down his cheeks as his chest heaves. I don't understand. Why is Daddy crying? Where's Mommy? I stand between Grandma and Grandpa, holding both their hands as I look at Daddy in confusion.
Daddy approaches us. I see his lips moving, but somehow I don't hear any of the words. Grandma releases my hand and screams. She cries and falls to her knees. Grandpa just picks me up and holds me tight against his chest. I can feel him shaking against me. I'm confused and scared. I just want my Mommy and Daddy.
The doctor comes back with something for Daddy to sign. I hear the lady doctor mention life support, she says this is for the best. Daddy cries softly as he signs the paperwork. Then he hands it back to the doctor.
Later in the day, Daddy sits me down and talks to me. I realize today is his first and only lie to me; everything isn't okay. His promise is that everything is going to be okay, and now it isn't! I can't breathe. I can't breathe! We never do get to celebrate her thirtieth birthday. Mommy's gone, and she's never coming back.
~Ian~
"Kayla?" I call out as I lightly shake my girlfriend's shoulder. "Are you okay?"
"Wha-?" she mumbles as she shakes her head before looking at me in confusion.
It's late Monday night and we're at the hospital. All of us. Well, almost all of us. Kayla, Stephanie, Lexi, Ashley, Marcia, Nicole, and I are all waiting to hear from Steven about Hazel. Kayla doesn't look well, so I have to say something.
"I asked if you were okay." I repeat. "You don't look so good. You're really pale."
"I'm okay." Kayla swallows weakly. "I was just thinking about how much I hate hospitals."
"I don't think anyone likes them." I reply with a smirk, trying to lighten the mood.
"You're probably right." she nods.
Glancing at the clock, I realize it is more accurate to say that it's Tuesday morning. Lexi and Nicole are chatting, so are Ashley and Marcia. Stephanie is pacing nervously. There are a few other people here, strangers, but not many. It's just Kayla and I standing over here right now.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" I wonder.
"I-I was just thinking about the day Mommy died." Kayla admits with a sniffle.
"I'm sorry, Kayla." I whisper as I open my arms for a hug.
"Thank you." she replies as she falls into my arms.
I hug Kayla tightly as I rub her back, trying to show her how much I love her with this simple gesture. I really do love this woman. She means the world to me. Kayla is so kind and smart, she genuinely cares about other people.
"Is there anything I can do?" I ask.
"No." Kayla cries as she shakes her head against my chest. "I'm just so worried about Hazel. I don't wanna lose her, too!"
"We don't know anything yet." I respond. "I'm sure everything is okay."
My statement makes Kayla let out a loud wail as tears stream down her face. She clings tightly to me as I coo softly to her while rubbing her back. She looks so shaken, far beyond what I expect. I mean, I know about her mom's death, but still, Kayla is really broken up.
"Thank you for coming." Kayla mumbles.
"By your side is where I belong." I insist. "Besides, it got me out of an uncomfortable conversation."
"What do you mean?" she asks, pulling back to give me a puzzled look.
"Well, Stephanie did pick me up and bring me home from the cookout." I admit sheepishly.
Monday Afternoon
"Thanks for the lift," I say, smiling at Stephanie.
"It'll cost you a kiss!" Stephanie giggles as she leans over.
I smile and kiss Stephanie's soft lips. She moans softly as we make out while parking outside my house. My fingers lightly caress her cheek as I use my touch to remind her that she is safe with me. She's always safe with me.
"That was nice." I tell her when we break apart.
"It was." she agrees. "Thank you."
"For what?" I ask.
"For doing so much for me." Stephanie explains.
"It was my pleasure, Stephanie." I answer. "I'm here for you."
"I believe you." she responds. "I feel so safe with you and Kayla."
"You are safe with us." I confirm.
"So, again, thank you." Stephanie smirks.
"You're welcome." I nod before leaning in to peck her lips. "I should get inside before my parents worry."
"Text me?" Stephanie asks.
"Of course!" I agree.



After giving Stephanie one last kiss goodbye, I get out of the car and walk toward the house. As I look at the living room window, I notice the curtain pull back quickly. Shit. Someone is watching everything. This is gonna suck.
"So, who was that girl?" Mom asks when I walk in the house.
"Stephanie." I answer with a grunt.
"Does Kayla know about her?" Mom inquires, her hands on her hips as she gives me a dirty look.
"Yes, Mom." I say with a sigh. "Stephanie picked me up and we went to the cookout together. Then she brought me home."
"Did you break up with Kayla?" Mom wonders.
"No." I shake my head.
"But you were kissing Stephanie." she states.
"Well, yes." I admit.
"Why?" Mom asks.
Before I can answer, Dad walks out of the kitchen and into the living room. He's wearing sweat pants and a plain t-shirt. Holding a beer in his right hand, Dad takes a swig before looking between Mom and I in confusion.
"What's going on?" Dad inquires.
"Your son was just about to tell me why he was kissing a girl behind Kayla's back." Mom states.
"Son?" Dad asks, looking at me.
"I didn't do anything behind Kayla's back!" I insist. "She knows about Stephanie."
"You expect us to believe that Kayla is okay with you kissing another girl?" Mom raises an eyebrow.
"She is!" I exclaim.
"You understand why that seems strange to us?" Dad asks.
"I do." I nod.
"So, how about you explain yourself, young man?" Mom says, glaring at me.
"Um..." I trail off.
"Well?" Mom prods.
"I'm dating both of them." I wince.
"I told you not to hurt that girl!" Mom hisses.
"I didn't!" I shout. "It was Kayla's idea!"
"Yeah, right!" Mom snorts.
"Honey, let him explain." Dad says, placing a hand on Mom's shoulder.
"Thanks, Dad." I mumble before continuing. "Um, Kayla kisses Stephanie, too."
"Kayla is gay?" Mom asks in surprise.
"I think this makes her bisexual." Dad comments.
"I don't know how I feel about this." Mom states.
"Wait, wait, wait." Dad says, holding his hands up. "Are you telling us you spent the night with both of them?"
"Y-yes." I stammer.
"Damn, son!" Dad exclaims.
"Ian!" Mom hisses as she smacks Dad's shoulder.
"Right, sorry." Dad mumbles. He doesn't sound sorry.
"Mom, Kayla and Stephanie went through something similar." I say carefully.
"You mean someone hurt Stephanie as well?" Mom asks.
"Yes." I confirm. "They bonded over what they went through together. Kayla and Stephanie developed feelings for each other. Then, at Prom, things got serious."
"You mean sex?" Mom asks with a sigh.
"Y-yes." I admit.
"So, you're not a virgin anymore." Mom crosses her arms over her chest.
"No, I'm not." I confirm.
"Okay." Mom lets out a breath.
"Holy shit, if you talk her into allowing this you're the best son ever." Dad says under his breath, low enough that Mom doesn't notice, since she's so focused on me.
"The three of us really care about each other. It's not about sex!" I continue. "Kayla and Stephanie lean on each other, and on me."
"You aren't just using those girls?" Mom asks.
"I would never do that!" I yell. "You raised me better!"
"Nice touch." Dad comments.
"Ian!" Mom hisses again.
"Sorry, Dear." Dad says sheepishly.
"I still don't like it." Mom states. "You're so young, and you've already been with two different girls."
"At the same time!" Dad grins.
"Your father and I need to discuss this." Mom says. "Go to your room."
"Yes, Mom." I nod as I head into my bedroom.
I stay in my room until I'm called to a very late dinner. We eat in relative silence as Mom glares at Dad. He gives me a reassuring smile, and I can tell he's on my side. I just hope we can convince Mom to allow this. I don't want to lose Kayla or Stephanie.
After dinner, we watch a movie as a family. Mom and Dad are cuddling on the couch while I sit on the love seat. The movie is good, but I can still feel the tension in the air. It's thick and heavy, making my heart thump in my chest.
When the movie ends, Mom lifts the remote and shuts off the television. Then she turns to face me. Fuck. I let out a breath as the conversation starts up again. Mom seems to have trouble accepting that Kayla and Stephanie really are okay with this.
Our talk moves over to the kitchen table, where I go over everything again. Kayla and Stephanie are bonding over being victims. I'm the only man Stephanie is able to touch. Kayla is happy to share. I don't mention Steven, of course, Mom and Dad don't need to know about that!
Mom does eventually agree, albeit reluctantly, to not get involved, and to allow the three-way relationship to continue. Still, our conversations continue on and off well into the night. At least, until my phone goes off and I realize Kayla is calling.
~Marcia~
"Why is it taking so damn long?!" Ashley exclaims, her arms folded across her chest. "Do you think this means something is wrong?"
"The doctors probably just want to make sure they figure out exactly what happened before they give any news." I reason.
"I guess..." Ashley sighs.
It's Monday night, or rather Tuesday morning, and we girls are all here. Five of the six Slut-sisters, all waiting anxiously to hear about how our sister is doing. We're all terrified. Ashley and I are sitting on a couch, talking in whispers as Stephanie paces back and forth a few feet away. Lexi and Nicole are sitting on another couch, deep in conversation, all while Ian and Kayla stand facing each other, also talking.
"My heart is still racing." I admit.
"Mine, too." Ashley nods. "I started crying when I got the call from Lexi."
"Can you believe Steven just left with Hazel?" I ask. "He abandoned Lexi and Kayla without saying a word!"
"I know, I don't understand why he'd do that." Ashley sighs.
"What exactly happened again?" I wonder, trying to make sense of everything.
"Hazel walked into the master bedroom and told Steven and Lexi that she was bleeding." Ashley begins. "Steven said they needed to go to the hospital, so Lexi ran to wake up Kayla."
"Then when Lexi got back, Steven and Hazel were gone?" I inquire.
"Yes." Ashley confirms. "Steven never took his phone. Hazel left hers in her bedroom. So, no way to get in touch with them. Kayla was hysterical, so Lexi called the Sluts, and we all headed to the hospital. Kayla eventually calmed down enough to call Ian, who also came in."
"Got it." I nod.
"And Steven hasn't come out at all." Ashley rolls her eyes. "So, we don't know anything."
"He's with Hazel, she needs him." I reason.
"I know, I know!" Ashley grumps. "It just sucks to be so completely in the dark!"
"I'm sure Hazel is okay." I whisper as I reach out to take Ashley's hand. "She has to be okay. Please, let her be okay."
"And the baby." Ashley adds as she laces our fingers and lays our entwined hands in her lap.
"And the baby." I agree. "Our niece or nephew."
"Because we all really are sisters." Ashley smiles as tears form in her eyes.
"I wish we could be in there with Hazel." I bite my lower lip sadly.
"Me, too." Ashley agrees. "But we'd just be in the way. The father should be in there."
"Doesn't make it any easier to be out here!" I state.
"Like I said, it sucks to be in the dark." Ashley shakes her head.
I agree with a nod, then Ashley and I keep talking. We move from subject to subject as we try to distract ourselves. At one point, my phone goes off and I reply to my mother's text, telling her I'm fine, and that we don't know anything yet.
"Who are you texting at this hour?" Ashley asks.
"My mom. She's worried about me." I answer.
"Gotcha." she nods.
"By the way, how did your parents take you going out this late?" I wonder.
"Not well." Ashley winces. "But they reluctantly agreed when I explained Hazel was in the hospital. They made me promise I'd stay safe with everyone."
"My mom is pissed that I am probably missing school tomorrow." I admit.
"My parents, too." Ashley replies. "At least we get good grades."
"Yeah, if I didn't have straight A's, my parents never would let me miss school." I say.
"Same." she nods.
"Did your parents give you any more trouble about Prom?" I inquire.
"Not really." Ashley shrugs. "Dad doesn't want to know about my sex life, and Mom just keeps lecturing me about being safe."
"In other words, she's telling you not to get pregnant." I snort.
"Something like that." she rolls her eyes. "What about your parents?"
"Like your father, my Dad doesn't want to think about it." I smirk. "My mom and I had another great talk after Prom."
Sunday, The Morning After Prom
"Welcome home, Marcia!" Mom smiles as I walk through the door holding my prom dress.
"Hi, Mom!" I squeak upon entering the living room and finding my parents sitting on the couch.
"How was Prom?" Dad asks.
"It was great!" I exclaim. "A night I'll never forget!"
"Glad to hear it." Dad nods.
"And how was Prom night?" Mom wonders with a sly grin.
"I don't need to hear this." Dad suddenly says as he gets to his feet and promptly walks toward the stairs.
"Honey!" Mom calls after him.
"Dad?" I say loudly as he disappears up the stairs.
"Sorry about your father." Mom whispers. "He doesn't want to think about his baby girl having sex."
"I wasn't gonna tell him about that!" I say, forcing a giggle to try and relieve the tension.
"I figured." Mom nods as she stands up and walks over to me. "How about you and I go grab lunch and talk?"
"Talk about what?" I ask, biting my lower lip.
"Relax," Mom chuckles, "I'm not judging you, I was just hoping for a little girl-talk."
"Really?" I reply with a confused expression. "You wanna hear about it?"
"Why not?" she shrugs. "I mean, you're a woman now, I want us to start having an adult relationship."
"Okay!" I answer happily. "Just let me put my dress away."
"I'll get my purse!" Mom grins.
Ten minutes later, I'm sitting in the passenger seat as Mom drives. The two of us agree on a locally owned bar and grill for lunch, and Mom is soon pulling into the parking lot. We get a table in the back and order sodas to start.
"What are you gonna get?" I ask Mom as we look at the menu.
"I was thinking about a burger. You?" she replies.
"Grilled chicken breast." I answer. "I want a salad to start, too."
The waiter returns with our sodas and asks if we are ready to order our meals. We answer in the affirmative and place our orders. Mom and I chat about my upcoming graduation for a few minutes, then the waiter comes with my salad.
"So," Mom begins, "Prom night!"
"What about it?" I ask with a shy smile while pouring dressing on my salad.
"Did you and Shawn seal the deal?" Mom wonders with a huge grin.
"No." I sigh before taking a bite of salad. Then I place my hand over my mouth before continuing. "We didn't."
"Oh." Mom says with obvious surprise. "That was not the answer I was expecting. You know, you can tell me everything, right?"
"I know, Mom." I reply. "I'm telling the truth. I didn't sleep with Shawn, but I did have sex Prom night."
"With Steven." Mom states. It is not a question.
"Yes." I confirm.
"What about Lexi?" she frowns.
"She spent the night with Hazel. It was just Steven and I." I explain while working on my salad.
"How did you go from going with Shawn to Prom to having sex with Kayla's father?" Mom inquires.
"Well," I begin while letting out a breath, "Shawn and I did have a great time at Prom. We danced and flirted, all that. Then we all relaxed at Kayla's before Shawn and I went to a bedroom."
"Did something happen in the bedroom?" she asks me.
"Nothing bad!" I reassure her quickly. "We talked about becoming an official couple, and I told him about my sex life."
"You told him about Steven and the girls?" Mom follows up with.
"Yes." I nod. "And he said he wanted us to be exclusive. I told him I could stop sleeping with Steven, but I could never stop having sex with my girls. I love them too much."
"Shawn couldn't accept that." Mom sighs.
"Right." I wince. "So, he left. We agreed to stay friends, but that's it."
"I'm sorry, Marcia." she says.
"It's probably for the best." I shrug.
I finish my salad as Mom sips on her soda. Then she spends a few minutes telling me that it's okay to be single, that I'm young, and there's no reason to be tied down anyway. I just nod and let her share stories about her own dating life until our entrees arrive.
"That's enough about me, let's get back to you." Mom says as she holds her burger up to her face. "What did you do after Shawn left?"
"I was lonely, so I went and knocked on Steven's door." I answer.
"And hopped into bed?" she smirks before biting into a fry.
"We talked first." I explain, wanting to share everything with Mom. "And I realized I was wrong, I can't stop sleeping with him. I love the bonding. He's such a great man."
"Be careful, Marcia." Mom sighs. "Casual sex is one thing, but falling in love with a man who sticks it into every hole he can find is dangerous. Trust me."
"I know, Mom." I admit. "It's tough, but I can't help but love him. And I know he would never hurt me."
"Are you sure about that?" she asks. "He doesn't care enough about women to keep it in his pants."
"You've had some bad experiences, I know that." I reply. "Steven isn't like those guys. Yeah, he sleeps around, but so do I. With girls, anyway. It's possible to love more than one person."
"He loves you, too?" Mom's eyebrows rise in surprise.
"Yes." I confirm. "And I know it because he promised to keep loving me, even if we had to stop having sex because of Shawn."
"Maybe you're right, but please be careful with your heart. I don't want to see it broken." Mom says.
"I'll be careful." I smile and take another bite of chicken.
"I'll drop my concerns for now, if we can get to our girl-talk!" she smirks.
"What do you wanna know?" I ask.
"How is he?" Mom wonders with a wink.
"He's, um, very big, you know, down there." I blush.
"Does he make your knees shake and your body feel like jelly?" Mom asks. "Like there's no way you could possibly take any more pleasure, and yet you could never have have enough?"
"Mom! Ew..." I blush, then giggle and smile from behind my hands. "Yes!"
"Damn! I knew it!" Mom laughs.
"This is a weird thing to talk about with my mother." I comment.
"Let's fix that!" she exclaims. "I want us to be able to talk about anything. Trust me, I get it, nothing like a big dick!"
"Maybe, but it is tough to suck on." I say, deciding to go along with this conversation.
"Can't deep throat?" Mom wonders.
"No." I grump before looking up at my mother in shock. "Wait. Can you?"
"It's possible." she answers with a grin.
"Lucky Dad!" I giggle.
"I don't hear any complaints from him." Mom winks.
"Steven never complained about my oral skills." I say slyly. "I'm good with my tongue."
"T-that's good." she stammers.
"Are you okay?" I ask with a frown.
"Yeah, sorry." Mom sighs. "Just still working on getting used to imagining my daughter on her knees."
"You're the one who wanted to come out and hear about all this." I point out. "I can shut up, if you'd prefer?"
"No, no." she shakes her head. "I want to know this stuff. It just got a little overwhelming for a second."
"If you're sure..." I trail off.
"I'm sure." Mom confirms before taking a deep breath and smiling at me. "So, spit or swallow?"
"Oh, swallow!" I say with an offended look.
"Good girl." Mom nods approvingly.
"I'd never insult Steven by spitting." I state primly, feeling comfortable enough to go into detail. "Unless I was dribbling it out all over my titties."
"You really are all grown up." she comments while taking deep breaths.
"I am." I nod in agreement.
"Okay." Mom breathes. "Okay! Let's do this! What's your favorite position?"
"Doggy!" I giggle. "Like most girls, I love taking it from behind while my boobies bounce. You?"
"I like riding a big cock." she answers. "There's nothing like clawing at your dad's chest while he holds my tits."
"Hard to imagine my own mother doing that." I shake my head before taking a bite of potatoes.
"Just like I have trouble picturing my daughter getting railed." Mom points out.
"I guess we have that in common." I nod.
"We do." Mom smiles.
Mom and I continue talking over our meal. For the most part, she's calm and giggling, making dirty comments right along with me. I do notice that occasionally, Mom has to take a few deep breaths before continuing. I know she's not fully okay with this yet. She's making progress though, and I'm really enjoying my new close relationship with my mother.
The longer our conversation goes on for, the more I realize that something really is shifting with us. She's treating me like an equal, like a girlfriend. This is almost like discussing sex with my Slut-sisters, except they already know how good Steven is. A picture of Steven with my mother enters my mind, him screwing her brains out. This is when I realize that there are definitely some lines I still am not ready to cross. Steven and my mother? Ew.
After lunch, Mom and I decide to see a movie. Only then do we return home. Dad hugs us both when we walk back into the house. The three of us then spend the rest of the afternoon together. Dad is in a much better mood now that we aren't talking about sex.
We have a nice dinner, and talk about random, inconsequential topics. Then we watch a movie in the living room. Mom and Dad are cuddling on the couch, and I smile over at them. I'm glad my parents love each other so much.
"That was a good movie." I comment when it ends.
"It was!" Dad agrees. "Loved the ending."
"So did I." Mom says as she stands up and offers Dad her hand. "The sex scene was hot."
"Honey..." Dad trails off.
"We don't need to hide our sex life from our daughter anymore. She's a grown up." Mom insists. "Now, c'mon, let's go upstairs and reenact the scene from the movie!"
"With pleasure." Dad smirks as he takes Mom's hand and stands up.
"Get it, Dad, get it!" I giggle as Mom and Dad disappear up the stairs.
Shaking my head, I channel surf for a little while. Not finding anything good, I make my way to my bedroom. Then I finish up all the homework that is due tomorrow before laying in bed and playing on my phone.
Eventually, my phone starts ringing while I'm playing a standard matching game. I frown when I realize that it's Lexi calling. Strange, I expect her to be getting fucked by Steven right about now. I answer my cell phone, and the nightmare begins.
~Steven~
The grogginess in my mind disappears in an instant. My eyes go wide as I feel my mouth drying. Aria's bleeding. She's pregnant! She's not supposed to be bleeding! What if Aria loses the baby? We've already picked out a name. Shit, we need to get to the hospital!
I throw on a pair of pants and a clean shirt before grabbing my keys. Then I grab a blanket from the bed and wrap it around Aria. She doesn't react as I pick her up and carry her through the house. Bundling Aria up in the back seat, I get in the front and start the engine.
"We'll get you checked out, and everything will be okay, Baby." I say, as much for my benefit as for Aria's. "Little Kayla will be fine."
"I don't feel good, Steven." Hazel's voice comes from the back seat.
Looking over my shoulder, I'm shocked by the sight of the tan eighteen year old in the back seat. Hazel. Not Aria. Hazel. I shake my head before throwing the car into reverse and pulling back out onto the road.
"You'll be okay, Hazel." I reassure her. "Just breathe, we're going to the hospital."
"O-okay." Hazel mumbles.
I'm so distraught, I bump into the curb when I crookedly park the car. Flinging open the back door, I pick up Hazel and carry her into the hospital. Everything is a blur. There's a nurse talking to me, trying to calm me down. Insisting Hazel will be okay.



The nurse calms me down enough to put Hazel down in the emergency room waiting area. She's barely dressed, covered by only a blanket. People are staring at us. I have a clipboard in my hands, and instructions to fill out Hazel's information.
Luck is finally on our side; it actually isn't a very busy night in the emergency room. We're called in back and are shown to a bed in a curtained off area. Hazel puts on a hospital gown and climbs up on the bed as a nurse takes her vitals.
"According to your form, you aren't very far along." the nurse comments.
"No, I'm not." Hazel confirms.
"You're the father?" the nurse asks me.
"Yes, I'm the father." I confirm.
"My heart is racing, I can't breathe." Hazel says with a pout. "I don't feel good."
"You're having a panic attack." the nurse explains. "You need to breathe. Just try and relax. We're gonna take good care of you."
"O-okay." Hazel nods weakly, her long brown ponytail bobbing slightly.
The nurse gets Hazel a cup of water and has her sip on it as we go over the tan girl's medical history. There isn't much to talk about. Hazel has no problems with drugs or alcohol, and really no history with hospitals at all. Just yearly doctor's visits.
"Your blood pressure is a little low." the nurse comments.
"Is she going to be okay? The baby?!" I ask way too loudly.
"Sir, you need to calm down." the nurse reminds me. "The doctor will be in shortly to take a look. Just know that bleeding early in pregnancy is pretty common, it isn't necessarily a problem."
"Right. Sorry, sorry!" I exclaim as I squeeze Hazel's hand. "I-it's just, my late wife, she had a miscarriage, and she almost lost the one baby we did have."
"What?!" Hazel looks at me with wide eyes. "I never knew that!"
"I understand, Sir." the nurse nods in sympathy, not responding to Hazel's words. "Just try and relax, we'll do everything we can for Hazel and the baby."
"Of course, thank you." I nod.
"The doctor will be in soon." the nurse promises as she makes her exit.
"Your wife almost lost Kayla?" Hazel asks.
"Yes." I answer as tears form in my eyes. "Aria got pregnant really young. It was unexpected, but welcome. Then she miscarried. We were devastated, so we decided to try again."
"Kayla." Hazel whispers.
"Yeah." I confirm. "Kayla ended up being born early."
"Tell me." Hazel prods gently.
Eighteen Years Earlier
Visions swirl through my mind, various colors and images. They make no sense, yet they also make all the sense in the world. I feel the covers being thrown off of my nearly-naked body, causing me to realize I'm dreaming. A warm body settles into position between my legs and pulls my morning wood out through the hole in my boxer briefs.
My shaft is being stroked by a soft, delicate hand. I feel a warm breath on my tip as dangling hair tickles my thighs. I suck in a breath when a wet tongue licks my mushroom head. Finally, my eyes open when a warm mouth closes around the top two inches of my erection.
The ceiling slowly comes into view as my vision clears. Then I look around the average-size bedroom of our modest apartment. It's not huge, but it's ours. Mine and Aria's. We may be young, but we are already on top of the world.
My company is really taking off, as are my investments. The company is meant to help pay for college, but now it's paying for our apartment, our insurance, and our unborn baby. True, Aria is now a college drop out, but I'm going to get my degree in a couple months.
I don't care about the degree though, or the company. I care about my new wife, and our new baby girl, Kayla. She's going to be born in around a month, and I am so excited for fatherhood. Given the previous miscarriage, Aria is understandably scared, but she is doing so well, and is now eight months pregnant. I'm so proud.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Aria moans around my thickness, drawing my attention back to her.
"Feels good, Babe." I moan as I place my hands on top of her head, burying my fingers in her raven locks.
Lifting my head, I allow my eyes to devour my wife's body. Aria is wearing nothing but a pair of cute cotton panties. Most of her body is still slim; her legs, her arms. However, her large stomach is making it obvious that Aria is very pregnant. I smile down at Aria when she flicks her deep blue eyes up to meet mine.
Reaching down with one hand, I palm a heavy breast. Her boobs are always big, but now that they are engorged with milk, Aria's mammary glands are truly massive. I roll her sensitive nipple between my fingers, making Aria moan and drool around my thickness.
I alternate between playing with Aria's tits and holding her head so I can fuck her face. Her hands grip the sheets as her tongue lashes the underside of my shaft. Fuck, Aria knows how to suck dick. I'm her one and only, but she gives me so many blowjobs, she knows exactly what to do to make me cum.
"Getting close, Aria." I warn.
Aria makes a noise of wanting around my cock as her cheeks cave in from the intensity of her sucking. I twist my fingers in Aria's long raven hair as I buck my hips and grunt. A squeal escapes her lips as I ejaculate in my wife's mouth.
My beautiful wife knows what I like. She holds my cum in her mouth, swirling it around with her tongue until I finish squirting. Pulling off of me, she shows me my own load before closing her mouth and swallowing. Then she squeezes my softening member in her hand while leaning down to kiss my tip.
"I love your cock." Aria coos as she presses her face against my shaft affectionately.
"I love your mouth." I gasp as I lay my head back against the pillow.
"Oh yeah?" Aria asks with a giggle as she lifts her body so she can run her hard nipple along my cock.
"Yeah." I nod tiredly. "Your tits are pretty incredible, too."
"And they're extra big now, thanks to you." Aria says as she wraps her breasts around my half-hard dick.
"Oh, Baby, you take such good care of me." I moan as I reach down and caress my wife's perfect face.
"Maybe." Aria shrugs as she humps her chest up and down my cock. "Or maybe I'm being selfish. Maybe, I just want you nice and hard so you can fuck me."
"I suppose I do owe you an orgasm." I admit as I get up on my elbows to watch the show.
"Yes, you do." Aria agrees as she continues her titty-fuck. I'm fully erect now. The joys of being young! "You have husband duties to perform."
"Are you wet for me?" I ask in a thick voice.
"God, yes!" she husks as her fingers clutch at her tit-flesh. "Yes, Baby! I'm soaked for you!"
"Then climb on and ride me." I order firmly.
"Oh, yes, Sir!" Aria moans as she pulls away from me.
I pull off my boxer briefs and toss them aside as I watch Aria. She lays on her back, her pregnant belly obvious as she slides her panties down her legs. Despite being eight months pregnant, Aria is still shaved bare.
My lovely wife tosses her long, raven hair over her shoulder as she straddles me. Her radiant smile beams down at me, her deep blue eyes dancing with lust as she lowers herself down onto me. We both groan happily as my cock penetrates Aria and settles inside her warmth.
"Fuck, Honey, you're so tight!" I grunt as I grip her hips.
"Not sick of my pussy after all this time?" she asks rhetorically as she grinds on me.
"Never." I answer.
"Your cock belongs inside me, Steven." Aria gasps out as she starts bouncing in my lap.
"I love being inside you." I respond as I slide my hands up her swollen belly until I can cup her massive breasts. They're so big now, my fingers can't even wrap entirely around the orbs.
We take it slow. Aria is eight months pregnant, after all. She slowly rides me, her eyes closed as she focuses on the feelings of being stretched. My eyes devour her body. Her round stomach, her huge boobs, her flawless skin. Every inch of her is perfect, and she is absolutely glowing.
I watch Aria's face the entire time she's riding me. I love the way her flawless face contorts in pleasure. My hands are glued to her tits as I massage the massive mammary glands. Soon, Aria's face scrunches up adorably and she claws at my chest as my wife cums on my dick.
Pregnant sex is amazing! Aria's fears of me not wanting her are completely unfounded. She is so beautiful, glowing even. We can't get enough of each other, and the hormones are making Aria insatiable. Well, she's always insatiable. Still, she can't ride me forever due to the extra weight.
"My legs are getting tired." Aria whispers after her orgasm. "Can we switch it up?"
"Sure, Babe." I respond with a nod.
Aria lays on her back as we switch to missionary. Her swollen stomach is in the way, so I sit up to enter her. My wife grips the headboard and pants loudly while I hold her legs back. Gripping her tightly behind the knees, I keep Aria spread open for me as I really start to pound her.
"That's it, Baby, give it to me!" Aria begs, her hands squeezing the headboard as her big tits bounce wildly on her chest.
"You feel so good!" I groan as I watch her face contort in pleasure.
"Oh, so do you!" she moans back. "You're so big inside me! So deep!"
"I want you from behind!" I growl as I push her knees back so far they almost touch her sides.
"Then take me!" Aria insists.
Pulling out of her snatch, I grip Aria's hips and we both work to flip her over. Hey, she's eight months pregnant, this isn't as easy as it usually is! Aria crouches in the standard doggystyle position, her swollen belly and milk-filled tits hanging down as she faces the headboard. Her raven hair is hanging over halfway down her back, forming a dark curtain that contrasts with her light skin.
"Fuck, that's hot." I comment as I roughly grab a handful of her right ass cheek.
"Mm, you like that?" Aria coos as she wiggles her butt.
"Very much." I answer as I admire her pink labia peeking out from between her legs.
"Then stick it in me!" she suggests.
"Works for me." I laugh.
I grip Aria's butt cheeks as I ease back into her wet sheath. Looking down, I admire the sight of Aria's labia gripping me. I fill her up so completely, it's like we're meant to fit together perfectly. And we do. Every time is perfect. Every time it's more than sex, it's love. We're both so lucky to have each other.
"Oh God, you're so fucking big!" Aria moans.
"I love you!" I gasp as I start slowly working my cock in and out of her. "I love you so much!"
"I love you, too!" she whines loudly.
Letting out a breath, I fuck my wife from behind with a steady rhythm. She is panting and moaning loudly, and even lets out a grunt every time my hips impact with her butt. Aria clenches her pussy muscles, stimulating my erection and increasing my pleasure. I reach beneath her to squeeze a hanging tit before returning my hand to her bum.
"Be rough with me!" Aria begs loudly as she throws her head back. "Spank me, pull my hair!"
Our sex life is full and varied. Sometimes we make slow, passionate love, whispering each others names. Other times, Aria likes it rough. Very rough. She's usually such a nice girl, but she can be a real freak in the sheets. I love this so much about her.
Raising my right hand, I bring it down hard on Aria's butt cheek, causing her to cry out and jerk forward. She pleads with me to hit her again. I do. I spank my wife until both her ass cheeks are red, then I reach forward and grab a fistful of her thick, dark hair.
"That's it, take my cock!" I hiss.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Aria chants as I hold her head back by the hair.
I keep my left hand on Aria's bum as my right hand holds her head back, causing her back to arch as far back as her advanced pregnancy will allow. She feels so good, we're both sweating and panting. It isn't long before I feel her insides contracting, her pussy holding me in its velvet grip as an orgasm washes over Aria.
"Oh, my God, I'm fucking cumming again!" Aria announces. "Keep fucking me, keep fucking me!"
"Your pussy feels so good!" I gasp weakly as I keep thrusting.
"Don't stop, don't stop!" she cries out as she cums again. "Don't. Ever. Stop. Fucking. Me!"
My thrusts are growing erratic as my own release approaches. I release Aria's hair so that I can hold her hips with both hands and drill her from behind with all the strength I can muster. Her pregnant belly is brushing against the bed, and I can tell that her massive tits are jiggling like crazy.
"I'm close!" I warn my wife in a raspy whisper.
"Cum for me, Baby!" Aria coos. "Cum for Aria! I want it, I want it, I want it!"
"Where do you want it?" I ask as I look down to watch my cock disappear inside my wife's twat over and over again.
"Everywhere!" Aria pants. "I want to feel you leaking out of me! I want it on my face! My tits! My back! Cover me in it! Cover me in cum!"
"I'm gonna cum!" I grunt as I pull out of Aria and grasp my hardness. "Get on your back, get on your back!"
With some difficulty, Aria rolls onto her back and plants her feet firmly on the mattress. She holds her tits together and coos at me as I knee-walk along the bed. Aria's belly is too big for me to straddle her, so I stay on my knees beside her, my cock aiming at her breasts.
"Cum all over me, Baby!" Aria moans as she clutches her boobs.
A loud grunt escapes my lips as a rope of semen explodes from my tip and splatters all over Aria's tits. The raven-haired beauty keeps moaning and cooing at me as I absolutely cover her heaving breasts in cum. I fall back on my heels as my orgasm ends.
"Holy shit." I gasp weakly.
"Mm, it's so warm!" Aria comments as she rubs my semen into her skin.
My tongue snakes out to lick my lip as I watch Aria swirl cum over her nipple. Then she massages my load into her swollen belly. Her right hand slides lower, her fingers parting her labia as she giggles while I admire her.
"I repeat; holy shit." I chuckle.
"Great way to start the day!" she smirks.
"Agreed." I nod.
I step off the bed and offer Aria my hands so I can help her to her feet. She smirks at me and insists she can stand up on her own. My pregnant wife waddles beside me as we make our way to the bathroom for our morning routine. Turning on the shower, I make sure the water is the right temperature before helping step Aria inside.
When we're both showered, we return to the bed to relax. I'm in boxer briefs, and Aria is only clad in a pair of clean panties. My wife lays down with her head on the pillow so I can kneel at the other end of the bed and massage her feet.
"You're so good with your hands." Aria comments, her eyes closed as she enjoys my massage.
"Thanks." I say with a smirk. "We should just stay in bed all day. I'll massage every inch of you."
"Mm," Aria hums, "as good as that sounds, we do have plans."
"We do?" I ask stupidly.
"Sunday lunch with Allan and Amanda, Dummy." Aria rolls her eyes as she lovingly rubs her pregnant belly.
"Oh yeah, I forgot about that." I reply.
"What would you do without me?" she asks with a smirk.
"I'd be lost without you." I admit.
"Yeah, you really would be." Aria laughs before letting out a gasp. "Oh! Kayla's kicking!"
With a broad grin, I lay down beside Aria and place my hand on her swollen belly. My daughter is really squirming around in there! I lay my head on Aria's stomach as she runs her fingers through my hair and hums happily.
"Daddy loves you, Kayla." I whisper.
"She knows Daddy's voice." Aria comments, and I can actually hear her smiling.
"Love you!" I say quickly as I kiss Aria's tummy. Then I lift my head and peck my wife's lips. "Love you!"
"We love you, too." Aria gushes.
Sadly, we can't stay in bed all day. Aria and I get dressed in casual clothes before leaving the apartment and taking the elevator down to the lobby. I open the car door for my wife and then the two of us head to the restaurant to meet our friends.
We arrive early, so we get a booth for four and sit down. I order a soda, while Aria insists she's fine with water. The two of us sit side-by-side, happily talking as we wait. About ten minutes later, Allan walks in with his girlfriend, Amanda.
"Steven, Aria, hi!" Amanda exclaims, beaming.
"Amanda." I say with a polite nod as I stand up. "Allan."
"Hey, Steven." Allan says as we shake hands. "Aria."
"Hi, guys!" Aria smiles as she struggles to her feet and embraces Amanda.
"Look at you, girl!" Amanda states as she holds Aria at arm's length. "You're glowing!"
"Nah, I'm just fat and gross!" Aria laughs.
"Nonsense!" Amanda insists. "You're beautiful!"
"Thank you." Aria replies.
The four of us sit down to our Sunday lunch. We place our food orders before starting to chat about graduating from college. Amanda, Allan, and I are all getting our four year degrees in a couple of months. Aria is a drop out, since she's giving birth in a month. Still, my wife only needs one more semester to graduate, so she will be getting her degree eventually.
Our food arrives, and we start eating. Amanda asks us how the apartment is, and we insist that we love it. Aria and I love living together. Allan and Amanda don't live together, they are both staying in dormitories and have roommates. We sympathize; it's tough for them to get alone time.
"How are you feeling, Aria?" Amanda asks at one point.
"Ready to have this baby!" Aria answers cheekily. "I'm sick of waddling everywhere and peeing every twenty minutes."
"You're almost there." Allan says reassuringly before taking a bite of his burger.
"I know, I know." Aria sighs.
"Speaking of babies, you two next?" I ask with a smirk.
"No, definitely not." Allan answers before glancing at Amanda. "Not yet, anyway."
"We aren't even engaged yet." Amanda giggles. "We have our thirties to worry about babies."
"Maybe Steven and I will have three kids by then!" Aria gushes happily.
"Maybe!" Amanda agrees.
"Let's worry about the first one for now, Babe." I interject.
"Good call, Steven." Allan inclines his head.
"Shit. I have to pee again." Aria grumps.
I stand and help my wife to her feet, a task that takes a minute or so since the booths are tough for her to get out of. Then I return to my seat as Aria waddles to the ladies' room. The three of us eat in silence for a few minutes as we wait for Aria's return.
Allan and I split the bill, then we all make our way outside. It's a nice March day, and we spend a few minutes saying goodbye in the parking lot. Hugs and handshakes are exchanged, then Allan and Amanda return to the CSU campus while Aria and I head home.
Back at the apartment, Aria and I relax in our living room with the television on in the background. Aria lays on the couch with a good book while I do some studying at the table. It's a nice, relaxing Sunday. Everything in my life is coming together perfectly.
"Steven?" Aria calls out softly at one point.
"Yeah?" I reply while taking notes.
"Could you get me some aspirin?" she requests. "My back and stomach are bothering me."
"Sure, no problem." I answer, hopping to my feet.
A few minutes later, I return with low-dose aspirin and a bottle of water. Aria actually winces as she sits up, making me nervous. She thanks me and takes the aspirin and open water bottle. Tilting her head back, Aria swallows the aspirin with a sip of water.
"Are you okay? Should we call the doctor?" I suggest.
"I'm okay." Aria responds. "Back pain is normal, I think. I am carrying around a lot of extra weight."
"That's true." I reply with a nod.
"Besides, it's Sunday." Aria reasons. "The office is closed."
Aria and I cuddle on the couch and watch a movie until it's time for dinner. I insist Aria stay on the couch while I cook us a nice meal. She gives me a kiss before I go to the kitchen and take out everything I need. Then I start cooking.
During dinner, Aria winces again while placing a hand on her lower stomach. I place my hand over hers and insist I'm here for her. She takes my hand, lacing our fingers as she smiles at me, her blue eyes looking into my green ones.



"If this keeps up, let's at least mention it at our appointment Wednesday." I insist.
"Okay, we'll bring it up." Aria nods. "For now, I think I wanna curl up on the couch with a heating pad."
"That's a good idea." I agree. "Let's get you to the couch, then I'll clean up."
Using both hands, I help Aria to her feet and get her back to the couch. Once I prepare the heating pad, I hand it to her to place over her abdomen. I kiss Aria's forehead while brushing back her dark hair. Then I return to the kitchen to put away leftovers and do the dishes.
"Feeling any better?" I ask when I return to the living room.
"A little." Aria shrugs. "The aspirin and heating pad are helping, I think."
"Good." I reply as I bend over the couch to kiss my wife.
I sit in the armchair so that Aria can stretch out on the couch. We channel surf until we find out that one station is having a marathon of one of our favorite shows. For several hours, we watch television, with me helping Aria to the bathroom every twenty minutes or so.
The last time is different. Aria actually gasps in pain as she struggles to stand up. I rush to her and help her. She looks like she's about to cry as she places a hand over her lower belly. Okay, now I'm sure, something is wrong. Something is very wrong.
"We need to go to the hospital." I insist.
"O-okay, yeah. Okay." Aria gasps out. "You're right. Just let me pee first."
"I'm sure everything is fine," I begin, trying to convince both of us, "but we have to be safe."
"Ow..." she groans as she disappears into the bathroom and shuts the door.
So many scenarios go through my mind. It can't be another miscarriage, right? Aria's too far along. Uh, can a miscarriage happen this late in pregnancy? I'm not a fucking doctor! I'm sure there are plenty of things that can go wrong. Fuck! I'm scared. It's probably nothing, but I can't help but panic. I'm usually so in control, but a situation like this? It's beyond me.
"Steven!" Aria screams, jerking me back to reality.
I throw open the bathroom door and see Aria sitting on the toilet. Her pants and panties are around her ankles as tears stream down her face. She's hyperventilating as she looks over at me, pure horror etched into her face.
"I'm bleeding!" she shrieks.
I don't think, I just act. Pulling Aria to her feet, I get her pants back on and have her take my hand so she can walk. Fuck, there's so much blood. She's crying and barely coherent as I get her out of the apartment and into the elevator.
It's a miracle that I don't get us killed. Calling an ambulance is probably the smart thing, but I am not smart right now. Instead, I almost cause an accident on three separate occasions as I speed the entire way to the hospital.
"It hurts!" Aria groans as I get her out of the car.
"I know, I know." I whisper, trying to sound calm. "We're here, Honey. We're at the hospital. They'll help you."
Despite how long people often end up waiting in emergency rooms, they take you in quickly if you're very pregnant. I guess they don't want a baby to be born in the waiting room. Whatever the reason, they get us in back really fast.
Aria is in a hospital gown as a nurse takes her vitals. They give her something for the pain while I hold her hand. Since Aria isn't in labor, we do end up waiting a bit for a doctor to arrive. I do my best to keep us both calm while we wait. I don't do a very good job.
After what seems like an eternity, the doctor finally arrives. She goes over the symptoms with Aria before doing a pelvic exam. Then the doctor orders blood and urine tests. Aria gives the samples, then we sit down for an ultrasound as the doctor talks to us.
"Doctor," I begin, "Aria and I were intimate this morning, could that have caused the bleeding?"
"Sex during pregnancy can cause some harmless bleeding, yes." the doctor confirms. "However, it doesn't explain the back and abdominal pain."
"Having sex didn't cause any problems?" I wonder.
"Oh, heavens no!" the doctor insists. "If sex during pregnancy caused issues, the human race would be extinct by now."
"Okay, good." I say, though I don't really feel any better.
"What is wrong with me?" Aria asks.
"Let's do the ultrasound, then we'll have a better idea." the doctor suggests.
Aria reveals her bare belly, and the doctor squirts jelly on it. Then she performs the ultrasound. Despite the severity of the situation, I can't help but smile when I see my little Kayla on the screen. She looks okay, I mean, I don't really know what I'm looking at, but I'm sure her heart is beating!
Finally, the doctor has the results of all the tests. I'm holding Aria's hand as I sit on a chair beside the bed she's resting in. My wife's raven hair is framing her face, her bosom is rising and falling with her heavy breathing; she's terrified.
"Based on your symptoms, the abdominal and back pain, the bleeding, and the uterine tenderness, I suspected a placental abruption, which the tests support." the doctor answers. "Although, an abruption can't be definitively diagnosed until after delivery."
"What's that?" I ask as Aria's lower lip quivers.
"A placental abruption is when the placenta prematurely detaches from the uterus." the doctor explains. "The severity various, and I believe we're dealing with a minor abruption."
"Okay, what do we do now?" I inquire as Aria squeezes my hand.
"Well, it is possible to continue the pregnancy with bed rest and medication to prolong gestation, especially in a case like this where there's no fetal distress." The doctor explains. "However, since you are over thirty-four weeks, I think the best option right now is delivery."
"Wait." I begin, my thoughts feeling slow. "You mean she's ready to have the baby now?"
"Yes, I think that's for the best." the doctor says.
"Do I need to have a C-section?" Aria asks in a soft voice.
"Not necessarily." the doctor answers. "We do usually like to do a C-section in a lot of cases like these, but if you want, I am comfortable with inducing labor."
"I'll be able to have the baby naturally?" Aria inquires.
"I think so, but if we detect fetal distress during labor, we will have to switch to a C-section." the doctor clarifies.
"What do you wanna do, Honey?" I ask my wife.
"I want to have the baby naturally." Aria answers.
"You heard her." I say to the doctor.
"Will you be wanting an epidural?" the doctor asks Aria.
"No." Aria shakes her head. "I want a completely natural birth."
"I understand." the doctor nods. "Okay, we'll start by giving you an IV. We'll give you a drug used for labor induction. It will cause your uterus to contract."
"O-okay.' Aria mumbles nervously.
"I'm here, Honey." I whisper as I kiss my wife's head.
Aria is given an IV with the medication, and the process begins. My wife seems to handle the first few contractions very well, and is in good spirits. On the other hand, I am completely stressed out. I am constantly barraging the doctor and nurses with questions.
"Doctor, are you sure the baby is okay?" I ask yet again.
"Mr. Thomson, do you see that monitor there?" The doctor asks, gesturing to the monitor for probably the third time. "Those are the baby's heart rate and oxygen levels. We're constantly monitoring to make sure everything is fine."
The doctor isn't even close to the only person I annoy. I pepper the nurses with questions, sometimes the same one. I know I'm repeating myself, but the stress of the situation is making it impossible for me to keep things straight.
"What if we fall asleep?" I ask as I pace back and forth. "What if labor starts while we're asleep?"
"Sir," the nurse says patiently while checking Aria's vitals, "even though we've given your wife something to induce labor, it will still likely be at least six to twelve hours before it begins."
"But, what about..." I begin another question. Finally, however, Aria's discomfort is overcoming her patience.
"Steven! Sit down and let them do their jobs. Everything will be fine. Just.. Ungh!" Aria ends her sentence with a groan of pain, her hand over her abdomen.
"Aria!" I exclaim, rushing to her side. "Are you okay? Is she..."
Aria doesn't cut me off with words this time. She actually lets out a very loud burp before covering her mouth in embarrassment. Apparently, Kayla is moving and causing some very unladylike gas to move along with her. The tension breaks, and I actually start to laugh.
"Steven, love, it's fine." Aria says, reaching out to take my hand. She squeezes it as she smiles up at me. "Please, can you go down to the cafeteria and get me some lemonade?"
"Lemonade? Lemonade, got it!" I reply with a nod.
I am halfway to the cafeteria when I realize that Aria can have a nurse bring her anything she wants. She's giving me a task to do so that my mind has a chance to settle, to focus on a task, on a purpose. That, or she just wants a moment's peace.
Fuck! I let out a breath as I carry the lemonade back to Aria's room. I am supposed to be calm, be keeping my wife calm, reassuring her. I am doing a piss-poor job. I'm so used to being in control of every situation, but this? This is beyond me. I feel terrible.
"Sorry, I'm not handling this well." I say to Aria as I hand her the lemonade.
"It's okay, Baby." Aria replies. "I'm scared, too. We'll get through this. Together. And, when we leave, we'll be a family of three."
"I love you." I state sincerely.
"I love you, too." she responds before taking a sip of lemonade.
I hold Aria's hand through contractions, I help her to the bathroom, I give her ice chips, and I do everything I can to comfort her. At one point, I place a wet cloth on her forehead. However, as the night goes on, it seems like she's the one reassuring me half the time. It's a good thing that I'm not the one in labor, I'm clearly not equipped to deal with it.
The night goes slowly, with Aria and I taking the occasional nap as comfort allows. The sun is well into the sky Monday morning, the rays coming in through the window and landing on my wife's perfect face. My smile turns to a look of concern when Aria winces in pain as another contraction hits. That's when the doctor walks in to check on the progress.
"Looks like we're at about six centimeters." the doctor remarks to the nurse before turning to look at us. "You're now in active labor, Aria."
"What about the placental abruption?" I ask.
"It doesn't seem to be getting any worse." the doctor answers.
"Okay, good." I reply.
"We're gonna be okay, Honey." Aria whispers before letting out a groan as another contraction hits.
As time goes on, I find myself actually calming down. With my mind focusing on actions, I have less time to worry about everything. I don't leave Aria's side, my hand constantly in hers as I whisper words of encouragement.
"Oh God, here comes another one!" Aria groans as she squeezes my hand.
"I'm here, my love. I'm here." I promise.
The contractions are growing closer and closer together. Aria is having one every few minutes at this point. Each one lasts for over thirty seconds, and causes Aria extreme discomfort. During one severe contraction, she nearly breaks my hand, she's squeezing it so hard.
Despite our concerns, the placental abruption doesn't worsen. Aria's vitals remain stable, so do Kayla's. The doctor is checking on Aria more and more often, and soon my wife is nine centimeters dilated. The doctor smiles and tells us it won't be long now.
We've both been up for well over twenty-four hours, and our little naps aren't cutting into the fatigue. I hold Aria's hand as she breathes heavily, her chest rising and falling as the pressure becomes overwhelming. Aria's feet are up in stirrups as the doctor performs another pelvic exam.
"It's time to push with the next contraction, Aria." the doctor instructs.
I hold my wife's hand as she screams and grunts. Even though she's squeezing my hand as tightly as she can, I don't feel any pain. I just gaze at my wife as she pushes, trying to be here for her, to support her. Every time she screams, I wish for the ability to do more.
"Great job, Aria! We're almost there." the doctor encourages. "Next contraction! Yes! Push, push, push, push!"
Sweat is pouring down Aria's face as tears run down her cheeks and she pants heavily. She has less and less time to recover between pushes as the contractions keep coming. At one point, I look down and see my daughter's head emerging.
"We're so close, you're doing great!" the doctor coaches. "Last push, make it a big one!"
Aria screams and pushes with all her strength. After a few seconds, she gasps loudly at the sudden lack of pressure as I hear the wail of a newborn infant. The doctor lifts the very messy baby and places her on Aria's stomach.
"You did it, Baby." I say, tears in my eyes as I smooth Aria's sweaty hair back from her forehead. "You did it."
Tears are streaming from Aria's eyes as she cradles her daughter. The nurse clamps off the cord and hands me a pair of surgical scissors. It turns out that the umbilical cord is strangely hard to cut, surprising me. However, the sheers are sharp, and soon the cord is cut.
The nurse takes Kayla over to the scale, despite Aria's reluctance to release her child. The doctor examines Aria while the nurse is cleaning and measuring Kayla. I just stay by my wife, unwilling to leave her side.
"Five, and seven, Doctor!" the nurse calls out. "Seven pounds, twelve ounces. Twenty-four inches."
I kiss Aria's forehead as the neonatal nurse brings a swaddled Kayla back over to us. As my wife cradles Kayla, I look down and watch our daughter open her eyes. Green eyes. The exact same shade as mine. My daughter. My Kayla.
"You were amazing." I whisper to my wife as I rest my hand on her head, my thumb caressing her sweaty forehead.
"Thank you." Aria replies in a tired voice.
Time goes by in a blur. I remember holding my daughter, looking down at her small, scrunched-up face. I remember Aria nursing Kayla for the first time. Tears of joy form in my wife's eyes as she bonds with her daughter. Our daughter.
I make all the phone calls, assuring everyone that mother and child are safe and healthy. All four parents show up and are thrilled to meet their first grandchild. Allan and Amanda also make an appearance, but they don't stay long since Aria needs her rest.
Present Day, Late Monday Night
"Then what happened?" Hazel wonders as she looks over at me.
"We spent the day at the hospital." I answer as I hold the tan girl's hand tightly.
"Well, duh!" she rolls her eyes at me. "I mean later."
"Well," I begin, "we took Kayla home from the hospital not long after that. Aria stayed home with Kayla. I missed some classes and didn't work much on my business, but I had to go back soon. Fortunately, I could do a lot from home, so I was able to help out quite a bit."
"I guess I just really want to know why you never had any more children?" Hazel asks.
"We tried." I answer sadly. "Aria had a couple more miscarriages, then she had a procedure done to clean and strengthen her womb. All that happened was another miscarriage. We decided to look into adoption, but Aria passed away before we could really start the process."
"This is why you really freaked out when I told you I was bleeding?" Hazel inquires.
"Yes." I confirm. "I mean, I didn't lose Aria the day Kayla was born, but I was terrified I would lose them both. Then I did lose Aria years later. I guess I just freaked."
"I did, too." she comments. "But I'm a first-time mother, it's understandable."
"I'm sure everything is fine, Hazel." I state.
"No, you're not." Hazel sighs. "You're still as freaked out as I am."
"Maybe, but let me at least pretend to be strong for you." I smirk.
"Deal." she smiles and nods.
"Thanks." I reply.
"You're welcome." Hazel says before frowning. "How much of this does Kayla know?"
"Basically none of it." I admit.
"Why not?" she wonders.
"I don't have a good answer to that question." I say carefully. "I have to tell her now. Since I ran off with you and left Kayla and Lexi behind. I didn't even grab my phone."
"Think they're in the waiting room right now?" Hazel asks.
"I'm sure they are." I state. "They probably called everyone else, too. You girls are so close."
"Maybe you should go and see?" she suggests.
"I'm not leaving you." I promise as I raise Hazel's hand to my lips and kiss it.
"I love you." Hazel whispers.
"I love you, Hazel." I reply.
Time passes. Eventually, a doctor comes in and asks Hazel and I a few questions. Hazel mentions the bleeding, and confesses to some mild cramping. The doctor performs an exam on Hazel while the nervous girl holds my hand. Then blood and urine samples are collected. Finally, the doctor does an ultrasound.
"W-what do you think?" I ask nervously when the doctor returns with the results.
"I think that everything is just fine." the doctor smiles.
"Really?!" Hazel exclaims happily.
"Yes, really." the doctor nods. "Bleeding is very common during early pregnancy because of developing blood vessels."
"That's it? Everything is normal?" I ask, hardly daring to believe it.
"Blood work, urine, ultrasound. All normal." the doctor confirms.
"Thank you, thank you Doctor!" I say, offering my hand.
"You're welcome." the doctor smiles as she shakes my hand. "You did the right thing bringing her in so she could get checked out."
"I was terrified." I explain.
"I understand." the doctor replies. "I'll leave you two alone so you can talk. I'm going to get started on the discharge papers."
"Thank you." Hazel says.
The doctor smiles and leaves. I stay with Hazel, doing my best to get my heart rate under control. For her part, Hazel is smiling happily, in obvious relief that the baby is going to be okay. At one point, she turns her head to face me and lightly pecks my lips.
"That was nice." I whisper.
"It was." the tan girl agrees. "Maybe you should go tell the others that I'm gonna be okay."
"I don't want to leave you." I respond.
"I'm fine, Steven." Hazel insists. "Go and see if Lexi and Kayla are in the waiting room."
"If you're sure..." I trail off.
"I'm sure, now go!" she giggles as she waves her hand at me in a shooing motion.
I smirk at Hazel before walking away while shaking my head. Making my way to the waiting room, I find everyone. Really, everyone. Kayla, Lexi, Stephanie, Ashley, Marcia, Nicole, and even Ian. Everyone is here for Hazel. I find myself smiling as I realize how big our family is. There's so much love here.
"Steven!" Ashley exclaims when she notices I'm here.
"Daddy!" Kayla shouts as she hops to her feet and rushes over to me. "Is Hazel okay?!"
"Tell us what's going on, Baby!" Lexi demands.
"Hazel is going to be just fine." I say with a smile.
"Really? You're sure?" Marcia asks.
"What did the doctor say?" Nicole inquires.
"The doctor said that some light bleeding during early pregnancy is normal." I explain. "We freaked out over nothing."
"That's amazing news!" Lexi chirps.
"When can Hazel come home?" Kayla wonders.
"Soon." I smile. "I'm gonna go back to see her now."
"Don't forget your phone!" Lexi rolls her eyes as she hands me my cell phone.
"Thanks, Babe." I reply before pecking her lips.
I head back to Hazel and wait with her until the doctor comes back and says we can go. Hazel and I return to the waiting room. The girls all swarm the tall, tan girl, and I have to remind them to give Hazel room to breathe.
At this point, it is after 2:00AM Tuesday morning. Now that the adrenaline is wearing off, everyone is yawning. I extract promises from everyone that they'll text me when they're home safe. Then we all head back to our respective houses.
"Good night." Kayla yawns as she heads into her bedroom.



"Do you need anything, Hazel?" I ask as the long-haired girl approaches the door to her room.
"I'm a big girl, Steven." Hazel smiles. "I'll be fine."
"Are you sure?" I ask. "I can stay with you."
"I'm sure." Hazel nods.
"Let her have her rest, Steven." Lexi interjects. "She knows where to find us if she needs us."
"Well, have a good night." I say as I lean over and peck Hazel's lips.
"You, too." Hazel replies after kissing me.
Hazel shuts her door, then Lexi and I walk into the master bedroom holding hands. As soon as the door closes, Lexi and I start to undress. I see the gorgeous redhead naked every day, yet it never gets old. I smile, my cock hardening as Lexi's young, flawless body is revealed to my hungry gaze.
"I was going to ask if you were okay, but clearly you're just fine." a naked Lexi says as she gestures at my erection.
"I'm okay." I nod.
"Do you want to talk about it?" Lexi wonders.
"Tomorrow." I answer. "I want to tell Kayla everything, and I'd rather not have to tell the same story five times. Plus, I'm emotionally exhausted right now."
"Sure." Lexi chirps.
"Are you going to school tomorrow?" I ask as I sit my naked ass down on the edge of the bed. "Or, later today, I should say."
"I don't know." she sighs while brushing her auburn hair back behind her ears. "Are you going to work?"
"I don't know." I reply, echoing her words. "I'll see how I feel in the morning."
"Steven?" Lexi asks in a small voice.
"Yes?" I respond.
"Will you make love with me?" she wonders as she stands a few feet in front of me in her full, naked glory.
"It's pretty late..." I mumble.
"So?" Lexi shrugs. "You're hard. I'm wet. Let's do it!"
"Sure, Baby." I smile as I reach my hands out toward her.
Lexi slips her hands into mine, allowing me to pull her close. I lay my beautiful girlfriend on the bed and get on top of her. I love the way she gasps when I penetrate her. Fuck, she feels so good. So warm, so wet, so tight.
We make love slowly, gently. Our eyes are locked as our rhythm becomes one. Lexi wraps her legs around me while her hands grip my biceps. We don't speak, we just use our bodies to show our love, and when we orgasm, it is at the same time. Lexi's vaginal muscles continue to contract as they draw the semen out of me.
Lexi whispers my name as she lays her head on my chest. Moments later, she's fast asleep. I enjoy feeling her warm body snuggling up beside me as I close my eyes and try to relax. It takes awhile, but I'm able to drift off.
My eyes slowly open and I let out a loud groan as I reach for my phone. I quickly shut off my Tuesday alarm before setting my phone back on the bedside table. Lexi is dead weight on top of me, she is still out cold.
"Lexi." I whisper as I lightly shake her.
"Ungh!" she grunts and rolls away from me.
"Lexi?" I call out louder. "Are you going to school?"
"No, fuck off!" Lexi mumbles as she curls up under the covers.
I get out from under the covers and stand up to stretch. Then I step into boxer briefs and put on a robe. Leaning over, I give Lexi a quick kiss on the forehead. Grabbing my phone, I exit the master bedroom and head toward Hazel's room.
The door is slightly ajar, so I peek inside and see Hazel laying on her stomach, fast asleep. She has one arm under the pillow, and her mouth is hanging open slightly. She's so cute. I smile softly before stepping back into the hallway.
Taking out my phone, I scroll to a number. Yeah, it's early, but I know how much he works, this is probably the best time. I have to make this call. They need to know. Perhaps this will be enough to get them to see reason. I start the call.
"Mr. Collins, I'm calling about Hazel, she's..." I begin.
"The whore is your problem now, Sir." Hazel's father says, interrupting me. He makes one final statement before ending the call. "That slattern is not a part of this family."
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~Hazel~
My eyes slowly open, a yawn escaping me as I wake up. I'm momentarily disoriented, unsure of where I am. I really am not a morning person. Finally, I remember everything. It's Tuesday. I'm back from the hospital. I'm still sore from all the needles and tests, in addition to the uncomfortable bed. At least I'm in a nice, warm bed now.
I toss the covers off my bare breasts before sitting up and rubbing my eyes. As I rapidly blink, my vision clears, revealing Steven asleep in a chair propped against the wall. What am I gonna do with him? I tell him he doesn't need to stay with me, that I'm fine, but he still somehow ends up in a chair next to the bed. I guess this is better than the floor.
Sitting up, I turn slightly so I can toss my long, tan legs over the edge of the bed and rest my feet on the floor. Lifting my hands above my head, I stretch and yawn. Wearing only a pair of cute yellow panties, I stand up and walk over to Steven.
The handsome older man is sleeping with his head slumped sideways. He looks so cute in his robe. I smile softly at him as I think about how much love there is in his kind heart. Not just for me, but for everyone in his life. Reaching toward him, I gently caress his face with my fingertips, waking him.
"Hm?" he mumbles as his green eyes open. "Oh, Hazel! Good morning."
"Good morning." I reply with a cute smile.
My smile broadens when I notice Steven's eyes flick down to my exposed breasts. With a giggle, I place one hand on my hip and strike a pose. Yeah, I know I'm hot. Long, tan legs, a flat stomach, little boobies with cute nipples. My brown hair hanging down my back in its usual ponytail.
Steven's gaze travels upwards until our eyes lock. He smiles at me, and I feel my pussy dampen. Just as lust threatens to overwhelm me, I think about how my body is going to change. Placing a hand on my belly, I bite my lower lip and find the strength to ask the question that's plaguing my thoughts.
"Will you still want me when I'm fat?" I wonder nervously.
"Hazel, come here." Steven says kindly as he offers both his hands.
I nod my head as I slip my hands into his. Steven gently pulls me forward, and into his lap. My pantie-clad ass rests on his crotch as I place my legs on one side of him, my feet resting on the floor. Suddenly, a horrible image jumps into my mind, an image of him groaning as I sit in his lap, him needing me to get up because I'm grotesquely huge. I blink the vision away. Then I wrap my arms around his neck and look into his eyes while he holds my waist.
"I'm sorry." I mumble before he has the chance to speak.
"Listen to me." Steven says firmly, looking straight into my eyes. "First, you have nothing to apologize for. Second, you are absolutely beautiful. Inside and out. If anything, you'll be even more stunning while pregnant."
"I'm scared of getting fat." I admit. "I know it's a stupid thing, I feel like such a spoiled brat."
"You won't be fat, you'll be glowing." he responds as he places a hand on my tummy. "Aria and I had a very active sex life, if anything it was more active when she was pregnant. I wanted her just as much."
"W-what about after?" I ask sadly.
"What do you mean?" he replies with a confused frown.
"After I have the baby." I whisper. "Will I have stretch marks, will I be saggy? I love my body so much, I don't want it to change!"
"It is possible that your body won't ever be the same." Steven reluctantly admits as his thumb caresses my abdomen. "But, there are things you can do! They make cream to reduce the chances of stretch marks, Aria used it. It works! Then you work out. Hell, I can hire a personal trainer for you, if you want. That way you'll be able to lose the baby weight."
"I can't do this, Steven!" I exclaim as I grab the top of my head and start to spiral into a true panic attack. "I'm so scared! I'm screwing everything up and you're going to hate me and make me leave! I'll have nowhere to go! I'll have a baby and nowhere to go. What will I do? How will I, how will I..."
Suddenly, Steven grabs my face in both hands and kisses me hard. A loud gasp escapes my lips, stopping my babbling. Feeling more moisture between my legs, I moan softly as the spike of arousal stops my spiraling thoughts, keeping me from spinning completely out of control.
"First, you're not going anywhere. It doesn't matter if we're having sex or not, you will always have a place here. As long as you want one." Steven looks directly into my eyes, his hands still holding my face possessively. "Second, you're fucking gorgeous. You've always been gorgeous, you'll never not be gorgeous. Not to me. Not ever."
Tears form in my eyes as Steven leans forward and pecks my lips again. I stare at him when he pulls back, trying to find any false praise in his face. Any lies in his eyes. I don't find anything. No dishonesty. No deceit. All I see is love.
I don't even realize I'm leaning forward, that I'm closing my eyes. I just feel his lips against mine as we start kissing intensely, passionately. My hand slides into his robe and rests on his muscular chest as I run my tongue along his while moaning softly into his mouth.
It's obvious that Steven is hesitant to touch me. I understand, it's my own fault for pulling us apart. Eventually, however, lust overwhelms him. His hands slide down my neck to my bare shoulders, his fingers lightly trailing along my tan skin. I gasp and moan into his mouth when his hands find my breasts.
My pussy clenches, moisture soaking into my panties as I have a small orgasm. Just Steven's hands on me, his safe, strong hands, they're enough to make me cum. He presses my little titties together, his thumbs caressing me as I shiver.
Steven and I both moan as I grind my pussy down against him. A playful smile tightens my lips even as I keep kissing him. I feel him harden beneath me. It isn't long before he's fully erect. So hot, so thick; fuck! I want him inside me, I need him inside me. I'm dying for him to carry me to the bed, lay me down, and make passionate love to me.
Our tongues continue to wrestle as I claw at his bare chest, my fingers sensually sliding down his muscular frame. As he holds my tits and kisses me, I feel my mind fast-forwarding, imagining him on top of me, thrusting into me, gazing into my eyes as he claims me as his own. That's when I tense up, the thoughts of actually making love threatening to bring my panic back in full force.
I mentally shake my head, desperately trying to get back into the moment. I can feel my wetness; I'm fucking soaked. I can't wait to get fucked. I spread my legs. A lot. I love a hard, thick cock in me, pounding me, making me scream as my entire body explodes with pure pleasure.
Pulling back, I look at Steven while licking my lips in anticipation as I struggle to catch my breath. Gazing deeply into his eyes, I am overwhelmed with love for this man. I reach out and tenderly stroke his jawline as he looks at me with a love that completely overshadows the lust.
Once again, I am shaken out of continuing. Fuck! I'm scared. I'm used to having sex to feel good, not having sex out of love. I don't want to fall even more in love with him, but I feel it in my bones. No, I can't do this, I can't! I need to keep up the barriers, protect myself. I tremble as thoughts of losing him pierce my brain. To stop Steven from reading the emotions on my face, I lunge forward and press my lips back against his.
I keep kissing Steven as his hands caress my boobs. We spend several minutes making out and softly caressing each other. I shiver in both anxiety and lust. Such a strange combination. As I feel his hardness throbbing beneath me, an idea occurs to me. I'm not ready to spread my legs, but I'm ready to open my mouth.
"I wanna suck your cock." I husk before playfully nibbling on his earlobe.
"You don't have to." he whispers as he reaches up to caress my cheek.
"Oh, but I love sucking dick!" I giggle as I plant kisses down his neck. "And I want to feel you throbbing in my mouth."
"Is that so?" Steven asks as he tilts his head back and slides his hands down to cup my pantie-clad bum.
"Mhm!" I purr and nod as I pull back to look into his eyes. "I wanna taste you. So badly!"
Steven and I communicate with our eyes. He can see it; I'm not ready to make love. I am ready for this. I want this. There's some reluctance in his perfect eyes as he gazes at me. Then I see it. Desire overwhelming hesitance. He wants me. He wants me as badly as I want him.
"Get on your knees, Slut." he orders firmly.
"Mm, yes, Sir!" I moan as I slide out of his lap, my eyes never leaving his as I sink to my knees.
Wearing nothing but a pair of panties, I get on my knees between Steven's legs. My long brown ponytail is hanging down my bare back and my nipples are hard. He's breathing heavily in anticipation as I once again open his robe so I can run my hands down his chest. My fingertips trail down his body until they are brushing the edges of his underwear.
Steven lifts his ass so that I can pull his boxer briefs down, freeing the most magnificent male genitals I've ever seen. His cock is long and thick. Steven's massive erection actually smacks me in the face when it flies free of its prison.
I let out a small moan, my mouth watering and pussy gushing as I reach out and wrap my fingers around his thickness. My little boobs sway on my chest while I give Steven a loving handjob. My free hand reaches up to cup his heavy balls before I glance up into his eyes.
"You're so big." I coo up at him while stroking. "So hard, so thick."
"Hard for you, Hazel." he replies.
"Lucky me!" I giggle as I slap my face with his dick while making cute kissing faces.
"Use your mouth on me, Baby." Steven moans when my teasing finally gets to him.
"Hm, I'll think about it!" I smirk while lifting his dick. Lowering my head, I take one long lick from base to tip.
"Oh, that feels good." he groans as he places his hands on my head.
"You like that? Hm?" I moan as my tongue rapidly flicks his tip.
"Fuck, yes!" Steven gasps. "Please, Hazel!"
"Mm, time to suck some dick!" I announce as I lunge forward and capture his head between my lips.
Steven throws back his head and groans loudly as his fingers tighten on my head. I can feel his fingers against my scalp as he bucks his hips. Drool runs from my lips and down his cock as I begin to bob my head, my tongue bathing his shaft while I suck.
I do my best to give Steven the best blowjob of his life. My hands rest on his thighs, fingertips clenching at his skin as Steven holds my head. Soon, he wraps my ponytail around one hand and encourages me to take him deeper. My lips are stretched wide around him as I struggle to take his thick manhood.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moan.
Small gagging noises escape my lips as I take him as deeply as I can, swallowing about half his length. My tongue lashes against the underside of his shaft, my cheeks caving in while I give head. Minutes pass as I bob my head on him, loving the feel of him throbbing between my lips. I know I look good, on my knees wearing only yellow panties as I suck cock; I hope he's enjoying the view. Steven is breathing heavily as I do my best to suck out his soul.
"Can I cum in your mouth?" Steven asks desperately.
"MM!" I moan loudly as I nod with his cock between my lips.
"I'm almost there! Keep sucking, keep sucking!" he gasps.
I claw at his thighs, my head bobbing as fast as I can while I suck hard on my favorite dick in the world. Finally, he reaches his limit. Steven holds my head tightly as his hips buck. I let out a loud, keening moan as semen floods my mouth.
Oh fuck, it's so good! So warm, so thick. The taste is divine, and I swirl the sticky fluid around my mouth even as more is squirting out of Steven's cock. Cum dribbles out of my lips and runs down my chin as I feel my pussy tightening. Fuck, I'm cumming!
"MM!" I squeal as my tight body tenses up.
Then, it's over. Steven releases my head and collapses back on the chair. I use my lips and tongue to gather as much man juice as I can. Pulling off Steven's softening member, I open my mouth and show him the pool of cum between my lips as more semen runs down my chin.
"Swallow for me." he instructs.
It takes a few gulps to get all the cum into my belly. I smack my lips as Steven looks down at me with lust. Then I use my fingers to gather all the semen up from my chin and pop it into my mouth. Steven smirks as he watches me suck the man juice from my fingers.
"How was that, Baby?" I ask with a huge grin.
"Fucking amazing." Steven replies.
"I'm glad." I nod, pressing my lips together. "I liked it, too."
Steven and I end up cuddling in bed. I'm still in my yellow panties, and he has his boxer briefs back on, while his robe hangs over the chair. My head rests on his chest as my right hand grips his shoulder. I'm staying as close to him as I can, cooing happily.
"Want me to return the favor?" Steven offers as he reaches down to cup my butt.
"Nah, not right now." I answer softly. My core is throbbing with pleasure, but I still shake my head.
"Are we okay?" he asks nervously.
"We are." I confirm with a nod. "I'm still just- shit, I'm just... I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to apologize for." Steven insists. He hugs me tightly, making me feel warm and safe. He kisses the top of my head. "Do you wanna talk?"
"Maybe." I mumble as I bury my face into his chest.
"I'm listening." he promises.
"I-I'm just so overwhelmed!" I exclaim. "All the time! Everything is wrong, and out of control, and I just, I just don't know what I'm doing."
"Pick one thing to start with." Steven encourages. "If you try and take on everything at once, it's too much. Just pick one thing. Name something that's giving you trouble?"
"I miss them. Damn it, I miss them so much, I... I..." I break down, my throat too tight to keep talking, tears running down my face and onto his chest.
"Your brothers?" he asks to confirm.
I grab him tightly and press my face hard into his chest as the tears fall freely. I nod as my body shakes with sobs. My nearly-naked frame shakes as Steven holds me close and whispers softly to me. His hand caresses my cheek before moving under my chin. He gently lifts my head, encouraging me to look at him.
"Shhh." Steven coddles me, stroking my bare back with one hand. "I have an idea. I don't want to say too much until I know more. I don't want to give you hope only to disappoint you, but I have something that might be worth trying. Just be patient for a day or two. Can you hold out a couple more days?"
"I-I think so." I mumble.
"Good." he whispers as he leans forward and pecks my lips. "I'm here for you, Hazel."
"Thank you." I reply as a tear leaks out of one eye and runs down my cheek.
Steven and I cuddle for several more minutes. We're nearly naked, my breasts are pressing against his chest, our warm bodies are so close that we can feel each other breathing. Yet, this isn't sexual. It's warm. It's safe. It's comforting. It's love. I'm a fucking idiot for ever pulling away from this.
I trace my fingers along Steven's chest as I contemplate my life. It's not perfect, in fact it's far from perfect. Still, there's a lot of love. A lot of people who care about me. I miss my brothers, but I have my Slut-sisters. I have Steven. A knock at the door makes me jump in surprise.
"Daddy?" Kayla's voice calls out. "You in there?"
"Is it okay if she comes in?" he whispers quietly to me.
"That's fine." I nod as I snuggle up to Steven.
"Yeah, come in, Honey!" Steven replies loudly.
The door opens and Kayla walks in. My eyebrows shoot up in surprise. My Slut-sister isn't bothering with a robe. Kayla's wearing a pair of black lace panties, and nothing else. I smile and chuckle softly as Kayla's perfectly-shaped breasts jiggle with each step. Her nipples are on full display, she has no shame.
"Just wake up?" Steven asks, his words ignoring her nudity, but I can see his eyes clearly locked on his daughter's big boobies.
"Yeah." Kayla nods.
"Nice tits, Slut." I smirk as I sit up and look directly at Kayla.
"You too, Whore." Kayla replies, not missing a beat as she crosses her arms beneath her chest, pressing her breasts together and pushing them up.
"You're both absolutely stunning women." Steven says as he keeps his arm around my shoulders and squeezes my upper arm. "Anyway, is Lexi still asleep?"
Yup!" Kayla confirms. "With her naked ass in the air and face buried in the pillow. I got a nice view when I opened the door."
"You should have gone in and spanked her." I giggle.
"I still could." Kayla shrugs.
"Let Lexi sleep." Steven suggests calmly. "We all had a late night."
"We did." I wince. "Sorry about that."
"You have nothing to apologize for." Steven insists.
"We were all there for you, exactly where we wanted to be." Kayla confirms.
"Thank you." I whisper, my heart full of love.
"Is everyone else going to school?" Steven asks.
"Yeah." Kayla says. "Nicole is going to work, too."
"Are you gonna go in late?" I ask Steven.
"No." he answers. "I already texted Stacey and told her I'm not gonna be in."
"Did you tell her why?" I follow up with.
"I just said it was a family emergency." Steven explains.
"You can tell Stacey, it's okay." I tell him as I reach out and rest my hand on his bare thigh.
"Are you sure? I don't have to." he says.
"I'm sure." I smile and nod. "Stacey isn't a Slut-sister, but she's still family."
"Lexi might disagree." Kayla smirks.
"We're gonna have a double-date, and hopefully work it out." Steven replies.
"Gonna have a foursome?" I inquire.
"Definitely not." Steven states firmly.
"Well, I don't know about a foursome," Kayla purrs as she sexily gets up on the bed, "but how about a very sexy, incestuous threesome?"
"I uh, I just came." Steven admits.
"Mm, where did you shoot it?" Kayla asks as she crawls along the bed, her titties dangling from her chest and lightly swaying.
"All in my mouth." I moan as I run my hand down my neck. "He came so much."
"Did you swallow it all? Like a good girl?" Kayla wonders as she climbs up her father's body and leans down to plant a kiss on his bare chest.
"I did, it was yummy!" I answer with a giggle.
"I know you're getting up there, old man," Kayla teases as she runs her fingers down Steven's chest, "but do you think you can get it up again for your slutty daughter?"
"I think you girls can get me hard again." Steven answers as he reaches out and massages one of Kayla's hanging tits.
"What do you want your sluts to do, Sir?" I ask politely as I continue caressing his leg.
"I want to watch you two eat each other out." Steven confirms as he lightly slaps Kayla's breast, making her shiver.
I smile shyly as Kayla looks over at me and licks her lips. My sexy friend, no, my sexy Slut-sister, she seductively climbs on top of me, leans down, and licks the valley between my breasts. Then Kayla looks up at me with her green eyes, the same green eyes Steven has.
Steven slips out of bed as Kayla starts nursing at my left breast. I turn my head just in time to see him drop his boxers, revealing his flaccid penis. Fuck, even soft he's bigger than most guys. I lock eyes with Steven and blow him a kiss before leaning over and miming trying to suck his cock.



As Steven watches, I grab Kayla's pantie-clad butt cheeks in both hands, squeezing her buns. Kayla has such a nice, tight ass. I squeeze it tightly as Kayla sucks my titty and slips a hand between my legs. Moments later, I feel Kayla's fingers push by the strap of my panties.
"Mm, fuck!" I hiss, my back arching.
Kayla saws two fingers in and out of my sopping cunt as I moan. She continues sucking my left boob as her free hand squeezes my right. Sliding my hands up Kayla's butt, I slip my fingers into her lace panties and squeeze her bare bum.
"That's it, baby girl." Steven encourages. "Finger her, suck her tit."
"MM!" Kayla moans, nodding against my boob as she obeys her father.
My pussy juice coats Kayla's fingers, my friend's fingers. My friend for years. Holy shit, we've come so far. I remember talking about boys and playing with dolls. Now? Now we're Slut-sisters. Forever. I need to taste her, taste my oldest friend.
I push Kayla's panties down over her ass as she continues to finger me. Kayla tongues my nipple as I extend my arms to get her underwear as low as possible. I can feel Kayla smiling around my breast, giggling at my predicament.
Taking pity on me, Kayla pulls away from me and sits up. She then lays on her back on the bed, perpendicular to me, and curls her legs back. Kayla slips her panties off and spreads her legs wide. From this angle, Kayla's vulva is on full display to her father.
"Holy shit, Honey." Steven whispers, his eyes locked on his daughter.
"You like that, hm?" Kayla coos as she slaps a hand to her pussy and rubs it. She holds her panties in her other hand and twirls the lace fabric around two fingers.
"That looks delicious." he replies, licking his lips.
"I want a taste!" I exclaim as I quickly pull off my panties and toss them on the floor.
"Mm, get in line, both of you!" Kayla giggles as she tosses her undies at Steven.
Steven catches the black lace panties and pulls them through his fingers. My eyes flick down, and I can see his cock is starting to harden. Good, he'll be nice and hard for round two! As Kayla runs her hands over her own body to tease her father, I reach a hand between my legs and swipe my fingertips through my labia.
"Fuck!" Steven groans. He's stroking himself now, his eyes flicking between Kayla and I.
"Let's really give him a show, Hazel!" Kayla suggests.
"Come sit on my face?" I offer shyly.
"Oh, yes, please!" Kayla giggles.
It takes a little maneuvering, but Kayla is soon lowering her pussy down onto my face. I smile as I'm smothered by wet Kayla cunt. Just as I push my tongue into her hole, Kayla hooks her arms around my thighs and buries her face between my legs.
Kayla and I eat each other out to a couple of orgasms. Our moans and pants fill the room as we continue fingering and licking. I can feel Kayla's hard nipples scraping against my lower tummy. Our young, teenage bodies writhe together in harmony as we have sex, as we make love.
"I'm so hard, you girls are amazing!" Steven comments.
"Mm, can we suck your cock?" Kayla asks when she lifts her head out of my crotch.
"Get on your knees. Both of you, now!" he orders in the sexiest, manliest voice.
We Slut-sisters both hop off the bed and get on our knees in front of our man. The two of us then spend the next several minutes giving Steven a double-blowjob. We pass his cock back and forth, one of us sucking, the other whispering dirty things to him. Kayla and I caress his thighs, one of us sucking his dick while the other sucks his balls.
"I wanna feel you inside me, Daddy." Kayla coos when she pulls off of Steven. She's jacking him off while looking up at him. "I wanna feel your big cock in my little pussy, stretching me, taking me!"
"I need some pussy." Steven announces when Kayla lunges forward and starts sucking again.
"I wanna watch you fuck Kayla." I pull away from his balls to say. Then I lean in and start tonguing his sack again.
"Get on the bed, on your hands and knees." Steven instructs. "Now, Slut!"
"Yes, Daddy!" Kayla moans as she hops to her feet.
I take Steven between my lips and start sucking as Kayla climbs up on the bed. Steven grips my head in both hands and starts fucking my face as he admires Kayla's naked ass and exposed pussy. I love that he's thinking about Kayla, basically just using me for his pleasure. I feel so slutty!
"I want you, Daddy!" Kayla's moaning overshadows the sounds of my sucking and slurping. "I want you to fuck me! Please fuck me, Daddy!"
"You want my cock, baby girl?" Steven asks.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum as I suck away, my hand fondling Steven's balls. I look up at him and can see his eyes are clearly locked on Kayla.
"Yes!" Kayla hisses. "Please fuck me from behind like the dirty, little slut I am!"
Steven grabs my ponytail and pulls me off of him. A strand of drool briefly connects my bottom lip to the tip of his cock before it breaks away. I stand up and hug him tight as I peck his cheek. He squeezes my bum before releasing me.
"Give it to her good!" I whisper into his ear.
I stand beside the bed, my arms crossed beneath my breasts as Steven climbs up on the bed and gets behind Kayla. My Slut-sister is crouching in the standard doggystyle position as she waits for dick. He grabs a handful of his daughter's ass before giving it a playful slap. Then he takes his hard shaft in hand and pushes it into Kayla's willing hole.
"Fuck, Honey, you're so tight!" he grunts.
"You're so big, Daddy! So big!" Kayla cries out as she tosses her head back.
Sliding my hand between my spread legs, I begin to masturbate as I watch the show. At Kayla's insistence, Steven is rough. He spanks his daughter, he grabs her hair and yanks her head back, and he pounds her pretty, little pussy until Kayla starts screaming.
"I'm cumming for you, Daddy!" Kayla announces. "I'm cumming!"
"You feel so good!" Steven gasps.
"I'm cumming so fucking much!" Kayla screams.
I push two fingers into my wetness as Steven drills Kayla with a steady rhythm. I love watching Kayla getting fucked. She's so hot, her body is so tight. Glancing toward their union, I see Steven's dick glistening with Kayla's juices every time he pulls himself most of the way out of his daughter.
"Fuck that slut!" I beg as I cum on my fingers. I can feel my pussy squeezing my fingers.
"Yes!" Kayla moans. "I'm a slut! I'm your slut! Fuck your slut, Daddy!"
"I'm getting close!" Steven warns as he holds Kayla's hips and fucks her with his full length.
"Cum inside me, Daddy!" Kayla pleads loudly. "Fill me with it! Cum for Kayla! I want it, I want it, I want it!"
Squeezing my boob with one hand, I continue to finger myself as I watch Steven's thrusts grow more erratic. Soon, he's burying himself to the hilt in Kayla's twat as he holds himself inside her and groans. Kayla throws her head back, her body shaking as she moans. Steven is also shuddering as he pumps cum into the raven-haired beauty.
"Fuck, that was good." Steven gasps as he pulls out of Kayla and gives her ass a smack.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" Kayla asks in a small voice as she looks over her shoulder at Steven.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla." he smiles as he squeezes Kayla's pert backside.
"Can I clean your cock, Sir?" I ask with a sexy pout.
Steven smirks and climbs off the bed. Placing his hands on my shoulders, he encourages me to drop to my knees. I comply. He then grabs my ponytail and shoves his cock in my mouth. I can taste a mixture of semen and pussy juice as I suck and swallow.
Twenty minutes later, Steven is laying in bed with his head on the pillow. He has two naked eighteen year old girls snuggling up against him. His arms are around us as we press our bare breasts into his chest and run our fingers along his muscular frame.
"Hazel?" Kayla asks as she traces shapes on Steven's chest.
"Yeah?" I reply.
"I bet we can get him hard again if you want a turn getting fucked?" she offers.
"Thanks, but I'm good." I answer, shaking my head.
"Why not?" Kayla wonders.
"Kayla, let it go." Steven warns.
"It's okay, Steven." I respond with a sigh. "Kayla, I want to, it's just that I'm so in love with him, it's overwhelming. I'm not ready to be that vulnerable."
"I think I understand." Kayla nods. "You're used to casual sex, actually making love is so different."
"It really is." I confirm. "I can make love with my Slut-sisters. I'll be able to make love with Steven, well, I'm not sure when, but I will be someday."
"Take your time." Steven says softly. "I love you, Hazel. Whether we're having sex or not. And I love our baby."
"And I love my little brother or sister!" Kayla exclaims.
"We love you." I reply as I rest a hand on my flat stomach. Flat for now.
I think we all drift off for a few minutes, but we eventually decide it's time to wake up. We can't be lazy all day. Steven kisses us goodbye before going to the master bedroom to wake up Lexi and shower. Kayla and I hold hands as we go to Kayla's room and enter her private bathroom.
The two of us take a nice shower together. We laugh as we tease each other, grabbing boobs and asses as we soap each other up. I love watching soap run between Kayla's nice tits. Then we let the hot water wash away the suds.
Once we're done with our morning routine, Kayla and I step into clean panties and robes. It's time to head to breakfast, but we do kill a couple minutes making out before we finally head down to the dining room. In the dining room, we find Steven and Lexi sitting at the table.
"Morning, Sluts!" Lexi chirps.
"Hi, Bitch!" Kayla replies as she sits down and starts serving herself breakfast.
"Ladies, ladies." Steven smirks. "What's with the name calling?"
"It's how we girls show affection!" I giggle while taking my seat.
Silence falls over the table as we all start eating. I know we're all thinking about the events of last night. About Steven just abandoning Kayla and Lexi to take me to the hospital. It's so emotional, so strange; Steven is always so in control. It's strange to see him overwhelmed. Kayla and Lexi don't know how to handle it.
"So, you're really okay?" Kayla asks me as she sets her fork down when she finishes her eggs. "It was all just a false alarm?"
"Yeah..." I mumble while looking down at the table. Shame fills me as I think of the drama I'm causing. "It was all just a false alarm."
"We're so glad." Lexi says, smiling at me.
"Yes, we are." Kayla confirms with a nod. Then her eyebrows furrow as she looks at her father. "With everything being okay with Hazel, let's talk about the fact that everything else is NOT okay."
"Um, okay." Steven winces.
"Damn it, Daddy!" Kayla exclaims, her emotions finally exploding out of her. "Lexi wakes me up and tells me we need to take Hazel to the hospital. She's with me for like five minutes, and when we come out, you guys are just gone? We couldn't reach you, we had to guess which hospital. How could you do that?"
"Well, there's only one hospital in town." he points out.
"That's not the point!" Kayla snaps.
"Steven." Lexi states with an annoyed expression. "What, and listen to this part very carefully, the fuck?"
Kayla suddenly chimes in, shouting at me. Lexi and Kayla are now talking over each other, hurt and frustration clear in their voices. Steven and I lock eyes. I actually wince in sympathy as he lets out a breath and shakes his head. Steven leans forward when Lexi and Kayla finally fall silent.
"I had a flashback." Steven admits slowly.
"To what?" Kayla wonders in obvious confusion.
I already know, obviously. The placental abruption, Steven's anxiety regarding not being in control. Still, I remain silent. It's not my place to tell my Slut-sisters this, it's his. Steven sighs and places his folded hands on the table as he mentally prepares himself.
"To the day of your birth, Kayla." he answers.
"What about it?" Kayla frowns.
"Well," he begins nervously, "you were born a month early."
"I-I was?" Kayla asks.
"She was?" Lexi repeats.
"Your mother and I should have told you years ago, but it never came up." Steven sighs.
"That's your excuse, that it just didn't come up?" Lexi confronts him as Kayla looks on with wide eyes.
"I realize it's not a very good excuse..." he trails off.
"It fucking sucks." I interject.
"I freaked out, okay?!" Steven finally shouts. "My thoughts were racing, I couldn't think! I-I was back to that day. In my mind, it wasn't Hazel that I was taking, bleeding, to the hospital. It was your mother! It was Aria. I was back to that day! The day I took her, eight months pregnant and bleeding, to the hospital."
"Steven..." I whisper, trying to lend him strength, but unable to say anything more.
"That day..." he repeats, his voice suddenly quiet, so vulnerable. "When I almost lost you both."
Silence. Stunned silence. The dining room is so quiet now, I'm actually surprised we can't hear each others beating hearts. We glance between each other, no one wanting to speak up first. Lexi reaches out and slips her hand into Steven's as she tries to comfort him.
"W-what happened?" Kayla finally manages to ask.
"Aria's first pregnancy was a surprise." Steven begins.
"I'm sorry, her first pregnancy?!" Kayla exclaims.
"Yes." he nods. "She had a miscarriage. Then we decided that, even though we were young, we wanted to try again. Your mother got pregnant with you."
"Okay..." Kayla mumbles, indicating for Steven to continue.
"She went to the bathroom, then I heard her screaming for me." he continues. "She was bleeding. I rushed her to the hospital."
"Then what happened?" Lexi asks with wide eyes.
"It's called a placental abruption." Steven explains. "It's when the placenta detaches from the uterus before birth. It can be very serious."
"S-so, what?" Kayla asks in high-pitch voice. "They induced labor?"
"Yes." he confirms with a nod. "And I didn't handle it well."
"What does that mean?" Lexi wonders as her thumb caresses the back of Steven's hand.
"I'm so used to being in control." Steven sighs. "When things are so out of my control, I guess I get really anxious. I even annoyed Aria so much that she sent me out of the room to get her a drink so she could have a moment's peace."
"You handled the kidnapping really well." Kayla observes. "You were so in control."
"I guess because there was something I could do." he answers. "I called the police, I acted."
"You were able to control your response." Lexi deduces. "Unlike at the hospital, where it was just a wait and see."
"Yes." Steven states softly.
"What happened next?" Kayla asks.
"You were born." he smiles. "My baby girl."
"I love you, Daddy." Kayla says. "I'm sorry I got so upset."
"No, you were right to be upset." Steven shakes his head. "It was wrong of me to just ditch you two."
"We understand." Lexi nods as she gives Steven a tight smile.
"Thank you." Steven says. "You should know, Kayla, your mother and I tried to give you siblings. There were a lot of miscarriages. We were gonna adopt, but then she passed away."
"I'm sorry, Steven." I whisper, unable to keep quiet any longer.
"I hope you know we all love you." Lexi adds.
"And I love all of you. I can't imagine life..." his voice becomes tight and he hesitates. "I love you."
"And Hazel is gonna give me a sibling." Kayla points out.
"That's very true." Steven nods and grins.
I flush with, something, I'm not sure exactly what. This is the first time I'm really thinking about it. My baby is gonna be Kayla's half-sibling. I mean, yeah, I know that, but it's really hitting me now. I'm stunned. The knowledge that I am now a permanent part of this family is making my eyes mist over. Fortunately, this isn't noticed by anyone else, they're too distracted.
"So, what now?" Lexi asks.
"Now, we spend the day together." Kayla answers. "The four of us."
"I like the sound of that." I smile while quickly wiping my eyes before anyone notices.
Steven, Kayla, and Lexi help me clean up. This time, I don't argue. We're family, we all pitch in. Although, Steven does excuse himself to make a phone call. As we clean, Lexi, Kayla, and I chat, speculating over what can be so important.
Next, we make our way to the main living room to relax in front of the television. Steven and Lexi are cuddling on the couch while I sit in an armchair with Kayla, our arms around each other. With the television on in the background, I pull out my phone and text the other Sluts.
Hazel: How's school/work?
Marcia: Fine.
Ashley: Shitty. I'm exhausted, and I want to go home.
Nicole: All good, still working on the audit.
Marcia: Still?
Nicole: Audits can take a very long time.
Hazel: Cross accounting off my list of potential majors. :P
Nicole: Fuck you!
Hazel: Fuck you harder!
Marcia: Ladies, ladies! Behave!
Ashley: Listen to Mother!
Nicole: Sorry, Marcia!
Hazel: I am not sorry!
Marcia: You're in a mood, Hazel!
Hazel: I'm cuddling with Kayla right now, and Steven is helping me. I'm okay.
Nicole: Glad to hear it!
Ashley: Squeeze Kayla's titty for me!
With a smirk, I set my phone down on the armrest before reaching over and groping Kayla. Kayla frowns and turns away from the television to look at me. With a shrug, she makes a gesture and gives me a 'what the fuck' look. I just giggle.
Hazel: Done!
Ashley: Thanks!
Nicole: Kayla and Lexi don't have their phones out?
Hazel: Nope. I'm not sure where their phones are.
Marcia: Some people aren't attached to their cell phones!
Nicole: Whatever. I'm looking through tens of thousands of transactions. I need something!
Ashley: Okay, hang tight!
Our chat goes silent for a couple minutes until I feel my phone buzz. I look at it and see there's a picture message. Ashley is in a bathroom stall with her shirt and bra up, revealing her massive jugs. I lick my lips as I admire the hot blonde's double-D's.
Nicole: Mm, I wanna shove my face between those!
Ashley: Please do!
Marcia: Great, now I'm wet. Thanks!
Ashley: You're welcome. :)
Hazel: Wish mine were that big. :(
Nicole: You have cute, little boobies. They're great!
Hazel: :D
Marcia: I think we can agree that we're all sexy Sluts!
Ashley: Sexy, horny, whorish, Sluts!
Nicole: Yes!
Hazel: Speaking of how slutty we are, did you send that picture to your boyfriend, Ashley?
Ashley: I did! Josh loved it! Got him nice and hard in class! ;)
Hazel: How are the guys doing?
Marcia: I saw Ian, and he looked ready to pass out!
Ashley: Josh wishes we had called him in.. I feel bad now. Ian was there.
Hazel: I'm grateful that he wanted to be there.
Ashley: :)
Marcia: Oh, and we're still having lunch with Shawn. It's awkward.
Nicole: Poor guy :(
Marcia: I did tell him we could still do it, he wanted his first time to be meaningful. I feel bad.
Ashley: He can't handle the sisterhood. That's on him.
Hazel: There's nothing you could have done differently.
Marcia: I suppose.
Nicole: Sometimes things just don't work out. It's no one's fault. We're here for you, Slut. :*
Ashley: Slut-sisters forever!
Hazel: We got you, Babe. :*
Marcia: Thanks, girls. :*
I love my girls. All of them. I remember thinking I'll never have sex with a girl. Now, I'm intimate with five different women. Five beautiful, smart, and sexy women. Women who will do anything for me. Just like I will do anything for them. Lexi and Nicole are new to our group, but Ashley, Marcia, and Kayla? We're lifelong friends.
Steven offers to make us some lunch so that we don't have to move. We all thank him, with Lexi even giving him a very intense kiss. Our favorite man returns a little while later with his hands full of snacks and sandwiches. We all keep watching the show as we eat.



When the season finale comes on, I actually put my phone down to watch it. Sure, this show isn't new to me, but this episode is particularly exciting. Despite the thrill of watching my favorite episode of one of my favorite shows, real life gets much more interesting than television.
My phone starts to buzz. At first, I assume it's just another text. Then it continues buzzing. Someone is calling me. I consider ignoring it, but ultimately decide to check it. When I view who is calling, my jaw drops. Maxine Collins.
"I, uh, I need to take this." I say as I extricate myself from Kayla's arms.
"Yeah, sure." Kayla grunts, her eyes glued to the screen.
"Everything okay?" Lexi wonders as Steven looks on and smiles.
"I don't know." I answer honestly. "I'll be right back."
I glance around the room before leaving. Kayla and Lexi are both looking at me in concern, while Steven gives me an encouraging nod. My phone buzzes again, shocking me out of my introspection. I have to hurry up or I'll miss the call.
Why is she calling me? She hates me! She must hate me. She's so religious, so proper. To her, I'm a whore. I don't even know who the biological father of my own baby is. Is she calling to tell me what a disgrace I am?
"H-hello?" I stammer into the phone once I accept the call in the hallway.
"Good afternoon, Hazy." says Maxine Collins in a surprisingly friendly voice. "How are you?"
"Hi, Grandma." I respond nervously. "I-I'm okay. You?"
"I'm healthy for an old lady." Grandma answers. "It's been awhile, and I thought we should have a chat."
"O-oh?" I ask. My hand is actually shaking as I try and keep the phone to my ear.
"Yes." she confirms.
"Okay." I swallow weakly.
"I think it would be a good idea if you came over today." Grandma tells me.
"Really?" I wonder in a high-pitch voice.
"Yes, really." she chuckles softly. "Lately, I've taken to watching your brothers after school while your parents work. I am retired, you know."
I can't get my hopes up. There's no way. There is no way my deeply religious grandmother is about to invite me to see my brothers. She must hate me. She hates me, right? Right? I can feel my heart thumping in my chest.
"Y-yes." I reply quickly. "I know."
"Well, I think it's been too long since you've seen each other. So, how about you come over in a few minutes?" Grandma suggests. "That way, you can wait for Scott and Daniel to get off the bus while I pick up Michael."
"B-but, Mom and Dad said-" I begin before Grandma cuts me off.
"If your father has a problem with you visiting your grandmother, he can take it up with me." she states firmly.
"O-okay." I stammer. "I'll be there!"
"Great, see you soon, Hazy." Grandma says cheerfully.
"Goodbye, Grandma." I respond, ending the conversation.
A small smile crosses my face as I pad my way back into the main living room. I can feel the soft carpet against my bare feet as I walk. The scent of the clean air around me fills my nostrils. My long brown ponytail bobs slightly as I enter the room and see Steven, Kayla, and Lexi.
"All good?" Lexi asks curiously.
"Yeah," I nod, "my grandma called."
"What did she want?" Kayla wonders with a frown.
"She, she invited me over so I can see my brothers." I answer, unable to stop a wide grin from spreading across my face.
"Hazel, that's great!" Steven exclaims as Kayla and Lexi squeal.
My two Slut-sisters jump to their feet and rush me. Soon, we're in a group hug as I burst into tears. I'm not sad, and they aren't really happy tears either. I have so many emotions running through me, I'm not even sure why I'm crying.
"You're okay, Hazel." Kayla coos as she rubs my back. "You're okay."
"Yeah, you're gonna see your brothers!" Lexi screeches.
"I am!" I shout as I ugly cry with my face buried in Kayla's chest.
Eventually, I calm down enough to lift my head away from Kayla's bosom. Turning around, I come face to face with Steven. He smile sat me and opens his arms for a hug. I hug him tightly before pulling back slightly so I can lean up and peck his lips.
"Do you need a ride to your grandmother's?" Steven offers.
"No, I'm okay to drive." I reply.
"Well, let me give you some spending money." he suggests. "You must have a near-empty gas tank by now."
"Steven, I can't accept-" I begin.
"Yes, you can." Steven states firmly as he places two fingers over my lips to cut me off. "Please, let me do this for you."
"O-okay." I nod. "Thank you, Steven."
I head to my room and get dressed in casual clothes. My long, brown hair goes into its usual ponytail, which hangs over halfway down my back. When I return to the main living room, Steven hands me a small wad of cash.
Thanking Steven, I place the money in my purse before kissing him goodbye. Then I kiss Lexi and Kayla. A small breath escapes my lips as I make my way through the massive home. Finally, I leave the mansion and get in my car.
After stopping for gas, I drive to Grandma's. It doesn't take very long, she doesn't live too far from us. School isn't out yet, so it is just Grandma in the house. I can feel my heart pounding as I walk along the path to the door. Lifting my hand, I knock on the door.
"Hazy!" Grandma exclaims when she answers the door. "You look great!"
"Thanks, Grandma." I smile as I walk up to my grandmother and hug her.
"Oh, you're welcome." she says while rubbing my back. She smiles at me when we break apart. "Well, don't stand out here all day! Come in, come in!"
Grandma's house looks like it always does. Same old furniture, same ancient television set. I can't believe that thing still works. We don't stay in the living room though, she instead shows me into the kitchen and gets me something to drink. I notice she pours each of us a cup of tea, which she clearly has prepared for us.
"Tea?" I inquire, trying not to be rude. "Um, the caffeine..."
"It's chamomile, Dear." she smiles. "It won't hurt anything."
Reaching out, I accept the cup gratefully before taking a sip. It's delicious. Before I can sit down, I notice Grandma's eyes dart down toward my midsection. It's just for a second, but I still flinch and bite my lower lip in response. Then we both sit down.
"So." Grandma states as she looks at me from across the kitchen table.
"So...?" I ask with a weak swallow.
"I think congratulations are in order for the lovely momma to be!" she smiles broadly.
"Really?" I ask with an incredulous look.
"Yes, really!" Grandma chuckles. "Why are you so surprised?"
"I-I, um, well, I," I stammer stupidly, "I guess I thought you would think I was a whore."
"I think no such thing!" she insists, seemingly offended that I am even suggesting it.
"M-my father must have told you what I said. That, um, well, that I..." I trail off, unable to continue.
"That you don't know who the father is?" Grandma finishes for me. "Yes, my son did inform me. He also used a number of inappropriate words to describe you after that, including the one you just mentioned."
"Yeah, sounds like Dad." I sigh while looking down into my cup of tea.
"I told him he was being unreasonable." she continues. "Even our church agrees. Your father was very upset when the pastor called him out on throwing a pregnant woman out on the street. Mary and Joseph were mentioned."
"I'm surprised you don't agree with Dad." I mumble.
"Hazel, look at me." Grandma orders.
"Okay." I respond quickly as I lift my head to meet her stern gaze.
"Peter and I raised John with very stern views." she says slowly. "Your grandfather was very rigid in his thinking, and I was a good, obedient girl. I went along with it. I obeyed my husband."
"But you didn't agree with him?" I suggest.
"No, I agreed with him." Grandma sighs. "There was a time where I may have done the same as your father. The thing is, experiences can teach you a lot. I've found that, sometimes, life's answers aren't as easy as black or white, and love matters a whole lot more than just being right."
"What does that mean?" I follow up with.
"I did everything I was supposed to do." she explains. "I was a good girl, I waited until my wedding night, and I was always loyal to my husband. I did everything right. Yet, there wasn't much happiness or love there."
"You didn't' love Grandpa?" I wonder with wide eyes.
"I did, in my own way." Grandma replies. "I just would have been happier if I didn't feel like property. A lot of the time, it felt more like duty than love."
"I'm sorry you felt that way." I say sincerely as I lift the cup to my lips for a sip.
"You've always been a sweet girl." she smiles. "And your parents used that, didn't they? You've been the main person taking care of your brother for ten years now. But you're so much more than just someone to be used. Are you happy, Hazy?"
"I-I don't know." I answer honestly.
"Tell me." Grandma states firmly.
The floodgates open. I tell Grandma everything. I tell her about feeling sad that Kayla's replacing me with Lexi. Then I mention getting to know Lexi myself, and inviting her into our lives. The Slut-sisterhood. Making love with women. Having sex with men. Going wild in Bermuda and spreading my legs for every guy who wants to stick it in me.
I talk about Steven. The man of my dreams, who I refuse to acknowledge as such. He's dating two of my Slut-sisters, he might be the biological father of my baby, and I am madly in love with him. Yet, I can't have him. I treat him like shit, and he still stands by me. I feel so much guilt. So much shame. He is going to raise the baby with me, what do I do?
"Oh, Hazy!" she exclaims as she looks at me with sympathy. "You're going through so much."
"Yeah..." I agree.
"I also think it's obvious that you have a lot of people in your life who love you." Grandma continues. "Including Steven. No, especially Steven."
"H-how do you know that?" I wonder.
"Hazy, I owe you an apology." she begins. "I should have reached out to you as soon as your father told me what happened. I didn't. And I have to live with that."
"It's okay." I mumble.
"No, it's not." Grandma shakes her head. "Steven called me earlier today, and he told me you were having a hard time. He told me that you missed your brothers. He reminded me that you're my family, and I should be here for you."
"He did that?" I ask with wide eyes.
It all makes sense. Steven asking me to hold on for just another couple of days. The phone call. Of course, he still has Grandma's number. I remember Kayla, Marcia, Ashley, and I spending days here, especially after Kayla's mom's death. Tears form in my eyes as I look across the table at my grandmother.
"He did." she confirms. "He reached out to me, he rushed you to the hospital, he's standing by you even though the baby might not be his? Hold onto that man, even if the relationship isn't considered standard by most people. I had standard, and there was much more duty than love. You have love. With Steven, with the girls. Trust me, it's worth it."
"I can't be in a relationship with Steven." I reply.
"You two might not be a couple, but you're going to raise a baby together. That's a relationship, whether you like it or not." Grandma smirks. "Maybe not a romantic one, but still a very serious relationship. And sharing the love of a child together, it can change things between people. You might find that, with time, you share so much more."
For several minutes, I sit with Grandma, lost in thought as we both sip on our tea. My heart heavy with emotion, I make some small-talk with Grandma in order to try and relax. I talk about my classes. She tells me about her card group, and the gossip among all her friends.
"Grandma?" I eventually ask as my emotions once again threaten to overwhelm me.
"Yes, Hazy?" Grandma inquires.
"I-I can't be a mom!" I exclaim, my lower lip quivering as tears form in my eyes.
"And why not?" she presses.
"I'm eighteen!" I say loudly. "I have no money, no job, and I have no idea what I'm doing."
"You are eighteen." Grandma concedes. "I agree, that's young. I can't argue with the financial concerns, especially knowing how independent you are. But, you know exactly what you're doing. You've been a mother for years. Think about it."
In my mind, I jump back in time and think about raising my brothers. Nights spent cooking and cleaning instead of going to Kayla's slumber parties. Missing school, not because I'm sick, but because one of my brothers is and our parents can't afford to miss work. Yet, I don't resent my brothers. I love them. I love them so fucking much. Maybe, maybe I am a mom.
"You might have a point." I say with a reluctant smile.
"I know I do." she nods before finishing the last of her tea and standing up. "Now, I need to go and pick up Michael. Scott and Daniel should be here soon."
Grandma leaves to go pick up my youngest brother, Michael. I relax in the kitchen as I wait for Scott and Daniel to arrive. I spend my time contemplating my pregnancy. It's unplanned, yes, but maybe I really am prepared. My hand instinctively rests on my flat stomach as I slowly rub it and think of the life growing inside of me. Soon, I hear the front door opening, shocking me out of my thoughts.
"Grandma? Are you home?" Scott's voice calls out.
"The door was unlocked!" Daniel adds.
"In here!" I call out as I stand up and turn to the entryway.
I stand with my hands on my hips as Scott and Daniel rush in. Both are dressed in casual clothes and wearing backpacks. They freeze when they see me. Daniel's jaw actually drops. Scott looks momentarily nervous, but his face soon splits into a wide grin.
"Hazel?" Daniel wonders, obviously in awe.
"Hazel!" Scott shouts as he rushes me and hugs me tight.
"Hi, Scott!" I smile as I hug him back and look over the top of his head. Tears are shining in my eyes as I hold one brother while looking at another. "Daniel!"
"If Mom and Dad find out..." Daniel trails off nervously.
"They're not gonna find out, because no one is gonna tell them, Butt-face!" Scott insists.
Scott pulls out of my arms and looks over at Daniel. Suddenly, Scott marches over and slugs Daniel in the shoulder. Daniel grabs Scott and the two of them get into a shoving match. Yup, things are back to normal. Almost, anyway.
"Okay, okay, that's enough!" I state in my authoritative voice. My mom voice, I'm just now realizing.
"Sorry, Hazel." Scott replies as he pulls away.
"I just don't wanna get in trouble." Daniel mumbles.
I can't blame Daniel. Our parents, well our father, he has a temper. The yelling, the grounding, or worse, the belt. I wince as I remember the pain, having to lay on my stomach after. I do everything I can to protect my brothers, I even confess to things they do, so I'm the one punished.
To my parents, children are seen and not heard. They're well-behaved, and always listen to their parents. It's fucking bullshit. Children are supposed to misbehave, they're supposed to be dirty, little brats. It's part of growing up.
Of course, my father is proud of his boys. Their manly pursuits of sports is encouraged. Secretly, Dad loves that the boys wrestle and fight. Me? His daughter. I'm supposed to keep house. I'm meant to prepare for the day I move in with my husband.
Only, I fuck up. I'm supposed to be virginal, but I spread my legs and open my mouth. For a lot of guys. Yeah, I suppose part of the reason I do so is because I'm rebelling. Still, it's my body, my choice. My father will never understand that. I let out a breath as I finally accept the fact that there will never be a reconciliation. It just can't happen.
"Listen to me, Daniel." I state as I place my hands on his shoulders and look into his eyes. "You won't get in trouble. I know I'm not in the house to protect you anymore, but this can be our secret, okay? Mom and Dad will never find out that we see each other here."
"A-are you sure?" Daniel asks.
"She's sure." Scott adds. "And even if she's wrong, and they find out, it was worth it. We get to see Hazel!"
"Thank you, Scott." I reply with a small smile.
Moments later, I find myself in a group hug with Scott and Daniel. I kiss both their cheeks before offering them a snack. They agree, so I rummage through Grandma's cabinets until I find some crackers. I bring them the crackers, along with something to drink. The boys are thrilled that Grandma has soda. I don't want the caffeine, so I stick with a bottle of water.
The three of us sit on the couch, with me in the middle as we watch television. At one point, Scott and Daniel get into a burping competition. They take turns sipping on soda and leaning back to burp as loud as they can. To end the contest, I let out a massive, very unladylike, belch. A burp that far overshadows theirs. I don't even need soda to do it.
My two brothers start cheering and clapping. Scott jumps to his feet and declares me the winner as Daniel continues cheering. I actually stand up and take a bow, my hand over my stomach as my ponytail falls forward. I'm standing when the front door opens and two people walk inside.
"Hazel?" Michael asks in wonder. Then a broad grin splits his cute, little face. "HAZEL!"
"MICHAEL!" I scream as I rush him.
Grandma is watching on with a proud expression on her face as I wrap up my baby brother in my arms. Tears are flowing freely down both of our faces as we hold each other close. I rub Michael's back affectionately before pulling away slightly to look at him.
With tears streaming, I lean in and kiss one cheek, then the other. A big grin spreads across my face as I reach over to mess up his hair. He giggles softly before giving me another tight hug. I'm not surprised when I feel Scott and Daniel embrace us both.
"Well," Grandma says with happiness in her voice, "isn't this a nice reunion!"
"Thank you, Grandma." I whisper as I look over at her. "Thank you so much."
"My pleasure, Hazy." she smiles. "Now, why don't we all relax in the living room and catch up?"
"Okay." I reply.
Grandma sits in her favorite armchair before turning the volume on the television down to a more reasonable level. Fourteen year old Scott and twelve year old Daniel plop themselves down on the couch as I sit in an armchair and pull eight year old Michael into my lap. Yeah, he's a little too big for this, but he's staying with me right now.
"How are you here, Hazel?" Michael asks in a soft voice. "Mom and Dad said you were gone forever. I was sad."
"Mom and Dad lied to you." I reply as I caress his face softly. "I will never abandon you. I love you, Michael. I love Scott, and I love Daniel."
"We love you, too!" Michael replies.
"I know you do." I smile as I lean down to kiss the top of his head.
"So, you're not going to have a baby?" Michael wonders with wide eyes.
"No, that part's true." I admit with a nod. "You're all going to be uncles!"
"But you're not married?" Michael looks at me with confusion. "Who's the Daddy?"
"You don't always have to be married to have a baby." I answer slowly. "It's hard to explain, Michael, but there is a Daddy. He's a very nice man."
"It's okay, Mikey." Scott chimes in with. "What's important right now is that we can see Hazel here sometimes. And, please, please don't tell Mom and Dad about seeing her."
"It's our secret, right bro?" Daniel adds.
"Our secret!" Michael smiles.
"That's my brother!" I grin as I hug him tight against me.
"This is very important, Michael." Grandma speaks up. "Hazel can keep coming over here to see you boys, but only if you don't tell your parents."
Our secret." Michael repeats with a nod.
The five of us watch one movie together. Then Grandma excuses herself to the kitchen to start dinner for all of us. I offer to help, but she insists that I stay with my brothers. I thank her, trying to express how much all of this means to me with the two simple words. She understands. I know she does.



Scott, Daniel, and Michael do ask me some questions about the baby. I answer honestly; I'm not getting married, I don't know if I'm having a boy or a girl, and of course I can't wait for the boys to meet their niece or nephew. I can tell Michael doesn't fully understand, but he's so happy that I'm here with him. My heart is melting.
Grandma calls out that dinner is ready. Scott and Daniel jump to their feet and rush into the kitchen. I smile and realize some things never change. Michael climbs out of my lap, allowing me to stand up. Taking his hand, the two of us follow our brothers into the kitchen.
There is nothing like Grandma's cooking. It's delicious! Yeah, Steven's housekeeper is an amazing chef, but there is something special about food prepared by your own grandmother. I manage to devour three helpings. Hey! I am pregnant, I'm eating for two!
Once we finish eating dinner, Grandma insists on clearing the table herself, overriding my protests. When the table is clear, Grandma asks us who wants dessert. That's when it happens. Grandma's phone goes off.
"It's your mother!" Grandma exclaims. "She's leaving work now, no overtime. Hazel, you have to get out of here so she doesn't see your car in the driveway."
"Right, okay. Right!" I panic as I hop to my feet.
Fuck, the only day one of my parents actually leaves work on time. I hug each of my brothers goodbye, then my grandmother. Grandma reminds me that I'm welcome back anytime. She assures me that I'll still be able to see my brothers. Tears once again form in my eyes as I rush out the door and hop in my car.
I cry the entire ride back to the mansion. I'm so emotional. I'm happy, I'm overwhelmed, but I'm not nearly as sad as I often am these days. My brothers still love me. I can still be in their lives. Fuck, I will never stop owing my grandmother for this. Never.
"Did you guys move at all while I was gone?" I ask with a raised eyebrow as I walk into the main living room to find Lexi, Kayla, and Steven lounging about in robes.
"Fuck you, Slut!" Lexi says eloquently as she extends her middle finger.
"Behave, Lexi." Steven shakes his head as he squeezes her upper arm.
"We went to the dining room for dinner." Kayla adds from her spot in the armchair.
"Lazy!" I giggle.
"Hey, I worked out this morning!" Steven reasons.
"And um, we kinda got some news." Lexi admits with a sigh.
"What news?" I ask, sensing the atmosphere in the room is becoming more somber.
"Sarah called." Steven answers.
"The cop you're boning, so?" I inquire, my arms crossed.
"The judge refused to revoke David's bail, he's still free." Lexi interjects.
"What?!" I shout. "B-but, he harassed Kelsey! She's in the hospital!"
"I know, but the judge believed his lies." Steven sighs. "Just remember, he's going to trial, they have all the evidence they need to convict him. This is just temporary."
"Kelsey was back in school today, by the way." Lexi adds.
"Are you okay, Kayla?" I wonder.
"I just want them gone forever." Kayla mumbles.
"Keith and David?" I follow up with.
"Yeah." Kayla sighs.
"Soon." Steven promises. "Trials can take awhile, but both of those little shits will get convicted, I'm sure. Sarah is sure as well."
"You can't know that for sure!" Kayla cries, tears suddenly forming in her eyes. "What if they get off?"
"They won't, Honey, they won't." Steven says softly as he stands up and walks over to Kayla.
"They'll be in prison forever." Lexi nods with a satisfied expression.
"And even if they aren't, they can't ever hurt you again." I add.
Kayla stands up and falls into her father's arms with a choked sob. Steven rubs her back affectionately as he coos softly. Soon, Lexi and I walk over as well. We're all hugging and supporting Kayla as she cries.
"I-I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" Kayla mumbles when she calms down.
"It's okay, baby girl." Steven says.
"We understand, we're here for you." Lexi vows. "Slut-sisters forever."
"C-can we talk about something else?" Kayla asks.
"Sure, Honey." Steven smiles. "What would you like to talk about?"
"How was seeing your brothers?" Kayla asks me.
"Amazing!" I gush. "They were so happy to see me. It was like old times, we were laughing and joking."
"That's great, Hazel!" Kayla grins as she wipes away her tears.
"We're happy for you." Lexi nods.
"Thank you." I reply, looking only at Steven. "So much."
With Kayla calm now, we all sit back down in front of the television. Yeah, we're being lazy today. It happens! Nothing wrong with a lazy day. While holding onto Kayla, I glance over at the couch to see Steven and Lexi cuddling.
Various emotions run through me. I remember thinking of Steven as the cool, experienced guy. The great lay. The safe lay. The guy with the big dick who can make me see stars, who can make me scream with unrestrained pleasure.
Now? Now, I'm fully in love with him. He's such an amazing guy. He's kind, smart, funny, compassionate. He genuinely cares about people. Sure, he's not perfect. He freaks out if a situation is out of his control, and he can't do anything about it. Despite his flaws, he is a great man. Even my grandmother sees how special Steven is.
Still, I like being single. I like being young and hot. I like having the freedom to do whatever I want. I'm young, I'm independent. I'm not prepared to give that up, despite my upbringing. I am not property! I am so much more than just a woman who obeys her husband. I'm not ready to be tied down.
Of course, I'm having a baby, so that will tie me down big time. Things are changing so much, and I don't feel ready. I have to be ready. For my baby. I keep looking right at Steven. For our baby. He's the father, no matter what a DNA test says.
Steven knows I'm not property. He respects me. He treats me like an equal. The handsome man can get as much pussy as he wants, yet he still cares about my pleasure. He dates two women, sisters, and he keeps them both happy. He cares so much about other people's happiness.
Love and lust crash into me with incredible force. Steven. He's so handsome, so special, so caring. Sure, I love casual sex, I love having my holes filled. Still, I'm ready to make love. I can feel my pussy moistening. I'm overwhelmed with longing for this man. I'm ready. Now. Please. Now.
"Steven?" I call out over the television.
"Yes?" he replies as Kayla and Lexi look at us.
"Will you spend the night with me tonight?" I wonder.
"Oh, someone's horny!" Kayla giggles as she pulls me close with one arm and plants a kiss on the side of my head.
"Are you sure about this, Hazel?" Steven inquires from his spot on the couch.
"I'm sure." I smile and nod. "I'm ready."
"What about you, Lexi?" Steven asks as he looks down at the redhead. "Is this okay?"
"We've talked about this." Lexi rolls her eyes as she snuggles up to Steven. "I'm always fine with you sticking it in one of my Slut-sisters."
"Yeah, but, with how she feels..." Steven trails off.
"Steven, I love you, but you're a fucking idiot." Lexi giggles.
"What does that mean?" he wonders as he shakes his head.
"It means, that all of the Slut-sisters are in love with you." Kayla laughs.
"It's true." I confirm.
"Well, either way, I need to ask Nicole if it's okay." Steven says.
"Sometimes, you're too good of a guy." Kayla smirks.
"Yeah, there's a willing Slut, ready to bend over for you, and you're still delaying. Weirdo." Lexi teases.
"Sorry for caring." he shakes his head as he takes out his phone and sends a text.
With a laugh, I extricate myself from Kayla's grip and stand up. Walking toward the middle of the room, I turn to face Steven. Then I place a hand on my hip as I strike a pose. I give him a seductive smile as my tongue snakes out to moisten my lips.
"You sure you don't want me to suck your dick while we wait for Nicole to reply?" I offer.
"You go girl!" Lexi cheers as Kayla claps for me.
"I can wait." Steven smirks.
Barely a minute later, Nicole replies, granting her permission. Steven gives Lexi a kiss before standing up to face me. Then, he pounces. I let out a loud squeal as Steven grabs my legs and tosses me over his shoulder. Kayla and Lexi burst out laughing as he runs out of the room with me.
"Fuck her good!" Kayla calls out.
"Make her scream!" Lexi adds.
Steven keeps his arms around my legs as he sprints down the hallway with his conquest. My long ponytail is hanging, flailing wildly as I giggle so hard my entire body shakes. The door to my bedroom flies open, and Steven marches inside with me. Then he tosses me onto the bed, and I land with a thump.
"Steven!" I exclaim as I giggle.
"Yes?" he asks innocently as he takes off his robe and boxer briefs, revealing my favorite dick.
"You're being very aggressive tonight." I comment as I wiggle my tight, young body.
"I like what I see." Steven replies as he climbs up on the bed.
"Mm, is that so?" I ask as Steven removes my shoes and socks.
"It is!" he confirms while still holding onto my right foot as I wiggle my toes. He smirks at me and playfully swats the bottom of my foot. "I think I owe you an orgasm."
"Ah, yes, you do!" I giggle as I run my hands down my sides sensually. "You did cum in my hot, little mouth."
"After you gave me an amazing blowjob." Steven smirks as he reaches between my legs and runs his fingers along my crotch. "How about we get these jeans off of you?"
"Dirty boy." I purr as I unbutton my jeans and slide down the zipper.
"You know it, Babe." he chuckles as he grips the sides of my jeans.
I lift my butt to help Steven pull my jeans and panties down my legs. He tosses my bottoms on the floor and then looks back at me with a crooked smile. I'm now only wearing a bra and my favorite pink top. With my legs spread wide, I slide a hand down and coyly conceal my pussy from his view.
"Finger yourself." Steven orders.
"Oh, yes Sir!" I husk as I comply.
Moans and pants escape my lips as I push two fingers in and out of my wetness. Occasionally, I rub my clit as I watch Steven. He's so fucking hot. Nice arms, a muscular chest, and visible abs. His hard cock is fully erect now. The massive weapon throbs with desire. I bite my bottom lip as I imagine him inside me. His eyes devour my body, my face. He wants me. He wants me as badly as I want him.
"That looks delicious." Steven comments, his eyes locked on my pussy.
"Come have a taste?" I suggest as I use two fingers to spread my labia.
Steven licks his lips as he slowly and carefully climbs up on the bed. The sexy man's eyes never leave mine as he gets into position between my legs. I gaze into his eyes as he leans down and plants a kiss on my pubic mound, making me smirk.
"Your skin is so soft." he observes as his fingertips caress my bare thigh.
"Are you trying to tease me?" I ask with a cute giggle.
"Yes." he responds as he starts kissing my thighs, being careful to avoid going too close to my vulva.
"Why?" I wonder with a raised eyebrow. "I'm already soaked for you, just dive in!"
"When I'm ready." he says with a smirk.
Damn, Steven really knows how to drive a girl wild. His fingertips tease my inner thighs, caressing me, making me shiver. He reaches up and massages my breast from outside my pink top. He kisses all along my thighs, my pubic mound, he lifts my shirt to kiss my tummy. His lips go everywhere down there, everywhere besides the spot where I want them.
"I can't wait any longer!" I gasp out as I grip the comforter with desperate fingers. "Please! Please eat me, please!"
"I don't see how I can turn down a request like that." Steven winks as he grips my thighs and lowers his head.
"About damn ti- oh!" I groan as his tongue swipes through my labia.
Steven licks me a couple of times before giving my vulva an affectionate kiss. Then he munches on me as I arch my back. I bury my hands in his hair, holding his head against my crotch as he eats me out with enthusiasm.
With all the teasing, I'm primed to explode. I plant my feet firmly on the mattress as I open my mouth wide in a silent scream. Steven shoves two fingers inside me and curls them up against my G-spot, all while his tongue circles my clit. I cum. I cum hard.
"Steven! Oh God, Steven!" I scream as I grip his head as tightly as I can and buck my hips against his face. "Steven!"
Pulling his fingers out of me, Steven reaches his hand up my body until his hand cups my face. Then, he pushes his finger into my mouth. I moan loudly as I suck on his finger the same way I suck cock. I can taste my pussy on his finger as my tongue molds to it.
Steven keeps eating me. He pushes his tongue between my labia, getting it as far into me as he can. Then he takes my clit between his lips and sucks on it. I cum two more times over the next couple of minutes. It's intense, I can feel my sweat soaking my top.
"No more..." I moan weakly as I push his head away. When Steven sits up, I turn onto my side, my hands between my legs as I clamp them tightly shut. "Please, no more."
"Ah, no." Steven states in a matter-of-fact voice. "I'm not done with you yet!"
"Is that so?" I ask weakly as I look up at him. His cock is jutting out and bobbing lightly.
"Get naked, Slut. Now!" he barks.
I get on my back again as I nod rapidly. Sitting up, I pull off my top, my long ponytail briefly catching in the fabric before I pull it free and discard my shirt. Reaching behind my back, I unhook my plain bra and shrug it off, baring my breasts and leaving me nude.
"I love you, Hazel." he whispers as his eyes soften. I can feel his eyes on my face, my breasts, my pussy.
"I love you, too." I reply as I lay down again and spread my long, tan legs. "Make love to me."
Steven gives me a sharp nod as his warm body settles on top of mine. Then we're kissing. We're kissing with a passion that is new to me, a passion that is making me feel like my heart may burst from my chest.
Our hands are exploring each others bodies with unrestrained lust. He grabs my boobs, he runs his hands along my sides, he makes me cum while is cock is resting on my stomach, not even inside of me. I caress his sides, I squeeze his biceps, I reach down and grasp his tight ass in both hands.
"Oh, Hazel!" Steven moans against my lips.
"Steven!" I moan as I run my toes along his calf.
We keep kissing, our tongues wrestling as we both moan and pant. Steven slides a hand between my legs and starts fingering me. In response, I reach down and grasp his erection. He sighs into my mouth when I start giving him a handjob.
"You're so beautiful, so special." he whispers as he begins kissing all along my neck.
"I need you in me!" I gasp as I swallow weakly. "Now!"
In response, he pulls his fingers out of my wet cunt. Lifting his body, Steven reaches between us and takes hold of his hard dick. I release his shaft so he can get into position between my legs. Our eyes are locked, our mouths slightly open as we breathe heavily.
Steven doesn't bother with teasing me, we're both too overwhelmed. Slotting himself at my opening, he begins to push inside me. My toes curl and I let out a gasp as he slowly stuffs me with cock. His green eyes never leave mine, and soon, he's balls-deep in me.
"Fuck!" I hiss through clenched teeth. "I forgot how big you are!"
"Too big?" he asks with a playful smirk.
"No way!" I giggle as I clench my vaginal muscles around him. "You fit perfectly."
"I couldn't agree more." he whispers as he lightly caresses my cheek.
Steven slowly pulls back. I can feel his cock moving all along my pussy. It feels so fucking good. I grip his biceps and arch my back, pushing out my titties as I gasp. Then he's back in me again. He pulls back once more before thrusting inside, faster this time.
With each thrust, his speed increases. It isn't long before he's fucking me with a steady rhythm. I can feel his balls slapping against my ass each time he goes all the way in. Steven caresses my face with one hand as his other holds my breast.
"Fuck me!" I beg loudly as I wrap my legs around him. "Fuck my tight, little pussy, yes!"
This is so much more than sex. It's more intense, it's more real somehow. We kiss, we caress each other, we gaze into each others eyes. The entire time, he's thrusting as I roll my hips. It's sweet, it's romantic, it's loving. It's perfect. It's the most amazing experience of my life.
Eventually, my features tighten, my face scrunching up as I let out a series of gasping grunts. Steven looks down at me and smiles; I can tell he's admiring my cum face. He then leans down and kisses my cheek, my eyes, my lips.
I have another orgasm before Steven reaches his climax. Finally, his thrusts grow more intense, I can tell he's close, even though he doesn't warn me. I hold onto his shoulders and moan, my pussy squeezing him as a third orgasm courses through me.
Tiny electric shocks shoot throughout my entire body. I can actually feel my orgasm in my toes. That's when it happens. Steven thrusts all the way into me as he rests his head on the pillow beside my head. His chest crushes my breasts as his larger body covers my smaller one. He grunts into my ear as I feel semen coating my insides.
"Hazel!" Steven hisses.
"Oh, Steven!" I gasp weakly as I hug him tightly. "I can feel you leaking out of me."
He slowly eases himself out of me. Then he rolls off of my body and lays on his back on the bed. I want to cuddle, but I don't want to have to get up again. So, I scoot over to the edge of the bed place a hand over my pussy as I stand up.
"Where are you going?" he wonders.
"I have to clean up!" I giggle. "There's cum leaking out of my pussy, Dummy!"
"My mistake." Steven chuckles as he gets under the covers.
I walk naked down the hallway, my long hair hanging down my back as I make my way to the bathroom. After peeing and cleaning up my pussy, I wash my hands and return to my bedroom. Then I climb into bed with Steven and snuggle up beside him.
"That was amazing." I tell him.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." Steven replies, his arm tight around me. "I did, too."
"That all?" I ask cheekily as I nudge his hips. "You just enjoyed it?"
"I loved it, and I love you." he responds as he kisses the top of my head.
"Y-you know we aren't a couple, right?" I inquire nervously.
"I'm aware." Steven chuckles. "Besides, I already have two girlfriends."
"Yes, you do." I agree.
"Although," he begins, "I am wondering why this is so important to you."
"Look." I begin. "I'm young, and still hot for now. And... I realize now that I don't understand life the way I thought I did. I've been scared for so long. So fucking long. I'm sick of it."
"I'm here for you." Steven assures me.
"My parents..." I continue. "Well, they suck. They've always sucked. That's what I thought a relationship between a man and a woman was supposed to look like. I didn't want that, so I rebelled. I sought out sex. A lot of sex. I didn't seek out love because I didn't know what it looked like. Sure, I had a boyfriend, the guy who took my cherry, but I never loved him."
"You've only had one boyfriend, right?" Steven wonders.
"Yeah, Kyle." I answer. "He was my first kiss, my first everything. People actually thought we would end up married. Even my parents, that's actually why they gave me permission to date him."
"I remember Kyle." he nods. "You and he used to double date with Kayla and David."
"Yup." I confirm. "Anyway, I broke up with him not long before Kayla's birthday pool party. I wasn't a virgin anymore, so I went wild."
"I understand." Steven says.
"I know you do." I say with a sigh. "I don't know what's going on, or what's going to happen. I do know that you make me feel safe. You make me feel wanted, not just needed for sex or housework. And you make me feel... You just make me feel. I don't understand it. I can't control it. I don't know what it means. But, I like the way it feels. Can't that be enough for now? Please?"



"I never thought I'd have another child." he begins. "And now I'm having one with you. I don't know what the future holds, but I do know that I will always be here for you. For you, and our baby. I'm okay with keeping things the way they are. You have a home here. You always will. And I'm more than happy to share your bed."
"So, are we good?" I ask nervously.
"We're good." he confirms.
I sigh happily as we continue to cuddle. I trace shapes onto his chest as he squeezes my upper arm affectionately. Occasionally, he kisses my head or I kiss his chest. Eventually, my hand drifts lower, my long fingers wrapping around his soft member.
"Ready for round two?" I inquire with a sexy purr.
"Get me hard, Babe." Steven encourages.
Bending my head over Steven's lap, I suck him hard for me. Then I straddle him and spend a few minutes riding him like a cowgirl. He holds my breasts as I bounce up and down in his lap, taking his entire length in my teeny, tiny twat.
After I cum, Steven puts me on all fours and takes me doggystyle. He holds my head back by my long ponytail as he drills me like the dirty slut I am. My mouth is hanging open, my eyes clenched tightly shut as I take dick. I cum again when he starts spanking me.
We fuck in every position we can think of, changing it up every couple minutes. At one point, my legs are over his shoulders, feet pointing toward the ceiling as he rails me. I can hear the sounds of slapping flesh as he grips my thighs and continues to thrust. I cum. Again and again and again.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant as my toes curl.
"Getting close, Hazel!" Steven warns. "Where do you want it?"
"Mouth!" I grunt.
Steven pulls out of me and pushes my legs aside. Then he straddles my chest and feeds me his cock. I happily drink a load of cum straight from the source. I actually feel my pussy twitch in a tiny orgasm as sticky semen slides down my throat.
It's not that late. Yet, we're completely exhausted. I lay my head on Steven's chest as he whispers sweet words in my ear. I feel so safe. I feel so loved. I listen to Steven's heart beat as I close my eyes. Then I slowly drift off to sleep, content for the first time in ages.
~Kayla~
I start to wake up when I feel the covers being pulled off my naked body. The cool air hits my nipples, causing them to instantly harden. I'm currently curled up on my side with my left breast resting on the right one and my head laying on the pillow. My hands are beneath the pillow and my mouth is hanging open slightly.
Soft fingers grab a nice handful of my left butt cheek and give it a squeeze. Then I feel a warm mouth close around my nipple and start sucking softly. I keep my eyes closed as a smirk crosses my lips. Yeah, I know exactly what is going on.
Memories of last night, Tuesday night, rush through my brain. Lexi not wanting to sleep alone, me inviting her into my room, into my bed. I remember riding Lexi, taking the strap-on as deep inside me as I can as my big tits bounce. I remember Lexi fucking me up the ass with the sex toy, her hands on my hips as she drills me mercilessly. In fact, my bum is still kinda sore. I love it!
"Lexi." I moan softly, announcing that I'm awake and aware.
Lexi responds by ramping things up. The redhead nymphomaniac gives my nipple a quick lick before pulling away from my boob. Then she grabs my hips and rolls me onto my back. I happily comply, spreading my legs and allowing Lexi to lower her smaller body on top of mine.
"Hello, there!" I giggle as I open my eyes to look up into Lexi's green eyes.
"Hey, Sexy!" Lexi chirps as a smile appears on her lightly-freckled face, enhancing her beauty.
"Didn't get enough last night?" I ask teasingly as our breasts press together.
"Of your sweet snatch? Never!" Lexi breathes before leaning down to peck my lips.
"Wake up horny this morning?" I suggest as I lean up to exchange another peck with her.
"I wake up horny every morning." Lexi corrects me as she runs her hands along my sides. "And right now? I want pussy for breakfast!"
"Then get down there for your meal." I purr as I lean up to kiss Lexi again.
Lexi growls, low in her throat, a seductive smile spreading across her face as her fingertips slide up my body, caressing my soft skin. My redhead best friend starts trailing soft kisses down my neck as I lean my head back. She is soon down to my breasts, holding them together as she licks and kisses my nipples before burying her face in tit-flesh.
My pussy is dampening, I can feel the desire building inside of me. As Lexi motorboats my big boobies, I place my hands on her shoulders and push slightly, encouraging her to go further down. Lexi responds by looking up from my breasts and licking her lips as our eyes lock.
"Now who's horny?" Lexi asks with a sexy wink.
"Just get between my legs and eat me!" I exclaim as I squirm and push down on Lexi's bare shoulders.
The little redhead giggles and lowers her head to lick my nipple. Then she starts kissing down my flat stomach. She swirls her tongue around my belly button before planting a kiss on my pubic mound. Lexi scoots her body back so she can get her head between my legs.
I toss back my head against the pillow and let out a keening moan when Lexi's tongue makes contact with my labia. The little minx wastes no time, she dives right in, eating me out with enthusiasm as I reach down and bury my hands in her auburn hair.
Lexi places my legs over her shoulders as she licks my cunt. She then shakes her head back and forth rapidly while her tongue flicks my clit. I scream her name as my back arches, causing my large breasts to jiggle and push from my chest. Lexi reaches up and grabs a titty while she uses her other hand to finger me.
This girl is a master. Guy, girl, it doesn't matter, she can make anyone cum. Fast. It's been two minutes, three maybe? Whatever. I'm cumming. Now. I hold Lexi's head as I wrap my legs around her and buck my hips against her face, practically suffocating her with pussy.
"I'm cumming!" I announce in a high-pitch voice. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
After about forty-five seconds, I finally settle down. Lexi then looks up at me, her pretty face glistening with pussy-juice. We smile at each other as Lexi climbs back up my body and presses her lips against mine. I moan into her mouth as I taste myself on Lexi's lips and tongue.
Reaching down, I grab her butt cheeks and squeeze as Lexi and I start tribbing. This feels so damn good, I'm in heaven. Lexi and I make out heavily as her small boobs press against my larger ones. We rub our pussies together until we both cry out in orgasmic bliss.
I cuddle with Lexi for a few minutes, then we both agree we have to get moving. After going through our morning routines, which includes a very nice shower together, Lexi and I put on clean panties and robes. Then the two of us hold hands as we head down to breakfast.
"Good morning!" Lexi chirps as we enter the dining room.
"Morning, Babe." Daddy replies before taking a sip of his drink.
"Hi, Daddy." I smile happily.
"You two spent the night together?" Hazel wonders before popping her food-laden fork into her mouth.
"Yes, we did!" Lexi confirms with a nod as she looks directly at Daddy. "I fucked your daughter up the ass with a strap-on."
"Thank you for that image, Lexi." Daddy sighs.
"Deal with it, old man." I giggle as Lexi and I serve ourselves breakfast.
"Anyway," Hazel begins, "you two are late; did you have a little fun this morning?"
"We did!" Lexi grins as she starts eating.
"What about you guys?" I ask before taking a bite of eggs.
"We didn't want to be late, but I had a craving for cum." Hazel shrugs. "I got on my knees and swallowed, that's it."
"I understand." Lexi nods.
We continue our conversation over breakfast. A bunch of things are discussed, from graduation to Daddy's acquisition of YouInvest. The topic of David comes up, and everyone is very supportive, reminding me they're here for me, and that David can't hurt me anymore. Fuck, I just want him to be locked up like Keith. I soon change the subject, sort of. I mention Kelsey, saying that I'm happy she's back in school.
After we eat and clean up, Daddy kisses all of us goodbye before heading to the home gym to work out. Lexi, Hazel, and I all dress for the school day. It's Wednesday, so I drive in alone; I have therapy after school. Lexi drives Hazel to school.
"Morning, Sluts!" Ashley says when the five of us meet up before school.
"Whore." Lexi inclines her head toward the blonde.
"Isn't it a little early for name calling?" Marcia rolls her eyes.
"Nope!" I giggle.
"It's too early to be conscious." Hazel unhelpfully adds.
"Get used to it, Mom!" Ashley points out.
"Ugh, I don't wanna think about that!" Hazel rubs her forehead, obviously because of stress.
"She's right!" I tease. "Get ready for late night feedings and waking up every two hours!"
"Don't forget sore nipples!" Marcia surprises us by saying.
"Stop!" Hazel screeches as she lifts her hands.
"Sorry, sorry!" Marcia exclaims, biting her lower lip. "I'm sorry, I guess I let out my inner Ashley."
"Bitch." Ashley rolls her eyes.
"So, um, what did we miss yesterday?" I wonder.
"An awkward lunch with Shawn." Marcia sighs.
"He having trouble with the breakup?" Lexi wonders.
"It wasn't a breakup, we were never together!" Marcia insists before wincing. "But, yes."
"There's also a rumor going around about the football team." Ashley comments.
"About them gang-banging Brittney?" Hazel inquires.
"No, that's an old rumor." Ashley shakes her head.
"And that rumor was about me." Lexi sighs.
"Oh yeah..." Hazel says, looking guiltily at Lexi. "Sorry."
"I thought, you know, that really happened to you?" I inquire without thinking.
"Different school, different football team." Lexi grunts, looking uncomfortable.
"Sorry, back to what we were talking about." I say, backtracking. "What's the rumor?"
"Well, somehow everyone knows that David is gonna be back in school today." Ashley begins. "So, apparently everyone on the football team is gonna take shifts looking after Kelsey."
"Really?!" I shout, my eyes wide.
"Yeah, they're gonna make sure she's never alone." Marcia nods.
"What about Stephanie and Kayla?" Lexi wonders.
"Their names didn't come up." Ashley shrugs. "I think it's mainly because everyone knows how David confronted Kelsey, then she ended up in the hospital."
"That makes sense." I nod, various emotions running through me. "Wow, it's so nice of them, I really can't believe it..."
"I can't either." Lexi agrees. "Kinda renews my faith in humanity."
"Me, too." Hazel adds.
I want to keep talking with my Slut-sisters, to find out more about this rumor, but sadly, the first bell rings. A grunt of annoyance escapes my lips before I hug the girls goodbye and make my way to homeroom. I don't pass David or Kelsey before arriving at homeroom and taking a seat.
My first class is uneventful, but on my way to the second one, I see Kelsey heading my way. Two large football players are flanking her, but she still is looking down at her feet as she walks. It seems like she's trying to disappear.
"Hi, Kelsey!" I say as I approach her.
"Kayla." Kelsey mumbles nervously.
"Hi, Kayla!" both players say as they look at me, one in the face, one in the cleavage. They're nice guys, but they're still guys.
"Hello." I reply, waving cutely.
"Listen, um," one player begins, "if you like, we could walk you to class, too. We can find someone. We have a lot of volunteers."
"That's really sweet." I respond. I mean it, too. I'm touched. "But, I think I'll be okay."
"If you're sure..." the second player trails off. "Just know that we're making sure that fucker doesn't go near any woman ever again."
"Thank you." I whisper, tears forming in my eyes. "Anyway, I have to get to class. I-I just wanted to check on you, Kelsey. See how you're doing."
"I'm okay..." Kelsey says to the floor. Then she shivers and raises her head to look at me. "No, I'm not okay."
"I know." I nod. "I'm sorry."
"I feel better knowing people are looking out for me." Kelsey replies.
"It isn't just the football team." I insist. "My friends, Stephanie, Ian, we're all here if you need anything, anything at all."
"Thanks, Kayla." Kelsey nods.
"Talk soon?" I ask.
'Y-yeah." Kelsey mumbles. "Yeah, definitely."
I wave goodbye to Kelsey and the players, then continue on my way. During my next class, I hide my phone behind a stack of books so I can text Daddy and the Sluts. Daddy and Nicole are especially surprised that the football team is stepping up so much for Kelsey. They both tell me how happy they are that there is so much support in the school.
Lunch time arrives, and I still don't run into David. Making my way through the hallways, I arrive at my favorite unused classroom. As always, it's unlocked. Safe school in a good neighborhood with a lot of students, not much security. I lean against the teacher's desk as I wait for the door to open.
"Hey, Baby!" I say excitedly as Ian walks in. I know I look sexy in my jean shorts and tight top.
"Hi, Kayla." Ian smiles as he shuts the door and approaches me.
"Sorry I wasn't here to give you your mid-morning blowjob yesterday." I tell him with a pout.
"It's quite alright." he says as he cups my face and leans in for a kiss.
Placing my hands on Ian's hips, I happily kiss him back. Ian caresses my face as our tongues meet. I run my tongue along his as we both begin to ramp up the passion. Soon, Ian's hand finds my breast, squeezing it from outside my top as I moan.
We both get more aggressive. I reach down and start to massage Ian's bulge. In response, he releases my cheek and slides a hand between my legs. I start panting heavily into his mouth as he rubs my crotch from outside my jean shorts.
"I think I know how to make it up to you." I husk between kisses.
"Oh yeah?" he asks thickly as he slides a hand up my shirt.
"No blowjob yesterday," I pant while kissing him intently. "So, how about some pussy today?"
"Really?" he asks, pulling back to look at me in surprise.
"Really." I state as I place both hands on his chest and lightly shove him backwards.
Ian takes a few steps back and admires my sexy body as I stand in the semi-darkness. I place my hands on my sides and run them down my body as I sway seductively. Then I unbutton my jean shorts and slide them down to my ankles, along with my panties. Ian lets out a small gasp as I spin around to face the desk.
"Like what you see?" I ask as I bend over the desk and toss my raven hair over my shoulder.
"You're so beautiful." he whispers.
"Nah, you're just saying that because you can see my pussy." I giggle. "Oh, and my little bum!"
"No, I mean it." Ian says, in obvious awe of me. I feel his hand on my backside, lightly caressing my ass. "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
"Oh, Ian!" I moan as I feel myself getting wet. "Please! Please, I need you inside me. Please be inside me."
I can hear Ian working is belt. A shiver of anticipation passes through my body as I mentally prepare myself for sex. Ian runs the fingers of both hands along my outer thighs, making me shiver again. He places one hand on my lower back. Seconds later, I feel the head of his cock nudging at my labia, encouraging them to part, to accept him.
Unable to resist his lust any longer, Ian thrusts forward, burying himself inside of my warmth. Looking straight ahead, I bare my teeth and grunt as my hands grip the edges of the desk. Ian places his hands on my ass cheeks as he begins to fuck me nice and hard.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, my little body jerking forward with each thrust.
I lift my breasts off of the desk as I press my body back against Ian, encouraging him to go into me balls-deep each time he slams inside me. A strand of raven hair hangs over my right eye, partially obscuring my vision as I take it from behind.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" I beg wantonly.
Ian releases my bum so he can gather up my dark hair with both hands. Holding my hip with one hand and my hair with the other, Ian proceeds to fuck my pretty little brains out. I can feel my scalp tingling as he holds my head back by the hair. This feels so fucking good. When my orgasm hits, I actually have to bite my lower lip to keep from crying out too loudly.
"Getting close!" Ian grunts as he grabs a handful of my butt cheek.
"Inside me!" I gasp out as I clench the edges of the desk so hard I'm sure my knuckles are turning white. "Cum inside me! Cum for Kayla! Fill me! Fill my tight, little pussy!"
"Ah, fuck!" he groans, slamming himself to the hilt in my cunt.
My pussy is clenching him so tightly, I can actually feel his cock throb as the first rope of semen shoots out and coats my womb. I tense up and cum again as I feel semen shooting into me. I love cum. I love cum so much. Holy shit, holy fuck! I cum a third time as the last few drops dribble out of his cock and into my greedy pussy.
"Mm, I love feeling your sperm swimming around inside me." I coo as Ian pulls out of me. I can feel my pussy clamp shut, trapping his semen in my hole.
"You feel so good." Ian gasps as he lightly caresses my bum.
"Thanks!" I giggle as I stand up and turn around.
"I love you, Kayla." he tells me as he puts his penis away.
"I love you, too!" I respond happily as I peck his lips. Then I crouch to pull up my jean shorts and undies.
Ian and I walk hand in hand to the cafeteria. I get in line to buy my lunch while Ian sits at the table with his bag lunch. When I return to the table, I see everyone is already here; Ashley, Marcia, Hazel, Lexi, Stephanie, Ian, Josh, and Shawn. I sit down with my eight friends and start eating.
"So, how was being on your knees?" Ashley wonders.
"Did you swallow?" Lexi inquires with a fake frown.
"Actually, I bent over." I state in a matter-of-fact voice.
"Oh, how was that?" Hazel asks as she finishes her lunch.
"Good!" I answer. "I have cum in my pussy right now!"
"Kayla!" Marcia exclaims.
"What? We've all said worse at this table." I shrug.
"She's right, we have." Lexi agrees.
"Maybe tomorrow, I'll take your place, Kayla." Stephanie suggests as she makes eyes at Ian.
"Two girls? You're a lucky guy!" Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, how come Josh doesn't get lucky before lunch?" Hazel wonders.
"Because he's too shy!" Ashley explains.
"I-I just don't wanna get caught." Josh mumbles into his meal.
"Can we talk about something else? Please?" Shawn requests with a sigh.
"Sorry, Shawn." Marcia says, unable to look him in the eye.
"Ashley, did you finish your essay for English?" Ian asks, obviously changing the subject.
"I haven't even started it!" Ashley laughs.
"You know it's due Friday, right?" Ian follows up with.
"Yeah, that's two days away! I have tonight and Thursday night. Plus, Friday morning." Ashley smirks.
"You procrastinate worse than Hazel." I roll my eyes.
"Hey!" Hazel exclaims. "I always get everything done on time."
"Barely." Marcia shakes her head.
"Whatever." Hazel says as she crosses her arms over her chest.
We continue teasing each other for the rest of lunch. Yes, we all get good grades, but really, Marcia is the responsible one. Ashley likes to party, Hazel likes to stay up late and is not a morning person. I'm kind of in the middle. Stephanie is also a party girl, well, not anymore. The guys are much more nerdy than we are, but they're cute nerds. All three of them.
Our group of nine all go our separate ways after lunch. I spend my first afternoon class texting the Sluts and trying to get as much homework done as possible. As I head to my next class, I see David for the first time today. He's walking toward me with his head down.



"Rapist piece of shit." I hiss at him as we pass each other.
"Fuck you, Bitch." he responds angrily.
"You got a fucking problem?" a harsh male voice asks from behind me.
David and I both turn and see a male student approaching. I recognize him, he's another football player. I don't even know his name, but he's walking toward us with a look of pure disgust. It's not for me, but for David. He's looking at David with hatred.
"N-no, not at all." David stammers nervously.
"This guy bothering you?" the player asks as he gets between David and I.
"Nothing I can't handle." I reply, giving the guy a small smile.
"Are you sure?" the football player wonders.
"I'm sure, thank you." I insist. "I can handle being called a bitch."
"That all women are to you?" the guy asks as he looms over David. "Bitches? Sluts?"
"N-no!" David shakes his head. "They're all lying! I never hurt anyone!"
"Bullshit!" the football player hisses. He then shocks me by shoving David, hard.
David flies backwards, and into the lockers, causing a loud crashing noise to echo throughout the hallway. The students in the area all freeze and turn to face us. I can feel all their eyes on us, causing my face to redden.
"Kick his ass!" one guy shouts to the football player.
"Rapist!" a girl screeches at David.
"Asshole!" another girl adds.
"Hit him!" a guy encourages the player.
The entire school. People I don't really know. They're all on my side, on our side. My heart feels so full. I can do this. I can deal with David being here, being in the school. He doesn't matter. What matters is the people who care about me. Even the ones whose names I don't know.
More voices keep adding to the noises in the hallway, like rain drops. One voice. Another. And another. More. Soon, it's a downpour. Then, a deluge. Finally, a flood, washing away this filth. In the end, he is nothing. I'm free.
"It's fine." I say loudly, my voice somehow carrying over the others. "He's not worth it."
"Stay away from her." the football player orders as he grabs David by the shirt. "Stay away from every girl at this school."
"O-okay." David nods frantically. "Okay!"
"Good." the player nods in satisfaction.
The football player sneers at David before releasing him and turning to walk away. The crowd slowly disperses, students going in different directions to get to class. Their chatter settles down, growing more distant, more quiet. Soon, it's gone completely. They're gone. It's just David and I left.
"Kayla." David mumbles. "I didn't mean, I never meant..."
"Rot in jail." I respond as I turn to leave this waste of space. Then I look over my shoulder and make my final statement. "I'm free of you. Forever."
My heart is racing throughout the rest of my classes. I don't even try to pay attention or do homework. I spend the entire lesson texting. By the end of the school day, Ian, Daddy, Stephanie, and the Sluts all know about the encounter with David. They're all so proud of me for putting him behind me, once and for all.
The school day ends, and I meet up with my girlfriend and boyfriend. We exchange a cute three-way kiss before Stephanie and Ian get into Stephanie's car and drive away. I don't see Marcia or Ashley, but I do run into Hazel and Kayla since I'm parked beside them. We hug and kiss goodbye, then I drive to therapy.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey smiles when I sit down for my session. "How has this week been?"
"Overall, pretty good." I answer carefully. "A lot happened though."
"Oh yeah, you went to your Senior Prom, didn't you?" Kasey asks.
"Yeah, I did." I nod.
"Do you wanna talk about that, or is there something else?" my therapist wonders.
"There's a few things I wanted to mention, but we can start with Prom." I respond. Despite the issues I want to discuss, a smile spreads across my face."Prom was magical."
"That's so great!" Kasey smiles.
"Yeah..." I whisper as I think back on the amazing night. "Ian and I made love. He was a virgin. I wasn't, but it was just as special for me. And, um, we weren't alone?"
"You weren't?" Kasey frowns.
"No." I shake my head and take a deep breath before explaining. "Stephanie, Ian, and I decided to start a three-way relationship. We had a threesome. Ian screwed us both."
"Stephanie is a fellow rape survivor, right?" Kasey clarifies.
"Yes." I confirm. "That party with David and Keith that I told you about."
"I see." Kasey nods. "Stephanie must be very fragile."
"She is." I say. "Not as fragile as Kelsey, but yeah, she can't let any man besides Ian touch her. Ian is special."
"I'm glad that Stephanie is able to be intimate with a man. A lot of survivors have trouble with that." Kasey states. "I am concerned about a three person relationship. Are you sure this is what you want?"
"I am." I insist. "I love Stephanie, and I love Ian. They love each other and me."
"Just be careful." Kasey warns. "It can be hard to avoid getting jealous."
"I understand." I reply. "I'll be careful."
"That's all I ask." Kasey smiles. "So, what else did you want to talk to me about?"
I tell Kasey everything. I tell her about Kelsey being in the hospital, about visiting her, about the trauma counselor. This brings up me getting closer with Stephanie, and I go into detail how Ian, Stephanie, and I end up as a triple. I explain David getting to stay out on bail, the football team protecting Kelsey, and my own encounter with David. I end with my realization that I'm free of him forever.
Kasey tilts her head back and closes her eyes as she goes over everything that I tell her in her mind. She taps the end of her pen against her notepad as she lets out a breath. Then she straightens her head, opens her eyes, and looks me directly in the eye.
"With all of this," my therapist begins carefully, "with David and Kelsey. With your realization. Plus your involvement with Stephanie, and the change in your relationship with Ian. How do you feel, Kayla?"
I take a deep breath and look inside myself for answers. As Kasey's taught me, I examine my feelings. My eyes are closed and I'm basically meditating as I search myself. Finally, when I'm ready, I open my eyes and look at Kasey.
"Happy." I answer with a content smile. "I feel happy."
"Good. That's very good." Kasey responds with a grin. "Are you still practicing meditation?"
"Not nearly as often as I used to." I admit with a wince. "I just haven't felt the need."
"Okay," Kasey says, "just remember that meditation is a skill. It takes practice. If you only try it when you really need it, it won't be as effective."
"I understand." I reply. "I'll do better."
"There are a couple of other things I wanted to bring up." Kasey tells me, changing the subject. "First, I don't think you need to be on medication, but I can definitely refer you to someone who can prescribe if that's something you want to explore."
"It isn't." I sigh. "Just talking, meditating, it's enough."
"Okay." Kasey smiles. "Second, I just wanted to check in and see if once a week still works for you? We can switch to every other week if you'd prefer?"
"I think I want to stay with every week for now." I say. "I like the routine."
"Great!" Kasey exclaims.
We talk for a little while longer, about school, graduation, and my future plans. The session comes to an end, and I say goodbye to Kasey before leaving the building and getting in my car. I drive home and make my way to the main living room, finding it empty.
A frown crosses my face as I wonder where everyone is. It's almost dinner time, but I guess it's possible that they're fucking. However, I decide to check the game room first. I find Hazel, Lexi, and Daddy using the pool table. No, they aren't fucking on it, they're actually playing pool.
"Hi, Honey." Daddy says. "How was therapy?"
"Good, thanks Daddy." I respond with a smile.
"Do you wanna play?" Lexi inquires. She has her auburn hair up in twin buns at the top of her head. So cute.
"Sure." I shrug while walking over to grab my favorite pool cue.
I end up playing against Hazel while Daddy and Lexi watch. Yeah, I'm much better than Hazel at pool. It makes sense; Daddy loves pool, so we always have a pool table. I remember being ten years old, Daddy teaching me to play. I smile as I sink the eight ball, winning the game. I hand off the pool cue to Lexi as I check my phone. Ian starts a group chat with Stephanie and I.
Ian: Are you girls busy after school tomorrow?
Stephanie: Nope, don't think so. Why?
Kayla: I'm free!
Ian: My mom is still concerned about all this. She wants to have dinner with all three of us.
Stephanie: Gotcha. My mom was shocked when I told her I have a boyfriend AND a girlfriend.
Kayla: She's okay with it, right?
Stephanie: After all I've been through, yeah, definitely.
Ian: What about your dad?
Stephanie: He's like most fathers; doesn't wanna know.
Kayla: My dad is jealous I get access to Stephanie's amazing titties. ;)
Stephanie: Poor guy! No big tits for him!
Kayla: I don't feel bad, he gets plenty of boobies.
Stephanie: Including yours!
Kayla: What can I say? I'm a dirty girl!
Stephanie: You may fuck Daddy, but you are still our dirty girl ;)
Kayla: Mm, I want you both touching me right now!
Ian: As much as I'm enjoying this, are you both definitely coming tomorrow?
Stephanie: I'm cumming! ;)
Kayla: I'll be there!
Ian: Thanks, ladies!
Stephanie: Maybe I can meet you guys in your empty classroom tomorrow? Here's a preview.
I feel a twinge of jealousy as I imagine Stephanie joining us. Meeting in that classroom is my private time with Ian. We don't get much alone time as it is. I am fine with Ian dating both of us, but I want that time with Ian to be just us. No, I can't think like this. No jealousy. It's fine, it's fine. I shake my head as a picture comes in.
Stephanie is laying in bed with her shirt and bra pulled up over her big titties. Bigger than mine. More jealousy, but mainly, I'm feeling my mouth watering as my pussy dampens. I actually rub my thighs together. Fuck, my girlfriend is one hot piece of ass!
Kayla: Wish I could bury my face in those right now!
Ian: I'd like that, too!
Stephanie: So, do I get an invite for tomorrow?
Ian: That's up to Kayla.
Kayla: It's fine with me!
Stephanie: :D
Kayla: Fuck, time for dinner. Gotta run!
Stephanie: I should make something to eat, too. Bye! :*
Ian: My mom is almost finished with dinner. I can't wait to see you both! :*
Placing my phone in my back pocket, I follow Daddy, Lexi, and Hazel out of the game room and through the massive house. The four of us sit down to a nice chicken dinner. As we eat, we make small talk about various topics, including our days.
"So, how was school?" Daddy asks before taking a bite of vegetables.
"It was okay." I answer. "You already know about David."
"I do." Daddy replies. "I'm glad the entire school is coming together against that piece of shit."
"I agree." Lexi nods with a satisfied expression.
"Steven, weren't you and Lexi gonna go to dinner with your friend tonight?" Hazel wonders, changing the subject.
"Oh yeah, I forgot about that!" I exclaim. "Allan and Amanda."
"Their sitter canceled." Daddy explains simply.
"That's too bad." I say with a sigh. "Are you gonna reschedule?"
"Yeah, to next week." Daddy tells me.
"And we're still going on our double-date with Stacey and April on Friday." Lexi reminds us.
"Are you looking forward to it?" I ask.
"Eh." Lexi shrugs. "I just want to get past my fears of losing Steven."
"You're not gonna lose me." Steven insists as he places his hand on Lexi's shoulder. "Ever."
"I hope that's true." Lexi whispers.
"Daddy isn't gonna leave you for Stacey. We can all see how much he loves you, right Hazel? Hazel? Hazel, are you okay?" I ask, my eyes widening as I realize Hazel isn't talking, and she looks incredibly pale.
"Are you okay?!" Daddy exclaims, panic in his voice as he jumps to his feet.
"Hazel, do you need anything?" Lexi wonders.
"I-I'm gonna be sick." Hazel gasps out as she jumps to her feet and runs from the room with a hand over her mouth.
"Hazel!" Daddy shouts as he follows her.
"Uh, should we follow them?" Lexi suggests, her mouth hanging partially open.
"No." I respond firmly. "She's pregnant, it's normal for her to need to throw up."
"O-okay." Lexi says with a slow nod.
Lexi and I fall silent as we go back to eating. Well, sort of. We mostly push our food around our plates with our forks as we wait. Clearly, neither of us are hungry anymore. Fortunately, Hazel and Daddy return about twenty minutes later. Daddy still looks nervous, and Hazel is still pale.
"Are you okay?" I ask Hazel.
"I think so." Hazel nods. "I threw up, and I'm not hungry anymore."
"Don't worry about cleaning up, Kayla and I will take care of it." Lexi offers.
"That's very nice, thanks girls." Daddy responds as he gently rubs Hazel's back.
"Are you okay, Daddy?" I slowly inquire. I know how emotional he can get about these things.
"Yeah, I'm fine." Daddy answers. "I was a little nervous, but it's just morning sickness."
"More like early-evening sickness." Lexi comments.
"It can happen at any time, Lexi." Daddy explains patiently.
"Well, I hope you didn't just stand there while our girl got sick." Lexi says.
"I held it together." Daddy rolls his eyes.
"He did a great job." Hazel smiles softly. "He held my hair back and rubbed my back."
"Good!" Lexi chirps.
"Steven?" Hazel speaks up. "The smell of food is making me feel sick, can we go to the living room?"
"Sure, Hazel." Daddy agrees. With one hand on her back, Daddy guides Hazel from the room.
"We'll meet you there." I call out after them.
"Thanks, Honey." Daddy says over his shoulder before he and Hazel disappear around the corner.
I try and eat for a few more minutes, but I'm still not hungry. Lexi feels the same. She and I decide to save the leftovers for later. We take the remaining food to the kitchen and put it into containers, which then go in the refrigerator.
"Feel any better, Hazel?" Lexi inquires when we get to the main living room and find Daddy and Hazel cuddling on the couch.
"A little." Hazel shrugs before taking a sip of water. The long-haired girl sets the glass down on the table before laying back in Daddy's arms. She then looks toward Lexi. "Mind if I borrow your man for a little while?"
"You are carrying his baby," Lexi taps her chin, pretending to consider it, "I guess it's okay."
"Thanks." Hazel lets out a cute giggle as she wraps an arm around Daddy.
"Join me in the armchair?" I offer, reaching out my hand to Lexi.
Lexi and I cuddle in the armchair as Daddy puts on a movie for all of us to watch. It's something that we all want to watch, and we're glad we're finally getting the chance. I glance over and see Daddy kiss the top of Hazel's head. A small smile crosses my lips as I hold Lexi close.
It isn't very late when the movie ends, but Hazel is feeling really tired. Daddy takes Hazel to her bedroom while Lexi and I go to the kitchen to reheat the leftovers. Yeah, we're hungry now. The redhead and I sit down to enjoy reheated chicken, potatoes, and vegetables.
"Wanna spend the night with me?" I offer Lexi.
"Another time." Lexi shakes her head. "I want some cock tonight."
"Isn't your regular dick staying with Hazel?" I frown.
"Nah, he texted me." she explains. "Hazel insisted on sleeping alone tonight. Her tummy is bothering her."
"Gotcha." I nod.
After we finish eating, Lexi and I clean up. Then we make our way to the bedrooms. I kiss Lexi goodnight, and watch the redhead's tight ass as she enters the master bedroom. With a smirk, I open my door and slip into my bedroom.
I go through my nightly routine before climbing into bed nude. Spreading my legs, I snap a picture of my pussy, which I send to Ian. Only Ian. He calls me barely a minute later. Excellent. I love Stephanie, but I'm happy I can enjoy this private time with Ian.
Ian and I end up having phone sex. I get him to send me a picture of his hard dick, and I imagine it inside me as I finger myself. We aren't in the same room, this is phone sex; as a result, I make sure to moan with extra intensity.
"Stroke that cock for me, Baby!" I coo, knowing Ian loves my dirty talk. "Imagine fucking my tight cunt as my tits bounce! Oh God, you feel so big inside me! So big! I'm gonna cum!"
"I love your body, Kayla." Ian moans into the phone. I can tell he's close. "I wanna cum inside you."
Oh, I want that, too!" I gasp. "Cum inside me! Cum with me! Cum in your little slut!"
Ian and I stop talking. We're both panting heavily. As my pussy clamps down on my fingers, I can tell Ian is cumming. I know him. I know his moans. My vaginal muscles convulse again, another orgasm coursing through me as I imagine the warm, sticky cum shooting out of Ian's cock.
"Fuck, that was good." Ian grunts into the phone.
"Did you make a mess, Babe?" I ask with a giggle.
"Yeah, I came all over my hand." he answers.
"Mm, dirty boy!" I respond. "I wish I was there to eat it!"
"I'd like to watch you swallow." Ian agrees. "Did you cum?"
"Yeah!" I say excitedly. "My fingers are covered in pussy juice."
"Taste yourself." Ian orders firmly.
"Oh, yes, Sir!" I agree as I push my fingers into my mouth. I suck and slurp loudly, making sure Ian can hear me.
"How do you taste?" he wonders.
"I'm yummy!" I tell him.
"Yes, you are." Ian laughs.
"Am I a good girl?" I inquire in a cute voice.
"Yes, you are, Kayla." Ian insists. "A very good girl."
"Thank you." I whisper.
"You're welcome." he replies. "I'll let you go to bed."
"Okay, see you tomorrow, Baby." I answer.
"Goodnight, Kayla." Ian says.
"Goodnight, Ian." I state before hanging up.
I send out a few texts, all of them saying goodnight. I text Stephanie and Ian, Daddy, and the Sluts. Then I plug my phone in and set it on my bedside table. After practicing meditation for a little while, I get under the covers and fall asleep.
My alarm wakes me up Thursday morning. I quickly pee before stepping into panties and putting on a robe. Then I send out my good morning texts as I walk barefoot through the house. When I reach the dining room, I take a seat and serve myself breakfast. A few minutes later, Daddy and Lexi walk in while holding hands.
"Morning, Slut!" Lexi chirps.
"Good morning, Honey." Daddy smiles as he and Lexi sit down and start to serve themselves breakfast.
"Whore. Daddy." I incline my head. "How was your night?"
"Got fucked, can't complain." the redhead shrugs.
"We had a great night." Daddy adds with a smirk.
"Is that so?" I inquire, tilting my head to the side cutely.
"He's just happy because I gave him my ass last night." Lexi giggles. "Oh, and I sucked him off this morning."
"Fun, fun!" I comment.
"Yes, yes it was." Daddy agrees as he starts eating.
The three of us keep eating and talking, sometimes laughing as we tease each other. Finally, Hazel shuffles in. She looks completely exhausted. Her long brown hair is in its usual ponytail, and her hard nipples are denting the fabric of her robe.
"Morning, Hazel." Lexi chirps.
"Too early to be conscious." the tan girl mumbles as she plops down into a chair.
"How are you feeling?" I wonder, ignoring Hazel's statement.
"My stomach is still churning a bit." Hazel answers.
"Do you wanna try and eat?" Daddy asks.
"Just something small." Hazel agrees as she selects a piece of toast to nibble on.
"Oh, I forgot to tell you, I'm going to Ian's after school today." I say, changing the subject.
"Are you gonna take your own car today?" Lexi inquires.
"No." I shake my head. "I'll ride in with you and Hazel. Stephanie is gonna take Ian and I to his house. Then she'll drive me home after dinner."



"So, Ian is having dinner with his parents and both his girlfriends?" Daddy clarifies.
"Yes, he is!" I giggle.
"How progressive of his parents!" Lexi says.
"I'm really surprised." Daddy comments. "They were ready to try and keep you and Ian apart, now they're okay with him dating two women?"
"I'm shocked, too." I reply. "Ian did say his mom was having trouble with it, so who knows?"
"Good luck." Lexi gives me a tight smile.
"Let us know how it goes." Daddy adds.
"Yeah, good luck, Kayla." Hazel mumbles before yawning loudly.
"I'll give you all the details when I get home." I promise.
After breakfast, Daddy kisses his girls goodbye before heading for his morning workout. Lexi, Hazel, and I go through our morning routine, getting ready for the day. I put on a pair of jeans and a cute top. Then the three of us hop into Lexi's car, and Lexi takes us to school.
I have a very normal morning. Early chat with the Sluts, homeroom, then my morning classes. Brittney invites me to a party, but I turn her down. I wave to Dan when I pass him in the halls, and I glare at David when I see him.
Kelsey is still being walked to all her classes by at least two football players. They are taking their duties seriously. I'm so happy about it. Kelsey and I chat for a few minutes, she is still really shaky. I wish for a way to help her. Sadly, I don't have one.
"How are you feeling?" I ask as the football players take a few steps back to give us some privacy.
"O-okay, I guess." Kelsey stammers. "I talk to Nancy a lot."
"Nancy is the trauma counselor, right?" I wonder quietly.
"Yeah, you saw her that day, at the hospital." the Spanish girl answers.
"Do you like her?" I follow up with.
"Yeah, she's really nice." Kelsey tells me. "She's been through so much herself, she's such a strong woman."
"I'm glad you have someone to talk to." I say. "Just please remember, Stephanie and I are here for you, too. So are my other friends; Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, Ian. You can come to us at any time."
"T-thank you." Kelsey whispers softly.
I want to hug her goodbye, but I can tell she's not up to it. Instead, I press my lips together and give her a nod. Heading in opposite directions, we go to our respective classes. Then, it is time for lunch. I go to the usual empty classroom and find it occupied.
Stephanie. A small breath escapes my lips, and I feel slightly uncomfortable with this. This is mine and Ian's spot. I actually wince as I remember that this isn't entirely true. I remember bringing Dan here, bending over for Dan, sucking Dan off. No, that's the past. In the present, I can be uncomfortable with this. I have to get over it though, we're a triple.
"You okay, Kayla?" Stephanie wonders with a frown.
I shake my head to clear it as I admire Stephanie. The raven-haired beauty is leaning against the teacher's desk. Her pert, little ass is resting against the desk, and her legs are concealed by tight blue jeans. She's wearing a low-cut top that shows off her bountiful cleavage.
"Yeah," I lie, "yeah, I'm good."
"Great!" Stephanie smiles. "You look nice."
"Mm, so do you, Babe." I reply as I sashay over to Stephanie and slide my hands along her hips.
"Let's get this party started." Stephanie purrs as she leans toward me, her lips puckering.
Her soft hand cups my face as Stephanie presses her lips against mine. I use my grip on her hips to pull her close as we start making out. I can feel her massive breasts pressing into my large ones as our tongues wrestle. Stephanie grabs a handful of my ass as I moan into her mouth.
"Am I interrupting something?" Ian's voice calls out.
Stephanie and I break apart, our arms still wrapped around each other as we look over at Ian. He shuts the classroom door, leaving us in semi-darkness. Ian is wearing his usual kind of outfit, jeans and a t-shirt. This shirt has a cute pocket on the left breast.
"Not at all, Baby!" I say with a winning smile.
"Come here and join us." Stephanie offers.
Ian walks over to us and places a hand on each of our shoulders. We are all smiling at each other as Stephanie and I each run a hand down Ian's chest. My tongue snakes out of my mouth and I lick my lips sensually as Stephanie leans forward slightly to give Ian a great view of her cleavage.
"How do you want us, Ian?" I ask, giving him a sexy pout.
"I-I want you on your knees." Ian answers, weakly at first, but he finds his confidence.
"Oh, dirty boy!" Stephanie husks as she drops to her knees and starts caressing his thigh.
"You want two sluts on their knees? You got it!" I announce as I also get on my knees.
I smirk as I think that Ian is one lucky guy. Two raven-haired goddesses with large breasts. Stephanie is taller, she has longer hair, bigger tits, but I know I'm just as sexy. I caress Ian's other thigh and look up at him with my green eyes as I moan in longing.
"What do you think, Kayla?" Stephanie asks. "Tits out, mouths open?"
"Works for me!" I exclaim, my eyes never leaving Ian's. "Get your cock out, stud!"
Stephanie and I watch as Ian drops his pants and boxers down to his ankles, freeing his half-hard cock. In response, Stephanie and I each reach for our shirts. As one, my girlfriend and I lift our shirts and bras, allowing our impressive mammary glands to fall free. Our nipples are instantly hardening in the cool air. Time to start sucking!
I lunge forward, gobbling up his cock with my soft lips. For about thirty seconds, I bob my head rapidly, sucking Ian with enthusiasm as Stephanie massages his balls. Then I pull off my boyfriend and pass his erection over to Stephanie.
She starts sucking as I lean my head forward to lick his nuts. Soon, I feel a strong hand on my breast, caressing me, rolling my nipple. I glance over and can see that Ian is groping both of us. Mm, lucky boy! I let out a soft moan before pulling away from his sack and taking my turn with the cock.
We pass Ian's cock back and forth, taking turns sucking. Like good girls. At one point, Stephanie is bobbing her head on the top half of Ian's erection while I lick the lower half of the beautiful member. He's close. We can both tell he's close.
"O-oh God," Ian gasps, "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Stephanie nods rapidly, her eyes flicking up to meet Ian's as her cheeks cave in. She's sucking hard.
Ian releases our titties so that he can grab Stephanie's head in both hands. He holds her head tightly so that he can buck his hips and bury his entire length down her throat. Stephanie's eyes widen as she lets out a choked gurgling noise. Ian's legs shake as he empties his load in his girlfriend's willing mouth.
With a slurp, Stephanie pulls off of Ian's softening prick. She gapes her mouth, showing him the cum. He looks on with wide eyes as Stephanie turns her head to face me. She and I lean in at the same time, our lips meeting in a cum-filled kiss.
Stephanie snowballs most of Ian's load onto my tongue. I swirl it around my mouth for a little while as we kiss, then I give it back. Stephanie swallows some of it before using her tongue to deposit the remainder of Ian's semen between my lips.
A fun idea occurs to me. I break my kiss with Stephanie and give her a playful smirk. Then I reach up and press her big tits together. Leaning my head over her rack, I spit out the cum, allowing it to dribble out of my mouth and splatter all over Stephanie's breasts.
"Holy shit!" Ian groans as he stays hovering over us, his eyes wide.
"Hot, but I can't have cum on my tits all day!" Stephanie giggles.
"Allow me!" I offer as I hold her boobs together.
Leaning in, I take one long lick of Stephanie's left breast, scooping up some of the cum. I swallow. Then I keep licking and sucking her large tits, cleaning the amazing boobies with my tongue. Stephanie moans when I playfully lick her nipple. Turning to look up at Ian, I give one last swallow.
Sadly, it's time to clean up. Stephanie uses some tissues from her purse to clean up her breasts as Ian puts his cock away. I pull my bra and shirt down, once more concealing my boobies. Once we're all dressed, we make our way to the cafeteria. We're very late to lunch.
Lunch is awkward. Most of our friends want to tease us, especially Ashley and Lexi. However, Marcia still has concerns about Shawn. He definitely doesn't wanna hear about sex. Fortunately, we are able to change the subject and talk about classwork. Finals are coming up. Gross.
Afternoon classes go by slowly, and my anxiety about dinner tonight just keeps increasing. I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method during my last class. It helps, kinda. I also spend time thinking about my jealousy. I am happy to be with Stephanie and Ian, I am! I just like having my private time with Ian. Is that wrong?
The school day ends. I say my goodbyes to the Sluts before heading out to the parking lot. Ian and I get into Stephanie's car, and she drives us over to Ian's. Ian sits in back, and I keep looking back at him in the mirror. He's so cute. I love him.
"Kayla, hi!" Susan exclaims when the three of us walk in the door. "And Stephanie!"
"Hi, Susan!" I smile and give her a cute wave.
"Hello." Stephanie replies nervously.
"Hi, Mom." Ian says.
We make small-talk for a few minutes and find out that Ian Sr. is still at work. Susan insists that Stephanie calls the older woman by her first name. I can tell Stephanie is as nervous as I am. I think Susan picks up on our anxiety as well.
"Dinner won't be for a few hours." Susan explains at one point. "Why don't you guys do some homework in Ian's room?"
"That's a good idea." I answer with a polite smile.
"Thank you, Susan." Stephanie adds.
"Okay, Mom." Ian nods as he leads us toward his bedroom.
"Ian?" Susan calls out, causing Ian to look over his shoulder at his mother, who speaks firmly. "With the door open."
"Yes, Mom." he agrees.
Stephanie's face is bright red as we enter Ian's bedroom. He leaves the door wide open, following his mother's instructions. Ian and I sit on his bed with our books, while Stephanie sits at Ian's desk. The three of us start our homework as we chat.
"So, guess we're not having a threesome in here?" Stephanie giggles, trying to make light of the situation.
"Sadly, no." Ian smirks.
"You're so much more confident now, I love it!" I comment. "The old Ian would have blushed and mumbled at that suggestion."
"Well, I do have two girlfriends." Ian says happily.
"You're a player now!" Stephanie teases.
"Thanks." he chuckles.
"So, are your parents going to try and keep us apart?" I finally have to ask, broaching the subject Stephanie and I are worried about.
"I-I don't think so?" Ian winces. "I mean, they made it clear that I'm not to have sex in the house."
"Yeah, we got that." Stephanie rolls her eyes. "My mom is the same way. Keep my legs closed in her house."
"So, we can only fuck at my place, that's not an issue." I say. "I'm more worried about your parents saying we shouldn't be together."
"I'm pretty sure they won't." Ian assures us. "Dad is definitely on board with us. I think he's living vicariously through me. Mom? She just wants to make sure I'm not taking advantage of either of you."
"Please." I snort. "If anything, we take advantage of you."
"Yeah, we just use you for that great cock of yours." Stephanie winks.
"I'm happy to be used." Ian laughs.
In response, Stephanie places her hand on the back of her chair and leans forward, giving Ian and I a nice eyeful of cleavage. Fuck, this girl has a perfect rack. All three of us start laughing, and I can feel my heart swelling with happiness. I just hope it lasts.
A couple hours later, we hear the door open. Ian Sr. is home. He pops his head in and greets all of us. After pleasantries, he insists Stephanie use his first name, he's as kind as his wife. Ian Sr. tells us he'll let us know when dinner is ready, then he leaves.
Eventually, we're called for dinner. The five of us sit around the table for a nice meal. I always enjoy Susan's cooking. The food is great, the company is amazing, and I'm having an excellent time. Still, I can feel a knot in my stomach as I imagine the after-dinner conversation.
During dinner, we only talk about school; about finals, about graduation, and about our college plans. I'm shocked to find out about Ian's MIT application. He isn't getting in, but the knowledge that his grades are high enough to try is impressive.
"So," Susan begins when we start dessert, "Ian and I wanted to talk to you kids about something."
"Our relationship?" I ask with a wince.
"Well, yes." Susan sighs as she starts cutting the cake.
"W-what about it?" Ian wonders.
"We know it's the twenty-first century," Ian Sr. begins, "and we know you are all adults. We're just saying that a three-person relationship can get complicated."
"We just want to make sure you've thought all this through." Susan follows up with.
"We have." Stephanie speaks up. "Kayla was there for me after my assault. She did so much to help me, she loves me. I love her. And Ian? Ian helped show me I can trust a man. He's trustworthy. He's handsome, he's kind, he's smart. I'm happy being with both of them."
"And I love Stephanie and Kayla." Ian says.
"With all due respect," I begin, "your son is happy. Shouldn't that be enough?"
"We're certainly glad that Ian is happy." Ian Sr. states with a nod. "And you are both lovely young ladies, I agree he's lucky to have you both in his life."
"Aren't you worried about jealousy?" Susan asks. "I don't think I could share my Ian."
"I'm gonna be completely honest." I say with a sigh. "Ian and I meet up before going to lunch every day. Stephanie joined us today. I was a little jealous at losing the private time. I didn't tell them. I should have."
"You were?" Stephanie wonders. "Oh, Kayla! I understand you wanting to be alone with Ian. I would have been fine with sitting out."
"What did you do when you met up?" Susan asks with a frown.
"Uh, we just talk alone." I say. Okay, so I'm not being completely honest. Oh, well.
"Right." Susan says with a sour expression.
"Anyway, the point is that this will only work if we always tell each other everything." I continue. "I will. I promise."
"And I am happy to give them some alone time, when they need it." Stephanie nods before smirking. "As long as I get the same with Ian."
"Just like I'm good with the girls bonding if they want." Ian tells us.
"Well, I'm not sure I approve of a three-person relationship." Susan states. "But, I think you are both very nice girls. I'm reluctant, but I won't get in the way. Kayla, Stephanie, you are both welcome in this house. You're welcome to be in Ian's room, as long as the door remains open."
"Thank you, Susan." I smile.
"Thank you so much!" Stephanie exclaims.
Time to relax and start eating cake! The subject changes, and we're able to relax. The knot in my stomach slowly disappears as I laugh and chat. I can tell that Ian Sr. fully approves of us; he's friendly and open. Susan is a little frosty, but she's slowly coming around to this. I can tell she likes Stephanie and I, she just has concerns.
"Why didn't you tell us you were jealous?" Ian wonders once we're alone in his room again.
"I'm sorry!" I exclaim. "I know I should have, I just tried to tell myself I had no reason to be jealous."
"It's normal to want some alone time with the guy you're dating." Stephanie reasons. "I understand that completely."
"I know you do, thank you." I reply.
"So, tomorrow, I won't meet up with you guys before lunch." Stephanie confirms.
"You don't have to do that..." I trail off weakly.
"It's okay, I'm good with it, really!" Stephanie insists. "Just as long as I can get some alone time with Ian at your place? A girl has needs."
"I think I can make that happen." I confirm.
"So, everything is okay?" Ian wonders.
"It is!" I say with a smile.
"Yes, everything is perfect." Stephanie agrees.
We finish up our homework, then it's sadly time to leave. Stephanie and I put away our books in our backpacks before saying goodbye to Ian and his parents. Susan surprises me by hugging Stephanie and I. Then the two of us girls get in Stephanie's car and she starts driving.
"Are we really okay?" Stephanie asks nervously.
"We are." I confirm with a nod. "Sorry I got a little weird there."
"No, it's fine!" she says. "I wasn't just saying that, I really don't mind. I get it, alone time. Sometimes I want to be alone with you."
"Really?" I inquire.
"Really." Stephanie confirms. "I love that tasty pussy of yours."
"Wanna come in when we get to my house?" I offer.
"Yes," she responds before sighing, "but I shouldn't be out too late. It's a school night."
"Another time then?" I follow up with.
"Definitely!" Stephanie agrees.
The two of us listen to music for the rest of the drive. Then Stephanie parks her car. We make out in the front seat for a couple minutes, our tongues wrestling as we moan. I get out of the car, smirking at the sight of the steamy windows as I leave Stephanie wanting more.
"How was dinner with the boyfriend's parents?" Hazel asks when I find her lounging in the main living room.
"It went well." I answer happily. "Ian's mom isn't sure about us, but she's not going to try and stop the three of us from seeing each other."
"That's great!" Hazel exclaims.
"Where are Daddy and Lexi?" I wonder.
"Bed." the tan girl responds simply. "Lexi actually started sucking him off right in here. I told them to get a room, and they did."
"Are you gonna go to bed?" I follow up with.
"Not yet. I wanna watch a couple more episodes." Hazel tells me.
"Don't stay up too late. You'll be exhausted in the morning. Again." I state.
"Whatever, Mom." Hazel rolls her eyes. "You're starting to sound like Marcia."
"Goodnight, Slut." I smirk as I lean over the couch to peck Hazel's lips.
"Night, night." the long-haired girl replies.
With a yawn, I start walking through the house. I'm so glad I am going with honesty. Now I get my daily alone time with Ian again! I need to find a way to show my gratitude to Stephanie. The only things I can think of right now involve my tongue in her twat.
My hand is on the door knob, about to turn it, when an idea occurs to me. A naughty smile crosses my face as I walk across the hall. I place my ear to the door and can hear a couple of sounds; the squeaking of a bed combining with the moans of a young woman. I open the door and barge inside.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Lexi chants as she bounces up and down in Daddy's lap.
I get an eyeful of my best friend's white ass as she rides Daddy like a cowgirl. Her hands are clawing at his chest as she uses the strength of her legs to take him in and out of her. I can see her auburn hair flailing in the air. Daddy is gripping Lexi's hips, his eyes clearly locked on her bouncing boobies.
"Smack that ass!" I shout out.
"You got it!" Daddy replies as he spanks Lexi.
"Either fuck off or get naked!" Lexi looks over her shoulder to say. "Pick one."
"Have fun, you two." I smirk as I back out of the room and close the door.
Once I'm in my bedroom, I strip down to my birthday suit and climb into bed. I send Ian and Stephanie a nice shot of my titties before deciding to masturbate. I use my vibrator to get myself off, my hips bucking as I cum on the sex toy. Then I practice meditation and go to sleep.
Friday morning. Another wake up alarm, another day. Shutting off my alarm, I lift my arms and stretch as I yawn, causing my titties to jiggle on my chest. Slipping into panties and a robe, I head down to the dining room for breakfast.
Breakfast is normal. Hazel is exhausted, Lexi is a brat. Daddy reminds us that he and Lexi are going to dinner tonight with Stacey and April. Hazel and I insist that we'll be fine on our own. I hope that Lexi and Stacey are able to come to an understanding.



After eating, I go through my morning routine, dressing in a fun skirt and a tight top. As I think about my alone time with Ian today, an idea occurs to me. With a smirk, I throw what I need into my backpack and sling it over my shoulder. It's time for school.
I drive Hazel and Lexi to school, and the three of us meet up with Marcia and Ashley. We chat for a little while, then head to our homerooms. I text all during homeroom and my morning classes. I see Kelsey, I don't see David. Everything is going well. It's a relaxing Friday.
Lunch time! Ian and I throw our arms around each other as soon as the classroom door closes. Our hands are going crazy; me grabbing his arms and butt as he feels my tits. I pull Ian through the room, my tongue in his mouth as we reach the teacher's desk.
"I wanna do something different today." I whisper against his lips.
"Oh yeah?" he wonders as he slips a hand into my top and bra. I moan when his fingers grip my tit. "What's that?"
"I want it up the ass." I husk as I drop my backpack to the floor and bend over to rummage around inside of it.
"S-seriously?" he asks with wide yes.
"Yes!" I hiss as I stand up with some lube.
I hand Ian the lube before reaching my hands up my skirt. I pull my panties down to my ankles before bending over the teacher's desk and flipping up my skirt, revealing my tight ass and pink cunt. I toss my raven hair over my shoulder as I smile at Ian.
"Put some lube on your finger and stick it up my butt." I instruct.
"Um, okay." Ian responds as he hurries to follow my orders.
Ian gets some lube on his finger and approaches me. I wiggle my backside to tease him. Then I let out a loud groan as Ian pushes his finger up my ass. He works his finger in and out of me, getting my butt hole ready. This is gonna be fun.
"I know you've never done anal before, so I thought this would be a nice treat!" I giggle.
"It is!" he breathes. "What do I do now?"
"Pull out your cock and lube it up." I answer. "Then grab on and shove it in."
I can hear the sound of Ian's belt when it hits the floor. Looking over my shoulder, I see Ian stroking himself, getting himself fully hard for me. He puts some lube on his dick before getting into position behind me. I let out a breath as I prepare to take it up the ass. Ian's cock head makes contact, and he begins pushing it in.
"Fuck!" I gasp when the head pops inside me.
"You okay?" he wonders nervously as he holds my hips tightly.
"Keep going!" I hiss. "Shove it up my butt!"
Ian is good at following a girl's instructions in the bedroom. He grips my hips tightly as he works his cock deeper and deeper. Soon, his balls are resting against me as he pants heavily, enjoying the feel of my tightest hole gripping him.
"Holy shit, this feels good." Ian gasps.
"Mm, so good!" I agree. "Now, fuck my ass! Make me your butt-slut!"
Ian fucks me up the backdoor. He releases my hips and grabs my ass-cheeks, spreading them open as he fucks my butt. I grip the edges of the desk, my teeth bared as I grunt with each thrust. The lube is doing it's job, and Ian is able to get a very nice rhythm going.
As much as I love it in my bum, I decide I need some more stimulation to cum. With one hand on the desk for balance, I reach between my legs and start rubbing my clit. Within thirty seconds, I'm biting down on my lower lip to keep from screaming as I cum. Fuck, I'm cumming hard.
"I'm close!" Ian gasps. "Where do you want it?"
"In my ass!" I grunt. "Cum in my bum!"
Ian thrusts all the way up my ass as he starts shooting. My ass is so tight, I can feel him swell, I can feel each throb as his balls empty their contents into my butt. With one final shudder, Ian pulls back, his cock exiting my ass.
I grab some tissues out of my bag so that I can clean up my butt. I hand some to Ian for him to wash off his cock. He pulls up his pants as I lift my panties and drop my skirt. Then we both go to the bathroom to wash up. Finally, we make it to lunch.
Lunch is normal, as are my afternoon classes. As I prepare to leave for the day, I notice a large group of people. Then they notice me. There's a mad rush as they all try to get to me first. I can see they all have excited looks on their faces. People start to talk over each other.
"Kayla, did you hear-" is all I can hear the first girl say.
"Oh, my God, Kayla! You won't believe it!" a second girl exclaims.
"You're gonna love this, Kayla!" a guy adds.
"Okay, okay!" I shout over the noise. "One at a time, please! What is going on?!"
"Kayla, you're not going to believe this!" Katie squeals. "A teacher found David this morning. A group of guys beat the shit out of him before homeroom! He's in the hospital!"
"I heard one of the guys told him that they're doing this for Kelsey." another girl adds.
"Isn't it great?!" three people exclaim, almost at once.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 40! I hope you enjoy it. Sorry this took so long, real life got in the way, then I wasn't feeling well for awhile. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
My thumbs tap on the steering wheel as I listen to music while sitting at a red light. I may be a rich guy, but no one can tell by my car. It's a standard four door sedan. Nothing fancy, just something reliable and practical. It gets me from one place to another, this is all I need.
It's Friday, and I'm stuck in traffic as I drive to a local restaurant for lunch. Yeah, Stacey is sad that I'm missing our usual lunch, but she understands. At least, I think she does. After all, she and I are having dinner tonight with our girlfriends.
I sigh as I think about everything going on with Stacey and Lexi. I love both girls, but Lexi is the one I truly want to be with. Stacey is still hurt by this, but at least she is official with April now. For her part, April is still angry at me for hurting Stacey. Lexi? Lexi still has her own hang ups. Hopefully, the four of us can reach an understanding and be friends.
A loud honk jerks me back to reality. Shit, the light's green! I take my foot off the brake and lightly press down on the gas. Looking in the rear view mirror, I see the guy in the car behind me waving his middle finger. I let out a breath as I roll my eyes and shake my head.
Several minutes later, I'm pulling into the parking lot of the locally owned bar and grill. Nothing fancy, but it's a nice place that I eat at occasionally. Good food, great prices, nice atmosphere. Only downside is that it is always crowded.
Once I'm inside, I get a table for two and am shown to it by the hostess. When I sit down, I pull out my phone and text that I am here. The waitress arrives and sets down some bread on the table. Then I order two sodas as I wait, one of them diet. While waiting, I send a few texts; to Nicole, to Lexi, to my daughter. I even send a message to Stacey, telling her I hope she enjoys her own lunch.
"Steven! Hi!" a cute, female voice calls out, drawing my attention away from my phone.
"Hey, Sarah." I reply with a charming smile as I stand up and open my arms for a hug.
"Thanks for meeting me." Sarah says as she hugs me tight.
"It's my pleasure." I respond while squeezing her petite frame against me.
The hug breaks, and I pull out Sarah's chair while gesturing politely for her to sit down. She smiles at me and takes a seat. She's looking lovely today with her light brown hair in a short ponytail, revealing the entirety of her kind face. Sarah is wearing a brown jacket, which is concealing her gun and badge. I'm in one of my usual business suits.
"You look very handsome today." Sarah comments before taking a sip of her diet soda, her eyes never leaving mine as she cutely holds the straw to her lips.
"And you're a vision, as always." I nod as I give her another winning smile.
"Nah, I look like a cop." Sarah tells me.
"You do not look like a cop!" I laugh. "With your baby face, you cold pass for a high school student."
"You're full of shit." Sarah rolls her eyes playfully. "I'm almost thirty!"
"And I'm forty." I snort. "You're flirting with an old man!"
"You call this flirting?" Sarah wonders as I feel her run her foot against my calf.
"You did ask me out." I shrug.
"I did not!" Sarah giggles. "I just asked if you'd meet me for lunch!"
"On a date." I point out.
"I never used that word." Sarah insists.
"Why not?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow. "You said I was handsome."
"You are handsome." Sarah agrees with a sharp nod. "You're also being a brat!"
"Me? No way!" I exclaim in mock offense as I place my hand over my heart. "I'm just a guy on a date with a beautiful, young woman."
Sarah responds by sticking out her tongue at me before taking another sip of her drink. Before I can follow up, the waitress arrives to take our orders. I ask for a cheeseburger and fries, while Sarah requests a chicken salad. The waitress makes her exit and we resume our conversation.
"So, why'd you ask me out?" I inquire, continuing to tease the detective.
"Oh, just let it go!" Sarah laughs. "I didn't ask you out, I just wanted to have lunch with my friend."
"Your friend with benefits." I point out.
"Mm, they're great benefits, too." she licks her upper lip. "Still, this isn't a date."
"I know, I'm just teasing you." I smile.
"I appreciate it." Sarah states, her smile faltering. "I need it."
"Rough week?" I inquire as I cut a piece of bread in half. I butter both pieces before handing one to Sarah.
"You could say that." she answers carefully before taking a bite of bread.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" I offer.
"Maybe." Sarah whispers as she looks down at her bread.
"Sarah," I begin as I reach out and touch her arm reassuringly, "I take the 'friend' part of 'friends with benefits' very seriously. I'm your friend."
"I appreciate that." she replies. "I don't have a lot of friends. The job keeps me so busy."
"Well, thank you for taking the time to meet me for lunch." I smirk.
"You're welcome." Sarah responds.
The table falls silent. We spend a few minutes polishing off our bread and sipping on our drinks. I don't know Sarah very well yet, but I already care a lot about her. I'm happy to give her the time she needs, and I'm here when she's ready to talk.
"I handle a lot of certain types of cases." Sarah eventually says.
"What does that mean?" I frown in confusion.
"I'm the only female detective in the precinct," she explains, "so rape victims, kids, well, I'm the one assigned to talk to them. They usually find it easier to talk to a woman."
"I can understand that." I nod. "I know I'm grateful Kayla and Lexi had you advocating for them."
"It was my pleasure." Sarah gives me a strong smile, despite the tears in her eyes. "Anyway, we got a call from the local elementary school, a kid with bruises."
"I see." I let out a breath, dreading where this is going.
I let Sarah tell her story, tears streaming down her face the entire time. It's heartbreaking, and I almost start crying myself, but I stay strong for Sarah. Her small hand is in mine as she describes the horror. I want to go out and deal with those sorry excuses for parents myself.
"Okay, I have a chicken salad." the waitress announces, causing Sarah to fall silent.
"That's mine." Sarah speaks up, pulling her hand out of mine to wipe away her tears.
"Here you go." the waitress says as she sets the salad down in front of Sarah. "And I have a burger and fries."
"Right here." I state with a smile as I take my plate.
"Can I get you anything else?" the young woman asks.
"I think we're all set, thanks." I reply politely.
"Okay, enjoy!" the waitress exclaims before turning and walking away.
"How can you be in such great shape when you eat crap like that?" Sarah wonders when I take a big bite of my burger.
"I work out every day." I answer with a shrug after swallowing.
"Yeah, so do I, and I eat healthy." she follows up with. "And you're probably still in better shape than I am."
"You're in amazing shape, Sarah." I insist. "And your meal isn't completely healthy. I've heard that diet soda is as bad for, if not worse for you, than regular."
"Okay, fair point." Sarah laughs. "But I only have one once in awhile!"
"And I usually eat very well." I counter. "Sometimes a guy just wants a good burger."
"Fine, fine!" Sarah giggles cutely as she holds up her salad-laden fork. "Thanks for listening, by the way."
"Made me want to go out and find those parents." I admit with a sigh.
"Yeah, the interrogation was tough for me." she lets out a breath before popping her fork into her mouth.
"I can't imagine doing your job." I say with a shake of my head.
"And I can't imagine yours." Sarah replies. "All those boring spreadsheets."
"Those boring spreadsheets result in big numbers in my bank accounts." I retort.
"That's fair." she nods.
Sarah and I keep talking as we eat. She's such a pleasant person to be around, and her mood seems to improve as we chat. Sarah is smiling as she continues to tease me and ask questions about my life. I'm glad I can be a listening ear for my friend, someone she can talk to, someone who can cheer her up just with my presence.
"I've been meaning to ask," I begin at one point, "what happened with David's bail? I thought it would be revoked for sure."
"It was the judge David got." Sarah says darkly. "He's famous for light sentences. David insisted he didn't do anything that day in school and Kelsey wouldn't testify. I'm sorry. I really am. I hate that Kayla has to see that bastard every day."
"I hate it, too." I sigh. "At least there's only a few weeks left until graduation."
"That's true." she nods. "And David can't go to graduation, right?"
"No, he definitely can't." I respond.
We're soon finished eating, and neither of us wants dessert. The waitress brings the bill, and Sarah and I argue about who is paying. Sarah wants to pay for me, I want to pay for her. We compromise and split the bill, leaving a very generous tip.
"You should have let me pay, I invited you!" Sarah giggles as we leave the restaurant, her arm looped through mine.
"And I love treating a beautiful woman to a nice meal." I respond.
"Always so charming." Sarah nudges me with her hip. "And sweet."
"Or maybe I'm just trying to get in your pants." I suggest.
"We both know it's more than that." she whispers as we make it to her car.
Sarah stands in front of me and places a hand on my cheek. With my hands on her hips, I lean in and capture her lips. The detective lets out a happy moan as she passionately kisses me back. I can feel her tongue pushing between my lips and into my mouth.
For several minutes, we continue making out with enthusiasm. I can feel Sarah's gun as I slide my hands around her body to cup her tight ass. Damn, this girl has firm butt cheeks. Sarah's fingers caress my cheek as she rests her other hand on my chest.
"I want you inside me." Sarah husks against my lips.
"I want that, too," I whisper, "but we both have to get back to work."
"Let's get in the back seat." she suggests as she leans up to nibble on my ear. "I'll suck your dick."
"Anyone could see us." I reason as I squeeze her buns.
"I don't care." Sarah replies urgently. "I don't care!"
"Why, Detective McLorn," I say teasingly, "do you have an exhibitionist streak?"
"Maybe." she giggles and shrugs her shoulders. "Or maybe I just love your cock that much."
We continue kissing next to her car. I feel like a horny teenager, not caring who is around, needing Sarah right here, right now. She hits the remote on her car, unlocking it. As she's pulling the back door open, her phone goes off. Sarah breaks the kiss with obvious annoyance.
I look around as Sarah checks her phone. There are people milling about, some going into the restaurant, others leaving it. An older woman rolls her eyes at me as she passes, making me smirk. She doesn't approve. I guess she has a point, making out and groping in public isn't very mature of Sarah and I.
"Fuck, I'm being called in." she hisses.
"Another time?" I suggest with a sigh as I give her bum a playful smack before pulling my hands off of her.
"Yeah," Sarah nods rapidly, "yeah, definitely."
"It's probably for the best." I reason. "You're a cop and I'm a forty year old man, we can't fool around like a couple of eighteen year old high school students in the back seat of a car."
"I guess." she purses her lips. "Still, the risk of getting caught is actually turning me on."
"So, you are an exhibitionist!" I laugh.
"I am not!" Sarah insists, smacking my chest playfully.
"You wanna get caught going down on a guy in broad daylight." I point out. "Sounds like an exhibitionist to me."
"Jerk." she smirks as she crosses her arms over her chest and pouts.
"So, you don't want me to fuck you on a balcony?" I inquire with a frown. "Maybe you're gripping the railing as I drill you from behind. Anyone walking by could look up and see us..."
"Um, well, maybe I'd like that, a little bit." Sarah blushes and looks away.
"I'll look into it." I promise as I place my fingers beneath her chin and turn her head so she's looking at me. I then lean in and peck her lips. "For you."
"Thank you." she whispers as she pecks me back. Then her phone goes off again. "Shit! I really have to go."
"Okay, talk soon?" I ask as I hug her.
"I'll text you." Sarah responds, kissing my cheek as she hugs me back.
I open Sarah's front door and help her into the car. She smiles and comments that I'm such a gentleman. Then I shut the door and she waves as she backs out of the parking space and onto the street. I go to my car and start the drive back to my office.
"How was lunch, Sir?" Stacey asks when I arrive back at the office.
"It was good, thanks!" I answer with a smile as I stop at Stacey's desk. "Yours?"
"Fine." Stacey shrugs. "Lonely."
"Sorry about that." I reply smoothly. "I'll make it up to you with dinner."
"You better." she smirks.
"Yes, Ma'am!" I exclaim.
"Cute." Stacey snorts. "Anyway, I'm guessing you two didn't have time to fuck, but did you at least get your knob polished?"
"Not everything is about sex." I shake my head. "I had lunch with a dear friend. That was it."
"Poor, baby." she pouts teasingly. "Didn't get any!"
"I'll survive." I reply with chuckle.
"Or, you'll jack off to porn in your office." Stacey suggests with another shrug. "One or the other."
"I'm glad we can tease each other again, Stacey." I say as I look down at my assistant, my friend.
"Me, too." Stacey smiles before gesturing toward my office door. "Now go watch some porn. I'll be fine."
"Did you email Ken to make sure everything is on track with the acquisition?" I inquire, bringing the subject over to work.
"Yeah, and when he ignored the email for two days, I followed up with Brenda." my blonde assistant rolls her eyes. "Ken is useless, Brenda really is the only thing holding that company together."
"I'll make sure she's paid what she's worth once she is working for me." I promise.
"You better." Stacey winks. Then she gestures again at my office door. "Go jack off, I got this."
"I'm not gonna play with myself." I insist, shaking my head as I walk toward my office.
"If you say so!" she calls out after me.
I chuckle and enter my office, leaving the door wide open. I do this both to prove a point to Stacey, and to allow employees access to me if they have any issues. A couple of people do come by with questions or concerns, but I'm mostly left alone to work.
I'm not just working, I'm doing more than sending emails and looking at spreadsheets. I'm also texting. I flirt with Nicole, and she even sends me a couple of teasing pictures. I don't text with Sarah, since she's busy with whatever work is calling her in over. However, I also message Lexi and Kayla. At one point, Kayla says something shocking.
Kayla: David's in the hospital!
Steven: Did you bite another penis off? ;P
Kayla: No, jackass. A bunch of guys got together and kicked David's ass this morning.
Steven: Seriously?
Kayla: Yup! I can't believe I just found out! I didn't even notice the absent players.
Steven: Even in your school, gossip can take a few hours to travel.
Kayla: I'm worried about the players. Can you check with Detective McLorn?
Steven: Yes, I'll text her. Are you okay?
Kayla: Thank you, Daddy. And yes, I'm fine. I'm free of David.
Steven: Take care of yourself, baby girl.
Kayla: Of course, Daddy. :*
My daughter isn't the only one texting me. I also have messages from Ashley and Lexi. After assuring both of them that I'm up to speed, I send a message to Detective Sarah McLorn, asking her about the incident. It takes awhile for her to respond, and I get back to work. Finally, my phone goes off.
Steven: Kayla told me David is in the hospital.
Sarah: Yes, I was just informed. I was about to tell you.
Steven: What happened? The girls didn't have much information.
Sarah: You know I could get in trouble for just telling you things?
Steven: It'll be our secret. ;)
Sarah: You're lucky you're hot.
Steven: :D
Sarah: What do you want to know? He got jumped in the morning before school started.
Steven: How bad was it?
Sarah: Pretty bad. He'll be in the hospital for awhile. Broken arm, several broken ribs.
Steven: What's gonna happen to the guys who jumped David?
Sarah: They've already been suspended, and they are now facing assault charges.
Steven: Shit. I was afraid of that.
Sarah: Yup. David may have deserved what he got, but assault is a crime.
Steven: What happens now?
Sarah: Their parents are talking to lawyers. Hopefully, they plead out to avoid felony charges.
Steven: Is that likely?
Sarah: They're all first-time offenders, so it's possible. They're all over eighteen, unfortunately.
Steven: This could destroy their futures.
Sarah: It could, yes.
Steven: What can I do?
Sarah: Steven, I know your instinct is to help, but I'd strongly advise you stay out of it.
Steven: I could pay for better lawyers...
Sarah: Trust me, Steven. I know Kayla will feel some guilt, but those boys made a choice.
Steven: I understand.
Sarah: Please help Kayla and the girls understand, too.
Steven: I will. Thank you, Sarah.
Sarah: You're welcome.
I send out various texts to Lexi, Kayla, and Hazel. I confirm Hazel is feeling okay and I remind Lexi that we have dinner tonight. In addition, I insist to Kayla that everything will be okay, and let her know that I'm gonna leave work early. Finally, I text Stacey, asking her to come to my office.
"You could have just yelled for me, I was ten feet away." Stacey rolls her eyes as she waltzes into my office in her business skirt.
"Sorry." I smirk as I stand up and start packing up my briefcase.
"Are you going somewhere?" she asks with a frown.
"Remember David? My daughter's ex-boyfriend?" I inquire while putting papers into my briefcase.
"Uh, yeah?" Stacey replies in obvious confusion. "He raped Lexi and those other girls."
"He got jumped before school this morning." I explain. "He's in the hospital."
"Great, hope he's suffering." she shrugs.
"Me, too." I nod. "But I'm just worried Kayla is blaming herself. The guys who jumped David are facing assault charges."
"I didn't think of that." Stacey lets out a breath. "So, you're leaving early?"
"Yeah, but don't worry, we're still on for dinner. I just wanna see Kayla first." I tell my assistant.
"Okay, good." she gives me a smile. "Go, be with Kayla. I'll hold down the fort."
'Thanks, Stacey." I say as I walk up to her and hug her.
My beautiful blonde assistant hugs me back before we both leave my office. I shut the door and make my way out of the building. Then I get in my car and drive home. The girls still beat me home. I find Lexi, Kayla, and Hazel waiting for me in the main living room, cuddling on the couch.
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi chirps when she notices me.
"Daddy!" Kayla exclaims. "You're home early!"
"Steven." Hazel nods.
"Hi, girls." I say with a smile. "How are you doing?"
"Had to throw up once after lunch, but I got to the bathroom in time." Hazel answers.
"I'm good." Lexi responds.
"Okay, I guess." Kayla mumbles.
"Think there's room for me on the couch?" I ask, gesturing at the girls.
"We'll make room!" Lexi insists. "C'mon, girls, squish together!"
The girls do make room for me on the couch. I end up with three lovely eighteen year old girls cuddling with me. I'm not able to hold all of them, it just doesn't work, but I make sure we're all snuggling so that no one is left out.



"I talked to Sarah," I begin, "and the guys are talking to lawyers, but they're probably facing assault charges."
"What can we do, Daddy?" Kayla asks in a small, scared voice.
"Nothing, Honey." I sigh. "The guys have lawyers, hopefully they can come to a plea agreement and avoid anything too serious."
"What if they can't?" Kayla whispers as Lexi kisses the raven-haired beauty's temple.
"The guys made a choice, Kayla." I answer. "They may have to face some consequences. I know that you feel responsible, but you're not. You didn't ask them to assault David. Stephanie didn't ask them to assault David, and Kelsey didn't ask them to assault David."
"But David deserved it!" Lexi insists.
"Assault is still illegal." I state firmly. "The guys are adults now, just like David and Keith. They all have to face the consequences of their actions."
"It isn't right that they get punished for beating up that asshole!" Hazel hisses.
"It's fine to think that, but please, please," I beg, "don't do anything crazy. You have your own futures to think about."
"I won't do anything crazy, Daddy." Kayla tells me. "I promise."
"That's my girl." I say with a smile. "Now, how about we watch some television? As a family."
"We are a family, aren't we?" Hazel wonders happily.
"Yes, we are!" Lexi exclaims.
"By the way, Hazel and I are going out after dinner tonight." Kayla says, changing the subject.
"Oh?" I follow up with.
"Yeah, we're going to a movie with the girls." Hazel confirms. "Ian and Josh are coming, too."
"Have fun!" I tell them.
"Steven and I will entertain ourselves when we get back from dinner." Lexi purrs as she runs her finger down my chest.
With a smirk, I reach over and pick up the remote so I can start up one of our streaming services. The four of us decide to watch a horror movie. We all like horror, so it's a great choice, and I get to watch the girls jump cutely at all the scary parts.
When the movie ends, it's time for Lexi and I to get ready. We leave Hazel and Kayla to cuddle on the couch as my girlfriend and I make our way to the master bedroom. I'm already in my suit, but Lexi puts her auburn hair up and slips into a brand new, light blue dress before stepping into a pair of delicate heels.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I breathe as she stands in front of me holding a clutch purse.
"Fuck, you're big." she replies with a cute wink.
I'm overwhelmed with affection for the beautiful redhead as I find myself approaching her. I take Lexi's lightly-freckled face in both hands as I lean in and peck her lips. Then I pull back and gaze into her eyes as a smile spreads across my lips. She truly is gorgeous. I love her freckles, her cute, little nose, and every other detail of her flawless face.
"I love you, Alexis Davis." I whisper, my voice full of passion as I hold her face and admire her.
"And I love you, Steven Thomson." Lexi replies, her hands caressing my wrists as a smile enhances her beauty.
"You have nothing to worry about tonight." I assure her, my thumbs gently running across her light skin. "I'm with you. I want to be with you."
"I believe you." Lexi mumbles. "I'm still scared."
"Stacey is with April now." I remind my girlfriend before leaning in to kiss her again. "Don't be scared, everything is gonna be okay."
"I'll try." she lets out a breath as she nods.
I give Lexi a reassuring smile before taking her hand and leading her from the bedroom. Our bedroom. Hazel and Kayla comment on how good we look before saying goodbye. Then my girlfriend and I leave the mansion and get into my car. I start the engine and pull out onto the street.
It isn't long before I'm entering the lot of a nice, upscale restaurant. I recognize Stacey's car and park a couple of spaces away from it. I'm just in time, too, as the doors open and two gorgeous, young women in nice dresses step out onto the pavement.
Both girls are unbelievably sexy in their little black dresses and matching heels. Stacey is of middling height, her larger breasts creating a delicious-looking cleavage. My blonde assistant has her hair up in an elegant hairdo, and her baby blues are sparkling. I almost sigh when I remember making love to my assistant. I have to admit that I miss the intimacy between us.
Little April shuts the passenger side door and walks around the car to stand beside Stacey. The tiny nerd is as cute as ever in her glasses, her intelligence obvious in her green eyes. Her wavy blonde hair is framing her face, and I love the way her black dress clings to her small breasts. With all the attention I get at home, it's surprising how much April stirs me up. She's so small; I'm torn between a desire to protect her and wanting to fuck the girl's brains out.
"Hi Stacey, hi April." I say with a polite smile.
"Hey, Steven." Stacey replies.
"Steven." April nods, and I can see her eyes running me up and down. "Nice to see you again."
April is still looking at me with distrust, but there's something more now. Our eyes briefly meet, before we both glance away quickly. I can feel something electric passing between us. Something intense. I can feel it lingering in me, shooting through my entire body, even after April's green eyes leave mine.
"Hi, girls." Lexi gives them a small smile.
"All three of you are stunning." I comment smoothly.
"Someone angling for a foursome tonight?" Stacey suggests with a giggle.
"Keep dreaming, Buddy!" April snorts playfully. However, she does look away quickly when I glance her way. Her cheeks are flushed.
"Should we head inside?" Lexi suggests, changing the subject.
"Yeah, we should." I respond, taking Lexi's hand. Then I gesture in front of me toward April and Stacey. "Ladies, after you."
"Such a gentleman!" Stacey exclaims as she and April turn and start walking.
"Yeah, right," April laughs, "he just wants to watch our butts."
"To be fair, have you seen your butts?" I ask, grinning.
"I have!" April exclaims, looking over her shoulder at me as her tiny hand grabs Stacey's bum, making the taller girl gasp. "And this fine piece of ass is all mine!"
"That's okay, I'll take yours." I shrug as I look directly at April.
"Steven!" Lexi exclaims, swatting me on the arm.
I squeeze Lexi's hand reassuringly as April turns and looks away, her face red. The short blonde is clearly blushing deeply, and she's now very interested in looking forward as she and Stacey walk. I do check out the swaying female asses as the four of us walk toward the entrance to the restaurant.
After Stacey and April walk through the door, I glance over at Lexi. The redhead looks nervous, but she is clearly watching the two girls and doesn't notice me staring. Lexi takes a deep breath, pulls her shoulders back, and walks in with me, forcing a smile.
The reservation is under Thomson, which the hostess quickly confirms. She then shows us to our table. All four of us are smiling as the waiter arrives to take our drink orders. I order a mixed drink while the girls order wine. Lexi's smile vanishes when the waiter asks for her ID. The redhead crosses her arms and pouts as she orders something non-alcoholic. April gets carded as well, but she's over twenty-one.
"Guess I look old." Stacey frowns when the waiter walks away.
"You're my old lady!" April giggles as she wraps an arm around Stacey's shoulders.
"Whatever." Stacey grunts.
"Hey, I didn't get carded either." I add.
"Yeah, but you're forty!" Stacey whines. "I'm only twenty-five!"
"At least you get to drink." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Well, back in my day..." I trail off with an exaggerated old man voice, trying to break Lexi out of her funk and make everyone laugh.
All three girls burst out laughing as I sit back with a satisfied smirk, my arms crossed. They start to calm down, then look over at me and resume their laughter. I glance around the table, loving the expressions on the girls' faces and the musical sounds of their mirth.
The waiter returns a couple minutes later with our drinks. Lexi's pout is back as she accepts her non-alcoholic drink. Stacey and April actually stick out their tongues before taking sips of their wine. Lexi makes a face at them. Our group then places our food orders, and the waiter makes his exit.
"So, how do you ladies like living together?" I ask Stacey and April.
"It's amazing!" April gushes while holding onto her wine glass. "Stacey's always been a great roommate."
"Does she snore?" I wonder. "Lexi does sometimes."
"I do not!" Lexi exclaims as she swats my shoulder with the back of her hand.
"Of course you don't, Baby." I say to placate Lexi. I shield my mouth from Lexi's view with my hand and stage whisper to Stacey and April. "She does!"
"Jerk!" Lexi hisses as the other two girls giggle.
"I can't speak for Lexi, but I know I don't snore." Stacey giggles.
"Maybe if you let me in the bed more, I'd know." April replies with a glare at Stacey.
"Hey! You crawl your naked ass into my bed more often than not!" Stacey retorts. "And you agreed to take the couch when we planned this!"
"Sorry for wanting to be held by my girlfriend." April says sarcastically. Then her face softens. "There's nothing like cuddling after rough sex."
"Agreed." I say with a predatory grin.
April and I lock eyes. I almost groan as desire consumes me. The petite nerd bites her lower lip, making her look incredibly sexy. I feel it again. The same spark, the electricity between us. It's not love. I don't love April, I barely know her. Still, I can actually feel myself hardening as I imagine throwing this girl down onto a bed and making her scream for me. From the look she's giving me, April is thinking something similar.
"You like it rough?" Lexi asks April with a raised eyebrow.
"I love it!" April announces. "Don't get me wrong, I love looking into Stacey's eyes, it's great! Still, sometimes a girl just wants to get pounded."
"Strap-on?" Lexi inquires.
"Yeah, we have one." April nods happily, her wavy blonde locks bobbing in the air. "You? Steven into that? It's okay, we don't judge!"
"Steven is not into that." I state firmly, making all three girls laugh.
"My Slut-sisters." Lexi explains. "We have a lot of sex toys for play time."
"Oh yeah, Stacey told me about that." April says as she pushes her glasses up her little nose.
"A strap-on is nice, but there's nothing like real cock." Lexi insists.
"Yeah, you're right about that." April sighs. "Just too bad Stacey doesn't have one."
"Uh, no." Stacey grimaces. "I like my lady parts, thanks."
"We haven't really come to a resolution about that yet." April winces. "About both of us still needing cock."
"You want a guy who won't try and come between you, it's tough." Lexi empathizes. "Plus, you need a guy who can really fuck you senseless. Not easy to find."
"Exactly!" April replies. "I want to be fucked so hard I can't even walk straight after."
"Oh God, yes!" Lexi husks as she gives a small shudder. "Being bent over like a dirty, little slut. Hands on your hips as a big, strong man just takes you! When you're trembling in pleasure and don't think you can take it any more, but he keeps ramming you! You cum and cum and cum! It's just..."
"The best." April sighs, completing Lexi's sentence.
Stacey and I look eyes. Her baby blues are wide with shock, and her mouth is slightly open as she breathes heavily. My blonde assistant is clearly as turned on as I am. I give Stacey a small smile, and she smiles back. We're both thinking about our girlfriends, and each other.
I'm glad Lexi is getting over some of her anxiety. Bonding with April seems to be helping. It makes sense, both girls are little firecrackers. Hopefully, things will go this smoothly when we start talking out our issues. I can dream.
"Small girl like you; I bet guys love tossing you around." Lexi comments.
"Oh, definitely!" April agrees before taking another sip of wine. "And I love being manhandled! What about you? You're not much bigger than I am."
It's true. April isn't even five feet tall, making her shorter than Lexi. Still, Lexi is a small girl as well. Both have small breasts and tight, little bodies. As much as I love a girl with long legs, there's nothing like fucking a petite woman. I'm actually over a foot taller than April, damn some time with her? Yes, please!
"Yeah, I love being moved into position, being taken." Lexi nods. "I mean, I guess I just love having cock rammed into me. Mouth, pussy, ass, wherever!"
"Mm, nothing like a big dick stretching your throat." April moans softly, her eyelids fluttering as she imagines it.
"You can deep throat?" Lexi inquires.
"Yup!" April smiles proudly.
"We watched her deep throat a ten inch dildo on a dare once." Stacey speaks up as she places a hand on April's affectionately. "Not one gag."
"Not bad at all!" Lexi chirps.
"Thank you, thank you." April inclines her head.
Stacey and I lock eyes again as April and Lexi start talking about blowjob techniques. I place my hand on Lexi's thigh, squeezing it lightly to indicate that I'm happy with how things are going. Stacey gives me another smile, and I can tell that she's feeling great about this.
"I bet even you would have trouble getting all of Steven down your throat." Lexi comments at one point.
"Stacey did mention him having a big dick." April responds as she makes eyes at me.
"He's bigger than the football players who did us a few weeks ago." Stacey says while looking at me guiltily.
"He can't be that big!" April insists as she sets her empty wine glass down.
"He's bigger!" Stacey and Lexi exclaim at exactly the same time.
Stacey and Lexi look at each other nervously. They don't say a single word as an awkward silence falls over the table. I lock eyes with April. The short blonde is ignoring the other two girls as she looks directly into my eyes. Her pupils are dilated, her face is flush, and she's breathing heavily. Even as I watch, April's pink tongue snakes out to moisten her lips.
The waiter chooses this moment to reappear with our appetizer. Everyone except Lexi orders another drink. Then we start enjoying the appetizer in silence. No one wants to be the first to speak, and soon the waiter is back with our second round of drinks.
"So, how about those, uh, Sailors. Think we have a chance this year?" I ask stupidly, once the waiter leaves. I sound lame even to my own ears, but this silence is painful.
"You don't watch sports!" Lexi and Stacey exclaim at the same time.
Stacey and Lexi lock eyes. They know me so well. They are both such important people in my life. I just want them to realize they don't have to be enemies. Both women continue looking at each other, seeming to communicate silently. I can't tell if this is going well.
"And the Sailors aren't even a team." April adds, breaking the tension.
Lexi lets out a very unladylike snort before she starts to giggle. Stacey's face breaks into a smile, and she also starts laughing. I pretend to look embarrassed as I take another small piece of food and pop it into my mouth.
"Wasn't your daughter a cheerleader?" April follows up with. "You must have gone to football games!"
"I, well, I never watched the games." I admit, letting out a nervous cough. "I just watched Kayla. And, you know, her teammates."
"Dirty, old man." Lexi teases.
"He really is, isn't he?" Stacey asks rhetorically.
"That's okay, I like dirty!" April giggles.
It takes a little bit of time, but our conversation slowly resumes and the awkwardness starts to fade. We make small talk about the weather, about our jobs, and about Lexi's upcoming graduation. Eventually, the waiter returns with our entrees. The food smells delicious, and the four of us dig in.
"This is so stupid." Lexi eventually comments. "We're like a bad sitcom."
"Or like Hospital Doctors in Love. But with less blood." Stacey observes.
"Oh! You like HDL, too? How much has it sucked since they killed off McSpoogy?" Lexi starts getting excited.
Lexi and Stacey start chatting about the hospital drama, making April and I smirk. I'm happy my girlfriend and assistant have something to bond over, but I hate that show. Even the eye candy gets boring after a few episodes. Still, at least the two women are talking now.
All four of us take our time eating, savoring our meals as Stacey and Lexi chat. It takes them awhile, but eventually they get caught up on which nurse is having the main character's baby, and who is coming back from the dead. Then we address the elephant in the room.
"I'm glad you girls have something to talk about." I comment with a smirk.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps. "You'd know all these details if you stayed awake during the show!"
"Don't worry, we'll make an HDL fan out of him yet!" my assistant giggles.
"So, does this mean you and Lexi are okay?" April asks Stacey nervously.
"I don't know, are we?" Stacey wonders, looking directly at the redhead.
"Are you still in love with Steven?" Lexi inquires after gathering her strength. She has a steely glint in her eyes as she glares at Stacey.
"Yes." Stacey mumbles as she suddenly becomes very interested in her plate. "Sorry, April."
"It's not like I didn't know, Babe." April responds as she reaches out and caresses Stacey's shoulder. "I know you love us both."
"I do." Stacey nods, the tears in her eyes obvious.
"Okay." Lexi lets out a breath before continuing. "Do you still want to steal him from me?"
"No, yes, I don't know!" Stacey exclaims as she tries to relax herself with deep breaths. "It's hard to explain."
"Try." Lexi instructs. "I'm listening."
"Alright, I'll try." Stacey nods. The beautiful blonde takes a few moments to gather herself, then lets out a long breath. "This is going to be long, so please. Please, let me get through everything before you ask me to leave."
"Go ahead." Lexi encourages.
"At first it was just a job." Stacey begins carefully. "A great job, but a job. Steven was a great boss, provided great pay and benefits, and yeah, I thought he was really cute, but that was it."
"Then something changed?" April asks when Stacey falls silent, encouraging her to continue.
"Not overnight or anything." Stacey answers. "Over time, I learned more about his life. Single dad, lost his wife years ago. I could tell there was a sadness about him, but that he was a genuinely good man. The way he gushed about Kayla was so cute."
"Yeah, he can be like that." Lexi agrees with a smile.
"Anyway," Stacey continues, "I never really had the courage to do anything about it. Then something about him changed, he seemed more confident, like some of the sadness was gone. I don't know, it gave me the courage to go for it."
"Something about me changed?" I wonder with a frown.
"Yes." Stacey confirms. "I now know it's because he was falling in love with you, Lexi."
"So, it's my fault that you two started boning." Lexi snorts with her arms crossed. "Great."
"You did give your approval, Lexi." I remind my girlfriend.
"Yeah, yeah, I know." the redhead reluctantly admits.
"Keep going, Stacey." April encourages while holding her girlfriend's hand.
"We just kept getting closer." Stacey replies. "I mean, I could go on and on about how great of a guy he is; how smart, funny, and kind he is. You already know that. The point is that I fell in love. Then I announced it while he was inside me."
"I remember." Lexi nods. "Then what?"
"That made me realize how badly I wanted him all to myself." Stacey sniffles as she leans against April for strength. "I-I wanted him to be my boyfriend, my lover. And yeah, I admit it, I wanted to steal him from you, Lexi."
"And now?" Lexi prods.
"Now?" Stacey asks rhetorically. "Now I realize why he got his confidence back. Why his beautiful, green eyes have life in them again. You. It's you, Lexi. You make him happy. Anyone can see that. And I love Steven. I love him so much! I just want him to be happy. And he is happy. With you. He has his light back because of you. I have to accept that."



All three girls are crying now. Our plates of food are either finished or forgotten. Stacey wraps an arm around April, holding the small nerd close. Tears are streaming down Stacey's cheeks as her lower lip quivers. Lexi and I are holding hands under the table, and I squeeze her hand to show her I'm her for her, to lend her strength.
"I love you, Lexi And you know I love you, Stacey." I eventually say. "I'm glad you have April."
"Y-you can break up with me, Stacey." April mumbles. "If I'm not the one you want..."
"I do want you, April!" Stacey insists as she turns to face the shorter girl. "I love you! You've been my best friend since college, and I'm so happy we're roommates again! I love being your girlfriend."
"I love you, Stacey!" April whimpers.
"I love you, too." Stacey replies.
"I'm glad you two have each other." Lexi smiles softly through her tears. "What do we do now?"
"I accept that you're with Steven." Stacey answers, turning back to face Lexi. "And I'm not. I just hope that, in time, you can trust me. I won't try and steal him from you. I'd never take that light from his eyes"
"I want to believe you," Lexi replies, "but it's hard."
"I know." Stacey nods as the tears keep flowing. "I love him so much, and I miss the closeness we used to have. I want that back. I, I know I have to work to earn back your trust, and I'll do whatever it takes. I feel so safe in his arms, and yeah, I want to have sex with him again. I'm with April, and I'm happy with April. I just need Steven in my life."
"And I just want Stacey to be happy." April adds. "I can accept her having sex with Steven. Yeah, I'm afraid she'll leave me, but I want her to be happy, I need her to be happy."
"E-excuse me." Stacey says as she suddenly stands and smooths her dress. "I need to go to the ladies' room."
Stacey bolts for the restroom. April rapidly stands up and follows without saying a word. I turn to Lexi and open my mouth to speak, but the waiter chooses this moment to appear. He asks if we want dessert as he clears his plate. We tell him we do want to order something, but ask him to come back when the rest of our party is here.
"You okay?" I ask Lexi when the waiter disappears.
"I think so." Lexi nods as she wipes away her tears.
"You're not gonna lose me." I whisper reassuringly.
"Promise?" she inquires in a small, weak voice.
"I promise, my love." I vow, meaning it with all of my heart.
"Fuck, I must look like a mess." Lexi says as she lets out a nervous laugh.
"You are gorgeous. Like always." I tell her as I lean over to kiss her cheek.
"Liar." she hiccups.
"Never." I state firmly.
"I believe you." Lexi whispers. "Thank you, Steven. Thank you for loving a broken girl."
"A formerly broken girl." I correct lightly.
"I'm getting there." she nods. "Thanks to you."
"No, you've put the work in." I say. "Your inner strength got you through this. It can get you through anything."
"I'm sorry, Steven." Lexi sighs, tears once again forming in her green eyes. "I'm not ready to share. Not with her. Not yet. Don't hate me, please?"
"I could never hate you." I assure my girlfriend. "I won't touch Stacey unless you are sure you're okay with it."
"Thank you." Lexi replies before giving me a sly grin. "And don't think I haven't noticed you and April undressing each other with your eyes. That girl is soaked for you!"
"April? No way!" I laugh. "She hates how I hurt Stacey."
"She must be getting over it." Lexi shrugs. "I can tell she wants you to bend her over. Oh, she's off-limits, too. For now."
"For now." I smirk.
"I have to admit, even I'm turned on by April." the redhead tells me.
"You're cheering up already!" I exclaim happily.
"Sex makes me happy." Lexi explains as she sticks her tongue out at me.
"Well, you're gonna get all the sex you can handle tonight." I promise.
"Big words, old man." Lexi winks. "Think you can keep up with me?"
"It's you who needs to worry about keeping up with me, Babe." I reply in a cocky voice.
"I like!" she husks.
A few minutes later, Stacey and April return, their heels clicking as they approach the table. April pulls out Stacey's chair for her, and both girls are soon in their seats. The waiter comes by before we have the chance to talk, and he takes our dessert orders.
"You okay, Stacey?" I ask.
"I'm okay." Stacey nods. "I was just overwhelmed."
"Stacey," Lexi begins, "I'm okay with you and Steven being friends. I'm fine with you sharing and hugging. Just, no sex. Not yet. Please."
"I understand." Stacey replies with a sigh. "I'm just glad to have my friend back."
The conversation drops off for a couple minutes, at least until our desserts arrive. Then we're commenting on how amazing the flavors are. This gets us chatting about easier topics. At one point, music comes up, and we all get into the discussion.
"I mainly listen to pop." Stacey reveals.
"I'm a country fan." I reply before taking a bite of my cheesecake.
"A bunch of old guys singing about how their wife left them? Gross." Lexi teases. "Club music all the way!"
"I love club music!" April exclaims as she wiggles her body and snaps her fingers. "Something you can really move to!"
"Exactly!" Lexi chirps. "Real music!"
"Country isn't like that anymore!" I finally say, rolling my eyes.
"And April, you do like some pop." Stacey comments.
"I guess it's pleasant enough," April begins, "but can you really-"
"Fuck to it?!" Lexi shouts, finishing the sentence for April.
"Right?!" April agrees. "A nice, big cock in you while the music is thumping? Yes, please!"
"Fuck, yes!" Lexi nods rapidly. "I put on music while Steven and I fuck sometimes."
"It's even better if you've been in the club, dancing, sweaty bodies writhing." April adds. "Only after you're dripping pussy juice do you get to the fucking!"
"Mm, let's go dancing!" Lexi suggests.
"What, really?" I ask stupidly.
"Why not?" Stacey shrugs before popping a spoonful of ice cream into her mouth.
"Yeah! We should go!" April claps.
"We aren't exactly dressed in club clothes." I point out.
"Oh, your suit is fine." April insists. "You look delicious in it!"
"And I can dance in this dress just fine." Lexi adds while smirking at April's comment.
"Maybe you and I should change, April." Stacey says with a frown.
"How about this?" I suggest, taking charge. "Lexi and I will follow April and Stacey back to their apartment to change. I'll drive all three of you to the club."
"Oh, that way we can both drink!" April says happily.
"Thank you, Steven." Stacey smiles.
"You're welcome." I incline my head.
The four of us finish our desserts and the waiter brings the check. It takes some arguing, but I manage to pay for the entire meal. Stacey and April do insist on leaving the tip, which I'm forced to agree to. Then we head to our cars and start the drive.
Lexi keeps her hand on my thigh, lightly caressing it the entire drive. She makes the occasional comment about what she's gonna do to me tonight. Glancing over, I see the gorgeous redhead rubbing her thighs together. She's as horny as I am. Good.
There's ample parking, and I pull into a space beside April and Stacey. I walk around to the passenger side and open Lexi's door for her. Stacey does the same for April. The four of us then take the elevator up to the girls' floor.
"Pardon the mess." Stacey says as she and April lead the way into the small apartment.
"Still moving in?" I inquire as I notice the large cardboard boxes in the living room.
"Kinda." April answers with a shrug. "There's only so much room. We're definitely getting a bigger place in a few months."
"Just toughing it out until then?" I follow up with.
"Pretty much." Stacey says as she tosses her purse onto a table.
"Let's go change, Stacey." April suggests as she runs her fingers through her wavy blonde hair. "I wanna dance!"
"Fine, but no grab-ass while we change." Stacey admonishes as she takes April's hand and leads her to the bedroom.
"No promises!" April giggles before looking over her shoulder. "Make yourselves at home, we'll be right back."
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps as she and I take a seat on the couch.
"You sure you'll be okay to dance in that dress?" I wonder as I wrap my arm around Lexi's delicate shoulders.
"Oh, don't worry about me." Lexi purrs while reaching over to run her finger down my chest. "I can work it!"
"I'm sure you can." I shake my head and chuckle.
"Try and keep up." Lexi teases.
"I'll be fine." I insist.
Lexi and I keep teasing and flirting as we wait. A few minutes later, Stacey and April reappear in their clubbing best. Both girls have on short dresses, showing off their legs. April is in green, and Stacey is in pink. I don't even try to hide that I'm leering at the beautiful women.
"Look all you want, but you don't get to touch!" April teases as she runs her hands down her sides.
"My loss." I say to April.
"Mine, too." April whispers, her attitude gone for a brief moment.
"Let's go!" Stacey insists, changing the subject.
We head outside and pile into my car. Then I drive us to a local nightclub. When a man in a custom suit walks in with three scorching hot women, neither lines or ID's are necessary. Handsomely tipping the poor bouncer doesn't hurt, either.
Music is thumping as lights flash. Young people are dancing everywhere, and I feel like I'm one of the oldest people here. Hell, maybe I am the oldest. Still, there are jealous glances flashing my way as guys notice how sexy the girls are.
You need to be twenty-one to even get into this club. This works in Lexi's favor, because the bar is too busy to check ID's, they just assume you're twenty-one by being inside. Since I'm driving, I don't order a drink, but I do buy each girl a shot.
After taking the shots, the three women pull me out onto the dance floor. Stacey and April are holding hands as they shake their tight asses. Lexi smirks as she places her fingers under my chin and turns my head so I'm facing her. The gorgeous redhead gives me a smoldering look as she backs up and crooks her finger at me, encouraging me to more further onto the dance floor and to move with her.
"You call this music? There's no words. Barely any notes." I shout and chuckle.
"No, there aren't." Lexi laughs as she starts to dance. "You just move your body to the beat, sexy man! Come on, just feel the music..."
It takes me some practice, but I start to really get into dancing with Lexi. She moves her body so naturally, it's incredibly sexy. I'm especially turned on when Lexi backs her ass up against my crotch and starts grinding. I run my hands along her body, feeling confident as I squeeze her breasts from outside her light blue dress.
"Mm, naughty boy!" Lexi giggles as she spins away from me.
The redhead keeps backing up until she's about ten feet away from me. Then she starts to really move her sexy, young body. People are dancing all around us, but my eyes are only on Lexi as she dances. Her eyes are locked on mine as her tongue snakes out to lick her upper lip.
At one point, a trio of young guys surround Lexi and try to dance with her. Jealousy flares inside of me as one guy places his hands on her hips. I let out a breath, it's just dancing, I can't be jealous. Lexi pulls out of his grasp and spins around, wagging her finger at him. The guy says something I can't hear, but Lexi shakes her head and points at me. The guys roll their eyes and slink away as Lexi returns to me.
"You okay?" I call out as I place my hands on her hips possessively.
"Yes!" Lexi shouts back as she reads my face. "No need to be jealous, I'm all yours!"
"Damn right you're mine!" I husk as I grab her butt in one hand and pull her close.
Lexi's green eyes sparkle as she leans up to peck my lips. Then she wraps her hands around my neck and starts dancing against me. I move with her, my hands exploring Lexi's tight body as the music blares and the lights flash.
Stacey and April approach us, both sweaty and out of breath. They suggest a break, so the four of us make our way back to the bar. I order a water to cool down, and the girls order shots. As soon as the girls down their shots, the bartender offers to treat all three of them to another round, which they happily accept. There is something incredibly sexy about watching the gorgeous women knock back their drinks and smack their lips.
Our night of drinking and dancing continues. The girls are clearly very tipsy. We alternate between relaxing with drinks and moving to the music in the sea of bodies. Sometimes we dance in a group, other times I dance with Lexi while Stacey twirls April around, making her giggle.
"Mind if I cut in?" April asks at one point, as she approaches with Stacey.
"I thought you said I couldn't touch?" I reply with a smirk as Lexi rubs her breasts against me.
"Who said you get me?" April sticks out her tongue as she guides Stacey over to me by the hand.
"April has been checking out Lexi." Stacey tells me with a drunken giggle.
"Mm, looking for a good time, Cutie?" Lexi asks April as she breaks away from me and faces the short blonde.
"Think you can handle me?" April challenges, her hands on her hips.
"I can think of all sorts of things I'd like to handle." Lexi husks, slurring her words as she admires the cute nerd.
"Then come handle me!" April coos, backing up as she reaches out her arms and makes a beckoning gesture.
Lexi doesn't even glance at me as she lets out a low growl and takes off after April. The two girls have such similar personalities, it isn't surprising that there's so much chemistry. I actually feel myself getting hard as the two firecrackers start dirty dancing. In fact, it's less like dancing and more like fucking with clothes on.
"Just gonna stand there staring like a creep?" Stacey shouts as she grabs my hands. "Come on, dance with me!"
Stacey has a huge grin on her face as she and I start to move. I'm sober, so I am still thinking about Lexi's issues with Stacey. As a result, I do my best to keep my distance. Still, her large breasts do brush up against me occasionally. I have to admit that it's a challenge to keep my hands to myself, especially with how provocatively Stacey is dancing.
I glance over at Lexi and notice that she isn't paying attention to Stacey and I at all. April is currently grinding her ass against the redhead's crotch as Lexi keeps her arms around April. Lexi leans forward and whispers something into April's ear, making her giggle.
Turning back to Stacey, I hold her waist as we rapidly move to the music. Seeing my eyes are back on her, the beautiful blonde takes a few steps back and runs her hands up her body as her hair flails about her head. The sexual energy between all four of us is growing by the second.
Stacey and I are currently several feet apart, however from the way we're looking at each other, it's obvious that we're together. The early-twenties guy with the flashy clothes clearly doesn't care as he appears out of the crowd with an arrogant look on his face. Stacey lets out an affronted squeak when he slides up behind her, grabs her around the waist, and pulls her toward him. I rush forward just in time to hear the guy speak.
"Hey, Sexy." he says, practically shouting into her ear to be heard over the music. "How about you drop off pops at he nursing home? I can get it up without a pill."
"Yeah, right." Stacey snorts as she struggles to free herself from his grip. "Let me go!"
"C'mon, Baby," the guy sneers, clearly grinding his crotch against her butt as I approach, "I can make that body feel better than you've ever dreamed."
"Jealous?" Stacey suggests to him as she finally pulls herself from his grip, steps back, and turns to face the jerk. "That pathetic thing you've been grinding against me is more joke than dream."
"Back off." I shout to make sure he hears me. "Now!"
"Fuck off, old man." the drunken asshole snaps as he takes a step toward Stacey.
"This old man can fuck better than you ever could." Stacey comments, giving the guy a disgusted look.
"Bullshit." the guy snorts as he crosses his arms, standing a couple feet away from my assistant.
"Oh, you have no idea!" Stacey exclaims loudly before she starts explaining, still shouting over the music. "This handsome man, all his sexy muscles? Mm, the things he can do to me with his fingers alone. Then you add in his giant cock?"
"Stacey..."I trail off. I'm so quiet, there's no way she hears me.
"Steven destroys my pussy and leaves me a quivering, sweaty, cum soaked mess. Every. Single. Time." Stacey turns toward me and runs her hands up my body. She starts at my groin, goes up to my chest, and across my jaw. She looks over her shoulder at the guy. "He doesn't even need to be a great kisser, but fuck me, he is! Soaking wet, every time."
Before I can react, Stacey is turning back to face me. She leans up and presses her lips against mine. I react instinctively, passionately. I forget the crowd as I wrap my arms around Stacey and lose myself in the sensations of kissing her. Her warm body against mine, her breasts squishing against my chest, and her lips. God, I miss these lips.
We come back to earth a few moments later, our kiss breaking. Stacey stays in my arms as we both turn to face the asshole. He is currently flushed with anger, his hands balled into fists. I feel like most guys in this situation will just leave, but not this guy. He's clearly pissed, irrationally pissed.
"Fucking bitch!" he snarls as he steps toward Stacey and I, glaring at the beautiful blonde in rage.
I don't know what he's planning. I have no intention of finding out. I step in front of Stacey, shielding her from the asshole. Before I can make a move, I see two blurs shoot by me. April is here, with Lexi right behind her. Little April reaches out and grabs the jerk's balls in a vice-like grip.
"Apologize!" April screeches as her hand twists, making me cringe in sympathy, despite my dislike of this guy.
"Ah! Let me go!" the guy shouts as he grabs April's wrist and hunches over.
"Apologize first!" Lexi snarls.
"No way!" jerk guy hisses as he tries to get April's hand off his family jewels. "She teases me, then makes out with the old guy!"
"How the fuck did I tease you?" Stacey asks with an expression of mixed shock and rage. "You came up and started rubbing against me!"
"You heard the ladies, say you're sorry." I instruct in a loud, firm voice.
There are people watching us now. The music and lights are still going, and yeah, most are dancing. The people nearby? Their eyes are on us. Given how loud the music is, I doubt anyone can hear what we're saying, but there's obviously some conflict. Plus, a tiny blonde is holding a big guy's package as he doubles over in pain.
"Okay, sorry! I'm sorry!" the jerk groans as April keeps twisting.
"That's better." April nods her approval before releasing the guy's package.
The young, arrogant guy looks like he wants to say something. However, he finally backs down when he sees the four of us glaring at him. With a nasty snarl, the jerk spins around and runs off, disappearing into the massive crowd. Soon, the people watching us go back to their dancing.
The girls seem really emotional. I'm tired of yelling, so I gesture toward the exit. I grab Lexi's hand as I lead her through the throngs of people. I can tell that Stacey and April are following us. Soon, we're standing beneath the stars as the muffled sounds of the music travel through the walls of the club.
"Are you okay?!" April screams as she grabs Stacey's face in her small hands.
"I'm fine, he was just some drunk loser." Stacey smiles as she places her hands on April's wrists. "Thank you for coming to my defense."



"I always will." April promises as she leans up to peck Stacey's lips. "And I can see that I'm not alone."
"You're not." I speak up. "I care about Stacey very much."
"I can see that." April nods in satisfaction.
"So, no more attacking each other?" Lexi asks us with a smirk.
"I only attacked him once!" April laughs.
"And Sarah had to restrain you." I remind April.
"Whatever!" April says in her cute voice as she releases Stacey's face.
"Anyway, I'm sorry, Lexi." Stacey sighs, changing the subject as she turns to look at my girlfriend. "I was just trying to shame that guy into leaving. I got carried away. I don't know what it was."
"It was fucking hot is what it was!" April chimes in, making her opinion known.
"Not helping, April!" Stacey scolds the short nerd, sparing her a glance before turning back to Lexi. "I really am sorry, Lexi."
"I get it. Those kind of assholes just escalate." Lexi sighs before a naughty smile spreads across her lightly-freckled face. "And it was fucking hot!"
"Let's get out of here," April suggests, "I'm fucking soaked!"
All three girls are still obviously intoxicated as we walk through the parking lot. When we reach the car, Lexi grabs Stacey and turns her so that both girls are facing each other. April frowns in confusion but doesn't interfere. I worry that there's going to be an argument, that maybe Lexi isn't okay with the kiss after all. I'm completely caught off guard when the hot redhead guides Stacey over to me.
"My man. My rules." Lexi states firmly. "No more than this right now, but kiss him again."
"Wha-" Stacey starts to ask.
"Don't think, just do it." Lexi encourages as she places a hand at Stacey's back and lightly shoves.
I'm not sure this is a good idea, but when Stacey's lips meet mine again, I lose myself completely. Stacey's soft fingers are lightly clutching at my face as our tongues wrestle. I can feel the passion my assistant has for me as she presses her breasts against me and moans into my mouth.
I don't know how long our kiss lasts, all I do know is that I'm out of breath when Stacey pulls away. I can feel my heart racing as we gaze at each other. Then I blink and look over at Lexi. My sexy Lexi's green eyes are half-glazed over in lust. April is standing beside my girlfriend, her adorable face red with arousal as her chest heaves.
"Just as fucking hot out here as it was in there." Lexi husks, before gesturing at April, then Stacey. "Get in the back seat, Bitches! No more Steven tonight."
Lexi is talking to Stacey and April like she does her Slut-sisters. I can't believe it. I'm the only one not drinking, but I feel even more fuzzy than they appear. I really don't understand what is going on tonight, all I know for sure is that I am painfully hard.
"Uh-uh!" April replies as she grabs the back of Lexi's head and plants one on her.
"Mm!" Lexi exclaims in response.
It only takes Lexi a second before she melts into the kiss. The redhead grabs a handful of April's tight ass and pulls the petite blonde toward her. April responds by slipping a hand into Lexi's dress in order to massage Lexi's small breast. Both girls are moaning heavily as they kiss with the passion of two women in pure lust with each other.
"Okay, now we can get in the back seat." April says once she and Lexi are out of breath. "Someone get in with me, or I swear I'm going to start jilling off in there by myself!"
"That offer open to anyone?" I ask with a smirk.
April licks her lips as she sashays up to me. The little firecracker then reaches out and traces the outline of my erection with her fingertips. Her eyes go wide and she lets out a small gasp, making me swell with pride. I can feel the tension between us as April gropes me while fucking me with her eyes.
"Holy shit, I think you'll break me." April moans before swallowing weakly. "What a way to go."
Stacey grabs April and whispers into her ear while dragging the shorter girl toward the car. April looks back at me and nods in response to Stacey's words. Finally, Stacey is able to get the little nerd into the back seat and shut the door.
I open the passenger side door and take Lexi's hand as I help her into the car. Leaning in, I peck Lexi's soft, pink lips. Before I can back away, Lexi grabs my shirt, pulling me in close so she can lean over and nibble on my earlobe.
"You are so getting laid tonight." Lexi breathes into my ear.
"And I'm gonna drown you in cum." I husk back as Lexi pulls away.
"Mm, good," Lexi moans softly, "I love your cum."
A smirk crosses my lips as I close the door, shutting Lexi in the car. Then I walk around the vehicle and get into the driver's seat. Hearing moaning and smacking sounds coming from the back, I turn my head and see April and Stacey making out, their arms wrapped around each other. Releasing a chuckle, I start the car and pull out of the parking lot.
Lexi leans forward to put some music on, and I find myself struggling between looking at the road and peering down her light blue dress. Holy shit, I'm horny. Looking over at me, my sexy girlfriend grins, her eyes sparkling as she realizes what I'm doing.
"Someone turned on?" Lexi asks as she sits back in her seat with a satisfied smirk. The sounds of April and Stacey kissing can be heard over the music.
"You have no idea." I croak, struggling to drive as my erection strains against my pants. I'm even more turned on as the interior of the car fills with the wonderful smell of excited women. My head swims with desire and instinct.
"Aw, poor baby!" Lexi coos as she reaches over and starts running her fingers over my bulge. "What can we do about it?"
"Whip it out and start sucking!" April's cute voice calls out loudly.
"Suck that dick, suck that dick!" Stacey adds, giggling drunkenly.
"You heard the ladies." I smirk, keeping my eyes on the road as Lexi's left hand caresses my hardness.
"I guess you earned some road head." Lexi giggles as she reaches her right hand over so she can use both hands to unbuckle my seat belt and extract my thick shaft.
"Holy fucking shit!" April gasps when my cock comes into view. I glance over and see her blonde head peering between the two front seats to get a look at me.
"Nice, isn't it?" Lexi smirks as she starts giving me a handjob with her left hand.
"More than nice!" April breathes.
"Hey!" Stacey exclaims. "I'm back here with my tits out and you're too busy looking at cock!"
"Sorry, sorry!" April squeaks. A moment later I hear Stacey giggling.
"Fuck, that is a nice cock." Stacey moans, causing me to look in the rear view mirror so I can see the lesbian activity in the back seat.
"Focus!" April mumbles around a mouthful of breast. Stacey's other tit is on full display as it hangs out of her dress. It is going to be a miracle if I don't crash this car.
The sound of a seat belt being undone draws my attention back to the front seat. I try to pay attention to the road, but I can see Lexi getting up on her knees in her seat out of the corner of my eye. Stacey is moaning in the back seat, I can hear April sucking tit, my cock is throbbing. This is quickly getting out of hand. Fuck it. I don't want to risk Lexi getting hurt.
I flip on my turn signal and quickly pull into the parking lot of a large department store. The store is closed for the night and the parking lot is empty. Lexi notices what I'm doing and waits. As soon as I park in the empty lot, the gorgeous redhead brushes her hair over one shoulder, pivots her body, and leans over.
My hand goes to the back of Lexi's head. Grabbing her by the hair, I encourage her to lower her head into my lap. I throw back my head and let out a moan of pleasure when Lexi's lips close around my tip. The beautiful eighteen year old slides her lips down my shaft, enveloping my manhood in the wet warmth of her mouth.
"Oh, fuck yes!" I hiss as Lexi starts sucking.
April and Stacey are moaning in the backseat, proving they are currently too busy to comment on Lexi going down on me. Keeping my right hand on Lexi's head, I use my left to adjust the rear view mirror so that I can see the entirety of the backseat. I enjoy the lesbian action in the back while getting a nice blowjob from my girlfriend.
Stacey is on her back, stretched out in the back of my car as April lays on top of her. Stacey's pink dress is below her breasts, allowing her nipples to harden in the cool air. April is nursing at one breast, and I can see that the short girl has her hand up Stacy's dress.
My mind is a whirl as the interior of the car rapidly fills up with the smell of hot pussy. I stare in the rear view mirror, watching April finger Stacey as noises echo all around me. Stacey and April are both moaning, their bodies pressing together. Lexi is making the sexiest sucking and slurping sounds as she gives me head.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" Lexi hums as she rapidly bobs her head.
I move my left hand to Lexi's head as my right runs along her body. I squeeze one of her boobs before moving my hand down to cup her tight ass. Then I push her head all the way down on me. Lexi claws at my thigh, letting out a choked gurgling sound as my cock stretches her little throat. I can feel drool running from her lips and coating my balls.
"Fuck, that feels so good." I hiss as my fingers twist in Lexi's hair.
Lexi holds the deep throat for several seconds, her throat muscles massaging my length. When she needs to breathe, she pulls off of me and gasps for breath. It's only a few seconds before the experienced girl swallows my erection once more. I use my grip on her hair to guide her motions as her cheeks cave in from the intensity of her sucking.
Something hitting the back of my seat draws my attention back to the other girls. Looking in the rear view mirror, I see April trying to turn her body. She isn't being very graceful, but she does eventually manage to get her face over Stacey's crotch. The short blonde firecracker lifts Stacey's dress, pushes her panties aside, and buries her face in the taller blonde's twat.
"Oh fuck, April!" Stacey gasps as she pulls April's dress up.
Soon, Stacey and April are folded in an awkward sixty-nine. I can tell their legs must be cramped, but they are so focused on getting at each others pussies that they don't care. The scent of feminine arousal is thick in the air, and it isn't just from April and Stacey.
The two blondes are moaning loudly as they add their fingers to the mix while pleasuring each other. Stacey cries out April's name again, her lips clearly staying pressed against April's labia. Both girls cum within thirty seconds of each other, and the sounds of their ecstasy is bringing me to the edge.
"Getting close, Babe." I warn the redhead.
"Cum in my mouth!" Lexi says thickly around my shaft.
"Keep sucking." I instruct as I nod, even though she can't see me with her head in my lap.
Lexi complies, bobbing her head rapidly as her moans increase in intensity. Within seconds, I reach my limit. My butt actually lifts off the seat as I buck my hips. Cum explodes from my cock and immediately starts filling Lexi's hot mouth.
I lean back against the head rest, gasping for breath as Lexi carefully pulls her mouth off of my softening dick. As my mind clears, my eyes come back into focus, and I see Lexi leaning between the two front seats so she can look back. The fiery redhead beckons with a crooked finger until April leans in and kisses her. April's moan becomes a surprised squeak as Lexi's cum-coated tongue presses into the short blonde's mouth.
"That's hot." Stacey giggles from the back seat.
Despite my recent orgasm, I can already feel my arousal building again. Watching the two little firecrackers swap my cum is turning me on so much. April's dress is pushed down, allowing me to see her boobs for the first time. She has the cutest little nipples. Fuck! I need to get everyone home before this car becomes a complete orgy and we get arrested.
"W-we should get going." I stammer as I put my penis away and buckle my seat belt again.
"Lame." April rolls her eyes when I look down at her. Then she smirks at me before putting her breasts away and disappearing in back.
With my eyes locked on the rear view mirror, I can watch as Stacey sits up and puts her big boobs back into her dress. April and Stacey then smooth out their dresses before buckling up. Shaking my head, I put the car back into drive and resume the trip back to Stacey and April's apartment.
"So, did everyone have fun?" Lexi wonders with a giggle.
"I did!" April exclaims. "Steven has yummy sperm!"
"He really does!" Lexi agrees happily.
"Thanks, ladies." I comment with a chuckle.
"And you two cum sluts hogged it all." Stacey says in a sad voice.
"Sorry, Babe!" April replies, and I can soon hear the sounds of the girlfriends kissing.
Lexi spends the rest of the car ride looking over her shoulder so she can watch April and Stacey making out. At one point, I see Lexi reach her hand into the back seat, then hear Stacey squeal. Lexi draws her hand back with a mischievous grin.
"We're here, stop making out." I tell the girls as I put the car in park.
I turn off the engine and the four of us get out of the car. Lexi and I turn down the invitation to come inside, then our group exchanges hugs. With a smirk on her face, April takes a few steps back. Once all eyes are on her, the petite nerd reaches up her dress and slides her panties down her legs before pulling the underwear over her heels.
"Think of me later." April purrs as she walks up to me and tucks her undies into my kerchief pocket.
"Oh, I will." I reply as I grab her ass and pull her in close.
"Mm, good." April whispers, placing her hand on my chest.
"As great as the foreplay is, we need to get home so I can get some cock in me!" Lexi shouts.
"And I need more pussy!" Stacey adds.
"I guess we'll continue this another time." April husks while running her finger along my cheek.
"I guess so." I respond, giving her butt a quick squeeze before releasing the short woman.
"Don't forget about me, big guy!" Stacey laughs as she loops her arm through April's and starts pulling the nerd away from me.
"Never." I smile as Stacey and April turn around and walk toward the apartment building.
"Whores!" Lexi calls out loudly, once again making me think of how she talks to her Slut-sisters.
Stacey and April each raise a middle finger as they keep walking. A minute later, they disappear inside their building. I give Lexi a quick kiss before opening the passenger side door and helping her into the car. Then I hop in the driver's side and take us home.
"Bedroom, now!" Lexi hisses as soon as I park at the mansion.
"Hang on, it looks like Kayla and Hazel are home. We should see them." I point out, as I shut off the car. I also make a mental note to have the car detailed, it's gonna smell like pussy forever.
"Fine, fine." Lexi rolls her eyes.
Lexi and I walk into the mansion holding hands. As soon as the front doors close behind us, the hot redhead pulls me along, practically running as we make our way through the house. We find Kayla and Hazel relaxing in the main living room with a movie on.
"Good evening, Sluts!" Lexi chirps.
"Hey, girls." I smile.
"Welcome back!" Hazel says while muting the television.
"How did it go?" Kayla wonders as she and Hazel stand up before walking over to Lexi and I.
"Very well, I think." I answer happily.
"Yeah, I think we'll be okay." my girlfriend adds.
"That's great!" Hazel exclaims.
"It is." I agree with a nod.
"I'm surprised you aren't getting fucked by Ian right now." Lexi says to Kayla as the horny redhead reaches over and cups my butt.
"Their parents are okay with our relationship, but not with them always spending the night." Kayla sighs.
"Sorry to hear that." I tell my daughter.
"It's okay." Kayla shrugs. "I'll get to see them both again soon."
"Steven," Hazel begins slowly, "is that a pair of panties sticking out of your pocket?"
I glance down at my pocket. Yup, there they are. April's lace panties are sticking out of my kerchief pocket. They're still there. Oops. I look back over at Hazel with a smirk, then I slowly nod my head, indicating that she's correct.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Hazel grins.
"Lexi, you slut!" Kayla calls out with a laugh.
"Not mine." Lexi replies, holding up her hands and shaking her head.
"Who?" Hazel wonders with a frown.
"April." I state simply.
"You dog!" Kayla giggles.
"How was she?" Hazel asks.
"We just, you know, flirted a little." I insist. "So, I really wouldn't know..."
"Yet!" Lexi giggles as she grabs my arm and starts pulling me. "You're gonna split her in two with that monster. And speaking of sex, I want some. Now!"
"Sex does sound nice." Hazel says with a contemplative expression.
"Wanna fuck?" Kayla asks the tan girl.
"Sure." Hazel nods.
"Let's go!" Lexi hisses as she pulls me. " I need cock in me!"
I stumble, half being dragged by Lexi toward the bedroom as I wave at the girls behind me. I hear a gasp, which is immediately followed by a moan, telling me that Kayla and Hazel aren't bothering to leave the living room to have sex. For a brief moment, I consider staying and watching, but I know that I need to do a lot more than watch right now.
Lexi releases my arm as she walks down the hall, and I soon see her kick her heels off, abandoning them in the hallway as she walks barefoot along the floor. Her hands go to the straps of her dress and she begins sensuously sliding the light blue fabric down her body. Soon, Lexi is walking down the hall wearing nothing but a pair of panties.
Despite the earlier blowjob, the current teasing is causing me to reach my breaking point. My lust explodes, and I chase after Lexi. She makes an adorable squeak and starts running down the hallway when she hears me approach.
Before she can make it more than a few steps, I grab the nearly naked girl around the waist and spin her around to face me. Lexi squeals as I press my lips against hers and push her up against the wall. Then I roughly pin her arms above her head with one hand, leaving my other hand free to drop my pants and boxers to my ankles, freeing my erection.
"You're being naughty." I husk as I begin trailing kisses down her neck. Grabbing her panties, I yank them down her legs while keeping her arms pinned.
"Mm, I'm your naughty, little Slut." Lexi coos as she steps out of her underwear and wiggles her nude body.
"You know what naughty little girls get, Lexi?" I growl in her ear as I squat slightly and reach between my legs.
"What?" she moans weakly as she tries to free her hands, tries to turn, tries to touch me.
"Fucked!" I groan as drive myself up and into her soaking heat.
Lexi screeches and strains against my grip as she feels my cock burrowing its way inside her velvet tunnel. I am able to get most of the way inside her, but I just can't fuck her in this position. Reluctantly, I release her arms so that I can grab her upper thighs in both hands. Lexi wraps her arms around my neck as I effortlessly lift her up and pin her against the wall. Then I fuck her pretty, little brains out.
As I continue to press myself into her tight, pinned form, a stray thought has me imagining pinning April like this. To take her. To completely dominate and conquer the sexy, little nerd. Lexi brings me back to the present when she cums, her tits jiggling on her chest as she gasps helplessly.
"Holy shit, you've never, oh God, you've never been quite like this, fuck me, this dominant before, oh shit, oh fuck, oh fuck!" Lexi keeps interrupting her own statements, the sexy redhead can't help but ramble as my thick cock stretches her to the limits.
"Take my cock, take it!" I hiss as I slam myself up her teen twat.



I'm not used to fucking Lexi this way, but I soon get into a nice rhythm. The strength of my thrusts force Lexi's naked ass to press against the wall, and each one makes her grunt. I hold Lexi's small thighs as she hooks her legs around my butt and draws me deeper inside her.
"Fuck, oh fuck yes, we need to double-date more often if... ugh!" Lexi can't even finish her sentence as her body surrenders to me again.
"You like this?" I ask, still wearing my suit jacket and tie as I roughly fuck the little firecracker. "You like it rough?"
"Yes! Oh, God yes!" Lexi moans, tossing her head back as her mouth hangs open and she pants. "Fuck me like a whore! Oh, my God, Steven! Take me! Use me!"
Pussy juice coats my dick as I hold Lexi's small body against the wall and fuck her as hard as I can. Switching my grip to her tight ass, I get the perfect angle to drill her with my entire length. Her arms and legs are wrapped tightly around me, holding me as her little boobs bounce. I lean in and kiss along her neck, making Lexi coo happily.
We haven't been fucking like this for very long, but Lexi has already cum several times. In addition, I can feel my balls clenching when the sexy redhead cums yet again. With a loud grunt, I slam myself inside Lexi and proceed to fill her little cunt with warm cum.
"Ah, fuck!" I groan against Lexi's neck, my body shuddering with each rope of cum shooting out of me.
"Oh God, I can feel your cum!" Lexi gasps as her legs shake. "Fill me with it, yes!"
"Get on your knees!" I order as I pull out of Lexi.
My gorgeous girlfriend immediately complies, dropping to her knees in front of me. I grab the back of her head and roughly shove my cock in her mouth. Lexi leaves her mouth hanging open, making the sexiest gurgling noises as I fuck her face.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" Lexi moans as a strand of drool hangs from her chin and waggles back and forth.
"That's a good girl." I encourage as Lexi chokes on my dick. "Taste your pussy, taste your pussy."
Sadly, my cock is starting to soften, so I pull out of her mouth. However, there's no way I'm done with the little nymphomaniac. I remove my shoes and socks, then take off my pants and boxers. Now, it's time to pounce. Lexi squeals when I reach down and grab her around the waist. Tossing the naked eighteen year old over my shoulder, I take us to the master bedroom, leaving our discarded clothing in the hallway.
"Steven!" Lexi giggles when I grab a handful of her ass.
I toss the little slut on the bed, smirking as she bounces slightly. Lexi spreads her legs and uses two fingers to spread her labia, allowing me to see the white cum inside her little hole. She bites her lower lip, giving me a seductive pout as I undress for her.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I whisper as I admire the naked redhead.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi replies as her eyes flick down to my cock before traveling back up to my face. Then she surprises me by hopping out of bed. "I need to pee and wash the cum out of my cunt."
"I'll be waiting." I husk as I admire Lexi's naked ass sway.
I watch Lexi disappear into the bathroom before climbing into bed naked. I hope I can get nice and hard again soon, I really wanna fuck Lexi until she passes out from pleasure. Stroking my half-hard dick, I wait for Lexi to exit the bathroom and sashay over to the bed.
"Mm, I love watching you stroke that big cock for me." Lexi purrs as she climbs up on the bed, allowing me to watch her breasts dangle from her chest.
"Not so big right now." I reluctantly admit while reaching over to squeeze one of Lexi's hanging tits.
"Even soft, you're still bigger than most guys." Lexi grins happily. "So much bigger."
"You like, Babe?" I ask as she lays beside me and runs her finger down my chest.
"I like!" Lexi breathes, a huge smile spreading across her lightly-freckled face. "I like very much!"
"Get me hard so I can fuck you again." I instruct.
"Yes, Sir!" Lexi chirps.
My girlfriend leans her head over my lap and starts sucking. At the same time, I slip my hand between her legs and start fingering her pussy. Lexi moans thickly around my shaft as her talented mouth brings me back to full hardness. This is just the beginning.
Once I'm fully erect, Lexi hops on and rides me like a cowgirl while I maul her little boobs. She cums hard, begging me to pinch her nipples and slap her tits. I happily oblige. Then I hold her hips as she grinds down on me until she reaches another climax.
Next, we switch to doggystyle, with me holding Lexi's head back by the hair as I spank her butt cheeks. Then missionary. Then reverse cowgirl. Finally, Lexi gets on her knees and reaches back to spread her pert ass cheeks. Turning back to look at me, the gorgeous girl begs me to fuck her up the ass.
I can't possibly refuse, so I lube up and drill Lexi's bum while she screams and begs for more. When I can take it no longer, I warn Lexi that my release is imminent. She orders me to fill her ass with cum, and I honor request, my balls emptying their contents up the teenager's back door.
Lexi and I then head to the master bathroom to clean up. We don't fuck in the shower, but we do soap each other up. I love rubbing soap into her wet breasts. Lexi shoves her tongue in my mouth as her soft hand cleans my cock and balls.
On the way back to the bedroom, I notice Lexi is walking slightly bow-legged. I smirk in satisfaction as the two of us climb into bed naked. Lexi is asleep in my arms thirty seconds later. I run my fingers through Lexi's auburn hair as I think about how lucky I am. Soon, I'm asleep as well.
~Ashley~
"Morning, Ash." Melissa, my baby sister, says when I walk into the kitchen Saturday morning.
"Morning." I yawn, raising my arms above my head as I stretch.
My sister and I look so much alike. We're both tall, stacked blondes with sparkling blue eyes. Melissa and I are both outgoing and very popular. Although, Melissa can be very nerdy, but she's still a popular nerd. In addition, she and I are both wearing cute pajama sets, so yeah, we're definitely sisters.
I start a pot of coffee brewing before puttering around the kitchen to make myself breakfast. The eggs Melissa is having look and smell delicious. Sadly, I can't cook. My parents, Melissa, they all try and teach me. I just end up burning everything. When I look up from my phone, I see smoke is filling the kitchen and the eggs are turning black.
"Again, Ash?" Melissa laughs after swallowing her last bite of eggs.
"Why is this so fucking hard?!" I exclaim as I take the frying pan off the stove.
"That's what she said!" Melissa comments with a giggle.
"Oh, shut up." I roll my eyes. "And get a new joke. That one's older than you are."
"That's what she said!" my sister sticks out her tongue.
"That doesn't even make sense!" I retort as I throw out the ruined eggs.
"That's what..." Melissa can't even get it out before being overcome with giggles.
My irritation passes as I smirk and shake my head. Walking over, I lean in and wrap my arms around Melissa, hugging her tightly from the side. Melissa grips my wrist affectionately as she continues laughing. Then I leave her sitting at the table as I start attempt two at making breakfast while she and I chat.
"Damn it!" I exclaim a few minutes later.
"Oh, Ash!" Melissa sighs as she stands up and walks over to me. "You weren't paying attention again?"
"We were talking!" I reason with a sad pout as I look down at the burnt mess that's supposed to be breakfast.
"Eventually you'll care enough about this to actually give it your all." my baby sister says as she wraps her arms around me from the side and hugs me. "Then you'll master it. You can do anything, Ash."
"Thank you." I reply, taking a deep breath as I push back unexpected tears. She really does think I can do anything. I hope I never disappoint her.
"You've been able to make things before." Melissa reasons.
"Yeah, but most of the time I fuck it up!" I sigh.
"Here, let me make you eggs before you waste them all." Melissa offers.
"Thanks, sis." I smile before kissing her cheek.
I take Melissa's plate to the sink while she cooks me eggs. I remember cooking some in Bermuda, making the occasional breakfast, the occasional sandwich. Yeah, I can sometimes manage, but I usually just burn everything. Oh well, I guess being a housewife isn't in my future!
"All done." Melissa announces as she places a plate down on the table for me.
"It looks delicious!" I compliment when I sit down to eat.
"Enjoy!" she smiles as she prepares a couple more plates.
"You made extra?" I wonder with a frown before taking a bite of eggs. Delicious.
"For Mom and Dad." Melissa explains as she sits down across from me with a glass of juice. "They should be up soon."
"Right." I nod while eating. "What are you up to today?"
"The mall with the squad." Melissa answers.
"Mel, the science club is not a squad." I chuckle. "Own it nerd, you don't have to try and sound cool!"
"We are cool!" she glares at me in mock-anger. "Shut up, egg burner!"
"Whatever." I shake my head. Fuck, I'm gonna miss Melissa whenever I move out.
"What are you doing today?" Melissa asks just as I take a bite.
"Josh." I state simply as I hold my hand over my mouth until I can swallow. "His parents are away for the weekend, so we'll get some alone time at his place."
"His parents are away?" she wonders.
"Yeah, his mom was, or is, involved with a woman." I explain. "So, his parents are staying at a hotel to rekindle the romance."
"Do I have all this complicated relationship shit to look forward to someday?" Melissa inquires with a giggle.
"When you're old enough." I reply before giving Melissa a look. "Like, when you're thirty."
"I'm old enough for a boyfriend!" Melissa insists. "I'm in high school, lots of us date."
"Well, I'm your big sister, and I said you're too young!" I insist. "So, there!"
"I'll be able to drive on my next birthday." she points out.
"Don't remind me." I roll my eyes.
My baby sister just sticks out her tongue in response. I shake my head and take another bite of eggs. Melissa and I keep chatting and teasing each other until our parents finally show up in the kitchen. They thank Melissa for breakfast as the four of us sit down to a nice family meal.
Once we're all finished eating, Mom stands up and says that she and Dad need to go over the bills. Melissa just nods and shrugs. I, however, lock eyes with our mother, who gives me a wink as she takes Dad's hand and pulls him to her feet. Melissa is too young and naive to realize Mom wants some morning dick. Mm, dick sounds nice right about now.
"Ash?" Melissa asks loudly, making me jump.
"Wha-? Sorry!" I exclaim as I look around and realize our parents are gone.
"I asked what you were thinking about." Melissa says. "You seem distracted."
"Uh, nothing." I stammer quickly as I get up and carry my plate to the sink. "Wanna clean up and watch TV?"
"Sure." Melissa responds.
My sister and I do the dishes before heading to the living room and fighting over the remote. I'm the big sister, so I win and get to pick out one of my favorite shows. Really, the television is only background noise; I spend most of my time texting the Sluts while Melissa messages with her friends.
"Oh, Josh is on his way!" I eventually exclaim, hopping to my feet. "I need to get ready."
"Great!" Melissa smiles. "Give me the remote, I hate this show."
"Whatever." I roll my eyes as I drop the remote in Melissa's lap.
I take a very quick shower before slipping on a bra and panties. Then I sit at my vanity and brush my long, blonde hair back as I admire my reflection. Double D's, model-like face, baby blue eyes. Josh is one lucky guy, and today, he's gonna get extra lucky. With a smirk, I put on a pair of tight jeans and a cleavage-baring top. Then I slip on a pair of socks and some cute shoes before slinging my stylish purse over my shoulder.
Josh texts me that he's here, and the doorbell rings a minute later. I announce that I'll get it as I rush to the front door and throw it open, revealing the shy boy. My boyfriend looks so cute in jeans and a loose t-shirt. I love his hair.
"Hi, boyfriend!" I exclaim as I step outside and hug him tight.
"Hey, girlfriend." he replies, and I can hear the smile in his voice as he hugs me back.
"Ready to go?" I ask as I release Josh and turn around to shut the front door.
"Definitely!" Josh grins as we walk toward the car.
"How are your parents doing?" I wonder while Josh opens the passenger door for me.
"Very well." Josh admits before shutting the door. Once he's in the front seat he explains himself. "Um, my parents are both seeing Jennifer now."
"That so?" I giggle as I buckle up. "Your dad getting lucky with two ladies right now?"
"Not at the moment." Josh blushes. "I think he did, but this trip is just for my parents. I don't know what Jennifer is doing this weekend."
"Gotcha." I nod as Josh starts the car. "So, we'll have the house to ourselves?"
"Yes." he confirms. "My sisters won't stop by."
"You have two sisters, right?" I follow up with.
"Yeah." he says. "One in college, one graduated. Neither live at home anymore."
"What's it like being the baby?" I wonder.
"It's okay." Josh shrugs. "My sisters teased me a little, but it wasn't bad at all."
"Well, they definitely taught you how to treat a girl right." I reply with a winning smile. About ten minutes later, I follow up with a question. "So, are you gonna tell me where we're going?"
"The local farm has a petting zoo and a mini golf course." Josh answers.
"Oh, you're taking me miniature golfing?" I smirk. "How romantic!"
"I can't tell if that was sarcasm." he comments with a frown.
"It wasn't!" I insist. "I'm excited, it should be fun. Don't they have a restaurant, too?"
"Yeah, they do." Josh smiles. "They make their own ice cream."
"Do you want me to pay for golf and you can pay for our meal?" I offer.
"That's okay, I've got it." he insists as he pulls into the dirt parking lot.
It's a nice place. I can see the large red building in the distance, as well as the large pens with cows and other animals. There's also a small man-made pond with ducks swimming in it. A field of well-kept green grass leads up to the various small structures that make up the miniature golf course.
"You don't have to do that!" I respond, looking over at Josh. "I can pay for some."
"Really, it's my treat." Josh tells me as he parks the car. "I want to show you a good time."
"If you're sure..." I trail off as I lean over to kiss his cheek. Then I nibble on his earlobe before husking into his ear. "I'll show you a good time later."
"I'm not doing this because I want sex." he smiles. "I want to have a great day with you."
"Well, aren't you a gentleman!" I giggle.
Josh just smiles as he unbuckles his seat belt and gets out of the car. He walks around and opens my door before offering me his hand. Josh and I hold hands as we walk toward the building near the beginning of the miniature golf course. Josh then pays so we can each pick out a club and ball. I take pink, and he picks orange.
He lets me go first, so I place my ball on the ground and swing. Not bad. Not great, but not terrible. I at least get the ball in the right direction, closer to the hole. Josh then takes his turn, and shocks me by sinking a hole in one!
"Uh-oh." I mumble with wide eyes.
"I'm not going to go easy on you just because we're dating." Josh teases.
"I wouldn't want you to!" retort. "When I kick your ass, I want it to be because I'm better than you!"
"Bring it on!" he challenges.
I bring it on! Or at least, I try to. I'm not terrible, but it's obvious that Josh is really good. He keeps beating par, while I'm lucky to make it. Within a few holes, he's way ahead of me and it's obvious that he's going to win this one.
"You've done this before!" I comment about halfway through the game.
"My sisters always used to bring me here on the weekends." Josh admits.
"Did they let you win?" I ask with a cute smile.
"No, never." he laughs. "That's how I got so good; I had to learn to beat them!"
"I like that you are comfortable enough to not just let me win." I tell him.
"I respect you." Josh tells me. "I know you can handle losing."
"Thank you." I whisper as I give him a kiss.
He kisses me back, and we resume our game. After he completely kicks my butt, we return our clubs and hold hands as we explore the grounds. There are families and various other couples all around us. I smile when guys check me out before giving Josh a look of envy. As they stare at me, my whole package making them wish for a shot with me, I squeeze Josh's arm tighter and give him a look that lets everyone know who I'm with.
Josh leads me into the nice, family restaurant and we are shown to a table. We share a delicious meal while sipping on sodas and talking. It's so great. As the waitress sets his plate down, she bends low enough to give him a look down her top, but he never even glances at her. Josh looks at me like I'm the only woman in the world. I love it!
After lunch, we split an ice cream sundae. Josh takes a spoonful and holds it out to me. I giggle and lean forward, opening my mouth. He slips the spoon between my lips and I cutely slurp up the ice cream before swallowing. Josh then takes a bite for himself. His eyes lose focus for a few seconds. He's thinking about something.
"Ashley," he finally sighs, "you kind of hurt me the other night."
"I did?" I ask with a confused frown. I'm trying to figure out what the problem is.
"At the hospital, everyone important to you was there. I..." he sighs again. "I wasn't. Why didn't you call me?"
"Oh!" I exclaim, finally understanding. "Well, I would have, if it were me in the hospital I would have, but it was Hazel."
"Ian was there." Josh points out.
"Yeah, to support Kayla." I reply.
"Exactly!" he says loudly. "I just wish I had been there to support you. I mean, I know we're probably not forever. We're young, things change. But while we're together, I want to be all in. I don't just want halfway, Ashley. You mean too much. Please. Please don't just give me part of you."
"Oh, Josh." I whisper, tears forming in my eyes. "I'm sorry, you're right. I should have called you. I guess I still need to get used to having a boyfriend."
"I understand." he nods. "I've never had a girlfriend before."
"Josh, I," I begin nervously, "I really care about you. I want to share everything with you. I, I want to give you all of my body."
"What do you mean?" Josh wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"Tonight," I say with a sexy grin, "I'm gonna give you my ass."
"Your ass? Really?" he leans forward to whisper. Then he shakes his head like he's trying to clear it. "That's not what I meant. I mean, your body is great. Really fucking great. But you? You're amazing."
My eyes go wide, my mouth slightly open as I ponder his words. Maybe I use my body to express my feelings too much. Am I more than just my sexy body? Is there more to want? Of course there's more. I can use words, I can use actions. This is what Josh wants. I understand now.
"You're amazing, too." I whisper. "I understand. We aren't just having sex, we're together. You support me, you respect me for who I am. I'm surprised you're okay with me having sex with Steven and my Slut-sisters, given how strongly you feel."
"I know you love them," Josh explains, "but even with all the sex, it feels like you love them like family. Not like what we are. A couple. You're not gonna run off with any of them. So it might be screwed up, but that's why I'm okay with it. We probably aren't forever, and your feelings for them are different. It's no different than knowing that you love your parents. Um, you don't, you know, love your parents like that, right?"



"Maybe if Steven was my daddy." I mutter under my breath.
"What?" he asks, leaning forward to try and hear me.
"Nothing!" I say quickly. "Nothing, and no, I don't love my parents like that."
"Okay, good." Josh exhales, looking at me with relief.
"I'm a two cock girl." I giggle. "You and Steven. Oh, and I eat a lot of pussy, too!"
"I just want you." Josh says in a sincere voice that melts my heart.
"You have me." I respond as I look at him from across the table.
"We don't ever need to have that threesome." he tells me. "I'm satisfied."
"Well, maybe I wanna eat pussy while you rail me from behind." I smirk.
"Then, I'm in." Josh laughs.
Before I can respond, the waitress returns and places the check in front of us. She tells us to take our time with the bill and makes her exit. I once again offer to split the cost of our date as I reach for my purse. Josh turns me down and takes out his wallet.
"Thank you for lunch." I say, my arm looped through his as we exit the restaurant.
"My pleasure." Josh replies. "Do you want me to show you around some more?"
"Yes, please!" I smile, showing off my pearly white teeth.
Josh and I walk through the farm, his happiness evident as he shares this place with me. I love all the animals. We sit by the pond and watch the ducks. Then we see pigs and cows. They even have a huge outdoor rabbit enclosure. Bunnies are so damn cute! I love their ears.
I actually let out an excited squeal when we enter the petting zoo. Josh takes out some quarters and buys food for the animals. A wide grin splits my face as a baby goat eats out of my hands. Soon, goats are swarming all around me, trying to get food. I have to stand up and show them my empty hands.
"All gone!" I say in a cute voice as a goat jumps up on a large rock beside me and tries to get at my hands.
"I don't think he believes you." Josh laughs.
"She." I correct him.
"Sorry?" he frowns.
"That's a girl goat, Josh." I roll my eyes and giggle as I point. "Look, you can see the udder."
"Oh." Josh states. "I knew that."
"Right." I laugh. "Why don't you get some more food for the hungry, young lady?"
"Sure." he smirks.
We spend a lot of time exploring the petting zoo. Josh likes watching me fawn over the animals while he takes pictures of me for social media. I insist he feed the goats himself, and I love watching the greedy animals surrounding him. So much fun.
Eventually, we decide to leave the petting zoo. Josh and I wash our hands before agreeing to take one last walk around the pond. I turn to Josh and place my arms around his neck so we can exchange a soft kiss. Finally, it's time to head back to his place.
I flirt with Josh the entire ride back. My hand stays on his thigh, lightly squeezing it as I thank him for such a great time. It's obvious that he badly wants to kiss me. Good. Feeling mischievous, I slide a hand between his legs and massage his bulge as he sucks in a breath.
"Ashley!" he gasps.
"Yes?" I ask innocently.
"I'm driving!" Josh answers, stating the obvious.
"Yeah, no shit." I giggle. "It's your fault; you made me feel so special, now my pussy is all wet for you."
"O-oh?" he stammers, trying to focus on driving while he hardens beneath my skilled fingers.
"Yup!" I reply as I continue to rub him. "And that's not all. I have a huge craving for cum."
"Ashley, this isn't safe." he mumbles.
"What? You don't want road head?" I ask, looking at him in confusion.
"Fuck!" Josh exclaims. "Hang on, we're almost there!"
"Hurry." I state simply. Despite the seat belt being in the way, I manage to pull my top and bra up, allowing my big boobs to fall free. My nipples harden as soon as I begin to tease them with my fingertips. "I'm so fucking horny."
Fortunately, we don't crash or get pulled over. Josh is driving fast as he swerves onto his street, his eyes flicking back and forth between the road and my bare breasts. I just giggle as I caress his hardness with one hand and squeeze a big titty with the other. I'm not lying, I really am soaking wet.
Josh parks the car and turns off the engine before we both unbuckle our seat belts. Then we're making out. Our arms are wrapped tightly around each other as our tongues wrestle. I suck on Josh's tongue as he grips my upper arm, keeping me as close to him as possible.
"You're so beautiful, Ashley." he whispers against my lips.
"You are so getting your dick sucked." I husk back. Yeah, he's being romantic, I'm being slutty. Whatever, I love sex.
I attack without waiting for Josh to respond. Breaking our kiss, I reach over with both hands and start working his belt. A few seconds later, I'm pulling out his hard cock. I give him a few strokes as he leans back in his seat and lets out a breath. Then I lean over the seat and happily slurp him into my mouth.
"Holy shit!" Josh gasps as his dick twitches in my mouth. He places one hand on my upper back, his strong fingers caressing my bare skin as he buries the other hand in my long, blonde locks.
"Baby," I moan thickly around his cock, "I know you want... Mm..." I interrupt myself to take him deeper, "more of my heart," my tongue bathes his shaft as I suck and slurp, "but is it okay if I still give you my body, too?" I plunge down as far as I can on him, gurgling slightly as I gag on the large member lodged in my throat.
"Uh-huh." he moans eloquently as he tries to retain the ability to speak. It's okay, I'm not listening anyway. The time for teasing is over. I'm ready for my reward. "Yeah, okay... Ah, fuck!"
For the next several minutes, I give Josh enthusiastic head. His fingers tighten in my hair as he bucks his hips while moaning softly. Drool and happy noises escape my lips as I gobble up the pre-cum leaking out onto my tongue. It's delicious. He's so close, I can tell. I want it. I need it!
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum loudly, my cheeks caving in as I suck as hard as I can.
"Ah, Ashley!" Josh gasps as he instinctively pushes my head down.
I let out a loud gurgling noise as my boyfriend explodes between my lips. Warm, sticky man stuff fills my mouth, and I feel my pussy dripping as I relish the salty taste. My eyes start to water, so I clench them tightly as my throat contracts, causing Josh's hot load to slide down my throat and into my belly.
"How was that, Baby?" I ask as I sit up and brush my hair behind my ears.
"Amazing." Josh gasps, his eyes locked on my baby blues as I smile at him.
"Good." I reply with a giggle, my hands running up my side before reaching my chest. I press my massive hooters together and lean in Josh's direction. "I'm so hot for you, Josh."
Josh doesn't respond with words, he just sits in the front seat with his head leaning back as he looks at me. His eyes drop to my tits, he's breathing heavily, and his limp dick is still sticking out of his open jeans. I give him my best pout as my fingers caress my breasts.
Overcome with lust, Josh lunges forward, hands outstretched. His hands replace mine, holding my lovely boobs together as he buries his face in my cleavage. I tilt my head back and moan his name as he slobbers all over my double-D's.
While sucking on my right nipple, Josh reaches down and attempts to unbutton my jeans. Understanding what he wants, I use both my hands to help him unzip my pants. Lifting my ass, I push my jeans and panties down to my ankles, granting Josh access to my feminine center.
His mouth switches to my left breast as he cups the tit with his right hand. Josh's left hand slips between my legs, and I gasp when he trails his fingers along my soaked slit. Sensing I'm ready, Josh uses two fingers to spread my labia just before they push into my love tunnel, making me moan.
"You're so wet." he whispers against my breast.
"All for you, Baby!" I husk as I bury a hand in his short hair. "All for you... Oh God, yes, finger me! Yes!"
Spreading my legs wide, I allow Josh to push his fingers all the way up my cunt as my hand instinctively reaches out and grasps his wrist. I bite my lower lip as I look toward the roof of the car and let out a keening moan. Josh is still inexperienced and isn't really focusing on my clit, but this still feels so fucking good.
"Feels good, Babe." I moan softly as my pussy clamps down on his fingers.
"Mm." he groans as his tongue flicks my left nipple while his fingertips caress my tit-flesh.
"Just," I gasp out, "don't forget about my clit. Please, I wanna cum for you, please!"
Josh nods against my breast as he eases his fingers out of me. With his digits coated in my juices, he begins to rub my clit, his fingertips circling my love button as I gasp and groan. I involuntarily lift my ass off the seat and buck my hips as his pace increases and I feel my release approaching.
"Faster! Faster! Faster!" I beg as I squeeze his wrist tightly.
His teeth lightly graze my nipple while he rubs my clit as fast as he can. My right leg jerks as I throw back my head and bite down on my lower lip to keep from screaming. I can feel my empty pussy convulsing as I orgasm solely from the stimulation to my clit.
"How was that, Baby?" Josh asks, echoing my own words as he pulls away from my boob.
"Mm, so good..." I purr as Josh removes his hand from my cunt. "I came hard for you."
"I'm glad." he smiles as he puts his penis back in his pants.
Feeling satisfied, I arch my back as I stretch, causing my big tits to thrust out of my chest. I smirk when I look sideways and see Josh staring, his mouth slightly open. I stick out my tongue at him as I reach up and pull my bra and shirt back down, concealing my breasts as he pouts.
"Sorry, Cutie." I giggle as I pull up my pants and underwear. "Don't worry, you'll get to see the goods again soon."
"I suppose I can wait." Josh replies with an exaggerated sigh.
"Don't worry, I'm worth it." I wink cutely.
"Yes, you are." he agrees with a chuckle. "C'mon, let's head inside."
"You got it!" I nod.
Josh and I get out of the car and walk up the driveway holding hands. He unlocks the door and leads me into the house. Standing next to him, we both remove our shoes and socks before heading deeper inside. We have the house to ourselves, so there's no need to hide in Josh's room. Instead, we sit on the big couch in the living room and watch television as we cuddle.
After watching a show for a couple of episodes, I suggest putting on a horror movie. Josh agrees, and we browse for one before putting it on. Wrapping my arms around my boyfriend, I make sure to jump and squeal at all the scary parts, encouraging Josh to hold me tight. I then smile happily as I press my gigantic sweater puppies against him.
"I should start dinner." Josh says at the end of the movie as he squeezes my shoulder and kisses the top of my blonde head.
"Oh? What are you making us?" I ask as I turn my head and look up at him.
"It's a surprise." he smirks before leaning in and pecking my lips.
"Fine, be that way." I pout as I let go of Josh's neck and sit up. "I'll watch TV while you cook."
"It'll be worth it, I promise." Josh says, handing me the remote as he stands up and heads to the kitchen.
"I believe you." I answer with a smile.
Crossing my legs, I take the remote and put on a show to watch. It doesn't keep my attention and ends up being background noise while I play on my phone. I end up laying down on the couch on my belly with my bare feet kicking in the air behind me as I text the Sluts.
"Dinner's ready!" Josh declares as he walks back into the living room.
"Great!" I exclaim, hopping to my feet and turning off the television.
Josh leads me into the small dining room attached to the kitchen and my jaw drops. A clean white tablecloth covers the average size table. He's placed a couple of lit candles on it, and we each have a plate on opposite sides. Our plates are full with the most delicious looking meal.
"What the hell is this?!" I squeal.
"Is something wrong with it?" he asks in a panicked voice. "Do you not like chicken parmesan?"
"You seriously made this?" I ask, my jaw hanging open. "I'm lucky if I don't ruin cereal in the morning! How are you not married?"
"Ashley, I'm only eighteen." Josh chuckles as he pulls my chair out for me. "And it really isn't that hard to make."
"You are so getting laid after this." I gush as I sit down so Josh can push my chair in. "This is amazing!"
"I didn't do this for sex." he says honestly while pouring me a soda. "I did it to make you happy."
"Well, a happy Ashley is a horny Ashley!" I reply with a giggle. Then I look at the soda with a frown. "No wine?"
"Sorry, my parents would notice if I raided the liquor cabinet." Josh winces as he takes his seat across from me.
"I suppose soda is fine." I say, taking a sip.
"Good." he answers.
It's time to dig in! My eyes go wide when I take the first bite. Holy shit, this is delicious! Josh is cute, kind, he can cook. Lucky Ashley! We just have to work on his shyness. I pop another piece into my mouth and give Josh a close-lipped smile as I chew and swallow. Yeah, I'm happy. Very happy.
"Since you cooked," I begin once we finish dessert, "it's only fair that I do the dishes."
"Oh, you don't have to." Josh replies, standing up.
"I insist!" I smirk as I get up as well and start stacking plates.
"How about we clean up together?" he offers.
"Sounds perfect." I respond with a winning smile.
Josh and I take all the dirty dishes to the sink. We stand side-by-side as we wash the dishes. I look over at him just as his head turns to face me. We smile at each other before turning back to the dishes. I'm really enjoying playing house, it sucks that I can't spend the night. My parents won't let me.
Once the dishes are put away, Josh leads me back to the living room. We sit on opposite ends of the couch so that I can put my bare feet in his lap. Josh puts on another movie and sits back to watch it with me while he gently massages my feet.
"I hope they don't stink!" I tease as I lift one leg so that I can wiggle my toes beneath his nose.
"Gross!" he exclaims as he pulls his head back and waves his hand beneath his nose while making a face.
"You liar!" I gasp, pulling my legs back with an offended expression.
"No one tells pretty girls the truth." he shakes his head. "You need to wash your feet more."
"Josh!" I shout as I cross my arms over my chest. "I shower every day!"
"With soap?" Josh wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"You jerk!" I screech as I whip a throw pillow at his head.
Josh deflects the pillow with his hand, laughing as it slides across the coffee table and falls onto the floor. Then he surprises me by lunging at me with a gleam in his eyes. I squeal as he gets on top of me and starts tickling my sides as my shirt rides up, revealing my flat stomach and little belly button.
"Ah! No!" I cry out as I struggle to wiggle free. "I'm so ticklish!"
"I know." he replies with an evil grin.
The movie is forgotten as Josh's fingers dance along my bare sides, making me giggle non-stop. My long legs kick ineffectually as Josh stays on top of me, looking down at me while making me laugh and squirm. Eventually, I have to accept defeat.
"Okay, okay!" I shout as my back arches. "I give up!"
"What do I win?" he asks, hovering over me and grinning.
"Me." I whisper urgently as I lean up and press my lips against his.
Josh gasps against my lips before surrendering to his lust and melting into our kiss. I run my tongue along his as Josh slides his hand up my shirt and squeezes a massive breast from outside my bra. Hooking my legs around him, I encourage him to grind his bulge down against my crotch.
"Ashley..." Josh moans as we grind.
"Bedroom! Now!" I whine against his lips. "Please! Please, take me to bed!"
He nods frantically as he stands up and pulls me to my feet. We run down the hallway together, giggling and kissing the entire way to his room. Josh shuts the door as I hop up on the bed and turn around to face him while on my knees. He smiles at me as I run my hands along my tight, sexy body.
"You're beautiful." he whispers sincerely, his voice full of awe.
"Come join me, big guy." I husk as I press my breasts together from outside my shirt.
With a big grin, Josh gets up on the bed and grabs the back of my head as he shoves his tongue in my mouth. I moan happily as I lay down while using my grip on Josh's shoulders to pull him on top of me. He briefly breaks our kiss so he can sit up and whip off his shirt, then he lays back on me and resumes our lip lock as I grab his butt and squeeze.
"Holy shit, you're so sexy." Josh gasps out between kisses as his hand slides up my shirt and into my bra.
"Oh, Josh!" I moan as his hand cups my breast, my hard nipple pressing into his palm.
We're making out and grinding, our young bodies writhing in pleasure. It's not enough. I need more. With some difficulty, I reach between us and unbutton his jeans while working the zipper down. Gripping both sides of his jeans, I push them and his boxers down over his ass, freeing his erection.
"I need you in me!" I gasp urgently as I struggle to slide his pants further down his legs. "Please, please be in me!"
Josh pulls his hand out of my shirt so he can lay on his back and kick off his pants and boxers. My naked boyfriend then sits up and unbuttons my jeans. I lift my ass to help him slide my pants and panties off so he can fling the useless garments away.
We're both breathless, there's no time for words as Josh settles between my spread legs. Still wearing my top, I reach between us and grasp his hardness so I can aim it at my entrance. I lock eyes with Josh, my baby blues gazing up at him as he lunges forward, burying his cock in my tight, wet hole.
"Fuck!" he hisses as he feels my warmth surrounding him.
"Feel good, Baby?" I coo up at him, my hands holding his upper arms as I squeeze my vaginal muscles. "Does my tight pussy feel good?"
"Yes!" he gasps as he eases almost all the way out of me before pushing back inside. "You're so tight!"
"And you're so hard!" I whisper as I tilt my head back. "Fuck me, Josh! Please! Fuck me!"
We soon have a nice rhythm going, and Josh is panting heavily as he thrusts in and out of me. I grip his upper arms, my bare feet planted firmly on the mattress as my pretty face contorts in pleasure. It isn't long before I'm cumming hard, announcing my release to the room as my orgasmic fluids drench Josh's dick.
Balancing on one hand, Josh uses his other hand to push my shirt up my body. Seeing what he's after, I grasp my shirt and pull it up until it's over my bra-clad breasts. Josh then takes advantage to push my bra up over my tits, allowing the massive orbs to bounce free.
With my shirt and bra bunched up around my neck, I'm now practically naked. Josh takes advantage, lunging forward and capturing my nipple with his mouth. I moan and pant loudly as I bury a hand in his hair, encouraging him to nurse at my breast as he pounds me.
"I want it from behind!" I gasp out a few minutes later.
Josh eases himself out of my cunt and sits back on his heels as I sit up and pull off my top and bra. Once I'm fully nude, I turn around and get on all fours. Tossing my long, blonde hair over my shoulder, I look back at Josh as I wiggle my naked ass in his direction.
"Fuck, Ashley." he moans weakly.
"See something you like?" I ask with a giggle as my big tits dangle from my chest, swaying lightly as I breathe.
"Yes!" he says firmly. "Very much."
"Come stick your cock in me, Baby!" I reply with a smirk.
With a happy grin, Josh gets into position behind me, his hardness bobbing in the air in front of him. I turn and look straight ahead, ready for sex as he rubs the head of his cock along my wet labia. We both shudder and moan in pleasure as he pushes himself into my willing snatch.



Josh takes hold of my hips as he starts increasing the speed of his thrusts, grunting each time his hips impact with my butt. Soon, he's fucking me with a rapid pace, causing my big tits to jiggle and slap into each other. I pull my lips back, baring my teeth as I take it from behind, loving every second of this.
"You like fucking your slutty girlfriend, hm?" I ask as I tighten my hole for his pleasure.
"Yes." he moans as his fingers dig into the light skin of my hips. "God, yes!"
"Call me a slut!" I order as I push my hips back to meet his latest thrust, welcoming his entire length into my sheath.
"W-what?" the shy boy asks nervously. Fortunately, he doesn't stop fucking me.
"You can do it, Babe." I whisper as I look at him over my shoulder. "Talk dirty to me. Tell me I'm a slut."
"Y-you're a slut." Josh mumbles softly. I can barely hear him.
"Fuck, yes!" I groan as I look straight ahead again, my long hair hanging down my bare back. "Say it again!"
"You're a slut, Ashley!" he practically shouts as he slams himself to the hilt inside me.
"Yes!" I scream, throwing my head back as I feel his cock stretching me. "Again! You're gonna make me cum!"
"You're a slut!" Josh tells me while he fucks my brains out. "You're my slut!"
"Mm, I'm your blonde, big-tit slut, aren't I?" I ask as I feel my orgasm inches away.
"I love your big tits, Ashley." he gasps. "Your sexy, slutty body is MINE!"
I open my mouth wide as I try to scream, but no sound comes out. Instead, my body shudders, tits swinging and toes curling as Josh holds my hips and continues drilling me. My vaginal muscles are convulsing, gripping Josh's cock in my velvet warmth.
"Holy shit, that felt good." I gasp as I hang my head down between my shoulder blades and continue taking dick. "I wanna cum again!"
"Cum for me, Baby." Josh whispers as he runs his hands up my sides, his fingertips lightly dancing along my soft skin.
"Be rough with me!" I hiss as a lock of my blonde hair tickles my cheek. "Spank me! Pull my hair! I want it rough!"
"O-okay." he mumbles while bringing his hand down on my butt. I barely feel the impact.
"You won't break me, Josh." I say with a giggle. "Spank me! Nice and hard!"
Josh responds by slapping my ass, making me cry out and beg for it harder. He finally gets into it, slapping my ass cheeks as I scream for more. I cum again, and while I'm moaning in orgasmic bliss, Josh grabs a fistful of my blonde hair and pulls my head back.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, my mouth hanging open and eyes half-closed as my back arches.
"Shit, Ashley," he gasps urgently, "I'm gonna- Ah!"
"That's it, Baby, let go!" I encourage as Josh starts squirting inside me, my pussy drawing out his orgasm. "Cum for me! Cum inside me!"
He releases my hair and grabs onto my hips as he keeps himself buried up my cunt. His body shudders against me, his breathing heavy as he groans. I feel each twitch of his cock as his balls unload their contents inside my tight, teen twat.
"Wow." is all Josh can say as he grips my butt cheeks and eases himself out of me.
A mischievous smirk crosses my face as I spin around and pounce. Josh gasps and buries his hands in my hair as I slurp his still-hard cock into my mouth. I moan and drool as I clean his cock, happily swallowing down our combined love juices.
I suck, and I suck, and I suck some more. All while Josh keeps one hand on my head as his other plays with my hanging boobies. Eventually, he softens between my lips, so I engulf his entire length and give him a nice tongue bath before letting him fall from my mouth.
Josh falls back on his heels, gasping for breath as he looks down at me. His soft, wet cock is dangling between his legs. I smirk up at him before hopping out of bed and placing my hands on my hips as he admires my nude frame. Then I spin around and head for the door.
"Where are you going?" he asks weakly.
"I have to pee and clean my pussy." I answer. "I'll be right back, Baby."
"Okay." Josh replies.
I walk down the hallway naked as a jaybird before turning to enter the bathroom. After squatting to pee, I clean up my pussy and wash my hands. Then I return to Josh's bedroom and get under the covers with him. Soon, we're snuggling as my bare breasts press into his chest.
I'm pretty sure I doze off for a little while. When awareness returns to me, I can feel Josh's fingers running through my soft hair. I coo happily as I press my body against his, my arm wrapped tightly around my loving boyfriend.
"How long was I out?" I eventually ask.
"About forty-five minutes, I think." he answers as he kisses the top of my head.
"Mm." I moan, sitting up and raising my arms above my head as I stretch. I giggle when I catch Josh staring at my tits. "Wanna fuck them?"
"W-what?" Josh wonders in confusion.
"My tits, Dummy." I giggle cutely as my hands grab my boobs. "Do you wanna fuck my tits?"
"Yes." he nods. "I do."
"Smart boy!" I exclaim. "Here, let me suck you hard first."
Pulling the covers back, I expose Josh's naked body. I lick my lips as I kneel on the bed perpendicular to Josh. Leaning my head over his lap, I take his half-hard dick between my lips and start sucking while he plays with my tits.
Thirty seconds in my talented mouth is all that it takes to get Josh fully erect. Getting between his legs, I grip him by the base and rub his tip along my nipple. Then I place his cock in the valley between my breasts as I wrap my big titties around his shaft and look up at him with my big, blue eyes.
"Damn, this feels good." he groans as he looks down at my sexy pout.
"I love feeling your big cock throbbing between my tits." I coo as I hump my chest up and down, giving Josh the titty-fuck of his life.
"Oh, wow!" he gasps as he leans his head back and focuses on the sensations.
"Just don't cum yet, Baby." I whisper as I hold my breasts around his shaft. "Remember, you need to fuck my ass tonight."
"O-okay." Josh moans, his breathing heavy.
Leaning forward, I let a dollop of spit fall from my mouth and land on his cock. Using my saliva as lube, I continue to work my breasts along his length, my warm tit-flesh caressing him, pleasing him. My nipples are hard and my pussy is soaked.
"Ready to get some ass?" I wonder, giving Josh a sexy wink.
"Um, yeah, okay. Yes." he stammers.
"Aw, don't be nervous." I smile as I keep his cock encased in my cleavage. "I'm the one about to take it up the ass!"
"I've just never done it before." Josh replies as he watches my boobs pleasure his dick.
"You've had a lot of firsts with me." I say happily. "It's time for one more. We just need some lube."
"Lube?" he asks with a confused frown.
"Well, yeah!" I laugh as I let go of my breasts and sit up. "It's not like my pussy, it doesn't lubricate itself!"
"Oh, right." Josh blushes.
"Got anything we can use?" I ask as I grab a tissue from Josh's bedside table so I can dry off my chest.
"I, ah, I, um, I might have some petroleum jelly in the drawer." he reluctantly admits.
"You use it to jack off?" I inquire with a giggle.
"Yeah..." Josh trails off.
"No need to be embarrassed!" I insist as I open the drawer in his bedside table. "I play with myself all the time."
"You do?" he follows up with.
"Yup!" I answer as I withdraw the container of petroleum jelly. "Sometimes I'll be watching a movie with my parents and sister when I feel the need. I rush to my room and rub my clit until my pussy juice stains the sheets."
"I only think about you when I do it." Josh tells me.
"Oh, Josh! That's so sweet!" I exclaim as I lean over and peck his cheek. I can't say the same, and I'm hoping he doesn't ask. I really care about Josh, but well, Steven is Steven.
"So, um, how do we do this?" he wonders.
"Put some of this on your cock." I instruct, handing him the jelly as I roll onto my tummy. "Get nice and slippery for me."
"Okay." Josh replies before going silent for a minute. Then he speaks up. "Ready."
"Great!" I giggle as I get up on all fours. "Now, put some on your finger and push it up my butt."
"Really?" he responds in a shocked voice.
"Yes, really!" I shake my head at his innocence. "Do it!"
I wait patiently as Josh prepares his finger. Soon, I feel his hand on my backside. I push my ass back against his hand, encouraging him to proceed. I groan softly when he finally slides a lube-coated finger up my butt and starts pushing it in and out of my tightest hole.
"I, um, I think you're ready." Josh says as he pulls his finger out of me.
"Okay, grab on and shove it in!" I instruct. "Just go slow so I can get used to you."
I lower to my elbows as I grab a pillow and slide it between my arms so I can hug it to my chest. Josh settles into position behind me as I let out a breath in anticipation. I shiver when I feel the head of his prick press against my asshole. He takes a moment to gather his courage, then my boyfriend pushes forward, sinking his manhood into a woman's ass for the first time.
"Fuck!" I grunt as I feel cock stretching my butt.
"You okay?" he asks in concern.
"I'm good, keep going!" I hiss as I hug the pillow tightly. He's not as big as Steven, not nearly as big, but still, there's a dick in my ass.
"Fuck, that's tight!" Josh groans as he struggles to work another inch of cock into me.
"You like that tight hole, Baby?" I ask as I bare my teeth, my leg shaking slightly.
"It's so good!" he gasps as he spreads my ass cheeks and shoves his entire length up my butt.
"FUCK!" I screech through my clenched teeth.
"Do you need me to pull out?" he inquires, his balls resting against me.
"Fuck, no!" I exclaim. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!"
Holding tightly onto my butt, Josh slowly pulls himself back until his cock is almost exiting me. Then he thrusts back inside, making me grunt again. It takes Josh awhile, but his pace eventually does start to increase. Soon, I'm repeatedly taking it up the ass like a good slut.
"You feel so good!" Josh gasps as he drills me.
"Oh God, so do you!" I moan as I hug the pillow tightly, my blonde hair framing my face. "Fuck me! Fuck me up the bum!"
Josh is grunting and groaning heavily, his sweat landing on my bare back as the minutes pass. I can feel my pussy juices flowing, my orgasm approaching from having a nice cock up my butt. Leaning forward, I bite down on the pillow, screaming into it as I cum hard.
"I'm close." he warns me as he releases my butt cheeks and grips my hips so he can fuck me extra hard.
"Cum in my ass!" I beg wantonly. "Please, fill your girlfriend's slutty butt! Please!"
He slams himself inside me, holding his cock balls-deep as he groans and shoots his cum up my backdoor. I throw back my head and scream, another orgasm coursing through me as I feel warm semen coating my bowels. Only when he's completely drained of fluid does Josh pull out of me.
"You've got cum running out of your ass." Josh chuckles.
"I know, I can feel it!" I giggle as I wiggle my bum.
"Hold still." he instructs.
I immediately comply, staying still as Josh grabs some tissues from his bedside table. A laugh escapes my lips as I feel him wiping up his cum from my butt hole. When he finishes, we both stand up and exit the bedroom; a two-person shower is in order.
Josh and I grope each other quite a bit in the shower as soapy streams run down our nude bodies. I wash Josh's cock before spreading my butt cheeks and allowing the spray to clean the cum from my rear hole. My sexy boyfriend shuts off the water and helps me out of the shower.
Once we're dry, we return to Josh's bedroom and get under the covers. I lay my head on his chest as he holds me close and runs his fingers through my blonde hair. I sigh in contentment as I run my toes along his calf.
"I need to get home." I mumble sadly.
"Do you have to?" he asks. "My parents won't be home until tomorrow afternoon."
"Yeah, I promised my parents I wouldn't stay the night." I sigh.
"I'll miss you." Josh tells me.
"I'll miss you, too." I answer, kissing his chest. "How about I call you from my bedroom before I go to sleep?"
"I'd like that." he replies.
Sadly, we both get out of bed and get dressed. I catch Josh checking me out as I pull up my panties, then again when I'm putting my tits in my bra cups. I just shake my head and hope he enjoys the show. I can't blame him, I sneak a peek at his butt as well.
Josh drives me home and I give him a long, passionate kiss before heading inside. I spend a little time with Melissa and my parents before turning in for the night. Stripping down to my birthday suit, I climb into bed and plug in my phone.
Keeping my promise, I call Josh. He's also in bed, and I instruct him to get as naked as I am. We both masturbate as we listen to each other moan and talk dirty. Well, I do most of the dirty talk, he's still not very comfortable with it. At least I manage to convince him to call me his slut again.
After a nice orgasm, I say goodnight to my boyfriend and hang up the phone. I text the Sluts goodnight before setting my phone down on my bedside table. Then I curl up under the covers, a smile on my face as I fall asleep.
~Stacey~
The first thing I realize when I wake up Sunday morning is that I'm not alone in bed. There's a warm body pressed against mine, and my semi-conscious mind manages to temporarily delude me into thinking it's Steven. It isn't. The small breasts pressing against me confirm that it's my other love, April.
I really do love April. Yeah, I miss Steven, but April is here for me. I'm her number one. A small smile crosses my face as I feel April's head on my large breast. The soft breath from her half-open mouth is warm across my chest. Opening my eyes, I glance down at her blonde head as my hand grips her bare shoulder.
"April?" I whisper softly as I gently shake her small body. "April, time to wake up."
"Mm?" she grunts in her sleep.
"Wake up, Whore!" I laugh as I reach down and smack her pantie-clad bum.
"Ow!" April squeaks as she shoots up, her bare breasts jiggling on her chest as she looks down at me with a pout. "Bitch!"
"You loved it." I tease as I sit up and brush my blonde hair back behind my ears.
"Whatever." April rolls her green eyes as we sit back against the pillows, side-by-side.
"So, um, I have a question." I state. April and I are both only wearing panties, our tits out and proud.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" she wonders, her wavy blonde hair framing her face.
"How did you end up sleeping in my bed last night?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Right. That." April winces, looking over at me guiltily. "You don't remember?"
"I, uh, don't really remember much about last night." I admit.
"Exactly!" she exclaims. "We went out drinking and were so wasted we didn't even go clam diving afterwards!"
"Clam diving?" I cover my hand with my mouth as I start laughing.
"Yes! Anyway," April continues, speaking rapidly, "we were making out in the car, good thing the driver didn't crash while he watched me suck on your titty."
"My boob was out in the backseat of our ride home?!" I gasp as my jaw drops.
"You don't remember?" she frowns.
"No!" I insist.
"You pulled your dress down and pushed my face into your cleavage." April giggles. "Then the driver gasped. I looked up from your boobs and asked him if he was enjoying the show. I could see him nod, so I pulled out my tits and shook my chest for him."
"Slut." I smirk before frowning. "I can't believe a stranger saw my boobs. Shit."
"Relax, they're just tits." April rolls her eyes again as she reaches over and squeezes my breast. "And you made sure I showed him more than just my nips."
"What does that mean?" I ask in confusion as I playfully slap April's hand away.
"You started fingering me." she explains. "It felt so fucking good, I was moaning and begging for you to keep doing it. The driver said we were so hot, and you pulled my legs open to try and show him my beaver."
"I did not!" I gasp, placing both hands over my mouth.
"You did!" April laughs. "And the driver whined that he couldn't see, so you said you'd make it up to him. You pulled your fingers out of me and pushed them into his mouth."
"Shit!" I cry out as I rub my hand over my forehead. "Shit, shit, shit shit!"
"Don't worry, we didn't fuck him." she assures me. "He dropped us off, we tipped him, and left him with a case of blue balls."
"Oh, good!" I whisper, letting out a breath.
"Then we got home at like 3:00AM, and we were both really tired, and really fucking horny." April smirks. "We started pulling each others clothes off, it was great!"
"I thought we didn't fuck last night?" I ask.
"We didn't." April sighs. "We didn't, because once we were down to our bras and panties, you kind of threw up."
"I don't remember that at all." I admit. I don't feel hung over either.
"You got it all down your chest." she winces. "I got you to the bathroom and held your hair back so you could get the rest out. You must have had a lot more than I did."
"I guess so." I reply with a shrug.
"I got your bra off and washed your titties." April tells me.
"Thanks for helping me." I say with a smile.
"Anytime, Babe." she responds as she lightly massages the back of my head while kissing my cheek.
"What happened next?" I wonder.
"I got you to bed." April shrugs before looking over at me sadly. "I went to climb in with you, but you reminded me of our conversation, so I headed over to the couch. I took off my glasses and my bra, then tried to sleep on the couch. I'm sorry, Stacey, but I couldn't sleep, so I got in bed with you."
"I guess it's okay." I tell her while biting my lower lip. "We did have an agreement."
"You agreed." she mumbles, turning away from me.
"April..." I trail off weakly as I gently caress her shoulder.
"I just want to spend every night with you." April mutters, her hair obscuring her face.
"Look at me." I instruct while placing my fingers beneath her chin and gently turning her head. I take her face in both hands, my baby blues looking into her green eyes. "I love you, you crazy bitch."
"I love you, too." April whispers, tears forming in her eyes.
"Listen," I begin firmly, "I'm with you because I want to be with you. I love you very much. I'm just not ready for us to be sleeping in the same bed every night like some old married couple, okay?"
"Okay." she frowns, looking away from me as the tears fall.
"We'll get there." I promise as I lean forward and peck her pink lips. "Just not yet."
"What about Steven?" April asks in a small voice as she grips my wrists in her small hands.
"I'm still in love with him." I admit as my fingertips caress her face. "But, I'm with you now."
"Are you gonna fuck him?" she asks plainly.
"If Lexi lets me, yes." I answer.
"You keep wondering if Lexi is okay with it, but you never asked if I am." April points out, her thumbs caressing my palms.
"A-are you okay with it?" I stammer.
"Do you promise you won't leave me for him?" she wonders.
"I promise." I say sincerely.
April makes a small noise, low in her throat, before leaning forward and pressing her lips firmly against mine. I clutch at her pretty face as we begin kissing passionately. April's tongue probes my lips before slipping into my mouth as I moan happily.
It isn't long before the undies fly off, leaving April and I completely naked. The tiny, naked nerd climbs on top of me and suckles at my breast as she shoves two fingers into my hot snatch. I gasp her name as I bury a hand in her wavy, blonde locks.
Wanting more, I lightly push on April's shoulders, encouraging her to go down. Fortunately, my sexy girlfriend takes the hint and starts kissing down my belly. Getting between my legs, April plants a kiss on my shaven pubic mound right before she buries her face in my box.



"Oh, April!" I moan as I grab the back of her head.
April eats me out with her usual enthusiasm. Gripping my legs behind the knee, the little minx spreads me open wide for her. My toes curl when April rapidly shakes her head, stimulating my clit with her little tongue. Holy fuck, April is amazing at rug munching.
"Mm, you make me feel so good, Baby!" I coo as I push April's head into my crotch.
In response, April takes my clit between her lips and starts sucking on the little nub. I arch my back, my tits pushing from my chest as my mouth opens in a silent scream. I'm able to let out a series of gasping grunts as I cum hard on April's talented mouth. I can feel my juices leaking out of me and soaking her face.
"I wanna taste you, I wanna taste you!" I gasp when I regain the ability to speak.
The petite girl lifts her head and smiles up at me as her tongue snakes out to lap up my nectar, which is coating her lips and chin. April then sits up, her pert ass resting on her heels as she gives me a great view of her nude frame. The cutest, little boobs, a flat stomach, and a nice, hairy blonde bush.
"Sixty-nine?" April suggests with a giggle.
"Come sit on my face, you sexy nerd!" I laugh happily.
"I'm your sexy nerd!" she announces, her grin wide.
April gets into position and throws her leg over my shoulder so she can straddle me. I actually lick my lips as I look up and admire the pretty pink pussy above me. April's cute giggle reaches my ears as she lowers her pussy down onto my face. I start eating as April once again leans in and takes a long lick of my slit.
Grabbing both of my best friend's ass cheeks, I spread her open as my tongue spears between her wet labia. Humming happily, I feast on April's delectable juices while she eats me out. A few minutes later, we both cry out in ecstasy as we orgasm at the same time. We're both so busy moaning, we switch to fingering each other to keep the pleasure going. Only when we're both laying in a sweaty heap do we stop.
"That was great." I pant, my sweaty breasts heaving as I struggle to breathe.
"I'm glad you enjoyed." April laughs weakly, looking over at me while her sweaty blonde hair rests on the pillow.
"Mm!" I moan, arching my back as I slip my hand between my legs and run my fingers along my still-twitching snatch. "So. Fucking. Great!"
"Better than Steven?" she asks nervously, her finger tracing around my nipple.
"Don't ask me that." I warn while letting out a breath.
"So, no." April sighs as she pulls her hand away from my boob and rolls away from me.
"Don't be like that." I say as I spoon the smaller woman, wrapping my arm around her waist as my naked crotch presses against her bare bum.
"You're right." she mumbles. "It wasn't a fair question."
"You were amazing." I assure April as I brush a lock of sweaty hair out of her face. "It's not your fault you don't have a dick."
"Would you love me more if I did have one?" April wonders.
"You don't need a dick, April!" I laugh, my big boobs pressing into her back. "The strap-on is fine."
"But, you just said-" she begins before I cut her off.
"You're perfect just the way you are, my love!" I insist as I take a small breast in my hand and squeeze. "I love your wet pussy, and I love your little titties."
"You just love Steven's big dick more." April mutters sadly.
"Not more, just differently." I explain. "And, hey! You were acting like a size queen when you realized how huge Steven is!"
"Okay, well yeah, maybe..." she giggles softly as her hard nipple presses into my palm. "In my defense, holy shit he's fucking hung!"
"He really is!" I agree.
"Bigger than those football players we bagged?" April asks.
"Definitely." I nod before resting my chin on top of her head.
"Mm, he really might break me." my best friend comments.
"I seem to remember you saying you'd never fuck him." I observe.
"A girl can change her mind." April states primly.
"Are you really gonna let him stick it in you?" I follow up with.
"Jealous?" she challenges.
"No!" I insist. "Well, not as long as he sticks it in me, too!"
"I'd love to double-team him with you." April purrs.
"I think I'd enjoy that, too." I reply, holding my petite girlfriend close.
"We just need to convince Lexi that we won't steal him." she comments. "She definitely doesn't have to worry about me; I'm not in love with Steven. In lust with him, sure, but not in love."
"I may still be in love with Steven," I begin while squeezing April's boob, "but I'm also in love with my sexy girlfriend. We just need the use of his massive cock."
"Yes. Yes, we do." April nods.
"I'm getting wet again." I announce. "Wanna take a shower together?"
"Love to!" she agrees. "Then we'll make lunch."
"Uh, don't you mean breakfast?" I inquire with a frown.
"Nope!" April exclaims. "It has to be noon by now."
"No way!" I gasp before turning away from April and checking my phone. "Holy shit, it's almost 1:00PM!"
"Yeah, I woke up around 9:30AM and saw you were still sleeping off last night." April explains, turning her naked body so she can face me. "So, I went back to sleep. Your boob makes a great pillow."
"Thanks." I smirk before rolling my eyes. "I can't believe how late we're in bed today."
"It's Sunday, who gives a shit?" April asks as she sits up and pulls her knees to her chest. Then she wraps her arms around her legs and rests her chin on her knees.
"I guess..." I trail off. Fuck, April and I need to take our birth control pills, too.
"Shall we take that shower?" she wonders.
"Sure." I nod.
After our morning routines, we do take a shower together. It's sensual and loving. April and I soap each other up, giggling and touching as we exchange loving glances. Eating each other out isn't feasible in the shower, but we do a lot of finger-fucking, even managing to bring each other off again before washing away the suds.
My girlfriend and I each put on clean panties before making our way to the kitchen, though April does stop by the living room to grab those cute glasses of hers. We make sandwiches together, not seeing the need to wear anything but undies. Then we sit in front of the television to enjoy a very pleasant lunch together.
"Wanna do anything today?" April asks before popping a chip into her mouth.
"Not really." I shake my head while sipping my diet soda. "You?"
"Nah." she answers. "Lazy day?"
"Sounds good to me." I confirm.
The two of us agree on a movie, and April puts it on so we can watch it while eating our meal. The movie ends up being really good. It's a recent horror release that's being talked about on social media. April laughs at me when I jump at all the scary scenes.
"Jerk." I comment.
"Not my fault you're a big baby." April teases.
"You just like watching my titties bounce when I jump." I roll my eyes.
"It is a perk." she admits with a considering face.
"Whatever." I shake my head as I go back to watching the movie.
When the movie ends, I offer to clean up so April can curl up on the couch. After disposing of our trash, I stop by my bedroom to grab my sketchbook. When I return to the living room, April is browsing her favorite science fiction shows on a popular streaming service.
"You're such a nerd." I snort when April puts on her favorite show.
"You know it!" she replies as she raises her hand and makes a weird gesture with her fingers.
"The fuck does that mean?" I ask, making a face.
"Seriously?!" April exclaims. "I've been watching Planet Trek Wars since the very first episode, and you still don't know our symbol?!"
"Oh, April." I sigh, shaking my head as I plop down in the armchair, my long, smooth legs curled up beneath me.
April geeks out while watching a rerun of her favorite show for the tenth time. She looks so fucking cute laying on the couch wearing nothing but panties and her glasses. I smirk as I look down at my sketchbook and get back to work.
"What are you working on over there?" April asks an hour later.
"Oh, uh, nothing. Nothing!" I answer nervously as I look up from the page.
"Yeah, right." she rolls her eyes. "You've been carrying a sketchbook around for as long as I've known you, and you've never once let me look!"
"So?" I inquire as I hold the sketchbook up.
"So, show me now!" April whines.
"No!" I insist in a firm voice.
"C'mon, why not?"" she pouts. "I know you've had a NaughtyDraw account since at least college. You let strangers on the internet see, why not your girlfriend?"
"The strangers on the internet don't know who I really am!" I reason, trying to think of a reason to not show her.
"I'm your girlfriend!" April repeats.
"I-it's personal." I stammer.
"It's personal?" she asks with a bewildered expression. "Stacey, you've had your face buried in my coochie, and showing me a drawing is too personal?"
I'm scared. No one sees these drawings besides me. Well, and the internet, but in my defense, I'm anonymous on my NaughtyDraw account. Still, April and I are supposed to be a couple, partners. She doesn't have my whole heart, thanks to Steven. She deserves this.
"Fine." I acquiesce as I stand up. My heart is pounding as my bare feet walk across the floor, to the couch. "J-just, just promise you won't laugh."
"I promise, I promise!" April squeals, sitting up as she excitedly claps her hands. "Now, show me!"
I hand April the sketchbook. I look down at my toes while I can hear April flipping through the book. Page after page of adventures, of sex scenes. Drawings from comics. Fine, I guess I'm a nerd, too. Famous superheroes. They have a little less clothing on for some of the scenes.
"Stacey!" April exclaims as she starts giggling while looking at one sketch.
"April, you promised!" I hiss as I grab at the sketchbook.
"Sorry, sorry!" she replies while pulling the sketchbook out of my hands so she can keep looking at it.
"Whatever." I pout, crossing my arms beneath my bare breasts.
"It's amazing. These are amazing!" April comments as she flips the page. "And, you're such a dork!"
"And you're a bitch." I reply, but I'm smiling.
April keeps admiring my sketches. They're not all smut. Really, they're not! There are tales of real adventure on these pages. It's just that, when the characters kiss, I make sure to not just fade to black. No, I go into explicit, beautiful detail.
"Wait... this one? The Mistress of Flames. Is this me?" April looks up at me, a film of tears over her bright, green eyes. "You really see my like this? She's so powerful, and beautiful, and..."
"And perfect." I finish for her. "Just like you."
"I love you, Stacey." April whispers as she wipes her tears away. "I love you so much."
"I love you, too." I reply with a smile.
April goes back to my sketches. She admires several of her as I admire the little nerd. Those perky breasts, that wavy blonde hair, the fiery personality; April really is my Mistress of Flames. She ignites a fire in me. A wonderful passion. I really do love her. I really am in love with her.
"Oh, my God! Beast Man. This is Steven, isn't it?" April asks, speaking too rapidly for me to reply right away. "And... holy fuck these two are hot together! Stacey... you fantasize about Steven and I like this? Like, wait! Can he really do that with his tongue?"
"He definitely knows how to use his tongue, yes." I reply with a smirk. "And his fingers. And his fantastic cock. Yes, it really is that big."
"I know!" April responds. "I felt it, remember? But damn, actually seeing it must be something else."
"Feeling it is even better." I giggle. "Anyway, his tongue isn't quite that prehensile. But, could you imagine?"
April and I both burst out laughing. She sets the sketchbook down on the table and pats the cushion beside her. I join April on the couch and pull her into my arms. My favorite nerd sighs happily as she rests her head on my shoulder.
"Thank you for sharing this with me." April says, her hand resting on my thigh.
"I've never shown anyone before." I admit.
"Not even Steven?" she wonders.
"Not even him." I confirm.
"I'm as special to you as strangers on the internet? Thanks!" April teases.
"I'm anonymous on that site!" I remind her as I shake my head.
"I know, I'm just being a bitch." she explains.
I stay on the couch with April as she stays engrossed in the season finale. I have no idea what's going on, but there are lots of explosions and lasers. Rather than try and pay attention to the show, I just sit back and enjoy April's presence. Her nearly-naked body feels great against mine. She is so fucking adorable it makes my heart thump with happiness.
"Wanna order delivery for dinner?" I eventually ask.
"Sure, should we answer the door with our tits out?" April wonders as she grabs her own breast and squeezes.
"No, not this time." I insist. "I have a robe. Just pick a restaurant."
"Lame!" she calls out.
We agree on a restaurant and I open the app. After ordering our food, we cuddle on the couch for a little while as April starts up the next season of Planet Trek Wars. Great. Eventually, we hear a knock at the door.
"Shit! Our food's here!" I exclaim as I hop to my feet. "We're moving into a building you need to be buzzed into!"
"Sure, whatever." April mumbles as she leans forward to watch her show.
I head to the bathroom and grab a robe. Yeah, you can see the outline of my nipples through the robe, but whatever. Another knock on the door. Tying the robe, I run back to the living room and open the door for the delivery guy.
"Hi, thanks!" I exclaim as I except the order from the kid. He's nineteen, twenty, at most.
"Um, you're welcome." he stammers nervously, his eyes on my hard nipples.
"I think you're giving the poor boy a hard-on." April comments while standing up.
The young guy's eyes nearly pop out as his jaw drops. With zero shame, April walks around the couch and comes over to the door. Standing at nearly five feet tall, the petite nerd hip-checks me as she gets in front of the delivery guy, her small boobs on full display.
"Um, uh..." the kid stammers.
"Thanks for the food, Cutie." April comments as she stands on her toes, wraps an arm around his neck, and pecks his cheek.
"Y-you're welcome." he mutters nervously.
"Have a nice day." I smile before shutting the door in his face.
"Great, I'm starving!" April says as she takes the food from me and walks back into the living room.
"You really are a whore." I snort, shaking my head as I remove my robe and set it down.
"We paid him, not the other way around." she counters.
"Right." I respond as I sit down with April and start taking out the food.
Greasy deliciousness. April and I scarf down our cheap food as Planet Trek Wars plays in the background. Well, background for me, anyway. April's eyes are locked on the screen, despite this being at least her tenth time watching this episode. After swallowing the last bite, April lets out a loud belch before scratching her flat stomach.
"That was disgusting." I say, crinkling my nose.
"You're welcome." April replies.
"Didn't say thanks." I roll my eyes.
"I know, that was very rude of you." she comments.
I get up to dispose of our trash, once more allowing April to stretch out on the couch. She's clearly engrossed in her show, so I curl back up in the armchair with my sketchbook. I spend the evening sketching out a love scene between Beast Man, Mistress of Flames, and myself.
Eventually, it starts to get late. I remind April that we have work in the morning. She nods and insists on one more episode. I agree and get back to my sketch. Works for me, I'm almost finished anyway. However, before I can finish, there's a loud knock at the door.
"Who the fuck is that?" April asks eloquently.
"One way to find out." I shrug.
Setting down the sketch pad, I grab my robe and put it back on. Then I walk over to the door and look through the peephole. A loud gasp escapes my lips when I see who is on the other side. Why the fuck is he here? This makes absolutely no sense.
"Open the door, you fucking whores!" Barry drunkenly screams as he pounds on the door. "I lost everything because of you! You bitches owe me!"
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Hey guys, here's a new story for you! I hope you enjoy it. I decided to write this one for Literotica's 25th anniversary contest. I haven't written in past tense for awhile, so please let me know if you spot any errors. Comments are always appreciated. This is kind of a slow burn story, so be prepared for that. It's the longest story I've ever written that wasn't broken up into multiple chapters. I did consider breaking it up when I realized how long it was getting, but I wanted something for the anniversary contest. Also, to anyone reading Birthday Pool Party, don't worry, I'm still working on that one as well. I am sorry updates are taking so long. I've been really busy with work and real life lately. I assure you, I'm not going anywhere, and I do write as much as my free time allows. This is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Monday, September 29th~
Fuck. Another Monday. It was my first thought when my alarm went off. With a grunt of annoyance, I reached over and touched my phone to shut off the annoying sound. Then I sat up and raised my hands above my head so I could stretch and yawn.
The covers around my waist, I looked around my room, the same bedroom I'd lived in for over twenty-four years. Several framed pictures of my parents and two siblings are framed on the walls, with another picture on my bedside table, next to my small lamp. My eyes passed over my dresser, over the television mounted on the wall, and reached the large desk near the door.
For my entire working life, I'd worked from home at that desk. Medical transcriptionist was a job that has been work from home for a very long time. Long before that nasty pandemic took over a couple years ago.
Unlike my older sister and younger brother, I wasn't born healthy. Not long after I was born I was diagnosed with a very serious immune disease. My parents told me it was genetic, but I was the only one to draw the short straw. Lucky Suzie.
No play dates when I was little, no daycare, no preschool. My mother had to put her teaching career on hold so she could watch me, so she could home school me. Fortunately, Dad made named partner at his law firm, ensuring that a single income would be enough to keep our home afloat.
My only socialization was with my family, and the occasional friend of one of my siblings. So many people felt sorry for me, but it was the only life I knew. It was necessary. Sure, I was able to go outside sometimes, but I had to be kept away from large groups of people. The park, the beach, all out. I spent most of my outdoor time in our large back yard.
Mom taught me until I got my high school diploma, then I needed to find a way to make a life for myself. Fortunately, remote learning was becoming much more popular, especially at the college level. So, it looked like I would be able to get a degree. Then everything changed.
The summer before my Freshman year of college, a new advancement in immunotherapy hit the experimental phase. It was perfect to treat me. With Dad's influence, I got in on one of the trials. I spent the next year of my life pale and sickly as the treatment took effect.
It was a miracle. The treatment almost futuristic, in fact. My natural immune system finally kicked in. The treatment was completed, and I was considered cured. I still remember all the tears, the hugs, the celebrations!
Mom got another teaching job, and was ready to finally go back to work. Me? Well, I could have finally been around people. The problem? I never learned any social skills. I was just around family. Social anxiety took over, and I chose to stay with remote learning when going to college.
The big question, what would I major in? Well, it turned out that I was really interested in the medical stuff. With my history, it did make sense. I wanted to do something involved in the medical field, but I wasn't ready to work around people.
I went to a local community college and studied for an associate's degree with a specialization in medical transcription. I learned common medical terminology, some basic anatomy, and various transcription techniques.
While in college, my parents insisted that I start getting out and meeting people. I was terrified, but I did go out some with my big sister, Alyssa. She took me to the park, the mall, the beach. I lived in California, but I didn't wade into the ocean until I was out of high school.
Alyssa also spent some time teaching me how to drive. That was terrifying. The fast moving vehicles, the rude people who honked at me when I wasn't going fast enough. I learned though. I had my driver's license before my associate's degree.
My family insisted I go to my college graduation. I was starting to get more comfortable with people, but a crowd of that size was incredibly intimidating. Still, my mom crying as she took the picture of me in my graduation gown was worth it. With graduation behind me, it was time to get a job.
I was adamant on working from home, even though my family wanted me to branch out. Several interviews later, and I was hired to work from home. I was so proud of myself when I got my first paycheck.
Time passed. I got more and more comfortable around people, though the pandemic pushed me into seclusion again for awhile. I didn't make much money, so I chose to keep living at home. Alyssa did offer to let me move in with her, but I turned her down. I wasn't ready. I stayed at home with Mom, Dad, and Daniel, my younger brother.
Alyssa's twenty-ninth birthday was a few months ago, her fellow nurses threw a huge party for her. Then we celebrated Daniel's twentieth last month. He has been commuting to college; my baby brother has wanted to be an engineer for most of his life.
My twenty-fifth birthday on October twenty-fifth was next. Suzie, the middle child. It's not short for Susan or Suzanne, I'm just Suzie. I spent a lot of my time reading or playing the occasional video game. I also have been into fitness for most of my life. My doctor suggested I stay in shape to help my immune system. We had a small home gym, and I'd used it every day since I was little.
It turns out, I'd always been little. I topped out at exactly five feet tall. My shiny, raven hair has always fallen halfway down my back. I'd always had a pretty face with deep, blue eyes. Exercise kept my stomach flat and tone beneath my large, double-D breasts. Breasts I'd always been self-conscious about. I felt like I was top-heavy, even though all evidence suggested that I'd been a knockout for years.
Yet, no one was surprised when they found it I was a virgin. I'd never even kissed a boy, even though I'd had crushes on various guys on television for years. I had a thing for one of Alyssa's old boyfriends one time, too. Still, I lived a very sheltered life. No dances, no dates.
Daniel always used to tease me, he would ask if I spat or swallowed. He was younger than me, yet I had no idea what he was talking about. I assumed he was asking what I did with saliva in my mouth and answered swallow. He laughed. So, I looked it up online. I screamed at him a lot after I realized how he was teasing me. He thought it was hysterical.
A sigh escaped my lips as I contemplated my virginity. Throwing the covers off my body, I got out of bed and stripped down to my cotton panties. My hands lightly massaged my big boobs, and I shivered when my fingers touched my sensitive nipples.
I dressed in a black and red sports bra, tight black pants with white stripes down the legs, and running shoes. Once I got to the home gym, I began my morning workout. I ran on the treadmill, used the elliptical, lifted weights, and did some crunches.
After heading to the bathroom and getting naked, I briefly admired my large breasts in the mirror. My boobs were the perfect combination of cone and sphere, with light pink nipples. Then I brushed my teeth and took my birth control pill, the pill I was prescribed for heavy cramping. Finally, I took a nice, hot shower and shaved my shapely legs.
With a towel wrapped around my body, I went back to my room and dressed for the day. Then I headed to the kitchen. My parents and brother left earlier, since they had to drive to work and school. I got myself a drink and something small for breakfast.
Once I returned to my bedroom, I started up my computer and logged in for the day. I messaged with coworkers while I listened to a doctor's recording and transcribed the notes into a report. Then I checked my phone and saw a message from my sister. I texted her back and started a conversation.
Alyssa: How was your weekend?
Suzie: Good! I finished another book. You?
Alyssa: I got laid!
Suzie: Oh?
Alyssa: Yeah, I went out drinking with the girls Saturday night. Two of us got picked up.
Suzie: How was it?
Alyssa: Fucking amazing. He made me cum over and over. As a reward, I gave him my ass.
Suzie: Gross.
Alyssa: Don't knock it till you try it! Granted, sitting down kind of hurts right now.
Suzie: I'm good, thanks. How was the regular sex?
Alyssa: Awesome! We did the usual positions: doggy, missionary, cowgirl.
Suzie: Did you go down on him?
Alyssa: You don't usually ask so many questions. Something you wanna tell me?
Suzie: I guess I'm just thinking about how I'm about to be twenty-five and I'm still a virgin.
Alyssa: Do you wanna change that?
Suzie: Maybe? I mean, I'm not some church girl who's saving herself for marriage or anything.
Alyssa: Good, because we shouldn't be worrying about marriage until our thirties.
Suzie: Your thirties aren't far off ;)
Alyssa: Bitch. Anyway, to answer your question, yeah, I sucked his dick. He came in my mouth.
Suzie: What was that like?
Alyssa: Delicious. I love cum. Remember, baby sister, spitters are quitters.
Suzie: I'll remember.
Alyssa: He ate me out while he recharged, then he fucked me like a dog.
Suzie: That felt good?
Alyssa: Oh, yeah! I love doggystyle.
Suzie: If I went to a bar, do you think I'd be noticed?
Alyssa: I do! You're hot and have big tits!
Suzie: Jealous? :P
Alyssa: I'm happy with my D-cups. I don't need your huge knockers.
Suzie: Right! ;)
Alyssa: Anyway, you aren't the same sheltered girl, Suzie.
Suzie: I know I'm not...
Alyssa: You know all about sex now, even though you've never been kissed.
Suzie: I wanna be kissed... and I think about, you know, going down on a guy.. sometimes.
Alyssa: You slut!
Suzie: Whatever. I'm not the one who just got boned by a stranger at a bar.
Alyssa: Maybe you should be! Get some sexy clothes, go to bar, spread your legs.
Suzie: It's an idea...
Alyssa: Hey! Wanna go shopping after work tonight? Get you some outfits?
Suzie: I guess I could do that.
Alyssa: Meet at the mall for dinner?
Suzie: Okay.
After I finalized my plans with my sister, I put my phone down and went back to work. During break, I made a sandwich for lunch and had it with some potato chips. Then I resumed transcribing until it was time to clock out for the day.
"Hi, Mom!" I said when I entered the living room where she and Daniel were watching television.
"Hi, Suzie." Mom replied. "How was your day?"
"Fine." I answered. "Yours?"
"Had to stop a fight." Mom explained. "Both kids got suspended. Other than that, it was okay."
"I got girl's number in class today, not that anyone asked." Daniel smirked before he went back to texting.
"That girl must have no standards." I commented and shook my head.
"And hopefully no morals." Daniel added as he looked up at me and winked.
"Daniel!" Mom hissed.
"Sorry, Mom." my brother mumbled.
"Anyway, I'm going out with Alyssa." I said.
"Oh, good!" Mom smiled. "What are you gonna do?"
"Eat dinner at the mall, then go shopping." I answered.
"Have fun." Mom told me.
"Thanks, Mom." I responded.
"Bye, Suzie." Daniel grunted.
"Later, Loser!" I called out as I slung my purse over my shoulder and headed out the door.
I got in the car I received as a present for my college graduation, then pulled out onto the street. We lived near the mall, so the drive didn't take very long. After I parked my car, I texted Alyssa and told her I'd meet her at the food court.
I weaved through the crowd, happy that I was no longer so nervous around people. When I arrived at the food court, I looked around until I spotted my sister. I was wearing a pair of faded blue jeans and a t-shirt. It wasn't revealing, however from the way that my large breasts strained the fabric, it was obvious that I had a big pair of sweater puppies.
"Hey, sis!" Alyssa's voice calls out.
Turning around, I came face to face with my big sister. Alyssa was wearing a flowing sundress that accentuated her perfect figure. She was short and petite, just like me. However, Alyssa was an inch taller, with longer hair and slightly smaller boobs. Her skin was more tanned, since she got out more. Other than that, we looked basically identical.
"Hi, Alyssa!" I said as I hugged my sister.
"Hungry?" she asked when we broke apart.
"Yeah, you?" I replied.
"Definitely." Alyssa nodded. "I've been on my feet all day."
"Makes sense, you are a nurse." I pointed out before a sly grin crossed my face. "And it's probably a good thing. Since, you know, you can't sit down."
"It was worth it." she stuck her tongue out at me.
Alyssa looped her arm through mine before she led me to one of our favorite places to eat. The mall wasn't very crowded, but I still noticed quite a few glances being directed our way. We were obviously sisters, and several guys checked us out. I smirked when I realized that they probably imagined the usual sister fantasy that so many guys had.
We got in line and placed our orders. Alyssa was nice enough to offer to pay for my meal as well. I thanked her as we waited for our food. When the orders were ready, we took our trays to a table and sat down to eat.
"What should I get for clothes?" I asked before I popped a fry in my mouth.
"Well, you'll definitely need some sexy undies." Alyssa frowned as she considered my question. "A couple of nice dresses, a few cute tops, maybe a pair of heels."
"I don't know how to walk in heels." I confessed.
"I figured." my sister nodded. "Don't worry, we'll go for a small heel, it won't be too hard to walk in."
"Okay, I trust you." I said.
"You shouldn't. I'm dangerous." Alyssa winked suggestively.
"And you can teach me to be that way, too." I replied.
"That's my sister!" she exclaimed happily.
I just shook my head and took a bite of my burger. Alyssa then took it upon herself to explain to me how to give a blowjob. It's something we've discussed before, so most of the tips weren't new to me. Still, I made sure to listen. I wondered if I could really do it, if I could really suck a dick.
After our meal, my big sister and I went on a shopping spree. I bought sexy lace undies, and I blushed when my sister told me that I had to make sure I was at least trimmed down there. I got everything Alyssa mentioned before; a couple of dresses, including a little black one that really showed off my assets, a few new tops, some tight jeans, and a pair of heels. Alyssa made some purchases, too.
"You're gonna have the boys drooling!" Alyssa grinned as the cashier scanned our items. She then turned to the male cashier. "Isn't my baby sister hot?"
"Ah, um, well..." the college-aged guy stammered while he bagged the box with my heels.
"Well?" Alyssa asked as she gave the poor boy an impatient look.
"Alyssa, you're embarrassing him." I rolled my eyes before blushing myself. "And me."
"He thinks your hot." Alyssa assured me.
A sigh escaped my lips before I chuckled and rolled my eyes. The cashier gave us the total and I paid with my debit card. Alyssa and I carried our bags through the mall as we made our exit. We stood outside the main entrance to say our goodbyes.
"So, you ready to hit the clubs?" Alyssa asked with a smirk.
"I don't know about that." I replied nervously.
"C'mon!" she snapped and actually stomped her foot. "You can't stay sheltered forever, you said it yourself. I mean, you've never been kissed! Have you ever even seen a dick?"
"Of course I have!" I insisted angrily.
"In person?" my sister clarified.
"Um, well, no." I admitted with a wince.
"That's it." Alyssa said. "You and me, we're going out this weekend! Bars, clubs, whatever!"
"Really?" I asked as my anxiety spiked. "I'm not sure."
"You bought all these sexy clothes, now you're going to back out?" Alyssa wondered with a raised eyebrow.
"You're right." I replied with a deep breath. "I need to do this. Let's go!"
"Great, either Friday or Saturday night. Or both!" Alyssa smiled. "I'll text you!"
"It's a plan." I nodded and hugged my sister goodbye.
"Oh, and download some dating apps." she added as she kissed my cheek. "You need to talk to some cute guys!"
"I will." I promised.
Alyssa and I parted ways to go to our cars. With my bags in the trunk, I drove home. My mother asked how much I spent as I walked through the house with a ton of shopping bags. I just told her I didn't want to think about it, then went to my room and shut the door.
I carefully hung up my new dresses in my closet, then put everything else away. Kicking my shoes off, I hopped into bed and played on my phone for a little while. Then, I took a deep breath and downloaded a couple of dating apps.
One of the apps asked for multiple pictures and a full profile. That took me awhile. I wasn't sure what to say about myself, so I just mentioned my name, my job, and a couple of hobbies. The other was just a simple picture and brief description. Then I spent over an hour being shown pictures of guys. I was supposed to swipe in one direction if I liked them, and the other if I didn't. Weird.
Messages started coming in fast on both apps. I was completely overwhelmed, and actually felt a panic attack coming on. After setting aside my phone for a few minutes so I could calm down, I went back to the messages to see what my potential dates had said.
Wow, that was a lot of dick pics. Deleted. Then some very unsavory messages. A couple of guys commented on my tits, a few others talked about what they'd do to me if they got me alone, and one message was from a couple who wanted me to join them for a threesome. Nope, nope, and nope. I also passed on the guy who asked if I was submissive.
"Well, this fucking sucks." I groaned as I leaned back against my pillow and blew a strand of raven hair out of my face.
Going back to the more generic messages, I noticed that a lot of guys would just ask how I was doing or state that they liked my profile. A couple said I was very pretty. I figured it wouldn't hurt to talk to them, so I replied to those messages.
After messaging with a bunch of people over a couple hours, I formed an opinion of a few of the guys. Nick turned out to be a jerk, so I blocked him. Jerry and Sam were alright, but I didn't really find them attractive. Ken and Dave seemed really nice though, so I kept talking to them. They even made me laugh a few times.
Eventually, I decided it was time for bed. I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth, then I headed back to my room and stripped down to my panties. After I completed my skin care routine, which included rubbing moisturizer into my big boobies, I realized I had one more thing to do before going to sleep.
I dropped my panties to my feet and stepped out of the plain white cloth. The carpet was soft beneath my bare feet as I walked over to my bed and laid down on my back. Then I started to softly caress my breasts, my fingertips circled my nipples as I teased myself.
My nipples have always been really sensitive. I'd even been able to make myself cum from just playing with the little pink nubs. As I lifted my left tit, I leaned forward and slurped my own nipple into my mouth. A moan escaped my lips as my tongue teased my erect nipple and I could feel my pussy start to moisten.



Despite the sheltered virgin thing, I have definitely known how to masturbate for a long time. A girl had to do something to pass the time, right? I knew my body well, knew exactly how to tease myself, how to get myself excited, how to bring myself off.
I continued fondling and sucking on my left tit, panting softly as my arousal built. My right hand began to trail down my stomach, my fingers lightly trailing along my pale skin as I teased myself. Soon, I reached my pubic mound and softly ran my fingers through my thick, dark pubes.
"Fuck, it really is a forest down there!" I released my boob to say out loud.
My head actually leaned back, my tits shaking as I giggled softly. I definitely couldn't let a guy down there until I did something about it. Problem for later, I was horny. With my left titty back in my mouth, I slid my my right hand between my legs so I could run my fingers along my moist labia.
The room was full of my soft moaning and panting as my tight body squirmed. I kept sucking on my breast as I used two fingers to spread myself open. Carefully slipping two fingers inside, I came in contact with it; my hymen. Yeah, I still had it.
I had always been careful when I masturbated, making sure I didn't break it unintentionally. Still, if I was to finally let loose, it was time for it to go. Not just yet. Instead of fingering myself, I began to circle my clit, stimulating all the nerves in my little button.
A few minutes later, I released my boob so I could gasp and groan. My toes started to curl as I used my left hand to pull on one of my nipples. I was so close. So close. I rubbed my clit rapidly, my back arching as my passion peaked.
"Ah!" I cried out as my face contorted in pleasure. "Fuck!"
My sweaty hair clung to my face as I gasped for breath, my large breasts heaving. Lifting my right hand to my lips, I sucked my juices off of my fingers, relishing the taste of my feminine nectar. I'd always tasted so sweet. Yummy!
I shakily got to my feet and wobbled a few feet across the floor until I reached my underwear. Bending at the waist, I snatched up my panties so I could step back into them. Then I put on a matching pajama set and got back into bed.
A big yawn hit me as I was plugging in my phone. Fuck, I was tired. Getting under the covers, I switched off my bedside lamp and settled in. Various thoughts ran through my mind; thoughts of guys touching me, kissing me, tasting me. Thoughts of putting a penis in my mouth, of tasting semen. I'm not sure when I finally fell asleep.
~Tuesday, September 30th~
Tuesday started out like any other weekday. I went through my morning routine, including my daily workout, then I logged in to my work computer and started the day. My raven hair was pulled back in a lazy ponytail as my fingers tapped away at the keys.
Before lunch, I had a video meeting with various members of my department. Our manager went over the current issues and projects. It was fine, but probably could have been an email. At least it ended in time for me to take my break.
I went to the kitchen and made myself a sandwich, which I ate in my bedroom while washing it down with a diet soda. As I ate, I messaged Ken and Dave. They asked for my number, but I put them off. Alyssa and I texted while I finished my meal, telling me she was on break as well. Soon, she asked if she could call me.
"Hi!" I said into the phone.
"Hey, sis!" Alyssa replied. "How's your morning?"
"Fine." I answered. "Yours?"
"The usual." my sister responded. "Some guy was convinced we were trying to plant tracking devices inside him for the government. He had to be restrained so we could get the IV in."
"Interesting." I said slowly.
"Not really." Alyssa laughed. "Anyway, I was thinking we should definitely go out Friday and Saturday night."
"Both nights?" I wondered. "Someone's on a mission!"
"I am!" she agreed. "We're gonna get that cherry popped!"
"Alyssa!" I gasped. "Anyone could hear you!"
"No, they couldn't." Alyssa insisted. "I'm eating lunch in my car."
"And you call me anti-social." I snorted.
"Hey! I've been around people all day. I just needed a few minutes of peace." she reasoned. "Don't change the subject! Will you let me take you out both nights?"
"I suppose..." I mumbled nervously.
"Don't be nervous, Suzie." Alyssa replied. "You don't have to go all the way right off the bat. Start with some kissing, some petting! Take it one step at a time."
"One step at a time..." I trailed off, my eyes widening as an idea occurred to me.
"Exactly!" she exclaimed.
"Okay, I'm in." I agreed with a confidence I didn't usually possess. "I don't know what I'll do when I'm there, but I'll go."
"That's all I ask!" Alyssa laughed. "I should go back to work. Love you!"
"Love you, too!" I replied before ending the call.
For the rest of my work day, I was completely distracted and didn't accomplish very much actual work. I couldn't let go of my idea. It was a great way for me to take control of my life and break free of the shackles that have kept me repressed for years.
After clocking out, I made dinner for myself. We weren't the type of family to eat together, after all. I ate in front of the television in the living room with my mother. Dad still wasn't home from his high-stress job, and Daniel was out with friends.
I did the dishes, then ran to my room, shutting the door so that I could work on my idea in peace. It was definitely strange, but I thought it would work for me. For the next hour or so, I watched some porn on my computer to get ideas.
Then I wrote my list. I was going to be twenty-five on October twenty-fifth. My golden birthday. I decided that I was going to lose my virginity on my birthday. It would be the twenty-fifth act. I would start tomorrow, October first. I would have twenty-five days to perform twenty-five sexual acts, with the final one being intercourse.
At first I thought it might be weird to plan things out like that. Obsessive, even. Then I decided that plans are what made things happen. I definitely wanted things to happen to my lady bits. It was a great plan. Not weird at all.
An hour later I was done. I had added things and crossed them out. Sure, some were a little childish for a mid-twenties woman, but I was inexperienced. Everything on the list made sense to me. There was even something on there from my chat with Alyssa about her weekend. I went over it again before sending it to Alyssa without an explanation.
1. Break hymen.
2. First kiss.
3. Make out.
4. Get felt up.
5. Crotch rubbed from outside clothes.
6. Rub a guy's bulge.
7. Give a stranger my panties.
8. Flash someone.
9. Let a guy suck my breasts.
10. Reach orgasm in front of a guy.
11. Send nudes.
12. Phone sex.
13. Give a lap dance.
14. Give a handjob.
15. Get fingered.
16. Get spanked.
17. Finger up my bum.
18. Blowjob.
19. Swallow semen.
20. Semen on my face.
21. Get eaten out.
22. Titty-fuck.
23. Semen on breasts.
24. Sixty-nine.
25. Intercourse.
I sat down on the edge of my bed with my notepad in my lap, my eyes roved the page as I bit my lower lip and contemplated my decision. I was sure it was the right one. A small smile crossed my face when my phone went off. Alyssa, I assumed, expecting her to express her pride.
Alyssa: The fuck is this?
Suzie: I probably should have explained, huh?
Alyssa: That might have helped!
Suzie: That's my list. Starting tomorrow, I'm gonna work through it.
Alyssa: In order?
Suzie: Not necessarily, but I do plan to start with 1 tomorrow, and end with 25 on the 25th.
Alyssa: Gonna lose your virginity on your twenty-fifth birthday?
Suzie: I am! It's a Saturday, so it'll work.
Alyssa: Nervous?
Suzie: So scared I'm actually shaking right now.
Alyssa: You can do this. I believe in you. Surprised you want a finger up your butt though!
Suzie: Yeah, well, you talked about anal. A cock isn't going up there, but I'll try a finger.
Alyssa: You go girl!
Suzie: Thanks!
Alyssa: Also excited for shy Suzie to dance naked for a guy. :P
Suzie: Oh, I never thought of putting strip tease on my list!
Alyssa: How did you think you were gonna get naked for the lap dance?
Suzie: Wait! People are naked for lap dances?!
Alyssa: God, you're such a dork.
Suzie: Whatever. Not everyone is born a slut.
Alyssa: No one is born a slut! It's a lifestyle. One you choose!
Suzie: Then you apparently got it via slutmosis or something.
Alyssa: You're an idiot.
Suzie: You're a whore, so we're even! :P
Alyssa: I don't get paid, I make cocks cum for free. ;)
Suzie: Again. Gross.
Alyssa: You'll love it once you try it! Trust me, baby sister.
Suzie: We'll see.
My big sister and I texted for awhile longer, then we said goodnight. Putting my earbuds in, I watched some porn to get in the mood. Then I pushed my pants and panties down so I could masturbate real quick. Finally, I went through my nighttime routine and climbed into bed wearing a matching pajama set.
~Wednesday, October 1st~
My alarm went off much earlier than usual. I was annoyed, but I had plans, so I dragged my lazy ass out of bed. After yawning through my morning routine, including my workout, I made my way to the bathroom and stripped out of my clothes so I could get in the shower.
This was the first day of my twenty-five acts. I had to make sure I was ready. I thoroughly washed myself to get ready for the big challenge; shaving my pubic hair. It fought back. I really thought I was gonna need a weed whacker at one point, but I managed to get rid of all of it.
It felt so weird! I kept running my fingers over my completely smooth pubic mound. Maybe I should have done a landing strip instead? I just shrugged before shaving my legs and underarms. Once I was completely smooth and clean, I admired my naked body in the mirror.
I really was gorgeous. My legs were toned and smooth, my stomach was completely flat. I had large, DD breasts that were perfectly shaped and had the nicest nipples. High cheekbones helped accentuate my model-like face, and my eyes were a deep, piercing blue. Finally, my long raven hair was an amazing contrast to my light skin.
With a towel wrapped around my body, I headed back to my bedroom. Stifling another yawn, I put on casual clothes for the day. Then I pulled back my dark hair into a functional ponytail before logging in and starting my work day.
Standard work day, for the most part. I transcribed reports, I texted with Alyssa. What was different, however, was that I did quite a bit of flirting. I was still messaging with Ken and Dave. Both nice guys, both were happy to keep getting to know me.
I still had to delete a few dick pics and rude messages from the two dating apps. Despite that, I found a couple of other guys who seemed worth chatting with. All the compliments I was getting were starting to make me smile. I got why Alyssa liked flirting, it was a rush!
Excitement shot through me as I logged off for the day. Excitement, and anxiety. I was really nervous about being seen, but I had to put myself out there. I said goodbye to my mother and brother before heading out the door, saying I needed to go to the grocery store.
My first stop wasn't very exciting. I bought a sandwich and diet soda for dinner. I ate it in my car with a bag of chips. Due to my anxiety, it didn't settle well. Nausea plagued me as I struggled not to panic while driving to a place I'd never been to.
The steering wheel groaned as I clutched it tightly and tried to breathe. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the plain building I was parked behind. I couldn't put this off forever, it was time. If I couldn't do this, losing my virginity would have been out of the question.
With slow, careful steps, I walked toward the entrance, my eyes down as I watched my feet the entire way. I lifted my head and looked at the door, the knowledge of what was inside making me hesitate. Finally, I gathered my strength and entered the store.
Holy shit. There were sex toys everywhere! I immediately saw an entire wall of dildos, making me blush. There was an elderly couple a few feet away from me. Weird, what was the man holding? Oh, a cock ring! I'd heard of those!
Completely overwhelmed, I shuffle around the store and examined the wares. Edible undies, those were different. Various sexy outfits adorned the walls, another section was dedicated to dirty movies. I had thought all porn was online. Guess not.
A guy who had been reading the back of a movie case looked up and saw me. I could feel his eyes on my chest. I wasn't wearing anything revealing, but as I'd said before, hiding the size of my fun bags wasn't a realistic task.
I gave him a nervous smile before I moved on. Once I had walked through the entire store, I made my way back to the dildos. There were a lot of them! Vibrators, too. Before I could chicken out, I grabbed a large purple dildo and made my way over to the checkout counter.
Standing behind the register was a beautiful young woman with short blonde hair. Her exposed arms were covered with tattoos, and various piercings adorned her face. I placed the sex toy down on the counter, and she looked down at it before looking up at me. Her eyes traveled up and down my body. Was she checking me out? Damn!
"First time?" she wondered with a smirk.
"Am I that obvious?" I squeaked.
"Your face is bright red, so yeah, definitely." the woman laughed. "It's okay, we were all new once. Just a suggestion, but this one is kinda big, you might wanna get some lube to go with it."
"Oh, um, okay." I nodded weakly. "W-what would you recommend?"
The woman was kind enough to help me select a bottle of lubrication. I bought it, along with the purple dildo. She gave me a smoky look as she told me to have a nice day and to come back anytime. My face was so red it actually felt hot as I left the store.
I was so overwhelmed with emotions, I started laughing as I drove through town. My laughter had died down by the time I arrived at my usual grocery store. Locking my car, I went into the store and bought some groceries. Then I drove home with my purchases, having put the dildo and lube in a grocery bag to conceal them.
"Hi, Suzie!" Dad said when I walked through the front door.
"Hey, Dad." I mumbled, not wanting to talk to my father while I was holding a sex toy.
"Do you need help with your groceries?" Mom offered while she snuggled with Dad on the couch.
"Um, no. No, thank you." I responded.
I almost ran to the kitchen, grateful they didn't notice my blush. As usual, I had to stand on a stool to put a few things in the tall cabinets. Once my groceries were all put away, I wrapped my dildo and lube in a grocery bag and tried to sneak off to my room.
"You shouldn't keep food in your room." Mom called out when she noticed the bag I was carrying. "We'll get ants."
"Oh, um, it's not food." I stammered. "Just, ah, toothpaste and deodorant. I'm putting it in the bathroom."
"Okay, Honey." Mom replied.
"Daniel is doing homework in his room." Dad commented. "Do you want to watch a movie with your parents?"
"No, thank you." I answered. "I have a new book I'm excited to read."
"Enjoy!" Dad called out.
Relief coursed through me as I shut my bedroom door and leaned my back against it. A long breath escaped my lips as I tilted my head back. That was close. Maybe I should have accepted Alyssa's offer to live with her. No, I wasn't ready then.
Excitement replaced my anxiety as I contemplated what I was about to do. It was time to lose my hymen! I nearly tripped and fell over in my rush to get my clothes off. My panties even got stuck on my big toe as I tried to get them off. Finally, I was as naked as the day I was born.
My big tits bounced as I hopped into bed while holding my dildo in one hand and the bottle of lube in the other. An excited giggle escaped my lips as I laid down and spread my legs wide. Just as I was about to open the lube, another idea occurred to me.
The lube was forgotten as I held the dildo up to my face and examined it. If I was gonna suck a real dick, I should get some practice on a fake one. The dildo was purple and transparent, revealing the glitter inside the sex toy. It made me giggle.
Leaning forward, I planted a big kiss on the tip of my new sex toy. I remembered Alyssa's advice to tease the cock; make it beg for more. My tongue extended, which allowed me to lick the dildo softly. I swirled my tongue along the fake penis before I finally opened my mouth and took it between my lips.
Slowly but surely I pushed the dildo into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat and I started to gag and cough. Eventually, I got used to how much of it I could take. I was able to push it in and out of my mouth, sucking on it while I held the base.
Moans and slurps escaped my lips as I really got into it. My tongue swirled around the sex toy as I tried out the various tips that Alyssa had given me. I could feel my pussy getting wet as I sucked and imagined cum getting shot into my mouth. I wanted to taste cum. No, I needed to taste cum.
Lust took over, my legs spread as I bent my knees and planted my feet firmly on the comforter. I pulled the dildo from my mouth and grabbed it in both hands as I put it between my legs. My heart was racing as I let out a breath. It was time. I was ready.
Biting my lower lip, I pressed the sex toy against my opening, shuddering as I felt my labia start to part. My chest heaved as the dildo slowly entered my body. Then it happened. The rubber tip made contact with my intact hymen.
I was practically hyperventilating as I tried to push through my hymen. It wouldn't give. I knew I was being too gentle, but I was scared. So, I gathered my strength as I prepared to shove it in. Finally, I gripped the fake penis tightly in both hands and forced it inside me.
My back arched as I let out a pathetic whimpering noise. Tears leaked out of the corners of my eyes as I felt the dildo stretching me, pushing against my torn flesh. Maybe I should have used the lube instead of my saliva. It really hurt. However, I didn't pull it out, even as the tears ran down my cheeks. Instead, I grit my teeth and began to push the dildo in deeper.
Once my hand made contact with my vulva, I realized I had gotten it as far in as it was going to go. Sure, I could have taken away one hand, but with my death grip on the sex toy, that wasn't happening. Instead, I let the dildo stay inside me so I could get used to the feeling of being stretched.
I remembered a few of the sex pointers that Alyssa had given me and decided to try one out. I clenched my inner muscles so that my pussy would squeeze the fake penis. Alyssa had said that guys loved that because it made the hole tighter.
When I was ready, I began to work the dildo in and out of me, wincing as it ripped away the final remains of my hymen. Over time, the feelings changed. Throbbing pain was replaced with a delicious pleasure as I fucked myself.
"Mm, fuck me, yes!" I gasped weakly as my pussy dampened, making it easier and easier to play with my new toy.
Both my hands held the fake penis as I forced it inside me over and over. I pulled my legs back, bending my knees with my feet in the air. Holy shit, it felt so fucking good. All the pain was completely gone, and I could feel the familiar tingles, indicating an approaching orgasm.
My eyes rolled back in my head, my toes curled, and my entire body tensed up as tiny electric shocks shot out of my pussy, setting my entire body on fire. I pushed the dildo as far up my cunt as I could while a loud keening moan escaped my lips. My vaginal muscles clamped down on the fake penis as I came. I came hard.
"Holy shit."I moaned, my sweaty chest heaving as I eased the sex toy out of my snatch.



I held up the dildo to examine it and noticed there were streaks of blood on it. Shit. Looking down, I realized there was blood on my thighs and a big red stain on my sheets. I knew that not all women bled their first time being penetrated, but I shouldn't have been so surprised.
Cleaning up was not easy. I used some tissues from my bedside table to wipe off the sex toy and my legs. Then I got up, threw on a robe, and stripped the bed. Fortunately, I didn't have to pass my parents to get to the bathroom or the laundry.
After cleaning the dildo and starting the washing machine, I got fresh sheets and made my bed. Then I got under the covers completely naked. I spent the rest of the evening playing on my phone and messaging a few guys on my dating apps.
A smile crossed my face as I settled in to go to sleep. I had done it. One down, twenty-four to go. I could do this. It wouldn't be easy, I would be very anxious, but I would succeed. I sighed happily right before I fell asleep. It was the first time I had slept totally nude.
~Friday, October 3rd~
What was the saying? Oh yes, thank God it's Friday! I had a big smile on my face as soon as I woke up. Shutting off my alarm, I threw the covers off my body and hopped out of bed. I had my hand on the doorknob before I remembered I was naked. Interesting way to start the day!
I got ready, worked out, ate, and started work before the anxiety hit. Fear coursed through me, creating a knot in the pit of my stomach as I anticipated my night with Alyssa. Working wasn't easy, but I made it to break. During lunch, I took out my phone and texted my big sister.
We agreed to go to a bar a couple hours after dinner. Alyssa suggested that I pay for a ride so that I wouldn't have to worry about driving drunk. Surprisingly, I actually had been drunk before. My sister got me drunk on my twenty-first birthday. It got me really horny and giggly. The hangover the next day sucked.
The anxiety got so bad that I could barely stomach dinner. I wrapped up my leftovers for later and relaxed in my room until it was time to order my ride. While waiting for my ride, I changed into my sexy undies. Then I put on jean shorts and a tight, red top.
Saying goodbye to my parents and brother, I went outside and got in the car. The driver was obviously checking me out the entire drive to the bar. Smirking, I gave him a cute wave before stepping outside and shutting the car door. I spent the next ten minutes waiting outside the bar for my sister.
"Hey! You made it!" Alyssa exclaimed a few minutes later. She looked incredibly gorgeous in a black dress that fell to her knees.
"I did!" I replied, hugging her briefly. "Did you doubt me?"
"Yes, I did." she smirked. "I figured you'd chicken out."
"Jerk." I rolled my eyes.
"Let's go, my soon-to-be slut!" Alyssa replied, offering her arm.
Shaking my head, I looped my arm through hers as we headed into the building. Alyssa was thrilled when we both got carded. We may have big tits, but we're petite and look very young. The guy was shocked that Alyssa was almost thirty.
Eyes were on us as we sashayed through the various tables, avoiding the people standing and holding drinks. The bar was crowded, but we managed to find a row of five empty stools. Sitting down in the middle, we got the bartender's attention and ordered a couple of drinks. I let Alyssa order, and she got us a couple of long island ice teas.
"So, how does this work?" I asked while sipping on my cocktail. "Do we find a couple of guys to hit on?"
"You're so innocent, it's adorable." my sister giggled.
"What did I say?!" I wondered with a shocked face as I shrugged my shoulders and lifted my hands.
"Oh, Suzie, you have so much to learn." Alyssa smiled. "When you look like us, you don't have to go looking for someone. The someone finds you."
"We just sit here?" I frowned.
"No, not at all!" Alyssa said. "We also drink!"
Alyssa and I downed our first drinks before ordering another round. We sipped on our drinks while listening to the music and people watching. A lot of people seemed to be there in large groups, others were obviously on dates. I also noticed a few individual guys roaming around. My eyes went wide when I realized what Alyssa meant, yeah, they were trolling for pussy.
"No one is talking to us." I commented at one point.
"Relax." Alyssa smirked. "It's not a race. Anticipation is part of the game."
"Oh, I get it." I mumbled. I didn't get it.
"Anyway, there's something I wanted to talk to you about." she commented.
"What's that?" I inquired.
"Well, my lease is up soon," Alyssa began, "and I was thinking about moving into a two bedroom."
"You're asking me to move in with you." I finished for her, pressing my lips together as I nodded.
"I am." she confirmed.
"I-I don't know if I can afford it." I stammered and took a swig of my drink.
"We both know you can." Alyssa insisted.
"I'm not ready!" I exclaimed as I buried my hands in my hair. I felt panicked, adrift. "Everything is changing! I just, I just... I don't know!"
"Sh, it's okay!" Alyssa cooed as she reached out to hug me. She recognized my spiral. Her voice was soft in my ear. "Isn't this what you're trying to do? Be ready for the real world?"
"Yeah, I guess." I reluctantly admitted when she drew back from me.
"You don't have to answer now." my sister told me. "Just know that I'd love to be able to have my favorite person as my roommate."
"Can we talk about something else?" I wondered in a small voice.
"Sure." she nodded, taking a sip of her long island iced tea. "Are you looking for one guy to date? Or are you planning on letting a lot of strange men get their hands on the goods?"
"I don't know." I answered honestly. "I don't feel ready for a boyfriend."
"Why not?" Alyssa followed up with.
"I don't know how to be a girlfriend." I admitted.
"It's not hard!" she laughed. "Talk to each other, enjoy spending time together. And, you know, open your mouth, spread your legs, hold your ass cheeks apart. The usual."
"Right. The usual." I rolled my eyes. "I guess I'll just try and meet a guy and take it from there."
"That sounds like a good idea." Alyssa agreed.
My big sister and I continued chatting while nursing our drinks. The bar was mainly playing top hits, and I found myself enjoying the music. I was starting to feel my anxiety melt away when it was brought back by the sudden appearance of two men.
Alyssa stopped mid-sentence to turn and face the new arrivals. Both guys were of average height, with brown hair and brown eyes. They were each nursing a beer and looking at us with charming smiles. Casual clothes covered their trim frames. I guessed they were in their mid-twenties. They were cute, but my fear was back with full force.
"Evening ladies." the first guy said.
"Good evening." Alyssa purred.
"My friend and I were wondering," the second guy began smoothly, "if you girls are sisters?"
"What was your first clue?" my sister coyly asked. "Our big tits? Or was it our dark hair and blue eyes?"
"Wow!" the first guy chuckled. "We were just gonna comment on how pretty you both were, but you went straight for the boobs!"
"When you've got it, flaunt it!" Alyssa laughed as she leaned forward, her large breasts nearly spilling out of her dress.
"I love it!" the second guy laughed. "I'm Josh. Mind if we join you?"
"Alyssa." my sister replied. "And it's okay with me."
"Suzie." I squeaked nervously.
Josh sat beside Alyssa, while the other guy, who's name was Ron, got on the stool next to mine. Alyssa confirmed that, yes, she and I really were sisters. Then we started talking. Well, the guys and Alyssa started talking, I mostly replied with one word answers.
"I can't believe you're twenty-nine." Josh commented to Alyssa after asking our ages. "You don't look a day over twenty-one."
"Flattery will get you everywhere." Alyssa winked. "How old are you guys?"
"I'm twenty-six." Ron answered.
"Twenty-five." Josh added.
"Mm, guess I'm robbing the cradle." Alyssa giggled as she reached out and caressed Josh's arm.
"I'm okay with that." Josh smirked.
"How about we buy the four of us a round of shots?" Ron suggested.
"What do you think, Suzie?" my sister inquired.
"Um, okay, I guess." I stammered.
Ron got the bartender's attention and ordered four tequila shots. We clinked glasses and then downed our drinks. The alcohol burned as it went down my throat, making me cough. Alyssa, however, took it like a champ. My big sister slammed her glass down, raised her hand in the air and confidently declared we needed another round. The guys agreed.
As the night continued, we learned more and more about the guys. We all shared what we did for work, as well as a bit about our lives. Understandably, I did the least talking. My life was the most boring, after all. Ron didn't seem to mind. I could tell from the way he leaned in to listen to me that he was definitely interested.
"That looks like fun." Ron eventually commented as he gestured over my shoulder with his beer.
With a frown, I spun around on my stool. My eyes went wide when I saw Alyssa and Josh making out at the bar, in full view of everyone! She had a hand at the back of his neck as he lightly caressed her thigh. Holy shit. I mean, I knew we were all drunk, but still!
"Y-yeah. S-sure." I stammered when I turned back to face Ron.
Ron smiled softly as he scooted forward to the edge of his stool. I swallowed weakly as he reached out and placed his hand on mine. The wood of the bar was cold against my skin, contrasting with the warmth of his hand as his thumb gently caressed me. This was it. I knew it.
A big part of me, the anxious part, screamed at me to stop this. I couldn't. I was frozen. Ron leaned forward, closing the distance between us as he softly pressed his lips against mine. My eyes went wide as I felt his soft lips.
His other hand joined the first. I could feel it gripping my upper arm as he kissed me. It didn't take Ron long to notice I wasn't kissing back. He pulled back slightly and looked at me with concern. However, before he could speak, I leaned forward and smashed my lips against his.
My heart was racing, lust consuming me, driving away the fear. Instinct drove me on, and I made the kissing motions I had seen in so many movies and television shows. I was really getting into it, I could even feel my pussy dampening. That's when I felt something soft and wiggling poke at my lips.
It was his tongue! Holy crap. Okay, um, I knew this. I knew this. People kissed with tongue. I could do this. I hoped. My lips slowly parted, and his tongue wasted no time at all. A small squeak escaped me as his tongue entered my mouth.
I shivered, letting out an involuntary moan as his tongue sought out mine. Fear momentarily paralyzed me, but I managed to overcome it. My own tongue responded, and I lifted it to meet his. I made an amazing discovery; making out was the bee's knees!
I don't know how long we kissed. Was it a minute? An hour? Regardless, the tingling between my legs only grew as I practiced my kissing skills. They definitely needed work, but I made up for inexperience with enthusiasm.
"You go, girl!" Alyssa's voice called out.
"MM!" I squeaked as I pulled away from Ron.
Looking up, I saw my sister and Josh standing in front of me, holding hands. Josh gave his friend one of those guy head nods while Alyssa smirked at me. Her face was flushed, her breasts heaving as she breathed heavily. Even I could tell Alyssa was turned on.
"Glad you're having fun, but Josh and I are gonna get out of here." Alyssa said quickly. "Will you be okay getting home on your own?"
"Y-you're leaving me?" I asked with wide eyes.
"I'll take good care of her." Ron interjected as he laced his fingers with mine.
"You'll be fine." my sister stated firmly.
"Yeah. Yeah, okay." I nodded quickly. "Go have fun."
"Thanks, sis!" Alyssa grinned before grabbing the back of my head and leaning down to plant a kiss on my forehead. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do!"
"There's nothing you wouldn't do." I replied with an eye roll.
"Wow, lucky me!" Josh responded happily.
"Shut up, you." Alyssa shook her head at Josh before dragging him away.
Ron and I watched as Alyssa and Josh disappeared into the crowd. I turned back to look at Ron, causing him to smile at me. He then raised our entwined hands to his lips so he could kiss the back of my hand. I smiled and blushed in response, then I looked away in embarrassment.
"No need to be so shy." Ron said as he placed his fingers beneath my chin and gently turned my head so I faced him.
"Sorry." I whispered softly. "It's not you."
"You're beautiful, Suzie." he whispered, still holding my chin as he leaned forward and pecked my lips.
"Thank you." I smiled. It was nice to be wanted, desired.
"I hope I'm not being too forward," Ron began, "but do you wanna get out of here?"
"Oh!" I exclaimed, my eyes going wide as I realized what he was getting at. He actually wanted to take me back to his place so he could fuck me! I had to stall, I had to. "D-do you and Josh live together?"
"No." Ron shook his head. "No, we're not roommates. Just old friends. So, what do you say? We can go back to your place if it makes you more comfortable."
"I-I don't think I'm ready for that." I finally managed to say. My heart was racing, my palms were sweaty, and I was on the verge of a full-blown panic attack.
"Okay, I understand." he replied, looking visibly disappointed. "Do you wanna hang out here for awhile longer?"
My eyes widened. I expected him to move on to his next potential conquest as soon as I turned him down. Sure, it took me a minute to realize that he had been making a move, but once I did, I figured he was only after what was between my legs. I started to think that maybe Ron was one of the good ones.
"I'd like that." I told him.
Ron and I spent the next couple hours talking and drinking. It turned out he had a great sense of humor and was easily able to make me laugh. Once I realized I was really getting drunk, I switched to water. Ron did the same. Eventually though, it was time to call it a night, so I ordered a ride.
"Could I get your number?" Ron wondered. "I'd love to see you again."
"Okay." I gave him a tight lipped smile as I nodded happily.
Taking the initiative for the first time, I had Ron give me his number. Then I sent him a text so that he would have mine. He kissed me one last time as he walked me out of the bar so that we could both wait for our rides.
"Let me know when you're home safe." Ron said.
"You're so sweet!" I gushed. "I will!"
"I had a great night." he told me.
"So did I." I replied honestly.
I was smiling and giggling like a schoolgirl the entire ride back to my house. I even talked to the driver for awhile. He was friendly, and didn't try to flirt with me. My parents and brother were already asleep when I got home, so I quietly made my way through the hallway. Or, I tried to. I drunkenly bumped into the wall, making a loud noise. Fuck, who put that wall there?
Still horny from the evening, I stripped down as soon as I got to my bedroom. Hopping into bed, I texted Ron to let him know that I was home safe. Then I opened my dating apps and spent the next ten minutes deleting dick pics. Finally, I was able to flirt with Ken and Dave. I even teasingly told Dave that I was naked. He used a sad face emoji when I refused to send nudes.
My pussy was soaked at that point, so I pulled out my sparkly purple dildo. I proceeded to masturbate until I was a quivering mess and my juices soaked my sheets. There was no blood, no discomfort. Only pleasure.
After cleaning up, I climbed into bed wearing only a pair of cute blue panties. As I curled up beneath the covers, I contemplated my evening. Since the event had passed, so had the anxiety. I was able to fall asleep with a smile on my face. It wasn't just the buzz I still had going on, I actually felt happy.
~Saturday, October 4th~
"Fuck, I'm never drinking again." I groaned out loud as I sat up in bed and rubbed my forehead.
The covers fell to my stomach, exposing my bare double-D's to the cool air of my bedroom. Leaning back against the pillows, I winced as my head continued to throb. My throat was dry and my tongue felt thick. Yup, I was hungover. Fuck my life.
Putting on a robe, I headed to the kitchen. I didn't have much experience with alcohol, but I knew I was dehydrated. Downing a gallon of water should help. Right? At least, that was my hope as I walked down the hallway, the bright light making the pain even worse.
"Good morning, Suzie!" my dad exclaimed as I entered the kitchen.
"Hi, Dad!" I said in surprise. My dad was the type to work six days a week. Sometimes seven. "No work?"
"No, I wanted to spend the day with your mother." he explained.
"Romantic day planned?" I asked as I opened the refrigerator and poked around.
"Yes, and your brother is out with friends." Dad answered. "You'll have to entertain yourself today."
"I think I'll manage." I laughed as I got myself an ice cold glass of orange juice and started making toast. "Where's Mom?"
"In the shower." he told me. "We, uh, got started on our romantic day early."
"Gross." I made a face, which Dad couldn't see as he read the paper. He was the type who couldn't accept that newspapers were obsolete.
"It's completely natural, and it is how you came to be." Dad laughed.
"I'll have you know that I sprang forth, fully formed from a beam of sunshine." I countered. "Parents don't have sex. You're old. It's gross."
"For your information, I recently read an article about sex over seventy." Dad said. "And your mother and I are a long way from seventy."
"Why would I want to know that?" I rolled my eyes as I put my toast on a plate and sat down across from him, doing my best to conceal the fact that I was hungover.
"You're gonna be twenty-five, don't you think you're past thinking your parents are just a couple of old farts?" Dad asked, looking over the paper at me with a raised eyebrow.
"Nah." I smirked before taking a bite of toast.
"Some days, I swear you're still twelve, Sweetie." he sighed.
"Whatever." I replied as I blew a loud raspberry.
"Not helping your cause there." he pointed out with a laugh.
"I'm cute and I know it!" I announced.
"By the way, I can tell you're hungover." Dad smirked. "I'm not an idiot, you know."
"Alyssa and I went out to a bar last night." I said, looking down at my plate.
"You're an adult, Suzie." he chuckled. "You're allowed. And, not that it matters, but I'm proud of you!"
I consoled both my head and my confusion with my buttered toast. The half-burnt bread didn't offer any suggestions as to what alien had replaced my dad. Granted, he was never overly strict with us, but he did always encourage us to be very careful and keep drinking to a minimum.
"Do you think I, um," I trailed off, not really wanting to finish my question. "Do you think I act too much like a little kid? I feel like I'm such an idiot all the time. I feel like the only people I interact with are the people who have to like me."
"We don't have to like you." Dad smirked as he set down the newspaper.
"You know what I mean!" I shouted. Then I clutched my head, my own words causing my skull to throb.
"You had a shit childhood, Baby. You never had a chance to learn how to play with others. It caused your anxiety, but you can get through it. Give it time. Make mistakes. Grow." He got up and walked around the table before leaning down to kiss my forehead. Somehow, even at almost twenty-five, Dad's kisses still helped make everything better. "We'll all be here to help you pick yourself back up when you fall. Just live."



"I will." I promised. "Thanks, Dad."
"You're welcome." Dad smiled. "Now, why don't you go relax in the dark until that hangover passes?"
"I like that idea." I giggled.
I finished my toast before downing my orange juice. After cleaning up, I grabbed a couple of bottles of water and made my way back to my bedroom. I let out a small sigh as the darkness closed around me. Fuck, the light was killing me.
The next hour was spent laying in the dark as I slowly tried to re-hydrate my body. I lay on top of my comforter wearing only my panties, curled up in a tight ball as my head throbbed. My face tightened in a grimace of pain when my phone buzzed, indicating I had a new text message.
It turned out to be a picture message. Alyssa was laying in bed next to a man I identified as Josh. It wasn't Alyssa's bed, so she must have gone back to his place. Both of them were clearly naked, but only the top halves of their bodies were shown. My big sister had her left arm over her chest, her forearm concealing her left tit while she used three fingers of the same hand to cover her right nipple. She was making a kissing face at the camera.
Alyssa: After sex selfie!
Suzie: Whore.
Alyssa: As I've said before, I don't charge!
Suzie: Right.
Alyssa: So???? How did it go? Details!
Suzie: We talked for awhile longer, then I went home.
Alyssa: All you did was kiss?
Suzie: Yes! I don't jump into bed with guys I just met!
Alyssa: Yet. ;)
Suzie: Whatever.
Alyssa: I'm just concerned. You have a deadline to lose that hymen!
Suzie: I already lost my hymen, just not my virginity.
Alyssa: Oh?
Suzie: I may have gone to the dirty store and bought a dildo.
Alyssa: Holy fucking shit, really?!?!?!
Suzie: Yes.
Alyssa: You slut!
Suzie: I'm not the one in bed with a strange guy!
Alyssa: Again, yet.
Suzie: Fuck off. :P
Alyssa: Are you gonna see him again?
Suzie: I don't know. We did exchange numbers.
Alyssa: Oooooh, my baby sister got digits! Score!
Suzie: Yeah, yeah...
Alyssa: Should I leave you alone to masturbate? ;)
Suzie: No! I'm hungover!
Alyssa: Lightweight. I got fucked all night long, then woke up and fucked some more!
Suzie: How was it?
Alyssa: He was fine. Not amazing, but he at least managed to get me off.
Suzie: That's good.
Alyssa; Yup! He sent me on my way with a smile on my face and a pussy full of cum.
Suzie: I'm gonna try and sleep off my hangover.
Alyssa: Later!
I shook my head as I set my phone back down on my bedside table. My sister was insane. Granted, my sex drive was as high as hers, but I only played with myself. Was Alyssa right? Would I become like her when I eventually lost my virginity?
To avoid thinking about it, I crawled under the covers and proceeded to nap. I napped hard. The pillow had drool on it when I finally woke up. My head was still pounding, but I definitely felt better. So, I did the only logical thing. I napped some more.
I slept right through lunch, consciousness only returning to me about an hour before I usually ate dinner. Fuck, I felt lazy. In my defense, it was the weekend! Blinking the sleep out of my eyes, I sat up and reached for the last water bottle.
The sleep got rid of my hangover, and guzzling down the water seemed to take care of my dry throat. I felt better. Fucking finally. Reaching for my phone, I responded to my sister's latest text, confirming that I'd meet her at the club later.
Anxiety bubbled inside me once again as I contemplated going to the club. All the dancing, the people so close together. No, don't think that way. Breathe. Relax. I shook my head before putting on a robe and going to the kitchen to make dinner.
Once I ate, I took a nice, hot shower. After making sure my underarms, legs, and pussy were completely free of hair, I dried off and went back to my room. Then I brushed my long dark hair, making sure it was shiny and straight. Finally, I decided it was time to try out one of my new dresses.
Before putting on the dress, however, I stood in my room wearing just a matching bra and pantie set. Alyssa was right, I had to let loose. This was how I would start. I snapped a picture of my bra-clad breasts. They were truly massive, straining against the fabric of my black lace bra.
I opened one of my dating apps and sent the picture to Dave. You couldn't see my face in it, my nipples were covered, so it really wasn't too risque. Still, my face was bright red as I slipped on my new purple dress while waiting for his reply. Taking a picture of myself in my sexy dress, I posted it to social media before continuing to get ready. I was stepping into my new heels when my phone went off.
Dave: Damn, those are beautiful!
Suzie: You like? ;)
Dave: I love!
Suzie: Good!
Dave: Do you wanna see me?
Suzie: How about a bare chested shot?
Dave: Coming right up, ma'am!
My smile was wide as I thought about how flirty was being. I looked through a few more dating profiles, biting my lower lip as I checked out the guys. In addition, I shot Ron a text. Finally, the picture message from Dave came in. Oh! Dave has a nice, muscular chest. Yummy!
Suzie: Hm, not bad!
Dave: That's all I get?
Suzie: :P
Dave: Guess it takes a lot to impress you!
Suzie: I guess so! ;)
Dave: Hey, I was wondering if I could get your number? That way we can talk outside the app.
I thought about it for at least two minutes before I finally responded. I sent him my cell phone number. A minute later, he sent a text to my phone, jokingly asking if the number was real. With a laugh, I typed out that it really was Suzie, not a fake number!
It was time. I ordered my ride on the app, then waited in the living room for the car to arrive. Once it did, I spent the entire ride trying to breathe. I used the 5-4-3-2-1 method my therapist recommended to manage my anxiety. I named five things I could see, four things I could touch, three things I could hear, two things I could smell, and one thing I could taste. Sounded stupid, but it really worked. My nerves weren't unmanageable when I arrived at the club.
"About time you got here!" Alyssa exclaimed as she ran up to me.
"Sorry, sorry!" I stammered.
Fuck, my sister was one sexy bitch. Her long, raven locks were framing her perfect face. She looked incredibly busty in her tight, red dress. Damn, that dress was short. Skintight, and I think her ass would be hanging out if she bent over.
"You're forgiven." Alyssa stated with a smile. "So, how is that list of yours coming?"
"Three down, twenty-two to go!" I answered. "Hymen gone, I had my first kiss, and I made out!"
"Okay, well, let's see what we can accomplish tonight!" she giggled.
"No promises!" I gave her a look.
"Fine, whatever." Alyssa rolled her eyes as she grabbed my hand and dragged me inside. "Let's go dancing!"
Holy fuck, that's terrifying. I don't think I've ever seen so many people crowded together. My eyes were wide as we walked inside. Music thumping, lights flashing, bodies packed tightly together. Anxiety came back with a vengeance. The usual symptoms, sweaty palms, racing heart, nausea, they all assailed me.
"W-what do we do now?" I asked, having to shout to be heard over the music.
"Let's grab some shots to loosen up!" she suggested.
"Sure. Okay!" I agreed.
Alyssa ordered shots for us. She requested something called a mind eraser. After knocking back the shot, I realized it was appropriately named. I let out a breath as the alcohol seared through my system. That was an intense drink. Damn!
"Another round!" Alyssa shouted, slamming her hands down on the bar.
"Coming right up!" the bartender smiled, his eyes on Alyssa's cleavage.
We each downed another shot. Then Alyssa pulled me out onto the dance floor. I soon learned that two hot women dancing in tight dresses won't be alone for long. Various guys came up to us, trying to dance with us.
Alyssa was in her element. I watched with wide eyes as she ground her ass back against a tall guy who had his hands on her narrow waist. At the same time, she gave another guy a smoldering look as she beckoned him closer with a crooked finger.
Terrified was the best way to describe my state of mind. My big sister had taught me to dance, and I did have a natural rhythm, an ability to move my slim body to the music. That wasn't the issue. The issue was all the people trying to press up against me.
Sweaty bodies grinding, swaying to the music. It was nothing I hadn't fantasized about. Still, actually having it happen was overwhelming. I did my best to keep my distance, but in a situation like this, it just wasn't possible.
Guys would get behind me, pressing their bodies against me as they tried to move with me. I'd skillfully spin away from them, only to end up with another dance partner. Some male, some female. I did have a great time dancing with three young ladies. They kept their distance as we shook our sexy bodies to the beat.
Eventually, I realized that I'd lost track of Alyssa. Shit. I looked around, but couldn't find her. So, I did my best to search through the sea of bodies on the dance floor. A guy walked up to me and offered me his hands. I shyly shook my head and practically ran away.
Alyssa! She was right over there. I froze, once more stunned by my sister's behavior. She was only dancing with one guy at this point. He was behind her, grinding against her tight ass. I could see her toned legs flexing as she bounced to the beat. What really shocked me was the fact that the guy had two handfuls of Alyssa's breasts. He was openly fondling my sister! Alyssa caught my eye and winked.
My body was rigid as I openly gaped at the scene in front of me. I was so distracted, that I didn't resist when a guy got behind me and placed his hands on my hips and encouraged me to dance with him. Alyssa made a face at me as she gestured, I knew what she was saying; dance, bitch!
So, I danced. I let the guy stay behind me, his hands on my waist as we swayed. Alyssa continued dirty dancing with her guy as mine grew more and more bold. My eyes flew open when I felt it. His bulge against my butt. He was hard! Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow! Breathe. Just breathe.
I saw Alyssa give me an approving nod as the guy ground his hardness against my bum. Despite my fears, I could feel myself getting wet. That's when his hands started to move further up my waist. His strong hands slid up my sides, inching closer and closer to- nope!
Yanking myself from his grasp, I promptly fled. Getting felt up was even number four on my list! I was seconds away from having accomplished it, but I chickened out. Pathetic. I made my way over to the bar and ordered a water.
"You okay?" Alyssa's voice called out as she placed her hand on my shoulder.
"No." I snapped. "I feel like throwing up."
"You're okay, just breathe." she said.
Nodding, I sipped my water as I tried to clear my head. Anxiety fucking sucked. I wanted to go home. Alyssa stayed with me, doing her best to comfort me as I used my relaxation techniques to calm myself down. I looked at my sister and opened my mouth to speak.
"Alyssa?" a loud voice inquired, making me jump.
Turning to look over my shoulder, I came face to face with a very handsome man. He was late twenties or early thirties, and probably about six feet tall. Short blonde hair was in a cute messy look on the top of his head. He had piercing green eyes, and short stubble accentuated the chiseled features of his face. The guy was only in jeans and a t-shirt, yet he looked unbelievably sexy.
"Henry?" Alyssa exclaimed as she ran past me and threw her arms around the man.
Henry smiled as he wrapped his arms around my sister, hugging her tight. He was almost a foot taller than she was, and he probably was a full foot taller than me. Alyssa and I really are petite hotties with big tits.
"Are you here alone?" Henry asked.
"Nope!" she grinned as she took Henry's hand and gestured at me. "This is my baby sister, Suzie!"
"Oh, so this is Suzie!" Henry exclaimed as he took his hand back from Alyssa and offered it to me. "I've heard good things."
"Uh, you have?" I asked stupidly as I slipped my tiny hand into his giant one.
"Suzie, I've mentioned Dr. Renshaw before!" Alyssa reminded me.
"Oh!" I exclaimed, my eyes widening with realization.
Doctor Henry Renshaw. Every nurse at the hospital had a crush on him. They all wanted to fuck him. Yet, as far as we knew, he was only sleeping with one of them. Yup. My sister was that one. They weren't a couple or anything, Alyssa made it clear to me that she and Henry were friends with benefits. Despite her additional claim that he was the best fuck she has ever had.
"Would you ladies like to dance?" Henry offered.
"We were actually thinking of heading out." Alyssa winced as she glanced at me.
"Oh, sorry to hear that!" he lamented.
"Yeah, I need to order us a ride." my sister explained.
"No need." Henry smiled charmingly. "I can give you both a lift."
"You don't have to cut your night short for us." Alyssa insisted.
"It's okay, I've been here for awhile." he responded. "Plus, I can't drink since I drove here."
"If you're sure..." she trailed off.
"I am." Henry nodded.
The doctor escorted us from the building. I held my sister's hand tightly as Henry led us through the parking lot and over to a very expensive looking car. Not that I knew anything about cars. It had four doors and was really shiny? Red. That made it expensive, maybe?
Henry politely opened the back door and gestured for me to enter. I got in the back seat and watched him open the front passenger side door for Alyssa. Soon, we were off. This car even smelled expensive. Henry definitely had style.
Alyssa kept glancing back at me. I could tell she wanted to ask how I was doing, but didn't want to embarrass me in front of Henry. Instead of talking to my sister, I pulled out my phone and texted with Dave.
I had actually confided in Dave. I told him how bad my anxiety was, I told him I still lived with my parents. He was very understanding. Very sympathetic. It was part of the reason I was comfortable enough to send him that picture earlier.
Henry drove us to Alyssa's apartment building. My sister then invited us both up. We accepted, and ended up sitting in her living room, sipping on drinks and listening to music. I don't remember exactly when I passed out on Alyssa's comfortable couch.
~Sunday, October 5th~
I absolutely hated falling asleep fully dressed. Even worse, I woke up on the couch wearing my new purple dress. Definitely not comfortable. At least I had kicked my heels off. It took me a minute to remember where I was. The events of last night did come back to me eventually, and I shook my head as I sat up and stretched.
I didn't cross a single thing off my list of acts last night. The fact that I could have if I hadn't been such a coward is what hurt the most. Alyssa kept trying to bring me out of my shell, but I kept pulling myself back in.
My thoughts were still slightly muddled as I got to my feet and staggered through my sister's living room. I was too busy wallowing in my own self-pity to remember that Alyssa and I hadn't come up here alone last night. As a result, I threw open my big sister's bedroom door without knocking.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Alyssa chanted as she bounced up and down in Henry's lap.
"You feel so good, Baby!" Henry moaned as his hands groped my sister's big tits.
Yup. I was treated to the sight of my sister's naked ass as she rode the doctor like a cowgirl. My mouth was hanging open stupidly as I stood frozen in the door. For the first time in my life, I was witnessing a live sex act. I was completely stunned. I couldn't make my legs move, despite trying to command them to.
"Suzie!" Alyssa screeched, looking over her shoulder as her hands flew to her chest.
Alyssa threw herself off of Henry as she frantically tried to cover herself. I saw it. Henry's penis. It was bobbing in the air, free of my sister's snatch. Her juices glistened on his manhood as it throbbed angrily. It was huge.
Then it was gone. Alyssa managed to get the covers over their bodies. I was still frozen, overwhelmed by what I had just saw. Fuck, Henry was a solid wall of muscle! With a huge penis! Granted, it was the first one I had seen in person, but I had watched porn. I knew what a big dick looked like!
"Get out, get out!" Alyssa screamed as she held the covers over her chest.
"Shit!" I squealed as I backed out of the room, pulling the door closed as I tried not to think about the fact that I just saw my sister's naked boobies. "Sorry, sorry!"
Well, I could definitely understand why Henry was okay with cutting his night short! He got laid. I knew from hearing her talk that my sister was a very enthusiastic lover. I had mixed feelings about the fact that I had seen her in the act.
I helped myself to a drink from Alyssa's refrigerator and sat down at her kitchen table as I waited for the two lovers to appear. They finally did. Alyssa was slightly pink in the face, a robe wrapped tightly around her body. Henry was similarly clad in a robe. Of course Alyssa had a spare robe.
"Good morning, Suzie!" Henry said in a friendly voice, clearly not the least bit embarrassed.
"Morning." I replied with a blush
"Hope you enjoyed the show!" Alyssa rolled her eyes as she started to make breakfast for the three of us.
"Yeah, sorry about that." I mumbled.
"No harm done." Henry smiled.
"Thanks." I replied.
Alyssa just smirked as she made us all omelets. She always was a great cook. I checked my phone and realized that Ron had texted me, asking me out to lunch. Fuck it, if Alyssa could date, so could I. I replied to Ron, agreeing to meet up with him.
"I should get going. Thanks for breakfast, Alyssa." Henry announced when we had finished eating and cleaning up. "Do you need a lift home, Suzie?"
"Oh, you don't have to!" I insisted.
"I don't mind." he smiled, giving me butterflies.
"You're sweet, but she's way out of the way." Alyssa interjected. "I'll drive her home."
"If you're sure, see you tomorrow?" Henry asked Alyssa.
"Of course." my sister replied as she kissed Henry goodbye before showing out.
I played on my phone, sending a few more messages as I waited for Alyssa to return. She sat down across from me at her kitchen table, her arms folded as she glared at me. A smile split her face as she started softly laughing.
"Well, that was interesting." Alyssa commented.
"Guess you can be embarrassed after all." I teased.
"Whatever." she rolled her eyes. "I wasn't expecting my baby sister to see me taking dick."
"It wasn't something I needed to see!" I stuck out my tongue at her.
"When was the last time you saw me naked?" Alyssa wondered.
"Before today? A long time." I answered. I always made sure I was fully covered, or the door was locked. No one had ever even seen my bare breasts in person. Alyssa wasn't nearly as modest. I looked at her, smirking. "You look good. Been working out?"
"Every day, just like you!" she told me. She then stood up and opened her robe, flashing me.
"Pervert!" I squealed as I looked away and shielded my eyes with my hand.
"They're just tits." Alyssa responded as she put her breasts away.
"Then why were you embarrassed earlier?" I asked.
"I was just caught off guard!" she insisted, clearly offended at the idea of something getting to her. "Feel free to join us next time!"
"Bullshit!" I exclaimed.
"Maybe. Maybe not." Alyssa shrugged. "Anyway, are you okay? I know you got overwhelmed last night."
"Yeah, I'm okay." I sighed. "I just wasn't ready for a strange guy to grope me."
"I understand." she nodded before grinning slyly. "Can't blame him though, those knockers are gigantic."



"Oh, shut up." I snorted.
"Got plans for today?" Alyssa asked, changing the subject.
"Ron from the bar asked me to lunch." I confessed.
"That's great!" she smiled. "I'm so proud of you!"
"Thanks, I guess." I rolled my eyes.
Alyssa and I talked for a few more minutes before she got ready to take me home. We both got into her car and she pulled out onto the street. I looked over at my sister as she drove us, various thoughts going through my head before I finally decided to speak up.
"Do you ever feel slutty?" I wondered. "For, you know, sleeping around?"
"Not really." Alyssa answered carefully. "I mean, I get it, girls who fuck around are considered sluts and guys who do it are called players. It's a double-standard, and it fucking sucks. I ignore it. That's why I'm proud to be a slut!"
"Proud?" I followed up with.
"Yup!" she confirmed. "Reclaim the word. Reclaim our power. I love fucking. I'm not ashamed to admit it. I wear my slut badge with pride!"
"That makes sense." I agreed. "It isn't right that girls aren't allowed to enjoy sex as much as guys."
"Exactly!" Alyssa exclaimed. "So don't feel guilty. If you wanna do something, do it. If you wanna give head in a dirty club bathroom, then you give head in a dirty club bathroom. Live your life. No shame."
"I'll try." I promised.
"Good girl!" she said.
"So, slut to slut," I began, "did I force you to give Henry blue balls?"
"We'll make a whore out of you yet!" Alyssa laughed. "And no, I sucked him hard again and rode him until he filled me with boy juice."
"I'm not going to be a whore!" I insisted with mock offense. "I don't plan on charging."
"That's my sister!" she happily announced.
My sister parked her car in the front of our childhood home. It was still my home. I hugged her goodbye before heading inside. The house was empty. I was alone. There was no time to think about that, though. I had a date to get ready for.
After changing into jeans and a t-shirt, I got in my car and drove to the restaurant that Ron and I had agreed to. We met in the parking lot and he said I looked nice as he opened his arms for a hug. I kissed his cheek as I hugged him back and thanked him. Then we went inside.
I learned more about Ron over lunch. He seemed like a very nice guy, and I was really starting to like him. Ron didn't judge me for still living at home, and I could tell he really listened when I talked. The two of us had a very nice meal, and my anxiety wasn't too bad at all.
"Can I see you again?" Ron asked as he grabbed the bill and took out his debit card.
"I'd like that." I smiled while taking out my wallet. "What's my share?"
"Don't worry about it, I've got it." he replied as he placed his debit card on top of the bill and left it for the waitress.
"Thank you, you didn't have to." I told him.
"It's my pleasure." Ron grinned. "Thank you for going out with me."
"W-when did you wanna meet up again?" I inquired.
"Sometime this week? If that works for you?" he suggested.
"It does." I nodded. "Text me?"
"I will." Ron promised.
A happy smile stretched my face as I practically skipped out of the restaurant, holding hands with Ron. We shared a soft kiss before saying our goodbyes. Then we both got in our cars and went our separate ways.
My parents were home when I got back to the house. Daniel was still out. He was in college, he had a full social life to live. My mom asked how my night was, and I told her I stayed at Alyssa's apartment because we had been out late.
I hid in my room until dinnertime, reading and texting. Then I made myself dinner. After eating, I changed into a matching pajama set and curled up in bed. I finished my book and pulled out my phone so I could tell Alyssa about my date. Then I flirted with a few different guys, especially Dave.
Dave: How was your weekend?
Suzie: It was good! How was yours?
Dave: No complaints. Played a lot of video games.
Suzie: You're such a nerd. :P
Dave: No, I'm a geek. They're two different things!
Suzie: They are?
Dave: Yeah, definitely!
Suzie: I did not know that!
Dave: Now you do.
Suzie: Thanks for the lesson, geek. ;)
Dave: You're welcome, Beautiful. :*
Suzie: So many compliments lately! I'm starting to think you like me.
Dave: I do. Very much.
Suzie: You just liked the picture I sent you!
Dave: I have to admit I'm laying in bed thinking about it.
Suzie: Oh yeah?
Dave: Yes! Your chest is the most perfect one I've ever seen.
Suzie: You've never even really seen my boobs! A bra isn't any more revealing than a bikini.
Dave: Feel free to correct the situation.
Suzie: Why, Dave, are you asking me for nudes?
Dave: That depends, if I was, would you send them?
Would I? I didn't know. Seeing Henry's penis earlier had really got me turned on. Plus, all the flirting with Dave. I was about to turn Dave down when I remembered my earlier conversation with Alyssa. If I wanted to do something, I should do it. I was safe in my own bed, safe from my anxiety. I could do this. I wanted to do this.
Suzie: Probably, but you won't know unless you ask. ;)
Dave: Suzie, can I see you?
Sitting up, I slowly unbuttoned my pajama top. Shrugging out of my top, I dropped it on the floor before reaching behind my back and unhooking my bra. The bra landed on my top after I released it from between my fingers.
Letting out a breath, I held my phone out, aiming the camera at myself. I took a picture of my pretty, smiling face. My large double-D's were on full display, the pink nipples hard. I sent the photo to Dave, along with a text.
Suzie: This is me.
Dave: Holy shit. Those are fucking perfect!
Suzie: Why, thank you! You sure do know how to make a girl feel special.
Dave: I'm so hard right now.
Suzie: Are you touching yourself?
Dave: No. I'm laying in bed in just my boxers.
Suzie: Get naked for me.
Dave: Done. Do you wanna see?
Suzie: I do. Send me a dick pic!
A minute later, my phone went off. I opened the picture and saw a photo of Dave holding his erect penis in his hand. He wasn't nearly as big as Henry, but it was still a nice looking dick. I liked it! Licking my lips, I pushed my bottoms off and kicked them away. Completely naked, I grabbed my phone again.
Dave: I hope you like it?
Suzie: I like! You're really thick!
Dave: I wish you were here with me.
Suzie: Me, too!
Dave: What would you do?
Suzie: I'd suck that big, beautiful cock!
Dave: I'm stroking myself, imagining your warm mouth on me.
Suzie: I'm naked. I'm looking at your pic, it's making me wet!
Dave: I want you to finger yourself.
Suzie: Oh God, it feels so good! My fingers are getting soaked with my juices.
Dave: I'd love to taste you.
Suzie: Mm, that would feel amazing!
Dave: Once you came on my tongue, you'd be ready for me to fuck you.
Suzie: Yes! I'm so ready to be fucked!
Dave: Show me. Show me your pussy.
I froze with two fingers in my hole. Showing my boobs was one thing, Alyssa was right, they were just tits. My pussy though? My most intimate of places? Fuck me, I needed to stop overthinking. I was horny. I stopped thinking, instead choosing to aim the camera between my legs as I snapped a picture of my soaked vulva. I sent it.
Suzie: Look how wet I am for you!
Dave: I'm on top of you, inside you. Fucking you with my full length.
Suzie: I'm begging you to fuck me. I'm screaming your name as you make me cum.
Dave: Cum for me, Suzie. Cum on my cock.
Suzie: Oh, Dave! I want you! I want your cum! Please, cum inside me!
Dave: You're so tight. So wet. I love your body, I love your pussy.
Suzie: I'm cumming! Cum with me! Fill me!
My phone went off again, and I opened the picture. It was another dick pic. Dave was holding his semi-erect penis, his hand and manhood were covered with a white fluid. I knew what it was. A guy came from looking at me.
"Oh God, oh fuck!" I groaned as I rapidly rubbed my clit, making myself cum.
Dave: I came for you.
Suzie: Seeing your cum got me off.
Dave: I'm glad. :*
Suzie: Talk tomorrow?
Dave: Sure. Have a good night.
Suzie: You, too! :*
Much better. That was a great orgasm. I smiled as I set my phone down on my bedside table. I considered counting what just happened as phone sex, but I knew that number twelve meant actual talking on the phone. Instead, I chose to be content with crossing off number eleven. I had sent nudes.
Curling up under the covers, I rested my head on the pillow, a small smile on my face. Flirting was fun. Sexting was better. Numbers one through three were complete. As was number eleven. Four down, twenty-one to go.
~Wednesday, October 8th~
Another day, another dollar! Or rather, another penny, as it was in my case. I really needed to go back to school and get my four year degree. Oh well, one problem at a time. My pesky virginity was the issue of the day, or month, in this case.
Waking up, I started my morning routine. As I was running on the treadmill while listening to music, I began to contemplate the last couple of days. I had flirted quite a bit with various guys, including Dave and Ron. I couldn't forget Ken, either.
Dave and I spent Monday evening sexting. I showed him my boobs and my vulva. He even convinced me to snap a picture of my naked backside. I teased him about wanting to see my booty when I sent it. Ron got some flirty pictures as well, but I was fully covered in all of those.
Ron asked me out for tonight. He suggested we go to dinner and a movie. I agreed. Our third date! I was excited. Dave also hinted at possibly meeting up in person. I put him off for the time being, but I was definitely interested. He was a sweetheart.
When I logged in to my work computer and started my day, I ran over my list of acts in my head. Four had been completed, but I only had so much time left. A naughty thought occurred to me as I was transcribing another report from a doctor on the other side of the country.
Number fourteen: give a handjob. Ron and I would be in a dark movie theater. Hell, it was possible I could cross several acts off my list! I wouldn't let him finger me, I definitely didn't wanna loudly moan in a movie theater, but maybe I'd let him feel me up. Yes, I had a good plan for the evening!
Deciding on a healthy lunch, I made myself a salad. The thick dressing I piled on made it slightly less healthy, but whatever, I was in amazing shape. While eating, I checked my dating apps, messaging a few guys as I texted a few people, including my sister.
Alyssa: Has my favorite slut-in-training made any progress?
Suzie: Good morning to you, too.
Alyssa: It's afternoon now. ;)
Suzie: Whatever, Bitch.
Alyssa: Just answer the question!
Suzie: I may have done number eleven on Sunday. And Monday.
Alyssa: Which one was that?
Suzie: Number Eleven: Send nudes.
Alyssa: Dirty girl! Did you send them to that guy we met at the bar? I forgot his name.
Suzie: Ron, and no. I sent nudes to a guy from a dating app.
Alyssa: Just your tits?
Suzie: And my bum! And my lady bits.
Alyssa: No way! You showed your pussy?!
Suzie: I did! It made him cum. ;)
Alyssa: You are learning well!
Suzie: I also have a date with Ron tonight.
Alyssa: Doing anything fun?
Suzie: Just dinner and a movie.
Alyssa: Tame, but to be expected for a weeknight.
Suzie: Yeah...
Alyssa: Do you have plans for Friday?
Suzie: No. Why?
Alyssa: Henry, Dr. Renshaw, is having a party at his house. We were both invited.
Suzie: I was invited?
Alyssa: He mentioned you by name when he told me!
Suzie: I'd love to go! :D Is it a Halloween party?
Alyssa: Nah, but he is having one of those later in the month. Henry likes to party.
Suzie: I can see why you two get along!
Alyssa: Yup!
Suzie: You're sure I won't be crashing?
Alyssa: I'm sure! My friends are going. You've met a couple of them!
Suzie: I'm in.
Alyssa: Great!
Having finished eating, I cleaned up and got back to work. A few more hours of transcribing, and I was able to log out for the day. I dressed in casual clothes, jeans and a yellow t-shirt, then hopped in my car and drove to the restaurant. He had offered to pick me up, but my anxiety was more comfortable with the idea of me having my own car.
Ron was wearing jeans and a nice button down. He looked very handsome, and I told him so. We exchanged a quick kiss before heading inside. The meal was good, the company was great. A perfect way to celebrate our third date.
Once again, Ron insisted on paying for our food. Then the two of us went out to our cars and drove the short distance to the movie theater. Ron bought us two tickets to the latest release, along with sodas and a bucket of popcorn.
"Where do you wanna sit?" he asked when we entered the dark theater.
"How about in the very back?" I suggested while holding my giant soda. "It's more private."
"I like the way you think!" Ron laughed as he clutched the popcorn bucket.
We chose two seats in the top row. No one else was sitting nearby, so it really was like we had the theater to ourselves. Ron and I munched on popcorn as we sat through the previews. I love popcorn, even if it is annoying when the kernels get stuck between my teeth.
The movie started, and I set the half-empty popcorn bucket aside. Holding my soda in my left hand, I started sipping on it as Ron reached over wrapped his arm around my shoulders. I smiled happily when he squeezed my upper arm affectionately.
About halfway through the movie, Ron released my shoulders so he could brush a lock of dark hair back behind my ear. I turned to face him and noticed him gazing at me with affection. I grinned happily as we both leaned forward, our eyes closing as our lips met.
I moaned in pleasure as I began sucking on his tongue. He responded by lightly cupping my cheek. Perhaps I was wrong, but I liked to think that I was getting much better at kissing. Well, either way, I was more than happy to keep practicing.
We continued making out for several minutes, our passion growing. Suddenly I felt his hand move from my cheek. Ron slowly ran his hand down my pale neck, making me shiver. I knew where that hand was headed. I chose not to stop it.
My entire body shuddered in my seat when Ron's hand cupped my massive breast from outside my shirt and bra. Moisture flooded my panties, my pussy gushing. I gasped into his mouth as he palmed my big boob, pressing it into my chest as his fingers struggled to wrap around the entire orb.
What anxiety? I was immune to anxiety as lust flared in every cell of my body. My hand moved on its own, desperately seeking its target. Before I knew it, my hand was between Ron's legs, my fingertips caressing his bulge. He was hard. He was rock hard for me. For innocent, little Suzie.
Lust took us both over as we continued making out. Ron switched breasts, his hand squeezing my other tit as I moaned and panted. I continued caressing his hardness, amazed at how bold I was being. Eventually, Ron broke our kiss and pulled back a few inches so he could look at me with an intense expression.
"Take my cock out." he ordered in a firm voice.
A frantic nod was my only response. Reaching over with both hands, I unfastened Ron's belt before unbuttoning his jeans and sliding his zipper down. My hand slipped into his pants, and I felt the fabric of his underwear. It took me a few seconds of fumbling, but I eventually found the hole in his boxers. I was able to pull his hardness out of the hole, allowing it to stand tall and proud in the dark theater.
My eyes were locked on Ron's manhood. It wasn't easy to see in the changing lights coming from the screen, but I could still make out its shape. More importantly, it was in my hand. I was holding a hard penis in my hand. It almost felt angry as it twitched and throbbed in my grip.
Ron let out a gasp as I started stroking. Keeping a firm hold on his shaft, my hand slid up and down the length while I gave my first handjob. I loved the feel of his skin, the hardness of his member. His cock was just so powerful!
After a couple minutes, Ron shifted slightly in his seat. I figured he was just trying to get comfortable, so I ignored the motion and continued my ministrations. However, he soon released my breast and grabbed the back of my head. I frowned when I realized he was trying to guide my head into his lap.
Looking up at him, I pulled my head back as I shook it. I figured my stern expression would show him that I wasn't doing that. A handjob was one thing, but I was not ready to suck dick! So, I kept stroking, but he didn't seem to be enjoying this anymore.
"C'mon!" Ron eventually hissed. His voice easily audible over the quiet scene currently playing on the screen.
"What?" I wondered in a quiet voice, afraid of being heard.
"Suck my dick?" he asked rhetorically, giving me a look that suggested it was obvious.
"No!" I snapped back, my hand gripping his base as I stopped stroking. "I'm not ready for that."
"Not ready?" Ron frowned in confusion. "What the fuck are you talking about? We're in our twenties, this isn't high school!"
"Well, I'm not ready to give head!" I told him. "Just relax and let me keep going. I like touching you."
"Just use your mouth on me!" he instructed angrily.
"I said no!" I repeated, releasing his penis so I could cross my arms over my chest. "Why are you being such a jerk?"
"Why are you being such a prude?" Ron retorted. "I was a gentleman, I gave you until our third date. Josh got your slut sister to spread her legs on day one."
"Don't talk about my sister like that, asshole!" I said loudly enough for the people a few rows down to hear us.
"Whatever." he rolled his eyes. "Are you gonna finish what you started?"
"No!" I told him as I stood up. "I don't wanna see you anymore!"
I could feel eyes on me as I stormed down the stairs to reach the theater exit. The sounds of the movie slowly died down as I left the theater. Anger coursed through me, preventing me from feeling anxious. I was too fucking pissed. Ron didn't try to follow me as I left the building and got to my car.
Once inside my car, I immediately blocked Ron's number. Then I drove home. I called Alyssa to tell her what happened. She was angrier than I was, and I had to convince her not to track him down and rip his balls off. In the end, she calmed down and suggested this was actually a good thing. I had experienced my first douchebag; something every girl had to go through, usually many times. Then she reminded me some guys were like that. I should just forget he existed and move on. Sounded like a plan to me.
I stripped down to my panties and climbed into bed. How could I have been so wrong? Ron had seemed like such a nice guy. Turned out he was just faking. I never learned how to spot fake sincerity like that. Something I should probably remember going forward.
Well, some progress had been made. I accomplished number four and number six. I had been felt up, and I rubbed a guy's bulge. I considered also crossing off number fourteen, but Ron didn't reach orgasm, it wasn't a completed handjob. Plus, I was already annoyed that two acts had happened with such a piece of shit. No need to add a third. One through four, six, and eleven completed.
~Thursday, October 9th~
I woke up pissed. A grunt of annoyance filled the room as I threw the covers off my body and got up to start the day. My mood did not improve. Every little delay added to my anger. The worst was when I was pulling up a clean pair of panties; I actually managed to trip and fall face first onto the floor. My tits hurt from landing hard, and my naked ass was in the air.
"Fuck!" I snapped, punching the carpeted floor.
It didn't take a genius to figure out why I was upset. My date yesterday sucked. Ron didn't deserve to be my first kiss, and yet, he was. He always would be. Nothing I could do would change that fact. The thoughts made me reconsider what I was doing with my list of twenty-five acts.



Would I have these same regrets when I lost my virginity? No, I couldn't think that way. I had a plan, I had to stick to it. Life was passing me by, and I was letting it. No more. Ron may have been an asshole, but he was not going to disrupt my plans.
After taking a few deep breaths to calm down, I finished getting ready. I was dressed in casual clothes, my dainty feet covered by thick, comfortable socks as I sat down to log in for the day. As I worked, I texted with my sister.
Alyssa: You okay? I know bad dates suck.
Suzie: Yeah, I'm okay. It bothered me, but I won't let this stop my plans.
Alyssa: Good! We need to get you laid!
Suzie: One step at a time. :P
Alyssa: I really don't understand how you go so long without sex.
Suzie: Why is that?
Alyssa: Don't you get an itch to have your pussy filled?
Suzie: Sure, that's why I masturbate.
Alyssa: I know that can take the edge off, but even a dildo isn't the same as getting pounded.
Suzie: That's why I want to lose my virginity. I want to feel that way.
Alyssa: I'm glad, I'm just shocked you lasted so long.
Suzie: You just made me realize I've never asked you about your first time?
Alyssa: Are you asking now?
Suzie: Yes.
Alyssa: I lost my virginity right before starting college.
Suzie: Not prom night? I know you went with your boyfriend.
Alyssa: Nah, I wasn't ready. I sucked a lot of dick though. I think I gave him a dozen blowjobs.
Suzie: In one night?
Alyssa: Yeah! My belly was full of cum!
Suzie: And not to get distracted, but it sounds like you understand not being ready. :P
Alyssa; Yeah, yeah, I get it. I am a woman. Still, you're twenty-four. Not eighteen.
Suzie: Whatever. Just get back to your story.
Alyssa: Lance was going away to college. I spread my legs the night before his flight.
Suzie: Isn't that when you broke up? You had sex knowing you'd never see him again?
Alyssa: I wanted to have sex! And a lot of women lose their cherry at the end of a relationship.
Suzie: I didn't know that. How was it?
Alyssa: Eh. He came in about five thrusts the first time. Such a tease.
Suzie: He must have been embarrassed!
Alyssa: Definitely! I kept telling him it was okay. Then I sucked him hard again.
Suzie: How was the second time?
Alyssa: Better. He lasted longer on top of me, but he still couldn't make me cum.
Suzie: Sorry.
Alyssa: It happens. Lance knew how to get me off with his tongue, at least.
Suzie: What does that feel like?
Alyssa: Fucking amazing! You'll love it, Suzie! There's nothing like a tongue on your clit.
Suzie: Once I find the guy I'm willing to let down there.
Alyssa: We'll get you comfortable enough. Trust me, my favorite future-slut! :)
Suzie: Thanks, I guess. :P
Work got in the way of my texting, and I had to set my phone down to get back to transcribing. At least my job was easy. The sounds of my typing filled the room as I listened to the monotonous voice of the doctor. I continued until it was time for lunch.
Setting my plate of food down on my desk, I played on my phone while eating. Exploring my two dating apps, I deleted a few dick pics, replied to a couple of messages, ignored others, and I blocked a few creeps. Then I went through profiles, swiping on guys, approving some and disapproving others. I also started a text conversation with Dave, since we didn't really talk yesterday.
Suzie: How's it going?
Dave: Better now that I'm talking to a lovely lady. ;)
Suzie: Oh yeah? Anyone I know?
Dave: I'm not sure, but you'd love her! She's smart, beautiful, and funny.
Suzie: You should definitely ask her out.
Dave: I'm trying, but she's really shy. I want to make sure she's comfortable.
Suzie: Aren't you sweet! :*
Dave: I try. :* How are you?
Suzie: Eh.
Dave: Something wrong?
Suzie: Had a bad date last night.
Dave: Oh... do you wanna talk about it?
Suzie: Not much to talk about. I blocked him, life goes on.
Dave: Yeah, true.
Suzie: Anyway, how's work? :)
Dave: Fine, I guess.
Suzie: You okay?
Dave: I'm fine.
Suzie: You're not jealous, are you?
Dave: Honestly? Yeah, I am. :( Sorry, I know I have no right to be. It's just, I really like you...
Despite feeling some guilt, a small smile crossed my face as I contemplated the fact that someone was actually jealous over me. Little Suzie. I wasn't sure what to do, I was also anxious about the fact that he felt so strongly about me so fast. He didn't seem like some creepy stalker, so I figured I'd be fine.
It did make some sense, I mean, we confided in each other quite a bit. I told him about my anxiety, about how sheltered I was. He was very understanding, very sweet. Very kind. Letting out a breath, I felt my anxiety pass as I accepted that his feelings were understandable.
Suzie: I like you, too! I'm just not ready for anything serious, so I'm kind of playing the field.
Dave: I understand. You're the only one I'm talking to, but I get it. We haven't even met yet.
Suzie: Maybe we can talk about changing that soon.
Dave: Really?
Suzie: Yeah, I think so. I'm really anxious, but I have to live my life.
Dave: That makes me happy. :)
Suzie: How about I call you after dinner tonight? You've never even heard my voice. :P
Dave: I'd like that. I have plans with friends after work, but I could call you in the evening?
Suzie: It's a date!
Dave: I'm a lucky guy. ;)
Back to work! I left my phone on the desk as I typed away for another four hours. Then I made dinner for my mom and I. Dad was working late and Daniel out to eat with friends. Mom and I sat down to a nice meal as we enjoyed each others company.
"This is delicious, Suzie. Thank you." Mom said after swallowing a bite of chicken.
"I'm glad you like it." I smiled and popped a piece of broccoli in my mouth.
"How was your date last night?" she followed up with.
"We decided not to continue seeing each other." I answered carefully.
"I'm sorry, Honey." Mom pouted sadly.
"It's okay." I shrugged. "Alyssa gave me a couple of dating sites to try."
"That's great!" she exclaimed. "I'm really glad you're putting yourself out there now."
"It's hard." I mumbled. "I get so anxious."
"I know," Mom sighed, "but that's partly because you haven't had any practice. The more you go out, the easier it will be."
"Yeah, I'm going to a party with Alyssa Friday night." I said.
"Good for you, Suzie!" she complimented. "I'm proud of you."
"Dating is tough since, you know, I've never..." I trailed off as I looked up from my plate and locked eyes with Mom.
"You've never been with a man." Mom finished for me.
My Mom knew I was a virgin. I'd confirmed it several times. She and I had a very open and honest relationship. I confided in her about a lot of things, my hopes, my fears. Mom was a great listener, and I was so lucky that she was my mother.
"Yeah..." I trailed off.
"Sex isn't what makes you an adult." she reasoned. "You have a full time job. You pay your own way. Sure, you still live here, but you are making a lot of progress. It won't happen overnight."
"I know." I nodded. "I'll probably be ready to move out someday, but not anytime soon."
"You can stay here as long as you need." Mom told me.
"Thanks, Mom." I smiled. "My point was just that everyone I date will have a lot more experience."
"I'm sure that makes things tough." she replied, sympathizing with me. "The right guy won't care. He'll see what an amazing woman you are, and that's all he'll care about."
I just nodded before resuming my meal. Mom and I then ate in silence as I contemplated her words. Was I going about this the wrong way? Should I be looking for love instead of just trying to get a penis inside me?
No. No, I had to get past this anxiety. I had to go out and experience life. If love came, it came. I'd be very happy about it, but it wasn't what I was trying to accomplish. I was trying to create a confident Suzie who could live her life. I didn't need a man's help for that. I had to be independent, not tied down.
Mom and I finished eating dinner, then we each had a bowl of ice cream for dessert. I loved chocolate. As a thank you for dinner, Mom insisted on cleaning up. I tried to help, but she shooed me away, telling me to go relax.
I went to my bedroom and changed into my pajamas. Curling up in bed, I put on my comfort show and watched a few episodes. The sun slowly set, and soon only darkness was pouring through my small window. Finally, Dave texted me that he was home. Then he called me.
"Hi!" I answered nervously, my voice shaky.
"Hey, Suzie." Dave replied. "No need to be nervous. It's just me."
"Thanks." I giggled. "So, this is my voice!"
"I love it." he told me. "You sound so sweet!"
"Your voice is very comforting." I said. "Soothing. I like it."
"Thank you!" Dave exclaimed.
Our conversation started out very slow, tentative. We were both clearly nervous, though he was definitely a lot more comfortable than I was. Over time, I opened up, and soon we were talking and laughing the same way we did via text messaging.
"You never told me what you were doing with your friends today." I pointed out at one point.
"It was our weekly gaming session." Dave answered.
"Video games?" I followed up with.
"No, tabletop role play." he explained.
"What's that like?" I wondered.
"Oh, it's a lot of fun!" Dave breathed. I could tell he was excited to talk about it. "You get to step into a whole new world, play a character with a completely different personality from yours. I love the high fantasy, too."
"Is the game hard?" I inquired, smiling at how happy he was.
"Not once you get he hang of it." he said. "Lots of dice, so once you're used to that, you've got it! Plus, the role play really helped me with my confidence."
"That's great!" I responded. I really meant it. I hoped I could find my confidence as well. "How did you get into it? That popular television show?"
"No!" Dave laughed. "No, I was into it before the show. A friend introduced me to the game in high school."
"Gotcha." I grinned, even though he couldn't see me.
"What did you do get up to this weekend?" he asked.
"Nothing interesting." I answered. "I was just laying in bed reading."
"How's the book?" Dave wondered.
"It's really good!" I said as I got into a more comfortable position. "Post-apocalyptic zombie novel. It's part of a series. I'm on the last book."
"Awesome!" he replied in his soothing voice. "You must look adorable curled up in bed with a book."
"Mm, thinking about me in bed, are you?" I teased. I was actually feeling really comfortable talking to him.
"Maybe!" Dave chuckled. "Is this the part where I ask you what you're wearing?"
"I'm wearing a matching pajama set." I purred. "They're white, and they have lots of little cat faces on them."
"Very sexy." he snorted.
"Oh yeah, so sexy!" I giggled. "Your turn, Cutie!"
"Well," he began slowly, "I'm laying in bed wearing boxer briefs and a t-shirt."
"Now, that's hot!" I husked.
"We could exchange pictures?" Dave suggested.
"Sure!" I agreed. "Hold on, big guy!"
I pulled the phone away from my ear and opened my camera. Then I aimed it down at my body. My little legs were curled up as I made a kissing face. Maybe not sexy, but definitely fucking cute! I sent the image. Then I received one of Dave. He looked nice in his undies. I could tell he wasn't hard.
"You're so beautiful." he whispered into the phone. He actually sounded like he was in awe.
"You're not so bad yourself!" I teased.
"Thanks, Babe." he replied.
No one had ever called me that before. Mm, Babe. I liked it! It made me feel special, unique. A familiar tingle began between my legs as I started to get turned on. I was amazed at how a simple word could produce such a strong reaction. With a smile, I allowed lust to take over.
"Bet you wish I was a little less covered." I hummed cutely.
"Always!" Dave laughed.
"Tell you what, how about I make you a deal?" I suggested as I playfully toyed with the top button of my pajama top. "If you get topless, I will too."
"R-really?" he stammered happily.
"Mhm." I purred.
"Deal!" Dave exclaimed.
"Send your proof, and I'll send mine." I instructed.
I could hear Dave sitting up, and I knew he was moving to take off his shirt. A small smirk crossed my face as I thought about how dirty I was being. I didn't even think about my anxiety, I was completely in the moment, my lust growing as I wiggled my body.
Eventually, my phone went off. I checked the picture and saw Dave laying in his bed. He was still in his boxers, the only difference was that he was topless. Dave wasn't very muscular, his stomach was flat, and overall, he was very skinny. I liked his look.
"A deal's a deal!" Josh told me expectantly.
"I guess it's my turn then." I sighed theatrically. "I'm slowly unbuttoning my shirt. You can see my bra now, and my tummy. I think I have a cute belly button."
"You do, Babe! You do!" Dave breathed into the phone.
"I'm sitting up and pulling my shirt off." I whispered in what I hoped was a seductive voice. "My big boobs are spilling out over my white bra."
"Take your bra off!" his voice cracked as he practically begged.
"Yes, Sir!" I husked as I put the phone on speaker phone and set it down. "I'm reaching behind my back. Oh! My bra is unhooked! I'm rolling my shoulders forward, my bra falling off. It's on the floor, I'm topless. My huge knockers are jiggling slightly as I breathe, my nipples are so hard for you."
"Show me." Dave pleaded. "Please. Show me."
A wide smile was on my face as I pressed my lips together and picked up my phone. Leaning back against the pillows, I stretched out in a sexy pose. Then I snapped a topless shot before immediately sending it to Dave.
"Holy shit, they're perfect." he moaned. "I'm so hard."
"Oh yeah?" I cooed. "Is your big dick nice and hard for me?"
"So hard..." Dave gasped.
"Take it out for me." I ordered firmly.
"It's out!" he told me. "I just threw my boxers on the floor. I'm naked."
"Mm, I'm running my hand over my breast as I think about your body." I replied in a smoky voice.
"Roll your nipple between your fingers." he instructed.
"Oh God, it feels so good!" I gasped. "I'm so wet for you!"
"I wanna see." Dave groaned. "I wanna see you naked."
"Okay, okay!" I nodded frantically, which he couldn't see.
Lifting my ass, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pajamas. My movements frantic, I pushed my bottoms and undies down my legs. I grunted in frustration when my panties got stuck around my foot, but I was soon able to free myself of the offending garments and fling them away.
Lust was completely dominating my actions as I took picture after picture. I got a bunch of great shots. Slipping my nipple into my mouth, I rolled my eyes up to the camera as I got a shot of me sucking my own tit. I took several pussy pics, a bunch of shots of my tits, and I even rolled onto my side to show him my butt. I sent everything.
"Every inch of you is perfect, Suzie." Dave husked passionately.
"I love the way you talk to me." I cooed. "I'm soaking wet for you. Show me your hard dick!"
"Right! Of course!" he said quickly.
I ran my fingers along my moist labia as I waited for the picture. It soon came in. A groan escaped my lips as I saw Dave's erect penis. He was so hard. Hard for me. Only me. I pushed two fingers into my steamy tunnel before taking another picture. I sent it with zero hesitation.
"I'm fingering myself!" I announced as I placed my phone back on the bedside table. "I'm fingering my pussy for you!"
"How does it feel, Babe?" Dave asked.
"So. Fucking. Good!" I gasped. "Stroke your dick for me!"
"I'm stroking myself." he moaned. "I'm touching myself and looking at your pictures."
"Yeah?" I asked in a quick voice. "Is my hot, little body turning you on?"
"Yes!" Dave hissed. "My cock is throbbing. I want to cum. I want you to cum!"
"Tell me what to do!" I pleaded into the speaker. "Tell me how to get off!"
"Push your fingers inside." he stated firmly. "And grab your boob!"
"Mm, yes!" I whined loudly. "My fingers are so deep in me!"
"How does your big tit feel?" Dave wondered.
"It's so big I can't get my fingers all the way around it!" I announced. "It's soft and firm at the same time."
"Now I want you to rub your clit while pinching your nipple." he told me.
"Oh, God!" I groaned as my back arched. "It feels so good! I'm so wet. Oh, shit! Oh, fuck! Keep stroking for me! Please!"
"I'm close!" Dave whispered. "I'm thinking about being inside you!"
"I want you inside me." I agreed in a wanton voice. "I'm gonna cum! Cum with me!"
"Shit, I'm cumming!" he gasped as my dirty talk pushed him over the edge.
"Me, too!" I practically screamed as my toes curled. My hand was going crazy on my clit as I pulled on my nipple. "I'm cumming! Dave! I'm cumming for you! Ah, cumming!"
"How was that, Suzie?" Dave asked once we both settled down.
"Fucking great!" I giggled as I patted my pussy with my hand. "How was it for you?"
"My hand is covered in cum." he admitted.
"Mm, yummy!" I cooed into the phone.
"I should go clean up." Dave sighed reluctantly.
"Leaving me after you got what you wanted?" I suggested.
"Not at all!" he insisted quickly.
"Relax." I giggled. "I was just teasing. I need to go wash up, too."
"Text you?" Dave offered.
"You better!" I replied.
"Goodnight, Suzie." he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice.
"Night night, Dave." I answered before ending the call.
I stepped into panties and put on a robe before heading to the bathroom to clean up. My hand did smell like pussy, after all. Then I returned to my bedroom and hopped into bed in just my undies. Dave did send me a text a few minutes later, and I happily replied.
The rest of the night was spent reading and playing on my phone. I also contemplated how I had just crossed another act off my list. Number twelve: phone sex. Awesome! Phone sex turned out to be a lot of fun, too. It was both personal and not, making it great for someone with my level of anxiety.
Anyway, it was time for bed. I put my phone on the charger before setting it on my bedside table. Then I got under the covers and snuggled in. Eighteen acts to go. My last thought before falling asleep was that Alyssa would be proud of me.
~Friday, October 10th~
Another work week was coming to an end. Despite the work week having gone by fast, I was still really looking forward to the weekend. I had the party with Alyssa tonight, but no real plans for Saturday or Sunday. I wondered what interesting things the weekend would hold.
My morning routine went by quickly. I worked out, showered, shaved, brushed my teeth, and took my birth control pill. Then I sat at my desk with some toast and orange juice as I logged in to my work computer and started my day.
My fingers flew across the keyboard, causing the relentless clicks to fill my ears, almost drowning out the sound of the doctor I was listening to. I could type well over one hundred words per minute, so I was able to finish report after report. True, my work had always been high quality, but I was really on fire this morning.
During break, I ate my lunch before deciding I wanted to kick back and relax in bed. With my ankle resting on my upraised knee, I twirled my bare foot in the air as I looked through my dating apps and listened to music. There were a few guys I talked to occasionally, but it wasn't very serious.
I did decide to take things further with Ken, one of the first guys I had started talking with. We exchanged phone numbers so we could text outside the app. He had been thrilled when I offered him my number. I also added Dave on social media. I was really branching out!



Sadly, it was soon time to get back to work. I was way ahead, so I was able to take it easy during the afternoon. As a result, when my sister texted me, I was able to reply every few minutes and hold a conversation.
Alyssa; Ready for the party?
Suzie: I think so. I'm a little anxious.
Alyssa: You'll be fine. I'll know pretty much everyone, they're all good people.
Suzie: That does make me feel better. It's easier than the club.
Alyssa: Definitely. Hey! How about I pick you up and take you?
Suzie: You won't be able to drink.
Alyssa: Maybe I'll just crash at Henry's. ;)
Suzie: Slut.
Alyssa: You saw his sexy bod. Do you blame me?
Suzie: No, not really...
Alyssa: There you go. So, it's a plan. I'll drive you, and you can hire a ride home.
Suzie: Okay, sure.
Alyssa: Great! Pick you up at 7:00PM!
Raising my hands above my head, I stretched and yawned. Setting my phone back down on my desk, I finished up the work day. Then I made myself dinner. It was Friday night, so there was no sign of my brother. Mom did say she hoped I had a good time at the party.
Mom had actually met Henry. Alyssa brought him to a holiday party that we were all invited to. My parents liked him, and I think they knew that he and Alyssa were friends with benefits. Alyssa told us Henry was her friend, but they always had a familiarity with each other, one that gave away how physically intimate they had been. Of course, Alyssa never hid from me that she and Henry were going at it like rabbits.
Mom and Dad were probably hoping that Alyssa would eventually settle down with the doctor. He was successful, handsome, polite, and kind. Doctor Henry Renshaw was exactly the kind of guy all parents wanted for their daughter.
Personally, I can't imagine Alyssa ever settling down. She's always been so wild and free. I'm actually shocked she waited until after her high school graduation to lose her virginity. Still, her dirty thirty isn't far off, she can't keep sleeping around forever. Or can she?
After dinner, I cleaned up after myself and sat in the living room with my mom. We were both sitting on the couch in front of the big bay windows, reading books. I got my love of reading from Mom. Dad was also a pretty avid reader, but it was Mom who introduced me to the wonders of books.
I had a full library of books in the attic. All have been read. There were also several piles in my bedroom, some waiting to be read. I may not have been able to go out as a child, but I could explore other worlds simply by turning the page. It was magical. Even when I could go out, I still made sure to have time for reading.
"What time is Alyssa picking you up?" Mom asked at one point.
"7:00PM." I answered without looking up.
"You might wanna get ready." she warned me. "It's 6:45PM."
"It is? Crap!" I exclaimed, hopping to my feet. "Thanks, Mom!"
Good thing it didn't take me long to get ready. I was already wearing jean shorts and a cute pink top, so I really just had to put on socks and sneakers. Grabbing my purse, I ran over to kiss Mom goodbye before waiting outside for Alyssa.
The soft breeze felt good against my light skin. I could feel my raven hair blowing in the wind. That part was annoying. Taking a hair elastic from my purse, I pulled my long hair back into a lazy ponytail. I didn't usually go for the ponytail look, but having my hair out of my face did have the effect of drawing all eyes to my high cheekbones.
Patiently, I waited for my big sister. The sun was warm on my skin, and I was really enjoying just being outside. Soon, I saw her car coming down the street. Alyssa pulled into the driveway and I immediately hopped into the passenger seat.
"Time to party!" Alyssa announced as she threw the car into reverse and backed out onto the street. She was dressed in a cute green skirt and a white top.
"Sure." I giggled.
"How's your anxiety?" she wondered.
"Not bad." I answered with a shrug. "It's just a house party, and I don't think there will be a ton of people."
"Probably only about thirty, at most." Alyssa answered. "I'll know all of them."
"All nurses and doctors?" I inquired.
"Mostly." she nodded, her eyes on the road as she smirked. "Hoping to catch the eye of a cute doctor?"
"More like, I was wondering which of your friends you were gonna try and pawn me off on." I retorted playfully.
"It is not pawning you off!" Alyssa exclaimed with an offended look. "I'm just trying to think of who you might wanna meet."
"Right." I snorted.
"Seriously!" she insisted. "There are a couple of nurses who are guys, in addition to a few doctors."
"And it won't be weird if your sister makes out with one of your friends?" I asked.
"Nah, no way." Alyssa shook her head. "Hell, I make out with my friends."
"Uh, you do?" I followed up with, my eyes wide.
"Sure." she laughed. "Guys, girls, a soft pair of lips is a soft pair of lips."
"Oh." I mumbled as I tried to digest the information.
"Yeah, I know I never told you." Alyssa sighed. "Ellen and I taught each other how to kiss. That's how it started."
"I guess that makes sense." I mused. Ellen has been Alyssa's best friend since they were in preschool. The two even went to college together, majored in nursing together, and got jobs at the same hospital.
"Then we were at a frat party one day," she began, "and we realized that guys loved watching two women going at it. The guys said we could have free drinks if they could watch us make out. So, we did. Ellen and I ended up completely wasted, and we went down on each other in a bedroom at the party that night."
"You ate pussy?!" I squealed loudly.
"I did!" Alyssa confirmed. "It was delicious. I was also licked clean by a girl. Then Ellen and I had a few threesomes in college. Other times, if we were both horny and couldn't find cock, we'd satisfy each other. It's no big deal."
"Do you still do it?" I couldn't help but wonder.
"Sometimes, but not often." she told me before glancing at me nervously. "Does it bother you?"
"No." I said after considering it. "There's nothing wrong with being bisexual. You are who you are. I was just surprised."
"Okay, good." Alyssa let out a breath. "Just do me a favor, don't tell our parents. Or our baby brother."
"It stays between us." I promised.
"Great!" she said as we pulled up to a large house with a bunch of cars parked out front. "Oh, and some sisterly advice; if you ever get the chance to go clam diving, take it. You won't regret it."
"Uh, no." I stated firmly as Alyssa parked the car. "I think I'd throw up if my face was ever near someone's vulva. I'm completely straight."
"Your loss." Alyssa shrugged as she unbuckled her seat belt.
My big sister and I got out of her car, and I got my first look at Henry's house. The palatial home stood two stories, and was painted a very nice white. Just the attached garage looked to be close in size to a small house. We weren't poor, by any means, but damn!
"This is a nice house!" was all I could say.
"It really is." my sister agreed. "Wait until you see the inside, let's go!"
Alyssa looped her arm through mine and pulled me along the walkway. The grass was impeccably kept up, and there were a few bushes artistically placed in front of the house. Lights were on in most of the windows, and I could tell the party was already well in progress.
The front door was wide open, so we naturally walked right in like we owned the place. Just the entryway revealed that the house was beautifully decorated with expensive fixtures. My eyes darted around as we walked in. Those wood floors looked like they cost a fortune. I knew doctors made a lot, but our dad probably made more than Henry. He must have family money.
Alyssa's face immediately lit up as she saw a group of four friends. Two were male, and two were female. I did recognize one of them, at least. She dragged me through the foyer and into the house before beginning to make introductions.
Katie was a stunningly beautiful blonde doctor who was very friendly and outgoing. I'd actually met her before. Jim was a brown haired nurse who looked to be about my age. Derek had shockingly red hair, and was probably one of the older nurses present, at close to forty. Finally, Jessica was a brunette nurse with a bubbly personality to go with her big jugs.
"It's so nice to meet you, Suzie!" Jessica exclaimed as she ran forward to hug me.
"Oh, hi!" I gasped as I hugged her back.
"Yeah, I'm a hugger!" Jessica laughed as she released me. "You'll get used to it."
"Not that you have a choice." Katie laughed. "Good to see you again, Suzie."
"Katie." I replied with a polite nod.
"Damn, are all the women in your family this gorgeous, Alyssa?" Derek asked as he openly checked me out. Zero shame.
I wasn't surprised. Derek was a known ladies' man at the hospital. I'd heard he was almost caught having sex with an elderly patient's daughter in an unused room. It was almost a big thing, but he fortunately got his pants up before anyone came in. I knew he bagged Alyssa at one point, too.
"Keep it in your pants, Derek." my sister teased.
"No promises." Derek smirked as he looked into my eyes.
"Don't worry about Derek, he's harmless." Jim insisted before taking a swig of his beer.
"Before you guys completely scare my sister off, we're gonna go find our gracious host." Alyssa interjected as she dragged me away from the group.
"Talk soon, Suzie!" Derek called out after me.
As we weaved through the large house, I observed that no one was very old. Derek was probably the oldest person here. I knew there was an older generation who worked at the hospital, but either they weren't invited, or they chose not to attend.
"Sorry about Derek." Alyssa said as we entered the large living room. "He's a huge flirt."
A large space was cleared for people to chat and dance. Some music was playing out of a large entertainment center. I did not recognize a single person here, but they all were dressed in casual attire. A few acknowledged Alyssa with a wave or a smile. My sister snagged us a couple of wine coolers and handed me one.
"I can't believe you had sex with that guy." I snorted before taking a swig.
"Hey, he can be really charming." she reasoned as we found a couple of chairs off to the side. "Plus, he's pretty good in bed."
"Well, he's not getting into bed with me." I insisted while parking my ass in my seat.
"Your call." Alyssa shrugged, sitting down beside me. "What did you think of Jim?"
"He was kinda cute, I guess." I mused. "Why? Did you sleep with him, too?"
"Twice." she confirmed, holding up two fingers.
"Have you fucked the entire hospital?" I rolled my eyes. "That place is worse than a frat house!"
"Like you'd know anything about frat houses." my sister retorted.
"At least everyone here is fully clothed." I commented, looking around as I took another sip.
"And staying that way!" Alyssa insisted. "There might be a couple hook ups in the guest bedrooms, but this is a house party, not a frat party."
"No beer pong, or anything like that, either." I observed.
"Does everything you know about parties come from crappy movies?" she challenged.
"Yes." I grunted with a grumpy expression.
"Well," Alyssa began, "here we're going to listen to music, socialize, do some light dancing. Maybe a little flirting. Sure, a couple might sneak off to a room for a little fucking, but it's not some wild keg party."
"That does make me feel better." I admitted.
"Good." she smiled and took a sip of her drink.
"Is everyone here single? Do they all work at the hospital?" I wondered a couple minutes later.
"No, and no." Alyssa answered. "A couple of people from the hospital brought significant others. Then there are friends, friends of friends. I know most of the people here, but not quite everyone. I don't recognize the tall blonde over there, for example."
I nodded and spent the next few minutes nursing my drink. Alyssa was usually the center of attention, but she seemed content to sit and relax with me. I really appreciated the gesture. At one point, I jumped and nearly spilled my drink when I heard a loud squeal.
"Alyssa!" Ellen shouted as she rushed over to where we were sitting.
"Hey, girl!" Alyssa responded, standing up to hug Ellen tightly.
Ellen was gorgeous. Like Alyssa, she was twenty-nine. That's where the physical similarities ended. My sister's friend was of average height, making her several inches taller than Alyssa and I. Ellen had short brown hair, brown eyes, and average sized breasts. She was dressed in jeans and a faded band t-shirt.
"So, I see you brought Suzie." Ellen commented after the girls exchanged cheek kisses.
"I did!" Alyssa said. "You two remember each other, right?"
"Oh, of course we do!" Ellen spoke up before I could even open my mouth. "How are you doing, Suzie?"
"I'm good. Thanks." I nodded. "You?"
"I am awesome." Ellen smiled. "You girls wanna dance? I love this song!"
"C'mon, baby sister." Alyssa said as she turned and offered me her hand. "Let's shake it!"
Setting down my drink, I followed Alyssa and Ellen out to the big, open space in the center of the room. The three of us started to dance in a small group. We didn't touch each other, just swayed to the music and smiled at each other.
At one point, a couple of guys tried to force themselves into our little circle. Apparently Alyssa and Ellen knew them, so they happily made room. I was nervous, but after the night club, I knew I could handle dancing with a few of Alyssa's guy friends. Alyssa's former lovers? Current lovers? Whatever.
Later on, the five of us all went into the kitchen and found jello shots. We all took two, Alyssa cheering the loudest as she challenged us all to drink more. I noticed Ellen was just as outgoing. The guys were eating it up.
We girls sat down on a couch in the living room as the guys stood over us. The conversations kept flowing, and it was quickly obvious that I was the most subdued. I answered quietly and didn't volunteer much. The two guys were definitely more interested in the obvious party girls.
"Where's the bathroom?" I asked Alyssa at one point.
"What?" she shouted back as she rapidly turned her head to face me, her long dark hair whipping about her face.
"I need to use the little girls' room, where is it?" I repeated.
"Oh!" Alyssa exclaimed before pointing over my shoulder. "Down the hall, first door on the left. Remember to wash your hands!"
"You're gross!" I rolled my eyes as I got up headed off in the direction she indicated.
I entered the bathroom, peed, wiped, and yes, I washed my hands! Alyssa was an idiot. Actually, her comment is one I would have made, if I was being honest. I guess she and I really were sisters! Sighing, I splashed some water on my face as I contemplated my existence.
Alyssa, always the center of attention. Always so confident and outgoing. I had those thoughts about her all the time. I knew the truth; I was jealous. Or rather, envious. I was happy for my sister, I just wanted to be more like her.
Making my way back to the large living room, I frowned when I realized the couch we had been sitting on was empty. The two guys were gone, too. Did they ditch me? I checked my phone and found a text message from my former favorite sister.
Alyssa: Enjoy the party! Don't wait up. ;)
Suzie: Whore.
Well shit. Now what was I gonna do? I saw Katie standing off to the side and tapping her foot to the music. I could talk to her? Nah. I decided to do something slightly out of character and go exploring. It was a big, fancy house, maybe Henry had a private library or something equally cool.
My first find was a really nice dining room with a massive mahogany table and ornate chairs. A gorgeous china cabinet dominated one wall. I spent a few minutes admiring the expensive plates on display. Odd thing for a bachelor. Once again, I figured Henry must have had family money.
I ignored a couple of uninteresting rooms and another bathroom. A few people walked by me as I explored, and I politely greeted them before moving on. Nice hallways, expensive paintings, little tables with vases. Finally, I found it when I opened another door. The library.
An involuntary gasp left me as I entered the opulent library. Two story bookshelves, the stereotypical fireplace with the huge leather chairs. I think I spotted a liquor cabinet, as well as ornate drinking glasses. For scotch? Maybe.
It actually felt like I had entered a very famous animated movie I enjoyed as a child. Despite myself, I looked around for animated candelabras and clocks before realizing I was a moron. Giggling to myself, I explored the library, seeing a lot of very famous books, as well as a number I had never heard of.
I could have spent all night in here, but after about twenty minutes I decided to keep exploring. Eventually, I made my way back to where most of the people were. Unlike before, I noticed a few people were coming and going up the stairs. I shrugged, assuming it was okay to explore the second floor, then headed up.
Finding myself in a long hallway, I slowly walked along the path, peeking in open doors as I passed. Mostly guest bedrooms, one room that appeared to be a home office. Then I reached a closed door. Thinking I heard something, I placed my ear to the door.
"Damn, Alyssa, they weren't lying about your hot mouth!" one guy moaned.
"Spank me, Baby!" Ellen's voice cried out.
"That's it, take my cock!" another guy groaned right before I heard a loud slapping sound.
Well, that was a nice reminder of why I should always knock first. I did not need to see my big sister having a foursome. Removing my ear from the door, I continued down the hallway until I found what I thought was the master bedroom.
It was certainly big enough to be the master bedroom! A large bed dominated the room. There was also a huge television mounted on the wall. My eyes passed over what was most likely the walk-in closet and landed on a closed door that probably led to a private bathroom.
I figured I shouldn't enter Henry's bedroom, but one thing drew my inside. I noticed the bookshelf. Recognizing the spines of several books distracted me from wondering why he didn't just keep these in his library. I ran over happily.
Fantasy! Science fiction! All my favorites! So many famous series that I had read. There were a few horror as well, ones I had enjoyed, but I was mainly shocked by the first two genres. It looked like Henry had the same taste in novels that I did! Granted, there weren't really any romance books, but he was a guy, I wasn't surprised.
I was so engrossed with the books that I didn't notice the footsteps. However, I did feel him behind me once he was just a couple feet away. My heart pounded as I just kept staring at the books. He smelled so good, and we were in his bedroom. I resisted the urge to squirm, then almost jumped as he spoke.
"Do you want to know which book to pull to open the door to the sex dungeon?" he offered. His voice went straight through me, it made me think things that I probably shouldn't.
"You- you have a sex dungeon?" I squeaked when I finally turned to face him. He was so close. His intense green eyes stared into mine for a moment. Then he broke and started laughing.
"You've read way too many trashy romance novels, Suzie!" Henry shook his head as he continued laughing. He looked so sexy in jeans and a button down.
"S-sorry for coming into your bedroom." I mumbled as I stared at my feet.
"No problem at all." he replied. "Are you not having a good time?"
"I am!" I insisted, my head snapping up to look at the tall doctor. "It's just, um, well, my sister and her friend are kind of hooking up with a couple of guys in the other room. I didn't know what to do with myself, so I went exploring."



"Oh yeah?" he smirked, seeming very amused by my explanation. "Alyssa always did know how to have a good time."
"You aren't jealous?" I wondered with a frown.
"No, I'm not." Henry shook his head. "I really like your sister, but I learned a long time ago that she isn't one to be tied down."
"Sorry?" I offered with a helpless shrug.
"Not your fault!" he smiled. "Let's talk about you now, are you okay? Alyssa did mention you got overwhelmed sometimes."
"R-really? S-she told you?" I stammered as I got lost in the handsome man's eyes.
"I hope that's okay?" Henry wondered. "I mean, I don't want to pry into your life, it's none of my business. Alyssa just mentioned trying to bring you out of your shell. You were really fun when we met at the club, so I was happy to invite you."
"You thought I was fun?" I wondered with wide eyes. He had to be lying. I was as boring as they came.
"Very much so." he confirmed. "And I definitely get feeling overwhelmed. I was actually coming up here to get a few moments to myself."
"I should let you have your privacy then." I suggested in a week voice.
"You don't have to do that." Henry smiled kindly. Fuck, I loved that smile. "How about I grab us a couple of drinks and we can be antisocial together?"
"I'd like that." I gave him a small, weak smile.
"I'll be right back. Make yourself at home." he said before making his exit.
Walking over to his bed, I sat down on the edge and looked toward the door. I can't believe sexy doctor Renshaw thought I was fun. He was used to women throwing themselves at him. I was just shy, awkward Suzie. Was he just being polite? Or did he really like me?
It didn't matter either way, he was way out of my league. Also, he had been with Alyssa. That would just be weird, right? I mean, I knew a lot of guys had a sister fantasy, but still. No. No way, Henry couldn't possibly like me. Or if he did, it was just as the nerdy little sister of the hot chick he was boning on the side.
Henry's return jolted me out of my ruminations. The sexy man was carrying two fancy glasses and a bottle of alcohol. Smiling at me, he walked over to his bedside table and set the glasses down. Then he opened the bottle and poured us each a small amount of liquor.
"How do you feel about expensive scotch?" Henry asked as he handed me the glass.
"I know absolutely nothing about expensive scotch." I replied with a giggle.
"Well, give it a try and let me know what you think!" he suggested as he sat down beside me. I noticed he was careful to give me about a foot of space.
I was slightly nervous with him watching me, but I raised the glass to my lips and took a small sip. The subtleties were definitely lost on me, but I could tell the alcohol was much smoother than what I was used to. Finding myself enjoying it, I took another sip before saying anything.
"It's really good!" I smiled.
"I'm glad you approve." Henry nodded before taking a sip of his own drink.
"I'm surprised you keep books up here." I commented, trying to start a conversation. "Why not stick them in the library?"
"Oh, you found the library?" he asked with an approving look. "What did you think?"
"I think it was amazing!" I gushed. "I mean, I have a lot of books, but I keep most of them in the attic. My book shelf in my room is full, and I have a few piles of books on the floor."
"A girl after my own heart!" Henry exclaimed, causing my heart to jump up into my throat. "And to answer your question, I like to keep my favorites in here in case the urge to pick one up for comfort strikes."
"You comfort read?!" I gasped. I could so relate! I actually forgot to be nervous around him as I gaped.
"I do. It really helps with stress." he explained.
"I'm the same way." I grinned. "I mean, I have a comfort show, like most people, but comfort reading is so much better!"
I was pleasantly surprised by how easy Henry was to talk to. It always took me awhile to warm up to people, but I liked him right away. His charm and quick wit put me at ease. Everything we had in common was a huge bonus. Similar books, movies. Yeah, my guard was down and I was at ease. The pleasant buzzing in my head didn't hurt either.
"Do you think she ever gets tired of it?" I asked out of nowhere. I winced a moment later, shocked by my own courage to ask such a question.
"Does who get tired of what?" he chuckled. "I need a little more information."
"Right, sorry." I blushed and looked away from him. "D-do you think Alyssa gets tired of hooking up with a different guy every week?"
"First of all, it's none of my business who Alyssa is hooking up with." Henry answered carefully. "She's my friend, but what she does in private is her business."
"I didn't think of that." I winced. Fuck, did I just violate some girl code? Some sister code? Alyssa hooked up with a different guy every time we went out, but she probably expected me to keep her privacy. "Maybe I shouldn't have given out that little tidbit about her."
"I won't tell anyone." he promised. "And I did already know that Alyssa has a lot of, well, friends."
"She does, and I'm not judging her." I said, trying to be clear. "It's just that she and I have been spending a lot of time together lately, and I never realized just how adventurous she was all the time. Once in awhile, I knew, but the frequency is kind of blowing my mind."
"You know how great sex is, I'm sure you can understand why someone might have an extremely high sex drive?" Henry suggested. Of course he assumed I wasn't a virgin. How could he not? "She's not in a relationship, and she likes partying. It makes sense to me, even if I'm not like that."
"Oh, you don't have a sex drive?" I teased, surprising myself with my open flirting.
"Believe me, I love sex." he smirked as he drained his glass. Then he got up to refill both our glasses. Henry was much closer to me when he sat back down. "I just haven't had a one night stand since I was an undergrad."
"With the way women throw themselves at cute doctors, I'm surprised." I purred. I was drunk, I was horny, and fuck, I was attracted to the doctor.
"I try to only sleep with women I really care about." Henry answered. "I don't mean I need love or something, Alyssa is just a great friend, after all."
"I think I understand." I whispered as I was the one to inch closer.
"A lot of people go through periods where they're extra active, sexually." he suggested. "I'm sure your sister doesn't always act like she has the last few weeks with you."
"You're probably right." I nodded as I finished yet another glass.
"Want another?" Henry offered as he took my glass.
"I, uh, I probably shouldn't." I answered.
"Okay." he responded before placing both our glasses on his bedside table.
We sat in silence for a couple minutes, just enjoying each others company. Soon, Henry closed the remaining distance between us. Our legs were touching as he looked at me with fire in his eyes. My gaze traveled down to his lips before flicking back up. We both knew what was about to happen, I was sure of it.
Henry leaned down, his head turning slightly as he moved toward his target. My heart was racing, my pussy tingling as I closed my eyes and accepted his kiss. He wasn't my first kiss, but I had never felt such a strong surge of lust. His lips were so soft, his presence was so warm and inviting. And shit, he was just so sexy.
I felt his hand at my back, lightly supporting me, comforting me. When his other hand cupped my cheek, I responded with a throaty moan. I was the one who brought tongue into the equation. I probed his lips, pushing my tongue into his mouth.
Our tongues wrestled as his hand at my back began to move. Fuck, he was good with his tongue. I felt my pussy gushing when he began to caress my breast through my pink shirt. The thick padding of my bra was in the way, preventing him from discovering just how hard my nipple was.
Pure lust for this man was the only thing I was feeling. My control was gone. I continued moaning into our kiss as Henry escalated things. Keeping one hand on my massive breast, his other hand slid up my jean-clad thigh.
My legs instinctively spread, giving him nonverbal permission to go further. I squealed into our kiss when his hand cupped my crotch. Then he was rubbing me. Holy shit, he was rubbing my pussy. A man was touching my most intimate place. My knees bent, legs pulling up slightly as I broke our kiss and threw my head back.
"Oh, God!" I gasped out.
Henry began trailing hot kisses down my neck as he continued to rub me through my jeans. My entire body was on fire, I couldn't breathe! I was panting heavily as I reached out and placed my hand on his bulge and tried to rub him as well.
I didn't do a very good job. I couldn't focus. I was seeing stars. As the feelings overwhelmed me, I was forced to pull my hand out of his lap. Leaning back, I rested both my palms on the comforter as he rubbed me, as he kissed my neck, as he squeezed my breast.
The fire peaked. Sparks shooting out of it as it shot threw my veins, stimulating every inch of my body. I shuddered and gasped, causing Henry to rub me faster, pressing on the spot where he knew my clit to be. Then I exploded.
"I'm cumming!" I announced as Henry pulled back from my neck so he could watch my face contort. "I'm cumming!"
"Fuck, Suzie, you're so sexy." he whispered as he admired my cum face.
"Oh, Henry!" I cried out as the last of the electric shocks died down.
I pounced. I threw myself at Henry, smashing our lips together as our passionate kiss resumed. Somehow, I ended up on top of him, his head resting on the pillow as his hands gripped my ass. His tongue was in my mouth, so I sucked on it and moaned.
We were grinding. I could feel his bulge against my crotch, I could feel my big tits pressing against his chest. Then he rolled us over so he was on top. My legs were spread wide as he pushed his hardness against me.
His hands were on my boobs, squeezing them. It felt so good. Henry had me. I was his. At least until he dropped his hands to my waist and started sliding my shirt up my body. My orgasm had passed, and my anxiety suddenly crashed into me.
"I-I'm a virgin!" I gasped weakly, breaking our kiss. "I'm a virgin!"
"What, seriously?" Henry asked as he immediately backed off, sitting up on the bed so he could look down at me.
"Y-yeah, yes." I stammered as I scooted back on the bed, pulling my knees up to my chest and wrapping my arms around them protectively.
"Sorry, I didn't know." he panted. Henry was obviously trying to calm down his lust. "Are you okay?"
"I am." I nodded rapidly. "I wanted to do what we did, but I'm not ready to go further."
"It's okay, I understand. No problem at all." Henry assured me. "Ah, it's, it's late. We're both kind of drunk. You're welcome to use a guest room if you wanna crash here. I'm sure they aren't all occupied."
"C-can I stay with you?" I found myself asking. I was such a fucking coward, I needed to be comforted. I didn't want to be alone.
"If that's what you want, I'd love to have you stay." he smiled. I'm glad he knew I wasn't offering sex with that request.
"It's just..." I trailed off before finding my strength again. "It's just that it might be a little uncomfortable to sleep in jeans."
"I have a few pairs of lounge pants." Henry told me. "They might be a little loose on you, but they should work."
In response, I stood up. I was so comfortable around this man, so much more than I had been with Ron. I was not going to let my anxiety win this. I wanted to be comforted, be held. And I would be. So, I kicked off my shoes and socks before unbuttoning my jeans and dropping them to the floor.
"It's no more revealing than a bikini bottom, right?" I reasoned out loud.
"That's very true." he agreed before standing up.
Henry removed his own shoes and socks before dropping his pants, revealing his boxers. They were cute, white with colorful geometric shapes on them. Then he took off his shirt. Seeing his muscular torso almost made me resume our make out session, but the anxious twinge in my belly stopped me.
I got into bed with a guy, something I had never done before. Once we were under the covers, he pulled me into his arms, allowing me to rest my head on his bare chest. With my hair elastic gone, Henry started to gently run his fingers through my soft, silky hair. I purred happily.
"Thank you for being so understanding." I murmured.
"You have nothing to thank me for." Henry insisted as he held me close. "You can say no at any time. Anyone who doesn't respect that is a monster."
"I'm not keeping you from your party, am I?" I asked, changing the subject.
"Not at all." he replied. "They'll show themselves out. They always do."
I just nodded gently before kissing his chest. With one arm around Henry's waist, I molded my body against his, my big boobs pressing against him. My anxiety was gone again. I was safe. I was safe with Henry. With a guy. A very new feeling for me.
Henry's steady breathing convinced me that he was asleep. As I started to drift off myself, I realized I had completed two more acts. Five: crotch rubbed from outside clothes. Ten: reach orgasm in front of a guy. I had done one through six and ten through twelve. Nine acts done, sixteen left. My last conscious thought of the night was that maybe sleeping in the same bed with a guy should have been on my list.
~Saturday, October 11th~
For the first time in my life, I woke up in the arms of a man. It was a stray beam of sunlight coming through the open window that actually caused me to stir. However, the realization of the way our limbs were entangled hit me immediately.
Lifting my head, I looked at Henry and saw that he was still fast asleep. My hand acted on its own, sliding the covers down to our waist, exposing Henry's bare chest. I had never been this close to a barely clothed man, and curiosity was getting the better of me.
His light blonde chest hair was fascinating to me. I ran it through my fingers, my touch light, soft. At the same time, I slid my foot along his calf, feeling his leg hair between my toes. Henry really wasn't that hairy, it was mostly on his chest and legs.
I began to wonder if he had hair between his legs, or if he groomed. In my memories, I don't recall if he was hairy down there. At the time, I was more focused on the massive column of man meat between his legs. My hand inched lower, down his tight abs, and all the way to the waistband of his boxer briefs.
"Good morning, Suzie Cutie." Henry's soft voice whispered.
"Oh! I gasped as I jumped and yanked my hand back. Biting my lower lip, I looked up into his piercing green eyes. "S-sorry."
"It's quite alright." he chuckled, his hand pulling me closer and squeezing my upper arm.
"Suzie Cutie?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"It suits you." Henry shrugged. "Has no one ever called you that before?"
"No, no one." I shook my head and smiled. "Just you."
"I love the way you smile." he said in his velvet voice as he reached over and brushed a lock of raven hair behind my ear.
"That earned you a kiss." I replied, swooping in to peck his lips.
"Lucky me.!" Henry grinned.
"Yes, you're very lucky." I agreed with a nod. "Even though I kind of ruined your fantasy of bagging sisters last night."
"You didn't ruin anything." he assured me before leaning in for another kiss.
"Y-you seemed shocked by what I told you." I stammered nervously. Fuck off, anxiety!
"I was surprised, yes." Henry confirmed. "I knew you were shy, but a virgin?"
"I was really sick when I was young." I explained.
"Alyssa did mention something about that." he nodded. "She never said how bad it was."
"I had immune system issues. I couldn't be around people at all." I sighed. "Even family had to keep their distance."
"I'm so sorry, Suzie." Henry responded in a sincere voice.
"It was the only life I knew." I shrugged. "Anyway, I was cured eventually, but I didn't socialize at all until I was an adult. Hence, shy and anxious virgin!"
"It all makes sense." he responded before giving me a sly look. "Although, you didn't seem too shy a minute ago."
I froze. No, I really froze. I don't even think I was breathing. I just stared at Henry, not daring to blink as he smiled pleasantly at me. Holy shit, he was so patient, waiting for me to process. I knew I could be honest with him, I could tell him the truth.
"I wanna see it." I mumbled in a barely audible voice.
"Okay." Henry stated simply.
He didn't move, and I soon realized he was letting me take the lead. I grasped the edge of the covers, briefly hesitating before I threw them off us, revealing our lower bodies. Henry was just wearing his boxer briefs, while I still had my top and bra on, as well as my cute panties.
Adjusting myself, I lightly reached between his legs and cupped his crotch. He wasn't hard, not yet. Bringing my other hand to the party, I grasped his underwear as Henry lifted his ass. With one smooth motion, I pulled the boxers down to his thighs, completely exposing his genitals.
"Wow." I whispered, my eyes locked on his crotch.
It looked so different when it was soft. It was still big, but it wasn't nearly as intimidating. Looking lower, I examined his balls. Then my hand followed my eyes, and I gently cupped his testicles. I tested their weight as I lightly massaged his sack.
"That feels good.' he gasped, leaning his head back.
I didn't respond with words, I didn't even look up, my eyes never leaving his manhood. Wanting to continue to explore, I released his balls and wrapped my fingers around the soft pole. Henry began to slowly harden as I started to stroke him, but he wasn't fully erect.
"You like that?" I cooed, my hand continuing to stimulate him.
"Yes." he moaned and nodded. "Don't stop."
"Mm, we need to get you nice and throbbing for me." I husked as I channeled my inner Alyssa. "I get to see you, but I'm all covered, it's not fair. Do you wanna see me?"
"I do." Henry confirmed. "I wanna see you, Suzie."
"I want you to see me." I replied sincerely.
Releasing his penis, I sat up as I curled my legs back. I knew I look cute in panties and a shirt, I even smiled as Henry's eyes ran along my tight body. Wanting to show him more, I pulled my pink shirt up, and over my breasts. His eyes went wide as he saw how my massive boobs strained against my bra.
With my shirt around my neck, I breathed heavily as fear once again threatened to paralyze me. No one had ever seen my assets in person before. Henry was going to be the first. He was so kind, so sweet, so sexy. He deserved to be the first. Before I could chicken out, I grabbed my bra and pulled it up, allowing my big tits to fall free.
"They're beautiful." he groaned, his eyes locked on my hanging orbs and hard nipples.
"Y-you can touch me..."I stammered as I reached out and once again took hold of his fully erect penis. "If you want."
Henry reached over with his left hand, his fingers inching closer to me, giving me time to ask him to stop. I never did. My eyes rolled back and I gasped as his large hand palmed my bare, right breast. I shivered as he began to caress me.
I began giving Henry a handjob, alternating between watching his cock and gazing at the lust-filled expression on his face. His hard dick looked so big in my little hand, and I could even see a drop of white fluid oozing out of the tip.
The entire time I was stroking, Henry was playing with my boobs. His skillful fingers teased my nipples, his warm hand squeezed my pillow-like flesh. There was no doubt, I was fucking soaked. I even started to pant as I stroked him faster, my hand occasionally dipping lower to massage his balls.
"I-I'll cum if you keep going." Henry warned in an urgent voice.



"I want you to cum." I said as I felt his cock throb in my grip.
"Keep going, keep going!" he urged, squirming slightly on the bed as his thumb brushed my nipple.
I kept going. He was so big, so hard. The large rod was actually really intimidating. Yeah, I couldn't even comprehend something so big actually fitting inside me. Still, seeing it made my mouth and pussy water. I loved it. I loved dick.
Henry was panting heavily as my ministrations pushed him closer and closer to his limit. Finally, he reached orgasm. One hand closed around my wrist as his other squeezed my breast. His hips bucked, and he gasped my name as it happened.
He came. Even as I watched, a large rope of white fluid launched out of his tip and flew straight up in the air. It soon reached its peak, falling back down and splattering across my hand. The first rope was followed by another. Then another. Warm, sticky fluid coated my hand and his cock as I kept stroking. The last few drops dribbled out, running down his shaft and landing on my hand. It was over.
I wasn't paying attention to what Henry was doing. My focus was entirely on my semen-covered hand. Releasing his softening manhood, I lifted my hand and held it in front of my face. Pulling my fingers apart, I examined the sticky ropes that were stretched between my fingers.
Moving my hand forward, I leaned in and inhaled, wondering what it smelled like. I gasped as the manliest scent I had ever experienced hit my nostrils. Oh God, it smelled so good! My pussy was gushing, my mouth was watering. I had to taste it! My lips slowly parted as I prepared to stick out my tongue.
"Here, use these." Henry's voice called out, jerking me back to reality.
"Oh, um, thanks." I mumbled as I accepted the tissues from him.
I hadn't even noticed that Henry had released my breasts. He must have gotten the tissues from his bedside table. I watched him use a couple of tissues to clean up his genitals. Then, shaking my head, I proceeded to clean my own hand.
Handing the tissues back to Henry, I stayed on the bed as he got up and made his way to a small trash barrel on the other side of the room. A small moan escaped my lips as he dropped the tissues in the trash. Seemed like a waste of perfectly good man stuff.
Henry's boxers were covering him again when he returned to the bed and sat down beside me. My big tits were still out and proud, rising and falling with my breathing. The handsome doctor reached out and cupped my cheek as he looked at me affectionately.
"That was great." he said before leaning forward and pecking my lips.
"I liked it, too." I smiled.
"You're so gorgeous." Henry whispered as his left hand slid down my neck, to my chest. My eyelids fluttered when his hand once again found my breast. "Every inch of you."
"Henry." I gasped weakly.
We were kissing again, making out with a furious intensity, a need for each other that I had never experienced. I grabbed the back of his head, my fingers clenching at his hair as I held his face to mine. Our tongues danced as we tasted and enjoyed each other. However, all too soon, Henry broke the kiss.
My grunt of disappointment turned into a moan of pleasure as the good doctor started kissing down my neck, avoiding my shirt and bra to get at my skin. Both of his hands were on my breasts, squeezing them together and creating an impressive cleavage. I should have expected it, but I was completely shocked when Henry buried his face in my tits.
"Oh, God!" I gasped as I threw my head back, my body shaking. "Oh, God!"
Henry made love to my breasts with his mouth. He kissed all over my boobs while holding them together. He shook his head rapidly, and I realized that he was motor boating my titties. As good as all that felt, nothing compared to how good it felt when his lips closed around my hard nipple.
"Holy shit!" I almost shouted, before biting my lower lip and groaning. "Keep doing that, keep doing that!"
Lifting my boob, Henry continued sucking on my nipple. I could feel his tongue flicking the sensitive tip. Just as I felt like I was about to orgasm, he switched to my other breast. Fucking amazing. So much better than sucking my own breasts. So much better.
Henry's right hand stayed on my tit, his thumb lightly caressing my flesh as his mouth switched from boob to boob, sucking and kissing. While his mouth and right hand were occupied with my knockers, his left hand slid down my body, his fingers lightly teasing my skin.
I spread my legs, allowing him to cup my pussy from outside my panties. I was afraid, and I wasn't afraid. I was ready. It was exhilarating! Henry began to rub me, and I knew he could feel how sopping wet my undies were.
It was happening. Oh God, it was happening! I was about to be touched down there. His tongue circled my nipple as his fingers pushed the strap of my panties aside. I shivered, fire burning inside me as I felt his fingertips brush along my labia, testing my arousal.
"Is this okay?" he pulled off my breast to ask.
"Yes!" I hissed, nodding rapidly.
Two things happened at once. The first was that Henry's mouth returned to my boob so he could keep sucking tit. Then the second. His two fingers found my opening, pushing upward and burying themselves in my warm, wet vaginal flesh.
I made the strangest sound. It was something like a whimper, a squeal, and a moan all rolled into one. Not sure I could make it again if I tried. My pussy muscles clamped down on his fingers, my body tense as I focused on the feeling of having someone else touching the very center of my being.
Then Henry started fingering me. His long digits slid smoothly in and out of me, making me pant heavily. His other hand squeezed my breast, and his mouth was all over my breasts. It was the most intense experience of my life. I thought I was gonna pass out from the intensity.
"Oh, God! Keep going!" I begged, my head tilted back, my eyes closed while my mouth hung open. "Finger me! Finger my pussy!"
His two fingers sawed in and out of me, my toes curling as I felt the pressure building. When he slid his fingers out of my hole and started rubbing my clit, I was done. A series of gasping grunts fell from my lips, my body shaking as the familiar electric shocks set every nerve in my body on fire.
"I'm cumming!" I announced, my hand tightly squeezing his wrist. "Cumming! Cumming!"
My eyes rolled back, and I lost all motor control for several seconds. Upon returning to earth, I realized I was laying on my side, panting heavily. Henry was no longer touching me. Holy shit, that really just happened. I got fingered, and I came so hard I blacked out.
Opening my eyes, I groaned before wiping my sweaty hair out of my face. Then I looked over at Henry. He was smiling down at me, clearly waiting for me to compose myself. I nearly came again when he lifted his two fingers and slipped them between his lips, tasting me.
"You're as delicious as I'd imagined." Henry commented when he took his fingers from his mouth.
"I-I think I'm in heaven." was all I could think to say as I started giggling.
I curled up into a little ball, my hands between my legs to protect my overwhelmed pussy. Granted, my panties were back in place, but I still felt better with my hands there. My shirt and bra were still up around my neck.
"You're so fucking adorable." he said, making me smile.
His hand was soon on my head, lightly brushing my sweaty hair back as he caressed me. I cooed softly, enjoying his touch. I felt like I could stay like this forever. Sadly, I couldn't. The lust began to die down somewhat, and I became increasingly aware of how exposed I was. The fucking fear was back.
Sitting up, I pulled my bra back down, struggling for a few seconds to get my large breasts contained. Once the tits were situated, I rolled my shirt back down over my flat stomach. Then Henry and I snuggled for a few more minutes. Until my phone went off.
Groaning in annoyance, I slowly sat up. Henry affectionately rubbed my back before I scooted over to the edge of the bed. Then I got up and hunted around for my pants. Extracting my phone from my jeans pocket, I realized it was still pretty early in the morning. I also checked my texts.
Alyssa: Slut. Not whore. They didn't pay me, not even after double-penetrating me. ;)
Alyssa: Forgot, you're innocent. That means I had two cocks in me at once; pussy and ass.
Alyssa: Sleeping here tonight, snuggled up with a naked Ellen. Get home safe!
Alyssa: Good morning! Did you get home safe?
Suzie: First, you're disgusting. Second, I'm not home. I stayed at Henry's last night, too.
While waiting for my sister to reply, I texted both my parents, letting them know I was still with Alyssa, and I was completely safe. Then I stepped into my jeans and pulled them up. Grabbing my shoes and socks, I put them on as well. At the same time, Henry got up and went to his dresser. Without speaking, he pulled out a pair of lounge pants and a clean t-shirt. Soon, we were both dressed.
"I had a great time." I told Henry once I found the courage to speak first.
"So did I, Suzie Cutie." he smiled. "I hope that wasn't too much for you?"
"It was intense, that's for sure!" I blushed. "I'm glad we did it, though."
"Okay, good." Henry sighed in relief. "By the way, I'm having a Halloween party on the twenty-fifth. Alyssa already knows. You're welcome to come, too."
The twenty-fifth. My twenty-fifth birthday, and my deadline for losing my virginity. Would going to Henry's party keep me from finishing my acts? Or maybe, just maybe, Henry would be the guy, the first one I let inside me.
After all, I felt incredibly safe with him. Cared for, protected. Understood. I had even crossed three more acts off my list. Nine: let a guy suck my breasts. Fourteen: give a handjob. Fifteen: get fingered. Could I do more with him? Maybe. Although, that big dick of his might just break me in half. Mm, what a way to go!
"The twenty-fifth is my birthday." I told him, trying to buy time.
"Oh? Happy birthday!" he exclaimed, seeming genuinely happy. "You'll probably have plans with family that day. Don't worry about it. You and Alyssa have fun."
"No, no big plans." I shook my head. "We'll probably have dinner and cake with our parents and brother, but maybe we could stop by after?"
"Either way, you're both welcome." Henry confirmed as he threw his clothes from last night in his hamper. "Talk it over with Alyssa, and feel free to stop by, if you can."
"Thank you, Henry." I grinned.
"You're welcome, Suzie." he inclined his head as he picked up his phone.
Henry and I both sat on the edge of his bed, playing on our phones for a little while. I replied to Mom's text and answered a few others. Ken and Dave had both messaged me. I was becoming a popular girl! I also finally got in touch with my big sister.
Alyssa: Sorry, I was sucking dick. You okay?
Suzie: Who were you sucking? I thought you spent the night with Ellen?
Alyssa: I did! The guys each found a guest room after the foursome, leaving her and I alone.
Suzie: So, how did you end up giving head?
Alyssa: I woke up with a craving for cum, so I wandered into one of the guy's rooms.
Suzie: Of course you did.
Alyssa: Why didn't you get a ride home?
Suzie: Can we meet somewhere? So we can talk in person.
Alyssa: Um, okay. Just give me a few minutes. Meet in the kitchen?
Suzie: Sure.
"Alyssa is still here. In a guest room." I said to Henry, feeling kind of awkward.
"Okay, how about we head downstairs?" Henry suggested. "I'd love to cook you breakfast."
"Sure!" I agreed happily, feeling some of the awkwardness melt away.
We walked out of his bedroom and headed down the hallway. A few of the guest room doors were closed. I knew my sister was behind one of them. Shaking my head to clear it, I followed Henry down the stairs, both of us soon arriving at the kitchen.
Alyssa must have been having a nice morning. She took way more than a few minutes to show up. By the time she finally did, Henry had made us both omelets. Damn, he was a good cook. The two of us were eating as my fully clothed sister appeared.
"Morning!" she shouted, loudly announcing her presence. "Henry! I didn't see you at all last night!"
"Good morning, Alyssa." Henry replied politely. "Sorry about that. I hope you still had a nice time?"
"I did!" my sister exclaimed as she helped herself to a muffin and plopped down beside me. "You okay, sis?"
"Um, ah, um..." I mumbled. Shit. Would she be mad that Henry and I hooked up?
"What is it? What's wrong?" Alyssa asked, putting a hand on my shoulder as she leaned in.
"Dr. Renshaw and I made out!" I blurted out, my anxiety making me speak rapidly. "He held me all night, then we woke up. I gave him a handjob, he sucked my boobs and fingered me!"
"What?!" Alyssa gasped, her eyes wide.
"Why did you call me Dr. Renshaw?" Henry frowned.
"Sorry. Henry." I winced, correcting myself. Then I looked at my sister. "Are you mad?"
"Why would I be mad?" my sister frowned. "Did you have fun?"
"I did." I nodded.
"In that case, I'm proud of you!" Alyssa exclaimed. "My baby sister is thinking with her pussy for once!"
"Guess we are alike." I shrugged and blushed.
"Are we all okay here?" Henry asked.
"As long as we're clear on one thing." my big sister stated firmly, her deep blue eyes focused on Henry. "You hurt my baby sister, I rip your balls off."
"Noted." he replied with a charming chuckle. "Now, are we talking breaking her heart? Or spanking? Because if she's anything like you-"
"Shut up!" Alyssa ordered as she clamped her hand over his mouth, cutting him off. "You had your fingers inside my sister, don't you dare talk about us right now!"
That made us all laugh. We fell silent. At least until a few minutes later, when three other people staggered into the kitchen. The two guys from last night were first. Shit. I didn't remember their names. Oh well, hopefully Alyssa did, considering what she did with them. Then again, knowing her, she might not have cared.
Ellen appeared as well, full of confidence as she waltzed in wearing nothing but a t-shirt and a pair of orange panties. The dents in her shirt showed us all that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her short brown hair was all over the place, and I remembered the term sex hair.
Soon, we were all eating breakfast. Conversation was flowing, but I was back to my normal, quiet self. Only spoke when spoken to, one word answers, the usual. I did keep checking out Henry, though. Fuck, he was gorgeous.
After finishing our meals, the guys said their goodbyes and left. Ellen followed, after helping us clean up. Finally, Alyssa suggested to me that it was time for us to go. My sister had planned ahead, bringing a change of clothes, her pills, and a toothbrush. I, however, had nothing. I needed to get home and take my birth control pill. Plus, I had morning breath.
Henry surprised me by kissing us both goodbye. I wondered if I would ever do anything sexual with him again. He was definitely hot, and I was interested. I just couldn't believe he was willing to spend time with me. Fuck, I was so shy and awkward, and he was, well, perfect.
"So, you and Henry?" Alyssa waggled her eyebrows as she started driving to my house.
"It was probably just a one time thing." I shrugged.
I was sure that was the case. Sadness started to consume me as I sat in the front seat of the car. I had realized that Henry and I never exchanged numbers. He hadn't bothered to ask for mine. He probably didn't want it. Sure, I could have found him on social media, via Alyssa, but that would make me seem desperate. I let out a breath as I forced myself to accept that he probably just saw me as Alyssa's sheltered little sister. Whatever. There were other guys. Even if they weren't as handsome. Or as well-endowed.
The rest of the car ride was spent with Alyssa and I catching up. I told her about my progress on my list of acts, and she told me about her night. And her morning. Images of wild sex filled my brain; of Alyssa taking two dicks at once, of Alyssa getting fucked while eating out Ellen, of Alyssa and Ellen making out as two guys showered them in sperm. Images of a life that would never be mine.
Yeah, I was feeling really sad. Even I wasn't sure exactly why. I had a great night and a fantastic morning, I should have been in an amazing mood! What was I feeling? Anxiety? Sure, there was some, but that wasn't everything. Maybe I really liked Henry?
Even if I did, I wasn't sure why that would make me sad? I liked Dave. I had liked Ron before I realized what an asshole he was. They didn't make me sad. I just shook my head and tried to focus on what Alyssa was saying to me.
"So, do you want to go to the Halloween party?" Alyssa offered. "It is your birthday."
"Maybe." I shrugged. "I'll think about it."
"Okay!" she nodded. "What would you like to do today?"
"I have no idea." I answered honestly. "I need to shower, brush my teeth, and change into fresh clothes before I do anything."
"How about you and I go out to lunch after? My treat." Alyssa suggested.
"Sure. That sounds fun." I agreed.
Only our Mom was home when we arrived back at the house. She and Alyssa talked while I took my shower and got ready for the day. Once I was fully dressed in fresh clothes, I found Alyssa and Mom chatting in the kitchen.
The three of us spent some time together, talking and bonding. It had been awhile since we had some nice girl-talk together. I enjoyed it. When it was around 1:00PM, Mom said she had to go to the grocery store. She hugged us both goodbye and left.
My big sister then drove us both to a nearby family-owned restaurant. The two of us were shown a table and brought drinks. We placed our orders with the waiter, then settled into our booth to chat as we waited for our lunch to arrive.
"I'm so glad you're coming out of your shell, Suzie." Alyssa commented before taking a sip of her diet soda.
"Yeah," I began, "I know you think it's time I grew up and moved out of our parents' house."
"That's not what I meant." she shook her head. "Yeah, I'm trying to help you, I want you to experience life, but that's not why I'm so happy right now."
"Oh?" I inquired, looking at her in confusion.
"I love how close this has brought us, Zee." Alyssa explained with a radiant smile. I couldn't believe she had just called me that. When I was born, Alyssa was four years old. She had trouble saying my name, so she always just called me Zee. She hadn't used the nickname in years. "We always talked, but you used to shut me down if I brought up sex. I never thought I'd tell you I'd experimented with girl-on-girl action."
"I do feel closer to you now, Aly." I replied, nodding slowly. "I feel like we can share anything."
"Zee, I just feel like everything we're sharing, this time together, the bonding, everything. I just..." she stopped and looked directly into my eyes. Alyssa then reached across the table and took my hand. "I love you, Zee. I love having you as a sister. Even when I thought Mom and Dad only loved you and had forgotten I existed, I always loved you. My second favorite day was when they brought you home."
"The first...?" I wondered, trailing off to allow the question to hang in the air.
"Sex Olympics in college. Holy shit!" she fanned herself before starting to laugh. "You're my favorite person, that's all I'm saying."
"What about our brother?" I smirked.
"We have a brother?" she asked with a frown. Then, with an exaggerated look of realization, she released my hand so she could slap the table. "That's who that was!"
I laughed. Truly laughed. Sure, Alyssa laughed right along with me, but I completely lost it. I laughed until I snorted, laughed until I wheezed. I was seeing spots by the time I got it under control. It was cathartic. I felt like all the worry, the stress I'd had about life and about my sister thinking less of me, it was gone. Completely gone.



Once we both calmed down, we continued our conversation. I thanked Alyssa for telling me about how she lost her virginity, for telling me something so deeply personal. She just smiled and said I should have asked a long time ago. She was right. I should have. It just felt like a world I would never understand or be a part of. A world I was running into now with my arms and eyes wide open. She was right.
Sure, I always knew my sister was outgoing and wild, but we had never really talked about it before. Never got to bond. Really, I only knew that she had a lot of partners. Well, that, and that she apparently had a very famous mouth. I didn't know what that meant when she first told me, and hearing that guy mention it last night made me ask about it again.
"I sucked a lot of dick in college." Alyssa explained with a shrug.
"That was it?" I followed up with as I gave my sister a confused look. "I figured that."
"Well, things got pretty wild." she admitted with a shy smile. So out of character for her!
"Do tell." I encouraged while making a gesture in the air for her to continue.
"You asked for it, Zee!" Alyssa laughed. "First off, I can deep throat. I bought a dildo and practiced until I could completely suppress my gag reflex. Lance loved it the first time I licked his balls while his entire cock was in my throat."
"That makes sense." I nodded, my arms folded over my chest as I listened.
"Anyway, Lance and I broke up, and I started college." my big sister continued. "I started hooking up with various guys. Some on dates, some at parties. I didn't spread my legs for all of them, but I always always sucked dick. Cum is so fucking tasty, you really have no idea, Zee."
"I've heard." I snorted. Alyssa was wrong. I did have an idea. If it tasted as good as it smelled, I knew I was gonna love it.
"I dated a couple of frat guys, and I went really wild." Alyssa said. "I opened my mouth every chance I got. One time, I was walking up the stairs with a guy I was seeing. We shared a class together. I realized we were alone, so I just pushed him against the wall and got on my knees. I had cum breath through the entire lecture."
"You're lucky you didn't get caught!" I exclaimed.
"Yeah, definitely." she agreed. "Gave head at an amusement park, in a movie theater, at frat parties in full view of other people. I was addicted to cum. Hell, even now I usually ask a guy to warn me when he's gonna cum so he can pull out of my pussy and shove it in my mouth."
"Okay..." I smirked, waiting for her to continue.
"Word got around." Alyssa eventually told me. "The frat guys told all their fraternity brothers. Then, um, well, there was a blowbang."
"A blowbang?" I asked with a raised eyebrow. I had never heard the term, but it was causing the filthiest ideas to rattle around in my head.
"It's exactly what it sounds like." she confirmed. "I kept my panties on and didn't let any of them near my pussy that night. Still, I gave head surrounded by a circle of men. They all came in my mouth. Fuck, my belly was full of cum that night."
"I... wow." was all I could say, my eyes wide.
"Think less of me?" Alyssa asked nervously.
"Never, Aly." I smiled. "You're my sister, and I love you."
"I love you, too." she grinned. "Ellen knows, but no one else at the hospital does. I just told them I had a famous mouth in college, so the people at the party last night just figured I gave a lot of head, and was good at it. Which is true."
Surrounded by naked men with only panties to cover herself? Damn! I couldn't even be around large crowds without freaking out. Alyssa was so intense! What I said was true, I didn't judge her. She had fun, she lived life. She did what she wanted to, without letting fear get in the way.
Alyssa then proceeded to give me some blowjob tips. Nothing new, but she did suggest I practice on my dildo. Don't ignore the balls, mind your teeth, use your tongue, breathe through your nose, make sexy noises. Guys were visual, they liked when you rolled your eyes up to stare at them while you had a mouthful of dick.
We were interrupted by the arrival of our meals. Alyssa immediately stopped talking about oral as the waiter came into hearing range. He set the food down in front of us and asked if we needed anything else. He left when we said we were fine.
"So, what do you want to do tonight, my slutty baby sister?" Alyssa asked me before taking a bite of her chicken.
"We're doing something tonight?" I wondered.
"Of course!" she exclaimed. "You have a deadline for your acts, and I'm your pussy guide. I can't let you fail!"
"My pussy guide?" I snorted.
"Yes!" Alyssa insisted. "I'm gonna get you some action! Now, where do you wanna go?"
"Well..." I trailed off nervously. What did I want to do? The club was kind of a disaster, but the bar was alright. Breathe. Fuck off, anxiety. "We could go to the bar again?"
"We could." she nodded. "Still, we did that last weekend."
"Where else could we go to meet guys?" I wondered.
"Oh, lots of places!" Alyssa told me, seeming surprised that I had to ask. "Gym. Grocery store. Library? You're kind of a nerd, so a nerdy, quiet guy might be a great option for you to spread your legs with, kiddo!"
"Don't you mean spread my wings?" I replied.
"Nope!" she stated with a smile.
"Whore." I teased, popping a fry in my mouth.
"I don't want money, just cum!" Alyssa declared before smirking. "Church?"
"Ugh. Pass." I groaned, choosing to answer her rhetorical suggestion as a very dirty place to meet guys occurred to me. "I want someone to expand my horizons, not regress them. Strip club?"
"Hard pass." she said firmly. "Really, sis? What kind of guys do you think you'll meet there?"
"Fair." I agreed, wondering if Alyssa had ever been to a strip club. I had to remember to ask at some point. "Concert?"
"Sure, could work." Alyssa mused. "I just don't know of any tonight. Mall?"
"What, am I sixteen again?" I asked, giving her a look.
"You never got to hang out at the mall when you were sixteen, Zee!" she reminded me as she reached across the table and thumped me on the forehead. "What do you mean again? Besides, hunky daddy types hang out there with their kids. Roar!"
"I'm not helping a married man cheat on his wife!" I hissed.
"Hunky, divorced, daddy types." Alyssa corrected herself with exasperation. "Better?"
"Somewhat." I shrugged.
"Maybe we should just go with the bar for tonight." she bit her lower lip as she considered the option.
"All that, and we're going back to what I originally suggested?" I smirked.
"We are." Alyssa confirmed, ignoring the smart-ass nature of my remark.
Alyssa and I agreed on the bar for tonight. We continued talking as we finished our meals. Then Alyssa paid for us before leading me to her car and driving me home. I hugged her goodbye before getting out of the car and going inside. I would see her that night.
The first thing I did was lock myself in my room and strip down to my panties. My sister and I both agreed we had a long morning, with a long night ahead of us. The solution? Take naps. I climbed into bed and was out cold in seconds.
I woke up just in time for dinner, so I quickly threw some clothes on. Everyone was home, so I made the four of us sandwiches. We ate separately, with Dad in his office working, as per usual. Daniel shut himself in his room, so I stayed in the living room with Mom. We watched a few episodes of Hospital Doctors in Love.
HDL was such a good show. It wasn't my comfort show, but I could absolutely get lost in the drama of the various episodes. I always thought Alyssa would be right at home with the horny hospital staff. Yet, she would always just complain about how inaccurate the medical stuff was. Mom and I both loved HDL, although we did agree that the show had gone down hill since they killed off McSpoogy.
A rerun was on, one I had seen multiple times. So, I decided to play on my phone. I replied to texts from Ken and Dave before opening my dating apps. I wondered if there were any new, interesting guys. No. No. Hell, no! Maybe. Ew, definitely not. Oh, he's cute!
The episode ended, and it was time to get ready to meet Alyssa at the bar. I ordered my ride before going to my room and changing into jeans and an adorable purple top. My boobs looked great in it! At least, I thought so. Of course, it wasn't hard to make double-D's noticeable.
My ride had arrived. I leaned over the couch to hug Mom goodbye, and she told me to have fun and be safe. Leaving the house, I got in the back of the car. The driver turned and greeted me. Deciding to try being confident for once, I smiled and waved at him cutely.
Looking out the window, I contemplated my list of acts as the car flew along the highway. One through six and nine through twelve completed. I'd done fourteen and fifteen as well. I smiled happily when I realized I was almost halfway to my goal.
Anxiety reared its ugly head as we got closer to the bar. I used the 5-4-3-2-1 method, and reminded myself that I had been to this bar before. It wasn't a big deal. My coping methods worked. I tipped the driver through the app and hopped out of the car with a smile on my face.
"Lookin' good, Zee!" Alyssa exclaimed as she hugged me outside the bar.
"You, too!" I replied, ending our embrace. We were holding each others hips and standing arms length as we admired each other. Alyssa really did look great in her red, spaghetti-strap dress. From the red bra strap peeking out, I assumed she was also wearing matching red undies. "How many dresses do you own?"
"Quite a few, I love dresses!" she answered before giving me a conspiratorial wink. "Easy access, you know."
"I should have known!" I laughed.
Alyssa and I walked arm-in-arm into the bar. No one carded us this time. Shame. Oh, well. We made our way to the bar and ordered a couple of cosmos. It wasn't incredibly crowded tonight. My sister and I had an entire section of the bar to ourselves as we drank and listened to the music.
"How's your anxiety?" Alyssa asked after a few minutes. She took a sip of her drink, holding it in both hands as she swayed side-to-side while looking at me, waiting for me to answer.
"Not bad." I responded. "I'm not nearly as anxious as I was last time we were here."
"Good, good." my sister smiled.
"So, what's the plan?" I asked, not wanting to think about my anxiety. "Sit here like last time and hope another couple of guys try picking us up?"
"You might have a point." Alyssa frowned as she contemplated my words. "We've already done that, it's old. We want new experiences for you."
I sat in silence, sipping my drink as Alyssa looked around the bar. Her expression kept changing as she considered the possibilities, her fingers drumming on the wooden surface of the bar. I had no idea what she was looking for, all I saw was a mixture of individuals, couples, and small groups.
"Is my pussy guide out of ideas?" I teased.
Alyssa ignored me as she craned her neck, trying to see everyone. With a snort, I went back to my drink. Cosmos were yummy. I spent the next few minutes nursing my drink as Alyssa made her plans. Eventually, she shot up, made an excited noise, and started rapidly tapping my arm.
"Oh! They look like fun!" she exclaimed, gesturing with her drink.
"Uh, I guess?" I replied as I looked in the direction she indicated.
There was a large rectangular table near the center of the room. Sitting at that table were five people, two women and three guys. They appeared to be in their early-twenties. From the way they were sitting, it was clearly a situation of two couples and a third wheel. One woman was even sitting in a guy's lap, her arms around his neck.
"Let's go introduce ourselves." my sister insisted while standing up, drink in one hand as she offered me the other.
"W-what if they don't want company?" I stammered as I reached out and took her hand. I was not comfortable walking up to total strangers and inserting myself in their conversation.
"Bite your tongue!" Alyssa stated confidently, pulling me to my feet and leading me through the room. "We're fucking delightful! They'll love us!"
I just shook my head as Alyssa dragged me through the throngs of people. Sure, it wasn't as crowded as last time, but there were still a few individuals and couples standing around, holding drinks. Several guys checked us out as we passed, and I noticed one man shamelessly ogle my cleavage.
"I'm not sure this is such a good idea..." I mumbled, my stomach churning. Alyssa ignored me.
"Hey, guys!" my sister shouted over the music when we reached the right table. "I'm Alyssa, and this is my baby sister, Suzie. Mind if we join you?"
"Sure, I guess." one guy said. His girlfriend had her hand on his arm possessively as she eyed us with suspicion.
"Thanks!" Alyssa grinned as she pulled out two chairs. She and I then sat down. Fuck, this was so awkward. "So, what brings you here?"
"A little intervention." answered the blonde girl who was sitting in the second guy's lap. The nodded her head toward the third guy. "Chris was dumped by his girlfriend. He's been moping around his apartment for weeks. We dragged him here."
"Cheryl!" Chris hissed in embarrassment and anger. Then he looked over at Alyssa and I nervously. "We broke up. It was mutual. And I wasn't moping!"
"Well, what a coincidence, my lovely sister is single!" Alyssa announced.
"Alyssa!" I snapped, echoing Chris in a way.
Chris and I looked at each other, our eyes locking as the rest of the table, including Alyssa, started laughing. I decided that he was kind of cute. Even though he was sitting down, I could tell he was tall. He had short brown hair, light blue eyes, and his face was clean shaven.
Once again, Alyssa showed how outgoing she was. She handed her phone to Cheryl and asked her to take a picture. Alyssa and I raised our drinks, smiling as Cheryl took the shot. My sister then posted it to social media, tagging me.
"How about a round of shots?" the first guy offered.
"Oh, sounds great to me! Let's drink!" Alyssa cheered, clapping her hands.
"I don't drink." Chris said quietly.
"You brought your sad friend to a bar, and he doesn't drink?" my sister frowned.
"Yeah, maybe it wasn't the best idea." Cheryl winced as she adjusted herself in her boyfriend's lap. "But, we do come here all the time. He needed to get out of the house!"
"I offered to be the designated driver." Chris explained.
"Well, aren't you sweet!" Alyssa giggled as she stood up and encouraged me to do the same. "We'll go get the shots, we are your guests, after all."
Alyssa pulled me back toward the bar as I thought about Chris. His friends were kind of idiots. The guy got dumped, and their solution was to bring the sad guy who doesn't drink to a bar? Morons. Even with my lack of social skills, I knew that was stupid.
Now Chris would spend his evening babysitting four drunks. Actually, six now, since Alyssa and I were around. I shook my head as Alyssa got the bartender's attention and ordered. We returned to the table with twelve shot glasses on a tray, two drinks for each of us.
Before I could sit down, Alyssa shook her head and guided me to the other side of the table. It didn't take a genius to figure out her plan; she wanted me to sit next to Chris. Fine, whatever. He seemed quiet, so I probably wouldn't have to talk much.
Shots were passed around, and six of us raised our shot glasses while Chris held up a tall glass full of soda. I knocked back the shot, wincing as the alcohol seared my throat. Cheryl was almost as outgoing as Alyssa, and she immediately insisted we go again. The six of us took another shot.
Everyone in their group was twenty-two or twenty-three, so they were younger than us. Still, they seemed happy to have us around. As we talked and got to know each other, I realized that Chris was a lot like me. Quiet, reserved, not comfortable with crowds. Chris seemed like a gentle giant, with a calm, low voice. I liked him well enough, but I wasn't sure what Alyssa was expecting to happen.
Liquor flowed, and soon Cheryl was making out with her boyfriend while Alyssa cheered them on. I could tell from her gyrations that Cheryl was pressing her butt down against her boyfriend's bulge. The public display was starting to make me a little uncomfortable.
"C'mon, Baby." Cheryl cooed as she got to her feet and offered her outstretched hands to her guy. "Let's hit the bathroom."
"After you." he replied smoothly, taking his girlfriend's hands and getting to his feet.
"Get it, girl!" Alyssa called out as the couple headed for the bathrooms.
This bar had a large men's room and a large women's room. However, there was also a unisex bathroom. The room was just for one person at a time, so there was a lock on it. It was common knowledge that couples would occasionally have quickies in that bathroom. Even I knew about it. Granted, that was only because of Alyssa, but still.
In fact, Alyssa told me about one time where she bent over the sink and watched her own reflection as she got pounded from behind. She loved seeing the expression on her guy's face as he loomed over her, taking her. I had gotten wet just from the story.
"Wanna get some fresh air?" the other girl suddenly suggested. "I'm feeling kinda light-headed.
"Sure, Babe." her boyfriend replied.
"Let's go!" Alyssa agreed happily.
Our group of five knew that the other two would be occupied for awhile, so we went outside. There was a side door that opened to a very nice outdoor area. People would often stand out there, nursing drinks and talking. There were only a handful of people there when we went outside, so we easily got a spot to ourselves.
It soon became apparent that Alyssa was trying to keep the other couple entertained so that Chris and I could talk. Or flirt. Whatever. Chris and I were both too awkward to flirt. At one point, Alyssa turned and gestured with her head, indicating that I should go with him. Where the fuck did she expect us to go?
"Maybe we should head back inside so Cheryl doesn't think she got ditched?" Alyssa suggested after a few minutes.
"That's a good idea." the guy said. "Your head feeling better, Baby?"
"Yeah, thanks." she nodded. "Let's go."
"Why don't you two lovebirds stay out here and get to know each other." Alyssa said smoothly. "It's nice and romantic out here. Have fun!"
"I, um, what?" I stammered.
"Be a good girl, Zee!" my sister laughed as she slipped between the couple, wrapping an arm around each of their shoulders.
"Bitch." I whispered as I watched her walk away in her sexy red dress. I was so quiet, I knew no one heard me, especially not Alyssa.
"We can go back in if you want..." Chris mumbled quietly.
"No, it's okay." I giggled nervously. "Sorry about my sister. She's kind of crazy."
"Cheryl is the same way." he nodded in understanding. "I'm used to it."
"I'm surprised you guys are all friends. You're so different." I observed.
"At first, it was just the three of us." Chris explained. "In high school, I mean. Then we all got girlfriends, stayed together all through college. My girlfriend just left one day."
"Oh, the girl you broke up with, you'd been with her for years?" I wondered.
"Yeah..." he answered sadly.
"I'm sorry, you must be devastated." I said sincerely.
"I was, but I'll be okay." Chris shrugged. "But, thank you."
"You're welcome." I nodded. "You're really cute, it's her loss."
"And you're stunning." he replied with a soft smile. "I can't believe you're single."
"That's a long story." I blushed. I was not gonna get into my medical issues or my anxiety with Chris. I barely knew him.
"I understand." Chris told me. Then he gave me an intense look as he gathered his courage. "It's kind of loud out here. Do you wanna go somewhere quieter to talk?"



"Aw, you really wanna be alone with an old lady like me?" I teased while reaching out to playfully smack his chest. My heartbeat was starting to increase as my nerves started acting up.
"You're only two years older than I am." he retorted with a smirk.
"Closer to three. I'll be twenty-five in a couple weeks." I pointed out, giving him a look like I had outsmarted him.
"Well, in that case, forget it." Chris jokingly replied. Okay, that was cute.
"Where would we even go?" I asked, looking around with a frown.
"My car?" he offered as he pulled out his keys. "I'm the designated driver, remember?"
"Hm, I'm not sure if I should be alone with a stranger!" I laughed. I had some liquid courage in me, but it was only helping so much.
"Don't worry, I'll protect you from any strange men." Chris announced, puffing out his chest as he offered me his hand.
"My hero!" I called out in an exaggerated voice.
Chris led me around the building, and I felt my anxiety as we walked through the darkness. Closing my eyes, I let out a breath and shook my head, tampering down the unruly feelings. Soon, we were walking along a wide street where a lot of people parked their cars.
The lights of a blue car lit up when Chris pressed the key fob, unlocking the door. He opened the passenger side door for me, holding my hand to help me into the car. As he walked around to the driver's side, I glanced in the back seat. It was not very big, three of his friends must have been really cramped on the drive over here!
"This is cozy." Chris commented as he shut his door.
"That was cheesy." I pointed out, looking at him as I rested my hands on my thighs.
"Yeah, it was. Sorry about that." he winced. "Wanna listen to the radio?"
"Sure." I agreed.
Chris started up the car and turned the radio on low. It was one of those top hits stations, so there was a decent mix of music. I slowly swayed in my seat to the music, unsure of how to behave. I had never been in a situation like this before.
"You really are beautiful." Chris whispered. I could tell he wasn't sure what else to stay. Still, it was sweet.
"I think you just like how my boobs look in this shirt!" I giggled in response. My cleavage was pretty prominent in the deep purple top.
I couldn't believe that I was the one escalating by mentioning my sweater puppies. Chris was nice and easy to talk to, but I didn't really have any feelings for him. I just knew I had to experience life. My pussy guide had led me here, I had to trust her.
"I have no idea what you're talking about." he said, looking into my blue eyes.
"Yeah, right." I snorted.
"A gentleman doesn't look!" Chris insisted, his upper body turned to face me.
"Does a gentleman kiss?" I asked in a small voice, my eyes briefly dropping to his lips as I wipe off my sweaty palms on my jeans.
"If that's what the lady wants." he said smoothly. Okay, that line I liked.
"I think it is." I mumbled.
Chris and I leaned in at the same time, our eyes closing as our lips met in a soft kiss. I knew my breath stank of alcohol, but Chris didn't seem to care. Our tongues met as he grabbed the back of my head, his passion increasing. I placed one hand on his chest while moaning softly into his mouth.
We spent the next several minutes making out. That's when Chris decided to escalate things. His hand found my breast, and he lightly squeezed it from outside my top and bra. Yeah, so much for shy and reserved. Desire really is amazing at squashing shyness and anxiety.
I didn't pull away, I just kept kissing him, allowing him to grope me. He wasn't very good with his hands, practically mauling my boobs. Still, my nipples were very sensitive, and I found them getting hard, causing my pussy to tingle.
Sliding my hand down his body, I began to rub his crotch, surprised to find out he wasn't really hard yet. Chris moaned into my mouth as he lightly bucked his hips, encouraging me to touch him. He then slipped his hand into my top and bra, making me shudder as he squeezed naked tit-flesh. I was really starting to get into it, when he suddenly broke the kiss and looked at me nervously.
"W-would you, you know, use your mouth on me?" he asked quietly.
"Oh!" I gasped, my eyes wide with realization. "I've, um, I've never, never given head."
For the first time, I regretted it. I regretted that I had never given head. The reason? I should have gone down on Henry. I wanted to go down on Henry. I wanted to suck his massive cock between my lips, to feel his skin, his hardness, in my mouth. I also wanted to taste his cum. I didn't do those things. I was a coward.
"Sorry?" Chris asked, frowning. I hadn't realized how much I was mumbling.
"I've never given head." I said loudly and clearly. Then I took a deep breath to gather my strength. "But, I'd like to try it."
"You've never...?" he wondered with wide eyes.
"No, never." I shook my head in response.
Feeling playful, I released his bulge and grasped his wrist. Lightly tugging, I pulled his hand out of my top and brought it up to my face. I lightly kissed the tip of his longest finger, my tongue snaking out to playfully lick the digit as I rolled my eyes up to meet his.
"Suzie." he whispered, staring right at me.
"Does it turn you on?" I husked. "Does it turn you on to know that you'll be the first to experience my hot, little mouth?"
"Yes!" he hissed quickly, giving me a small nod.
"Mm, good." I moaned as I slipped his first two fingers into my mouth.
I hadn't had the chance to practice on the dildo again, but I figured I could do this. It would probably turn Chris on, too. My eyes never left his as I gulped down his long fingers, my tongue pressing against their underside.
"Holy shit, you're sexy." he whispered after I had been sucking his fingers for a minute.
"Take your cock out." I instructed once I pulled his fingers out of my mouth.
Chris nodded frantically as both his hands flew to the waistband of his jeans. He immediately unbuttoned them and yanked the zipper down. Lifting his butt off the car seat, he pushed his jeans and boxers down to his knees before planting his naked ass back down on the seat.
I smiled at him before looking down and seeing an incredibly tiny cock. That was not what I was expecting. I had heard the term micro penis before, but I had never seen one. Granted, almost every dick I had seen was in porn, so that wasn't a very good sampling.
Rock hard, it couldn't have been more than two inches. His genital region was completely shaven, so I didn't have to worry about pubes. I didn't want to embarrass him or anything, so I pulled my hair back before leaning across the center console and lowering my head into his lap. My lips parted as I prepared to taste dick for the first time.
"Fuck, yes!" he groaned when my lips first closed around him.
The skin of his penis was smooth, with a slightly salty taste to it. The entire shaft was in my mouth, throbbing softly. Yeah, his fingers had gone deeper. Much deeper. Either way, I still felt my pussy quivering as my tongue wiggled all over the head of his dick.
I gave him head. Sort of. I couldn't really bob my head because of how small he was, but I still had a penis in my mouth. My nostrils flared as I breathed through my nose while lightly sucking. I let out a small moan as I bathed his member with my tongue.
His left hand was resting lightly on my head, fingers buried in my raven locks as his right hand caressed my back. I just kept sucking, pulling my head back slightly before dropping down again, my lips pressing against his body.
Chris came. No warning. He just grunted, bucked his hips, and started shooting. I coughed and gurgled as the first rope splattered against the back of my mouth. Heaving, I resisted the urge to pull off him. The second blast soon followed, filling my cheeks as my eyes started to water.
If I thought the smell was good, the taste was fucking unbelievable! It was salty, it was warm, it was sticky. It was thick and delicious. A small orgasm wracked my body, making me moan loudly around his manhood as the last few drops dribbled out onto my tongue.
I did the only thing I could think of, the only thing I wanted to do. I swallowed. My throat contracted, sending the first batch of semen down into my belly. A second swallow, and the last of his ejaculate was gone. Only the taste remained.
"Holy shit, did you just swallow?" he asked in a loud, shocked voice.
"Yeah?" I replied, pulling off him and sitting up as I brushed my hear back behind my ears. "It was instinct, I guess. Something goes in your mouth, you swallow it."
"Makes sense, I suppose." Chris laughed nervously. "Do you want me to return the favor?"
"That would be kind of hard to pull off in a car." I pointed out.
"I could finger you?" he suggested.
"Thank you, but not right now." I answered as I leaned in to peck his lips.
"Okay." Chris said, looking reluctant to kiss me. Right, cum on the lips. Oops.
Chris put his penis away, and we talked for a few more minutes while listening to music. The conversation was fine, but I was more than ready to go home. Fortunately, my phone went off as Alyssa texted me, asking where I was.
"I should probably get back to my sister." I told him.
"Oh, okay." he replied sadly. "Could I get your number so we can stay in touch?"
"I guess that would be okay." I responded.
I exchanged numbers with Chris. He seemed really happy that I had agreed. I guess he liked me? If I was being completely honest, seeing him again wasn't at the top of my list, but whatever, maybe we could be friends.
Chris walked me back inside the bar, and we met up with the others. Cheryl was beaming, I guessed she had a nice time in the unisex bathroom! Alyssa and I added our new friends to our social media accounts, then we parted ways. Chris drove his friends home while my sister and I waited for our ordered rides to show up. It was pretty dark outside the bar, but the street lights offered some illumination.
"How'd it go?" Alyssa wondered, hip checking me.
"I gave him head, and yes, I swallowed." I answered, my face beat red.
"That's my girl!" she exclaimed, hugging me tightly as she shook our upper bodies back and forth. "I'm so so so proud of you!"
"Gee, thanks." I snorted when Alyssa released me.
"Did you remember all the tips I gave you? Did you gag?" Alyssa asked, peppering me with questions.
"I couldn't really use the tips you gave me, and no, I didn't gag." I answered.
"Why not?" she wondered.
"He, um, he was really small." I admitted.
"Seriously?!" Alyssa started laughing, leaning forward as she slapped her hands together before standing up again. "How small are we talking?"
"Two inches, maybe?" I told her.
"Poor guy! Did he say anything about it?" she wondered, still letting out the occasional giggle.
"No, and I didn't acknowledge it. I just went to work." I replied.
"Maybe that's why he and his girlfriend broke up." Alyssa suggested. "Maybe she couldn't feel it!"
"That was really mean!" I rolled my eyes. "You're being superficial."
"Sorry, Zee." she smirked, her eyes sparkling. "I'm just trying to enjoy the little things in life."
"Alyssa!" I gasped loudly as my sister laughed at her own joke. "Stop!"
"Too harsh?" Alyssa wondered. "I could have asked if he needed to sit down to pee."
"That's enough, Aly!" I stated firmly.
"Okay, okay, last one!" she promised. "When you were going down on him, did it ever get stuck between your teeth?"
"You're horrible!" I shook my head, sighing.
"You're right." Alyssa admitted when she finally calmed down. "I'm just being a brat."
"Have you ever, you know, had a guy who was, um, less than impressive down there?" I inquired.
"Sure, it happens." she confirmed with a shrug. "Jokes aside, there's a saying, it's not the size of the boat, it's the motion of the ocean."
"I don't get it." I frowned.
"Oh, you have so much to learn, my fellow cocksucker." Alyssa teased. "Basically, a guy knowing how to use his dick is more important than how big it is. Much more important. Rhythm, technique. It's bad when a guy just humps you, ruts into you with no finesse. Hard and rough can be fun, but a slow steady rhythm will always get you off."
"That makes sense." I agreed. "When I masturbate, I like to slowly build the pleasure until it explodes.
"Exactly!" she nodded. "You get it. And remember, every person is different. What gets one woman off, another might hate. You don't have to explain what you want with words. An experienced guy will recognize your cues."
"My cues?" I wondered.
"Yeah, your moaning, your breathing." Alyssa continued. "If you start squirming and moaning faster, you're telling him he's doing something right, and that he should keep doing it."
"I think I understand." I told my sister. I wasn't just agreeing to hide my naivety, I really did understand.
"Good!" she said. "I've had guys with small dicks who have made me cum hard. Then there have been huge poles that could barely keep me wet. What's important is the dance, that you're in tune with each other. Practice and experience certainly help, but what matters most is that you pay attention to who you're with. Care about their pleasure. Don't become a size queen, Zee. It's not worth it."
We fell silent as I contemplated everything Alyssa had said. It all made sense, and I hoped I could apply it to my encounters. I didn't know when I'd give head again, but I knew I would. I wanted to make the guy feel good. As an added bonus, I'd get to taste semen again.
"I think one of our rides is here." Alyssa announced, pulling me away from my thoughts.
"Yeah, I think you're right." I said. Then I saw another car turn onto the street. "That's probably the other one."
The two cars parked in front of us, and our phones both went off as the drivers messaged us to confirm they had arrived. Alyssa and I hugged, promising to text when we got home safe. Then she made her way toward one of the cars.
"Keep practicing your oral skills on your dildo!" she advised, way too loudly for my liking. "Talk soon, love ya, Zee!"
"Love you, too!" I responded as I waved.
Soon, I was entering my house. Well, my parents' house. It was late, and I was really tired. I texted Alyssa that I was home safe, then went to my room and took off all my clothes. Yeah, I got completely naked. I didn't even think about it.
My head hit the pillow as I collapsed into bed. Then my phone went off. I checked it and saw that Alyssa had also gotten home safe. Chris had texted me as well. Great, I could finally sleep. I got under the covers, yawning heavily as I curled up.
Today had been a very full day. I had taken five things off my list. Three with Henry and two at the bar. The two newest were eighteen and nineteen. Eighteen: blowjob. Nineteen: swallow semen. I had completed acts one through six, nine through twelve, fourteen, fifteen, eighteen, and nineteen. Fourteen down, eleven left.
I didn't think I'd accomplish any new acts tomorrow. Alyssa and I agreed we had been pretty wild, so we decided that we would both just stay in. She'd spend the day at her apartment while I had a lazy Sunday at home. I was just gonna relax. Some reading, a little television, maybe I'd even soak in a nice bubble bath.
~Tuesday, October 14th~
Eleven days until my twenty-fifth birthday. My parents had started asking what I wanted for a gift, and if I wanted to do anything special. For a gift, I asked my parents if they'd get me a new computer monitor. The one I had been using was old, and I'd love a new curved one.
As for how we'd celebrate, I requested a family dinner. Then I asked if they'd mind if I went out with Alyssa. They were fine with it, and Mom was even happy at how close Alyssa and I were obviously becoming. We had always been sisters, but we had never spent so much time together.
My morning routine was the same as always, with one change; I skipped breakfast. Just the thought of food was making me feel nauseated, I was so anxious. The reason was quite simple, I had agreed to a date with Dave tonight.
It would be another first for me, meeting someone in person who I met off the internet. Dave asked me out Sunday evening, and I caved. I did want to meet him. He offered to pick me up, but I insisted on taking my own car. I had never met him, after all. A girl had to play it safe.
We had talked for awhile about what we wanted to do, and eventually agreed on the classic; dinner and a movie. I was definitely hoping it went better than my last dinner and movie date! Dave didn't seem like an asshole, but neither did Ron at first.
Anxiety hit me immediately after agreeing to the date on Sunday night. I did not sleep well. Then I lost myself in work on Monday. I told Alyssa about the date, and she said she was happy I was trying new things, taking chances. Living.
I spent Monday evening reading and playing on my phone. I flirted with Ken and Dave, as well as a couple of guys from my dating apps. Chris reached out as well, and I chose to reply. Before bed, I practiced my blowjob skills on my dildo. I couldn't take it very far in without gagging, but I think the practice helped. It was fun, at least.
Dave had wanted to call me before he went to sleep, and I agreed. The call led to phone sex, and I came really hard. Then I took a quick shower, and even sent Dave some sexy shower pics. Dave came for me twice Monday night.
A small smirk crossed my face as I reminisced about last night while working on Tuesday morning. Then I watched television during my break, skipping lunch as anxiety threatened to overwhelm me. Alyssa texted me about an hour after my break, while I was transcribing a doctor's session.
Alyssa: You. Me. The club. Dancing. Friday. Deal?
Suzie: The club? Again? Didn't we talk about trying new places?
Alyssa: We did, and we will... probably. Maybe. Anyway, the girls and I go all the time.
Suzie: Speaking of your friends, they must miss you? You spend all your free time with me! :P
Alyssa: They do! Hence why we are all going to the club together!
Suzie: Oh. I thought it would just be the two of us.
Alyssa: Don't be nervous! This is your chance to go out and be one of the girls. :)
Suzie: Last time was kinda overwhelming...
Alyssa: That's why you need this. You fell. You need to get up and try again.
Suzie: Maybe.
Alyssa: Definitely. You're a cocksucker now, you can do anything!
Suzie: Thanks?
Alyssa: You're welcome! You have eleven acts left. Don't lose your momentum now!
Suzie: Calling them acts? You're starting to sound like me. :P
Alyssa: Just trying to help! ;) Tell you what, we'll do one together!
Suzie: What do you mean?
Alyssa: Well, I saved your little list. Look at 7 and 8.
Setting down my phone, I checked my list, immediately focusing on the two uncompleted acts. Seven: give a stranger my panties. Eight: flash someone. Finishing those two would mean having acts one through twelve done. A huge accomplishment!
Both acts were early on my list because they didn't involve touching, and I figured that would be my biggest obstacle. I hadn't really considered just how outgoing a person I would have to be to just walk up to a stranger and pull my boobs out. Or hand over my underwear. After my last experience at the club, I wasn't sure I could do it. Alyssa's help might be the only way to find the courage.
Suzie: What do you suggest?
Alyssa: We both wear sexy dresses. You pick a number, and a couple of guys, and we do it!
Suzie: I don't know...
Alyssa: Trust me, Zee. Come to the club with us. You'll be safe. I promise.
Suzie: I'll go to the club. I'm scared, but I'll go.
Alyssa: You're in good hands!
Suzie: What about the other stuff?
Alyssa: I know you're anxious about your date tonight, don't let it cloud your thinking.



Suzie: What do you mean?
Alyssa: You're making huge progress, you've gone out a lot! And broadened your horizons.
Suzie: That's true...
Alyssa: So, you and me, tits out or panties off. Or Both! You choose! Friday.
Suzie: Okay. I'll do it.
Alyssa: That's my girl!
Suzie: Yeah, yeah. I need to get back to work.
Alyssa: Me, too. Have fun tonight! Blow his mind. ;)
With that, I went back to focusing on what I was actually being paid for. Work. My head wasn't in it, though. I kept ruminating, going over all my fears in my head about tonight. At the same time, I felt twinges of jealousy; Alyssa wouldn't be nervous, she wouldn't even think about it, she'd just dive in head first.
Could I ever be that confident? I didn't think so, but even I had to acknowledge that I had made a lot of progress. I just had to keep managing my anxiety and going outside my comfort zone. Tonight was just dinner and a movie. Nothing I couldn't handle. I hoped.
Work was finally over, so I logged out and started getting ready for my date. It was casual, so I just wore leggings and a light blue t-shirt. My butt looked great in the leggings as I admired myself in the mirror. I also put on a cute pair of dangling earrings and pulled my hair back into a ponytail so the earrings could easily be seen.
Once I was ready, I hugged Mom goodbye as Daniel made a wise ass remark about my date taking one look at me and leaving. I flipped off my brother as I opened the front door and left the house. Then I was in my car, my heart racing as I drove to the restaurant.
Standing next to my car, I leaned back against the driver's side door as I looked straight up and let out a breath. I had arrived first, so I was waiting nervously. My mind was racing and my stomach was churning. I hoped I'd be able to stomach dinner.
"Suzie? Suzie Graves?" a male voice asked softly, making me jump in surprise.
"Ah!" I gasped, my head whipping around to see a guy I only recognized from pictures. "Dave? Hi!"
"Nice to finally meet in person." he smiled, approaching me and spreading his arms for a hug.
"Yeah, it is!" I agreed as I hugged him back, my large breasts squishing against his chest.
Fuck. I was way under dressed. Dave was wearing tan slacks, a deep blue button down, and nice black shoes. Sure, he wasn't incredibly dressed up, but he definitely put in more effort than I did. I could even smell his cologne as he held me close.
The guy really did look good. He had a cute face, only partially hidden by his close cropped beard. Average height meant he still towered over me. Dave had light brown hair and brown eyes. He wasn't very muscular, but his stomach was flat and he appeared to be in good shape.
"You look amazing." he commented when the hug ended and we stood a couple feet apart, giving each other appraising glances.
"Me? Look at you!" I giggled. "Way to make a girl feel like a slob!"
"What are you talking about? You're breathtaking!" Dave insisted.
"Nah!" I replied, blushing slightly as I looked away coyly.
"You really do." he said. "You hungry?"
"Yes!" I nodded, even though my anxiety was still bubbling away inside me.
"Shall we?" Dave asked, offering me his hand.
"We shall!" I stated, accepting his hand and letting him lead me inside.
Dave and I ordered drinks and an appetizer to share. Nibbling on the potato skins actually helped settle my stomach. Go figure! He could tell I was nervous, and did his best to put me at ease. Over time, his slightly awkward charm worked on me, and I forgot about being anxious. We settled in for a nice meal together, where I learned more about Dave.
I already knew about some of the things we talked about. Dave was twenty-seven years old and currently working on his PhD in physics. Yup, I was on a date with a genius! He and his roommate shared a two bedroom apartment near campus. It also came up how much he loved role playing games, video games, board games; all games, basically!
My anxiety was already known to him, but I explained more about how it came about. I was surprised that I was telling him so much about my medical history, but he was turning out to be very easy to talk to. He was a good listener, and I could tell he wasn't judging me.
He insisted on paying for our meal, despite my numerous offers to split the bill. Then we left the restaurant, holding hands. When we got outside, we turned to face each other, and I immediately stood on my toes so we could have our first kiss.
The kiss was very tender, very sweet. We didn't use tongue, but we stood there for several moments, lightly tasting each others lips as a few people walked around us, avoiding the public display. Yeah, shy Suzie was kissing in public. Crazy!
"That was nice." Dave whispered when the kiss broke.
"It was." I agreed with a cute smile.
"Ready to head to the theater?" he asked.
"I am." I nodded.
We drove our cars to the theater down the street, choosing to park next to each other. Holding hands, fingers laced, Dave and I walked inside. Before I could even offer to pay, Dave revealed that he had already bought the tickets online. Way to be prepared!
Since we were a little early, we decided to hit the little arcade the theater had. Dave tried valiantly, but he failed to win me a stuffed animal. I still gave him a kiss on the cheek, it was the thought that counted!
Ron had taken me to a different theater, but the one we were in was structured the same. No large, reclining seats that were spaced out and assigned. Just old fashioned cheap seats that were all crammed in there. I had a naughty smile on my face as I led Dave to the very back row.
"You don't wanna sit in the middle somewhere?" Dave wondered with a frown.
"No." I shook my head. "I don't want anyone behind us, and we'll have the best chance of being alone."
"Why?" he followed up with, trailing behind me.
"So we can make out, duh!" I giggled as we made our way down the back aisle.
"I didn't think of that." Dave admitted quietly.
"Someone more innocent than me? No way!" I teased as I plopped down in a seat near the middle of the row.
"I am not innocent!" he exclaimed in mock offense, sitting down beside me and placing his soda in the cup holder.
"Oh yeah?" I challenged, drink in hand. "Got some dirty stories to share?"
"Maybe." Dave shrugged while taking a handful of popcorn.
"Mm, if you tell me," I began in a smoky voice as I leaned over until our shoulders were touching and I was looking up at him with lust, "I might be willing to reenact them."
Anxiety off, lust on! I was in full-on horny Suzie mode as I blinked up at Dave while my tongue snaked out and licked my lips. He was such a nice guy, a little awkward, just like me. I could tell he really liked me, and I felt comfortable with him.
The movie we had picked out had been out for awhile. As a result, the theater was almost empty. That pesky pandemic really did destroy the movie theater industry. Oh well, at least Dave and I had some privacy. The few other people in the theater were seated far away from us.
"Really?" Dave grinned, his eyes sparkling with lust as his little head took over the thinking and calmed his nerves. "I did have sex with my ex-girlfriend in the changing station at the beach. She used her arms to brace herself against the wall. Her bikini top was the only thing she had on, but it it wasn't covering anything anymore."
Of course. He wasn't a virgin. We had never explicitly addressed that issue, though he did mention having an ex-girlfriend before. Dave knew about my anxiety, but not that I was virgin. I'm sure he suspected that I was inexperienced, but he probably figured I had given it up years ago.
"Would you like to see me in a bikini?" I asked, trying to both flirt and avoid talking about intercourse.
"Is that a serious question?" he retorted with a raised eyebrow.
I made a cute face and shrugged in response. Suddenly, the lights dimmed and the previews began. Dave and I shared the popcorn while sipping our drinks as we learned about all the upcoming movies. A couple actually looked good, and one was a sequel I had been waiting on for ages.
The movie started, and Dave wrapped his arm around my shoulders, drawing me in. I cooed happily as I leaned against him, my blue eyes watching the screen. Reaching out, I placed my hand on Dave's knee and gave it a light squeeze.
"I think I owe you a make out session." I whispered halfway through the film, looking up at him as my fingers lightly caressed his thigh.
"You did say we were gonna make out." he agreed, looking over at me. "It would be sad if that never happened."
"Mm, so sad..." I nodded while giving Dave a sexy pout.
"I guess we'll just have to kiss." Dave whispered, pretending to look reluctant as flashes of light from the screen lit up parts of his face.
"It's really all we can do." I acknowledged.
Then we were kissing, my hand on his thigh as Dave gripped my shoulder. It turned out that Dave was a very good kisser. Not that I had many guys to compare him to. Still, I took the opportunity to work on my technique while we made out.
As sheltered as I was, even I was always aware that guys loved boobs. Mine were massive, and I was just learning that they were a magnet for male eyes and hands. That was fine by me, my breasts were so sensitive, and having them touched made me feel good.
When Dave's hand inevitably made it to my breast, I gasped into his mouth before sliding my hand between his legs to trace the outline of his trouser snake. The intimate touching caused our lust to grow, and we kissed with renewed vigor. Dave's lust for me was obvious, and he soon had one hand on my tit and the other between my legs.
My mouth opened wide as I let out a loud mewling sound. Fuck, he was rubbing just the right spot. I could feel my pussy dripping. His hand caressing my breast only fueled the fire inside me. I needed more. I needed so much more.
As hard as I tried, I was unable to get his pants undone with one hand. Dave realized what I was doing when I reached my other hand over to aid in my efforts. He rescued my flailing attempts, breathing heavily in arousal as he opened his pants.
I reached inside and extracted his erect penis. My pussy was in complete control of my actions, the intimate area sending pulses of lust through my entire being, consuming me. Giving his hardness a few strokes, I lowered my head into his lap and took him between my lips.
"Suzie!" he hissed, his body going rigid.
Moaning happily, I began bobbing my head, taking the first few inches of his manhood into my mouth with each down stroke. Drool ran freely from my lips as I sucked and slurped. I wondered if all penises tasted salty as I lashed the shaft with my tongue.
Dave rested his hand on my head, his fingers clenching my long ponytail while I went down on him. I could feel my dangling earrings against my cheeks, I could feel the armrest against my belly, and I could feel his hard dick throbbing between my stretched lips.
Oh God, I loved sucking dick. I was getting so turned on; I actually thought my panties might be ruined. Alyssa was right, I was a cocksucker. I loved having Dave in my mouth, and my cheeks soon caved in as I started sucking on him as hard as I could.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hummed, breathing through my nose as I tried everything Alyssa had suggested.
"Holy shit, this feels good!" Dave gasped, squirming in his seat as pleasure overwhelmed him.
I wanted more. I wanted all of him. I needed all of him. So, I opened wide and tried to engulf his entire prick. And I failed. His tip hitting the back of my throat set me off. Gagging loudly, I pulled back, coughing as my eyes watered. Shit.
Once I could breathe again, I resumed pumping my lips up and down, experimenting with the speed until I found a nice rhythm. My failure stung, but I refused to let it drag me down. I took as much of him as I was comfortable with, relishing the feel of man in my mouth.
"Can I cum in your mouth?" he asked in an urgent whisper.
"MM!" I moaned, nodding my head in his lap. Such a gentleman!
His hips bucked, shoving an extra inch of cock into my mouth as he ejaculated between my lips. I didn't know if big cocks shot more semen, but he definitely was cumming more than Chris had! Gurgling loudly, my nostrils flared as man juice gathered in my puffed out cheeks. There was too much, I snorted and felt it go the wrong way.
Fortunately, he had finished shooting before I had to pull off. I held a hand over my mouth and nose. I had actually snorted cum out of my nose, how embarrassing. Dave was still settling down in the aftermath of his orgasm, so I swallowed twice, gulping down the semen still in my mouth. Then I used a napkin to clean my nose.
"That was great." Dave gasped out, a dopey smile on his face.
"Glad you enjoyed." I smirked, the taste of boy still on my tongue. It was as delicious as I had remembered. Still, I didn't care what Alyssa said, a theater was a dumb place to do that. The seats were cramped and the floor was disgusting.
"I'd offer to finger you or something, but you might be too loud." he said as he put away his softening member.
"Back seat of your car?" I suggested. Lust beats anxiety again; I needed to get off. Right away.
"After the movie?" he wondered.
"Fuck the movie!" I snapped before taking a quick sip of my soda and standing up, offering him my hand. "Let's go now!"
Dave didn't hesitate to take my hand and stand up. We practically ran from the theater in our haste to get back to the action. Taking out his keys, Dave unlocked his car and we climbed in the back seat. I hoped no one would walk by and see us. If they did? Oh well, hopefully they'd enjoy the show.
Putting on music would have taken too long, we needed each other right then. Our limbs were entwined as we started kissing again, our tongues writhing. I was so horny. I was so fucking horny. I wasn't thinking straight, I just knew my pussy needed some attention.
Breaking our kiss, I leaned back against the seat as I lifted my ass and pushed my pants and underwear down to my knees. Spreading my legs, I welcomed Dave's hand as it entered my sacred space. He wasted no time, and immediately pushed his fingers into me.
"Mm, fuck!" I moaned, arching my back.
Dave began to finger me, his strong fingers sliding in and out of my wet snatch. I gripped his wrist tightly, panting heavily as he started kissing all along my neck. The car was rapidly filling with the musky scent of my arousal.
"Feel good, Baby?" he husked against my neck as he nipped at my skin.
"Yes! Keep going, keep going!" I begged, my entire body squirming, my nerves on fire. "Faster! Faster! Faster!"
Following my instructions, Dave started fingering me as fast as he could. My naked ass lifted off the seat as I started gasping and grunting. I could feel my fingernails digging into the skin of Dave's wrist. My mouth was hanging open, my face contorting as I lost all control.
"Oh, God!" I screeched as my vision exploded. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
Then I collapsed back onto the seat, my head lolling sideways as I gasped for breath. Dave kept his fingers inside me, his lips still kissing my neck as he slowly worked his fingers in and out of me. Unable to take it anymore, I used my grip on his wrist to pull his hand away from my womanhood.
"How was that?" Dave wondered, pulling away from me.
"Good!" I gasped out while wiping my sweaty forehead with the back of my hand.
"I'm glad." he smiled at me as I looked over at him, my chest heaving.
The windows were steamy, and anyone walking by would know something was going on. I didn't fucking care. I didn't care that my undies were around my knees, I didn't care about my anxiety, and I didn't care if people judged me. All I cared about was the fact that Dave was clearly rock hard.
I pounced. Within seconds, his pants and boxers were around his ankles. Fifteen seconds after that, my head was in his lap. Laying on my side in the back seat with my bare legs curled up, I gave Dave enthusiastic head, the car filling with the sexiest gurgling noises.
My leggings were still around my knees, so when Dave reached out, his hand was soon cupping my naked ass cheek. I groaned around his cock, my mouth wide open as I pushed my butt back against his hand. He squeezed my ass tightly, his fingers denting my tight bottom.
A tiny sliver of lucidity pierced my lust-addled brain, allowing me to remember my list of acts. This was a perfect opportunity. Keeping his hardness between my lips, I rolled onto my stomach. My breasts pressed into the seat as I bent my legs and put my feet up in the air. I could feel the tips my shoes brush against the window as my backside faced straight up.
Repeatedly pushing my butt up against Dave's hand eventually convinced him what I wanted. As I bobbed my head on him, he raised his hand and brought it down on my bum. I yelped around his prick, my body jerking slightly as my pussy quivered.
"Again!" I groaned thickly, my hand reaching between his legs and pushing his pants out of the way so I could massage his balls.
Dave immediately complied, spanking me again, harder than before. Then he spanked me a third time. Followed by a fourth. I squeaked each time his hand impacted with my butt. It felt so fucking good. He switched to the other cheek, spanking it three times in rapid succession as I gulped down as much of his throbbing pole as I could.
"Stick a finger up my ass!" I pulled off his dick to shout. My hand quickly stroking him.
"W-what?" he stammered, clearly shocked.
"Your finger!" I moaned, looking down at his tip as I gave him a handjob. "I want it up my butt!"
Like a good cocksucker, I resumed giving Dave a blowjob, my hand sliding down his length until I was cupping his sack. His hand ran all along my ass, his fingers teasing my butt crack as I bobbed my head on him. Finally, his fingertip found the entrance to my tightest hole.
My previous orgasm, the spanking, the penis in my mouth; they all combined to bring me right to the edge. Despite the lack of stimulation to my vulva, when Dave's finger pushed up my backdoor, I exploded. I screamed around Dave's dick, a large amount of drool slopping out of my mouth, coating his balls and my hand.
The vibrations my scream caused must have been too much for Dave, because he promptly ejaculated between my lips without warning. Mm, more sperm. Yummy! My pussy was still pulsing, my orgasm dying down as semen flooded my mouth. His finger still up my bum, his tasty man stuff coating my tongue, it was too much. I came again. Holy shit, I actually came twice in a row!
When the last of the white fluid dribbled out, I promptly swallowed, making it all disappear in one gulp. Then I slowly sat up, his finger exiting my ass as I curled my feet beneath my body. Dave and I were both breathing heavily as we looked at each other.
"Wow." we whispered at the same time.
I found myself cuddling with Dave, my arm wrapped around him as he held me close. My pants were still down, his cock was still out, but we didn't even acknowledge our nudity. All we did was enjoy each others company in the darkness of his back seat.
"It's getting late." I eventually sighed.
"Yeah, we probably have to call it a night." Dave reluctantly admitted.
"But, I don't wanna!" I whined.
"Believe me, neither do I." he said. "It's a week night."
"Yeah..." I trailed off.
"Can I see you again?" Dave asked nervously.
"I think I'll allow it." I nodded.
"Lucky me!" he exclaimed.
"Lucky you." I agreed as extricated myself from his embrace and sat up.
"Do you wanna go to the beach this weekend? Maybe Sunday?" Dave suggested, putting away his cock and fixing his pants.
"So, you admit you wanna see me in a bikini?" I grinned slyly as I pulled up my pants and underwear.



"And hopefully peel it off of you." he husked, leaning in to give me a smoldering look.
"Down, boy!" I smirked, playfully shoving him away with one hand.
"Is it a date?" he wondered.
"It's a date." I nodded happily.
Dave walked me to my car, and we shared a hot goodbye kiss. After one last hug, we parted ways, both of us pulling out onto the street and heading in opposite directions. Soon, I was parking my car in the driveway and heading into the house.
I texted Dave and Alyssa, letting them both know I was home safe. Then I went through my nighttime ritual before crawling into bed in my panties. Number sixteen: get spanked. Number seventeen: finger up my bum. Done, and done! Numbers one through six, nine through twelve, and fourteen through nineteen completed. Sixteen acts down, nine left. My final thought before falling asleep was that I would learn to deep throat some day.
~Friday, October 17th~
After Tuesday night, the rest of my week went by pretty quickly. Alyssa was happy for me when I told her about my date with Dave. I worked, I read, I watched television. I also played on my dating apps, flirting with a few different guys. Ken and I were getting along so well that I even sent him a few cleavage shots. I texted with Chris a bit, too. He was alright.
Dave and I had phone sex Wednesday night, and we exchanged more nudes on Thursday. I masturbated with my dildo and practiced my blowjob skills. I was getting slightly better at managing my gag reflex, but it was definitely still getting in the way.
Then it was Friday. The covers fell off my bare breasts as I sat up and raised my arms above my head, stretching and yawning. I was nervous about going to the club that night, but I was also determined to not let it ruin my day. Reaching over, I grabbed my phone from my bedside table, smiling when I saw the text that was waiting for me.
Dave: Good morning, Beautiful. :* Have a good day!
Suzie: Good morning, Handsome. :* You, too!
As I went about my morning routine, I thought about Dave. The guy obviously really liked me, and I knew I liked him, too. He had hinted at us becoming an official couple, and even mentioned that he didn't need the dating app any longer.
Whenever he did that, I would always change the subject as the guilt gnawed away at me. The shame was actually quite overwhelming, and I wasn't even sure I understood it. Was it wrong that I was talking to other guys? Was it wrong that I was still planning on hooking up with strangers?
I also considered that maybe Dave was just being clingy. We had only met in person once, after all. Clingy was something that both sexes hated, right? How the fuck would I know? All this romance shit was new to me! I should have asked Alyssa, but for some stupid reason, I kept it to myself.
At the same time, I had my list of twenty-five acts to think about. The clock was ticking fast on my deadline to lose my virginity. This would be the last full weekend, and I was determined to reach my goal. I knew being set on that was weird. Still, I had my plan. And my plan helped me. It gave me structure. It gave me a sense of order in a chaotic world that so often terrified me. It was what made it so that I was in charge, instead of just some little girl that things happened to.
While I only had nine acts remaining, I knew at least a few of them would trigger the very worst my anxiety had to offer. I couldn't even imagine ever being relaxed enough to let a guy put his face between my legs. Yet, I knew I had to. I knew I had to, or I would never overcome my fears; I would never gain the confidence to be able to live my life.
Despite starting work, I remained lost in my thoughts. Dave, Chris, Ken, guys on my dating apps, strange men I met when out with Alyssa; who would I ultimately have sex with? And when? If Chris was my first, I wondered if I'd even feel him in me. Shit, I was being a bitch. Anyway, my original plan was to lose my virginity on my twenty-fifth birthday, but I would be pretty busy that day. Dinner with my family, then the Halloween party. I could make time for a guy to do me that morning, maybe.
My morning shift was interrupted by a text from Dave, telling me that he was thinking about me. He really was a sweetheart. Kind, caring, plus he was pretty cute. Personality wise, we were a lot alike. Maybe Dave was the one? Would he be my first?
I started to have girlish fantasies of a romantic night of making hot, passionate love. Rubbing my thighs together, I squirmed in my seat as I imagined my first time. I'd probably have to change my plans, lose my virginity Friday night, the night before my birthday. That should work. As long as I got my twenty-five acts done by my twenty-fifth birthday, I would have succeeded.
The one thing I never even considered was losing my virginity at the Halloween party. Why? Well, because of the guy who gave me butterflies in a way no one else did; Henry. I wanted him. I knew I did. Yet, I pushed those feelings down. He was so far out of my league, it was crazy. True, we had fooled around, but I was sure that was a one time thing. Fuck, I missed him.
Even though I was nervous about the club, I managed to eat a healthy lunch. Then I lay in bed and played on my phone while listening to music. I wondered if maybe Henry would be at the club with us. Alyssa did say that the girls were going, so probably not. I knew I shouldn't get my hopes up.
Work was over, and it was officially the weekend. Fighting through my anxiety, I made and ate a quick dinner. Opening the ride share app, I order a lift to the club before going back to my room to get ready. I put on a matching black lace bra and pantie set, then I brushed my long raven hair, allowing it to frame my pretty face. Per Alyssa's instructions, I wore a dress. A sexy, little black dress that did wonders to showcase my assets. It was a real confidence booster, which I definitely needed.
On the ride over to the club, I texted with Dave. He had asked if we could chat on the phone tonight, but I told him that I was going out with my sister. It wasn't a lie, not really. I was going out with Alyssa. Dave was not my boyfriend. We weren't exclusive. He had no right or need to know that I might be letting the girls out for a public viewing. So, why did I feel so guilty?
Stepping out of the car, I demonstrated my lack of grace by stumbling on my heels and nearly falling on my face. They weren't even tall heels! My face bright red, I straightened out my dress, thanked my driver, and waited outside the club for the others.
"Suzie? Is that you?" a female voice called out.
"Yeah?" I replied, turning and coming face to face with Katie, the hot blonde doctor. "Oh, Katie, hi!"
"Glad you could make it!" Katie smiled as she bent down to hug me tightly. "You look great!"
"Thanks, so do you!" I said, rubbing her back before releasing her. Holy shit, she was tall. The outgoing woman really did look amazing in her light green dress.
"Shall we?" she suggested, gesturing toward the entrance.
"What about the others?" I asked with a frown.
"Oh, they'll show up eventually." Katie shrugged. "No reason to wait out here, right?"
"Um, I guess." I mumbled nervously. I wasn't sure about going in without Alyssa.
"Great!" she grinned.
As I got nearer and nearer to the door, I began to worry. Then, more than worry, I started seeing spots, and I felt dizzy. When was the last time I breathed in? I didn't remember! I gasped for the breath I didn't know I was resisting.
Breathe. Just breathe. Everything will be okay. Racing thoughts, rapid heart beat, churning stomach, sweaty palms. Don't throw up, don't throw up. I was gonna throw up. No! Focus. Me. No, not me. Zee. Suzie was scared to death, but not Zee. Zee could do this. Fuck. I did the only thing I could; I put one foot in front of the other, following the doctor inside. It was time for Suzie to put on her big girl panties so Zee could shine.
Thumping music and flashing lights assailed me, threatening to overwhelm me as Katie and I weaved through the dancing bodies. We approached the full bar, and Katie ordered us both a sex on the beach. Sitting at a large table with a booth on one side and chairs on the other, Katie and I did our best to talk over the music while waiting on the others.
"So," Katie began as she leaned in conspiratorially while clutching her glass, "I heard you hooked up with the gorgeous Henry Renshaw."
"What?!" I screeched in a high pitch voice, practically spitting out my drink. "H-how did you know that?"
"Your big sister, duh!" the blonde doctor smiled and shook her head. "Anyway, I just had to ask how you managed it? Any girl at the hospital would be his for the asking, but he never asks! He's so picky!"
"I guess he just has a thing for the Graves girls." I suggested with a shrug.
"C'mon, girl! Details!" Katie begged enthusiastically.
"I mean, we never..." I rambled nervously. "We didn't, you know, go all the way."
"Go all the way?" she pulls back with a raised eyebrow and a surprised face. "You're even more innocent than I realized! You're fucking adorable!"
"I guess." I mumbled, looking down into the depths of my drink, wishing to disappear.
"Fine, fine, I'll drop it!" Katie giggled. "But, just so you know, I overheard him talking to your sister. He asked about you. Next time, you might get to do a lot more than just suck his dick!"
We moved on to talking about safer topics; my work, her work, the weather. I was barely listening. No, I was too busy thinking about the fact that Henry asked about me! Could I dare hope that the handsome doctor actually liked me? He and I had a lot in common, after all. Didn't it make sense?
No. No, it made zero sense. I was just shy, scared Suzie. Alyssa's baby sister. Henry was probably just making a polite inquiry. Besides, Katie was wrong; I didn't suck Dr. Renshaw's dick. I had been too much of a coward. All I did was give him a lousy handjob.
"There you girls are!" a bubbly female voice called out.
"Hey, Jess!" Katie smiled when the blonde doctor and I both looked up at the new arrivals.
Three gorgeous women were standing over us, each holding a different colored cocktail. Ellen, my sister's closest friend, was wearing a tan dress that was artistically draped over her to show bare swaths of skin. Jessica looked incredibly sexy in a shiny silver dress that looked to be made for clubbing. The brunette nurse was almost as busty as I was, and her big tits were barely contained by the fabric of her outfit.
Then there was my sister herself. Alyssa shocked my by wearing something she actually had on recently. A gorgeous red dress with spaghetti straps. As usual, I could see the strap of her red bra, and I knew she was wearing matching red undies.
"We need shots!" Ellen insisted, her short brown hair looking so cute. "You girls get comfortable, I'll go get some!"
Alyssa and Jessica sat down with Katie and I as Ellen made her way over to the bar. We exchanged greetings, shouting over the music as we complimented each other on our outfits. Then Ellen was back with a tray of shots. Two for each of us.
"Let's dance!" Jessica squealed, hopping to her feet as soon as we all downed our second shot.
"C'mon girls, time to shake it!" Alyssa declared, grabbing both of my hands in hers and pulling me up.
Five gorgeous women, all grooving to the beats that kept pumping out of the club's various speakers. I discovered there was truth to the belief that there was safety in numbers. We were just too big of a group for guys to feel comfortable trying to separate one of us. It was very good for my anxiety.
Alyssa and Ellen were holding hands, encouraging each other to move as they laughed. Jessica had her arms above her head as she twirled to the music, her large breasts bouncing with her movements. I danced with Katie, slightly uncomfortable with how prominent my double-D's were. All five of us were laughing and screaming. Yeah, even me.
"I'm gonna steal my sister so she and I can go prowling." Alyssa eventually shouted over the music, separating from Ellen and grabbing me. "Later, girls!"
Ellen, Katie, and Jessica all waved to us before closing ranks, dancing in a little circle. Holding my hand, Alyssa dragged me across the dance floor, and over to the large bar. She then ordered two shots of tequila, and handed me one with a big grin.
"Liquid courage, baby sister!" Alyssa declared, confidently knocking back her shot.
"Um, okay." I whispered, too quietly for her to even hear me over the beats.
Another drink? I was already feeling a very pleasant buzz. I didn't wanna get blackout drunk. Examining the shot, I felt my anxiety coming back. I knew exactly why Alyssa was giving me liquid courage. It was time. Time to do an act together. Fuck it, maybe another drink was a good idea.
"You go, Zee!" Alyssa clapped when I took the shot.
"W-what now?" I asked, my eyes watering from the alcohol having seared my throat.
"Now, my lovely little cocksucker, you have a choice to make!" my big sister told me. "Tits out or panties off?"
"Um..." I mumbled stupidly.
Why the fuck did I think it was a good idea to put public acts on my list? No! Stop it, Suzie! I had sucked a dick, I had swallowed cum, I even had a finger in my little bum! Whipping out my titties in public was crazy, but I wouldn't have to touch anyone, I wouldn't even have to really show any skin for number seven: give a stranger my panties.
"Or both? Both works for me, Zee!" Alyssa grinned.
"Panties off." I finally found the courage to say.
"Sure!" she nodded. Then she smirked and held up a finger. "But, you aren't getting away with being shy."
"What do you mean?" I frowned, my heart racing. Shit, what was my crazy sister thinking?
"No running to the bathroom to lose your undies." Alyssa declared in an authoritative voice. "We are reaching up our dresses and taking them off in front of guys, like good sluts!"
"Okay." I said in a small voice. Then I let out a breath, locking eyes with my sister. "Okay!"
"That's my girl!" she said happily as she started dragging me back toward the dance floor. "Let's go find our victim!"
"By the way," I called out after her, "why did you tell your friends about Henry and I?"
"You're kidding, right?" Alyssa shouted back. "It's like, the most interesting thing to ever happen to you!"
"Still..." I protested weakly.
"C'mon, Zee!" she snapped, turning to face me as she started swinging her hips to the beat, encouraging me to do the same. "Girlfriends talk about this kind of thing. It's something else you need to experience. Sisterhood."
"I guess that makes sense." I said loudly, holding hands with my big sister as we danced together.
"That gives me an idea!" Alyssa exclaimed, and I could actually see her mind working behind her deep blue eyes.
"Uh-oh, what?" I winced. Alyssa's ideas were always terrifying.
"You'll see!" my sister giggled. "Now, let's do this!"
While dancing, we slowly made our way through the groups of people. It seemed like Alyssa didn't want to do this in the very center of the room. I definitely agreed with her on that point. Alyssa and I weaved through various groups and singles. We even walked by a really hot guy in his late thirties or early forties who was dancing with two gorgeous redheads. I wouldn't mind calling that intense, green eyed fox Daddy. Roar! Eventually, we made it to one side of the dance floor, and there were several people near the wall.
"H-how about him?" I suggested, nervously pointing to a random guy who was standing by himself.
"No, no no!" Alyssa actually stomped her foot. "We need a pair of guys!"
"Why?" I wondered, looking over at her with a frown. "What's wrong with giving one guy two pairs of panties?"
"Don't worry about it." she said dismissively. "Just, trust me, Zee. Pick two guys."
"Whatever." I rolled my eyes, wanting to get this over with so that my anxiety would calm the fuck down.
Glancing along the wall, my eyes eventually landed on two guys who appeared to be somewhere in their early twenties. They were completely ordinary in every sense of the word: brown hair, average looks, average heights, average builds, wearing average clothes. Letting out yet another nervous breath, I nodded, my decision made.
"Them." I declared, pointing at the two guys.
"They'll do!" Alyssa agreed happily. "Not bad looking, but not hot either. Two hotties walking up to them and dropping their panties will probably be the highlight of their lives."
"Sure, I guess." I just shrugged. I needed to get out of my head. I was about to accomplish one of my twenty-five acts. This was my idea!
"Let's go!" she grinned, grabbing my hand and dragging me over toward the guys standing in front of the wall.
"Maybe this wasn't a great idea." I mumbled, thinking about my recent shopping trip with Alyssa. "These were expensive!"
I fought my anxiety as Alyssa pulled me closer and closer to the two guys. Soon, they noticed us approaching. Two hot girls with raven hair, piercing blue eyes, and big tits. Their brown eyes lit up as they stood up straighter, probably thrilled, probably thinking they'd just hit the jackpot. Well, they were right.
"Hello, boys!" Alyssa announced confidently as she stood in front of one guy, pushing me in front of the other. "I'm Alyssa, and this sexy minx is my baby sister, Suzie!"
"Nice to meet you both!" the guy in front of Alyssa exclaimed. It was obvious he thought my sister was hot. The guy was right, Alyssa looked fucking gorgeous in red. "I'm Joe."
"And I'm Lucas." the guy in front of me said. His eyes traveled across me, where he hoped his hands would follow.
"Pleasure." I managed to squeak, my face red. Could I really do this? Fuck off, bad thoughts! Yes, I could!
"Anyway, my sister and I saw you." Alyssa explained. "We thought you were cute, and we wanted to give you each a gift."
"Oh yeah?" Lucas frowned, his eyes glancing over to Alyssa before returning to me.
"Yes. Yes, indeed!" Alyssa declared. "Now, Zee!"
As one, reached up our knee-length dresses, the fabric bunching up as our hands snaked up our legs, eventually making contact with our underwear. Alyssa and I made eye contact with our guys, their jaws dropped when they realized what we were doing. We then yanked down our panties, lifting first one leg, then the other, to step out of the dainty lace fabric.
I wadded up my black underwear, feeling the wet spot as the crumpled up cloth rested in the palm of my hand. Alyssa did the same. Then, we both reached out, offering our panties to the guys. Lucas reached out, hand palm up, and placed his hand beneath mine. Briefly glancing over, I saw Joe had his own hand beneath Alyssa's.
"T-these are for you." I stammered, releasing my underwear, allowing it to drop into Lucas' outstretched hand.
"All yours, big guy!" Alyssa declared as she pushed her red panties into Joe's palm.
"You girls really know how to get a guy's attention!" Joe laughed nervously as he slipped my sister's undies into the pocket of his pants.
"You definitely do!" Lucas agreed happily, He lifted my panties to his nose briefly, smelling me over the odors of the nightclub. A hungry smile appeared on his face as he pocketed the lace.
"W-well, it was nice to meet you." I stammered, turning to leave.
"So, now that we're friends, I should tell you the real reason we're here." Alyssa stated primly, grabbing my arm before I could flee.
"What's that?" Joe wondered.
"You see, my sister here, Suzie," Alyssa began, "well, she just love love LOVES sucking dick!"
My head whipped around, dark hair flying as my eyes went wide. I glanced at my sister, my jaw dropping while I struggled to find something to say. No sound came out of my mouth. I just stood there, paralyzed as I began to realize what Alyssa's big idea was.



"Is that so?" Lucas husked, speaking to my cleavage before his eyes slid up to mine.
"It is!" Alyssa grinned. "Anyway, she liked you both, but she's kind of shy, so I offered to help her out. How does that sound?"
"So, you girls are offering to show us a good time?" Joe asked, looking directly into Alyssa's eyes.
"Bathroom?" my sister suggested, not wasting any more time.
Lucas and Joe both nodded. They took our hands and we girls practically had to run to keep up with them as they excitedly dragged us toward the bathrooms. The individual bathroom turned out to be occupied, and the guys didn't even suggest us going into either the men's room or the women's room.
"Shit, now what?" Lucas wondered, glancing around in panic.
"We could wait?" Joe shrugged hopelessly.
"The alley!" Alyssa exclaimed as the idea struck her. "Out back!"
Behind the club was a wide alley where they kept the dumpsters. The back door was always unlocked, so our group of four was easily able to reach it. We could still hear the club music, but it was muted, most of it blocked out by the walls of the building. Joe and Lucas then looked around and found a few scraps of discarded clothing. I had no idea what they wanted with them, until they laid them down on the ground.
"Here, kneel on these." Joe suggested as he and Lucas leaned against the back wall of the club, each in front of some of the wadded up clothing.
"Aw, you're both so sweet!" Alyssa said as she approached Joe and ran the tip of her finger down his chest.
I nervously walked up to Lucas, standing on the old clothes as I looked up at him. I wasn't nauseated, but my heart was racing and my palms were sweaty. Lucas just grinned as he buried a hand in my raven locks and leaned in for a kiss.
Then we were kissing, our bodies pressing together while his tongue pushed its way into my mouth. I knew we could both feel my massive breasts squishing against his surprisingly strong chest. As Lucas and I clutched at each other while making out, I only had one thought: fucking Alyssa!
I could not believe she manipulated me into behaving just like her! Making out in a dirty alley, getting ready to drop to my knees like some whore! Who was I kidding? Of course I could believe it. Alyssa was crazy! Yet, as Lucas began squeezing my tits, I found myself moaning into his mouth, my pussy gushing. Once again, I was confronted with the fact that Alyssa and I really weren't so different.
Alyssa's own moaning reached my ears, and I knew she was getting groped as well. My anger and embarrassment was gone, with only gratitude replacing it. Why? Because I wasn't anxious. I wasn't scared. I felt no guilt or shame. I was just horny.
My sister wasn't stupid. She knew my lust would take over, freeing me of my fears. Alyssa also knew that, each time I let go and lived, it would make the next time even easier. So, what did I do? Simple. I slid my hand between Lucas' legs and made him gasp as my fingers found his throbbing manhood.
I soon discovered that Lucas was not one to be outdone. In response to my hand on his bulge, Lucas slid my dress up, exposing my naked ass to the cool evening air. He grabbed both of my perky cheeks, squeezing them tightly as he pulled them apart slightly.
"Hey, Zee?" Alyssa called out in a throaty voice, distracting me from my guy.
"Yeah?" I gasped, breaking my lip lock to turn and face my sister as Lucas began slobbering all over my neck.
My sisters tits were out, hanging over her red dress and bra, her nipples hard from both the air, and her arousal. Joe was latched onto one breast, happily sucking on it as his hands squeezed Alyssa's boobs. Her hand was buried in his hair, fingers massaging his scalp as she threw her head back and moaned.
"Think it's time we sucked some dick?" my sister wondered, her eyelids fluttering.
"Yes!" I hissed, nodding while Lucas kissed down my neck, his hands still playing with my butt. "Yes, I want it!"
Alyssa and I stepped back from our guys, allowing my dress to fall back over my bum, while Alyssa's big tits were still on full display. I was completely consumed by lust, allowing me to follow my sister's lead. I reached into my black dress and bra cups, pulling my double-D's out, my nipples rock hard as Lucas stared at them lustfully.
I gave Lucas a coy smile as my hands cupped my breasts, my thumbs caressing my massive tit-flesh. Alyssa and I then turned to face each other, nodding and smirking before looking back at our guys. In unison, two whores, sorry Alyssa, two sluts dropped to their knees and went to work.
Momentarily, I forgot about my sister and Joe as I worked to open Lucas' pants. His slacks and boxers fell to his knees as what I knew to be an above average erection sprang fee and slapped me in the face. I gasped and squeaked as the hot, throbbing flesh impacted with my skin.
Grasping Lucas' hard pole in my hand, I gave him a few strokes as I smiled up at him. Leaning forward, I planted a kiss on his mushroom head while he reached out and grasped my head, pulling me in. Opening wide, I took him between my lips, a low growl emanating from my throat as I felt a hard penis in my mouth once again.
Sounds of slurping and sucking filled the back alley behind the club while Alyssa and I gave head. Our soft moans and purrs of lust mixed with the moans and grunts of two guys. Gripping the bare skin of Lucas' thighs, I bobbed my head, taking him in and out of my mouth as my saliva coated his warm member.
I couldn't take him very deep, a cough or gag escaping my lips every single time I tried. Still, Lucas didn't seem to mind. He kept his hands buried in my soft hair, his eyes locked on me as I gazed up at him. I could tell he loved the sight of my pink lips stretched around him, my beautiful blue eyes, and my heaving bosom. All while I was on my knees for him, my black dress riding up my thighs. I was fucking hot! And I knew it.
"Holy shit, holy shit!" Joe gasped out rapidly.
Pulling back so only Lucas' tip was between my lips, I rapidly lashed his glans with my tongue as I glanced over at the other couple. The reason for Joe's cries were readily apparent when I saw that Alyssa had his entire length down her throat.
"Fuck, that's amazing!" Lucas groaned, watching Alyssa.
It really was incredible. Joe was holding Alyssa's head in his hands, his legs visibly shaking as my sister held the deep throat. Alyssa's nose was buried in Joe's pubic hair as his balls rested against her chin. Opening her eyes, my big sister glanced over at me and smiled wide around her mouthful while lifting her hand and giving me a thumbs up.
I grinned around the man meat in my mouth, nodding at my sister before turning back to the task at hand. Or rather, the task at mouth! My fingers clenched Joe's thighs as I gave him head, my tongue lashing the sensitive underside of his length. He knew I couldn't deep throat, and he didn't try to force me.
A couple minutes went by, Alyssa and I sucking away as the guys enjoyed our mouths. Lucas had released my hair so that he could play with my tits. He held a boob in each hand, spreading my breasts apart before squishing them together again and creating a deep cleavage. I moaned and drooled when he pinched my nipples.
Loud gurgling noises soon drew my attention back over to Alyssa. Joe was holding my sister's head, rapidly thrusting his thickness between her lips, slamming his entire length down her throat with each thrust. I was naive, but not that naive. I knew what face-fucking was. A strand of drool dangled from my sister's chin, waggling back and forth while Joe used her face as if it were a pussy.
I continued to watch Alyssa out of the corner of my eye, fascinated by the act of face-fucking. However, I never stopped bobbing my head. Bubbles of drool formed at my lips, occasionally popping as my lips glided along Lucas' long penis.
"Can I fuck you?" Joe asked, looking down at Alyssa.
"Mm, mm!" Alyssa replied, shaking her head in the negative.
Gratitude toward my sister coursed through me. Joe looked annoyed, but he kept bucking his hips into my sister's face. Unlike Joe, I was relieved. Lucas was probably already disappointed that I couldn't deep throat, I didn't also want to be pressured to give up my pussy. That definitely wasn't happening!
The boys were clearly both close to their release. The talented mouths of two hot, dark-haired beauties with big tits was too much to resist. I reached my right hand between Lucas' legs to cup his heavy balls. He groaned and grabbed my head as I began to massage his sack.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Joe gasped as his fingers twisted in Alyssa's hair.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Alyssa hummed happily as hot semen filled her mouth.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" Joe ordered as he kept shooting white fluid between my big sister's pink lips.
Alyssa moaned and shook her head while looking up at Joe. I froze with three inches of dick in my mouth, my eyes locked on my sister as Joe began to settle down, his orgasm passing. Alyssa's cheeks were puffed out, and I could see a small rivulet of white leaking down her chin.
"Show me." Joe instructed.
The gorgeous woman eased her mouth off of Joe's softening manhood. She looked so sexy; on her knees with her tits out. I saw Alyssa tilt her head back as she looked up at Joe and gaped her mouth open. My sister then turned her head, showing Lucas and I her sperm-filled mouth. She grinned broadly as she wiggled her tongue around in the pool of man stuff.
"Swallow." Joe commanded in a firm voice.
Alyssa closed her mouth, her head nodding slightly as she knocked back the hot semen. She then showed Lucas and I her empty mouth before turning back to her man, allowing him to confirm that my sister had swallowed what he gave her. Alyssa then scooped up the sperm trail on her chin with her finger before popping it in her mouth, sucking on her finger with an expression of pure lust.
"Keep sucking me, Babe!" Lucas begged, drawing my attention back to him. "Please, keep sucking!"
Shit! I had stayed still for at least thirty seconds. Poor guy, I had really given him blue balls! My lips resumed pumping his shaft as I once more gripped his thighs in both hands. Lucas released a relieved moan as he tilted his head back, holding me by the hair as he enjoyed my hot, little mouth.
"Yeah! Go, Suzie!" my sister cheered. "Suck that dick!"
"Two talented sisters." Joe commented while absentmindedly squeezing Alyssa's breasts.
"I'm getting close!" Lucas hissed, his breathing growing ragged.
"Mm, come on, Baby." Alyssa cooed, still on her knees in front of Joe. "Cum in my little sister's mouth!"
"Don't stop, don't stop!" Lucas begged as I bobbed my head as fast as I could, my tits swinging while my tongue danced along his length.
A guttural moan flew out of Lucas' mouth as he used his grip on my head to pull me further down his length. I let out a choked gurgling sound as a rope of warm semen bounced off the back of my throat, making me cough. Without thinking, I swallowed, sending the first blast down my esophagus and into my belly.
Warm, thick, sticky man stuff filled my little mouth. I moaned happily, a tiny orgasm hitting me as the manly scent reached my nostrils. My nails dug into Lucas' thighs as I collected his offering in my cheeks. When his orgasm was over, my tongue flicked cross his tip, gathering up the last drop.
With a slurping sound, I slid my lips off of Lucas' penis. As soon as his dick cleared my mouth, a large mixture of semen and spit slopped out of my mouth and ran down my chin. I instinctively brought my hand to my chin as I sat back on my heels.
I could hear Alyssa's laughter, making it obvious she was amused by my predicament. Rolling my eyes, I ignored my sister as I gave two quick swallows to gulp down what was still in my mouth. Mm, delicious. Then I used my hand to push sperm up my chin and between my lips. It was so good, the masculine taste on my tongue making me quiver as I ate every drop I could.
"Don't mind my cum-slut sister." Alyssa giggled, standing up as she began tucking her breasts back into her bra.
"Sorry." I mumbled, my face red as I got to my feet, my boobies jiggling.
"No problem at all." Lucas smirked while pulling up his pants and underwear.
"Can we get your numbers?" Joe asked as he put his penis away.
"Sorry, boys!" Alyssa gave him a sad pout. "This was a one and done."
"Sorry to hear that." Lucas sighed, his eyes on me as he shamelessly watched me put my big boobs back into my black bra.
"Don't worry," my sister grinned as she took my hand and pulled me toward the door that would take us back into the club, "you can keep the panties to remember us by."
"Those were expensive!" I protested as Alyssa and I reached the door.
"Tough titties!" Alyssa snapped, throwing open the door and dragging me back inside.
The door slammed shut, leaving the guys in the alley with their memories and our panties. I could still taste and smell semen as Alyssa and I weaved through various people. The event was over, so I wasn't feeling any anxiety. I was, however, feeling some guilt.
Dave. He absolutely was not my boyfriend. However, even before we met in person he had expressed some jealousy over me dating. He would definitely be heartbroken if he learned what I had just done. I wasn't going to tell him. Did that make me a bad person?
Maybe. I asked myself how I would feel if Dave had gotten head from some random woman. Would I be jealous? Honestly, I didn't think so. I wasn't sure how to feel about that. Dave was someone I shared a connection with, right? I should want him all to myself? I didn't know. Fuck! I didn't know anything about dating!
I looked at Alyssa, walking in front of me with her hand behind her, grasping mine. She looked so confident in her fiery red dress. She would know. Yet, before I could ask her, an image popped into my head. An image of Alyssa's white ass as she bounced in Henry Renshaw's lap.
There it was. Jealousy. Green-eyed and monstrous inside of me. Clawing away as anger at Alyssa consumed me. I was the one who had everything in common with Henry. We both loved books, while Alyssa was the type to wait for the movie. Henry and I even loved the same books, we both felt comfortable with each other, easily laughing and enjoying each others company.
I looked at Alyssa's back in anger. It wasn't fair! She was so fucking perfect. Her long hair fell down her back in a dark curtain, her ass was perky and tight in her red dress, and every inch of her frame was slim and petite. More to the point, Alyssa had an air about her. An air of supreme confidence. One that, in that moment, I was sure I would never possess.
No! I couldn't blame Alyssa for my shortcomings. I couldn't resent her because I was a scared, weak, little girl. My big sister was doing everything she could to help me. It was even working! I couldn't be mad at her, be jealous of her. No way! Besides, she met Henry first.
"I have cum breath." I announced loudly.
"Me, too! It's great, isn't it?" Alyssa laughed. "You're only counting what we did as one act, right? You know that you didn't flash anyone just because you pulled your tits out?"
"Yeah, I know." I replied. Lucas and Joe both did see my bare boobs. Still, I knew what the act on my list meant. I had to just whip out my breasts for everyone to see. For strangers to see. I had trouble explaining it, but I knew what we had done didn't count.
"Good, we'll worry about flashing later." my sister said. "Now, c'mon, Zee. Let's go find the others."
I actually wouldn't have minded a drink to clear the taste from my mouth. Sure, I loved semen, but I didn't need to have the taste lingering for hours. Of course, I was still feeling my buzz, so I had to take it easy on the alcohol. In the end, I just agreed with Alyssa and we weaved through the dancing people, looking for the girls.
When we didn't find them in the first ten minutes, we ended up back in the bar. I ended up getting that drink anyway. Alyssa and I decided on margaritas, a mixed drink I'd never had before. It was yummy! I spun side-to-side in my stool as I sipped on my drink and chatted with my big sister.
"There you are!" Jessica called out. "Katie, Ellen, over here!"
The three women all converged on Alyssa and I before getting the bartender's attention and ordering their own drinks. I could tell they had all been dancing their hearts out, all three were out of breath, and small beads of sweat dotted their exposed skin. It was understandable that they were content to sit at the bar with us and chat for a few minutes.
"So, what kind of trouble did you two get in?" Ellen asked as she surveyed us from over the glass she held.
"Oh, just some sisterly bonding." Alyssa answered coyly before taking a sip of her margarita.
"Why do I think there's a story there?" Jessica frowned, looking at Alyssa and I suspiciously.
"What do you think, sis?" Alyssa wondered. "Should we tell them?"
"Nah, let's let them wonder." I grinned mischievously.
"Come on, just tell us!" Katie whined before fixing me with a pout.
"I think I have to side with Zee." Alyssa said, cutely sticking out her tongue.
"You know, if you don't tell us, you'll force us to speculate." Ellen threatened with a smile of fake innocence.
"They had to have at least sucked some dick." Jessica reasoned, a thoughtful expression on her face as she tapped her chin with her finger.
"Maybe they both bent over and let a couple of guys use them in the bathroom?" Katie suggested.
"Why does everything have to be about sex?" I inquired with a raised eyebrow. "Maybe we just danced and bonded as sisters."
"I don't believe it." Ellen declared. "Not when Alyssa is involved!"
"Maybe I'm not as much of a whore as my big sister." I offered, blowing a raspberry. Yeah, like a child. I didn't care.
"How many times do I have to say it?" Alyssa rolled her eyes. "I'm a slut, not a whore!"
Then we were laughing. All five of us. We were laughing so hard that tears ran down our cheeks as we looked at each other, feeding off each others mirth. For the first time in my life, I felt like one of the girls. Like I was actually a part of something larger than myself; I was part of the world. That led me to realize that there was no reason not to tell the girls the truth. We didn't judge. We would never judge.
"Alyssa and I walked up to two strangers and gave them our panties!" I announced confidently, drawing their attention. "Oh, then we took them out back and sucked them off."
Ellen, Katie, and Jessica all started cheering. They clapped loudly as they screamed and laughed. Glancing at Alyssa, I noticed she was looking at me with pride. I was one of the girls. I could tell them anything.
"By the way, I'm a virgin." I said without hesitating.
Well, that killed the buzz. Silence. Complete silence. I mean, sure there were people in the background, and there was still music pumping through the room. Yet, I could feel the silence settling over our little corner as three girls stared at me in stunned disbelief. Alyssa just bit her lip nervously. I felt a small flash of annoyance; just because I was hot and had a great body didn't mean I had a lot of sex, right? Why were they so shocked?
Taking a deep breath, I let the annoyance go. Ellen, Katie, and Jessica didn't realize just how sheltered I was. However, they weren't just Alyssa's friends now. They were mine, as well. It was time for them to find out.
A loud, crowded nightclub wasn't the ideal location for a deep, emotional chat. Still, we made due. I quickly summarized my illness, my lack of socialization in my early life, and that I was now healthy, but still sheltered. I think the fact that I was a virgin made more sense to them once they really considered everything.



The earth shattering revelations did not stop with my virginity. I also told them my plan. The girls leaned forward, listening intently as I outlined everything. Twenty-five acts over twenty-five days, leading me to losing my virginity by my twenty-fifth birthday.
Actually listing each act was difficult to do over the music. Instead, I passed around my phone to show them the picture I took of the list. The girls crowded around, reading off my phone, nodding with approval and occasionally smirking.
"So, what act are we gonna do next?" Ellen wondered a little while later.
"We?" I raised an eyebrow and giggled.
"Yes." Ellen nodded in response. "We."
"Oh, I know!" Alyssa exclaimed. Then, with a mischievous smirk, my sister held two spread fingers over her mouth, her tongue flicking back and forth between them rapidly to simulate cunnilingus.
"That's perfect!" Katie exclaimed, clapping happily.
"You're gonna love it, Suzie!" Jessica announced in her bubbly voice. "Sometimes a tongue is even better than a cock."
"Mm, it really is." Alyssa closed her eyes and said, obviously reminiscing.
"How am I supposed to get that done here?" I inquired. "There's nowhere for me to lay down."
"Damn, true." Katie frowned.
"Lean back against the wall and pull your dress up?" Ellen suggested. "We're always on our knees, it's about time the guys tried it!"
We all laughed at that. Our conversation continued for several more minutes as we polished off our drinks. The five of us were sick of shouting over the music to be heard, so we decided to go back out onto the dance floor and practice our moves.
I was having the time of my life laughing and dancing with the four other women. My body felt alive, and I was living in the moment. No anxiety. I even laughed alongside Alyssa when a guy managed to separate Jessica from our group. My sister and I made kissing faces at the bubbly brunette as she ran off with the guy, her silver dress sparkling in the flashing lights.
With Jessica off flirting, there were four of us left. I danced with Ellen while tall Katie spun my sister around. Then we exchanged partners. Alyssa and I held hands, grinning widely as we danced, moving further and further away from the other two girls.
The pull of the crowd drew us further and further apart. Soon, it was just Alyssa and I dancing in a sea of strangers. My anxiety started to come back as I remembered how two hot women by themselves attracted attention.
Two guys eventually got behind us, their hands at our waists as they encouraged us to dance with them. Nervously, I glanced over at Alyssa. My big sister gave me a reassuring nod as she ground her butt back against her guy, her hand reaching behind her to bury in his hair.
She was right, I could do this. I pushed down my fears as I melted back against my guy, smiling and dancing with him. It wasn't long before I felt his bulge against my ass. Letting out a cute giggle, I pushed my bum back against him, turning him on even more.
The song ended. As one, Alyssa and I spun away from our guys, making them wish they had gotten more time with us. My sister hugged me and whispered that she was proud before we found new people to dance with. Guys, girls, couples, we danced with everyone.
"You doing okay, Zee?" Alyssa asked when I had to stop and take a few deep breaths.
"There's just a lot of people." I replied, reminding myself that I was safe.
"C'mon, let's take a break." my sister smiled kindly.
"Sure, okay." I nodded quickly.
Brushing my sweaty hair out of my face, I quickly backed up, away from Alyssa and toward the bar area. Since I stupidly hadn't turned around yet, I ended up bumping straight into someone, nearly knocking them over. I spun around to face the person I had almost taken out.
"Shit! Sorry, sorry!" I stammered, holding out my hands.
"All good!" a gorgeous redhead laughed.
Damn, she really was cute. She was short, but still taller than I was. A light blue dress hugged her body, framing her small breasts. Her green eyes sparkled mischievously, and a light dusting of freckles covered her adorable face. She also looked too young to be here. This girl had to still be a teenager, right? Eighteen, maybe nineteen?
"Thanks." I smiled kindly. "Sorry again!"
"No need to keep apologizing." the redhead insisted, her auburn hair bobbing slightly as she shook her head. Then she surprised me by extending her hand. "I'm Lexi!"
"Suzie!" I replied, taking her hand and shaking it.
"Nice to meet you!" Lexi shouted over the music as she released my hand.
"You, too!" I replied.
"Making friends?" Alyssa asked, inserting herself into the conversation.
"Um, yes! Alyssa this is Lexi." I said, introducing the redhead. "Lexi, this is my big sister, Alyssa."
"Pleasure!" Lexi chirped. "I'm here with my big sister, too! And our boyfriend."
"Wait." I stated, my eyebrow raising. "You and your sister have the same boyfriend?"
"Yup!" Lexi nodded happily.
"Damn, lucky guy!" Alyssa giggled. "Does he have a monster cock or something?"
"Hey, don't sell him short!" Lexi leaned in and gave us an exaggerated wink. "I've never felt so fucking full, but what he can do with it makes it even more mind blowing."
"Mm..." Alyssa moaned, and I could see my sister rubbing her thighs together.
"And then his hands, and his tongue. Fuck..." Lexi's eyes glazed over as she was suddenly far away from the little space we shared in the club. She shook herself, coming back to the conversation. "Sorry."
"No, don't apologize!" Alyssa giggled. "You were starting to turn me on!"
"I like you!" Lexi declared, looking directly at Alyssa.
Outgoing. Confident. Fierce. Yeah, I could definitely see the similarities between my sister and our new friend. I also realized I recognized her. Earlier, Alyssa and I had walked by a guy dancing with two redheads. Damn, that guy had been really sexy. I remembered thinking I wouldn't mind some alone time with him.
"Thanks, Cutie." Alyssa purred, walking right up to Lexi as the two beauties stared each other down. My sister's eyes danced merrily as she ran her fingertip across Lexi's collarbone. "You know, I could take you home. Rescue you from that beast of a man who forces you to share with your sister."
Was Alyssa flirting with a woman? Damn! I knew she had sex with Ellen sometimes, but I was under the impression that her oldest friend was the only woman Alyssa was ever with. Was my sister looking to change that? It was also surprising since Lexi was probably ten years younger than Alyssa. Although, there was definitely a spark between them, some sort of attraction that I didn't understand.
"Yes, it's such a hardship to be in his giant mansion, constantly getting fucked by a tall, strong, handsome man with an amazing dick!" Lexi sighed theatrically as she reached over ran her fingers through the hair at the back of Alyssa's neck.
"Y-you guys taking applications?" Alyssa stammered, losing whatever contest they were having as her knees buckled. She was flushed, and panting slightly.
"I'll have you know, he's strictly a nine woman man!" Lexi said, suddenly straight faced as she looked directly at Alyssa.
"Wait, what?" Alyssa asked, her face cycling through shock, confusion, then amusement.
"We're a little busy," the redhead shrugged, "but do you wanna play?"
"I think I'd like that." my big sister said, her voice barely audible over the music.
"Excellent!" Lexi said with a predatory grin. "We're always looking for fresh meat!"
"Should I leave you two alone?" I finally found the strength to ask.
"Don't worry, we don't bite!" Alyssa laughs before giving me a look. "Much."
"C'mon, let's go to our table!" Lexi insists.
Alyssa held my hand to help keep me grounded as we both followed the confident redhead's lead. My sister had never flirted openly with a woman when I was around. I was shocked! I was too stunned to be anxious as we approached a decent-sized table with two people sitting on it.
The first person was obviously Lexi's sister. The two redheads looked a lot alike, with the woman at the table wearing a black dress and appearing to be in her mid-twenties. The second was him. Sexy guy. He was dressed in a really nice button down. Like earlier, I guessed he was in his late thirties to early forties. My heart sped up when he glanced our way, his eyes passing over me and landing on Lexi.
"There you are!" he exclaimed as we approached. "What took you so long?"
"We thought you fell in!" the sitting redhead teased.
"I found a couple of strays on my way back from the bathroom." Lexi explained. "Mind if they join us?"
"Please do!" the man said politely, gesturing for Alyssa and I to sit.
"This is Alyssa and Suzie!" Lexi declared as she sat, not bothering to indicate which one of us is which. "They're sisters, in case you couldn't tell!"
"Nice to meet you. I'm Steven." the dreamy guy smiled.
"Nicole." the older redhead inclined her head. "I'm the brat's older sister."
"Alyssa!" my sister announced as she confidently took her seat beside Lexi. "I'm the older sister of the other brat!"
"Suzie." I squeaked, looking down as I pulled my chair out and sat in it.
The five of us started to get to know each other. Well, the four other people at the table started to get to know each other. I was having trouble speaking. Steven was so hot, just looking at him was making me wet. I was nervous, but it wasn't my usual anxiety. I was so fucking horny I couldn't think straight!
Still, I made sure to answer when someone asked me a question, and we did all learn about each other. Alyssa and I found out that the mansion Lexi mentioned was real, Steven really was rich, and he really was dating both redheads. Apparently, Steven had the freedom to have sex with whomever he wanted. Also, I had been right, Lexi was a teenager; she had graduated high school a few months ago. Interestingly, Steven had a daughter only a few months younger than Lexi.
Lexi and Alyssa were shamelessly flirting, moving their chairs closer so that barely any space separated them as they faced each other. The two women occasionally brought Steven into the mix, and I could tell Alyssa was just as attracted to the older man as I was.
I mostly ended up chatting with Nicole, finding out she was an accountant. I was getting slightly more comfortable as time went on, even laughing once in awhile. It helped that Steven wasn't too focused on me. Every time he did look at me, though, I turned into a blushing idiot who couldn't think, let alone speak.
"Your phone more interesting than me?" Alyssa challenged when Steven pulled his phone out to check a text.
"Not at all!" Steven laughed while typing out a reply Then he put his phone away and looked over at my sister. "I had to check in case it was Hazel, and it was."
"Who's Hazel?" Alyssa wondered, leaning forward to display her cleavage. "Another girlfriend? I did hear you were a nine woman man!"
"Sort of!" Lexi laughed. "Hazel is one of my closest friends. We're a group, we call ourselves the Slut-sisters!"
"Really? I love it!" Alyssa laughed. These were clearly her people.
"Anyway, Hazel's six months pregnant." Steven explained. "So, I had to make sure everything was okay. It is."
"You're the father?" my sister inquired.
"I am." Steven confirmed, his face lighting up as he nodded.
"A hot daddy. I like!" Alyssa purred.
Lexi, Alyssa, and Steven went back to flirting. Wow, Steven was sleeping with a lot of women. It made sense. He was rich, successful, handsome, kind, funny, smart. Shit, I wanted to sleep with him. I had to stop thinking that way. Just like Henry, Steven was way out of my league.
"You're a lot quieter than your older sister." Nicole said at one point. She wasn't being cruel, just making an observation.
"Yeah, Suzie's really shy!" Alyssa commented, turning away from Lexi. I noticed that the younger redhead's small hand was resting on my sister's bare knee.
"Should we get her some liquid courage?" Lexi suggested as she reached up and brushed a lock of Alyssa's back behind her ear. "You definitely don't need any."
"I, uh, I probably shouldn't have more to drink." I stammered.
"I hope Lexi isn't making you nervous, Suzie?" Steven asked with a polite smile. "She can be intense."
"N-no." I mumbled, shaking my head as I did my best to project confidence while looking directly at Steven. I knew I failed. "Not at all!"
"It's not Lexi who's making her nervous!" Alyssa giggled. "My little sister thinks you're cute, Steven!"
"Aly!" I hissed, my face turning bright red.
"Thank you, Suzie!" Steven smiled, his mesmerizing eyes making my heart race. "I think you're cute, too."
"R-really?" I inquired, my eyes wide. He was just being polite, right? Of course he was.
"You're breathtaking." he told me. I could hear the sincerity in his voice. He meant it. Holy shit, he meant it!
"She's definitely pretty," Lexi commented, "but I think I have a thing for the older sister."
"I don't blame you." I replied, right before I heard my sister gasp.
Turning away from Steven, I looked over and craned my neck. Holy shit! Lexi had slid her hand between my sister's legs. Alyssa's dressed was pushed up around her knees, and I could tell that the bold redhead was touching my sister's most intimate place.
"Mm, no panties?" Lexi husked, her face moving closer to Alyssa's. "Dirty girl."
"It's, ah, it's a long story." my sister panted, her arousal evident.
"Insatiable as always, Lexi." Nicole giggled, shaking her head as her green eyes sparkled.
"Steven," Lexi began, ignoring her sister and whipping her head around to face her boyfriend. "Why don't you show Suzie a good time while I take little Aly here for a spin? On the dance floor, I mean."
"Now, now," Steven laughed, "don't pressure Suzie. I know she thinks I'm cute, but that doesn't mean she wants to sneak off with me."
"I want to!" I announced loudly, my eyes going wide at my own boldness.
Did I just say that? Did I really just say that? Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. Breathe. Don't throw up. No! I was not going to miss my chance to spend some time with this gorgeous man because I was a coward. I just wasn't. He was so fucking sexy. He set my heart on fire. And my pussy.
"I'm proud of you, Zee." Alyssa managed to gasp. Lexi was clearly still playing with my sister's lady bits.
"Nicole, what about you?" Steven wondered.
"Oh, don't worry about me." Nicole giggled. "I'm just having fun watching you four. Go on, enjoy yourselves!"
"I am definitely enjoying myself." Lexi cooed. "Suzie, your sister is really wet for me!"
"Don't break her, love." Steven said to Lexi as he stood and offered me his hand.
Alyssa opened her mouth, but whatever she was going to say disappeared into Lexi's mouth as the redhead nymphomaniac attacked my sister. Then I couldn't pay attention at all to what they were doing, as I was lost in shimmering green eyes. Eyes so deep I felt like I was hypnotized by them. It was a trap I happily surrendered to.
"Yes, Steven." I whispered, slipping my hand into his. "Take my will. Or whatever else you want."
"What was that?" Steven asked as he pulled me up.
"Nothing. Nothing!" I replied quickly. Oh my God, had I actually just said that out loud?
Nicole stayed at the table, sipping her drink and playing on her phone. Lexi and Alyssa were nowhere in sight, likely already off dancing and grinding. Steven then guided me out onto the dance floor before turning around to face me with a charming smile on his face.
Then we were dancing. Damn, Steven knew how to move his body. Lights flashed across his chiseled features as he looked down at me with a delicious intensity. Despite him being a foot taller than I was, we were able to dance together quite nicely.
After a few minutes, I turned around so that my back was facing him. He placed his hands on my waist, holding me close as we swayed. Anxiety? What was anxiety? Nothing that would stop Zee, I could tell you that! I ground my ass against his crotch as I turned my head and looked up at him. Sometimes, a girl just had to make her move.
"You should know," I shouted over the music, "I'm not wearing any panties either!"
"Is that so?" Steven leaned in and said into my hear. His warm breath made me shiver.
"Want me to prove it?" I asked.
"Maybe we should go someplace more private?" he suggested as he held my hips tightly and pulled my butt back against his bulge. He felt big. No. He felt huge!
"Okay." I answered, not hesitating in the slightest.
My heart was racing as Steven led me through the crowd, his hand holding mine tightly. Was this it? Was I about to lose my virginity in a dirty club bathroom? I was. I knew it in my heart; this man could have me if he wanted. All I could do was hope that the single person bathroom wasn't occupied.
It wasn't. Steven locked the door and turned to face me as I threw myself at him. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pushed my tongue into his mouth while he placed his hands on my waste. Then we were kissing. We were kissing, and holy shit, this guy knew how to use his tongue. I was moaning into his mouth within seconds, the muffled sounds of the music from the club filling my ears.
I couldn't believe it. I kissed him. I initiated. Me. Suzie Graves. With this fucking gorgeous hunk of a man. The impulse to bend over for him and lift up my dress hit me. My pussy gushed as I imagined gripping the sink, looking at myself in the mirror as I took it from behind. I wanted it. I wanted him.
Steven's strong hands on my ass dragged me out of my thoughts. Our tongues danced as he squeezed my buns. I could feel his hardness against me, and I was sure; he definitely had nothing to be ashamed of down there!
All too soon, Steven broke our lip lock. I actually made a mewling sound of desperation, of longing to feel his lips on mine again. Instead of kissing me again, Steven began trailing his lips down my neck as his hands slid up my body. He squeezed my breasts together as he began planting kisses all over my cleavage.
"There's, ah, there's something you should know." I panted, my head tilted back and my hand buried in his brown hair.
"What's that?" he asked against my tits.
"I'm a virgin." I gasped out. Fuck, his lips felt good on my boobs.
"Wait, what?" Steven exclaimed as he released me and took a couple of steps back.
"I've never, you know, gone all the way." I shrugged and blushed, my eyes on my toes.
"Do you want to head back out?" Steven wondered. "I hope you don't feel pressured to do anything? I would never want you to do something you didn't want to."
"No, not at all!" I shook my head, finding the courage to look up and meet his gaze. Steven was looking at me intently. There was some confusion written on his face. Also, some concern. He was genuinely worried he pressured me. "I want to be here. You make me feel good."
"Okay, good." he replied, letting out a breath.
We looked at each other, neither of us saying anything, neither of us making a move to resume our make out session. Henry was the only other man to ever make me feel this strongly. I couldn't have Henry. He was unattainable. Granted, so was Steven, but somehow I found myself alone with him. I would not repeat the mistakes of my past.
"You can have sex with me if you want." I offered in a weak voice.
"Is that what you want?" he asked kindly.
"Y-yes." I stammered.
"Really? You don't sound so sure." Steven frowned.
"I don't know!" I suddenly cried out, my hands grasping my head. "I don't know!"
"Then we definitely shouldn't." he stated firmly.
"I, I, I..." I hyperventilated.
Steven walked forward and wrapped his arms around me. I buried my face in his chest as he ran his fingers through my hair and whispered softly. He told me everything was okay, and that I was safe. He was right. I was safe.



The hug ended, and I pulled back to look at him. I could see how worried about me he was, even though he barely knew me. Compassion was in his green eyes, making me realize that he was genuinely a good man. I could tell him.
"I was really sick when I was little. I couldn't be around people." I began, the words tumbling out of me. "I got better, but I never socialized as a kid, so I had really bad anxiety. I never even kissed a boy until this month!"
"I'm glad to hear you got better." Steven replied carefully.
"Thank you." I nodded. "Anyway, Alyssa always tried to bring me out of my shell, but it never worked. Then I realized I was gonna be twenty-five years old, still living at home, never been kissed, never did anything! So, I decided I was gonna lose my virginity by my twenty-fifth birthday, which is on the twenty-fifth, by thew way."
"Okay..." he trailed off, indicating for me to keep going.
"So," I continued, "I made a list of twenty-five acts that I was going to do over twenty-five days, ending with losing my virginity. I've done more than half of them at this point, and I still don't know who I'm gonna sleep with for the first time. I just know you're only the second person to make me feel this good, and I don't want to regret not doing it with you. I have enough regrets."
"That's a lot to take in." Steven stated after considering my words for a few moments.
"Sorry to dump it all on you." I giggled.
"All good." he smirked. "And I think you're amazing. You're beautiful, funny, smart. I'd definitely love to have sex with you."
"You're not so bad yourself." I blushed cutely.
"Thank you." Steven responded. "But, do you really want your first time to be in a club bathroom with a guy you just met?"
"If not now, then when?" I challenged. "I'm running out of time! I know it's fucking weird, okay? I know that! It just works for me. My list gives me control. It gives me order."
"I understand that, and I don't think it's weird. It's kind of cute, actually." he smiled. "Tell you what, you're not out of time yet. Why don't we exchange numbers? Take your time, think about it. If you still want me to be your first, I'll make time to meet up with you and we'll do it right. In an actual bed. Music, candles, we can go all out."
"Really?" I wondered with wide eyes. "You'd do that for me?"
"Hey, I'm a guy!" Steven chuckled. "I might get some pussy out of this, so why wouldn't I?"
"I already told you that you could have pussy right now." I rolled my eyes.
"We both know you're not ready." he said seriously.
Fuck. Steven was right. I wasn't ready. He was also right when he said I didn't want my first time to be in a club bathroom. This guy really was great. He just met me, but he already cared. He turned down sex because he knew it wasn't right for me.
Steven stood there patiently, seemingly content to give me a minute to get a handle on my thoughts. Handsome man I'm super attracted to, who also happened to be an amazing person? Maybe he would be the one to take my virginity. I was lucky enough that he was actually interested in me.
"Thank you." I whispered.
"You're welcome." he nodded as he pulled out his phone.
I gave him my number, which he entered into his phone. Then he sent me a text message so that I would have his as well. Back to getting lost in those eyes. My pussy was still sopping wet, my nipples hard, my face flushed. I was still horny.
"W-what now?" I asked, swallowing nervously.
"Whatever you want." Steven answered kindly.
"You know," I began, my lust granting me confidence again, "intercourse isn't the only act on my list I sill need to complete."
"Oh yeah?" he asked. "What else is left?"
"I need to give a lap dance, but that would be hard to do in here." I replied, mentally going over my list in my head. "I need to get eaten out, I need to give a titty-fuck, I need a guy to give me a facial."
"It's up to you, any of those sound good?" he followed up with.
"If I gave you a blowjob, would you finish on my face?" I asked. Yeah, I just asked for that. Shy Suzie was not at the helm, Zee was in control!
"I can definitely do that!" Steven laughed.
"Can we kiss again first?" I requested. "I'd be less nervous if it happened more naturally."
"Okay." he agreed, approaching me and wrapping an arm around me, his hand resting against my lower back. "Just remember, we can stop at any time."
"I'll remember." I nodded as I leaned up and pressed my lips against his.
This kiss was much softer than the last. I could tell that Steven was taking things much slower this time around. The gesture was definitely appreciated, even if it wasn't really necessary. I was so attracted to this man, it didn't take much stimulation to get me hot and bothered.
Taking charge for once, I brought our tongues back into the mix as my hands gripped his biceps. Damn, Steven definitely worked out. I loved hard muscles. Moaning into his mouth, I reached around and grabbed his tight ass with one hand. If he wasn't going to escalate, I would!
Desire overcame hesitance, and Steven took his hands away from my hips, bringing them to much more fun places. He slid his hands up the back of my dress, discovering I had been telling the truth about not wearing panties. I rubbed my crotch against him, kissing him fiercely as he groped my bare bum.
It wasn't long before his attention returned to my large breasts. Steven slid a hand into my dress and bra, making me gasp against his mouth as he rolled my hard nipple between his fingers. A few moments later, my dress was down around my waist and my bra was pulled up, revealing my delectable double-D's.
"Fuck, these are perfect." he husked, squeezing my boobs together as he leaned in to take my nipple between his lips.
"Mm, that feels good." I moaned, one hand buried in his hair as I held his head to my breast. "Suck my titties!"
He switched from one to the other, slobbering all over my huge knockers as his hands caressed my naked flesh. Somehow, he knew exactly how I liked to be touched. He knew just what to do to me. I could feel my pussy twitch, and I had a tiny orgasm as his tongue rapidly flicked my nipple.
"Let me suck your dick!" I groaned at the end of my orgasm. "I wanna suck it!"
Steven was on his feet in under a second. He grabbed my face in both his hands as he kissed me passionately. I moaned and shivered, kissing him back as my hand found its way between his legs. Tracing the outline of his manhood, I could tell his pants contained a massive weapon. One I had to get my hands on. And my mouth, of course.
Dropping to my knees on the dirty bathroom floor, I quickly undid Steven's pants. My big boobies jiggled lightly on my chest as I slid his zipper down. With one smooth motion, I yanked his pants and underwear down to his knees. My jaw dropped.
It was fucking enormous! Steven was actually bigger than Henry, something I hadn't thought possible. And, holy fuck, it was beautiful. His penis was absolutely perfect. The length and girth made the throbbing member look incredibly enticing. My mouth was watering. No, really, I was practically drooling.
Steven let me go at my own pace, not rushing me at all. I definitely spent my time examining my new toy. After giving him a few experimental strokes, I slid my hand lower to cup his heavy balls, testing their weight. Holding him by the base, I pressed his length against my face, loving the feel of the warm flesh against my skin. Then I pulled back and tentatively kissed the mushroom head.
"Remember, you have to shoot your stuff on my face." I reminded him, looking up into his green eyes as I slowly stroked him.
"I remember." he nodded, his voice thick with lust.
When I was ready, I opened my little mouth as wide as I could. The first couple inches slid into my mouth, and I clamped my lips down on him, forming a tight seal of warmth and pleasure. His gasp encouraged me to take in another inch. I held him between my lips for several seconds, getting used to the feel of him. Only then did I start bobbing my head.
Steven slid his hands into my hair, my raven strands between his fingers as he allowed me to suck on him at my own pace. His salty skin tasted so good as I ran my tongue along the underside of his throbbing sex organ. I flicked my blue eyes up to his face, moaning lustfully when I saw him staring down at me.
I couldn't deep throat. There was no way. I wasn't sure if even Alyssa could handle this monster of a penis. Considering how big Steven was, I didn't even bother to try. I just took as much of him as I was comfortable with, my hands gripping his thighs as I sucked and slurped.
He was so thick, I had to keep my mouth wide open. As a result, my jaw started to ache a few minutes in. I didn't think he was close to orgasm just yet. I then thought back to some porn I had seen, and an idea occurred to me.
Pulling off his manhood, I quickly licked the tip while giving him a few strokes. Then I sat back and opened my mouth. Steven looked down at me as I stuck out my tongue as wide as I could. He was an experienced man, he got the message.
Grasping himself at the base, Steven slapped his mushroom head on my tongue several times as I moaned. He pushed the tip in, letting me suck on it for a couple of seconds before he pulled out of my mouth again. Steven then lifted his erection, moving closer to me as he started stroking.
I knew what he wanted. Something I had never done before. Well, I wasn't about to reject his request! I swooped in and took one of his balls between my lips. He groaned lightly as my tongue played, licking his testicle as I hummed softly. Then I switched to the other ball.
He wanted back in my mouth, so he lightly pulled my head back by the hair. Yeah, I liked that. I also liked when he shoved himself back into my mouth. With his hands on my head and mine on his thighs, I went back to sucking dick.
"Getting close." he warned a minute later. "Just a little more."
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hummed, my cheeks caving in as I sucked as hard as I could.
"Okay, I'm there!" Steven gasped as he yanked himself out of my mouth. "I'm gonna cum!"
Placing my hands on my knees, I looked up at Steven, watching him stroke his hardness. The intensity of his expression almost made it seem like he was in pain. He was close. I had seen porn, I knew what to do. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.
"Ah!" I moaned. On my knees. Tits out. Mouth open. I felt so slutty. I loved it!
"Fuck, I'm so close." he hissed, stroking himself rapidly.
My pussy was dripping as I waited for him to ejaculate on me. Ejaculate? That was too sterile. I shouldn't have been thinking in clinical terms. It was time to think like a slut. He was going to cum on me. And it wasn't sperm or semen I'd be covered in. Spooge? Gross. Nut butter? That one made me giggle. Cum, I guessed? I've always liked that word, even if I rarely used it. It made me wet.
"Cum on my face!" I begged in a wanton voice.
Yes, he was going to cum on me. Steven was gonna cover my pretty face with cum. I kept telling myself it wasn't a big deal. Of course, looking at his impressive erection made me realize it was a big deal. Shit, if what came out was in proportion, I was gonna drown.
Steven groaned loudly as he reached his limit. The first rope of hot cum missed my mouth. Instead, it hit my cheek and lanced up my face, curling along my forehead. I squeaked as a second shot hit the other cheek. The third mostly went in my mouth, but some landed on my chin. He shuddered again, the jerking motion causing the fourth blast to hit my nose and arc across my face, going straight into my left eye.
It stung. Ow, it really stung! Before I could move to rub my eye or something, Steven pushed his tip into my mouth. I instinctively closed my lips around him, feeling a couple of weak pulses as a final couple of small spurts coated my tongue. Yeah, his load was in proportion to his size.
"Holy shit." Steven gasped as he eased himself from my mouth. "That was good."
"It's in my eye." I giggled, my bare boobs lightly bouncing on my chest.
"I'll get you something to clean up with." he offered.
"Wait!" I exclaimed.
"What?" Steven wondered.
"Take a picture of me!" I instructed.
"Really?" he asked.
"Yeah!" I confirmed. "Send it to me, and I'll prove to my sister that I can be as wild as her! Plus, you can keep it to remember me by."
Steven pulled up his pants before taking out his phone. Then he snapped the picture and sent it to me. Finally, he got some toilet paper and handed it to me so I could clean up. I walked over to the sink, shocked at how covered my face was when I saw my reflection. I began washing up, getting all his man stuff off of me. I could taste and smell it. I could also feel my eye burning, which was less pleasant.
When my face was clean, I turned around and saw Steven near the door. He had been watching me. I smirked at him, giving my chest a little shake as I sashayed up to him and gave him a big hug. My large breasts squished against his chest as he held me tight.
"You were amazing." Steven complimented.
"Thank you." I whispered.
"If you need me to stop, just say so." he told me.
Before I could ask what he meant by that, Steven grabbed me by the waist and spun me around. He pushed my back against the door of the bathroom as his lips latched onto my neck. I let out a loud gasp when his hands found my breasts again, his kisses warm against my skin.
"W-what are you doing?" I managed to ask in a weak voice. My hands reached out to grab something, anything.
"Helping you with another act." Steven answered simply.
I wasn't sure what he meant, but soon I felt his hand between my legs, sliding up my dress. He slipped my nipple back into his mouth as his fingers found my gash. With one hand on the doorknob and the other in his hair, I bit my lower lip and screeched when he pushed his fingers into me.
"Oh God, oh God!" I gasped as he began to really finger me.
He wasn't content to just finger me and suck on my tits. Instead, he dropped to his knees and gripped my thighs, encouraging me to spread my legs wider. Innocent Suzie still didn't understand what was happening. That changed when he pushed up my dress, exposing my womanhood.
"Beautiful." he said in a quiet voice as he admired my vulva. The first guy to really get a good look at it in person.
Then it happened. He leaned in and licked me. I tensed up, my mouth opening in a silent scream as I buried both hands in his hair. I could feel the soft wood of the door against my naked ass, I could feel my breasts swaying, and I could feel his tongue on me.
"Holy shit!" was all I could manage to say. This felt fucking amazing!
The angle wasn't perfect. Really, a girl should be on her back when getting eaten out. Still, Steven wasn't the type to give up when things got difficult! He tilted his head so that he could push his tongue between my labia, licking me all over as I lost the ability to make any coherent noises.
Steven had one hand on my bare thigh as his other slid up my body and squeezed a titty. It was not gonna take him long to get me off. Seconds later, I was proven right. He buried his face between my legs and began rapidly flicking my clit with his tongue.
I might have screamed, but I wasn't really sure. All the strength in my legs was gone as my pussy exploded. I could feel the electric shocks throughout my entire body, from the top of my head, to my fingertips, and down to my toes. I collapsed.
Steven actually had to pull his face away from my pussy so that he could catch me before I hit the floor. I lay in his arms, twitching slightly as my clitoris sent out a few final shocks, making my eyes roll back. I went limp in his grasp.
"Are you okay?" he asked, concern filling his voice.
"Never better." I answered, looking up at him affectionately.
We stayed like that for a couple minutes as I recovered. Affection for this man coursed through me, and I enjoyed simply being in his arms. However, the fantasy couldn't last forever. Steven helped me to my feet before taking a few steps back so that I could fix my dress.
Once my tits were away and my dress was back to falling to my knees, Steven and I left the bathroom. The sudden flash of the strobe lights made me wince as music kept pumping. He slid his hand into mine, giving me butterflies. Then we started walking back to his table, running in to two women when we were about halfway there.
"Suzie?" Ellen called out over the music. "There you are!"
"Hi!" I shouted back. "This is Steven!"
"Damn." Katie grinned as she gave him a once over. "Hello, Steven!"
"Nice to meet you." Steven replied politely.
"I'm Ellen!" Ellen said, briefly glancing down to mine and Steven's entwined hands. "I'd offer a dance, but I see you're already spoken for."
"Suzie stole my heart." he responded teasingly. More butterflies.
"Katie." the blonde doctor added as she smirked at me. She knew damn well that we just had some private time.
"Where's Jessica?" I asked, changing the subject.
"She left with that guy she met." Ellen explained with a wide smile. "She's probably sucking dick in the back of their ride share."
"Oh." I stated simply.
"Yeah, anyway, we couldn't find Alyssa." Katie told me. "Could you let her know we're leaving?"
"Sure, no problem." I nodded.
"Thanks!" Katie replied before looping her arm through Ellen's and directing them toward the exit.
"Bye, Steven!" Ellen waved. "If you and Suzie don't work out, look me up!"
"Your friends seem nice." Steven commented when they were gone.
"They're alright." I shrugged and giggled.
Steven and I weaved our way through the crowd until we reached the bar. He bought us both a drink before leading us back to his table. Lexi and Alyssa were back, and they were sitting with Nicole. The three of them were clearly deep in conversation.
"Wow, you guys were gone awhile." Alyssa commented with a sly grin when Steven and I sat down. "Did you do it twice?"
"Steven must have been in a hurry." Lexi suggests.
"You're really talking that man up, can he live up to it?" Alyssa teased.
"Oh, you have no idea." Nicole giggled.
"Maybe I'll get to find out." Alyssa smiled hopefully.
"Anyway," I began, interrupting them, "the girls left. Jessica got picked up, and Ellen and Katie went home."
"Okay." Alyssa nodded. "I hope Jess has a nice time!"
The five of us talked for a little while, and I saw Alyssa smirking at me occasionally. She was dying to know what Steven and I had gotten up to. Well, she wold have to wait. Soon, our drinks were empty, and my buzz was starting to come back.
"Dance for a little while before leaving?" Nicole suggested. "It's getting late."
"Works for me!" Alyssa exclaimed, hopping to her feet.
Our group made our way to the dance floor. We danced in a group, we danced individually, we danced in pairs. Lexi and Alyssa were dirty dancing, their breasts pressing together while I danced with Steven and Nicole. I even danced with Lexi a couple of times.
Eventually, we returned to our table, all danced out. Feeling thirsty, I went to the bar and got myself a water. After inhaling it, I realized I had to pee. Once that was done, I returned to our table, frowning when I saw only Nicole remained.
"Where's Alyssa?" I asked Nicole as I sat down across from her.
"Oh, I thought you saw them?" Nicole answered with a frown. "She just left with Lexi and our boyfriend. You didn't know?"
"Alyssa just left me here?" I inquired, my eyes wide. No, she wouldn't do that. I pulled out my phone.
"I thought your sister had talked to you?" Nicole shrugged apologetically. "She didn't look drunk, if you're worried about her being taken advantage of. Steven wouldn't do that, anyway. Well, she wasn't drunk on alcohol. Orgasms, maybe."



"Right." I gave her a fake smile as I checked my phone. Nothing.
"Do you need a ride?" Nicole offered. "I'm sorry, I didn't even think to ask how you got here when they left. I drove separately since I have to work tomorrow. On a Saturday. Fucking audit killing the fun."
"N-no. No, thank you." I shook my head. "I'm probably out of your way. I'll just order a ride."
"Are you sure?" Nicole followed up with, my expression and body language revealing how upset I was.
"I'm sure." I stated as I opened the ride share app.
"Well, I'll wait with you." Nicole said.
"Thank you." I mumbled.
The ride home sucked. Still no text from Alyssa. It was one thing when she went off at a party to get fucked. At least then she had texted me to let me know. Plus, she wasn't far away if I had needed her. And, more importantly, she hadn't fucking ditched me!
I went through my usual nighttime routine, then let Dave know that I was home safe. Some guilt gnawed at me as memories of sucking two dicks surfaced in my brain. Dave would have been so jealous if he knew. Yet, that hadn't stopped me. I had happily gotten on my knees, happily swallowed, happily took a load on my face. I really was a bitch.
Climbing into bed wearing only a pair of panties, I plugged my phone in and shut off my bedside lamp. I had actually accomplished three acts in one night. Seven: give a stranger my panties. Twenty: semen on my face. Twenty-one: get eaten out.
Giving a stranger my panties wasn't really a big deal. I just shrugged it off. Semen on my face? Eh, I'd rather have it in my mouth. Getting eaten out? Holy. Fucking. Shit. Getting eaten out was amazing! His tongue had felt so damn good on me. I actually shuddered in my bed as I remembered cumming on his tongue.
Nineteen acts out of twenty-five had been completed. One through seven, nine through twelve, and fourteen through twenty-one. I had six left to do. I should have been thrilled. However, my anger at Alyssa was all I could think about. She knew how hard the club was for me the first time we went! How could she have even considered leaving without talking to me first? And not so much as a text after? What the fuck?!
~Saturday, October 18th~
One week. My twenty-fifth birthday was exactly one week away. I had one week left to complete my twenty-five acts. Would I lose my virginity on my birthday? Would it be the night before? Who would it be with? Steven? Chris? Ken? Dave? Steven seemed to be a likely candidate; I was insanely attracted to him and he knew the most about my situation.
When consciousness fully returned to me, I sat up and stretched, my big boobs pushing from my chest as I arched my back. Memories from last night hit me, and I frowned as I remembered why I had gone to bed angry. Alyssa. She had ditched me.
I grabbed my phone, expecting to find an apology text from my big sister. I was immediately disappointed. There was the picture message Steven had sent me, the one with me on my knees with my tits out, face covered in cum. Chris, Ken, and Dave had also all reached out to me. I was a popular girl this morning, well, other than with my jerk of a sister!
Saving the picture from Steven, I got out of bed and paced around the room in just my panties. After deciding that Alyssa didn't deserve to see the picture, I replied to my various text messages. Then I went through my morning routine.
An hour later, I was laying in bed with my legs crossed as I listened to music while playing on my phone. Still nothing from Alyssa. Was I worried? A little, but I figured the odds of her being dead in a ditch somewhere were pretty low. Either way, she should have let me know she was safe!
Opening my dating apps, I deleted the usual dick pics before replying to some messages. I flirted a bit with a couple of guys, blocked a loser whose opening line involved asking me if I took it up the ass, and swiped through a few dating profiles. At the same time, I was sending the occasional text to Ken, Chris, or Dave. I even aimed my camera down my shirt so Dave could get a teasing peek at the girls. Finally, I got a text message from Alyssa.
Alyssa: It was not a lie; Steven really does have a mansion!
Suzie: Oh, you remembered I exist? Lucky me.
Alyssa: What's the matter with you?
Suzie: You don't even know? That's worse!
Alyssa: What's wrong? Tell me.
Suzie: You ditched me! Aly saw cock, and completely forgot about her sister!
Alyssa: I didn't forget about you!
Suzie: Then why didn't you tell me you were leaving? Why didn't you tell me you were safe?
Alyssa: I probably should have, yeah.
Suzie: You knew how anxious I was the first time at the club! You didn't care!
Alyssa: That's not fair. I always try and make sure you're comfortable.
Suzie: You didn't last night.
Alyssa: I'm sorry. You're right. I didn't think. I was horny and excited.
Suzie: Whatever.
Alyssa: Not even gonna call me a whore? :(
Suzie: No.
Alyssa: C'mon, Zee! I said I was sorry!
Suzie: I'm mad at you.
Alyssa: Let's talk in person. Meet me at the mall for lunch?
Suzie: Fine.
Alyssa: Thank you. See you soon, Zee!
Tossing my phone onto my bed, I crossed my arms over my chest and frowned. Maybe I was being unreasonable, but Alyssa was the one person I was supposed to always be able to count on. And she ditched me! I was not happy. Not happy at all.
Parking my car at the mall, I got out and made my way to the food court. A few minutes of wandering around was all it took to find Alyssa. She ran over to me, looking flawless as always, even though she was only wearing casual clothes. Jeans and a cute top, just like what I was wearing. Her cleavage was definitely more prominent than mine was, though.
"Thanks for meeting me!" Alyssa exclaimed as she embraced me.
"Sure." I replied, reluctantly hugging her back.
"Shall we get some food and find a table?" my sister suggested.
"Okay." I agreed.
I soon found myself sitting across from Alyssa at a small table in the food court. We sat in silence, each of us working on a sandwich and chips. My sister kept glancing at me, and I could tell she was waiting for me to say something. Too bad for her, I wasn't going to.
"I'm sorry, Zee." Alyssa sighed, finally caving.
"You said that already." I stated in a cold voice.
"I should have told you I was leaving." my sister admitted.
"Yes, you should have." I agreed. "But, it's not just that."
"Then, what is it?" Alyssa asked.
"Seriously?" I hissed. "You don't know?!"
"I really don't understand." she said calmly, obviously trying to encourage me to keep my voice down.
"You understood when you didn't let Joe fuck you!" I snapped. I had always been careful to be quiet in public, to not draw attention to myself. I was too angry right now to care. "You understood not to outshine me. What changed?!"
"Joe?" Alyssa frowned.
"Joe!" I rolled my eyes. "The guy you blew behind the club. He asked to fuck you, and you turned him down. I assumed you did that so I wouldn't feel pressured to have sex, too?"
"Oh!" she exclaimed, eyes wide as she finally understood. "Well, yes, I turned him down so you wouldn't feel uncomfortable. What happened with Steven was different, though! There was no pressure on you to have sex, I left with him! It's not like I bent over and pulled down my panties right in front of you!"
"You still abandoned me!" I insisted, unwilling to back down. "Aly got some dick, and forgot about her little sister! You know, supposedly her favorite person!"
"You're being completely unreasonable!" Alyssa growled, finally getting angry herself. "I'm sorry I forgot to tell you I was leaving, but I didn't do anything wrong by going home with Steven and Lexi!"
"Dammit!" I screeched, slamming my fist down on the table. People were watching us, but I didn't care. "Why do you always have to make me feel like I'm less than you?"
"That wasn't what I-" she bean.
"But it's what you did, and you do it all the time!" I responded, cutting her off. "Maybe I wanted to have Steven take me home and make me forget I had fucking anxiety as his giant dick gave me a lobotomy from the inside! Which I'm sure he could do, since he made you forget you had a family! You didn't even text me to let me know you were okay, you selfish bitch!"
"You wanted to have sex with Steven?" Alyssa wondered, her eyes wide as her anger seemed to melt away.
"I don't know, maybe." I mumbled, my face turning red as I looked down in embarrassment.
"What happened when you were alone with him?" she followed up with. "He didn't mention it."
"I told him." I answered, slowly looking up to face my sister. "I told him everything. About how I was sick, about being a virgin, and about my twenty-five acts. I told him he could have sex with me if he wanted."
"Oh, Zee!" Alyssa gasped, shock written across her flawless face.
"He knew I wasn't ready, so he turned me down." I explained. "He told me to think about it, and if I still wanted to, he'd make sure it happened the right way. In a bed."
"That was really sweet of him." she commented.
"It was." I agreed.
"You really liked him." Alyssa sighed, looking at me with a guilty expression. "You were genuinely prepared for him to be your first, then I ended up being the one he fucked."
"Fine!" I said loudly as I finally accepted there was so much more to my anger. "You're right. I mean, yeah, I was worried about you, but I'm also jealous! Of you and Steven. Of you and Henry."
"Henry?" she frowned. "What does he have to do with it?"
"I like him, too." I whispered sadly. "The guy I met in person, Dave, he was jealous about me going on a date. I tried imagining him with someone else, and I realized it wouldn't really make me jealous. Henry with someone else makes me jealous. We only had one real conversation, but I felt a real connection with him. Something I've never felt before."
"And you felt something similar with Steven." Alyssa stated. It wasn't a question.
"Yes." I nodded, tears in my eyes as I looked at my sister. "Steven. Henry. Both gorgeous, unattainable men. You got them both. I can never compare to you. I'll always be in your shadow. Your shy baby sister."
"You aren't in my shadow, Zee." she said kindly as she reached over to place her hand on mine. "While I do think we have a lot in common, you're your own person. A damn amazing person, I might add."
"Thanks." I whispered while wiping the tears out of my eyes.
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you I was leaving." Alyssa repeated. "I'm sorry I didn't consider our feelings, and I'm sorry I made you feel like you're in my shadow. You're not, I promise. You're smarter than me, you're a lot nicer than me, and you have much, much bigger boobs!"
"Jealous?" I suggested, a smirk tugging at my lips. In that moment, I was definitely thankful for my massive sweater puppies.
"A little." she admitted, shocking me. She had always denied being jealous before. "Mine are definitely bigger than most, but damn, Zee! Those things are huge!"
"Steven seemed to like them." I giggled.
"Oh yeah?" Alyssa grinned. "What else did you two get up to?"
"I gave him a blowjob, and he came on my face." I told my sister, my voice low so that no one around would hear. "Then he ate me out. Two more acts down."
"A tongue on your clit is amazing, isn't it?" she asked, her eyes sparkling.
"It really is!" I agreed. "I definitely need that to happen to me again."
"What did you think of your first facial?" Alyssa followed up with.
"It was alright." I shrugged. "If a guy asked, I'd let him do it again, but I don't think I'd ever really want it. I'd much rather get it in my mouth. Seems like a waste of perfectly good semen otherwise."
"My sister, the cum slut!" she smiled proudly.
"Whatever." I gave her an eye roll as I tried to hide my smile. "By the way, why didn't you tell me it would burn if it got in my eyes? It was like I went swimming, it took forever to stop hurting."
"Yeah, cum in the eyes can sting." Alyssa winced in sympathy.
"I had Steven take a picture, by the way. So I could show you." I finally admitted.
"Really? Show me, show me!" she bounced in her seat excitedly.
My face was bright red as I pulled out my phone and opened the picture. Extending my arm, I held out my phone for my sister. Alyssa's jaw dropped, her eyes glowing as she saw the image of me with cum all over my face. My tits were visible as well. I definitely looked like a slut!
"Okay, that's enough." I said, putting my phone away.
"I love it!" Alyssa exclaimed. "Thanks so much for showing me!"
"You're welcome." I smiled softly.
"When you were on your knees waiting for it, were you a proper slut?" she wondered, looking at me intently.
"Uh, I don't know how to answer that?" I frowned, completely confused.
"Well, there are two types of girls," Alyssa explained, "girls who close their eyes and grimace while taking a shot in the face, and girls who look up with longing. You definitely want to be the second type. Don't squint! Beg for it like a bitch in heat!"
"I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue." I replied with a bashful look.
"That's my sister!" she exclaimed while beaming at me with pride.
"Thanks." I snorted.
"So, back to you having feelings for Steven and Henry." Alyssa stated as she folded her arms on the table. "I can't help you with Steven, he's taken. Do you want me to try setting you up with Henry?"
"No." I shook my head. "He's out of my league."
"Don't talk like that." she ordered firmly. "You're an amazing woman, and any guy would be lucky to be with you."
"I guess." I shrugged, not really believing it. "Just, don't say anything to Henry. I'm not ready."
"I won't." Alyssa promised. "Maybe you two will hit it off at the Halloween party. Speaking of which, we need costumes."
"Good thing we're at the mall." I pointed out.
"True." she agreed. "A-are we okay?"
"On one condition." I replied with a mischievous smile.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Alyssa inquired.
"You tell me all about last night so I can live vicariously through you." I grinned.
"Deal, Zee!" she exclaimed. "How about tonight? Maybe you could spend the night? We could have a sleepover!"
"I'd like that." I nodded. "I have my date with Dave tomorrow, so I can't stay too late in the morning."
"Oh yeah, the beach, right?" Alyssa asked.
"Yes." I confirmed. "I do need a new bathing suit."
"Let's finish eating and go shopping!" she suggested happily.
Our conversation slowed down as we finished our meals. I did apologize for calling Alyssa a bitch, and she said not to worry about it. While I did regret losing my temper, I think it was a good thing. Talking things out made me feel even closer to my big sister.
The first stop on our shopping journey through the mall was the seasonal Halloween store. Alyssa went right for the skimpy costumes, which was not at all surprising. I tried to get her to consider science fiction or fantasy characters, but she told me Halloween for adults was about unleashing your inner slut. She laughed when I told her that her inner slut and her outer slut were the same person.
After finally getting our costumes, we made our way to a department store that carried bathing suits. I immediately shot down her suggestion that I wear a thong bikini bottom. Alyssa had to know there was no way I would ever do something like that, she was just being a brat. Something we had in common.
The bikini I ultimately selected was one that my sister and I both agreed was really cute. The suit was white, but it was covered in blue, green, and purple polka dots. Dave was gonna drool when he saw me in it! I doubted he'd even be able to pull his eyes away from my tits.
Lingerie shopping. Not something I was used to. Alyssa was really excited, though. We both bought sexy new undies, including bras to go with them. I even bought a couple of pieces of actual lingerie. I wasn't sure if I would ever wear them, but Alyssa was so proud of me for buying them.
"Holy shit, that was expensive!" I complained loudly as we left the store.
"Yeah, sexy underwear isn't cheap." Alyssa lamented. "As much as I love it, it really isn't fair. Guys don't have to spend anything on underwear."
"They really don't." I agreed with a sigh.
"Plus, once a guy sees us in it, we don't end up staying in it for very long before it gets yanked off." she frowned.
We both laughed as we continued through the mall while holding our shopping bags. My sister and I both made a couple more stops for more practical purchases, then we agreed we were done with the mall. About time, I had spent a fortune!
Since I was sleeping over at Alyssa's, I needed to get some stuff from home. I packed everything I needed in an overnight bag and told Mom my plans. Then I played board games with Daniel for awhile, surprised that my brother was actually home on a Saturday.
When it was time to leave, I hugged Mom goodbye before running out the door. A short drive later, and I was getting buzzed into Alyssa's apartment. I was in for another shock; Alyssa had actually cooked dinner. Chicken parmesan. It was really good! I loved cheese.
Alyssa and I agreed to have a lazy night in. True, I was worried about completing my acts, but I had been going out constantly. It was nice to spend some quality time alone with my big sister. No other people, no distractions, no anxiety.
We put on pajamas and I actually sighed in relief when I took my bra off. The girls needed to breathe! Then we watched a sappy romance movie while eating popcorn and drinking soda. Alyssa had bought a lot of junk food in preparation for the night.
"So, you ready to tell me about last night?" I asked when the movie ended. I was sitting on her couch with my legs crossed.
"You sure you wanna know?" Alyssa asked from the other side of the couch. "I don't want to upset you."
"I'm sure." I confirmed with a nod. "I want to know!"
"Okay." she smiled before beginning her story. "Steven drove us back to his place while Lexi and I made out and fingered each other in the back seat. We were both so wet, the entire car smelled like pussy."
"Gross." I said, crinkling my nose in disgust.
"Fuck you, pussy smells great." Alyssa countered. "Anyway, we got to the mansion. Holy shit, Zee, the place was enormous! Like, a thousand times bigger than Henry's house. I couldn't stop looking around while we walked through the house. Everyone else was in bed, so the three of us went straight for the master bedroom, which was probably about the size of my entire apartment."
"Damn. Handsome, smart, rich, huge dick, girls throwing themselves at him." I listed quickly. "Every guy on earth would be jealous."
"You're not wrong!" my sister laughed. "Lexi and I sat Steven down on the bed so we could put on a little show for him. Once we were naked, Lexi got on her knees and started sucking while I climbed up on the bed and shoved my tits in his face. Fuck, he's huge, but you already know that. Then we had Steven get naked before I offered him a taste. I got on my back and he ate me out. He made me cum hard. Lexi took her turn eating me out while Steven got up by my head and shoved his cock in my mouth. Holy fuck, they're both so good with their tongues!"
"Um, wow." was all I could say. I was getting wet just listening to this. "Then what happened?"
"Well, the whole night was just a blur of non-stop orgasms!" Alyssa continued. "Steven took me in missionary first, and wow, I was so stretched. It was great! We fucked in every position you can imagine. Lexi and I bent over the bed while Steven took turns fucking us, one of us rode his cock while the other rode his face, I was in a sixty-nine with Lexi while Steven went back and forth between fucking her face and my mouth. We girls got on our knees for Steven to shower us with cum. The highlight of the night was when Lexi fucked me from behind with a strap-on while I was sucking Steven off. It's called a spit-roast, by the way."



"Sounds like quite the night." I commented with wide eyes. I could never imagine myself doing anything so intense.
"And morning!" she winked. "We woke up and fucked some more, then went down to breakfast. I met his daughter, she's a sweetie. Hazel was definitely pregnant. Anyway, I gave him a farewell blowjob before leaving. Made sure to get his number so we could meet up again sometime."
I had moved during Alyssa's story. My sister and I were now cuddling on the couch. I was resting my head on her chest while she ran her fingers through my hair affectionately. There was absolutely nothing sexual about it, it was just two sisters, two best friends, bonding and comforting each other.
Our sleepover continued as we watched another movie while snuggling. Then we decided to get up and move! We blasted music while dancing around the living room in our pajamas, singing into hairbrushes like teenagers. It was great!
"You know," Alyssa began carefully as we lay on the floor in a pile of pillows and blankets, "we could do this all the time if you moved in with me."
"Yeah..." I trailed off nervously.
"Just think about it, Zee," she urged, rolling onto her side to face me, "we could go to the bar, go dancing. Then pick up a couple of hot guys, bring them back to our place, and have them pound us 'till we see stars."
"That does sound nice." I admitted with a giggle.
"So, what do you say?" Alyssa wondered, looking at me hopefully.
Could I do it? Could I move out of my parents' house and live with my sister? No safety net, just Suzie out on her own? Shit, shit, shit! Breathe. Don't panic, don't panic. I took a few cleansing breaths as I reminded myself that nothing was happening. I could do it, just not then.
"I'm not ready, Aly." I mumbled sadly.
"Okay." she replied, giving me a sad smile. "No pressure. I know you'll do things when you're ready, not before."
"I love you." I whispered, meaning it with all my heart.
"Love ya too, Zee." Alyssa grinned. "You'll always be my favorite person."
~Sunday, October 19th~
"Wake up, lazy butt!" Alyssa's voice cried out as I felt a pillow hit me in the face.
"Ah! What the fuck?" I shouted as the pillow hit me again.
Grabbing my own pillow, I swung wildly, actually managing to hit Alyssa in the shoulder. A pillow fight ensued, but my sister had a huge advantage since she was already sitting up. The fight ended when she straddled me, repeatedly hitting me in the face and chest with her pillow until I surrendered.
"Good, you're up!" Alyssa giggled, looking down at me in triumph.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever." I rolled my eyes and bucked my hips in a futile attempt to dislodge my sister. "Now, get off of me!"
Alyssa winked and leaned in to kiss my forehead before finally letting me get up. We cleaned up the mess we left behind last night, then had some toast for breakfast. Hugging my sister goodbye, I went out to my car and started the drive back home.
I chatted with Mom for a few minutes, and she told me how proud she was of me for getting out of the house more. After giving her a quick hug, I went through my morning routine. Then I grabbed something quick for lunch, put on casual clothes, tossed my bikini and a couple of towels into a bag, and headed to the beach.
It had already met Dave in person, so my anxiety wasn't too bad. Their were usually a lot of people at the beach, but I wasn't too worried since there was plenty of room to spread out. I used the 5-4-3-2-1 method as I parked my car at the section of the beach we had agreed upon.
"Hey, Suzie! You look great!" Dave smiled as he pulled me into a hug.
"Thanks, you too." I replied, kissing his cheek as I hugged him back.
"Want to find a spot on the beach?" he offered as we walked along the sidewalk holding hands.
"Sure!" I agreed before frowning. "Maybe near a changing stall. I need to put my suit on."
"Okay, no problem." Dave nodded, leading us onto the sand.
I went with a pair of black flip flops, since they were easy to wash and meant I didn't have to wear any socks. I was also dressed in jean shorts and a cute spaghetti-strap top. My long raven locks were pulled back in a functional ponytail.
Dave waited outside the changing stalls, since he was already in his bathing suit. He had brought dry clothes to change into after, but he was fine for the time being. I quickly got naked and slipped into my white bikini. I loved the blue, green, and purple polka dots on it. So cute!
"Wow." Dave whispered when I stepped into the California sun.
"You're drooling." I teased, walking up to him and placing two fingers beneath his chin so I could close his mouth.
"I was not!" he laughed. "And even if I was, who could blame me? You look amazing!"
"I knew you only invited me to the beach so you cold see me in a bikini!" I accused, a huge grin on my face.
"Not my fault you look amazing in anything." Dave shrugged helplessly.
"Nice save." I rolled my eyes and smirked. "I guess that earned you a kiss."
Standing up on my toes, I pecked Dave's lips. As I went to pull away, he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me to him. Our lips meant again, and I moaned softly into his mouth as we kissed for almost a minute, lost in our own world.
"Suzie." he whispered softly, one of his hand was on my lower back, the other on my bare shoulder.
"Mm, down boy!" I giggled, playfully pushing him away.
"Your fault for being so damn beautiful." Dave countered.
Feeling cheeky, I stuck out my tongue before spinning around and sashaying along the beach. I had no doubt that Dave was checking out my ass as I walked. No more anxiety. I was comfortable with him. Very comfortable in fact. I felt safe.
We picked a nice spot and placed our beach towels down in the sand. Dave took his shirt off, and I made a show of licking my lips when his bare chest came into view. In response, Dave attempted to flex, which only really succeeded in making me burst out laughing.
"You know I'm sexy!" he insisted, raising his fist as he showed off his bicep.
"I have no idea what you're talking about." I rolled my eyes before pointedly looking away.
"Liar!" he challenged, leaning forward and offering me his raised bicep.
"Let me see." I said coyly as I placed my hand on his arm and lightly squeezed. Then I shrugged. "Not bad, I guess."
"Best I can hope for, I suppose!" Dave laughed. "Anyway, what did you wanna do first?"
"How about we lay down and get some sun?" I offered. I didn't tan very often, it sounded nice.
"You sure you won't burst into flames?" he asked playfully.
"Oh, shut up, you." I retorted. Yeah, yeah, I had light skin. Whatever.
Dave and I lay next to each other on our beach towels. I was on my back, the sun beating down on my light skin. It felt nice. It felt really nice, actually. A small smile tugged at my lips when Dave reached over and took my hand, lacing our fingers.
After awhile, we sat up and enjoyed the view of the ocean. The waves crashing onto the shore, the seagulls flying overhead; it was all very nice. People were all around us, bare chested guys and girls in bikinis. One woman walking by in a green bikini had boobs even bigger than mine. Her back must constantly ache.
"What do you think of her?" I asked Dave, pointing at giant-tits-girl.
"I only have eyes for you, Babe." he replied smoothly as he scooted closer to me and wrapped an arm around my shoulders.
"C'mon, be serious." I snorted.
"I'm being completely serious." he insisted, squeezing my upper arm.
"You don't wish my boobs were that big?" I asked playfully.
"Suzie, your breasts are perfect." Dave said sincerely. His eyes were locked on my bikini-clad melons, and I definitely couldn't blame him for looking. I did bring it up. "You know you do have bigger boobs than most women."
"I do, but they could still be bigger." I pointed out as I shook my chest slightly for his viewing pleasure.
"Sure, they could," he shrugged. "but don't you think it's possible for boobs to be too big?"
"I never thought of that." I scrunched up my nose. "I always just assumed bigger is better."
"It isn't." Dave insisted. "Yours are perfect. They're exactly the right size for your frame."
"Well, thanks!" I giggled.
We lay back down and continued to enjoy the sun. Eventually, we ended up cuddling on the same towel. With my arm around him, my breasts pressed against his chest as I slowly ran my foot along his calf. He leaned down and kissed the top of my head, making me coo happily.
"Wanna go for a swim?" he suggested.
"Sure!" I answered.
Dave stood up and offered me his hands so he could help me to my feet. I adjusted my ponytail, made sure my boobs were properly situated in my top, and slipped my hand into his. The sand was warm and soft between my toes as Dave and I made our way down to the blue water.
Splashing around in the shallows with Dave was so much fun! Both of us were laughing as we ran along the beach, water kicking up around our feet and small waves hitting us. Spinning around, I threw my arms around him, hugging him tightly as I planted a big, wet kiss on him.
"Are you trying to turn me on?" he asked after I broke our kiss.
"Mm, maybe." I shrugged, my hands gripping the back of his neck.
Tilting my head to the side, I gave him a quick smile before releasing him and rushing out into deeper water. Dave followed, calling my name as he laughed. Soon, the water reached my knees, and I could no longer run. Instead, I dove forward and started swimming further out.
Standing up, I stood in waist deep water as I spun around to face Dave. When he caught up with me, I placed my hands on his shoulders and leaned up to peck his lips. With a playful grin, I twirled us around until my back was against the shore.
"What are you up to?" he wondered with a raised eyebrow.
I didn't respond with words. Instead, I glanced around and made sure that no one could see us. Then I grabbed my bikini cups, pulling them aside and exposing my hard, pink nipples. Dave let out a breath, his eyes locked on my chest as I squeezed my big boobs together.
"That's enough for now." I said primly as I put my tits back in my bikini top.
"Do you like teasing me?" Dave smirked, looking into my blue eyes.
"Aw, does someone have blue balls?" I inquired with a sad pout.
"A little." he grimaced, obviously trying to look as sad and pathetic as possible.
"Too bad, so sad!" I sang as I splayed my arms out and allowed myself to fall backward, landing in the water with a big splash.
I soon surfaced, my hair soaking wet while droplets of water dotted my skin. Dave and I kissed again. I slid my tongue into his mouth, moaning softly. I was being so confident, I loved it! However, I did pull back when Dave suddenly slipped his hand into my top and squeezed my large breast.
"Got you!" he laughed as I jumped back.
"Naughty!" I accused.
"You know it!" Dave nodded.
We swam for a little while longer before deciding to go back to our towels. Dave and I lay in the sun, allowing its warmth to slowly dry our bodies. I think I actually fell asleep for a few minutes, and Dave was watching me when I woke up. He had a smile of contentment on his face.
"What?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Nothing. I just like watching you." he explained.
"You're cute.' I giggled.
"Not as cute as you." Dave replied.
"Thanks." I smiled.
"Do you wanna grab dinner?" he offered. "I know you have to work tomorrow, but we shouldn't be too late."
"I'd like that." I agreed.
The two of us gathered up our things and stepped onto the cement. We took turns standing under the public shower head in our suits to wash the sand off of our bodies. Yeah, he was checking me out as water ran down my boobs and along my flat stomach. I was okay with it.
"See you in a minute." Dave smiled as he opened one of the changing stalls.
"How about you see me now?" I suggested, glancing around to make sure no one was watching. There were a few people around, but no one was looking our way.
"What do you mean?" he frowned in confusion.
"This." I stated simply. Taking one last quick look around, I shoved Dave into the stall, following him in.
Dave barely had time to hiss my name before I had the stall door locked and my tongue in his mouth. My warm, barely-clothed body pressed against his and immediately overwhelmed any resistance. He pulled me close, kissing me fiercely.
The stall was not very big, but we made it work. I gripped his bicep tightly, loving the feel of his hard muscle beneath my fingers as we kissed. Dave reached down and grabbed two handfuls of my perky butt cheeks, pulling me tight against him while I panted into his mouth.
"I felt bad about giving you blue balls earlier." I whispered as I began kissing down his neck, my hands exploring his frame.
"No need to feel bad." he replied. "Aren't you worried we'll get caught?"
"Were you worried when you fucked a girl in a stall just like this?" I wondered in between planting kisses all over his chest. My fingers were caressing the skin of his chest and abdomen.
"A little." he admitted, his hands lightly gripping my upper arms. "It was worth it."
"So," I began, leaning down to kiss along his stomach, "how about I make this worth it?"
"Okay." he nodded, his body shivering slightly in anticipation, his hands on my shoulders, lightly applying pressure, encouraging me to go down.
"Just don't scream when you cum." I winked as I sank to my knees.
My eyes never left his as my fingers gripped the edges of his swim trunks. Dave was gazing down at me, his lust written all over his face, his breathing heavy. I gave him a sexy smile as I yanked his bathing suit down to his ankles, allowing his erection to stand at full attention.
I licked my lips, looking up at Dave as my hand grasped his hardness. After stroking him several times, I finally had to break eye contact so that I could admire his throbbing manhood. Deciding to tease him, I held his shaft as I seductively licked one side, then the other. I loved the taste of his skin, and I felt myself getting wet.
"Fuck, that feels good." he gasped, and I could feel his hands shake on my shoulders.
"Like that?" I cooed. "You'll love this!"
With a sexy growl, I pounced. Latching on to his tip, I sucked hard as my tongue began to rapidly circle around his mushroom head. One of his hands rested on the top of my head as I started to take more and more of him between my lips. His other hand slipped into my bikini top so he could play with my tits.
Like always, I couldn't deep throat. At least I was able to slide my lips down far enough to take most of him. I used every technique I had practiced; I slurped and moaned loudly, I sucked hard, I lashed the sensitive underside of his dick with my tongue. I gave enthusiastic head.
"Get your tits out." Dave instructed as he pulled his hand out of my bikini so he could grip my head in both hands.
I nodded, humming around his penis as I reached into my bikini top and pulled my boobs out of the cups. My blue eyes looked up at him seductively, and I could see him watching me. I had no doubt that my cock-filled mouth and dangling tits made for a spectacular view.
For the next several minutes, I bobbed my head back and forth, my ponytail flailing as I sucked dick. Dave kept his hands on my head, lightly encouraging me to suck him faster. My lips glided along his pole, and I could feel how soaked it was with my spit. That gave me an idea.
Now was the perfect time to complete another act. No, two more acts! Slipping my mouth off of Dave, I lifted his erection so I could lick him from base to tip. Then I sat up, lifting my ass off my heels as I raised my body and got my chest level with his crotch.
"What are you doing?" he asked with wide eyes.
"What? Never heard of a titty-fuck before?" I replied, giving him an inquisitive look.
Dave wisely shut up as I placed his erection in the valley between my huge, pillow-like breasts. With my hands on my chest, I wrapped my boobs around Dave's penis. He sucked in a breath as he felt his manhood being enveloped by tit-flesh.
"Damn, this is sexy as hell!" Dave commented as he looked down at me, his cock between my fun bags.
"When you cum," I began as I slid my breasts along his cock while looking up at him with a sexy pout, "I want you to spray my tits, okay?"
"I can do that." he nodded rapidly.
Using his arms to brace himself in the changing stall, Dave began to lightly buck his hips, allowing his manhood to push between my breasts. I finally tore my eyes away from his as I looked down and sexily spit on my breasts and his cock, adding to the lubrication.
"You like my big titties, hm?" I cooed up at him, my eyes sparkling. My pussy was once more overriding my nerves, allowing me to fully give in to my desires.
"Fuck, I love your tits, Suzie." he groaned, his hips working faster. We weren't talking very loudly, but I knew there was a chance someone heard us.
"Are you gonna cum for me?" I husked before leaning down and licking his tip as it emerged from my cleavage. "I want your cum. I want it all!"
"Keep going." Dave gasped, his thrusts between my boobs growing more erratic. "I'm close! Keep going!"
"You're so hard, Baby! I love your cock!" I moaned in a wanton voice. "You're making me so wet. Please, cum on me. I want you to cum on me. Please cum!"
"Hold your tits together!" he ordered as he pulled his cock out from between my breasts.
I squished my big boobies together, forming a beautiful target for Dave to aim at. He began stroking himself rapidly, his eyes locked on my face, on my tits, on my entire being. My mouth was hanging open as I panted heavily, my body shivering with excitement, with desire.
Dave made a wheezing sound, his abs clenching as the first jet of hot semen splattered up my cleavage and curled around my neck. He managed to aim lower with the second blast, allowing it to land entirely on my breasts. My body shuddered, a tiny orgasm hitting me as I felt sticky cum dangling from my hard nipple. With a final shudder, the last few drops leaked out of his tip.
Leaning forward, I slurped him into my mouth so that I could get every last drop. Thick sperm was between my fingers as I continued to hold my breasts together. Then I pulled back and lifted my tit to my mouth so that I could suck cum from my own nipple.
"Mm." I cooed happily as I nursed from my own breast.
"You're amazing, Suzie." he said, his voice full of sincerity as he watched me.
"Nah, I just love your cum." I giggled as I started sucking the gooey man stuff from my fingers.
Once most of his cum was gone, I took some tissues out of my bag to clean up my breasts and get the last remains of his load from my hands. I decided that I did like cum on my boobs, it was really hot. Overall, it would probably be easier, and tastier, to just take it in the mouth. I was definitely up for it again, though! He felt so good, throbbing between my large breasts.
Dave and I then faced an entirely new challenge; two people getting dressed in a small changing stall. It was not easy. We bumped into each other quite a few times. It didn't help that my shyness was back, causing me to turn away from him when I got fully naked. I have to admit, I did like it when he playfully swatted my bum.
Not one person said anything as we left, but I could still feel their eyes on me. Every person who looked my way had to notice my bright red face, had to know that just moments before I had a penis between my breasts. In my mind, the impression left on me felt like a brand, one hotter than even his cum. Dave seemed to pay no attention to the looks we were getting. How could he not notice that every person knew what we had just done?
I was barely listening to Dave, I just nodded and agreed with his suggestion for dinner. As we held hands and walked down the street, I felt anxiety clawing at my insides once again. In the heat of things, I really did turn into a different person. I always had the body of a temptress, but when I was turned on enough, I also had the mouth of a sailor. It was only when the lust had died down that I was once again filled with worry about what everyone around me must think of what I looked like, of what I'd done.



We didn't head back to our cars. The diner that Dave had suggested was within walking distance. He was beaming, chatting away happily as I tried to relax. I had just begged this man for cum. How could he be so calm right now? Fuck, I needed to get a handle on this. I've sucked dick, I've been eaten out. I was not a child any longer.
"You okay?" Dave asked as we approached the restaurant.
"Yeah, just thinking. Sorry." I smiled softly.
"No need to be nervous." he assured me, reading me perfectly as he gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. "You're safe with me, Suzie."
"I know." I replied, leaning over to kiss his cheek. "Now, let's go eat!"
I did feel slightly better when the hostess showed us to our table. The anxiety was still there, but it was manageable. I'd be able to eat just fine. I was even impressed at how well Dave could read my moods. Him being my first was starting to seem more and more likely.
Sure, he didn't make my heart race in the way Henry or Steven did, but he was still a great guy. He was cute, smart, funny. I enjoyed being around him, I even felt safe when I was with him. That was enough, right? Yes, it had to be enough.
Dave paid for dinner, then the two of us walked back to our cars. Before saying goodnight, we exchanged a very nice kiss. No tongue, no burning passion, just a nice kiss that made me feel just how much this guy liked me. It was nice to have someone care about me so much. Someone other than family, I mean. That was new to me.
"When can I see you again?" he wondered hopefully.
"I'm spending my birthday with my family." I answered. "Then I'm going out with Alyssa. Maybe Sunday?"
"I don't want to wait until next weekend to see you." Dave said, looking at me with affection. "Plus, I need to give you your birthday present."
"You don't have to get me anything!" I giggled.
"Well, too bad, because I did." he smirked.
"Thank you." I whispered.
"Are you available Wednesday after work?" Dave suggested.
"That should be fine." I nodded. "What did you have in mind?"
"My roommate is visiting family for a few days, how about we just hang out at my place? Order food. Watch a movie or something?" he offered. "I'll pick you up and take you home."
Alone in an apartment with a guy. Just the two of us. Would Wednesday be the day Dave took my virginity? Fuck, he didn't even know I was a virgin. I'd tell him. He wouldn't judge me. I had to stop overthinking things and just go with my heart. Or my pussy.
"Sounds perfect, I'm in." I agreed with a smile.
"Great!" Dave grinned before leaning in to kiss me.
We parted ways, and I drove myself back home. Mom and Dad were watching a movie, and Daniel was shut in his room. I greeted my parents, got myself something to drink, and headed to my bedroom for some much needed alone time.
Turning on my television, I let Hospital Doctors in Love play in the background as I looked through my phone. Steven had actually texted me! Holy shit! He just asked how I was doing, so I replied that I was just fine. I also let Dave know I was home safe, and replied to texts from Chris and Ken. All while having a conversation with my sister.
Alyssa: How was your date?
Suzie: Two more acts down!
Alyssa: Awesome! Which ones?
Suzie: Twenty-two: titty fuck. Twenty-three: semen on breasts.
Alyssa: That's my slutty sister!
Suzie: Thanks, I guess.
Alyssa: When are you seeing him again?
Suzie: Wednesday. We're gonna hang out at his place after work.
Alyssa: Wednesday the big day? ;)
Suzie: Maybe...
Alyssa: Really?! That's great! Remember, it's normal if you don't cum the first time.
Suzie: Yeah, I know.
Alyssa: Good. Just make sure you do it a bunch of times!
Suzie: I'll keep that in mind. Whore.
Alyssa: Slut, baby sister. I'm a slut. Just like you. :P
Suzie: I'm going to bed.
Alyssa: Great idea! I haven't used my vibrator in awhile...
Suzie: Goodnight.
Alyssa: Night night, Zee!
Despite saying goodnight, I wasn't planning on going to bed soon. I watched a couple of episodes of HDL before turning off the television and starting my nighttime routine. Then I climbed into bed wearing only my panties. Sleeping with my tits out was new to me, I used to always wear pajamas. Not so much anymore.
Instead of falling asleep, I lay in bed thinking about the events of the day. Dave had gotten a massive orgasm, but my pussy only briefly shuddered. That wasn't fair, now was it? I was gonna have to do something to remedy the situation!
Pulling out my purple dildo, I sucked it until it was nice and wet with my saliva. Instead of taking off my panties, I just pushed the strap aside so I could get access to my pink hole. A loud groan escaped me as I forced the dildo into my steamy sheath. I could feel my labia tightly gripping the rubber sex toy.
As I slid the fake penis in and out of me, I tried to think of Dave on top of me, making love to me. It didn't work too well. I kept having flashes of Steven's face. Or Henry's. Frowning in annoyance, I decided to try changing positions.
I flipped onto all fours, knowing this was the doggystyle position I had seen in so many porn movies. The dildo went back in my pussy, and soon I was moaning loudly. I didn't worry about the face of the man behind me, all that mattered was that a hard dick was slamming into me over and over.
The angle wasn't ideal, since I had to reach between my legs to hold onto my sex toy. Still, it felt fucking great. I was close. Oh, I was so close. My feminine nectar coated the purple dildo as I continued to masturbate with a furious intensity, making my tits jiggle.
"Mm, fuck!" I screeched, biting my lower lip to keep from being too loud as I reached orgasm.
Easing the fake penis out of my body, I fixed the strap of my panties so that I was once again covered. Then I put on a robe and hid the dildo under it so I could take it to the bathroom to wash. Fortunately, I made it back to my room without running into anyone.
Opening the drawer in my bedside table, I put the dildo back inside, right next to the lube I never bothered to use. Fully satisfied, I hopped into bed and got under the covers. Two more sex acts done! Twenty-two: titty-fuck. Twenty-three: semen on breasts. One through seven, nine through twelve, and fourteen through twenty-three were crossed off my list. That was twenty-one out of twenty-five. I was so close!
~Wednesday, October 22nd~
Monday and Tuesday went by quickly. I worked, I read, I watched television. I flirted on my dating apps, while texting with Dave, Ken, and Chris. Alyssa and I texted both days, of course. Surprisingly, I also talked with Steven a couple of times. Remembering how handsome the man was motivated me to take some pictures of myself in the shower to send him. I sent the same shots to Dave. Naughty of me, wasn't it?
Steven repeated his offer to set up a romantic night for me for my first time. I wanted to. Holy shit, did I want to. I just couldn't bring myself to agree. Not then. I was honest with him, and he was very understanding. Lexi and Nicole are so damn lucky!
Dave and I were getting closer. He was just so easy to talk to! Still, part of me was holding back from him. Regardless, we actually had phone sex both Monday and Tuesday night. It was so fucking hot to hear his manly grunts as he came. He said he loved my moans as well.
One more exciting thing happened on Tuesday. After lunch, while I was working, there was a knock at the door. I got up to answer it and discovered that I had been sent flowers! Checking the card, I discovered they were from Dave. I sent him a picture of the roses in a vase, thanking him profusely. No one had ever sent me flowers before. I was so happy.
Wednesday started out normal. Morning text from Dave, morning workout in the home gym. I also made sure that my legs, pussy, and underarms were completely free of any hair. Then I logged in to work and spent the rest of the day transcribing.
Fucking anxiety! My entire body was full of fear as I paced back and forth while waiting for Dave to arrive. I was dressed casually, in jeans and a scoop-necked top. My raven locks framed my pretty face, drawing attention to my high cheekbones. I should have been full of confidence.
Nope. Just afraid that I'd lose my virginity. Afraid of something I want, how fucking ridiculous is that? I just shook my head as I kept pacing. Finally, Dave texted that he was outside. I ran out the door, thankful that Mom didn't insist on meeting him. She had tried, but I pushed back, arguing it was too soon.
"You look amazing as always, Suzie." Dave smiled when I got in the passenger seat of his car.
"You're alright." I giggled and shrugged.
"I'll take it!" he exclaimed as he resumed driving.
"You're easy." I commented, my head facing forward as I gave him the side-eye.
"Easy for you." Dave replied, not missing a beat. "You can have me whenever you want."
"Even right now?" I wondered, turning to him with a raised eyebrow. It was happening again. Suzie was taking a back seat to Zee's lust.
"What are you suggesting?" he asked calmly.
"Hm, I'm not sure?" I frowned, trying to make it look I was thinking hard. Then my face split into an evil grin as I reached over and slid my hands between his legs. "But, I think I have an idea."
"O-oh yeah?" Dave stammered as he began to harden beneath my touch. "What's that?"
"Ever hear of road head, Dave?" I asked, batting my eyelashes innocently as I continued to rub his bulge.
"Isn't that kinda dangerous?" he wondered nervously.
"You're a good driver, I'm sure we'll be fine." I shrugged, unbuckling my seat belt. "I don't have to suck your dick if you don't want me to..."
"No, no!" Dave insisted as he quickly took off his own seat belt. "I'll focus on the road."
"Okay then, stop complaining." I shook my head in exasperation as both my hands worked the button of his jeans.
Dave lifted his butt off the seat and helped me pull his pants and boxers down. Soon, his bottoms were around his knees as his hard dick pointed straight up, begging me for attention. It had nothing to worry about, I was more than happy to give the gorgeous sex organ all the love and affection it could ever want.
Channeling my inner Alyssa, I leaned over and lowered my head into Dave's lap. I heard a sharp intake of breath as my little mouth surrounded the top two inches of his penis with its steamy warmth. There was only one thing to do at that point; I started sucking.
Keeping one hand on the steering wheel, Dave rested one hand on my head, burying his fingers in my dark hair as my head moved up and down in his lap. My large breasts were squished against his thigh, and I could feel my pussy start to dampen. Breathing through my nose, I took him as deep as I could on each down stroke, my cheeks caving in with the intensity of my sucking.
"I love your mouth, Suzie." he whispered softly.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moaned, his thickness stretching my lips.
A couple minutes into the blowjob, Dave's hand started exploring. He tried to grab my tits, but he couldn't really get his hand under me. Instead, he had to content himself to sliding his hand down my side and cupping my bum. I was sure we were both thinking of one of our previous encounters when he lifted his hand and spanked me.
I groaned around his thickness, drool running freely from my lips as I squirmed in my seat. Thankfully, Dave got the message. He hit my butt again. I squeaked around the man meat in my mouth. Sadly, he had to concentrate on driving. As a result, his hand was soon resting on my head again, encouraging me to continue performing fellatio.
"Gonna cum, Suzie." Dave warned quickly.
My lips flew up and down his shaft as I made high-pitched moaning noises. Noises of desire, of longing. I could tell my pussy was absolutely soaked, and I was giving Dave the best blowjob I knew how. It was obvious from his rapid breathing that I was about to get my reward.
Dave let out a long, loud grunt as he bucked his hips. Warm semen flooded my willing mouth, making me cough slightly. It really was a miracle we didn't crash, but I wasn't the slightest bit concerned, my reason overwhelmed by wonderful smell and taste of sperm. Dave was panting heavily as his cock spit out wave after wave of gooey cum. I didn't swallow, not then. Instead, I collected every drop I could in my cheeks.
I didn't pull off him when he finished cumming. My head stayed in his lap as I kept sucking on his softening dick. Using my tongue, I swirled his cum around my mouth, the sticky fluid attaching to the roof of my mouth, my cheeks, and his shaft.
"Enough, enough!" he hissed, grabbing a handful of my hair and yanking me off his over-sensitive cock head.
Finally, I sat up. A big smile was on my face as I turned to look at Dave. He was facing the road, trying to focus on not getting us killed. However, he had to look over when I gaped my mouth and showed him that I had saved all his yummy cream.
He managed to look back at the road in time to keep from swerving onto the sidewalk, but it was a near miss. I just closed my mouth and swallowed twice, shivering in my seat as I felt man stuff slide down my throat and into my belly.
"So, this is where you live?" I asked five minutes later when Dave parked the car outside a nice apartment building.
"Yeah, there are a lot of college students who have a place here." he answered. "With how expensive campus housing is, you don't save much by living in the dorms. This way, I get my own bedroom."
"I just lived at home through college." I mumbled, feeling some sadness that I had missed out on the college experience. It was my own fault. I could have lived in the dorms, I was cured by then. I was just a coward. Suzie the scared, little girl.
"Nothing wrong with that." Dave smiled at me. "You saved a lot of money that way."
"I guess..." I trailed off.
"Hey, don't be so hard on yourself." he told me, once again showing how well he has gotten to know me. "You had been sick your entire life at that point, a college dorm would have been a huge change."
"Still, I could have tried." I reasoned.
"Maybe, but you can't change that now." Dave stated firmly. "Look what you just did. Giving road head was very adventurous! Not at all shy or cowardly."
"That's true." I smirked. "Worked out for you, too."
"It definitely did!" he laughed. "Now, c'mon, let's go inside."
Dave had a really nice apartment. It was bigger than Alyssa's, which made sense since Dave had a roommate. He had definitely decorated on a budget; the furniture was clearly secondhand, and there wasn't much in the way of decorations. The huge flat screen did take up a good portion of the wall, though. Of course, that's where he spent his money.
"I like your apartment." I told him as I noticed they also had a lot of books. No bookshelves. Just books stacked in piles all over the place.
"Thanks!" Dave said. "I know it's not much, but it's all we really need."
"I see you chose to buy that huge television instead of some bookshelves." I teased as I picked up a really thick brown book I found on a table.
"You know I love video games. They tend to take away from time I'm supposed to spend on my thesis." he admitted sheepishly.
"What's a table of integrals?" I asked, looking at the book in my hand.
"Integrals are taught in calculus." Dave answered. "They can be interpreted as an area. If you want to know the area under a curve, you use an integral."
"The area under a curve?" I inquired, looking at him with a frown. Were we still speaking English?
"Yup!" he smiled, seemingly oblivious to the fact that I had no clue what he was talking about. "Anyway, some integrals take a really long time to solve. So, if you're solving differential equations, which may have multiple, you can just look up common solutions in a table to save time."
"It saves time when doing math. Got it." I nodded as I set the book back down.
"Right!" Dave laughed. "Anyway, do you wanna order food?"
"Sure. I'm getting hungry." I agreed.
We agreed on a local place that delivered, and Dave placed our order on his phone. Then he grabbed us each a drink before leading me over to the couch. I sat down while Dave turned the television on and started up a popular streaming service.
"What kind of shows do you like?" he wondered, the remote in his hand.
"How do you feel about Hospital Doctors in Love?" I suggested with a playful grin.
"Uh, no thanks." Dave winced, looking like I had just requested he eat dog shit. "Planet Trek Wars?"
"Ah, nope!" I giggled before blowing a raspberry.
"Do you like scary movies?" he asked hopefully.
"Sure." I nodded.
"Perfect." Dave said as he stood up and handed me the remote. "Put one on. I'll be right back."
I looked up horror movies and started scrolling through them as Dave disappeared into his bedroom. There were a few good options, but I ultimately chose the first movie in a popular series. It was more slasher than horror, but I was sure we'd both enjoy it.
"What is that?" I asked with wide eyes as Dave returned with a small wrapped box.
"It's your present, duh!" he laughed, sitting down on the couch and handing me the square package. It was wrapped in shiny blue paper with happy birthday written on it in gold.
"You really didn't have to." I protested weakly as I held the present in both hands.
"Okay, I'll take it back then." Dave shrugged, reaching for the gift.
"No, it's mine!" I snapped, pulling it away from him and sticking out my tongue.
"Go on, then, open it!" he encouraged, gesturing at me with his hands.
With shaking hands, I began to unwrap my birthday present. A wide, black jewelry case soon came into view. I frowned in confusion as I opened the box and gasped. It was a beautiful silver necklace with an ornate S charm. For Suzie! Aw! I loved it.
"I love it! Thank you, thank you, thank you!" I gushed, bouncing in my seat as I held up the necklace.
"Do you really like it? I can always return it." he offered.
"We're not returning it, it's perfect!" I exclaimed, handing him the necklace. "Put it on me, put it on me!"
I turned on the couch, showing Dave my back as I brushed my long hair over my chest and out of the way. He put the necklace around me, the charm resting just above my breasts. I lifted my hair so that he could fasten it in place. Then I spun around and planted a big kiss on his lips.
We kept kissing. I don't know for how long, but Dave's phone going off brought us back to reality. Our food was here. Shit. I was really getting wet. Oh, well. Anticipation should build up, making the payoff even better.
Dave got our food and brought it over to the couch while I started the movie. Then we ate. The food was fine, it was just cheap takeout. I was more focused on my simmering lust, which was patiently waiting for its chance to act.
"Are you finished?" I inquired a few minutes later.
"Yes." Dave nodded.
"Good." I said right before I grabbed his face and pressed my lips against his.
"What about the movie?" he asked between smooches. His arms were around me, holding me close.
"Fuck the movie!" I hissed, fire in my eyes. "Your bedroom. Now!"
"Yes, ma'am!" Dave laughed.
His bedroom was pretty simple. There was a smaller television mounted on the wall, as well as a large dresser. He also had a computer desk and a bedside table. I was most interested in the bed. Was this going to be it? The night. I didn't know. I tried not to think, I just acted. I had acts to perform, after all.
I kicked off my shoes before pulling off my socks. At my urging, Dave did the same. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him in for a kiss. As we made out, I once again started to overthink. However, I fell back on my acts to make me feel in control. There was still others I had to do before intercourse. One of them required quite a bit of confidence. Confidence, and a feeling of safety with the person. I was ready. This would be the first step.



"Sit on the bed." I ordered firmly.
"Sure." he nodded, sitting down on the edge of the bed with his feet on the floor.
Don't think. Act. I took a few cleansing breaths as I pulled out my phone and started some music. Setting my phone on his bedside table, I backed up until I was in the center of the room, facing Dave. He looked at me in confusion, obviously unsure of where I was going with this.
I started to dance, swaying sensually to the music as I ran my hands down my sides seductively. Blowing Dave a kiss, I spun around and looked over my shoulder as I slapped my jean-clad ass. Then I turned to face him again, leaning forward to give him a good look down my shirt.
"Does my tight, little body turn you on, Baby?" I husked as I grabbed my boobs from outside my top.
"Yes!" he groaned, looking at me with pure lust. "You're so fucking sexy, Suzie."
Lifting my shirt, I smiled as I revealed my flat stomach and cute, little belly button. Giving Dave a teasing wink, I dropped my shirt over my tummy again before spinning around a couple of times. With no idea how to make it sexy, I decided to just do it; I whipped my shirt off over my head, revealing my light blue bra.
My heart was still racing, but my anxiety was completely gone. No fear, just lust. Pure lust, which was begging to be unleashed. I could feel it in every cell of my body. My nipples were hard, my pussy was soaked, and my body was practically trembling as I danced.
I showed Dave my back once again as I unbuttoned my jeans. Bending forward, I slid my jeans down my legs, letting him see the matching light blue lace panties covering my cute, little bottom. Kicking my jeans off, I faced Dave as I continued to sway to the music, feeling the beats resonate with my motions.
"Wanna see more, hm?" I asked after another minute of dancing around in my underwear.
"I do." Dave smirked and nodded. His bulge showed me he was rock hard for me. "Take off your bra for me."
Reaching behind my back, I seductively licked my lips as I unhooked my bra. My deep blue eyes stayed locked on Dave's face while I slid first one, then the other bra strap off my shoulders. Pulling my arms through the straps, my bra was held up only by my hand.
Feeling cheeky, I turned around yet again, my bark hair falling in a curtain down my bare back as I let my bra fall to the floor. Dave laughed when I faced him, my hands on my boobs, concealing my nipples. Tit-flesh bulged around my fingers as I squeezed my massive breasts.
It was time. Number thirteen: give a lap dance. Approaching Dave, I released my boobs, showing him my nipples as I climbed up into his lap. Or rather, I attempted to climb into his lap. I managed to get my knees on either side of him, so I mostly succeeded. However, I stumbled a bit and actually smacked him in the face with my right titty.
"Sorry!" I blushed as I reached up to brush my long hair back behind my ears.
"What for?" he grinned. "Feel free to do that whenever you want!"
"Oh, shut up, you." I rolled my eyes, placing my hands on his shoulders.
One fact quickly became apparent. I had absolutely no coordination. Sure, I could sway to music and take my clothes off, who couldn't? However, I did not have the slightest idea how to give a lap dance. It turned out to be much, much harder than I thought it would be.
I did manage to grind my crotch down against his bulge, stimulating his hardness. That was something. Still, every movement of mine was jerky instead of smooth. I felt so uncoordinated, I was thinking too much about every gyration and how it would look. So, I did the only thing that made sense. I grabbed the back of Dave's head and shoved my tits in his face.
He had nothing to complain about. I tossed back my head and moaned as Dave attacked my breasts. His hands gripped my pantie-clad ass as he slobbered all over my boobs. I made the sexiest noises I could as I ground against his bulge while Dave sucked on my pink nipple.
Despite my obvious lack of skill and grace, I could tell Dave was enjoying himself. When the next song ended, I got out of his lap and straddled him with my back facing him. He squeezed my boobs as my butt rotated, pressing down against his erection.
I had never been so exposed, it was exhilarating! My feelings about the lap dance itself were still mixed, but the way Dave had full access to my body was such a turn on! Anxiety? Never heard of it! I was Zee, and I could do anything!
A couple minutes later, I was facing Dave again, attempting to undulate in his lap while he kept his face buried in my cleavage. His hands squeezed me, thumbs caressing my boobs as I moaned and panted. Finally, I shuddered in his lap. A loud grunt escaped my lips as I pressed my crotch down against his bulge, the stimulation making me cum.
Dave lifted his head from my chest, his eyes boring into mine. Then we were kissing, my hands cupping his face while his beard tickled my fingers. He lay back, pulling me on top of him. My tits were swinging, nipples scraping against his shirt as we made out.
Our tongues were wrestling, hands exploring each others bodies. Suddenly, Dave hugged me tight against him, rolling us over so that he could get on top. That was fine by me! I hooked my legs around his calves as we resumed our grinding.
I pulled Dave's shirt out of his pants, sliding it up his body. He knew what I wanted, so he sat up and discarded his shirt, tossing it somewhere on the floor. Then he was back on top of me, my nipples pressing into his bare chest as we kept kissing.
"Are you on the pill?" Dave asked against my lips. "I have a condom if we need one."
I froze. No, really. I completely froze. My entire body went rigid beneath his, my heart beating so fast I could have sworn that I heard it pounding in my ears. It only took Dave a few seconds to realize that something was wrong. He pulled away from my lips, looking down at me with concern.
"Suzie? Suzie, what's wrong?" he wondered, his eyes searching my face, trying to figure out my secrets.
I couldn't tell him my secrets, because I didn't know them myself. Dave and I really liked each other, I was comfortable being practically naked beneath him, I'd sucked his dick. Losing my virginity was even my plan. There was no reason not to go all the way. So, why couldn't I?
"I, um, I..." I trailed off, my voice raspy.
"What is it?" Dave frowned, clearly unsure of what to do.
"I'm a virgin!" I wailed, tears forming in my eyes.
"You are?" he looked shocked. "Really?"
"Yes, really!" I snapped, pushing him off of me.
Dave rolled off my body and I turned onto my side, away from him. Crossing my arms over my chest to protect my breasts, I curled up into a little ball. Sobs wracked my body, and I flinched when Dave placed his hand on my bare shoulder. I knew the music was still playing, but I couldn't hear. No, wait. Dave had turned the music off.
"I'm sorry if I pressured you." Dave said, and I felt his body settle in behind mine, his arm wrapping around me, holding me close.
"You didn't." I whispered right before letting out a nervous laugh. "With how much I told you about my anxiety, I'm surprised you didn't figure it out."
"I kind of figured you were inexperienced." he explained. "I even thought you might be a virgin at one point, but then you asked me to do that thing. You know, with my finger."
"Asking for a finger up my bum proved to you that I wasn't a virgin?" I wondered. "How does that make sense?"
"It just didn't seem like something an inexperienced woman would ask for." Dave shrugged.
"I watch porn. I know some things." I giggled. Despite myself, I found Dave's soft voice comforting. My body was slowly uncurling, allowing him to hold me even tighter.
"Fair enough." he stated. "Do you want me to take you home?"
"No." I sighed. "I want to tell you about my acts."
"Acts?" Dave looked confused as he leaned down to kiss the top of my head.
"To overcome my anxiety and actually learn to live in the moment, I made a list of twenty-five acts that I was gonna do, starting on the first, and ending on my birthday." I confided in Dave, finally starting to really let him in. "Blowjob, handjob, get fingered. Stuff like that. It's what gave me the idea for the lap dance. The final act is to lose my virginity."
"What gave you that idea?" he followed up with. He didn't seem to be judging me, he seemed genuinely curious.
"Just that I was gonna be twenty-five on the twenty-fifth." I shrugged. "It made sense in my head. It made me feel like I could control everything. That's a big part of anxiety, the fear of things being out of your control. If you're not in control, anything could happen. So, you start assuming all the worst-case scenarios."
"That makes sense." he responded. "Thank you for being comfortable enough to tell me."
"You're welcome." I whispered before turning around in his arms until I was looking up into his brown eyes. "Dave?"
"Yes, Suzie?" Dave asked.
"I'd like to try another act with you, if you'd be willing?" I swallowed weakly. I wasn't ready for intercourse, my recent reaction proved that. Maybe I could do this, though.
"What act is that?" he leaned forward, his lips lightly brushing mine.
"Number twenty-four: sixty-nine." I answered in a small voice.
"I've wanted to taste you for awhile." Dave commented with a smirk.
"Then lose the pants so we can get started!" I giggled, reaching up to wipe away my tears.
Maybe I was an idiot. I was just crying my eyes out, terrified of being touched. Moments later, I was preparing to shove my pussy in a guy's face while sucking his dick. Anxiety. Fine one minute, not fine the next. Whatever. Either way, I was sure I was ready for this. Besides, I could use a good orgasm.
Dave lay flat on his back as he lifted his ass and pushed his pants and boxers down. Within seconds, he was completely naked, his cock hard as he stroked it while watching me. I blushed as I removed my panties and threw them on the floor. For the first time, I was completely naked with someone.
I decided to take charge. I knee-walked up the bed until I was by Dave's head. Then I threw one leg over him so that I could straddle him, facing his feet. A nervous breath escaped me as I realized Dave could look straight up and get a perfect view of my little, pink pussy.
Before I could chicken out, I lowered myself down as Dave gripped my thighs. I could tell he was lifting his head. Then I let out a long gasp as I felt his tongue make contact with my labia. The first lick was followed by a second, where he made sure to actually push his tongue inside me.
My instinct was to just relax and enjoy the tongue on my pussy. However, this was a sixty-nine, which meant I had a job to do. Being careful not to lose my balance, I leaned forward, my breasts dangling from my chest and lightly swinging as I got into position. With one elbow on the bed for balance, I grasped Dave's erection with my other hand and directed it toward my open mouth.
He groaned against my pussy as I began sliding my lips down his length. My tongue lashed his salty skin, my cheeks caving in as I started sucking. Dave gripped my butt cheeks, spreading me open while his tongue proved my most intimate space.
I had made a lot of discoveries this month. A love for sucking dick and swallowing cum was one of them. Another was getting eaten out; Steven had been fucking amazing with his tongue. Sadly, I had just now discovered that sucking dick and eating pussy at the same time wasn't as great.
My head bobbed up and down, my eyes scrunched shut as I tried my hardest to focus on my task. The problem? How the fuck was I supposed to focus on sucking dick while I had someone's face buried in my twat?
I kept having to stop sucking as my body trembled with pleasure. Loud moans and pants escaped my lips, and I was barely able to keep up a rhythm. Giving head was made even harder when Dave's tongue finally found my clit.
My back arched, my tits swaying as I screeched around Dave's manhood. He didn't let up. No, he chose to keep circling my clit with his tongue. Then he took my little love button between my lips and started sucking on it. Victory was his.
"Oh, fuck! I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I pulled off his cock to screech. My face was right up against his dick as I tried to stroke him through my orgasm.
Dave escalated by pushing two fingers into my body. I came again as he fingered me while licking my clit. He still didn't stop. My second orgasm started to die down, making way for the third to crash into me, making me see stars.
Despite Dave not letting up, I was able to regain some control at the end of my third orgasm. Taking him back in my mouth, I started bobbing my head as fast as I could. My hand reached between his legs so I could start massaging his balls.
We went at it for another thirty seconds or so. Then it happened. I started cumming again. I couldn't believe it, but it was happening. Half of Dave's penis was in my mouth when I started screaming. The intensity of the situation must have been too much for him, because he bucked his hips and promptly ejaculated.
For someone who recently gave their first blowjob, I hated wasting cum. Sadly, it couldn't be helped. I couldn't swallow. I was too busy gasping and groaning in the throes of my orgasm. Cum gushed from between my lips, running down Dave's cock to coat my hand and his balls.
I rolled off Dave and lay on my back, panting heavily. My sweaty breasts rose and fell as I struggled to recover. I could feel sticky semen smeared all over my lips and chin. There was more on my hand. At least I managed to swallow what little was left in my mouth.
"You okay, Suzie?" Dave's voice called out.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm okay." I moaned weakly.
I could feel Dave sitting up and doing something with his bedside table. Opening my eyes and lifting my head allowed me watch as he cleaned his penis and balls with a few tissues. Using all of my strength, I was able to sit up as well.
"Do you need some?" he offered.
"Yes, please." I nodded.
Dave handed me some tissues so I could get all his man stuff off of my face and hand. Then he turned to throw out our dirty tissues, showing me his naked ass. The sight made me suddenly very aware of my own nudity. Zee vanished, and shy Suzie returned.
I covered my breasts with one arm as I stood up and hunted around for my panties. With my back to Dave, I stepped into my underwear. Then it was on to find my bra, which ended up being a more difficult challenge. Instead of helping, Dave just watched.
"I thought we could cuddle or something?" he asked.
"I'd like that." I gave him an affectionate smile as I put my bra on, making sure each breast was properly situated.
"Then why are you, you know, getting dressed?" Dave wondered sadly.
"I'm sorry." I mumbled, unable to look directly at him. "I'm just not comfortable with both of us being naked in bed together."
"Oh. Okay." he sighed, and I could tell I'd hurt his feelings.
"We can still cuddle!" I insisted, giving him my best doe-eyed look. "I like it when you hold me."
"I love holding you." Dave whispered, and I could see in his eyes that his feelings for me had only grown. "And, um, well, this might not be the best time, but I can't wait any longer."
"Wait any longer for what?" I frowned, standing in the center of his room in my undies.
"I want us to be exclusive, Suzie." he told me, his voice full of sincerity. "Will you be my girlfriend?"
"Oh!" I gasped, my eyes going wide. I probably should have expected that, but, well, I didn't know shit about relationships. "Um, well..."
"Are you not sure about us?" Dave asked, fear and sadness showing equally on his face, and in his eyes.
"I've never had a boyfriend before." I admitted, doing everything I could to stall.
"You must have thought about it?" he reasoned. "I mean, you're planning to lose your virginity soon, you'd want that to be with someone you really cared about."
"I guess I didn't think about it that way." I said slowly. "The purpose of doing all my acts was to take control of my life, it wasn't really about finding love."
"All your acts..." he mumbled, looking like he was deep in thought. Then his eyes went wide. "Are there other guys?"
"Well..." I trailed off. Shit.
"There are, aren't there?" Dave demanded, the anger in his voice contrasting with the tears in his eyes.
"We aren't exclusive." I pointed out.
"So? Feelings are feelings!" he snapped. "I'm crazy about you, Suzie. I'm not seeing anyone else. How many others are there?"
"I'm not really dating anyone else." I winced, knowing that I was probably making it worse.
"What are you doing? Are you sleeping with random guys when you're out with your sister?" Dave's voice grew louder as the tears began to really flow.
"I'm not sleeping with anyone!" I said loudly. "I told you, I'm a virgin!"
"Then what are you doing when you're out with your sister?" he yelled.
"That's none of your business!" I hissed. It was really weird having this argument while he was naked and I was just in my underwear.
"Just tell me. Please." Dave begged.
"Fine!" I screamed, my hands balled into fists as I stomped my bare foot. "I sucked off two different guys Saturday night. One came in my mouth, the other on my face. Happy?!"
"H-how could you do that?" he asked in a horrified voice.
"Because, it's my fucking body!" I screeched, my face red. "If I was a guy who was out doing whatever I wanted, everyone would tell me I'm a super stud!"
"Not if that guy was seeing someone!" Dave argued, shaking slightly. "No one thinks that's okay!"
"So, I'm supposed to just be yours because you really like me?!" I snapped. "That's not how this fucking works!"
"I think you should leave." he muttered as he deflated, all the anger melting away while the tears flowed down his cheeks.
"Okay, I'll order a ride." I nodded before starting to hunt around the room for the rest of my clothes.
"I can still take you home." Dave offered, stepping into his boxers.
I didn't say anything, I just continued getting dressed. When we were both fully clothed, we wordlessly left his apartment and walked to his car. The drive to my house was equally silent. Awkward silence as anger and guilt made my heart race and palms sweat.
"Do you want the necklace back?" I asked, breaking the silence when we arrived at my house.
"No." he shook his head. "It was a gift."
"Are we still friends?" I followed up with.
"I don't know." Dave answered.
No more words were spoken as I got out of the car and shut the door. He was driving away before I even turned around. Mom asked how my date was, and I lied when I told her it was fine. I just needed her to not pry so I could be alone.
A little while later, I crawled into bed in my panties. My anger melted away as guilt over hurting Dave consumed me. I wasn't ready to think about how badly I screwed up, I just wanted to sleep and forget everything. Replying to Alyssa's text, I told her I was home safe, but I didn't wanna talk about the date right now.
Not that it mattered, but I was another two acts down. Thirteen: give a lap dance. Twenty-four: sixty-nine. Stupid Suzie and her stupid fucking list of acts. Sure, I had completed one through seven and nine through twenty-four, but at what cost?
~Friday, October 24th~
I was a wreck. It took all of my strength just to make it through Thursday. I didn't even go out. Alyssa was annoyed that I refused to talk about my date, I answered my other texts with one word answers, and Dave didn't text me at all. Of course, I was too much of a coward to reach out to him.
Friday was another day I woke up miserable. It took my barely-conscious mind a few seconds to actually remember why. When I did, I let out a long breath, blowing a strand of hair out of my face as I stared at the ceiling.



Well, I couldn't stay in bed all day. Shame. Throwing the covers off my body, I got out of bed and started my morning routine. I barely had the energy to work out, and mostly got through it due to sheer willpower. Only when I was sitting at my desk, ready to start work, did I finally check my phone.
Alyssa: Ready to talk about it?
Suzie: Not really.
Alyssa: Tough titties! I've given you enough space. Spill it.
Suzie: I don't think Dave and I will be seeing each other anymore.
Alyssa: Uh-oh. What happened?
Suzie: He found out I was messing around with other guys.
Alyssa: And he had real feelings for you.
Suzie: Yeah... I'm a bitch.
Alyssa: No, you're not. You weren't exclusive.
Suzie: That was just an excuse! We were seeing each other. I fucked up.
Alyssa: Did you want to be his girlfriend?
Suzie: I don't fucking know! Doesn't matter now, anyway.
Alyssa: I'm sorry, Zee. :(
Suzie: What is wrong with me? Why can't I do anything right?
Alyssa: Nothing's wrong with you. You were spreading your wings. Someone caught feelings.
Suzie: I knew he was jealous. I knew, and I didn't care. Hence, bitch.
Alyssa; You broke your first heart. It sucks, I know. In a way, it's good for you.
Suzie: How?
Alyssa: It's part of growing up, experiencing the world. Feelings get hurt.
Suzie: He shouldn't have assumed we were basically together, but I still I feel terrible.
Alyssa: Because you're a good person. You care about people.
Suzie: A good person doesn't cheat.
Alyssa: You didn't cheat!
Suzie: Dave thinks I did.
Alyssa: Dave couldn't accept that you were keeping things casual. That's on him.
Suzie: I wish I still believed that. I did at first, but now I don't.
Alyssa; Okay, enough! You and me. Dinner. Tonight. No excuses.
Suzie: Fine, I'll meet you.
With a loud sigh, I set my phone down and tried to actually get some work done. I did not do a very good job. I had to listen to the same recording three times to actually comprehend what it said. That was just great. Just fucking great.
My frustration only grew as the morning slowly went on. Every little thing pissed me off and made me want to scream. Finally, just when I logged off for lunch, my phone went off. I picked up the stupid thing, almost ready to throw it when I realized it wasn't Alyssa who was texting me.
Steven: I wanted to wish you a happy birthday, but I don't remember if it's today or tomorrow.
Suzie: It's tomorrow, but thanks! I'll be twenty-five on the twenty-fifth!
Steven: Golden birthday! I'll remember to text you tomorrow.
Suzie: You don't have to! :)
Steven: I want to. How are things for you?
Suzie: Been better, to be honest.
Steven: Sorry to hear that. :( Do you wanna talk about it? I can be a good listener.
Did I want to talk about it? I had fought Alyssa when she tried to pull the information out of me. Maybe talking to Steven would help? I could get a man's perspective on things. It was definitely an idea. Although, I was sick of texting all the time.
Suzie: Maybe I could call you later?
Steven: I can talk now, if that works?
Suzie: Really? Sure!
I had figured Steven was at work, so I was surprised he was able to make time to call me as soon as I asked. I was also shocked that I wasn't feeling any anxiety about talking to him, since he was a guy I was interested in. It was probably because he made me so comfortable. Just like Henry did.
"Hello?" I said into the phone.
"Hey, Suzie." a smooth voice responded. "It's Steven."
"I know, silly!" I giggled. "Sorry for interrupting your work day."
"It's lunch time, so no worries." Steven answered. "Stacey should be okay by herself for a few minutes, at least."
"Oh, who's Stacey?" I inquired in a cute voice. Just hearing this guy was putting me in a better mood.
"She's my assistant." he told me.
"And another hot woman you're boning?" I suggested, amazed by my own boldness.
"A gentleman never tells." Steven laughed.
"That's a yes!" I teased, climbing into bed so I could relax and talk.
"No comment." he replied. "Anyway, what's going on?"
"Well, you remember my list of acts that I told you about?" I asked.
"Sure, I remember." Steven confirmed.
"I was doing things with a few different guys, some I barely even knew. I know, it's slutty, and I can't believe I'm telling you all this, I just feel like you won't judge me and I can talk to you." I rambled on, the words tumbling out of my mouth as I shared way too much with someone I met one time. "Dave was jealous of one of my dates, we never really talked about it after that, but I knew he wanted me all to myself. We never agreed to be exclusive, though! He gave me a really nice birthday present and asked me to be his girlfriend. Then he found out I was messing around with other guys. We yelled at each other, I got mad that he assumed I was his. He asked me to leave and hasn't talked to me since. I'm a cheating bitch!"
My breathing was heavy, and I'm sure Steven could hear me panting into the phone. Tears were forming in my eyes as I lay my head back against the pillow. Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck! What was I gonna do? Dave was a great guy, and I broke his heart.
"First off," he began slowly, after digesting everything I just told him, "I definitely won't judge you. Second, Dave was never your boyfriend. It sounds like he put a lot more of his heart into the relationship than you did."
"Yeah, that seems right." I acknowledged.
"You can't control other people's feelings." Steven insisted. "I know you're feeling some guilt about hurting him, and that just shows you care. Still, you never promised him anything. It sucks that he got hurt, but you can't dwell on it. You can't let it paralyze you. You have to live your life."
Steven was good. He was compassionate and insightful. Even after only meeting once, he understood me. He knew I'd withdraw back into myself and avoid people, avoid living. I was right to feel guilt about hurting Dave, I knew that. I disregarded his feelings and acted as if mine were all that mattered.
Yet, I had to move on. I had to learn from this experience and do better in the future. People got really emotional when it came to their romantic entanglements. I understood that, I screamed at Alyssa out of jealousy over Steven and Henry. Nodding to myself, I promised to always consider other people's feelings.
It also wasn't entirely my fault. Or that's what I tried to convince myself of, at least. I didn't belong to Dave. I never agreed to only see him. Sure, I definitely liked him, but he didn't make my heart race. Still, maybe I led him on?
"Guess I'm staying a virgin for awhile." I giggled, trying to lighten the mood a little bit.
"Does joking mean you're feeling better?" he asked.
"Only partly joking, but yeah, I'm feeling better. Thank you." I replied.
"Glad to hear it!" Steven exclaimed. "You know, my offer still stands."
"Is that so?" I purred into the phone, feeling myself start to get wet as I pictured the sexy man.
"I have references." he pointed out in an amused voice.
"My, someone is confident in his abilities!" I laughed. "How can you be sure the girls will give you glowing recommendations?"
"That's true." Steven admitted. "Maybe they'll tell you I'm a selfish lover and I cum in two thrusts."
"Somehow, I doubt that." I told him. Maybe I just needed a little flirting to bring me out of my funk.
"No pressure, I don't want to make you nervous, just know the offer is there." he stated calmly.
"And you'll be gentle?" I wondered in a coy voice.
"You won't even feel me." Steven vowed in a sincere voice.
I burst out laughing. The phone actually fell out of my hand as I shook with giggles. Soon, tears were running down my cheeks. Was it really that funny? Maybe not, but I had a ton of pent up tension. It felt so fucking good to feel it melt away as I expressed my mirth.
"Thanks for that." I finally said, picking up the phone as my other hand wiped away my tears.
"You're welcome." he chuckled.
"So, how would this work?" I asked between giggles. "Do I just come over to your house and bend over?"
"I think I can prepare something a little nicer than that." Steven replied. "If you want, we can make a full night of it. Nice dinner, candles, music. I'm told I give nice back rubs. We can take things as slow as you'd like. And you can always back out at any time, I won't be upset. If you want me, of course. I know you think I'm cute, but I don't wanna assume you're interested."
"You are cute!" I admitted, a bit smile on my face. "And I think you already know I definitely want you."
My heart was racing. One of the sexiest men I'd ever met wanted me! Me! Suzie! I had to take a second and think. I wanted him, I knew I wanted him. Still, I had to remember to consider people's feelings going forward. He was taken, but his relationship was obviously open, so neither of us would be cheating on anyone. I wanted him, he wanted me, everything was perfect.
So, what was holding me back? I wracked my brain trying to figure it out. Then I knew. It was Dave. I remembered the agony written all over his face when I broke his heart. What if I had sex with Steven and ended up falling in love with him? He was just so damn incredible.
"And I want you." he whispered. "You're beautiful, Suzie."
"Wow. That's... wow." I managed to say, overwhelmed by how compassionate and understanding this man was. "Steven, I'm so grateful. You are just amazing. That's the problem. You're too amazing. From everything Lexi and Nicole have said, not to mention the state you managed to leave my sexy, but slutty sister in. I just, I'm not sure I could do that with you and not fall for you. You're taken, and even if you weren't, I'm just not ready for that kind of situation right now. I'm sorry. I really want to! You seem so perfect. You're incredibly sexy, and you make me feel all tingly. And, and, and now I'm rambling."
"It's adorable." Steven laughed softly. "And I understand completely."
"I'm sorry to decline over the phone like this," I began with a sigh, "but I can't trust that, if I was with you in person, that my pussy wouldn't just jump on your magnificent dick."
"Magnificent, eh?" he followed up with. "That's quite the compliment."
"Don't let it go to your head." I giggled.
"I'll do my best." Steven promised.
We talked for a few more minutes, but then we both had to get going. I went back to work, doing my best to catch up on the tasks I failed to do in the morning. My feelings were more under control after talking with Steven, but I was definitely still in a foul mood.
My hands held the steering wheel in a death grip, the tension in my body obvious as I drove to the restaurant. I wasn't anxious. No, I was angry. Not at Dave, not anymore. Angry at my fears, my inexperience, angry at myself for hurting someone so badly. I caused someone pain. I hated myself for that.
"Hey, Zee!" Alyssa exclaimed, hugging me tightly. "How are you feeling?"
"Been better." I mumbled, slowly returning the hug.
"Let's talk inside." my sister gave me a tight smile.
Alyssa didn't pressure me to say anything. She let me sit across from her at the table as we both snacked on free bread and sipped on our sodas. I wasn't even sure where to begin. We placed our dinner orders before I finally managed to open my mouth.
"I broke someone's heart." I sighed.
"I know." Alyssa nodded slowly. "I'm sorry."
"You should have seen how he looked at me." I sniffled. "He was devastated."
"Do you regret the things you've done?" she asked. "Sexually, I mean?"
"No, I don't." I shook my head. "I've been able to experience things I never thought I would. I still get anxious, and probably always will, but now? Now I can fight through it. I can do the things I want to do. Being extra close with my big sister is a nice bonus, too."
"Love ya, too, Zee." Alyssa smiled briefly before her face fell. "Heartbreak sucks, but it's part of life. Sadly, you'll probably experience it yourself at some point. Likely more than once."
"I deserve it." I replied.
"No one deserves that." she insisted. "It just happens. I'll ask again, did you want to be his girlfriend?"
"I don't think I wanna be anyone's girlfriend right now." I answered carefully. "I was so sheltered, I'm still so sheltered. I wanna explore being Suzie before becoming half of a couple."
"Then breaking his heart was unavoidable." Alyssa stated firmly. "He wanted more than you could give him right now. Maybe you were a little cruel, but just use it as a learning experience."
"Steven said something similar." I commented.
"You talked to Steven?" she followed up with.
"Yeah, he texted me." I said. "Then we talked on the phone. He offered to take my virginity again, to make it really special."
"Aw, that was nice of him." Alyssa grinned.
"Or he just wanted more pussy." I giggled.
"Nah, he really cares about people." she reminded me before grinning slyly. "Besides, he can get all the pussy he wants. Mine included."
"Whore." I snorted, my eyes sparkling.
"Like Steven would ever have to pay for nookie." Alyssa rolled her eyes.
"Good point." I agreed.
"So, are you gonna take him up on his offer?" my big sister inquired.
"I told him no." I explained. "I was afraid I'd fall in love with him, and that would be a disaster. I'm not ready for it, and he's not available."
"I agree, falling in love with Steven would lead to you getting hurt." Alyssa told me. "Just be careful. You didn't sleep with Dave because you didn't feel a connection with him, and now you're not sleeping with Steven because you do."
"I thought about sleeping with Dave!" I countered. "I just wasn't ready. And how would you know, anyway?"
"I know my sister." she smirked. "I'm just saying, be careful you aren't just using excuses. You don't have to have sex with anyone, but think about the real reason you're avoiding it."
"I'll think about it." I sighed. My sister did have a point, unfortunately. "Looks like I'm out of time, anyway. Twenty-three out of twenty-five isn't bad."
"You're up to twenty-three?" Alyssa frowned, looking confused. Then a mischievous grin split her face. "What did you and Dave get up to, young lady?"
"I gave him a lap dance." I admitted, looking down with a blush. "Oh, and we did a sixty-nine."
Alyssa started laughing, and I heard her clap her hands while I kept my head down. Of course, the waitress chose that moment to reappear. She set our food down in front of us and asked us if we needed anything else. When we confirmed that we were all set, she made our exit.
"So? Details!" my sister requested as she took a bite of her chicken.
"I suck at lap dances." I reluctantly answered after swallowing a piece of broccoli. "I felt so uncoordinated, I was thinking too much about every movement and how it would look. Being so exposed did give me a thrill. I was turned on, I was wet. He was definitely hard. I just would have enjoyed it more if I had some idea what I was doing."
"That makes sense." Alyssa nodded in understanding. "You'll just have to practice! I'm sure there will be guys lining up for a dance from sexy, little Zee!"
"Sure. Right." I rolled my eyes again.
"I'm serious!" she exclaimed, her smile wide. "Anyway, how about the sixty-nine?"
"Being fully naked with a guy was scary." I began. "And, I don't think I was a fan of the sixty-nine."
"Why not? Tongue on your clit, cock in your mouth; both great things!" Alyssa pointed out.
"Look, I get it." I responded. "Both of those things are amazing, but if a guy is gonna lick me, I want to be able to pay attention to that. And if I get his cock in my mouth, I want to give it my full attention. Doing both at the same time was just, ugh, not the best."
"Did you cum?" she wondered.
"Yeah, and so did he." I shrugged. "Still, I would have enjoyed the orgasm more if I could just think about the one thing."
"I suppose that makes sense." Alyssa said as she considered my words. "One last question; you said twenty-three out of twenty-five. What else besides actual fucking haven't you done?"
"I never flashed anyone." I confirmed, taking a sip of my drink.
"Oh, yeah!" she nodded. "Well, we're doing that! I may not be able to get you over the finish line, but we're getting as close as possible!"
"Why? What's the point?" I asked.
"The point is that you have a goal." Alyssa replied. "Your acts give you control, they show you that you can do anything. Besides, you just said being exposed gave you a thrill. So, expose yourself!"
"Fine, whatever." I muttered while stabbing my food with my fork. "Where?"
"Here works." she shrugged.
"I like this restaurant!" I reminded her. "I don't wanna get banned for whipping my tits out!"
"Bar?" Alyssa suggested.
"I don't really feel like a bar." I shrugged.
"Mall? Club? Gym?" she listed in quick succession.
"Malls have security cameras, and tons of people. I don't need my tits to end up on a porn site." I countered. "The club? Eh, I don't really want to go there either. And the gym? No."
"What's wrong with the gym?" Alyssa questioned. "We go in wearing sports bras and leggings. Just yank up the bras and let some guy see the Graves' girls!"
"Ah, no." I stated.
"Library? You love books!" she giggled. "Grocery store? People are used to seeing melons there. Or, or, or! Church!"
"Those are all the places you suggested I go to if I wanted to pick up guys." I snorted.
"So?" Alyssa challenged.
"You're not gonna let this go, are you?" I sighed.
"Nope!" she confirmed.
"Fuck it, fine." I relented. "Bar, it is."
"Great!" Alyssa exclaimed.
We finished our meals, and Alyssa insisted on paying. She called it an early birthday present. After thanking my sister, the two of us went to our own cars. Then we drove separately to the same bar we've been to several times recently.
"I can't believe we're here just to flash some random guy." I commented as Alyssa and I headed for the entrance.
"Believe it, Zee!" Alyssa giggled, looping her arm through mine. "That a new necklace?"
"Dave gave it to me." I sighed.
"Oh." she winced. "Sorry."
"Forget it." I shrugged. "Let's just get this over with."
The two of us made our way over to the main bar. We actually managed to sit in the same seats that we had last time we were here. The bartender soon asked us what we wanted, and Alyssa winced as she remembered we drove our cars here.
Alyssa and I sipped on sodas as we scanned the room. The usual crowd; couples, singles, small groups. All drinking and laughing as they socialized while guzzling booze. Fuck, some liquid courage sounded nice. Too bad I drove.
"So, any of these guys catch your eye?" Alyssa wondered before lifting her straw to her lips.
"I don't care, you pick." I grunted.
"You sure about that?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. "You let me pick, and we'll end up standing on the bar to show the entire room our boobies."
"Right, right!" I quickly said. "Fine, I'll pick."
My big sister fell silent, watching me as I looked around for a suitable target. The hard part was that most people were here with someone, or at least they were near other people. I wanted one person, by himself. That would be the least embarrassing, and I was starting to feel some anxiety.
Finally, I found a potential candidate. Sitting at the very edge of the bar was a tall man with red hair. He looked to be in his mid-thirties, and he was extremely attractive. There were people occasionally walking by, but he was mostly alone as he sipped on a beer.
"Oh, he's cute." Alyssa commented as she craned her neck to see who I was looking at.
"He'll work, I guess." I stated, trying to keep my nerves under control.
"Let's go!" she exclaimed, hopping to her feet and grabbing my hand.



Racing thoughts flew through my head as Alyssa dragged me through the bar. I could not believe I was actually about to pull my tits out in the middle of a crowded room. Fuck, it was my own fault. I just tried to not think about it as we approached the redheaded guy.
"Hi?" he asked with a confused expression as he turned to face us while setting his beer down on the bar.
"Hi!" Alyssa smiled. "I'm Alyssa, and this is my baby sister, Suzie. We have something to show you."
"Oh yeah?" he frowned, obviously having no idea where we were going with this. "What's that? I'm Tom, by the way."
We didn't respond with words. Instead, Alyssa and I followed the plan we had agreed to. We sister sluts grabbed the hems of our shirts and rapidly began to lift them. When we reached our bras, we slid our fingers under them so we could yank them up as well. Tom's jaw dropped as he gazed at the four heavenly globes that had just fallen free.
"Titties!" Alyssa and I loudly announced at the same time.
Several loud gasps from behind us reached my ears. I started to blush as I realized the people behind us could tell what we had done. Sure, they couldn't see our boobs, but our bare backs were exposed, and we were obviously flashing.
"This is one hell of an introduction!" Tom laughed as he glanced from one pair of breasts to the other.
"Okay, that's enough." Alyssa giggled as we both put our breasts away. Mine were so big, it was hard to get my bra back over them.
"Would you ladies care to join me?" he asked, looking like a man who had just won the lottery.
"What do you think, Zee?" my sister inquired.
"I suppose we have some time." I answered.
Tom immediately offered to buy us drinks, but we told him we were driving. He did order us sodas, though, and we sipped on them as we got to know each other. Tom was thirty-five years old, and worked as an investment banker. He seemed really intelligent and fun to be around.
Alyssa and I also told him a little about us. Tom listened intently as my sister explained that she was a nurse. Then I went over what a medical transcriptionist did. My birthday also came up, and Tom wished me a happy birthday.
"Think I could get your numbers? I'd love to stay in touch." Tom eventually asked, taking his shot.
"Hm, I have another idea." Alyssa purred, reaching out to run her finger along his chest.
"What do you suggest?" he inquired, his eyes locked on Alyssa's.
"Have you ever had a double-blowjob from two hot sisters?" Alyssa's tongue snaked out to lick her lips.
"I can't say that I have." Tom smirked, looking incredibly eager.
"What do you say, sis?" Alyssa turned to face me. "Wanna blow Tom's mind?"
"I don't know, do you think he can handle us?" I followed up with. I was nervous, but this actually seemed like a great way to bond as sisters.
"Let's find out!" my sister insisted as she stood up.
Tom rose to his feet and offered us each a hand. With Tom in the middle, holding our hands, the three of us made our way to the unisex bathroom. It was his lucky day; the bathroom was vacant. We slipped inside, and my sister locked the door, a wicked expression on her face.
"So, what now?" Tom asked, facing us.
"Now, we find out which sister is the better kisser." Alyssa announced as she wrapped her hands around Tom's neck and drew him in for a sexy kiss.
Placing his hands on my sister's waist, Tom returned the kiss with enthusiasm. I could hear Alyssa softly moaning as Tom's hand slid down and cupped Alyssa's tight ass. After about a minute, the kiss ended, and Tom lifted his head with a stunned expression on his face.
"Wow." he gasped.
"Your turn, Zee!" Alyssa announced as she stepped aside.
I knew I couldn't fill my sister's shoes, but I had to try. Tom was over a foot taller than I was, so I had to stand on my toes as he leaned in to kiss me. His lips were really soft, and I felt myself getting wet right away. I was gonna enjoy this.
Using all the kissing skills I had learned over the month, I made out with Tom. His hand found my breast, squeezing my big tit as I panted into his mouth. Our tongues danced, the lust in both of us growing as we gripped each other tightly.
"So, who wins?" my sister asked when Tom and I broke apart.
"You're both incredible." Tom answered. "I can't pick a winner."
"Thank you." I whispered, knowing he was lying. There was no way Alyssa wasn't a much better kisser.
"Good answer!" Alyssa exclaimed. She then yanked her shirt and bra up, once more exposing her perfectly-shaped titties. "Time to suck some dick!"
"Sure, why not?" I giggled, likewise exposing my breasts.
As one, Alyssa and I dropped to our knees, our heads tilted back to gaze at Tom. Working together, we girls got his pants undone. Then, with a quick yank, we pulled them down to his ankles, along with his boxers, allowing a very hard prick to bounce into the open air.
We began our dual blowjob by each taking one side of Tom's penis. Alyssa and I started at the base, slowly licking along his salty skin as we made our way to his tip. I pulled back slightly to avoid my tongue touching Alyssa's. She just winked at me before opening wide and engulfing Tom's dick.
"Fuck, that's good!" he moaned as Alyssa took him in to the base.
Suzie was gone, and Zee was in charge. While Alyssa bobbed her head on Tom, I swooped in and started licking his nuts. Tom reached both hands down so he could play with our tits, and I shivered when he pinched my hard nipple.
"Switch!" Alyssa ordered as she released Tom's hardness with a loud pop.
I quickly got into position and took Tom between my lips. He wasn't huge, so I could get a little over half of him in my mouth. While carefully avoiding Alyssa's head, I started sucking dick as Alyssa took one of Tom's balls into her mouth. My eyes were locked on Tom's as he admired my cock-filled mouth.
Back and forth we went, switching up which sister was sucking dick and which one was licking Tom's sack. It was a lot of fun! It wasn't even about the guy, I was feeling so close to my big sister. We kept looking eyes and smirking at each other.
At first, Tom spent his time groping us. One tit in each hand. However, as his pleasure mounted, he lost the ability to focus. Tom placed a hand on each of our heads as his breathing picked up speed. Alyssa and I could both tell his release was drawing closer.
"Getting close." Tom groaned. "Where should I cum?"
"Cum in our slutty mouths!" Alyssa husked, releasing his ball sack. "We wanna taste you so bad! Right, Zee?"
"MM!" I hummed, nodding around the erection between my lips.
"O-okay." he stammered as my tongue lashed the underside of his shaft. "Keep sucking, I'll tell you when I'm gonna cum."
That sounded like a plan to me. I bobbed my head back and forth rapidly, my cheeks caved in as I sucked as hard as I could. Alyssa sat back on her heels, her hand absentmindedly massaging Tom's balls as she cooed up at him, telling him how much she wanted his cum, how good she knew it would taste.
"I'm gonna cum!" Tom hissed, yanking himself from my mouth.
Alyssa and I sat side-by-side, our shoulders touching as we tilted our heads back and opened wide. Our eyes sparkled as Tom looked down at us, jacking off quickly as his abs began to clench. He was making the sexiest man groans, which were turning me on.
Finally, Tom clenched his teeth as he let out a loud grunt. The first rope of man stuff shot out of his mushroom head and went straight into Alyssa's mouth. He then turned to me, but his aim was off, causing the second blast to arc up my cheek and across my forehead.
Tom switched back to Alyssa, coating her pink tongue with another jet of white fluid. Then he pushed his dick into my mouth, draining the rest between my lips. I clamped down on him, sucking every drop of delicious semen from his pole.
"Mm, we love cum!" Alyssa moaned, tilting back her head as she gulped down everything Tom gave her.
"Holy fuck, that was amazing." he gasped, backing up slightly.
I swallowed everything in my mouth just in time for Alyssa to approach me. My sister startled me by licking my cheek, scooping up the semen on my face. I looked at her in shock before bursting out laughing. Shaking my head, I grabbed some toilet paper and cleaned off the rest of my face.
Alyssa and I put our boobs away as Tom zipped up. He then walked over to the sink to wash his face. While Tom was bent over the sink, Alyssa grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the bathroom. The meaning was obvious; we were ditching Tom. He never did get our numbers.
Two hours later, I was curled up in bed wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties. I stared at the wall as I contemplated the last month. My acts had started as a way to keep me in control, a way to take things one step at a time and finally learn to live my life.
In twenty-four days, I had completed twenty-four of my twenty-five acts. One act had just been finished. Eight: flash someone. Acts one through twenty-four were done. I was so much closer to my sister, I could fight through my anxiety and go out and be around people. I had broken my first heart.
Yet, I was still a virgin. I still lived with my parents, and I didn't think I'd ever be confident enough to move out. No. I stopped that thought. I would find the strength to leave the nest one day. I had completed twenty-four acts. Sure, I would fail to complete the twenty-fifth in time, but I had done very well. I could keep doing better. I had to keep doing better each day.
~Saturday, October 25th~
"Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday, dear Suzie! Happy birthday to you!" my parents, brother, and sister all sang.
Leaning forward, I blew out the candles on my cake. Or rather, I tried to. There were twenty-five candles on my cake now. I couldn't get them all in one shot. Inhaling, I blew a second time. Finally, all the candles were out and my family started clapping.
"Happy birthday, Baby." Dad said with a smile.
"Thank you, Dad." I grinned.
Mom cut the cake and started passing out slices. Mm, red velvet, my favorite! It had been a nice birthday so far. Steven had remembered to text me happy birthday. As did Chris and Ken. Nothing from Dave, confirming that he and I were definitely over.
"Time for presents!" Mom announced.
"Here, Jerk." Daniel grunted, tossing me a wrapped package.
Rolling my eyes, I opened the card. Of course. The card mentioned how lucky I was to have such a great brother. Setting the card aside, I opened the package and found a book that I had been wanting. The gift was nice, even if the card was ridiculous.
"Thanks, Loser." I replied.
This one is from your father and I." Mom said, bringing over a massive box with a bow.
I knew what this was! I opened the envelope and found a card with a big number twenty-five on it. Then I ripped open the box. Inside was a massive, curved computer monitor. Oh, I was gonna love browsing the internet on this beauty!
"Thank you!" I squealed.
"You're welcome." Dad smiled.
"My turn!" Alyssa exclaimed, handing me a box.
The box appeared to be a clothing box. I wondered what she could have gotten me as I opened the envelope. My face went bright red as I looked at the card. On the front was a muscular man wearing only a g-string. I did my best to hide the card from my parents as I slid it back into the envelope. Alyssa had a sly look on her face as I opened the present.
"Oh, my!" Mom said. "Isn't that lovely."
"Alyssa!" I hissed as I held up the see-thru piece of black lingerie.
"I didn't need to see that." Dad lamented.
"Neither did I!" Daniel groaned. "Gross!"
"It is not gross!" Alyssa snapped. "Our sister is absolutely stunning."
"I don't wanna think about my sister wearing that." Daniel grimaced.
"Okay, who wants coffee?" Mom interjected, changing the subject.
My hands shook as I put the lingerie back in the box, making Alyssa giggle. Our family of five sat at the dining room table, drinking coffee and talking. Eventually, we went our separate ways. Daniel was going out with friends, Mom and Dad were gonna have a date night, and Alyssa and I had a Halloween party to get to.
"I can't believe you gave me that in front of our parents!" I hissed as Alyssa and I stood in my bedroom in our underwear. "And Daniel!"
"It's time for them to accept that our little Suzie is all grown up." Alyssa smirked as she shamelessly shrugged out of her bra.
"Whatever." I rolled my eyes as I turned my back to Alyssa so I could pull off my own bra.
"Don't be a baby, Zee!" my sister called out. "I've seen your tits."
"Ugh, fine!" I snapped, spinning around to face Alyssa, who was now completely nude.
"Keep going." she grinned, her hands on her hips.
"Pervert." I commented as I dropped my panties and stepped out of them.
"Damn! Lookin' good, Zee!" Alyssa whistled.
"Thanks, I guess." I sighed. It was nice being so comfortable with my big sister. There was nothing sexual about this, we were just getting ready for the party.
"You're welcome!" she winked.
We took out our matching Halloween costumes and set them on my bed. Alyssa and I then pulled out our sexiest undies for the night. We both stepped into expensive black lace panties. I knew they were see-thru enough for my ass crack to be fully visible. Then the matching bras went on.
"Is that a push-up bra?" I asked with a frown.
"Well, yeah!" Alyssa answered. "We're supposed to be identical tonight. I had to do something to make my tits look as massive as your knockers."
"Fine." I rolled my eyes again.
A few minutes later, Alyssa and I were fully dressed. We were wearing matching sparkling gold dresses that fell to mid-thigh. Gold heels gave us a couple of inches of height, and gold half-masks covered the top halves of our faces. We really did look identical.
What were we? Well, according to the costumes we bought, we were sexy party girls. Originally, I had shot down the idea. Then Alyssa mentioned I loved reading; her idea was to look identical and call ourselves sexy book ends. We even sewed an A on one costume and a Z on the other. From A to Z.
"Damn, we're a couple of hot bitches!" Alyssa announced.
"Wait, why am I the A?" I frowned. "Shouldn't you be the A? You are Alyssa."
"Just trust me, Zee!" she giggled.
"What the fuck does that mean?" I asked.
"You'll see." she winked from behind her mask. Then she shuddered in anticipation. "I am so getting a good fucking tonight!"
"Whore." I snorted.
"Slut, baby girl." Alyssa corrected yet again. "I don't ask for money, just good lovin'"
It wasn't long before we were parking in front of doctor Henry Renshaw's massive home. Alyssa and I put our half-masks back on as we walked up to the door. It was closed, so Alyssa actually knocked this time. A minute later, Henry himself threw the door open.
"Alyssa, Suzie! Welcome!" Henry grinned, dressed in doctor's scrubs.
"Really, Henry? A doctor?" Alyssa giggled. "Isn't that a little lazy?"
"Okay, yeah, maybe." he admitted with a cute half-smile. "What are you ladies supposed to be?"
"We're sexy bookends." I sighed, still finding the idea kind of stupid.
"Oh, A to Z. I get it!" Henry said.
"It's also a message." Alyssa said, making me look at her in confusion. "We'll do anything from A to Z!"
"Alyssa!" I hissed.
"I love it!" Henry laughed as he exchanged a hug and a kiss with my sister. "Come on in, girls!"
"Thank you." I mumbled, walking up to him, not sure of what to expect.
I was not disappointed. Henry pecked my lips as he embraced me in a warm hug. Back in Henry's arms, I was home. I actually released a breath as I felt my large breasts squish against his muscular chest. All too soon, the hug ended.
"Happy birthday, by the way." Henry said.
"You remembered!" I exclaimed happily. He actually remembered? Holy shit!
"Of course I did!" the sexy doctor laughed.
Alyssa and I followed Henry inside and found the party was already in full swing. Everyone was in costume, and the place was beautifully decorated for Halloween. Black and orange streamers were all around us, there was a table with punch and snacks, and another table full of booze.
"Enjoy the party!" Henry declared as the doorbell rang. "Excuse me, ladies. Hope to see you soon!"
Henry disappeared and I felt a pang of longing in my heart. I didn't have time to dwell, because Alyssa immediately grabbed my hand and led us over to the alcohol. We each took a jello shot, then decided to mingle for a bit.
There were a lot of different costumes on display. One guy was wearing a full cow costume that made me giggle. Another guy came as a toilet for some reason. There were women who had barely anything on. One girl was even walking around wearing a thong bikini. Wow, and I thought Alyssa and I were in revealing costumes.
Eventually, we ran into three of Alyssa's closest friends; Ellen, Katie, and Jessica. They were all dressed in sexy outfits. Ellen, the brunette doctor, was in a sexy cop outfit. The tall blonde doctor, Katie, looked amazing in a sexy devil costume. Finally, Jessica's big tits were practically spilling out of her sexy pirate outfit.
The five of us made our way to the large room Henry had set up as a dance floor. Music was pumping, and everyone was having a great time. Soon, I was enjoying myself as well. Alyssa and I danced together, the two sexy bookends swaying to the music.
It wasn't just Alyssa, I also danced with Ellen, Katie, and Jessica. Then we danced as a big group, the five of us forming a circle of sexy ladies. Occasionally, a guy would come by to join our group, but he would leave soon after to continue on in his hunt for pussy.
Then it happened. I was asked to dance. With my new confidence, this might not have been a big deal. However, the person who asked me to dance was the gorgeous Henry Renshaw, himself. My mouth was dry, my palms were sweaty, and my heart was racing. Yet, there was no way I was turning him down.
Fuck, Henry knew how to move his body. We faced each other, smiling as we danced, our eyes locked. I was feeling bold when the next song came on, so I spun around and backed myself up until I felt his hands on my waist. Yes! I saw Alyssa smiling at me when my butt pushed up against Henry's crotch.
"Thanks for the dance, Suzie Cutie." Henry kissed my cheek before disappearing.
Needing a breather, I made my way over to the bathroom. I used some tissues to wipe the sweat from my face and cleavage. Then I sat on the toilet and pulled down my panties. Dancing with Henry had gotten me so wet that I actually needed to wipe myself.
Leaving the bathroom, I returned to the alcohol table for a shot of liquid courage. Feeling adventurous, I actually grabbed a second shot after the first. Down the hatch it went! Whatever, I wasn't driving home tonight. Alyssa and I had already confirmed with Henry that we could stay in a guest room. Since Alyssa would probably end up getting boned, I'd end up with a room to myself.
Time to get back to dancing! The room was even more packed when I returned, bodies pressed together as people partied. A frown crossed my face as I craned my neck, trying to find Alyssa. She was nowhere in sight. Before I could enter the crowd, I was approached by a guy in a sailor costume.
"Ready for the game, Babe?" the sailor asked.
"Uh, sure?" I replied, feeling very confused. He was inviting me to some party game, maybe?
"Awesome!" he exclaimed, grabbing my hand and pulling me into the room.
"O-okay." I stammered, deciding to just go with it. I was Zee, after all. Unlike Suzie, Zee could do anything.
The sailor led me out into the middle of the room and then spun me to face him. Then we were dancing. I wasn't sure what the game was, but okay, sure, whatever! Sailor guy was actually a really good dancer, and I found myself really getting into it.



Halfway through the song, the sailor moved closer to me and leaned in. I knew what he wanted, and again, I decided to just go with it. I was buzzed, and it was a party. So, I figured, what the hell? Why not? Our lips met as he pulled me tight against him.
The sailor was a damn good kisser. I soon lost myself in the kiss, moaning into his mouth as he pushed his tongue between my lips. A few moments later, I felt his hand on my ass. I just kissed him harder in response. Then the song ended, and he broke apart.
"Mind if I cut in?" a male voice asked.
Turning, I found myself face to face with Jim, the male nurse with brown hair. I remembered him from the last party I attended. Jim was in his mid-twenties, and he was wearing a gladiator costume. It looked really nice on him.
"Sure. Okay." I replied.
I'm not sure what happened to the sailor, but I soon forgot about him as Jim pulled me close. Another dance. At least I knew this guy. Still, I was surprised when Jim also initiated a kiss. Again, I just decided to go with it, and spent a couple minutes making out with Jim.
The song ended, and Jim spun me before disappearing into the crowd. I ran right into Derek, the late-thirties redhead nurse who was a real ladies' man. He was dressed up as an army man. Slipping his arm around my waist, he pulled me in for a very close dance.
I was not sure what was going on, but I guessed it was some sort of kissing game. Sure, I went with it. Still, they probably should have asked before assuming I'd agree. Whatever, I could have stopped it at any time, I was allowing this to happen. I had to be honest with myself, I was getting wet again.
Derek really was a bit too much of a playboy for my taste, but I still accepted his kiss. I even was the one who brought tongue into the mix. A squeak escaped my lips when he squeezed my breast. Allowing the contact, I felt my nipple getting hard.
Another dance, another guy. The fourth guy was someone I didn't recognize who was wearing a cowboy outfit. He was muscular, and actually really attractive. Deciding to go with what was happening, I initiated the kiss, to the cowboy's obvious pleasure.
Guy number five towered over me in an astronaut costume. He wasn't wearing a helmet, probably so he could kiss me. Fine, sure, I'd kiss him. I made out with the astronaut for a couple minutes. He didn't grope me, but he made sure to explore my mouth with his tongue.
"Ready for round two?" the sailor asked.
"What's round two?" I inquired breathlessly. Yeah, I was turned on.
"Exactly what we agreed to." the sailor responded as he grabbed my hands.
What we agreed to? What the fuck was he talking about? I frowned in confusion as we started dancing. That's when things started to really escalate. Grabbing my ass, sailor guy pulled me close. I could feel his hand run along the hem of my thigh-length gold dress.
It was obvious where this was going. I had to stop it. Kissing was one thing, even a little groping was reasonable, but I was not about to let a stranger near my pussy! Except, I was. Lust was coursing through my veins, I wanted to be touched. I needed to be touched.
Sailor guy pressed his lips against mine as he slid his hand up my dress. I spread my legs, indicating my permission for him to continue. People were dancing all around us, but I didn't fucking care. I just moaned as his fingers pushed by the strap of my panties, allowing him to pet my pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped against his lips.
I could feel his smirk against my mouth as he pressed his fingers inside me. I was getting fingered. I was standing in the middle of a dance floor, getting fingered by a guy whose name I didn't even know. Alyssa would be so proud.
All too soon, the song ended. Sailor guy pulled his fingers out of me and disappeared. Then I was in the arms of Jim the gladiator. More kissing, two more fingers in my twat. I was panting heavily, unable to focus on kissing Jim. I was so close. I was so fucking close.
The fucking song ended. Jim was gone. Derek was third. We started dancing, and I thought about refusing him, he hadn't made a good first impression at the last party. I probably would have ended things if I wasn't so damn horny.
Derek kissed me hard, his fingers working themselves in and out of me as I moaned. My knees buckled as I struggled to keep kissing, struggled to remain standing. Then it happened. My eyes rolled back as reality exploded, my veins filled with fire as electricity coursed through me.
"Oh, God! Ah!" I broke our kiss, biting my lower lip to keep from screaming as my pussy gripped his fingers.
"I win!" Derek announced happily as he pulled away from me.
"W-what?" I stammered, trying my best to breathe as I recovered from my orgasm. I saw all five guys around me, four of them looking disappointed.
"I made you cum, I win!" Derek smiled. "I get one of your famous blowjobs, Alyssa."
"Alyssa?" I asked.
"Surprise!" my sister exclaimed, appearing out of nowhere with a huge smile on her face.
"Oh, hi Suzie." Jim said, looking at the large Z on my sister's chest.
"Wrong!" Alyssa announced, removing her face mask.
"Alyssa?" Derek questioned, confusion on his face as he turned to me. "Then you're..."
"I'm, Suzie." I mumbled weakly.
"Shit! I'm so sorry!" Derek exclaimed. "Alyssa came up with this game. We'd all kiss her, then we'd all take turns fingering her. Whoever made her cum would get a blowjob. She told us she would be wearing an A!"
"Yup, I lied." Alyssa stated simply as she put her mask back on.
"What the fuck?!" I exclaimed, glaring at my sister.
"I wanted to keep helping you spread your wings." my sister explained. "You were so out of it last night after, you know, everything. So, I made sure you were wearing the A after I arranged this little game with five of my regular playmates."
"Five of your-" I cut myself off. "How many regular playmates do you have?!"
"None of your business." Alyssa snorted. "Or rather, none of their business. We can talk about it another time, Zee. You lost the game, you need to pay up!"
"I never agreed to any game." I retorted. Wait. They thought I was Alyssa. They couldn't tell from kissing me. Did I kiss as well as she did?
"Yeah, she's right, she didn't." Derek agreed, surprising me. "You could always pay up for her, Alyssa."
"Hm, no, thank you!" Alyssa giggled before turning to face me. "It's just a blowjob, Zee."
"You really shouldn't have tricked her like that." Derek frowned. "Or us."
"Oh, don't be a baby." my sister waved him off. "She could have pushed you away and stopped it. No one forced her."
Derek was really surprising me. I would have thought he'd expect a blowjob from me. Instead, he was defending me. Maybe he wasn't so bad. Maybe Alyssa was right, it was just a blowjob. I was fucking horny. I was single. I wasn't gonna be anxious.
"I'll do it on one condition." I spoke up.
"What's that?" Alyssa wondered.
"Derek has to eat me out first." I announced confidently. Did I really just say that?!
"You go, girl!" my sister exclaimed as the five guys all laughed and clapped.
"Deal, Babe!" Derek grinned, grabbing my hand and dragging me toward the stairs.
The night was still young, so all the guest rooms were available. It looked like Derek and I were the first hook up of the party. I could not believe I was doing this, but I was more excited than anxious. Derek pulled me into a room and shut the door.
He buried a hair in my raven hair as he pressed his lips against mine. I gripped his biceps as I kissed him back. His other hand was at my lower back, holding me to him while our tongues touched and danced. I was so wet, my moans and pants speeding up.
Derek could tell I was ready. The experienced man led me over to the bed, and I expected him to help me climb on. I was wrong. He instead had me bend over the bed, my ass in the air as my breasts pressed against the comforter. I shivered with anticipation, letting out a breath as I realized how exposed I was.
My legs were shaking as Derek lifted my short dress, placing it on my lower back. He slipped his hand down the back of my black panties and yanked my underwear down to my knees. Holy shit, I was so exposed. He could see my naked ass, he could see my pink pussy peeking out from between my legs.
"Damn, you're fucking sexy." Derek commented as he grabbed my ass cheeks.
He started playing with my butt. He squeezed my firm butt cheeks together, then pulled them apart. I blushed when I realized he could probably see my asshole. Then he lifted his right hand and brought it down on my bum, making me jerk forward and yelp.
"Again!" I hissed, my lust in full control. "Please, spank me again!"
I was spanked again. Then a third time. Followed by a fourth. I was panting heavily, my pussy dripping as I pushed my ass back, encouraging him to touch me. Derek surprised me by leaning in and planting a firm kiss on my right butt cheek. Then he dropped to his knees.
With his hands on my booty, spreading me open, Derek lunged forward and buried his entire face in my hot box. My eyes went wide as my jaw dropped. A low keening moan escaped my lips as I felt his tongue push between my labia. His nose was right up against my butt hole, but Derek didn't seem to care.
Reaching along the bed, I grabbed two fistfuls of the comforter as Derek's tongue continued to probe my pussy. My raven hair was hanging down my back, a few strands falling forward to partially obscure my face. Holy shit, he knew how to use his tongue.
Derek lifted his hand to spank me as his tongue slid down to brush my clit. I screeched. Loudly. Not caring who heard me. All I cared about was his tongue. Soon, he found a steady rhythm, his tongue alternating between licking my slit and flicking my clit. He threw in the occasional spank as well.
I was close. I was so close. I moaned loudly and panted heavily, trying to tell him he was licking just the right spot. Just as I started squirming on the bed, Derek shocked me by slipping a finger straight up my bum. At the same time, he rapidly flicked my clit with his tongue.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" I announced, my eyes scrunched shut. "I'm cumming!"
The sexy army man pushed his finger in and out of my anus while his tongue flicked my clit. Eventually, my body stopped squirming and I just lay on the bed, moaning weakly. Then I heard him stand up. I was shocked back to reality when I realized he was unbuckling his pants.
Nope, nope, nope! He was not sticking it in my pussy! I quickly spun around and got on the floor, my panties still stretched around my knees. Reaching up, I grasped the sides of Derek's pants, yanking them down with his boxers.
I didn't think, I just acted. Grasping his shaft at the base, I stroked him a few times before opening my mouth and taking his erection between my lips. Then I started sucking on the top half of his penis, my hand stroking the bottom half. I knew I looked sexy, sucking dick with my half-mask still on.
"Fuck, yes!" Derek hissed as he buried his hands in my hair.
Why didn't I let him fuck me? It would have been a perfect opportunity to complete my twenty-fifth and final act. Maybe I should have just let him stick it in? No. I couldn't have done that. He was just some guy I barely knew. Some guy who, while he had a moment of decency, was mainly a pussy hound. He wasn't getting mine.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hummed around his shaft, drool bubbles at the corners of my lips.
Derek kept one hand on my head, encouraging me to suck him. His other hand slid into my dress and bra, cupping my massive breast. My eyelids fluttered when he pinched my nipple. I released his shaft so I could take him deeper while my hand massaged his balls.
I still couldn't deep throat. I wasn't gagging as much, so the experience I've gathered from all the different dicks I've sucked was definitely helping. Maybe someday my oral skills would match my big sister's. Either way, I knew I would have no problem making Derek cum for me.
His hands were gripping my head, urging me on. I sucked harder and harder, drool running down my chin as I bathed his shaft with my tongue. From his heavy breathing, I was expecting him to warn me any time now. He didn't. Instead, he ejaculated straight down my throat.
I let out a choked gurgling sound as semen flooded my mouth. The jet that had gone straight down my throat actually reappeared as I hacked it back up. I could handle a cum shot in my mouth now, but I usually required a warning first. Asshole.
I coughed again, sperm running down my chin in two rivulets. Finally, he stopped shooting, and the final few drops dribbled out onto my tongue. Then Derek pulled his softening penis out of my mouth. As he looked down at me, a naughty idea struck me. I tilted my head back and gaped my mouth. My tongue was covered in white fluid, as more ran down my chin.
"Damn, Baby!" Derek laughed. "You and Alyssa really are sisters!"
My blue eyes sparkling, I gave him an open mouthed grin. Then I finally closed my mouth and swallowed twice, shivering in pleasure as semen ran down my throat. As Derek put his penis away, I scooped up the cum from my chin and pushed it into my mouth. Semen really was fucking tasty.
"I hope you enjoyed your winnings." I eventually said as I stood up.
"I definitely did!" he smiled. "Shall we head back to the party?"
"Sure." I confirmed, reaching down to pull my panties back up.
Derek held my hand as he led me back downstairs. The party was still going strong. People were dancing and having a great time. Derek kissed my cheek before releasing my hand and disappearing into the crowd. Typical.
I still had cum breath, so I headed straight for the liquor. After taking a jello shot, I grabbed a mix drink. I wasn't sure what it was, but it was a pinkish-red color and tasted fruity. Not bad. Then I went back to the dance room and hunted around for Alyssa.
"Hey, there you are!" Alyssa exclaimed, running up to me.
"Here I am." I agreed with a nod.
"How did it go?" she asked, hugging me tightly.
"Not bad." I shrugged before taking a sip of my drink. "Wouldn't have killed him to warn me before he came."
"Yeah, he can be like that." Alyssa winced. "Should have mentioned it."
"You should have." I rolled my eyes. "I may be as big a cum slut as you now, but no one likes choking on the stuff."
"Risk of being a slut, baby sister!" she giggled.
Back to dancing with the girls. The five of us shook our butts as we grooved to the music. We took a break to each take a shot of tequila, then we resumed dancing until we were all exhausted. Even then, the party continued well into the night.
I would have bet money that Alyssa would be the next of us to hook up. I would have lost. Jessica disappeared up the stairs with a guy in a full gorilla suit, one of her huge boobs was actually hanging out of her sexy pirate costume for anyone to see. Jessica clearly didn't care, not bothering to put away her breast in her rush to get some cock.
Ellen, Katie and I spun in a circle, huge smiles on our faces. Alyssa was off to the side, dirty dancing between two large guys. Despite Alyssa's assertion before my first party at Henry's, this event was starting to feel more like a frat party than a party with doctors and nurses.
Speaking of doctors, I finally spotted Henry again. He was dancing with the girl in the thong bikini. I felt a pang of jealousy as I watched them. Fuck, I couldn't be jealous. As I fought to push those feelings away, Henry looked up and locked eyes with me.
I gave him a small smile, expecting him to immediately look away and return his attention to the bikini woman. Instead, he whispered something to her and I saw her nod her head. Henry then leaned down to peck her cheek before leaving her to approach me.
"Wanna dance?" he asked me.
"Oooooooh!" Ellen and Katie both cooed teasingly.
"Shut up, both of you." I giggled before looking at Henry. "I'd love to."
Henry and I shared another dance. It was beautiful. He held my hand in the air as he spun me around, making me laugh. When the first song ended, I expected him to leave, but he didn't. He stayed with me for a second dance. Then a third. And a fourth.
"You look amazing tonight." Henry whispered.
"You're not so bad yourself." I replied.
"Thanks, but I probably could have put more effort into my costume." he laughed.
"You'd look good in anything." I stated before I could stop myself. Yup. I said that.
"That's kind of you." Henry grinned. "Oh! Before I forget, I got you something."
"What? You did?!" I exclaimed, my shock evident. No way? It couldn't be true. It just couldn't be.
"Of course, it's your birthday!" he answered. "I knew I'd be seeing you tonight, how could I not?"
"Wow, um, thanks!" I managed to say. He actually got me a present?!
"Follow me." Henry requested, taking my hand.
Henry and I headed up the stairs. Turning my head to glance at the crowd, I noticed Alyssa giving me an approving look. Then she was gone as we reached the second floor landing. Once again, I found myself in Henry Renshaw's bedroom.
"You really didn't have to get me anything." I protested weakly, swallowing nervously.
"Sure, I did!" he laughed as he headed toward his desk. "Make yourself comfortable."
I sat down on the edge of his bed as I watched Henry rummage through his desk. Eventually, he extracted a package wrapped in dark green paper. Joining me on the bed, Henry sat down beside me as he handed me the mid-sized package.
"Thank you." I smiled.
"Happy birthday!" Henry replied. "Go on, open it!"
There was no card, so I immediately started on the wrapping paper. My hands were shaking as I slowly peeled it off, revealing a book. I knew this book. It was the first book in my all time favorite fantasy series. The cover was different than the one I had, though.
That's when realization hit me. It was a first edition. The author had lived well over a hundred years ago, so first editions were almost impossible to find. My jaw dropped as I opened the cover and received another surprise. It was autographed.
"Oh, my God!" I gasped. This must have cost a fortune!
"I remembered you said it was your favorite series." he explained. "I hope you like it."
"I love it!" I screeched. "I love it so much! Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
"You're welcome." Henry inclined his head.
"I'm so shocked, I don't know what to do!" I giggled as I reached over and set the book down on his bedside table so I could hug him.
"You don't have to do anything, Suzie." he insisted, rubbing my back.
"Thank you again." I repeated, unable to stop expressing my gratitude.
We broke apart, and I stared at him with my deep blue eyes. The top half of my face was still covered by my gold mask, and Henry soon reached for it. I didn't move. I just allowed him to take the mask off of me and toss it onto his bedside table.
"Much better." Henry said. "You're so beautiful."
His hand slid across the bed until our fingers were touching. I briefly looked down at our hands before returning my attention to Henry's face. We were both leaning forward, I couldn't stop myself even if I wanted to. I sure as shit didn't want to.
Henry's lips were as soft as I remembered them. His kiss as light and affectionate as it was in both my memories, and my dreams. Reaching up, his hand cupped my face, his thumb lightly caressing my cheek bone as we kissed softly.
I placed my hand on his knee, squeezing it tightly. For several minutes, we kissed without any tongue. All we did was enjoy each others presence, the warmth of each others lips. I could keep doing this forever. I would never get bored.
However, the passion inside us eventually reached a tipping point, exploding out of us with a furious intensity. Chaste kisses weren't enough any longer. I moaned softly, Henry growled desperately as, at the same time, we both brought our tongues into the mix.



Our tongues were dancing, it was a beautiful duet that surpassed any other kiss that I had ever had in my life. Somehow, I found myself in Henry's lap, straddling him as my dress slid up my thighs. Holding his head in both hands, I pushed my tongue into his mouth as I ground my crotch down against his bulge. His strong hands were gripping my ass, squeezing my butt cheeks as he encouraged my movements.
"Suzie, you don't have to." he whispered when I hopped out of his lap and got on my knees. "You don't owe me anything."
"I want to." I insisted, my eyes on his as I pulled on his pants. "I wanted to do this before, but I was too much of a coward. I need to do it now. Please."
"As long as you're sure." Henry replied.
"I am." I confirmed.
He nodded rapidly as he lifted his ass off the bed, allowing me to pull down his scrubs and boxers. I didn't just let them rest at his feet. I yanked them all the way off of him, along with his shoes, leaving Henry bottomless. Then I attacked.
With one smooth motion, I inhaled half of Henry Renshaw's impressive manhood. Breathing through my nose, I began bobbing my head rapidly. He was moaning loudly, his hands in my hair as I gave him passionate head.
It was a very sloppy blowjob. Drool was running from my lips as I sucked and slurped. I didn't care. I needed to keep tasting him. I loved his smooth, salty skin. His throbbing manhood felt so fucking good between my lips. I only wished that I could take all of him down my throat.
"Holy shit, Suzie!" he groaned, his fingers clenching my scalp. "Keep going, keep going! That feels so good!"
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moaned, my lips gliding along his length as my hands gripped his thighs.
I sucked dick. I kept sucking dick. For how long, I didn't know. All I knew was that I would never tire of the feel of his warm manhood in my mouth. His shaft was long, thick, and straight. I could feel the head bouncing off the back of my throat on every down stroke.
Henry didn't play with my tits. His hands stayed on my head, lightly applying pressure as he enjoyed my enthusiasm. He stayed at the edge of his bed, his feet on the floor as I knelt between his spread legs. Occasionally, I could feel one of his legs shake.
"Gonna cum, Suzie!" Henry gasped.
I sucked harder, knowing what would greet me. I was not disappointed. Several blasts of warm, delicious man stuff filled my mouth. I made a wet, gurgling sound as my cheeks puffed out. Semen swirled around my mouth as the last few drops oozed out of his tip.
Keeping Henry in my mouth, I swallowed, making some of the sticky fluid disappear into my tummy. I swallowed again, and it was mostly gone. I used my tongue to clean his shaft and tip before finally pulling off of him. Looking up at Henry, I grinned in satisfaction.
"Sorry I didn't do that last time." I smirked.
"Fuck, that was good." he panted.
"Good!" I giggled cutely.
"Would it be okay if I returned the favor?" Henry asked as he reached down to affectionately cup my face.
"I'd like that." I nodded.
Before I knew, it I was laying on Henry's bed with my head on his pillow. He was still bottomless, and I could see his flaccid penis between his legs. Henry reached up my dress and slid my panties down my legs. They actually got stuck on my heels, and he flung the shoes across the room so that he could get my underwear off.
"Come have a taste?" I requested, spreading my legs wide and causing my dress to ride up my toned thighs.
"You look delicious." he husked, his eyes locked on my vulva. "I'm gonna enjoy this."
With that, Henry got between my legs and stuck his head up my dress. He took a long lick of my slit, making me shiver in pleasure. Then he took a second lick. Wrapping his arms around my thighs, Henry finally began to eat me out in earnest.
I had to touch him. I had to. My fucking dress was in the way, so I yanked it up, bunching the fabric around my waist. My hands buried in his hair as I pushed his face into my crotch. I started bucking my hips, my moans loud and without shame.
"Holy shit! Oh God, Henry! Eat me! Yes!" I begged, my toes curling. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
Henry released my thighs so that he could grab my legs behind the knee. He then pushed my knees back, forcing my legs to bend as he spread me wide open. I was fully exposed to this wonderful, sexy man. I loved every fucking second of it.
His tongue pushed into my hole, moving in and out of me as I panted. Then he took several long licks of my twat before moving his tongue to my clit. My eyes rolled back in my head as Henry rapidly flicked his tongue all along my little love button.
"Faster! Faster! Faster!" I screeched, my orgasm seconds away.
I was not disappointed. Henry's fingers dug into my knees, his tongue reaching an amazing speed as it stimulated my clit. I arched my back, tits pushing out from my chest as my mouth opened wide and I pushed Henry's face into my crotch.
"FUCK!" I screamed loudly, probably loud enough for the entire house to hear. "I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm fucking cumming!"
Then I lost all ability to speak. I just made loud yelping and gasping noises as Henry ate me all through my orgasm. Electric shocks were shooting out of my pussy, setting my entire body tingling. Just as I was about to come down, I felt a second orgasm explode out of me. It was followed by a third. Finally, a fourth small shudder ran through my body, a final small orgasm as all strength left me and I collapsed back against the bed.
Henry eased his tongue out of me. Then he leaned in and gave my vulva an affectionate kiss. I felt him slide up my body and pull me into his arms. I rested my head on his chest as I wrapped my arm around his waist, cooing softly.
"I hope you enjoyed." he said as he ran his fingers through my raven hair.
"What do you think?" I giggled.
"Sounded like you had fun." Henry laughed.
"I did." I confirmed as I blushed.
We fell silent, both lost in our own thoughts as we held each other. As amazing as that experience was, I still wasn't satisfied. Not sexually, at least. My lust was still a fire inside me, a fire begging to spread until it had completely consumed me. I knew what it wanted. Something I couldn't give it.
Yet, why couldn't I? Losing my virginity had been my plan when I started my acts. What was stopping me? I thought about sleeping with Dave, but I talked myself out of it; I didn't feel that spark, not really. I refused Steven's offer because I knew I could have fallen in love with him. I didn't even consider sex with Derek because I didn't really know him.
Alyssa was right. I was making excuses. I refused guys because I didn't feel anything for them, I refused another guy because I felt too much. By that logic, there was no one I wouldn't refuse. So, the only question left was, what was the real problem?
Then I knew. The problem was that my twenty-five acts were my way of taking control, my way of growing up. If I completed them, I would have succeeded. I wouldn't be able to hide anymore, not really. I would have to actually spread my wings, leave the nest, find a boyfriend. I was making excuses to sabotage myself so that I could stay safe in my room. A scared, little girl.
No longer. I had done so much in this past month. I had fought through my anxiety and lived my life. I went to clubs, I went to the bar. I was around people, and the world didn't end. No, my world had actually gotten better. It was time. No more excuses. No more scared Suzie. It was time for Zee to truly shine.
"Henry?" I called out softly. I didn't know how long we had been silent for.
"Yeah, Suzie Cutie?" he asked, leaning down to kiss the top of my head.
"I'm ready." I stated firmly.
"Ready for what?" Henry wondered.
"For my first time." I explained, sitting up and turning my head to look at him. "I'm ready to have sex."
"A-are you sure?" he followed up with, clearly afraid I was making a hasty decision.
In response, I got up on my knees. Henry watched me as I pulled my dress up and over my head. Once my dress hit the floor, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. When it was gone, I locked eyes at Henry, fully naked before him.
"Don't you want me?" I asked with a sexy pout as I squeezed my boobs together.
"More than you can imagine." he replied, and I could see he was fully hard again.
"Then you can have me." I nodded and smiled.
Henry sat up as well. He reached out and lightly cupped my face as he leaned in and pressed his lips against mine. I placed my hand on his side, moaning softly as our tongues wrestled. My other hand slipped into his, our fingers lacing.
Our kiss briefly broke so that I could push Henry's shirt up his body. He whipped it off and tossed it away, leaving him as naked as I was. Then we were kissing again, our hands exploring each others bodies. He squeezed my tits, pressing them together and thumbing my nipples. I reached between his legs and took hold of his erection, stroking it as we both panted.
It was so romantic, so loving. I wasn't the slightest bit anxious as Henry laid me down on the bed and got on top of me. There was no hesitation as I spread my legs, allowing him to settle into position between them. I could feel his hardness against my leg.
"You're sure this is what you want?" Henry asked one final time, looking down at me with those gorgeous green eyes.
"I'm sure." I nodded, my blue eyes sparkling.
He reached between us and took hold of his throbbing erection. I gasped when I felt his mushroom head running all along my soaked labia. Our eyes locked as Henry pressed forward, easing himself into my warm sheath.
My eyes went wide, my mouth hanging open as I gasped. My right leg lifted, shaking slightly as I felt more and more cock bury itself into my tightness. Sure, my dildo had been inside me plenty of times, but this was different. So different. So, so much better. His penis was warm and throbbing. It was alive.
"You okay?" he inquired, eyes full of concern.
"Yes!" I hissed, nodding rapidly. "Just go slow. Please."
I felt his balls resting against me, and I knew I had taken all of him. Henry stayed buried to the hilt for several moments, allowing me to get used to feeling him. Then he slowly pulled back. I could feel my vaginal canal closing up as almost his entire length eased out of me. When just the tip was still in me, he pushed back in. Henry repeated this several times, going a little faster with each repetition.
Soon, Henry was fucking me with a steady rhythm. He wasn't going very fast, having listened to my request, but it still felt incredible. Then I remembered Alyssa's instructions; no guy wants to have sex with a girl who's a dead fish in the sack.
Allowing instinct to urge me on, I hooked my ankles around Henry's calves, drawing him into my willing body. My hands gripped his biceps, my hips rolling to meet his thrusts as I moaned loudly. Looking up, I noticed his eyes locked on my swaying tits.
"You feel so good!" Henry groaned as he continued pushing in and out of me.
"So do you!" I moaned loudly, my head leaning back against the pillow. "Oh God, so do you!"
Henry was easily able to read my body. Despite my earlier instructions, he knew I wanted him to go faster, to fuck me harder. He obliged. My big boobs started to really bounce on my chest, and Henry leaned down to capture a nipple with his mouth.
"That's it, suck my titties!" I begged, my hand at the back of his head, holding him to my breast.
I could feel his tongue flicking my nipple as we continued to make love. Eventually, he released my tit and kissed up my neck, to my lips. I moaned loudly against his lips as we made out. Then he broke the kiss so he could hover over me, watching my face contort in pleasure.
My orgasm caught me by surprise. I hadn't even felt it coming. Sure, I was feeling good, but I didn't realize how close to the edge I'd gotten. I bucked my hips, my back arching as Henry got a good look at my cum face. I didn't announce my orgasm, I couldn't form a single word. All I could do was gasp and grunt.
"I want it from behind!" I husked.
Lust was driving Henry on as well, and he didn't bother to ask if I was sure anymore. He just pulled out of me, grabbed my hips, and rolled me onto my stomach. I got up into the standard doggystyle position, Alyssa's favorite position, and waited for his beautiful manhood to get back inside me.
I didn't have to wait long. Henry held me by the hips as he pushed himself back into my wet, willing hole. I quickly discovered why doggystyle was Alyssa's favorite. Holy shit! He was getting so deep inside me, filling up every bit of space in my pussy as he thrust again and again.
His balls hit my clit with each thrust, and I could hear the sound of slapping flesh echo throughout the room. My big tits were dangling from my chest, jiggling and slapping each other as Henry used my body for his pleasure. Which was also my pleasure.
"Spank me, pull my hair, use me!" I begged loudly, tossing my head back so my dark hair fell down my back. "Take me!"
I lost count of how many times he spanked me, but it was enough for me to be sure my butt cheeks were red. That made me cum again, and I screeched as he grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back roughly. My mouth was hanging open and my eyes were scrunched shut tightly.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I panted as Henry held my head back by the hair, his other hand resting on my bum.
Balancing myself on one arm, I reached beneath my body so I could squeeze a titty. Then I slid my hand between my legs so I could rub my clit. When I felt myself ready to cum again, I steadied myself on my elbows as my nipples brushed against the comforter.
"Can I try riding you?" I requested when my most recent orgasm ended.
"Yeah, sure." Henry agreed.
He pulled out of me and laid down on the bed so I could straddle him. Soon, I was bouncing up and down on his lap, my fingers clawing at his chest while he played with my bouncing boobies. It felt so fucking good, I came yet again. By that point, I had lost count of my orgasms.
I wasn't finished experimenting. I pulled off of Henry and spun around before lowering myself back onto him. Reverse cowgirl time! I knew Henry was getting a great view of my naked ass as I ground myself down onto him, allowing his dick to stimulate my walls.
I still don't know how I knew, but I sensed Henry's release wasn't far off. Wanting to finish how we started, I got off of Henry and lay down on the bed, spreading my legs for him. It was obvious what I wanted, so he got back on top of me and took me in missionary.
"I'm close!" Henry warned a couple minutes later. "Can I cum in you?"
"Yes! I'm on the pill!" I told him. "Please, cum inside me! I wanna feel you!"
We came at the exact same time. Henry buried himself balls-deep inside me as his cock swelled. As I felt him squirting inside me, my pussy started to convulse, my pulsating walls caressing his shaft, drawing out every drop of his semen.
Ten minutes later, I found myself laying naked under the covers with doctor Henry Renshaw. My body was pressed up against him, my hard nipples against his chest. He had one arm around me, gripping my shoulder, the fingers of his other hand lightly running through my hair. One of my arms was wrapped around his stomach as I ran my toes along his calf.
"I've never been able to just lay naked with someone." I sighed happily.
"I'm honored that you chose me." Henry replied. "You were amazing, Suzie Cutie."
"I love when you call me that." I whispered.
"Then I'll keep doing it." he promised. "Was this a one time thing?"
"I don't know." I answered honestly. My anxiety tried to take hold, but I pushed it down. "I'm just gonna be honest with you. I am super crazy attracted to you, Henry. You give me butterflies and make my heart race."
"You're pretty fucking incredible yourself." Henry responded, and I could tell he was smiling.
"Thank you." I cooed, squeezing him tightly. "It's just, I've spent my entire life in hiding, scared, shy. Only recently have I really started to discover myself. I'm just not sure I can keep that going if I end up in a relationship. I mean, uh, hypothetically. I didn't mean to imply you even wanted a relationship with me."
"As long as we're being open and honest, I think it's my turn." he told me. "I really liked your sister. I actually wanted more than to just be her friends with benefits. She made it clear that she wouldn't be tied down, and I respected that."
"Okay..." I trailed off, encouraging him to continue.
"I didn't believe it possible, but I feel even stronger about you, Suzie." Henry admitted as he let out a breath.
"Really?" I asked in shock as I lifted myself to look down at him.
"Really." he confirmed before grinning. "What, did the expensive gift not clue you in?"
"I can be pretty clueless." I laughed, brushing a lock of hair back behind my ear.
"It's cute." he insisted, leaning up to peck my lips.
"So, um, what do we do?" I asked nervously as I lay my head back down on his chest.
"How about we're friends?" Henry offered. "Great friends, maybe with some benefits, if you want. And if you ever decide you've discovered yourself enough to explore a relationship, you look me up."
"I think I can work with that." I confirmed.
Henry and I exchanged numbers, something we should have done last time. Something we would have done if I hadn't been such a coward. Was I still a coward? Sure, in some ways. Yet, I was learning, growing. I was no longer just shy, scared Suzie. I was Zee! And Zee? Zee could do anything.
I had accomplished my twenty-five acts. It took me twenty-five days, and there were so many times where I thought I wouldn't finish. I did finish. I was actually spending the night with the sexy Henry Renshaw. Life was good. Just before I fell asleep in his arms, I reached for my phone.
Alyssa was likely getting fucked as I typed out my message to her. It didn't matter, she'd see it in the morning. Well, after she got her morning sex. Mm, morning sex. I was looking forward to that with Henry. Anyway, I sent my text to Alyssa before snuggling up with Henry and falling asleep.
Suzie: So, when can I move in?
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 41! I hope you enjoy it. I am so sorry this chapter took so long. I took a break from BPP to write Suzie's Twenty-Five Acts. Then real life got in the way. I had a death in the family, and the holidays are always a busy time. Then I had trouble getting back into the story. I would stare at the screen, unable to find words to add to the story. I started to wonder if I'd be able to finish the story. Then I started receiving emails from readers, asking about the next chapter, asking if I was okay. Many of you also mentioned how much you love the story. To all of you, thank you. I found the means to continue. My current plan is to wrap up Birthday Pool Party in a handful of chapters. If I knew the story was going to become this big, I would have come up with a better title! Anyway, I plan to outline a sequel story with the same characters. My hope is to be able to write another story with these characters, free from the mistakes I made with this story. Thank you again to everyone who has stuck with the story this far, everyone who commented and emailed me, and everyone who is reading this story in the future. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
"Feel good, Baby? You like my tight, little pussy?" Lexi coos, a smoky expression on her face as she looks over her shoulder at me.
"I love your tight, little pussy, Lexi." I reply while laying on my back and taking in the view.
What a view it is. With her shapely legs on either side of my hips, she uses the strength in them to bounce up and down in my lap. I watch as she takes me in over and over again, her juices glistening on my manhood right before my entire length disappears as Lexi slams herself back down onto me.
Slowly, my glance travels upwards. I admire her heart-shaped bottom before my eyes land on her adorable back dimples. I can't resist; I grab her hips, my thumbs resting on those sexy dimples as I grind her down on me for a moment.
Then there's the light spread of freckles across her bare back. They create swirling patterns that I'll happily watch forever. Finally, the way her auburn hair hangs down her back and spills across her light skin serves to only increase my lust. I will never get tired of this view.
"Oh, I love this song!" Lexi exclaims, looking up toward the ceiling as another fast beat starts up on her phone.
"It has no words, just like the last one." I snort while trailing my fingertips up her back.
"Shut up and make me cum!" she chants to the beat, her hands flying to her breasts so she can tug on her nipples.
Releasing a chuckle, I shake my head as I place my hands beneath my head so Lexi can use my cock for her pleasure. The sexy redhead continues riding me reverse cowgirl while roughly pulling on her nipples. Eventually, my girlfriend takes my entire length up her teen twat and grinds herself down on me as she looks straight up and lets out a series of adorable gasping noises. She's cumming. Hard. What a way to spend a Sunday evening.
"Let me suck your dick!" Lexi begs wantonly. Leaning forward, she tightly grips my calves as she rapidly raises and lowers her butt, taking me in and out of her love tunnel. "Please! I wanna suck you!"
"Suck me, Lexi." I encourage as I reach out and spank her tight ass cheek.
Lexi lifts her body until my erection falls out of her, treating me to an amazing view of her pretty, pink pussy. Even as I watch, her labia start to close, reminding me of just how tight she is. Then she turns her body, and the beautiful sight is gone.
Resting on her knees with her little feet in the air behind her, Lexi kneels perpendicular to me. I reach down to squeeze a hanging tit as Lexi starts planting soft kisses all along my shaft. Finally, she grips me at the base and lifts my erection before opening her mouth and taking me inside.
"Fuck, yes!" I hiss, tossing my head back when I feel the warm wetness of her mouth on my crown.
Humming happily, Lexi engulfs half of my length in one quick down stroke. She groans happily as she tastes her own juices on my cock. Then her hand releases my base, allowing her to lightly massage my balls as she begins bobbing her head. My eyes close as I listen to the soft slurping sounds, barely audible over the music.
Resting one hand on Lexi's head, my other releases her breast as I trail my fingers down her body, loving the feel of her soft, smooth skin. Grabbing a handful of her delectable ass, I raise my hand and give her a light spank. Then I run my fingers along her labia until my digits are coated in her feminine nectar. I push two fingers into her hole, making Lexi groan around my thickness as her strong vaginal muscles clamp down.
Closing my eyes, I let out a breath and continue fingering Lexi as she sucks on me while bathing my shaft with her wiggling tongue. A few moments later, the nymphomaniac deep throats me, causing me to gasp as I feel my cock bury in the confines of her throat. Holy shit, Lexi knows how to suck dick. I love her talented mouth.
"Feels good, Babe." I groan, my fingers clenching her auburn locks.
I can actually feel Lexi smile around my erection before she clamps her lips down on me again. Then she starts swallowing, causing her throat to massage my entire length. Fuck, I nearly cum just from this. My leg shakes as I pant heavily.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Lexi moans as she goes back to bobbing her head, once more taking about half of me between her lips.
"I'll cum if you keep this up." I warn. I don't want the fun to end just yet.
"Mm, maybe I want you to cum in my slutty mouth." she purrs when she pulls her lips off my dick. Then she starts trailing soft kisses along my shaft while holding the base firmly.
"I can definitely cum down your throat." I nod, tilting my head to the side as if I'm considering all the possibilities. "I think I'd like to be inside you again first, though."
"That can be arranged." Lexi husks as she softly strokes me, her green eyes locked on mine. "Do you want me on my back? Or shall I bend over?"
"How about you ride me so I can watch those titties bounce?" I suggest, reaching down to cup Lexi's cheek.
"You are so lazy." she snorts before breaking out into a fit of giggles.
"Hey, I usually do all the work!" I insist as I give Lexi a look of mock-offense.
"Whatever." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"I'm getting old!" I reason, my thumb caressing the soft skin of her cheek. "If you want dick, climb on!"
"I always want dick." the redhead replies, licking her lips seductively.
My naked girlfriend sits up and brushes her hair back behind her ears. Tossing her leg over me, Lexi straddles me as she reaches between us so she can aim my erection directly at her opening. We both let out a long sigh as Lexi lowers down onto me, impaling herself on my throbbing manhood.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I moan, sliding my hands up her body so I can palm her little boobs.
"Fuck, you're big." she groans, her eyes closing, mouth hanging open as she focuses on the feeling of being stretched.
I smirk as I tweak her nipples, making Lexi pant and moan. Then, as the sexy minx begins to ride me, I move my hands to her hips so I can guide her movements. Lexi places her hands on my chest, applying pressure as she bounces up and down. I take advantage of the moment to lay back and relax, watching her tits bounce the entire time.
"You gonna cum again for me?" I ask a few minutes later, holding her hips tightly as my cock throbs inside the tight teen.
"Soon." Lexi whispers, her eyes closed as she claws at my bare chest. "Oh God, soon!"
"Make yourself cum." I order as I smile up at her adorable face.
"Mm," she moans softly while slapping a hand to her crotch so she can rub her clit, "yes, Sir!"
Taking my entire length into her warmth, Lexi starts to rapidly stimulate her love button as she grinds on me. I can see her eyelids fluttering as her release approaches. She's making the cutest expressions, her face scrunching up, her lower jaw quivering.
"Oh shit, I'm gonna cum!" she announces, her hips rolling as she rubs her clit. "I'm cumming! Oh, Steven! I'm cumming! Steven!"
I hold onto Lexi's hips, a satisfied expression on my face as I enjoy the feel of Lexi's convulsing little cunt. Damn, she's having one intense orgasm. An involuntary groan escapes my lips as I feel my balls start to clench, their contents close to boiling over. Ecstasy is about to take over, flooding my brain with the highest pleasure, so naturally my phone chooses this moment to start ringing.
"That's not your ringtone." Lexi frowns, her orgasm ending as she listens to the song coming out of my phone.
"It's the one I use for Stacey." I explain, biting my lower lip in shame.
"She has her own ringtone?" my girlfriend asks, her hand lifting from her pussy as she looks down at me with a serious expression on her face.
"Um, well, yes." I answer. Yeah, this is an odd conversation, considering I'm currently inside Lexi. "It's weird that she's calling, maybe I should answer."
"No, you shouldn't. She's probably just calling out for tomorrow." Lexi rolls her eyes before mumbling. "At least it isn't a love song."
"She would have just sent me a text if she wasn't coming in tomorrow." I reply, concern on my face.
"Steven, just ignore it." Lexi pants as she starts to ride me again. "Ignore your blonde assistant, and enjoy your redhead girlfriend's hot pussy."
"I... okay." I reply as the call ends.
"Good." she smirks, her breasts jiggling as she resumes clawing at my chest. "Fuck, forget my mouth, fill my slutty cunt with your hot load."
"Sounds like a plan to me." I grin, my hands returning to her boobs.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard!" Lexi begs as Stacey's ringtone starts up again.
"Stacey's calling right back; something's wrong. I have to take this." I say quickly, reaching for my bedside table and groping around for my phone.
The look Lexi gives me is saying she's not sure whether she's going to kill me for Stacey's ringtone, or for the fact that I'm answering a call from a woman who's in love with me while balls-deep inside her. As good as Lexi feels around me, my stomach is tight; Stacey is calling me twice in a row on a Sunday night, something must be wrong. Lexi's eyes flash dangerously as she grinds down on me, not stopping as I grab my phone.
"Somebody better be dying." Lexi mutters in frustration.
"Steven! Help! Please, help us!" Stacey screams frantically as soon as I accept the call, loud enough for even Lexi to hear. "Oh God, he's breaking in! Please help! He's right outside!"
"Stacey!" I shout into the phone as Lexi leaps off of me, her eyes wide. "Stacey, who's breaking in?!"
"Barry!" Stacey screams, a loud pounding noise nearly drowning out her voice. "Help, please!"
"Steven, what do we do?!" Lexi screeches as she hops out of bed and starts pacing back and forth frantically, her naked breasts heaving as she breathes heavily.
"Stacey, call the police!" I advise while getting out of bed. "I'm coming over, but you need to call the police!"
"What do I do?" my girlfriend asks, facing me as she clenches her head, overwhelmed with indecision.
"Stacey?" I call out after my assistant screams. Then the line goes dead. "Shit!"
"Should we call the police?" Lexi wonders, looking at me with wide eyes.
"Go wake Hazel and Kayla." I instruct as I open my contacts. "I'm calling Sarah."
"Okay!" Lexi nods as the nude girl runs from the room.
Various thoughts and scenarios run through my head as I scroll through my contacts to find Sarah's name. I can understand what is happening; Barry is pissed about losing the contract. Yet, as far as I know he's still employed at his law firm, so he must be really unhinged to risk everything like this. Fuck, fears of Stacey and April getting assaulted and raped consume me as I start the call to Sarah.
"Hey, sexy man!" Sarah says excitedly when she answers the phone. "I was just thinking about you, what's up?"
"My assistant just called me." I respond quickly. "Someone is trying to break into her apartment."
"Did she call the police?" my detective friend wonders, turning serious.
"I told her to, but the line went dead." I answer. "She knows the guy. He's a lawyer who was involved in a business dealing. I got him fired for mistreating Stacey."
"Okay, text me her full name and address." Sarah instructs. "I'll send a squad car right over."
"Thank you!" I exclaim before ending the call.
I text Stacey's name and address to Sarah, then I try calling my assistant. No answer. Shit. Tossing my phone on the bed, I rush to my dresser to grab clean clothes. Three girls rush into the room as I'm putting on my socks. Lexi is still completely naked while Kayla and Hazel are wearing panties.
"What's going on?" Hazel demands.
"Lexi said Stacey's in trouble!" Kayla exclaims, her hands at her side as they clench in her panic.
"Someone's trying to break into Stacey and April's apartment." I answer quickly as I reach for my shoes. "I called Sarah. She's sending the police, but I'm gonna go over."
"I'm coming, too!" Lexi insists.
"So am I!" Kayla announces while Hazel looks on with wide eyes. "Stacey's my friend!"
"There's no time, I have to go." I respond while tying my shoes.
"I'm going!" Lexi states firmly.
"Fine." I grunt in annoyance. "Put some clothes on and we'll go. Kayla, Hazel, please wait at home."
"Just let us know when she's okay." Kayla says, acquiescing.
"We'll be waiting." Hazel adds.
"Of course." I promise. "Hurry up, Lexi."
"I'm working on it!" Lexi snaps as she steps into her panties.
When Lexi is finally ready, we both kiss Kayla and Hazel before running out the door. The two of us get in my car and I pull out onto the street, slamming on the gas to get us up to speed. Fifteen minutes into the drive, my phone goes off so I answer it with the button on my dash.
"Hello?" I say quickly.
"The police are at your assistant's place." Sarah's voice comes over the car speaker. "Barry is in custody."
"That was fast." Lexi comments quietly.
"Are Stacey and April okay?" I inquire, ignoring Lexi while my hands tightly grip the steering wheel.
"They're fine." Sarah assures me calmly. "The cops got there right as he managed to break the door down. Good thing he was so drunk, or he would have got in much sooner."
"Thank you." I whisper, letting out a breath as the anxiety finally starts to leave me. I know it won't be completely gone until I see Stacey and April are safe with my own eyes. "Thank you so much, Sarah."
"I'm glad I could help." Sarah replies.
"Listen, I'm gonna let you go." I say. "We're almost at the apartment."
"Okay, I'll be up awhile longer if you need anything." Sarah promises.
"Thanks. Bye, Sarah." I reply.
"Bye." Sarah responds, ending our conversation.
"Nice to have a detective in your contacts, isn't it?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"It really is." I agree. "Even if I didn't, we could still have called the police."
"Like you did when Keith kidnapped Kayla and I." my girlfriend mumbles.
"Exactly." I nod.
There are two police cars outside the apartment building, their flashing lights indicating their presence as I park the car. Lexi and I rush toward the entrance, our feet loudly thumping on the pavement. When passing the first police car, I glance over and can clearly see there is a man in the back seat. I can't see his face, but it has to be Barry. Two uniformed officers are standing by the car.
The entrance isn't blocked by police, so we are able to run right in. I shake my head at the lack of security as Lexi and I enter the elevator. Once we're on the right floor, we rush down the hall until we reach Stacey and April's door. Lexi gasps when she sees the way the door has clearly been broken in. There is even crime scene tape over the door.
"Can I help you?" an officer asks, blocking the entrance.
"I work with Stacey." I answer quickly. "I'm the one who called the police."
"Steven!" Stacey squeals from somewhere inside.
"It's okay, let them in." a male voice comes from inside.
The officer stands aside and lets us duck beneath the crime scene tape. Stacey and April are standing together, holding hands and shaking. They're both bare foot and wearing robes. I can see the indents from their nipples in the fabric. A second officer is standing near them, writing in a notepad.
"Steven!" Stacey screeches again, looking at me like she wants to rush to me.
"Hi, Steven." April smiles, seeming just as relieved to see me. "Lexi."
"Are you girls okay?" I ask.
"We are now that you're here." Stacey answers.
"Yeah, thank you for coming." April agrees. "Both of you."
"We're here for you." Lexi says, surprising me with the sincerity in her voice.
Lexi and I fall silent as the officer asks a follow up question. My girlfriend takes my hand while we wait for the officer to gather all the information he needs. Once he's satisfied, he goes over the procedure for getting a restraining order, then makes his exit.
"I was so scared!" Stacey announces, running to me as her emotions finally overwhelm her.
"It's okay, you're okay." I whisper, holding my assistant close as I rub her back softly. "I'm here."
I hold Stacey for a few minutes as she sobs into my chest. My fingers run through her blonde locks while she shakes in my grasp. April walks up beside Stacey, placing her hand on my assistant's back. I can feel another hand on my shoulder, and know it's Lexi.
"W-what do we do now?" April stammers, looking at me from behind her glasses. The little nerd looks so lost.
"Your door will need to be fixed. Hopefully, the landlord takes care of that quickly." I answer, looking over at the door. "It looks like it'll close, but there's no way to lock it right now."
"And the cop mentioned a restraining order." Lexi points out.
"Both of those will probably have to wait until tomorrow." I reason.
"I don't feel safe here." Stacey mumbles.
"Stay with us tonight." Lexi immediately offers.
"Really?" April asks in surprise.
"Yes, really." I add. "We'll take you back to the mansion. We have plenty of room. It's safe."
"Thank you." Stacey whispers.
"Why don't we get some of your clothes?" Lexi suggests. "Oh, and your toothbrushes. Plus, whatever else you need."
"I'll get some things for both of us." April says as Stacey clings to me.
April and Lexi disappear into Stacey's room as I hold my distraught assistant. I can tell tears are running down her cheeks. I coo softly to her, assuring Stacey that she's safe and loved. Eventually, she pulls back slightly and looks up at me.
"Thank you." Stacey says again, her hands at my waist, clenching me. "I panicked and didn't think of calling the police. All I could think is that you'd protect me, so I called you. He was throwing himself against the door. I screamed and dropped the phone. Our call must have ended."
"I'm just glad help got here in time." I say, pulling Stacey back in for a tight hug and leaning down to kiss her forehead.
"You were the first person I thought of. The only person I thought of." Stacey explains. "I felt guilty about calling you."
"Why would you feel guilty?" I ask in confusion.
"I was worried you were gonna get hurt fighting him or something." Stacey tells me. "I was scared for you! I'd die if anything happened to you."
"Situations like this are why we have police. Do I seem like some idiot manly man to you?" I wonder with a chuckle. Then I pound my chest and let out a manly grunt. "Do I have to go around punching people now? I love you, Stacey, but you need to stop with the romance novels."
"I love you, too." she replies with a giggle. "So much. My hero."
Stacey reaches up and grabs the back of my head, standing on her toes as she pulls me in for a kiss. Fuck. The thought of losing her, of something terrible happening to her, it's more than I can handle. I can't imagine life without her, any more than I can imagine it without Lexi or Nicole. I'm so fucked. Feeling so much love for three women. No, four. Hazel and our child are as much a part of my heart as the others. How do I make this all work without any of us getting hurt?



I know I should stop this kiss, it isn't right. Yet, when Stacey's tongue probes at my lips, I find my mouth opening, allowing her entry. Our tongues dance as we clutch at each other, her breasts squishing against my chest while we both sway softly. That's when I hear a throat clearing behind us.
Our arms fly away from each other as Stacey and I break our kiss and each take several steps back. Facing the other two women in the apartment, I see that Lexi has her arms crossed and a small frown on her face. April looks unsure of how to handle this. We're all silent for at least twenty seconds.
"I, um, we were just..." Stacey eventually mumbles pathetically.
"Stacey was really emotional." I speak up. "I was comforting her."
"With your tongue down her throat?" April wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"Sorry." Stacey squeaks.
"Yeah, sorry Lexi." I say to my girlfriend.
"Should I be worried?" Lexi asks plainly.
"No!" Stacey and I shout at the same time.
"It's okay." Lexi says after a few seconds, finally breaking into a smirk. "I did let you kiss before, and this is a really emotional time for Stacey. Still, fair is fair."
Lexi then shocks all of us by turning and grabbing April by the back of the head. My girlfriend then pulls the stunned nerd forward and plants a big kiss on her. April lets out a surprised squeak before accepting the situation and pressing herself against Lexi so the two short girls can make out.
As Stacey and I watch, April places a hand on Lexi's chest and starts caressing my girlfriend's breast from outside her shirt. Lexi and April moan heavily as their tongues wrestle and they clench at each other. A minute later, they break apart, both red in the face.
"Well that was fun." Lexi comments as she walks over to me and stands on her toes to peck my lips.
"Um, yeah!" April agrees in her cute voice.
"So, what now?" Stacey asks.
"Oh!" April exclaims before holding out the overnight bag on her shoulder. "I packed some clothes for tomorrow, our toothbrushes and birth control pills. I figured we could just put on shoes and get in the car with Lexi and Steven."
"We're gonna go out like this?" Stacey frowns.
"Sure, why not?" April shrugs. "We're wearing robes, we're covered. And we're just going to the car."
"Okay, let's go!" Lexi chirps.
April and Stacey step into shoes before grabbing their phones and purses. I set the door so that it looks like it's firmly shut. That, combined with the crime scene tape should ensure no one tries to get in. Then the four of us head out to my car. The three girls get in my car while I place the overnight bag in the trunk. Then we're off. I call Sarah to let her know that Stacey and April are with me.
"Yeah, Sarah, everything went fine. I owe you one." I say.
"I'm sure I can think of a way for you to repay me, hero." Sarah purrs.
Glancing sideways, I see Lexi smirk in the front seat. Then I look in the rear view mirror and notice Stacey and April giggling in the back seat. Sarah doesn't realize she's on the car speakerphone. My fault for not telling her, I suppose.
"We thank you, too, Sarah!" April can't help but be a little bratty, despite her actual gratitude.
"You're on the car speaker, Sarah." I tell her way too late.
"Oh, um... I'll talk to you later, Steven." Sarah embarrassingly ends the conversation.
I hear a noise, and soon realize that April is leaning forward in her seat. The petite blonde runs her thin fingers along the side of my neck, finding a ticklish spot. I struggle to keep my eyes on the road as I shudder from the tickle and eroticism.
"Yeah, hero..." April breathes into my ear, "we owe you one."
The adorable nerd then breaks into hysterical giggles as the nerves of the night overwhelm her. The giggles turn into full laughter, and soon April is sitting back in her seat with her hand over her mouth. The laughter becomes sobbing tears as I watch in the rear view mirror. April buries her face into Stacey's shoulder. Adrenaline really is a weird thing.
"Breathe." Stacey urges, holding her girlfriend close. "We're okay. We're okay."
"I was so scared!" April wails. "What if he hurt you, Stacey?"
"He didn't hurt either of us." Stacey coos, trying to comfort April. "We're both okay. We're both safe."
"Do either of you need anything?" I ask, trying to take their mind off their fears as I turn my full attention back to the road. "I can stop somewhere if you're hungry."
"I'm okay, how about you, April?" Stacey wonders softly.
"I'm not hungry." April mumbles.
"You're both staying with us tonight." Lexi adds. "We won't let anyone hurt you."
Stacey spends the rest of the ride soothing April. By the time I park the car at the mansion, April is mostly calm. The four of us make our way through the house until we reach the hallway with the bedrooms. Lexi knocks on Kayla's door, then Hazel's. Kayla and Hazel both come out of Kayla's bedroom, this time wearing robes.
"Are you okay?!" Kayla squeals as she rushes to hug Stacey.
"I'm okay." Stacey mumbles, hugging my daughter back.
Hugs are exchanged as Stacey and April repeat their story for Kayla and Hazel. Eventually, we realize just how late it is. April, Stacey, and I are definitely skipping work tomorrow, and Lexi says she isn't going to school. Hazel and Kayla are still planning on going in, so I kiss them before they disappear into their bedrooms.
"You two can use the room beside Hazel's." I say to Stacey and April as I head toward the bedroom.
"I don't want to be away from you." Stacey whispers, tears forming in her eyes.
"It's okay, I'll be with you." April says, taking Stacey's hand. "Lexi and Steven need to go to bed. They've done enough for us."
"Wait." Lexi says before letting out a sigh. I can see compassion in her eyes as she looks at Stacey.
"Everything okay, Lexi?" I ask with a frown.
"Yes." the redhead nods. "Stacey and April have been through a lot tonight. We're here for them."
"Of course we are..." I reply, not sure where my girlfriend is going with this.
"If I had been through that, if Kayla had been through that, neither of us would be able to sleep without you being right there. Remember what happened after the kidnapping? Anyway, we have the giant bed." Lexi smirks. "There's room for all four of us."
"Lexi, are you sure?" April asks slowly.
"I am." my girlfriend nods.
"Thank you." Stacey whispers. "Thank you so much."
"Works out for me, I get to sleep with two hot babes!" Lexi winks as she walks by us and slips into the master bedroom.
With bemused expressions, April, Stacey, and I follow Lexi into the bedroom. We kick off our shoes and socks, then I set the overnight bag down on the vanity before Stacey starts going through it. Lexi is plugging her phone in so it can charge, and April is looking around the large bedroom with interest.
"April, you didn't pack any pajamas." Stacey says while searching through the overnight bag.
"Why would we need pajamas?" April wonders as she confidently drops her robe, revealing her tight body, including her cute, little boobs.
"April!" Stacey hisses, standing over the overnight bag while holding a toothbrush in one hand and a pill container in the other.
"I completely agree!" Lexi announces, whipping off her shirt and tossing it in the hamper.
"I bet you're loving this." Stacey crosses her arms beneath her breasts as she looks at me and rolls her eyes.
"No complaints." I shrug, trying to pretend like I'm not interested. I'm actually watching April out of the corner of my eye. She has a hot, little body, and I'm getting hard just thinking about what I want to do to her. April looks especially cute in her light green panties.
"We can all tell you're checking out April." Lexi giggles, dropping her pants so that she's clad in only her underwear. They're cute; the white pair with pink and red hearts that she wears sometimes.
"I have no idea what you're talking about." I reply, feigning innocence.
"Feel free to look!" April grins, striking a sexy pose, with her arms above her head. "Sadly for you, all of this is for Stacey!"
"Thanks." Stacey smirks, still standing in her robe. "I'm going to go brush my teeth."
"Bathroom is in the back." I inform her, pointing toward the master bathroom.
"Don't change the subject!" Lexi insists, hands on her hips. "Steven, lose the clothes."
"And Stacey, tits out!" April adds, nodding firmly.
Stacey and I look at each other, both of us smiling as we realize how alike our partners are. Both so fiery and energetic, and of course, both perpetually horny. I'm glad that the four of us are starting to become friends. I hope that, in time, all the negativity and awkwardness will completely disappear.
My blonde assistant's eyes start to sparkle as she unties her robe and shrugs out of it, exposing her tight body. I swallow weakly as I admire Stacey's flawless frame. Flat stomach, large breasts, shapely legs, and she's only covered by a pair of red panties.
"Yup, he's hard." Lexi confirms. "Nice job, ladies!"
"I can't help it." I acknowledge with a helpless expression. "All three of you are fucking gorgeous."
"Thanks, sexy man!" April replies, walking up to me and standing on her toes to kiss my cheek. "Now, Stacey and I are going to the bathroom to brush our teeth. You'd better be down to your undies by the time we get back!"
With that, April walks over to Stacey and grabs her own toothbrush before looping her arm through my assistant's. Both girls give me mischievous grins before turning around and heading for the bathroom. The two sexy blondes disappear, leaving me alone with the sexy redhead.
"You sure you're okay with all this?" I ask my girlfriend as I pull off my shirt.
"Why wouldn't I be?" Lexi frowns. "You see titties all the time. And not just in person; I know the Sluts are always sending you random nudes."
"You know what I mean." I respond while taking off my pants. "We'll all be in bed together, practically naked."
"I know." Lexi lets out a breath as she walks up to me, seeming incredibly vulnerable as she looks up into my eyes. "I trust you, Steven. I have to trust you."
"But, we don't have to do this." I explain, wrapping my arms around Lexi and pulling her close. "We can still tell the girls they need to sleep somewhere else. They'd understand."
"No, it's okay." Lexi replies, letting out a breath. "Like I said, I trust you."
"Trying to convince me or you of that?" I wonder with a raised eyebrow.
"Maybe both?" Lexi suggests with a wince. "I just don't ever want to lose you."
"You won't, Lexi. I promise." I whisper.
Lexi leans up, her small breasts squishing against my bare chest as her eyes close. Keeping my arms around my girlfriend, I lower my head and press my lips against hers. We are making out within seconds, Lexi is moaning into my mouth as her fingers clutch the back of my head. At the same time, I slide my hand into the back of Lexi's underwear so I can squeeze her tight ass.
"Starting the party without us, I see." April's cute voice calls out.
"What party?" I scoff, looking over Lexi's head so I can see Stacey and April. "You and Stacey are off limits."
"So, you're planning on having sex right in front of us?" Stacey inquires as she and April hold hands and watch us.
"I probably do owe it to Steven." Lexi replies, looking over her shoulder at the blondes. "I had to give him blue balls when Stacey called."
"You guys were fucking when Stacey called for help?" April asks as Stacey winces, looking guilty.
"Yeah, I was riding him." Lexi shrugs.
"Shit. Sorry." Stacey mumbles, looking mortified.
"Hey, no need to apologize." I quickly say, pulling my hand out of Lexi's panties. "Your safety is more important than Lexi and I getting off."
"Well..." Lexi begins with an evil grin.
"Lexi." I state firmly.
"It's fine." the redhead sighs theatrically. "I suppose."
"I'm really sorry." Stacey says, looking like she's about to cry.
"Lexi was just kidding around, Love." April insists, leaning over to kiss Stacey's cheek. "Everything's fine."
"April's right." I add. "Lexi's just a brat. Why don't we get in bed and relax? We're all safe here."
"I didn't mean anything by it." Lexi speaks up quickly when she realizes her mistake. "I'm sorry, Stacey. Let's lay down."
We stare at each other awkwardly for several seconds before Stacey and April hesitantly approach their side of the bed. Lexi and I walk up to the other, then more awkward staring ensues. The fact that we're all practically naked does not help the situation. I keep finding my eyes drawn to tight curves and hard nipples.
"This is ridiculous." Lexi rolls her eyes as she swats me on the butt. "It's your bed, get in!"
"He's your boss." April adds, copying Lexi by giving Stacey a smack on her pantie-clad ass. "You first!"
Stacey and I look at each other with nervous smiles. I manage to kill a few seconds by reaching down and pulling back the comforter. When I look up, my eyes lock on to Stacey's large breasts. When I finally glance up to her face, she's smirking. This serves to relieve some of the tension, and all four of us laugh softly.
I climb up on the bed, and Stacey follows, allowing my eyes to once more gravitate to the two swaying orbs of perfection hanging from my assistant's chest. She and I lay down side-by-side in the middle of the bed as Lexi and April join us, Lexi next to me and April beside Stacey. Finally, April takes off her glasses, Lexi switches off the lamp on our bedside table, and I pull the covers over the four of us.
We lay in the massive bed, trying to fall asleep. I am on my back, not wanting to turn away from either Lexi or Stacey. Lexi wastes no time snuggling up against my side. Stacey is on her back as well, clearly torn between clinging to me and comforting April. After a short time, my assistant's hand finds mine under the blanket, our fingers lacing. I squeeze Stacey's hand, trying to convey my support and love.
Suddenly, the bed shifts, causing me to frown and open my eyes. On Stacey's far side, April roughly flips from her back to her front. I close my eyes again. A couple minutes later, the bed again shifts as April tries laying on one side, and then the other.
"This fucking sucks!" April announces in a huff, breaking the silence and the awkwardness of four people trying to share a sleeping space together for the first time.
"I think the bed feels nice." Stacey loudly whispers to April. My blonde assistant squeezes my hand tightly.
"The bed is fine." April sighs, finally sitting up. "It's just that, after everything that happened. The terror. The excitement..."
"You're horny." Lexi suddenly grunts, completing the short girl's thought.
"I'm so fucking horny I can't sleep!" April yells out in a combination of a groan and a growl. "Every part of me is vibrating. Fuck it, I've got a date with a shower head."
"Or..." Lexi trails off, pushing on my chest to half sit up and look over at the girls as April moves to get out of bed. "We could all play a game to break the tension and settle us down."
"What kind of game?" I ask suspiciously, knowing how crazy my girlfriend can be.
"A sexy game!" Lexi chirps as she turns on the bedside light, revealing April sitting at the edge of the bed and looking over her shoulder at us with a frown.
"I'm not sure Stacey would be-" April begins.
"That is the best kind of game!" Stacey exclaims, cutting April off.
"Are you sure?" I ask my assistant.
"Yeah, we don't have to." April says. "I can make myself cum in the bathroom, then we can all sleep."
"Am I sure if I wanna play a sexy game with my hot girlfriend, a sexy guy, and his gorgeous girlfriend?" Stacey asks rhetorically. "Yes, I'm sure."
"Great!" Lexi grins. "Now, for the rules!"
"Remember, nothing too crazy." I remind the fiery redhead.
"Hey! I'm the one with jealousy issues, remember?" Lexi points out before waving her hand dismissively. "It's fine now, I trust all of you."
"Thank you." Stacey whispers, tears in her eyes.
"So, tell us about the game!" April grins, pulling her legs back up onto the bed.
Instead of responding, Lexi chooses to climb across the bed. Getting off the bed and walking around it is probably the smarter choice, but no, my girlfriend just crawls over me, her knee digging into my stomach and making me wince. Stacey grunts out when Lexi places her hand on the blonde's stomach so she can get over us, landing in front of April. Finally, Lexi sits cross-legged while facing April. In response, April gets into position in front of the pillow, legs crossed as she watches the redhead, who is a couple feet away.
"Are you gonna tell us the rules, or would you rather knee me in the stomach again?" I ask, giving her a fake look of annoyance.
"Just be glad it wasn't your balls." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"C'mon, tell us!" Stacey urges as she sits up.
"Okay, okay!" Lexi giggles. "This may push some boundaries. Maybe even mine. I don't know yet. That's why the first rule is that, anyone who wants to stop, just say so and everything ends. Anyone."
"That's a good rule." I reply, nodding in approval as I sit up.
"Second, the game is called Mirrors. I'm gonna sit across from April, and Steven will sit across from Stacey." Lexi explains as she points to the spot on the bed where she wants me to sit. "Whatever I do to April, Steven is going to do to Stacey. And whatever April does to me, Stacey is going to do to Steven."
"Oh! This sounds fun!" April exclaims in her cute voice as she claps her hands. Then she freezes and glances over at Stacey nervously. "Um, as long as you're okay with me playing with Lexi?"
"I am." Stacey nods. "Well, I'm okay with it if I can play with Steven!"
"That's fine with me." April says, letting out a breath. "I trust you."
"Yeah, yeah. Mushy later. Orgasms now." Lexi grins.
"What about Nicole?" I ask.
"Inviting another lady to the party, great!" April laughs.
"No, no, I mean, I don't want to cheat on her or anything." I explain.
"You're not, she already gave you permission." Lexi reasons. "She's asleep now, we'll tell her the details tomorrow."
"Okay." I state with a nod.
Moving down the bed, I take my place across from Stacey, sitting cross-legged while wearing only my boxer briefs. My assistant looks incredibly sexy in her red panties. Sitting on Stacey's right is April, wearing just a pair of light green underwear. The little nerd's pink nipples are hard, and I can tell how horny she is. Finally, to my left, is Lexi. The sexy nymphomaniac's auburn hair is framing her face as she smiles at April, my girlfriend's only clothing is a pair of white panties with pink and red hearts.
"Who's first?" Stacey asks hesitantly, her hand brushing back her long blonde hair as her baby blues look at me with a mixture of nerves and desire.
"Lexi." I insist firmly. "It's her game."
"Mm, don't mind if I do!" Lexi husks, giving April a sultry look.
The two blondes and I watch Lexi, all three of us wondering what the freckled redhead will do first. My anticipation turns to shock as I see the fire dim in Lexi's eyes, her lustful gaze faltering and her predatory body language giving way to fidgeting. I glance toward April and see my confusion mirrored on the petite blonde's face. She doesn't know what's wrong, but I can see the problem. The fiery, confident girl is actually afraid. Lexi is in her head too much and doesn't want to look like a kid in front of the two older women.
Lexi's uncertainty is allowing the three of us to see her soft side. The aura of the strong seductress is breaking, leaving behind the insecure girl that Lexi usually only shows me. I only stay quiet because I know that Lexi will not want to be embarrassed in front of the blondes. It's too late for that, this is going on for too long. I have to speak up.



"No stealing my girl, got it?" I warn, looking exaggeratedly at April as I try to break the tension. "No matter how sexy she is."
"Hm, well, she is pretty fucking hot..." April trails off, her head tilting to the side playfully as she considers it. "Maybe I could build myself my own little harem of slutty babes."
"You're mine, Bitch." Stacey husks while leaning over and bumping April's delicate shoulder with her own. "Don't you forget it!"
"Mm, never!" April purrs happily.
"Good." Stacey smiles before nodding at Lexi. "I am willing to share my favorite nerd though!"
"Lucky me!" Lexi giggles, the current atmosphere serving to put her at ease. "One more thing. Things might get said tonight, they might get intense. It's just part of the game. If anyone needs it to end, just say pineapple. Okay? No one gets mad, everything stops. We cuddle and figure things out."
"Agreed." I state as the blondes nod.
Lexi closes her eyes and takes a moment to prepare herself. My girlfriend lets out a deep breath before slowly opening her eyes and gazing at April. The anxiety on Lexi's face disappears as the look of the supreme slut slides back over her; a predatory grin filled with sex appeal and promises of endless pleasure.
"And now," Lexi begins, her eyes locked on April's as the adorable blonde audibly gulps, "I'm going to make you my little whore who can't even remember her own name."
With that, Lexi slowly leans toward April, their green eyes locked as the redhead inches closer, giving everyone a chance to stop this before anything happens. April is frozen in place, staring helplessly into Lexi's eyes. The only sound is our heartbeats in our ears as Lexi changes directions at the last second, leaning down and to the side to plant a soft kiss on April's bare shoulder.
April lets out a breath, her lower lip quivering as she shivers. Lexi lifts her lips and shifts slightly, kissing toward April's collarbone. At the same time, the sexy redhead reaches up and runs her fingertips through April's wavy blonde hair, pushing the sunny locks behind her ear. A small gasp escapes April's lips as Lexi kisses along her collarbone, my girlfriend's hand burying in April's hair, resting at the back of the nerd's head.
At a glacial pace, Lexi plants the softest kisses along April's delicate collarbone. The freckled beauty's kisses are feather light, but sensual, and April gasps when Lexi presses her lips against the blonde's neck. April's hands clench at the blanket, clearly resisting the urge to touch Lexi as the redhead kisses even higher.
Lexi finally breaks the contact and looks up to lock eyes with April, their lips inches apart. Ever so close, but not touching, Lexi hovers there until April releases a slight whimper of longing. In response, Lexi just smiles wickedly and pulls back.
April just looks dazed. The petite blonde is primed and ready, but is being denied more as Lexi simply plays with the wavy blonde hair at the back of the nerd's head. Lexi winks cutely before leaning up and planting a kiss on April's forehead. Finally, Lexi releases April and returns to her spot right beside me, and in front of April. Looking over at me, Lexi clears her throat and nods her head toward Stacey.
I give my girlfriend a reassuring nod before turning to face my nearly-naked assistant. Stacey's eyes are wide, and she's breathing so rapidly she's almost hyperventilating. My gaze slowly drops from her baby blues, trailing down her bare neck to the swell of her large breasts. The blonde beauty's nipples are rock hard.
With her quick breaths, Stacey's breasts move in a way that is completely hypnotic to me. I watch them rise and fall, the pink nipples crinkling as my gaze excites her. Rising, falling, I burn the image into my brain. Suddenly, I hear Lexi clear her throat. I jump, my body jerking as I look around, blinking back to reality. April and Lexi are both giggling, but my eyes are all on Stacey. My assistant has a small smirk on her face, some of her anxiety being overcome by her mirth. Worth it.
"Don't be embarrassed!" April giggles cutely. "I get it; her titties are fucking amazing."
"They really are!" Lexi agrees from her spot beside me. "I'm so jealous."
"No need to be jealous." Stacey smiles, reassuring my girlfriend. "You have really, really nice boobs."
"You do, my love." I agree, leaning over and kissing Lexi's cheek.
"These little nubs?" Lexi wonders, grabbing her own breasts and squeezing them together. She looks at us, and I can see the wheels turning in her pretty, little head. "These young, tender, ah, sensitive, little nubs?"
"Fuck. Girl, you're just making me wanna play with those even more!" April husks as she reaches for Lexi's chest.
"Uh-uh!" the redhead admonishes, playfully slapping April's hand away. "It's not your turn!"
"Right." I smirk. "It's mine!"
With that, we all fall silent. Stacey and I stare at each other, my assistant's wide eyes showing that her nerves are acting up again. For several moments, it is only Stacey and I, our worlds frozen in time as we both wait for me to take the next step.
"Today, Baby." Lexi teases, placing a hand on my back and giving me a little shove.
Lexi's right. I'm being a coward. With a quick nod, I slowly move forward, hovering in front of Stacey. I can taste her breath, our lips barely an inch apart, with hers slightly parted in anticipation. I don't kiss her lips. I stick to the game and lean down at the last second, pressing my lips against Stacey's shoulder.
"Oh!" Stacey gasps, her entire body shaking.
Smirking slightly, I began trailing kisses along Stacey's collarbone while running my fingers through my assistant's hair. It isn't long before my hand is at the back of Stacey's head as I trail hot, passionate kisses up her pale neck.
When I lift my head to look right at Stacey, I see that her heavy breathing is now caused purely by her arousal, all nerves are gone. I can tell she wants to touch me, but she knows the rules of the game. So, with my lips inches away from Stacey's again, I instead lift up so I can kiss her forehead.
I release Stacey's head as I began to back into my original spot. Before I can settle in beside Lexi, Stacey's resolve finally breaks. With a strangled moan, Stacey lunges toward me, grabbing my face in both her hands as she presses her lips against mine.
Stacey's lips are so soft, her breath so sweet, and the heat of her passion so intense. I completely lose control, grabbing the back of her head as I growl into our kiss. Moments later, her tongue is in my mouth and we're making out heavily.
"Foul!" Lexi's voice calls out from miles away, causing Stacey and I to jump and break apart.
I can see the lust and love in Stacey's baby blues as she gazes at me, her breathing rapid and her cheeks red. Glancing to Stacey's side, I see that April has a hand between her legs and is rubbing herself from outside her green panties. I'm actually shocked that she isn't upset. However, the little nerd does immediately stop when I catch her.
"S-sorry." Stacey stammers in a small voice.
"You broke first, Stacey!" Lexi declares.
"So, um, does that mean game over?" April asks sadly, still looking slightly dazed.
"Nope!" the redhead answers. "It just means that Stacey has to be punished."
"Oh?" I ask with a smirk. "And what does that entail?"
"You'll see." Lexi chirps. "April, scoot forward and sit between Steven and I."
"Uh, okay." April responds, sliding up to comply.
"Stacey, for punishment," Lexi begins, "you have to just watch for a minute. No copying, naughty girl!"
Without waiting for a response, the sexy minx leans forward and lightly kisses April on the lips. The two short girls start kissing softly as April reaches out and runs her fingers along Lexi's bare thigh. In response, Lexi's left hand finds April's right breast, cupping the tit-flesh softly.
Stacey and I watch with wide eyes as Lexi breaks the kiss and gives April a small smile. My girlfriend then ducks her head and playfully licks April's pink nipple, making the blonde gasp. A moment later, Lexi slurps April's hard nipple into her mouth as the redhead's thumb lightly caresses the cute boob.
"Oh, God!" April gasps as she throws her head back and buries her right hand in Lexi's auburn hair.
Within my boxer briefs I can feel my cock throb as I watch Lexi nurse at April's breast. My hot girlfriend sucks on the nipple before opening wide, allowing me to see her tongue as it flicks all over April's pink tip. My cock twitches in tune with the movement of her tongue. The entire time, Lexi is moaning and April is panting.
Lexi's right hand reaches out, grasping my upper arm. Once she has a grip on me, the redhead starts pulling me forward. It takes me barely a second to realize what Lexi is going for, and I am more than happy to oblige. Extending my right hand, I cup April's left breast as I lean in and take her other nipple between my lips.
"Wait, is this allowed?" Stacey's voice asks, sounding like she's somewhere between awe and torture.
"Oh God, who the fuck ca-ah!" April's reply dissolves into a long, keening moan as Lexi and I torture the short woman's nipples.
April's small hand grabs the back of my head, holding my face to her chest. Lexi and I are now both being held against April's boobs, and neither of us is complaining one bit. I'm definitely surprised that I am doing anything with April tonight; especially with our strained relationship. From the way her tiny body is shaking as she pants, April's perfectly content with the turn of events.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" April groans, shocking all of us as she cums from nipple stimulation alone.
"You're so fucking cute when you cum." Stacey comments, and I can hear the love in her voice as my assistant listens to April's cute yelps.
I find myself moving closer to April as my thumb caresses the soft skin of her chest while my mouth stimulates her breast. All I can think about now is that this is one of the most responsive nipples to ever be in my mouth. Lexi's soft hair brushes my cheek as we both work together to drive April wild.
"Um, it's been more than a minute." Stacey eventually mumbles from slightly behind April.
"I don't fucking care!" April snaps as her tight, tiny body writhes in pleasure. "Oh, God! Make me cum again! Fuck! Make me cum!"
"Oh, come on!" Stacey whines pathetically, her voice barely audible over April's increasingly intense moans. "It's my turn!"
"Fuck off, Stacey!" April snaps, her fingers clenching desperately at my head. "Oh, fuck, yes! Keep licking my nipple! Just like that!"
"Okay, okay," Lexi giggles as she pulls away from April's chest, "I think she's suffered enough."
"Don't make me suffer!" April exclaims desperately. "I'm so close! Keep sucking my titties!"
"Nope! Time's up!" Lexi states as she grabs my shoulder and pulls me away from April's boob. "Steven's turn!"
"Fuck! Fucking, fuck!" April growls, sliding a hand into her panties so she can get at her clit.
"Hey! No masturbating!" Lexi admonishes, grabbing April's wrist and yanking the blonde's hand out of her own underwear. "Do you want a foul of your own?"
"No masturbating was never part of the rules!" April counters.
"It is now, get over it!" Stacey snorts. "It's my turn to be touched!"
"Ugh, fine." April groans as she scoots backwards until she's right next to Stacey. "You all suck."
"Sorry, April." I smile kindly while Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Don't worry about her; my slutty girlfriend is just fine." Stacey insists as she gestures at me. "Now, c'mon! It's your turn, let's go!"
"Fine, I'll end your suffering." I say with a theatrical sigh as I slide forward toward my blonde assistant. "Hey! With the game we're playing, maybe I can satisfy two women at once."
"Been there, done that." Lexi snorts. "Got the itty-bitty t-shirt."
"Let's go!" Stacey moans, her impatience boiling over. "Less talk, more touch!"
"Watch closely," I whisper to Lexi as I lean forward and softly peck Stacey's lips. "This will be on the test."
The three gorgeous, practically-nude women watch with rapt attention as I slowly reach my hand toward Stacey. Rather than touch her breasts, as I'm sure she expects, I slide my hand between her hanging orbs and brush the back of my hand along her sternum. My assistant shivers, goosebumps popping up along her skin as my fingers run down her flat stomach, heading toward their obvious target.
"Oh, thank God!" April whines greedily, hungry for another orgasm. "I was so close."
"What are you talking about?" Lexi wonders with a raised eyebrow as my fingers lightly circle Stacey's cute belly button.
"He said he was gonna satisfy two women." April quickly explains. "You're gonna have to finger me. Thanks, Steven!"
"I aim to please, ma'am." I retort with an obnoxiously fake southern drawl.
"Your southern accent sucks." April giggles cutely.
"It really does." Lexi laughs, her hand over her mouth as her small breasts jiggle.
"Talking isn't really what's on my mind." I reply, my fingertips running along the top of Stacey's red panties.
"Shut up and get your fingers in me!" Stacey pleads. "Please!"
"Your wish is my command." I smirk, my fingers slipping into the front of Stacey's underwear, allowing them to tease her bare pubic mound.
Stacey is still sitting cross-legged, granting me easy access to her center. The blonde is breathing heavily as my fingertips slide along her labia. She's beyond soaked. Stacey's gasp quickly turns into a moan as she clenches the comforter, clearly trying not to reach out for me.
I don't think there's actually a rule saying Stacey can't touch me, but it seems to be implied. April touching Lexi and I doesn't count, since it's a punishment for Stacey. I guess? Either way, Stacey is clearly not willing to take any risks. She's incredibly turned on right now, and she does not want another foul.
April and Lexi watch silently as my fingers tease Stacey's slit, my thumb gently stimulating her love button. It isn't long before Stacey's entire body is undulating over my hand, her eyes closed and mouth slightly ajar. Pussy juice coats my fingers while Stacey tries to impale herself on my fingers.
"Please!" Stacey whimpers desperately.
Finally, I decide to show mercy. Pushing my two longest fingers up, I guide them between Stacey's labia and into her tight tunnel. The sexy blonde lets out a series of gasping moans as I slowly begin to finger her velvet pussy.
"Is this what you wanted?" I husk as I continue to push two fingers in and out of my assistant.
"Oh God, yes!" Stacey hisses, a strand of sweaty hair obscuring her pretty face. "Keep going! Keep going!"
Reaching forward with my free hand, I grab one of Stacey's big boobs, pressing the large mammary gland into her chest. Stacey clenches her teeth and hisses, her entire body quivering as pleasure threatens to overwhelm her. I just smirk and keep up the pressure; fingering her in a steady rhythm as her hard nipple presses against my palm.
For the next couple minutes, I finger Stacey while playing with her lovely breasts. Occasionally, I glance over to admire Lexi or April's tight bodies. Both short girls are fidgeting slightly, clearly incredibly aroused, but unable to act on it. The air is heavy with the wonderful scent of hot pussy. My attention is drawn back to Stacey when the pussy I'm playing with convulses, gripping my fingers tightly.
"Oh God, oh God!" Stacey gasps as her orgasm washes over her. "Ah, cumming!"
I work my fingers in and out of Stacey as I watch her face contort in sweet agony. Once she comes down from her orgasm, I release the boob I'm holding before slowly easing out of her hole. Then, as she watches, I bring my fingers to my lips and taste her feminine nectar.
"How was that, Baby?" April asks her girlfriend as I return to my spot beside Lexi.
"Fucking great!" Stacey gasps as she brushes her hair back behind her ears.
"And now it's my turn to take a slut to heaven!" Lexi declares as she scoots forward to get close to April.
"You have a high opinion of your skills." April comments before sticking out her tongue.
"And you're about to find out why that is." Lexi states confidently as she leans forward and gives April a quick kiss.
April doesn't respond. She just smiles at Lexi as the redhead reaches forward. Copying me, Lexi ignores April's tits, instead placing her hand on the tiny nerd's sternum. April gasps as Lexi runs her hand down the blonde's flat stomach.
Unlike me, Lexi is not taking her time. She doesn't need to, like Stacey, April is clearly desperate to cum. My girlfriend quickly slides her hand into April's light green panties. A moment later, April tenses up, and I know that Lexi's hand has found its target.
It is hard to tell with Lexi's hand in the way, but it looks like April has a little blonde bush. Usually, I prefer a clean-shaven girl, but just like with Nicole, I think the look works for April. Something about this petite girl is really resonating with the primal part of me; I want nothing more right now than to bend April over and fuck her until she screams my name.
"Lexi!" April cries out, ruining my fantasy. "Fuck!"
Returning to the moment, my eyes travel up April's flawless body. I can see Lexi rolling April's nipple between her fingers before my glance reaches the nerd's face. The sexiest expressions are distorting April's features, making the adorable girl look unbelievably gorgeous. Stacey is right; April is fucking adorable when she cums.
When April settles down, Lexi slowly eases her fingers out of the short blonde's cunt. Next, my girlfriend returns to her spot beside me as she lifts her fingers to her mouth. Keeping her eyes locked on April, Lexi sucks on her two longest fingers, an expression of pure lust on her face as the redhead tastes the little blonde's pleasure.
"How was heaven?" Lexi asks after taking her fingers from her mouth.
"Okay, okay, I admit it," April giggles from beside Stacey, "you're good."
"I know!" Lexi chirps happily. "You have a yummy pussy."
"She really does." Stacey agrees with a sexy grin.
"Your move, April." Lexi adds with a nod.
"Mm, okay." April husks, glancing over at me. "But first, I want the opinion of the only one here who hasn't tasted me yet."
All eyes are on April as the sexy woman slips a hand into her light green panties. Her tongue snakes out to lick her lower lip as she runs her fingers along her labia, coating them with her arousal. April then removes her hand from her underwear and slides forward before offering me her delicate fingers.
"Hey!" Stacey protests. "How is this not against the rules?"
"Because, it's hot." Lexi reasons with a shrug. "Go ahead, Steven. She's delicious.'
"Hmph!" Stacey pouts, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.
I throw my assistant a sympathetic glance before leaning forward and taking April's first two fingers into my mouth. Lexi and Stacey are not wrong; April tastes great, and I am looking forward to tasting her juices from the source.
"What's the verdict?" Lexi asks when April returns to her spot beside Stacey.
"Heavenly." I answer with a smirk.
"Thanks!" April grins.
"I still think it's unfair that April doesn't get punished for breaking the rules." Stacey mutters.
"No one called foul, so no foul." Lexi reasons.
"I did!" Stacey insists.
"No, you just asked if it was against the rules." I point out.
"You should have called foul." April shrugs. "Too bad, so sad!"
"You all suck!" Stacey says angrily.
"Anyway," I begin, trying to change the subject, "I'm surprised you did that, April."
"Why's that?" the little nerd wonders, her hands lightly caressing the sides of her breasts in an obvious attempt to tease me.
"You did say that body was all for Stacey." I remind the short blonde.



Aw, poor Steven!" April coos, giving me a sad pout as she taunts me. "Can't stand that there's a sexy thing who isn't all over you?"
I look at April, feeling shocked. I'm a little hurt, this game is making me feel like we're moving beyond this, but now? Now, I'm worried that we'll never be okay. Stacey is looking down at her lap, and even Lexi seems unable to speak, wondering what's going to happen next.
"I... Uh..." I trail off weakly, and I can actually feel my cock softening, despite the three nearly-naked women around me.
"You still deserve some teasing for letting my girl feel second best." April sighs, her expression changing as she realizes she's pushing things a little too far.
"I'm sorry for keeping Steven and Stacey apart." Lexi mumbles sadly. "I was, no, I am, an insecure, little girl."
"You have nothing to worry about, Lexi." I state sincerely, my hand reaching out to rest on her knee. "I'm yours."
"S-so, um, what now?" Stacey wonders nervously.
"I'm sorry everyone, for not being fun. I think we all need to talk. For real. Tomorrow. Right now..." April's demeanor changes rapidly, getting back into the game. "It's my turn!"
"Are you crazy?" Lexi smirks.
"That's quite an accusation, coming from you. But, yes!" April gleefully replies.
With that, the petite blonde leans forward until her face is inches from Lexi's. I can see my girlfriend's pink lips parting slightly, anticipating the kiss. Surprising all of us, April grins widely before throwing herself at Lexi, the girls' small breasts squishing together as they fall backward on the bed. Lexi squeals as April begins running her fingers all over the redhead's lightly-freckled body. At first, I think April is looking for Lexi's most sensitive spots, but the nerd's real plan comes out as Lexi starts giggling. April is tickling.
"Oh God, stop! I can't breathe! I can't breathe!" Lexi screeches as she twists her body, vainly trying to escape April's dancing fingers.
I can feel my erection returning while I watch April straddling my girlfriend, tickling Lexi as both girls' breasts jiggle. Lexi's cute, little feet are kicking in the air as she pretends to struggle against April. Despite this, Lexi is careful not to initiate contact with April; my girlfriend is following her own rules. The entire time, April is tickling Lexi's sides relentlessly.
"I can't wait to do that to you!" Stacey's voice calls out.
"I'm not as ticklish as Lexi." I reply as I turn to look at my blonde assistant.
"We'll see." Stacey states simply.
"Stop! I can't, I can't.. oh! Oh, God!" Lexi wails, her giggles changing to moans.
Stacey and I both look over, and see that April is now only partially on top of Lexi. The little blonde's fingers are pushing by Lexi's panties to enter her steamy tunnel. The rapid change from tickling to the pure sexual intensity of penetration is shocking Lexi, my girlfriend's orgasm coming as a complete surprise to her.
April works her fingers in and out of Lexi until the redhead's orgasm subsides. Then, April pecks Lexi's lips before sitting up and returning to her spot beside Stacey. As Lexi sits up, her sweaty auburn hair clinging to her face, April slips her fingers into her mouth to sample Lexi's juices.
"Mm, delicious!" April giggles.
"Right back at ya!" Lexi smirks as she adjusts her panties while sitting cross-legged beside me.
"Now, I get to copy! I love Mirrors!" Stacey exclaims, so excited she is actually clapping her hands and bouncing slightly.
I look directly at Stacey, a blank expression on my face as she slides closer to me. Copying April, Stacey leans in like she's going to kiss me. Then, my hot assistant grins before tackling me. I resist the urge to cry out as I fall backwards, Stacey's magnificent breasts squishing against my chest as she lands on top of me.
Stacey's hands slide up my sides, seeking out my ticklish spots as she looks down at me. Her long, blonde hair is hanging down, tickling my face as her fingers attempt to make me laugh. I relax, knowing that avoiding the tension is the key to staving off the giggles. This is my first time being tickled in a very long time. I try to hold it in, I try so hard.
"It's not working!" I declare, biting my lower lip as I struggle.
I know the secret; if I can trick my body into not tensing up, I won't giggle, but it's still overwhelming. I try to twist, but Stacey is taking my words as a challenge; she is relentless. I'm gasping as her fingers tease my skin, moving from place to place. In the back of my mind, I'm wondering what Stacey is going to do to represent April fingering Lexi. I gasp again, trying to resist laughing.
As I feel Stacey's warm breath on my face, I notice one of her hands start to slide lower. My assistant's delicate fingers caress my bulge from outside my boxer briefs. Moments later, Stacey extracts my cock from the hole in my underwear, and starts stroking.
"I think that's enough." Stacey giggles barely thirty seconds later as she releases my dick and gets off me.
"W-what? Seriously?" I ask, sitting up while Stacey settles in beside April.
"I only touched Lexi's pussy for a few seconds, so yeah!" April laughs.
"It is Mirrors, Babe!" Lexi agrees with a nod.
"Whatever." I glare as I put my erection away and sit cross-legged again.
"Don't worry, Sir." Stacey purrs sexily as her baby blues flash playfully. "It's my turn!"
With that, Stacey adjusts herself so she's on her hands and knees, her head over my crotch as her breasts dangle from her chest. Stacey once again pulls out my hardness and breathes on it. I let out a gasp as the hot blonde engulfs me in her warm, wet mouth.
"Fuck!" I groan, my hands reaching toward the top of Stacey's head.
"No!" Lexi snaps, slapping the back of my hand. "You don't want a foul, do you?"
"Right, right, sorry!" I respond, placing my hands on the bed.
Tilting my head back and closing my eyes, I focus on the feelings Stacey's tongue and lips are creating. Stacey's sexy moans combine with the sucking and slurping sounds she's making to create a beautiful symphony in my ears. The beautiful woman is clearly as aroused as I am; she's making love to my cock with her mouth.
I want to prolong this for my enjoyment, but I quickly feel the familiar sensations that indicate an impending climax. I'm only in her mouth for a couple minutes, I don't want this to end. A long breath escapes my lips as I try to hold back my orgasm. Unfortunately, I'm still primed from fucking Lexi earlier, from the game, and from seeing three naked beauties with six flawless breasts.
My abs are clenching as Stacey gags from taking a little over half of me into her mouth. Her tongue lashes the underside of my shaft as she moans loudly, her drool coating my shaft. I can't take it anymore. I don't even have time to warn her; I just make a strangled gasping noise as I thrust my hips forward and start shooting.
"MM!" Stacey squeals, her body shuddering in pleasure as my semen fills her mouth.
"Fuck, that's hot!" Lexi moans, and I can hear the arousal in her voice.
"Swallow, Slut!" April giggles.
I can feel Stacey swirling my cum around her mouth with her tongue. A moment later, her throat contracts, and she swallows a big gulp of semen. The sensation causes me to groan and release one last jet of cum, followed by a few dribbles. Stacey swallows it all.
"Fuck, that was good." Stacey sighs happily as she settles back in beside April before licking her lips.
"Sorry I don't have a dick for you to suck, April." Lexi says teasingly, clearly completely comfortable with my lovely assistant sucking me off.
"No worries," April laughs, "I am dying to taste your little pussy."
Stacey is smiling fondly at April, and I can tell she's glad that the little blonde is not upset at all about the blowjob. In fact, April places her hands on Lexi's shoulders, encouraging my girlfriend to lay down on her back. Lexi smirks as she complies, laying flat on her back as I put my flaccid penis away.
"Steven wasn't on his back when I blew him!" Stacey protests.
"She also doesn't have a cock." April rolls her eyes. "I need the right angle to really eat her out. Get over it."
April positions herself on her knees between Lexi's spread legs as Stacey and I watch. Reaching forward, the short blonde pulls the strap of Lexi's panties to the side, exposing my girlfriend's pretty pink pussy. With no hesitation, April leans forward and licks Lexi's slit.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" Lexi moans, her back arching, small boobs pointing toward the ceiling.
For the next couple minutes, April slowly laps at Lexi's sopping hole. Lexi resists the urge to touch April, but my girlfriend does grab her own boobs so she can tweak her own nipples. Just as Lexi is really getting into it, April slips two fingers into the redhead and curls her fingers against Lexi's g-spot.
"Fuck! I'm cumming!" Lexi announces, her legs pulling back as her toes curl. "I'm cumming!"
"Mm." April hums happily, giving Lexi's vulva a quick kiss as the redhead's right leg shakes.
"How was that, Babe?" I ask Lexi as April sits cross-legged beside Stacey and wipes the pussy juice from the lower half of her face.
"So. Fucking. Good." Lexi says as she adjusts her panties and sits back up.
"You came fast!" Stacey comments with a giggle.
"She was fucking soaked, too!" April adds.
"Whatever." Lexi mumbles, the usually confident girl blushing cutely. "I'm horny."
"We all are!" Stacey smirks as she turns and leans over to kiss April's bare shoulders.
"I'm gonna have to throw out these panties." April adds, winking at Lexi.
"In that case, I think it's time to move on to round two!" Lexi declares, holding up two fingers.
"Bring it on, Sexy!" April challenges as she wiggles her tight, little body.
"Not so fast!" Lexi smiles mischievously. "The rules for round two are a little different."
"Oh yeah?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow. "How so?"
"Well," Lexi begins slowly, drawing out the word, "for round two, we take our turns together. First, Steven and I will take our turn on Stacey and April. Then, you blondes will go together."
"Sounds great!" April agrees with a nod.
"Let's do it." Stacey grins.
"I'm ready." I say.
To begin, Lexi instructs Stacey and April to lay back on the bed, their heads on the pillows. Lexi and I then remove the blondes' panties. Stacey giggles and pulls her leg back when her foot gets caught in her red underwear. Soon, Lexi and I are both staring down at the sexy, nude ladies.
As one, Lexi and I move, grabbing the girls behind the knees to spread them open. The sexy blondes are giggling as their entire bodies are exposed. With smiles, my girlfriend and I lean in and bury our faces in hot, wet pussy.
Fuck, Stacey is delicious. I eat her out with enthusiasm, savoring the sweet taste of her arousal. Like her girlfriend, Stacey is moaning loudly as time passes. It actually seems like Stacey and April are competing to see who can moan the loudest and the sexiest.
"Fuck! Eat me!" April begs loudly. "Eat my slutty pussy!"
"Steven!" Stacey gasps, her back arching. "Lick me! Oh God, right there! Right there!"
At one point, I lift my head so I can push two fingers into Stacey. When I do, I notice that April and Stacey are holding hands, their fingers laced as they both moan and pant. A small smile crosses my face as I realize how much the two women really love each other.
I lean in and plant an affectionate kiss on Stacey's bare shaven pubic mound. Kissing lower, I swirl my tongue around her clit as I continue to finger her with a steady rhythm. I can feel Lexi's body beside mine, the sex fiend clearly having the time of her life eating out April.
I like to think that I'm pretty good at eating pussy. Despite this, I am well aware of Lexi's skill with that amazing tongue of hers. So, try as I might, I am not able to make Stacey cum before April screams out an orgasm. Still, I do manage to bring my assistant off about a minute later.
"Holy shit, holy shit." April gaps weakly, pushing Lexi's head away after her second orgasm.
"I'm guessing you enjoyed?" Lexi asks with a sexy smirk as she sits up.
"Holy shit." April repeats, her chest rising and falling with her heavy breathing.
"Mm, amazing as always." Stacey purrs, looking up at me as she reaches between her legs to run her fingers along her still-twitching snatch.
Lexi and I both look down at the blondes as April snuggles up to Stacey. Stacey wraps her arms around April and the two girls cuddle softly. Turning to face Lexi, I lean in and kiss my lover. I can taste April's pussy on Lexi's tongue, and know she can taste Stacey on mine.
"I think it's our turn now." Stacey comments a couple minutes later.
Breaking my kiss with Lexi, I hold my girlfriend close as we both turn to face the blondes. April is curled up in Stacey's arms, her head resting on my assistant's large bosom. I can feel Lexi turn her head and kiss my shoulder as Stacey runs her fingers through April's wavy blonde hair.
"Yup! Your turn." Lexi agrees.
"How do you want us?" I ask, looking down at the nude women.
"Stay right where you are." April instructs, taking the lead. "Both of you. You're just statues."
"Understood." I reply.
"Very sexy statues." April whispers as she runs her fingertips down Lexi's neck, across her collarbone, and down her side.
Moments later, Stacey copies April. My assistant runs her hand all over me as Lexi and I struggle to remain still. April caresses Lexi's small breasts while Stacey's hand explores my muscular chest. It seems that they are trying to heat things up with tender, slow touches.
Soon, April is lightly sucking on Lexi's nipple while Stacey flicks my own nipple with her tongue. Stacey is moaning softly, her hand squeezing my bicep as her tongue explores my chest. I can soon feel myself getting hard again. The gentle intimacy is a real turn on.
April and Stacey spend several minutes exploring our bodies. Stacey kisses along my rib cage as April presses Lexi's breasts together and plants kisses all over my girlfriend's freckled cleavage. The blondes kiss and touch us everywhere except down below. The tension is just building and building.
"Oh, God..." Lexi gasps weakly as April's tongue flicks her nipple.
"Mm, like that?" April coos, her fingers trailing along the pale flesh of Lexi's boobs.
"Yes!" the redhead hisses. "I need more!"
"It's not your turn." I point out while Stacey kisses along my collarbone, her fingers tracing along my abs.
"Okay, okay!" Lexi gasps. "Round two over!"
"What did you have in mind for round three?" Stacey asks as she and April both pull away.
"This has been fun, but I need to cum again!" Lexi announces. "No more limits; it's fuck time!"
With that proclamation, Lexi lays on her back and lifts her ass so she can pull off her panties. My nude girlfriend then sits back up, tosses her soaked underwear across the room, and gestures at me expectantly. I shake my head and chuckle as I remove my boxer briefs, leaving all four of us completely naked.
"I trust you, Steven." Lexi states in a firm voice, clearly trying to conceal the insecurities I know are just beneath the surface.
Lexi is usually so outgoing and confident, it's easy to forget about her trauma. The awful memories she has of being abandoned by her family, of being used as a set of holes by guy after guy. The truth is, I could do a lot more to make sure she's healing.
As I examine the vulnerable, young redhead, I suddenly wonder about Aria's approval of Lexi. Aria; my wife, my high school sweetheart, the mother of my daughter; would she be okay with this old man dating a teenager?
A smile crosses my face as I look into Lexi's eyes and realize the truth; Aria knows love is love. She would just be happy that I'm happy, that Kayla is happy, that we are able to live our lives without her, even as we honor her memory.
I swear to myself that I'll do more to help Lexi truly be free of her past. Reaching out, I slowly run my fingers down her cheek as her green eyes sparkle. A smile crosses her freckled face as she looks at me, both of us momentarily forgetting that we aren't alone. To us, in this moment, only Lexi and I exist.
"Lexi..." I whisper lovingly. "You won't regret it."
"And you won't regret trusting me around Steven, I promise." Stacey says quickly, reminding Lexi and I that the two blondes are in the room. "I don't know how I can repay you."
"Hm..." Lexi begins, tapping her chin as she pretends to think. The playful look on her face indicating that the seriousness of the moment is passing. "You can repay me by sharing your sexy girlfriend."
Without waiting for a response, Lexi turns her head to face April again. A predatory grin spreads across the redhead's lightly-freckled face while April looks on with an eager, but slightly nervous expression. Lexi lets out a deep-throat growl as she lunges right for the little nerd.
"Ah!" April squeaks as she falls back on the bed, legs spread, and her arms full with horny redhead.
Their small breasts press together as the two girls start kissing while April's hands slide down to squeeze Lexi's bum. Moaning and kissing sounds fill the room as the petite sex fiends get into position and start tribbing. My eyes dart between the kissing women, Lexi's tensing ass, April's flat stomach tensing, and the overall image of their writhing bodies.
"I love fucking your little body, April." Lexi moans wantonly between kisses.
"Oh God, that feels good!" April hisses in response.
The moment is here. I turn away from the sapphic display and smile at my nervous, naked assistant. Stacey blushes cutely as I make my move. The gorgeous blonde lays on her back, head on the pillow as I position myself between her spread legs, my face hovering right over hers.
I can't believe this is actually happening; Stacey and I together again. The shock and joy is overwhelming as I reach between us and line myself up with her opening before sliding inside of Stacey. She's tight, but beyond wet. The heat is intense. Even more than that, I am in awe of the adoration, love, respect, and desire that are all blended together on Stacey's face.
I'm overwhelmed as well, mentally and physically. Both our mouths are slightly ajar as I slowly sink inside of Stacey's molten core. I can feel Stacey's leg shaking as her labia spread around my hardness. Finally, I'm fully embedded inside her, my balls resting against Stacey's ass.
I don't say the words, not with my mouth. I'm still in control enough to not risk upsetting Lexi or April. My eyes, however, communicate everything. Stacey's breath hitches, and I see tears building in her baby blues as she stares into my soul.
"Tomorrow, you go back to being April's girlfriend." I whisper, my voice barely audible over the moans of the two naked women beside us. "But tonight? Tonight, you are mine, and I love you for it. I'm going to adore every inch of your perfect body."
"Take me! I'm yours!" Stacey gasps loudly. "Use me! All of me. All my holes."
Lust overwhelms me as I reach down and pull up Stacey's legs, sliding my hands under her ass. Her hips tilt up, giving me more access and leverage. I don't know how this is going to turn out, I don't even know if I can pull back from how I'm feeling at the moment. What I do know is that I absolutely want to fuck Stacey's brains out.
"You feel so good, Stacey." I whisper as I grip her tight butt cheeks.
"You're so big, Steven." Stacey moans. "You're so deep!"
I continue to push in and out of Stacey's tight, hot, wetness as I hear Lexi announce her orgasm to the room. I'm not thrusting fast, but I'm firm, and I press in hard at the end of each stroke. As I lift Stacey's glorious ass off the bed, we both realize how helpless she is in this position. Her legs tense uselessly as I hold her. Stacey's hands scramble at the sheets, pulling on them roughly.



"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Stacey chants, her large breasts jiggling on her chest. "Oh God, don't stop! Don't stop!"
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" April screeches, as hearing Stacey cum combines with Lexi's pussy rubbing against April's to drive the little nerd over the edge.
With my hands gripping Stacey's ass, I continue to fuck her as she moans and pants heavily. At one point, I reach out and pin her arms above her head, keeping only one hand under her. Stacey's eyes are wild, out of control. I can see her tensing, getting close.
I keep my gaze locked on Stacey, loving the expressions of pure pleasure crossing her face. Yet, it's her eyes that I'm drawn to. I can see the safety in her baby blues, I can see my assistant fully giving herself to me. I watch it happen; I watch Stacey's surrender as she completely puts herself into my hands.
No words are spoken. None are needed. We're both getting close; Stacey and I can both tell that we will both release at the same time. I release Stacey's ass, allowing her to lay on the bed as she wraps her legs around me, drawing me inside. As her pussy starts to convulse around my cock, I place one hand on the bed, keeping Stacey's arms pinned with the other. Then, I join her in ecstasy.
Keeping myself buried to the hilt in her tight sheath as my shaft pulses, sending ropes of semen into Stacey's body. Feeling me shooting causes a second climax to consume Stacey's body. My assistant and I ride out the orgasmic wave together. With a final shudder, the last few drops dribble out of me as Stacey settles down, breathing heavily.
Silence. The four of us lay in complete silence under the covers, our hearts beating softly as our chests rise and fall with our breathing. Lexi and April are cuddling, their nude bodies entwined. Beside them, I lay flat on my back, my head on the pillow as Stacey presses her svelte frame against my body.
There are a lot of things the four of us need to talk about. Tomorrow. Right now, we're all crashing. The cool down from the intense sex, the shared emotions, and the stress from Barry's drunken break in has us all wrung out.
I slowly run my fingers through Stacey's blonde hair as we all start drifting off. Lexi and April are cuddling, and I can tell they're fast asleep. Stacey joins them in blissful unconsciousness a few minutes later. Finally, I fall asleep as well.
At some point, I feel the bed start to shift. I grumble slightly and hug the nude woman in my arms tightly against me. I'm unable to pass out again, as the movements continue, growing more and more noticeable. Soft moaning soon joins the movement, fully waking me up.
Blinking the sleep from my eyes, I turn my head and struggle to see in the darkness. It's definitely still the middle of the night. Lifting slightly off the pillow, I frown as I try to interpret the movement I'm barely able to make out. A smirk crosses my face as I realize I'm looking at April's pale ass.
The moaning intensifies as I figure out what is going on. Lexi and April are currently in a sixty-nine. April is on top as the two petite nymphomaniacs enthusiastically eat each other out. I push down the desire to reach out and squeeze April's nice ass. The little nerd and I aren't there yet, and we may never be.
"Shut up, I'm trying to sleep!" Stacey whines as she turns away from me and grabs a pillow to place over her head.
"Mm!" Lexi hums as she leans up to eat out April, keeping her face buried in the blonde's twat.
Stacey presses the pillow tightly to her head as she tries to ignore the moaning and go back to sleep. April and Lexi's noises only grow more intense as they bring each other to orgasm. With a sound of annoyance, Stacey tosses the pillow off her head and climbs out of bed.
"Going somewhere?" I ask my lovely assistant.
"I have to pee." Stacey answers as she starts to pad across the floor, her naked ass flexing. "May as well, since our slutty girlfriends won't let me sleep!"
I just shake my head and chuckle, my eyes closing as I listen to the petite women going at it. Lexi makes April cum a second time before Stacey returns and slips into bed. I fall asleep with a smile on my face, unaware of whether or not April and Lexi are still having sex.
~Stacey~
I wake up to the sounds of two alarms going off. My eyes adjust to the morning light as I take in the unfamiliar surroundings. It takes me a few seconds, but the events of last night soon come crashing back, and I remember where I am.
It's Monday morning, and I'm sleeping in Steven's large bed. His muscular body is pressed up against me, spooning me while his strong hand holds my bare breast. Cooing happily, I push my butt back against his morning wood, enjoying being held by the man I love.
Steven groans softly, and I can feel his body stretching as he starts to wake up. His hand instinctively squeezes my tit, and my nipple hardens as it presses into his palm. He grinds his erection along my ass crack, a yawn escaping his lips as he fully awakens.
"Shit, I forgot to shut my alarm off for today." Steven says as he sits up. "Sorry."
"Mine's going off too, Dummy." I giggle as I yawn, the covers sliding down and exposing my boobs. "Looks like April and Lexi are the smart ones."
"Nah, just April." he corrects as he shuts off his alarm and hands me my phone. "Lexi doesn't have an alarm set, she relies on me to wake up her lazy ass."
"Speaking of our girls, where are they?" I wonder, realizing Steven and I are alone in bed as I turn off my alarm.
"Shower, I think." Steven answers as he sets our phones back on the bedside table. "I guess this works out; I should talk to Kayla and Hazel before they leave for school, I need to text Nicole, and we have the restraining order and door to deal wi- oh, hi!"
While the sexy man is talking, I am making my move. Steven is sitting up, his back resting against the pillows. Throwing one leg over him, I straddle Steven and settle my nude frame into his lap. His massive erection is pressed between us, and I'm sure he can feel the heat from my pussy on his balls. Leaning forward, I playfully rub my nose against his as my hard nipples scrape against his chest.
"Hi!" I grin widely in response, my hands resting against the junctures between his neck and shoulders.
"Are we continuing the rules from last night?" Steven asks with a charming smile and a raised eyebrow.
"Uh-huh." I nod cutely, my blonde hair framing my face. "Our girlfriends are clam diving in the shower, so it's only fair that I'm still all yours."
"Mine!" Steven husks while grabbing a handful of my ass.
"Mm, yours." I purr, my fingers lightly caressing his face as I lean in and press my soft lips against his.
Our kiss is soft and controlled. Steven keeps one hand on my ass while his other slides up my body to palm my breast. I moan lightly, my tongue running along his as we kiss. It's a kiss of love and intimacy; slow, lazy, and controlled.
"Stacey..." Steven moans softly against my lips, making butterflies flutter in my stomach.
For several minutes, Steven and I kiss, our hands lightly caressing each other. As my fingers trail along the stubble on his chin, I find myself wondering how he would look with a beard. I smile against his lips as I picture the handsome man with a close-cropped beard.
This kiss can last forever, as far as I'm concerned. Yet, I feel the desire building inside me. Steven's cock is throbbing between us, his fingers are rolling my nipple, causing electric shocks to shoot through my body. I reach a tipping point; I need more.
"I want it from behind." I groan between kisses, ruining the romantic atmosphere with my dirty request.
"I aim to please." Steven smirks as he gazes at me with his sexy green eyes.
I give him one last quick peck on the lips before climbing out of his lap. Steven lifts himself and knee-walks down the bed, away from me. I check out his cute ass before turning around to face the headboard of the massive, four-poster bed.
Shivering in anticipation, I crouch in doggy, my long hair hanging down as my tits softly sway. Glancing over my shoulder, I see Steven towering over me, ready to take me. My pussy dampens as I admire his chiseled features, his muscular frame, and his perfect cock aiming right at my waiting, willing pussy.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" I hiss when Steven eases into my hole.
Facing forward, I grip the comforter as my boss begins to rhythmically thrust into me. His hands are at my hips, holding on tightly so he can fuck me. I'm so full, and it feels so good; it isn't long before I'm moaning and panting with abandon.
Like experienced lovers who are already intimately familiar with each other, our rhythm is one as we make love. I can hear the sounds of slapping flesh over his manly grunts and my feminine gasps of pleasure. He's fucking me so fast and hard, my tits are bouncing and slapping into each other. Steven knows exactly how I like it, and I can't help but cry out and cum when he spanks my butt.
"I love being inside you." Steven comments in a thick voice.
This is perfect. Steven can be rough with me, but I still feel the love. Completely perfect. All the others just wanting a hot blonde to spread her legs, no connection, no love. They just want to be dominant and rough. Steven is who I'm searching for. The trust that lets me give myself completely to a man.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" I beg urgently, my toes curling.
Steven reaches out and gathers up my yellow hair. Keeping one hand on my ass for balance, Steven holds my hair in the other as he tugs, making my head snap back. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched tight as I take it from behind.
The feel of his cock stretching me, the tingling sensation from having my hair pulled, it's all too much. I announce another orgasm as Steven releases my hair so he can lean over me and grab my tits. For about thirty seconds, my body shudders beneath him as the wonderful man brings me to the height of pleasure.
"Pull out for a second." I whisper at the end of my orgasm.
"Everything okay?" Steven asks in concern as he sits up and grips my butt so he can ease out of me.
"Yeah," I begin, looking over my shoulder to smile mischievously at him, "I was just thinking about what I said last night."
"Um, okay." he frowns, obviously confused as to why I stopped sex. "What did you say?"
"I told you to use all my holes." I answer, my blue eyes sparkling. "You've only had my pussy and mouth so far."
"Oh, you mean...?" Steven asks, a sexy grin on his face.
"I do!" I nod happily, still crouched before him. "I want it in my butt!"
"Just let me get some lube." he says as I wink at him.
I stay where I am, on my elbows and knees, as Steven heads to the bedside table. I'm not the slightest bit surprised that Lexi keeps lube close by. There is no doubt in my mind that it isn't my withdrawn boss's; Lexi really is breathing new life into him.
A couple minutes later, Steven is behind me once again. His cock and my butt are lubed and ready. I look straight ahead, my teeth bared and clenched as he pushes himself into my ass. Holy shit, he's huge! Soon, he's fucking me from behind, right up the butt.
He's so big, it takes some getting used to, but it isn't long before I'm only feeling pleasure. I can't believe I'm taking his entire length in my little butt. Balancing on one arm, I reach between my legs so I can rub my clit. I continue to grunt through my teeth with each thrust. My ass grips him tightly, his grunts growing more intense as I cum again.
"I'm close." Steven warns a few minutes later, his hands on my hips as he sodomizes me.
"In my ass!" I beg loudly, throwing my head back. "Cum in my bum!"
The thrusts grow more erratic as Steven gets closer and closer to orgasm. I moan loudly, begging for his cum as I push my ass back, engulfing his erection. Finally, Steven holds himself against me as he groans, his body shaking as his balls empty their contents up my back door.
"Holy shit, that was good." Steven gasps weakly as he pushes on my ass to slip his softening dick out of me.
"I'm glad you enjoyed." I giggle as I collapse onto my tummy.
"I hope you did, too." he says.
"Mm, I loved it!" I respond, turning slightly so I can look up at him. "You made me cum hard."
"Good." Steven grins down at me, his eyes devouring my nude frame.
"Our girlfriends are really taking their time!" I comment with a laugh, changing the subject.
"We should go make sure they're okay." he suggests.
"I have to get in the shower anyway." I agree. "I have cum leaking out of my ass, thanks to a certain someone."
"He sounds like a real jerk." Steven smirks in response as he gets out of bed.
"He's not so bad." I shrug as I slowly get out of bed, one hand over my bum so that no cum leaks out. "He just has a big heart. Maybe too big, since he loves so many women."
"Yeah..." he winces.
"Relax, I'm just teasing." I snort as I start waddling toward the bathroom. "We're good."
Steven and I make our way to the master bathroom in silence. I can hear the shower running as we approach the open door. Upon entering the steam-filled bathroom, the sounds of two women giggling reaches my ears, making me laugh lightly.
"Having fun, ladies?" Steven asks loudly.
"Fuck off, we're busy!" Lexi calls out in response, making April giggle.
"Not even you two can fuck all day." I snort as April squeals, likely because Lexi is tickling her.
"Challenge accepted!" April shouts between laughs as I hear the shower door rattle.
Still nude, Steven and I walk deeper into the bathroom, the tile beneath our bare feet. Turning to face the shower, I smirk when I see someone's naked ass pressed against the frosted glass door. Squinting, I lean closer and determine it is, in fact, my girlfriend's tight butt cheeks that are squished against the glass.
"Those sex fiends probably could go all day." Steven laughs.
I just shake my head, one hand still over my butt to keep the sperm inside. Turning my head, I see Steven bend over the sink to splash water on his face in order to remove the sleep from his eyes. Feeling mischievous, I reach out with my free hand and pinch his firm ass, making him jump.
The shower rattles again a moment later, and I realize that April's bum is out of the way. Shaking my head, I slide the glass panel so I can step inside. Hot water sprays from the various mounted nozzles, steam swirling all around us as I am once more awed by just how rich Steven is. This shower alone must cost a fortune.
At long last I am able to wash the cum out of my ass. The petite girls ignore me as they continue their lovemaking. April now has Lexi pressed up against the shower wall, fingering the redhead while sucking on her nipple. Hot water is running down their sexy, naked bodies.
"Sluts." I giggle while spreading my ass cheeks to make sure I'm clean.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims as April pulls away. "I know what you're doing! Washing cum out of your butt, yet you call us sluts?"
"Aw, did my cute girlfriend take it up the ass?" April asks with a giggle as she walks up to me and pecks my lips.
"Whatever." I roll my eyes, unable to stop a smirk from crossing my face when April starts playing with my boobs.
"Good luck walking today." Lexi grins, smacking my butt.
"Okay, enough!" I insist. "You girls are starting to prune."
"Shit, we are." Lexi comments, holding her hand up to examine it.
"And we have things to do today." I add. "Naked time is over."
"Ugh, lame." April groans.
Reluctantly, April and Lexi step out of the shower to dry themselves off. I stay inside a couple minutes longer to wash up. Then, I leave the shower, keeping the water on so Steven can clean up. April and Lexi are still toweling off, while Steven is finishing up at the sink.
"I have to pee." Steven announces.
"So, pee? No one's stopping you." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Oh, uh, well..." he mumbles.
"Embarrassed about peeing in front of three women?" I wonder, giving him a cute smile.
"After what we've all done together, I think we can handle it." April teases.
"Fine, fine." Steven responds, shaking his head as he heads to the toilet to urinate.
We girls all crowd around the sink, going through our morning routines while Steven finishes peeing and takes a quick shower. The four of us then return to the master bedroom so we can put on clean underwear and robes. April also puts on her cute glasses. I love my nerd.
"Kayla and Hazel already left for school." Lexi comments as she checks her phone while the four of us walk to breakfast.
"Are you sure you don't want to go to school today?" Steven inquires.
"No, fuck that." Lexi shakes her head. "I'd be late anyway."
"You do have finals next week." my boss reasons.
"Yeah, at the end of next week." Lexi corrects. "You're my boyfriend, not my dad. It's fine!"
"He's old enough to be your dad, though!" April teases.
"True, but he doesn't want me to call him 'Daddy' in bed. I tried." Lexi explains.
"You did?" I ask with a giggle, one hand over my mouth.
"I did." the redhead confirms. "He didn't like it."
"I did not." Steven sighs.
"He's good with 'Sir' though." Lexi says.
"Mm, like feeling like the boss in bed?" April husks.
"Maybe." Steven shrugs.
"Good." April whispers seductively. "Maybe you'll get lucky with me after all."
Since we're so late for breakfast, we make do with muffins and waffles with syrup. While Lexi and I heat up food, Steven calls the office and April calls her supervisor. The quick breakfast doesn't matter to me, not as long as I have my morning coffee. Mm, coffee. I can't live without it.
"So, um, what's the plan for today?" I ask nervously.
"Well, first-" Steven begins before being interrupted by Lexi's phone ringing.
"It's Nicole." Lexi explains. "I texted her that April and Stacey spent the night, and we played a dirty game."
"Well, answer it." Steven says.
"What can I tell her?" Lexi wonders.
"Um, I don't know?" I reply with a wince.
"Just tell her someone tried to break in and Steven came to the rescue." April shrugs. "It's fine."
"Yeah, okay. Be right back." Lexi nods, hopping to her feet and leaving the kitchen to take the call.
"Does everyone else know?" I ask in a small voice.
"Kayla and Hazel told the other girls, and the boyfriends, I think." Steven answers carefully. "I got a couple of texts from Ashley and Marcia. I hope that's okay?"
"Too late now!" April snorts.
"It's fine, I just hope they aren't mad or anything." I mumble.
"Why would they be mad?" Steven frowns.
"I don't know." I shrug sadly.
"We didn't do anything wrong." April states firmly.
"She's right." he agrees. "Barry tried to hurt you, and you called for help. As for what happened later on, well, I'm not dating either of the girls. Ashley even has a boyfriend. It's fine."
"If you're sure..." I trail off.
"I am." Steven says. "And to answer your earlier question, you need to call your landlord about replacing the door. He should be able to do it quickly, I hope. I'll call my attorney and see if he can handle applying for the restraining order, or if he recommends hiring someone else. This really isn't his area of legal expertise."
"Okay, I'll call my landlord now." I nod, pulling out my phone.
"I'll step into the hall to call Paul." Steven says, standing up.
"Isn't it a little early?" April wonders.
"Nah, it's after 8:00AM at this point." he shrugs before disappearing around the corner.
April sips her drink while I take out my phone and scroll to my landlord's number in my contacts. I hope I don't wake him up; the old guy can be really irritable at times. Tossing my hair over my shoulder, I place the phone to my ear as it starts ringing.
"Hello?" an old, annoyed voice snaps after the picking up on the fourth ring.



"Hi, good morning! It's Stacey Martin." I say into the phone. "I hope I didn't wake you."
"No, you didn't." he replies quickly. "I'm replacing your door now."
"Oh! You are?" I ask in surprise. "What about the police tape?"
"They told me I could take it down." my landlord grunts. "You can pick up the new keys in my office in a couple hours."
"Okay, thank you!" I reply. "I really appreciate you taking care of it so quickly."
"No trouble." he says right before hanging up.
"Uh, okay, bye." I roll my eyes as I set my phone down on the table.
"His usual charming self?" April asks.
"Yup." I shake my head. "At least he works fast. We can get the new keys soon."
"Great!" April smiles as Lexi returns.
"Everything okay with your sister?" I ask the redhead.
"Yeah, she just wanted to make sure everyone was okay." Lexi nods, sitting back down. "She says she's glad you girls are okay."
"Thank you." I nod appreciatively.
"Are you sure you aren't going to school today?" April wonders. "You don't have many more days of high school left. You'll miss it someday."
"Miss everyone thinking I'm a whore? I'm a, a cum dump..." Lexi mumbles quietly before finding her strength again. "No, I don't think I will."
"I'm sorry." I say in a small voice.
"Was it really that bad?" April follows up with. "I mean, I know you had a rough time with, with that guy... but the others?"
"Keith. You can say his name." Lexi replies with a small smile. "I guess it wasn't terrible. I mean, I was mostly ignored. I had a reputation, and some girls wanted to keep their boyfriends away from me out of fear I'd spread my legs."
"That's horrible!" April exclaims. "I was just a shy nerd in high school."
"I'm the class cum dump." Lexi sniffles, and I can tell she's trying not to cry. "It's only recently that I made friends."
"You found amazing friends." April smiles kindly. "You're lucky to have them."
"I really am." Lexi agrees. "The guys at our school actually aren't that bad. I mean, the football team actually beat up David for what he did."
"I can't imagine the guys at my high school doing anything like that." April snorts.
"Yeah, I was really surprised." the redhead agrees.
"Why are you so quiet, Stacey?" April inquires. "It's okay, we know you had a charmed high school life."
"I did not!" I object a little too loudly.
"Bullshit." Lexi giggles.
"Well, I mean, I got asked out a lot..." I admit. "And, uh, I guess I had a lot of friends."
"Charmed." April says in a sing-song voice.
"Hey!" I exclaim. "You had a boyfriend! You spread your nerdy, little legs on prom night!"
"And how many high school guys got to see those big titties of yours?" Lexi asks.
As I open my mouth to reply, likely with a comment about how slutty Lexi and April are, Steven saves me the trouble by returning to the room. He smiles at all of us before returning to his seat. Lexi then gestures for him to explain.
"Okay, so, long story short," Steven begins, "you don't actually need an attorney to file a temporary restraining order. One definitely helps, though. Fortunately, Paul Jacobs has some time today, and has agreed to take the case."
"Great!" April nods, placing her hand on mine. "What's next?"
"We need to move fast." Steven answers. "Normally, if you file early you can get an appointment the next day. Due to Barry's attempt at breaking in, Paul thinks we might be able to get the order today. That's contingent on us submitting the paperwork by 10:00AM."
"Uh, it's after 8:00AM already." Lexi points out.
"I know, that's why we need to get to the courthouse." Steven explains. "Get dressed. We're leaving in five minutes."
Three women get ready in five minutes? I think Steven is dreaming, but somehow we manage it. April and I are dressed in casual clothing, while Steven has a suit on and Lexi is in a dress. The four of us pile into the car and start the drive. I worry we're under dressed, but Steven assures us that we won't be going before a judge until later in the day. This is just to submit paperwork.
On the drive, we fill Steven in about the door being fixed soon. He agrees to take us to the apartment after we finish up at the courthouse. I can feel myself getting nervous, my palms are sweaty as I mentally return to last night. To Barry trying to break in.
To my surprise, we don't go to the courthouse. Steven explains that we need to get a copy of the police report first. We enter the police station, and I give my name. I can't believe it; the police report is ready. Don't these usually take days? Whatever, I'm not complaining.
Back in the car, Steven calls Paul Jacobs and puts him on speaker phone. We end up having a meeting over the phone, where the lawyer asks us to give him all the details. It turns out that Paul needs to write the application himself. The application will explain all relevant facts, any applicable laws, why the situation is so urgent, and how the other party will be notified.
I find myself remembering why I hated my Business Law class. No numbers, no spreadsheets. Boring. In either case, Paul lets us know that he'll print out the application and meet us at the courthouse. He'll file, and we'll hopefully be told we can come back later today.
"Uh, Steven?" I ask when he hangs up the phone. "What do we owe you? You know, for Paul's services?"
"Don't worry about it." Steven says smoothly.
"You have to let us give you something!" April protests. "You've done so much for us already."
"It's my pleasure." he insists.
"It's our pleasure." Lexi corrects. "You're family."
"Thanks, Lexi." I reply, reaching up from the back seat and squeezing her shoulder. "You guys really have treated us so well."
"You have no idea!" April giggles, waggling her eyebrows at me.
"I'm being serious, you perv!" I respond, my smile removing all force from the reprimand.
"Sex is serious." the little blonde reasons.
"So, anyway," I roll my eyes, "what are we doing after the courthouse?"
"I'll take you back to your apartment so you can pick up your new keys." Steven offers, quickly changing the subject. "Then, maybe we'll grab lunch before heading back to the courthouse, depending on when the appointment is."
"Sounds good, thank you." I reply.
"Hey, Steven?" Lexi suddenly asks, her voice unusually small. "Do you think there will be another reason to go to the courthouse someday? You know..."
"Uh." Steven says eloquently. "Um, I mean..."
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have brought it up. I know we haven't been together long. I guess I just..." Lexi's voice gets smaller and smaller.
The awkwardness in the car is stifling as Steven tries to think of something to say to diffuse the situation. I really can't blame him, I'm sure he loves Lexi, but it's a little early to think about marriage. Panicking, I stealthily elbow April and mouth at her to do something.
"Courthouses are boring, you don't wanna go there!" April speaks up.
"That so?" I ask with a smirk, wondering where the nerd is going with this.
"Yes!" April declares. "I wouldn't wanna just go down to some stuffy courthouse. Only the best, girliest church wedding for me and my number one bitch! Or maybe a beach!"
"Oh." I giggle as April leans toward me and kisses me, glad the tension is broken.
"Also," April adds, "Mr. Moneybags can afford the best of the best, so Lexi should settle for nothing less."
"April definitely has a point." Lexi smirks, tapping her finger on her chin as she considers the matter.
"Okay, okay," Steven laughs, "how about you finish high school first, my love? Then, we can think about a million dollar wedding."
"I'll hold you to that." the redhead teases.
We fall silent, each of us lost in our own thoughts. I'm imagining April in a beautiful white dress. A flowered arch in front of a sandy white beach, the sun beaming over us, all our friends in attendance. Steven smiling. I imagine our ceremony. My mind flashes forward. April is sitting beside me, smiling at me while she rubs my pregnant belly.
Oh.
I let out a long sigh. I love her, I really do. I'm still in love with Steven, but I am happy with April. I'm happy with the way things are. Right now, at least. I can't imagine not having babies. And, I can't imagine them being the product of cold science. I know some people do, and there's nothing wrong with it, but I just, I just can't.
In addition, while I'm still young, I won't be forever. I'm definitely beyond the stage of dating just for fun. What can I do? I want to have children who are half me and half my life partner. Shit. Overwhelmed, I reach out and take April's hand. She looks over at me, slightly startled. I smile weakly, squeezing her small hand. A tear runs down my cheek.
"What is it?" April asks, her voice a whisper.
"Later." I shake my head. "It's fine."
April nods slowly as I use my free hand to wipe away my tear. Wanting to avoid thinking about my own future, I spend the rest of the ride contemplating Steven's. Will he really marry Lexi? My concern isn't just about my own feelings; their age difference is a huge issue. Will Lexi leave him for a younger man when she's in her late thirties, and he's in his sixties?
Also, what do they really have in common? Lexi doesn't give a shit about finance or business. Is Kayla holding the two of them together? If so, what happens when Kayla moves out and has her own family? Plus, Steven is even dating Lexi's sister, and having a baby with Hazel! Is he heading for a world of hurt?
"We're here." Steven announces, drawing each of us out of our ruminations.
"Do you want me to wait in the car?" Lexi offers. "You'll be discussing some personal stuff."
"You had your tongue up my twat, how much more personal does it get?" April asks with a sly grin.
"You know what I mean!" the redhead laughs.
"I know, I know. It's fine. Thank you for offering." April replies, finally acting serious.
"By the way," I begin, unable to help myself, "why did you and Kayla never get a restraining order against those pieces of shit who hurt you?"
"It's come up a few times." Lexi answers with a sigh. "Keith is in jail now, so it doesn't matter. Part of the problem for David is that he goes to our school. I'm more worried about Stephanie and Kelsey. At least he was told to stay away from all of us."
"Also, David is just a high school student." Steven adds. "Barry is a lawyer. It's a lot more important to have a paper trail for someone like him."
"I guess that makes sense." April says.
"David hasn't tried to contact any of us outside school, as far as I know." Lexi continues. "Unless that changes, nothing will probably happen. I just hope the trial is scheduled soon so we can put all this behind us."
"I understand." I nod seriously.
Our group heads into the courthouse, and I quickly realize that April and I really are under dressed. Everyone is in formal attire. At least we aren't going before a judge right now. We girls just follow Steven as he looks around for Paul Jacobs.
Once we meet up with the attorney, he sits April and I down so we can read the application. April and I sign it as Paul Jacobs finishes going over the police report. With all the paperwork done, Paul files it, and promises that he will call us once a hearing time is set. It should hopefully be today.
Before saying goodbye to Paul, he actually makes a point to ask April and I to wear more formal clothing to the hearing. We promise we will, then the four of us return to Steven's car so he can drive us to the apartment. April and I pick up our new keys at the office, then lead Steven and Lexi up to our place.
"What now?" April asks as she sets the overnight bag down on the table in our kitchen.
"Now, you girls need to put on pretty dresses and high heels." Lexi states with a nod.
"Ugh, fuck that." April groans.
"You probably should." Steven says. "Then we'll go out to lunch. You don't wanna have to rush around after."
"They're right, April." I agree. "Let's go change."
A few minutes later, April and I return to the kitchen clothed in dresses and heels. Our hair is pulled back, and we both have sparkly earrings dangling from our ears. Steven says we are lovely, while Lexi makes a comment about wanting to fuck us senseless, then we lock up and leave.
We agree to a restaurant where we can have lunch, and hopefully talk about last night. My lovely girlfriend and I decide to take my car, so that we won't have to rely on Steven to take us home later. Giving April a quick kiss, we get out of my car and meet up with Steven and Lexi before entering the restaurant a few minutes after they open.
"Good morning!" the hostess greets us with a friendly smile. "Table for four?"
"Yes, please." Steven responds politely. "If it's not too much trouble, could we get a quiet table in a corner?"
"Um, yeah, okay." the hostess says as she checks the layout. "I have the perfect spot. Right this way."
The bubbly hostess leads us to a booth for four in the corner. There are other booths nearby, but since it's so early, they are all empty. The waitress, a pretty college-aged woman, comes a few minutes later, and we order drinks, as well as potato skins to share.
"Any chance we girls can convince you to split the check?" April asks cutely.
"Nope." Steven smirks. "It's on me."
"Fine." April sighs theatrically. "As long as you don't expect us to put out in return."
"I get all I can handle without paying for it, thank you very much." Steven quickly replies.
"You haven't gotten me." April winks before sticking out her tongue.
"Yet." Steven grins slyly.
Lexi and I are both giggling as we watch our partners shamelessly flirt. Those two are absolutely going to fuck each other silly one day very soon. I can't wait! Sadly, however, the waitress returns with our drinks, putting a stop to the flirting.
"April, was your supervisor upset that you called out?" Lexi asks to make conversation.
"Nah, he didn't care." April answers. "I never miss work, so it wasn't a big deal."
"I let my boss stick it in me, so he can't fire me." I point out with a satisfied smile.
"Wow, he sounds like a pervert." Lexi comments.
"He really is!" I giggle. "I mean, he's an old man, but he still wanted to put it in my butt!"
"He would also like to remind you that we really can't miss work tomorrow." Steven interjects in a monotonous voice, changing the subject. "We have that meeting for the YouInvest acquisition."
"Blah blah blah, boring." Lexi rolls her eyes. "Let's go back to talking about butt sex."
"Speaking of sex," April says nervously, "was last night a one time thing?"
"I don't know." Lexi admits with a sigh before putting her straw to her lips and taking a sip.
"How does everyone feel about what happened?" Steven asks.
"Horny." Lexi answers simply.
"Still?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, yeah," the redhead continues, "I mean, I got some amazing pussy, but no cock. Sometimes a girl just needs to get bent over and nailed."
"Mm, I get it." April hums, a dreamy look in her eyes.
"You two really are insatiable." I say affectionately.
"Can we be serious, ladies?" Steven wonders with a small shake of his head.
"It's called making jokes to lighten the tension, Fuckface." Lexi responds with an eye roll.
"Language!" he admonishes.
"You've been in every hole of two out of the three women at the table, and you're calling out language?" Lexi stares at Steven, blinking slowly.
"I am." he nods.
Our completely unproductive conversation is interrupted by the arrival of our appetizer. Based on her flushed cheeks, I believe the young woman knows what we're talking about. The waitress sets down a long plate of steaming potato skins, along with four small plates. She then takes our lunch orders before leaving us to enjoy some greasy goodness.
"Let me know if you need anything else." the waitress whispers, leaning forward to display her cleavage to Steven.
"Thank you." he replies with a polite smile.
"My pleasure." she purrs before making her exit.
"That waitress barely acknowledged you until she found out you boinked two out of three of us. Interesting." Lexi observes with a contemplative expression.
"Can we have a serious discussion now, please?" Steven asks while placing a potato skin on his plate.
"Probably not," April shrugs, "but we can try."
"Steven's right." I say as I use my fork to cover my potato skin with a layer of sour cream. "We have two romantic relationships, and several friendships. They need to be respected. This is important."
"What's really important is that you stop doing that right now." Lexi retorts, giving me a look of pure revulsion. "Sour cream is fucking disgusting."
"So, don't put any on yours." I suggest as I cut a piece.
"At least we managed to acknowledge we're all friends." Steven chuckles.
"Friends. Family. Fuck buddies. Sexy bitches." April adds with a smile. "Oh, and then there's Steven."
"Hey! Steven's a sexy bitch, too!" I say with a straight face.
"I'm not sure if you're helping or not." Steven looks at me with a deadpan expression.
"I'm sorry." I mumble, staring down at my place. "I guess I'm just really nervous..."
"You're worried you'll never be able to have sex with Steven again." April observes.
"Yes." I mutter, my voice cracking with emotion.
"Are you still in love with Steven?" Lexi asks plainly.
"Yes." I confirm in a small voice, my eyes still locked on my plate with the half-eaten potato skin.
"Are you in love with me?" April wonders.
"Yes." I say yet again.
"How can you be in love with two people at once?" my nerdy girlfriend asks.
"Talk to Steven about that one." Lexi snorts, rolling her eyes.
"I guess I deserved that." Steven winces before popping his food-laden fork in his mouth.
"I'm just teasing, relax." the redhead smirks. "I did give you permission. Oh, and to answer your question; love is love. I mean, a mother can love all her kids equally, right?"
"Romantic love is different though." April protests weakly.
"Is it?" Lexi challenges. "There's a passion to it that shows up more than in other types of love, but that doesn't restrict it to one person. This is the twenty-first century, poly relationships are becoming more and more common."
"My love for Steven doesn't diminish my feelings for you, April." I insist firmly.
"I guess I just never saw myself in a relationship where my partner also loved someone else." April admits as she pushes her glasses up the bridge of her nose.
"And I never saw myself in a relationship with a woman." I point out. "Life is full of mystery, and you never know what's gonna happen next."
"Are you okay being in a relationship with a woman?" April inquires.
"If I wasn't, I wouldn't be." I answer right before I start babbling. "In the interest of open and honest communication, I am afraid. I'm not sure what's gonna happen, I want to have babies with my partner, but I can't make babies with you since you have lady parts, and I'm scared."
"I don't know what's gonna happen either." April sighs, placing her hand on mine. "You're the only woman I've ever had real feelings for, and I never thought you'd ever feel the same. Right now? I'm still overwhelmed with happiness that you actually love me. For the future, who knows? I guess we just take things one day at a time and see what happens."
"That's all anyone can do." Steven adds with a nod. "We can make plans, we can hope, but the future isn't something that we can totally control. The future worries me, too. It's completely understandable."
"Why are you worried?" Lexi asks her boyfriend.
"Lexi. I had it all." Steven points out. "Then, I lost it. I lost the love of my life, my daughter's mother. It's scary to let myself be completely happy again. Also, I'm twenty-two years older than you. I love you very much, but what do I do when you want a guy your own age? When you get tired of people constantly talking about us? Sure, it doesn't matter what they think, but it can make life difficult. So, yeah. I'm worried about the future, too. I just do what I can to not let it poison what I have right now."



"I love you, Steven." Lexi states, her voice full of passion. "So much. I'm scared every day that I'm gonna lose you. You don't have to worry about me wanting some young guy. I only want you."
"You're not gonna lose me." he promises. "This only ends if you choose to leave."
With that proclamation, we all turn to our food as we try to think of what to say next. A few minutes later, the appetizer is gone. Our waitress returns, bringing us drink refills and taking away the plates. She promises our entrees will be out soon before smiling at Steven and making her exit.
"So, about last night..." Steven trails off, trying again.
"It was amazing." I sigh happily, hiding nothing.
"It really was." April smirks. "Holy shit, Lexi has one amazing tongue."
"That she does." Steven agrees with a nod.
"Stacey, are you going to try and steal Steven from me?" Lexi asks plainly, leaving all the jokes and innuendos behind.
"No, never." I shake my head. "I still love him, but I want him to be happy. You make him happy. I respect that."
"Will you leave me for a cock?" April wonders nervously.
"I'm committed to you, April." I answer carefully. "I don't need my partner to be a man, but I don't think I can give up real dick."
"I don't think I can, either." April admits with a small chuckle. "Still, I'm not sure I like the idea of us going to a bar to pick up strange men every time one of us has the urge to get pounded."
"Okay, here's what we're gonna do. First, you," Lexi pokes Steven in the side, "need to stop falling in love with every woman you stick it in."
"I do not!" Steven protests weakly.
"Me. Stacey. Hazel. Nicole." Lexi lists, raising a finger after each name.
"Okay, but what about Ashley and Marcia?" he points out. "I'm not in love with them."
"No, but you do love them." the redhead insists.
"Well, maybe..." Steven mumbles.
"Can we get to the point?" April interjects, a smile on her face as she enjoys the scene.
My heart is in my throat. Is Lexi going to forbid me from touching Steven again? After last night, I don't know if I can take it. I blink rapidly, trying to keep tears from forming. I'm squeezing April's hand tightly, my palms sweaty.
"Right, the point." Lexi sighs. "As much as I hate to admit it, you and Steven are beautiful together, Stacey. I can't take that away. From either of you."
"R-really?" I stammer. Is she really saying what I think she is?
"Yes, really." Lexi nods. "I have to get over my insecurities. It's hard, but I need to trust Steven."
"I mean, you could tell me we have to be exclusive." Steven points out. "Most couples are."
"Is that what you want?" the redhead asks with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, no..." he admits. "But, I could do it!"
"Then shut the fuck up, or I might make you." Lexi responds, making April giggle. "Anyway, Stacey, if you ever, and I mean EVER try and steal him away, we will have words. And they won't be good ones. But I think we're past that."
"We are, I swear." I nod rapidly, squeezing April's hand for support.
"I definitely don't want any sneaking around." Lexi adds. "You don't need to call me every time you wanna crawl under his desk for a protein shake, but I'd like to be aware of your activities."
"That's fine." I agree as April squeezes my hand back, our fingers laced.
"Uh, what about me?" April speaks up.
"So, you admit it, you do want me?" Steven asks with a smirk.
"Don't let it go to your head." the blonde nerd smirks. "It's your big dick I'm after, you're just lucky it's attached to you."
"In all seriousness, I just want to know that you're not still mad at me for hurting Stacey." my boss explains.
"I guess I understand. You were in a tough spot." April answers before grinning evilly. "Just make sure you don't hurt Stacey and Lexi, or all three of us may rip your balls off."
"Understood." Steven replies, raising his hands in a gesture of surrender.
"April, the same rules apply to you." Lexi states. "No sneaking around, and I want to know about hook ups. Also, I wanna be there the first time, definitely. Mainly because I think the idea of you two fucking each other into oblivion is super hot."
"Deal!" April giggles. "Hopefully, the old guy's heart holds out."
"Me?" Steven asks rhetorically. "When I'm done with you, you'll be unconscious and covered in cum."
"When I'm done with you, you won't have a drop left in your balls and you'll know what heaven is like." April retorts, the two of them finally acknowledging that they are completely in lust with each other.
I am sitting in this booth, holding hands with April, my mind reeling as she and Steven continue to flirt. Oh. My God. Is Lexi really giving April and I an all access pass to Steven? Is this really possible? Can I actually have both my loves? It doesn't solve my issue with having babies someday, but it definitely is perfect for right now.
"Damn, Baby!" Lexi exclaims, reminding me that the conversation is still going on. It seems like I'm missing some hot banter. "I don't know what's gotten into you, but I like it!"
"I'm holding you to that, old man." April purrs, leaning forward. "Your cum. Everywhere. Leaking out of all my holes, in my hair, on my tits. I want it on every inch of me."
"You won't be disappointed." Steven retorts. "You also won't be able to walk straight for a week."
"Okay, okay, that's enough." I giggle.
"My prudish girlfriend's right." April sighs. "She and I get it. We really do. We won't let you down, right, love?"
"We won't." I agree before frowning. "And I'm not a prude."
"Of course you're not, Cutie." the petite blonde replies, obviously humoring me.
"Thank you..." I stammer, finally overcome with emotion, despite the levity. "I... this just means so much to me... thank you..."
I bury my face in April's shoulder as I break down and sob. Great cleansing sobs of relief. April wraps her arms around me, holding me, comforting me. I feel April's hands rubbing my back as I take a minute to compose myself. Then I sit up and wipe my face.
"You okay?" Steven asks softly.
"Yes." I smile widely. "Thank you all so much."
"We're family." Lexi responds.
Before I can respond, the waitress makes another appearance, this time carrying a large black tray laden with plates of piping hot food. The young lady sets our plates down in front of us before asking if we need anything else. Finally, she tells us to enjoy and leaves us to our lunch.
The food here is really good. I enjoy my chicken salad as Lexi and I get into a conversation about Hospital Doctors in Love. Unlike our partners, the two of us love HDL. We're both hoping the new season can salvage the show, since neither of us want it to end, despite it going downhill.
April and Steven listen in at first, only managing to pretend to care for about forty-five seconds. Soon, the two of them are having their own discussion as they eat. With television as the topic, April happily brings up Planet Trek Wars. My girlfriend ends up debating with Steven about lasers and force fields, or some other shit I can't make sense of.
"How can you argue about fictional technology?" Lexi eventually asks. "It's not real, so neither of you are right."
"First of all, lasers are very real!" April protests. "Second, you're arguing about fake shit, too!"
"HDL is a drama, there's no science fiction." Lexi counters. "It could have really happened."
"Didn't they clone that idiot doctor in one episode? McSplooge, or whatever his name was." Steven asks, snapping his fingers while he tries to come up with the name. "McDucky?"
"No," April replies, "It was like a bath noise. McPlopy, or something."
"McSpoogy!" I correct haughtily. "And cloning is real science. Also, the clone's mind degenerated due to improper cloning, and he went insane."
"Right, that's realistic. Okay." April rolls her eyes.
"More realistic than the space ships on your dumb show." Lexi points out.
"Planet Trek Wars takes place a long, long time from now." Steven reasons. "We could have space ships in the future."
The four of us continue to argue about our favorite shows as we finish our meals. The waitress does return once to check on us and refill our drinks, but we're mostly left alone. Despite disagreeing about what makes good television, we are all smiling and enjoying each others company.
"Can I interest you in something for dessert?" the waitress asks us after clearing away our clean plates.
"The chocolate lava cake sounds really good." Lexi observes.
"Yeah, but it's got a ton of calories." I lament.
"Who gives a shit?" Lexi frowns.
"We aren't all eighteen, kiddo!" April teases. "You'll have to start watching what you eat at some point, or it'll catch up to you."
"Yeah, right." I snort, glancing at April. "I've watched you scarf down an entire pizza plenty of times. Your stomach is still flat."
"How about we split it?" Steven suggests, throwing the poor waitress an apologetic look.
"One small cake for four people?" Lexi frowns.
"Could you please bring us two of the chocolate lava cakes?" Steven asks the waitress before turning back to us. "We'll each have half a cake. How's that sound?"
We girls all agree, and the waitress walks off to grab our desserts. I can't argue with Lexi, the chocolate lava cake is really fucking good! We polish off both cakes before the waitress brings the check. Steven pays, and our group leaves the restaurant.
"Has the lawyer gotten back to you?" I ask as the sun beats down on us.
"No, not yet." Steven answers. "He said he was gonna call as soon as he knew the time."
"What do you wanna do until then?" Lexi inquires as she walks hand-in-hand with Steven.
"Seems pointless to go back to the mansion." my boss sighs. "Mall? Movie?"
"We aren't all teenagers." April giggles. "And do you think we can agree on a movie?"
"Good point." Steven responds.
"Book store?" I offer. "We all like reading. Pick out some books, sit at the cafe with coffees?"
"Works for me." Lexi replies.
With a plan in place, we get into two separate cars and drive to the local book store. April seems to be in a great mood the entire drive. She has the radio turned up loudly, the window rolled down as she taps her fingers to the beat. My little nerd looks so adorable as the wind tosses her wavy, blonde hair.
"Paul called in the car on the way here." Steven tells April and I when we get out of my car.
"What did he say?" April quickly asks.
"A hearing was scheduled for 3:30PM." he answers.
"3:30PM. Okay. Okay." I let out a nervous breath.
"You'll do fine." Lexi gives me a strong smile.
"I hope so." I sigh.
Now that we know how much time we have to kill, our group enters the book store. The four of us scatter, heading to various sections in order to find something to read. This time, April and I don't let Steven pay. He does by Lexi's book, of course.
"So, instead of school, you get to hang out and read with some old folks." April observes as the four of us sit at a table in the cafe with our books and drinks.
"You two aren't that old." Lexi responds with a smirk. "And it definitely beats going to class."
"Just make sure you study for finals with Hazel and Kayla." Steven reminds the redhead.
"Unlike the girls, you are old." Lexi snorts, rolling her eyes at her boyfriend. "Besides, they won't be home after school anyway. That's why they took separate cars, remember?"
"The girls have big plans?" I ask, opening my new book.
"Kayla got invited to her boyfriend's for dinner. She won't be home until late." Lexi explains. "Hazel is going to her grandmother's so she can spend time with her brothers."
"Will you two be joining us for dinner?" Steven asks April and I.
"I don't know, we weren't invited." April says cheekily.
"Stacey, April," he begins with an exasperated sigh, "would you like to come to dinner?"
"We'd love to!" April grins.
I giggle at my girlfriend's antics before losing myself in my book. The next couple hours go by as we read and go through a couple of cafe drinks each. I find myself checking the time regularly, growing more and more anxious about going before a judge.
Finally, the time arrives. April can tell how nervous I am, so she offers to drive, which I am very grateful for. I keep playing with the hem of my dress as April parks the car. Then, the four of us head inside and meet up with Paul Jacobs.
Before I know it, I'm standing in front of a judge. The attorney, my attorney, does a lot of the talking. The judge asks April and I several questions for clarification while reading the police report and temporary restraining order application.
A breath of relief escapes my lips when the judge grants the temporary restraining order. He flips through his schedule and declares that the hearing for the longer-term restraining order will be in exactly two weeks. The temporary order will expire then, with the idea that the longer one will take effect the same day.
After the hearing, Paul Jacobs says we don't have to do anything for the notification. He reminds us to request the time out of work for the follow up, and promises he will be there for it as well. Handshakes are exchanged, and we all leave.
The four of us chat in the parking lot for a few minutes. Barry is still in jail, and he may very well lose his law license. Good. I hug Lexi and Steven, thanking them both for all the help. April and I are then invited back to the mansion.
"How's it going?" Hazel asks when we walk into the main living room. The pregnant teen is dressed in pajama bottoms and a t-shirt as she studies, the television on in the background.
"Great!" Lexi chirps. "Had a nice lunch, talked about our feelings, got a restraining order. The usual."
"Right. The usual." Hazel mutters, her long brown hair in a ponytail.
"How are your brothers?" Steven asks Hazel.
"They're doing well." the tan girl answers. "Scott is still pissed at our parents for not letting him have his phone.
"A teen with no phone? He must be miserable!" April comments.
"Yeah, and he's stuck with those assholes until he turns eighteen." Hazel sighs. "I'm not sure how he'll even be able to meet his new niece or nephew. Enough about me, are you okay Stacey? April?"
"Yeah, we're okay. Thank you." I answer with a nod. "It's been a long day."
"It really has." Lexi agrees. "I wanna get out of this dress. Can we go change, Baby?"
"Sure, let's go." Steven nods while adjusting his tie.
"Fuck, we don't have anything to change into." April whines as she kicks off her heels and sits down in an armchair to rub her feet.
"Maybe we should have stopped by the apartment." I sigh, taking off my heels as well.
"Do you wanna drive back home?" April offers.
"Not worth the effort." I reply, making April sigh in relief.
"We'll be right back." Steven says, leading Lexi out of the room.
"You don't have time to fuck!" April calls after them, causing Lexi to toss out a middle finger before disappearing.
April and I chat with Hazel, filling her in on some details of our day. A few minutes later, Steven and Lexi reappear. Steven is wearing lounge pants and a plain t-shirt. Lexi has pajama bottoms and a band shirt on, she's also clearly not bothering with a bra.
"Did I miss anything exciting today?" Lexi asks Hazel.
"Not really." Hazel shrugs right before her brown eyes go wide. "Oh! I did hear something about David."
"What about him?" Steven wonders.
"Well, I don't know how his health is after he got his ass kicked by the football team," Hazel begins, "but I heard he won't be coming back to class."
"Why not?" Lexi frowns in confusion. "He can't have gotten suspended for getting jumped?"
"He didn't." Hazel shakes her head. "For safety reasons, he's gonna do remote learning for the last few days of classes. Apparently, he'll be taking his finals online, too."
"And, since he can't come to graduation, we probably won't see the piece of shit again until the trial." Lexi realizes.
"That's great news for Stephanie and Kelsey, too." Steven points out.
"Definitely." Lexi nods.
"I still can't believe they let a rapist walk the same halls as his victims." April snarls angrily.
"Agreed." I nod. "I just hope those football players don't get in too much trouble."
"They're all eighteen." Steven sighs. "They could have a tough time. We can't do anything about it, though. Remember that, they made their choice."
"I know, I know!" Lexi groans.
The five of us sit in front of the television, discussing topics of decreasing importance. There's a family game show on, and we occasionally shout answers at the screen. Hazel's textbook is forgotten as she and Lexi laugh hysterically at a contestant's ridiculous answer.
Dinnertime arrives, and I find myself sitting at the big table in the elegant dining room. We discuss our lives, the girls' college plans, and our families. All while enjoying a wonderful dinner. With the exception of Hazel, we all enjoy a very nice wine. The company is great, and I'm smiling non-stop.
"Steven, can I ask you a personal question?" April wonders at one point, a floret of broccoli on her fork as it hovers just beneath her face.
"When Lexi mentioned personal stuff possibly coming up, you made a comment about Lexi having her face in your crotch." Steven answers carefully. "So, to steal from you; I've seen you naked, April, ask whatever you'd like."
"Did you like what you saw?" April asks cutely, right before popping her food-laden fork into her mouth.
"You're okay, I guess." he shrugs, pretending not to care.
"Bullshit." April snorts. "You can't wait to get your hands on this tight, hot body."
"Okay, enough flirting, you two!" I giggle. "Ask your actual question, April."
"Are those two always like this?" Hazel inquires with a smirk.
"Yes!" Lexi and I answer at the same time.
"Fine, fine." the blonde nerd giggles. "I'll get to the point. I was just wondering why Steven never talks about his family?"
"Well, I have a daughter." Steven responds with a small smile.
"We've met." Hazel says with an eye roll.
"April has a point." Lexi frowns. "You never really talk about your family, Baby. Outside of Kayla."
"I don't really know anything, either." I add. "I mean, I know your parents are dead. That's it."
"It's not some big secret." he explains with a shrug. "There's just no one left I'm close to."
"Why is that?" Lexi asks, leaning forward with interest.
"I guess it all started with the death of my grandmother." Steven begins carefully. "Her husband, my grandfather, had died years before, leaving her with a substantial life insurance payment. She was good with money, and her estate just grew and grew. When she died, we all got a decent inheritance. It wasn't a million dollars or anything, but it was definitely a nice sum.
"My parents used theirs to pay off their house. My aunt and uncle did the same. Between them, they had five kids. My two cousins, my brother, my sister, and myself, of course. With the amount we kids received, we were advised to use it to pay for college and living expenses until we got our degrees.
"I was the youngest, so I got to see the others go off to college first. When they all started to live their lives, that's when we all began to grow apart. My brother lasted two weeks at school before dropping out. He never went back. My sister and cousins got their degrees, at least.
"When it was finally my turn, I didn't have the time or energy to keep reaching out. The only one who ever checked up on me was my sister. Then I used my bank job to help start a part-time business while in school, which exploded. Eventually, family members realized I had money, and they suddenly had time to talk to me. Convenient, isn't it?
"Anyway, my brother kept asking me to bail him out of trouble. We eventually had words, and now we don't speak. Since my cousins made it clear they only wanted to talk to me because of money, I just did the bare minimum for responding. They finally stopped reaching out.



"That's it, really. My parents are dead, I don't talk to my aunt, uncle, or cousins. I definitely don't talk to my brother. I do reach out to my sister occasionally, but she lives far away. We're hoping she might make it here for Kayla's graduation, so there's a chance you can meet her soon."
"Damn, that sucks." April winces. "Sorry for asking."
"It's fine." Steven smiles reassuringly. "I have a couple of close friends, I have my daughter, and now I have Lexi. I'm stuck with Stacey, too."
"Fuck you, too!" I snap, making a fake expression of rage as the others laugh.
"What about Aria's side?" Lexi follows up with.
"Aria had a very small family." Steven says. "She was an only child, and her parents are the only ones from her side that I ever hear from anymore. They also might be at the graduation party."
"Do they know about us?" Lexi wonders, biting her lower lip nervously.
"Uh, well, no." he stammers. "Not yet."
"Please let me be there when you tell them!" Hazel requests.
"And why would you want that?" Lexi asks, her eyes narrowing.
"Well, let's see," Hazel begins, tapping her chin thoughtfully, "there will be eighteen year old high school graduates hooking up, their only granddaughter will probably have a threesome with her boyfriend and girlfriend, and, to top it off, they get to find out the man who married their baby is dating a baby."
"Bitch." Lexi snorts.
"Slut." Hazel replies, clearly in a good mood after seeing her brothers.
"Whore." Lexi adds, continuing their antics.
"Okay, that's enough." Steven intervenes. "Oh, and Hazel? Did you forget they also might have some strong opinions when they find out you're pregnant with our baby."
"Fuck." Hazel sighs, deflating. "I didn't think of that."
"Please let me be there when you tell them!" Lexi exclaims in a mocking voice.
"Anyway," April says theatrically, clearly changing the subject, "will Nicole be at the party?"
"Yeah, definitely." Steven nods. "It's not just Kayla's party, it's for all the girls."
"So..." I trail off, puffing out my cheeks cutely as my baby blues bore into Steven's sexy green eyes.
"Stacey, April, would you like to attend the party?" Steven asks, catching on.
"Why, thank you, Steven, we'd love to!" April giggles.
Our voices start to die down as we go back to our food, making sure to finish before it gets cold. When we finish, all five of us help clean up before we return to the living room. After only fifteen minutes of arguing and negotiating, we are all able to agree on a movie.
I'm sitting in an armchair, my arms around little April as she happily snuggles with me. Despite our dresses, we're quite comfortable. Steven is on the couch, his arms around Lexi and Hazel, who are on either side of him.
"I'm home!" Kayla announces, walking into the room just as we start another game show episode.
"Welcome home!" Lexi chirps while Hazel just grunts.
"Hi, Honey, how was Ian's?" Steven asks, smiling over at his daughter.
"He get any pussy?" the redhead wonders.
"Lexi!" I exclaim as I giggle. "What kind of question is that?"
"The interesting kind!" April says. "Well?"
"His parents know we've had sex, but they don't want it happening in their house. Ian has to leave his bedroom door open when I'm in there." Kayla sighs. "So, no. No pussy for him."
"Shame." Hazel replies, her eyes glued to the television.
"You'll have to make it up to him next time." Lexi points out. "Remember, anal is a great treat."
"Can we not talk about my daughter's sex life?" Steven asks in a deadpan voice.
"Get over it, old man." Kayla rolls her eyes.
"Did Stephanie go to dinner as well?" I ask, taking pity on Steven and changing the subject.
"No." Kayla shakes her head. "She was spending time with her mom."
"I'm glad you had a nice time, Honey." Steven says while checking his phone.
"Thanks!" Kayla grins. "I'm gonna go to my room and change. My bra is digging into me, and the girls need to breathe."
"I'll walk with you." Steven offers as he gets to his feet. "I got a work email I need to answer tonight. The file I need to attach is on my computer, so I have to hop on real quick."
"Have fun." Lexi replies as father and daughter leave the room.
Lexi puts her bare feet up on the couch cushion as she sits back and plays on her phone, her auburn hair framing her lightly-freckled face. The rest of us watch the game show. This is the fifth day for one family, and they'll take home the grand prize if they win today.
"I'll be right back, I have to pee." April announces as she climbs out of my lap.
"That was ladylike." I tease, swatting her on the butt.
"Oh, sorry." April looks over her shoulder at me as she rolls her eyes. "I have to go to the powder room. Better?"
"Much." I giggle cutely.
The petite nerd just shakes her blonde head as she makes her exit. I take a sip of my drink as I sit back and enjoy the game show. At one point, Lexi stretches out on the couch, placing her feet in Hazel's lap. Hazel makes a comment about not wanting Lexi's nasty feet in her lap, shoving them away. I just giggle as the two teenagers start bickering.
A few minutes later, I hear April approaching. My smile immediately fades as I take in the sight of my girlfriend. April's face is shockingly white, and she looks upset. Sitting up in my chair, I watch as the blonde walks up to me.
"We should probably get going." April declares. "It's getting late, and we both have to work tomorrow."
"Yeah, you're right." I agree, nodding slowly. "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine." April insists. "Just a little tired."
"Okay..." I trail off. "Let's just wait to say goodbye to Steven and Kayla."
April just nods as she fidgets in place, her arms crossed. After a couple minutes of this, I'm about to ask her to sit down. That's when Steven and Kayla return. I smile at Steven and stand up, letting him know that we're gonna get going.
Something is definitely wrong. When hugs are exchanged, April just hugs them quickly before letting go. Hopefully, she really is just tired. April and I grab our heels before leaving the mansion and getting in my car.
"Are you sure you're okay?" I ask, concern heavy in my voice.
"I was a little nauseated." April finally admits with a sigh. "I threw up in the bathroom."
"Oh!" I exclaim, my eyes widening in understanding. "Why did you wait so long to say something?"
"I guess I didn't want anyone to think it was the food or something." April shrugs.
"Uh, was it the food?" I wonder as I pull out onto the street.
"Maybe." she frowns. "Or it might have just been anxiety from the crazy day we've had."
"That makes sense." I nod. "Do you feel any better?"
"Yeah, much better now." April confirms. "I'll just take something when we get home and go to bed."
"We'll be home soon." I say reassuringly.
I put some music on so that April can close her eyes and relax. Fortunately, the drive isn't too long, and there's no traffic at this time of night. Once we get home and lock the apartment door, April and I strip down to our panties and get ready for bed.
"Do you wanna spend the night in bed?" I offer hesitantly.
"Are you sure?" April asks. "I mean, I know you said you aren't ready for it to be an every night thing."
"I'm sure." I smile and lean in to peck her lips. "It's been a crazy couple of days, and I want my girlfriend close by."
"I love you, Stacey." April whispers.
"I love you, too." I reply. "You sexy bitch."
April gives me a small smile as the two of us head to my bedroom and plug in our phones. My girlfriend takes off her glasses as we both climb into bed. I pull her into my arms, kissing her softly. Her breath is minty fresh, and I'm enjoying running my hands over her little body as I feel a heat building between my legs.
"I'm guessing you don't feel up to messing around?" I ask with a giggle.
"Not really." April replies in a small voice. "I'm kinda fucked out, ya know?"
"Yeah, I understand." I answer in surprise. She must still feel nauseated.
My surprise doesn't end just yet. Rather than snuggle up beside me, April just whispers goodnight and turns over to go to sleep. Brushing back my long blonde hair, I rest my head on the pillow as I think about the events of the day. April being sick makes me sad, but I'm still happy; I have both of my loves, Steven and April. Life is good.
Tuesday morning, my phone goes off, waking me up. The covers slide down to my waist as I sit up, exposing my large breasts. Shutting off my alarm, I glance to my side, realizing that I'm alone in bed. April must be in the shower.
"April?" I call out through the bathroom door when I realize it's locked.
"I'll be out in a minute!" she replies loudly.
"I thought maybe we could take a morning shower together." I tell her.
"I already showered." April answers. "I'm sorry!"
"It's okay." I say.
April exits the bathroom a couple minutes later, wearing only a pair of frilly orange panties. She still looks kinda pale, and she barely stops long enough to give me a quick peck on the lips before heading off to get dressed for the day. Maybe she's having second thoughts about sharing me with Steven?
My thoughts heavy, I go through my morning routine before joining April for breakfast. My girlfriend is already fully dressed for work as she nibbles on a piece of toast. I'm just wearing a robe, puttering about the kitchen as I prepare coffee and a bagel.
"I have to get to work." April says as she shoves the last morsel of toast into her mouth.
"Are you feeling any better?" I ask.
"Yeah, I don't feel sick at all anymore." she smiles, standing up and grabbing her purse.
"You still look a little pale." I comment.
"And you're beautiful, too." April smirks as she swoops in for a quick kiss. "Bye, Sexy!"
"Have a good day." I reply, smiling contentedly. Everything's fine.
Slinging her purse over her shoulder, April runs out the door, phone in hand. I finish breakfast by myself before getting ready for work. Once I'm dressed, I climb into my car and drive into the office, ready to start the day.
"Good morning, Sir." I purr when I walk in, surprised that Steven beat me here. He's currently looking over the shoulder of an accountant, pointing to something on the accountant's screen.
"Good morning, Stacey." he replies, looking over at me. "How was your night?"
"Excellent, thank you." I smile. "Yours?"
"No complaints." Steven shrugs nonchalantly.
I exchange pleasantries with the accountant before walking over to my desk and starting up my computer. As I go through my backlog of emails, I listen in and realize that Steven is teaching the accountant some advanced spreadsheet feature. My boss really is a master of every skill a finance expert should have.
The first couple of hours of work go by uneventfully. I text with April and Kayla a bit, but April really only replies with one word answers. While answering phone calls, I also type up responses to emails, trying to get as much done as possible. Finally, it's time for my 10:30AM meeting with Steven.
My boss and I go over everything we'll need for our meeting with YouInvest after lunch. The offer has been fully accepted, and all that is really left is for the due diligence process to be completed. If things work out, Steven is going to get a lot richer.
Once again, I remind Steven that Brenda is the one who does all the work while Ken is out looking for pussy. He nods as he pours over Brenda's reports, asking me questions about my interactions with the older woman. To my satisfaction, Steven soon confirms our earlier theory that Brenda is actually a financial genius.
"If Ken had actually let Brenda implement her ideas, YouInvest might be worth twice as much as you paid him." I point out with an eye roll.
"His loss." Steven smiles.
"Can you believe Ken actually told her to her face that women don't have heads for numbers?" I ask in annoyance.
"I believe it." he sighs. "Even today there are a lot of old school finance guys."
"Good riddance." I snap angrily.
"Agreed." Steven nods." I think I'm going to formally offer Brenda a position today."
"Really? Great!" I exclaim happily.
The meeting continues for a little while longer, until we're confident we're ready. I smile at Steven as he orders us lunch on his phone. Feeling frisky, I walk around the desk and climb into my boss's lap, my business skirt riding up as I push my tongue into his mouth. I moan loudly, grinding against his erection as his hand finds my breast, squeezing me from outside my dress shirt.
"Is the door locked?" Steven asks against my lips.
"Yes!" I hiss in response, my hand cupping his face. "I want you in my mouth!"
"Get on your knees." he orders firmly, making my pussy quiver.
Breaking our kiss, I slide out of Steven's lap, my blue eyes staring up at him as I sink to my knees before him. My mouth is watering as my desire to feel a hard shaft in my throat increases. I waste no time fishing his hardness out of his suit pants and taking the head into my mouth.
"Mm!" I hum happily as my tongue lashes his glans, making him gasp.
Steven buries his hands in my blonde locks, lightly applying pressure while I bob my head up and down in his lap. I don't take my time. We have to eat lunch and have our meeting. I suck hard and fast, moaning loudly as I lash the underside of his shaft with my tongue.
Pushing Steven's pants out of the way, I lightly scratch his balls with my fingernails while sucking hard on the head of his dick. He groans loudly, his fingers twisting in my hair as his right leg shakes slightly. It won't be long until my efforts are rewarded.
"Gonna cum!" Steven warns a few minutes later.
I grab the base of his cock so I can start jerking him off while taking the top half of him into my mouth. My lips are stretched wide around his thick shaft, and I can feel it throbbing in my mouth. Within seconds, it swells as he groans and starts shooting.
I moan happily as I feel warm, salty fluid coating my tongue. Holding his semen in my mouth, I keep sucking until my cheeks are full to bursting. With a big gulp, I swallow down the first couple of blasts, just in time to receive another. I just keep swallowing, my entire body tingling.
"Fuck, I love your cum." I whisper happily as I brush my hair back behind my ears and smile up at him.
"You're incredible." he says with a smile.
"Thanks!" I giggle cutely, still on my knees.
"I think it's time I return the favor." Steven grins.
"No time." I shake my head as I stand up and get back into his lap. "I have to leave to grab lunch, but maybe you can finger me real quick?"
Spreading my knees, I grab Steven's wrist and push his hand up my knee-length business skirt. He quickly slips his fingers past my panties and into my hole. Biting my lower lip to keep from crying out, I shudder slightly as my boss starts to finger-fuck me.
With one hand on my boob, Steven quickly works his fingers in and out of me. It isn't long before I'm moaning and panting heavily. When he eases his fingers out of me so he can rub my clit, I let out a small squeak as a small orgasm shoots through me.
"You're so wet." he comments thickly, his hot breath in my ear.
"Mm, you make me wet." I moan back.
Sadly, our midday tryst must come to an end. Steven and I adjust our clothes before running to the bathroom. When we return, we both pull out our phones to text. He has to tell Lexi and Nicole, while I need to let April know.
Stacey: I just sucked Steven off. Then he fingered me.
April: Fun.
Stacey: Are you sure you're okay? You're acting weird.
April: I'm fine, it's just a really busy day. I have to make up for missing yesterday. Sorry.
Stacey: Sorry for bothering you...
April: You aren't bothering me, love. :*
Stacey: If you're sure...
April: I am. I'm glad you had a nice time.
Stacey: I did. Enjoy the rest of your day. Miss you.
April: Miss you, too.
Putting my phone in my purse, I drive to the restaurant to pick up our food. Then I return to the office so Steven and I can enjoy a relaxing lunch in his office. After asking him, I quickly learn that Lexi is perfectly fine with the mid-morning oral.
Before I know it, it's almost 1:30PM and I'm showing several YouInvest staff members into the conference room. Refreshments are served, and accountants from both companies fire up their laptops and start pouring over spreadsheets full of data.
Steven and I stay for a little while, but it is soon clear that the employees have everything under control. Nodding to me, Steven invites Brenda and I into his office. Shutting the door, I sit down beside Brenda as Steven gets right to the point.
"Brenda, I'd like to offer you a permanent position at the company." he states plainly.
"I appreciate it, Sir. I really do." Brenda replies, giving him a small smile. "I don't know what you're looking for, but I'm not sure I'm looking to be the assistant for another manager."
"I'm not looking for an assistant." Steven smiles softly. "I already have an assistant, she's great. I'm looking for someone to help run things. You'd report to me, but you'd have a pretty wide latitude to make decisions."
"Sir, I'm not, I mean..." Brenda stammers, looking panicked. "I only have an associates degree. I was hoping I could maybe find a junior accountant position somewhere, there's no way I can run things. I'm just an assistant."
"An assistant who has the trust of all the people at YouInvest." he replies kindly. "One who knows how to make everything actually work. Trust matters in this business, and you have the trust of the clients I want to work with."
"I trust you." I speak up, taking Brenda's hand. "Steven trusts you. He's not hung up on who is supposed to be where based on an overpriced piece of paper. He cares about people."
"You've already proven you have the skills to run a company." Steven adds, smiling at Brenda and I. "I know you run YouInvest for Ken."
"Is it that obvious?" Brenda asks with a small smirk.
"Yes." I giggle. "He only cares about chasing skirts."
"You're not wrong." Brenda sighs. "As worried as I was about being unemployed, I was glad for the push to get away from Ken."
"Well, if you want to part ways, I understand completely." Steven says. "You have to do what is best for you. Just know you have a place here, if you want it."
Steven locks eyes with me, and I can see the gratitude in his eyes for the way I speak about him. I try to hold it in, but I can feel the heat in my cheeks; I'm blushing. I look down at my hands while Brenda contemplates Steven's proposal.
"I want the job." Brenda finally says.
"Great." Steven smiles. "I'll prepare a full offer letter for you."
"Thank you, Sir. You won't be sorry." the older woman replies.
"I know I won't be." he nods. "Now, who are the top people at YouInvest? The people you know your key clients trust completely?"
The meeting continues for a little while longer. Then we return to the conference room to wrap things up with the accountants. Everyone shakes hands, and I show the YouInvest employees out before returning to my desk and finish the work day.
I drive home after work, and I swear I can still feel Steven's lips on mine. Our passionate kiss at the end of the day is still fresh in my memory. I feel like I'm floating, my mind is a fog. The experiences of the last few days are filling me with a glow and warmth I can't describe. Nothing can possibly bring me down right now. Even the traffic is just more time to fantasize about the threesome with April and Steven that I intend to plan soon.
I walk into the apartment, knowing I'm a little late. As I look around, I feel my high start to fade. April's weird behavior is continuing; the entire apartment is dark, and I walk into the kitchen to find an empty wine bottle in the sink. My gut sinks.



"April, Baby? Are you here?" I call out, my voice feeling hollow in the silence.
Entering the living room, relief courses through me as I see April sitting on the couch. The relief is short lived. April raises her head from where it's bent over the mostly-empty wine glass. A second bottle of wine is sitting near the glass.
April's eyes are swollen and red behind her glasses. Her lower lip is quivering, and I can see tear streaks down her cheeks. The petite woman is wearing pajama pants and a thin t-shirt. Her body shakes slightly as she looks directly at me, green eyes dim.
"Stacey, we need to talk." April mumbles, her voice tight.
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~Stacey~
My body is rigid, my heart racing as I stand in the entryway of the living room looking down at my distraught girlfriend. It's Tuesday evening, and I'm still in my work clothes, my purse slung over my shoulder. I open and close my mouth several times, trying to find words as I look at April, sitting on the couch in pajamas, her eyes swollen and red behind her glasses, and a nearly-empty glass of wine in front of her.
"T-talk about what?" I stammer nervously, finally able to speak.
"How fucking fucked up every fucking thing is! Uurp!" April burps out eloquently as she drunkenly reaches for the bottle of wine and pours the rest of it into the glass.
"I don't know what that means." I reply carefully as I set my purse down and approach the couch. "Did something happen?"
"How could you? You said he was a good man. I trusted you." April mumbles before taking a long swig from the wine glass.
"April, sweetie, you're not making any sense." I whisper gently as I reach out to rub her shoulder.
"Don't!" April yells loudly, recoiling from my touch, causing wine to dribble down her chin.
"Sorry, sorry!" I say quickly, raising my hand in a non-threatening gesture as April wipes the wine from her chin and takes another sip.
"I can't believe you're in love with him! He's disgusting!" April shouts. She's visibly shaking, eyes wild.
"Baby, you're scaring me. What are you talking about?" I wonder, terror coursing through me as April polishes off the wine and sets the glass down.
"And I was naked in front of him. I let him watch me cum. He's horrible.. Kayla, his own daughter, his baby... he's so disgusting, I just can't..." April wraps her arms around herself, tears flowing down her face.
"Oh." I state plainly, realizing what April is talking about.
"Did you know?" April asks, looking up at me with blurry, watery eyes. "Did you know, and are you protecting him?"
"April..." I trail off weakly, my heart in my throat as I sit down beside her and reach for her hand.
"Did you fucking know?!" she screams, yanking her hand back. "Did you know what that sick fuck is doing to Kayla?!"
"I knew." I admit. The world dims, black flickering at the edge of my vision as I fall back against the couch. "And, I know it's wrong, but..."
"Wrong!? WRONG?!" April cuts me off, her voice a high screech. "It's fucking criminal! It's disgusting and vile!"
"Baby, I know what it seems like, but..." I begin, trying again to explain.
"Don't you fucking dare make it sound like it's okay that he's raping her!" April hisses, her face red with fury.
"Wait!" I exclaim, feeling compelled to defend Steven. "Raping her, how could you..."
"I saw them!" April wails, nearly hyperventilating as she interrupts me again. "Kayla was coming out of her room and I saw what he did! They didn't notice me, but he pushed Kayla against the wall, pinning her there with his body. He smiled at her. SMILED! He asked if she was a good girl. Then he held her to the wall and kissed her! He was touching her!"
"W-what were you doing by the bedrooms?" I ask in a small voice, unable to face the actual topic. "There's a bathroom right by the main living room."
"What fucking difference does it make?!" April gives me a look mixed with incredulity and fury. "It's a big house, and I took a wrong turn! I took a wrong turn, and they didn't see me but I saw them... I saw them... I saw them..."
"Oh, April..." I wince, wanting to touch her, but afraid of upsetting her further.
"I was so disgusted, I ran to the bathroom and threw up." April sighs, looking down at the floor.
"I know it's frowned upon, but Kayla is an adult." I swallow weakly, hoping she understands. "Your reaction seems a little extreme..."
"She's just a baby!" April screams, burying her hands in her hair as her small body shakes. "She's a baby.. she's just a baby and he had her pressed against the wall, kissing her! How was she supposed to stop him? Greg is so strong, and she's just a baby!"
"She didn't want him to stop. That's what I've been trying to tell y- wait!" I frown, finally comprehending the unknown name. "Who's Greg?"
"How could he do that to her?!" April cries out, turning in on herself more as she pulls her legs up and curls into a ball on the couch. "Just a baby... he's related to her! How could Greg do that?"
"April, who's Greg?" I ask in a loud, firm voice, trying to get her attention. "What did you see him do?"
"I thought he was so cool, and I was his favorite! Always his favorite..." April begins sobbing, her hands clutching her head, fingers buried in the yellow locks. "He was touching me! I thought... he made me feel so grown up. And then he... Oh, God! He... he..."
Huge, heaving sobs wrack April's entire body. I want to give her space, but my desire to comfort her finally overwhelms me. Siting down, I pull the petite woman to me. April struggles at first, then finally collapses against me, clutching at me desperately as she cries into my shoulder.
"It's okay, it's okay." I whisper soothingly while running my fingers through April's wavy blonde hair as I try and figure out what the fuck is happening.
"He kissed me, and I couldn't move." April whispers, lifting her head off of me and staring straight ahead, her eyes dead as she looks at nothing. "I didn't want that, and he had his tongue in my mouth. I tried to move, but he held me there. He started whispering in my ear, telling me how much he'd seen me watching him, wanting him. I DIDN'T WANT HIM!"
"Oh, my God!" I gasp, realization flooding me. "April, were, were you raped?"
"Greg started undressing me." she continues her story through the tears. I'm not sure she even knows I'm here. "I called out, but no one was around. He pulled me down. He just kept telling me how good he was going to make me feel, and how long he'd been waiting for me to be old enough."
"Y-you knew him?" I stammer, wondering who this monster is. Then, my eyes widen as my overwhelmed brain finally processes the facts. "You were related to him?"
"It hurt so much when he first pushed inside me." April whimpers, her lower lip quivering. "I couldn't push him off. I didn't want him, but he took me right there. He was touching me all over. I couldn't control my body. I responded, even though I hated it."
"Oh, April!" I shout, tears running down my cheeks as I hug my girlfriend tightly.
"After he was done, he told me that the way I responded told him he was right about what a slutty girl I was." April sniffles. "I didn't want him."
"Of course you didn't." I say strongly. "You were raped."
"I'm gonna throw up." April announces, hopping to her feet and staggering toward the bathroom with one hand over her mouth.
I run after April, entering the bathroom just in time to see her kneel in front of the toilet bowl. Crouching beside my girlfriend, I pull back her blonde hair as the small girl starts to retch. Her fingers clutch the edge of the toilet as her stomach expels its contents.
"I didn't want him!" April cries when she's done vomiting. The little nerd falls against me, her head against my bosom. "I didn't want him. I didn't want him. I didn't."
"I know, my love. I know." I coo, rocking April gently as I kiss the top of her head.
I'm holding April close, my arms tightly around her as she mumbles to herself. A couple minutes later, the mumbling stops, and I realize that April is unconscious. Still, we stay on the bathroom floor as I struggle to find the strength to move us.
Carefully setting April down, I use a wet wash cloth to clean her face before wiping away my own tears. While the petite girl weighs less than ninety pounds, I still struggle to move her. With her dead weight in my arms, I manage to slowly carry my girlfriend to bed.
Laying April on her side, I bundle her up under the covers before removing her glasses. I'm hungry, but it's still early. I figure April and I can eat after a nap. Stripping down to my panties, I climb into bed and wrap my arms around April. My bare breasts squish against her back as I fall asleep holding her, still in shock.
A loud, piercing scream rents the silence, causing me to jerk awake. April's small body starts struggling in my arms, her head flying backward and smacking me in the face. Crying out, I instinctively release April as she pulls away, ultimately rolling off the bed and falling right on the floor.
"April!" I screech, flying out of bed to try and help her.
"I don't want to, I don't want to!" she blubbers, curling up into a ball on the floor.
"It's me!" I shout, trying to make her understand. "April, it's Stacey! I'm not Greg!"
At the mention of Greg, April whimpers softly, her body shaking. Shit. I don't know what to do. April won't even let me touch her. I'm so overwhelmed, I need help. Maybe it's a mistake, considering the trigger for April's meltdown, but I just have to reach out to the one person I can always count on. The one person who always knows what to do.
"H-hello?" Steven tiredly says into the phone when he finally picks up.
"Steven? It's Stacey!" I reply loudly as I stand just outside the bedroom so that April doesn't hear.
"Is everything okay?!" he asks in a panicked voice, all earlier traces of exhaustion gone. "Is it Barry?"
"No! No, it's not Barry." I say quickly.
"Then why are you calling at 4:00AM?" Steven wonders.
"It's 4:00AM?!" I ask stupidly. Nine hours of sleep? Holy shit!
"It is." he confirms. "And Lexi is staring at me."
"It's April!" I finally gasp out. "It's an emergency! She's having some kind of mental breakdown!"
"What happened? Is it about Barry?" Steven inquires, and I can hear the concern in his voice.
"It's, um, well, it's complicated." I sigh, reluctant to admit everything over the phone. "I came home after work last night, and she had been drinking. She was crying. She ended up throwing up in the bathroom then passing out. I got her into bed and we fell asleep. I think it was only 7:00PM or so. I woke up a few minutes ago to her screaming. She's on the floor now, and she won't let me touch her."
"Okay." he says softly. "Okay. I'm coming over. Try and talk soothingly to her, and don't touch her if she doesn't want you to."
"Thank you." I reply sincerely. "I owe you."
"You don't owe me anything." Steven insists firmly. "We're family. Now, I'll see you soon. Bye, Stacey."
"Goodbye, Steven." I respond before ending the call.
Checking my phone, I realize Steven is correct. It is currently 4:00AM Wednesday morning. My stomach grumbles, reminding me of how long it's been since my last meal. Shaking my head to clear it, I run to the kitchen and grab April a bottle of water.
When I return to the bedroom, I find my girlfriend in the same spot, curled up on the floor beside the bed. Her head is inches from the bedside table, and we're lucky she doesn't have a concussion. I place the bottle on the bedside table as I try and get April's attention.
"I didn't want him." she mumbles yet again, still rocking and sobbing.
"April! Baby, come on." I say, trying to get her to acknowledge me.
"Stacey?" April whispers, her head turning to look at me.
"Yes, it's me." I smile softly as I bend my knees and reach toward her. "C'mon, you can't stay on the floor all day."
"I don't want to." she mutters, her eyes downcast.
"Okay, we'll do whatever you want." I assure her as I grab the water bottle and open it. "Would you like some water?"
"Y-yes." April stammers, reaching for the bottle.
I give April some space as she raises the bottle to her lips and greedily drinks several mouthfuls. A small breath escapes my lips as I resist the urge to reach out and touch her. I want to comfort her, but I don't know what to say. I also have so many questions, and so much hatred for this Greg guy. He's causing pain to the sweetest, sassiest, cutest girl in the world.
Time passes as we stay beside the bed in silence. I'm crouching, watching April as her fingers tightly hold the water bottle while she slowly sips on it. I want to say something comforting, but I can't think of anything, and we just get lost in our own thoughts until there's a knock on the door.
April jumps at the sound, her eyes wide as she looks around wildly. I coo softly to her until she calms down, returning to her emotionless state. Then I leave the bedroom and walk straight up to the door. Opening the door, I see Steven standing there, his look of concern quickly turning into a smirk.
"Beautiful outfit." he comments teasingly. "It really brings out your nipples."
"Oh. Right! Oops!" I stammer, placing one arm over my breasts as I realize that I'm still wearing nothing but a pair of orange panties. "Sorry, I forgot my tits were out."
"No need to apologize." he smiles charmingly, before sighing sadly. "I'm guessing you were worried about April?"
"Still am, actually." I sigh. "She seems barely coherent."
"I would have thought it was about Barry, but you said it's not him." Steven frowns. "Oh, and speaking of Barry, you should really consider moving into a place with better security. Most modern apartment buildings at least require you to scan a fob to open an entrance. I just walked right in."
"I know, I know." I reply quickly. "We're gonna look for a new place soon."
"Good." he nods, before glancing sideways quickly. "Maybe we should finish this conversation inside? In case some of your neighbors are early risers."
"Right! Wouldn't wanna give them a free show." I say, stepping aside and gesturing for him to enter with my free hand. "Please, come in."
Steven steps inside and I close the door behind him. Now that the door is shut, I shamelessly drop my hand, letting my boobs hang freely as Steven looks at me in concern. I swallow nervously as I try to figure out what to tell him. My thoughts are racing, concern for April overwhelming me.
"So, what is going on with April?" Steven eventually asks carefully. "You said it was an emergency."
"It is!" I exclaim, my panic returning. "She's crying a lot, we fell asleep last night without eating. She woke me up when she started screaming! I called you right away."
"Okay." he nods. "Did she give you any indication as to what's wrong?"
"She saw you kissing Kayla, and ranted about you being disgusting. I tried to argue with her, but then she started talking about rape and some guy named Greg." I say quickly, letting it all out at once.
"Wait. What?" Steven wonders, eyes wide as he takes a deep breath. "Okay. We'll worry about what she saw later. Who's Greg?"
"I don't know!" I wail, shaking my hands frantically in my panic. "From how she reacted, I think he was a relative? I think he hurt her badly, and she repressed it."
"Then seeing Kayla and I brought everything back?" he suggests, completing my thought.
"I think so?" I shrug helplessly.
"Maybe I shouldn't be here." Steven sighs reluctantly. "I might just make things worse, considering what triggered all this."
"Please, just talk to her?" I beg, my blue eyes shining with tears. "I didn't know who else to call, and I know you can fix anything!"
"I'll try." he nods slowly.
I take my time leading Steven toward the bedroom by the hand. My heart is pounding with anxiety, which is only slightly lessened by his presence. He's standing beside me in the doorway, dressed very casually in jeans and a t-shirt. With a gesture, he indicates for me to go first.
"April?" I call out softly, grateful she's on the side of the bed facing the door. "Someone's here. He wants to help."
"Who?" April asks quietly, her back against the bedside table, knees pulled up to her chest, arms around them and head down.
"Hi, April. It's Steven." he says gently, taking a few steps forward.
"Steven?" the petite girl mumbles, lifting her head to reveal her red-rimmed eyes.
"Yeah." Steven smiles. "How are you feeling?"
"Okay, I guess. Wait... wait! No, it's you!" April trails off, her eyes widening in fear as she looks up into Steven's face.
"April? You okay?" he asks hesitantly, his brow furrowed in concern.
"Baby?" I add, my lower lip quivering.
"You bastard!" April shrieks as she suddenly uncoils, lunging forward.
"April!" I cry out as the small woman slams into Steven.
Steven is completely unprepared for the impact, only managing to let out a small grunt as April's body collides with his. Despite the size difference, April is able to tackle him backward, both of them crashing into the floor. April is a flurry of nails, fists, and knees as Steven holds his arms defensively, clearly unwilling to risk hurting her.
"FUCK YOU!" April screams, eyes wild as she claws at him. "I don't want you! I never wanted you!"
"APRIL!" I yell, trying to intervene, only stepping back when a rogue elbow catches me in the face. "He's not Greg!"
"I trusted you!" April wails, doing everything she can to try and get past Steven's arm so she can reach his face.
"I'm not Greg! April, I'm not Greg!" Steven replies urgently, trying to get through to the distraught girl. "I'm Steven, your friend! I'd never hurt you!"
"You ruined my life, you piece of shit!" April hisses, her arms a blur as she alternates between punching and scratching.
"Get her off me!" he yells to me as I stand there in shock.
"Uh, okay! Right, right!" I nod quickly.
Taking a deep breath, I gather my strength and lunge forward. Wrapping my arms around April's middle, I heave backwards, pulling my girlfriend off of my boss. April tosses her head, her back pressing into my chest as her little legs kick wildly. I wince when I feel her fingernails digging into my forearm.
"We need to restrain her before she hurts herself!" Steven shouts as he scrambles to his feet.
"Uh, um..."I mumble as I struggle to keep hold of April, adrenaline making her incredibly strong. "Handcuffs!"
"Handcuffs?" he inquires.
"Bedside table!" I explain, April nearly taking me off my feet. She's tiny, but I'm not the most muscular woman out there, by any means.
"Right!" Steven says as he rushes to the bedside table closest to the door and yanks the drawer open. "I can't find them!"
"The other bedside table!" I snap in annoyance as April's heel painfully slams into my shin.
Steven scrambles over the bed in his haste to reach the other side. Yanking open the drawer of my bedside table, Steven pulls out my fuzzy pink handcuffs. Moments later, he's back at my side as I follow his instructions to get April over to the bed. She continues flailing wildly, even as Steven cuffs her right wrist to the headboard, allowing both of us to back away.
"April, you need to calm down." he whispers soothingly. "You're safe. No one's gonna hurt you."
"Baby, please!" I cry, tears in my blue eyes.
"Not again." April whimpers, her body going limp. "I don't want you. I don't. No. Let me go. Please, Uncle Greg. Just let me go."
April doesn't even try to get out of the handcuffs. She just sits there, her legs in front of her, wavy blonde hair framing her face as her tiny body shakes. A small whimpering sound escapes her lips, and she seems completely out of touch with reality.
"Steven, what do we do?!" I wonder, fear in my voice as he and I stand just outside my bedroom door so April can't hear us.



"She's having a full emotional break. We need to call 9-8-8." Steven states seriously. "It's the mental health crisis version of 9-1-1, basically."
"Seriously?!" I gasp. "Is that really necessary?"
"April's a danger to herself and others." he points out. "We have to."
"W-what do I do?" I stammer.
"First, I need to know if she has any history with mental illness, or if she's on any medication?" Steven inquires. "I'm sure they'll ask."
"Not that I know of." I shake my head. "For medication, just birth control."
"Did she take anything?" Steven follows up with. "Anything recreational?"
"Definitely not." I insist.
"Okay, thank you." he gives me a strong smile. "Go stay with her. Talk soothingly, and don't pressure her."
"Thank you, Steven." I mumble as I walk back to April.
I sit beside April, whispering softly as Steven stands by the door and pulls out his phone. He dials and puts the phone to his face. I soon realize that Steven and I stepping out so April can't hear is useless; I can clearly hear Steven's conversation.
"My name is Steven Thomson. I'm at the apartment of my employee, Stacey Martin." he begins in a calm voice. "Her roommate, April Heidele is having a mental health crisis. She has been crying and screaming. April threw herself at me and had to be physically pulled off of me. Stacey and I believe she's a danger to herself."
Tears run down my cheeks as I look at my girlfriend while listening to Steven describe what April is wearing, and what she looks like. He confirms April's age and address, explains that she isn't on any medication, and has no history of mental illness. I actually whimper when Steven insists that there are no weapons in the apartment.
I lose track of the conversation as April starts lightly pulling on the handcuffs. She looks at me with such sad eyes, that I just break. Glancing back at Steven, I see that he's still distracted, talking on the phone while not looking at us. I quickly rush around the bed to grab the handcuff key, then free April.
"She wants to talk to April." Steven says suddenly, making me jump.
"Um, okay." I nod, taking the phone and placing it to April's face.
What follows succeeds in truly breaking my heart. The only thing April manages to accomplish is to confirm her name. Other than that, she mumbles about Greg, about not wanting him, and just starts sobbing incoherently into the phone.
Steven eventually takes his phone back as I continue trying to comfort April. I hear him saying April won't let us move her, then he promises to meet outside the apartment building. He mentions my name before setting the phone down.
"They're gonna send a couple of CIT officers to talk to April." Steven tells me.
"CIT?" I frown in confusion.
"Crisis Intervention Team." he explains. "They'll be in plain clothes, and they're trained to deal with this kind of thing."
"O-oh. Okay." I sniffle.
"I'm gonna wait outside so I can show them in." Steven tells me before glancing at my chest. "Maybe you should put some clothes on?"
"Right! Clothes. I can do that!" I say as I hop to my feet and rush to my dresser to dig out a bra.
Steven gives April plenty of space as I place my boobs in the bra cups and hook it behind my back. Then I step into jeans and throw on a t-shirt. I give Steven a quick peck on the lips as he heads outside to meet the CIT officers.
April mumbles and cries softly, ignoring me completely as we wait. She won't respond to her name, and shivers every time I come too close. All I can do is stare at my love, completely helpless as I try to avoid thinking about the cause of all her pain.
I have no idea how much time passes before I hear the front door open. Steven then leads in two people dressed in casual clothing, one man and one woman. They appear to be in their late-twenties to early-thirties, and have kind smiles on their faces.
Both officers introduce themselves, then they ask to speak with April alone. I'm reluctant to leave her, but Steven quickly agrees with the officers and takes my hand, leading me from the bedroom. He takes me into the living room, out of earshot.
"Are you okay?" Steven asks quietly.
"No. Not at all." I answer plainly, arms crossed beneath my breasts.
"She's with people who are trained to deal with this kind of thing." he assures me.
"I should be helping her." I insist in a firm voice, glaring at Steven.
"Neither of us are trained mental health professionals." Steven reminds me, a small frown on his face. "In retrospect, cuffing her to the bed probably wasn't a smart idea."
"Probably not." I sigh. "Still, we were afraid she'd hurt herself..."
"NO!" April screams from the bedroom. "I DIDN'T WANT HIM!"
Steven grabs my arm, preventing me from running to check on April. I glare at him as I hear hushed voices from the other room. Their words are too quiet to make out, but it's obvious that they are doing everything they can to calm April down.
My anxiety only increases as time goes by, and I find myself pacing back and forth as I try and fail to remain calm. Just as I'm about to rush past Steven and barge into the bedroom, the two CIT officers reappear, leading a crying April. My girlfriend is still in her pajamas, the only difference now is that her feet are covered with sneakers.
"April was nice enough to agree to come with us to a nearby center." the female officer says kindly. "They're open twenty-four hours, and will be happy to help her."
"We're going with you." I quickly interject.
"Stacey," Steven begins carefully, "how about we pack some things for April and meet them there?"
"That's a great idea." the male officer smiles.
"I'm not leaving her!" I hiss angrily, my eyes flicking between the officers and Steven.
"She's in good hands." Steven responds calmly. "The best thing we can do is be calm and gather everything April will need."
"He's right." the female officer nods. "She's safe. I promise."
The male officer gives Steven the address of the Mental Health Treatment Center, then both officers leave with April, whose eyes indicate she's barely aware of the world around her. I start crying again as the door closes with a loud thud.
"April will be okay." Steven insists as he draws me into a tight hug.
"You don't know that!" I sob into his chest, finally letting go.
Steven holds me tightly as I cry loudly. I can feel his strong arms around me, his hands lightly rubbing my back as I break down. This is all too much. April is a rape victim. From what I can tell, her own uncle hurt her! I need to be with her, I need to be with her!
"C'mon, Stacey." Steven eventually says, placing his hand beneath my chin to encourage me to look at him. "We need to be strong for April."
"W-what do we do?" I ask, feeling completely helpless.
"Let's pack some things for her, then I'll drive us to the center." he suggests.
I quickly agree and get to work. I pack some clothes and other necessities in an overnight bag, along with April's purse and phone. Then I run to the bathroom to wash my face and go through as much of my morning routine as I can. Putting on my shoes, I sling my purse over my shoulder, grab the overnight bag, and follow Steven out the door.
Steven drives us to the treatment center in silence. He does attempt to make small talk, but I only reply with grunts or one word answers, so he quickly gives up. I reach out and take his hand as he pulls down a long driveway leading to the multiple buildings that make up the Mental Health Treatment Center.
As Steven parks the car, I realize the place is actually very nice. There's beautiful scenery, and the buildings all look graceful and inviting. From what my phone says, this place has inpatient and outpatient services. I hope they can help April.
We head inside the main building and I rush up to the front desk so I can demand to see April. The poor young woman, with Steven's help, manages to calm me down and let me know that April is in with a doctor right now. I'm not happy, but Steven drags me to the waiting room to sit down.
"What the fuck are we supposed to do now?" I ask in a huff, my arms crossed.
"Did April ever mention Greg to you?" Steven counters with for some reason.
"No." I snap, an angry expression on my face. "She never once talked about being assaulted."
"Is she close with her family?" he wonders.
"Kinda?" I reply with a shrug. "Her parents live in California, but they're a few hours drive away. April moved down here for school, then never went back. I don't think they know about her and I."
"Maybe we should call them." Steven suggests. "They might want to be here, and they could know more about what happened?"
"Their numbers should be in April's phone." I tell him as I grab the overnight bag and start rummaging through it.
"I know you're upset, but you should probably call." he says slowly. "They might panic if they see their daughter calling but instead hear a strange man's voice."
I'm nervous, but I nod in agreement as I pull out April's phone. Fortunately, I know her pass code, so I'm able to unlock her phone. Scrolling to her mom's number, I start the call and put the phone to my face, hoping that she wakes up to answer.
"M-morning, April." Laura Heidele mumbles sleepily. "Why are you calling so early?"
"Hi, Mrs. Heidele. This is Stacey, April's college roommate, and, uh, current roommate." I nervously stammer into the phone.
"What is it? What's wrong? Is April okay?!" Mrs. Heidele quickly asks, all traces of exhaustion gone from her voice.
"She's not hurt!" I quickly assure April's Mom. "We're at a, uh, treatment center. She had some sort of mental break, and was screaming about someone named Greg."
"Oh." she states before letting out a long breath. "I see."
"I'm guessing you know who that is?" I follow up gently.
"I do." Mrs. Heidele acknowledges. "It was a long time ago, and I thought she had moved past it. I guess not."
"W-what happened?" I wonder, my eyes wide as I fear the answer.
"We should probably talk about that in person." she sighs. "Let me wake up my husband, and we'll start the drive down."
"Thank you!" I exclaim, happy that April has a supportive family. "I'll text you the address."
"Okay, thank you." Mrs. Heidele replies. "See you soon."
"Goodbye." I mumble before ending the call.
I text April's mother the address of the treatment center while filling Steven in on the details of the call. Then I put April's phone away before laying my head on Steven's shoulder as he wraps an arm around me. We sit and wait for several minutes, at least until my stomach audibly gurgles.
"Stacey," Steven begins with a smirk, "when was the last time you ate?"
"Yesterday." I mumble softly. "At lunch."
"We probably won't be able to see April for awhile." he reasons. "Let me take you out for breakfast."
"I don't wanna leave her." I protest, my body stiffening.
"April is being evaluated, and they'll probably give her something to help her sleep and to calm her down." Steven points out, taking my hand and giving it a reassuring squeeze. "She'll be fine, I promise. You need to eat."
"Fine." I mutter, acquiescing. "Let's go so that we can get back here fast."
Steven drives us to a local place that serves delicious breakfast and lunch. We're shown a table, and I immediately order a coffee while Steven requests a glass of orange juice. Despite my concern over April, I can't help but smile at how fucking adorable my boss is. Adorable, and hot as hell!
"April will be okay." Steven says kindly after the waitress takes our orders. "She's safe, and she's being cared for by professionals."
"I know, I know." I sigh, my fingers tightly clenching my coffee cup. "I'm just so worried. I never knew she had a past like this. She always had fun stories about her childhood, and never even hinted at anything really bad happening beyond not being noticed at school."
"It sounds like she just kept it to herself, buried it." he shrugs sadly. "Then I went and brought it to the surface."
"It's not your fault, Steven." I insist. "I just wish she hadn't gotten lost and ended up by the bedrooms."
"I wish I hadn't had my tongue in Kayla's mouth." Steven grunts before taking a sip of juice.
"A-are you worried April will tell the doctors?" I wonder quietly, leaning forward slightly. "I mean, ah, it is illegal, even if she is eighteen."
"I know it's illegal." he replies seriously. "I even worry about being involved with a cop, on the off chance she finds out. Still, April's health is most important. She needs help."
"We should at least try and make sure people don't find out." I reason.
"I agree." Steven says. "If anyone asks, we'll say that we think Barry breaking in is what triggered this."
"Okay. Perfect." I nod.
We fall silent as we wait for our food to arrive. My stomach grumbles again as the waitress sets my plate in front of me. I smile at Steven as I see him pick up his knife and fork so he can dig right into his omelet. I have something similar, but unlike him, I pass on the bacon, much to my disappointment. Fuck healthy eating.
"Should I tell Sarah about this?" he asks after swallowing a bite.
"Uh, maybe?" I answer, a confused expression on my face. "I mean, are we going to end up trying to get a rapist arrested?"
"I have no idea." Steven responds. "I guess I'll just see if it comes up. It'll also depend on what we learn from April and her parents."
"Yeah..." I trail off, eventually deciding to change the topic. "Uh, where's Lexi? I would have thought she'd come with you."
"Lexi wanted to come, but I insisted she not miss more school." he explains. "She does have finals next week."
"I'm surprised she was okay with that." I snort, knowing how fiery our favorite redhead is.
"Well, she called me a thundercunt and threw a pillow at me." Steven shrugs. "So, she had mixed feelings."
"Sounds about right." I snort, before another thought occurs to me. "What about work? We already missed Monday."
"I'm gonna try and go in after lunch." he tells me. "Maybe remotely, but I'm definitely gonna get some work done today."
"I don't want to miss more work." I say carefully.
"Your boss will probably forgive you." Steven smiles playfully.
"I don't know, he's kind of an ass." I giggle cutely.
"He may just have to bend you over his desk for that remark." he comments with a smirk.
"Yes, please!" I flirt back, before a frown crosses my face. "If April lets us be together again."
"Let's not think about that right now." Steven states firmly. "If you can make it in to work today, great. If not, don't worry about it. Let's just be here for April right now, and we'll take things as they come."
Unable to muster the strength to respond, I simply return to my meal. Other than a few pointless exchanges about the weather and current events, the rest of our breakfast passes in silence. Steven pays for our food, then he drives us back to the treatment center.
What follows is over two hours of boredom in the waiting room. I browse social media and text with a few people once it's late enough, including Kayla. In addition, I inform April's boss that she won't be in today. Steven also spends the time on his phone; texting his girlfriends and occasionally taking quick work calls.
In passing, Steven mentions that Nicole is annoyed with him. Apparently, she doesn't feel like part of his life, since all the excitement happens when he's just with Lexi. It makes sense, since Lexi lives with him, and Nicole doesn't. I am suggesting Steven plan a date night for just Nicole when a middle-aged couple rushes into the waiting room.
"Mister and Misses Heidele?" I say loudly, distracting the couple as they head for the main desk.
"Stacey?" Mrs. Heidele cries out, rushing over to me and hugging me. "It's good to see you again."
"You, too." I reply, hugging the short woman back. "It's been a long time."
"College graduation, I think?" Mr. Heidele asks as he walks up for a hug as well.
"Yeah." I confirm as I hug April's father. "I wish we were meeting under better circumstances."
"Have you heard anything?" Mrs. Heidele asks when he releases me.
"Nothing yet." I shake my head. "By the way, this is Steven Thomson. My boss."
"Nice to meet you, Steven. I'm James." Mr. Heidele says, offering Steven his hand.
"Pleasure." Steven smiles charmingly as the two men shake hands.
"It's really nice of your boss to come here and support you." Mrs. Heidele says, her eyes narrowed in suspicion.
"Oh!" I exclaim, panicking.
"We're more like family at work." Steven steps in smoothly. "Stacey is amazing, I don't know what I'd ever do without her. Sometimes I wonder if I pay her enough."
"I wouldn't say no to a raise." I smile, playing alone.
"Well, thank you for helping our baby." James Heidele smiles at Steven.
"I was happy to help." Steven nods. "I'm glad she's somewhere she can get help."
"We should talk to the front desk staff." Mrs. Heidele insists, still looking between Steven and I with suspicion. "We'll be right back."
Steven and I take our seats as April's parents approach the front desk and start demanding answers. My hands are folded in my lap as I look down at them, twiddling my thumbs while my long blonde hair frames my face. I can feel my heart racing as my handsome boss lets out a breath.
"April's mom thinks I'm having sex with you, and possibly April." he points out.
"I noticed." I wince as I turn my head to look at him. "It is odd that my boss is here. Laura isn't stupid."
"Doesn't seem like she approves." Steven adds carefully.
"Well, at least you aren't wearing a wedding ring, right?" I offer, shrugging helplessly.
"Maybe I should go?" he offers.
"No." I shake my head. "I need you here right now. It's too late anyway, so you may as well stay."
I resist the urge to take his hand while we wait for April's parents to return. Soon, they are sitting across from us in silence. It's still morning, but it's getting later, so there are a few people on the other side of the waiting room. Thankfully, no one is close enough to overhear us.
"Tell us about April." Mr. Heidele requests, looking at us plainly. "Laura said you mentioned a breakdown?"
"Yeah, it definitely looked like a breakdown." I nod, my lips pressed together firmly before I continue. "Something upset her badly, and she was acting like she was somewhere else, she was screaming about Greg and how she didn't want to..."
"Oh God, my baby..." Mrs. Heidele whimpers, unable to respond as tears form in her eyes.
"Did he show up?" Mr. Heidele asks in a harsh voice, his face red. "I was too lenient last time. I'll kill that fucking bastard."
"That's enough, Honey." Mrs. Heidele places her hand on her husband's arm as she scolds him. "I know he deserves it, but this is a hospital."
"Greg didn't show up." I insist, shaking my head. "Someone tried to break into our apartment recently, it was really scary."
"Oh, my!" April's mom gasps. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, we're fine. Thanks, Mrs. Heidele." I smile. "Steven came to the rescue."
"Please, call me Laura." the older woman corrects gently. Just like April, Laura Heidele is really short. Same wavy hair, same cute face.
"Were the police called?" Mr. Heidele wonders. He's well under five-and-a-half feet tall and has a bit of a beer belly. The balding man has a kind face, and the same green eyes as April.
"Yes, and we got a temporary restraining order against the guy." I confirm. "We even have a court date for a longer one."
"Excuse me." a nurse says quietly as she steps up and interrupts us, looking directly at me. "Are you, Stacey Martin? April's partner? She's sedated, and is asking to see you."
"I am." I acknowledge. "Can her parents come with me?"
"Yes, that's fine." the nurse smiles kindly. "Just please, talk calmly and quietly. Head past the main doors, April is in room three."



The nurse makes her exit, and an awkward silence falls over us as we digest the nurse's words. I know that Laura Heidele is aware of April's feelings for me. I remember my best friend being distant after that party. April hiding in our bathroom in college while sobbing on the phone to her mother is still in my memory.
"Partner?" Mrs. Heidele eventually inquires gently.
"Yeah, um, April and I are seeing each other. She moved in recently." I tell her. "I hope that's okay?"
"Of course it is." she smiles kindly. "I know how much you two mean to each other. I'm glad things are working out. I hope you're both happy."
"We are. Thank you, Laura." I nod and grin. "I'm just grateful you approve."
"Why wouldn't we?" Mr. Heidele asks. "April only ever liked boys growing up, but it's 2025, not 1925. We support her choices."
"Shall we go see her?" Steven suggests, getting to his feet.
"He's right, let's not leave April waiting." Mr. Heidele readily agrees.
The two of us walk through the big doors and into a large hallway. Mr. Heidele knocks on the door to room three, then slowly opens it so we can walk in. We enter what looks more like a bedroom than a hospital room. April is laying in a comfy bed with a pretty comforter. She's propped up on pillows, but the television is off. Her glasses are laying on the bedside table.
"Hi, Honey." Laura Heidele whispers softly.
"Hi, Mom." April replies, her voice weak. "Hi, Dad."
"How are you feeling?" Mr. Heidele asks as we approach the bed.
"High." the petite nerd answers with a loopy grin. "They gave me some good shit."
"I love you, you crazy bitch." I snort as I bury a hand in her hair and lean in to kiss the top of her head.
"Love you! Love you, love you, love you! Even if you don't have a penis. He does, though!" April announces, pointing directly at Steven. "It's nice and big and thick..."
"April!" I shriek, covering her mouth with my hand as I wince and glance at her parents. "Uh, sorry."
"It's fine." Mrs. Heidele says with an exasperated expression. "I kind of figured anyway..."
"You really are a crazy bitch." I sigh, shaking my head at April as I slowly remove my hand.
"You haven't called me that since I fucked two guys at the same time." April points out in a mellow voice.
"April!" I hiss, my face turning red as I turn to look at her parents while her mom gasps. "I, ah, I can explain."
"I'd actually prefer if we never spoke of this again." Mr. Heidele says in a deadpan voice.
"Can I get you anything, April?" Steven offers in a transparent attempt to change the subject.
"I'm good." the short woman replies, shaking her head.
"We heard someone tried to break into your apartment a few days ago, Honey." Mrs. Heidele says in a calm voice. "That's what made you remember what happened?"
"I, no, what?" April frowns in confusion, her drug-addled brain clearly trying to process.
Steven and I exchange a panicked glance as April's parents watch their daughter closely. April's mom is lightly caressing my girlfriend's hand. I know that my boss and I are both wondering if April is about to reveal the incestuous nature of his relationship with Kayla. I can practically hear my racing heart.
"Did someone breaking in trigger this?" Mr. Heidele follows up with.
"I-" April begins, glancing between Steven and I. Then her eyes widen as she puts everything together. "Yes. I was so scared when Barry broke in. He had shoved me before."
"Wait." Mr. Heidele frowns. "You knew the guy who tried to get inside your apartment?"
"We did." I sigh, answering for April. "We, um, well, April and I met him at a bar. April found out he had a girlfriend and yelled at him. He shoved her."
"That's horrible!" Mrs. Heidele gasps, leaning in even closer to her daughter while Mr. Heidele just has the look of a father who knows way more than he wants to about his daughter's sex life.
"Anyway," I continue, "he was an attorney, and I ran into him at work. He was rude to me, and Steven called him on it. Barry was kicked off the job. He was really angry."
"And he knew where you live because of that night at the bar." Laura Heidele finishes for me.
"He wasn't even a good lay." April comments, rolling her eyes as the medication continues clouding her thoughts.
"I came home last night and found April drunk." I explain, changing the subject. "I got her into bed. She woke me up screaming about, about Greg."
"I didn't want him." April mumbles, tears forming in her eyes. "I didn't want him."
"We know, Baby, we know." Mrs. Heidele replies, her lower lip quivering.
"Dad?" April says, looking over at her father. "Stacey's my girlfriend. I want her to know everything. But, please... I can't..."
"I'll tell her." James Heidele promises. "I'll tell her."
"Shall I wait outside?" Steven offers.
"No!" April suddenly exclaims loudly. "Stay."
"Okay." my boss nods.
"Greg is, was, my older brother. That piece of shit isn't family anymore." Mr. Heidele begins angrily, his seething rage obvious. "He was a high school science teacher, and he would spend time showing April little experiments. She adored him."
"She was always so happy to see her Uncle Greg." Mrs. Heidele sniffles.
"He was her hero." Mr. Heidele admits reluctantly. "And he was never inappropriate with her at all. At least until her eighteenth birthday."
"W-what happened?" I ask nervously, my mouth dry as I hold Steven's hand tightly.
"Her birthday was in the middle of the week, so we had a party the following Saturday." April's mom answers. "Her friends and boyfriend came, and so did Uncle Greg."
"He followed her into the house." Mr. Heidele continues, his eyes vacant. "Everyone else was outside, enjoying the nice weather. He followed her in, and he raped my baby girl in the hallway. In her own home."
"Oh, April!" I gasp, looking at my best friend. This isn't a surprise to me, not after everything, but it is still horrible to hear.
"That piece of shit was outside, drinking and eating with everyone else. I guess he just expected her to get dressed and pretend nothing happened!" Mr. Heidele hisses angrily. "I wondered where April was, so I went inside to find her. She was laying in the hallway, her ripped clothes on the floor.
My brother didn't even seem the slightest bit concerned. That changed when I walked up and punched him in front of everyone. I got on top of him, and I just kept hitting him and hitting him! I didn't stop until two guys pulled me off him. Greg got up and ran for it. Laura made something up about why we were fighting, so no one ever knew. We haven't seen him since."
"Did you report him?" Steven asks calmly, his fingers laced with mine.
"No, but we should have." Mr. Heidele answers quickly.
"I just wanted to forget, Dad." April mumbles sadly, tears slowly running down her cheeks.
"And that worked for years, but clearly you haven't dealt with it." Mr. Heidele replies sadly.
"James!" Laura Heidele hisses angrily.
"What happened next?" I inquire, afraid of the answer.
"There was so much blood... I was afraid I'd get pregnant..." April answers, her voice barely above a whisper.
"I'm sorry." Steven responds in a quiet voice as I gasp loudly and clap my hands over my mouth.
"It was April's choice what to do next. We took her to get emergency contraceptive, then we just tried to forget everything." Mr. Heidele finishes, starting to tear up as well.
"I stayed with my boyfriend." April mutters. "I couldn't let him touch me, and he didn't understand why. I'm shocked he didn't leave me. I finally had sex with him Prom night. I still consider that when I lost my virginity."
"You're right." I confirm. "What happened with Greg was rape, not sex."
"Later on, we did find out that there were rumors about Greg and a few seniors at the high school." Mrs. Heidele adds bitterly. "He had the sense to wait until they were eighteen, but he was still fired. He left California, we have no idea where we went, or what he's been doing."
"We thought it was all behind us." Mr. Heidele sighs.
"I'm sorry, Dad." April mumbles, wiping away her tears.
"You didn't do anything wrong, Honey." Mr. Heidele assures his daughter.
"We're here for you. We love you." Mrs. Heidele promises.
The four of us continue chatting with April, trying to keep her in a good mood. We discuss her work, my work, and a bunch of other subjects. The entire time, April maintains that Barry is the trigger; she doesn't mention Steven and Kayla. April also explains that the doctors believe her breakdown is stress related, caused by the fear of Barry breaking in.
"May I come in?" a friendly doctor calls out, knocking on the open door.
"Yes, of course." Mrs. Heidele replies.
"I'm Dr. Davis." she introduces herself as. The doctor is an African American woman in her early-fifties. "How are you feeling, April?"
"Okay, I guess." April answers softly.
"That's good. I just wanted to check up on you." Dr. Davis explains.
The doctor stays for a few minutes, talking with April and assuring us that she'll be just fine. April will likely need to find a therapist, but it's a good thing that she is finally facing her trauma. Our favorite nerd will come through this and be all the stronger for it.
We talk for a little while longer after the doctor leaves. That's when Steven announces that he should probably get to work. He gives April a small hug before leaving, and I'm relieved when she just smiles and hugs him back. We will still have to talk about how she feels about him and Kayla, but now is not the time. I'm just glad she now knows he's not Greg. Steven is a good man.
~Kayla~
I'm distracted. There aren't many days left of high school, and instead of inviting people to the big graduation party, I'm panicking about the possibility of Daddy and I going to jail. Incest is illegal, as Lexi helpfully points out. Fuck, shit, fuck!
Every class, I keep my phone hidden as I text constantly, just barely able to avoid getting caught. Lexi and I are both in shock that Daddy actually has April brought to a hospital. What if she tells? Sure, jail might not happen, at least not for me, but it could still ruin us if this gets out! Daddy is being his usual self, caring only about others, not himself. Still, he's not the only one who will be hurt if April tells a bunch of doctors about Daddy-daughter sex.
My Slut-sisters remind me to breathe, to relax. They point out that Daddy can handle anything. I know they're right, but it isn't easy. Still, Stephanie and I have our big surprise for Ian planned for today, and it is definitely still happening!
"You girls ready?" Lexi asks when Stephanie and I meet her outside the biology lab after the last morning class.
"Yes!" Stephanie breathes happily. "We're gonna blow his mind!"
"With only thirty minutes for lunch?" Lexi asks with a raised eyebrow. "Good luck with that."
"Yeah, yeah, I know." I roll my eyes. "You think we should do this after school. Well, I don't want to stay here after class."
"Whatever." Lexi mutters, leaning back against the wall, arms crossed as she looks up toward the ceiling and blows a strand of auburn hair out of her face.
Stephanie and I rush into the biology lab, and I pull down the shade on the door as she switches on the light. Other than my usual unused classroom, this biology lab is my go-to place to hook up. Since Ian is such a nerdy guy, Stephanie and I came up with a great idea to surprise him.
While preparing the surprise, I find myself thinking about our three-way relationship. Stephanie and I have so much trauma, and Ian is such a sweetheart. He isn't my usual type, but he's so kind. I'm also really glad he isn't being picked on any more. Yet another benefit of having a hot girlfriend. Or two hot girlfriends, in Ian's case. The football team is really stepping up, no longer being assholes as well as protecting Kelsey. In a lot of ways, the school is changing a lot. Maybe it's a sign that we're all ready to truly enter adulthood?
"Uh, Lexi?" Ian's confused voice travels through the door. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm standing guard." the redhead replies.
"We've never needed a guard before?" Ian points out.
"Don't worry about it." Lexi laughs. "Just go get laid."
Ian walks right into the biology lab before freezing, his eyes widening as his jaw drops. The door actually bumps into him as Lexi closes it, pushing him forward slightly. Stephanie and I are standing side-by-side, huge grins on our faces.
"Surprise!" Stephanie announces, striking a pose.
"We're your Sexy Scientist Sluts!" I giggle cutely. "Don't just stand there, dummy! Get those clothes off!"
The horny boy's light blue eyes stay locked on us as he starts getting undressed. I can't blame the guy; we really do look great, standing next to each other wearing long white lab coats and nerdy black-frame glasses. When Ian's hard dick is revealed, I peer over my glasses at him while seductively licking my lips.
"Now that the doctor is in, shall we begin our experiment?" Stephanie suggests, tapping her chin thoughtfully.
"Yes, let's!" I agree enthusiastically.
Stephanie and I move in unison, our actions already planned out. Yanking open our white lab coats, we reveal that we are completely naked underneath. Our hairless bodies are tight and firm, our skin flawless, and our large breasts on full display.
"Oh, Doctor Krause!" Stephanie coos in her best bimbo voice as she approaches Ian, her hands cupping her massive mammary glands, hefting the heavy orbs and presenting them for Ian's inspection. "I desperately need you to take some measurements. Here, and oh, here!"
The tall, raven-haired Italian babe places her hands on either side of Ian's neck, her big boobs pressing into his chest as her lips caress his cheek. Stephanie runs her fingers down Ian's chest as she kisses along his neck while he grips her upper arms, his head tilting back. Moments later, Stephanie is on her knees, her hand grasping his erection as she raises it to her lips.
"Fuck!" Ian gasps, burying his hands in Stephanie's long, dark locks.
Standing on my toes, I rub my tits against Ian's arm as my hot breath tickles his ear. Nibbling on his earlobe, I run my hand along his chest, fingernails teasing his skin. The entire time, his breathing is growing more ragged due to Stephanie going down on him.
"Fuck my face!" Stephanie says thickly around the throbbing manhood between her lips.
I run my tongue along the outer edge of Ian's ear, one hand on his chest as my other reaches down to grab a handful of his clenching ass. The room is soon filled with the gurgling sounds of a young woman as Ian holds Stephanie's head in place and thrusts his cock down her throat. My kisses reach his collarbone, and I feel him shiver slightly.
"I'm gonna cum!" Ian gasps, his balls bouncing off Stephanie's chin.
"Ah, no. We're not done with you." I state firmly before addressing my girlfriend. "Stop sucking, Slut!"
Stephanie pulls off Ian with a loud slurp as he clenches his abs to keep from cumming. The tall girl stands up and approaches me, her lab coat still open enough to expose her breasts and flat stomach. I want dick, but Ian needs a minute without physical stimulation so that he doesn't orgasm.
"No playing with yourself." Stephanie instructs Ian before turning back to face me. "Just watch this."
My tongue presses into Stephanie's mouth as we kiss with passion, our arms wrapped around each other. Stephanie grabs my ass in both hands, squeezing my buns as our boobs squish together. I can actually taste the saltiness of Ian's skin on Stephanie's dancing tongue.
Breaking apart, Stephanie and I walk hand-in-hand over to the nearest lab bench. As one, we bend over the bench, our tits pressing against the cold, dark material. We both reach back and pull up our white lab coats, exposing our teen asses and pink pussies to Ian's lustful gaze.
Ian quickly approaches me and starts running his hands along my firm rump, making me giggle. As my boyfriend plays with my bum, I can feel my hole radiating heat, my labia flowering open in anticipation. Pushing my ass back, I indicate that I am ready for him to take me.
"Please, Doctor!" I beg wantonly. "I need a thorough inspection!"
Unable to wait any longer, Ian releases my butt and immediately pushes his cock into my eager cunt. I toss my head back and gasp loudly, my fingers clenching at the lab bench. I can feel Stephanie's hip against mine as Ian begins rhythmically thrusting into my body.
"You feel so good, Kayla." Ian gasps, his hands holding my hips.
"Fuck me!" I hiss, grunting as Ian's entire length fills me. "Fuck my pussy, Baby!"
Stephanie is beside me the entire time I'm taking dick. At one point she leans over and kisses my cheek. Then I feel her hand reaching beneath my body. I place my hands on the bench, rising up to allow Stephanie to play with my hanging tits while Ian fucks me.
After making me cum, Ian pulls out of my twitching snatch and shifts to the side. Now it's Stephanie's turn to groan happily as she's stuffed with cock. She wastes no time lifting her body as Ian reaches for her boobs. Soon, he has two handfuls of tit-flesh as he uses Stephanie's giant knockers as handholds so he can drill her from behind.
"Mm, I love your cock, Ian!" Stephanie moans lustfully.
With her face contorting in pleasure, Stephanie turns to face me. I lean in toward her, our lips meeting in a hot, tongue-filled kiss. Her body is jerking slightly from the force of Ian's thrusts, and I can feel the vibrations of Stephanie's moans as our boyfriend brings her to orgasm.
"Ah! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Ian grunts, holding himself fully inside Stephanie as his body shudders.
"God yes, cum in me!" Stephanie mewls, breaking our kiss to look at me with a heated expression.
Reacting instantly, I hop to my feet and spin around. I pull off my lab coat and glasses, leaving me completely naked as I drop to my knees. As soon as Ian eases his softening prick out of Stephanie, I make my move. Shoving my face between her thighs, I cover her entire pussy with my mouth, my nose pressing against her butt hole.
"Holy shit." Ian gasps, and I can feel his eyes watching me.
Pushing my tongue into Stephanie's box, I wiggle it around, tasting the combined juices of my two partners. Warm cum gushes out of Stephanie's hole, coating my tongue as I continue doing whatever I can to get the entire creampie. Placing my hands on her butt cheeks, I slurp out every last drop.
I rise to my feet, my mouth full of cum and pussy juice. Stephanie removes her own lab coat and glasses, facing me as we embrace. My girlfriend and I exchange a cum-filled kiss, swapping Ian's semen back and forth as our hard nipples rub together.
"A decent sized sample." I comment after swallowing, still in Stephanie's arms as we turn to face Ian. "Excellent taste and texture. Would you agree?"
"I would." Stephanie confirms with a nod. "Warm and thick. Very healthy. I just wish we had enough for a few more tests."
"Ladies? Lunch is almost over." Lexi announces, making all of us turn and look at the redhead's lightly-freckled face as she looks through the small opening in the door. "Cute dick, Ian."
"Lexi!" Ian cries out, his hands flying to his crotch to conceal his manhood.
"Relax." I snort, my hands on my hips. "She's seen a lot of cocks."
"Just put some clothes on before you get caught." Lexi rolls her eyes before adding, "Whore."
Lexi shuts the door, giving the three of us our privacy back. Stephanie and I use some tissues to wipe our pussies as Ian starts getting dressed. When I catch him watching me, I smirk and waggle my eyebrows suggestively before finally starting to put my own clothes back on.
We keep the lab coats and black-frame glasses. They'll be useful in the future, even if we may not have access to an actual biology lab. Smiling at each other, we exchange an adorable three-way kiss before stepping back. Just before we can part ways, Stephanie and I realize that Ian is still completely out of breath.



"Should have tried harder in gym, big buy!" I tease, giving him a sexy wink.
"I would have if I'd thought I'd be having sex before thirty." Ian grimaces, reminding us of his social awkwardness.
"Oh, stop!" Stephanie insists. "You aren't the same shy nerd you used to be. You just bagged two hot sluts!"
"And now I need some water." he sheepishly admits.
"We'll whip you into shape soon enough." I vow before parting ways with the tall woman and the skinny nerd.
My stomach starts gurgling in my very first afternoon class. I guess pussy juice and cum isn't enough to replace lunch. Oh, well! Rather than listen to exam reviews, I send out reminder texts to everyone I know, informing them of the big graduation party.
The party isn't just for me; it's for all of us. Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley. Daddy is going all out, renting tents and tables, and having the entire event catered. Just like my birthday pool party, I'm sending out an open invitation to the entire senior class.
At one point, Stephanie sends me a text, mentioning Ian's stamina. The two of us talk about it, and we come up with a great plan to motivate him. Soon, the three of us are texting, and Stephanie and I talk Ian into coming over my house after school tomorrow so we can study. Study. Right.
I also spend some time texting with Daddy, Stacey, and the Sluts. Now that my mind is off sex, my anxiety about April is returning. Daddy insists that April isn't telling the doctors or nurses anything about us, but that just makes me worry about the future.
I do feel slightly better when Stacey invites me to come visit April later on. We agree over text that Daddy will bring Lexi and I to the treatment center after dinner. Apparently, they're keeping April overnight, but she will probably be able to go home tomorrow. Then she'll have outpatient care with a therapist.
"Kayla, hi!" Brittney O'Connor's voice calls out as I walk through the crowded hall.
"Oh!" I exclaim, turning to face the stacked blonde. "Brittney, how are you?"
"Not bad at all!" Brittney replies with a smile, her expensive designer purse slung over her shoulder. "I've missed you and Hazel at parties!"
"I think Hazel and I have put our wild party days behind us." I giggle.
"Lame!" Brittney declares, looping her arm through mine so we can walk together. "Not even in college yet, and already done with frat parties? Crazy!"
"Well, maybe not forever," I acquiesce, "but I'm in a relationship, and Hazel, well, Hazel just isn't up for it right now."
"Oh, fine." the blonde shakes her head, dropping the subject. "Still friends, though, right?"
"Of course we are!" I insist as the two of us weave our way through the throng of high school students. "You're coming to the graduation party, aren't you?"
"Your sexy dad grilling for us again? Wouldn't miss it!" Brittney confirms happily. "Are you girls going to the Senior Lock-In?"
"Daddy is having the party catered, so I don't think he'll be grilling!" I explain. "And yeah, we're all going, as far as I know."
"I'll see you there, too, then." Brittney grins. "And maybe your dad and I will sneak off for a quickie during the party!"
"You know he has a girlfriend, right?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Any guy who can tame Lioness Lexi is worth a ride or two!" Brittney teases, hip-checking me.
"Daddy is strong, but I don't know if even he can resist a porn star." I counter, calling her on her side job.
"Hazel told you about that, did she?" the blonde giggles, her white teeth flashing. "Still a shame I never got to introduce you to Peter."
"Thanks, anyway." I shake my head. "And yeah, she told me. The expensive clothes kind of give away your new financial status, too. I love those shoes!"
"Thanks! They cost more than my parents' mortgage!" Brittney laughs as we stop in front of an open door. "Well, this is my class. Talk soon?"
"Later!" I say.
Brittney disappears into the classroom and I continue on my way. Over the next couple of classes, I confirm more attendees to the party. Katie Ehrlich, the class Valedictorian, says she can't wait. Dan seems surprised that I invite him personally, but he confirms he will be there. I don't find the person I really want to talk to until after last bell.
"Kelsey!" I call out, running out the main entrance. "Kelsey, wait!"
"Yeah?" Kelsey Aguila replies in small voice as she turns to face me. As per usual, she's flanked by two football players. Ones who aren't suspended, of course.
"I was just wondering if you were planning to come to the graduation party at my place?" I ask the Spanish girl before glancing at the football players. "You guys are welcome, too."
"We'll be there!" the first guy nods happily.
"You okay here, Kelsey?" the second wonders.
"I'm okay, thanks." Kelsey mumbles softly. The football players then leave the two of us alone.
"How have you been?" I inquire, making sure to give her plenty of space.
"The same, I guess." Kelsey sighs. "Still lots of nightmares, and I hate being touched. Talking to Nancy helps."
"She's the trauma counselor, right?" I follow up with.
"Yeah..." the Spanish girl mumbles while fiddling with a rubber band around her wrist. "We meet every week."
"That's good, that's good." I respond, before we fall into an uneasy silence until I'm able to speak again a minute later. "Uh, the party?"
"I don't have a very good history with parties..." Kelsey trails off with a wince.
"It won't be some wild college party." I insist in a gentle voice. "My family will be there. My dad, my grandparents, maybe even my aunt, uncle, and cousins."
"I'll think about it." she eventually tells me.
"That's all I ask." I smile. "See you around."
"Bye." Kelsey whispers.
Since today is Wednesday, I have my weekly therapy appointment with Kasey. Meeting up briefly with Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley, we chat for a few minutes. After exchanging hugs, Lexi and Hazel hop into Lexi's car while Marcia and Ashley both leave for their cars. I get in my own car and drive to therapy.
"Hi, Kayla!" Kasey says with a friendly smile while I sit across from her. "How was your week?"
"Better than Stacey and April's." I reply with a wince.
"I'm sorry, please remind me?" Kasey requests as she lightly taps her pen on her notepad.
"Stacey is my dad's personal assistant, and my friend." I answer, crossing my legs. "April is Stacey's girlfriend. They just moved in together."
"And they had a tough time recently?" my therapist gently prods.
"They picked up a guy for a threesome.. things, uh, didn't end well." I wince, realizing that pretty much every story I tell Kasey involves sex. "Anyway, he tried to break in to their apartment, and Stacey called Daddy for help. April ended up having a break down and confessed to Stacey and Daddy that her uncle raped her. She's in a treatment center now."
"I'm sorry to hear that." Kasey sighs, a sad expression on her face. "Are both those guys in jail?"
"The guy who tried to break in was arrested, and they have a restraining order. I don't know about April's uncle." I explain before looking at my therapist with tears in my eyes. "Why have so many women I know been sexually assaulted?"
"It's so much more common than a lot of people think." Kasey admits, shaking her head. "There was even a big social media movement a few years ago where a lot of women shared their stories. As horrible as it is, being able to confide in your family and friends is a good thing. I'm glad you have a strong support system. Many women don't."
"Yeah..." I trail off, lost in thought as I blink away my tears. Kasey is right. I have an amazing support system. That's why we have to be careful who knows about Daddy and I. Otherwise, things might all come crashing down.
"It's good that April is in a place where she can get help." my therapist says carefully. "Now, let's talk about you. How are you doing?"
"Pretty well, for the most part. Right now, at least." I smile softly. "Things are great with my boyfriend and girlfriend. I love having Lexi and Hazel stay with us, I'm graduating high school soon, and I'm really looking forward to the next chapter of my life. I'm just worried about the trial."
"I'm sure you have a lot of amazing experiences ahead of you." Kasey tells me just before a small frown creases her features. "What about Keith and David? Have you heard anything?"
"Uh, well..." I mumble before taking a deep breath and continuing. "Keith is still in jail, and a bunch of football players beat up David. He switched to remote learning, so I probably won't see either of them until the trial. I try not to think about the trial..."
"Will you have to testify?" she inquires.
"Definitely." I confirm. "I'm really anxious about that, and even though things are going pretty well right now, I can't help but think about how many crazy things have happened recently. What's gonna happen next?"
"Trials can take a long time, unfortunately." Kasey acknowledges. "We'll keep going over coping techniques. Once you get dates, we can come up with specific strategies for tackling them."
"Sounds good." I nod, releasing a nervous laugh. "It's amazing. I used to be a normal teenage girl. Cheerleader with a popular boyfriend. Then came hurricane Lexi."
"That's an interesting observation." my therapist observes. "Do you blame Lexi for your negative experiences?"
"No! Not at all!" I protest, perhaps a little too quickly. "I mean, yeah, a lot of crazy shit has happened since she and I became friends, but none of it is her fault."
"Even if you know something's not her fault, you might still believe she somehow caused it, even if unintentionally." Kasey says slowly. "You did call her 'hurricane Lexi' after all."
"I'm not angry at her or anything," I begin, looking directly at Kasey, "but I do think she has a habit of causing a lot of chaos. None of it is her fault! I mean, David Cooper was in my life long before Lexi."
"I'm not accusing you of anything." she smiles. "I just think it's important to be aware of your feelings. That's the only way you can control them."
"I understand." I nod. "Lexi is just an outgoing person with a fiery personality. Maybe some things wouldn't have happened to me if I never got close to her, but so what? She's a good person, and she's my best friend. That's what matters."
"I agree." Kasey says.
We talk for a little while longer, then Kasey walks me through a brief meditation session. She reminds me of my coping skills, including the 5-4-3-2-1 method, and we wrap things up with an agreement to meet the week after next so I can focus entirely on my finals.
I walk into the main living room and find Lexi and Hazel studying on the floor. The table is covered with snacks and drinks, and while the television is on, there is only music playing. Lexi is still fully dressed, while Hazel is wearing comfortable pajamas.
"Actual studying?" I ask rhetorically. "I'm shocked!"
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims while laying on her stomach, her little feet kicking in the air behind her. "We both get excellent grades!"
"Also, neither of us had a threesome today." Hazel observes, pointing a pencil at me.
"Yet." I snort as I drop my backpack on the floor and start pulling out books and notebooks.
"Mm, maybe you can spend the night with Steven and I tonight?" Lexi purrs, looking directly at Hazel.
"I'll think about it." the tan girl smirks, her brown hair in its usual long ponytail.
Despite how much we tease each other, we all really are good students. Music fills the room, punctuated by the sounds of chewing as we munch on pretzels and chips. The three of us are so distracted by our books, we don't even hear Daddy come in.
"Having fun, ladies?" Daddy's asks.
"Not at all." Hazel grunts as we girls jump to our feet.
"Hi, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she runs up to Daddy and gives him a big smooch.
Daddy releases the redhead before turning to me and hugging me tightly as we exchange a quick peck. Then, it's Hazel's turn for a hug and kiss. A small smile crosses my face when Daddy leans down and kisses Hazel's flat stomach.
The four of us sit down to dinner where we talk about our day. Daddy confirms he spent the afternoon at the office, but accomplished very little actual work. We also talk about Nicole feeling neglected, and all agree that Daddy needs to take her on a date with just the two of them.
One topic that takes all levity out of the room is the question of whether April is going to tell people about Daddy and I. Daddy insists that he will take full responsibility for his actions, and promises that he will protect me. Lexi, Hazel, and I are all upset about the hospital. We're all just so scared that Daddy's determination to help everyone will destroy him.
"You sure you don't want to come with us?" Daddy asks Hazel.
"I'm sure. Another person might just overwhelm April." Hazel replies, giving Daddy a tight hug. "Just don't get arrested, okay? Our baby need's a father."
"I will do my very best." he promises, releasing Hazel.
"Why are you bringing that folder?" Lexi frowns, pointing to the manila folder Daddy is holding.
"I got some research for April." Daddy explains.
"What kind of research?" I wonder. "I don't think there are any studies on the benefits of incest."
"There aren't." he laughs. "At least, not that I know of. It's something else. You'll see."
Lexi pushes past me to get into the passenger seat of Daddy's car. Rolling my eyes, I sit in back with my phone out while Daddy starts the drive. We're quiet the entire trip, proving that we are all concerned about the future. Daddy doesn't even turn the radio on.
"Come in!" Stacey's voice calls out right after Daddy knocks on the door.
Natural light streams through the large window, bathing the comfortable room in a warm glow. April is propped up on pillows, her eyes locked on the television as she watches a rerun of Planet Trek Wars. There's a massive land battle happening on screen; humans and aliens running around with their laser sword things.
April mutes the television, and I smirk when she keeps glancing at the screen out of the corner of her eye as she turns her head to look at us. Stacey is sitting in a small chair beside April's bed, and she quickly closes a sketchbook she's drawing in, setting it aside. The two blondes smile at us softly.
Stacey stands up and walks around the bed to hug Daddy. We end up all exchanging hugs, Daddy, Lexi, and I even hug April. She seems okay with it, but the little nerd definitely holds me extra tightly, and I have no doubts about her concerns.
"Thank you for coming." April says softly.
"Of course." I smile kindly.
"How are you feeling?" Lexi asks.
"Better." April answers slowly. "The medication helps, and I've talked to about a dozen different therapists today."
"And, um, you know that Daddy isn't Greg?" I wonder with a pained expression.
"Isn't he?" April counters, giving me a pointed look.
"He is no-!" Lexi begins, her eyes full of rage. Daddy's hand on the redhead's shoulder silences her.
I brush my raven hair back behind my ears as I approach April's bed. She's looking at me with concern, and I know that I have to put all of my heart in this if April is to seethe truth. Sitting on the edge of her bed, I take April's hand as I look into her eyes.
"They told me... some of what you went through." I begin, squeezing her hand. "I understand your concern, and why you might think Daddy might be similar to Greg."
"Yes." April swallows weakly, her hand shaking slightly in mine. "What did he... did he?"
"We never looked at each other that way before, not once." I insist, letting out a breath. "I even remember him walking in on David and I having sex. I screamed and tried to cover myself..."
"What changed?" April asks, her voice small.
"It's hard to say." I reply, considering the question as I feel all eyes on us. "I'm an adult now, and I know I look so much like my mother. Still, I don't think that's it. I think he and I have developed a very special bond over the years. We only had each other for so long. Me becoming an adult just caused something to appear that was never there before."
"Something beautiful." Lexi adds.
"It took a long time." I continue, smiling as my thumb caresses April's hand. "Pushing. Just a little more each time. Pushing, always pushing. First, comfortable being naked around each other, comfortable watching each other have sex. Then it got physical. A kiss, some touches. And then..."
"He raped you!" April interrupts me with a snarl. "After pushing for so long, he couldn't stop."
"NO!" I vehemently insist. "I pushed him. I couldn't stop. I just kept pushing and pushing. Pushing his boundaries, making him take steps closer and closer to what I wanted, what I needed."
"He groomed you..." the little nerd protests.
"He did not." I reply, looking unflinchingly into April's eyes. "He's in a serious relationship, he's not using me to fill a void. In fact, he's drowning in pussy. You know that! We just, we just happened. And it was all me, constantly escalating. Finally, after I was kidnapped, he had no more resistance, and I got him to be with me completely. After a bad man did horrible things to me, I knew I could trust Daddy. He would never hurt me. Never betray me."
"Everyone betrays..." April mumbles, her eyes shining with tears.
"You know that's not true, Baby." Stacey interjects, approaching us. "I know you were raped, cheated on, used... it's horrible! But, not every person is like that. Do you think I'll betray you?"
"Yes!" April whimpers. "You'll want a regular family, a husband, kids! You'll leave me!"
"I do want kids someday." Stacey acknowledges with a slow nod. "I can't promise we'll be a couple forever, but I can promise that we'll always be in each others lives. You're not just a romantic partner, you're my best friend, you crazy bitch! I will ALWAYS be here for you."
"Just like Daddy will always be here for me." I add quickly. "Whether or not we're having sex."
"And he's always here for me!" Lexi speaks up. "I was used, I was raped, I was treated as nothing but a collection of holes. That's all I thought I was. Then I met Steven. He's a great man."
"H-he never pushed you to do anything you didn't want to?" April stammers, using her free hand to wipe away her tears.
"Never." I state firmly. "We're family. Nothing can change that."
The room falls silent as April digests the information. Various emotions cross her face, ranging from anger to fear to sadness. Still, she doesn't try to pull her hand out of mine. After glancing between Daddy and Stacey a few times, April closes her eyes to gather her strength.
"I won't tell anyone." the small girl promises.
"Thank you, April." Daddy smiles, finally speaking up.
"Yes, thank you!" I agree, letting out a sigh of relief.
"I just don't know if I can ever have any kind of intimacy with you again, Steven." April sighs, looking at Daddy.
"I understand." Daddy nods. "After what happened to you, I understand completely."
"And..." April continues, "I'm not sure I'm comfortable with you and Stacey anymore."
"April..." Stacey trails off, a helpless expression on her face.
"I don't blame you." he interrupts. "I respect your relationship with Stacey."
"Thank you." April replies.
"If you're up to it," Daddy begins, holding up the manila folder, "I have some information about Greg."
"W-what kind of information?" April wonders with a frown.
"When I got to work earlier, I called Jason, the private investigator I worked with in the past." he explains. "Stacey is the one who found him."
"And he looked up Greg?" Lexi inquires.
"Yes." Daddy nods.
"April, it's okay if you aren't ready to hear this." Stacey points out gently.
"Tell me." April urges, looking straight at Daddy.



"Okay." he agrees, opening the folder. "Gregory Heidele. He taught high school science. Coached girl's soccer. After he fled California, various accusations came to light. Unfortunately, he couldn't be found, so no formal charges were ever filed."
"We knew all this, right?" I ask with a frown.
"Yes." Stacey confirms.
"What you might not know is that he managed to get a job teaching high school science with a private school." Daddy tells us. "Apparently, they only looked up his stats for soccer, and hired him without a thorough background check."
"Fucking figures." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Right." he agrees before continuing. "Anyway, Greg became friends with the headmaster, a retired marine. He also became better friends with the headmaster's eighteen year old daughter. At which point, he had a falling out with the headmaster. A fatal one."
"He's dead?" I gasp, clapping my hands to my mouth.
"Broken hand. Broken arm. Fractured orbital socket. Bruised kidney." Daddy reads off the coroner's report in his hand. "The ruptured spleen is what did him in, though. He's gone, April. He can't hurt anyone ever again. He can't hurt you ever again."
"He's dead, Baby!" Stacey exclaims, leaning across the bed to hug April tightly. "You're safe. You're safe!"
"How come we never knew he was dead?" April asks, her eyes locked on the report in Daddy's hand.
"Well, he did give his birth name to the private school so they could look into his school stats." Daddy answers slowly. "However, he legally changed his last name to Stewart. He died in a different state, and there was no money when he died. No will. No one bothered to do much work trying to find any next of kin."
"Your investigator found all this out pretty fucking fast." Lexi comments.
"That's why he gets paid the big bucks." Daddy grunts, making us smile.
"He's dead... he's dead..." April mutters to herself over and over.
"What happened to the headmaster?" Stacey asks before kissing the top of April's head, her hand buried in the shorter girl's wavy blonde hair.
"Convicted of manslaughter." he answers sadly. "Due to the emotional distress, his sentence wasn't nearly as bad as it could have been, but it was still pretty bad, unfortunately."
"Did Greg rape the guy's daughter?" I ask, just needing to know more.
"Yes." Daddy nods. "Their relationship started out consensual, not long after the daughter turned eighteen. He wouldn't let her end it, and she finally confided in her father. He flew into a rage, and you already know what happened next."
April starts quietly sobbing as she rests her head against Stacey. I release the petite woman's hand so she can hug her girlfriend back tightly. Daddy, Lexi, and I stay quiet, allowing Stacey to coo softly to April, comforting her, reassuring April that she's safe and loved.
"Thank you, Steven." April states after she's cried out.
"You're welcome." he replies, giving April a reassuring smile.
"Is it okay that I take tomorrow off, Steven?" Stacey asks with a frown. "I'm sorry, but I need to get April home in the morning, and I don't wanna leave her."
"That's perfectly fine." Daddy nods. "Do you need any help?"
"No, thank you." Stacey shakes her head. "I think we'll be fine."
We talk for a little while longer, and April seems to be in a decent mood. She isn't crying anymore, but her voice is soft and weak. Eventually, it becomes obvious that April is exhausted, so we all agree that it's time to get going.
"Steven?" April says weakly.
"Yes?" Daddy responds.
"I'll think about you and Stacey..." the short nerd promises.
"Thank you, April." he replies, inclining his head.
We're all in a much better mood on the drive home. The radio is on, allowing Lexi and I to sing along loudly as Daddy smiles at his girls' antics. It's always possible that April will change her mind, but I feel like the risk of Daddy ending up in jail is basically gone.
Daddy parks the car, then we all head inside holding hands. The house is dark, and Hazel isn't in the main living room. It isn't too late, but we're all tired, so we make our way through the house until we reach the hall with all the bedrooms.
"We're back!" Lexi announces as she pounds her fist against Hazel's door. "If you want dick, come and get it!"
I can hear the sounds of rapid movement from within the room, and Hazel appears a few moments later. The tall, tan girl is gathering up her brown hair in her hands and putting it back into a ponytail that falls almost to her ass. Despite her obvious lust, Hazel does throw Daddy a questioning glance, obviously wondering how things are with April and Stacey.
"We'll tell you about it after, Lexi's horny." Daddy laughs.
"Lexi's always horny." I roll my eyes.
"You know it!" Lexi chirps as she grabs Daddy and Hazel by the hand. "Now, let's go, I need dick and cunt!"
Pressing my lips together into a smile, I shake my head softly as Daddy disappears into the master bedroom with two of my Slut-sisters. I can immediately hear cute giggling through the door as their threesome begins. With a laugh, I pull out my phone and send a couple of texts while heading into my bedroom.
Stripping down to my frilly panties, I go through my nightly routine. As I climb into bed with the intention of going right to sleep, I remember my chat with Brittney. I start feeling a little frisky, so I pull off my undies and toss them aside.
Phone in hand, I open up an incognito tab so that my searches won't be saved. With a mischievous smirk, I do a web search on Brittney's porn alias, Cherry Angel. The first page of results are recipes for cherry flavored angel food cake. Sounds yummy, but not what I'm looking for.
Brittney isn't very famous yet, and there are a lot of young porn stars, so it does take me a few minutes to find her page. Eventually, I end up on a very popular porn site that has a couple of Brittney's videos posted. When I notice a new one is posted, and that it's the entire video, I immediately start it.
While an ad starts playing, I dig around in my bedside table for my vibrator. The ad is for a medication that claims it makes guys shoot a full cup of cum. I wonder if anyone is actually dumb enough to think the medication actually works.
The scene starts playing, and I giggle at how cheesy it is. It's a classroom setting and Brittney is wearing a skirt and tight top. The story is that Brittney is staying after school for extra credit. The teacher makes a speech about how she's failing, and even if she gets a perfect score on the final, she still won't pass.
Brittney says she'll do anything to get a passing grade, and the teacher wastes no time in telling the blonde that it sounds like they both want something. I don't understand why the dialogue is so pathetic. Is writing a conversation that sounds realistic really that hard? Then again, I'm not a writer, so maybe it is.
In no time at all, Brittney is on her knees, her mouth stuffed full of hard dick. The guy is holding her head tightly, skull-fucking the stacked teen. Drool is running down Brittney's chin, and her mouth is hanging open. It's a rough, messy blowjob. And I love it!
Holding my phone in one hand, I use my other to switch on my vibrator. Slipping the sex toy between my legs, I press it to my clit and let out a soft moan. My pussy is absolutely soaked, and I'm imagining myself on my knees, a cock in my throat.
The teacher roughly pulls Brittney onto her feet and places her on his desk. He yanks off her underwear and spreads her legs so he can get at her pussy. Brittney moans loudly, obviously acting up for the camera as the guy eats her out.
A few minutes pass as I alternate between pushing the vibrator between my moist labia and stimulating my clit. Brittney and the teacher are both naked now, and the hot blonde is bent over the desk, holding onto the edges as she takes it from behind.
I love watching both faces as they contort in the sweet pleasure of sex. Once in awhile, they switch to an angle that provides a great view of Brittney's stuffed cunt. The nude teen begs to be fucked harder, and the guy obliges, pulling her hair and spanking her.
My legs clamp together as I reach orgasm. I gasp and groan, the phone shaking in my hand while I struggle to watch Brittney's big tits bounce and slap against each other. Just as I'm opening my legs again, the teacher pulls out of Brittney and drags her to her knees so he can shove himself between her lips.
As the cum shot approaches, I keep the sex toy on my clit, imagining the guy shooting ropes of hot semen. That's when the scene changes. When the guy pulls out, I expect him to jack off over Brittney's face, but instead he lays back on his desk with his ass on the edge.
He begins to stroke himself as Brittney kneels on the floor. I audibly gasp when the high school teen leans in and extends her tongue. My eyes are wide as I watch Brittney lick the guy's butt hole, giving him a rimjob while he strokes himself.
I'm so shocked, I don't even realize how close I am to cumming again. I pull my lip back and grunt, my toes curling as the vibrator works its magic. My dark, sweaty hair clings to my face as small electric shocks shoot through me.
On my phone, Brittney scoots backward so the guy can get on his feet again. He aims his dick at her face as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue. The hot cum starts shooting as Brittney squeezes her big boobs and moans. I cum again.
While cleaning up, I think about Brittney's rimjob. I can't imagine myself ever doing something like that! Then again, I remember myself swearing I'll never do anal. Now? Now, I definitely enjoy the occasional round of butt sex. I guess I'll keep my mind open to new experiences, who knows what my future holds.
Still fully nude, I climb into bed and plug in my phone. After sending a few good night texts, I shut off my lamp and practice meditation for a few minutes. Then I curl up under the covers, yawning softly. With one hand under the pillow, my breathing slows as I drift off to sleep.
Blinking the sleep out of my eyes, I reach over and shut off my alarm when it wakes me up Thursday morning. My pillow is soaked with drool, indicating a great night sleep. I want to go back to sleep, but I have a full day ahead of me.
I slip into my bathroom so I can start my morning routine. Then I open my dresser and pull out a clean pair of panties. Slipping on my robe, I walk down to breakfast, and am not the slightest bit surprised when I'm the first one here.
"Good morning, baby girl." Daddy smiles as he walks in with Lexi and Hazel.
"Morning, Slut." Lexi adds, nodding to me as Hazel just grunts sleepily.
"Morning, Daddy." I reply as the three of them take their seats for the morning meal. "How was your night?"
"Got fucked, can't complain." Lexi shrugs while buttering a bagel.
"You say that all the time." Hazel groans, her head in her hands.
"It's always true." the redhead counters.
"You spent the night with Daddy and Lexi, so you couldn't watch TV until 3:00AM, how are you still exhausted?" I ask Hazel.
"She's just not a morning person." Daddy responds, smiling at the tan girl affectionately.
"We were up late." Hazel mutters before taking a sip of coffee, the exhaustion in her eyes obvious.
"Hazel wanted a trifecta." Lexi explains. "A load of cum for each hole. It took awhile."
"You got it up that many times, old man?" I cheekily ask Daddy.
"Watch it, kid." he growls. "Or I may just do the same to you."
"Oh! Yes, please!" I grin.
The four of us continue teasing each other as we finish our meal, although Hazel is fairly quiet, as usual. Despite several cups of coffee, the tan girl is still half-asleep. I don't know how she takes care of her brothers when she can barely stay awake in the morning. I just hope the baby starts sleeping through the night as soon as possible, otherwise Hazel is gonna be incredibly cranky.
After breakfast, we girls kiss Daddy goodbye before he makes his way to the home gym for his morning workout. I dress in black leggings and a comfortable shirt, then I get in my car with Hazel and Lexi. A short drive later, and we're at school.
Like usual, we meet up with Marcia and Ashley for our morning chat. Ashley is wearing a scoop-neck top that shows off a lot of cleavage and a pair of tight jeans. Beside her, Marcia is looking adorable in a fun skirt and spaghetti-strap top.
"Morning, Sluts!" Ashley says confidently.
"What's up, Whore?" Lexi retorts.
"Hanging out with my bitches." Ashley shrugs in response. "The usual."
"And that's enough of that." Marcia interjects with a sigh as she shakes her head. "How's April?"
"We haven't heard anything new this morning." I answer. "I think she's heading home early."
"Oh, and April's parents are gonna spend the day with her and Stacey." Lexi adds.
"What is everyone else doing tonight?" Hazel asks absentmindedly while scrolling on her phone.
"Study, study study!" Marcia grins.
"Why the fuck are you so happy about that?" Ashley wonders with a baffled expression.
"Because we're so close to graduating high school; it's great!" the quiet girl explains. "What about you?"
"I guess I'll have to study some." the stacked blonde sighs reluctantly. "Other than that? Not much, just hang out with Melissa."
"There's a new show that I wanna try." Hazel speaks up. "I'll probably go to bed early so I can binge."
"I'll study until Steven gets home, then I plan for a night with just the two of us, where I get fucked until I see stars and my legs go numb." Lexi states confidently.
"Stephanie and Ian are coming over." I smile happily, thinking about the fun afternoon ahead.
"So, wear noise-canceling headphones, Hazel." Ashley laughs while adjusting her purse strap so it doesn't dig into her shoulder.
"Wish I had noise-canceling headphones." Marcia grunts with an annoyed expression.
"Why? It's just you and your par- oh! Ew." Lexi sticks out her tongue and makes a face as she shakes her head.
"Really? You're grossed out?" Hazel asks with a raised eyebrow. "You're dating Kayla's dad!"
"And you're carrying his baby." Lexi points out. "Anyway, Steven is really hot, and he's younger than Marcia's parents."
"Daddy's not that much younger than Mr. and Mrs. Moore." I interject. "Besides, Seth is pretty cute."
"Then you can walk in on his naked ass between my mom's legs." Marcia rolls her eyes.
"That happened?" Ashley giggles, her hand over her mouth. "That's great!"
"Yeah, well, ever since my mom and I opened up to each other about sex she hasn't bothered hiding her sex life from me." Marcia explains with a sigh. "Plus, it's almost their anniversary, and they're being all lovey-dovey."
The warning bell rings, echoing across campus as we all realize we're now running late. Hurried goodbyes are exchanged, then we go our separate ways for our homerooms. Of course, we resume our conversation via text during homeroom.
Not one teacher in the school is going over anything new. It's all review for finals next week. As a result, I'm able to devote a decent amount of time to my phone. I'm not the only one; I don't think the teachers give a shit anymore, not this close to graduation.
According to Stacey, she and April are still at the treatment center with April's parents. They'll be leaving soon, though. Treatment center, not hospital. I'm apparently using the wrong term. Nicole is still a little annoyed with Daddy, but she is excited for their one-on-one date. Apparently, Daddy has it planned for the night of the Senior Lock-In.
"Kayla!" Ian's voice calls out as I'm walking to my third class.
"Hey, Baby!" I reply in a cute voice while standing on my toes to peck his lips.
"You'll never guess what I just found out!" he exclaims, a huge smile on his face while we stand in the middle of the hallway. Students are milling round us as he keeps his hands on my hips.
"Uh, the penile enlargement pills you ordered started working?" I suggest with an innocent expression.
"No." he replies, biting off the end of the word as he gives me an annoyed look.
"You found a new favorite porn site to jerk off to?" I wonder, placing my hands on his biceps.
"You're being mean." he mumbles, giving me a fake pout.
"It's fun to tease ya, Cutie!" I giggle, leaning up to kiss him again. "Tell me, what did you find out?"
"If I ace my finals, I might make Salutatorian!" Ian grins widely.
"Baby, that's great!" I squeal, hugging him tightly.
"Thank you, I need to make sure to study constantly until finals." he says, rubbing my back.
"Any chance at Valedictorian?" I inquire when we break apart, our arms still around each other.
"No." Ian sighs, shaking his head. "Katie Ehrlich is too far ahead. Unless she fails her finals, there's no way."
"Well, let me know if there's anything I can do to help." I offer, making sure my boyfriend knows he has my full support.
"I've got to get to class, so we'll talk more later." he says quickly. "I'm glad we're gonna be able to study together today. Oh! I have to submit a speech for approval, too."
"Okay, talk later!" I nod, kissing him again. "Proud of you!"
I sit in my third class while Ian texts our relationship chat to tell Stephanie the news. She's suitably proud of our boyfriend, and soon texts me privately. Stephanie is concerned our surprise might take away from Ian's study time. I agree, but we're ultimately horny teenagers; we're going through with it.
As soon as my last morning class ends, I rush to the usual unused classroom where Ian meets me. No Stephanie this time; while her joining us for the surprise is fine, I really do prefer this one-on-one time with Ian. It's special. Sure, it's fooling around in a dark room, but hey, it's bonding!
My pussy is itching for cock, but I figure it's best not to spread my legs right now. Being extra horny this afternoon will only help mine and Stephanie's plan for Ian. Having extra time during lunch will let Ian work on his speech as well. In addition, I could use a protein shake!
Ian and I make out for a couple minutes, his hands exploring my body. My fingers caress his arms as he squeezes my breast from outside my shirt while his other hand grabs my butt. Drawing his tongue into my mouth, I suck on it passionately as I moan.
Dropping to my knees, I pull my raven hair back into a ponytail before yanking down Ian's jeans, freeing his erection. My eyes flick up to meet his as I smile seductively. Giving his cock a few quick strokes, I feed the throbbing tool to my warm, wet mouth.
It's a quick and dirty blowjob. Ian holds my head in his hands, encouraging me to bob my head on him while I suck hard. My fingers clench at his thighs as I suck dick on my knees. A few minutes later, Ian bucks his hips and groans, shooting a full load of cum into my willing mouth as I moan happily.
After showing Ian my cum filled mouth, I tilt my head back and swallow. Like a good girl. Ian offers to return the favor, but I insist there isn't enough time for him to go down on me. Does it make sense? Not really, especially considering the threesome in the biology lab. Thankfully, he doesn't question me, instead choosing to put his penis away and walk me to lunch.
Ian and I join our usual table, with the usual people; Stephanie, Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, Josh, and Shawn. The lack of teasing when I return with my boyfriend after a hook up is proof that everyone is very, very distracted. Even Ashley has a notebook in her lap so she can glance at her notes between bites of her sandwich.
Reluctantly, I pull out my notes for AP Calculus so I can review common integrals while I eat. I really should do this stuff during class instead of texting. Oh well. Marcia is going over AP Physics notes while Ian works on his speech. I really hope Ian makes Salutatorian. He deserves it.



Josh and Shawn are quizzing each other for an elective they share, and it looks like Stephanie is also working on AP Physics, like Marcia. Hazel is poring over notes for AP English, and Lexi is drawing an unflattering picture of the overweight AP Calculus teacher.
I decide to be serious for the afternoon classes; listening to the teachers and taking notes. While I may not be in the running for Salutatorian, I have excellent grades and don't want to screw everything up now. Really, we're all near the top of our class, even Lexi, despite her antics.
The only people I text are Daddy and Stacey so that I can get updates on how April is doing. April is at their apartment with her parents and Stacey. They're currently watching Planet Trek Wars while enjoying greasy take out food. April seems to be doing pretty well, and her outpatient appointments are already scheduled. She and Stacey will probably take tomorrow off, but they'll both be back to work Monday.
When classes end, Lexi, Hazel, and I hop into my car so we can go home. Ian gets into Stephanie's car, and she follows us back to the mansion. The five of us walk through the palatial house until we reach the main living room, where Lexi and Hazel immediately plop down to start studying. Hazel takes the time to turn the television on, of course.
"Aren't you joining us?" Hazel asks, setting the remote down as she looks at Stephanie, Ian, and I in the doorway.
"Yeah, aren't we?" Ian frowns.
"Nope!" Stephanie giggles, taking Ian's hand.
"We have a surprise for you." I add, taking his other hand as the two of us drag him from the room.
"Uh, another one?" Ian asks, his face red. "You said we were gonna study..."
"We had a better idea." Stephanie insists, pulling our boyfriend.
"Remember Ian, don't cum until the girls do!" Lexi calls out, making Ian blush even more.
Stephanie and I drag Ian through the house as he mumbles various questions. We ignore him completely as I push a door open and lead Ian inside while Stephanie turns on the light. Ian frowns as he looks around the spacious home gym, which is fully stocked with equipment.
"I don't get it..." Ian mumbles, his light blue eyes still flickering all over the place. "What's the surprise?"
"Well," Stephanie begins delicately, "we noticed you were out of breath after the threesome."
"We're going to teach you some exercises to help you with strength and endurance." I smile and nod.
"I liked the lab coat surprise better..." Ian trails off, giving us a weak smile.
"This will work out for you, we promise." Stephanie replies. "We're gonna work on your stamina so you can fuck our brains out for hours!"
"I'm not very athletic." the scrawny nerd sighs sadly. "And one workout isn't gonna change that."
"You can be!" I insist. "Look, we're not trying to change you, we adore you the way you are, but getting in shape is good for you! We know you won't have the gym equipment at home, but we can teach you some daily exercises. Also, I know there's a treadmill in your house."
"Once you get in the habit of working out, you'll find it's very relaxing." Stephanie adds.
"Is this why you're both wearing leggings?" Ian asks, avoiding agreeing to this.
"Yes!" I giggle cutely. "I left a pair of Daddy's sweatpants in here for you to change into."
"This really does feel like you're trying to change me." he states sadly. "Am I not good enough?"
"Oh, Baby, you're perfect!" Stephanie insists. "After what I went through, well, I can't imagine anyone else could have helped me. I can't imagine being intimate with another guy. Just you."
"Working out is good for you!" I interject. "It helps your body and mind. If that's not enough, just imagine sleeping over, spending all night fucking Stephanie and I until we're unconscious, cum leaking out of our slutty holes."
"I guess it can't hurt to try." Ian reluctantly agrees, taking off his jeans. "For you. For both of you."
"Thanks!" Stephanie grins, pecking his lips.
"You won't regret it." I promise.
"How do we start?" he asks, now wearing a pair of Daddy's gray sweatpants.
"The important thing to remember is to always, always warm up before working out, and cool down afterward." I state firmly. "If you don't warm up, your stiff muscles won't get the full benefit of lifting heavy weights or running fast."
"You also want to make sure to stay hydrated, and relax after." Stephanie explains as she walks to the gym refrigerator to pull out a few flavored drinks packed with electrolytes.
"Uh, how do we warm up?" Ian inquires nervously while taking his drink from Stephanie.
"There are a few ways, and your warm up really only needs to take about five minutes." I answer while going through a gym bag I have down here for this occasion. "Here, take this jump rope. It's brand new, and you can keep it."
"Thanks, I guess." Ian grimaces while opening the package.
"So, we're gonna start by doing some stretches to limber up." Stephanie tells him as she sets down her own jump rope. "Then, we'll jump rope and do some jumping jacks."
Stretching goes very well, and Stephanie and I are very hopeful. At least until everything goes tits up when Ian tries jumping rope. He somehow manages to trip and fall flat on his face. Stephanie demonstrates jumping rope while Ian rubs his sore nose and I urge him to try again.
It takes longer than five minutes, but we eventually have him jumping rope. Fortunately, he takes to jumping jacks much faster. I don't say it, but I'm wondering how this guy is passing gym well enough to be in the running for Salutatorian. It may not be an academic class, but the grade in gym counts just as much toward our GPA.
"Great, now we're all warmed up!" Stephanie smiles, putting her jump rope away.
"That was really just the warm up?" Ian wheezes, his hands on his knees as he gasps for breath.
"Power through it, sexy boy!" I laugh as I pose my sexy body for him. "Just imagine you're fucking a wet pussy, maybe squeezing a couple of big titties..."
"W-why are we doing this again?" Ian whines as he presses the cold plastic bottle to his forehead. "I thought you were happy with me."
"Aw! We are happy, Baby!" I insist while rubbing his shoulder.
"But wouldn't you love to be able to walk into the room and know that no guy is going to try and start shit with you because of your big arm muscles?" Stephanie asks with a wink. "Walk in and have every woman in the place eyeing Kayla and I in jealousy, wishing they could be with you?"
"I mean, I hated being bullied, but it doesn't really happen anymore..." he protests weakly, a sad look on his face. "And I don't care about other women looking at me. I only want the two of you. Do you not like my body?"
"That's not it at all! We both love that hot bod of yours." I reply consolingly as I continue caressing his shoulder. "Look, maybe we are being judgmental. I'm sorry. If you are really, really against this, we'll drop it. We like you for you, and we want to be with you."
"Just think, though," Stephanie husks, "you could toss one of us over your shoulder, carry us to your bed, and just take us?"
"Oh, God, Ian... just the thought of that is... mm!" I growl before leaning up to nibble his earlobe.
"So fucking hot." Stephanie moans, rubbing her thighs together.
Ian's eyes are glassy, and his panting is no longer entirely due to the warm up. We've got him. He might not want to exercise and get in better shape for himself, but for us? To make us even hotter for him? He's in. I do feel a little guilty, like I'm implying Ian isn't good enough for me as he is. It's not true; he's perfect the way he is. Still, he could use a little bulking up, and he definitely needs to work on his stamina if he's gonna keep boning Stephanie and I at the same time.
"I'll try." he nods weakly.
"Maybe you just need a little incentive to keep going." I muse, a contemplative expression on my face.
"What did you have in mind?" Stephanie inquires, her hand lightly massaging Ian's chest.
"First off, just so you know, Ian," I say, "our plan is to start you out slow. For today, we plan to go through push ups, sit ups, and running on the treadmill."
"O-okay." Ian stammers, his eyes wide in fear at the thought.
"So, how about this?" I continue, ignoring his obvious apprehension. "For every ten push ups you manage to do, I'll take off an item of clothing. For every ten sit ups, something comes off of Stephanie."
"Oh! I like it!" the Italian babe giggles, clapping her hands as she bounces from foot to foot excitedly.
"Ten?!" he gasps out, clearly distraught, though not enough to keep his eyes off of Stephanie's rack. "T-that's a lot.. w-what about the treadmill?"
"You'll find out." I state with a wide smile on my face. "So, do we have a deal?"
"Socks and shoes don't count?" he offers hopefully.
"Mm, smart boy." Stephanie purrs, her hot breath on his cheek. "We have an understanding. Kayla and I will take our shoes and socks off first."
"Oh, and lose the shirt." I add, pecking his cheek. "You're getting all sweaty."
"He is!" Stephanie agrees in a throaty voice. "It's making me all hot and bothered."
Ian quickly yanks off his shirt, revealing his pale torso. Stephanie and I both make kissing faces at him as he removes his own shoes and socks. All three of us are soon standing barefoot on the gym floor as we wait for Ian to start his workout.
We agree to start with push ups, so Stephanie and I help Ian get into the right position. Keeping my hand on his stomach, I encourage him to slowly lower his body. It's a struggle, but Ian is able to push himself back up. Push ups two and three follow, but he's struggling with number four. With two hot girls encouraging him, Ian is able to reach five push ups before finally collapsing.
"Good start, you're doing great." I say soothingly. "Let's switch to sit ups so your arms have time to recover."
Our boyfriend just grunts as we get him on his back. Stephanie holds his feet while I kneel by his head and whisper compliments about how well he's doing. Sit ups come much easier for Ian, and he's able to complete a full ten.
"A deal's a deal!" Stephanie announces as she stands front and center.
I watch with Ian as Stephanie peels off her shirt, tossing it aside as she places her hands on her hips and smiles. Her stomach is flat, and she has the cutest little belly button. Having seen the tags on her bras, I know the Italian girl is a full D-cup. Tit-flesh is bulging over the edges of her green bra cups, the flesh of her breasts perfectly smooth.
"See something you like?" I whisper into Ian's ear.
"Yes." he breathes happily.
"Five more push ups and I'll lose my shirt, too." I remind him before kissing his cheek quickly.
Another struggle follows, where it takes a lot of coaching, but we manage to get another five push ups out of Ian. I peck his lips before positioning myself for his viewing pleasure and taking off my top to reveal my pink bra. Leaning forward, I wiggle my chest and grin teasingly.
Stephanie and I let Ian take a break for a few minutes so he can re-hydrate. It's amazing how he can keep going during sex for a reasonable amount of time, but he's complaining about his sore arms after a couple of push ups. Yeah, sex is the best motivation.
Grabbing the back of his head, I push my tongue into Ian's mouth, kissing him intensely for a minute. He breathes heavily as he looks at me for a moment before laying on his back with his knees up. Stephanie holds his feet again, leaning forward so he can see plenty of cleavage as he completes another ten sit ups.
With her back facing us, Stephanie bends her knees as she slowly pushes her black leggings down. The tall girl is wearing the cutest dark green panties, which match her bra perfectly. Looking over her shoulder, Stephanie smacks her butt as she winks at Ian.
"Ten push ups, and you'll have two sluts in their undies for you." Stephanie points out.
"I don't know if I can." he pants weakly.
"Try, Baby. We believe in you." I say with a cute pout. "I really, really wanna get naked for you!"
Saying I believe in him does nothing, but his eyes light up when I say I want to get naked. Stephanie and I both giggle as Ian gets into position, this time without our help. Unfortunately, he has to stop after five push ups, he just can't do any more at once yet.
"More sit ups?" Stephanie asks in a cute voice. "You really want me to lose my clothes!"
"Hey!" I protest, my hands on my hips. "Don't do more sit ups, I'll still be half-dressed while she's naked!"
"I need a break from push ups." he replies slowly.
"Maybe he just thinks I'm hotter." Stephanie suggests, tapping her chin thoughtfully.
"No! No, no! I don't think that!" Ian insists quickly.
"Oh! So, you think I'm hotter!" I grin. "Thanks!"
"I didn't say that!" he gasps, his eyes wide in fear as he looks back and forth between us.
"We're just fucking with you, breathe." Stephanie laughs, walking up to Ian and pecking his lips. "Breathe. You're fine."
"She's right, just do what you can." I respond.
Another ten sit ups, and it's time to see some titties! Stephanie smiles coyly, her dark hair framing her face as she reaches behind her back. Shrugging her shoulders forward, the bra cups fall off of the tall woman's huge boobs. Round, yet conical. Firm, yet bouncy. Pink nipples. Perfection.
Standing there in just her green undies, Stephanie's eyes twinkle as she lifts her right breast and lowers her head. Ian actually lets out a strangled moan when Stephanie slurps her own nipple into her mouth and starts softly sucking on it. Her other hand runs along her side to rest at her narrow waist.
"Good luck doing push ups with a boner!" Stephanie laughs when her tit falls from her mouth.
"Uh-oh!" I say in a sing-song voice. "His dick might get in the way!"
Ian laughs with us for a couple minutes before finally deciding he's ready for more push ups. The poor boy actually collapses after three and lays there breathing heavily for a few moments. After a big sip of his drink, he manages two more, bringing the total up to twenty.
I choose to face Ian while stripping down. Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my black leggings, I do a sexy shimmy as I ease them along my long, smooth legs. Clad in only matching pink underwear, I slip a hand between my legs and run my fingers along the crotch of my panties.
"Keep going, Ian!" Stephanie cheers, her tits bouncing wildly as she jumps up and down to encourage him. "You're doing so well!"
"I, uh, I don't know if I'll be able to have sex after this." he moans weakly.
"I think we'll be able to motivate you." I giggle cutely.
Ian just shakes his head as he lays down for more sit ups. He nearly gives up after seven, but his eyes lock on Stephanie's swaying boobs, and he somehow finds the strength to make it to ten. Stephanie has a huge grin on her face as she stands up and immediately drops her green panties, revealing her clean-shaven snatch.
"Oh God, I'm so wet for you!" Stephanie moans, one hand on her breast as the other reaches between her legs. "So hot! So wet!"
"W-what now?" he wonders while devouring the Italian babe with his eyes. "You're already naked, so if I do more sit ups.."
"Looking for more, dirty boy?" I ask as my tongue snakes out and licks my lips. "Tell you what, since push ups are extra hard for you, if you can just do ten more, I'll get naked."
"Just ten more?" he frowns.
"Yes, but you have to do them all at once." I nod in confirmation.
"Deal." Ian croaks.
I'm pretty sure that what follows is the hardest workout of Ian's life. He collapses three times, and tries to give up twice. Stephanie and I have to coo and moan constantly, making the dirtiest suggestions of what we'll do with him. In the end, he succeeds.
"How do your arms feel?" Stephanie wonders.
"Like jelly." he gasps, his eyes locked on me expectantly.
I don't disappoint. I sway sexily to imaginary music as I run my hands all along my tight, teenage body. My bra goes first, and I twirl it around my finger before flinging it aside. Then I show him my back before bending over and dropping my panties, allowing Ian a perfect view between my legs.
"Put your shoes on, it's time for the treadmill." I instruct as I stand before him completely naked.
"T-treadmill?" he asks, eyes wide.
"Yes." I nod. "And, to keep you entertained while you jog, Stephanie and I are going to screw around on the mat."
Our cute boyfriend nods his assent before putting on his shoes. Stephanie and I drag a blue mat in front of the treadmill so Ian can watch us. We tell him he only has to make it for one mile, and he doesn't have to run, a light jog is fine.
As soon as Ian starts up a steady pace, I turn to face Stephanie and fall into her arms for a sexy kiss. We both forget all about Ian as we make out, our hands running all over each other. At one point, I press her boobs together and lower my head so I can motorboat her.
I find myself laying on top of my lovely girlfriend, my tongue in her mouth as we adjust our bodies so our pussies can touch. I fucking love tribbing; it feels so damn good. In no time, Stephanie and I are each having an orgasm at the same time, moaning and panting loudly as our boobs squeeze together.
"It's been a mile." Ian gasps out at one point.
Breaking my lip lock with Stephanie, I whip my head around so I can see Ian. He's removing his shoes as he looks at us longingly, his erection tenting the gray sweatpants he's wearing. I can feel the fire in my eyes as I fix him with my smoldering gaze.
"Fuck me." I growl.
With a quick nod, Ian starts to get naked while Stephanie and I stand up. A fun idea occurs to me, and I turn around so I can run to the other side of the gym. I return carrying a large blue exercise ball. Ian and Stephanie are both looking at me in confusion.
"What's that for?" Ian asks sadly.
"Don't worry, you're gonna love this." I tell him before turning to Stephanie. "I'll need your help to balance."
"I think I like where this is going!" the raven-haired beauty laughs.
Stephanie helps me get into position with my naked ass sitting on the exercise ball. I carefully lay back while she provides support, preventing me from falling over. Realizing what I'm going for, Ian finds his second wind. Or maybe it's his fifth wind by now?
Either way, he gets between my spread legs and grabs me beneath the knees. With my feet on either side of Ian, Stephanie reaches between us and grasps the horny boy's throbbing manhood. Ian and I both groan happily when he sinks into my steaming hole.
"Fuck me!" I beg, holding onto Stephanie for balance. "Fuck me hard!"
Sweat is running down Ian's face as he starts pounding me with a steady rhythm. I can feel my labia tightly gripping his shaft as it pushes in and out of me. The force of his thrusts moves the exercise ball, and only Stephanie is able to keep us balanced.
"Oh God, Kayla!" Ian moans while looking straight down so he can watch his cock disappear up my pink cunt.
Now that we're no longer in the biology lab, there's no need to try and keep quiet. I can scream my pretty, little head off. And I do. My toes curl as I toss my head back, screaming Ian's name while begging him to never stop fucking me. I can feel my boobs bouncing on my chest, and one of Stephanie's knockers is right beside my head.
"Fuck her! Fuck that pussy, Ian!" Stephanie encourages as she uses one hand to keep us balanced so her other can reach between my legs and rub my clit.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Fuck!" I gasp, one hand at the back of Stephanie's head as my other rests on the blue rubber ball.
"I'm gonna cum!" Ian warns, his breathing ragged.
"Cum inside me! Cum for Kayla!" I half-moan, half-scream. "I'm cumming, too! I'm cumming for you, Baby! Fuck me! FUCK ME!"



I reach orgasm just before Ian. My body tenses as my mouth opens in a silent scream. Then, I explode. I jerk wildly, causing Stephanie to lose her balance. With a loud gasp, I fall backwards, Ian's cock slipping out of me as my head and shoulders crash into the mat, my legs spread and in the air.
I'm still cumming. I can feel my vaginal muscles spasm, the familiar electricity shooting through me. I'm too far from Ian's dick, so all I can do is hump at the air, my hips bucking as pulse after pulse shoots through me, each one both weaker and stronger than the last.
Pushing the exercise ball out of the way, I'm able to scramble into a sitting position. That's when I realize that Stephanie is on her knees. All I can see is the back of her head, Ian's fingers gripping her dark hair, his face contorted as he obviously fills Stephanie's mouth with cum.
The tall, stacked woman hops to her feet and walks over to me. Grabbing me by the hair, she pulls my head back so her face can hover over mine. Stephanie then spits some of Ian's cum into my open mouth while both of us moan.
We both face Ian, me sitting while Stephanie stands. Then, we swallow. Ian looks back and forth between us, then we burst out laughing. I think of a very common saying; if you can't laugh during sex you're with the wrong partner. Or partners, in this case.
Stephanie and I let Ian relax for a little while. The three of us stay naked as we slowly sip on our drinks to recover. Noticing how sweaty we are, I suggest that we should take a shower. Fortunately, there's one right by the gym that we can use.
Ian may not be in the best shape, but we're all young, we recover quickly. Soaping up two pairs of boobs in the shower probably helps, too. The end results is that Stephanie braces against the shower and sticks out her butt so that Ian can fuck her.
Our boyfriend blasts a load up Stephanie's twat, which I happily slurp out of her. Only then do we really get around to making sure all three of us are clean. We get dressed and, after making sure Ian takes the jump rope, we go to the main living room and find Lexi and Hazel studying.
"How'd it go?" Hazel asks.
"Spit or swallow?" Lexi follows up with.
"Spitters are quitters." Stephanie points out.
"I can barely walk, I'm seeing spots, and I might have had a small stroke." Ian gasps before collapsing into an armchair.
"Oh, you're fine." I giggle. "Just start working out every day and you'll be ready for an all-night sex marathon."
"Every day?!" he cries weakly.
"You don't have to go so hard every day." Stephanie laughs. "Just commit to a certain amount each work out, and you'll find it easier and easier."
"O-okay." Ian mumbles, his eyes closed.
Stephanie and I pull out our books so we can study alongside Lexi and Hazel. Ian? Ian falls asleep. I kind of feel bad, since I know he's under a lot of academic pressure. Now that I think of it, waiting until after graduation to whip him into shape is probably the smarter plan. Too late now!
"Hi, ladies!" Daddy announces awhile later when he walks in after work. "Oh, and gentleman."
"Baby!" Lexi squeals, hopping to her feet and throwing herself into his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist as he holds onto her ass.
"Alright, then." Hazel nods slowly.
"Ian, wake up!" I shout, leaning over to shake his leg.
"Huh? What?" he groans, sitting up. "Oh, hi!"
"Long day, Ian?" Daddy asks when he sets Lexi back down on her feet.
"Um, ah, yeah..." Ian trails off weakly.
"Relax, he already knows you rail his daughter." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Lexi!" I hiss as Ian blushes bright red.
"Don't worry, I won't push for details." Daddy laughs. "Hi, Stephanie. Will you and Ian be staying for dinner?"
"Yes, if that's okay?" Stephanie asks politely.
"Of course, you're always welcome." Daddy smiles.
The six of us sit down to a very nice meal. We're having one of my favorite chicken dishes. It is cooked in a delicious cheese sauce, and served with a baked potato and vegetables. The conversation mainly revolves around finals, graduation, and our college plans. Daddy congratulates Ian on being a candidate for Salutatorian.
With all of us, cleaning up takes almost no time at all. Sadly, Ian really needs to study and work on his speech. I hug and kiss him goodbye before he shakes Daddy's hand. Then I give Stephanie a long smooch, saying farewell to my boyfriend and girlfriend.
Daddy, Lexi, Hazel, and I end up in the main living room watching television. We're in our usual configuration; Daddy holding Lexi and Hazel while I relax in an armchair. The four of us sit in silence, enthralled by the new movie that is only now available on a streaming service.
"Really? That's the ending?" Hazel asks incredulously.
"They never even explained where the ghost came from!" Lexi speaks up. "Why was the mansion haunted?"
"Is the grandmother still alive?" I wonder. "They never addressed what happened after the gas explosion."
"She had to have died." Daddy reasons. "How could someone have survived?"
"She was out the back door!" Hazel argues. "The shed exploded outwards, and she was behind it. She's fine."
"Then why didn't she show up again?" Lexi counters. "She was just gone from the story."
"I got nothing." I shrug.
"They aren't even trying anymore." Hazel rolls her eyes before looking over at me. "Anyway, how's whipping Ian into shape going?"
"We started him off slow." I answer. "Just working on getting him used to exercise, increase his stamina."
"More stamina is always good!" Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, definitely!" I agree. "Getting him some sexy muscles will be next on the list."
"I still can't believe that guy is dating two women." Hazel snorts.
"Why not?" I ask with a frown. "Is something wrong with Ian?"
"No, he's fine." the tan girl shrugs. "It's just shocking that he'd get together with a girl like you or Stephanie. Both of you? Crazy!"
"Are you saying we're too hot for Ian?" I follow up with, wondering why she's being like this.
"He's a very nice guy, and I'm glad you're happy." Hazel answers. "I didn't mean anything by it. It was just a random thought."
"Fine." I grunt. This seems so fucking random, now I'm annoyed.
"Anyway, I could use some dick." Lexi comments, climbing to her feet and offering Daddy her hands.
"And I have a show to watch." Hazel says, standing up.
"Okay, bed time." Daddy nods, taking Lexi's hands and getting off the couch.
"Wanna join us, Kayla?" Lexi offers. "Get some Daddy cock?"
"Nah, I should study." I shake my head. "Thanks for the offer, though."
We shut off the television and the lights before grabbing our stuff and making our way to the bedrooms. Hazel wishes us a good night and enters her bedroom, shutting the door tightly. I hug Daddy and Lexi, yawning softly as I slip into my room.
Stripping down to my panties, I find myself thinking about Hazel's comment. It's an idle comment, made, like she says, without much thought. Still, does Hazel have a problem with Ian? This is the first time I'm suspecting such a thing. The two of them seem to get along just fine. It's probably nothing, right?
I go through my nighttime routine, and as I'm rubbing moisturizer into the soft skin of my breasts, I think more about Hazel. My best friend. At least, my best friend until Lexi. Does Hazel feel replaced? Maybe there is some bitterness that I don't know about. Replaced, bitter, jealous of a happy poly relationship? Am I overthinking this?
Shaking my head, I decide to distract myself by studying. I fail miserably. Instead, I end up laying in bed while scrolling through social media on my phone. Once it's time for bed, I send my good night texts, plug my phone in, and fall asleep under the covers.
~Marcia~
Friday! Normally, it's a day I'm very excited about. Now though, I'm feeling kind of sad. This is the last full week of regular classes. Next week is finals, then we have a week off before graduation. High school is almost over. It's the end of an era. The true start of adulthood.
Slipping on a robe, I pad my way down the hall to start the day, the carpet soft beneath my bare feet. After the bathroom, I head to the kitchen to make myself some toast. Sitting down with toast and a hot cup of coffee, I enjoy a nice breakfast.
"Morning, Marcia!" Dad says happily as he walks into the kitchen with Mom.
"Morning Dad, morning Mom." I reply. "Happy anniversary!"
"Thank you, Sweetheart." Mom grins as she pours herself a cup of coffee from the pot I made.
"You two seem to be in a good mood." I observe as Dad takes out a frying pan to make eggs.
"Your father got a morning blowjob." Mom smirks, looking over at Dad.
"Courtney!" Dad hisses, his cheeks red as he looks between Mom and I.
"Your daughter is an adult now, Seth." Mom says firmly. "You need to get used to it."
"I don't want to." Dad sighs.
"Too bad, old man." I giggle.
"I'm just glad you don't have a boyfriend." Dad comments while making eggs. "Do you want any eggs, Marcia?"
"No, thank you." I respond with a shake of my head.
"A girl doesn't need a boyfriend to have a good time." Mom observes.
"I do NOT want to hear this." Dad states firmly, sounding genuinely annoyed for the first time. I know it's only because of Mom that he doesn't lock me in my room so I never see another boy.
"Okay, I'm sorry, Dear." Mom says, sitting across from me on her phone.
I continue eating my toast in silence while Dad finishes making eggs. He puts some onto two plates, one for him and one for Mom. Soon, all three of us are eating in silence, the awkwardness thick in the air as we all think about the end of the conversation.
"How do you guys feel about your anniversary being on Friday the thirteenth?" I ask while peering over my coffee cup.
"I'm not superstitious." Dad shrugs. "Doesn't matter to me."
"It's well known that bad things do happen on Friday the thirteenth." Mom points out.
"That's only because people expect those bad things to happen." Dad counters. "They keep an eye out, making note of every little thing that goes wrong. It's called observation bias."
"And that was called mansplaining." I giggle.
"Good girl!" Mom laughs, offering her hand for a high-five.
"Are you packed for the weekend, Courtney?" Dad asks, changing the subject.
"Almost." Mom confirms. "I just have to toss a couple more things in my suitcase."
"Why do you need a suitcase?" Dad frowns. "We're only gonna be gone for two nights, an overnight bag is fine."
"I need more room than that." Mom insists.
"Maybe don't bring thirty pairs of underwear?" Dad suggests.
"I could just not wear any underwear." Mom husks, giving Dad a sultry look.
"Perfect!" Dad grins. "Overnight bag, it is."
"Or," Mom begins, "suitcase full of stuff I need. Just no underwear."
Dad just sighs and shakes his head before returning to his eggs. He scarfs down his food as fast as he can so that he can start getting ready. Standing up, he downs the rest of his coffee and brings his plate and mug over to the sink.
"In a rush?" I ask.
"Yeah, I wanna get to work early so I can get as much done as possible before the weekend." Dad explains.
"Is it really worth staying in a hotel tonight? You'll be there late." I reason.
"It's worth it, I don't have to try to be quiet." Mom giggles.
"Yeah, right." I snort. "You haven't tried to be quiet in awhile."
"On that note, I'm going to get ready." Dad says, leaving the room.
Mom and I stay in the kitchen while Dad showers and gets ready for the day. Once we eat, I insist Mom stay in her seat while I do the dishes. As I'm finishing up, Dad comes in, fully dressed. He kisses Mom on the lips, gives me a hug, then rushes out the door to get to work.
"Do you have any plans tonight?" Mom inquires once Dad is gone.
"No, why?" I reply, shaking my head.
"I was thinking of going to the mall after work." Mom tells me. "I thought maybe you'd like to join me? I'll buy you dinner."
"You wanna go to the mall?" I frown in confusion. "Aren't I the teenager?"
"We had a great talk the last time we went to the mall!" Mom insists.
"We did." I nod. "It wasn't your anniversary, though."
"I'll be with your Dad all weekend." Mom shrugs. "I told him I was going to ask you, and that he could watch his dumb war movies while we're gone."
"That'll keep him happy." I grin.
"I thought you could help me pick out some nice lingerie to surprise your father with." Mom explains.
"That sounds fun!" I exclaim. "You're hot, so we'll have no trouble finding something you look great in."
"Thank you, Baby!" Mom smiles happily. "I feel a little guilty asking since you have finals next week, but I thought you could use the break."
"I'd like that." I confirm. "Sounds like a plan."
"Great!" Mom replies.
Mom and I take turns showering before getting dressed for work and school. I'm wearing jean shorts and a cute gray top. I hug Mom goodbye, and she promises to be home early. Then I place my backpack and purse on the passenger seat of my car so I can drive to school.
On the way, I stop at the gas station to fill up. In addition, while I already have an anniversary card, I need something to put in it. Heading into the small store attached to the gas station, I buy four different ten dollar lottery scratchers. Of course, I get carded.
I sign the sweet and romantic card I have, then stick the lottery scratchers inside. Stifling a yawn, I drive the rest of the way to school and park in the student lot. It isn't long before I'm with my fellow Slut-sisters, having our usual morning chat.
"Ugh, I can't wait until finals are over." Ashley complains loudly.
"Soon." I reply with a cheeky smile. "Then we have stressful college finals to look forward to."
"Bitch." Ashley grunts.
"Hazel, wake up!" Kayla suddenly snaps, nudging the tan girl.
"Huh, what?" Hazel mutters, opening her eyes and looking around.
"I think you fell asleep on your feet." Lexi snorts. "Impressive, by the way."
"Had to watch new series... so good..." Hazel mumbles while yawning.
"Just make sure to get plenty of sleep before finals." I advise. "You don't wanna be exhausted while sitting for an exam."
"Yes, Mom." the tan girl grunts.
"What's your plan after you give birth to my new baby brother or sister?" Kayla inquires with a raised eyebrow.
"Did you forget I helped raise my brothers?" Hazel counters with a defiant expression. "I helped them get to sleep, I made sure they were up for school, and I listened to their problems."
"You know you'll be up every couple hours to breast feed?" Ashley follows up with.
"You didn't do that with your brothers... I hope." Lexi adds, crinkling her nose.
"I didn't think of that." Hazel mumbles, looking down to hide her anxiety.
"Hey!" I exclaim, placing my hand on Hazel's shoulder. "Don't listen to them, you're gonna be an amazing Mom. You won't have to do it alone, either. You have Steven, and you have us."
"We're gonna be aunties!" Ashley grins, clapping her hands.
"Well, you will be. I'll be a big sister." Kayla sticks out her tongue.
"I'm not looking forward to getting fat." Hazel sighs, looking down at her flat stomach as she rubs it lightly.
"You won't be fat, you'll have a beautiful baby bump." I insist firmly.
"And bigger titties." Ashley smiles, holding her hands a few inches in front of her own breasts and making fake squeezing motions.
"You have a doctor's appointment next week, right?" Kayla inquires. "I'm sure they can give you some advice about dealing with the anxiety."
"Yeah, Steven is going with me." Hazel confirms.
"Will you be able to find out the sex?" Lexi asks.
"No." the tan girl shakes her head, making her long ponytail shake back and forth. "The earliest possible is fourteen weeks, usually. I'm not even ten weeks yet."
We spend the next few minutes trying to reassure Hazel. The long-haired girl is clearly very hormonal, and cries a bit, but she's mostly able to keep it together. Hazel tells us about her morning sickness, and that she isn't nauseated usually, but it will hit her out of nowhere.
"How's April, by the way?" I wonder at one point.
"Eh." Lexi shrugs. "She's okay, ups and downs."
"Do we have something to worry about?" Ashley frowns.
"I don't think so." Kayla shakes her head. "Her emotions are all over the place; one minute she says Stacey can never sleep with Daddy again, then she changes her mind, then April says she's gonna talk to me and make sure Daddy never touches me again."
"April insists she won't tell anyone, though." Lexi adds. "That's the big thing."
"It'll be sad if Kayla can't get anymore Daddy-dick." Ashley points out.
"Yeah, Steven really knows how to make a pussy purr." Hazel grins happily.
"Something we won't ever argue about." I giggle.
All five of us are concerned about what's going to happen with April. The government has no right to dictate what two consenting adults do behind closed doors, but they think they do. I suppose I agree with the argument that babies born via incest usually have birth defects, but with the new birth control pill, the risks are minuscule.
Heading into the main building, I start thinking about how few days I have left as a high school senior. I walk by the large deer statue every day, and I may never see it again. Sure, the fact that we're the harts is kind of ridiculous, but it feels really comforting right now. I smile at the large deer, giggling slightly at the fact that harts are supposed to be red deer, but the school colors are white and green.
I spend all of homeroom studying. I'm not alone, there are several other people poring over books and notes. Not everyone, of course. At least three people are sleeping, a couple more have their heads in their phones since the homeroom teacher doesn't care, and Camila is flirting with Noah.
First period is more reviewing for finals. I take detailed notes, with everything organized, and important information underlined. Second period is more of the same; reviews and notes. I do take a moment to reply to the Sluts in our group chat, though.
As I'm leaving my second class, I notice Ashley in the distance. Before I can approach her, she walks up to Katie and pulls the shorter blonde to the side. The two of them giggle, nodding happily. Seeing they're busy, I turn and find myself face-to-face with Shawn White.
"Oh! Sorry, Marcia." Shawn says as he nearly walks into me.
"Hi, Shawn." I reply with a friendly smile. "It's fine."
"How have you been?" he asks while we move aside to stand by the lockers.
"Fine. Busy with finals." I answer with a nod, holding a book to my chest as my backpack and purse straps dig into my shoulder. "You?"
"The same." Shawn confirms, an awkward tension in the air. "I've missed you."
"You see me every day at lunch." I remind him, looking up at him with my brown eyes.
"It's not the same." he sighs sadly. "We used to text and talk all the time. That stopped after, you know, Prom..."
"I know, I'm sorry." I mumble, unsure of what I'm sorry for.
"It's okay, I understand." Shawn says before letting out a breath. "Listen, I'm glad I ran into you. Um, are you still, ah...?"
"Yes. I am." I nod. "Nothing's changed."
"I just thought with, you know, graduating, you might wanna settle down." he shrugs nervously.
"Settle down?" I quote with a smirk. "Shawn, we're eighteen, not twenty-eight!"
"We are." Shawn admits with an anxious chuckle. "It's just that you deserve someone who will make you their number one priority."
"I'm not sure I know what you mean." I say, my voice hardening as I give him a chance to change what he's insinuating.
"You know, someone who treats you like you're important." Shawn replies, completely oblivious.
"I am important to them, Shawn." I roll my eyes, starting to get annoyed. "The five of us are incredibly close, we're always here for each other, and we don't judge. They're closer and more important to me than I can ever say. I'm sorry you think I'm a slut, but who I spread my legs for is my own business!"



"I don't think you're a slut!" he insists, raising his hands in a non-threatening gesture.
"Phones work both ways." I point out. "You could have kept texting me good morning, like you used to. You stopped. That was your choice! You stopped being my friend when you couldn't accept me for who I am!"
"Who you are?" Shawn gives me a disgusted look. "You aren't the type to sleep around! You're so sweet and quiet."
"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" I snap, my anger rising. "You didn't judge me when I confided in you after Prom!"
"I just, I, well, I just miss you!" he answers helplessly.
"Be my friend." I reply, some of my fury receding as I realize where this is coming from. "I'm sorry we can't be more, but you can't handle the way I choose to live. I'm not willing to change."
"I.." Shawn mumbles as he begins to deflate. "You know, I can't have this conversation right now."
"Fine." I hiss, still pretty upset. "See you at lunch. Try and have a better attitude."
I can't focus during my third class. I just zone out, my mouth slightly open and eyes glazed as I tap my pencil eraser against my notebook. While I believe everything I say in my conversation with Shawn, I can't help but think about his comment about settling down. My relationship with my Slut-sisters is important, and not something I'm ever willing to stop. Will I be able to find a guy who can share me like that?
My third class ends, and I shake my head to clear it, furious with myself for accomplishing nothing. Looking down at my notebook, I realize it's covered in the words Mrs. Marcia Thomson, which are written over and over again. I quickly rip out the page and crumple it before tossing it in the recycling.
Steven. I really am in love with him. I'm sure he loves me, but I don't mean as much to him as the others: Lexi, Nicole, Hazel, Stacey. I'm definitely not okay with fifth place. Am I heading for heart break? Don't I deserve a guy of my own?
Shy, quiet, reserved, Marcia. Always the responsible, level-headed one. I'm not the nymphomaniac redhead; a school dance and an amusement park are my only wild experiences. I'm not a smart accountant or a hot assistant. I'm also not a tan girl carrying the handsome man's baby. I'm just Marcia. I can never be with Steven, not the way I need.
I don't need more notches on my bedpost. I need a guy who is okay with me sleeping with Steven and the Sluts. That isn't Shawn. That will never be Shawn. I'm over him, but I don't know how I move forward. Do I just continue as I am, hoping the right guy runs into me and sweeps me off my feet? Fuck, I'm just thinking in circles!
Unable to relax, I run to the bathroom so I can do something spontaneous. Shutting myself in a stall, I lift my shirt and bra, exposing my breasts. I snap a picture of my titties and send it to Steven with a cute winking face emoticon. He replies that he misses my boobs, and I let him know he's welcome to titty-fuck me whenever he likes!
Kayla and Ian aren't the only ones late to lunch. Lexi teases the rich girl and her nerdy boyfriend while Shawn glances at me with an uncomfortable expression. A few minutes later, Ashley shows up while leading Josh, who has a happy grin on his face.
"Did someone have a nice time?" Hazel asks with a giggle.
"Um, yeah..." Josh smiles, his face bright red as he takes his seat.
"Don't be shy!" Ashley giggles. "I blew him in a janitor's closet."
We all start laughing as Josh looks down, his face so red that I'm sure he's burning. Well, almost all of us laughs. Shawn just takes a bite of his food, a sad look in his eyes. I'm still angry, but I also feel bad, I know he really cares about me. I completely respect his decision to not have sex with me Prom night, he wants love. It's amazing. He's a special guy. He and I just can't be a couple.
I actually find myself getting slightly wet at the thought of Ashley on her knees, sucking Josh off. I remember Ashley telling us about blowing Billy in the janitor's closet. It's nice that she is doing it with a guy she really cares about now. None of us are close to Billy at all anymore. I rub my thighs together as I imagine giving head to Steven somewhere we might get caught.
"So, Kayla, what did you and Ian get up to?" Lexi asks with a smirk.
"Nothing much." Kayla shrugs, feigning disinterest. "I bent over the teacher's desk and let him fuck me from behind."
"Mm, fun!" Hazel husks.
"I'm jealous!" Ashley adds. "I feel so empty right now..."
"Why did you leave the janitor's closet without getting stuffed?" Kayla wonders.
"Lunch is only so long." the stacked blonde sighs.
Thankfully, the sex talk soon dies out. We eat our food as fast as we can, all while reading our notes. It isn't easy for me to focus; I'm horny. I have plans with Mom, otherwise I might text Steven and ask if he has some free time for me. Oh well, another time.
My afternoon classes are pretty uneventful. More reviews, more notes, more reminders of the importance of our final grades, even though we already have college acceptances. I say hello to people in the hallways, knowing that I'll be on a new campus next year. At one point, Shawn does text me.
Shawn: I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be such a jerk, I just miss you.
Marcia: I understand. I do like you, and I'm sorry that we didn't work out.
Shawn: It's not your fault. You aren't doing anything wrong.
Marcia: Thank you for saying that.
Shawn: It's my problem that I can't handle the thought of you with someone else.
Marcia: Most people are like that, it's completely normal.
Shawn: Can we still be friends?
Marcia: Of course! I want to stay in touch, even after high school! :)
Shawn: I'm glad. Is it bad that I feel embarrassed about being the only virgin in the group?
Marcia: Hey! I offered you pussy, and you said no! ;) We're friends, we can joke!
Shawn: We can. :) And you did, I know.
Marcia: You're waiting for the right person. You thought I was her, but we know I'm not.
Shawn: Yeah...
Marcia: You'll find her. And she'll be one lucky woman!
Shawn: Thank you, Marcia.
Marcia: You're welcome. :)
The school day ends, and I send my mom a quick text to confirm that she's home. Hopping in my car, I drive home and see both my parents' cars in the driveway. Taking a deep breath, I open the front door slowly, and am relieved that both of my parental units are fully dressed.
"Hi, Marcia! How was school?" Mom asks as she walks into the living room.
"Fine." I shrug. "Are you ready to go?"
"Where are you going again?" Dad asks from the armchair, beer in hand while a war movie plays on the television.
"The mall. Like we told you this morning." Mom rolls her eyes. "Just a little girl bonding before our weekend."
"Don't spend a lot of money!" Dad calls out playfully.
"Oh, we're fine." Mom snorts.
"I'll try and control myself." I shake my head.
"Are you packed? We'll need to leave as soon as you get home." Dad follows up with.
"Just about." Mom answers.
"Overnight bag?" he wonders.
"Suitcase. Deal with it." Mom states, making me laugh.
"Fine." Dad sighs. "Have fun, girls. I love you both."
Mom and I express our love, and I run to my room to drop off my backpack. After using the bathroom, I return to the living room and find my parents making out in the armchair. Mom is sitting in his lap with her arms around his neck as he holds her close.
"That's enough." I say loudly, making them jump.
"Sorry, Marcia." Mom laughs, standing up. "Just giving your dad a preview of what's to come."
"I'll have her back soon, Dad!" I announce as Mom and I head for the door.
"Right. See you soon." Dad manages to say.
I chat with my mom the entire ride to the mall. We both talk about how open we are with each other now, and how great it is. I'm still a little grossed out at the thought of my parents doing it, but I'm sure they feel the same cringe when they think about me having sex. I'm growing up, and we all need to accept everything that means.
"Food or undies first?" Mom asks while we walk toward the mall entrance.
"Food?" I answer after a few seconds of thought. "I'm kind of hungry, and this way you'll be able to have a late night snack with Dad at the hotel."
"Maybe I'll be his late night snack." she suggests, giving me a playful hip-check.
"He any good at it?" I ask, wincing slightly in disgust.
"No complaints." Mom grins. "None at all!"
"Lucky you!" I giggle, trying to ignore the mental image.
We step inside the crowded mall and start heading down the central walkway, passing several stores. It's a Friday, and many adults are still working, as a result most of the shoppers are middle and high school students. Some might be in college. A few people recognize me and wave.
"Not embarrassed to be at the mall with your mother?" she wonders as we walk past a window with various outfits on display.
"Nah, my mom is sexy as hell!" I reply with a laugh as I wave to a guy in my AP Physics class.
"He's cute." Mom observes as he walks past us. "Who was that?"
"That was Frank." I answer. "He's in my Physics class, and yeah, I guess he's okay."
"Frank? You don't hear that name very often in young people." she comments as we approach the escalator leading to the second floor.
"Yeah, I actually thought everyone named Frank sprang into existence as a grumpy middle-aged man with a mustache." I shrug and smirk. "Then Frank moved here our Junior year."
"Is he seeing anyone?" Mom gently probes.
"Uh, not that I know of... why?" I reply with a frown.
"No reason." she shrugs nonchalantly. "I was just wondering if there were any cute guys you were interesting?"
"Not really." I roll my eyes. "Is this more of you trying to get me to sleep with someone other than Steven?"
"No, no!" Mom insists as we approach the food court. "I even said you don't have to be in a relationship to have a good time!"
"You did, but there's more to it." I challenge.
"There is." she admits with a sigh. "I'm still worried you're gonna get hurt. I know it's not just sex between you and Kayla's dad, and he's with so many girls."
"I know he is, but he still treats me like I'm special. Because, to him, I am special." I explain. "I know I'm not gonna marry him, but I promise he's not mistreating me at all. He's not leading me on."
"Okay, I'm sorry." Mom lets out a breath. "I know you're an adult. I don't have to hide my sex life from you, and you don't need to hide yours from me. I won't judge you."
"Thanks, Mom." I smile as we start checking out restaurants.
"Mexican?" she suggests, indicating the nearby restaurant.
"Nah, I feel like American greasy food." I reply.
"That place makes amazing wings." Mom points at the popular wing place on the other side of the food court.
"Sure, that works." I shrug and start walking.
"What about them? They're hot." Mom nods her head to indicate the trio of guys standing near a table.
"So, instead of Steven, would you rather I take those three college guys into the family restroom to gangbang me?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Of course not!" Mom laughs and shakes her head at my over the top comment. "I'm not trying to set you up, I promise. You're sleeping with Steven, I accept it. I'm just saying, look at the blond's butt. I'd love to take a bite out of that."
"Mom!" I exclaim, placing a hand over my mouth as I laugh. "Jeez! What about Dad?"
"Oh, your dad has an amazing ass, too." she says thoughtfully.
"How would he feel about you checking out guys half your age?" I counter.
"Sweetie, just because you're on a diet, doesn't mean you can't look at the dessert menu. And what cheesecake!" Mom starts giggling like a schoolgirl.
"Cheesecake? What does that even mean?" I whisper as we get in line behind a guy with brown hair.
"Oh. My. God." Mom gasps quietly, ignoring me completely as she indicates the guy in front of us. "That guy's butt... holy shit. You could make a meal out of that! Wow. I mean the college guys were great, but..."
My breath catches as the guy turns slightly, and I'm afraid he can hear us. Instead, however, he pulls his phone out of his pocket to look at it, allowing me to see the side of his face. My eyes widen as I realize I know this guy. Very well, in fact.
"Steven?!" I call out loudly.
"Hm?" Kayla's dad replies, turning to face us. "Oh, Marcia! Hi! And Courtney! Great to see you, too."
"Nice to see you, Steven." Mom smiles, her cheeks slightly red. "How have you been?"
"Excellent, thank you." he nods politely. "You?"
"No complaints." Mom answers. "Going away for the weekend with Seth for our anniversary."
"Happy anniversary!" Steven exclaims. "Going anywhere exciting?"
"Not really." she says. "Hotel with a casino. Some gambling, a few nice meals, nothing crazy."
"Well, I hope you have fun." he grins.
"What are you doing here?" I inquire with a frown. "Aren't you usually at work at this time?"
"Usually, yes." Steven answers as we move forward in line. "I left early to do some shopping, and I couldn't resist an order of cheese fries."
"Buying anything fun?" I follow up with.
"Uh, no, nothing." he replies a little too quickly. "Just needed a couple of things."
"How are Lexi and Kayla?" Mom asks, changing the subject.
"They're both doing very well." Steven confirms. "Stressed about finals, but excited for graduation."
"I can relate." I speak up, my eyes running all over his body, his chiseled face, his muscular arms. Delicious.
Steven turns to place his order, and I openly ogle his tight ass. Mom is right; a great butt, indeed. Unlike Mom, I know how it feels to hold onto that bum while he's thrusting into me, taking me, stretching my little hole with his massive, throbbing manhood while I shake in uncontrollable pleasure.
My mouth is practically watering when we approach the register, but it definitely is not from hunger. At least, not hunger for food. Mom and I place our orders while Steven stands at the soda machine and fills his cup with a dark, fizzy liquid.
Cups in hand, Mom and I walk over to the machine and fill our drinks. Then we stand beside Steven, talking about random things as we wait for our food. Once all three of us have our meals, we find a small table to sit at together, Mom and I on one side, Steven on the other.
Feeling frisky, I play footsie with Steven under the table. At one point, Mom glances over at me with an expression that says she's half-proud and half-concerned. Still, she doesn't say anything and just bites into another chicken wing.
"It was great seeing you both." Steven smiles after we toss our trash.
"You could stay with us?" I offer as various scenarios run through my mind. Forget the college guys, Steven can take me into the family restroom and fuck my brains out.
"I'm sorry, I can't." he winces sadly. "I have to pick up an order and head out."
"Oh. Okay." I frown. Dammit! No nookie in a bathroom for Marcia, I guess.
"It was great seeing you both." Steven smiles kindly.
"See you at the graduation party." Mom adds.
"Bye, Steven." I mumble, upset that I don't even get a hug.
The handsome man disappears as Mom and I start walking in the opposite direction. He's clearly hiding something, but what is it? Also, no hug? No kiss makes sense, I guess, Mom is here, but I at least deserve a hug!
"You okay, Honey?" Mom asks softly.
"I was just thinking..." I say quietly.
"About Steven?" she sighs while we walk past a cell phone store.
"Yeah..." I mumble, trying to find the words. "I just wanted a hug..."
"He probably was reluctant to show affection around me." Mom suggests before making a sound of annoyance. "And while I may have my reservations, I could tell he wanted you just from the way he looked at you."
"Really?" I inquire with bright eyes.
"Yes." she says, giving me a sideways glance. "He peeked down your shirt a couple of times, too."
"It's just..." I trail off, reluctant to admit it. "After my joke about the college guys, I was considering actually having him take me to the family bathroom for a quickie."
"Oh my..." Mom gasps loudly as people walk all around us. "And um, his butt, is it that nice without his pants on?"
"You have no idea." I state seriously.
"Now I kind of wish it happened." she admits with a blush.
"Really? A minute ago you were once again bringing up your concerns." I point out.
"Well, my wild college days are long behind me." Mom shrugs. "I may have done a lot of things I regret, but there was fun in there, too. Can't a woman live vicariously through her own daughter?"
"I suppose she can." I snort as we enter the store with the sexy underwear.
The first thing we notice when walking in is the large display of panties with a big sign explaining the current sale. They have all different colors and styles, as well as a few mannequins wearing cute undies. A college girl has a drawer open and is rummaging through the piles of frilly fabric while several other women of varying ages examine bras and lingerie.
In addition, there are two guys sifting through revealing garments. They look to be a little older than I am, nineteen, twenty? One of them is tall with light brown hair, while the other is a very handsome Asian man with very nice eyes and a charming smile.
"Where should we start?" Mom asks while looking around.
"Do you just want lingerie? Do you have any sexy undies?" I inquire, surprised that I'm not the slightest bit uncomfortable talking about this with my mother.
"I have a few lace and see-thru pieces, but not much else." she answers after thinking about it.
"Okay." I nod, biting my lower lip as I glance at the far wall. "Let's head to the back and see what we can find."
Approaching the back wall, we look up at the hanging lingerie. They have a complete collection of nighties and teddies. Thinking about Mom, if someone doesn't look at our faces, it's easy to get us confused. We're built mostly the same; average height, slim, C-cup breasts, light skin, dark hair, and brown eyes.
"I think color is more important than style." Mom comments, tapping her chin. "I mean, do guys really care where the cut outs are or anything like that?"
"I don't know, I bought a red piece that Steven loved." I say, smiling at the memory. "It has a diamond cut out to show off my belly."
"Oh, that sounds cute!" she replies, turning to give me an appraising look. "Still, maybe it being red helped. I think red would look amazing on you."
"Well, it would look even better on you, sexy lady!" I giggle, noticing Mom actually is wearing a red shirt. She's also dressed in jean shorts, like I am. "Shall we find something red for you?"
Mom agrees, and we start sifting through the various pieces, some more revealing than others. While we're shopping, I once again notice the two guys as they move closer to us. At first, I think they're just being perverts, but from their conversation, it seems like the Asian guy is helping his tall friend pick out something to give his girlfriend.
"How about this one?" Mom asks, holding up a long one piece.
"It's not red." I observe.
The vintage-looking lingerie is light pink, and made of satin. It isn't see-thru at all, but it should fall to just below Mom's butt, showing off her sexy legs. Spaghetti straps and a push-up bra will put my Mom's assets on full display. The bra cups also have the cutest cherry blossoms embroidered on them.
"No, but I love it!" she exclaims, lifting it slightly to show me. "It's teasing, while still leaving something to the imagination. And look! It comes with matching panties!"
"You should try it on!" I suggest. "The dressing room is right over there."
"Okay, but let's find something for you to try on." Mom adds.
We spend the next few minutes looking for something I can wear. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see the two guys trying to subtly check me out. Feeling naughty, I bend forward to give them a nice look at my jean-clad bum. Standing up, I smirk when I realize that the tall guy is actually checking out Mom! I hope she notices!



"This is really cute!" I announce, a pink babydoll nightie to my chest.
The nightie is made of dotted mesh, allowing a nearly-unobstructed view of my flat stomach. It has spaghetti straps, and a ruffle across the cups to conceal my nipples from view. The skirt should hang down so that it is just barely covering my butt. Like Mom's, the set comes with matching underwear.
"I like it." she nods, a contemplative expression on her face. "You have red, though. Maybe get the white one instead? It's the color of innocence."
"I'm not innocent." I wink suggestively.
"Yeah, yeah, I know." Mom rolls her eyes. "Just try the white one."
"Fine." I stick out my tongue cutely.
Giggling cutely, I put down the pink one and find the same style in white. Mom and I head straight into the changing area and slip into the two stalls directly in front of us. I immediately get naked and put on the lingerie, the protective plastic insert cold against my labia.
I spend a couple minutes checking myself out in the mirror. Holding on to the edges of the skirt, I lift them up as I bend my knees and pose cutely. Then I decide to get back at Steven for not being here. Grabbing my phone, I take a picture of myself in the full-length mirror. My flat stomach and cute belly button look great behind the mesh, and my nipples are only hidden thanks to the white ruffles. I send the picture to Steven.
Marcia: Bet you wish you'd come with us now! ;)
Steven: You look good enough to eat. :P
Marcia: If you're still at the mall, maybe you can find me. You might even get a little treat...
Steven: In public? Why Marcia, aren't you being bold!
Marcia: You are my Master; I live to serve!
Steven: I'm really hard right now.
Marcia: I want you. I want you to see me, touch me, hold me. I want you inside me.
Steven: I love being inside you. I love feeling your warm body against mine.
Marcia: Fuck me. Please. Fuck me. I need you.
Steven: I want to cum inside you.
"Marcia!" Mom's voice calls out, making me jump. "How are you doing in there?"
"Good!" I reply quickly. "You?"
"I don't know, I feel a little self-conscious." she admits with a sigh.
"I'm sure you're a knockout! Let me see!" I instruct as I put my phone in my purse and open the door to my dressing room.
The floor is cold beneath my bare feet as I walk over to Mom's dressing room and stand in front of it. Before I can knock, the door opens and my Mom steps out. My jaw drops. Courtney Moore is fucking sexy! A big crosses my face as my eyes explore her body; her shapely legs, her large breasts, her smooth skin.
"What do you think?" Mom asks nervously.
"I think you are the definition of a MILF!" I announce happily.
"Thanks, I, uh, I think..." she frowns, looking over my shoulder.
"What is it?" I wonder in confusion.
"Those boys are checking you out." Mom tells me.
I turn my upper body so I can look over my shoulder. My eyes lock with the handsome Asian guy, who immediately blushes and turns away. Their is a huge display that looks right into the changing rooms, and since Mom and I are in the first two rooms, us standing outside those rooms in lingerie lets the guys see us.
"Well, one of them is checking me out." I reply, turning back to face Mom. "The tall one is more interested in you."
"In a middle-aged lady?" she asks quizzically. "Yeah, right."
"You're beautiful, Mom." I state sincerely. "You've always been beautiful, and you always will be."
"Thank you, Honey." Mom smiles gratefully. "But I can't compete with an eighteen year old high school senior."
"Apparently, you can." I counter while gesturing behind me. "Just ask the guy over there."
"Oh, I'm sure he just has a mother and daughter fantasy or something." she says dismissively. "He'd choose you over me in a heartbeat."
Crossing my arms over my chest, I take a long, hard look at my mother. She's too damn gorgeous to be so self-conscious, so I'm guessing her age is the reason. I want to convince her that she can still draw the admiring glances of guys of all ages. So, I take a deep breath and do something completely out of character.
"Be right back." I say, spinning and walking away.
"Where are you going?" Mom calls after me.
Ignoring my mother, I walk the ten feet through the store in my revealing babydoll nightie. I have a confident look on my face as I hold my gaze on the two guys. Inside, however, my heart is hammering. I'm not Ashley, I don't do crazy shit like this!
"Hi." the tall guy says carefully.
"Uh, w-we're just looking for something for Charles' girlfriend." the Asian guy stammers.
"Relax." I snort. "We know you were checking us out. You guys aren't very discreet."
"I have a girlfriend." Charles points out.
"I know, your friend mentioned her." I smirk, my heart still racing as a blush colors my cheeks.
"I-I'm Kwan." the Asian guy mumbles nervously as he tries, and fails, to not look at my tits.
"Marcia." I respond, trying to remind myself that what I'm wearing really isn't any more revealing than a bikini. "Can you come with me, please?"
"Why?" Charles wonders.
"Please, just do it before I cry and run away." I state plainly, turning around and walking back to the changing rooms.
"Marcia, what's going on?" Mom wonders when I walk up to her.
"You'll see." I say to Mom as I stand beside her and turn to face the guys while placing a hand on her shoulder. "Do you two think my Mom's hot?"
"I have a girlfriend." Charles reminds me once again as the two boys stand in front of us.
"I'm not asking you to sleep with her, she's married!" I retort. "Do you think she's hot?"
"I think you're both beautiful." Kwan says, his eyes still on my chest.
"Thank you, Kwan." I nod happily before directing my gaze at the tall one. "Charles, I know you were checking out my Mom."
"F-fine, I was." Charles admits. "I, uh, think you're really pretty."
"Thank you." Mom smiles cutely, her cheeks pink. "You're a very handsome young man, your girlfriend is lucky."
"I'm single." Kwan points out while shifting uncomfortably.
"Mom, do you still want to live vicariously through me?" I ask, my voice cracking as my courage threatens to fail me.
"Maybe a little bit." she giggles, holding up her thumb and forefinger, both less than an inch apart.
"Well, since Kwan probably knows nothing about picking out lingerie," I begin, talking really fast, "why don't you get dressed and help Charles pick something out for his girlfriend? Kwan and I will hang out."
"R-really?" Kwan stammers.
"My baby really is all grown up." Mom comments, looking at me with affection, and a little reluctance.
"Ignoring that, let's go!" I exclaim, grabbing Kevin's hand and pulling him into the dressing room before I chicken out.
"Uh, that's my room!" Mom calls out.
Scrambling around the small changing room, I gather up my mother's things in my arms. I briefly open the door and press Mom's stuff into her arms before shutting the door again. Then I turn to face the very happy guy, an anxious expression on my face.
"We don't have to do this if you're not comfortable." Kwan says, rightly interpreting my expression.
"Sometimes a girl just needs to embrace her inner slut." I respond as I walk up to him, grab him by the back of the head with both hands, and pull his face down so I can kiss him.
Kwan places his hands on my waist, his fingers pressing the mesh of my nightie against my skin. I release a throaty moan as I push my tongue into his mouth. Our bodies are soon pressed together as I make out with this guy, who is a complete stranger.
I quickly realize that Kwan is a gentleman, happy to take things at my pace. His fingers do caress me, but he's careful to avoid the naughty parts. As our tongues wrestle, I decide to escalate things by reaching my hand between his legs and cupping his bulge.
Accurately reading my obvious signals, Kwan reaches one hand up to cup my breast. When I moan in response, he grows more bold and slips his hand into the cup of my babydoll nightie. I gasp into his mouth when I feel my hard nipple press against his palm.
Dropping both hands to his waist, I quickly unbuckle Kwan's belt and unbutton his jeans. Once his zipper is down, I yank his jeans down to his ankles so I can fish his erection out of his boxer briefs. My small hand closes around his shaft, and I can feel him throb powerfully in my grip.
Kwan is single, and he's just an average guy. Sure, he's really cute, but he doesn't have a dozen hot babes throwing themselves at him. He's doesn't love four women more than he loves me. Granted, he doesn't love me or know me, but still, I have all the power here. He wants me. Only me.
We make out and fondle each other for a couple minutes, and I soon find myself with my back against the wall of the changing stall. Breaking our kiss, Kwan trails hot, wet kisses down my neck as I tilt my head back and moan loudly. The entire time, I maintain my grip on his cock, giving him a nice handjob.
Cupping my breasts together, the cute guy kisses all along my cleavage before slurping a pink nipple into his mouth. I groan loudly and bury a hand in his hair, my hand freezing on his dick as I start to lose focus. All my positive reactions give Kwan confidence, and he pushes a hand between my legs and past my panties.
I bite my lip to keep from crying out as two fingers push into my steamy cunt. His tongue is rapidly flicking my nipple, making me shudder in pleasure. I do my best to stroke him, struggling to stay on task as my pussy floods with moisture.
A blowjob at an amusement park, getting fingered at the school dance, a one night stand at Kayla's birthday pool party, and my disastrous hook up with Tom in Bermuda. My only really wild experiences that don't involve Steven.
I struggle to keep my mind on the present as thoughts of Steven fill my head. Despite the fact that a cute guy has his fingers in my pussy, I can only think of my friend's father. The man I remember visiting me in the hospital after the removal of my tonsils as a little girl. My feelings for him really only reach this level now that we're intimate.
Intimacy. Something I crave, despite being so shy and reserved. Let's face it, I think Kwan is cute, I think Tom is cute, but there is still something missing. Something I need. A connection. I don't judge girls like Brittney or Ashley for loving hook ups. It's just not me.
"I, uh, I can't do this." I manage to gasp out as I release Kwan's manhood.
"Is something wrong?" he asks against my boob.
"It's just, I don't really know you." I mumble, lightly pushing on his chest. "I'm sorry, I thought I could do this, but I can't."
"Hey, it's fine, no pressure!" Kwan insists as he pulls his fingers out of me and backs away. "Sorry if I pushed too hard."
"No, you're fine!" I exclaim as I put my breast back into the frilly white bra cup. "Sorry for kind of leaving you with blue balls."
"You can change your mind at any time." he replies, putting his penis away. "Though I reserve the right to take care of this on my own when I get home."
"Well, you're welcome to think about me!" I laugh cutely.
"Oh, I will. I promise." Kwan nods before swallowing weakly. "Could I get your number? Maybe we can stay in touch? I'd love to ask you out sometime."
"I'd love to get to know you better." I agree happily. "Maybe I'll even say yes if you ask."
"Great! Thank you!" he grins widely while pulling his phone out of his pocket.
"My phone is with my purse in the other changing room." I tell him as I realize that Mom's shirt is still in this stall.
With my face bright red, I grab Mom's shirt and step out of the changing room with Kwan. Mom and Charles are standing back by the entrance to the changing rooms, and Charles is holding a cute green negligee. My mom is holding on to the light pink lingerie, clearly intending on buying it. Charles gives his friend a thumbs up while Mom looks at me with some pride, and some shock that her baby girl is so wild.
"His girlfriend has green eyes." Mom states simply, gesturing at the lingerie Charles is holding.
"And you're wearing my shirt." I point out, realizing Mom is in my gray shirt.
"You didn't give me mine, I didn't have a choice." she shrugs. "Just wear mine."
Shaking my head, I step into the other changing stall. I take off my babydoll nightie and slip on my bra and panties. After buttoning up my jean shorts, I pull Mom's red top over my head, thankful that she and I are so similar in build and bust. I'm still so fucking horny, I pull my phone out of my purse and send a text.
Marcia: Still at the mall?
Steven: Yes, I was just about to leave. I had to wait longer than I thought.
Marcia: For what.
Steven: Just something I had special ordered.
Marcia: Whatever. Just meet me at the food court. Please.
Steven: Sure. :)
After exchanging numbers with Kwan, the four of us stand awkwardly in line. Charles buys the green negligee for his girlfriend, and Mom buys both her light pink lingerie with the cherry blossoms, as well as my white babydoll nightie. The cashier gives me a knowing look as she rings up both items, making me blush yet again. We say goodbye to the boys and go our separate ways.
"So, how did it go?" Mom asks as she wraps an arm around my shoulders and squeezes my upper arm.
"You'll have to get your thrills elsewhere, I'm afraid." I reply with a wince.
"Something wrong? I thought you liked him?" she inquires, releasing my shoulder so we can walk through the mall.
"I guess I just need to feel a real connection with the guy to enjoy it." I admit with a sigh. "We exchanged numbers, but I can't just hook up. I've tried it, it's not the same."
"I understand completely." Mom nods while throwing me an approving look. "I remember all the empty sex I had in college, your father is a thousand times better. It isn't because he's such an amazing lover, it's because we love each other."
"I'm glad you two have that." I smile, before looking nervously at Mom. "Could we swing by the food court before leaving?"
"Why?" she wonders.
"I texted Steven." I admit with a shy grin. "The family bathroom has a lock."
"Oh." Mom states simply. "Marcia, are you sure? You're just going to get more and more attached to him."
"I'm sure." I confirm. "I don't know what will happen tomorrow, all I know is that the way he looks at me makes me feel special. The way he touches me makes me explode in describable pleasure. He doesn't lie to me, and I know he cares about me. He always has, and he always will, even if we stop having sex."
"Okay." she lets out a breath. "I can't deny that he's a very kind man. Just do what you can to protect your heart."
"I will." I promise as we approach the food court.
It's closer to dinnertime now, so the food court is much more full. There are long lines at the various restaurants, and the tables are packed with people. Mom and I walk around for several minutes, trying to find Steven, but not seeing him anywhere.
"Looking for me, Cutie?" Steven's smooth voice says.
Looking sideways, I see Steven stepping up behind my mother, his hand around her waist as he presses himself against her from behind. Leaning in, he plants several kisses against Mom's smooth neck, making her tilt her head back instinctively.
"Mm!" Mom moans involuntarily, her voice giving her away.
"Shit! Sorry, sorry!" Steven jumps back as he realizes his mistake.
"Very graceful, Steven." I smirk, not even trying to hold back my amusement.
"Ah, weren't you wearing gray earlier, Marcia?" he asks with a wince.
"I was, long story." I answer, sticking out my tongue cutely as I place one hand on my hip.
"Sorry again, Courtney." Steven winces. "I probably shouldn't have done that either way..."
"It's fine." Mom swallows weakly, her cheeks red. "I know about you two, and while I'm worried, I understand."
"Thanks, I, uh, just saw Marcia, or who I thought was Marcia, and couldn't resist." he explains, causing butterflies to flutter in my stomach.
"Just go fool around like two horny teenagers, and let an old woman get her vicarious thrill." she laughs, waving us away.
"You're not old!" Steven and I insist at the same time, causing all three of us to laugh as people mill about.
Mom gets herself a drink and sits down at a vacant table, still looking a little dazed. Steven grabs my hand and, after throwing my Mom a guilty expression, drags me off toward the restrooms. Thankfully, the family restroom is vacant, and I'm soon locked inside with the sexy man.
Taking charge, Steven immediately grabs me, making me squeak and drop my purse. With one hand at my lower back and the other in my hair, the handsome guy presses his lips against mine. My hand squeezes his thick bicep as we kiss passionately. Steven drops his shopping bag, completely lost in kissing me.
"That picture was so hot." Steven breathes between kisses. "You got me so hard."
"I'm so wet for you!" I gasp back, my breasts squishing against his chest. "I need you! I need your cock!"
"It's ready for you, Baby." he replies smoothly, his hand slipping lower to squeeze my butt.
"I want to feel you throbbing in my throat." I purr sexily, struggling to talk and make out at the same time.
"I love feeling your mouth on me." Steven groans, his hardness pressing against me as we grind.
Lust finally overtakes me completely, and I am consumed by the need to feel Steven's massive dick. I break our kiss and squat in front of him, my eyes locked on his crotch as my fingers quickly work to open his pants. Swearing under my breath, I'm finally able to yank down his pants and boxer briefs, freeing the most perfect penis in the world.
"Can I give you a blowjob, Master?" I ask in a small voice as I look up at Steven with my big, brown eyes.
"You may." he nods, indicating his permission.
My mouth is practically watering as I wrap my fingers around Steven's big dick. Holding him at the base, I stroke him a few times before leaning forward and opening my mouth wide. I hum happily when my lips clamp down on him and I can feel the salty taste of his skin on my tongue.
Steven buries both his hands into my dark hair as I begin bobbing my head on him. With one hand on his thigh, I stroke the bottom half of his cock while my lips work the top half. As I suck, my tongue bathes his manhood, stimulating his nerves and covering his skin in my saliva.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moan as I suck dick in a mall bathroom.
"That feels so fucking good!" he groans, looking down at me so he can admire my brown eyes, my little nose, and my cock-filled mouth.
I slide my hand down to cup his balls as the fingers of my other hand clench at his bare thigh. His green eyes are full of lust and affection. This is it. This is the connection. I can feel it. I need more. I need to feel him in me, taking me, claiming me as his own.
Giving his cock a few final sucks, I pull my mouth off him. Giving his tip a quick kiss, I look up at this incredible man. His hands cup my face, thumbs lightly caressing my cheeks as he smiles down at me, his hardness inches from my face.
"I've been a bad girl." I husk, the simple statement making my pussy gush. "I need to be punished."
"Going down on a guy in a mall bathroom while your mother waits for you is pretty dirty." Steven smirks down at me.
"I don't want to be able to walk tomorrow." I tell him as I stand up and unbutton my jean shorts. "So, fuck me as hard as you can!"
Turning to face the wall, I drop my jean shorts and panties to my knees. Placing both hands on the restroom wall, I stick out my naked ass, my legs slightly spread. I toss my hair back and look over my shoulder, my brown eyes smoldering.
"Are you sure?" he asks, clearly in shock at how aggressive I'm being.
"Yes!" I hiss, squirming in anticipation. "Fuck my cunt! Fuck me like you own me!"



Nodding rapidly, Steven shuffles up behind me, his hand wrapped around his hard cock. I turn to face the bathroom wall as I feel his tip press against my labia. As Steven thrusts forward, I push my ass backward, allowing the first few inches to enter my love tunnel.
"Fuck!" Steven groans as he feels my tightness.
"Deeper!" I beg loudly, wanting to take all of him. I want, no, I need every last inch.
Gripping my narrow waist in his large hands, Steven slams his entire length into me. My fingers clench desperately at the wall as I brace myself, completely overwhelmed by feeling completely stuffed with cock. His balls rest against my clit as he takes a moment to enjoy having his manhood encased in warm, vaginal flesh.
"Holy shit, you're tight!" he gasps in a manly voice.
Then, he's fucking me. He's fucking me hard and fast. It takes me less than thirty seconds to throw back my head and cum on his big dick. Then I'm begging him to spank me and pull my hair. He complies immediately, slapping my ass before grabbing a fistful of dark hair and fucking me with a steady rhythm.
"I need more!" I announce a minute later, not even bothering to be quiet. "Grab my titties! Pinch my nipples!"
Releasing my hair, Steven slides his hands up my shirt, pushing the red fabric up my body. And exposing my flat stomach Then his hands are sliding up my bra, and my eyes roll back in my head when I feel him grab both of my boobs in his strong grip.
"I love your tits." he comments while squeezing my breasts.
"Fuck me! Fuck me harder!" I beg, my ass pushing back to meet each thrust. "Use me! You're gonna make me cum again!"
Holding onto my boobs, Steven slams his entire length into me again and again and again. I orgasm three times in rapid succession, my vision actually fading as I nearly pass out from overwhelming pleasure. It's the dirtiest, hottest sex. I love it!
"Where do you want me to cum?" Steven asks, his voice strained.
"In my mouth!" I moan loudly, my sweaty hair clinging to my face as I struggle to keep myself braced against the wall. "I wanna taste you! I wanna swallow your cum!"
"Okay. Okay!" he agrees.
He thrusts into me another dozen times or so before pulling out. As his hands release my breasts and exit my shirt, I don't need to be told what to do. Spinning around, I drop to my knees and don't hesitate to shove his cock into my willing mouth.
I keep one hand on his hip as the other slides up his shirt to clench at his abs. Looking up at him, I bob my head rapidly, my tongue lapping up my own pussy juice as his cock throbs. His hands are back in my hair, encouraging my motions.
Steven starts breathing faster, taking short breaths as his erection throbs. I can feel his stomach tense against my clenching fingers, and I know that his release is imminent. My cheeks cave in as I suck as hard as I can while making the sexiest moaning and gagging noises.
"MM! MM! MM!" I groan as I feel saliva bubbling at the corners of my mouth.
"Marcia!" he warns, his fingers twisting in my hair.
I think I have a tiny orgasm when the first rope of cum hits the back of my throat. My head continues to bob as the next blast catches the roof of my mouth. Then a third shot spills across my tongue, allowing me to fully enjoy the taste of hot semen.
When the last few drops leak out onto my tongue, I slowly pull off of his cock, being careful not to spill a drop. Tilting my head back and opening my mouth, I show Steven his load. Feeling especially kinky, I keep my eyes on him as I lift a hand to my mouth and grab some of the sticky fluid between my fingers. Lifting his cum, I let it drip off my fingers and back into my mouth. Only then do I close my mouth and swallow.
"I love swallowing your cum." I purr sexily. "It makes me so fucking wet!"
"That was amazing." he gasps between breaths, obviously as overwhelmed as I am.
Steven and I stare at each other for several seconds, me on my knees as he looks down at me. We both start laughing softly, then I stand up and hug him tightly. Sadly, we can't stay here forever, so we fix our clothes and leave the family restroom.
I blush and avert my eyes, when I realize a few people figured out about the bathroom hook up. Fortunately, it's no one I know. Steven just takes my hand and leads me through the food court until we find my mother sitting at a table and playing on her phone.
"Did you two kids have fun?" Mom asks with a raised brow.
"Hey! I'm not much younger than you." Steven points out.
"Don't remind me." Mom sighs.
"Right, sorry." he winces, his hand holding onto the large shopping bag from the mall department store.
"It's fine, we both have to accept our kids are adults now, don't we?" she replies, putting her phone away as she stands up.
"Yeah, it isn't easy." Steven chuckles lightly. "I can't believe my baby girl is going to college."
"I know, it's crazy." Mom shakes her head. "Feels like just yesterday we were changing diapers, doesn't it?"
"It does." he smiles, nodding in agreement.
The three of us talk for a few more minutes, but we soon acknowledge that we need to get going. Saying goodbye to Steven, I make one last attempt to see inside his shopping bag, since I know there's something from another store hidden in there, but he expertly deflects me. Then Mom and I get in her car so we can head back to the house.
"How was it?" Mom asks me as she pulls out onto the street.
"How much detail do you want?" I wonder, looking at her carefully.
"I'm not s- you know what? Fuck it. We're both grown women." she responds, making her decision. "Details!"
"I was so damn horny." I begin with a blush. "I got on my knees and sucked his big dick. Then I bent over and demanded he fuck me. I came so many times. He asked where I wanted him to cum, and I begged to swallow it, which I did."
"Wow." Mom gasps before falling silent.
I'm afraid that I'm making her uncomfortable again, so I look at her to try and figure out what she's thinking. There's clearly some discomfort on her face, but that quickly fades. When she starts breathing heavily, I realize she's fantasizing about sex. Big time!
"Horny?" I suggest with a smirk.
"You have no idea." she replies.
"I do, actually." I giggle.
"Do NOT tell your father why he's getting so lucky tonight." Mom states firmly. "Holy shit, Steven can kiss! And he only had his lips on my neck for a second. I'm gonna need to change panties when we get home, these are soaked."
"He definitely does know how to use his tongue." I agree as I think about his tongue on my clit.
"Mm, your father is doing that tonight, that's for sure!" she presses her lips together and nods.
We soon fall silent, both lost in our own thoughts. I love how close Mom and I are now. She still struggles with accepting my sexuality sometimes, but she is clearly able to fight through it. I mean, she is okay with me getting fucked while she waits in the food court. Her discomfort will take awhile to completely fade, but we are definitely becoming friends now that I'm an adult and don't need as much parenting.
"Does Dad know about Steven and I?" I ask as we get closer to home.
"I don't know." Mom answers slowly. "He and I had a few long talks about you. I told him about you and I agreeing to be open and honest with each other, and he reluctantly agreed to stay out of things. He made it clear that he respects that you are an adult, but he does not want any details."
"Sounds like he's convinced himself that he can pretend I'm a virgin as long as he doesn't know for sure." I observe.
"Yes, I agree." she nods. "Obviously he knows about Lexi and Hazel. You remember Prom as well as I do."
"Yeah, Hazel loudly announcing she was pregnant probably scared him." I wince.
"It scared us both." Mom admits. "Kids are great when you're ready for them, but it's more than just being emotionally mature enough, you need to be financially stable. You aren't."
"I know, Mom." I insist. "I take my pill every day."
"Good." she smiles softly. "I know Steven can afford to take care of kids, but I don't want to see you dependent on him."
"I don't want that either. I want a career of my own." I remind my mother. "Oh, and I got Kwan's number, by the way."
"Are you gonna see him again?" Mom probes gently.
"No clue."I shrug. "I'll respond to his texts and see where things go."
"One day at a time." she responds, saying it for herself as much as me.
Mom parks the car in the driveway and we both walk inside. Dad waves from his spot on the armchair, looking like he's been in the same position for a couple hours. He doesn't even notice we're wearing each others shirts, which is probably for the best.
I follow Mom into the master bedroom so we can exchange shirts. Then I go to my own room so she can finish packing. I take the anniversary card out of my purse and go to the living room to wait until both of my parents are here.
"Ready to go?" Dad asks.
"Just about." Mom nods, dropping her suitcase in the living room. "Where's your suitcase?"
"My overnight bag is in my car already." he answers.
"Before you guys go, I got you a card." I say, holding it out. "Happy anniversary!"
"Oh, thank you, Honey!" Mom smiles, taking the card and going to sit in Dad's lap to open it.
"You didn't have to spend your money on lottery scratchers!" Dad insists when they open the card. "They're just a waste of money."
"I save up the allowance you give me." I shrug. "Besides, Mom likes scratching them."
"Two for each of us, Babe?" Mom offers.
"Sure, just let me put your suitcase in the car first." Dad answers.
Mom gets out of his lap so he can stand up and grab her suitcase. As Dad walks out the front door with the suitcase, Mom sits on the couch with the tickets and a coin. She scratches two tickets on the coffee table, grimacing after each one.
"Losers. Both of them." Mom sighs. "Oh well, I'll let your father scratch the others."
Pulling out my phone, I text the Sluts, letting them know about my hook up with Steven. Ashley is jealous, while Kayla, Lexi, and Hazel all acknowledge that they'll be taking him for a ride soon enough. I just giggle and shake my head as Dad returns.
"You lost?" he asks with a smirk. "Shocking."
"If you hate these things so much, I can scratch both of yours!" Mom teases, sticking out her tongue.
"You can scratch one of them." Dad smiles, walking over to the couch to kiss the top of Mom's head.
"Thanks!" she grins.
They sit side-by-side on the couch and each scratch a ticket while I browse social media on my phone. A few classmates are posting about how nice of a day it is, and that they are upset they have to study for finals. I agree completely!
"Another loser." Mom pouts, tossing the ticket away. "Anyway, Marcia, we left you some extra cash on the table in case you want to go out or order food."
"Thanks, Mom." I reply with a smile.
"Oh, and I know you'll be studying most of the weekend, but try and get some sun." she adds. "Poring over books all weekend is great, but you need fresh air, too."
"I know." I say. "I don't have any plans right now, but I'll find something to do at some point."
"Okay, we both love you, and we'll text you when we get to the hotel." Mom smiles. "You ready, Seth? Seth?"
Mom and I both turn to look at Dad. He's sitting on the couch, holding the last ticket in his hands and staring at it with a completely blank expression on his face. Mom clears her throat, but he doesn't respond at all, not a sound, not a single movement.
"Dad, you okay?" I call out softly as he turns his head away from the ticket to look at me. "Dad?"
"We won a million dollars." Dad replies in an emotionless voice.
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Hey guys, here's a cast of characters for Birthday Pool Party! I received a request to create a cast of characters that could be referenced later on. I thought it was a great idea, so I went with it. If you haven't read Birthday Pool Party yet, you might want to wait to read this, as it does contain minor spoilers. I tried to avoid mentioning any plot points, and I described the characters as they are as of Chapter 01. Please note that Birthday Pool Party is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Introduction~
When I first started writing Birthday Pool Party in 2022, I had no idea that I would be working on it for well over a year and that it would continue for dozens of chapters. It all started with a dream I had about a freckled redhead in a light blue bikini. Which was strange, since I never remember my dreams! Either way, I feel like I have really grown as a writer thanks to Birthday Pool Party.
I made a lot of mistakes, especially during the beginning of the story. If I knew how long the story would be, I definitely would have come up with a different title! However, I really love the characters and this entire world. I hope to continue exploring the character's lives in other works in the future. We'll see where things go!
I write in a world with out sexually transmitted infections(STI's). This is a fantasy world, and STI's suck, so why should they exist in a fantasy world? In addition, this world has an amazing form of birth control that is over 99% effective, and essentially stops menstruation. This enables characters to engage in sexual behavior that would be considered very risky if they occurred in real life. Also, there are a lot of characters, and keeping track of every woman's cycle would be a nightmare! I repeat, this is a fictional world!
About Birthday Pool Party; the story begins on Saturday March 15, 2025. Now, I wasn't very meticulous with dates in earlier chapters, so there might be some inaccuracies. This should be resolved in later chapters.
The story is set in the fictional city of Ashwood, California, which is located in Southern California. Most of the main characters are seniors in high school when the story begins, and they all attend Adrienne Dennis High School. You may recognize the name, which is a tribute to an amazing author, which is used with permission.
Everyone in the story who engages in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old. The characters all have families, and, as a result, there are definitely characters in the story who are younger than eighteen. However, none of the characters under eighteen will engage in any sexual activity, nor will they be placed in any sexual situations.
For this cast of characters, I plan to split it into three sections. The first will be Main Characters. These are characters who will appear in most chapters, and most of them will have their own Point of View sections. The exception to this is Lexi, who is the only main character to never get a point of view section.
Second is Supporting Characters. They are important to the story, but are not Point of View characters. They could be siblings or lovers of main characters, or just prominent people in the world. Either way, their sections won't be quite as fleshed out.
Finally, we have the Minor Characters. These characters might only appear a couple of times. Maybe they'll only be mentioned once. Their inclusion in this chapter is mainly so the reader can reference them later on and be aware that they exist. This will be a long list, and I may add to it later. For the most part, I'll include very little information about them in their descriptions, since they just aren't that prominent. At least not yet.
In conclusion, this cast of characters is meant to be a reference for Birthday Pool Party. There absolutely will be information below that the reader might not find out until later chapters of the story. The spoilers will be minimal, but they do exist. There may even be information that has not been explicitly stated in the story itself. If you have not read Birthday Pool Party at all yet, you might want to skip this chapter and only come back later when you need to reference who someone is. You've been warned. Also, if you are new to Birthday Pool Party, please don't judge me too harshly on earlier chapters! I like to think the story comes into its own further down the line. Thank you to everyone who has read Birthday Pool Party, and to everyone who will read it in the future. I appreciate you all!
-Witty
~Main Characters~
Steven Thomson -- Date of Birth: 29 September, 1984.
Description: 6'0", muscular, brown hair, green eyes.
Steven is a self-made man who used a modest inheritance to start a company known as Thomson Finance. Having lost his wife over ten years ago, Steven can be considered a very sad man. Still, his daughter, Kayla, is the light of his life. Despite his devotion to Kayla, Steven is not a controlling parent. He respects Kayla's right to run her own life. The youngest of three, Steven is estranged from most of his family. Steven loves video games, reading, and board games, although the Sunday Family Game Night was abandoned after the death of Aria Thomson. While he does workout every day, Steven isn't a big fan of sports, especially golf. He also loves country music.
Kayla Thomson -- Date of Birth: 09 March, 2007.
Description: 5'5", slim, raven hair, green eyes, C-cup.
This girl is everyone's friend! Happy and outgoing, Kayla is a popular cheerleader who loves her friends and family. After the loss of her mother, Kayla became very close with her father; she is truly Daddy's little girl. While everyone knows her, Kayla's best friend is Hazel Collins, and the two of them are also very close with Marcia Moore and Ashley Bartlett. The four girls have been friends for years. Kayla is a great student, and looks forward to a bright future. She is crazy about her boyfriend, David Cooper. Like her father, Kayla loves games.
Hazel Collins -- Date of Birth: 17 November, 2006.
Description: 5'9", slim, fit, tan, long brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Hazel Collins and Kayla Thomson have been best friends since elementary school. As part of a very religious family, Hazel had a very strict upbringing. Her parents don't make a lot of money and work long hours, leaving Hazel to watch her three little brothers. Hazel is like a parent to her brothers, who she loves with all her heart. Hazel is also very close to her grandmother. A lover of good television, Hazel will often stay up late watching her shows. As a result, she is absolutely not a morning person. One of Hazel's defining features is her long brown hair, which she always keeps in a ponytail that falls almost to her butt.
Ashley Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 01 September, 2006.
Description: 5'11", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
The most outgoing of the Gang of Four, Ashley is always up for anything! She loves music and dancing, and is usually the first to make a witty remark. Ashley loves her baby sister, Melissa, who she loves to playfully tease. Ashley is a great student, despite her cavalier attitude toward her classwork, and she is a terrible cook.
Marcia Moore -- Date of Birth: 04 February, 2007.
Description: 5'3", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Marcia is a very quiet girl. Is she shy? Kind of, but it's more she's just the type to observe and not speak. An only child, Marcia is doted on by her parents, who are so proud of their daughter for how hard she works at school. Marcia tends to do her best to rein in the others, preventing them from doing anything too crazy.
Alexis "Lexi" Davis -- Date of Birth: 06 September, 2006.
Description: 5'2", slim and lightly freckled, red hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Lexi is not very popular. She isn't teased, it's more that she's ignored. The beautiful, lightly-freckled redhead had an older brother and sister, and always feels like she lives in their shadows. Her parents are very judgmental, and expect their children to never disappoint, despite their own failings. Due to overwhelming pressure, Lexi ends up in a toxic relationship with Keith Strulk. There are a lot of unsavory rumors going around the school about Lexi's wild sex life. Rumors are often exaggerated, so who knows what the truth is? Lexi loves club/dance music.
Stacey Martin -- Date of Birth: 21 July, 1999.
Description: 5'5", slim, long blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup.
After a fairly stereotypical high school and college experience, Stacey became the executive assistant to Steven Thomson, and is an irreplaceable member of Thomson Finance. Thanks to the high paying job, Stacey is able to afford her own apartment so that she no longer has to live with her college roommate, April Heidele. Stacey has an amazing head for numbers, and is a wizard with spreadsheets. She loves pop music and drama television shows. In addition, Stacey has been drawing since she was a little girl, however she keeps this to herself, not letting anyone see her work. Stacey has had feelings for Steven Thomson ever since she first started working for him, but has never had the courage to pursue the obviously sad man.
~Supporting Characters~
Nicole Davis -- Date of Birth: 26 January, 1999.
Description: 5'4", slim and lightly freckled, long red hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Nicole was much more popular in high school than her younger sister, Lexi. Despite this, Nicole never dated very much. She majored in accounting in college, and is now a certified public accountant. Nicole has her own apartment, and works as a Staff Accountant. With her own friends, Nicole isn't involved in her baby sister's life.
April Heidele -- Date of Birth: 06 September, 1999.
Description: 4'11", petite, wavy blonde hair, green eyes, B-cup.
This tiny girl is full of energy! April moved to the area for college and never left, partially thanks to her friendship with her roommate throughout college, Stacey Martin. The little nerd is of Scandinavian descent, and she wears cute black framed glasses. April majored in computer science, she loves club/dance music, and science fiction.
Sarah McLorn -- Date of Birth: 02 August, 1996
Description: 5'7", firm and toned, short light brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Sarah McLorn is an Ashwood City Police Detective. Due to being the only female detective in the department, she is often chosen to handle sensitive cases involving children or sexual assault. Her kind, baby face puts people at ease. Sarah has an intense workout regimen and is in amazing shape.
David Cooper -- Date of Birth: 12 October, 2006.
Description: 5'11", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
David Cooper is Kayla Thomson's boyfriend. He is very popular and has a lot of friends. While David isn't a football player, he would often attend school games to cheer on the team, and admire Kayla in her uniform. David is very charming, and Steven believes that he is a good guy for his baby girl. David enjoys watching sports.
Brittney O'Connor -- Date of Birth: 04 November, 2006.
Description: 5'8", slim, blonde hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
The captain of the cheer squad, Brittney is a stereotypical party girl. She has dated a lot of football players, but is more well-known for attending college fraternity parties. Brittney is drop-dead gorgeous, and can charm anyone with her smile. She's very active, and an amazing dancer.
Ian Krause -- Date of Birth: 30 December, 2006.
Description: 5'10", scrawny, dirty blonde hair, light blue eyes.
Ian is very shy and introverted. He's considered nerdy, and he spends most of his time with his best friends, Josh Greene and Shawn White. Certain members of the football team often bully Ian, and he can't wait to finish high school. Ian loves to read, and is a huge fan of model rockets.
Josh Greene -- Date of Birth: 03 March, 2007.
Description: 6'0", average build, curly blonde hair, blue eyes.
Like many nerds, Josh is shy and introverted, exactly like his friend Ian. Josh loves animals, and spent many days of his youth at a local farm. Thanks to his two older sisters, Josh is an amazing cook. He's a sweetheart.
Shawn White -- Date of Birth: 14 February, 2007.
Description: 5'10", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
Shawn is very outgoing, despite not being very popular. The nerd is never afraid to speak up, especially if someone is being mean to his friends, Ian or Josh. With a very expressive face, he is easy to talk to. Like his friends, Shawn loves reading and technology.
Keith Strulk -- Date of Birth: 19 September, 2006
Description: 6'1", muscular, raven hair, brown eyes.
Keith is very well known around the school. In addition to dealing drugs, he takes bets on various school sporting events. He has been suspended multiple times for fighting, and is known for his arrogance.
Katie Ehrlich -- Date of Birth: 30 November, 2006
Description: 5'5", slim, blonde hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Katie is the class Valedictorian. The Jewish girl takes her studies very seriously. She is known throughout the school by both teachers and students as being very kind and honest.
Stephanie Bernardi -- Date of Birth: 01 February, 2007
Description: 5'9", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Stephanie is a cheerleader. Everyone knows who she is, but she's really only close to her best friend, Kelsey. The beautiful Italian woman loves being active, but still has a love of computers and technology.
Dan Mitchell -- Date of Birth: 11 September, 2006
Description: 6'2", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
Dan is a very attractive guy, and he knows it. As a result, he's convinced himself he's a real ladies' man, and he is, to an extent. He's starting to get a reputation as a guy who won't stick around after he gets what he wants.
~Minor Characters~
Family of Prominent Characters
Aria Thomson(nee Knox) -- Date of Birth: 31 October, 1984. Date of Death: 13 October, 2014.
Description: 5'6", slim, raven hair, deep blue eyes, C-cup.
Aria and Steven have known each other since they were children. They were high school sweethearts, just like their best friends Allan and Amanda. When Steven started his business, Aria was incredibly supportive, and her encouragements helped him succeed. Like Steven, Aria loves games. In addition, she adores children and couldn't wait to be a mother. Aria is an only child.
Barbara Knox
Description:
Aria's mother. Was devastated when her only child passed away. Barbara dotes on her granddaughter, Kayla, seeing the young woman as all she has left of her only child.
Gerald Knox
Description:
Aria's father. A kind man who is currently enjoying his retirement, despite being forever haunted by the death of his daughter.
Brian Thomson -- Date of Birth: 28 May, 1978
Description: 6'2", average build, brown hair, green eyes.
Brian is as attractive as Steven, but shares none of his success. Steven rarely talks about Brian, who dropped out of college after just two weeks. He is very jealous of Steven, and angry at the lack of help Steven has provided. Brian has run into a lot of trouble, and Steven has lost track of where he's living.
Andrea Brown(nee Thomson) -- Date of Birth: 21 March, 1981
Description: 5'6", slim, long brown hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Andrea moved across the country for college, which is where she met the man who is now her husband. She majored in Chemistry, and is now a college professor. She is very proud of her younger brother, Steven. Just like her brother, she wishes things had turned out different for Brian. She still has hope for a reconciliation.
Mark Brown -- Date of Birth: 27 April, 1981
Description: 6'3", muscular, black hair, brown eyes.
An east coast local, Mark met Andrea in a chemistry class required for his major, Chemical Engineering. He is of Haitian descent, and is very proud of his heritage. He is an amazing father, and very proud of his two children.
Alexander Brown -- Date of Birth: 21 September, 2004
Description: 6'2", muscular, black hair, brown eyes.
Alexander attends the same college as his twin sister, Abigail. The very same college their mother teaches at. He is majoring architecture, with the goal of becoming an architect. Alexander loves computers.
Abigail Brown -- Date of Birth: 21 September, 2004
Description: 5'8", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Abigail was the Valedictorian at her high school. She is currently pursuing a double major in Physics and Mathematics. Her caramel colored skin and beautiful smile draw the admiring glances of every guy on campus.
John Collins
Description:
Hazel's father. Deeply religious father of four. Very stubborn and will never admit he's wrong.
Caroline Collins
Description:
Hazel's mother. Cares deeply about appearances, and will do anything to please her husband.
Peter Collins
Description:
Hazel's paternal grandfather. Deceased. Was also very religious, just like his son.
Maxine Collins
Description:
Hazel's paternal grandmother. A sweet old lady who loves her grandchildren with all her heart.
Scott Collins -- Date of Birth: 17 March, 2011
Description:
Hazel's brother. Loves robotics.
Daniel Collins -- Date of Birth: 11 December, 2012
Description:
Hazel's brother. A bit of a prankster.
Michael Collins -- Date of Birth: 20 October, 2016
Description:
Hazel's youngest brother. Hazel is practically a mother to him, even more so than she is to Scott and Daniel.
Christopher Bartlett
Description:
Ashley's father.
Tiffany Bartlett
Description:
Ashley's mother.
Melissa Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 01 January, 2010
Description: 5'11", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
The spitting image of her older sister, Ashley. Unlike Ashley, Melissa is an amazing cook. The younger Bartlett is also really nerdy, and is a member of the Science Club. Ashley loves to tease her younger sister about it, but both girls know it is all in good fun.
Seth Moore
Description:
Marcia's father. Loves war movies. Knows his daughter is an adult, but is happier not knowing details about her sex life. He married Courtney on 13 June.
Courtney Moore
Description:
Marcia's mother. Had a rough college life, and doesn't want to see Marcia make the same mistakes. Loves her daughter, and just wants a close relationship with her. She married Seth on 13 June.
Jason Davis
Description:
Lexi's father.
Megan Davis
Description:
Lexi's mother.
Kyle Davis -- Date of Birth: 11 February, 2002
Description: 5'11", average build, red hair, green eyes.
Kyle is an engineer, and was very popular in school. He can be very formal and strict, but ultimately cares a great deal about his siblings.
Ian Krause Sr.
Description:
Ian's father.
Susan Krause
Description:
Ian's mother.
Andrew Greene
Description:
Josh's father.
Amy Greene
Description:
Josh's mother. A very strict woman who is concerned with appearances. Keeps her secrets close to her chest.
Crystal Greene
Description:
Josh's sister. Graduated college.
Emily Greene
Description:
Josh's sister. In college.
James Heidele
Description:
April's father.
Laura Heidele
Description:
April's mother.
Greg Heidele
Description:
April's paternal uncle, who she always loved very much.
Other Staff and Students of Adrienne Dennis High School
Kelsey Aguila -- Date of Birth: 13 September, 2006
Description: 5'5", slim, dark hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
The lovely Spanish girl is a cheerleader. She does very well in school, and is close to her best friend, Stephanie. Kelsey loves to dance.



Angela Cook
Description:
This middle-aged woman is the principal of Adrienne Dennis High School. Strict, but cares about the students.
Patrick Graham
Description:
Dean of Students.
Linda Beam
Description:
Middle-aged woman who teaches math courses at Adrienne Dennis High School.
Kyle Baker
Description: 6'1", slim, brown hair, brown eyes.
Hazel's first boyfriend. Often called by his last name.
Kevin Miller
Description:
Football player. Throws a lot of parties.
Derek Parker
Description:
Football player.
Josh Morris
Description:
Football player.
Billy Fisher
Description:
Football player.
Ron Wilson
Description:
High school student.
Miscellaneous
Allan Rogers, Sr. -- Date of Birth: 20 April, 1985
Description: 5'10", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
Allan was Steven's closest male friend growing up. Like Steven, Allan loves finance and is currently an investment banker. Steven and Allan aren't as close these days, but still make an effort to keep in touch. Allan married his high school sweetheart, Amanda.
Amanda Rogers(nee Cooper) -- Date of Birth: 25 May, 1985
Description: 5'6", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Amanda was friends with Steven, Allan, and Aria. She is now the mother of three children. She got her degree in psychology, but is now a stay at home mother.
Allan Rogers -- Date of Birth: 03 June, 2015
Description:
Oldest child of Allan and Amanda.
Kimberly Rogers -- Date of Birth: 23 August, 2017
Description:
Middle child of Allan and Amanda.
Brandon Rogers -- Date of Birth: 19 March, 2020
Description:
Youngest child of Allan and Amanda.
Paul Jacobs
Description:
Steven Thomson's attorney. Specializes in business law.
Jason Sanders
Description:
Private investigator.
Ken Butler
Description:
Owner of YouInvest.
Brenda Bell
Description:
Middle-aged woman who is Ken Butler's executive assistant.
Kasey Long
Description:
Therapist.
Jennifer Cartridge
Description:
Amy Greene's college roommate.
Peter Coleman
Description: 6'4", very fit, brown hair, brown eyes.
Friend of Brittney's who frequents fraternity parties.
Nancy Foster
Description:
Psychological trauma counselor.
Kwan Lee -- Date of Birth: 21 October, 2004
Description: 5'8", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
Korean-American who goes to school at the local CSU. Frequents the Ashwood Mall with his friend, Charles Perry.
Charles Perry -- Date of Birth: 02 June, 2004
Description:
Friend of Kwan Lee who attends local CSU. Frequents the Ashwood Mall.
Brad Vargas
Description:
CSU student. Frequents fraternity parties.
Mike Crawford
Description:
CSU student. Frequents fraternity parties.
Ken Webb
Description:
CSU student. Fraternity brother. Dave's rommate.
Dave Stone
Description:
CSU student. Fraternity brother. Ken's roommate.
Tom Wallace
Description: 6'0", muscular, sandy blond hair, blue eyes.
Lawyer vacationing at his parents' place in Bermuda. Trust fund kid.
Ken West
Description:
Friend of Tom's. On vacation with him in Bermuda.
John Griffin
Description:
Friend of Tom's. On vacation with him in Bermuda.
Ryan Ellis
Description:
Friend of Tom's. On vacation with him in Bermuda.
Heather Owens
Description: Raven hair.
Vacationing in Bermuda.
~Conclusion~
There are a lot of characters in Birthday Pool Party. Some are only mentioned in passing, some are regular features. Regardless, I tried to list everyone in case you need a reference. If there's someone I missed, or you see any mistakes, please let me know! This list may also be updated in the future, if needed. Once again, this is a fictional story, and no real people are represented. Thanks for reading!
-Witty
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 43! I hope you enjoy it. I'm sorry it took so long to finish, but I've been really busy! I know, I know, same reason. I'm sorry, but real life does have to take precedence, sadly. Anyway, I planned on including more in this chapter, but it got kind of long. I think it's a fun one, which we need after some real serious content. I hope you agree! Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
What could possibly be better than wild sex on a Friday night with a hot, young, redhead nymphomaniac who is completely in love with me? Wild sex on a Friday night with TWO hot, young, redhead nymphomaniacs who are completely in love with me. Oh, and they're bisexual sisters.
After a relaxing date night with my girlfriends, I find myself standing naked in front of my massive, four-poster bed. My dick is rock hard and sticking straight out as it throbs with desire. Both my hands are buried in the sweet-smelling auburn hair of the two sisters.
Lexi and Nicole Davis are completely nude, looking incredibly alluring on their knees before me as they each lick along the sides of my cock. They're both so beautiful; perfect faces, small breasts, flat stomachs, freckles dotting their light skin, and enchanting green eyes. Lexi is a little shorter, with slightly smaller breasts. Nicole wears her red hair longer, and unlike Lexi, has a very sexy bush of fiery pubic hair.
The dancing tongues of the two girls continue to move along my erection, coating my entire length in saliva. Upon reaching my tip, the redheads start kissing, their throaty moans filling the air as I feel my legs shake from feeling their flailing tongues on my glans. Then Nicole slurps my knob into her mouth as Lexi slides her tongue down to my base before lowering her head so she can lick my nuts.
"Damn, you girls know how to treat a guy." I gasp, making them both giggle cutely.
Keeping my right hand at the back of Nicole's head, I encourage her to take me deeper as she sucks hard and moans. When a little more than half of my cock passes her lips, Nicole coughs and chokes, having to back off slightly. At the same time, Lexi slips my left ball into her mouth, her hand wrapping around my calf as her tongue plays, making me weak in the knees.
My two girlfriends make love to my manhood with their mouths. Nicole doesn't have Lexi's experience, and she can't deepthroat, but the sexy accountant is a natural in the art of the blowjob. She knows how to vary her technique, how hard so suck, how fast to bob her head, and how to user her tongue to tease and stimulate me.
Lexi devotes most of her efforts to playing with my balls while her sister sucks me. The younger redhead continues kissing and licking my nuts as her fingernails lightly scratch my inner thigh. My grip on her auburn hair tightens when Lexi briefly raises her head and kisses the base of my shaft.
After letting Nicole blow me for a few minutes, Lexi runs her tongue along my prick before pulling away and kissing her big sister's cheek. Nicole gently releases my cock and gives my tip a quick kiss. Then Nicole grasps my dick between the tips of her fingers and aims it at Lexi.
With a playful smirk, Lexi parts her lips and takes me into her warm mouth. The gorgeous high school student bobs her head on me rapidly for about thirty seconds before practically shoving Nicole out of the way so she can kneel directly in front of me. Nicole gasps, her cute boobs jiggling as she glares at Lexi.
"Lexi!" Nicole hisses in annoyance.
"Play nice, Lexi." I admonish, giving the teenager a reproachful look, even though my cock is in her mouth.
Ignoring us both, Lexi grips my thighs in both hands and begins sliding her lips down my length, loud slurping noises escaping her lips as she takes in more and more of me. Her fingers clench my thighs as she rolls her emerald eyes up to meet mine. Then Lexi opens her mouth as wide as she can and engulfs me down to the base, making me gasp as I feel my cock embed in the warm confines of her throat.
"I can't do that." Nicole mumbles sadly as she watches Lexi hold the deepthroat.
"Y-you don't have to." I stammer, not able to come up with a better reply due to Lexi's tongue snaking out to lick my balls while her throat massages my length.
"Hmph!" Nicole grunts, crossing her arms beneath her freckled breasts, inadvertently pushing the firm globes up and together.
"Lexi, you're being a brat." I state firmly as I grip Lexi's auburn hair in one hand and pull her off my dick. "Apologize to your sister."
"Sorry." Lexi gasps, still breathing heavily from having had a cock in her throat. A strand of drool is dangling from her chin as I hold her up by the hair.
"She doesn't mean it." Nicole responds with an eye roll.
"It's not my fault you can't deepthro-OW!" Lexi's smart ass reply is cut short as Nicole slaps her bare butt, hard. Lexi's smirk turns into a strange look. "Uh. Do that again?"
"Slut." Nicole snorts, her nose crinkling as she smacks Lexi's other ass cheek, making the younger redhead yelp. "Oh, and it's not my fault you sucked over a hundred dicks this year alone!"
"Just like it's not my fault you were too scared to give it up in college!" Lexi points out, a self-satisfied expression on her face as she shifts in my grip so she can hip-check her sister. "You know, like every other woman in the country!"
"I was not scared!" Nicole insists, her mouth wide open in an expression of shock. "I went on dates, I flirted!"
"But you never sealed the deal, did ya?" Lexi asks, waggling her eyebrows suggestively.
"Lexi. Enough." I interject in my most authoritative voice as I look down at the naked redheads with a small smirk.
"I don't need you to fight my battles, Steven!" Nicole snaps before turning back to her sister. "I'll have you know that I sucked a lot of dick in college! I made one guy cum three times in the back seat of his car."
"So, you think you can be as slutty as your baby sister?" Lexi challenges, her hands holding her boobs together.
"I'm a Slut-sister!" Nicole states proudly.
"Well then, get sucking!" Lexi smirks before blowing a raspberry.
Accepting the challenge, Nicole hip-checks her younger sister out of the way in order to kneel in front of me. I release Lexi's hair so that I can grab Nicole's head in both hands as the elder redhead grasps my cock and strokes it several times. Opening wide, Nicole sucks me in, her cheeks caving in.
"Fuck, that feels good." I groan, my fingers clenching at her scalp.
Humming happily, Nicole starts bobbing her head rapidly, her hands holding my thighs. Lexi watches as her older sister takes me deeper and deeper each time. Soon, Nicole gags and has to pull back. Taking a deep breath, she tries again, only to choke a second time.
"Relax your throat muscles and breath through your nose." Lexi coaches, rubbing her sister's bare shoulder encouragingly. "Oh, and just take it easy, you're trying too hard."
Nicole tries several more times, but she is never able to take more than about two-thirds of my dick into her throat. It's impressive, but Lexi and I can both tell Nicole is disappointed. In the end, Lexi places her fingers beneath her sister's chin so that the two girls can softly kiss.
"Sorry, Steven." Nicole mumbles sadly as both girls kneel in front of me, hands on their knees.
"Sorry for what?" I ask with a raised eyebrow. "An amazing blowjob?"
"I'm not as good in bed as Lexi." the accountant sighs as she brushes her long hair back behind her ears.
"Don't say that!" Lexi exclaims. "Look, I'm sorry for being a brat. You're hot and desirable and a fucking amazing rug muncher!"
"Is this why you've been distant lately?" I ask.
"No! I mean, well, yeah, kinda." Nicole shrugs sadly. "I really did feel left out, and then I started wondering why, and I thought that maybe I wasn't good enough. You have a lot of hot babes surrounding you, Steven. It's tough to compete."
"It's not a competition." I insist, placing my hands on Nicole's shoulders and helping her to her feet. I press my lips to Nicole's before breaking away and looking into her green eyes. "I love you and Lexi. Both of you. Very much. I want to be with you. No, I need to be with you. I can't imagine my life without you two in it."
"And the other girls?" Nicole wonders with tears in her eyes as Lexi stands up as well.
"I love them, too, but I'm not in love with them. It's you and Lexi that I need." I answer carefully. "I could stop sleeping with them, if that's what you want."
"Wha-?!" Lexi begins before Nicole touches her shoulder.
"It isn't." Nicole smiles softly. "You do make me feel special. I'm being dumb. I'm sorry."
"No need to apologize." I reply, my hand cupping Nicole's cheek. "We all have our insecure moments."
"Even you?" Lexi asks in a small voice, her green eyes wide.
"Especially me." I confirm with a nod and a brittle smile. "Sometimes I wake up at night afraid you all will realize that I'm just an old man. Then I'll be alone again."
"Oh, Baby!" Nicole cries, her tears spilling over as she pulls me into a hug. "We're not going anywhere, unless you tell us to."
"Fuck that, I'm not leaving even if you tell me to!" Lexi sniffles, slipping up behind me so she can cling to my back as I bury my face in Nicole's neck.
My heart rate slows and breathing eases as I feel the two nude redheads pressed against me. Nicole's warm body is molded to my chest, her firm breasts squished against me while my dick rests between us. Lexi's nipples are hard against the skin of my back, her hands resting on my hips as she holds me close. Despite all the nudity, what is overwhelming me is the love and support I feel from the two amazing women.
"How did I end up with such loving girlfriends?" I ask them after a few minutes, my voice barely above a whisper.
"You're an amazing man who has so much love." Lexi replies as she lifts up onto her toes. A small giggle escapes her lips as she kisses the back of my neck. "Fucking us until we can't think helps, too."
I slowly lift my head out of Nicole's neck so I can gaze into her shining green eyes. Nicole is so much more than just Lexi's sister; she and I have so much in common, we can talk about numbers for hours, and our personalities mesh perfectly. Lexi's fingers caress my thighs and her breasts rub against my back as I gaze at the elder Davis girl with pure affection and devotion.
All our emotions are running high right now; Lexi is holding herself against my back, I'm between my two amazing girlfriends, and Nicole still has tears in her eyes. Suddenly, I feel my heart rate start to increase as my affections reignite my lust. I stare into Nicole's eyes as her breathing increases, her pupils dilate, and her lips part slightly as she feels my passion. It feels like forever, but in probably ten seconds, Nicole and I lunge at each other.
Nicole makes a loud mewling noise as our lips press together, her hands burying in my hair so she can hold my face to hers. Wrapping Nicole up in my arms, I push my tongue into her mouth as we make out with passion. Then, the lovely accountant and I move as one, heading straight for the bed without even thinking about it.
When Nicole backs into the bed and starts to climb on it, I immediately follow. Lexi squeaks in protest when I pull out of her grasp, but I barely notice as I remain lost in Nicole's eyes. Soon, I find myself looking down at the elder redhead, her head on the pillow as she breathes heavily in anticipation.
I feel the bed shift as Lexi climbs on, but I'm still too distracted by Nicole to acknowledge the naked teenager. My fingers caress Nicole's cheek as my other hand reaches between us to grasp my erection and swipe my tip through her soaked labia. The gorgeous woman nods her head rapidly, indicating her consent for me to continue.
Nicole's mouth opens wide in a silent scream, her eyes rolling back as my erection pushes into her body. An involuntary groan escapes my lips as I feel her exquisitely tight tunnel gripping me. Nicole is holding my biceps, her back arching as her legs lift and spread, welcoming me inside.
With my length fully embedded in Nicole's warmth, I shudder softly, my balls resting against her ass as I enjoy the feel of the lovely woman. Nicole runs her toes along my calf, her lower lip quivering as she coos in pleasure and love. Then we really start moving.
Our lovemaking isn't rushed; it's soft and gentle. I rhythmically work my cock in and out of Nicole as she rolls her hips to meet my thrusts. We continue to gaze at each other, time passing as we both moan, sharing a beautiful moment, a beautiful connection.
I can feel Lexi's hand on my back, lightly caressing me as she kneels beside Nicole and I on the bed, silently watching us. Lexi leans in closer a few minutes later when Nicole's face tightens and she squeaks out an orgasm, making the most adorable expressions. Feeling the elder redhead's pussy muscles rippling around my dick is almost enough to make me cum, but I hold myself inside her to delay my release.
"Stay with me..." Nicole gasps mid-orgasm, hooking her ankles around my calves as her fingernails dig into my biceps. "Please..."
Nodding in understanding, I resume thrusting into Nicole's convulsing tunnel. After only a few thrusts, I slam myself into her as my balls clench, making me grunt. Nicole tosses her head back and moans, her body shuddering as another orgasm washes over her. Then my warm semen starts squirting into her, making Nicole cum again. And again. And again.
"Mm." I hum softly as I withdraw my softening member from Nicole's snatch before carefully rolling off of her and landing beside her on the bed.
"Oh God, that was amazing." Nicole hums as she stretches, her legs spread wide as cum oozes out of her hole. "Mm, holy shit!"
Smiling in contentment, I reach over and gently caress Nicole's lightly-freckled breast. Just like her baby sister, Nicole has incredibly soft skin, and I love running my thumb over her pink nipple. Nicole just lays there, panting as she tries to catch her breath. The two sisters look so much alike, so beautiful, and I'll never tire of admiring their nude bodies.
My eyes travel from Nicole's flawless face, down to her firm breasts and flat stomach, then to her red pubic hair and pink pussy. Glancing up, I see another lightly-freckled torso and set of cute boobs before locking eyes with Lexi. She's giving me a strange look; it's a mixture of confusion and fear, I think.
Before I can react, the fire returns to Lexi's green eyes as an evil grin spreads across her face. The little nymphomaniac growls, low in her throat, as she pounces. Nicole barely has the energy to grunt weakly as Lexi kneels between her big sister's spread legs.
"Fuck, that looks tasty." Lexi purrs as she grips Nicole's hips and leans in to slurp my cum out of the older redhead's box.
"Oh, no more... no more, ah!" Nicole groans, placing one hand on Lexi's head as her other reaches out to grab my wrist.
I shift my arm so I can lace my fingers with Nicole's, allowing her to squeeze my hand tightly as she experiences Lexi's talented tongue. Knowing just how skilled Lexi is with her mouth, I'm not the slightest bit surprised when Nicole starts squirming as she moans and pants. A moment later, she orgasms yet again before falling limp as she endures Lexi's relentless attack on her cunt.
"Mm, mm!" Lexi moans as she munches on her big sister's twat.
Laying my head back against the pillow, I close my eyes and relax to the sounds of Nicole's desperate moans and Lexi's loud slurping. Nicole squeezes my hand tighter, and I can feel her leg shake against mine. I chuckle softly as Nicole thrashes twice, gasping loudly while I look down and see Lexi's head between Nicole's legs.
"Ah! Oh God, oh fuck! Ah!" Nicole cries out as she falls limp a second time.
"I think she passed out." Lexi giggles as she sits back on her heels and brushes her auburn hair back behind her ears.
"Really?" I laugh, sitting up and lifting mine and Nicole's entwined hands. Releasing Nicole's hand, I watch as it flops lifelessly onto the bed. "Yup. Out cold."
"Guess I beat ya!" Lexi smirks.
"What? How did you beat me?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"We both made her cum, but only I made her pass out from pleasure overload." Lexi states as she lightly swats Nicole's bare thigh, making the older girl grunt weakly.
"You used your tongue!" I protest. "I used my dick. It's different."
"So, you're saying my tongue is better than your dick?" Lexi asks with a coy smile.
"That's not what I meant!" I reply with an expression of mock rage.
"But that's what you said." Lexi says in a sing-song voice, still between Nicole's legs.
"You really are a brat." I snort.
"You're welcome!" the teenager chirps before blowing a raspberry.
"Didn't say thanks." I roll my eyes.
"I know, that was very rude of you." Lexi retorts, giving me a self-satisfied grin.
"Oh, Lexi." I sigh, shaking my head as I pinch the bridge of my nose.
"Yes?" she asks with an innocent expression.
"Maybe I should make you pass out." I suggest with a smirk.
"Think ya can, old man?" Lexi wonders with a mischievous expression as she grabs her boobs and presses them together.
"You used to get mad when Kayla called me an old man." I point out.
"We were still getting to know each other." Lexi shrugs, still holding her cute, little tits. "Now? Now, we can make fun of each other like couples should."
"Oh, I get it." I reply, rolling my eyes yet again.
"Not senile yet? Good!" the high school student sticks out her tongue.
"You're gonna pay for that one, young lady!" I declare as I lunge for the nude redhead.
Lexi squeals loudly as I tackle her backwards onto the bed. Our motions wake Nicole, who groans weakly as I take charge. I know Lexi loves it rough, and I know exactly how to handle her smart mouth. The bratty teenager giggles and screeches as I flip her around and manhandle her until she's laying next to Nicole, her head on the pillow.
"Knock it off!" Nicole grunts, rolling away from us and pressing a pillow over her head.
Shaking my head, I take a quick glance at Nicole's cute bum before turning my attention back to Lexi. Hovering over Lexi, I grab the high school senior's auburn hair and yank her head back to expose her pale neck. Lunging in, I plant my lips onto her neck and start lightly sucking on her skin.
"Mm, that all ya got?" Lexi challenges as she squirms beneath me.
"Just getting started." I reply against her neck.
Keeping a firm grip on her hair, I kiss all along her collarbone as my free hand reaches down to caress her little titty. Lexi buries a hand in my hair, her back arching as an involuntary moan escapes her lips when my thumb teases her nipple. The beautiful redhead is trying to act like I'm not turning her on, but I can feel her shivering with arousal as my fingertips run down her body, tickling her rib cage.
"I-it's not working!" Lexi stammers while Nicole continues ignoring us.
"Liar." I smirk, leaning up to peck her lips before kissing all the way down to her breasts.
Lexi gasps loudly and grips my bicep with her left hand when my lips find her nipple. I start flicking the little nub with my tongue as my hand reaches between her legs. The sexy high school girl spreads her legs, allowing me access to her most intimate area.
Nicole holds a pillow over her head, facing away from us while Lexi weakly struggles beneath me. The younger redhead's right hand clings to my scalp as I suck on her nipple and trail two fingers along her soaked labia. Continuing to tease her, I slide my middle finger along her opening, making her gasp.



"Oh, fuck, yes!" Lexi hisses when I finally push two fingers inside her body.
"I thought it wasn't working?" I smile against her boob.
"Shut up, and finger my pussy!" Lexi snaps as she rolls her hips.
"Yes, ma'am." I chuckle before playfully licking Lexi's nipple.
I finally release Lexi's hair, allowing me to stimulate her with my hands and mouth. Switching to her left tit, I suck on the nipple as my right hand squeezes her other breast. All while my fingers work in and out of her tight hole, making her moan and pant.
"Use your tongue!" Lexi groans a couple minutes later, her leg shaking.
"From what you said, I'm not sure it's good enough for you." I tease while kissing all over her tit-flesh.
"Please, lick me. Please!" Lexi whines while bucking her hips so she can take my fingers deep into her tunnel. "I wanna cum on your tongue!"
I decide the best revenge is to make Lexi pass out, so I begin kissing down her body, my hands going to her breasts. As I play with her tits, I kiss all around her belly button, making her giggle cutely. Then I get between her legs and plant a soft kiss on her clean-shaven pubic mound.
"Beautiful." I whisper, my eyes locked on Lexi's eighteen year old vulva.
Gripping the little firecracker behind the knees, I bend her legs back, spreading her wide open for me. Swooping in, I quickly kiss her pussy, making her gasp. Next, I lean in and take one long lick, tasting her arousal. Only when she's panting with need do I finally start to really eat her out in earnest.
Lexi grabs the back of my head in both hands, holding my face to her sopping pussy. I feel Nicole shift beside us when Lexi announces her first orgasm. Then I slip a hand into her cunt and curl my fingers against her g-spot. Lexi screams as she cums twice in rapid succession while I suck on her clit.
"No more, no more.." she gasps weakly as she struggles to push my head away from her pussy.
"Is that so?" I laugh as I climb on top of her and yank her head back by the hair again so I can look into her green eyes. "You're not unconscious yet."
"Guess you're just not good enough." Lexi husks back, challenging me with her eyes.
"I was more than you can handle, and that was just my tongue." I reply smoothly.
"Then show me what you can really do with your cock." Lexi orders, pure lust on her face. "Be rough with me. Punish my little pussy."
"You're gonna regret that." I grin evilly.
Wasting no more time, I sit up and slot the tip of my hard dick at her entrance. Then I grab Lexi's ankles and hold her legs up and apart as I slide myself home. My sex fiend of a girlfriend plays with her boobs as she looks up at me while I start to pound her.
"Fuck me!" Lexi growls in a raspy voice, baring her teeth. "Fuck me faster, harder, deeper! I need it! Please, I need it!"
"Anything for a lady." I respond while gripping her ankles tightly. "Hold your legs back for me."
Lexi releases her lightly-freckled breasts so I can push her legs back to her chest. With her feet by her ears, the flexible teen wraps her arms around her calves, keeping herself bent in half and her pussy fully accessible. Her lips are slightly parted as she gazes up at me, looking both innocent and sexy at the same time.
Planting my hands on the mattress, I bury myself to the hilt in Lexi's teen twat, making her grunt. I roll my hips to stimulate her vaginal walls, making Lexi shudder and moan my name. Then I pull back and proceed to fuck her brains out.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" Lexi grunts with each thrust. "Ungh! Fuck me! Ungh!"
"You feel so fucking good, Babe." I groan, my leg shaking slightly.
With her feet by her ears, I'm able to see Lexi's toes curl as she reaches the height of pleasure. During her climax, Lexi starts spewing the filthiest comments about how horny she is, and how big my dick is. Even after her orgasm, Lexi keeps up her tirade, all while clenching her well-trained vaginal muscles to stimulate my length.
"Use me, fuck me!" Lexi begs, her pussy holding me in its velvet grip. "I'm yours, Baby! All yours! God, I love your cock!"
"My dick feel good in your little pussy?" I ask in a husky voice as I focus on the amazing feeling of her warmth.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses, her arms rapped tightly around her legs. "You fuck me so good! I'm a cock-hungry slut for you!"
"I want you from behind." I groan as I slam myself into her several times in rapid succession.
"Mm, yes!" she moans, nodding rapidly. "Fuck me like a dog! I want it rough!"
"You like rough sex?" I inquire as I pull out and grab her hips so I can flip her onto her stomach.
"I love it rough!" Lexi announces as she crouches into the standard doggystyle position, her auburn hair down her back and contrasting with her light skin. "I'm a dirty girl, a nasty slut!"
"You're in a mood tonight." I laugh as I get into position behind the redhead.
Glancing over, I see Nicole is now leaning back against the pillow. The elder Davis girl is watching us with wide eyes as her fingertips circle her clit. A small blush appears on Nicole's face when we lock eyes, and I can see her other hand reach up to squeeze her left breast.
Returning my attention to Lexi, I squeeze her butt cheeks as I push forward and watch my dick disappear up her twat. Switching my grip to her hips, I start to fuck Lexi with a steady rhythm, my balls slapping her with each thrust. The little firecracker has the sexiest back arch as she takes it from behind.
"It's your pussy, it's your pussy, it's your pussy!" Lexi screams over and over.
"Mm, take that dick, Lexi." Nicole moans while jilling off.
Remembering that Lexi wants it rough, I lift my palm and spank her ass cheeks while continuing to fuck her as hard and fast as I can. When I feel and hear Lexi cum again, I reach out and grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back hard. I can tell her mouth is hanging open as she moans and pants.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Lexi gasps, her moans mixing with the sounds of our bodies slapping together and Nicole panting in the background. "Call me a slut!"
"You're a slut, Lexi." I groan, pulling on her hair as I slam my hips against her butt. "You're my slut!"
"More!" Lexi pleads in a wanton voice, her pussy muscles quivering. "Please, more!"
I don't respond at first; I just hold Lexi's hair back as I fuck her as hard as I can. My cock is soaked with her pussy juice as I contemplate what to say. I love a girl talking dirty, but I'm not too great at the dirty talk, myself. Still, I know Lexi loves it when I'm vocal.
"You'd do anything for my cock, wouldn't you?" I ask thickly.
"Yes, Baby!" Lexi screams, her fingers clenching at the sheets with desperate strength. "I need you in me! My mouth, my pussy, my ass!"
"Do you want my cum, slut?" I say roughly while squeezing her butt.
"I'm a cum-starved whore!" the high school senior announces as she cums on my cock, her little boobs jiggling on my chest from the force of the fucking I'm giving her. "Fuck your bitch! Fuck her hard! And cum! In me! On me! I wanna be covered in your hot cum!"
"You love cum, don't you, Lexi?" I follow up with, my thrusts growing more erratic as my own release approaches.
"I love your cum! I need it, I need it!" Lexi screeches through clenched teeth. "I wanna swallow you! I want you leaking out of my cunt! Fuck, cum on my face! On my titties!"
"Fuck, I want your cum, too!" Nicole moans as she brings herself off with her fingers. "Oh God, cum all over me!"
"Get on your knees!" I order in a firm voice as I pull out of Lexi's snatch. "Both of you. Now!"
I smoothly get out of the massive bed and stand beside it as the redheads struggle to follow me. Somehow, Lexi manages to elbow Nicole in the tit as the sisters hop to their feet. A few moments later, the two hot redheads are on their knees before me, wearing nothing but smiles.
"Cum on us!" Nicole begs, her mouth open and tongue sticking out.
"I want it, I want it!" Lexi coos, her fingers tweaking her nipples as she places her face next to her sister's and sticks her own tongue out.
"You girls are gonna make me cum." I moan as I jack off, aiming my dick at their faces.
"Can we have your cum, please?" Nicole asks in an innocent voice while holding her tits.
"Pretty please?" Lexi pleads, her lower lip quivering.
Unable to form words, I gasp and groan as my balls clench, releasing their contents. The first rope hits Lexi, half of it landing on her tongue as the rest arcs along her cheek and up to her eyebrow. Switching to Nicole, I paint her face with a shot of cum. Finally, I aim lower, switching back and forth as I coat their beautiful tits.
"Holy shit, that was good." I gasp as the last drop clings to my tip.
"Mm." Lexi hums as she leans in and slurps the head of my cock between her lips and sucks softly.
"Yummy!" Nicole giggles as she scoops up some cum from her breasts with her fingers and pops them into her mouth.
After she finishes cleaning my cock, Lexi pulls back and draws her sister into a cum-filled kiss. I happily watch as the two redheads swap my cum between them, moaning happily. Nicole runs her hand along Lexi's breast as the younger girl slides her fingers through the accountant's pubic hair.
"You never did make me pass out." Lexi points out with a grin when the kiss breaks.
"Whatever." I snort. "Let's just go wash up so we can cuddle. Brat."
"You wouldn't change me." Lexi insists as she shrugs and stands.
"You sure about that?" Nicole challenges, standing beside Lexi and wrapping an arm around her baby sister's narrow waist.
Lexi turns and blows a raspberry in Nicole's ear as the older redhead rolls her eyes. The two naked beauties turn and start heading toward the master bedroom. While their bare feet pad across the floor, I notice Lexi is walking on shaky legs, and her shapely ass is bright red.
"Someone looks well-fucked." I say as I follow the girls.
"He's talking about you." Lexi replies, glancing at her sister.
"I'm not the one who can barely walk." Nicole laughs as she reaches out and squeezes the younger redhead's butt. "And it isn't my cute bum that's all red!"
"You passed out, I didn't. I win." Lexi insists.
"I got her most of the way there, you just finished the job." I interject.
"Keep telling yourself that." Lexi snorts.
The three of us enter the elegant master bathroom before the girls turn to face me, allowing me to admire their cum-covered faces and tits. Nicole actually has a small strand of semen dangling from one nipple. I chuckle when the sisters start blowing me air kisses and posing prettily. Fuck, they're adorable.
I stop at the sink to splash some water on my face while Lexi turns on the shower. The two redheads step into the shower as I stand in front of the toilet to pee. A smirk crosses my face when I hear Lexi and Nicole giggling cutely as steam fills the bathroom.
An hour later, I'm sitting up with my back against the pillows, my legs extended in front of me. Nicole is sitting between my legs, cooing happily as I give her a neck and shoulder massage. Lexi is laying on her side, completely naked as she plays on her phone, and very relaxed after her own massage.
"What are the girls up to tonight?" I ask Lexi.
"Hazel's been home studying all evening, Kayla just got home from a movie with Ian and Stephanie, Ashley went out with her sister, and Marcia went to the mall with her mom before her parents left for their anniversary weekend." Lexi quickly lists.
"Right." I nod while massaging Nicole's upper back. "I did run into Marcia and her mom at the mall."
"And fucked Marcia in public like you were both teenagers." Nicole points out just before sighing in contentment.
"She needed it." Lexi states. "Marcia's been so stressed out about finals. She worries about everything, even though her grades are amazing."
"I'm actually surprised Marcia wasn't in the running for Salutatorian or something." I add.
"She's in the top ten, I think." Lexi says. "And she hasn't been responding in our group chat, so I think she's got her face buried in a book."
"You girls gonna study all weekend?" I inquire as my hands travel to Nicole's lower back.
"No, fuck that." Lexi grunts.
"Maybe you should study this weekend." Nicole suggests. "We don't have any plans tomorrow anyway."
"So, let's make plans." the teenager suggests.
"To do what?" I wonder. "The others might not come, not with your tests next week."
"They'll come, trust me." Lexi snorts before giggling. "And they'll cum!"
"Fine." I sigh, knowing the girls really do deserve a break; they work hard and get amazing grades. "What should we do?"
"We could go to a museum?" Nicole offers.
"Oh, that sounds fun!" I reply.
"What, are we forty?" Lexi grunts. "Fuck, no."
"Yes, I am forty." I state in a plain voice.
"Oh. Right." Lexi mumbles. "Ah, well, a museum is fine for you, but my sister has no excuse; she's boring."
"I am not boring!" Nicole insists as she leans forward, allowing my hands to caress her lightly-freckled skin.
"What do you do for work again?" the eighteen year old asks in a snarky tone.
"I'm an accountant!" Nicole responds proudly.
"Yeah, that's boring." Lexi says.
"It is not boring!" I say quickly. "Finance can be very interesting. How's that audit going, by the way?"
"Oh, wow!" the elder redhead exclaims as her head shoots up. "With the kidnappings and prom and everything, I completely forgot! We found that the CEO was laundering money for organized crime. Like millions of dollars. The FBI came in and took everything over."
"Holy shit, seriously?" Lexi exclaims, turning over to face her sister.
"Then what happened?" I ask, a huge smile on my face as I realize what Nicole is doing.
"Well, I was taken off the case, but there was this huge scare when the CFO was being followed by a dark tinted SUV on his way in. It really freaked her out!"
"Did she get arrested?" Lexi wonders, her eyes wide.
"Yeah!" Nicole confirms with a nod as I work on her bare shoulders. "The CEO was taken out the front door in handcuffs, and a lot of us went out the back to avoid the cameras."
"That's crazy!" Lexi announces. "I can't believe it!"
"You shouldn't." Nicole answers.
"Wait, what?" Lexi frowns in confusion.
"I'm lying, you idiot!" Nicole giggles as I burst out laughing. "I'm an accountant, dummy! We found a few things under reported, and one guy was double billing shipping so he could pocket the difference. He's fucked, but the company's fine."
"Real life isn't television, Lexi." I smile, glancing over at the nude redhead. "Most jobs aren't that exciting."
"My life is pretty exciting." Lexi responds with a shrug. "I'm dating a multi-millionaire, living in his mansion, and having crazy sex with multiple gorgeous ladies, including my sister."
"Well, you're crazy." Nicole points out.
"I'm just saying, I don't want to end up with a boring job." Lexi explains before throwing Nicole a dirty look. "Oh, and you're a lying bitch."
"I really do think my job is fun. Numbers, spreadsheets, making all those big numbers balance. It's great!" Nicole smiles. "And you're with a rich guy, so you might not need to worry about money. You can do anything you like."
"As long as he doesn't get bored of me." Lexi mumbles, the fire leaving her voice.
"That'll never happen." I assure the high school senior. "And we're getting way off topic; what are we doing tomorrow?"
"Ask Lexi." Nicole says as she leans back against me so I can work a knot out of her shoulder. "She's the young and cool one."
"Uh, night club?" Lexi answers.
"Really? That's all you got?" Nicole snorts. "So much for being the cool one."
"Fine." Lexi snaps before looking down at her phone for a minute. "There's the amusement park?"
"That's cool?" Nicole looks over at her sister.
"Yes! Cooler than anything you two did in high school." Lexi retorts.
"That's not true!" the elder redhead snaps. "Well, ah, maybe better than anything I did, but Steven was cool in high school!"
"He was?" I frown. "I mean, yeah, he was!"
"What did you do for fun in high school?" Lexi asks me.
"I spent most of my time with Allan, Amanda, and Aria. The three A's." I smirk. "Anyway, we did the usual teenager stuff; mall, movies. Oh, and we loved to play paintball."
"Really? Paintball?" Nicole asks, looking over her shoulder at me. "What's that like?"
"It's a lot of fun!" I answer, smiling as I think back on fond memories. "We played often, and actually got pretty good at it."
"Do you still have a gun?" Lexi wonders, sliding over until she's sitting right next to me, one hand on my shoulder.
"No, not anymore." I shake my head. "All the equipment Aria and I had is long gone now."
"We could do that? Play paintball." Nicole says, letting out a sigh as I reach around her body to cup her breasts. "It's fun. Something different."
"I'd be okay with that." Lexi answers. "It actually sounds like a lot of fun, and it's something we can do as a group."
"Wait, we can't." I suddenly say while playing with Nicole's boobs.
"Why not?" Lexi wonders.
"Hazel." I answer simply. "She's pregnant, she can't get shot in the stomach."
"I"m not sure that's a thing." Nicole responds. "I mean, wear heavy clothes, she'll probably be fine."
"Let's ask the internet!" Lexi suggests, looking down at her phone.
The three of us sit in silence as Lexi hunts around online for an answer. Trying not to worry about Hazel's pregnancy, I focus on playing with Nicole's tits. The sexy accountant moans softly, her hands covering mine as she encourages me to touch her sensitive breasts.
"The internet says she can play!" Lexi tells us a few minutes later.
"Really? That's shocking." I reply.
"Really." the teenager confirms. "Someone asked the question online, and a doctor said she can do any activity she wants, since the pregnancy is still so early. The woman was around eight weeks, just like Hazel."
"Perfect!" Nicole interjects happily.
"I still don't know..." I trail off sadly.
"It's fine." Lexi insists. "The internet says bumps are inevitable, and lots of women work physical jobs while pregnant. The uterus protects the baby, and there is amniotic fluid to absorb shock."
"I'm just not comfortable with it." I admit sadly. "After Aria, no, I can't, I'm sorry. Maybe it's fine, but I'd rather be safe."
"Let's see what Hazel and Kayla think." Lexi says as she sets her phone on the bedside table and hops out of bed.
Despite myself, I can't resist admiring Lexi's butt as the nude teenager throws the bedroom door open and leaves the room. Nicole lets me think things through while I continue caressing the soft skin of her perky breasts. Kayla's birth, the tumor, Hazel bleeding; I am really anxious.
This tough for me, because I'm usually so confident, I usually know what to do. Things like this? No. I just feel so helpless, there's no action I can take to improve the situation. I'm trapped. I'm so lost in thought, I actually jump when Lexi returns, leading Hazel by the hand.
"Where's Kayla?" Nicole wonders as Hazel shuts the door.
"Having phone sex with Ian." Lexi answers with a shrug, approaching the bed with Hazel.
"Didn't need to know that." I say, making a face.
"Your daughter's hot, get over it." Hazel teases as she and Lexi sit at the foot of the bed. The tan girl looks incredibly sexy wearing nothing but a pair of striped red and white panties with a little red bow on the front.
"Anyway," Nicole begins, leaning back against me so her red hair tickles my nose, "we want to go play paintball tomorrow, and Steven is worried."
"I'm just worried about the baby." I explain. "Which I think is reasonable."
"I'd love to learn paintball." Hazel smiles, placing a hand on her flat stomach. "Lexi said she looked it up, and it's fine. I'm not even showing yet!"



"It just seems like an unnecessary risk." I reason carefully.
"I'm not Aria." Hazel states firmly, looking right at me. "I'm Hazel."
"I know who you are." I roll my eyes.
"Do you?" Lexi challenges. "Look, I know that what happened with Kayla's birth was terrifying, but Hazel is going to be fine. You're worrying about nothing."
"You don't know that." I sigh, wrapping my arms around Nicole's stomach so I can hug her to me.
"I love you, Steven." Hazel whispers as she crawls across the bed, her little boobs dangling from her chest. She then leans around Nicole to peck my lips. "Regardless of DNA, you're my baby's father, and I know you're a great one. Just trust me to know what I can handle."
"Well said." Nicole grins as she pecks Hazel's cheek while the tan girl is pulling away from me.
"It's your choice." I acknowledge with a nod. "Do you think everyone will want to go?"
"I think so." Lexi tilts her head as she considers the question. "It sounds fun!"
"Okay, I'll see if the place I used to go to is still around." I say, finally giving in.
Reaching over, I snag my phone off the bedside table and place it in Nicole's lap. Looking over her shoulder, I open my web browser and go to the site of the paintball park. I can hear the three girls chatting in the background as I gather information.
"Okay, I found a few things out." I announce, gathering their attention. "We could just walk in, but it's probably better to book a private party. They usually require three days notice, but it looks like they have an opening first thing tomorrow."
"What time is that?" Hazel asks nervously.
"You wanna go, you can wake up early." I smirk, shaking my head. "And they open at 8:30AM. We have to get there early, and if we wanna book, we should do it now. I can get up to four hours, or the entire day."
"How about four hours?" Lexi suggests. "That way we can play, have lunch, then go to the amusement park."
"Wait, we're doing both?" I ask. "That's a long day."
"Can't keep up with us, old man?" Lexi teases.
"Fine. We're doing both." I growl. "I need to book now, so who is going?"
"The four of us." Nicole begins slowly. "Kayla, Marcia, Ashley."
"Kayla will probably wanna bring Stephanie and Ian." Lexi adds. "Oh, that means we should invite Josh. Maybe Shawn?"
"Anyone else?" Hazel wonders.
"Uh, we could add Kelsey? If she's up to it?" Lexi offers.
"That's a great idea!" Nicole agrees. "I hate hearing how depressed that girl seems when you see her at school."
"Stacey and April?" Lexi winces.
"I'll ask, but April's not in a great place right now." I answer carefully.
"What about your old friends?" Hazel asks me. "Allan and Amanda?"
"It's a Saturday, and they have their young kids." I sigh. "I'll ask though, maybe they can find someone to watch them. What about Sarah?"
"You wanna invite the cop?" Lexi frowns. "She was really great after everything that happened, but I don't know."
"Oh, come on!" Nicole counters. "If she wants to come, why not?"
"She has an unfair advantage, but I suppose we should invite her." Hazel nods.
"Do you have anyone you wanna invite, Nicole?" I ask, leaning in to kiss her shoulder.
"Not really." Nicole replies.
"We still haven't met any of your friends." I sigh. "You have a whole life outside of us."
"I know, I know." Nicole nods. "I'm not hiding you, I promise. We'll plan something."
"We'll hold you to that." Lexi confirms.
"Okay, let's reach out and start inviting people." I instruct while sending Allan a text.
Hazel leaves the room to go talk to Kayla while Lexi and I text. Nicole just rests her back against my chest, letting out a breath as she relaxes. It is kind of late, but it seems that everyone is still awake, since we start getting responses almost immediately.
To my surprise, Allan and Amanda agree to accompany us tomorrow. Apparently, Amanda's parents are looking forward to spending the day with their grandchildren. Stacey and April pass, unfortunately. The two of them plan on staying in and relaxing, which is understandable.
"Ashley wants to know if she can bring her sister." Lexi says, looking up from her phone. "She and Josh are both in as long as Melissa can come."
"Melissa is fifteen, right?" I inquire.
"Yes." Lexi confirms.
"She can come if her parents say it's okay." I answer with a nod. "Melissa is under eighteen, so I'll have to sign for her. Also, make sure everyone knows to print and fill out their waivers tonight. That way, we'll be able to start playing right away."
"Okay, thanks." Lexi replies before looking back down at her phone.
"Send everyone a link to the park's site, too." Nicole suggests. "They have tips for what you should wear. Long clothes, old shoes, some sort of hat."
"I'll buy coveralls for everyone when we get there." I point out. "Also, we'll need extra ammo, probably. I imagine a few people will be trigger-happy."
"Lexi." Nicole giggles.
"Why do you think I'll be trigger-happy?" Lexi frowns. "I've never even shot a gun."
"You're full of energy and you're impulsive." I reason. "I imagine you'll just run out shooting."
"You don't know that!" Lexi insists. "I was threatened with a real gun, I know they're dangerous."
"I think a paintball just stings." Nicole replies.
"It can hurt more than you might think." I warn the girls. "Wear thick clothing."
"Fine, fine." Lexi replies dismissively.
"At least you girls don't need to wear a cup." I point out. "Fortunately, it looks like the park sells those as well."
"So, we can't shoot you in the nuts? Shame." Nicole teases as she wiggles her naked ass against my crotch.
"Yeah, avoid the balls. Thanks." I state, leaning in to peck her cheek.
I continue chatting with the two redheads while waiting for Hazel to return from her chat with Kayla. Holding my phone in one hand, I lightly tap Nicole's flat stomach, occasionally reaching lower to run my fingers through her red bush. Eventually, my phone buzzes, revealing a reply from my detective friend. I take my phone out of Nicole's lap so I can read the text privately.
Sarah: You sure I won't be crashing your family time?
Steven: Positive. A couple of my old high school friends are even going.
Sarah: That makes me feel even more like I'll be intruding!
Steven: You won't be intruding. We're friends now, aren't we?
Sarah: We are. And I am free tomorrow.
Steven: Is that a yes?
Sarah: Ya sure you want someone with gun training there? ;)
Steven: Stop avoiding the question! :P
Sarah: I'll be there. :)
Steven: Great!
Sarah: Maybe we can sneak away for a quickie ;)
Steven: Somewhere anyone could come by and see us? See you taking my cock?
Sarah: Mm, yes!
Steven: I promise we'll find a way to explore that exhibitionist streak of yours.
Sarah: For that, here's a reward. ;)
Tilting the phone away from Nicole to protect Sarah's privacy, I look at the picture the sexy cop is sending me. Sarah is laying in bed with the covers thrown off her body while she holds the phone above her in one hand. She's wearing a pair of cute green panties, and her other hand is holding her t-shirt up over her breasts, revealing her fit body as she smiles cutely.
"Are you sending dirty texts when you're supposed to be planning our day tomorrow?" Nicole asks with a giggle.
"W-what makes you think I'm sending dirty texts?" I stammer, closing my photo app.
"I can feel you getting hard against my bum." Nicole answers sweetly.
"Oh, cool!" Lexi exclaims, instantly perking up. "We going another round?"
"Maybe later." I answer with a chuckle as I reply to Sarah, letting her know how sexy she is. "We need to finalize tomorrow first."
Despite my words, I'm again distracted by my phone vibrating. Keeping the phone out of view, I open the next image from Sarah. A familiar, very aroused pussy fills the screen, along with a text from Sarah stating that she wants me inside her. I love the way she's holding the strap of her panties to the side, granting me an amazing view of her most intimate area.
Ignoring the teasing from Lexi and Nicole, I have Nicole move so that I can take a few pictures for Sarah; of my chest, my bicep, and my erection. For whatever reason, seeing me taking dick pics really arouses Nicole. The elder redhead actually shoves Lexi out of the way so she can lay perpendicular to me, her little feet kicking in the air as she lowers her head into my lap.
"Ah, fuck!" I gasp, letting out a breath as I feel Nicole's warm mouth surrounding my tip.
"Bitch." Lexi grunts as she scoots down the bed and sits cross-legged while she plays on her phone, still nude.
Using one hand to text Sarah, I run the fingers of my other hand down Nicole's lightly-freckled back, teasing her soft skin while she gives me head. Sarah soon texts me that she's cumming, including a picture of her with her fingers up her twat. I reply to Sarah while squeezing Nicole's perky ass and giving one firm cheek a light smack.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Nicole hums happily as she bobs her head.
I send Sarah a goodnight text before setting my phone aside as I listen to the sexy slurping sounds Nicole is making. Lexi looks up from her phone to smirk at us as she watches Nicole lay across my lap, sucking on me as her feet kick in the air cutely. One of my hands is squeezing Nicole's bum, and the fingers of my other hand are entwined in her hair. A few moments later, Hazel and Kayla walk into the room just as I hold Nicole's head and grunt, flooding the elder redhead's mouth with semen.
"Hey, Hazel just told me-oh!" Kayla exclaims, a smirk appearing on her pretty face. "Daddy's cumming!"
"Don't judge!" Hazel teases, hip-checking Kayla. "I heard you cumming pretty hard a few minutes ago."
"Whatever." Kayla rolls her eyes, crossing her arms beneath her perfect breasts.
My attention is drawn back to Nicole when I feel her slowly pull her mouth off of my prick. The sexy accountant then slowly gets off the bed and walks over to the new arrivals, her cheeks bulging. Kayla and Hazel are standing side-by-side, looking incredibly sexy wearing just panties and smiles. Nicole stands between the two girls before quickly turning and grabbing Hazel by the back of the head.
"Oh!" Hazel squeaks when Nicole pulls the tan girl in for a kiss.
Instead of her usual ponytail, Hazel's long brown hair is cascading down her back in a large wave, allowing Nicole to easily grip the back of her head. Hazel wraps her arms around Nicole, pulling the nude girl in close as the two gorgeous ladies swap cum. Kayla, Lexi, and I all watch as the two girls kiss and moan before finally pulling apart and swallowing my seed.
"I approve." Lexi nods.
"Of course you do, Slut." Nicole giggles, looking over her shoulder at Lexi.
"I'm not the cum-swallowing whore." Lexi retorts.
"You swallow all the time!" Nicole protests.
"You and Hazel just swallowed. So I'm right." Lexi reasons.
"Can we talk about tomorrow, please?" I ask, shaking my head.
Four beautiful women are soon sharing my bed. Lexi and Nicole are still completely naked, while Kayla and Hazel are just in panties. Kayla's perfect body is covered with a thin sheen of sweat, and I'm trying not to think about her having phone sex. I realize I have sex with Kayla, but still, a guy doesn't want to think too much about his daughter's sex life!
With eight beautiful titties on display, I'm having trouble focusing. Lexi and Nicole are sitting on either side of me, occasionally reaching out to caress my thighs or shoulders. Kayla is laying horizontally across the bed, one teardrop breast resting on the other. Hazel is sitting cross-legged, running her hands through her thick hair as we all talk.
It turns out that paintball is a great idea. Everyone is excited to learn how to play. Stephanie and Ian are both going, but Kayla isn't able to convince Kelsey to attend. Ian also reached out to Shawn, but he says he's busy. The only one we still need to hear from is Marcia.
"Still nothing from Marcia?" I ask.
"Nope." Lexi chirps.
"She isn't responding in our group chat." Kayla adds.
"I'll call her." Lexi declares, picking up her phone.
We all fall silent as Lexi starts the call and places the phone to her ear. At first it seems like the call will go to voicemail, but Lexi's face eventually lights up, indicating Marcia's answering. I can only hear Lexi's half of the conversation, but the two girls clearly exchange pleasantries before Lexi asks why Marcia isn't responding.
"Seriously?!" Lexi gasps, her eyes widening in shock.
"Everything okay?" Kayla asks with a frown.
"Marcia, hang on, I'm gonna put you on speaker." Lexi says, setting the phone down and hitting the speaker phone button. "I'm with Kayla, Hazel, Nicole, and Steven."
"Something wrong, Marcia?" I inquire carefully.
"No! No, not at all." Marcia quickly answers. "So, um, I got my parents a card for their anniversary. I put a few lottery scratchers in it. My parents won a million dollars!"
"Really?!" Kayla squeals, immediately sitting up.
"That's amazing!" Nicole adds. "I'm so happy for them."
"Whoa." is all Hazel manages to mumble.
"I know, I still can't believe it!" Marcia shouts. "I kept looking at the ticket, and I'm in shock, and my mom is in shock. Dad is so happy!"
"Marcia," I begin loudly, trying to be heard over the excited voices of the other girls, "are your parents home?"
"No, they still went on their trip." Marcia's voice answers over the phone. "Mom is excited to gamble, and Dad said he has to make sure Mom doesn't spend all the winnings."
"And where is the ticket now?" Nicole follows up with.
"Dad has a small safe." Marcia says. "It's in there."
"Okay, the important thing is to not make any rash decisions." I explain. "No big purchases, and there are tax implications to consider, because you won't actually end up with anywhere near a million dollars. Please make sure your parents don't do anything until they speak to a financial advisor."
"Oh, and don't go around telling everyone how much you won." Nicole adds.
"Yes, agreed." I confirm.
"Uh, aren't you a financial advisor?" Lexi asks me with a frown.
"I am, and I'd be happy to help." I answer carefully. "It's just that sometimes people would rather go to someone they don't know personally."
"Why?" Hazel wonders.
"Because," Nicole explains, "a lot of people don't want their friends knowing details about their finances."
"Never ask a woman her age, or a man his salary." I nod.
"You probably don't want anyone asking your age either." Kayla points out.
"Go to your room." I sigh as the girls all laugh.
"Anyway," Marcia continues, trying to stifle her giggles, "my parents said they would love it if you could give them some advice."
"I'd love to." I respond. "When will your parents be back?"
"They originally planned on staying late Sunday." Marcia tells us. "They're gonna come back mid-afternoon instead."
"Okay, please text your parents and ask if they'd like to come to dinner on Sunday." I instruct. "We can sit down after and go over a few things."
"Thank you, Steven!" Marcia gushes.
"You're welcome." I reply.
"Wait. Our game night is Sunday after dinner!" Kayla protests.
"We're all gonna be together. We'll play earlier." Hazel shrugs.
"We can play after, too." Nicole reasons. "We have plenty of games."
"Marcia, we were calling to see if you wanted to come and play paintball tomorrow?" Lexi speaks up, changing the subject.
"Oh, sure!" Marcia agrees happily. "That sounds fun!"
The five of us continue chatting for a little while longer as we figure out the details. Marcia's parents reply to her texts, agreeing to come over on Sunday for dinner. With everything settled, we say goodnight to Marcia so she can get some rest for tomorrow.
"So, bed time?" Kayla asks as she scoots toward the edge of the bed.
"Not yet." I tell her as I get off the bed. "We need to fill out the waivers."
I walk over to my desk, ignoring the comments the three girls are making about my ass. Then I reserve our time for tomorrow and print out four forms from the paintball park's site. The forms are pretty simple, so it only takes us a couple minutes to fill them out.
"How many of us are going?" Hazel asks at one point.
"Fourteen." I answer. "The standard private group size is ten, but I could pay extra for more people."
"This is gonna be fun!" Lexi giggles. "I'm excited to shoot you bitches!"
"Assuming you can actually hit anything." Nicole snorts.
"Why wouldn't I be able to?" Lexi challenges.
"Have you ever shot a gun?" Kayla wonders.
"Have you?" Hazel asks Kayla.
"I have, actually!" Kayla answers. "Daddy has taken me shooting before!"
"Were you any good?" Lexi inquires with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm going to bed." Kayla responds, turning and heading to the door.
"That's what I thought!" Lexi calls after my daughter.
"I should go to bed, too." Hazel sighs as Kayla flips off Lexi. Though I do spend more of my time admiring my daughter's cute bum in her panties.
"Set an alarm for tomorrow." I say to Hazel as I hug and kiss her goodnight.
"Ugh, fine." Hazel grumbles before following Kayla out into the hall and shutting the door.
Lexi, Nicole and I go through our nighttime routine, including peeing and brushing our teeth. I set an alarm for tomorrow and snuggle up under the covers with my two redhead girlfriends. With a sexy lady on each side of me, I drift off to sleep.
A small groan escapes my lips as I slowly return to consciousness Saturday morning. There's a warm body against me, and her sweet-smelling hair is tickling my nose. My morning wood is pressed between her butt cheeks, and I instinctively squeeze the small breast in my hand.
Nicole moans softly in her sleep, pushing her ass back as I grind my erection against her. I tease her nipple with my fingers, bringing the little nub to full attention. I'm about to wake Nicole up for some morning sex when I open my eyes and realize there's some light coming from behind me.
Releasing Nicole, I sit up and look over my shoulder to see Lexi sitting at Aria's vanity. No, Lexi's vanity now. The elegant vanity sitting unused for years until Lexi enters my life. Alexis Davis, Lexi, the fiery young woman who is reawakening the passion in my heart.
I'm actually extremely surprised that Lexi is up and about before the alarm. Even more shocking is that her auburn hair is slicked back, indicating a recent shower. The beautiful teenager is clad in a pair of cute panties while she looks at herself in the mirror, an expression of melancholy on her lightly-freckled face.
Moving carefully so I don't disturb Nicole, I slide toward the edge of the bed and get to my feet. I'm naked, but my erection is gone due to concern for Lexi consuming me. The usually bubbly redhead does have her moments of sadness, where her insecurities take over and she relives her past trauma.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I say softly as I place a hand on her bare shoulder and lean down to kiss the top of her head.
"Thank you." Lexi mumbles, her lower lip quivering slightly. She looks close to tears.
"You're up early." I comment as I lightly massage her shoulders while waiting for her to tell me what's wrong.
"Steven?" Lexi whispers, looking up at me. A strand of red hair is plastered to her cheek.
"Yes, Lexi?" I ask, smiling down at her kindly.
"Why do you like me?" the eighteen year old wonders in a small voice.
I squeeze her shoulders reassuringly as I carefully contemplate how best to answer. Knowing how emotional Lexi can get, I want to make sure I don't upset her further. With how she usually acts, it can really amaze me at how vulnerable she can be. Gone is the usual boisterous sex kitten, and in her place is a vulnerable young lady.



"Your strength, your fire." I answer confidently. "You've been through so much, yet you still have that beautiful, bubbly, bratty personality. You're a breath of life for this old man."
"You're not old." Lexi replies in a weak voice.
"Thanks." I nod.
"It's just..." Lexi trails off nervously. "I'm nothing like you. We have nothing in common. You can't talk to me about boring money shit like you can with Nicole."
"We have some things in common!" I insist, ignoring her comment about money. "You love family game night with Kayla and I. You're great at pool, and you'll play video games with me. We like some of the same shows and movies, even though you enjoy that hospital show with McSqueegee for some reason."
"McSpoogy." Lexi corrects with an eye roll. "And he's dead now. Along with his clone and evil twin."
"Right." I smirk, my fingers caressing the bare skin of her shoulders. "The point is, I love spending time with you. We get along, but it's more than that. With you, I can just be. I know I'm older than you, and I do notice it sometimes. That doesn't change how I feel about you. It also doesn't hurt that I'm incredibly attracted to you. You're my Sexy Lexi."
"That's part of the problem." Lexi admits with a sigh.
"What do you mean?" I inquire.
"I guess I just don't understand what I bring to the relationship besides a willing and eager set of holes." Lexi sniffles, tears shining in her green eyes.
"Hey!" I exclaim in a light voice as I encourage Lexi to slide down the bench so I can sit beside her and pull her into my lap. Lexi ends up sitting sideways in my lap, her legs over my left thigh and her arms wrapped around my neck. "Where is this coming from?"
"You knew right away that Nicole was joking about that FBI organized crime thing." Lexi points out.
"Okay..." I respond, not sure where this is going.
"I'm an immature little girl who doesn't even really understand what you do every day." she says sadly. "I'd be homeless without you, I need you to take care of me like I'm your daughter, not your partner."
"I like taking care of you." I smile, my hand on her thigh as my thumb lightly caresses her soft skin. "In all seriousness, being a supportive partner is about a lot more than just financial support. I don't need financial support. I need emotional support. I get that from you."
"I guess..." Lexi mumbles, looking unconvinced.
"As for being immature," I continue with a playful expression, "well, I have no doubt you'll still be a brat when you're sixty."
"You'll be eighty-two." Lexi giggles cutely.
"Shit, that's terrifying." I wince.
"At least you'll still be able to talk numbers with Nicole." she sighs, her smile vanishing again.
"Are you really jealous of Nicole?" I ask in concern.
"I-I don't know." Lexi stammers before pausing to organize her thoughts. "Watching you and Nicole make love made me nervous."
"How so?" I inquire, looking at her with affection.
"I could just see how much you two love each other, and I know you love me too, even though I don't understand why, I just, I'm just Lexi." she starts rambling, unable to stop the words from tumbling out. "I'm just Lexi. Hazel is having a baby, Kayla has been through so much, and she's so strong. Nicole is successful. Everyone else is growing. I'm just here. The same Lexi. I don't have their passion or interests. I have no idea what I want to do with my life, or what my future is supposed to look like."
"First of all, you're not 'just Lexi', you're Lexi." I state in a firm voice. "Second, you've also been through a lot. You were in an abusive relationship, you were on drugs, and now you're free of all that. You've shown how strong you are."
"Maybe..." Lexi shrugs weakly.
"Third," I continue, determined to convince my girlfriend how amazing she is, "you have grown. You've been growing, and you're continuing to grow. You have a relationship with your sister now, you have great friends, and you have a boyfriend who loves you very much."
"I love you, too." Lexi replies, her lips pressed together as she gives me a small smile. "And I love that I have my sister in my life, along with real friends. Nicole never paid much attention to me, and I never really had friends. I always used to just play alone when I was a little girl."
"You didn't have any play dates or anything?" I wonder, a sympathetic frown on my face as my right thumb plays with the elastic band of her panties.
"Not really, no." she shakes her head. "Mom and Dad didn't care enough to arrange anything. They usually just plopped me down in front of the television, or I played alone with my dolls."
"Ouch." I wince. "I'm sorry."
"Not your fault." Lexi replies as she leans forward and presses her forehead against mine. "Was that it for your list?"
"I actually have one more." I chuckle while looking into Lexi's lovely eyes. "Four, you don't have to know what you want to do with your life. College can help with that. You're undeclared, take some general education courses, and maybe you'll find something you really enjoy. Something you're passionate about."
"Like what?" she asks, her fingers playing with the short hair on the back of my head.
"I don't know, but I'm sure you'll find something." I reply. "You're young, Lexi. You have a long, long life ahead of you. You may even change careers, many people do. Spend time with the people who love you, and find something you're passionate about to dedicate your days to. If it no longer feels fulfilling, change to something else."
"I'll try." Lexi lets out a breath.
"Do you feel any better?" I ask.
"A little." she answers with a shrug.
"Time will help, too." I insist. "We haven't been together long. As time goes on, you'll see I'm not going anywhere."
"You better not." Lexi replies with an evil grin on her face. "You still have to make me pass out. If you can ever manage it."
"Challenge accepted." I husk before lunging forward and pressing my lips to hers.
Lexi and I are only kissing for about thirty seconds when a loud sound causes us to jump and break apart. Terrible timing, but my phone alarm is going off. It's time to wake up. Shifting Lexi out of my lap, I stand and walk over to the bedside table.
"Morning." Nicole grunts sleepily as she throws the covers off her naked body and sits up.
"Finally awake? Good!" I tease as I shut my alarm off.
"You're both up?" Nicole frowns in confusion as she looks between Lexi and I. "And you showered already?"
"Couldn't sleep." Lexi quickly explains while brushing her wet hair.
"I should shower before breakfast." Nicole sighs, standing up and walking around the bed. "Are you gonna work out before we go out, Steven?"
"Not today." I shake my head as my eyes devour Nicole's nude body. "I'll get plenty of exercise."
"Wanna join me in the shower, sexy man?" Nicole purrs, one hand resting on her hip as she smirks at me.
"Oh! Uh..." I trail off stupidly, not wanting to upset Lexi further, but having absolutely no idea how to turn down the request.
"You two kids have fun." Lexi comments as she starts rubbing moisturizer into the smooth skin of her calves.
"Are you sure?" I ask Lexi.
"Why wouldn't she be?" Nicole frowns.
"Yeah, don't be ridiculous." Lexi states. "Go. Have fun. Nail my big sister."
I'm still worried about Lexi, but she clearly doesn't want to talk about it anymore. Or maybe she just doesn't want Nicole to know about her jealousy. I'm willing to let the matter drop for now. Also, there's a hot, naked redhead who wants me to help her soap up in the shower. Taking Nicole's hand, the two of us walk into the bathroom.
Despite Lexi's instructions, I don't end up nailing Nicole in the shower. I definitely enjoy myself while soaping up her sexy body. The elder redhead grins mischievously at me as I watch the soap run down her frame. Fuck. Every inch of her is perfect. Perky boobs, flat stomach, nice bush of fiery red pubic hair.
When it's my turn, Nicole uses a loofah to spread soap all over me. She hums happily as her thin fingers caress my chest and bicep. I actually jump when the sexy minx grabs a handful of my tight ass cheek and squeezes. I can hear her giggling from behind me.
As the soap washes away, Nicole squats in front of me and sucks me into her warm mouth. Holding her head in both hands, I proceed to fuck Nicole's face, making sure not to bury more than half of my length in her throat so she doesn't choke.
For the next few minutes, I enjoy the feel of Nicole's mouth and tongue on me while listening to her slurping and sucking noises as hot water cascades all around us. Her hands grip my thighs as she happily takes the face-fucking, sucking hard on me as she draws out my orgasm. Finally, I groan and blast my load down Nicole's throat.
Just as Nicole is swallowing my seed, I pull her to her feet and push her against the shower wall. While kissing along her pale neck, I slide my hand between her legs and push two fingers up her twat. Nicole is soon cumming hard while I finger her and suck on a titty.
"Ready for breakfast?" I ask when Nicole and I return to the bedroom. I'm in boxer briefs, and Nicole has panties on.
"Yup! I'm hungry." Lexi chirps, seeming like her usual cheerful self as she puts on a robe.
Nicole and I slip on robes, then the three of us make our way down to breakfast. Kayla is already sitting at the table, looking adorable in her robe with her raven hair pulled back into a functional ponytail. My daughter smiles when she sees us, inviting the three of us to join her.
Text messages start coming in while we're eating. Everyone is waking up and getting ready for the day, and they're reaching out to start coordinating meeting up at the paintball park. I'm replying to a text from Allan when zombie Hazel shuffles into the room.
"Too early to be conscious." Hazel grunts as she plops down onto a chair. Her long brown hair is messy, and she looks like she's about to fall asleep.
"Did you go right to bed after we finished talking last night?" Nicole wonders.
"Or did you convince yourself to watch just one more episode?" Lexi adds with a playful smirk.
"Shut up." Hazel snaps while serving herself breakfast.
"Up late, always tired, cranky, and know how to take care of kids." Kayla lists on her fingers. "Yup, you're ready to be a mom!"
"You shut up, too." Hazel rolls her eyes.
We're all excited to get going, so we don't talk much as we inhale our food. Fortunately, getting some food into Hazel helps her perk up a bit. The five of us then clean up together before returning to the bedrooms to get dressed for paintball.
Nicole only has a few articles of clothing in her overnight bag, so she borrows some things from Lexi. The two redheads look adorable with their hair braided and sticking through the backs of their hats. They're also wearing long pants and shirts. Like them, I'm dressed in a long pair of pants and a long-sleeved shirt.
Kayla and Hazel are in similar outfits as the sisters, though Kayla's hair is tucked into a cute black beanie. I actually pause and feel my heart start racing when I see Hazel. Her long brown hair is braided, and looks damn sexy as it hangs down to her butt. I can't help but imagine holding onto that braid as I fuck the tan girl from behind.
"Love the braid, Hazel. It looks great." I compliment.
"Thanks!" Hazel gives me a small smile. "You look nice, too."
"Hey, what about me?" Kayla asks, giving me an offended look as she shrugs and makes a gesture with her hands.
"I can't really see your hair." I reply with an innocent expression.
"You can see ours!" Nicole interjects as she actually holds up her auburn braid to show me. "Why didn't we get the compliment?"
"I said you both looked nice!" I protest as Hazel and Kayla giggle.
"I think he's getting turned on seeing Hazel like this." Lexi suggests with a flirty smile.
"I have no idea what you're talking about." I quickly lie.
"Wait. My hair is turning you on?" Hazel asks with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh, please!" Kayla snorts, giving the tan girl an incredulous look. "You know guys love pulling that ponytail of yours!"
"I also have no idea what anyone is talking about." Hazel giggles as she blushes cutely.
"Right." Lexi smirks as she crosses her arms over her chest and looks right at Hazel. "That's why Steven always used to fantasize about holding your ponytail while you sucked him off."
"Really?" Hazel inquires with wide eyes as she turns her head to face me.
"I, um, well..." I trail off.
"Smooth." Kayla comments, making the girls laugh.
"Fine, fine." I sigh, deciding to explain. "You girls were always friends, and when you became adults, well, I noticed how absolutely gorgeous you all are. And yeah, I did have some fantasies that I kept to myself."
"At least until Hurricane Lexi." Kayla adds.
"You're welcome!" Lexi chirps.
"I'm glad we all finally followed our hearts." Hazel smiles.
"Hearts, genitals, same thing." Nicole teases.
"Anyway," I continue, "I felt really guilty about it, since I knew you since you were a little girl. But, well, Hazel, imagining holding that ponytail while fucking you doggystyle got me off quite a few times."
"I'll wear the braid again soon." Hazel says happily. "Maybe Monday after my doctor's appointment?"
"I could spend the night with Kayla, if you want." Lexi offers.
"Oh, you don't have to!" Hazel insists.
"I know, I offered." Lexi follows up with. "Plus, I'll get to eat Kayla's sweet, little pussy."
"Sounds great to me!" Kayla smirks.
We chat and tease each other for a few more minutes, until it is time to get going. I toss a few sports bags into the trunk while Nicole climbs in the back seat. At the same time, there is a struggle up front as Kayla, Lexi, and Hazel fight for the passenger seat. My daughter wins, causing Lexi and Hazel to squish in the back seat with Nicole while Kayla sits up front with a satisfied smirk.
"How come you get to sit up front?" Lexi grumps as I get into the driver's seat.
"I'm his daughter!" Kayla points out.
"I'm his girlfriend!" Lexi counters.
"So am I, and I went right to the back seat." Nicole laughs. "You're just being competitive brats."
"We are not!" Hazel insists. "I'm carrying his baby, that kind of makes me Kayla's mom!"
"That's not true!" Lexi says. "You're not dating Steven. Nicole and I are closer to being Kayla's mom than you."
"I'm not ever calling any of you 'Mommy', and the front seat is mine." Kayla argues. "Deal with it, bitches!"
I just laugh and shake my head as I start the drive. The girls are really excited, I can tell from the way they are playfully teasing each other. They comment on how many separate cars our group is taking and suggest I get something bigger. It actually sounds like a good idea, especially with the baby coming.
Pulling into the parking lot, I jump slightly when Kayla reaches across me to point out the window. Nodding in understanding, I drive in the direction my daughter indicates so I can park next to Marcia's car. Ashley, Melissa, and Josh are here as well, standing between cars as they talk.
~Marcia~
I pause my conversation with Ashley as we look over and watch Steven and the girls get out of his car. Kayla, Lexi, Nicole, and Hazel all place their purses in the trunk for safety, only taking their phones with them. We exchange hugs, commenting on how we girls are all dressed alike. Long clothes, covering as much skin as possible, old sneakers, and hats. Ashley is wearing boots, though! I giggle cutely while adjusting my braid as it sticks out the back of my baseball cap.
I'm explaining to Lexi that I don't get to decide where my parents spend their lottery winnings when another car parks beside us. Stephanie and Ian get out and join our group with small smiles on their faces. There's some light teasing when Kayla kisses her girlfriend and boyfriend.
For a few minutes, we excitedly talk about the lottery winnings, all of us happy for my parents. Though we do also lament just how much will be taken out in taxes. Steven starts talking about the pros and cons of choosing a lump sum or yearly payments, only stopping when Lexi pointedly yawns.
I don't know why the bratty redhead acts this way. I mean, I don't care about finance either, but it's so sexy how passionate Steven can be about things. A small smile is on my face as I listen to his soothing voice, my heart racing just from being near him.
The subject soon changes to paintball, and I actually feel a little bit of anxiety. I'm wearing heavy clothes, but I have to be honest with myself; I'm a big baby. Even though the site says it's just a little sting, I have soft skin and am convinced it'll hurt. Fortunately, I'm not the only one who is concerned about we girls getting shot.
"Hazel, are you sure you're wearing enough over your stomach?" Steven asks nervously. "You know, just in case..."
"Steven," Hazel begins in exasperation, "I'm wearing two tank tops, a t-shirt, and a sweatshirt. Then you said we'd buy the coveralls this place sells. What more can I do?"
"Bubble wrap?" Lexi suggests with a mischievous grin as she walks over and rubs Hazel's flat stomach. "Maybe we can put a pillow over your tummy."
"I like the idea of covering her in bubble wrap." Ashley interjects. "We can make a game out of popping the bubbles with our guns."
"You're being so mean!" Melissa exclaims. "It's sweet that he cares so much about her safety."
"Thank you, Melissa." Steven inclines his head. "I know you girls are kidding, but something over her stomach sounds like a great idea."
"You're rich, go buy her a bulletproof vest." Lexi teases.
"Or hire a bodyguard!" Kayla giggles.
"Stop making fun of him." I say, finally speaking up.
"Mother has spoken." Ashley nods.
"Does that make Marcia the grandmother of Hazel's baby?" Lexi wonders, tapping her chin thoughtfully.
"Ew." Hazel mumbles, making a disgusted face.
"You girls just never stop." Nicole shakes her head. "I pity your boyfriends."
"We're just glad they aren't teasing us." Ian admits while Josh nods in agreement.
"Pity them? With all the pussy they get?" Stephanie challenges with a raised eyebrow.
"The guys are part of our group now." Lexi confirms. "In fact, we should tease them, too."
"Yeah!" Ashley agrees happily. "How is working out going, Ian?"
"Fine." Ian replies before a nervous grin appears on his face. "I can make Stephanie pass out before my tongue gets tired."
"Wait, what. I..." Ashley stammers, uncharacteristically speechless as everyone snickers.
"He's working on getting into shape, how could that be teasing?" Nicole frowns.
"They were gonna bring up how he's getting into shape so he can last longer in threesomes with Stephanie and I." Kayla smirks. "But Ian beat Ashley at her own game!"
"And on that note, let's get back on topic." Steven speaks up. "Are you sure you're up for this, Hazel?"
"I'm fine, really." Hazel answers, smiling softly. "I appreciate your concern, but women have been having babies forever, working the fields and everything else. We're not that fragile. I'm not that fragile."
"I know you're not." Steven sighs. "I'm sorry, everyone says it's safe, I should stop worrying."
"You'll never stop worrying about us, and we love you for it." Lexi states, surprising all of us with her serious tone.
"Yes, we love you very much." Hazel agrees.
"We love you, Steven!" five girls cry out at the same time.
"I love you, Daddy." Kayla adds.
"I don't know you very well, but you seem great!" Melissa giggles cutely.
"What the kid said." Stephanie smiles softly, earning a glare from Ashley's baby sister.
We keep talking for a little while longer, with the guys mostly staying quiet. Ian does speak up occasionally, but Josh barely says anything, despite Ashley's encouragements. The quiet boy is clearly overwhelmed, I just wish Shawn was here, too. It's my fault he's not. I know he isn't busy, he just doesn't feel like he really belongs.



Another car soon pulls up and slowly heads toward us, the driver obviously recognizing someone in our group. A lovely woman with short, light brown hair gets out and approaches us with a confident stride. With her kind, youthful face, Sarah McLorn really doesn't look like a police officer. She definitely looks younger than she is.
Introductions are made, and Sarah even offers to pay Steven back, but he refuses. Our group is a little quiet now, unsure of how to act in front of Sarah. Over the next few minutes, we do relax a little bit, but there is clearly some awkwardness in the air.
The arrival of Allan and Amanda just serves to make us more uncomfortable. They're very nice, but they're adults. Well, older adults. I realize Steven is, too, but we know him. Most of the Sluts are still outgoing, but there is a lot less teasing going on. I'm reverting to my usual quiet wallflower persona.
"Everyone's here, shall we go in?" Steven suggests.
We all quickly agree and make our way toward the large building that serves as the main entrance to the paintball park. Steven checks us in with the smiling receptionist, and hands over our waivers. He also has to sign something for Melissa, since she's under eighteen.
The fourteen of us wander around the reception area, looking at the tips and guidelines posted on the walls. Steven also buys us all drinks so that we'll be able to stay hydrated while we play. We end up with a good mixture of waters and energy drinks.
After waiting around for a few more minutes, we all look over when we hear our referee walk in. The slim referee looks to be a little older than we girls, early-twenties maybe. The energetic employee is wearing an army jacket, loose pants, and combat boots. Close-cropped dark hair and an androgynous face completes the look. The gender fluid style really does look great.
"Welcome, welcome!" the referee announces with a huge smile. Like the overall style, the voice straddles the line. It's hard to tell if the voice is a husky, smokey woman's voice, or a higher, melodic man's. My mind swaps between the two even as the referee keeps speaking. "My name is Sky, and I'll be your referee for the day. Are we all ready for a great time?!"
"Yes!" Steven and Allan declare as we girls all clap and cheer while Ian and Josh nod quietly.
"Excellent!" Sky grins. "So, show of hands, who has played paintball before?"
"Just a few of us, I think." Steven replies, raising his hand alongside Allan and Amanda.
"Don't worry, newbies, I'm gonna take great care of you!" Sky promises. "Let's head in the other room and go over the rules, then we'll get you your gear."
Nodding in agreement, our large group follows Sky down the hallway. Our referee leads us into a large room and stands up front by a television while instructing us to spread out so we can all see. I end up standing between Lexi and Hazel as we wait for Sky to begin.
Dimming the lights, Sky starts up the mandatory safety video. It looks like they are grabbing people's attention by making the video in the same style as the driver's ed films we all have to watch. What follows the blood-red title is a series of obviously fake, and over dramatized scenes of people losing eyes from taking off their masks, losing a finger from putting their hand in front of a firing gun, and falling by running and not looking where they're going.
At first I can't decide if I should laugh or be sick. However, as the film goes on, I start to feel some of my anxiety returning. I can't help it, I'm a coward. Letting out a breath, I glance around and notice that Lexi is starting to doze off. I roll my eyes and elbow the redhead to wake her up, smirking when she glares at me.
"Thank you for paying attention." Sky says while turning the lights back on. The referee then glances at Lexi. "Well, most of you.
"Anyway, just a few important points I want to bring up. First, never lift or remove your mask inside the playing area. Please, just don't ever do that. Second, please respect the referee. If you aren't sure if you're out, you can ask for a paint check. Third, no shooting outside of designated areas.
"Fourth, don't shoot the referee. I'm very sensitive, and I'll take it personally. I also am not your human shield. Fifth, and most important, have a great time! We'll go over the rules for each individual game once you're all suited up."
"Thank you, Sky!" Ashley cheers, clapping her hands.
"Why, you're welcome, love!" Sky replies.
"Yes, thank you." Allan adds, holding hands with Amanda. My gaze lingers on Allan for a moment, and I realize that Steven's friend is really cute.
Sky leads us to another area so we can get ready for our games. We girls get in a nice round of teasing when the guys are handed their athletic cups. Even the older women laugh as the four men head to the restroom to secure their family jewels.
Soon, we are all prepared for combat! In addition to coveralls, we all got vests and ammo belts. I pull on a pair of gloves, opening and closing my fist to test them out. I'm feeling a little claustrophobic in the mask, but after a few deep breaths, I think I'm ready to go. We don't really need to keep the masks on here, but it helps to get used to them.
"Oh, if you go off like that you're going to get hurt, and that would be on me, sweetie." Sky says, walking over to Josh to run a finger down the strap of his mask to adjust it while Ashley smirks. "Excellent."
"Thank you." Josh mumbles, his voice barely audible.
"You're welcome. Oh! And you, love, need to lace up your boots right." Sky points out while swiftly kneeling to retie Ashley's laces. The usually confident girl's mouth opens and closes, her blush obvious even through her mask. "There. Nice, and oh, so tight. Better?"
"Oh, God, yes!" Ashley stammers. "I mean, ah, much better."
After confirming all our gear is on correctly, Sky declares that we are ready for our weapons. We receive a short demonstration on how to use the guns, and we're assured we have free air for the entire time. Sky then stands in front of us, wearing a beanie and a mask while holding a number of colored armbands. Our ammunition is on a table beside Sky, red and blue, depending on what team we end up on.
"Okay, so where are my team captains?" Sky asks, looking over our group with a huge smile.
"Uh..." Kayla trails off.
"I'll do it!" Lexi announces, raising her hand.
"No!" Kayla, Ashley, Hazel, and I all declare at the same time, making Lexi pout.
Everyone is already laughing, and their volume only increases when Steven lets out a loud snort from hearing we Sluts shut Lexi down. Nicole and Amanda are shaking their heads while the other boys all smirk. Sarah finds all this hilarious, and ends up leaning forward, laughing so hard she's gasping for breath. Steven quickly falls silent, looking guilty at his response. His detective friend looks similarly embarrassed.
"Sounds like we have two volunteers!" Sky says, looking between Steven and Sarah.
"Wait. What?" Steven asks stupidly while Sarah lifts her hands, shaking her head as she backs up slightly.
"You heard the ref!" Allan laughs, giving Steven a light shove, pushing him forward. "You paid, you can lead!"
"Ugh, fine." Steven sighs, relenting. "Sarah and I are captains."
"No, no, no. Not me." Sarah insists. "I'm new to the group!"
"That works, no one will get mad for not being picked first!" Nicole reasons.
"Plus, you're a cop." Lexi points out. "You know how to shoot."
"C'mon, Officer Giggles!" Sky adds, gesturing at Sarah to come forward. "Lead your team to glorious victory!"
"Okay, I'll try." Sarah relents as she walks up to stand beside Steven.
"The handsome sexpot will captain Team Blue," Sky explains, handing Steven the stack of blue armbands, "and our brave Officer Frisk-me-please will lead Team Red!"
"Ladies first." Steven offers politely while gesturing with a hand for Sarah to pick.
"Gonna pull that with me?" Sarah asks with a raised eyebrow clearly visible beneath her mask. "Fine, then I'm taking your girl. Lexi, you're with me!"
"Good choice." Lexi nods as she walks up to receive her red armband.
"My turn, I guess." Steven says, looking over the rest of us nervously.
"My my, what a dilemma." Sarah comments. "Which lovely lady are you going to choose first? Who do you love the most?"
"Ouch." Amanda winces. "Someone's playing dirty!"
"I'm your daughter; your only child, your baby girl." Kayla reasons with sad eyes and an adorable pout. "You have to pick me first!"
"Lexi isn't your only girlfriend, don't forget me!" Nicole whines, acting like she's also a high school girl.
"I'm carrying your baby, perhaps your second baby girl!" Hazel points out with a cute smile.
"I have big tits!" Ashley is quick to remind him while drawing herself up to her full height and drawing attention to her bodacious assets.
"I'm pretty." I mumble quietly, shrugging and blushing. I am not comfortable speaking up like this.
"Oh, you better pick quickly, Mr. Popular, otherwise a fight might break out." Sky comments before frowning thoughtfully. "Actually, take your time. I'll get snacks!"
"Well, since the ground is too dry for a mud pit, I don't think the fight will be fun, so..." Steven trails off with a thoughtful expression. "Allan! Come here, Gorgeous!"
"You're an idiot." Allan deadpans as he walks up and snatches his blue armband.
"Coward." Lexi snorts as we girls all laugh.
"I don't know, he is definitely easy on the eyes." Sky interjects while pretending to evaluate Allan.
"Taking the easy way out is gonna cost you your other girlfriend." Sarah states. "I pick Nicole!"
"You're screwed." Amanda laughs, looking at Steven while Nicole joins Team Red.
"Not with the help of, ah, um, Josh!" Steven exclaims, pointing at the first guy he sees.
"Really? Josh?" Kayla asks with a raised eyebrow. "You think he'll make a difference."
"Hey! That's my boyfriend!" Ashley interjects with an offended expression.
"And Steven only picked him because he has a penis." Stephanie speaks up.
"No, Steven picked him to avoid having to pick one girl over another." Lexi giggles.
"I might be good." Josh mumbles in a voice that's barely audible.
"I'm sure you will be great, Babe!" Ashley smiles and nods.
"For my next pick, I'm going with an experienced paintball player." Sarah says, immediately changing the subject. "Amanda!"
"Your sausage fest is extra screwed now." Amanda grins as she takes her place.
"Fine, I can pick a female." Steven sighs, his eyes traveling from woman to woman as he struggles. "Well, she is a brat, but I'm kind of obligated to pick my daughter. Kayla, join Team Blue."
"Lucky me." Kayla groans as she stomps over to Steven's side.
"You are all so competitive already, I love it!" Sky tells us. "This will be a fun time!"
"In the interest of being competitive, I'm going to make sure you have to pick another lady." Sarah says happily. "I pick Ian."
"So many beautiful women, what a lucky guy!" Sky adds. "Don't fight over him girls, I can tell there's plenty of him to go around!"
"Not yet, but we're working on him." Stephanie giggles.
"You really are one of us!" Ashley announces.
"She is!" Kayla gushes happily. "And our boyfriend does a great job."
"Thanks." Ian replies with a blush.
"Since I really don't wanna hear more, I'm gonna pick again." Steven sighs. "Don't worry, Hazel, I'll keep you safe."
"Don't forget the video," Hazel begins with a glare, "friendly fire is a thing."
"Great, shoot your captain so we win." Lexi offers.
"Nah, we don't need any help to beat them." Sarah insists. "Stephanie, come join the winning team."
"With pleasure!" Stephanie says, leaving only Ashley, Melissa, and I remaining to be chosen.
"Am I really gonna be picked last? What the fuck!" Ashley snaps as she stomps her foot.
"Looks like it!" Kayla laughs.
"There are a couple others left, but I'd definitely pick Marcia over you." Lexi adds.
"Hello! Big boobs!" the tall blonde bombshell points out as she gestures with one finger at her chest. "Look at these things!"
"Exactly." Hazel interjects. "They're huge targets."
"She won't drown, though." Melissa explains helpfully. "Is there any water on the battleground?"
"Afraid not, Sweetie!" Sky replies.
"Even if they weren't, why would having big boobs mean you should be picked?" Stephanie wonders with a frown.
"Because everyone loves boobs." Ashley answers. "Oh, and I call no tit shots!"
"Sure, hoebag." Hazel responds. "Then I call no shooting the pregnant woman."
"No, no, no!" Nicole speaks up. "You can't keep getting mad at Steven for wanting to protect you because you're pregnant, then use being pregnant as a shield!"
"Agreed." Steven adds.
"What's a hoebag?" Amanda frowns.
"A bag of hoes." Lexi shrugs.
"C'mon, you aren't that old, you must have heard that insult." Hazel reasons.
"I have not." Amanda confirms.
"Yeah, she sticks to just calling me an idiot." Allan sighs, shaking his head.
"You are an idiot, but you're my idiot." Amanda smiles.
"Aw!" several of us girls exclaim, and I notice Lexi, Hazel, and Nicole both looking at Steven I understand completely; he's ours.
"Yeah, yeah, enough mushy shit." Ashley insists. "Someone pick me!"
"Well, since I want to be mean to Ashley," Steven begins slowly, "sorry Marcia, but I pick Melissa."
"What the fuck?!" Ashley shouts, her eyes flashing dangerously.
"It's okay, I understand." I say softly as Melissa skips over to Team Blue.
"Marcia, come join the better team!" Sarah gestures with her hand for me to come over.
"Thank you." I smile as Ashley groans in annoyance.
"Guess we're stuck with Ashley." Kayla sighs.
"That's a damn shame." Hazel adds, shaking her head.
"You people suck." Ashley comments angrily.
"I pick Ashley." Steven says, clearly taking pity on the blonde.
"You don't have a choice." Ashley rolls her eyes as she walks up and snatches her blue armband.
"Team Blue is fucked." Lexi states. "Led by Steven, and stuck with Ashley."
"Suck a cock!" Ashley snaps.
"How can I? You already sucked them all." Lexi counters.
"On that note, how about we play?" Steven suggests.
The energetic referee happily agrees, and begins handing out ammunition. My gun is loaded with red ammo, and I have even more on my ammo belt. Sky then leads our group out of the main building and we make our way to the fields.
Ghetto City is one of many playing fields the paintball park offers. Like most of the fields, the ground is light, packed dirt with lots of pebbles and the occasional patch of grass. The obstacles consist of white buildings and walls, abandoned cars, and random barrels.
"Okay, gather around guys and gals!" Sky calls out after putting a mask on. "We're gonna start with a pretty simple game, it's called Domination. The objective is simple; eliminate everyone on the other team. Each person only gets one life, so things can get very intense!"
Sky explains that we'll soon be led to our starting locations for the game to begin. We're reminded to declare that we're out and raise our gun above our head after being hit. After a few more final tips, Sky leads our two groups to opposite ends of the field.
I'm standing in a three-sided roofless building with the rest of Team Red. Sarah, Lexi, Nicole, Amanda, Ian, Stephanie, and I. We each remove our gun's barrel sleeve as we wait for the signal to begin the game. I actually jump when we receive the signal, and my first paintball game starts.
"Okay, what's the plan?" Lexi asks, a fierce look in her eyes.
"Uh, run out there and shoot everyone?" Stephanie suggests.
"Works for me." Nicole shrugs.
"No. No, no, no!" Lexi groans, shaking her heads. "We need a strategy! Back me up, Sarah!"
"I'm not a paintball expert, but yeah, you don't just run out and shoot randomly." Sarah replies.
"Why don't we ask the paintball expert?" I suggest. "Amanda?"
"Well, there are a few standard tactics that most groups use." Amanda says slowly. "It's been a long time, but I remember most of the general tips."
"Do tell." Sarah smiles encouragingly.
"First off, a moving target is harder to hit." Amanda begins slowly. "Oh, and if you're outnumbered, it's okay to run until you're in a better position. Use cover, since it's easy to hit someone in the open. Also, pay attention to what's around you. Sometimes people just see their target and ignore the threats around them."
"Understood. Anything else?" Lexi nods with a serious expression.
"None of us are really wearing camouflage, but if you're trying to avoid being seen, be quiet and don't move much." Amanda explains. "As soon as you move, you'll be noticed. Spreading out helps, too. A group of idiots boxed into a house are easy targets. Still, you don't want people going off on their own. Most big teams split up into multiple groups of two or three."
"Okay, groups." I comment. "Sounds good."
"So, how do we decide who gets stuck with Lexi?" Nicole asks with a cheeky smile.
"Fuck you, Bitch." Lexi growls, looking ready for war. "I'm killing all those bastards!"
"Fuck you, too!" Nicole snaps.
"Nobody is fucking anybody!" Stephanie interjects. "Unless I'm on Ian's team and we find a place to be alone."
"That's enough, children." I say softly.
"I feel so old." Amanda giggles.
"I think you get used to them after awhile." Sarah replies.
"You do." Nicole sighs. "Then you find yourself becoming one of them."
"Teams, let's go!" Lexi urges. "Steven could already be heading this way!"
"Okay, first off, I'm splitting up the couple." Sarah says. "No canoodling during combat."
"Canoodling?" Stephanie giggles.
"Ian, you're with me." Sarah follows up with, ignoring Stephanie. "I get the feeling you're a trouble maker, and I need to keep you focused."
"Uh, okay." Ian mumbles while we all laugh.
"Nicole, you're with Stephanie." Sarah instructs.
"Okay!" Stephanie agrees.
"And since we have an odd number, we'll end with a group of three." Sarah states. "Lexi, Amanda, Marcia."
Now that we have our squads, it's time to get moving. Sarah instructs Stephanie and Nicole to head left and work their way down the field while she and Ian move straight down the middle. That leaves Lexi, Amanda, and I to take the right.
It isn't long before the sounds of shouting and people shooting hits us. Our small squad crouches behind some barrels as we peer around them to get a look at the center of the field. It's hard to tell, but it looks like Steven is crouching behind a car with someone else as he exchanges fire with Sarah and Ian. Our teammates are taking cover behind a small shed.
"Let's help!" Lexi exclaims as she looks over the barrels and starts shooting. "Die, fuckers!"
"Lexi is over there!" Steven shouts as he turns and tries to fire, causing his gun to jam. "Shit!"
Amanda and I provide cover fire as Lexi does everything in her power to shoot her boyfriend. Steven disappears behind the car while Josh pops up to shoot wildly. Lexi squeals and drops down behind the barrels as blue paint explodes all around us.
Steven returns to the game and fires at Ian, forcing him to duck back behind the shed. Sarah then fires back, just barely missing Steven as his gun somehow jams a second time. I'm missing completely, but Amanda is able to help keep Josh pinned down. Finally, Lexi looks around the barrels and takes a shot.
"Got him!" Lexi shouts as red paint splatters all over Josh's shoulder.
"I'm out!" Josh declares, holding his gun above his head as he walks off the field.
Now that he's greatly outnumbered, Steven is forced to retreat. Sarah and Ian are in pursuit, but our squad decides to move on. We soon discover that Allan and Ashley are coming up our side, and we end up exchanging fire with them. No one is hit, and the three of us end up taking shelter in a small house.



"Thanks for inviting us." Amanda comments while Lexi and I peer out the windows. "Allan and I really appreciate it."
"We're happy to have you." I reply with a smile.
"Yeah, yeah, great." Lexi mumbles while carefully looking outside. "C'mon, keep guard!"
"Hey, Lexi, you know that Steven has been Allan's best friend forever, right?" Amanda asks as she takes her place beside the redhead.
"Yeah, I know." Lexi comments dismissively. "It was always the four of you."
"It was." Amanda confirms. "And Steven died inside when he lost Aria. Allan and I love how happy you've made him. He's come to life again. We want to get to know you better."
"Sure, but right now we have some bitches to kill!" Lexi replies, squinting as she tries to find Allan and Ashley.
"Yeah, Allan can be a bit of a bitch sometimes." Amanda giggles as she bumps her shoulder into Lexi's. "You'd know if we didn't have to keep canceling dinner on you."
"Sorry we can't make dinner this week." Lexi says. "Fucking finals next week."
"That's okay, we'll still have our dinner before you graduate. We're going to your graduation party, too." Amanda responds as I continue to eavesdrop. "It's just.. what I really wanted to know is, how can you do it?"
"Do what?" Lexi wonders as she takes a couple of warning shots out the window.
"Handle the jealousy." Amanda finally says, letting out a breath.
"What jealousy? You jealous that your husband is alone with Captain Cleavage?" Lexi suggests while I contemplate giving them some privacy. However, we're in one open room house, so there isn't much I can do.
"No, not at all." Amanda snorts. "But yeah, her boobs are enormous."
"They really are." I comment to remind them I'm here. "And she's always had them. You should have seen them bounce when we played dodge ball in gym."
The three of us start giggling as I look away from the window to admire Amanda. I know she's the same age as Steven, making her forty. Amanda still has a youthful face and a slim figure that makes her breasts seem even bigger. She's average height with brown hair and kind, brown eyes.
"Anyway," Amanda begins once she stops laughing, "I was really wondering how you handle Steven being with so many women? Or any other women. He's so great, but you must want him all to yourself?"
"I do like to get fucked a lot..." Lexi trails off, considering the question. "Still, as long as he makes time for my needs, I'm good. Also, I love watching him fuck."
"What do you mean?" Amanda asks.
"I love my man, and watching a hot girl cum on his cock is a huge turn on." Lexi explains. "I love how he can just take a slut and make her scream."
"I guess that makes sense." Amanda giggles. "I just can't imagine Allan in a relationship with another woman."
"I'm really insecure, and I worry all the time that Steven will leave me." Lexi admits. "I do know that his feelings for me don't change because of where he sticks his dick. Our bond... FUCK!"
Lexi interrupts herself as paint splashes across the frame of the window. The three of us completely forget the conversation as we return fire. I can hear the sound of paint balls striking the outside of the house, and I'm unsure how they expect to actually hit us through the windows.
"It's an ambush!" Amanda screeches as she spins around, crouching down.
I turn just in time to feel a sharp sting on my shoulder. Glancing down, I see blue paint on my coveralls. The good news is that it doesn't really hurt, but the bad news is I'm out. Sighing, I raise my gun above my head as I watch the squad of Kayla, Melissa, and Hazel attempt to take us all out.
Only now do I realize that Allan and Ashley are the distraction, enabling three people to somehow sneak around the building and trap us. However, my two surviving teammates aren't going down without a fight. Amanda takes aim and fires, catching Hazel on the upper thigh. Kayla and Melissa are unable to hit Lexi, who dives sideways and actually manages to hit Melissa in the chest, splattering red paint on the younger girl's boobs.
Now that she is outnumbered, Kayla is forced to retreat. Their ambush failed. Well, mostly. I walk with Hazel and Melissa over to where Josh is. Sky smiles and tells us we're doing a great job before turning to watch the remainder of the battle.
As the number of survivors decrease, the squads start to reform. Kayla ends up joining forces with Steven, and the two of them manage to take out Ian, forcing Sarah to flee. Things seem pretty even until Lexi and Sarah team up.
The police officer and the fiery redhead are quickly able to eliminate Ashley and Allan. Team Red now has a huge advantage, with only Steven and Kayla left against five people. The father-daughter duo manage to eliminate Stephanie, but they are quickly overwhelmed by numbers. Team Blue is defeated!
~Kayla~
"Well, that sucked." I grumble as I wipe red paint off my stomach.
"You all did very well for your first game." Daddy smiles reassuringly.
"Maybe, but they did better." Hazel grumps, taking a sip of water as we take our break between the first and second game.
"You can't win them all." Allan points out. "Don't be discouraged, you're all getting the hang of it."
"Has Lexi always been so vicious?" Melissa wonders.
"Oh, yeah." Ashley answers quickly. "She's a ball of slutty, bratty, red-haired energy."
Team Red walks in, an air of victory surrounding them. There's some light teasing, but considering how bad a winner Lexi is, it isn't terrible. We then spend a few minutes sipping on water and energy drinks as we chat about how much fun this is.
"You old folks hanging in there?" I ask with an evil grin.
"We're fine." Daddy replies, rolling his eyes.
"So, no one broke a hip? Good!" Lexi chirps.
"How old do you think we are?" Amanda frowns.
"Uh, a lot?" Lexi shrugs.
"Sorry about my bratty sister." Nicole sighs.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims. "Watch it! You're only a few years away from being old, too!"
"So, anyone over thirty is old, is what you're saying?" Allan inquires.
"Yes." Lexi, Hazel, Ashley, and I all answer together.
"Damn, I don't have much time left." Sarah sighs.
"Don't take it personally, they're only mean when they like you." Daddy informs everyone.
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure they don't mean anything by it." Marcia adds. "Hard to tell sometimes, though."
"Everyone having a good time?!" Sky asks in an energetic voice.
We girls all cheer and clap as we confirm how much fun we're having playing paintball. Sky confirms with us that we are sticking with the same teams for the next game. We then put our masks back on as the referee leads us to the next playing field.
Sky takes us to a really cool castle. An actual castle! It's only one level, but it looks amazing, with piles of tires and other small structures scattered in front of it. It looks like there's no way in from behind, so attacking from the front is the only option. The ground is the same as the last location, with small patches of grass on the mostly dirt field.
After checking out the outside of the castle, Sky shows us the inside. There are several pathways, along with a lot of windows, allowing people inside to fire from the front and sides of the structure. Our two teams are intermingling as Sky starts explaining the rules of the Attack and Defend scenario.
I find myself standing next to Ian, my mind wandering as I realize how handsome he looks in his paintball gear. Mm, ripping off our masks so we can kiss. Me pulling down his coveralls so I can get to his dick. Sucking him until he's nice and hard for me.
Ian unable to wait any longer to get inside me, so he pulls me to my feet. With my coveralls down, I drop my pants and undies before bending over and bracing against the window. His hands on my bum as he pushes into my pussy, fucking me nice and hard. Cum shooting inside me.
"Okay, those are the rules." Sky says loudly, making me jump. "Any questions?"
"Uh..." I mumble stupidly as everyone else says they understand.
Team Red takes their leave, and I soon realize that we are the ones who will have to defend the castle. Since they are the ones with the most experience, Daddy and Allan decide to defend the door, leaving the remaining five of us to pick a window and try to take out anyone attacking.
Apparently the defender always has the advantage in these kinds of scenarios, so hopefully we can win this time. I know that I'll have a lot of cover from my window. There are a lot of structures for our opponents to hide behind, but I can't imagine them being able to hit me through the window.
The signal goes off and we all rush to take our positions. Not much happens in the first couple minutes, though I am able to see some movement in the distance. We take a few shots at the attackers, but with so many structures in the way, no one gets hit.
I quickly realize that, since we really aren't elevated, it might actually be hard to spot people getting close. I'm really not sure where any of our opponents are, and the only good news is that there's not much point in attacking from the sides or back. They have to come straight at us.
In fact, a minute later, they do make a move. Stephanie, Marcia, and Ian all dart out from behind a structure and run straight for the door. Allan calls out a completely unnecessary warning as we all start firing. Blue paint slams into the ground as most of our shots miss.
The three members of Team Red return fire, and I instinctively jump back when a paintball explodes against the side of the window, inches from my head. However, Stephanie, Ian, and Marcia seem mostly focused on attacking the people guarding the entrance.
"Fuck! Again?!" Daddy yells when his gun jams again. Seconds later, a nice shot from Marcia eliminates him.
I take aim and do my best to avenge Daddy. Apparently, I'm not the only one with this idea, as Marcia is hit no less than five times in rapid succession. The quiet girl immediately raises her gun above her head and leaves to respawn.
Just as Marcia is leaving, I notice that Ian is being targeted. Several shots miss him completely, but it looks like another one of my teammates has better aim. Two shots from the same person hit Ian, one in his shoulder and one in his stomach.
"Dammit!" Ashley's voice cries out. "No fair, I was shooting at him!"
"Guess I just have better aim!" Melissa replies, laughing. "Face it, Ash, our parents had to screw you up first so they could make me perfect!"
"Fuck you, Mel!" Ashley snaps as more paint flies toward Stephanie, forcing her to dive out of the way.
Just before we can eliminate Stephanie, I notice movement out of the corner of my eye. A squad made up of Sarah, Nicole, Lexi, and Amanda all dart out from behind a large pile of tires and run straight for the entrance. I realize we have once again fallen for an obvious trick; decoys.
"Incoming!" I call out in warning.
We're too late. Sarah and Lexi take aim. Lexi immediately hits Allan, leaving the entrance completely unguarded. Sarah is actually able to shoot right through a window and eliminate Melissa. Then Stephanie joins the squad, and the five of them enter the structure.
I join up with Ashley as we come face to face with Nicole and Sarah. I really don't understand how Sarah does it. Every time I see her out here, she looks so calm and in control. She sees real guns all the time. When I see the barrels pointing right at me, I start to panic.
I'm having a great time, really. I love being out here with my friends and family. With my girlfriend and boyfriend. It's just that the guns being aimed at me brings me back. I hear the voice, I remember the fear, I remember the words telling me to get in the fucking car.
Freezing for a second is all it takes; the opening allowing Sarah and Nicole to eliminate Ashley and I. While I don't know all the rules of this scenario, I do know we have multiple respawns. It doesn't matter. Sarah and her team are able to defeat us in one charge, ending what is possibly the fastest paintball game in history.
Due to how fast this game ends, we actually end up playing it again. Same field, same scenario, same attackers and defenders. We do much better this time, and are actually able to take advantage of respawns. However, Team Red is able to defeat us once again. With Sarah and Amanda having level heads, they are able to take advantage of Lexi's fiery enthusiasm, earning another victory.
We take a break to hydrate and relax before the next scenario. All this pretend warfare, and how easy it is to get hit when you're not completely focused is making me think about life. How quickly it can end, especially if you're not paying attention. Heck, even if you are. Mommy is gone, but she should still be with us. Sometimes it feels like her death was only days ago, yet here I am, about to graduate high school.
Am I paying attention to my life, or just letting life happen to me? What do I want? Do I see a real future with Ian and Stephanie, or are we just finding comfort together while we wait for the next stage of our lives? I know we're young, and I know we like to make fun of Daddy for being old, but it won't be long before our own youth is gone. Where will I be then?
Our break is over, and Sky brings us to Wall City for the next scenario. We'll be playing Center Flag, and I decide to actually pay attention to the rules this time. A flag is placed in the center of the massive field, surrounded by semi-trucks, boats, and structures. Our job is to work our way around the large, angled walls so we can reach the flag.
Once someone has the flag, they have to bring it to the opposing team's starting location. Sounds fun! Each player will have three lives, and they will have to return to their starting location and wait one minute to respawn and jump back into the action.
The flag is very vulnerable in the center of the field, so we rush out as soon as we hear the signal. Splitting up into three different squads, we weave through the various structures before seeing the flag. Then all hell breaks loose.
People are firing all around me, and I lose track of everyone. Fortunately, I don't freeze up this time and am able to fight back. Blue paint hits Amanda in several places as I'm forced to duck behind the front of a car to avoid getting shot.
The first clash ends with several players losing a life as the rest of us retreat to plan a new strategy. A few people are still shooting as everyone struggles to find cover. I find myself hunkered down behind a wall with Ashley. Our backs are pressed against the small wall, and Ashley is tightly clutching her gun.
"Ashley?" I whisper to her. "Do you ever think about the future? What you want out of life?"
"Seriously?" Ashley glances at me incredulously. "Now is when you wanna talk about this?"
"Sorry, sorry." I sigh. "It's just that, well, with graduation, and everything we've been through these last few months... it's just made me think, and.. never mind. Forget it."
"Kayla. Yeah. I do." Ashley responds after a few seconds pass. "I have no idea what I want, or even who I want. I don't know what I'm doing, I don't know what I want to major in, and it terrifies me. We're still young, we have time, but real life is so hard. So, I just play the party girl and try to have fun now. But, yeah, I think about it all the time."
"None of us have a major picked out." I respond sadly. "Kind of pathetic, isn't it?"
"Nah." Ashley shakes her head. "We can take general courses together until we find our way. I'm sure we'll all end up discovering something we're passionate about."
"Maybe." I answer slowly. What am I passionate about? I decide to change the subject. "Don't know who you want? That mean you aren't sure about Josh?"
"I really like Josh." Ashley tells me. "I'm just not in love with him. Will I ever be? No clue, and I am worried what will happen in the future. If not Josh, will I ever find a guy who will let me mess around with my Slut-sisters?"
"If you arrange threesomes, I'm sure your husband won't care how much pussy you eat." I comment.
The serious conversation ends as Ashley and I break out into giggles. Our laughter only ends when Lexi and Sarah come out of nowhere and start firing. We have no defense, and I'm soon walking back to the starting position with Ashley, our guns over our heads.
Despite our rough start, Team Blue is actually able to come back and secure the flag. We lose it soon after, but Sarah starts making mistakes. In the end, Melissa snatches the flag and we all run toward Team Red's starting position.
With a wall of people, we shield Melissa until she enters the opposition's starting position, securing our first win. Lexi looks pissed while every member of Team Blue cheers and exchanges high fives. Bad winner, sore loser. That's my best friend.
~Hazel~
With our victory in the Center Flag game, Team Blue finally has a win. We're still behind by two, but at least we are on top for one game. After wiping off what paint we can, Sky leads us to the next field, which is called Terror Town.
Terror Town is mostly made up of a large number of one room houses. There are a couple of other structures as well, but it is mainly set up as a small town. I'm having a lot of fun, and I'm excited to learn about the next scenario.
Sky explains that the next game is called Medic. Each team will have one person acting as the Medic. The Medic has the ability to touch an eliminated player and bring them back into the game. However, the Medic cannot be brought back into the game, so eliminating the enemy Medic is an almost-guaranteed victory.
"So, who is gonna be our medic?" Ashley asks when we break off to discuss our strategy.
"How about Hazel?" Steven suggests.
"Why me?" I wonder, looking at him with a frown.
"Because you have to protect the medic." Kayla explains with an eye roll. "He'll have an excuse to keep you from getting shot."
"No!" Steven protests weakly. "I just think Hazel will do a great job."
"Right." Ashley snorts.
"Fine, Steven." I sigh, grateful that he seems mostly fine with how often I get shot at. "If it'll make you feel better, I'll do it."
"You don't have to..." Steven trails off.
"I said I'd do it!" I laugh. "You care, it's cute. I can just refuse to bring you back if you keep trying to shield my stomach."
"Okay, sounds like we have a Medic." Allan comments while Josh nods.
Stephanie is chosen as Team Red's medic, and Sky leads both groups to their starting positions. The basics of our strategy our simple; protect our Medic while trying to eliminate theirs. How we will accomplish this is the more complicated part. I need to be close enough to bring people back, but not close enough to be in danger.
The game begins, and I end up with Steven and Ashley as bodyguards. I'm not the slightest bit surprised that Steven wants to guard me. The joke is on him. I run, dodge, jump, crawl, and fall constantly. I think even my bruises have bruises, and it feels awesome! I feel so alive, and useful, and this is the BEST!
At one point, we are down to only three players while Team Red has six. However, I'm able to bring up everyone. Sarah's team is unable to deal with us suddenly coming at them in full force. As soon as Lexi and Sarah go down, it's over. Allan shoots Stephanie, eliminating their Medic, and opening our path to victory.
"My my, so many young talents!" Sky comments happily. "The final score is Team Red with three wins, and Team Blue with two!"
"We win!" Lexi crows, her hands above her head as she jumps up and down. "Take that, bitches!"
"Whatever." Kayla grunts. "We got the hang of working together, we'd beat you in a rematch!"
"Keep telling yourself that." Lexi snorts.
"It's true!" Ashley adds. "We had trouble being a team the first few games, but we got it!"



"Team Red! Team Red!" Stephanie chants.
"If we had another game, it would be a tie. There's no way we'd lose again!" I insist.
"Bullshit!" Lexi challenges.
"Don't be mean to the defeated, Lexi." Sarah smiles. "It's not good sportsmanship."
"Thank you, Sarah." Steven replies as Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Such competitive spirit!" Sky laughs. "You know, I could stick around for one more game if you guys wanted. We have the space."
"Done." Steven speaks up immediately, and I can tell he doesn't wanna have to endure Lexi's teasing.
"What kind of game do you want for your last one?" Sky asks.
"What game can we play to give Steven the biggest handicap?" Allan laughs.
"Hey! It's not my fault the gun doesn't work!" Steven complains.
"Don't feel bad, Steven. Allan has trouble with his gun sometimes, too." Amanda giggles.
"Oh, ouch!" Nicole winces in mock-sympathy as Allan pouts.
"Glad my guy doesn't have that problem!" Kayla interjects, as Josh and Ian both look embarrassed.
"Mine either!" Ashley adds, causing Josh to turn bright red.
"They're young, of course they don't." Sarah comments.
"At Steven's age, I'm sure he'll start having that problem soon." Lexi sighs. "Not sure what I'm gonna do when he's sixty!"
"He'll still be hot." I state firmly.
"He will, but he'll probably need to take a pill every night." Ashley adds.
"Okay, okay, enough." Marcia sighs.
"Sorry, Allan. That was mean." Amanda blushes slightly, probably embarrassed about making such a comment in front of people she doesn't really know.
"You are so getting spanked when we get home." Allan glowers.
"Yeah, get it, girl!" Lexi cheers while Amanda looks bashful.
"Um, ah..." Amanda blushes before letting out a breath and looking up at us with a big smile. "Victory! Yes!"
"See?" Ashley asks rhetorically. "They're part of the group now!"
"I think this is our way of saying you should pick for us, Sky." Steven smirks.
"Don't mind if I do!" Sky nods.
One final game to see if we can tie with Team Red. Capture the Flag will take place at the Bus Depot. The entire field is comprised of various buses and stacks of tires. We have unlimited lives, and only need to return to the starting location to respawn.
Steven and Allan spend some time debating on the best place to hide the flag. Both agree that inside a bus is a safe place, but if a group rushes the location, we're screwed. In the end, the flag is placed in the corner of the field so that it can be easily guarded. From the way the structures are set up nearby, a sneak attack will be very difficult.
We agree to split up into three groups. Melissa and Ashley will head straight through the field, making it seem like they're going for the enemy flag. Steven, Allan, and Josh are going to loop around and attempt to take out the defenders. Finally, Kayla and I will stay behind and guard the flag.
I'm standing to one side of the blue flag, watching for anyone from Team Red. Since the entire point of this scenario is for this spot to be attacked, I'm not the slightest bit upset that I'm here. Steven is definitely not keeping the fragile pregnant lady out of the line of fire by having me guard.
"Hazel?" Kayla says in a soft voice.
"Sup?" I reply.
"Do you spend a lot of time thinking about your future?" she wonders, looking over at me.
"I got kicked out of the only home I ever knew when I was eighteen for getting pregnant, I was so desperate for money that I almost did porn and ended up getting paid for sex. I've never had a job, and have no idea how to support a child on my own. Oh, and the father of my baby could be one of four guys." I say in a mocking, lilting voice as I watch for threats. "You tell me?"
"Oh. Right." Kayla mumbles. "Stupid question."
"It really was." I confirm with a nod.
"You'll never have to worry, you know." Kayla tells me. "Daddy will never make you leave, even if you two break up and you get another boyfriend."
"We can't break up, we're not together." I remind her. "And I know that, he's a great man. I just don't want to be dependent on someone else, I want to be self-sufficient. I have no idea how to do that, how to start a career with a baby. I don't even know what career I would want."
"I don't know what I want, either." Kayla sighs. "I just mentioned this to Ashley. None of us knows."
"You'll figure it out." I assure my friend. "You're smart."
"So are you. Usually." Kayla replies. "You're not smart about your need to do everything yourself. It'll be hard, but you have help. Not just Daddy, all of us. We'll babysit, we'll change diapers. And we'll all meet our futures together."
"If you know that, why are you wasting paintball time to ask Ashley and I what we think about the future?" I counter with a smirk.
"Oh, shut up." Kayla giggles. "I guess I was just wondering if I wasn't doing enough to move forward in life. I don't know what I want, and I don't know how to figure it out. I do know that the Slut-sisters will always have each other."
"Yes, we will." I agree happily. "And you need to stop worrying about wasting your life. You have a rich daddy and no responsibilities. Have fun in college, enjoy your flat stomach."
"You'll get back in shape after the baby in no time." Kayla laughs.
"I hope so." I sigh. "I like being a hot chick."
"It is great, isn't it?" Kayla asks rhetorically. "And maybe you're right, I should just have fun. I just know that I want to do something that brings my life meaning. And I can't think of any college major that would help with that."
"You have time." I respond. "Just be glad you only have yourself. I have a second future to worry about now, too."
"Whose?" Kayla asks with a frown.
"My baby's, you idiot." I snort.
Kayla blushes and falls silent, allowing the two of us to guard in silence. We notice Ashley and Allan make their way to our starting position to respawn. A few minutes later, Melissa comes running down the field, holding the large red flag.
I start cheering, loudly encouraging the tall blonde. However, we immediately spot Sarah and Lexi in pursuit. Kayla and I start firing, hoping to allow Melissa to escape. Sadly, we only manage to eliminate Lexi before a paintball hits Melissa in the back, forcing her to surrender the flag.
Josh and Steven soon show up, too late to be of any use. They do try to eliminate Sarah, but the skilled woman quickly disappears behind some cover with her team's flag. Damn, we're so close to victory, but it slips right through our fingers.
Time passes as we hear burst fire in the distance. Occasionally, one or more of our teammates will pass us to go respawn. It looks like neither side is able to gain an advantage, as no one is able to get close to the other team's flag after our team's initial push.
Suddenly, a squad consisting of Nicole, Amanda, Stephanie, and Marcia come running toward us. Kayla and I immediately start shooting. Stephanie is hit several times, but Amanda is able to counterattack and eliminate Kayla. With just me defending against three women with guns, I am quickly shot.
While walking away to respawn, I look back and see Nicole snatch the blue flag. Amanda and Marcia protect Nicole as the accountant runs back to Team Red's base. There is some firing in the distance, but I soon realize it's too late; we lose.
Team Blue endures the mandatory teasing as we make our way back to the main building. The coveralls are ours to keep, but we do have a lot of equipment to return. Paintball is really fun, it's just a shame that Lexi is on the winning team.
After thanking Sky, our large group returns to our cars. This time, I manage to push Lexi and Kayla out of the way, winning the front passenger seat. My long brown hair is still in a braid down my back, but Steven seems too tired to really check me out.
"You okay to drive, old man?" Kayla teases from the back after Steven yawns.
"I'm fine. Brat." Steven grunts.
"Are you sure?" Lexi challenges. "You spent all morning running around, getting your ass kicked. We still have a long day ahead of us."
"I'm sure." Steven says through clenched teeth, though he does look exhausted.
"Leave him alone, he's not old, and he's in amazing shape." Nicole speaks up.
"Great shape and handsome. We're lucky sluts!" I add with a giggle.
"Sure, we'll be lucky if he can get it up tonight." Lexi snorts. "After such a long day? He's gonna pass right out."
"Stop." I giggle as I reach over and slide a hand between Steven's legs so I can caress his crotch. "He can get this beautiful cock up anytime he wants."
"Thank you, Hazel." Steven smirks as he pulls the car out onto the street.
"You're welcome!" I reply as my fingers continue teasing his growing bulge. "Mm, someone's getting nice and hard."
"That's quick." Nicole comments, making Lexi and Kayla laugh.
"Well, you girls are very sexy." Steven reasons as he tries to focus on driving. "Watching you run around all morning is a turn on."
"I can tell you're horny." I say, my voice thick with lust. "Fuck, it's so big."
"Oh, stop sucking up to him." Kayla teases.
"Hm, sucking... that's an idea!" I exclaim, using both my hands to open Steven's pants.
I can hear three girls giggling as I extract Steven's erection from his pants, allowing the massive column of manliness to stand tall and proud. Every second I expect him to stop me, but he just sucks in a breath as I give him a handjob. Taking advantage of the situation, I quickly unbuckle my seat belt and lower my head into his lap.
Steven gasps, and I can feel him shudder slightly as I inhale the first three inches of his beautiful cock. Lexi, Kayla, and Nicole are clapping and cheering, encouraging me to suck dick. I smile around the erection in my mouth as my tongue bathes the entire shaft, coating it in saliva.
For the next several minutes, my head bobs up and down in Steven's lap as I give road head. Keeping one hand on the wheel, Steven rests his other hand on the top of my head. I hum happily when I feel his fingers lightly playing with my braid. He really does love my long hair!
"Gonna cum, Hazel." Steven warns in an urgent voice. "Get ready."
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan happily, my pussy twitching just from the thought of tasting cum.
"Yeah, cum in her slutty mouth!" Lexi breathes.
Steven's hips buck slightly, forcing an extra inch of cock into my mouth and making me cough. Then I feel him swell between my lips as a burst of warm, thick semen floods my mouth. The taste, the texture, the great feeling of bringing a man pleasure; it all combines to cause my hips to roll as I actually have a tiny orgasm. A small moan escapes my lips, a few drops of cum leaking out as my cheeks bulge.
~Steven~
"We shouldn't have done that." I sigh as Hazel sits up and smiles at me, small amounts of semen dotting her lips.
"Why not?" Hazel asks, licking her lips and buckling her seat belt.
"It's not safe!" I insist, glancing over again to make sure Hazel is safely seated as I quickly put my penis away. "You could have gotten hurt."
"Like that was your first time getting road head." Kayla snorts.
"It's because I'm pregnant." Hazel rolls her eyes. "I told you, women have been having babies forever. I'm fine."
"I know, I know." I reply quickly, both hands on the wheel. "You were great today, I just don't think we should take any unnecessary risks."
"We love that you worry about us." Nicole interjects from the back seat. "Please, just remember that your girls are all strong, independent women who can take care of themselves."
"I know you are. All of you." I answer with a nod.
"First guy in history to complain about getting his dick sucked." Lexi comments, making the other girls laugh.
Ignoring the girls, I turn up the music as they begin chatting about paintball. It turns out that Lexi really loves the game, and she can't wait to play again. I'm glad she's finding things she's excited about. In fact, the fiery redhead is still talking about it when I park at the restaurant.
Fortunately, the restaurant is expecting us, and they have multiple tables close together to seat our group of fourteen. I end up sitting at a table with Allan, Amanda, Sarah, and Nicole. Looks like we older folks can relax while the teenagers all chat and laugh.
We order drinks and appetizers while discussing the paintball game. I'm glad that we're all having a great time, it's so nice to have everyone together. The people closest to me. Most of them, at least. I do find myself worrying about Stacey and April as a I take a bite of a mozzarella stick.
"Will you be joining us at the amusement park?" I ask, trying to keep my mind in the moment.
"Aren't we a little old for that?" Sarah suggests with a frown.
"You're never too old to have a good time." Nicole smiles. "I know they're crazy, but just spending time with the girls has been the highlight of my life."
"I'm in no rush to get back to the kids." Amanda smirks. "We're in."
"We are, but I may not have the energy to perform my marital duties tonight." Allan winces.
"You aren't getting out of that, mister!" Amanda immediately retorts. "You promised me a spanking!"
"Yes, ma'am." Allan replies before taking a sip of his soda.
"You're only as old as you feel." Nicole insists. "You have the energy, trust me."
"For the amusement park or the spanking?" I ask.
"Both." Nicole shrugs.
"I don't know how you keep up with so many lovely ladies, Steven." Allan says. "Just one is all I can handle."
"I work out every day." I explain. "Then they work me out the rest of the day."
We all start laughing, causing the teenagers to look over at us with curious expressions. When they return to their conversations, I go back to our appetizer, polishing off the sampler plate. As I wipe my face with a napkin, I notice that Amanda appears to be checking me out.
I'm shocked. I mean, we're the fearsome foursome; Steven, Aria, Allan, Amanda. We're best friends, two couples who love to spend time with each other. We tease each other, sure, but this is the first and only time that I get the feeling Amanda's eyes are lingering on my face and body with obvious lust.
"Do you have any plans for tomorrow?" I ask Allan and Amanda right after our lunch orders arrive.
"Nah, just gonna spend it with the kids." Allan answers.
"What about you?" Amanda wonders. "Next week is finals week, isn't it?"
"It is." I confirm with a nod. "We'll still spend some time together. Game night. They're all great students, and they're caught up on studying."
"Good. I'm sure they'll all do great in college." Sarah smiles. "I know how strong they are."
"They really are." I agree, glancing over at Lexi and Kayla with love in my eyes.
"Are you working tomorrow, Sarah?" Nicole asks. "I know you cops have crazy schedules."
"Nope!" Sarah responds happily. "I actually have all week off."
"You do?" I frown.
"Yes." the detective nods. "I had too much accumulated vacation time, so I just picked a week."
"Got any big plans?" Nicole inquires.
"Nothing whatsoever." Sarah states. "I can't wait!"
"Maybe we can get together at some point?" I offer.
"Asking out a woman while sitting next to one of your girlfriends? Aren't you bold." Amanda comments.
"He really is." Nicole giggles. "We can share him, though. As long as he remember he's mine Friday night."
"Date night?" Allan asks.
"Yeah, the others will be participating in the senior lock-in, so Steven kindly offered a one-on-one date." Nicole explains.
"Lucky girl." Sarah winks before taking a bite of her salad.
"Well, feel free to take him any other day if you wanna get lucky." Nicole smirks.
"I just might take you up on that." Sarah says.
Our conversation continues as we finish up our lunches. When the bill comes, a few people offer me money, but I turn them all down. After paying and leaving a large tip, I walk outside with our group, happy that everyone is sticking with us for the afternoon.
"Want me to drive, Daddy?" Kayla offers.
"That's really nice of you." I reply, giving my daughter a surprise look.
"You don't have to sound so shocked." Kayla rolls her eyes as she holds out her hand for the keys.
"I can't blame him, you are kind of a bitch." Lexi interjects.
"Fuck you, whore." Kayla snaps, her green eyes flashing.
"Fuck you harder, slut!" Lexi retorts.
"Okay, okay, that's enough." I say quickly as I drop the keys into Kayla's hand. "Thank you, honey."
To my surprise, Lexi and Hazel don't fight for the passenger seat, instead giving it up to Nicole. I offer to sit in the middle in the back, but I end up on one side, with Hazel in between Lexi and I. We all buckle up, and Kayla starts driving.
"Steven?" Hazel asks in a playful voice.
"Yes?" I reply.
"Would you be surprised to find out we planned this?" Hazel inquires as her hand starts caressing my thigh.
"Planned to sit next to me? How naughty!" I tease.
"What's really naughty is how wet I got sucking on your big, hard dick." Hazel purrs as she unbuckles my seat belt and uses both hands to extract my cock from my pants.
"With three of us crammed back here, I don't think you'll be able to suck me again." I comment while my dick hardens in Hazel's skilled hand.
"Good thing that's not the plan." Hazel comments as she leans up and pecks my cheek.
"What is the plan?" I inquire, turning to face the tan girl as my eyes drop to her lips.
Instead of responding, Hazel closes the gap between us, kissing me with an intense passion. I reach out a hand and caress Hazel's breast as she moans into my mouth while continuing to stroke me. The other three girls are giggling and making comments, encouraging us to continue.
Our tongues dance as our bodies press together. Releasing Hazel's boob, I slide my hand down her body until I'm pressing my fingers against her crotch. The beautiful, young woman squirms in her seat as I start rubbing her from outside her jeans.
"The plan is for you to fuck me." Hazel husks, her lips an inch from mine as she unbuckles her seat belt.
"Wait." I say softly, my concern piercing the cloud of lust in my brain. "We covered this, it isn't safe."
"Steven." Hazel states in a firm voice as she lifts her butt and slides her jeans and panties down to her knees. "Shut the fuck up."
Before I can respond, Hazel awkwardly gets into my lap. Her head actually bumps into the roof of the car as her slim body nestles in between my legs. Hazel reaches down and grasps my erection, nestling my tip between her labia.
"Fuck." I groan through clenched teeth.
"That pussy nice and tight for you?" Lexi whispers, her eyes locked on Hazel and I.
I don't answer Lexi. Hazel feels amazing as she sinks down on me. The tan girl is absolutely drenched, and her teen pussy grips me tight in its velvet embrace. My hands instinctively drop to her hips, my fingers lightly digging into her flesh as Hazel groans, taking my entire length.
"Holy shit, you're huge." Hazel gasps, tossing her head back and causing her braid to rest against my chest.
"Stay safe, children!" Nicole calls out from the front seat.
"Hey!" Kayla exclaims. "Don't remind him!"
"Oh, my God. Fine!" Hazel hisses as she reaches over and somehow manages to pull the seat belt around both of us.
Once I realize what she's doing, I immediately start to help. Hazel and I then end up in the strange position of both being buckled in to the same seat belt. There's not much room, but she's still able to lift up and down an inch or two.
"This is ridiculous." Lexi snorts. "I love it!"
Hazel faces forward, fully impaled on my prick. It's hot and frustrating for both of us since we can't move much. Wanting to please Hazel, I reach between her legs so I can tease and play with her little clit. The high school senior is moaning and squirming, doing her best to roll her hips in my lap.



This is a bad idea, and Kayla may very well kill us with her driving, but I am so turned on. While rubbing Hazel's clit, I slide my other hand up her shirt to squeeze a bra-clad tit. The long-haired girl moans and pants, eventually gasping when Kayla hits a bump. Or maybe it's a curb? Either way, the seat belt locks, and each time Hazel presses down on me the seat belt tightens, holding us immobile.
Now that we can barely move, Hazel is focusing on using her vaginal muscles to stimulate my cock. I can feel her clenching, tightening her hole for my pleasure. My hand slips into her bra, allowing a hard nipple to press into my palm as I continue rubbing her clit.
"Ah! Cumming! Ah!" Hazel gasps as her pussy starts to spasm.
"Shit!" I hiss as Hazel's orgasm triggers my own release and I begin to fill her tight, teen twat with my seed.
Nicole is watching us from the front, Lexi is gazing at us from the side, and Kayla is watching us in the rear view mirror while still trying to focus on the road. Hazel cums a second time, the seat belt squeezing both of us tightly as the last of my load leaks into her pink cunt. Hazel then turns her head to look at me, her face red and eyes heavy with lust.
"I think I may be into bondage." Hazel gasps, and I can feel one of her legs shaking. "That was the hottest thing ever."
"We do have the handcuffs." I comment, leaning forward to press my nose against her cheek. "Or maybe I'll tie you to the bed and fuck you up the ass."
"Mm, yes please!" Hazel moans, her pussy quivering.
"We're here." Kayla announces as she parks the car. "Get dressed before Sarah has to arrest you."
"Yeah, right." Lexi snorts. "Sarah would probably join in."
"Nah, she's straight, remember?" Nicole points out as I unbuckle the seat belt, allowing Hazel to ease off of my softening dick. "Sarah wouldn't wanna suck a pussy-covered cock."
"Her loss." Lexi chirps. "Pussy's delicious."
Sitting beside me, Hazel pulls up her jeans and panties, her little pussy still full of my semen. I put my cock away before Kayla turns off the engine and we all get out of the car. Taking my keys back from Kayla, I take a moment to check the front of my car for dents and scratches, sighing in relief when I find nothing.
"Everyone ready?" Ashley asks as the fourteen of us gather outside the entrance to the amusement park.
"Hang on." I say, pulling out my wallet. "I brought some spending money for everyone."
"Thanks, Steven, but I brought cash." Nicole smiles, kissing my cheek.
"I think I'm good, too." Sarah replies. "Thanks, though!"
The high school students are definitely interested in my offer. I start pulling out twenty dollar bills, pressing them into hands. Melissa, Ashley, Lexi, Kayla, Marcia. Stephanie, Josh, and Ian are a little reluctant at first, but they accept the money and thank me profusely.
"Get out of here." I snort when Allan approaches me with his hand out, his lip curled into a sad pout.
"You offered!" Allan protests.
"Get over here." Amanda snaps, grabbing her husband by the back of the shirt and pulling him away.
"Hazel? What about you?" I ask, holding one last twenty as I put my wallet away.
I-I'm good." Hazel stammers. "You've spent enough on me today."
"Is this you being ridiculous about charity again?" Kayla asks with an eye roll.
"I just, well, I don't know!" Hazel winces. "I live with him, I only have health insurance because of him... I just don't feel comfortable taking even more."
"You've taken gas money before." Lexi points out.
"I had to." Hazel mumbles, looking uncomfortable with everyone watching her.
"I'm happy to do it, Hazel." I state firmly. "You are always welcome with us, and we love having you at the house."
"Fine, fine." Hazel says quickly, clearly wanting to end the conversation. "Thank you, Steven."
"You're welcome." I smile and nod as Hazel takes the money.
We walk up to the entrance, and I pay for all fourteen of us to enter. The entrance fee includes all the rides, but the games that offer prizes cost extra. There are also additional charges for the various foods and drinks offered throughout the park.
The younger members of our group want to head straight for the rides, while the rest of us want to explore first. We cave and agree to ride the big roller coaster together for heading our separate ways. When a quick internet search reveals the dangers of roller coasters during pregnancy, I insist that Hazel wait for us. She's pissed, but agrees. Marcia actually decides to skip the ride as well, and the two girls are going to record our ride on their phone. I end up sitting next to Sarah, and she smiles at me as the ride starts.
As the cars start the climb up the hill, Sarah reaches out and takes my hand. I'm surprised, since my friend with benefits usually isn't so affectionate. Our fingers lace, and I caress her skin with my thumb as the car reaches the peak, preparing us for the drop.
My shock only increases when Sarah starts screaming her head off, her hair whipping around her face as we descend rapidly. The detective is squeezing my hand so tightly I'm starting to slightly worry about damage. I just squeeze her hand back reassuringly as the ride continues.
"I'm shocked that such a brave policewoman would scream like that on a little roller coaster." I comment after we exit the roller coaster.
"First of all, that coaster was not little!" Sarah exclaims, still holding my hand.
"Okay, fine, it was a very large hill, I admit." I laugh, smiling down at her affectionately while we stand slightly apart from the group.
"Second," Sarah begins, looking slightly vulnerable for the first time, "they're a safe place for me to be afraid. I know that everything is really secure, and I can just let myself go."
"That makes sense." I nod slowly. "You can't ever let yourself go during the job."
"Exactly!" Sarah exclaims, clearly happy that I understand. "I remember the first time I responded to a store alarm in the middle of the night. My heart was racing, I was terrified someone with a gun had broken in, and that anything could happen."
"But you couldn't show any fear." I finish for her.
"Right." Sarah confirms. "Thank you for understanding. I don't really have anyone I can confide in."
"You have me." I tell her. "You're my buddy. My incredibly hot buddy."
"Thanks." Sarah snorts, but with a pleased smile. She then surprises me by swooping in for a quick peck on the lips. "I like you a lot. We're not romantic, but we are great friends, with awesome benefits. You're very special to me, Steven."
"Sarah..." I trail off. I know she's saying we aren't romantic, but I am concerned she's starting to have those feelings for me. I do really like Sarah, but I have too many romantic complications already.
"Don't overthink it, dummy." Sarah smirks. "Just kiss me."
With a big grin, I wrap an arm around Sarah, placing my hand at her lower back. I pull her in for a sweet kiss. Sarah pushes her tongue into my mouth as she presses her tight body against mine. A moment later, I feel Sarah grab my ass and squeeze.
"Look at the old folks, making out in public like teenagers." Lexi comments.
I raise one hand to show Lexi my middle finger as Sarah moans into my mouth, kissing me harder. This is when I remember Sarah's unexplored exhibitionism. I'm still amazed that a cop has this kind of fetish, but I start having thoughts about how I can explore it with her.
"Sarah, Sarah." I gasp as I break the kiss. "We should probably stop before I end up fucking you in public."
"Yeah..." Sarah sighs. "I'd hate to have to arrest you."
"Why would it be just me getting arrested if you're having sex in public, too?" I wonder with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm cute." Sarah shrugs. "Cute girls don't get arrested."
"I don't think that's a rule." I challenge as we start walking again.
"What do you know about the law?" Sarah asks.
"I know plenty about business law." I answer.
"And if I was on my knees under your desk, that might be relevant." Sarah responds.
"Is that an offer?" I inquire with an evil grin.
"Perhaps." Sarah shrugs. "Maybe if you show me around your office, and if you play your cards right."
"Okay, then!" I laugh, grabbing her hand again as I lead her toward the games. "C'mon, let me win you a teddy bear."
"Why do I need a teddy bear?" Sarah asks as I stop in front of a classic game where I have to throw a ball at some milk bottles.
"Because you said you can't confide in anyone." I answer. "The bear will keep you company when I'm not around."
"Whatever." the detective rolls her eyes, but she is smiling.
I will never tell anyone how much money I spend trying to win this stupid stuffed animal. Sarah keeps telling me to give up, but I refuse. After a small fortune, I finally manage to knock over the stupid bottles. The look on Sarah's face when I hand her the bear makes the whole thing worth it.
Fourteen people is just too many to move around in a group in a crowded amusement park. We end up forming small groups that occasionally break up and reform with different members. The teenagers gorge on fried dough and cotton candy. Nicole finds a stand selling delicious lemonade, and several of us buy one.
The Slut-sisters drag all the other women off to play games. Ian and Josh find a small arcade, and disappear inside with happy grins on their faces. I find myself walking along a line of food stands with Allan. It's nice to be able to spend time with one of my oldest friends, we both have full lives and don't get to see each other as much as either of us would like.
"How are the kids?" I ask.
"They're good." Allan nods. "I'm hoping Amanda's parents will take them tomorrow so we can actually get some rest."
"Yeah, they're still at that age where they need a lot of attention, and they have endless energy." I say. "Kayla could never sit still. Even playing board games, she'd be bouncing in her seat."
"You'll have to deal with that again soon." Allan points out with a smirk. "I used to be jealous; you had a kid early in life, when you could keep up. Now you're having one at forty. Crazy bastard."
"We may not be twenty anymore, but I still think I can keep up." I reply. However, a poorly-timed yawn ruins the statement.
"Right." Allan snorts. "Still, you're a lucky guy."
"I am." I agree with a nod. "I never thought I'd be happy again after losing Aria."
"I understand." Allan sighs. "I can't imagine life without Amanda. She's always been my one and only."
"Just like Aria was mine." I sigh.
"What's it like?" Allan suddenly asks, looking nervous.
"What do you mean?" I frown.
"I mean, you know, being with someone else?" Allan wonders. "Amanda is the only woman I've ever even kissed."
"Aria and I were the same, as you know." I answer carefully. "I had a few hook ups after she died. The first one was especially difficult. I ended up crying, convinced I'd betrayed Aria. The shame went away somewhat as the years passed, but I wasn't happy. Then I got together with Lexi a few months ago."
"And Nicole, and Hazel, and who knows how many others." Allan adds.
"Well, yes." I confirm slowly.
"What's it like being with so many different women?" Allan follows up with.
"Every person is different." I explain carefully. "Everyone has their own needs, every different person is a unique experience. What pleases one woman, another won't like."
"That makes sense." Allan answers. "Amanda flips out if I touch her feet, but I know some women loved having their feet rubbed."
"Exactly." I answer. "And as for being involved with more than one woman at a time, well, you need to show each woman she's special to you. She's unique. And you need to mean it. Give her your time, your attention. Care."
"So, same as one woman, but just juggling more people?" Allan summarizes.
"Uh, yeah, pretty much." I laugh, before turning serious. "You're not planning on doing something behind Amanda's back, right?"
"No, no!" Allan insists. "I'd never do that! I was just curious how you made it work."
"I'm still trying to figure out how to make it work so no one ends up getting hurt." I admit with a sigh.
"You'll manage." Allan says, clapping me on the back.
Allan and I walk around for awhile longer before meeting up with the girls. They're all wearing various prizes from games. Marcia has a ridiculous looking hat on, and Kayla is wearing a pair of novelty sunglasses. Hazel waves at us, revealing she has a few ridiculous fake rings on. They're young, but they make me feel young again. I love them.
"What do you think of Ashley's necklace?" Lexi asks, pointing at the long necklace the blonde bombshell has on. "She got it for flashing an employee."
"I did not!" Ashley exclaims. "I beat you losers at the water gun game!"
"No, she didn't." Hazel challenges, shaking her head. "We couldn't stop her, she just kept whipping out the girls."
"We thought she was gonna get us kicked out." Kayla confirms.
"Stop it!" Ashley orders, her face red as everyone laughs. "I beat you, deal with it!"
"The guy running the booth was impressed with her skill." Nicole smiles kindly.
"Thank you!" Ashley crows. "At least one person here is adult enough to acknowledge my talent!"
"Yup, fastest boobs in the west!" Nicole can barely get the statement out as she devolves into a giggle fit.
"And biggest!" Lexi adds.
Teasing Ashley goes on for a few more minutes as our entire group gets together again. Josh makes Ashley smile when he actually speaks up, telling her he believes her side of the story. The statement earns Josh a quick kiss, making the shy boy blush as the girls all tease the young couple.
With the fourteen of us together again, we decide to get some snacks and relax for a bit. I bite into a warm pretzel, loving the taste. The only one not really digging in is Sarah, who is the most careful about her diet. It makes sense; all the girls have flat stomachs, but the policewoman has an actual six pack.
After eating and drinking, we agree to look for a group activity before splitting up again. A few girls want to go on rides, but I remind them that it isn't fair to Hazel. The tan girl then pulls out her phone, squealing happily when she reads that she can ride the Ferris Wheel safely.
"I call Steven!" Hazel exclaims to the annoyance of the other ladies.
I wrap an arm around Hazel when she snuggles up to me as the ride begins. It isn't long before we're kissing softly. My hand finds its way up her shirt, allowing me to palm her small breast. Sadly, I have to stop Hazel from pulling my cock out, reminding her we really don't have time on this ride for a blowjob. Yeah, we're both disappointed.
After the Ferris Wheel, we start to splinter off into smaller groups again. Allan wants to check out the arcade with Ian and Josh. I end up joining them, and we play several racing and shooting games. Allan and I give our tickets to the high school guys so they can pick out prizes, since we don't want anything.
Leaving the arcade with the guys, we run into Sarah and Amanda. Sarah runs up to me with an excited smile, grabbing my hand and dragging me toward a haunted house that's open year round. Allan and Amanda join us, while Ian and Josh pass so they can find their ladies.
Sarah clings to me throughout the entire experience. The beautiful woman jumps and squeals every time someone appears out of nowhere. Then her face lights up as we continue on, her eagerness to find the next scare is obvious, and I love admiring the expressions on her kind face.
Allan and Amanda decide they want some alone time, so Sarah and I end up alone again. I do not mind in the slightest. The detective is great company; she's smart, funny, and sweet. We circle around the edge of the amusement park, holding hands as we walk.
"So, you have next week off." I comment slowly. "And the girls all have finals, meaning they're very busy."
"What are you suggesting?" Sarah wonders, looking over at me curiously.
"Well, we aren't romantic, and I don't want to make it seem like we are, but I do want to help you explore this newfound exhibitionist streak of yours." I explain.
"Oh, and your motives are purely selfless?" Sarah challenges.
"I mean, there's no reason it can't be fun for both of us." I reply slyly. "I do miss that body of yours."
"I sent you nudes, you can see me whenever you like." Sarah winks.
"True, but it isn't the same." I say. "My cock misses your pussy."
"And my pussy misses your cock." Sarah grins. "What do you propose we do about this?"
"We did discuss me fucking you on a balcony." I answer. "You holding onto the railing, looking down where anyone might show up and see you."
"Mm, yes!" Sarah moans softly, rubbing her thighs together.
"So, if you're comfortable with it, and there's no pressure," I begin, "I could take a day off from work and get a hotel room? I mean, the girls are busy studying, I'm sure they won't mind getting rid of me so they aren't distracted."
"You want to spend a night with me?" Sarah asks, looking completely shocked.
"It wouldn't be a romantic getaway or anything, we're buds!" I laugh lightly, trying to make sure she knows I'm not trying to date her. "You said you didn't have plans, and I'll have the time. It could be fun."
"I've never spent the night with someone." Sarah mumbles softly.
"Okay, forget it then." I quickly reply. "I understand."
"Yes." Sarah says after we walk another minute or so.
"Sorry?" I follow up with.
"I want to. With you." Sarah insists. "Get us a room with a balcony, and you can fuck me until I collapse into a quivering mess of pleasure and orgasms."
"You sure?" I ask. "I don't want you to be uncomfortable."
"Well, maybe we should pass on getting matching tattoos or something, but yeah! I'm sure." Sarah nods.
"Does Wednesday night work for you?" I inquire. "Hazel has a doctor's appointment Monday, and I have a date with Nicole on Friday. I can take Wednesday off and go in Thursday after lunch."
"Sounds perfect." Sarah smiles, squeezing my hand tightly.
The two of us fall silent as we continue walking. At one point, we pass by the lines of game tents and I realize that there is no one behind the row of tents. Feeling inspired, I lead Sarah by the end of the row, so that we can get behind the tents.
"There's nothing back here?" Sarah frowns in confusion.
"Trust me." I comment as I take the sexy detective down the row until we reach the back of a large burger stand.
Unlike the tents, the burger stand is stone, so I'm able to press Sarah's back against the building as she squeaks in surprise. My fingers caress her cheek as my other hand grips her hip while I press my lips against hers, making her gasp.
We're kissing intently, the sounds of people mere feet away. I know Sarah can hear them, and it is driving her wild. Escalating things, I caress her breast from outside her shirt while she sucks on my tongue. Sarah eagerly spreads her legs when I slip my hand lower.
I'm rock hard, but this isn't about me. It's about Sarah. I know what she wants, so I unbutton her jeans, making her shudder in anticipation. I start to kiss along her neck as I slide a hand into her jeans and underwear, allowing me to run my fingers along her soaked labia.
"Oh, God!" Sarah gasps when I begin to finger her.
"Oh, Sarah." I whisper against her neck, my fingers working in and out of her tight tunnel. "You're being kind of loud. Someone might hear you."
"Oh shit, oh fuck!" Sarah groans, my words obviously exciting her. "Keep going! Please!"
"There are people so close, anyone could walk around the tents and see you getting fingered." I tell her as I kiss along her collarbone.
"Fuck!" the detective whines, her leg shaking. "Steven!"
"It would be a shame if we got caught." I add, my thumb teasing her clit while I keep two fingers buried inside her. "Maybe I'd hold your hands down so you can't cover your mouth."



Pulling away from her neck, I look at Sarah, watching the expressions of lust contorting her kind face. She's hot and ready, it doesn't take long. Sarah actually does place a hand over her mouth as her eyes roll back and her pussy clamps down on me.
"That was amazing." Sarah gasps, wiping the sweaty hair from her face as I pull my fingers out of her.
"I live to please." I smirk.
"Want me to do you now?" Sarah offers while fixing her pants.
"No, thank you." I reply smoothly. "This was all about you. Wednesday night will be a wild night."
"Yes, it will be." Sarah agrees. "You're gonna cum in me and on me. I'm going to get every last drop out of you. I'll be so loud they'll throw us out!"
"Deal." I nod as I press my lips against hers again.
~Ashley~
I yawn loudly as I get behind the wheel of my car. Josh is sitting in the passenger seat, leaving an annoyed Melissa in the back. He does offer to drive, but I insist that I'm fine. We may make fun of the over thirty crowd, but the truth is that I'm pretty worn out, too.
"I'm hungry!" Melissa whines from the back.
"Mom and Dad already ate dinner, we're on our own tonight." I answer firmly.
"I don't wanna cook, and you'll burn whatever you make." Melissa complains.
"I can cook, but it's a little late." Josh adds quietly. "I've got some extra money, how about we stop for something?"
"Sure! Thanks, Baby!" I smile.
We agree on a fast food restaurant that is right down the street from my house. Josh buys us dinner and we bring it back. Mom and Dad are waiting for us when we arrive, and they join us in the kitchen as the three of us dig into our greasy meal.
My shy boyfriend is even more quiet as my parents ask us about our day. He answers politely, but he is clearly nervous around my parents. Fortunately for him, Melissa is very chatty, and she keeps talking about how great paintball is, and how she loves the amusement park.
Once we're done with our meal, Melissa joins Mom and Dad in the living room to watch a movie. Josh and I are invited as well, but I explain I want some alone time with my boyfriend, making him blush. Dragging him to my bedroom, I shut the door firmly.
"Uh, are your parents okay with your door being shut while I'm in here?" Josh asks nervously.
"Not one bit." I answer while tossing my purse onto my desk before taking off my shoes. "But they know I'm an adult, and I think they just want to pretend they think we're having tea and crackers in here."
"How would we make tea in here?" Josh frowns, taking off his own shoes and socks.
"You're an idiot." I snort as I grab the back of his head and press my lips against his.
Josh is standing stone still in the center of my room as he hesitantly kisses me back. I can tell he's afraid of the fact that my parents are so close. This guy really needs to loosen up. Lucky for him, I know exactly how to make a guy relax.
Dropping to my knees, I pull his pants and boxers down to his ankles, freeing his lovely cock to my hungry gaze. Josh looks like he's about to protest, so I shamelessly yank my top and bra up over my breasts, letting my huge tits fall free and rendering the poor boy mute. Next, I grab his hands and place them on my boobs before leaning forward and taking him into my mouth.
"Ashley!" he hisses, his knees buckling as I inhale his manhood.
I moan loudly, slobbering all over his dick as I bob my head back and forth. Josh is happily playing with my tits, squeezing them and pressing them together. My nipples are hard and my pussy is soaked. Rolling my eyes up to his, I make a sexy gurgling sound while he admires the pretty face impaled on his cock.
When he gets close, his hands go to the top of my head, burying in my blonde hair. I love the sounds of him groaning, and I grip his thighs tightly as I suck so hard my cheeks cave in. He tries to warn me, but all he manages is a choked moan as he starts filling my mouth with tasty sperm.
Pulling off his dick, I tilt my head back and gape my mouth so he can see his cum. Then I swallow everything down into my belly. Josh steps out of his pants and boxers as I discard my top and bra. He then yanks off his shirt as I turn and pull down my bottoms, allowing him to see my cute butt.
"I want you to eat my pussy." I announce as I get into bed and spread my legs wide.
Josh doesn't hesitate at all as he climbs up on the bed, his eyes never leaving my exposed gash. The shy boy gets between my spread legs and leans in to taste some pussy. I moan his name, shuddering weakly when I first feel his tongue on my slit.
My cute boyfriend isn't nearly as skilled at pussy worship as Steven or the sluts, but he is still able to make me cum. Keeping one hand on the back of his head, I hold one hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. My body shudders three times, my pussy quivering in orgasm after barely a minute.
"Oh, fuck!" I groan when Josh pushes two fingers inside me.
Using his fingers to stimulate my hole, Josh's tongue focuses on my clit. My legs are pulled back, toes curling as I cum a second time. Josh just keeps eating me out, eventually causing a third orgasm. A fourth follows forty-five seconds later.
"How was that?" Josh asks while sitting up. His face is coated with my juices.
"Mm, fantastic!" I moan happily, a satisfied grin on my face.
"Good." my boyfriend replies. "I like making you happy."
"I am happy." I nod while glancing at his dick, which is fully hard once more. "I want to make you happy, too."
"You do make me happy." Josh answers.
"I'm glad." I reply. "Now, how do you want me?"
"Um, ah.. I'm not sure, how do you want to...?" he asks nervously.
"Josh, you need to be more confident." I say as I run my hands over my big boobs. "You have a hot blonde who wants to get fucked, and likes it when you take charge."
"Take charge?" Josh repeats, looking like he can't even comprehend such a concept.
"If you want something, ask." I explain as my fingers tease my nipples while I wiggle cutely on the bed. "I'll do unbelievably dirty things for you. Just tell me what you want. Please, Josh."
"I want you from behind." Josh squeaks weakly.
"Mm, you wanna use my slutty body?" I coo as I flip onto my stomach and crouch in doggy. "That works for me!"
"Okay." he mumbles while getting into position behind me.
"Do whatever you want with me." I say thickly.
Placing one hand on my butt, Josh eases his erection into my wet, waiting hole. We both groan as Josh's hardness pushes all the way into my sheath. Once he's fully embedded, he grips my hips and starts the standard thrusting motions.
"You feel so good." he gasps. "You're so wet. So tight."
"Wet for you, Baby!" I groan as Josh starts to really pound me, causing my huge tits to bounce wildly on my chest. "Oh God, I love your cock."
"I love your pussy." Josh moans, surprising me.
This really does feel great. My hands are gripping the sheets as I toss my long blonde hair down my back. My legs are spread wide, allowing Josh full access to my most intimate place. I have another orgasm, biting my lower lip as I whine. I want more. I want him to be confident, to let go and truly enjoy me.
"Mm, you're fucking me so good! So good!" I moan weakly as his hips impact with my butt. "I wanna watch you fuck someone else."
"You do?" Josh asks, his fingers digging into my skin.
"Yes!" I hiss loudly. "I wanna bring you a slut so I can watch you make her cum all over your cock."
"Oh, God! Ashley!" Josh gasps, his thrusts growing more erratic.
"You want a threesome? Hm?" I ask, squeezing my pussy muscles to stimulate his erection.
"Y-yes." he agrees weakly.
"I'll find the perfect slut for you, Baby. I promise." I vow seriously as I take it from behind. "You'll fuck us both, we'll both suck your dick, we'll eat each other out so you can watch."
"Holy shit!" Josh swears as he grabs a handful of my bum. "D-do you want another guy?"
"Oh, are you offering me a threesome?" I ask, my eyes wide with surprise.
"M-maybe." he answers as he slams himself all the way up my cunt.
"You like that, big guy?" I inquire as we try to keep our lovemaking quiet. "You wanna see your girl get taken at both ends?"
"Y-yeah." Josh admits. "I do."
"You like thinking of me sucking a big dick while you pound me from behind like the little whore I am?" I wonder as my toes curl, just the thought causing me to cum hard.
"Yes!" he agrees loudly.
I lose the ability to speak as Josh's thrusts increase in speed and strength. When I lower to my elbows, my swaying tits hang lower, causing the covers to scrape against my hard nipples. I let out a loud whimpering sound, doing my best to keep it down as Josh gets me off again. I can tell he's close, his thrusts are erratic.
"Where do you wanna cum? Tell me!" I order firmly.
"O-on your face." Josh stammers, clearly shocked by his boldness.
"Mm, dirty boy. I like it!" I declare. "Just tell me when.
"Now!" Josh warns thirty seconds later as he yanks his dick out of me.
I flip over and turn my body so that I'm perpendicular to Josh. Looking up, I can see his hard cock hovering over my face. With a cute smile, I grab one of my tits as I slide my other hand between my legs so I can jill off. Opening my mouth, I stick my tongue out widely.
"Please cum!" I beg as Josh starts stroking. "I want it, I want it! Cum on my face, Baby! Please! Cover me!"
Josh groans loudly as a rope of semen splatters across my nose and cheeks. I moan and pant as I rub myself, loving the feel of hot cum all over my face. Josh seems determined to cover my entire face, and only a small amount actually gets into my mouth. However, when he finishes, I do make sure to lean up and take him between my lips, getting every last drop.
"That was amazing." Josh gasps.
"Glad you enjoyed, Baby!" I giggle as I get up and walk across my room nude.
"What are you doing?" he wonders.
"Saving a memory!" I answer as I pull Josh's phone out of his pants.
"Here, take a picture." I instruct as I get on my knees and place my hands on my thighs.
Fortunately, he's smart enough not to argue. Josh takes several pictures of my cum-coated face. I smile, I blow him kisses, I hold my boobs together, and I make every sexy pose I can think of. He looks so cute with his skinny body. This guy really is a great boyfriend. We just need to work on his confidence.
"D-do you think your parents heard us?" Josh asks nervously.
"We weren't very loud, my room is on the other side of the house, and they're watching a movie." I answer as I grab some tissues to clean off my face. "Stop worrying."
"Sorry." he mumbles.
Josh and I cuddle in bed for a little while, enjoying the feel of our nude bodies pressed together. I'm a little worn out, but when I notice he's getting hard again, I do give him a final blowjob for the day, moaning loudly as he blows his load down my throat. Only then do we realize it's getting late, and sadly, he isn't allowed to stay over.
Once we're dressed, the two of us walk out to the living room where my parents and sister are still watching a movie. Melissa, Mom, and I all hug Josh goodbye. When Dad shakes his hand, the poor boy can't even make eye contact, clearly thinking about how my Dad would react to his baby's cum-covered face.
With one last kiss at the door, I say goodbye to my boyfriend, who immediately heads to his car and drives away. I join my family for one last movie before deciding to get ready for bed. After taking a quick shower, I hop into bed wearing just a pair of panties.
I'm really surprised Josh has fantasies about me getting spit-roasted. I'm definitely okay with it! I'm just shocked. Still, I already know that Josh isn't possessive, he's okay with Steven and I. Of course, knowing about it and seeing it are two different things. I guess we'll see what happens!
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~Marcia~
A small groan escapes my lips as sore muscles and aching joints accompany my return to consciousness. Keeping my eyes closed, I slowly take stock of the various feelings as I stretch, my fingers and toes extending. A strand of hair is plastered to my face, and I can feel dried drool on my chin while my bare boobs press into the mattress.
A wild night of hours and hours of torrid lovemaking? No. Not even close. My eyes slowly open as I feel the drool-soaked pillow against my cheek. As I lift up onto my arms, the sharp pain of the welt on my shoulder reminds me of rough paintball, not rough sex. Bouncing around on every spinning, jolting ride at the amusement park doesn't help.
I'm too old for this shit. Stretching again causes something to crack, making me groan again. If I'm this fucked up, Steven must be completely bedridden. Fuck, how does anyone even live past thirty? Now that I think about it, I'm really amazed that Steven can even walk after sexy time. Of course, sometimes I can't walk after some Steven loving.
Smiling at the memories, I reach my hand back to pull up my panties, concealing my ass crack. Then I glance over, catching sight of my physics textbook and the notebook I use for the class. Oh yeah, my AP Physics final. I'm nervous about that one.
Throwing the blanket off my body, I stand up and stretch. I raise my arms above my head as my back arches, causing my cute boobies to push out from my chest. Admiring my nearly-nude body in the mirror on my door, I gently lift one breast in my hand and lightly caress it with my thumb.
Insecure. That's how I'm feeling right now; insecure. Sure, I have a nice body, but I'm not unique. I don't have Ashley's massive tits, I'm not tall and tan like Hazel, I'm not Daddy's little girl like Kayla, and I'm not a redhead nymphomaniac like Lexi. I'm just short, quiet Marcia.
I really am in love with Steven. I know he cares about me, but he doesn't have that passion with me, that fire he has with the others. I'm afraid. I don't want to get hurt. Still, I can't blame him; there's nothing special about me. I'm not even really the smart one. My grades aren't that much better than Lexi's, and I work ten times harder than she does.
Letting out a breath, I brush back my sweaty hair before walking over to check my phone. I have a bunch of texts, but I'll deal with them later. What's really surprising is that it's almost 10:30AM. I realize it's Sunday, but I never sleep this late. I need to get my lazy ass moving.
Despite the late hour, I don't rush while going through my morning routine. The hot water feels amazing on my sore muscles as I enjoy my shower. I even take the time to jill off, the orgasm helping me relax. Then I shut off the hot water before taking my birth control pill.
Twenty minutes later, I'm curled up on the living room couch with my books and notebooks. I'm wearing pajama pants, a plain t-shirt, and a pair of fuzzy slipper socks to keep my feet warm. I can feel my nipples against the soft cotton of my shirt, but I'm home on a Sunday; I am not putting a bra on. Fuck that.
Before I get into studying, I start some music playing and finally check my text messages. I quickly respond to the good morning texts from my parents, then I read the long conversation in the Sluts' group chat. There's nothing that interesting, it's mostly just talking about our Saturday adventures. There's also a few complaints about finals, the usual mentions of sex, and some planning for the Senior lock-in and the graduation party.
I reply to the Sluts, confirming that I'm also excited for the graduation events, but that I'm going to study all morning. It does come up that I'll be heading to the mansion with my parents once they're home, but I am gonna get as much studying done as I can until then. I quickly close the group chat. That's when I notice one last text message.
Kwan: Good morning, Marcia, it's Kwan. From Ashwood Mall.
A small smile crosses my face as I read the text. Kwan seems like a nice guy, he isn't the slightest bit upset about me shutting him down in the changing stall. So, as I study for finals, I decide to have a conversation with the cute boy.
Marcia: Good morning! How are you?
Kwan: Better now that I'm talking to a pretty girl. :)
Marcia: Would you like some wine with that cheese?
Kwan: Sorry, I'm not very good at this.
Marcia: Flirting? You trying to flirt with me? ;)
Kwan: Uh, maybe...
Marcia: A tip: it needs to feel natural. I'm a girl, not an alien. You can just talk to me.
Kwan: Thanks! So, what are you up to?
Marcia: Studying for finals. You?
Kwan: You haven't had your finals yet? And I'm just relaxing at my computer.
Marcia: Nope. Our district is weird. We should have graduated weeks ago.
Kwan: I'm glad the local colleges aren't like that. I came here from the east coast for school.
Marcia: You're a long way from home!
Kwan: Yeah, but I do love the weather here.
Marcia: It's nice. Bikini season most of the time. ;)
Kwan: I bet you look great in a bikini.
Marcia; See? You aren't bad at this. :P
Kwan: Thanks! Any chance I can see you in a bikini any time soon?
Marcia: Add me on social media. I think I have some pictures posted.
Kwan: Added! Though I was hoping for an in-person view.
Marcia: Accepted. :) If you're free, you can come to our graduation party a week from Friday?
Kwan: I won't be crashing?
Marcia: Not at all. It's at my friends' mansion. There's a pool. I'll be in a bikini. ;)
Kwan: Mansion? And when is the party?
Marcia: Yup. Kayla's dad is loaded. The party is a week from Friday. Open invitation.
Kwan: I'm kinda shy. I'll only know you...
Marcia: I said it was an open party :P Bring Charles and his girlfriend. No one will care.
Kwan: It's a date!
Marcia: Is it?
Kwan: Shit. Sorry. I wasn't trying to pressure you.
Marcia: I'm just being mean. :) We'll see how things go!
Kwan: Great! I'll let you get back to studying. Bye, Cutie.
Marcia; Later, Handsome!
It is not a date, I assure myself as I text Kayla to let her know about the invitations to the graduation party. Sure, Kwan's great, but he's not Steven. I don't think he'll become my boyfriend, but he's fun to flirt with, and I hope he'll make a great friend. Fortunately, Kayla quickly responds, saying it's completely fine if the three people come.
I make myself a sandwich for lunch since I'm not in the mood for anything big. With some chips and a soda, I watch my comfort show while eating. The break is helpful to clear my head so that I can resume studying until my parents get home.
"We're home!" Dad announces as he walks in the front door holding the bags.
"Hi Mom, hi Dad." I reply, waving from my spot on the couch. "You still rich, or did Mom lose the house?"
"I didn't lose the house." Mom answers with an eye roll.
"And we're not rich." Dad sighs as he walks toward the bedroom with the bags. "After taxes, we'll only end up with so much."
"Oh, stop complaining." Mom calls after him. "We still have a lot of money coming."
"And Steven will help you make the most of it." I point out.
"It's so nice of him to help us out." Mom comments as she sits down beside me.
"Yeah, he's a great guy." I respond, a small smile on my face as I think of Steven while finishing the equation I'm working on. "How was your trip?"
"It was good. I lost the money I brought for gambling, but it wasn't much." Mom answers before leaning in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "And damn, it felt like your father was in his twenties again. My legs felt like jelly after he was done with me."
"Mm, there's nothing like being well and truly fucked." I comment, a dreamy look on my face. "Sadly, I had to settle for playing with myself in the shower."
"Gross, we share that shower." Mom says, shaking her head.
"Please, I'm sure you and Dad have done way more disturbing things in there." I snort.
"Yeah..." Mom sighs happily.
"Does it ever get old?" I suddenly ask, feeling nervous as I struggle to put my thoughts into words. "Sex with the same person for years. I mean, I can't imagine getting sick of Steven, it's just, well, I don't know. I guess I can't imagine that long with someone, it's terrifying, but it's also something I really want."
"It's amazing, Marcia." Mom gushes as she pivots so she's looking straight at me. "Sometimes a girl just wants to get bent over and pounded, and that's great! Still, making love is.. it's indescribable. And if the guy you're in love with can also rail you until you're a drooling mess? That's even better!"
"Everyone on romantic comedies agrees, I just wasn't sure how true it was." I admit, watching my mother closely.
"I could never get tired of your father." Mom confirms. "I've been with a lot of guys, and even if you get fucked harder and faster, no one else compares to the man you truly love. It's cheesy, but the sex really does just keep getting better. I'm not saying that you can't get into a rut, you can, but there's plenty of things you can do to break out of it."
"Like what?" I wonder curiously.
"Depends on the relationship." Mom explains. "Just don't get into a pattern where the sex becomes routine and predictable. Never stop pursuing each other, and change things up. What changing things up looks like depends on the couple. There's role play, dirty talk, trying new positions. Anything."
"Threesome?" I suggest with a blush.
"That, too." Mom nods. "If your relationship can handle it. Your father would not be able to share me with someone else, and I respect that. Just remember, every relationship is different. Just make sure you're on the same page."
"That's why you're worried about Steven and I." I conclude, my eyes softly closing as I let out a breath.
"Yes." Mom says. "I don't know what's gonna happen with his relationships, but it looks like at least a few people are probably going to get hurt. I don't want you to be one of them."
"I know, thanks Mom." I reply, wanting to make sure she knows I appreciate her concern.
"I know you're young, and you don't need to be with the man you eventually marry." Mom continues. "Just do what you can to protect yourself. Heartbreak sucks, but it can also be part of growing up. If things go south, just remember that you are an amazing woman, and any man would be lucky to have you in his life."
"So, you're saying that it's okay to be a party girl?" I giggle cutely.
"I don't wanna think about you doing some of the things I did." Mom winces, but she's still smiling. "You need a connection, you said that yourself. Remember that."
"No rebound gangbangs if Steven breaks my heart? Damn." I tease.
"What are you ladies whispering about?" Dad suddenly asks as he walks into the room to find Mom and I giggling.
"Nothing, Dear." Mom answers, looking over at her husband.
"Why don't I believe that?" Dad wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"Mom was just telling me all your secrets." I tell him with a wide grin.
"Don't think about it too much." Mom suggests as she stands up and walks over to him. "C'mon, let's go unpack. Marcia, maybe turn up the volume a bit."
"Courtney!" Dad exclaims as Mom takes his hand and starts leading him toward the bedroom.
"Don't be like that, Seth." Mom insists. "Marcia is an adult, and she knows we made her."
"Just don't make me a sibling!" I call out after my parents as the door to their bedroom closes.
For a few minutes, I actually do imagine having a sibling after all these years. I suppose it's possible, although my parents are several years older than Steven, so probably not. Then a small moan reaches my ears, followed by my father's voice telling my mom to be quiet. I do shudder, as no child likes imagining their parents fucking, but I suppress it. It's beautiful and natural. I'm being immature. If Mom can handle hearing about me taking dick, I can deal with the knowledge that she's also a sexual being with a love of cock.
Plus, my dad really is a great catch. He's kind, he's loving, he's handsome. Of course, he's great for my mother, not for me. I am not Kayla. Her relationship with her father is special, unique. I am never having sex with my father. Gross. Not happening. Never, never, never.
It quickly becomes apparent that Mom wants me to hear everything, and Dad wants me to hear nothing. My books are forgotten as I listen to Dad tell Mom to keep quiet right after she begs for cock, or begs to be spanked. Doggystyle, really? Go, Mom! I am shocked when I realize I'm wet, and my pussy absolutely gushes when Mom says she wants cum on her face. Should I be scarred for life? Probably. I'm not, though.
In fact, I'm tempted to reach into my pajama pants, but I stop myself. That is a step further than I want to go. As my Mom continues to be vocal, I can just hear the furniture shift. I know that they are getting into position so Dad can cum all over Mom's face, showering her with his seed.
In my mind, I'm not imagining my parents together. I'm certainly not imagining I'm in there with them. I think of Steven wanting me, taking me. His hands, his tongue, his cock. Thrusting into me over and over, taking pleasure from my body. Suddenly, a loud moan from Mom breaks me from my fantasy, and I realize I have my hand in my panties. I quickly yank it out.
Sadly, I can't get any dick right now. Another benefit of having a life partner; a girl can get a healthy dose of cock and cum whenever the craving strikes. Granted, any slut with a pussy can get laid easily enough, but I already know I need a connection to really enjoy it. Sorry, but not sorry.
No more noises are coming from my parents' bedroom, so I assume they are cuddling. True love. Something else I'm jealous of. I can't dwell on my insecurities and fears right now, I need to study. I know I already have my acceptance letter, but my final GPA is very important. It's petty, but I want to make sure I beat Lexi in this, at least.
"How's studying going?" Mom asks, when she and Dad emerge from the bathroom a couple hours later in casual clothes. Dad is blushing, Mom is glowing.
"Eh. Fine, I guess." I answer with a shrug before looking at Dad. I'm nervous, but he needs to realize I'm not a child anymore. "Why are you blushing, Dad? You scored with a hot babe!"
"Thank you, Honey." Mom smiles.
"Don't talk like that, Marcia." Dad grunts, unable to look me in the eye.
"How do you expect to ever have grandchildren, Seth?" Mom wonders as she plops down on the couch again.
"Immaculate conception." Dad states firmly. "After she's at least thirty-five."
"Keep dreaming, Babe." Mom snorts.
"I'm always gonna be your baby girl, Dad." I tell him when I realize he's clearly uncomfortable.
"I know, and your mother and I trust you to make good decisions." Dad says, confirming that he's still telling himself I'm a virgin. "Do you want a drink, Courtney?"
"Water, please." Mom smiles.
"I'll let you two relax until we have to leave." I offer as I gather up my school stuff.
"Are you sure?" Mom asks. "We won't kick you out."
"It's fine, I'll study in my room." I respond. "You two watch a movie, then we'll head to Kayla's."
Mom agrees, and I make my way to my bedroom to study. My phone does go off a few times, probably the Sluts, but I buckle down and focus on my books. It works for awhile, but toward the end I find myself reading the same sentence three times without understanding it.
Eventually, Mom knocks on my door and lets me know we're leaving in a few minutes. Unfortunately, this means I have to put a bra on. Damn. Oh, well. I dress in jean shorts and a t-shirt, sling my purse over my shoulder, grab my phone, and am ready to go to the mansion.
"Should we bring the ticket?" Dad wonders as he paces around the kitchen, clearly anxious about the huge amount of money.
"Why? Kayla's father isn't cashing the ticket for us." Mom shrugs.
"Right, right." Dad nods, grabbing his keys. "Okay, let's go."
"Are you bringing any paperwork at all?" I ask.
"Like what?" Mom inquires. "Our account balances? Our bills?"
"Uh, maybe?" I answer. "I'm not a finance expert."
"Everyone should have some knowledge of money, investments, etc." Dad says. "It's very important to know how to manage your money and how to make the most of it. To answer your question though, no. I can log in to all our accounts to show balances on how much money we have, how much we owe. I know our income and our retirement funds. I think we have everything we need."
"I know, everything revolves around money." I respond as we head out the front door.
"Yes, it does." Dad nods as he unlocks the car and opens Mom's front door for her. "Don't forget that."
I sit in the back seat as Dad drives us along the highway. It's really sweet how Mom and Dad are holding hands. Looking out the window, I start to imagine my own future. In thirty years, will I be sitting in the passenger seat, my husband driving and our children in the back seat?
We arrive at the mansion, and Steven leads us into the main living room where we find Lexi, Kayla, Nicole, and Hazel. It looks like the four girls are in the middle of playing a game with Steven. The game is a bunch of tiles that are used to make a game board that is constantly changing.
After the game is put away, the eight of us end up in the dining room, sitting around the large table. Like always, we have a delicious meal that is beautifully prepared. Everyone except Hazel has a glass of wine, and I am pleasantly surprised that Dad doesn't make a comment about me drinking.
"Damn, Brussels sprouts." Lexi mutters as she pushes a green sprout around her plate with her fork.
"Aren't you a little old to be complaining about your vegetables?" Mom suggests teasingly.
"It's not that." the redhead sighs, looking over at my mom. "I actually do like them."
"Then what's the problem?" I ask with a frown.
"Steven's eating them." Lexi groans, rolling her eyes. "It's gonna be a rough night."
"Hey!" Steven exclaims as we girls all start laughing, and even Dad smirks. "That's not true, you'll be fine."
"I'm just gonna add that I'm kind of grateful I'm going home for the night." Nicole giggles cutely before taking a small sip of wine.
"Everyone has gas, but my bedroom does not smell bad at all. Back me up, Hazel." Steven urges, nodding toward the pregnant teen.
"I don't think he's bad at all." Hazel shrugs.
"Thank you." Steven smiles.
"Of course, I have three younger brothers, so I'm used to noxious fumes." the tan girl follows up with, leading to another round of laughs.
"Let's not forget about what I have to deal with!" Steven exclaims, gesturing toward Lexi and Nicole. "With you two in the bed with me, I have two gassy redheads to deal with."
"Girls don't fart, everyone knows that!" Lexi states in a firm voice.



"And everything that comes out of my body smells like roses." Nicole adds.
"Right." Steven snorts.
"Complaining about luring multiple women into your bed?" Dad asks in a judgmental voice. Still, do I detect a small amount of jealousy?
"He didn't lure anyone." Lexi counters. "I went after him."
"So did I!" Hazel insists.
"I wanted to hate him, but he wormed his way into my heart." Nicole says, a smile on her lightly-freckled face as she gazes lovingly at Steven.
"Seth didn't mean anything by it." Mom quickly speaks up.
"Right, sorry." Dad hurriedly adds. "It's just quite a unique set of relationships. I'm still adjusting."
"No harm done." Steven inclines his head kindly.
"Yeah, Daddy's a great guy." Kayla says, finally speaking up. "As long as you aren't trapped in a confined space with him after he's had Brussels sprouts, of course."
"Really?" Steven asks rhetorically, glaring at Kayla as another round of laughs starts up. "With the bombs you dropped in your diaper? You can't say anything, kid."
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals, her mouth hanging open in shock as her face turns red.
"Don't be embarrassed, Kayla." Dad smiles before turning his gaze to lock eyes with me. "I'm surprised the wallpaper didn't peel when I changed Marcia."
"Is this really appropriate talk for the dinner table?" Mom points out as I bury my face in my hands, my dark locks falling forward to further shield me from view.
"Definitely not." Nicole confirms. "You get used to inappropriate conversations around here."
"They're just words, they don't make the chicken any less delicious." Lexi shrugs before taking a bite of her meal.
"You'll have to be more careful with those words soon." Mom replies. "There will be a little one here soon."
"Yeah, don't teach my kid any bad words, Lexi!" Hazel glares.
"I wouldn't do that!" Lexi insists with an offended expression. "I'm even gonna babysit! I'll play with the cutie, hold them, love them, kiss them all over!"
"I notice you didn't mention changing diapers." Nicole says, looking at her younger sister.
"Isn't that Steven's job?" Lexi counters.
"Yeah, yeah..." Steven sighs as he scoops up some mashed potatoes with his fork. "I know you girls are gonna leave me all the worst diapers, just like Aria did."
"I know!" Dad exclaims with an animated expression. "Courtney was the same way."
"Did she conveniently find something important she needed to do when it was time to change the worst ones?" Steven inquires over a chorus of girlish giggles.
"Yes." Dad grumbles, glaring at Mom. "Courtney's mom was actually staying with us for awhile while Marcia was a baby. My lovely wife would tell me she thought Marcia peed, then run downstairs to her mother's room. I could hear them both laughing while I gagged."
"That's great!" Kayla announces, clapping her hands together once as she laughs.
"I sympathize with you, buddy." Steven says, giving Dad a manly nod.
"Whatever." Mom rolls her eyes. "I carried Marcia for nine months. Swollen feet, back aches, vomiting, having to pee every five minutes. Oh, and I gave birth. Changing shitty diapers is the least you men can do."
"Agreed." Nicole speaks up. "We women do all the hard work, the guys have to step up."
"Yup, it's not like Seth could wake up at 3:00AM to feed a newborn." Mom adds.
"Men's nipples are useless." Lexi interjects, agreeing with Mom in her own weird Lexi way.
"Well, I wouldn't say useless." Mom says, smiling at Dad.
"Mooooom!" I draw out my complaint. Yes, I know I'm whining, but she's being embarrassing! I'm still getting used to knowing about my parents' sex life.
"Let's just say that raising a baby is a team effort." Steven smiles, coming to my rescue. "A great partner can make all the difference in the world."
"Amen to that." Dad agrees happily as he reaches out and squeezes Mom's hand.
I see Lexi and Nicole gazing at Steven, their eyes glazed over as radiant smiles spread across their lightly-freckled faces. I find myself thinking of a cartoon, where large red hearts circle the head of the love-struck person. I swear I can almost see the hearts in real life.
My gaze shifts to Hazel, and I can see the tan girl is clearly overwhelmed with emotion as tears leak out of the corners of her eyes. The table is in the way, but I can still tell Hazel has one hand on her belly as she looks at Steven with such adoration that I almost feel like I'm intruding. I can't help but wish for such a connection. For the first time, I find myself wishing I am the one pregnant with Steven's baby. The baby is Steven's, regardless of DNA. He's so loving, so caring, so supportive.
The conversation continues as we eat, and I can tell my Dad and Steven are bonding as they discuss their perceived difficulties in being new fathers. The two men get teased back as Kayla insists she's an angel, and Mom reminds Dad how well he has it. Nicole, Hazel, and Lexi jump into the conversation as well, while I mostly observe quietly. My go-to behavior.
My heart feels so full as I contemplate my life. Steven is supporting Hazel, not caring if the child is biologically related to him. It reminds me that, while he may not be in love with me, Steven will support me no matter what. He's family, just like Mom and Dad. Unconditional love.
Knowing I'm cared for helps a little with my insecurities, and I happily dig into the sweet dessert. Chocolate cake and ice cream, an amazing end to an amazing meal. I'm still a little down, but it is a known fact that a sweet treat can help a girl deal with her fears of never being loved romantically. Well, suppress those fears. Whatever. Same thing.
We chat for a few more minutes before cleaning up. It's finally time to talk numbers, so Nicole, Lexi, Kayla, and Hazel all leave to give us some privacy. I offer to go as well, but Mom and Dad insist that I stay and be part of the discussion.
"Okay, let's get started." Steven says. "First off, we're probably just gonna go over some basic stuff tonight. You definitely should continue to consult with a financial advisor, even if it isn't me, and an attorney as well. You need to make sure you protect yourself and your assets, and keep your taxes in order."
"This is so overwhelming." Mom comments nervously.
"Yeah, it can be." Steven nods in understanding. "Also, your names will be public record, as will the location where the ticket was purchased. Most stores tend to put up big signs announcing that a big winner was sold there. You'll also likely have the phone ringing from people asking for money. Be prepared to say no a lot. Do you have a home phone?"
"No, we got rid of that years ago." Dad answers. "Just our cell phones now, and Courtney and I rarely answer when a number we don't know calls."
"You might also have some family difficulties." Steven reluctantly admits. "Money really can bring out a person's true colors. Cousins, siblings, aunts, uncles; they might all suddenly reach out after years, wanting to suddenly be your friend."
"We're prepared for that." Dad states carefully. "Though, it's not like we won hundreds of millions, one million dollars only takes you so far these days."
"That's very true." Steven agrees. "Which brings us to the first big decision you'll have to make; do you want to take the lump sum or the annuity payments?"
"Annuity?" I ask with a confused frown.
"To keep it simple," Steven begins, "an annuity is a financial product you purchase that offers a guaranteed income. For lottery winnings, you'll likely receive an immediate payment, followed up by annual payments that increase slightly each year. I think the total life of the annuity is thirty years in California."
"So, you won't get all the money for thirty years?" I repeat with a raised eyebrow. "That's stupid, why would anyone do that?"
"Well, there are a few reasons." Steven tells me. "First, if you take the lump sum, the base amount will be a lot lower than one million. It'll probably around six hundred thousand."
"That's it?" I exclaim. "I mean, that's a lot of money, but it's a lot less than a million!"
"And that's before taxes." Steven adds. "There aren't any state or local taxes on lottery winnings in California, but the IRS will want their cut."
"Death and taxes, the only guarantees in life." Dad comments.
"Yup." Steven says before continuing. "Another reason to take the annuity is that it can be tough to manage such a large amount of money, and regular payments over many years can make things more stable for you. Also, you will get taxed every year on the money you receive, rather than the full amount. This prevents you from getting one massive tax bill. A big downside of the annuity, however, is you won't be allowed to access the rest of the money if you have a financial emergency."
"What if something happens to Seth and I before all the payments are made?" Mom wonders. "Thirty years is a long time."
"The remaining payments would go to the heir of your estate." Steven answers. "No matter what you choose, you should definitely make sure you have an updated will. I did some research, and you can actually fill out a form with the lottery, designating a beneficiary in the event of your deaths."
"This is morbid." I wince.
"Everyone dies, Marcia." Mom responds. "It's just a matter of when, and it's important to have a plan in place for your loved ones."
"She's right." Steven adds.
"What are the benefits of the lump sum?" Dad asks after about twenty seconds of silence.
"You'll get all the money up front, granting you a great amount of power over the funds." Steven responds. "You have the option of paying off debt and still having a lot left over. While the tax bill will be huge, you'll get it out of the way. Also, the gain on the lottery annuity generally isn't great, while you might be able to do a lot better if you invest yourself. After careful consideration, of course."
"That makes sense." Dad nods thoughtfully.
"You also have your retirement to think about, and you want the money to last." Steven continues. "Investing it intelligently could lead to huge gains over time, but again, make sure you have help. Honestly, without knowing your financial situation yet, there likely isn't a right answer. Both options have their pros and cons. As long as you don't do something crazy like leave it all in a bank account and keep spending."
"Why is it a bad idea to have a lot of money in your bank account?" I inquire, feeling completely confused. "Isn't that a good thing?"
"Well, yes, to a point..." Steven trails off as he gathers his thoughts. "You should definitely have cash on hand for emergencies. That said, massive amounts of money just sitting there actually loses value."
"Loses value?" I repeat, my confusion only growing.
"Inflation." Steven states simply before explaining himself. "In the 1940's, you could buy a house for four thousand dollars. That house today would be worth four hundred thousand dollars, at least. If you had just left that four thousand in a bank account or a safe, you'd still just have four thousand dollars. Instead of a half-a-million dollar home."
"That makes sense." I reply, smiling at Steven as I nearly get lost in those green eyes.
"A high-yield savings account or CD is a good option." Steven continues, becoming increasingly animated as he explains himself. "Billionaires don't actually have a billion dollars on hand. Why? It should be out making them more money. The idea is to never spend your principal wealth. You live off interest and dividend income, ideally with some of it increasing your principal wealth. The rich get richer.
"How much cash do the ultra rich keep on hand?" Steven keeps going with a smile. "It varies. Some make a lot of quick investments, requiring more cash on hand. Others keep very, very little. Relatively to their net worth, that is."
"So, when Keith demanded ten million dollars from you?" I wonder, hating to bring up that asshole.
"Keith is an idiot." Steven snorts. "I mean, I could come up with ten million if I needed to, but there were so many problems with his ridiculous demand, there was no way he was getting away with it."
"What kind of problems?" I follow up with, acting more interested than I actually am. The passion on his face is incredibly attractive.
"First of all, he didn't want a bank transfer, he wanted me to bring him cash." Steven tells me as my parents listen carefully. "That would be over two hundred pounds of cash."
"Two hundred pounds? Seriously?" I exclaim in disbelief.
"Well, think about it Miss AP Calculus, how many hundred dollar bills would that be?" Steven challenges with a handsome smirk on his face.
"Just move the decimal twice." I answer quickly, wanting to seem smart. It's an easy question, of course, but still, I need to know it fast. "So, that's, uh, wow, that's one hundred thousand bills."
"Correct." Steven confirms.
"Try running from the law with that." Dad says, rolling his eyes. "Keith is a monster, but it's a good thing he's also an idiot."
"They don't make bigger bills for you rich guys?" I wonder.
"Not anymore." Steven shakes his head slowly. "Denominations of five hundred, one thousand, five thousand, and ten thousand used to be issued, but not anymore. They're still legal tender, and you could still use those bills if you had them, but a bank wouldn't keep a bunch of ten thousand dollar bills on hand."
"Keith should have demanded a bank transfer then?" I follow up with. "The police would have definitely been able to trace that."
"Yeah, I doubt he had a way to make an ACH or wire payment untraceable." Steven rolls his eyes. "You can make money disappear pretty well with those payment apps, ideally moving the money to another country. Really though, most scammers, like the ones who use debit card skimmers, they don't get caught by stealing less than a felony amount. Police only have so many resources. A kidnapping scheme? There's no fucking way he was pulling that off."
"We're getting a little off topic." Mom points out with a light laugh.
"Marcia is learning important things, so I'm good with it." Dad replies. "She's very smart and hardworking, but schools don't cover this stuff. The more she asks about finances, the better."
"Any more questions, Marcia?" Steven asks kindly.
"Yes." I quickly nod. "If you did have to come up with ten million dollars, how would you do it? Would you just take it from your company?"
"I would not." Steven immediately replies. "I do own the company; we're not publicly traded. That said, the company is its own legal entity, and simply extracting money out of company accounts and putting them into my personal ones would cause problems."
"He essentially pays himself." Dad adds with a smirk.
"Pretty much." Steven agrees. "So, if I wanted ten million in cash, I'd sell stock to get it. Do you know what liquidity is?"
"Yes!" I answer quickly. I'm taking economics! "It's about turning an asset into cash."
"It is." Steven nods. "Liquidity refers to how quick and easy an asset can be converted into cash without losing much value.
"A person's net worth is determined by their assets. This house is an asset, and I could convert it into cash if I wanted to. However, it's not a very liquid asset because it would take time to sell it. There are listings, inspections, and an entire list of things that take time.
"Stocks are a very liquid asset. You can sell them for cash extremely quickly. That said, there can be small holding periods, so even that wouldn't have been enough to come up with ten million cash in a couple hours like Keith wanted. So, even though I just said I wouldn't do it, yes, if I needed ten million in an hour, I'd have to take it from my company. Or borrow it. Companies have a lot more transactions than an individual, so corporate accounts will have a lot more money on hand than an individual. I don't need ten million in the bank to pay my electric bill."
I'm soon left out of the conversation as Steven discusses my parents' finances with them. I learn that my parents are very fiscally responsible; they have a lot in their retirement fund, no credit card debt, and only owe on the mortgage and their two cars. My car is a piece of junk that is actually in my name, not theirs.
With everything I am trying to cram into my brain for finals, I'm starting to get overwhelmed. Steven and my parents start talking about risk levels, annuities, survivorship ROI, and a bunch of other acronyms. Oh, and taxes. Lots and lots of talking about taxes.
I try to always be responsible, but as they start talking about growing principals, I start fantasizing about growing erections. Namely Steven's growing erection. Just looking at him is making me wet. Those biceps, that powerful chest straining against his shirt, the animated look on his ruggedly handsome face.
No, he isn't aroused by the financial conversation, but in my fantasies he is. It's just Steven and I as he talks about a subject he's passionate about, pointing out graphs and charts and numbers. My sexy, nerdy stud. He loves the subject, but me being here is too much for him; he needs me.
I rub my thighs together as I imagine him sweeping all the papers off the table and putting me on it. He's pinning me down, he's so strong. Hovering over me, my arms pinned as he thrusts into me, claiming me. His property. My body exists for his pleasure. Mm, he's so deep.
"Marcia, what do you think?" my Dad's voice calls out from far away, jerking me back to reality. "Would you take the lump sum or the annuity?"
"Um, uh, I don't know. Both sound good." I answer stupidly. Fuck. What a lady-boner killer. I barely hold back my sigh of longing.
Despite our long talk, my parents still don't come to a final decision. Steven is very knowledgeable, and he explains that most finance experts can't really agree on whether the lump sum or annuity is better. Both have their merits.
A big factor is that my parents don't intend any major purchases. Neither of them has any desire to get a fancy new car or anything like that. Dad keeps mentioning wanting to make sure my college is paid for. I do have a small scholarship, but it's nothing major. Still, the annuity payment should cover everything.
"Done with your boring money shit?" Lexi inquires from her spot on the floor when the four of us walk in.
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals as she leaps up and playfully runs toward Steven. She also happens to knock all the pieces off the game board.
"Hey!" Lexi shouts as Nicole and Hazel rush to start picking up pieces. "What the fuck?!"
"Oops! Sorry!" Kayla giggles, looking over her shoulder while Steven holds her in a hug.
"Sore loser." Lexi grumbles as Kayla sticks her tongue out at the redhead.
"To answer your question, yes, we're done talking money." Steven responds to Lexi's earlier question. "Brat."
"Maybe, but I'm your brat." Lexi shrugs. "And money's stupid. It just makes people crazy."
"Your sister and your boyfriend work with money five days a week." Hazel points out.
"Sometimes six." Nicole adds with a grunt. The four girls are sitting on the floor around a game board.
"They have my sympathy." Lexi states plainly as she takes her turn.
Steven completely ignores Lexi as he pulls another game out one of the massive piles he keeps in the main living room. With eight of us, it's tough to all play the same game, so Mom, Dad, Steven, and I all start our own game as the four girls fix theirs.
We play for a couple hours, sometimes rearranging the groups, and once we even play a card game as a group of eight. Sadly, it's a Sunday, and we can't stay too late. Steven walks us to the foyer to say goodbye; shaking Dad's hand before giving me a hug. Mom actually goes in for a hug as well.
Nicole has to head back to her apartment, so she walks with the three of us down the massive driveway. The elder redhead waves goodbye before getting into her car. Not long after, I'm once more staring out the window as Dad drives us back home.



My thoughts race as I contemplate my existence. I work hard and get good grades. My parents win a fortune, and they have no plans on spending it on anything they want. They're just thinking about my future, about making sure I have a good life.
All that, and I'm whining and being insecure about my romantic prospects. Am I spoiled? I'm jealous of the fact that Steven is in love with Lexi and Nicole. I'm jealous that Hazel is carrying his baby, or at least the baby they're going to raise together. Hell, I'm even jealous that some people don't have to work so hard for good grades. No. Not jealous. What's the SAT word? I'm envious. I am glad Lexi and Nicole have what they have. I just want it, too. I just want in.
Taking a deep breath, I watch the scenery outside flashing by. I'm being stupid. I study all the time, I'm responsible. I have friends and family who love me, who will do anything for me. As long as I appreciate what I have, it's okay that I'm insecure sometimes. I'm an eighteen year old girl, I'm supposed to be insecure. Right?
We're all pretty tired, so there isn't any talking when we get home. I have school tomorrow, and my parents have to work. I run to the bathroom real quick to go through my nighttime routine. After wishing my parents goodnight, I disappear into my bedroom, locking my door before I strip down to my yellow panties.
I really am exhausted, but there is one thing I need to take care of before bed, otherwise I'll never be able to sleep. First, I text the Sluts goodnight and plug my phone in to charge. Then I lay down on top of the covers with my head on the pillow.
Wanting to treat myself, I decide to take my time and slowly explore my body. I close my eyes, imagining Steven's strong hands are touching me. Soft fingertips tease my inner thigh as another hand runs along my flat stomach. A small gasp escapes my lips when fingers reach the base of my breast.
Lust overwhelms me, and I escalate by starting to rub myself from outside my panties as my other hand palms my boob. I can feel my panties pushing against my clit while my nipple hardens against my hand. I'm moaning heavily as I picture the handsome older man who I am completely in love with.
I'm so fucking horny; I need more. Without hesitation, I yank my panties off and fling them away so I can get at my sopping pussy. Slapping a hand to my vulva, I run my middle finger along my slit, causing me to shiver slightly.
For several minutes, I continue to play with myself, my legs spread and knees bent as I squirm. My arousal consumes me, and I start getting rough. I tug roughly on my left nipple as I push two fingers in and out of my tight, wet hole.
Despite how turned on I am, I'm just not able to bring myself to the finish line. With a frustrated huff, I reach over and grab a pillow. Then I crouch on all fours, my bum in the air as I straddle the pillow. I can feel one end of the pillow against my clit, while the other end brushes my tits.
I don't usually masturbate this way, but fingering myself isn't working and I don't feel like using my vibrator. Also, I love the idea of imagining Steven behind me, his muscular chest shining with sweat as he holds my hips and fucks me as hard as he can. His big dick filling me, stretching me, claiming me.
With renewed vigor, I grind my pussy down against the pillow, letting the edge of the pillow rub against my clit. My dark hair tickles my face, my hanging tits swaying as I imagine Steven fucking me doggystyle. I can almost hear his manly grunts as he enjoys my pussy, and the sensation makes me moan and pant, my tight body shaking.
A minute later, I start to feel the familiar pressure building, and I know my release is approaching. Holding the pillow tightly with my limbs, I push my pussy down on it and roll my hips, stimulating my clit as my toes curl. At last. I gasp and grunt, Steven's name slipping from my lips as I imagine him cumming inside me, filling me with his love.
What little energy I have left leaves me as soon as the shudders from my orgasm fades. My legs feel weak as I get under the covers and shut off my bedside lamp. Despite my exhaustion, I am overwhelmed with emotion; I feel so lonely. Grabbing the pillow, I hug it tightly, imagining Steven and I are cuddling as I fall asleep.
~Hazel~
I'm siting on my bed Sunday night, a robe covering me as I paint my toenails pink while watching my comfort show for the twelfth time. Steven really is an amazing guy; giving me a place to live, and even setting up this television for me. So why do I still feel like a visitor? Like I don't belong? This place doesn't feel like my home, my room, my bed.
Maybe I don't feel right because I'm not pulling my weight? We're not even related by blood, yet I take so much from him while providing nothing in return. They tell me that I'm family, but it's hard to feel that way when I know I'm only here because I can't keep my legs closed.
I let out a breath, my thoughts racing as I struggle to focus on painting my toenails while listening to the television in the background. I barely know Ken, Ryan, or John. I barely know them, yet one of them might be the father of the little life growing inside me. The life I already love with all my heart.
I want Steven to be the father, but I have to acknowledge that he might not be. Shame fills me as I remember the events of spring break. I'm so fucking stupid, forgetting to take my birth control pill. Then I end up in bed with two guys I barely know, letting them double-team me, cum on me, in me. Fuck, John just asks for a turn and I say it's fine. I'll never see them again, and I'm just a tight fit with a pair of tits to them anyway.
What if it really is one of them? And what if Steven doesn't want us? I stifle a sob as my eyes start to water. The thought of not being part of this family is devastating. I can feel my heart start to race as I imagine having to leave. It's more than not wanting to become another statistic, another teenage mother with no prospects. It's so much more than that.
The concept of being torn away from this family is making me realize just how desperately I want to belong here. There's so much love here, and I want to be a part of it. No, I need to be part of it. We need to be part of it. It isn't just about me anymore, and I need to remember that. It's just so hard to get over my fear of rejection and embrace life here.
I just keep thinking about my previous life being jerked away from me for not behaving like I should. My hand shakes as I try to paint my last toenail, the tears starting to fall. With a sniffle, I scold myself. Steven is not like my father. I know in my heart that even if this child is not Steven's, he won't go back on his promise to love us both. Now I just need to get my head to know this as well.
In an attempt to distract myself, I extend my legs so I can admire my freshly painted toes. Satisfied that my feet are pretty, I move to put away my bottle of polish, sighing when I realize that it's empty. Something so simple, yet it is making me tear up again.
The only cash I have is the little that I allow myself to accept from Steven. I can barely afford gas, so I'm not getting new nail polish. I refuse to get a credit card from him. It's one thing accepting an allowance from my parents, I help a lot around the house, and they are my parents. Steven is the rich father of my best friend.
Former best friend. So many years of being best friends, and Kayla replaces me with Lexi. One more person falling away from me. The sounds from the television fade away as I struggle to control my emotions. I try to remind myself I'm loved, even though I feel replaceable. Replaceable, and worthless.
Worthless. Just fucking worthless. Worthless whore. Pregnant whore. My inner voice changes into my father's as I start to spiral. Mom screaming, Dad calling me a stupid slut. The loud noise that accompanies the stinging pain of his palm connecting with my face.
My spiraling continues, and I remember Kayla teaching me the 5-4-3-2-1 method from therapy. Five things I can see: my television, the wall, the door, the ceiling fan, my desk. Four things I can touch: the bedside table, the blanket, my phone, and, uh, my tits? Three things I can hear: my racing heart? The ceiling fan. My heavy breathing? Fuck, this is stupid.
Two things I can smell: my shampoo, nail polish. One thing I can taste: I can't taste anything! Am I supposed to find something to lick when I need to use this method to relax? Shit, dammit, fuck! Kayla should be talking with me, not Lexi and some stupid therapist!
I'm so pissed off about this not working that I'm not even panicking any more. Instead, I'm just mad. Mad at therapy, friends are better anyway. Mad at my fucking parents for throwing me away like trash and keeping me from my brothers. Mad at myself for listening to them. For believing I'm trash, and letting the backwards views of those idiots keep me from getting close to those who are loving and supporting me. Mad that I don't have a best friend.
I try not to let it bother me, but I am jealous of how close Lexi and Kayla are now. Part of me longs for the simpler days; just Kayla, Marcia, Ashley, and I. So much is changing. I'm having a baby, party-girl Ashley has a boyfriend, and Kayla is with a new guy. As much as I hate David, at least he's outgoing. Ian is a shy nerd, he's not right for Kayla. I'm sure of it. Just more weird change.
Lexi. All this change starts with her. Stealing my best friend, creating a massive tidal wave that is causing constant chaos. Even Steven's awakened sexuality is because of Lexi. My first crush, the stable, handsome man. He's a fucking machine. Okay, one point in favor of Lexi. Also, I can't deny that I'm a lot closer to the girls in some ways. A small breath escapes my lips as I remind myself I'm a Slut-sister. The five of us are forever, there should be no jealousy.
Deep breath. I need to calm down or I'm gonna make myself sick. Leaning back against the headboard, I watch my show while giving my nail polish time to dry. One episode turns into three, and I find myself starting to relax a bit. Clearing my head helps me acknowledge that Lexi and Kayla have some serious shared trauma that enables them to bond. Their relationship doesn't change my history with Kayla. We're all best friends. Slut-sisters. I'm even carrying Kayla's half-brother or sister!
We're adults now, and they'll be going off to college soon. I'll be raising a baby. Left behind, forgotten. No! I need to stop. I'm being ridiculous. They aren't going to forget me, they'll help me change diapers, they'll babysit. My Slut-sisters will help me make sure I have a future, too.
Realizing I need to prepare for my future, I shut off the television and reach for my bedside table. Steven is so considerate, buying me this pregnancy book, the least I can do is actually read it. So, I settle in under the covers and start reading as it gets even later.
After forty-five minutes of reading, I start to feel the urge to pee. It sucks because I'm comfortable, but I need to get ready for bed anyway. I suppose I should feel grateful for only needing to pee once tonight, since according to this book I may soon be going much more often.
My long brown hair cascades down my back, falling almost to my butt as I walk barefoot across the floor. Making my way down the hallway, I enter the bathroom and drop my panties before I squat to pee. Then I run through my nighttime routine, including brushing my teeth.
On my way back to my room, I walk by the door to the master bedroom. A sharp pang of longing lances my heart as I freeze in front of the closed door. I remind myself that Steven is not my boyfriend and he never will be. Still, I can't resist the urge to take a look, so I quietly open the door and glance inside.
It turns out I'm not the only one up late. Unsurprisingly, Lexi is on her back with her legs in the air. The nude redhead is playing with her tits; squeezing the small mounds and tugging on her pink nipples while moaning and panting. Steven is looming over Lexi, holding her ankles to keep her legs up and apart as he pumps in and out of the fiery girl.
"Fuck me, Baby!" Lexi husks, looking up at her man with a lustful expression. "Fuck me hard!"
My hand moves on its own, opening my robe and sliding down into my panties. I circle my clit with two fingers as I watch Steven and Lexi have sex. The combination of Lexi's moans and Steven's grunts of exertion are such a turn on that I'm soon biting my lower lip as I enjoy the scene. I'm definitely bisexual, and I enjoy admiring both naked bodies on full display.
Lexi really is one sexy bitch. The short girl has a tight body with light skin covered in a dusting of cute freckles. Shapely legs, nice boobs, a flat stomach with a cute little belly button; what's not to love? My lust only builds when I realize Lexi is having an orgasm; her green eyes are glowing, and she has the hottest cum face.
"Cum for me, Lexi." Steven urges as he slams himself up to the hilt in the little slut's cunt.
"Oh God, I love your cock!" Lexi announces, her back arching as her toes curl. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Steven is in amazing shape, and he does not look his age at all. I love watching his abs clench as he fucks a girl until she screams. A sexy sheen of sweat is covering his chest, and I can see his biceps bulge as he keeps Lexi's legs hoisted in the air. I even take a peek at his tight, clenching ass. Mm, fuck yes!
I'm about to cum; my fingers are dancing on my clit as my knees buckle. That's when I notice the way Steven and Lexi are looking at each other. Steven is slowly working his dick in and out of Lexi as they gaze into each others eyes. There's so much love on their faces, that I feel a stab of loneliness, ruining my orgasm.
I want to go in there, and I know they'll both be fine with me joining them. Still, a part of me feels like I don't belong. I feel like I'll be intruding on their beautiful moment, so I just pull my hand out of my underwear and continue to watch. So much love, they don't need me. No one does.
The eye contact between the two lovers finally breaks when Steven tilts his head back, his eyes closing. I can tell from the expression on his face that he's focusing on the feel of Lexi's exquisitely tight teen twat. His right arm shakes tightly as he keeps a firm grip on Lexi's ankles with both hands.
My eyes are locked on Steven's face as I imagine the expression of pure pleasure is being caused by my pussy, not Lexi's. I swallow weakly as I glance down toward Lexi. To my surprise, Lexi immediately turns her head to face me. The fiery redhead then shocks me by blowing me a kiss.
I have nothing to be ashamed of; the three of us fuck all the time. Still, I don't usually just peep on Steven and Lexi having sex. As a result, I let out a small squeak as I pull my head away from the door and bolt back to my room as fast as I can.
Shutting my door, I lean against it, my head tilting back until it rests against the door. I stay where I am for a couple minutes, but soon realize no one is coming to check on me. Good. I don't want to talk about it. I just want to sleep.
Taking off my robe, I walk back to my bed wearing only my panties. Then I climb under the covers before shutting off my television. Sadly, I end up tossing and turning in bed for at least forty-five minutes until I pass out.
I grunt loudly, tasting hair in my mouth as I wake up. My right arm is under the pillow, and I'm laying on my stomach. Brushing my hair out of my face, I sit up and grunt again as I reach for my phone. I sigh heavily when I realize it is just after 3:00AM.
With no warning, I just burst into tears, my lower lip quivering. I'm positive I'm not going to be able to just fall asleep again. I'm lonely, I'm emotional, and I'm scared. I don't want to bother them, but I have finals coming up; I need sleep. The last thing I need right now is to flunk my finals because I'm too tired to study.
Getting to my feet, I wipe away my tears as I head out into the hall. A few seconds later and I'm once more in front of the door to the master bedroom. The door is still partially open from before, and I don't hesitate to slip inside the dark room.
Making my way to the large four-poster bed, I see Steven is laying on his side, his arm around Lexi as they spoon. Before I can chicken out, I lift the blanket and climb in. I realize Steven is still naked as I lay against him, my breasts pressing into his back as I throw an arm around him. I'm finally able to relax and fall asleep.
I feel so relaxed, floating in an unconscious state. I'm content and safe. At one point, I hear a soft alarm which starts to pull me from my slumber. I try to resist, not wanting to face reality. However, the alarm only increases in volume, and the strong body I'm pressed against starts to move.
The bed shifts again, and I fall onto my stomach once I lose the supportive back propping me up. Grunting in annoyance, I grab the pillow and place it over my head as I try to block out the world. A moment later, the alarm shuts off and I can tell a couple of people are getting out of bed.
"When did Hazel climb into bed with us?" Steven's voice asks.
"No clue." Lexi answers. "I did catch her watching us fucking last night."
"Really? Wonder why she didn't join us..." Steven trails off.
"Am I not enough for you?" Lexi wonders in a cute voice.
"Oh, don't give me that crap." Steven snorts. "You'd be happier than I would with a hot girl to play with."
"Well, maybe." Lexi giggles.
"I know she's been stressed lately, but there's only a few days of school left." he sighs just before I feel the blanket being pulled off my body, leaving only my feet and calves covered. "Hazel? Time to wake up."
"No." I grunt, pressing the pillow down on top of my head. "Fuck off."
"Hazel, c'mon, you need to get up." Steven states in a firm voice. "You have class and a doctor's appointment today."
"I don't want to." I whine pathetically.
"I've got this." Lexi insists, and I feel someone climb up onto the bed.
"Lexi, don't be a brat." Steven says, but clearly does nothing to stop her.
"It's what I do!" Lexi declares as she grabs the back of my underwear and yanks them down to expose my bare ass. "Full moon!"
"Stop!" I groan, reaching back with both hands to try and pull up my panties.
"Nope!" Lexi chirps as she smacks my butt with one hand while her other snatches the pillow off my head.
"Ugh, you're such a bitch!" I snap, twisting as I struggle to yank up my underwear to protect my backside.
"Can't hear you! Drum solo!" Lexi declares as she starts smacking my ass with both hands, making me yelp loudly and kick my feet.
"You really are an immature whore!" I hiss after I finally manage to pull up my underwear and flip over so I can sit up.
"I'd insult you back, but Mother Nature has done such a fine job already." Lexi states primly, as the nude redhead rests her butt on her heels and looks over at me.
"You blind, slut?!" I exclaim as I notice Steven head for the bathroom, clearly ignoring us. Damn, he has a great ass. "I'm hot!"
"I was talking about your personality." Lexi explains.
"Your mom should've swallowed you." I grunt as I lean my head forward and rub my temples while my long hair frames my face.
"You should've swallowed." Lexi retorts.
"You..." I barely manage to choke out as tears start to fill my eyes. After a few seconds, I squeak out two more words. "Shut up."
"Oh." Lexi looks at me with a stunned expression on her lightly-freckled face. "Oh, Baby. I'm so sorry."
"Fuck you!" I blubber, burying my face in my hands as I sob.
The bed shifts as Lexi scoots over to me and pulls me into a hug. I fight her for a few seconds, but soon just melt into her embrace as our bare boobs squish together. Then I start sobbing into Lexi's shoulder. I fucking hate her. I hate being pregnant. I hate my stupidity. I hate hormones.



"Just hold me." I whimper into her shoulder.
Lexi buries a hand in my thick brown hair, holding me close as I cry my heart out. Her voice is cooing softly, and while it does take time, I do feel myself start to calm down. I know Lexi doesn't mean her earlier words, she's just a brat sometimes. I eventually let out one last sniffle while my hand squeezes Lexi's forearm.
"Hey, what's going on?" Steven's voice asks in concern.
"Nothing." I say quickly as I lift my head and look over at Steven, who is now wearing boxer briefs. "Nothing, I'm fine."
"The tear streaks suggest otherwise." Steven points out delicately.
"Um, well, ah, titties!" Lexi stammers before deciding on going the distraction route. The redhead faces Steven while squishing her boobs together and shaking her chest at him.
"Do I look like a teenager seeing his first pair of tits?" Steven asks Lexi with a slightly annoyed expression.
"No, I imagine the first time you saw boobs was while you were hiding in your room, jacking off to porn on the internet." Lexi responds with a smirk, making me giggle.
"Will you ever stop?" I wonder, amazed that Lexi still isn't backing down even with my tears.
Steven sighs as he slowly walks up to the bed, his eyes locked on Lexi's. I concentrate on pulling myself together while Steven looms over the fiery redhead. Suddenly, Steven reaches around Lexi and gives her a hard swat on the butt.
"Ow-ooooh! Don't start something you don't plan on finishing!" Lexi challenges as she reaches a hand back to gently massage her ass.
"Stop being a brat, brat." Steven scolds. "Also, we only had dial-up in a computer in our family room, so I couldn't watch porn online."
"Right. Sorry." Lexi mumbles, finally deflating as she reflects on her actions under the withering glare of the strong man. The redhead then turns and faces me with a regretful expression.
"It's fine." I tell her plainly, shaking my head slightly and causing my boobs to jiggle. "You didn't mean anything by it, and I know you're always gonna be a brat. It's what we all love about you."
"Love you, too." Lexi says, a smile lighting up her adorable face. Then her usual evil look appears before she turns to face Steven. "No internet? It really was ancient times. So, you had a dirty magazine?"
"I was right earlier; you are a bitch." I giggle while wiping away my tears. "And really, don't worry about me, Steven. It's just hormones."
"I'm here if you need to talk. Always." Steven promises, looking at me before turning to face Lexi. "For your information, brat, the first boobs I saw were Aria's."
"If they were anything like Kayla's, I'm betting you started shooting the second you saw them." Lexi replies.
"Kayla really does have an amazing pair." I agree with a small nod.
"Let's just say they were a sight to behold." Steven acknowledges with a small chuckle. "Now, c'mon, let's go have breakfast."
Lexi steps into a pair of panties before she and Steven put on robes. The three of us walk into the hallway and I quickly run into my room for a robe and my phone. A minute later, we enter the dining room to find Kayla playing on her phone, already done with breakfast.
"Good morning, Honey.." Steven says, smiling at his daughter. "You're up early."
"Morning, Daddy!" Kayla replies happily. "You're up late!"
"Only acknowledges her father; fuck Hazel and I, I guess." Lexi rolls her eyes as we take our seats.
"Daddy's little girl." I point out as I start serving myself breakfast.
"More like Daddy's little cumslut." Lexi snorts.
"Big talk from our resident cum guzzler." Kayla counters before taking a sip of orange juice.
"Really girls?" Steven sighs as he piles scrambled eggs onto his plate. "You're best friends, why do you need to be so mean to each other?"
"We're Slut-sisters." Lexi explains with a shrug. "We're just teasing. I'm sure you did the same with your friends. I bet Amanda was brutal."
"She still is." Steven admits with a smirk.
"Steven does have a point." I interject while glancing at Kayla. "We make fun of each other for something we all do. I mean, Kayla, what would you say if Steven told you to get on your knees right now?"
"Ooh, yes Daddy!" Kayla coos while placing the tip of her finger on her bottom lip. The raven-haired beauty seems both innocent and filthy at the same time.
"As great as that sounds, we probably don't have time." Steven grins, his eyes lingering on Kayla. "You only have a few days left before finals."
"Shit, I do have to take a shower." Kayla groans, looking at her phone. "Hurry up and eat so you can get ready, or I'm leaving you sluts home."
"Whatever." Lexi grunts as she starts eating.
"Enjoy your shower, Honey." Steven smiles as Kayla stands up and starts walking away from the table, phone in hand.
"Thanks!" Kayla responds, stopping and looking over her shoulder. "Oh, and Daddy?"
"Yeah, baby girl?" Steven asks, looking up at his daughter.
"Think of me!" Kayla declares as she turns to face Steven and opens her robe, baring her flawless teardrop-shaped breasts.
"Oh, I will." Steven whispers, his eyes locked on Kayla's perfect tits.
"Whore." Lexi snickers.
Kayla just gives Lexi the finger before putting her boobs away and leaving the dining room. Lexi and I scarf down our food, knowing that we really do need to hurry up. Then we leave Steven at the dining room table so we can take showers and get dressed.
With my eyes closed and head tilted back, I sigh happily as I feel the hot, soapy water run down my body. Showers are so comforting, and the only downside is how long it takes my hair to dry. Still, I always enjoy my shower time, and I'll never shorten my hair; I love it long! However, I do need a trim soon to make sure I don't get any split ends.
After my morning routine, I find myself admiring my naked body in the bathroom mirror. Soon my body will really start to change, and it will be obvious I'm pregnant. Cupping my small breasts, I press them together as I look at them in the mirror, unable to contemplate the small mounds actually swollen with milk.
Shaking my head, I quickly dry off before running down the hall naked. Slipping into my bedroom, I quickly dress in tight jeans and a cute top. At first I put my long hair in its usual ponytail, then I remember how much Steven loves my braid. I take an extra minute to form a brown braid that falls almost to my butt. Grabbing my phone, purse, and backpack, I leave my room and run straight into Lexi as the redhead is exiting the master bedroom.
"Ready?" Lexi asks, looking really cute in a skirt and short sleeved top, her backpack slung over her shoulder and purse in her hand.
"Yup." I nod quickly. "Just a few more days of high school."
"I know, I can't believe it!" Lexi laughs as we walk down the hall together. "I never thought I'd actually graduate."
"I never thought I'd be pregnant before graduating." I reply with a snort.
"You're gonna be a great mom, you know." Lexi says, surprising me with how serious she's being. "Better than either of ours."
"Our moms set the bar pretty low." I respond as I reach out and take Lexi's hand, lacing our fingers.
"That they did." Lexi agrees, squeezing my hand affectionately. "Listen, about earlier..."
"It's fine." I state firmly. "Really, it's fine. We were both being bitches. Just change a couple shitty diapers and give me some babysitting, and we're even."
"Deal." Lexi nods.
The two of us chat and laugh on our way back to the dining room, where we immediately freeze. Steven is still sitting down, but his chair is pulled out and Kayla is on her knees with her head in his lap. Kayla is wearing jean shorts and a t-shirt, which is currently pushed up over her breasts. A black lace bra is beneath her boobs, allowing Steven to play with Kayla's perfect tits.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" Lexi cheers, releasing my hand so she can clap.
"Go, Kayla!" I laugh as Steven releases Kayla's boobs and buries both hands in her raven locks.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Kayla moans, bobbing her head in Steven's lap as she happily sucks on the hard shaft poking out of his boxer briefs.
"Gonna cum, Kayla." Steven warns, his head tilting back as he gasps for breath. "Oh fuck, that feels good. You're gonna make me cum."
Lexi and I watch as Kayla sucks dick, her fingers clawing at Steven's thighs while soft sucking and slurping sounds fill the room. Then Steven reaches his limit, a loud groan escaping his lips as he pushes Kayla's head down while hunching forward with a red face. Kayla coughs, making a loud gurgling noise as Steven pumps warm cum into her little mouth.
"Mm, lucky bitch." Lexi husks, and I can't help but agree.
Kayla keeps her head in Steven's lap for a few more moments before pulling off his softening dick with a sexy slurp. I can't see Kayla's face, but from the way she tilts her head back, I can tell she's showing Steven the cum in her mouth. Finally, Kayla swallows the load down with a couple of gulps.
"Holy shit, that was amazing." Steven gasps as he pushes his flaccid penis back into his boxer briefs.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" Kayla asks in an innocent voice.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla." Steven replies with a smile.
"Thank you!" Kayla giggles before spinning around to face Lexi and I. She looks so cute on her knees, tits out and a shit-eating grin on her face.
"Daddy's little cumslut, indeed." I comment with a smirk.
"Whatever." Kayla says as she puts her boobs back in her bra before lowering her shirt down over her flat stomach.
"Let's face it, we all love cum." Lexi laughs. "Good thing Steven has enough to keep us satisfied!"
"For now." Kayla shrugs, standing up and grabbing her backpack and purse off the table. "He's getting up there, so we'll need to start feeding him pills in a few years."
"Kayla!" I gasp, clapping a hand to my mouth. "That was mean! You're turning into Lexi!"
"Actually, Lexi used to get upset when Kayla made fun of my age." Steven sighs. "I miss those days."
"Too bad, so sad." Lexi chirps as she walks up to Steven and pecks his lips. "We're an established couple now, I don't have to be charming anymore."
"Really? You were charming before?" Steven challenges with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes, I'm a delight." Lexi states confidently.
"Can we just get going before we're late?" I ask with an eye roll as I also kiss Steven.
"Fine, let's go, Sluts!" Kayla announces before pecking Steven's lips. "Bye, Daddy!"
"Have a good day, ladies." Steven replies. "Remember your doctor's appointment today, Hazel."
"I know, I know!" I grunt, waving over my shoulder as we girls leave the room.
A few minutes later, I'm in the back seat of Kayla's car as we head to school. Lexi connects her phone to Kayla's car and starts some music playing, a smile on her face as the wind from the open window whips through her auburn hair. We don't really talk, just relax and enjoy the ride.
I spend most of the journey playing on my phone. I'm not really in the mood for a game, so I just browse social media. Most of the posts are from fellow high school students, all of them talking about graduation, finals, college, or summer vacation. The last summer vacation before college.
What matters the most is that my brother Scott is allowed to have social media accounts, giving me a small way to keep in touch. Scott still doesn't have his phone, but he is able to find ways to log in occasionally and reply to my messages. I let him know that I'm doing well, and ask about our brothers. I don't see them nearly enough.
Kayla hits the curb while trying to park as Lexi and I look out the window and discover a couple people cleaning outside. Our school is big into pride, and in addition to the large hart statue in the lobby, there is another just outside the entrance to the school. It looks like the outside statue is the target of this year's senior prank.
Stepping out of the car, we walk over to the statue and find Ashley and Marcia standing together. Marcia is wearing her usual jeans and a t-shirt, her dark hair framing her face. Ashley is dressed in a cute sundress which flows around her calves. The sexy blonde is showing off her impressive cleavage in a way that is probably against the school dress code.
"This is the best our class can come up with? Lame!" Ashley comments, rolling her eyes.
"I'm so disappointed in our generation." Kayla shakes her head.
"At least they didn't cause any damage or do anything illegal." Marcia reasons. "Those are the rules, right?"
"Another rule is to be clever, and this isn't." Lexi adds.
"It looks like they couldn't decide what they wanted to do." Kayla frowns while looking at the hart statue. "I mean, there's no theme here."
Kayla has a point. The obvious idea is to mark the statue, but it's all chaos. The year of our class is on the front of the statue in sidewalk chalk, so at least they're smart enough not to use spray paint. There are a bunch of sticky notes all over the statue, silly string sprayed everywhere, and it looks like some people put their initials in sidewalk chalk.
Finally, since sex has to be involved, there are several condoms all over the ground and statue. A few are even hanging from the antlers. The left antler also has a pair of cotton panties on it, while a large white bra is resting on the nose. Upon taking a closer look, I see a few more pair of ladies' undies strewn about. They're all cotton; I assume the girls don't wanna waste their expensive panties. I can't blame them!
"Think anyone will get in trouble for this?" Ashley wonders. "I mean, there has to be a security camera in this direction."
"I doubt they'll bother." I answer. "It's an easy cleanup."
"I wonder if the condoms are used..." Lexi trails off, craning her neck to try and see as much as she can.
"Ew!" Marcia exclaims, making a disgusted face. "That's gross!"
"Maybe that was the real prank?" Ashley suggests with a shrug.
"What, have an orgy in front of the school?" Kayla asks with a snort.
"Could be!" I giggle cutely.
"Then throw condoms full of jizz everywhere?" Lexi asks rhetorically. "Well, it's better than just covering the statue with sticky notes and silly string, I guess?"
"No way those losers manage to have an orgy without the sexiest bitches in the school!" Ashley declares as she squeezes her big boobs from outside her dress, making them bounce.
"No orgy for me, thanks." Marcia says.
"Bullshit." I counter. "You love fucking as much as the rest of us!"
"I do," Marcia agrees carefully, "but only with my Slut-sisters and Steven. I meant that I'm not gonna have sex with a bunch of random people."
"I wonder how many sluts got fucked out here..." Lexi mumbles as she looks around for condoms. "That's a lot of used condoms, and a lot of jizz."
"We don't even know if they are full of jizz." Ashley points out.
"Sounds like someone is volunteering to go check." Kayla grins.
"I'm not checking, you go check!" Ashley retorts.
"Make Lexi check, she loves cum the most!" Kayla reasons.
"Ashley is the one with those giant cum catchers on her chest!" Lexi argues.
"Cum catchers? That's great!" I laugh, clapping my hands together as I lean forward, barely able to breathe.
"Bite me!" Ashley snaps, glaring in mock anger at Lexi.
"Where, and how hard?" Lexi counters, clicking her teeth together suggestively.
No one ends up checking if the condoms are used, so I guess we'll never know. The five of us chat for a little while longer before we need to go to homeroom. I walk through the crowded hallways for one of the last times, filled with emotion at realizing my high school journey is coming to an end very soon.
Unsurprisingly, there are several announcements for seniors during homeroom. They mention when finals will be, and give some more information about graduation. We'll get our caps and gowns on Friday, right after our finals come to an end. Our yearbooks will be available at the same time, however, we're advised to bring them to the Senior lock-in so that there will be more time to exchange signatures.
Another announcement lists all the Senior Superlatives. The voting was a long time ago, and the winners already know since they have their pictures in the yearbooks, which are already printed. Still, this is a formal announcement to acknowledge the winners.
The superlatives are a joke, since they are more of a popularity contest than anything. I mean, sure, Katie Ehrlich does deserve the most likely to succeed superlative, even if Ian is another great choice. However, Kayla Thomson is clearly the friendliest person in the school. She's even popular enough to win it! Yet, not one person from our group wins a damn thing. Bullshit.
Stifling a yawn, I weave through the throng of students as I make my way to my first class. It's yet another review class, so I spend most of the lesson texting with the Sluts. At least until Marcia yells at us to put our phones away and pay attention. Really, she yells over text. All caps.
I have to admit that Marcia is right; there's only a few more days left, we can handle studying for a little while longer. Despite how tired I am, I do listen to the teacher and take notes for the rest of the lesson. My mind only wanders a little bit.
All of my morning classes are basically the same. Preparation for finals, and note taking so we can study later. Ashley is the first one to ignore Marcia and text our group chat, and while I try and pay attention, I do send the occasional text. I'm tired, and my notes are sloppy, but I'm sort of being productive. At least I don't fall asleep!
When the bell rings to signal the end of my last morning class, I immediately grab my things and groan, rising to my feet. My bladder forces me to drag myself into the ladies' room to pee before heading to lunch. Hopefully a nice meal will give me some energy.
"Hazel?" a male voice calls out nervously just as I'm about to enter the cafeteria.
"Yeah?" I ask instinctively, turning around to see who is talking to me.
I actually freeze when I come face to face with Kyle Baker, my ex-boyfriend. He looks the same as always; just over six feet tall, slim, brown eyes and short brown hair. Kyle is wearing jeans and a gray t-shirt, and he looks incredibly nervous as he shifts his weight from foot to foot.
"You look nice." Kyle says, his eyes never leaving my face.
"Thanks." I reply, giving him a small smile. "So do you."
"Thank you." Kyle nods, looking happy about the compliment. "So, um, could we, ah, talk? Maybe in private?"
"Sure, I guess." I shrug, wondering what he wants after all this time. We haven't spoken in months.
There are students milling about all around us, most of them heading into the cafeteria for lunch. Walking against the crowd, Kyle leads me down a couple of hallways. We eventually stop in front of a row of lockers that are far enough away from the cafeteria that no one will bother us. A couple people do walk by once in awhile, but it's as private as we're gonna get. We stand a few feet apart, facing each other as I wait for Kyle to speak.
"So, um, are you ready for finals?" Kyle eventually manages to ask.
"Pretty much. Just gonna go over notes and shit until they start." I answer before giving him a serious look. "Is that really what you wanted to talk about?"
"Well, ah, no. N-not really." he stammers nervously.
"What's up?" I wonder as I rest my shoulder against a locker.
"It's just that, well, I've been thinking and, um," Kyle begins, clearly unable to put his thoughts into words, "I've been doing a lot of thinking, mainly about you, and the future, and stuff like that, and um..."
"Spit it out, Baker. What is it?" I demand with a smirk.
"I want to get back together." Kyle says quickly, giving me an intense look as he swallows weakly.



"Oh." I mumble stupidly, unable to come up with anything else to say as my eyes widen.
"Yeah..." Kyle trails off as he watches me expectantly for about thirty seconds before speaking again. "So, what do you think?"
"What do I think?" I repeat in a high-pitched voice as I struggle to find words. "I think it's weird that we haven't spoken in months, and now you're hitting me with this out of nowhere."
"I was giving you the space you asked for when we broke up." Kyle explains.
"I appreciate that." I tell him, and I mean it.
"I really wanted to ask you to prom." Kyle continues, looking truly heartbroken. "Then I remembered the fight, and you wanting space. I just stayed at home prom night and cried."
"I'm sorry." I mumble, feeling guilty. "What changed now?"
"We're graduating." he answers simply.
"Okay..." I respond, not following his line of reasoning.
"It's just, well," Kyle begins, taking my hand while looking at me passionately, "after graduation most of us will never see each other again. These faces we see every day, they'll be strangers in a few short years. Some will go to the same colleges, others will only see the occasional social media posts from their old friends. They'll lose touch over time.
"Eventually, you'll see a post about someone getting married or having a kid. Maybe you'll remember them vaguely, but you'll know they aren't a part of your life any longer. I don't want you to just be a memory from high school. I love you, Hazel."
"We'll always be friends, Baker." I assure him, causing a smile that lasts until I gently pull my hand out of his. "Just friends."
"Y-you can't mean that." Kyle croaks, a film of tears coating his eyes.
"I do." I state firmly. "We broke up for a reason. That reason isn't gone just because we're graduating."
"I never wanted to break up." he sniffles, tears starting to slowly leak down his cheeks.
"I know, but we had to." I sigh as moisture fills my own eyes. "I do care about you. I care about you so much, but you were talking about marriage, and I just... I just don't feel the same way."
"Forget marriage." Kyle says quickly. "We're too young, we have our entire lives ahead of us. I get it. I'm sorry I brought it up so soon, I'm just so crazy about you, Hazel. I'm sorry, I took it too far."
"No need to keep apologizing." I assure him as I wipe away my tears. "You were honest about your feelings, which is more than I can say. I'm not in love with you, and I shouldn't have tried to force myself to feel that way."
"B-but you do like me, right?" he fidgets nervously.
"I did!" I insist, nodding quickly. "I wouldn't have dated you if I didn't like you. I wouldn't have shared my life, my body with you."
"Great!" Kyle exclaims, his face lighting up with hope. "Let's get back together!"
"I'm sorry, but no." I respond, biting my lower lip as I look at him sadly.
"Why not?" he inquires, tears still running down his cheeks. "We got along great, I treated you really well."
"You did." I acknowledge. "But a relationship is more than that. I really am sorry, but we can't get back together. I had my reasons for ending things, and we've grown apart since then."
"Then let's get to know each other again!" Kyle immediately suggests. "Go out on a date with me. Please? Just one date."
"I don't think that's a good idea." I reply slowly, feeling my anxiety starting to really build. Fuck, I'm getting emotional, too.
"Why not?" he asks again while wiping his tears off with the back of one hand.
"Things have changed." my voice cracks. I can't deal with this right now. "I have way too much going on in my life, I'm so stressed. I just can't."
"What's going on? Maybe I can help!" he offers, reaching out to touch my shoulder. "I'm here for you, Hazel."
"You can't help." I insist, wincing when I realize I probably sound mean. "Thank you for offering."
"Are you okay? You can tell me anything." Kyle whispers, trying to be supportive as his thumb lightly caresses my shoulder.
"You don't want to know." I state, taking a step back as I look at him firmly. "Just let it go."
"I do want to know." he tells me as he reluctantly withdraws his hand. "Please, tell me. What's got you so stressed?"
"I'm pregnant!" I hiss loudly. Tears flow down my cheeks as I gasp and clap my hands to my mouth.
"Pregnant? You're pregnant?" Kyle repeats, his eyes wide with shock. "Is it mine?"
"What?!" I exclaim, lowering my hands as I look at him in shock. "No, idiot!"
"Really?" he frowns in obvious confusion. "But when we were, you know, together, I, um..."
"Came in me?" I finish for him with a raised eyebrow as I feel my phone vibrate in my purse. "Don't you think I'd be showing if I was six months along?"
"I thought it took a year or two." Kyle replies, his eyes flicking down to my flat stomach.
"Two years?!" I shriek a little too loudly, causing someone walking by to look over at us with a frown. I make sure to speak softer as I continue. "Do I look like a fucking elephant to you? Did you pay any attention at all in health class?"
"Yes! Kinda. I mean, I remember talking about sex in health class. Then we learned about reproduction in biology." he says, his eyes going slightly wide when he mentions biology. "I couldn't look during that birth video they made us watch."
"Sounds like you skipped the reading as well." I mutter with an eye roll.
The two of us fall silent for a few moments, lost in our own thoughts. At first, I'm thinking about Kyle, and how guilty I feel about the pain I'm causing him. Then I remember the birthing video, and I turn selfish. Fuck, I'm terrified of actually giving birth. This is the first time I'm thinking about it, and sure, I can get a C-section, I guess. Holy shit, even that is crazy scary!
"Someone else is the father." Kyle sighs, bringing me back to reality.
"Yeah." I confirm with a slow nod.
"You had sex with someone else." he realizes, looking like he's about to be physically ill as tears continue running tracks down his cheeks.
"Yes." I sigh, wanting to hurry up and end this conversation.
"Guess I'm not special after all." Kyle states, a tinge of anger in his voice. "Seems like there are quite a few guys you like."
"That's not fair!" I snap, turning defensive. "We broke up. I can date if I want to."
"I'm guessing you did a lot of dating while I was waiting for you to come back?" he asks in an accusatory voice.
"Since when are you some sexist asshole who thinks men are studs and women are sluts?" I retort, my face red. "I'm trying to be nice because I care about you and I hate that I'm hurting you, but now you're being a jerk."
"Sorry, sorry!" Kyle quickly backpedals, his hands out in front of him. "I just love you so much, and the thought of you with someone else makes me feel like throwing up."
"I'm sorry, I hate causing you pain." I reply, my own anxiety building as I feel my phone go off again. "I really am, but maybe I'm just meant to be alone. I don't know. All I can promise is that I will always be your friend."
"You said we'd always be together." he cries softly, drawing a glance as some girl I don't recognize walks by us.
"No, Kyle." I state firmly. "You said we'd always be together. You said a lot of things that had nothing to do with reality."
"So, what? You're just gonna raise the baby by yourself?" Kyle asks, his voice rising again. "Sleeping with a different guy every week?"
My hand draws back and I feel the sting on my palm before I even realized I've moved it. Kyle staggers back, holding his cheek with one hand as he stares at me in shock. So many emotions flash across his face; anger, betrayal, fear, sadness.
"Fuck you!" I snarl, raising my hand for another slap. "Just another guy who thinks they have the right to control me. Fuck. You."
Several people freeze, stopping to stare at Kyle and I. He just looks at me, tears running down his red face. Then he coughs a couple times, looking like he actually is about to be sick. At the same time, he and I both turn away from each other and walk off in opposite directions without another word.
I am so overwhelmed right now; I can't breathe, my heart is racing, my palms are sweaty. People are staring. I need to get away, I'm gonna be sick. There's a pounding in my ears as I rush into the ladies' room, pushing right by a girl standing in front of a mirror.
Entering a stall, I quickly lock it before rushing to the toilet and dropping to my knees. I barely manage to get my braid out of the way in time. My breakfast reappears as I throw up the contents of my stomach into the toilet while tears stream down my face.
I know this isn't morning sickness, it's anxiety. I'm about to be a single mother. A teenage mother. I keep telling myself I'm not alone, that I'm loved, but I can't stop the fear, the pure terror. It's consuming me, controlling my thoughts and sending me into a spiral.
No money, no job, no future. Maybe I should call Peter and try and become a porn star. Some of them make really good money, right? No, that won't work; they won't want a pregnant whore. Maybe I should take Kyle up on his offer? He's a good guy, and he's stupid enough to actually wanna marry me.
My phone goes off again, which is perfect because I need the distraction. Lifting my head from the toilet, I pull out my phone. I remember feeling it go off a couple times, but I'm actually surprised by the number of messages I have. Most of them are in the Slut-sisters group chat.
Kayla: Hazel, where are you? It's lunch!
Lexi: Maybe she's bent over a desk with her tits out?
Nicole: Knock it off, she might have morning sickness!
Marcia: Let us know if you need anything, Hazel!
Ashley: And ignore Lexi, we know you don't fuck during lunch anymore!
Kayla: Getting worried now. You okay, Hazel? Love you, girl!
Hazel: I'm okay, no need to worry. Just morning sickness. I can't smell food right now.
I hate lying, but I am just not up to talking about it right now. A small smile actually does appear on my face as I feel the love from my Slut-sisters. I have them. I'm not alone. I just keep telling myself that again and again. I'm not alone. The other text on my phone proves that as well.
Steven: Just checking in. How are you feeling? Remember your doctor's appointment today!
Hazel: Ups and downs. And I remember, I'm not as much of a ditz as your girlfriend. ;)
For a few minutes, I stay on the bathroom floor, mainly texting the Sluts. They're all glad I'm okay, and quickly change the subject. I found out about Ian turning in his Salutatorian speech, and also learn that Kayla and Ian don't have their usual lunch quickie. Turning down pussy to study? Ian really is dedicated!
Realizing that lunch is almost over and I can't hug the toilet all day, I flush the toilet and stagger to my feet. One good thing about morning sickness is that I always carry a travel toothbrush, toothpaste, and mouthwash in my purse. I brush my teeth at the sink and check my phone to look at Steven's reply to my text.
Steven: Lexi is not a ditz!
Hazel: How did you know I was talking about Lexi? You have two girlfriends.
Steven: Well played, milady. Well played, indeed.
Hazel: Hot and witty; I'm the full package! :)
Steven: You'll get no arguments from me.
Hazel: Smart man. You might actually get lucky tonight. :*
Steven: Awesome!
With lunch time over, I walk down the hall to my first afternoon class and take a seat. I'm in a slightly better mood, but I'm still pretty emotional. With all my fears, having to deal with Kyle is really just something I don't need. I do regret slapping him; he's an emotional guy, and I hate that I'm hurting him. I even find myself reflecting on our relationship as I space out.
I'm not the most popular girl, none of our group of four is, but everyone knows who we are, and knows we're friendly. Lexi isn't one of us at this point, sadly. Most of our time is spent at the mansion, swimming, playing games, relaxing, and watching television.
Other people join us once in awhile, like David, or a guy Ashley is dating. We also go to the mall or the movies, and do other teenager things. Ashley is always the one who insists we go to parties, and our first fraternity party is one she drags us to. I still remember Marcia gasping and turning bright red when we notice a college girl getting fingered on one of the couches, in full view of everyone.
Kyle Baker isn't the first guy to ask me out, not even close. He's not even the first one I agree to date. However, before Kyle, all of my dates end with them trying to kiss me while I turn my head so they only manage to peck my cheek. A couple dates later, and they break things off. Or my dad mentions wanting to meet the guy, which is its own issue.
My dad even demands to meet Kyle before he gets to take me out for the first time. Fortunately, he gives his approval after pulling me aside to lecture me on how a young lady behaves. So embarrassing, but my dad knows Kyle thanks to all of us being from the same town since childhood.
Dinner and a movie. Not very creative, but it works for me. Kyle and I have so many shared experiences; elementary school, middle school, high school. Same field trips, same local stories. He's liked me for ages, and finally has the courage to ask me out.
That night I have my first real kiss. His lips are soft, and I even find the courage to bring my tongue into the mix. Kyle then walks me to the door, asking when he can see me again. I smile and tell him I'm happy to go out with him again.
My parents grant their approval, so Kyle becomes my boyfriend. To my surprise, they let us go to dances together. Kyle ends up being a permanent fixture in our lives. He hangs out at the mansion, he gets to know Marcia, Ashley, and Kayla better. He even gets along with David.
Kyle is the first guy to see my bare boobs, and he happily sucks on my nipples for about forty-five minutes in the back seat of his car. Time goes on; I start giving him handjobs, then I let him finger me under my skirt, feeling embarrassed when I orgasm in front of someone for the first time.
Everyone thinks Kyle and I are gonna get married. We're attached at the hip. Sure, I like him, but I just don't feel butterflies with him. My heart doesn't skip a beat when I think of him. When he tells me he loves me, I don't want to crush him, so I immediately say it back.
It's not puppy love for me, maybe just a crush? Just a person I like, but don't love. Either way, our physical relationship keeps progressing. Kyle's face is bright red when he asks me for a blowjob, and I tell him I want to, but I'm not quite ready.
Why am I not ready? Because I wanna do a good job sucking him. I feel as nerdy as Marcia when I spend time doing research. Of course it's dick-sucking research, so it isn't quite the same. I watch porn, I read articles, I even push a toothbrush down my throat to try and simulate the feeling.
The first time he cums in my mouth, I actually choke on it, causing it to shoot out of my nose. Gross! The second time goes better, and soon I really enjoy giving head and swallowing cum. I definitely enjoy having my pussy eaten!
Finally, we reach the height of physical intimacy. Two eighteen year old kids fumbling with each other toward a destination we've both heard of, but neither of us has been to. The way his hands feel, the warmth of his breath; this is the pinnacle of sexuality.
Then he's on me, in me. I look up at him, amazed at the feeling of a hard dick stretching my little hole. Kyle thrusts into me. Once, then twice. That's when his face turns red and he grunts. I gasp when I feel the sensation of squirting inside me.
He's so humiliated, but I assure him it's fine. Just like with blowjobs, the second time is better. The third time is even better than that. By the fifth time, Kyle manages to make me cum on his cock before he fills me with semen.
Our sex life continues to develop, and I learn how good doggystyle is. I also learn that Kyle watches porn a bit too much, since he wants to cum on my face. To my surprise, I really like that as well. Bouncing up and down in his lap is great, too!
It all ends with the big fight. People tease about us getting married, but Kyle doesn't mention it at all, so I don't care. However, he finally brings it up. He says he wants to marry me. I tell him it's too soon, but he won't let it go. I eventually demand space, and I refuse to tell even Kayla what the fight is about.
My active social life continues, but I turn down every date I'm asked on. Ashley and Kayla try and get me to date, but Marcia makes them back off. I don't need to date. I'm hot and single, I enjoy flirting and dancing, but I refuse to let anyone get close. Emotionally or physically.
Kayla's birthday pool party changes everything. I don't know what about it changes me, but I really let loose. Lots of drinking and swimming. I'm much more comfortable since it isn't a frat party, it's a party at the mansion. I'm safe here. I even get on one guy's shoulders so we can chicken fight with another couple.
Josh Morris. He's the guy I chicken fight with. A big guy from the football team. We tease and flirt. We dance and laugh. Next thing I know, he's inviting me to come inside and find a guest room. I'm so embarrassed when Steven catches us sneaking off. Josh even grabs my butt while leading me away!
The bathing suits quickly come off, and then I'm on my knees with a dick in my mouth. Once he's nice and hard, Josh tosses me on the bed and rolls me onto my stomach. He fucks me hard and fast, making me scream as I cum over and over.
It really is great sex. He pulls my long ponytail and slaps my ass. The strong football player has amazing stamina, and we switch positions several times. I tell him how badly I want his cum while he hovers over me, holding my tits while he thrusts into my tight pussy. We fuck three times that night.
The next morning, Kayla walks in on us while I'm on my knees, giving Josh some morning head. I have to leave not long after so my parents don't freak out. They only let me stay over since it's Kayla, and they think I'm still a virgin who has never had a drink.
I don't talk to Josh Morris again, we both know it's a one night stand. My first one night stand. I tell myself that it's a one time thing, but this is when Hurricane Lexi strikes. Our entire lives change, and it all starts with the birthday pool party. Even Marcia hooks up at the party!
Things just get crazier, and I am finally able to fulfill my fantasies. Steven. The handsome older man, the man who teaches me what all men should be like. I get to feel his strong hands on me, I get to feel his warm manhood inside me. It's beautiful.
I even get to explore my deepest desires. My parents think homosexuality is a sin, but I still find myself occasionally checking out Kayla in her bikini. My best friend and I make love. I don't even recognize myself anymore, but it's a good thing. I'm finally free.
Bermuda. Things get really crazy. Ken, John, and Ryan. Three more notches on my bedpost. I barely know them, but I'm letting loose. I'm enjoying being hot and desirable. I'm not a virgin anymore, so why does it matter? I'm having fun and no one is getting hurt.
Peter. The porn guy. I actually fuck a male porn star. My parents kick me out, and I have sex with Ted. He pays me. I really am a whore. Dan. The school man-whore. I teach him to pleasure a woman, but I still hate myself. Nine guys, Steven's the only one of them I have real feelings for. Kyle Baker is a great friend, but I just don't feel it. I don't know why.
A ringing bell makes me jump, forcing me out of my ruminations. Well, this is the most unproductive class ever. Oh, well. With a long sigh, I gather up my things and head into the hallway so I can walk to my next class.



The rest of the school day is mostly uneventful. Only one other interesting thing happens. A mutual friend texts me, and I learn that Kyle is heading home sick from school. It makes sense, he gets nauseated when he's anxious, just like I do. I feel so guilty.
"Just a few more days until we're done with this shit." Lexi complains as she gets in the back seat.
"At least until college!" Kayla points out in a sing-song voice while starting the car.
"Fuck you, bitch!" Lexi grunts.
"Such a sweet girl." I shake my head as I make myself comfortable in the passenger seat.
"Fuck you, too." Lexi adds. "I hope the Senior lock-in isn't stupid."
"It probably will be." I reply. "They only have it to make sure we don't go out and get drunk."
"It could still be fun!" Kayla protests. "It'll be one of the last opportunities to hang out with the class before going our separate ways."
"We can do that at the graduation party." Lexi counters. "And we'll be able to drink and fuck there."
"There are other ways to have fun, Lexi." I remind the redhead.
"How are you feeling, Hazel?" Kayla asks as Lexi blows a raspberry from the back seat.
"Better, thanks." I answer while putting on some music. "Sorry for missing lunch."
"All good!" Lexi chirps. "Glad you're okay."
"Are you gonna ask your doctor to give you something for the nausea?" Kayla wonders when we stop at a red light.
"Maybe." I shrug. "I mean, morning sickness is normal."
"If it's normal, they should know a lot of things to do for it." Lexi reasons.
"I'll make sure to ask." I promise.
The three of us continue chatting, and I'm happy that no one questions my morning sickness story. Kayla and I inevitably start talking about finals, which Lexi doesn't care about. The redhead rolls down the window so she can stick her hand out. She's not being a brat, so we let her be.
Kayla pulls into the massive driveway and a small smile crosses my face when I realize Steven is home. He's out of work early to take me to my doctor's appointment. He really is a sweet guy, I'm lucky he's the father of my baby.
As Kayla parks, I realize I'm actually getting butterflies in my stomach as I think about Steven. Anxious, happy, angry, mushy, sad. Let's not forget horny! My feelings are really all over the place. Is some of it me? Sure. Still, pregnancy hormones fucking suck.
"Gotta pee!" Lexi eloquently announces before disappearing into a bathroom as we walk through the house.
Kayla and I head to the main living room where we find Steven waiting for us. He's laying on the couch reading a book, and he looks up as we walk in. I smile, loving how good he looks in a nice pair of pants and a white button-down with blue accents.
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals, dropping her backpack as she rushes over to the couch.
"Hey, baby girl." Steven replies, standing up so he can hug and kiss his daughter.
"Such a Daddy's girl." I grin, imagining having a daughter for Steven to dote on.
"Hello, Hazel." Steven says, releasing Kayla to approach me. "Love the braid."
"Mm, I know you do." I husk into his ear when he hugs me, feeling incredibly horny. "I guess you didn't notice it this morning because Kayla's head was in your lap."
"Jealous?" Steven asks in his strong voice as his hand grabs my butt. "Maybe you'd rather have my dick in your mouth?"
"Maybe I would." I breathe back, my hand slipping between his legs to cup his bulge. "Maybe I'd like to suck that big, hard cock until you groaned my name and gave me all of your hot cum."
"Or maybe you'll be late to the doctor because you're too busy flirting." Kayla announces with a mischievous giggle.
"Shit!" Steven announces, releasing me. "We really do have to get going."
"But I'm horny!" I whine, stomping my foot.
"Road head?" Kayla suggests with a shrug as she sets her backpack down on the couch.
"No, it's too dangerous." Steven protests while putting his shoes on.
"Whatever." I grunt, crossing my arms over my chest.
"Where's Lexi, by the way?" Steven wonders, annoying me with how he isn't flustered and horny like I am.
"Bathroom." Kayla answers as she starts pulling books out of her backpack so she can study.
Steven just nods as he starts looking for his keys and wallet. I stay where I am, arms crossed as I impatiently tap my foot. I want dick, but no, I have to go to a doctor's appointment. The knowledge that my craving for cock is the only reason I'm in this mess in the first place isn't helping.
"Sup, bitches!" Lexi yells obnoxiously as she bounces into the room. "Did ya miss me?"
"No." Kayla and I both answer quickly.
"I don't need either of you, I have Steven. Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps as she stands on her toes to peck Steven's lips. Then she holds out her hand. "These are for you."
"Thanks." Steven chuckles as he accepts the lacy red fabric. Lexi's panties.
"You're welcome!" Lexi grins before walking away and dropping her purse and backpack onto the coffee table.
"Can we please just go?" I ask, wanting to get this over with.
"Sure, let's go." Steven nods, placing a hand on my back to lead me away.
"Oh, wait! Before you go..." Lexi trails off as Steven and I look back.
Lexi is standing in the middle of the room, between the coffee table and the mounted television. Once all eyes are on her, the redhead spins around so she can hike up her skirt, mooning us. A sigh escapes my lips as I look at Lexi's white, heart-shaped bottom. Light freckles dot her butt cheeks, just like the rest of her. Lexi looks over her shoulder, grinning widely as she shakes her bum.
"And now we're leaving." I state plainly.
"Keep an eye on the brat." Steven instructs Kayla as he wads up Lexi's underwear and throws it, hitting Kayla in the head.
"Sorry about her, she's been cooped up all day and forced to study." Kayla rolls her eyes. "She needs the attention."
I understand." Steven laughs.
"Hmph." Lexi pouts before covering up and joining Kayla on the couch.
"Good luck, Hazel." Kayla calls out.
"Right, good luck!" Lexi adds.
"Thanks." I mumble as Steven and I finally get out of the room.
I know I'm being a bitch, but in my defense, I'm horny and pregnant. I also hate being cock blocked. Clam jammed? I'm actually not sure which term to use. I am blocked from getting cock, but it is my clam being jammed? I know girls use clam jammed when referring to girl-on-girl. Maybe it refers to the genitals of the person who is being denied sex?
Looking down at my phone as we leave the house, the internet is able to confirm for me that clam jam is the correct term. With that decided, I climb into the passenger seat with the intention of sucking some dick, whether Steven thinks it's safe or not. However, my mood changes as soon as Steven starts the car, and I burst into tears.
"Hazel? What's wrong?" Steven asks, looking over at me in concern.
"I'm such a bitch!" I cry, using the back of my hand to wipe away my tears.
"You were a little rude in there, but it's fine. You are pregnant, after all. It's not a big deal." Steven reasons patiently as we travel down the driveway. "Lexi's always a brat."
"It's not just about that." I sigh, hating how I'm horny one second and sad the next.
"Do you wanna talk about it?" Steven offers kindly. "There's no pressure if you're not up to it."
"I lied to the girls earlier." I admit, hating myself.
"About what?" he follows up with, both his hands on the wheel.
"I didn't go to lunch today because I was in the bathroom throwing up." I explain, swallowing weakly. "I told them it was morning sickness, but it was anxiety."
"Anxiety about the pregnancy?" Steven inquires.
"No." I shake my head. "My ex-boyfriend tried to get back together with me today."
"I'm guessing that didn't go well?" he glances over at me.
"It did not." I confirm, searching his face for jealousy. I just can't tell. "I told him we had grown apart, and he said we should go on a date to get to know each other again. He wouldn't let it go, so I blurted out that I was pregnant."
"How did he take that?" Steven wonders carefully.
"Terribly." I answer. "He was heartbroken, and looked like he was gonna throw up at the thought of me sleeping with someone else. He lashed out and said something mean, so I slapped him."
"Sounds like he earned it." he tells me. "His feelings are valid, but he doesn't have the right to take things out on you."
"I know, I know." I sigh, looking straight up as I let out a breath. "I just hate hurting people, and I probably would have gone out with him if I wasn't pregnant."
"You can, you know." Steven points out. "You and I aren't a couple, you can date if you want."
"I understand that, but I have enough on my plate." I respond. "Besides, he feels stronger than I do, it isn't right. I'd feel like I'm stringing him along."
"Then he's going to have to move on. I know that's not easy, especially with how special you are." he says kindly as he reaches out and takes my hand, lacing our fingers. "I'm sure the girls will all want to be here for you, why didn't you tell them?"
"I wasn't up to talking about it, and I knew they'd want all the details." I explain, squeezing Steven's hand for strength while enjoying the feel of his thumb lightly caressing my hand.
"Maybe next time tell them that you just aren't up to talking about it, but you know they are around if you need them?" Steven suggests kindly as he merges onto the highway.
"Do you really think Hurricane Lexi will respect that?" I look at him with a raised brow.
"She's going to have to." he states firmly. "She's your friend and Slut-sister first, a brat second."
"You may have to remind her of that." I snort, squeezing Steven's hand again.
"I will if you need me to." Steven promises, lightly squeezing my hand in return.
"Thank you." I whisper, receiving a nod in return.
The two of us fall silent as the car continues along the high way. I look out the window, watching the trees fly by as I do my best to relax. Steven holding my hand is helping, but I'm still really emotional. I'm anxious about the doctor's appointment, too.
"Okay," Steven begins when he parks the car at the doctor's office, "remember what we agreed to; if anyone asks, I'm the father. You are sure of that. I'm the only one it could be."
"That way you'll be listed as the father on the birth certificate, right." I nod weakly. "I remember."
"Good." he smiles softly. "Let's go."
My heart is hammering in my chest as Steven and I walk toward the building entrance. Him holding my hand is helping, and I remind myself that I'm not alone this time. I'm not still the lonely girl coming here to get my pregnancy confirmed. I have support. We have support. My baby and I both.
"Hazel Collins." I mumble nervously to the receptionist who is almost always working when I come here.
"Hi, Hazel! I'll let Dr. Hill know you're here, and a nurse should take you in back shortly." the receptionist replies kindly before looking at Steven. "Is this your father? Usually you're here with your mother."
Doctor Linda Hill. She's an OB/GYN, which means she is both an obstetrician and a gynecologist. I still remember my primary care recommending I see one. My mom brings me and waits outside while I request birth control pills. Kind of funny that I need to hide my pills from Mom, but not being responsible with them is what leads me to be sitting here now.
The receptionist is friendly with Mom and I, so it makes sense that she asks. Fuck. I can't handle this. During my previous appointment, I don't tell Dr. Hill anything about the father, I just assure her that I'm not being abused and that I feel safe. The doctor lets me leave after making this appointment, but I know she's concerned. I suppose Dr. Hill is right, given the almost-making-porn and prostitute incident.
"No, um, Steven's the father." I reply, biting my lower lip nervously.
"Oh!" the receptionist exclaims, her face turning slightly pink as she scrambles around for a clipboard. "We'll need you to fill out some information about your medical history."
"Of course." Steven smiles, accepting the clipboard.
The two of us take a seat in the waiting room, and I immediately cross my arms and legs. Steven fills out all of his information, and is sure to remind me that he has no family history that we should be worried about. Great. If only we're sure he's the father. We're not.
"Hazel?" a tall, stacked redhead nurse calls out.
"That's me." I say as Steven and I stand up.
Steven hands the receptionist the completed form then he and I follow the nurse in back. First, I have to kick off my shoes so the nurse can check my weight. I'm up by one whole pound, which the nurse assures me is normal before leading Steven and I into a room. I'm so grateful Dr. Hill is fine with Steven being in the exam room with me. I can't face this alone.
The nurse takes my blood pressure, which is completely normal. Then I'm provided a cup to pee in. I shut myself in the bathroom, grumbling at how this is so much harder for women. Guys can just hold their dicks and pee, while I have to squat over the cup and hope I don't piss on my hand.
After providing my urine sample, I'm reminded that I will need to have blood drawn. The office has a phlebotomist, so I can get that done today. I'm given a gown and asked to completely undress and put it on. The nurse then lets me know the doctor will be in shortly and leaves so I can get ready.
Once I'm in the gown, Steven tries to make small talk as we wait. He soon realizes that I'm too anxious to chat, and settles for sitting beside me, holding my hand for comfort. I can feel my long braid against the back of my neck as I let out a breath.
"Hazel! Great to see you, how are you feeling?" Dr. Hill asks as she walks in holding the clipboard with Steven's medical history.
"Emotional." I answer honestly.
"That's to be expected." Dr. Hill smiles kindly. "And this must be Steven?"
"Yes, nice to meet you." Steven replies.
"You as well." Dr. Hill nods.
Linda Hill is in her forties, and has a kind and pretty face. She's average height and build, with brown hair that frames her face. Dr. Hill already knows my medical history, so I'm glad we can at least skip that part of the process.
The appointment starts simply enough, mostly with Dr. Hill explaining everything we're going to do today. Discussing Steven's medical history goes quick, and he confirms he has one perfectly healthy daughter. Unlike the receptionist, Dr. Hill shows no reaction to the father of my baby being old enough to be my father.
Dr. Hill gives me a breast exam and asks about tenderness. Yeah, my boobs are a little tender, but they aren't any bigger. Despite my anxiety, I do take a look at Steven and wink when the doctor tells me to expect to go up a cup size or two.
This is my first pap smear, since I'm under twenty-one. Sadly, it won't be my last. Holy fuck, is this uncomfortable. It isn't painful, it just feels weird. Steven holds my hand the entire time, while he uses his free hand to brush my hair back before kissing my forehead affectionately.
The time I'm dreading is finally hear; the transvaginal ultrasound. Just the first word is making me cringe! I bite my lower lip nervously, turning to the screen as I try to ignore the uncomfortable feeling. All the fear melts away, my heart swelling with love when I see what's appearing on the screen. My baby.
According to Dr. Hill, my baby is less than half an inch long, but I can still see developing fetus. Sure, there aren't a lot of details, but I can recognize the head. I start to cry when I hear the heart beat, tears running down my face as I receive the proof that there is life growing inside me.
Using the measured size of the fetus and my expected conception date, I finally have my due date. I am expected to become a mother on January 14, 2026. Looking at Steven, I see tears in his eyes as well. He leans in and pecks my lips, making my heart feel like it's full to bursting.
At our request, Dr. Hill prints out a bunch of images of the ultrasound, emails me a digital file, and even downloads a video onto a thumb drive for us to take home. I know a few girls who are going to go crazy when they see this! Even Lexi probably won't have a bratty comment to make.
The doctor then spends quite a bit of time with us going over all the information we need to know. The baby is progressing properly, but it is still too early to determine the sex. Dr. Hill recommends some prenatal vitamins, and asks more about my symptoms.
I immediately confirm that my mood swings are the biggest issue right now. Dr. Hill understands, and also confirms that my morning sickness is peaking right about now, so it should hopefully start to get better within the next few weeks. There's no guarantee though.
Exhaustion and headaches are also an issue, but I'm able to get through the day. I don't have any acne, but I am having some weird dreams and I do feel a little bloated. Heightened sense of smell? Kinda. Cravings? A few. Tender boobs, but not really any spotting. Just the one time that results in the hospital visit.
Dr. Hill asks for more details about the hospital visit, and is glad to hear everything is fine. She assures me that seeking medical help immediately is definitely the right decision. Turning to Steven, I indicate for him to explain about Kayla's scary birth. Dr. Hill smiles kindly at him with how much he obviously cares.
The doctor takes some time to answer all of our questions, then hands me a packet of information to read. Dr. Hill reminds me to get some blood work done and to schedule my next appointment. With a kind smile, the doctor makes her exit after making sure we know we can reach out at any time.
I head to the bathroom to clean up, then I am finally able to remove the gown. With a mischievous smirk, I walk out of the attached bathroom fully nude. Blowing Steven a kiss, I grab my panties and bend over to step in them, causing my titties to dangle from my chest and sway slightly.
"Back in horny mode?" Steven asks with a chuckle.
"Perhaps." I shrug before putting my bra on. "What about you?"
"An OB/GYN isn't exactly a place that turns me on." he laughs. "Although, seeing you naked is always a privilege."
"It won't be when I'm fat." I sigh, feeling my mood drop again.
"You won't be fat, you'll be pregnant." Steven counters. "And you heard the doctor, you can have sex all through pregnancy. Aria wanted sex constantly."
"So I'll be fat and horny?" I ask with a sigh as I struggle to pull up my skintight jeans.
"Ah, Hazel." he sighs, shaking his head.
"Ah, Steven." I reply, smirking as I button my jeans and grab my top.
Fully dressed, I leave the exam room with Steven. We make a follow-up appointment before making our way to the phlebotomist. It feels like they take a gallon of blood, and I know they'll need more to check for potential genetic abnormalities once my pregnancy progresses.
"How are you feeling?" Steven asks when we're back in the car.
"A little better now that it's over." I reply. "Thank you for coming with me."
"I'll always be here for you." he promises, smiling at me as he starts the drive.
"Even when I have a weird craving at 3:00AM?" I wonder with a cheeky smile as I reach back to adjust my braid.
"Even then." Steven confirms with a nod.
"Speaking of cravings, what's for dinner?" I ask, blushing slightly.
"I'm not sure." he responds with a grin. "I'm guessing there's something in particular you're hoping for?"
"I was just wondering what the chances were that we'd be having really hot chicken wings?" I lift my shoulders and smile cutely.
"The chances probably aren't good." Steven winces, looking at me with sympathy.
"Well, shit." I pout, folding my arms over my chest as I give him my best puppy eyes.



"We are already late for dinner..." he trails off while tapping his fingers on the steering wheel.
"What are you suggesting?" I wonder, batting my eyelashes.
"Hazel, would you like to go to dinner with me?" Steven asks before glancing at me in concern. "No pressure, of course."
"Yes, Steven, I would love to." I answer, happy that he's asking and that he's acknowledging my fears with Kyle by not pressuring me for a date.
"Okay, please text the girls and let them know we'll be late." he requests.
I quickly agree and pull my phone out of my purse so I can text the Sluts. Kayla and Lexi immediately start complaining, wanting us to come home so they can watch the ultrasound video. To mollify them, I download the image from my email and share it with our group chat.
The chat explodes. Nicole sends about twenty emojis of a smiling face with big red hearts for eyes. Ashley and Marcia send texts in all caps about how beautiful the picture is and that they can't wait to be aunties. Lexi thinks the baby looks like her for some reason, and Kayla is excited to be a big sister.
Steven parks the car at a popular restaurant that specializes in wings. I'm a little nervous about eating in a restaurant, since I don't want morning sickness to hit me out of nowhere. Still, I'm pretty happy as I walk into the building while holding hands with Steven.
A few minutes later, we're sitting at a cute table for two while we sip on sodas and look at the menu. From the buzzing from both sides, it's obvious the Sluts are texting both our group chat and Steven. We both ignore our phones so we can enjoy each others company.
"How was work?" I ask.
"It was fine, a short day." Steven responds, looking up at me from over the menu. "Spent some time looking over resumes of the people from YouInvest that Brenda recommended we hire."
"Brenda was the assistant of the guy who owned YouInvest, right?" I follow up with, trying to place the name.
"Yes, that's right." he confirms.
"Then YouInvest hired that idiot lawyer." I roll my eyes. "How are Stacey and April doing?"
"Better." Steven answers carefully. "April is back at work, and she is doing very well. Stacey is being supportive, but she's a little upset that April isn't sure how she feels about Stacey and I having sex."
"So, you're not getting any at work?" I giggle.
"Not at the moment, no." he replies with a smirk.
"I feel like I'm getting whiplash." I tell him, giving him a cute smile. "You can have sex with Stacey, then you can't, then you can again, now you can't."
"Yeah, I noticed that." Steven grunts, shaking his head.
The waitress returns to take our orders, and I make sure to ask for the hottest wings they have. I tease Steven a little bit when he only asks for a medium temperature sauce. We also order some potato wedges to go with our chicken wings.
"April will come around." I assure Steven once the waitress leaves. "She's smart, she'll see you're a great father and you'd never hurt Kayla."
"Maybe." Steven sighs, looking conflicted. "Sometimes I think I made a mistake. Most people would be horrified by what we're doing."
"Most people are idiots." I shrug. "Besides, Kayla pursued you. Well, with Lexi's prodding."
"Doesn't matter." he shakes his head. "I'm the parent, I'm responsible. It doesn't matter what I want, it matters what's best for Kayla. Remember that, being a parent is realizing it isn't about you anymore. I would die for my baby girl without a second thought."
"I think I understand." I reply in a soft voice as I reach down and lightly caress my flat stomach.
"Good." Steven replies, giving me an approving smile.
"You're not going to stop things with Kayla, are you?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Not right now, no." he assures me. "It would devastate her. I just feel we'll have to end things eventually. Kayla will eventually be moving out and starting her own life. She can't be held back by me, even if I'd love to keep her forever."
"She'll always be your baby girl." I remind him with an affectionate smile. "You're a great dad."
"Thank you." Steven says. "I just hope Aria would feel the way."
"She would." I respond with absolute certainty.
Our food soon arrives, and I don't hesitate to dig in. Usually I'm pretty self-conscious about eating messy chicken wings in public, but right now I don't fucking care. My mouth is on fire, and I am loving every second of it! Pregnancy cravings can be annoying, but satisfying them feels so good.
Steven and I don't talk much as we enjoy our food. I eat much faster than he does right now, and I even make sure to snatch one of his wings. His face lights up as he laughs at my antics, and I feel a wave of affection for this man. Is this what real love is?
"How did you know Aria was the one?" I suddenly ask.
"Well," Steven begins as he sets down a half-eaten chicken wing, "that's a tough question to answer. As you know, Aria and I knew each other since childhood. We went to the same schools and had the same friends."
"Yeah, I knew that." I confirm, wincing as I think of how Kyle and I are the same.
"I always thought she was pretty, I always thought she was amazing. She was my best friend." he reminisces, a small glint in his eye. "I can't really think of a specific moment where I realized I was gonna marry that girl. I just remember my crush growing, I remember developing hormones and realizing she was becoming a woman."
"I bet there were a few awkward moments there." I giggle.
"You have no idea." Steven laughs, shaking his head. "Anyway, a crush became love, and I still remember how amazing I felt when Aria said she loved me, too. I suppose I started really thinking about marriage when we were ready for our own high school graduation. I was thinking more about my future, and I couldn't imagine a future without her."
"Kyle was thinking about the future for the same reason." I sigh, lowering my eyes in shame. "He didn't want to lose me from his life."
"If he's not ready to just be friends with you, you can at least stay connected on social media. Maybe things will change in the future." Steven offers with a shrug. "Either way, you aren't responsible for his feelings, you're responsible for yours."
"I know." I admit sadly. "And I need to tell the Sluts about it. We don't have secrets."
"I'm glad you girls have each other." he says before picking up his chicken wing again. "Good friendships can last a lifetime."
The conversation starts to die down again as we go back to our food. When I finish the last wing, I take a picture of my face, which is covered in sauce, and post it to social media. Fuck being embarrassed, everyone gets messy eating good wings!
Steven pays the bill, then we walk back to the car holding hands. I love the way he opens my door for me. My emotions are still running high; I'm sad about Kyle, I'm overwhelmed and anxious, and I'm fucking horny! At least I can get some cock in me soon.
We make a quick stop at a store in the same plaza so I can pick up some prenatal vitamins and a cream I can use to help prevent stretch marks. I hate having Steven pay again, but what choice to I have? I'm flat broke and completely dependent on him. I'm so lucky he doesn't try to control me.
On the ride home, I take out my phone and send a text to our group chat, telling my Slut-sisters everything about Kyle. The chat blows up again, with everyone asking why they're just finding out about this. I'm honest and tell them about not wanting to talk about it and thinking they won't respect my wishes.
What follows is a very nice conversation where we all promise to listen to each other. Even Lexi agrees that sometimes we need to be serious. Of course, she reserves the right to be a brat when serious time is over. I smile as all six of us express our love.
Steven and I walk into the main living room, causing two young women to immediately rush up to me and hug me tightly. I exchange hugs and kisses with Kayla and Lexi as Steven looks on approvingly. Then the two girls demand to see the video of the ultrasound.
I plug the thumb drive into Kayla's laptop so we can all watch the video. Kayla cries, and even Lexi tears up a bit. I also make sure each girl gets their own photo. Then Kayla downloads the video and emails it to all the Sluts.
Kayla, Lexi, and I all spend the evening studying while Steven reads a book. Steven and I are still fully dressed, while Kayla and Lexi are wearing pajama pants and t-shirts. Neither girl is wearing a bra, and I definitely notice the outlines of their nipples.
"Time for bed?" Kayla suggests, yawning as she closes her physics book.
"Are you actually tired, or are you more interested in rug munching than studying?" I ask slyly.
"Fuck you." Kayla says calmly while raising her arms above her head so she can stretch.
"Hey, I'd rather eat pussy than study." Lexi interjects.
"It is getting late." Steven comments as he closes his book and stands up. "Same sleeping arrangements we already agreed to?"
"Yup!" Lexi chirps, hopping to her feet and skipping over to Steven. "I am so gonna rail your daughter with a strap-on!"
"Have fun with that." he sighs, hugging and kissing Lexi.
"Still don't like to hear about this stuff?" Kayla inquires as she pecks her father's lips.
"I don't mind hearing about you having sex with the girls. In fact, I enjoy watching you having sex with the girls." Steven admits, making us giggle. "But, no father wants to hear about his daughter with boys."
"So, you don't want to hear about Ian putting it in my butt?" Kayla asks coquettishly as she playfully pats Steven's chest.
"I do not." he confirms, reaching around Kayla so he can grab her pert ass and pull her to him. "And don't be a brat, that's Lexi's job."
"Lexi is our resident butt-slut." I point out.
"Bitch." Lexi grunts.
"Whore." I reply, sticking out my tongue.
"No, no, no!" Kayla interjects from her place in Steven's arms. "Whores get paid, Lexi gives it up for free."
"Free? I pay for her credit card and give her spending money." Steven adds, surprising us by getting in on the teasing.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims, staring at Steven with her mouth partially open, clearly in shock.
"Don't dish it out if you can't take it." Steven shrugs, giving her an innocent expression.
"So, I was right?" I ask. "She is a whore."
"Suck my nonexistent dick." Lexi hisses, her green eyes flashing.
"I'm gonna make the brat pass out." Kayla announces, slipping out of Steven's arms and walking over to Lexi to take her hand.
"You have a better chance of managing it than your old man does." Lexi tells Kayla while glaring at Steven.
"Oh, I'm gonna make you pass out." Steven states before Lexi blows a raspberry.
"I'm sure you will, but that big dick is all mine tonight." I insist, grabbing Steven's hand.
The four of us grab our things and head to the bedrooms. Kayla and Lexi disappear into Kayla's room, giggling and kissing. I briefly watch them before dropping my purse off in my room. Then I eagerly follow Steven into the master bedroom.
"I know you've definitely expressed interest, but I remember that changing fast earlier." Steven says as he takes off his shoes. He then stands up and starts turning to face me. "I'm just saying there's no pressure. I won't be upset if you're not u- holy shit!"
I attack as soon as Steven is facing me, cutting him off mid-sentence when my body impacts with his. Steven's hands grab my butt, holding me up as I wrap my arms and legs tightly around him. Before he can say anything else, I press my lips to his and push my tongue into his mouth.
We make out intensely, and I suck on his tongue as he backs up toward the bed. I can feel my long braid swaying as he carries me. My fingers caress the back of Steven's neck and my legs are hooked around him, keeping our bodies pressed together.
Steven sits on the edge of the bed and I settle into his lap, my knees on either side of his legs. I can feel his bulge against my crotch as I break our kiss and playfully push him onto his back. With a playful smirk, I slowly unbutton his shirt, exposing the white undershirt. Cooing happily, I run my hands along his chest.
I can feel Steven's fingers caress my jean-covered thighs as I push his undershirt up, exposing his sexy abs and chest. Leaning forward, I take his nipple in my mouth and lightly suck on it, making him gasp. His hands slide up my body and lightly squeeze my breasts from outside my shirt.
Sitting up, I immediately cross my arms at my waist to grab the edges of my shirt. Steven laughs when my braid gets caught in my top, but I am soon able to free my long hair and discard the fabric. Moments later, my bra is flung away, baring my cute, little boobs.
I lean back in, molding my body to his as we get back to kissing. Steven wraps his arms around me, making me squeal as he flips me over so he's on top while pushing me up the bed so that our entire bodies are laying horizontally across the bed. His hands press my tits together as he buries his face in my cleavage so he can kiss all over my chest.
"Oh, Steven!" I moan, one hand gripping his bicep as the fingers of my other hand lightly massage the back of his head. I can feel his short hair against my fingertips.
"Fuck, these are beautiful." Steven husks, his hands holding my boobs together so he can playfully lick my cleavage.
When Steven lifts off me and stands up, I whine pathetically, reaching out for him with both hands as I urge him to come back. The handsome man just grins down at the topless girl on his bed as he shrugs out of his button down and pulls off his undershirt. Seeing where this is going, I remove my shoes and socks while he takes his own socks off.
I lick my lips, my expression full of desire as I watch Steven drop his pants and boxers, freeing the most beautiful cock in the world. Big, hard, and throbbing. Hard for me. I waste no more time and unbutton my jeans, lifting my ass to remove my pants and undies, leaving us both naked. He's eyeing my pink pussy with lust, and while my cunt is soaked, my mouth is watering.
"Let me suck your dick!" I beg wantonly, laying nude on his bed with my legs spread and knees bent. My left hand squeezes my boob, and the fingers of my right run along my slit. "Please! I need you in my mouth!"
"How could anyone turn down such a request?" he asks rhetorically, smirking as he admires my nude body.
A shiver of anticipation hits me as Steven straddles my chest. With his knees on either side of my body, his large erection is pointing straight at my face. My eyes communicate my desire for Steven to be rough with me, and he immediately complies by grabbing the back of my head and shoving his cock in my mouth.
"Fuck my face!" I say thickly, looking up at Steven while my mouth is stretched wide around his throbbing manhood.
"You got it, Babe." Steven smirks, taking my head in both hands.
Steven uses his hands to hold my head in place as he starts thrusting his hips, burying a little over half his length into my throat each time. His hard dick feels so fucking good in my mouth, and I suck on it hard while bathing the shaft with my saliva. I want to rub my clit, but his legs are in the way, forcing me to settle for gripping his thighs.
At one point, I can see Steven's lower lip quivering, his eyes glazing over as he enjoys the sensations my mouth is causing. I'm enjoying myself as well, I love sucking dick, and my entire body is getting into it; my knees are still bent, but my feet are now raised instead of planted on the bed. I make loud gagging and gurgling noises as I suck and slurp, loving the face-fucking.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum, my fingernails digging into Steven's thighs as drool runs down my chin.
A groan escapes Steven's lips, and I can tell how good I'm making him feel. He grabs my braid in one hand so that he can reach back with his other hand and shove two fingers up my cunt. I arch my back, my toes curling as I moan loudly around his cock. A strand of drool dangles from my chin as my lips glide along the soft skin of his penis, small drool bubbles at the corners of my mouth.
Steven fingers me for a minute or so, but quickly returns to holding my head so he can fuck my face. I make smacking noises with my lips, my tongue lashing the underside of his shaft. His breathing quickens, and I know he's getting close.
"Wait, wait." he gasps weakly, trying to pull away. "I'm gonna cum if you keep going."
"MM!" I squeal, shaking my head slightly as I look up at him.
"You want me to cum this soon?" he asks while slowly pushing his dick in and out of my mouth.
"Mmhmm, yes! Mm!" I confirm, nodding frantically.
"Okay!" he moans, his right leg shaking slightly. "Keep sucking and I'll cum."
I do just that, sucking as hard as I can while I enjoy being a cock-loving slut. It only takes another thirty seconds before Steven groans, his cock twitching in my mouth as semen spurts out of his tip. He holds my head in place while he fills my cheeks with cum, and I use my tongue to swirl the sticky fluid around my mouth.
With no warning, Steven pulls his softening dick out of my mouth and swings his knee over me. He then slips one arm under my knees and the other beneath my shoulder so he can pick me up bridal style. I don't even have a chance to swallow before he drops me on my back, my head on the pillow.
I love how aggressive he's being, and I nearly choke on the cum in my mouth when Steven spreads my legs and shoves his face in my teen twat. With my cum-filled mouth, I make a sound combining moaning and coughing as a small river of semen leaks out of my mouth and runs down my cheek. I swallow twice, my throat contracting as most of Steven's load slides down into my belly. My tongue snakes out, scooping up the rest of the yummy man stuff while I wipe the spit from my chin with my hand.
Reaching down, I grab the back of Steven's head as I start moaning and panting. My pussy is gushing its love juices, and I can tell Steven's face is getting completely covered in my feminine nectar. Fuck, this guy knows how to eat pussy.
"Oh God, right there, right there!" I screech, my neck arching as my eyes roll back. "I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
My pelvic muscles spasm, my vaginal muscles contracting as I orgasm on Steven's skilled tongue. Just as I start to return to earth, Steven pushes two fingers into me, reigniting my passion and triggering a second orgasm. I see stars, and I think I black out for a second as I buck my hips and scream his name.
Steven is relentless, giving me no time to catch my breath as he sucks on my clit while his fingers curl up to stimulate my g-spot. I'm making all kinds of noises, completely unable to even form words. I cum a third time when he reaches up and pinches my nipple, adding in yet another sensation.
"I'm not done with you yet." he growls against my slit when I try and pull his head from my crotch.
I groan loudly when Steven eases his fingers out of me. He then reaches up and pushes his fingers into my mouth so I can taste myself. I happily suck on his fingers as if they're a cock, my tongue bathing his digits in saliva. My chest is heaving as I struggle to recover from my orgasms, and I can feel the sweat on my tan skin.
My break only lasts a few seconds before Steven pounces. Pulling his fingers from my mouth, he sits up and grabs my hips. I squeal when he flips me onto my stomach and starts pulling on my hips, urging them upward. Complying, I get into doggy, expecting dick any second.
"Oh!" I gasp in surprise, my eyes wide as Steven once again buries his face between my legs.
Small smacking sounds from Steven's lips on my vulva mix with my moans as he eats me out from behind. I can feel my braid resting on my back, and it tickles my skin when I jump from Steven smacking my ass. Thirty seconds later, Steven pushes a finger up my bum, making me cry out. I cum again.



"Fuck, I love this pussy. I need to be inside you." Steven says, kneeling behind me and rubbing his tip along my labia.
We both gasp as Steven buries his big dick inside me, stretching me, filling me. Strong hands grip my hips as I'm fucked with deep, powerful strokes. I can feel my rippling pussy muscles massaging his shaft as I pant and moan. The sounds of his hips impacting with my ass fills the room.
It isn't long before Steven reaches out and grabs my braid, pulling my head back. My eyes are scrunched shut and my mouth is hanging open while I enjoy the tingling sensation of having my hair pulled. My fingers clench at the comforter, my toes curling.
"Spank me, Baby!" I beg, crying out when he complies and slaps my butt cheek.
"You like that?" he asks roughly, spanking my other cheek.
"God, yes!" I hiss, my body shaking. "Hit me again!"
Keeping a firm grip on my braid, Steven spanks me several more time, making me gasp and groan. This continues for a couple minutes before he releases my ponytail and grips my butt in both hands so he can steadily work his dick in and out of me. Then he surprises me by pulling out and flipping me onto my back. Leaning in, he grabs my face in both hands and roughly kisses me.
"I want you to ride me." he says when the kiss breaks.
"Yes, Sir!" I quickly gasp, nodding my head as we quickly get into position.
"Holy shit, you are so fucking tight." Steven groans when I lower my pussy onto him.
Placing my hands on his chest, I give Steven a smoky look as I begin to undulate in his lap. His hands are gripping my hips while his eyes alternating between watching my face and admiring my bouncing titties. I quickly have an orgasm as I bounce and grind in his lap, riding him with passion.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I pant, my fingers clawing at his chest while my braid whips through the air.
"Feel good?" Steven asks, his hands sliding up my body to play with my tits.
"Yes!" I groan, tilting my head back as my mouth opens wide. "Fuck, I love your cock!"
"I love your tight, little pussy." he husks, pushing my boobs together. "You feel so good, so warm, so wet."
"You make me wet." I tell him as I use my leg muscles to slam myself up and down. "I'm always wet for you, I need you."
"Oh, yeah?" Steven counters, his thumbs caressing the soft skin of my breasts. "That why you had to climb into my lap in the car?"
"God, yes!" I nod my head, my lower lip quivering. "I'm such a slut for you. I want you to take me, own me."
"Did you like being restrained while we fucked?" he follows up with while pinching my nipples.
"I loved it!" I announce, my pussy convulsing as I cum again. "Fuck, I'm cumming! Tie me up! Hold me down and use me! I'm yours! Fuck, I'm yours!"
With a fierce growl, Steven grabs my upper arms and pulls me down onto him. My breasts squish into his chest as he wraps one arm around my upper back while his other hand grabs my ass. He then rapidly thrusts up into my cunt, slamming into me over and over as I scream and convulse in his grip.
"Cum for me!" Steven orders, his fingertips digging into my ass cheek. "Cum for me, Hazel!"
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant, my breath hot in his ear as I announce yet another orgasm.
I'm floating, drool running from my lips as I see stars. I can feel my orgasm in my fingers, in my head, and down to the tips of my toes. Steven doesn't even give me a chance to recover as he rolls me onto my back, grabs my ankles, and hoists my legs into the air so he can continue fucking my brains out.
"That's it, take that dick." he says thickly, glancing down to watch his cock disappear up my twat.
This is incredibly rough sex, and I'm loving every second of it. Reaching above my head, I grip the headboard in both hands, allowing my boobs to bounce wildly on my chest as I'm fucked. Steven and I lock eyes, both of us panting heavily.
Suddenly, Steven pulls out of me, dropping my legs as he knee-walks along the bed. I look over in confusion as he hops off the bed. He opens the top drawer of the bedside table, taking something out. Then he walks across the floor and bends down to grab something before returning to bed.
"What are you doing?" I wonder, releasing the headboard as I lift my head to try and see what's going on.
"Put your hands back up." Steven instructs as he tosses something onto the bed beside me while holding up a pair of handcuffs.
"Cuff me!" I beg excitedly, gripping the headboard as I shiver in anticipation.
Steven quickly cuffs my wrists to the headboard before putting my legs over his shoulders and re-entering me. He grips my upper thighs, fucking me so hard and fast that my ass is actually lifting off the bed as I writhe and moan. The sounds of slapping flesh is barely audible over all the noises I'm making.
"You like it rough?" he hisses, receiving an affirmative nod from me in return, my eyes wide as I purposely strain against the cuffs.
In response to my nod, Steven reaches over and grabs something from the bed as he continues to fuck me. My jaw is hanging open as I moan, and the strong man suddenly shoves something into my mouth. My eyes go wide when I realize that my balled up panties are now in my mouth, stifling my moans.
"MM! MM! MM!" I screech into my underwear, lust driving me completely insane.
Steven bends me in half so my feet are by my ears as he starts roughly fucking me. I pull against the handcuffs, loving the feel of them digging into my wrists. I'm slightly laying on my braid, but I'm able to turn my head slightly so I can see Steven looming over me, claiming me.
I start screaming into my undies as the rough treatment triggers a series of intense multiple orgasms. My pussy is going crazy, vaginal muscles rippling as I push my ass up to meet his thrusts, my toes curling. He keeps me bent in half, my hands restrained as my eyes roll back.
"You're gonna make me cum." Steven announces, his balls slapping my ass with each full-length thrust.
"Mm! Please!" I scream into my undies, my voice muffled by the fabric. "Mm, in me! Mm!"
"You want me to cum in you?" he asks, sweat running down his face.
"Mm, mmhmm! Mm!" I nod rapidly, my eyes wide as I look up at him.
Steven starts breathing heavier, his thrusts growing more erratic. Finally, he pushes forward, grunting loudly as his dick swells and spits out the contents of his balls into my pussy. I scream and cum again, every sensation of my body contributing to my pleasure; the handcuffs, his fingers digging into my thighs, his hard dick squirting inside me, and the feel of being bent in half, completely helpless before this amazing man.
"Holy shit, that was amazing." Steven gasps, rolling off me so he can lay down beside me, panting heavily. "Holy shit."
"Mm!" I grunt, looking at him through my undies.
"Oh, right. Sorry." he laughs, pulling my panties out of my mouth.
"Thanks." I giggle cutely.
"You're welcome." he smirks, leaning over to peck my lips. "Did you enjoy that?"
"It was fucking incredible." I purr happily. "I lost track of how many orgasms I had."
"Glad to hear it." Steven chuckles as he frees me from the handcuffs.
"I can't feel my legs." I confess as I sit up slightly and rub my sore wrists.
"I'd apologize, but I'm too proud of that." he admits with a grin. "No marks on your wrist, right?"
"No, we're good." I shake my head after checking my wrists. "Lucky for you, otherwise someone might call the cops on you."
"With how much you loved that? Never happening." Steven snorts.
"Whatever." I giggle, knowing he's right. "Can you hand me some tissues? I don't wanna leak cum onto your blanket."
"Sure." he nods, grabbing a few tissues from the bedside table while putting away the cuffs. "I'm surprised you like this kind of thing."
"Why is that?" I wonder as I use the tissues to clean up my pussy.
"You hate being controlled." Steven points out.
"Yeah, in my life!" I respond, laughing as I shake my head. "I love my freedom in my life, but in the bedroom? In the bedroom I want you to fucking own me."
"Maybe we can get some more bondage supplies." he offers.
"We're not a couple, Steven." I reply nervously, thinking about how having shared sex toys is definitely a couple thing.
"I know, I know." he quickly responds. "No pressure, maybe I'll just get you some whips and chains as a graduation present."
"Sure, if there's a way for me to open them in front of my parents." I giggle.
"Deal." Steven laughs.
The two of us snuggle for a few minutes, occasionally exchanging soft kisses. There's a lot of touching as well; I love running my hand over his strong bicep while he playfully squeezes my boobs. It's amazing, but I keep reminding myself that we're not together. I'm still really emotional after everything.
"Can you help me to the bathroom?" I ask at one point. "I don't think I can walk."
"Sure, no problem." Steven grins as he stands up and helps me to my feet.
"You proud of yourself?" I inquire, leaning on him as I wobble toward the master bathroom. "Look what you did to a helpless pregnant woman!"
"I am very proud." he admits as we enter the bathroom.
"Asshole." I tease playfully.
Steven actually has to help me onto the toilet so I can pee. I'm not the slightest bit embarrassed, showing how close the two of us are. I do love him. I love him so much. Still, after Kyle, and with the baby, I have to be careful. I'm just a bundle of conflicting emotions; love my freedom, hate depending on people, scared, overwhelmed, and just emotional.
Returning from the bathroom, we get under the covers and shut off the lights. Steven lays on his back so I can snuggle up against him, my boobs against his chest and arm thrown over him. I leave my hair in its braid as I drift off to sleep.
I wake up once in the middle of the night. Steven is still asleep, but I'm feeling horny. Ducking under the covers, I slurp his flaccid penis into my mouth and start sucking. He hardens in my mouth, and soon I'm only able to get half of him between my lips.
Despite the erection, I'm pretty sure Steven is still asleep. He doesn't try to touch me at all, allowing me to just keep sucking while my hand cups his balls. The sexy man moans a single word as he fills my mouth with his hot, sticky load.
After swallowing, I snuggle up to him again, my head on his chest. He's definitely still asleep. I know he loves me, I know he loves Lexi. Yet there is so much more to this man; an entire life before any of us. I briefly consider going back to Kyle, but I remind myself that Steven is an amazing father, he won't hurt me. I fall back asleep, my last thought being the single word he moans as he orgasms in his sleep.
"Aria..."
~Kayla~
My alarm is going off Tuesday morning, and I reach over to grab my phone. Or I try to, at least. My limbs are completely tangled with another person's, and I can feel the warm, soft body of a small woman pressed against me. Her hair is tickling my chin and I can tell she is still out cold.
"Lexi? Lexi, wake up." I say softly, shaking her slightly.
"Huh? What?" Lexi mumbles, lifting her head to blink at me sleepily.
"You're laying on my arm, I can't reach my phone." I tell the redhead as my phone continues to blare loudly.
"Oh, sorry." she replies, siting up and throwing the covers off our upper bodies.
Stifling a yawn, I scoot along the bed until I can reach my phone. After turning off my alarm, I send two good morning texts; one to the Sluts and another to my relationship group chat with Stephanie and Ian. Lexi slides up behind me and rests her head on my shoulder as I browse social media.
"Stop." I grumble, lightly slapping her hand as she massages my bare boob.
"Honk honk!" Lexi declares, squeezing both my tits from behind.
Tossing my phone on the bed, I spin around and tackle Lexi onto the bed. The two of us wrestle naked for several minutes, and there's lots of ass-pinching and tit-grabbing. Despite me being bigger than Lexi, she's just too scrappy, and I end up on my back with my arms pinned above my head.
"Bitch." I huff, blowing a strand of raven hair out of my face.
"You love me!" Lexi grins, her hands holding my wrists as she leans in to peck my lips.
"Let me go!" I whine while twisting my body and kicking my legs.
"Fine. I already claimed you last night anyway." she replies, leaning in to lick my left nipple before finally releasing me.
Sitting up, I slide to the edge of the bed and get to my feet, wincing as I do so. My butt still hurts. Lexi fucks almost as hard as a guy, and she loves sticking the strap-on up my ass. Glancing over at her, a small smirk crosses my face; my annoyance disappearing when I get a good look at her cute, pale bum.
Lexi and I step into panties and put on robes. Heading into the hallway, I am surprised to see the door to the master bedroom is wide open. Hazel is actually awake; it's a miracle! I take Lexi's hand as the two of us make our way to breakfast.
"Good morning, girls." Daddy smiles when we walk into the room.
"Morning, Daddy!" I say happily as I start to serve myself breakfast.
"Fuck, I'm hungry." Lexi announces.
"Morning." Hazel grunts tiredly, her hair still in its long braid.
"How was your night?" Daddy asks.
"Fucked a slut, can't complain." Lexi shrugs, while piling eggs onto her plate.
"Must you refer to my daughter that way?" Daddy sighs.
"She must." Hazel interjects, making Lexi giggle.
"It's empowering." I explain. "So many people use the term in a derogatory way. We're reclaiming it. Slut-sisters and proud!"
Steven just smirks and shakes his head while Lexi and I dig in. The four of us eat breakfast in relative silence, only exchanging a few words. Steven and Hazel finish first, both of them pulling out their phones to relax with their drinks.
"Did you girls check the weather?" Daddy asks at one point.
"No, why?" I wonder, looking over at him.
"Thunderstorms all day." he explains. "Make sure you wear raincoats."
"Uh, I don't think I have one anymore." Lexi winces. "We got most of my stuff when I got kicked out, but a few things are gone."
"Same." Hazel sighs. "I only got away with some essentials since I was getting screamed at to never come back while trying to pack."
Lexi and Hazel aren't super new to the mansion, and they're slowly replacing lost items. However, this is the first bad storm we're going through as a little family. Usually we just wear hoodies during light rain, opting to run inside before we get too soaked.
"I only have one spare, and we don't have time to go shopping before school." I respond.
"I have an extra, but it'll be a little big." Daddy offers.
"I'll take Steven's since I'm taller than Lexi." Hazel reasons.
"Problem solved." Lexi says, looking a little down. I imagine both girls are thinking about being thrown out of their homes.
"Maybe you girls can stop and grab new coats on the way home from school?" Daddy suggests. "Just put them on your credit card, Lexi."
No one talks for the rest of breakfast; Lexi and Hazel are clearly lost in thought. They both look a little down, but Lexi sometimes looks over at Daddy and smiles at him affectionately. Hazel seems like she just wants to go back to bed and shut out the world.
We girls take showers after breakfast and dress for the day. It isn't cold, but since it's rainy we all end up wearing jeans. Daddy kisses all three of us goodbye and heads for the home gym for his morning workout. Then we put on raincoats and pile into Lexi's car.
I insist Hazel sits up front since I don't want her to be alone in back while she's so emotional. Lexi puts on some music and starts the drive. Steven is right; it is pouring out. The windshield wipers are going at full speed, but Lexi still struggles to see the road.
The three of us run into the school, keeping pace with fellow students who are trying to get out of the rain. I make sure to keep my purse under my raincoat; it's expensive! We enter the crowded lobby and start hunting for the other Sluts. Before finding them, we do see a few other classmates we know; Katie and Brittney wave to us, and Kelsey looks nervous about being around so many other people.
To my surprise, it looks like two girls glance at Hazel before whispering to each other urgently. Ignoring them, we finally find Ashley and Marcia. The blonde bombshell is in a good mood, but Marcia is obviously starting to get really anxious about finals.
"Relax, you're top ten in the class. You're fine." Lexi insists.
"Our grades can affect the rest of our lives!" Marcia counters.
"And your grades are great." Ashley states firmly, gripping Marcia's shoulder to give her a side-hug.
"Plus your family's loaded now." Hazel sighs. "I'm jealous."
"They aren't loaded." Marcia rolls her eyes. "They don't have any of the money yet, and even if my parents weren't losing so much to taxes, one million doesn't take you that far."
"It's still a life-changing amount." I point out.
"I've always wondered something, just how rich is Steven?" Lexi wonders, causing the four girls to glance at me expectantly.
"Uh, I actually don't know." I answer honestly. "He's a multi-millionaire, I know that."
"And he mentioned being able to come up with ten million when talking with my parents." Marcia tells us.
"There you go Hazel," Lexi begins with an evil grin, "sue for child support and you're set!"
"Don't even joke about that." Hazel replies, giving Lexi a dirty look.
"Hazel!" Ashley suddenly exclaims, making the tan girl jump. "I can't believe we didn't ask right away; did you bring our pictures?"
"Yeah, I have them." Hazel nods, setting down her backpack so she can pull the ultrasound pictures out of a folder. "Just put them away; I don't need any rumors."
"Right, right." Ashley nods, eagerly holding out her hands for the image.
When it's time to go to homeroom, we all go our separate ways. There are a few more announcements for seniors, reminding us that Thursday and Friday are half days for us. Just a few finals each day, and we're free! I'm sad about leaving high school forever, but I'm excited for summer vacation, and for my future.
I'm sitting in my first class, listening to yet another review. I know this stuff, so my mind is wandering. For some reason, Stacey and April pop into my head. I hate that I'm part of the reason for April's breakdown. Hiding my phone behind a few books, I start texting with Stacey.
Kayla: Good morning!
Stacey: Morning, Kayla! Shouldn't you be preparing for finals?
' Kayla: Probably, but I don't wanna. :P
Stacey: Lexi's a bad influence on you!
Kayla: You have no idea. ;)
Stacey: I'm probably happier not knowing.
Kayla: Anyway, how's April doing?
Stacey: Pretty good, thanks for asking. She spends every night in bed with me now.
Kayla: Get it, girl!
Stacey: It's about bonding with April and comforting her.
Kayla: Is that what we're calling it now?
Stacey: Get your mind out of the gutter!
Kayla: So, you're saying you haven't had your face in that clam?
Stacey: Well...
Kayla: I knew it!
Stacey: Whatever. :P
Kayla: Is April okay with Daddy and I?
Stacey: Subject change, okay. Yes and no. She doesn't like to think about it.
Kayla: I'm sorry.
Stacey: It's not your fault. She won't tell anyone.
Kayla: I believe you. Are you and Daddy okay?
Stacey: Yeah, and April hasn't outright asked me not to sleep with him...
Kayla: But she isn't comfortable with it.
Stacey: Correct. And she's not sure how she feels about him.
Kayla: She's attracted to him still, but is now associating him with what happened to her?
Stacey: Pretty much. We've both just been working and going home.
Kayla: You two need to get out. You're both bi, you have other needs. Go cock hunting!



Stacey: I am kind of horny.
Kayla: Friday or Saturday night. Pick one, and go out. Find a couple of hot guys.
Stacey: I'll think about it.
Kayla: No. Do it. April won't get over it if she doesn't live a little. Worry about Daddy later.
Stacey: Are you sure?
Kayla: Yes. He'll be here when you and April are ready. Go get banged.
Stacey: Get banged? :P
Kayla: Shut up.
Stacey: Fine, I'll talk April into it.
The bell rings, ending my first class. Grabbing my purse and backpack, I head out into the hall and wade through the sea of students. I don't see anyone I'm close to, so I just decide to rush to my next class. At least until Dan stops me.
"Hey, Kayla!" Dan smiles, speeding up to walk side-by-side with me.
"Hi, Dan. How are you?" I ask politely.
"I'm good, I'm good." he confirms. "I'm looking forward to your party."
"Great!" I exclaim as we take a sharp right into another hallway. "It should be fun. Daddy set up a lot of stuff for us, and he's good with people staying all weekend."
"I still can't believe your dad is cool with a bunch of us spending the weekend." Dan replies. "I'm sure he knows there will be a lot of sex."
"Of course he knows!" I giggle. "And why are you surprised? I remember hearing about you and Daddy spit-roasting Lexi."
"Yeah, I remember that." Dan smirks, glancing at me affectionately. "He must not want to think about who you're spending the weekend with."
"He knows I'm a grown woman with a healthy sexual appetite." I explain. "Daddy is very progressive, and as long as no one drinks and drives or does drugs, he's cool with it. Well, he'll probably ask us to keep our clothes on until my grandparents leave."
"That's a reasonable request." Dan laughs before giving me a slightly pained expression. "How's Ian?"
"He's great!" I respond happily. "He's got two girlfriends, and he's probably gonna be Salutatorian."
"Good for him." he says with a slightly forced smile. "What about your friends? Hazel?"
"They're good, too." I assure him. "We're all incredibly close."
"I'm happy to hear it." Dan tells me as we stop near the doorway to my AP Physics class. "Listen, Hazel did a lot for me. She made me realize I was being a jerk by just using girls for sex. If she needs anything, well, I'll do what I can."
"Thanks, I'll let her know." I reply, frowning slightly in confusion.
"See you later, Kayla." he tells me before turning to continue down the hall.
"Bye, Dan." I state politely.
My AP Physics class is an important one. The teacher begins by going over what materials we'll be allowed to bring in to the exam with us. Then we go over some of the most important principles that we need to know. Physics is a lot like math; it builds on previous principles. If we don't know the basics, we won't be able to handle the more advanced stuff.
I'm trying to be responsible, but I really am ready for all this studying to be behind me. I send the occasional text to Daddy or the Sluts while taking notes. When I'm in my last morning class, I start up a conversation with my boyfriend and girlfriend.
Kayla: Everyone having fun?
Stephanie: No.
Ian: I'm tired.
Kayla: I'm horny.
Stephanie: When aren't you horny? :P
Kayla: When I'm sleeping.
Ian: Never had a wet dream?
Stephanie: Girls don't have wet dreams? I can't imagine squirting in my sleep!
Kayla: So, do you often wake up with dried cum in your boxers, Ian?
Ian: Sometimes, and women can have wet dreams. You get wet before sex, right?
Kayla: I guess...
Stephanie: I just looked it up. Ian's right. Waking up with a wet pussy is a wet dream.
Kayla: Fine, I get horny in my sleep. The point is that I'm horny now.
Stephanie: Well, unless you wanna jill off in the bathroom, there's not much you can do.
Ian: Sorry, Kayla!
Kayla: Ian, meet me in the Biology Lab before lunch.
Ian: I really need to study. I want to, but making Salutatorian will be great for me.
Kayla: It's just a quickie! Please, Baby? For me. :)
Stephanie: If you do it, Kayla and I will have a threesome with you in the library.
Ian: WHAT?! When would we even manage that? Someone is always in the library!
Kayla: Not during the Senior lock-in.
Ian: We can't do that.
Stephanie: Why not? Think about it, how much time have you spent in that library?
Ian: A lot. Four years of studying.
Kayla: And how many of those hours did you spend thinking you'd die a virgin.
Ian: I don't want to think about it.
Stephanie: Now you can fuck two hot babes.
Kayla: We'll let you record it.
Ian: I'll meet you at the lab, but we have to be quick.
Kayla; Deal!
Stephanie: Poor baby, all this pussy is interfering with your studying.
I send Stephanie a private text, thanking her for the help. She lets me know I owe her one since she's horny and can't do anything at all about it. After promising to make it up to her, I put my phone away and spend the rest of the morning actually preparing for finals.
The lunch bell rings, and I immediately throw my books and notebooks into my backpack. Putting my raven locks into a ponytail, I jump to my feet and rush to the Biology Lab as fast as my legs will take me. Fortunately, I don't even have to wait a minute for Ian to arrive.
As soon as the lab door closes, Ian tries to ask if the library has surveillance cameras. To shut him up, I grab the back of his head and kiss him fiercely. He immediately caves, and we start a hot make out session that includes a lot of groping.
Since we're in a hurry, I lead Ian over to a lab table. Breaking our kiss, I unbutton my jeans and push them down to my knees, along with my panties. Giving Ian a cute smirk, I bend over the lab table, tossing my ponytail over my shoulder as I stick out my naked ass for his viewing pleasure.
I swear it takes him less than five seconds to get his dick in me. We quickly start fucking like the horny teenagers we are. My hands are reaching in front of me, fingertips sliding along the dark table. Biting my lower lip, I moan and pant as I find a couple pieces of paper on the table to crumple in my hands.
"Fuck me!" I husk, looking straight ahead as Ian fucks me. "Fuck my slutty pussy, Ian!"
"You feel so good." Ian gasps, his hands on my hips. "I love you, Kayla!"
I'm unable to respond since I'm cumming on his cock, tossing my head back as I gasp and groan incoherently. Knowing how I like it, Ian squeezes my butt with one hand while grabbing my dark ponytail with the other. I squeeze the crumpled up papers in my hand as Ian holds my head back.
"Can you feel me cum on your dick, Baby?" I ask in a thick voice when I regain the ability to speak. "Can you feel how wet I am for you?"
"Yes!" he hisses. "I love when you cum!"
"Mm, me too, Baby!" I groan, pushing my ass back to meet his thrusts. "You make me feel so good! I want you to feel good!"
"Oh God, you feel amazing." Ian groans, his balls slapping against my clit with each thrust.
"You like having a hot slut bent over for you?" I coo, trying to make him cum with my dirty talk. "I bet you'd really like to cum on my face, wouldn't you?"
"Y-yes." he gasps, releasing my ponytail to hold my hips tightly so he can really pound me.
"Dirty boy." I hiss, biting my lower lip as I try not to squeal too loudly.
"I'm gonna cum!" Ian announces, pushing on my butt cheeks as he backs up, his cock slipping out of me. "I'm gonna cum!"
"On my face! Cum on my face!" I beg, spinning around and dropping to my knees, my pants and underwear still around my knees.
"You look so good." he whispers, jacking off while aiming at my face.
"Mm, cum for Kayla! Cum all over my fucking face!" I plead in a wanton voice, my hands gripping his thighs as I tilt my head back, my mouth open as I stick out my tongue. "Cover my pretty face!"
Ian makes a guttural noise, his knees shaking as the first stream of hot cum shoots up my forehead and into my hair. The second splatters on my cheek and into my left eye. He then aims lower, sending two small spurts into my mouth and down my chin. I lean forward and suck out the last few drops.
"Am I a good girl?" I ask in my sweetest voice, smiling up at him with my cum-covered face.
"Yes, definitely." Ian replies in a breathless voice.
"Quick, take a picture!" I tell him.
"Okay." he nods, pulling up his pants and boxers so he can take out his phone.
"Hurry up, it's in my eye!" I giggle.
Ian takes the picture and sends it to Stephanie, per my request. I pull up my jeans and panties before taking a few wet wipes out of my purse to clean off my face. Once I can open both my eyes, I toss the wipes into the trash barrel next to the teacher's desk.
"We really need to get to lunch." Ian says, heading for the door.
"Dammit, Ian!" I snap, hurrying to catch up. "You got cum on my shirt!"
Ian waits outside the ladies' room while I wet a paper towel and scrub the cum out of my top. Then the two of us walk to the cafeteria holding hands. Lunch is well under way, and our usual group is already seated, enjoying a mixture of bagged and bought lunches.
"Did you two kids have fun?" Ashley asks teasingly.
"Where did he cum?" Lexi wonders, craning her neck to look over at Ian and I. "On you? In you?"
"None of your business, Lexi." I roll my eyes, taking my seat.
"Did you hear anything about your speech, Ian?" Shawn asks, clearly trying to change the subject.
"Yeah, my speech was approved." Ian answers. "I will probably know on Monday if I'm actually going to be able to give it."
"Our fingers are crossed for you!" Hazel smiles kindly.
"Thank you." Ian nods.
"Maybe he'll even make Valedictorian." Josh speaks up.
"No way." Ian shakes his head. "Unless Katie randomly flunks every exam it can't happen."
"I could seduce her for you." Lexi offers with a shrug.
"And then what?" Ashley asks with a frown. "You can't make her cum during the exams!"
"Don't underestimate me." Lexi retorts before taking a sip of her drink.
"It's fine, I'll be happy with Salutatorian." Ian says while opening his bagged lunch.
"It's very impressive." Marcia tells him.
"It really is." I agree. "And once we're done with finals, we can all have fun at the lock-in and graduation party."
"I wonder if they'll have anything fun at the lock-in." Shawn wonders before taking a bite of his peanut butter and jelly sandwich.
"More fun than that boring lunch." Lexi teases. "You've had the same sandwich every day for four years!"
"A sandwich, a snack, and a drink." Shawn explains while extracting a meat snack from his brown paper bag. "These aren't boring, they're really good."
"They are!" Marcia interjects, speaking without thinking in her rush to defend Shawn. "I love a good meat stick."
Everyone but Shawn and Marcia burst out laughing. Marcia blushes pink when she realizes the dirty interpretation of her statement. Shawn looks uncomfortably at his Prom date, and I can tell there are still feelings there. It's a shame it isn't going to work out.
After the mandatory teasing, we get into studying while we finish our meals. It's really a shame our last couple lunches together are filled with all this studying. However, the worst part is that the guys are such recent additions to our group. Lexi's right, Shawn always has the same lunch, but we don't know for sure about the last few years. I suppose I just have to be grateful for the time we do have together.
Lunch ends, and we all split up to start our afternoon classes. We exchange a few texts, but there's more studying than anything. Nothing interesting happens until the day is almost over. That's when Hazel sends a text to our group chat, shocking all of us.
Hazel: I just got pulled out of AP English Lit.
Ashley: Why?
Lexi: Did you pass out from boredom?
Hazel: The guidance counselor wanted to see me.
Nicole: About what?
Hazel: About me being a pregnant whore.
Lexi: What! How the fuck did the school find out?
Kayla: You're NOT a whore!
Marcia; Are you okay, Hazel? What can we do?
Ashley: Seriously, how did they find out?
Hazel: Kyle is a fucking idiot, that's how. He went home sick yesterday.
Nicole: So?
Lexi: I don't get it...
Hazel: He told the nurse why he was too anxious to go to class.
Ashley: And the nurse told the guidance counselor?
Kayla: What a bitch!
Hazel: No. Shannon needed tampons from the nurse. She overheard and spread the rumor.
Lexi: Stupid whore must not be on the pill. She and I need to have a little chat.
Marcia: I did notice a couple girls giving Hazel a weird look this morning.
Kayla: And Dan told me to tell Hazel that he was around if she needed anything.
Nicole: I'm sorry, Hazel. :(
Ashley: Dan was being supportive? What universe is this.
Lexi: Who gives a shit about Dan?! How are you, Hazel?
Hazel: Terrible. I want to go home.
Kayla: Soon. The day is almost over, then just one more. One more school day.
Hazel: Then finals.
Lexi: Even I have to focus on school during finals. No one will be gossiping.
Ashley: She's right. Just one more day.
Hazel: Until college, when I'm the fat pregnant teen!
Marcia: Pregnant women aren't fat, they glow. We've told you that!
Nicole: And you might want to skip the first year anyway, Hazel.
Hazel: FUCK! I'm such a loser!
Lexi: If you're a loser, so am I. We both need Steven.
Kayla: And you both have him. He loves you both, it's not charity.
Ashley: You have us, too. Slut-sisters forever.
Marcia: Forever.
Nicole: And ever.
We don't pay any attention to class anymore. Even Marcia is fully participating in our group chat. Hazel is definitely overwhelmed, and she tells us about running to the bathroom once to throw up. The five of us do everything we can to cheer her up until the school day finally ends.
Lexi, Ashley, Marcia, Hazel and I all meet up in a private corner near the library. We even video chat Nicole so the five of us can comfort Hazel. The tan girl tells us about the principal and guidance counselor trying to get information out of her.
Hazel doesn't tell them who the father is, but Principal Cook and Dean Graham know about Lexi and Daddy. I still remember Dean Graham trying to report Daddy. They have their suspicions, but since Hazel won't talk, all they can do is offer her resources. Apparently Hazel has a ton of packets in her backpack, along with contact information for places that help teen mothers.
The six of us assure each other or our love before reluctantly going our separate ways. Lightning flashes across the sky while Lexi, Hazel, and I get into Lexi's car. Hazel insists on sitting in back, and I can hear her softly crying as Lexi drives to the nearest department store.
Making things worse, Hazel doesn't want to accept anything from Daddy. Lexi and I have to fight her every step of the way. The tan girl tries to pick out the cheapest raincoat, but I insist she get something that's high quality and will last.
The storm is getting worse, and I'm glad I'm not driving; I can't see a damn thing! Lexi's car even starts to hydroplane at one point. Hazel makes a comment about me killing us, which seems to cheer her up. Whatever. We make it home safe.
We rush inside and get ready for a boring afternoon of studying. After changing into pajamas and taking off our bras, we grab some drinks and snacks before setting up in the main living room. I put some music on the television, and we hit the books.
Time passes, and we only exchange a few words as we snack and study. A few texts are sent, but Ashley and Marcia are both studying as well. Marcia doesn't respond at all, she's completely set on preparing for the last finals of our high school careers.
Unsurprisingly, Lexi is the first one to really start playing on her phone, ignoring the open book in front of her. I frown when I notice the redhead put her ear buds in. A small smirk is on her face, and occasionally she giggles randomly before taking a bite of a cheesy snack.
"What are you watching?" I ask Lexi.
"Porn." the redhead states simply.
"Why are you watching porn?" Hazel wonders, looking up from her notebook.
"I was sick of studying and I saw Brittney today." Lexi explains. "I thought I'd see if she had any new videos."
"Does she?" I inquire, suddenly curious.
"Yeah, a couple." Lexi nods. "I have no idea how Brittney finds so much time to film. That girl must spend at least half her life on her back."
"You can relate." Hazel snorts, tossing her ponytail over her shoulder.
"Really? With how often you're on your knees?" Lexi retorts.
"Oh, knock it off." I interject, rolling my eyes as I set down my pencil. "Lose the ear buds so we can hear, too!"
I shut off the television while Lexi puts away her ear buds. Hazel and I then snuggle up to Lexi on the floor, looking over her shoulder to see her phone screen. The phone shows the same popular porn site I use, and Lexi is currently browsing the porn star page of Cherry Angel, Brittney's alias.
"Which ones are new?" Hazel wonders, craning her neck to see the video thumbnails.
"There's a couple." I respond before pointing to one. "That's new, click that!"
The video is part of a well-known series where guys find girls they can pay to take their clothes off. The guys keep offering more and more money, and the girl ends up getting fucked. Each video usually ends with the girl getting a facial, then holding up a handful of cash while smiling and saying she's earning easy money. I jill off to videos in the series once in awhile.
Brittney's movie begins with a couple guys walking down the street with a camera. They try and talk to a couple girls who are walking by, and are told to fuck off. The guys lament finding a girl to film, deciding to enter the nearby library in desperation.
At a desk in the corner, Brittney is pretending to study, a pencil in her hand as she writes in a notebook. The gorgeous blonde is wearing a pair of jean shorts that show off her long, shapely legs. A green, scoop-neck top gives a tantalizing peek at her generous assets.
The guys start talking to Brittney, who acts surprised that they have a camera. Brittney is a pretty decent actress, and I find myself really getting into the scene. With a fake blush, Brittney is convinced to flash the guys for a hundred dollar bill.
Eventually, the two guys convince the broke student to come back to their place for a more in depth interview. Brittney is sitting in back with one of the guys, flirting heavily while he runs his hand along her smooth thigh. The guy driving comments about how jealous he is. Brittney giggles and playfully starts kissing the man in the back seat.
Instead of an apartment, the guys lead Brittney into a very familiar cheap motel. So much for it being their place. As Brittney is brought up the stairs, I realize just how trashy this motel is. I wince again as I remember meeting Hazel here, and I glance at my friend, happy to see she seems mostly okay. Still, there's some sadness in her eyes as she is obviously is thinking about her near-porn experience, and the asshole. If I ever find that piece of shit, I'll rip his nuts off for treating Hazel like a disposable piece of meat.
Looking back to the video, I see Brittney is giggling cutely while bantering with the guys. The man recording starts pulling out bills, offering Brittney more and more money to lose her clothes. It isn't long before Brittney is standing completely nude, hands on her hips as she smiles coyly.
I find myself getting wet, and I rub my thighs together when Brittney asks why she's the only one naked. In response, the guy with the camera offers Brittney three hundred to get on her knees and give the other man a blowjob. Brittney pretends to think about it, but ends up agreeing.
Hazel sucks in a breath when Brittney starts sucking. It's a really hot blowjob, and our classmate is clearly showing off for the camera. She deep throats, she gags and drools, she bobs her head rapidly, making her big boobs jiggle.



Once the guy is naked, he offers another hundred to eat her out. Brittney gets on the bed and spreads her legs. The camera zooms in on the former head cheerleader's sopping snatch. The naked guy gets between her legs and starts eating her out while fingering her.
The scene actually gets funny when the naked guy tries to mount Brittney and put his cock in her. The porn star stops him, demanding more money. The guy asks annoyed, talking about how Brittney is so turned on, how he knows she wants his cock.
Brittney counters, saying she's a broke student, she needs the money. The man recording interjects, asking if another six hundred is enough. Brittney frowns, considering the offer. Then she nods, allowing the guy on top of her to enter her.
They fuck in a couple positions, starting with missionary. Brittney rides the man in reverse cowgirl for awhile, allowing the camera a great view of her being penetrated. Her bouncing titties are great to look at as well, and I moan softly when Brittney announces her orgasm.
The guy comments on how fucking hot Brittney is, saying he wants to fuck her from behind. Brittney crouches in doggystyle, facing the headboard as the man grabs her hips and starts pounding away. The camera gets views of her face, her bouncing boobs, and her stuffed pussy.
"Fuck, this is pretty hot." Lexi comments as the guy recording approaches the head of the bed.
The cameraman's hard dick comes into view as he pushes it toward Brittney's face. In a voice filled with arousal, the cameraman offers Brittney another three hundred if she'll suck him off. Brittney looks up at him, nods, and takes him into her mouth.
Brittney moans and squeals while she gives head, her body jerking forward from the other guy's powerful thrusts. A few minutes in, the cameraman announces he's going to cum, and he quickly offers another fifty if he can cum in her mouth. Brittney nods, still sucking as she glances up at the man.
The cameraman groans loudly, holding Brittney by the back of her blonde head as he starts to cum. He gasps, telling Brittney not to swallow. When he pulls back, the camera zooms in on Brittney's face as she gapes her mouth, revealing her cum-covered tongue. It's extra hot because her body is still being forced back and forth from the fucking she's getting.
Brittney swallows and shows the camera her now-empty mouth. The guy fucking her starts getting rougher, spanking her and pulling her blonde locks. While this is happening, the cameraman starts throwing handfuls of money on Brittney. There's a twenty on her bare back, and I notice a couple of tens right next to her hand.
It's time for the money shot, and the guy fucking Brittney yells at her to get on her knees on the floor. Brittney holds her boobs together, wriggling her body as cum coats her face. The movie ends with Brittney holding up a handful of cash, a smile on her cum-coated face right before she blows the camera a kiss.
"Mm, that was a good one." I moan slightly, looking toward the other girls.
"It was!" Lexi agrees. "Made me hot."
"It was okay." Hazel shrugs, an odd expression on her face. It's obvious she's thinking about almost being in porn herself.
"I wouldn't mind getting fucked on a bed covered in money." I muse.
"Nah, money sucks." Lexi grunts. "Sex is for fun, not cash!"
"I suppose." I shrug, considering her words. "Wanna watch another?"
"Sure, it's fine with me." Hazel agrees, nodding.
The only other new video is a pretty short one. Brittney is pretending she's at the mall with her boyfriend. The boyfriend urges the hot blonde into a dressing room so she can go down on him. After giving her a facial, the guy tells Brittney she looks good, suggesting she wear the cum out to the car.
"Oh, it's a cum walk." Lexi speaks up.
"What's a cum walk?" Hazel asks with a frown.
"It's where a girl walks around in public after getting covered in cum." I quickly explain.
"How do you know that?" Lexi wonders, a smirk on her face.
"I watch porn sometimes." I admit with a giggle.
"Lexi, did you ever do anything like that?" Hazel suddenly inquires.
The atmosphere immediately turns heavy as Brittney's nervous voice fills the background. We don't usually ask Lexi about her past. It's well-known that she doesn't like to think about it. In fact, the main reason Lexi is such a brat is that she likes to avoid being serious. To avoid having to seriously think about some of her trauma.
"No, not really." Lexi answers slowly. Brittney's voice is still going as she talks about not believing she's doing this. "I've done things in front of people plenty of times, but Keith didn't care much about getting me in public. He had other ways of humiliating me."
"Right. Sorry." Hazel mumbles.
"It's okay." Lexi responds, giving us a tight smile. "Actually, I did have to run to the bathroom after Mr. Wagner came on my face."
"The History teacher?" I gasp. "That bald guy? Isn't he at least fifty?"
"He is, and yes." Lexi nods. "He agreed to pass Keith in exchange for my services. I think Mr. Wagner had some shame at first. The asshole kicked me out of his class as soon as he came. I had to get to the bathroom so I could clean up."
"I'm surprised he felt any guilt at all." Hazel rolls her eyes. "I caught him trying to look up my skirt once."
"Looking and touching are two very different things." I point out.
"And the guilt went away pretty fast." Lexi sighs. "He'd leer at me much more openly. Still does, in fact. He was rough, but he really only cared about using my body to masturbate. Keith and his friends were the ones who really got off on humiliation."
"Maybe we should talk about something else." Hazel suggests, looking rather upset herself.
"Okay, um," I begin, looking around for something to talk about, "Brittney looks cute with cum on her face."
"I think you mean Cherry Angel." Lexi giggles.
"That's a stupid porn name." Hazel comments, her eyes returning to the screen.
"If you search the internet for it, you mainly get food recipes." I tell the girls.
"Do you think she'll regret doing porn?" Hazel wonders.
"Maybe." Lexi shrugs. "I mean, if she becomes a big star, her kids might really suffer one day."
"Right." Hazel nods. "Maybe being a prostitute is better, since there's no evidence to follow you the rest of your life."
"Just a prison record to keep you company." I say.
This conversation is starting to get uncomfortable, so we use porn to distract ourselves. Lexi clicks through a couple of Brittney's other videos, but there really aren't a ton just yet. Although, with how fast new ones are appearing, Brittney may be a big name in porn some day.
"Well, isn't this productive!" Daddy's voice calls out, making all three of us jump.
"Daddy!" I squeal, hopping to my feet. I don't hug him, since he's wearing a soaked raincoat.
"Hi, baby girl." Daddy smiles as Lexi and Hazel get up. Lexi runs up and stands on her toes to peck his lips.
"Still raining?" Hazel asks.
"It's pouring." Daddy replies, a clap of thunder immediately following his statement. "But forget about that, what are we watching?"
"Porn." Lexi confirms without a trace of embarrassment.
"I suppose studying for sex is still studying." Daddy teases.
"We were just watching a couple of Brittney's new videos." I giggle, blushing slightly.
"Sounds like Brittney isn't studying either." he observes.
"She was studying in the video!" Lexi reasons. "Besides, she needs to put out new movies so that guys like you have jerk off material. Her other new video was a cum walk!"
"I don't need jerk off material." Daddy counters, glaring at the freckled redhead.
"Sure you do!" Lexi insists. "You don't have anyone to drain your balls during the day right now."
"I'm gonna go change." he says, ignoring Lexi as he leans over to peck Hazel's lips.
"I'll come with you, I have a craving for cum." Lexi announces. "Meet you two at dinner?"
"Have fun." I smirk as Lexi and Daddy leave the main living room holding hands.
With no more porn to distract us, Hazel and I study for a little longer. Then we head to dinner to meet up with Daddy and Lexi. There's some teasing at the table when we notice a leftover drop of cum at the corner of Lexi's lips. Her tongue snakes out to lap up the semen, and we forget about it once it's time to eat.
"How was your day?" Daddy asks us before taking a bite of broccoli.
"Fine." Lexi chirps.
"Rough." Hazel admits. "The school found out I was pregnant. I had to listen to a bunch of people pretending to be supportive."
"Are you okay?" he follows up with, looking at the tan girl with concern.
"Not really." Hazel shrugs. "Our classmates know about the baby now."
"At least there's only one more day of actual classes." Lexi reasons.
"Yeah, no one is gonna bother you." I add.
"I don't wanna talk about it." Hazel mumbles, staring down at her plate as she pushes her food around with her fork.
"Okay, we'll respect that." Lexi states, making me proud that she is remembering our earlier agreement.
"Did you girls invite everyone to the graduation party?" Daddy inquires, changing the subject.
"I did." Hazel answers. "I doubt Kyle will show up."
"Nicole is going." Lexi says. "And the other Kyle, my brother. There's no one else I care about outside the group."
"What about family?" I ask Daddy. "Who's coming?"
"Your mother's parents are coming." Daddy begins. "Your aunt, uncle, and cousins will be there as well."
"What about your brother?" I wonder.
"No." Daddy answers plainly.
"And you're really cool with people staying all weekend?" Lexi inquires. "There will be a lot of fucking."
"Fine with me." Daddy shrugs. "You're all adults. There are only so many guest rooms, but we'll have sleeping bags, and people can fall asleep wherever they feel like. Tents as well. It looks like the weather will be great."
"When is all this being set up?" Hazel asks.
"During your graduation ceremony." Daddy explains. "There will be huge tents, a ton of tables and chairs. I paid for catering, and rented a few things for entertainment. People will come to set up while we're watching you girls walk across the stage. Your grandparents are really excited to go to the ceremony, Kayla."
"I'm glad." I reply with a slightly forced smile. Mommy is supposed to be watching me graduate, but she can't.
The four of us continue chatting as we eat. Daddy is happy that Ian's speech is approved, and he is confident my boyfriend will be Salutatorian. Hazel isn't very talkative, but her mood doesn't seem too bad. Finally, when we're almost done eating, the light bulbs on the chandelier flicker several times just before we're plunged into darkness.
"Well, shit." Lexi comments eloquently.
"Don't we have a generator?" I ask, my eyes straining as I try and make out the others.
"We do." Daddy agrees, and I hear him getting to his feet. "I'm gonna go see why it isn't kicking in."
Daddy turns on the flashlight on his phone and leaves the dining room. Lexi, Hazel and I finish our meals while waiting for him to return. A few minutes later, we hear him entering the room. The light from his phone illuminates the room.
"How'd it go?" Hazel wonders.
"Something is wrong with the generator, and it's too dark for me to figure it out." he answers. "I'll have to deal with it in the morning. I hope your phones are charged."
"Guess we can't study anymore!" Lexi speaks up. "I don't know about you bitches, but I'm heartbroken!"
"Yeah, you sound it." I grunt as Daddy returns to his seat.
"What do we do?" Hazel asks.
"Huddle together for warmth?" Lexi suggests.
"We're in California. In June." Daddy points out.
"Fine, turn down snuggling with three hot chicks. Whatever." Lexi laughs.
"We can cuddle while he watches Brittney's cum walk on his phone." Hazel offers.
"How about we light some candles and relax together?" I offer, ignoring the girls.
"That sounds nice." Daddy agrees. "Master bedroom?"
We all work together to clean up, then make our way to the bedrooms. I slip into my room with the girls, and we grab a bunch of candles. Fortunately, I love sweet-smelling candles, so I have a lot of them in the back of my closet. Mommy always lights candles, so I keep up the tradition now that she's gone.
Lexi, Hazel, and I light a bunch of candles and start placing them around the master bedroom. Considering how dark the clouds are, the windows don't provide any light at all, so we definitely need the other light sources. Candles are resting on Steven's desk, Lexi's vanity, the dressers, and both bedside tables. The room is filled with flickering lights, and the various scents are mixing, creating a nice atmosphere.
"This is romantic!" Lexi exclaims, a big grin on her lightly-freckled face.
"What the fuck do you know about romance?" Hazel challenges, a soft glow on her tan skin.
"Lots!" Lexi responds while setting her phone down on her bedside table.
"Swallowing cum isn't romantic." I point out before considering my words. "Even if it is delicious."
"Steven has taken me to fancy restaurants." Lexi counters as she suddenly drops her pajama pants. "Now we're gonna cuddle in the candlelight. Romance."
"Cuddling does sound really nice." Hazel acquiesces. "Why are you getting naked?"
"Why aren't you?" Lexi retorts.
"I know we like to tease Lexi for how she acts, but I have to agree with her this time." Daddy laughs, pulling off his shirt.
"You just wanna see titties in the candlelight." I giggle.
"Yes. Yes, I do." he shamelessly admits.
Despite our words, we don't get completely naked. Daddy keeps his boxer briefs on, and we girls stay in our panties. He still gets six boobies to admire. I remove my hair elastic, allowing my raven locks to fall free. Lexi has her hair in twin braids, so she also ditches the hair elastics. Hazel leaves her hair in its ponytail as the four of us climb into bed, beneath the covers.
There's a small scuffle when all three girls want to be as close to Daddy as possible. I end up losing, while Hazel gets a spot on his right, and Lexi is snuggling up to his left. With a pout, I settle in beside Lexi, my big boobs pressing into her back as I squish the redhead between Daddy and I.
We enjoy a very pleasant conversation while cuddling under the covers, only able to see each other thanks to the candlelight. The only sounds besides our voices are the rain drops hitting the house and the occasional loud boom of thunder.
Daddy tells us stories about his own high school graduation. I even learn some new things about Mommy. She's more popular in high school than I am, and just like me, she's everyone's friend! I'm shocked to find out that their Senior prank is Mommy's idea.
I'm perfectly happy with the nonsexual chat, but to my surprise, it's Hazel who asks for some dirty stories about my parents. Daddy laughs and decides to stick with the graduation theme. There are three giggling girls when Daddy describes Aria dragging him off during graduation. The idea of riding a guy in my cap and gown is a huge turn on. Even able to hear other graduates nearby.
Daddy also has plenty of college stories to tell us as well. We make him leave out the boring business stuff, and he tells us of his experiences. He can't tell us much about college dating, since he and Mommy are each others one and only.
Lexi latches on to Mommy and Daddy only sleeping with each other, and decides to ask about the women Daddy sees in the time between her and Mommy. I can tell Daddy doesn't like talking about it, since those women don't really mean anything to him. I do remember him going on a date once in awhile, but they either go nowhere or end in a one night stand.
Hazel brings the subject back to college, asking about activities outside of classes. Daddy explains you can find a party every night if you want to. There are lots of clubs and societies that can be joined. A sorority kind of sounds like our bond as Slut-sisters, and I am definitely going to try and be a college cheerleader!
The nice smells, the soft, flickering lights, and the relaxing cuddling. It's so amazing, and as the soothing voices mix with the rain, I talk less and less. I'm not sure exactly when I fall asleep, I just know that I am completely content.
Some movement wakes me up, and I can feel Lexi lifting her body. Glancing over, I see that Daddy and Hazel are softly kissing, his hand cupping her face. Lexi is kissing along Daddy's chest, stopping to suck on his nipple. Relaxing time is over, sexy time is just beginning!
Daddy and Hazel keep kissing, his hand running along her tight body. Lexi disappears under the covers, and I can tell she's soon bobbing her head on Daddy's prick. I take Lexi's spot, trailing kisses all along Daddy's chest, occasionally flicking his nipple with my tongue.
Hazel starts moaning softly, and I can tell Daddy is fingering her while kissing down her smooth neck. I'm really horny, so I shove a hand down the front of my undies and start rubbing my clit. The comforter keeps rising and falling as Lexi goes down on Daddy.
The covers are soon flung away, exposing Lexi and her cock-filled mouth. She only stops sucking to remove Daddy's boxer briefs and toss them on the floor. Three pairs of panties are thrown off the bed a few seconds later, signaling the true start of our foursome.
Lexi mounts Daddy, tossing her auburn hair back as she starts to ride him. Hazel crouches between Daddy's legs so she can try and lick his nuts, which isn't easy with Lexi's bouncing ass hitting her in the face. With Lexi riding his dick, I decide to ride Daddy's face; I straddle his face, facing Lexi as I lower my pussy onto his mouth.
Daddy grips my thighs as he starts tonguing my slit. I'm moaning heavily as I watch Lexi ride his big cock. The redhead and I smile at each other, our titties jiggling as we both pant. She and I move at the same time, grasping hands across Daddy as we enjoy the pleasure he's giving us.
"Oh God, his dick is so fucking big!" Lexi announces, her eyes never leaving mine.
"His tongue feels amazing, oh shit!" I gasp as Daddy's tongue swipes between my labia.
I want Hazel to be more a part of this, but at least she's able to join in. The tan girl is kissing all along Daddy's inner thighs, sometimes sneaking in to lick his balls before Lexi impales herself on him. Our naked bodies glow in the candlelight, the sounds of our pleasure echoing all around the room.
"I'm gonna cum!" Lexi screeches, squeezing my hands tightly as her tits flop around on her chest from the intensity of her bouncing. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! Cum with me, Kayla! Cum! Cum! Cum!"
"Lick my clit, make me cum!" I beg urgently, feeling my release approaching. "Right there, yes! Keep going, keep going! FUCK!"
My scream announces my orgasm, and Daddy keeps sucking on my clit, holding me at the height of pleasure. Lexi and I gaze into each others eyes, both of us cumming hard thanks to the skills of this amazing man we both love with all our hearts.
"I wanna get in on this!" Hazel pouts, sitting on her heels.
"How about we bend over so Steven can take turns fucking us?" Lexi suggests as I lift off of Daddy's face. "Then he can hose down our slutty faces."
"Sounds like a plan to me." Daddy grins happily.
Lexi, Hazel, and I get out of bed and bend over, our elbows resting on the bed while our tits dangle from our chests. Daddy picks a slut and starts thrusting. The sex is fucking amazing; Daddy uses boobs as handholds, he pulls hair, and he spanks all three of us.
He switches from girl to girl, railing each of us for about forty-five seconds before moving on. Usually, he'll finger one or two girls while fucking the third, but we beg him to use us for his pleasure. He does. The sexy man owns our pussies, making us scream his name as we cum on his beautiful cock.



When he's ready to cum, Daddy backs up, ordering all three of us to get on our knees. Three nude sluts kneel at Daddy's feet, begging him for his cum. I hold my tits together, moaning and cooing about how badly I want it. Lexi wriggles her little body, her mouth open and tongue sticking out. Hazel moans and pants, her eyes full of lust as she pleads to be covered in semen.
Cum starts flying as Daddy strokes himself, groaning loudly. Lexi has a rope of cum on her face, and Hazel gets a shot in the mouth. Daddy splatters my tits before aiming higher and getting some on my face. When the last few drops dribble out, Hazel lowers her head and slurps a ball into her mouth while Lexi sucks out the last of the tasty man stuff.
At our insistence, Daddy records us licking cum off each others faces while we giggle and kiss. Hazel and Lexi want to clean my boobs, so they each take a titty and start licking. I hold the backs of their heads, moaning and giggling as I feel their lips and tongues on my chest.
We girls clean up in the bathroom before returning to bed. I'm snuggling with Daddy while Hazel and Lexi cuddle. My two Slut-sisters are whispering sweet words to each other, apologizing for hurting each other before. I rest my head on Daddy's chest, and soon we all fall asleep.
For the second time this evening I'm woken up by sexual activity. I giggle when I see Lexi and Hazel folded in a sixty-nine. Lexi is on top, and she has her head buried between Hazel's legs as the two girls eat each other out with enthusiasm.
I giggle and reach down to cup Daddy's manhood as we both watch the girls. Daddy reaches over and lightly massages my breast as I stroke him to full hardness. I lightly caress his balls while his fingertip traces my nipple, making me moan slightly.
"You like my tits?" I ask in a whisper.
"Very much." Daddy confirms, palming my boob. "They're works of art."
"You wanna fuck 'em?" I suggest, giving him a cute expression.
"Is that a serious question?" he laughs.
With a giggle, I assume he's agreeing to my proposal. Lexi and Hazel continue their rug munching while I get into position between Daddy's legs. I wrap my big titties around his cock and start humping my chest up and down while looking at him with lust.
"Mm, your dick is so big." I moan before looking down to release a glob of spit to lubricate the tit-fuck. "It feels so good, throbbing between my boobs."
"Keep going, baby girl." Daddy begs, looking at me with heavy-lidded eyes. "This feels amazing."
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Hazel announces as she begins writhing beneath Lexi. "Eat me, eat me!"
"Fuck my tits!" I gasp, panting heavily as I squeeze my boobs tightly before swooping in to kiss his tip. "I love your cock! You're so hard!"
"Mm!" Lexi hums, and we can all hear her sucking on Hazel's clit as the tan girl explodes in pleasure.
A few minutes pass, and Hazel manages to make Lexi cry out her own orgasm. I can sense Daddy's release approaching, and I moan louder, begging for his cum. I tell him I want to taste it, I want to feel it. Looking into his eyes, I plead like a slut for him to mark me with his load.
I continue moving my breasts along his cock as he explodes. The first rope shoots up my neck and arcs across my chin. The second blast rises into the air before falling down and landing on my left tit. Fuck, his big dick can keep shooting. I squeeze my big boobs, feeling warm semen squishing between my fingers.
"You really covered me!" I laugh, sitting up as I pop a cum-covered finger into my mouth.
"Love the look!" Lexi giggles, lifting her head from Hazel's crotch.
"Very sexy." Hazel adds when Lexi rolls off her.
"Thanks!" I laugh as cum runs between my tits. A thought strikes me when I look at Hazel. I know she and I don't get as much bonding as we used to. "Hey, Hazel, wanna join me in the shower? I'll let you suck the cum from my boobs before we wash up!"
"Let's go!" Hazel breathes, a radiant smile lighting up the tan girl's face.
Lexi and Daddy start cuddling in the candlelight as I walk with Hazel into the master bedroom, bringing a single candle to set on the sink. Hazel spends at least ten minutes making love to my breasts with her mouth, inhaling every single drop of cum. Then we turn on the water, both of us thankful the hot water still works.
I think we take a forty-five minute shower. We take turns eating each other out, we finger each other, we make each other cum multiple times. Hazel presses my boobs into the shower glass so she can slap my ass and finger me from behind. I laugh when she plants a big kiss on my right butt cheek.
Our skin is pruning when we return to the master bedroom, holding hands while I carry the candle. I'm very impressed when I find Daddy fucking Lexi. He's hard again, awesome! Lexi is on her back with her legs in the air. Daddy is holding her tits while he rails the redhead as hard and fast as he can.
"Go blow her mind, I'll watch." I tell Hazel while setting the candle down.
"You sure?" Hazel asks, frowning.
"I am, I wanna record." I explain, picking up my phone.
"Okay!" the tan girl grins before bouncing over to the bed.
Daddy and Hazel seem to wordlessly agree on a plan to put the oversexed redhead in her place. I start recording as Daddy sits up to give Hazel room. He holds Lexi's ankles, slamming himself into her as Hazel grips Lexi's leg and leans in to lick her clit.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" Lexi screeches, her body writhing as she pinches her own nipples.
"Take my cock!" Daddy orders, knowing Lexi will love the right treatment. "Whose pussy is it?!"
"It's your pussy!" Lexi screams, her toes curling. "It's your pussy, Baby! Yours forever!"
"Mm!" Hazel hums, her tongue extended to keep flicking at Lexi's love button.
"Cum for us!" he shouts, the sounds of slapping flesh filling the room as his hips impact with her butt. "Cum on my cock, Lexi!"
"I'm close!" the redhead hisses. "Oh, God! Holy fucking shit! Keep going, keep going!"
The massive cock continues ramming Lexi as a talented tongue stimulates her clit. I get a great view when it finally happens. Lexi reaches out with both hands, her fingers desperately gripping the sheets as her back arches. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, and it really looks like she's mid-exorcism as she shudders.
"That's it, cum!" Daddy instructs, fucking Lexi relentlessly as her cute boobs bounce. "Cum, slut! Cum!"
Lexi's eyes roll back, her body twitching as she crumples. Her arched back hits the bed, her arms going limp. At the same time, Daddy buries himself to the hilt and starts cumming inside the redhead. I'm so glad we get this on film; the defeat of the sex goddess.
Daddy rolls off of his girlfriend, laying back on the bed as Hazel pounces. He wraps the tan girl's ponytail around his hand as she cleans his cock with her mouth. For my part, I put my phone down and get between Lexi's legs so I can suck out the creampie.
"No more, no more." Lexi moans weakly, trying to push my head away.
My best friend is too tired after her orgasm, and I'm able to keep my mouth attached to her box. Once I get all the cum, I lay beside Lexi and pull her into my arms. Beside us, Hazel and Daddy are now cuddling, both of them gasping for breath.
"Told you I'd make you pass out." Daddy comments in a self-satisfied voice.
"You had Hazel's help, doesn't count." Lexi counters breathlessly.
"It counts." he insists.
"Don't flatter yourself." Lexi snorts. "It's a miracle you even managed to get it up so many times, be satisfied with that."
"Your balls definitely worked hard tonight." I add with a giggle.
"I might need a bit longer of a break this time." Daddy reluctantly admits. "But, you lost, Lexi. We made you pass out from pleasure overload."
"Still took two of you." Lexi points out. "No one can beat me one on one."
The four of us continue snuggling and bonding, our naked bodies all pressed together. I smile softly as I listen to the rain and thunder while enjoying the lights and scents from the various candles. It's not that late yet; we are definitely going to fuck each others brains out tonight. Just what we all need; a night of wild sex and bonding. We all have our concerns about the future, but we have each other. We always will.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 45! I hope you enjoy it. Comments and feedback are always appreciated! I read every single one. Also, please let me know if you spot any mistakes. Errors bug me, and I make sure to upload revised editions whenever I find any. This chapter went through a few revisions while I tried to figure out pacing. This is a very busy time in the girls' lives, and the length of the chapters reflects that! I hope you enjoy the next few chapters. The lock-in will probably be in Chapter 47, then a week before graduation. Finally, there will be an epilogue, and that will be it for Book 1! When I started this story, I had no idea I'd still be writing it over a year and a half later. I'm really enjoying myself, and I feel like my writing has improved. I hope to keep posting stories, and that I'll continue to improve. I'm not sure when Book 2 will start, I plan to spend a fair amount of time outlining the story. Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
It isn't my phone alarm that wakes me Wednesday morning. My wake up call is every straight guy's fantasy; a girl's warm mouth around my morning wood. I can't help but feel even more smug when I realize that I'm not even sure of the identity of my mysterious fellatrix.
The blanket is mostly off of me, leaving only my feet and calves covered. Even with my eyes closed, I can tell the girl with her head in my lap is kneeling perpendicular to me, her soft lips gliding along my shaft while her hand massages my balls. A small breath escapes my lips as I enjoy the feeling of an amazing morning blowjob.
As I try and figure out the girl's identity without opening my eyes, I suddenly remember one of the Bermuda games: Name that Slut! I smile, resisting the urge to reach out and touch the girl sucking me. Instead, I focus on her technique, and am glad I can at least immediately eliminate Marcia and Ashley as suspects, unlike last time.
I really don't have much to go on. The girl has to be either Lexi, Kayla, or Hazel. I'm unable to eliminate anyone, since only the girl sucking me is actually touching my body. I can feel the weight of a young woman on either side of me, and I assume they are both sleeping.
Suddenly, the girl attempts to deep throat me, causing her to gag and pull back slightly. As she coughs and tries to regain her breath, I realize the girl definitely isn't Lexi. My redhead nymphomaniac is able to take my entire length into her tight, teen throat.
Once my blowjob artist catches her breath, she resumes bobbing her head on me. The motions cause her long ponytail to slide off her back and land on my hip. Kayla has long hair, but it is nowhere this long. Only one girl in my life has hair so long it reaches her butt.
"Good morning, Hazel." I whisper softly, reaching down to lightly caress her cheek.
"Mm, morning! Mm!" Hazel says thickly, and I can feel her smiling around my thickness.
The tan girl resumes going down on me, soft moans filling the room as she expresses her own enjoyment. Placing one hand on her head, I run my other hand along her tight body; feeling her hanging boobs, her smooth back, and her tight ass. Her fingernails lightly scratch my sack as I open my eyes to watch Hazel suck dick.
I'm still completely worn out from last night; the three girls can really drain a guy! As a result, I'm not sure I have any more to give. After a few minutes in Hazel's talented mouth, I discover she's up to the challenge. My balls clench, managing to squeeze out a couple small jets of semen, which travel up my cock and blast against the back of Hazel's mouth.
Hazel sits back on her heels, a self-satisfied smirk on her face as she turns her head in my direction. Looking down at me, Hazel gapes her mouth, showing me my morning load. Then she quickly presses her lips together and gulps down my semen, causing her throat to visibly contract.
"What a sight to wake up to." I comment, my eyes enjoying the side view profile of her nude body.
"You're not so bad yourself!" Hazel giggles cutely.
We fall silent and gaze at each other for a few moments longer, then Hazel flicks her eyes to my left. I look over and see she is looking at the naked female on the other side of the bed. Fortunately, my daughter is near the edge of the California King bed, giving Hazel room to kneel perpendicular to me. I forget about Hazel as I admire my Kayla's sleeping form; her little bum looks so cute while she's curled up on her side.
Sitting up, I take a look to my right and find the third girl sharing my bed. Lexi is also on her side, facing away from me as she sleeps peacefully. The redhead's skin is much paler than my daughter's, and I love the light freckles along her back. The sexy teenager even has an adorable freckle right on her butt cheek.
"Shall I wake them up?" I inquire, facing Hazel.
"Please do." Hazel replies with a nod, surprising me by how awake she seems this early.
When I sit directly in the middle between the two girls, my arms are just long enough for me to reach out and slap both their asses at the same time. Hazel bursts out laughing, leaning forward and placing her hands over her mouth as soon as she hears the loud sound of her friends getting spanked. The reactions of Kayla and Lexi prove that I only need to spank them once.
"What the fuck?!" Lexi shouts, kicking the covers off her legs as she quickly sits up.
Kayla actually squeals, rolling away to try and protect her vulnerable backside. Since she's so close to the edge of the bed, my daughter nearly rolls off the side. Fortunately, she's able to catch herself and quickly sit up, her big boobs bouncing wildly on her chest as she turns to glare at me.
"Daddy!" Kayla squeaks, her raven locks framing her face.
"Good, you're both awake." I comment with a smile as I slide over to Kayla.
"Fuck. You." Lexi hisses.
Ignoring Lexi, I reach by my naked daughter to snatch my phone from the bedside table. A quick check shows me that my alarm will go off in less than ten minutes. Once I shut it off for today, I realize that my phone is actually fully charged.
"The power's back on." I comment, unplugging my phone.
"It must've come on after we fell asleep." Kayla comments, brushing her hair back while yawning.
"Forget about that." Lexi grunts, frowning at Hazel. "How is Hazel up before us?"
"I had to pee." the tan girl explains with a shrug. "Then I couldn't get back to sleep, so I decided to suck some dick."
"Oh, fun!" Lexi chirps.
"Daddy managed to get it up after last night?" Kayla wonders with surprise on her face.
"He did!" Hazel smiles. "There wasn't a lot of cum, though."
"His balls did work hard last night." Lexi explains as she hops out of bed.
The four of us walk to the master bathroom completely naked. We're comfortable with each other, so we take turns peeing. The girls are chatting happily about the last day before finals while washing up for the day. I zone out when Kayla decides to moisturize her boobs. Fuck, I love watching her touch her tits.
Wearing robes, we enter the dining room to have breakfast. The storm is long over, so the staff are able to safely come to work for the day. I enjoy a nice meal, alone with these three amazing young women who all hold a special place in my heart.
"You okay, Hazel?" I ask, noticing the long-haired girl seems nervous.
"Just a little worried about everyone knowing." Hazel answers slowly. "I got a few messages on social media. Some people just congratulate me, others ask if it's true, or about the father."
"What did you tell them?" Kayla wonders before taking a sip of juice.
"That I'm pregnant, but I don't wanna talk about it." Hazel explains. "When the try and ask for more information, I just tell them I'm safe and ask them to respect my privacy."
"Because high school students are known for respect." Lexi snorts.
"Yeah, some of them are still bothering me." Hazel admits with a wince.
"Just let me know if I need to kick some ass." Lexi states firmly.
"Start with that bitch, Shannon." Kayla growls.
"No need to get suspended the day before finals." I point out lightly.
"I'll make it look like an accident." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"And I'll get rid of the body." Kayla vows vehemently.
"Thanks girls." Hazel smiles. "Just you being here for me is enough."
The three of us promise we're always here for Hazel before continuing our morning meal. Despite all her stress, Hazel seems in decent spirits. The tan girl is talking and laughing with Kayla and Lexi, seemingly excited to be done with high school.
"I know you're excited to graduate," I begin with a grin, "but you'll miss high school someday. Probably sooner than you think."
"I won't." Lexi winces, clearly thinking about her past trauma. "The only people I love from there are staying in my life. I'll be fine."
"I guess I'll miss some things." Kayla acknowledges. "Four years of being a cheerleader, four years of the same faces, the same places."
"I'd miss it if it weren't for the fact that I don't want to be the pregnant girl." Hazel states, popping the last piece of toast into her mouth.
"I'm sure most people will leave you alone about it." I reassure the tan girl. "And while you'll miss high school, you all have so much to look forward to. College is an amazing experience. High school and college; you'll make memories that will last the rest of your lives."
"How can I go to college as a teen mom?" Hazel asks sadly.
"We'll make it work." I promise. "You may have to start a little late, but that's normal. A lot of people take a gap year."
"It's true!" Kayla adds. "I know a few people doing that!"
"We promise not to bully you when you're a Freshman and we're Sophomores." Lexi nods before grinning evilly. "Well, I can't promise there won't be at least a couple wedgies."
"Thanks, I guess." Hazel grunts, rolling her eyes.
We finish our meals, alternating between lightly talking and taking time to get lost in our own thoughts. After taking another few minutes to polish off our drinks, we clean up together. As the girls turn to leave the dining room, we notice Hazel wince slightly.
"You okay, Hazel?" I inquire for the second time this morning.
"My boobs are sore." Hazel mumbles quietly.
"Are they getting bigger?" Lexi asks, whipping her head around. "Let me see!"
"You just saw them!" Hazel exclaims, crossing her arms over her chest. "How fast do you think they grow?"
"I think they can grow fast." Kayla interjects thoughtfully. "I mean, I know the breasts swell when a woman is aroused."
"Really?" Lexi replies. "I knew I got wet, and my nipples got hard. I didn't realize my titties got bigger when I was horny."
"Yeah, it's true." Kayla confirms. "You also don't just get wet, your labia will naturally spread slightly."
"Did you also know that most women have uneven breasts?" I ask. "They can be slightly differently shaped, one can be bigger than the other, and they may even be positioned slightly differently. Also, your boobs might grow at different rates during puberty."
"Cool." Lexi comments, clearly not caring. "So? Are your boobs bigger or not, Hazel?"
"I don't know!" Hazel pouts. "I just know they're sore."
"Well, let's compare." Lexi offers, dropping her robe so that she's only wearing panties. "Mine are usually slightly bigger than yours."
"We are not comparing tits." Hazel says in a stale voice.
"Just do it." Kayla giggles. "Lexi won't let it go if you don't."
"It's no big deal, Hazel." I reason, smiling kindly.
"You just wanna see titties." Hazel rolls her eyes at me, but complies with the request and drops her robe.
What follows is one of the greatest sights of my life. I really want to record this, but I content myself to watch as Lexi and Hazel compare their breasts. Hazel has beautiful, tan boobs. Lexi's are pale, and lightly-freckled. Both girls wear B-cup bras, and their tits are definitely close in size.
When the visual isn't enough, Lexi and Hazel stand side-by-side so Kayla can get a good look. Next, the two girls decide to jump up and down, making their tits jiggle as they try to see whose breasts have the most bounce. Kayla declares the experiments failures.
"What do you think, Daddy?" Kayla turns to me to ask.
"If Hazel's breasts have gotten bigger, it's not by a noticeable amount just yet." I answer slowly. "I still think Lexi's are slightly bigger."
"I think you're right." Kayla sighs.
"Dammit, I still have the smallest tits of the Slut-sisters!" Hazel frowns.
"Sucks to be you." Lexi giggles while squeezing her boobs together and wiggling her chest tauntingly.
"Yours are still B's, too!" Hazel exclaims.
"And your sister's are bigger." Kayla adds.
"Nicole is still a B-cup!" Lexi exclaims, glaring at Kayla.
"It's amazing how Lexi, Nicole, and Hazel have noticeably different breast sizes, yet are all B-cups." I comment, thinking about how much I love boobs.
"Well, there's no BB-cup." Lexi shrugs.
"Bra sizes are weird." I agree, nodding. "AA is smaller than A, while DD is larger than D."
"I'm surprised a guy knows that." Hazel teases. "My dad doesn't know shit about lady things. He would always say that it isn't a man's place, and I wasn't even allowed to mention my period when he was around."
"Your dad is an asshole." I insist, remembering Hazel telling us about him slapping her. "I do probably know more than a lot of guys since I had to buy Kayla's training bras."
"Aw!" Lexi laughs, looking at Kayla with a grin. "Was it embarrassing to come to Daddy when you hit puberty?"
"Not at all. Daddy is a mature man, and he can educate his child without giggling like an idiot." Kayla insists, looking at me with pride.
"Thank you, Honey." I smile lovingly at my daughter.
"So, he taught you about your period and all that?" Hazel wonders, clearly amazed.
"He did." Kayla confirms. "He was my mom and my dad. I knew I could come to him with anything. No judgment, only support. I was embarrassed at first, so he went in and bought my tampons for me."
"My father would NEVER even consider doing anything like that." Hazel snorts before her face softens and she gives me a look of affection.
"I used to be so embarrassed buying tampons." Lexi groans, tits still out and proud as she reminisces.
"At least the pill keeps us from getting our periods." Kayla says before turning to Lexi and returning to the original topic. "Is it also embarrassing having such small boobs?"
"Bitch!" Lexi hisses. "Mine are average, not small!"
"Whatever." Kayla rolls her eyes. "Now, hurry up and put away those mosquito bites. We have to get ready or we'll be late."
"Whore!" the redhead snaps, giving Kayla a look of rage.
"Slut." Kayla grins. "Stop arguing, we need to get to school. I know you aren't used to it, but try putting some clothes on for once."
"She is naked more often than she isn't." Hazel says, covering herself with her robe once again.
"Okay, okay." I interject. "You had your morning fun, now go get ready."
Lexi blows a raspberry before grabbing her robe and walking out of the dining room. Kayla and Hazel follow her so they can also shower and get ready. I decide to check a few news sites before starting my day, so I wait for the girls at the dining room table.
The three ladies return, now wearing their outfits for the day. They all look incredibly cute, wearing fashionable jeans and tops. My eyes flicker down to exposed cleavage before I return my gaze to their pretty faces. Their hair is still slightly damp from showering, and I wonder how Hazel deals with having that long ponytail. It must get annoying at times; keeping it is a real commitment.
I kiss Lexi goodbye first, grabbing her tight ass as she spears her tongue into my mouth. Hazel is next, and we make out softly before I pull away and cup her cheek as I tell her I'm here if she needs anything. Kayla and I exchange a quick hug and peck on the lips, then the three girls leave for their last day of regular high school classes.
To start my day, I go through my morning workout. I still feel tired from all the amazing sex last night, but breakfast and working out is enough to make me feel myself again. It's a good thing, since I want to be at my best for Sarah today.
Once I'm dressed in casual clothes, I head outside to check what's going on with the generator. It turns out, it's fine. The only issue is it not being used in so long. It only takes me a few minutes to confirm that it will work the next time the power goes out.
I'm not going to work in the office today, but I will work remotely for a few hours before heading to the hotel. Check-in isn't until 2:00PM, so I have time. I expect I'll also miss some work next week, since the girls will have time off before graduation. I'll definitely be off Friday, since that's when I'll get to see my baby girl walk across the stage and get her diploma.
Returning to the master bedroom, I change into slacks and a nice button-down. This way, I'll be ready to drive to the hotel as soon as I'm done working. Before leaving my bedroom, I walk over to my desk, the one with my personal computer.
I can certainly access my company's files from this computer, but I usually don't. I have an office for a reason, and I try and keep my work computer and personal computer separate. There are multiple reasons for this, but most if it is probably my own paranoia. While I own the company, I want to be sure my personal files can't be accessed by IT.
Having such an active sex life is definitely new to me, and there is some porn on my personal computer. Maybe it's sleazy, but I don't want to get rid of any of the pictures and videos. Ashley, Marcia, Lexi, Hazel, Nicole. Even Kayla. I have photos and videos of Detective Sarah McLorn. Heather from Bermuda. Stacey, my assistant.
There's more, too. Stuff from my past. I have the first nudes from Aria; from the crappy phones during my high school days. A few movies from college. I'm tempted to open them up now, to remember my wife's perfect body. The face of the woman I love with all my heart. If I close my eyes, I can almost feel her lips on mine.
Then there's my life after Aria. A few one night stands. The first one being the hardest. The guilt, the shame. Feeling like I'm cheating on Aria for moving on with my life. I have some pictures and videos from those days, the ones after Aria and before Lexi. I don't look at them, but having the memories is nice. A journal made of homemade porn, I guess? Pervert scrapbook? Either way, I'm not interested in changing.
On impulse, I open my desk drawer. There are a number of items inside, but two catch my attention. The first is a thumb drive. The drive with all the pictures and videos of Lexi from Keith. Anger flashes through me as I think of that asshole. Kayla and Lexi will both have to live with the memories of his abuse for the rest of their lives.
The second item is a large wad of cash. It's money from the piece of shit who thinks Hazel is some prostitute. Part of me thinks I should just use it, I mean, it's only money. No one will ever know. It just feels wrong, so I leave it where it is for now.
Entering my rarely used home office, I sit at the desk and start up the computer. It only takes a minute to log in to the VPN so I can access all the company's files. Setting my phone and drink on the desk, I immediately get to work.
The first thing I do is open my email to see if there is anything important. Then I start up the company's messaging app so that employees can reach me if they need to. No one is messaging me, so I'm able to sift through all my emails and send replies.



Everything is going well, including finalizing the YouInvest acquisition. I still have some interviews with YouInvest employees who might be staying on. I also have to finalize the bonuses for all current employees of Thomson Finance; a reward for all their hard work, for helping make the acquisition possible.
Stacey and I discuss a few minor issues via the messaging app, and I also go over a few financial reports with an accountant. Unsurprisingly, my conversation with Stacey includes some personal things via text message; I ask about April, she wonders how Hazel is doing. We also both agree that we miss each other, miss our closeness without all the drama.
My beautiful blonde assistant tells me about Kayla suggesting that the two blondes go out and pick up a couple of hot guys. April and Stacey are both reluctant to go into some strange guy's home, and they definitely don't want to invite guys back to their place after Barry. I can't blame them one bit.
After going back and forth for a few more minutes, Stacey asks if I'll be jealous if she does sleep with another guy. This question comes up every once in awhile, and not just with Stacey. Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia all bring up the subject occasionally.
I make sure to assure the girls that we aren't in a romantic relationship, so they are free to have sex with anyone they want. The truth? I am jealous. Shame fills me as I think about how I have no right to be jealous; Stacey, Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel are not my girlfriends. They have every right to look for love.
Still, my jealousy makes perfect sense. I care deeply about all the amazing young women in my life, and we know each other intimately. Letting out a breath, I remind myself that I can't be greedy; I can't be with all of them long term. Ashley even has a boyfriend.
The more I think about it, the more I realize that I am well and truly fucked. Marcia is in love with me, and I do love her, just not as much as she loves me. Hazel and I are having a baby, so we we will be connected for the rest of our lives. Stacey is my assistant, and my feelings for her are intense. Ashley? I hate to say it, but I'm probably the least connected with the busty blonde. Despite this, I care deeply for her, and I miss having sex with her; it's been awhile, even though it's officially on the table.
While looking at numbers on a spreadsheet, I think about the fact that I have two girlfriends. Two redhead sisters; Lexi and Nicole. I have the most in common with Nicole, and she's closer to my age. Yet Lexi is the one to reignite the flame of passion in me. They're both my girlfriends, but how can I be with them long term? I know poly relationships are more common, but marrying sisters makes things even more complicated.
I have the same thought that occurs to me quite often these days; no matter what, I'm screwed. People will get hurt. There's no avoiding it. How will I feel when Hazel gets a boyfriend? A guy who will take her out, possibly with our child. It's overwhelming, and I reply to Stacey's text to distract myself.
Steven: You aren't my girlfriend; you even have a girlfriend of your own! Ask her. :P
Stacey: April is okay with hook ups under the right circumstances.
Steven: Sounds like you have the green light to go trolling for cock.
Stacey: It's not that simple.
Steven: Oh?
Stacey: Like I said before; we're nervous about the dangers. And I don't want to hurt you.
Steven: Hotel room? Then you can be more anonymous. Oh, and carry pepper spray!
Stacey: We got some. I'm still scared Barry will come back. The hearing is Monday.
Steven: I remember. I'm here for you.
Stacey: I love you. I love you, and that's why I don't want to hurt you.
Steven: I love you, too. April isn't comfortable with us being intimate. We have to respect that.
Stacey: I know. :( I hope she comes around.
Steven: Maybe she will, maybe she won't. Either way, you and I aren't a couple.
Stacey: Officially, we're not. That doesn't mean there aren't feelings.
Steven: I agree, and I feel very strongly about you. So, I want you to be happy.
Stacey: And I'm crazy about you.
Steven: I'd love to have every hot woman all to myself, but life doesn't work like that.
Stacey: You're rich, it could work like that. :p
Steven: Not long term. Let's just do the best we can; if you're horny, go get laid.
Stacey: Are you sure?
Steven: Yes. Don't worry about me. You and April go blow some lucky guy's mind.
Stacey: He would be lucky, wouldn't he? ;)
Steven: Very lucky! And no matter what, I'll still love you, and still be here for you.
Stacey: Thank you. :*
Steven: You're welcome. Now, don't you have some work to do?
Stacey: Right, sorry boss!
I can handle my jealousy, I think. The important thing is that any guy these women get involved with treat them right. I'm very protective of them, and I would drop everything if they ever need me. I'm not too worried about Josh and Ian, but I'll be sure to give the Dad lecture to any guy Marcia or Hazel bring around. Maybe even Sarah. Hell, forget guys, Stephanie might need a reminder to treat my Kayla right.
It's after 10:00AM when Sarah finally responds to my good morning text. I tease her about sleeping so late, but she reminds me that this is her first vacation in years. While this makes sense, I'm still amazed that the hard working detective is sleeping this much.
After a few minutes of texting, Sarah confesses to having trouble sleeping due to nerves. I once again promise her that we don't have to do anything that she doesn't want to. Sarah just tells me to shut up, that she's incredibly excited, just anxious.
My lunch is a simple sandwich, a bag of chips, and a soda. Not the healthiest meal, but I'm being lazy. The girls text me a bit while I eat, and it seems the last day of classes is going mostly well. Hazel is being strong, Marcia is studying, Ashley and Lexi are sort of studying. Kayla is getting emotional, admitting I'm right when she tells me she's feeling sad about high school being over.
I clean up my lunch and get back to work. Everything is going great at the company, we are about to start serving a lot more clients thanks to the expansion, and we're more profitable than ever. The key to success really is to hire great people, to pay them what they're worth, and let them do their thing.
The company started with my inheritance, my hard work, and my love of numbers. Expanding Thomson Finance involves hiring a lot of people, creating the departments that exist at all companies; human resources, marketing, IT, customer service, and several others.
Finance and accounting are about numbers. Business is about people. If you want to keep the best people, you make sure they are happy with you. Provide benefits and a fair wage, respect everyone and realize that they are all important. Reasonable pay isn't just necessary, it's a sign of respect, it's telling people that you value their hard work. Invest in people and they'll invest in you.
There's a smile on my face as I think about how lucky I am. True, I work hard, but I am still incredibly thankful for my life. I just wish Aria was with me right now. I love Lexi, I love Nicole, but I still miss my childhood friend, my high school sweetheart. My wife. There's no doubt in my mind that I'm only where I am now thanks to her support. Everyone needs someone who believes in their dream.
Shaking my head to clear it, I force myself to get some more work done. I'll be back in the office tomorrow afternoon, but I want to make sure there is no reason for anyone to have to contact me while I'm away. I give Stacey a few more instructions, and I send out an email reminding people I'll be away and that they can reach me if there's an emergency.
Finally, I set my out of office message and shut down the computer. Grabbing the overnight bag I have prepared, I take it out to my car. Then I start up the car and drive two towns over to the beautiful area where the very expensive hotel is located.
"This place is gorgeous!" Sarah breathes, her eyes unable to leave the building as she walks over to me.
"It is." I agree, hugging her tightly.
Sarah is right, the scene is breathtaking. The elegant hotel is situated right beside a small pond. There is only one small road and a parking lot to take away from the nature scene. I can hear the sounds of various birds coming from all the trees, and it really feels like we're in the middle of nowhere instead of right near a major city.
"I might be under dressed." she giggles cutely after leaving my embrace.
The fit, sexy woman looks amazing. Sarah is wearing a really cute mint green sundress with a white daisy floral print. The dress falls to mid-thigh and has a cute tie in the back, leaving both her lower and upper back exposed. Adjustable spaghetti straps lift and support her breasts, allowing Sarah to go bra-less.
"Are you kidding?" I ask, giving her an incredulous look. "You make me look homeless!"
"You're very handsome." Sarah grins as she lightly pats my chest.
"Thank you." I incline my head politely. "Shall we check in?"
"We shall!" Sarah agrees happily.
Initially, Sarah tries to take her own bag, but I insist that today is all about her. The lovely lady pecks my lips before I grab both our bags. Sarah slings her purse over her shoulder as the two of us make our way into the beautiful foyer, showing off just how expensive this hotel is.
Every inch of this hotel screams luxury; the floors are flawless, the walls are covered in expensive artwork, and there is beautiful furniture everywhere. The first floor has a restaurant with a bar, a lot of high-end stores, as well as some smaller stores selling convenience items. There are also several other amenities, including a gym and a spa. Sarah is looking around everywhere, her eyes wide.
"And here we are!" I announce as I open the door to our suite.
"Holy shit!" Sarah exclaims eloquently, her body practically shaking with nerves.
This hotel is full of beautiful rooms, but the presidential suite is in a league of its own. We have a huge living room with a couch and armchairs directed at the flat screen. There's a kitchen and a dining room, and the big table actually has a chandelier above it. We take a quick look at the large bathroom, complete with a large shower.
"That about sums it up." I laugh, leading Sarah into the bedroom.
The bedroom is dominated by a king size bed where we can lay down and watch the television mounted on the wall. We also have a desk and a couple of small chairs, as well as a walk-in closet. I'm not sure why, but this one bedroom suite has a second bathroom. I get my answer when I realize there is a hot tub in this one.
"This is so much nicer than my place." Sarah comments as I set our bags down.
"I wouldn't know, I've never been invited to your place." I reply with a smirk.
"Oh, touchy!" she laughs, pulling a bag of toiletries out of her bag. "You hoping to hook up with a girl in her own bed?"
"Maybe, I am." I say, walking up to Sarah and wrapping an arm around her waist.
"We'll see." Sarah smiles up at me with sparkling eyes. "If you're good to me."
"This will convince you." I grin as I grab Sarah's hand, making her drop her small bag onto the bed.
I lead the sexy detective to the large double doors on the other side of the bedroom. Throwing the doors open, I reveal the beautiful scene that is the main reason we're at this hotel. Sarah gasps when she sees the beautiful balcony, complete with an elegant wood railing.
"Wow." Sarah whispers softly.
My grin only deepens as I watch Sarah take in the view. We're at the back of the hotel, allowing the balcony to overlook the beautiful pond. The small forest is in the background, and I know this scene will be even more breathtaking at sunset. There is also a decent amount of space between the hotel and the pond, giving guests plenty of room to walk along the shore.
"I take that to mean you like it here?" I inquire while standing beside her.
Rather than respond with words, Sarah turns to look at me, a radiant expression on her kind face. Grabbing my face in both hands, Sarah pulls my head down so she can press her lips against mine. She moans desperately as she pushes her tongue into my mouth.
Wrapping my arms around Sarah, I pull her lithe body tight against me as we make out. I slowly escalate things, reaching down to squeeze her butt while she sucks on my tongue. To my surprise, Sarah goes wild; she holds my face tightly as she kisses all along my cheek and down my neck, breathing heavily.
Before I can react, Sarah is squatting in front of me on the balcony, her hands sliding down my chest as she looks up at me with lust. The sexy policewoman then looks to my crotch as her hands struggle to open my slacks and push them to my knees with my boxer briefs. Seconds later, my half-hard dick is in her mouth.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Sarah hums happily, her lips gliding along my rapidly hardening shaft.
This is my first real blowjob from Sarah, and it's immediately obvious that she knows how to suck dick. She can't deepthroat, but most women can't. Sarah more than makes up for it with enthusiasm, and holy shit, she's amazing with her tongue. My knees shake when her tongue rapidly flicks along the head of my cock.
Gathering up her light brown hair in my hands, I admire Sarah's cock-filled mouth as she happily bobs her head on me. I can feel her hands on my thighs while her tongue lashes the underside of my thick manhood. The beautiful woman is moaning happily, clearly enjoying the blowjob almost as much as I am.
"Fuck, Sarah!" I groan, lightly tugging on her hair while she sucks me. "What if someone walks along the lake and sees us?"
Even though I'm the one getting the blowjob, I do everything I can to make this all about Sarah. My comments about someone on the ground or a neighboring balcony seeing her is driving Sarah crazy. She quickly pushes a hand up her sundress, and from the way her arm is moving, I can tell she's playing with herself.
"Mm, ah! MM!" Sarah gurgles, drool running from her lips. She's cupping my balls with one hand, lightly massaging my testicles as she fingers her pussy.
"I'm gonna cum in your mouth, Sarah." I announce a few minutes later, tugging lightly on her hair to stimulate her. "Out in the open, anyone could see you."
The thought of getting a mouthful of cum while sucking dick on a balcony is enough for Sarah to reach orgasm. She's rubbing her clit rapidly as she moans loudly around my shaft. The vibrations are enough to bring me off as well, and I shoot several ropes of semen into her willing mouth.
"That was so fucking hot!" Sarah breathes after standing up and swallowing, her sundress falling back to mid-thigh.
"It really was." I agree with a laugh while pulling up my pants. "Seems like you enjoy blowjobs almost as much as a guy."
"I like feeling a hard dick in my mouth." Sarah shrugs, blushing cutely before walking over to railing and placing her hands on it so she can look out over the pond.
"I like being in your mouth, so that works." I tease, standing beside her.
"If you weren't so huge, maybe I could get more of you in my mouth!" she giggles, her left hand less than an inch from my right as we take in the view.
"Strange, I was under the impression girls preferred a guy have larger equipment?" I smirk, extending my pinkie so that it lightly touches hers.
"It's not the size of the boat, it's the motion of the ocean!" Sarah declares, looking over at me with a huge blush on her face, as if she can't believe how bold she's being.
"That's fair." I agree with a laugh. "I hope you enjoyed our motions."
"I did. Very much." she nods, her blush deepening as she shyly runs her pinkie finger along mine. "You really are big, though. I was sore for a couple days, you know, down there."
"Really?" I inquire incredulously. "You're calling it 'down there' after what we just did?"
"How about 'lady bits'?" Sarah suggests coyly.
"Better, I guess." I reply with a small snort. Then I realize just how nervous and shy Sarah is, so I place my hand on top of hers. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, just a little nervous." she smiles softly.
"Can I ask you about that?" I wonder gently, my thumb lightly caressing her small hand.
"What do you wanna know?" Sarah follows up with, a strand of light brown hair partially obscuring her kind face.
"You just seem like a bundle of contradictions." I say slowly.
"Is that so?" she replies, and I find myself admiring her beauty as the afternoon sunlight hits her.
"Yes." I nod, gathering my thoughts. "I mean, you're usually so confident. I know police work involves a lot of talking to people, and you're great at it. It's just tough to reconcile the strong, confident woman with the cute blushes and nervous giggles I'm getting now. Not that I'm complaining! It really is adorable."
"I have trouble getting close to people." Sarah explains, swallowing nervously. "Physical intimacy is hard for me. I never really felt connected with any guy I've dated, I always kept them at arms length. So when I am in a romantic or sexual situation, I get really self-conscious."
"And yet you got fingered behind a row of tents at an amusement park, slept with a guy dating two women, and want to get bent over a balcony." I tease, trying to keep the mood light. "A self-conscious exhibitionist. Interesting."
"Oh, shut up." she laughs, lightly swatting my arm. "The exhibitionist thing is new to me, too, and I don't really understand it. I don't necessarily want to get caught, it's the thrill of possibly getting caught. I like the high, I like feeling so out of control, since I'm usually so in control."
"I suppose that makes sense." I respond, considering her words.
"I also get really, really horny." Sarah admits, blushing. "When I get turned on, I kind of get lost in the moment and forget about being shy. I still can't believe I sent you nudes. I know better."
"What does that mean?" I frown, my hand still on hers. "Do you think you made a mistake?"
"It's just that I've seen pictures like that get released. It's mostly a stupid thing to do." she shrugs. "You even have a picture with my face and my tits."
"I'll delete them if you want?" I offer sincerely. "I'd never do anything to hurt you."
"You don't have to delete them." Sarah shakes her head. "I trust you. Maybe I'm crazy, but I really do trust you."
"You won't regret it." I vow, squeezing her hand reassuringly.
The two of us fall silent, simply enjoying the view as we listen to the chirping birds. I feel a rush of affection for Sarah McLorn, maybe it's not romantic love, but there is definitely a connection. Despite her inner strength, this woman carries a lot of her own trauma, and I know that her letting me in is a huge deal for her. I won't abuse her trust.
"I still can't believe that little girl is pregnant." she says out of nowhere, surprising me with the subject change. "She must be terrified."
"Yeah, Hazel's really having a tough time." I confirm. "I'm doing everything I can to help."
"I know you are. You're a good guy." Sarah tells me with a smile. "Even if the school doesn't think so."
"The school?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"They tried reporting you again today." she smirks. "Dean Graham really hates you. He seems to care about the students a lot, and he thinks what you're doing is criminal."
"What I'm doing?" I indicate for her to continue.
"You're in a relationship with Lexi, and now Hazel is pregnant." Sarah tells me. "Apparently, they found out that Hazel's parents kicked her out, but they never knew why. Now, there's a rumor going around that she's pregnant and you're the father. The officer explained that you haven't committed any crimes since the girls are all eighteen. Dean Graham wasn't pleased."



"I'm not the one who kicked out their own child." I counter. "Her parents didn't even tell the school why."
"I guess they were ashamed." she suggests.
"Their image must be all they care about." I roll my eyes. "Forget about their daughter."
"You would never do that." Sarah insists, lacing our fingers. "You're a great father. Kayla is really lucky. So is the baby."
"Thank you for saying that." I reply, leaning in to peck her lips.
"You deserve it." Sarah whispers between soft kisses.
"So," I begin, feeling mischievous, "how about we go to the bed and I'll return the favor by kissing your lower lips?"
"What a romantic way to suggest eating my pussy." she laughs, actually pulling away from me and bending forward while clapping her hands to her mouth, shaking with mirth.
"Should I take this to mean you agree?" I ask when Sarah is able to breathe again.
"Maybe." Sarah shrugs, blushing again. Or maybe her face is just red from laughing so much.
"I need to stop giving you time to feel self-conscious." I contemplate out loud before striking.
Sarah squeals loudly when I grab her around the waist and lift her into the air. I hear her cry my name when I toss her over my shoulder and wrap my arm around her thighs. Her feet are kicking in the air and her hands are gripping the back of my shirt as I carry her back into the bedroom.
The beautiful woman laughs when I lightly throw her onto the bed. Grabbing her calves, I drag her forward so that her ass is at the edge of the bed. I reach up her sundress, bunching the fabric around her waist as I pull down her soaked black lace panties.
This is not my first time seeing Sarah's pussy; I even have some very nice pictures! Still, I decide to take this opportunity to give Sarah's womanhood a thorough inspection. I remember our first time; me being so excited I just have to taster her. Now I can take my time. Using two fingers, I spread her labia so I can get a good look at her pink vaginal opening.
"This is so embarrassing!" Sarah giggles nervously, one of her legs shaking slightly as she squirms on the bed.
"No, this is beautiful." I whisper, my eyes locked on her most intimate place.
"It's like you're looking into my soul!" she announces, her back arching slightly. When I glance up, I notice that her hands are covering her red face.
"Your soul is in your vagina? Interesting, interesting..." I trail off, my two fingers still keeping Sarah spread open as her love juices soak my digits.
"Shut up! I'm embarrassed!" Sarah laughs, still squirming slightly.
"You aren't asking me to stop." I point out before leaning in to lightly kiss her bare-shaven pubic mound.
"I don't want you to stop!" she squeaks while continuing to conceal her pretty face. "I'm just so self-conscious!"
"I need to stop giving you time to overthink things." I realize, kissing the soft skin of her pubic mound once again.
Putting my words into action, I swoop in before Sarah can feel any more self-conscious. She lets out a long moan, her body shaking when she feels my tongue spear into her pink opening. Keeping Sarah's labia spread with my fingers, I lick all around her pussy, happily lapping up her feminine nectar.
"Oh, God! Feels so good!" Sarah hisses, burying her hands in my hair. "Don't stop! Please, don't stop!"
I still remember my first pussy: Aria's. Small delicate vaginal lips enthralling me as they flower open in arousal. Aria having no complaints when I want to spend half my time between her legs. Lucky for me, my first love enjoys returning the favor as well.
Eventually I learn that every pussy tastes slightly different. They are all delicious in their own way, and Sarah's flavor is exquisite. Her arousal is leaking out of her, and I can feel pussy juice running down my chin as the minutes pass. I feel quite a bit of pride when I realize she's on her third orgasm.
"Mm!" I hum happily while tonguing her clit.
There's a saying about oral sex; if it doesn't look like a demon is being exorcised from her body, you're doing it wrong. Well, I'm doing it right. Sarah's back is arched and she's making a long, quivering whine as she holds my head to her crutch and bucks her hips against my face. I can feel her legs on either side of my head, and the edge of her sundress is tickling my cheek. Yet, I'm relentless, fingering Sarah as I suck on her clit.
"Oh, God! Oh shit, oh fuck!" Sarah screeches, her breath coming out in short gasps. "Steven! Oh, God! I'm gonna fucking cum again! AH!"
Sarah screams. Loudly. Then she releases my head, and I look up from her crotch to see her put a pillow over her face in an attempt to muffle her noises. Smirking, I lean in and suck on her clit, triggering a final massive shudder before the young woman collapses on the bed, all her strength gone.
"So, I'm guessing you enjoyed that?" I ask with a self-satisfied grin as I plop down beside her.
"I-I can't move my legs." Sarah gasps after tossing the pillow aside. She's breathing heavily, her sweaty hair clinging to her face.
"I'll take that as a compliment." I laugh.
"You should." she confirms, a little whimper coming up from the back of her throat.
We lay in silence for a few moments, but Sarah soon realizes that her legs are still spread, exposing her pussy. With a shy smile, the kind woman tugs down her sundress, concealing her most intimate area. It really is amazing how such a modest person can have an exhibitionist streak. I give her an affectionate smile before leaning in to peck her lips.
"What's wrong?" I frown when she turns her head away from the kiss.
"Sorry, sorry!" Sarah quickly says as she tries to explain. "It's not you, trust me, it's not you. It's me. I mean, ah, you have, you know, me, all over your face."
"Don't like tasting yourself?" I ask with a smirk.
"Ew, no!" she exclaims, making a disgusted face. "Do you like kissing girls after they've swallowed your cum?"
"It's not my favorite, but if she's willing to suck my dick she's earned a kiss." I reason with a small chuckle. "You did kiss me after I ate you before? Oh, and you sucked me after I was inside you."
"I was so turned on that I didn't really think about it." Sarah shrugs. "But you're right, I'm being dumb. Let's kiss."
"No, it's fine." I reply with a smile. "I'll go wash my face."
I head to the bathroom to wash up, then immediately return to find Sarah still in the same position. Snuggling up beside her, I press my lips against hers. The two of us make out softly for several minutes, simply enjoying the feel of each other.
"You're a good kisser." Sarah smiles against my lips.
"You're not so bad yourself." I reply.
"I'm sorry I made you wash your face." she mumbles shyly. "I shouldn't have."
"It's okay, I'm not upset." I assure her. "Although, Lexi will be when she realizes a threesome is definitely off the table."
"Yeah, not happening." Sarah giggles cutely. "No offense to Lexi, but I'm not interested. I'm definitely straight. Vaginas are gross."
"The vagina is mostly inside, I believe." I correct simply. "A lot of people use that term when they mean 'vulva', which is the entire outer area of the female reproductive system, including the opening of the vagina."
"How in the world do you ever get laid?" she rolls her eyes.
"I'm pretty?" I suggest with a shrug, batting my eyelashes in her direction.
"You're an idiot." Sarah grins as she struggles to sit up. I chuckle softly when she fails, collapsing back onto the bed. "I think you broke me!"
"I can't pretend to be upset about that." I tease as I get to my feet and help her stand up.
Sarah wobbles slightly as she walks, and I'm feeling incredibly proud of myself. She looks at me and blushes before pulling her hair back into a functional ponytail. The lovely lady then reaches down to grab her underwear off the floor.
"Another pair of panties I ruined thanks to you." she states, giving me an adorable glare as she holds up the wet lace.
"Yeah, I'm not upset about that either." I laugh as I watch Sarah open her suitcase and pull out a small bag for dirty clothes.
"Whatever." Sarah blushes as she puts away her old underwear and extracts a pair of light pink cotton panties.
"You're cute when you blush." I tell her.
"Thank you." she smiles, turning even more red while she steps into the cotton underwear and pulls it up her legs. "I wore the sexy undies for you, but you ruined them already. If you get me out of this dress later, you'll have to settle for the boring cotton panties."
"Wait. What do you mean 'if'?" I wonder, crossing my arms over my chest as I watch Sarah adjust her sundress.
"Oh, someone's confident!" Sarah challenges, showing off her cute dimples as she smiles. At least until she gives me a look of mock irritation. "Unless you think I'm just that easy?"
"No, no, no!" I hold my hands out, quickly trying to backpedal while Sarah places her hands on her hips. "I would never think that about you."
"Guess you're not as smooth as you think you are." she smirks.
In response, I walk up to Sarah and place my hands on her hips, just above her own hands. Leaning in, I exhale my warm breath onto her exposed neck. I lightly bite the side of her neck, hard enough to be felt, but not hard enough to leave a mark. Then I wetly kiss up to her ear. I can feel her shudder as I lightly nibble on her earlobe, and she releases a throaty moan.
"I can't help it." I whisper into her ear. "I just lose control around you. You make me so hot, I can only think of my desire to bend you over and shove myself inside you."
"Oh, God..." Sarah moans weakly, her hands reaching out to grip my forearms.
"You're so beautiful." I continue, my hot breath tickling her ear as I hold her hips tightly, possessively. "I want to explore every inch of your perfect body with my hands and mouth. My lips on your nipple while my fingers trail along your soft skin."
"Steven!" she hisses desperately, her knees shaking.
"I just can't keep my hands off of you." I add, nibbling lightly on her ear again. "Of course I trip over my words, how could I not? You are flawless, every man's fantasy."
Sarah growls. Loudly, and deep in her throat. Then she grabs my face in both hands and pushes her lips against mine. Wrapping my arms around the slim woman, I return the kiss with enthusiasm. I happily part my lips to allow Sarah to shove her tongue into my mouth.
I can feel her fingernails against my cheeks as we make out intensely. Sliding one hand up her body, I slip one hand into her sundress, cupping a warm, firm tit. Sarah moans against my lips as my fingers roll her nipple. She escalates things by releasing my face so she can reach for my pants.
"Fuck me." She begs wantonly as she struggles to unbutton my pants. "I need you in me. Now."
"Not yet." I state firmly, grabbing both her slim wrists in one hand.
"What? Why not?" Sarah asks, looking up at me with wide eyes.
"Because," I begin, my other hand reaching up to hold her chin, "I'm gonna make you wait. We're gonna wait until you are so turned on that you can't help but bend over for me. You won't care where we are. In fact, you'll cum as soon as I push inside you, knowing that anyone could come by and see you; hot, horny, and helpless, getting fucked so hard you can't think straight."
"Oh, God!" Sarah moans, her eyes rolling back as she seems to have a small orgasm. "I need it! I need you!"
"Soon." I respond, pecking her lips as my thumb lightly caresses her chin. "I promise."
"I think I'm starting to understand how you manage to keep so many ladies satisfied." Sarah giggles. "Just be careful you don't drown in pussy."
"What a way to go!" I reply as Sarah and I reluctantly pull apart. I may be playing it cool, but I am rock hard right now. "I do think they tried to kill me last night."
"Guess I should feel a little less special." she reasons, letting out a breath as she tries to control her lust. "You're probably just a smooth-talking ladies' man who knows how to make every girl cream her panties."
"Hey!" I immediately exclaim, giving her a hurt expression. "I hid nothing from you. You knew I had two girlfriends and was expecting with Hazel when you started pursuing me."
"Excuse me? I pursued you?" Sarah counters with a raised eyebrow.
"You did!" I insist with a nod. "You brought first names into this, you started flirting with me. I'm just an innocent guy being pursued by an aggressive female."
"You're so full of shit." she laughs, shaking her head.
"Also, you initiated today, too." I add. "I mean, I wanted to enjoy the view and have some good, clean fun. You just had to make it dirty by getting on your knees."
"Didn't hear you complaining." Sarah replies, sticking out her tongue. "And is that your way of suggesting we go exploring?"
"Would you like to join me on a walk on the grounds?" I ask smoothly, offering my hand.
"I suppose you could convince me to accompany you." she blushes cutely while slipping her small hand into my much larger one.
Due to her calming lust, Sarah's anxiety returns as we explore the hotel. We start out holding hands, but she lets go to look at something in one of the hotel's overpriced stores, and doesn't take my hand back. It hurts a little at first, but Sarah is right; we are friends with benefits, not a couple. We both need to remember that.
This hotel has a lot to see, and the two of us have a great time as we take a look around, enjoying each others company. There's a gym, a spa, and a huge pool with several hot tubs. The high-end stores include a perfume store, a store that sells designer handbags, a jewelry store, and another with liquor and tobacco products.
"Wow." I gasp, looking at the price on the bottle of wine.
"This place might even bankrupt you." Sarah teases.
"For such a nice wine, the price isn't unreasonable." I comment while examining the wine.
"Still a ton of money." she points out. "Uh, you're not thinking of buying that, are you?"
"I don't know, what do you think?" I ask, showing her the bottle. "We could drink it tonight?"
"If you wanna get me drunk, I promise there are cheaper ways to do it!" Sarah laughs. "Just get me something fruity, and I'll be drooling in your lap."
"Well, that is an interesting insight into your past." I grin mischievously as the young policewoman blushes. "But back to the matter at hand; today is about you. I'd like to treat you. Let's get it."
"Y-you're not my boyfriend." she stammers nervously.
"I know, I know." I nod, quickly agreeing. "We're friends, buddies! I'm not offering to buy you a diamond necklace. I'm just suggesting two friends have some drinks together."
"Your buddy is now thinking about you giving her a pearl necklace." Sarah smiles and blushes, once again showing off those dimples. "You're right, we're friends. Just friends. And there's no reason we can't relax and have a great time. Tell you what, you buy the wine. We'll need more than one bottle for a night of drinking. I'll buy some beer and wine coolers."
"Deal, buddy!" I reply with a smile. "And we'll talk about the pearl necklace later."
"Works for me." Sarah gives me a cute wink.
We purchase the alcohol and head back to our room so we can keep it chilled. While we're in the room, we decide to unpack some of our things. Sarah and I put away our toiletries, then I leave so she can use the bathroom. After quickly hanging up my shirt in the closet, I notice something on the bed.
"Hey, Sarah?" I call out as I look at the bed.
"Don't talk to me while I pee!" she replies loudly.
"Sorry! It can wait!" I yell back.
Sarah McLorn is definitely no Alexis Davis. I still remember Lexi shamelessly squatting to pee right after our first time having sex. Even now, Lexi just leaves the door wide open when she pees. Sarah likely has the door locked, and she doesn't even want me talking to her while she uses the bathroom.
Both women are very different, but I care very much about them both. Sarah and I aren't a couple, we're just friends, but I think it's adorable how self-conscious can be. The usually confident woman can blush so easily, and she definitely keeps people at arm's length. Despite their differences, I can tell both women are just protecting themselves, albeit in different ways.
"What's up?" Sarah wonders when she returns from the bathroom.
"I was just admiring what you brought." I answer, gesturing at the small blue teddy bear on the bed.
"Oh. That." she blushes crimson, looking down at her feet. "Yeah, I didn't feel right leaving Little Stevie behind."
"Little Stevie?" I follow up with.
"You won him for me, and he makes a great cuddle buddy." Sarah mumbles, melting my heart with how cute she is right now.
"I'm honored." I say sincerely. "You don't seem like the cuddling type."
"I just don't let people in." she shrugs, lifting her head to look at me with her brown eyes. "I don't really even have any close friends."
"Wait. So, what have you been doing on your week off?" I wonder, wanting to hug her, but recognizing Sarah needs some space at the moment.
"I don't have any close friends, I still have acquaintances." Sarah explains. "I did meet up with a couple of girls to go dancing. One night I went to a bar. I went hiking by myself, which was really relaxing. Other than that? I lounged around my apartment in a fluffy robe and slippers."
"Sounds kind of lonely." I wince slightly.
"Can we talk about something else?" she asks quietly.
"Sure." I respond, deciding to try to lighten the mood. "So, do you have a dildo named Big Stevie?"
"You wish." Sarah snorts, a big grin lighting up her face.
"A busy girl like you doesn't have any sex toys?" I frown. "I find that hard to believe."
"Oh, I have some toys for my private time." she confirms, smiling coyly. "I just haven't gotten anything new since I met you. The toys I have might already have names."
"What kind of names?" I just have to ask as I approach Sarah and wrap an arm around her.
"Wouldn't you like to know." Sarah giggles, in a much better mood as she stands on her toes to peck my lips.
"I really would." I admit, my hand at her lower back.
With her light brown hair in a ponytail, Sarah's kind face is on full display. I'm happy to enjoy the view. We exchange a few soft kisses, and I love feeling her hands on my biceps. Sadly, the moment is ruined when my phone buzzes several times in succession.
"Your girls need you." she points out, pulling back slightly. "Don't worry, your buddy will be fine."
I'm about to tell Sarah that I'm here with her now, but my phone goes off yet again. The girls usually don't text me so many times in a row, so I pull out my phone. My face falls when I read that Hazel is having a tough day. Most people leave her alone, but apparently a couple of Kyle's friends are calling her names and blaming her for breaking his heart.
When I tell Sarah why Hazel is texting me, the young cop looks like she's ready to go to the school and kick some ass. I can't blame her one bit. With Sarah's encouragement, I spend a little while texting with Hazel and the other girls. Fortunately, the school day is over now, so only finals remain.
It's a good thing that Lexi and Kayla are with Hazel. Sarah does tell me that it's okay if I need to leave, but I assure my friend that I'm here with her now. Hazel has her friends, and she already seems in a better mood now that the school day is over. The girls also have a good laugh when I mention Dean Graham reporting me again.
"Sorry about that." I say, putting my phone away.
"It's okay." Sarah replies. "Really, it's fine. An eighteen year old pregnant with your baby is a higher priority than your friend."
"You're my priority right now." I insist, offering her my hand again. "Let's go take a walk around the lake before dinner."



"That does sound nice." she agrees, taking my hand.
I'm pleasantly surprised when Sarah laces our fingers, keeping a tight grip on my hand as we walk out of the hotel. There's a beautiful view of the well-maintained lawn, as well as several bushes and flower beds. The smile on Sarah's face just makes her look even more beautiful.
"This is amazing." I say as we stand on the shore of the small pond behind the hotel.
"It really is." Sarah replies, squeezing my hand as she looks out over the water. "Definitely better than being at work."
"So, I probably shouldn't ask any questions about your job?" I inquire.
"Fishing for information?" she suggests, glancing at me with a raised eyebrow.
"Maybe." I shrug in a pathetic attempt to seem nonchalant.
"Go ahead, you can ask." Sarah sighs in exasperation, but she's smiling.
"What happened with the guys who jumped David?" I inquire. "I know Kayla's really worried about them."
"David didn't suffer any permanent injuries, so they plead out." she answers quickly. "No jail time, just a slap on the wrist."
"Good, good." I let out a breath of relief.
"Yeah, they should be fine." Sarah nods. "They'll be able to take their finals in person, but they can't go to the graduation ceremony."
"I think they'll survive." I reply as a couple birds fly over the water.
"They will." she agrees, looking back over at me. "What else?"
"Keith and David." I state simply.
"Well, Keith is learning to live without a penis." Sarah says with approval. "He'll never rape or have sex again, and he pees sitting down."
"Glad to hear it." I reply with a chuckle. "Although, I was really asking about the legal aspects."
"Why, Mr. Thomson, are you using our friendship to obtain classified information?" she asks with an adorable smile.
"Yes." I confirm, completely devoid of shame as I wrap an arm around Sarah's shoulders and squeeze her upper arm.
"At least you're honest." Sarah grunts before leaning her head against me. "It's looking like a trial date will be set at some point. The DA isn't willing to offer Keith any kind of deal after what he's done. They just have so much evidence, and what he did was so horrible. David's attorney is trying to pin the whole thing on Keith."
"Will that work?" I wonder nervously. "For David, I mean."
"It could." she admits, letting out a breath. "The case against Keith is much stronger, especially since David wasn't involved in the kidnapping. It's not a stretch to argue that David was an innocent bystander who was caught up in the machinations of a psychopath. David's parents insist their precious angel would never hurt anyone."
"Of course." I roll my eyes. "More parents who think their child can do no wrong. I'm guessing this means Lexi and Kayla will definitely have to testify?"
"Most likely, yes. I'm sorry." Sarah sighs, and I can hear the sympathy in her voice. "I'll be here if the girls have any questions, or just want to talk. Oh, and therapy is definitely a good idea."
"Kayla has a therapist, but Lexi doesn't think she needs one." I explain, my thumb lightly caressing Sarah's upper arm.
"Strong-willed girl, that one." she observes quietly. "Still, everyone needs a helping hand now and again."
"Including you." I point out, turning to kiss the top of Sarah's head.
"Even me." Sarah nods slowly before changing the subject. "Now it's my turn for a question; how are Stacey and April?"
"They're okay, still a little shaky, but okay." I explain. "They have the hearing for the restraining order on Monday, and they're looking forward to putting this whole thing behind them."
"I understand." she replies. "The hearing is something to dread, and they'll feel much better once it's over."
"Exactly." I agree. "Sorry for bringing up something so heavy."
"It's fine." Sarah insists. "It seems like heavy situations follow you everywhere."
"I've noticed!" I laugh softly. "You may not believe it, but I used to live a very quiet life. Then I hooked up with Lexi a few months ago, and everything changed. Kayla calls her "Hurricane Lexi" and she might have a point. Of course, none of this is her fault. It's just amazing how much that birthday pool party changed our lives."
"Maybe it's not Lexi, maybe it's you." she muses, looking up toward the clouds. "She woke up the sexy beast in you, and now no pussy is safe."
"I hadn't thought of that!" I exclaim as we both start laughing. "Just do me a favor and don't tell that theory to the girls."
"We'll see." Sarah answers cutely while reaching back to adjust her ponytail. "If you show me a good time."
"Challenge accepted!" I agree as I gently urge Sarah to start walking with me. "Let's forget about the depressing stuff and enjoy the view."
The two of us enjoy a leisurely stroll around the pond, talking and laughing. This time, Sarah doesn't pull away, and I can tell we are both ignoring our label of being only friends. Is it a mistake? Maybe, but we're both too happy to think about it right now. Instead, I watch Sarah's face light up while she looks at the ducks swimming in the pond.
"A bunny!" Sarah squeals happily, clapping her hands as she bounces from foot to foot while watching a small rabbit hop along the path in front of us.
"Now, that's adorable." I observe with a big grin on my face.
"I know!" she exclaims, her eyes on the rabbit. "Look at his little nose!"
"I was talking about you." I correct Sarah gently, holding her close.
Sarah turns to me, giving me a radiant smile as she leans up to peck my lips. The rabbit soon hops away, and we resume our walk along the small trail. As we step over roots, we eventually pull apart, standing a few feet away from each other as we chat.
I can tell Sarah is feeling self-conscious again. Part of it I can understand, she and I need to maintain our friends with benefits relationship and not get too attached. Still, I can also tell she's nervous about being so vulnerable with someone, even if that person is a friend, not a romantic partner.
Remembering my promise to make today all about Sarah, I go over what I know about her. The beautiful policewoman keeps people at arm's length. She's shy about her body, and very modest. Yet, she's very confident in her life. It's just sex and romance that makes her shy and nervous.
Despite this, Sarah has an exhibitionist streak. It seems contradictory, but it does make some sense. She's afraid to trust, yet she wants to be able to. Sarah loves the thought of being able to be vulnerable, being able to surrender control. It's a display of trust for her.
"Stop." I order in a firm, confident voice.
Sarah slows to a stop a few feet in front of me. Turning slightly, she pivots her upper body so she can look at me with a confused expression. I smile, running my eyes down her pretty face to the upper slopes of her breasts and the curves hidden by her sundress.
"Panties. Now." I instruct, holding out my hand.
A cute blush colors Sarah's cheeks as she looks around to make sure no one is nearby. The edge of the pond is still in view, but the trees are hiding us from the main hotel. Unless someone suddenly comes around the corner, the odds of anyone seeing us are pretty low.
My cock twitches in my pants when Sarah bites her lip nervously, looking incredibly cute in her sundress, her light brown hair in a ponytail. With a quick nod, she comes to a decision and turns so she is directly facing me. Reaching up her dress, Sarah carefully wiggles out of her panties, looking incredibly sexy as she bends her knees to keep from exposing herself.
Lifting one foot, she steps out of her pink cotton underwear. As she picks up her panties, I can tell she's being extra careful bending over now, otherwise she'll display that beautiful ass to anyone further down the trail. Her face is bright red, but she's smiling widely, showing me those cute dimples as she brings me her panties.
"Fuck, I am so wet right now." she whispers hotly into my ear, pressing the damp cloth into my hand. "And it's getting worse."
"Worse, or better?" I challenge, reaching out to place my hand at the back of her neck.
I kiss her hard, not giving her time to answer. Sarah immediately moans into the kiss, her hands gripping my biceps with desperate strength. She's panting heavily by the time I finish the kiss. With a smirk, I take her hand and start leading her back to the pond while placing her underwear into my pocket with my other hand.
"Do you enjoy teasing me?" Sarah wonders as we walk hand-in-hand.
"I want you so horny you can't even think straight." I state firmly.
"Oh? And why is that?" she follows up with, squeezing my hand as we return to the pond.
"Because, it will help you be less self-conscious, letting you follow through on your desires." I explain while leading Sarah around the small body of water. "Also, it'll make you so wet that you'll cum for me as soon as I push inside your tight, wet, pussy."
"Mm, you might make me cum right now." Sarah admits as her petite frame shudders slightly.
"Good! My plan is working." I nod in satisfaction, a soft breeze in my hair as we approach the hotel.
"A-are you going to fuck me now?" she stammers nervously.
"Yes. Bend over that bench and get your tits out." I order while gesturing to a bench near the entrance to the hotel.
"W-what?" Sarah asks fearfully.
"I'm kidding!" I explain as I burst out laughing. "The confident cop is so easy to wind up when she's horny!"
"Jerk." she mutters, but it's with a smile.
"Well, that was mean!" I declare as I direct us around the hotel.
"Where are we going?" Sarah frowns in confusion.
"I'm going to take you out for a nice dinner." I state confidently. "And you are going to spend the entire meal thinking about the amazing sex we're gonna have later. You'll be soaking wet, but you'll have to wait."
"You're the mean one!" she gasps as we make our way toward the parking lot.
"I want you nice and wound up for me." I tell her with an evil grin. "Of course, you could always get under the table and blow me if you wanna thank me for the meal?"
"Thanks for calling me a whore." Sarah rolls her eyes, but looks like she's actually imagining it.
I'm being aggressive, but I can tell Sarah is loving every second of it. She has a big grin on her face, and I catch her rubbing her thighs together on several times. I offer her a quick kiss as I open her door for her and help the beautiful woman into the car. Then, we're off.
I give our name at the hostess stand, and we're told we'll have to wait about twenty minutes for a table. Fortunately, the restaurant has a side room where we can wait. There are benches on either side of the room, and I find myself sitting beside Sarah in one corner of the room.
"This place seems nice." I comment, looking around while my hand rests on Sarah's bare knee.
"I hope the food's good, I'm starving." Sarah adds, her eyes darting around, obviously aware of the few other people waiting in the room.
"You're just gonna order a salad, so what does it matter?" I challenge, smirking at her.
"Do you think it's easy to stay in this kind of shape?" she counters as she takes out her hair elastic to allow her light brown locks to fall freely about her face. She looks beautiful, sitting beside me with her legs crossed.
"You know, I actually read that it's not healthy to have visible abs like you do." I explain, my thumb caressing the soft skin of her knee. "It basically means you're starving yourself."
"I'm not starving myself." Sarah mumbles as she turns her face away from me. "Anymore."
"Oh." I say stupidly, completely caught off guard.
"It's fine." she smirks. "It was a long time ago, and every girl struggles with body image issues. I go to the doctor every year, I'm healthy now. I promise."
"Good. And thank you for sharing something so personal, I know that's tough for you." I reply.
"I'm glad you understand." Sarah smiles softly. "You're... I..."
"Yeah. Me, too." I whisper. Then I try and lighten the mood. "Of course, I may have an ulterior motive; I do need you to keep your stamina up."
"I have more stamina than you!" Sarah insists, her grateful look confirms she understands what I'm doing.
"You think so?" I challenge, my fingers slowly working up her thigh until they brush the hem of her sundress.
"I know so!" she gives me a smug smile.
"Hm, well maybe..." I admit reluctantly. "Still, even if I can't keep up with you, I still have you in the palm of my hand."
"Is that so?" Sarah asks, looking at me with surprise.
My eyes stay locked with Sarah's as my fingertips tease the skin of her thigh. She lets out a small gasp when my hand gently pushes under the hem of her sundress. Turning her head, Sarah looks around the room to make sure that no one is watching us.
"Spread your legs." I order, my voice barely above a whisper.
For several seconds, Sarah doesn't respond, she just stares straight ahead while breathing rapidly. I'm about to withdraw my hand when she suddenly uncrosses her legs, placing both feet firmly on the floor. Her legs are slightly parted, but her sundress is long enough to keep her from exposing herself.
I watch Sarah's face as my hand slowly inches further and further up her dress. She's still staring straight ahead, and from the way she has her purse in front of her, I doubt anyone can tell what we're doing. No one is even looking, and my fingers soon make contact with her soaked labia.
"Oh!" Sarah hisses between clenched teeth.
As much as I want to make her cum, I know better than to try and finger her here. The thrill is what is a turn on, and I want to build her anticipation of our future encounter. So, instead of pushing my fingers up her twat, I slowly part her labia, lightly teasing her and making her shiver. I can see her eyelids flutter as her arousal coats my fingertips.
Sarah makes a soft noise of protest when I withdraw my hand. After taking a few steadying breaths, she crosses her legs again and places her purse firmly in her lap. I smile at my friend with benefits as she lets out a breath while brushing her light brown hair out of her face.
My name is called, and the hostess soon leads Sarah and I to a nice table. It's obvious to me that Sarah is still incredibly aroused; her face is red and she is breathing quickly. She quickly snags her glass of ice water and takes several sips in an obvious attempt to cool herself off.
"Would you like to order wine?" I offer while perusing the menu.
"W-what?" Sarah stammers, spilling a small amount of water down her chin.
"I was thinking of ordering a glass of wine, would you like one?" I repeat, smirking happily as I realize just how crazy I'm driving this woman who is usually in complete control.
"A glass of wine sounds nice." she agrees.
We each order a glass of wine, and Sarah surprises me by requesting a very expensive steak. I tease her a little bit, but it's nice to see her eating a hearty meal. I order a steak as well, and the two of us sip on our wine as we wait for our meal. I decide to take the opportunity to lead the conversation away from sex again, allowing me to learn a little more about my friend.
"Do you keep in touch with anyone you grew up with?" I ask, hoping to hear that she has a few more friends than she claims.
"Nope." Sarah answers plainly. "I was never adopted as a baby, and bounced around a lot. I told you before that I didn't want to take out loans when I graduated high school, and that was true. Fortunately, the family I was living with when I turned eighteen let me stay for a little while as long as I paid rent. I got a two year degree while working, since you can't take the police exam until twenty. That seemed better for me than the military."
"And you don't talk to them at all?" I wonder, looking at her sadly. "They did let you stay for awhile. I'm also surprised you weren't adopted if you were given up as an infant."
"No, we lost touch a few years ago." she explains, taking a sip of wine before continuing. "I guess I was an ugly baby? I don't know, my earliest memories are living in a foster home with a bunch of other kids."
"I'm sorry." I say sincerely.
"No need, I turned out okay." Sarah replies. "Better than I would have if my egg donor had raised me. She was thirteen when she had me."
"Wow. Um, just wow.. I'm not really sure what to say about that." I stammer.
"You don't have to say anything." she insists, looking at me shyly. "No one in my life really knows that about me, I never share."
"Thank you again for opening up to me." I reply, returning her gaze with affection and support.
"It's nice to finally tell someone." Sarah admits, and I can tell she wants to keep talking. "My egg donor did name me, and her full name is on my birth certificate. No father listed. I have no idea what the circumstances were, and I don't know if I have siblings out there. There were times I thought about looking, but I decided I was better off not knowing."
"I understand, I just hate hearing how isolated you are." I tell her honestly. "Everyone needs friends, and you seem so lonely."
"I made a few friends in college, but we don't talk much." she continues her story. "I lost touch with most people when I devoted myself to the police academy. It's still a boy's club, so I didn't make any real friends there, either. A group of them got together and made bets on which one of them could get me to give it up first."
"That's horrible!" I exclaim.
"Yes, well, that's life." Sarah winces. "Being a woman in a male-dominated field isn't easy. That female officer from the news who had a gangbang at her police station didn't do us any favors."
"Oh yeah, I forgot about that story." I nod, giving Sarah a sympathetic expression. "It's been awhile since that went viral, but I imagine plenty of people remember it."
Sarah agrees, and we fall silent for a couple minutes. It's pathetic, but we talk about the weather until our food arrives. Our steaks are cooked perfectly, and we lighten the mood a bit by talking about how great the food is. While Sarah eats a healthy amount of food, she does push over half her mashed potatoes onto my plate to avoid all the carbs.
"What's the plan for the rest of the night?" she asks while spearing a piece of broccoli with her fork. "Are you done teasing me?"
"Not even close." I confirm with an evil grin. "I figured we could try out the hot tub? Relax in the hot water with a bottle of expensive wine?"
"That does sound nice," Sarah begins, "but I didn't bring a suit."
"Neither did I." I shrug in response. "We don't need suits!"
"Oh. Um, I guess... maybe..." she trails off nervously, her face red again.
"You know what? We drove by a big store on the way here, let's get some new suits." I offer, realizing that Sarah is feeling self-conscious again.
"Okay, but I'm buying." Sarah states firmly. She's not an idiot, she knows this suggestion is for her comfort.
"You don't have to do that." I quickly reply.
"Consider it my way of expressing my gratitude for the amazing day." she counters, giving me a mischievous grin.
"What are you scheming?" I wonder with a raised brow. I do not trust that grin!
"Wouldn't you like to know!" Sarah giggles before finishing her wine.
"C'mon, you can tell me." I smile charmingly, showing off my straight, white teeth.
"Maybe I wanna see you in a sexy swim suit." she explains, blushing cutely.
"I am not wearing swim briefs." I reply in a deadpan voice.
"Please? For me?" Sarah pouts, her lower lip quivering while she's batting her eyelashes.
"No." I answer curtly.
"You can handle it!" she exclaims, giving me a fake look of disappointment. "Besides, do you have any idea how much effort we girls put into looking pretty? We primp and preen, we buy expensive lingerie, cute bikinis, and tight jeans. Not all that shit is comfortable, you know?"



"I suppose that makes sense..." I trail off. "Wait! I work out every day. I put effort into my appearance."
"You do, and you look incredibly sexy." Sarah nods, devouring me with her bedroom eyes. "And now you should let me buy you something sexy to wear for me."
"Fine. Fine! I'll do it." I finally relent. I can definitely be dominant in the bedroom, and in the board room, but I'm ultimately just a big softy.
"Excellent!" she grins happily.
We're walking back to my car after dinner, and I pounce just as Sarah is reaching out to open the passenger side door. She squeaks cutely when I spin her around and push her back against the car. Pressing my body against hers, I kiss Sarah fiercely, my tongue exploring her mouth seconds after our lips meet.
My hands run up and down Sarah's side, lightly caressing her. She's moaning heavily into our kiss, clenching at me to keep me against her. I'm enjoying this immensely, and I know Sarah can feel my hardness pressing against her. However, I have to resist; I'm loving the chase.
"Right," I begin, breaking the kiss, "we should get to the store to buy our suits."
"W-what? Why!" Sarah pouts, stomping her foot as she looks up at me with desire.
"As much as I'd love to fuck you over the hood of my car, there are too many people around." I explain with a sigh. "You'd have to arrest me, and yourself. And, while I'm fine with handcuffs, I want it to be a prelude to sex, not booking. Also, I work in finance and can't have a record."
"Now you're just being an ass." Sarah grunts.
"Fine, bend over." I challenge with a shrug. "Just don't blame me when that couple over there calls your coworkers. Oh, and those teenagers by the door will probably record the show to post online."
Sarah stares daggers at me like she's considering calling my bluff. However, she soon glances around and realizes there are quite a few people in the area. With a huff, she yanks open the passenger side door and gets in the car.
I start driving, occasionally looking over at Sarah, smirking as she glares at me, her arms folded while she pretends to be upset. Unfortunately for her, I'm just getting started. Despite her fake annoyance, Sarah eagerly spreads her legs when I place my hand on her thigh, allowing me access to her womanhood.
A lot of men have trouble bringing a woman to orgasm. There are guides, jokes, memes, and even maps of the female genitals with an arrow pointing to the clitoris. Some women definitely climax easier than others, and their comfort with you helps. However, in my experience, paying attention to her subtle cues and adjusting accordingly is the key to success.
Maybe I'm being cocky, but I think I'm a reasonably skilled lover. Right now I'm dealing with a new challenge; keeping a woman right at the edge without letting her reach the peak of pleasure. The task is extra difficult since I have to keep my eyes on the road.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Sarah gasps over and over, her head thrown back as her hand squeezes my wrist.
I alternate between fingering Sarah and rapidly rubbing her clit, driving her completely wild. She's squirming in her seat, fingernails digging into my wrist while her other hand slides down the window. Every time she's about to cum, I immediately slow down, causing her to whimper with need.
"Oh, please, please, please, please, please!" she whines as I bring her toward the peak again.
"Not yet." I whisper, easing my fingers out of her so I can lightly stroke her inner thigh.
Sarah whimpers as she tries to push my hand back to her hot pussy. My fingertips tease her labia, causing her right leg to shake slightly. Then I finally show mercy and start to pleasure her again, a smirk on my face as she once again approaches the height of pleasure.
"We're here." I announce, parking the car as I pull my hand out of Sarah's grip before she can react.
"Oh no, you are not doing this to me again!" she snaps, reaching for my hand. "Get your hand back up there, or I'll just get myself off!"
"No time, Sarah." I say while unbuckling my seat belt. "I wanna spend all evening with you in the hotel."
"You're expecting to get lucky with how you're treating me?" Sarah wonders with a raised eyebrow.
"It'll be worth the wait, trust me." I reply with a sincere smile. "When I push inside your sopping pussy, you're going to explode in one of the most intense orgasms of your life."
"You better be right." she grumbles while opening her door.
"I am." I state confidently as I lean in for a quick kiss. "Get ready to have your toes curled."
I can tell Sarah is extremely flustered as she practically runs through the department store to get to the swimwear section. She stops at the first women's suit she sees; a light green string bikini with pink flowers. After finding her size, she grunts that this is good enough, and puts it in the hand basket.
Grabbing my hand, Sarah drags me to the men's section for my suit. The thought of torturing me seems to calm her lust, and she giggles at my discomfort as she picks out the skimpiest swim briefs she can find. They're black, and I don't want to wear them.
Sarah pays for the suits before we head back to the car. She keeps throwing me expectant looks as I start driving, but I keep my hands to myself. This is all part of the plan; I drive her crazy, and now that we're in the home stretch, I don't do anything. I'm just making her wait until we finally get back to the hotel.
Once she realizes what I'm doing, Sarah decides to fight back by caressing my crotch while I try to drive. I get hard under ministrations, and Sarah skillfully extracts my cock from my pants. I let out a long breath and focus on driving while Sarah gives me a handjob.
We're here. Finally. This may be my plan, but I'm almost as horny as Sarah. I can't wait to get my dick wet, so I quickly fix my pants and grab the bag from the back seat. Sarah and I rush to our hotel room like a couple of horny teenagers who can't wait another second.
The door to our suite closes and our passion explodes. My hand grabs Sarah's ass as we make out intensely. She's moaning into my mouth as she presses her breasts against me. Fortunately, we're of one mind, agreeing without speaking to head straight for the balcony.
We burst through the doors, completely lost in each other. It's the middle of summer, so the sun is still up as we reach the railing. I quickly spin Sarah around so that she is looking out over the beautiful scenery behind the hotel.
"Fuck me." Sarah pleads wantonly as she leans forward to grasp the railing in both hands.
I don't need to be told twice, and I immediately drop my pants and boxer briefs to free my erection. Grabbing the hem of Sarah's sundress, I pull it up, exposing her naked ass. Then I get into position and slot myself at her opening. Grabbing her hips, I push myself inside in one smooth stroke.
My words from earlier prove accurate, as Sarah explodes in orgasm the instant my full length slams into her steamy snatch. The railing shakes slightly as Sarah tosses her head back and screeches loudly. I can tell she's biting her lower lip to keep from screaming, and I can feel her strong vaginal muscles convulsing.
"You like that, hm?" I ask thickly, my hands tightly holding Sarah's hips as I slowly ease myself partway out of her tight tunnel. "You like getting fucked out in the open?"
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" she whimpers, pushing her ass back to try and take me deep inside. "Please! I need it, please! Fuck me!"
Keeping one hand on Sarah's hip, I place my other hand on her shoulder for balance as I begin steadily thrusting. My friends with benefits is absolutely soaked, and she gasps loudly each time I bury myself to the hilt inside her. She feels amazing, and I'm being careful not to lose control. I owe Sarah the fuck of her life, and I intend to give it to her.
"Do you see those people walking down there?" I inquire, referring to the few other hotel guests enjoying the grounds. "Any one of them could look up and see you bent over."
"Oh, God!" Sarah gasps, shuddering slightly. "They'll think I'm such a whore, taking it from behind like a filthy slut!"
Hearing such filthy words come out of Sarah's mouth shocks me, and just the thought of the kind-faced woman saying them makes my cock throb. I immediately start commenting on how people are going see her, how we're going to get caught. Deciding to escalate things, I pull down the straps of Sarah's sundress before reaching around and lifting her boobs out of the dress.
"Now they can see your tits, Sarah." I tell her while gripping her butt cheeks as I pump in and out of her. "Any one of them could look up and see your boobs bounce while I fuck you."
"You're gonna make me cum again!" she announces seconds before her pussy clamps down on my cock as she releases a series of gasping grunts. "Oh, God! Oh fuck, I'm cumming! AH!"
I fuck Sarah through her orgasm, using a steady rhythm to prolong her climax. She's panting and moaning, her legs shaking and head hanging down. Thirty seconds after her orgasm ends, Sarah explodes again. A third orgasm follows, then a fourth. She can only weakly moan as she grips the railing so tightly her knuckles are turning white.
It's hot, dirty sex, and several minutes pass as I fuck Sarah from behind while whispering dirty suggestions of us being watched. I do everything I can to keep Sarah at the height of pleasure; I hold her tits so I can slam myself into her hard and fast, I spank her and I pull her hair. At one point, I push my finger into her mouth, letting Sarah suck on it while she takes my dick.
"You feel so good, I'm getting close." I husk, my hands squeezing Sarah's hips as I continue pushing my erection in and out of her.
"Where are you gonna cum?" Sarah wonders, looking over her shoulder to gaze at me with lust-filled eyes.
"Where do you want it?" I reply, grunting each time my hips impact with Sarah's ass. "I can pull out and cover your butt and back. Unless you'd rather get on your knees so I can cum on your face or tits? Or do you wanna swallow for me?"
"Inside!" she gasps out, looking straight ahead as she tenses beneath me, clearly approaching another orgasm. "Cum inside me! Mark my pussy, claim me! Please! Fill me! Fill me!"
Another half dozen rapid thrusts are enough to push me over the edge. Burying myself to the hilt up her cunt, I groan loudly as my balls clench and expel their contents into Sarah's body. The beautiful woman throws her head back and screams my name as she joins me in ecstasy.
Panting heavily, I ease my softening cock out of Sarah's pussy and take a few steps back. Sarah takes a few moments to steady her breathing before slowly standing up, causing her sundress to fall back down over her bum. She then turns to face me, her legs unsteady as she smiles and blushes.
"So, how was that?" I ask with a smirk, my eyes darting between her face and her exposed tits.
"It was everything you promised it would be." Sarah giggles nervously, her blush deepening. She then pulls up the straps of her sundress while putting her boobs away to protect her modesty.
"Good!" I exclaim, leaning forward to peck her lips.
"Thank you for trusting me." she says after kissing me back.
"Of course I trust you, but why bring that up now?" I wonder with a frown.
"You came in me?" Sarah explains, seeming surprised by my confusion. "Rich guys like you have to be careful."
"Oh, right." I respond, nodding my head. This isn't my first time considering this, but I trust the Slut-sisters, I trust Stacey, I trust Sarah. "I do trust you. You wouldn't do that."
"You're right, I would never. Even if I did want kids." she confirms. "I appreciate your trust, you hear so many horror stories."
"Really? Like what?" I follow up with.
"Stories of women taking the used condom and using the semen inside to impregnate themselves. Then just using the kid as a meal ticket." Sarah explains. "Horrible. And there's no way to prove they even did that. I hear professional athletes and movie stars know to take the condom with them after."
"Well, that's terrifying." I state with wide eyes. "Hopefully someone will finally make a male birth control pill."
"That would be nice." she agrees, standing on her toes to kiss me again before she playfully messes up my hair. "Until they do, you just be careful which fertile pussy you squirt in, okay?"
"I'll do my best." I laugh, hugging Sarah tightly.
The two of us head back into the bedroom and decide it's time to try out the hot tub. I start the process of filling the tub, then leave Sarah in the bathroom so she can change into her bikini in private. It's amazing that she can completely let go with me one minute, and yet be so shy the next.
While changing into my swim briefs, I contemplate Sarah's warning. It's true, I need to be careful. In my romantic life, I can be far too trusting. Hazel's pregnancy is a complete accident, and I know she doesn't want a dime from me. Still, I remind myself to not just take a woman at her word when she says she's on the pill. This can be a cruel world.
Now that I'm clad in this ridiculous pair of swim briefs, I am able to understand why they are often called banana hammocks. The outline of my package is clearly visible, and I'd honestly rather just be naked. I'm comfortable with my body, but I feel incredibly stupid wearing this.
I grab the wine, as well as two wine glasses from the cupboard. Then I return to the bedroom and knock on the bathroom door. Sarah calls out that she's ready, and I stroll into the large bathroom with the booze, a smile crossing my face as I see my friend.
"Nice package." Sarah teases, wiping the smile off my face as she admires my swim briefs.
"I was going to compliment your suit, but not anymore." I huff, setting down the wine and glasses.
"Don't be a baby." she giggles, looking incredibly sexy in her bikini, her defined abs on display.
A few minutes later, Sarah and I are relaxing in the bubbling waters, each of us holding a glass of wine. She has a friendly smile on her face, and I can't stop myself from occasionally glancing down to admire her bikini-clad breasts as they lightly bob on the surface of the water. We talk and flirt, with me once in awhile gently probing for more of her secrets.
"You said earlier that you didn't want kids." I observe carefully.
"Correct, I do not." Sarah states clearly. "There really isn't some profound reason. Sure, at first it might have been because I never had a real, loving family. Now, though? Now I just don't think it's for me. Not everyone should reproduce."
"We all have to find our own way in this world." I nod. "Kids aren't for everyone. There's love, but there's also a ton of responsibility, a lifelong commitment. Even my baby girl can be a pain in the ass at times."
"And you'll get to live with her and two other teenage girls all summer." she points out with a cute smile. "One of them is even pregnant."
"It won't be much different." I reason. "All the extra time off they have is when I'm working anyway."
"That's true." Sarah nods before taking a sip of her wine. "Are you gonna make those girls get jobs for the summer?"
"No." I slowly shake my head. "Hazel brought up getting a job, but she has enough stress right now. We're still arguing about that. Lexi and Kayla haven't mentioned working, and while I agree it's important, they have the rest of their lives to work. They're both responsible and hardworking, even if Lexi tries to hide it. Also, it really isn't my place to try and force Lexi or Hazel to work."
"You are sleeping with them, so you're definitely not a father figure to those two." she agrees. "However, they do live with you for free. It is your place to ask them to contribute."
"I suppose." I shrug. "I don't give them that much money, really. Especially Hazel. They live in the mansion for free, food, their phones."
"You wanna pay for my phone, too?" Sarah asks, batting her eyelashes at me prettily.
"You have a great job, you're fine." I snort.
"Worth a shot." she giggles, taking another sip of wine.
"Did you work in high school?" I inquire.
"Yup." Sarah answers. "Cashier at sixteen, then I got a job as a waitress when I was eighteen."
"Sounds rough." I wince. "I know how horrible customers can be to people in those positions. I dealt with customers at the bank, and I do now, but they usually are somewhat reasonable."
"There were definitely a lot of entitled assholes." she acknowledges. "The ones who think working class people are scum."
"Those kinds of people are disgusting." I frown angrily. "Your bank account isn't what makes you deserve respect."
"Another reason you seem so genuine." Sarah smiles kindly. "All that money, and it never went to your head. Lexi and Nicole are very lucky."
"Thank you." I smile back.
"Although, I'm not sure what you and Lexi talk about." she smirks mischievously. "You graduated high school before she was even born."
"She can't talk with her mouth full." I respond with a straight face.
"Steven!" Sarah gasps, her eyes and mouth wide. "That was horrible!"
"I thought it was funny." I reason, chuckling softly.
"Of course you did." she rolls her eyes. "All those beautiful women around you, it makes sense you're a pussy hound. You're even sleeping with me, and my egg donor is around your age."
"You're a beautiful woman, too." I insist in a soft voice as I admire her kind face. "And I can't imagine having a twenty-eight year old daughter right now."
"I'll be twenty-nine in a little over a month." Sarah adds with a sigh.
"We'll have to do something to celebrate." I reply. "You're important to all of us, whether you like it or not."
"I think I know by now there's no point in arguing with you, so I'll just thank you." she giggles.
"Good, you're learning." I say approvingly.
"I'm starting to think the girls are wrong." Sarah purrs as her small toes tickle my calf. "You're the brat, not Lexi."
"Or maybe she's just a bad influence on me." I suggest. "I'm also thinking I'm a bad influence on you. The prim and proper detective is currently rubbing my crotch with her foot."
"I liked sucking dick before I met you." she reasons, scrunching her nose as she blushes.
"Would you like to suck mine?" I request politely.
"Maybe. Maybe not." Sarah shrugs, pretending not to be interested.
I take a few moments to carefully consider my response. Sarah and I are smiling at each other as we enjoy the hot, bubbling waters. The wine is gone now, and we'll need more booze soon. As I think about how to proceed, I decide to simply leave her guessing for a little while.
"Let's go," I begin, slowly standing up, "we shouldn't stay in any longer."
"Oh, okay." she replies in confusion.
Sarah stands up while I start the process of draining the hot tub. Glancing over, I smile at how amazing she looks with swirls of steam around her tight, wet body. Unfortunately for me, my swim briefs are starting to get uncomfortably tight.
We spend a few minutes thoroughly drying off, and there's some teasing as I occasionally swat Sarah on the butt, or reach out and grope a perfect titty. She gives as good as she gets, smacking my ass and grabbing my package. There's a lot of laughing, and we exchange a deep kiss before heading back to the kitchen.
I place the empty wine glasses in the sink while Sarah tosses the bottle in the recycling. Grabbing a beer for myself and a wine cooler for Sarah, I set them on the table as stand right in front of the lovely lady. She looks up at me in interest, clearly trying to figure out what I'm planning.
"Get your sexy ass over here." I growl as I grab Sarah's butt and pull her to me.
My lips cut off Sarah's gasp of surprise, and soon we're happily kissing. Her fingers are caressing my biceps while I squeeze her bum, her firm breasts pressing against my bare chest. She giggles against my lips when I slip my hand into her bikini bottoms to cup a butt cheek.



Initially, I'm planning to slowly build Sarah's lust so that she'll forget all about the teasing and just start sucking. However, the slow seduction is completely unnecessary; and she moans loudly into my mouth when she feels my hardness pushing against her. After only about thirty seconds of kissing, Sarah breaks our lip lock and crouches in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine.
"I'm regretting buying these for you." Sarah laughs as she struggles to remove the swim briefs with my erection in the way.
Shaking my head, I decide to help her, and the two of us manage to get the fabric over my cock. Sarah then tugs the suit down, dropping it to my feet. I immediately step out of the swim briefs and kick them away, hoping I'll never be forced to wear them again.
With a charming smile that shows off her straight, white teeth, Sarah slowly strokes my cock to make sure I'm fully hard. Turning her gaze to my dick, Sarah opens her mouth and leans forward, taking me inside. I moan softly as Sarah starts bobbing her head on me, sucking hard.
It's a great blowjob, and Sarah is as enthusiastic as ever. With one hand on my thigh, her other hand grabs my ass as she rapidly flicks her tongue over the head of my cock. I alternate between holding her head and reaching down to play with her tits. Her skin is incredibly soft, and I love keeping my hands in her bikini so I can tweak her nipples.
Sarah pulls off my cock and holds it up with one hand. The bikini-clad woman begins stroking me as she lowers her head and slurps one of my balls into her mouth. Her tongue dances along my testicles as she gives me a handjob.
I release her boobs and bury my hands in her hair as Sarah takes one long lick of my shaft, from base to tip. She then takes me back in her mouth and gets back to sucking. Her hand massages my sack while the fingertips of her other hand dig into my ass.
"I wanna cum on your face." I announce, using my grip on her head to lightly guide Sarah's movements.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Sarah hums, nodding rapidly as she releases my balls so she can rapidly stroke my base.
"I'm gonna cum!" I hiss, pulling my cock out of Sarah's mouth.
Sarah grips my hips as she tilts her head back and sticks her tongue out. Her eyes are wide and she's moaning heavily as I start stroking. I'm groaning loudly, my hand a blur on my cock as I admire Sarah in her bikini, growing closer and closer to release.
I gasp loudly, my knees shaking as the first rope of cum shoots out of my tip and splatters across Sarah's face. She coughs slightly when the second blast goes straight in her mouth. I then shift my aim slightly, making sure to coat as much of her face as I can. A strand of cum is running down her nose, more is leaking out of her mouth, and she has semen on both cheeks and her forehead.
"I've never let a guy do that before." Sarah giggles, her face turning red. "I kind of want a picture."
"I can take one if you want?" I offer. "I mean, as long as you're comfortable."
"Okay, go get your phone before I chicken out!" she instructs.
Wasting no time, I go get my phone and return to find Sarah in the same position. Her face is bright red, contrasting with the white semen, and she's giggling lightly. At her insistence, I take several pictures, which I then send to her. In another display of trust, she says I can keep them.
"You look great." I grin, smiling down at her.
"Didn't know you watched so much porn." Sarah snorts as she stands up.
"I don't, really. Well, not anymore." I laugh. "I don't know, it just seemed fun. Although, you said you loved blowjobs, so I'm surprised I'm the first guy to give you a facial."
"Oh, I've been asked. I always said no." she explains with a blush. "Anyway, I'm going to wash my face."
"Have fun." I reply.
Cracking open my beer, I take a few sips as I wait for Sarah to return. I also reply to a few texts, making sure Hazel is okay, and that Lexi is behaving. The verdict is that Hazel is feeling a little better, and Lexi is definitely not behaving. So, everything is normal.
"You are way too comfortable naked." Sarah laughs, causing me to look up from my phone.
"Or maybe you're not comfortable enough." I counter, setting my phone down.
"I guess." she mumbles, taking her wine cooler. I give her time to gather her thoughts as she sips on the drink. "When I'm turned on enough, I'll get out of my clothes. Then as soon as the passion dies down, I get self-conscious and immediately cover up."
"Everyone is different." I respond carefully. "If I am ever pushing things too far, please let me know. I'm just trying to explore your fantasies."
"I know you are, and I know you'll respect my limits." Sarah smiles, walking up to me to peck my lips. "That's the only reason I can do any of these things with you."
I put on a pair of boxer briefs, then Sarah and I sit down on the couch to relax. We spend a couple minutes chatting while nursing our drinks. It isn't long before the light conversation turns into flirting. Setting our drinks down, I wrap Sarah up into my arms and we start making out.
"I think it's time I returned the favor." I whisper a few minutes into our kiss.
Sarah gives me a small smile as she nods her head in agreement. She squeals when I grab her hips and flip her over so she's on her hands and knees on the couch with her head hovering over the armrest. Kneeling behind her, I grab her bikini bottoms and yank them down to her thighs, exposing her cute bum and pink slit.
Placing my hands on Sarah's butt cheeks, I spread her open as I lean in and spear my tongue into her little pussy. Sarah starts panting heavily when I lick all over her vulva, mixing my saliva with her feminine nectar. I can feel her shudder, and from the way her body tenses, I'm definitely curling her toes.
"Oh God, right there!" she moans loudly, fingers clenching the couch cushion. "Eat me, eat me!"
Keeping one hand on her bum, I push two fingers of my other hand into her hole and start sawing them in and out of her. It's tough to lick her clit while fingering her, but I make it work. Sarah definitely appreciates my efforts, seeing as they allow her to orgasm twice.
"Mm, I love this pussy." I comment, kissing her vulva before pulling away.
"This pussy is pretty fond of you as well." Sarah giggles.
Sarah wastes no time pulling up her bikini bottoms to cover herself. She and I then cuddle on the couch, and I'm pleasantly surprised that she doesn't pull away. Eventually, she suggests we watch a movie before bed, and I let her pick. Keeping one arm around her, we settle in to watch her disappointing choice of a movie.
"Why are vampire movies so popular?" I ask, my fingertips trailing along her bare shoulder.
"They aren't as big as they were a few years ago." Sarah counters, holding her wine cooler in one hand. "It's mainly zombies now."
"I like all kinds of movies, and a zombie or a vampire movie can definitely be well done," I begin as we watch the main characters argue with each other about whether vampires are real, "but I just feel like there are a lot of really horrible vampire movies."
"There are, but this one is alright!" she insists. "But, I agree. There were a lot of vampire movies. Those were just hot guys designed to draw in horny women."
"Vampires should be evil, not sex symbols." I roll my eyes. "I don't even know why women went so crazy over them."
"Well, the neck is an erogenous zone." Sarah points out, snuggling closer to me. "You can feel free to nibble on my neck anytime."
"I'll remember that." I laugh as we watch the movie for a few more minutes. "I guess this one isn't so bad. At least these vampires die in the sun."
"That series was terrible!" she exclaims, agreeing with me. "Glowing in the sun. So stupid."
We fall silent as we get back to watching the movie. Sarah seems content to let me hold her, and she is even running her fingers along my thigh. It's a very relaxing evening, and we each consume a couple of drinks throughout the film. I'm forced to admit that Sarah is right, it isn't terrible.
"Milady." I say charmingly, standing in front of the couch as I offer Sarah my hand.
"Is this when we retire to the bedchamber, sir?" Sarah asks in an innocent voice while placing her hand in mine.
"Well, I would never assume anything, but that is certainly my hope." I reply with a smile.
"I'm a little nervous." she mumbles as we walk toward the bedroom.
"I would never push you to do anything you didn't want to." I promise, squeezing her hand tightly. "I'll even sleep on the couch if that's what you want."
"It isn't." Sarah whispers softly, closing the door when we enter the room.
"How about a nice massage to help you relax?" I offer.
"I've never gotten an actual massage." she tells me.
"Then you are in for a treat!" I declare happily.
"We'll see." Sarah giggles.
I have Sarah lay on the bed on her stomach so I can straddle her waist and start the massage. Leaning forward, I brush Sarah's light brown hair to the side and press my lips to the back of her neck. My strategy works, and I can feel her anxiety ease as I kiss and nibble on her neck, making her giggle.
Focusing only on Sarah's pleasure, I immediately get to work. She makes the occasional happy noise as I rub her shoulders. After untying her bikini top, I start to massage her back, making sure to hit every muscle. I'm no expert, but I can tell she has a ton of tension, and I'm happy I can help with it.
It's a full body massage, and I find myself gaining familiarity with every inch of Sarah's wonderful body. I don't go out of my way to grope her, but my fingers definitely brush the sides of her breasts as I work. Then I finish off by massaging her legs and small feet.
"How was that?" I ask, sitting back on my heels.
"Fucking incredible." she sighs, still laying on her stomach. "I have never been so relaxed."
"I'm glad, you deserve it." I say sincerely.
In response to my words, Sarah turns onto her side, exposing her breasts. Rather than try and cover up, she immediately sits up and grabs the back of my head. With a happy moan, she pushes her tongue into my mouth as we begin another make out session.
My lust is building, but I am not done trying to please Sarah. So, I push her onto her back and get on top of her. She laughs and runs her fingers through my hair as I kiss her neck. Working my way down to her breasts, I push her boobs together and kiss all over her cleavage. Finally, I pull off her bikini bottoms and throw them away before spreading her legs and burying my face in her box.
I dedicate the next few minutes to worshiping Sarah's pussy with my mouth and fingers. She's moaning loudly, holding my head to her crotch as she begs me to never stop. I'm growing more and more familiar with her triggers, and I'm able to bring her off faster each time.
"Fuck me!" Sarah begs, pulling on my shoulders. "I need you in me, Steven. Now!"
Pulling off my boxer briefs, I get on top of Sarah and reach between us. Lining my cock up with her entrance, I look into her eyes and receive a nod of approval in response. We both gasp, our mouths hanging open as we toss our heads back and focus on the feeling of my cock burying inside her.
The sex we have now is different from earlier; this time we look into each others eyes the entire time. Sarah's hands are gripping my arms, and her ankles are hooked around my calves as she rolls her hips to meet every thrust. I lean in for the occasional soft kiss, and I whisper the occasional sweet word. It's personal and beautiful; it's the intimate connection between two people.
Sarah has exactly one orgasm, and it is caused by my own release. I don't warn of my impending orgasm, but I have no doubt Sarah knows it's coming. Her body tenses up, her pussy clenching me, milking me. I shudder on top of her as I expel every drop of semen I have into her womb.
I ease myself out of Sarah and lay beside her as she reaches over and grabs some tissues from the bedside table to clean up her pussy. Sarah then snuggles up beside me, throwing an arm over me as she rests her head on my chest. I happily hold her close, enjoying the fact that she's so comfortable with me.
"I've never been able to just lay naked with someone." Sarah comments twenty minutes later.
"Thank you for sharing this with me." I state sincerely as I brush a lock of hair back behind her ear.
"This is usually the part where I make an excuse to get dressed and leave." she admits with a sigh.
"You can if you want, I won't be mad." I assure her.
"I don't want to." Sarah coos happily. "For the first time, I don't want to."
"I'm glad." I whisper, running my fingers through her light brown hair. "Although, I do have to admit I'm impressed that you managed to get away with not spending the night with your ex-boyfriend."
"Work is an amazing excuse." she explains with a shrug. "I even faked an emergency one time. He had already gotten off, so he didn't care too much."
"That's a harsh way to talk about an old boyfriend." I comment carefully.
"Calling him a boyfriend is kind of generous." Sarah admits as she starts tracing shapes on my chest with her finger. "Calling him a friend with benefits might even be a little much. He used my pussy and mouth, I used his cock. It worked, I guess."
"You have a very demanding job, so it does make sense." I answer.
"Yeah..." she trails off before letting out a breath and continuing. "There were a few other hook ups over the years. I sucked a lot of dick, mainly because I felt more in control when I was on my knees. Sure, it's a submissive position, but I was clothed, I could stop at any time. Being bent over is an arousing thought, but I was usually too anxious to try it. Same with getting eaten out. I let a few guys do it, but I made sure to get dressed as soon as possible."
"And look at you now, laying naked on top of the covers and not even trying to cover yourself." I point out, kissing the top of her head.
"No promises that I'll always be comfortable with this." Sarah giggles.
"I understand." I agree with a nod.
"Nothing horrible ever happened to me, I was never sexually assaulted or anything." she explains. "A few guys got a little pushy a couple times, but nothing too bad. I've just always been afraid to get close, physically or emotionally. Early on, I'd offer blowjobs to keep my dates above the waist. I realized I really liked blowjobs, cum is yummy!"
"Well, I enjoy your blowjobs, so that works!" I tease, trying to keep the mood light.
"Glad to hear it." Sarah snorts. "Anyway, yeah. I dated a bit, but never had a real relationship. Honestly, you no more about me than anyone else."
"I'm honored, Sarah. I really am." I reply, kissing the top of her head.
"I fucked a few guys at parties or after a date." she continues, adding more and more details about her life. "I could always get away after we were done, though. Most of them didn't care."
"Well, I love cuddling. They're crazy to not be disappointed by you leaving." I say.
"Half of them were asleep before I even got my clothes on." Sarah laughs. "And any of them who pretended to be disappointed were only upset that they wouldn't have guaranteed morning sex. Oh, and the guy who tried to talk me into anal."
"Not into that?" I wonder, unable to stop myself from fantasizing about pushing my cock up Sarah's tight ass.
"I don't do it in the butt." she states firmly.
"I understand completely." I nod. "Everyone has limits, and they need to be respected."
Time passes, and we continue cuddling on top of the blanket. I'm completely shocked that Sarah is content to stay naked with me. She's so relaxed, I'm pretty sure she even falls asleep for a few minutes. At least, that's what it seems like.
"I'm scared." Sarah whispers at one point.
"Why?" I inquire, frowning slightly.
"I like you." she explains.
"I like you, too." I respond.
"No, I really like you." Sarah sighs. "And I can't have you."
"Should we stop?" I offer sadly. "I don't want to lead you on or anything."
"You're not leading me on." she insists. "I know you're taken. We're friends. Friends with benefits, but friends."
"Your heart is more important than sex." I counter. "I don't want to break your heart."
"Just promise me you'll always be my friend." Sarah requests in an almost pleading voice.
"I promise." I vow, hugging her to me.
She sighs happily, readjusting herself in my grip. Sarah seems much more awake now, and her hand actually reaches down to lightly stroke me. In response, I grab a handful of her ass, making her giggle as I harden in her hand.
Neither of us speaks as Sarah moves. Throwing one leg over my waist, she straddles me while aiming my cock at her entrance. Giving me a few more quick strokes, she slowly lowers herself onto me, her eyelids fluttering as she feels herself being penetrated.
I alternate between holding her hips and playing with her tits as Sarah rides me. Her fingers claw at my chest, her light brown hair flying about her face. We still don't speak, we just moan and pant as we enjoy each other. Sarah cums first, causing me to buck my hips and fill her with another load. This girl is really giving my balls a workout!
Sarah heads to the bathroom to pee and clean herself up. When she returns, she happily snuggles up beside me again, kissing my chest affectionately. It's getting late, but neither of us wants this night to end, so we cuddle and talk.
"Are you scared?" she asks at one point.
"Of what?" I reply, not sure what she means.
"You have two girlfriends, a baby on the way with a third girl, and sleeping with, by my count, three others." Sarah explains, frowning as she thinks. "Maybe four others. Five counting me. Either way, it's just not sustainable. There are real feelings, and you can't be with them all long term."
"You're right, I am scared." I admit with a sigh. "I never thought my life would end up like this. After Aria died, I had a handful of flings, and that was it. I figured I'd die single, and I was okay with that. Well, no, I wasn't okay. I was resigned."
"Then you met Lexi." she continues for me.
"Then I met Lexi." I nod in agreement. "Then Kayla's friends got the courage to experiment with me, my assistant acted on her long time crush after she realized my heart was alive again, then Nicole."
"Hazel got pregnant, and you hooked up with your assistant's girlfriend." Sarah giggles.
"I've never slept with April." I immediately correct her. "And with all April is going through, she is isn't comfortable with Stacey being with me either."
"Okay, so maybe you're okay there, what about the others?" she wonders. "If this is too personal, you can tell me to shut up."
"It's fine, you share things with me. Trust goes both ways." I assure her. "Ashley has a boyfriend now. They have an agreement that Ashley and I can still get together, but we really haven't. Marcia feels really strongly about me, and I know she's not ready for a boyfriend, but I think things might be heading that way. Hazel? She's pregnant, and that has to be her focus right now. We'll worry about her finding her own guy once her life is more stable."
"And you can't marry sisters." Sarah smirks, looking up at me.
"Well, no, I can't." I admit with a sigh.
"Do you get jealous?" she asks me suddenly. "You've been intimate with Ashley, now she's dating. You were intimate with Stacey, and now you're not."
"I tell them I'm not jealous. I tell them they have to find their own happiness, and that we aren't dating." I swallow weakly. "I am jealous. I feel like an asshole, but yeah, I'd love to just keep them all for myself."
"You're not an asshole for being honest about your feelings." Sarah assures me. "If you tried to tie them all down when they want to be free, then yeah, that would make you an asshole. You didn't try to stop Ashley from dating."



"Josh is a good guy, and Ashley deserves a doting boyfriend." I smile, thinking about how much the shy boy adores my favorite busty blonde.
"How would you feel if I fucked another guy?" she looks at me with wide eyes, obviously curious about my reaction.
"I would be very jealous. You are an amazing woman, Sarah McLorn." I say, leaning forward to peck her lips. "However, that's my problem, not yours. If you want to find a boyfriend, you have every right to."
"I have no plans right now, and I'm content to have a close friend with benefits." Sarah tells me. "I was just curious about the future."
"We'll take things one day at a time, and if you need to end our sexual relationship, I understand. We'll still be friends." I promise.
"Good." she sighs happily, kissing me again.
"I will want to meet this guy, though. Make sure he knows to treat you right." I grin. "And, not to steal from the Bible, but this guy better walk on water to be good enough for you."
"That was so sweet!" Sarah exclaims, reaching up to lightly touch my cheek as she softly kisses me.
Sarah and I kiss for several more minutes, our tongues dancing as we hold each other. I don't try and grope her, she doesn't reach for my cock. Despite this, it is incredibly nice, and I'm slightly disappointed when the kiss breaks.
"Do you want to get under the covers?" I suggest. "It's getting late."
"Oh, um, right." she mumbles, obviously getting nervous again.
"My offer stands; I'll sleep on the couch if you need me to." I remind her.
"No, I want to do this." Sarah states firmly. "I'm just nervous."
"I promise I won't steal one of your kidneys while you sleep." I say, making her laugh.
"Do you snore?" she suddenly asks right before her eyes widen in horror. "Oh God, what if I snore?"
"I don't snore, but how do you not know if you snore or not?" I frown, looking down at the cute detective.
"Because I'm asleep!" Sarah reasons. "How can I tell if I'm snoring while I'm unconscious? And no one's ever been able to tell me!"
"Well, if you snore, I'll record it so you can hear how it sounds." I offer as I sit up.
"You better not!" she exclaims, sitting up as well.
Little Stevie is placed on Sarah's bedside table, and the two of us get under the blanket. I can tell she's anxious, but I hold Sarah close, assuring her over and over that everything is fine. I'm not sure if Sarah snores, because I find myself falling asleep first.
I have no idea what time it is, and I don't care. My cock is in a girl's mouth, so life is good. The blanket is still over me, and I can tell Sarah is kneeling perpendicular to me, sucking me happily. I just play with her hanging tits and enjoy the blowjob.
With a groan, I blow my load down Sarah's throat. I hear her moaning happily as she gulps down every drop I give her. Clearly I'm still half-asleep, as I can feel the darkness returning. I have no memory of her crawling back into my arms, I'm unconscious too fast.
Thursday morning, I am the first one to wake up. That's when I'm able to confirm that Sarah doesn't snore. With a few light caresses and soft words, I slowly wake Sarah up. Lifting her head fro my chest, she smiles happily at me.
We're kissing again. It's soft and tender, but the passion quickly builds. I'm glad Sarah gives me time between encounters to recharge; I'm not in college anymore. Fortunately, my morning wood is standing proud and ready for action.
Sarah wants it from behind, so I have her crouch in doggystyle as I get into position behind her. Holding her hips, I fuck my friend with benefits with a steady rhythm as she moans and begs for more. Looking down, I admire her labia as they grip my cock, drawing yet another orgasm out of me. Sarah grunts out a morning climax as I fill her pussy with a couple weak ropes of cum.
"What a way to wake up." I laugh as we both get out of bed.
"I agree." Sarah smiles, holding a hand over her pussy as she waddles toward the bathroom. "I'll be right back."
I watch Sarah's naked ass as she disappears into the bathroom. Then I grab my phone and send a few texts. It's Thursday, the first day of finals. The girls only have a half day of school, but the exams will still be stressful. Actually, now that I think about it, the exams will be so long that they really won't get out early. Hazel and Marcia are nervous, Lexi is sick of this shit, while Kayla and Ashley are just thinking of the upcoming parties.
"Still not covering up? I'm a lucky man." I comment, looking up at my phone to watch Sarah waltz in, naked as a jaybird.
"Lucky? Why, because you can see small boobs?" she frowns, squeezing her breasts for emphasis.
"I'm a lover of the female form, and that includes tits of all shapes and sizes." I nod firmly.
"How progressive of you." Sarah rolls her eyes.
"You have very nice boobs, Sarah." I compliment, my eyes locked on her chest. "Remember, big natural tits get saggy. B's stay perky forever."
"I won't have to worry about back problems, either." she adds thoughtfully.
"Exactly!" I exclaim, walking up to her so I can peck her lips. "Yours a perfect handful each."
"Mm, thank you." Sarah hums, kissing me back. "There's something I always wanted to try, but I was never comfortable enough."
"What would that be?" I ask curiously.
"Take a nice, hot shower with a guy." she answers.
It sounds like a great idea to me, so I lead Sarah into the bathroom. We take a nice, hot shower together. We don't have sex, but there is a lot of groping as we soap up each others bodies. I love watching streams of hot, soapy water run down her tight body.
After the shower, we both go through our morning routine and get dressed. Sarah is wearing jeans and a t-shirt, while I'm in slacks and a button-down. Unlike Sarah, I have to work today. I know I'll be missing a fair amount of work next week, so I have to get things done.
Once we're ready, we go downstairs to enjoy the complimentary breakfast. Then we head back up to the room to pack, both of us sad that our trip is coming to an end. We don't have a lot to pack, but we make sure to take our time, talking about our summer plans.
"Oh, these are yours." I declare, throwing Sarah's light pink panties at her.
"Hey!" she protests when her underwear hits her in the head. She bends forward to snatch them from the floor. "Aren't you supposed to keep these as a trophy?"
"Do I really seem like that kind of guy?" I ask as I pack my pants from yesterday.
"Yes." Sarah states simply.
"Okay, that's fair." I reluctantly admit.
"It's more than fair." she reasons. "You just tried to add me to your harem."
"I did not!" I exclaim. "All I did was suggest we could all go on a trip this summer! And I don't have a harem."
"Whatever you say." Sarah replies in a sing-song voice.
Sarah is clearly sad about having to say goodbye, so I promise we can have another night together. She smiles and gives me a deep kiss before we go our separate ways. I listen to music the entire ride to work, in a mostly decent mood, though I do worry a little about the future. I don't want to break any hearts.
"Good morning, sir." Stacey says as I walk into the office. "Actually, good afternoon!"
"Good afternoon, Stacey." I laugh, stopping at her desk. "Anything interesting happen today?"
"No, nothing that requires your immediate attention." she assures me, shaking her head. "How was your night?"
"How about we talk about it over lunch?" I offer. "Did you order anything yet?"
"No, I was waiting for you." Stacey responds. She looks incredible in her business skirt, her blonde hair framing her pretty face.
Stacey and I agree on a takeout place, and I place the delivery order. Then I enter my office to try and get some work done. There's a lot of financial data I need to go over, and I find myself getting lost in the pleasure of the task. I'm so focused on work, I jump when Stacey knocks on my door, announcing our food is here.
"How's April?" I ask, popping the tab on my soda.
"Better, I think." Stacey nods while taking the top off her takeout container. "She's able to relax at work and be productive. She's still not comfortable with me sleeping with you though."
"Give her time." I reply kindly. "She's doing better, and she'll keep doing better, I'm sure. She has a therapist now, and the hearing for the restraining order is Monday. You'll both be able to put that issue behind you."
"I hope you're right." she sighs, looking at me with longing. "I miss you. And to be blunt, I could use some cock."
"I miss you, too." I smirk. "April's pussy not doing it for ya?"
"The sex with April is really hot, she's wild in the sack." Stacey answers. "But she doesn't have a dick."
"You have a need she can't meet." I nod in understanding.
"Exactly." she confirms. "We're planning to go out Saturday night, but I'm not just gonna grab the first guy I think is hot. April gave me permission, but we both have to be comfortable, and after Barry..."
"It's tough, I'm sorry." I wince in sympathy. "Just go out with the intention of having fun, no expectations of getting laid. What happens happens."
"April said the same thing. She said we can't put pressure on ourselves." Stacey tells me. "Speaking of things happening, what happened last night?"
"Sarah and I had a great time." I answer. "She and I are really good friends now."
"I'm more interested in the steamy details." she giggles. "Don't worry, I'm not jealous of Sarah. I want to fuck you. Hell, I wanna get on my knees for you right now and shove your hard dick down my throat, but I know I can't. I'm still in love with you, but I'm in love with April, too. I just have to hope things work out. I'm trying to be patient."
"I'm glad you're in a much better place emotionally." I say sincerely. "As for the steamy details, I don't kiss and tell."
"Well, that's a load of shit!" Stacey declares, glaring at me. "It's me, your assistant! Your confidante!"
"Sarah is a private, modest person." I reply firmly. "It's not my place to give you intimate details."
"Tell me!" she whines pathetically.
"Nope." I state before popping a bite of chicken in my mouth.
Lunch with Stacey is surprisingly relaxing. I know she's still going through a lot, but she's thinking positive, and I'm proud of her for that. We can't have sex, but we are able to exchange a warm hug before getting back to work.
The girls start texting me. All of them. Kayla, Lexi, Marcia, Ashley, Hazel. They're done with their finals. Nicole is pretty chatty, too. Sarah is texting me that she is watching a movie while cuddling on her couch with Little Stevie. Oh, and Stacey is messaging me about work stuff. So much for getting things done.
Fortunately, all the girls are confident they'll get good marks on their exams. No one is giving Hazel any trouble today, and the emotional girl can see the end of high school in sight. Kayla asks me if everyone can come over after finals tomorrow since they plan to have a small celebration before the lock-in. I assure them it's fine, and that I'm glad they'll be done with the stress of finals. They'll actually have quite a bit of time between their last final and the start of the lock-in.
I have to put my phone away for a meeting, and end up discussing some housekeeping issues for about an hour. Once again, I remind them of Kayla's graduation next week, and everyone congratulates my lovely daughter on the important milestone. Most of these people have been at the company a long time, and I love that there are some genuine friendships here.
Before the meeting ends, I apologize again for missing so much work lately, especially when I'm planning on taking more time next week. They're all understanding, but I still feel guilty. I make sure to get as much done as I can; I have to hold myself to the same standards as everyone else. After all, if I don't follow my own rules, why should they?
One meeting ends and another begins. This one is a video call with a prospective client. They are extremely wealthy, and letting us manage their portfolio will be a huge win. We go through tons of spreadsheets, and the older guy compliments me several times. I'm also glad he doesn't suggest a round of golf. Feels like another win is coming, life is good.
The work day is almost over, and I'm mostly just cleaning up my emails. I do respond to the occasional question, but that's about it. Since the day is winding down, I'm able to text a little bit. I even get a private text from Kayla that surprises me.
Kayla: Are you working late?
Steven: No later than usual, why?
Kayla: Why don't you stop by that diner you like? You haven't been there in awhile.
Steven: That was pathetic. Why do you need me out of the house?
Kayla: Subterfuge isn't my area of expertise, sorry. It's a surprise.
Steven: Sure, baby girl. How long do I need to be out of the house?
Kayla: If you leave at your usual time, just go get yourself dinner and dessert.
Steven: I'll do that. You girls have a nice meal without me.
Kayla: I love you, Daddy.
Steven: I love you, too. And I'm very proud of you.
Kayla: I haven't graduated yet! :P
Steven: Not just for graduating, for everything. You're an amazing young woman.
Kayla: I know. ;)
With a laugh, I put my phone down and work for a little while longer. Once it's quitting time, Stacey comes into my office to hug me goodbye. I kiss her cheek before heading out to my car and starting the drive back to one of my favorite restaurants.
I order my usual meal, and spend my time savoring the experience. Per Kayla's suggestion, I even get dessert. Once I'm finished, I text Kayla to make sure it's okay for me to come home. She's says my surprise will be ready, so I pay for my dinner and drive home.
Walking into the main living room with my overnight bag and briefcase, I find Kayla alone with her books. My daughter squeals when she sees me, hopping to her feet and running up to me for a hug. Kayla is wearing pajama pants and a white tank top. Since my daughter isn't wearing a bra, I can see the outlines of her beautiful breasts, and even the color of her nipples.
"Ready for your surprise?" Kayla asks, smiling at me coyly.
"Did you get rid of Lexi and Hazel so we can have some father-daughter bonding?" I suggest, my hands on her waist as I smile at Kayla.
"No, but that sounds amazing!" she gasps, her eyes widening as she contemplates the idea.
"I'll keep that in mind." I promise, leaning forward to kiss her forehead.
"We'll worry about that later." Kayla shakes her head. "We have to get moving, they're probably getting uncomfortable."
"What does that mean?" I ask as I allow Kayla to lead me through the house.
"You'll see." she replies, walking in front of me while holding my hand. "I just finished setting things up a few minutes before you got home."
"Okay, so the surprise is in my room." I comment once we reach the door to the master bedroom. "I shouldn't be surprised that it's sex related."
Kayla ignores me as she throws open the door. Before I can see inside, my daughter walks up to me and stands on her toes so she can peck my lips. Then she gets behind me and gives me a gentle shove, encouraging me to take a few steps into the room.
I am not the slightest bit surprised to find two naked females in my bed. What does surprise me, however, is the presentation. Lexi and Hazel are both laying side-by-side on the bed. Hazel's brown hair is in a long braid, and Lexi's auburn locks are in adorable twin braids.
Two naked girls in my bed is pretty normal these days, what's new is the fact that they are both bound with red ribbon. Each girl has her hands above her head and bound to the headboard. Their legs are tied tightly together. Red ribbon around the chest conceals their nipples, and another ribbon is around each of their wastes, forming a cute bow on each girl's pubic mound. I can also tell that each girl has a pair of panties in her mouth, held in with even more ribbon.
"Surprise!" Kayla announces happily while Lexi and Hazel look at me with lust in their eyes.
"Lucky me!" I laugh, devouring the bodies of both women hungrily. "Hazel is really getting into bondage, it seems."
"She is!" my daughter agrees as Hazel nods rapidly and mumbles into her underwear. "And Lexi's a whore, so she wanted in."
Lexi thickly shouts several swearwords at Kayla through the panties in her mouth, her head lifting to glare at my daughter. Kayla just laughs and walks up to stand beside me. Despite all the sex I'm having lately, I can feel myself getting hard as we look down at the display.
"Do you like your presents?" Kayla asks cutely. "Are you gonna play with them now?"
"I love them." I reply with a predatory growl. "I'm ready to fuck their pretty, little brains out."
"Great! Have fun!" Kayla giggles.
"You're not joining in?" I wonder, turning to look at Kayla.
"Nah, I have to study." Kayla sighs. "Hazel needs some stress relief after, well, everything. And Lexi is too lazy to study, anyway. I might have phone sex with Ian later. Otherwise, feel free to make them scream so I can imagine the fun positions you have them in."
"Understood." I nod, kissing Kayla's lips. "Thank you again."
"Later, bitches!" Kayla waves to the bound girls on the bed before leaving the master bedroom, shutting the door behind her.
Thanks to Lexi, I'm used to a lot of sex. Really, the redhead is perpetually horny. These past couple of days, however, are incredibly draining. I usually don't feel my age at all, but I definitely have limits. Of course, there is no way I can look at the nude eighteen year old girls on my bed and not get hard.
From the way they are looking at me as they squirm on the bed, it's obvious that both girls are incredibly aroused. As a result, I decide to take my time. Both girls groan loudly in protest as I walk over to my desk and set down my overnight bag and briefcase.
"No need to rush, ladies." I say calmly as I take off my shoes and socks. "I've got you both right where I want you, and I'm gonna take my time and enjoy this."
Lexi and Hazel are both glaring at me as I slowly remove my clothes. Their lust overwhelms their rage when my bare chest is exposed. I can hear them both moaning as they strain to look at me. It feels pretty good, and I'm wearing a self-satisfied smirk as I drop my pants and boxer briefs, exposing my naked frame.
My hard cock is standing proud, and the girls are breathing heavily as they stare at it. I take the opportunity to pull out my phone and take a few pictures of my surprise. Getting photographed seems to turn the girls on even more, and they're lightly tugging at their bonds, wanting to reach me.
Ribbon isn't exactly strong, and I know the girls can free themselves if they really want to. After setting my phone down, I climb up on the bed and knee-walk over to my lovely presents. With an evil grin, I place my hand on Hazel's ankles, the ribbon against my skin. Then I reach out with my other hand and start to tickle the bottom of her right foot.
The tan girl squeals, twisting and turning as she struggles to pull her foot away from my dancing fingers. After about ten seconds of watching and causing Hazel's torment, I lunge to the side and grab Lexi's ankles before she can pull her feet out of the way. I'm very lucky that looks can't kill, however, Lexi's green eyes do promise retribution if I continue with my current plan.
The redhead's adorable, lightly-freckled face is a mask of rage as I slowly lower my other hand toward her foot. She grumbles something unintelligible into her panties and shakes her head, warning me to reconsider. Instead, I strike; my hand darting forward so that I can ruthlessly tickle Lexi's foot.
Lexi's reaction is far more intense than Hazel's. My redhead girlfriend shrieks into her underwear as she tries to pull her feet out of my grasp. Soon, she can't stop laughing. In fact, she's laughing so intensely, I can see tears running from her eyes as I press my attack.



When I decide she's suffered enough, I stop tickling her and lean in to kiss the bottom of her foot. Dodging Lexi's attempt to kick me with both legs, I return my attention to Hazel. Straddling the tan girl's chest with my erection waving in her face, I ease the ribbon from her mouth and pull out the underwear.
"Asshole." Hazel hisses, giving me an annoyed look as Lexi grunts an affirmative.
"So, you don't want to suck my cock?" I ask with a raised brow.
"I-I didn't say that." the tan girl stammers, her mouth opening as she lifts her head to try and reach my hardness.
"No, no, no!" I tease, scooting back slightly so she can't take me in her mouth. "If you're gonna be like that, maybe I'll just let Lexi go first."
"You sure you wanna do that?" Hazel wonders after Lexi grunts something into her panties. "She still looks pissed, she might just copy Kayla and bite it off!"
"Good point." I respond when Lexi growls evilly into the underwear. I also notice that my girlfriend is flipping me off with both hands, even though she's still bound to the headboard. "I'll just have to fuck her then."
"But I wanna suck it!" Hazel whines pathetically, squirming beneath me. She looks at me with the most adorable puppy eyes. "Please, let me suck it."
Reaching behind Hazel's head, I grab the top of her ponytail and pull the teenager toward my dick. Hazel eagerly opens wide, sticking her tongue out as she moans in desire. I place my tip on her outstretched tongue and slowly ease my hips forward, pushing more and more of my length between the tan girl's lips.
"That's it, baby, suck my cock." I husk, holding Hazel's ponytail tightly as I start to fuck her face.
Hazel is moaning loudly, clearly incredibly turned on being this helpless before me. Glancing over, I can see Lexi watching us with lust, her anger long forgotten. Spurred on by the audience, I grip Hazel's head in both hands, thrusting my hips so I can use her mouth as if it's a pussy.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Hazel moans happily, drool running from her lips as she squirms beneath me, causing me to think she's having a small orgasm.
I use Hazel's mouth for a couple minutes, her cheeks caving in from the strength of her sucking. While I'm rough with her, I am careful to not push more than half my length between Hazel's lips so I don't choke her. Then when I do pull my dick out of her mouth, I hold my balls up to her lips so she can take a testicle into her mouth and flick it with her tongue.
"Fuck, that was amazing." I say appreciatively when I pull my erection away from her. Before Hazel can respond, I grab the panties from the bed and push them back into her mouth so I can replace the ribbon.
I look over at Lexi and smile when I see the smoldering fire in her green eyes. Her turn. Getting off of Hazel, I approach Lexi and teasingly run my fingers along my girlfriend's smooth leg. Her ankles are bound, but she can still ease her thighs apart. As a result, I'm able to leave the ribbon in place when I put her legs over one shoulder and slip my dick into her soaking wet pussy.
Lexi's eyes roll back as she arches her back and groans into the cotton fabric in her mouth. Gripping her thighs, I waste no time starting up a steady rhythm, my cock pushing in and out of her tight sheath. Hazel is moaning as well, her hands straining against the red ribbon, clearly out of desire to pleasure herself while she watches us.
I continue pumping into Lexi as I reach down and untie the bow on her pubic mound. She lets out a muffled giggle as I toss the two ends of the ribbon off her waist, unwrapping my present. My eyes devour her body, taking in every inch of her perfect form. Her hard nipples are pressing against the ribbon around her chest, and her flat stomach is rising and falling as she breathes rapidly.
My fingers trail along Lexi's sides as I admire her lightly-freckled stomach, including her cute belly button. Wanting to see more, I untie the second bow, baring Lexi's beautiful breasts to my hungry gaze. Her pink nipples are erect, and I love the way her tits bounce from the force of my thrusts.
With Lexi's little legs still over my shoulder, I lean forward, effectively bending the petite girl in half. I grab both of her boobs, lightly squeezing them as I use them for leverage to pound the screeching teenager into the mattress. Her pussy starts convulsing, gripping my shaft like a vice as Lexi explodes in an intense climax.
"MM! MM!" the redhead screams loudly enough for Kayla to hear from her bedroom.
"Cum for me." I hiss, my balls slapping against her ass while sweat runs down my face. "Cum for me, Lexi."
Lexi's feet are by her ears, and I can see her toes curling as she makes the sexiest whining and mewling noises into her panties. Her back arches, her breasts pushing against my hands as she continuously orgasms on my cock. She feels so fucking good, and my thrusts speed up as I feel my release approaching.
Panting heavily, I quickly yank my cock out of Lexi, staving off my orgasm. I grip myself at the base, resisting the urge to cum as I feel the nude redhead writhing beneath me. Leaning down, I kiss Lexi's forehead before shifting to the side so I can lower her legs to the bed. She's now only bound by the ankles and wrists, with one red ribbon keeping her panties in place.
It's time to pay Hazel some attention, and I need to tamper down my lust so I don't blow too soon. Reluctantly, I remove the ribbon around Hazel's ankles, allowing the tan girl to spread her legs. Kneeling between the eighteen year old girl's thighs, I release the ribbon on her pubic mound before planting a kiss on her vulva.
Hazel starts moaning and panting into her underwear as my tongue dances over her clit. Gripping her legs behind the knee, I spread Hazel wide open for me so that I can munch on her beautiful pussy. Her love juices are delicious, and my tongue licks all over her labia so I can taste every drop.
After a couple minutes eating Hazel out, I decide to add my fingers into the mix. Placing her legs over my shoulders, I push two fingers into Hazel while sucking on her clit. Hazel cries out an orgasm as I reach up and massage one of her lovely breasts.
The ribbon over her chest is getting in the way, so I deftly untie it with one hand, granting me full access to the teen's boobs. I finger Hazel with one hand, the fingers of my other hand tweak her nipple, all while rapidly flicking her clit with my tongue.
I can tell Hazel is cumming again, her body squirming since she's unable to touch me with her hands. I grab her tits with both hands, massaging the firm mounds as I push my tongue into her hole. Hazel's legs are tense on my shoulders, and I can hear her groaning into the underwear in her mouth.
Looking over, I see that Lexi is looking at me with longing. I know what she wants, but I choose to make her wait a little longer. However, I do reach over and run my hand over the redhead's breast. I never get tired of the feel of Lexi's soft skin.
Getting up on my knees, I keep Hazel's legs on my shoulders as I line my dick up with her entrance. Our eyes are locked as I push inside, making both of us gasp in pleasure. Lifting Hazel's ass off the bed, I start to fuck her intensely, her tits bouncing wildly on her chest as I enjoy another teen pussy.
Hazel is incredibly tight, and I can feel her actively clenching her vaginal muscles for my pleasure. I don't try to do anything fancy, I just hold Hazel's thighs so I can pound her. She seems to enjoy my methods, as she is soon throwing her head back and shuddering in orgasm.
I can feel it; I'm gonna cum soon. This time, I have no intention of delaying. Knowing where I want to shoot my load, I pull out of Hazel and quickly straddle Lexi's chest. Removing the ribbon over her face, I yank the underwear out of my girlfriend's mouth.
"Be rough with me, baby." Lexi begs wantonly. "Fuck my face and make me choke before you cum in my slutty mouth!"
With a fierce growl, I grab the back of Lexi's head and roughly shove my dick in her mouth. I waste no time holding her head in both hands as I fuck her face. She's making the sexiest gagging and gurgling sounds as I slam my entire length down her throat.
I know Lexi loves it rough, and I know that she understands how to signal me if she needs me to stop. Hazel is watching intently as I use Lexi's mouth. The redhead is coughing, her mouth wide around my shaft as she looks up at me with lust. I can tell she's as turned on as I am.
"That's it, keep sucking!" I hiss as I watch Lexi cough, her eyes watering.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" the redhead mewls, and I can tell she's having an orgasm, even without me going near her pussy.
My thrusting grows more intense, I can feel Lexi's twin braids against my hands as I pull her head back and forth. I don't warn her of my impeding climax, I'm too lost in the moment. Yanking Lexi's head forward, I hold her against my crotch. My balls are resting against her chin as I groan and start pumping cum straight down her throat.
"Swallow it, ah!" I order, my cock buried in her windpipe. I can feel her throat contract each time she drinks down a jet of semen.
All my strength leaves me, and I climb off of Lexi, laying down beside her as I pant heavily. My girlfriend's breasts rise and fall as she breathes, and I can see drool all over her face as tears leak out of the corners of her eyes. Despite how she looks, Lexi turns her head to face me, a radiant smile lighting up her features.
"That was fucking hot!" Lexi gasps weakly. "You need to treat me like your fuck toy more often."
"I'll remember that." I laugh as I reach out to lightly caress one of Lexi's tits.
"Ah, babe?" Lexi asks, looking at me with raised eyebrows as she tugs on the ribbon binding her wrists for emphasis.
"Oh, right. Sorry!" I exclaim, leaning over to free the redhead.
Leaning back against the pillow, I watch as Lexi slowly sits up and unties her ankles. She then wipes the drool from her chin before turning to help free Hazel. After pulling the underwear out of the tan girl's mouth, Lexi leans in and exchanges a passionate kiss.
"No fair!" Hazel announces, sitting up after the kiss breaks. "I wanted some cum!"
"He shot it straight down my throat!" Lexi counters. "What the fuck did you expect me to do?"
"You told him to cum, don't blame him!" Hazel exclaims.
"I told him to cum in my mouth, he was the one who shoved it all the way down my throat first!" Lexi snaps.
"Fine, fine. Whatever." Hazel rolls her eyes. "I get the next load."
"I'm not sure I have another one in me." I reluctantly admit. "I've had a lot of sex the last couple of days."
"So, you admit you can't keep up with me?" Lexi smirks happily.
"I can keep up with you." I shake my head. "Anyone can be overwhelmed with numbers."
"Poor, Steven!" Hazel gasps in mock-sympathy. "Drowning in pussy, what a horrible existence!"
"I know!" the redhead agrees theatrically. "It's horrible; everywhere he turns there's another slut ready to bend over and whip her tits out."
"I'm not complaining one bit." I insist, interrupting their teasing. "I just need some time to recharge."
"I should probably study, anyway." the tan girl sighs, her head lowering as her braid hangs down her back.
"Fuck that shit." Lexi grunts, laying her head back down. She looks adorable with her knees bent and her feet planted on the bed.
"Just one more day." I point out, ignoring Lexi.
"Yeah, just one more..." Hazel trails off sadly.
"How are you feeling?" I ask in concern. "I heard about Kyle's idiot friends, and I planned to see if you needed to talk. You distracted me by being naked and willing."
"Sorry about that." Hazel snorts, looking over at me as she pulls her knees up to her chest and wraps her arms around her calves. The tan girl rests her chin on her knee. "And I'm okay. His friends were always morons, so nothing has changed. I just want to be done with high school so I can stop being the pregnant teen."
"You'll still be a pregnant teen after graduation." Lexi helpfully points out.
"Lexi!" I hiss, glaring at her. "We've talked to you about this. Say it in your head first."
"Sorry." Lexi mumbles.
"It's fine." Hazel waves her off. "And yes, I'll still be pregnant, but I won't be a pregnant high school student. I won't have to walk the halls with people who know."
"And you have the graduation party to look forward to." I point out, trying to cheer up the long-haired teen. "Is your grandmother still going?"
"Yeah, she'll be there. She's going to the ceremony, too." Hazel confirms. "I wish my brothers could go, but there's just no way."
"I'm sorry." I respond. "With your grandmother's help, I'm sure you'll get to see your brothers soon."
"I hope so." Hazel says quietly. "I want them to meet their niece or nephew when the time comes."
"They will." Lexi states confidently. "If your parents try and prevent it, I'll show your dad what a real slap is like."
"Just don't get yourself arrested, Lexi." I warn the redhead.
"It's fine, you're boning a cop now, she can fix things for us." Lexi reasons.
"No, she can't." I reply. "Don't even start with that train of thought."
"Whatever." Lexi grunts. "Everyone is meeting the baby; that little bundle of joy is going to be the light of our lives."
"Thank you." Hazel smiles softly.
In response, Lexi wraps an arm around Hazel so the two girls can kiss. The moment makes me smile, as I can tell it's more about love and bonding than it is about sex. Lexi ends up on top of Hazel, the two girls holding each other close as they start tribbing.
I don't join in. I just give the two Slut-sisters their space so that they can make love. They continue tribbing until they both have an orgasm. Then they end up folded in a sixty-nine, eating each other out until they're both completely satisfied.
Sadly, Hazel really does need to study. Lexi and I make sure the tan girl knows we're here if she needs anything before kissing her goodbye. Hazel gathers up her clothes and walks out of the master bedroom completely naked, prompting Lexi to comment on how great Hazel's ass is. I don't disagree; Hazel has a fantastic butt, and I love the way her braid sways just above it as she walks.
Lexi and I cuddle on the bed for a little while, talking about our plans for the next week. We're still on for dinner with Allan and Amanda on Monday, and hopefully this one doesn't get canceled. Lexi is really excited for the graduation party, and asks for more details. The sexy minx also tries to trick me into telling her what her graduation present is. I stay firm, even when she gives me her most adorable pout.
At her insistence, I also give Lexi a few details about my little trip with Sarah. I keep some details to myself to respect Sarah's privacy, but Lexi does have some rights as my girlfriend. Fortunately, Lexi isn't jealous, but she is disappointed to find out Sarah definitely has no interest in playing around with girls.
I convince Lexi to do some actual studying, so she sits cross-legged on the bed with her books and notebooks in front of her, still completely naked. While my girlfriend studies, I send a few texts while reading a book. Lexi does tease me a bit about reading a physical book instead of using an e-reader. I guess I'm old, I love the feel of an actual book in my hands. Lexi just blows a raspberry when I point out me buying her a physical book recently.
"Steven?" Lexi asks in a small voice a couple hours later.
"Yes?" I inquire, looking over at her.
"What's gonna happen in the future?" she wonders nervously.
"I don't know, no one does." I answer carefully. "That's one of the things that makes life exciting."
"And terrifying." Lexi sighs, biting her lower lip.
"It can be, yeah." I nod in agreement. "Is there something in particular you're worried about?"
"I have no idea what I want to do with my life, there are a ton of beautiful girls who are in love with you, and I just don't know where I fit in." she rambles, looking more and more distraught.
"Is this about Sarah?" I wonder, wrapping an arm around her bare shoulders.
"No, not really." Lexi answers as she leans her head against me. "Nicole has more in common with you, and she likes boring numbers. I hate them. I know we have some things in common, and we get along; we've talked about that. I just don't know what's gonna happen to me."
"I love you, Alexis Davis." I state sincerely as I kiss the top of her head. "I have no intention of breaking up with you, but even if you were to end things with me, I wouldn't just toss you out on the street. You know that, right? You are safe here."
"I know." she replies, but doesn't sound convinced.
"You're eighteen. It's normal to not know what you want to do with your life." I assure her. "We've talked about this. You, Kayla, Hazel. The three of you don't know. Marcia and Ashley don't know either. You have plenty of time to figure it out. And you may end up doing something for a few years before changing careers. Most people change careers in their life."
"Will you and I have children?" Lexi asks me, her hand on my thigh.
"I'd like that. Would you?" I follow up with.
"Yes. Yes, I would. I'd like that very much." she says in a soft voice. "I'm sorry, I'm being stupid. I trust you, and I really don't care how many sluts you stick your dick in. I guess I'm just thinking more and more about how scary life after high school is."
"It is terrifying." I quickly agree. "High school is safe and structured. College, the work force, they're full of choices. Choices that have much more long-term consequences. You'll stumble, you'll make mistakes. It's part of life. Just know that you have me to fall back on. And not just me, you have your Slut-sisters."
"One more day." Lexi mumbles, more to herself than to me.
"Yes, and you are all gonna relax here after finals tomorrow." I remind her. "Then the lock-in."
"Then the last summer before college." she adds. "Can we do something over the summer? I know you have to work, but maybe we can all go somewhere? Like Bermuda?"
"We'll plan something." I promise, holding her close.
"Good." Lexi nods, her fingers caressing my thigh. "Thank you for loving a broken girl."
"And thank you for healing a broken heart." I respond, squeezing her upper arm.
"What was your sex life with Aria like?" she suddenly asks, surprising me.
"It was great." I smile as fond memories enter my mind. "She wasn't as wild as you, but Aria definitely loved sex."
"Did she take it up the ass?" Lexi wonders.
"I guess you are over your fears." I snort, shaking my head. "And yes, she did."
"I'm not over them, I'm just trying not to think about them." she explains. "Plus, I love sex. And I fucking loved how you used my mouth today. I was so helpless, and you told me to choke on it."
"I'm glad you enjoyed that." I chuckle.
"I did." Lexi nods slowly. "I'd do anything for you, you know?"
"I know, and I'd do anything for you." I tell her as I reach back and play with one of her braids. "Just please don't ever do anything you don't want to. Especially in the bedroom. Sex needs to be completely consensual on both sides."
"I understand." she agrees. "I'll tell you if you ever go too far, I even have a safe word and know how to signal you if I can't talk."
"I appreciate that." I smile.
"I'll never need to use it." Lexi states with confidence. "I love it rough, and I love pleasing my man. I will never touch another man as long as I live. I'm yours. I'll happily do any dirty thing you can think of. My holes are yours; you can shove it wherever you want. My body is yours, my mind, my soul. I'm yours."
Lexi lifts her head from my shoulder, looking at me with love. Reaching out, I lightly caress her cheek before leaning in and pecking her lips. We're soon kissing softly, lovingly. Her hand is on my chest, lightly touching me as our kiss deepens.



The schoolbooks and notebooks end up on the floor as the two of us make out heavily. I'm laying on top of her, my hands running up and down her sides. Moments later, we're holding hands, our fingers laced as my tongue probes her mouth.
I don't push inside her, even though I'm fully erect again. My thoughts are on Lexi's past; on how men use her body. She and I are together now because I care about her, both as a person and as a partner. I want to remind her that she matters; that I will always keep her needs in mind. In this case, her sexual needs.
Lexi realizes my intentions as I start kissing down her bare neck. She coos happily, her hands buried in my hair as I kiss down to her lightly-freckled breasts. I suckle at first one boob, then the other; my tongue flicking her pink nipples. Finally, I kneel between her spread legs and admire her pretty pink pussy.
"Mm, beautiful." I whisper while leaning in to kiss Lexi's vulva, making her gasp.
My lips trail soft kisses all over Lexi's slit, making her hum in pleasure as her hands caress my face. Pushing my tongue between her labia, I slowly lick upward as Lexi shudders. Once I reach her clit, I take the little nub between my lips and lightly suck on it.
"Oh, Steven!" Lexi moans, her hands sliding up to the top of my head.
Usually when I eat a girl out, I use a lot of rapid tongue motions. While fast definitely works, slow and steady will make her cum every time. Plus, I get to enjoy the taste of eighteen year old pussy. I'm going to treasure every second I have my face between Lexi's legs.
"Fuck, I love this pussy." I husk, giving her little gash an affectionate kiss.
With one hand wrapped around Lexi's thigh, I reach up with my other hand so I can massage a firm boob. Lexi's hands are lightly tugging on my hair as she moans and rolls her hips. When I can tell she's close to orgasm, I start rapidly flicking her clit with my tongue as my hand lightly slaps her tit.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Lexi announces as she pushes my face into her crotch. "Pinch my nipple!"
My tongue continues to stimulate her love button as my fingers lightly tug a pink nipple. I then use my other hand to push two fingers into Lexi, and I immediately feel her tight tunnel clamp down. Fingers sawing in and out of her, another hand pinching her nipple, all while I relentlessly attack her clit.
"Mm." I moan as I suck on her clit.
Lexi arches her back, her tits pushing out from her chest as she makes a loud gasping grunt sound. Her fingernails are digging into the back of my head, and I can feel her legs shaking. She bucks her hips three times, her pussy convulsing around my fingers.
"Fuck me!" the redhead begs loudly. "I need it! Please, I need it!"
In record time I find myself on top of Lexi, and I settle in between her spread legs. I slot my cock head between her labia and immediately press forward, burying my entire length in her warmth. Planting my hands on the mattress, I look down at my girlfriend as I begin thrusting.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous." I gasp as I take in every detail of her angelic face.
"Fuck, you're big." Lexi husks back, her hands gripping my wrists as she crosses her legs around me, her heels against my ass as she pulls me deeper inside.
We spend several minutes fucking in missionary, looking into each others eyes. I will never get tired of watching Lexi's cum face; it's so hot and adorable the way her features scrunch up as she moans. I lean in to kiss her soft lips, our hips moving as one.
Eventually, I decide to switch positions. Lowering myself on top of Lexi, I squish her breasts into her chest as I roll us over, keeping my cock inside her the entire time. My hands squeeze her firm butt cheeks right before giving her a quick spank, making her giggle.
Lexi sits up so that she's straddling me, her legs on either side of my hips. Planting her hands on my chest, Lexi starts to ride me, her beautiful boobs jiggling on her chest. Biting her lower lip, she moans passionately as she enjoys the feeling of my hard dick stretching her teen twat.
My hands hold her hips as Lexi begins to undulate in my lap. She's grinding on top of me, her eyes closed as she focuses on her pleasure. I smile at her as I slide my hands up her body to cup her lightly-freckled breasts. Lexi places her hands over mine, encouraging me to caress her tits. Everything is perfect, at least until we hear an earth-shattering scream of pure terror.
"Hazel!" I call out as I shoot up, knocking Lexi out of my lap.
I immediately jump out of bed and rush out of the room, fearing the worst. The door doesn't open fast enough and I feel my toe catch it as I push forward in my panic. Is Hazel hurt? Is it a miscarriage? I can feel my heart racing as the anxiety builds, despite only a few seconds passing. My bare feet slam into the floor as I run toward Hazel's room and throw open the door.
"Hazel?! What's wrong?!" Kayla's voice cries out, and I can tell my daughter is right behind me.
"Hazel!" Lexi exclaims, looking around me to peer into the room. "Are you okay?!"
Hazel is standing a few feet away from us, wearing only a pair of panties. Her long brown hair is still in a braid down her back, and her face is pale. There are open textbooks and notebooks on the bed, where she's clearly studying. I don't see anything wrong.
"Is something wrong?" I ask the tan girl, frowning in confusion.
"There, there, there!" Hazel gasps, holding a notebook in front of her as she pointlessly throws a pen at the wall. There, next to where the pen hits, is the object of her horror.
The wall is a very light color, allowing the dark object to be clearly seen. I immediately sigh heavily as I realize what the issue is. On the wall is a black spider the size of a quarter. Lowering my head, I pinch the bridge of my nose.
"Ew! Get it!" Kayla squeals, shrinking behind me.
"It's huge!" Lexi shouts, also using my body as a shield.
"Really?" I ask in exasperation. "You girls rolled around in the dirt playing paintball! It's just a spider."
"Just get rid of it! Please!" Hazel shrieks, looking like she's staring down the barrel of a gun instead of at a harmless spider. "Oh God, it's moving!"
"What are you waiting for?" Kayla asks, poking me repeatedly in the shoulder. "Get it out of here!"
"Girls, I can take care of it, but don't you think you might be overreacting just a bit?" I ask, turning to face Kayla and Lexi.
"It could be poisonous!" Lexi reasons, her eyes wide.
"Well, then don't eat it!" I point out.
"What the fuck does that mean?" Kayla asks.
"Poison is ingested. You don't get bit and injected with poison. Venom is injected. Never mind, it's not poisonous or venomous, I promise." I smirk just before I get a good look at my daughter, which causes me to raise an eyebrow. Kayla is completely naked, and she's holding a vibrator, which is currently buzzing.
"How do you ever get laid?" Hazel asks incredulously, temporarily forgetting about the evil spider as she echoes Sarah's question.
"Did Hazel interrupt your private time, baby girl?" I ask Kayla with a grin, ignoring Hazel.
"Ian and I were, ah, the phone... would you just kill the fucking spider!" my daughter hisses before her eyes dart down to my exposed dick. "Clearly you and Lexi were fucking, but we have other issues right now!"
"Yes. Yes, we were." Lexi nods proudly.
"It's moving again!" Hazel screams loudly.
"Okay, okay!" I sigh, raising my hands. "Kayla, go back and let Ian know that nothing's wrong, he's probably worried. I'll deal with the arachnid. Come here little guy, let's get you outside and away from the crazy ladies."
I grab Hazel's robe to cover my nudity before walking over to the wall. Reaching out, I scoop the spider in my hand and smirk as it scurries harmlessly across my palm. I have to use both hands to keep it from walking up my arm, but yeah, it's completely harmless.
"Ew! Gross!" Lexi declares as I start walking back toward the door. "You are taking a shower before you touch me with that hand again."
Kayla returns to her bedroom, and I can't help but admire my daughter's perfect body. Her beautiful boobs are covered in a thin sheen of sweat, and when she walks away from me, I am able to see her tight ass flex. Ian is having a great night, that's for sure.
After releasing the spider outside, I head back to Hazel's bedroom to return her robe. The tan girl is sitting cross-legged on her bed as she writes in a notebook. She thanks me for the help, and gives me an innocent smile when I complain about my throbbing toe.
I walk back into the master bedroom completely naked and find Lexi laying in bed. The sexy redhead is on her back, legs spread wide as she jills off. Smirking happily, I make a quick detour to the bathroom to pee and wash my hands. Then I climb into bed and start moving toward the teen sex goddess.
"Hey, Gorgeous." I smile, reaching toward her.
"Did you shower?" Lexi asks, turning away from me.
"I washed my hands." I reply with an eye roll. "There's no spider poison or venom on my hands."
"Better not be." my girlfriend grunts as she settles down, her fingers absentmindedly running along her moist labia.
"You know what? I think I'm done being gentle tonight." I announce as I grab Lexi's hips and flip her onto her stomach.
Lexi squeaks cutely as she lands on her belly. Holding her hips, I encourage her to get up onto all fours. The nymphomaniac tosses her head, causing her twin auburn braids to land on her back, contrasting with her light skin. Not wanting to waste time, I quickly ease my cock back into Lexi's love tunnel.
"Be rough with me, baby!" Lexi begs, taking my words to heart. "Spank me, pull my hair! Fuck me like a whore!"
"Yes, ma'am." I husk, a predatory grin on my face as I look down to watch Lexi's pink cunt swallow my rod.
Lexi's loud moans and pants echo off the walls as I proceed to fuck her pretty little brains out. Her twin braids are flailing wildly as I use her petite body. The intensity of my thrusting motions only increases, causing the sounds of slapping flesh to mix with Lexi's gasps of pleasure.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Lexi chants, her hands clenching the comforter and her toes curling as her tits jiggle on her chest.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I groan, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips. "Take my cock in your little pussy! Take it!"
I know exactly how Lexi likes to be fucked, and I am quickly able to bring her to orgasm. Just as she's settling down from her climax, I start spanking her. Lexi cums again, and soon her white butt cheeks start turning red. That's when I reach out and grab her twin braids in both hands, yanking her head back.
"Fuck me! Oh God, Steven! Fuck me, fuck me!" Lexi screeches, her back arching as I hold her head back by the hair. "I need it! It's your pussy! FUCK ME!"
"Mm, I love owning your tight, little body." I groan, keeping one hand on Lexi's hip for leverage.
I love all sex; gentle sex, and rough sex. Morning sex, afternoon sex, late night sex. It's all amazing. Currently, I'm enjoying the rough sex. I keep my grip on her auburn braids, and I can tell her little mouth is hanging open as she takes it from behind.
"Fuck me in the ass!" Lexi pleads as she explodes in another orgasm. "I want it in my ass! Fuck me up the bum!"
Barely a minute later I'm pushing my lube-coated cock up Lexi's ass. Her butt clamps down on me, holding me in a tight embrace as I start to steadily fuck her bottom. Lexi reaches a hand between her legs to rub her clit, allowing her to orgasm just as I bury myself to the hilt and coat her bowels with my seed.
Lexi and I take a quick shower to clean up. The sexy minx tries to get me hard again, but I am completely drained. My balls actually ache. Fortunately, my fingers are still in working order, so I'm able to press Lexi's naked ass against the shower glass and finger her to another orgasm.
"Fuck, I'm tired." I announce as I plop down on the bed after drying off.
"Should I be worried about you keeping up with me in the future?" Lexi wonders as she lays down beside me, her auburn hair framing her face.
"No." I answer quickly, leaning my head back against the pillow while we relax on top of the comforter in our birthday suits. "It's just because I had a lot of sex recently. I think my balls need to recharge."
"I'm not used to you being soft around me." Lexi comments, her head on my chest as she looks down at my flaccid penis, which she's currently holding in her small hand.
"I'm in good shape, but I'm not a machine." I reason as I brush a lock of red hair back behind her ear.
"It looks different when it's soft." she says, lifting her head to look at my dick. She then starts wiggling it back and forth playfully.
"What are you doing? Stop that!" I exclaim, squirming slightly.
"With how often you randomly grab my tits or ass? Deal with it!" Lexi replies with a giggle. She runs her thumb along the head of my cock, and I feel her lightly pull on the skin, widening the opening slightly before she starts speaking in a fake childish voice. "Hello, I'm a penis!"
"It doesn't talk!" I announce, giving her an incredulous look.
"It does now!" she insists as she continues to wiggle it around and look at the opening. "Isn't that right, little guy? You talk about how much you like me? I'm used to you being so big and hard for me, but you're really cute like this!"
"And that's enough of that." I state firmly as I pull her hand off of me.
The little brat is still giggling to herself as we get under the covers. Lexi rolls away from me and pulls on my arm, encouraging me to spoon her. I can feel her back and butt against me while my hand holds her little boob. I'm tempted to squeeze it and play with her nipple in revenge, but I can already feel her breathing slowing down. Moments later, the little troublemaker is fast asleep. Fuck, I love her.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 46! I hope you enjoy it. Comments and feedback are always appreciated! I read every single one. Also, please let me know if you spot any mistakes. Errors bug me, and I make sure to upload revised editions whenever I find any. Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Ashley~
If this stupid rectangle doesn't shut up, I'm throwing it at the fucking wall! Despite my righteous fury, my phone alarm continues to go off, incrementally increasing in volume to force me to respond. Without opening my eyes, I reach over and, after several attempts, manage to turn off my alarm. At least it's Friday.
Groaning loudly, I realize I'm laying flat on my back with my limbs splayed out, and wearing a tank top and a pair of panties. Spitting out a mouthful of yellow hair, I feel the blanket bunched up around my knees. My blue eyes finally flutter open, and I immediately notice that my right titty is hanging out of my shirt.
"Excuse me, ma'am?" I mumble, looking down at my big boob. "Can I help you?"
My phone buzzes, indicating I have a new text message, so I reach over and grab it. A smile spreads across my face when I see a text from Josh, wishing me a good morning and calling me beautiful. I reply to his text, then send a message to the group chat the Slut-sisters use.
Sitting on the edge of my bed with my bare feet on the floor, I hold my head in my hands as I yawn widely. Remembering I'm currently a hot mess, I reach down and grab my breast so I can put it back in my tank top. Then I slip on a pair of pajama pants and head for the bathroom, freezing as I pass the closed door to the master bedroom.
"Fuck, Tiffany, that feels amazing!" Dad's voice groans happily. "Keep sucking, keep sucking!"
Seriously, how the fuck can I even hear this? Their bed is nowhere near the door! As I walk closer to the door, I jump when it shakes. My eyes go wide as I realize my father must have his back against the door while my mom is on her knees. Not sure of the sequence of events; maybe Mom sees Dad's morning wood as he heads for the bathroom and needs to strike? I understand.
I don't want them to know I'm eavesdropping, so I resist the urge to press my ear to the door. Settling for standing about an inch away, I listen to Dad's soft moans and groans. Frowning, I think I can just make out the soft slurping sounds of Mom sucking cock.
The fact that they're my parents does gross me out a bit, but the sounds of a blowjob are always arousing. Dad is tall, very tall, and he has a beer belly now, but his construction work enables him to maintain his massive arms. Blond with more and more white every year, and blue eyes. He's cute, I guess. For a guy who's fifteen years older than Steven! Dad is one lucky bastard to have an active sex life even now.
Mom, at forty-nine, is still incredibly beautiful. She dyes her hair to match her natural blonde locks, hiding any grays. Melissa and I are both a few inches taller than Mom, but Tiffany is still a tall woman, and all three Bartlett girls have massive boobs.
"I'm close, Babe!" Dad hisses, and I hear a loud noise that is likely caused by Dad leaning his head back against the door.
This isn't my first time overhearing something explicit. It's usually Mom moaning or talking dirty as Dad thrusts, causing their bed to squeak. Most times, I just grimace and walk away, but I'm really fucking horny right now; my hard nipples are denting my tank top and I can feel the familiar moisture between my legs.
Mom is moaning loudly now, clearly gagging on Dad's cock. Reaching for my chest, I pinch my right nipple, making me moan softly. I bite my lower lip to keep from being too loud as I rub my thighs together. Holy shit, I want a hard dick in my mouth. So. Fucking. Badly.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Mom hums on the other side of the door.
"Fuck, Tiffany!" Dad grunts, announcing his orgasm. "Swallow it! Swallow my cum!"
I'm breathing heavily, fantasizing about sucking dick. Steven, Josh, any nameless cock I can get between my lips. Fuck, maybe I'm on all fours, getting fucked doggystyle while I suck off another guy. Both of them cumming for me, making me cum.
Movement from the master bedroom brings me back to reality, and I quickly run to the bathroom. My pussy is soaked, so I need to wipe myself before washing my face. Leaving the bathroom, I make my way to the kitchen, smiling happily when I smell bacon.
"Morning, Ash!" Melissa smiles happily when she sees me. At fifteen, she's as tall as I am, and equally busty.
"Morning." I grunt as I pour myself a coffee.
"How'd you sleep?" my baby sister asks while frying bacon. Melissa is wearing a matching flannel pajama set, which looks really cute on her.
"Fine, I guess." I shrug, plopping down on a kitchen chair with my coffee. "Woke up looking like a hot mess. I don't even remember falling asleep."
"Some wild studying?" Melissa suggests as she piles the finished bacon on a plate. "Good thing the neighbors didn't call the cops!"
"And what did you do last night, Miss Good Girl?" I challenge.
"I studied for finals." she answers confidently while setting the plate of bacon down on the table, beside all the other dishes she has for us. "You Seniors aren't the only ones with finals, you know."
"I know, I was a baby Freshman once." I tease.
"Now you're an old Senior, and you still can't cook." Melissa retorts, sitting down across from me as she starts serving herself breakfast. "So, shut up and eat what I made you."
"Thank you for breakfast." I say sincerely as I begin to fill my plate with food.
"You're very welcome." she nods.
Melissa and I continue chatting while we eat, both of us excited for finals to be over. My sister may be a nerd, but no one enjoys the stress of final exams. I also make sure no boys are bothering her; my innocent little sister is not dating! Nope, nope, nope! She has a crush on a guy from the football team, and I withhold my usual teasing about her being too nerdy for a football player to remind her to be responsible.
My baby sister just nods nervously. She's not allowed to date since she's under sixteen, and I know she's too shy to even talk to boys who aren't in the science club. She even gets tongue-tied around her fellow nerds. It's adorable, and it's staying that way until she's forty.
Our parents walk in wearing pajamas, and I can't help but smirk when I see how relaxed Dad looks. Mom is glowing, and I wonder if Dad returns the favor? Ew, I don't need to know. Fortunately, I'm distracted by my parents thanking Melissa for making breakfast. My sister, the kiss ass.
"Are you girls excited for summer vacation?" Dad asks, taking a sip of his coffee.
"Yes!" Melissa exclaims. "Science Camp, and there's even a meteor shower in July!"
"Nerd!" I announce obnoxiously.
"Ashley!" Mom admonishes. "That was uncalled for."
"She knows I'm just teasing." I reason. "We like nerds! Kayla's boyfriend mentioned that lame meteor shower a few times."
"It is NOT lame!" Melissa insists, glaring at me. "The boring TV shows you watch are lame!"
"Oh, what do you know about good television?" I growl. "You watch educational shows."
"You watch reality shows." Melissa declares with a triumphant smile. "The ones that have absolutely nothing to do with reality!"
"I don't watch them for life tips." I reply with an eye roll. "They're entertaining, and they make me laugh. There are good jokes."
"You want to hear a joke? Your life!" my baby sister retorts, sticking her tongue out at me.
"You have the rest of your life to be an idiot, could you please take today off?" I sigh, rubbing my temples.
"Ah, sibling love." Dad comments with a chuckle and a shake of his head.
We eat in silence for a few minutes, with Melissa occasionally making rude faces at me. I respond in kind, trying to make sure Mom and Dad don't notice. I realize I'm an adult, but I'm with my baby sister, causing my maturity to degenerate to the point that I'm on par with an eight year old.
"Ready for your birthday, Mom?" I wonder after swallowing a bite of bacon.
"Oh yeah, the big fifty!" Melissa giggles. "Should we start looking into nursing homes?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm old. Laugh it up." Mom replies, rolling her eyes at Melissa. "And no, Ashley, I am not ready to turn fifty."
"You could pass for twenty, Tiffany." Dad smiles kindly.
"Thanks for lying, Chris." Mom laughs.
"I'm not lying." Dad insists.
"Then you need your eyes checked." Melissa grunts rudely.
"You're such a bitch." I shake my head. "You do this all the time. You got Mom a birthday card on her forty-ninth birthday that said 'Happy Fiftieth Birthday.'"
"Language, Ashley." Mom reprimands quietly.
"Sorry, Mom." I mumble. I'm not sorry.
The topic of Mom's birthday lasts a few more minutes. Melissa continues being a bitch, and I insist that Dad take Mom for a romantic weekend. Fifty is a big birthday, and her birthday falls on a Saturday this year. The day after Independence Day, too! They can have a four day weekend without taking any time out from work.
Dad makes sure to let me know that I'm welcome to pick him up some lottery scratchers. I just roll my eyes and point out that I'm probably not as lucky as Marcia and her parents. Everyone in our group knows about the million dollar ticket, and I know my parents talk to Marcia's parents on the phone sometimes.
"Do you girls have plans for the weekend?" Mom asks at one point, looking between Melissa and I.
"Nope!" Melissa declares happily. "I'll probably do something tomorrow or Sunday, but I'm gonna come home and sleep right after finals."
"You'll have to take the bus home." I remind my sister. "I'm heading to Kayla's after finals, then I have the lock-in."
"You get out later than I do anyway." Melissa shrugs. "Just like yesterday. Your exams are longer."
"I know, we Seniors get screwed out of the half day." I grunt in annoyance.
"Are your rooms clean?" Dad inquires with a stern look.
"Yes, Dad!" Melissa and I whine in unison.
"Have fun, Ashley." Mom smiles at me before turning toward Melissa. "When you say your room is clean, does that mean you took care of all that clutter?"
"I don't have any clutter!" Melissa counters.
"You have dozens of rocks in your room, how is that not clutter?" Dad follows up with.
"Those aren't rocks, they're mineral samples!" Melissa snaps, glaring at Dad.
"What's the difference?" I wonder, frowning in confusion.
"A mineral is a naturally occurring substance with distinctive chemical and physical properties, composition, and atomic structure." Melissa rattles off, sounding like she regularly swallows textbooks. "A rock is a relatively hard, naturally occurring mineral material. It is possible for a rock to be made up of a single mineral, but most rocks are made of at least two minerals mixed up through geological processes."
"Oh my God, could you be more boring?" I roll my eyes at my baby sister.
"How are you in advanced classes?" Melissa counters, looking at me with a raised eyebrow.
"Even your parents think you're lame, how's it feel?" I ask Melissa with a self-satisfied smirk.
"No one asked you." Melissa grunts. "And no one wants to hear from the mistake. That's why they stopped with me; they finally got it right."
"No, I'm the main product. You're the spare parts." I reason. "They only had you in case I needed a transplant."
"Mooooom!" Melissa whines. "Ashley is being a bi-"
"Language!" Dad shouts, cutting off Melissa before she can finish the curse.
"Ashley! Melissa! Enough!" Mom declares, putting her foot down. "Melissa, you don't have to get rid of anything, but please organize it better. Ashley, don't tease your sister."
"Yes, Mom." Melissa and I both groan.
"Will there be any drinking at the lock-in?" Dad asks me carefully.
"No, Dad." I shake my head. "The entire reason schools have lock-ins is to keep students from doing stupid stuff. Which is pointless."
"How is that pointless? Sounds like a good idea to me; keeping kids from doing drugs or driving drunk." Dad reasons as he winces. "Or having sex."
"Because, there's nothing stopping us from doing stupid shit tomorrow night instead." I explain with a shrug.
"Language, Ashley." Dad states firmly. "And I expect you to behave like a responsible young lady every night."
"Yeah, yeah..."I mumble, rolling my eyes.
"Responsible? Her? Yeah, right!" Melissa laughs.
"I'm very responsible!" I exclaim, glaring at my bratty sister.
"I agree." Mom nods. "Ashley is responsible. Otherwise we'd never let her stay at the mansion all weekend for that graduation party."
"You think she's gonna be responsible there?" Melissa giggles, grinning at me evilly. "In that case, the earth really is flat, and we never landed on the moon."
"Melissa!" Mom hisses angrily.
My parents know I'm not a virgin; well, they know if they have more intelligence than a mop handle. Dad definitely doesn't want to think about it, and he still isn't comfortable with Steven. Mom? Well, Mom just tells herself over and over again that I'm responsible. I am responsible; I take my pill every day so I don't get knocked up!
"Thank you, Mom." I smile kindly at my mother.
"Gonna start a SeeMe, Ash?" Melissa teases, not letting this go. "I promise, no one is gonna pay for pics of your nasty feet."
"What's a SeeMe?" Dad inquires, looking confused.
"It's a site where women make a hundred thousand dollars a month selling pictures of their butt holes." I quickly explain. "And no, Mel, I am not gonna start one. To have a bunch of pictures of my butt hole, I'd have to spend more time with you to take your picture."
"Ashley!" Mom exclaims as Melissa turns red with anger.
"Oh." Dad states. "Okay, let's change the subject. Now, please."
We change the subject, with Mom and Dad confirming that my three family members will be attending my graduation, and the party at Kayla's after. Of course, they won't stay long, while I'll be at Kayla's all weekend. Mom and Dad are still uncomfortable with the thought, and change the subject once again.
After breakfast, I offer to clean up since Melissa makes breakfast. We may be bitches to each other at times, but Melissa and I really do love each other. She thanks me before leaving to take a shower. Downing the last sip of my coffee, I wash the mug before setting it out to dry as well.
I make a quick stop at my room to grab a couple things before heading to the bathroom for my shower. Melissa walks out of the bathroom in a robe, blowing a raspberry at me as we pass each other in the hall. I flip her off in response then shut myself in the bathroom.
Wasting no time, I quickly get naked and start the shower. I sigh happily when the hot water hits my soft skin. The shower feels great, but I go through my routine quickly; soaping myself up, shaving my legs, pussy, and underarms. Only then can my hands start to explore.
For the first minute or so I play with my big boobies; caressing them, squishing them together, tweaking my nipples. Then my right hand starts to head further south, my fingers caressing the skin of my flat stomach. I moan softly when my fingertips slide along my wet labia.
My mind wanders as I start to pleasure myself. Panting softly, I start thinking about sucking on Kayla's perfect titties while Lexi eats me out. Then I remember Josh's words, my thoughts shifting. I'm on my hands and knees, sucking off my boyfriend while Steven fucks me from behind.
The guys are being so rough me; I'm being spanked by Steven while Josh fucks my face, making me choke on his cock. I feel my orgasm building, and I imagine a position change. I'm on top of Josh, my tits in his face as Steven gets behind me and pushes his huge dick up my ass.
Placing a hand on the glass shower door for balance, I gasp and grunt as I cum on my fingers. Tiny electric shocks shoot out from my clit, making my toes curl. My fingers slide down the shower door as my knees shake while I imagine Steven and Josh filling me with their hot cum. I cum again while thinking about cum leaking out of me; leaking out of my pussy and down my leg as even more runs down my chin.
A good orgasm always helps me relax, and I hum softly to myself while finishing up my morning routine. I'm soon dressed in a pair of jean shorts that show off my long legs, and a cute yellow scoop-neck top. I don't need my backpack since my books are already returned. I grab my overnight bag with stuff for Kayla's and the lock-in, sling my purse over my shoulder, and head to my car with Melissa.
For some inexplicable reason, Melissa thinks I want to hear about the meteor shower on the drive to school. I keep turning up the music until she takes the hint and gives me some peace and quiet. When we arrive at the high school, I park next to Kayla, but start to regret my decision when I realize her car is up on the curb again.
"Morning, Sluts!" I announce, walking up to the girls just outside the main entrance after Melissa and I go our separate ways.
"Good morning!" Kayla replies, seeming to be in a great mood. I reach out and grab her shoulders, stopping right in front of her.
"Holy shit, this dress is gorgeous!" I breathe, running my eyes up and down as I spin Kayla to inspect the entire outfit.
The raven-haired beauty is wearing a light blue mini sundress with a square neck and short sleeves. It falls to mid-thigh and has a cute elastic waist that shows off her trim figure. The cute tie in the back enables us to see her upper and lower back. I'm totally jealous.
"I could make a burlap sack look hot!" Kayla declares with a smirk, her dark locks pulled back into a functional ponytail.
"You bitch, I hate you." I hug her tightly. "Fuck, you're right, though."
"Hello!" Lexi whines loudly. "What about me?!"
"Yeah, yeah, you too." I wave my hand vaguely at the redhead after releasing Kayla.
Lexi actually does look really cute today. She's wearing a pair of tight jeans with a black belt. Her top is a gray long-sleeve t-shirt with a scoop neck. There are four buttons down her bust, and the top button is undone, showing a hint of cleavage. A silver necklace with a cute stylized 'A' charm completes the outfit.
In response to my words, Lexi pouts, her fingers laced in front of her crotch as she shrugs her shoulders and gives me a pathetic look. Rolling my eyes, I march over to the redhead, grab her, and blow a raspberry on her neck. She shrieks loudly and pushes me away, backing up a few steps.
"Gross." Lexi mumbles, wiping my saliva from her neck.
"You look nice, Marcia." Kayla points out, looking toward one of the two remaining members of our little group.
The quiet girl is dressed in a light blue floral wrap skirt that falls to her knees. The ruffle across the skirt is really cute! She's also wearing a white, square neck top with short sleeves and several buttons. The shirt leaves a couple inches of skin bare, exposing her belly button. Marcia's feet are covered by cute sandals.
"Thank you." Marcia smiles softly at the compliment.
"Belly shirts are against the dress code." Lexi helpfully points out. "Whore."
"Leave her alone, Lexi." I respond, rolling my eyes.
"Of course you would approve." Lexi counters, giving me a self-satisfied smirk. "I'm surprised your tits don't pop out of that top."
"Jealous of Ashley's sweater puppies?" Kayla teases.
"Fuck you, Slut!" Lexi hisses, glaring at Kayla.
"That's enough." Marcia speaks up calmly before turning to the last girl. "I like your shoes, Hazel."
"Huh? What?" Hazel jumps, looking around in confusion.
Hazel is wearing a cute pair of brown shoes with small heels. The tan girl's tight jeans show how long her legs are, and her top is a light green v-neck shirt with short sleeves. Her long brown hair is in its usual ponytail down her back.



"You look good!" I say loudly, making the tired girl wince. "Well, if you can look good while appearing dead on your feet."
"It's early, I'm tired." Hazel grunts. "And thanks."
"Were you up late studying, Hazel?" Marcia asks quietly.
"She had to be." Kayla interjects. "She and Lexi made me tie the two of them up as presents for Daddy."
"Mm, sounds fun." I purr, thinking about being tied up and helpless beneath the sexy man.
"It was!" Lexi chirps. "Hazel went back to her room pretty early, though. Then she screamed when she saw a little spider. Steven shoved me out of his lap to go running."
"Really?" Marcia wonders while I start laughing.
"That spider was gigantic!" Hazel counters angrily. "And I didn't see you rushing in to get rid of it!"
"Whatever." Lexi huffs.
We talk for a few more minutes, mentioning finals and our plans to order food after school. The warning bell soon rings, and we split up to walk the halls toward our final high school homeroom periods. I take my usual seat and wait impatiently for homeroom to be over with.
Homeroom is just a repeat of the same information we already know. Seniors can pick up our yearbooks as well as our graduation caps and gowns after our last final. We can stay a little late to sign each others yearbooks. There will also be opportunities to sign yearbooks during the lock-in.
Speaking of the lock-in, we get a reminder to not show up drunk, otherwise we won't be allowed in. The announcement also mentions graduation. It sounds like we're in luck, and the weather will cooperate, allowing for the planned outdoor ceremony. I'm not sure what else is said, as I start to zone out.
"Ashley!" a loud female voice squeals from behind me as I walk toward my first final, making me jump. "Hi!"
"Oh, hi Brittney." I smile politely when I turn to face the busty blonde. Not as busty as I am, of course!
"You look sexy!" Brittney compliments before reaching out to lightly grab my shoulder. "Let's get out of the way."
Brittney leads me out of the middle of the hallway so we can talk beside a row of lockers. I quickly realize that the two of us are dressed quite a bit alike. The former cheer captain is wearing jean shorts and a scoop-neck top, just like me. Her shirt is white instead of yellow, and her designer purse is probably a couple thousand dollars more expensive than my twenty dollar one. Whatever, I'm taller.
"You look great, too!" I tell her. "Looks like we coordinated outfits!"
"We blondes with big tits gotta stick together!" Brittney declares, laughing cutely.
"I suppose we do." I reply with a snort. "Are you going to the lock-in?"
"Yeah, I am." Brittney confirms with a nod. "It'll probably be a G-rated bore, but whatever, high school is over so I may as well."
"If you're looking for something fun to do before the lock-in, Kayla is having a little party at the mansion after finals." I offer casually, surprising myself. We really aren't close to Brittney.
"Really? I won't be crashing?" Brittney wonders, looking excited at the idea.
"No! Not at all!" I insist, knowing Kayla isn't going to care. "Kayla's ordering food, and we'll probably end up in the pool."
"I hate to ask, but would it be okay if I bring someone?" Brittney follows up with.
"Um, yeah, probably." I shrug. "Are you seeing someone?"
"No, no boyfriend." Brittney shakes her head. "I was just planning on hanging out with Dan, so I'll drag him along. Oh, I'll have to go home first to get my bikini. And my cheer uniform to wear to the lock-in."
"That's fine, see you later!" I smile, offering a hug.
"Later!" Brittney exclaims, hugging me tightly.
Pulling out my phone as I walk to my final, I quickly text Kayla. Fortunately, she says it's fine for Brittney and Dan to come. Apparently, Katie is invited as well, but she has plans with her parents to celebrate the end of finals. Stephanie tries to get Kelsey to attend, but is immediately shot down. Sounds like there will end up being ten of us.
Taking my seat in the classroom, I put my things away as I prepare to take my AP English Literature final. Letting out a nervous breath, I start tapping my pencil against the desk. This final is going to be an absolute nightmare. It's long, challenging, and worst of all; I have to take it first thing in the fucking morning.
The first section is all multiple choice questions. We have to read several passages and answer a bunch of questions. The questions test reading comprehension, structure and grammar, literary technique, and character analysis. At the end of the hour, my head hurts and I am absolutely sick of reading.
The second section is two hours long and forces me to write three essays. The first two essays each require me to analyze a different prose excerpt. The final essay asks me to discuss a literary work of my choice. Several options are provided, but the instructions say I can choose anything with literary merit. I am really, really tempted to choose the amazing smut story I read the other day, but now isn't the time for jokes.
My hand is incredibly cramped when we all shuffle out of the classroom. It's either three hours of writing or a three hour handjob, both cause these kinds of hand and wrist cramps. The class is much bigger than normal, since everyone in AP English Literature takes the same AP exam at the same time.
"I think I did okay on that econ test." Lexi mumbles as she stumbles into the hallway.
"That was English lit, Lexi." Marcia points out.
"Oh. Then I probably didn't do very well." Lexi shakes her head.
"I have to pee." Hazel announces sleepily as she starts wandering off. "Or throw up. One or the other."
"I'm gonna go get something from the vending machine." Shawn says. "I'll see you all later."
"You can still come to Kayla's after finals." Marcia offers, looking at Shawn hopefully.
"Yeah, you're always welcome." Kayla agrees, nodding encouragingly.
"I appreciate it, but I have plans." Shawn replies, clearly lying. "I'll be at the lock-in."
Marcia sighs as she watches Shawn disappear down the hall. We have a small break before the second AP exam, and our friend group starts splitting off. I soon find myself standing near the library, holding hands with Josh while we talk to Kayla and Ian.
"Ready for the next exam?" Josh asks in his usual quiet voice.
"Ready for it to be over." Kayla replies. "AP Physics is gonna be brutal."
"Yeah, I'm nervous about it." Ian sighs. "I need to do well to make sure I make Salutatorian."
"It doesn't matter how well you do on an AP exam." Katie Ehrlich interrupts while walking by us. She pauses to face Ian. "Well, not for graduation placements, anyway."
"What do you mean?" I frown, looking at the Valedictorian.
"AP exams just give college credits." Katie explains, looking at us like we should know this. "The results won't even be known until July, they don't count for our high school GPA."
"What!" Ian exclaims, his eyes wide with horror. "No, no, no, that's wrong! I was told I had to do well and that I'd find out if I made Salutatorian on Monday!"
"Did you forget about us getting final projects that we had to turn in? You know, the ones that we were told would take the place of regular finals for our grades?" Katie challenges with a raised eyebrow as she smiles teasingly at Ian. "Maybe you shouldn't be in AP classes."
"I, ah, no!" Ian sputters. "I was told they mattered!"
"Well, they definitely do matter." Kayla replies, holding Ian's hand for comfort. "We get college credits, and they would probably revoke your acceptance if you completely flunked them. So, it's still a good thing you studied so hard! I didn't know either, but you still would have studied!"
"Maybe you misunderstood whoever told you the AP exams counted toward our GPA?" Katie reasons, looking at Ian with sympathy. "It's true that we won't get a final answer on placements until Monday, but that's to give the teachers time to grade projects and calculate our final grades. Also, people who aren't in AP classes have their own finals, but those are much, much easier to grade. Then the school determines and compares our final GPA."
"Most teachers will be up all night, then." I add.
"Well, maybe." Katie shrugs. "There will definitely be weekend work for the staff, but I think most non-AP final exams for Seniors are multiple choice for easy grading."
"I think Katie's right." Josh winces. "Now that she mentions it, I do remember reading something about not finding out how we did on AP exams until July."
"It's listed in the syllabus for all our AP classes." Katie points out.
"I haven't looked at the syllabus in months." I counter as we all watch Ian's face turn white.
"Well, ah, it's still good that you studied, like Kayla said." Katie smiles kindly as she turns to walk away. "See you guys later, I can't wait for your graduation party, Kayla!"
"But exams... grades... but..." Ian stammers as Katie disappears.
"Great. Katie broke him." Kayla sighs, looking at her boyfriend. "Now I have to go blow him to reset his brain."
"Oh, a blowjob does sound fun. I have a craving for cum. What do you think, Josh?" I ask, turning to face the shy boy so I can wrap my hands around his neck and pull him in for a soft kiss.
"That's not appropriate behavior for the hallway, Ms. Bartlett and Mr. Greene." a stern male voice calls out.
"Sorry, Mr. Wagner." Josh mumbles to the older man who is walking out of the library.
The creepy history teacher gives Kayla and I appraising looks as he walks by, and I have to resist the urge to cross my arms across my chest. I glare in hatred at the balding man's receding back, knowing he's the teacher who pays for sex; giving Keith money to rape Lexi. Fucking piece of shit. I wanna run after him and kick him in the balls. Then I'll punch his disgusting pervert face before kicking his beer belly a few times for good measure.
"Well, that killed the mood." Kayla comments, making a face.
"W-what?" Ian asks, looking confused.
"Wow, he really is broken." I wince, looking at Ian. "You might have to suck one out of him."
"Mr. Fucking-Asshole is around, so let's go to the biology lab. It's on the other side of the school." Kayla nods, glancing down the hallway. "Let's go, Ian."
"Can we come?" I ask, grinning evilly.
"What?" Kayla wonders with a frown.
"Yeah, what?" Josh adds, looking nervous.
"Let's get crazy!" I eagerly suggest, looking at all three of them. "High school is just about over, we're all friends, let's do it!"
"D-do what exactly?" Ian inquires.
"You know this one, Baby!" Kayla giggles as she holds her fist to her mouth while pushing out the side of her cheek with her tongue to simulate a blowjob.
"You go, girl!" I giggle. "It's no big deal, we won't do any swapping or anything. Kayla and I will just have a little suck off!"
"I don't know..." Josh trails off, his face bright red.
"Don't worry, I won't bite it off." I reply, purposely misunderstanding what he's nervous about. "That's Kayla's thing."
"Oh, shut up." Kayla rolls her eyes. "Seriously, you bite off one penis..."
"Is that really something to joke about?" Ian asks, looking at me in concern.
"Joking about it is the best way." Kayla explains, smiling at her boyfriend. "It helps me, trust me, Baby. I've said before; it's either laugh or cry, and I'm tired of crying."
"Okay." Ian nods. "And, ah, are you sure we should do this?"
"We won't force either of you to do anything." Kayla confirms as she starts leading Ian down the hall. "If either of you guys are uncomfortable, just speak up and we'll stop. No questions asked."
"That okay, Baby?" I ask Josh while pulling him after our friends.
"Yeah, okay." Josh nods nervously.
"Besides, if you two don't want to participate, Kayla and I will just sixty-nine." I giggle. "You boys can watch!"
Two confident, sexy girls lead our shy, nerdy boyfriends through the school. As we march through the halls, we see students we know from every social clique; the nerds, the jocks, stoners, the cheerleaders, the emo kids, even the theater kids. So many different people, many we'll never see again.
We also notice the football players who are still in legal trouble for beating up David. They can't go to the lock-in or graduation, but they're allowed to come in just to take their finals. I suppose that's a good thing. I know David will be taking his finals remotely.
Josh and Ian seem incredibly nervous as we approach the biology lab. I show Kyle my middle finger when we pass him before heading down the correct hallway. The doorway to the biology lab is firmly closed, and Kayla confidently throws it open so that she and I can lead our boyfriends inside.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Jennifer Rhodes begs loudly. "Keep going! I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
The blonde former cheerleader is laying on her back on a lab table with her legs in the air. Her jeans and panties are around her knees, giving her partner access to her steamy hole. Jennifer's hands are by her butt, and she's gripping the edge of the table tightly as she takes dick.
Kevin Miller, the football player, is holding her thighs as he repeatedly pumps in and out of the sexy lady. Jennifer's shirt and bra are around her neck, revealing a massive set of titties. They aren't quite as big as mine, but damn, that's a rack to be proud of!
"Shit! Sorry, sorry!" Kayla stammers as the four of us start backing out of the lab.
"I'm cumming!" Kevin announces, ignoring us as Jennifer gasps and looks over at our group with wide eyes. "Fucking take it, you little slut!"
"Kayla!" Jennifer shrieks, her hands flying to her chest in an attempt to cover herself while Kevin's face turns red as he pumps the blonde cheerleader full of cum.
We finally get out of the biology lab, and Kayla quickly shuts the door. There's sounds of scrambling coming from the lab, and it seems like Jennifer is yelling at Kevin for finding the situation hysterical. I'm with Kevin; Kayla and I start giggling uncontrollably while Ian and Josh just turn red with embarrassment.
"Well, that just happened." I say between giggles, struggling to catch my breath.
"Poor Jennifer!" Kayla winces in sympathy.
"Looked like she was enjoying herself to me." I reason, shrugging my shoulders.
"She must be horrified that we caught her." Ian points out.
"Oh, she's fine." I wave off his concerns. "What girl hasn't gotten caught with her tits out?"
"Uh, most of them?" Josh suggests.
"Someone doesn't go to parties!" I counter, my laughter returning.
"Yeah, that wasn't even the first time I caught Kevin." Kayla snorts. "David and I walked in on him fucking Emily up the ass at a party once."
"Really?!" I gasp loudly. "I caught Kevin with his cock in Shannon's mouth!"
"This all happened at parties?" Ian wonders.
"Yeah, Kevin's parties got pretty wild." Kayla confirms. "Brittney danced on a table topless once, there were some strip games, and ah, well, Lexi's gone into Kyle's basement with a few guys before."
"Dan had a threesome with two girls from the softball team in the den, remember?" I ask Kayla. "Everyone was looking through the glass to watch. The girls knew they were being watched and didn't care."
"I remember." Kayla nods, smirking. "Although, it was barely a threesome. Dan came in twenty seconds, then the girls just fucked each other. Dan hooked up at almost every party, though. It was his idea to dare those girls from drama club to run around the house naked."
"I can't believe they went for it!" I laugh, holding my boyfriend's hand. "I had a couple hook ups at Kevin's parties, too. So, yeah, they got wild."
"We wouldn't know, we were never invited." Josh mumbles sadly while Ian nods in agreement.
"Aw! I'm sorry, Baby!" I quickly say as I face him and peck his lips. "It was their loss, you're great, and I love spending time with you."
"I love spending time with you, too." Josh nods while Kayla kisses Ian.
"And just think, you're about to get your dick sucked by a big-tit blonde!" I reason, smiling at him cutely.
"Thank you." he says quietly.
"No, thank you for the yummy cum!" I giggle, kissing him again.
"Where should we go?" Kayla wonders, looking over at us while Ian holds her.
"Don't you have a regular classroom you go to when you want to open your mouth or spread your legs?" I ask.
"Bitch." Kayla rolls her eyes. "But, yeah..."
"Lead the way!" I state confidently.
"Or we could go to the janitor's closet?" Kayla suggests. "It's right there, and it's always unlocked."
"Sure, fine, whatever." I shrug, my lust growing. "If it gets a cock in my mouth, it works."
I think our shy boyfriends are a little overwhelmed, and they just let Kayla and I lead the way to the janitor's closet. As usual, the door isn't locked even though it's supposed to be, and the four of us are able to slip inside. There isn't much room and the entire area smells like marijuana, but we're able to make it work.
"Come here, Cutie." Kayla purrs, her hands holding Ian's face as as she pulls her boyfriend in for a kiss.
Josh is standing right beside Ian, and I walk up to my rigid boyfriend so I can draw him into a passionate lip lock. Kayla is moaning into her kiss with Ian, and I am running my hand all over Josh's body, trying to bet him to loosen up. I even grab his tight ass and squeeze it.
Continuing my make out session with Josh, I open an eye and glance over at the other couple. Ian is finally getting into it, and I can clearly see him feeling up Kayla from outside her sundress. Kayla is responding by running her hands down his chest.
I decide to use every guy's weakness in order to ease Josh nerves; big titties. Grabbing one of Josh's hands, I pull it up to my chest, placing it firmly on my huge boob. Josh hums happily, deepening our kiss as he starts squeezing my breast from outside my top.
Kayla and I keep making eye contact, trying to synchronize our actions. When we can tell the boys are sufficiently aroused, we girls start slowly kissing and nibbling their necks. Ian gasps softly, and I can feel Josh's free hand grab my butt.
As one, Kayla and I slowly sink to our knees in this cramped janitor's closet. Our hands caress the chests of our boyfriends while we look up at them with desire as we enter our submissive positions. We then open their jeans and each girl extracts a fully erect penis.
"Ready?" I ask, turning to Kayla while I stroke Josh to keep him hard.
"Set." Kayla replies, giving Ian a handjob as she looks back at me.
"Suck!" Kayla and I declare at the same time.
Turning away from my friend, I open wide and lean forward while my hand directs Josh's manhood toward my mouth. My lips close around Josh's shaft, and I hear both boys groan, telling me that Ian is also enjoying a girl's mouth on his cock. Placing my hands on Josh's thighs, I start bobbing my head like the experienced slut I am.
Josh is completely giving into his lust, and I smile around his length when he slips both hands down my shirt and into my bra. I moan and drool around the dick in my mouth, my eyes rolling up to meet his as Josh happily plays with my big tits. A minute later, Ian moans Kayla's name, and I glance over.
Kayla is sucking away happily, one hand cupping Ian's balls while her other holds his butt. Ian is gripping Kayla's raven ponytail in one hand while looking down at his girlfriend. Kayla glances sideways and meets my gaze, winking at me cutely. I wink back.
Another couple minutes pass, and Josh pulls his hands away from my boobs so he can gather up my long blonde locks. Placing his hands at the back of my head helps keep my hair out of my face, making it easier for me to suck dick. It also allows Josh to grip my head and focus only on the sensations my talented mouth is causing.



"Oh God, Kayla!" Ian hisses, moaning and groaning as he struggles to speak. "I'm gonna, ah! AH!"
"Yeah, take that cum, you filthy slut!" I pull off Josh to husk. I'm absentmindedly stroking Josh as I watch Kayla take it in the mouth.
Ian is holding Kayla's head in both hands, shuddering weakly as he squirts his load. Kayla coughs a couple of times, and I can see drops of white at the corners of her lips as her cheeks fill with man stuff. Her eyes are watering, and I watch intently as Kayla's throat undulates, swallowing down a big mouthful of semen.
Looking up at Ian, Kayla smiles around his softening cock as she slowly pulls off of him. The beautiful girl swallows again before opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue so Ian can confirm his cum is all in her belly. She then turns to Josh and blows him a kiss before looking at me with a self-satisfied smirk.
"Mm, I love cum!" Kayla coos happily.
"So do I!" I agree with a nod. "Time for me to get some of my own!"
"Suck that dick!" Kayla encourages, staying on her knees.
I turn back to the cock I'm stroking and lean forward to give the tip an affectionate kiss. I flick my eyes up to Josh's face, noticing he's glancing nervously at Kayla and Ian. I get the impression he's nervous about getting his dick sucked while Ian is essentially just standing around.
"Don't look at Ian, there's a hot girl with your dick in her mouth!" I admonish before opening wide and inhaling Josh's prick.
There's no doubt the shy boy is incredibly self-conscious at first, but Josh only has eyes for me when I reach into my bra and pull my tits out. He gasps loudly, his cock throbbing in my mouth as he admires the big boobs hanging out of my shirt. My nipples are nice and hard, and my tongue is bathing Josh's length while I suck him off.
Josh keeps his hands in my blonde hair, instincts urging him to lightly encourage my motions. My breasts are pressed together, and my hands are caressing Josh's thighs. I can tell he's getting close, so I take him deep in my mouth, sucking hard as my fingernails lightly scratch the insides of his thighs.
"I'm gonna cum!" Josh warns thirty seconds later.
I hum encouragingly, telling him with my throaty moans that I want his cum. Keeping one hand on his thigh, I pull my head back so just the top half of his dick is between my lips. Then I wrap my other hand around his base so I can jerk him off into my mouth.
I am not disappointed. Josh gasps my name as the first burst of cum slams into the back of my throat. More semen quickly coats the roof of my mouth, and I can feel a final spurt completely cover my tongue. My lips are tightly sealed around his thickness, but I still moan as I feel a small orgasm course through me; the taste of his semen on my tongue is just too overwhelming. Fuck, I can smell it, too. Fuck, yes!
My mouth is full of cum, yet I don't swallow. Instead, I carefully ease my mouth off of Josh's dick and show him his semen on my tongue. With an evil look on my face, I turn to Kayla and grab her by the back of the head. The raven-haired beauty squeaks in surprise when I press my lips to hers.
Both of our boyfriends gasp as I push my tongue between Kayla's lips. Flicking my tongue, I deposit a large snowball into Kayla's mouth. Kayla scoots closer, reaching out to grab one of my tits as we make out and swap cum. I can taste and feel semen on our lips as we kiss passionately for at least a minute.
"Holy shit." Ian gasps when Kayla and I smile up at our guys after swallowing everything.
"Speechless, Baby?" I tease Josh with a giggle before hopping to my feet.
"Y-yeah." Josh mumbles, his eyes flicking between my baby blues and my exposed breasts.
"I hope that was okay?" Kayla asks her boyfriend nervously. "I didn't touch him."
"It's okay." Ian confirms with a nod. "I trust you."
"Good!" Kayla grins.
Josh and Ian are pretty dazed as the four of us take a minute to fix our clothes. The downside to big boobs; it can be a pain in the ass to get the girls back where they belong. Kayla laughs at me as I struggle to push my tits into my shirt and bra cups. I flip her off once I'm fully dressed.
We head to the cafeteria for drinks and snacks, meeting up with a few people we know. I'm still horny, but there just isn't time to get myself off. The AP Physics exam is about to begin, so we all find the right classroom, take our seats, and pull out our calculators.
Just like the AP English Literature exam, the AP Physics exam is broken into two sections. The first section lasts ninety minutes, and contains a large number of multiple choice questions. We're tested on a variety of topics, including kinematics, dynamics, and momentum. We are provided an equation sheet to use with the exam, which definitely helps.
Section two is another ninety minutes of torture. We are required to show all our work, which in a way is a good thing. There is one problem I have basically no idea how to solve. I write out a bunch of formulas and make a few attempts at defining things in the hope that I'll at least get partial credit. The other four free response problems aren't as bad, and while I may not get a perfect score on them, I at least understand what I'm talking about. Mostly.
"It's official!" Kayla declares as we all walk out of the room. "We're high school graduates!"
"We don't have our diplomas yet." Marcia reminds her.
"Still, it feels great to be done with that shit." Hazel comments. "I need a nap."
"Fuck that!" Kayla replies. "We need to get our yearbooks and gowns, then we have food to order. Oh, and the lock-in!"
"You are way too fucking chipper." Lexi grunts. "My head hurts, and I see formulas when I close my eyes."
"You should be happy, that's like porn to Ian!" I tease, smirking at Kayla's boyfriend.
"It is not." Ian replies with a blush.
"Let's just be happy this is over." Marcia says. "We're probably the last Seniors in the country to take these exams."
"Why would you think that?" Lexi frowns.
"Marcia's right." Josh speaks up. "AP exams are usually held in May. High school classes are usually over long before now, too. Our district is weird."
"Whatever. It's done. Let's stop thinking about it." I state firmly. "I want my yearbook!"
Since only Seniors have three hour AP exams for college credit, the other three classes are already long gone. Not all Seniors have to take AP exams, but we're all taking exams at the same time. The ones who aren't in AP classes have longer breaks. Only Seniors fill the halls as we make our way outside. There's chaos everywhere, but at least we can see two separate spots; one where we'll get our caps and gowns, and one for yearbooks.
Everyone is going for the yearbooks first, so our big group heads for the caps and gowns. We have to split up by last name to find the right stand. Once the teacher confirms my cap and gown are paid for, I'm handed a small bundle wrapped in clear plastic. I also get my tassel.
The school colors are white and green, so the girls all receive white caps and gowns while the boys will be in green. I take a quick look at my tassel, causing me to smile slightly. The tassel is green and white, and there is a small gold-colored charm that lists our graduation year.
Getting our yearbooks is a little simpler since they are all the same, unlike the sizes the caps and gowns come in. I just have to give my name to prove my yearbook is paid for, then I receive it. Students are walking into each other as we all flip through the yearbooks.
We split off to find people to sign our yearbooks; I'm not worried about getting the Sluts to sign, I'll have plenty of opportunities later. Kayla and Stephanie are with their cheerleader friends, all signing each others yearbooks. Kelsey is there as well, looking nervous and timid. I glare at Shannon in hatred while Emily signs Kayla's yearbook. Jennifer signs Kayla's yearbook next, and I see the blonde blushing as she exchanges words with Kayla.
"Would you sign my yearbook, Ashley?" Dan asks, walking up to me with his yearbook.
"Eyes up here, Dan." I comment, accepting his yearbook while offering him mine.
"Right, sorry." the handsome guy replies with a smile, his dimples making him even cuter.
"All good. I wouldn't wear the shirt if I didn't want people looking." I explain with a giggle while writing in his yearbook. "It's just fun to call guys on it."
"Still, I'm trying to treat girls better." Dan responds while signing his name in my yearbook.
"I heard about that!" I laugh while continuing to write. "I laughed until I cried when Hazel told us about giving you blue balls."
"She told you?" he gasps in shock.
"Girlfriends have no secrets." I point out as I close his yearbook and look at him. "That's part of your problem. All the girls were talking about you two pumping and dumping them."
"Ouch." Dan winces while we return each others yearbooks.
"Is that wrong?" I challenge.
"No." he sighs sadly. "I really owe Hazel for helping me. Maybe if I'd gotten my head out of my ass earlier I wouldn't have blown things with Kayla."
"Kayla was going through a really tough time." I say carefully. "I know you didn't take advantage of her or anything, but, well..."
"She wouldn't have slept with me if she had been in a better place." Dan finishes for me, looking heartbroken.
"Hey!" I exclaim, reaching out to touch his shoulder reassuringly. "Kayla just wasn't a fan of your reputation. And now she knows you're working on actually considering a girl's feelings."
"I am." Dan confirms with a nod. "I really am. Are you sure it's okay if I come over today with Brittney?"
"Kayla knows, it's cool." I smile kindly. "None of us ever disliked you."
"That's good to hear." he responds. "I do feel bad that we're all about to go our own separate ways. It really does feel too late..."
"You really like Kayla, don't you?" I inquire, studying his face carefully.
"I don't just mean Kayla, I hurt a lot of girls. I used them and ditched them. I won't have time to make it up to them." Dan answers. "But, yeah, I really like Kayla."
"Why?" I follow up with. "I mean, I know she's fucking great, but so is Hazel. Hazel helped you out more than Kayla ever did."
"Hazel's great, and I love being her friend." he begins slowly. "I also made sure she knows I'm here if she needs anything. I know Hazel and I aren't close, and she has other people she'd go to first, but you can never have too much support. Especially not with what she's going through."
"That's sweet, but it doesn't answer my question." I point out.
"I don't know." Dan answers with a shrug. "I always had a crush on Kayla, who wouldn't? Gorgeous, friendly cheerleader with a great rack. She was with David, and then, well, I did what I always do. I remember talking with her, she's so kind. She's so genuine. I really don't know, I just felt a spark with her that I didn't feel with anyone else. Can you not tell her this?"
"It'll be our secret, Dan." I smile before pulling him into a hug and kissing his cheek.
"Thank you. And thank you for signing my yearbook." he whispers, rubbing my back before breaking our hug. "See you at the mansion?"
"See you soon." I confirm as he turns to find someone else to sign his yearbook. "Oh, and Dan? We may be going our separate ways, but we don't have to lose touch. It's the twenty-first century, and we have social media. Keep in touch."
"I will." Dan promises.
I spend some more time getting people to sign my yearbook, but I don't worry about it too much. Most people are going to the lock-in, and we'll all have our yearbooks then. Of course, I have to be sure to get signatures from the football players who aren't allowed at the lock-in. They miss out for getting the girls some justice, I want to remember them.
So many different cliques, and most will be strangers soon enough. I may not be the most popular person, but I am part of a great group. I tell myself for the millionth time that the Slut-sisters are forever. I'm still scared, and part of me wants to prolong this moment with the Senior class, but I know I can't. It's time. Exams are over, and all that's left is the lock-in and graduation.
Tears fill my eyes as I contemplate my four years at Adrienne Dennis high school. There are ups and downs, friendships and broken hearts. Studying and partying, late night talks about boys and the future. The experiences here will be with me forever. Now I have a bond with my Slut-sisters that I hope lasts the rest of our lives.
Wiping away my tears, I start my car and pull out of the student parking lot. Like every teenager, I hate admitting that my elders are right. This time, however, they are right. So much time spent wanting high school to be over, now that it is over, I don't want to leave.
~Kayla~
I grimace slightly, the heat from the multiple pizza boxes in my hands uncomfortably hot, almost causing me to drop the keys dangling off my fingers. On top of the boxes I'm carrying are several brown paper bags. The bags contain a mixture of chicken wings, loaded tots, and garlic bread. My stomach is already growling, and the intoxicating aroma hitting my nostrils is causing my mouth to water.
"Lexi, can you get the door?" I ask when I stop in front of the rear driver's side door and struggle to shut my car alarm off while not dropping the boxes.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps as she opens the door and bows dramatically while gesturing toward the back seat.
Rolling my eyes at Lexi, I carefully set the food down in the back seat, making sure it's secure so it won't fall while I drive. Stepping aside, I give Hazel room to set a few bottles of soda down on the floor of the back seat. Hazel sits in back while Lexi and I get up front so I can drive to the mansion.
There are quite a few cars parked outside. Stephanie is bringing Ian, but Ashley, Josh, and Marcia are here separately. I also see two cars I don't recognize, and I assume they belong to Brittney and Dan. Good thing we have plenty of space, especially since there will be fifty times this number of cars for the graduation party.
The ten of us are soon sitting all around the main living room with plates of greasy food and cups full of soda. We've already removed our shoes, and some of us are relaxing on the furniture, while a few people sit on the floor. Music is coming from the massive television mounted on the wall.
"You'd better double your routine to work off all this cheese." Stephanie comments, gesturing at Ian's full plate.
"You work out, Ian?" Dan asks from his spot on the floor.
"Um, yeah, a little." Ian admits, looking guiltily at his plate.
"Benching? Curls? You got a nice setup at home?" Dan follows up with, leaning forward with interest. His bulging muscles are on full display thanks to his sleeveless shirt. Seriously, why doesn't this guy play football?
"No, nothing like that!" Ashley interjects with a laugh, sparing Ian from having to answer. "Stephanie and Kayla are working on his stamina for threesomes."
"That's a damn good reason to start working out." Dan smirks before taking a bite of pizza.
"Y-yeah." Ian stammers, looking like he wants to disappear.
"Don't be embarrassed." Hazel grunts, rolling her eyes rudely.
"Don't be mean." I admonish, glaring at the tan girl.
"Hazel's right." Lexi chirps. "You're nailing two hot babes, be proud of it!"
"Two very lovely ladies." Dan agrees, his piercing blue eyes looking right at me.
"Thank you, Dan." I smile politely.
"There's seven hot bitches here." Brittney declares. "You boys are so lucky!"
"We are." Ian agrees while Dan and Josh nod.
"We're all gonna have to work out to make up for this." Marcia adds, speaking up for the first time as she takes a bite of cheesy bacon tots.
"Sex is a good work out, we'll be fine." Ashley shrugs, making eyes at Josh.
"You know the pizza place sells salads, right?" Stephanie points out with a giggle.
"You shut your whore mouth!" I gasp, giving Stephanie a look of pure horror.
We all laugh as Stephanie sticks her tongue out at me. Then our group keeps chatting as we eat junk food and drink soda. Even Josh says a few words here and there, mostly at Ashley's encouragement. A few people lament the lack of alcohol, but we do have the lock-in tonight. Besides, we're all fun, we don't need booze to enjoy ourselves!
"Whoever invented cheesy garlic bread is a genius." Lexi says happily as she takes a bite.
"Mm, agreed." I reply, licking my lips. "I'd so let him fuck me up the ass."
"What if it's a woman?" Marcia counters. "I mean, this is pretty good heart break food, and that is definitely a woman's territory."
"Fine, I'd let her fuck me up the ass with a strap-on." I roll my eyes. "Better?"
"Do any of you girls have a strap-on?" Dan wonders, his eyes going from girl to girl.
"Kayla has one in her room." Lexi announces shamelessly.
"Sweet Kayla? No way!" Brittney giggles, looking at me with pride.
"Ian isn't always around, and Lexi is pretty good with it." I admit, my cheeks slightly pink.
"Well, now the guys have new material for their spank banks that should last them awhile." Ashley teases before blowing Josh a kiss.
"I'm not even gonna bother denying it!" Dan admits.
"Ew." Marcia mumbles, making a disgusted face.
"It's not gross!" Hazel insists while running her long ponytail through her hand. "It's just masturbation; everyone rubs one out to relax!"
"Amen to that." Brittney confirms with a nod.
"Nothing wrong with a girl flicking her bean every now and again." I agree. "We really can't judge guys for doing the five finger shuffle."
"And we all know you have more than one vibrator, Marcia." Lexi smirks. "So you can't say anything."
"Lexi!" Marcia screeches, looking mortified.
"Relax, Marcia." Ashley smiles kindly. "We can be ourselves around Dan and Brittney."
"Please, do." Dan nods. "I think you're all great. No need to be embarrassed, Marcia. You want embarrassing? My Mom walked in on me jacking off once."
"That sucks, man." Ian comments. "I'd never be able to face my mom again..."
"Yeah, it was fucking awkward for awhile." Dan winces.
"If it makes you feel better, Steven walked in on Kayla getting plowed once." Lexi interjects. "The guy pulled out and started squirting all over her leg."
"Lexi!" I hiss, glaring at the redhead. "There are things we keep to ourselves, remember?"
"I know, and I am keeping them to myself!" Lexi counters, her eyes wide as she indicates that she's holding back. It's fair, I guess. Lexi knows to shut the fuck up about Daddy and I fucking.
"Ouch, no father wants to see that." Brittney chimes in. "Steven seems cool, though. I'm guessing you weren't grounded?"
"No, not at all." I confirm, shaking my head. "It was just so humiliating, and I covered my tits as fast as I could."
"I wouldn't want my mom to see me having sex." Ian says, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. "It's bad enough that she knows I've had sex."
"My mom knows I'm no virgin, but imagine if she found out I do porn!" Brittney grins slyly.
"I'm surprised you admit to that so freely." Hazel comments.
"Why not? Everyone here knows, right?" Brittney asks, and we all nod.
"It's nothing to be ashamed of." I insist. "In fact, I overreacted to Daddy catching me having sex. They're just tits; Lexi and Hazel walk around with theirs hanging out all the time."
"Hey!" Lexi and Hazel exclaim at the same time.
"So, Daddy dearest has seen yours on other occasions?" Brittney wonders.
"Maybe." I shrug, regretting my comment. "It's nothing to be ashamed of, and Lexi needs dick so often, it's just whatever."
"As long as you aren't touching each other or anything, I guess it's not weird." Dan muses. "Like you said, they're just tits. Half the population has them, for which I am very grateful."



"We know you are, Dan." Ashley giggles.
The laughter and teasing continues, and we're all pretty comfortable with each other. Brittney is not my Slut-sister, but neither is Stephanie. Things are definitely going pretty well, and Ian doesn't seem jealous at all when me having sex comes up. I'm just glad my boyfriend doesn't notice the longing glances Dan occasionally throws my way.
We finish off the food, then a few of us take pictures of the empty pizza boxes to post to social media. Nothing wrong with showing family and friends how we're celebrating the end of exams! I make sure to comment on a couple of photos from others who are having their own parties.
Everyone helps clean up, so it only takes a few minutes. There's still plenty of sodas, so we're able to sip on our drinks while the music plays. Ten yearbooks also get passed around, allowing all of us to make sure every yearbook is signed by every person here.
No one wants to move, so I quickly put on a movie. Ashley is sitting in Josh's lap while they share an armchair, Stephanie and I are snuggling with Ian, Brittney and Dan are both relaxing on the floor, while Lexi, Marcia, and Hazel are on the couch.
Swimming is an option since we all have bathing suits, but everyone seems content to just relax in the main living room. I'm glad, actually, since I just don't feel like swimming. I am restless though, I'd like to do something, I'm just not sure what. I'm horny, too; Ian got his rocks off, but I still need an orgasm.
"Anyone wanna play a game?" Dan suggests at one point while looking over at our pile of neatly stacked games.
"Is this the part where you suggest strip poker in the hope of seeing some T and A?" Brittney asks before taking a sip of her soda.
"That's a great idea!" Dan exclaims, eyes widening in realization. "I hadn't even thought of that!"
"I'm calling bullshit on that one." Ashley snorts.
"There are too many of us for poker anyway." Stephanie adds, giving Dan a fake pout. "Too bad, so sad."
"Right." Marcia nods in agreement. "There are ten of us, and with five cards each, that's already fifty cards. We wouldn't be able to discard at all."
"You're thinking of five card poker." Ian speaks up, causing all of us to look at him in shock. "Texas Hold 'Em only has two hole cards per person, then five community cards. Even if we go with the tradition of burning a card before the flop, turn, and river, we'll still only use twenty-eight cards a hand."
"You secretly running some illegal games when I'm not around, Baby?" I inquire as Stephanie and I look at our boyfriend in surprise.
"No, my dad has a weekly game." Ian explains, looking embarrassed by all the attention. "He taught me cards."
"I'm surprised you know about something not related to academics or model rockets." Hazel interjects, seeming truly stunned.
"Sounds like Ian wants to play a strip game, too!" Lexi giggles teasingly.
"I didn't say that!" Ian says quickly, his voice cracking.
"Two pairs of titties not enough for ya?" Ashley wonders. "You wanna see what all seven of us have to offer?"
"No, I don't." Ian replies nervously.
"Oh, so you don't want to see Ashley and I naked? Marcia looks like she has one hell of a pair, too." Brittney follows up with. "Maybe he thinks we're ugly?"
"No, no, no!" Ian gasps, looking terrified. "You're beautiful, you're all beautiful."
"You checking out other girls on us, Ian?" Stephanie smiles, adding to the poor boy's nightmare.
"Of course not! You and Kayla are all I need. I love you both." Ian answers quickly, trying desperately to dig himself out of the hole he's in.
"You know, I'm starting to be more okay with being perpetually single." Dan states calmly as he observes Ian's dilemma. Josh just sits in silence, clearly hoping he isn't noticed.
"Wait!" Lexi exclaims loudly. "Brittney, why didn't you mention Ian wanting to see my titties? Or Hazel's?"
"Mosquito bites!" I declare in a sing-song voice.
"Bitch." Lexi grunts.
"I think B-cups are average." Hazel adds. "I have to be honest, I'd love big tits, but at least I know mine won't get saggy in twenty years."
"Exactly." Lexi nods firmly. "Ashley's giant hooters will be brushing her knees when she's fifty."
"Ew." Marcia says again.
"Whore." Ashley snaps. "Josh loves fucking my titties. Are yours even big enough to give a tit-fuck?"
"I can so give a tit-fuck!" Lexi snarls as Josh blushes and sinks further into the armchair, as if he thinks he can disappear.
"Hazel and Lexi both have lovely boobs." Dan speaks up, smiling kindly.
"He has seen both pairs, hasn't he?" Stephanie teases as Lexi sticks out her tongue.
"So, Dan, who here have you fucked?" Brittney wonders, batting her eyelashes at the handsome guy.
"Is that really okay for him to answer?" Hazel counters. "I mean, I don't care. I admit it, Dan and I had sex. I just don't want anyone to be jealous or embarrassed."
"I think we're all friends here." I say carefully. "Ian knows about my past, and he doesn't judge me. He isn't like that."
"Go ahead and answer, Dan." Lexi encourages, waving her hand toward him.
"Lexi, Kayla, Hazel, Brittney." Dan answers, actually looking a little guilty.
"And who was the best lay?" Ashley grins evilly.
"Ashley!" Marcia gasps. "That's not an appropriate question to ask! Don't answer that, Dan!"
"Even I'm not that stupid." Dan insists, though I notice his eyes lingering on me. Or maybe I'm imagining things?
"So, strip game? Yes or no?" Brittney inquires, returning to the original question.
"Ten people, and one person loses one item of clothing per round? Fuck that, we'll be here all night." Hazel points out.
"We also don't want to make the guys uncomfortable." Marcia adds, though we know she only means Josh and Ian. Dan is certainly comfortable.
"We also don't want to make Marcia uncomfortable." I interject, wanting to protect our quiet friend. "Or Stephanie."
"I don't care. Everyone at school has seen me anyway." Stephanie sighs sadly before realizing what she's talking about. "I mean, I'm fine. I'm good. As long as it's look and don't touch, I really don't care who sees the girls."
"What about you, Marcia?" Hazel wonders. "We don't wanna embarrass you."
"I'd be really nervous, but most of you have seen me, and it's not like I'll be the only girl." Marcia says quietly. "High school is over, we're adults. I'm nervous, but I can handle it."
"The question is, what game?" Dan follows up with.
"Wait wait wait!" Ashley speaks up quickly. "Are we really getting naked?"
"Since when has that been a problem for you?" I counter with a giggle.
"I just don't want anyone to be jealous." Ashley explains, looking at her boyfriend, then at mine.
"I'm okay." Josh speaks up, looking terrified. "Remember what we talked about when we got together?"
"I remember." Ashley nods, leaning in to kiss the shy boy. "Aren't you brave!"
"Nah, he just wants to see titties!" Brittney laughs.
"I don't blame him." Dan grins, looking very hopeful.
"Ian?" Stephanie asks, looking toward our nerd.
"As long as we have some ground rules, I think it would be okay." Ian confirms with a nod.
"Sounds like we have a game!" Dan declares happily.
Several people start discussing strip games, arguing about which will take the longest. Someone suggests a strip board game, with the loser having to get completely naked, but that is shot down. However, while all this is happening, I'm watching the redhead.
Lexi is usually talkative, but she doesn't have much to say right now. In fact, she's completely silent as she looks down at her hands. I can tell she's unsure about this, but doesn't want to be the one to say anything. Especially since she's usually the wild one.
"Hey, Lexi?" I call out.
"Yeah?" the redhead frowns.
"Wanna help check my room for other games?" I ask, giving her a suggestive look.
"Right. Sure." Lexi nods.
The two of us walk out of the main living room, but we don't go to my bedroom. Once we are out of earshot of everyone else, I turn to face Lexi. She looks at me nervously, and I waste no time wrapping my arms around the redhead and pulling her into a hug.
"You don't have to do anything if you don't want to." I whisper in her ear.
"I know, thank you." Lexi mumbles.
"It's the guys, right?" I ask, ending our embrace and stepping back to look at my best friend. "You don't want them to see you?"
"I don't know how Steven would feel about that." Lexi admits. "I'm definitely not letting them touch me! I won't even let you put the strap-on in me. Fingers are okay, but only Steven really penetrates me."
"I know, I know." I nod carefully. "It's up to you. If you want to call this whole thing off, I'll stand with you. But, just so you know, I'm sure Stephanie won't even touch a girl who isn't me. She did dance with girls at Prom, but she's really only comfortable with Ian or I touching her. You won't be the only one with those kinds of limits."
"That's true." Lexi muses.
"Plus, you've seen Ian's dick." I point out, keeping the mood light. "It's only fair!"
"And Dan's already seen everything." Lexi sighs. "That just leaves Josh."
"Who you know you can trust completely." I reason.
"I know." she nods. "Still, I can't get naked without Steven's permission. Not with guys here."
"Did you bring your phone?" I ask, pulling out my own.
"Yeah, I have it." Lexi confirms as she takes out her phone.
"Okay." I state as I send a text message. "There. Talk to him."
"Uh, okay." Lexi mumbles as she realizes I'm starting a group chat with the three of us.
Kayla: Lexi has something to ask you.
Daddy: Oh yeah? What's that?
Lexi: Hey, Sweetie. We're playing naked games You good with people seeing my playground?
Daddy: They see you all the time?
Lexi: It's not just the Sluts. Ian, Josh, and Stephanie are here. Oh, Dan, and... a surprise.
Daddy: You're not planning to *Eggplant Emoji*?
Lexi: Please. I'm a one eggplant girl these days.
Daddy: You won't touch any of the guys?
Lexi: No! I don't want to. Only your cock has access to my holes.
Kayla: Very regular access.
Lexi: Fuck off, Kayla.
Daddy: The other girls are playing?
Lexi: You mean Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel? Yeah, they are.
Daddy: Okay. As long as you aren't touching another guy, I'm fine with it.
Lexi: Even if I mess around with the girls?
Daddy: Even then. I trust you. Be careful. I love you.
Lexi: I love you, too! I'm yours forever.
Daddy: By the way, what's the surprise?
Lexi: You'll have to come home and find out...
Looking up from our phones, Lexi and I stare at each other in silence for a few seconds. Love and support passes silently as we realize we're both here for each other. We both have a lot of trauma, but we have each other. We're in a safe place, with safe people. There's nothing wrong with teasing a few guys, everyone will respect each others boundaries.
My thoughts continue to drift as I think about Daddy's text. He asks if the other girls are playing even though it's obvious. Is he jealous? Daddy and Hazel are having a baby, and he's used to Marcia's intense affection for him. Still, he seems okay with Ashley having a boyfriend. I put the concern out of my mind as I look at Lexi.
"You okay?" I ask my best friend.
"I'm okay." Lexi nods, giving me a tight-lipped smile. "If Marcia of all people can show off the goods, I think I can manage."
"Marcia might chicken out." I suggest.
"Stephanie, too." Lexi reasons. "Ashley loves her tits, so she'll be proud to have them hanging out. Hazel doesn't give a shit."
"I'll make sure Stephanie is okay." I nod. "Oh, and the guys will be fine. Ian and Josh are nervous, but I'm sure all the boobies they'll get to see will be worth it."
"Good. And yes, the boobies will keep them happy." Lexi smiles. "I'm not close with Stephanie like you are, but I know what kind of twisted things that asshole does to people."
"Let's not talk about it." I state firmly. "We're having fun today. No bad memories."
"Agreed." she replies. "We'll make sure everyone has a chance to state their limits beforehand."
"A strip game really will take too long, though." I sigh, deep in thought.
"I might have an idea." Lexi tells me. "Do we even have a deck of playing cards downstairs?"
"Yes, we do." I confirm.
"Okay, let's grab some things for dares from your room." the redhead instructs, taking my hand and leading me to my bedroom.
Lexi shamelessly goes through my things, pulling out what she wants. I giggle when I look at the assembled items; a container of lube, a pair of handcuffs, a blindfold, my vibrator, my dildo, my strap-on, and the rarely-used double-ended dildo. Then we rush back to the main living room and stun everyone by dropping the items right onto the coffee table.
"I guess we don't need the guys after all." Brittney comments. "Nice collection, ladies!"
"Nothing beats the real thing, I promise." Dan speaks up, not wanting to be left out of the fun.
"Know that from experience?" Ashley asks slyly. "Let me guess, you spend your nights with a fleshlight?"
"Really?" Dan counters. "Look at all those sex toys you girls have! How is that okay, but it's shameful for a guy to have something of his own?"
"So, you do have a fleshlight?" Hazel inquires. "Or do you mean you have your own dildo?"
"No anal beads? Lame." Brittney comments while most of us laugh at Dan.
"Okay, okay, moving on." Lexi declares, her confidence back as she stands in the middle of the room. "We're gonna play a game, and I'll explain the rules soon. First, we're gonna go around the room and all state our limits. Those limits will be respected. In addition, anyone can stop things at any time. My usual safe word is 'pineapple' so we'll use that. Sound good?"
"That's smart." Marcia smiles, looking more relaxed.
"Wait. How often do you need to have a safe word?" Brittney wonders.
"We'll start with my limits." Lexi continues, ignoring Brittney's question. "I'm fine with getting naked, and I'm okay with playing with any of the girls for the most part. I don't wanna be penetrated by a girl; fingers are fine, but no dildo or anything. And I absolutely won't touch any of the guys. Kayla?"
"I'm also okay with getting naked." I answer quickly. "Sex with girls is fine. Any stuff with another guy has to be cleared with Ian and Stephanie. But, I'm willing to push my boundaries a little if they're okay with it. Stephanie?"
"Nudity is fine, but I really only want to touch Kayla or Ian." Stephanie wallows weakly. "I just... it has to be that way. Anyway, Ian?"
"I think I can handle stripping." Ian speaks up, his voice shaky. "No stuff with a guy. And I'll only touch another girl if Stephanie and Kayla are okay with it. Marcia?"
"I'm gonna be honest, I'm really nervous about being naked in front of everyone." Marcia admits. "But, I think I can do it. Once I'm relaxed, I can probably play a bit. I do need a connection to be with someone, so I'd play with Lexi, Kayla, Marcia, or Hazel. The other girls or the guys? I don't know. Probably not sex, but some light petting might be okay. Hazel?"
"I'm up for anything, I really don't care." Hazel shrugs. "I'm hot and single. I can do what I want. Ashley?"
"Naked is fine. In fact, every person should get the opportunity to feast their eyes on my amazing boobies at least once." Ashley declares as we laugh. "I'll play with girls, and Josh, of course. Anything with another guy would depend on what he's okay with. Josh?"
"I, um, I..." Josh mumbles quietly. "No guy stuff. And I won't do anything to make Ashley jealous. Dan?"
"Same, buddy, no guy stuff." Dan nods firmly. "Other than that, I'm up for anything. Brittney?"
"I'm with Hazel; I'm up for anything!" Brittney declares. "Now, tell us the game, Lexi!"
"Okay, it's very simple." Lexi states, holding up a deck of playing cards. "Everyone gets a card. High card gets to dare the low card to do something. If you refuse, you're out! And if you have to take off clothing for a dare, you don't get to put it back on unless another dare tells you to. Finally, a dare lasts sixty seconds unless otherwise specified."
"Makes sense." I nod slowly.
"What if two people are tied for the lowest card?" Marcia inquires.
"Then they both have to do a dare, I guess?" Lexi shrugs.
"What if two people are tied for the high card?" Ian interjects. "Do they have to agree on a dare for the person with the lowest card?"
"Uh... well..." Lexi mumbles before perking up. "Okay, new plan. Each suit has thirteen cards, and there are only ten of us. I'm going to make a deck with just the heart cards. A tie is impossible. Better?"
"Are aces high or low?" Dan asks.
"Aces are usually considered high when stand alone." Ian explains. "Poker only considers an ace low if it's used as a one when making a straight."
"Let's go with high." Lexi confirms. "Everyone good with this?"
We all voice our agreement, and Lexi spends a couple minutes pulling all the heart cards out of the deck. At first, we try and gather around the coffee table, but it's soon apparent that there is just not enough room. Instead, I put on some music while we all sit on the floor, forming a large circle.
I watch Lexi shuffle the thirteen card deck, then glance to her left and allow my eyes to travel around the circle. To the left of Lexi is Hazel, followed by Marcia. I'm next to Marcia, with Stephanie on my other side, followed by Ian. Ashley is beside Ian, with Josh on her other side. Then Dan, and finally, Brittney.
"Let's play!" I say, clapping my hands excitedly.
"Okay, round one." Lexi states as she deals out ten cards.
Picking up my first card, I glance at it and see I have the three of hearts. Since the deck still has three cards, it's entirely possible that I'll be doing the first dare. Glancing around the circle, I see various reactions as I try and read their poker faces.
"Do we just announce what we have?" Ashley asks.
"Well, there are no ties." Lexi says slowly. "How about we find out the winner first? Does anyone have the ace of hearts?"
"Looks like no one has it." Hazel comments after a few seconds.
"Okay, how about the king of hearts?" the redhead follows up with.
"I have the king." Ian answers, turning his card to show us.
"Ian gives the first dare!" Stephanie cheers, leaning over to peck his cheek. "Give the loser a good one!"
"Remember, Ian; we want to see titties." Dan gives Ian a thumbs up.
"That's going to be tough." Josh sighs as he reveals his card. "I have the two."
All seven girls burst out laughing while the three guys look disappointed. We tease the two boys by letting them know they can have some private time in the closet if they're embarrassed. When the teasing finally dies down, we do remind Ian to not go easy on his shy friend. We'll remember if he does.
"Can I ask him something embarrassing instead of coming up with a dare?" Ian asks.
"If it's entertaining, sure." Brittney shrugs. "Just don't bore us, or you'll regret it!"
"Josh, have you ever sent a dick pic?" Ian turns to the shy boy.
"Um, well, yeah..." Josh admits with a blush as several girls whistle and clap. "Ashley asked!"
"I did." Ashley readily confirms. "I've asked a few times. I can only ask when he's alone because he doesn't have a huge file of dick pics like we all know Dan does."
"I just want to make sure I get good angles!" Dan interjects, causing more laughter.
"On that note, time for round two." Lexi says, interrupting. "Everyone hand over your cards."
Our favorite redhead collects our cards and returns them to the deck. She quickly shuffles and deals out another ten cards. I pick up my card and see that I have the six of hearts. Since there are only three cards left in the deck, it isn't possible for me to have the lowest or the highest card.



"I have the ace!" Ashley declares, waving her card above her head.
"I pity the poor soul who loses this round." Marcia speaks up.
"Bitch." Ashley grunts.
"I'm guessing it isn't you, Marcia?" I ask.
"No." Marcia shakes her head and shows her card. "I have the queen."
"Does anyone have the two?" Lexi inquires.
No one has the two of hearts, so Lexi asks about the three. Surprisingly, no one has the three either. When no one claims the four of hearts, we realize that the lowest three cards are the ones left in the deck. Someone has to have the five. Some poor soul who Ashley gets to humiliate.
"I have the five." Josh mumbles sadly, holding out his card to confirm he loses again.
"Don't go easy on your boyfriend." I remind the busty blonde.
"She can't, he embarrasses so easily anything will work." Hazel points out.
"And people say I'm a brat." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"I won't go easy on him, but I'm not just gonna throw him into the deep end." Ashley replies, looking at her nervous boyfriend. "How about this? Josh, take off your shirt and let me explore that sexy bod!"
"Lucky bastard." Dan interjects, making even Josh smirk.
Lexi pulls up a timer on her phone and we all turn to watch the cute couple. There's a brief debate on when Lexi should start the timer; before or after Josh's shirt comes off. We go with after, and Josh removes his shirt to several whistles. He's blushing as he looks down at his scrawny chest.
The timer starts, and Ashley purrs happily as she runs her hands along Josh's bare chest. The sexy blonde leans in and kisses his sternum. Josh is breathing rapidly as Ashley trails kisses along his chest until she reaches his nipple. I can tell he's resisting the urge to touch Ashley as the blonde sucks on his nipple while moaning softly.
"Time!" Lexi declares, and Ashley pulls back with a happy grin.
"Remember, you gotta leave the shirt off." I remind Josh as we all return our cards to Lexi.
"Don't be embarrassed; it'll be worth it once we get the girls topless." Dan grins.
"Pervert." Marcia snorts.
"Round three." Lexi says.
Lexi quickly shuffles and deals out the cards. Lifting the edge of my card, I see that I have the jack of hearts. Possible I might end up giving a dare, but unlikely. Stephanie and Ian don't look worried or excited either, so I'm interested to see how this one is going to go.
"Anyone have the ace?" Brittney inquires.
"I have the king!" Lexi declares when no one owns up to having the ace.
"I have the two." Ashley grunts, showing us the card.
There's laughter and teasing as Lexi taps her chin, making a show of considering her options. Ashley is no coward, and she confidently stares down Lexi while waiting for the dare. Lexi grins evilly as she clearly comes up with her idea.
"Since Dan is working through the group, why don't you give him some hope by giving him your panties!" Lexi decrees proudly.
"Fine, whatever." Ashley rolls her eyes as we all laugh. "But, he'd better give them back after the game. Sexy undies aren't cheap!"
Josh doesn't look the slightest bit jealous as Ashley stands up and walks to the center of the circle. The busty blonde unbuttons her jean shorts and pushes her thumbs into them so she can work the shorts down her long legs. We all cheer when we see Ashley's yellow lace panties.
"Take it off!" Brittney claps.
"Enjoy the show." Ashley giggles, licking her lips.
Ashley sexily shimmies out of her underwear, a cute grin on her face. Stepping out of her panties, Ashley snatches them from the floor before spinning around, letting us all get a good look at her naked ass. She then confidently walks up to Dan, looking down at him with a sultry expression.
"She really does have a great ass." I comment.
"Don't get too attached to these." Ashley states, pressing her underwear into Dan's palm.
There's a lot of clapping as Ashley returns to her spot. We're all laughing as the blonde bombshell tries to find a comfortable sitting position. At first, she tries sitting up on her knees, but it's clearly painful, so she sits on her butt. Making an annoyed expression, Ashley ends up sitting cross-legged, not even caring about exposing herself.
"You're a lucky man, Josh." Dan says, nodding his approval as Josh just smiles and leans over to kiss Ashley's cheek.
"And now that we got our first flash of pink, it's time for round four!" Lexi giggles.
I receive the king of hearts, and I start hoping that I'll be the one to give a dare. Will I get to dare a guy or a girl? Shall I create more nudity or let Ashley be the only one flashing her business? Decisions, decisions. Lexi asking if someone has the ace draws my attention back to her.
"I have the ace." Josh replies quietly. Dammit!
"Okay, anyone have the two of hearts?" Lexi follows up with. "I wanna see who Josh gets to humiliate!"
"Looks like no one has the two." Hazel observes.
"I have the three!" Brittney announces happily. "Make me suffer, Josh!"
Poor Josh. The shy boy is bright red while everyone looks at him. He opens and closes his mouth a couple of times, clearly unable to form words. Ashley scoots over to him and plants a kiss on him, snaking her tongue into his mouth in a show of support.
"Just think of something fun." Ashley encourages as she returns to her spot. "No one will be jealous, and I don't think it's possible to embarrass Brittney."
"It isn't." Brittney confirms with a nod. "But, feel free to try!"
"T-there's music on." Josh stammers, looking down at his lap. "Y-you could, you know, um, dance, and ah, well..."
"A strip tease. He's suggesting a strip tease." Hazel impatiently finishes for him.
"Oh, that's a great idea!" Stephanie exclaims. "Very smart, Josh!"
"Remember, timed dares are one minute." Marcia adds.
Brittney is clearly very enthusiastic about the dare, and she quickly takes her spot in the middle of the room. Running her hands along her sides, Brittney begins to sway to the music. Gathering up her hair in one hand, she thrusts out her chest and blows Ian a kiss while her other hand playfully slaps her jean-covered butt.
Peeling off her white top to reveal a nude colored bra that can barely contain her large breasts. The jean shorts quickly follow, and Brittney is soon bouncing around in her underwear. All three guys are watching in rapt attention, and I reach over to wipe the drool from Ian's chin.
The timer is running, so Brittney doesn't have much time left. As a result, she wastes no time unhooking her bra and seductively dropping it to the floor. Dan whoops and cheers when Brittney's big breasts come into view, and the sexy porn actress spends a few seconds playing with her tits.
We girls join in on the cheering when Brittney drops her panties and kicks them away. She then runs two fingers along her labia before bringing them to her mouth. Sadly, Lexi calls time a couple seconds later, forcing Brittney to return to her spot completely naked.
"Let's see if we can get more clothes off for round five!" Lexi chirps while shuffling the deck.
I have the queen of hearts, and my small flare of hope is quickly dashed by Marcia, who has the ace. No one has the two of hearts, meaning that Hazel is the loser with the three. Marcia spends a few seconds trying to come up with a dare.
"Fake an orgasm." Marcia finally dares.
Lexi starts the timer, and Hazel leans back on her elbows, her legs out in front of her. Tossing her head back, Hazel begins moaning loudly, her mouth open wide. She begins gasping and groaning, even managing to throw in a fake shudder as she announces a fake orgasm.
For round six, Lexi gets the ace. Ian's face turns white after the revelation, and he is forced to show us his card; the two of hearts. Lexi decides to add me to the dare, and instructs Ian to teabag me. I glare at Lexi as Ian gets naked from the waist down, his hands shaking from anxiety.
My nervous boyfriend mumbles an apology as he stands over me with his junk in my face. Lexi starts the timer, and I end up with Ian's balls on my face. Everyone laughs, and the girls shriek when I start licking his nuts. I even take a ball into my mouth and lightly suck on it.
Ian sits between Stephanie and Ashley, his face red as he tugs his t-shirt down over his manhood. Round seven sees me finally getting the ace of hearts. I end up daring Stephanie to suck on her tits. My girlfriend quickly gets topless and lowers her head while lifting a heaving breast. Dan lets out a moan of longing as Stephanie nurses at her teat. The gorgeous girl then switches to the other breast, sucking on it until Lexi calls time.
"There you go, Dan," Lexi begins, "four giant tits for you to look at."
"Don't be jealous!" Ashley laughs. "Yours are cute!"
"Whatever." Lexi grunts, gathering up the cards.
Lexi gets the ace again for round eight. Marcia reveals the two, and Dan cheers at the prospect of getting to see more titties. The shyest Slut-sister blushes nervously as she waits for Lexi to come up with a dare. The redhead tilts her head to the side, glancing at a few different people; Marcia, Ashley, Josh.
"Don't leave us in suspense!" Stephanie encourages, her arms crossed beneath her bare breasts.
"Oh, I know!" Lexi chirps happily. "Dan wants more boobies, and Josh is used to giant knockers, considering his girlfriend... So! Marcia, get your tits out and shove them in Josh's face so he can play with them."
Ashley looks annoyed, but she still nods at Josh, indicating her permission for him to be part of the dare. Soft music plays in the background as Marcia shakily walks to the center of the room. Dan leans forward to eagerly watch as Marcia fumbles with the hem of her white top.
Taking a deep breath to gather her strength, Marcia pulls off her top. The short girl has a flat stomach, making her boobs look even bigger. They're about the same size as mine, and even I feel my mouth watering as Marcia reaches back to unhook her bra.
The bra falls to the floor, and Marcia immediately crosses her arms over her chest, her face red. We all give the quiet girl a few moments, and she soon lets her arms fall, revealing her flawless breasts. Several people shout compliments, making Marcia smile as she brushes a lock of dark hair back behind her ear. She's comfortable being naked with the Sluts, but in front of guys she's not as close to? It's pretty new to her.
Josh is a good nine inches taller than Marcia, which quickly becomes apparent when both topless teens stand next to each other. They are both blushing when Lexi starts the timer. The shy boy swallows weakly as he looks down at the beautiful girl, clad only in her blue floral wrap skirt. Marcia nods frantically to Josh when we all tell the two of them to get on with it. Well, all of us besides Ashley.
With shaky hands, Josh reaches out and lightly caresses Marcia's exposed breasts. She sucks in a breath as his hands push her boobs together, his thumbs lightly brushing her skin. Lust finally overwhelms shyness, and Josh leans in, burying his face in Marcia's cleavage.
"I'm so fucking jealous." Dan comments.
"Mm, me too." Brittney purrs. "Nothing like someone slobbering all over your titties."
"Okay, Brittney, slobber on Dan's titties." Lexi instructs, making us giggle.
Marcia's head is tilted back, her hand buried in Josh's hair as she moans softly. Her other hand is gripping his wrist, and the shy boy soon slurps a hard nipple into his mouth. Glancing sideways, I notice that Stephanie and Ian are both watching the show, and Stephanie is holding Ian's dick, lightly stroking him. Probably against the rules of the game, but whatever.
Josh is clearly getting into it, kissing all over Marcia's tit-flesh as he switches from nipple to nipple. I can see the lust written all over Marcia's face, and the sexual act is making me wet. Ashley is pointedly not looking, and I think she's the only one relieved when Lexi calls time.
Releasing Marcia's breasts, Josh takes a step back and lifts his head, looking down at the quiet girl with a nervous expression. Marcia is breathing heavily, her face slightly red as she looks at Josh with lust. With a throaty growl, Marcia grabs Josh by the back of the head and gets up on her toes while pulling him into a hot kiss.
"Whoa." Ian gasps.
"Nice!" Dan nods approvingly.
"Foul!" Lexi announces loudly.
Hearing Lexi's shout causes Marcia to jump and pull away from Josh. Her face is bright red, and the quiet girl crosses her arms over her bare breasts again. That's when Ashley stands up, and walks right up to Marcia, hand drawn back so the blonde can slap Marcia across the face.
"You fucking bitch!" Ashley snarls, lifting her hand for another slap as Marcia cowers, holding her face.
"Ashley!" Josh gasps, trying to insert himself between the two girls.
"Well, things are definitely getting interesting now." Brittney comments.
"Move!" Ashley hisses, trying to shove Josh out of the way. "Stop protecting the whore!"
"Okay, that's enough!" I declare, hopping to my feet and rushing up to the enraged blonde. "Lexi, help me!"
Lexi and I each grab one of Ashley's arms and drag the bottomless girl back several feet. Marcia is holding her cheek in her hand as tears form in her big brown eyes. Josh is just standing there, mouth gaping as he tries to figure out what to do.
"Slut-sisters meeting!" Lexi announces while Lexi and I pull a snarling Ashley out of the room. "We'll be right back, talk among yourselves."
"Hazel, let's go!" I snap at the tan girl, who is still sitting on the floor.
"Fine." Hazel huffs, getting to her feet.
The others watch from the main living room as the five Slut-sisters leave and make our way down the hall to where we can safely talk. It's an odd meeting, since Ashley is naked from the waist down, and Marcia's tits are out. We end up all standing together, no one speaking up at first.
"What the fuck was that about?" Lexi asks, taking the initiative.
"She's trying to steal my man!" Ashley snarls, glaring at Marcia. "It's Bermuda all over again!"
"I am not!" Marcia insists.
"Bermuda?" I repeat with a confused frown while tears leak from Marcia's eyes.
"The stupid slut knew I liked Tom!" Ashley continues, looking like she's about to lunge at Marcia. "She knew I liked him, and she spread her legs the first chance she got!"
"You're still mad about that?" Marcia asks, her eyes wide. "He was just some guy!"
"Marcia has a point." I add. "I mean, I barely remember his name."
"I forget which one Tom was." Lexi shrugs.
"He's the only one from that house who definitely isn't the father of my baby." Hazel speaks up, looking uncomfortable.
"Tom didn't mean anything! I wasn't planning for anything to happen, it just happened." Marcia quickly explains. "And I'm not trying to steal Josh. I was just really, really horny. I reacted in the moment. I'm sorry."
"You couldn't get Shawn, so you thought you'd settle for his best friend!" Ashley yells, her hands balled into fist. "Is that it, whore?!"
"Ashley, that's enough!" I counter.
"Let's face it, neither of them are prizes." Hazel grunts.
"What the fuck does that mean?" Ashley asks, directing her wrath toward Hazel.
"Why are you being such a bitch?" Lexi asks the tan girl. "I get that you're pregnant and hormonal, but you shouldn't be treating us this way!"
"Lexi's right, Hazel." I agree. "You're being horrible."
"I know." Hazel sighs, looking nervous. "It's been an emotional few days with Kyle and his idiot friends, then being reminded of Bermuda... and, yeah, the nerds really aren't my type..."
"Well, Josh is my type! And Ian is Kayla's!" Ashley declares. "Deal with it."
"And they are part of our group of friends." I point out as Hazel nods.
"I really am sorry, Ashley." Marcia mumbles. "I promise, I don't want to date Josh. Having my tits sucked just got me really turned on."
"And we could all tell you were uncomfortable with the dare." Lexi interjects. "Ashley, if you weren't comfortable, you should have said something before, not after."
"I guess you're right." the angry blonde reluctantly admits. "I'm not used to being jealous. Josh isn't jealous, and I hate being the insecure one."
"You have nothing to be insecure about." I say kindly. "You're a hot babe, and any guy would be lucky to be with you."
"I agree." Marcia nods. "Tom was an idiot. You're way better than I am."
"I'm not better than you." Ashley replies, giving Marcia a small smile. "You're one sexy bitch, yourself. And they're right, I should have spoken up. I just, well, I just kept thinking about Bermuda, and I was nervous. Then you made it worse by kissing him."
"I'll control myself better." Marcia promises. "And I won't do anything else with Josh."
"Thank you." Ashley nods before grinning evilly. "I might invite you for something in the future, but for today, stay away from my man."
"Agreed." Marcia giggles.
The five of us all exchange hugs, promising to be honest with each other and never let anyone tear us apart. Lexi makes us laugh when she hugs Ashley and grabs a handful of the blonde's bare butt. Then we return to the main living room in much better moods.
"You have great legs, Ashley." Dan points out, clearly trying to stay on her good side.
"No need to kiss her ass, she's fine." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Are we good? Should we stop playing?" Brittney wonders, still sitting naked and looking completely comfortable.
"We're good." Ashley confirms as she sits down beside her boyfriend and starts a whispered conversation with him.
We all return to our original spots, and I giggle when I see Ian still using his shirt to conceal his cock. I smile at him across Stephanie before reaching out to teasingly squeeze one of my girlfriend's big boobies. She playfully swats my hand away.
"Round nine?" Lexi asks, getting affirmative nods from all of us.
I grin happily when I'm dealt the ace of hearts, and I declare that I have it before Lexi can even ask. We all laugh when we realize Josh is the loser once again. The shy boy looks at me nervously as he waits for me to give him his dare.
"Tell you what," I begin with a smirk, "Ashley really needs to relax. Eat her out."
Josh nods nervously as Ashley shrieks happily and hops to her feet. We're all laughing and whooping while Ashley lays down in the center of the room. Rising to her elbows, the busty blonde spreads her legs, shamelessly exposing herself as Josh drops to his knees and gets into position.
Lexi starts the timer, and Josh places his hands on Ashley's thighs as he leans in to lick her slit. Ashley is clearly showing off for our benefit; the blonde is moaning loudly while squeezing a big tit from outside her shirt. Everyone is trying to get the best view possible, and I know we're all turned on as we listen to Ashley moan and pant.
Sadly, one minute just isn't enough time for Josh to get Ashley off. The busty blonde whines when Josh lifts his head and wipes the pussy juice from his face. Slapping a hand to her twat, Ashley begins rubbing her clit, her moans resuming as she tries to reach orgasm.
"Foul!" Lexi declares again.
"Oh, come on!" Ashley whines.
"You're fine, Slut." Hazel giggles. "Get your naked ass back to your spot."
Ashley grumbles as she and Josh return to their seats in the circle. Ashley's still bottomless, and Josh has his shirt off. The cute couple do end up making out for a minute or so, and we all silently agree to let them. It's sweet and hot at the same time. Eventually though, it's time for round ten.
The three of hearts. Will I finally receive a dare? Nope. Lexi has the two of hearts. No one has the ace, and Dan reveals the king. Lexi smiles confidently at Dan, showing off her pearly whites. I don't think Dan can tell, but I know Lexi well; she's nervous.



"How about we get things moving?" Dan suggests. "I dare you to get naked."
"How creative." Lexi rolls her eyes as she gets on her feet and walks to the center of the room.
Lexi glances at Ian, Josh, and Dan; I can see the guilt in her eyes, and maybe a small amount of shame? I'm about to speak up when Lexi lets out a breath and quickly pulls off her gray top, revealing a light blue bra. Dan and a few girls whistle appreciatively, and Lexi grins confidently while everyone admires her lightly-freckled torso.
The sexy redhead unbuckles her belt and unbuttons her jeans. We soon discover that Lexi is wearing matching light blue panties, and I remember the bikini she wears when first hooking up with Daddy. I smile softly as I realize the only reason she feels any reluctance is because of her fierce loyalty to Daddy.
"Daddy's a lucky guy!" I announce, reminding Lexi that he's okay with this.
My words seem to help, as Lexi smiles and nods at me in appreciation. Unhooking her bra, Lexi rolls her shoulders forward, letting the undergarment fall to the floor. Brittney, Ashley, and Stephanie all clap and cheer, Ian and Josh are trying not to stare, and Dan is openly ogling. I can't blame Dan; Lexi has such cute boobs. They're not huge, but they're perfectly shaped and perky. Her pale, pink nipples are clearly visible on her pale skin, and I love the smattering of freckles on Lexi's chest.
"Get a good look, boys!" Lexi declares, her confidence returning as she does a few twirls. "But, only Steven gets to touch!"
"As gorgeous as I remember." Dan comments as Lexi runs her hands up her sides until she's squeezing her own boobs.
"Yeah, right." I snort. "I'm sure you have a folder with all her nudes in it."
"A guy needs something to jerk off to." Hazel reasons.
"I do not!" Dan exclaims, looking offended. "Lexi never sent me any, and I wouldn't keep something taken without consent."
"Let's not talk about that." Lexi interjects. "Focus on the girl in her panties who's bouncing around, okay?"
I'm impressed with Dan; he's genuinely offended at the idea of him looking at something Keith distributes. Maybe he's just saying it to try and seem like a good guy, or maybe I'm being a bitch. Maybe he isn't just a pussy hound anymore. His time with Hazel is really making him a better person. Hopefully, he keeps improving, even though the tan girl isn't fucking him now.
Returning my attention to the redhead, I watch as Lexi hooks her thumbs into her panties and pulls them down her legs. Kicking her leg, Lexi flings the underwear into the air so she can catch it. Then she twirls the light blue fabric on her fingers as she prances around the circle, letting all of us get a good look at her pubic mound and her cute butt.
We're all clapping as Lexi returns to her spot and sits cross-legged. She seems completely comfortable being naked, and I can see her silver necklace with the stylized 'A' charm on it. Lexi quickly gathers up the cards so she can shuffle and deal. This is already round eleven, and the game feels like it's just starting.
As much as I want to give another dare, I'm very pleased when Ian wins with the king of hearts. No one has the two of hearts, and Marcia loses with the three. I grin happily as I glance between Ian and Marcia while setting down my jack of hearts.
"Don't go easy on her!" Ashley points out.
"Agreed." Brittney nods. "We have three pussies out, there's room for a fourth!"
"I don't want to embarrass her." Ian says quietly.
"That's exactly what you want to do, Ian." Hazel counters, her tone nicer than earlier.
"Marcia has an amazing body, it's a shame to keep it covered." Dan adds.
"Well, since Dan is so adamant on clothes coming off, what about his?" Ian reasons, making me smirk as I wonder where he's going with this. "Marcia, I dare you to strip Dan."
Everyone is laughing, but no one is cheering harder than Stephanie and I. We love that our quiet boyfriend is getting into this, that he's not being too timid. Hazel glances at Ian appreciatively, and nods her head. Looks like the group approves of the dare!
"Alright, let's do this!" Dan grins as he hops to his feet and stands in the middle of the circle.
Marcia is blushing pink as she slowly walks up to Dan. The handsome man is almost a foot taller than Marcia, and she looks up at him anxiously. Dan is smiling, clearly admiring Marcia's bare breasts as she fidgets nervously in front of him wearing only a wrap skirt.
"Begin!" Lexi announces, starting the timer on her phone.
Shaking hands reach for the hem of Dan's shirt, and Marcia slowly slides the sleeveless shirt up Dan's torso. A small moan escapes Marcia's lips when Dan's musculature is revealed. The shirt lands on the floor, and Marcia reaches out a hand, lightly placing it on Dan's chest, between his pecs.
"Someone's horny!" Ashley calls out, making the girls giggle.
With a frightened squeak, Marcia yanks her hand back, causing her bare boobs to jiggle slightly. Dan displays surprising tact as he refrains from teasing Marcia, choosing to simply smile kindly. Swallowing weakly, Marcia reaches for Dan's shorts.
Bending forward, Marcia pulls his shorts down to his feet. Dan helps by stepping out of the shorts. Girls start cheering as the quiet girl extends her hands toward Dan's boxer briefs. Dan is clearly rock hard, and Marcia's eyes are locked on the sexy guy's bulge.
"Sorry, I can't help it." Dan shrugs helplessly. "You're incredibly beautiful."
"Thank you." Marcia whispers, looking pleased and anxious at the same time.
The dark-haired girl's tits are hanging from her chest, lightly swaying as she pulls out the waistband of Dan's underwear. It takes a little maneuvering, but Marcia is able to free Dan's erection. A soft moan of desire escapes her lips when the quiet girl comes face to face with the hard dick. She then lets out a breath as she tugs the underwear down to Dan's feet.
"Josh was very lucky, I'm jealous." Dan smiles as he reaches out to caress Marcia's cheek with his thumb. "I'd love to kiss you."
I hear another soft moan from Marcia, and from the way she's shifting her feet, it's taking all her strength not to throw herself at Dan. Still, we all know Marcia needs a real connection. Sure, she has a couple of hook ups; my birthday pool party and Bermuda. However, that's mainly from being overcome with lust. It's not her usual behavior, and I know Marcia can't orgasm unless she feels that connection and trust.
"Time!" Lexi exclaims, making Marcia jump and squeak.
Round twelve results in me getting the nine of hearts. I'm not participating in this one! Brittney wins with the queen, and Marcia sighs when she reveals the two. The quiet girl looks really nervous; two losses in a row, and Brittney is very intimidating!
"Timed dares are one minute?" Brittney asks for clarification.
"Correct." I speak up, nodding my head.
"Okay, how about this?" Brittney suggests, her brows furrowed as she considers her options. "We go back to Ian's idea of asking something embarrassing. I don't want just one question, though! I want to get to know the buttoned-up, proper girl!"
"So, what are you proposing?" Hazel inquires.
"It's simple; timed dares are one minute." Brittney declares. "Marcia, I dare you to answer any question I ask honestly. For one minute."
Nodding nervously, Marcia pulls her knees up to her chest, concealing her breasts. After brushing her raven hair back behind her ears, the quiet girl wraps her arms around her calves, hugging herself tightly. She stays in her spot between Hazel and I as Lexi announces the start of the dare.
"Do you want to have sex with Dan?" Brittney leads with.
"I don't know." Marcia responds, letting out a breath.
"How do you not know?" Brittney frowns. "Do you want him to plow you or not?"
"Physically, yes, I want him." Marcia explains, blushing cutely. "But, I don't feel a connection with him, and I need one."
"Really?" Brittney asks, clearly not understanding.
"Yeah..." Marcia sighs, gathering her strength. "I had a couple hook ups; one at Kayla's birthday pool party, and one in Bermuda. I just can't let go and enjoy myself unless I feel safe. I have to really trust them."
"Tell me more." Brittney probes gently.
"Everyone went wild at Kayla's party. That day changed everything, really." Marcia smiles, remembering the day. "The sex was fine, I guess. And it helped lead me to the great relationships I have now. As for Tom, well, I just wanted to convince myself I wasn't in love with Steven. Tom was nice, and he tried really hard, but..."
"He couldn't make you cum?" Brittney suggests.
"Um, no. He couldn't." Marcia shakes her head. "Just with my Slut-sisters and Steven. And alone."
"What about Ron Wilson?" Brittney follows up with. "He got your cherry, didn't he?"
"He did." Marcia confirms, her blush deepening. "I forgot to mention him, he's in the past. Yeah, he did make me cum."
"Well, that's something." Brittney smiles kindly. "I'm surprised. I mean, I know a lot of women have trouble getting there, but I guess I'm just lucky."
"It builds, but..." Marcia begins, "there's just this wall, and I can't. It doesn't matter how long. I can't even get off watching porn sometimes. I get stuck. I need to imagine someone I have a connection with so I can bring myself off."
"Aren't you a romantic!" Brittney comments, giggling.
"It's sweet." Dan grins, looking at Marcia with affection.
"Sweet doesn't make your pussy purr, sadly." Hazel comments.
"No, but a Slut-sister with her tongue on your clit does." Lexi points out. "Oh, and time's up."
I'm dealt the ace of hearts for round thirteen, so I know I'll be giving the next dare. It turns out that Stephanie receives the two, so she'll be the recipient of my dare. I take a few moments to consider what I should have her do, there are options, and I don't just want to have her get naked.
"Ian's so tense, why don't you help him loosen up?" I suggest. "Suck his dick."
There's loud cheering as everyone approves of the dare. Ian is bright red, and Stephanie tells him to stay seated. Standing up, Stephanie walks to the opposite side of the circle as Ian. Then she gets on all fours, her big boobs swinging as she starts crawling toward Ian, a seductive look on her face.
Lexi announces the start of the dare just as Stephanie lifts Ian's shirt and exposes his flaccid penis. He's clearly too nervous to get it up, so Stephanie leans in and engulfs his entire cock in her warm mouth. Bobbing her head back and forth, we can all see that Ian is slowly hardening.
Ian's a guy, so it isn't surprising that his dick filling with blood is enough to overcome his nerves. He's soon moaning heavily, holding the back of Stephanie's head. At one point, he even pushes her head down, making Stephanie gag and gurgle sexily. Unfortunately, Lexi calls time, and Ian doesn't get to cum.
It isn't until round fourteen that it finally happens; I'm dealt the two of hearts! I'm finally going to receive a dare, and I find myself excited at the possibility of getting out of my clothes. Hazel has the ace of hearts, so I'm expecting one great challenge!
"Ian is still hard, so maybe you should help him out." Hazel reasons. "Let's take some inspiration from porn; give him a footjob."
"A footjob?" Marcia frowns as several girls laugh.
"It's where a girl uses her feet to get a guy off. Like a handjob, but with your feet." Lexi explains. "Apparently, foot fetishes are really common."
"They are." Brittney confirms. "They always want my feet to look pretty before a shoot, and I've heard from a few actresses that they've starred in feet-focused videos."
"Nothing wrong with that." Stephanie reasons. "Everyone is different, and everyone has their own kink."
"Definitely." Dan nods. "I'd prefer a titjob, but I'll never say no to a girl touching my cock."
"We know." Ashley giggles. "And this is funny; SeeMe came up this morning at breakfast. I know girls sell feet pics there."
"Yes, we do." Brittney confirms.
"You have a SeeMe?" I ask our porn actress friend.
"Yes." Brittney confirms. "It isn't just about extra nudes. Guys can see me naked any time. It's about the personal aspect. I respond to personal messages and things like that. It lets fans feel more connected. Also, most of the income is mine, which is great!"
"So, ah, how much per month?" Dan wonders. "You know, asking for a friend."
"Right. Sure." Lexi snorts.
"You get the real thing, you don't need to subscribe!" Brittney laughs as she runs her hands along her boobs. "But, thanks!"
"Okay, I have a dare to complete." I giggle. "Let's do this!"
My light blue sundress rides up my thighs as I scoot along the floor until I'm in front of Ian. My boyfriend's hard dick is on display, and I lick my lips as I admire the thick shaft. Supporting myself on my elbows, I smile cutely at Ian as we wait for the start of the dare.
Extending my legs, I touch Ian's erection with my toes, unable to stop myself from giggling. Ian's penis is still slick with Stephanie's saliva, and I'm able to lightly stroke him with my heels. The girls are all making comments; Ashley admits it's actually a little hot, Brittney argues I can be a foot model, and Lexi thinks Ian's enjoying himself.
"Ah, fuck!" Ian gasps in surprise about halfway through the dare, his orgasm proving he is definitely enjoying himself.
I squeal loudly when a rope of cum shoots straight into the air before falling back down and splattering across the top of my left foot. A few more bursts follow, covering my feet in semen as the girls all laugh and clap. I can feel warm sperm between my toes as I stroke Ian with my feet, making sure he enjoys every second of his release.
"So, Ian has a foot fetish. Got it." Hazel nods.
"Hey, no kink shaming!" Lexi chirps.
"It's probably because of the blowjob." Ashley reasons. "He was already on edge."
"I am good at blowjobs." Stephanie adds.
There's more laughter and teasing as I hold my feet up to keep from getting cum on the carpet. Ian is bright red as he covers his crotch with his shirt. I also notice that there's some semen on his shirt now. Thankfully, Marcia takes pity on us and gets up to grab some tissues.
"Not gonna eat it?" Ashley wonders as she watches me clean my feet. "Lame. What a waste of perfectly good cum!"
"You can have it, then!" I declare, wadding up the tissue and throwing it at Ashley's head.
"Whore!" Ashley declares as she throws the tissue back at me while Ian cleans cum out of his shirt.
"That's enough." Marcia says after the tissues are tossed around a few more times.
"Yes, Mom." Ashley rolls her eyes as I return to my spot in the circle.
Round fifteen, and I receive the nine of hearts. We are all interested to see what happens when we find out the participants this round; Dan has the ace, and Brittney has the two! I'm still fully clothed, and they're both naked. Are we about to see some sex?
"I dare you to tell me your greatest sexual fantasy while riding me." Dan states confidently.
"Of course you're using the opportunity to get your dick wet." Brittney retorts, rolling her eyes.
"Can Dan even last the full minute?" Lexi wonders with a frown.
"Lexi!" I exclaim. "That was uncalled for!"
"No, it was called for." Dan sighs, looking at me sadly.
"He's gotten better." Hazel speaks up. "He even made me cum, and I'm sure he'll keep getting better."
"Aw, that was sweet." Marcia smiles.
Dan smiles in thanks before getting up and walking to the center of the circle. I get a good look at his amazing body as he lays down, his hard dick sticking straight up. Brittney straddles his waist and tosses her blonde hair over her shoulder as she reaches down to grasp Dan's erection.
"Begin!" Lexi instructs.
Brittney lowers herself onto Dan's cock, both of them gasping as the blonde envelops the muscular man in her warmth. Dan wastes no time reaching for Brittney's tits while she places her hands on his chest and starts to undulate in his lap. Brittney is clearly experienced, and her movements are meant to both maximize her pleasure and to make her look hot.
"My greatest fantasy is to experience what Marcia has." Brittney admits, actually looking a little nervous.
"You want to be an uptight good girl?" Hazel asks in confusion.
"I'm not uptight!" Marcia exclaims, glaring at the tan girl.
"Yeah, she'll hook up with any guy her friends are interested in." Ashley adds.
"Well, you're interested in every guy on the planet, Ashley." Lexi interjects. "So, Marcia doesn't really have any other option."
"That's enough, ladies." I say, surprising myself by being the voice of reason.
"See! That's it!" Brittney points out as she grinds her hips in Dan's lap while he plays with her tits. "That connection you girls have. I want that!"
"She wants intimacy." Stephanie whispers. "Not sex."
"It is so much better than sex." Ian speaks up. "Really loving someone."
"I want my guy on top of me. I want to feel totally safe and protected in his arms while he slowly pushes inside me." Brittney moans, her eyes closed as she imagines it. "I can feel the depth of his love for me in his look, in his touch, in his kisses."
"It's amazing." Marcia smiles.
"It really is." Lexi agrees, clearly thinking of Daddy.
"Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Brittney announces as she shudders on top of Dan, her mouth hanging open.
"Shit!" Dan gasps, his face turning red as he releases Brittney's big boobs.
Dan grips Brittney's hips, holding her in place as he clearly struggles not to cum. A few moments later, Brittney settles down, her orgasm ending. She then looks straight up and lets out a breath, clearly lost in thought.
"That's time." Lexi says.
"I guess it is possible to embarrass you." Ashley grins as Brittney gets off Dan and walks over to her discarded jean shorts.
"Vulnerability is always embarrassing." Brittney explains, proving to all of us that she's so much more than just a pretty face and a nice body. "I just don't feel vulnerable while naked. Sex and nudity aren't intimacy to me."
"That makes sense." Marcia nods, her knees still up to conceal her breasts.
"By the way, good job lasting a full minute, Dan." Lexi states.
"Thank you, Lexi." Dan smiles as he returns to his spot.
"I'm proud of you!" Hazel adds, grinning widely.
Brittney takes her phone out of her jean shorts before discarding the clothing. She then aims the phone at herself, taking a picture of her face and tits. We all watch as Brittney starts typing on her phone, clearly sending the picture to someone.
"Who are you sexting?" Stephanie wonders.
"My fans." Brittney explains. "I posted the picture to my SeeMe and said I'm playing a fun sex game."
"Does this mean we get a cut of your profits?" I inquire innocently.
"Sure, if you let me get some shots of you ladies uploaded." Brittney counters.
"Uh, forget it." I mumble, blushing.
"Thought so." Brittney laughs.
Everyone is back in their spots, and Lexi shuffles the thirteen heart cards. It's round sixteen, and I receive the five of hearts. No one has the ace, so Hazel wins with the king. The two of hearts is also missing, causing Stephanie to lose with the three.
"I know you won't touch anyone other than Ian and Kayla," Hazel begins slowly, "but you and I did dance at Prom; would you be okay with something if I promise not to reach out and touch you?"
"Depends what it is, I guess?" Stephanie frowns. "What did you have in mind?"
"Sixteen rounds, and we still have two people fully clothed." Hazel states. "We need to get this show on the road, so how about you get me out of my clothes while I'm still hot and skinny?"
"You'll always be hot, Hazel." I reply kindly.
"But not skinny." the tan girl sighs. "I'll be fat."



"Oh, stop." Ashley rolls her eyes. "You won't be fat, you'll be glowing, and you'll have an adorable baby bump."
"Whatever." Hazel mumbles before looking at Stephanie. "What do you say? I won't touch you, and you only have to remove my clothes."
"Sure, I guess I could do that." Stephanie answers with a nod.
Hazel is clearly very hormonal today, and she's all over the place. I understand she's stressed, but her rude comments are getting old. At least she seems to be relatively happy at the moment. She's being understanding about Stephanie's limits, so at least she's aware that other people have feelings, too.
I love Hazel, I really do. She's my best friend, my Slut-sister, and I would die for her. She just gets so in her head that she starts lashing out at people. My therapist is right; your feelings are always valid, but they don't justify inappropriate behavior. Hazel seems less rude after our Slut-sisters meeting, so I'll let it go for now.
Stephanie and Hazel are facing each other; my girlfriend looks nervous, while Hazel is smiling sweetly. The dare starts, and Stephanie grips the hem of Hazel's light green top while the tan girl raises her arms. Unsurprisingly, Hazel's long ponytail gets caught in the shirt, and we all laugh as both girls struggle with the shirt.
"As beautiful as ever." Dan compliments after the shirt hits the floor.
"Being charming won't get you anywhere in a game of dares." Hazel counters, placing her hands on her hips. "It'll have to be a dare if you wanna get your hands on me again!"
"I'll just have to hope." Dan smiles.
The tan girl really does look great; her small boobs are encased in a black bra, and her tight jeans show off just how long her legs are. Hazel's stomach is flat, and there isn't an ounce of fat on her body. I know that will change soon, but she definitely doesn't have any baby weight right now!
After brushing her raven hair back behind her ears, Stephanie reaches forward and unbuttons Hazel's jeans. The jeans are incredibly tight, and Hazel has to help Stephanie remove them. My girlfriend then starts walking around Hazel, giving her a wide berth. Stephanie is giggling softly, so she seems completely comfortable with this.
"Damn, that's one sexy bitch!" Ashley calls out when Stephanie gestures with both hands for us to admire Hazel standing in her underwear.
I can see Josh's bulge as he leans forward to watch Stephanie get behind Hazel. Stephanie unhooks Hazel's bra, easing it off her shoulders. A few people clap when Hazel's nipples come into view, and Hazel just winks. Stephanie decides to finish this quickly, and stays behind Hazel while grabbing the tan girl's panties and tugging them down.
"Mm, I remember getting my hands on that body." Brittney purrs, referencing the threesome with that porn guy.
"Fucking perfect." Dan agrees, nodding.
Hazel licks her lips seductively, and playfully smacks her own ass. There are now four people who are completely nude: Brittney, Lexi, Dan, and Hazel. I'm the only person fully dressed, which I hope changes in the near future. I wanna show off the goods!
"Hurry!" Hazel declares as she returns to her spot, sitting cross-legged on the floor. "More dicks and pussies. Chop chop!"
We all laugh as Lexi gathers up the cards to prepare for round seventeen. No one gets the ace, so I win with the king. Josh loses yet another round, showing us he has the two of hearts. Now I have to figure out what to make him do. The shy boy looks at me nervously, and I want to help him loosen up.
"Are you sure you can handle your jealousy?" I ask Ashley, giving her a pointed look.
"I'm sure." Ashley nods slowly. "I still intend to give Josh a threesome, I just overreacted in the moment. I'm good, just have him play with someone besides Marcia, please."
"No offense taken." Marcia glares.
"Good!" Ashley giggles, purposely ignoring the sarcasm.
"You two need to work on your issues, but that's a problem for another day." I tell them before turning to Josh. "Josh, I dare you to finger Hazel."
Josh is bright red as Hazel leaves the circle and sits on the couch, legs spread wide so the tan girl can shamelessly show the room everything she has to offer. The shy boy gets to his feet and slowly walks over to the couch, visibly shaking while Hazel gently pats the spot beside her. Josh takes his seat and tentatively reaches out to place his hand on Hazel's bare thigh.
"It's okay, Baby." Ashley says calmly. "You can touch her."
"Make me feel good." Hazel encourages, batting her eyelashes at Josh.
"Begin!" Lexi chirps.
Hazel is naked, but Josh still has jeans on, which are not hiding the fact that he is rock hard. Even his bare chest is red as Josh slides his hand further up Hazel's thigh, approaching her center. Hazel may say Josh isn't a prize, but she's clearly eager to be touched by him!
"Mm, fuck!" Hazel coos when Josh's fingers make contact with her soaked labia.
All eight of us are facing the couch, watching as Josh eases his fingers into Hazel. The tan girl leans her head back against the couch as her hand grips Josh's wrist. He begins to finger her slowly, and I can tell he knows to pay attention to her clit. Ashley's a good teacher!
"Time!" Lexi calls out a minute later.
Josh tries to withdraw his hand, but Hazel surprises him by directing his hand toward his mouth. Hazel tells him to taste her, and Josh doesn't even look back at Ashley before pushing his two fingers in his mouth. He then laps up Hazel's pussy juice, getting every drop from his fingers.
"Do I taste good?" Hazel wonders, smiling over at Josh.
"Y-yes." Josh stammers.
"If you expect to taste the source, you'd best make me cum next time." Hazel winks before getting off the couch and returning to her spot.
Round eighteen. This is going to be a very long game, and I am perfectly fine with that. Lexi has the ace, and I'm hopeful I'll be the loser with the three. My hopes are dashed when Ashley smirks and holds up the two of hearts. Fuck, will I ever get this sundress off?
"Great!" Ashley grins happily. "Will my titties finally get to breathe?"
"That eager to get naked?" I wonder with a giggle.
"I'm already bottomless, may as well display my best assets." Ashley shrugs.
"No one is complaining about what you're showing." Dan points out.
"Thanks, but I'm not sure you can handle me." Ashley challenges, winking at Dan.
"Tough talk!" Brittney laughs. "You may be taller, and you may have bigger boobs, but do you really think you can out fuck me?"
"Let's find out!" Lexi interjects, causing all eyes to return to the nude redhead. "Ashley says Dan can't handle her, so we'll see. Josh says he isn't jealous, so I dare Ashley to give Dan a tit-fuck."
Dan is on his feet in under a second, a huge grin on his face as he walks to the center of the circle. Ashley glances at Josh, who grants his permission. Then Ashley stands in front of Dan before pulling off her top, revealing her massive tits, which are barely contained by a yellow bra. The bra is discarded seconds later.
"Holy shit." Dan gasps, feasting his eyes on two volcanic mounds of perfection.
"Don't go falling in love with me!" Ashley smirks as she drops to her knees, her eyes staying locked with Dan's. "I'm taken!"
"By one lucky guy." Dan whispers.
Lexi announces the start of the dare, and Ashley immediately wraps her breasts around Dan's erection. I glance over at Josh and am surprised to see he doesn't look jealous, he's just watching with interest as Ashley starts moving her boobs along Dan's shaft.
"You like that, hm?" Ashley coos, squeezing her tits tightly around Dan's dick. "You like my big titties?"
"I love your big titties." Dan moans, looking like he's resisting the urge to reach out and touch Ashley.
Looking down, Ashley spits into her cleavage, allowing her to more easily give Dan a titty-fuck. He's groaning happily, his eyes locked on the nude blonde between his legs. She's moaning happily at him, telling him how good his cock feels between her tits.
"Time!" Lexi calls.
"Fuck!" Dan gasps at the same time.
Hot semen spurts from his tip, shooting up Ashley's neck and covering the bottom of her chin. Dan clenches his fists as another rope shoots up and lands on Ashley's left breast. The blonde bombshell is moaning happily, encouraging Dan to cover her tits in warm cum.
"Fuck, that's hot." Brittney breathes as Dan slowly backs away from Ashley.
"Want a taste?" Ashley asks, looking over at the porn actress.
"Seriously?" Brittney wonders, her eyes wide.
"I know you want to get your hands on them, go for it!" Ashley laughs.
Lexi probably should call foul, but she doesn't. The redhead just watches with the rest of us as Brittney grabs Ashley's big boobs and starts licking up cum. I can tell Josh is rock hard while he watches Brittney suck on Ashley's nipple. Soon, all the cum is gone, and Brittney leans up to kiss Ashley.
"Okay, that's enough." Lexi giggles.
"No, it's not." Dan counters.
"No, she's right. Show's over." Ashley laughs while standing up. "I'm gonna go wash up in the bathroom."
We're ready to start round nineteen once everyone is cleaned up and sitting in the circle. Will my queen of hearts let me give a dare? Nope. Brittney has the ace and is able to give another dare. The loser? Well, it's someone who seems to lose often.
"Again?" Josh sighs, looking down at the two of hearts.
"You'll be fine, Josh." Ashley giggles, reaching over to squeeze her boyfriend's thigh.
"Don't ever join the poker game at Ian's, Josh." I giggle. "With how often you lose, you'd be broke in no time!"
"With all the naked women around him, I think he's fine." Hazel snorts.
"He is the only guy who hasn't gotten to cum yet, though." Stephanie points out.
"That's a good point!" Brittney exclaims. "There's been man goo shooting everywhere; we need a female orgasm!"
"Kinda tough with a one minute timer." Marcia sighs. "Some of us need a lot longer than that to get into it."
"Should we change the dares?" I suggest. "Instead of one minute, you go until you finish what you're told to do?"
"Maybe." Lexi muses. "How about just word them differently? If you dare someone to make someone cum, then you go until you do it. Otherwise, it's a minute? Some dares don't have an obvious end condition."
"What if someone can't get their girl off?" Hazel challenges.
"Or guy." Dan adds.
"Yeah, right." Lexi snorts as Brittney laughs so hard she snorts.
"That could happen." Ashley says sarcastically.
"Five minutes? Ten?" Lexi shrugs her bare shoulders. "Let's just see what happens. If it's obvious the person can't complete the dare, we'll just agree to stop. Then they'll have some sort of punishment challenge?"
"Sure, that works." I shrug before looking to Brittney. "Now, what are you gonna make Josh do this time?"
"I don't know!" Brittney states, looking conflicted. "He already fingered Hazel and ate out Ashley. He's not allowed to touch Marcia anymore. Lexi and Stephanie have their limits. That leaves Kayla and I."
"Will we finally get a dick in a cunt this round?" Hazel wonders. "I'm fucking horny!"
"Nah, not just yet." Brittney replies as she considers her options. "How about this? You weren't able to make your girlfriend cum, so maybe you need practice. Eat me out and make me cum!"
"Is that okay with you, Ashley?" Josh asks, looking at Ashley with concern.
"Go get some pussy." Ashley smirks, nodding at him. "Thank you for asking, but I'm good. We're good. I flipped out for no reason earlier."
There's no timer this round, so we all just watch as Brittney lays down in the center of the circle. Josh gets between Brittney's spread legs and starts licking her pussy. He's clearly nervous, but he quickly gets into it. Brittney is soon moaning loudly, her hands in his hair as she bucks her hips.
"A little higher." Brittney instructs. "When I move my hips it's because I want your tongue somewhere else. Follow those cues."
I'm not sure how long it takes, but it is probably only a few minutes. Brittney's moaning increases, and I notice Ashley rubbing her own clit while watching the scene. Soon, Brittney screeches out an orgasm, her back arching as her big boobs point straight up.
"How did he do?" I ask the porn actress.
"Not bad at all." Brittney sighs happily, her hand on her flat stomach as Josh sits beside Ashley and kisses her softly.
"You taste pretty good!" Ashley comments, breaking her kiss with Josh.
"Maybe I'll get a taste of that sweet snatch of yours before the evening is over." Brittney suggests as she slowly stands up and returns to her spot.
"I'm fucking horny, too!" Lexi pouts sadly. "I wish Steven was playing."
"Mm, me too!" Brittney purrs.
We can all tell people are aroused. The room smells like hot pussy, and everyone is breathing heavily. Ian and Dan are still recovering from their orgasm, but with all the female flesh on display, I'm sure they'll have no trouble getting it up again soon.
We're all in a hurry, so Lexi quickly deals the cards for round twenty. I get the three of hearts once again, and it is not enough to lose me the round. Stephanie loses. The winner? Josh! Josh wins with the king of hearts, and is ready to give a dare.
Most of the naked bodies on display aren't new to me, yet I feel incredibly horny. I think it's the build up. We aren't just ripping our clothes off and getting straight to the fucking. The anticipation is killing me. Will I get Ian's dick in me? Will I get to swallow cum? Will Lexi fuck me up the ass with the strap-on? I don't know! I'll find out, but the wait is killing me.
"Remember, we can't be here all day." Hazel reminds him.
"We haven't used any of the things Lexi brought in." Josh mumbles, glancing over at the sex toys.
"I like where this is going!" Ashley declares, clapping her hands.
"Maybe use the vibrator?" Josh suggests, blushing. "Until you, you know..."
"You've eaten two different pussies and played with a third." Hazel speaks up again. "You can say it."
"Make yourself orgasm with the vibrator." Josh mumbles, unable to meet Stephanie's gaze.
"You got it." Stephanie nods and smiles.
Stephanie gets to her feet, unbuttoning her jeans as she walks to the center of the room. I'm happy that my girlfriend doesn't seem nervous as she pushes her jeans and panties to her feet in one motion. She then tosses away her clothes before reaching over to snatch my vibrator from Lexi.
I glance at Ian to make sure he's okay, and get a nod of confirmation. Ian and I turn our attention back to the circle as Stephanie lays down and spreads her legs. From the spot Stephanie chooses, it's clear she's trying to make sure Ian and I get a great view of her lovely pink slit.
Switching on the vibrator, Stephanie slides the sex toy between her legs and presses it to her vulva. Moaning softly, Stephanie closes her eyes as she enjoys the sensations the vibrator is causing. I notice that Ashley is caressing Josh's bulge as they both watch the raven-haired goddess play with herself.
"Oh!" Stephanie moans softly as her left hand reaches up to caress her own breast.
Fuck, my pussy is soaked. I need to cum. I need to cum badly. It's taking all my strength to not slip my hand up my sundress. Letting out a breath, I watch as Stephanie really gets into it. She's tugging on her nipple while keeping the vibrator on her clit.
"Cum for us, Baby." I breathe, my nipples hard.
"Oh, God! Fuck!" Stephanie hisses, her back arching as she tenses. "Ah, cumming!"
A couple minutes later, we're all ready for round twenty-one. Stephanie's sweaty hair is clinging to her face, and she is smiling in contentment. It's obvious that Lexi is really horny, and I hope Daddy gets home soon. Although, I hope no one thinks it's weird when Daddy and I are naked in the same room. Fuck, don't think about it. The others won't know, and my closest friends will keep our secret.
"I have the ace!" Lexi declares, waving the ace of hearts above her head happily.
"Who has the two?" Hazel asks, displaying her eight.
"No one? Okay, how about the three?" Ashley follows up with a few seconds later while showing us her ten.
"Really? I lose with the four? Cool!" I grin excitedly as I stare down Lexi. "Make me suffer!"
"Actually, I think we've both suffered enough." Lexi replies, her head tilted to the side as she looks at me carefully. "We're both horny, and you are the only one still wearing all her clothes."
"How do you propose we correct this?" I flirt shamelessly while running my raven ponytail through my hand.
"Get naked, slut!" Lexi orders, her little boobs jiggling as she hops to her feet. "You and I are gonna sixty-nine!"
No one thinks to ask if we're timing this; everyone is too distracted by the idea of what's about to happen. I stand in the middle of the circle as I confidently remove my blue sundress. Dan gasps softly when I bare my breasts to the room. Ian and Josh are staring at my tits as well. Ashley and Hazel are admiring my body, and Brittney blows me a kiss when we lock eyes.
It feels fucking great to finally push my panties down my legs and let them puddle at my feet. Stepping out of my underwear, I bend forward to snatch the flimsy cloth before playfully tossing it to Stephanie. Then I do a couple of small spins, allowing everyone to get a good look at my naked body. I can really relate to Hazel right now; it feels amazing to be young and hot!
"How do you want me, Mistress?" I ask Lexi as I pose demurely for her.
"On your back. Now!" Lexi growls, fire in her green eyes.
"That is how she spends most of her time." Ashley giggles.
"Like you're any different." Hazel comments, rolling her eyes.
Ignoring the constant bickering, I lay down on the floor and feel the carpet against my butt cheeks. Lexi kneels beside my head and tosses a leg over me so she can get on top of me. Moments later, all I can see is Lexi pussy as my best friend lowers her vulva onto my face.
"This is the greatest day of my life." Dan whispers in awe.
"The greatest day of your life is the day you got to touch me." Lexi counters while settling on top of me.
"Lioness Lexi, indeed." Brittney laughs.
I'm giggling as I reach up and grab Lexi's butt. Lifting my head slightly, I plant a kiss right on the redhead's pussy. Lexi moans, and I can feel her boobs pressing into my stomach as she wraps her hands around my thighs. I shiver and gasp when Lexi takes her first lick of my slit.
I know that Lexi and I aren't alone, but I start to forget about the other people in the room. There are voices in the background; male voices, female voices, giggling and whispered comments. I'm unable to make out any individual words, as I am drowning in a sea of endless pleasure.
Lexi is not holding back. The fiery redhead is using all of her oral skills to bring me off. My first orgasm hits me in the first thirty seconds, and a second climax follows barely twenty seconds later. Despite my best efforts, I'm not really able to eat Lexi out as well as I want; I spend most of my time moaning against her pussy.
Pushing two fingers into the redhead's cunt, I start sawing my digits in and out of Lexi. I start sucking on her clit as Lexi shakes her head rapidly, making my pussy purr. Partway through my orgasm, I feel Lexi's vaginal muscles clamp down on my fingers. Success! Making Lexi cum causes her to double down on her ministrations, triggering my explosion.
Consciousness slowly returns to me, and I realize I'm completely naked with my limbs splayed out. Groaning weakly, I lift my head and see people watching me. Ian is staring at me with lust, Ashley is smirking, and Dan is looking at me like I'm perfection personified.
"See anything you like?" I ask cutely, my legs spread wide to expose my naked cunt.



"Yes. Yes, I do." Dan nods.
Sitting up, I look over and see a naked Lexi sitting cross-legged on the floor. My best friend has a self-satisfied grin on her lightly-freckled face, and I finally realize what's going on. Fuck. The sex fiend really can make anyone pass out from pleasure overload.
After taking a minute to compose myself and wipe the sweat from my boobs, I return to my spot in the circle. Lexi deals the cards for round twenty-two, and I gasp when I realize I have the two of hearts. I lose again. No one has the ace, so Hazel wins the right to give me a dare when she shows the king.
I'm curious what Hazel is going to have me do. Only three people still have clothing on. Marcia is the only girl who isn't naked, and she seems surprisingly comfortable with her tits out. I guess it makes sense, since most of the girls are showing a lot more! Ian is still using his shirt to hide his crotch, and Josh has jeans on.
"Let's keep it simple." Hazel states, looking at me intently. "There's already a shortage of dick, so no need to hide the ones we do have. I dare you to strip Josh naked."
"Seems more like a dare for me." Josh mumbles, looking down at his lap.
"We've had plenty of dares like that before." Stephanie reasons. "I think the ship has sailed for arguing that point."
"You have nothing to be ashamed of, Baby." Ashley smiles at her boyfriend. "Please? Let us see that hard dick. You're gonna make all seven pussies extra wet!"
Josh nods shyly as he gets to his feet and joins me in the middle of the circle. I smile at the tall nerd, and notice his eyes immediately drop to my exposed breasts. Giggling cutely, I run my hands up my body so that I can squeeze my tits together for his viewing pleasure.
"Stop showing off, whore." Hazel calls out.
"Don't be jealous!" I laugh as I playfully caress my boobs.
"Please. Josh has access to a much more impressive rack." Ashley points out.
"Is that true, Josh?" I wonder, giving him the most pitiful face I can manage as I lift my breasts. "Are these too small for you?"
"N-no." Josh stammers, unable to look away from the teardrop mounds on my chest. "I like them."
"Aw! Thank you, Josh!" I exclaim happily, standing on my toes to peck his cheek. "I like your chest, too. Would it be okay if I saw a little more of you?"
"Y-yeah." the shy boy swallows weakly. "Yeah, that would be okay."
"Mm, lucky me." I purr, reaching out my right hand to lightly run my fingers down his pale chest.
The dare officially starts, and I use both my hands to unbutton Josh's jeans. I smirk at the huge bulge in his jeans as I bend at the knees to tug his pants down, giving him a wonderful view of my girls in the process. Then I stand back up and give him a smoldering look.
I'm not sure if I'm being a brat, or if I'm just incredibly turned on. Either way, I don't resist my desire to reach out and caress Josh's bulge with my fingertips, making him gasp. He's wearing cute checkered boxer briefs, and the fabric hugs his dick when I wrap my fingers around the shaft.
"That's enough, slut!" Hazel calls out, making me jump.
"Oh, let her shove him on the floor so she can ride him into oblivion." Lexi teases.
"If anyone is riding him into oblivion, it's me!" Ashley declares confidently. "But, maybe if you're nice, I'll give you a shot with him someday, Kayla!"
"Just don't kiss him, apparently." Marcia deadpans.
"Whip the cock out, already!" Brittney whines impatiently.
"Okay, okay!" I giggle, my hand still holding Josh's manhood from outside his underwear.
Slipping the fingers of both my hands into the front of his boxer briefs, I lift the material and pull it beneath his erection. I lean forward and exhale, allowing my warm breath to tease his mushroom tip. Then I yank his underwear down to his feet. I stand up as Josh steps out of his boxer briefs.
"Ashley's right." I husk as I lean up to nibble on his earlobe. "You did make my pussy wet."
Josh stands in stunned silence as I return to my spot, and I'm happy to see that Ian doesn't seem jealous. Lexi shuffles the cards while Josh sits down between Ashley and Dan. For round twenty-three, I get the four of hearts. Josh wins with the ace, and Ian loses with the two.
At first, Josh just suggests that Ian lose the shirt. We girls all boo and give the suggestion a thumbs down, so Josh has to make it more extreme. He finally suggest that, once Ian is naked, he has to walk up to each girl and shake his junk in their faces.
Ian is bright red as he pulls off his shirt, leaving himself completely naked. He starts with Ashley, who hums happily when Ian's half-hard dick is a few inches in front of her face. Brittney opens her mouth and pretends to suck on it, Lexi just makes sure not to touch, and Hazel nods appreciatively.
Marcia squeals, her face red as she pretends to not want it so close. We tease her, and she eventually consents to wrap her fingers around Ian's dick and stroke him a few times. I lean forward and kiss his tip, then Stephanie is last. My girlfriend has to outdo me, so she opens her mouth and sucks on the head once before releasing him with a 'pop' sound.
I'm very happy when I realize Ian is fully erect again as he returns to his spot. Round twenty-four starts, and Marcia wins with the king, allowing her to dare the person with the two, Hazel. Marcia is the only person left with any clothing on; the quiet girl is still covered from the waist down by her cute wrap skirt.
"Um, I don't know..." Marcia trails off, looking conflicted.
"Give me a good one, I wanna cum!" Hazel announces, looking incredibly sexy sitting cross-legged on the floor while completely naked.
"Make her suffer." Ashley nods.
"Definitely!" Brittney agrees. "You could have her send nudes, do naked jumping jacks, or shove the dildo up her twat."
"She can't suck her own tits, sadly." Stephanie points out, making us laugh. I'm glad my girlfriend is comfortable with my Slut-sisters.
"Fuck you, bitch." Hazel grunts, flipping off Stephanie.
"You can suck my titties if you want, Hazel?" Lexi offers, holding up her little boobs.
"Ashley?" Marcia asks nervously.
"Yeah, Slut?" Ashley responds, her blonde hair framing her pretty face.
"Are you're sure you're comfortable with sharing Josh?" Marcia inquires.
"I am." Ashley nods firmly. "I freaked out earlier, and that was a mistake. Sharing goes both ways, I'm good. Besides, he could never leave me for someone with such small boobies."
"You're gonna pay for that!" Hazel growls, glaring at the busty blonde.
"Hazel's boobs are cute!" Brittney reasons.
"Okay, enough!" I laugh. "We're getting off topic again. What's the dare, Marcia?"
"Hazel's obsessed with orgasms, and poor Josh is the only guy who hasn't gotten off yet." Marcia explains, thinking out loud. "Hazel, why don't you show off your blowjob skills? Oh, and since Josh is Ashley's man, give her the cum after!"
"Marcia!" I exclaim, shocked by how dirty the quiet girl is being.
"I was obsessing over my orgasm." Hazel grumbles as she slowly unfolds her long legs and gets to her feet.
"Ashley?" Josh asks, looking toward his girlfriend.
"I'm okay." Ashley lets out a breath. "I really am. I trust Marcia, and I need to get over what happened in Bermuda. I trust Hazel, even though she can be a bit of a bitch."
"Whatever." Hazel rolls her eyes before looking at Josh. "You want your knob polished or not? Let's go!"
Josh leans over and kisses Ashley before getting to his feet and walking to the center of the room. Hazel smirks at him before immediately squatting on the carpet. The tan girl tosses her long ponytail down her back while looking up at the shy boy.
I'm not sure what to think about Hazel's comment. Our guys are nerdy, but I definitely think they're prizes. A little socially inept, sure, but kind and honest. They treat us right. I hope it's just an offhand rude comment, and not how Hazel really feels.
No matter her personal feelings about Josh, Hazel's clearly turned on by having a hard dick within striking distance. Gripping Josh's thickness, Hazel gives him a few strokes as she directs the tip toward her eager mouth. The tan girl then holds Josh's thighs as she inhales his entire manhood.
"Oh, shit!" Josh gasps, keeping his hands by his sides.
"Suck that dick!" Brittney cheers.
"She's getting wet!" Ashley declares. "That's my man; making every girl wet with that fantastic cock!"
I can't help but laugh when Hazel rolls her eyes at Josh's unwillingness to touch her. Hazel can be harsh, but she has a point here; the girl's got his dick in her mouth, fucking touch her! Fortunately, Hazel takes pity on him and grabs his hands, placing them on her boobs.
"Play with her titties!" Stephanie encourages.
"She's right, Josh!" I speak up. "A girl loves having her boobs played with!"
"He already knows that." Ashley snorts. "I make sure he gets his hands on my girls as often as he wants."
Hazel is bobbing her head rapidly, gulping down Josh's manhood with enthusiasm. Josh is playing with Hazel's boobs, his eyes wide as he watches her reach a hand between her legs so she can finger herself. Her other hand is still holding his thigh, fingernails slightly digging into his skin.
"Oh wow, oh wow!" Josh gasps, his hands squeezing Hazel's boobs as the situation threatens to overwhelm him.
"How's her mouth feel?" Marcia asks, clearly incredibly horny herself.
"So good!" Josh moans.
"Hazel definitely knows what she's doing." Dan agrees.
"She loves having her hair pulled." I tell Josh while Hazel nods in agreement around the dick in her mouth. "Tug on that ponytail while she blows you!"
"Do it, Josh!" Ashley breathes, leaning forward to watch.
Josh massages Hazel's tits for a few more seconds before releasing the perfectly-shaped mounds. He then reaches behind her head to grab her ponytail. It's cute how he fumbles with it, but he does manage to wind the ponytail around his right hand. He places his other hand on the side of Hazel's face as he encourages her to suck him.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Hazel moans happily, rubbing her clit as she gives head.
The teasing dies down, all of us falling silent as we watch the erotic scene in front of us. Hazel and Josh are both moaning heavily, their orgasms approaching. I can see Josh's fingers clenching Hazel's face as he instinctively uses his grip on her ponytail to push the tan girl down onto his cock.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Josh groans, his abs tensing as his balls release their contents into Hazel's mouth.
Hazel's cheeks puff out as she makes a sexy gurgling sound. Pushing two fingers up her twat, Hazel shudders as her own orgasm hits. Taking a mouthful of semen while cumming is too much, allowing a small rivulet of white sperm to leak from between her lips and run down her chin.
Keeping her lips sealed around Josh's softening prick, Hazel slowly pulls her mouth off of him. She then rubs her clit one last time before standing up and marching over to where Ashley is still sitting. Grabbing Ashley by the hair, Hazel forces the blonde to look straight up so the tan girl can put her face right above Ashley's.
"Whoa." Ian gasps.
"That about sums it up." Dan agrees.
Opening her mouth, Hazel allows a large mixture of semen and saliva to pour out and fall over a foot before landing in Ashley's mouth. Hazel spits out another mouthful of semen before leaning down and kissing Ashley. Finally, Hazel releases Ashley's hair, allowing the blonde to smile at Josh before swallowing his cum.
"Cum swapping really is fucking hot." Lexi comments.
"Thanks for the treat, Josh!" Ashley giggles.
"We need to do that with Ian more often." Stephanie moans weakly.
"We will." I confirm.
Hazel scoops the remainder of Josh's semen from her chin and pops it in her mouth. Then she and Josh both return to their spots so we can move on to round twenty-five. My seven of hearts will definitely keep me out of this round. Ashley loses with the two, and Stephanie receives the ace, winning the right to give the next dare.
"What are you thinking, Babe?" I ask my sexy girlfriend.
"I'm thinking we keep escalating things." Stephanie answers, looking at Ashley and Josh. "Our very open couple seems okay with sharing, and only Josh has really been shared so far today."
"What do you suggest?" Ashley asks, batting her eyelashes.
"It's not just up to me." Stephanie explains, turning to look at another member of the group. "You've bagged three Slut-sisters, Dan. Interested in adding a fourth?"
"As long is everyone is okay with it." Dan smiles, glancing at Ashley with lust-filled eyes. "If they are, then yes, I'd love the honor of a round with the stunning Ashley Bartlett."
"Oh, it is definitely an honor!" Ashley states confidently. "Trust me on that!"
"Does that mean you're agreeing?" Hazel wonders.
"It does." Ashley nods after getting Josh's approval.
"Ashley," Stephanie begins in a clear, confident voice, "I dare you to rock Dan's world. How you do that is up to you."
Dan's cock is sticking straight up as he watches the busty blonde bombshell draw herself up to her nearly six foot height. Planting her left hand on her hip, Ashley slides her right hand up her torso to cup a massive breast. In Ashley's hand, her boob looks even bigger.
"Show off." Hazel grunts.
"Hey, if you got it, flaunt it!" Ashley grins.
"Right there with ya, girl!" Brittney agrees with a laugh.
"You all look amazing." Ian speaks up, surprising me.
"Flattery will get you everywhere!" Stephanie declares as she reaches over to squeeze Ian's thigh.
With a sultry expression, Ashley takes slow steps across the carpet, her nude body on full display. She's giving Dan bedroom eyes, and I can tell he's resisting the urge to stand up and rush to her. It's not just Dan; all eyes are on Ashley as we wait to see what her plan is.
"You've already had your fun up top." Ashley smiles, squeezing her boobs together to create a truly massive cleavage. "How about a shot at me from behind?"
Ashley doesn't bother waiting for an answer, instead choosing to spin around, showing Dan her tight ass. The sexy blonde then slowly kneels down before leaning forward and placing her hands on the carpet. Spreading her knees, Ashley gives Dan a clear view of her pretty, pink pussy.
"Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!" Lexi cheers, clapping her hands.
"Stick it in the slut!" Hazel encourages, clapping as well.
We girls are all cheering and whooping as we watch Dan knee-walk over to Ashley. The gorgeous blonde stays crouched in doggystyle while Dan reaches out and squeezes her firm right ass cheek. Moving his hand between her legs, Dan trails his fingers along Ashley's labia.
"You're soaked." Dan comments, his voice barely above a whisper.
"I am!" Ashley agrees, her hands firmly planted on the carpet as her massive tits dangle from her chest. "So, hurry up and stick it in!"
The muscular man shuffles forward until he's in position to mount Ashley from behind. Gripping her hips, Dan eases forward, tossing his head back and gasping as he feels Ashley's tightness envelope his shaft. Ashley lowers her head, letting out a long, keening moan as Dan fully embeds himself in her sheath.
Holding Ashley's butt cheeks, Dan starts up a steady thrusting motion, neither fast nor slow. He's looking straight down, clearly watching his cock disappear into the busty blonde. Ashley starts panting softly, occasionally grunting when his hips impact with her bottom.
Josh doesn't seem jealous at all. In fact, the shy boy is intently watching Ashley take it from behind, clearly enthralled by the sight. Looking across Stephanie, I find that Ian seems conflicted. He is watching the sex, but he sometimes turns his gaze to either Stephanie or I. He must be imagining sharing us. Can he do it? I don't know. Stephanie isn't interested, and me? Fuck, I don't know. I love cock. I love it so much.
Ian isn't okay with Daddy and I, not really. He knows it's happening, but he never mentions it. I think he's just trying to keep the images out of his mind. Ian acquiesces to my relationship with Daddy, he does not accept it. How will it work with another guy? I don't know. My dream of Ian and Daddy spit-roasting me will probably never happen.
"Mm, you like that tight pussy?" Ashley coos as she pushes her ass back to meet his thrusts. "That's it, keep fucking me! Keep fucking me!"
"You feel fucking amazing." Dan groans, his fingers digging into Ashley's bum.
I'm dragged out of my ruminations by the hot sex in front of me. Dan switches his grip to Ashley's hips as he starts really slamming himself inside her. Ashley's giant boobs are swinging on her chest, the large mounds slapping into each other with every thrust.
"This is fucking hot!" Stephanie comments, and even Lexi is watching the scene. Each girl is currently one cock only, but they're definitely getting into the sight.
"I need to get fucked." Brittney announces while Hazel nods and Marcia rubs her thighs together.
I find myself watching Dan, and I love the sheen of sweat on his massive pecs. The pleasure written all over his handsome face is incredibly arousing, and I have to resist the urge to reach down and rub myself. I let out a breath as I watch Ashley toss her long blonde hair down her back.
Dan's sessions with Hazel definitely help him. He's lasting longer, and he clearly cares about Ashley's pleasure. I see him stop to pull out and slap his cock against Ashley's ass. I recognize the technique as something guys do to delay their orgasm.
Pushing back into Ashley, he reaches around to grab both her boobs as he resumes pumping her pussy. I feel less guilty about my hook ups with Dan; he isn't a bad guy. In fact, as I watch him bring Ashley toward the height of pleasure, I start thinking he's actually a pretty good guy.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Ashley chants, lowering to her elbows as the sensations threaten to overwhelm her.
"That's it, cum for me!" Dan hisses, his face red as he resists the urge to shoot his load.
Now that she's on her elbows, Ashley's big tits are swinging lower to the floor. I notice her nipples brush the carpet, and that's all it takes. Ashley arches her back and screeches, her body shuddering and toes curling as her orgasm explodes out of her.
"I'm cumming!" Ashley announces, her hands clawing at the carpet. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
To my surprise, Dan doesn't immediately cum when Ashley orgasms. Instead, he continues pounding Ashley, allowing the blonde bombshell to experience the full pleasure of her release. He's holding her hips tightly, sweat covering his face as he keeps up the relentless thrusting.
"I'm close." Dan gasps. "Is on your back okay?"
"You can squirt in me." Ashley replies in a throaty voice, making me giggle with her word choice. "It's fine, just cum in me."
Dan satisfies the golden rule, making sure the woman has an orgasm. He's now free to seek his own release. Powerful muscles bulge as Dan power fucks Ashley, making her bare her teeth and grunt. Within thirty seconds, Dan slams himself all the way up Ashley's cunt and holds himself there, his face red as he unloads inside her.
"Consider my world rocked." Dan says in a weak voice as he slowly eases himself out of Ashley's pussy.
"Josh is a lucky guy." I speak up, my eyes on Dan's crotch.
"I really am." Josh replies, looking at Ashley with a happy smile.
"I need to clean up my pussy." Ashley announces as she places a hand over her vulva while carefully getting to her feet.
"Shall we take a little break?" Lexi suggests. "I gotta pee!"
"Sure, just be careful where you go." Hazel smirks. "Otherwise, you might end up giving the staff a show."
"Uh, where are they?" Ian asks nervously.
"Around." I shrug. "No one comes around here in the afternoon, since we're usually using the rooms. No point in cleaning them now. Just don't head toward the foyer or kitchen, and you should be alright."



Hazel lays down on the couch with her phone and starts browsing social media, completely comfortable with her nudity. Lexi and Ashley rush off to the nearest bathrooms. Marcia sits in the armchair, one arm concealing her breasts as she sips on a bottle of water. Looks like some of her nerves are returning.
Dan and Brittney are perfectly content to stay naked, with both of them playing on their phones as they relax. Josh doesn't know what to do with himself without Ashley, so he finds an armchair and tries to avoid notice. Leaning forward, he plays a game on his phone, clearly trying to cover himself without seeming like he's trying to cover himself.
Stephanie and I look at our nerdy boyfriend, then at each other. Communicating silently, I agree with Stephanie that the three of us need to talk privately. Each girl grabs one of Ian's hands and we drag him from the room, laughing as he tries to keep anyone from seeing his butt.
"What's wrong?" Ian asks once we reach the privacy of the hallway.
"We just wanted to make sure you're okay." Stephanie replies.
"I'm okay." he replies, nodding slowly. "What about you, Stephanie?"
"It's tough." Stephanie answers, letting out a breath. "Here I am, completely naked. I'm just trying not to remember the last time I was naked around a bunch of people."
"This isn't like that time." I insist, hugging Stephanie tightly. "You're safe here."
"I know I am." Stephanie replies, returning my embrace and squishing our bare boobs together.
"We'd never let anyone hurt you." Ian adds, wrapping his arms around both of us.
"Thank you." Stephanie whispers as we all find comfort in our group hug. "I feel like this is good for me. I can prove to myself I can be vulnerable around people. I can be myself around people who aren't the two of you."
"You can." I insist, kissing Stephanie's cheek.
"And you can stop things at any time." Ian adds as he releases us.
"That goes for you, too." Stephanie points out, releasing me.
"What do you mean?" Ian frowns. "I said I was fine."
"And all three of us know that isn't entirely true." I counter, hands on my hips. "You were watching Ashley having sex with Dan, and you were thinking about your girlfriends getting railed by someone other than you."
"Well, maybe..." Ian admits.
"I'm not ready to touch anyone else, so don't worry about me." Stephanie waves off the concern. "I want to get to the point where I can hug my female friends again, but right now I'm just happy I can play a strip game. I feel weird that I can be naked around guys but not hug a girl while fully clothed, but it's about touching. I can keep a safe distance here."
"That makes perfect sense." I reply, smiling at Stephanie. "You need to heal at your own pace, just like every survivor."
"And I'll be here for you every step of the way." Ian confirms.
"That's sweet, but you're not getting away with changing the subject." I smirk. "Did it bother you when I held Josh's dick? He was covered by his underwear, but I still touched it."
"N-not really?" Ian stammers, looking unsure. "It just feels weird, I don't know!"
"You want your two sexy cheerleader sluts all to yourself?" Stephanie suggests, posing her nude body for maximum appeal.
"I, ah, I don't know." Ian mumbles, looking guilty.
"Let me guess; this game is making you horny, and you wanna fuck one of the other girls here." I state plainly. "You feel guilty for wanting to stick it in another girl when you aren't okay with me sucking off another guy."
"Not exactly?" Ian frowns. "I'm not sure I know how I feel."
"That's okay." Stephanie smiles kindly. "That's why we're talking, to figure it out. To make sure we're on the same page, and we don't hurt each other."
"Communication!" I declare with a grin. "We made an agreement when we got together, and now we're talking about changing the parameters of our relationship. Let's communicate."
"I'm still getting used to girls even talking to me." Ian looks down at his feet.
"Hey!" Stephanie exclaims, walking up to Ian and placing her fingers beneath his chin to force him to look up. "You have two gorgeous women who can't get enough of your cock, you're playing a strip game with seven women, and you have a big friend group."
"You're popular now." I summarize.
"I'm still just Ian." he sighs. "I remember jocks pushing me into lockers, being ignored. Some of those football players are great, helping Kelsey and all that. Others? Well, they weren't as great."
"I know." Stephanie lets out a breath. "I'm sorry we didn't do more to keep people from being mean to you."
"It's not your fault." Ian shakes his head. "And it's not really the point."
"What is the point?" I inquire, wanting to hear his feelings.
"I don't know how to be in a relationship." he explains with a shrug. "I don't know what's right."
"Every relationship is different." Stephanie replies. "What's right for one relationship would be catastrophic in another. A relationship involves each person meeting the other person's needs."
"That makes sense." Ian nods slowly. "I'm surprised Josh is completely fine with Ashley having sex with Dan."
"So, tell us, what do you need?" I ask him.
"I-I'm okay with, you know..." Ian mumbles, looking at me suggestively. "I don't want to think about it, or know any specifics."
"I understand." I nod, my ponytail bobbing. "Daddy's not here right now, though he should be home soon. Let's not worry about him."
"What about everything else?" Stephanie follows up with.
"I always thought relationships were supposed to be monogamous." Ian says. "I never imagined even having one girlfriend, now I have two."
"Lucky you." I wink.
"I am lucky." Ian agrees. "And I'm definitely okay with you two having sex with other women."
"Like Kayla and the Slut-sisters." Stephanie nods.
"You aren't sure about me taking dick, though?" I challenge.
"I guess it depends?" Ian suggests. "I would hate to find out you slept with one of my old bullies at a party or something."
"You want veto rights." Stephanie translates.
"Yes." he nods, looking guilty.
"So, how about this?" I begin slowly. "Complete openness. For the most part. I know you don't need to hear every time I sleep with my Slut-sisters. And I know you don't want to hear about Daddy. If there's an opportunity for a new girl, Stephanie and I both would need your approval."
"Okay." Ian says quietly.
"For a guy? You have to know them. You need to give your approval, and you can veto any guy for any reason. Even a guy we've been with before." I finish with a hopeful smile.
"I don't know what I'll want in the future, but that sounds like a good deal." Stephanie responds.
"What about me and other women?" Ian blushes.
"Same deal." I tell him. "Stephanie and I need to approve of her. None of us will hook up at a party or anything like that. You'll hear about everything, and approve everything. Other than the exceptions of Daddy and the Sluts."
"And if two of us get together, the third doesn't need to approve." Stephanie reasons. "If Kayla or I have some alone time, it's fine. Same goes for you with one of us, Ian."
"Just everyone feel free to share juicy details or naughty pics!" I giggle cutely, causing my tits to jiggle.
"Agreed!" Stephanie laughs.
"Are we okay?" Ian asks, too nervous to laugh at the joke.
"Just one more thing; what are the limits for today?" I inquire, looking directly at Ian.
"I don't know." he mumbles.
"I'm okay with you having sex with any of the girls here." I inform him. "You're getting used to this, so let's take it slow. I won't take it in my pussy or up my ass. Blowjobs might be fine."
"I'm fine if you wanna get some pussy today." Stephanie adds, looking at Ian.
"Sound good?" I cross my arms beneath my breasts as I watch Ian's reaction. "You can call anything off, but for now, that's where we are?"
"Deal." Ian agrees.
A few minutes later, the ten of us are back in a big circle on the floor of the main living room, everyone in the same spot as Lexi deals the cards for round twenty-six. Brittney gets the ace of hearts this round, and Marcia loses with the two. I toss down my ten as I wait to learn about the next dare.
"As cute as that skirt is, we definitely need to get you naked." Brittney says, tapping her chin as she considers her options.
"I got it at the mall." Marcia smiles, clearly trying to ease her nerves.
"Oh, that place next to the food court?" Ashley asks, admiring Marcia's wrap skirt.
"Yeah." Marcia confirms.
"They have the cutest clothes!" Lexi interjects.
"I got my shoes there." Hazel adds.
"The ones you wore today? The brown ones?" I wonder, looking over at the tan girl.
"I love those!" Stephanie speaks up when Hazel nods. "The heels looked really good on you, Hazel."
"Thanks." Hazel smiles.
"For the love of all things beautiful, can we talk about literally anything else?" Dan asks, looking so dejected by the topic that he almost seems to be in pain.
"There are fourteen tits on display, you're fine." Ashley rolls her eyes.
"You're all gorgeous, but no guy wants to talk about clothes. Ever." Ian states, joining the conversation on Dan's side.
"Thank you, Ian." Dan nods in appreciation. "Please, Brittney, come up with a dare."
"As much as I want to torture the guys and keep talking about clothes, I have to admit that Marcia did an amazing job putting off her dare." Hazel smirks, glancing at the quiet girl. "Oh, and stop covering your tits. We've all seen them, and I'm sure you're about to show off even more."
"Fine." Marcia mumbles, releasing her boobs and placing her hands on the carpet.
"I'm torn." Brittney says a few seconds later. "We need to get Marcia naked, but I'm also concerned that we only used one of the toys so far."
"Right, when Stephanie used the vibrator." I nod in understanding.
"What's the best dare to get Marcia naked and have one of the toys used?" Brittney asks the room. "Decisions, decisions."
"This is getting good!" Lexi grins, leaning forward excitedly.
"Don't keep us in suspense!" Hazel adds.
"Just make sure to not go too crazy." Stephanie follows up with.
"Okay, okay, I've got it!" Brittney announces. "Marcia, I dare you to get naked and use the double-ended dildo with me! Ass to ass, let's fuck each other senseless!"
There's some giggling and cheering, but it soon dies down when we all realize how red Marcia is. The quiet girl is completely frozen, her eyes wide as she tries to process the dare. Marcia is nervous about even getting naked; there's no way she can do this. No fucking way.
"Marcia?" I call out softly, causing the quiet girl to turn her head and look at me. "Remember what we talked about before starting the game?"
"I remember..." Marcia mumbles, her voice barely above a whisper as she looks down at her fidgeting hands.
"We all have limits, and everyone here will respect yours." Lexi smiles, her entire body on display as she sits cross-legged.
"Lexi's right." Ashley adds.
"Of course I'm right." Lexi nods firmly. "The guys will be disappointed, but they are already living with unbearable sadness."
"What?" Stephanie asks, frowning at the redhead.
"Yeah." Lexi states, sighing in mock sympathy. "This perfect body is look but don't touch for the boys. It's so sad, but if they can survive this, they can handle Marcia skipping the dare."
"Forget handcuffs and blindfolds, we should have brought tape for Lexi's mouth." Hazel rolls her eyes as Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Perfect body, my ass!" I snort, throwing a pillow at Lexi.
"Excuse me!" Lexi shrieks in fake outrage as she deflects the pillow with her hand. "Look at all these sexy freckles! They just draw people in!"
"I kind of wish you would mess around with the guys." Ashley sighs sadly, pinching the bridge of her nose.
"Why is that?" Lexi asks, a small smile on her face.
"We don't have any tape." Ashley answers, shrugging her bare shoulders. "Maybe we wouldn't have to hear you if you had a cock shoved down your throat."
"Daddy will be home any second now." I shrug, happy that we're able to keep the mood light. "I'll dare him to fuck Lexi's throat until she passes out."
"I can't, Brittney. I'm sorry." Marcia says quietly, still blushing as she finally works up the strength to state her limits. Marcia's eyes are damp with tears of embarrassment.
"It's okay." Brittney smiles kindly. "But, I get to give you a new dare."
"Is that the way it works?" Hazel inquires.
"It is now!" Lexi chirps.
"Marcia," Brittney begins, "I dare you to pick the person of your choice and grind on them until you cum."
"Okay, come on over, sexy!" Lexi speaks up, gesturing with both hands for Marcia to approach.
"Why would she pick you?" I counter, frowning at my best friend.
"Why wouldn't she?" the redhead raises an eyebrow. "Marcia needs a connection to cum with someone, and I'm her Slut-sister."
"Ashley, Hazel, and I are her Slut-sisters, too." I point out, while Stephanie and Brittney giggle.
"And you are all gorgeous." Dan adds.
"Don't kiss their asses." Lexi waves off the handsome man. "They just can't compete with my level of hot!"
"Have you been drinking?" Hazel asks Lexi, making everyone else laugh.
"She's just being a brat." I smirk. "Like always."
"Okay, not Lexi." Marcia giggles, climbing to her feet as Lexi gasps and pretends to be offended.
I understand exactly what Lexi is doing. The same thing she always does; use humor to cover up pain. If Lexi stops being a brat, she'll have to face her trauma, and that is terrifying. Lexi is keeping the mood light so that Marcia feels more relaxed. It's actually really smart.
Marcia is standing in the middle of the circle, looking adorable in her wrap skirt, and sexy with her breasts exposed. With her bare feet resting on the carpet, Marcia bites her lower lip as she looks around the room, trying to decide who to pick. She's nervous, but it seems like this dare is one she can handle.
I blow Marcia a kiss when she looks at me, and she smiles before moving on. She passes over a few people and her eyes fall on Dan. The muscular man smiles and gives Marcia a thumbs up when she looks at him. The quiet girl blushes and looks back to Josh. There's some lust in her eyes, but Ashley is glaring at Marcia, despite the blonde's earlier assertion that she and Marcia are okay.
"Ashley!" Marcia exclaims, looking hurt that Ashley is clearly still upset.
"Good choice!" Brittney declares. "No one will blame you if you wanna motorboat her titties while grinding!"
"Uh..." Marcia mumbles, clearly not intending to pick Ashley.
"What? A Slut-sister not good enough for you?" Ashley challenges, some of her earlier anger returning as she forgets the earlier agreement. "Maybe you'd prefer one of their boyfriends?"
Ashley is sitting nude on the floor, looking up at Marcia with a serious expression. Both girls seem to forget that the rest of us are even in the room. Marcia is frowning, her arms crossed beneath her breasts as she contemplates her next move.
"Fine. Guess you have to touch me." Marcia sighs. "Sorry, I know I'm a horrible person, but I think you can survive."
"You're not horrible." Ashley replies, her expression softening. "You're not. I just... I'm a jealous bitch sometimes. I'm sorry."
"You really are a bitch." Marcia agrees, her resolve breaking.
Eight people gasp as Marcia lunges at Ashley, tackling the busty blonde to the floor. Ashley squeals as she lands on her back, her arms wrapping around Marcia, forcing both girls' boobs to squish together. Before anyone can react, Marcia and Ashley press their lips together, kissing fiercely.
I know what hate fucking is, and it is definitely what I'm seeing now. The most surprising part is that Marcia seems to be instigating things. The quiet girl is straddling one of Ashley's legs, attempting to grind on Ashley's thighs while the blonde squeezes Marcia's skirt-covered butt.
Breaking the kiss, Marcia grabs a handful of Ashley's blonde hair, pulling her head back to expose her neck. The wrap skirt is sliding up Marcia's thighs while she continues trying to grind. The entire time, Ashley is squeezing Marcia's ass as the quiet girl trails kisses along the blonde's neck.
"Fine, bitch!" Ashley growls in frustration, her hands grabbing Marcia's floral skirt in an attempt to rip it off.
Marcia releases Ashley, and the two girls briefly work together to remove the light blue floral skirt. The wrap skirt is tossed away, and Marcia is now only wearing a pair of cute purple panties. Leaving the underwear on, Marcia starts grinding her crotch against Ashley's bare slit.
"Oh, God!" Marcia gasps, as the panties seem to add some delicious friction.
The girls are both being very rough, and the rest of us are watching in stunned silence. Marcia is pulling Ashley's hair, keeping the blonde flat on her back. Ashley is roughly squeezing Marcia's tit, grimacing as she feels Marcia grinding down on her.
"What's going on here?" Daddy's voice suddenly asks.
Everyone reacts to Daddy's appearance at the entrance to the main living room, looking incredibly handsome in his suit. Ian and Josh turn red, both glancing at me as they clearly feel guilty about being naked around the older man while in the same room as his equally naked daughter. Dan doesn't seem to care, and just waves at Daddy.
Stephanie is blushing bright red, and she instinctively covers her breasts with one arm while placing her other hand over her crotch. Brittney grins happily while I squeal excitedly. Lexi and Hazel both wave, while Ashley and Marcia continue their hate fuck.
"Hey, Baby!" Lexi chirps. "Long story short; sex dare card game. Ashley got jealous when Marcia kissed Josh, now they're fucking it out."
"Are they fighting? Do we stop them?" Daddy inquires, unable to tear his eyes from the two girls.
"No, they need this." I answer, shaking my head.
"Fuck, keep going!" Ashley groans as the two girls continue tribbing.
"And don't even think about leaving." Lexi adds, looking at Daddy. "You're joining the game!"
"Another cock, awesome!" Brittney declares.
"A great cock, too." Hazel smiles, her eyes devouring Daddy.
Ashley slides her hands down the back of Marcia's panties, cupping the quiet girl's butt cheeks. They are tribbing, although the cotton of Marcia's underwear is keeping their pussies from actually touching. Despite this, they are both clearly getting into it as they go back to making out, moaning into each others mouths.
One of Marcia's breasts falls between Ashley's tits, splitting the massive mounds. Daddy walks over to Lexi and rests a hand on her shoulder as Ashley screams into her kiss with Marcia, announcing her orgasm to the room. I smile when Lexi reaches up and rests her hand on Daddy's.
I keep watching as Marcia continues grinding her fabric-covered vulva against Ashley's pussy, extending the blonde's orgasm. Both girls are sweating, breathing heavily as they continue making love. Marcia joins Ashley in ecstasy a minute later, making the cutest little gasping grunts.
"That was..." Marcia trails off, panting heavily as she lays on the carpet beside Ashley.
"Fucking amazing." Ashley finishes, her huge boobs rising and falling with her breathing.
"Better than hating each other, isn't it?" I speak up.
Marcia and Ashley ignore me as they both turn to face each other. Leaning in at the same time, the two girls start kissing softly. I don't see them use any tongue, I think they're just exchanging soft pecks as they lightly caress each other.
"Marcia..." Ashley begins nervously.
"Look, Ashley." Marcia sighs, interrupting. "I know we don't always see eye to eye, but next time you're mad at me, just let me know. We'll fuck it out."



"Deal." Ashley giggles.
"Some sweet lesbian sex. I like it!" Dan laughs. "By the way, did you girls notice the new arrival?"
"What? Who?" Ashley asks as Marcia squeaks and looks around, instinctively trying to cover herself.
"Relax, slut, it's just Steven." Lexi rolls her eyes at Marcia.
"Hey, girls." Daddy smirks, waving at Marcia and Ashley.
"Hey, handsome man." Ashley grins, sitting up and allowing Daddy to get a good look at her nude body.
"Hi, Master." Marcia adds, blushing when she realizes her words.
"Mater, huh?" Brittney asks. "Now, that's interesting."
"You know everyone, right Daddy?" I inquire.
"I believe so." Daddy nods. "Hi Ian, hi Josh. Looks like you two are having a great afternoon."
"They really are!" Hazel laughs, squeezing her bare boobs for emphasis.
"Nice to see you again, Dan." Daddy adds, nodding toward the muscular guy.
"You, too!" Dan smiles. "It's been awhile."
"Yeah, last time you saw each other was when you were spit-roasting Lexi." Ashley points out.
"Fuck you, slut." Lexi snaps.
"Fuck you harder, whore." Ashley replies.
"Anyway," I say loudly, nodding toward Brittney, "I don't know if you remember Brittney."
"Surprise!" Lexi exclaims, gesturing at Brittney with both hands. "And of course he remembers; he's seen her movies!"
"We've met in person." Daddy replies, dodging the mention of Brittney's porn movies. "Nice to see you again."
"I hope you liked what you saw." Brittney purrs, winking at Daddy.
"You're a very lovely young lady." Daddy smiles, his eyes briefly dropping to Brittney's exposed breasts.
"I hope you and I can reenact some scenes together sometime." Brittney offers with a seductive voice.
"Perhaps we can work something out." Daddy nods, giving Brittney a charming grin. "I'd be honored."
"We'll, you're joining the game. Get in here!" Lexi insists. "Let's go, make room!"
Daddy offers to get undressed for fairness, but we insist that building tension is best. He ends up sitting fully clothed between Lexi and Brittney. Both girls reach out and place a hand on one of his thighs. Along with Daddy, Marcia is the only one wearing any clothes, with a pair of purple panties covering her most intimate area. Lexi squeezes Daddy's thigh before gathering up the cards and dealing eleven hearts for round twenty-seven.
I receive the three of hearts, which turns out to be low enough for me to lose this round. No one gets the two! No one receives the ace either, allowing Hazel to win with the king. The tan girls smiles at me as she thinks about what sort of dare to give me.
"Are you sure you're okay with your daughter's, ah, her, you know..." Dan trails off, unable to even mention my titties around my father.
"Well, no man wants to think about his daughter with a guy." Daddy begins carefully.
"Or see her naked, but you're doing that now." Brittney points out.
"It's his fault for not knocking." I shrug, worried about their reactions.
"Yeah, he walked in on Kayla getting boned, like we told you before." Lexi explains. "And Kayla and I fuck so often, well, they eventually just got used to seeing each other naked."
"What about sex?" Dan asks. "I know Kayla's boyfriend is here, but..."
"I know my daughter is an adult and a sexual being." Daddy answers. "Part of me does want her to stay my baby girl forever, but she's a grown woman."
"I will be your baby girl forever." I smile at Daddy. My tits being on full display probably takes away from the sweetness of the moment.
"There's no way Ian is comfortable enough to bend Kayla over and shove it in." Hazel snorts. "Not while Daddy dearest is right here."
"N-no." Ian stammers, his face red as he looks at Daddy with a guilty expression.
"I can't go crazy either." Daddy sighs. "I have a date tonight."
"Ah, gotta save it up for my big sister?" Lexi interjects.
"Dating sisters, lucky man." Dan nods approvingly.
"We'll keep it relatively tame." Ashley speaks up. "Hazel, don't be a bitch."
"I would never." Hazel insists with a fake innocent expression.
"Right." Marcia snorts.
"We said it before; as long as Steven and Kayla don't touch, it isn't weird." Brittney shrugs. "Just don't dare either of them to do anything like that. If other limits come up, they come up."
"Makes sense." Dan nods, seeming nervous, which is unusual for him. "I'm not sure I could, you know, with Kayla. I mean, I'd love to, of course..."
"Can't get it up with her father in the room?" Lexi asks slyly.
"No, no, no!" Dan quickly stammers. "I can get it up any time!"
"Doesn't look that way to me." Hazel smirks, gesturing toward Dan's crotch as he scrambles to cover his flaccid penis.
"So much for not being a bitch." Lexi giggles.
"Just give me a dare, Hazel." I instruct.
"Fine." Hazel replies. "No one's man enough to actually fuck Kayla with Steven around, and we need to use the sex toys more. Kayla, give a blowjob to the dildo."
"The dildo can't cum in her mouth, so it sounds like we'll need the timer again!" Lexi declares, grabbing her phone.
I sit my naked ass down in the center of the circle as I hold up the dildo and give it a quick kiss. The dare begins, and I quickly start bobbing my head on the sex toy, moaning and slurping. I even make sure to push it down my throat until I gag and cough. One hand squeezes my breast as I demonstrate the best blowjob I know how to give.
"Someone's had a lot of practice!" Hazel comments after Lexi announces the end of the dare.
"You can't say that with her father right there!" Dan insists, looking at Daddy guiltily.
"I think Steven knows that his precious angel has choked on a cock more than a few times in her day." Ashley laughs.
"I'm sure he doesn't wanna think about it." Marcia says kindly.
"I'd rather not, but I know it's happened, and I'm not upset." Daddy tells us.
"And Ian is a respectful young man, I promise." Stephanie smirks, no longer covering herself, but still a little timid around Daddy.
"I know how to keep a man in line." I assure my father. "Don't worry, I'll just bite it off if a guy gets on my nerves."
"Mine hurts just thinking about that." Dan winces.
"Some people deserve it." Hazel frowns, looking directly at Dan.
"Agreed." Dan nods. "I just don't want it to ever happen to me."
"Don't do anything to deserve it." Brittney shrugs.
"Maybe we should stay away from that topic." Daddy suggests gently.
"Agreed." I nod. "Let's get on with the next round; I'm hoping Hazel loses so we can get someone to fuck the bitch out of her."
"Whoa!" Daddy exclaims. "Kayla!"
"She has been really moody today." Ashley reasons, coming to my defense.
"So have you." Hazel declares, glaring at Ashley.
"And Marcia fucked the bitch out of me." Ashley counters. "Hence, Kayla's idea."
"I'm sure Hazel is just pregnant and hormonal." Daddy states confidently.
"Thank you, Steven." Hazel nods appreciatively.
"Doesn't justify being a bitch." Lexi grunts as she gathers up the cards.
I toss the dildo back in the pile of toys and return to my spot. Round twenty-eight ends up being very interesting. I only get the four of hearts while Marcia wins with the ace. Dan receives the two and has to perform whatever dare Marcia gives him.
"I taught Ashley the error of her ways, maybe Dan can teach Hazel for us." Marcia says with surprising confidence. "Dan, spank Hazel for us."
"I didn't lose, Dan did!" Hazel shouts angrily.
"Too bad, so sad." Lexi declares in a sing-song voice.
There's some grumbling, but Hazel agrees to comply with the dare. Dan sits on the couch and has Hazel lay down across his lap. Lexi starts the timer, and we all cheer as Dan repeatedly smacks Hazel's tight ass. At our encouragement, he spanks her harder, making Hazel squeak.
After the dare, Hazel and Dan return to their spots; Hazel winces when her red bottom makes contact with the carpet. For round twenty-nine, I'm dealt the seven of hearts. Lexi gets the ace, and Ashley loses with the two. I'm crossing my fingers for a good one.
"My poor boyfriend hasn't gotten to touch any titties yet, so how about we change that?" Lexi suggests. "Ashley, I dare you to give Steven a lap dance."
"Oh, fun!" Ashley grins as she gets to her feet. "It's been too long since I've been with Steven."
Daddy sits on the couch so Ashley can straddle him, her knees on either side of his thighs. I find an appropriate song to play through the television, and turn to watch the show. A smirk crosses my face when I notice Daddy's bulge. Lexi announces the start of the dare a few seconds later.
Ashley makes a big show of undulating in Daddy's lap, her bare vulva grinding against his crotch. With her hands on his shoulders, Ashley leans forward and smothers Daddy in tit-flesh. He grips her ass tightly while slobbering all over Ashley's boobs.
When the dare ends, Ashley nibbles on Daddy's ear before whispering something I can't hear. I really want to know what it is, but Daddy only nods in response. The two of them exchange a soft kiss, resulting in several cheers and whistles. Daddy gives the blonde's big tit a squeeze before they both get up and return to the circle for round thirty.
I flip over my card to reveal the three of hearts, and I'm hopeful I'll lose this round. I don't. Dan loses with the two, and he is going to be dared by Hazel, who has the king. The round is pretty straightforward, with Hazel ordering Dan to eat her out. The tan girl is clearly just horny and looking for a quick way to get off.
Dan brings Hazel to orgasm with his mouth and fingers, then we quickly move on to round thirty-one. This time, I am dealt the two of hearts, giving me another loss. Things get interesting when Ian reveals the ace, winning the round. He immediately looks at Daddy in terror, clearly afraid of embarrassing Daddy's little girl.
"Should we help him, or are we just gonna enjoy his suffering?" Lexi asks with a small giggle.
"The second one." Hazel immediately replies.
"And she's still a bitch." Ashley states plainly.
"Oh, come on!" Hazel exclaims, gesturing at Ian. "The shy nerd is afraid of embarrassing his girlfriend in front of her father. While we all play a sex game. It's funny!"
"It is a little funny." Marcia admits, holding up her hand with her thumb and forefinger an inch apart.
"There! See?" Hazel responds, looking at all of us. "Even the good girl agrees!"
"Ignore them, Ian." I tell my boyfriend. "Give me a good one."
"It's fine, Ian." Daddy adds. "We're all playing the game, let's have fun."
"Well, we can keep making use of the toys, I guess?" Ian suggests, thinking out loud.
"Sure, that works." Ashley nods encouragingly. "Have her do something with the toys."
"Just no repeats, she already sucked off the dildo!" Lexi insists.
"We could maybe, I don't know, blindfold and handcuff Kayla." Ian shrugs, a blush coloring his cheeks. "Then all the girls can touch her."
"Wow, that's actually awesome." Hazel says, eyes wide.
"You don't have to sound so shocked." Stephanie replies. "Our boyfriend knows sexy when he sees it!"
"I think it's a great idea." Brittney grins.
"It is!" Ashley nods. "We can really torture her!"
"We're about to watch something beautiful, boys!" Dan declares, and even Josh nods happily.
"One minute is not enough time for this one." Lexi points out.
"How long? Five minutes? Ten?" Marcia suggests, looking eager.
"Until we make her cum?" Hazel offers.
"If I know you girls, you'll torture her for two hours if you have to stop when she cums." Daddy chuckles.
"He's not wrong." I agree. "What do you think, Ian? It's your dare!"
"Ten minutes?" Ian asks, looking unsure.
"Ten minutes is perfect." Lexi says. "Why don't you keep time for us, Ian?"
Ian hunts around for his pants so he can dig out his phone. While he's rummaging through his pants pockets, the girls are excitedly looking for the best spot to handcuff me. There's no place that's ideal, but they end up deciding to use one of the couch feet.
Daddy, Ian, Josh, and Dan all find the perfect spot to watch, and I giggle cutely when I notice how excited they are. Laying on my back, I stretch my hands above my head so that Lexi can cuff me to the couch foot. Then I lift my head so that Hazel can pull out my hair elastic and cover my eyes with the blindfold.
"Begin!" Ian's voice calls out.
The four guys are now able to watch six naked girls giggle as they crowd around a seventh girl. Well, Marcia has panties on, but whatever. I don't hear any male voices, but the girls are all making comments about how amazing my body is, and how they want to make me suffer. I squirm slightly, the anticipation killing me.
Twelve hands start touching me all at once, and I'm overwhelmed by the multitude of sensations. They seem to agree to avoid my most intimate areas, and I'm shivering as their fingertips trail across my skin. I can feel two people caressing my thighs, another is brushing back my raven hair. Hands explore my torso, and someone even playfully sticks a finger in my belly button. I bet it's Lexi.
A nude girl kneels on each side of my legs, and I'm unable to figure out who they are. Each girl grabs one of my legs; one hand on my knee and the other gripping my ankle. The two girls pull my legs back, bending my knees and spreading me open obscenely.
I hear a male voice moan in longing, and I think it's Dan. I'm flat on my back, completely naked with my entire body exposed. I feel myself getting wet when I imagine the four guys admiring my body; completely helpless with my pussy on display. They're probably so hard for me, their big cocks throbbing as they try and resist the urge to get on top of me and claim me as theirs.
The girls are all giggling as they touch me, and I let out a soft moan when someone starts to caress my breast. My legs are still being held up, my pussy is completely soaked, and I'm panting softly as someone rolls my nipple with two fingers. I instinctively tug at the handcuffs, wanting to pull someone to me.
A warm mouth closes around my nipple, and my back arches as I gasp softly. I feel someone slide a hand between my legs and use two fingers to spread my labia. All four horny men can now easily see my vaginal opening, and I'm so fucking horny.
"Fuck me!" I moan weakly. "Please. Someone fuck me!"
None of the guys say anything, but I can hear them shifting, clearly wanting to get closer to me. Two girls are holding my legs back, a third girl is sucking on my nipple, and I gasp in surprise when two massive titties smother my face. I kiss and lick the tit-flesh, easily able to tell that these huge boobs belong to Ashley.
Someone gets between my spread legs and plants a soft kiss right on my vulva. My gasp turns to a moan as a tongue starts licking me. Fuck, I can't tell who it is. Ashley's tits are in my face, so it's not her. I don't think it's Lexi, whose oral ministrations I'm most familiar with. It could be any of the others.
"Mm!" I moan, slurping Ashley's nipple into my mouth.
There are so many sensations, I'm overwhelmed. My arms are held back and I can't see, so I try to figure out where everyone is. Two girls are just holding my legs back, a third is eating me out while a fourth sucks my titty. Ashley has her boobs in my face, and I think the sixth is tickling my rib cage.
"This is the hottest thing I've ever seen." Dan whispers, clearly in awe. "Ah, sorry, sir."
"All good, I'm just making sure to check out every girl who isn't my daughter." Daddy's voice laughs. "Kayla's a beautiful girl, and I know you boys all respect her."
"Yes, sir." Ian mumbles, with Josh likely being too stunned to speak.
"My name is 'Steven', remember?" Daddy says kindly.
I have no idea what is said in response to Daddy's words. I arch my back and screech against Ashley's boobs as someone brings me to orgasm with her tongue. My body twists and turns, but the girls manage to hold me in place as I manage to cum three times in a row.
Time ceases to have any meaning. I just lay on the floor panting and moaning, allowing Ashley to rub her breasts all over my face. I think the girl at my chest switches to my other boob, but I'm so overwhelmed, I have no fucking clue. I just keep gushing pussy juice all over some girl's face.
I want more. I need more. There's four hard cocks nearby, why aren't they in me? They need to be in me. Fuck, they can make me airtight while a fourth cock fucks my big tits. I scream and cum two more times, the girls rocking my world.
"Time." Ian's voice suddenly announces, ending one of the hottest experiences of my life.
Once I'm free from the handcuffs, I sit up and remove my blindfold to see four guys staring at me with wide eyes. I wink at them playfully before turning to the girls and demanding to know who is the one eating me out. Every single bitch refuses to tell me anything. Whores.
Round thirty-two! This is one long game, but it is so much fun! I receive the ten of hearts, meaning I'll be sitting out this round. Lexi wins with the ace, and Josh loses with the two. Josh is really losing a lot of rounds, if I remember right. My brain is still kind of scrambled, so maybe I'm wrong.
"Josh did get to cum in Hazel's mouth, but he still had to watch another guy fuck his girlfriend's titties, then her pussy." Lexi says, thinking out loud. "Let's keep escalating things; Josh, I dare you to fuck Ashley up the ass."
"Awesome!" Dan laughs, clapping happily.
"Damn, that really did escalate." Stephanie adds, eyes wide.
"Why am I always the one getting bent over?" Ashley wonders, gesturing with one hand in confusion.
"It's how you spend most of your time, anyway." I shrug, putting my raven locks back up in a ponytail.
"Really? You just flashed your business to the room, you can't judge me!" Ashley counters.
"I was handcuffed, one of you bitches flashed my business to the room." I snort. "Just get on your knees."
"Bitch." Ashley laughs as she stands up.
Josh seems incredibly nervous, so Ashley drops to her knees and sucks his dick. The busty blonde gulps down her boyfriend's manhood while he plays with her tits. There's nothing like a good blowjob to relax a guy, and Josh seems as ready as he'll ever be.
I'm glad Daddy and I aren't involved in this dare. I feel like we're all being a little too nonchalant about our nudity and proximity to each other. Daddy is going out of his way to remind people he isn't checking me out. Most people here know about Daddy and I, but the others? Yeah, we have to make sure they don't suspect a thing.
Returning my attention to the center of the room, I see Ashley on her hands and knees as Josh crouches behind her. There's lube on Josh's cock, and more in Ashley's bum. We're all watching as the shy boy slowly eases himself up Ashley's backdoor.
"Fuck!" Ashley grunts, baring her teeth as she feels her asshole being stretched.
"How's that ass feel, Josh?" Brittney asks loudly.
'G-good." Josh gasps, his dick buried to the hilt in Ashley's butt.
"I'll never say no to sex, but I think I prefer just fucking a girl's pussy." Dan comments as Josh slowly eases himself out.
"That so?" I ask with a giggle.
"Yeah," Dan begins, "no lube needed if you get her nice and wet first. Not as much need to clean up after."
"That's true, but sometimes a girl just wants to feel a big dick ramming her asshole." Lexi interjects.
"Agreed." Hazel nods while Josh pushes himself back inside Ashley.
"FUCK!" Ashley screeches, making us all jump. "Fuck my ass! Fuck me!"
We all stop talking as we watch the tall, busty blonde take it up the ass. Josh is gripping Ashley's hips, fucking her intensely. Ashley's huge tits are bouncing on her chest, and she's grunting loudly as Josh reams her out. It isn't long before Ashley shudders, a small orgasm ripping through her. Most women don't cum just from anal, but well, we Slut-sisters are special in many ways!



Ashley has a nice, tight ass, so it isn't surprising that Josh doesn't last a very long time. The shy boy is soon groaning as he starts shooting his load up Ashley's bum. The blonde cries out in ecstasy, begging Josh to keep cumming. Josh gives one final shudder as the last of his cum leaks into Ashley.
"That was fun!" Lexi chirps.
"Yes. Yes, it was." Ashley gasps, collapsing onto the floor as soon as Josh pulls out.
"Can we see..." Brittney begins, walking over to Ashley. "Yup, we can see cum leaking out of her butt."
"Slurp it out." Hazel suggests.
"You stick your tongue up her ass, I'm good." Brittney counters.
"You're the porn star!" Hazel shoots back.
"Porn actress." Brittney rolls her eyes. "You gotta be a lot more famous than I am to be considered a star."
"You'll get there." Stephanie smiles.
"Aw!" Lexi laughs.
"Not sure how sweet that was, but I guess it was nice?" Marcia offers, giggling cutely.
"While you bitches argue, Josh and I need to clean up." Ashley declares, a hand over her bum as Josh helps her up.
It takes a few minutes, but soon we're all seated in our big circle, ready for round thirty-three. Nine of hearts, I'm out this round as well. The loser is Brittney with the three, and Hazel will be giving the dare, since the tan girl reveals the ace of hearts.
"Let's get back to some torture." Hazel suggests, an evil grin on her face. "You're horny for the official cock of the Slut-sisters, so I'm gonna let you get close. Just not too close. Strip Steven naked without touching his bare skin."
"You are one evil bitch." Brittney growls, staring daggers at Hazel.
"What's this about me being the official cock?" Daddy asks with a frown.
"Don't complain, you get five out of the six Sluts who are always horny for your big dick." Lexi rolls her eyes.
"I always forget your exclusive club has a sixth member." Dan laughs.
"Yup! My big sister!" Lexi declares happily.
"We like the older redhead better." Ashley teases, causing Lexi to respond with her usual raspberry.
Daddy and Brittney stand facing each other in the middle of our circle. Brittney is posing prettily, and I am very impressed that Daddy is able to look at her face, staring down the confident head cheerleader. We're using the timer for this dare, so Lexi announces the start.
Brittney removes Daddy's suit jacket easily enough. Getting his tie and dress shirt off is pretty easy as well, since Daddy is wearing an undershirt. Daddy already has his shoes and socks off, so Brittney is able to take off his pants without touching him.
"Fuck." Brittney hisses when she sees Daddy's bulge close up.
"Nice, isn't it?" Lexi asks, looking incredibly proud.
"It's huge!" Brittney exclaims, reaching out to wrap her hand around Daddy's erection. Only his boxer briefs keeping their skin from touching.
"Is that allowed?" Marcia wonders.
"It is, she's not touching his skin." Ashley replies.
"Just remember, he's all mine!" Lexi growls possessively.
"I'm the one carrying his child." Hazel interjects.
"And you don't want to date him." the redhead counters. "He's my boyfriend. Mine, and Nicole's. Just be glad we like to share."
"I'm very glad." Brittney whispers, staring down at Daddy's bulge as she softly squeezes it.
"Time's almost up." Lexi points out. "Move it along."
"Or what?" Brittney snorts.
"You lose the dare, and I get to make you do something else." Hazel explains. "Something you absolutely will not like!"
"Ugh, fine!" Brittney growls as she works to lift Daddy's undershirt without touching his skin.
"Time's up!" Lexi chirps, clearly thrilled.
"I'm going, I'm going!" Brittney snaps, pulling the white undershirt over Daddy's head.
"Do I get to make her do a forfeit?" Hazel asks eagerly.
"No, don't be mean." I interject. "Just make sure she moves her ass."
Brittney grumbles as she tosses Daddy's undershirt away, barely getting a second to admire his muscular chest and abs. She then grabs the sides of his boxer briefs, being careful not to touch his skin. A loud gasp escapes Brittney's mouth when she tugs the underwear down to Daddy's feet.
"That is a gorgeous cock." Brittney moans, swallowing weakly.
"Which you don't get to touch right now." Lexi states. "Next round!"
Brittney is sitting next to Daddy, and I can see her leaning over so she can stare at his dick. Girls are giggling as Lexi deals the cards for round thirty-four. Five of hearts, I'm out this round, too. Lexi receives the ace, and Stephanie has the two, making my girlfriend the redhead's latest victim.
"I know what you've been through, and I completely understand if you refuse this one." Lexi says slowly, surprising me with how serious she's being.
"Okay..." Stephanie trails off, looking nervous.
"I know you need to heal, just like Kayla and I do." Lexi continues. "This place is safe, and I want you to realize that you have more than just Ian and Kayla to help you. You have all of us. You can let go around us. I dare you to have sex with Ian."
"Lexi, that's too much." I immediately speak up. "You know what happened at that party..."
"And this is completely different." Lexi insists. "She's safe here. People care about her, and no one will pressure her."
"Aren't you kind of pressuring her right now?" Daddy suggests.
"I told her she could say no!" Lexi counters, glaring at Daddy.
"I'll do it." Stephanie loudly announces.
"Baby, you don't have to." I whisper, looking at my girlfriend in concern.
"I know I don't, I want to. That's the difference." Stephanie declares, getting to her feet and offering her hands to Ian.
"Are you sure?" Ian asks, placing his hands in Stephanie's.
"Positive." Stephanie smiles, pulling Ian to his feet. "Now, come get some pussy!"
Stephanie lays on her back in the center of the circle, with Ian carefully getting on top of her. Ian doesn't seem nervous at all, he's too focused on Stephanie. I kneel beside Stephanie, my butt resting on my heels as I stay nearby for support. Stephanie plants her feet on the carpet, her knees bent as Ian settles into position and eases his cock into her love tunnel.
Everyone watches in respectful silence as Ian starts pumping his cock in and out of Stephanie. She's moaning and panting, looking up at Ian with love, her hands gripping his biceps. Reaching out, I run my fingers along Stephanie's cheek, reminding my girlfriend that I'm here.
"You're safe. You're loved." I whisper softly, brushing back Stephanie's raven hair.
Lexi's dare makes a lot of sense. Stephanie having a horrible experience at a party, a truly devastating one that no woman should ever have to endure. Now she can really only let two people hug her. Lexi is being her usual sexual self, healing through sex and humor. Stephanie knows she's safe with us, no one here will ever intentionally hurt her.
"I love you." Ian whispers, gazing at Stephanie's beautiful face.
"I love you, too." Stephanie moans back, her lower lip quivering. "Oh God, you're so deep. Keep going!"
Ian continues his steady thrusting, his hands planted on the carpet as he grunts from exertion. Stephanie's big boobs are wobbling on her chest as her toes curl. Crossing her ankles behind his butt, Stephanie draws Ian deeper into her willing body.
Maybe we're all fucked up, but whatever, we need each other. The Slut-sisterhood is a bond that will last forever. Stephanie may not be a Slut-sister, but we are still here for her. Lexi, Stephanie, and I are all still broken. Hell, Hazel is broken, too. We will continue showing our love and support for each other through sex. Through laughter, through good times.
"You feel so good." Ian gasps, pure bliss written on his face.
"So do you." Stephanie replies, her fingernails digging into his biceps. "Fuck me. Fuck my pussy!"
Stephanie rolls her hips to meet Ian's thrusts, her panting increasing in intensity. At one point, Stephanie reaches out and grabs my hand. I hold her hand in both of mine, clutching it to my chest as my girlfriend tenses, reaching orgasm as Ian fucks her.
"Cum for me." Ian husks, sweat running down his face.
"I'm cumming!" Stephanie announces. "Cum with me! Cum! Cum! Cum!"
Ian buries himself to the hilt, his balls resting against Stephanie's ass as he explodes inside her. Feeling cum shooting inside her is enough to make Stephanie cum again. She squeezes my hand tightly while looking into Ian's eyes, both of their mouths open in silent screams.
No one speaks as Ian eases himself out of Stephanie's teen twat. The Slut-sisters are all watching with small smiles, Brittney has tears in her eyes, Josh and Dan are silent, Daddy looks relieved. Ian and Stephanie are sitting up now, and they exchange a soft kiss.
"I know I'm not really part of this group," Brittney begins, breaking the silence, "but I don't see anything else we could do being either hotter or more beautiful than what we just got to watch."
"I agree." Dan nods, smiling at Stephanie and Ian before glancing at me with another longing expression.
"I think the game is over." Ashley interjects.
"We do need to shower for the lock-in." Hazel agrees, looking slightly reluctant. "Though, I really could use some cock."
"Wait, wait, wait!" Lexi speaks up as everyone slowly gets to their feet. "Steven just got here!"
"It's okay, there's always another time." Daddy says quietly. "Stephanie just got a great healing experience. Let's not cheapen it."
"There will definitely be another time." Brittney growls as she walks up to Steven and wraps her hand around his thickness. "This is going to be in me. I promise you that."
"Think you can handle it?" Daddy asks with a raised eyebrow, not letting Brittney take full control.
"Oh, I can handle anything." Brittney husks back. "And we are going to fuck each other senseless."
"Is that so?" Daddy counters, grabbing Brittney's ass so he can pull her close and kiss her. "I'll be fine, but when I'm done with you, you won't be able to walk straight for a week."
"Tough talk." Brittney smirks, breathing heavily as lust threatens to overwhelm her. "You'd best be able to back it up, because I promise you, Cherry Angel is no angel."
"You have no idea what you're getting into." Daddy grins, releasing Brittney.
"You really don't." Lexi giggles. "I'm glad you didn't get to see him fuck. He's gonna blow your mind."
"Way to make the rest of us guys feel inadequate." Dan mutters.
"You are all great guys." Marcia speaks up. "What Ian and Stephanie just did was beautiful."
"It really was." Brittney nods and smiles.
"You might actually be a wise woman, Brittney." I giggle, leaning over to kiss Stephanie's temple.
"No need to sound so surprised." Brittney rolls her eyes.
"So, we're showering?" Stephanie laughs.
"Yeah, and somehow Marcia managed to keep her undies on." Hazel mutters, looking annoyed.
"It worked out." Ashley shrugs. "Everyone pushed their limits, but no one went too far."
"I hope everyone had fun?" I ask.
Everyone agrees this game is great, and the group is even better. There are only so many bathrooms nearby, so we take turns showering and getting dressed. When it isn't my turn to shower, I clean and put away the sex toys. Josh, Ashley, Ian, Marcia, Lexi, Dan, and Hazel are all wearing their school day outfits again. Daddy is back in his suit for his date with Nicole.
Stephanie, Brittney, and I change into our cheerleader uniforms; green skirt trimmed with white, white sleeveless top with a green hart on the chest. We are wearing cheer briefs beneath the skirts, as well as cheer socks and cheer shoes. No one bothers with pompoms, but we do put green and white ribbons in our hair.
"You look amazing, baby girl." Daddy smiles, admiring me in my uniform.
"Thank you, Daddy!" I grin happily.
"Admiring teenagers in their cheer uniforms? Pervert." Brittney teases.
"He really is." Lexi agrees. "He used to go to Kayla's games so he could watch the cheerleaders bounce around."
"I went to the games to support my daughter." Daddy rolls his eyes.
"I'm calling bullshit." Hazel snorts.
"Anyway, will the football players be in their uniforms, too?" Daddy asks, pathetically changing the subject.
"Yes." Stephanie answers. "The players who are going, anyway."
"Right." Marcia sighs. "A few of them aren't allowed to go."
"Because they jumped David." Daddy comments.
"They should have jumped him sooner." Ian snarls vehemently. "I got suspended for fighting with Keith, and I'm allowed to go."
"Smart of you to commit assault in a timely fashion." Josh replies, teasing his best friend.
"Go, Josh!" Ashley giggles, kissing her shy boyfriend.
"I'm surprised you're not a football player, Dan." Daddy says, once again changing the subject. "A big guy like you would be great on the field."
"I really should have joined. I regret it now." Dan sighs. "I don't even know why I didn't, I just didn't want to be bothered. I worked out like a fiend, mainly to get girls."
"It'll be tough to join up in college, but it might not be impossible." Daddy replies. "And don't ever stop working out, it becomes more and more important when you get old."
"Gotta work twice as hard for half the results?" Lexi giggles.
"Yeah, pretty much." Daddy answers.
"Ignore your brat girlfriend." Brittney interjects. "You have one sexy bod!"
"Thank you." Daddy replies. "Your body is spectacular."
Brittney flirts with Steven for a few more minutes, then the subject is changed again. Hazel is a little uncomfortable, but we are able to convince her to break out the ultrasound picture. Brittney coos over the little bean, and Dan reassures Hazel that she's going to be an amazing mother.
The television is playing music in the background, but we mostly ignore it as we chat and relax. There's no dinner since we'll be eating junk food at the lock-in, and Daddy is taking Nicole to a late dinner. The lock-in doesn't officially start until 9:00PM, so Daddy takes his leave first.
"Have fun, everyone." Daddy smiles before hugging and kissing Lexi.
"Thanks, Baby!" Lexi chirps.
"Thank you, Daddy!" I grin, hugging my father and getting a kiss on the cheek. "I'll be a good girl!"
"Yeah, right." Hazel snorts.
"Hazel, behave." Daddy admonishes as he hugs and kisses the tan girl.
Daddy takes the time to talk to everyone individually. He shakes hands with Ian, Josh, and Dan, telling them to take care of the girls and letting them know they're welcome here anytime. Brittney pushes her tongue into Daddy's mouth for her goodbye, while Marcia and Ashley just give him a quick hug and kiss. To my complete surprise, Stephanie walks up to Daddy and gives him a very quick hug.
"Good job." I say to my girlfriend, taking her hand.
"Thank you." Stephanie nods, her deep breaths telling me she's using a grounding technique.
There isn't much left to do after Daddy leaves. It's one of those situations where we feel like we have too much time to just do nothing, and not enough time to really start any kind of activity. So, we sit on the couch and chat. I mention the game room, and let Dan know that he'll be able to try out our pool table at the graduation party, if he wants.
I'm not sure how I feel about Dan and Brittney. Dan uses women for sex; well, he used to. He's getting better, and he does seem like he's being very genuine now. As long as he treats everyone here with respect, I have no real reason to complain. I just hate how I feel some lust for him, especially when he clearly wants me. I have a boyfriend and a girlfriend!
Brittney? I still remember Hazel telling me about Brittney's plans to introduce me to Peter. Brittney wants to get me into porn! No way. I may love cock, but I only want my assets seen by people I trust. I still hate that my nudes are being spread around the school, and there's not a thing I can do.
Still, Brittney doesn't judge Hazel for backing out. Sure, Brittney can be a bit intense, but so can Ashley. I suppose I'll use the same logic I use with Dan; as long as Brittney treats everyone respectfully, she'll be welcome in our group. Brittney and Dan just won't get to learn our biggest secrets.
It's time. We grab our yearbooks and start heading out. Most people plan to go home and sleep after the lock-in, so we aren't all piling into one or two cars. I'm driving myself, Lexi, and Hazel. Stephanie is driving Ian, and will take him home after the lock-in. Ashley, Josh, Marcia, Brittney, and Dan are all taking their own cars.
Is high school over? Not fully. Still, this is one of the last events for high school! It's amazing that I'm actually going to be a high school graduate, I hope Mommy is as proud of me as Daddy is. I think about all of the amazing and horrible things over the last year, the last few months. I concentrate on the amazing ones, though. My friends. My boyfriend. My girlfriend! My Lexi. My Slut-sisters. My biggest thought as I drive the three of us to the Senior lock-in is that I hope I always live up to the love, support, and trust my parents give me.
I hope everyone enjoyed the card game! If anyone is wondering; I did use a random number generator to deal the cards. So, the outcomes were as random as a computer random number generator can be!
-Witty
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Hey guys, here's a new story for you! I hope you enjoy it. I decided to write this one for the Literotica Summer Lovin' Story Contest 2024. This one has a slow start, but things will heat up. I haven't written in past tense for awhile, so please let me know if you spot any tense changes. Comments and feedback are always appreciated! I read every single one. Also, please let me know if you spot any mistakes. Errors bug me, and I make sure to upload revised editions whenever I find any. To anyone reading Birthday Pool Party, don't worry! I'm still working on the series, and am very close to finishing it. I just wanted to write this one off. Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
One final note: I am an amateur writer, but I am trying to get better every day. I like my characters to have personalities, to be different. So many stories are just multiple females who are all copies of each other, only differing in hair color and cup size. It isn't easy to make each character unique, and I know I don't often succeed. That said, I had an idea for a very interesting female character. So, let this be a warning; you might not like this story if you want your women to always be agreeable and easy going. A friend said it best: some guys hate it if their sex objects have a personality that isn't just submissive sex kitten. If that is you, you might want to give this one a pass.
~Saturday, June 07th~
I had woken up before dawn almost every day of my life since I was a child. Even when I was away at college I woke up early on weekends. My college friends thought I was completely insane, but I was used to it. I was a creature of habit. I always had been.
Most days, my alarm would wake me up. As a kid, I had a regular alarm clock, but I eventually switched to a cell phone. Even in northwest Maine we had cell coverage almost everywhere. Of course, I would occasionally be woken up even earlier by a large tongue slobbering all over my face.
"Brady, stop!" I mumbled as I tried in vain to push away the large face.
My thirteen year old yellow lab kept licking my face, barking softly. I realized he probably had to go out, which meant I would have to drag myself out of bed. With a sigh, I pushed the blanket off of my body and sat up in the king size bed I shared with the Labrador.
"You couldn't wait another half hour?" I asked Brady as I scratched his mostly-gray muzzle.
Brady's only response was to wag his tail and look at me eagerly. Shaking my head, I grabbed the framed photo off my bedside table, gazing at it for several seconds like I did every morning. Placing the picture back on the table, I sighed and got to my feet.
My excited dog could not sit still as I hunted around for clothes. He didn't care, but I was not taking him out while only wearing boxer briefs. Putting on pants and a shirt took longer than it should have since I just had to play with Brady a little.
I loved that dog so much. I was twenty-six, meaning Brady had been in my life for half of it. I remembered my sister and I opening the box on Christmas morning with a picture of a beautiful yellow puppy. My baby sister had cried when we first met him.
My sister and I had both taken care of him, and he loved all of us. Still, Brady had been especially attached to me. He refused to eat when I went away to college. Well, mostly. My mom had figured out that he would eat cheeseburgers from the local fast food place. Mom made sure to get the burger without pickles, because she was sure the pickles would upset Brady's stomach.
"Okay, okay, we're going!" I laughed as Brady playfully barked at me to hurry up.
Brady was all I had left. As great a companion as he was, it was still pretty depressing. He almost seemed to understand when I told him they weren't coming anymore. He moped around for a few weeks. Even though he was sad, Brady was like all dogs; he could tell something was wrong, and he did everything he could to comfort me.
Yawning loudly, I followed Brady through the large cabin that he and I shared. I didn't bother putting him on the sky line since I knew he would stay with me when I let him out. He quickly ran to his favorite bushes to do his business before strolling through the trees, panting happily. It was hot, even this early; the joys of a New England summer.
Summer didn't officially start for almost two weeks, but no one had told the weather. Mosquito bites were already an issue all throughout the day, and humid weather made me sweat. I was pretty used to it, but I knew some tourists would be miserable.
It was a very woodsy area, but we still had a decent sized backyard. I threw a toy for Brady, and we played together for about half an hour so he could get some exercise. He was very well-behaved, and he didn't try to run down the hill to get to the dock. It was quite impressive, especially with how much labs loved water.
Most of the area was shrouded in semi-darkness. With almost no light pollution, I was able to see the moon and some stars. The northern lights weren't visible at that time, but there was still a spectacular view of the Milky Way.
Looking out over Moosehead Lake, I saw the morning fog rolling in and partially obscuring the small wooden dock Dad and I rebuilt five years ago. Dad. I sighed. I wished I could just pick up the phone and talk to him again.
No one was on the lake this early, and I could see a few bass jump out of the water to catch bugs. Brady was walking around about ten feet away from me, sniffing everything he could and peeing on the occasional tree. He would always come back to me, though. Always.
The two of us went back inside, and Brady curled up on his bed while I made breakfast. I put my breakfast on a plate before filling Brady's water bowl and serving his morning meal. I winced when I watched him climb out of his bed; Brady was still very active, but you could definitely tell he was old when he tried to get up.
"Enjoy, big guy." I said to the ninety pound dog before sitting down to my own breakfast.
After eating and cleaning up, I went through my usual morning routine. I quickly showered and shaved, leaving the usual stubble for a beard on my chin and cheeks. I had brown hair and eyes, and I thought I was reasonably attractive. My outfit for the day was my usual shorts and a t-shirt. Then I sat with Brady in the enclosed back porch so I could read the news on my phone while watching the sun rise.
There wasn't much to read on my usual news sites, so I pocketed my phone and grabbed my book off the coffee table. I had always been a fan of science fiction and fantasy, and the second novel in the latest trilogy by L. Walsh was a great read. Halcyon Nights. With half the book done, I was sad about finishing, since I'd have to wait a year to get my hands on the last book. At least L. Walsh wrote fast.
I read a couple of chapters before I realized I'd been blankly staring at the same page for about twenty minutes. Despair threatened to overtake me. Setting down the book, I pinched the bridge of my nose as I let out a breath. I was really dreading tomorrow, and the only way I could get through was to remind myself that this would soon be over. I'd be free.
Three years. I spent the last three years trying to hold things together. The first few months were a blur, an abyss of endless misery where Abbott Trails only kept running thanks to our dedicated employees. I was worse than useless, almost never showing my face.
A few employees got together and convinced me that I needed to keep things going. I tried. I really tried. I went through the motions, I did my job. I did my job well; we were very profitable. We were the only remaining independent campground and ski lodge. The only one that wasn't gobbled up by a big corporation.
I just couldn't do it anymore. The daily reminders of everything I once had, everything I lost; it was too much. They would understand. I knew they would understand that I had no choice. A little more of me died every day, and I had reached my limit. Was it pathetic? Maybe. Probably, in fact.
"I guess I should try and be productive this morning, what do you think?" I asked Brady, scratching behind his ear.
When I was ready, I decided to do a quick tour of the campground. My cabin was on one side of the campground, allowing me some privacy. Glancing out over the lake, I admired the beautiful mountain in the distance before making my way to the public areas.
Abbott Trails was quite large, with numerous buildings, walking paths, and entrances to the lake. In addition to cabins people could rent out, we had a large area for parking RV's or pitching tents. There was also the main building, which functioned as a ski lodge during the winter season. There were rooms to rent out, and it was where guests came to sign in, or to speak with someone if they had a concern. Most people just called it the Lodge. We got both downhill and cross-country skiers, as well as the occasional snowboarder.
We also had quite a few activities for guests and campers alike. People could go canoeing or kayaking, there was even white water rafting at the nearby rivers. There were plenty of places to fish, and it was an easy drive to a nearby golf course. Those were just the beginning.
Then there was the wildlife. There were moose, foxes, beavers, wolves, and deer. We were in bear country, but they rarely caused any problems. In fact, the moose were far more dangerous than bears. Abbott Trails even had their own animals, including chickens for eggs. We had horses and rabbits as well. I had learned to ride a horse almost before I could walk.
"Hi, Tim!" the head groundskeeper called out from his riding mower.
"Morning, Austin!" I waved and smiled, walking over to him.
Austin Shepard was in his late fifties and has been a groundskeeper here since before I was born. He's a very kind man, and he was one of the ones who helped force me out of my cabin. It was so strange to be his supervisor; a man who once put a bandage on my knee when I fell out of a tree.
"How are you doing?" he asked kindly as he lifted his hat and wiped some sweat from his brow.
"I'm alright, how's your morning?" I replied.
"Living the dream." Austin nodded happily. "You ready for the campers?"
"Mostly." I answered. "I have to head into town today to buy some more life preservers and paddles for the kayaks. Then tomorrow I'm giving my usual welcome speech to the counselors."
"Easy weekend for you, then!" he laughed. "All your counselors have been campers here since they were in middle school. They know the place."
"They do, but some are barely eighteen and have never had any real responsibility." I explained. "Plus, it's good for them to know I'm here."
"True, true." Austin agreed. "Hard work will be good for them. And you need to get out of your head tomorrow. I haven't forgotten tomorrow is her birthday. We always made such a big deal about it."
"Yes, it is." I sighed. "I miss her. I just wish..."
"I know, so do I." he frowned. "This campground has been my entire life for over thirty years. It's been in your family for over a hundred. It's still home."
"It's felt less like a home the last few years." I admitted reluctantly.
"I understand." Austin responded sadly. "Just don't forget you have us. We're here if you need anything."
"Thank you, Austin." I said sincerely.
Austin went back to mowing the grass as I continued on to another set of cabins. Our summer camp program was for ages thirteen through seventeen, and it ran over the course of eight weeks. We had three sessions, each lasting two weeks with a one week break between each session.
The camp counselors were mainly temporary summer staff. We hired college students, usually ones who were former campers themselves. Some only worked for one summer, some came back for several years. I would be speaking to them tomorrow, then they would have all next week for orientation.
After touring the grounds, I spoke with the two managers; one manager ran the summer camp itself, while the other was responsible for the main campground. Both reported to me. Everything was running smoothly, so I decided to head back to my cabin before lunch.
While the camp had lost its magic for me, my old interests still remained. Seeing the bass jump earlier had made me want to try some fishing to relax. I had to leave Brady inside while I fished, otherwise he would have jumped into the water to chase the lure. He was a smart dog, but he could not resist going after something in water.
Standing on the small wooden dock, I started casting. Bass spent a lot of their time in shallow water with lots of cover, so I focused my efforts on the large concentration of lily pads off to the right of the dock. It was still early morning, so it was a great time to crack open a beer and catch some fish.
My fourth cast resulted in a very impressive large mouth bass. Legally, you could keep them, but even the big ones didn't have a lot of meat. It wasn't worth it to me. I took the fish off the hook and tossed it back into the lake, smirking as I watched it dart away.
I caught several more fish as the sun rose and the lake came to life around me. My section of the lake looked out over a wide area, allowing me to see for miles once the morning fog cleared. There were a couple people in the distance who appeared to be riding jet skis, and I could see a few people swimming at the public beach a few miles to the left. At one point I noticed a canoe and a couple of kayaks as well.
When tossing a large bass off the left side of the dock, I realized there was a small motor boat coming out of the nearby inlet. The inlet that was never used. I shouldn't have been surprised, but the neighboring cabin had been vacant for basically my entire life.
The cabin was built on a decent-sized plot of land, but it was clearly built as a personal residence, and no one had wanted to live right next to such an active campground. There was some construction a couple months ago. Someone must have actually bought the place, and a new boat from the look of things.
I had a new neighbor, not that it mattered. Leaving them to their own devices, I polished off my beer before casting again. My neighbor wasn't bothering me, but I could hear the boat as they slowly made their way along the shoreline. I guessed they were getting used to their new backyard. Moosehead Lake was quite large, and they had quite a bit of exploring ahead of them.
"Wait!" I called out loudly when I realized they were heading into shallow water without slowing down. "The rocks!"
I watched in horror as the driver apparently didn't notice the danger, or my warning. The small boat lurched, and from the back I heard something loud and expensive. It was a loud grinding sound on the rocks, and I knew that the propeller was likely being completely destroyed.
"Fuck!" a feminine voice cursed, causing me to look at the driver for the first time. "Shit, fuck, ass, tits!"
A panicked woman stood up, and my mind blanked. She was breathtakingly beautiful. The tall blonde was wearing sunglasses that partially obscured her model-perfect face. She appeared to be in her early twenties, and from what I could see, she had an amazing body.
Light, flawless skin, toned legs, and a flat stomach. She was wearing jean shorts and a dark blue bikini top. The strings from her bikini bottoms were sticking out of the jean shorts. The outfit drew my attention to her most impressive feature. Holy shit, she had absolutely incredible boobs. They were huge, yet they fit her tall body. All in all, she was a vision of perfection.
"Are you okay?" I shouted as I set down my fishing rod.
"I don't know!" she wailed, her hands flailing as she spun in place in her panic. "I'm not hurt, but the fucking boat won't move!"
"Do you have a paddle?" I asked while gesturing toward the small beach beside my dock. "If you can come ashore I'll take a look."
"Yeah, yeah, I have one!" she exclaimed, looking around the two seat boat to find the paddle. "I'll be right there, thank you. Thank you!"
It soon became clear that she had no real experience with boats. She was barely able to get the boat away from the rocks. She didn't know how to maneuver the boat, and it kept going in the wrong direction, much to her frustration. I also learned that she had quite the mouth on her. I smirked as her cursing grew more elaborate as she tried to get closer to me.
Eventually, she got near enough for me to toss her a rope. Together, we were able to bring the boat toward the small beach next to my dock. Once the boat was tied off, I was able to instruct her to lift the outboard motor so I could beach the boat.
"Careful, watch your step." I warned, extending my hand to help her out of the boat.
"Thank you." she replied, using my hand to steady herself while stepping onto the wet ground.
When she was standing only a few feet away from me, I was able to get a much better look at her. She really was tall, a couple inches taller than I was, in fact. Meaning she stood at almost six feet, and since she was wearing sandals, that height was all her. She took off her sunglasses, revealing striking blue eyes before she brushed her long blonde hair back behind her ears. She really was gorgeous.
"Nice to meet you." I said, offering my hand. "I'm Tim. Tim Abbott."
"Nice to meet you, too." she replied with a smile that showed her pearly-white teeth as she shook my hand. "Lauren Anderson."
"Let's take a look at the damage." I offered, releasing her hand to approach the boat.
Lauren's boat was a pretty standard two seat boat made for smaller bodies of water. It was white with some red and black trim, and it looked like it was brand new. Standing in a couple inches of water, I examined the shredded remains of the propeller.
"How bad is it?" Lauren asked, looking over nervously.
"No damage to the boat itself, so that's good." I told her. "You just need a new propeller."
"Shit. Okay." she sighed, looking incredibly adorable as she pouted. "I'll call the salesman. They should be able to fix it."
"No need to pay someone to fix it." I replied, walking back over to her. "It's an easy fix, you can buy a replacement propeller in town. I can put it on."
"Oh, no, I can't ask you to do that!" Lauren stammered, looking uncomfortable accepting help. "You've already done so much."
"I haven't done anything." I laughed. "And it's really no big deal. I have to go into town anyway to get some camp supplies."
"Right, this area is part of that camp." she nodded. "Wait. Abbott Trails..."
"Yes. I'm Timothy Abbott." I sighed. "I'm guessing they told you we were family owned when you bought the place next door?"
"No." Lauren shook her head. "Jenny just let me know that there was a campground and ski resort next door. To make sure I was fine with it. I forgot she did mention the owners lived in the cabin closest to me. I said it was fine as long as I had some privacy."
"Jenny?" I asked. Mother? Aunt? Girlfriend?
"Oh." she said, seeming surprised. "Jenny Walcot, the Realtor. Sorry. I assumed everyone knew everyone around here."
"For the most part, yes. We do. Well, I'm happy to give you your space." I commented with a smile. "And it's just me. Well, Brady and I. Brady's my dog."
"He the brains behind the operation?" she suggested with a cute giggle.
"He really is." I agreed, chuckling as I tried to keep my eyes on her face. "But, in all seriousness, guests don't come to this section, so you won't be bothered at all. I promise."



"So, just the creepy guy next door? I can live with that." Lauren quipped, impressing me with her wit.
"Oh, I'm not that creepy." I countered. "All I did was lure you onto my private beach. Wait..."
"I just won't drink anything you offer me." she reasoned. "I don't wanna wake up with one less kidney."
"I'll split the profits with you." I shrugged and gave her a helpless smile.
"You're alright, I guess." she laughed before looking over at her boat then back at me. "I just moved into the area, do you know where the best place to get the new propeller is?"
"Taking me up on my offer? Smart!" I smirked. "I did say I had to go into town. I need life preservers and paddles. We can get your propeller at the same place. Maybe grab lunch before heading back?"
"Are you asking me out?" Lauren asked, her eyes widening in surprise. I then saw her glance down at my ring. "Will your wife be okay with that?"
My face fell. My stomach dropped and I felt my chest clench. I couldn't breathe. Lacey. My best friend. My high school sweetheart. The love of my life. We were supposed to grow old together. It's just wrong that I'm stuck here without her by my side.
"Oh. Oh, God. Fuck. I'm so sorry. I'm an idiot. You said it was just you and your dog. I'm so, so sorry. Please." she tripped over her words, looking like she was about to cry.
"It's fine. You didn't know. She's gone. It's a long story that I don't really want to get into right now. I, look, you still want help with the boat?" I tried to smile, knowing it looked forced.
"Sorry, just forget about -" Lauren stammered, her earlier confidence gone.
"Really, I'm just trying to help the new neighbor. I'm happy to help." I cut her off. "I could sure use some company that doesn't chase the ducks. If you really feel bad, you're welcome to thank me for the help with lunch."
"Well, I can't promise not to chase the ducks, but I will buy you lunch." she teased, trying to lighten the mood.
"Noted. I'll keep the window up in the truck so you don't jump out." I smiled. For real that time. A genuine smile. It had been awhile since that happened.
Fortunately, Lauren had her purse in the boat. Unfortunately, she also had a plaid button-down shirt. I made sure to find the view of the lake and mountain especially interesting while Lauren put on her shirt, covering her massive, bikini-clad breasts. Then we were ready to go.
"You run the whole camp yourself?" Lauren asked as I drove us down the long, winding road. "That's a lot of work for one person."
"I'm the owner, not a micromanager." I countered with a small smile. "I have two right hands, which makes it hard to buy gloves but keeps things running smoothly. They're managers. One is in charge of the main campground and resort, the other is responsible for the summer camp and has other responsibilities off season. Then there's the head groundskeeper. Lots of people keep the place up and running."
"So, you are a ski resort during the winter and a summer camp with a campground during the summer? Then you have spring and autumn off?" she inquired, alternating between glancing out the window and looking at me.
"Pretty much." I nodded in confirmation. "Spring and autumn are much shorter around here than in other parts of the country, so there isn't much downtime. Also, we have a fifth season."
"A fifth season?" she wondered with a frown.
"Mud season." I explained. "After the snow and ice melt. It can get really bad. I remember La- ah, someone lost their flip-flop and made me reach into the mud to get it. The mud was almost up to my shoulder."
"Gross." Lauren said, crinkling her nose adorably.
"Just be careful." I told her as we continued down the country road. "And I hope you don't drive a car that is low to the ground."
"I have an SUV, we're good." she giggled. "I bought it when I moved up here. I didn't need a car before."
"New car, new boat, new place." I commented, listing off her recent purchases. "Did you have a chauffeur before you moved to the middle of nowhere?"
"No, no driver." Lauren laughed, shaking her head. "I lived in the city, so I would just use a rideshare app if I couldn't walk."
"From the big city to the back country? That's quite a change in lifestyle." I pointed out.
"It is." she agreed, looking deep in thought.
"Why?" I asked. I wanted nothing more than to get away from the small town where everyone knew everyone's business. Where everyone knew mine.
"Huh?" Lauren asked before realizing what I asked. "Oh, sorry. I came into some money over the last few years. Things changed, and, well, I just needed to get away. I've always wanted to live in the country, so I decided it was now or never."
"I hope you find what you're looking for up here." I told her sincerely.
"The forest, the lake, the mountains; it's incredible." she gushed. "I've always loved nature, and I had never loved the city. It's more than that now, it's a sanctuary. A place where I can be alone with my thoughts, with my imagination."
"Just be careful; too much loneliness can eat away at you." I replied.
"So, what?" she began, her voice tight. "Are you a psychiatrist in the off season, or is this just a hobby?"
"Shit. I'm sorry Lauren." I quickly apologized. "I was trying to make conversation and I'm... fuck. I'm out of practice. Sorry. The only people I talk to anymore are people at the campground, and they're usually either kids, or I already know everything about them. Fuck. I'm..."
"I'm sorry, too." Lauren responded as she reached out and put her hand on mine where I rested it on the gear shift.
"You didn't do anything wrong." I insisted. Her hand felt way nicer than I wanted it to, and I was torn between asking her to stop and begging her never to.
"I don't know the details, but you clearly have a past. I was insensitive when I mentioned wanting to be alone." she explained, giving me a self-deprecating smile. "Looks like we both have some long stories."
"And both hold our cards close to our chests." I added.
"Some cards would be further away than others." Lauren laughed, gesturing toward her breasts with one hand as she lifted her other hand off mine.
"I hadn't noticed." I replied innocently.
"Bullshit." she snorted.
"I am a kind, respectful man, and I would never view a woman as an object." I insisted primly.
"Respectful man who lures ladies to his private land in the woods? Sure, I believe that." Lauren rolled her eyes.
"It wasn't my fault you don't know boats can't sail through rocks." I mumbled.
"You probably put that rock there, hoping some poor, innocent girl would need rescuing." she reasoned cutely.
"I guess it didn't work, since you're definitely not innocent. Not with that mouth of yours." I pointed out.
"We just met, and you are already thinking about my extra curricular activities?" Lauren wondered. "Aren't you bold."
"You're the one flirting with me." I observed. "Not that I blame you."
"You think this is flirting?" she snorted. "Maybe I'm just a bitch."
"You definitely have an attitude, but it's cute on you." I complimented her. "And a little scary."
"You're scared of me? Good, you're not completely stupid." Lauren giggled.
"Do you try to scare every person you meet?" I inquired.
"No, just the guys." she answered immediately. "I like them to know who's in charge right away."
"I am wondering what I've gotten myself into." I laughed.
"Oh, you have no idea!" Lauren smirked. "Perhaps you'll find out. Plus, we'll have a lot to talk about!"
Despite her assertion that we'd have a lot to talk about, Lauren and I spent the rest of the ride only exchanging banter. She seemed to get more comfortable with me, and I realized my earlier observation was correct; Lauren had a mouth on her! Once I parked the truck at the Trading Post, I led Lauren inside and helped her find the right propeller for her boat. She thanked me by assisting me in filling a cart with life preservers and kayak paddles.
We paid for our purchases and loaded them into my truck. I drove us to the nice diner down the street. It wasn't long before we were sitting at a table with a couple of menus. The waiter came by for our drink orders, and Lauren ordered a mix drink.
"Could I just take a quick peek at your ID, please?" the waiter asked.
"Sure." Lauren nodded, taking her wallet out of her purse so she could extract her driver's license.
"Thank you." the waiter smiled, handing back the license after checking it.
I ordered a beer while Lauren put away her wallet, and I saw her smirk at me when I wasn't carded. We declined an appetizer and the waiter left to get our drinks. I wasn't sure what to say next; I was definitely attracted to Lauren, and it made me uncomfortable. I was too hurt to be in a relationship, and I had no interest in a one night stand. I wouldn't be around much longer anyway.
"Guess your days of being carded are behind you, old man." Lauren teased, saving me from needing to think of something to say.
"Hey! I'm only twenty-six!" I protested. "Although, I guess that's ancient to you. Good thing he didn't suspect your ID was fake."
"It isn't fake, assmunch!" she countered.
"What's an assmunch?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Look in the mirror!" Lauren instructed, showing her strong personality once again.
"I do every morning." I nodded. "And when I do, I'm honest about my age."
"Nice try." she shook her head. "Didn't they teach you in the country that you shouldn't ask a lady her age?"
"I learned manners, yes." I nodded and grinned. "What did they teach you about the country in the big city to make you wanna move here? I expect you'll regret your choice; a lot of things are like mud season here. What was the word you used? Oh yeah, 'gross', that was it."
"I'm not some girly-girl!" Lauren gasped with mock outrage. "I love the beauty of nature, and I can crawl around in the mud!"
"Have you ever even seen mud?" I wondered with a raised eyebrow. "A concrete jungle isn't a real jungle, you know."
"There's no jungle in Maine either, dummy." she stuck her tongue out at me cutely. "A forest isn't a jungle, you know."
"Well, golly! I guess a country hick like me wouldn't know the difference." I said, enjoying our banter. "I ain't got some fancy Portland education like some people."
"I'm from Boston, thundercunt." Lauren rolled her eyes. I once again wondered if she really was like this with everyone.
The waiter returned before I could reply, setting our drinks down in front of us. Lauren picked hers up and placed the straw to her lips. She smirked at me as she took a sip, her baby blues sparkling as she looked at me mischievously. The waiter then took our meal orders.
"Thundercunt?" I questioned when the waiter left.
"Yeah, you know, the greatest and most cuntiest of all cunts." Lauren shrugged after setting her drink down.
"Do all city girls have a mouth like yours?" I inquired with a shocked expression.
"Some, not all." she answered simply, clearly enjoying our verbal sparring.
"I guess there's a reason everyone calls you Massholes." I reasoned.
"I'm not one anymore!" Lauren replied in a sing-song voice.
"I suppose not." I sighed, looking down dejectedly. "Now Maine is stuck with you."
"Are you kidding? I bring this state a touch of class!" she looked at me with a self-satisfied smirk.
"At least until your parents ground you for running away." I teased.
"Another attempt to learn my age? Someone's relentless!" Lauren exclaimed playfully. "Well, fine, if you must know, I turn twenty-three next month."
"Twenty-two and already a home owner far away from your family. Impressive." I inclined my head as I raised my beer to her.
"Twenty-six and the owner of a campground. Equally impressive." she smirked, clicking her glass against my bottle.
"Your past is off limits, and I don't talk about mine." I commented after taking a sip of my beer. "What can we talk about?"
"The weather? The meaning of life? Our feelings?" Lauren offered before scrunching her nose. "Scratch that last one."
"Sports? Television? Movies?" I listed a few other conversation topics. "You strike me as the type who likes gory movies."
"I'm not sure how I should interpret that." she looked at me suspiciously. "I don't watch a lot of television, but I do love to read."
"There's something we have in common." I replied. "I love to read."
"And here I was starting to think we only shared a love of nature." Lauren giggled.
"Not really a fan of this place anymore." I grunted before shaking my head and putting the depressing thoughts out of my mind. "Anyway, what kind of books do you read? Romance? Mystery? Smut?"
"Why Tim, are you asking about what I read during my special private time?" she asked, batting her eyelashes.
"I wouldn't dare." I answered. "If you do read smut, I'm sure it's purely innocent."
"Innocent smut? Right, that exists." Lauren snorted. "And to answer your question, I like all kinds of books. The classics, romance, science fiction, fantasy. I'll leave you guessing about the smut."
"We might like some of the same books." I smiled. "I've been really into science fiction and fantasy lately. There's an amazing trilogy by L. Walsh, and he just released the second book. I'm about halfway through it."
"Oh yeah? You a fan?" she wondered with a smile. "I already read Halcyon Nights, actually. I have to confess; I dived into a romance novel immediately after. Moving to these beautiful woods was an inspiration."
"Nothing wrong with that, I was only teasing." I said. "And yeah, I love L. Walsh. I'm also a huge fan of the classic fantasy and science fiction novels. The Halfling was amazing."
"I love The Halfling!" Lauren exclaimed. "I read it in high school and fell in love with fantasy. L. Walsh isn't bad, but The Halfling is in an entirely different league."
The waiter brought our food, and we continued chatting about books while we ate. Lauren was reading a new sappy romance novel by a very famous writer, and I was deep into my science fiction series. It turned out that Lauren was a fan of several other science fiction and fantasy writers I liked.
We started debating the various nuances of interstellar travel in the classic work, The Traveler's Guide to the Universe. Lauren was very insightful, and we were both smiling happily. Then she asked me what I thought about L. Walsh's new book, making sure not to give me any spoilers. At one point she teasingly suggested I only read it for the graphic sex scenes.
I immediately spoke up in my defense, going into great detail about the protagonist of the Halcyon trilogy. My face was animated as I happily described all of the great adventures the hero went on, all the lives he saved, and described his abilities and accomplishments.
"You think I'm a big nerd, don't you?" I wondered after swallowing a bite of my sandwich. "Going on about a series like that? It's just amazing how that guy writes."
"No, I think you're a country bumpkin." Lauren giggled. "A country bumpkin who has a lot of passion. It's endearing. People should be passionate."
"I used to be passionate about a lot of things." I sighed, feeling my sadness returning.
"Hey! We're not talking about our feelings, remember?" she pointed out.
"Apologies, milady." I inclined my head.
Lauren and I spoke about a few other topics. I gave her some pointers for living on Moosehead Lake, and I told her a little bit about how the next couple months at Abbott Trails would go. I was careful not to pry, and I never even asked if she was planning on getting a job around here. It was clear she had money, but I assumed she'd want something to do with her time.
"I guess we should exchange numbers." Lauren sighed, pretending to look reluctant. "We are neighbors."
"This is a shame." I shook my head sadly as I took out my phone. "I had thought you were clever, but that was a pathetic pick-up line."
"I'm not trying to pick you up." she snorted while extracting her phone from her purse. "And sorry every word out of my mouth isn't pure genius."
"I suppose I can forgive you." I said before giving her my number.
"I'll text you so you have mine." Lauren promised, typing out a message to me after putting me in her contacts. "Just don't ever send me a dick pic."
"I don't send random dick pics." I insisted, saving her number. "A girl has to earn the privilege of seeing my impressive manhood."
"Oh, how does she do that?" she wondered with an evil grin. "Let me guess; she has to be female with a pulse."
"No, just female is fine." I countered.
"Ew." Lauren scrunched her nose. "I think you beat me; you're the dirty one."
"Our day is just beginning." I smiled.
The banter really was a lot of fun, and I was smiling non-stop. It had been three years since I felt so at ease. Despite our easy conversation, it was obvious that Lauren and I were keeping each other at arms' length. We joked and teased, but we shared no personal information.
We did discuss television eventually, and my opinion of her dropped slightly when I found out she was a fan of Sluts About Town. The main character was some columnist, and the entire stupid series was about the lives of five sex positive women. Nothing wrong with women being in charge of their own sexuality, but I had no idea why anyone would actually want to watch the drama.
I also made fun of Lauren for enjoying Hospital Doctors in Love, because I had to. She couldn't tease me back about my choices, because it turned out Lauren was also a Planet Trek Wars fan. There was a moment where we both made the famous hand gesture and laughed.
The waiter brought the bill after we finished our meal, and we argued about paying for it. In the end, Lauren won, paying for the meal as a way to thank me for fixing her boat propeller. We talked for a few more minutes before heading back to my truck.
Our ride back to Moosehead Lake was pretty uneventful. I did smile at Lauren when she gasped happily at the sight of the wild turkeys. She lifted her butt out of her seat, watching intently as the turkeys walked across the road, forcing me to wait for them all to get out of the way.
"A little different than stopping to let pedestrians cross?" I asked.
"Just a little." Lauren giggled. "They're so cute!"
"Don't get too close, wild turkeys will rush you." I warned.
"Seriously?" she asked, looking at me incredulously.
"Yup." I confirmed. "Turkeys are assholes."
The last of the little assholes crossed the street and I continued back to my cabin. Once I parked, Lauren and I unpacked the truck. I quickly checked on Brady before returning to Lauren. She helped me put away my purchases before I brought the new propeller down to the dock, where her boat was waiting.
"Have I told you how much I appreciate this?" Lauren asked as I gathered everything I needed for the repair.
"Nine times by my count." I chuckled, looking over at her with a bemused expression. "I get the impression you aren't used to accepting help."
"I'm an independent woman." she declared, pointing her nose up with fake snootiness.
"Unless it comes to gross mud." I replied with a smirk.
"Are you ever going to let that go?" Lauren asked, once again charming me with her musical laugh.
"Probably not." I shrugged.
Lauren flipped me off, and I just shook my head in response as I got to work. I had done propeller replacements a few times before, so it was a quick process. While I worked, I started giving Lauren some tips about the nearby shallow spots: high rocks and sand bars.
"Thank you! Thank you so much!" Lauren exclaimed when I finished, and it looked like she was resisting the urge to hug me.
"It was my pleasure." I inclined my head as I wiped the grease from my hands.
"Good liar." she frowned, giving me a considering look. "And you lure pretty girls to your private dock. Maybe I really should be concerned."



"I'm sorry, what pretty girl did I lure?" I countered with an evil grin. "I haven't seen any pretty girls around here."
"Not such a good liar after all!" Lauren laughed.
"Guess you shouldn't have given me your number." I shrugged.
"We all make mistakes." she sighed theatrically as she started unbuttoning her plaid shirt.
"Whoa, no need to repay me that way!" I exclaimed, covering my eyes with one hand.
"Not even in your dreams." Lauren snorted. "I bought you lunch, we're even."
"So pragmatic." I commented, lowering my hand. Fuck, she had an amazing body.
"I really do appreciate it, Tim." she smiled before tossing her shirt back into the boat. Her tits still looked unbelievable in that blue bikini top. I could even see the strings of her bikini bottoms poking out of her jean shorts.
"Guess I'm not a thundercunt after all?" I suggested as I helped her climb into the boat.
"Nah, just a twatwaffle." Lauren answered, setting her purse down in the boat.
"I guess that's an improvement?" I shrugged my shoulders.
"It is."she nodded. "You are making me believe country boys really are nicer than the dickweeds from the city."
"As a rule, everyone's a dickweed." I explained, looking at the gorgeous woman. "I'm just a unique delight."
"Until you get what you want." Lauren countered. "I'm sure you toss them away once you put a new notch in your bedpost."
"You really do have a distrusting, dirty mind." I observed, looking at her sadly.
"If it weren't for the gutter, my mind would be homeless." Lauren giggled cutely.
"So, see you around, neighbor?" I wondered once the boat was floating in the water again.
"Definitely. Neighbor." she confirmed before turning the boat and heading back toward the inlet that would lead to her private beach.
Meeting Lauren had been an interesting experience; it was a nice break from my self-pity. We both kept our secrets, and I was definitely curious about how she managed to buy a house, a new car, and a new boat at twenty-two. She also clearly left people behind, and several comments she made implied that she had no contact at all with them.
Being that lonely by choice was strange to me, but I wasn't one to judge. There were plenty of damn good reasons to cut off contact from people. She wasn't telling, and I had my own history that I was keeping to myself. As long as we kept to that agreement, Lauren could make a good friend while I was still around. I just couldn't get attached.
Tomorrow was going to be a busy and emotional day, so I decided to relax some more. I put Brady on the sky line so he could enjoy the sun while I watched television. There weren't any good shows on, so I started a streaming service and decided to start a sitcom I've seen at least a dozen times.
Dinner was something already cooked and frozen that I only needed to heat up in the oven. Brady and I ate in the living room, with him looking longingly at my chicken after he had devoured his own meal. It was very tempting to give into those sad eyes as he shamelessly begged.
"No, it's not good for you." I smiled at him, causing him to whine in a final attempt to get me to cave. "I know, you're wasting away. I think you'll live, though."
Brady didn't give up, even following me back into the kitchen. He figured out there were no leftovers when I started washing the dishes. At least he didn't abandon me, instead choosing to sit on the floor beside me while I cleaned up.
It was early. Way too early for bed. I felt incredibly lazy, but I just had no energy left. Even Brady stayed downstairs when I went up to my bedroom. I stripped down to my boxer briefs and climbed into bed. My book was still downstairs, but I had an app to read some other books on my phone.
I didn't like reading multiple new books at once, so I was rereading a fantasy series for the fifth time. When I reached the end of the book, the hero got the girl. I felt the icy claws of sadness digging their way up my stomach. I thought about what I lost, what was gone forever. Sighing, I blinked away tears as I sought some other distraction.
I closed the reading app and brought up a video sharing site. For about an hour, I clicked around to different videos; I watched how candy was made, I watched a couple celebrity interviews, and I even found a funny video that showed me all the weird behaviors of pandas. It was utterly mindless, but anything was better than thinking.
Eventually, I reached a video that showed a list of the most attractive female celebrities in history. I was a straight male with a pulse, so I started thinking about sex. Gorgeous actresses in revealing clothing; the sight was definitely putting me in the mood.
My first sexual thoughts were of Lacey, of passionate moments we had shared. I remembered making out in the elevator on vacation. We were still in our bathing suits, water dripping off us. She was wearing that sexy polka dot bikini.
We ran down the hall to our room holding hands and giggling. I bent her tight little body over the table as she stuck her cute ass out for me. Yanking down her bikini bottoms, I shoved myself inside her and fucked her from behind until she screamed my name.
As hot as the memory was, it was now corrupted by sadness. My mind went to a very different sexy woman in a bikini. Lauren was absolutely breathtaking, and my cock throbbed as I imagined getting my hands on that perfect body.
I wanted more stimulation, so I opened a private window on my phone's web browser and navigated to a porn site. There were plenty of options, but I wanted to find a girl who could pass for Lauren. I was in a hurry, so I settled for the first porn star who looked close enough.
She only had a few videos, and appeared to be a new model. Most of the actresses claiming to be eighteen probably weren't, but I believed this one might actually be that young. The blonde called herself Cherry Angel, which was a stupid name, but whatever.
I freed my erection as I started up a video of Cherry Angel having sex with a guy. Cherry was a tall blonde with big boobs, but her resemblance to Lauren was limited. Lauren was even taller with bigger boobs, and their faces were nothing alike, but they were both definitely hot.
There was no doubt in my mind that Lauren would be absolutely wild in the sack. She was strong and confident. Of course, all my sexual experiences had been with one woman, so Lauren would likely chew me up and spit me back out. Figuratively. Or maybe literally? It didn't matter, I could never actually pursue her.
It wasn't that I thought she was too good for me, nothing like that. I was a handsome, likable guy. Lauren was taller than me, and about a foot taller than Lacey, but whatever. Women could be with guys shorter than them. The issue was me. My past. My trauma. I'd be gone soon anyway, so no reason to break her heart.
Cherry Angel was on her hands and knees on the bed of a cheap motel, getting fucked doggystyle. I was able to imagine it was me fucking Lauren as I watched the scene. Just the thought of having sex with Lauren was making my cock throb with need. Lauren was prettier than Cherry, and fuck, my new neighbor really got me turned on. When Cherry got on her knees for the cum shot, I came as I thought about coating Lauren's pretty face.
After cleaning up, I relaxed in bed in my boxer briefs. At one point, Brady decided it was time for bed and came upstairs to join me. The Labrador lay beside me, and I made sure not to touch him. He liked being close, but he'd groan at me if I disturbed him. It wasn't long before we both fell asleep.
~Sunday, June 08th~
I stayed in bed longer than I should have Sunday morning, staring at that framed photograph. The one from my bedside table. It showed five people. A middle-aged couple, my parents, Courtney and Leo. My younger sister, Sophia; a cute young woman with light brown hair and brown eyes. I was standing between her and another woman, a much shorter woman. Lacey.
Barely five feet tall, she was a vision of perfection, a radiant smile lighting up her face. Lacey was a raven-haired beauty with lovely brown eyes. She had large breasts and was wearing a cute sundress as she pressed herself against me.
"Happy birthday, baby sister." I whispered, lightly running my fingers down her face before setting the picture back down.
Brady and I went through our usual morning routine before I decided to take him for a walk. He ran by my side as we made our way down my dirt driveway to the long dirt road. We were about to turn, when I noticed someone coming from the other direction.
Lauren was jogging down the path, her long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail that swayed with her movements. She was wearing tight black yoga pants with two white stripes running up the sides, along with a bright pink sports bra. Running shoes and wireless ear buds completed the look.
"Hey, neighbor!" Lauren smiled when she stopped a few feet in front of me and removed her ear buds.
"Good morning, Lauren." I nodded as Brady ran right up to her.
"This must be Brady!" she exclaimed, crouching down to greet the yellow lab. "I've heard good things!"
I smiled as I watched Lauren interact with Brady, realizing she was definitely an animal lover. My dog was definitely fond of Lauren, since he was happily kissing her. Brady was a very happy dog; he was showing that with one of his usual behaviors where he got so excited he wagged his entire backside.
"This is Brady." I announced happily. "I think he likes you."
"Well, thank you, Brady. I like you, too!" Lauren grinned, scratching behind his ears. "I see who got all the looks in the family."
"I am wounded!" I declared, my arms crossed as I glared at my neighbor.
"Oh, you're fine!" she giggled, looking up at me before she turned her attention back to Brady. "I'm sorry your Daddy's such a twatwaffle."
"Just what are you telling him?" I asked, smirking down at Lauren.
"Brady and I are having a private conversation." Lauren stated in a matter-of-fact voice. "Mind your own business."
I just chuckled and shook my head in response. Brady and Lauren got along quite well. Anytime she would stop petting him, he would raise his paw to let her know she wasn't finished. For the first time in awhile, he would even bark lightly, as if he were talking. I loved when he did that.
"Did you have any pets growing up?" I eventually asked.
"We had a cat." she answered before kissing the top of Brady's head. "I lived in an apartment with my parents, so we didn't really have the space a dog needed. I always wanted one."
"If there's one thing we have around here, it's space." I pointed out.
"It's wonderful!" Lauren gushed happily. "You should see the size of my backyard!"
"Back to your place, huh?" I asked with a wolfish smile.
"You wish!" she giggled, standing up and smirking at me.
"I don't know, I'm not sure I'd feel safe. Who knows what nefarious and wicked plans you'd have for me?" I sighed, shaking my head. "I mean, I'm assuming you had a dungeon built for your victims."
"You figured it out. Dungeon's in the basement." Lauren said with fake reluctance. "I lure cute guys to my new place and chain them up. Strip them naked, then the whips come out."
"All I got from that is you think I'm cute." I shrugged.
"Did I say that? I don't think I said that." she frowned. "I said you wished I was inviting you. I save the basement for guys who are actually cute."
"Oh, so cute guys in the basement, and a hot guy like me gets the bedroom? I can live with that." I responded with a wink as Brady barked impatiently for us to get moving.
"You know, you're quite the flirt for a guy who still wears his wedding ring." Lauren giggled as she stretched.
"And you're quite the flirt for a girl who keeps people at arms' length." I countered. "What's a little flirting between friends?"
"Oh, are we friends now?" she wondered. "We were just neighbors yesterday. Things are moving a little fast for me."
"I know, it's terrifying." I quickly agreed. I was concerned, but I couldn't stop myself from continuing. "Next thing we know, I'll just be walking into your house unannounced. I'll see there's a sock on the basement door, know you're busy torturing, and I'll have to come back later."
"So, you won't help me use whips and chains on my boy toys?" Lauren asked, pouting sadly.
"Not really my thing, I'm afraid." I sighed sadly.
"Tell you what," Lauren began as she continued stretching, "how about a little bet?"
"What are we betting on?" I asked as I ran my hand along Brady's back.
"Well, we're out running. How about a race? We'll do one loop around the path. First one to make it back here wins." she suggested.
"What stakes do you propose?" I inquired, resisting the urge to drop my gaze to her breasts.
"If you win, which you won't, you can come see my place one night this week. I'll even make you dinner as another thank you for fixing my boat." Lauren offered.
"And if you win?" I followed up with.
"You have to spend an entire day showing me all around the area." she explained. "I wanna see all the secret spots only the locals know about."
"So, now you're asking me out?" I questioned.
"No, we're just buddies!" she laughed. "We both clearly have shit to work through, let's not make it weird. Just a friendly bet, okay?"
"You have yourself a wager." I declared, offering my hand.
"Time for you to get your ass kicked!" Lauren replied, shaking my hand.
"Yeah, okay." I snorted. "Are you sure you don't want a handicap?"
"I'd offer you a handicap, but life already gave you so many..." she trailed off.
Brady barked again, cutting off my response. I just shook my head and got ready to run. On the count of three, Lauren and I took off, with Brady running alongside me. Lauren was taller than me, she had longer legs, and damn, she could run! I admired her toned butt as she jogged in front of me, her blonde ponytail bouncing.
In an even race, Lauren was definitely faster than I was. However, I had one advantage; I grew up in the woods. I was used to the roots and uneven terrain, while Lauren was used to nice, even pavement. She stumbled several times, allowing me to take the lead.
"Looks like I win." I announced when we came to a stop. "So much for life giving me handicaps."
"I'd actually say Brady won." she countered, sticking out her tongue. "And maybe I just felt sorry for you, so I let you beat me."
"Or you got so distracted watching my ass, you didn't want to pass me." I suggested as Brady wagged his tail, clearly wanting to go back to running.
"Ah, you caught me!" Lauren said, snapping her fingers in dejection.
"I can't say I blame you." I nodded. "And looks like you owe me a tour of your place and a nice dinner."
"Fine, we'll pick a day." she relented. "Joke's on you though, I never said I could cook."
"If your cooking poisons me, just bury me in back with your other victims." I shrugged.
"I'm glad we understand each other." Lauren nodded. "Now, what are you planning for the rest of your day?"
"Orientation." I answered sadly. "I'm really not up to it. It's my sister's twenty-first birthday."
"Oh. I'm sorry." she replied, eyes wide. I had no doubt she was curious what happened in my past, but she was tactful enough not to ask. "I don't know what else to say."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have mentioned it." I stammered. Why did I tell her that? Fuck! "Anyway, every counselor has to go through it. Next week will be preparing the camp for kids, doing some simulation activities, team building exercises."
"They have you for a leader, they'll be fine." Lauren smiled.
"A kind word from you? Wow!" I gasped in mock surprise. "Your turn; how are you gonna spend the day?"
"I know it's Sunday, but I'll probably get some work done." she answered, her sweaty sports bra clinging to her skin.
"Got a job here already? Impressive!" I nodded, still curious about what she did.
"Same thing I was doing back in Boston." Lauren shook her head. "I can do everything from home."
"Oh, that's convenient." I said. I was glad she didn't ask for any details about Sophia.
"Yeah, it turns out you can take pictures of your feet from pretty much anywhere." she winked.
"That explains why you seem so wealthy!" I exclaimed, my eyes filling with fake realization.
"Yup!" Lauren chirped cutely. "I make more in one week than most people do in a year. It's all thanks to my highly photogenic butt hole."
"I'd offer to subscribe in a show of support, but it might make things weird between us." I replied with a smile.
"I understand." she nodded seriously. "I expect you'll make a fake account to subscribe with. I know how badly you wanna see me naked."
"I just want proof that my theory is right." I countered quickly as Brady looked between us, wagging his tail.
"What theory would this be?" Lauren inquired. "Do you think I'm secretly a man down there?"
"I suppose that's possible." I pretended to contemplate the idea. "I was actually thinking you were hiding a tail."
"You found me out." she looked down sadly. "People pay good money for sexy tail."
"I have to admit, that one was clever." I chuckled.
"I'm a clever girl." Lauren smirked. "But also a good girl. There aren't actually pictures of my bum floating around on the internet."
"I know you just enjoy verbal sparring. I don't take the insults or dirty comments seriously." I assured my new friend.
"I'm not the only clever one. Good." she nodded.
Lauren and I soon went our separate ways, so I led Brady back to the cabin. I really had no idea why I was getting so familiar with the gorgeous blonde. It would just make things harder in the end. If only she wasn't so fun to talk to. I decided to put Laura and Sophia out of my mind and just focus on the day.
I dressed in shorts and a t-shirt so I'd be comfortable. My shirt had a large rabbit on the chest; the mascot for Abbott Trails. Abbott sounded like rabbit, and my ancestor who opened the campground apparently had a sense of humor. Whatever. It made no sense when we were a ski lodge during winter.
A couple hours later I was standing with a few staff members as we looked at the camp counselors. Everyone was wearing comfortable outdoor clothes that we used for a uniform. Standard shorts with t-shirts. The t-shirts were like mine; they had the Abbott rabbit on the chest. Some people had been counselors for several summers, others are brand new employees. They all had one thing in common; they had been coming here since they were kids.
Every one of them had already gotten their first-aid and lifeguard certifications, so they were mostly ready to start. They knew the grounds already, but there would still be a tour. We would also go over the procedures and plans before doing some team building.
"Hello, everyone!" I announced in a friendly voice. "I know you're all ready for lunch, so I'll just say a few quick words before we eat."
They were the same words I started with every year. As badly as I wanted to be free of this place, I did feel some sadness knowing I'd never say them again. I kept a welcoming smile on my face as the counselors listened to me; they all looked excited, but a few were nervous as well.
The male and female counselors were standing separately, and my eyes landed on the lead male counselor, Brian Kilton. He was a six foot tall muscular guy with blond hair and blue eyes. He was twenty-one, not the oldest male counselor, but he was the most outgoing and confident. Every woman at camp had a huge crush on the Philadelphia native.
Most ladies had to admire him from afar, since he dated Brooke Walker while at camp. Brooke was a twenty-one year old beauty who I was pretty sure was from California. She and Brian dated over the summers, then went their separate ways when returning home. It apparently worked for them. Brooke was above-average in height with brunette hair, green eyes, and large breasts.



Greg Young was the first new counselor I noticed during my speech. He was only eighteen, and he looked incredibly anxious. He was standing with James Sullivan and Henry Woods, who had both been camp counselors here before. James was the funny one who always had a witty reply. Henry loved everything sports, and his toned physique earned him more than a few female admirers.
I noticed Nikki Stevens was checking me out, as usual. She was twenty-two years old, and had been a counselor for several years. The beautiful brunette had been trying to seduce me for years with no success. Her efforts only increased when she learned about Lacey. After everything that happened, I really had no interest in relationships. Or hook ups. The tan girl was above average height with brown eyes and small breasts. She kept her hair in a cute pixie cut.
Arguably, I had no real reason not to take Nikki up on her offer. I was single. It definitely wasn't appropriate for me to have a relationship with an employee, but Nikki and I were both adults. The issue was Lacey; she was the only woman I had ever been with. Even now, a big part of me still belonged to Lacey. Also, the fact that Nikki had tried to seduce me while knowing I was married was a huge turn off.
Riley Nelson smiled at me as well, and I nodded at her in recognition. Twenty years old, petite with strawberry blonde hair. Lovely blue eyes and small breasts. She was very kind, and actually tried to make sure I was okay after everything that happened. Riley wasn't even a counselor at that point, she was another guest who had been coming here with her family every year since she was a toddler. I was glad she was back.
There were a number of other counselors I noticed, but the last to make an impression was Michelle Larkin. She was eighteen, and this was her first year as a counselor. Michelle was from Philadelphia, and was actually Brian Kilton's neighbor back home. It was the worst kept secret at camp that Michelle had a huge crush on the older guy. It had caused Michelle some trouble.
Michelle was pretty shy, but she was at home outdoors. A petite girl with hazel eyes and average-sized breasts, she really was adorable. Glasses slightly obscured her lightly freckled face, and I loved her frizzy auburn hair. I had spent time trying to draw the girl out of her shell, and we ended up talking about science fiction and fantasy novels.
After my speech, we went around and had everyone introduce themselves. We all knew each other already, but it was important for everyone to feel like part of a team. Then our large group made our way to the picnic area for a cookout. Brian and Brooke were sitting together, and she was feeding the guy food off her plate. I had no doubt that the two of them would end up finding a private spot to hook up that night.
I was holding my full plate and a soda while looking around for a place to sit. There were several groups sitting together, and I soon noticed Michelle in the corner by herself. The quiet redhead was throwing Brian longing glances when she thought no one was looking. I started heading her way.
"Hi, Tim!" Nikki said cutely when she intercepted me.
"Hello, Nikki." I replied politely. "How was your year? You finished college, didn't you?"
"I did!" Nikki confirmed. "I'm a college graduate!"
"Congratulations!" I smiled genuinely.
"Thanks!" she nodded before sighing sadly. "I guess my wild college days are mostly behind me."
"Well, I'm sure you had some amazing experiences." I said carefully. "And you have many more ahead of you."
"Come find me tonight, I'll give you all the details about what I've been up to." Nikki winked before heading off to sit with a couple of other girls.
Shaking my head, I continued toward Michelle's table. I briefly locked eyes with Riley, who smirked knowingly at me. Clearly, the strawberry blonde had caught Nikki's obvious flirting attempts. I smiled back at Riley, and her grin deepened, showing her cute dimples.
"Hi, Michelle." I smiled, standing at the redhead's table with a full plate of food and a can of soda. "May I join you?"
"Yeah, sure!" Michelle nodded.
I set down my plate and drink before sitting down across from Michelle. The shy redhead smiled at me as I popped the tab on my soda and took a drink. Michelle was quiet, but she was great with the kids. She was nerdy, but enough of an outdoor type to get her lifeguard certification.
"How's it feel to be out of high school?" I asked as we both ate.
"Weird." she replied. "I still feel like a child sometimes, but I'm an adult and a high school graduate!"
"You are." I smiled and nodded. "Are you going to college in the fall?"
"I am." Michelle answered. "University of Pennsylvania. I'll be able to live at home."
"That's a really hard school to get in to! Congratulations!" I stated sincerely. "Did you decide on your major?"
"Thank you! And, yes. I'm majoring in computer science." she told me before taking a bite of her burger.
"Summer camp counselor who loves reading and computers. I like it!" I chuckled softly.
"I know, it's weird." Michelle blushed. "I've always liked having my nose in a book, but I've been coming here since I was a kid. The Kiltons found this place for us."
"Well, I'm glad they did." I told Michelle as she glanced over at Brian and Brooke. "Are you and Brian friends back home still?"
"Kind of." she said sadly. "He's three years older than me, so it's tough. He was really nice when I first started high school, made sure I was okay. Brian's in college now, so we don't talk much anymore."
"He doesn't go to the University of Pennsylvania, right?" I followed up with.
"No." Michelle shook her head. "He is local, though. He goes to school in Philadelphia."
"Hopefully, you'll be able to keep in touch. I know how close you two were when you were kids." I responded kindly.
"I guess." she shrugged. "He has too many cute girls around him to notice me."
"You're a cute girl, too." I pointed out.
"Yeah, right." Michelle snorted. "I'm the freckled girl with glasses who sits in the corner and reads."
"You're also the summer camp counselor who is very athletic." I countered. "And I like your freckles, Michelle."
"Thanks." she mumbled before changing the topic. "How are you doing? You know, with everything?"
"It's been three years, but being at this place every day makes it feel fresh." I admitted reluctantly.
"I understand you have a lot of painful memories here." Michelle looked up at me with surprising seriousness and confidence. "Just please don't forget all the good memories, too. And you're not even that much older than I am, you can make new memories here. Great ones."
"I'll do my best." I promised. Maybe she had a point, but soon it wouldn't matter. "Thanks, Chelle."
Michelle and I continued chatting over lunch. She had already finished Halcyon Nights, making me realize that I was falling behind with my reading! We also talked more about her college plans, and I told her a few stories about my own college days. I made sure to remind her to make some friends. The girl needed to socialize more!
We all cleaned up after the cookout before touring the entire campground. They had already seen the safety videos, but we still had a safety presentation and discussed the protocol for certain emergencies. Rules were discussed, but I wasn't worried; they were all responsible.
Abbott Trails had some new equipment which we showed. Showing the employee-only areas was especially helpful for the new counselors. The counselors had their own cabins, which were separated by gender. Everyone had already dropped off their things yesterday, so there was no need to go over their living quarters.
Nikki tried to flirt with me again during dinner, but I ended up sitting with James, Henry, and Greg. We talked about the usual guy stuff; sports and movies. James kept us laughing with witty comments, occasionally teasing Brian and Brooke, who were still attached at the hip.
After dinner was free time, and I reminded everyone they had to be up early Monday morning. Officially, no alcohol was allowed at all, but as long as everyone was responsible, we'd usually look the other way. They knew that being responsible meant no drinking the night before you needed to wake up early for work.
I spoke with Michelle for a few minutes, even managing to convince her to chat with a couple of her fellow counselors. Brian and Brooke had disappeared, and everyone knew they were hooking up somewhere. Again, as long as they were responsible about it, I wasn't going to try and stop them.
"Not many changes this year." Nikki commented when she cornered me in the Lodge.
"No, not really." I agreed. "We have a good group. I'm not worried."
"I'm surprised you hired Michelle." Nikki said as she posed prettily. The shorts showed off her toned legs, but the t-shirt was, well, a t-shirt.
"Why is that?" I asked curiously.
"She seems a little shy to help run a summer camp." Nikki observed as she ran her fingers through her short hair. "You need a strong personality to handle the kids."
"You do." I nodded. "Still, I'm sure she can handle it. Michelle's tougher than you give her credit for. She's caring and empathetic. Two other traits a camp counselor needs."
"Yeah, that's true." Nikki nodded. "We all have you to thank for helping us. You practically raised a few of us."
"And I'm only four years older than you, Nikki." I laughed.
"I always thought you were so cute." she whispered, taking a step closer so she was in my personal space.
"Thank you." I replied gently. "I think you're very pretty."
"I've been sending signals for years, and I think I'm done being subtle." Nikki stated as she placed her palm on my chest. "So, here's me dropping the subtlety; would you like to find someplace more private?"
"I don't think that's a good idea." I told her firmly.
"Why not?" Nikki inquired, her fingers lightly caressing me through my shirt.
"I'm your employer, for one." I pointed out. Fuck, she smelled good.
"So?" she frowned. "You're not taking advantage of me, my job doesn't depend on whether or not I spread my legs. We're both adults who find each other attractive. What's wrong with going back to your place so you can insert tab A into slot B? Or C. I'm into that if you are."
"I can't..." I trailed off weakly. "Lacey..."
"Is gone." Nikki finished for me as I winced. "I'm sorry, but it's true. You're a young guy, do you plan to be celibate for the rest of your life?"
"Well, no." I answered.
"Okay, then, let's go!" she grinned, grabbing my hand.
I let Nikki lace our fingers as she dragged me for the door. There were other people around, but no one paid us any mind. I was horny, I had to admit it. The thought of getting Nikki out of her clothes was definitely appealing. I just couldn't do it.
"Nikki, I can't." I insisted, pulling my hand out of hers when we got outside.
"What the fuck! Why not?" Nikki hissed, placing her hands on her hips.
"You're beautiful, and I'd love to." I told her. "I just... I don't know, I just can't."
"Would it help if I told you I swallowed?" Nikki asked with a helpless shrug.
"It, ah, it wouldn't. No." I stammered, feeling myself getting hard.
"I'll be here when you change your mind." she smirked, her eyes on my crotch. "It looks like he already has his mind made up."
"Well, he doesn't get a vote." I replied, my cheeks turning red.
With one last seductive wink, Nikki turned and walked away. I only stared at her ass a little bit. Truthfully, I was shocked. This was the most tempted I had ever been. I hadn't touched a woman in three years, and the only one I wanted was Lacey. I wasn't sure what had changed, but I couldn't deny I was growing more and more interested in the charms of others.
That night we had a bonfire. There was no booze, but we had fun roasting marshmallows and socializing. The night air shimmered over the flames as I sat in a chair and watched. Brooke and Brian had reappeared and were both snuggling under a blanket as they used sticks to toast their marshmallows.
I was chatting with Austin the head groundskeeper while at least a dozen other conversations were happening around us. A group of female counselors were talking and giggling, the guys were laughing as they loudly joked. Michelle was sitting in the grass with her phone out, probably reading a book.
Austin decided to call it a night, so he got up and shook my hand before heading home. I sat back down to watch the fire, my thoughts on Sophia. I remembered teaching my baby sister how to roast marshmallows. She laughed when I kept burning them, and she ended up being much better than I was. Lacey thought that was hilarious.
There was a lot of flirting going on around me, and I once again felt my sadness returning. I was lonely, and it wasn't just about sex. I missed my baby sister as well. I missed my family. In a better world, I would have been celebrating Sophia's twenty-first birthday instead of sitting outside.
I looked around, taking in the scene. Another summer camp. The last one for me. How would this place be without me? Would things change? I didn't know. Part of me didn't care. The spiteful part. The other part knew this was my home. I did my best to only listen to the spite. It had worked just fine until Lauren showed up in her boat, swearing like a sailor.
"Leaving so soon?" Nikki asked, catching up with me as I left the light of the fire.
"Yeah, I'm sure Brady misses me." I replied, smirking.
"Aw, I miss Brady!" she grinned. "You should bring him over here!"
"That's a good idea." I nodded. "I think I'll take him next time."
"Good." Nikki replied. "Any chance I could come see him now?"
"Already making another move?" I laughed lightly.
"Can't blame a girl for trying." she shrugged. "I just really like you, and I want to get to know you better."
"We've known each other for years." I responded carefully. "I like you, too."
"I forgot you don't handle subtle well." Nikki giggled as she approached me and whispered in my ear. "I have a space deep inside me that only you can fill."
"Same answer as earlier, Nikki." I stated, resisting the urge to touch her. Fuck, I was so damn close to caving.
"Fine." she pouted as she stepped back. "Guess it'll just be me and my fingers tonight. See you later, Tim."
"Bye, Nikki." I called out as she walked away, knowing I'd have my own hand to keep me company.
I tossed my empty soda can into the recycling before grabbing a bottle of water. Taking one last look around the woodsy area, I sighed softly as my emotions threatened to overwhelm me. I sipped my water as I began heading back to my cabin. To my surprise, I was intercepted again.
"I'm so sorry you had to go through that." Riley Nelson laughed as she shook her strawberry blonde head. "Nikki is shameless."
"You don't know the half of it." I replied as I kept walking. "You heading to bed?"
"The girls' cabin is the other way." she reminded me. "I just wanted to see how you were. No ulterior motives, I promise."
"I'm..." I shrugged as Riley and I started down the path. "I'm alright."
I was surprised when Riley slid her hand into mine. She didn't lace our fingers, and it was loose, but it was contact. It was nice. Riley was slightly taller than Lacey, but not by much. The petite twenty year old kept pace with me as we walked among the trees. She didn't respond, and I was grateful just for her company. Riley was about ten when her family started coming to Abbott Trails. She knew my entire family, including Lacey.
"I know it's Sophia's birthday." Riley finally commented.
"You do?" I turned to her in surprise.
"You guys made a big deal of it every year, of course I knew." Riley smiled, her blue eyes sparkling in the starlight. "To you, she was your baby sister, but to me she was the girl who was a year older than me; a girl to look up to."
"I didn't know you looked up to her." I said in surprise.
"What was there not to look up to? She was so much prettier than me, really smart, popular, and she got to live in this paradise all year." Riley explained.
"It is nice here." I reluctantly admitted. "Despite everything, I have to admit this place is beautiful."
"Like I said, paradise." she stated simply.
Riley stood beside me as we enjoyed the scene. She softly squeezed my hand. We could hear the sounds of nature all around us, we could see the Milky Way above us, and we could smell the forest. So perfect. I loved the stars, and the lack of light pollution out here was astounding. I could feel my resolve cracking, my determination to leave this place forever was momentarily failing.
"You're very pretty, too, you know." I pointed out, my mouth so dry I had to immediately take a sip of water.
"Thanks!" Riley giggled, showing off her straight, white teeth. "I guess I'm alright, but I wish I was taller. Oh, and that my boobs were bigger."
"I'm sure they're perfect." I said. I immediately blushed and was grateful it was dark.
"Guys do love boobs of all sizes." she reasoned, still laughing.
"I can't deny that." I smirked before looking at her suspiciously. "Are you trying to seduce me now?"
"What makes you think I want a roll in the hay with you?" Riley countered.
"Oh. Um, nothing. Sorry. Never mind." I stammered, looking away from her.
"Fuck, you're easy to wind up." she burst out laughing.
"You're not the only woman to ever notice that." I grunted.
"I'm not trying to seduce you, I promise." Riley stated sincerely. "I love this place. It means more to me than you can imagine. I'm not stupid; I know it represents the worst time in your life to you now. I knew what today was, and I really was just trying to be a friend."
"I appreciate that." I responded sincerely. "I'm sorry I made it weird."
"You're fine." she told me. "I'd be lying if I said I wasn't interested. I've had a crush on you for years."
"Is that so?" I wondered.
"Most girls around here feel the same." Riley informed me.
"They do?" I asked stupidly. "I mean, don't girls like taller guys? Ones with more muscle or whatever?"
"You aren't short or anything, you're average." she rolled her eyes. "And sure, some women need a guy to be over six feet, but they're idiots. You're cute, you have a great body, you're confident. You're strong without being some moron who thinks an alpha male is a thing."
"And I was actually starting to believe you weren't trying to seduce me." I teased, trying to keep things light.
"I was telling the truth, Tim." Riley smirked, taking a step closer to me. I could hear an owl hoot as she looked up into my eyes. "I really did follow you because I thought you needed a friend. It's just, well, it seemed like I had an opportunity. I had to try and take it."
I didn't know if it was because of the timing around Sophia's birthday, or if the brief time I spent with Lauren really did open the cracks in my walls. It also could have been that Nikki had weakened my resolve. Or maybe it was just three years without the touch of another person.
What I did know was that I was overwhelmed with a loneliness more profound than I'd ever felt before. Even when everything was happening three years ago, when I realized that I wasn't having a nightmare, I was more numb than in pain. The pain came after.
In that moment with Riley, I felt empty. I felt alone. I felt an overwhelming need for some sort of connection with another person. I needed to not fall asleep alone, not wake up alone. I knew it was a damned stupid decision, but I had reached my limit. I couldn't resist. And so I kissed her.
Riley gasped in surprise when I dropped my water bottle and wrapped my arms around her. She then let out a happy moan as she stood on her toes and pressed her lips against mine. I hadn't kissed anyone in three years, and I had forgotten how soft a woman's lips could be.



I could feel her small hands squeezing my biceps as Riley pushed her tongue into my mouth. Her body was pressing against mine, and the sensation of her small breasts squishing against my chest was making me hard. Riley moaned into my kiss as she ground her crotch against my bulge.
My resolve was long gone. Riley giggled against my lips when I reached down to grab her ass. She responded by sucking lightly on my tongue, her fingernails digging into my biceps. I was completely lost in the moment, consumed with finally holding another person. Anyone could have walked by, and I wouldn't even notice. Thankfully, no one did.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked as I buried a hand in her strawberry blonde hair.
"I'm sure." Riley whispers against my lips, our kiss intensifying as we hold each other. "Fuck, yes, I'm sure. I want you."
"Maybe we shouldn't..." I said, though not without some difficulty since Riley's tongue was in my mouth. "You work for me..."
"I think I know how to help you relax." she husked, pecking my lips several times in a row.
Before I could respond, Riley pulled back and smirked at me. The sexy twenty year old then squatted in front of me until her face was level with my crotch. I held my breath as Riley yanked my shorts and boxer briefs down, freeing my throbbing erection.
"Riley..." I trailed off, unable to say anything else.
"Shut up and enjoy my mouth." Riley instructed as she grasped my cock in her hand and stroked it several times.
A loud groan slipped from my lips, my knees shaking as I felt Riley's soft lips close around my shaft. Three years. It had been over three years since I'd enjoyed the amazing sensations of a girl sucking my dick. Holy shit, I'd forgotten how damn incredible it felt.
Riley was incredibly enthusiastic; she was soon gripping my butt cheeks in both hands as she rapidly bobbed her head up and down my cock. She was able to get almost all of me down her throat, and was making the sexiest moaning and gurgling sounds. I buried my hands in her hair, my hips instinctively thrusting and causing Riley to lightly gag and cough.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Riley moaned, looking so sexy while crouched in front of me.
Thirty seconds passed while Riley sucked me, her cheeks caving in as she lashed the underside of my shaft with her tongue. I held her head in my hands, groaning heavily while she blew me. That's when I experienced one of every guy's worst nightmares; I came too soon. Way, way too soon.
"Ah, shit! Fuck!" I groaned, clenching Riley's head as I started spurting into her mouth.
Riley squeaked loudly as the first rope of hot cum filled her mouth. Her fingers dug into my butt as she twisted her head slightly, preventing my semen from going straight down her throat. I just gasped and grunted as I unloaded a huge amount of cum into her mouth.
"MM!" Riley hummed happily.
Looking down, I saw Riley's cheeks were puffed out, clearly full of semen. There were drops of white at the corners of her lips, and she was looking up at me with a look of pure lust. She lashed the tip of my dick to gather the last drops, then slowly pulled off me.
"Holy shit." I whispered as I looked down at her.
The strawberry blonde goddess had opened her mouth and was showing me my own cum on her tongue. She then closed her lips and made a show of swallowing. After a second swallow, Riley parted her lips to prove that her mouth was now empty.
"It has been way too long since I've done that!" Riley announced as she hopped to her feet and pecked my lips.
"Sorry I, you know, ah..." I mumbled as I scrambled to pull up my shorts and underwear.
"Came fast?" she asked with a raised brow.
"Well, yeah." I swallowed weakly, feeling incredibly embarrassed.
"What, you think you're the first guy to shoot in my mouth early?" Riley giggled cutely before shaking her head. "Not even close. I remember my first blowjob, he exploded all over my face as soon as I kissed the tip."
"Poor guy." I smirked in spite of myself. "Um, Riley..."
"You're not gonna throw me away now that you've gotten your rocks off, are you?" she wondered, placing her hands on her hips as she glared at me reproachfully.
"No, no!" I quickly assured her. "I wouldn't do that."
"So, how about you invite a girl back to your place and show her a nice evening?" Riley suggested.
"That's a great idea." I nodded, feeling my confidence returning. "Riley, would you like to come over?"
"I'd love to, Tim." she smiled while snatching up my water bottle from the ground so she could take a sip.
I was eternally grateful that no one caught me getting a blowjob. Thankfully, the path we were on was one that only led to my private residence. There was no reason for anyone else to be around. I was able to hold hands with Riley as we walked to my large cabin.
We approached my private cabin as the sounds of Moosehead Lake filled the air. The loons had a very distinctive call, and it could be heard most nights as it carried across the water. From how loud the bullfrogs were, I knew there were some resting on the lily pads near my dock.
Brady was thrilled to have company, and he immediately ran up to Riley and I while wagging his tail excitedly. Riley happily played with Brady for a couple minutes, kissing his forehead and telling him how handsome he was. She had met Brady a few times in the past, but it had been at least a couple years.
"You're gonna break his heart when we shut him out of the bedroom." I laughed.
"Is that what you and Lacey did to the poor dog?" Riley wondered, looking up at me.
"Yes." I rolled my eyes. "We had to. Otherwise he'd keep trying to get on the bed, which was incredibly awkward."
"Aw, Brady!" she giggled, turning back to the Labrador. "It was nice seeing you again, but Tim is gonna get some action. We'll see you soon!"
"Weird." I sighed as Riley hopped to her feet and grabbed my hand.
Riley and I made our way upstairs, entering the master bedroom and shutting the annoyed dog out of the room. I heard Brady whining at the door, but I soon forgot about him when a horny girl jumped into my arms and pushed her tongue into my mouth.
I held onto Riley's ass as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Her hands held my neck as we kissed, and I hurriedly walked us over to the large bed. Feeling incredibly frisky, I playfully tossed Riley onto the bed, causing her to giggle when she landed.
Riley tossed her flip-flops onto the floor as I removed my own shoes and socks. She looked so cute laying on my bed in shorts and a camp t-shirt. I couldn't resist. I didn't even think about it as I climbed up on the bed and got on top of the strawberry blonde beauty.
We kissed intently, our hands exploring each others bodies. I squeezed her breast from outside her shirt while Riley pulled at my own shirt, lifting it up so she could feel my skin. I briefly sat up and removed my shirt before laying down on her again.
I began sliding Riley's shirt up her body, exposing her flat stomach. Only her bra prevented my hand from touching her bare breast. The contact made Riley growl with need, and she quickly pushed us up so that she could whip off her shirt and discard it. With no hesitation, Riley unhooked her bra and flung it onto the floor.
I couldn't help but gasp when my eyes first fell on her breasts. They were smaller than Lacey's, but they were still beautiful. Perfectly shaped, firm, and high on her chest. Riley's pink nipples were hard, and her boobs rose and fell slightly as she breathed heavily. I couldn't help myself; I lunged.
Riley giggled when I pressed her tits together and started slobbering all over her cleavage. She caressed the back of my head as I slurped a nipple into my mouth and started sucking on it. Hers were only the second pair I'd ever gotten my hands on, and I was loving every single second.
"Bite my nipple!" she hissed, moaning loudly when I complied. "Mm, just like that. Squeeze my tits, yes!"
"I was right. Perfect." I commented against her boob, making her laugh.
Switching to her left tit, I sucked on her nipple while massaging her right breast. My other hand reached between her legs so I could rub her from outside her shorts. Riley moaned happily, and I soon felt her hand caressing my bulge. We were both ready. However, I had a favor to return.
Reaching out, I grabbed Riley's shorts and pulled her forward so she ended up on her back again. Not wanting to waste time, I yanked her shorts and underwear down her legs at the same time. Riley happily pulled her legs back to help me get the garments off of her so I could toss them on the floor beside the bed.
My heart was racing as I admired the naked woman in my bed. Riley was fucking gorgeous. She had a lovely face and a perfect body. I trailed my eyes down her breasts to her flat stomach. My cock throbbed with desire when I admired her pretty pussy beneath her clean-shaven pubic mound.
"You're stunning." I whispered before making my move.
I had heard that every pussy tasted slightly different, but I was never able to confirm it until now. Kneeling between Riley's spread legs, I took my first lick, causing her to shudder. Riley's pussy was different from Lacey's, but no less beautiful and no less delicious.
"Fuck, yes, Tim, eat me! Eat my pussy!" Riley begged as she buried her hands in my hair.
Gripping her legs behind the knees, I kept Riley spread open for me so I could eat her out. I was just as eager going down on Riley as she had been going down on me. I kissed her labia, I pushed my tongue as far into her as I could, and I sucked on her little clit.
"Mm!" I moaned as I relished the sweet taste of pussy.
Releasing Riley's legs, I pushed two fingers into her as I continued licking her love button. My other hand reached up to caress her breast, and I could feel Riley arch her back as she moaned I may have been out of practice, but I had plenty of experience eating a girl out.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Riley announced, her fingers digging into the back of my head. "Don't stop! Oh God, right there! Oh shit, oh fuck!"
I sawed my two fingers in and out of her steamy tunnel as I took her clit between my lips and sucked on it. Riley screeched as she held my head against her crotch while bucking her hips wildly. She was no longer able to form words, but her moans and gasps convinced me that she was cumming hard.
"I'd forgotten how much I enjoyed doing that." I commented as I laid down beside Riley, the lower half of my face coated in her love juices.
"I liked it, too." Riley gasped weakly, her strawberry blonde hair haloed about her head, the sweaty locks clinging to the pillow.
"I'm glad." I smiled, admiring her pretty face as my fingers caressed her breast.
"Wait." she mumbled, her post-orgasm brain finally comprehending what I said. "How long has it been?"
"I think you know the answer to that." I responded.
"Fuck, you haven't been with anyone since Lacey?" Riley asked, slowly lifting her head so she could look over at me.
"Lacey is the only one I've ever been with." I confessed. "You're only the second girl I've kissed. And that goes for both sets of lips."
"Lucky me." she purred as she leaned over to peck my lips.
We kissed softly, sharing our affection, our connection. Was it love? No. At least, not romantic love. It was still so nice to be physical with another person. Our tongues touched, and Riley didn't seem to care at all that I had her pussy juice all over my face.
"Lucky me." I whispered as I took the liberty of pulling off my shorts and boxer briefs, leaving me naked.
Riley reached down and wrapped her fingers around my thickness. She began stroking me as I ran my hands over her body. The soft, gentle caresses and kisses intensified into a passionate make out session. I felt her grip my upper arm as she pulled on me, encouraging me to get on top of her.
"I'll be gentle." she teased as I settled into position between her spread legs.
"Thanks." I laughed lightly before widening my eyes in realization. "Uh, I don't have a condom."
"It's fine, I'm on the pill." Riley shook her head. "You can pull out if you want, but it's okay if you just wanna cum in me. On me works, too!"
"Good to know." I smirked, feeling too anxious to press forward, even though I could feel the heat from Riley's womanhood on my glans.
"Don't be nervous." she told me, reading my expression perfectly. "Don't overthink. You want this, I want this, we're good. Now, stick it in me!"
"Yes, ma'am!" I agreed, finally letting go.
My eyes rolled back and my mouth opened in a loud moan as I slowly pushed myself into Riley's tight, hot tunnel. I heard her gasp as she gripped my arms, but it sounded so far away. All I could comprehend was the feel of her strong vaginal muscles molding themselves around my shaft, gripping me tightly.
I kept pushing forward until I felt my balls rest against her ass. I couldn't believe it; I was inside a woman who wasn't Lacey. The thought was so overwhelming, I froze for a second. Then I finally opened my eyes and looked down at Riley. She looked up at me with her bright blue eyes, and nodded her head rapidly for me to proceed.
My chest was pressed against Riley's, and I could feel her hard nipples on my skin. Her hands held my forearms while she had her ankles hooked around my calves. We looked into each others eyes as I slowly eased myself back, her tightness holding me so strongly it felt like she was trying to keep me inside her forever. When only my tip was still nestled in her moist folds, I slid myself back inside, making her moan.
I started slowly, taking my time with each long, deep thrust. Riley began rolling her hips, encouraging me to pick up the pace. It wasn't long before we were both panting heavily, moaning as we fucked with a steady rhythm that brought us both pleasure. I was glad I had recently cum, that way I'd be able to last awhile. I wanted to enjoy this.
"Fuck, you're so deep!" Riley gasped, her small boobs jiggling on her chest. "Keep going, your cock feels so good."
"You feel amazing, Riley." I whispered back, looking down at her pretty face as I enjoyed her tight hole.
"Keep fucking me! Oh God, keep fucking me!" she begged, her back arching as her tits pushed from her chest. "You'll make me cum. I'm so close, please! Please, keep doing that! Keep going! Don't ever stop fucking me!"
Keeping my hands planted firmly on the mattress, I thrust my cock in and out of Riley. I was well aware of one of the first rules of lovemaking; if she likes what you're doing, keep doing it. My thrusts were predictable, but strong and passionate. Each one made Riley cry out as her peak approached.
"You're so wet." I told her as I felt her pussy muscles start to spasm.
"You make me wet." Riley moaned as she used her legs to pull me deep inside. "Oh God, I'm cumming! Fuck, fuck, I'm cumming!"
I could feel Riley's pussy walls convulse as her orgasm arrived. Lacey always told me a woman's orgasm felt like tiny electric shocks shooting through her body, and I believed it. Riley shuddered several times, her mouth open as she made the sexiest facial expressions. All while she moaned and grunted.
"How was that?" I asked as I slowly pumped in and out of her sopping channel.
"Mm, so good!" she cooed, briefly arching her back while wearing a satisfied smirk.
"Good!" I smirked, leaning in to peck Riley's lips as I buried myself inside her and rotated my hips to further stimulate her.
"You have a nice, thick cock." Riley moaned, her lower lip quivering as she enjoyed the feel of being stretched. "I want you to fuck me from behind."
"It would be my pleasure." I replied smoothly, kissing her again.
We both gasped softly when I eased my erection out of Riley's warm embrace. Sitting back on my knees, I gave Riley room to flip onto her stomach and get up on all fours. She presented me with the tightest little ass, and I couldn't wait to get back inside her.
Getting into position, I placed my glans at her entrance and pushed inside. Riley grabbed a pillow, holding it tightly as I gripped her hips and started to fuck her petite body. In doggystyle I was able to easily slam my full length up her twat, and I was drilling her much harder than I had in missionary.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Riley chanted, her strawberry blonde hair flailing wildly as I roughly fucked her petite body.
I looked down to watch my cock disappearing into her body, loving the view of Riley's pink labia gripping my shaft. It wasn't long before Riley announced another orgasm, and I pounded her right through it, making her cum again. As I felt my balls start to clench, I watched Riley lower her head and rest it on her folded arms. I loved how she wanted to just relax and focus on the feel of my penis inside her.
"I'm getting close." I groaned, my thrusts growing more erratic as my fingers dug into the soft skin of her hips.
"Mm, cum for me, Tim!" she begged, pushing her ass back to engulf my entire manhood. "I want it! Cum for me! Oh God, please cum! I want it on me, in me! Cum! Cum!"
Riley's dirty talk pushed me over the edge, and I made a split second decision. Pulling my dick out of her pussy, I rested it on her butt as I felt the pleasure overtake me. I held my cock at the base as several spurts of semen coated Riley's butt and back. She giggled and moaned, encouraging me to cover her in cum.
"Holy shit." I gasped as I collapsed on the bed, my head on the pillow so I could look up at the ceiling. "Holy shit."
"Holy shit, indeed." Riley agreed, laying flat on her stomach and turning her head to face me. "You were not rusty at all."
"Thank you." I smiled, looking over at the beautiful strawberry blonde babe. "I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did."
"I did!" she nodded happily. "You made me cum so hard! But, you can't pass out just yet."
"Why not?" I wondered. Sleep sounded so good right now.
"Well, I can feel your cum running down my ass crack, so how about you get me something to clean up with?" Riley suggested with a raised eyebrow.
"Right, right! Sorry!" I stammered.
Fortunately, I kept a box of tissues on my bedside table. I knelt beside Riley as I cleaned my semen off her soft skin. She giggled when I grabbed a handful of her butt and squeezed it softly. Then I disposed of the tissues and we got under the covers together.
She fell asleep, but I didn't. I just held her, contemplating life. For the first time, I had sex with a woman who wasn't Lacey. I wasn't sure how to feel. Yes, I was single now, but I was still wearing the same wedding ring Lacey had placed on my finger years ago.
Sophia and our mother had both cried nonstop that day. I was so happy. We were all so happy. That was a long time ago. I could feel Riley's warm body in my arms, and I fought the urge to cry. I had lost so much. Gone forever. What had I become?
Riley didn't give me too long to wallow in self-pity. She woke up after about twenty minutes and turned in my arms to smile at me prettily. We started kissing again, and having a nude female in my arms soon had my dick back to full mast.
I lay Riley on her back and put her legs over my shoulders so I could pound her into the mattress. She screamed her pretty little head off, cumming hard as I slammed myself inside her over and over. When I was ready, I pulled out and shoved my cock in her mouth so I could shoot my load down her throat. She greedily swallowed every drop I gave her.
We had sex a third time that night, and at her request, I came on her tits. We went to the bathroom for a quick shower, avoiding the Labrador on the way. Then we cuddled in bed to fall asleep. Despite my chaotic emotions, my last thoughts were of the light scratching at the door.
~Monday, June 09th~
I came awake slowly. I breathed in the sweet smell of her hair as her warm, naked body pressed backwards against me. My morning arousal was clenched between two very tight, very appealing ass cheeks. I pulled her tighter to me, sliding my hand up her tight body to cup her breast.



A frown crossed my face when her boob was smaller than I expected. I opened my eyes and discovered her hair color was wrong. Her locks were strawberry blonde instead of the dark raven I was used to. Consciousness fully returned to me with the realization.
I jerked back reflexively. Lacey. Where was Lacey? Did I get drunk and cheat on the love of my life? In the time it took for that to rattle through my head, it all came crashing back again. No, I didn't cheat. Lacey was gone. Forever. And I was a widower.
"Mm, morning." Riley hummed happily as she turned around to face me with a smile on her face.
"Morning." I replied slowly. "Listen, Riley..."
"Stop." she stated firmly as she placed two fingers to my lips to cut me off. "Just stop. We didn't do anything wrong. Stop overthinking."
"It's just, well, what now?" I wondered with a small frown.
"I don't know about you, but I was hoping for some morning dick." Riley shrugged a bare shoulder cutely.
"I was not hoping for some morning dick." I smirked.
"How about some morning pussy?" she offered, leaning forward to peck my lips.
"I want to..." I trailed off weakly.
"Tim." Riley began. "It's been three years from the accident. You didn't die that day. You need to live your life. We're two adults who had a great night. We're not in love, but we do care about each other, and maybe we can hook up again in the future. Maybe not. Either way, we're fine."
"Are you sure?" guilt and lust were at war within me.
"I'm sure." she smiled and nodded. "You have a naked, willing female in your bed. Stop being an idiot!"
Lust won. Reaching out, I gently cupped Riley's face. She smiled at me as my thumb caressed her cheek. I then leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. The beautiful strawberry blonde hummed happily as we softly kissed. It was Monday morning before dawn, so we had a little time before the alarm. Looked like we'd be making the most of it.
Taking control, Riley rolled me onto my back so she could throw her leg over my waist and straddle me. She reached between her legs, grasping my shaft and aiming it toward her opening. We both groaned, and Riley's eyelids fluttered as she felt herself being penetrated.
Placing my hands at Riley's hips, I looked up at her as she started to slowly ride me. Her hands were resting on my chest as she bounced up and down, her cute boobs wobbling. Riley knew how to look sexy, and I loved the lustful expressions on her face.
"You're so fucking gorgeous." I commented as I slid my hands up her body to cup her breasts.
Riley smiled happily as she turned her bounce into a slow grind, using my shaft to stimulate every nerve in her love tunnel. Reaching up, she placed her hands on top of mine, encouraging me to play with her tits. I happily obliged, squeezing her boobs and tweaking her nipples as she used my cock for her pleasure.
I watched Riley's face tighten up as she came on my cock. Her pussy gripped my thickness, making me groan slightly. Riley came a second time a minute later, and I could feel my own orgasm approaching. She was so sexy, and I knew I couldn't hold back.
"Wanna cum in me this time?" Riley offered as she placed her hands back on my chest, her fingers clawing at me.
"I shouldn't..." I trailed off in a breathless voice.
"Okay." she gasped, looking disappointed as she continued to undulate in my lap. "My mouth then?"
Letting out a breath, I frantically nodded my agreement. Riley quickly got out of my lap and nestled between my legs. With no hesitation, she shoved over half my cock down her throat and started sucking. Her hand cupped my balls, and she rolled her eyes up to meet mine as she moaned and sucked.
My ab muscles clenched as I exploded in Riley's mouth. I felt her throat contracted as she swallowed the first spurt just in time to receive the second. Holding her head down, I bucked my hips and pumped the entire contents of my balls into her hot, little mouth.
Keeping my cock in her mouth, Riley smiled up at me. I caressed her face as I felt her tongue flick all over my shaft. My other hand reached down to squeeze a perfectly-shaped breast. The moment was then ruined by my phone alarm going off.
"Shit!" I cursed, sitting up as Riley popped off my cock and hopped out of bed.
"The girls will be waking up any time now." Riley lamented as she hunted around for her clothes.
"Uh, what are you gonna tell the others?" I wondered as I watched Riley bend over to snatch up her underwear. I admired her naked ass and the pretty pink slit between her legs.
"You think I'm the first counselor at Abbott Trails to do the walk of shame?" she giggled as she stepped into her panties and pulled them up her legs.
"I don't know, I guess I never really thought about it." I admitted as I got out of bed.
"It's tough finding a place to fuck when you make us all share a cabin." Riley gave me a pointed look as she put on her bra.
"I'm so sorry about that." I rolled my eyes while putting on my boxer briefs. "I'm sure you managed."
"I did." she giggled cutely as she fastened her bra and adjusted her breasts so they were properly situated in the cups. "You, ah, you might wanna wash the porch swing in front of the Lodge. Or maybe just burn it."
"Noted." I grunted while checking my phone. "I hope the girls don't give you too much trouble."
"There will be the usual teasing." Riley told me, pulling up her shorts. "Nikki will ask if I took it up the ass, Brooke will ask how the cum tasted, and Michelle will be blushing while trying to turn invisible."
"They won't ask who you were with?" I frowned in confusion.
"Nope!" she chirped happily. "We have an unspoken agreement to mind our own business in that regard. Details are fine, encouraged even, but no names."
"Very smart of you." I smirked as I stood in my underwear while Riley finished dressing.
"Listen," Riley began as she walked up to me and crooked her finger for me to lean in and kiss her, "I had a really, really great night!"
"So did I." I replied, pecking her lips.
"Good!" she grinned, kissing me again. "Maybe we can hook up again if the opportunity presents itself? No pressure or anything. I mean, I'm going home at the end of summer, so nothing romantic. Just some mutual enjoyment."
"I'd like that." I answered, continuing to peck her lips every couple of words.
"It'll be nice to fuck in an actual bed while at camp." Riley giggled, pressing her body to mine as we kept exchanging small kisses.
"Uh, where else have you...?" I trailed off.
"You're happier not knowing what's happened in some of the public areas." she told me seriously.
"It can't be that bad, can it?" I asked with a wince, looking down at the lovely lady.
"Well, the front desk is very familiar with Robin's naked ass." Riley winked. "Apparently she climbed up on there with some guy and he got on top of her."
"Guests fill out paperwork on that desk!" I exclaimed as Riley giggled and kissed me. "Oh, and anyone staying at the Lodge could have come in! Not to mention the poor receptionist..."
"Brooke and Brian have hooked up in almost every building, and yeah, sometimes there's an empty cabin or we can use a room at the Lodge, but we mostly use wherever we can find that we know will be private." she told me.
"Lacey and I did have some hook ups in, ah, nontraditional places." I admitted.
"Mm, dirty boy." Riley purred, pressing her lips to mine. "There have been a few times we all went skinny dipping, too."
"I'm not surprised." I laughed. Skinny dipping was a very popular activity. Lacey used to tease me whenever I got hard from seeing her breasts, even if we weren't having sex.
"Oh, remember Melanie? She was your age, right?" she wondered.
"Of course I remember Melanie." I confirmed with a nod.
Melanie and Lacey were good friends, even though Melanie was from Las Vegas. They met up every summer, and it was like no time had passed. Melanie was a counselor while she was in college, and we spent a fair amount of time together. Sadly, Melanie didn't come here anymore, and we had lost touch. Melanie did reach out on social media after the news of Lacey's death spread. We had mentioned getting together at some point, but that was three years ago.
"There was a rumor going around that Melanie arranged a gangbang with a bunch of the male counselors." Riley smirked, leaning up to nibble on my ear. "She apparently fucked a half dozen guys in the conference room."
"The one in the Lodge?" I inquired, my eyes wide.
"Yup!" the strawberry blonde smiled. "The story goes that Melanie staggered back to the girls' cabin covered in cum. She walked bow-legged for a week."
"What about the guests renting rooms at the Lodge?" I wondered.
"They rarely leave their rooms in the middle of the night!" Riley giggled. "I don't think anyone's ever been caught. We're crazy, but we're not stupid. We wouldn't do anything to damage the camp."
"Okay then." I nodded. I knew Melanie was very sexually liberated, but damn! I wondered if Lacey had known the details.
We talked for a few more minutes, my arms wrapped around Riley as we exchanged light kisses. She told me about a few other adventures the girls had, and I realized I needed to ask the staff to deep clean, well, everything. I was curious about Riley's own escapades, since she mainly mentioned stories other girls told her. It wasn't my place to ask, so I held my tongue.
I even heard a story about a guy and a girl who fell asleep in the woods. No tent or anything. All they had was the blanket they had brought to fuck on. Despite all the sex talk, Riley made sure to ask how I was feeling. She and I may not have been romantic, but there was definitely a strong friendship.
"I should go." Riley eventually sighed, looking up at me with big blue eyes. "I hope I was able to help keep your mind off things?"
"You were." I confirmed, kissing her soft lips yet again. "You were amazing."
"You're a great guy, Tim." she assured me, placing a hand on my chest. "And regardless of what happened last night and this morning, I'm your friend first. If you need to talk, you know how to reach me."
"Thank you, Riley." I stated sincerely.
Riley took her leave after giving me a passionate kiss and saying goodbye to Brady. I needed to shower, but I decided to take Brady for another walk first. I was still worn out from all the sex, but Brady needed to go out. A big part of me was hoping to run into Lauren again, so I quickly dressed and led the Labrador outside.
"Hi, Brady!" Lauren exclaimed as she approached us on the path. "Fancy meeting you here again!"
"Good morning, Lauren." I cleared my throat, reminding her I was there as well.
"Do you need attention or something?" she asked me with a smirk as she crouched to pet Brady, who could not have been happier.
"A little recognition would be nice." I admitted.
"Needing constant reassurance can lead to issues; you should work on that." Lauren told me while scratching behind Brady's ears. My neighbor looked amazing in yoga pants and a red sports bra.
"Now who's the psychiatrist?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh, quiet you." she giggled before standing up to face me. "Two mornings in a row, interesting. I've been running every morning for the past week and haven't seen you."
"Brady was hoping to run into you again." I quickly told the beautiful blonde.
"Blaming the dog? Pathetic." Lauren snorted, placing her hands on her hips. "You probably stink up your bedroom every night and blame it all on poor Brady."
"Brady and I sleep alone, so there goes your theory." I countered. It was also true, since the previous night was an anomaly. "And I don't stink up the bedroom! Just ah, just don't cook Brussels sprouts when you make us dinner. It's for the best."
"Ew." she crinkled her nose cutely. "I was gonna make a comment about you wanting to watch my tits bounce while I run, but that would be inappropriate now."
"Bouncing tits are always appropriate to bring up." I reasoned with a contemplative expression.
"You're hopeless." Lauren rolled her eyes. "Are we gonna run or not?"
"We can, but I'd only slow you down today. I think I might have pulled something." I groaned. I really was worn out. I was no slouch to exercise, but it had been three years since the last time I had performed the exercises Riley and I practiced. "Or several somethings."
"Too much sexy time?" she teased as she laughed and poked me in the belly. Then she froze, staring at me.
I couldn't help it. Lauren had hit the mark, and I knew my eyes were wide as I looked at her in surprise. My mouth opened and closed several times as I tried to come up with a response. My face was turning red, and I felt some guilt. There was no reason for it; Lauren and I had confirmed multiple times that we were just friends.
"I was joking. I... wow. Lucky girl." Lauren turned away, blushing slightly. Then she mumbled. If we were in the city, there would have been enough background noise to cover her words. The small morning noises of the forest weren't enough to prevent me from hearing. "Finally someone floods my bits and he's taken. Fuck."
"It wasn't anything serious!" I insisted quickly. "I mean, I don't usually have casual sex. She was a good friend. I wasn't gonna say anything, it wasn't a big deal or anything."
"You're awfully wound up for a guy who just got laid." she teased, looking up at me with a smile on her face. "I'm glad you got some pussy, really. I don't know details about your life, but you still wear your ring. Seems like you needed to loosen up."
"I can't stop wearing the ring." I sighed, glancing down at my hand before looking back at Lauren. "Are we okay?"
"Why wouldn't we be?" she frowned in confusion. "We're just buddies. We barely know each other anyway. Where you stick your dick is none of my business."
"Right. Buddies. Friends. Comrades." I confirmed. "Shall we run, pal?"
"You got it, comrade!" Lauren teased, making fun of my word choice.
There was no bet for our Monday morning run, so Lauren and I settled on a slow jog where we stayed side-by-side. Brady ran alongside us, sometimes rushing ahead to sniff something. Or pee on a tree. The large dog would always make his way back to us, his tail wagging as he panted happily.
"Ready for another day in the country?" I asked her when we finished our run.
"Yes!" she exclaimed happily. "I love it here! The birds are so loud! I can hear crickets and frogs all night, too."
"The birds you're hearing at night are the loons." I tell her. "They have amazing calls, and the noise carries over the water."
"I love the wildlife!" Lauren gushed. "I think I saw an otter from my beach, and the birds you mentioned talked all night. The loons! I fell asleep listening to them. I saw an eagle yesterday, too!"
"No birds in Boston?" I inquired as we stood at the four way intersection that branched off toward the main road, the campground, my cabin, and Lauren's place.
"Just pigeons." she grunted in distaste. "Fucking rats with wings."
"Did you have some bad experiences with them back home?" I asked as I reached down to pet Brady.
"Everyone did." Lauren stated. "They run around stealing food, they get into bus and train stations, shit on everything. Oh, and one flew into my face once."
"Really?" I followed up with. "Turkeys will rush you, but I've never heard of a bird flying into someone's face."
"Yeah, the fucking thing got caught in my hair." she admitted with a grunt. "I was screaming. Mom was trying to help me and Dad was laughing so hard he couldn't breathe."
"That's hilarious." I commented, trying very hard not to laugh.
"Asswipe." Lauren glared at me.
"Oh, come on!" I reasoned, a huge grin on my face. "You have really long hair, and the poor bird probably thought he could build a nest with it. He just wanted a nice home for his family!"
"Fuck you, dickweed." she growled, crossing her arms beneath her large breasts.
"I'm just teasing my buddy." I pointed out. "Don't dish it out if you can't take it!"
"Eat me!" Lauren snapped.
"Was that a curse or a request?" I asked, waggling my eyebrows.
"You wish!" she snorted. "Didn't you get enough muff diving last night?"
"Oh, ah, right. Sorry." I mumbled, looking away with a guilty expression.
"Relax. I'm just teasing." Lauren smiled, playfully punching me in the shoulder. "Calm your tits."
"You're right; we're buddies. We can tease each other!" I nodded.
"Glad you're seeing reason." she replied while Brady nuzzled her hand, trying to get attention. "Are we making this run a daily thing?"
"Brady seems to like you for some reason, so I wouldn't be opposed." I answered as I watched her pet him.
"We can't disappoint Brady!" Lauren declared, smiling down at the happy yellow face.
"No. No, we can't." I readily agreed. "I guess we'll have to deal with each other for his sake."
"The things we do for our pets." she sighed theatrically, shaking her head. "I'll vent my frustrations when I find a guy to chain up."
"He'll be a lucky guy." I responded.
"No need to suck me off, I told you I wasn't upset with you." Lauren smiled. "Now, we have something important to discuss; when do you want your dinner?"
"Whenever works for you, you're the chef." I said graciously.
"Wait until you taste it before you compliment my culinary skills." she smirked. "I'm assuming you have a busy week ahead of you, how does Friday work?"
"Friday is perfect." I nodded. "You're right, orientation week is all about becoming a team. I'll be busy. Friday night will be when all the counselors relax and enjoy the last of their free time. They won't miss me."
The two of us chatted for a few more minutes, and I found out Lauren was heading into town for some shopping. She was gonna work once she got back, and I made a few teasing comments about her selling nudes. I really loved the banter Lauren and I exchanged. It was fun, and she could easily make me smile.
"Talk later, comrade?" Lauren asked when it was time for us to head back.
"Definitely." I confirmed. "And compared to what you usually call me, 'comrade' is a huge improvement."
"Don't worry, you're still a twatwaffle." she laughed as she started walking backwards along the path to her place, waving cutely. "Bye Brady!"
Lauren jogged down the path, her long blonde ponytail flailing. I only watched her ass for a few seconds before heading back to my place with Brady. The words I had overheard were still echoing inside my head, and I really couldn't believe it.
I suppose it wasn't surprising that Lauren was attracted to me, she definitely flirted with me. Some of it was her strong personality, but I felt the chemistry between us. I hadn't realized how strongly Lauren felt it, too. She had a filthy mouth, but I felt like it was much more pronounced with me. Perhaps I was wrong, but I didn't think she talked that way with everyone.
Strong, independent, intelligent, easy to talk to. Add in her sexy attitude and gorgeous appearance, and it was hard not to be attracted to Lauren Anderson. For me, at least. Maybe all the banter would turn some guys off, but not me. I thought she was amazing.
I kept telling myself that I'd be gone soon, so none of this really mattered. Breaking Lauren's heart was the last thing I wanted to do, so it was for the best that we didn't get too close. She agreed we were just friends, and I would do everything I could to keep things that way.
My mind kept wandering as I got ready for the day. The accident was over three years ago, but I still felt guilty for sleeping with Riley. Like I had cheated on Lacey. My family, Riley, Lauren, Abbott Trails; racing thoughts and powerful emotions continued to threaten to consume me.
Today was a water day, so I was wearing black swim trunks and a t-shirt as I made my way to the large beach. We had several such locations, and this one was mainly meant for campers. There were other places for families where they could rent kayaks and canoes.



It was beautiful out; the sun was high in the sky and there were several ducks swimming in Moosehead Lake. A handful of staff were standing with all the assembled counselors. The guys still had their shirts on, and the girls were wearing cover-ups over their swimsuits.
Everyone already had a lifeguard certification, but there was still plenty to go over. We started with the mandatory presentation before explaining all of our procedures for various emergencies. Then we went over all of the equipment, most of which every counselor had been using for years.
I personally spoke about our plans for what the counselors would do with the kids once they got here. Everyone laughed when I started telling stories about past years at summer camp. Most people remembered the year I accidentally hooked a snapping turtle while fishing in one of the designated fishing areas. Fortunately, the big guy was fine.
Despite my emotional issues, even I was smiling as I remembered the fun times. One time Lacey beached her canoe on a sandbar and got out to fix it. She slipped and fell backwards, landing right in the canoe with her legs over the sides. The sitcom-like landing was great.
So many memories made at Abbott Trails. Tossing a fish off my dock and being surprised when Brady jumped out of the water and caught it in his mouth. A female counselor sitting on a rock when a snake brushed her leg; she screamed so loudly that half the camp thought someone was being murdered.
Stories of tipped canoes and brushes with wildlife. A moose was wandering around the campground once, and we all had to hide inside until it was gone. Sophia and Lacey riding horses on the trails, jet skis on the lake, hiking in the woods, as well as rafting and swimming.
Various people were chiming in now, each one eager to share their experiences at the campground. Getting caught out on the lake when a thunderstorm hit, wandering off in the woods, being locked in an outhouse, and getting lost in the large lake while kayaking. Then there was the great squirrel incident.
A squirrel had somehow gotten into the female counselor's cabin and crawled into one of the beds. One girl found it when all the counselors were in for the evening. The girls ran out screaming and ended up standing outside the cabin in various states of undress. One woman was only clad in a sheet she had wrapped around her body. It was a lot of drama over a squirrel, but we got the little guy outside safely.
There really was a lifetime of experiences here, and not just for me. For all the people around me. Abbott Trails wasn't just some vacation spot, it represented so much more. I felt myself growing sad at the thought of leaving it all behind, but I reminded myself that I had no choice. I couldn't stay here. I just couldn't. The scenery I once looked at lovingly was now corrupted by sadness.
To my surprise, I ended up sitting with Brooke and Brian during lunch. Michelle was sitting quietly by herself, and Riley winked at me when we locked eyes. Riley was sitting with Nikki, who also gave me a seductive look when our eyes met.
Brooke and Brian talked with me all through lunch, catching me up on their lives. Brian asked how I was doing, and Brooke said I looked good. They both knew about the accident, so it wasn't surprising that they asked. The two of them also made a point to tell me that they hoped to be counselors for at least the next couple of years. I was happy for them, but I felt a twinge of regret.
I commented that they seemed happy together and both of them nodded happily. The two of them seemed content to talk about their relationship, which I did find interesting. They were exclusive while at camp, then they went their separate ways for the rest of the year. No jealousy over what happened when they were apart, and they assured me they made up for lost time over the summer.
Making our way back to the beach, it was time to get in the water. We guys removed our shirts while the girls took off their cover-ups. It wasn't an official summer camp day, so everyone was wearing a personal swimsuit. Like every guy, I took the opportunity to admire all the beautiful female flesh on display. A woman in cute swimsuit really was a beautiful thing.
Brooke was wearing a yellow bikini with cute ruffled shoulder straps. There were multicolored stars on both pieces of the suit. Her breasts were almost as large as Lauren's, and more than a few wandering eyes were checking out Brooke's lovely pair. I noticed her waggle her eyebrows at Brian. Brian's musculature was on display as he stood around in his swim trunks. Michelle certainly noticed.
The shy redhead looked really cute in a light-blue tankini with white squares on it. The top was short enough to expose an inch of her lightly-freckled torso. I could even see her cute, little belly button. Michelle's boobs were good-sized, but mostly covered by the top. It was a very modest swimsuit. What was most interesting was that Michelle wasn't wearing her glasses.
"Hey, Chelle!" I said, walking up to her.
"Ah!" Michelle squeaked in embarrassment over being caught checking out Brian.
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you." I chuckled. "You look nice."
"Thanks, so do you." she smiled softly, her eyes exploring my physique. I wasn't as tall or wide as Brian, but I was in good shape.
"How are the new contacts?" I asked.
"I hate them." Michelle answered. "I only wear them when I have to because they're so uncomfortable. I used to be able to swim with blurry vision, but I need to see to watch the kids."
"Maybe you'd get more used to them if you wore them more often?" I offered as I realized how pretty Michelle's hazel eyes were.
"No, thank you." Michelle stated, shaking her head.
"Tim! Hi!" Nikki exclaimed, inserting herself into our conversation. "Oh. Hi, Michelle."
The tall college graduate was looking very sexy in a hot pink string bikini that contrasted with her tan skin. Her small breasts looked amazing, and I had to resist the urge to ogle her. Nikki smiled at me as she placed her hands on her hips, her head cocked slightly to the side as she clearly evaluated my physique.
"Hello, Nikki." I replied politely.
"Hi." Michelle mumbled.
"I like the view. You been working out?" Nikki asked me, ignoring Michelle.
"No more than usual." I answered. "Although, I've been running with Brady more."
"It shows." Nikki smiled as she reached up and ran her fingers through her brunette locks. A pixie cut really did look great on her.
"Thank you." I said, giving her a tight smile. "You girls all look great in your suits."
"I look even better in my birthday suit." Nikki teased. "I love skinny dipping. Hopefully we find some private lake time later."
Fortunately, Brian called out to me to remind me that it was time to get started. I caught Riley's eye as I walked to stand in front of everyone, and she blew me a kiss. The strawberry blonde was wearing a black bikini. The top was a strapless band that wrapped around her chest. I felt my lust boiling as I remembered the look of her naked body. The feel of her skin against mine, her body undulating in the throes of pleasure; the memories were incredible.
Instead of getting in the water, we all piled into several boats for a trip around the area. The main purpose of the boat ride was to go over the part of the lake that the kids use. We point out all the dangerous rocks and shallow waters. Anyone could get lost, so we did some landmark orientation that would help people find their way back to camp.
I stood in the lead boat, speaking loudly so that everyone would hear me describe what to do in the event of a thunderstorm happening while out on the water. We started heading back to the beach after I went over some more rules and procedures. I looked out over the water as we passed the weeds where the snapping turtles hung out. I remembered Lacey and I taking the canoe through the shallow water to spot the large turtles swimming.
Once we were back at the beach it was finally time to get in the water. The area was perfect for swimming, and everyone had a great time. At first we just swam around leisurely to get used to the water, but we eventually started taking turns swimming out to the floating dock.
People would stand on the wooden dock and pose before diving back in and returning to the group. When Robin pulled herself onto the dock, we all noticed that her bikini bottoms had been pulled down, giving everyone a look at her bare butt. The guys hooted and hollered while Robin blushed and fixed her suit. It seemed we had all become as familiar with Robin's bum as the receptionist's desk.
We played some water games for team building, mostly guys versus girls. Then we had some more free swimming before forcing the counselors to listen to more safety rules. We explained when to give CPR, how to get someone out of the water, how to help a drowning person, and went over other scenarios.
The canoes and kayaks soon came out and everyone practiced righting a tipped boat. There were also drills on how to safely get someone aboard a boat or canoe without tipping over. Everyone had it down, but there were a few moments that stood out.
Michelle was really shy about touching people, and I saw her blush when she gripped Henry's muscular arm. He did not seem to mind. Kenny somehow managed to fall backwards out of a kayak and land in the water. I liked Kenny, and I knew that he would not be living that one down anytime soon.
With the formal training done, we spent quite a bit of time swimming in the lake. Riley spent most of her time with the other girls, while Nikki stayed close to me. Nikki even faked her own wardrobe malfunction, allowing me to see her breast. I had to admit, the tan girl had really nice boobs.
Unfortunately for her, she didn't seem to understand how her aggressiveness was a turn off for me. Nikki wasn't trying to be my friend, she just wanted dick. If Riley had been teasing me like that, my response would have been different. I wasn't one for casual sex, I needed a connection. I didn't feel one with Nikki.
Dinner was another group activity, and we ate outside at picnic tables thanks to the nice weather. While everyone was eating, I made sure to wander around the area, talking with every person I could. It was my job to be seen, to establish that we were a team.
I spoke with the permanent staff, I joked with the summer camp counselors, and I made sure there was a smile on my face. My last year here; I couldn't believe it. Shaking my head to clear it, I continued making the rounds.
When it was time for me to eat, I took a seat across from Michelle. She had finished eating and was reading on her phone. I noticed her auburn hair was dry now, allowing it to regain its natural frizzy appearance. Michelle was wearing her cover up, and she smiled at me when I joined her. I noticed she had her glasses on again.
"Hi, Tim. How are you doing?" Michelle asked me as I took a bite of grilled chicken.
"I'm good, thanks." I replied after swallowing my food. "You did great today."
"Thank you." Michelle smiled despite looking slightly nervous. "Are you sure you're doing okay?"
"Sure, why wouldn't I be?" I inquired. "Sophia's birthday was rough, but I got through it. Today is just another day."
"I wasn't talking about Sophia's birthday..." Michelle trailed off, her hazel eyes wide like she was trying to help me figure out what she meant.
"Then what... oh!" I gasped when I realized she knew. "How did you know?!"
"A few girls came in this morning and I didn't think anything of it." she answered slowly. "You seemed less tense than I thought you'd be, then I noticed Riley looking at you. She had never checked you out like that before. I didn't know for sure, but I guessed. You just confirmed it."
"You knew it was Riley even though Nikki was the one who jumped on my back?" I frowned in confusion.
"That was normal behavior for Nikki." Michelle shrugged. "When something happens, look for what's different, not what's the same."
"You're a very observant young lady." I pointed out, looking at her with some anxiety.
"Don't worry, I won't tell anyone." she promised. "How are you handling it?"
"Okay, I guess." I sighed. "It felt like cheating on Lacey, even though it really wasn't."
"She would want you to live your life. You didn't do anything wrong." Michelle insisted. "You're a very handsome man, and women would claw each others eyes out to get to you."
"Oh, I'm handsome?" I wondered, leaning forward to grin at Michelle. "I thought you only had eyes for Brian?"
"A girl can think more than one guy is cute." she countered, her face red.
"You said 'handsome' but okay." I laughed lightly. "And you're right, don't be so embarrassed, Chelle. I'm flattered. You're a beautiful woman, and it's nice to know you find me attractive."
"I do." Michelle confirmed in a small voice. "I may be a nerd, but I still think about guys."
"Of course you do. Women like sex just as much as men do." I reasoned. "It's a society thing that makes it more appropriate for guys to be open about wanting to get laid."
"Society sucks." she mumbled, looking down at her hands as they rested on the table.
"It does, but the girls here are very progressive." I pointed out. "We're getting off topic here, but if you're horny, go get some. No one here will judge you."
"I don't know how..." Michelle trailed off before looking up at me with determined eyes. "I'm a virgin."
"Well, I'm sure the right guy will come along. He'll be one lucky bastard." I smiled at Michelle. "And thank you for checking up on me. I appreciate it."
"I'm here if you need to talk." she nodded and smiled. "I know you're eight years older than I am, but people tell me I'm a smart cookie!"
"You really are!" I laughed. "And same, Chelle."
The end of dinner was the end of the day's organized orientation events. People started heading their separate ways, first returning to the cabins to shower, then to pursue various interests. I knew Michelle wanted to go horseback riding, and Greg mentioned heading to the other section of the campground to use a jet ski. Brian and Brooke were leaving the campground for a date in town. They'd be up late.
Back at my cabin, I took a quick shower to wash away the lake. Brady and I played outside for a little while before relaxing in the enclosed porch. He was curled up on the floor taking a nap while I sat on the couch and read my book. The hero had just led a raid on an enemy outpost, causing lots of fun mayhem and explosions.
I was the type who would take breaks after reading a couple chapters, and I had to admit that my porch had an amazing view. The open structure allowed me to look down the hill to where my dock was. The height of my home enabled an expansive view out across Moosehead Lake.
Michelle and Lauren were right; this place was special. If only I didn't have the memories of that terrible accident. My employees had convinced me to keep this place up and running, and I was glad I did. While I couldn't truly enjoy it here any longer, I was hopeful others would when I was gone.
Sighing heavily, I set my book down before heading upstairs. The wooden stairs creaked under my feet, and I remembered chasing Sophia up and down these stairs when we were kids. Lacey and I had even come up with a game where Sophia would be the one to chase us. My baby sister couldn't stop giggling when she was the 'monster' in our game.
Brady stayed downstairs while I took a seat at my desk and started up my computer. I logged into the VPN to do some remote work for a little while. There wasn't much to do, so I soon found myself browsing my personal files, namely photos and videos.
Lacey and Sophia had both loved taking pictures of everything. I was grateful for that now as I went over years of memories. Sophia catching her first bass, who she named Fred for some reason. Lacey and I at four years old, hugging on the couch in our pajamas as we smiled up at the camera.
Browsing these pictures and movies was an intense experience. I had truly loved this place, and I still did in a way. Lauren and Michelle even started to lower my defenses, not to mention Riley. Still, despite all that, Moosehead Lake was dead to me. I had to remember that.
Eventually, I started searching through my private media collection. Marrying a woman who loved to be on camera had its benefits. Maybe it was a little creepy, but Lacey loved knowing I had these pictures and videos. I was even featured in some of the videos.
My love enjoyed teasing and building up anticipation. She would send me naughty texts throughout the day telling me she was thinking about me, what she wanted to do to me, what she wanted me to do to her, and how wet I was making her. I always smirked when she accused me of causing her to ruin another pair of panties.
College was definitely a lot of fun; we were recently married and finally out on our own. I would always remember the first time I came home to find Lacey on the couch wearing nothing but a smile. The sex had been absolutely incredible, and we ended up laying on the floor gasping for breath.
Lacey took advantage of opportunities to continue to tease me as well. We would both be in class, and she'd take a picture of her lap. It wasn't explicit since I could only see her bare thighs in the skirt she was wearing, but it was still hot. Another time she had gone to the bathroom and sent me a picture while she was in the stall of her holding up a pair of panties so I could see how wet she was. She loved sending teasing pictures of her pulling down her top so I got a hint of cleavage.
Other pictures were much more graphic. Topless shots, full nudes, pictures of her flashing me. Several of her pussy; I loved the ones where she used her fingers to spread herself open and show me her beautiful pink interior. Then there were the videos. I couldn't help myself; I played one. Based on the date, Lacey and I would have both been nineteen at the time it was filmed.
I was sitting on the couch filming Lacey who was standing in the center of the room. She was wearing jeans and a cute yellow top. Soft music played in the background, and Lacey had a small smile on her face as she ran her hands down her sides while swaying to the beat.
She was so incredibly beautiful, so adorable. At barely five feet tall, the petite young lady had light skin, a flawless face with big brown eyes, and wavy raven hair. Lacey's breasts were average-sized, her stomach was flat, and her legs were toned.
"I love you, Tim!" Lacey exclaimed on the video while bouncing on her bare feet. "I hope you can use this when I'm not around!"
"I love you, Lacey." I whispered back, resisting the urge to reach out and caress her face on screen.
The gorgeous woman began her strip tease by spinning around and grabbing her jean-clad bum. Turning back to face the camera, she gave a cheeky wink as she started giggling. I was enthralled as the shirt came off, then the jeans, leaving Lacey wearing only a matching black lace bra and pantie set.
Music continued playing while my wife made a show of removing her bra. Once the straps were off, she held the black garment to her chest and smiled coyly. Lacey turned around and dropped the bra before facing me with her hands over her breasts.
My cock was rock hard when Lacey revealed her boobs, allowing me to see her nipples. After playing with her tits for a minute, she spun around again to remove her panties. She had such a cute butt, and my dick twitched again when she faced the camera fully nude.
I stopped the video, knowing what happened next. Lacey had gotten on her knees and sucked me off. That had been one amazing blowjob. Of course, every blowjob she gave me was fucking incredible. Everything about Lacey was incredible.



Unable to resist, I fished out my erection as I remembered so many things. All of our sexual adventures. A fair amount of them were recorded. One time Lacey and I recorded ourselves having sex. She then had me fuck her doggystyle while she watched the video on her laptop. I think she blacked out for a minute at the end.
Inspired by the memory, I opened the video Lacey watched while I did her from behind. Stroking my cock, I watched as Lacey rode me like a cowgirl, her hands on my chest. Her boobs were bouncing on her chest, and she was telling me how hard I was, how good my cock felt, how I stretched her little pussy.
A few minutes later, I grunted and came all over my hand. I cleaned up and shut down the computer. Then I got in bed and thought about the love of my life. I missed her so much. I thought about all the good times, me proposing, our wedding right after high school graduation. I remembered the secret only I knew, and I remembered the news of her death. My entire family gone. Forever.
Brady climbed into bed with me at one point, laying down next to me as I cried. I appreciated his presence, and reached over to pet him on the side. And he proceeded to groan at me like my touch was a huge inconvenience. Sighing heavily, I grabbed a pillow and wrapped my arms around it. I fell asleep crying and cuddling the pillow, trying to convince myself it was Lacey I was holding.
~Friday, June 13th~
Orientation week went by surprisingly fast, and with very impressive efficiency. I had a meeting with the managers, I led orientation as the counselors prepared for the start of summer camp, I made sure we had everything we needed, and I went over the company's finances.
Since Riley and I knew each other intimately, I felt comfortable enough to confide in her about watching the homemade porn Lacey and I made. Riley listened without judging me, and she did everything she could to comfort me with her presence. Tuesday was an emotional day. The two of us even stood in front of the large memorial next to the Lodge, her hand in mine as I mourned the loss.
Riley and I had sex again on Wednesday. I woke up that morning to several pictures and a video. She had sent me a number of nudes, as well as a video of her fingering herself that had been taken in the shower. The nudes were sexy, including full body shots as well as her pretty face.
An accompanying text asked me to confirm sending nudes wasn't weird; Riley didn't want me to think she was trying to replace Lacey. I assured my friend that everything was fine between us, and that the nudes had really turned me on. Riley told me I could keep them.
We couldn't find time for intercourse during orientation, but Riley did pull me into the woods during a break for a blowjob. I leaned back against a tree, my hands on Riley's strawberry blonde head as she sucked me off. Riley had begged for me to fuck her face, and I happily obliged; using her face as if it were a pussy as she gagged and drooled. Then I buried myself in her throat and shot my hot seed into her belly.
During dinner in the dining hall we found a great opportunity to hook up. I had been chatting with James and Kenny about Planet Trek Wars when Riley texted me that she was horny. I gave James and Kenny an excuse about needing to sign some documents in my office while texting Riley my plan.
I had a private office in the Lodge that I rarely bothered to use. It was usually locked, and no one would disturb us. We staggered our departures so no one would notice, and I waited a few minutes in my office for Riley to arrive with an excited grin on her face.
Bending over my desk, Riley gripped the edges as she stuck out her butt. I yanked down her shorts and underwear so I could enter her from behind. Grabbing her small boobs from outside her shirt, I pumped in and out of her pussy until she was cumming on my cock. She bit her lower lip and threw her head back, screeching through her teeth as she tried to keep quiet.
When it was time for me to cum, Riley begged me to cum inside her, but I wasn't comfortable. She sighed and offered to swallow. She spun around and dropped to her knees, but wasn't able to get me into her mouth in time. I ended up hosing down her pretty face while she giggled cutely.
I knew Riley was annoyed that I wouldn't cum inside her. She probably thought I didn't trust her. It wasn't true, I did trust Riley. I just wasn't comfortable finishing in her pussy. Fortunately, enjoying the facial made her forget her anger, and she even asked me to take a picture of her cum-covered face.
The sex with Riley was amazing, there was no doubt about that. I felt some guilt, like I was cheating on Lacey. My wife and I had talked about what we would do if something ever happened to one of us, and I knew she would just want me to be happy.
I did enjoy spending time with Riley, and we were definitely good friends. Just friends. I didn't see a relationship with the cute strawberry blonde. She was leaving in a few months anyway, and I'd be gone not long after that. Where I'd end up, I had no idea.
Nikki was still flirting with me quite a bit, but she had avoided outright trying to seduce me. Mostly, she just spent orientation as close to me as she could get. It was my last time running orientation, my last summer at Abbott Trails. I had learned to remind myself this place was special, but I still knew I had to leave.
Every morning I ran with Brady and Lauren. Thankfully, the weather was great all week, so we didn't have to miss a single day. My neighbor gushed about how much she loved it here, and I often smiled when I was with her. Lauren was outspoken and she had no filter between her brain and mouth, which many would find annoying. I found her adorable.
Despite her apparent comfort with me, Lauren revealed nothing new about her past. I still had no clue what she did for work or if she had made any other friends here. I also noticed she rarely touched me. I got a punch on the arm on Tuesday, and I had to catch her on Thursday when she tripped over a root. Other than that, she kept her distance. With me, anyway. Lauren was more than happy to play with Brady, much to his delight.
I was equally tight-lipped about my own life. Sure, I told Lauren about orientation, about life at camp and in Maine. Riley never came up, and Lauren didn't ask about my sex life. I left out details about what happened to Lacey, and I was pretty sure Lauren thought I was divorced. She must have realized my parents and sister were dead, it was the only explanation that really made sense.
"Morning, neighbor!" Lauren chirped as she met Brady and I for our Friday morning run.
"Greeting me before Brady? Lucky me!" I replied.
"Only reason I did it was so you wouldn't whine." she rolled her eyes before crouching down to greet Brady.
Lauren looked amazing, as usual. She was taller than I was, and wearing her usual running pants and a sports bra. Her long blonde hair was held back in a functional ponytail. I loved the way her face lit up while she was petting Brady as he wagged his tail happily.
"Are you ready for dinner this evening?" I eventually asked.
"Yeah, I went shopping earlier in the week." Lauren confirmed, looking up at me while keeping her hands on Brady's head.
"You didn't have to go through so much trouble. "I protested, unable to remove my gaze from her pretty blue eyes. "You didn't have to cook for me at all."
"I lost our bet, I have to pay up." she shrugged. "Besides, it's nice to have a friend around here."
"You haven't made any other friends yet?" I wondered.
"Just Brady here." Lauren replied, turning her head to kiss Brady's forehead. "I exchanged numbers with a girl at the coffee shop, and I met a couple people when I went out drinking."
"You went out drinking?" I asked.
"Are you wondering if my nightly activities are as salacious as yours?" she inquired with a raised brow.
"I...no!" I stumbled over my words, then sighed. "That is none of my business."
"You're fun to tease." Lauren giggled as she hopped to her feet. "Now, get ready to run!"
Lauren and I enjoyed our usual morning run with Brady. You would not know the Labrador was old based on his actions; Brady was running around, wagging his tail, and even smiling as he sniffed and peed on everything he could. All three of us were panting when we finally slowed to a stop.
"What are you up to today?" I asked as we stood at our usual intersection. I smiled at her, although the smile didn't quite reach my eyes. Or my heart.
"I'm going to sit outside in my backyard so I can enjoy the nice weather while I work." Lauren smiled, looking so happy about being able to work in nature.
"That sounds nice." I replied, waving my hand at the backdrop that once held so much attraction to me. Despite my curiosity, I once again resisting the urge to ask what she did for work. It was such a simple question, but we had our unspoken agreement.
"Listen, Tim," she began slowly, "I just wanted to thank you for being so respectful of my privacy. I know we've both kept our past to ourselves, and I know we have our reasons."
"It's no problem." I told her seriously. "I know there are things you're curious about as well."
"I am." Lauren confirmed with a sigh. "Even though I have a big mouth, I usually keep people at arms' length. But, there's no reason not to know a little bit about each other, right?"
"That's up to you." I assured her. "I'm your friend, and I'm happy to talk about what ever you'd like. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't curious what you did for a living."
"We'll talk about it tonight." she smiled. "Maybe get to know each other a little better? As friends, I mean."
"Friends." I readily agreed.
We agreed on a time for dinner before saying goodbye and heading back to our homes. I went through my usual morning routine to get ready for the last day of orientation. The kids would arrive on Saturday at 3:00PM, so Friday was the final day to prepare.
The cabins were ready for the teenagers, all the supplies were all set, and every counselor had their certifications and training. We had done mock daily camp schedules and spent time as a team. As a result, we used the final day for team building. It was a half-day, and the counselors would have some time to themselves before all the craziness started.
I gave a brief speech after breakfast, then the staff made comments of their own about the upcoming summer camp schedule. Counselors were reminded of the rules and expectations, then the rest of the morning was dedicated to games. One of my old favorites was Circle of Connection.
For Circle of Connection, we all gathered in an open field. One person would stand in the center with their hands on their hips and start listing things they loved about camp. If someone else loved one of the items the first person listed, they link arms to start creating a chain. The second person would then start listing things they loved until another person linked up. The game continued until everyone was linked.
Stacey, the staff member responsible for the female counselors, volunteered to go first. Like everyone else, Stacey was wearing shorts and a camp t-shirt. She stood in the center of the circle and placed her hands on her hips as she smiled and took her turn.
"I love that everyone is welcome at Abbott Trails!" Stacey declared. "I love that people can make friends from all over the country. We have different backgrounds, but we all come together through our love of nature."
Brooke rushed up to link arms with Stacey. I think we all knew she was relating to the love of having friends from all over the country. Brooke even had a summer camp boyfriend in the form of Brian. She loved coming here every year.
"I love all the fun things to do around here!" Brooke said with a smile. "I love riding horses and going hiking."
"I love the lake!" James added when he linked up with Brooke. "Catching fish and swimming. I love taking the canoe through the area with all the snapping turtles."
People continued adding to the growing chain, sharing everything they loved about camp. Riley jumped in to mention how much she loved the romantic night sky and the amazing bonfires. Brian loved the games and Nikki enjoyed dancing in the rain, as well as the rabbit hutch. Kenny talked about hanging out with the guys in the dining hall, eating burgers and sharing stories from back home.
Hearing Kenny mention stories from back home was a reminder for me that Abbott Trails was all I had. There had been plenty of vacations, but my entire life was still here. A life forever corrupted by the events of that day three years ago. I felt a film of tears coat my eyes, and struggled to blink them away.
Riley was looking at me with concern as Robin explained how she loved talking late at night in the girls' cabin. I could tell the strawberry blonde wanted to say something to help me, but it wasn't her turn. To our surprise, someone else also noticed my plight and jumped in to help.
"For me, Abbott Trails is about the people." Michelle spoke up, linking arms with Robin. "This place is full of amazing people. Some only come through briefly, but the memories here will be with us forever. Even people who are gone; their impact on others will always remain."
Everyone was surprised by Michelle taking the initiative. The shy redhead usually had to be forced to speak up in front of a crowd. Also, she was right. My family was gone, but I wasn't the only one with fond memories. They had touched so many lives, and I should be proud of all their accomplishments.
The next person to speak up was Jason. He and I had been friends for years, and I realized he could tell this game was making me emotional. Jason rushed up to the chain and linked up with Michelle as he looked directly at me with a confident, even stare.
"I love that everyone is so supportive." Jason stated. "When bad things happen, we all come together to help each other. No one is ever alone here. Ever."
My gaze traveled from person to person. Some didn't notice my eyes, others did. Brian was oblivious, but Nikki winked at me seductively. Greg gave me a manly nod and Riley blew me a kiss. Michelle looked back at me with her pretty hazel eyes, and I could feel the support from her. She was insisting that Abbott Trails was still special, despite the past tragedy. I moved without even thinking.
"Abbott Trails has been my home for my entire life. I grew up here." I announced, linking up with Jason. "It was an amazing childhood, and I love all the people I've come to know over the years."
Michelle was right. So was Riley. I still had a lot of incredible memories. The accident doesn't take away from catching frogs with Lacey when we were kids, or going out in the canoe. It was time for me to move on, but I could still find some peace during my last summer at Abbott Trails.
There was actually a brief rain shower late in the morning, so we had our group lunch in the dining hall. I sat with the guys and we had a nice time laughing and chatting as I tried to enjoy the moment without becoming overwhelmed by sadness. Then the counselors were free until noon Saturday.
The summer camp counselors may have been off for the day, but I wasn't. I met up with Austin, the head groundskeeper, just outside the Lodge and we discussed the state of the camp. The Lodge was one of the structures that was situated in the middle area that separated the summer camp cabins from the rest of the campground.
I got lucky and only had a couple hours of work left to do. So, I returned to my cabin after to play with Brady. Grabbing a toy, I tossed it into Moosehead Lake so he could dive in and swim after it. When he got out of the water, he would shake himself dry, occasionally managing to hit me with flying drops.
Brady got an early evening meal, which he happily devoured while I got ready for dinner. I ultimately decided to wear slacks and a blue button-down shirt. Hopefully that wasn't too fancy or too casual. Grabbing the bottle of wine we agreed I could bring, I started the walk over to Lauren's place.
Lauren's home was smaller than mine, but it was still large enough for a family to live in. Quite a bit of space for a single girl. Her SUV was parked in the driveway, and her backyard was mostly bare. There was a small outdoor table with four chairs near the back door.
The backyard led to Lauren's dock, near where her new boat was lazily bobbing in the water. I noticed Lauren's little inlet allowed much more privacy than my lake entrance provided. I was able to see out over the lake, which was nice, but enabled anyone exploring the area to see my backyard. Lauren had her own private oasis.
I walked around to the front yard, which I noticed was very well-maintained. Thoughts of how different our situations were went through our mind as I approached the door. She was alone by choice, with dreams of a bright and happy future. I was alone against my will, the future I'd planned destroyed along with my present. Moosehead Lake was still a new wonder for her, while the wonders were spoiled for me. And in the end, we were two lonely people who had formed a friendship.
"Hi, Tim!" Lauren smiled happily when she opened her front door. "Glad you found the place!"
"Did you expect me to get lost?" I inquired with a raised brow. She looked amazing, and I was suddenly very happy that I decided to dress up a bit.
Just the sight of Lauren was enough to take my breath away. She was wearing strapped sandals with heels that pushed her to over six feet in height and accentuated her endless legs. Her white lace sundress fell to mid-thigh, with shoulder straps and a neckline that showed off her impressive bust. Sunny blonde hair fell freely about her face and down her back. I wanted nothing more than to take her in my arms, bury my face in her hair and neck, and never let go.
"Never know with a twatwaffle like you." she replied with a grin as she shocked me by wrapping her arms around me and pulling me into a hug.
Holy shit, she smelled amazing. Her blonde hair tickled my nose as I hugged her back. Lauren's large breasts squished into my chest, feeling both firm and soft at the same time. I heard her sigh in contentment as she rubbed my back affectionately.
Although Lauren was not a cold person, I was still completely shocked. This was the first time she had initiated contact beyond letting me help her, and it was our very first hug. I wondered if something had changed, but I was too happy to worry about it.
I clung to her probably longer than was polite, but once she was in my arms I found myself unwilling to let her go. Lauren showed no signs of pulling back, either. She held me as tightly as I held her, and I wondered what was going through her mind.
"Unfortunately for you, I now know where you live." I lamented when Lauren eventually released me and took a step back.
"It's fine, I wasn't planning on letting you leave anyway." Lauren shrugged as she stood to the side and gestured for me to come inside.
"Hey, I'm your guy if you need a live-in sex slave." I offered as I stepped into the spacious living room.
"You sure you can handle that?" she asked as she took the bottle of wine and led me into her kitchen. "One of my last guys gave up. He couldn't handle the whips and chains."
The inside of the cabin was really nice, with an open layout. High quality furniture filled the living room, and there was a large television mounted on the wall. There were a few pieces of artwork on the walls, but I did notice that Lauren didn't have any family photographs out.
Her living room opened to the simple kitchen. It was a pretty standard layout, though the woodwork on the cabinets looked expensive. There was also a view into the dining room, which had a large, fancy table with eight chairs. I suspected the table might have come with the place, since I doubted Lauren needed one that large.



"And you let him leave? I am shocked!" I replied as Lauren grabbed two wine glasses from a cabinet.
"Buried out back." Lauren explained nonchalantly while opening the wine.
"I hope he went out with a smile on his face, at least." I chuckled as I smelled food cooking in the oven.
"He was smiling at first. Then I bit it off." she declared, smiling at me as she pulled her lips back and clicked her teeth together.
I winced, standing in front of the kitchen island. "Ouch. Only rapists deserve that sort of thing." I shuddered.
"Sorry." Lauren pouted as she poured the wine. "Maybe your girlfriend will make sure Little Timmy is safe and sound."
"Can we not refer to my penis as 'Little Timmy' please?" I requested. "And I don't have a girlfriend."
"Did it not work out with your hook up?" she asked a little too quickly.
I looked up at her for breaking the boundary over real, personal questions. She wouldn't meet my gaze, and was instead carefully studying the two wine glasses she had poured. Grabbing one, she lifted it and offered it to me, lifting her head nervously. Our eyes met. Lauren flinched for a second, but I just smiled at her. Damn, I could get used to those pretty blue eyes.
"It's... complicated." I answered carefully as I accepted the wine glass.
"Oh?" Lauren arched an eyebrow.
"We're occasionally keeping each other company. In bed." I fumbled with the last two words. "We're not a couple, and she's only around for the summer. She's a friend helping me through a tough time, and yeah, sex got involved."
"So, friends with benefits?" she giggled.
"Well, ah, I guess it's not that complicated?" I laughed with her.
"Friends and neighbors?" Lauren offered, raising her wine glass for a toast as she changed the subject.
"Friends and neighbors." I agreed, clinking glasses before we both took a sip.
I took a seat at the kitchen table after Lauren refused to let me help with dinner. She filled a bucket with ice to keep the wine chilled and also provided me with a plate of cheese and crackers. It looked like we were having chicken with mashed potatoes and broccoli. After checking on the food, Lauren sat down across from me and helped herself to some of the appetizer.
"How was the last day of orientation?" she asked before taking a bite.
"It was good! Really good, actually." I replied, thinking back. "A few people could see I was getting emotional and went out of their way to help."
"Feelings and the past. The two things we don't talk about." Lauren pointed out.
"Indeed." I nodded. "I still don't know what you actually do for work."
"I told you, I sell nudes." she said playfully. "If your friend is busy tonight, I can sell you some feet pics half off? They might keep you company."
"I think you already admitted you were full of shit when you told me you did that." I countered, taking a sip of wine.
"Excuse me?" Lauren gasped in mock offense. "You think I would lie?"
"Never." I answered. "I just think you like being a brat. A very tall brat."
"Maybe you're just short." she grinned.
"Sorry I'm not some amazonian sex goddess." I rolled my eyes, glaring at her. "I'm average."
"Sex goddess, eh?" Lauren chuckled before looking at me with an evil smirk. "Hm, are you average everywhere?"
"I suppose you'll find out once you get me chained up in the basement." I shrugged, pretending not to care in the slightest as I grabbed a cracker and a couple slices of cheese.
"What if it's not an act? What if I really am a stuck-up cunt who thinks you're too short for her?" she followed up with.
"You're not stuck-up. I think you're a delight. I love our banter." I said honestly, smiling at the beautiful young woman. "And you know what they say about short men and tall women!"
"No, what?" Lauren wondered, leaning forward and looking genuinely interested.
"I have no idea." I admitted. "I was hoping you'd have something."
"Oh." Lauren laughed, her nose scrunching up cutely. "And you're right, I am a delight!"
"A delight who keeps avoiding telling me what she does for a job." I said, not letting her get away with it.
"What happened to us not asking personal questions?" she asked, taking another sip of wine.
"You said this morning that might change, and you just asked me about my sex life. Doesn't get much more personal than that." I countered.
"Don't use my own words against me, cockgobbler!" Lauren said primly, pointing her nose up as she pretended to be conceited.
"I'm waiting." I stated evenly, looking directly at her.
"Oh, fine! I'm a writer, happy?" she answered with a grunt before downing the rest of her glass.
"I'm thrilled." I smiled as I tried to figure out why she was so secretive about that. Maybe she just wanted to keep me in the dark so I didn't get too close?
"Well, whatever. Now you know." Lauren rolled her eyes before mumbling one last word. "Scrotumnugget."
"I don't even want to know what that is." I laughed, making Lauren smile in spite of herself.
"I need to finish the potatoes, why don't you pour us some more wine?" she asked as she got up and made her way to the stove.
Lauren dumped the water out of the big pot of potatoes while I grabbed the bottle of wine. I polished off my own glass before refilling our glasses. Pouring generously, I was able to fully empty the bottle. I could see Lauren plugging in an electric potato masher, so I figured I'd get rid of the bottle.
"Bottle is empty." I stated, getting her attention. "I think I saw your recycling bin out back?"
"Already asking for backdoor access?" Lauren inquired, looking over her shoulder at me with a cheeky expression. "Aren't we bold!"
"I don't think you could handle it." I quipped as I made my way toward the back.
"Now you are saying you're above-average!" she declared, laughing loudly.
I just waved as I opened the door and headed outside. The trash and recycling barrels were right next to the door and against the house. I tossed the glass bottle into the recycling before shutting the door and returning to the kitchen where Lauren was mashing the potatoes.
"Where are we eating? Do you need any help?" I offered.
"You could set up the dining room table if you want?" Lauren suggested. "Plates are in the cabinet farthest to the left. Utensils in the top drawer."
"I'm on it!" I responded.
I set up two plates in the dining room and set down utensils on top of napkins I found in the kitchen. I noticed that there were a couple of unlit candles on the dining room table as I was working. Then I grabbed our wine glasses from the kitchen and put them in place.
Lauren soon brought in a plate of hot chicken. Next came the broccoli, and finally the mashed potatoes. Then she lit the two candles. She sat down at the head of the table, while I took the seat immediately to her left. She smiled at me nervously as I inhaled the intoxicating aroma.
"Dinner is served!" she declared.
"Everything looks delicious." I complimented sincerely.
We served ourselves and started eating. I quickly confirmed that my earlier statement was correct; everything was delicious. Lauren seemed very happy, and blushed cutely as she took a sip of her wine. The two of us chatted while we ate, and soon both our wine glasses were empty.
"Well, we killed the bottle!" Lauren giggled.
"I should have brought more. I'm sorry." I winced.
"It's fine." she insisted as she stood up. "I have wine coolers in the kitchen. I'll be right back."
To my surprise, Lauren brought back four wine coolers, probably to make sure we both had enough. Still, that was a lot to drink! We already had a bottle of wine, and Lauren's face was a little red. I was feeling slightly buzzed as well. In my defense, I didn't drink much!
"Wine and a candlelit dinner." I observed, looking at Lauren as she sat down and handed me a wine cooler. "Someone is trying to get me out of my panties."
"Nah, I'm just waiting for the drugs to kick in." Lauren replied smoothly before taking a sip of her drink.
"You know, you can just ask if you want to chain me up that badly." I pointed out as I cut into my chicken. "No need to go through so much trouble."
"Torturing is one thing, but I'm not sure if I'd be comfortable making you feel good." she said, continuing our back and forth while also opening up for a more serious discussion.
"Why is that?" I inquired.
"Sleeping with one girl while still wearing your wedding ring." Lauren explained with a sigh. "Not exactly signs of emotional availability."
"Yeah..." I trailed off, looking down at my plate.
"Does it bother her that you still wear your ring?" she suddenly asked. "Sorry, that's none of my business. Sorry! I just, I don't know, I'm not sure how I'd feel if one of the fingers in my coochie had a ring on it."
"It's okay. We're friends, we actually can talk about our feelings." I smiled. "It doesn't bother her. She was a camper when everything happened... so, yeah, she knows about Lacey. She even knew Lacey."
"Lacey was your wife." Lauren stated, looking at me sadly. "I, ah, I don't know what happened, but the fact that she and your family all aren't around, I assumed some sort of accident."
"Yeah, I'm not divorced. I'm a widower." I confirmed, feeling tears coming to my eyes.
"Shit! I'm prying again, sorry! I'm sorry." she stumbled over her words. "And me not telling you anything, fuck. Let's change the subject. Um, ah, I can't think of anything."
"You're cute when you're flustered." I smiled, blinking away the tears. "And I do know you're a writer now. Maybe we should go back to things a little less personal?"
"Right. Okay. Less personal." Lauren nodded, still looking flustered. "What's your favorite color?"
"Blue. Yours?" I asked.
"Green." she confirmed.
Lauren and I continued our meal while asking each other basic questions. We were both right handed, and neither of us put any stock in it being Friday the thirteenth. Despite our flirting, we both clarified that we were just friends at least twice. Soon our plates were clean and we were both sipping on our wine coolers while discussing the latest music and movies.
I helped Lauren wrap up the leftovers, then she made me return to my seat while she prepared dessert. First, she brought in two empty bowls with spoons. I couldn't resist staring at her ass as she returned to the kitchen. Lauren returned with two cartons of ice cream; one chocolate and one mint chocolate chip.
"Mint chocolate chip?" I asked with a raised eyebrow as she took her seat.
"Yeah, it's my favorite!" Lauren declared. "It's fucking delicious, but so many cock-juggling thundercunts don't like it. I made sure to have another option."
"Cock-juggling." I repeated, shaking my head. "Well, I guess I am one since I think I'd prefer chocolate to toothpaste flavored."
"Toothpaste doesn't have flavor." she rolled her eyes. "It's just that mint is a common flavor added to it..."
"And it's a flavor I don't enjoy as my dessert." I chuckled.
"Your loss." she shrugged as she opened the chocolate ice cream and put some in my bowl.
I enjoyed my chocolate ice cream while Lauren ate her gross green toothpaste ice cream. When we were finished, Lauren blew out the candles. Then we put our bowls in the sink, and Lauren insisted she'd clean up later. She invited me back into her living room and we sat on the couch.
"So. A writer." I stated, looking at her expectantly.
"Yeah, I always loved reading, and I entered a writing contest in elementary school." Lauren explained. "I won first place, and I've been writing ever since. Got a meeting tomorrow, actually."
"Did you get a degree in writing?" I asked.
"No." she shook her head. "I didn't go to college. I know you did; what did you major in?"
"Marketing." I answered immediately. "I wanted to help the business."
"Did you stay in a dorm?" Lauren followed up with.
"Nope." I replied. "Lacey and I married right out of high school. We got an apartment near campus so we could both go to class."
"Gotcha." she said. "And you are the older of two kids?"
"I am." I confirmed. "How about you? Any siblings?"
"No, I'm an only child." Lauren confirmed. "And I'm not in touch with any of my family."
"I want to know more, but I don't want to overstep." I told her carefully.
"I know how we can learn more about each other without worrying about what we ask." she declared as she curled her legs up on the couch and turned to face me while holding her wine cooler. "Let's play two truths and a lie."
Two truths and a lie was a very simple game. One person would list three facts about themselves, two of which were true while the other was a lie. The second person had to guess which one was the lie out of the three facts.
"That way we can each decide what we reveal. That's smart." I nodded in agreement. "Okay, what happens when one of us guesses correctly which one is the lie?"
"We could make it a drinking game?" Lauren suggested.
"I'm not sure. I don't wanna get you drunk, and we've both had a lot." I said quietly.
"That's true. I guess you're not a creeper after all." she giggled. "What else can we do, though? I am not playing a strip game with you!"
"My loss." I inclined my head. "How about we just keep score? Winner gets, ah, something?"
"Okay." Lauren nodded. "If you win, you get another home cooked meal. If I win, I get a tour of Abbott Trails."
"Don't want to see the local hot spots anymore?" I inquired, mentioning what she had requested with our first bet.
"I do, but I'm going in to town on Sunday with the woman from the coffee shop." she explained. "Do we have a bet?"
"We do." I nodded. "As long as you go first. You know more about me."
"Fine, fine!" Lauren laughed, taking a sip of her wine cooler before making three statements. "Math was my best subject in high school. I can fold my tongue into a clover. I met a famous actor in a bar once and he tried to pick me up."
"Starting off easy? Okay, thanks!" I smirked. "You are a writer, English was your best subject. The first one is the lie."
"Wrong!" she declared. "The third one was the lie; I never met an actor in a bar."
"Wait, wait, wait!" I raised my hands as I looked at her in confusion. "How was math your best subject?"
"I'm good at math." Lauren shrugged before sticking out her tongue and proving she could fold it into a clover. "And I'm a bitch. I always disregarded writing assignments and wrote what I want. I also would write very opinionated essays, which some of my teachers didn't like."
"Oh, I suppose that makes sense. And you're not a bitch. Damn, okay. My turn." I sighed as I struggled to come up with my three statements. "I almost drowned once. I was born in the cabin I currently live in. In preschool, I fell down the stairs while they were teaching us to go up and down stairs."
"You grew up near a lake, so almost drowning is pretty believable. The third one is too specific, that has to be true, and I'd like to hear the story there." she frowned as she considered her options. "I'm torn. Being born in that cabin? Sure, possible. And it's an odd one to just randomly think of. I'm going with drowning is the lie."
"Wrong!" I echoed her earlier declaration. "I did almost drown once. I was a toddler and I slid off some slippery rocks into the rapids. My mom dove in after me, but she wasn't strong enough to pull us out. Dad wasn't around. She tried to keep me above water, but I did end up passing out. Some guy who was on vacation with his family saw us. He dove in and managed to get my mother and I out."
"That sounds terrifying!" Lauren exclaimed. "I'm glad you're okay!"
"Thank you." I smiled. "And yeah, it was scary. I wasn't really afraid of water after that, though. I was young, and I dove right back in."
"Well, that's good." she nodded. "So, which was the lie?"
"I was not born in the cabin. Sophia was, that's how I came up with the lie so fast." I explained. "Mom woke up and was having contractions. Dad called the hospital to let them know we were leaving soon. That was before I woke up. I woke up hearing Mom scream that the baby was coming. Dad yelled at me to stay upstairs and called 911. The operator helped Dad deliver Sophia over the phone. It happened that fast."
"Wow." Lauren gasped, her eyes wide.
"The ambulance came to take Mom and Sophia. Dad left me with Austin, the head groundskeeper." I finished my story.
"And falling down the stairs?" she asked, clearly still shocked about the home birth story.
"Nothing crazy, just embarrassing." I shrugged. "My shoelaces had come untied and I didn't notice. The stairs at the preschool were pretty high, and they wanted us to get the hang of walking up and down them. I tripped and literally rolled down the stairs."
"That explains so much." Lauren teased, reaching out to playfully touch my arm.
"Yeah, yeah..." I rolled my eyes. "Just take your turn."
"Fine, asswipe." she giggled. "I wanted to be an astronaut when I was a little girl. I can do a full split. I've broken my arm three times."
"The first is a lie?" I hesitated.
"Nope! Third again! I've never broken a bone." Lauren laughed. "I love outer space and nature. Since you can see the Milky Way so clearly at night, this place kind of has both!"
"I'm gonna need to see proof that you can do a split." I sighed, pretending like I wasn't looking forward to the idea.
"You just want to see my underwear, perv." she snorted.
"Your dress isn't that short!" I countered. "Just keep pushing it down, I won't be able to see anything."
"Bullshit." Lauren rolled her eyes.
I was thrilled when she set down her wine cooler and walked into the middle of the living room. My eyes went wide as she slowly spread her legs, lowering herself while still wearing her sandals. She did keep pressing her hands down on the hem of her sundress, but I was soon able to confirm she was wearing cute pink panties.
"Holy shit." I gasped as she completed the split.
"I can get my feet behind my ears, too." she winked before standing back up.
"I like the pink panties." I commented, noticing she was now sitting closer to me than before.
"Oh, shut up!" Lauren scrunched her nose, and I noticed that her cheeks were very red. "Your turn."
"Lacey and I have known each other since birth." I began slowly. "I was born with blond hair. I'm a great whistler."
"Okay, that's a tough one." she reluctantly admitted before downing the last of her wine cooler. "I'm going to guess the third one is the lie?"
"Dammit! Good guess." I acknowledged, admitting she was right. "I really was blond when I was born and I can't whistle."
"You can't?" Lauren frowned as she puckered her lips and effortlessly whistled.
"Yeah, I never could manage it." I said as I pathetically tried to whistle. "I also couldn't snap my fingers until well into adulthood. I finally figured it out when I did an internet search and learned that the sound is actually caused by your finger hitting your palm."
"It is!" she nodded, snapping her fingers. "And you and Lacey really knew each other that long?"
"Yeah, she lived nearby." I sighed, taking a sip of my fruity drink. "Our moms met while they were both pregnant. Lacey was about two months older. She was born September eighteenth, and I showed up December twenty-fourth."
"Aw, a Christmas Eve baby!" Lauren smiled, looking at me fondly.
"I suppose I was." I agreed. "Looks like you have one point. And it's your turn."
"Okay!" she nodded while opening another wine cooler. "Let's see, I can play the piano. I had a pet hamster. One time I got poison ivy in my lady parts."
"Third is the lie!" I announced. "You keep making that one the lie."
"And you're easy to trick." Lauren countered. "The second is the lie, I never had a pet hamster and I can play the piano!"



"You took piano lessons?" I inquired.
"Yeah, only because my aunt was a piano teacher. My parents got the lessons for free." she responded. "I didn't get to practice much since we didn't have enough money when I was growing up to buy a piano."
"Gotcha." I nodded before looking at her nervously. "And the third?"
"I told you before that I lived in the city but always loved nature." Lauren blushed. "We went on a school field trip, and I ended up hiking in the woods with some friends. I didn't even know what poison ivy was at the time. After school, I ended up playing with myself in my bedroom. I didn't know that I had it on my hands. Yeah, that fucking sucked big hairy balls."
"Ouch." I winced. "I can imagine."
"You're up." she gestured at me with her wine cooler. "Feel free to make one dirty!"
"I'm colorblind." I said for my first statement. "I can juggle. I'm afraid of heights."
"I really don't think you're colorblind." Lauren looked at me accusingly. "The first is the lie. You forgot to make one of them dirty."
"Yeah." I acknowledged. "That's two. I'm not colorblind."
"A lot of people don't like heights, so that's not too surprising." she told me. "I wanna see you juggle!"
"Do you have anything I can use?" I asked.
"Ah, maybe, hang on!" Lauren said as she hopped to her feet and ran into the kitchen.
The beautiful busty blonde returned with three balls of crumpled up tin foil. They'd work. I stood in the middle of the room while Lauren sat on the couch. She clapped and cheered as I demonstrated juggling the three balls.
"What did you think?" I asked as I returned to my spot.
"Damn dude, save some pussy for everyone else!" she announced loudly before letting out an adorable snort as she started laughing. "Okay, okay, my turn! My cousin once saw my boobs! There was a really mean nickname for me in middle school. I moved out at eighteen."
"Your cousin did not see your boobs!" I stated firmly.
"Right! You finally got one!" Lauren laughed, taking another drink.
"What was the nickname?" I asked, noticing that she was getting pretty tipsy.
"The Jolly Blonde Giant." she rolled her eyes. "I fake laughed with everyone else, but there were times I cried in the bathroom. I thought I was a freak. I towered over everyone, and I had huge boobs. Dodgeball sucked. What everyone jokes about really does happen; guys will throw balls at the girls' chests to watch some titties bounce."
"That's horrible. I'm sorry." I said, reaching out to place my hand on hers, which was resting on the couch cushion. "You are tall, but you're not disproportionate or anything. You're stunning."
"Thanks." Lauren smiled. "I'm five feet eleven inches. You?"
"Five feet nine inches." I told her. "I'll leave you guessing about whether there is also nine inches down below."
"Keep dreaming, buddy!" she giggled. "I hear girls suck at measuring because they're always lied to about what eight inches looks like!"
"Yeah, that's probably true!" I agreed before changing the subject. "I'm impressed you moved out at eighteen."
"Remember when I told you I came into money?" Lauren sighed.
"Yeah, I remember." I confirmed, my hand still on hers.
"I came into that money at fifteen." she admitted. "Other than buying me a piano, my parents squandered, well, a lot of it. As soon as I was legal, I took what was left and ran. Got an apartment in another part of Boston."
"That's why you aren't close to your family." I realized as my thumb caressed her skin.
"Yup." Lauren confirmed. "I had aunts, uncles, and cousins constantly asking for money. They never gave a shit about me, just what I could do for them. I haven't spoken to any of my relatives in years."
"Money can really bring out the worst in people." I stated, squeezing her hand.
"It really can." she bit her lower lip. "Anyway, take your turn. And remember to make one dirty!"
"I suppose I owe you that." I admitted. "I've had sex in the lake. I've never had a cavity. I was once hit in the face with a hockey puck."
"You suck at this!" Lauren declared. "The second is the lie!"
"Three to one." I grunted in annoyance. "I've had four cavities, they were all filled when I was in middle school. Haven't had one since. Lacey and I were playing hockey in elementary school with a few camp kids. I didn't bother with the goalie mask. Lacey accidentally shot high. The puck slammed right into my nose."
"Ouch!" she giggled, pulling her hand out of mine so she could reach up and run her fingers along my nose. "Did she break it?"
"No. It just hurt. A lot." I explained.
"And how was sex in the lake?" Lauren followed up with.
"Fine, I guess." I shrugged. "It's generally not a good idea. It washes away a woman's natural lubrication, and the water isn't nearly as good. We ended up stopping because it made Lacey uncomfortable."
"Gotcha." she nodded. "My turn! I was engaged before I moved out here. I don't like popcorn. I've never been eaten out."
"Wow, two of those are shocking to me, but at least one has to be true." I said as I tried to figure things out. "There's no way you've been engaged if you haven't been eaten out. So, the first is a lie."
"No. The second is." Lauren admitted in a quiet voice. "I do like popcorn."
"You were engaged?!" I exclaimed, eyes wide.
"Yeah, his name was Jonathan." she sighed, looking up at me sadly. "Always Jonathan, never John. God forbid someone call him Johnny. He'd flip the fuck out."
"Sounds like a fun guy at parties." I commented.
"No, not at all." Lauren shook her head, ignoring my sarcasm. "He's ten years older than I am. I met him after I moved into my own place. He lived a few floors above, and I was kind of well-known in the area. He considered me successful for having my own place at eighteen, so he asked me out.
"I had never dated anyone before, never even been kissed. So, he was my first. And my only. He was very straight-laced and proper. Strictly missionary, nothing fun or adventurous. So, yeah, he never ate me out. He was happy to have me suck his dick, though.
"Anyway, I moved in with him eventually. He brought me to work functions because he liked having me on his arm. Other than that, I was just a trophy wife. He'd come home late after work, roll me onto my back, fuck me, then roll over and fall asleep.
"He didn't have sex with me, he masturbated with my body. I suppose it's weird; the girl wanting more kinky sex, but that's what it was. I was already living with him, so I agreed when he proposed. Deep down, I knew I shouldn't have said yes, I wasn't even excited about being engaged. The final straw was when he got a promotion and wanted me to quit my job. I finally accepted that he didn't care one bit about me. He wanted a trophy wife.
"That's how I ended up here. I got a hotel room when I left him, since I couldn't stay one more night in that place. All our friends sided with him, calling me a heartless bitch. So, I had no one. My family and I were still estranged, my friends sided with my ex-fiance. I decided it was finally time to pursue my dream and move to the country. Moosehead Lake is still in New England, but it's nice and far from Boston."
"Thank you for sharing that with me." I told her. "I know how private you are."
"You shared with me. And we're friends, you deserved to know." she explained, surprising me by closing the distance between us and laying her head on my shoulder.
"It's hard to imagine you letting a guy treat you that way." I admitted as I wrapped an arm around her shoulder and held her close.
"Yeah, well, I had never had a boyfriend or anything." Lauren sniffled. "I never got to joke with him. He would not have found it funny to be called a twatwaffle. He never hit me or cheated on me or anything like that. He was just cold and distant. I joked around with my female friends, laughed with colleagues. That was when I got to be myself."
"What did Jonathan do for work?" I wondered.
"He was an investment banker." she told me. "Made a ton of money doing it, too."
"I can't believe he tried to make you leave your career." I said.
I was still insanely curious exactly how Lauren got so much money at fifteen, especially since most writers didn't make a lot. I knew better than to ask. It wasn't the time. Maybe she won some big writing contest? I was guessing she wrote a lot of articles or something like that, but I realized I didn't actually know. Managing that without a degree was impressive.
"He wanted a trophy wife." Lauren said again before lifting her head to look up at me.
"So, Jonathan had a girl who can do a full split and put her feet behind her ears?" I stated the facts. "He didn't take advantage of that? The man's an idiot."
"Thanks." she replied in a deadpan voice. "Your turn?"
"You're beating me three to one, I think I have to surrender." I admitted.
"Fine, I suppose we've learned enough about each other." she said, reaching out to grab her wine cooler and drain the rest of it. "What now?"
"I owe you a tour of Abbott Trails." I answered. "Right now? How about a movie?"
"Okay." Lauren nodded. "I'm thirsty."
"How about some water?" I offered. "I think we've both had enough to drink."
"Water sounds nice." she mumbled.
I left Lauren on the couch as I went into her kitchen for water. Fortunately, she kept bottles in the refrigerator, so I snagged two of them. When I returned to the couch, I saw Lauren sitting up and browsing horror movies on a popular streaming service.
"Your water." I said, handing her the open bottle.
"Thanks." Lauren replied, grabbing the bottle and taking a sip before gesturing to the screen. "How about this one? It looks good."
"Sure, that works." I nodded as I sat down beside her and sipped my water.
Lauren snuggled up beside me as she started the movie. I still could not believe how physical she was being with me. I loved every second of it, and happily put my arm around her. For such a private person, she was really opening up. I hoped she knew how much I appreciated it. Reminding myself not to get too close to her was getting harder and harder.
The horror movie was pretty straightforward. It was a standard slasher film with a lot of bloody deaths. There did not seem to be a supernatural element to it, and the killer was very human. He constantly avoided danger while always managing to gain the upper hand on his victims. At least until the end.
"I thought the point of this movie was that he wanted to kill that family? Why does he keep ignoring them?" she wondered.
"I don't know." I frowned in confusion. "They keep trying to take him down, but he just knocks them out of the way while trying to get to the girlfriend."
"He was stalking the family for weeks, why is he suddenly interested in the girl their son just started dating?" Lauren asked. "Oh, shit! Now he's getting shot! I thought he was just some guy, how's he getting up from that? Getting hit with the hammer made sense, I could see standing after that, but bullets?"
"Maybe he's wearing a bulletproof vest?" I offered, my fingers lightly caressing her bare shoulder. "It would also explain why the hammer to the back barely winded him?"
"A bulletproof vest would let you survive getting shot, but it should hurt. It's still a fucking bullet!" she reasoned.
Lauren seemed to be more energetic now that she was sobering up. The water definitely helped. We watched the end of the movie where the killer was finally dismembered in a satisfyingly gruesome way. Getting tossed into a wood chipper seemed very final to me!
"What did you think?" I asked when the credits started playing.
"It was alright, I guess." Lauren shrugged. "I liked that they didn't seem to try to leave things open for a sequel."
"I'm sure they'd find a way if they managed to get the funding for a part two." I laughed.
"The dude got spit out of a wood chipper in the form of little chunks of flesh!" she countered. "How the fuck would they bring him back?"
"Time machine. Clone. Long lost son. Evil twin." I listed quickly.
"Gross." she crinkled her nose. "Such lazy writing."
"I can see why a professional writer would be offended." I nodded my head.
Reaching out, Lauren grabbed the remote off the coffee table and put on some music. She then snuggled up beside me, her arm around my waist as we listened to music. I held her close, and soon I started to wonder if she had fallen asleep.
"Tim?" she asked, lifting her head slowly so she could look at me with her pretty blue eyes.
"Yes?" I followed up with.
"Thank you for telling me about Lacey." Lauren smiled softly.
"You're welcome." I nodded. "Thank you for telling me about your past. I really appreciate it."
"There's still stuff you don't know." she admitted in a soft voice.
"That's okay, you don't have to tell me." I assured her. "You don't know about the accident, I don't know how many prisoners you have in the basement, it works."
Lauren giggled cutely as she sat up and looked at me, one hand resting on my chest. We gazed into each others eyes as I placed my hand on top of hers, squeezing it slightly. She was so beautiful, and I felt such a strong connection with this amazing woman.
Our first kiss was like something out of a movie. It was soft and tender. It was loving. We didn't use tongue, we just softly kissed, enjoying the feel of each others lips. Lauren's lips were incredibly soft, and I felt her move closer to me as she cooed happily.
I don't know if we kissed for a minute or an hour, but we eventually reached a tipping point. Lauren growled softly as she pushed her tongue into my mouth, escalating our kiss. We made out intensely as I buried a hand into her long, blonde hair.
The next thing I knew, Lauren was sitting in my lap, her knees on either side of me as her sundress rode up her thighs. Grabbing the back of my head, she sucked on my tongue as she started grinding in my lap. I could feel her crotch against my bulge, causing me to fully harden.
I was hesitant to touch her, but the way she was grinding in my lap and moaning convinced me to take the risk. Reaching back with my right hand, I grabbed a handful of her tight ass. Holy fuck, her butt cheek was incredibly firm and felt amazing in my hand.
Lauren continued to moan and pant as she ground her pantie-covered pussy down against my hardness. I couldn't resist. My left hand slid up her body, allowing me to finally get a feel of the most amazing set of tits I had ever encountered. They were so big; they were firm yet soft, and I had no doubt they were completely real.
Feeling me grope her seemed to set something off inside of Lauren. She undulated in my lap for several seconds before finally tensing up. The gorgeous blonde bombshell squeaked into my mouth as I felt her shudder. She was cumming. Hard. I held her ass and her breast while she moaned against my lips, her blonde hair tickling my cheeks.
I felt like an inexperienced teenager again. Not just because of the make out session, but also because Lauren's orgasm triggered my own. Just her grinding on me was enough to cause me to fill my shorts with semen. Lauren hummed happily against my lips as she felt my cock pulsing beneath her.
Breaking our kiss, Lauren backed away slightly while staying in my lap. She pushed her sweaty hair back from her eyes as she panted for breath. We both looked at each other, surprised at how quickly and how far we had pushed things.
"Fuck. That. Was." Lauren gasped, breathing heavily.
"You." I couldn't get enough air to talk. "You got that right."
She leaned in and pressed her forehead against mine. We smiled at each other as I gently stroked her back. I loved the feel of her in my lap. Lauren was still straddling me, and even though we were fully clothed, this was an incredibly intimate moment.
"That never happened before." she admitted, blushing softly.
"What?" I asked stupidly.
"I've never cum with a guy before." Lauren explained, still panting heavily. "Jonathan never cared about my pleasure. He used me until he was done. Even the way you touched my breast. It was like you were caressing me. He roughly groped me."
"His loss." I stated firmly. "He had the most amazing woman in the world, and he lost her. He's a fucking idiot."
"You're sweet, Tim." she grinned.
"Uh. We're still friends, right?" I wondered nervously.
Lauren kissed me. It was a light, sweet kiss. Then she pecked me three times in quick succession, stopping before things got too heated again. Something about her drove me mad. It was fucking horrible timing. I'd be gone soon, we couldn't be together.
"Yeah. Really good friends." Lauren confirmed. "Friends who keep their clothes on."
"Probably a good idea." I agreed.
Lauren slowly got out of my lap and smoothed out her sundress. I struggled to stand up as I felt my drying semen in my boxer briefs. She giggled at my predicament. I gave her an annoyed look and she just shrugged while making an innocent expression.
"Sorry I'm sexy?" she offered.
"Gee, thanks." I rolled my eyes.
"Do you wanna clean up in the bathroom?" Lauren asked.
"Maybe I should get going? It's kind of late." I mumbled.
"Yeah. Yeah, you're right." she nodded, looking slightly reluctant. "Maybe we shouldn't have done that?"
"I don't know." I stated honestly. "I liked it. I really liked it."
"So did I." Lauren admitted. "Um, how about we just stick with our earlier agreement? We're friends and neighbors?"
"I think that's for the best." I nodded.
My friend and neighbor walked me to the front door. She looked like she wanted to kiss me, but settled for a quick hug. The quick hug lasted at least thirty seconds longer than it probably should have, but I finally made my exit and started the walk back to my cabin.
I was completely lost in thought as I tried to figure out my feelings. There was obvious chemistry between Lauren and I, but things just couldn't work out. I couldn't stay here; it wasn't good for my mental health. Maybe I could stay in touch with her. She'd make a good long distance friend for me, wherever I ended up.
My rumination had me so distracted that I didn't notice anything odd until I reached my back door. Then I heard what sounded like someone staggering around. My recycling bin was knocked over, proving that someone was nearby. Or I was about to be eaten by a bear.
"Hello?" I called out as I started walking in the direction of the path that led to camp.
To my absolute shock, I found Michelle Larkin staggering around in my backyard. She was wearing jean shorts and a t-shirt, likely having changed after orientation. The gray shirt was soaked, allowing it to cling to her average-sized breasts. Her glasses were askew, and she reeked of alcohol.
"Michelle?" I asked, trying to get her attention. "Michelle, are you okay?"
"I'm not okay, I'm a stupid loser!" Michelle announced as she stumbled forward, seeming barely coherent.
"How much have you had to drink?" I wondered as the redhead fell into my arms.
"All of it." she hiccuped before letting out a full belch.
"I know you counselors drink, but I only look the other way if you're responsible about it." I stated. "This is not responsible, Chelle."
"Had to..." Michelle mumbled incoherently. "Had to prove my womanhood. Saw them together... had to..."
"Okay, I'm gonna get you inside." I declared, realizing just how drunk she was. There was no point in lecturing her tonight.
"I don't feel so good." she announced.
Less than thirty seconds later I was holding Michelle's hair back as she violently vomited all over the ground. The poor girl was dry heaving as her stomach expelled its entire contents. I rubbed her back as she shook, tears running down her cheeks.
"Just let it all out." I whispered encouragingly.
When she was done throwing up, I led Michelle inside and got her some water while she struggled to stay standing. I handed her the open bottle and she chugged over half of it in one sip. Then she handed me back the bottle and looked at me with watery eyes.



"I don't feel good." Michelle repeated.
"How about we get you to the bathroom to wash your face?" I offered.
"M'kay." she agreed.
Michelle nodded so I led her to the bathroom. She took off her glasses and stood over the sink to wash her face. Then she walked over to the toilet. I thought she had to throw up again, but she shocked me by unbuttoning her jean shorts and pushing them to her feet with her panties.
"I'll give you some privacy." I said as Michelle sat on the toilet and started peeing.
Brady came to investigate as I led Michelle up the stairs to the bedrooms. I wasn't thinking, and brought Michelle into my room so that I could get clean underwear. There was still dry semen in my boxer briefs, after all. However, Michelle immediately fell onto my bed and passed out while the Labrador tried to figure out what was going on.
"Sure, you can sleep in my bed tonight." I chuckled lightly.
I removed Michelle's glasses and set them on my bedside table along with her phone, which had been in her pocket. I took off her sandals and set them on the floor. I didn't want her to sleep in jeans, so I removed her jean shorts, being very careful not to touch her. Then I bundled her up under the covers so she could get some rest. I kissed her forehead before grabbing clean underwear and some lounge pants out of my dresser.
After cleaning up and changing in the bathroom, I tossed my dirty clothes in the hamper. I didn't want to sleep in the bedroom Lacey and I had shared, so I settled on Sophia's old room. Brady got in bed with me as I slipped under the covers wearing only boxer briefs and lounge pants. I was quickly out cold.
~Saturday, June 14th~
I was momentarily confused when I shut off my phone alarm, unsure of why I was in Sophia's room. Then I remembered the events of last night. Making out with Lauren, finding Michelle drunk and letting her sleep in my bed. Right, Michelle. I had to make sure she was okay.
Brady followed me as I went to the master bedroom and peeked inside. Michelle was laying on her side, and she appeared to be fast asleep. She was facing away from the door, so it was possible she was just laying in bed. Either way, I backed out and headed downstairs.
I gave Brady his breakfast before pouring two glasses of juice. Returning to the master bedroom, I set one glass down on the bedside table for Michelle to have when she woke up. Back in Sophia's old room, I sat in bed and sipped my juice while texting Lauren.
Tim: Good morning! I hope you slept well. Sadly, Brady and I have to miss our morning run.
Lauren: I always sleep well after a good orgasm. ;) Oh, no! Why???
Tim: I found a drunk counselor on my way home last night. She's sleeping it off in my room.
Lauren: You sure you're not just ditching me after finally getting a feel of the girls? :P
Tim: Nah, I'm waiting until after I get you naked to disappear.
Lauren: Of course, what was I thinking?
Tim: Clearly you weren't!
Lauren: You couldn't handle seeing me naked. You'd cum in your pants immediately!
Tim: Someone's confident!
Lauren: I know I'm hot and I know how to use it! ;)
Tim: Maybe this whole writing thing is an elaborate ruse and you really do sell nudes.
Lauren: I sell nudes and I keep guys chained up in my basement. I'm a catch! :)
Tim: I should be thankful I got out of your place alive!
Lauren: You're the first!
Tim: I believe it! Okay, I'm gonna go shower. Sorry about missing the run.
Lauren: All good! Hope the drunk girl isn't too hungover!
Setting down my phone, I finished my juice before heading back downstairs. I quickly cleaned up the Michelle vomit before going to the upstairs bathroom. I figured I'd check on Michelle after my shower, so I peed and washed my hands before stripping down.
Turning on the hot water, I stepped into the shower stall and sighed when the water hit my skin. I washed my hair, face and body. Once I was clean, I stayed in the shower for a few minutes, allowing me to enjoy the feel of a nice, hot shower.
I felt the air change in the room as the door to the bathroom opened. There was only one other person in the house, so it had to be Michelle. I assumed she was going to get sick and needed the toilet. I strained to hear what she was mumbling over the water when she stopped in front of the shower curtain.
"...can do this. Brave. Bold. You can..." Michelle whispered so quietly I could barely hear.
The shower curtain was suddenly pulled back and a very naked Michelle stepped into the shower, her eyes on her bare feet. At just over five feet tall, Michelle was very cute. She had average-sized breasts that were perfectly formed and capped by pink nipples. I noticed she wasn't shaved bare, instead having a small bush of fiery red pubic hair. Her stomach was flat, and her entire body was covered in a light smattering of freckles. Michelle's frizzy auburn hair was quickly getting wet, and she took a deep breath before looking up at me, her lack of glasses giving me a nice view of her pretty hazel eyes.
"Michelle! What the fuck are you doing?!" I exclaimed as I covered my crotch with my hands while pointedly looking away from her nudity.
"L-look at me." Michelle stammered weakly before taking a breath to gather her strength. "Tim. Look at me."
I slowly turned my head to meet Michelle's eyes. The shy girl had a determined look on her face, and she kept her arms at her sides so I could see her entire body. Her face was pink, and while most of the water was hitting me, there was still some landing on Michelle, and I could see rivulets running down her body. I placed my own hands at my sides so she could see my flaccid penis.
"What's going on, Chelle?" I asked gently, making sure to give her plenty of space.
"I'm sick of being the shy girl no one notices!" Michelle suddenly shouted, her hands balled into fists. "I'm tired of being afraid! I'm tired of being overlooked and ignored. I'm tired of being thought of as the prude!"
"I'm guessing this is about what happened last night that led you to turning up drunk in my backyard?" I inquired carefully.
"Yes." she grunted in annoyance.
"So, you thought you'd ambush me in the shower?" I followed up with.
"I. I've never seen one. I mean, in real life. Obviously the internet exists." Michelle was blushing. She was the one who got in the shower with me, and she was blushing. "Can I?"
"I, ah, I guess? It's right here." I replied as I uncomfortably gestured toward my crotch.
Michelle's eyes were locked on my manhood. As beautiful as Michelle was, I wasn't hard. The situation was making me a little uncomfortable. She shuffled closer until she was inches away from me. The redhead was breathing heavily, and she seemed to be torn between wanting to escalate things and wanting to flee as fast as she could.
"Michelle." I stated firmly while reaching out and lifting her chin to force her to look at me. "You're gorgeous, but what are you doing?"
"You really think I'm pretty?" she asked in a small voice, her hazel eyes wide.
"You are fucking beautiful. You have an amazing body and an even more amazing personality." I told her. "Any guy would be lucky to be your boyfriend."
"I've never even kissed a guy." Michelle admitted with a blush.
"And now you're standing naked in the shower with one." I chuckled, still holding her chin as water cascaded around us.
"Will you kiss me?" she wondered.
I wasn't sure it was a good idea, but I didn't want to reject her and hurt her feelings. Rather than overthink things, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against Michelle's. She let out a surprised gasp before moaning softly and kissing me back. She had good instincts, and her lips were incredibly soft.
"There." I announced, breaking the kiss and releasing her chin. "How was that?"
"I really liked it." Michelle smiled, her face almost as red as her hair.
"I liked it, too." I replied sincerely. "You have very soft lips."
"Thank you." she whispered, looking at me in awe. "Tim?"
"Yes, Chelle?" I asked kindly.
"C-can I touch it? Please?" Michelle swallowed weakly, looking terrified.
"If that's what you want, it's okay with me." I confirmed.
Michelle looked down and stared at my exposed manhood for a good thirty seconds. When she finally reached out, I almost laughed as she actually poked my penis with her finger first. It was like she was afraid it was going to jump and attack or something.
I bit my lower lip to keep from laughing when she used her open palm to bat my cock, making it flop back and forth. Finally, Michelle worked up the courage to wrap her hand around the shaft and lightly stroke me. Despite being uncomfortable, there was a naked girl holding my penis; I started getting hard.
"What's happening?" she cried out as she released my dick and raised both her hands above her head while taking a step back. "Did I make it mad?!"
"No!" I said, failing to hold my laughter in any longer. "You said you've seen one on the internet and you know what an erection is!"
"I did that? I made you hard?!" Michelle gasped as she looked down at her hands. She seemed shocked that she could actually give a guy an erection.
"Michelle, you're sexy." I stated firmly. "You are incredibly sexy, and you touching me like that can definitely get me hard."
"Whoa." she mumbled as she looked back up at me. "W-would you touch me?"
"Do you want me to?" I asked seriously.
"Yes." Michelle nodded rapidly.
Reaching out with my right hand, I lightly caressed Michelle's breast, making her gasp. I lifted the beautiful mound, feeling its weight in my hand as my thumb ran along her skin. She moaned softly when I ran my fingertip over her hard, pink nipple.
I was fully hard, and Michelle was soon jacking me off again. While continuing to palm her breast, my left hand acted on its own, reaching between Michelle's legs. She instinctively spread her legs, gasping loudly when I ran my fingers along her labia.
Michelle was absolutely soaked, and she gripped my cock tightly when I started rubbing her clit. The shy redhead tried to jack me off, but the combination of my hand on her boob and my fingers between her legs was too much. It took me less than a minute to make Michelle cum.
It was immediately apparent that Michelle had the cutest orgasm face. Her mouth was hanging open as her lower jaw clenched. Michelle's entire body shuddered while she pulled her upper lip back and made the cutest grunting and gasping noises.
"How was that?" I wondered as I removed my hand from between her legs.
"Good." she whispered coyly, looking up at me with bright eyes. "H-how do I make you feel good?"
"Keep stroking me like you were before." I instructed. "Is it okay if I keep touching you?"
Michelle nodded and I played with her boobs while she gave me a handjob. She asked for tips, and I started explaining how the underside was really sensitive, how I liked to be touched, and the best way to stroke me. I also brought up my balls, and Michelle was more than happy to get closer to me so she could use her other hand to massage my sack.
"It's so big and hard." Michelle commented for the tenth time while staring at my package in awe. "I can feel it throbbing."
"I'm close, keep going!" I gasped, rolling Michelle's nipple between my fingers as she stroked me.
I could tell Michelle was nervous, but lust won out, allowing her to continue jacking me off while her fingernails lightly scratched my balls. She and I were both breathing heavily, and it looked like Michelle might cum with me, despite no one touching her pussy. My hand gripped her breast as I shuddered and moaned.
The first spurt of semen landed horizontally across Michelle's stomach. She squealed and jumped, causing the warm, white liquid to run down toward her belly button. Fortunately, she managed to keep stroking me as the next few ropes hit her stomach and upper thighs. There were even several splotches of semen in her red pubic hair.
While cleaning up, I noticed Michelle scoop some cum up with her fingers and look curiously at the sticky fluid before letting the shower wash it away. She turned around, and I got my first look at her backside; Michelle had the cutest little ass, and I loved the freckle in the center of her left butt cheek.
The quiet redhead was soon sitting at my kitchen table while I made breakfast. We were both wearing robes, and it was fortunate I had one that would fit Michelle. Brady was vying for her attention as I went all out and made us each an omelet.
"Thank you." she mumbled when I set a plate down in front of her before taking a seat across from her at the kitchen table.
"Are you ready to talk about what happened last night?" I asked gently.
"I guess." Michelle shrugged before taking a bite of her omelet. She spoke again after swallowing the food. "It was the usual party the counselors have, and I had never had a drink before."
"Why did you drink so much?" I followed up with. "You mentioned something about your womanhood, whatever that means."
"I don't remember saying that." she winced before continuing. "Brooke and Brian had drank a bit, and they were making out. Nikki caught me watching, and she made a joke about a threesome. It made me uncomfortable. Robin spoke up and said not to frighten the prude."
"That was really mean." I frowned, feeling anger bubbling inside me.
"Robin didn't mean anything by it, she was drunk." Michelle shrugged, taking a sip of her drink. "I guess I just started drinking and dancing with them. Brooke and Brian left to hook up, and I was jealous, so I just wandered around, drinking more. Next thing I remember is waking up in your bed."
"What made you decide to get in the shower with me?" I inquired.
"A few reasons." she answered slowly. "I was sick of being called a prude, and I had to admit it was kind of true. I get horny and masturbate, but I had never done anything with a guy. I always thought you were really cute, and I trusted you to respect me. And, um, it didn't hurt that Nikki said you were 'pantie-dropping hot' last night."
"Well, I'm flattered." I smirked and popped my food-laden fork in my mouth.
"I liked being in there with you." Michelle admitted with a blush. "I liked the way you looked at my body, and I liked your, you know, your thing."
"Maybe try using a different term for it?" I suggested. "If you're mature enough to be sexually active, you're mature enough to talk about it."
"Right, right. You're right!" she nodded rapidly. "I liked your, ah, your dick. I liked your dick."
"I liked your boobs." I replied with a grin. "You have a fantastic body, and you're a great kisser."
"Thank you." Michelle smiled as she looked down at her plate. "C-could you teach me more?"
"What do you mean?" I inquired, looking at her in confusion.
"I trust you, I feel safe with you. I'm attracted to you." she quickly listed before answering the question. "Can you teach me things? I wanna make you squirt again. I've, um, I've always wanted to suck one. I wanna have sex."
"I don't know if that's a good idea, Chelle." I replied, looking directly into her eyes.
"Teach me. Please. I trust you." Michelle said, looking desperate. "I've fantasized about you while jilling off, so I know I'm attracted to you. I don't need a boyfriend right now. College is coming up. But, I can't go to college being the same scared girl I've always been. Please?"
"You had an emotional night." I began carefully. "I'm not saying no, but I'm not saying yes right now. Why don't you take a few days to think things over? Ask me again after, if you still want to."
"I'll want to!" she almost stumbled over her words in her rush to get them out.
"After." I stated firmly.
"Okay." she sighed, looking disappointed.
Michelle and I ate our breakfast in relative silence. She looked deep in thought, but she did take the time to pay attention to Brady. I also appreciated it when the redhead complimented me on my cooking. I was no chef, but I knew my way around the kitchen.
My life was getting very complicated. First, I had sex with Riley. At least she knew it was a summer camp only thing. Lauren and I had incredible chemistry, and we made out while dry humping. I supposed I was the most worried about her. Michelle confirmed that she didn't want a boyfriend, while Lauren and I did not act like the friends we insisted we were. It felt nice to be wanted, but I was worried things would get messy. Especially when I was leaving soon.
"How are you feeling?" I asked Michelle when we finished breakfast. "Hungover?"
"No." she shook her head. "Physically, I feel fine."
"Good! You have work today." I pointed out as I got to my feet. "Don't worry about cleaning up, I'll take care of it."
"Thank you." Michelle replied. "I do need to get back to the girls' cabin."
"Will they give you any grief about being out all night?" I wondered.
"I have no idea." she answered. "I've never been out all night. I can honestly say I didn't have sex. I'll probably just tell the truth; I got drunk, you found me and let me sleep it off in your cabin."
"That makes sense." I nodded as I gathered up the dirty dishes.
"Besides, Brooke probably won't be the only girl to show up half-dressed in the morning." Michelle sighed. "The girls will be too busy grilling them for details to worry about boring, prudish Michelle."
"Hey!" I exclaimed. "You are not boring! You are a lovely young lady, and I had a great time with you."
"Thanks." she sighed again. "I'm gonna get dressed."
I watched as the sad redhead left the kitchen to put her clothes on from last night. The dishes were clean by the time Michelle returned fully dressed. I wanted her to know she was desirable, so I hugged her and pecked her lips before saying goodbye.
Brady and I spent the rest of the morning together. I read a few chapters of Halcyon Nights while ruminating on my situation. I still missed Lacey, but I acknowledged that I really didn't want to be single for the rest of my life. Once I had settled in to my new life, I would have to truly move on. Lacey would want that for me.
The summer camp counselors all met up at noon for final preparations. There wasn't much to go over, so there were a lot of casual conversations going on. I saw Riley and Nikki both checking me out. Michelle avoided my gaze. I ended up talking with Kenny about a video game we both liked. I wasn't much into video games and I was an outdoor type, but what guy didn't want to save the world from a zombie apocalypse?
At 3:00PM the buses arrived and all hell broke loose. Teenagers were everywhere, and they wasted no times testing their limits with the counselors. It was tough for the new counselors since they were only eighteen, barely any older than the oldest campers. The summer camp was for ages thirteen to seventeen, and some of them had trouble recognizing the authority of someone they considered their own age.
Step one was to get everyone's luggage into the cabins and assign beds. Michelle had a bit of trouble with a couple of fifteen year old girls who got in an argument over sleeping arrangements. Stacey and I both stayed out of it, giving Michelle the opportunity to deal with a difficult situation. The quiet redhead finally had enough of their shit and put her foot down. I was quite proud.
There were two sections of cabins, one for girls and one for boys. The counselor cabins were nearby, so help would be around if the kids had any issues. Each cabin had a local animal for a name, with the girls and boys each getting the same animals. There was a Boys, Moose cabin, and a Girls' Moose cabin. With teamwork, we got everyone's luggage inside, and everybody knew which bed was theirs.
Next up on the agenda was the mandatory overview of rules and procedures. Just like every year, I saw several vacant stares, others were fidgeting, and I was pretty sure one boy was fast asleep. At least most of them pretended to pay attention.



The traditional welcome dinner was a barbecue, and the seats were packed. I filled my plate and started hunting around for a place to sit. I was impressed when I noticed Michelle managed to get a table in the corner to herself so I headed over to join her.
"How did things go this morning?" I asked the redhead.
"Fine, I guess." Michelle mumbled as she adjusted her glasses.
"No one gave you any trouble?" I followed up with.
"Nope." she confirmed, shaking her head. "I told them I drank too much and got lost. You found me and let me sleep it off. Nikki said she wouldn't believe nothing happened if it were any other people. I'm a prude and you're some sort of monk."
"I am definitely not a monk." I snorted. "And you are not a prude."
"Yes, I am." Michelle sighed. "I haven't changed my mind about you making me a woman."
"Sex isn't what makes you an adult, Chelle." I insisted.
"It isn't just about that." she rolled her eyes. "I want to be confident. I don't want to be a scared, little girl. That's why I applied to be a counselor, to grow up! And I believe having sex is part of that. Not only that, I'm horny. I'm horny, okay? I want you to bend me over and fuck me 'till I scream!"
"Keep your voice down!" I hissed, looking around to make sure no one heard.
"Fine, whatever." Michelle replied. "I'll give you the time you asked for, but I'm not changing my mind."
Michelle let me change the subject, and we started talking about books. The cute redhead pointed out that I needed to hurry up and finish Halcyon Nights so we can talk about the huge cliffhanger at the end. I agreed while quickly reminding her not to spoil anything.
After dinner, the counselors would show the campers around the grounds. I left them to it and returned to my cabin. Brady was thrilled to see me; he was even more pleased that I wanted to play outside with him. I didn't let him go in the water, but I threw some toys in the yard for him to chase.
Brady and I relaxed in the enclosed porch while I replied to an earlier text from Lauren to confirm that the drunk counselor was doing fine. Lauren and I flirted a bit via text message, and I was only called a twatwaffle and an assmunch. Fuck, she was adorable. Riley also texted me at one point.
Riley: Did you nail the resident virgin last night?
Tim: Excuse me?
Riley: Don't play dumb! Michelle admitted she spent the night with you!
Tim: I found her wandering around my backyard, completely plastered. I let her sleep it off.
Riley: That's what she told us.
Tim: Maybe if you girls were nicer to her she wouldn't have gotten so drunk.
Riley: Fine, I was a little bitchy after I had a few. I'll apologize.
Tim: Thank you.
Riley: You really didn't pop that cherry?
Tim: Would that make you jealous?
Riley: No. I'm your friend. I may love your cock, but we aren't a couple.
Tim: Since we aren't a couple, it's none of your business.
Riley: Well played.
Tim: You wouldn't like it if I went around telling people about what I do with you, would you?
Riley: I suppose not.
Tim: So, please respect Michelle's privacy. She told you nothing happened. Let it go.
Riley: Fine, but you'd better find time this week to fuck my brains out!
Tim: It would be my pleasure. ;)
That night I lay in bed staring at the ceiling. The first summer session had officially started. The countdown to my leaving this place had began as well. I was leaving the only home I had ever known. It was terrifying, but it was necessary. Brady was asleep long before I finally drifted off.
~Friday, June 20th~
The week had been exhausting, but fun. It looked like we had a good group of kids who were here for a good time and were mostly willing to follow instructions. Other than a fight between two thirteen year old boys over some game there were no real issues.
I took all of Sunday off. The day started with my usual run with Lauren, who found it hilarious that I had to let drunk camp counselors kick me out of my own bed. After the run, I made a trip to the store before coming home to relax with Brady and enjoy the day.
I finished Halcyon Nights, and I agreed with everyone I had talked to; there was a huge cliffhanger! I could not wait to get my hands on the third book, Halcyon Dust. Sadly, I had a year to wait, so I chose to discuss the book with Michelle. I mentioned the cliffhanger to Lauren as well, and she teased me about being a big baby who couldn't wait for satisfaction.
Austin had Sunday off as well, so we spent the evening at my place watching sports and drinking beer. I still hadn't told him I was leaving, I just couldn't do it. Part of me felt like I was betraying not just my family, but all of my loyal employees as well.
It rained on Tuesday, with showers on and off again all day. There was no lightning, so we were able to continue with most of the planned activities. Michelle was getting slightly more comfortable talking in front of the kids, but still couldn't really raise her voice and exert her authority.
Nikki continued flirting with me, and was very put out when I made a point of mentioning that she needed to treat Michelle better. She reluctantly agreed, and I did find out later that Riley apologized to Michelle. Nikki continued to mostly ignore the shy redhead. I wasn't too worried, since they were all responsible, even if a little bratty on occasion.
Riley was off Wednesday night, and she invited herself to spend the night with me. That was a wild night. I fucked her three times, and in at least a dozen positions. She was light enough for me to hold her by the ass and bounce her up and down on my cock while standing up. The strawberry blonde kept her limbs wrapped tightly around me as she moaned and panted.
I fucked her in doggystyle and in missionary. I ate her out until she was nothing more than a drooling mess. I put Riley's legs over my shoulders and held onto her tits while pumping her little pussy. The only thing I didn't do was cum inside her. I gave her a titty-fuck and covered her tits and face, I came all over her ass and back, and a final load went in her mouth.
I knew she really wanted me to cum inside her. Riley didn't care before, but my constant refusal made her feel like I didn't fully trust her. We were having sex, but it was our friendship that meant the most to both of us. Me acting like I didn't trust my friend bothered her to no end.
Fortunately, she was still content to fall asleep naked in my arms. Riley even woke me up with a blowjob on Thursday morning. Lacey used to do that. Lacey used to wake me up in the middle of the night because she wanted dick. I came in Riley's mouth again, thinking of Lacey.
"Morning, neighbor!" Lauren chirped when we met in our usual spot on Friday morning.
"Morning! Happy Friday!" I replied while Brady wagged his tail and looked back and forth between us.
"Happy Friday!" Lauren giggled, looking sexy in her usual running attire. "You ready for the Abbott Trails Summer Olympics?"
"No better way to celebrate the official first day of summer." I smirked.
"I'll be laying in my backyard in my bikini getting some sun." she countered. "I'll probably finish my romance novel, too. But sure, chasing around a bunch of kids sounds better."
"Hey! It can be a lot of fun. I used to love this event!" I exclaimed.
"But not anymore?" Lauren wondered.
"Well, yeah, since, you know..." I stammered, feeling my sadness returning.
"Right. Shit. Sorry." she stammered before closing the distance between us and hugging me tightly. "Wanna go back to talking about me in a bikini?"
"It might be surprising for a straight guy to say this, but a hot girl in a bikini can't fix everything." I laughed as I rubbed her back. "But, thanks for the offer."
"All I got from that is you think I'm hot." Lauren smirked at me when she took a step back.
"Eh." I shrugged. "Lose the tail and you might be considered average."
"If this is how you talk to the ladies I don't understand how you ever get any tail." she quipped.
"Oh, clever." I rolled my eyes. "Maybe your personality is just too much of a turn off."
"My personality is my best feature!" Lauren countered. "Along with my cheekbones."
"You didn't mention the boobs? Interesting." I responded.
"Just because my tits keep you up at night doesn't mean they're all I think about." she stuck out her tongue at me. "We'd be here all day if I listed off everything great about me. If you insist, though; I have great legs and a nice ass, too. Oh! Let's not forget my eyes!"
"You're definitely a blonde giant, but I am not seeing the jolly part yet." I said.
"Using a girl's childhood nickname against her? Low blow!" Lauren laughed. "You owe me an extra good tour of Abbott Trails."
"Does tomorrow or Sunday work for you?" I asked.
"What about the kids?" she frowned in confusion. "I was expecting to have to wait for an off week."
"Perks of being the owner; I don't have to work weekends if I don't feel like it." I answered.
"That's the opposite of being the owner!" she exclaimed. "If something goes wrong, you have to drop everything and deal with it."
"Sure, but things are going smoothly right now." I argued. "I'd be happy to show you around this weekend."
"Tomorrow, then?" Lauren suggested, looking at me with sudden shyness. "I'll go back to my place to shower and change after our run?"
"That's fine." I nodded.
Lauren and I started our run with Brady happily accompanying us. The run was mostly the same as every other morning, although we did run into a couple people riding horses. They weren't camp horses, but rather horses owned by the neighbors a few miles down the road.
My beautiful neighbor lit up when she saw the horses, but I was more focused on Brady. I was remembering the first time he saw a horse. Puppy Brady was fascinated by the horse's tail, and he had actually jumped up and tried to grab the flicking tail. The Labrador was lucky it was a very friendly horse.
Brady didn't try and play with the horses, allowing Lauren and I to wave at the riders before continuing our run. Once we were back at the intersection, Lauren drew me into a hug and kissed my cheek. This had become our usual routine, and I was quite pleased. I was also worried, but I tried to ignore that feeling.
"Welcome to the Abbott Trails Summer Olympics!" I announced to cheers.
I was standing in front of the assembled campers while the counselors were beside me. We held the Summer Olympics for every summer session, but my favorite was always the one on the first day of summer. It was great when things just lined up perfectly. This was going to be my last summer here, and I was determined to make a few good memories.
The kids all listened as I explained how things would work. There would be five teams of twelve campers. Each cabin slept six kids, allowing us to easily construct the teams. The Bear Team was made up of the six boys from the Boys' Bear Cabin and the six girls from the Girls' Bear Cabin. The five teams were the Bear Team, the Moose Team, the Rabbit Team, the Deer Team, and the Eagle team.
Scoring was quite simple. Each event would have a team that won gold, silver, and bronze. A gold win earned a team three hundred points, a silver was worth two hundred points, and a bronze was worth one hundred points. The teams at the end with the highest scores won the final gold, silver, and bronze.
Event number one was the scavenger hunt. It was easy to score since it depended on a team's time. The campers had to find hidden objects, certain leaves or other forest items like pine cones. There were also clues leading to check points with items they could take as proof they found the hidden locations.
Team Eagle came in first, earning the gold and three hundred points. Team Bear earned silver, while Team Moose got bronze. Team Dear and Team Rabbit hadn't earned any points yet, but they did very well. Everyone was in good spirits as we prepared for the second event.
The knot contest was a fun one. Each team was split up into six campers. The six campers each held the end of a rope that are tightly wound together in the middle. They couldn't let go of the rope and had to work around each other to separate the ropes. Once the first half of the team was finished, the second half started with their knot. The first team to separate both groups of knots won.
There is a lot of laughter as kids stumble over each other while trying to figure out how to get the ropes untied. Team Moose finished their first knot, and it seemed like they would win. However, the second half of the team got stuck and couldn't get their knot untied. In the end, Team Bear finished both knots first. Followed by Team Deer, with Team Rabbit coming in third.
Event number three was called fire brigade. Each team had to carry buckets of water from the lake and use them to fill a basin. It was a pretty simple concept, but we had added in obstacles which resulted in numerous dropped buckets.
The competition was fierce, however Team Moose had the best teamwork and snagged the gold. Team Deer finished second, followed by Team Bear. Every person had spilled at least some water on themselves, which helped them keep cool in the summer heat.
We took a break for lunch, and I sat with the male counselors. Everyone had a ton of energy and was happy to talk about the Summer Olympics. There was a lot of laughter and a few boys decided to throw fries at a group of girls. Brian shut that down quickly.
After lunch, we gathered for the afternoon games. First, we went over the scoring. Team Bear was in the lead with six hundred points. Team Moose and Team Deer were tied with four hundred points. Three hundred points put Team Eagle in third.
It was time for one of my favorite events; the timed obstacle course. The course started with a wall climb leading to some netting the campers had to crawl under. Then they ran the balance beam to reach the tire course. After running through the tires, the kids did the hurdle jump to get to the monkey bars. It took the counselors a long time to set up, but it was worth it.
I laughed with everyone else when Robin announced that Team Rabbit was the fastest and must have had help from the Abbott Rabbit. Team Eagle won silver, while Team Bear finished third. The obstacle course wore them out, but we weren't about to let the kids rest. They were teenagers, they could handle it.
Event number five was the egg-and-spoon race. I liked the event because it wasn't just about who was the most athletic. It also tested a person's ability to know their limits; if they tried to move too fast, they would drop their egg and have to start all over again.
The gold went to Team Deer, who went with the slow and steady strategy. It worked out for them. Team Moose kept trying to rush, causing a lot of dropped eggs. Team Bear came in second, and the bronze was earned by Team Rabbit.
One final event before dinner, and it was the rubber chicken relay. The teams raced to pass a rubber chicken from one camper to another using only their necks and underarms. Each team was divided into two smaller teams; one for the girls, one for the boys. The team with the best overall time would be the winner.
The event was always a good time, and it was guaranteed to get a lot of laughs. Kids fell on the ground, laughing hysterically as the counselors and I cheered them on. The victory went to Team Moose, while Team Deer got silver. Third place was Team Rabbit, and Team Eagle had the worst performance but the most fun. They were all laying on the ground laughing, grass stains covering their shorts and camp t-shirts. It was great; the boys and girls did the event separately, yet both groups from Team Eagle had the same issues.
We went inside for dinner, and I ate with Stacey and Jason, the staff members directly responsible for the counselors. I happened to notice that Riley and Michelle were eating together, which was definitely surprising. They even glanced over at me occasionally, and I waved when we locked eyes.
It was time for the water-based events, so everyone changed into their swimsuits. The counselors all wore official staff suits, so the women were in red one-piece swimsuits with the Abbott Rabbit on them. Michelle had an annoyed expression on her face, and I knew her contacts were bothering her. The guys, including me, wore red swim trunks with the same rabbit on them.
I announced the score going in to the evening games. Team Bear and Team Deer were tied for first with nine hundred points. Team Moose was in second with seven hundred, and Team Rabbit was in third with six hundred.
The first water event was a simple timed swim. Campers would swim out to a floating dock where counselors were waiting. They had to climb up on the dock and dive back in before swimming to shore. The team with the best overall time would win the gold.
Everyone was a strong swimmer, and they quickly dove into the waters of Moosehead Lake. Some did better than others, of course, but no one had any trouble completing the event. The counselors all congratulated the kids while I worked with the staff to confirm the winners.
Team Moose had the best overall time, allowing them to claim first place. Team Eagle won silver, missing out on gold by only a couple of seconds. Third place went to Team Bear. Teammates exchanged hugs and high-fives while preparing for the next event.
Stand up paddle board racing was an adventure. The most important aspect was balance. If a camper fell off, they'd lose way more time than they would if they just took things at a steady pace. It was another event I was a huge fan of, and it resulted in lots of laughter and cheering.
Team Moose won a second event in a row, showing how great they were in water. Silver went to Team Rabbit, with Team Eagle earning the bronze. Winning two events in a row allowed Team Moose to overtake Team Bear for first place.
The ninth and final event was the kayak obstacle course. The counselors set up a bunch of floating obstacles the campers would have to weave through. They also had to collect a floating item and place it on the floating dock. It required both speed and an ability to skillfully maneuver a kayak.
I watched from the shore while the campers paddled around the lake. The counselors were all stationed where they'd be able to help if they were needed. Only three campers managed to tip their kayaks, which was quite impressive.
Team Bear won the final event, followed by Team Moose, with Team Deer in third. Despite coming in first in the last event, Team Bear was not able to retake the lead. The final scores were: Team Moose with fifteen hundred, Team Bear with thirteen hundred, Team Deer with one thousand, Team Rabbit with eight hundred, and Team Eagle with eight hundred.
I led the ceremony to present the medals. Team Moose all cheered as they received the gold. Team Bear graciously accepted the silver, and Team Deer were happy with bronze. We also had every team vote for their most valuable player, the most team spirit, and the best leader.
The night ended with a lovely fireworks show. Fireworks were launched from the middle of the lake, and everyone in the area would be able to see them. Lauren sent me a text to let me know she was watching from her own backyard.
Campers were sitting in chairs or on towels as they watched. Nikki tried to approach me, but Riley and Michelle sat on either side of me. I noticed the nasty look on Nikki's face when she wandered off to find another place to sit.
Neither Riley or Michelle did anything to indicate a sexual interest, they just sat with me and enjoyed the exploding lights in the sky. It was a nice night. Once it was over, the counselors had to get the kids to bed. A few had fallen asleep while watching the fireworks, completely drained by the exhausting day.



I returned to my cabin yawning and stretching. Brady ran up to me, and I played with him for a few minutes before getting him a late night dinner. Then I took a hot shower. I was dead on my feet as I made my way to the master bedroom. I was asleep as soon as I landed in bed. Summer had officially started.
~Saturday, June 21st~
I woke up alone. From the large wet spot on my pillow, I realized I had been drooling quite a bit. Which meant I had been completely exhausted. When I was that tired, I often snored. I sighed when I realized I was alone because my snoring had pissed off Brady.
"Good morning, neighbor!" Lauren smiled at me when we met up for our morning run.
"Morning, Lauren." I replied as I watched her crouch down in front of Brady. "You ready for the grand tour?"
"I am!" she chirped, her long blonde ponytail falling halfway down her back as she scratched behind Brady's ears. "I'm excited to see the famous Abbott Trails!"
"Then let's start our run." I smirked.
"You got it!" Lauren giggled, hopping to her feet.
Lauren and I ran side-by-side with Brady staying about a hundred feet in front of us. After the run, Lauren hugged me before we went back to our cabins to shower and dress for the day. I met up with my blonde neighbor just outside my house. She was wearing jean shorts and a white top that hugged her large breasts. Her blonde hair was still in a ponytail.
"A white shirt in the woods. Smart." I nodded sarcastically.
"And now you're a thundercunt again, good job." she pouted cutely.
"Fine, just don't blame me when that shirt is covered in grass stains at the end of the tour." I shrugged carelessly.
"You planning on shoving me onto the ground?" Lauren inquired with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh! There's an idea, rolling around on the ground with you!" I answered. "But I won't always be there to catch you when you trip on a root. You might end up falling on your face. Again."
"Not just a thundercunt, but a cock-juggling thundercunt." she nodded firmly.
"Ugh. That is the worst kind of thundercunt." I sighed.
"It is." Lauren agreed. "Are you ready? Or are you planning to stare at my boobs a little while longer?"
"Thinking about it." I mumbled as I started walking through my backyard.
Lauren giggled cutely as she ran to catch up to me. I resisted the urge to reach out and take her hand as we walked down the path that led to Abbott Trails. The cabins came into view, and I explained the naming system before also pointing out the counselors' cabins. The day had already started, so no one was around.
"It would be pretty easy for the lady counselors to sneak over to your place." she observed. "I don't think that's a coincidence."
"It's a pretty long walk!" I protested.
"Yeah, sure, right." Lauren snorted before hip-checking me playfully. "Anyway, where is everyone?"
"The counselors are taking the kids on a field trip to Baxter State Park where Mount Katahdin is." I explained. "I was gonna mention it yesterday, but you kept talking about how being the owner meant I was always on call."
"You are always on call!" she reasoned. "Well, I guess it's good that I won't bother anyone."
"Yeah, I figured your face would scare the kids, so I'm glad today worked out." I smirked.
"You know, you can just admit you like me." Lauren told me as we continued walking by the cabins. "It's pretty sad that you feel the need to be mean to the girl you have a crush on. It's like being back in third grade."
"If being mean is a sign of romantic feelings, you must want me to throw you down and take you right here." I replied.
"I made you cum without taking my clothes off." she stated confidently. "You'd probably rupture a testicle just from the sight of my tits."
"I seem to recall I wasn't the only one who came during that little encounter." I pointed out.
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever." Lauren grunted and blushed.
"She's speechless; it's a miracle!" I declared.
"Suck my dick." she rolled her eyes.
"Truce?" I asked as we faced each other. She smelled so fucking good.
"Yeah, okay." Lauren smiled at me. "For now."
"Great." I replied, leaning in to kiss her.
It was just a quick peck, and I quickly backed out of reach as we both smiled. Apparently the playground games were going to continue. I mentally kicked myself for being an idiot, but damn it was fun. I was having fun again. I was going to miss Lauren when I left.
The realization that leaving Moosehead Lake also meant leaving Lauren hit me. I stopped, suddenly shocked. Sure, I had thought about it before, several times in fact. I was just now understanding how much I was going to miss her.
Lauren playfully punched me on the shoulder as we continued walking through the campground. While standing on the shore, Lauren asked a little more about Mount Katahdin. She knew it was the tallest mountain in Maine, but she wasn't aware it was also the northern terminus of the Appalachian Trail. You needed a reservation if you didn't want to be turned away because there were too many people there that day, and I offered to go with her sometime. As friends, of course!
We reached the Lodge, and Lauren was suitably impressed by the massive building with its tall glass windows. Before heading inside, we walked along the front of the Lodge, eventually reaching the other side. The side that held the memorial to my loved ones.
The memorial was a beautiful bronze campfire. Elegantly carved flames rose above the wood, with some of the flames having heart shapes. The hearts represented their love of the outdoors, the camp, each other. It was beautiful, and the sight of it broke my heart.
I felt Lauren beside me, her warm presence providing a small amount of comfort. Moments later, she took my hand and laced our fingers. I couldn't respond, but feeling her squeeze my hand did help me feel a little better. They were gone, but I still had people who cared.
"It's beautiful." Lauren whispered.
"Yeah, it is." I agreed, nodding slowly. I started speaking without realizing. "I was supposed to be with them, you know."
"W-when it happened?" she wondered in a small voice.
"Yeah..." I trailed off.
"C-can I ask what happened?" Lauren stammered nervously.
"Moosehead Lake is famous for its seaplane tours." I began, struggling to find the words.
"Yeah, Chloe told me." she nodded. "Chloe's the barista I met in town. They do tours over the lake."
"Right." I nodded, my throat tight. "Anyway, some company decided to try and compete with helicopter tours. They offered us a free tour for four people. I was gonna go, but there was an incident. A dock collapsed at one of the rental cabins. I offered to stay behind so everyone else could go. Lacey took my spot."
"Oh, my God." Lauren gasped, clapping her hands to her mouth as she realized where this was going.
"Some sort of mechanical failure." I sighed, tears forming in my eyes. "The only consolation is that I was assured no one suffered."
"Tim, I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed, pulling me into a hug.
"Thank you." I whispered, wrapping my arms around my friend.
The hug was warm and comforting. I stayed in Lauren's embrace for a couple minutes, feeling the support she provided. She rubbed my back softly, and at one point she kissed my cheek. Letting out a breath, I finally released the tall woman and took a couple steps back.
"Thank you for telling me." Lauren said as she looked at me with sympathy.
"I, ah, I have some pictures..." I trailed off, gathering my strength. "I don't have a lot of food in the house, but I owe you a dinner. I could show you my family?"
"I'd really like that." she smiled, leaning forward to peck my lips.
I gave Lauren a tour of the Lodge, including introducing her to Nancy, the receptionist. Then we explored a few of the trails. Lauren loved the chicken coop, and she was completely giddy when I let her hold a rabbit from the outdoor rabbit hutch.
We stopped at one of the many beaches and I taught Lauren how to skip rocks. I spotted a frog resting on the ground and I used the old technique Lacey and I came up with to catch it. Lauren did not want to hold the frog, and she was not amused when I placed the little guy in front of her face and tried to get her to kiss it.
"The lake is huge." Lauren commented a little while later as we looked out over the water.
"Largest lake in Maine." I confirmed. "It has over eighty islands, too."
"Isn't there an island called Deer Island?" she wondered.
"Yeah, and Sugar Island is the biggest." I told her. "Do you know why it's called Moosehead Lake?"
"Because there are a lot of moose here?" Lauren suggested.
"Nope!" I declared. "I mean, yes, we have plenty of moose here, but the name comes from the fact that a map of the lake looks like an antlered moose."
"Oh!" she gasped, her eyes wide in realization. "That's cool!"
"Since you love animals so much, you wanna try horseback riding?" I offered.
"I've never been on a horse." Lauren admitted. "I hope I don't embarrass myself!"
"I really hope you do, I could use a laugh." I teased.
Lauren stuck out her tongue at me before letting me lead her to the stables. I quickly discovered that Lauren was telling the truth; she had definitely never been on a horse before. She was very excited to meet the horse, and kept petting him and offering him sugar.
"Hi, handsome!" she cooed to the horse.
"Hi!" I replied loudly, causing her to roll her eyes.
I took a bunch of pictures of Lauren with the horse. Then she wanted more pictures of her on the horse. We took a quick ride, and my lovely neighbor was having the time of her life. Our horses were used to inexperienced riders, so the smart animal didn't give her a hard time.
I took Lauren to the dining hall for lunch. While we were eating, she demanded I send her the pictures so she could post them to social media. That resulted in Lauren adding me on the various social media platforms. She also followed the Abbott Trails social media groups.
"How do you plan to treat me now?" Lauren wondered when we finished our meals.
"Let's see, we have a lot of fun things to do." I replied as I considered the options. "We have an archery range. Oh, and a zip line. Either of those sound fun?"
"Both!" she gasped, eyes wide. "I wanna shoot a bow and go down a zip line!"
"Let's go!" I smiled.
We went to the zip line first. No one was using it, so I was able to quickly get Lauren set up. She was a little nervous, but mostly excited. I recorded her on my phone as she screamed loudly while going down the zip line. She had so much fun that she wanted to try it two more times.
There were some people at the archery range. A family of five were practicing, and the youngest kid was having the time of her life. We talked to them for a few minutes, finding out they had rented a cabin for the week. It was their first time staying at Abbott Trails, and they complimented me quite a bit when they found out I was the owner.
It was nice to hear people loved the campground, and Lauren was smiling widely at the compliments I was getting. Abbott Trails was amazing, and I hoped the new owners wouldn't ruin the place. The corporate owned campgrounds just didn't have the same family feel.
I gave Lauren some basic archery lessons, which I quickly found out where not nearly enough. She had a great time laughing at herself, and I kept reassuring her that archery was tough. When she finally hit the target, she squealed and jumped up and down before hugging me tightly.
"So, what are you making me for dinner?" Lauren asked as we walked down the path toward my cabin.
"I didn't have anything planned out." I answered. I had my arm around her shoulders, and she seemed content to press herself against me as we walked. "Too late to defrost anything. I'll have to go with something quick, maybe some already-cooked chicken. Potatoes."
"Way to make a girl feel special." she teased.
"I didn't know I'd be having company for dinner. I'm sorry!" I replied, rolling my eyes.
"I'm just saying, I planned a nice meal for you, and I get packaged chicken." Lauren laughed, reaching over to affectionately rub my stomach.
"Well, feel free to run back to your place and get your toothpaste ice cream for dessert." I countered.
"Mint chocolate chip is delicious." she stated firmly as we reached my backyard.
Shaking my head, I led Lauren to the backdoor and unlocked it. Brady rushed over to welcome us in, and Lauren happily kissed his yellow face. My dog followed us all around the house as I gave Lauren the tour. She didn't make any teasing comments since I was sharing memories I had made with my family in the various rooms.
I was out of wine, but Lauren said she liked beer just fine. She sat at my kitchen table while I started preparing the food. Once it was in the oven, I sat down beside her and took out my phone. All my photos were saved, so she could even see my baby pictures.
"I think this is the first picture of Lacey and I together." I told her. "I was only a few days old."
"You really were blond!" Lauren exclaimed, a radiant smile on her face.
"Yes. Yes, I was." I nodded while continuing to scroll.
"Your mom was really pretty." she commented. "Oh, and you look a lot like your dad!"
"Thank you." I replied, glancing over at the beautiful woman. "Here's a picture of me holding baby Sophia."
Lauren loved the pictures, and she kept gasping every time she saw a new photo. Images of Sophia and I growing up, images of the entire family, and plenty of pictures of Lacey and I. There was one picture of the two of us in canoes, another of us holding frogs we had caught, pictures of us swimming and playing games as kids.
"Lacey was so beautiful." Lauren whispered when we got to the pictures of us as adults.
"She was." I agreed. "I loved how short she was."
"I guess I'm not your type if you like 'em short." she said with a nervous giggle.
"Beautiful is my type." I assured my neighbor. "It's amazing that you're almost a foot taller than Lacey was. Lacey was also a nice person and she didn't have a tail. Of course, Lacey's boobs weren't bigger than my head."
"I'm a delight!" Lauren countered, lightly smacking me on the shoulder. "And you're damn right my girls are spectacular! With how often you stare at them, I know you love my tits."
"I would never objectify a woman that way." I insisted, the teasing making me feel better. Lauren really could make me smile, no matter the situation.
"Oh, bullshit!" she laughed. "I'm sure you drooled every time you saw Lacey's tits. She was what, a C-cup?"
"I did drool on her boobs occasionally." I reluctantly admitted. "And yeah, C-cup. Good eye."
"I know titties!" Lauren smirked as she looked at me and waggled her eyebrows.
"Oh, yeah? You do some experimentation?" I wondered.
"No, no!" she laughed. "In the interest of full transparency, I did suggest a threesome to spice up my sex life with Jonathan. He hated the idea."
"He didn't want to roll around with two naked females?" I asked with a raised eyebrow. "I don't get it."
"Yeah, I didn't get it either." Lauren sighed. "He wanted blowjobs and missionary. That's it. Wouldn't even fuck me doggystyle."
"Maybe he just wanted to stare at your tits the entire time." I offered, feeling myself getting hard as I imagined fucking Lauren from behind.
"Maybe!" she giggled. "Nah, he was just too straight laced. He wouldn't even fuck my titties when I offered. What I really wanted was to try different positions. Sometimes I masturbate while on all fours. I'll hump a pillow or hold a vibrator to my clit."
"That's, ah, that's a nice image." I stammered, my mouth dry.
"Aw, I'm making you hard!" Lauren pointed out as she looked down at my bulge. "He must be so lonely in there."
"L-let's get back to the pictures." I stumbled over my words.
"Fine, fine." she smirked before leaning over and placing her lips by my ear. "Mine are double-D's, just so you know."
"Ah, so, um, this is Lacey, Sophia, and I in our Halloween costumes." I swallowed weakly.
Lauren giggled, moving her chair closer to mine so we could keep going through the pictures on my phone. She admitted I looked handsome in my prom tuxedo, although my eyes were only on Lacey in her royal purple gown. Our graduation photos came next. Followed by the wedding pictures.
"You both look so happy." Lauren commented.
"We were." I acknowledged, and I managed to force a smile when she kissed my cheek.
"It's amazing that you knew each other since you were kids" she said. "It's like you were meant for each other."
"Yeah, I was never interested in any other woman." I sighed, before looking over at her. "W-was Jonathan your prom date?"
"No, I hadn't met him yet." Lauren shook her head. "I had never even met my date before prom night. A friend set us up. The guy could not stop staring at my tits. I even made a point to pull my dress up while he was gawking."
"Sounds like he didn't get a good night kiss." I snorted.
"He did not!" she confirmed. "You're only the second guy I've ever kissed."
"I'm honored." I stated sincerely.
My beautiful neighbor managed to keep my spirits up as we went through my memories. It actually felt nice to share even more of myself with Lauren. I continued telling her stories until dinner was ready. Then I fed Brady before placing our food down on the kitchen table.
The meal was nothing special, but Lauren still made sure to tell me it was good. We also discussed Mount Katahdin and agreed we would go hiking together soon. She helped me wash the dishes after dinner, and we playfully splashed each other while standing in front of the sink. Our teasing and flirting just kept going, and I could not hide my attraction to the busty blonde.
Lauren and I ended up sitting on the couch after dinner, and even Brady seemed happy to give us some privacy. Soft music was playing in the background, and Lauren kept touching my arm or knee while we talked. She had removed her hair elastic, allowing her bright blonde hair to cascade down her back in a beautiful golden wave.
I wasn't sure who initiated the kiss, but Lauren was soon grinding in my lap while doing her best to shove her tongue down my throat. My fingers ran along her smooth legs, loving the feel of her soft skin. Reaching up with my other hand, I once again cupped one of Lauren's massive breasts, amazed at how perfect the large tit felt in my hand.
My cock was rock hard, and Lauren was grinding down on my bulge as she moaned into my mouth. It wasn't long before she tensed up and came, shuddering in my lap. Then she pulled back slightly, cupping my face in both hands as she looked at me in wonder.
"We're not exactly acting like friends, are we?" she whispered, looking slightly guilty.
"No. We're not." I sighed, releasing her boob as my other hand pulled off her jean-clad butt.
"Fuck it, I'm not gonna let my past drag me down." Lauren stated, looking at me with determination. "I like you, you clearly like me, let's go out for a nice meal. Maybe go dancing after?"
"You're asking me out?" I asked, my eyes wide.
"Yes, but if I'm paying I will expect you to put out." she replied with a cute wink.
"I want to..." I trailed off, unable to continue. Fuck, we couldn't get this close. I was leaving. Shit!
"Is it because of your friend with benefits?" Lauren wondered, looking heartbroken. "I'm not ready, but I definitely want to have sex with you. I mean, you'd have to stop with her.. I'm sorry!"
"No, it's not about sex." I shook my head, coming to a decision. "I am crazy about you, and I'd love to go out with you. It's just..."
"What? What is it?" she followed up with, a film of tears covering her eyes. "You seem really into me, why don't you want to get in me?"
"I tried!" I exclaimed, my emotions exploding out of me. "I tried to keep things going without my family. The painful memories were just too much. I haven't signed the paperwork yet, but I came to an agreement with a company that owns a bunch of campgrounds in the area. I'm selling the place and moving. I won't be around after the summer."



"Y-you're leaving?" Lauren gasped as she froze in my lap. "W-where are you going?"
"I don't know yet." I admitted. "I was planning on moving somewhere far away to start over."
"But I just got here." she sighed as she eased herself out of my lap. "I thought... I mean, we..."
"I know, I feel the same about you." I sighed. "I just can't stay here. It's too much."
"I-I should go." Lauren mumbled, her head down as tears started leaking out of the corners of her eyes.
"I'll walk you to the door." I offered, standing as well.
We didn't talk as I walked Lauren to my front door. The two of us stood staring at each other, trying to figure out what to say. I felt terrible; I wanted to date Lauren, I really did. Despite the guilt I felt about moving on, I knew it was necessary. I just couldn't start something when I was leaving so soon. This was for the best.
"See you in the morning for our run?" she wondered.
"I wouldn't miss it." I promised.
I found myself sitting on the couch with Brady while I stared at the television. It wasn't on. I just stared at the dark screen while contemplating my own existence. I had no idea how much time passed, but there was eventually a knock at the front door.
"Riley? Michelle?" I asked in surprise when I opened the door.
"Yup! You gonna invite us in?" Riley responded confidently.
"Sure. Come in." I sighed, standing aside and gesturing for the girls to come inside.
Michelle and Riley were both dressed in their camp counselor outfits. Simple shorts with camp t-shirts. The girls looked tired, but happy. I was surprised they were up for a visit, considering they just supervised a bunch of teenagers as they hiked up a mountain.
"Are you okay, Tim?" Michelle asked. "You look down."
"I'm okay. Just a rough night." I answered as the three of us walked into my living room.
"Maybe we can cheer you up!" Riley grinned while crouching to pet Brady.
"I doubt that." I admitted honestly, lost in self-pity.
"We shall see." Riley countered, her eyes narrow as she looked over at me. "Michelle told me about your little shower session."
"Oh, she did?" I asked, looking over at the blushing redhead.
"Yes!" Riley confirmed, standing back up. "And I think the two of us teaching her about sex is a great idea!"
"Wait. The two of us?" I frowned.
"The two of us." Riley nodded while brushing her strawberry blonde hair back behind her ears. "You are a kind, passionate man. You won't stick it in just any girl who will spread her legs; you need something special."
"That's why you won't sleep with Nikki." Michelle spoke up.
"Exactly!" Riley exclaimed. "You told Michelle to think about it, and she did. She and I talked, and I offered to give her a woman's perspective."
"I don't know if this is a good idea..." I trailed off.
"Neither of us is in love with you, but we do love you." Michelle stated in a determined voice. "You'll treat me right, and you'll let me go. There's no one better."
"I still don't know if we should." I sighed.
"Tim." Riley said, looking at me like I was an idiot. "We're adult women. HOT adult women. Asking a hot adult man to have caring, no strings attached sex. All summer. Are you really sure this is a bad idea? Here, let me help you decide."
With zero hesitation, Riley pulled off her camp t-shirt. There was nothing but spectacular Riley underneath it. I loved her small boobs, and she smirked at me without a trace of anxiety. After blowing me a kiss, she looked pointedly at Michele.
As I followed my gaze over to the auburn-haired girl, Michelle blushed and pulled off her shirt as well. Unlike Riley, Michelle was wearing a bra to contain her larger boobs. Letting out a breath, Michelle reached behind her back to unhook her bra. Moments later, I was treated to the sight of her bare, lightly-freckled breasts.
I stood open mouthed, gaping at the sheer perfection of female flesh in front of me. I didn't even realize Riley had stepped up to me until she was gently closing my jaw. The strawberry blonde kissed me softly, and I gave in, reaching around to squeeze her ass.
"Good choice." Riley whispered against my lips.
The girls gathered up their clothes so the three of us could run upstairs to my bedroom. Brady whined and scratched at the door when we shut him out of the room. We removed our shoes and socks before I walked up to Michelle and pressed my lips to hers.
The shy girl squeaked slightly in surprise, but she was soon kissing me back. I slid my hand up her body, cupping her beautiful tit. Michelle moaned and instinctively grabbed my bulge when I rolled her nipple between my fingertips.
Breaking the kiss, I looked over at Riley, who had taken the time to get completely naked. Fuck, she had an amazing body. Her hands were on her hips as she watched Michelle and I with a lustful grin. She then gestured with one hand for Michelle and I to remove our clothes.
I wasted no time getting naked. My cock was rock hard, and it was doing all the thinking for me. Sure, there was some small hesitance in the back of my mind, but it had absolutely no control over my current actions. I did notice that Michelle left her panties on.
Both girls were standing side-by-side, allowing me to admire their bodies. Michelle and Riley were the same height, and didn't have an ounce of fat on their bodies. Michelle had larger breasts, and light swirling patterns of freckles covered her skin. The redhead had also left her glasses on, making her look incredibly adorable.
"I'm on my period." Michelle confessed. "I really can't have sex tonight."
"That's why we didn't want to wait." Riley explained. "I wanted her to have a safety net. Tonight she's just gonna learn about blowjobs. I assume two girls sucking your dick is okay with you?"
"It is." I smirked.
Michelle and Riley got on their knees in front of me, and I had to resist the urge to cum just from the sight. Riley told Michelle to watch before opening her mouth and taking me inside. I buried my hands in Riley's strawberry blonde hair as she bobbed her head on me.
After sucking me for a minute, Riley pulled off and stroked me while giving Michelle some tips. Riley mentioned the sensitive places on my cock, the importance of eye contact, and making sexy moans. Lifting my cock, Riley demonstrated paying attention to my balls by licking and sucking on my nuts. Fuck, that felt good.
"Are you ready to try?" Riley asked, holding my cock at the base as she aimed it toward Michelle.
"I think so." Michelle mumbled nervously.
Riley scooted over so that Michelle could kneel in front of me. Brushing her frizzy auburn hair back, Michelle reached out and wrapped her hand around my shaft. The shy girl stroked me several times before leaning forward and licking my tip.
"Fuck!" I hissed.
"Pay attention to how he reacts." Riley added. "You need to find your own style, and listening to his signals is important. It's the same way a guy needs to listen to our moans to figure out how to pleasure us."
"Okay." Michelle nodded before planting an affectionate kiss on my tip.
Riley started clapping when Michelle opened her mouth and took my glans between her lips. The redhead got even closer to me as she slid her hand down my shaft while taking more and more of me into her mouth. I heard her moan loudly, and could tell she was getting really turned on.
Michelle wasn't the only one. She looked so sexy on her knees with her mouth stretched widely around my dick. Her hazel eyes were looking up at me, and the glasses were an amazing touch. I buried my hands in her hair and allowed Michelle to start bobbing her head on me at her own pace.
"It's okay to try and go deeper." Riley said when Michelle gagged and pulled back. "A sexy gag and cough can really turn him on. Just make sure you don't overdo it. No guy wants you to throw up on his dick!"
The shy girl nodded around my manhood as she sucked hard, her tongue lashing the underside of my shaft just as Riley instructed. Riley was jilling off as she watched Michelle give head and continued giving tips. Michelle was a fast learner, and she was happy to massage my balls while blowing me.
"Fuck, Michelle!" I groaned. "Your mouth feels amazing."
Riley and Michelle were both moaning, and Michelle seemed to lose herself in lust. To my surprise, Michelle lifted my cock so she could tongue my balls. The girl really was a natural, and her enthusiasm was a huge turn on. Riley noticed as well.
"Good!" Riley cheered, her eyelids heavy as she continued rubbing her clit. "A guy loves a girl who doesn't just blow him, but loves blowing him. Love his cock, love his cum. Make him think you'd do anything to get his hot cum."
Eventually, Michelle settled into a steady rhythm, bobbing her head on me as she moaned. Her small hands gripped my thighs, and I could hear a quivering whine coming up her throat. I tried to hold off to give Michelle more practice, but I was fast approaching my limits.
"You're gonna make me cum!" I announced, my fingers tightening in her hair. "I'm gonna cum for you, Michelle!"
"Don't stop sucking!" Riley ordered when Michelle seemed like she was about to pull off. "Take it in the mouth like a good slut!"
I groaned and bucked my hips as cum started spurting from my tip. Michelle coughed loudly and pulled off of me. I kept shooting as she leaned forward and hacked up some of my cum. My white seed landed in her red hair, and I could see a strand of saliva dangling from her lower lip. Riley was moaning in the background, her own orgasm consuming her.
"Are you okay?" I asked in a panic.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm okay." Michelle gasped as she looked up at me guiltily. "You tasted good, it just went right down my throat. I'm sorry."
"You did great." I smiled. "But, you might wanna wash your hair."
"You'll get used to it." Riley giggled before leaning over and pecking Michelle on the lips. "There's really no preparing for it the first time."
"Thanks." Michelle blushed as she slowly got to her feet.
The nearly-nude girl slipped out of the bedroom, shooing away Brady so she could go to the bathroom. I grabbed some tissues so I could clean up my cum from the floor. Riley found it hysterical, and sat in my chair to watch.
"I was surprised you kissed Michelle." I commented.
"You like watching two girls kiss?" Riley asked seductively.
"Very much." I nodded as I threw away the tissues. "Do you have some experience in that department?"
"Not really." she shrugged. "I made out with a few girls at parties for free drinks. Squeezed a couple boobs. I've never gone all the way with a girl."
"Gotcha." I nodded.
I sat down on the edge of the bed, and Riley soon joined me. We were soon laying in bed making out, hands exploring each others bodies. Riley was twenty years old, and her youthful body was amazing. I squeezed her boobs and grabbed her ass while Riley ran her fingers along my bicep.
"Welcome back, slut!" Riley giggled, looking over her shoulder when we heard the door open.
"Thanks." Michelle blushed, looking down at her bare feet.
"Come, join us!" Riley insisted, waving Michelle over. "I want you to see a girl getting eaten out."
"Oh, I'm eating you now?" I wondered with a smirk.
"I sucked your dick, you can eat my pussy." Riley nodded firmly. "Remember that, Michelle; a real man returns the favor."
"I guess I should show you girls that I'm a real man." I growled.
Riley squealed happily when I rolled her onto her back and got on top of her. We were soon kissing fiercely, and I felt the bed shift as Michelle got on the other side. I glanced over and saw Michelle up on her knees, watching us with wide eyes.
Wanting to give Michelle a nice show, I began kissing down Riley's neck. She moaned softly, and even gasped when I cupped her breasts together and started kissing them. I was a lifelong tit man, and I loved burying my face in Riley's beautiful breasts.
I kissed down her flat stomach until I reached her pubic mound. Riley grabbed her legs behind the knees and spread herself wide open for me. Glancing over, I saw Michelle lean in to watch as I kissed Riley's vulva. Both girls gasped as I started eating out the strawberry blonde beauty.
Riley was soon too distracted to give Michelle any tips. I tilted my head to the side so the redhead could watch me push my tongue into the older girl. Riley arched her back and came when I slid two fingers inside and started sawing them in and out of her.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming again!" Riley screeched as she released her legs to grab my head and shove my face in her crotch. "Fuck me! I need your cock! Oh God, please, stick it in me!"
"That okay with you, Michelle?" I asked, looking over at the quiet girl.
"Yes." Michelle nodded. "I wanna watch."
I wasted no more time getting between Riley's spread legs and reaching between us. I swiped my mushroom head through her soaked labia before pressing myself forward and entering her. Riley's eyelids fluttered and her mouth hung open as she felt my cock stretching her vaginal walls.
Michelle alternated between watching our faces and admiring my cock moving in and out of Riley's little pink hole. Riley gripped my forearms as she crossed her legs behind my back so I could work my entire length into her. Soon, Riley was moaning and panting loudly, her little boobs bouncing on her chest.
"Oh God, you're gonna make me cum again!" Riley announced before letting out a series of gasping grunts. "From behind! I want it from behind!"
Wasting no time, I pulled out of Riley and sat up so that I could grab her hips and flip her onto her stomach. Riley giggled cutely as she got up on all fours and wiggled her bum in my direction. I could see Michelle lean in to watch as I pushed myself back into Riley's pussy.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I grunted as I slammed my hips into Riley's butt.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Riley chanted, her hands gripping the sheets.
I started up a steady thrusting motion, fucking Riley with the full length of my cock. She was soaking wet, and I loved the way her tight pussy gripped me. Arching her back, she tossed her strawberry blonde hair onto her skin as she pushed herself back against me.
"Does it really feel good to be spanked and get your hair pulled?" Michelle finally asked, speaking her first words since Riley and I started having sex.
"Yes, I love it!" Riley groaned. "Do it, Tim! Spank me, pull my hair! Be rough with me!"
"Yes, ma'am!" I responded, my fingertips digging into Riley's butt cheeks.
Lifting my hand, I brought it down hard on Riley's ass. She grunted and jerked forward, her entire body quivering in pleasure. After spanking her several more times, I reached out and grabbed a handful of her strawberry blonde hair.
Riley's head snapped back, her mouth hanging open as she moaned and panted heavily. Seconds later, I felt her tense up as she came on my cock again. I was getting close, but I made sure to fuck Riley through her orgasm, heightening her pleasure.
"Oh God, oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Riley screeched.
"I'm close." I warned, sweat running down my face.
"Just shoot it all over my back." Riley instructed, clearly knowing there was no point in asking me to cum in her pussy.
"No, wait!" Michelle exclaimed, looking down at my coupling with Riley. "I want to try taking you in my mouth again."
"Are you sure?" I asked, knowing my cock was currently soaked with Riley's arousal.
"I'm sure!" Michelle nodded frantically. "Cum in my mouth!"
"Do it, cum in her mouth!" Riley moaned.
I eased myself out of Riley's tight tunnel, and Michelle pounced with no hesitation. Placing one hand on my abs, the redhead leaned in and slurped me into her mouth. In two hard sucks I was cumming. Michelle coughed, and I could see cum leaking out of the corners of her mouth, but she didn't pull off. She kept sucking and swallowing, devouring everything I had to offer.
A few moments later I was laying in bed with a girl on each arm. Riley was completely naked, and Michelle was only wearing panties. They both had self-satisfied grins on their faces, and even though they didn't touch each other, I was aware that I had just had my first threesome.
"You girls okay with what happened?" I asked.
"Mm, very okay." Riley purred as she ran her fingers along my bare chest.
"Yes." Michelle nodded, looking up at me with her lovely hazel eyes.
"Even though you tasted my pussy?" Riley giggled.
"I wasn't really thinking about that." Michelle admitted with a blush.
"How was it?" I wondered.
"I, um, I liked it. A bit." Michelle whispered, looking like she wanted to disappear.
"You've done something I haven't!" Riley pointed out. "I've never tasted another girls' pussy juice."
"Maybe you should." Michelle shrugged.
"We'll see." Riley smiled.
"This was a nice surprise." I said as I squeezed their upper arms, holding both girls to me. "I was expecting you two to pass out after hiking with the kids all day."
"There are more important things than sleep." Riley commented, pressing her breasts into my chest. "Sometimes a girl just needs some good dick."
"I'm happy to provide." I nodded.
Lacey entered my mind as I rested in bed with both girls. Would Lacey approve of what I had just done? My wife and I had never had a threesome, but she never cared much about whether I found other women attractive. Lacey would occasionally point out girls and ask if I thought they were cute. She would be fine with this. She had to be. I had to believe that.
"We should get going." Riley sighed reluctantly.
"Don't want Nikki wondering where you two disappeared to?" I offered.
"Exactly." Michelle nodded. "I hate her."
"Is she still giving you trouble?" I asked the redhead.
"Only a little. It's fine, Tim. Don't get involved, please." Michelle answered.
"Okay, but come to me if things get worse." I requested.
"Of course." Michelle confirmed, pecking my lips.
I chose to lay in bed naked so I could watch the girls get dressed. Michelle was blushing, but Riley had the time of her life teasing me. The strawberry blonde even bent over and smacked her naked ass for my viewing pleasure. Sadly, both girls were soon completely covered.
Stepping into a pair of boxers, I walked the girls to the door. Both kissed me happily and promised we would have more time together soon. They said goodbye to Brady before disappearing into the darkness. I got a text from both of them a few minutes later, assuring me they made it back to the girls' cabin safely.
As great as my time with Michelle and Riley had been, I still felt guilty about how things ended with Lauren. I hoped we could still be friends, especially after I moved. I wanted to be able to reach out to her and see how things were going. I wanted her to stay in my life.
~Wednesday, June 25th~
Sunday was a lazy day. I sat outside and did some fishing, I relaxed in the enclosed porch, and I spent time with Brady. At one point, I watched a few home movies. Tears ran down my cheeks as I realized how alone I was. Lauren had been a light in my life, but she was distant during our morning run. There were no jokes, no touching. Just polite conversation.
Monday and Tuesday weren't any better. Lauren barely talked to me during our morning runs, and she never sent me a text during the day anymore. I found myself going through the motions as I worked, the life that had been coming back to me was gone again.
"Got any plans for the weekend?" I asked Lauren when we finished our Wednesday run.
"Um, yeah, kinda..." Lauren mumbled, looking away from me guiltily. "I have a date."
"Oh." I replied stupidly as I felt my stomach clench. A date? Already?
"I went to Chloe's on Sunday. Chloe's the barista from town." she admitted in a small voice. "She lives with her older brother, Sean. He asked me out for Saturday night. I said yes."



"Well, ah, I hope you have a nice time." I mumbled.
"Thanks, Tim." Lauren sighed.
We went our separate ways, and I felt like throwing up as I imagined someone else touching Lauren. Fuck, I was a hypocrite. Two girls sucked me off Saturday night, and this was just a date! I'd be gone soon, it was for the best that Lauren had more of a social life here. It would be good for her. I was her friend, I had to want what was best for her.
I didn't want to work today, but I also didn't see the point in hiding in that giant house. That house full of memories of people I could never talk to again. People gone forever. I missed my parents, my sister. I missed Lacey.
In a way, my history with Lacey was working against me. There was never any other woman I was interested in. Lacey was my first crush, my only crush. My first and only girlfriend. There was never anyone else. I never wanted there to be anyone else. I was so lucky, and I was just now starting to realize how hard romantic entanglements were for other people. People who weren't as lucky as Lacey and I had been. It fucking sucked.
Michelle and Riley weren't romantically involved with me. Despite that, I needed a connection with someone to be involved with them sexually. It was showing me that it was impossible to completely separate romantic interests with sexual encounters. For me, at least.
Since I didn't want to work or stay home, I decided to spend the morning in my rarely-used office. I sent some emails and made a few phone calls. The managers each made a report, indicating that everything was running smoothly. We were more profitable than ever, in fact.
I made my way to the summer camp half of Abbott Trails for lunch. I wanted to show my face to the counselors and kids. It was a nice day, so they were all eating outside at picnic tables. I grabbed myself a burger and some chips before sitting alone at a table. Riley and Michelle were eating together, and I knew they wouldn't mind my presence, but I wanted to be alone.
"Tim Abbott alone again? How sad!" Nikki declared as she dropped her plate down on the table and sat across from me.
"Hello, Nikki." I sighed before taking a sip of my soda.
"You seem sad." Nikki commented, cocking her head to the side. "I am on duty until after dinner, but I'd be happy to swing by your place tonight and cheer you up."
"No, thank you." I replied curtly.
"Are you sure?" the tan girl asked with a seductive purr. "I'm very good at improving a guy's mood. Something about me naked and bent over puts them at ease."
"Nikki, enough!" I snapped, making her jump. "I've tried to be polite with you, but you don't seem to take a hint. I am not going to sleep with you."
"Fine!" she hissed angrily, grabbing her plate as she stood up and turned around. I heard her mutter as she walked away. "Fucking asshole."
Rolling my eyes, I grabbed my cheeseburger and took a large bite. I mistakenly thought I'd finally have some peace, but someone soon approached the table. I sighed when I realized it was Riley. The perky strawberry blonde sat down across from me and leaned forward with interest.
"That was fun to watch." Riley smirked. "I couldn't hear you, but it seemed like you finally had enough of Nikki's bullshit."
"Yeah, she needed to stop." I insisted. "I'm happy to have her at camp, she's a great counselor, but I have no interest in having sex with her."
"Good." Riley nodded. "There's nothing wrong with some casual sex, but I'm like you; I want to at least care about the person. We don't have to be a couple, but we do have to be friends."
"Thank you for being my friend, Riley." I gave her a forced smile.
"You're welcome, Tim." Riley smiled. "Do you want to join Michelle and I?"
"I think I need to be alone right now." I sighed, but then looked into her blue eyes with longing. Blue eyes, just like Lauren had. "I don't want to be alone tonight. Will you spend the night?"
"I would love to." Riley nodded. "Michelle will probably stay in the counselors' cabin, but I'll be at your place after dinner."
"Thank you." I whispered, feeling guilty; like I was asking for a pity fuck.
The rest of the day was a complete drag. I kept glancing at the time, wanting to go home. I resisted the urge to text Lauren, and instead chose to try and lose myself in the summer camp activities. The kids were all having a great time, which helped somewhat.
I was a little worried about how I'd feel about Lauren dating once I moved. However, I was sure that things would be easier once I was in another state. I would just want her to be happy. Also, I'd be able to date a bit once I found a permanent home.
Riley did come to my cabin after dinner. She didn't pressure me to talk or anything, but instead happily sat on the couch with me and watched a movie. My friend seemed completely dedicated to helping me relax, and she knew a surefire way for a guy to relax.
The strawberry blonde fished out my cock halfway through the movie and lowered her head into my lap. I sat back and watched the movie while enjoying a very pleasant blowjob. Riley didn't rush to make me cum, she just bobbed her head on me at a steady pace. It was well over twenty minutes before I finally exploded in her mouth. She happily swallowed every drop I gave her.
The dog was pissed off when we locked him out of the bedroom again. Riley and I quickly got naked and enjoyed a very intense night of sex. She didn't try and make me cum in her pussy, instead begging me to cover her face and tits. Was I trying to drown my emotions in sex? Maybe, but there was more to it than that. Riley was my friend, and she was showing me she was here if I needed her.
"Are you going to tell me what's kept you extra down the last few days?" Riley wondered, her head resting on my chest as her arm reached across me to hold my bicep.
"I really don't feel like talking about it." I replied sadly.
"It might help." she probed gently.
"I know, and I will talk about it." I promised. "Just not right now, okay."
"Okay." Riley nodded before kissing my chest.
Looking back, I didn't think I consciously did it, but in retrospect? Yeah. I wanted to arrange a date with my counselor playmates to avoid thinking about Lauren. To avoid thinking about her date, and how much I wanted it to be me. It was not intentional, but I had the idea and convinced myself it was mainly about helping Michelle. I was full of shit.
"The campers are leaving at noon on Saturday." I began slowly. "After that is my speech about how great you did, followed by lunch."
"Yeah, then we do a preliminary clean up." Riley nodded, clearly wondering where I was going with this.
"You're off for dinner." I stated. "How about you and Michelle come over and I'll make you dinner?"
"I'll have to talk with Michelle, but I think we'd love that!" she grinned happily. "As long as you promise to tell us what's up with you."
"Deal." I quietly agreed.
"Smart boy." Riley whispered. "I have an idea for one more deal."
"Oh yeah? What's that?" I wondered.
"Michelle has been constantly asking me about sex, and she wanted to know if anal was as painful as some girls said." she told me.
"Michelle asked about anal sex?" I asked in surprise.
"She did!" Riley confirmed, lifting her head to look at me. "And I've never let a guy stick it in my butt."
"No? Never?" I followed up with.
"Never." she stated. "I wanted to try it, but never found a guy I was comfortable enough with. Until now. So, here's the deal; I went into town and got some lube, it's in my purse. If you promise to cum in my ass, I'll let you do it."
"That's an interesting deal." I laughed nervously as I reached out to brush a lock of strawberry blonde hair behind Riley's ear.
"You're nervous about cumming in me, fine." Riley shrugged. "But I want to show you I trust you. So, you trust me. You can't get my bum pregnant, so you have no excuse."
"Sounds like you've thought of everything." I smirked before pecking her lips.
"Have you ever had anal sex?" she inquired. "Did little Lacey take it up the ass?"
"She did, yes." I admitted. "Lacey and I had a very active sex life."
"Good, you know how to be gentle with me." Riley said, kissing me. "Do we have a deal? Will you pop my anal cherry?"
"If that's what you want, I would be happy to oblige." I stated graciously.
Ten minutes later, a naked Riley was crouched on all fours on my king sized bed. I was kneeling behind her with the bottle of lube she brought. After lubing up my erection, I squirted more onto my finger, which I eased into Riley's tight butt hole.
"That feels weird!" Riley giggled cutely.
"Just let me know if you need me to stop at any point." I reminded her before working a second finger in.
When we were ready, I set the bottle aside and grabbed my dick at the base. Riley let out a breath when I pressed my tip against her butt. She was gripping the sheets, and I could tell she was nervous. Taking things slow, I gripped her hips and eased forward until my tip popped into her ass.
"Ah! FUCK!" Riley screeched through clenched teeth.
"Do you need me to stop?" I asked in a worried voice.
"I'll tell you if I need you to stop!" she quickly shouted. "Keep! Going!"
I held Riley's hips as I slowly worked more and more of my length inside her tightest hole. She was breathing rapidly while arching her back and gasping. I went as slow as I could, and it was at least thirty seconds before I was balls deep up Riley's back door.
"Holy shit, you're so tight!" I gasped, my fingers digging into her flesh.
"Do it!" Riley begged, tossing her head back. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!"
My abs clenched as I started thrusting. Riley's bum was almost too tight, and I struggled to pull myself out of her before pushing back inside. At first, I was worried she was in pain, but I soon noticed moans of pleasure escaping from her lips.
Lowering herself to her elbows, Riley used one arm to balance herself so she could reach between her legs and rub her clit. She was clearly getting into it. In fact, I noticed her breathing grow more and more rapid as time went on.
"You gonna cum for me?" I asked as I roughly fucked Riley up the bum. "You gonna cum with my cock in your ass?"
"Yes!" Riley screamed as an orgasm exploded out of her. "I'm cumming for you! Keep fucking me! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Fuck my slutty butt hole!"
"You feel so good!" I moaned as I complied, thrusting hard and fast.
I could feel Riley push two fingers into her twat, fingering herself rapidly as she squirmed beneath me. Riley came a second time, and I couldn't resist spanking her. Then I spread her butt cheeks, allowing me to see my dick stretching her little ass.
"Please, cum for me!" Riley begged. "I want it, I want it! Fuck your little slut and cum in her ass! CUM!"
My control was spent. Growling loudly, I buried myself in Riley's ass as my cock swelled. The beautiful twenty year old gasped loudly when she felt my cock pulse, my balls ejecting their contents into her tight butt hole. I groaned one final time, shuddering as I collapsed onto her back and moaned weakly.
"Wow." was all I managed to gasp.
"That was fucking intense!" she moaned weakly. "Ow, you're crushing me!"
"Sorry, sorry!" I laughed, rolling off of her.
We had to clean up. Unfortunately, Riley had lost the ability to use her legs. It took a few minutes, but I was able to help her to her feet. She then leaned on me and wobbled toward the shower with one hand over her butt to stop herself from leaking cum.
Riley and I took a very pleasant shower together. There was no sex, but I got to soap up her boobs, which was quite fun. Once we were clean, we headed back to the master bedroom. Brady whined in annoyance when we locked him out again.
"Yeah, I'm a butt slut now." Riley confirmed when we got under the covers together. "I am definitely taking it up the ass again."
"Good to know!" I laughed. "It was really hot the way you begged me to cum."
"I'm glad you liked it." she giggled as she snuggled up to me. "Don't worry, I've been teaching Michelle about dirty talk, too."
"I'm not sure Michelle will be able to handle anal." I pointed out.
"We'll find out." Riley stated. "Let her decide what she can handle."
"You're right." I sighed. "It's up to her to know where her limits are."
I continued talking with Riley while the two of us lightly caressed each other. She ran her toes along my calf while I lightly cupped her small boob. We exchanged soft kisses as we held each other. I even fell asleep with my hand on her naked ass.
~Saturday, June 28th~
Riley woke me with a morning blowjob on Thursday. She was kneeling perpendicular to me on the bed with her head in my lap. I smiled happily as my hands explored her body: her hanging tits, her soft back, and her tight ass. Eventually, I rested one hand on her head while using my other to finger her pussy.
I was breathing rapidly as I felt my release approaching. The strawberry blonde was moaning loudly around my shaft, sucking hard as she clenched her vaginal muscles around my probing fingers. We came at the same time; me exploding in her mouth as she let out a quivering whine and reached orgasm on my fingers.
Sadly, we both had a busy day. We quickly dressed and ran downstairs. Brady gave me an annoyed look as I kissed Riley goodbye and showed her out the door. I made it up to the Labrador by taking him on our morning run with Lauren.
My neighbor was still quite distant with me. No more playful insults, no more casual touches. I missed Lauren's hugs. They were so comforting. Brady was one lucky dog; Lauren was still happy to hug and kiss him before and after our run.
Friday was a mostly typical day, but I could tell the campers were sad to be leaving soon. Most of them, anyway. A few of them were getting a little homesick, but they still had a great time. Riley and Michelle seemed happy and Nikki ignored me completely.
I woke up on Saturday with a lot of anxiety. Tonight was Lauren's date, and I was dreading the idea of wondering what she was doing, if she was having fun, if he was treating her right. I sighed heavily before going through my morning routine and taking Brady out for our morning run.
"Good morning, Lauren." I smiled when I met up with my neighbor.
"Morning." Lauren nodded, looking as beautiful as ever in a red sports bra and black yoga pants. "Ready for the kids to leave?"
"Yeah." I answered Lauren as she smiled at Brady and scratched behind his ears. "The buses are on time and the counselors will make sure the kids are packed."
"That's good." she said, looking over at me. "The counselors have all next week off?"
"Kind of." I explained. "We'll still have things to do to prepare for the next session, but they'll have a lot of free time. We'll also get together for the Independence Day celebration."
"Sounds like fun." Lauren replied politely.
"D-do you still want to take a day trip to Mount Katahdin?" I asked her.
"I'd like that." she agreed. "When did you want to go?"
"It's too late to plan it for this weekend, and the next batch of campers will be here next Saturday." I frowned as I thought things over. "I don't know how strict your work schedule is, would you be able to take a day off this week?"
"Sure, it's not a problem." Lauren shrugged. "I'm not working Friday because it's a holiday. How about Thursday? That way I'll just take a long weekend."
"Perfect." I agreed. "I'll call and make the parking reservation."
"Great!" Lauren chirped.
"Just know we probably won't hike to the summit. It's quite the challenge." I told her. "The kids usually are just content to see the mountain and explore the park. There are also other trails that aren't on the mountain itself."
"That's fine, I can go another time if I want to try and make it to the top." she bit her lip nervously, and I felt sad at her implication.
Lauren and I had our usual morning run. I kept glancing at her, watching her as she ran. She was so beautiful, and I loved the way her long blonde ponytail flicked from side-to-side in tune with her movements. I couldn't bring myself to ask her about her date, so neither of us mentioned it.
After my run, I went to the last breakfast with the campers and counselors. Then I assisted in getting everyone packed up. The counselors checked all the cabins thoroughly, making sure no one left anything behind. As usual, they found something in every cabin that was very important for the campers to bring home with them. There was a retainer, an inhaler, a cell phone charger, and a few other personal items. The items found their rightful owners, thankfully.
With the counselors help, we got the campers and their luggage onto the buses. Things went surprisingly smooth, and the buses left exactly at noon. The counselors all cheered and hugged each other before following me and the staff to the dining hall.
"Great job, everyone!" I announced with all eyes on me. "The first summer camp of the season was a complete success, thanks in no small part to your efforts. Thank you to all our experienced counselors for helping the newbies, and congratulations to those of you who are just starting. Everyone has done well, and I'm so proud of each and every one of you."
I made sure to make eye contact with every camp counselor, wanting them all to know I appreciated their hard work. Most people smiled and waved at me; Michelle blushed, Riley gave me a sexy wink, and Nikki pointedly looked away.
We dug in to a great lunch. I sat with the guys, who were all in a great mood. Brooke walked over at one point and kissed Brian before returning to sit with the girls. Kenny and James were cracking jokes, and they even had me laughing despite everything.
The counselors had to start cleaning the cabins after lunch, so I quickly checked in on the main campground before returning to my place. I made the long drive to the store to do some shopping. In addition to buying groceries, I also got everything I would need to prepare a nice meal for Riley and Michelle.
Brady kept me company while I started dinner. The yellow lab shamelessly begged, so I went into the refrigerator to get him a piece of cheese. Cheese was definitely one of his favorite snacks, but I made sure not to give it to him often. I wanted him around for a long time!
Riley sent me a text that she and Michelle were on their way. I quickly made the salads and set them out on my dining room table. Then I poured three glasses of wine from the bottle I just purchased before lighting a couple of candles. There was a knock on the door barely a minute later.
"Good evening, ladies!" I smiled after opening the door. "You both look amazing."
It was true. Michelle was wearing jean shorts and a light green top that showed a bit of cleavage. Riley was wearing a cute yellow sundress, and the way it was cut allowed her to get away with not wearing a bra. I smiled at both of them as Brady ran back and forth behind me, indicating his impatience to greet the new arrivals.
"Thank you!" Riley grinned as she admired me in my slacks and button-down. "You look very handsome."
"You do." Michelle added. "Maybe you should invite us in before poor Brady has a heart attack!"
"Good point!" I laughed. "Please, come in."
The girls stepped inside and crouched down to say hi to Brady. My excitable canine was wagging his entire backside as he was covered in kisses. Michelle giggled when Brady licked the side of her face, nearly knocking off her glasses.
"It's nice to see you too, Brady!" Michelle giggled while Riley ran her hand along his back.
When Brady finally gave Riley and Michelle a moment to breathe, I was able to lead the two girls into the dining room. They both cooed happily when they saw the layout I had prepared. Like a true gentleman, I held out each girls' chair and pushed the chairs in once they sat down.



"A girl could get used to this!" Riley declared as she reached for her wine glass.
"This is perfect, Tim. Thank you." Michelle smiled.
"I'm glad." I nodded. "Now, if you two lovely ladies will excuse me, I need to finish dinner."
"What are we having?" Riley asked curiously.
"I went in to town today and got us each a lobster." I told them. "I'm also making garlic mashed potatoes."
"Oh, I love lobster!" Riley gasped.
"Tim, that's so nice!" Michelle gushed.
"It was my pleasure." I smiled before heading in to the kitchen.
I finished preparing the meal and brought out the lobster. Then I made a second trip to carry the pot of mashed potatoes into the dining room. As I set it down, I noticed Michelle and Riley each pour more wine into their glasses, emptying the bottle.
"The wine is good." Michelle blushed before raising her glass to her lips.
"Just don't overdo it." I warned as I sat at the head of the table with a girl on each side of me.
"There's no wine left, we can't!" Riley reasoned.
"Just don't raid my fridge." I smirked. "Okay, dinner is served!"
We ate our salads first, each of us having to push away a yellow head every once in awhile. Each time he gave up on one person, my dopey dog would move to the next, hoping that person would take pity on him and give him some table food. He was disappointed every time.
"Oh, my God!" Riley exclaimed when she took a bite of lobster. "This is the best thing I've ever had in my mouth!"
"Hey!" I exclaimed in mock offense.
"Shut up, you!" Riley giggled as she covered her mouth with her hand. "You know what I mean!"
"It is really good." Michelle agreed. "But, I think I enjoyed having you in my mouth more, Tim."
"Thank you, Michelle." I smiled fondly at the redhead.
"Kiss ass." Riley rolled her eyes.
The banter continued as the three of us ate. As we laughed and teased each other, I couldn't help but think of Lauren. I had never asked when her date was, so for all I knew it was already happening. It was dinner time, so it seemed likely.
Lauren was probably on her date, and here I was having dinner with two lovely ladies. I felt like I was using them. No. I wasn't like Nikki. I cared about Michelle and Riley. I would never do anything to make Michelle uncomfortable, and I was determined that they have a great time. Sure, I wanted tonight to distract me, but it was going to happen anyway. It just worked out for all of us. That didn't make me an asshole. I hoped.
"Did Lacey teach you to cook?" Michelle asked nervously after swallowing a bite of mashed potatoes.
"No." I shook my head slowly. "We learned together. Both our parents wanted us to have life skills, so we were taught things together. I can cook, and I'm pretty good at sewing as well."
"You can sew?" Riley wondered, her eyes wide in surprise.
"I can." I confirmed as another memory resurfaced. "I ripped one of Lacey's shirts once in our rush to get our clothes off. She made me fix it after."
"That's great!" Riley giggled as Michelle laughed cutely. "Lacey was such a bad bitch!"
"She knew how to handle me, that's for sure." I acknowledged, taking a sip of wine.
"So, are you going to tell us why you've been miserable all week?" Michelle asked. "Is it because of Lacey?"
"No, it's because of Lauren." I sighed heavily.
"Who the fuck is Lauren?" Riley frowned.
"She bought the cabin next door." I explained. "She is new to the area and managed to wreck her boat propeller on a rock. We've been running every day. I've kept it separate from my camp life."
"Really?" Michelle asked with surprise. "There's something going on, isn't there? I can see it on your face. You like her!"
"I do." I nodded. "I love you girls, but we aren't pursuing a romantic relationship. I'm fine with that, it's for the best."
"But, you are having trouble controlling your feelings for Lauren." Riley finished for me, getting a nod in return.
"And you feel like you're cheating on Lacey?" Michelle suggested.
"No. Well, yeah, but I was handling that." I answered. "Lauren and I decided we'd just be friends. She has a date tonight."
"And you're jealous." Riley stated.
"I am." I nodded.
"I'm sorry, Tim." Michelle mumbled. "Riley and I can leave if you're not up for company?"
"No, no!" I said quickly. "I love having you girls here. If anything, I feel guilty for thinking about another woman when I'm with you two. You both deserve my undivided attention."
"I can't speak for Michelle, but I'm not upset." Riley smiled kindly. "I really care about you, Tim. But, I have a life back home in Connecticut. I can't leave that behind for a relationship with you. Maybe if things were different I'd want you for a boyfriend, but they aren't. I want you to be happy. If that's with Lauren, great! If not, that's okay too."
"I love you too, Tim." Michelle replied. "You're the only guy to ever see me naked, the only guy I ever kissed. And I want you to be my first. I'm going to college in a few months, and I do intend to date. I'll always be your friend, but I know that we don't have a romantic future."
"I'm glad you can both be so mature about this." I told them. "You're kind of making me feel like a spoiled brat."
"Feelings are feelings." Riley stated. "They are always valid. You are feeling jealous, and that just means you saw a real future with Lauren. I'm sorry it isn't working out. Is there any way to fix things?"
"There really isn't." I replied, shaking my head sadly.
"I'm sorry, Tim." Michelle winced. "I know what unrequited love feels like."
"It's Brian's loss." I told the redhead.
"Is it?" Michelle challenged. "Brooke's incredibly beautiful."
"She is, but they can only be together during the summer." I pointed out. "Maybe he'll see how special you are when you two are back home."
"I doubt it." Michelle shrugged.
"Hey!" Riley exclaimed. "That's enough. Tim made us an amazing meal. I'm glad he told us what's wrong, but there really isn't any fixing it. So, let's have a fun night! No pouting, no crying, no feeling sorry for ourselves. Let's just have lots and lots of amazing orgasms!"
"That works for me. Chelle?" I turned to the shy girl.
"Yeah, I'm okay with that." Michelle blushed, looking down at her plate.
When the three of us finished dinner, I took the plates into the kitchen and dug around in the freezer for dessert. I held the container of chocolate ice cream as I thought about Lauren's favorite flavor, mint chocolate chip. Shaking my head, I filled three bowls with ice cream and brought them into the dining room.
"Chocolate. Good choice!" Riley grinned before taking a bite.
"Mm, I love ice cream." Michelle cooed happily.
"Me, too." I agreed.
Riley and Michelle insisted I relax in the living room while they did the dishes. I didn't see a reason to argue, so I sat on the couch with Brady and started browsing offerings on one of my streaming services. I had no idea when the girls wanted to start sexy time, and I certainly wasn't going to assume anything.
"Find anything good?" Riley asked as she and Michelle joined me in the living room.
"No, not really." I answered while Brady groaned in annoyance over having to move. "Is there anything you girls want to watch?"
"Planet Trek Wars?" Michelle suggested, kicking off her sandals as she sat down beside me.
"No, thanks." Riley made a face while sitting on my other side. I noticed Brady curling up on his large bed, his eyes on us. "Sluts About Town?"
"Definitely not." I stated firmly.
"Oh, come on!" Riley protested. "Have you ever even given it a chance?"
"Lacey watched it." I grunted. "I think my ears started bleeding ten minutes into the first episode."
"There are lots of nude scenes." Michelle pointed out.
"Not you, too!" I whined, looking over at Michelle like she had betrayed me.
"I like the relationship drama." Michelle mumbled before burying her face in my shoulder.
"Drama?" I repeated as I wrapped an arm around Michelle's shoulder. "That dumb columnist narrates about the different guys her friends date every week!"
"And you get to see their boobies every episode!" Riley countered as she snuggled up to me, her legs curled beneath her.
"I can just want porn if I want to see boobies." I rolled my eyes, wrapping my other arm around Riley. "And the porn has a better story line."
"Fine, let's watch porn!" Riley shrugged.
"I don't wanna watch porn, either." I grunted.
"Horror? It's a great genre for cuddling." Michelle suggested.
"That works for me." I answered. "Anything in particular?"
"I'll look up popular horror movies that are streaming now." Riley offered, pulling out her phone.
We spent the next twenty minutes watching movie trailers on Riley's phone before we finally found something that looked good to all of us. I switched streaming services and started the movie. The two lovely ladies pressed their bodies against mine as we relaxed and enjoyed the show.
The horror movie followed the same script used thousands of times; a group of college-aged friends on vacation. The cast was pretty standard as well: a popular couple consisting of the jock and the bad girl, the virgin, the comic relief. They even included the town crazy who tried to warn the group.
I was not surprised when the mandatory sex scene occurred within the first fifteen minutes. Riley reached over and rubbed my crotch when the girl's tits came out. The actress wasn't very good, and it was completely obvious that her moans were fake as she rode her boyfriend. From the way her boobs bounced, they were fake as well.
The first kill was unexpected, and I felt Michelle jump beside me. Riley giggled at how easily Michelle got spooked, so the redhead reached across me and swatted the older girl on the leg. I just shook my head and continued to watch.
Inevitably, the college friends realized something was wrong. They all agreed to stick together, but that plan lasted all of thirty seconds. The killer kept picking them off one by one. Until finally, the virgin was the last one standing. I rolled my eyes that she was the survivor, and that they left it open ended regarding the killer's fate.
"I guess that wasn't bad?" I sighed after shutting off the television. "They didn't do anything risky. It was the same tried and true script that horror has used for the last fifty years."
"The naked girl was hot." Riley commented. "I wish my boobs were that big."
"Those were obviously fake." I pointed out.
"Maybe I should get a boob job." Riley sighed, looking down at her chest.
"No, you shouldn't." Michelle spoke up.
"Chelle's right." I added. "Fake tits are so obvious. I'd rather real ones. They just look nicer. I'm sure they feel nicer, too."
"And yours aren't that small!" Michelle reasoned.
"I'm only a B-cup." Riley pouted.
"And I'm a C-cup." Michelle replied. "That isn't so much bigger."
"It seems bigger." Riley mumbled.
"I've seen both you girls topless, and neither of you has anything to be ashamed of." I stated firmly.
"Mm, you think we look good naked?" Riley purred as she ran her hand along my chest.
"Yes, you do." I confirmed. "You're both gorgeous. Did you see the cute freckle on Chelle's butt? It's adorable."
"Tim!" Michelle squeaked shyly.
"Oh, I have to see that!" Riley gasped, hopping to her feet. "C'mon, let's go upstairs!"
Michelle and I both glanced at each other and smirked before reaching out and taking Riley's hands. Riley pulled us to our feet and led us up the stairs. Brady stayed in his bed, so I felt less guilty when my bedroom door shut, locking him out. He had a bed, fresh water and food. I had two lovely, horny ladies. We were both fine.
Riley wasted no time by immediately pulling down the straps of her sundress and sliding it down her body. I smiled happily when her magnificent breasts came into view. Moments later, the dress puddled at her feet, leaving Riley clad in only a pair of white panties.
"Do you ever wear a bra?" Michelle asked with a smirk.
"The only perk of small boobs." Riley shrugged as she reached up and squeezed her own tits.
"Not the only perk." Michelle shook her head. "Under boob sweat sucks."
"Using antiperspirant under your breasts helps." I recommended.
"How the fuck would you know that?" Riley asked in surprise.
"I was married for several years." I answered. "Lacey had boobs. I was her best friend, I heard it all; cramping, bloating, sweat, unwanted hairs."
"The joys of womanhood." Michelle giggled.
"We need to get you on the pill, girl." Riley said to the redhead. "It helps with some of that and you won't get your period. Plus, unlimited creampies."
"That'll have to wait until I'm back home and can make a doctor's appointment." Michelle replied.
"Okay, enough talk about lady problems!" Riley suddenly announced. "Why am I the only person showing some skin?"
I smirked and started unbuttoning my shirt while Michelle removed her top to reveal a nude-colored bra. Riley nodded appreciatively when my bare chest came into view. I looked away from Riley to admire Michelle's lightly-freckled breasts.
My cock was rock hard when I removed my pants, leaving me in just my boxer briefs. I admired the two beautiful women in my bedroom, both of them wearing nothing but panties and smiles. I happily approached them and grabbed their butts, pulling them close.
Riley kissed me first, and I ran my tongue along hers while she moaned and caressed my bulge. Breaking away from the strawberry blonde, I turned to Michelle who blushed cutely as she puckered up for a kiss. Michelle moaned into my mouth as I felt Riley drop to her knees. Before I could react, my boxer briefs were around my knees and my cock was in her mouth.
Burying a hand in Michelle's frizzy auburn hair, I kissed her passionately while Riley sucked my dick. Michelle gasped and sucked on my tongue when I palmed her boob. I was focused entirely on Michelle, my hands exploring her wonderful body as I allowed Riley to blow me at her own pace.
"Mm..." Michelle hummed as I kissed down her neck.
Pressing Michelle's boobs together, my lips made their way down to her cleavage. She gasped and held my head to her chest when I buried my face in her tits. Michelle moaned and shuddered when I slurped a nipple into my mouth and started lightly sucking on it.
The entire time, Riley was giving me an excellent blowjob. Her little hand was massaging my balls while she sucked and slurped. The sounds of two women moaning filled the room, and it was music to my ears. In fact, I was so lost in the moment, I didn't realize just how close I was to orgasm.
"Shit, Riley!" I gasped against Michelle's right tit.
It wasn't much of a warning. In fact, I was shooting semen before I even started saying her name. Caught by surprise, Riley started coughing when her mouth was unexpectedly filled with warm cum. She pulled back slightly, but managed to keep me in her mouth as she gathered my entire load in her cheeks.
"Aw, I wanted to try swallowing again!" Michelle whined.
Riley carefully backed off my dick before tilting her head back and opening her mouth to show me my cum. The strawberry blonde then hopped to her feet and grabbed Michelle by the hair. I watched in shock as Riley pulled Michelle's head back, forcing her to look straight up.
Michelle caught on quick, opening her mouth as Riley stood on her toes and put her head above Michelle's, looking down at the redhead. I gasped when Riley spit my cum into Michelle's mouth, allowing my load to dribble out from between her lips. One of the hottest things I'd ever seen.
"There." Riley smirked, releasing Michelle and swatting her butt. "You got some."
"I did!" Michelle blushed after swallowing.
"That was...wow." I mumbled, my eyes wide.
"I watch a lot of porn." Riley admitted with a giggle. "Now, time for another lesson, Chelle. You saw this last time; right after a guy cums is the perfect opportunity for him to eat you out. It lets you get off while he has time to recharge."
"Also, I can get it up quicker when I get to taste some pussy." I added as I stepped out of my underwear. "But, no pressure. I'm sure Riley would be happy to fill in if you aren't ready for that."
"I'm perfectly okay with getting eaten out!" Riley giggled, her hands on her hips.
"I-I want to." Michelle blushed as she looked at me. "I want you to lick me."
"I'd love to." I smiled.
Michelle got up on the bed and lay down on her back with her head on the pillow. Riley was kneeling a few feet away so she could watch. I knelt beside Michelle's waist so that I could pull her panties down her legs and toss them on the floor. I loved the neat bush of red pubic hair Michelle had. It was so sexy.
"You're gonna love this." Riley assured the shy girl. "Getting pounded is amazing, but a tongue wrapped around your clit is something else entirely!"
"I'm ready." Michelle nodded while still wearing her glasses.
"Oh, one thing first." I said, looking down at Michelle's nude body. "I forgot to show you the freckle."
The quiet redhead let out an adorable squeal when I grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her stomach. Riley leaned in as I pointed out the freckle on Michelle's left butt cheek. The strawberry blonde commented on how cute it was as I leaned in and kissed the freckle.
"You really are an ass kisser!" Riley laughed as I flipped Michelle back onto her back.
"Clever." I rolled my eyes before kneeling between Michelle's spread legs.
I had seen Michelle naked before, but she was standing up. This was really my first good look at her pussy. I noticed her hands fidgeting, and I could tell she was resisting the urge to cover her most intimate area. I wanted to help her relax, so I only admired her pink slit for a few seconds before leaning in and kissing her vulva.
"Oh!" Michelle gasped, instinctively reaching down with both hands to grab my head.
Wanting Michelle to get the full experience, I took my time licking all along her slit. Her fingers caressed my face as I pushed my tongue between her labia, tasting her sweet nectar. Michelle was panting heavily, and I could feel her thighs against my head as she shifted on the bed.
"How's it feel, Chelle?" Riley asked, using my nickname for the redhead.
"So good! So fucking good!" Michelle gasped as she held my head to her crotch. "Oh God, right there! Right there!"
My usual strategy was to use my fingers while sucking on a girls' clit, but I decided to use only my mouth to bring Michelle off. Grabbing her legs behind the knees, I spread her wide open for me. Then I continued to make love to her pussy with my mouth.
"Mm!" I hummed, shaking my head from side to side while licking her clit.
"Oh, God! Fuck, I'm gonna, ah! I'm, ah!" Michelle wailed as she bucked her hips into my face.
The normally quiet redhead screamed, her back arching as her fingernails dug into the back of my head. Michelle lost the ability to form words, and just blubbered incoherently as her orgasm consumed her. I didn't let up, choosing instead to keep sucking on her clit, heightening her pleasure.
I felt Riley's hand on my back and instantly understood what her signal meant. I kissed up Michelle's body until I was on top of her, looking down at the beautiful redhead as she blinked up at me nervously. I was between her spread legs, my hardness resting against her soaked labia.
Michelle was tense beneath me, and it looked like she was about to start shaking. She swallowed weakly, her hands gripping my wrists tightly. I smiled down at her, thinking about how special she was to me. I knew her. I knew her well. She wasn't quite ready.
"We don't have to keep going." I said, my voice barely above a whisper.
"I-I want to. It's just..." Michelle trailed off weakly.
"You're not ready." I stated.



"I-I don't know." Michelle mumbled, looking like a scared little girl.
"That means you're not ready." Riley spoke up, reaching out to lightly caress Michelle's face.
"I'm sorry!" Michelle wailed. "I really, really want to! I'm just scared."
"You never need to apologize for something like that." I insisted, pecking Michelle's lips before rolling off of her.
"I'm sorry." Michelle squeaked again as she closed her legs.
Riley laid down next to Michelle as we both tried to comfort the distraught redhead. I was on Michelle's other side, whispering that everything was okay as I kissed her cheek. Riley had lost her panties at some point, so all three of us were naked.
"Your first time can be really scary." Riley said at one point.
"I know I was nervous. I was afraid I wouldn't be any good, or that I'd hurt her or something." I added. "Lacey was pretty confident, though."
"She was?" Michelle asked, looking over at me.
"Yeah." I nodded in confirmation. "It was the day after my eighteenth birthday, which was also Christmas. Lacey put a bow on her head and said she was my Christmas present."
"I'll bet you enjoyed unwrapping that one!" Riley giggled cutely.
"Oh God, she was gorgeous." I sighed at the memory. "She gave me a blowjob, and I really didn't know it was gonna go further than that. I ate her out after, it really is the best way for a guy to recharge."
"Then you had sex?" Michelle wondered as she took off her glasses and handed them to me.
"We did." I answered, reaching back to set her glasses on the bedside table. "It was amazing."
"Your first pussy didn't disappoint?" Riley asked.
"Not one bit." I laughed.
"Did she cum?" Michelle inquired.
"Yes, she did." I replied. "She felt incredible, it was sweet and special. Everything two people could want in their first time."
"That sounds nice." Michelle smiled softly.
"Much better than my first time." Riley sighed sadly.
"What happened?" Michelle asked, turning to face Riley.
"It was the start of senior year, we had both just turned eighteen. Kevin was the quarterback, and every girl was hoping he would ask her to the homecoming dance." Riley explained.
"And he asked you?" Michelle followed up with.
"He did." Riley nodded. "I was so excited. I spent all my savings on my dress. It was black, and I felt so beautiful in it."
"I'm sure you were gorgeous." I told the strawberry blonde.
"Thanks!" Riley giggled before continuing. "Anyway, he picked me up and took me to homecoming. We danced, and he made me feel like I was the only girl in the world. Kevin won homecoming king, and just being his date let me secure homecoming queen."
"That must have been fun." Michelle said.
"Yeah, I was the happiest girl in the world during the homecoming king and queen dance." Riley sighed. "Kevin drove us to a popular make out spot after the dance. I was happy to make out with him, and I got really turned on when I felt his hand on my breast."
"Then what happened?" Michelle whispered.
"We kept kissing." Riley shrugged. "Then I felt his hand in my hair. Kevin pulled my head down into his lap, and I wasn't even sure when he took it out. I was really horny, so I opened my mouth and started sucking him. He didn't warn me he was about to cum, and I choked on it a bit, just like you did, Michelle. I swallowed and just kept sucking him, since I wasn't sure when I was supposed to stop.
"Kevin pulled me off his cock, and my boob was in his mouth. He was fingering me, and he didn't really know what he was doing. He couldn't make me cum, but it still felt really, really good. Then he suggested we get in the back seat.
"We were both naked, and he got on top of me. It was uncomfortable since there really wasn't any room. I was so cramped that I didn't even realize it was about to happen. Then he was inside me, grunting in my ear. Less than a minute later he came in me and got off me."
"Doesn't sound like a dream come true, but was it really that bad?" Michelle asked.
"Most guys don't know how to make a girl cum at first." I reasoned.
"That wasn't the problem." Riley shook her head, her eyes glistening sadly. "Monday at school I figured he'd be my boyfriend. Kevin ignored me completely and pretended not to know me. He just figured I'd be an easy lay. He was right."
"Riley, I'm so sorry!" Michelle gasped, hugging the older girl.
"Thank you." Riley whispered, hugging Michelle back. "The point is, you're very lucky to have a guy who really cares about you. He's determined to make your first time really special. He may not be your boyfriend, but Tim respects you, he cares, and he won't just throw you away after."
"Thanks, Riley." I said. "But I'm such a great guy I keep worrying about Lauren on her date. I feel like an ass."
"Don't." Riley instructed. "We're all friends, and we're all supporting each other. You're getting more than just two hot pussies. You're getting two friends who want to help you."
"Tim isn't the only amazing person here tonight." Michelle spoke up, looking into Riley's eyes. The redhead reached up and stroked the side of Riley's face. "Thank you for helping me."
"You're welcome, baby." Riley smiled. "We girls need to stick together!"
Michelle was between Riley and I, with the two girls facing each other. I was behind Michelle, laying on my back as I lightly caressed her back. I wasn't the center of attention, but I was perfectly content to see that the girls were bonding.
Michelle and Riley continued whispering softly to each other. Michelle confessed to thinking penetration was scary, that an erection was intimidating. The redhead even admitted to being afraid when my dick started hardening that morning she slipped into my shower.
Both girls were giggling cutely as they moved closer and closer to each other. They complimented each other, insisting that any guy was lucky to be with either one of them. I'm not sure what sparked it, but I realized what was about to happen a second before it did.
While lightly caressing each others faces, they leaned in and softly kissed. It was so beautiful, and part of me felt like I was intruding on something special. Something unique. They moaned lightly as they pressed their nude bodies together.
No words were spoken as Michelle rolled onto her back, allowing Riley to get on top. I scooted back to give them room as they held hands and kissed passionately. Their breasts were squished together, and I saw Riley maneuver herself so that the girls could rub their pussies together.
"Oh, Riley!" Michelle moaned into their kiss, her hand in the older girls' strawberry locks.
I knew what they were doing was called tribbing. Or maybe scissoring? I wasn't sure what the difference was, but either way, it was fucking hot! Michelle squeezed Riley's butt cheeks while the two girls ground their crotches together and moaned.
"Mm, Chelle!" Riley panted, holding Michelle's side.
As sexy as this was, it was also beautiful. Michelle and Riley were clearly passionate, clearly lost in each other. Riley grabbed Michelle's hand, lacing their fingers as they both tensed up and gasped. Their moaning and shuddering were obvious indicators that they were cumming together.
"That was incredible!" Michelle hummed happily, a satisfied smirk on her face.
"We're just getting started." Riley purred, looking down at the redhead.
"Is that so?" Michelle wondered.
"Yup." Riley nodded. "I'm ready for another first."
Before Michelle could respond, Riley pecked her lips and slid down her body, stopping only to lick the redhead's nipple. Michelle looked more excited than nervous, for which I was very proud of her. Riley put Michelle's legs over her shoulder and buried her face in the shy girl's box with zero hesitation.
"Oh, God!" Michelle hissed, burying her hands in Riley's hair.
I watched as Riley ate out Michelle for several minutes. Unlike me, Riley used her fingers as well, sawing two digits in and out of Michelle while sucking on the redhead's clit. Michelle came at least twice on Riley's tongue, and I was lightly stroking myself as I enjoyed the show.
"I don't know why some guys don't want to eat a girl out." Riley commented as she sit back on her heels. "Pussy's fucking delicious!"
"It really is!" I readily agreed.
"I'd like to try." Michelle said with a blush.
"Works for me!" Riley grinned. "Although, I think we need to include poor Tim. I know just what to do!"
Riley plopped down between Michelle and I, wriggling her body to get comfortable. Michelle and I were each elbowed a couple times, and we both laughed at the strawberry blonde. Finally, Riley was settled in, laying on her back with her head on the pillow.
"What now?" I asked. "Would you like to beat us up some more?"
"Okay, Michelle and I are gonna sixty-nine." Riley explained, ignoring me completely. "Tim can fuck me while Michelle licks my clit. Sound good?"
"As long as Michelle is comfortable with that." I replied.
"I am." Michelle whispered, looking nervously at the juncture between Riley's legs.
"Then what are you waiting for? Come sit on my face!" Riley grinned.
Michelle knelt beside Riley's head before straddling her face while looking toward the foot of the bed. Riley gripped Michelle's thighs as the redhead lowered her pussy. I smiled when Michelle moaned, her eyelids fluttering as she felt herself being eaten.
I was between Riley's spread legs as I admired Michelle's naked body. Michelle gave me a shy smile before lowering her body on top of Riley's and hooking her arms around Riley's thighs. Leaning in, Michelle extended her tongue and hesitantly licked Riley's clit.
The quiet redhead was really impressing me with her willingness to do something like this. I had no idea Michelle had any attraction to women, but I was definitely happy to be involved. Perhaps a woman was a less intimidating first lover. Riley and Michelle had bonded, and they were displaying that bond now.
I let the girls play for a couple minutes before deciding to get involved. Michelle lifted her head away from Riley's crotch as I approached. The redhead then reached out and grabbed my shaft, stroking it several times before placing the tip at Riley's opening.
Gripping Riley's thighs, I pushed myself into her body, causing both of us to moan. Michelle was also panting heavily as she struggled to concentrate on licking Riley's clit. Being fucked and eaten at the same time caused Riley to cry out against Michelle's pussy, her entire body shuddering beneath Michelle.
"You feel amazing, Riley." I husked while looking down at the two naked women.
I kept Riley's legs spread so that I could fuck her hard and fast. The girls were eating each other out, and the entire room smelled like hot pussy. Michelle was tonguing Riley's clit, and Riley had her face buried in Michelle's twat. Riley's pussy convulsed around my shaft as she came again, Michelle reaching orgasm moments later.
"Feed it to Michelle!" Riley gasped out at the end of her orgasm. "I want her to suck it!"
Riley shuddered slightly when I pulled my cock out of her pussy. To my surprise, Michelle was so turned on that she didn't hesitate to grab my dick and take me in her mouth. My fingers dug into Riley's thighs as Michelle started bobbing her head on me, moaning loudly while she sucked me.
After letting Michelle suck me for a minute, I withdrew from her mouth and pushed back into Riley's willing hole. I happily alternated between fucking Riley and getting a blowjob from Michelle. Both girls came at least two more times during our threesome.
"I'm close." I warned while slamming myself into Riley. "I wanna cum in your mouth, Michelle!"
Michelle wrapped her fingers around my base and helped me pull out of Riley. I started cumming the instant Michelle's lips clamped down on my cock. She squealed cutely, her eyes watering as she struggled to gulp down every jet of semen I gave her.
I lay down beside Riley, breathing heavily as Michelle got on top of the strawberry blonde and started kissing her. When the girls were ready to relax, I figured they'd cuddle with each other, but Michelle chose to roll over me so both young ladies could snuggle up beside me. I was perfectly okay with that!
"Well, that happened!" Riley giggled cutely, her bare breasts pressing against my chest.
"It did. And I am still in shock." I laughed as I hugged both girls tightly.
"So, am I still a virgin?" Michelle wondered.
"Uh, up to you?" Riley offered. "If you consider yourself one, yeah. I'm sure a lesbian who is married but has never been with a man wouldn't consider herself a virgin."
"I'm not a lesbian." Michelle blushed. "But, I might be interested in playing with a girl again."
"Same, Chelle!" Riley announced. "I could never date a woman, but a threesome is definitely great! I'm glad I didn't do much with any girl at a party. You were the perfect first girl for me."
"Thank you." Michelle smiled. "I'm still nervous about penetrative sex, but I wanna do it. I'm not gonna worry about virginity definitions; you two are both my firsts."
"We're both honored, Chelle." I told Michelle, kissing her forehead affectionately.
"You've said that before." Riley commented.
"Well, it's true." I said, squeezing Riley's shoulder. "Are you girls gonna stay the night?"
"Kicking us out now that you got what you wanted?" Riley suggested as she ran her toes along my calf.
"Never!" I insisted. "I was just thinking about how the girls will react when you both show up at the girls' cabin tomorrow."
"We'll tell them we were here. They can assume whatever they damn well please." Riley shrugged, not caring. "Right, Chelle?"
"Right." Michelle nodded with a look of determination.
I was lost in thought as Michelle and Riley slept curled up beside me. I cared about these girls, but I didn't feel the same way about them as I had about Lacey. I did feel that way about Lauren. My emotions were running high as I struggled to fall asleep. My last thought was that Nikki was gonna be pissed.
~Sunday, June 29th~
My phone alarm went off, waking all three of us and reminding me that I was in bed with two naked women. They both sat up, stretching and yawning with their arms above their heads. I was sitting up as well, and happily took in the sight of their bare breasts as they jiggled slightly with their movements.
"Morning, pervert." Riley giggled as she playfully covered her breasts with her arms.
"Morning, beautiful." I replied, running my fingers down her bare back.
"It was really nice spending the night in bed with someone." Michelle commented, kissing my shoulder. "Two someones."
"It's great waking up with both of you." I agreed as Michelle reached beneath the covers to grasp my morning wood. "Can I help you?"
"I wanna suck you again." Michelle giggled as she started stroking.
"That gives me an idea." Riley smirked.
Riley's idea was for Michelle to suck me while kneeling perpendicular to me. Michelle's position gave Riley room to kneel between my legs so she could lick my nuts. I groaned incoherently as I exploded in Michelle's mouth. The girls then kissed while swapping my cum back and forth.
I offered to make the girls breakfast, but they insisted they should eat with the other counselors. After getting dressed, Michelle and Riley kissed me goodbye. They both reminded me that we were friends, and that they were around if I needed to talk.
The offer was definitely appreciated, but what I really needed was to be far away. No more reminders of my old life, of everything I lost. The constant reminders would be gone, Lauren would be a long-distance friend, and I'd no longer be jealous of who she dated.
"Morning." I said to Lauren when Brady and I met up with her for our morning run.
"Good morning, Tim." Lauren politely replied before greeting the Labrador.
"Are we still on for our Mount Katahdin hike Thursday?" I inquired, afraid that her date yesterday changed things.
"Yeah, definitely." she nodded. "I've never climbed a mountain before!"
"Well, it's more of a hike than a climb. There won't be any ropes or pitons, I promise." I replied, wanting her to have a good understanding of what we'd be doing. "And, ah, I've never actually reached the summit of Katahdin."
"You haven't?" Lauren looked at me in confusion. "You take the kids there, you've lived on a campground your entire life."
"The thing about something always being there, is that it's always been there." I stated. "It's amazing what you can take for granted when you assume it'll always be there."
"I guess that makes sense." she responded, biting her lower lip.
"When I went for official camp functions, we had young campers, many of whom came from the city and were not hikers." I explained. "We stuck to the easy trails and stayed at low elevations. For family trips? Lacey and I went a couple of times, but we never cared enough to to make the climb. The full climb and descent can take up to twelve hours."
"That's a long day." Lauren winced.
"Right, and while it isn't one of the seven summits or anything, it is still quite the hike." I continued. "We need to bring the proper gear to make sure we're safe. I really doubt we'll make it to the top. After the accident, I did go out a few times a week to hike the trail. Maybe part of me was hoping the climb would just kill me, but it wasn't that kind of mountain. It was just exhausting. Either way, I never made it more than about the halfway mark."
"I'm glad you're okay." she replied, looking at me with concern. "I can't imagine what you went through, what you're still going through..."
"Thanks, Lauren." I gave her a small smile.
"What do I need to know for our trip?" she asked when she realized I didn't want to talk about it.
"I'll bring most of the things we need: a first-aid kit, sunscreen, and bug spray, headlamps." I told her. "You'll need a backpack. Bring plenty of food and water. Wear a hat and dress in layers. You'll need proper footwear. If we actually reach the top, it can snow even in the summer. Just don't over pack. You'll be lugging that weight up a mountain. I know you're in good shape, but a rough hike is still something you're not used to. I'll be shocked if we make it to the top."
"I'm a little nervous, but it's exciting! I'm sure you'll keep me safe." Lauren smiled before her face fell, as if she realized what she said. "If we don't make it to the top, I can always go back on my own someday..."
"Right." I winced. "Oh, and it's possible to run into thru hikers. They're people who hike a long trail, like the Appalachian Trail, from start to finish. I think it can take about a year to hike the full Appalachian Trail. They're always interesting to talk to."
"That sounds amazing!" she gushed, her mouth slightly open and her blue eyes wide.
"It is." I nodded. "I recommend you do your own internet search for tips. I picked the Saddle Trail since it's supposed to be the easiest, even if it isn't the shortest. The summit of Mount Katahdin is called Baxter Peak, since it's in Baxter State Park. The park opens at 6:00AM, but people line up in their cars much earlier. So, it'll be an early and long day."
"I can handle it." Lauren insisted. "I'll go online to see what I need, then I'll go shopping this afternoon."
"Perfect." I said as Brady barked impatiently. "Now, how about we start our run before the dog has a stroke?"
"Good idea!" she giggled.
Lauren took the run very seriously, clearly trying hard to regulate her breathing while not tripping on a root or a rock. One extra day of training wasn't gonna make much of a difference, but I appreciated the enthusiasm. After the run, I finally found the courage to broach the topic on my mind.
"How was your date?" I asked, trying my best to sound casual.



"It was fine, I guess." Lauren shrugged. "Dinner and a movie, nothing creative."
"It's tradition for a reason." I replied, relieved that she didn't seem too enthusiastic. "Of course, we do live in one of the most beautiful areas in the country. Bit of a wasted opportunity."
"If this place is so fucking beautiful, you could stay here." she grunted before giving me a guilty look. "That wasn't fair, I'm sorry."
"No, I should have told you sooner... sorry." I mumbled.
"I, ah, I agreed to go out with him again." Lauren added, looking down at her feet.
"Oh.." I said with a sigh. "I hope you have a nice time."
"It's not a date, not really." she quickly told me. "I mean, most guys don't bring their baby sister on a date."
"Sophia used to tag along with Lacey and I." I admitted sadly. "I liked it when we were young, but when we were older and wanted to, you know, well, I wanted the brat to stay home."
"I'm not ready for any, you know..." Lauren trailed off, quoting me. "I just told Sean he could come with Chloe to hang out at my place for Independence Day."
"Maybe I'll get the chance to meet him." I said with fake enthusiasm before muttering one last word. "Great."
"That would be nice." she nodded, and I couldn't tell if she heard my last word. "You'd like Chloe, she's nice."
"I've probably seen her in town before if she works at the coffee shop. Small town." I reasoned. I might have even seen her guy before. Fuck. "So, ah, you have a busy couple of days ahead of you."
"Yeah, so make sure you don't wear me out on Thursday." Lauren smirked before gasping as she realized what she said. "I mean, with the long hike, not with, you know..."
"I know what you meant." I snickered. "And to give you fair warning; you could be sore for days after a hike like that. Even if we don't reach the climax. Ah, I mean summit."
"I'll take a hot bath when I get home." she said. "And I should be able to sleep in on Friday."
As we stood at the usual intersection, our conversation grew increasingly awkward. We both had to resist the urge to slip into old banter. I also felt the chemistry, and I imagined this was what a first date felt like, a first date where you weren't sure how to act with someone. I had never actually had one of those.
"I'm looking forward to our hike. I hope you have a good time." I sounded as awkward as I felt. Talking just to talk, not wanting my time with Lauren to end.
"I always have a good time with you." Lauren whispered, taking a step toward me.
I looked into her beautiful baby blue eyes, and I felt my heart rate increase. She wasn't really that much taller than me, but damn she had endless legs. Even covered in sweat and some trail dust, she was an absolutely gorgeous creature. I couldn't stop my eyes from flicking down to her impressive cleavage. When I looked back up at her face, I saw her lean in. I couldn't stop myself, I leaned in as well.
Then a loud bark made us both jump. A ninety pound yellow Labrador ran between Lauren and I, knocking us out of the way as he rushed after a squirrel. I guessed Brady had decided the rodent had intruded into his domain for too long, so he chased it up a tree.
"Brady, enough." I laughed as my dog looked up at the squirrel. "You showed him, now let's go."
As disappointed as I was, Brady's timely and unintended assistance was probably for the best. I could tell Lauren was as disappointed as I was. She was flushed in a way that I don't think was from the run. I smiled at her nervously while she gave me a look I couldn't quite decipher.
"I should get going." she said quietly. "I have to figure out what I need at the store. Can I text you if I have any questions?"
"Of course." I agreed.
I watched in fascination as Lauren headed down the path that led to her property. Her long ponytail flopping in the air had me in a trance, and I only managed to break it by looking lower. Fuck, that girl had a body built for sex. Every inch of her was sexy.
My original plan when I returned to my place was to play with Brady for awhile. However, my poor dog was showing his age again. He ran right into the house and drank half a bowl of water before curling up in his bed and falling asleep.
Instead of getting some exercise with the dog, I chose to spend my morning off playing video games in my underwear. It was a refreshing change, and I played all the way until lunch. Then I made a quick sandwich to eat at the kitchen table.
Lauren sent me a text during lunch to let me know she was heading out to get everything she needed for our hike. She also asked if I needed anything, and I assured her I didn't. Despite my infatuation with Lauren, her text did remind me that I hadn't talked to any of the counselors all morning. I sent a group text to Riley and Michelle.
Tim: How did this morning go?
Riley: Like we planned. We walked in together with our heads held high.
Michelle: Nikki immediately started questioning us. I just looked at her and shrugged.
Riley: Robin was the one who asked if we both got laid together. All the girls were giggling.
Tim: How did Nikki react to that?
Riley: She started in on Michelle, demanding answers. You'd be so proud of our girl, Tim!
Tim: Oh yeah? Why is that?
Michelle: I shrugged when Nikki asked if we were with you, Tim.
Riley: Everyone was laughing! Nikki was just opening and closing her mouth like a fish!
Michelle: That girl has it in for you, Tim. Watch your back.
Tim: I think I'll be okay. I have the two of you looking out for me!
Riley: Yes, you do!
Michelle; We got your back :)
Riley: And your front! ;)
Tim: Lucky me! :D
The rest of the day was a blur. The camp counselors were off, there were no issues I had to deal with on the main campground. I had a rare day completely to myself. It was good and bad. Good that I could relax, and bad that I had so much time alone with my thoughts.
I knew leaving this place was the right decision, but I was feeling selfish. Before, it was about my need to get away for my own mental health. I could have tried a vacation, but I was sure leaving forever was the only option. Was I selfish for not considering all the people I was leaving behind? My parents, my sister, and my wife were gone, but there were still others. Old and new.
Lauren and I texted a bit, and I found out she got what she needed and made it home safe. That was it. No flirting, no casual conversation. Just emotionless information. It was my own fault. Maybe sticking around for one last summer was a mistake.
Needing something to do with myself, I tried to get lost in a book. I couldn't focus on anything new, so I grabbed my copy of Ascendant Exile. It was L. Walsh's breakout novel, and I know the guy got a few awards over how amazing the prose was written. It came out at the end of 2017, and it was a Christmas present from my parents. Mom always loved buying me books.
With no women in my bed, Brady was able to curl up beside me that night. I lay in bed reading for a couple of hours, and was pleasantly surprised when I got a few nudes from Michelle and Riley. Putting down the book, I jacked off real fast before going to sleep.
~Thursday, July 03rd~
The counselors had Monday and Tuesday off. A big group of them, including Riley and Michelle, went in to town on Monday and spent the day shopping. I spent the work day dealing with the main campground. I didn't see any of the counselors until Tuesday. Michelle and Riley both came over, but only Riley spent the night. Michelle didn't want to deal with Nikki's bullshit, especially since the redhead still wasn't ready for penetrative sex.
Wednesday was a day of preparing for next week's campers. The cabins were cleaned, all the supplies were counted and organized. A few damaged or lost items were replaced. Most people were in a good mood, but Nikki avoided me, our only interaction a few glares she shot me throughout the day.
Lauren and I ran every morning, as per usual. We avoided any uncomfortable topics, mostly focusing on the plan for our hike. I did ask a bit about her work, and found out she had a couple late nights where she struggled with a project she was working on. Overall, it was still pretty awkward.
I was always an early riser, but my alarm went off in what felt like the middle of the night on Thursday. Brady was not pleased to be woken up. He still chose to follow me downstairs, likely because he knew he'd get his breakfast right after I woke up.
Yawning my way through my morning routine, I quickly got ready for my hike with Lauren. I didn't want Brady to be alone all day, so Austin was going to check in on him a couple of times for me. So, I said goodbye to my dog and put on my backpack before heading out into the darkness.
"Morning, neighbor." Lauren yawned when we met up in my front yard, each wearing our backpacks.
"Good morning." I smiled, leading her over to my truck. "Let's get in so we can see."
"Okay." she mumbled sleepily as she stepped in to the passenger side door I held open for her.
"You look ready to go!" I commented when we were both sitting in my truck.
Lauren did look prepared. She was wearing leather waterproof hiking boots and durable hiking pants that were fitted and skin tight. It looked like she was dressed in layers, likely with a t-shirt underneath the long-sleeved sweater. Her long blonde hair was in a braid, which went through the hole in the back of the cute brown cap she was wearing.
"Thanks!" Lauren chirped. "The articles I read mentioned the importance of dressing in layers. Everything I'm wearing is brand new. I got special hiking socks so my feet won't get sore, and I even got new underwear, you know, for my girl parts."
"That's good." I sighed. She used to be so comfortable with me, this awkwardness was killing me. "You know, we're friends, right? No need to be shy about mentioning your girl parts. I was married, I've even washed panties before."
"You're right, I'm sorry. We're buddies. We can talk about it." she said, nodding her head. "The hardest part was picking out the right bra. I don't want to be sweating between my tits all day, and I hate under boob sweat."
"Lacey complained about how much under boob sweat sucked. She had a specific type of antiperspirant she used to use under there for hot days." I shook my head out of the memory and chuckled as I started the truck.
I noticed Lauren was looking at me weird as the truck drove along the dirt. Was me talking about Lacey making her uncomfortable? Fuck, this was so complicated. She was dating someone, I was moving away and even had a couple of friends with benefits. Yet, there Lauren and I were, dancing around each other, both contemplating what could never be.
"What's wrong?" I wondered.
"It's easy to forget you were married. Like married, married. And then you say something totally normal like that and I get it." Lauren shivered for a second. "I just can't help but imagine you in married bliss."
"Oh." I coughed nervously. "Yeah, it was amazing. I never imagined ever being with someone else. Ah, anyway, you were engaged, so you understand."
"Right." she stated, her nose crinkling in distaste as I mentioned her having been engaged.
"Um, don't you have plenty of sports bras? You wear one every day." I needed to get the conversation back to safer topics.
"Yeah, and they're great for a quick work out." Lauren replied, clearly understanding what I was doing. "But, I wanted to make sure I'd be comfortable all day. So, I got a nice new bra made of breathable material."
"That's great, but I hope you don't expect to reach the summit. It'll take more than some nice clothes." I told her, keeping the mood light.
"You underestimate me." she smirked. "Don't worry, you're small; I'll carry you if you can't make it all the way to the top."
"Then you'll trip over another root and send us both rolling down the mountain." I retorted while driving down the dirt road, happy that we could still tease each other.
"At least you can be a gentleman and use your body to break my fall." Lauren shrugged. "Oh, by the way, have you ever heard of merino wool?"
"I have." I confirmed with a nod. "It's incredibly fine and soft. The Trading Post always advertises it; apparently it's thinner than a human hair."
"Yup, the woman at the Trading Post told me all that when I went on Sunday." she nodded. "I wasn't sure what I should get, so she helped me."
"Hopefully, she got you something comfortable." I said, keeping both hands on the wheel.
"She did!" Lauren chirped cutely. "I wasn't sure at first, since I don't usually wear thongs, but this merino wool thong is really, really comfy. And soft! The waistband doesn't dig in at all."
"Oh... that's, ah, that's nice." I mumbled as I tried to force out the images of a nearly-nude Lauren out of my head. I failed.
If Lauren noticed my discomfort, she didn't comment on it. My neighbor seemed very casual as she told me about her new sunglasses. She looked so beautiful, and I struggled to keep my eyes on the road when she leaned forward to play with the radio.
Our conversation continued as we reached the entrance to Baxter State Park. It was one of multiple entrances, this one leading directly to the Roaring Brook Campground. The park wouldn't be open until 6:00AM, yet there was already a line of cars waiting to get in. We didn't discuss anything profound, Lauren just wanted to know more about what we might see on the trail. The girl really loved wildlife!
Right at 6:00AM, the line of cars started moving again. Baxter State Park was officially open. Lauren had a huge grin on her face, and from the way she was squirming in her seat, I could tell how excited my beautiful neighbor was for our day.
"Where do we park?" Lauren asked as soon as we officially entered the park.
"Nowhere yet." I answered. "We still have about eight miles to the campground where we'll park."
"Oh." she muttered sadly.
"Is this your first time in a state park?" I wondered.
"Yes!" Lauren gushed. "It's fucking beautiful!"
"Remember what I told you; there is cell service at the ranger stations, but you won't pick up any signals otherwise." I told her.
"Yes, yes, I remember." she nodded, barely listening to me.
I kept glancing at Lauren, finding it adorable that she practically had her face against the glass while looking out the window. To me, it was just a road with endless trees on either side, but the magic was new to Lauren. She saw the beauty this park represented, the wild, untamed nature. I almost wished I could have that perspective.
Lauren was in full tourist mode, and just signing in at the ranger hut made her giddy. Her hands gripped the straps of her backpack, and the morning sun was reflecting off the expensive sunglasses on her pretty face. I loved the way she bounced on her feet as she waited impatiently for me to figure out where we had to go.
"I don't know if you're excited or if you're doing the potty dance, but there are outhouses over there if you need them before we start." I smirked and pointed toward the outhouses.
"The potty dance?" she asked with a raised brow.
"Lacey and I used to tease Sophia when she was a little girl." I explained. "She'd bounce around when she had to use the bathroom."
"Well, whatever. I'm gonna go pee before we start." Lauren grunted before heading in the direction I indicated.
When we were ready, we entered the woods behind the ranger station. Lauren was looking all around us with wide eyes as we turned and made our way to Roaring Brook. My lovely neighbor gasped and ran straight for the water.
"Slow down!" I called out after her. "The trail is rougher than back home!"
Ignoring me completely, Lauren stood on a couple of rocks as she admired the narrow brook. The soft sounds of the running water could be heard in the background, along with birds chirping in the early morning. A light breeze kept us nice and cool as we took in the view.
"I'm fine!" Lauren huffed. "The trail is kind of rough, but I can handle it!"
"You know it gets a lot rougher further in?" I asked her.
"I know, I know!" she snapped, waving her hand at me impatiently. "I read that Saddle Trail gets rocky. At least it starts easily."
"Uh, this isn't Saddle Trail." I pointed out. "It's the trail to GET to Saddle Trail."
"What?" Lauren asked, looking at me in confusion.
"Did you think we could just park at the base of the mountain and start climbing?" I countered.
"...yes." she mumbled.
"Well, you can't." I smiled. "This isn't your city that has people everywhere. We have miles and miles of wilderness ahead of us. Didn't you notice we weren't ascending? A mountain goes up, you know?"
"You really are a shitstain." Lauren grunted. "Make yourself useful and take my picture!"
Pulling out my phone, I took several pictures of Lauren posing prettily in front of the brook, making sure to get the beautiful greenery in the background. I sent her the pictures before we resumed our hike. Lauren gasped loudly when we got our first look at Mount Katahdin in the distance.
"Nice, isn't it?" I commented, more interested in looking at Lauren than the mountain.
"It's beautiful!" she gasped. "I-I can't believe it. I saw it before, and Moosehead Lake is beautiful, too. This, it's just, wow!"
"I understand." I nodded, finding myself appreciating nature more than I had in a long, long time.
"How long until we reach the mountain?" Lauren asked, her excitement obvious.
"It's about three miles until we reach Chimney Pond." I explained. "We'll sign in at the ranger station there before we actually enter Saddle Trail. That's when the climb really starts."
"Okay. Okay!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands and nodding her head with a determined expression. "Let's go! We have a lot of hiking ahead of us, and I'm not above leaving you behind!"
Shaking my head, I followed the busty blonde along the trail. She only stumbled on the rocks a few times, but I was more interested in admiring her backside. Her stupid backpack was kind of in the way, but damn, Lauren had a great butt.
After watching her continue to trip, I ran up to her to help. She shook me off, but at least agreed to let me lead the way. We reached a beautiful lookout, and I had to remind Lauren that we had a long hike ahead of us. She managed to stay on the main trail, avoiding all turn offs and distractions until we reached Dry Pond.
The view was nice, but I assured Lauren that she would love the view at Chimney Pond even more. She reluctantly agreed to continue. We passed several other hikers, exchanging words with a few of them as we hiked among the trees. The elevation was increasing, even if we weren't actually on Katahdin yet. It was still early morning, which meant plenty of wildlife.
Lauren gasped loudly before clapping her hands to her mouth. She was clearly afraid her outburst would scare off the beautiful doe standing in the middle of the trail. As cute as the animal was, I was more interested in the way Lauren tugged on my sleeve before pointing to the deer.
"Take a picture." I whispered to her, getting an enthusiastic nod in response.
The doe actually let us get pretty close, but it eventually bounded off into the woods. Lauren gushed about the animal for a good fifteen minutes, allowing us to exit the trail. We stood in a small field that led to the ranger station.
Before going to the ranger station, we walked along the shore of Chimney Pond to enjoy the view. Across the pond was an amazing view of Mount Katahdin. The beautiful peak towered overhead, and Lauren gushed over the sheer granite cliffs. Her love of nature was contagious, and I found myself in awe of the scene. Lauren really could breathe new life into me.
I loved how she appreciated the smallest details. Off to the side of the pond was a long, narrow log that was partially submerged. The log was covered with at least a dozen painted turtles. The same kind of painted turtles you could see any time you wanted on Moosehead Lake. Yet she still spent ten minutes admiring the small animals.



Lauren and I enjoyed a nice lunch before signing in at the ranger station. My excited neighbor took pictures of everything; the ranger station, the signs, the trees, the sky. It was adorable, and I couldn't stop smiling; her attitude was contagious.
"How far until the top of the mountain?" Lauren asked as we stood before the entrance to Saddle Trail.
"A little over two miles. Think you can make it?" I wondered. As much fun as she was having, she did seem pretty worn out.
"I think so!" she grinned. "I have to, I have to make it to the top!"
"Don't push yourself too hard." I chuckled. "I don't want to have to carry you back down."
"Are you calling me fat?" Lauren inquired, giving me an evil grin.
"No, no! Of course not!" I stammered.
The busty blonde laughed at my predicament before confidently striding onto the trail. The view was amazing, but the hike was growing more and more strenuous. Large rocks were everywhere, and the trail was growing more steep as we continued the climb up Mount Katahdin.
We were both quaffing large amounts of water, and I was grateful my insulated tumbler kept the liquid cold. While resting on a rock, Lauren and I ran into a couple of thru hikers who were descending the mountain. They said it was beautiful up there, and happily offered to take our picture. Lauren blushed when the woman made a comment that indicated she thought Lauren and I were married.
The couple were shocked when Lauren told them she had never even been to a state park before this. Both of them had been hiking all their lives, it was how they met, in fact. The four of us each ate a protein bar while the hikers told us stories of the Appalachian Trail. Lauren was enthralled.
It was early afternoon when we realized we were not far from the tree line. Soon we would reach the clouds, and we were both feeling the strain. My ankles hurt, reminding me of the other times I gave up on reaching the summit of Katahdin. Was it hard? Not really, it was exhausting.
The trail was all rocks at that point, and even I stumbled occasionally. Lauren spotted an eagle, and she happily took its picture. Other than that, we really didn't encounter much in the way of wildlife. It was rocks and more rocks, with the occasional tree or bush thrown in.
Sweat was pouring down Lauren's face, but she was determined. I knew we had at least a mile to go, and I thought we might actually make it. Sadly, it wasn't meant to be. Lauren had stumbled several hundred times, so I didn't panic at first. However, I immediately rushed to her side when I heard her let out a small scream.
"Ow, ow, ow!" she groaned, her ass on the ground as she reached for her ankle. "Fucking shit, this hurts!"
"Okay, let me take a look." I said quickly as I knelt down by her feet.
"OW!" Lauren squeaked when I touched her ankle. "I said it hurt, dickweed! Why the fuck would you touch it?!"
"Sorry, sorry!" I stammered. "I just need to see how bad it is."
"Well, I'm a big baby! It's bad!" she declared.
"I think it's just a sprain." I replied while her right leg rested in my lap.
"W-what do we do?" Lauren asked, sounding scared.
"I have an athletic wrap, we'll wrap up your ankle." I explained. "Then we'll get you back home. Reaching the summit is definitely out of the question now."
"I wanted to climb the mountain with you." she mumbled sadly.
"I know, but safety is most important." I replied gently. "We can always try again."
"How can we, you're leaving?" Lauren challenged darkly.
Like a coward, I chose to ignore the question. Instead I took my first-aid kit out of my backpack. Then I removed Lauren's boot and sock. Since I grew up on a campground, I was quite experienced in binding a sprained ankle. I used the athletic wrap to create the standard figure-eight pattern before helping her get her sock and boot back on.
"Here, lean on me." I offered after helping Lauren to her feet.
"Thank you, Tim." she whispered as she let me support her.
An interesting thing about hiking this trail was that the descent was often more difficult than the ascent. Add in having to balance on rocks while basically carrying an amazonian beauty, and well, the descent was a nightmare. Our backpacks kept getting in the way, and Lauren could barely put any weight on her right leg.
"Well, even though you're a total klutz, ow!" I yelped when she punched me in the gut with her left hand.
"Asshole." she grunted, looking depressed about us not being able to summit Katahdin.
Once she started playfully hitting me, we were lucky we didn't both go down. Lauren wasn't trying to hurt me, but hiking on dangerous rocks with an injured person hitting you wasn't necessarily the smartest decision. Fortunately, she noticed quickly and stopped trying to kill us both.
"As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, we still made it further than I ever got alone." I told her with a kind smile. "Hiking with someone makes the journey much less... impossible."
"I'm still sad we didn't make it." Lauren sighed, leaning on me for support.
"You know, we'll still be friends even if we aren't neighbors." I pointed out. "I could always visit, even if I end up on the west coast. Planes are marvelous things. We really can try again."
"I'd like that, Tim." she whispered before turning her head and kissing my cheek.
I learned a new definition of exhaustion as I struggled to help Lauren descend Katahdin. The distance wasn't terribly far, but I was helping an injured person down a damn mountain. Sweat poured down my face, and I just stared vacantly into the distance as Chimney Pond came back into view.
"H-how are you feeling?" I stammered, feeling truly dead on my feet.
"My ankle really hurts, and I'm tired." Lauren sighed. "At least we're back to the campground."
"Then just three more miles to where the car is parked." I replied, my knees shaking.
"You're not gonna make it another three miles." she observed, looking at me in concern. She then tried putting more weight on her right leg, causing a painful yelp.
"Don't try to walk, you'll hurt yourself." I instructed, caring only about keeping her out of pain. "Chimney Pond has a campground, we might have to stay the night here. Then I can help you back to the car."
"Oh, okay." Lauren nodded, sounding pleased. "That's perfect. A nice, warm bed. We'll set out in the morning."
"Well, we probably won't get a bed." I winced, struggling not to fall over as I steered us toward the pond.
"What? Why not?" she frowned.
"Lauren," I began slowly, "we're in the back country. There's no hotel or anything nearby. I know the campground has a small bunkhouse, but there is no way we'll get a bed without a reservation. It's way too late. We'll have to rent a lean-to."
"What the fuck is a lean-to?" Lauren asked as she leaned on me for support.
"A temporary shelter." I answered. "Originally, they were added to an existing building, leaning against it. Hence the name. Hikers use free-standing ones for shelters. They're small. Three walls and a roof. You often can't even stand up in them. You just crawl in and sleep with limited shelter from the elements."
"Uh... seriously?" she inquired, sounding like she was in shock.
"This is nature, city girl!" I chuckled. "It is what you said you wanted to experience."
"Right. I can do this." Lauren nodded before continuing in an incredulous voice. "Wait. There are bears out here, should we really be sleeping in the open?"
"Moose are more of a threat than bears." I reminded her. "And we'll be right beside the ranger station, with multiple people all around us. Bears know what places to avoid. The odds of a bear climbing in to your shelter to spoon you are pretty low."
"No need to be sarcastic, jackass." she retorted. "So, what, we buy sleeping bags and camp? That sounds kind of fun. Falling asleep to the sounds of nature. I know I always sleep better after listening to the loons."
"They don't have stores in the back country, we have to survive with what we brought along." I told her.
"What the fuck!" Lauren gasped.
"No showers either." I added, finding myself enjoying her shock. "No fancy restaurants, no twenty-four hour shopping, no ordering a ride to take you home."
"I'm a tough girl, I can take it!" she declared. "Let's go rent one of those lean-to things."
"You said you were a big baby an hour ago." I pointed out.
"No one asked you, scrotumnugget." Lauren playfully punched me in the stomach again. "We're almost there, we can make it."
We barely made it. I felt like I was truly approaching death as Lauren and I staggered into the ranger station. Her face was red from pain and exhaustion, so I found her a place to sit down and relax. I used an extra chair from the table so Lauren could put her leg up. Then I spoke with a ranger and rented a lean-to. Luckily, they had a couple left. I was correct in that the bunkhouse was fully booked.
"How are you feeling?" I asked Lauren as I sat down across from her.
"Tired. And hungry." Lauren answered. "Oh, and my ankle hurts."
"Do you wanna eat dinner and relax in here for awhile?" I offered. "The bunkhouse was fully booked, but we have a lean-to right outside."
"Okay." she nodded.
We were both starving, and we ate a carbohydrate heavy meal while drinking as much water as we could get. Despite our teasing, Lauren really was tough. I was surprised a city girl was handling things so well. She looked nervous, but also excited by the idea of sleeping out in nature. I was just thankful there was no rain in the forecast.
Sunset was around 8:30PM, so we stayed in the ranger station for a little while. It wasn't crowded, but there were people coming in and out. A few stopped to chat with us, a couple even took the time to give Lauren a few tips on how to deal with her sprain. Everyone here was used to the outdoors, and an injury like hers was very common.
At one point, a ranger approached our table and asked if we needed assistance. Lauren and I explained what happened, where our vehicle was, and what our plans were. He agreed that resting up before making the trip back was our best option.
The ranger did have access to more first-aid equipment than I did, and he offered Lauren an ice pack to help the sprain. She gratefully accepted and was soon sighing in contentment as she felt the cold help to calm her swollen ankle. I briefly exchanged texts with Austin, and he agreed to feed Brady for me.
Lauren and I passed the time talking, and I was having a great time until I remembered my neighbor had a second date coming up. What reminded me was thinking of asking Lauren to celebrate Independence Day at Abbott Trails. She couldn't. She already had plans.
When sunset was approaching, we returned the ice pack before heading out to find our lean-to. Lauren looked a little nervous when she saw it. It may have been enclosed on three sides, but the front was wide open to the elements. The lean-to looked fine to me, it even had a wooden floor.
"I'll sleep on the outside." I offered immediately. "That way if a bear comes by, it'll eat me first."
"Thanks." Lauren snorted. "Of course the bear and your dead body will block my exit."
"Well, good luck!" I shrugged helplessly.
"Dick." she swore, leaning on me as she looked into the small shelter. "Uh, do we just sleep on the floor?"
"I have a bedroll and a blanket strapped to my backpack." I answered, gesturing to my back where the rolled up pad was safely stored.
"I did see on the internet that people bring those, but I didn't think I'd need to..." Lauren trailed off as I helped her sit down at the edge of the lean-to.
"No problem, you can use mine." I offered as I set my backpack down.
"Where will you sleep?" she asked in confusion.
"In front of the entrance to protect you from bears and moose." I explained as I unrolled the soft pad and set it in place inside the shelter. "Remember? We covered this."
"I can't take your bedroll, Tim." Lauren protested.
"I am not letting you sleep on the cold, hard floor." I told her seriously. "I feel bad you're stuck out here, you're hurt, and you need a good night's rest."
"So do you." she argued. "You're the one who has to carry my sorry ass back to the truck. We're both adults, we can share the bedroll."
"Are you sure you're comfortable with that?" I asked.
"You're my friend, we've made out, you even made me cum. I think we'll be fine." Lauren countered.
"Sean might not like that." I commented without thinking.
"I'm single, Tim." she pointed out. "You're the one actually knocking boots. Some guy I went on one date with who hasn't even kissed me yet doesn't get a say."
"Right. Okay." I nodded.
We used some extra clothing from both our backpacks as makeshift pillows. Lauren laid down on her side, facing the back wall of the lean-to. I nervously laid down beside her, facing outside so that our backs would be together. Two people could fit on a single bedroll, but it was a tight fit and we were both on the edges.
"I keep falling off, turn around and get closer to me." Lauren suggested.
"Uh, sure." I responded as I nervously turned around.
Lauren and I were covered by my blanket, and me turning around really did give us more space somehow. She adjusted until her back was against my chest while I made sure to keep my arms at my sides. With an annoyed huff, she reached back and grabbed my wrist, pulling my arm around her.
We were both fully clothed, but I was still pressed up right against Lauren. She had removed her cap, allowing her blonde hair to tickle my chin. Fuck, she smelled so good. Her tight ass was right against my crotch. I was a straight male, and I was incredibly attracted to Lauren, I couldn't help my reaction.
"Is that a flashlight in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?" she giggled nervously.
"I, ah, sorry about that." I mumbled. "I'm a guy. Sorry."
"Sorry for being a guy?" Lauren inquired in a teasing voice.
"No. Well, yes, but no." I stumbled over my words. "We're just friends, I shouldn't react like this. Sorry."
"It's fine." she sighed, her teasing tone gone. "It's hard for me, too."
"Well, yes. But it's my problem." I responded.
"What? You dipshit. I mean I have trouble figuring out how to act around you, too." she sounded earnest.
"No need. I'm just Tim." I reasoned. "We're friends, we can tease each other. I'm glad you can call me names again."
"In that case..." Lauren trailed off as she pushed her ass back against my bulge. "Try not to squirt in your pants tonight. Otherwise I might have to add two pump chump to my list of names for you."
"I don't recall doing any pumping around you at all." I replied.
Lauren giggled before sighing happily and falling silent. My hand was resting on her flat stomach, and her steady breathing told me she was asleep within two minutes. I wasn't. In fact, despite my exhaustion, I was awake for awhile longer.
It was good that Lauren and I could tease each other again. I hated how she pulled away after finding out I was leaving. We were really in a tough spot. Our natural interactions and chemistry kept pushing us closer together. I would definitely miss her, and I didn't want to break her heart.
My own heart was a concern as well. Lauren agreed to a second date with Sean. I was so relieved to find out that they hadn't slept together, hadn't kissed. A bigger and bigger part of me wanted Lauren to be with me, and only me. I kept thinking about the one word Lauren spoke earlier. Yet.
"I don't want you to date anyone else. I want you with me." I whispered to the back of Lauren's sleeping head.
"Wanchu." she mumbled in her sleep.
I pondered what that was supposed to mean for quite some time. Did she actually hear me? She seemed to be fast asleep, but that timing couldn't be a coincidence? Lauren did ask me out, and there was definitely still an attraction, but we both knew it could never be. I ruminated for at least an hour until sleep claimed me.
~Friday, July 04th~
I found myself by the shore of Moosehead Lake. The water was completely still and glassy. I looked up; there was no sun, but everything was lit. Someone squeezed my right hand. I looked down and saw a familiar hand. The diamond on her finger glinted in the light.
Reaching out with my left hand, I lightly caressed Lacey's face. She smiled at me, her entire face lighting up, her joy accentuating her beauty. I could feel her warmth, smell the scent that was unmistakably hers; jasmine and lavender. I opened my mouth to speak, but she reached up and pressed two fingers to my lips.
We stood and walked along the lake. The landscape blurred, and then we were approaching the cabin. Lacey led me inside, guided me up to our bedroom. Our lips met as we made our way to the bed. She pushed me down and straddled my waist, leaning in to kiss me again.
Her kisses were so passionate, and I felt her tongue snake into my mouth. I ran my hands along her body as she rolled onto her side. We kept kissing as we lay next to each other, our bodies pressed together. Everything was perfect. Everything was as it should be.
As I slowly started to wake, I felt something brushing against my lips. Faint, barely there. I licked my lips reflexively, and my tongue swept across something. The brushing on my lips got harder, the pressure increasing. My lips twitched, opening and closing. I tried to wet my lips again, and I felt my tongue touch something else. Something wet and moving. Something that inspired me to struggle out of the delirium of sleep.
I pressed more into what I now recognized as lips, starting to kiss and nibble on them softly. Those same lips began kissing me back. It was wonderful. It was gentle. I could feel the love in every movement. I sighed, relishing this stolen moment with Lacey, feeling the strength and support of her love.
The dream faded and the world started to come into focus. I realized that Lauren had turned around in her sleep. Her soft lips were brushing against mine. Gently fighting for space, softly brushing back and forth in a quiet dance. Before I fully understood what I was doing, I started actively kissing her. I opened my eyes to see a close up of Lauren's perfect face. Moments later, her eyes opened, and she gazed at me with wide and sleepy eyes.
We both jerked back as we realized what we were doing. Since we were already on the edges of the bedroll, we both immediately fell off of it. The small blanket went with me, causing me to somehow get tangled in the thing as Lauren looked over at me, blushing bright red.
"Sorry, sorry!" I stammered while struggling with the blanket.
"It's fine." Lauren mumbled. "We were both asleep. No harm done."
There was some awkwardness as I finally freed myself from the blanket. Lauren had sat up and was lightly applying pressure to her ankle, occasionally wincing in pain. Caught up in concern for Lauren, I forgot where we were and quickly stood up.
"Ouch!" I exclaimed when my head made contact with the roof of the lean-to.
"Are you okay?" Lauren asked, clearly struggling not to laugh.
"I'm good." I replied, rubbing the top of my head. "You?"
"It still really hurts. I don't think I can walk." she sighed. "I'm sorry."
"It's not your fault." I insisted. "We should get started early so you can get some rest in the comfort of your own bed."
"Good idea." Lauren agreed. "By the way, happy Independence Day."
"Happy Independence Day." I chuckled. "I had actually completely forgotten."
"So much for country pride." Lauren giggled.
Lauren and I ate a quick breakfast in the ranger station after packing our things. I exchanged a few more texts with Austin, letting him know the plan. Fortunately, he was more than happy to feed Brady his breakfast. My poor dog was probably really confused.



My joints were still aching from yesterday, so I was not looking forward to the three more miles we had. Lauren tried to walk on her own, once more showcasing her stubbornness and independence. However, the first few steps were enough to bring tears to her eyes, and she accepted defeat.
I was almost completely supporting Lauren as we started down the trail. Our progress was slow, and it wasn't long before we were both sweating again. The long hike, the lack of showers, and the sleeping in my sweaty clothes were combining to make me feel absolutely disgusting. I knew Lauren felt the same, and she wasn't as used to roughing it as I was.
"How are you doing, city girl?" I asked at one point.
"Tired." she admitted in a quiet voice. "And I'd kill for a shower. I feel gross."
"That fancy wool thong of yours riding up?" I smirked.
"None of your business." Lauren grunted in annoyance. "Dingleberry."
"What the fuck's a dingleberry?" I inquired in a sarcastic voice. I actually knew what it was, I was just enjoying continuing our banter.
"Look in the fucking mirror." she hissed as she accidentally put too much weight on her injured ankle. "And a dingleberry is a small piece of poop that clings to a dog's ass after it shits. In other words, you."
"You've got quite a mouth on you, for a lady." I teased.
"Having tits and a cunt makes me a female, not a lady." Lauren retorted. She shifted wrong and stepped down on her bad foot. It was all I could do to stop her from falling. My heart broke when she let out a soft whimper, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. "Fuck! Fucking shit fuck fuck fuck! Ow."
"I have an idea." I said after she calmed down. Then I led her over to a nearby rock. "Here, rest on the rock for a minute."
Lauren set her backpack on the ground as she relaxed on the rock while sipping water. I had no doubt that I was in for a miserable three miles, but there was no other way. Even while leaning on me for support, it was too much for her. I couldn't let her walk any further.
Thankfully, I had a small hatchet in my backpack. I walked a short distance away and started hacking until I had two long, mostly straight poles. Using a rope, I lashed the poles together at one end, creating a V shape. Grabbing Lauren's backpack, I tied it and mine to the poles, on the side they were tied together.
With all the weight on one end, I grabbed the free ends of the poles and experimentally dragged the makeshift structure. It wasn't perfect, but it would do. I looked over at Lauren, who was watching me with an incredulous look on her face.
"What the fuck?" she asked. "What are you, the hillbilly fix-it guy? The one with the mullet?"
"It's a travois." I explained. "A type of sledge often used by Native Americans. Ideally, you'd have one pulled by a horse or dog, but I don't have any treats to give you."
"So, you're gonna pull that instead of us carrying our backpacks? How will I lean on you while you hold both sticks?" she wondered.
"Get ready. And no, I'd never have a mullet." I grunted, wiping sweat and grime off my face. This was so going to suck.
"For what?" Lauren gave me a puzzled look.
"For a piggyback ride." I answered. "I'm gonna carry your klutz ass down the trail."
"No way! No fucking way! I am NOT letting you do that." she was as stubborn as she was beautiful.
"The longer you stay on your ankle like this, the longer the recovery will be." I reasoned. "It's a mild sprain, so if we're lucky you'll be back to running in a week. Who will call me a twatwaffle every morning if you can't run with me?"
"I'll text you every morning that you're a twatwaffle. It's no trouble, really." Lauren argued. "I'll have to do that when you move anyway. You. Are. Not. Carrying. Me."
"Look, it's either your pride or your ankle. Your pride will heal, but if you finish fucking up your ankle you could be looking at surgery." I gave her a direct look as she sat on the rock and looked up at me with defiance. "We still have a long way to go. Your pride or your ankle. Pick one."
"Fucking. Fuck shit ass titties!" she cursed eloquently while glaring up at me with disgust. "Fuck! Fine! But if I hear one comment about how heavy I am, I'm hitting you. Even if we both fall to our deaths."
"Deal. Uh, I guess." I rolled my eyes.
Lauren was standing behind me, clearly reluctant to allow me to carry her. I told her to hurry up if she wanted to get home before dark. After another series of curse words, Lauren wrapped her arms around my neck. I reached back and grabbed her thighs, allowing her to hop up onto my back.
I had to release her legs to grab the two poles of my makeshift travois. It wasn't easy, but Lauren was able to squeeze me with her legs to stay on my back. Honestly, Lauren was heavy. She was a slim woman, but she was still almost six feet tall. I also thought I remembered reading something about boobs being heavy. I knew they could cause a woman back problems, and two very large future back problems were pressing against me.
"Well, I guess this is one way for you to get between my thighs." Lauren quipped, trying to make light of the situation.
"You." I was already out of breath, needing to get used to this. Fuck, I was dreading the next few miles. "Could. Have. Just. Asked."
"Gotta make a guy earn it." she said, her arms tight around my neck while her legs gripped my waist.
"And Johnny, sorry Jonathan, never earned it." I pointed out as I struggled to take the first steps, dragging the travois behind us. I sincerely hoped Sean never earned it.
Lauren chose not to respond to my comment, instead choosing to simply cling to me as I struggled to walk the rough trail. Rocks. So many rocks. Every step was torture. Yet, I felt better. I felt better because Lauren wasn't crying out in pain any longer. Worth it.
"Hey, Archimedes." Lauren spoke up after awhile. "Wouldn't this be easier if I sat on the packs on this travis thing?"
"Travois. Fuck." I dropped the poles. "You could have suggested that twenty minutes ago."
"But you looked like you were having fun." she giggled as I helped her sit down on a rock.
"That actually was my first idea." I admitted as Lauren wiped the sweat from her brow. "I thought of making something for you to lay on, but I just didn't think I'd be able to build something comfortable that wouldn't make your ankle worse."
"You're not gonna make it at this rate." Lauren pointed out. "Thank you. Really. Thank you for helping me. But, you passing out isn't gonna help me. Then we'll both be eaten by bears. Or moose. I know you said they were more dangerous."
"Moose are more dangerous, but they won't actually eat you." I replied, sipping some water. "What do you suggest?"
"Can we fix up the lavois so I can sit or lay on it?" she asked.
"I'm not sure, maybe." I mused. "And it's a travois."
My neighbor and friend was as intelligent as she was beautiful, but she had no experience in anything like this. Her first idea was to use a couple of shirts for her to lay on, but I let her know they'd quickly be torn to shreds, along with her back. Laying on the backpacks could work, but they were lumpy, and she would not be at all comfortable.
"What's going on here?" a male voice called out after about forty-five minutes.
Lauren and I both looked up to see two people heading toward us from the direction we came from. They both appeared to be in their thirties, and they were dressed in hiking gear while carrying backpacks and walking sticks. I remembered them from Chimney Pond; they were a married couple and were staying in the bunkhouse. They must have set out after we did, but were able to catch up with us due to how slow we were moving.
"Pay attention, Blake." the woman replied. "We met them last night, remember? The sprained ankle."
"Nice to see you again. I'm Tim. This is Lauren." I said, introducing both of us.
"I'm Kate and this is my husband, Blake." the woman responded, looking at us with concern.
"Kate and Blake? That's fucking adorable!" Lauren giggled from her rock.
"Thanks!" Kate smiled as she walked over to Lauren. Kate was a brunette with small breasts, but she was almost as tall as Lauren.
"Do you need some help?" Blake offered while approaching me. "Looks like you are struggling."
"Thank you." I nodded gratefully. "Lauren can't walk anymore. I tried carrying her while using this travois to drag our gear. It's just too much, so we're currently trying to figure out how to make this comfortable enough for her to lay on."
"That'll be tough." Blake winced. Blake had brown hair and a beard. He was very muscular, and stood at well over six feet. "Even if she can lay on it, you'll still be dragging it along the rough terrain. Do you think you can manage carrying her if you don't have to drag the backpacks?"
"Sure, but we can't leave the backpacks." I answered. "They have our survival gear, and we'll be in even more trouble if something happens."
"Where are you headed?" Blake asked while Lauren and Kate continued to talk.
"Roaring Brook Campground." I told him. "My truck is parked there."
"That's where we're headed." Blake responded, looking relieved. "How about I drag your gear while you carry Lauren?"
"We can't ask you to do that." I said quickly.
"You didn't ask. I offered." Blake reasoned as he walked up and gave me a manly slap on the shoulder. "We hikers have to stick together. One of us is hurt, so we all have to help. It's only a few miles, we can make it."
"If you're sure, it would be a huge help..." I trailed off, more than happy to swallow my pride for Lauren's sake.
"I'm sure." Blake insisted.
With Blake dragging the travois, carrying Lauren was much easier. And not just on me. I could hold her thighs, allowing Lauren to relax instead of focusing on not falling off my back. The hike was still difficult, but it was manageable.
To my surprise, we managed to get some time to enjoy the hike. What I enjoyed the most was having Lauren's body against mine. She was hugging me tightly, occasionally commenting on how beautiful everything was. Even with thick clothing, I had no trouble feeling Lauren's large breasts squished against me.
Lauren and I both sighed in relief when Roaring Brook Campground came into view. Blake and Kate were kind enough to help us get our packs to my truck. We added each other on social media and exchanged numbers so we could keep in touch.
I stood with Blake at the back of my truck, drinking water as I told him about Abbott Trails. He had actually heard of us, and I was happy to know that he only heard good things. Lauren was sitting in the passenger seat with the door open so she could speak with Kate. I ended up overhearing part of their conversation.
"You two make a cute couple." Kate said.
"Oh. We're not together. Just, um, friends." Lauren replied.
"Girl. He was trying to kill himself carrying you. And the way he looks at you? I'd husband him real quick if I were you." Kate giggled.
"It's not that simple." Lauren sighed sadly.
"Then make it simple." Kate advised. "The good ones aren't easy to find. For men or women."
We soon said goodbye to our new friends, apologizing for not staying longer. Kate and Blake understood, knowing we needed to get home. Handshakes were exchanged, and it wasn't long before we exited Baxter State Park with our new memories. And injuries in Lauren's case.
"Thank you, Tim." Lauren whispered as she put away her sunglasses.
"You're welcome." I nodded. "I'm sorry you got hurt, but I hope you still had fun."
"I did, it was amazing and I want to go back with you so we can reach the top together." she said, talking faster than usual. "But, that isn't what I was thanking you for. Thank you for helping me. You didn't complain once, and I could tell how much of a burden I was."
"You weren't a burden." I stated firmly. "You were hurt, you needed help. It happens, it's not your fault."
"Thank you for helping me." Lauren said, and I soon felt her hand on my knee. "You made sure I was safe, you suffered for me. It felt nice to have someone care so much. I just wanted to make sure you knew I noticed, and I appreciate it."
"Of course I care." I replied, my heart heavy. I had to come up with something to lighten the mood. "I've got your back, buddy!"
"Thanks, pal." she snorted as she lightly caressed my knee.
Another twenty minutes into the drive and Lauren was fast asleep with her face pressed against the window. So. Fucking. Cute. I was completely exhausted. In fact, I was too tired to even lose myself in my thoughts. I was basically a zombie for the rest of the drive.
"Lauren?" I whispered, lightly shaking her shoulder after parking the truck in front of Lauren's SUV. "Lauren, we're here. Wake up."
"Huh? What?" Lauren grunted as she woke up.
"We're home." I told her.
"We made it." she sighed while wiping the drool from her chin.
"We made it." I chuckled.
I helped Lauren out of my truck and led her through the front door of her house. She plopped down on a chair in her kitchen, her eyes slightly glazed. I quickly ran back out to get her backpack and left it near her front door. She could deal with it later.
"My bedroom is upstairs. I'm downstairs." Lauren groaned, sounding like she had reached a new level of exhaustion. It made sense. She was home, and all her tension was released.
"I'll help you upstairs." I offered. "But, I did think you wanted to shower first?"
"Too tired." she grunted. "I'll do it when I wake up. Wash sheets, too."
"Okay, let's get you to your room." I smiled.
Lauren leaned on me as we took on our final challenge; the stairs. She still couldn't put wait on her ankle, and I wasn't sure if she was even fully conscious. I was basically carrying her when we reached the second floor. Fortunately, the master bedroom was easy to find.
The bedroom was pretty standard; a large bed was opposite the door and facing a flat screen television that was mounted on the wall. Lauren had a very nice desk with a laptop resting on top of it, a dresser, and the room had a built-in closet. The main thing I noticed was that there were once again no pictures to be found. No friends, no family.
"This is my room." Lauren commented with a frown as she tossed her cap on the dresser. "Don't look in my desk."
"I won't, I won't." I immediately promised as I brought Lauren to the bed. "The bodies are in the basement, so I assume you keep the severed heads in your desk."
"Okay." she yawned.
I knelt on the floor and carefully removed Lauren's hiking boots. She winced and pulled her foot out of my grip when I accidentally aggravated her sprained ankle. I did manage to get her socks off without incident before standing up. Then I plugged in her phone so it could charge while Lauren pulled off her sweater and tossed it on the floor.
"How are you feeling?" I asked.
"Tired." Lauren grunted before pulling off her shirt, revealing a navy colored sports bra.
"I understand. I'm going home and passing out." I smiled, unable to stop myself from looking down at Lauren's cleavage. Her boobs were just so big, and she was sitting on the bed, the angle was perfect.
"Wait. Help me up first." she said, reaching out for me.
Lauren placed her hand on my shoulder while I wrapped an arm around her waist. Once she was balanced, Lauren let me hold her up while she unbuttoned her hiking pants. Before I could say anything, Lauren pushed her pants down to her knees, revealing her very skimpy black underwear.
"Uh..." I mumbled stupidly as Lauren pulled the comforter down before sitting on the bed.
"Help me with my pants, please?" Lauren asked quietly.
"Right. Sure." I nodded as I knelt on the floor again.
I kept my eyes on the floor as I pulled off Lauren's pants and folded them. Her legs were so long, so toned, so flawless. I set her folded pants down on the bedside table before turning back to the bed. My heart caught in my chest when Lauren turned away from me and laid down.
Perfection. That was the word that came to mind. Lauren's ass was absolutely perfect. The tight globes were only covered by a thin string of dark fabric, and I wanted to touch. I wanted to touch her so badly my hand actually twitched. Then she pulled the comforter over her body, leaving me with only a memory.
"I had a great time yesterday." she whispered while settling in.
"So did I." I replied sincerely. "Do you need me to stay? I can sleep on the floor or something. I just don't feel right about leaving you when you can't walk."
"I'll be fine, I'm a big girl." Lauren said. "Go home. You're exhausted, too."
"If you're sure..." I sighed, reluctant to leave. "Just promise you'll text me if you have trouble walking, or if you need anything. I'll be right over."
"I promise." she told me.
"Thank you." I smiled down at her.
"Goodnight, Tim." Lauren mumbled sleepily. "Thank you for taking such good care of me."
"Goodnight, Lauren." I responded, leaning over to kiss her temple. "Sweet dreams."
Brady was thrilled to see me when I walked in to my cabin. You would have thought I'd been gone for years from the way he was wagging his butt while whining and grunting. I set my backpack down and paid him some attention before heading upstairs.
Unlike Lauren, I decided to take a quick shower. I needed it. Badly. I didn't see the need to put anything on, so I just dried off and staggered back to my room naked. I plugged in my phone and sent a few texts before getting into bed. I was unconscious before my head hit the pillow.
The limited sleep I got was not enough, but I had to show my face to the counselors for Independence Day. Plus, I was hungry. At least it shouldn't be too long a night. I groaned in pain when I reached over and grabbed my phone.
I had a few texts from Lauren. She thanked me again for the great hike and for helping her. My neighbor also insisted she was fine and would be able to manage getting around by herself. The final text let me know that she was still having company for the holiday.
Doing my best to ignore my jealousy, I got ready for the rest of the day. After dressing and hanging out with Brady, I left out the back door and breathed in the fresh air. My joints hurt and were stiff, so I slowly made my way down the hill leading to my dock, hoping to walk it off.
I found myself standing on my wooden dock as I looked out over Moosehead Lake. Everything was quiet, peaceful. Lauren had helped remind me that this was a wonderful place. Leaving was for the best, but it was going to be difficult. And, for the first time, I contemplated coming back to visit.
The sound of a motor brought me back to reality. Turning my head, I looked over toward the entrance to Lauren's little inlet. Her small boat quickly came into view, and I was momentarily thrilled that she had the energy to still go out. Then I remembered.
Lauren wasn't alone in the boat. Sitting up on the stern was a young woman who looked to be about Lauren's age, early twenties. She was a cute brunette with a friendly smile, and she was wearing a very appealing red bikini that drew attention to her small breasts. The girl had to be Chloe, the barista from town. I was pretty sure I had seen her a few times, but never really spoke to her.
Sitting beside Lauren was a guy who seemed to be a few years older, about my age. He had light brown hair, and his missing shirt showed that his physique was quite impressive. I also realized he was quite a bit taller than I was, and a couple inches taller than Lauren.
From the angle, it wasn't easy to see Lauren, but I did catch the occasional glimpse. The busty blonde was wearing her new sunglasses, as well as the same dark blue bikini top she had on the day we met. Chloe and Sean seemed to be in a great mood, but I saw a guilty frown on Lauren's face when she briefly waved. Then the boat passed my dock, and I could only see their backs as they continued through Moosehead Lake.



It wasn't a date. I repeated that line over and over as I headed over to the dining hall. The guy had brought his baby sister, it couldn't be a date. Fuck, why did they have to be wearing bathing suits? Why did Sean have to be taller than me?
The counselors were already in the dining hall when I arrived, as were several staff members. I wished them a happy Independence Day and gave a brief speech about the summer barbecue and fireworks. I also reminded them not to be up too late since the next batch of campers were arriving the next day. That was my way of saying not to get drunk tonight. Unfortunate timing for Independence Day, but that was how it worked out. The campers had to be the first priority.
I sat with a group of guys for the barbecue: Greg, James, Henry, Kenny, and Jason. Brian didn't join us since he was sitting in a corner with Brooke. She was in his lap as they whispered to each other and giggled. Others were sitting in various groups, and I noticed Nikki looking at me several times.
The meal was very informal, with people coming in and grabbing food whenever the mood struck them. Some ate inside, others found outside picnic tables. Either way, there was hot food available until it was almost sunset. That was when everyone made their way to the shore for the fireworks show.
Everyone around Moosehead Lake would be out to watch the fireworks. We had a few shows over the summer, but the ones on Independence Day were always the most impressive. Abbott Trails owned a lot of shore, and all the guests would have great viewing spots. I tried not to think about Lauren and Sean watching the fireworks on the shore of Moosehead Lake, beneath the beautiful night sky.
I found myself standing between Michelle and Riley as we waited for the fireworks to start. We didn't touch, not wanting to make our intimacy obvious. Riley did make a few quiet, flirty comments, only stopping when other people started standing around us.
Colorful explosions lit up the sky over Moosehead Lake. The scene was stunning, and I glanced over to see the fireworks lighting up Michelle's face. Various colors reflected off her glasses, and the quiet redhead had a huge grin on her face.
Michelle inched closer to me until our shoulders touched. She looked away from the fireworks to lock eyes with me. We both smiled. Michelle then got up on her toes so she could put her lips by my ear and whisper, obviously hoping to use the explosions to muffle her words.
"I'm ready to have sex." Michelle husked in my ear. "Tonight. After the fireworks."
My eyebrows rose as Michelle pulled away from me and smiled. A small blush colored her lightly-freckled face as the occasional sky explosion lit up her features even further. I felt Riley's hand on my arm, and knew she approved.
"I can't wait." I replied.
"What the FUCK!" a loud, angry female voice behind me shouted.
Spinning around, I realized Nikki had been standing right behind us, obviously eavesdropping. I instinctively took a couple steps back as the tall, tan brunette glared at me. She was wearing jean shorts and a v-neck shirt. Her arms were crossed beneath her breasts, and she looked ready to hit me.
"Nikki." I sighed.
"Fucking asshole." Nikki spat before turning around and stomping off.
"Happy Independence Day?" Riley offered with a helpless shrug.
I managed to put Nikki out of my mind when the fireworks ended and people started going their own separate ways. Michelle and Riley walked with me down the path toward my cabin. Once we were far enough down the path, the girls each took one of my hands, lacing our fingers.
Riley commented on how tired I was, and I took the time to tell them the story of Lauren's sprained ankle. They both teased a bit about the city girl not being able to handle it, but I quickly reminded Michelle that she was from Philadelphia.
"I can wait if you need to sleep?" Michelle offered when we walked in to my cabin.
"You're ready for a very special moment in any person's life." I stated firmly. "We are not postponing it."
"Oh, I know!" Riley interjected while Michelle played with Brady. "You lay back and let us do all the work. Michelle can ride you. It'll be great for her first time; she'll be in complete control."
"That's a good idea." I nodded, wincing as my knee cracked.
"I like it." Michelle agreed before looking at me in concern. "Your knee okay?"
"All good." I replied while grabbing three bottles of water from the refrigerator. "My joints are just sore."
"How about a nice massage before we get started?" Riley offered as she accepted her water.
"Isn't tonight supposed to be all about Michelle?" I wondered.
"It is." Riley nodded. "And I'll teach her how to give a massage, it'll be great!"
"Works for me!" Michelle interjected. "We're your friends, let us help!"
I loved Michelle's enthusiasm, so I happily agreed as I led the two girls up the stairs. Brady whined at the door when it was shut in his face, and I felt a flash of guilt. The two cute, willing females in my bedroom made me forget all about the dog in an instant. I felt bad, but he'd be fine.
Riley and Michelle set their purses down on the bedside table before turning to face me with cute smiles. Michelle was blushing, but when Riley started stripping, the shy redhead immediately joined in. I stood in place, watching as the two young camp counselors got naked.
"Well?" Riley asked, gesturing toward me once she and Michelle were only wearing smiles, and glasses in Michelle's case.
"Right, sorry!" I laughed before pulling off my shirt.
Once all three of us were naked, Riley took charge, getting all of us up in bed. The strawberry blonde then had me sit in bed cross-legged so she and Michelle could kneel behind me. Riley then started teaching Michelle how to rub a guy's shoulders.
Riley clearly had some experience in massage, and I let out an involuntary moan as her skilled hands worked my shoulders. My moan of pleasure turned in to a groan of pain when Michelle had her turn. The shy girl was enthusiastic, but she did not know what she was doing.
At first, Michelle's touches were too light and I could barely feel them. Then she squeezed my poor muscles too hard, making me groan. It took time, but Riley was a good teacher. Soon both girls were running their hands over me, relaxing me.
They had me lay down, and fortunately I was relaxed enough that my erection was gone. I got a wonderful full-body massage. It was great. Four soft hands touching me, a naked girl straddling my lower back. I could feel naked breasts against me. Most importantly, the massage really did help my joints feel better.
"Wake up." Michelle's voice whispered in my ear as she caressed my shoulder.
"Now, lazy!" Riley ordered, slapping my naked ass.
"Ah!" I yelped, quickly sitting up.
"Good, you're ready!" Riley giggled.
"Riley!" Michelle exclaimed, her hands over her mouth. "That was horrible!"
"We let him sleep for a few minutes, he's fine." Riley rolled her eyes.
"The massage was great, but your methods for waking someone up need work." I grumbled, wiping the drool from my chin.
"Whatever. It's time for you to get some pussy, so again, you're fine." Riley snorted.
I had to admit, the mention of pussy did make me forget my annoyance. The girls both kissed me before having me lay down on my back. Michelle was a littler nervous, so Riley slurped me into her mouth and sucked until I was fully hard. Then Michelle blew me for about a minute before deciding she was ready.
Riley wanted to be involved, so she held my hard dick upright while Michelle straddled me. She had removed her glasses and was looking down at me with her lovely hazel eyes. I saw it; the anxiety really was gone. Michelle looked incredibly excited.
With her hands resting on my chest, Michelle slowly lowered herself until the head of my cock began to part her labia. Taking a breath to steady herself, Michelle pushed down, taking the first couple inches. She gasped loudly, her eyes wide and her mouth hanging open in shock.
Michelle's hymen was long gone, considering she had been coming to camp and riding horses for years. I still noticed her wincing slightly as she lowered herself until she was sitting completely in my lap, my manhood fully embedded in her warm, wet sheath. Her fingers clawed at my chest, her eyes closing as she focused on the feel of a throbbing erection inside her for the first time.
"You feel amazing, Chelle." I whispered, my hands on her hips.
"S-so do you. Oh!" Michelle gasped.
"It's time to move, Michelle." Riley instructed, brushing Michelle's frizzy auburn hair back before kissing her cheek. "Just do what feels natural."
The shy redhead nodded rapidly while biting her lower lip. Then she started to move. Using the strength in her legs, she lifted herself mostly off my cock before coming straight back down. She moaned loudly when she landed in my lap again.
My hands slid up her body to squeeze her tits while Michelle began riding me. I was not exaggerating; she really did feel incredible. Michelle was moaning and panting heavily while Riley knelt beside us and watched. She kept making comments about how sexy we were, how hot we were making her.
"Oh, wow! Oh, God! Oh, fuck!" Michelle announced, tossing her head back as her mouth opened wide.
"Mm, that's it, Chelle! Ride that cock!" Riley clapped and cheered.
"You're so tight, Chelle." I groaned, my thumbs running over her nipples.
Michelle was a natural. After bouncing on me for a couple minutes, she began to experiment on how to make herself feel good. She rolled her hips, she took me all the way inside and squeezed her pussy muscles, and she ground her clit against me.
"OH! I'm gonna- AH!" Michelle screeched, her fingernails digging into my chest as her body shuddered.
"Cum for me, Chelle." I urged, squeezing her hips. "I can feel you cumming on my cock, baby. You feel so good."
Michelle gave one last shuddering gasp before leaning forward until she was laying on top of me. I wanted to give her the full experience, so I rolled us over until I was on top. Then I planted my hands on the mattress and started fucking her in missionary.
"Fuck her from behind, too!" Riley suggested after Michelle came a second time.
Pulling out of Michelle, I rolled her onto her stomach and pulled on her hips. The quiet redhead was soon crouched in the standard doggystyle position, waiting for me to claim her. I did not disappoint; sliding my shaft back into her wet hole and fucking her hard and fast.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Michelle chanted, her tits bouncing on her chest.
Riley was crouched next to me, rubbing my back while nibbling on my ear, urging me to fuck Michelle harder. I got lost in the moment, reaching forward to grab Michelle's tits. Then I spanked her, causing her to arch her back and cry out another orgasm. Looking down, I watched my cock disappear up her twat before glancing at the adorable freckle on her left butt cheek.
When I grabbed her red hair and pulled her head back, Michelle came twice in quick succession. My joints were aching again, but I was not willing to give in at this point. I held her hip with one hand while using my grip on her hair to drill her hard and fast.
"I'm close, Chelle." I warned.
"Not inside, not inside!" Michelle gasped. "I-I'm not on the pill!"
"Can I cum in your mouth?" I asked urgently, my release seconds away as my thrusts grew more erratic.
"Yes!" Michelle hissed, pushing her ass back to take my cock.
"I'm cumming. Turn around, I'm cumming!" I announced, pulling out of Michelle's hot box.
The redhead stayed on all fours as she spun around. Grabbing my dick with one hand, she quickly took me into her mouth. She was just in time. I grabbed her head and groaned, shuddering as I spurted between her lips, making Michelle hum happily. It was her first time, so I was sure Riley would not be disappointed when Michelle swallowed every drop I gave her.
"Now, THAT is how you lose your virginity!" Riley declared as the three of us lay in bed.
"We probably should have used a condom." Michelle mumbled.
Michelle was right. I knew there was a small chance of there being live sperm in pre-cum. That there was always a risk when a girl wasn't protected by the pill. I even knew it was possible for semen to run back between the labia after pulling out. But, I had to be honest; my sex addled brain hadn't even thought about any of that.
Now that I was able to relax, I was actually getting quite worried. I had been married, and considering the accident, it wasn't something I tried to think about. The risks were probably very low, but I still felt some anxiety.
"When's your period due?" Riley asked.
"The seventeenth." Michelle answered.
"Not the best timing." Riley winced. "But don't worry about it, the risks are really low."
"Sex always has consequences, Chelle." I added, my arms around both girls. "Something to think about. You'll have sex with someone else someday. Please, be careful."
"Like you were careful just now?" Riley giggled.
"Do as I say, not as I do." I responded, causing both girls to slap my chest playfully.
We talked for a few more minutes, and Michelle was absolutely glowing. I kissed her and Riley several times. The girls even leaned across me so they could kiss each other. I was tired, but I was hoping I could get it up again so that I could satisfy Riley as well.
"How about we girls take a quick shower?" Riley offered at one point. "Maybe do some girl bonding? You did just have a very emotional experience."
"That okay with you, Tim?" Michelle asked.
"Whatever you ladies need." I readily agreed. "You, ah, you might have to wake me up when you come back."
"Our pleasure." Riley teased as she got out of bed.
"Oh, I have, uh, stuff... in my purse." Michelle realized while getting to her feet. "Can you grab my purse, Riley?"
"Sure." Riley nodded, grabbing both girls' purses.
"Thanks!" Michelle replied.
"Stuff?" Riley whispered as the girls walked out of the room while I admired their naked asses.
"Panties." Michelle answered quietly. "The ones out there are soaked. You have no idea how much I've been thinking about this today..."
Their voices trailed off as they rounded the corner, leaving the door wide open. Very briefly, I wondered what Lauren was up to, and if Sean was still over. They couldn't be doing anything, Sean's sister was with them, after all. Fuck, I was a hypocrite, wasn't I?
Fortunately, I was just too tired to dwell on things. Laying naked on top of the covers, I passed right out. For a few seconds, Brady barked but then it was quiet again. I drifted back off to sleep. The massage had done wonders, and I felt like I was floating on a cloud rather than laying in my bed.
I heard movement in my room. Someone was shuffling around in the bedroom. I half woke up when I felt the bed shift. Moments later, a warm naked body pressed against me. I could feel her small breasts against my chest as she ran her toes along my calf.
"That was fast." I muttered, wrapping an arm around her delicate shoulders.
"After all of this build up, I hope not!" a female voice responded. A voice that did not belong to Riley. Or Michelle. Or even Lauren.
"Nikki?! What the fuck?" I exclaimed, trying to pull back. She grabbed the arm I had around her, keeping me in place.
"Look, Tim. I'm here, with you, naked. Willing. VERY able. Just play along, okay?" Nikki suggested.
Shit. Nikki was completely naked. She was in my bed. I had my arm around her. I should have realized; she was much taller than Riley or Michelle, but too short to be Lauren. I was just too tired. The tan girl was smiling up at me with false sweetness, her pixie cut making her look even cuter. Still, I felt no stirring in my loins.
"I'm not interested, Nikki." I stated in a firm, commanding voice. "You need to leave. Now."
"If I walk out that door, I will tell everyone that you told me I had to sleep with you or you'd fire me and give me a bad reference." Nikki sneered, her true colors revealing themselves. "Who are they going to believe? The young, innocent girl, or the perv camp owner who's already sleeping with two other counselors?"
"You're a real piece of work, Nikki." I sighed, feeling more disappointed in her than anything.
"No, I'm a great piece of ass. And I want a piece of you." Nikki told me.
"Well, you can't have me." I replied, looking at her sadly.
I was hardly a legal expert, but I was sure Nikki could make things very difficult for me if she wanted to. Would she really go through with her threat? She probably had a good case; I was sleeping with two other counselors, and I was naked in bed with Nikki right now.
"No need to make things so hard." Nikki giggled at her own pun. "It'll be great for you, too. You can stick it in whichever hole you want, I'm not picky. Kick Michelle and Riley out, and you can use this amazing body of mine until I'm covered in cum.
"Just think about it! Me laying in your bed, my face and tits covered in your warm seed. I'm on the pill, you can shoot it in me, too. I love the idea of having your sperm leaking out of all of my tight, hot holes.
"So, which will it be? All the wild sex you could ever want, or lose this camp? Your choice."
I glared at Nikki. I hated what she was doing, but I didn't hate her. And I was disappointed. I'd known her for years, she was part of the Abbott Trails family. How could someone like that do something like this? Before I could respond, I heard Nikki's voice come from the doorway.
"If I walk out that door, I will tell everyone that you told me I had to sleep with you..." Nikki's voice said before abruptly stopping.
Nikki gasped as we both immediately looked toward the doorway. Standing in the door were Riley and Michelle. Their bodies were wet from their shower, wet hair plastered to their faces. Michelle was holding up her phone, which she had clearly used to record the entire conversation.
"We left the bathroom door open and heard someone walk by." Riley explained.
"I thought this might come in handy when we watched you walk into Tim's room, bitch." Michelle snarled. "If you make a false report, we'll turn this recording over to the police. I'm not a lawyer, but blackmail is illegal. Trying to extort sex from someone might even get you on the registry."
"Checkmate, cunt." Riley snarled. "Now, get your whore hands off of Tim and slither out of here."
"Tim!" Nikki exclaimed, looking back at me. "Are you really gonna let them talk to me that way?"
"You heard the girls, Nikki." I responded evenly. "Please, leave my house."
Nikki finally released my hand before slipping out of bed. She had an amazing body, but I wasn't the slightest bit turned on, not even when she bent over and snatched up her clothes, clutching them to her. Nikki looked over at me and I saw tears running down her face. Fuck. As horrible as she had treated me, I still cared about my people.
"I-I never would have gone through with it." Nikki stammered weakly, the tears flowing freely.
"I hope that's true." I said. "Even if it is, just making a horrible threat like that is disgusting."
"It is!" Riley snarled, still standing in the doorway with Michelle. "There are real women out there who are treated that way. False accusations make things harder for all victims to come forward. How. Dare. You!"
"Fucking bitch!" Michelle growled, making Nikki whimper.
"That's enough." I spoke up. "I suggest you do some soul searching, Nikki. You need to figure out what kind of person you want to be. I hope you make the right choice."
"O-okay." Nikki sniffled, clutching all her clothes to her chest.
"Nikki." I sighed, feeling the need to continue. "This thing you've dreamed up, this tension between us. It's over. Stop. Nothing is going to happen between us. Finish out the summer. I'll even write you a letter of recommendation. And we will NEVER speak of this again, unless you try something. You made a mistake, I don't know what caused things to go this far. Maybe it was jealousy, maybe you had some romantic fantasy you were sure would become reality.



"Regardless, let it go. Get your head on straight and find someone special. Do your job this summer. Stop putting down others. And leave us alone unless it involves the camp."
Nikki just nodded sadly as she looked down at her feet. I saw tears fall from her eyes, breaking my heart. What she did was awful, but I hated seeing someone in pain. Eventually, Nikki did turn around and make her way toward the doorway.
"Excuse me." Nikki mumbled, unable to lift her head to meet the withering glares of the other two girls.
Michelle and Riley stepped aside, allowing Nikki to run out of the room. I stayed in bed and Michelle stayed in the doorway while Riley followed Nikki. A few minutes later, Riley returned, seeming much more relaxed.
"She's gone." Riley declared. "She dressed in front of the door before leaving. I ran down and locked it."
"Good." I sighed. "Thanks, girls. I owe you."
"Nah." Riley waved me off. "This is what friends are for. If you can't trust us to help you record evidence you can use in court what are we even doing here?"
"I'll send the recording to both of you, just in case." Michelle said, her eyes dropping to her phone.
"Thanks, Chelle." I smiled at the redhead. Then I frowned as I realized something. "Uh, Chelle? What did you do?"
"Oh! Do you like it?" Michelle asked with a blush as she ran her fingers along her newly shaved pubic mound. "I used to just keep it trim so I could wear a bathing suit, but Riley convinced me most guys preferred the shaved look."
"That's how we managed to hear Nikki, by the way." Riley giggled. "We shut the shower off and were checking out our handiwork when we heard her."
"I guess I have to love it, then!" I laughed. "But seriously, you look amazing either way. I did love your red pubic hair. It was hot. You're beautiful either way."
"Thank you, Tim." Michelle replied coyly.
Riley and Michelle finished toweling off before climbing in to bed with me. The three of us were soon snuggled up under the covers, and I once more had a naked girl on each arm. They each had a hand on my stomach and were lightly caressing me while I held them close.
"I just don't understand." I sighed. "I get it, she found me attractive, but to go that far... why? She's gorgeous; she could find plenty of guys to hook up with around here."
"Who knows." Michelle shrugged, kissing my shoulder.
"Did she have a problem with Lacey?" Riley asked. "I know she tried seducing you even before the accident."
"Not that I know of?" I responded carefully. "Maybe I'm wrong, but no. I mean, Lacey hated her after finding out Nikki tried seducing me. I don't know of anything before that."
"Maybe she just likes being a stuck up cunt." Riley offered.
"Riley!" Michelle exclaimed. "You heard Tim, let's just never talk about it again."
"I'll honor my word, but I'm definitely going to be careful around Nikki." I explained. "I'll definitely make sure I'm never alone with her."
"Smart." Riley nodded before looking up at me slyly. "I was hoping you could get it up again to fuck me tonight, but I'm guessing that's off the table?"
"If that's okay?" I asked. "I'm not really in the mood right now. Not after what just happened."
"All good." Riley confirmed, leaning up to kiss my cheek. "We're friends first."
Riley and Michelle were soon sleeping in my arms. I heard my phone go off at one point, but I couldn't move to check it. Instead, I just closed my eyes as I went over the crazy events of the last couple of days. I fell asleep hoping I'd be able to have a relaxing weekend.
~Saturday, July 05th~
Saturday was the start of the second summer camp session, so my alarm was set even earlier than usual. However, I was still woken up before my alarm had a chance to go off. My annoyance only lasted until I realized that Riley was horny and wanted some morning sex.
Michelle was out cold, her mouth hanging open as she drooled on the pillow. Riley did her best not to disturb Michelle as she pushed the covers off her and I. The sexy strawberry blonde then took me into her mouth so she could get me nice and hard.
Laying on her back and spreading her legs, Riley grabbed my arm, encouraging me to get on top of her. I mounted the twenty year old beauty and pushed into her tight pussy. She moaned my name softly, her hands gripping my biceps as she hooked her ankles around my calves.
We slowly had great missionary sex, and I found my gaze drawn to Riley's face as she made the sexiest expressions of pleasure. I loved the soft moans and whimpers my thrusts inspired. Leaning in, I kissed Riley as her insides contracted, an intense orgasm making her shudder.
"I want it from behind." Riley gasped after coming down from her orgasm. "Like you did with Michelle; be rough with me. I want you to spank me and pull my hair."
"Mm, gladly." I whispered, pecking her lips.
We tried to be quiet, we really did. Riley even bit into a pillow when she came on my thrusting cock. It wasn't enough. Michelle started waking up to the sounds of my hips impacting with Riley's butt. The little redhead finally jerked fully awake when Riley screeched my name, cumming hard yet again.
"M-morning." Michelle mumbled, reaching for her glasses on the bedside table.
"Morning, Chelle." Riley moaned as I held her head back by the hair. "Ready to find out how great morning dick is?"
"I'm still a little tender." Michelle sighed, looking content to watch Riley and I. "You two have fun."
"We will." I spoke up, making the girls giggle.
When I was close, Riley started begging me to cum in her mouth. I was surprised, but very happy. Pulling out, I grabbed Riley by the hair and dragged her toward my waving prick. She happily engulfed me and eagerly sucked out my morning orgasm, drinking down every drop.
The girls both had a busy morning, so they quickly showered and dressed. I barely got kisses goodbye as they rushed out the door. Then I fed Brady and made myself breakfast. Finally, I had the opportunity to check my phone, discovering I had multiple texts from Lauren, including a few from last night.
Lauren: Sorry if that was awkward. Chloe thought you were cute...
Lauren: You're probably busy, I know you have dinner and fireworks.
Lauren: They left. I didn't want them to stay late, and my ankle was a great excuse.
Lauren: The fireworks were really nice, I hope you liked them...
Lauren: I know you leave your phone randomly, and you probably fell asleep. Goodnight.
Lauren: Good morning, twatwaffle. I can't run, and I promised to still call you that.
Well, I felt like shit. I was awake when those texts were sent. As usual, I didn't bother with my phone. I was the owner, so I needed to be available in an emergency, but I had a bad habit of ignoring texts until I had the time. If it was a real emergency, I knew the staff would call. Last night I was busy, then I was tired, then I was busy and tired. Then I was being extorted for sex. Lauren had never seemed so insecure before, and I chose not to acknowledge it.
Tim: Sorry, I was exhausted yesterday. Good morning! Brady and I are gonna miss you.
Lauren: I wish I could run with you both!
Tim: So do we! How are you feeling?
Lauren: I'm sore, and my ankle hurts. It really isn't bad. Hopefully just a week of rest.
Tim: That's good. You're young, you heal fast. Oh wait, your birthday is soon. Old lady. :P
Lauren: Thundercunt. Go for your run, I'm gonna lay down for a little longer.
Tim: Have a good day!
Lauren: You, too! Good luck with the new campers!
Brady and I went for our morning run alone, and I could tell my smart boy was wondering where Lauren was. He kept looking back at me while we ran, like he was trying to ask me what was going on. I loved that dog, and I missed Lauren, too.
Back at the cabin, I put Brady on the sky line so he could run around on his own. Sitting just outside the house, I opened my copy of Ascendant Exile and read for a little while. My phone buzzed, and I decided not to ignore it this time. I ended up sending quite a few texts.
Riley: You're not gonna believe this! Brooke and Brian broke up!
Tim: What happened?!
Riley: Brian caught Brooke cheating on him with James!
Tim: Seriously?
Riley: Yeah! Brooke was on her knees in a closet sucking off James.
Tim: Holy shit!
Riley: Brooke's argument was that it was just a BJ. Brian didn't see things her way.
Tim: Not good. They're the lead counselors. I have to think about this as the guy in charge.
Riley: Fuck. I hadn't thought of that. Uh... good luck?
Tim: Thanks. I guess. How's Michelle?
Riley: Fine, I think? She seems worried about Brian. Chelle genuinely cares about the guy.
Tim: It's not my place to say anything. So as long as Brooke and Brian are professional...
Riley: Well, I got a job to do. Hope your day doesn't suck ass!
Tim: I got laid, so it started out great. ;)
Riley: Mm, lucky girl. ;) Later, Tim.
Tim: Bye, Riley.
Sadly, I couldn't put off work forever. I quickly got ready and kissed Brady goodbye before making my way over to the summer camp section of Abbott Trails. I didn't see Brian, Brooke, or Nikki, so I was able to easily work with the other counselors to get things set up.
Lunch was interesting. Nikki sat in the corner by herself, playing on her phone and ignoring everyone else. Brooke was with a couple of girls, including Robin. Riley sat with me, while Michelle took the initiative to approach Brian. The poor guy looked really hurt, and Michelle was being there for him. It helped that Michelle and Brian had known each other for so long. Their parents were still neighbors in Philadelphia.
The staff, the camp counselors, and I did the final set up after lunch. Not long after that, the buses arrived with another batch of campers. The usual chaos ensued, but I did notice that the new counselors were much more comfortable with things. Even Michelle was firm and confident. She was friendly and helpful while not taking any of their crap. I was so, so proud.
Brian and Brooke were very professional while ignoring each other completely. I did catch Brian throw the occasional scathing glance her way, but I don't think anyone else noticed. James also avoided Brian, and I was thankful there wasn't a fight. They were all friendly with the kids, so I saw no reason to intervene.
The campers devoured their dinner. It was terrifying, actually. One boy did throw a hot dog at a girl. Kenny took him aside to lecture him on his behavior. I was very impressed; even I had to fight not to laugh when the hot dog bounced off her head. I guessed that said more about me than him?
Once the campers were all settled in, I checked in with the main campground and made my way home. Brady and I spent a relaxing evening at home watching reruns of Planet Trek Wars while laying on the couch. Well, I watched Planet Trek Wars. The Labrador slept curled up on one of the cushions.
I was still sore and tired, so I was content to stay on the couch with a cold beer. When the season three finale ended, I remembered Lauren's birthday was on Wednesday. I knew she was still upset with me about leaving, but a lot of our earlier chemistry was back. I was afraid this was a mistake, but I had to make the offer. I could always come back in a year or two to visit on one of Lauren's future birthdays. We started texting.
Tim: How was your day?
Lauren: Fine. I got some work done, but I pretty much stayed in bed all day. You?
Tim: Not bad. Two of my counselors broke up. I'm hoping that doesn't cause issues.
Lauren: Oh no! What happened?
Tim: He caught her cheating. They had been exclusive every summer for years.
Lauren: That must be rough on him. :( Is she seeing the new guy?
Tim: I'm not sure? He's the clown of the group.
Lauren: Some girls love a funny guy!
Tim: I guess it's true; if you can make her laugh, you're almost there.
Lauren: But, if you're almost there and she laughs, then you're in trouble! :P
Tim: Ouch! That was funny. I have heard it before, though.
Lauren: Sorry. I'm a bitch, but I don't always have brand new material!
Tim: You're not a bitch.
Lauren: Thanks, assmunch. :)
Tim: Sure! Anyway, I could take Wednesday off if you want to do something for your birthday?
Lauren: Oh, that's nice of you to offer. I'd like to, but I already made plans.
Tim: Doing something fun, I hope? Twenty-three is a big deal!
Lauren: Sean offered to come over and make me dinner. So I can stay off my ankle.
Tim: Sounds like a great guy.
Lauren: Sorry. I wish you had asked first...
Tim: Yeah, me too... I'll let you get some rest.
Lauren: Talk soon, Tim.
We were just friends, we were just friends. Lauren and I were just friends. I was moving away, we had to be friends. I told myself over and over. It didn't help. Everything I wanted was slipping away again. Things were so confusing. Part of me wished I didn't have to leave, but that would only have been possible if Lacey were still alive. That would mean I couldn't be with Lauren anyway. Lauren and I just weren't meant to be. I felt so alone as I cried myself to sleep, alternating between wishing for Lacey and Lauren.
~Wednesday, July 09th~
I went in to town on Sunday to do some shopping. In addition to groceries, I bought a few things the camp needed and tossed them in the back of my truck. I also made a couple other stops. I'd make one quick run back to the grocery store for frozen foods before heading home. wLunch was at a small coffee shop that also sold pastries and sandwiches, and I didn't even think of it until I realized that Chloe was working.
The shop wasn't very crowded, so Chloe had time to talk with me. She flirted a little bit, asking me how camp was. I didn't bring up Lauren and Sean. I couldn't. Sadly, Chloe did. I was new to all this relationship drama, but it felt like Chloe had more than a passing interest. She also saw Lauren as competition, so she mentioned several times how much her brother was into Lauren.
I spent the rest of Sunday shut in my cabin like a hermit. Monday was uneventful, but I did get some work done. On Tuesday, Brian apparently walked up to James and punched him in the face. Brian then declared they were even and walked off. It didn't seem like James and Brooke were a couple, and I sincerely hoped that was the end of the drama.
Lauren sent me a text every morning, making sure to remind me that I was a twatwaffle. Her ankle was getting better, but she didn't feel comfortable running just yet. We didn't talk about her date, although Lauren did mention Chloe telling her about running into me. I was very thankful no one suggested a double date.
Every day I reminded myself that I had really only known Lauren for a month. Three years ago I had lost my entire world. One month of chemistry with an attractive neighbor can't change that. Things would be better once I found a place somewhere else. I actually had to start looking soon. It was almost time to sign the final paperwork for the sale.
I did my best to act normal around Riley and Michelle, and I don't think they noticed anything. Austin and I hung out a few times. I'd have to tell him about the sale soon. A lot of people were probably going to be upset with me, but I hoped they'd understand.
Michelle actually didn't spend a ton of time with me. She was busy comforting Brian. The two of them had grown apart over the years, but it seemed like they were making up for that now. Michelle believed Brian loved her like a sister, and the redhead said she accepted that.
My Wednesday alarm went off at the usual time, and I immediately noticed that Brady wasn't in the bed. Of course I was alone. I was always alone. With a sigh, I opened my phone to go through my notifications. There was nothing important, so I sent Lauren a text.
Tim: Good morning! Happy birthday!
Lauren: Thanks! :D Enjoy your morning run, twatwaffle!
Tim: Have a nice birthday!
Lauren: Am I seeing my friendly neighbor today?
Tim: Hey, I offered! You had plans!
Lauren: Dinner plans.
Tim: I could come by after breakfast?
Lauren: Don't you have to work?
Tim: Being the owner has some perks. ;) Shall I stop by?
Lauren: Please do. I had to kill off all my boy toys since I can barely walk.
Tim: Ah, you feeling a little on edge with no one to torture?
Lauren: I'm glad you understand! ;)
Tim: I do. I'll text you when I'm on my way.
Brady and I went on a quirk run before coming home. The Labrador decided to nap in his downstairs bed while I took a shower. I sent Lauren a text that I was on my way, grabbed my things, and started the short walk over to her place.
"Happy birthday!" I exclaimed, holding out a wrapped box with a card taped to it as Lauren opened her front door.
"What did you do?!" she giggled, looking gorgeous in a pair of flannel pajama pants with a white t-shirt. Sadly, she seemed to be wearing a bra.
"I wasn't gonna show up to my friend's house on her birthday with no gift!" I reasoned. "What kind of monster do you think I am?"
"You really want me to answer that?" she asked, crinkling her nose cutely as she gestured for me to come in. "Wait. You didn't think you'd be seeing me on my birthday."
"I got it Sunday." I answered, letting her lean on me for support as we entered her living room. "When I went to town. I figured I'd see you eventually!"
"Lucky you." Lauren giggled as she sat on the couch and accepted the gift. "Thank you!"
"Don't thank me yet, you haven't seen what it is yet." I pointed out after taking a seat in the armchair.
"I don't care how much you spent on the video camera, you can't star in any of the videos I sell to afford this place." she quipped, setting the present on the cushion beside her.
"Hey! You make a lot more performing with a guy." I reasoned, completely losing myself in the moment, loving our banter. "I'm just saying, I'm willing to take the bullet."
"I'm sure you are." Lauren snorted as she grabbed the card that had her name written on it. "I did bury my victims out back, but my titties are huge; they make me plenty of money."
"Good to know." I laughed, some awkwardness returning as I thought about her date.
In fact, I just realized it was their third date. I knew Lauren had only dated one guy, her ex-fiance, but I didn't know if she ended up kissing Sean on Independence Day. My thoughts were dominated by the cultural stereotype of having sex after three dates.
"Nice card, dingleberry." she rolled her eyes as she read the front of the card. It assured her that getting old wasn't always a bad thing. Her face did light up a bit when she found the instant lottery scratch tickets in the card. "Thanks!"
"Good luck!" I said, handing her a coin from my pocket.
Lauren placed the tickets on her coffee table and started scratching them. She had the cutest look on her face as she concentrated on finding out if she just won a fortune. I didn't know how much money she had left, or if she was still rich, but everyone loved winning money!
"Loser." Lauren declared, discarding the first ticket and picking up the second. "Hey, just like you!"
"I'm not the klutz who needed a piggyback ride because she couldn't walk." I countered.
"We agreed to never speak of that again!" she hissed, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me. Her long blonde hair was unbound, allowing it to frame her face.
"I don't remember ever making that deal." I said. Fuck, she was so beautiful.
"Do I need to break out the whips and chains?" Lauren threatened with a raised eyebrow.
"That won't be necessary." I stammered.
"Smart." she nodded. "Oh, this one says I can win up to two hundred fifty thousand dollars!"
Sadly, my neighbor did not win hundreds of thousands of dollars. In fact, she managed to lose on every single ticket. I supposed it was to be expected. She piled up the losing tickets before picking up the box and placing it in her lap.



I watched as Lauren unwrapped the box. She quickly opened it and pulled out the item on top. It was an ankle brace. There was a frown on her face as she examined it. Then she looked over at me with an expression of contempt on her face.
"It's a nice one." I explained. "You can use it every time you sprain your ankle. You live in nature now, so I figure a city girl like you will need it more often than not."
"Suck. My. Dick." Lauren growled.
"There's one other thing in there." I smiled.
"If it isn't something good, it's going straight up your ass." she mumbled while looking in the box.
Lauren gasped. She slowly lifted out the large, framed photograph. The image was of Lauren and I. We were standing in front of Chimney Pond with Mount Katahdin in the background. It was a really nice picture that a woman had agreed to take for us.
"I noticed you didn't have any pictures of family or friends, so I thought you might like it." I shrugged. "I considered just a picture of me, but that seemed a little much, even for me."
"Thank you, Tim." Lauren said in a small voice. "I love it."
"I'm glad. Happy birthday, Lauren." I inclined my head before standing up. "How about we put the brace on? It should help you heal faster."
I sat down beside Lauren and pulled her feet up into my lap. After carefully removing the athletic wrap on her ankle, I gave her a brief foot massage. She sighed happily, and I could tell it felt good. I reminded myself we were just friends, and I quickly put the brace on.
"Thank you." she said after taking a few steps while wearing the brace. "I can walk!"
"Not well, but you can." I teased, earning me a punch to the shoulder.
I couldn't stay all morning, so Lauren eventually walked me to the door. We stood staring at each other for at least a minute, neither of us sure what to say. Lauren came to a decision and drew me into a tight hug. I rubbed her back affectionately while she hugged me.
"Thank you again." Lauren whispered in my ear.
"You're welcome." I replied as her hair tickled my chin. She smelled so good, it was intoxicating. "I hope you have a great birthday."
Lauren kept her arms around me as she pulled back and looked me in the eyes. I opened my mouth to speak, but was immediately cut off when she pressed her lips against mine. It was a nice kiss. Soft and light. It was too brief. Way, way too brief.
"Thank you for being my friend." she mumbled sadly.
"Always, Lauren." I promised.
I was in a bad mood for the rest of the day. Was that the last kiss Lauren and I would ever have? Would she seal the deal with Sean and tell me about her new boyfriend? I couldn't stop the thoughts from racing through my mind, so I tried throwing myself into work as a distraction.
"Tim? What are you doing?" Riley asked when she found me at the communal fire pit in the middle of the afternoon.
"Cleaning the fire pit." I answered. "This is where we have the big bonfires, it needs to be cleaned."
"It does..." Riley trailed off. "But, um, that's not your job? You have counselors for a reason."
"Don't you have something you need to do?" I countered pathetically.
"I just did it." she rolled her eyes. "Steven pulled Kasey's ponytail. I had to explain to him that's not how you show a girl you like her."
"Well, he's thirteen." I reasoned. "I know what goes through the mind of a thirteen year old boy."
"Since you still have the mind of a thirteen year old boy." Riley giggled.
"I do not!" I exclaimed before using my arm to wipe the sweat from my brow.
"I saw you trying not to laugh when the hot dog bounced off Charlotte's head." she stated plainly.
"Oh, come on! That was funny!" I grinned.
"Idiot." Riley shook her head. "And stop distracting me, I do have to get back to the others in a minute. What's wrong?"
"Lauren has another date with Sean, and it's the third one!" I spat out quickly.
"Ah, the fabled third date." she winced, her eyes widening in understanding. "There's no way you two can get together?"
"It's impossible." I confirmed, shaking my head.
"I'm sorry, Tim." Riley sighed sadly. "I know it's not the same, but how about Michelle and I keep you company tonight?"
"You won't feel like I'm using you?" I asked.
"No." she shook her head. "We're friends. And we're not coming over just to give you a few willing holes to stick it in. Michelle and I will keep you company."
"I'd like that." I nodded. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." Riley grinned. "Of course, don't jack off before we get there. I do still intend to get off a few times. What good are friends if they can't provide a few nice orgasms?"
"No problem, Riley." I chuckled.
Riley and I both went back to work, and I chose to finish what I started. Once the fire pit was cleaned, I washed up and found more things to do. All odd jobs that I wouldn't normally deal with myself, but I wanted the distraction.
Michelle and Riley came over for dinner, and Brady couldn't have been happier. Apparently, my dog had forgotten how often the girls took his spot in bed. His tail was going crazy as he made happy noises while the two girls kissed and hugged him.
I prepared a relatively quick meal. It was nothing special, and I really didn't enjoy it. I kept thinking about Sean cooking for Lauren. It was nice of him, and I hoped he really was a good guy. Lauren deserved all the happiness in the world.
After dinner, the three of us snuggled on the couch while Brady slept in his bed. The girls insisted that we could watch whatever I wanted to. I picked out a classic science-fiction film about a guy who invented a time machine to try and go back in time to stop his wife from dying.
The two lovely ladies thought the effects were hysterical. Michelle did love science-fiction, but she had never seen something so old. The film came out decades before any of us were born, but I was very familiar with these old movies. Lacey loved this one; she loved how the guy would do anything to bring back his wife. So would I. Sadly, I wasn't a scientist, so I probably couldn't invent a time machine.
Riley fell asleep. She had her head resting on my shoulder and was breathing heavily. Not the best way to keep me company, but hey, at least she tried. It was actually really cute. I was wearing lounge pants and a t-shirt while the girls still had on their counselor uniforms; shorts and t-shirts. I leaned over and kissed Riley's forehead.
Little Michelle apparently felt I deserved more attention than Riley was providing. The redhead reached out and started rubbing my crotch, bringing me to hardness. I just kept watching the movie as Michelle freed my erection and lowered her head into my lap.
Resting one hand on Michelle's head, I enjoyed some classic science-fiction while getting a blowjob. Riley didn't wake up, and I didn't speak. I relaxed and allowed Michelle to keep sucking until I finally tensed and flooded her mouth with semen.
"Maybe we should head upstairs?" the redhead suggested, a few drops of white still on her lips.
"I think we should." I replied.
"Riley? Time to wake up!" I urged, lightly shaking her. She just grunted and refused to wake up.
"Riley! Time for cock!" Michelle shouted.
"I'm up, I'm up!" Riley groaned, lifting her head.
Ten minutes later, my head was buried between Michelle's thighs while Riley rode the quiet girl's face. We were all naked, and I used all of my skills to make Michelle cum on my tongue. Moments later, Riley announced her own orgasm.
The girls gave me a dual blowjob to get me hard, then they both bent over the bed and presented their lovely backsides. I did what any straight male would have done; I alternated fucking them both from behind, switching every couple minutes. I had a great time making both girls orgasm on my thrusting manhood.
"We have a fun surprise for you." Riley told me while I was balls-deep in Michelle.
"What's that?" I wondered, gripping the redhead's ass cheeks as I pumped her pussy.
"Remember when I told you Michelle asked me about anal sex?" Riley inquired as she stood up and marched her naked ass over to the bedside table.
"I remember." I grunted, so lost in the feel of Michelle's tight twat that I didn't put it together.
"I want it in my ass!" Michelle husked, her hands reaching out to clench the sheets.
"Seriously?" I asked, my thrusts never stopping.
"Yup!" Riley grinned as she put a hand on my shoulder and held out the bottle of lube. "I'm glad I told you to keep it!"
"Please!" Michelle begged as her pussy clamped down on my dick. "Please, put it in my bum!"
There was no way I was going to refuse that, so I immediately withdrew from Michelle's hole. Riley lubed up my cock and Michelle's ass. The redhead was shaking with excitement, and I was amazed at how much more confident she was. She truly wanted this, she wasn't scared. Michelle knew she had us, that we cared, that we respected her.
Riley pressed my glans against the entrance to Michelle's ass, and I gripped her hips as I pushed myself forward. Michelle screamed lightly when she felt my tip pop into her butt. Tossing her head back, she screeched loudly through clenched teeth as I slid myself all the way in.
"It's in!" Riley cheered happily, reaching over to brush Michelle's auburn hair back. "It's all the way in, Chelle. You did it!"
"Fuck me!" Michelle gasped weakly. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!"
Michelle seemed to adjust to a cock in her butt very quickly, even quicker than Riley. The redhead was soon moaning loudly, begging me to keep fucking her, to never stop, to make her cum. I was surprised when Michelle was able to reach orgasm without even touching her clit, something Riley hadn't managed.
"I'm close, Chelle!" I groaned. "Your ass feels so fucking good!"
"Cum in her!" Riley breathed, watching us intently.
"Please!" Michelle begged. "I've never felt a cock spurting in me. Please. Cum in my bum."
Was it a mistake? Probably. I knew semen could dribble down and reach the labia. I was too far gone. I slammed myself up Michelle's backdoor and groaned loudly as my balls compressed and expelled their warm contents. It was an intense orgasm, and I could not stop shuddering.
Riley grabbed some tissues for Michelle to hold over her butt. The redhead then waddled over to the bathroom to clean up. When she was ready, she let us come in so that the three of us could squeeze into the shower. I had to wash my cock, after all.
Having two naked women in the shower with me sounded amazing in theory. In practice? There was not much room. I wasn't rich, I didn't have a giant shower. Riley was forced to leave so that Michelle and I could clean up. Then we dried off and returned to the master bedroom.
Riley and Michelle ended up having sex. I watched the two of them tribbing until I was ready to go again. Both girls took turn riding me until I was ready to cum again. They wanted a facial, so I had them get on their knees and beg for me to cover them. Michelle was the one who demanded a picture to remember the occasion. We fell asleep cuddling.
~Saturday, July 12th~
Michelle and Riley woke me up Thursday morning with a very pleasant blowjob. I came in Riley's mouth, and the two girls swapped my cum back and forth while kissing. My hands explored their bodies as they took turns swallowing.
The rest of Thursday was uneventful. Friday was the Abbott Trails Summer Olympics, which was as draining as always. There wasn't much drama, with Brian and James avoiding each other while Brian and Brooke also avoided each other. Nikki was quiet and reserved. Michelle did her best to keep Brian's spirits up. I even saw him smile while he was talking to her.
Lauren did text me every morning. I was worried. She called me a twatwaffle Thursday morning, like every other morning. The problem was she didn't mention her date. On Independence Day, Lauren sent me a text to tell me Sean left. She didn't say anything Wednesday. Or Thursday. Or Friday. I got a morning text. That was it. We didn't even see each other.
I woke up with dried tears on my cheeks Saturday morning. I didn't remember my dream, but I must have had a bad one. Wiping away my tears, I saw that I had a good morning text from Lauren, calling me a twatwaffle and letting me know her ankle was much better. She was planning to meet up with me on Monday for our run.
Saturday was the day that the camp counselors brought the kids to see Mount Katahdin. Everything was in order with Abbott Trails, so I decided I was not going to do anything productive. I was planning on having a lazy weekend. I'd fish, sleep, read, play video games. Maybe swim or take a kayak out on the lake.
Everything went according to plan until about 2:00PM. I was sitting on the couch playing video games on my flat screen when my phone started buzzing. Someone was calling me, which likely meant something urgent. I completely forgot about my game when I realized it was Lauren.
"Hello?" I practically shouted into the phone.
"Hey, Tim!" Lauren's voice replied. "Sorry to bother you."
"You're not bothering me." I told her, trying to sound casual. "What's up?"
"Are you busy today?" she asked nervously.
"Nope. Not at all." I said, immediately grateful I hadn't planned anything. "I'm currently sitting in my underwear playing video games."
"Could you come over?" Lauren inquired, sounding desperate.
"Not even a mean comment about me in my underwear? This must be serious." I responded, my mouth dry.
"Sorry, I'm just a little anxious right now." she mumbled. "I'll make a comment about you blinding Brady later, okay? Right now, please come over."
"I'll get dressed and head right over." I promised.
I was worried about Lauren as I quickly got dressed in shorts and a camp t-shirt. It wasn't an immediate emergency, but something was clearly wrong. Had Sean hurt her? If he did, I'd... that's something I should not think about. I let out a breath as I ran out the door and jogged over to Lauren's before knocking on her door.
"Hey." Lauren whispered, sounding nervous as she stood in her doorway.
She looked nervous, too. Lauren was dressed in jean shorts and an olive green scoop-necked top. Her blonde hair was unbound, and her blue eyes were as mesmerizing as ever. The sad, defeated expression on her face was my main focus. In fact, I barely registered her cleavage.
"Hey." I replied, giving her a tight smile.
"Please, come in." she said, inviting me in.
Lauren brought me to her kitchen, and I noticed her laptop on the table. There were several notebooks stacked up near the laptop, and I also noticed an expensive-looking briefcase. A white file box was on the floor next to the chair Lauren had obviously been working at.
"What's going on?" I asked, sitting in a chair near Lauren with a glass of lemonade she had gotten me.
"I... I need a hand... with something." Lauren mumbled, putting away the lemonade before walking barefoot back to the table. I noticed she wasn't wearing the ankle brace any longer.
"Okay..." I trailed off, wondering what was going on. Anger flashed when I remembered my earlier suspicion. "Did something happen with your boyfriend?"
"He's not my boyfriend." she rolled her eyes. "And no, it's not about him. I called you because I need someone I can trust. I just..."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have gotten snarky." I told her seriously. "No matter what. Please, what's going on?"
"Someone I don't want to have to face is on his way. I just found out. I. Please. Tim, please? I need you here. I'm..." Lauren sighed, looking on the verge of tears. "I'm sorry. Fuck."
"Why are you sorry?" I asked.
"I shouldn't have gotten mad at you for moving." she explained. "At first, I felt like you were leading me on, but you never promised me anything. The accident was three years ago, and I should have realized how hard things must have been on you. I imagine you didn't come to this decision lightly."
"No, I definitely didn't." I agreed. "Still, we kissed and everything..."
"We did, and it was amazing." Lauren smiled, taking a sip of lemonade before continuing. "The point is, you didn't do anything wrong. I shouldn't have treated you that way. I can't even imagine what you must be going through."
"I'm just glad we can joke and insult each other again." I smiled before looking at her seriously. "We were both really private at first, and even now in some ways. I'm glad you've shown me trust, and I'm sorry I made you feel like I betrayed that trust."
"Thank you, Tim." she whispered.
"From what I know about you and from what you said, I'm guessing the person coming is either your father or your ex-fiance?" I inquired.
"The second one." Lauren grunted sadly.
"I see." I stated, folding my hands on the table. "What happened?"
"I left Boston and cut off all contact with everyone from my past. Almost everyone." she began slowly. "I even got a new number. I only gave it to one person. Amelia. Jonathan's younger sister."
"And she told you Jonathan was coming?" I inquired.
"Yeah." Lauren nodded. "Amelia was the only one who treated me like a person, not a possession. My parents saw me as their ticket out of poverty, Jonathan comes from a wealthy family and saw me as his trophy wife. Amelia? Amelia genuinely loved my books!"
"You actually published books? Books, plural?" I asked, surprise on my face.
"I did." she nodded, a small smirk pulling at her lips as she looked at me. "Thanks, by the way."
"For what?" I frowned in confusion.
"Saying such nice things about my work. It was cute when you were gushing about it, and I could tell your praise was genuine." Lauren explained. "It was more than just saying it was good, you actually mentioned what you liked about the characters, the story, the writing itself."
"Wait... what?" I wondered stupidly, still not catching on.
"Were you always this dense?" she giggled. "I write under a pen name. You said you were a fan."
"No. No? No!" I gasped, my eyes widening. "You're L. Walsh?! No fucking way!"
"I told you I came into money at fifteen." Lauren smirked. "I was fifteen in 2017."
"The same year Ascendant Exile was released..." I trailed off. "Released at the end of the year, breaking all records. My mom got me that book for Christmas! I was just rereading it!"
"I appreciate her business." she laughed cutely, covering her mouth with her hand.
"You created Gregor Starvich?!" I gasped, unable to comprehend this. "No. You? You're writing the Halcyon trilogy? You wrote all those sex scenes..."
"Of course you'd focus on that." Lauren rolled her eyes. "But, yeah. Ascendant Exile came out when I was fifteen, that's why there's no sex in it. Same with my next couple of novels. I waited until I was eighteen to start putting the real dirty stuff in, otherwise my publisher would have freaked out."
"I, ah, I guess that makes sense." I frowned, unable to believe what I was hearing.
"All the sexy scenes made me even more famous." she smirked. "And made much more money. Jonathan really is a fucking idiot. I'm in talks with two different networks over the rights to make the Halcyon television show. He wanted me to quit because he needed a trophy wife. Fucking moron."
"There's gonna be a Halcyon series?!" I gasped. I had read a ton of message boards from people begging for the series to end up on television.
"Uh, yeah, maybe." Lauren winced. "Pretend you didn't hear that, okay?"
"Sure, no problem." I said. "You're really L. Walsh? I always pictured you..."
"Older? Yeah, I get that a lot." she replied before taking another sip of lemonade.
"No, with more, you know, man parts." I reluctantly admitted. "You know, less big boobs, less drop dead gorgeous, less sexy..."
"People have definitely been published younger than I was." Lauren said. "It's just, well, science-fiction novels written by a fifteen year old girl? The publisher loved the book, but we agreed it was best if no one knew who I really was. It added some mystery, too! Mystery that continues. I've seen posts all over the internet, people wondering who L. Walsh really is. It worked out great."



I gave Lauren a blank look. I think my brain malfunctioned, and I forgot how to form words. I knew Lauren was smart and talented, I knew she had money, but I never imagined she was actually one of the most famous up and coming science-fiction writers. L. Walsh I thought I remembered reading about Ascendant Exile selling its ten millionth copy.
"I... really?" was all I could come up with.
"Yes, Tim. Really." she rolled her eyes.
"Wait!" I exclaimed. "At the end of Halcyon Nights, the Yovis invasion has arrived at Kadotania. The crowned prince's ship was destroyed. He's presumed dead!"
"I'm not telling you what happens next!" Lauren exclaimed, almost looking offended. "Read Halcyon Dust like everyone else!"
"But, but, but..." I mumbled. "It won't be out for months."
"You're a big boy, you'll be fine." she shook her head and sighed in exasperation.
"You did say you needed my help, perhaps a trade is in order." I suggested with an evil grin so she would know I was just teasing.
"Fine, help me deal with Jonathan and I'll flash you." Lauren offered. "I'm not telling you what happens next in the story."
"You're no fun." I replied, my face falling as I remembered the real reason I was here. "So, um, what did Amelia tell you?"
"Jonathan managed to find out the address of the house I bought. This house." she said sadly. "Amelia didn't even know he was going until she found out the plane had left. It is probably landing right about now."
"He wasted money on a plane from Boston? Why not just drive here. Ah, never mind. Anyway, what does Jonathan plan to do when he gets here?" I asked.
"Probably drag me bag to Boston." Lauren shrugged. "Jonathan grew up a spoiled brat, and he sees me as his property. He wants me to come home, marry him, and be a good trophy wife."
"And you don't want that." I stated.
"No." she insisted. "I don't want him. I want a partner, an equal. I am not property."
"I agree. You are so much more than that." I whispered, my eyes on Lauren as I imagined what it would be like to be the partner of this fierce, passionate woman.
"I'm sorry for dragging you into this, it has nothing to do with you." Lauren told me. "I just... you were right. Everyone needs help sometimes. I need some support."
"You have it, Lauren." I vowed.
We continued talking, both of us trying to relax as we waited for Lauren's ex to arrive. She didn't feel like cooking, but she had already defrosted some chicken, so I offered to make dinner. I found a nice coating for the chicken, as well as a bag of broccoli. I also made baked potatoes.
"Thanks for cooking, Tim." Lauren said as we started eating.
"My pleasure." I replied.
"I wish he'd just hurry up and get here." she sighed. "I wanna get this over with."
"Maybe we can convince him he got the wrong house?" I offered.
"How?" she frowned.
"I'll answer the door naked while holding a dirty magazine?" I suggested.
"No." Lauren rolled her eyes.
"Right. I don't have any dirty magazines." I agreed.
"Yeah, that's the problem with that plan." she said in a deadpan voice.
"Did the prince survive the explosion?" I suddenly asked.
"Nice try." Lauren giggled, a smile finally appearing on her face. "Asking out of nowhere won't trick me into telling you."
"Was worth a shot." I shrugged helplessly.
Lauren helped me clean up after dinner, and I noticed that her ankle seemed much better. She was able to walk around with little difficulty. Once the dishes were done, Lauren and I ended up on her couch. Her anxiety only got worse as time went on.
The busty blonde bombshell could not sit still. She even tried snuggling up to me, but her nerves wouldn't let her calm down. At one point, she was pacing back and forth, ignoring my reminders to be careful with her ankle. Lauren eventually gasped and looked out the window.
"Shit, shit, shit!" she cursed, pushing back her curtains to look outside. "He's here! Fuck! Shit! Ass!"
"It's fine, everything's okay." I assured her, rushing to her side. "Now, c'mon, let's get naked."
"Tim!" Lauren hissed in annoyance and fear.
"Right, sorry. We're not going with that plan." I stammered, my attempt to make her laugh having failed.
A car that was probably a rental was parked in Lauren's dirt driveway, behind her SUV. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it as a guy in his thirties stepped out of the car. A guy in an overpriced suit. Shit. He was tall. He was very tall.
Jonathan was a classically handsome man. Tall with blond hair. Fuck, he was well over six feet. Even from this distance I could tell he had green eyes. With a self-satisfied smirk on his face, he slowly made his way toward the door, only stopping when his foot landed in some mud.
A disgusted expression crossed his face, and I could tell he cursed as he tried to find an acceptable spot to stand. He actually pulled out a handkerchief and tried cleaning his expensive shoe before finishing his journey to the front door. Then, he knocked.
"Hello, Jonathan." Lauren said in a stale voice after opening the door.
"Hello, Lauren." he inclined his head before turning to me. "And you are?"
"Timothy Abbott." I introduced myself while extending my hand.
"Pleasure, sir." Jonathan said formally, shaking my hand. "I'm sorry to show up unannounced, but I'm here to take my wife home."
"I believe she is home, friend." I replied when I felt Lauren stiffen beside me.
"And I am certainly not your WIFE, you ignorant misanthrope!" Lauren hissed, near frothing with anger.
"Harvard hardly produces ignorant people. I understand you are confused, but you'll understand everything once we get you back home." Jonathan responded, his voice dripping with condescension. He then turned his head to face me. "Be a good chap and get her luggage?"
"You!" Lauren roared, her face red. "Ignorant, priggish, arrogant... fuckwad!"
"Language, dear. Please, this is so unbecoming. It's time to go. Your servant will pack your things and send them along." Jonathan turned to me again. "I'll have someone get you the address to ship all this to."
I could not believe this guy. Did people really exist who were that arrogant? I felt like I was in a sitcom that would have a character like this for the audience to make fun of. I wanted to retort, but at the same time, I knew that Lauren needed to stand up to this piece of shit. It was the only way she'd be out from under his thumb.
"Now, Lauren, when we get home you will need to finish the arrangements for the wedding." he continued, completely oblivious to the rising tension. "Then we can get you settled into being a proper wife. You'll abandon your little writing hobby, of course. Not a proper-"
His monologue was interrupted by Lauren's palm. The echo of the slap felt like it reverberated through the entire house. Jonathan staggered a step back onto the porch, his hand instinctively reaching up to cup the side of his face as he glared at Lauren.
"Shut the fuck up!" Lauren screeched at the top of her lungs. "I AM NOT YOUR PROPERTY! I'm a person! I don't exist to look good on your arm! I'm more than just a willing hole to stick it in every night! I'm a human being, not your cook and dishwasher!"
"We have servants to cook and wash the dishes." Jonathan rolled his eyes. "I realize you're upset about your little hobby, but you aren't thinking rationally. The servants will take care of the housework. You'll be involved in charity work, getting our name out there, and of course supervising the nannies after you give birth."
"You disgust me, you arrogant prick." Lauren snarled, looking more repulsed than angry. "You disgust me, your family disgusts me, your friends disgust me. My parents and everything about this sham of a relationship disgusts me. You view people as nothing more than their status and what they can do for you. You don't love anything but yourself. You don't care about anything other than your precious standing in society. And you certainly don't care one whit for me. Now, get your pompous ass back in your car, drive back to your shiny home, and get the FUCK out of my life!"
"Listen to me, you little slut!" Jonathan hissed, his face turning red as the facade broke. He reached out and grabbed her upper arm.
"Get your hands off her!" I ordered, finally intervening as I shoved him back and stood between them, shielding Lauren with my body.
"You fucking asshole!" Jonathan screamed. "Move before I sue you and take what little you have!"
"No one is afraid of you or your lawyers." I rolled my eyes, noticing that he had finally snapped completely.
"First, I'm going to beat your ass. Then I'm going to take my fiance back where she belongs. No one leaves a Carmichael!" Jonathan declared. Then, like a bad movie villain, he actually took off his suit jacket and started rolling up his sleeves.
"Seriously?" I snorted, this guy having truly pissed me off. I was fine letting Lauren stand up for herself, but he had touched her. I needed to intervene. "I'm not gonna fight you. Lauren is not some trophy or object to be owned. She's a fucking human being, Johnny! All those poor souls who work for you? They're human beings, too. The size of your bank account doesn't make you any better than them. In fact, I promise every single person who works for you has a lot more humanity than you ever will."
"You stupid yokel. You've got no idea what you're talking about!" Jonathan yelled.
Before I could respond, Jonathan stepped forward and threw the most telegraphed punch I had ever seen. Yeah, the guy was much bigger than I was, but he had never rolled around in the dirt. Jonathan had never been beaten up by his best friend. In my defense, eight year old Lacey was scrappy. Hell, adult Lacey was pretty scrappy. Jonathan had never been in a real fight. He hid behind his piles of money and threatened to sue anyone he didn't like.
I effortlessly deflected the punch with my left hand before jabbing forward with my right fist. His head snapped to the side when my fist impacted his face. He looked stunned. And stupid. But, mostly stunned. Then he crumpled, holding his face.
"You stupid fucking hillbilly!" Jonathan screeched, tears in his eyes. "You hit me!"
Jonathan struggled to stand back up. As he did, Lauren slipped past me. With a vicious roar, my neighbor slapped him a second time. Jonathan cowered beneath her wrath, looking like the smallest man in the world. Lauren held her hand up, looking like she was going to slap him again.
"It was a fight, you stupid pansy twatwaffle!" Lauren yelled. Then she glanced back at me. "No. No, I kind of like twatwaffle now. You're just a pathetic worm. I don't know how I ever let them talk me into dating you, let alone..."
Lauren screamed, and then, actually stomped her foot before turning around and walking back into her house. She didn't spare Jonathan a second look. I, however, looked down at the sobbing, poor excuse of a man. He deserved this. Lauren was not property.
"It's time for you to leave." I stated firmly.
Jonathan nodded pathetically and grabbed his suit jacket. I watched as he walked to his car and got in. I didn't go back into the house until the car had driven out of sight. When I did, I found Lauren sitting on her couch with her feet up, rubbing her ankle. Shit. She had kicked him with her injured leg.
"Is your ankle okay?" I asked in concern.
"It hurts." she mumbled while struggling to massage it.
"Here, let me." I offered.
I sat down on the other side of the couch and let Lauren put her feet in my lap. She sighed when I started massaging her sprained ankle. When she was ready, I helped her to her feet so she could try walking. Fortunately, it seemed like she hadn't really damaged her ankle further.
"Fuck, I can't believe I let him repress me." Lauren sighed as she paced around her living room. "I let him force me to bottle up my entire personality!"
"It is hard to imagine you with someone like that." I stated. "He flipped out over you cursing once. I always thought of you as a woman with a filthy mouth and no filter."
"That's who I really am." she confirmed. "I was like that with him at first, then he slowly started controlling me more and more. I had never dated, I was alone. I let him. Fuck! I let that stupid fucking asswipe cock-gobbler turn me into a damn trophy! All I had was my writing. He wasn't taking that, too!"
"I'm glad you're free now." I smiled, allowing her to let out her emotions.
"That's why I like you so much!" Lauren announced, throwing her hands up in frustration. "I can just say what pops into my head and you don't give a shit. You think it's cute! You think it's cute, and everyone else in my life tried to fucking control me, change me. Make me into some good girl little priss! FUCK THEM! FUCK ALL OF THEM!"
"Your family really approved of him?" I couldn't help but ask.
"I had already cut off my parents, but yeah." she explained, still huffing. "Family was still reaching out to me, and they kept complimenting me on how I was getting in to high society or whatever. My friends talked me into going out with him. They all thought he was a catch."
"So, I guess we don't need to worry about inviting anyone from back home to our wedding?" I quipped, trying to make light of the situation.
"Maybe just Amelia. Partly because she was my only real friend, and partly to piss off Jonathan." Lauren laughed, she could barely breathe as she commented. "You could fly here every day for our long distance marriage!"
Lauren laughed quite a bit. Then her laughter turned to crying, and she started sobbing. She was balling her eyes out as she rushed to me and hugged me. I wrapped her up in my arms, trying to show her how much I cared with the simple gesture.
"He'd been pampered and praised his entire life." I observed. "He honestly thought he was going to beat up the bad guy, win the girl, and go home victorious."
"He always was the hero of his own story." she replied, shaking slightly in my grasp. "Thank you for being here with me, Tim. I don't know what I'd do without you."
"You have me, Lauren." I assured her, rubbing her back. "If I'm halfway around the planet, I'll drop everything and hop on a plane if you need me."
Lauren eventually ended our embrace and took a few steps back. She wiped away her tears before looking at me seriously. I wanted to speak, but wasn't sure what else to say. Lauren seemed to be considering something, and she finally nodded her head.
"You earned this, Tim." Lauren declared.
The beautiful blonde reached for the hem of her green top. In one smooth motion, she yanked up her shirt, somehow managing to pull up her bra as well. I audibly gasped as the most perfect breasts in the world were revealed to my gaze.
I wasn't a guy who thought bigger boobs were always better. It was definitely possible for them to be too big, in my opinion. Lauren's weren't too big. They truly were flawless. Each breast was the perfect combination of sphere and cone. Despite their size, they were high on her chest, and didn't look unbalanced on her frame. Her nipples were ideally placed, and they were the most perfect shade of pink.
I just couldn't find words strong enough to fully encapsulate what I was seeing. Lauren's breasts were the standard against which all breasts should be measured. Anyone who disagreed was wrong. They were heavenly, they were divine, they were masterful works of art.
"Uh, um, ah..." I mumbled stupidly as Lauren fixed her bra and lowered her shirt.
"I'll take that as a compliment." she giggled, blushing slightly.
"You should!" I finally managed to say. "Y-you didn't have to, you know? I was just kidding when I asked for a deal, I was being a brat and trying to get you to tell me how the cliffhanger is resolved."
"Of course I know that, dummy!" Lauren laughed. "That's part of how you earned it! I promised I'd flash you if you helped me, and I take a deal very seriously."
"You still didn't have to." I protested weakly. "But, ah, I'm glad you did."
"So am I." she smiled before looking at me nervously. "I hate to ask for another favor, but, ah, I need another favor."
"Anything." I stated sincerely. "And no deals, you don't owe me anything. What do you need?"
"I don't think he'll come back, but I'm still nervous about staying her alone." Lauren explained. "Could I stay at your place tonight?"
"Sure, of course!" I readily agreed.
"Thank you." she whispered, a slight smirk on her face. "I feel much safer knowing I'll have Brady to protect me."
"Yeah, he's a great guard dog." I rolled my eyes."When he was a puppy he even managed to catch his own tail once."
Lauren smiled before sticking her tongue out at me. "Great! I'll pack an overnight bag."
Brady was very pleased to see Lauren, and it was obvious that he missed her. The three of us relaxed in the living room for a little while until Lauren felt she was ready for bed. The Labrador followed us up the stairs, and I had a decision to make.
"I'll take Sophia's bed, and you can have the master?" I offered. Not what I wanted, but it just didn't feel right to ask her to sleep next to me.
"Oh. I thought... yeah. But, you keep your bed. I'll be fine in Sophia's room." she looked so disappointed.
I laid in bed with Brady, wishing Lauren was in here with us. Fuck, why didn't I just tell her? But it just didn't feel right. Sleeping in the lean-to together had been one thing, but we weren't a couple. She seemed to agree it was for the best. At least until there was a knock at my door.
"Lauren?" I called out before sitting up and turning on the bedside lamp.
"Tim?" Lauren mumbled as she walked into the room. She was wearing a thin t-shirt and a pair of panties. And nothing else.
"Are you okay?" I asked. I could see her nipples denting the fabric, and immediately felt myself hardening.
"I can't sleep." she admitted. "Can I stay in here with you? Please?"
"A-are you sure that's a good idea?" I mumbled. "I mean, what about your guy? What happened to Sean?"
"You." Lauren sighed as she closed the door, shutting us inside. "You happened. You fucking ass."
"Me? What did I do? I never even talked to Sean!" I protested.
"He wasn't you." she stated simply.
"I'd love it if you stayed." I told her.
"Thank you." Lauren smiled as she walked over to the bed. "Brady looks comfortable, will there be room?"
"Yeah, he's slept in bed with Lacey and I plenty of times." I answered as I slide over so Lauren would be able to climb in beside me. "We only kicked him out when we were going to, you know, have sex."
"Didn't want him to think it was a hot dog?" she giggled as she lifted the covers and sat on the edge of the bed.
"Gross." I crinkled my nose in disgust.
"You once teased me about using that word." Lauren pointed out.
"I'm an ass." I shrugged, looking over at the beautiful woman.
"No, you're not." she shook her head. "You're amazing. You're amazing, and I wish you weren't leaving."
"I wish I didn't have to." I sighed before making a confession. "I'm signing the final paperwork for the sale on Thursday."
"Why?" Lauren asked me bluntly. "I know what happened was horrible, but you have a life here. You have me here. Why do you still need to leave?"
I looked into Lauren's beautiful blue eyes. I felt so much affection for her, I felt such a strong bond between us, there was so much chemistry. There was friendship and trust. She knew about the sale, I could tell her my last secret.
"Remember when I told you Lacey took my spot on the helicopter?" I asked quietly.
"Yeah?" she frowned in confusion.
"Me offering her my spot was the worst decision I ever made." I admitted, swallowing weakly. "W-we hadn't told anyone yet. They say to wait until the end of the first trimester."
"Oh, my God!" Lauren gasped, clapping her hands to her mouth.



"I killed my wife... I killed our baby..." I confessed, my heart breaking all over again.
Before I knew what was happening, Lauren and I were laying under the covers. My head was resting on her bosom as I sobbed my heart out. She ran her fingers through my hair as she cooed softly to me. I don't even remember when I fell asleep.
~Wednesday, July 16th~
I woke up Sunday morning with Lauren in my arms. I was holding her close, and my hand was cupping one of her perfect breasts. She mumbled slightly when I released her. Then she yawned loudly before turning over and looking at me with a soft smile.
We kissed softly for a few minutes. It may have been a mistake, but we both needed the comfort. In fact, Lauren and I had spent the entire day together. I made omelets for breakfast, before driving us both to town so we could walk through the shops. We didn't mention Jonathan or Lacey. I hated when Lauren left to return to her own house for the night.
Monday and Tuesday were rough. Lauren did start running with Brady and I again, so I got to hear her call me a twatwaffle in her musical voice, rather than via text. Still, we were both sad. Thursday was approaching, and the sale would be final. After learning about Lacey's pregnancy, Lauren just couldn't bring herself to try and convince me to stay.
Riley could tell I was down, but she couldn't get me to talk about it. Michelle tried as well, making sure I knew she was still there for me, even while spending time with Brian. Nikki continued ignoring me, and there was no drama with the Brooke and James situation.
I wanted to run with Lauren on Wednesday as well, but the loud thunder that woke me up convinced me that was a bad idea. In fact, I ended up spending the first couple hours of Wednesday morning on the phone. The weather was bad. Way, too bad. I had to make sure everyone was safe.
All camp activities were canceled. The campers had to stay in the safety of their cabins to wait out the storm. Thankfully, each cabin was stocked with plenty of supplies and board games. They'd have food, water, and at least some entertainment.
It was a mostly boring day. Just briefly going outside so Brady could do his business was enough to make me feel like I had jumped in the lake. I sighed in exasperation when Brady shook himself, getting even more water everywhere.
I was very surprised that the power stayed on for most of the day. I didn't chance cooking, instead going with a quick sandwich for dinner. I stayed in touch with everyone, including Lauren, making sure things were fine. They were. However, when the power went out and the generator roared into life, I knew I had to act.
The walls almost shook as thunder roared outside, the summer storm furious. Despite the possible danger, I pulled on a raincoat as I walked over to the door. I had to stop Brady from coming out with me as I opened my front door.
"Stay, Brady. It's not fit out here for man or beast." I instructed, stepping outside and getting pelted with hard, cold rain. "But, it's apparently fine for an idiot campground owner. Soon to be former owner."
I made my rounds, making sure everything that needed to be tied down was secure. I went to the main campground to make sure the families were all safe. I checked in briefly at the various camper cabins, ensuring everyone was safe and accounted for. By the end, I was more water than man, but I knew that I'd done the right thing.
Trudging through the rain, I made my way back to my cabin. Wait. Something wasn't right. I found myself outside of Lauren's cabin instead. With a sigh, I turned to leave. Then I froze, standing out in the rain like an idiot. I caved. Turning around, I walked up to Lauren's door and knocked. I had to wait a couple minutes, but the door finally opened.
"What the fuck are you doing out here, you slack-jawed idiot?!" Lauren gasped at my bedraggled appearance. She grabbed my hand and pulled me inside.
"I'm dripping on your floor. Sorry." I felt odd, strangely disconnected from myself.
I didn't realize I was shivering until Lauren took off my raincoat. She then wrapped a thick towel around me as she tried drying me off. The tall woman was then standing in front of me, reaching out to lightly touch my face with her fingers.
"You're freezing! Come on, get in here!" she pulled me deeper into the house, dragging me to her bathroom.
Lauren was wearing red flannel pajama pants and a plain white t-shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her feet were bare. I had on shorts and a t-shirt under my raincoat, but the coat was apparently only water resistant, not water proof. I was soaked to the bone.
"Thank you." I mumbled, frowning in confusion as I watched her turn on her shower.
"Not how I pictured getting you naked." Lauren smirked at me as she had me lift my arms so she could remove my shirt.
I was still numb, inside and out, as she removed my shirt and tossed it in her hamper. Lauren got me completely naked while I offered no resistance. I wasn't even thinking about it; my dick was soft, which definitely was not the way I wanted it the first time Lauren saw it. Of course, I had convinced myself she'd never see it.
Lauren placed her hand under the shower spray to test the temperature. Then she grabbed my hand, guiding me into the shower. The water felt like fire on my icy skin, but somehow her hands rubbing my shoulders, my chest, felt even hotter.
"I'm sorry I need to leave." I mumbled as she turned the temperature up slightly.
"You need to do what's best for you, I understand." she sighed. "I'll miss you. I'll miss you so much. Everyone at your camp will, too."
"They don't know..." I trailed off. "None of them know. About the baby, about the sale. They don't know."
"You're gonna have to tell them." Lauren told me calmly. "Maybe not about the baby, but about the sale. They might notice when the new owners change the name."
"Change the name." I mumbled to myself as Lauren had me turn in the shower.
Lauren was right. The new owners could change the name. They could destroy the Abbott Rabbit forever. Maybe the memorial to my loved ones wouldn't fit in to their new design. Maybe that beautiful memorial would end up in the trash, lost forever.
Glancing over at my beautiful neighbor, at my friend, I noticed that her white shirt was now soaked. In fact, it was almost see-thru. At one point, Lauren just rolled her eyes and whipped off the shirt. Boobs. Perfect, perfect boobs. Maybe it was shallow, but holy shit. Those boobs were magic, and I moaned softly as I felt the blood finally start to rush.
"Come here, let me dry you off." she offered as she shut off the water.
"Thanks, Lauren." I muttered.
Lauren helped me out of the shower, and I felt my arm brush against her breast. She spent a few minutes drying me off with the towel. There was no way she didn't notice I was fully erect. I even felt my cock twitch when she bent forward to dry my legs, allowing those beautiful tits to dangle from her chest. She looked incredible, only wearing flannel pajama bottoms. The towel was soon gone, and she stood in front of me, staring at me with sadness and confusion.
"I didn't... with you leaving... I just. I just. Fuck it." Lauren grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a kiss.
I finally fully snapped out of whatever shocked numbed state I was in. With a throaty moan, I wrapped my arms around Lauren, pulling her tight against me as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I could feel her breasts squish against my bare chest, and my hand slid down to grab her ass. I'd missed her kisses. I wanted them every day.
We kissed in her bathroom for at least ten minutes before she started guiding me into the hallway. Our kiss never broke as we made our way up the stairs and into her bedroom. Her hands ran all over my chest and arms, and it was obvious she was as aroused as I was.
Breaking our lip lock, I kissed down her neck. She tilted her head back as her fingers caressed the back of my head. She cooed softly when I lightly sucked on her collarbone. Then I kissed even lower, until I was finally able to get full access to her volcanic tits.
"Mm." I hummed happily as I pressed her breasts together and buried my face in her cleavage.
Lauren moaned my name while I kissed all over her big boobs. Tit flesh bulged around my fingers, and I soon realized just how sensitive Lauren's breasts were. I quickly slurped a nipple into my mouth and started sucking on it.
"Oh, God! Yes!" Lauren hissed, her body shuddering. "Suck my titties!"
My tongue flicked her nipple, and she gasped again. I sucked on her left tit first, then her right. My teeth grazed her right nipple while I palmed her left breast. Her skin was so soft, her boobs were somehow pliant and firm at the same time. I was in heaven. So was Lauren.
"Bite my nipple! Harder! Yes, like that! Bite it!" Lauren moaned, both hands holding my head to her bosom. "I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
She was gasping and grunting, cumming hard as I played with her tits. I knew it was possible, but I had never seen a woman reach orgasm just from nipple stimulation. I hadn't even gone near her pussy, yet Lauren was clearly having an intense orgasm.
"God, I love your tits."I husked, holding her boobs together while kissing her cleavage.
"Mm, I love this." Lauren husked as I felt her fingers wrap around my erection. "And I think it's your turn now."
A moment I had fantasized about for a month had finally arrived. Lauren was slowly stroking me as she kissed down my chest. She stopped briefly to suck on my lift nipple before continuing down to my stomach. Then she was on her knees. Lauren was on her knees, topless and looking up at me with sparkling blue eyes.
I was in her mouth. I was in her warm, wet mouth. She was gripping my thighs tightly as she bobbed her head on me, moaning loudly while slurping and sucking. I was too stunned to do anything at first, simply watching as Lauren massaged my balls before returning her hand to my thigh.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" she hummed as she gave me an amazing blowjob.
My hands went back to her tits. I loved playing with them, and I knew I'd never tire of feeling them in my hands. I took a breast in each hand, pulling them apart before squishing them together again. I rolled her nipples between my fingers, making her moan.
"Oh, Lauren!" I groaned. "Your mouth feels so good. Don't stop, please don't stop!"
"MM!" she groaned loudly, taking me deep.
I was too overwhelmed, her tongue lashing the underside of my cock was too much. Releasing her breasts, I buried both hands in her long, blonde hair. She was so good, she made love to my cock with her mouth. My knees were shaking, it was too much.
"Lauren! I'm gonna cum!" I warned, my fingers clenching her scalp.
Lauren just moaned and sucked harder, her head bobbing faster. I exploded. I thought a testicle was going to rupture as semen poured out of my cock and filled Lauren's warm, wet mouth. Her nostrils flared and she started squirming. I thought she might have had a tiny orgasm.
When I finished my orgasm, Lauren eased her mouth off of me. With her blue eyes looking up at me, she gaped her mouth, showing me the thick white fluid all over her tongue. There was even a strand connecting her tongue to the roof of her mouth. Then she pressed her lips together and tilted her head back, giving an obvious swallow.
"Ah!" she declared, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue to show me she had swallowed every drop. "Mm, cum! I love cum!"
"That was fucking incredible." I gasped, breathing heavily.
"It was!" Lauren giggled, getting to her feet. "My boobs were always sensitive, but Jonathan could never make me cum, ever. And I never enjoyed sucking a dick so much! I have a very active fantasy life, but it never compares to reality. Until you."
"You're amazing." I stammered. "You are completely amazing."
"Thanks." she blushed cutely.
Lauren and I ended up cuddling in bed together. I was naked, but she still had her bottoms on. Her butt and back were pressed against my front, so I wrapped an arm around her. I smiled when she grabbed my hand, lifting it from her stomach to place it on her bare breasts. I had absolutely no idea if it was even late enough for bed. We fell asleep listening to the sounds of the storm.
~Thursday, July 17th~
Lauren was still fast asleep when I woke up in the morning. My morning wood was pressed up against her ass. My eyes went wide when I realized that I had probably overslept. I had left my phone at home. I carefully got my arm out from underneath Lauren without waking her before checking the time on her phone. Yup. I was late. I guessed she had turned her own alarm off for some reason.
I quietly made my way downstairs, still naked. My clothes were in her bathroom, and they were still soaked. I probably should have asked if I could have used Lauren's dryer. In my defense, I was distracted by boobs and a blowjob. I did what I had to. I grabbed a fluffy pink bathrobe to conceal my nudity, then I put my boots on and ran to my cabin. My own walk of shame, I guessed. Only I wasn't ashamed. What happened had felt so natural, so right.
Brady gave me a judgmental look when I entered the cabin in a pink bathrobe. I quickly gave him his breakfast and refilled his water dish before rushing upstairs. Grabbing my phone, I sent Lauren a quick text to let her know I was fine. I also saw a text from Michelle.
Michelle: I got my period, we're good!
Tim: Good to know! See you later!
I quickly dressed for the day, barely taking the time to wash my face and brush my teeth. It was time. I was wearing a suit. The guy would be here in a few minutes with a notary public so we could sign the papers. I was selling Abbott Trails.
I walked through the camp. Maybe not for the last time, but the last time it would be mine. I walked past the place where Lacey and I first kissed. I walked by the memorial, where Lauren and I recently connected. I walked past where Dad taught me to ride a bike. Past where I taught Sophia how to catch crayfish. Past where Michelle had scraped her knee. Past the archery range Riley loved. Past where I got married.
As I walked past each place, I realized that each made me smile. Yeah, there was still pain, but there was so much love. Old love. Old lovers. New relationships. New love. The pain was strong, but I found myself able to deal with it, able to smile. Able to live.
And under it all, this place. I loved this place. I still do. I loved Abbott Trails. As I walked along the shore, I suddenly spooked a great blue heron. As its huge wings lifted it across the water, I watched it in wonder. And I realized. I can't. I can't leave this place. I was wrong. I didn't need to leave. I needed to stay. I needed to remember. I needed to remember my loved ones, to honor their memory, and to make new memories. Abbott Trails and Moosehead Lake were as much a part of me as my DNA.
These past three years have been full off various trials as I struggled to learn to survive without my family. The final trial was one of my own making. I had to come so close to selling the camp to realize that I still belonged there. I always would.
The lawyer who came all the way out here for my signature was going to be pissed.
An hour later I ran back into Lauren's cabin. I bounded up the stairs and flew into her bedroom. She was still sleeping in bed where I left her. There was a small smile on her face. Lauren looked peaceful. She looked happy. And I knew I was ready. Ready to move on. I hoped she would still have me, but somehow, I wasn't worried.
"Lauren?" I whispered, leaning down to peck her lips. "Lauren, wake up!"
"Hm? I'm sleeping!" she grumbled.
"Lauren, I'm staying. I can't leave." I looked into her eyes just as she started blinking them into focus.
"Wha-? What time is it? What's going on? Can't what?" Lauren rubbed her eyes and then touched her lips. "Getting a little free with those kisses, aren't we? Wait. What did you just say?"
"I'm staying. I can't do it. I can't leave. This is where I belong." I smiled down at her.
"In bed?" she wondered, still confused.
"No. Well, yes, but no." I laughed. "And I'm not in bed, anyway."
"Right, why are you wearing a suit?" Lauren asked, finally waking up fully. "What the fuck is going on?"
"I'm not selling Abbott Trails." I stated, a wide grin on my face. "I belong here. Here. The camp, the lake, the mountain. You. This is where I belong. Where I need to be."
Lauren's blue eyes were wide as she gazed at me in wonder. She didn't respond with words. Instead, she chose to grab me by the back of the head, leaning up as she pulled me down into a kiss. It was hot and passionate. It was loving.
"So, um," Lauren began after breaking the kiss, "does this mean you'll rethink me asking you out?"
"As long as you don't rethink putting out." I shrugged, bringing us back to when she admitted her feelings.
"Twatwaffle." she snorted.
"The second session ends on Saturday. The kids leave at noon." I reasoned.
"Would you like to come over?" Lauren asked, batting her eyelashes at me.
"I would." I nodded. "What about Sean?"
"I told him on my birthday that I just wanted to be friends." she admitted. "I felt bad since he went to so much trouble making me dinner, and he is a nice guy. I was just hung up on an asshole."
"That asshole sounds horrible." I replied.
"You have no idea!" Lauren giggled cutely. "Biggest thundercunt I'd ever met."
"Ah, the cuntiest of all cunts." I smirked.
"Yes." she agreed, pecking my lips. "So, the suit was because you were gonna sign the papers?"
"Yeah, it was a big meeting." I winced.
"They must have been pissed." Lauren commented.
"Yeah, they definitely were. But, there was nothing they could do. I hadn't signed anything." I said happily. "Of course, they had a few creative names of their own for me."
"That so?" she laughed.
"Yeah, and they weren't cute like the ones you call me." I told her.
Lauren eventually sat up, and I wasn't sure what she said next, because I could see her boobs. It was so strange, I saw them with my eyes, yet they somehow stopped my ears from working. Fortunately, Lauren was quite flattered and even thought it was cute.
Sadly, the storm had likely caused some damage. I couldn't take the day off. Lauren understood, and she put a shirt on before kissing me goodbye. We kissed quite a bit, in fact, unwilling to say goodbye. Lauren pulled away slightly and looked at me.
"I have to ask, are you sleeping with that counselor?" Lauren inquired.
"Yes." I admitted. "And, ah, one other counselor."
"Someone's a pussy hound!" she giggled.
"Oh good, you're not mad." I sighed in relief.
"No, I'm not mad." Lauren shook her head, a big smile on her face. "But, ah, do you think you could stop?"
"For you? Done." I promised.
"For now." she clarified, causing me to look at her with raised eyebrows. "I did suggest a threesome to Jonathan once, remember? If I was willing to do that with him, what do you think I'd be willing to do with you?"
"Other than the Jonathan part, that's nice to think about." I laughed. "We can talk about that stuff later, but for now, I'll tell Michelle and Riley we have to stop."
"Thank you." Lauren replied, pecking my lips again.
The storm had left a lot of work. We were cleaning up all day. The counselors had their hands full entertaining the campers, all of whom were restless after a day cooped up inside. I had good staff, I had loyal staff. I had hardworking staff. We all worked together and got Abbott Trails looking pristine again. Well, as pristine as a campground could be, anyway.
"What's going on? Are you okay?" Riley asked as she and Michelle sat with me for dinner.
"I'm very okay." I nodded. "Thanks for having dinner with me."



"I think Brian can mange one meal without me." Michelle said. "What did you want to talk about?"
"I talked to Lauren." I stated plainly.
"Oh." Riley winced. "Did she seal the deal with her date?"
"No. She didn't." I smiled. "She was too hung up on someone else."
"And you were the someone else?" Michelle asked, a big grin on her lightly-freckled face.
"Correct." I confirmed. "We have a date Saturday."
"Which is why we're here." Riley sighed. "You have to stop sleeping with us."
"Yeah..." I admitted sadly. "I'm sorry, but I couldn't figure out a better way to tell you."
"It's okay." Riley nodded, looking sad. "I'm disappointed, but we're friends first. We're still friends, right?"
"We'll always be friends." I promised.
"In that case, I'm okay, too." Michelle spoke up. "You'll always be my first, and I'll never forget that. I'll always care about you, and I hope we never lose touch. I can be your friend."
"Thank you. Both of you. For everything." I said sincerely.
"I am gonna miss that amazing cock of yours." Riley mumbled.
"Shit, me too." Michelle blushed cutely.
The three of us kept talking for a little while longer. It was obvious that Michelle and Riley were disappointed, but they were my friends. They agreed it was for the best, and that it had to happen eventually. Both girls did blink away tears a couple of times, which almost made me tear up. Ending an intimate relationship was never easy.
That night I called Lauren while laying in bed. We stayed on the phone for at least an hour. I never got tired of hearing her voice. However, it was late. Her voice grew softer and softer. We fell asleep while our phone call was still connected.
~Saturday, July 19th~
I had my usual morning run with Lauren on Friday. She met me with a kiss, and was very happy when I let her know that I had talked to my two lovers. Lauren did ask a couple questions about them after our run. I told her the truth, even informing her that Michelle was a huge fan of L. Walsh. Lauren offered to meet her, as long as I could promise that Michelle could keep a secret.
The rest of Friday went by quickly. The kids would be leaving Saturday, so they had to start preparing to get on the buses. There was a very nice bonfire Friday night, and the campers had a great time roasting marshmallows. Lauren and I fell asleep texting.
"Morning, twatwaffle!" Lauren chirped, pecking my lips when we met for our run.
"Good morning, beautiful!" I replied, kissing her back.
"Mm, I like!" she giggled. "You kissing my ass is much better than pretending you don't think I'm sexy."
"Let's save the ass kissing for later, okay?" I teased, grabbing her butt and pulling her to me. "It's time to run."
Lauren and I finished our run, and it looked like her ankle was fully healed. We kissed goodbye, with her heading home to work on Halcyon Dust while I went to the summer camp so that I could help the counselors. We had a lot of kids who needed to pack.
Unlike the first summer session, we did not get the buses on their way at noon. One suitcase managed to burst open, sending a poor fourteen year old girls' clothes and personal effects all over the ground. She burst into tears, and dealing with that caused quite the delay.
I helped the counselors clean up for awhile, and we would all enjoy a relaxing night off. I spoke with Riley and Michelle, who happily accepted my invitation, then I went over to the Lodge. The very few employees who knew about the sale were told that it was off. I hadn't thought about it when I confessed to Lauren that no one knew, but yeah, I had told a couple of people. Only the ones who needed to know.
Everyone was thrilled that Abbott Trails would remain family owned. I stopped by the memorial and grieved my family. I wondered if my parents would have liked Lauren. I knew Sophia definitely would have. Lacey? Well, Lacey would have loved that Lauren made me happy.
Back at home, I wasn't sure what to wear. This was a proper date, so I was not going to settle on shorts and a t-shirt. I realized it was a campground, but it wasn't like we would be hiking. I could dress up a bit. I chose to go with slacks and a nice button-down.
"Hey, neighbor!" Lauren grinned when she opened her front door, looking absolutely stunning in a yellow sundress.
"Our we just neighbors?" I frowned. "I mean, I know we don't talk about our feelings, but I do seem to remember seeing a wonderful set of boobies."
"Right, no feelings. We can only talk about the weather." she nodded as we walked inside. "A little chatting, a little dick sucking. Maybe we're not just neighbors, we're also friends."
"Friends? I like it!" I laughed, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her close.
"Oh, wait!" Lauren exclaimed, looking over at me in surprise. "Did you think I wanted to be your girlfriend or something?"
"Why would I think something like that?" I frowned. "I mean, I figured you'd get around to tying me up eventually, but girlfriend? I don't know..."
"It does sound kind of serious, doesn't it?" she gave me a fake wince. "Do you really wanna be my boyfriend?"
"Serious... I'm not good with serious." I sighed theatrically. "What do you think we should do?"
"Well," Lauren began as she led me over to her couch, "how about another deal? You agree to be my boyfriend, and I will promise to show you my boobs again."
"I think that'll work for me." I told her as we sat down.
Lauren and I relaxed on the couch as we talked. We planned out our day for tomorrow, and I told her about the one change I wanted to make for the morning. Lauren readily agreed before hugging me tightly, giving me all her love and support.
My new girlfriend had offered to make dinner, and she opted to cook a delicious meatloaf. We each had a glass of wine, and the conversation flowed. Apparently, Amelia told Lauren that her idiot brother had returned to Boston. I still couldn't believe he wasted the money flying and renting a car rather than just drive. Probably wasted even more money on first class. Idiot.
We sat on her couch after dinner, watching a romantic comedy. Not my usual kind of movie, but they were great for a date. I did enjoy some of them, and this one was pretty good. Lauren snuggled up to me, and I had my arm around her shoulders, holding her raised hand.
The movie ended, and Lauren placed her fingers under my chin to turn my head. The tall, busty blonde kissed me softly. I placed a hand on her bare knee as she snaked her tongue into my mouth. She was such an amazing kisser, and I would have been content to stay like that all night.
"So, Tim." Lauren whispered between kisses. "I wanted to talk about a few things."
"Should I be worried?" I asked, continuing to kiss her.
"No, definitely not." she giggled, kissing me again before reaching out and taking my hand. "It's about sex."
"Do you need me to read your latest sex scenes for your new book?" I asked eagerly.
"No, scrotumnugget." Lauren rolled her eyes. "I can't believe you're still trying to find out if the prince is alive or not."
"There can be sex scenes without the prince." I pointed out with an innocent smile.
"You're such a liar." she commented, but she was smiling as she slipped her other hand into mine. "But, for some strange reason I'd still like to have sex with you."
"Like, right now?" I wondered with a big, predatory grin.
"No again, asswipe." Lauren grunted. "Jonathan and I didn't talk, and it sucked. We're going to communicate. I read couples should have a talk about sex. Past lovers, desires, expectations, things like that."
I kissed her again. "Three." another kiss. "You." I pecked her soft lips again. "Everything." I whispered as I started kissing down her neck.
"No, dammit, I'm serious!" she giggled anyway, still holding my hands.
"I was too, but yes." I replied, pulling back so I could brush her hair from her forehead. "Talking is a good idea."
"I'll go first, since you're proven you can't be trusted to be serious." Lauren smirked. "I've only ever been with one man. Jonathan was my first kiss, my only kiss until you. I went on three dates with Sean, we hugged, and he kissed my cheek once."
"I've been with three women, and had contact with two others." I answered slowly. "Lacey was my first and only up until her death. I was a monk for three years, then Riley, who I'd know for years, brought me out of my shell a month ago. Then Michelle, the shy redhead, she showed up drunk in my backyard. She got in the shower with me and asked for help."
"Sounds like you helped her quite a bit." she winked at me before licking her lips. "And you've had sexual contact with me. I enjoyed meeting Little Timmy. Or maybe I should say Big Timmy? I love how thick you are."
"You don't have to say big, just please don't use little." I deadpanned.
"As long as you're nice to me." Lauren stuck out her tongue. "Who was the other you had sexual contact with?"
"Nikki." I stated.
I then told Lauren the entire story of Nikki, starting with her flirting with me while knowing I was married. Nikki stepped up her flirting this last year, and finding out I was sleeping with Riley and Michelle was too much. Nikki ended up in my bed, threatened me, and left the room crying when Michelle recorded the threat.
"That's a lot to take in." she nodded slowly, eyes wide. "I'm glad you got proof so she can't try anything. Uh... I don't know what else to say?"
"It's fine." I laughed, my thumbs caressing her hands. "We agreed not to speak of it again. Nikki's avoided me ever since."
"Okay, I guess we move on to desires?" Lauren suggested with a shrug.
"Sure, I desire your breasts." I told her plainly, trying to lighten the mood. "You have amazing boobs."
"Thanks, Captain Obvious." she snorted.
"You're welcome, Lieutenant." I nodded firmly.
"I'll just take my turn, shitstain." Lauren grunted. "I've always had really, really vanilla sex. Wildest thing I've ever done is got on my knees."
"You wouldn't know that from reading your books." I pointed out.
"I know." she nodded slowly. "I have a very active fantasy life. Another reason I love that you accept me for me. You make me feel that fantasy and reality can be the same thing."
I couldn't help myself, I leaned in and kissed her softly. Pulling back, I looked into Lauren's baby blue eyes and smiled. She smiled back before turning her head slightly to look out over her living room. I followed her gaze and suddenly noticed the picture of us I gave Lauren for her birthday. It was on the mantle over the fireplace.
"I hope I live up to your expectations." I told her, looking back at the beautiful blonde.
"I know you will." Lauren whispered. "Thank you so much for not selling the camp."
"I belong here. Here with you." I kissed her again.
"So, um, for desires..." she trailed off, blushing cutely. "I do want to make love, looking into your eyes as we both climax. I also want to fuck."
"The first one explains itself, could you define the second?" I asked with a raised brow.
"I know I love being confident and outgoing in my life. In control." Lauren explained slowly. "In my fantasies, I like, well, the opposite. In bed."
"Okay..." I trailed off, not entirely sure what she meant.
"I want it rough, alright?" she exclaimed, looking embarrassed, like she was worried I'd judge her. "I want you to fuck my face until I choke on it, I want you to bend me over and spank me before shoving it up my twat. Pull my hair, call me a slut!"
"You are a bundle of contradictions." I smiled slightly, trying to show her there was nothing to be embarrassed about.
"Not really." Lauren reasoned, her fingers slowly turning the wedding ring on my left hand. "You let me be me. More than that, you like me for me. You don't force anything. Jonathan wanted me to be something I wasn't. Then when he was horny, he wanted a quick blowjob. Or he'd roll me on my back and use me as a masturbatory aid."
"You want to be yourself, in life and in the bedroom." I nodded in understanding. "You want enough respect and trust to put yourself in my hands. You want passion."
"Yes!" she sighed, clearly relieved I understood.
"Lacey liked it when I spanked her and pulled her hair." I confessed. "You have nothing to be embarrassed about. Let's just communicate open and honestly so that we understand each other."
"Did you ever put it in her butt?" Lauren wondered.
"Yes." I confirmed. "It wasn't something we did often, but yeah."
"I want to try butt sex." she giggled.
"Sure, but can we try vagina sex first?" I asked, leaning in to peck her lips again.
"We can, but not tonight." Lauren confirmed. "I think we should take things slow, get to know each other sexually."
"I'm good with that." I told her.
"I read that couples who engage in rough sex should have a safe word." she blushed before kissing me again.
"We haven't even had regular sex yet, and now we're planning for rough sex?" I laughed. "I like how you want to plan all this out. Okay, what word do you suggest?"
"How about Morlock?" Lauren suggested.
"Morlock?" I raised my eyebrows. "I can't believe you know such an obscure reference!"
"You recognize it?" she gasped. "I'm going to husband the fuck out of you!"
Lauren grabbed the back of my head and kissed me passionately. I placed my hand on her bare knee, lightly caressing her skin as we made out. My other hand soon cupped her face, wanting to hold her close so that she would be here forever. So we could stay like this forever.
"Lauren." I whispered into our kiss.
"Tim." she moaned back. "There's a couple other things I like."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, continuing our lip lock.
"Build up." Lauren gasped. "I wanna send each other dirty texts throughout the day so that I'm dripping wet when it's time. And you're so hard you're about to burst out of your pants."
"I am so good with that." I replied, burying a hand in her blonde hair as my other hand slid up her yellow sundress.
"I also like spontaneity." she told me. "Something like this."
Suddenly, Lauren broke our kiss. She looked at me briefly, smiled, then hopped to her feet. Smoothing out her sundress, she took off, running from the room. I was momentarily stunned, but I quickly got up and took off after the sexy woman.
"Lauren!" I called out.
"Catch me if you can!" she declared.
I stumbled a bit, allowing Lauren to rush out ahead of me and disappear out the back door. Following my girlfriend into the backyard, I ran toward her private inlet, where her boat was and where her wooden dock was located. I nearly tripped over Lauren's discarded sundress, which I was happy to see laying in the grass.
My bare feet thumped onto the wooden dock, and I stopped several feet behind Lauren, who was looking out over the lake. She was dressed in a cute yellow bra and pantie set that matched the recently discarded sundress. Her long blonde hair cascaded over halfway down her back in a lovely wave.
Reaching behind her back, Lauren unhooked her bra and slid the straps down her arms. After removing the straps, she turned around, giving me a coy smile as she held her bra to her chest. My heart was racing as I waited, and I was soon rewarded. Lauren dropped her bra to the dock, exposing her flawless breasts to the evening air.
Lauren gestured toward me, and I began to unbutton my shirt. I removed my shirt and undershirt, causing Lauren to lick her lips as she openly admired my chest. She then hooked her thumbs into her panties and pushed them down to her feet before stepping out of them. She then raised her arms in the air and twirled, showing me her nude body in all its glory.
I was convinced; she was some sort of goddess in mortal form. She had to be. Only a higher being could have so perfectly designed such a flawless body. Every inch of her was perfect. A creature like Lauren was the reason that there was a saying that there was nothing more beautiful than the female form.
My boxers got caught on my erection as I tried to remove them, making Lauren giggle. It took a few seconds, but I managed to stand before Lauren, as naked as she was. Lauren gave me a teasing wink before turning and running to the edge of the dock. I admired her naked ass as she ran, and I smiled when she jumped into Moosehead Lake.
I swam after Lauren as we went skinny dipping. Fortunately, I was a more practiced swimmer, so I eventually caught her. She giggled cutely as she spun around in my arms so we could kiss. Her huge tits pressed against my chest as I grabbed her butt beneath the water.
We played around in the water for quite awhile; it was even starting to get dark out. Lauren laughed as she splashed me, and more than once she teased me by reaching beneath the water and grabbing my cock. I retaliated by physically picking her up and tossing her back into the water.
Moosehead Lake was great for swimming; the water was clear and warm. I could feel the sand beneath my feet, the small rocks, the weeds. Of course, it was still a lake. We were sharing the water with the wildlife. Lauren screamed when she found that out.
"Something slithered past my leg!" she screeched as she swam back to shore as fast as she could.
"Lauren?" I called out while swimming after her. "I think you're fine!"
I caught up with Lauren just as she was pulling herself onto the dock. Her naked ass in my face briefly made me forget what the problem was, but I soon followed her up. The nude blonde was carefully checking out her leg, trying to make sure nothing bit her or something.
"Did it bite me? Was it venomous?" Lauren panicked.
"It didn't bite you, and it was probably just a fish." I laughed, walking up to her.
"Don't laugh at me!" she whined and stomped her bare foot.
"I can't believe how much that freaked you out!" I exclaimed. It felt so nice to laugh with Lauren. "You are such a girl!"
"A sexy girl, at least." Lauren purred, squeezing her boobs for my viewing pleasure. She then came into my arms and playfully hit my chest.
"My sexy girl." I husked, grabbing her naked ass as I kissed her.
Lauren and I gathered up our clothes before heading inside and making our way to the bathroom. We were laughing and kissing as we took a shower together to wash away the lake. I made sure her boobs were nice and clean, and I was rock hard while Lauren soaped up my dick. I even fingered her to orgasm while she leaned against the shower wall for support.
"I want to blow you." Lauren declared when we entered her bedroom, our arms around each other as we kissed. "How do you want me?"
"Get on the bed." I told her. "I want to do something for you first."
"Mm, yes, sir!" Lauren cooed as she sat down on the bed and looked up at me. "I'm yours."
"That may be, but the next few minutes are all about you." I said as I cupped her face and leaned in to kiss her.
Lauren eased back on the bed as I climbed up, getting on top of her. When she was laying on her back with her head on the pillow, I began kissing down her neck to her beautiful breasts. I kissed and played with her boobs for a couple minutes before kissing down her stomach. Planting a kiss on her pubic mound, I got between Lauren's spread legs so I could admire her vulva.
"Well, ah, this is me." she giggled shyly as she gestured toward her crotch with both hands.
"Beautiful." I whispered as I ran my thumb down her slit, making her shiver.
"You're the first to really see it." Lauren admitted. "Half the time I had sex, it was in the dark, and he just, you know, got on top of me. He never had his face down there."
"His loss." I stated confidently as I leaned in and kissed her pussy, making her gasp. "Perfection."
"Is it weird if I ask what I taste like?" she asked nervously.
"Not at all, hang on." I replied before pushing my tongue between her labia and taking one lock lick.



"HOLY SHIT!" Lauren screeched, her thigh twitching against my head.
"Delicious." I commented, answering her question. "You taste sweet."
"A-are you going to eat me out now?" she asked.
"Yes." I replied simply. "I am."
I wanted Lauren to understand how amazing oral sex was, so I put all my attention into pleasuring her. My efforts were rewarded. Lauren didn't curse, she didn't beg me to keep going. In fact, she seemed to have lost all ability to speak. She gasped and panted heavily, her hands buried in my hair as she bucked her hips into my face.
Sometimes I would just use my mouth, other times I would finger her while sucking on her clit. I didn't once come up for air. Lauren truly was delicious; I loved the taste of her feminine nectar, and I knew I could never get enough.
I didn't know how long I was between her legs, I didn't know how many orgasms she had; I lost count after four. Pushing two fingers inside Lauren, I sucked on her clit while my other hand reached up to play with one of her tits. Lauren screamed, her body shuddering before finally falling limp.
"N-no more, I can't... please, no more..." Lauren whined, lightly pushing on my head before her arms went dead. She had passed out.
Laying down beside the busty blonde, I brushed her sweaty hair back before kissing her temple. I was content to wait for her to regain consciousness. It took a few minutes, but her blue eyes did eventually open. She looked at me in wonder.
"That was... the most amazing moment of my life!" she gushed.
"That's quite the compliment." I laughed.
"No, Tim, I mean it." Lauren stated seriously. "Holy. Fucking. Shit. Those were the best orgasms I ever had. I'd never even believed multiple orgasms were real!"
"I'm glad you enjoyed." I smiled, pecking her lips. "I promise, we'll do that again. And again. And again."
"Mm! We better!" she grinned while reaching out and wrapping her fingers around my cock. "Want me to return the favor?"
"I have a better idea." I told her, pecking her lips. "How about another first for you?"
"What do you suggest?" Lauren wondered.
"You mentioned loving the idea of a cock between your tits." I reminded her as my hand squeezed a large breast.
"Oh! A titty-fuck? Yes, please!" she giggled.
I was soon straddling Lauren, my erection waving in the air as she looked at it with desire. Grabbing my base, I pushed my cock into the valley between my girlfriend's two perfect mounds. Lauren held her breasts, wrapping them tightly around my shaft.
"Holy shit!" I gasped, my head leaning back as I began to thrust my cock into Lauren's cleavage.
She giggled cutely when I placed my hands on hers, encouraging her to smother my dick in tit-flesh. Leaning forward, she kissed the tip of my dick when it pushed between her boobs. Eventually, she was able to suck on the head with each thrust.
"Mm, I love your cock." Lauren cooed up at me. "It's so big and throbbing. I can feel it pulsing between my tits."
"You're gonna make me cum." I grunted, my hands shaking slightly.
"On my face! Cum on my face!" she begged, looking up at me in lust. "Guys aren't the only ones who like porn and smut. I've always wanted a facial."
"O-okay." I gasped. "Keep... going..."
"Mm, cum for me, baby!" Lauren cooed. "I want it! Cover my slutty face! Cum all over me! Please, cum! Mm, you're so hard."
I yanked my cock out of Lauren's cleavage and aimed at her face as I started stroking. The gorgeous blonde opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. With a grunt, a rope of semen shot out of my tip and splattered up the side of her face, from her cheek to her forehead. It went right across her eye and through her eyebrow. I shuddered as I painted her face. One blast went straight into her mouth, which she immediately swallowed before opening her mouth again, allowing me to push my tip between her lips so she could get every last drop.
"Holy shit!" I groaned when she released my tip and smiled up at me.
"It's in my eye." she giggled. "I can't open my eye!"
"Hang on, I'll get some tissues." I offered.
I grabbed some tissues and handed them to her. Lauren thanked me, sitting up slightly to start cleaning the cum from her face. I definitely enjoyed the show, and I noticed Lauren scoop some semen up with her finger and pop it in her mouth.
"Your baby juice." she replied, offering me the tissues.
"Thanks." I grunted, rolling my eyes.
My new girlfriend and I cuddled in bed for a little while. Sadly, we had agreed not to rush things. As a result, we decided that we should limit our number of overnights. I got dressed, and Lauren teased me by announcing she was just going to sleep naked.
"Mm, think of me as you fall asleep." she whispered, pecking my lips.
"I will. Believe me, I will." I replied, kissing her passionately. I then leaned down and kissed first one breast, then the other. Right on her nipples. "I'll think of the twins, too."
"I bet you will." Lauren giggled.
Returning home, I played with Brady for a few minutes before leading him upstairs. I went through my nightly routine, and noticed I had a number of messages when I returned from the bathroom. No, they were pictures. From Lauren. One was just of her face, blowing me a kiss. Another was of some cleavage, but she made sure I couldn't see her nipples. The third was of her legs. I could see her thighs down to her feet.
Lauren: Just to be cheeky.
Tim: I love your endless legs, but I'd like to see more. ;)
Lauren: Earn more.
Tim: How?
Lauren: Eat me out.
Tim: It's a date. :D
Lauren: See you tomorrow morning. Sleep tight. :*
Tim: Sweet dreams.
Lauren: They always will be with you in them.
~Sunday, July 20th~
Brady and I had our usual morning run with Lauren. She looked as sexy as ever in her sports bra and yoga pants. We both had the entire day off, and were going to spend it together. I brought Lauren her pink robe back, and she teased me about it looking better on me. Lauren gave me a quick kiss after her run before heading home to shower and change.
Twenty minutes later, she was knocking on my front door. Lauren was wearing a gray v-neck top and a pair of jean shorts. She was carrying three bouquets of flowers. I was dressed in my usual, a pair of shorts and an Abbott Trails t-shirt. We had them in various colors, and today's was blue.
"You should get me one of those shirts." Lauren commented while walking inside and squatting to say hi to Brady.
"Sure, no problem." I nodded. "You'd look good in one of my shirts."
"You know what they say; a man's shirt on a nude female is like a flag on a conquered fortress." she giggled, standing up again.
"I'd love to conquer your fortress" I husked.
"Mm, I bet you would." she purred, placing a hand on my chest.
"Fuck, you're amazing." I whispered, shaking my head in disbelief.
"Don't you forget it!" Lauren smirked, pecking my lips.
Lauren had put me in a great mood, but I found my spirits darkening as we drove in my truck. This trip was my idea, and I believed that it was important, but it still wasn't easy. I felt Lauren take my hand, lacing our fingers before squeezing my hand for support.
My heart was racing when we pulled into the cemetery. I drove the familiar route through the large burial ground to the small section owned by the Abbott family. Parking the truck, I felt tears in my eyes as I shut off the engine. Lauren gave me a reassuring smile before we both got out of the car.
We were an old family, and our section had a small fence around it. Holding Lauren's hand, I led her inside. The two of us passed the older Abbott family members, including my ancestor who started Abbott Trails. There was plenty of empty space for the future, and we stopped at the latest occupied plots.
"Hi Mom, hi Dad." I whispered softly. "This is Lauren, my girlfriend."
"Nice to meet you, Mister and Missus Abbott." Lauren said, inclining her head. "You have an amazing son."
"They really do." I happily agreed before leading Lauren to the next plot. "And this is their daughter, Sophia. She's almost as amazing as their son."
"Hello, Sophia!" Lauren chirped. "I'm sorry your brother's a twatwaffle."
"Pardon her language, Sophia." I sniffled, smiling slightly despite my sadness. "She doesn't have a filter."
Lauren leaned over and kissed my cheek affectionately while squeezing my hand. I gathered my strength and led her to the final plot we had come to see. Lacey Abbott. My late wife. Tears ran down my cheeks as I mourned my parents, my sister, my wife, and my unborn child.
"Hi, Lacey. It's nice to meet you." she whispered, releasing my hand as she approached the headstone, flowers in her other hand. "Tim's a great guy, you were lucky to have his love. I promise, I'll take good care of him."
The beautiful blonde squatted in front of the headstone and placed the first bouquet on Lacey's grave. She then placed a second bouquet on Sophia's grave. The third and final bouquet was for my parents. Lauren then approached me and used a tissue to dab at the tears on my face.
"Thank you." I whispered, looking into her beautiful blue eyes.
"Of course." Lauren nodded. "Thank you for bringing me here."
"I figured they would want to meet you. And there's one more thing." I stated before walking by a confused Lauren and approaching Lacey's grave. "Thank you, Lacey. You were my first crush, my first kiss, my first love. You were my best friend. I felt so guilty even thinking about another woman. I know you would want me to live my life. I hope you approve of Lauren. No. I know you would approve of her. Because of that, I'm ready. I'll always love you, but I'm ready to live my life again."
Raising my left hand, I slowly eased my wedding band off of my finger. Lauren gasped as I held it in my hands, slowly spinning it around. The beautiful ring Lacey gave me, the band with her name engraved on the inside. Then I sighed before slipping the ring into my pocket. Gathering my strength, I turned and faced Lauren.
"You didn't have to do that." she told me.
"Yes, I did." I confirmed. "I need to live again. You showed me that. I'll put the ring back in the box and leave it in my safe."
"I assume Lacey's ring is..." Lauren trailed off.
"Buried with her, yes." I told her.
We stayed a few more minutes, but it was then time to go. Lauren had her hand on my thigh the entire drive home, supporting me with her presence. Parking the truck, I led Lauren back inside. She waited on my couch while I went upstairs to put the ring in my safe.
"The girls will be here after lunch?" Lauren asked from her spot on the couch while playing on her phone.
"Yup." I confirmed as I sat on the couch and pulled Lauren's bare feet into my lap. "We'll watch a movie or something before dinner."
"Sounds good." she nodded, wiggling her toes in my lap. "What are we having?"
"Ham, Brussels sprouts, baked potatoes." I answered as I grabbed a foot and started massaging. "A salad to start, and I got dessert, too."
"Sounds yummy!" Lauren smiled at her phone. "You said Michelle's last name was Larkin, right?"
"Yeah, why?" I asked in confusion while rubbing her dainty foot.
"You mentioned she was a huge fan of mine, and I was just responding to fan mail." Lauren explained. "I did a search in my email and found a Michelle Larkin who sent me an email a couple years ago."
"Really?" I laughed. "I wonder if it's her. I don't know how common a name hers is."
"It could be, which made me think that maybe it would be okay if we told them." she said nervously.
"Really? It took your ex-fiance coming here to drag you home for you to tell me." I pointed out.
"I know, I know." Lauren sighed. "I just hate lying. I told you I was a writer, which was true. I kind of lied to Chloe and Sean. I told them I was an editor. I guess it was true, since I edit my own work?"
"It was mostly true." I agreed while continuing the massage on Lauren's other ankle, the one she had sprained. "You can answer fan mail on your phone?"
"I have a dedicated email fans can reach out to." she responded. "Some people still send snail mail, which gets forwarded by the publisher, but most people prefer email these days. I try to respond to as much as I can."
"That's good of you." I inclined my head. "I trust Michelle and Riley. If you're comfortable telling them, I'm sure Michelle will be thrilled."
"Hearing how much they did to help you with Nikki convinced me." Lauren explained, sighing happily as I rubbed her foot. "That feels good, babe."
"Do you have a lot of mail to respond to?" I inquired, stopping the massage momentarily to grab the remote.
"Yup." she giggled and nodded. "Most of it is really sweet, but you get some weird ones. It would be worse if people thought L. Walsh was a woman, I'm sure. Mostly I get people who think they can get me to tell them who I really am."
"You can run home and grab your laptop if you want?" I offered. "It'll be easier to answer emails. I can entertain myself with the television."
"If you don't mind, that would be great!" Lauren smiled. "We did say we weren't gonna work this weekend."
"And you already ruined it. Thanks for that." I teased, placing my hand over her toes. "May as well go all the way, right?"
"Fine, dickweed." she rolled her eyes before pulling her feet out of my lap and standing up. "I'll be right back."
Brady tried to follow Lauren, but we eventually convinced the Labrador that she would be right back. My girlfriend returned with a laptop bag and dark blue binder. She plugged in the laptop and started it up. Her hair was in a ponytail, and she looked so adorable.
"What's the binder for?" I wondered.
"A surprise for Michelle." Lauren shrugged, giving me a quick glance.
"What kind of surprise?" I followed up with.
"Deleted scenes from Ascendant Exile." she answered simply as she started typing on her laptop.
"Wait. What?" I inquired, whipping my head around to face her, the television forgotten.
"All media has deleted scenes, Tim." Lauren rolled her eyes. "Movies, television shows, books."
"I know that." I grunted, reaching for the binder. "I'm saying, why is that for Michelle? I want it!"
"Oh, and why should I give it to you?" she challenged, grabbing the binder and pulling it out of my reach.
"I'll eat you out?" I offered with a big grin.
"You already agreed to that in exchange for nudes. Try again." Lauren pointed out.
"I never got those nudes!" I protested, trying to reach over her, but she kept leaning back. Tall, long legs, and long arms. Fuck.
"And you haven't licked my twat again yet." she countered. "That's a different deal, it doesn't apply here."
"What are your demands?" I sighed, accepting defeat.
"Some pampering." Lauren smirked. "Tonight, you're gonna give me a long, full-body massage."
"Done! Deal. Now, give me the binder!" I whined.
"You're easy." she giggled, pecking my lips as she handed over the blue binder.
I muted the television as I opened the binder and lost myself in its contents. Lauren's fingers were clicking the keys while I read. A number of pages were torn out of a notebook, and they were even hand written. Lauren had really pretty handwriting, even as a young teenager. Sections were crossed out, some with words written above them. There were notes in the margins, and I could tell she spent a huge amount of time on this.
Ascendant Exile was a standalone novel, so there were no real spoilers. However, I did notice there were a lot of differences between her original ideas and the final product. Some pages were typed out, and much more organized. I also saw notes from other people, likely editors and the publisher who ultimately bought the manuscript.
"Hey, Lauren?" I asked at one point.
"I'm not telling you if the prince is still alive. Fuck off." she grunted, not even bothering to look up from her screen.
Lunch was a couple of sandwiches with chips and sodas. Lauren hadn't built up an immunity to the big brown eyes, causing her to cave and let Brady have a potato chip. She didn't find him as cute when he laid his head on her bare knee and drooled all over her thigh.
"Labs are big slobs." I laughed.
"I'd say you were a lab, but you're too little." Lauren teased, removing her hair elastic.
"Hey! I am more than average!" I crossed my arms and pouted.
"Between the legs, sure, but not in the height department!" the tall woman laughed while leaning over and pecking my cheek.
"You're gonna pay for that one." I growled.
Riley sent me a text to tell me that she and Michelle were on their way. Lauren put away her laptop and snuggled beside me on the couch to wait. Brady perked up, letting us know that the girls were here about thirty seconds before there was a knock at the door.
"Hey, girls!" I announced. "Don't you look nice today!"
Michelle was wearing a tight pair of jeans and a Planet Trek Wars t-shirt. Riley was in a green sundress that fell to mid-thigh. After cuddling with Lauren, it took a moment to adjust to hugging women who weren't taller than me. In fact, Michelle and Riley were both barely over five feet tall.
"You look very handsome." Riley confirmed, kissing my cheek.
"You do." Michelle nodded.
"This is Lauren, the jolly blonde giant." I declared, gesturing toward my girlfriend.
"Fuck. You." Lauren snarled at me before facing the girls with a smile.
"I told you you'd pay for that comment." I shrugged.
I sat in the armchair with Lauren in my lap, giving up the couch to Michelle and Riley. We chatted for a little while, allowing everyone to get to know each other. Lauren learned quite a bit about life at Abbott Trails summer camp, and she got to laugh at a few stories. Michelle even went in to detail about Brian when explaining how she ended up getting so close to me. Lauren told the girls she was a writer and editor, and they were curious, but she deflected their questions expertly.
"What should we watch? Horror? Fantasy? Science fiction?" Michelle asked.
"Just don't ask Tim, he'll put on porn or something so he can hope for a foursome." Lauren teased, playfully messing up my hair.
"I would never do such a thing!" I declared, acting offended.
"Old Tim wouldn't." Riley spoke up. "He came alive again after he squirted in my mouth!"
"I don't think I heard this story." Lauren looked over at the strawberry blonde curiously. "I know he had a three year dry spell after the accident."
"Nikki tried to seduce him earlier." Riley answered. "I went after him to be a shoulder to lean on. I ended up on my knees, and someone came very, very fast."
"Is that so?" Lauren asked while Michelle giggled.
"It is!" Riley nodded. "You girls know that grunting noise he makes when he cums?"
"Like you're sucking his soul out through his dick? Yes!" Lauren laughed.
"It does sound like that." Michelle nodded, blushing almost as red as her hair.
"Can we not talk about this?" I mumbled, feeling slightly embarrassed.
"Oh, you're fine." Lauren rolled her eyes. She was sitting sideways in my lap, her feet over the armrest. "Such a damn twatwaffle."
"Twatwaffle? I love it!" Riley laughed.
"Michelle just wanted to know what kind of movie we should watch!" I exclaimed as the girls all giggled. "Hm, how about science fiction? You're quite the science fiction expert, aren't you, Lauren?"
"We could watch the Traveler's Guide to the Universe?" Lauren offered.
"Oh, that's a good one!" Michelle added while Riley groaned.
"Really, more science fiction?" Riley sighed. "How about some romance! We could torture Tim and watch Sluts About Town?"
"No!" I declared loudly. "No, no, and no!"
"So, you're saying you don't want to watch it?" Lauren jokingly asked for clarification.
"Yes, that's what I'm saying." I grunted. "How about comedy?"



"Did you have something in mind?" Riley inquired.
"There was a really popular movie a couple years ago about some woman who was hired to help a sheltered trust fund kid learn to date?" I suggested.
"I remember that one." Lauren smirked. "You just want to watch it because it has full frontal nudity."
"Well, uh, that's not, no!" I protested while the three girls giggled. "No! I mean, she was my celebrity crush and all that, but no! It's supposed to be really funny!"
"I did want to see it." Michelle admitted, coming to my defense.
"Thank you, Chelle." I smiled over at the redhead.
"I saw it. It was really funny." Riley said. "Fine, let's watch it."
The movie was absolutely hilarious. I loved it. Lauren was laughing loudly throughout the entire time. She even let out an adorable snort at one point, blushing bright red as she covered her face with her hands. I just tickled her sides while kissing her.
When the nude scene happened, I did see an amazing pair of tits and a cute bush. The actress really was gorgeous, and I glanced at Lauren. Was Lauren more beautiful? Did Lauren have a nicer body? In my opinion, yes. I didn't care. Lauren was Lauren. Just her presence was more comforting, more arousing, all around better. She looked over at me with her baby blues, and I felt it. A beautiful connection, a deep bond.
My girlfriend felt it, too. I was sure of it. She didn't say anything, but she didn't need to. Lauren quickly pecked my lips before we both went back to watching the movie. The ending was pretty good, I liked that they didn't have the guy and girl get together. It was a change. The two of them made great friends, but they were at different points in life.
"I should start dinner." I declared, tapping Lauren's calf to indicate I needed her to get up. "Shall I grab you girls some wine coolers?"
"Oh, yes, please!" Michelle nodded her head.
"Make sure you're actually starting dinner, not rubbing one out while thinking about titties." Riley warned.
"I'll do my best." I rolled my eyes.
I brought out wine coolers for the girls before heading back into the kitchen to start dinner. There was quite a bit to do. I got the ham in the oven first, since it would take the longest to be ready. I also made the salad, but left it in the refrigerator until dinner. The Brussels sprouts and baked potatoes would cook much faster, so they weren't an issue.
"Nothing good on television?" I asked, returning to the living room with a beer to find the three girls giggling.
"We haven't looked." Michelle admitted.
"We've just been talking about our bedroom experiences." Lauren declared, holding up her wine cooler. "It's nice to be among fellow butt sluts!"
"You're not a butt slut, yet." Riley countered. "You haven't done it!"
"I know, but I will!" Lauren insisted.
"So, have you been regaling Lauren with tales of our exploits?" I asked, sitting down on the armrest beside Lauren.
"Yes!" Riley declared. "You seem to have neglected to tell her about our threesome!"
"He did." Lauren agreed, looking up at me with disapproval. "You told me you were with these girls, but you left out it was at the same time!"
"I was trying to respect their privacy!" I reasoned.
"Thank you, but it's fine." Michelle blushed.
"We all swallowed cum from the same man, we have no secrets." Riley pointed out.
"And we'll all have been fucked by the same man very, very soon." Lauren purred sexily, looking up at me with lust.
The girls continued teasing me while they described my sexual prowess. Michelle was slightly embarrassed, but the redhead was getting more and more comfortable with Lauren. The second round of wine coolers didn't hurt, either.
I talked with the three ladies for a little while longer before returning to the kitchen to finish dinner. Everything was set up in the dining room, and I lit some candles. Then I announced that dinner was ready, inviting the lovely women to join me. I even pulled out their chairs.
"Enjoy!" I announced.
Everyone passed dishes around so they could serve themselves. Each person had a bowl of salad, a plate of food, and something to drink. We ate slowly, and I noticed that Lauren had brought in the blue binder. It was laying in her lap, and Brady almost knocked it over a few times while begging for ham.
"Everything is amazing, Tim." Michelle smiled, taking a bite of salad.
"Great cook, great fuck; you're a lucky girl, Lauren!" Riley giggled before taking a sip of her drink.
"I am." Lauren smiled and nodded before giving me a look to indicate she was ready.
"So, Riley, you mentioned having no secrets earlier." I began slowly. "Do you want to know an important secret? You have to promise to keep it quiet. No one else can know."
"Did Lauren talk you into trying pegging?" Riley suggested.
"What? No!" I frowned while Michelle and Lauren laughed. "You know that trilogy Michelle loves? I know the author."
"You know L. Walsh?!" Michelle shrieked. "Forget about sex and pegging and whatever, why didn't you tell me?! L. Walsh is so good! No one knows who he is. Can you introduce me?"
"Well, one thing I can tell you is that both of you girls, and the author, have spent the night with the same person." I said calmly.
"What?" Michelle asked, clearly confused. "I only spent the night with Tim and Riley, and Riley can't even spell ascendant."
"Are you a writer, Tim?" Riley frowned. "You spent so much time brooding, were you really planning your next book?"
"Tim is amazing, but he's no author!" Lauren giggled. "He did get blown by one, though!"
"Tim got a blowjob from a guy?" Michelle frowned.
"No, you sexy idiot!" I sighed. "L. Walsh is a woman. She's tall with blonde hair and amazing tits."
"L. Walsh is a woman." Michelle repeated. "Really?"
"Oh, Lauren's a writer. That's cool." Riley shrugged, going back to her meal.
"Wait, wait, wait!" Michelle stammered, looking over at Lauren with wide eyes. "No..."
"Yes." Lauren blushed slightly. "You can't tell anyone. No one really knows, I just knew you were a fan and I wanted to thank you for all you did for Tim. You both helped open his heart so I could weasel my way in."
"No..." Michelle trailed off, slowly shaking her head. "No..."
"I think we broke the redhead." I snorted before taking a bite of ham.
"Here, look at this." Lauren said, producing the binder. "Deleted scenes from Ascendant Exile."
"Are you really?" Michelle asked, unable to complete the question.
"I really am." Lauren smiled. "I don't know if it was you, but I found an email from a Michelle Larkin in my fan mail from a few years ago. You mentioned that every girl should have a Gregor Starvich."
"IT'S YOU!!!" Michelle screeched, grabbing the binder and hugging it to her chest. "Oh my God, oh my God, OH MY GOD!"
"Well, that was loud." Riley winced, holding up her baked potato laden fork.
"Maybe we shouldn't have done this during dinner." I laughed.
"I'll, I'll, I'll, ah, I'll read the binder after we eat." Michelle finally managed to say. "How are you a woman?!"
"I was born that way?" Lauren offered with a helpless shrug.
"How does no one even know?" Riley frowned. "Shouldn't it be easy to figure out who wrote a specific book?"
"There are ways to hide your identity." Lauren explained. "I use a pen name. The publisher has my real name, but the few people at the company who know all have to sign agreements not to tell anyone. Stuff like that. A lot of the most famous authors in history weren't known by their real names."
"So, you wrote that hellion trilogy?" Riley asked.
"Halcyon trilogy!" Michelle hissed, looking offended.
"She did." I smiled proudly at my girlfriend, who looked a little uncomfortable with Michelle's hero worship.
"Ascendant Exile was my breakout novel." Lauren explained. "I wrote a few standalone novels, then Halcyon was my first attempt at a trilogy."
"It's so good!" Michelle declared. "It's based on the civil war, I think. Everyone compares it to the civil war. It's based on the civil war, isn't it?"
"It was inspired by the civil war, yes." Lauren confirmed. "People guessed that as soon as Halcyon Days was released."
"Then the one that just came out was Halcyon Nights?" Riley asked.
"Yes." I responded. "Halcyon Dust is the final book, which she's working on now."
"Dust or Dusk?" Riley frowned. "Day and Night are parts of the day, shouldn't it be dusk?"
"No." Lauren shook her head. "My thinking was that there was an uneasy peace in the galaxy. The days turned to nights, and only dust was left at the end."
"I love you!" Michelle gushed before gasping and covering her mouth with her hands. "The books are so, so, so good! You see, Riley, the Mider rule the galaxy from the capital planet, Kadotania. For thousands of years, the Neotoids were second-class citizens. The new prince felt sympathy for them and tried to convince his family to make the Neotoids equal with the Mider.
"The royal family of Kadotania aren't supposed to have absolute power, but the king has so many supporters, and he was crazy about the prince's Neotoid lover. The parts of the galaxy that benefited most from the Neotoid labor were pissed that their voices weren't being heard. They kidnapped and hanged the prince's lover before seceding.
"Yovis became the capital of the resistance. Anyway, Nights ends with Yovis rebels surrounding Kadotania, and no one knows if the prince survived. He should be dead based on how the book reads, but he can't be dead. Is he dead?"
"That's a lot to take in all at once." Riley giggled.
"You'll have to wait for the book to find out, Michelle." Lauren smiled kindly.
Michelle continued asking Lauren questions, along with throwing in the occasional compliment. It was so cute to see the quiet redhead in full fan girl mode. She was star struck. Riley and I both watched in amusement as the four of us enjoyed our meal. Lauren and Michelle talked so much that Riley and I were finished at least ten minutes earlier.
Since Michelle was still going on about wormholes, Riley and I cleared the table. I had Riley grab bowls, spoons, and an ice cream scoop while I dug two ice cream cartons out of the freezer. Michelle hadn't slowed down in the slightest by the time we returned.
"Dessert!" I declared, placing the ice cream on the dining room table. "Lauren, I got you your nasty toothpaste ice cream."
"Toothpaste ice cream?" Riley asked with a raised eyebrow.
"It's mint chocolate chip." Lauren rolled her eyes. "He says it tastes like toothpaste."
"Because it does." I insisted while taking the cover off the chocolate ice cream. "Who wants chocolate?"
"I always want chocolate!" Riley declared. "Michelle? Michelle!"
"Huh, what?" Michelle jumped, looking around. She had been staring at the blue binder.
"Ice cream. What kind do you want?" I asked.
"Uh, chocolate." the freckled redhead answered. "Please."
"So, three chocolates and one toothpaste." I nodded. "Coming right up."
We ate our ice cream at the dining room table. Riley and I tried to bring up other subjects, like our plans for the week off before the third summer camp session, but Michelle basically ignored us. Lauren was very patient with the redhead, but I could tell my girlfriend was not used to this kind of attention at all.
Riley and I did the dishes while Michelle dragged Lauren into the living room. When I entered the living room with the strawberry blonde, we saw Michelle sitting on the couch with Lauren, going through the blue binder. Michelle kept gasping and pointing to different passages.
"I guess you and I can just go fuck ourselves." I said to Riley.
"Shall we put on a movie while they talk?" Riley suggested.
"Works for me." I shrugged.
I watched a movie with Riley while Lauren was occupied with Michelle. It was a romantic comedy that Riley picked out. After everything she had to listen to tonight, she earned it. Riley decided to drag Michelle back to the girls' cabin when the movie ended.
"I love you!" Michelle declared, hugging Lauren tightly.
"You're sweet, Michelle." Lauren giggled, rubbing the redhead's back. "And don't worry, I'll sign your books. You don't have to rush, just bring them by when you have a chance."
"Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!" Michelle gushed, bouncing from foot to foot.
"I'm gonna get our favorite nerd out of here before she ends up fucking your girlfriend before you do." Riley commented, dragging a reluctant Michelle out the front door.
"Have a good night, girls!" I called out before shutting the door.
"Wow." Lauren commented, looking slightly overwhelmed. "Michelle was very enthusiastic."
"Are you okay?" I asked, looking at my girlfriend in concern.
"Yeah, I'm fine." she insisted, brushing her long hair back behind her ears. "I'm just not used to interacting with fans in person."
"Determined to stay anonymous forever?" I wondered as I approached Lauren and took both her hands.
"I'm not sure." Lauren admitted as she considered the question. "For now, yes. If things work out with the Halycon television series, which you still know nothing about, things might change."
"Right. No one ever mentioned a television show to me." I confirmed, pecking Lauren's lips. "Now, let's go upstairs. I know a way to relax."
"How is your dick in my mouth relaxing for me?" she smirked.
"As much as I'd love to feel your mouth on me, I was actually talking about the full-body massage I owe you." I explained.
"Mm, I like it!" Lauren purred. "As long as I get access to that fantastic cock of yours tonight."
"All yours, baby." I grinned.
I led Lauren by the hand up to the master bedroom, shutting the annoyed Labrador out of the room. We kissed for a few minutes while standing in the center of my room. I groped her ass and her breasts while she ran her fingers along my biceps.
Breaking our kiss, Lauren took a few steps back and started to strip for me. The gray v-neck top was tossed in the corner of the room. She then spun around and shimmied out of her pants while I admired her pantie-clad ass. While facing away from me, Lauren took off her bra and made a show of tossing it on the floor. Spinning around, she seductively ran her hands up her sides until she was cupping her breasts while looking at me expectantly.
I quickly shed my clothes, my cock rock hard and ready. Lauren licked her lips as she admired my erection. Then she surprised me by lifting her right breast and lowering her head. My eyes were wide as I watched her suck on her own tit, moaning softly. She then released her boob and smiled at me seductively.
"Well, we won't be needing these." Lauren stated as she dropped her panties. Picking up her underwear, she twirled the flimsy fabric on her finger before tossing her panties at me.
"You are so damn beautiful." I whispered, my eyes devouring her nude body.
"Thank you, Tim." she replied as she walked up to me and placed her hands on my chest. "I know you wanted to help me relax, but I think you'll have trouble doing that with a boner."
"What should we do about that?" I inquired, looking into her bright blue eyes.
"You should shove your big, hard dick down my throat." Lauren stated as she kept her eyes on me while dropping to her knees. "Be rough with me, okay? I wanna choke on it."
"Okay." I nodded quickly. "Just tap my thighs three times if you need me to stop."
"I will." she promised.
Placing her hands on my thighs, Lauren opened wide and took me in her mouth. I buried my hands in her sunny blonde hair as she started bobbing her head. At first, I let her suck me at her own pace, relishing the feel of her pink tongue bathing my shaft with saliva.
"Ready?" I asked.
"Fuck my face!" Lauren said thickly around my cock.
I began using my grip on her head to guide her movements, forcing her to take me deeper on each down stroke. She was making the sexiest gagging and gurgling noises, and I loved the way her mouth looked while stretched around my thickness.
Lauren squirmed in my grip, moaning and drooling as I used her mouth as if it were a pussy. About a minute into the face fuck, I pushed my cock into Lauren's mouth, burying my entire length down her throat. Tears ran down her face as she clawed at my thighs and gurgled.
It felt so fucking good. My balls were resting against Lauren's chin, and I could feel her tight throat squeezing my shaft. I held myself all the way in her mouth for a few seconds before pulling her head back slightly. Then I slammed myself back down her throat.
"I'm gonna cum!" I announced, looking down at the busty blonde with lust. "I'm gonna cum down your throat!"
"MM!" Lauren squealed around my shaft, nodding her head. "MM!"
Burying myself balls-deep in Lauren's throat, I felt my balls tighten against her chin. With a loud groan, I started shooting. Lauren coughed loudly as she felt my cum pouring down her throat and straight into her stomach. Only when the last drops leaked from my tip did I release her head.
"Wow." I gasped, looking at the nude blonde.
"That was so fucking hot!" she declared, her voice slightly raspy after the throat fucking. She then hopped to her feet and pecked my lips. "Holy shit, we need to do that again!"
"You won't get any arguments from me." I laughed.
Lauren wiped the drool from her chin as I led her over to my bed. I wanted to thank this beautiful creature for the pleasure she had just given me. I kissed her softly before having her lay down so that I could start her massage.
I explored her entire body with my hands, while occasionally trailing soft kisses along her skin. I massaged her shoulders, her back, and even her feet. Naturally, my hands found her perfect breasts, and I happily caressed them with my fingers. The massage lasted at least an hour, and Lauren was completely relaxed.
"Mm, that was amazing." she sighed in contentment.
"We're just getting started." I whispered, giving her butt a squeeze before rolling her onto her back.
"Wait." Lauren said as I made my intentions to go down on her known.
"What for?" I frowned.
"Fuck waiting. Fuck taking things slow. I want you now." she declared.
"Are you sure?" I asked, laying on top of her as I looked down at my sexy girlfriend.
"Yes." Lauren nodded rapidly. "We talked about sex, we talked about birth control, we talked about all that shit. There's no reason to wait. I know I want to, and nothing will change if we wait a month. Make love to me. Please?"
I nodded my head in agreement and reached between us to grasp my erection. Lauren spread her legs wide as I ran my tip along her soaked labia. We gazed into each others eyes as I slotted myself into position. Reaching up to run the back of my hand down her face, I pushed forward while Lauren grabbed my biceps and gasped.
"Lauren!" I hissed, feeling her tight tunnel gripping me as I slid inside.
"Oh God, Tim!" Lauren gasped, her eyes rolling back as her back arched.
It wasn't long before I was buried to the hilt inside Lauren's wet, warm sheath. She felt so fucking good. She ran her fingers along my arms as she hooked her ankles around my calves and looked up at me with wonder. Lauren looked up at me with love.
With a loud groan, I slowly pulled back until only the tip was inside her. Then I pushed back in. Each time I did this, I increased the speed. Eventually, Lauren started rolling her hips to meet my thrusts, and we were making love with a steady rhythm.
"You feel incredible." I groaned, my eyes unable to leave hers.
Lauren bit her lower lip and moaned sexily as she reached up to hold my face. I felt her fingers caressing my skin, and it was as if every touch between us transmitted our affection for each other. It was beautiful. Our movements were perfectly synchronized, and I felt Lauren using her vaginal muscles to squeeze my shaft.



"You're so deep!" she moaned. "So big. You feel so good inside me, stretching me."
"You're perfect." I husked back, meaning it with all my heart.
My hands found hers, lacing our fingers as I pressed her hands down into the mattress. We kissed, and Lauren was moaning into my mouth. When I felt she was about to cum, I kissed down her neck until I reached her breasts. Slurping a nipple into my mouth, I flicked the little pink nub with my tongue, causing Lauren to arch her back and let out a series of gasping grunts as she came.
"You belong inside me!" Lauren declared near the end of her first orgasm. "You belong in me. Oh, Tim! Please, keep going! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!"
"Lauren!" I groaned, squeezing her hands tightly as my mouth found hers again.
Lauren was panting heavily against my lips, her long legs pulling me deep inside. I felt her cum a second time, and I knew my own release wasn't far. I didn't warn her, I knew she could see it on my face when I broke our kiss so I could look down at her.
She was going to cum again. She was going to cum with me. We were holding hands, joined as intimately as two people could physically be. I didn't even think about it. This was right, this was natural. As soon as Lauren started cumming again, I slammed myself inside her and shot every drop of semen I had into her tight pussy.
"I take it back." Lauren whispered as she lay on her side, curled up against me with her head on my chest and one arm around my waist.
"Take what back?" I asked as I brushed her blonde hair back and looked at her with affection. We were laying under the covers, and I could feel her run her toes along my leg.
"What I said after you ate me out." she explained. "Just now was the best orgasm of my life. When I felt you shooting inside me? Fuck! It was perfect. It was what sex should be! It was what making love should be."
"You're right." I told her firmly. "There's no reason to wait when you know things won't change."
"Mm, I'm glad you agree." Lauren hummed happily.
"I love you, Lauren." I said, looking down at her.
"I love you, Tim." she replied, looking up at me with sparkling blue eyes.
~Friday, July 25th~
The week was absolutely perfect. Lauren ended up staying over Sunday night. We had to let the Labrador in the room, so I put on a pair of boxer briefs and gave Lauren my camp t-shirt. Lauren was so tall and her breasts were so big, the shirt failed to completely cover her pussy. She looked so fucking sexy.
We woke up in each others arms Monday morning, and Lauren wore her jean shorts for our run. I kissed Lauren goodbye before we both went about our days. It was a break week from summer camp, but I still had the main campground to deal with, and Lauren had to write.
Lauren met me at the dining hall for dinner and we ate with Michelle and Riley. Lauren signed Michelle's books, and the redhead was still in full fan-girl mode. It was cute. Riley and I chatted about our plans for the week, and I found out that the strawberry blonde was accompanying Michelle and Brian to the B-52 crash site on Elephant Mountain.
My girlfriend immediately asked what the B-52 crash site was, so I told her the story. In January of 1963, a B-52 took off from Massachusetts and ended up crashing on the southern slope of Elephant Mountain. Remnants of the crash were still there, and it was a lesser known tourist attraction.
I agreed with Lauren, that visiting a site where people died was kind of morbid. Although, it was a very interesting historical site. In addition, one of the survivors of the crash was the only person to survive ejecting from an aircraft without their parachute opening.
Michelle and Riley convinced Lauren and I to go with them. We agreed that I would drive the five of us on Wednesday. Lauren's SUV was perfect for fitting all of us, and we wouldn't need many supplies. The crash site was on the slope of a mountain, but it was only a fifteen minute drive from town, and an easy hike.
With Brady, it was easier for Lauren and I to spend Monday evening at my place. We watched a movie while cuddling on the couch. Heading upstairs, we quickly got naked. Lauren got on top of me and sucked me into her mouth while I spread her butt cheeks and started eating her pussy. We came at the same time.
Lauren slept at her own cabin on Monday, and we met up for our usual run Tuesday morning. She was wearing her usual black yoga pants with a red and black sports bra. After the run, Lauren came back to my place and we put Brady on the sky line so the two of us could take a walk on our own.
While walking down a trail, I grabbed Lauren and pushed her back against the trunk of her tree. She squeaked cutely as I pushed my tongue into her mouth while squeezing her breast from outside the sports bra. She got on her knees and sucked a load out of me before we went our separate ways for the day.
I had a lot of accounting work to do Tuesday evening, so Lauren and I didn't see each other. She did send me the occasional dirty text about how she was thinking of my cock and she couldn't wait for me to fuck her again. I even got an image of Lauren holding up her shirt, showing me her bare breasts.
We skipped our Wednesday run because we had a full day ahead of us. Lauren met Brian, and the two of them seemed to get along. Brian seemed to be in better spirits, and he was happy to be taking this trip with all of us.
At Lauren's request, Riley and Michelle didn't mention my girlfriend's pen name to Brian. The handsome camp counselor got the usual story; that Lauren was a writer and editor. Lauren sat up front with me, while the other three were in the back. The SUV was quite large, and fit everyone comfortably.
Once we got to town, I drove the additional fifteen minutes and found a place to park. Lauren and I held hands as our group made our way to the entrance to the trail. There was a sign asking visitors to be respectful and to not remove anything. As I understood it, some debris was initially removed, but it was later returned to the woods to serve as part of the memorial.
The hike was incredibly easy, and we walked among the pine trees to the correct spot. Lauren gasped when we found the first pieces of the B-52. Her eyes were wide as her head whipped back and forth to try and take in everything. Metal fragments were everywhere, even after over sixty years in the harsh elements of Maine's changing seasons.
Eventually, we reached the memorial. The memorial told us that seven people lost their lives in the crash, and it also honored the survivors. We walked around for a little while, and the site was very interesting. I had been here a couple of times, but it was nice exploring the area with Lauren.
I treated everyone to lunch in town, and we spent the afternoon shopping. Lauren bought a cute pair of earrings, Riley found some shoes, and Michelle got a new book. Brian and I weren't avid shoppers, so we were reduced to holding the bags. I felt bad; Lauren was my girlfriend, so I had to hold her bags while she shopped. Brian was under no such obligation, but he didn't complain.
We ran into Chloe when we stopped for coffee. She told Lauren and I that we made a cute couple. I was glad that she didn't seem upset with our relationship. Chloe had a crush on me, and I knew Sean had strong feelings for Lauren. Yet, Chloe insisted the four of us should get together sometime. It was fine with me.
Lauren and I made slow, passionate love Wednesday evening. I knew she wanted to try new things, but we chose to have sex in missionary. I liked that we were taking our time getting to know each other sexually. She held my ass cheeks as I filled her pussy with cum.
On Thursday, I only saw Lauren for our morning run. It was another busy day. The campers would be arriving in a couple of days, and there was plenty to do to prepare for the final summer session. She sent me quite a few dirty pictures; including one of her pussy while she used two fingers to spread her labia. My reply was a picture of my cum-covered cock.
"Morning, boyfriend!" Lauren chirped, pecking my lips when Brady and I met her Friday morning.
"Morning, beautiful!" I replied, wrapping an arm around her and resting my hand on her lower back. "I kind of miss twatwaffle."
"Don't worry, you'll do something stupid to justify me calling you names." she shrugged. "Now, let's go, I'm ready to kick your ass!"
"You're on!" I declared.
After our run, I got ready for the day and spent the entire morning getting the cabins ready. I had lunch with Riley, Michelle, and Brian. He still wasn't talking to either James or Brooke, but there thankfully wasn't any major drama. No screaming matches, no fights, they just ignored each other and did their jobs.
Lauren joined us all for dinner Friday, and she had a great time meeting the other counselors. The busty blonde was wearing my blue Abbott Trails t-shirt. Actually, it was her Abbott Trails t-shirt. Nikki managed to avoid being introduced to my girlfriend. Lauren did figure out which one was Nikki, and gave the tan girl an icy glare.
We all ate outside on picnic tables, enjoying a very nice barbecue. I gave a speech about the final summer session starting, and reminded everyone not to have too much fun. There were a few groans, but everyone was in good spirits.
Jason, Brian, and I lit the bonfire, and it was soon a raging inferno. People gathered around to roast marshmallows, and Lauren's first three caught fire. I had to give her mine, and I even put it on a candy bar with a couple of crackers for her. I got a sexy kiss as a reward.
"Can Michelle and I stay over tonight?" Riley asked, approaching Lauren and I while we cuddled on a rock.
"I'm not sure Lauren is up for a foursome just yet." I replied smoothly.
"Yet?" Lauren giggled. "How many naked girls do you want in your bed?"
"All of them." I frowned, acting surprised that she'd even ask.
"You're such a twatwaffle." Lauren rolled her eyes.
"Don't worry, we're not trying to push into your relationship." Riley sighed. "Michelle and I really do miss you, Tim. And, ah, we're both horny. It's not always easy to find a place to hook up, we don't want to sneak into a random room at the Lodge, and you have all that space..."
"You and Michelle?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"We've done it before." Riley reasoned. "We both like guys, but there isn't a cock available right now. We figured we'd take care of each other."
"That's fine with me." I shrugged. "You can use Sophia's room."
"You're the best, Tim!" Riley declared, leaning down to kiss my forehead before running off to find Michelle.
The fire was dying down, and people were heading off. A few were hooking up, but most were just returning to the counselors' cabins. I did notice James walking off into the darkness with Robin, his hand cupping her butt. Being the funny one really did have its advantages.
I walked down the path toward my cabin, the three girls accompanying me. There were fireflies providing a soft light, and the Milky Way was clearly visible as we looked up at the night sky. Lauren sighed happily when we reached my back yard.
The calls of loons could be heard over Moosehead Lake, and from the volume of the bullfrogs, there were several of them on the lily pads near my dock. Lauren was still getting used to all the wildlife, and the low flying bats made her jump. I reminded her that they were chasing bugs, not people.
Brady was definitely a smart dog. When he saw me walk into the house with three ladies, he realized he would not be joining me in the bedroom. The ninety pound yellow lab greeted the four of us before curling up in his massive bed in the living room.
Michelle and Riley said goodnight before Riley led a blushing Michelle by the hand into Sophia's room. They were exchanging light kisses as they made their way down the hallway. Both of them were giggling, and I sighed when the door closed behind them.
"So, I can't watch?" I asked, turning to my girlfriend.
"No, assmunch!" Lauren snapped, leading me by the hand. "Now, let's go before I change my mind about letting you fuck me!"
Lauren dragged me into the master bedroom and shut the door. Grinning mischievously, Lauren leaned her back against the door. She then bit her lower lip as she gave me a coy look. I decided to start things off by pulling off my shirt and tossing it on the floor.
With a cute giggle, Lauren walked over to me and dropped to her knees. The fully-clothed blonde pulled my shorts and boxer briefs to my knees. Then my cock was in her mouth. She cupped my balls while bobbing her head on me until I was fully erect.
Pulling Lauren to her feet, I kicked away my shorts and boxer briefs before guiding her over to the bed. It was like unwrapping a present on Christmas morning. Lauren lifted her arms to let me remove her shirt, she laughed when I took off her flip-flops and tossed them on the floor.
Her bra was in the corner somewhere, and I spent a few minutes playing with her beautiful breasts. Every time I saw them was amazing, I never grew tired of the sight. Large, flawless boobs with the prettiest nipples. I buried my face in her cleavage and happily shook my head back and forth.
Lauren lifted her butt to let me remove her jean shorts and panties. Spreading her legs wide, I lowered my head and kissed her vulva. Then I happily buried my face in her hot box and started eating her out. The taste of her arousal was pleasant on my tongue, and I enjoyed bringing her to orgasm twice.
"Mm, I love this pussy." I cooed, kissing her vulva affectionately.
"It's all yours, baby." she whispered. "It's your pussy."
"Lucky me." I grinned before swing my tongue through her labia.
"Tim?" Lauren asked in a quiet voice.
"Yes, babe?" I inquired, looking up at her. My view of her face was slightly blocked by her massive mammary glands, and I was just fine with that.
"I'm ready to try different positions." she told me with a small smile.
"Do you wanna ride me first?" I offered. "It'll let you control things."
"That's a good idea." Lauren agreed.
I was flat on my back as Lauren threw her leg over me so she could straddle my waist. The view was amazing as my girlfriend grasped my erection and aimed it up toward her pussy. With a sexy wink, Lauren slowly lowered herself, taking me into her tight, hot tunnel.
"Fuck, you're tight!" I grunted.
"Mm, your cock feels so good inside me." she cooed, placing her hands on my chest as she started to ride me.
She took things slow at first, but Lauren was soon bouncing up and down in my lap, her blonde hair flailing wildly. I loved the expressions of pleasure on her face as she took me inside her again and again. Her big boobs were bouncing on her chest and I couldn't resist the urge to reach up and cup them.
"You like my big titties?" Lauren asked as she turned her bounce into a slow grind in order to stimulate every nerve in her pussy.
"I love your big titties, Lauren." I groaned while lightly rolling her nipples.
I bucked my hips, embedding myself fully in her twat and making her gasp. Barely thirty seconds later, Lauren tensed up and clawed at my chest as she came. The busty blonde then surprised me by spinning around so she could ride me in reverse cowgirl.
"Oh God, this feels so fucking good!" she gasped as she leaned forward and placed her hands on my thighs.
The view of her tight ass as she bounced in my lap was a sight I would never forget. I could even see her pussy lips gripping my shaft, I could feel her vaginal muscles clamping down on me. Lauren soon sat up and slapped a hand to her clit so she could rub herself. Moments later, she screamed my name, cumming again.
"Cum for me, Lauren. Cum on my cock." I encouraged as I squeezed her ass.
"We're doing that again." Lauren declared when she got off my lap.
"I agree, but first it's time to fulfill a fantasy of yours." I announced.
Grabbing the back of her head, I shoved my tongue into Lauren's mouth, making her moan. She started jacking me off while I played with her boobs. I then reached my other hand between her legs so I could push a finger into her sopping pussy.
When I was ready, I playfully pushed Lauren onto her back. She spread her legs wide and smiled up at me invitingly. A frown crossed her face when I shook my head. Grabbing her hips, I flipped Lauren onto her stomach, making her squeal. Pulling on her hips, I urged her to get up onto all fours. She finally understood, eagerly crouching into the standard doggystyle position.
"Holy fucking fuck!" she screamed when I pushed myself into her.
With a firm grip on her narrow waist, I began to fuck Lauren from behind. Her body jerked forward with every thrust, and I could tell her huge boobs were jiggling and slapping each other as they dangled from her chest. Tossing her head back, Lauren's long blonde hair cascaded down her back in a waterfall of liquid gold.
"Take that dick, Lauren!" I hissed, my hips slamming into her ass. "Take it!"
Reaching out, I grabbed her tits and used them as handholds to fuck Lauren hard and fast. She was moaning and panting, a soft grunt escaping her lips every time my entire length filled her sheath. My fingers lightly tugged on her nipples, making her wail loudly.
"Oh God, fuck me!" Lauren begged. "Fuck me harder! You're so deep! I need it! Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
Sitting up, I gripped Lauren's hips and started fucking her at a rapid pace. She was dripping wet, and I could feel her arousal coating my dick. Lauren felt incredible. The beautiful blonde was clearly enjoying this as much as I was.
"Whose pussy is it?" I growled, losing myself in the feeling of her tight, strong vaginal muscles.
"It's your pussy, baby!" she announced, arching her back. "It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
Raising my right hand, I brought it down on her butt cheek, making Lauren gasp and jerk forward. She begged me to hit her again, and I complied. I spanked her several times, alternating which cheek I hit. She came. Hard. Screaming about how good my cock felt, how it was making her cum.
"You like that?" I asked in a rough voice, slapping her bum again.
"Yes!" Lauren hissed. "Pull my hair, pull my hair!"
I grabbed a fistful of Lauren's blonde hair and pulled. Her head snapped back, her mouth hanging open as she gasped again and again. My other hand rested on her hip for leverage so that I could keep pumping in and out of her body.
"You're so fucking sexy." I groaned.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" she chanted, her hands gripping the comforter tightly.
She felt so good, and there wasn't a single thing she did that wasn't sexy. Every movement, every moan, every gasp of pleasure. They all served to turn me on more. Our rhythm was one, and I had to release her hair so I could hold her hips tightly.
"How's that feel?" I asked as I rolled my hips to increase her pleasure.
"So. Fucking. Good!" Lauren wailed, pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. "Keep fucking me! I'm about to explode, keep fucking me! KEEP FUCKING ME!"
Lauren screamed, her pussy going completely wild on my cock. I could feel her insides contracting again and again, squeezing my entire length as she came at least three times in rapid succession. I didn't stop. I just held her hips and relentlessly pounded her pussy.
"You're gonna make me cum!" I warned her.
"Cum inside me, Tim! Cum inside me! Please, please, please, PLEASE!" Lauren begged in a loud squealing voice. "I love being your filthy slut, your nasty whore! Cum in me! Cum! Cum!"
"Lauren!" I cried out as I slammed myself inside her and exploded.
Feeling me cum inside her triggered yet another orgasm, and Lauren shuddered with each rope of semen I shot into her. My own release was incredible, I could feel it down to my toes. My entire body exploded as I saw fireworks or stars. Fuck if I knew. It was just perfect.



"I want to taste myself on you." she whimpered.
Pulling out of Lauren, I grabbed her hair again and helped her spin around while staying on all fours. With zero hesitation, Lauren sucked me into her mouth. She moaned loudly as she took me deep, sucking all of her own juices off of my length while cum leaked out of her well-fucked hole.
"That was incredible." I moaned, holding her close as we cuddled naked beneath the covers.
"I like doggystyle." Lauren declared as she traced shapes on my bare chest with her finger.
"Me, too." I agreed with a laugh. I could feel her large breasts pressing against me.
"I like dirty talk, too." she giggled. "It's as hot as I thought it would be."
"I hope I did okay?" I asked while running my fingers through her hair.
"You did very well." Lauren nodded. "Feel free to be even dirtier. I want to be called a slut."
"I'm not used to that, but I'll give it a try." I promised.
"Good." she sighed happily. "As much as I adore you, Tim, I think I'm in love with your dick."
"Well, that works out. My dick does come with me." I told her, kissing the top of her head.
"Mm, all mine." Lauren purred, snuggling up to me. "That big, beautiful cock is all mine."
We held each other close, whispering soft words of affection. She even lovingly called me a twatwaffle when I squeezed her ass. It was getting late, and we had already agreed Lauren would stay the night. She had some clothes here and everything.
"Sounded like a great night in there!" Riley called out after knocking on the door.
"Hope you had fun, too!" Lauren called out.
"We did!" Riley yelled. We then heard her walking away.
~Saturday, July 26th~
I felt like I was floating, warm and secure without a care in the world. The blanket was pulled back, off of my body. Soft kisses ran down my neck to my chest. A warm mouth briefly sucked on my nipple before more kisses traveled down my stomach. There were hands on my chest, and a soft body between my legs. Then I felt a warmth around my dick, a slithering wetness bathing my shaft. Someone was sucking my dick.
Lauren was sucking my dick. Reaching down, I cupped her face in both hands, my fingers lightly caressing her soft skin. One hand slid to the back of her head, burying in her blonde locks. My other reached lower and squeezed a hanging tit. My eyes slowly opened and I looked down.
"Good morning." I whispered to the beautiful blonde nestled between my legs.
"Mm, morning! Mm!" Lauren grinned around her mouthful of cock.
I played with Lauren's tits while she sucked me off. Once I was close to orgasm, I grabbed her head in both hands, encouraging her to keep sucking me. Drool ran down my shaft as Lauren moaned and gurgled. Then I bucked my hips and exploded in her mouth.
After swallowing, Lauren put on my camp t-shirt and a pair of panties. I wore boxer briefs as the two of us went downstairs. I made breakfast while we waited for Michelle and Riley. Both girls soon appeared with happy grins on their faces. They copied Lauren, wearing t-shirts and panties. Not one girl was wearing a bra.
The girls ate the omelets I made, then Riley and Michelle hugged me goodbye. They had to get ready for the campers. Brady ate his own breakfast while Lauren and I got ready for our usual morning run. Lauren looked incredibly sexy. She was wearing the outfit she had on during our first run. Tight black yoga pants with two white stripes running up the side, a bright pink sports bra, and her long blonde hair in a ponytail.
Brady had a great time on our morning run. He circled the two of us, since we were too slow for him. The dog even brought a large stick, wagging his tail happily. I had to get ready for the third and final summer session, so I was surprised when Lauren came back with me to my cabin.
"Can you put Brady on the sky line?" she asked.
"Uh, sure. Why?" I wondered.
"You'll see. Just do it." Lauren giggled.
I happily put the dog on the sky line so he could hang out in back. Lauren led me through the back of the house and to the living room. She quickly removed her running shoes and socks. Then she peeled off her yoga pants and panties, leaving her clad in only a sports bra.
Before I could do anything else, Lauren threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she kissed me fiercely. My hand found her breast, squeezing the large orb from outside her pink sports bra. I was rock hard, and I felt her grind her pussy against my bulge.
Feeling adventurous, I brought Lauren into the kitchen. Picking her up, I planted her naked ass on the edge of the table. Lauren laid back down, smiling up at me as I dropped my shorts and underwear to my ankles. She ran a hand over her soaked pussy as she wriggled in anticipation.
The kitchen table was the perfect height, so I lined my cock up with her entrance and pushed inside. Grabbing Lauren's long legs, I put them over my shoulders so I could grip her thighs and start fucking her hard and fast. She was crying out in pleasure, and I found the pink sports bra incredibly sexy.
"You wanna be my slut?" I asked roughly as the sounds of slapping flesh filled the room. "That means I can fuck you anytime I want?"
"Yes! God, yes!" Lauren announced, reaching above her head to grab the edge of the table. "I'm yours! I'm your little slut. Anytime you want! Oh shit, you're so deep!"
I grabbed Lauren's boobs from outside her sports bra, squeezing them lightly as I slammed myself into her again and again. Her feet were over my shoulders, and she looked so incredibly sexy writhing beneath me on the table. She was soaked, and I felt her pussy tightening around me.
"I love being inside you, baby." I moaned.
"I love having you inside me." she husked back. "I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore!"
"Oh God, that feels amazing!" I groaned as she came on my cock.
"I can't stop cumming!" Lauren screeched, the table creaking as I continued to thrust. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! Paint my face, baby! I want it on me!"
Lauren's pussy was incredibly tight, and I reluctantly pulled myself out of her. She dropped to her knees and opened her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue. I stroked myself several times before exploding all over her pretty face.
"Mm, I want it!" she cooed as some cum got in her mouth and she sexily spit it out, allowing it to run down her chin. "Fuck, I love your cum."
Slapping a hand to her pussy, Lauren rubbed herself as she took me between her lips. The last of my semen leaked out onto her tongue as she jilled off. I heard her moan around my cock, her eyes wide as she came on her fingers.
I wanted to spend the day with Lauren, but I had other responsibilities. She dressed and cleaned up before kissing me goodbye. I told her she could come over and hang out with Brady while I was working. Lauren agreed before heading home to shower and change.
Lauren had renewed my love for nature, for Moosehead Lake, and for Abbott Trails. That said, I was in a new relationship with a woman I was madly in love with. We had only had sex a handful of times, and we were still in the stage where we just had to have each other every second of every day.
As a result, I wasn't very focused on work. I welcomed the campers and helped the counselors get them settled in. I talked and laughed with the counselors as we got the kids their first camp meal. Everything was going smoothly, and I was only briefly distracted by the occasional text from Lauren.
I spent the evening cuddling with Lauren while we both read. We had sex two more times that night; I fucked her doggystyle in my bed before cumming all over her butt and back. Then we showered together and I had her brace herself against the shower wall so I could fuck her from behind and cum in her pussy.
I almost caved and asked her to stay the night, but I respected our agreement. She sent me a text when she got home, letting me know she missed my dick. I replied that I missed her boobs, and I got a topless shot in response. So, I had to send her a dick pic, which she loved.
~Friday, August 01st~
Lauren and I spent all of Sunday together. She was dressed comfortably, wearing flannel pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. I loved the fuzzy slipper socks she had on, they were adorable. We did go in to town for some essentials, but other than that, we stayed home and relaxed.
I taught her to fish and she was very proud of herself when she caught her first large mouth bass. She named him Fred before tossing him back into Moosehead Lake. We also tossed a few toys for Brady. Other than those brief outdoor activities, we stayed inside to cuddle, watch television, and read.
We had a few sexual encounters throughout the day; Lauren sucked me off during an episode of Planet Trek Wars, we went upstairs after lunch so I could bend her over the bed and fuck her until she screamed, then we made love once in missionary before she went home.
Monday through Thursday were basically the same. We met up for our morning run before going about our days. I had a lot to do at camp, and she was working hard on finishing Halcyon Dust. We ate dinner together, usually had sex at night, then Lauren returned to her cabin for bed.
We did have one encounter Wednesday morning. Lauren had texted me and asked me if we could run just the two of us, without Brady. I agreed, and Lauren dragged me into the woods before dropping to her knees. Once I was hard, she braced against a tree and had me pull down her pants so I could take her from behind. She begged me to cum inside her so she could feel me leaking into her panties all day.
Friday was the Abbott Trails Summer Olympics. It was going to be an incredibly long day. Lauren kissed me goodbye after our morning run, promising to see me later. Then I went home and got ready for the big event.
The structure was the same as the previous two Olympics. Three events, lunch, followed by three more events. We would break for dinner, then the final three events which would take place in the water. Then the big fireworks show. Lauren was coming to see the fireworks, but I wouldn't see her until then.
The first three events went incredibly smoothly. There was only one scraped knee, and everyone had fun. I had to admit, I was slightly distracted. During the events, and then while eating lunch, Lauren continuously sent me text messages.
Lauren: I can't concentrate on writing. All I can think about is sucking your dick.
Tim: Later, I promise!
Lauren: I need you so bad. Why aren't you here right now? I'm so fucking horny!
Tim: I am going to fuck you until you scream my name.
Lauren: I love being your slut. In the world, I'm my own person. In the bedroom, I'm yours.
Tim: I love how sexually liberated you are now.
Lauren: It's all thanks to you, Tim. I want to share myself with you, every inch of me.
The texts got much dirtier when Lauren realized I was at lunch. I had some computer work to do, so I was alone in my office. She started sending me pictures. A lot of pictures. I saw every inch of that flawless body; her beautiful tits, her tight ass, her pink pussy. I loved the picture where she had two fingers up her twat. I made sure the door was locked before sending her a quick dick pic.
Even when Lauren and I were apart, we thought of each other. Sure, we had our own lives, our own pursuits. We still made time for each other. I knew things would cool down a bit after the honeymoon phase was over, but I was quite content.
The counselors did a great job running events four through six. I focused on the kids and didn't check my phone. The five teams were all doing well, and there was no obvious winner. I was getting tired, but I did text Lauren a bit during dinner while sitting with Riley. Michelle was keeping Brian company.
Lauren: I get a little turned on every time my I get a message from you.
Tim: Good. I want you soaking wet for me.
Lauren: Do you plan to have me ruin every pair of panties I have, dickweed?
Tim: Yes.
Lauren: Jerk. Perhaps I need to rethink my plans for tonight.
Tim: What plans would those be?
Lauren: I want to give you my ass.
Tim: You are the most amazing person I've ever known. You're so smart and pretty!
Lauren: I want you to fuck my ass, not kiss it. Scrotumnugget.
Tim: Your wish is my command!
After the final three events, I announced the winners. Team Eagle brought home the gold, with Team Deer coming in second place. Bronze went to Team Rabbit. I presented the medals, then we had the teams vote for their most valuable player, most team spirited, and the best leader.
We placed chairs and towels all along the shore as it started getting dark. Lauren arrived and hugged me tightly. My beautiful girlfriend smiled at all the campers having a great time. I wondered if she was imagining herself getting involved in the campground.
Lauren and I cuddled on a large rock as the fireworks exploded in the sky. I felt some regret at the other fireworks displays that I should have watched with Lauren. She had even watched one with another guy. I held her close as I shook away those feelings; I had to go through almost losing Abbott Trails to realize that I still needed it. There was still pain, but that was okay. Pain and loss were a part of life. As long as I kept living, I would honor the memory of my lost loved ones while making memories with new loves.
I spoke with various counselors, campers, and staff members. I introduced a few of them to Lauren, while others already met her. My heart felt so full, and I didn't worry one bit about Nikki. Everything was perfect.
After saying goodnight to Michelle and Riley, I led Lauren back to my cabin. We played with Brady for a few minutes before heading upstairs and shutting the door. Lauren wrapped her arms around my neck and quickly pecked my lips.
"Now that we're alone, I need to feel you inside me." Lauren cooed.
"Take off your clothes." I ordered in a firm voice.
Once we were both naked, I got on top of Lauren and we started having sex in the missionary position. I sucked on her tit while slowly working my cock in and out of her. She begged me to bite her nipple while she came on my thrusting manhood. Then it was time.
Lauren was crouched in doggystyle while I pushed a lube-coated finger up her butt. My dick was already coated in lube, and we were just about ready. I reminded her of the safe word before grabbing her hips and pushing the head of my dick into her ass.
"FUCK!" she screeched. "HOLY FUCKING SHIT ASS TITS!"
"Are you okay?" I asked, looking down at her bare back nervously.
"Yes!" Lauren hissed through clenched teeth. "I fucking love it!"
Gripping her hips, I slowly worked more and more of my dick up Lauren's backdoor. When I was about halfway in, I pulled out slightly before easing back up her bum. She was moaning loudly, her breathing rapid as she grabbed a pillow and held it to her chest.
"Your ass is so tight." I grunted.
"Your dick feels so good in my ass!" she moaned. "Oh God, you make me feel so slutty! I love it!"
"That's it. I'm all the way in." I told her when I was balls-deep up her butt.
"Mm, perfect." Lauren groaned happily. "My body is yours. Every inch, every hole. Fuck me! I'm your butt slut! Fuck my bum!"
I started thrusting. The lube was helpful, but Lauren's ass was so damn tight that it took me awhile to work up a steady rhythm. Just like Michelle, Lauren seemed to be able to get off on anal sex alone. It was so sexy, and I was in heaven.
"You feel so fucking good." I gasped, my teeth clenched.
"Keep fucking my ass!" she begged. "You're gonna make me cum! Harder! I'm close, I'm so close!"
"Cum for me, Lauren!" I ordered, my fingernails digging into her flesh. "Cum with my cock in your ass!"
"Keep going, just like that!" Lauren screamed, pushing her ass back to take all of me inside. "I'm gonna cum! I love your dick! I'm cumming!"
"I'm cumming with you!" I announced as I felt the first wave of cum leave my balls and travel up my dick. "I'm cumming in your ass!"
"Cum inside me! Fill my slutty asshole!" she screeched before biting down on the pillow and screaming into it.
Lauren and I took a long shower, and I lovingly washed every inch of her perfect body. It didn't take much for me to get hard again, so after cleaning me, Lauren dropped to her knees and gave me a very pleasant blowjob while hot water cascaded all around us.
I came in her mouth, and she gratefully swallowed every drop. Then we toweled off before returning to my bedroom. I moved to get into bed, but Lauren instead walked over to my desk, where her overnight bag was located.
"What are you doing?" I asked as I watched her bend over and search through it. Fuck, she had a fantastic ass.
"I got you something, and I was waiting for the right time to give it to you." Lauren explained while extracting a long jewelry box.
"You didn't have to do that." I protested as I watched her return to bed completely nude.
"I know, I wanted to." she smiled, sitting next to me in bed as she handed it to me.
I smiled at my girlfriend before opening the box. Inside was a simple silver chain. It looked very well made, and I'd be able to wear it at camp without worrying about damaging it. I slowly looked it over before glancing at Lauren.
"Thank you." I whispered.
"It's for your ring." Lauren told me.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Your wedding band, dummy." she grinned. "You don't want to wear it on your finger since you're moving on, and I appreciate that. I just figured you could wear the wedding band on this necklace. You'll always have a part of Lacey close to your heart."
"Lauren..." I trailed off, unable to believe what was happening.
"I love you, Tim." Lauren whispered.
"I love you, too." I replied, meaning it with every fiber of my being.
~Friday, August 15th~
The second week of the third session went by fast. We had gotten into a routine. Lauren and I ran every morning, we spent every night together, and we explored nature together on weekends. Michelle and Riley joined us for a few things, occasionally accompanied by Brian.
My sex life with Lauren was incredible. She loved sending me dirty texts and pictures, even a short video once in awhile. Her mouth was even more filthy in the bedroom than it was when she was teasing me. I hardly believed that possible, but it was the truth.
She called herself a slut and a whore, she begged me to fuck her harder, to spank her, to pull her hair. We had sex in every position imaginable, and I loved fucking her from behind while she screamed at me to shove it up her cunt. Lauren loved my cum, loved having it in her and on her. Loved swallowing it. She seemed on a mission to keep my balls completely drained of semen.
One Sunday we recorded ourselves having sex. Then we watched the recording before fucking again. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. I loved her tits, and Lauren found it hysterical how I would often forget how to talk when her noise canceling boobs came into view.
It wasn't just sex. We also explored everything Moosehead Lake and Abbott Trails had to offer. I taught her how to steer a canoe and I showed her the spot with all the snapping turtles. We walked along the shore, and she started clapping while bouncing from foot to foot when we saw a river otter. It was apparently the cutest thing she had ever seen.
Michelle and Riley both spent time with us, and the shy redhead wanted to hear Lauren's views on every piece of science fiction media ever produced. That left Riley and I to entertain ourselves, which sadly meant I watched a lot more romantic comedies than I would have liked. I put my foot down whenever she tried to start Sluts About Town. That was not happening.
After the third summer session ended, the camp counselors spent a few days cleaning. The cabins were fully cleaned, equipment was put away, and much of it wouldn't be taken out until the following year. Then the counselors got a few days to relax and enjoy the scenery.



"Ready to end another summer?" Lauren asked when we met up for our Friday run.
"I think so, yeah." I nodded. "It's always tough knowing that some counselors might not ever come back, but I thought I was leaving and never coming back. This is nothing in comparison."
"Thank you for deciding to stay." she whispered, walking up to me and pecking my lips.
"Thank you for showing me I still belonged here." I replied, hugging my girlfriend.
"It was easy." Lauren giggled, hugging me back. "I'm not a cock-gobbler who thought he could ditch a beautiful woman who was madly in love with him."
"I don't know what I was thinking." I laughed, rubbing her back before releasing Lauren.
"Clearly you weren't." she rolled her eyes and let out an exasperated sigh.
Lauren and I jogged side-by-side while watching Brady run in front of us, peeing on every tree he could. We returned to the intersection and Lauren went back to her place to shower and change. Brady took a nap in his bed while I waited for my girlfriend.
The counselors were free in the morning and afternoon, but we'd meet up for dinner. I was taking Lauren to town so we could explore the area some more. I dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, as per usual, and Lauren was wearing a pretty green sundress.
The beautiful blonde kept her hand on my knee the entire ride into town. Then we walked down the street holding hands. We found a small store that sold homemade cookies, and Lauren talked me into buying some. Of course, she tried filling the box with mostly ones she wanted.
"How come you get the most when I'm the one paying?" I asked while holding the open cookie box.
"Because I'm pretty and I suck your dick." Lauren shrugged as she picked out another cookie.
"Yeah, that sounds about right." I reluctantly agreed.
There was plenty to see in the area, and Lauren loved the view of Mount Kineo. I bought her a souvenir piece of rhyolite from the mountain. Rhyolite was a local rock formed in the volcanic mountain. The rhyolite found at mount Kineo was often called Kineo Flint. It had a fine-grained texture and was white or pink or gray. One of the largest examples of rhyolite in the world was on top of the mountain, but we didn't have time to hike up there today.
Chloe had the day off, so we didn't bother going into the coffee shop. Instead, we found a nice diner to have lunch. Lauren ordered a chicken salad, while I had a hot sandwich. We sipped on sodas while sitting by the window and enjoying our meal.
"I saw that they have moose safaris!" Lauren commented before taking a bite of salad.
"They do, but moose are hard to spot." I reasoned. "Oh, if you're looking for something fun; we could tour Moosehead Lake in the Katahdin. It's the last remaining steamboat in Maine. It was built over a hundred years ago."
"That sounds like fun, but we probably don't have time today?" she asked.
"No, we definitely don't." I agreed. "We'll plan a time to come back."
"Good." Lauren nodded.
Lunch was really good, and we took our time to enjoy it. The waitress returned to take our plates before offering us dessert menus. It looked like they had a few options: ice cream sundaes, cookies, cake. Everything looked like it would be delicious.
"Darn, no toothpaste flavored ice cream." I sighed, glancing at Lauren over my menu.
"It's not toothpaste flavored, it's mint." she rolled her eyes. "You are heading back into thundercunt territory."
"Buy your own dinner." I retorted, shaking my head.
"Suck your own dick." Lauren countered without missing a beat.
After lunch, we spent a couple hours walking through the shops. Lauren saw the ad for snowmobiles, and she insisted that I teach her how to ride one. She also wanted to learn to ski and snowboard, and I had to remind the excited woman that we needed some snow first.
I drove us back to my cabin in my truck, and we spent a little time with Brady before heading to Abbott Trails. It was time. The summer camp counselors were leaving, and many of them wouldn't return. It was always a sad time of the year, and I was glad I had Lauren with me.
Lauren and I ate with Brian, Riley, and Michelle. It was another nice day, so we were able to enjoy the barbecue outside at the picnic tables. The food was great, and we even provided ice cream sandwiches for dessert. I preferred the ice cream sandwiches with chocolate ice cream instead of vanilla, but those were harder to find for some reason.
I was slightly nervous as I stood in front of all the counselors and gave my year end speech. I thanked all of them for another great year, and I invited all of them to come back next year. My eyes traveled from counselor to counselor: Riley, Michelle, Brooke, Brian, James, Kenny, Robin, even Nikki. And the others. They all worked hard, they all contributed to making Abbott Trails a success.
Everyone clapped after my speech and we walked toward the shore. We all stayed in the same general area, but we weren't all doing the same thing. A few people put on bathing suits so they could swim, a couple of people took out kayaks, Kenny and Henry were fishing.
"How did you come up with the pen name L. Walsh?" Michelle asked while sitting with Lauren, Riley, and I.
"I wanted a gender neutral first name, so I just used my first initial, which could stand for anything." Lauren answered. "I found Walsh on an internet search for common last names."
"Nothing amazingly profound then?" Riley followed up with.
"Nope." my girlfriend shook her head.
"Is the prince dead?" I asked out of nowhere.
"Blow me, shitstain." Lauren grunted, making Riley and Michelle laugh.
The bonfire was lit when it started to get dark. We roasted marshmallows for a little while, but Lauren whispered in my ear that she had a craving for cock. Grabbing Lauren's hand, we said goodnight to the others before making our exit.
Lauren and I fucked passionately. She wanted it doggystyle, so I gripped her hips and drilled her from behind. I pulled her hair and spanked her while she begged for more. I gave her a titty-fuck before grabbing her ankles and pinning them behind her ears.
The sex was rough and hot. Until it wasn't. I ended up on top of Lauren, slowly thrusting in and out of her as we gazed into each others eyes. Our movements were steady and not at all rushed. We came at the same time; Lauren tensing up and moaning my name as I grunted and filled her pussy with my seed.
"Mm, there's nothing like cuddling after rough sex." Lauren cooed as she snuggled up to my side.
"It started rough, but it ended beautifully." I pointed out while brushing her blonde hair back out of her face.
"Rough sex is also beautiful, but I know what you mean." she sighed happily.
I loved holding Lauren in my arms. The tall woman felt amazing against me. She would run her toes along my calf while her fingers caressed my chest. Her big boobs pressed against me, and they were so comforting. I was half asleep when my phone ring.
"Hello?" I said into the phone.
"Hi, Tim! It's Michelle." Michelle's voice replied.
"Chelle, is everything okay?" I asked.
"Yes! Better than okay! Is Lauren there?" Michelle asked.
"Uh, yeah, hang on." I said, taking the phone from my face and pressing the screen. "You're on speaker phone."
"Hi, Lauren!" Michelle exclaimed. "You'll never guess what happened!"
"What? Tell us!" Lauren giggled.
"Brian!" Michelle practically shouted. "The two of us were hanging out with Riley, and we were talking about our plans when we went back home. And, and, and, Brian said he was grateful for his break up with Brooke, because it helped he and I be friends again. He said we should stay friends when we got back, even though we were going to different schools. Riley made a comment that Brian should just ask me out already, and I laughed it off. Then Brian said Riley was right! Brian asked if I'd go on a date with him when we get back to Philadelphia!"
"That's great! What did you say?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"I said yes!" Michelle gushed. "I have a date! It's all thanks to you, Tim! Thank you so much for helping me come out of my shell!"
"Don't sell yourself short, Chelle." I stated firmly. "You are amazing. I'm glad Brian finally realized it!"
"Ah! I can't wait!" Michelle giggled before hanging up.
"Sounds like things are going well for everyone." Lauren pointed out, pecking my lips as I reached over to set the phone down.
"It's been one crazy summer at Abbott Trails." I laughed, kissing Lauren passionately. Lauren. My girlfriend, my love, my friend. My neighbor.
~Three Years Later~
Lauren's first winter on Moosehead Lake was everything we expected. The snow presented new challenges, but also exciting opportunities. I taught my girlfriend how to ride a snowmobile, how to ski, and how to snowboard. We had some amazing times.
Brian and Michelle got together. Their date went very well, and the two quickly became an item. We were happy for them. Time kept passing, and they stayed together for quite some time. I kept waiting for the wedding invitation to come, and eventually it did! Only, it was for the wedding of Michelle Larkin and Riley Nelson.
I had not seen that one coming, but apparently Riley and Michelle became best friends. They hated being apart for most of the year, so Riley moved from Connecticut to Pennsylvania to be with Michelle. The two girls had quite a few threesomes with Brian, and I knew from experience how lucky he was.
Brian and Michelle eventually realized they were more friends than lovers. The break up was amicable. Riley and Michelle spent every waking moment together, eventually accepting their feelings for each other. Brian was even going to be Michelle's Man of Honor.
I kept going back to Mount Katahdin with Lauren, both of us determined to reach the summit. It took two more tries. We had so many setbacks, but we kept working on that mountain, until, eventually, we succeeded. Together. Baxter Peak was beautiful, and standing on the summit with Lauren, looking out over the landscape, well, it was incredible.
Nikki and Brooke never returned to Abbott Trails. I wasn't surprised about Nikki, but I was hoping that Brooke would find her way back. Sadly, she was too embarrassed over everything that happened. She had become the outcast. I was still friends with Brooke on social media, so I saw a few things she posted. Brooke looked happy. Nikki disappeared completely, and I had no idea what became of her life.
Season one of the Halcyon television series was a huge hit. It was the most popular show on television, and filming of season two began not long after the first season wrapped up. Lauren had already signed the contract, agreeing to a third season.
Halcyon Dust broke all sales records when it hit the shelves. Lauren had tortured me relentlessly, insisting that I not read a single word of the book until it was officially released. I didn't sleep after it came out, I had to finish. I finally got my answer; the prince was still alive.
I found myself sitting on the couch beside Lauren as I remembered the past three years. Looking around the warm and open room, I realized I was surrounded by loving memories. I was still wearing the necklace Lauren gave me, and I could feel my wedding band from Lacey resting over my heart.
Letting out a sigh, I wrapped my arm around Lauren and held her close to me. We were watching television, and Lauren was polishing off a carton of mint chocolate chip ice cream. I couldn't blame her, she was eight months pregnant, and the doctor told her she could eat whatever she wanted.
The diamond on her finger reflected in the light of the small fire we had burning in the fireplace. We lived together in my cabin. The place Lauren bought was integrated into the Abbott Trails property once we were married. In fact, we rented it out to Amelia. Jonathan's sister was sick of the high society bullshit as well, and decided to follow Lauren up here.
The three of us had become friends, and Lauren was hinting at a threesome. She rolled her eyes when I asked if I could get a message to Jonathan to let him know I'd slept with is ex-fiance and his sister. Her reaction was fair, I was being an ass. In my defense, I wasn't serious. I just thought it was funny. Maybe Riley was right about me having the mind of a thirteen year old boy after all.
We stayed friends with Chloe and Sean as well. Sean had found himself a girlfriend and was completely over Lauren. The four of us double-dated a handful of times. Chloe was still single, and inviting her into the marital bed was something else Lauren had suggested.
Our hiker friends, Kate and Blake, were still around as well. They traveled a lot for their hiking hobby, but they always found time to return to Moosehead Lake. We actually just found out last week that Kate was expecting. They'll be putting their hiking on hold until after the baby's born. I doubt they'll find time for at least the first couple of years.
Keeping my right arm around Lauren's shoulders, I reached out with my left hand to rest it on her swollen stomach. We both smiled when the baby kicked. At eight months pregnant, Lauren really was exhausted. She was also incredibly horny, even more horny than she had ever been before. As hard as that was to believe.
Lauren was very hormonal, and she constantly worried I didn't find her attractive any longer. I kept insisting that she was still a sexy, beautiful creature. Of course, being the ass that I was, I had to throw in the occasional teasing comment. I made sure she knew that the E-cup bras she had to wear made sure that I would never tire of those flawless breasts.
Glancing toward the corner of the room, I saw Charlie curled up on his small bed. Our four month old yellow Labrador was full of energy, but he had to get his ten naps a day in. Brady's passing had hit me hard, and it was well over a year before I was ready for another dog.
"Are you going to tell me what your next series is about?" I asked Lauren as I lightly caressed her belly.
"Nope." Lauren declared as she placed the empty carton on the coffee table before resting her hand on mine.
"I thought you loved me?" I pouted.
"I do love you," Lauren replied in a happy voice, "but you're still a twatwaffle."
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 47! I hope you enjoy it. Comments and feedback are always appreciated! I read every single one. Also, please let me know if you spot any mistakes. Errors bug me, and I make sure to upload revised editions whenever I find any. Sorry this one took so long. I had taken a break to write Abbott Trails, which took quite a bit of time. Thank you again to everyone who read and voted on Abbott Trails. I'm still so happy I placed third in Literotica's contest!
I am eager to finish Birthday Pool Party, but I do have a couple of ideas for Halloween and winter. We'll see what happens! For Halloween, I have an idea for something that will go in either Sci-Fi/Fantasy or Erotic Horror. For winter, I was thinking something focusing on Suzie. If either would interest you, feel free to let me know! Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
Friday June 29, 2018
I yawn loudly, nearly forgetting to grab my briefcase from the passenger seat of my car. Once I have my briefcase, I turn on my car alarm and make my way toward the large office building. Holding my forearm over my mouth, I yawn again while heading toward my office.
"Good morning, Sir," my assistant smiles as I walk by her desk.
"Morning, Mia," I reply, giving her a polite nod. "Any important messages for me?"
"Uh, no. No, Sir," Mia stammers, getting to her feet as she nervously brushes her brown hair back behind her ears. She looks very professional in her business skirt and blouse, complete with a blazer. "Sorry to bother you, but I was going through that spreadsheet you made of our clients and I think I broke something. I can't figure out how to fix it."
"No trouble at all, Mia," I smile kindly, turning away from my office and heading toward her desk. "Let's take a look."
Mia is just out of college, and is struggling to start her professional career. The young brunette is pretty good with the clients, but she struggles with a lot of the computer work. I'm not really sure how it's possible for half the formulas to just be gone, but I'm able to bring up a backup of the document, saving me an hour of fixing the spreadsheet.
"Thank you, Sir," Mia mumbles in embarrassment as I stand up from her chair and grab my briefcase. "I'm sorry I screwed up."
"You don't need to keep apologizing," I assure her. "Everyone makes mistakes. What's important is to take responsibility and learn from them."
"I will, Sir. Thank you, Sir," she replies.
"Another piece of advice; it's generally acceptable to call someone the name they use to introduce themselves," I explain. "If I introduced myself as 'Mister Thomson' it likely means I expect formality. If I introduce myself as 'Steven' or 'Steve' that's an indicator that I'm open to more casual conversation."
"O-okay," Mia nods nervously. "I understand, Sir."
"You don't need to call me 'sir' so much," I smirk as I look back at her. "Once is more than enough."
"Okay, Si- okay," she blushes slightly. "I do need to remind you about your lunch with Mister Bauer."
"Right," I sigh, not wanting to deal with another working lunch. "Thanks, Mia."
Placing my briefcase on my desk, I sit down and rest my elbows on the table so I can lay my head on my hands and let out a long breath. Friday. It's Friday, and I am completely exhausted. A week of meetings with Theodore Bauer, the chairman and CEO of Bauer International Holdings, is quite the experience.
Bauer International Holdings is an international holding company with a long, proud history. Bartholomew Bauer, born in 1922 in New York City, has a humble beginning as a hard working factory employee trying to earn enough money to marry his high school sweetheart and start a life with her. His plans are put on hold when the United States enters World War II, and Bartholomew immediately enlists.
Bartholomew's unit ends up in Europe, where he serves with the man who will become my great-grandfather. Bartholomew saves the life of the son of a wealthy Englishman. After the war, the two of them go into business together. Bartholomew Bauer starts getting further and further into real estate, eventually moving the company's headquarters back home to New York City. Bauer International Holdings is born, and Bartholomew runs the company until his death.
Theodore, the current chairman and CEO, is the grandson of Bartholomew. Our families aren't close anymore, not really. Of course, the financial advice the Bauer family provides is one reason my company even exists; not everyone is lucky enough to receive an inheritance.
Theodore Bauer reaches out to me in January to let me know that he's planning on opening a branch in California. While he has information on all the local real estate and finance big shots, he wants to talk to me about what isn't in the files he's able to assemble. He says he knows I'm honest and that he can trust my opinion. So, I end up in meetings all week, telling the billionaire everything I know about local businesses.
Connections are extremely important in business, and Theodore Bauer is an amazing connection to have. His estimated net worth is currently eighty-one billion dollars. I'm wealthy, wealthier than most, but I have nowhere near the resources this man does.
Fortunately, we are done going over local firms. We're having lunch, and I know he'll bring up business, but it should be a mostly relaxing meal. Then I can pick up Kayla after her last day of fifth grade. My baby girl is spending the weekend with Aria's parents, and I'll likely use the break to be as lazy as humanly possible.
I spend the morning catching up on everything from this week that I'm behind on. It's exhausting, but necessary. When lunchtime arrives, I drive over to the expensive restaurant and am immediately shown to a table for my meal with Theodore Bauer.
"I don't know about you, but I'm ready for the long weekend," Theodore comments before taking a sip of his drink.
"Definitely," I nod in response. "It won't really be long for me, I'm gonna work Monday and Tuesday. You're off until Wednesday?"
"I'll be in California until Wednesday," he confirms. "Then I'm flying back home on Thursday, the fifth. Megan is leaving Sunday."
"I thought your daughter was staying for the entire trip?" I follow up with.
"She didn't want to come at all," Theodore grunts in annoyance. "She just graduated high school, and I'm trying to teach her the family business. She wouldn't stop complaining about her plan to spend the summer in Europe with her friends. I caved and told her she could go to Europe for the fourth. She'll be out of what's left of my hair for the summer."
"Is she starting college in the fall?" I inquire politely.
"Indeed, she is. Harvard Business, just like her old man," Theodore nods proudly. "I wanted her to get some real world experience first."
"She must have a good head on her shoulders to get accepted to Harvard," I tell him.
"Yeah, she's smart," he admits before going back to complaining. "She loves to party, she spends way too much money, and is always in a bad mood when I take her to the office. But, enough about my ungrateful brat. Your daughter is much younger, right?"
I contemplate his words before answering. I read finance magazines, so I know a little about their public life. Megan Bauer is occasionally photographed going in to clubs, but there's nothing too crazy. She's too young for most clubs, but well, money talks. Father and daughter are photographed at numerous charity events, and they seem happy. In public.
"Yes, today is Kayla's last day of elementary school," I answer. "I'm picking her up after lunch and she's gonna spend the weekend with her grandparents."
"Middle school," he winces in sympathy. "She'll be a preteen soon. Get ready for her to be a giant pain in the ass. You don't even have an ex-wife to pass her off to."
"Right. Aria passed almost four years ago," I say, feeling bothered by his words. He's lucky to have his daughter. I love my Kayla so much.
Our meal is brought out and we talk about our daughters while we eat. Theodore is shocked that Kayla isn't in private school, but I just deflect by mentioning how close she is with her friends. This guy is nice enough, for the most part, but he does say some things that annoy me. He complains non-stop about his ex-wives and his daughter, and he is the kind of old money rich that is completely out of touch with reality.
While a few of his complaints about his daughter seem valid, it's obvious that he spoils the girl, simply giving her whatever she wants. It's a reminder that I have to be careful with Kayla; with Aria gone, it is tempting to spoil Kayla. I'm her father, not her friend. Teaching her to be a compassionate, responsible adult is my job.
I'm very happy that he doesn't talk much business. Theodore does ask me to clarify a few rumors going around about the company that owns a number of office buildings nearby. I am forced to confirm the worst kept secret in town; the CEO does regularly sneak prostitutes into his office.
"So," Theodore begins when we finish our meal, "what are the chances I can convince you to do me another favor?"
"Depends what it is," I laugh, keeping the mood light while inwardly cursing.
"I know we're both single guys, and I hate to steal a rare child-free weekend from you," he sighs, looking reluctant.
"Don't worry about it, I don't date," I reply, grateful that he's treating me like an equal. Of course, I'm also nervous about what kind of favor this guy wants.
"Who said anything about dating?" Theodore smirks. "I definitely have no intention of getting married again, I promise you that. In fact, forget the favor, want to hit some clubs? Find some lovely ladies who will do anything to enjoy the high life for a weekend?"
"I, ah, I don't think that's for me," I politely respond. "The favor?"
I am certainly not going trolling for pussy with this guy. Aria's been gone for almost four years, and she's still my first and only love. My only kiss, my only partner. There are offers once in awhile, but I just can't. I know I'm not betraying Aria by moving on, it just isn't always that easy. Lately, I am considering trying to go out on a date. Maybe I will, but not like this.
"Fine fine, just means more for me," he laughs. "Anyway, I don't want Megan to go out on her own and get into trouble. Think you could show her some of the local places? I can send a town car to pick you up at home."
"Tonight? I could do that," I agree. I really don't want to hang out with a spoiled eighteen year old girl, but I don't have much of a choice. I can't refuse a second request.
"Great, thank you!" Theodore grins. "I really appreciate this. I'll send a town car, and Megan has her credit card to pay for dinner and other expenses. Just find something fun for her to do after where she'll keep her shirt on and won't snort anything, okay?"
"I think I can manage that," I agree, realizing that tonight is going to fucking suck.
"If you can think of things for her to do over the weekend, that would be great," he adds. "You don't have to be stuck with her all weekend, just escort her tonight and let her know where she can keep busy. We have matching suites, and I'm hoping to be occupied for the next couple of days."
"I hope you have fun," I tell him.
"I'm sure I will," Theodore smirks. "Say, is that hot assistant of yours single?"
"Mia? Uh, I'm not sure," I shake my head. "I try and stay out of my employee's personal lives."
"Probably smart," he admits. "Don't shit where you eat."
I am extremely grateful that Theodore doesn't try and convince me to set him up with Mia. The poor girl definitely deserves better. He does complain about his daughter some more, and thanks me for agreeing to entertain her. I smile while wondering how the fuck I'm supposed to entertain an eighteen year old girl. Part of me is impressed he trusts me enough with his daughter, but, well, he doesn't seem to care what his daughter does as long as she's not in the news.
Theodore keeps me at the table until I have to leave to pick up Kayla. I'm finally able to make my way to my car and start the drive over to Kayla's elementary school. My baby is growing up, she'll be in middle school next year. I can't believe how fast time is passing, and I sit in the pick-up zone as I wait for my daughter. My Kayla. Before I know it, she'll be graduating high school.
There are other cars all around mine as we wait for the kids. I wonder if the parents of the other fifth graders are as emotional as I am. I love my daughter so much, and I'm proud of the beautiful person she's becoming. I see so much of Aria in her.
I'm jolted out of my ruminations by the large mass of children running out of the school. They're bolting in various directions, arms in the air as they cheer, announcing their freedom to the world. Summer vacation, every kid's favorite time of year.
Most kids enter the numerous yellow school buses, but some are being picked up by parents, more than usual since it is the last day of school. Siblings and friends sometimes enter the same car, and I notice a trio of boys crowding around a handheld video game. One of the largest groups of children approaches my car. Seven kids, five girls and two boys, walk up to me as I put the window down to greet them.
"Hey, kids!" I smile warmly. "How was your last day of the year?"
"Hi, Daddy!" Kayla grins, placing her folded arms on my car door so she can lean in through the open window. She looks so much like her mother, but the green eyes are definitely from me.
"It was fine," Ashley shrugs. "I'm ready for middle school!"
All seven kids are wearing backpacks, and they crowd around the open window to talk to me. My daughter's closest friends are here; Hazel, Ashley, and Marcia. I notice Ashley's younger sister, Melissa standing beside the older blonde. Hazel's brothers, Scott and Daniel, are clinging to their big sister.
"I'm sure you girls will do great in middle school," I tell them. "What grade will you be going in to, Melissa?"
"Third!" Melissa bounces happily on her feet. "I just finished second!"
"I'm going to be in second!" Scott interjects, and I notice he's wearing a blue shirt with a large robot on it.
"Daniel here just finished kindergarten," Hazel comments, rubbing her brother's back affectionately.
"That's quite the accomplishment, Daniel," I tell the youngest member of the group. "You should be proud."
"Thanks," Daniel mumbles shyly, looking down at his shoes.
"My bus always leaves first, I should get going," Marcia whispers, barely loud enough to hear. This girl is gonna be the quiet one for her entire life. "Bye."
"We should go, too," Ashley speaks up, grabbing her sister's hand. "Melissa cries if she misses her nerd show."
"It's educational!" Melissa whines as she allows Ashley to lead her away. Ashley now towers over her friends, she's going to be the tallest one in the group.
The three girls walk along the sidewalk toward their buses. As I'm turning my head back to Kayla, Hazel, Scott, and Daniel, I notice a very depressing sight. One last child walks out of the front of the school, a redhead who looks like she's also in fifth grade.
I can't put my finger on it, but something about her breaks my heart. She isn't the only kid walking alone, but her head is hanging and she looks dejected. Light skin and a lightly-freckled face pinched in sadness. I almost ask Kayla to go make a friend, but it's the last day of school. Moments later, the redhead steps onto a bus and disappears.
"How's Michael doing?" I ask Hazel suddenly. "He's almost two, right?"
"He'll be two in a couple months! He's so adorable, I love him!" Hazel gushes happily. "Grandma is watching him while our parents work. We're heading there now."
"I wanna see Michael!" Kayla announces. "We haven't seen him since his first birthday!"
"How about I drive you three to your grandmother's?" I offer.
Hazel immediately agrees before helping Scott and Daniel into the car while Kayla climbs into the passenger seat. We end up stuck behind the buses, and Kayla chats with Hazel about the merits of hairpins and moisturizer. I have no idea how the two are related.
Scott and Daniel are debating if they can use a superhero's weakness against him to beat him in a fight. The consensus is that Scott and Daniel can beat any hero or villain, but they disagree on who will win when the two of them fight.
I park my car in Maxine Collins' driveway and shut off the engine. Kayla is halfway to the door before I'm able to get out and shut the door. Hazel steps out of the car with her brothers while my excited daughter rapidly pounds on the door.
"It's okay, Kayla, I have a key!" Hazel calls out, running after Kayla.
"Sorry, Maxine," I apologize to Hazel's grandmother when we all get to the door. "Kayla's excited to see Michael."
"Oh, no trouble at all," Maxine laughs. "Please, come in, come in."
Kayla starts pestering Maxine about seeing Michael, and the older woman chuckles while leading all of us into the living room. Micheal is sitting on the floor and playing with blocks. My eleven year old daughter coos happily as she rushes over to sit with the twenty month old toddler. Hazel joins them moments later.
Maxine makes her and me a cup of tea while we let the kids enjoy the start of their summer vacation. Hazel and Kayla are playing with Michael, their faces lit up with joy. Scott and Daniel are having some sort of farting contest, causing Maxine to order them to take it out back. The two boys end up running around in the backyard, shooting each other with toy foam dart guns.
When it's time to leave, I convince Kayla we have to get going and to say bye to everyone. I then drive my daughter to the other side of town where Aria's parents live. Aria's childhood home. I remember the birthday parties and the play dates. Then the real dates.
"Behave for your grandparents, Kayla," I smile at my daughter as I hand her overnight bag over to Gerald Knox, Aria's father.
"I will, Daddy," Kayla promises, nodding her head.
"Kayla is always a delight!" Barbara insists as she hugs Kayla tightly and kisses the top of her head.
"I am!" Kayla giggles cutely, hugging her grandmother.
"Got a hug for Grandpa, too?" Gerald asks.
Kayla runs over to her grandfather and hugs him tightly. I'm not an idiot; I see the twenty dollar bill clenched in Kayla's fist when the hug ends. Kayla really does have these two wrapped around her little finger. I can't blame them; Kayla is all Barbara and Gerald have left of their only child.
"Bye, Daddy!" Kayla exclaims, hugging me as I kiss her cheek.
"Thank you so much for letting Kayla stay the weekend," Gerald says as he walks me to the door. "Barbara's face lights up whenever our granddaughter is around."
"Of course, I'm happy Kayla has a relationship with her grandparents," I reply, offering Gerald my hand. "She loves you two. And as much as I love having her around, I had a busy week. I'm looking forward to relaxing all day tomorrow with the house to myself."
"Anytime you need a night off, let us know," Gerald says, shaking my hand. "Kayla's always welcome here."
Getting in my car, I start the engine and drive back to the mansion. I want to get out of this suit, but we're going to an expensive restaurant. I don't know how I'm supposed to show Megan the area in a few hours, even with our own driver, but whatever. It is what it is. I wait at home until the town car arrives.
"Hi, Megan," I say politely as I approach the beautiful young woman standing in my foyer. "I'm Steven."
"Nice to meet you," Megan replies with a charming smile.



Megan Bauer is absolutely stunning. She's tall, very tall. Wearing heels, the eighteen year old is as tall as I am. She's slim with long raven hair that hangs halfway down her back. Her breasts are massive, and the little black dress she's wearing is showing off impressive cleavage. The dress falls to mid-thigh, putting her long legs on display. The only thing that gives me pause is her eyes; they are a blue-gray color that reminds me of ice. I feel like I can actually sense a cold ruthlessness hidden behind her model-perfect face.
"Ready for dinner?" I ask.
"Yeah, I'm starving," Megan confirms. "Where are we going?"
"I got us reservations at a five star restaurant. You'll love it," I reply.
"Oh. Uh, okay," she sighs, looking disappointed.
"Something wrong?" I inquire with a frown.
"No. No, nothing! Sorry, Sir," Megan quickly responds.
"No need to be so formal with me, we can just talk," I tell her.
"Really? You're okay with that?" she wonders.
"I am more than okay with that," I laugh.
"To be honest, I'm kind of sick of all the formal, fine dining," Megan admits. "I know you're friendly with my dad, so I feel like I need to be all prim and proper. Dad is big on appearances."
"Your dad wanted me to show you around town, and I'm happy to do it," I explain slowly. "I didn't grow up with money, all this is weird to me, too. I'm just a guy, you can feel free to be yourself."
"Thank you," she lets out a breath. "Sorry if I seem like a bitch, but I did want to go to Europe with my friends. I'm really not as spoiled as Dad seems to think I am, I just like having fun. I intend to take over the company one day, and I'm dedicated to having a great future."
"I'm sure you'll make your father proud," I comment. Brains, beauty, and the sole heiress to an eighty-one billion dollar fortune. This girl is a force to be reckoned with.
"I won't make him proud until I manage to grow a cock," Megan snorts. "Thanks for letting me be myself. It's not your fault I'm stuck here. I just have one request; I'm sick of overpriced food made for pretentious assholes. Can we go someplace for some cheap, greasy food?"
"You want to get burgers and fries in a town car?" I ask with a smirk.
"Why not?" she shrugs a delicate shoulder. "After burgers, we can get tacos! Then ice cream! We'll just hit the drive thru windows."
"I promised to entertain you, and if this is how you want to be entertained, sure! Let's do it," I readily agree.
Megan smiles and leads the way outside to where the town car is waiting. Megan's driver is standing at attention, ready for our arrival. The black town car is extremely luxurious and screams money. As soon as I get in back with Megan, I realize there is a partition that can be raised up between the passengers and driver, offering privacy.
We're in an expensive town car with our own driver, so we naturally decide to go to a fast food restaurant. Megan hands the driver her credit card and ends up receiving a large brown bag with a bottom soaked in grease. He passes back a couple of sodas as well.
"Mm, great decision," I say after swallowing a bite of my burger. "Sometimes crap food tastes even better than the good stuff."
"It really does!" Megan happily agrees while covering her fries in ketchup.
We talk and eat crappy food as the driver takes us around town. I point out a few of the landmarks, but we mostly just get to know each other. Megan's a little spoiled, but she's also smart and confident. At only eighteen, Megan is able to talk numbers as well as her father, if not better. I definitely like Megan a lot better than her father. Europe with friends sounds much better than time with him.
Unlike her father, she actually takes an interest in my life. Megan asks about Kayla, and is happy to look at pictures of my daughter on my phone. Inevitably, Megan wonders about Kayla's mother. I explain Aria's death and even show Megan a few pictures of Aria. Megan agrees with me; Kayla looks exactly like her mother, only with my eyes.
"Sorry for making you look at so many pictures," I eventually say. "I'd be happy to see pictures of you and your father."
"The only ones that exist are publicity photos," Megan rolls her eyes.
"I thought you and your dad spent a lot of time together?" I inquire politely.
"In public, sure," she explains. "He cares about his image. Oh, and he drags me to meetings and shit so I can learn. But, we never spend any quality time together. He completely ignores me at home."
"I'm sorry," I tell her sincerely. I can't imagine not wanting to spend time with Kayla. I may like time to myself occasionally, but my daughter is my number one priority.
"It's not your fault," Megan replies. "But, thanks. I appreciate it. You're nicer than most rich guys."
"I try," I chuckle. "I wasn't born with money, and I feel like everyone is equal. Money is just numbers. I love the security it provides me, but there are more important things. I'd give up every dime to have Aria back."
"Sometimes I think the things Dad taught me are wrong," she tells me. "Uh, don't ever tell him I said that. Anyway, he pretty much doesn't care about anyone worth less than ten million, and he tried to get me to feel the same. I love being rich, and I never want to give it up, but some of the nicest people I've ever met went to public school."
"I don't want to speak ill of your father, but I'd advise you to make up your own mind," I say, feeling like I'm overstepping, but I have to. "The size of your bank account doesn't determine your worth. Human is human. I went to public school, and I made great friends. I married my high school sweetheart. She helped me become a success."
"I shouldn't have said that about public school. I'm sorry," Megan winces.
"It's okay. I'm not upset," I assure her. "It's just, you're young, and you'll meet people from different backgrounds. Just try not to judge, and treat everyone with respect. They deserve it."
Megan and I continue talking while eating our crappy food. She asks me about my childhood, about falling in love with Aria, about Kayla. Talking with Megan is bringing back so many memories of my happy family, and I find myself missing Aria so much my heart physically hurts. At least I still have Kayla. My baby girl.
Present Day -- Friday June 20, 2025
I grip the steering wheel tightly as I remember Kayla graduating elementary school. So much of our lives are going by without Aria. It still breaks my heart. Yet, life must go on. Kayla has a bright future ahead of her. My baby is graduating high school. She's grown into a strong, smart, compassionate woman. I'm so proud of her.
The years keep passing, and my life is so different now. So different. My memory of that day is so strong, it's like it's happening before my eyes. Those boys; are they Josh, Ian, Shawn? I can't remember, it's too long ago. The little girl. Her I do remember; Lexi. I feel so bad for her. No friends, that sad, hopeless look. I can see it so clearly. I need to do more for her. My Lexi.
There's nothing I can do right now; Lexi is heading to the lock-in, and I'm parking my car in front of an apartment building. I send a text message to announce my arrival before heading toward the entrance. Before I can even make it to the door, it flies open and a stunning redhead walks out.
Nicole is a vision; her auburn locks are pinned up in an elegant hairdo, and she's wearing an emerald green cocktail dress with off the shoulder straps. She has on delicate heels and is carrying a small purse. A smile lights up her lightly-freckled face as she approaches me.
"Hey, Beautiful," I say in a charming voice as I hug Nicole tightly, kissing her cheek.
"Hi, Handsome," Nicole replies, hugging me and kissing my cheek before pulling away to admire me in my suit. "Mm, don't you look yummy!"
"Right back at you!" I reply, my eyes devouring the sexy redhead. "You look fucking delicious."
"Well, you can eat me later," Nicole winks, understanding my meaning.
"Forget dinner, let's go up to your room," I laugh before leaning in and pecking her lips.
"Mm, later," she hums happily as we exchange light kisses. "I want to spend the entire evening thinking about you getting into me. I'm already wet."
"Good," I whisper, reaching up to cup her cheek as we continue kissing. "Just think about my cock inside you, filling you."
"M-maybe we should skip dinner," Nicole stammers, a look of pure lust on her face.
"No, let's go," I reply, taking her hand. "I want to show you a nice, romantic evening."
I lead Nicole to my car before holding open her door and gesturing for her to get inside. She calls me cheesy, but there's a huge smile on her face as she gets in the car. I sit in the driver's seat and start the car, smiling over at Nicole as I back out of the parking space.
I'm lost in thought as I drive the two of us to the restaurant. It's just now hitting me that Kayla is graduating high school. She's going to be leaving me to start her own life. Will we someday be strangers like Megan and Theodore? I don't think I can handle that. Maybe it makes me co-dependent, but I need my baby girl in my life.
Nicole can tell I'm ruminating, and I soon feel her soft hand on my knee. Her fingertips lightly caress me as we cruise down the street. I feel like a jerk; this date is supposed to be about Nicole. Instead, I'm thinking about Kayla's graduation. I'm thinking about a random girl from seven years ago.
"Are you okay?" Nicole asks when I park at the restaurant.
"Yeah, sorry," I reply, looking over at Nicole with a guilty expression. "Just thinking about my baby graduating high school."
"It must be an emotional time for you," Nicole smiles reassuringly as she takes my hand and squeezes.
"It is," I admit, nodding slowly as I use one hand to unbuckle my seat belt. "On the way to get you I was daydreaming about her fifth grade graduation. I was so scared. She was going into middle school, becoming a young woman."
"You both got through it together," she says, lacing our fingers.
"Middle school really was a crazy time," I chuckle as I remember everything. "Training bras, bloating, hormones. Oh, and breakouts. I remember one morning Kayla came down to breakfast and was upset about the huge zit next to her nose."
"Oh no!" Nicole laughs. "She must have been devastated! Were you supportive?"
"I was at first," I wince slightly. "But it was kind of, you know, changing colors at the table, and I was trying not to laugh..."
"Steven!" she gasps, swatting me on the shoulder. "Girls at that age are very self-conscious!"
"Yeah, I know," I sigh. "Not my proudest moment. But, she didn't realize. I just told her to wear a bandage and tell everyone she ran into a door."
"Great advice," Nicole rolls her eyes.
"In my defense, when she cried and ran into her room I was very supportive," I countered. "I ran to the store and got those skin-colored pimple patches before she had to go to school."
"Fine, I guess I was wrong," she admits. "You're a good dad."
"Thank you," I nod in approval. "The patch barely covered the volcano on her face, but I didn't tell her that."
"I'm sure her girlfriends did when she got to school," Nicole says.
"Yeah, Ashley can be pretty blunt," I wince.
"Those girls have been friends for a long time, haven't they?" she inquires as we stay in my car, parked behind the restaurant.
"They have," I confirm with a nod. "Kayla, Hazel, Ashley, Marcia. I love those girls. I wish they had met Lexi earlier."
"Me, too," Nicole responds sadly. "My baby sister was so sad, so alone. I knew, and I didn't do anything. I fucking suck."
"I like it when you suck," I shrug helplessly, trying to lighten the mood.
"That wasn't helpful," she grunts.
"Sorry," I state, squeezing her hand. "Lexi is safe. I know she still has a lot of issues, but she's working through them. You're here for her now."
"I am. And I always will be," Nicole vows. "But tonight is all about us. How can I help you feel better?"
"I feel fine!" I insist, looking into her green eyes. "Really, I do. I'm happy to be here with you."
"So, that's why you're thinking about your daughter being all grown up?" she asks cheekily.
"Uh..." I trail off stupidly.
"Hm, I think I might need to remind you that I have you all to myself tonight," Nicole purrs as she releases my hand and snakes her hand between my legs to cup my crotch.
"Nicole, you don't have to..." I mumble as I start to harden beneath her caressing fingertips.
"I know, but you got me craving dick earlier, and I don't want to wait any more," she reasons while her other hand reaches over as well.
"I suppose no one's around, and it's starting to get dark," I add. It's true; we're parked behind the restaurant, and no one is nearby to see us. "And I really would hate to disappoint a lady."
"We can't have that," Nicole giggles cutely as she extracts my dick from my suit pants.
Nicole strokes me for several seconds while giving me a sexy smile. She then unbuckles her seat belt and kisses me softly, her tongue briefly slipping into my mouth. When she's ready, Nicole holds me at the base while leaning over and lowering her head into my lap.
"Nicole!" I hiss when I feel her warm mouth engulf the top three inches of my erection.
The redhead giggles cutely around my cock before using her lips to form a tight seal. She then takes more of me into her mouth, only stopping when she gags slightly. I rest one hand on top of her head while my other hand rubs her back. My head tosses back and I moan as Nicole starts bobbing her head.
A blowjob really is the best way to relax, and I am content to allow Nicole to suck me at her own pace. I occasionally glance around to make sure we're alone, but no one comes by. After about ten minutes, I warn my girlfriend of my impending climax. She just sucks harder and moans, causing me to fill her mouth with my seed.
"That was fun!" Nicole smirks after sitting up and swallowing my semen.
"Agreed!" I laugh as I put my penis away. "How about we go in before they give away our reservation?"
"Not gonna offer to take care of me? Greedy!" she exclaims, pretending to look upset.
"Nope," I state plainly. "I want you dripping in anticipation."
After getting out of the car, I take Nicole's hand and help her out. She pecks my lips before we start heading toward the restaurant. I definitely love a good blowjob, but I have to admit that Nicole sucking me off in the car is bringing me back to that night seven years ago.
~Ashley~
"We're early!" Lexi announces when the ten of us meet in a large group outside the school.
"It looks like people are heading in already?" Kayla observes, standing on her toes to try and see the doors over the sea of students.
There are plenty of cars in the student parking lot, as well as a few in the staff lot. Likely volunteer staff and parents to keep us out of trouble. Lame. Seniors are laughing and chatting as they mill about in front of the school. The large hart statue is fully cleaned up, and proudly looking over us.
"We're only an hour early, maybe they are letting people come in now?" Marcia suggests.
"Try standing on Lexi's shoulders," I shrug. "Combined, you two shorties almost make an entire person."
"Bitch," Lexi grunts.
"That was mean," Josh whispers from beside me, squeezing my hand. "Would you still want to be with me if I was short?"
"Of course I would," I smile, leaning over to peck his lips. "I love your personality. You're so caring, and it's adorable how shy you are. I love making you blush."
"Thanks, I guess," Josh smirks at my last comment.
"Besides, you're barely an inch taller than me anyway," I reason.
"Hey, an inch is a big deal!" Stephanie interjects while hip-checking Ian. "My sexy man here has plenty of inches!"
"Thanks," Ian mumbles, blushing red.
"Even Lexi admitted Ian has a cute dick," Kayla adds with a nod.
"Lexi would know, she's had a lot of inches in her," Brittney teases.
"You're not a Slut-sister, you don't get to talk to me like that," Lexi declares before blowing a raspberry. "Bitch."
"Oh, whatever," Brittney laughs.
Our banter continues as people keep crowding around us. It's impossible to tell what's waiting for us inside the school, but I can feel my excitement building. Yeah, it's a G-rated school event, but it should still be fun. It's our last big school event before graduation, and I intend to enjoy it.
Stephanie, Brittney, and Kayla are wearing their cheerleader uniforms. The high school cheer uniform screams school spirit. A green skirt trimmed with white, and a white sleeveless top with a green hart on the chest. The three girls have on cheer briefs, cheer socks, and cheer shoes. They have green and white ribbons in their hair, only leaving out the pompoms.
"What time is it?" Dan wonders.
"Too much work to check your phone?" Hazel teases.
"It's just after 8:00PM, Dan," Marcia tells him.
The sun is just starting to set, and the lock-in officially begins at 9:00PM. We won't be able to leave until Saturday at 7:00AM. I hope it's fun and the teachers let us actually enjoy ourselves. Standing on my toes, I'm able to see that people are heading through the doors.
"They're letting people in, let's go!" I order as I take the lead, dragging Josh by the hand.
The ten of us move forward as one big group, heading straight for the door. Most students are dressed in casual clothes, but I spot the occasional cheerleader. The football players are wearing their uniforms, too. Minus the padding, of course. Sadly, the players who beat up David can't attend, neither can David himself. That dick-less loser Keith is still in jail where he belongs.
Most people are carrying yearbooks, and I can see small groups forming for signing. We finally enter the school, and I quickly notice a bunch of tables with various items. There are small pieces of furniture, gift baskets, a laundry basket, a lap desk, a fleece blanket, and numerous other things. All of which seem to be geared toward dorm life.
"It's a raffle!" Kayla declares, a big grin on her face.
"Do we have to buy tickets?" Ian wonders, looking crestfallen.
"No, not at all!" Mrs. Beam jumps in, waving us over from a nearby table.
Students slowly move out of our way as we make our way to the center table Mrs. Beam is sitting behind. She has several large wheels of red raffle tickets. A few students are splitting theirs so they can keep one half as proof they have the winning ticket.
"What do we have to do, Mrs. Beam?" Marcia asks politely.
"Everyone gets twenty-five tickets," Mrs. Beam explains. "Just rip them in half so that each half has the same number on it. Keep one set, and then you can put the other set in whichever baskets you want. We'll draw winners at 6:00AM. That's it!"
"It's free? Great!" I grin, rushing toward the front.
The middle-aged math teacher gives each of us twenty-five tickets so we can participate in the raffle. I place the halves I need to keep in my purse before we start walking around the room. I notice now that each item has a basket in front of it for tickets. There's more than just dorm supplies; there are gift cards and cash we can win as well.
I dump most of my tickets into the money baskets, while a full five tickets go into the basket for the weighted blanket. It looks so warm and cozy! Marcia is clearly interested in the fluffy bedroom rug while Hazel copies me and goes for the money. Probably for the baby. Oops. Yeah, Hazel should win it. Ian's strategy is to put only one ticket in each basket. There are more than twenty-five prizes, but he's able to get a chance at most of them.
"Where to now?" Lexi wonders, looking around curiously.
"We could check out the gym? Maybe they'll have something fun in there," Brittney suggests.



"Or the cafeteria," Hazel shrugs.
"Maybe we should split up for now?" I reason. "The lock-in hasn't even officially started yet. I'm sure we can all get into more trouble in smaller groups."
"Works for me," Kayla grins, grabbing Stephanie and Ian by the hand. "Let's go cause trouble!"
Brittney leaves next, walking off on her own in a random direction. Marcia leaves as well, looking cute in her light blue floral wrap skirt and white top. Lexi, Hazel, and Dan head in the same direction, and it looks like they plan to stay in a group.
"What do you want to do?" Josh asks me.
"How about we just explore and see what they have for us?" I suggest.
"Sounds good," my boyfriend agrees.
Josh and I walk down a random hallway holding hands. The lights are all on and the hallway is decorated with streamers and a few balloons. A large sign is hanging over a classroom door announcing that there is someone inside drawing caricatures.
"Oh!" I exclaim, leading Josh toward the door. "Baby, let's get one of us!"
"Okay!" Josh laughs as I pull him inside.
We're early, so there's no line at all. The artist sits us down and he immediately starts drawing Josh and me. The guy works fast, and we end up with three pictures. One of Josh, one of me, and one of the two of us together. Josh lets me keep the one of both of us, and I give him the one of me. We have small bodies and large heads with exaggerated features.
"He didn't emphasize my big tits," I observe, looking at the picture of both of us.
"He probably didn't want to get in trouble," Josh shrugs. "You look beautiful."
"Why would he get in trouble? I'm eighteen!" I point out. "I can whip out my tits, put them all over the internet, charge people to see them."
"That guy was hired to come in for the night, he can't cause trouble with us," he explains. "And I feel lucky that you don't charge me to see."
"You are very lucky," I husk, leaning over to playfully nibble on his ear. "You have a hot blonde girlfriend with big boobs who loves taking it in all her holes."
"Ashley!" Josh gasps, looking around in a panic. There are a few people around, but no one close enough to hear.
"Oh, relax," I giggle. "No one heard."
"I guess you're right," he sighs.
Further down the hall is a classroom with a fortune teller. I'm apparently going to have three kids and excel in my chosen field. Josh has a uniform in his future. I love a man in uniform, so I'm okay with it! Of course, I have to be realistic; we probably won't last forever. Most high school romances don't. Josh is so mature, acknowledging reality and agreeing to let us have fun. I need to learn to be less jealous; he most likely will never be my husband, so it's okay for him to stick it in another girl once in awhile.
"Baby?" I ask softly as we walk down the hall.
"Yeah?" Josh inquires, turning to face me as we stop in front of a row of lockers.
"Are you really not jealous at all?" I wonder, biting my lower lip nervously. "Another guy stuck his dick in me, he came inside me. That doesn't bother you?"
"Do you think it should bother me?" he counters, looking at me with his dreamy blue eyes.
"I don't know!" I exclaim as I grab my head in both hands in frustration. "I get jealous, and I'm supposed to be the confident one! You're the shy, inexperienced one. Why am I jealous when you're not?"
"I can't tell you why you're jealous. Those are your feelings, and I'm happy to try talking them out with you," Josh begins carefully, surprising me again with his maturity. "My first instinct is to be jealous. You're the first girl to ever kiss me. You're my first girlfriend, my first everything. Even if we drift apart, you'll be special to me for the rest of my life, Ashley."
"Aw, Josh!" I gush, wrapping my hands around his neck and softly kissing his lips.
"You're special, Ashley," he repeats, resting his hands on my waist. "I'd love to plan for the future, but I have to be realistic. And even if I end up being the luckiest guy in the world and we do last, what we have will be so much more than sex. Sex is just physical.
"Don't get me wrong, sex is amazing. With you, it's just unbelievable. I know I don't really have anyone to compare you to, but wow! You're gorgeous, you're sexy, you're confident. The sex is just mind blowing. Uh, what was I saying?"
"Just some romantic crap about us having more than sex," I giggle teasingly while pecking his lips.
"Right, that!" Josh blushes slightly. "I can't imagine anyone being better than you, but I do believe sex can just be for fun. We're young, and if we did end up together, I wouldn't want you to think you missed out on a college life because of me. And it doesn't hurt that you won't fall for Dan's crap. He just leaves women."
"I'm so lucky," I grin as I kiss him again. "I get a thoughtful, loving boyfriend who is happy to let me go wild and have fun."
"I'm the lucky one," he whispers sincerely.
"By the way, Dan isn't so bad," I feel compelled to add. "He's working things out. Hazel helped straighten him out, and he really regrets how he acted with Kayla."
"Well, you're my girlfriend. Not his," Josh smiles, kissing me. "You're not really worried about Marcia, are you? She's my friend, but that's it."
"We had a Slut-sisters meeting about it," I begin, "and I think we're okay. What happened earlier made me think of Bermuda. I freaked out. It's my problem, not yours."
"What happened in Bermuda?" he asks, holding my hips closely as he pulls me closer.
"There was this guy in the house beside ours," I wince, looking at him with a guilty expression. "I thought he was really hot, and I wanted him to fuck me the second I saw him. He ended up in bed with Marcia."
"Oh, wow," Josh mumbles, his eyes wide.
"Yeah, there have had problems between us in the past," I admit. "Marcia was upset when I had sex with you after she kissed Shawn. She felt that I was stealing her moment, outdoing her."
"She's so quiet and you're so outgoing, it makes sense that you butt heads occasionally," he reasons, kissing me yet again.
"It's been this way ever since we were kids," I explain. "During sleepovers, Marcia would say we should go to bed because it was getting late. I wanted to sneak into Steven's room and prank him with shaving cream."
"How did that work out?" Josh wonders, laughing lightly.
"I let Marcia think she won," I answer with a shrug. "Then when she fell asleep I put her underwear in the freezer."
"What? Why?" he frowns in confusion.
"Oh, it's a prank I found online," I tell my boyfriend. "I soaked her underwear and left it in the freezer overnight. In the morning she had to choose between going commando or wearing ice cold panties."
"I bet she was upset," Josh replies, giving me another kiss as my large breasts press against his chest.
"She was," I sigh sadly. "She never did prank me back. She let me get away with a lot of shit. At the sleepover for her eighteenth birthday, I wrote 'I suck cock' on her forehead in lipstick with an arrow pointing to her mouth."
"Ashley!" he exclaims. "That's bullying. As someone who was bullied, that wasn't okay."
"I know, I know!" I wince. "Some of the football players made your life a nightmare, and I hate them for it. Most of them are good guys, but I know there were a few assholes. And I'm an asshole, too."
"No, you're not," Josh insists, resting his forehead against mine. "You just made a mistake."
"It wasn't just me," I add. "Hazel and Kayla had a few prank wars when we were growing up. And Kayla's the nicest girl ever! Yet that didn't stop her from swiping Hazel's phone and adding an alarm for 3:30AM. Hazel was pissed, since that was around when she fell asleep."
"Ouch," he laughs lightly. "I guess the key is to keep the pranks from getting out of hand. Friendly teasing is fine, but writing something like that on Marcia? She must have been embarrassed."
"It was only us who saw it," I point out.
"I guess that's not as bad as I thought," Josh replies. "I guess I'm just too sensitive. Some people were really horrible to me. Shawn and Ian were all I had."
"You have us now, too," I assure him in a firm voice. "We all care about you."
"Thank you," he whispers. "Do you think you can try and be a little nicer to Marcia? Even if we don't last forever, I know the Slut-sisters will."
"I'll do my best," I grin. "You're so sweet and caring. And devoted. You won't leave me for someone else. You know what? Those losers who gave you shit would be very jealous if they knew about your sex life. Because I'm gonna let you stick it in another girl. Oh, maybe Kayla! She's hot, and she knows how to handle a dick."
"You don't have to do that," Josh counters. "Kayla's really pretty, but you're all I need."
"You can share me, I can get past my jealousy," I assure him. "We're good. Really, we're good. Hm, in fact, I'm getting really turned on right now. How about you and I find an empty classroom where I can make you feel like a man?"
~Steven~
Friday June 29, 2018
"I love ice cream!" Megan declares as she pops another spoonful into her mouth.
"As long as it's chocolate," I add, putting more ice cream onto my spoon.
The two of us keep talking as we eat in the back of the town car. The privacy window is up, and we're enjoying our ice cream desserts. I tell her about raising Kayla and she fills me in on being forced to go to public events with her rich father. Megan certainly loves the idea of being rich and powerful, but she isn't a fan of the fake high society life.
"It's just so nice to talk to someone who's genuine," she says at one point. "Most people are either trying to kiss my ass or get me into bed."
"You must have friends from school?" I inquire. "Aren't you going to spend the summer in Europe with them?"
"I am," Megan admits while scraping the last of her ice cream from the bottom of the container. "They're so fake. Most of them, anyway. Talking about how much money their rich boy toys spent on them, or making fun of other girls behind their backs. Don't get me wrong, I know I can be ruthless, but it's just nice to have an honest conversation."
"I guess there actually are downsides to growing up rich," I smirk.
"I know, I know," she sighs. "Poor rich girl complaining about not having friends. I could just go buy some."
"I didn't mean to imply your problems weren't real, I'm sorry," I incline my head as I put both our empty ice cream containers into a bag.. "You don't have to worry about paying rent or where your next meal is coming from, but it must be tough not knowing who is really your friend."
"Exactly!" Megan exclaims, turning to face me. "Dad was thirty-two when I was born and already on wife number three. He taught me the importance of a prenup, and that you can't trust anyone."
"Ouch. That's a cold way to live," I observe.
"As cold as shutting everyone out because of your loss?" she looks at me sternly. "I do my homework."
"What makes you think I shut everyone out?" I frown.
"I just told you; I do my homework," Megan explains. "People find it tough saying 'no' to me. The only person you're close to is your daughter. You don't date. At all. There's a sadness in you, and after getting to know you, it makes me sad. I mean, have you even had sex in the last four years?"
"Well, no. I haven't," I reluctantly admit. "This is really personal, we barely know each other."
"Business is all about an equitable exchange, so how about I make up for prying?" she suggests, her blue-gray eyes staring at me intensely. "Ask me something personal."
"I'm not sure that's appropriate," I say carefully.
"Fuck being appropriate!" Megan exclaims. "Just ask!"
"Uh, okay then," I agree with a startled expression. "Why is your father so sure you'll get in trouble if you go out on your own?"
"Oh, good one!" she grins evilly. "What story do you want to hear? The time I tried ecstasy, blowing my driver, or anal sex with the captain of the debate team?"
"What! Really?" I'm shocked that such a sweet-looking girl is so dirty.
"No!" Megan laughs. "I'd never blow my driver. I did suck off our butler once though."
"Does that mean the rest is true?" I can't help but ask.
"Do you have any idea how persuasive the captain of the debate team can be? If he can be believed, we're still virgins," she fans herself as she clearly recalls a few passionate encounters. "Holy shit, he was good with oral... presentations."
"We probably shouldn't be talking about this," I state firmly. "I'm fifteen years older than you."
"So?" Megan challenges. "Dad is thirty-two years older than I am, but I guarantee he's luring at least two girls my age into his bed right now. The question is, why aren't you? You're rich, you're hot, you're charming; why aren't you sticking it in every slut who will spread her legs?"
"Because, I don't do that," I tell her, a film of tears coating my eyes. "Aria is my one and only. I've never even kissed anyone else. She was my date, my only date. My love."
"Fuck, she was one lucky lady," she gasps, eyes wide. "But, I'm sure she would want you to move on with your life. You're what, thirty-two? You're too young to be alone for the rest of your life."
"Thirty-three," I correct gently. "You're right, but it's just not easy."
"How about this? You go out with me," Megan suggests. "For Aria. No pressure, no need to kiss me, I'll even pay! We already ate, let's go dancing!"
"A date?" I frown. "Seriously?"
"Why not?" she shrugs. "I'm hot, you're hot, we're dressed up. Let's go have some fun!"
"I haven't had fun in a long time..." I trail off.
"Let's change that. Together," Megan smiles warmly.
"Okay. You're sweet, Megan," I say quietly.
"Nah, I'm just the kind of predator that likes to lure her prey into a false sense of security," she winks.
Theodore does want me to show Megan a good time, so if she wants to go dancing, why not? The idea of someone besides Aria being my dance partner is strange, but it's just dancing. It's just dancing. No pressure, no kissing. Definitely no sex.
Megan wants a club that is different from the ones her friends usually go to. We end up finding a nice jazz place nearby. The driver heads in that direction while Megan asks me if I have two left feet. I assure her that I can dance, thanks to Aria.
I spend the next two hours proving to Megan that I can dance. Fast or slow, tango or waltz, we work up quite the sweat. I'm hesitant to put my hands on her at first, but the first couple of drinks serve to loosen me up. Soon, I'm laughing and dancing passionately, just like Megan.
It has been a long, long time; I'm not used to having fun. Every time Megan is alone for two seconds, she's swarmed by potential suitors. As a result, she insists that I stay by her side to keep the wolves at bay. We each consume a couple more drinks, and Megan is getting a little too free with her hands.
"That was fun!" I laugh while we head back to the town car.
"Why, Steven, did you just admit to having a good time?" Megan teases, hip-checking me.
"See? I'm not cold!" I smirk as we approach the door being held open by the driver.
"It's your first date in four years, you were cold," she counters while sliding in to the car. "You're just starting to warm up."
"You've just met me, how can you know all this?" I wonder as I sit beside her. The driver closes the door, giving us privacy.
"I know people," Megan shrugs. "I can tell you're a genuine person, but you're also a sad person."
"And what about you?" I challenge. "Are you a sad person?"
Megan looks at me for at least thirty seconds without responding, giving the driver enough time to start the car. With the partition up, the two of us have complete privacy. We don't even bother to put our seat belts on as we stare at each other, both of us slightly tipsy, but not drunk.
"I guess I'm lonely," Megan finally admits. "I know I have a cold view of the world, but being ruthless is the only way I know to survive. That's why I'm having fun with you, I just know it's safe to let my guard down."
"An eighteen year old should be much more carefree," I sigh, hoping Kayla doesn't have to deal with this shit when she's eighteen.
"I'll be nineteen in November," she shrugs and giggles.
"You know what I meant!" I smirk, shaking my head.
"Yeah. Yeah, I know," Megan sighs. "It's tough. Friends want to use me, guys want me for a trophy."
"I'm sorry," I state sincerely as we drive down the street.
"It's so hard to find a good man. A good friend. A man I can trust. A man who's sexy as hell," she suddenly slides closer to me, looking into my eyes, her lips getting closer. "Please, Steven. Just... please."
"W-we shouldn't," I stammer. She's too young, she's the daughter of a powerful man, she's not Aria. "Aria..."
"Would want you to be happy," Megan insists, placing a hand on my thigh. The coldness in her eyes melts as she looks at me with longing. "Let's be happy."
"This is wrong," I state, my mouth dry.
"This is life," she whispers, her lips inches from mine. "And it's time you started living it again."
I have no more will to resist. I haven't touched a woman in four years, and I do feel a closeness with Megan, a natural spark. There's no more fight in me. No more struggle. We kiss. Gently at first, but it rapidly grows in passion and depth. Her lips are so soft, and feeling her body against mine is awakening something in me.
Megan's slight whimper provokes a primal groan of my own, our lust growing. I feel her hand on my bulge, and instead of resisting I reach out and cup her large breast from outside her black dress. Her tongue wrestling with mine and her fingers on my hardness drives me on; my hand is soon beneath her dress, and I palm a beautiful tit.
"Megan, we should stop," I gasp against her lips. My words sound weak when my hand continues holding a big boob.
"I think I know a way to help you relax," Megan giggles before pecking my lips.
I want to stop her. I should stop her. Fuck, she's zipping down my pants. I squeeze her bare breast as Megan extracts my cock from my suit pants. I briefly glance at the partition to confirm that the driver can't see. Then I look back to Megan as she gives me a quick smirk before lowering her head.
"Holy shit!" I hiss as I feel a warm mouth around me.
"Fuck, this is a great cock," Megan pulls off me to say before going back down.
Megan curls up on the seat, forcing me to remove my hand from her dress. Cupping my balls with one hand, the raven-haired beauty starts bobbing her head on me. I don't resist. I know I should, and I feel so much guilt. Yet, I also feel so much pleasure. It's been so long, her mouth feels so good on me, so warm, so wet.
Resting one hand on her head and the other on her back, I lean my head against the seat and let out a breath. I notice every bump in the road as the minutes pass, the back of the town car filling with soft moans and light slurping noises. Megan's hair is entwined in my fingers as her head moves up and down in my lap.
Fingernails lightly scratch my balls, and I can feel my release approaching. Megan's tongue is constantly in motion, bathing my shaft in saliva. Her lips form a tight seal around my thickness, and she's sucking hard on me, drawing out my orgasm.
"I'm gonna cum!" I announce, my fingers tightening in her hair as my other hand caresses her bare back.
Megan moans loudly around the dick in her mouth, bobbing her head faster as she sucks harder. It happens. For the first time in four years, it happens. I buck my hips, exploding into a woman's sucking mouth. Megan groans in pleasure, her body squirming as her mouth fills with semen. I feel her throat contract as she swallows, the pleasure causing me to fire another rope into her mouth.
"How was that, babe?" she asks, smiling up at me while gripping my shaft.



"So good," I gasp weakly. "I, ah, we shouldn't have..."
"But we did," Megan replies, licking her lips to catch the last few drops of cum. "And you're not just gonna nut in my mouth without getting me off? Are you really so cruel?"
"No, no! Of course not," I quickly insist. "I always return the favor, it's just, you're so young, and Aria, I should have stopped you."
"Oh, shut up," she giggles, sitting up and pecking my lips. "Put your dick away, I need to talk to the driver."
"O-okay," I stammer, fixing my clothes before Megan taps on the partition.
"Take us to Steven's mansion," Megan orders. "Then you're off for the night. I'm staying there."
"Yes, ma'am," the driver nods.
The partition is raised again as Megan takes a few sips of water. She then grabs me by the back of the head and shoves her tongue in my mouth. We kiss and grope each other for the rest of the car ride. I even find my hand between her legs, lightly fingering her as she moans. Her pussy is soaking wet, and I can feel her tight tunnel clamping down on my thrusting fingers.
When the town car slows to a stop, I reluctantly pull my hand out of her crotch and break our kiss. Megan is panting heavily, and I can tell from her flushed face that she is as turned on as I am. She has me. My resistance is completely broken, and we both rush to get out of the car.
To my surprise, Megan keeps an overnight bag in the trunk. The girl really stays on top of things! I don't even bother to see if the town car is leaving, I just rush Megan inside. We're kissing passionately as we stumble through the hallways until we finally reach the master bedroom.
Not just my bedroom; it's mine and Aria's. I see my wife's beautiful face as Megan and I start tugging at each other's clothes. I'm almost able to stop things, but my hands are soon full with Megan's large breasts, and I find lust once again in control.
I bury my face in her tits, kissing the beautiful mounds while she yanks down my pants. We fall into bed naked, and I find my head between her thighs. Megan moans loudly, her hands in my hair as she writhes in bed while enjoying my oral ministrations.
Megan cries out her third orgasm, holding my head to her crotch as I suck on her clit. She then begs me to be inside her, her pleas wild in intensity as she grabs my shoulders and urges me to get on top of her. My fingers push all the way inside her, my tongue bringing her off a fourth time as she screams her desire for my cock.
I'm so blinded by lust I don't even think, I just act. Next thing I know, I'm on top of Megan, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy. The second pussy of my life. She's so tight, so warm, so wet for me. Megan grips my biceps as she winces slightly, looking up at me with her blue-gray eyes.
"Go slow," she requests quietly. "You're really big."
"Okay," I nod rapidly.
My thrusts are slow and gentle as I look right into Megan's eyes. I can feel her fingernails digging into my biceps as she gasps and pants. Her earlier words ring in my ears, and I wonder if it's true; I wonder if I'm the first man to enter this wet tunnel of love.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Megan chants, her passion growing, her hips rolling to meet my thrusts.
Twice Megan's face tightens, her back arching as she squeaks out the most adorable orgasms. I can feel her vaginal muscles clamp down on me, massaging me, making my entire cock throb. She feels so good, and I am fully lost in the moment.
I continue pumping Megan's pussy, my balls slapping against her butt each time I fill her with my entire length. My hands are planted on either side of her, and my fingers clench the blanket. I can barely see her bouncing breasts, since my gaze is fully trained on her flawless face as the minutes pass.
"Megan, I'm gonna cum!" I warn, the speed of my movements increasing.
"Do it!" Megan hisses through clenched teeth. "Cum inside me!"
"Condom!" I grunt out in protest, unable to stop thrusting, my balls boiling over as my breath catches in my chest.
"I've got it covered, it's fine," she tells me, her legs wrapping around me to draw me inside. "Do it. Cum!"
I thrust a half dozen more times before finally slamming myself up her twat and exploding. My lips are by her ear, my chest squishing her breasts as I grunt out my release. I can feel Megan's exquisitely tight tunnel constricting around me as she cums as well. Our orgasms enhance each other's; my warm semen making her orgasm, her clenching vaginal muscles increasing and extending my pleasure.
Megan snuggles up to me, her bare breasts pressed against my chest as she coos happily. I'm laying on my back, lost in thought. Aria. What am I doing? I'm laying in our bed with a naked woman. I can't ask her to leave, but I feel so uncomfortable. I feel even worse when I realize that Megan is clearly content to fall asleep in my arms. It is quite awhile longer before I drift off as well.
Present Day -- Friday June 20, 2025
"Are you okay?" Nicole asks before taking a sip of her wine.
"Yeah, sorry," I smile softly. "I shouldn't be thinking about anyone but you tonight."
"Your baby girl is all grown up, I understand," she giggles.
"It's not just Kayla," I admit with a sigh. "I was thinking about Aria. When she and I married, I had no doubts that she would be my one and only forever. Now? Well, there have been quite a few more."
"Poor, Steven!" Nicole pouts teasingly. "Drowning in pussy, whatever will he do?"
"Yeah, yeah," I shake my head. "I get it, I shouldn't complain. I just wonder if Aria would judge me for my behavior."
"Did the two of you ever discuss a threesome?" the redhead wonders.
"Not seriously, no," I answer carefully. "There were a few comments here and there, but nothing ever came of it. Aria had no interest in playing with a girl, she was definitely a cock girl."
"I can't blame her for loving cock, but pussy is amazing, too," Nicole smirks. "Do you mind if I ask about the first woman after Aria passed?"
"Aria had been gone for almost four years, and Kayla was graduating elementary school. It was Megan," I admit in a soft voice. "Megan Bauer."
"Megan Bauer? The heiress?!" she gasps, her eyes wide. "What the fuck!"
"Shh, will you keep your voice down?" I ask, looking around to make sure no one nearby is listening. "And yes, that Megan Bauer. You remember Bauer International Holdings buying out an entire office building and opening a branch here? Well, his grandfather served in world war two with my great-grandfather. He met with me to learn more about local big shots. Long story short, he asked me to keep his daughter out of trouble."
"Sounds like you failed," Nicole comments.
"Kayla was with Aria's parents, so I had one wild weekend with Megan," I explain. "I never saw her again, but her crazy summer in Europe definitely made the tabloids."
"Right. I remember," she nods slowly. "The leaked nudes, that crazy sex tape."
"At least her father didn't blame me for that one," I snort.
"It seems like Megan has calmed down," Nicole points out. "She isn't on the news half-naked anymore, and she's helping her father run the company. I read a lot of business and finance articles, she's appeared in a few of them."
"Yeah, true," I agree. "Megan and Theodore spend most of their time in New York. Even when they did visit their California branch, they never reached out to me again."
"And there were others after Megan?" she wonders. "Before Lexi, I mean."
"A few, yeah," I confirm. "Not many, but a few."
Nicole and I keep talking as our salads are brought out. I mention a few of the other women after Megan, and my girlfriend tells me about a few drunken blowjobs outside of bars. The redhead knows that I'm feeling melancholy, and she does her best to cheer me up.
"I'm sure Aria won't judge you for the night of wild sex we'll be having," Nicole winks cutely.
"I hope you're right," I sigh while setting aside my empty salad bowl. "Wild sex, multiple partners, Kayla..."
"Aria knows you are full of love. For her, for others. She doesn't think less of you for the way you express it," she insists.
"You didn't even know her." I point out.
"No, but I know you, and I know Kayla," Nicole reasons. "My advice? Stop worrying. No one knows the future, and we can't know Aria's thoughts on the present. All you can do is be the best man you can be."
"Two girlfriends, who are sisters. A baby on the way with a high school student," I list sadly. "Am I an idiot? I understand the girls not thinking so much about the future, they're only eighteen. They have full lives ahead of them. Am I going to hurt people?"
"Of course you are," she answers simply. "Pain is a part of life. Maybe things won't work out, we don't know. Let's just do our best. We love each other, how about we enjoy that tonight?"
"I think I can manage that," I agree, smiling at Nicole.
Our waiter soon brings out two delicious meals, setting them in front of us. My steak is cooked perfectly, and Nicole talks about how well her chicken is seasoned. I offer her a bite of my steak, and it's so cute how she leans forward to bite the small piece off of my fork.
After dinner, the two of us split an ice cream sundae. We take turns feeding each other, giggling as we enjoy our time together. Nicole is so beautiful, so understanding. We both love finance and numbers, we get along so well. In some ways, better than I get along with Lexi. I can only be married to one person, and I find myself wondering what the future holds.
The thought of getting married again is terrifying. Aria is my wife. My one and only. Giving another woman that title seems truly insane to me. It also can't be too soon; I'm way too old to rush into anything. I'm going to be a father again, and I won't be married to the mother. Maybe I never will be. I don't know. My life really is crazy now. In some ways it starts with Lexi, in other ways it starts with Megan. With that wild weekend.
~Marcia~
I walk down the familiar hallways, passing familiar faces, possibly for the last time. I really can't believe I'm about to be a high school graduate. I'm nervous. I work so hard, yet college is going to be even harder. I'm scared. I'm scared I can't handle it. What if I fail? There are no more safety nets.
As I walk, a few people nod to me in recognition, a couple of guys check me out. A few girls are heading into a classroom where two people are creating henna tattoos. I just walk right by, lost in thought. I accidentally collide with a guy, and quickly mumble an apology before realizing who it is.
"Oh, hi Shawn," I stammer.
"Marcia. How's it going?" he inquires.
"Fine. You?" I ask as I look up into his handsome face.
"Not bad," Shawn answers. "Why are you wandering around by yourself?"
"I could ask you the same thing," I point out with a small smile.
"Ian and Josh are off with their girlfriends, so I don't have anyone else to hang out with," he explains with a shrug.
"Well, you have me," I say. "Wanna check out some of the activities they have for us?"
"Sure, okay," Shawn agrees, looking slightly uncomfortable.
I'm still sad that Shawn and I can't be together. I feel a connection with him, and I do want him. I want to be his first. I want to see the look in his eyes when he first feels a tight, wet pussy around his cock. Fuck! Now I'm sad and horny.
Shawn is silent as the two of us search for something to do. For two people who are supposedly friends, we really suck at communicating. The first room we find together has nail artists who are painting nails. I tease Shawn, suggesting we get little hearts on his fingernails. The joking helps with the awkwardness.
"Oh, look!" I exclaim, grabbing Shawn's arm and pointing down the hall. "A photo booth! Let's take some pictures!"
"Isn't that a thing couples do?" Shawn asks, looking reluctant.
"Don't be a baby, we're friends!" I insist, dragging him toward the photo booth.
I urge Shawn in first before slipping in beside him. Then I draw the black curtain, shutting us in the booth. The touch screen menu is easy to navigate, and we're soon ready to take pictures. Shawn is sitting awkwardly beside me, unwilling to get any closer. It looks like shy, quiet Marcia has to take charge!
Kissing his cheek will probably just make him withdraw even more, so I instead lean forward and playfully lick his cheek. Shawn gasps and looks at me with shock as he wipes my saliva off his face. I give him an innocent grin, shrugging my shoulders.
Shawn moves closer to me, and I feel his arm around me. I smile at first, then realize he isn't being sweet; he's holding two fingers above my head to give me bunny ears! I playfully punch his shoulder and he laughs. Then he finally does wrap an arm around me, squeezing my upper arm as we smile for the camera.
The two of us are soon giggling like crazy as we continue taking pictures. Shawn and I compete to see who can make the silliest face: we stick out our tongues, we contort our expressions as ridiculously as possible, and we use our fingertips to stretch our mouths. We're so close, our hips are touching, and he keeps his arm around me as we pose.
"That was fun!" he laughs as we exit the photo booth.
"See? We can be friends," I tell him with a smile.
"I'm glad," he nods before grabbing the photos. "Do you want them?"
"How about we split them?" I suggest.
Shawn and I go through the pictures, taking turns picking the ones we want. There's a tense moment when Shawn holds up a picture of me with my fingertips stretching my mouth while my nostrils flare. He jokes that he'll save the photo to show my boyfriend as a way to embarrass me. I blush slightly and we both fall briefly silent.
I place my photos into my purse before grabbing a soda with Shawn. Sitting down, we exchange yearbooks so we can each write something. Shawn closes my yearbook and hands it to me so he can run to the bathroom. I notice a small blush on his face before he turns around and walks down the hall.
I can't wait. I need to see what's in my yearbook. Opening my yearbook, I quickly find the right page. There's a short paragraph talking about how special I am to him, and how he hopes that we'll always be in each other's lives. Shawn goes on to talk about how he wishes to be able to deal with me sleeping with the girls, but he can't. It hurts him every day, because he feels like he can fall in love with me if he allows me into his heart.
Wiping the tears from my eyes, I return to Shawn's yearbook so I can finish my message to him. I simply write that I will always be his friend, no matter what. Setting down both yearbooks, I pull out my phone so I can text the Sluts. It seems like everyone is having a great time so far.
"Ready?" Shawn asks, rejoining me.
"Yeah, I'm ready," I confirm, handing over his yearbook.
The two of us walk down the halls as students pass by us, going into various classrooms for the different activities. Eventually, we notice a large amount of people going into the assembly hall. Shawn and I head inside to find Patrick Graham, the Dean of Students, preparing to run a game show.
It looks like the Dean plans to run multiple game shows all night long. The one that's about to start is perfect for us; a standard trivia game where teams of two buzz in to answer questions. There are students sitting down to observe, and several podiums are set up on the stage. Shawn and I sign up to be the final team.
The questions start off simple, basic trivia about the country, about history. There are a few science questions as well, and Shawn is able to react quickly, buzzing in to answer most of them. We get a couple of grammar questions, which are hard to visualize without any text in front of us, but we still do better than most.
Our only real competition is the team made up of Katie Ehrlich and Jennifer Rhodes. Why the class Valedictorian is on a team with an airhead like Jennifer, I have no idea. Jennifer's only job seems to be to buzz in so that Katie can answer questions.
Unfortunately, the strategy seems to be working. The two blondes are doing very well. A couple of guys seem more interested in watching Jennifer bounce around in her cheer uniform than actually participating. I, however, intend to work together with Shawn to defeat Katie.
We fail. Jennifer reacts quickly, and Katie answers question after question, as if she knows all these facts off the top of her head. It's close, but Shawn and I come in second place. Katie and Jennifer win the game, while a cheerleader team made up of Mira Suzuki and Anika Patel finish in third.
All six of us are given prizes. I'm not sure what the others get, but Shawn and I receive a bunch of school supplies for college: notebooks, a day planner, pens, pencils, highlighters. Fortunately, we each get a reusable bag with the school mascot on it to carry everything.
Our group of six make our way out of the assembly hall: the three cheerleaders, the Valedictorian, Shawn, and I. Shawn is a little subdued while surrounded by five gorgeous ladies, but he's still a naturally outgoing person. Much more outgoing than I am.
Jennifer suggests we find a place to sign each other's yearbooks. Everyone else agrees, and we end up sitting at a table in the cafeteria to exchange signatures. The cafeteria has food and drinks, as well as a few tables set up with games. A few people are playing cards, others have board games.
Camila Rodriguez soon joins us with Noah Heath. Camila is a gorgeous girl of Mexican descent with dark hair and eyes. She's wearing jean shorts and a tight top that accentuates her average-sized breasts. Noah is slightly on the short size with an average build. He has brown hair, green eyes, and the hair poking out of the top of his shirt indicates he has a very hairy chest.
The eight of us pass our yearbooks around, signing them and chatting as we enjoy free refreshments. Camila and Noah are still flirting heavily, and from what I can tell, they're still waiting to seal the deal. It doesn't seem like it'll be much longer, though!
Three guys soon walk into the cafeteria, laughing as they talk in hushed whispers. Kevin Miller, the football player who throws a lot of parties. He's with another football player, Billy Fisher. I remember Billy; hearing about Ashley blowing him in the janitor's closet. Between the two football players is Ron Wilson. He isn't on the football team, but he's friendly with them. Ron is also the first guy to have sex with me. I remember it well; I remember blowing him at the amusement park.
Kevin, Billy, and Ron sit at our table, about ten feet down from us. They start talking about something Ron is holding, then they look around. Lustful gazes fall on the three gorgeous cheerleaders, on the sexy Valedictorian, and even on me, quiet Marcia.
"Hey, ladies!" Kevin declares when the three of them approach us. "Noah. And, ah, Shawn?"
"Yeah, Shawn," Shawn replies, nodding toward them.
"Hi, guys!" Mira exclaims, the petite Asian beauty full of energy as usual.
"You look nice, Marcia," Ron adds, smiling at me.
"Thanks, you too," I say politely.
"Anyway, guess what?" Billy speaks up excitedly. "Ron managed to get his hands on keys to the pool!"
"How'd you do that?" Katie asks with a frown.
"One of the janitors owed me a favor," Ron shrugs.
"For what exactly?" Anika inquires suspiciously.
"Uh, not important," Ron quickly responds. "Anyway, want to join us for a swim?"
"We don't have bathing suits," Noah protests.
"That's the idea, dumbass," Kevin snorts. "Don't ruin it."
"I don't think-" I begin quietly.
"I'm in!" Mira interrupts, bouncing in her seat. "What do you think, Anika?"
"I'll do it if you will," Anika shrugs, agreeing with her best friend.
"If I agree, will you only be looking at me, Noah?" Camilla asks, running her fingers along Noah's arm.



"Who else would I look at?" he counters with feigned ignorance.
"Aw!" Katie giggles, clapping her hands. "I'm not missing all the cuteness, I'm in!"
"And I wanna see the good girl strip down!" Jennifer readily agrees.
"Shawn? Marcia? You in?" Kevin asks, a big grin on his face.
"Oh, definitely not," Ron laughs. "Marcia would never do anything so bold!"
"That's true, she's such a good girl," Jennifer adds, giving me a condescending smile.
"We're in," Shawn states. "You'd be surprised at what Marcia can do. She's amazing."
"That so, Marcia?" Ron asks with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes. Yes, it is," I nod. I can do this. Ron is about to be proven very wrong about me!
There are eleven of us; five guys and six girls. Jennifer, Mira, and Anika are wearing their cheer uniforms, Katie has a sundress on, and Camila is in jean shorts and a yellow shirt. I'm still wearing my floral wrap skirt and a white square-necked top. Kevin and Billy are in their football uniforms, while the other three guys wear t-shirts and shorts.
Unfortunately, the pool is right next to the gymnasium. The gym has a lot of activity, since it is the perfect place to set up activities for the lock-in. The good news is that there's really only one main door to the pool. There are two other doors that lead to the locker rooms, but no one should be there. There's also the stairway that leads to the second floor. That room has a clear glass wall that looks into the pool, and the room is where all the workout equipment is kept.
Once we're inside the large room with the full-size pool, we shut the door, leaving us in semi-darkness. There are a few maintenance lights, as well as the light from the glowing exit sign. It's not much, but I can still make out everyone. Turning on the lights will be too big a risk. I'm thankful, because I'm not sure I'm comfortable with stripping down in front of everyone.
Ron, Kevin, and Billy take the initiative to remove the cover off the pool while Noah uses his phone light to help them see clearly. The water is beautiful, and the cover is soon fully off, granting us access to the pool. I can't delay any longer, it's time to strip down and go skinny dipping.
"Now, I don't want you girls to get carried away when you see my, ah, equipment," Kevin says to break the tension.
"We'll try to control ourselves," Katie replies with a snort.
I can do this. There are eleven people here, so I won't be the center of attention. It's kind of dark, and sure, I can tell who each person is, and I can sort of make out details, but it's still not easy. Besides, I'm just plain Marcia, the guys will be much more interested in checking out hot girls like Katie Ehrlich and Camila Rodriguez.
I'm not sure who starts it, but soon everyone is taking off their clothes. Reaching down, I slowly remove my sandals, setting them down beside my purse and reusable bag. The guys are already taking off their shirts, and I don't want to be the last one undressing! I do notice that my earlier observation is correct; Noah is very hairy.
I can tell Camila and Noah are getting naked while glancing at each other. They're far enough from me that it's tough to see details, but they're clearly admiring each other. It's cute! I glance at Shawn, and I can make out his bare chest, causing my pussy to flood with moisture.
Katie Ehrlich peels off her sundress and steps out of it, looking incredibly sexy in her mismatching bra and panties; I guess getting naked isn't in her original plan! Mira and Anika are both stripping out of their cheer uniforms with zero hesitation. Mira has small, cute boobs, even smaller than Lexi and Hazel. The petite Asian girl is probably an A-cup. Anika is about my height, and I'm treated to the sight of her naked ass when she bends forward to drop her panties. Anika is of Indian descent, and she has a lovely, exotic look.
This isn't my first time seeing Ron naked, not even close. I can see him admiring my body once I'm down to my bra and panties. I remember Ron making love to me. He's a sweet guy, we just can't make it work. From the look he's giving me, he's at least considering trying again. Well, trying out my body again, at least.
Billy and Kevin have really nice bodies, both football players in excellent shape thanks to their workouts. Jennifer is fully nude; a slim blonde with green eyes. Her breasts are quite large, not as big as Ashley's, but definitely larger than Kayla's or mine.
My eyes land on Shawn. He's standing in just his boxer briefs, looking around nervously. He's hard. Fully hard. I can't blame him. There are now ten titties on display, with only mine still covered. Katie is incredibly gorgeous, and I find myself feeling very jealous of the Jewish girl. She's smart, confident, sexy. Three things I'm not. I'm just Marcia.
Letting out a nervous breath, I gather my courage before reaching behind my back to unhook my bra. Then I shrug my shoulders forward, allowing the bra to fall off my chest, exposing my breasts. Shawn gasps, and I can't help but blush. I'm still attracted to Shawn, and I'm glad he likes what he sees.
Before I can drop my panties, I glance around and am shocked by what I see. The other guys are all looking at me with lust. Noah is even ignoring Camila to gawk at my nearly-nude body. I doubt he can even see me that clearly! Maybe I'm more attractive than I think?
Either way, I am the last one still covered. The same panties I get to keep on at Kayla's have to come off now. I don't give myself time to chicken out, I just shove my panties down to my feet and step out of them. Using my foot, I push the fabric over to my pile of clothes.
"Five hard dicks? Nice!" Jennifer declares, giggling cutely.
"With you lovely ladies here, how could we not be?" Kevin asks with a confident voice. Billy and Ron seem comfortable as well, while Shawn and Noah nervously turn sideways.
"Don't tease them!" Camila laughs, her boobs jiggling slightly.
"If it makes you guys feel any better, I'm sure every pussy is just as wet as mine!" Katie announces.
"I like where this is going," Billy laughs. "Hey, Marcia? Where's Ashley? She should stop by and join us!"
"Seriously? How many titties do you need?" Anika asks with an eye roll.
"All of them," Ron answers simply.
"Yeah, that sounds right," Kevin agrees. "There's no such thing as too many titties."
"Okay, enough gawking!" Mira says. "I'm going swimming!"
With zero hesitation, the energetic cheerleader runs toward the pool. Her cute butt is harder and harder to see as the semi-darkness claims her. She jumps, landing in the water with a loud splash. Then Mira starts giggling, and we can hear her splashing around in the water.
"Okay, then, let's do this!" Anika giggles, following her best friend.
"Two naked cheerleaders splashing around in the water? I'm in!" Kevin declares, his junk flopping around as he starts running.
"No running in the pool area!" Katie shouts, making fun of the gym teacher as she follows.
The rest of our group makes our way to the pool. One after another, we jump in. I take Shawn's hand as we step off the edge and fall into the water together. I feel the cold water against my skin, and quickly submerge my head so that my entire body can get used to the temperature.
Breaching the surface, I spit out some water while feeling my raven hair wet against my scalp. The cold water is making my nipples hard and I'm treading water so I can keep my head above the surface without leaving the deep end of the Olympic size swimming pool. Shawn is a few feet away from me, also treading water.
Girls are giggling and guys are cheering. I can hear splashing in the distance, and it seems like everyone is heading for the shallow end. I'm able to tell people apart, but not see too many details. I can see Jennifer's large breasts bobbing on the surface of the water, and I notice that Noah is hairy all over, not just on his chest.
"Are you okay?" Shawn asks me quietly.
"Are you?" I counter with a smirk. "I'm guessing you didn't imagine seeing your first naked girl this way. Or should I say your first six naked girls?"
"I only noticed you," he replies with sincerity.
"Shawn, you're making me blush," I giggle nervously. "I'm surprised you're willing to do this."
"I didn't like how Ron suggested you were too shy. You're amazing, Marcia," Shawn whispers, his voice hard to hear over the antics of the others. "High school is over, I thought I should do at least one wild thing. Who better to do that with than you?"
My heart melts. I have to resist the urge to throw my arms around Shawn and kiss him with all the passion I can muster. We're close enough that I can make out his features; he's so handsome. My breasts are on full display, yet he is looking right into my eyes with a smile on his face.
"What are you two doing over there?" Jennifer calls out.
"We're gonna play Marco Polo, come on!" Kevin calls out.
"Maybe they're too busy playing hide the salami," Katie giggles.
"Marcia? Yeah, right," Ron snorts.
"Stop being an asshole," Mira snaps. "Or no more titties for you."
"Fine, fine, sorry!" Ron exclaims.
"Okay, let's play." Shawn says, swimming toward the shallow end with me following.
"Everyone know the rules?" Kevin asks when the eleven of us are gathered.
"One person closes their eyes and shouts 'Marco' really loudly," Katie explains. "The other players all respond with 'Polo' and the person who is 'it' tries to catch someone. Whoever they catch is 'it' next."
"You can also say 'fish out of water' if someone gets out of the pool, and they are out," Anika adds.
"I always thought calling someone 'it' made no sense," Anika says thoughtfully.
"Well, what else can we use?" Billy asks.
"Hm, 'The Groper' has a nice ring to it," Camila suggests, making all the girls laugh.
"How about 'The Sea Monster' or 'The Monster' for short?" Shawn speaks up.
"That works for me, now let's play!" Kevin insists, clearly anxious to start.
"How do we trust these guys to keep their eyes closed?" Jennifer challenges. "There are titties everywhere, after all."
"If we catch someone peeking, they are out of the game and have to get dressed," Camila offers. "No more boobs for them."
"That seems fair," Billy agrees.
"Who gets to be The Monster first?" Shawn wonders.
"All the guys want to get their hands on some boobs, so how about a girl goes first?" Katie suggests.
"Boo!" Ron calls out, pointing his thumb down.
"It was Kevin's idea, maybe he should go first?" Mira suggests while clearly checking out the football player.
"I'm okay with this," Kevin nods.
We agree that Kevin can be The Monster, so it's time to play. Kevin swims to the center of the pool while the rest of us spread out. I'm off to the side of Kevin, my feet resting on the incline that leads to the deep end as I struggle to keep from sliding further down. Kevin closes his eyes to start the game.
"Marco!" Kevin calls out loudly.
"Polo!" ten people respond, our voices echoing around the room.
Kevin turns away from me and heads in the opposite direction to where Anika Patel is standing. The beautiful Indian girl looks panicked as she tries to move without making noise. I can barely make out her outline as she moves away, barely succeeding in losing Kevin. He reaches out for her, missing her shoulder by inches.
The athletic football player is very fast, but he's having trouble catching anyone with his eyes closed. Kevin has us call out three more times before he finally manages to touch someone. He lunges wildly, splashing into the water to at last make contact.
"I touched an ass!" Kevin declares victoriously.
"Dammit, Kevin, that was my ass!" a male voice snarls.
"Fuck, sorry Ron!" Kevin gasps.
"Shall we leave you two boys alone?" Jennifer teases, giggling loudly.
"No, no!" Kevin stammers, holding his hands up.
"Hey, we won't judge you guys if you wanna do some dick-grabbing," Mira laughs.
"I think we found a flaw with our game," Noah comments.
"What could you possibly mean by that?" Katie asks innocently.
"He means that we wanna touch girl parts!" Kevin exclaims. "Fuck, I can't believe I touched Ron's butt."
"Consider yourself lucky, I do a lot of squats." Ron responds, making everyone laugh as he swims toward the center of the pool. "Anyway, it's my turn. Marco!"
"Polo!" we all shout.
The game continues. Ron is the first guy to get his hand on a naked girl; Mira squeals when my ex-boyfriend's hand palms her small breast. Sadly, Mira isn't able to get revenge on the guys, as she ends up tackling Katie into the water, making both girls laugh.
Quite a bit of grab-ass is going on during this game, and it isn't only when The Monster tags someone. While fleeing from Noah, I catch Billy and Mira against the edge of the pool; the two of them are making out while Billy is obviously fingering Mira under the water. Another time, I notice Ron sucking on Jennifer's tits, not even caring if Anika tags them.
Shawn gets tagged before I do, by Camila who pecks his cheek when she discovers she's selecting a guy. I can tell Shawn is nervous; nervous about touching a girl. My boobs are the only one the cute nerd knows the feel of. True, with their eyes closed, The Monster can't really choose to grab tits, although every guy has peeked once catching a girl. It's a great way to cop a feel.
I make a decision; I'm losing this round. He might not touch my breast, but he's going to catch me. The hard part will be making sure no one suspects I'm losing on purpose. I don't have much time to think, as Shawn is about to start, or at least, I think he is.
"Fish out of water!" Shawn declares, turning and pointing to where Kevin and Mira are both climbing out of the pool.
"Yeah, that's fine, I give up," Kevin says absentmindedly, his naked ass in full view as he gets out of the pool and turns to help Mira.
"I'm out, too," Mira announces, showing off her bum.
The remaining nine people in the pool don't respond. We just watch as Kevin grabs a towel and folds it before setting it down on the floor. He grabs Mira's ass, pulling her to him. They briefly kiss before Mira pulls back and drops to her knees. She's a foot shorter than the football player, so I'm surprised she even needs to kneel to shove Kevin's cock in her mouth and start sucking.
"Well, it's still my turn," Shawn mumbles nervously, clearly overwhelmed by the mostly-visible sex act.
"We're ready, Shawn," Katie says kindly.
Shawn closes his eyes and starts the round. He moves toward Billy first, making my plan even more difficult. I have to be very careful to not make this obvious, and I make sure to shout loudly, hoping it inspires Shawn to move in my direction.
Things are nearly ruined when he almost touches Jennifer, but the big-tit blonde is able to avoid his outstretched hands. I practically scream in response to his call, and I make a ton of noise splashing while I move. It works. Shawn lunges toward me, and I turn slightly to allow his fingers to brush my bare shoulders.
The round is over, so I feel free to reach out and grab Shawn's wrist. His eyes open just as I move his hand lower. I hear a sharp intake of breath as his fingers close around my bare breast. My hard nipple presses against his palm, causing me to let out a soft moan.
"Why weren't you this bold when we were together?" Ron asks, making Shawn jump and release my boob.
"Because, you're an ass." I snap. "And I was plenty bold with you!"
"We did have some good times, Marcia," Ron admits in a warm voice.
"Not sure why you let this one go, Ron," Billy interjects. "Damn, she's beautiful."
"She's perfect," Shawn adds, his voice barely above a whisper.
I'm blushing bright red, resisting the urge to cover my breasts with my hands. I struggle to think about anything else, so I focus on the sounds. Mira is squeaking loudly in her cute voice, and I glance over to see that Kevin is now fucking the petite Asian girl in doggystyle.
"Marcia's a great catch," Katie agrees with a smile.
"Cute, nice tits, great body, what's not to love?" Jennifer reasons.
"She rarely talks, for one," Ron answers. "I can't believe she's actually here doing this."
Shy, quiet Marcia. Always the wallflower, always overlooked. I'm the hard worker, the well-behaved good girl. I'm now regretting refusing Brittney's dare. No wonder Steven prefers Lexi, I'm not confident enough for a guy. I never will be. Still, I can do something now that I can use to wipe the grin off Ron's stupid face!
"Well, believe it," I snarl, grabbing Shawn by the hand. "And believe this!"
Shawn doesn't resist as I drag him toward the edge of the pool. I don't wait for him; I plant my hands on the edge of the pool and lift my nude body out of the water. My butt is on full display, and everyone can probably see my pussy between my legs. I don't care. I don't fucking care.
I grab a towel and place it on the floor while Shawn gets out of the pool. Water is dripping off of him as he walks up to me. He looks incredibly nervous. I'm fully naked, and he can definitely see me when I'm this close. He can see all of me.
"Marcia, I can't," he mumbles so only I can hear. "Not like this, in front of everyone, and, you know, I want my first time to be with my girlfriend. My exclusive girlfriend."
"Fine, no intercourse," I promise. "I don't think I could do that, either. I can do this."
There's cheering and giggling in the background as I sink to my knees, my eyes never leaving Shawn's. I'm his first kiss, his first date. I can't be his first pussy, but at least I can be the first girl to get her mouth around this yummy cock. I lift his limp penis to my lips and slurp it into my mouth.
Instinct takes over, and Shawn reaches out to bury his hands in my wet hair as I start sucking. I can hear Mira getting fucked in the background, and I can hear the game continuing without us. That's fine. I just focus on the beautiful dick between my lips.
I'm taking Shawn's entire penis into my mouth, sucking hard on it as he groans. He slowly starts to harden, his cock growing long and thick between my lips. Lust spurs him forward, and Shawn's hands reach for my breasts, massaging them lightly.
This is Shawn's first time really getting his hands on a pair of tits; no dress in the way, just bare boobies. He's in heaven. He squishes my breasts together, creating a lovely cleavage. He rolls my nipples between his fingers, he squeezes each boob. Shawn is having the time of his life playing with my tits.
Drool runs from my lips as I moan heavily, my fingernails scratching his thighs while I go down on Shawn. I can hear people splashing around in the pool, I can hear Mira cumming hard on Kevin's thrusting cock. My pussy is gushing as I suck hard, longing to taste Shawn's seed.
It sounds like more people are getting out of the pool as Shawn grabs my head and groans. His fingers are tight against my scalp as he thrusts his hips. Cum explodes between my lips, and I instinctively swallow the first burst. I moan heavily, the taste of semen making me even more wet. In fact, when the smell of warm cum hits my nostrils, I think I have a tiny orgasm. I just keep swallowing.
"Wow," Shawn gasps, releasing my head as I ease myself off his softening prick.
"How was your first blowjob?" I wonder with a small smile.
"Perfect. Just like you," Shawn answers.
The noise of various sex acts brings us back to reality. Kevin is still fucking Mira from behind, and Camila is laying on a towel with Noah between her spread legs. His naked ass is bouncing in the air as he thrusts his cock in and out of the gorgeous Mexican girl.
Billy is on the other side of the pool, almost out of my sight. From what I can tell, he's currently fucking Jennifer's tits. Jennifer, Ashley; it's clear that Billy has a thing for big boobs. For the last couple, my ex-boyfriend is laying on his back. I can see Anika straddle him and start bouncing up and down in his lap.



"Skinny dipping is one thing, but a full-blown orgy is a bit much for me," Katie Ehrlich giggles, as she approaches us.
"Yeah, I know what you mean," I blush, standing up to face the naked blonde.
"How about we towel off and get dressed?" Katie offers. "The three of us can check out the rest of the lock-in. I don't want to get caught here."
"That sounds good," I agree while Shawn nods.
~Steven~
Saturday June 30, 2018
There's a warm, naked body in my arms. I can feel a large breast in my hand, and I slowly squeeze it. The desire to delude myself is strong, but I know the truth; I'm not in bed with Aria. I'm sleeping with Megan, a young woman I barely know.
I should feel more guilt than I do. It's the morning after, and I'm supposed to feel like I'm betraying Aria. In a way, I do feel it. Betraying Aria, betraying Kayla. Maybe my not feeling so bad means I'm really ready to move on. In fact, I'm hoping for some morning sex.
My hand slowly explores Megan's sexy body, running down her stomach until I reach the juncture between her legs. She starts to wake up, and I feel her part her legs, granting me access to her most intimate place. A soft moan fills the air as I run my fingers along her moistening slit.
Megan turns her body, facing me so she can press her lips against mine. The covers are pushed off of us as Megan kisses down my body and takes my morning wood into her mouth. Once I'm fully erect, the sexy eighteen year old straddles me, taking me inside her lovely pussy.
I play with Megan's big boobs while she rides me, her fingernails digging into my chest. Megan takes some time to figure out what feels best; alternating between bouncing in my lap and grinding down on me. I remember her words from last night, and I believe this is her first time riding a guy.
"Oh, Steve..." Megan gasps, shuddering slightly in my lap.
My fingers tweak her nipples, and Megan groans loudly. I can feel her pussy start to tighten, her orgasm is approaching. Squeezing her breasts, I thrust up into Megan's cunt just as she announces her orgasm. I join her in pleasure, firing my load into her young body.
"Were you really a virgin?" I ask a few minutes later while we're cuddling.
"Yes," she whispers, her hand across my body as she lightly squeezes my bicep.
"Why me?" I wonder, brushing a lock of raven hair back behind her ear.
"You're hot?" Megan offers with a giggle and a shrug.
"Thanks, so are you," I chuckle. "But, we both know there's more to it."
"Dad had nice things to say about you, and I was curious to meet you," she begins slowly. "I didn't plan on fucking you, but you were just so genuine. I heard you were basically a monk, which was already weird, since I'm used to most rich guys thinking they're entitled to every woman on the planet.
"You were nice, easy to talk to, and you treated me like a person. It didn't hurt that I was attracted to you. I'm used to needing to be cold and manipulative. It was nice not having to do that with you. We could just talk.
"It isn't all about you, though. I'm going to be honest; I was planning on losing my virginity before starting college. I've let two guys put it in my butt, I've given plenty of blowjobs, but I was still guarding my pussy. I broke my own hymen with a dildo, and that sex toy keeps me company most nights. I'm a horny girl. I want to party, but I also wanted the first guy to mean something. I figured the odds of finding someone more suitable than you were pretty low, so I went for it."
"Emotional, yet practical," I observe as I kiss her forehead.
"That's me!" she declares with a cute giggle before pushing on my chest to help her sit up. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to use the little girls' room."
I shamelessly admire Megan's naked body as she grabs her overnight bag. Her butt in motion is a beautiful sight as she makes her way to the master bathroom. Megan has to shower, brush her teeth, take her birth control, and otherwise get ready for the day. As a result, I'm confident I have some time.
I quickly put a shirt on and lay under the covers while taking out my phone. A quick text confirms that Kayla is awake, and I start a video call. My baby girl's smiling face fills the screen, lighting up my life and filling my heart with love.
Kayla and I video chat for a few minutes, and I confirm she is being a good girl for her grandparents. Barbara briefly comes on the phone, and I remind Aria's mother to go easy on the sweets. I agree when Barbara points out how hard it is to refuse Kayla, and my daughter has a huge grin on her face as she listens.
Ending the call with Kayla, I set my phone down on my bedside table and take my shirt off again. My leg is falling asleep, so I get up and start walking around. Raising my arms above my head, I stretch and yawn as Megan returns from the bathroom. She's still nude, and has her overnight bag slung over her shoulder while she dries her hair with a towel.
"Nice cock," Megan compliments, nodding toward my dangling penis.
"Thanks, nice boobs," I reply, gesturing toward her exposed breasts.
"Thanks, I grew 'em myself," she quips cutely.
Laughing lightly, I shake my head as Megan walks across the floor. My laughter dies when the naked girl sits down at Aria's vanity. Her overnight bag is placed at her feet as she extracts a brush for her hair. A nude, raven-haired beauty brushing her hair at the vanity. So many memories.
I'm overwhelmed, so I decide to escape the situation. I mumble about needing a shower before disappearing into the master bedroom. Placing my hands on the shower wall, I let the hot water run down my body as I softly cry, missing my wife.
This won't be the last time I cry for Aria. Yet, there's something very cleansing about this experience. It's as if sex with Megan is the spark I need to move forward. I'm not ready for a girlfriend, and I'm not sure I can ever remarry, but it's okay to enjoy myself once in awhile.
I walk out of the bathroom while wearing a pair of boxer briefs, and I see Megan laying in the bed. She's wearing a pair of panties as she lays on her side while flipping through my copy of Ascendant Exile by L. Walsh. I can see one large breast resting on the other, and lust fills me as my eyes devour her body.
"I see you found my book," I comment while drying off my chest.
"I've never read this one, is it any good?" Megan asks.
"It's very good!" I answer quickly. "L. Walsh is amazing, he's gonna be huge. I usually prefer fantasy to science-fiction, but that one is great."
"I usually read trashy romance novels, but I've read most of the really famous science-fiction and fantasy books," she says while skimming the book.
"Looking for tips?" I suggest with a smirk.
"Maybe," Megan shrugs, looking up at me with her blue-gray eyes. "I don't have a lot of experience, but I have a very active fantasy life."
"Is your father gonna have me killed when he finds out I helped you explore that fantasy life?" I inquire while sitting down on the edge of the bed.
"He won't even notice," Megan snorts, closing the book and turning to place it on the bedside table. "Dad might not even have made it back to his suite. It wouldn't be the first time he just grabbed the nearest hotel room for his conquests."
"I guess that's a relief," I say, looking over at the heiress.
"By the way," she begins as she sits up, curling her long legs beneath her body, "we have barely even started exploring my fantasies together."
"Are you planning on keeping me in bed all day?" I ask with a raised brow.
"Maybe, maybe not," Megan shrugs. "What else can we do today?"
"Your father wanted you to see the area," I point out. "We could take a drive along the coast?"
"Sure, that's fine," she nods. "I'll text the driver."
"No need," I respond. "I can drive us."
"Just the two of us? How romantic," Megan grins. "Okay! I'll still text the driver so he knows he doesn't need to work today."
Once the two of us are dressed, I lead Megan outside to my car. I'm wearing shorts and a t-shirt, while Megan has on jean shorts and a white scoop-neck top. The rich girl makes fun of me for having an affordable, reliable vehicle instead of some sort of sports car. I roll my eyes, explaining that I'm really not a car guy, and I don't see the point in spending a couple hundred thousand dollars on something that means very little to me.
Megan does convince me to rent a car for the day. The two of us end up in a small, two seat luxury sports car. It's a nice silver color, and its value likely approaches that of a small house. Megan does look very sexy sitting in the passenger seat with sunglasses on, her raven locks blowing in the wind as we drive with the top down.
Southern California is beautiful, and we make several stops while taking in the sights. Megan takes pictures for social media, with me in some of them. Her friends are texting her, but the sexy eighteen year old doesn't seem at all upset about not being in Europe. I take it as a compliment.
After driving for awhile, Megan starts getting frisky. She starts rubbing my crotch, a teasing smile on her pretty face. I try to keep my eyes on the road, and my focus is challenged when Megan reaches into her top and extracts a large breast. Her thumb caresses her boob, and I can see how hard her pink nipple is.
Caving in to lust, I find a turn off that leads to a spot with a nice cliff view. Megan removes her sunglasses and ties her long dark hair back into a functional ponytail. She then extracts my cock from my shorts before lowering her head into my lap. I cum in Megan's mouth ten minutes later, and she greedily swallows every drop.
We stop at a diner for lunch. I order a sandwich, and Megan gets a chicken salad. I text with Kayla for a bit, and Megan finally hears from her father. He is happy that I'm entertaining Megan for the weekend, and promises to see his daughter before her flight leaves. Theodore doesn't go into detail, but he mentions making a couple new friends. It's obvious what that means.
After some more driving, we pull into a rest stop. Megan drags me into the unisex bathroom and announces that I owe her one. I'm happy to oblige, so I have her brace against the sink while pulling down her shorts and underwear. Dropping to my knees, I spread her ass cheeks and shove my face in her hot box, happily eating her out.
Megan and I find a nice beach an hour later. We walk along the sand to a path that leads through a lovely area with tall grass. Not far from the beach is a small, secluded forest. Megan grabs my hand and leads me off the path until we are hidden among the trees.
The sexy teenager pulls down her jean shorts and panties, leaving them around her knees. She then braces against a tree and sticks out her butt while begging me to fuck her. I pound Megan to three intense orgasms before finally blasting my cum up her cunt.
Megan and I have had our fill of cheap food, so we end up at a more upscale restaurant for dinner. It's nothing too fancy, since we're both dressed so casually. It's still a couple of steps above a diner, and the food is excellent. So is the company.
Sitting on the seawall, Megan and I watch the sun set. I have an arm around her shoulders, holding her close to me while she rests her hand on my thigh. We aren't a couple, and I'm sure we never will be, but I am still enjoying this nice break from reality. This brief, fleeting unity between two lonely people.
I return the rental car before picking up my own vehicle and driving the two of us back to the mansion. What follows is a night of hot, wild sex. Megan wants to try out every position she knows, and she knows of quite a few! I fuck her tits, I fuck her face, and I shoot my load all over her face and breasts.
Megan wants it rough when we try doggystyle, so I make sure to pull her hair and spank her ass. Later on, she even has me stick it in her backdoor so I can fuck her up the bum. It's wild, it's passionate. In some ways there is a connection between us, but in other ways we are strangers. It's confusing, it's something I'm not used to.
We soap each other up in the shower before returning to bed naked. I eat Megan out to a couple of screaming orgasms before we cuddle. Before we fall asleep, her hand finds my dick and starts stroking. She coaxes out my last load of the night, moaning happily when I explode in her mouth.
Present Day -- Friday June 20, 2025
"That was it? Sex that hot and you never spoke again?" Nicole inquires once I'm done telling her about that Saturday.
"Well, we had sex Sunday morning as well," I answer with a shrug as I drive us down the highway. "Megan did reach out again once she got to Europe. Sent me quite a few nudes, and we had a night of phone sex. Video chat sex, rather. Then yeah, she got caught up having fun with her friends. We haven't spoken since."
"So weird," she comments, a contemplative look on her face. "Lexi, Hazel, Megan, me. Maybe we're all just jealous of Kayla."
"What do you mean by that?" I ask with a frown.
"Our fathers sucked," Nicole explains with a shrug. "And you're an amazing one."
"Thanks," I smile at the compliment. "I'm not sure that's why you girls slept with me, though."
"Probably not, it was just something I thought of," she says. "Hazel's dad worked all the time and dumped his other kids on her. Mine and Lexi's dad disowned Lexi when he found out she wasn't perfect. Megan's father? Sure, he provided for her material needs, he made sure she was educated. It sounds like she doesn't get much love from him."
"Yeah, I noticed that," I nod. "Theodore has a low opinion of Megan. Sure, it sounds like she went a little wild, but it seemed like he had nothing positive to say."
"Kayla knows you love her, she knows she can tell you anything, that you're always there for her," Nicole continues. "She has the unconditional love from her father that every daughter wants."
We fall silent as I contemplate Nicole's words. I'm so proud of Kayla, of the strong, smart, compassionate woman she is. I think of Sarah McLorn, of Nicole and Lexi, of Hazel, of Megan. I make mistakes, I'm far from perfect, but I'm glad that Kayla knows she has my eternal love and support.
Kayla is starting her own life, and we may have trouble spending a lot of time together. The girls have next week off before graduation on Friday. I come to a decision. Kayla and I need to have a father-daughter day. I'm not sure which day next week, but I want a day for just the two of us. A day where we can bond, where we can remember Aria, where we can be a family.
"I'm gonna arrange a father-daughter day next week," I tell Nicole.
"That's a great idea,' my redhead girlfriend smiles.
"That's next week. Tonight, I'm all yours," I remind her.
"In that case, how about you tell me where you're taking me?" Nicole asks with a smirk.
"You'll see. We're almost there," I respond before grinning evilly. "I promise I'm not driving you out to the boonies to murder you and dump your body."
"Eh, it was a good run. I'm ready," she giggles cutely at my teasing comment, a big grin on her lightly-freckled face. "At least fuck me first?"
"A two hour drive for sex?" I ask incredulously before glancing over at her and obviously checking her out. "Yeah, worth it."
"Tell me where we're going and I'll let you fuck my butt," Nicole says in a sweet voice.
"Joshua Tree National Park," I answer without hesitation.
"Really? Why?" she frowns in confusion. "It's really late already!"
"Yes, it's very late," I agree. "The girls are going to be out all night, why can't we?"
"For starters? You're over twice their age and probably shouldn't be up after 9:00PM," Nicole responds. "It's much later than that, and we're not even there yet."
"I'm gonna spank you for that one later," I grumble, my eyes on the road as we draw closer to our destination.
"Mm, yes please!" she giggles. "What do I get if I offer to drive the rest of the way so the old guy can rest?"
"You get to walk home," I state with feigned annoyance. "I'm not old."
"Then why are you squinting?" Nicole inquires with a self-satisfied smirk.
"It's hard to see at night, shut up," I snap while my girlfriend laughs. I'm seeing the resemblance to Lexi right now.
"You still haven't told me why we're going to a national park in the middle of the night." she points out a couple minutes later. "This actually does seem like a place you'd take me to get rid of my body."
"You've been feeling neglected lately, so I wanted to come up with something really romantic," I explained. "The park is open all night, and I brought a blanket to lay on. I thought we could go stargazing."
"Oh, my God! Steven! Thank you!" Nicole gushes, looking over at me with a radiant smile. "It's a great idea, I love it! And I love you."
"I love you, too," I reply, leaning over to give Nicole a quick peck as our exit approaches.
"Why all the way to the desert for stargazing?" she wonders while lightly caressing my thigh.
"Do you have any idea how much light pollution there is in the Los Angeles area?" I counter.
"Uh, no clue," Nicole says.
"I'll give you a hint; there was a massive power outage in southern California in the 1990s." I begin slowly. "Residents of Los Angeles called 911 to report the strange clouds they saw. None of them had ever seen the Milky Way."
"I've never seen the Milky Way," she giggles. "Other than in pictures."
"You'll see it tonight," I promise my girlfriend. "Ian recommended the spot. There's a parking lot at Quail Springs, and it's a designated stargazing spot."
"I'll have to thank Ian when I see him," Nicole replies.
"He really was helpful in planning this," I add. "I had no idea I had to take the phase of the moon into account. It makes sense, I just never would have thought of it. A full moon would make seeing the Milky Way harder. Tonight's a waning crescent. A new moon would be ideal, but a crescent moon works."
"Ian's a good guy for Kayla," she smiles. "He treats her so well."
"He does," I nod happily. "My baby girl has been through a lot. I'm glad she found someone who genuinely cares about her. He was always shy around me, but he's having a lot more trouble now that he knows everything. I just feel bad that my relationship with Kayla puts strain on theirs."
"Yeah, it's not easy to find a guy who would be okay with his girlfriend getting railed by Daddy dearest," Nicole winces.
"Another reason to consider putting a stop to it," I sigh. "But, let's not worry about that right now. We're almost there."
Joshua Tree National Park is where the Mojave and Colorado deserts meet. The entire area is absolutely beautiful, with world-famous rock formations, large amounts of wildlife, and the unique twisted trees that are simply called Joshua trees. I know they have a scientific name, but I haven't the slightest idea what it is.
Nicole gasps when we first get a look at the Milky Way. Her face is plastered against the window as she gazes up at the sky, her green eyes wide. There's a bit more driving, but at least most light pollution is gone now.
This isn't my first time at the park, but it is my first time being here at night. After paying to enter, I drive us down the paved street. The desert is on both sides. We can see shrubbery and Joshua trees. I know there's a mountain in the distance, but it is too dark to make it out.
The parking lot is very full, and I end up driving around for about twenty minutes before finding a place to park. There are people with telescopes trained on the sky. I also notice a few couples who clearly have the same idea; stargazing makes a great date!
I grab two blankets out of my trunk, as well as the overnight bag I stuffed with supplies. Taking Nicole's hand, I walk her out onto the desert sand. The romantic moment is spoiled when I realize just how overdressed we are. I'm in a suit, and I can manage. The problem is that Nicole's heels are not meant for this.



"We look ridiculous," Nicole points out as she walks on wobbly legs. "You're in a suit and I'm wearing a cocktail dress. To walk in the desert."
"The only flaw in an otherwise perfect plan," I reply sadly.
"Fuck it, I'll go barefoot," the redhead says as she takes off her heels and holds them up to me with one hand. "Will these fit in the bag?"
"Yeah, they will," I nod, accepting the heels. "Here, let's sit at the picnic table."
Nicole and I sit down at a picnic table in front of a large rock formation. There are Joshua trees several feet to one side. Nicole removes the pins from her hair, allowing it to fall freely about her face and over her shoulders. I slip her heels into the overnight bag and start looking for a spot.
I suggest a place about twenty feet from our current location. It's partly secluded by the rock formation while still offering a great view of the night sky. Despite there being people everywhere, no one is claiming anywhere nearby. A few scattered Joshua trees offer additional privacy.
"That's fine," Nicole shivers, crossing her arms over her chest. "It's fucking cold!"
"That's what the second blanket is for," I explain as the two of us head for the semi-secluded spot.
With Nicole's help, I lay the fluffy blanket down on the ground. The adorable redhead carefully sits on the blanket, her emerald green cocktail dress glinting in the light from my phone. I put away my phone and sit down beside her before wrapping the second blanket around our shoulders.
"Thank you," she whispers, snuggling up to me.
"You're welcome," I reply in a soft voice.
We stare up at the sky, enjoying the view and the company. Nicole takes a few pictures, and soon discovers that there is no service to post them. She has me put her phone in my pocket since her purse is locked in my car. Then she places her fingers at my chin, turning my head to face her so we can kiss.
Our kiss is soft and light. We use tongue, but even that is gentle and controlled. I take Nicole's hand in mine, our fingers lacing as we press our bodies together. Her other hand cups my cheek, and I can feel the love in her light caress, in her tender kiss.
"Steven?" Nicole mumbles against my lips.
"Yes, Nicole?" I whisper back.
"I want to make love," she tells me, pulling back slightly to look into my eyes. "Right now."
"There are people around," I protest weakly. "We could go back to the car and maybe find a private place?"
"No. Here. Now," Nicole insists. "Lay back. Trust me."
I lay down on my back on the blanket as Nicole leans by my waist and drapes the blanket over us. She's a true vision of perfection with her long red hair, her bright green eyes, and her smiling face. The emerald dress looks amazing on her, and I can see the tops of her pale, lightly-freckled breasts.
"Okay, no one's looking," I say after glancing around.
Nicole smiles at me as she throws a leg over my waist so she can straddle me. With the blanket over us for cover, Nicole uses both hands to lift her dress, exposing her thighs. I smirk up at her while running my fingers along the soft skin of her legs. Such soft skin, just like her baby sister.
Reaching between us, I struggle to get my penis out of my suit pants. Nicole helps, but our efforts to make sure no one notices add to the difficulty. Finally, her small hand wraps around my shaft as it pokes out of my pants. She strokes it several times before maneuvering herself into position.
The swollen head of my cock pushes against Nicole's panties, the flimsy fabric preventing entry into paradise. Slipping one hand up her dress, I manage to push her underwear aside. Nicole then slowly lowers herself onto my dick, moaning softly as she feels herself being penetrated.
"Oh, God!" she hisses, her eyelids fluttering.
I can't believe I'm having sex in public, with strangers all around us. The blanket is still draped over Nicole's shoulders, offering us some cover. In addition, her dress is obscuring the sight of her pussy engulfing my cock. Anyone looking at us will just think she's sitting in my lap while we enjoy the night sky.
"I love your tight pussy, Nicole," I whisper, my hands on her hips.
"I love your big dick, Steven," she husks back as she slowly raises herself before taking me back inside.
There's a tense moment when a trio of college guys walk by us. They're carrying a telescope and a laptop, and they turn to gawk at Nicole. At first, I'm afraid they know. Then I realize they're just enthralled by Nicole's beauty. I can't blame them one bit.
Nicole doesn't risk bouncing in my lap with the guys so near. Instead, she lightly grinds down on me while clenching her pussy muscles to heighten our pleasure. A look of pure joy and lust is on her face. She lets out a small whimper, and I know she's close to orgasm.
The three guys finally disappear from view, and Nicole takes the opportunity to bounce on me a couple of times. Her hands are resting on my chest as she bites her lower lip and undulates in my lap. She's trying not to scream, I can feel it. I can see it.
"Cum for me," I whisper. "Cum for me, Nicole."
"Ah! Oh, ah, God! Ah!" Nicole gasps, her body shuddering as she looks up toward the sky with her mouth hanging open.
The sexy redhead fucks me for a couple more minutes, drawing me closer to the edge. Holding her hips tightly, I buck upwards, burying myself to the hilt in her quivering twat. Nicole whispers my name as semen floods her pussy beneath the beautiful colors of the Milky Way.
"That was amazing," I tell her as we cuddle beneath the blanket while staring up at the sky.
"It was. It's fun being dirty," Nicole giggles.
"I guess you and Lexi really are sisters," I observe.
"Two slutty redheads. But, we're only slutty for one man," she declares.
"Good," I nod, wrapping an arm around Nicole possessively. "I love both my girlfriends."
"And we love you," Nicole sighs happily. "Thank you for doing this for me. I hope we can have more alone time in the future."
"It was my pleasure," I tell her sincerely. "I'll make time for us."
"Mm, I know you will," the redhead hums. "You treat both of us so well."
"You both deserve it. You're amazing," I respond. "I hope Lexi is having a nice night."
~Hazel~
"Shh, it's okay," Lexi coos as she rubs my back while kneeling beside me. "Just let it out, get it all out."
I heave again, my hands gripping the porcelain edges of the toilet as I lean forward and vomit. My body shudders as I struggle to catch my breath. Lexi is keeping my ponytail out of the way as I expel the contents of my stomach while on my knees in the ladies' room. I'm just glad the stall door is closed and no one is in the restroom with us.
"Fuck!" I shout, hoping that I'm finally done throwing up. "Who the fuck has morning sickness at two in the fucking morning?!"
"Morning sickness can happen anytime, day or night," the redhead sighs in sympathy.
"How the fuck would you know?" I grunt in annoyance. "I'm the one with the pregnancy book."
"It's this amazing new invention called the internet," Lexi snorts playfully.
"Fuck you," I moan weakly as my stomach churns.
"I love you, too," she replies, continuing to rub my back.
When I'm finally convinced I'm done throwing up, I stagger to my feet and head over to the sink. I carry a toothbrush and mouthwash just in case, and I need them now. Lexi keeps me company as I brush my teeth and splash water on my face. Then the two of us leave the restroom and return to the hallway.
"How are you feeling, Hazel?" Dan asks in obvious concern.
"Like a pregnant whore," I groan, rubbing my forehead.
"You're not a whore," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Lexi's right," Dan agrees. "Do you want to go to the cafeteria? Maybe they have something to help settle your stomach."
"No, thanks," I shake my head, which I immediately regret when it begins to throb. "I just wanna have fun while I'm still thin."
"You'll be thin again after having the baby," Lexi points out. "Use the cream we got you to prevent stretch marks, and make sure you exercise after the baby is born. You do live in a mansion with a gym."
"You're beautiful, Hazel. You always will be," Dan says sincerely.
"I'm not putting out," I glare at him.
"That's not why I said it," the muscular guy replies, seeming genuinely offended.
"You've been a positive influence on him, Hazel," Lexi speaks up. "Dan isn't the same pussy hound he used to be."
"I owe it to you, Hazel," Dan tells me. "Well, you and Kayla."
"Can we please just go find something fun to do?" I ask with an exasperated sigh. "I'm sick of emotional shit!"
"How about the gym?" Lexi suggests. "Maybe they have some sports or something? We can run off that stress of yours!"
"Fine. Whatever," I sigh sadly.
The three of us walk down the hall in the direction of the gym. We pass Marcia, Shawn, and Katie on the way to the gym, and stop briefly to chat with them. Marcia and Shawn both blush while Katie warns us against going into the pool. Lexi manages to get Katie to admit there might still be an orgy in progress.
I'm shocked when Dan seems content to stay with Lexi and me. The big guy leads us into the gym, and we're immediately overwhelmed. The school gymnasium is absolutely packed with numerous inflatable structures. Bounce houses, inflatable games, and obstacle courses.
There are quite a few students in the gym, participating in the various activities. Teachers and volunteer parents are keeping order and handing out prizes. A middle-aged woman I don't recognize hands the three of us reusable school bags to hold any prizes we win. She must be the mother of one of the seniors, but I can't think of a student she looks like.
"Bounce house!" Lexi exclaims, taking off at a run.
"I, ah, I guess we follow her?" I shrug.
"Sure," Dan agrees.
The bounce house is huge, and the three of us have no trouble finding room. Jumping around after vomiting probably isn't my smartest decision, but whatever. Lexi and I jump around while Dan uses the internal basketball hoop with a few others.
Most of the guys are more interested in watching the girls jump around. I get it; bouncing boobs, who can resist? Lexi and I are both wearing jeans, but one girl has a skirt on, and she doesn't seem to care that she's occasionally flashing her underwear.
Is this childish? Sure, but whatever. We're leaving our childhoods behind, so this is our last real chance to behave this way. Well, it's almost our last chance. Steven is renting something similar for the graduation party. We'll have it all weekend, and we Sluts are already joking about sex in a bounce house.
Lexi is having the time of her life. The energetic redhead drags me over to the attached slide. With no hesitation, Lexi throws herself down on her stomach and flies down the slide while giggling wildly. I shake my head and follow her down.
When we're done with the bounce houses, we decide it's time to try and win some prizes. There are several inflatable obstacle courses: a rock climb, a maze we have to crawl through, and one that is a series of tunnels and climbs. They're all fun, and despite my bad mood, I find myself giggling right alongside Lexi.
The prizes are decent. Lexi wins twenty-five dollars, I receive a gift card to a large pizza chain, and Dan gets a school t-shirt. We decide to go through every course and wind up with even more prizes: movie coupons, phone chargers, and water bottles.
Dan points out an area with two pillars a couple feet off the ground. There's a student standing on each pillar, and both of them are wearing inflatable boxing pillows. A parent volunteer is the referee, keeping score as both guys do their best to knock each other off the pillars.
"Oh, I am so doing that!" Lexi declares. "Think you can take me, Hazel?"
"You're gonna let me punch you in the face?" I ask rhetorically, my eyebrow raised as I smirk. "Sure, let's go."
There isn't a line. Instead there is a small group of students crowding around the arena to observe. Lexi, Dan, and I all join them to watch and learn the rules. Forcing your opponent off their pillar earns you a point. First person to five points win. Simple.
Now that I'm paying attention, I realize I know one of the participants. Intimately. Josh Morris is wearing red boxing pillows. The football player is facing off against a guy with blue pillows. Him I don't really know, but I recognize him as a soccer player.
The soccer player is thinner, faster. However, Josh is able to punch much harder. Josh shrugs off the soccer player's blows, responding with powerful punches. Josh raises his arms in the air and cheers when he scores another point, his fourth point.
As the combatants prepare for another round, I find myself thinking back on that day, Kayla's birthday pool party. Chicken fighting on Josh's shoulders, the flirting after, sitting in his lap. I agree to go to a bedroom with him, and we walk by Steven.
I remember blushing, sure that Steven is thinking I'm a whore. Now? Now, I really am a whore. I let out a small sigh as the round starts. Josh is really aggressive: on the football field, while boxing in this game, and in the bedroom.
He's not a rapist or anything, just an ass. My intention that day is just to give him head, but he talks me into spreading my legs. I really can't blame him, he doesn't force me. Fingering me really turns me on, and I agree. I choose to get naked, I invite him to get on top of me and fuck me.
Josh ends up flipping me onto my stomach so he can fuck me from behind while pulling my ponytail. He calls me a whore and a bitch while roughly slamming into me. Honestly? It's a turn on. He fucks me twice more that night. The sex is really good. I like it rough. I suck him off the following morning.
"Next!" Josh Morris demands as his defeated opponent leaves in defeat. "C'mon, I'll take any one of you!"
The confident football player looks around at the crowd, daring someone to challenge him. His eyes land on me, and a predatory grin crosses his face. With one of his boxing pillows, Josh gestures at me to come join him. I give him a small smile and shake my head.
"How about it, Hazel?" Josh challenges. "Let's go a few rounds in public, then maybe we can find somewhere private for the final round?"
"I'm good, thanks," I politely refuse.
"Okay, we can just find a private spot right now, that's fine," Josh announces to laughter.
"Not interested," I snap, starting to get annoyed. How am I just now seeing what an ass he is?
"Why not? It's not like he can get you more pregnant," Shannon comments, standing alone in her cheerleader uniform.
"His dick was too small to enjoy." I snark.
"Come over here and say that, bitch!" Lexi shrieks at the same time, taking a step toward the dark-haired cheerleader.
"Let's try and get along everyone." the middle-aged volunteer parent calls out, clearly uncomfortable as she gives me a strange look.
"Your loss, Hazel," Josh laughs. "What about you, Lexi? Think you can take me?"
"Why are you only challenging the ladies?" Dan suddenly asks. "Afraid you can't handle someone your own size? I'll go next."
"No, Dan, I got this," Lexi snarls while taking out her earrings. She hands them to me, along with her 'A' necklace before stepping forward.
"And Lexi's no lady!" Josh sneers.
"I'm gonna kick your ass!" Lexi declares, pushing people out of her way.
"Let's remember, this is just for fun," the volunteer tries again to take control, failing miserably.
"Kicking his ass is going to be a lot of fun," Lexi replies as she walks into the playing area and puts her auburn hair into a ponytail. She then starts putting on the blue boxing pillows.
"Maybe I'll get a piece of that ass after I win," Josh smirks as he openly stares at Lexi's cleavage in her gray top.
"Not even in your dreams," Lexi retorts as she stands up on the pillar and slams her blue boxing pillows together. "I doubt I'd even feel you in me, anyway."
"It doesn't' take dreams to get between your legs," Josh hisses back. "Just fifty bucks for your pimp."
The poor volunteer parent is completely overwhelmed, and she has no idea what to say. I'm guessing her kid is one of the good ones who never talks like this. Oh, well. I'm too pissed off at Josh to even give a shit about getting in trouble.
I'm regretting sleeping with this asshole. Josh isn't one of the football players who helps Kelsey. In fact, he picks on Ian, Shawn, and Ashley's Josh. Lexi glares daggers at the football player, and students are cheering for them to fight. I guess this really doesn't count as punching a girl since they're inflatable pillows.
"Uh, you can start," the volunteer parent mumbles, unable to come up with anything else to say.
What happens next is a beautiful display of girl power. Josh Morris is over a foot taller than Lexi, and probably twice as wide. The brute immediately swings at Lexi, who effortlessly ducks under the blow. Lexi retaliates with blinding speed, much faster than the big guy can react.
Caught by surprise, Josh staggers back when Lexi's right boxing pillow connects with his face. He stumbles over the edge of his pillar, falling on his ass on the padded floor while people cheer. Dan and I are clapping as we shout Lexi's name, encouraging the redhead.
"Lucky shot," Josh grunts while getting back on the pillar. "That's the only point you're getting."
"Tough words, how about you prove them?" Lexi challenges.
Round two lasts quite a bit longer. Josh is bigger and stronger, but Lexi is fast and scrappy. Unfortunately, Lexi can't step off the pillar, making it tough to completely avoid hits. They exchange several blows, and I'm shocked Lexi is able to stay on the pillar.
Even more surprising is the look of intense concentration on Lexi's face. I'm reminded of paintball; the way Lexi can get laser focused. It's amazing when you consider how bratty she usually is. Right now? Right now she's completely serious, determined to succeed.
Lexi has amazing instincts, and I soon figure out this is how she's staying on her pillar. Crouching low, she lowers her center of gravity to help her stay balanced. The redhead twists her body to let hits roll off her shoulders, then retaliates with lightning speed.
Josh's biggest advantage is his bulk. Lexi just doesn't have enough muscle, and it's hard for her to move him. I can see their both sweating, but Josh is tiring faster. Lexi dodges a hit and manages to slam both her boxing pillows right into the football player's chest, knocking him off the pillar.
"FUCK!" Josh snarls, getting up with a red face.
"C'mon, Josh!" Shannon calls out. "You can't lose to the town bicycle!"
"Why are you being such a fucking cunt?!" I shout at Shannon.
"Your rich bitch friend turned the other cheerleaders against me!" Shannon glares at Lexi and me. "Brittney said I wasn't one of them anymore!"
"Maybe you shouldn't be such a damn gossip," I roll my eyes. People are silent all around us as they listen and watch.
"You had no right to tell everyone about Hazel!" Lexi shrieks while ducking beneath Josh's punch.
"I didn't make Hazel spread her legs!" Shannon snaps, crossing her arms over her chest. "Next time remind guys to pull out. Or, you know, try a condom, whore."
"Please, let's try and relax," the volunteer says, clearly sweating. "This is supposed to be a fun night."
"That's enough!" Dan snaps. "Shannon, you're way out of line."
"Whatever, graduation is in a week. I'm done with this shit hole," Shannon rolls her eyes before turning and walking away. "I'm done with all of you."
"Good riddance!" Lexi screeches.
"Lexi! Watch out!" I cry out in warning.
My warning is too late. Josh's right boxing pillow hits Lexi in the chest, forcing her off the pillar. Lexi grunts in pain, crossing her arms protectively over her breasts. I start to run to her, but Dan puts his arm out to stop me, and I realize he's right. Lexi can beat him on her own.



"Careful," Lexi snarls as she climbs back on the pillar. "If tit shots are allowed, your balls are fair game."
"You wouldn't dare," Josh hisses back.
"Wow, you really do know nothing about me," the redhead giggles.
Josh fails to score another point. Without Shannon heckling her, Lexi is able to completely focus again. Lexi earns three points in quick succession, not even needing to resort to targeting Josh's balls. The redhead throws her arms up as Josh huffs while throwing his red boxing pillows onto the floor before stomping off.
With Josh and Shannon gone, things finally start to relax. I go next round with Lexi, and it's a friendly competition. She wins, of course. Dan goes next, and Lexi beats up another guy who is a foot taller than she is. Dan and I stand off to the side to watch as the fiery redhead with limitless energy takes on challenger after challenger.
As I watch Lexi box, I feel guilt welling up inside of me. I'm really being a bitch lately. And rather than kick me to the curb, Lexi is willing to do anything to defend my honor. Fuck, even Dan of all people is sticking up for me. I need to stop. I know I do, it's just that I'm so emotional, so stressed, so anxious. I speak without thinking, out of anger and irritability.
"How are you doing, Dan?" I ask to distract myself.
"Fine, why do you ask?" he frowns. "I'm not the one who had to deal with that bullshit."
"Wow, what happened to the selfish asshole we all used to know and hate?" I smirk.
"He met Kayla Thomson and Hazel Collins," Dan answers simply.
"All I did was teach you how to not be a selfish asshole when you get between a girls' legs," I counter. "You getting better at making a pussy purr doesn't turn you into less of an asshole."
"It wasn't about that," he shrugs. "You helping me made me realize just how much of a jerk I was being. That day you gave me blue balls, well, I got it. Doing that to a girl is cruel. I'm not really sure what the female equivalent of blue galls is."
"Neither am I," I giggle. "Pussy is pink, not blue."
"Anyway, the point is that you made me see the value in treating people like they matter. Because they do," Dan explains.
"And Kayla?" I inquire.
"I always really liked her," he admits with a sad sigh. "I'd had plenty of sex, but it was always just that, sex. Kayla knew I was a player, so she never was interested. Plus, she was dating David."
"Right. David," I state, hating his name.
"Then I finally got my chance with my dream girl, and what did I do? What I always do; I pumped into her a few times, came, and left." Dan tells me sadly. "I wanted to stay, I was just scared, so I reverted to my usual behavior."
Lexi knocks a girl onto her ass while I stare at Dan in silence. That fucking party. Dan leaving after fucking Kayla. Keith showing up and raping her. That night is a fucking nightmare, a shadow over our lives. This is the first time I'm considering Dan's unintentional role in this.
"I wish you had stayed with her," I say sincerely.
"Yeah, me too," Dan grunts, not understanding my true meaning. "Then maybe I could have taken her to Prom. Ian treats her really well, and I even said that he's great for Kayla. Better than me. I just wish it wasn't true."
"Ian's nice enough, I guess," I respond. "I still don't think he's right for Kayla. He's too quiet, not manly enough. Kayla needs someone strong. Someone like you."
"Seems like she disagrees," he chuckles. "I actually talked about this earlier with Ashley."
"Oh yeah?" I follow up with as Lexi's latest challenger gets into position.
"It was nothing profound, Ashley was just curious," Dan says.
"Oh," I reply, my eyes on Lexi. "We're young, and unlike me, you and Kayla still have your whole lives ahead of you. Who knows? Maybe you'll find each other in the future."
"That would be nice," Dan nods. "You're wrong about one thing. You have a long, happy life ahead of you. I just hope I can remain friends with all of you. It fucking sucks that I waited until the end of senior year to see how great you all are."
"You just need to bag Marcia, and you'll have all five of the original Slut-sisters," I point out. "I'd advise you to stick around, because Marcia is fucking sexy!"
"She is, yes," he agrees with a laugh. "I'm keeping you all on social media, and I'll stay in touch. But, what did you mean by 'original' just now?"
"Lexi's big sister, Nicole," I explain. "She's one of us."
"Another gorgeous redhead? Nice!" Dan comments, and I agree completely.
Lexi finally taps out, looking ready to pass out. The volunteer parent hands the redhead a gift card as a prize, and Lexi heads over to us. We find a cooler with drinks so that Lexi can get some fluids in her system. Lexi reaches in and rubs some ice cubes over her face before grabbing an energy drink.
After we've recovered, we continue to explore the inflatable games in the gym. There's an inflatable basketball game for two players to face off in a free throw competition. Dan kicks our asses. He also beats us at the soccer game. I finally win a game when the three of us compete to see who can get the best Skee-Ball score.
There is also an inflatable jousting arena, and our favorite redhead has to try it. The arena is pretty simple, just two sides for the combatants to stand on while swatting at each other with inflatable spears. Even Lexi doesn't have truly endless energy, and she's defeated after a couple rounds. The football toss is our last game before we're already to explore other areas of the school.
We end up with quite a few prizes filling our school bags. Beach sandals, coffee mugs, hats, a stuffed hart from the school store, a cheap pair of wireless earbuds, a few gift cards. Lexi wins a pair of white boxer shorts with a green hart on them, which she says she's giving to Steven.
There's another awkward moment when we run into Kyle Baker. He tries to convince me to talk to him privately, which I refuse. Kyle seems to want to press the issue, but he glances at Dan and realizes that he needs to back off. He mumbles a quick apology before running off.
Dan eventually runs into a few friends, and we say goodbye as he runs off to hang out with them. I comment that it's a shame that neither of us is getting one last school hookup. Lexi has the bright idea that we don't need a cock to get off.
Lexi and I end up in Kayla's favorite unused classroom. We push a desk in front of the door and leave the lights off so we won't be disturbed. With the shirts and sweatshirts we have for prizes, we produce a makeshift bed to lay on. We're both kind of worn out, but we manage to get off while tribbing before switching to a sixty-nine.
Once we're done fucking, Lexi and I cuddle as she assures me that I'm doing well. The redhead promises to help me, and that I'll still have a life. She also reminds me that I'm already a great mom, I can do this. I kiss her softly before we dress and head back out into the school to continue our adventures.
~Steven~
A cold gust of wind wakes me up, and I pull the warm body I'm snuggling with even closer. Her soft hair is tickling my chin, and I can smell her sweet aroma. My eyes blink open, allowing me to see the beautiful Milky Way, rather than the ceiling of my bedroom.
"Shit! We fell asleep," I hiss, causing Nicole to grumble and snuggle closer to me in order to protect herself from the cold.
Rather than immediately wake Nicole, I let her sleep for another minute while digging my phone out of my pocket. I wince when I realize it's almost 3:00AM. Then I notice I have several messages. Kayla, Ashley, and Marcia are having a nice night, Sarah sends me a picture of her laying in bed blowing me a kiss. Stacey tells me she and April are doing well, and they plan to go out Saturday night. Nothing from Lexi or Hazel.
"W-what time is it?" Nicole mumbled when I finally managed to wake her up after replying to my texts.
"Three in the morning," I answer with a wince.
"Whoa, it's really late," the redhead sighs, rubbing her eyes. "Shit, my nose is cold."
"Your nose is cute," I reply, leaning over to peck her nose.
"Thanks, I guess," Nicole giggles.
Nicole is really cold, so I let her sit in the car while I pack up. There are still a few people around, but not nearly as many as earlier. Stargazing really can be an all night activity. Once everything is put away, I get in the front seat and start the long drive home.
"Sorry we fell asleep, but I hope you still had fun?" I ask while Nicole plays on her phone.
"It was great!" she grins happily, looking up from her phone. "The Milky Way is really beautiful."
"Good," I smile softly before noticing her sending a text. "Your friends are up this late?"
"Paula," Nicole answers. "And no, she's not up this late. She asked if I was having fun earlier. I forgot to reply."
"Worried she'd think I dumped your body if you didn't reply?" I follow up with, referencing our earlier teasing.
"They still think it's weird I'm dating the same guy as my baby sister," she shrugs. "They don't know you. They don't know you're the most amazing guy ever."
"Thank you. I think you're pretty great, too," I say sincerely. "I really do want to meet your friends. Do they know Lexi?"
"Nope," Nicole shakes her head as her phone buzzes. "I don't really hang out with people from high school anymore. No one who could have known Lexi. I mean, I still talk to a few people from high school and college, but my main friend group is made up of my work friends."
"And your work friend Paula is awake after all?" I inquire, laughing lightly.
"Yeah, my text woke her up," she giggles. "Paula isn't mad. She's the motherly one of the group, so she's glad everything is okay."
"The motherly one?" I follow up with.
"Yeah, she's thirty-three and married," Nicole nods. "The oldest, and the only married one. Her poor husband has had to pick our drunk asses up on more than one occasion."
"Now you're dating someone seven years older than Paula," I point out. "And I'm sure he was happy to drive around five lovely ladies, hoping to get lucky."
"Joe definitely scored with his wife." she tells me, rubbing her thighs together as she remembers. "I've seen her go down on him before. Oh, and I know Liz joined them in the bedroom on a few occasions."
"He never made a move on you?" I wonder.
"No," Nicole shakes her head. "Joe's a gentleman, and he'd never pressure anyone. Liz and Paula were the instigators. Joe's not a pussy hound like some guys."
"Hey!" I exclaim. "The girls in my life take charge, too. I can take control during sex, but most encounters are initiated by the women."
"I know, I know," she replies quickly. "I'm just teasing. Anyway, they actually were surprised when I ended up with a boyfriend. None of them really saw me go out on any dates. No one even knew I was a virgin."
"You girls never talk about sex when you're together?" I frown in confusion.
"Oh, we talk about sex all the time," Nicole answers. "And, ah, I used to bend the truth a little bit."
"What does that mean?" I wonder as we continue driving.
"I told them true stories, I just left things intentionally vague," she tells me. "Like one time I fell asleep in some guy's dorm after a party. His roommate was out all night, and I slept in the roommate's bed. Fuck, I never even blew him. We just made out a little bit before I crawled into the other bed to sleep it off."
"You told them the story of going to the guy's dorm while the roommate spent the night elsewhere," I nod in understanding. "Then, you let them assume."
"Exactly," Nicole responds.
"They're your friends. I'm sure they would have understood," I reason.
"I couldn't tell them," she sighs. "Liz is a very, very sexual person. She's had sex with a lot of different people. Lizzie gets around, too. Most of Paula's stories start with her telling us about something that happened after she and Joe fucked."
"That doesn't mean they wouldn't understand," I counter. "It just means you're different. Besides, you seem to be a very sexual person to me."
"You bring it out in me," Nicole blushes cutely as she turns on the interior lights while holding up her phone. "Smile."
I turn and smile for the camera. Nicole quickly takes the picture so I can return my attention to the road. I don't ask, but it's pretty obvious that Nicole wants to show Paula what I look like. I don't know why she doesn't just refer Paula to my social media. Nicole and I are friends.
"Paula didn't want to look me up on social media?" I inquire.
"She already did," my girlfriend answers. "Paula says you're sexy. So do my other friends. She just wanted a picture from right now. Also, you don't have a public relationship status, so I had to prove you're really mine. Lizzie said your daughter's very pretty, by the way."
"And shall I assume Lizzie is bisexual?" I ask. "Since she had a threesome with Paula and Joe?"
"That was Liz," Nicole shakes her head.
"Wait," I frown, trying to get used to these names. "There's a Liz and a Lizzie?"
"Correct," the redhead confirms. "We have two girls named Elizabeth in our group. That's how we tell them apart."
"I know there are five girls in your group. The last one isn't a third Elizabeth that you call Beth for short?" I tease.
"No, jackass," Nicole snorts. "Eve. She's the baby. We joke that we have our own Sluts About Town group."
"I hate that show," I wince, thinking about the drama show.
"You and every other guy on the planet," she laughs. "We even have our own writer. Lizzie is a proposal writer, not a columnist, but still."
"And you're all sex positive," I grin slyly.
"Now that you've pried my legs open, yes," Nicole says.
"In all seriousness, I'd love to meet them sometime," I reply sincerely.
"We'll set something up!" she grins happily.
Nicole is very chatty right now, and I end up learning quite a bit more about her friend group. Paula Crosby is the human resources manager at the company the five girls work at. Eve Horne works for Paula as an HR specialist. Lizzie Dotson is a proposal writer, and Liz McMillan is an accountant, just like Nicole.
My girlfriend continues to text Paula while chatting with me. Eventually, Paula's replies stop coming and we figure she's asleep again. That, or Paula finally wakes up her husband and is getting fucked. Hearing about Nicole and me having sex outside is apparently a huge turn on.
The ride feels much longer going home, and Nicole is soon fast asleep with her head against the glass. I turn on the radio for some background noise while I drive. My phone buzzes several times, and I figure it's the girls getting back to me. At one point, my phone goes off several times in succession, and I wonder what it's about.
Nicole is still asleep when I park the car. Sunrise isn't for another hour, but the light pollution in the area is preventing any view of the Milky Way. Shutting off the engine, I quickly check my phone. Kayla, Ashley, and Marcia all confirm they're still having a great time. Sarah is probably still asleep, so nothing from her. Nothing from Hazel. Multiple notifications from Lexi indicate I have several picture messages. I'll look at those once we're inside.
"Nicole?" I whisper, lightly shaking her shoulder. "We're home."
"O-okay," she mumbles weakly before yawning widely and cutely.
We carry our stuff inside, both of us quite tired. Nicole doesn't even bother putting her heels back on, instead choosing to carry them in one hand while walking barefoot down the driveway. The two of us make our way through the house, finally arriving at the master bedroom.
"Fuck, I'm tired," I announce while taking my shoes off.
"Not too tired for one more round, I hope?" Nicole asks with a sexy wink. "I know I promised you my ass, but I don't feel like showering after. Can we put butt sex off until later?"
"Of course, that's fine," I laugh. "I could never be tired of that amazing pussy of yours."
"Would you like a taste?" she offers while starting to undress.
"I would," I nod eagerly. "Oh, Lexi sent me some pictures. I should look at those and reply first."
"Let's take a look," Nicole agrees.
The first picture is very dark, but I can tell it's a shot between a nude woman's legs. I think it's Hazel. We look at the second picture, and yeah, it's Hazel. Lexi uses the flash this time, and I can see a closeup of Hazel's lovely pussy. There are several more; Hazel using two fingers to spread her labia, Lexi with her tongue in Hazel's twat, Hazel's boobs, Lexi's boobs, a shot of the two girls side-by-side, smiling at the camera.
"Looks like the girls managed to find some privacy," I comment.
"Hm," Nicole begins with a contemplative expression on her face, "I never really thought about it before, but do you think Lexi and I have similar pussies? We are sisters."
"You both do look a lot alike," I nod in agreement as I return to a picture that consists of a closeup of Lexi's labia. "I do think your labia are similar. Although, it would help if I could take another look at yours to make sure."
"That was pathetic," she snorts. "I should refuse to sleep with you just for that."
"But, you're not going to," I state arrogantly.
"Whatever," Nicole grunts as she stands up and finishes getting naked. "Just get in me before I change my mind."
Despite her request for cock, I choose to eat out Nicole first. I spread her open and enjoy getting intimately reacquainted with her vulva. Nicole cums twice while laying on her back. Then I flip her onto her stomach and pull her up onto all fours. She assumes I'm gonna fuck her, but I surprise her by sticking my tongue in her twat from behind.
Reaching beneath her body, I squeeze a hanging tit while sucking on Nicole's clit. She orgasms a third time when I pinch her nipple. Pushing two fingers inside her, I saw them in and out of Nicole as I lift my head to watch her. Feeling devious, I lean down and kiss her left butt cheek.
"Feel good, Babe?" I ask as I rapidly finger her, making her moan and squirm.
"Fuck, yes!" Nicole hisses. "You're gonna make me cum again!"
Nicole is in a mood. She's so turned on that making her cum is effortless. When she returns to earth after her fourth orgasm, I grab Nicole by the hair and yank her head toward me. My girlfriend moans happily at the rough treatment and gladly spins around while remaining on her hands and knees.
"Get me hard so I can fuck you," I order, waving my dick in her face.
"Mm, feed it to me," she whines, eagerly opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.
Holding myself at the base, I rest my glans on Nicole's tongue as her green eyes sparkle up at me. Then I brush back her hair with both hands, gripping her head as I ease myself into her mouth. Nicole hums happily before using her lips to form a tight seal around my shaft. Then she starts sucking.
"Fuck, that feels amazing," I groan, my leg shaking slightly as Nicole lashes the underside of my dick with her tongue.
Nicole moans happily, her fingers gripping the comforter as she bobs her head on me. My hand lightly cups her cheek, my thumb caressing her skin as I look down at her lovingly. I can't help but reach down with my other hand to massage one of her breasts.
I'm ready. Pulling my cock from Nicole's mouth, I maneuver her onto her back so I can get between her spread legs. She grips my wrists as I plant my hands on either side of her. The beautiful redhead looks up at me as my mushroom head settles between her moist folds.
"Fuck me!" Nicole begs, her voice a sexy rasp.
We make slow, gentle love. Nicole has her legs hooked around mine, drawing me deep inside. My thrusts are steady and strong, my eyes watching the beautiful expressions that cross Nicole's face. We're both panting slightly, our movements in perfect sync.



"You're so tight," I gasp, my balls impacting her butt with each thrust.
"You're so hard," Nicole moans back, her hands gripping my arms tightly. "Fuck, you're so deep. Oh God, Steven!"
Nicole's face tightens, her back arching as her pussy muscles clamp down on my dick. I keep going. Long, smooth strokes designed to intensify and prolong her orgasm. A couple minutes later, I tense up and gasp her name as I fill her with my seed.
"Damn, that was great sex," I gasp as I roll off Nicole and pull the covers over us.
"Because you're great at sex!" Nicole giggles as she snuggles up to me.
"It's only because amazing women like you make me great," I reply, kissing her forehead.
"Mm, good response," she whispers, wrapping an arm around me.
"Thanks," I laugh. "Ready for bed?"
"Yes. Wait! One thing first," Nicole says, tossing the covers off of us.
"What are you doing?" I frown as Nicole reaches over to unplug her phone.
"After-sex selfie," she answers as she opens her camera and holds the phone above us with her left hand.
"Again? Sure!" I laugh as Nicole nestles into position and crosses her right arm over her breasts. Her forearm is concealing her right nipple, and she uses two fingers to cover her left nipple.
Nicole takes the picture and sends it to the group chat she has with her four best friends. She also sends it to the Slut-sisters group chat. I insist on getting the picture as well, so she sends it to me with a kiss emoji. Then she pecks my lips and plugs her phone back in so we can cuddle under the covers again.
The sun is starting to rise. I know the lock-in will be over soon. I just hope the girls don't see the need to wake Nicole and me. I have no intention of sleeping all day, but I definitely need a couple hours rest in an actual bed. Nicole's steady breathing slowly lulls me to sleep.
~Kayla~
"Ian! Ian! Ian!" I chant, bouncing up and down as I clap my hands.
"I really wish something rhymed with Ian!" Stephanie declares as she cheers beside me. "So, we'll just keep using his name!"
Ian is sitting at a lunch table in the cafeteria while playing Texas Hold 'Em with two other guys. Stephanie and I are the first to be eliminated from the poker tournament, so we're now Ian's cheerleaders. The two other guys are clearly jealous of the two gorgeous girls bouncing around behind Ian in their cheerleader uniforms. Fuck, now I am regretting the decision to not bother with pompoms.
Sadly, Stephanie and I are not good at improvising cheers. In our defense, what the fuck rhymes with Ian? Then we end up debating whether or not the cheer needs to rhyme at all. So, we content ourselves to clap every time he wins, and occasionally shout his name.
"All in," one guy declares as he slides the remainder of his poker chips into the center of the table.
"Fold," the second guy announces, tossing his cards to the volunteer parent who is dealing.
"Call," Ian says.
The first guy shows his cards, revealing two aces. There's a third ace among the community cards, and the guy seems confident. Ian just smiles and reveals his own cards. He doesn't have any matching numbers, yet the first guy sighs and gets up to leave the table while Ian gathers all the poker chips.
"Uh, how did you win?" Stephanie asks, echoing my confusion. "You don't even have any pairs."
"I have a flush," Ian explains, showing his red cards to Stephanie. "A flush beats three-of-a-kind."
"Oh, I remember that one!" I exclaim. "Then if you get all numbers in a row, that's a straight."
"Why did you girls even try to play if you don't know how?" Ian's only remaining opponent asks.
"We were having fun with our boyfriend," Stephanie shrugs.
"Lucky bastard," the guy grunts.
"Okay, two players remain," the volunteer says while shuffling.
I only have a vague idea of what's going on, but from the number of hands they play, Ian's opponent is good. Very good. I know that folding and waiting for the right hand is part of the game, but Ian is folding quite a bit. Maybe he's just having bad luck right now? This game is weird. Luck dictates who gets the best hand, but that isn't always the person who wins the pot. Hey, I know a lot of poker terms now!
Daddy knows how to play poker, but it isn't one of the games we play at our family game nights. We have a few decks of playing cards, but we really don't ever use them. Maybe poker is something Daddy and Ian can bond over. Guys having a poker game is normal, I think. At least on sitcoms.
"What's going on here?" a female voice asks from behind me. One I recognize.
"Hi, Brittney," I say without turning around.
"Ian's playing poker, we're his cheerleaders," Stephanie explains, looking over Ian's shoulder to see him holding a red king and a black seven.
"Am I the only one who thinks playing poker with clothes on is a little pointless?" Brittney asks the room. "Whatever. Anyway, look who I found!"
Stephanie and I both turn around, coming face-to-face with two more cheerleaders. Standing next to Brittney, also wearing a white and green cheerleader uniform, is a very nervous looking Spanish girl. She's looking down at her feet, shuffling uncomfortably.
"Hi, Kelsey!" I exclaim. "It's so great to see you here!"
"Hey, Kelsey!" Stephanie smiles nervously. Things are still awkward with the two friends.
"Kelsey!" Ian and the guy he's playing against smile and wave.
"Hi, everyone," the Spanish girl mumbles.
"No bodyguards?" I ask.
"Most of them were suspended and can't come," Kelsey answers with a shrug. "I told the others I needed to try and walk around school on my own."
"I found her playing a game on her phone in an empty classroom," Brittney interjects.
"Brittney!" Kelsey whines.
We go back to watching Ian play so that Kelsey isn't the center of attention any longer. Ian now has four cheerleaders. Brittney is happy to play along, and Kelsey gets into it after awhile. She still doesn't want to be touched at all, but Kelsey will bounce around with us. I even catch her smiling.
Is Ian the better poker player? Maybe, maybe not. Either way, he's not the one who has to avoid looking at four hotties. The guy reaches down to adjust himself a couple of times, desperately trying to pay attention to his cards. He fails, and Ian wins the game.
"Congratulations," the volunteer parent says as he presents Ian with a twenty-five dollar gift card to a movie theater chain.
"Thank you, sir," Ian replies politely.
Our group of five decides to stay in the cafeteria for a little while longer. We grab drinks and snacks before finding a private table in the corner. We are young, but I am starting to get tired. Hopefully some caffeine and junk food can help perk me up. The five of us eat and drink while signing each other's yearbooks.
"How are you doing, Kelsey?" Stephanie asks her former best friend.
"Fine, I guess," Kelsey sighs, unable to meet Stephanie's gaze. "I still meet with Nancy. I have a therapist, and someone to prescribe medication. Lots of appointments."
"I'm glad you're getting help," I say sincerely.
"Are you excited for college?" Ian asks.
"I guess," Kelsey shrugs. "I keep being told how I need to return to a normal routine. College should help with that. Nancy said it would be good for me to come here. So, here I am."
"We're happy to have you," Brittney smiles.
"Thanks," Kelsey mumbles.
"Kelsey, I miss you!" Stephanie suddenly exclaims.
"W-what?" the Spanish girl asks.
"I miss my best friend, okay?" Stephanie sighs, leaning forward to look straight at Kelsey. "I miss you. I love Kayla and Ian, I love the other girls. It's just, well, they're not you."
"You wanted to have sex with me," Kelsey whispers, looking down at the table, her face red. "I only did stuff with you because they made me. Why would you want to do that?"
"I guess I'm bisexual. You aren't. I get that now. I'm sorry I asked, especially after what you've been through," Stephanie quickly explains. "I won't do it again. I'm fine with a purely platonic friendship. More than fine. I have a girlfriend and a boyfriend now anyway."
"I'm not comfortable, I mean, I don't know..." Kelsey swallows weakly.
"Maybe we should talk about something else?" Ian suggests. "Kelsey has some thinking to do, and we don't want to put pressure on her right now."
"Yeah, that's a good idea," I agree. "Stephanie?"
"Right. Okay. I'll give you space, Kelsey," Stephanie nods.
"Thank you," Kelsey responds. "I miss you, too. I'm just overwhelmed all the time. I keep having flashbacks to them touching me, doing things to me no matter how many times I told them not to. I'm sorry, I need to go to the bathroom."
"Do you want someone to go with you?" Stephanie quickly offers.
"No," the Spanish girl mumbles before standing and slowly walking away.
"Kelsey!" Stephanie exclaims, getting to her feet.
"Wait, Stephanie," I state firmly as I reach out to grab my girlfriend's arm. "She needs space. You need to be patient with her."
""But..." Stephanie looks torn. "Right. Sorry," she mumbles sadly as she returns to her seat.
"So, ah, what do we talk about?" Ian wonders in a pathetic attempt to change the subject.
"Oh, I know!" Brittney declares, standing up to draw all the attention to herself. Then her smile suddenly vanishes. "Unless it's in bad taste to talk about something sex related? I know what you two, um, never mind. I can talk about something else."
"Nah, tell us," I wave my hand, indicating for Brittney to continue. "You're our favorite porn star, of course all your stories are sex related."
"Don't walk on eggshells around us," Stephanie says firmly. "We still have a life. We still love sex. Go on, what were you gonna tell us?"
"I was going to ask if you wanted to hear about what happened to me at the mall last week?" Brittney asks.
"Sure, what happened?" I shrug, looking over at the busty blonde cheer captain.
"I was eating lunch at the food court, and a couple with their two kids sat down at the table near me," Brittney explains. "The couple were about the same age as Kayla's Dad. The kids were elementary school age."
"Okay..." Ian trails off, indicating for Brittney to continue.
"Okay, so it was a table, but there were only chairs on one side." Brittney says. "The other side was one of those padded benches for booths. This is important because I was sitting on the booth seat with my feet up. I looked over and noticed the father was sitting closest to me at the neighboring table. And he was staring at my feet."
"Were you wearing sandals?" I ask with a giggle.
"I was!" Brittney smirks. "I made sure to wiggle my toes for him."
"I don't get the appeal," Ian speaks up before wincing as he realizes what he's saying. "No offense, Brittney."
"None taken!" Brittney laughs.
"Some guys like feet," Stephanie points out. "Keep going, Brittney."
"The guy was really lucky that his kids were little assholes," Brittney tells us. "His wife was too busy trying to keep them from flinging food at each other to realize he was checking me out."
"What happened next?" I wonder.
"They finished eating," Brittney shrugs, an evil grin on her face. "The guy stood up and turned to me as they were leaving. He asked if I was an actress, because he thought he recognized me from a commercial."
"Oh no!" Stephanie giggles as I burst out laughing.
"What did his wife say?" Ian follows up with.
"She looked at me and tried to place me, but couldn't," Brittney continues. "I told him truthfully that I had never been in a commercial, and his wife didn't seem to care that he recognized me. The moron kept mumbling about how he was sure he had seen me before. Then his eyes went wide and he turned bright red. He quickly said he must have been mistaken and got his family out of there."
"That's hysterical!" I announce as all four of us laugh.
"Yeah, he must have seen my foot fetish video," Brittney assumes. "He liked my feet, and eventually realized I had a face, too."
"Foot fetish video?" Ian hesitantly asked.
"I gave a footjob to a guy," Brittney shrugs. "He came on my feet. They had me wiggle my toes for the camera with cum in between my toes."
"Okay, then," Ian nods.
"Kelsey's been gone awhile, I'm gonna go check on her," Brittney declares.
"Should we come with you?" Stephanie speaks up quickly.
"Probably not a good idea, Baby," I interject.
"Yeah, I guess..." Stephanie sighs as Brittney heads off.
"Hey!" I exclaim excitedly, wanting to brighten the mood. "It's getting late, or early, I suppose. Anyway, we still have a promise to fulfill. Our sexy boyfriend gets a threesome in the library with two hot cheerleaders."
"And he can record it," Stephanie adds, a grin spreading across her face.
"I won't hold you to that promise," Ian replies.
"Well, we want you to record it," I tell him firmly. "We trust you. Keith used nudes of us for control and wealth. That won't stop us from living. You won't betray us, no matter what."
"That's right," Stephanie agrees. "Let's go have some fun!"
"Aren't there cameras in the library?" Ian protests as Stephanie and I drag him down the hall.
"Don't worry, we figured it out," I insist as we turn left. "There is a camera that covers the computers, but it's easy to avoid."
Stephanie and I confidently lead Ian through the school. We pass various students, teachers, and volunteer parents. Whenever we're far enough away from people to not be overheard, I whisper dirty suggestions to Ian. Stephanie quickly joins in, telling Ian she can't wait to suck his dick, and she wants his cum so badly. We both fall silent when we notice a very pretty woman in her mid-twenties approaching us from the opposite direction.
"Kayla, Stephanie! Hi!" Anne Harrell says in a friendly voice while she waves.
"Miss Harrell!" I exclaim excitedly, releasing Ian's hand to run over to her.
"Hi, Miss Harrell," Stephanie adds as she and Ian rush to keep up with me.
Anne Harrell is the teacher I will miss the most after graduation. She's the PE teacher, and more importantly, she's the cheer coach. This is Miss Harrell's fourth year at Adrienne Dennis High School, and I remember our first year well. Anne and I become close almost immediately, and I regularly come to her with boy troubles.
Every guy in the school, staff and students alike, wants to get into her pants. Anne is a couple inches taller than I am, her boobs are about the same size as mine, and she's very pretty. She has long, dirty blonde hair and green eyes. Her skin is light and clear, and she has a kind smile.
"It's nice to see you two," Miss Harrell smiles. "Ian, right?"
"Yes, ma'am," Ian replies politely.
"Listen, Kayla," Miss Harrell begins nervously, "I was wondering if we could talk privately for a minute? I won't keep you long."
"Sure, that's fine," I nod in agreement before turning to my boyfriend and girlfriend. "I'll be right back."
Ian and Stephanie lean against a row of lockers as they watch Miss Harrell lead me to a dark classroom. The door is unlocked, so we head inside and turn on the light. Miss Harrell shuts the door before looking over at me with a contemplative expression.
"I'm so sorry, Kayla," Miss Harrell finally says, looking like she's about to cry.
"What? What for?" I ask in confusion.
"For everything that happened to you," Miss Harrell explains. "We used to be so close, then the season ended and we stopped talking. The only time we spoke again was when you asked me to help you get cheer uniforms for your friends. I started hearing things. One of your classmates dating your father, David, those nudes."
"Right," I nod, biting my lower lip.
"I wanted to reach out, to let you know I was here for you," Miss Harrell continues. "I just thought it was best to give you space. You always knew you could come to me, and I told myself you would if you needed to."
"I should have," I admit with a sigh.
"Then the kidnapping," Miss Harrell blanches. "I'm so glad you're okay. Dean Graham reported your father again when he found out about Hazel. He asked me if I thought you were in danger. I insisted you weren't, that you were a smart girl and you'd come to someone if you needed help."
"I appreciate you. You've been great the last four years," I reply carefully. "You have nothing to be sorry for. I'm the idiot who didn't ask you for advice or help."
"You're not an idiot, Kayla," Miss Harrell smiles, taking a step toward me. "I remember when I first started this job. I was fresh out of college, and I was so nervous. It seemed like I had just graduated from this school, and there I was, back as a teacher.
"The first cheerleader practice. You walked right up to me with your hair in pigtails. You smiled and introduced yourself. I remember how excited you were to be a cheerleader."
"I was. I love it!" I gush, smiling at the memories. "I'm definitely going to keep doing it in college."
"You should. You're very good at it," Miss Harrell nods, looking sad. "I'm gonna miss you, Kayla."
"I'll miss you, too," I tell her sincerely.
"Watching you grow up into this beautiful, young woman has been one of the greatest experiences of my life," she continues. "I hope we can stay in touch."
"I'd like that," I smile softly.
A film of tears cover Anne Harrell's eyes as she approaches me. Her cheeks are pink, and she looks both nervous and sad. She reaches out her right hand and lightly cups my cheek. Before I can react, she leans forward and briefly kisses my lips.
"I'm sorry!" Miss Harrell quickly stammers, pulling away from me. "I know that was wrong, and I never thought of doing it before. It's just, these last couple months, ah, I'm sorry. I had to do that. Just the once."
"It's okay, I'm not upset," I whisper.
"I hope I'll see you again someday," Miss Harrell sniffles before turning and heading back to the door.
"Wait!" I call out, causing her to turn and face me with a questioning look. "How about you come to my graduation party? Everyone's invited, and we'd love to have you."
"I don't want to intrude," she replies, but it's obvious she wants me to insist.
"You won't be," I promise. "I still have your number, I'll text you the address. Everyone's stopping by right after graduation."
"I'll be there," Miss Harrell vows, a radiant smile lighting up her pretty face.
I walk with my cheer coach back to where Stephanie and Ian are waiting. The two of them are clearly flirting, and I even see Stephanie reach out to lightly touch his arm. They stop talking and turn when they see Miss Harrell and I approaching.
"Everything okay?" Stephanie wonders.
"Yeah, all good," I smile and nod.
"I'll let you three get back to enjoying your night," Miss Harrell says. "Stephanie, if you need anything, please let me know. See you three at graduation."
The three of us say goodbye to Miss Harrell before she walks down the hallway and disappears around a corner. Ian and Stephanie are both looking at me with confused expressions. I'm assuming my face is giving away the fact that things are really weird right now.
"Miss Harrell kissed me," I announce, shocking them.
"What?" Ian asks stupidly. "Why?"
"Well, I'm guessing the cheer coach wants some Kayla loving," Stephanie giggles. "I didn't know Miss Harrell was gay!"
"Maybe she's bisexual, like us?" I offer with a helpless shrug. "Either way, she definitely has feelings for me. She mentioned thinking about doing that the last couple months."
"Maybe finding out you like cunt made her think she had a chance?" Stephanie suggests.
"W-what are you gonna do now?" Ian stammers nervously.
"No idea," I sigh. "I invited her to the graduation party, but that may have been a mistake. If she has real feelings for me, I don't want to lead her on. I have a girlfriend and a boyfriend."



"She could just want a hook up," Stephanie reasons. "Don't worry about it right now. Let's just go have some fun. Miss Harrell may get a shot at you next week, but that sweet pussy is all ours right now!"
Ian's anxiety returns as we approach one of the entrances to the library. He's clearly afraid we're gonna get caught. I jokingly remind him that it's a little late to give us detention at this point. My nervous boyfriend just shakes his head as we quietly slip into the semi-dark library.
With light from the hallways pouring in through the windows, there's plenty of visibility to figure out where we're going. We'll even be able to record. I'm sure the video will be slightly dark, but all the good stuff will be visible. The three of us walk down the few steps to enter the library. Squinting, I look back and forth to make sure we're alone, and to figure out where the cameras are.
"The computers are over there," I say, pointing to the left. "There are cameras, and it is bright enough for us to be seen."
"There are no cameras aimed at the book shelves, so let's go this way," Stephanie adds, leading us to the right.
"How do you two know this?" Ian inquires, his voice barely above a whisper.
"We scoped out the place earlier in the week," I explain as we walk through the library.
"That's a little scary," Ian replies with a nervous laugh.
"Good," Stephanie giggles. "You'll know you gotta treat us right. Otherwise, who knows-"
"Shh!" I hiss, holding up my hand as we reach the bookshelves. "Do you hear that?"
"Sounds like fucking," Stephanie whispers as we crouch down and hide behind a bookshelf. Thankfully, the shelves all have solid backs, so there's no way for people on the other side to see us.
"Yeah, it does," Ian agrees. We can hear grunting and moaning, along with the sounds of slapping flesh.
"Looks like we were beat here," Stephanie sighs. "Should we find somewhere else?"
"Yeah, but I wanna take a peek first," I say, tiptoeing on my cheer shoes toward the end of the row so we can look around it.
"Kayla!" Ian hisses. "You shouldn't do that. You wouldn't want someone looking at us."
"I absolutely would want that," I counter. "Horny guys resisting the urge to touch themselves as they watch me writhe in pleasure? My tits bouncing as I take dick? Yes, please!'
"Whore," Stephanie grunts as the three of us get into position.
"Watch it," I warn with a giggle. "Only my Slut-sisters can talk to me that way."
The sex noises are much louder now, so we stop talking to make sure we aren't heard. We're at the edge of the rows, and we carefully position ourselves in front of the first bookshelf so we can poke our heads around and see between the shelves. I clap my hands to my mouth to avoid gasping when I see what's happening between the first and second row of bookshelves.
Two people having sex certainly isn't surprising, what is crazy to me is the identity of the two people. Emily Hawthorne is bent forward at the waist, her hands on her knees and her long light brown hair hanging down. Her cheer briefs and panties are stretched around her calves, and her top and bra are pushed up, allowing her huge tits to freely swing.
Standing behind Emily, holding her hips tightly and roughly pounding her, is Lucas Wagner. The balding history teacher who is in his early fifties. The very same asshole Lexi still freezes up around, remembering his hands on her, remembering Keith trading her for a passing grade.
I can't move. I can't breathe. Stephanie stiffens behind me before shifting slightly. One of her hands reaches out to caress my back. It also seems like she's leaning over further to get a better look between the shelves. I feel Ian take my hand, and I know he's trying to show his support. I lace our fingers and squeeze his hand for comfort.
They're about halfway down the aisle, and clearly too distracted to notice us. Mister Wagner's face is red with exertion, and sweat is pouring down his face. His pants are around his ankles, but his shirt is still on. I'm still able to tell his beer belly is jiggling as he slams himself into Emily.
"Mm, you like that, baby?" Emily coos, her hands gripping her knees as her tits bounce. "You like fucking me?"
"Fuck, yeah!" Mister Wagner grunts. "Take my cock, you little slut."
Emily starts moaning louder, her panting growing more intense. I can see Mister Wagner's excitement growing, as he clearly thinks he's making Emily feel good. However, he can't see the look of contempt on Emily's face. In fact, she almost looks bored.
"Cum inside me!" Emily begs, moaning loudly. She's a damn good actress. "You're so hard, oh God! I want it! Cum in my slutty pussy!"
Mister Wagner buries his cock inside of Emily, his body shuddering as he empties the contents of his balls in her teenage pussy. Emily gasps and grunts, encouraging him to fill her with cum. He looks like he's about to pass out as he leans over her, panting heavily.
"Fuck, that was good," the older guy gasps as he eases his dick out of Emily before giving her butt a light slap. "Damn, I'm gonna miss you."
"I'll miss you too, sir," Emily purrs as she stands while pulling up her panties and cheer briefs.
The history teacher pulls up his pants and underwear, doing his best to appear presentable. Emily puts her boobs back in her bra, fixing her cheer uniform before brushing her long hair back behind her ears. She doesn't notice us at all, instead turning to face Mister Wagner
"I love when you call me that," Mister Wagner husks, his eyes devouring Emily as he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small wad of fifty dollar bills. I actually do gasp when he presses the money into Emily's outstretched hand.
"Mm, thank you, sir," Emily whispers in a throaty voice.
"Any chance of one last night with you?" Mister Wagner asks as he leers at the teenager. "I'd like to get you fully naked one more time."
"I'm going to a party Saturday night, and my parents are taking me to dinner Sunday for my graduation, There's no way they'll let me go out." Emily answers. "I have the rest of the week off before graduation, though. Maybe I can come over one night?"
"Perfect," he nods enthusiastically. "Whichever day works best for you is fine."
"Oh, and it doesn't have to be the last time," Emily replies, pressing her breasts against his chest. "I don't leave for college for a few more months, and I'm sure I'll need spending money over the summer."
"I think we can work something out," Mister Wagner grins as he leans in to kiss her, looking angry when Emily turns her face so he only gets her cheek. He recovers quickly. "Can I fuck your ass again?"
"Anal costs extra," the cheerleader says, hands on her hips.
"Anything for you, babe," Mister Wagner smiles. We can't see Emily's face from this angle, but we can tell the history teacher is looking at Emily with eyes full of lust.
"Just don't go falling in love with me, I'll be far away soon," Emily teases as she pokes him in the chest.
"Might be too late for that, gorgeous," he responds. "I'll let you get back to your friends. Let me know if you need anything."
I'm too stunned to react when Emily and Mister Wagner head in our direction. Ian and Stephanie have to drag me down the first row of bookshelves so we can hide behind a table. Fortunately, my fellow cheerleader and my history teacher don't look back as they leave the library.
"Well, uh, that just happened," Stephanie says with wide eyes while fidgeting with her purse.
"Are you okay, Kayla?" Ian asks, giving me a worried look.
"Yeah," I nod my head slowly. "I wasn't the one touched by that asshole."
"Do we tell Lexi?" Stephanie wonders, looking conflicted.
"Tell Lexi that Emily gets paid to bend over?" I frown. "Does she really need to know?"
"After what Mister Wagner did to her, maybe she should know," Stephanie shrugs.
"I guess. Fine, we'll tell her," I agree with a sigh.
"We'll worry about that later," Stephanie insists. "We need to relax."
"What do we do now?" Ian asks.
"We pretend that never happened, and continue with our plans," I state firmly.
Stephanie and I still insist that Ian records us, so we find a cart he can place his phone on. Resting the phone against a pile of books should be good enough. We place our three reusable bags and our two purses next to the cart before getting into position. There's enough light in here, and despite my shock, I'm still really fucking horny.
"Hi, there," Stephanie says to the camera in a smoky voice. "I'm Stephanie, and this sexy bitch is Kayla."
"And we're Ian's sluts!" I declare as Stephanie and I start to dance.
We dance as sensually as we can while looking sexily at Ian's phone camera. The cheerleader outfits definitely help, and we both run our hands down our own bodies, posing for maximum appeal. I lick my lips while Stephanie blows the camera a kiss.
Then we start touching. Stephanie takes my hand and pulls me to her. With our faces barely an inch apart, we smirk at each other before kissing softly. My hand finds her breast, squeezing the large mound outside of her cheer top. I can feel Stephanie's hand on my side as our tongues wrestle.
"Mm, come join us, Ian," Stephanie coos, her arms around me as we both turn our heads to look at our boyfriend.
"Get that sexy bod of yours over here," I husk as we both extend a hand and crook a finger for him to approach.
"These sluts want cock!" Stephanie declares, making us both giggle.
Ian nervously walks up to us, his steps seeming mechanical as he swallows weakly. Stephanie and I both place a hand on his shoulder as we lean in to kiss his cheek. He smiles at us, a small blush on his face. Then we turn him so that he'll be sideways in the video.
As one, Stephanie and I sink to our knees, our eyes never leaving Ian's. We both reach for his pants at the same time, and Stephanie playfully swats my hand so she can be the one to pull them down. I end up running my fingers down Ian's thigh, cooing up at him while Stephanie tugs his pants and underwear to his ankles.
Stephanie cutely tilts her head so she can take Ian into her mouth without using her hands. Ian groans happily as he reaches down and places a hand on her head. While Stephanie starts sucking, I duck my head lower so I can kiss Ian's balls. His other hand buries in my raven locks while I hold a ball between my lips, my tongue rapidly flicking the sensitive skin.
Two raven-haired cheerleaders on their knees sucking dick. Ian squeezes our boobs from outside our cheer tops while we go down on him. Stephanie blows Ian for a minute before pulling off of him so we can switch places. I start sucking while Stephanie gives Ian's balls a tongue bath.
"Mm, I love choking on dick," I smile at the camera after pulling off Ian's erection.
Stephanie and I then lick along the sides of his shaft while moaning happily. We start making out, our tongues dancing over the mushroom head of Ian's throbbing manhood. I run my hands along Ian's inner thigh while Stephanie slides a hand up his shirt.
"I want to see your boobs," Ian moans, surprising us with his boldness.
We girls plant soft kisses along his shaft before pulling back and smiling up at him. Then we lift up our cheer shirts, giving Ian a nice look at our bra-encased breasts. Stephanie and I think alike, both of us turning to face the camera.
"Titties!" Stephanie and I announce as we lift our bras, exposing our boobs to the phone.
Our boobies bounce around while we shake our chests for the camera. We playfully grab each other's titties, giggling loudly. Then Stephanie wraps her large breasts around Ian's cock, giving him a titty-fuck. I scratch his inner thigh with my nails while trailing soft kisses all along his thigh and waist.
"Your cock is so hard," Stephanie coos, holding her boobs as she looks up at Ian. "I can feel you throbbing between my tits."
"I love your tits," Ian moans, watching Stephanie's tit-flesh engulf his cock while squeezing one of my boobs. "Both of you. Holy shit, they're amazing."
"They're all yours, Baby," I moan softly, looking up at him while Stephanie leans down to suck on his tip when it pokes out of her cleavage. "We're your sluts. Will you fuck us with your cock, please?"
Ian nods rapidly, lust in his light blue eyes. I crouch side-by-side with Stephanie in doggystyle, facing the camera as we both grin and wiggle our butts in Ian's direction. We both reach back, flip up our cheer skirts, and pull our cheer briefs and panties down to our thighs. Two aroused, pink pussies are on full display to Ian's gaze.
"Mm, I hope he fucks me first," Stephanie says, hip-checking me.
"No! He's gonna fuck me first," I counter, my tits swaying as I hip-check her back. "No guy in the world can resist Kayla Thomson's pussy!"
"Arrogant much?" my girlfriend challenges with a cute giggle.
"Nothing wrong with knowing I'm hot," I reason as I feel Ian crouching behind me. "Looks like I win."
"It's not a competition, ladies. I love you both," Ian argues as he rests his hand on my bum.
"We're girls. Everything is a competition," Stephanie laughs. "We're just kidding, don't worry about it. Just make sure you save some dick for me!"
"Don't worry, I will," Ian replies as I feel his cock head poking at my entrance.
"Ah, fuck!" I grunt and bare my teeth, my head jerking forward as Ian penetrates me.
"Kayla!" Ian hisses when he feels his entire length encased in warm, wet vaginal flesh.
"Mm, feel good, Baby?" I coo, looking over my shoulder at Ian as I tighten my hole for his pleasure. "I know you feel good. Your dick feels so big in my little pussy."
"You feel amazing, Kayla," Ian gasps, his hands on my hips as he eases himself back before pushing inside my body again.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" I beg, pushing my ass back to take his entire cock in my greedy pussy.
"That's it, Ian, fuck that slut!" Stephanie encourages while reaching between my legs to rub my clit.
With Ian fucking me and Stephanie flicking my clit, isn't long before I'm cumming hard. I arch my back sexily, my tits pushing from my chest as I announce my orgasm. Ian grips my hips and fucks me through my orgasm while pussy juice soaks his dick.
Ian pulls from my cunt, and I let out a sad whimper caused by the empty feeling deep inside me. Stephanie gasps when Ian slips into her twat. I return the favor by balancing on one hand so I can rub Stephanie's clit while she takes it from behind.
After Stephanie cums, Ian returns to fucking me. He goes back and forth, first sticking it in one girl, then the other. Stephanie and I keep making dirty suggestions, commenting on how big his dick is and how much we love sex. It's almost like I'm competing with my girlfriend to see who has the filthiest mouth.
"Grab my tits! Pinch my nipples! Yes, like that!" I groan, my raven hair framing my face. "Oh God, I'm cumming so much!"
"I'm close, Kayla," Ian gasps, using my tits as handholds to slam himself inside me. "You feel so good."
"Cum in her mouth!" Stephanie urges, looking over at me with wide eyes. "She can snowball it to me!"
"Yes, cum in my mouth!" I beg, fucking back at Ian as hard as I can. "I wanna taste you. Cum in my mouth. Cum for Kayla!"
Placing both hands on my ass, Ian pushes me forward until his cock falls out of me. Like an experienced slut, I spin around and grab his shaft. I give the slimy dick a few strokes before opening wide and sucking him between my soft lips.
"Oh God, that feels amazing," Ian groans, his body shuddering while he holds my head in both hands. "I'm gonna, ah, Kayla!"
My mouth floods with warm sperm, and I moan happily as I feel the tasty fluid across my tongue. I stroke the base of his cock rapidly, my cheeks caving in as I drink cum from the source. The smell and taste are overwhelming, and I have to resist the urge to swallow as the last few drops trickle out onto my tongue.
I smile up at Ian, my eyes sparkling as I show him the huge load in my mouth. Stephanie tells him to get the camera while the busty raven-haired goddess kneels in front of me. Ian is soon standing over us, his phone trained on his two sluts. Two gorgeous cheerleaders with their tits out, cheer briefs and panties around their thighs.
Placing a hand on my cheek, Stephanie draws me into a passionate kiss. Our lips make sexy smacking sounds as we moan and pant. I push my tongue into her mouth, allowing us to swap cum while Stephanie's hand palms my bare breast. In response, I slid my hand between her legs so I can run my fingers along her soaking slit.
"Are we good girls, Ian?" I ask once all the cum is gone, looking up at the camera with my hands on my knees, my tits out and proud.
"You're definitely good girls," Ian gasps, still recording us.
"Mm, thanks, Baby!" Stephanie grins, kneeling next to me in the same position.
Ian stops recording and puts his penis away while Stephanie and I pull up our undies and cheer briefs. We girls giggle when we catch Ian watching us place our boobs back in our bra cups. I blow him a kiss as I tug my cheer top down before fixing my hair.
"I can delete that video if you want," Ian offers while the three of us walk down the hall.
"We don't want you to," I insist, reaching out to take his hand. "We trust you completely. Even after everything."
"Sending you nudes isn't just about giving you jack off material," Stephanie explains, taking Ian's other hand as we keep walking. "We're showing you we trust you. We're giving you the power to hurt us, and we know you won't use it."
"What do you mean?" Ian wonders.
"People judge others," I say with a sigh. "I've seen the leering looks in the halls. I know they have the nudes David showed them. Maybe even the videos. Then the ones Keith took without consent. He did the same thing to Stephanie and Kelsey. All that, and we still trust you. Completely."
"Taken without our consent, released without our consent," Stephanie mumbles to herself while pulling out her phone. "Shit, I should delete this. It's not worth it."
"Delete what?" I ask with a frown.
"I remembered hearing about what Wagner did to Lexi," Stephanie explains, holding her phone tightly. "You were out of it, Kayla, and Ian was comforting you. I just thought about how much better we felt when we found out Keith and David would face justice. So, I, ah, I recorded everything."
"You did what?!" I exclaim, pulling all three of us to the side.
"I recorded it," Stephanie states. "And I'm glad I did. Fucking pieces of shit get away with treating us horribly. Not anymore! We can get that asshole fired!"
"You just said you should delete it, and you're right," Ian speaks up. "Emily didn't consent to being recorded."
"But, we could get him out of the school..." Stephanie mumbles. "He didn't rape Emily, but he had sex with a student, and prostitution is illegal."
"Then what happens to Emily when this gets out?" Ian challenges.
"Fuck, maybe you're right. It would be easy to just delete it," Stephanie sighs while unlocking her phone.
"Wait! Don't delete it!" I hiss, trying to keep my voice down.
"Kayla..." Ian trails off.
"We all know Lexi is still broken," I point out to nods from the others. "Keith will never rape again, and hopefully David gets convicted. They aren't the only monsters out there. Maybe what he's doing with Emily isn't the most horrible thing ever, but he knew Lexi didn't want him. Wagner used Keith's control over Lexi to get between her legs. He has to pay. We can make him pay."
"And what happens to Emily?" Ian counters. "I want to help Lexi, she's my friend, but we can't hurt someone else. She wouldn't want that."
"I, but, Lexi!" I mutter, stomping my foot. "What the fuck do we do?"
"Maybe talk it over with the others?" Ian suggests. "See what they think."



"That's a good idea," Stephanie nods. "Should we go find Lexi?"
Ian and I agree, so I pull out my phone to text the redhead. A few minutes later, Lexi replies to my text, telling me she's watching a magic show with Hazel. I confirm with Lexi where the show is, then we make our way to the classroom usually used for trigonometry.
The three of us join Lexi and Hazel to watch the show. It's really good! My first magic show in years. There are a lot of fun illusions, the mandatory card tricks, and a few tricks involving volunteers. Lexi wins another twenty-five dollars for coming up to the front for the magician to make her levitate. We tease her that we're disappointed he isn't sawing her in half. She blows a raspberry.
"It will be 6:00AM soon," Hazel points out when the five of us walk out of the classroom. "We should go to the front of the school; they'll be drawing prizes for the raffles."
"Didn't you say you wanted to talk about something, Kayla?" Lexi asks.
"Right. Yes. I did," I sigh.
"I'll run to the bathroom to give you some privacy," Ian offers, heading toward the nearby bathroom.
"What's going on?" Lexi frowns, placing her hands on her hips.
"Kayla, Ian, and I went to the library for a threesome," Stephanie explains.
"Oh, fun!" Hazel exclaims. "Was Ian not able to keep up with you two?"
"He did just fine," I roll my eyes. "Better than fine, actually."
"The point is, there were already two people fucking in the library when we got there," Stephanie continues.
"Okay, so?" Lexi follows up with. "Why did Ian need to leave for you to tell us that?"
"Because, it was Mister Wagner having sex with Emily Hawthorne," I answer with a wince.
"Oh," Lexi states, her eyes going wide.
I bite my lower lip as I watch various expressions flash across Lexi's face. Fear, anger, concern. She folds her arms across her chest, hugging herself tightly. I recognize the look; Lexi is reliving a horrible memory. I can only imagine. Being traded like property. Just the idea is horrifying.
"She wasn't forced or anything!" Stephanie says quickly. "When it was over, Wagner gave her money. They talked about getting together more over the summer."
"Holy shit!" Hazel gasps. "Well, ah, maybe Emily should talk to Brittney about porn?"
"Really? That's what you're thinking about?" I respond in a deadpan voice.
"Thanks for telling me, I guess," Lexi mumbles. "Not much we can do about it."
"Actually, there is something we can do," I tell the redhead.
"What do you mean?" Lexi inquires.
"I recorded them," Stephanie lets out a breath before continuing. "I was gonna delete it, since it's horrible to record a woman without her consent, but I just had to do it. Wagner needs to pay. Ian said we should delete it, there are nudes of us out there, after all."
"We don't know what to do," I add.
"If you send the recording to the principal anonymously, it probably won't get out?" Hazel offers with a shrug.
"We can't know that for sure," I reply.
"C-can I see it?" Lexi asks.
"Okay," Stephanie nods, handing over her phone.
Lexi and Hazel watch the recording. Hazel doesn't seem very emotional, but Lexi has tears in her eyes. I rub her back for support. Once the video ends, Lexi hands Stephanie her phone back. Then she looks at us with a contemplative expression.
"He asked if he could fuck her ass again," Lexi states.
"Okay...?" I frown, not understanding the point.
"At the end, they talked about getting together again, he handed her money." Lexi explains. "All that, and you don't even see her face in that part of the video. She had turned around to face him."
"So, you're suggesting we edit the video?" Stephanie responds.
"Yes," Lexi nods. "Emily's face won't be in it, just her back. I mean, yeah, she's in her cheer uniform, and some people could easily figure out it's her. Still, Wagner's face is clearly seen. Edit out the nudity, and send the principal the end anonymously?"
"Would that work?" I wonder. "You wouldn't actually see him fucking a student."
"No, but you'd see him agreeing to pay for sex," Hazel reasons. "And, he did say he wanted to fuck her ass again. As in, he admitted he already did it at least once before."
"I don't think he'd end up in jail, but it should be plenty to get him fired," Stephanie adds. "And there's no way he'll get another teaching job after getting fired for something like this."
"That's perfect," Lexi nods.
"What about us?" I interject. "I mean, Stephanie recorded a sex act. Isn't that illegal?"
"They're adults in what was essentially a public place, right?" Hazel offers. "Something about no expectation of privacy or something. If you whip out your tits in the middle of a store with surveillance cameras to prevent stealing, you can hardly sue the store for recording the ladies?"
"Should we talk to Daddy first? Maybe Sarah?" I suggest. "Sorry, he always used to drill into my head the importance of covering your own ass."
"Maybe..." Lexi trails off. "Oh, welcome back, Ian. Had to poop?"
"No, I was giving you girls privacy," Ian replies. "And, you're gross, Lexi."
"Everybody poops," the redhead shrugs.
"Anyway," I interrupt, "maybe we should meet up with the others? Tell them what's going on."
Everyone agrees, and we find Marcia, Ashley, Josh, and Shawn. We're all surprised to see Shawn, and Marcia quickly explains that the two of them are trying to be friends. Lexi teasingly suggests they are friends with benefits, but Marcia and Shawn both insist that they can't be together.
The guys give us some privacy so we can fill in Ashley and Marcia. Then we send a long text to Nicole, the sixth Slut-sister. I'm sure we won't hear back from her for awhile. Marcia is suitably shocked, and Ashley seems to love the idea of getting Wagner fired. We all agree to talk things over before making a final decision.
It's really getting close to 6:00AM, so we head to the front of the school. Soon, we have a large group of twelve people. With me are: Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, Stephanie, Brittney, Ian, Josh, Shawn, and Dan. The final person is Kelsey, who seems nervous and sad, but stays with us as the raffle tickets are drawn.
A handful of us do end up winning prizes. I win a gift card, Shawn receives a pair of nice earbuds, Dan ends up with a basket with a lot of small things useful for a dorm room, and Hazel wins the fluffy bedroom rug Marcia wants. Fortunately, Marcia wins fifty dollars, and the two girls agree to a trade. Sadly, the weighted blanket Ashley wants is won by Shannon. Fuck her.
Brittney wins a gym membership while Josh's ticket is drawn for a wireless speaker. The most surprising win is Ian's. He receives a free round of golf for two people at a local golf course. My boyfriend looks in the envelope with a frown as he shrugs.
"What am I gonna do with a round of golf?" Ian asks Stephanie and I when we separate from the group at 7:00AM to say goodbye. "Do you girls want it?"
"I think we're good," Stephanie giggles.
"Oh, I know!" I exclaim, clapping my hands together excitedly. "Go with Daddy!"
"What?" Stephanie and Ian both ask at the same time.
"Daddy plays golf. He has to for all that business networking shit," I quickly explain. "You're my boyfriend, Ian. You should get along with my father. Offer to go with him!"
"Just the two of us?" Ian asks, looking horrified.
"You look like you were just sentenced to death," Stephanie giggles. "Kayla's dad seems okay."
"He's the best dad ever, and he knows you treat me well," I add, walking up to Ian and pecking his lips. "Please? It would make me happy if you two got along."
"What about, ah, you know..." he trails off.
"Don't talk about it," I shrug. "Just get to know each other, hang out."
"If it's that important to you, okay. I'll try," Ian promises.
"I love you, Ian!" I gush, hugging him tightly as I kiss him again.
"I love you, too," Ian replies, hugging me tightly.
Stephanie is driving Ian home, so the two of them head off to the parking lot while holding hands. Our large group continues breaking up, everyone yawning loudly as the morning sun shines down on us. In less than one week we will walk across the stage and receive our high school diplomas. It's the end of a very long chapter in our lives. Yet, this is just the beginning.
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~Stacey~
Radiant. Perfect. Flawless. Just three words of many that go through my head when I see her. April Heidele. My college roommate. My best friend. I think about our relationship; meeting as roommates, becoming friends, finding out about her crush on me. The two of us growing apart is one of my biggest regrets, but everything is so much better when we finally make love.
Now April looks beautiful, all dressed in white. Even with heels she barely manages to break five feet in height. Her green eyes are sparkling behind her glasses, and her wavy blonde hair flows freely about her face and down her back. The flowing dress is very tasteful, with only the top slopes of her small breasts visible.
I can't help but smile at her as she approaches me. April's eyes find mine, and I see the pity in her gaze. The sexy nerd continues walking, right past me as she continues down the aisle. Finally she reaches her destination, standing to face Steven, who is dressed in a black tuxedo.
April. Just the latest person to abandon me. First Steven, now April. Both of them are moving on with their lives, leaving me in the same dumpster I'm always tossed in when someone is done with me. I'm just shocked they're together, despite the odds. I guess anyone is better than me?
Tears fill my eyes as the ceremony begins. I blink my eyes, but it only causes the tears to start running down my cheeks. The words, the declarations of love, they echo in my ears. Yet, I can barely hear them over the heavy breathing. Wait. Is that snoring?
My eyes slowly open, allowing me to see the white ceiling of my bedroom. I'm laying naked beneath the covers, and there's a warm body pressed against me. April's head is resting on my right breast, her mouth hanging open as she snores cutely. I can't help it, I start giggling.
April marrying Steven? What a fucking absurd dream! My girlfriend is still considering labeling Steven a sexual predator, and Steven will never leave Lexi. April is still upset with Steven for hurting me, and she doesn't know how to process her lust for him with her knowledge of him and Kayla. April and Steven getting together? No fucking way! The dream probably demonstrates a fear of being abandoned, of being alone.
I don't have much time to reflect, as my giggling wakes April. The adorable blonde grumbles as she slowly sits up and brushes her hair out of her face. She looks down at my titty, smirking when she sees her drool on it. Her small hand brushes across my breast, teasing my nipple.
No good morning, no affectionate kiss, nothing. She's just playing with my boob. Fuck, she's adorable. It's a nice Saturday morning, and I'm glad she's in bed with me. At this point, I don't try and have April sleep on the couch. We spend every night together. Now, I'm laying in bed while her finger traces around my areola.
"What are you doing? Stop!" I laugh, playfully slapping her hand.
"No, thank you," April replies cheekily while playing with my breast. "I understand why guys are so obsessed with titties. They're fucking great."
"Play with your own boobs!" I insist, attempting to cross my arms over my chest.
"Yours are bigger," my girlfriend reasons as she gets up on her knees and struggles to pry my arms off my tits.
"Yours are perkier!" I counter, lashing out to lightly slap her hanging right breast, making it jiggle.
"Stacey!" April gasps, falling onto her side as she uses her arms to protect her breasts.
"You loved it," I snort, smiling at her fake horrified look.
"You want a titty fight? Fine!" April snarls, lunging at me. "You got a titty fight!"
April and I start up a round of naked wrestling. The covers get kicked away as we roll around on the bed, struggling for dominance. She buries her face in my breasts and motorboats my titties while I grab her ass. Then I manage to roll her onto her belly and repeatedly spank her while she cries out, her little feet kicking in the air.
"I win!" I declare, smacking her butt with one hand while pushing her face into the pillow.
"No way!" April growls into the pillow, her voice muffled.
"I'm the best, deal with it," I giggle, laying down beside April and pulling the blanket back on top of us.
"Jerk," she grunts as she snuggles up to me again. "Fine, you get this round. Your ass is mine next time."
"You're the one who loves it up the butt," I roll my eyes.
"Cock belongs in every hole," April shrugs, looking up at me with interest. "By the way, what were you giggling about when we woke up?"
"Oh, it was nothing, just, ah, a bad dream," I answer with a sigh.
"Why would a bad dream make you giggle?" she frowns in confusion. "Weirdo."
"I was just laughing about how ridiculous it was," I explain. "It really sucked. I don't wanna think about it."
"Maybe I can distract you," April perks up, lifting her head to grin at me.
"How do you plan to do that?" I ask.
"I plan to do this," she declares.
A smirk crosses my face when April ducks her head beneath the covers. I whisper her name, giggling as April stops briefly to lick my nipple. The blanket keeps shifting as April crawls down the bed. I adjust myself, laying on my back and spreading my legs so the little blonde nerd can get between them.
"Mm, April!" I coo when April starts licking my slit.
My breasts rise and fall with my breathing as I lean my head back against the pillow. Reaching beneath the blanket, I bury my hands in April's blonde locks as she continues eating me. Her hands grip my thighs, keeping me spread open so she can munch away. I can feel her lips on my labia while her tongue darts inside me.
April is enthusiastic and eager. In addition, she knows my body very well at this point. As a result, she's able to play me like an instrument. Within minutes, I'm holding her face to my crotch as I buck my hips and beg her to keep eating me. I have no doubt that April's face is absolutely drenched in my love juices.
"Mm! Mm!" April moans, shaking her head back and forth rapidly as she stays between my legs.
Releasing April's head, I grab my tits with both hands, mauling them roughly as I feel the pressure building. My sexy girlfriend pushes two fingers up my twat, curling them against my g-spot. I tug on my nipples as I arch my back and start gasping, my orgasm taking full control.
April sits up, flinging the covers back so she can hover over me. Morning light streams through the window, outlining April and making her blonde hair shine. I smile up at her, thinking that she looks like an angel. A nude, sexy, nymphomaniac angel, but still an angel.
I giggle when April grabs my right ankle and raises my leg over her shoulder. Scooting closer to me, April throws her right leg over me so that her foot is planted on the mattress beside my waist. I grab her right ankle as I watch her position herself so that our pussies are touching.
Hugging my leg to her chest, April hovers over me as she grinds her vulva down against mine. I hold her ankle with one hand while squeezing my own breast and looking up at the cute nerd. April's eyes show her lust, her love. She's breathing heavily, her lips slightly parted as we make love.
"Fuck, this feels good," I moan, bucking my hips to press my pussy against April's slit.
"I love you, Stacey," April whispers passionately, looking at me intensely.
I echo her feelings in a throaty voice, our slick pussies rubbing together as we both moan and pant. It's really amazing sex, and my toes curl when April and I cum at the same time. Seeing me orgasm inspires her to make one more position change. With April on top, the two of us sixty-nine until we both cum one more time.
"You are very good at distracting me," I giggle, holding April close as we cuddle.
"You're welcome," she smirks while brushing the tip of her finger across my nipple.
"I'm hungry," I say, changing the subject. "Eat breakfast before showering?"
"Sure, I just gotta pee first," April replies, sitting up.
April heads to the bathroom naked while I slip on a pair of panties. Not bothering with a robe, I make my way to the kitchen and start making breakfast. Nothing crazy, just reheated breakfast sandwiches. We eat them with coffee while playing on our phones.
"We still going out tonight?" I ask after swallowing a bite of my sandwich.
"Sure," April answers, setting down her coffee mug. "Do you want to eat dinner, too? Or just go to the bar?"
"Dinner," I confirm. "We're going shopping tomorrow, so we aren't leaving the house all day. We can eat out for dinner."
"That works. I've been craving shrimp," she says. "Oh, I need to do laundry, too."
"So do I. Tomorrow?" I offer.
"Yeah, but when we move we should try and get a place with its own washer and dryer," April muses.
"Agreed," I reply. "We can afford a nicer place with both our incomes. Maybe a place with other amenities. Like front door security so some idiot we both stupidly fucked can't come back and break down the door."
I get a nod from April in return before she loses herself in her phone. Turning to my own phone, I send Kayla a couple of texts, confirming the lock-in's success. Then I text with Steven. I'm so sick of the back and forth. I can sleep with him, I can't, then I can, now I can't again. Fuck. I miss him. I don't want to blame April, not with what she's dealing with, but I just want her to realize he's not a predator. He's not her uncle.
Stacey: Good morning! How was your date with Nicole?
Steven: Other than falling asleep in the desert, great! How's April?
Stacey: Oh no! I hope a snake didn't join you! And April's okay, I think.
Steven: No, no snakes.
Stacey: Just your trouser snake? ;)
Steven: Is April okay with us flirting?
Stacey: No. Shut up.
Steven: Sorry. :(
Stacey: Not your fault. She really is doing much better. Therapy, medication. She's getting help.
Steven: Good. I'm glad.
Stacey: Did everyone else have fun at the lock-in? Kayla said she did, then went back to bed.
Steven: I think so. There was some drama, but nothing too crazy.
Stacey: Glad to hear it!
Steven: I decided to treat Kayla to a father-daughter day next week. I'll take a day off.
Stacey: That's a great idea! What day? Remember, the restraining order hearing is Monday.
Steven: It won't be Monday, don't worry. Do you want me to go with you? Or cover at work?
Stacey: I want you to be there, but it might make things harder on April.
Steven: I understand. I'll leave it up to you.
Stacey: I'll let you know. Thank you for offering.
Steven: Of course. :) Father-daughter day won't be tomorrow, either.
Stacey: Family game night. I remember.
Steven: And golf. :(
Stacey: Golf? Do you need me?
Steven: It's not for business. Kayla's boyfriend won a round of golf and invited me.
Stacey: Bonding with your daughter's boyfriend? Aw!
Steven: Yeah, it's probably for the best. Ian's not comfortable with Kayla having sex with me.
Stacey: You have a special relationship, but it does cause problems. :/
Steven: You don't need to tell me.
Stacey: You work on getting Ian to accept things, and I'll work on April.
Steven: Sure, that works. :P
"Who are you texting with?" April asks, looking at me curiously.
"Steven," I answer carefully.
"Oh," she replies in a flat voice.
"Kayla really did pursue him, and nothing happened before she was eighteen." I quickly respond. "He didn't groom her, and I know he is still conflicted about it. He's not perfect, I know. But, he's a good man. He'd never hurt an-"
"I get it," April interrupts. "I don't want to talk about this, Stacey."
"Okay, we'll do the mature thing and avoid the problem," I snap, glaring at her.
"I'm not reporting him, I'm not trying to keep you from going to work," April points out. "I just need time to process this, okay?"
"Okay," I sigh, pursing my lips.
I pee and go through my morning routine while April showers. Then we switch so I can wash my hair and body. I also need to shave. April still has her beautiful blonde bush, and I insist she never shaves it. Despite our current disagreement, there's a fun moment where we approach each other in the shower and I run my fingers through the short hairs on her pubic mound.
Since it's just the two of us, we don't bother getting dressed. We lounge around the living room only wearing panties. The television is on, but neither of us is watching. April is sitting sideways in the armchair, her legs over the armrest so she can cutely kick her feet while reading her new book, Halcyon Nights.
I'm sitting on the couch, leaning over the coffee table so I can draw. My blonde hair is pulled back in a ponytail, and I'm frowning in concentration. I start off by drawing myself having sex with the Mistress of Flames, my name for April in my art. It's a great way to show off her fiery personality.
Eventually, Steven makes an appearance as Beast Man. I want to draw him with Mistress of Flames, but just the idea of it makes me think of the issues between Steven and April. Instead, I draw myself sucking him off. Then a drawing of me getting fucked from behind by Beast Man. The bulging muscles, the strong arms holding my waist. It's making me realize how badly I want cock right now.
"What are you drawing?" April eventually asks.
"Nothing interesting," I shrug nonchalantly.
"Show me!" she insists, looking up from her book.
"Um, okay," I mumble, holding up the image.
"You getting fucked by Steven. Shocking," April rolls her eyes.
"No, I'm getting fucked by Beast Man," I protest weakly.
"Who is based on Steven," she counters.
"Well, yeah..." I acknowledge, biting my lower lip.
"Guess I'm not enough for you," April sighs, turning back to her book.
"I love being with you, April," I state, getting up and walking over to April with my sketch pad. "Remember this?"
"Mistress of Flames," she smiles, looking at a full page portrait of her. April's radiance is on full display as flames dance all around her.
"I love you, you dummy," I remind her, leaning down to kiss her forehead. "You are enough for me romantically. It's just, well, a girl needs cock sometimes. You understand."
"Yeah, I get it," April giggles cutely before her smile fades. "But, why does it have to be him?"
"It wasn't long ago that you were completely in lust with Steven," I point out.
"That was then," she replies. "I still think he's hot, but knowing about him and Kayla, I can't. I know you still want to fuck him."
"I do want to fuck him," I admit, making April wince. "And we don't exactly have another guy we trust. Remember Barry? Random hookups don't seem too smart."
"Yeah, that asshole was a mistake," she agrees. "Fuck, I hate thinking about that guy inside me, inside you. Gross."
Barry isn't the first asshole I regret sleeping with. Like most girls, I have memories of being fucked and ditched. Guys moving on once getting a girl to bend over, heading off for their next conquest. I know it's not just men, all people can be horrible. It's just that I have experience being seen as nothing more than three holes and a pair of tits. Men like Steven are even more special because of how much they care, how genuine they are.
I still cringe when I remember blowing the guy in college who publicly rates girls on how well they suck dick. I wonder if that stupid chart is still on the frat house bulletin board. My name up there with various ratings on my technique, how well I can deepthroat, if I swallow. There's probably a new list up by now, and that guy is long out of college, like me.
Either way, Barry is definitely the worst guy to get between my legs. Thinking of him touching me or April? Disgusting. Steven is the first person I think of to rescue April and me. I want him to come to the hearing, but April won't be okay with it. Fuck!
"So, unless you have any guy friends you wanna invite into our bed, I'm not sure who else we could even suggest," I say, trying not to dwell.
"I don't," April shakes her head. "You?"
"Nope," I answer. "And, you know..."
"You're still in love with Steven," she finishes for me.
"Yeah..." I trail off.
"Stacey? Can I keep the picture?" April asks suddenly, looking up at me with wide, green eyes.
"Of course you can," I smile widely while carefully removing the page from my sketchpad. "Oh, and I know it was you who commented on my NaughtyDraw account."
"I have no idea what you're talking about," she replies with feigned innocence as she looks down at the picture with a smile. "Anyone could have pointed out how great of an artist you are."
"And that same person commented on how my pussy tastes heavenly?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Maybe it's obvious from your profile picture?" April suggests.
"My avatar is just a drawing of my face with some details changed," I roll my eyes.
"A drawing of a lady with a tasty snatch. Makes sense to me," she shrugs.
I just sigh and shake my head as I return to the couch so I can get back to drawing. April finishes her book and starts complaining about how long she's going to have to wait to find out if the prince is dead or not. Whatever that means.
April puts away the book and her new picture before sitting back in the armchair with her e-reader. She also uses her phone to order a frame for my drawing, which makes me smile. I decide to draw a picture of Kayla for her graduation and work on a few ideas until lunch.
We heat up a frozen pizza in the oven for lunch and eat it on the couch while drinking sodas. Caffeine and grease, great for a lazy day. It's my turn to pick what we watch, and I decide to take pity on April. Instead of putting on Hospital Doctors in Love, I start an episode of Sluts About Town.
I think both shows are a lot alike, so I'm not sure why April teases me about HDL. Hospital Doctors in Love even has sex scenes! Of course, the scenes in Sluts About Town are much more explicit. In fact, sometimes it feels like watching porn.
This is a great episode; it's the one where the columnist meets the business mogul. They begin a complicated on-again, off-again relationship. Of course, we aren't that far yet. Right now, they're just running into each other. I love a man in a suit. He's not as hot as Steven, but this guy is still very yummy. The main character flirts with the classy man a few times before finally agreeing to a date.
The date goes well, and the business mogul gets some road head on the way back to his place. Of course, all sex acts are simulated, so all we see is her head going up and down in his lap. Back at the rich guy's condo, we see the columnist on all fours getting pounded from behind while the sexy man holds her hips, his muscular chest covered in sweat.
"Do my titties bounce like that when I'm in doggy?" I wonder as I admire the two flawless bodies on the screen.
"Yes! She's got nice tits, but yours are better," April answers, reaching over to squeeze one of my exposed breasts.
"Thanks," I smirk while absentmindedly swatting her hand.
"Fuck, watching this is making me want to get pounded," she comments in a throaty voice.
"Oh, so it's okay for you to want real cock, but not me?" I accuse lightly.
"Hey, sometimes a girl just wants to feel a live, throbbing dick in her cunt," April shrugs before finally turning serious. "And fine, you're right. I'm sorry. We love each other, but we both love real cock, too. Maybe we'll find one tonight!"



"Let's just be careful. No Barry repeats," I add with a wince.
April just grunts before grabbing the last slice of pizza. We watch the woman climax while the guy cums inside her. Well, again, it's fake, but both orgasms do look real. They have the facial expressions exactly right. The scene fades to black as April lets out a loud belch.
"That was gross," I roll my eyes.
"You're welcome," April replies, scratching her flat stomach.
"Didn't say thanks," I grunt before taking a sip of my soda.
"I know!" she exclaims. "So, so rude!"
After lunch, I lay sideways on the couch as I watch the beginning of the columnist's relationship with the business mogul. The confident, successful business man who has trouble letting people get close reminds me of Steven. My heart aches with longing. I do love April, I really do. I just want Steven in my life, too. And not just as my employer.
Glancing over at April, I see her sitting sideways in the armchair again, her little legs crossed as she moves her bare foot in a small circle. She's looking at her e-reader, but her cell phone is resting on her exposed belly. I look slightly higher, loving how perky her small boobs are. April's nipples are the ideal shade of pink, and I feel the urge to suck on them. April's phone suddenly buzzing slightly on her stomach makes me jump slightly.
"Someone reaching out for a booty call?" I ask as April picks up her phone.
"It's a notification, not a text," April rolls her eyes. "Oh, and we just talked about the fact that I don't know a guy who can rail us. But, nice try."
"I just love an opportunity to call you a whore," I shrug.
"You've been with way more guys than I have!" she counters, glaring at me.
"Maybe, but I'm not the one who insisted we hook up with Drew and Luke," I reason. "I also wasn't the one who got DP'd and spit-roasted. Oh, and I remember you screaming over and over that you were a whore."
"I like dirty talk," April grunts before looking back at her phone. "Oh!"
"What?" I ask with a frown.
"My package is ten stops away!" she declares, hopping to her feet.
"What package?" I follow up with.
"My new graphics card, remember?" April asks, shaking her head as she plugs in her e-reader before starting to run around the apartment grabbing boxes.
I remember. On the advice of her therapist, April is getting back into some of her old hobbies. So, she's building herself a brand new computer. As April starts pulling out tools and components, I'm reminded of our college days. Computer parts all over our dorm room, various small tools, and a bunch of other shit I don't understand.
"Yeah, I remember," I nod. The last part she needs is finally back in stock.
"I'm gonna go wait for it," she announces, heading for the door.
"Uh, April?" I call out.
"Yeah?" April replies, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Tits," I state, pointing toward her chest.
"Oh! Right!" she giggles, looking down at her bosom before running off to the bedroom.
April returns a couple minutes later wearing slippers and a purple robe. Her nipples are denting the fabric, but she doesn't seem to care. My petite girlfriend pecks my lips before rushing out the door as fast as her little feet will take her, excitement clearly overwhelming her.
"Is that it?" I ask when April returns with a brown cardboard box.
"Yup!" April exclaims happily, setting down the box so she can kick off her slippers and remove her robe, baring her small breasts once again.
"So, you have everything you need to build your computer?" I wonder.
"I do!" she grins, opening the brown package to take out the box holding the graphics card.
Shutting off the television, I follow April into the kitchen. Sitting at the table, I watch as April starts putting supplies together. I recognize the computer case she sets on the kitchen table, but that's about it. The case is all black and it has several fans. It's also fucking massive. I didn't know there were even computer towers made this large. She has a bunch of other boxes with pictures of the components that I know will go inside the case. There's also a small toolkit that she opens. It's got a bunch of different screwdriver bits, and a few other things. She then stands in front of the table and grabs the first box.
"That thing is huge," I comment, gesturing at the case.
"That's what she said," April grunts while pulling tape off a package. "And it's to fit the graphics card with room to expand in the future. Upgrades!"
"What's that?" I inquire when April pulls out a black box with a bunch of wires.
"Power supply," April answers as she plugs it in.
"What's that?" I repeat when April pulls out a blue wrist strap with a coiled cord. The other end has a metal clip.
"Anti-static strap," April answers while slipping it onto her wrist. She then puts the clip on one of the screws of the power supply. "It dissipates any excess static charge so I won't fry any components. I've never done anything like that, but why risk it? This GPU was eight hundred dollars."
"You spent eight hundred dollars on that one part?!" I gasp.
"Uh, yeah, kinda," she admits, looking guilty. "The shipping was free."
"Oh, well, in that case..." I trail off, rolling my eyes.
"It has twenty-four gigabytes of GDDR6 memory with a three hundred eighty-four bit bus width!" April reasons, holding up the box that has a picture of the component. "I even spent extra on the power supply to support the boost clock speed of two thousand six hundred eighty megahertz! The capacitors are military-grade, and it has three fans for optimal air flow! Not to mention the two HDMI ports so I can run dual monitors."
"I, you, what?" I ask stupidly before managing to gather my thoughts. "What the fuck are you talking about, you crazy bitch?"
"My kick-ass new computer!" she responds, completely in her element while surrounded by electronics. "More HDMI ports would be nice, but that's a problem for another day."
"Your expensive new computer," I counter, watching her check to make sure she has everything. "If that one part was eight hundred dollars, how much were the others?"
"I don't wanna talk about it," April shakes her head.
"I guess I'll help," I shrug, dropping the money issue as I use the hair elastic on my wrist to put my hair into a ponytail.
"How exactly are you gonna help? You didn't understand one word I said about the GPU," she giggles cutely.
"Yes, I did!" I argue. " I know what a capacitor is! It's the thing that lets the car travel through time once it has enough gigawatts stored up."
"That was a movie, idiot," April rolls her eyes while carefully moving the computer case out of the way. "You can watch, but be careful!"
I watch as April takes a rectangular part out of a box and sets it on the plastic bag it comes in. She explains that it's an anti-static bag before going on and on about how the voltage difference between the body and the computer need to be evenly balanced. Apparently, carpeting and fuzzy sweaters can increase the risk of damaging something, which is why she's using the kitchen table. I have no clue what the fuck she's talking about, but she's building a computer practically naked. It's kind of cute, and I smile at her.
"Do you want me to dab the sweat from your forehead with a cloth while you work?" I offer while she pulls a big rectangle component out of a box.
"I'm not a doctor performing surgery!" April giggles.
She says the rectangle is the motherboard, and that installing the CPU is the first step. There is a lever on the motherboard that April uses to lift some sort of bracket that I guess is meant to protect the CPU. Grabbing another box, she tears it open and extracts a little metal square. She puts the metal square on the motherboard and lowers the frame or bracket thingy over it before putting the lever down again.
"The little square was the CPU?" I check to confirm.
"Yup!" she grins happily. "Eight performance-cores, sixteen efficient-cores, for a total of twenty-four cores with thirty-two threads."
"I don't know what that means," I reply simply.
"P-cores are for more heavy tasks," April explains. "P-cores are for more background tasks."
I nod as if I understand, even though April isn't looking at me. She grabs two identical boxes and places them in front of her. After ripping open both boxes, she ends up with four long rectangle pieces. I have no clue what they are.
"What are those?" I ask when April starts putting the long rectangles on the motherboard, side-by-side.
"RAM. Sometimes called memory," she responds. "I'm using four DIMMs of DDR5 memory, each providing thirty-two gigabytes, for a total of one hundred twenty-eight gigabytes."
"That's a lot of gigabytes," I comment, my lips pressed together as I nod. Are we still speaking English?
"Yup," April confirms while extracting yet another rectangle, this one smaller.
"More memory?" I inquire, trying to sound smart.
"No, this is an SSD," she shakes her head while unscrewing a metal piece near the CPU. "M.2 solid-state drives are the default these days. They're faster and more energy efficient. This one is two terabytes, which should be plenty."
"Of course, why would you use anything else?" I reply.
"No real reason," April answers, not catching the sarcasm as she switches to a different screwdriver bit. "If you need more storage you can just install a larger hard drive, but there's no reason to boot from an old platter drive. An external drive is an option, too. Games use a lot of storage. I have another internal drive for that, though."
"Right," I reply, giggling softly.
I have no idea what the fuck she's doing. She explains something about these drives running hot, so motherboards come with a heat spreader. I guess that's the metal thingy from the motherboard that comes off so she can put in the little rectangle? There are a lot of rectangle shapes involved, I'm not sure if that implies something.
Next, she places the computer case in front of her and removes a panel. I ask why she's installing little metal pieces in the case, and she tells me they're standoffs to mount the motherboard to the case. Makes sense, I guess. She tosses the screws she doesn't need into the small bowl to her right.
April's brow is furrowed in concentration as she sets the motherboard into place, making sure some connectors are showing through the back. This part I know; you plug the monitor and things like that into those connectors. She comments on how newer motherboards have the panel already installed, so she doesn't have to snap it in. Uh, sure?
Once the motherboard is screwed in, April connects a bunch of cables from the case. Then she goes for another box. This one has a weird thick rectangle with fans on one side, along with a connector. She also has a small tube for some strange reason.
"I went with liquid cooling," April explains.
"Uh, okay," I shrug, not understanding.
"A CPU always used to come with a fan, but they don't really include one anymore," she continues. "It makes sense; if you're gonna spend a grand on a CPU, you shouldn't use a cheap stock fan."
"Wait," I state, my eyes going wide. "That little metal square cost a thousand dollars?!"
"Yes," April confirms. "That's why I'm using liquid cooling. It requires more maintenance. I have to set a reminder for a year from now, but it's worth it. I'll be able to get the most out of the build."
"What's that?" I ask a minute later, after I recover from my shock.
"Thermal paste," she tells me. "It fills in any microscopic gaps, helping with heat transference."
The liquid cooling system is soon hooked up. I don't understand how it's even safe to have liquid in that thing when it's in a computer, but what do I know? Give me numbers on a balance sheet and I'm all set. This stuff? No fucking clue.
The power supply goes in next, and April spends a few minutes connecting a bunch of cables. Then a couple of other weird parts go in, one of which she has to connect metal pieces to so the thick rectangle can slide into some slot. She connects those, as well as a few fans.
"What's that?" I wonder for the twentieth time as I point to a small piece near the edge of the table. "I think it fell out of your small parts bowl."
"It's a cashew," April frowns, throwing it at my boob. "I probably should have cleaned the table before starting."
"Oops, sorry," I blush, as the cashew hits my tit, just left of my nipple. Grabbing it, I stand up to take it to the trash. "My fault."
"You're lucky you're cute," she teases. "The panties are fucking sexy."
"Thanks!" I grin while walking back toward the table.
I am wearing cute underwear today. Light pink panties with ruffles all around the top and the leg holes. Grabbing the waistband of my underwear at the side, I tug it out before letting it go, allowing the band to snap against my side. Then I wink at April as I take my seat.
"Mm, you're fucking hot," April growls. "I love that body."
"Who doesn't love big tits?" I ask rhetorically while cupping my breasts and lifting them up and down.
"Idiots," she answers while opening the last big box.
This is it. The graphics card. It's huge, and it has three fans on it. Wow, how many fans can one computer have? I watch as April removes several metal pieces from the back of the case before removing a plastic protector and lowering the monstrosity into her new computer. She connects a few wires and puts in a couple of screws.
"Are you done?" I inquire, noticing that there is somehow even more room in the massive case.
"Just about," April says as she looks around inside the case.
I actually understand what she's doing now. There are wires everywhere, and she's organizing them to make the inside look more neat. Then she closes up the case and sits the computer up on the table. She's smiling at it affectionately, and I half-expect her to hug the thing.
"What now?" I wonder.
"Now I set it up at your desk," she grins. "I'll need to get the boxes with my new monitor, mouse, and keyboard. Then I'll install the operating system. Oh, also my new speakers and subwoofer! Gotta have sound when saving the universe. Or conquering it."
"We're gonna need a whole damn room for all your computer crap," I comment with an eye roll.
"Sounds right to me," April nods.
"Whatever. I'll leave you to it. I'm gonna watch Sluts About Town," I reply.
I help April make room on the desk before returning to the couch. She's puttering around, setting things up and getting ready to start up the computer. I glance over at her occasionally, but I mostly just watch my show. The relationship is new, so there are quite a few romantic dates to enjoy, as well as several really hot sex scenes.
The new couple ultimately breaks up, and the drama is making me think about my own failures. I start browsing social media on my phone as a way to distract myself. April is installing her new operating system while I take a look at the pictures from the lock-in that Kayla has on her profile.
It looks like the high school is really going all out this year. The inflatable slide looks like a lot of fun, and I don't care how old I am, I'll still use it. I decide to try texting with Kayla again, finding out that she is finally awake. The two of us chat while April finishes the install and starts putting on other programs.
Stacey: The lock-in looked like fun! I liked a few of your photos. :P
Kayla: Thanks! Yeah, it was great. We won some prizes, had some laughs.
Stacey: Good! Now you have a week off before graduation.
Kayla: You and April are still coming to the party, right?
Stacey: We wouldn't miss it. :)
Kayla: Okay, good. I was worried. April doesn't like Daddy. Because of me.
Stacey: She likes Steven, she's just scared. Hurt and scared.
Kayla: I get it. :/ it's weird, but Daddy and I are special. We need each other.
Stacey: I know. Believe me, I know.
Kayla: Daddy is nothing like April's uncle. Or the guys who raped Lexi and me. Mister Wagner.
Stacey: Mister Wagner?
Kayla: History teacher. Keith was controlling Lexi, he let Wagner rape her so he could get an A.
Stacey: That's fucking disgusting! Wagner should be in jail, too!
Kayla: That's why I brought him up.
Stacey: What do you mean?
Kayla: There's no proof he touched Lexi, so nothing will likely ever happen there. But...
Stacey: But...?
Kayla: We walked in on Wagner fucking a classmate. He paid her.
Stacey: Uh, wow. I'm not even sure how to respond to that.
Kayla: Stephanie recorded it. We should report him, but Emily is naked in the video.
Stacey: And you don't want nudes of her getting out. I understand.
Kayla: We also don't wanna get in trouble for recording.
Stacey: That makes sense.
Kayla: One section has them talking about having sex for money. And you can't see her face.
Stacey: So, you just want to send that?
Kayla: If it's enough. And we won't get in trouble.
April is still playing with her overpriced computer, but I manage to convince her to pay attention. I explain the situation and ask for her opinion. April agrees that it's not okay to just send a video of this Emily having sex. My girlfriend says that editing the recording is easy enough, and there are ways to get them the video anonymously. There won't be a way to prove where it comes from, unless the FBI gets involved.
This probably isn't really necessary. We can just turn in the recording. Still, I know the girls want to be anonymous. Nothing wrong with that. There's a trial coming up, and who knows what legal issues could be brought up. Anonymous just makes life easier.
Stacey: April can edit the video and send it anonymously.
Kayla: Send it how?
Stacey: She said she can email it or put it on a thumb drive.
Kayla: That can't be traced?
Stacey: She mentioned making a throwaway email address, and something called a VPN.
Kayla; What if they don't open the video file because they think it's a virus?
Stacey: Maybe do both? Send the file via email and mail a thumb drive.
Kayla: Mail thumb drives to the police and principal. Include a still of Wagner?
Stacey: That's a good idea! April has a printer.
Kayla: I know we're being paranoid.
Stacey: It's okay to want to be anonymous. I'll send you April's email.
The video file ends up being too large to email. April takes my phone and explains another method to get her the video. Now that April has an operating system on her fancy computer, we can watch the recording Kayla provides us with.
We don't want to violate Emily's privacy, so we skip to the end where she's covered. There's no way to avoid seeing a few things that we shouldn't, but we quickly look away. April edits the video, removing all nudity, and any glimpse of Emily's face.
The end result is perfect. The video shows a cheerleader from behind, talking to the middle-age history teacher. He offers her money for sex, he talks about fucking her ass again. It's perfect. She's clearly a student, and he's a teacher, paying a student for sex. The piece of shit is finished.
"I made a junk email while on the VPN," April explains. "I'll never log in to it while on my real IP address, so we're fine there. There are still ways to trace us, but I doubt anyone would care enough to."
"Okay, and you have the email addresses for the superintendent, the Dean, and the principal?" I inquire.
"Yes, as well as a few police email addresses from the local precinct," she confirms. "The file is small enough now to send via email, which is perfect. I even included Sarah McLorn's professional email address. You could have Steven text her and let her know it's for real?"
"Maybe," I frown. "Kayla told him already, but I'm not sure she wants him involved? Or Sarah."
"Up to you," April shrugs. "We'll get some thumb drives at the store tomorrow. I'm printing a screenshot from the video that shows this asshole teacher. We'll drop everything in the mail on Monday?"



"We'll need envelopes, too," I point out.
"Right, right," she nods. "They probably could just go to the police. I'm not a lawyer, but I don't think the girls broke any laws by recording something happening in a school library. It would be different if they started sharing it with random people."
"I know, but let's let them be anonymous," I reply. "They don't want Emily to find out who recorded, I'm sure. There's enough on the video to get this guy fired."
"I can't believe this is how I'm using my new computer for the first time," April says. "Revenge against some pervert rapist. I'm okay with it."
"Good," I smirk, kissing the top of her head.
"I'll send it now," she responds.
April sends the email before mentioning she'll delete everything once we put it on the thumb drives. Then she seems to forget I'm here as she starts up another program and opens a game. I watch as she logs in and changes some settings before playing. Her character is exploring a plains area, and she's riding on some really weird, hairy horse. The horse has horns and shaggy fur, making it seem more like she's on a goat.
"Okay, I'll just go fuck myself," I tell her before turning and walking away.
"Sounds good," April grunts, clearly not listening.
I pass the time watching television and texting with Kayla. I even send a message to Steven, who is grateful to April for helping. April ignores all of us as she continues playing her game. Her green eyes are locked on the two monitors, and I half-expect to see her start to drool.
When it's almost time to leave for dinner, I open my rideshare app and order us a ride. Then I practically drag April away from her computer so we can get dressed. April puts on jean shorts and a black Planet Trek Wars t-shirt. I'm wearing cute brown shorts with a long cloth belt. I have the belt tied into a bow, allowing the edges of the straps to fall almost to the edges of the shorts. A v-neck white, short-sleeve top that shows a hint of cleavage completes the look.
"Remember," I begin as I fasten the strap of my sandals, "we can drink, but don't go crazy, okay? I don't feel like carrying your drunk ass inside at 3:00AM."
"I know, I know," April grunts while stepping into her flip-flops. "No getting drunk, no crying, no random sex with cheating assholes. Got it."
Our driver is a woman, and she compliments us on our cute clothes. Apparently her husband is a big Planet Trek Wars fan. She also loves my top. We chat for the entire trip to the restaurant, learning quite a bit about our driver. She watches Sluts About Town and Hospital Doctors in Love, loves to knit, and she's trying for a baby with her husband.
I'm thinking about babies as April and I head into the restaurant. There's a small wait, and we find a place to sit until we're called. Are we being stupid? I love April, but I want to be a mom. I want a baby with the person I love, and I don't want to just go to a sperm bank. Fortunately, April is cleaning her glasses so she doesn't notice my musings.
The hostess calls our names, jolting me out of my thoughts. April slips her hand into mine as the hostess leads us to our table. The little nerd sits across from me, smiling at me while grabbing a menu. She gives me a cute wink as she runs her toes along my calf. She's wasting no time taking off her flip-flops! I give her a forced smile in response, my mind still on the future.
"I love the bread here," I say, trying to make conversation.
"The butter is the best part," April comments, spreading butter on the hot roll. "Cinnamon butter is one of the greatest inventions of all time."
"I just wish white bread didn't have so many carbs," I sigh before taking a bite. Delicious.
"Who cares?" my girlfriend shrugs after swallowing a bite.
"We can't all eat whatever the fuck we want and never gain weight," I point out.
"Sucks for you," April snorts, popping the remainder of her roll into her mouth.
"At least I don't need to shop in the kids' section," I counter.
"Fuck you, bitch," she snaps, putting her straw to her lips to wash down the roll with her margarita.
My dinner is a sensible salad with low-fat dressing. I go with portobello mushroom chicken with green beans and a baked sweet potato for my entree. April has a huge steak with a loaded baked potato. Potatoes are so starchy, and she isn't helping anything by getting it with bacon and cheese! She even orders her broccoli with cheese for more calories and fat.
"You're not gonna gain a pound, are you?" I sigh while April cuts into her steak.
"Nope, never," April smirks, looking quite pleased with herself. "I will weigh eighty-eight pounds until the day I die."
I flip her off before taking a bite of my sweet potato. I work hard to maintain my figure, and April can sit at her computer with a bag of potato chips without a care in the world. She won't gain a pound, and somehow I will. She's lucky she's so damn cute.
The waiter asks if we want dessert, and I allow April to talk me into splitting a chocolate brownie. There's vanilla ice cream and hot sauce on it. Every bite is heaven. Margarita, chocolate cake, I'm definitely cheating quite a bit. So worth it. I'll do extra crunches tomorrow and run another mile.
We're in an area with a lot of shops and restaurants, so we decide to walk to the bar. April and I do some window shopping, but we don't buy anything. Neither of us wants to deal with carrying any bags. We're holding hands as we approach the entrance to the bar, just as a guy is walking out.
The guy is about six feet tall and appears to be in his mid-twenties, with light brown hair and a goatee. He's wearing a white a-shirt that shows off his muscular arms, and a pair of baggy brown shorts. He also has a backwards baseball cap on, along with a pair of sunglasses. April and I walk by him, getting a whiff of cheap cologne, stale smoke, and alcohol. We can tell he turns around to follow us back into the bar.
"Hello, ladies!" he says loudly just as I reach out and take the door. I can hear him mumble two more words under his breath, likely assuming we can't hear. "Targets acquired."
This bar definitely isn't the most upscale. Just the big sign on the door is enough to tell us that. The sign simply reads 'Men: no shirt, no service. Women: no shirt, free drinks.' So, yeah, this is not the place to come for stimulating conversation. If the sign isn't enough proof, the lost puppy following us inside definitely is.
"Yeah, hi," April grunts, raising her hand to wave behind her as we head for the bar. "Hey, Stacey, maybe we should call them on that sign outside."
"Take our tops off so we get free drinks all night? No thanks!" I reply with a giggle. "We'd end up getting blackout drunk."
"Sounds like a win-win, am I right?" the guy asks as April and I sit on bar stools. "Damn, you ladies are smokin' hot! You really should get topless, you'd be the center of attention."
"She was just joking," I roll my eyes at the guy.
"What can I get you?" the bartender asks, walking up to us.
"Two Long Island iced teas, please," I reply, giving him a friendly smile.
"Oh, get me a beer while you're at it. Thanks, brah," the guy orders while taking a seat beside me.
It's a Saturday evening, so the bar is pretty packed. There are tables with laughing people, and there are almost no open seats at the bar. The idiot keeps trying to talk to us, and he clearly won't take a hint. The bartender soon returns with our iced teas, and a beer for the asshole.
"Damn, that's good," April says after taking a sip of her drink. "Nice choice, Stacey."
"Thanks," I reply with a smile, scooting closer to April, and away from jackass.
"So, what are we doing tonight, oh babelicious ones?" the asshole asks.
"Mm, popcorn!" April hums happily, grabbing the bowl of popcorn.
"We just ate!" I protest, giggling at my girlfriend as we ignore the guy's pathetic attempts to pick us up. "Anyway, do you like your new computer?"
"I love it!" April grins after swallowing some popcorn. "The GPU is a beast, and I can keep tabs open while playing games. It doesn't slow the machine down at all."
"A girl with brains? I have a hard drive you can work on," the asshole comments, looking over my shoulder to admire April in her cute glasses.
"Does this mean you won't have any time for me?" I give April a sultry expression.
"Aw, don't worry," she smiles, "I'll always have time for you."
"I figured out you're Stacey," the asshole says, glancing at me, then April. "What's your name, brainiac? Or should I just call you mine?"
"Maybe Monday?" I offer, thinking about how rough a day it will be. "You're not going to work after, are you?"
"Hell, no," April shakes her head. "I took the whole day off. You?"
"Perfect, we can spend the whole weekend together!" the asshole chuckles. "I'm between jobs, so you sexy babes can have all of my attention."
"Yeah, I'm off," I sigh. "I feel bad, but Steven said it was fine. He even offered to come with us."
"That was nice of him," she replies in an emotionless voice.
"I guess that's enough foreplay," jackass continues, "so before we head back to your place for some naked wrestling, how about I tell you my name so you know what to scream later?"
"I already know her name, but thanks," I snap at the guy before reaching forward to run my fingers down the side of April's face.
"Don't worry, baby, there's plenty of me for both of you," the asshole tells us from behind me. I almost scream as I feel him press himself against my back. I'm not impressed. "Now, let's get out of here. You two are giving me blue balls."
"I doubt there's enough of you for one of us," April hisses, finally having enough of his shit.
"Right!" I agree with a laugh, deciding to make sure he realizes he has no chance with us. "Why would I want two pumps from your little thing when I can make love to my gorgeous girlfriend?"
"Fucking dykes!" he growls angrily and loudly. His bar stool loudly skids across the floor as he flies to his feet.
Suddenly, this asshole grabs my arm. He's furious, and even in the middle of this bar, I'm scared. April's eyes go wide as she hops to her feet. His fingers are digging into my arm, and I instinctively pull myself out of his grasp as I stand and turn around so we are both facing him. His face is red, and he looks like he's about to attack us.
Everything falls quiet as something casts a large shadow across the three of us. An absolutely enormous hand lands on the guy's shoulder and squeezes. I'm surprised I don't hear the bones grinding. I look up. And up. And up. The guy behind the asshole is massive. And angry looking.
Asshole guy looks like he's about to have a stroke, he's so mad. Slapping away the large hand, the asshole spins around to face the person who's daring to interrupt him. The asshole freezes as he looks up at a guy who is at least six-and-a-half feet tall. A solid wall of muscle who's bicep just might be larger than April's chest.
I remember Drew and Luke; the two huge football players. I remember feeling so tiny while having sex with them. They're gigantic. This guy? I'm not sure this guy is even human. He's too massive. People don't get this big. He's the kind of mountain of a man you see on television flipping over a car.
"You have problem with gays?" the mountain rumbles in a Russian accent. He's wearing shorts and a t-shirt, his muscles straining against the fabric of the shirt.
"I, ah, well, uh, fuck," the asshole stammers pathetically.
Everyone is staring at us, and I realize that there's another guy next to the mountain. A tall, slim Asian man who looks equally pissed, but not at us. This guy is about six feet as well, but he's like a twig compared to the mountain. Also dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, he reaches out and lightly touches the giant's arm in a show of support. Both men stare at the asshole, who withers beneath their gaze.
"Well?" the Asian man asks, his voice soft, but cutting. "You only yell at gays you think you can overpower? Oh, my. How sad."
"I-I'll just get going," the jackass mumbles while turning to flee.
"Wait," the giant says in a voice that is soft, yet firm.
"Y-yes?" the asshole squeaks, his voice cracking.
"You owe nice ladies an apology," the big guy points out.
"Y-yeah, yes! Yes, I do! Sorry, Stacey. And, ah, really smart girl. Um, here!" the jackass exclaims as he tries to figure a way out of this. He pulls out his wallet and hands me a crumpled up bill. "Y-your drinks are on me. Have a nice night!"
The asshole scampers. That's the only word to accurately describe how he runs out of the bar. I'm genuinely surprised there isn't a trail of urine in his wake. All eyes are on him as he disappears out the door, the door quickly shutting behind him.
After a few seconds of silence, people start talking again, their conversations echoing around us. The bartender walks down the bar to take another drink order. The giant and the Asian man look at us in concern, and I feel gratitude welling up inside me.
"Thank you," I say softly. "For helping us."
"Yeah, thanks," April adds.
"Was no trouble," the giant waves us off.
"You aren't the first people he's bothered," the Asian man shakes his head. "We thought the other women in the bar had already chased his sorry ass off."
"He was leaving when we came in," I explain with a sigh. "He followed us in."
"Guess he thought we were easy marks," April grunts.
"Oh, don't let him get you down!" the Asian main declares. "Would you like to join us at our table?"
"Sure, thanks," I agree while April nods.
The two guys lead April and me through the bar to a nice table in the corner. There are people at the neighboring tables, but they aren't paying any attention to us. The guys politely pull our chairs out before sitting down with us. We set our drinks down on the table, and April immediately reaches for the bowl of pretzels.
"Oh, how rude of us!" the Asian man says, despite how polite they're being. "We haven't introduced ourselves. I'm Haruto, and this is my husband, George."
"I'm Stacey, and this is my girlfriend, April," I reply, introducing us.
"Nice to meet you," George inclines his head and smiles.
"You, too," April says before taking a bite of a pretzel.
"Sorry about April, she doesn't have any manners," I roll my eyes. "She could have asked before taking your pretzels."
"Is cute!" George laughs. "Healthy appetite is important."
"She's definitely a meat and potatoes girl," I giggle, smiling at my cute girlfriend.
"Yeah, whatever," April grunts before deciding to change the subject. "What brings you two here tonight?"
"We're celebrating our thirtieth birthdays." Haruto explains with a smile.
"Both of you?" I frown in confusion.
"Oh, and our fifth anniversary," Haruto adds, smirking slightly.
"Also, day we meet," George laughs.
"I'm sorry, what?" April follows up with.
"George and I met at this bar in 2016," Haruto begins, giving George an affectionate smile, "It was our twenty-first birthday. I had gotten drunk earlier in the day and called my parents back home in Japan. I confessed my true nature to them, and they disowned me. I skipped the party with my friends to drink alone at this bar."
"That's terrible!" I exclaim while April gasps.
"Disgusting," George adds.
"I still remember every word," Haruto sighs. "My father said 'You have brought our family to ruin. There will be no future Kobayashi. You have killed us. I have no son.' His voice was completely emotionless."
"I'm so sorry," April whispers, taking a sip of her drink to calm her emotions.
"It gets worse," Haruto continues sadly. "My mother was crying in the background as he told me 'You are no longer Kobayashi Haruto. You are only Haruto.' He told me to never come back to Japan, then hung up on me."
"Oh, fuck no!" April growls, hopping to her feet. "He actually told you that? How long does it take to get to Japan? I'm going to kick his ass!"
"April, you might be a little drunk, babe," I giggle.
"I had one margarita at dinner, and I'm not even done with my iced tea. I'm not drunk!" April insists, sitting back down reluctantly.
"I appreciate the offer, either way," Haruto smiles softly.
"So, you were also at the bar that night?" I ask George.
"I'm not good at making friends, like Haruto. I drank alone after work," the big guy tells us. "Bartender buys me drink because it's my birthday, and Haruto comments it's his as well."
"Happy birthday! Both of you!" April announces, raising her drink.
"Thank you," Haruto says after we all take a sip. "We couldn't stay late since I had class and George had to work. It was a Tuesday."
"You didn't go to college, George?" I ask to make conversation.
"I did. In Russia," George explains. "I get doctoral degree at nineteen."
"You got a doctorate at nineteen?!" April gasps in shock.
"Am not just pretty face," George smiles. "Doctor degree in botany. Get into states on merit entry."
"My George is a genius," Haruto says happily. "My giant, gentle, sexy genius."
"That's amazing!" I comment. "What do you do for work, George?"
"I run greenhouse farm. We grow off-season fruits and vegetables," George answers. "I come to states to lecture on crossbreeding vegetables, then decide to stay when family finds out I enjoy company of men."
"Lucky me," Haruto chuckles. "His passion is crossbreeding vegetables. We built a greenhouse on our property. George loves flowers, and he's always in the greenhouse with his orchids."
"Are you also super-smart?" I ask Haruto.
"No, not really," he laughs and shakes his head. "I'm just a personal trainer. My degree is in kinesiology."
"My Haruto is one of most famous trainers in California," George brags. "He has celebrity clients."
"I guess I'm the dumbest one here!" I giggle, drawing everyone's attention. "April's degree is in computer science. I'm just a finance geek. I work as an executive assistant for the owner of a finance company."
"Both are great careers," Haruto smiles before getting back on topic. "So, George and I learned we were born on the same day, we met on our twenty-first birthday. Then we got married four years later."
"Is great!" George grins proudly. "Now I need only remember one date. Birthday, anniversary! Never have mad husband."
The four of us continue our conversation over another round of drinks. George Sokolov is clearly a gentle giant, with a soft, calming voice and an easygoing demeanor. Haruto is much more outgoing, which is strange considering the size difference. Either way, they're both friendly and easy to get along with.
George and Haruto are both estranged from their entire family, so they only have each other and a small circle of friends. We tell them about April's parents being supportive, and that my family knows I'm still alive, that's about it. Our relationship status isn't on social media, though we do post a lot of pictures together. That's not unusual for female friends, so I doubt anyone suspects anything. It's not like we post kissing pictures or anything.
We exchange numbers and add each other on social media, taking several minutes to browse each other's pages. George has a lot of pictures of flowers, he even makes his own potpourri. Haruto seems very active politically, posting a lot about human rights and his views on how to move forward as a society.
Inevitably, I end up on Steven's page. He doesn't have a public relationship status, but he does list some family. His big sister Andrea is really pretty, and she's married to a handsome black man. It looks like Andrea and Mark have two kids, fraternal twins named Alexander and Abigail. They're both college students, making them a few years older than Kayla. His brother Brian is nowhere to be seen.
"Of course," April rolls her eyes, snatching my phone. "Hey George, what do you think of this guy?"



"April!" I exclaim, reaching for my phone.
"Very handsome," George says, nodding his head as he examines Steven's profile picture.
"Oh, what a gorgeous specimen!" Haruto agrees.
"He's Stacey's boss," April explains.
"Lucky girl!" Haruto laughs as George hands my phone back. "Although, I suppose he's not your type."
"I like boys and girls," I answer with a smirk. "We both do."
"Smart. Very smart," George nods sagely.
"Why limit yourself?" Haruto adds.
The guys don't comment on it, but I start to wonder if maybe they are also bisexual. Neither of them are checking us out, and they don't seem to be flirting at all. Of course, it is their anniversary, so who knows? Ultimately, I decide it doesn't matter. They're friendly, and I'm enjoying talking with them.
"Do either of you watch Hospital Doctors in Love?" I ask at one point.
"Oh, yes!" Haruto replies excitedly. "George and I love that show."
"Killing McSpoogy big mistake," George sighs. "Show has not been same since."
"Mm, he was delicious," Haruto says with a dreamy expression.
"They cloned the idiot, it's fine," April rolls her eyes.
"We've had this conversation, April," I reply with exasperation. "The clone didn't work out."
"No need to guess what shows April likes." George smiles as he makes a weird gesture with his hand.
"Yes! My people!" April laughs, making the same gesture with her hand as we all look at her Planet Trek Wars t-shirt.
"That's a good one, too," Haruto adds. "George and I like all kinds of shows."
We consume another round of drinks as the bar grows more crowded. It's getting late, and many dates are heating up. There's a couple making out at the bar, and at the next table is a woman sitting in her guy's lap, her fingers lightly stroking his cheek. A girl in her early twenties is leading a guy who looks about fifty by the hand. They disappear into the unisex bathroom, and I have no doubt that the girl is gonna be on her knees in a minute.
"Maybe we should head home, April," I say after finishing my iced tea. "You'll have time to play with your super computer before bed."
"Super computer?" George asks with interest.
"Well, it's not a super computer, but..." April goes off on a long string of technobabble that my alcohol-laden brain refuses to even try following.
Haruto meets my eyes and we share a shrug, but George is all in on the babble. I hear random terms that I don't understand, and hey start talking about frame rates or some shit. Haruto and I are both grinning, enjoying the passion the two of them have. Suddenly, April gasps loudly and slams her empty glass against the wood table.
"You got in the beta?! No fucking way!" April shouts, her voice going up an octave. "I hit F5 until I thought my finger would fall off, but it was still closed before I could apply!"
"You want to come try out?" George looks bashfully excited before glancing toward Haruto. "Sorry, is anniversary. I got carried away."
"Oh, nonsense. I can't imagine anything more fun than being with these two," Haruto smiles warmly. "Well, maybe something. But later."
George opens his rideshare app and orders a ride for the four of us while Haruto settles the bar tab. The handsome Asian man refuses the money I offer him, insisting it's his pleasure. These guys really are amazing. They're friendly and kind. Sure, I may not be getting any dick tonight, but I think this is better.
Feeling naughty, April and I have Haruto sit in the middle. The driver is clearly quite jealous of him, making both of us giggle. George is the obvious choice to sit up front with the driver, since the kind Russian man is wider than April and me combined.
"You have a beautiful house," I compliment when the car stops in front of the large suburban home.
"Is better in light," George laughs.
He's got a point. It's dark out by now, so we really can't appreciate how great the place is. It's a large two-story house with a lot of land, which definitely indicates some degree of wealth. The greenhouse is in back, but it is also to the side, allowing us to see part of the glass building.
Inside is even nicer, with the door opening to a beautiful foyer. Everything is neat and clean, with a mat by the door for our footwear. Without my sandals, George is over a foot taller than I am. He absolutely towers over April, who isn't even five feet tall. I almost suggest my nerdy girlfriend try hopping on his shoulder. Hell, even Haruto is a foot taller than April.
The guys lead us through the house, and it's obvious they have amazing taste. In addition to personal photos, there are a few pieces of artwork on the walls. The furniture works great in the house, making it feel like a home while also seeming like a show house.
Stopping by the kitchen, the guys offer us refreshments. We're done with alcohol, so we happily accept bottles of water. No one is really drunk, and there's no need to change that. April and I will have to get a ride home soon, anyway. It's already late.
There is an office upstairs with two desks so that both guys have their own workstation. George starts up his computer, and April hovers around him excitedly. The large man soon starts up a game while he talks with April about how great it is, and how he loves being a beta-tester.
Standing up, George offers April his seat. My favorite nerd is in heaven as she leans forward in the chair and starts playing the game. It's a fantasy setting, so April's character is using swords and magic instead of a gun. Her eyes look extra-wide behind her glasses as she loses herself in the game.
"Well, we lost them," Haruto comments with a laugh. "I know that look; he's in his own world, and probably forgot I exist."
"I know the feeling," I reply with a giggle while George leans over April's shoulder and points at something on the monitor.
"Would you like to see more of the house?" Haruto offers while George and April debate the best way to kill a scouting party. "We have a game room."
"This isn't the game room?" I wonder teasingly.
"No, no," Haruto laughs as we watch the other two play their game. "It feels like it sometimes, but no. C'mon, I'll show you."
Haruto leads me downstairs to a finished basement. The large area is divided into two side. One side has a large television and a siting area. Their washer and drier are in one corner, and there's a small bathroom. There's enough space for a few pieces of workout equipment; a treadmill, a bench press, some weights. The other side is the main game room. Dart board, pool table, even a home bar.
In front of the bar is a small circular table with two chairs. On the table is a wooden game board. It looks like the game space is a standard grid, although there are also two stands on each player's side. Maybe for captured pieces? There are game pieces on each player's side, but I don't recognize them. The pieces are white wedges of slightly different sizes. Each piece has something written on it in black ink. I don't understand kanji, so it's meaningless to me.
I also notice a large wooden stand with various board games. I do recognize most of these. There are various popular games, and I know Steven plays most of them. There's the standard chess and checkers boards. The one I think is the chess board is a high-quality wood folding board, likely quite expensive.
Even with the pool table dominating the room, there is still plenty of space to move around. I glance at the wall behind the bar, noticing the various selections of liquor. Haruto tells me about having the bar installed as I run my fingers along the pool table. Wait. This isn't a pool table?
The table is much larger than the pool tables I'm used to; it's got to be ten feet long! The main table is made of a rich, dark wood, and the felt is the traditional green color I'm familiar with. There's also a rack in the corner with several pool cues. You definitely can't play the game I know on this table.
"Why doesn't your pool table have pockets?" I ask suddenly.
"Because it's not a pool table," Haruto laughs lightly.
"Uh, it's not?" I frown, looking down at the green felt table.
"It's a carom billiards table," he explains.
"I thought billiards was just another word for pool?" I reply in confusion.
"Nope, definitely not," Haruto shakes his head. "Billiards refers to multiple games. Pocket billiards, or pool, is the one you're familiar with. There's also four-ball billiards, snooker, and English billiards. This table is for carom billiards, or French billiards. It's really popular in Japan."
"Did you play growing up?" I inquire, taking a closer look at the table.
"Yeah, we had a table growing up," he confirms. "I loved games like this, so we got one once we had a place with enough space. In Japan, we have a term, Yotsudama, which represents the four balls used in the various billiards games."
"With how passionate you are, I'm surprised you don't have a regular pool table, too," I smile.
"Oh, I want one!" Haruto laughs. "It's possible to use the same table for pool and snooker. George thinks two tables would make the room too crowded, but I'm wearing him down."
"Could you teach me carom billiards?" I ask him. "I know how to play pool, so hopefully I'm a fast learner!"
"Step on up, my eager pupil!" Haruto grins while I put my hair in a ponytail.
Carom billiards is played with three balls; one white, one yellow, one red. Haruto adds a fourth ball, a blue one, which he says is often used for beginners. The object of the game is to carom, which means touching two other balls with your own. Doing so earns the player a single point. The blue ball is added to give beginners another option to carom with.
To start, Haruto focuses on making sure I'm able to carom. My objective is just to score a point by touching two balls with mine. He then goes on to explain that more strategy is involved in competitive play. You want to both set up your next shot, while ideally leaving your opponent in an unfavorable position.
"Oh, I got another point!" I cheer, raising my cue when I score my fifth point in a row.
"Girl, you trying to hustle me?" Haruto asks with a fake look of suspicion.
"No!" I insist, laughing so hard my face is turning red. "I have no idea what I'm doing!"
"That's just what a hustler would say," he counters, a smile tugging at his lips.
"No one likes a sore loser," I counter in a sing-song voice.
We continue our game, and despite my words, I am not winning. I'm definitely getting the hang of the game, but Haruto is an excellent player. He starts teaching me how to carom while planning both my next shot and thinking about how my opponent will respond.
"This looks fun," George rumbling voice says, making me jump.
"Hey, sexy man," Haruto replies, nodding to his husband.
"Needed a break from my crazy girlfriend?" I suggest, looking at the large man.
"April's having fun," George replies in his Russian accent. "Thought I'd check on you two."
"The lovely Stacey is a natural at carom billiards," Haruto declares happily.
"Thank you, thank you," I giggle, giving a cute curtsy while holding my cue vertical.
"Did you also teach her shogi?" George asks.
"What's shogi?" I frown.
"Japanese chess," Haruto answers, gesturing toward the board on the small table. "We have it set up. It's very similar to the chess you're likely familiar with. I'd love to teach you, but it's a lot to take in."
"I can play regular chess," I offer with a helpless shrug.
"Can you read kanji?" Haruto wonders.
"Uh, well, no. I can't," I admit.
"Pieces look similar," George adds. "It's late. There's always another time."
"That's if you lovely ladies would be willing to grace us with your presence again?" Haruto asks with a smile.
"Of course!" I exclaim, smiling widely. "I'd invite you to our place next time, but we just have a small apartment."
"I'm sure it's lovely, but you're always welcome here," Haruto replies politely.
"This has been an amazing night, I'm glad we met you," I tell them. "Thanks for getting rid of that asshole."
"Happy to help," George tells me.
"It's nice spending time with guys who have no interest in what's between my legs," I comment teasingly while Haruto and I put our cues away.
"Oh, I wouldn't be so sure of that, lovely lady," Haruto smirks at me, giving me an appraising look.
"What? Don't all gay guys think vulvas are gross?" I challenge, feeling cheeky as I hip-check Haruto.
"They probably do," George agrees with a nod as he places the billiard balls into a box.
"Only, it isn't just women who can appreciate both the male and the female form," Haruto adds. "And your form has much to appreciate."
"Thanks," I say with a small blush. "Sorry, I didn't realize you were bi."
"We both are," George responds. "You're beautiful women."
The three of us form a triangle as we stare at each other. I can feel the soft carpet beneath my bare feet as I realize we're all thinking the same thing. We are all wondering if the other couple shares, if they swap partners. We're contemplating the possibilities, no one wanting to make the suggestion for fear of causing offense.
"George might break my little body," I giggle cutely as I press the tip of my finger to my lower lip. "He'd definitely rip April in half."
"You might be surprised," George whispers as Haruto walks up to me.
"George is a gentle soul. It's me you should watch out for," Haruto smirks as his brown eyes gaze into my blue ones. "Of course, I wouldn't dream of trying anything without your enthusiastic permission."
"Y-you might be able to get that," I stammer, swallowing weakly. This is the first time we're making openly sexual comments, and I love it.
"Is that so?" Haruto asks as he lightly brushes my cheek with his fingers.
This is so complicated. I know Steven will be jealous when he finds out, and I want to make love with Steven. Badly. I can't. And I'm horny. I'm horny, and I like these guys. Steven can sleep with whomever he likes, why can't I? Fuck it, I need to live.
"I'd need to talk to April first," I answer, stalling for time while feeling weak in the knees.
"Stacey is right," George says, putting his large hand on Haruto's shoulder. "Talk first. No jealousy, only communication."
"And pleasure," Haruto adds with a smirk. "But, my handsome husband is right. We need to make sure we're on the same page so there are no misunderstandings. It's perfectly fine with us if we keep things platonic."
"I'm glad," I respond. "You two seem like you'll be great friends. It's nice to have another couple to hang out with."
The two guys lead me upstairs to the office where we find April plastered to the computer. She's clicking keys rapidly, her mouth hanging open slightly as she leans forward to stare at the large screen. The scene reminds me of college, of having to remind April to sleep.
"Having fun?" George asks, receiving a grunt in return.
"April, you're being rude," I sigh, grabbing the back of the chair and rolling it back from the desk.
"Hey! Stop! Stacey!" April screeches, reaching for the computer as some sort of monster with six limbs and an alligator-like jaw rips her character to pieces. "NO!"
"Oh darn, you're dead," I roll my eyes as April scrambles to reach the keyboard. "We need to talk to our new friends."
"About what?" my girlfriend huffs, pushing her glasses up her nose.
"Your favorite thing," I explain.
"Planet Trek Wars?" April replies, her face lighting up.
"No, moron," I snort. "Cock. You're a whore; you love cock."
"I'm not the one who bends over her boss's desk every chance she gets!" she hisses, brushing her wavy blonde hair out of her face.
"As if you'd let me do that," I sigh, feeling my mood darken.
"I love the banter between you two, it's adorable," Haruto comments, not realizing our emotional shift..
"Very cute," George smiles.
"Oh," April gasps, realizing the two guys can hear us. "Um, thanks?"
"Thank you," I reply, blushing slightly as I run my ponytail through my hand.
April and I are both a little embarrassed as we follow the boys into the kitchen. We all need something a lot stronger than water for this chat, so George opens a bottle of wine and pours the entire contents into four glasses for everyone. Four people sip on wine as we all wait for someone to speak first.
"So, sex?" April speaks up, making me laugh.
It's amazing how outgoing she can be now. I can still recall having to drag her out of the dorm room, away from her computer, forcing her to socialize. Her anxiety around guys. The good little girl from college is all grown up. Well, emotionally. Physically, she's still four feet, eleven inches tall. And I still have to drag her away from a computer once in awhile. Okay, maybe not so different. Other than her willingness to take two dicks at once.
"Is quite fun," George laughs, making April blush.
"I think my dopey girlfriend meant to ask how you deal with jealousy in your relationship," I interject. "You don't have to tell us, but ah, do you regularly invite people over to knock boots?"
"No, definitely not," Haruto shakes his head. "We've been completely monogamous for over three years."
"We don't have relations with other men," George adds.
"You just both occasionally get an itch for some feminine charms?" I wonder, leaning forward slightly to offer a teasing glimpse of my cleavage.
"Something like that," Haruto laughs, his eyes briefly darting to my chest. "And you are both very, very charming."
"Three years; do you remember how to touch a woman?" April challenges with a wink.
"You wish to find out?" George inquires.
"Perhaps," the little nerd shrugs noncommittally before taking a sip of her wine.
"This would be a friends with benefits arrangement, right?" I ask to confirm.
"Yes! Yes, definitely," Haruto nods. "We wouldn't dream of interfering with your relationship. And to answer your question; every relationship is different, with different needs. Yes, sex with a woman is sex, but we don't see it the same way. I'd be jealous of George with another man. A woman? He's just exploring a physical desire I can't fulfill. It isn't about me not being enough."
"It's still someone else making your partner cum," April points out.
"Is nice to see Haruto happy," George reasons. "He's good man. I trust him."
"And I trust April," I confirm, placing my hand on hers reassuringly as I smile mischievously. "She's not stupid, she knows she'll never do any better than me."
"Right," April snorts before looking at the guys more seriously. "I can't be jealous, I want real dick, too."
"But you are feeling some jealousy?" Haruto probes gently.
"I don't know," the petite blonde sighs. "I wasn't before, but I guess now I'm worried she'll leave me for someone she can have a baby with."
"April..." I trail off, unable to deny her fears are justified.
"George and I want to start a family, too," Haruto confirms. "Maybe we'll find a surrogate, maybe we'll adopt. Either way, it's just blood. We'll be a family because we decide to love each other."
"He's right," George states firmly.
"I guess I just have some issues to deal with," April admits. "I'm nervous about the future, but I'm happy for some play time tonight. The future? No idea, but I hope we can stay friends."
"All relationships are a work in progress," Haruto smiles. "Never stop pursuing each other."
"We won't," I vow. "Right now I think I might want to pursue you."
"I like your attitude," the handsome Asian man grins. "Just one last thing, I think."
"Each guy picks a girl to bone?" April suggests.
"Protection," George answers.
"We're both on the pill, we're safe," I quickly respond while April nods.
"We trust you, we just had to ask," Haruto says.
"In that case, lead the way to your bedroom and get ready to have your worlds rocked," April growls, seeming intimidating despite being the smallest person in the room.



"Wait!" George exclaims before we can stand up. "Is late, don't want to forget."
"Oh, right!" Haruto gasps, his eyes widening. "There's something you both have to try."
"What?" I ask with a confused frown.
"Close eyes, you'll see," George instructs.
"Should we get on our knees first?" April laughs. "Not very clever, but I like it."
"No!" George insists, shaking his head as he stands up. "Is not sex trick. Trust me."
"Don't get me wrong, I didn't mean to imply I wasn't up for it," April's tongue snakes out to lick her lip seductively. "If you're up for it, I am!"
"Just close your eyes," I sigh and shake my head. "Whore."
April and I close our eyes. At least I think she closes her eyes. I can still feel her presence beside me while George stands up. Haruto stays sitting as the large man does something in the kitchen. Then he approaches me. Even with my eyes tightly shut, I can tell the mountain of a man is towering over me.
"Here, open mouth," George says to me.
"This sounds like sex to me," April giggles.
"Oh, shut up," I snort, shaking my head before opening my mouth.
I can feel the large man's hand in front of my face, and his fingers pop something into my mouth. It's small and smooth; a grape? I bite down. The flavor that spurts across my tongue is amazing. It's sort of like a tomato, but it's sweeter, and with an underlying spice to it. A pepper? How is that possible?
"Oh, my God!" I exclaim, opening my eyes to look up at the towering botanist. "What is that?!"
"I make mix of tomatoes and peppers," George smiles proudly. "Take many years, but I think is close now. You like?"
"How did you...? I mean, holy shit! That's amazing!" I gasp. "That's the best thing I've ever had in my mouth."
"Hey!" April protests, playfully swatting me on the shoulder.
"Oh, get over it," I roll my eyes. "And keep your eyes closed."
"They are closed!" my girlfriend snaps while bouncing in her seat excitedly. "I wanna try!"
"Here. Try," George offers, walking over to April while still holding the bowl.
Reaching one hand into the bowl, he draws out another strange fruit. April opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, wiggling it teasingly. I just shake my head as I watch George place the fruit onto April's tongue. She quickly closes her mouth and bites down.
"Holy shit!" April gasps. "That's amazing! Why can't we buy these in stores?"
"Is very hard to make," George sighs.
"George has to basically hover over the plant all day, every day," Haruto adds. "Months of work for only a handful of fruits."
George returns to his seat so the four of us can talk a bit longer. The flirting ramps up, and I bite into one of the fruits while smiling seductively at Haruto. April comments on George being big all over, and it's obvious how the pairings will start for this wild night.
We finish the fruits and our wine while going over ground rules. Anyone can stop things at any time, for any reason. No questions asked, no judgment. We don't know each other very well yet, and this will not impact our friendship. I realize we're jumping into things, but we do talk about it, and this is not another Barry situation. George and Haruto are clearly great guys.
I tell myself that this is okay; April is my partner, not Steven. A threesome with my two loves is never going to happen, so I need to satisfy my craving for cock elsewhere. Haruto and George are kind, they're honest, they won't interfere with my relationship. This will be fun. There's no need for any guilt.
"I can't speak for Stacey, but I know I'm soaking wet," April announces. "Both of you guys are fucking sexy!"
"You're beautiful, April," George smiles at my girlfriend.
"You girls are a feast for the eyes," Haruto adds.
"Maybe we should head upstairs?" I suggest in a soft voice.
The guys both stand up and offer their hands. I blush lightly as I place my hand in Haruto's, allowing the cute guy to help me to my feet. April takes George's hand, and I almost start laughing when I have the thought that the tiny blonde won't even have to kneel to suck off the big guy.
I notice a large framed picture of George and Haruto as the four of us walk upstairs to the second floor. There's a guest bedroom and a bathroom, as well as a second living room. The guys lead us into the large master bedroom, and I can tell there's an attached master bathroom.
The bedroom is pretty standard, with a dresser for each person and a large closet. There are a few paintings on the wall, as well as a mounted television. A king size bed is against one wall, with a bedside table on each side. I also notice they have quite a few candles placed around the room. The window is covered by elegant drapes which match the bedspread.
A chest in front of the bed is clearly meant for storage. I smile softly when I realize the room is already occupied. By the window are two accent chairs, allowing George and Haruto to enjoy the view of their land. Curled up on one of the chairs, clearly fast asleep, is a cute calico cat.
"This gorgeous girl is Callie," Haruto says, gesturing toward the cat while George removes a lighter from a bedside table.
"Aw! Aren't you pretty?" I ask the cat rhetorically.
"Hi, Callie!" April exclaims.
Like a true cat, Callie slowly opens her eyes and lifts her head, giving us a look that is clearly telling us to fuck off. George walks around the room lighting candles while Haruto turns a knob on the wall to dim the overhead lights. Callie stands up and stretches before hopping off the chair and walking toward us. The cat circles April's legs, rubbing against her soft skin and purring softly before leaving the room.
"Maybe we should get a pet?" I suggest.
"We'll see," April shrugs. "You do have a birthday coming up, but we'll need to move in to our new place first."
"Oh, it's your birthday soon?" Haruto inquires while turning on the television.
"July twenty-first. One month after yours," I answer softly. "I'll be twenty-six."
"A baby," George laughs as he lights the last candle, illuminating the room in a soft glow.
"We'll have to do something to celebrate," Haruto offers as he starts some soft music playing.
"That's very nice of you," I say while Haruto sets down the remote and slowly approaches me.
"Mm, but that's next month," April husks, sitting down on the bed and crossing her legs. "We girls should celebrate you two, first."
"April's right," I nod, wrapping my arms around Haruto's neck and gazing into his eyes. Flickering light from the candle is falling on his face. "Birthday and anniversary; we need to show you a good time."
"How do you plan to do that?" Haruto asks, placing his hand at my lower back and drawing me to him.
"Like this," I answer simply as I stand up on my toes and press my lips to the handsome Asian man's.
I waste no time pressing my body against Haruto's, my large breasts squishing against his chest while we softly kiss. April and George are forgotten as I lose myself in the kiss, in the warm body holding me. Haruto's hands caress my back, and I can feel his fingers brush the strap of my bra from over my white top.
A noise of longing travels up my throat, escaping my mouth as a quivering whine. Haruto seizes the opportunity to push his tongue between my lips, increasing our passion. I can feel his hardness against me, providing proof that he's hot for what I've got.
His hands find my butt, squeezing my firm ass cheeks. I respond by running my hand along his bicep. I love a man with strong arms, and while Haruto is slim, his muscles are well-defined. He's clearly in amazing shape, and I'm looking forward to testing out his stamina.
Keeping his left hand on my ass, Haruto's right hand slides up my torso, his fingers caressing the side of my left breast. Suddenly, he breaks our kiss as his right hand shoots out to grab my ponytail. I gasp when he yanks my head back, exposing the sensitive skin of my neck.
"Stacey," Haruto whispers as his lips latch onto my neck.
My fingers caress the back of his head as I moan softly. Haruto kisses all along my neck, his lips warm and wet. I shudder softly when he finds the perfect spot to suck softly on my skin. He's gripping my ponytail hard enough to cause the wonderful tingling sensation on my scalp. Damn, this guy knows how to touch a woman. I can feel his tongue against my skin as his lips continue lightly sucking.
"Oh my God, yes!" April's voice cries out.
Opening my eyes, I manage to glance over at the large bed. My adorable little girlfriend is flat on her back with her head on the pillow, her glasses missing. In addition, her bottoms are gone. April is clad only in her black Planet Trek Wars t-shirt.
Kneeling between the petite nerd's spread legs, is George. His shirt is missing and he's holding April's thighs as he licks her pussy. April is holding the large man's head to her crotch, bucking her hips to encourage him to continue going down on her.
"Mm, I wanna suck your dick," I husk to Haruto, my own lust building.
"You wanna suck me, baby?" Haruto asks, kissing my neck with one hand on my ponytail while the other squeezes my ass.
"Please let me suck it!" I gasp, my fingernails digging into his scalp.
April is moaning loudly in the background, her voice making me wet as I feel Haruto's hands on my shoulders, urging me to my knees. I keep a seductive expression on my face, my eyes locked on Haruto's as I kneel before him. Licking my lips, I yank his shorts and boxer briefs to his feet, allowing his hard dick to bounce free.
"That feels good," Haruto whispers when I start jacking him off.
"I can tell you like being in control," I coo up at him, my hand gripping his shaft as I continue giving him a handjob.
"Is that so?" he asks, smirking down at me.
"Mm," I nod, biting my lower lip seductively. "Be rough with me, okay? Fuck my face, use my mouth."
"My pleasure," Haruto laughs lightly, his fingers caressing my cheek. "Just make sure you signal me if I'm being too rough."
I nod rapidly before dropping my eyes to his beautiful cock, my fingers tightly wrapped around the base. Haruto takes my head in both hands, and I respond by placing both hands behind my back, my left hand gripping my right wrist. The handsome man guides my face toward his prick as I eagerly open wide and stick out my tongue.
"Stick your fingers in me!" I hear April plead in her adorable voice.
From my current vantage point, I have no way of seeing what is happening on the bed. In addition, my mouth is now stuffed with cock, and I have other things to focus on. My lips clamp down on his shaft as the wonderful taste of his skin hits my taste buds.
I moan in lust, my cheeks caving in as I suck hard. I'm looking up at Haruto with passion on my face, my baby blues showing him my lust. My tongue is playing along his length, stimulating his cock head and the underside of his shaft. I can feel drool gathering in my mouth, and I use it as lube to help his cock slide further down my throat.
He's breathing heavily as he starts pulling my head along his length, using my warm mouth for his pleasure. Wet gurgling sounds escape my lips while his fingers keep a firm grip on my head. It doesn't take long for him to really get into it, and he's soon fucking my face hard and fast.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" I moan, drool bubbling up at the corners of my lips.
"Damn, girl, you know how to suck," Haruto comments, looking down at me.
"Thanks!" I giggle around his shaft before pushing the tip of my tongue against the small opening at the end of his mushroom head.
"Eat me, eat me, eat me!" April chants passionately.
I use all my oral skills to give Haruto the best blowjob I can. He's too big for me to truly deepthroat him, but I'm able to take most of him into my throat, rolling my eyes up at him as I choke on dick. It's obviously working, and his excitement is building. At one point, he releases my head so he can pull off his t-shirt before stepping out of his shorts and boxer briefs. He's completely naked, and I let my eyes admire his well-defined chest while sucking away.
Haruto grabs my long ponytail, winding it around his fist as I bob my head on him. The sounds of my sucking fills the room, but it is overshadowed by April's loud moaning and panting. With his free hand, Haruto reaches into my shirt and bra, seeking my warm tit-flesh. I moan sexily around his thickness when his hand closes around my naked breast.
"MM!" I gurgle loudly as my hard nipple presses against his palm.
"Get your tits out, babe," Haruto orders, pulling his cock out of his mouth before slapping me in the face with it.
I playfully kiss all over his tip, even sticking out my tongue to lick it when Haruto tries hitting my cheek with his cock. Then I dart in and kiss his balls before pulling back and smiling up at him. He strokes himself while watching me get topless, laughing lightly when I press my breasts together and wiggle my body. My lips are pursed as I blow him a kiss.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum! Lick my clit, make me cum!" April screams, and I can hear her thrashing around on the bed. "Yes! Right there, right there!"
Lifting myself, I wrap my boobs around Haruto's wet dick so I can give him a titty-fuck. My nipples are rock hard as Haruto's throbbing manhood pushes between my cleavage. I hold my breasts tight around his length, adding to his pleasure as I coo up at him.
"I love your cock," I moan, my lust written all over my face. "It's so hard, I can feel it throbbing between my titties."
"Keep going, keep going!" April wails, and I can tell she's cumming a second time.
"Do you want to feel it inside you?" Haruto offers, his hand reaching out to touch my cheek as he lightly thrusts his hips, humping my tits.
"Do you want to be inside me?" I ask in a smoky voice.
"Fuck me!" April husks, and I hear the bed creaking as they move. "I need you in me, fuck me now!"
"Bend over the bed," Haruto says quickly, pulling his dick from my cleavage. "Bend over now!"
Nodding rapidly, I get to my feet and turn around to face the bed. George is now naked as he lays on his back with his cock pointing straight up. April is still wearing her Planet Trek Wars t-shirt as she straddles the giant Russian man. I can see her cute bum as she lowers herself onto the massive pole, gasping as he slips inside her tight tunnel, stretching her to the limits.
I don't hesitate to walk up to the bed and bend over it, making sure I can see April and George from my angle. Pressing my breasts against the comforter, I rest my head on my folded arms as I wiggle my butt to encourage Haruto. He responds by standing behind me and grabbing a handful of my ass.
"Holy fucking shit, you're huge!" April hisses as her little pussy envelops George's entire length.
"So tight," George grunts, his large hands gripping the nerd's narrow waist.
April looks so tiny as she starts bouncing up and down on George's dick, her hands on his muscular chest. I watch as April tosses her wavy blonde hair over her shoulder, smirking down at George as she eases off his prick. Her smirk turns to a wince when she takes him all the way inside again, but I can tell she's loving every second of it.
Haruto shoves his hand down the back of my shorts and into my underwear. I can feel his skin against my butt as he roughly yanks my bottoms down to my knees. I shiver in anticipation as I feel him get into position behind me. He slaps my ass with his cock several times, and I can't help but giggle.
"You're sure?" Haruto whispers.
"Yes!" I hiss, nodding rapidly as I continue watching April and George. "Stick it in me!"
"Fuck my slutty pussy!" April gasps, throwing her head back as she focuses on the feeling of a big dick in her pink cunt.
I hum happily when I feel Haruto swipe the head of his cock through my wet labia. He rubs his mushroom tip on my clit, making me gasp. Then he finally grips my hips and slowly pushes inside me. I hear him let out a throaty groan as he feels my warmth gripping him. I can't help but smile proudly and squeeze my strong vaginal muscles, heightening his pleasure.
Haruto starts fucking me. His strokes are long and steady, getting nice and deep inside me. A predictable rhythm that increases my pleasure with every thrust. I push my ass back to take him inside me, loving the feel of his balls slapping against my clit. As I take it from behind, I keep my eyes on April and George, watching the two of them passionately fuck.
This is not my first foursome with April, and our competitive nature comes out once again. My girlfriend and I continue to try and top each other. We moan and pant, we grunt and scream. We beg to be fucked harder and harder. We release our inner sluts.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant, encouraging Haruto to slam into me with every thrust.
"You are so sexy," Haruto gasps, his hands tightly holding my hips.
"Oh, April..." George moans, looking up at the sexy blonde.
"My tight pussy feel good?" April coos while undulating in the large man's lap. "You like having a dirty, little slut riding you, hm?"
George nods his head as April crosses her arms at her waist and grabs the hem of her t-shirt. With one fluid motion, April whips off her shirt and tosses it on the floor. George's hands slide up her body, cupping her bra-clad breasts. The sexy blonde places her hands on his, encouraging him to touch her. His hands are huge, and April looks fucking hot in her red bra.
" I want it rough!" I announce, trying to compete with April. "Slap me, spank me, pull my hair!"
"Yes!" April hisses, resuming her bouncing in George's lap. "Fuck her like a whore!"
Haruto lets his hand fly, the open palm impacting my right butt cheek and making me grunt. I beg him to hit me again, and he complies, spanking me until I'm a quivering mess beneath him. Keeping one hand on my hip, his other hand reaches out to cup my face. I happily open my mouth and allow him to push his finger between my lips so I can suck it as if it's a cock.
"You feel amazing," George whispers, looking up at April while squeezing her breasts.
"Mm, so do you," April husks, grinding herself down on him. "I love being your little whore, your cock-loving slut."
My shorts and panties are still around my knees, and my tits are still squished against the bed as I'm fucked doggystyle. I press my tongue against the bottom of Haruto's finger, sucking hard on the digit as I moan loudly. This feels so fucking good, I can feel myself about to cum. Watching April is just turning me on even more.
"I love watching you take my cock," Haruto grunts, slamming into me as April starts screaming.
"I'm cumming!" April screeches, her body tensing. "Fuck me! I'm cumming on your dick!"
Wearing nothing but a red bra, April looks like a goddess of love. Her tight body is perfect as it undulates in George's lap. Her blonde bush is as sexy as ever, and it's amazing watching George's big dick disappear every time April drops herself on top of him. My nerdy girlfriend is cumming hard, and I join her moments later in ecstasy.
"MM! MM!" I squeal around Haruto's finger as he pushes all the way up my cunt and rolls his hips to stimulate my vaginal walls.
Pulling his finger from my mouth, Haruto grabs my blonde ponytail and yanks my head back roughly. I get up on my elbows, my tits swinging freely while Haruto holds my head back by the hair. My mouth is hanging open, my eyes scrunched tight as I cum a second time.
"April... I'm gonna..." George gasps, his hands still groping April's chest.
"Do it, baby. Let go," April moans, rolling her hips. "Cum inside me. I want it! I want all of it! Fill me with that hot fucking load!"
Using his grip on her bra-clad breasts, George pulls April down on to him while thrusting his hips upward. His face is bright red as he shudders. April gasps and grunts, encouraging him to cum inside her tight, wet pussy. With one final gasp, George releases April, his strength leaving him in the aftermath of his orgasm.



My hands clench the comforter, my tits swaying as Haruto relentlessly pounds me while I watch April and George. Once George finishes cumming, April immediately hops off of him and scoots over to me. Spreading her legs wide, the hot nerd puts her pussy as close to me as she can, encouraging me to taste her.
"Holy shit, that's hot," Haruto grunts, one hand still holding my ponytail.
"Eat his cum out of me, Stacey!" April breathes, presenting her naked cunt.
"Do it!" Haruto orders, shoving my face down into April's crotch.
I moan happily at the rough treatment, and immediately extend my tongue to comply. Warm semen mixed with April's pussy juice floods my mouth. I can tell she's using her vaginal muscles to push as much cum out of her cunt as she can. I lap it up with pleasure, swallowing everything I can while Haruto fucks me.
George watches while he recovers, a satisfied smirk on his face. April grabs my head, holding my face to her box as she encourages me to eat her out. With April keeping my head in place, Haruto slides his hand down my bare back until he's holding my hips again.
"MM!" I grunt in surprise when Haruto slaps my ass.
I continue slurping cum out of April's hole while Haruto drills me from behind. His hands are on my hips, his thrusts growing more and more erratic. He's clearly lost in the passion, and my only warning of his orgasm is a loud grunt as he buries to the hilt inside of me.
My lips are pursed as I screech against April's pussy while enjoying the familiar feeling of warm liquid squirting inside me. I can feel my pussy react instinctively, clamping down on the ejaculating penis, holding it deep inside while it expels every last drop. Haruto's fingers dig into my hips as he groans until the last of his load is mine.
Naturally, April needs to return the favor. She rolls me onto my back and gets me fully naked before drinking every drop of semen from my sopping cunt. Then she snuggles up beside George, who wraps his massive arm around the petite blonde. On the other side of the bed, I cuddle with Haruto.
"Well, that was fun!" April giggles cutely while running her fingers across George's chest. I can't get over how small my girlfriend looks next to this guy.
"Everyone happy?" George asks, looking over at Haruto and me.
"I'm good!" I declare, leaning up to peck Haruto's cheek.
"That was great," Haruto agrees with a nod.
"So, your first pussy in three years didn't disappoint?" I ask.
"Not one bit," Haruto laughs.
"Mm, good," I hum happily.
"I hope we're not done yet?" April inquires, looking up at George. "I really, really wanna suck that big dick of yours."
"April has a bottomless throat, you'll love it!" I tell the big guy.
"Sounds fun," George chuckles.
"As long as no one has any regrets," Haruto adds.
"I'm good," I shrug before wincing slightly. I do feel a little guilty. Steven. The man I love. Fuck.
"Are you sure about that?" Haruto asks, showing how perceptive he is.
"I, well, maybe," I sigh.
"What's wrong?" April asks. "Didn't you have fun?"
"I had a great time! Haruto made me cum hard," I insist. "I just know Steven would probably be jealous."
"Your boss?" George wonders.
"Yeah," I nod while April glares at me.
"I realize this is none of our business, but it seems like there's something going on," Haruto says carefully. "We're good listeners, if you wanna talk about it."
"Steven and Stacey were fucking. Were. Not anymore," April answers quietly. "Because of me. She blames me for their latest drama."
"Stacey is cheating on you?" the giant looks confused. "She does not seem the type. Nor do you, to allow it."
"No!" April exclaims, shaking her head. "Not Stacey, just... fuck! Steven and Stacey had a lot of drama, and it seemed like everything was resolved. Then I found out something, a secret. Now I don't know how I feel."
"Something about Steven?" Haruto inquires.
"Yes," April confirms. "When you have someone you really like, hell, someone you want to fuck, and who your girlfriend wants to fuck... well, what do you do when you find out something about them that just shatters everything? Something that makes you question everything you think you knew about them?"
I appreciate that April is making sure Haruto and George don't know about Steven and Kayla. Things are just so complicated, fuck! Steven is with Lexi, I have no reason to feel ashamed for letting Haruto stick it in me. I just want to make love with Steven so badly, why won't April let me? Can these guys help?
"Steven hurt you?" George asks carefully.
"No, but..." April trails off.
"He hurt someone else?" George follows up with.
"Well, no. I mean, I thought he did," April winces, looking conflicted. "I just, it's complicated."
"If he treat you right, and he does not hurt anyone else, what is complicated?" George challenges.
"Uh..." April mumbles.
"You were right, Haruto," I giggle. "George is a genius."
"I'll think about it, okay?" April suddenly says, sitting up and looking at me. "I'll think about it."
"Thank you, my love," I say sincerely, also sitting up so I can peck her lips.
The saying is true, a real genius can make any situation simple. I know that there's a long way to go, but April is healing from her past, and Lexi knows I am not trying to steal Steven. Maybe things can reach a state where everyone is happy? I hope so. I really, really hope so.
"Okay!" April says, clapping her hands once. "Enough serious talk, let's get back to fucking!"
"Assuming you two old guys can get it up again this soon?" I tease. "Thirty's a big year!"
"Thirty is when testosterone levels start declining," Haruto counters, reaching over to lightly caress my bare breast. "We haven't even been thirty for a full day yet, I think we'll be fine."
"What about Steven?" George asks, looking at me pointedly.
"He's got two girlfriends, and I'm not one of them," I state firmly. "I'm a free woman, and I can fuck who I want!"
The two guys really do need a few minutes to recharge, so April and I play for a little while. I finally get the little nerd's bra off, letting everyone see her cute boobs. I suck on a nipple while April's hand slips between my legs, fingering my pussy.
After a few minutes, April suddenly pulls away from me and scoots back to the top of the bed, where the guys are laying. She kneels between both of them, looking toward George. Grabbing the back of his head, she shoves his face in her tits. I giggle as I watch my girlfriend's antics. Kneeling horizontal across the bed, April lowers her head and takes George's cock into her mouth.
"She's always full of energy, isn't she?" Haruto laughs as he reaches out and grabs a handful of April's butt.
"You have no idea," I smirk while George sighs happily and rests a hand on April's head. "I guess it's time for another competition."
"We noticed you two trying to see who could be louder," Haruto smirks. "How do you plan to top her?"
"If you have lube, I'll let you put it in my butt," I offer, my blue eyes sparkling as I look at him.
"Of course we have lube, we're two married guys!" Haruto laughs.
"Mm, fun, mm!" April gurgles around George's dick before pushing her head all the way down, taking his entire length.
"Oh, shit!" George gasps when April holds the deepthroat.
"You sure you're up for that?" Haruto asks with a raised brow.
"I offered, didn't I?" I reason with a wide grin.
Haruto excitedly sits up and reaches over to extract some lube from the bedside table. I playfully swat April on the butt as I switch places with Haruto so I can get on my hands and knees facing the headboard. She flips me off before getting between George's legs to suck him off in peace.
"Remember, just say something if you need me to pull out," Haruto reminds me while lubing up his dick.
I quickly nod, trying to relax as I mentally prepare myself. April is being very loud as she bobs her head on George, giving him a very sloppy blowjob. I focus on those sounds as I feel Haruto push a lube-coated finger up my bum. It isn't long before the tip of Haruto's cock presses against the entrance to my tightest hole.
"FUCK!" I hiss through clenched teeth as his mushroom head pops into my butt.
Haruto gives me a minute to get used to the sensation before he continues. My hands grip the sheets tightly as the thick invader pushes further and further up my backdoor. I let out several quick breaths, shuddering slightly. Finally, he's buried to the hilt, his balls resting against me.
"Are you okay?" Haruto asks nervously.
"Yes!" I groan loudly. "Do it. Fuck my ass!"
I'm grunting and gasping while Haruto butt-fucks me. I completely forget about April and George as the sensations of the huge dick in my ass consumes me. Lowering to my elbows, I feel my tits brush against the bed as they bounce and slap each other from the force of Haruto's thrusts.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" April gurgles, continuing to suck on George's pole.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant in unison with my girlfriend.
Balancing on one elbow, I reach a hand between my legs so I can jill off. The combination of sensations is enough to bring me off, and I announce my orgasm to the room. Haruto responds by rapidly fucking me up the bum until he explodes, filling my ass with his seed.
I don't even have time to react before I feel April's soft fingers beneath my chin. She turns my head to face her, and I frown in confusion. April presses her lips against mine and slips her tongue into my mouth so we can share George's cum in a cum-filled kiss.
George and Haruto offer to let us spend the night, and we happily agree. I cuddle with Haruto while April falls asleep in George's arms. Things aren't perfect; April and I have the hearing on Monday, I feel guilty about sleeping with Haruto, and April still has some issues with Steven.
However, things are looking up. April and I have two new, great friends. Steven will have to deal with it. George and Haruto are another couple we can spend time with. George is helping April see reason, and the sex is fucking great! I'm looking forward to April getting spit-roasted again. Maybe I'll try it, too?
~Ashley~
A warm, refreshing smell hits my nostrils, making me smile happily as I slowly return to consciousness. I can smell hash browns and coffee while my brain starts up, reminding me of where I am and what's going on. Sunday. It's Sunday morning. And it's very early. A large yawn escapes my lips as I stretch out on the massive bed, feeling the soft sheets and comforter on my naked body.
"Morning, beautiful," Josh smiles when I open my eyes to look at him.
"Mm, morning," I mumble as I use my arms to lift my upper body up off the bed.
Blinking slowly, I take in the sight of Josh holding a breakfast tray. There's a steaming cup of coffee on one side, with a plate in the center. The plate has a delicious-looking omelet on it, as well as hash browns. A bowl of fruit is on the other side of the plate.
"Breakfast is served!" Josh declares.
"Dinner last night, breakfast this morning?" I ask as I turn onto my back and sit up. "A girl could get used to this."
"You should," he nods while placing the tray in my lap. "I'd love to do this for you every day."
"It was hard enough to convince our parents not to kill us for getting a hotel room for one night!" I giggle.
"That's true," Josh sighs before leaving the bedroom of our hotel suite.
Josh returns a minute later with a matching tray for himself. I smile as I admire his scrawny frame, covered only by a pair of boxer briefs. He's so fucking cute. I blow him a kiss while he gets in bed beside me and places his own breakfast in his lap.
"This smells delicious," I comment as I inhale the intoxicating aroma.
"Thank you," he smiles. "Enjoy!"
We dig in. Josh is an amazing cook, and I'm making happy noises while eating. I'm so glad our parents aren't being complete idiots. They aren't happy with us getting a hotel room, but we're high school graduates! And after Prom, well, it isn't the first night Josh and I spend together!
My dad isn't thrilled, but he's already allowing me to spend all weekend at the mansion for Kayla's graduation party. This is nothing in comparison. Dad is at least happy that Josh seems to be terrified of him. It's normal for a high school guy to be afraid of his girlfriend's father, and Josh is extra shy. Still, Dad is harmless, even if he is a big guy!
Josh's parents are using the night to their own advantage. They're still dating that woman, Jennifer Cartridge. With the house to themselves, Josh's parents plan to spend the weekend with her. Josh doesn't like thinking about it, but he'll be joining them for lunch today.
"We're still going to the farm, right?" I ask before popping a piece of my omelet in my mouth.
"Of course!" Josh nods happily. "I love sharing that place with you. We'll have to check out early, but I want to go to the petting zoo again."
"Shit!" I exclaim, my eyes going wide. "I forgot to bring quarters to buy food for the goats!"
"It's okay, I have some," he replies.
"Okay, good," I let out a breath before going back to my meal.
I finally check the time, realizing it's almost 7:00AM, so we should still have a decent amount of time left. We won't be able to stay for hours at the farm since Josh needs to get home, but we can take separate cars and leave right from there. I am absolutely not leaving this hotel suite without some morning dick first.
"Shit!" I curse for the second time when a piece of omelet falls off my fork and lands on my right titty.
"I've got it," Josh smirks.
Before I can ask what he means, Josh carefully leans over and places his lips on my breast. I giggle as he takes the small piece of food in his mouth. He kisses the side of my boob for a few more seconds before moving his head so he can take my nipple between his lips.
"Mm, that feels good," I moan softly, feeling the familiar tingling between my legs. "But, maybe we should finish breakfast before moving on to play time."
"I guess you're right," he sighs, lifting his head from my breast. "We don't have to wait an hour, do we?"
"That's for swimming!" I laugh, playfully swatting him on the shoulder.
Our flirting increases as we finish our meal. Josh repays me for the piece of omelet by feeding me a bite of his. I respond by placing a strawberry in his mouth for him to bite. Then I quickly peck his lips before winking cutely.
"I'll clean up," Josh offers once our plates are empty.
"I'd offer to help, but I really gotta pee!" I giggle.
"You can't help after?" he counters.
"Fine, I don't want to," I admit with a shrug.
"It's okay, you just relax," he smirks.
Josh makes two trips to carry both trays back to the kitchen. I just sit in bed looking cute while texting the Sluts. Only Marcia is currently awake, but the others will get the texts when they get up. After his second trip, Josh convinces me to get off my ass. I even shake my butt for him as I make my way to the bathroom.
Admiring my reflection in the mirror, I smirk when I realize I still have sex hair from last night. And from our 3:00AM quickie. I brush my long blonde hair, making it look perfect. I brush my teeth, take my birth control pill, and wash my face. Then I squat to pee before washing up and finally returning to the bedroom.
I'm a very lucky girl. Not only do we have this suite, Josh has some supplies to make us food! A great cook, a nice guy who is fun to be with; lucky Ashley! Of course I'm jealous, what crazy girl wouldn't want to get with this sexy nerd of mine?
Feeling guilty about making Josh clean up, I decide on a fun surprise for him. I kneel on the floor completely naked, my tight ass resting on my heels as I place my hands on my knees and wait. Josh freezes when he walks into the room, eyes wide as he takes in the sight of the nude blonde on her knees for him. It's me. I'm the hot, naked blonde.
"Can I please suck your cock, sir?" I ask with a sexy pout.
"I suppose you've earned it," Josh shrugs, trying to act like he doesn't care.
He fails. Josh tries pushing down his underwear while approaching me and he almost trips. Fortunately, he catches himself before taking both of us out. I giggle cutely while he blushes and tosses aside his boxer briefs. Finally, he's standing in front of me with his hard dick bobbing in my face.
"Mm, give me that dick!" I purr, reaching out to start stroking him.
Josh moans happily as I pull him closer so I can take him into my mouth. Gripping both his ass cheeks, I push my head forward, taking his entire length into my throat. His pubic hair tickles my nose while I feel the thick shaft throbbing in my mouth.
I blow him for a couple minutes, simply enjoying the feel of a hard dick between my lips. Then I pull him out of my mouth and lift myself so I can place his cock between my breasts. Cooing up at him, I hold my big boobs around his shaft so I can give him a titty-fuck.
It isn't only men who love breasts; as a bisexual woman, I can honestly say that I appreciate a nice pair of titties. Still, it's more than that. I have breasts of my own. And I love them. They are a symbol of my womanhood, of my sexuality. Having them admired fills me with pride, having them touched fills me with lust. I'm proud of my breasts, and I love having them appreciated.
Having Josh cum on my titties is very appealing, but I want to feel him inside me. I remove his cock from my cleavage and rub his tip along my nipple while smiling up at him. He reaches down to cup my face, an expression of love on his face.
"You're so beautiful," he whispers, making my heart melt.
"Is my handsome boyfriend ready to fuck me?" I ask with a smirk.
"He definitely is," Josh laughs.
Josh and I get up on the bed, and I immediately lay on my back with my legs spread. I smile up at Josh as I run my fingers along my labia, allowing him to admire my most intimate area. He's rock hard, staring down at me as I squirm beneath his lust-filled gaze.
My boyfriend gets on top of me, and I reach between us to grasp his shaft, guiding him into position. I arch my back and release a keening moan as Josh enters me. The amazing feeling of my pussy being stuffed causes my entire body to explode with pleasure; from my pussy to my fingers, and down to my toes.
Unlike last night, the sex isn't filled with swapping positions and dirty talk. We stay in missionary as Josh slow-dicks me, his steady movements increasing my pleasure to the ultimate peak. When I finally do explode, I grip his arms tightly, my mouth opening as my pussy walls contract.
"I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!" I announce with a gasping grunt. "Cum with me! Cum! Cum! Cum!"
In response to my words, Josh places his hands on my breasts as he starts slamming into me hard and fast. I place my hands on his, encouraging him to squeeze my tits while fucking me. Wrapping my legs around him, I draw him into me, urging him to spurt inside my greedy pussy.
"Fuck, Ashley!" Josh gasps as he buries himself to the hilt inside me.
The sensation of cock filling me, of the warm organ pulsing inside me, of warm, thick liquid coating my vaginal walls; it's all too much. I tense up and cum again, my convulsing love tunnel drawing out every drop of Josh's orgasm. I think I black out for a second.
"Damn, that was a good one!" I gasp when Josh draws me into his arms.
"Yes. Yes, it was," Josh laughs while breathing heavily. "It might have worn me out a bit, though."
"I can tell!" I giggle as I press my body against him. "You looked like you might have a stroke while you were pounding me!"
"Maybe I should start working out," Josh sighs, seeming suddenly down. "You know, like Ian does?"
"Are you feeling insecure?" I ask seriously as I reach out and squeeze his bicep. "You don't have to, you know. I love your sexy bod."



"Really?" he frowns, looking conflicted. "I'm scrawny, I'm pale, I only have the one chest hair."
"Really!" I laugh while running my fingers through the very few chest hairs he does have. "I don't want a muscle-bound jock. I'm not Marcia."
"She was kind of drooling over Dan, wasn't she?" Josh smirks.
"Oh, you noticed that, did ya?" I shake my head. "Yeah, Marcia's shy and quiet, but she loves muscular guys."
"See? No need to be jealous," he comments carefully. "I'm not her type."
"Do we need to talk about this again?" I ask angrily. "You don't need to work out, you're sexy and you have plenty of stamina. And I'm sorry I freaked out."
"I just want to make sure everything is okay," Josh reasons.
"Well, it is," I snap.
"Yeah, sure sounds it," he looks at me pointedly.
"Fine, I'm a little jealous," I shrug. "Do you blame me? You're a great guy. Those are hard to find. Oh, and I'm not being sexist, women suck, too."
"Well, you have some great women in your life, too," Josh points out. "Your friends won't try and steal me away."
"I know, I know, I'm dumb," I mumble sadly.
"You're not dumb, you're passionate," he tells me before pecking my lips. "And beautiful, and special, and confident."
"Usually confident," I blush slightly. "You let Dan fuck me, and you weren't jealous. I even promised to be a two cock girl, just you and Steven. You shared me with someone else and you didn't have to."
"You just said you don't want a guy with muscles," Josh laughs.
"Don't use my own words against me," I playfully smack him on the arm.
"I didn't!" he insists. "I just pointed out that I have no reason to be jealous."
"Hmph," I grunt with a pout.
"You're adorable when you're annoyed," Josh says.
In spite of myself, I can't help but smile. Josh really is amazing. He's okay with me having sex with Dan, with Steven. Fuck, it's been too long, I need some Steven dick. And I need to prove to myself, and to Josh, that I can handle our somewhat-open relationship.
I'm not waiting for what I have planned for the graduation party, either. Yes, that will be fucking great for Josh, but I am worried about it. I want the first girl I share him with to be someone I know well and trust. Someone I know won't ever try and break us up.
"Other than me, which of the Sluts do you think is hottest?" I suddenly ask.
"Uh, what?" he wonders, looking confused.
"I'm ready. Ready to share you. Let's get you laid!" I declare. "I want it to be with someone I trust. There's no one I trust more than my Slut-sisters. Pick one!"
"Don't the girls get a say in this?" Josh laughs.
"Right," I say, biting my lower lip. "Lexi won't give it up for anyone but Steven."
"And Marcia is a bad idea," he adds. "That leaves Hazel and Kayla, but Kayla has a boyfriend. And Hazel's pregnant."
"Hazel's also a bitch," I reason. "Lately, anyway. Kayla? She's sexy!"
"Kayla's very sexy," Josh agrees, "but she has a boyfriend. One of my best friends, in fact."
"How about a double date? No pressure, let's just see what happens?" I offer. "The four of us can spend the day together."
"A double date sounds great!" Josh nods. "But what about Stephanie?"
"I'll text Kayla later," I promise. "We'll figure it out. Let's get ready, I want to feed the goats!"
The two of us get ready for the day, dressing in casual clothes. I'm wearing jean shorts and a tight top, while Josh has on shorts and a t-shirt. We drop off our key cards at the front desk and head outside to our cars. We drive separately so that we can have extra time before we both have to leave.
"I love sharing this place with you," Josh smiles as we walk along the dirt parking lot holding hands.
"I love it, too!" I gush, squeezing his hand as we approach the farm. "Too bad we don't have time for mini golf."
"I know," he sighs, "but there's always next time."
We walk along the pond, watching the ducks. There are a few families walking around, and I smile when I see a little boy laughing as he chases the ducks. I can feel the soft breeze through my blonde hair, the sun on my face. It's a wonderful morning.
"Cows!" I announce when we approach the area with the animals. "Oh! There are babies!"
"Mini cheeseburgers," Josh comments with a chuckle.
"No!" I gasp, swatting him on the arm. "That was horrible!"
"Nah, it was funny," he disagrees, hip-checking me playfully. "They're like those cheeseburger sliders you can sometimes order as an appetizer!"
"Ass," I roll my eyes before gasping again. "Oh, they have a highland cow! We didn't see him last time!"
I drop Josh's hand so I can rush to the small fence separating us from the animals. There are several cows nearby, but only one of them has the shaggy brown fur and long horns of a highland cow. The handsome guy is eating hay, appearing content and cute!
"I don't remember them having a highland cow," Josh comments when he catches up with me. "Maybe he's new?"
"Excuse me, cow?" I call out, trying to get the big guy's attention. "Can you turn around, please?"
"You're being very polite to the cheeseburger," he says, putting an arm around my shoulders.
"I would never eat a highland cow!" I declare passionately. "Cow? Please turn around! I wanna see your face, not your ass!"
The highland cow continues munching on hay, ignoring us completely. I am finally forced to give up, leaving the cows to go to the nearby petting zoo. Josh has a bag filled with quarters, and he buys us food so we can get swarmed by hungry, shameless goats.
"Animals love you," Josh comments, watching me with a smile.
"I don't think it's me they love right now!" I reply as three goats try and get the food out of my hands. One large goat rears up on his hind legs and places his front legs on my chest. "Ow, that's my titty!"
After the petting zoo, Josh buys us some homemade ice cream. We find a picnic table by the pond to sit at while we enjoy the ice cream. I have vanilla with hot fudge, while Josh is just eating plain chocolate. Pulling out my phone, I text Kayla while we eat.
Ashley: You awake?
Kayla: Yeah, why?
Ashley: You, me, Josh, Ian. Double date. You in?
Kayla: Sure, when? And what about Stephanie?
Ashley: I don't know! I feel bad not including her.
Kayla: Maybe if we use a time when she's busy?
Ashley: Like when?
Kayla: She's spending all day Wednesday with her dad, how about then?
Ashley: Don't you have therapy?
Kayla: It's one appointment, and I can just cancel that one. Kasey will understand.
Ashley: It's a date!
Kayla: Unless Ian dies of embarrassment before then.
Ashley: Why would that happen?
Kayla: Daddy is getting ready to go golfing with him.
Ashley: I wish I could see how that goes!
Kayla: I feel bad, but it's also adorable!
Ashley: It is. I love our shy boys! I need to get back to mine. Later, bitch.
Kayla: Bye, whore!
Josh and I spend all morning together as a happy couple. Sadly, he needs to get to lunch with his parents and their girlfriend. I'm also planning on bonding with my bratty sister. We exchange a passionate kiss before getting into our cars and heading our separate ways.
~Steven~
"Hello, sir," Ian says politely, offering his hand when we meet up in the parking lot of the golf course.
"Ian," I state, giving him a pointed look as I take his hand and shake it.
"Right. Steven. Sorry," he stammers nervously.
"No need to be so nervous, we're friends, right?" I ask, clapping him on the shoulder.
"Ah, right," Ian nods as he looks toward the restaurant on the golf course.
"Where are your clubs?" I frown, slinging my own golf bag over my shoulder.
Ian has a voucher for a free round of golf for two people from the senior lock-in. I'm flattered that he wants us to get closer, although I really don't like golf. I only have clubs because so many in the business world want to close deals over a round of golf.
"I thought they were just there? On the cart?" he blushes as he admits his ignorance.
"Ian, have you ever played golf?" I follow up with.
"No, I haven't," he mumbles, looking down at his feet.
"It's really not a sport you can fake," I laugh lightly.
"I went to one of those virtual courses?" Ian offers with a shrug and a blush. "I went to the arcade yesterday to try and prepare. They just had clubs there."
"It's fine, most golf courses let you rent your own," I tell him, reaching out to squeeze his shoulder. "Let's eat first."
We get a table at the restaurant, ordering sodas and an appetizer while perusing the menu. I insist on paying since Ian is providing the round of golf. The potato skins are delicious, and we spend a few minutes talking about Ian's speech, as well as his plans for college and his future. I do my best to keep him at ease and make sure he knows I'm not interrogating him.
"Can I ask for some advice?" he asks a few minutes after we place our entree orders.
"Sure, what's on your mind?" I reply after swallowing a bite of the appetizer.
"What can I get Kayla and Stephanie for graduation on a budget of, ah, nothing impressive?" Ian admits with a wince. "I don't really have much money..."
"You don't need to be rich to get a thoughtful gift, Ian," I tell him honestly. "The best gifts are the ones with the most thought, the ones that come from you."
"I just can't think of anything," he sighs. "I know this can be a stressful time, so I thought maybe spa gift cards, but I can't afford that. I can't afford jewelry or anything. Neither of them really needs anything for college. One of those homemade coupon books for massages and favors seemed stupid. I just don't know."
"I don't think a coupon book is stupid, but it's okay if you don't want to go with that," I answer slowly. "Personalized keepsakes are always a good idea. Maybe a charm bracelet? It doesn't have to be expensive. You could get them a few of the same charms; hearts, all three of your initials, things like that."
"How much would that cost?" Ian asks nervously.
"Not a lot," I shrug. "There are definitely really expensive ones, but a simple silver bracelet with a few charms shouldn't be too bad. Tell you what? It's on me."
"I can't ask you to do that," he mumbles as I take out my wallet.
"You didn't ask, I offered," I point out as I extract a few bills and slide them over. "Just don't tell the girls. You don't need to tell them where you got the idea, either."
"This is really generous. Thank you so much," Ian smiles.
We're interrupted by the arrival of our entrees. The waitress places the food in front of us and asks if we need anything else. We thank her and she makes her exit. Ian seems more relaxed while we eat, and we're both playing on our phones while enjoying a nice meal.
Stacey: Something happened last night.
Steven: Something bad?
Stacey: April and I went home with a couple of guys.
Steven: Lucky guys.
Stacey: I'm sorry!
Steven: You didn't do anything wrong, Stacey.
Stacey: Doesn't feel that way. They were bi, they're married.
Steven: Are they nice?
Stacey: Very. No Barry repeats, I promise! We're gonna all stay friends.
Steven: That's good, I'm happy for you.
Stacey: We didn't go into details, but they made April rethink her issues with you.
Steven: Oh?
Stacey: Yeah, I'm hoping things get better.
Steven: I hope so, too. We don't have to sleep together as long as we can still be friends.
Stacey: We'll always be friends! But, I really, REALLY wanna sleep with you again!
Steven: We'll see.
Stacey: April agreed you should come to the hearing if it'll make me feel better.
Steven: I'll be there.
Stacey: Thank you. :*
Steven: You're welcome. :)
Ian and I avoid the topic of me sleeping with Kayla. It's not exactly appropriate lunch conversation, and neither of us wants to broach the subject. I can tell he's still bothered by it, but we're able to have a pleasant conversation. We discuss reading and video games a bit, two things we both enjoy. Ian also asks for some golf tips, and I explain what I can.
"Golf is more complicated than it looks on television," Ian comments after I explain the rules for what to do if your ball ends up stuck in a bush. With the two of us playing, I'm willing to bet it's going to come up.
"Yeah, it can be," I agree with a nod. "Don't expect to do well. I've been playing for years, and I still suck. Just remember, it's fine if you suck. What will upset people is if you don't have good golf etiquette."
"Okay, thank you," Ian replies.
I pay to rent Ian's clubs, and he seems to feel very guilty about accepting money. I know he doesn't have a lot of money, not even having his own car. He's using his mother's car to drive today. College life might be challenging for him. He'll need a job in addition to having a full load of classes.
"You're ready, take your shot," I calmly say after demonstrating my own terrible technique.
"Where did the ball go?" Ian asks after swinging, squinting as he tries to see where the ball is.
"Look down," I advise with a small smirk.
"Oh," he mumbles sadly.
Things don't get better. We don't have caddies, and Ian is doing his best to hurry it along, but there are still people waiting on us. I teach him more proper golf etiquette by allowing groups to pass us. Nine holes is probably better for a beginner, but the voucher is for a full eighteen. Ian passes par for the entire course by the fourth hole.
We let another group pass us, then it's our turn at the fifth hole. My shot goes surprisingly well, and I smile as I stand aside for Ian to take his turn. Taking out his driver, Ian gets into position and takes a few practice swings. Once he's ready, Ian swings the driver, resulting in a loud cracking sound as the head of the club impacts with the ball.
"I did it!" Ian exclaims happily as he starts trying to see where his ball is. "Uh, where did it land?"
"Take a closer look, Ian," I laugh, shaking my head.
"I still don't see it," he frowns. "Wait, why are you laughing?"
"The head of your club went farther than your ball," I explain, laughing so hard my face is turning red.
Ian lifts up his club, his eyes widening as he realizes it's much lighter now. The shaft of the club is made of carbon fiber, and of decent quality. Sadly, it's very old. Ian sighs when he looks at the spot where the metal head used to be. The head is laying about fifteen yards away, and the ball is three feet in front of him.
"I broke it..." Ian trails off, looking dejected.
"They gave you an old club, it happens," I say reassuringly.
"I suck at this," he mumbles sadly.
"Do you want to get out of here?" I ask him, barely getting a nod in response.
I feel bad. Ian is trying to get closer to his girlfriend's father. I know Stephanie's parents are too caught up in their hatred of each other and the upcoming trial to bother with Ian. With all the issues I'm causing in their relationship, I am determined to try and make Ian feel like he's welcome in our home.
Fortunately, Ian isn't blamed for the club breaking. He's still sad as we walk back to the cars. I think about what I know about Ian: he's smart, he loves astronomy and video games, he's an avid reader. Video games. I can work with that one.
"Did you know I hate golf?" I ask reassuringly.
"You do?" Ian frowns in confusion.
"I just play for business," I explain with a laugh. "I know I suck at it, and I only play when I have to."
"Oh," he replies, looking unsure of how to react.
"How do you feel about the arcade?" I inquire.
"You want to go to the arcade?" he asks, looking shocked.
"Sure, why not?" I shrug.
"Okay!" Ian agrees.
We arrive at the arcade in separate cars, and unlike Kayla, Ian is able to park without hitting the curb. Yes, it's an arcade, so there are a lot of kids. Still, there are plenty of adults as well, not all with children. Boys of all ages love arcades, and I absolutely support going as a grown man.
Ian turns out to be very skilled at air hockey, managing to defeat me three games out of five. We play a few arcade games on the standard arcade cabinets before moving on to Skee-Ball, where I reclaim my honor by performing much, much better than Ian.
The conversation flows freely, and I tell Ian about the games popular years ago. Some he's heard of, others he hasn't. This arcade actually has a few of the vintage ones, and I show him how to play. We then give all the tickets we win to some nearby kids, since neither of us has any interest in prizes.
Next, we find a game with two plastic guns for shooting. The game allows for collaboration or player versus player, and we start with collaboration. Instead of keeping score, we go for levels, progressing through the city streets while taking out snipers and foot soldiers.
"That looks fun, want to play next Dad?" a guy about Ian's age asks his father while the two of them watch us play.
"Sure, unless you guys want to play teams?" the father asks Ian and I. "What do you say? Me and my son versus you and yours!"
"Yeah, let's go!" Ian accepts before I can correct the man.
Ian and I step back so the other two can play first. They start up a scoring level and their characters parachute out of a helicopter, landing in an enemy-controlled city. They're greatly outnumbered, but they make use of cover to take out all opposition and travel through the streets.
The father's character is gunned down about halfway in, leaving the son to continue alone. He makes it down a few more streets before finally being defeated as well. They do very well; it seems like they come here often for some father-son bonding.
Our turn. Ian and I put money into the game and select the stage. Things start out poorly, with me almost getting us killed with a grenade. Fortunately, Ian kills the guy shooting at us, allowing me to throw my grenade away before it explodes and kills us both. I fail to kill anyone with it, but at least I don't kill us. I make a mental note to ask Ian to never speak of the screw up.
Ignoring my near-catastrophic screw up, this is turning out to be an amazing experience. Ian's deference to me is gone, along with the nervous noises he sometimes makes while talking to me. We communicate perfectly, giving each other precise instructions and warnings.
For a minute, here like this with Ian, I start to wonder if this is what it's like to have a son. I love Kayla with all my heart. She's my baby girl, and there are no words to accurately express the depth of my feelings for her. Yet, I find myself hoping Hazel has a boy.
Ian and I don't just defeat our opponents, we complete the entire scenario, saving the city. I high-five Ian, both of us laughing and cheering as we put our guns back in the holsters. Then we turn to face our enemies, victory written all over our faces.
"Good game," Ian says politely.
"Good game," I agree.
"Your son is good," the father smiles, offering his hand.
"Your dad only nearly killed you once!" the teenagers laughs, shaking hands with Ian.
We don't bother to correct them before going our separate ways. The two of us play a few more games as I contemplate having a son. I will love that baby if it's a boy or a girl, and I don't care if I'm biologically the father or not. I can't help it though, the idea of having a biological son is filling me with longing. Perhaps Lexi and I in the future? Or maybe Hazel really will have a boy, and maybe I really am the biological father.
I guess we'll find out in January, but I don't ever need to know for sure. We won't be doing a blood test. Guilt bubbles inside of me, and I make sure to tell myself that wanting a biological son doesn't mean I don't love Kayla, it doesn't mean I'll be disappointed if Hazel has a girl.
Our gaming continues for a little while longer, but we both have to get home for dinner. I shake hands with Ian, smiling at him and telling him we'll get together again. He thanks me for coming, then gets into his mother's car while I get in mine.



"Hello, ladies!" I say loudly as I walk into the main living room. "I'm home!"
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals, hopping to her feet and running over to hug me.
"Hey, baby girl," I say, hugging her tightly as I rub her back.
"Steven," Hazel waves from her spot on the couch. The tan girl is laying on her stomach with her feet in the air while reading a pregnancy book.
"Hi, baby!" Lexi chirps from the armchair. Like Kayla and Hazel, Lexi is wearing flannel pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. The three girls aren't wearing bras, and I'm enjoying all the pokey nipples.
"How was golf?" Nicole asks. She's the only girl who is fully dressed, I'm assuming because she's going home to her apartment tonight. Nicole is wearing jean shorts and a tan v-neck short-sleeve shirt.
"Ian broke a driver, so we gave up and went to the arcade," I answer simply.
The girls start laughing, even Kayla, who releases me and brushes her raven locks behind her ears while smiling widely. My daughter grabs her phone while Lexi rushes me and hugs me tightly, pressing her lips against mine. Feeling mischievous, I reach down and grab the waistband of her panties, yanking them upwards.
"Ah! What the fuck?!" Lexi screeches, jumping backward as she reaches back to fix her underwear. "Asshole!"
"You deserved it," Hazel laughs.
"I didn't do anything!" Lexi protests, pouting.
"You're Lexi, you always do something," Kayla shrugs.
"It was probably for something you did that we don't know about," Nicole adds.
"Fuck all of you," Lexi grumbles, her hands massaging her butt.
After changing into lounge pants and a t-shirt, I end up cuddling on the love seat with Lexi and Nicole. The two redheads are pressed tightly against me so we can all fit. Hazel is still stretched out on the couch, and Kayla sits in an armchair. There's a show on television in the background, but no one is really paying attention to it.
The four girls listen as I tell them about golfing with Ian. They laugh at how much we suck, and I wait for them to stop before continuing my story. I explain exactly how Ian's driver breaks, including him thinking that the sound is actually the ball flying far. Backtracking, I talk about just how bad our game is, both of us.
"And then, wait! And then, then, you shot it from the sand back into the water?" Lexi asks, tears in her eyes from laughing. "Oh God, I'm going to pee!"
"Ian really hit himself in the head with the rebound off the tree?" Kayla follows up with, her contribution to the laughter isn't any less.
"I'm surprised the other golfers weren't all laughing at you," Nicole giggles, rubbing my stomach affectionately.
When the laughter finally dies down, I explain how Ian and I end up at the arcade. I tell them about Skee-Ball and air hockey. I also ramble quite a bit about the amazing vintage games they have. Finally, I mention the shooting game and Ian being mistaken for my son.
"Aw! That's adorable that they thought you were father and son," Nicole smiles. "You guys must have really been bonding, since you look nothing alike."
"Hey, if Ian is Steven's son, is it incest since you're fucking him?" Lexi looks over at Kayla with a smirk. "Naughty brotherfucker!"
"Bitch, you're one to talk. Sisterfucker," Kayla retorts, waving between Lexi and Nicole.
"Oh, hell no, fatherfucker. You win this kinkfest!" Lexi snaps back.
"Kinkfest? That sounds fun," Hazel comments with a snort.
"The champion!" Kayla declares at the same time, throwing her hands in the air from her spot in the armchair. "You heard it, she admits it, I win at sex!"
"Wait, what? No!" Lexi stammers, her eyes wide as she sits up quickly. "I'm Lexi, I ALWAYS win at sex!"
"Nope! The winner!" Kayla laughs, hoping out of the armchair to do a victory dance.
Lexi leaps off the love seat and starts chasing Kayla. The two girls are now running around the living room, continuing to provoke each other. I smile and shrug at Nicole. Both of us are way too old for this shit. Hazel seizes the opportunity to take Lexi's spot, snuggling under my arm.
"Do you think it's a boy or a girl?" Hazel wonders while affectionately stroking her flat stomach.
"I don't know, I guess we'll find out," I reply as I think back to my earlier desire for a son.
"What do you hope for?" Hazel asks, looking up at me.
I smile at Hazel and run my fingers across her belly. "I just hope that he or she is as strong and beautiful as you are."
"Aw!" Nicole says, reaching across me to touch Hazel's tummy.
Lexi and Kayla finally stop chasing each other, so we all head to the dining room for dinner. Everything is going fine until the main course comes out. We're having ham. It smells delicious to everyone but Hazel. I can see the way her face pales as the scent hits her nostrils.
"Excuse me," she mumbles, pushing her chair back to jump to her feet and rush from the room.
"Do you think it was the ham or the pineapple?" Lexi wonders as I stand up.
"I'm gonna make sure she's okay," I announce, following the pregnant teen.
Hazel is fast, and by the time I make it to the bathroom she's already hugging the toilet. I kneel down beside Hazel as she violently throws up her lunch. After making sure her ponytail is out of the way of the vomit, I gently rub Hazel's back until her stomach finally settles.
"I hate throwing up," Hazel mumbles, her body shaking slightly.
"I don't think anyone particularly enjoys it," I comment, continuing to rub her back with my palm.
"You're not helping," the tan girl grunts.
"Sorry," I wince, grabbing some tissues with my free hand and giving them to her.
"It's fine," Hazel sighs, wiping her mouth. "I don't know what's wrong with me. I usually like ham, but it smelled, I don't know! It was weird, it was suddenly the worst-smelling thing in the world."
"Food aversion," I explain. "It's probably in the pregnancy book. Your body is going through a lot of changes. You might end up craving ham a week from now."
"Great. Fucking great," she mutters, staggering to her feet as she flushes the toilet while glaring at me. "I hope you're happy."
I give her a quick side hug before finding a bottle of mouthwash while Hazel makes her way to the sink. I pour some into a disposable cup and hand it to her so she can kill the taste of vomit. Hazel wordlessly accepts the mouthwash, still giving me a dirty look.
"Do you want something else?" I ask while she tosses the cup in the trash.
"No," Hazel snaps before starting to wash her face.
Hazel heads to her bedroom while I swing by the kitchen for crackers and ginger ale for her stomach. Tucking Hazel into bed, I kiss the top of her head before returning to the dining room. Kayla and Nicole are waiting patiently, while Lexi is gazing longingly at the ham.
"How is she?" Kayla asks.
"Where is she?" Nicole adds.
"Uh, why is she?" Lexi offers with a grin and a helpless shrug.
"In order: she's feeling better physically, she's laying in bed with crackers and ginger ale, and just eat, Lexi." I reply while giving Lexi a look of exasperation.
The four of us eat enjoy our ham dinner as we talk about various random topics. Kayla mentions morning sickness not lasting all through pregnancy, and Nicole asks the other two girls about their plans for the week off before graduation. It's going to be a very full week.
After dinner, the four of us head to the main living room for family game night. Surprisingly, Hazel is laying on the couch with her crackers and ginger ale. She looks up from her phone when we enter, her face no longer pale, but carrying a sad expression.
"How are you feeling?" Kayla wonders.
"Better, I guess," Hazel shrugs. "I didn't want to miss game night."
"We're happy to have you," I smile softly.
"Just let us know if you want something to eat," Nicole offers.
"Crackers are fine for now, but thanks," Hazel mumbles.
We break out the board games and set ourselves up on the floor. A lot of games are for four players at most, so we only go with games for a lot of players. There's a really fun one where the players work together against the game to stop a demonic entity from awakening.
"Do you remember the father-daughter day I mentioned?" I ask Kayla while we set up the game.
"Of course, Daddy," Kayla nods. "Why?"
"Are you gonna have time for that this week?" Nicole wonders as she sorts various game pieces into piles.
"That's why I'm bringing it up now," I answer. "We should probably pick a day."
"Tomorrow?" Kayla offers.
"I can't," I shake my head. "The restraining order hearing, then dinner with Allan and Amanda."
"I forgot about that," Lexi interjects. "That'll be fun."
"I definitely can't on Wednesday," Kayla continues. "Ian and I have a double date with Ashley and Josh."
"Thursday your aunt, uncle, and cousins will be here," I add. "Then Friday is graduation."
"Tuesday works for me," Kayla looks at me hopefully.
"Wait, what?" Hazel interjects. "Who will be here Thursday?"
"My sister, Andrea," I frown, glancing at Hazel who is frozen in panic. "She's coming with her family, you knew that. They're flying in from the Boston for Kayla's graduation. I'm not gonna make the four of them get a hotel room when we have so much space."
"Do they know I'm pregnant?" Hazel swallows weakly.
"Uh, well, no," I wince.
"Do they know about me?" Lexi follows up with.
"Also no," I answer, looking down shamefully.
"How about me?" Nicole inquires through gritted teeth.
"Nope," I mumble, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Do they know about me?" Kayla asks, her voice dripping with sarcasm.
"Yes, they know about you," I roll my eyes at my daughter.
"Are you ashamed of us?" Lexi wonders.
"No! No, not at all!" I insist. "It just didn't come up. I really don't talk to my sister very much. I invited her to the party, she accepted. I told them they could stay. We'll tell them everything when they get here Thursday."
"That's gonna be an interesting conversation," Nicole snorts, shaking her head.
"I'm not ashamed of any of you, I promise," I state sincerely. "I love all of you, and I'm proud to have you in my life. And so, so very lucky."
"Nice save," Hazel shakes her head while going over the game rules.
"Will your sister approve of me?" Lexi asks nervously.
"I'm sure she will," I smile reassuringly. "You're an amazing woman, and you make me happy."
"What's your sister like?" Nicole inquires, looking equally anxious.
"Andrea? She's great!" I explain. "She went across the country for college, which is where she met Mark. She majored in chemistry, and is now a college professor. They have two kids, Alexander and Abigail."
"They're twins, right?" Hazel asks.
"Yeah," I nod slowly, a smile spreading across my face. "It's funny; growing up, Andrea always said she wanted two kids, a boy and a girl. She ended up having them both at once."
"How old are they?" Nicole follows up with.
"Twenty," I tell her.
"Hey, maybe Hazel will have twins!" Kayla suggests.
"We have an ultrasound, remember?" I ask my daughter. "There's only the one in there."
"Oh, yeah," Kayla sighs. "Damn."
"Thankfully," Hazel lets out a breath. "One's plenty."
"Aria's parents will be coming to the graduation party, too," I add, causing the girls to sigh.
We fall into an uneasy silence while we finish setting up the game and passing out the starting pieces. Kayla goes first and rolls the dice, picking a room to enter on the game board. As she takes her turn, I suddenly remember the entire reason for our conversation.
"So, Tuesday?" I ask.
"Yeah, that's fine," Kayla nods, drawing a card from one of the piles.
"Okay, I'll take the day off," I nod.
"Must be nice being the boss," Nicole grunts. "Taking a day off whenever you feel like it,"
"Oh, Tuesday is perfect," Hazel adds. "I'm spending the day with my grandma."
"Wait, wait, wait!" Lexi interjects. "If you all have plans, what about me?"
"We'll want you on a normal person's best behavior," Nicole teases.
"Fuck. You," Lexi makes a face at her sister.
"We can just tie her to a tree out back," Hazel shrugs.
"Bitch," Lexi hisses, glaring at Hazel. "I won't have anything to do all day!"
"Sucks when the world doesn't revolve around you, doesn't it?" Hazel challenges, looking angry.
"Okay, that's enough," I state firmly.
"Why are you being such a cunt?" Lexi snaps.
"Daddy's right, stop," Kayla interjects.
"It's your turn, Hazel," Nicole adds, gesturing helplessly at the game.
"Because my life fucking sucks, and you're complaining for no damn reason!" Hazel snarls.
"What are you talking about?" Kayla frowns. "Your life doesn't suck!"
"I was just joking, calm the fuck down," Lexi rolls her eyes. "Goddamn, psycho."
"FUCK YOU!" Hazel screeches, leaping to her feet. "You have no idea what it's like! Either of you! Rich girl with a father who will buy her anything she needs, and the slutty redhead with the loaded boyfriend! Neither of you has any fucking clue!"
"Hazel, please," I say calmly, "just -"
"Excuse me?" Kayla yells, as she also stands. "You think you're the only one with problems? Did you forget I was raped? Did you forget I was held at fucking gun point?!"
"Oh, look! Hazel, you should go in the bottom right room," Nicole lamely tries to redirect.
"I had no friends my entire life!" Lexi shouts while getting up, her face almost as red as her hair. "I was alone, completely alone. I came home one night after Keith and three of his friends passed me around for hours! I still had cum on my face, and my clothes were so torn you could see my tit! I was crying, and instead of helping me, Mom was passed out, and Dad was railing some bar slut on the couch! Didn't even notice me!"
"This isn't a trauma contest," I interject loudly as Nicole and I stand up. I put out my hands to try and gesture at the girls to lower the volume. "Just remember, you have each other."
"And now your lives are perfect!" Hazel steamrolls over me. "Kayla has her nerdy boyfriend and slutty girlfriend! And a future! And Lexi! Well, maybe Lexi had shitty parents and made all the wrong decisions, but she ends up with the best boyfriend in the world, an amazing man who is so rich she'll never have to work. Do you have any idea how many women would die to have the opportunities you two have?"
"You have opportunities, too!" Kayla argues, gesturing at me. "Daddy is raising the baby with you, and you have us."
"Yeah, until it's obviously some other guy's kid!" Hazel screams.
"You are not alone!" Kayla yells over Hazel. "So many single mothers have no one but themselves. Try being a little grateful!"
"Grateful?!" Hazel shrieks, her eyes wild. "I lost my best friend! I'm a pregnant whore with no future, and everyone knows it! Do you know how many messages I get on social media? Kyle's friends made fake accounts to remind me every day how much of a useless slut I am!"
"Hazel, why didn't you tell us?" I ask, looking at the tan girl in concern.
"You didn't lose your best friend? I'm right here, idiot!" Kayla stomps her foot, her hands balled into fists. "You have all of us, the Slut-sisters!"
"I did lose you. Because she stole you!" Hazel hisses, tears in her eyes as she points at Lexi. "Everything was fine until she showed up. She ruins everything!"
"I'm sorry..." Lexi mumbles, the anger leaving her as she looks down at her feet.
"We talked about this," Kayla sighs. "None of this is Lexi's fault, and we're all best friends. Slut-sisters, remember?"
"It isn't fair to blame Lexi, Hazel," Nicole speaks up. "You all went through a lot, but we're all stronger because we have each other."
"I was with David before we knew Lexi," Kayla adds. "He was always a piece of shit, I just didn't know. Also not Lexi's fault."
"It's not fair!" Hazel screams as tears run down her cheeks. "I don't get to see my brothers! I raised them! Everyone thinks I'm a dumb slut, and they're right!"
"We don't think that," Lexi mumbles, lifting her head again to reveal she's crying as well.
"I just, I don't know, fuck!" Hazel yells, pressing her palms to her forehead. "I'm so angry all the time! Angry at myself, my parents, everyone! Hearing Lexi whining for no reason was just the last straw. All she does is make jokes instead of thinking about what's wrong. She doesn't do anything with her life!"
"You're angry and scared, and you're lashing out," Nicole observes.
"Yes!" Hazel exclaims.
Hazel starts sobbing. Her face is buried in her hands as her body shakes. Kayla rushes her friend, hugging the tan girl tightly. Hazel shakes in Kayla's arms, her weeping loud. Lexi is watching them, her arms crossed and a complex look on her face. An expression of anger and hurt.
"I guess I should apologize for getting you pregnant," Lexi says sarcastically.
"Lexi, maybe you should let it go?" Nicole suggests.
"No! I will not let it go!" Lexi snaps. "She blamed me for everything wrong in her life!"
"I'm sorry, Lexi," Hazel mumbles, looking over at the redhead. "You didn't make me take every dick in Bermuda."
"Nice way to put it," Kayla snorts, rubbing Hazel's back affectionately.
"Lexi, I'm sorry I wasn't there for you," Nicole whispers, walking over to her sister and hugging her. "If I hadn't been so self-centered, maybe things wouldn't have gotten so bad for you."
"It's not your fault. You're here for me now," Lexi replies, hugging the older redhead.
"Maybe there are some things we need to talk about," I say carefully.
"I don't blame you, Lexi, not really," Hazel sighs, wiping away her tears while staying in Kayla's arms. "I just feel so alone sometimes, and yeah, things did get crazy after you came into our lives. In most ways, they got better."
"Much better," Kayla agrees. "We're all best friends. Right, Hazel?"
"Right," Hazel sniffles.
"Maybe we should do something tomorrow?" Lexi offers. "To try and patch things up. All the Sluts."
"I have to work, but the rest of you should," Nicole says, burying a hand in Lexi's auburn hair while kissing the top of her head.
"Lexi has that dinner tomorrow, but I don't think anyone else is doing anything. Maybe we can go shopping?" Kayla offers.
"O-okay," Hazel mumbles.
"Do you want to come to dinner with us tomorrow, Nicole?" I ask, wanting to include both my girlfriends.
"Nah, you guys have fun," Nicole smiles. "But, thank you for thinking of me."
"Are we okay?" Kayla inquires nervously.
"Not really, but I don't feel like talking anymore," Hazel sighs. "I really am sorry, Lexi. We can talk more tomorrow?"
"Sure," Lexi mutters.
"Maybe we can spend the night together tonight, Hazel?" Kayla suggests.
"I'd like that," Hazel nods.
"How about we try relaxing over games?" Nicole says.
What proceeds is one of the most awkward board games of my life. Hazel and Lexi are being unusually polite to each other, Kayla tries to make conversation by pretending to be interested in balance sheets, and Nicole decides to make my daughter pay by actually explaining the balance sheet.
"You know, this is important information," I point out at one point. "You'd be amazed at how many small business owners don't even understand their own balance sheet. Maybe you girls could take a-"
"No!" Kayla, Lexi, and Hazel all exclaim at the same time.
The three teenagers smile, and it seems their bonding over a hatred of accounting is helping. Hazel glances at Lexi, who giggles and looks at me. They start talking to each other, even taking the time to talk game strategy. Sadly, it's too little, too late.
A terrible demonic entity is summoned by the game, ready to devour our souls. We last two more turns before the game kills us. The five of us put the game away before pulling out two more. I insist the high school girls play together while Nicole faces off with me in a game of chess.



Nicole is good at chess. She's very, very good. I manage to win one game out of three, but just barely. I love a girl with an amazing head on her shoulders, and it doesn't take me long to start imagining Nicole naked. The sexy accountant winks at me cutely, clearly aware of my impure thoughts.
We continue playing games for several more hours. Things are better, but there are definitely still some negative feelings. Hopefully tomorrow helps the girls figure out a way forward. I hate seeing them fight. I do notice some patterns; just like Ashley and Marcia sometimes butt heads, Hazel and Lexi can really be nasty to each other.
Standing in the foyer, I hug and kiss Nicole. She then hugs the three other girls, making sure to copy me from earlier and give Lexi a wedgie. The sisters playfully glare at each other before Nicole waves to us. She then makes her exit so she can go home and get some sleep for work tomorrow.
"What now?" Kayla asks nervously.
"It's late, I'm tired," Hazel mumbles.
"Okay, honey, let's go to bed," Kayla offers, extending her hand to Hazel. "My room?"
"Yes, please," Hazel nods, taking Kayla's hand.
The four of us walk through the house. I'm holding hands with Lexi, and Kayla is holding Hazel's hand. We reach the bedrooms and exchange hugs. Hazel and Lexi hug each other quite stiffly, but at least they don't try to choke each other.
"Sleep well, girls," I say after hugging Kayla and Hazel.
"Goodnight, Steven," Hazel replies.
"Night, Daddy!" Kayla adds. "I'm gonna go show Hazel she's loved."
"Night," Lexi mumbles.
I follow Lexi into the master bedroom and shut the door. The redhead looks completely dejected as she walks barefoot across the room. As she passes the bed, Lexi pulls off her shirt and lets it slip from her fingers, pooling on the floor.
Helplessness threatens to consume me when I feel the familiar desire to take all of her worries away. I know that I can't. I know that behind all the smart-ass remarks and sexual innuendos is a broken girl. It seems like I learn of a new traumatic memory every time her pain explodes out of her in moments of extreme emotion.
Lexi is currently sitting at Aria's vanity. No, it's Lexi's vanity now. I can see Lexi's face in the mirror as she brushes her auburn hair, and my heart breaks at the haunted expression, at the lifelessness in her green eyes. Her face is blank as she runs the brush through her hair, each fiery strand glinting in the light of the vanity.
I can see the tension in her bare shoulders, her mechanical movements revealing her stress. My eyes move lower, taking in the sight of her pale back. The pattern of her freckles is so familiar to me now, and I notice both differences and similarities between the two sisters. Both so beautiful, both so strong in their own way.
The redhead reaches out and grabs a bottle of moisturizer, pulling it toward her. I walk over to Lexi as she starts putting moisturizer on her pretty face. Grabbing her shirt off the floor, I toss it in the hamper before removing my own and throwing it in as well.
"Are you okay?" I ask, placing my hand on the vanity desk as I look down at my girlfriend.
"No," Lexi mumbles while wiping some moisturizer from the side of her nose.
I let out a long, slow breath as I watch Lexi continue her skincare routine. I want to say something profound, but I have no idea how to help. So, I just stand here while Lexi starts rubbing moisturizer into her skin. The sight of her pressing her bare breasts together and rubbing them is kind of distracting, but I'm mostly just worried about this lovely, young woman.
"Do you want to talk?" I decide to go with. Yeah, not very profound, but I'm letting Lexi control the situation.
"What's there to talk about?" she wonders, shrugging as she looks down at her chest to make sure all the moisturizer is gone.
"Your fight with the girls, how you're handling everything that happened to you, the upcoming trial, whatever is on your mind," I suggest. "I'm here for you, even if you just want to vent."
"Do you think it is my fault?" Lexi asks, looking up at me with red-rimmed eyes. "The girls had happy, carefree lives until I showed up."
"No, Lexi. Nothing that happened is your fault," I state firmly. "You didn't make David a rapist, that was his choice. Hazel chose to be careless with her pills. She's emotional, she's scared, and she lashed out. Our lives are better with you in them."
"I appreciate everything you do for me, you know," she adds before squirting more moisturizer into her palm.
"And I appreciate you," I reply with a soft smile.
"Please. I don't do anything to make your life better," Lexi snorts as she places her foot in her lap so she can moisturize her skin. "Other than keeping your dick wet."
"You do a lot more than that," I insist. "You're my companion, my friend. You brought me back to life. I love you, Lexi."
"I love you, too," she mumbles, looking down at her foot as it rests in her lap. "It's nice having friends."
"You have a lot of great friends now," I remind her. "You're not alone."
"Does it bother you how I joke about everything?" Lexi inquires while rubbing cream between her toes.
"No, not at all," I shake my head. "You're a delight. I know sometimes you use humor to protect yourself, and that's okay. Just remember, you don't need to protect yourself. You're safe here."
"Thank you," she whispers as she switches to the other foot. "I do feel safe, I just sometimes get hit with bad memories."
"Maybe you should reconsider therapy?" I suggest. "It couldn't hurt."
"Maybe, but not yet," Lexi responds while working the white liquid into the sole of her foot. "I still think I can get through things with my friends. I know I need to get better at talking to you and the others."
"I can't believe you walked right by your parents, you know, like that," I wince.
"And then when they did find out, instead of helping me, they kicked me out," she rolls her eyes. "Do you think things would have been better if my parents didn't suck?"
"Everyone needs a support system," I answer carefully. "I don't know what could have been different, and no one ever will. I just know you have a support system now. Focus on that, okay?"
"I'll try," Lexi lets out a breath before looking up at me. "Sorry for being a pain."
"You never need to apologize for having feelings," I assure her. "We're in a relationship, we're supposed to support each other."
"I'm a lucky girl," she says, finally smiling as she looks up at me.
"I'm the lucky one," I counter, leaning down to peck her lips. "Are you gonna be okay?"
"I think so," Lexi nods. "I'm nervous about tomorrow morning, but hopefully we can work things out."
"Just remember to communicate," I tell her, reaching out to cup her cheek.
"Like you and April?" she counters with a raised eyebrow.
"Things are looking up there," I argue. "Oh, and Stacey and I are able to work together just fine."
"You know, I've still never seen your office," Lexi says.
"Would you like to?" I offer.
"Sure, when?" she replies.
"I'm off tomorrow morning for the restraining order hearing, and I'm not working at all on Tuesday because of father-daughter day," I think out loud. "Wednesday? You can drive in with me after breakfast."
"Okay!" Lexi chirps. "Oh, wait. Should I bring my own car? You know, in case the money shit bores me?"
"To steal from Hazel, I'll just find a tree to tie you to if you're bored," I shrug.
"You drive. I'll keep busy all day, you'll see!" the redhead glares at me.
"Sounds good," I chuckle.
"Steven?" Lexi asks in a small voice.
"Yes, Lexi?" I reply, my thumb caressing her cheek.
"Are you happy with me?" she wonders, looking up at me with wide eyes.
"I'm very happy with you," I answer sincerely. "And I'm very proud of you for graduating. I can't wait to see what you become in the next few years. You're going to do great things, I know it."
"I hope so," Lexi whispers.
"I know so," I state confidently.
"Steven?" she repeats.
"Yes?" I smirk.
"Just being around you makes me feel better," Lexi tells me.
"I'm glad," I say, leaning down to kiss her again.
"And you're being so sweet, it's kind of making me horny," she giggles cutely as her hand reaches out to cup my crotch.
"Really, now?" I wonder. "After everything?"
"Mhm," Lexi grins, nodding her head. "Now."
"I'm happy to be of service," I smirk as I harden beneath her fingertips.
"Fuck, you're big," Lexi husks, looking up at me with her fiery green eyes.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I reply happily.
My words inspire Lexi into motion. Grabbing my hips, she pulls me close before yanking my lounge pants and boxer briefs down to my knees. Wrapping her fingers around the base of my shaft, Lexi opens her mouth and leans in to take me between her soft lips.
Looking up at me, Lexi takes more and more of me into my mouth until her lips press against her hand. She slides her hand down to cup my balls before inhaling the rest of my prick. While massaging my balls, she holds the deepthroat, her eyes watering as she makes the sexiest gurgling noises.
Lexi's tongue flicks back and forth along the underside of my length as she pulls back. Then she scoots forward, grabbing my butt in both hands as she devours my cock once again. In just a few seconds, my entire shaft is soaked with her saliva. Lexi is sucking hard, her lips forming a tight seal.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" she moans, her hands squeezing my ass as she bobs her head on me while sitting on the edge of the stool.
My hands brush along her face as I pull her auburn hair back, exposing the entirety of her flawless face. Lexi is still looking up at me, her mouth stretched wide around my thickness. Only an inch is still protruding from her pink lips, and her eyes are still watering as she pushes forward until her nose presses against my body.
"Holy shit!" I gasp, my grip on her head tightening.
I moan when her tongue wiggles against the bottom of my cock as Lexi starts swallowing. Her throat contracts over and over, the warm wet flesh stimulating my shaft. It really does feel like she's jacking me off with her throat, and my legs start shaking from how good it feels.
"Gak! Gak! Glug! Glug! Gak!" Lexi gags sexily as she keeps me down her throat, my balls resting against her chin.
This is so fucking hot, my cock is throbbing in her mouth. Lexi isn't finished. Her bright eyes gaze up at me as her tongue snakes out. With her lips stretched around my base, the sexy redhead is able to just barely tease the spot where my shaft meets my balls.
"Fuck, that's amazing!" I groan, my vision actually fading as I see stars.
Pulling back so only half of my dick is still between her lips, Lexi stays still for a second before slamming her face back down on me. She does this several more times, gurgling and gagging loudly as drool runs from her lips. Then she holds another deepthroat for about thirty seconds before taking me out of her mouth.
"I love your cock," Lexi gasps, a strand of drool dangling from her chin as she strokes me with one hand. "It's so big and hard, fuck! I love it!"
"You're in a mood tonight," I comment with a smirk.
"I need you," she whines, leaning forward to kiss my glans before pressing my dick against her cheek. "I need you, baby. I need you."
"You have me, Lexi," I assure her.
"Take a few steps back, I wanna get on my knees to blow you," Lexi requests, licking my tip before releasing me.
"Okay," I nod, shuffling backwards with my pants around my knees.
Lexi stands up and hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her flannel pajama bottoms. With a sexy shimmy, the redhead slides her pants and underwear down to her feet before stepping out of them. I do the same, removing the last of my clothing so we're both naked.
"Be rough with me, okay?" she requests, dropping to her knees so she can knee-walk over to me, her little boobs jiggling. "I need a good face-fucking."
"You are a complex girl, Alexis Davis," I chuckle, shaking my head as I look down at the nude redhead.
"How do you mean?" Lexi asks as she starts stroking me.
"Well, after the heavy conversation, I'd think you'd want some tender love-making," I shrug helplessly. "Instead, you want rough sex."
"Making love doesn't have to be gentle and tender," she counters, continuing to jack me off. "Being submissive is a show of trust. And yeah, there were times I liked it soft and gentle with you, but that's not usually me."
"It really isn't," I say, having to agree with her assessment.
"Don't guys want a freak in the sheets? Granted, I'm definitely no lady in the streets," Lexi giggles. "This is me. I'm crass, I'm a brat, and I want you to fuck my sassy mouth. I say the hell with live, laugh, love, fuck that! How about choke me, slap me, pull my hair?"
"I don't even know how to respond to that," I laugh lightly.
"I'd suggest responding by shoving your cock down my throat," she shrugs a bare shoulder. "But, I'm the submissive one, so you decide."
"Just get over here, brat," I smirk.
Before she can respond, I grab Lexi by the hair and pull her face toward my erection. She eagerly opens her mouth, sticking out her tongue in anticipation. I groan in pleasure as I feel Lexi's warm, wet mouth on me. She wriggles her body happily when I roughly shove my dick down her throat.
Placing her hands behind her back, Lexi looks up at me with desire. I know what she wants, and I'm happy to oblige. Holding her head in both hands, I slam my hips forward, burying myself balls-deep in her mouth. She lets out the sexiest gagging noise as she instinctively tries pulling back, shoulders hunching.
"Mm! Mm! Hurk! Mm!" she gurgles.
Lexi fights through her body's instincts, breathing through her nose as I start fucking her face. Tears are running down her cheeks while I use her face like a pussy, but I can see the fire in her eyes, proving she's loving every second of this. My fingers are entwined in her hair as I move her head along my shaft; the rougher I am, the more turned on she gets.
"I'm gonna cum in your mouth!" I announce, my balls slapping against her chin. "You want that, hm?"
"Mm! Mhm! Mm!" Lexi moans, struggling to keep her hands behind her back as she resists the urge to touch me.
"You're not just gonna swallow it. You're going to show it to me first, got it?" I grunt roughly while continuing to use her mouth for my pleasure.
"Mm!" she moans, her eyes wide as she nods.
Another couple dozen thrusts and I start to cum. Usually, I just bury myself balls-deep and start shooting. This time, I just keep slamming my hips into Lexi's face. Her cheeks puff out as she gags and chokes. A bubble of saliva forms at the corner of her mouth before popping.
I pull her head along the top half of my cock a few more times before finally forcing the entire length down her throat. I grunt a few more times, my knees shaking as I hold her head down on me. I'm seeing spots as my dick pulses, the last few drops of semen leaking out.
"Fuck, that was good," I gasp, holding her by the hair as I pull her off me. "Show me."
"Hm," Lexi hums happily as she opens her mouth to show me the huge pool of semen inside. The little nymphomaniac wiggles her tongue around the pool of cum.
"Swallow," I order firmly, still holding her up by the hair.
Lexi somehow manages to smirk as she closes her mouth. Her eyes are twinkling as she gives a deliberate swallow. I can see her throat contract, and it's a huge turn-on knowing that my semen is sliding down her throat. She has to swallow a second time to get it all down.
"Ah! All gone!" Lexi declares, opening her mouth to show me it's empty.
I release her hair, and Lexi stands up so she can hug me tightly. Her boobs press against my chest, and I can feel how hard her nipples are as I reach down to squeeze her tight ass. Lifting up onto her toes, she pecks my lips three times, smiling sweetly.
"I know you like rough sex," I begin slowly, "but what happens next is going to be all about you."
"And what is happening next?" she inquires with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm going to give you a full body massage to relieve some of that stress," I explain, holding her close. "And only once you're more relaxed than you've ever been in your life will I remind you of why you fell for me in the first place."
"Why was that again?" Lexi teases cutely.
"I was the first guy who cared enough about your pleasure to eat you out," I answer simply.
"Mm, make me feel good, baby," she hums.
Guiding Lexi over to the bed, the two of us climb on so I can start her massage. It truly is a full body massage. My fingers dance over every inch of her young, teenage body. I rub her feet, I massage her back and shoulders, I ease the tension out of all her muscles until she's basically unconscious, drooling on the pillow.
"Oh no, I'm not done with you yet!" I growl, kneeling beside her waist.
"Huh?" Lexi mumbles weakly.
In response, I grab her hips and flip the redhead onto her back. She yelps in surprise as I grab her left leg, lifting it in the air so that I can get between her legs. She groans, blinking several times as she tries to wake up. She's still pretty out of it by the time I'm holding her legs behind the knee, keeping her spread open for me. Then I bury my face in her hot box.
"Mm!" I hum as I start munching.
I'm not wasting any time, starting out with the strategy of using my lips and tongue directly on her clit. Lexi's hands bury in my hair, and she's soon moaning and panting loudly. I alternate between sucking on her clit and using my tongue to rapidly flick the little nub.
"Fuck, that feels good!" Lexi gasps, her fingernails digging into my scalp. "Oh God, eat me! Eat me!"
My young girlfriend is soaking wet, and I happily lap up her delicious love juices. Putting her legs over my shoulders, I push two fingers up her twat, curling my digits against her g-spot. At the same time, my other hand reaches up to pinch her nipple.
"Ah! Oh, ah! I'm gonna- ah!" she groans, her back arching as she holds my face to her crotch.
I don't let up. Continuing to push two fingers in and out of her pussy, I rapidly flick her clit, making her cum again. With her legs over my shoulders, she can't effectively lift her ass off the comforter. Lexi has to settle for rapidly thrusting her hips upward as she gasps and grunts.
"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!" Lexi screeches a minute later when I make her orgasm again. "You're making me cum again! I'm cumming so much! Oh shit, oh fuck!"
Briefly pulling my fingers out of her, I lick all over her vulva, occasionally kissing her labia. Then I start fingering her again while sucking on her clit. I roll her nipple with my fingers before pulling back to lightly slap her small breast, making her gasp as she enjoys the erotic sting.
"I can't, I can't..." she moans weakly, trying to push my head away after yet another climax. "No more, it's too much..."
"So much for the redhead sex goddess," I smirk as I quickly get up on my knees.
Lexi looks at me in confusion, but I don't give her time to speak. Grabbing her legs behind the knees, I once again spread her open for me. Even without my hands to help, I'm able to slot the head of my cock at her entrance and push myself into her tight, wet tunnel.
"Fuck!" Lexi hisses, her hands gripping the comforter as her body tenses from the feeling of penetration.
I'm relentless. I don't give Lexi a single moment to recover. With long, deep strokes, I fuck Lexi hard and fast. Her pussy is gripping my shaft, and I can feel her vaginal walls rippling. My hands hold her legs open as I loom over her, my balls slapping against her ass while I pound her.
"You like that? You like feeling my cock inside you?" I ask, looking down at the expressions of pleasure on her lightly-freckled face.



"Yes!" she hisses, her hands gripping my biceps. "Fuck me! I'm your little slut! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Placing her legs over my shoulders, I reach down and grab her boobs. Using her tits as handholds, I lean in and continue my thrusts. Her nipples are hard against my palms, and I can feel her body tensing beneath me as she moans and pants.
"I love you," I gasp, squeezing her breasts as I continue drilling her. "Lexi! I love you!"
"Steven!" Lexi gasps, her back arching as she cums on my cock. "Oh, Steven!"
She's cumming. Hard. I can feel her pussy muscles contracting, triggering my own release. My cum spurting inside her sparks her multi-orgasmic tendencies. A loud, guttural sound fills the room as Lexi's eyes roll back. She shudders briefly before collapsing on the bed, pleasure overload finally claiming her consciousness.
Easing myself from her twitching snatch, I roll off of Lexi and pull her limp body into my arms. She mumbles softly, instinctively wrapping an arm around me as her head rests on my chest. I smile down at her, brushing her auburn locks out of her pretty face.
"W-what happened?" she stammers a few minutes later, too weak to lift her head.
"You lost," I answer simply.
"What does that mean?" Lexi wonders, her hand squeezing my upper arm.
"You said no one could beat you one on one," I explain. "I made you pass out, you lost."
"That's it then," she sighs heavily. "Kayla won the kinkfest, you beat me. The one good thing about me is gone."
"Being a sex goddess is not all you are, Lexi," I insist, leaning down to kiss the top of her head while running my fingers through her hair.
"Maybe Hazel's right," Lexi says. "I don't do anything with my life."
"You're going to college, that's a big deal," I point out.
"I don't even know what I want to major in," she argues.
"So? Neither does Kayla. Or Hazel," I remind her. "Take the general courses, and maybe a few that sound interesting. You'll find something that resonates with you. Maybe even a business or finance course."
"No," Lexi snorts, giggling in spite of herself. "I hate money. It turns people into assholes."
"You're not wrong about that," I reluctantly admit.
"Soulless assholes who don't care about anything but jacking off to their bank account balances," she shakes her head.
"I don't think anyone actually does that," I laugh. "How did you get so cynical about money? You don't have rent or bills. Seeing the price gouging there makes people cynical, but you're still young."
"You're right, I don't have bills," Lexi replies. "Or any way to pay them. The panic I felt when I was kicked out on the street made me like this. Yeah, it wasn't long, but I realized that I had nothing. I could have ended up sleeping on the streets. With no help. I'm lucky, I had people. Not everyone does."
"You're very wise, Lexi," I tell her. "Look at you, caring about other people like this. It's special."
"I don't want anyone else to end up like I did," she continues passionately. "There are other people like David and Keith. Rapists who think women are just holes to masturbate into. There are football players who treat people like Ian as if they were less than human."
"Monsters," I agree, nodding.
"Steven," Lexi breathes, lifting her head to look at me with determination in her eyes. "I know what I want to do with my life."
"That was fast," I smirk, reaching out to cup her face. "And what might that be?"
"I want to be a school psychologist," she declares. "I want to help the kids with no friends, keep them from ending up in situations like mine."
"I think that's very fitting," I smile, pecking her lips. "You're passionate, you're insightful, you're good with people."
"I'll have to major in psychology?" Lexi asks me.
"Probably," I answer. "I don't know if there are specializations, it's not a field I ever looked into. If I had to guess, you'll need a bachelor's degree in psychology and then a master's where you specialize. We can start looking into it so you can change your major and find an advisor. You're undeclared now, right?"
"Yeah, but I haven't even signed up for classes yet, so changing will be fine," she nods.
"It will just be introductory courses your first year anyway," I respond. "And remember, if you find you don't like psychology, you can always change to something else. This is your life, Lexi. You decide what gives it meaning."
"I love you, Steven," Lexi grins, kissing me sweetly.
"I love you, too," I say, my heart swelling with joy.
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~Kayla~
My hand reaches out, fingers extending as I struggle to grab my phone off my bedside table. With every passing second my alarm grows louder, the sound ringing in my ears. A frown crosses my face, my teeth clenched as my fingers brush the edge of the phone. It lifts slightly before falling back onto the soft wood, causing me to let out a grunt of annoyance.
Normally, I can just sit up and scoot over. This morning, however, I'm unable to move due to the dead weight on top of me. Hazel's arm is around me, and her leg is thrown over mine, I can even feel the warmth from her pussy against my leg because of how close she's holding me. Her head is resting on my left breast and her long brown hair is falling freely down her back.
"Ow, that's my titty," I hiss when I try and move out from under Hazel, causing her head to pull on my boob. "Hazel, you're gonna have to get up."
"Hrmph! Ungh!" the tan girl grunts in her sleep.
"Hazel, move!" I sigh in exasperation while trying to extricate myself from her embrace.
"Shut it off!" Hazel whines when the volume of my alarm reaches a new level.
"I'm trying, idiot!" I snap, pushing her shoulder. "Get off me, I can't reach my phone."
With another grunt, Hazel finally rolls off of me. Grabbing a pillow, she immediately covers her head with it to try and drown out the noise. I roll my eyes before scooting over so I can reach the bedside table. Hazel grumbles something I can't hear when I shut the alarm off. Probably something rude, knowing her.
I realize we have the whole week off before graduation, and today is only Monday. Still, she needs to drag her ass out of bed. I shake my head as I send texts to Stephanie, Ian, and Stacey. Hazel's gonna be pissed in a few minutes when I have to wake her up.
Getting out of bed, I raise my arms above my head as I stretch, yawning loudly. I make a quick trip to my bathroom to pee, then I leave my bedroom and walk across the hall naked. Without breaking my stride, I boldly throw open the door to the master bedroom and stroll inside.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Lexi chants, her hands gripping the sheets while Daddy fucks her doggystyle. "Fuck that pussy, baby! God, yes, give it to me! Fucking own me!"
The scene in front of me immediately makes me wet as I feel the all-too familiar tingling between my legs. Lexi looks so fucking sexy while Daddy drills her from behind. The lightly-freckled redhead is facing the foot of the bed, her little apple-size boobies jiggling on her chest and her auburn hair flipping through the air. Daddy looks so powerful, hovering behind her, holding her hips as he buries himself inside her tight sheath again and again.
"This looks fun," I comment with a smirk, crossing my arms beneath my breasts.
"Go! Away!" Lexi hisses, her teeth clenched and bared.
"Good morning, baby girl," Daddy replies, looking at me briefly before dropping his gaze to watch Lexi's snatch swallow his tool.
"Morning, Daddy," I respond, feeling slightly off-put by the fact that he isn't mesmerized by the sight of my naked body. Yeah, it's a bit conceited, but a girl wants to be admired! "Lexi, we're going out to breakfast."
"Ah! Who's, ah, we?" Lexi groans, tossing her head back as she scrunches her eyes shut. "Oh fuck, that's deep!"
"The Slut-sisters, minus Nicole," I answer, watching the sex with interest. "We discussed it in our group chat last night."
"We were busy, sorry," Daddy grunts, his thrusts steady and strong.
"Too busy getting railed to check your phone?" I suggest, raising an eyebrow.
"No!" Lexi gasps, her yelps coming faster and faster. "We, ah, we were talking about life and, ah, oh shit! And, ah my plans for, ah, the future!"
"Oh yeah?" I inquire.
"Talk later, cock now," Lexi insists, pushing her ass back to engulf Daddy's prick. "Fuck me! It's your pussy, baby! It's your pussy!'
"Fine, I'll go wake Hazel," I roll my eyes, turning to leave. "Just hurry up and bust a nut in her, Daddy. We're meeting Ashley and Marcia soon."
"Okay, honey," Daddy calls out.
Returning to my bedroom, I notice Hazel still has the pillow over her head. With the blanket pulled up, most of her body his hidden from my view. I roll my eyes at the lazy lump before grabbing my phone. I then take a quick topless shot while blowing a kiss to send to Ian and Stephanie.
"Hazel, get up," I order, yanking the pillow off her head.
"Hrmph!" the tan girl grunts.
"I don't care, get up," I repeat, grabbing the covers and pulling them off her naked body.
"Stop!" Hazel whines.
"Nope," I respond, hopping up on the bed. I then raise my hand and swat her on the ass.
"Ah!" she squeals, turning away from me. "Fuck you, bitch!"
"That bad attitude of yours is one of the things we need to talk about," I point out, smirking down at her. "Now, let's go."
It takes another ten minutes, but I finally manage to drag Hazel's lazy ass out of bed. I have to admit, it's a lot of fun climbing on top of her and kissing her awake. She's annoyed, but I know I'm adorable, especially when I teasingly lick her cheek.
We're both tired, so we decide to shower separately. I finish first, and am brushing my hair at my vanity when Lexi comes in. I turn at her and open my mouth to speak, but she quickly crosses the distance between us. Kissing me, Lexi pushes some semen into my mouth, making me moan.
Lexi and I swap cum back and forth, swallowing down the tasty treat. Then the nude redhead leaves to go get dressed. Hazel returns from showering down the hall a minute later, a towel wrapped around her slim body while she dries her hair with a second towel. The downside to having such long hair is that it takes forever to dry.
"Morning," Hazel grunts when she sees Lexi.
"Hi," Lexi replies stiffly.
"You two could try being nice to each other?" I offer. "You supposedly made up last night."
"How was your night, Lexi?" Hazel asks with an obviously fake sweet voice.
"Got laid, can't complain," Lexi shrugs. "Yours?"
"The same, I guess," Hazel shrugs.
"Close enough," I sigh.
Once we girls are dressed for the day in casual clothes, we say goodbye to Daddy. He's going to work out and shower before leaving for the restraining order hearing. Lexi, Hazel, and I all hug and kiss Daddy before getting in my car and driving to the restaurant for breakfast. Hazel and Lexi flip a quarter for the front seat so there's no argument.
"Kayla, watch the speed bump!" Lexi yells.
"What? What speed bump?" I frown in confusion.
"The one you just flew over," the redhead glares at me. "How did you not feel that?"
"Will you slow down?" Hazel grunts from the back seat. "We're carrying precious cargo."
"Yeah, me!" Lexi squeaks, grabbing the door handle to brace herself for some reason.
Oh wait, there is another speed bump. Oops. Well, in my defense, why the fuck are there speed bumps in a shopping plaza parking lot? The high school doesn't have this many! Even the crosswalk is one big speed bump, and the other two overreact when I drive over it at a very reasonable speed.
Driving to the other side of the shopping plaza, I pull up to the restaurant. It's easy to spot Ashley and Marcia parked side-by-side, but for some reason Hazel and Lexi suggest I park at the other end of the restaurant. I comply and drive over, parking in front of the building and away from other cars.
"Kayla?" Hazel says to get my attention. "What year is this car?"
"2023, why?" I ask. "Daddy bought it brand new when I got my license. He wanted something that would last awhile."
"It's new, okay," Hazel lets out a breath, sounding like she's trying to teach. "Did you notice the warning beep before you hit the curb?"
"Warning beep?" I repeat, turning my head to look at Hazel. "What are you- oh! That was to tell me I was getting too close?"
"How the fuck do you not know what that beep was for!" Lexi exclaims, sounding exasperated for some reason.
"No one told me!" I insist. "Daddy's car does that, too. I thought a car just did that if you were parking!"
"How, you, what?" Hazel asks, looking at me like I have three heads. "Didn't they teach you this shit in driver's ed? You did take that, right?"
"Of course I did!" I counter, glaring at the tan girl. "It was a requirement. They gave us a test, which I passed. I had to do a bunch of driving hours with an instructor."
"Did they go over parking?" Hazel rolls her eyes. "You're usually fine on the highway, but you drive too fast when there are speed bumps, and you can't park for shit."
"We covered parking," I state firmly. "Although, the guy did say I should practice that before my test. Oh, and the state trooper who administered my test said I was up on the curb when I had to park. He said it was okay!"
"Were you wearing something low cut?" Lexi wonders pointedly.
"Ew, no!" I declare, whipping my head around to face the redhead.
"You know this car has parking assist, right?" Hazel adds.
"Well, yeah, but I don't trust it," I answer, finally shutting off the engine before unbuckling my seat belt.
"Right. That makes sense," Hazel deadpans.
"Ready?" I ask with a grin, changing the subject.
"Fine," Lexi grumbles, and I hear her muttering as she turns to open the door. "At least we're still alive."
The three of us walk into the restaurant and look around until Hazel spots Ashley waving to us from a booth in the back. We make our way over and squish onto the other side, with me between Hazel and Lexi. It'll keep them from hitting each other, but it also leaves me stuck with the two aspiring driving instructors who apparently want to walk back to the house. Criticize my driving? Bitches!
"So, now what?" Ashley asks when the waitress leaves after taking our drink orders.
"Before we start," Marcia begins nervously, "can we all agree not to lose our tempers? Open communication, no yelling?"
"No," Hazel, Lexi, and Ashley all answer at the same time.
"Then what are we doing here?" Marcia challenges, looking disappointed.
"I don't know about you, but I was gonna order the ham and cheese omelet to see if it was the ham or the pineapple that made Hazel sick," Lexi explains with a shrug.
"You fucking bitch!" Hazel hisses in a low voice so we aren't overheard. "Do you think it'll be funny if I have to run to the bathroom in front of everyone?"
"Yes," Lexi responds. "Yes, I do."
"How about some support?" Hazel growls. "I'm pregnant, I got kicked out of my house, and I have to mooch off a rich guy who feels sorry for me!"
"Maybe Marcia has a point, we should try and control our emotions," Ashley speaks up.
"I would, but I can't hear Hazel over all the sad background music," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Big talk from the school slut," Hazel retorts, crossing her arms. "If you hadn't gotten Steven to fall in love with you, you'd probably be taking it up the ass for fifty bucks right now."
"Hazel!" I exclaim a little too loudly. "That's enough. Apologize!"
"I will not," Hazel mutters darkly.
"Kayla's right, you're both being horrible," Marcia adds.
"She's always been horrible," Lexi snaps. "Being pregnant didn't make her a bitch, it just made it so she can't hide it anymore."
"At least I bring something to the group!" Hazel argues. "All you are is the comic relief. You make jokes to hide all this pain, but most if it was your fault! Keith wasn't there all the time. Everyone heard about the time you let three guys from the wrestling team make you airtight after a meet. Keith wasn't there."
"He wasn't, but I was high and lost and thought I was worthless," Lexi replies, tears in her eyes as her voice cracks. "And there's nothing wrong with consensual sex, so why are you judging me for it? Or should we talk about all the guys who had a turn with you?"
"Fuck. You," Hazel hisses. "It isn't about sex, it's the fact that you offer nothing but dirty comments and crude jokes. We have years of friendship and were better off before you. Next time ruin someone else's life!"
"Next time take your pills," Lexi says, placing her elbows on the table as she leans forward to look around me. "You're nothing but a pretty face who's gone out of her way to baby trap a wonderful man to take care of you for the rest of your life. You call me a whore, but you've sold your womb because you were afraid you'd end up old and alone! If Steven wasn't such a great guy you'd be in a shelter right now. At least I'm leaving my trauma behind; you just keep rushing back to yours."
"Wow. I can't understand how things got this bad," Marcia whispers. "I can't imagine being so mean to each other."
"Amen, sister," Ashley puts up her fist, which Marcia reluctantly bumps in return.
"That's not helping," I say to Marcia and Ashley. "And please everyone keep your voices down so we don't get thrown out."
"The only value you bring to anyone is on your back!" Hazel yells at Lexi.
"I knew she thought I was a worthless cum dump!" Lexi responds immediately. "I knew it! It's not just me she judges, it's everyone. She thinks she's better than everyone and her shit doesn't stink. She thinks the guys are jokes because they're nerds, even though they're so sweet."
"Whore!" Hazel shouts, causing a few heads in the distance to turn and look at us. One middle-aged woman gives us a judgmental look.
"Wait, what's wrong with Ian? Hazel, have you been talking about him behind my back?" I ask, hurt. I still remember her mean comments after finals.
"Oh, now you're mad at me, too?" Hazel rolls her eyes at me. "Is this just pile on Hazel day?"
"You have been really mean to everyone, Hazel," Marcia points out quietly.
"Even you, Marcia?" Hazel deflates, looking sad and hurt.
"And you are constantly insulting Ian and Josh. Even Stephanie sometimes," Ashley adds.
"It's not just me, Hazel," Lexi mumbles. "Sorry I ruined your happy, little group. But, I'm not the only one you're hurting."
"But... I just..." Hazel looks around at all the angry, frustrated faces. I can see her eyes starting to mist. "Oh, God. I didn't. I. Oh."
The tears start to flow. Hazel buries her face in her hands as she starts shaking with sobs. Lexi is staring straight ahead, arms crossed and an angry look on her face. Glancing across the table, I lock eyes with Ashley, then Marcia. They're both looking between the redhead and the tan girl, unsure of what to say. I wonder what is being said behind my back about Ian, I wonder how many other things are being kept bottled up, and I wonder if this is the end of the Slut-sisters. Before any of us can break the tension, we realize someone is standing at the table.
"I, ah, I have your drink orders," the waitress stammers, holding a tray laden with coffees and juice.
"Thanks," all five of us mumble in embarrassed voices.
"Ah, we're sorry about the noise," I add, my face red. "We'll keep it down."
"It's okay, no one complained," the waitress responds. "M-my manager did ask me to tell you to try and keep it down. Sorry."
"It's fine, you're just doing your job," Marcia smiles.
The waitress sets out our drinks, her face slightly pink from embarrassment. She's young, probably nineteen or twenty. Likely in college, just like we're about to be. I wonder if she has her own friend group with similar issues. Or maybe we Sluts are just fucking crazy?
"A-are you ready to order or do you need a few more minutes?" the waitress asks, holding a pencil over her notepad.
We place our orders, and I do notice that Lexi doesn't order the ham and cheese omelet. This place is known for their pancakes, so I have to get those. Hazel manages to lift her head and wipe away the tears so she can order. Ashley and Marcia place their orders before the waitress makes her exit, looking grateful to be able to get away from us.
"I'm sorry," Hazel chokes out, going back to crying.
I'm tempted to draw Hazel into my arms to comfort her, but she needs to realize and understand her behavior. I sympathize with what she's going through, but despite multiple conversations, we're still dealing with her attitude. I'm not happy with Lexi either; the redhead is currently sipping her juice while looking pleased Hazel is upset.
"I'm sorry you're going through so much, but taking it out on us isn't helping," I tell Hazel sternly before turning to Lexi. "And you! You need to learn not respond to everything with a wise-ass remark or a teasing comment. Sometimes they aren't cute or funny. Sometimes they hurt."
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims, looking confused that she's being confronted. "I didn't!"
"What you said was really mean, Lexi. Even if there was some truth to it, you didn't have to be so harsh," Marcia tries to soften her words with a smile.
"It is true," Hazel mumbles. "I'm baby trapping Steven. I'm sorry. I'll pack my bags."
"Hazel, shut the fuck up," Ashley snaps, making all of us gasp.
"Ashley!" Marcia hisses.
"No, I've had enough. From both of them," Ashley declares. "Hazel, you are not a charity case because you're accepting help. You made some mistakes, but stop wallowing in self-pity. Your parents fucking suck, we know that, but you have help. You're very lucky. Don't feel guilty about accepting it, just appreciate it and be grateful."
"She's right," Lexi says while Hazel sobs. "Steven is a great guy, just be grateful. He's not asking you to be on his staff."
"Let's not forget about you, Lexi," I point out. We're passionate, but our voices aren't raised any longer. No one is looking over at us.
"What did I do?" Lexi asks innocently.
"You were really horrible to Hazel," Marcia interjects. "I know you were pushed, but it wasn't right."
"And you need to stop using humor to keep people away," Ashley adds. "We're your friends, your sisters. You can tell us anything, you don't have to hide it away any longer."
"Yes, I do," Lexi whispers, absentmindedly playing with a napkin.
"Why?" I ask simply.
"You know the horrible things Keith and his buddies did to me," Lexi begins slowly, still tearing at the napkin. "Well, you know what I told you and some rumors. You don't know the worst stuff."
"Uh, we don't?" Ashley asks with a frown.
"I don't want to talk about it, alright?" Lexi sighs, ripping the napkin apart. "I just don't. I already have the memories, you don't need the disgusting images in your head. They did every perverted thing they could think of. For fun. I wasn't even human to them."
"I'm suh-suh-sorry, Lexi," Hazel sniffles.
"It's not your fault," Lexi insists, the napkin nothing more than a pile of confetti by this point. "I'm sorry I joke about everything. I know there's a time to be serious, and it's right now. I've come to a decision. I'm going to help others from ending up like I did."
"What do you mean?" Marcia wonders.
"I'm going to major in psychology," Lexi announces. "Then I'm gonna go for my master's so I can be a school psychologist."
"I think you'll be great at that," Ashley smiles. "You're observant and wise."
"And compassionate when you stop with the jokes," Marcia agrees, nodding.
"I'm sorry," Lexi states calmly. "Being the smart-ass is part of my personality, and that's not going anywhere. I'll do better about being serious when it's called for. I've been a shitty sister, and I'm sorry."



"I didn't mean what I said," Hazel adds, her crying under control. "Our lives are better with you in them, Lexi."
"Or at least more interesting," Ashley giggles.
"And," Hazel continues, "I don't think you're a whore. You're a good person. You're going to really help people, I know it."
"You're not baby trapping," Lexi acknowledges. "Steven offered to help you, and I'm glad he did. You deserve it. We're all excited to be aunties."
"You'll be aunties, I'll be a big sister," I add with a wide grin.
"Just don't ever call me 'mom,' okay?" Hazel smirks while dabbing at her eyes with a napkin.
"Deal," I nod firmly.
Through some unspoken agreement, we all take a break from talking. Phones come out while we sip on our drinks and wait for our meals. Eventually our waitress returns, looking uncomfortable while setting our plates down in front of us. She tells us to enjoy our meal before making a hasty retreat.
"Roasted potatoes are amazing," Lexi declares, popping her fork into her mouth before making an expression of pleasure. "Mm, orgasmic."
"You're cumming from eating potatoes?" Ashley raises an eyebrow. "Weirdo."
"You know it's just a saying," the redhead rolls her eyes.
"Potatoes are amazing," Marcia agrees after swallowing a bite of scrambled eggs. "I just wished they weren't so horrible for you."
"They are not!" Lexi counters with a gasp.
"Lexi's right, potatoes are a vegetable," Hazel speaks up.
"A starchy vegetable," I add, siding with Marcia.
"A vegetable's a vegetable," Lexi reasons while gesturing at her potatoes with her fork. "This counts as salad."
"No, it doesn't," Marcia rolls her eyes. "Don't blame us when you start gaining weight."
"I'm eighteen, I don't gain weight," Lexi says confidently. We do all have flat stomachs, so the redhead has a point.
"Is this really what we need to talk about?" Ashley sighs.
"Lighter topics for a few minutes might be a good idea," I reason, shrugging my shoulders.
"Yeah," Hazel mumbles. "Um, what are the guys up to today?"
"The three of them are building a model rocket in Ian's garage," Marcia answers. "They're gonna launch it in the park after lunch."
"Sounds about right," Hazel nods before wincing. "I didn't mean anything bad by that."
"Right," Ashley states, looking upset.
"Anyway," I interrupt, wanting to keep things light for the moment, "it's something they really enjoy doing. It's nice that the three of them are hanging out."
"I'm glad Shawn is going," Marcia says. "Those three haven't been as close lately."
"Maybe that'll change now that Shawn got to enjoy that sexy, little mouth of yours," Ashley grins. "Are you sure you're not gonna pop his cherry?"
"I don't think guys have cherries," Hazel giggles.
"Ian did," I shrug, trying to maintain a serious expression, which quickly cracks.
"Really? It's okay for you to say it?" Hazel asks, looking slightly irritated.
"I'm just teasing, you were being genuinely cruel," I point out.
"I'm not sleeping with Shawn," Marcia interrupts. "I mean, I would. I do feel a connection with him. He just can't accept me sleeping with you girls. That's nonnegotiable for me, so that's where we are. We're friends. That's it."
"Sorry, Marcia," Ashley says before taking a sip of her drink.
"Hey!" Lexi chirps. "What about that other guy? Kwan? He gonna get some Marcia loving?"
"I don't know," Marcia blushes. "I invited him to the graduation party, but I don't know. Shawn will be there now that we're okay, and I don't want to make things bad again."
"Jealousy can really be horrible," I nod.
The only sounds for the next few minutes are caused by our eating. I can hear knives and forks hitting the plates, the occasional cup being placed back down on the table, as well as the buzzing of phones when a text comes in. Nicole does ask how things are going, causing all five of our phones to go off at once.
"Stacey and April are mailing out those drives today, right?" Lexi suddenly asks. "The ones with proof that Wagner pays for sex with students."
"Already done," I confirm. "Sorry, I forgot to tell you. Stacey texted me and told me."
"That must make you feel good, Lexi?" Hazel asks.
"I guess," the redhead shrugs.
"Is that Barry guy in jail?" Ashley wonders.
"No," I shake my head. "He's been fired and I think he's getting disbarred, but he's not in jail. Today is only about making the restraining order permanent."
"I even made the lives of those girls crazy," Lexi sighs.
"No, you didn't," Hazel insists. "It's not your fault. There are assholes everywhere."
"Yeah, and I draw them in!" Lexi exclaims.
"That's not true," I say kindly.
"You didn't make Barry an asshole, you didn't make David hurt Kayla, and you didn't make Hazel forget to take her pills," Marcia speaks up, surprising me. "Stop blaming yourself for all our problems."
"Thanks, Marcia," Lexi smiles softly before turning to Hazel. "I can't wait to babysit. How are you feeling, by the way?"
"My boobs hurt, but I'm okay," Hazel answers. "Thank you."
Our conversation continues as we chat about safe topics. The weather even comes up, and we enjoy making fun of Marcia for commenting on the forecast. Breakfast is soon finished but we aren't ready to leave. We get refills on our drinks as we get ready for another big discussion.
"Where should we start?" Marcia inquires carefully.
"I know," Ashley says, looking at Hazel. "What's your problem with Ian and Josh?"
"Nothing," Hazel mumbles, looking like she might start crying again. "Really, nothing. I just think they're not really your type?"
"Josh is my type," Ashley states evenly. "He's a sweetheart, he treats me right, he's nice."
"Even if you were right, why do you care so much?" I frown. "If you're right, we'll break up. It's not like the guys are creating trouble?"
"Kayla has a point," Lexi agrees. "Why does it even bother you?"
"It's stupid," Hazel replies, looking everywhere but at us.
"Then tell us," Marcia prompts.
"It's just. We were all together. We were hot, sexy. We could have anyone we wanted. I just pictured us with sexy model types. I just..." Hazel sighs. "And now I'm pregnant and have no one-"
"Ahem!" I interrupt, glaring at Hazel.
"Fine. I have Steven," Hazel rolls her eyes. "But, as great as he is, I, I don't know! I guess I was expecting the Sluts to go wild in college. Lexi will only fuck Steven, fine, but now you two are dating-"
"Great guys!" Ashley interjects.
"Fine," Hazel grumbles. "I told you, it's stupid! I just feel like everything is falling apart and nothing went the way I envisioned it. I'm scared all the time, scared of being pregnant, of being a mom, I'm scared of giving birth! I wanted at least Kayla and Ashley to have what I dreamed up."
"But, it's not our dreams, sweetie," I respond, wrapping an arm around Hazel's shoulders. "And you can still have your dreams. You just need to factor in your baby and the father."
"I'll still bag a hot sexy model guy if it makes you feel better," Marcia says with a straight face before she bursts out laughing.
"Wouldn't that be something? Marcia bagging the hottest guy of all," Ashley giggles.
"Too late!" Lexi chirps. "I've already got that one."
The five of us start laughing hysterically. It feels good. We aren't really as amused as our laughter indicates. It's a stress release. We beat this subject to death and it feels like nothing changes. The same issues, they keep coming up. Now? Now maybe we can make some real progress.
"Think we can actually move forward now?" Lexi asks, echoing my thoughts.
"That depends," I reply. "Hazel, Lexi, are you done holding things in? No more bitchy comments, no more jokes when we need to be serious? We're here for each other."
"I'll try," Hazel nods, her long ponytail bobbing slightly. "And I know my problems aren't Lexi's fault."
"Yes," Lexi agrees. "I'll do better."
"And we'll work on our jealousy issues, Ashley?" Marcia asks.
"Yes. Yes, we will," Ashley promises.
We renew our promise; Slut-sisters forever. There's more to talk about, but we are all emotionally drained. Hazel knows she's being horrible, Lexi knows she's a brat, and Ashley knows she doesn't need to be jealous. Things are looking up. In fact, my phone soon goes off, bringing more good news.
"It's official, Ian is Salutatorian!" I squeal happily.
"Congratulations!" Ashley grins.
"That's great!" Marcia adds.
"I'm happy for him," Lexi smiles. "I'm sure he'll give a great speech."
"We should celebrate," Hazel suggests, looking sideways at me. "I really do like them. Let me prove it. Let's go watch their rocket launch."
"I really, really wanna make a dirty comment," Lexi responds.
"You can still be a brat, Lexi," I roll my eyes. "Just not all the time."
"And don't use jokes to keep us from getting close to you," Marcia reminds the redhead.
"Do you really want to go, Hazel?" Ashley asks.
"Yes. Let's do it," the tan girl confirms.
I text Ian, asking if it's okay for the girls to attend. He happily agrees and even invites Stephanie as well. We all agree to meet at the park after lunch. Then I pay for our breakfast before the five of us walk back out to our cars. Tearful hugs are exchanged in the parking lot as we reaffirm our love for each other. Then we start discussing what we should do until lunch. And I notice at one point that Lexi is slipping away to make a phone call.
"Sweetie, I need a favor." Lexi says into the phone as I eavesdrop. Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley are still chatting so I miss a few words. They soon fall silent to listen in on Lexi's side of the conversation. "Yeah. Please? Uh-huh. Not more than a thousand, but it's really important. You know I do. Love you, babe."
Lexi ends the call but still doesn't join us. She starts tapping furiously on her phone, and it looks like she's not just texting. Her phone buzzes a couple of times and she nods her head in satisfaction. Finally, with one final tap, she looks up and smiles at me. At all of us.
"After all that ugly crying we all need some TLC," Lexi declares. "It's spa day, bitches!"
"Spa day?" Ashley questions.
"Yup!" Lexi chirps. "Steven is gonna treat us."
"Do we have time for that?" Marcia wonders.
"Sure," I shrug. "We won't have a whole day, but if we leave now we can have a couple of appointments."
"Mm, a sauna sounds nice," Ashley smiles.
"I don't think I can use a sauna while pregnant," Hazel pouts. "I know I shouldn't go in a hot tub, so a sauna is probably the same."
"Fine, fine, forget the sauna," Ashley shakes her head. "I'm sure a mud bath is fine. Or a nice facial."
"Oh, I love facials!" Marcia exclaims.
"We know you do," Lexi giggles, giving Marcia a pointed look.
"You know what I meant!" Marcia rolls her eyes.
"Hey, no one's judging," Ashley interjects, giving Marcia an evaluating look. "I'm a pearl necklace girl myself, but I get it."
"It does feel nice and warm on your titties," I add with a smirk.
"And you don't have to worry about getting any in your eyes," Lexi reasons.
"Ugh, cum in the eyes really burns," Hazel winces.
"Okay, okay!" Marcia laughs. "That's enough!"
"Lexi isn't the only brat," Ashley points out.
"But Marcia's right, that's enough," I say. "We should get going."
"I don't know..." Hazel trails off. "I already accept so much from Steven."
"Shut it, sexy," Lexi instructs while Marcia, Ashley, and I glare at Hazel. "You don't owe him for this one. You owe me. I owe him."
"Fine," Hazel smiles softly. "Just be sure to take it up the ass for me."
"Deal," Lexi chirps.
With that settled, the five of us take three cars to the nearby spa. For the next two hours, we are pampered, preened, praised, and primped. And it is glorious. Lexi has a lot of bad ideas, but this one is amazing. I feel refreshed, my skin is clear, and my raven hair is shiny.
We compliment each other as we leave the spa, laughing and smiling. The timing works out and we'll be able to meet the others at the diner for lunch. This time, Hazel sits up front beside me as I start the car. Lunch, and then we'll see a model rocket launch. Time to release our inner nerds!
~Steven~
"I'm so glad that's over with," April says in her cute voice as she pushes her glasses up her nose.
"I know, me too," Stacey lets out a breath while brushing a lock of blonde hair behind her ear. "Thanks for coming with us, Steven."
"Anytime," I nod in response. "I mean that. I'm here if you ever need me. Both of you."
Stacey and April are sitting across from me in the booth, our drinks in front of us while we wait for our lunch. The girls are wearing nice, professional dresses complete with fancy earrings. I'm in a dark gray suit that I often wear to meetings, but it works for court as well.
"Stacey was really anxious about this. Having you here helped her," April continues, reaching for her soda. "And, ah, it helped me too."
"Don't let her fool you; April was just as nervous as I was," Stacey says, looking at April with a small smile.
"It's understandable," I nod. "Luckily, Barry really is an idiot."
"You'd think a lawyer would know better than to start shouting at the judge," Stacey rolls her eyes.
"And at the 'two stupid whores' he fucked one night thinking they can ruin his life," April shakes her head in disdain.
"At least he paid for what he did," I point out. "He got dumped, fired, disbarred, and now he can't come anywhere near either of you."
"As long as he complies with the order," Stacey mumbles nervously, her hand tightly clenching her glass of ice water.
"He has to or he goes to jail," April reminds her girlfriend.
"Barry doesn't seem one to consider the consequences of his actions," I state carefully.
"You're not helping," April snaps as Stacey winces and bites her lower lip nervously.
"I just meant that you shouldn't lower your guard," I quickly explain. "Keep your door locked and call for help if someone tries to break in. You have Sarah's number now, but call the police first since she might be asleep or away from her phone."
"Okay," Stacey agrees, her voice heavy. "It was really nice of Sarah to come to the hearing."
"She was happy to do it," I insist, smiling at Stacey.
"Maybe we should talk about something else?" April suggests, looking at Stacey in concern.
"That's a good idea," I readily agree.
"Oh, I know!" April exclaims, bouncing slightly in her seat. "How's Detective McLorn in the sack? She's so reserved, I want to know if she goes wild in bed."
"April!" Stacey snaps, her mouth opening wide in shock. "We don't ask questions like that."
"Maybe you don't, but I do," April shrugs, leaning forward to look at me. "So, cop lady. She a hurricane between the sheets?"
"A gentleman never speaks of such things," I deflect.
"A gentleman? You? Right," April snorts, a dark expression on her face.
"April!" Stacey hisses again. "Now is not the time."
"Yeah, it really isn't," I wince, glancing around. "Anyone could overhear."
"Overhear what, exactly?" April challenges with a raised eyebrow. "Do you have something to be ashamed of?"
"Yes," I answer truthfully, my voice barely audible.
"April!" Stacey snaps, her voice drowning out mine. "Enough,"
"April's right," I respond with a sigh. "I'm the parent, I'm supposed to be the responsible one. Kayla pursued me, but I should have put a stop to it. I still should. I love my baby girl, she's the light of my life. My own actions sicken me. Every day I don't stop things it reflects poorly on me, not her."
"Okay," April says, letting out a breath.
"Okay?" I inquire with a frown.
"Yeah," the little nerd nods slowly. "We met a couple of guys the other night. George and Haruto. George made me realize that you aren't a predator. I didn't tell him anything specific, just that there were some issues. He made it simple; if you're not hurting anyone, it's none of my business."
"He isn't hurting anyone," Stacey agrees with a nod.
"Some people wouldn't agree with that," I point out. "Most people, in fact."
"Kayla pursued you," April shrugs, looking down. "I don't approve, I really don't. But, you two love each other, and I know you'd die for her. I don't want to hear about it, but I can let it go."
"W-what about, ah, you know..." Stacey trails off, unable to complete the question.
"You can fuck him if you want," April rolls her eyes at Stacey before looking at me. "Fuck, I have to admit I'm still attracted to you, Steven. Your face, those arms, the memory of that big dick. I just want you to bend me over and shove it in. Then you can spank me while fucking me until I scream."
"That sounds great to me," I say, gazing at April with lust. She's incredibly sexy, and I want to toss this girl on my bed and fuck her brains out.
"I don't know what's gonna happen, but I'm not up for it right now," April continues. "I just keep thinking about Greg, then you and Kayla, and ugh! Maybe someday, but not now."
"That's completely up to you. I would never pressure you or anyone else," I state carefully.
"Well, you don't have to wait to have me," Stacey speaks up, making all of us laugh.
We are interrupted by the arrival of our meals. Our waitress places a chicken salad in front of Stacey and the grilled chicken is mine. April has a greasy bacon double cheeseburger with fries. The burger is the size of her face and she wastes no time lifting it to take a bite.
"I don't understand how you can stay so skinny," I shake my head.
"You have no idea," Stacey giggles. "Eighty-eight pounds. No matter how much garbage she inhales. Eighty-eight pounds."
"Don't be jealous," April giggles after swallowing a bite of her burger.
"I am jealous!" Stacey announces, stabbing at her salad with a fork.
"So, you girls made new friends?" I ask, changing the subject.
"Yup!" April says thickly around a full mouth of beef, cheese, and bacon grease.
"George and Haruto," Stacey answers, shaking her head at April. "They're married. George is a botanist and Haruto is a personal trainer."
"They chased off some guy who was hoping for a threesome with us," April explains once she swallows her food. "We thought they were gay, but it turns out they're bi. Stacey and I got fucked."
"Sorry, Steven," Stacey winces.
"It's okay, we're not a couple," I confirm. "You two are the couple. If April is fine with sharing you, that's her call."
"And your good fortune," April smirks before looking at me carefully. "If you don't want to hear about Stacey's sex life, we can change the subject."
"It's fine," I insist, hoping they don't notice I am slightly uncomfortable. "Are you going to see them again?"
"Yeah, they're good guys," Stacey confirms. "It's nice to have more friends."
"And they're great in bed," April adds.
"April!" Stacey snaps for the fourth time.
"No, go ahead," I gesture for April to continue.
"Nothing crazy," April shrugs, holding up two fries. "We fucked a couple times, then fell asleep. The next morning we switched partners. The big guy, George, is much more passive. Haruto really knows how to pound a pussy. We have to fuck again; I need to get spit-roasted and DP'd."
"Oh, April," Stacey sighs, her face red as she takes a bite of salad.
Our conversation continues and I'm very happy that April seems mostly comfortable with me again. The petite blonde asks me about some of my escapades, and I find myself once again thinking about how similar April and Lexi are. Both bubbly, both bratty, both nymphomaniacs with no filters.
Now that some of the awkwardness is gone, my lust for April is returning. I don't have romantic feelings for her at all, but I am completely in lust with her. She just has such a tiny, tight, fuckable body. The positions I want to put her in, fuck. And from the flirting, I can tell she's thinking something similar.



Stacey is clearly very happy with how things are going. My assistant and I have a very complicated relationship. So much sexual tension, then it finally bursts when Lexi brings me back to life. Lexi stops me from sleeping with Stacey out of fear of Stacey's love, then we move past it. Only for April to find out about Kayla and me. It's a huge relief that we're okay again, and I am as excited as Stacey is to resume our extracurricular activities.
"So, yeah, Stacey has completely given up," April says at one point. "We're still gonna look for a bigger place with more security, but it's our bedroom now."
"It must be nice to cuddle every night," I comment, thinking of all the sleepless nights after losing Aria. Holding the person you love as you fall asleep is one of the greatest joys in life.
"Definitely," April agrees. "I get to fall asleep being held, which I love! Oh, and Stacey sleeps naked. Her titties make great pillows."
"April's always naked," Stacey speaks up. "You should have seen her Saturday, she was building a new computer in panties. Boobs out. I'm surprised installing ROM didn't make her wet."
"It's called RAM," April rolls her eyes.
"You built a new computer?" I ask, leaning forward in interest. "What kind of specs does it have?"
Stacey groans in annoyance as April starts listing off everything about her computer. I am tempted to build a new computer myself. It's been awhile. It's quickly clear that her PC is way more powerful than mine, and I find it incredibly attractive how she can keep talking intelligently about the subject.
"Can we talk about something else?" Stacey sighs.
"No," April shakes her head. "Go on, Steven."
"Thanks, April," I chuckle. "Anyway, like I was saying, it's amazing that you have one hundred twenty-eight gigabytes of RAM. Back in high school we had this computer we called big blue. The case had blue lights, hence the name. We called it big blue because it actually had eighty gigabytes of storage. It could only store that much because it had four twenty gigabyte hard drives. Old platter drives, before SSD's were a thing. We had thumb drives, of course, but they were very low capacity."
"That's it?!" April laughs.
"Hey, it was a lot back then!" I protest. "I remember watching a show set in the nineties and one of the characters had a new laptop that he was bragging about. It had four megabytes of RAM and a five hundred megabyte hard drive. That was an expensive computer in the mid-nineties. Especially for a laptop."
"Fuck, you're old," Stacey teases.
"Stacey!" April exclaims mockingly, echoing Stacey's early admonishments.
"He knows I'm kidding," Stacey smiles at me. "He's not old, he's mature. Mature and sexy as fuck."
"Thanks, I think," I laugh lightly. "Anyway, I'll add you so we can play, April. I'm jealous that Haruto got in on that beta."
"Ugh, me too!" April grouses. "He's so lucky."
April and I continue talking about PC gaming, much to Stacey's annoyance. I can see her eyes are glazed over and she's not even trying to pay attention. We eventually take pity on her and start talking about the graduation party on Friday. Both girls are going, for which I am extremely grateful.
Now that we have Stacey's attention, we start talking about Planet Trek Wars. It's great because it's helping me bond with April. Stacey's groans of annoyance are just an added bonus. My young assistant tries to direct the conversation toward Hospital Doctors in Love and Sluts About Town, but we shut her down.
I insist on paying for lunch and leave a generous tip before heading outside with the girls. They both have the entire day off, but I'm going back to work. Stacey hugs me and kisses my cheek, then April surprises me by giving me a hug as well. Even with April in heels I still have to stoop to hug her.
Getting in my car, I start the drive to the office. I'm still wearing my suit, which I'll be stuck in until after dinner with Allan and Amanda. I really don't mind dressing up, but sometimes it's nice to lounge around in lounge pants and a t-shirt. I'm soon at the office and ready to get a few hours of work done.
"No, absolutely not," I state firmly, glaring across my desk at the older man. "We've had this conversation before, Andy. Nothing's changed."
Andrew James is my vice president of finance. With a brilliant financial mind, the fifty-seven year old has a long and impressive resume. He's a great employee, but I'm still surprised he's staying on for so long. We disagree constantly over his schemes to save money. They are old-fashioned, and usually involve denying employees their rights.
"Steven, be reasonable," Andy sighs, leaning forward to place his hands on my desk. "We're hiring a few of the former YouInvest employees, but I need some people they don't have. Just three."
"You are welcome to hire the three people you need. I trust your judgment," I tell him. "But, they will be actual employees. We don't hire people as second-class employees. I've made that clear."
"They're not 'second-class' employees," Andy rolls his eyes. "The term is temp-to-hire. If they do a good job they can be converted to permanent employees."
"If you want to use a staffing agency, you can," I reply. "As long as you use them to find a direct hire. If you needed someone for a couple months, then maybe hiring a temp would be okay, but you don't. You want to pay someone less for the same work others are doing, while also denying them the benefits they're entitled to."
"The agency provides sick time and health insurance!" Andy reasons.
"A staffing agency provides the bare minimum they are legally required to," I counter. "I've read about those health insurance plans. They cover nothing until the deductible is reach, which is thousands of dollars, then they barely contribute anything. We take care of our people here."
"What if they don't work out?" Andy challenges. "With an agency, we can just tell the employee they're done and that's it."
"Sometimes people don't work out, it happens," I acknowledge with a nod. "However, it's more expensive in the long run to treat people like crap. They'll remember. Just be thorough in your interviews and use your best judgment."
"Fine fine, you win," Andy grunts, obviously annoyed.
"No need to be so down," I laugh and shake my head. "You've got a nice bonus coming thanks to the acquisition."
"That's true," he smiles before deflating slightly. "I just wish I didn't have to pay out so much in alimony and child support."
"Hey, fifth time's the charm, right?" I comment, looking back at my computer when I hear a new message come in.
"Fuck that, I'm never getting married again," Andy announces. "Oh, before I forget, are you still going to let the AP team work from home?"
"If a job can be done remotely, that's fine with me," I tell him, my tone indicating I'm not willing to have this conversation again. "I don't need to time employee bathroom breaks to feel like a man."
"Do you think we really need all this office space?" Andy asks, changing tactics.
"I've been thinking about that myself," I confirm, looking up at him. "If you want to start looking into costs for a smaller space, I'm open to having that conversation."
"I'll do that," Andy nods. "You're off tomorrow, right?"
"I am," I smile. "Father-daughter day. Then I'm bringing my girlfriend in on Wednesday."
"Dating an eighteen year old. Lucky bastard," he shakes his head. "You must be doing something right. Maybe I should try and be more like you."
"Compassion and respect, Andy. That's all it takes," I tell him sincerely. "It doesn't matter what your job is or how big your bank account is. Everyone deserves respect."
"Eh, maybe I'll just pay for it," Andy grunts.
"You do that, Andy. You do that," I roll my eyes and get back to work.
The next few hours go by slowly as I wade my way through all the administrative work that I don't feel like doing. Then I head out to my car and drive back to the mansion. There are multiple cars parked outside, so it looks like a few people are over. I walk in to the main living room to see what the girls are up to.
"Hey, everyone," I say with a charming smile.
The room is full of teenagers, all of whom are watching a movie on the giant flat screen. Kayla is cuddling on the couch with Ian and Stephanie. Josh is sitting in an armchair with Ashley in his lap. Lexi and Hazel are laying on their stomachs on the floor, their feet kicking in the air as they look up at the screen. To my surprise, Shawn is present, sitting on the love seat with Marcia. There is space between them, but they seem friendly.
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals, waving at me with a happy grin.
"Baby!" Lexi chirps, hopping to her feet and rushing to me while everyone else greets me.
Lexi has a huge grin on her face as she jumps into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist. I stagger back a step as my hands grab her tight ass, holding her up while she grins at me. My sexy girlfriend holds the back of my neck as she presses her lips against mine and pushes her tongue into my mouth.
"Nice," Ashley comments as Lexi does her best to shove her tongue down my throat.
"How about you kids get a room?" Hazel loudly suggests. "I would like to watch the rest of this movie."
"This is quite the welcome," I laugh when I'm finally able to come up for air.
"I missed you," Lexi giggles, pressing herself against me as I hold her small body.
"Or you're trying to distract me from the fact that you're not ready to go," I suggest.
The sexy redhead is wearing a pair of gray shorts and a green t-shirt. Not exactly an outfit that's appropriate for the fancy restaurant we have a reservation at. She gives me a wide grin, her legs tight around me as I squeeze her bum. The little troublemaker even rubs her chest against me, allowing me to feel her boobs through her shirt and bra.
"We told her you'd be home soon," Kayla says.
"No one asked you, bitch!" Lexi exclaims, extending a hand out in Kayla's direction, middle finger pointing up.
"You really do need to get ready, Lexi," I tell the petite girl in my arms before looking toward the others. "Sorry I can't stick around, but you're all welcome to stay for dinner."
Everyone thanks me and accepts the invitation to dinner. Looking around, I notice they are all dressed in casual clothes and seem relaxed. I'm glad the Slut-sisters are getting along. Breakfast, the spa, lunch, then launching a model rocket. Things are under control, and even Shawn is hanging out with them again.
"I can't get ready if you don't let me down," Lexi whines, her heels kicking my butt.
"In a second," I laugh, kissing her cheek before addressing the room. "How was the launch?"
"Surprisingly exciting," Hazel speaks up.
"And only one cop talked to us," Ian winces.
"Lexi, what did you do?" I ask, giving my girlfriend a stern look.
"What makes you think it was me?" Lexi frowns, looking offended.
"Was it you?" I follow up with, still holding the redhead.
"Well, yeah..." Lexi trails off. "But, you couldn't have known that!"
"It wasn't really her fault," Stephanie says.
"She was screaming and jumping up and down," Kayla explains. "That got the cop's attention."
"He asked if we had a permit for the launch," Shawn adds.
"Which, they didn't," Hazel speaks up loudly.
"We forgot about that," Ian tells me.
"Did you get a ticket?" I wonder.
"No," Ian shakes his head. "He just told us to remember in the future."
"You got very lucky," I tell them, squeezing Lexi's butt before setting her down. "C'mon, you. We need to get going."
This isn't our first dinner with Allan and Amanda, but I can tell Lexi is still nervous about it. She is uncharacteristically quiet while she strips off all her clothes in the master bedroom. There's no teasing at all as the nude redhead takes her dress out of the closet. Of course, no teasing is needed; just the sight of her body is enough to hold my attention.
Alexis Davis is not a tall woman, standing at barely over five feet tall. She has a slim build with light skin and a flat stomach. I love her freckles. Unlike many redheads, hers aren't a thousand that are sprinkled across her skin like sand on the beach. Lexi's freckles are larger, spread out across her skin like each one is hand painted, making her a masterpiece.
Natural auburn hair falls to her shoulders, each fiery strand almost glowing in the light. Her boobs are small but perky, with light pink nipples. I love her tight ass, her cute back dimples, and her shapely legs. All I can really say is that every inch of her is perfect. She has such a pretty face, one I know I will never tire of admiring.
For dinner tonight Lexi is wearing her favorite light-blue dress. Matching delicate heels give her another couple inches of height and she is carrying a clutch purse. Her hair is down and brushed back behind her ears, allowing me to see the dangling silver earrings she's wearing. I also notice the silver necklace with the stylized 'A' charm.
I find it sweet how obsessed Lexi is with wearing light blue. All because of the light blue bikini the day of Kayla's birthday pool party. Lexi does look amazing in light blue, but I personally don't see the need to emphasize such a minor detail. Still, I love that she does it. It's a great reminder of the strength of Lexi's feelings.
"You okay?" I ask softly as I cup her cheek and lean in to peck her lips.
"Yeah, I think so," she nods. "Let's go."
Lexi and I hold hands as we make our way back to the main living room. We say goodbye to the others before leaving the house. I hold Lexi's door open and help her into my car. Then I get in the driver's seat and pull the car out onto the street. Lexi is unable to keep still, her hands playing with her purse.
"I want you on your best behavior tonight, young lady," I say sternly, trying to lighten the mood.
"Seriously?" Lexi says in exasperation. "I'm freaking out about being too young for you and that's what you wanna say?"
"Right. Good point," I wince, my hands gripping the steering wheel. "We've had dinner with Allan and Amanda before, you like them. We even played paintball together."
"I know, I know," she sighs. "I'm being dumb. A fancy dinner like this just makes me feel like I need to be so grown up, and I'm not. I'm not."
"Yes, you are," I argue. "You are graduating, you have a plan for your future, and you are dating a sexy older man."
"Aren't we modest?" Lexi giggles. "Anyway, I'll be fine. I'm just a little nervous."
"You're all grown up," I smile at her softly.
"Maybe, but I'll always be a brat," she shrugs.
"In that case, I want you on a normal person's best behavior tonight," I tell Lexi as she blows a raspberry.
I carefully park the car in front of the fancy restaurant. Lexi is looking out the window at the well-dressed people, all of them older than she is. I remind her that she is an adult, a bratty adult, but still an adult. Then I take out my phone to quickly check my text messages. One is from Allan, letting me know that they're here. Another is from Kayla.
Kayla: Please text me when you're on the way home.
Steven: Hazel wants me to find her handcuffed to my bed with panties in her mouth?
Kayla: I knew you'd figure it out. Act surprised, please.
Steven: Sure, baby girl. I love you.
Kayla: Thanks! I love you, too! Have fun. :*
Putting my phone back in my pocket, I look over and notice Lexi is texting. She still looks slightly nervous, and I can't help but find her fascinating. She's nervous about being too young for me, yet she's determined to stay a brat. I have no doubt Lexi will be a smart-ass in her seventies.
"Hazel is gonna be handcuffed to the bed for us when we get home," I tell my girlfriend.
"Mm, that'll be fun," Lexi purrs. "That girl is an enigma. Hates being controlled but wants to be tied up."
"I think that's pretty normal," I reply with a frown. "A woman who is in control in her everyday life who loves surrendering control in the bedroom."
"I wonder if I'll have to take any human sexuality courses for my degree," she wonders. "That would be interesting."
"I don't know, ask Amanda," I say. "She has a psychology degree, remember?"
"I forgot all about that!" Lexi gasps. "What are we waiting for? Let's go!"
We meet up with Allan and Amanda outside the restaurant. Allan is dressed in a suit similar to mine. He has a slight beer belly, but it's barely noticeable. Amanda is wearing a little black dress that shows off a surprising amount of cleavage. Hugs are exchanged before we go inside and give our name for the reservation. Then we're shown to a table.
"How's your summer break so far, Lexi?" Allan asks politely while opening his menu.
"Pretty good," Lexi answers. "I love being able to sleep in. Though I did wake up early this morning for breakfast."
"I miss being able to sleep in," Amanda sighs. "Three kids makes that one tough."
"How old are they again?" Lexi inquires.
"Allan junior is ten, Kimberly will be eight in August, and Brandon is five," Amanda answers. "I love them, but it's nice to get away for some adult time."
"It really is," Allan agrees with a nod. "I swear they're the reason I have so much more gray than you, Steven."
"So far it's only my temples," I sigh. "I feel like there's a new one every time I look."
"I know! I saw one in the mirror when I was getting ready," Amanda grouses. "I yanked that fucker right out."
"At least you don't have to color your hair," Allan tells his wife.
"That's true," Amanda nods.
Amanda is a very pretty brunette with big brown eyes. She doesn't look her age and even has the same youthful face I remember from college. Standing at about Kayla's height, Amanda is several inches taller than Lexi. My old friend is carrying a few extra pounds, but it's barely noticeable. Being a stay at home mom to three kids probably results in plenty of exercise. I remember chasing Kayla around the house being quite the workout.
"I don't have any gray hair yet," Lexi mumbles, looking uncomfortable.
"Lucky you," I grunt.
"It makes you look distinguished," my girlfriend smiles.
"She's right," Amanda speaks up.
"Thanks, girls," I laugh, shaking my head.
The waiter arrives, momentarily ending our conversation as he explains the specials. We order drinks and an appetizer, and Lexi is once again reminded of her youth when she is forced to order a soda. Amanda requests wine, while Allan and I each go with beer.
"I feel guilty ordering alcohol," Amanda comments, looking guiltily at Lexi.
"It's fine," Lexi sighs, looking uncomfortable. "It happens when your boyfriend is twenty-two years older than you."
"He's been able to drink longer than you've been alive," Allan observes, laughing at his own joke.
"Allan, don't be an ass," Amanda admonishes, swatting him on the arm.
"Let's talk about something else," I suggest lightly. "Oh! Kayla's boyfriend and his friends invited the girls to launch a model rocket in the park today. It made me think of us playing with fireworks."
"How is a model rocket the same as fireworks?" Amanda frowns.
"Fun explosions," Allan quickly explains.
"I think you're doing it wrong if it goes boom," Lexi observes.
"Unless we're talking about sex!" Amanda exclaims before blushing and clapping her hands over her mouth as if she can't believe her own boldness.
"You go, girl!" Lexi laughs, clapping her hands.
"Looks like they have quite a bit in common," Allan chuckles.
"More than you realize," I reply. "Lexi has decided she wants to major in psychology."
"Beauty and brains; we are a lot alike!" Amanda grins. "I ended up being a stay-at-home mom, but I loved my undergraduate work."
"Any human sexuality classes?" Lexi asks with a smirk.
"Yes and no," Amanda answers. "I know they usually have one you can take, but it is not a requirement. You have the main courses, then a certain number of psychology electives. Do you know what you want to do with the degree?"



"I want to be a school psychologist." the redhead answers.
Our drinks and appetizer appear while Lexi and Amanda continue talking about undergraduate psychology work. The beers are in frosted mugs and look delicious. Amanda gets her wine, Lexi her soda, and the waiter places the appetizer in the middle of the table. This place can even make mozzarella sticks look classy.
"Is everyone ready to order?" the waiter asks.
"I think so. Ladies?" I respond.
Allan and I let the girls order so first so they can get back to their discussion. The waiter writes everything down before gracefully making his exit. Grabbing a plate, I dip a mozzarella stick in some sauce before taking a bite. It's hot, and the melted cheese is nice and gooey.
"Amanda claimed she took abnormal psychology so it would help her understand me better," Allan rolls his eyes before taking a sip of his beer.
"It didn't work," Amanda grunts. "There's no scientific explanation for you."
"Makes sense," Allan shrugs. "This much sexy in one body really shouldn't be possible."
"I should slap some sense into you," Amanda rolls her eyes.
"You really should," I agree. "I'm the one who pushes the bounds of sexiness."
"Do you want a slap, too?" Amanda asks me.
"Would you judge me if I said yes?" I counter smoothly. "Lexi's safe word is 'pineapple' so we'll use that."
"Baby!" Lexi gasps, her mouth open in shock.
"Get used to it, Lexi," Amanda laughs. "Old guy friends turn into twelve year old brats around each other."
"Remember when we were twelve?" Allan asks.
"Oh God, don't remind me," Amanda groans, shaking her head as she reaches for a mozzarella stick.
"Playing with fireworks wasn't the only thing they did?" Lexi inquires.
"Oh yeah, that's what we were talking about," I say, laughing lightly. "We used to get illegal fireworks and set them off in the woods."
"Fireworks. In the woods. In California. Smart," Lexi slowly nods. "You know we have a huge problem with wildfires, right?"
"Yeah, in retrospect that wasn't too bright of us," I acknowledge. "But, don't blame us guys. The girls were willing participants."
"We were, it's true," Amanda giggles, looking slightly guilty.
"Remember the bottle rocket?" Allan asks with a grin.
"Shit, I forgot about that!" I laugh loudly.
"What? What happened?" Lexi wonders.
"When we were fourteen the guys got a huge supply of fireworks," Amanda begins while we boys giggle like teenagers. "Aria stepped on a bottle rocket and it flew straight up into her face."
"Oh no!" Lexi exclaims. "Was she okay?"
"Yeah, she was fine," I answer. "She had to use cover up for her black eye."
"We never burned the forest down, but we did set the fence in Steven's yard on fire once," Allan comments.
"Fences didn't do too well around us," I explain. "I crashed a motorized dirt bike into a section once."
"It wouldn't start, so these two geniuses used an entire bottle of extra-strength starter fluid," Amanda tells Lexi. "Steven, who had never ridden a dirt bike, started it, then flew straight into the fence while my idiot stared at him with a clueless expression."
"I made sure he was okay!" Allan protests.
"I was fine," I inform a laughing Lexi. "The fence suffered a lot more than I did."
"Allan took out another fence when we were kids," Amanda continues. "We were competing on the swing set to see who could jump the farthest. Allan went too far back and discovered just how close the fence was to the swing set."
"So he hit the fence?" Lexi asks.
"He didn't just hit the fence," Amanda clarifies. "It was the top of the fence, so not only did he snap a few pickets, he flipped over it and landed in the next yard."
The two girls start laughing so hard their faces are turning red. Allan and I just sigh and sip on our beers. Amanda then starts telling more stories about our misadventures. Lexi is in hysterics as she learns of my various injuries. The hockey puck to the face, the lacrosse ball to the nuts, the minor electrocution incident.
All these stories are reminding me of my childhood. Of growing up with Aria, Allan, and Amanda. I remember the four of us just being friends, then crushes starting to develop as we mature. Our group of four occasionally splitting into guys and girls. We guys talk about girls, wonder what the girls are talking about. Through it all, we're still best friends. Fuck, I miss Aria.
"They're idiots, but they're our idiots," Amanda says, smiling affectionately at Allan.
"Yes, they are," Lexi agrees, her face lighting up as she reaches over to scratch the back of my head.
"At least we did all our stupid shit before everyone had phones that could take high quality video," Amanda comments, looking at Lexi with sympathy. "You do something stupid and you'll be on the internet forever."
"It's fine," Lexi begins, "I'm not dumb enough to think riding a bike into a swimming pool will end well for me."
"Oh look, our food's here," I point out, changing the subject.
The waiter arrives carrying a large round serving tray. He makes his way around the table, placing our food in front of us. We thank him before he makes his exit. The next few minutes pass in silence as the four of us enjoy the delicious entrees.
"When did they finally grow up?" Lexi asks Amanda.
"I'm still waiting," Amanda answers with a sigh.
"Shall I start telling Lexi about the stupid shit you and Aria did?" Allan challenges.
"We didn't do any stupid shit," Amanda rolls her eyes. "Aria and I were little princesses."
"You encouraged us," I remind Amanda. "You loved watching Allan and me get into trouble. The fireworks were your idea, it was Aria's suggestion to break into that abandoned house in the woods, and you talked us into picking up that snapping turtle."
"The turtle was hurt!" Amanda exclaims. "You needed to save him!"
"I almost lost a finger!" I argue.
"You were happy to do it," Amanda insists. "You guys had to show off for us; you were so madly in love, after all."
"Yeah yeah, whatever," Allan grumbles before taking a bite of his dinner.
"Remember that homeless person at the beach?" I ask, glaring at Amanda.
"Yup," Allan grunts.
"Don't blame the ladies because you two are slaves to the pussy," Lexi giggles. "Did they get jealous whenever guys paid attention to you?"
"That never really happened," Amanda answers while setting down her wine glass. "I think every guy knew who Aria and I belonged to. Neither of us ever dated anyone else. Allan is the only person I've ever been with. He'd be the only one I've kissed if Aria and I didn't teach each other to kiss."
"That's really sweet," Lexi smiles softly. "Although, I'm most interested in you and Aria teaching each other to kiss."
"Guys aren't the only ones who sit around talking about the opposite sex," Amanda blushes cutely.
"I wanna hear these stories!" Lexi chirps.
"Nothing really interesting happened until college," Amanda continues. "We didn't even start officially dating the guys until we were seniors in high school. When these two had grown up enough to not giggle whenever they heard the word 'boobies.'"
"Hey, Allan," I speak up after swallowing a bite of food, "she said 'boobies.'"
"I know, I heard!" Allan grins and laughs.
"Anyway," Lexi states with an eye roll, "tell me dirty college stories!"
"Aria and I were really conservative in high school, but we agreed that college was a time to be a little wild," Amanda begins as Lexi leans in to listen. "We were freshman and we were having a sleepover. Aria and I had watched porn together before, but we were telling dirty stories and we were both so turned on. We each got under a blanket and masturbated."
"Wait. What?" I ask, my eyebrows raised.
"Why am I just hearing about this?" Allan adds.
"We couldn't see anything!" Amanda laughs. "We just both jilled off at the same time. We saw each other's cum faces, that's it!"
"I love it!" Lexi giggles and claps.
"Another time, we had gone to a frat party," Amanda continues. "There was a lot of sex. One girl was getting fingered, a few girls showed their boobs, and we could hear people fucking in bedrooms."
"Sounds about right," Lexi nods. "Frat parties really haven't changed at all."
"And they never will," I interject.
"They will not," Amanda agrees. "We left early and had our own party. Aria and I decided to flash the guys. Steven is the only guy besides Allan to see my boobs."
"That was a good day," Allan grins happily. "You were both so beautiful, and you get more gorgeous with each passing year."
"Aw!" Lexi exclaims as Allan and Amanda kiss.
"So sweet," I add, smiling at my two best friends.
"I hope you enjoyed the view you got that night, Steven," Amanda blushes as she looks at me.
"They were a sight to behold," I reply smoothly, raising my mug in her direction before taking a sip.
Amanda keeps telling stories while we finish our meals. Allan is understandably mortified when Amanda talks about the first time giving him head and their first time sleeping together. I'm familiar with these stories, but what is news to me is the story of Aria and Amanda practicing blowjobs together on bananas. Apparently they even critique each other in high school and college.
The waiter clears the table and takes our dessert orders while we continue chatting. Lexi tells a few stories about the adventures of the Sluts. No one is being very graphic, often using euphemisms over the usual crude language I'm used to from Lexi. My girlfriend is only so comfortable around my best friends, after all. Amanda is usually a very modest person as well.
"You've really only ever been with Allan?" Lexi asks while we're eating dessert.
"Yeah," Amanda smiles. "It was something the four of us prided ourselves on. In a world full of break ups and divorces, we all got it right the first time."
"Then, Aria..." I trail off sadly.
"I know, I miss her," Amanda sighs.
"But, we like you very much, Lexi," Allan adds.
"Thanks," Lexi replies. "In my defense, I was definitely not the first after Aria."
"That was the lovely Megan Bauer," Amanda teases.
"I never confirmed that," I say quickly. "I don't kiss and tell."
"I told him he should have reached out to her again," Allan adds, ignoring me. "She wanted him. Don't get me wrong, I'm glad things turned out the way they did."
"He called me upset about betraying Aria after that weekend," Amanda reminds her husband. "He was in no shape to pursue her."
"Yeah, the next couple of hook ups weren't much better," I wince. "One woman left in the middle of the night while I was sleeping."
"Aw, baby!" Lexi exclaims, placing her hand on my thigh for strength. "It's okay, you've got me now. And Nicole. And your baby mamma. Ashley. Marcia. Your assistant. Then there's the detective. Yeah, you're definitely passed the stage of only being with one woman."
"We noticed," Amanda giggles nervously, her face slightly pink.
"We're not judging!" Allan stammers quickly. "In fact, ah, well..."
"Allan and I have been talking," Amanda speaks up, talking quickly. "We've only ever been with each other, and we love each other so much. Still, we've both wondered what someone else would be like. We don't think we'd be jealous, and, ah, you know, we think it might be something we should try at least once."
Lexi and I both stare across the table in stunned silence. The conversations at the paintball game make sense now. Allan asking me what it's like to be with other women, the questions Amanda has. They have to be planning to find hook ups elsewhere, right? They aren't actually suggesting what I think they are?
"At the same time, we don't just want to pick anyone," Allan continues when I don't respond. "Sharing each other is huge, and we want people we trust. Friends who care about us."
Holy shit. They really are asking. I'm not even sure what to say; Amanda and Allan are my best friends. Yes, Amanda is pretty, but I don't think of her that way. The bro code and all that. Amanda's face is bright red, but she's looking at me with determination. Allan, however, is looking away, unable to glance in Lexi's direction. It makes sense; he's asking to have sex with her.
"Are you asking to swing with us?" I ask, finding my voice.
"I don't know, maybe?" Amanda shrugs. "W-we were hoping we could at least talk about the possibility. I know I'm a little older, but I thought I still might be able to get your motor running."
"You're gorgeous, Amanda," I state sincerely, making her blush deepen.
"It's more about trust than anything," Allan adds, still unable to look at Lexi. "I trust you to be respectful with Amanda, and we like you, Lexi. I know I'm not as attractive as Steven, but ah, I thought maybe..."
"You're very handsome," Lexi giggles nervously while twirling a lock of auburn hair around her finger.
My eyes widen when it seems like Lexi is actually flirting with Allan. She can be kind of flirty with people for fun, guys and girls. Still, it's surprising under the circumstances. Lexi can't be actually considering this; she even has her no penetration rule. While she'll let a girl finger her, Lexi won't let anyone use a strap-on or dildo on her. My dick is the only one allowed inside her, not even fake cocks are an exception.
"We don't want to make things weird between us," Amanda says, looking mortified when we don't respond. "You can just forget we said anything."
"No, no," I reply. "We're all adults, it's not weird. We can talk about it."
"W-what do you think?" Allan inquires, glancing briefly at Lexi.
"I would never do anything to come between you two," I start with, looking at my two best friends. "As long as you're sure you can handle this, I think I'd be okay with getting involved. And as long as we're clear that anyone can stop things at any time, for any reason. The problem is, well..."
"The problem is me," Lexi interjects, taking a deep breath as she gathers her strength. "I have a complicated past. A lot of things happened that I'm not proud of, and I would let guys just use me and throw me away like trash."
"I would never do anything like that," Allan quickly insists. "I would treat you with respect. I think you're lovely, and if you wanted to, I'd be honored."
"It's true, Allan is great!" Amanda adds, taking his hand.
"I'm sure he is," Lexi nods as Amanda and Allan rest their entwined hands on the table. "It's just, ah, are you sure you want to do this?"
"What do you mean?" Allan wonders with a frown.
"I've been with a lot of guys," Lexi states plainly. "A lot. They don't matter. Steven is the only one who matters. You found the person for you early. Most people would be really jealous."
"I think Lexi just wants to make sure you don't do anything you'll regret," I say gently.
"We appreciate that," Amanda smiles. "That's one of the reasons we trust you."
"Amanda and I talked about it, and we're confident that this is right for us," Allan explains. "If you're not open to it, we understand. We just wanted to broach the topic and see what you thought."
"I never planned to ever be with another guy besides Steven," Lexi mumbles, looking both guilty and determined.
"Okay, no problem," Allan nods. "Thank you for hearing us out."
"And thank you for caring about us," Amanda adds while Allan takes a bite of his dessert. "We can talk about something else."
"Wait," Lexi says suddenly.
"Lexi?" I question, looking over at her and taking her hand.
"I don't think I could touch another guy," the redhead begins while squeezing my hand for support, "but maybe there's something else we can try."
"What's that?" Allan asks.
"We have a big bed, there's a lot of room," Lexi swallows weakly. "We could be on the bed at the same time while, you know, doing our thing."
"You're suggesting exhibitionism?" Amanda inquires.
"Yeah," Lexi answers. "No touching. We get off watching each other. It would also help you figure out if you really can handle sharing in the future. If Steven is okay with a guy watching me having sex?"
"No touching?" I ask, squeezing Lexi's hand. Jealousy flares inside me as I feel extremely possessive of this beautiful, wonderful young woman.
"None," Lexi confirms, shaking her head. "We can all just enjoy the view."
"Then I think I can handle that," I respond, leaning over to peck Lexi's cheek.
"It's a good idea," Allan agrees. "Amanda?"
"Okay," Amanda nods, looking slightly disappointed as she glances at me. "C-can we do this soon? I'm excited."
"When were you thinking?" I inquire, looking at Amanda.
"This week?" Amanda smiles and offers a helpless shrug.
"Someone's eager," Allan laughs.
"Yes. Yes, I am," Amanda blushes.
"Tomorrow is father-daughter day with Kayla," I frown. "I'm taking Lexi to work with me on Wednesday. I'll definitely want to hate-fuck her after listening to her complain about finance all day."
"Bite me," Lexi grunts.
"Yeah, that's the idea," I tease.
"Mm, now I'm really in the mood," Amanda giggles.
"The kids will still be with your parents when we get home," Allan reminds his wife.
"You are so getting the good loving tonight," Amanda purrs, running a finger down Allan's chest.
"Do you think you can get away Wednesday?" I ask, bringing the subject back to our plans. "Kayla is going to be on a double-date, and maybe I can pay Hazel to get out of the house for a little while."
"Dinner after work?" Allan suggests.
"Yes," I nod.
"I think we can convince my parents to watch the kids," Amanda grins. "Is it a date?"
"It's a date," Lexi and I both agree.
There's a little awkwardness in the air as we finish our desserts. Lexi and Allan are both a little nervous, Amanda is clearly excited, and I'm not sure how I feel. This is going to be very different for us. Lexi even comments on the fact that she's surprised we don't have a history of swinging. It just isn't something our group of four ever brings up during our very long friendship. We're older now, more experienced. And I have a new partner.
I insist on paying for dinner and am pleasantly surprised when no one argues with me. The four of us walk out of the restaurant. I'm holding hands with Lexi while Amanda clings to Allan. I think Amanda wants to jump him right in the parking lot. We quickly exchange hugs goodbye so Amanda and Allan can get home.
"Are you okay?" I ask Lexi as I pull out onto the street.
"I think so," Lexi nods. "Half the senior class has videos of me getting railed, so it's nothing new."
"You don't have to do this, you know?" I remind her.
"I know," she replies. "I don't want to touch him, but I really don't mind if he watches you make love to me. As long as you're okay with it."
"I am," I confirm. "Again, as long as he doesn't touch you."
"He won't," Lexi promises. "You're the only man I want."
"I love you, Lexi," I say sincerely.
"I love you, too," she grins. "Although, I feel bad for Amanda. She clearly wants some Steven dick. I can't blame her."
"I don't think Allan would be okay with it if there wasn't a swap," I wince. "It can't happen."
"She'll just have to live vicariously through me," Lexi shrugs. "Mm, just the thought is making me wet."
"It looks like Allan isn't the only one who's gonna get the good loving tonight," I smirk before my eyes go wide. "Shit!"
"What?" Lexi asks, her head whipping around to face me.
"I forgot to text Kayla that we're on our way," I explain.
"I'll do it," she offers, taking her phone out of her purse.
Lexi and I chat the rest of the drive home. My girlfriend still doesn't have a plan for tomorrow. I'll be spending the day with Kayla while Hazel visits her grandmother and brothers. I want to make a mean joke, but settle for suggesting Lexi plan something with Ashley and Marcia.



I park the car and text Kayla to let her know we're here. My daughter quickly replies that Hazel is ready, so Lexi and I head inside and make our way through the house. The door to the master bedroom is slightly ajar; a soft light pouring into the hallway indicates lit candles. Kayla's door is closed, but I lead Lexi that way so we can let my daughter know we're home.
"Fuck, I love your cock!" Kayla loudly moans just as I'm reaching for the doorknob. "I'm so wet for you, Ian. Oh God, baby!"
"Someone's having fun," Lexi giggles, placing her ear against Kayla's door to listen.
"I don't need to hear my daughter having phone sex," I state firmly, pulling Lexi toward our bedroom.
"We did already interrupt her when you texted her," Lexi admits as she allows me to direct her across the hall.
The master bedroom is illuminated by several candles placed throughout the room. The soft glow shines on the tan skin of the naked teenager in the bed. Hazel's hands are above her head, her wrists handcuffed to the headboard. Her long brown hair is in a sexy braid and a pair of panties are stuffed in her mouth. In addition, a blindfold tied around her head obscures her vision.
"Hello, Hazel," I call out in a friendly voice.
"Sup, whore?" Lexi chirps.
"Mmph!" Hazel grunts into the panties while spreading her legs wide to expose herself.
By unspoken agreement Lexi and I decide to take our time. I loosen my tie before placing my wallet and keys in their usual spot. Then I remove my shoes and socks while Lexi steps out of her heels. Hazel is making noises of annoyance while tugging on the handcuffs and slowly shifting her long, smooth legs.
"No need to rush, right?" I ask Lexi while removing my suit jacket.
"Right," Lexi agrees as she slips the dress down her body and lets it fall into a puddle at her feet. "She'll be fine where she is."
"MM!" Hazel groans, lifting her foot and slamming it back down on the bed.
My eyes flick back and forth between Hazel and Lexi. Hazel looks so sexy writhing naked on the bed, her impatience obvious. Lexi winks at me as she removes her bra, baring her small breasts to my hungry gaze. The redhead giggles before spinning around and pushing her panties down, letting me see her bum.
"Are you gonna get undressed?" Lexi asks, facing me with her hands on her hips. "Or are you just gonna stand there and perv on the two naked girls?"
"Right, sorry!" I jump, realizing I'm still half-dressed.
I get fully naked while watching Lexi sneak over to the bed. Reaching out, Lexi grabs Hazel's ankle. Before the tan girl can pull away, Lexi starts tickling the bottom of her foot. I can't help but smirk as Hazel starts screeching into the panties while writhing on the bed.
"Gotcha, bitch!" Lexi declares, continuing her attack while I approach the bed.
Hazel is unable to yank her foot out of Lexi's grip and she resorts to trying to use her other leg to kick the redhead. Lexi is leaning over the bed, her fingers dancing along the base of Hazel's foot. Deciding to rescue the pregnant teen, I get into position behind Lexi.
"No!" I admonish as I slap Lexi's butt cheek. "Bad girl!"
"Ah!" Lexi squeals, standing up and spinning around while covering her ass with her hands. She then starts hopping from foot to foot, her little boobies jiggling as she glares at me. "You fucker!"
"You deserved that," I tell Lexi while getting up on the bed. "I was gonna fuck you first to tease Hazel, but she's suffered enough."
"No no no!" Lexi stammers quickly, jumping up onto the bed. "I'm fucking horny!"
"Too bad, you'll have to wait," I shrug as I get between Hazel's spread legs.
Lexi kneels on the comforter, her naked ass resting on her heels as she crosses her arms and pouts. Shaking my head, I return my attention to Hazel who is currently pushing her hips toward me, indicating her desire to have me inside her. Still blindfolded and handcuffed, the beautiful woman is completely helpless before me.
Grabbing Hazel's thighs, I keep her legs spread as I line my cock up with her entrance. With both my hands occupied, I twist my hips until my mushroom head makes contact with Hazel's labia. The tan girl is completely soaked and I can feel her shiver in anticipation.
A soft moan escapes my lips as I push forward, burying my length in Hazel's warmth. Hazel groans into her underwear, her back arching as she welcomes me inside. My hands dig into her thighs, and I'm soon buried to the hilt in her teen twat, my balls resting against her ass.
Looking down at Hazel, I start to fuck her nice and hard. Her small boobs are jiggling on her chest as I relentlessly pound her tight pussy. She strains against the handcuffs while moaning and panting loudly. It takes me less than a minute to make her cum.
Lexi is unable to pretend to be upset any longer and soon joins in. Laying down next to Hazel, my sexy girlfriend starts sucking on the tan girl's titty. Her hand slips between Hazel's legs, rubbing her clit. Hazel is soon writhing on the bed, cumming hard. Refusing to give her a break, I push myself all the way inside and roll my hips, stimulating her vaginal walls.
"Mm! Mm! Hrmph! Mm!" Hazel groans.
"Let me suck it!" Lexi declares, laying her head on Hazel's stomach and opening her mouth wide. "Please, baby! Please, let me suck your dick!"
Pulling myself out of Hazel, I lift up slightly so I can shove my cock down Lexi's throat. The nymphomaniac redhead moans happily as she starts bobbing her head on me, gulping down my dick. Her green eyes are looking up at me with lust as she sucks hard. I release Hazel's legs so I can grab Lexi's head and start fucking her face.
"Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!" Lexi gurgles, drool running from her lips.
I slip myself from Lexi's mouth and grab myself at the base so I can slap her face with my dick. Then I shove myself back inside Hazel. For the next twenty minutes, I alternate between fucking Hazel's tight pussy and letting Lexi suck my dick. Both girls cum at least twice; Hazel orgasms on my cock while Lexi uses her own fingers to bring herself off.
"Getting close, where should I cum?" I ask while working my dick in and out of Hazel's young body.
"Cum in my mouth!" Lexi begs, her eyes wide as she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue. "Ah! Please! I wanna swallow it!"
"Only if you promise to share with your Slut-sister," I admonish, looking down at Lexi's lightly-freckled face.
"Yes, sir! Yes, I promise!" Lexi nods her head rapidly before opening wide and once more extending her tongue. "Ah!"
I thrust into Hazel several more times before pulling out. Then I grab the back of Lexi's head and push into her mouth. Lexi starts bobbing her head on me, her cheeks caving in as she sucks hard, clearly doing everything she can to draw my orgasm out of me.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I gasp, my leg shaking. "I'm gonna cum! Keep sucking, keep sucking! I'm gonna cum! Fuck, Lexi!"
Holding Lexi's head in both hands, I roughly pull her face against me. Her lips are stretched around my base and I can feel her nose pressing against me. My cock swells as I explode in Lexi's mouth. She lets out a choked gurgling noise as I start shooting. Realizing I'm cumming straight down her throat, I pull her back so the last few spurts coat her tongue.
Falling backwards, I catch myself with my hands as I gasp for breath. I'm weak in the aftermath of my orgasm, practically seeing spots. Looking at the girls, I watch as Lexi sits up and pulls the panties from Hazel's mouth. Before the taller girl can react, Lexi is on top, pressing her lips against Hazel's so they can swap my cum.
Getting out of bed, I walk on shaky legs so I can grab a bottle of water. I chug half of it as I watch Lexi and Hazel make out. Lexi is running one hand along Hazel's side while using the other hand to squeeze Hazel's breast. They're both moaning while rubbing their pussies together.
"I'm gonna go get more water," I say. "You two seem fine without me."
"We are, get lost," Lexi calls out before resuming her kiss with Hazel.
I finish the bottle of water before putting on a robe and leaving the room. The mini fridge is empty, so I have to go to the kitchen to get water. I toss the empty bottle in the recycling before grabbing three cold waters from the refrigerator and returning to the bedrooms.
There's loud music coming from Kayla's closed door. She must be finished having phone sex with Ian. Holding the three waters in one hand, I walk up to Kayla's door and knock loudly. It soon becomes apparent that she can't hear me, so I decide to just open the door.
Kayla is in the middle of her bedroom wearing purple panties with ruffles and a black bra. Her raven locks are in a ponytail and she is dancing around the room while singing into a hairbrush. The female singer's voice is coming from the wireless speaker on her desk. The song is going on about haters and how they're going to hate. I have no clue what the fuck this means, but it's very entertaining watching my daughter bounce around in her underwear while loudly singing. The song even talks about shaking, and Kayla shakes her ass while tossing her head back and forth.
"Daddy!" Kayla squeals loudly when she finally turns to face me. Her eyes are wide and a blush is creeping up her face.
"Encore!" I cheer, inclining my head in her direction.
"Did you forget how to knock?" she asks rhetorically as she walks over to her desk and sets down her improvised microphone before turning off the speaker.
"I did knock, you didn't answer," I reply, trying not to laugh.
"I was busy!" Kayla snaps, her face bright red.
"I can see that," I chuckle. "Maybe if college doesn't work out you can try for a singing career. You had some nice moves, baby girl."
"Did you want something?" she asks, glaring at me.
"I just wanted to let you know we're home," I reply.
"How was dinner?" Kayla follows up with.
"It was good," I answer. "I should get back to the girls. See you in the morning?"
"Okay," she nods. "Goodnight, Daddy."
"Sweet dreams, Kayla," I respond, turning to leave. "Oh, and remember to always sing from your diaphragm."
"Hate, hate, hate, hate, hate!" Kayla calls out after me.
Returning to the master bedroom, I find the girls in a sixty-nine. Hazel is still handcuffed, and Lexi is on top of the pregnant teen, grinding her crotch down on the tan girl's face. I can see Lexi is licking Hazel's clit while sawing two fingers in and out of her sopping cunt.
Placing the bottles of water on the bedside table, I remove my robe and sit in bed to relax while the two girls are going at it. Taking small sips of water while listening to Lexi and Hazel moan, I notice the handcuff key is resting on the table. Picking it up, I run it between my fingers as time passes.
"Mm, I love pussy and cum," Lexi declares as she gets off of Hazel and lays down beside me.
"Me, too," Hazel gasps, her sweaty chest rising and falling with her breathing. I quickly notice the blindfold is gone now.
"You're really getting into the bondage thing, Hazel," I observe.
"I like it," Hazel blushes cutely while wriggling slightly. "Uh, could you let me out? I love being helpless, but I really, REALLY have to pee."
I hand Lexi the handcuff key so she can free Hazel. Lexi and I sip on water as we both watch Hazel's naked ass sway. Her long braid is almost reaching her ass and it swings back and forth with each step she takes. Hazel switches on the bathroom light, not bothering to close the door.
Lexi passes me her water so I can place it back on the bedside table. The fiery redhead then curls up beside me. I feel her reach between my legs and take hold of my flaccid penis. Her soft hand feels nice as she slowly runs it along the shaft.
"Can I help you?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"It's comforting," Lexi replies in a small voice.
"It comforts you to hold my penis?" I ask to clarify.
"Yes," Lexi confirms. "Don't judge."
"I wouldn't dream of it," I tell her.
Hazel returns a few minutes later and snags a bottle of water. I'm at the edge of the bed, so she settles for sitting across from me, facing me. Her legs are crossed, and I can see her delicate pink labia are slightly parted in her arousal. She takes several sips of water before speaking.
"How was dinner?" Hazel asks.
"It was fine," Lexi replies, still holding my dick.
"Allan and Amanda asked to swing with us," I answer.
'Whoa, seriously?" Hazel wonders.
"Yeah," Lexi slowly nods.
"So, Steven might actually sleep with someone his own age?" Hazel giggles.
"No, smart-ass," I roll my eyes as I wrap an arm around Lexi's delicate shoulders. "Lexi doesn't want to sleep with any guy but me. I couldn't handle sharing her, anyway."
"So, they're gonna come over for dinner Wednesday," Lexi continues, pressing herself against me as her grip on my shaft tightens. "We'll fuck in front of each other, but no touching."
"Allan and Amanda must be disappointed," Hazel comments. "But, I understand. Lexi has her reasons."
"Thank you for being understanding," Lexi says, sounding vulnerable.
"We're Slut-sisters, remember?" Hazel asks with a grin. "We talked about this earlier."
"We did," Lexi nods. "And yeah, I think Allan and Amanda were both disappointed. Amanda definitely wants Steven."
"And who could blame Allan for wanting to have sex with a hot eighteen year old?" I ask rhetorically, making both girls laugh.
"Steven suggested giving you money to get out of the house for awhile," Lexi giggles.
"Ass," Hazel grunts. "Maybe there's a better idea."
"What's that?" I ask.
"Well, you four can still watch each other," Hazel begins slowly. "But, if Amanda wants Steven, and Allan wants eighteen year old cunt..."
"Yes?" Lexi prods gently.
"I'll do it," Hazel declares, looking right at me. "I'll have sex with him."
"Hazel, you don't have to do that," I remind her.
"Of course not, but why not?" Hazel challenges. "I can't get pregnanter."
"I don't think that's a word," Lexi interjects.
"Well, then I definitely can't get it," Hazel reasons. "Look, swinging is about trust. Both sets of partners trusting each other. Allan and Amanda trust you. Lexi isn't an option, which is fair. Me? I'm not your partner, but I'm still your baby mamma. There's a bond between us, even if we aren't a couple. It'll make me feel like I'm really a part of your life, that I belong."
"I suppose that makes sense," I say, frowning slightly. "Maybe we can all have dinner and just see what happens?"
"And no one does anything they aren't completely comfortable with," Lexi adds.
Hazel and I both agree as we continue chatting about our days. The spa is a huge hit and all the girls are very grateful. It seems like the Sluts are well on their way to resolving their issues. I assure them that conflicts are perfectly normal in every relationship. The real test is in how the relationships respond to those conflicts. Everyone needs to be willing to work toward a solution together.
With Lexi's hand constantly on my dick, it isn't long before I start to harden. I'm talking with Hazel when Lexi suddenly lowers her head into my lap and starts sucking. I rest my right hand on Lexi's head while fingering her with my left hand. Hazel just watches with a small smirk on her face.
Eventually, Lexi wants to have sex. I get behind her while she crouches in doggystyle and start fucking the redhead from behind. Hazel is kneeling beside me, one hand on my ass as she nibbles on my earlobe and whispers encouragements for me to spank Lexi, to pull her hair, to fuck her harder.
Lexi cums twice before falling forward, allowing my cock to slip out of her. She then rolls onto her back and smiles up at me seductively. Before I can pounce, Hazel announces that it's her turn. The tan girl wants something very special.
A few minutes later, Hazel is crouched on all fours, sucking my dick while I hold her ponytail. Lexi is kneeling behind Hazel and using the strap-on to fuck Hazel doggystle. I can't help but watch Lexi's boobs bounce while she holds Hazel's butt and slams the fake cock up Hazel's twat.
Lexi and I make Hazel cum three times, leaving her a drooling mess on the bed. With one girl defeated, it's time to defeat the redhead. Hazel is just coherent enough to tell me about Lexi's promise to take it up the ass as a thank you for the spa treatments.
Hazel is laying on her stomach, her butt still in the air as she drools on the pillow while Lexi ditches the sex toy. Then I lube up my cock before pushing a lube covered finger up Lexi's bum. Once we're ready, I ease my dick up Lexi's ass and start pounding her.
The bed is squeaking, but it's barely audible over Lexi's screams of pleasure. With her head and chest on the bed, Lexi has one hand between her legs so she can rub her clit. My hands are on her ass as my cock repeatedly slams up her backdoor, claiming her tightest hole.
"Where's my cock? Where is it?!" I hiss, reaching down to grab a handful of her auburn hair.
"In my ass!" Lexi screeches. "Oh God, it's in my ass!"
Lexi begs me to be rough with her, to talk dirty, to call her a slut. I'm happy to oblige, and my actions help her cum nice and hard. When her strength runs out, she simply lays limp, drooling on the bed right beside Hazel. Lexi's ass is also in the air, but unlike Hazel's, the redhead's bum is being stretched by my dick.
When I reach my limit, I slam myself into her several times while pumping cum into Lexi's butt. At the end of my orgasm, I push on Lexi's butt cheeks as I struggle to extract myself from her tight ass. That's when I realize that I win again; she's out cold.
Once the three of us recover we go to the bathroom to clean up. A shower is much better when two nude eighteen year old girls are soaping me up. I even end up pressing both girls against the shower glass and fucking them from behind. They giggle when I take a moment to get out of the shower and admire their tits. Boobs look great when pressed against a glass shower door.
I cum in Hazel's mouth, and she shares my load with Lexi before they both swallow me down. Then the three of us go through our nighttime routine before blowing out the candles. We snuggle in bed, my arms around both of them as we watch television. I'm not sure exactly who falls asleep first, but it doesn't really matter.
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-Witty
Warning: This chapter is very, very heavy on the relationship between Steven and Kayla. If incest is not your thing, you might not like this one. Although, if you are really against the incest aspect, I'm kind of shocked you're still reading!
~Kayla~
"Fuck me! Fuck my slutty pussy!" I beg loudly, my jaw clenching as my back arches and my tits jiggle on my chest. "Yes! Oh God, yes, pound me! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
I'm laying naked in my bed, my legs spread wide and knees bent. Both my hands are tightly gripping the large dildo I'm pushing in and out of my cunt. It feels fucking great, and the sensations are only heightened by the vibrator currently buzzing up my butt.
My masturbation sessions usually aren't this intense, but I am in a mood this morning. Besides, sometimes a girl just wants to treat herself. It's Tuesday morning and it's father-daughter day; I intend to treat myself all day. I'm not even sure what we're doing, but I'm excited! We'll figure it out over breakfast. For now, I need to make myself feel good.
Keeping a firm grip on my dildo with one hand, I reach up with my other hand to massage my breast. Grabbing my nipple between my fingers, I roughly tug on it, causing me to gasp and groan. A strand of sweaty raven hair is clinging to my face as my breathing grows more and more rapid.
"Mm, never stop fucking me! Oh God, I need cock!" I whine while squirming on the bed. "Keep going, please! I'll be a good girl, I'll be a good girl."
I continue working the dildo in and out of my body, feeling my strong vaginal muscles clenching the sex toy. With the help of the vibrator, both my holes feel nice and full. Pulling upwards on my nipple, I stretch my titty before releasing it and slapping the large mound.
"Fuck, I'm, ah, cumming! Hrmph! Ah! Ugh! Mm!" I grunt, my toes curling as I experience the tiny electric shocks of a full-body orgasm. "Cum. In. Me! Cum for Kayla! Cum!"
My eyes close, my mouth opening as I let out a series of gasping grunts. The dildo is jammed up my twat, the vibrator is buzzing in my bum, and I'm cumming hard. I imagine two real dicks are inside my pussy and ass, filling me with cum. My orgasm returns with renewed strength when I picture men standing over me, showering me with semen. It's all over me; covering my face and titties, running down my stomach, more filling my mouth. Warm, thick, sticky cum.
"Oh, fuck!" I groan, my body twitching as I experience very pleasant orgasm aftershocks.
I slowly ease the dildo out of my pussy, my labia gripping the sex toy as if reluctant to let it go. Pulling the vibrator out of my butt, I switch it off before laying in bed panting for a couple minutes. I feel incredibly relaxed after my orgasm, but I'm not entirely sure my legs are working.
Ian, Stephanie, and I text for a few minutes. I even make sure to send them a few shots of the girls. They're going to spend today together since Stephanie is missing the double-date with Ashley and Josh. Daddy texts me, letting me know he's awake. I guess I have to get ready.
Sitting up, I scoot over to the edge of my bed and stand up. Then I stumble, my legs giving out and causing me to collapse with a loud yelp. Grabbing the edge of my bed, I pull myself to my feet. My legs are still shaky, but I can walk now that I know what to expect.
I wash my sex toys in my bathroom sink. It's so convenient having my own bathroom, one attached to my bedroom. I don't have to worry about anyone seeing me naked, I can leave my sex toys out, and no one is ever in the bathroom when I need it.
Turning on the hot water, I step into the shower and sigh in contentment when I feel the warmth on my skin. I soap up my naked body while thinking about how horny I still am and how great my private bathroom is. Maybe I should get one of those dildos with a suction cup so I can imagine I'm getting fucked from behind in the shower.
My morning routine is pretty typical, though I do manage to almost fall in the shower while shaving my legs. I'm apparently very clumsy today. At least I manage to finish shaving, clean my teeth, and take my birth control pill without falling again.
Deciding I want to look extra hot, I dress in my fancy red lace bra and matching red panties. Then I slip on a floral print sundress that's white with red and pink flowers. The shoulder straps are thick enough to hide my bra, and it has a cute ruffle skirt that falls to my knees. The square cut provides a teasing glimpse of my cleavage. It's a hot summer day, so I go with a cute pair of sandals for my feet.
Daddy and I really don't have a plan for today, so I don't know exactly what I'm going to need. I throw a few things that might be useful into my overnight bag. Slipping my phone in my back pocket, I toss my purse and overnight bag over my shoulder before walking across the hall and knocking on the door to the master bedroom.
"Come in!" Daddy's voice calls out.
"See? That's what knocking is," I point out as I walk in the room.
"What's she talking about?" Hazel wonders. The tan girl is sitting on the bed in a pair of panties while watching television and brushing her long brown hair.
"I walked in on her dancing in her underwear last night," Daddy answers with a smirk as he places his wallet in his shorts. "She was singing into a hairbrush."
"Daddy!" I exclaim, mortified.
"Really? That's hysterical!" Lexi giggles. The redhead is sitting at Mommy's vanity. Like Hazel, Lexi is brushing her hair while only wearing panties.
"Whatever, bitch," I grunt, crossing my arms beneath my breasts. "I could start telling embarrassing stories about you."
"Go for it," Lexi challenges, shrugging her shoulders as if she doesn't care.
I freeze as I start trying to think of something embarrassing about the redhead that only I know. Various expressions of frustration cross my face, and I can see Lexi smirking in the mirror as she watches my reflection. Lexi is my best friend, my Slut-sister. However, we don't have the history I have with the other girls. Panicking, my eyes land on Hazel who is still sitting on the bed.
"Hazel peed herself in third grade!" I declare.
"During class?" Lexi asks, her eyes and mouth wide.
"Kayla!" Hazel exclaims angrily. "I didn't do anything!"
"Sorry, sorry!" I wince, waving my hands in my anxiety. "I panicked."
"What happened?" Daddy wonders, looking at Hazel.
"I, ah, well, um..." Hazel blushes as she looks around wildly. "In fourth grade Kayla threw up in Marcia's lunch box and told her it was Ashley!"
"Bitch!" I hiss as Daddy and Lexi laugh.
"Wait. What was wrong with going to the bathroom to throw up?" Daddy asks.
"Hazel was so nervous during her first kiss she farted! Loudly," I reply, once again diverting the attention from me.
"You swore you'd never tell anyone about that!" Hazel gasps, slamming her fist down onto the bed while still clenching the hairbrush.
"Maybe we should just change the subject?" Daddy suggests.
"No way, this is great!" Lexi chirps, turning around to watch us. "Your turn, Hazel."
"Um, I'm not sure," Hazel mumbles.
"Okay, I win. Let's move on," I say quickly. "Ready to go to breakfast, Daddy?"
"Wait, wait!" Hazel exclaims, gesturing with the hairbrush. "Ah, when we were six Kayla got a bee sting in her lady parts!"
"I did," I acknowledge.
"How does that happen?" Lexi wonders.
"Oh yeah, I remember that," Daddy nods. "Aria and I took the kids swimming at the lake. They changed into bathing suits in stalls. We left our clothes out on the grass while we were swimming. A bee must have landed on them, so when Kayla went into the stall to change she got stung."
"Ouch. That must have hurt," Lexi winces with sympathy.
"Mommy looked at me in the bathroom. It was so humiliating," I explain, making a disgusted face as I remember.
"At least your parents are cool," Hazel points out. "I wouldn't have trusted my mom enough to look down there."
"Was it always so bad?" Daddy inquires, looking at Hazel in concern. "I know they were tough, but they seemed to take good care of you."
"They had standards I was expected to live up to. Or else," Hazel rolls her eyes. "Then they dumped the kids on me while they worked. Fine, they needed money, I get that. Life's a bitch. Still, I always got the feeling they never really wanted kids. They just felt having us was expected of them."
"That's horrible!" I gasp. I can't imagine not feeling wanted. Every day I know how much Daddy loves me.
"How are things for your brothers now?" Daddy asks.
"Okay, I think," Hazel answers. "Our parents gave Scott his phone back. They probably know I'm going to see my brothers, but there isn't much they can do. They'll be working. I can't wait to see all three of them today. They'll be at our grandmother's."
"That's good," Lexi speaks up.
"Are your parents still going to that new church?" I wonder.
"Yeah, I think so," Hazel nods. "Their former pastor actually had the audacity to counsel forgiveness and compassion for me, so they're never going back there. I don't want to know what the new one is telling them about me."
"Probably best not to think about it," Daddy agrees. "We'll find a way for your brothers to meet their niece or nephew when the time comes."
"Thank you," Hazel smiles softly.
"Did you come up with something to do today, Lexi?" I ask. "Or is Hazel going to go through with tying you to a tree out back?"
"Marcia and Ashley are gonna come over after breakfast," Lexi answers with an eye roll. "Bitch."
"Goodbye, house," Daddy says sadly, looking around the room with an expression of regret.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims while Hazel and I laugh. "Marcia is very responsible."
"At least you're honest about which one of you is most mature," Daddy smirks.
Hazel and Lexi put on robes so they can head down to breakfast. Daddy and I walk down with them before hugging and kissing the two girls goodbye. Like me, Daddy has an overnight bag with a few essentials, so we're ready to go! I hop in the passenger seat, smiling widely as Daddy drives us to the restaurant for breakfast.
"Did Lexi do okay at dinner last night?" I ask while we're eating breakfast at a nice diner. "I know she was nervous."
"She did very well," Daddy answers, looking like he's considering whether or not to tell me something. He comes to a decision a moment later. "Although, we were both a little surprised when Allan and Amanda asked to swing with us."
"What!" I gasp a little too loudly. Wincing, I lean in and speak softer. "They did what?!"
"They asked to swing with us," Daddy confirms. "Lexi was surprised it never came up with your mother."
"I don't think Hurricane Lexi realizes how much she changes everything around her," I snort. "That slutty fireball of naked energy makes everyone around her want to strip down and fuck."
"She certainly did arrive wet and wild," he laughs before taking a bite of his pancakes.
"Just don't let her leave with your house and car," I add with a smirk.
"How do you know that joke, young lady?" Daddy asks with fake sternness.
"Your little girl is far from innocent," I husk.
"A father does not need to think about such things," he tells me.
"I thought you liked the wet and wild side of me?" I inquire, twirling a lock of raven hair around my finger as I run my foot up his calf.
"Kayla, we're in public!" Daddy hisses nervously.
"Mm, just wait until we're alone," I purr before returning to the topic at hand. "Lexi said no, right? She won't even let us put a dildo in her, so I can't imagine her agreeing to a real dick."
"She suggested having sex in the same room. An exhibitionism thing," Daddy answers. "Allan and Amanda are coming over for dinner tomorrow. Hazel found out and offered to fuck Allan. So, yeah, Hurricane Lexi. I never would have expected something like that from Hazel six months ago."
"I think it'll be good for her," I say slowly as I think things over.
"Why's that?" he follows up with.
"Hazel needs to realize that she's family," I explain. "She's not just a friend or some girl you stuck your cock in. I'm sick of her going on and on about needing to pull her weight and not accept our help. We're her family. Allan and Amanda are married, they're the most important people in each other's lives. Hazel being the one to swap with you elevates her to family. She isn't just some girl filling a spot, she's special. Someone special enough for that unique experience with the four of you."
"When did you get to be so wise?" Daddy smiles at me. "And Hazel herself observed something similar. I wish I could do even more to convince her that we're not going to throw her away. She's part of our lives forever."
"Maybe you can," I reply while lifting my coffee cup to my lips.
"You have something in mind?" he inquires.
"You could get her a promise ring," I suggest after taking a sip of coffee.
"Ugh, I hate promise rings," Daddy grunts. "They're basically a pre-engagement ring. What's next? A pre-promise ring? Where does it stop?"
"They're not just about romance, old man," I giggle. "It's a promise. What promise you make depends on the two people in the relationship. It doesn't have to be romantic. Love. Loyalty. You can promise to always be there for Hazel and the baby. Tell her the truth; even if she falls in love and marries someone else, you'll still be a father to that baby. Even if it's obvious you aren't the biological father you won't love that baby any less."
"When you put it that way maybe I should," he frowns, clearly deep in thought.
"You definitely should!" I insist. "There's a jewelry store in the mall. I'll help you pick it out. You can even buy me something as a thank you."
"Oh, I can?" Daddy rolls his eyes before continuing. "I don't know Hazel's ring size."
"We can figure that out," I answer, pulling out my phone. "Hazel doesn't wear her class ring and she already left for her grandmother's. I'll have Lexi find it and measure it with some online guide or something."
"Did she get her class ring sized to her ring finger?" he asks.
"No idea," I shake my head while typing on my phone. "Hazel has thin fingers. It'll be close enough."
Daddy pulls out his own phone while I text with Lexi. The redhead agrees that a promise ring is a great idea, although she seems a little apprehensive about Daddy giving one to another girl. I reassure her that Daddy loves her and he isn't going anywhere.
We finish our meal and Daddy pays. Slinging my purse over my shoulder, I walk next to him as we leave the diner and make our way back to the car. Daddy opens the passenger side door, holding it for me and gesturing for me to get in. So sweet!
"Okay," Daddy says while holding the car door. "A couple of quick stops before we go to the mall? Then we'll decide what to do with the rest of the day?"
"Yes," I agree with a nod. "Who were you talking to earlier?"
"Stacey," he replies. "Just some work stuff."
"I hope you told her to bring aspirin to work tomorrow," I giggle. "Lexi is gonna be climbing the walls."
"Lexi will be fine," Daddy chuckles, resting his elbows on the door.
"Right! April gave you the green light to nail Stacey," I say, my face lighting up. "Threesome in your office?"
"I doubt it," he shakes his head. "There will be other people working, Kayla. Besides, I'm not sure April will be okay with sharing Stacey with Lexi just yet."
"Shame," I shrug. "Hey! Maybe Stacey can bring April to the office. You're bringing Lexi. You can call it 'bring your slutty girlfriend to work day.'"
"I think April has to work," Daddy chuckles, shaking his head.
"That sucks," I respond. Then I notice Daddy looks upset, like he's deep in thought. "Is something wrong?"
"I've just been thinking a lot lately," Daddy responds after looking around to make sure no one is close enough to hear us. "Maybe April's right to be against our sexual relationship."
"Well, it does make sense," I mumble, my heart racing as terror of where this conversation is going fills me, "considering what happened to her."
"Right, that does explain why she had such an intense reaction," he agrees calmly. "She still has a point. I'm your father, it's my job to raise you and take care of you. Not take advantage of you."
"You're not taking advantage of me," I state firmly. "You're an amazing father who takes great care of me. I went after you and nothing happened before I was eighteen."
"I'm still the parent. I'm responsible," Daddy counters, looking at me seriously. "Most people would be as repulsed as April was. It is very illegal."
"That doesn't mean it's wrong," I mumble, feeling my eyes start to water. "Daddy..."
Please. Please don't stop this. I need it. I need you. You're the most important person in my life. You love me so much. I know you would die for me without a second thought. You're my father and my mother. My friend. My lover. I want to make love with you for the rest of my life. My mouth opens and closes several times as I try to voice these thoughts.
"You're right. Just because something is illegal doesn't mean it's wrong," he agrees, looking heartbroken. "There are a lot of crazy laws out there. And I know this is not the best place to talk about this, but I've been thinking about it for awhile. I know it's way too late to pretend to be noble now, and I don't want to cheapen our bond. It's amazing. It's perfect. I love you, Kayla."
I start moving as the tears begin running down my cheeks. Rushing around the car door, I throw my arms around Daddy, hugging him tightly. He wraps his arms around me, hugging me tightly. I melt into his embrace, shivering slightly as I do everything I can to lose myself in his feel, his scent, his warmth. His love.
"Please, Daddy. Please," I sob into his chest.
"You're an adult, getting ready to start your own life," he points out. "I just don't want your life to be ruined before it even starts by a public allegation."
"I don't want to stop. Ever," I sniffle.
"I know, baby girl," Daddy whispers, kissing the top of my head while burying a hand in my hair. "I don't either."
"We don't have to!" I exclaim, pulling back slightly so I can look up at him with a tear-streaked face. "The people who know won't tell anyone. We'll be more careful so no one else finds out."
"I'm not saying we have to stop completely," he says softly as his hands reach up to gently brush away my tears. "Not yet, at least."
"What are you saying?" I wonder, my green eyes shimmering as I gaze at Daddy's handsome face.
"We have to be careful. We, I have been too sloppy," Daddy answers after looking around again to make sure there is no one in the parking lot who is paying attention to us. "I didn't think anything of kissing you when I knew April was around. Someone who didn't know about us."
"So, what do we do?" I ask, unsure how to feel.
"We need to have rules, and we need to stick with them." he explains. "No playing with anyone around who we don't intimately trust or who doesn't already know our secret."




"I guess that makes sense," I nod reluctantly. "What if we're involved in some group play time?"
"As long as they're not strangers, we can do that," Daddy confirms. "I'm sorry, I just want to do what's best for you."
"I understand," I tell him. "I love you, Daddy. I do want to keep making love with you, but I understand not everyone would accept it. As long as you aren't cutting me off completely, I'm okay."
"Good," he smiles.
"Uh, Daddy?" I ask with a small grin.
"Yes?" he replies.
"Is where we're going today a place where no one knows we're related?" I lick my lips seductively.
"Why, yes. Yes, it is," Daddy smirks before kissing my forehead. "Now, get in the car. We have things to do."
Daddy and I don't talk much as he drives down the street. I don't ever want to lose him. I can't ever lose him. I know that I'm growing up, and I'll eventually move out and start my own life. Maybe I'm being childish and codependent, but I'm not ready. I'm not. I'm not going to get a dorm room; I'm staying with Daddy.
It works out, anyway. Daddy and Hazel will need someone to babysit, to change dirty diapers, to just give them a break. To reign in Hurricane Lexi. My relationship with Daddy may include sex, but it isn't about sex. It's about so much more. Our family is unusual, but there is so much love here. The future is terrifying, but I know we'll meet it together.
"What are we doing here?" I frown when Daddy parks the car at a flower shop.
"I just need to get something real quick," he answers, unbuckling his seat belt. "I'll be right back."
I watch as Daddy disappears through the front door of the flower shop before shrugging and taking out my phone. Social media is very active with most of my friends posting about what they are doing in the week before graduation. Lots of parties, beach time, and dating.
"What's that for?" I ask, turning around to watch as Daddy places a basket with orange chrysanthemums in the backseat.
"You'll see," Daddy replies before shutting the door and coming up front.
"You're being weird," I comment while Daddy gets up front and starts the car.
"Yup," he smirks, putting the car in reverse and backing out.
Rolling my eyes, I return my attention to my phone. I poke Hazel while checking her profile, noticing that a few people are commenting on her page to ask if she's really pregnant. There's no response from Hazel. I know people are reaching out to her privately as well. Just what she needs.
Sighing, I look up as Daddy pulls into the cemetery. My heart drops. Father-daughter day. Of course we're coming here. I can't believe I'm so stupid and just realizing it. Now I understand why Daddy's being quiet. We're here to visit Mommy.
A thin film of tears covers my eyes as Daddy parks the car in the right spot. I can see it from here; Mommy's headstone. Letting out a breath, I unbuckle my seat belt and get out of the car. Daddy takes the flowers out of the back before joining me.
"Ready?" he asks, his voice thick with emotion.
"I think so," I mumble.
"Sorry, maybe I should have just told you," Daddy winces, his hands tight around the flower basket.
"Afraid I'd chicken out on coming if you did?" I wonder.
"Or I would," he answers.
By unspoken agreement, Daddy and I start walking toward Mommy's headstone. The grass is long, and I can feel it tickling my feet as we approach. Tears start to run down my cheeks while I watch Daddy place the flowers down. He stands up and presses two fingers to his lips before placing them against the top of the headstone.
"Hi, Mommy," I say in a small voice as Daddy stands beside me and wraps an arm around my shoulders.
The tears continue to flow as I look at the beautiful headstone. I miss her. I miss my mother so fucking much. Yet, she's gone forever. Daddy and I walk around to the back of the headstone where her name is listed. The writing proves the sad reality.
Aria Thomson: 31 October, 1984 -- 13 October, 2014
I start to sob when I see the second line.
Steven Thomson: 29 September, 1984 -
"W-why is your name there?" I stammer, unable to think straight.
"It's always been there, honey," Daddy answers in a confused voice.
"But, why?" I wonder, my mouth dry.
"I know it's kind of morbid, but it's normal to have the name of a spouse added like that," he explains. "Despite how often you girls joke about my age, it'll hopefully be a long, long time before you need to worry about it."
"No!" I screech, falling to my knees while clenching my head in both hands. I shake my head back and forth as my fingers dig into my scalp. "No, no, no, no, no!"
I can hear Daddy's voice calling my name but he sounds so far away. Even when he kneels beside me and hugs me tightly I can still barely hear him. My entire body is shaking as I break down into uncontrollable sobs. It's too much. I can't breathe, I can't think.
Memories of just after Mommy's death rush through my mind. The crying, the heartbreak, the night terrors. I remember waking up screaming. They get better over time, but I still have the occasional nightmare. Even now. I remember a very recent dream of Daddy dying. No. He can't die. He can't ever die.
"Kayla! Kayla?" Daddy whispers urgently as he holds me close.
"I'm sorry," I mumble, finally able to calm down while in the safety of his arms.
"It's okay, I'm the one who should be sorry," he replies, kissing the top of my head. "We shouldn't have come here. I'm an idiot."
"W-where am I supposed to be?" I ask with a frown, looking from the headstone to Daddy. "Where will I be buried? What about Lexi?"
"Let's not worry about that right now, okay?" Daddy asks while helping me to my feet. "We should get going. I'm sorry I brought you here."
"N-no," I shake my head slightly as I struggle to gather my thoughts. "It's a good idea. I want to visit Mommy."
Daddy and I stand over Mommy's grave in silence as I gather myself. Definitely not the best start to father-daughter day, but coming here is the right decision. I'm graduating high school and I need to see my mother. I hope she's proud of me. I hope she's proud of us, too.
"I know it's not what people would expect, but Daddy and I have each other, Mommy. REALLY have each other," I whisper as I put my hand on the stone. "It will always hurt, but we'll be okay. I hope that's okay with you."
The wind is picking up and I can feel the soft summer breeze on my face. It's probably my imagination, but as the wind blows, it feels like the way Mommy used to stroke my hair every morning. It feels like she's really with us. And all I feel is love.
I look at Daddy. There's a look of surprise, followed by joy, followed by his tears falling. He pulls me to him, both of us completely lost in the moment. His lips brush mine, but it's not a passionate, sexy kiss. It's one of love. Comfort. Connection. Promise. Hope.
Joy.
"We should probably get going," Daddy says a little while later as we kneel on the grass beside the headstone.
"Bye, Mommy," I smile softly while standing up. Reaching out, I gently caress the headstone. "Next time maybe we'll bring Lexi so you can meet her."
"That would be nice," Daddy agrees while also standing up and touching the stone.
"Just a warning, Mommy, Lexi's kinda crazy," I giggle. "We'll make sure she keeps her shirt on at least."
"I'll bring some aspirin for your mother," Daddy chuckles.
To try and relax, I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method from therapy while Daddy drives. Then I take out my phone to check my texts. Stephanie sends a picture of her and Ian posing. There's another picture from Hazel of her with her brothers. They look happy. Lexi texts me that Marcia and Ashley are at the mansion, but the redhead is not happy. Apparently, Melissa is there as well.
Kayla: I guess you'll have to learn to have fun while keeping your clothes on! ;P
Lexi: Bitch.
Ashley: I'm sorry! She wouldn't stop whining to my parents until they made me take her!
Marcia: It's fine. Melissa's not so bad.
Ashley: Fine. The two of you can nerd out someplace else!
Nicole: Just have fun. I'm sure Melissa is just happy to be included. :)
Kayla: Remember to not leave Melissa alone with Lexi. She's a bad influence.
Lexi: Shouldn't you be busy with father-daughter day?
Kayla: Right! Later, bitches!
Hazel: Will you sluts please shut up? I'm trying to give Daniel a noogie over here!
Marcia: That's so mean!
Ashley: Tell him to give you a wedgie from me!
Lexi: Make sure it's an atomic wedgie. You have to get the underwear over her head.
Hazel: I'm pregnant!
Lexi: So? The baby's not in your ass-crack, you can still get a wedgie. Nice try.
Nicole: I'm silencing my phone.
Giggling while shaking my head, I place my phone back in my purse as Daddy parks in the mall lot. It's summer vacation, so there are a good amount of teenagers here. Daddy and I walk through the mall as we make our way to the jewelry store. We decide to stop here first in case the ring he picks out needs to be resized.
The Jewelry Box is a very, very expensive high-end jewelry store. There are only a couple of customers, each one being helped by an employee as they look into glass display cases. An attractive blonde with a big, friendly smile approaches us when we walk in and asks how she can help.
"Daddy knocked up one of my best friends," I speak up before Daddy can respond. He sighs as I point to him with my thumb. "He needs to buy her a promise ring so she knows he'll be there for the baby."
"Kayla!" Daddy hisses, glaring at me.
"Daddy, huh? No need to embarrassed," the jewelry associate smiles. "You wouldn't believe some of the stories I've heard for why guys are looking for jewelry."
"Like what?" I ask, leaning forward with interest.
"Oh, that would probably not be appropriate to discuss," the blonde deflects. "Was there a design you had in mind for the ring?"
The blonde jewelry associate is very pretty with high cheekbones and cute dimples when she smiles. I'm guessing she's about twenty. She's dressed professionally in a skirt and blazer. Her hair is in a tight bun at the back of her head and she has lovely green eyes.
"Maybe a Celtic knot or something?" Daddy suggests. "To show that we're tied together through the strands of love and our child?"
"That's very sweet," the associate replies. "Please, follow me this way."
"Celtic knot?" I inquire while we follow the woman through the store. "Is that one of those rings with the heart, hands, and crown?"
"You're thinking of a Claddagh ring," the associate tells me as she leads us to a glass display case. "It's a traditionally Irish ring, which we do carry. A Celtic knot is more like this one right in front. Do you see the way the metal is woven?"
"Oh, that's really pretty," I comment, leaning over to look into the case.
The associate stands behind the display case as she takes out various rings for our consideration. She's very chatty, and we soon learn her name is Olivia. She's a college student at CSUA where I'll be attending in the fall. Olivia gets very excited when she finds out I'm going to be going to her school and asks about my major. It's a reminder that I still have no fucking clue what I want to do with my life.
Jewelry is forgotten when Olivia finds out that Daddy owns his own business. She's majoring in business administration and starts peppering him with questions. Fortunately, I'm able to bring the conversation back to jewelry after only a couple minutes of suffering.
"I really like this one," Daddy says, admiring an absolutely stunning ring.
The ring is a Celtic knot, with narrow interwoven bands making up three-quarters of the ring. Only one small part is solid metal, probably so the ring can be resized. I'm hardly an expert, but even I can tell that the ring is expertly crafted. It's made of platinum and has quite the price tag on it.
Daddy is admiring the ring while I chat with Olivia. She's much more comfortable with us now and is more willing to share some of her stories. Olivia and I are giggling as she tells me about getting a fake diamond from a guy trying to pass it off as real so he can pick her up. Daddy and I are both wide-eyed when we learn about the guy wanting two engagement rings to propose with, one traditional and one to wear on his dick.
"I'm sorry," Olivia giggles, covering her mouth with one hand. "This is so unprofessional."
"No! Please, keep going," I reply with a smirk. "I wanna hear more about the guy who bought matching rings for his four girlfriends. Daddy could learn from him."
"On that note," Daddy interjects while holding up the platinum ring, "I'll take this one."
"Excellent decision, sir!" Olivia grins happily. "I'll ring it up."
"Wait!" I exclaim, looking at Daddy with a sad pout. "What about me?"
"What about you?" Daddy frowns.
"What do I get?" I inquire with an innocent smile.
"Nothing," he rolls his eyes as Olivia laughs.
"Why not?" I whine pathetically.
"Have your boyfriend buy you jewelry," he smirks. He knows I'm just being a brat to be silly, otherwise I wouldn't be doing it.
"I'm graduating!" I protest, giving him my best pout.
"And I already got you a graduation present," Daddy chuckles.
"What is it?" I ask coyly as I twirl a lock of raven hair around my finger.
"None of your business," he replies while Olivia watches with a bemused expression.
"It's for me, it's my business," I reason with a shrug.
"A bit of advice, don't have kids," Daddy says to Olivia while I glare at him in righteous indignation.
After a little more banter we follow Olivia up to the register. Courtesy of Lexi, we provide Hazel's ring size, which turns out to be for her right ring finger. The ring only needs a small resizing and their jeweler will have plenty of time to handle it today. When Daddy gives his name and number while paying, I'm surprised to learn he has a loyalty rewards membership here.
"You have an account here?" I ask as Daddy pulls out his credit card.
"I've been coming to this mall before either of you were born," Daddy answers with a chuckle.
"This store hasn't been around that long!" I argue.
"Oh, yes it has," Daddy counters as he pays. "I bought your mother jewelry from here when we were in high school."
"You could afford that?" I frown.
"We have plenty of affordable items for our younger customers," Olivia interjects with a smile.
"They do," Daddy confirms.
Olivia tells us to return in a few hours to pick up the ring before we leave the store. As I walk through the mall with Daddy I start to imagine him here with Mommy. High school students just like I am now, and maybe he even buys her a treat or something cute. Maybe it's a double-date with Allan and Amanda.
"Has this mall changed much since you were my age?" I ask as I drag Daddy into a shoe store.
"Yes and no," Daddy responds as he considers my question. "Most of the big stores are the same. They did a big renovation a few years back, so the walkways are much different. The biggest change is the food court. There used to be a few locally owned food places but they got bullied out by big businesses."
"How does that happen?" I wonder, brushing my hair back behind my ears as I bend down to look at a shoe display.
"How do corporations drive out family owned businesses?" Daddy follows up with, seeming shocked I'm asking.
"Yes," I confirm. Of course I'm asking; I want shoes and need him in a good mood.
"Well, there are a variety of reasons it happens," he begins, seeming very happy with the subject. "A big one that comes to mind is purchasing power."
"What do you mean?" I inquire as I pick up a gorgeous pair of red pumps. And they're my size!
"It's illegal to give corporations a better price just because they're corporations," Daddy states. "However, there are ways around that. For example, you can offer bulk pricing as long as you offer it to everyone. The problem is that small businesses aren't in a position to take advantage of those discounts."
"I don't get it," I say, putting down the pumps when I happen to notice the wall of boots.
"I'll give you an example," he offers while jogging to keep pace with me as I rush for the boots. "I'm just gonna make up numbers for this, but imagine a hardware store needs to buy hammers."
"Hardware store. Needs hammers. Got it," I mumble while picturing my first day of college; I'll look so cute with jeans and a pair of brown boots. Ones with heels to give me another couple inches.
"The corporation and the locally owned hardware store both contact their supplier to order more hammers," Daddy continues, seemingly oblivious that I'm only pretending to be interested.
"Uh-huh, right," I nod while standing on my toes to reach for the boots that are my size.
"The base cost the supplier charges per hammer is, let's say ten dollars," he says.
"Sure," I respond, a smile on my face as I open the box and look at the brown boots. They'll go up to my ankle and have a small heel. The shape is perfect!
"Here's the thing, the supplier wants to sell as many hammers as possible," Daddy explains, his voice growing more passionate. "So they offer a bulk discount. If a company buys at least five hundred hammers, they'll only cost nine dollars each instead of ten. If a company orders at least a thousand hammers, the supplier will only charge eight dollars each. Finally, if the order is for at least five thousand hammers, each one will only cost seven dollars."
"That's a cheap hammer," I tell him to make it seem like I care as I sit on a small bench to try on the boots.
"If the big corporation buys five thousand hammers, they can divide them among their various locations and charge ten dollars for each one," he tells me, his face animated as he watches me. "A tiny store doesn't have the funds or the storage space for five thousand hammers, so they have to buy the hammers for the amount the big corporation can charge. Obviously, the consumer will buy them at the cheaper place, wanting to save money."
"Makes sense," I nod, grinning widely as I extend my legs so I can admire how cute my feet are in these boots.
"I know a bunch of hardware stores did get together to make orders together and take advantage of bulk pricing, but it doesn't always work out that way," Daddy sighs. "It is very, very challenging to get your own business up and running."
"You did a great job," I compliment, smiling at him. I'm being a bit spoiled right now, but fuck, I love Daddy so much.
"Thank you, honey," he replies happily.
"Will you buy me these boots?" I request, batting my eyelashes.
"They're over two hundred dollars!" Daddy gasps, looking at the price.
"You'll be helping a small business," I reason with a shrug.
"This is a chain store, they have locations all over the country," he rolls his eyes.
"Oh. Well, call it a graduation present!" I grin innocently. I'm really not spoiled, but I am eighteen. And these boots are so cute!
"We covered this; I already got you a graduation present," Daddy shakes his head slightly.
"I'll make it worth your while," I waggle my eyebrows while using my tongue to push out my cheek suggestively.
"Really?" he asks in a quite voice while looking around to make sure no one is listening. The closest people are two aisles away. We're fine. "You're willing to trade sexual favors for material gain?"
"As it turns out, yes," I reply with a cute giggle. "I'll even model the boots for you later."
"Lucky me," Daddy rolls his eyes.
"I wouldn't want to distract you from the boots," I say, leaning forward to give him a good look down my sundress, "so I wouldn't bother wearing anything else."
"Kayla..." he trails off, looking slightly uncomfortable.
"I'm just kidding, Daddy," I whisper. "You didn't spoil me and I'd never cheapen our relationship with extortion. I love you."



"I love you, too," Daddy smiles. "And if that was to manipulate me, it worked. We'll get the boots."
"It wasn't, but thanks!" I grin innocently.
I take off the boots and throw out the disposable socks before putting the boots back in the box. It's rare that Daddy offers to buy me something so expensive. I know he is very careful not to spoil me, and despite my teasing, I think he's done a great job. Life is very expensive and most people aren't as fortunate as we are. I'll never take advantage of Daddy and I'll always be grateful for everything he does for me.
Our next stop is for me as well; a very nice store that sells handmade cosmetics and soaps. Daddy sits on a bench with two other guys, all three of them holding purses and shopping bags while the ladies explore the store. I even run into one of the women, a newlywed in her mid-twenties who jokes with me about the poor guys having to accompany the women shopping. She's shocked my father is willing to do this since he's not a romantic partner. Well, he's not, but he's definitely a sexual partner!
My shopping basket is soon filled with various soaps and shampoos. There's some perfume and body sprays as well. I also find some moisturizer and a new kind of lip balm I can't wait to try. Oh, they have oat milk and lavender shaving cream, score!
The bath bomb display is practically calling out to me, so I rush over and start perusing the stock. I love a relaxing bath and I'm completely out of bath bombs. No time is wasted as I pick out one bath bomb after another. There's one that releases rose petals and another that makes the water glittery. All of them fizzle and make the air smell wonderful.
It occurs to me that a bath can be very romantic and sexy. The bathtub in my bathroom isn't big enough for three people, but maybe Daddy will let me use one in the master bathroom for some bubbly fun time with my boyfriend and girlfriend. A bath with Daddy tonight sounds very relaxing, so I grab an extra bath bomb before making my way to the checkout counter.
Daddy buys a warm pretzel for us to share as we continue walking through the mall. I have unlimited music streaming, but I still enjoy looking at all the music in the entertainment store. Vinyl records really do sound amazing and I love some of the cover art.
"We're gonna be really busy Thursday, right?" I ask while helping Daddy pick out a few new shirts.
"Yes," Daddy answers while holding up a maroon button-down shirt. "Your cousins will be arriving early, then people are coming to set everything up."
"The tents and tables, you mean?" I wonder.
"And a few other things, like the bounce house," he replies before looking at the shirt. "Should I get this one?"
"Yes, It'll look great on you," I smile. "It'll be a tough day for Lexi and Hazel."
"I know," Daddy sighs while placing the shirt in the shopping cart. "My sister is a very nice person, I'm sure they'll be okay."
"I was thinking," I begin slowly, "Hazel is going through a really rough time. Things will only get harder once the baby is born. Do you think I should offer to switch rooms with her? She could have her own bathroom."
"That's really nice of you, honey," he smiles softly. "I'm not sure Hazel will go for it, she'll consider it charity or something."
"She really needs to get over that shit," I roll my eyes.
"I agree," Daddy nods as we head toward the checkout. "If you want to offer, go for it. Just don't expect her to be receptive."
"I suppose I won't bother. At least not yet," I say. "She pretty much has the bathroom down the hall all to herself anyway."
"I'm sure we'll all be able to help set up the baby's room soon enough," he comments while we wait in line.
"Oh, that'll be fun!" I gasp happily. "We'll need to pick a theme, buy stuff, paint!"
"We'll need to find out the sex first," Daddy reminds me.
"Are you hoping for a boy or a girl?" I wonder, looking over at him.
"As long as the baby is healthy, I'll be happy either way," he replies smoothly.
"Boy. Got it," I tease.
"It would be nice to have a son," Daddy reluctantly admits. "But, I really will be happy either way I love having a daughter."
"I know," I giggle. I love being Daddy's little girl.
We continue moving from store to store as I think about what it will be like to have a younger sibling. A baby brother to teach how to play games and roll around in the dirt. Or maybe a little sister who needs to be taught the merits of proper hair care.
I agree with Daddy; it doesn't matter if he's the biological father. So what if it really is one of those guys from Bermuda? They don't matter. They aren't family. Hazel is my childhood best friend, and her baby will be my sibling and my niece. The other girls will be aunties.
Hazel's baby, graduation, the upcoming trial; so many things are making me realize I really am an adult now. I'm scared, but I know I'm prepared thanks to Daddy. He's truly a great father. He's both my mother and my father, and he's the reason I'm ready to face whatever challenges life holds.
Classes will start in the fall and I'll hopefully be able to figure out what I want to major in. I still have no idea, and I'm nervous about that. It will be a huge decision that will influence the rest of my life. What do I want to do every day to give my life meaning?
My thoughts keep drifting as the morning passes. Who will I marry? I'm not naive, I know it's unlikely my relationship with Ian and Stephanie will last forever. Who will I end up with? Will we have children? Being a mom seems so far away, yet Hazel will be one in January. I know Lexi wants to have kids with Daddy. If I have a baby in a few years, I may end up with siblings younger than my child. More siblings. That, I'm looking forward to.
"You okay, baby girl?" Daddy asks as he sits across from me at the table in the food court. "You seem distracted."
"I've just got a lot on my mind," I answer before taking a sip of my soda.
The food court is full of people of various ages and I even know a few of them. Daddy and I are sitting alone at a table while we share an order of cheese fries. Considering our large breakfast and our snack, neither of us is hungry enough for a full meal.
"I'm here if there's anything you want to talk about," he offers.
"I'll take you up on that," I nod and smile. "Good thing we have all day."
"Speaking of, what did you want to do after we pick up the ring?" Daddy wonders.
"Mm, I can think of a few things," I comment with a smirk as I push my pointer finger into my mouth and gaze at Daddy while sucking on it seductively.
"Kayla!" he hisses quietly, looking around in panic as he leans in. "Not here!"
"I can't help it, I'm a dirty girl," I give him an innocent smile while folding my arms on the table and leaning forward to display my cleavage. "I want to find places we can mess around."
"Nice way to put it," Daddy rolls his eyes. "And, ah, sure, we can do that. But, where did you want to go?"
Despite how horny I am, I spend a few minutes considering Daddy's question. The cheese fries disappear while we both text on our phones. I really don't know what I want to do, and I'm further distracted when I briefly look up and notice a college-age guy walking out of the family bathroom with a satisfied smirk on his face.
Smirking to myself, I continue to watch the door to the family bathroom, only looking down to reply to Stacey's text. My suspicions are confirmed a minute later when a young woman staggers out of the family bathroom on shaky legs. She has obvious after-sex hair and is wearing a just-fucked expression that I'm very familiar with.
Feeling mischievous, I discretely slide my phone beneath the table. Spreading my legs, I aim the camera up my sundress and move my thumb around the screen until I'm sure I have a picture. Then I send the picture to Daddy with a simple text message.
Kayla: This is yours.
Daddy: Lucky me! ;)
"Couldn't even look up from your phone to say that?" I ask with a giggle.
"I'm looking for something to do today, honey," Daddy explains with exasperation.
What can we do today? There are a few possibilities, some of which I immediately discard. We can't talk during a movie or while playing paintball. That's when I remember something. An activity Mommy and Daddy love, one we do every year even now.
"We could go sailing?" I suggest. "You're still a member at the marina at Redondo Beach, right?"
"I am," he nods enthusiastically. "That's a great idea! I'll book a reservation now."
"Meet me in the family bathroom when you're done," I say, pushing out my chair as I get to my feet.
"What? I can't do that!" he protests, looking up at me with wide eyes.
"Your loss," I whisper as I walk along the table and lightly caress his shoulder. Leaning in, I let my warm breath caress his ear. "I guess you don't want your cock sucked."
Daddy doesn't respond as I sling my purse over my shoulder and confidently stride to the family bathroom. Leaving the door unlocked, I set my purse down on the sink before using the hair elastic on my wrist to put my hair up into a functional ponytail.
I smile as I admire my reflection in the mirror. If my memory serves, Ashley is the one to declare this hairdo the 'BJ ponytail' at a slumber party. Her reasoning is that girls put their hair up to keep it out of their face when they have a task to perform. What task requires more concentration than a good dick-sucking session?
Daddy is taking his time and I'm starting to get impatient. The thought of a hard dick in my mouth is making me salivate, and I can feel the moisture between my legs. Reaching my hands up my dress, I pull my red panties down my legs and step out of them. I examine the frilly lace as I contemplate giving it to Daddy when he walks in. That's when the door finally opens.
"It's about damn ti- ah!" I squeak, my eyes going wide as I stand in the family restroom while holding my underwear.
"Shit. Sorry, young lady," the seventy year old man mumbles while backing out of the bathroom and shutting the door.
I toss my underwear onto the sink and spend the next several minutes with my face bright red. I'm fully covered, so the guy probably doesn't have anything new for his spank bank, but still! So fucking embarrassing. I'm still thinking about it when the door opens again.
"Hi, honey," Daddy smiles nervously as he places the shopping bags on the floor before shutting and locking the door.
"Don't you 'hi, honey' me!" I growl. "What the fuck took you so long?"
"I had to book our sailboat!" he exclaims, putting his hands up to try and calm me down. "Which I did, by the way. What's the problem?"
"Some old guy walked in while I was standing in here holding my undies!" I snap, my face heating up again.
"Really? Oops," Daddy smirks, only able to hold in his laughter for a few seconds.
"Suck your own dick," I grunt, crossing my arms beneath my breasts as I pointedly look away from him.
"I know quite a few women who would be more than willing," he says with fake arrogance.
"Oh, is that how you wanna play it?" I challenge, facing him with confidence. "I'm a beautiful eighteen year old girl who loves swallowing cum. It would take me all of twenty seconds to find a guy willing to come in here and bend me over the sink."
"Kayla..." Daddy trails off, looking slightly uncomfortable.
"What? Don't want to hear that Daddy's little girl is actually a wanton slut?" I smirk, running my hands down my side as I thrust out my chest. "I have dreams, you know. Dreams of cocks and cum. Mm, in me, all over me. When I wake up I'm laying in a wet spot from my pussy gushing all night. Hm, maybe that old guy has a pill he can take. I'll drag him in here with a few other guys."
"That's enough," he states firmly.
"Why does it bother you?" I ask with genuine curiosity. "I know father's are supposed to not want to think about who's between their daughter's legs, but since one of those guys is you, I figured it might be different."
"I don't like to think about me doing that to you," Daddy admits, unable to meet my gaze.
"What does that mean?" I frown while slowly approaching him.
"Before anything else, you're my daughter. My baby girl. There are no words to describe just how much I love you," he says passionately, making my eyes start to fill with tears. "If it weren't for you, I don't know if I would have been able to stop myself from jumping in that grave with your mother."
"Daddy," I mumble, pressing myself against him and resting my head on his chest.
"Anyone who's with you should know how special you are," Daddy continues, wrapping his arms around me tightly. "I don't care if it's just casual sex, they should still know how lucky they are to be with you."
"I am pretty great," I giggle nervously as I feel the comfort of Daddy's arms holding me, keeping me safe.
"I know it's weird with our sexual relationship, but I'm still your father," he explains, kissing the top of my head. "So yeah, call me a hypocrite, but I still have trouble thinking about you like that. I was a teenage boy once, I know what we think about. None of it is good."
"Teenage girls aren't any better," I point out. "I really do have intense gangbang dreams. Oh, and Lexi is the one obsessed with shoving the strap-on up my butt every chance she gets."
"Lexi's in a class by herself," Daddy reasons, resting his chin on my head.
"She really is," I agree while inhaling Daddy's manly scent.
"So, yes, I'm going to continue being uncomfortable hearing about your sex life," he tells me as he rubs my back affectionately. "Plus, it's a fun kind of bonding joke. Like you girls calling me an old man."
"You're not old," I tell him as my fingers clench at his back. "Although, you did avoid my question. Don't you dare try using senility as an excuse."
"I still feel guilty about what we're doing," Daddy admits. "Most people would say it's wrong, and yes, I worry they're right."
"Well, they're not," I insist, looking up at his handsome face. "You aren't taking advantage of me, you aren't hurting me, and you aren't ruining my future relationships."
"Most people don't have a relationship like ours," he sighs, his eyes locked with mine. "You look so much like your mother. Sometimes I worry that I'm using you in a misguided attempt to replace her."
"Just because I look like her? Because you love me? Because we're both family?" I question skeptically. "That's just silly, Daddy. No. It's not silly, it's stupid. Love is love. They're all different."
Standing on my toes, I press my lips against his before he can respond. Our kiss is soft and tender as we melt into each other. Maybe Mommy is a reason this is happening, but she isn't the only one. Daddy and I have something truly special.
The kiss deepens as I moan passionately and push my tongue into his mouth. My hand goes to the back of his head, my fingernails lightly scratching his scalp. Passion builds inside me while Daddy is still being gentle; his hands are on my hips as he tentatively runs his tongue along mine.
Wanting to drive his lust, I grind my crotch against his and feel him quickly start to harden. Keeping one hand at his head, my other grabs his tight ass and squeezes. I'm panting heavily, my arousal obvious as I drag Daddy backwards until I'm pressed between him and the wall.
Arousal demolishes all resistance as Daddy's hand slides up my body to squeeze my boob. I moan into his mouth as he gropes me, and I can feel his hand sliding between my legs. I quickly spread my legs so he can slip a hand up my sundress and run his fingers along my soaked labia.
"You weren't kidding about the panties," Daddy breaks our kiss to whisper.
"I wanted you to have easy access," I reply in a soft voice as his fingers make me shiver. "Oh God, right there!"
He slowly begins trailing hot, wet kisses down my neck as I squirm against the wall. I tilt my head back and moan, both my hands holding his head while he slips a hand into my dress and bra to cup my tit. At the same time, he pushes two fingers into my snatch, making me gasp.
"You're so wet," he says against my neck.
"You make me wet," I groan as he begins to finger me beneath my floral sundress. "I'm so hot for you, I wanna be your good girl."
Daddy is by far my oldest sexual partner, and I'm realizing that there really is no substitute for experience. Ian is a quick learner, Ashley is enthusiastic, and Lexi is literally made for sex. Still, decades of experience lets Daddy know exactly how to touch me. It's fucking fantastic.
His fingers are moving in and out of me, stuffing my little pussy and making my toes curl. I quickly realize my earlier observation is wrong; it isn't just that he knows how to touch me. Daddy is skillfully responding to my moans, to my subconscious signals. Sure, I know to do that, but the way he does it makes things flow much more naturally. It's indescribable.
Soft lips clamp down on my neck, sucking lightly before his tongue snakes out to taste my skin. Daddy's fingers feel so fucking good inside me, pushing all the way in as his thumb rubs my clit. With his other hand in my dress, he pinches my nipple and lightly tugs on it, making me see stars. It's heavenly.
"I love your tits," Daddy husks as my hand reaches down to grab his wrist. "You're so sexy, Kayla."
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" I announce, my eyes rolling back as I bite my lower lip to contain my squeal of pleasure. "Ah! Cumming!"
A lot of inexperienced guys consider it a huge win just to make a girl orgasm. Getting me off just once isn't enough for Daddy, however. He fingers me continuously while my legs shake, his relentless motions causing me to cum a second time. Then, before I can recover, he pulls his fingers from my pussy and pushes them into my mouth.
"Taste that sweet pussy," he encourages, his eyes on me while he continues massaging my breast.
I look straight into his eyes as I sensually suck on his fingers while moaning. My tongue circles his fingers so I can taste my own love juices. It's so erotic that I feel like I'm gonna cum again, despite no stimulation to my cunt. I need more. I need a dick in my mouth.
Placing my hands on Daddy's biceps, I encourage him to take a couple of steps back to give me room. I give him a sexy wink when his fingers leave my mouth and his other hand slips out of my dress. Then I squat in front of him, keeping my eyes on his.
Reaching into my sundress and bra, I pull out my boobs for his viewing pleasure. After all, who doesn't wanna see titties? Reaching out, I grab the sides of his shorts with both hands and pull them to his knees with his underwear. I lick my lips as I admire the throbbing manhood waving in my face.
"I like big cocks and I cannot lie!" I giggle, looking up at him.
"That song is older than you are," Daddy comments, holding his shaft at the base as he rubs the tip on my face.
I give Daddy a close-lipped smile as he presses his mushroom head to my lips. Opening my mouth, I happily take him inside and start sucking. My hands grip his thighs as I give head, moaning and slurping while crouching in my sundress. With my raven locks pulled back into a ponytail, I know Daddy is getting a great view of my cock-filled mouth.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum as I settle in with a steady pace of head bobs.
It's a pretty relaxed blowjob, with me rhythmically bobbing my head while sucking hard. Daddy is playing with my tits, squeezing them together as he thumbs my nipples. I make sure to use my tongue to bathe his shaft in saliva before pulling back to rapidly lick his tip.
While deep throating is not one of my skills, I do believe I am quite skilled in the art of fellatio. Having a cock in my mouth is a big turn on and I love making a guy feel good. My moans are building in intensity, causing vibrations that enhance his pleasure.



"Gak! Gak! Gak! Gak!" I gag, my eyes rolled up to meet Daddy's as I take him as deep as I can. "Gak! Hurk!"
I go too deep and gag, forcing me to pull back as I heave and gasp for breath. My eyes are watering as I cough, my hand jacking him off while I recover. Swallowing weakly, I lift his shaft so I can suck on his balls for a little while.
Wiping the drool from my chin, I take him back in my mouth and get back to work. Slipping a hand up my dress, I start rubbing my clit while choking on dick. My other hand cups his balls, massaging them slightly as slurping sounds fill the small bathroom.
He releases my boobs and places his hands on my head, which I know is a sign that he's getting close. Pushing two fingers up my cunt, I suck as hard as I can, urging him to squirt his load into my mouth. It doesn't take long before my efforts are rewarded.
"Kayla!" Daddy hisses as he holds my head in place and bucks his hips into my face.
A spurt of hot cum jets out of his tip and splashes against the back of my throat. I instinctively swallow it down, not even getting the chance to taste it. The next blast covers my tongue in a layer of yummy man stuff. I moan happily, my body quivering as the smell and taste of semen causes a small orgasm.
He is breathing heavily as the last few drops trickle out onto my tongue. I suck him for a few more seconds as he starts to soften, only then does he pull out of my mouth. Tilting my head back, I open wide and show him the cum in my mouth before swallowing.
"Ah!" I say, smacking my lips. "Delicious!"
"Damn, that was great," Daddy laughs lightly.
"I aim to please," I reply with a winning smile before pouting up at him cutely. "Am I a good girl, Daddy?"
"You're a very good girl, Kayla," he tells me, reaching down to cup my cheek.
I fix my dress while Daddy puts his penis away, then the two of us exchange a soft kiss as I slip my panties into his pocket for safekeeping. We agree that Daddy should leave first, so he cleans up and grabs the shopping bags before making his exit. I take a minute to pee before following him, grateful that no one seems to notice.
The two of us return to The Jewelry Box and pick up Hazel's ring. It's a stunning ring and I know she'll be happy. Hazel might be moody lately, but she is family. This will remind her of that. Whether she likes it or not, she's stuck with us!
Daddy and I will be sailing for quite awhile, so we decide to bring a cooler onto the boat. Fortunately, the mall has a department store with a grocery section. We're able to get a cooler and a number of snacks, drinks, and other essentials.
"When are you gonna give Hazel the ring?" I ask while Daddy drives us to the marina.
"Not today," Daddy answers, keeping his eyes on the road. "Today is father-daughter day. I'm not taking that from you."
"I love you, too," I smile softly.
"I love you, baby girl," he replies. "Probably tomorrow. I want her to have it before Thursday, since I know that'll be a tough day for her."
"Wednesday, it is!" I declare before looking over at him with interest. "When are you gonna get Lexi a ring?"
"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," Daddy chuckles nervously. "We've only been together a few months. There's a lot to think about."
"Like how the other women you're boinking will react?" I suggest with a raised eyebrow.
"I was thinking more about Lexi's youth, what she wants from the future," he responds.
"And how the other ladies will react? Especially Nicole and Hazel." I say as I contemplate Daddy's complicated sex life. "At least Stacey has April now, so she might be okay. Sarah is just a fuck buddy, and Ashley has no desire to marry you. I don't think. Marcia? Yeah, she'll be sad. I think part of her thinks she'll end up with you somehow."
"Thank you for the summary," Daddy sighs, shaking his head slightly.
"Did I get everyone? Is there anyone else you're screwing?" I inquire, smiling innocently at him.
"Just you," he grunts, giving me a sideways glare. "For now."
"Empty threat. You love this sexy body of mine," I grin and waggle my eyebrows. "I look like Mommy, I even have her boobs and butt! I'm not wearing any panties; can you smell my hot pussy?"
"Go to your room," Daddy grumbles, gripping the steering wheel tightly.
"So, I'm right?" I continue, enjoying being a brat. "You are worried how the other girls will react."
"Among other things," he reluctantly admits.
"You could have a harem," I offer with a shrug. "Lexi could be the harem leader, the ring leader."
"My love life isn't a circus," Daddy says as we get off the highway.
"A sex circus, maybe," I giggle. "Is that a thing?"
"Not that I'm aware of," he replies lightly, reaching out to place his hand on my knee affectionately.
It can be fun being a brat. I can see why Lexi does it. Of course, I need to be careful I'm not doing it to hide trauma like Lexi does. The upcoming trial and my past trauma still weigh heavily on me. Today, however, is about Daddy and me. I'm enjoying being silly with him and I think he likes it, too.
"Uh, does Lexi know you're giving another girl a promise ring?" I ask when we reach the marina.
"Yes, so does Nicole," Daddy confirms as he parks the car. "I was texting with both of them. They were fine with it."
"Okay, good," I let out a breath. Catastrophe averted.
Grabbing my overnight bag out of the backseat, I follow Daddy into the office. He checks in while I run to the bathroom to change. I get naked and put on a floral bikini. The main suit is white and the flowers are light blue. The top is a standard halter triangle bikini top, while the bottoms are secured with the usual string bows at my sides.
I cover up with jean shorts and a t-shirt before leaving the bathroom. The male employee is openly gawking at me as he finishes up with Daddy. I smile at him and give him a cute wave before removing my hair elastic, allowing my raven locks to frame my face.
"Do guys check you out everywhere you go?" Daddy asks me as we walk along the dock.
"Yup," I confirm with a nod. "Wasn't it the same with Mommy?"
"It was," he says, glancing over at me. "You're both so beautiful."
"She was much prettier than me," I reply, thinking of Mommy's flawless face.
"You two could be twins," Daddy counters as he stops between two keel boats and looks down at both of them. "It's this one."
We find an employee who helps us load up everything we need on the sailboat. The boat has its own ice box, but bringing a cooler with ice is definitely the right decision. Daddy works with the guy to do the visual inspection and make sure everything is working properly. The employee wishes us happy sailing before leaving us to start our day.
The gorgeous white twenty-two foot sailboat is constructed of fiberglass with wood trim. As a sloop, the boat has a single mast with one sail in front and the other behind. The sailboat is very roomy for two people, since it can actually sleep four. There's a bow cabin and a main cabin, both of which are big enough for two.
This model is known for being very easy for a single person to sail. Despite this, you have to be a member at this marina to take it out without any staff to help. It's understandable, since I remember Daddy telling me one of the things to learn is how to recover if the boat capsizes. I know a little about sailing, but I'm happy to let Daddy do most of the work so I can enjoy the weather.
We put on our life jackets and are finally ready to leave the marina. Like many sailboats, this one does have a motor for docking and navigating out of the marina. I relax on the boat wearing sunglasses and a tan, wide-brim hat while Daddy steers us out of the marina and into open water.
I stay out of the way while Daddy finds the wind and sets the sails. Since I'm not really helping, the best thing I can do is stay out of the way in case the boom suddenly changes sides. My sorry ass getting flung off the boat would likely put a damper on our day out at sea.
Redondo Beach is absolutely beautiful. It's a nice beach town with lots of places to eat and plenty of fun things to do. The sun is shining brightly and there are a few fluffy white clouds drifting lazily overhead. There are a lot of people sailing nearby, but Daddy is able to take us along the coast until we get some relative privacy.
We sail along Redondo Beach Pier, and I can see all the little shops and restaurants in the distance. The beaches are packed with people and even more are swimming in the water. It's a beautiful beach day, with locals and tourists taking full advantage.
Life vests are very important, but the water is calm and we can't resist. We both remove our vests and shirts, and I let my eyes trail over Daddy's muscular chest. He watches as I drop my shorts and take off my sandals, leaving me clad only in my bikini. I lounge on the sailboat wearing my sunglasses and hat as I allow the sun's rays to gently caress my skin.
"When did you first learn how to sail?" I wonder while Daddy steers the boat.
"High school," he replies. "The four of us used to go on sailing double-dates. I also brought your mother out here alone."
"Did you and Mommy fool around on the boat?" I ask with a smirk.
"That is none of your business, young lady," Daddy chuckles.
"So, yes," I nod. "Got it."
"I'm just glad you and I can come out here together," he says. "It was a great idea, Kayla."
"It's so nice," I hum in contentment. "And don't worry, we'll be fooling around shortly."
"Great," he replies softly, looking slightly uncomfortable.
Daddy and I continue chatting as we sail along the beach. I can hear the seagulls overhead and feel the soft breeze tousling my hair. The smell of salt is heavy in the air. It is incredibly relaxing, and we move from topic to topic, discussing whatever comes to mind.
"What do you think I should major in?" I ask at one point.
"Accounting," Daddy answers without hesitation.
"Be serious," I reply, shaking my head.
"I am serious," he counters. "If you ask someone else they're just gonna tell you what they would do. This is a very personal decision that you need to make yourself."
"Oh," I say simply. "Right. That makes sense."
"Good," Daddy smiles. "It's a big decision, but you have time to think about it. Take a few general education courses and maybe a couple that just sound fun. You'll find something that resonates with you. Something you can be passionate about."
"I could be a doctor and treat people with Mommy's condition," I suggest, sitting up slightly to look over at Daddy.
"It's a very sweet idea," he responds carefully. "But, being a doctor requires a very high level of dedication. It's not something you just suddenly decide to do. If you want to take a few of the right courses, you should. Just be aware of how tough a road it is. Years of schooling, years of toughing it out. And you might not even get to specialize in what you want."
"You're probably right," I admit, letting out a breath to blow a lock of hair out of my face.
"I'm not trying to discourage you, I just want you to be aware of all the factors," Daddy tells me.
"I know, thank you," I bite my lower lip. "I can't believe Lexi knows what she wants to do and I don't."
"Give her some credit," Daddy laughs lightly. "Under that bratty exterior is one smart cookie."
"She's insightful and compassionate. She'll make a great therapist." I readily agree. "Lexi's been through so much."
"You both have," he replies sadly, looking at me with concern.
"You know there are things she hasn't told us, right?" I question.
"Yes, I know," Daddy nods. "Lexi keeps people away with humor. It's tough to know what's going on in her head. I worry that there will be a breaking point where she falls apart."
"The trial," I sigh.
"The trial," he confirms. "How are you holding up?"
"Okay," I reply. "Thanks to you and the others. I'm a rape survivor. I have to accept that. I know I'm loved, and I know I'll have all of you to help me through the trial."
"I'm always here if you need to talk," Daddy reminds me.
"I know. I love you, Daddy," I smile softly.
"I love you, baby girl," he responds.
"Hey! Maybe I should be a forensic scientist," I giggle. "I could put people like Keith and David away."
"Maybe. You will be assigned an advisor you can talk to about these things," Daddy points out.
We continue talking about my career options while enjoying the sights as we sail. Daddy keeps jokingly suggesting finance and accounting possibilities, but I continue shutting them down. Despite his teasing, he does make a few common suggestions; teacher, engineer, lawyer.
"You need to go to trade school for that, not a traditional college," I say in response to his latest suggestion.
"True, but you'd make a great plumber!" he teases while using the tiller to guide us through the wind.
"You're an idiot," I giggle, rolling onto my stomach.
The deck has full length seats running along both sides with comfy white cushions. I'm laying on the starboard side with my bare feet kicking in the air behind me. I have my phone out so I can text and take pictures for social media. My profile picture is now an image of me in my bikini with my wide-brim hat and sunglasses.
"Accounting doesn't sound so bad now, does it?" Daddy smirks.
"I'd sooner stick my hand in the toilet," I snort, making him sigh. "Maybe you're right and I could be a plumber. I don't think anyone would complain about my crack hanging out."
"It's hanging out right now and I am not complaining," he comments, his eyes devouring my young body.
"Mm, lucky you," I hum while reaching back and pulling down my bikini bottoms to expose my cute bum. "You're welcome."
"Oh, Kayla," Daddy sighs theatrically, "what am I gonna do with you?"
"Shove your cock in all three of my holes and pump me full of cum?" I suggest with an innocent expression as I fix my bottoms.
"You're almost as bad as Lexi," he laughs.
I decide to use Lexi's go-to response and blow a raspberry at Daddy. He just rolls his eyes and shifts the tiller to steer the sailboat. Talking with Daddy inspires me to create a new group chat with all the Sluts other than Hazel. We fill in Marcia and Ashley before starting to brainstorm on the best way for Daddy to give Hazel the promise ring.
It's hard to tell via text, but no one seems upset about Daddy giving Hazel a ring. I'm really surprised. Daddy is very close to Hazel despite her best efforts to push him away. Whatever the truth of DNA is, Daddy's heart knows that she is carrying his baby.
Lexi can be very insecure, to the point that she's absolutely terrified Daddy will leave her. The issues with Stacey still aren't fully resolved. I'm starting to think that Lexi has a blind spot when it comes to the Slut-sisters; Hazel might be the bigger threat to Lexi. As for Nicole, I don't understand how she can be so relaxed about everything. I suspect it is an act, since Nicole is older than us and likely thinking about who she's going to marry. Maybe the elder redhead is hiding some insecurities of her own.
There's now two group chats for me to deal with, one with Hazel and one without. I have to be careful about which one I'm replying to so I don't make a very big mistake. Everyone is excited to find out how Hazel reacts to the ring, but tomorrow is gonna be tough for Daddy. I know he's going to work, so most of us agree he should give the ring to Hazel in the morning.
I get plenty of other texts and notifications as well. Stacey is taking care of the office for Daddy. Stephanie and Ian are texting me until their movie starts, at which point they disappear. I wonder if they'll actually watch the movie. Dan likes my new profile picture and comments that he's glad I'm having fun. Even Brittney briefly checks in.
Texts from the Sluts are coming somewhat slow since we all have things to do. I'm sailing with Daddy and Nicole is at work. Ashley, Marcia, and Lexi are currently playing charades with Melissa, which seems to be going well. Hazel is at her grandmother's house with her brothers.
I'm talking with Daddy the entire time I'm texting with the Sluts. He asks me about my talk with the girls and is happy to hear we're doing well. I also tell him about the model rocket launch and thank him for the relaxing spa treatment. My skin still feels extra soft.
Even though I'm using my phone, I'm definitely taking the time to enjoy the view. Daddy takes us by the pier a couple of times before continuing along the coast. We pass a few boats, and I make sure to wave at the people on board. One woman in her thirties swats her man when he obviously ogles me from the sailboat that sails by us.
Daddy breaks out the cooler when it's time for dinner. Taking off my hat and sunglasses, I sit with him while enjoying a sandwich, a bag of chips, and a diet soda. He's keeping an eye out as we drift, but there are no issues and we're able to relax while continuing our chat.
We discuss my boyfriend and girlfriend, both of us lamenting the difficulty of a poly relationship. Daddy is juggling more people than I am and he has some useful tips for making it work. Jealousy is rough, and the important thing is to always be up front and communicate.
I tell Daddy that I'm excited to hear Ian's graduation speech; I'm so proud of my boyfriend for being salutatorian. He looks slightly uncomfortable when I mention giving my boyfriend a special reward. I respond by reaching into my bikini and taking out a boob.
"See anything you like?" I ask cutely while my thumb caresses my breast.
"Very much," Daddy confirms. "You don't need to distract me. You're an adult. You have sex. I'm fine with it."
"I am an adult. And I would very much like to have sex right now," I tell him.
"We're on open water!" Daddy protests as he looks around nervously. "And cover up, someone could come by."
"It's fine, we haven't passed anyone in over an hour," I reason.
"You never know," he argues.
"Then they can watch this," I declare as I lower my head and lift my tit so I can lightly suck on my own nipple.
"Kayla!" Daddy hisses.
"Mm!" I moan softly, my tongue rapidly flicking my hard nipple.
"Okay, uh, okay," he stammers, looking around. "The motor has a GPS anchor, I just need to find a safe spot."
Daddy stands up, allowing me to see the bulge in his shorts. I smirk and watch as he takes the sailboat slightly further out to reduce the risk of someone coming by. We don't pass any other boats, which is good since my titty is still hanging out of my top.
I have no idea how the GPS anchor works, but Daddy soon has everything set so the motor will keep us in the same area. I'm surprised with how eager he is; Daddy is clearly as horny as I am. His breathing is heavy as he grabs my hand and drags me toward the main cabin.
The ceiling isn't high enough for us to stand up in, but it does have two straight settees along each side. Sitting down on the settee, I take Daddy's hands while looking up at him with lust. I pull him on top of me as I lay back, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss.
"Fuck me!" I beg between kisses.
Daddy is between my spread legs, kissing me passionately as I run my foot along his calf, feeling his coarse leg hair against my toes. Reaching between us, he pulls his hard dick out of his pants and strokes it several times. Daddy pushes the strap of my bikini bottoms aside, exposing my pink cunt. He leans forward, his cock spearing forward to claim me.
"Kayla!" he hisses when he feels my warmth envelop him.
It's quick and dirty sex. We don't have time to make love, that will come later. Instead, Daddy starts rapidly thrusting into me, the intense motions making my one free breast bounce wildly on my chest. I wrap my limbs around him, my nails digging into his back as I hang on and enjoy the ride.



"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I chant rapidly as the sounds of slapping flesh fills the small cabin. "You're fucking me so good, oh God! Fuck me!"
His cock is long and thick, making me gasp and grunt every time he slams all the way inside me. My pussy is stretched and full as I roll my hips to meet each thrust. The sailboat is rocking slightly to the waves, adding to the pleasure. I'm once again reminded of the very true saying about sex; it's definitely the motion of the ocean!
"I love your pussy," Daddy moans when I tighten my hole for his pleasure.
"It's yours, it's all yours," I groan as the pressure inside me reaches the breaking point, releasing the flood. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
Daddy knows how to prolong and enhance my orgasm by continuing to fuck me while I shudder and gasp. His balls are slapping against my ass with each thrust, and it doesn't take long for a second orgasm to explode out of me. The third orgasm is so intense I can feel it in my extremities, my toes curling as electric shocks make my eyes roll back.
"I want you to cum in me!" I announce with a hiss through clenched teeth. My lips are pulled back as I grunt, pleasure consuming me.
"Yeah?" he husks, looking down at me with lust. "You want cum?"
"Yes, I want cum," I nod breathlessly. "I need cum. Cum inside me, cum for Kayla! Make me your little cumslut! Cum!"
Smothering my body with his, Daddy buries himself inside me as he starts spurting. Holding him in me with my legs, I shudder and orgasm again from feeling hot semen coating my vaginal walls. I cry out to him as my nails dig into his shoulders while his cock pulses.
We lay in a pile and gasp for breath while sweat pours off of us. Daddy's weight on top of me is comforting, and I am happy to stay like this for a few minutes. When he does finally lift off of me, my pussy clamps down on his softening penis, as if my entire body is reluctant to release him.
"That was amazing," Daddy whispers, his hand palming my exposed breast.
"Mm, yes it was," I hum happily, arching my back to press my boob into his hand.
Sadly, we can't stay like this all evening. Daddy puts his penis back in his shorts while I adjust the strap of my bikini bottoms, trapping his semen inside me. Then I slip my breast back into my bikini before following Daddy back out onto the deck.
I decide to take a turn sailing, so I put on my hat and sunglasses while controlling the tiller. I'm not as skilled as Daddy, but there's no one nearby for me to crash into. He's a little quiet, likely caught up in the guilt he always feels after we fuck. I stop worrying when he comments that my sailing is better than my parking.
Daddy takes my picture while I'm sailing along the coast, and I make sure to hold up two fingers and smile. The soft breeze caresses my face as I remember Mommy and Daddy taking me sailing as a little girl. This is amazing, and I'm definitely taking the Sluts out this summer. It's a great date idea, too. Especially now that I know how great it is to get fucked on a boat.
Sarah texts Daddy at one point, letting him know that her boss has a meeting with the principal of Adrienne Dennis High School and the superintendent. Our detective friend doesn't know what the meeting is about, but it likely involves a certain video clip. Wagner probably isn't guilty of a crime, but they'll need to determine that. Either way, hopefully this means he's getting fired.
We sail and talk for awhile longer before heading in. I bring us into the marina before Daddy takes over to carefully park the boat. Daddy checks us out while I change back into my sundress, going commando since my panties are still in his pocket. Then we take our stuff back to the car and drive off.
The sun starts to set while Daddy is driving us home as country music plays in the car. Stephanie texts me privately to tell me that Ian seems a little off. We both agree that he's probably thinking about father-daughter day. My boyfriend knows that Daddy and I have sex, and he's not fully comfortable with it.
Ian usually just doesn't think about it, but he isn't an idiot; he knows there's no way it isn't happening today. Stephanie talks to him about it, and he says it's fine, just not something he wants to imagine. I feel guilty, but I know I can't stop myself. I love Daddy too much. Ian just needs time, I'm sure.
I take a quick selfie and send it to Ian. He replies, calling me beautiful. Ian seems to be in a good mood, and he lets me know that he can't wait for our double-date tomorrow. I promise him the good loving. His response is that all loving with me is better than good. I'm so lucky.
Amazing friends, a father who loves me, a boyfriend and a girlfriend. Yes, there are bad things in my life, but the good ones are what matter. I smile over at Daddy, my heart full of affection for him. He has a lot of people in his life, but this time with him is mine. I don't want it to end just yet.
"Steven?" I ask quietly, feeling strange using his name.
"Yes?" he inquires, a bemused expression on his face.
"I... I don't want to go back to the house yet," I tell him honestly. "So much of today has felt like it's just the two of us in the world, and it's felt so right. Please. Please make love to me, not as your daughter, but as a woman you love with all your heart."
"Kayla, you promised," he sighs, looking sad and scared. "You promised that what we're doing won't hold you back. You know we can't ever be a couple."
"Just for tonight. Please, Daddy. Steven. Please," I beg as I start to tear up. "Let me enjoy a couple more perfect hours with the most important person in my life. Things can make sense later. I can be an adult who moves out and starts her own life later. For tonight, please just make me feel like I'm yours. Please?"
"Kayla..." he trails off, alternating between watching the road and looking at me.
"Back home, we have to go back to reality," I admit, the tears starting to flow, "but right now, we're just an incredibly hot woman out with her sexy and older and oh so talented man."
I'm not trying to force him with crying. It's really just coming out of nowhere, and now I'm sobbing. I'm just now realizing how much I want, no, how much I need this. Daddy reaches out and takes my hand. I lace our fingers before he squeezes my hand affectionately.
"It's not just about you. It's also about me," Daddy says carefully. "Doing all the things Aria and I used to, acting like a couple. You are not Aria. You're Kayla. I need to remember that. I won't disrespect you by subconsciously treating you like a replacement."
"Stop it," I state. My firm voice loses some of its impact when my crying causes me to hiccup. I just squeeze his hand and continue. "You're not trying to make me a replacement for her. Just like I'm not trying to make you a replacement for a boyfriend. What we have is different. Special. Some might not understand, but it's separate from all that shit."
"We are special," he acknowledges with a nod and a small smile.
"I don't feel slighted by your girlfriends. I'm not trying to have you replace my boyfriend or girlfriend," I go on as his thumb caresses my hand. "And despite how you sometimes act, I know you want me to have healthy relationships with a healthy sex life."
"That's true, I do," Daddy agrees. "And I don't want to be the cause for ruining that."
"You won't be," I insist. "You're just letting me into your life in a special way that only we share. Our family. Our history. And I love you all the more for it."
"I can't make any promises for the future," he begins slowly, "but for tonight, I'm yours. I love you, Kayla."
"I love you, Steven," I smirk at him. "Where are you gonna take me?"
"I have no idea," he admits with a chuckle. "I'll head home the back way while we figure it out."
Daddy and I continue holding hands as he takes the next exit off the highway. I place our entwined hands in my lap and look down at them with a small smile. My hat and sunglasses are in the back, and my panties are still in Daddy's pocket. I'm wearing my floral sundress, my bra, and my sandals. He's dressed in shorts and a t-shirt while wearing a pair of sneakers.
I don't know what we're going to do or where we're going to go, but I do know that we are going to make love. I need to feel him inside me again. And he needs to be in me again when we get home. I squeeze his hand while looking out the window at the passing trees.
"Oh, hey!" I exclaim when I recognize the woodsy area. "We're near Tonsil Town!"
"Tonsil town? Really?" Steven actually snorts as he shakes his head.
What I'm calling Tonsil Town is actually Strawberry Park. It's a large hiking trail and park that's named for the wild strawberries all over the place. We call it Tonsil Town because it has a large dirt lot where teens go parking. The dirt lot still has some random trees throughout, allowing for privacy.
Daddy is the reason I never go to Tonsil Town. He's an adult who acknowledges I'm a sexual being. He might not want to hear details, but he has no problem with the fact that I have sex. Others aren't so lucky. Hence, Tonsil Town. The nearby trail even leads to a lake with a small waterfall. Going there to skinny dip is a popular activity for high school and college students.
"What? I didn't name it," I protest. "What did they call it when you were young? It's been there forever."
Daddy, no, Steven mumbles something unintelligible. I look over at his handsome face, which is occasionally illuminated by passing street lights. The lights are growing more sparse as we continue through the woodsy area. We're still driving on asphalt, but most of the turnoffs are dirt now.
"What was that?" I ask, leaning in.
"Petting Point," he sighs.
"And that's better than Tonsil Town?" I giggle.
"It could be worse," Steven reasons. "Your grandmother called it 'Put-it-in Bay.'"
"Seriously? That's great!" I start laughing until my face turns red. "If, ah, we go," I struggle to speak between giggles. "Oh, shit, that's funny!" I laugh until I snort. "If we go, you can put it in me!"
"People could see us," he replies nervously.
"No, no they won't," I shake my head, still laughing. "Just find a secluded spot and turn the lights off."
"There's stuff in the backseat," Steven says, grasping for another excuse.
"I'll get out and put them in the trunk," I offer. "Anyone who sees me will just think I'm here with Ian. You sneak in back."
"I've been there with your mother," he adds sadly.
"And now you're going with me," I tell him while squeezing his hand. "Not because I look like Mommy, but because you and I have a special relationship. Now, bring me there and I'll let you put it in a special place."
Daddy doesn't respond, which I take as an agreement. The sun is almost fully down by the time he takes the turn onto the dirt path. The headlights illuminate the large parking area. Not all the trees are gone, and there are some randomly in the middle of the dirt lot.
We're in the woods now, so the lot is surrounded by even more trees. A couple of walking trails lead in various directions. One goes to the pond and waterfall, where I guarantee there are people going for a naked, moonlit swim. Headlights are off, but I am able to spot several cars in the dirt lot.
I'm out the door as soon as the car is in park. I grab everything from the backseat and put it in the trunk. Daddy leaves the car on, but turns off the headlights so he can slip out of the front. We're next to a tree, and he tries using it as a shield while walking hunched over to make sure no one can see him.
There's no one nearby, and it's pretty dark. I just laugh at him as he gets in back. I join him a few moments later and slide over until our hips are touching. The radio is on and playing some nice, quiet music. This is my first time going parking and I think I like the atmosphere.
"I haven't had to do this since getting my first apartment," Steven grumbles in mock annoyance.
"Did you do Mommy in a lot of backseats?" I ask slyly as I lean over to nibble his earlobe.
"It was known to happen once in awhile," he acknowledges while placing a hand on my bare knee.
"Ever get caught?" I wonder as my tongue snakes out to tease his ear.
"No, never," Steven answers as his fingertips trail along my thigh, pushing up my sundress. "I did bring your mother home smelling like sex once. We didn't realize it and I got a big lecture from your grandfather about respecting his home and his daughter."
"That must have been awkward," I giggle, my breath hot against his skin.
"It was," he confirms while gripping my thigh. "Your grandma wanted to smell your mother's breath. That's when I learned that cum breath is a thing."
"I guess mother and daughter have another thing in common," I husk as my hand reaches between his legs to cup his crotch. "We both swallow."
I skillfully extract Steven's hard dick from his shorts and stroke it several times while kissing his neck. He wraps an arm around me while continuing to caress my inner thigh. Pecking his lips, I scoot back slightly as he releases my thigh. Steven tugs on my shoulders, urging me to lower my head into his lap and slurp his cock into my mouth.
"Mm, good girl," Steven sighs happily as I start giving him head.
My head moves up and down in his lap as I happily gulp down his dick. Steven places his left hand on my head while his right hand gently rubs my back. I can feel his fingers burying in my raven locks causing me to let out a happy moan around his shaft.
Sucking and slurping noises fill the car as we both enjoy the relaxing blowjob. I don't do anything fancy, I don't try to deepthroat or add my hands to the task. I just bob my head in a steady rhythm, taking him into my mouth again and again.
His breathing grows faster and faster, but I don't change what I'm doing. I don't try and make him cum sooner, I just continue the same persistent, predictable motions. Barely a minute later, I'm rewarded with a gasping grunt from Steven and a shot of warm cum in the mouth.
"How was that, Daddy?" I ask after swallowing as I sit up and brush my hair back behind my ears. "Oops, I meant Steven!"
"It was great," he breathes. "I want to return the favor, but I've never managed cunnilingus in a car before."
"Don't worry, we'll find time to get your head between my legs," I say, reaching into the front seat to snag the water bottle out of the cup holder.
"I'm sure we will," he laughs while watching me sit back and chug some water.
"Maybe we should have gone to one of those motels that charge by the hour," I muse between gulps. "The one we found Hazel at comes to mind."
"I am not having sex with my daughter in a cheap motel," Steven states firmly.
"So, shoving it up your daughter's ass is fine, but doing it in a cheap motel is where you draw the line?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"I, well, shut up," he mumbles.
"You're also having car sex with your daughter," I add, placing the empty water bottle back in the cup holder. "Speaking of which, what's the best way to mess around in the car?"
"All positions are tough," Steven sighs as he considers my question. "Doggystyle doesn't really work since I'm too tall. Missionary is rough as well; one time your mother woke up the next day not being able to turn her head because the neck cramp was so bad."
"Neck cramp?" I frown.
"Her head was bent at an odd angle while we were doing it in the backseat," he explains. "She must have sprained something."
"Ouch," I wince. "So, I should ride you?"
"That always worked best with your mother," Steven confirms. "But, I might need a few minutes."
I choose not to verbally respond. Instead, I grab Steven's head in both hands and shove my tongue into his mouth. He reacts quickly, wrapping an arm around me and pulling me close as our kiss deepens. I'm soon moaning into his mouth while our tongues wrestle passionately.
Our hands explore each other's bodies, groping each other with a powerful desperation. He squeezes my boob from outside my sundress before pushing a hand up my dress to finger my pussy. His other hand is buried in my hair, his strong grip keeping our lips together.
Steven's body is hard and strong, and I'm groping him as much as he is me. I run my hand down his muscular chest, I squeeze his bicep, and I feel my pussy gushing in response. Grabbing his cock, I find that he's still soft, so I reach lower to massage his balls.
His fingers feel so good inside me, making me shudder and gasp. I'm struggling to focus on our kissing, occasionally freezing up when his fingers hit just the right spot. At one point, Steven uses his grip on my hair to pull my head back. He then clamps his lips down on my neck, sucking lightly as his fingers curl and stimulate my vaginal walls.
"Oh God, ah fuck! I'm cu-ah! Ah!" I gasp, my right leg shaking as I experience an orgasm.
"Get on my cock. Now!" Steven orders while pulling on me, urging me to get on top of him. "I need to be inside you."
I nod rapidly as I struggle to straddle him while pulling my sundress up around my waist to expose my clean-shaven beaver. Steven's dick is trapped between us, forcing me to lift my body. My head hits the ceiling of the car, forcing me to maneuver uncomfortably in order to lift my pussy over his cock. Finally, he's lined up with my entrance.
We both groan loudly when I drop down on him, my greedy snatch taking over two-thirds of his length in one motion. Placing my hands on his shoulders, I look down at him as I continue my descent until his entire penis is in me. With a smoky expression, I grind in his lap while tightening my experienced vaginal muscles.
"Mm, you're so deep!" I groan, my hands squeezing his shoulders.
"You feel so good," he replies, reaching around me to grab my butt cheeks.
I start to ride the man I love more than anyone else in this world. Small yelps and gasps escape my lips as I take his cock again and again and again. Occasionally, I lift too high and bang my head on the car ceiling. The headliner barely softens the blow, but I don't care. Nothing will stop me from continuing to make love to this beautiful cock.
Our eyes stay locked as we both gasp and pant. It feels so fucking good, and I can feel myself gushing pussy juice. His fingers dig into my ass cheeks as I screech out an orgasm through clenched teeth. Steven leans up and presses his lips against mine as I continue to squeal.
"Don't stop, don't stop!" I plead desperately. "Please! Never stop fucking me!"
"Take it! Take my cock! This pussy is mine!" Steven hisses, causing me to nod rapidly in agreement.
My hands remain on his shoulders for balance, but Steven is not content to just feel my butt. He trails his fingers along my body until he reaches my breasts. Reaching in to my dress and bra, Steven pulls my titties out into the open air. I groan as he starts squeezing and caressing them, making my nipples harden.
"Mm, do you like my boobs?" I husk as I wiggle my upper body, making my breasts shake.
"I love your tits. Oh fuck, they're amazing," he moans while squeezing them.
Grabbing the back of his head, I lift myself as high as I can and bury his face in my cleavage. Steven shakes his head back and forth, motorboating my tits as I coo encouragingly. He slobbers all over my boobs, licking them, kissing them. He sucks my nipples, making me gasp. I even let out a small scream when he lightly bites down.
"Oh God, keep going!" I beg while grinding in his lap, causing his cock to stretch me. "Grab them! Love my tits! Squeeze them, slap them!"
Lifting his head from my cleavage, Steven watches my face as he palms my breasts. Releasing my left tit, he lightly slaps the boob, making it jiggle. I groan as my pussy convulses around his shaft, an orgasm exploding out of me. He grabs my nipple and lightly pinches it, causing shocks to shoot from my nipple. It's like I'm having two orgasms at once; one from my pussy and one from my nipple. Is this possible? Probably not, but I don't give a shit. It's happening.



"Cum for me, Kayla! Cum on my cock!" he orders.
His voice sounds so far away, nothing is real. Nothing is real besides the intense pleasure coursing through my body in waves of pure bliss. His hands squeeze my boobs together as I leans in and licks my cleavage. I just groan pathetically, drool running from my lips.
"I'm gonna cum!" Steven announces, bucking his hips. "I'm gonna fill your little pussy!"
"Cum," I grunt, too weak to scream as I look into his eyes. "Please. Cum for Kayla."
Steven reaches his limit. He growls passionately while grabbing a boob in each hand. Using my tits, he pulls me down onto him so he can spray his seed into the deepest reaches of my cunt. My energy briefly returns as another orgasm causes me to see stars. My vision starts to fail, and somehow everything goes black except for his face. The face I love. I smile softly as even the face fades and I pass out.
"That was amazing," Steven whispers to me while we cuddle in the backseat. "You were amazing."
"I love you," I reply, smiling up at him.
"I love you, too," he responds, making my heart flutter.
I'm snuggling up to him, my arm around his waist. My boobs are still out and proud, my sundress is still bunched around my waist, exposing my naked cunt. Steven has one arm around my shoulders while he uses his other hand to run his fingers through my hair. His flaccid penis is still poking out of his shorts.
"I've never had to do this. Go parking, I mean," I giggle lightly as I talk randomly. "You were always so understanding."
"I always knew you'd be responsible," he explains, his thumb lightly caressing my cheek. "You never gave me a reason not to trust you."
"I hope I never do," I whisper.
"I'm sure you won't," Steven says. "Don't get me wrong, you'll make mistakes. That's part of growing up. But, you'll keep learning. And you'll always have me."
"I know," I smile as I reach out, taking his hand and placing it on my bare breast.
"I've always been a tit man," he chuckles while lightly squeezing me. "And yours are incredible."
"Maybe I'll give you a titty-fuck next," I suggest happily.
"I actually got a titjob before my first blowjob," Steven tells me.
"Oh yeah?" I follow up with.
"Yeah," he confirms while rolling my nipple between his fingers. "Your mother was nervous about me squirting in her mouth. That was how she put it. She'd given me plenty of handjobs, but she wasn't quite ready to use her mouth."
"How was it?" I wonder, pressing myself against him.
"I came all over her boobs and face," Steven admits. "And, ah, it happened faster than I would have liked."
"I'm sure Mommy was understanding," I laugh.
"She was," he agrees.
"Good," I nod against his chest.
"The first time we, ah, got to second base. I. I had no idea what I was doing," Steven admits as I listen intently. "We were kissing. I had felt her over her shirt, but we both wanted to go further."
"Keep going," I urge him on.
"My hands went up the back of her shirt," he continues. "I kept feeling around her back, trying to find the clasp for her bra. I must have been fumbling around with that strap for ten minutes. Probably less, but yeah."
"Oh, Daddy!" I giggle before gasping and correcting myself. "I mean, Steven. Anyway, I can't imagine you being that inexperienced!"
"Yeah, well, we were each other's first everything," Steven sighs. "Until..."
"So, you finally got the clasp figured out?" I ask, trying to keep us away from sad thoughts.
"Nope!" he laughs. "Eventually she pulled back and took pity on me. She reached up the front of her shirt and undid her front clasp bra."
I fall into an intense fit of giggles that render me unable to respond. It takes a few minutes for me to calm down enough to talk. However, as soon as I look up and see Steven's exasperation I burst out laughing again. He just sighs and shakes his head as I exhaust my mirth.
When I finally recover for real, I ask for more stories of his sexual escapades with Mommy. He tells me a fun story about the two of them swimming in a pool with a bunch of friends. Mommy is in a bikini, and she keeps taking opportunities to flash Steven without anyone seeing. She laughs at how hard he gets, unable to do anything about it and needing to hide his bulge from the others.
It actually does seem a little mean, but Steven assures me that she makes it up to him. They end up back at their apartment where he fills all three of her holes. He asks if hearing about this makes me uncomfortable, but I assure him it's actually making me wet.
"As nice as it is being here with you, I'm glad I didn't get my cherry popped in a backseat," I comment at one point.
"Car sex is hard to make romantic, no matter how much you love each other," Steven acknowledges.
"Do you wanna rethink the cheap motel?" I suggest, my fingers brushing his cock.
"I don't think so," he laughs and shakes his head. "Not happening."
"I was thinking," I begin slowly, "maybe I was wrong earlier."
"About what?" he asks.
"The point is to escape reality, but do we really have to be away from home for that?" I challenge.
"You want to continue this at home?" Steven wonders.
"I think so," I nod. "I want to try more positions, I want to take a hot bubble bath with you. I want to fall asleep in your arms."
"I don't know if spending the night together is a good idea," he says carefully.
"Please?" I ask, looking up at him with a pout. "You'll go back to being Daddy tomorrow. Just please be Steven tonight."
"O-okay," he stammers, caving surprisingly fast. "I'm sure Hazel can take care of Lexi."
"We should really get a crate for that girl," I tease.
"No, thank you," Steven laughs. "Lexi would want to have sex in it, and I don't think my knees could take it."
We're able to leave Tonsil Town without incident. We drive by a parked car with fogged windows, and I see a woman's hand planted against the glass. Looks like they're trying to make doggystyle work. Hopefully her guy is short!
There are a lot of things to carry into the mansion, and like a typical male, Steven refuses to even consider making two trips. We stagger through the palatial home until we make it to the main living room. He drops several things as I walk into the room to greet Lexi and Hazel.
My two Slut-sisters are cuddling on the couch while wearing lounge pants and t-shirts. There's something playing on TV and a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table. Both girls look over at us as we enter while my eyes are drawn to the television. It's a very popular horror movie.
"Hi!" Lexi chirps. "Did you have fun? I'm surprised you can walk, Kayla!"
"Why do you have a cooler?" Hazel frowns in confusion.
"We went sailing," Steven explains while dropping a shopping bag.
"Oh, fun!" Lexi exclaims.
"It was," I agree with a nod. "We'll have to all go sometime."
"That's a good idea," Steven nods.
"What else did you do?" Hazel wonders.
"Lots of shopping; I got new boots!" I grin happily. "We went sailing, and we just got back from Tonsil Town!"
"Oh, how was that?" Lexi giggles.
"Cramped," I admit. "That's why we're home. Car sex is not practical."
"Unless you have a van or something," Hazel shrugs, grabbing some popcorn.
"Yup," Lexi grunts. "Four guys did me in a white panel van once."
"Did they lure you in with candy?" Hazel raises an eyebrow as she looks down at the redhead.
"No, they paid Keith for a couple hours with me," Lexi rolls her eyes. "They tossed me out when they were done. I was covered in cum and holding my ruined clothes."
"Sorry," Hazel mumbles, hugging Lexi tightly.
Steven and I say a few encouraging words to Lexi while making our way over to the couch. Then the four of us fall silent as we watch the movie for a few minutes, awkwardness hanging in the air. The very famous shower scene is quite the distraction.
"This movie is disgusting," I comment, crinkling my nose.
"Well, yeah, that's the idea," Hazel reasons.
"There's no plot, they just try and make deaths as graphic as possible," Steven adds.
"Exactly!" Hazel exclaims. "We can just veg out and enjoy the gore. I love it!"
"That's not concerning,"I grunt sarcastically, making Lexi giggle.
"We're watching a naked guy get cut in half, starting with the balls," Steven winces. "What I don't understand is, why can they show that while artistically avoiding showing the woman's nipples during the sex scene?"
"As a woman, it's refreshing to see a dick hanging out while titties are covered," I reply primly.
"I'm also a woman and I enjoy seeing titties," Hazel shrugs.
"I love titties, too," Lexi begins. "But, Kayla has a point. It's nice for the guy to have it all hanging out for once."
"I don't have a problem with the dick being seen, though mine hurts after seeing that scene," Steven laughs. "I'm just saying, this movie is hardly a cinematic masterpiece. Adding in the boobs wouldn't hurt."
"Pathetic," Lexi rolls her eyes as she sits up and pulls up her shirt, flashing him. "There, titties. Happy?"
"Yes," he nods happily while leaning over to admire Lexi's lightly-freckled chest.
"We're getting distracted," I quickly reply. "It's getting late. Lexi, is it okay if I spend the night with Steven?"
"Since when do you use his actual name?" Hazel inquires while Lexi lowers her shirt.
"It's just for tonight," Steven replies quickly.
"One night of fantasy," I smile while taking a few steps forward so I can turn and look directly at Lexi. "Please?"
"Only if Hazel will let me spend the night with her," Lexi answers. "Oh! And if I can borrow the strap-on."
"Deal," I grin happily.
"Fine," Hazel giggles cutely. "We'll need the handcuffs, too."
With everything settled, Steven and I leave the two girls to their disgusting movie. We drop off the cooler and put away the leftovers before heading to the bedrooms. He tosses me my underwear as I carry all my stuff into my bedroom. I leave the bags on my bed and kick off my sandals before rushing to the master bedroom, I only stop long enough to grab a bath bomb.
"You're not wasting any time," Steven comments as I remove my sundress.
"I want to take a nice, romantic bath," I respond, standing only in my bra.
"Shall I light some candles?" he offers with a smile.
"Oh, yes!" I gasp as I reach behind my back to unhook my bra. "Please do!"
Steven watches me take off my bra, leering at me as my breasts are revealed. I giggle and shake my chest for him before heading to the bathroom to pee. When I'm finished, Steven comes in with a handful of candles and a lighter.
The candles are lit, soft music is playing on my phone, and the tub is filled with hot water. I have Steven get in first so that I can recline against his chest. Once we're settled in, I drop the bath bomb into the water. It starts fizzling as the water turns purple and pink while rose petals float on top.
"This is nice," Steven sighs as he leans back against the tub with his legs stretched out.
"Mm, it's perfect," I coo happily, resting my back against his bare chest.
A soft glow fills the room, accompanied by a wonderful aroma and some nice music. It feels so nice being naked with Steven and having it not be sexual. The fingers on his left hand are lightly caressing my thigh beneath the water, and his other hand is resting on my flat stomach. I have both my hands on his right hand, holding it to my belly.
"I'm so proud of the woman you've become," he whispers, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "Your mother would be proud, too."
"Thank you," I smile softly. "Did you ever do anything like this with Mommy?"
"Once in awhile, yes," Steven confirms. "We both took a very nice bath after you threw up all over us when you were three."
"Oops," I giggle and blush slightly. "Sorry about that."
"It was very impressive," he continues. "One of the great mysteries of life; more came out than went in. You covered both of us and the wall. It was just shooting out of you."
"Daddy!" I exclaim, completely mortified.
"Oh, it's 'Daddy' again, is it?" Steven teases, kissing the top of my head.
"Hmph," I grunt in response.
"You're fine," he laughs.
"I'd ask if you take baths with Lexi, but I doubt she can sit still long enough," I comment, changing the subject.
"You know Lexi, if she slows down she has to think about things," Steven sighs.
"She really should see a therapist," I reply. "Kasey has really been helping me."
"I know, but Lexi won't agree to it," he tells me while shifting slightly to get more comfortable. "Maybe things will change when the trial starts."
"Still no idea when that will be?" I ask.
"No," Steven answers. "A date will probably be set in the near future. Charges are finalized and you'll be contacted soon, according to Sarah."
"Did you hear what Lexi said about the van?" I wince.
"Yeah, there's a lot she hasn't told us," he says. "I hope tomorrow will be good for her. We'll spend the day together. But, that's tomorrow. Let's not talk about the sad stuff now, okay?"
"Okay," I agree.
I lean my head back against Steven while letting out a sigh of contentment. We relax quietly for a little while longer, enjoying the feel of the warm water. The water is purple and pink, and I lift my foot to see if it is changing the color of my toes. It isn't.
When the water starts getting cold we decide it's time to get out. The two of us towel off while the tub drains, then we gather up the rose petals to dispose of them. I stand nude in the bathroom, running my raven hair through a towel while Steven carries the lit candles into the bedroom to maintain the atmosphere.
We don't want to get the bed wet, so we stand beside it while continuing to dry off. I grab the remote and put a roaring fire on the screen to add to the mood. Steven turns the light off after adding a few extra candles, plunging the room into a soft glow. Then the mood is ruined by a knock on the door.
"Come in!" Steven calls out.
"Got your drinks," Hazel says as she and Lexi walk in with four sports beverages.
"Thanks," Steven says, walking over to the door with his penis flopping back and forth between his legs.
"Nice dick," Lexi purrs before glancing over at me. "Nice tits."
"Thanks," I roll my eyes as I walk over. "When did he text you for drinks?"
"Uh, a minute ago?" Hazel shrugs handing both of us our drinks.
"Oh," I reply, removing the top off of mine and taking a sip.
"I don't know how you drink that flavor," Lexi says to me. "It tastes like pee."
"Do you even know what pee tastes like?" Hazel challenges with a snort before sipping her own drink.
"Yes," Lexi replies darkly.
"So, ah, anyway," Hazel stammers, eyes darting around the room, "this is very romantic."
"It is!" I agree while Steven gives Lexi a tight hug.
"We'll let you get back to it, then," Hazel offers. "I promised Lexi she could fuck me doggystyle with the strap-on."
"Sounds fun," I giggle, hugging Hazel and pecking her lips.
"We're gonna raid your room," Lexi declares before hugging and kissing Steven.
"Sure, no problem," I nod.
"Bye, baby!" Lexi chirps, pecking Steven's lips. She then looks down and reaches out to grasp his cock. "Bye, little guy! I'll miss you!"
"It is not little!" Steven exclaims, unable to pull away while the redhead holds his precious tool.
"It's not nearly as big when it's soft. It's actually really cute like this," Lexi comments while Hazel and I laugh. The redhead then bends forward until her head is hovering a few inches over Steven's crotch. "You be good to Kayla, okay?"
"That's enough," Steven says finally.
"Fine," Lexi rolls her eyes before lowering her head and kissing the tip of his flaccid penis. "You and I will get together soon."
Steven is just shaking his head as the three of us walk out the door. I have a plan, so I decide to accompany Hazel and Lexi to my bedroom. I get dressed while Lexi grabs the strap-on and a pair of handcuffs. I exchange a passionate kiss with Hazel, then Lexi. Finally, I return to the master bedroom and shut the door behind me.
"Whoa," Steven whispers, sitting on the bed as he admires me in the candlelight.
His shock is warranted since I'm currently dressed in my cheerleader uniform. My skirt is green and trimmed with white. I'm wearing a white sleeveless top with a green hart on the chest, the school mascot. My feet are bare, but I do have green and white ribbons in my hair. I'm also holding pompoms.
"You fucked four slutty cheerleaders in Bermuda, but you didn't get all of us," I declare while posing prettily. "You have one more to go."
"Challenge accepted," he grins and nods. "I'm surprised you didn't wear the boots. You did promise to model them for me."
"Maybe next time," I giggle.
Grabbing my phone, I start up some fast music so I can dance. I go through a couple of cheer routines while dancing to the music. At one point, I kick as high as I can, causing my skirt to fly up and reveal that I'm not wearing any underwear. It's obvious that Steven appreciates the flash of pussy.
I shake my pompoms before doing a full-split, making him gasp. Standing up, I give him a winning smile and spin around. Flipping up my skirt, I show him my bum. When I face him, his eyes drop to my chest, and I'm sure my hard nipples are proving I'm not wearing a bra.
As I dance, I remember Steven coming to all the football games to watch me cheer. It's before he starts seeing me in a sexual light, but I know for a fact that he checks out the cheerleaders. Every straight guy does. This is a fantasy made real for both of us.
Tossing my pompoms on the floor, I run my hands up my sides while swaying to the music. Waggling my eyebrows, I squeeze my own boobs from outside my top. Steven laughs and shakes his head, but I can see his dick is rock hard as he sits on the edge of the bed with his feet on the floor.
Sashaying over to the bed, I run my fingers along his thigh while smiling at him. Placing both hands on his knees, I encourage him to spread his legs. My green eyes sparkle as I kneel between Steven's legs and lick my lips seductively. Grasping his shaft at the base, I lower my head and take him into my mouth.
Steven places his hands on my head, encouraging me to bob my head on him. I can feel his fingers brushing through my hair, clearly playing with the ribbons. My hands are on either side of him, just resting on the bed as I suck dick. On an upstroke, I hold just the head in my mouth as my tongue rapidly flicks his tip.
"Get up on the bed, get on the bed!" he hisses, grabbing my shoulders to urge me to my feet.
I giggle at how desperate he seems as I stand up. He then stands up and places one hand at my back as his other arm sweeps me behind the knees, allowing him to pick me up. I squeal loudly, my feet kicking in the air as Steven tosses me onto the bed.
Laying back with my head on the pillow, I spread my legs to give him a great view of my most intimate area. I assume he is about to fuck me, but I'm surprised when he kneels between my legs and starts maneuvering to get his head between my legs. I am not at all disappointed that he wants to taste some cheerleader pussy.
He plants soft kisses along my inner thighs, making me shiver in anticipation. I let out a small gasp when he kisses my vulva. Reaching down, I gently hold both sides of his face as he takes a long lick between my labia. My right leg twitches when he finally dives in.
"Oh, God!" I gasp, my back arching and my mouth wide open. "Oh God, yes!"
I'm in pure heaven as Steven eats me out for several minutes. He knows how to make full use of his tongue and fingers, keeping me on the edge the entire time. At first, I beg him to keep going and announce my orgasms. Toward the end, however, I lose the ability to make any kind of coherent noise as I babble and scream.



My latest orgasm causes me to collapse back on the bed and gasp for breath. I barely react when Steven sits up. However, I do manage to gasp when he grabs my hips and flips me onto my stomach. He pulls upward on my hips and I immediately comply, getting up on all fours for him to flip up my skirt. Moments later, I groan and toss my head back as he buries his cock up my cunt.
"Ah, fuck yes!" he hisses, clearly loving the feel of my velvet embrace.
Holding my hips in his strong hands, Steven starts fucking me with a nice, steady pace. My cheer skirt is bunched around my waist and my tight body is jerking forward with each thrust. I know I look sexy in my cheer uniform with my cunt stuffed with cock.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, my fingers clenching the comforter.
My moans and grunts increase in volume, easily drowning out the music that's still playing. Lexi isn't the only one who likes fucking to music! I can also hear Steven grunt with exertion each time he slams his big dick into my soaking snatch.
"So. Fucking. Good!" Steven grunts, punctuating each word with a strong thrust.
The sex gets rougher as both of us start really getting into it. He spanks my butt cheeks over and over, making me groan and beg for more. Reaching out, he grabs a fistful of my raven hair so he can yank my head back. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched shut as an orgasm hits.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" I announce, my body trembling and toes curling. "Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me, harder!"
Steven releases my hair and grabs my shoulders with both hands so he can drill me from behind hard and fast. I start blubbering barely understandable words, begging for cock and calling myself a slut and a whore. I scream that I belong to him. Forever.
"FUCK!" Steven groans as he buries himself to the hilt and explodes inside of me.
This is just the beginning of one of the most amazing nights, a night I'll remember forever. We cuddle for a little while, whispering sweet words to each other. When I can wait no longer, I lean over and take him into my mouth, tasting my love juices on his dick as I suck him back to life.
I get naked, leaving just the white and green ribbons in my hair. Then I get between his legs and wrap my breasts around his shaft so I can give him a titty-fuck. Looking up at him, I moan while saying the dirtiest things I can think of to turn him on.
Standing on the floor, I bend over the bed and spread my ass cheeks as I beg for Steven to fuck my ass. He happily obliges, lubing himself up before sodomizing me until I scream. When I feel him shoot his cum up my back door, I gasp and black out.
I regain consciousness in Steven's arms as he carries me into the bathroom. We share a relaxing shower to recover, sensually soaping each other up. After drying off, we return to the bed and snuggle under the covers. It's well after midnight, but we're both still full of energy.
Steven ends up on top of me, making love to me in the missionary position. My hands grip his forearms while my legs hook around his calves, drawing him into me. Tomorrow, he'll be Daddy again. Tonight? Tonight he's Steven and I'm Kayla. Two people who mean the world to each other.
My hips instinctively roll to meet his thrusts as we exchange soft kisses. Steven reaches up to stroke my face before grabbing my hand and lacing our fingers. I'm lightly panting and moaning each time he slides into me, and I feel him squeeze my hand three times.
There's nothing else. Nothing else in the world exists. All that matters is the man on top of me, the man I'm joining with so intimately. The most intimate way physically possible. It's beautiful, wonderful, incredible! It's beyond words. It's right. For us, it's right.
How do you rank orgasms against each other? It's like comparing apples to explosions. But something about this time, at the same time that Steven is filling me, clicks. It feels like a key is being turned, unlocking something primal and beautiful. Something inside both of us is being unleashed. It feels like everything will be alright.
"I love you! I love you, Kayla!" Steven gasps as his shaft pulses inside me, releasing wave after wave of warm semen.
"I love you! Be here with me, Steven," I gasp breathlessly as we gaze into each other's eyes. The same green eyes. "Claim me. At least part of me. And give me part of you. Forever."
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~Ashley~
I'm kneeling on my bed completely naked, balancing on my left elbow while I jack off Josh with my right hand. My cheeks cave in as I suck on the top half of his dick while moaning and looking up at him with lust. I can feel my big boobs dangling from my chest; they're jiggling and slapping each other as Ian slams into me from behind.
"Gak! Gak! Gak! Gak!" I groan around the dick in my mouth while enjoying the spit-roast.
Guys using me from both ends is so incredibly hot, and I gasp loudly around Josh's thickness as I cum on Ian's cock. Releasing the dick in my hand, I balance on both elbows to keep from being knocked over. Josh is holding my head, forcing his length down my throat. Ian has a firm grip on my hips, pulling me back so he can get balls-deep inside me.
I love being bounced back and forth between both men as they use my sexy body. The manhandling is a huge turn on; I'm actually taller than Ian, but the way the boys are controlling me makes them seem so big and strong. It's like I exist for the pleasure of the two beautiful cocks that are standing tall for me. I love it!
Like the other Sluts, I enjoy being submissive during sex. I'm not sure why women more often lean toward being submissive, while men seem to usually be dominant. Is it something to do with hormones, maybe? Testosterone and estrogen? Fuck if I know, I just love getting pounded.
Josh grabs my head, thrusting his hips as he buries his entire length down my throat. I gag and gurgle around his length, my eyes rolling up to meet his as I feel his balls resting against my chin. The entire time, Ian is relentlessly ramming his cock up my cunt.
Perhaps just having a penis is what makes someone dominant? Lexi can get very controlling when she's wearing the strap-on. The redhead dominates Kayla, but constantly claims that her pussy belongs to Steven. Does even a fake penis make someone want to control, to conquer? To make a needy slut squirm until she screams and passes out from pleasure overload?
"Ashley, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Josh warns, his breathing rapid as he pushes his dick in and out of my mouth.
"She's gonna make me cum, too!" Ian groans, his fingers digging into my skin as he happily pumps my pussy.
"Mm! Cum! Mm!" I beg around the cock in my mouth, my eyes watering.
Reaching up, I wrap my fingers around the base of Josh's dick so I can jack him off while sucking on the tip. Looking at Josh, I make loud mewling noises as I urge him to start spurting. My strong vaginal muscles clench down on Ian, attempting to bring off a second guy. I long for both of them to fill me with cum at the same time, drowning me in semen.
"Fuck! I'm gonna- ungh!" Ian groans, holding himself inside me as his body shudders.
"Ashley!" Josh hisses just as I feel the warmth of Ian's load squirt into me.
Feeling two men cum in me at the same time is too much; an orgasm explodes out of me as I start whining and thrashing. Ian holds my hips in place as his cock pulses again and again, filling my little pussy until it's overflowing. I hear Josh gasp as his warm cum covers my tongue. A second spurt goes right down my throat, and he instinctively pulls back. His dick slips out of my mouth, causing a strand of semen to shoot along the side of my face.
"Yes, cum for me," I moan weakly, causing cum to fall out of my mouth and run down my chin as both guys shower me in their pleasure.
My eyes quickly open, revealing only blackness above me as I let out a gasp while shuddering in orgasm. I'm laying beneath the covers, the comforter stimulating my hard nipples as I slowly come down from my climax. My only clothing is a pair of panties, and from the way they feel against my vulva, I can tell I'm completely soaked.
Running a hand over my forehead, I let out a breath before giggling slightly. Then I reach over to my bedside table, feeling around until I manage to snag my phone. I wince slightly when the screen lights up, revealing that it is currently 1:52AM on Wednesday morning.
Josh and I have a double date with Ian and Kayla today, so perhaps my dream will become reality. That's a nice thought. Although, I'm just now realizing Kayla's absence from my dream. I guess it makes sense; I can get lesbian group sex whenever I want it. A multi-cock day is not something that happens all the time, or ever, really. This is exciting!
Sure, I'm a little nervous about letting Josh stick it in another girl, but it is Kayla. My Slut-sister. I trust her. I have to trust her. I know she has a great relationship with Ian, and she won't be tempted to lure my boyfriend away. There's also the big surprise I have for Josh at the graduation party, so I need to get over this. It's so hard, and I hate feeling insecure, but it's only fair.
I sit up with a groan, the comforter falling to my waist. Brushing my sweaty blonde hair out of my face, I get out of bed and remove my panties before tossing the wet fabric into the hamper. After stepping into clean underwear, I put on a robe and walk out into the hall.
To my surprise there is a light on coming from the kitchen, the soft glow spilling out into the hallway. I'm curious, but I stop at the bathroom to pee before checking out the kitchen. I find my baby sister sitting at the table clutching a glass of orange juice. Her phone is sitting on the table in front of her.
"Hey, Ash," Melissa mumbles, looking over at me.
"What are you doing up at two in the morning?" I frown as I step into the kitchen, the tile cold against my bare feet.
Melissa takes a sip of her juice before answering, smacking her lips as she places the glass back on the table. My little sister is wearing a plain white t-shirt with light blue pajama bottoms. She looks so much like me, and is already my height. I wonder if she'll keep growing and actually break six feet. Probably not, fifteen is the age of my last growth spurt.
"Just thinking," Melissa shrugs sadly.
"What about?" I wonder as I open the refrigerator and take out the orange juice.
"Stuff," she mutters.
"What kind of stuff?" I smirk while taking a glass out of the cabinet.
"Just stuff," Melissa repeats quietly.
"What's going on, Mel?" I ask as I sit down across from her and pour myself some juice.
"I'm sorry I'm such a brat," she sighs, looking at me nervously.
"Me, too. You should really work on that," I state plainly before taking a sip.
"Ash!" Melissa groans and rolls her eyes. "I'm serious!"
"So am I," I confirm, setting my glass down. "I was beginning to think you'd never see it."
"Hmph," she pouts, crossing her arms.
"What? Was I supposed to argue with you and say you aren't a brat?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes," Melissa grumps.
"Too bad, so sad," I shrug.
"Ashley!" she whines, bouncing in her seat.
"I'm your big sister, it's my job to make your life difficult," I reason with a cute smile. "Well, it's more of an unpaid internship, but I still take it very seriously."
"You're an idiot," Melissa says, glaring at me.
"Takes one to know one," I quickly retort.
"I'm on track to be the Valedictorian for the class of 2028!" she declares proudly.
"You're still an idiot," I wink.
"I'll be the sister who gets to give a big speech at graduation," Melissa responds before blowing a raspberry. "So, there!"
"You know, I always thought the person who graduates last should get to give their own speech," I frown as I pretend to consider the idea. "That way we can hear both sides."
"Yeah, and I'm the idiot," she snorts.
"I know you are," I nod slowly. "And now that you're back to your usual dumb self, why don't you tell me what's going on?"
"You're going off to college and I'm going to miss you, okay?!" Melissa blurts out before she can chicken out.
"Well, I'll miss you too, dumbass!" I reply with a small smile.
"Thanks, moron," she giggles.
"So, are we good?" I inquire.
"I just, I don't know," Melissa sighs. "We never got along, and now you're going to be living in a dorm. I'll never see you. I'm just now realizing how much I'll miss you."
"Hey! I'll always be your sister. Whether I like it or not," I grin. "CSUA isn't far. I'll visit. And I'll still be spending winter and summer breaks here."
"Yeah, but then you'll graduate and get a house and a husband. Maybe a cat," she explains. "I just don't want us to end up the kind of siblings that only see each other on holidays and funerals."
"We'll see each other more often than that, I promise," I vow sincerely, but just have to get a shot in. "We need to stay close enough that I can ask for a kidney if I ever need one."
This conversation is making me wonder what I want to do with my life. I'm young. I want to have fun in college, sow some wild oats. Or is that just something guys do? Either way, I also want to work toward a career. I want to get married and have children. I want to enjoy going to work each day rather than just live for the weekend like so many people do.
"Shut up," Melissa rolls her eyes again.
"Really, we will," I continue. "We're growing up. Things are gonna change. One thing that will always be the same is that we're sisters."
"Just don't go moving to another part of the country," she mumbles.
"You're the future scientist," I respond with a laugh. "If one of us is moving far away, it's you."
"You can't get rid of me that easily," Melissa grins before drinking the rest of her juice.
"I know," I sigh theatrically. "You're like an infestation. Maybe I should have an exterminator come spray some chemicals around my dorm room."
"You love me," she smirks in victory.
"Sadly, that's true," I reluctantly admit before finishing my own drink.
"I'm growing up to, you know," Melissa points out as she stands up and takes our glasses. "Mom and Dad will let me date when I'm sixteen."
"Don't remind me," I grunt, standing up to return the juice to the fridge.
"Can I call you at college if I have questions about boys and dating?" she asks while washing the glasses.
"Of course you can," I confirm. "Just be careful, okay? Dating can be complicated."
"I know, I know!" Melissa whines as she walks up to me. "Oh! I'll be fifteen-and-a-half on Monday. Can you teach me to drive?"
"In a parking lot, maybe," I respond, facing my baby sister. My baby sister who isn't so much of a baby anymore. "You need to have a driver who is at least twenty-five in the passenger seat."
"Oh. I didn't realize that," she winces while looking at me nervously. "Were Mom and Dad good teachers?"
"Nope! Not even a little bit," I laugh. "Dad was like a drill instructor, except instead of counting push-ups I had to count how many seconds I was stopped at the stop sign. Mom screamed every time I went over twenty-five miles per hour and kept reminding me that the brake was my new best friend."
"Great," Melissa mumbles, looking uncomfortable.
"Don't worry about it," I shrug and smile. "Driver's ed exists for a reason. You'll be fine."
"Thanks, Ash," she says, stepping toward me and hugging me tightly.
"You're welcome, Mel," I respond, hugging her and rubbing her back. "Now, let's get to bed."
The two of us walk into Melissa's room and I take her inside. It looks like things are more organized now, and I head over to the shelf covered in rocks. Sorry, mineral samples. I pick up the purple one and recognize it as amethyst. Setting it down, I take up a sparkly gold one.
"What's this?" I ask, showing it to my sister.
"Pyrite," Melissa answers. "Also known as fool's gold."
"Too bad it's not real gold," I mutter, setting it back down before picking up another sparkly mineral. This one is all rainbow colors. "How about this one?"
"Bornite," she responds. "It's a copper ore commonly found with chalcopyrite. It's also known as peacock ore."
"Uh, this one?" I wonder, holding up a brown crystal that is shaped like a rose.
"Desert rose," Melissa smirks in bemusement. "It's a crystal cluster of gypsum or baryte."
"This?" I ask, showing her a small green stone with dark green swirls.
"Malachite," she giggles. "That's my collection, you're not gonna stump me."
"What the hell is this?" I frown as I examine a weird silvery metallic rock.
"Molybdenite," Melissa snorts.
"I guess you do know what all of these are," I finally admit.
"See? I'm smart!" she declares.
"I guess you aren't a complete idiot," I sigh.
I hug my sister and tell her to sleep well before returning to my room. Dropping my robe, I crawl into bed wearing just my panties. My bed is nice and warm, and I sigh happily as I get comfortable. I have a double date later today, I need to be well rested!
~Nicole~
"What the fuck is wrong with me? Why can't I find a guy?" Lizzie sobs while kneeling on her bathroom floor and drunkenly clinging to the toilet.
"Nothing's wrong with you, nothing at all," I coo softly as I brush her hair back.
"Heeeaaarrrggghhh!" she heaves, throwing up in the toilet.
"You're okay, just let it out," I whisper, holding back the hair of the human train wreck.
Fuck. This smells vile. It smells like she makes a habit of gargling the contents of a porn shoot's bathroom while eating garlic bread and chugging vodka. I'm tired. I'm tired and I want to sleep. Instead I'm helping my friend who is choosing a random Tuesday night to get drunk and have a meltdown.
Elizabeth Dotson is one of my best friends, one of our core group of five at Ashwood Logistics. From the way we talk and the fact that there's five of us, sometimes we joke that we're our own Sluts About Town cast. We each have our own drama and once in awhile our lives do seem like a television show. Of course, none of them know my love of sex is very recent. That might change their minds! A Slut-sister, a Slut About Town, quite strange for a girl with only one male sex partner in her entire life.
Lizzie is a proposal writer and she has her degree in English. In her free time she loves writing and reading smut, which helps her showcase her hopeless romantic side. Standing at just over five feet tall, Lizzie is about the same height as Lexi, making them both a couple inches shorter than I am. Lizzie is lovely, but the couple extra pounds she's carrying makes her very self-conscious. No matter how often we point out that her huge tits and juicy ass are things guys love. Blonde hair, blue eyes, a pretty face, big boobs; yeah, she has no trouble finding a hookup.
"Why am I such a dumb whore?" Lizzie asks, tears running down her cheeks.
Unfortunately, her low self-esteem tends to lead her to hookup with all the wrong guys. She gets depressed, she gets drunk, and she ends up calling me at two in the morning crying about how she'll never find love. That's why I'm kneeling beside her in the middle of the night for probably the fifth time just this year. This is the first time it's happening on a week night, making things worse.
I'm wearing jeans and a t-shirt, but my bra is in my overnight bag along with my business casual attire. Shoving a skirt and blazer into a bag probably isn't smart, but I don't care. I don't want to waste time going home, so I'll just sleep here so I can actually get enough rest for work. That's the hope, anyway.
Lizzie is dressed in a pair of panties and a gray t-shirt. Her bra is long gone, her nipples denting the fabric. I still don't know exactly what tonight's issue is; my friend throwing up her liquid meal into the toilet is quite the distraction. However, it seems like she's done throwing up, so I flush the toilet and get to my feet.
"You should brush your teeth," I advise once she's calm, offering her my hands. "Then we'll get some water in you."
"Okay," Lizzie mumbles, taking my hands.
I help her to her feet and get her over to the sink so she can brush her teeth. Lizzie uses some mouthwash to make sure her teeth are clean and the taste of vomit is gone. Then the two of us sit at the kitchen table in her apartment with bottles of water. I take my shoes and socks off so I can relax while we talk.
"What happened?" I ask, leaning toward her.
"I'm a stupid slut," she sighs, glaring at the water bottle in her hands.
"I was hoping for some details," I say patiently.
"I had dinner with Nate and his latest girlfriend," Lizzie replies, her eyes watering.
"Oh," I wince.
"Yup," she grunts before taking a sip of water.
Nate is Lizzie's childhood best friend. He's a nice guy, but he can be a bit oblivious. Rather than see how much Lizzie loves him, he dates girl after girl after girl. Each new one is torture to Lizzie. Granted, a person can't help who they're attracted to, but I just want them to get together. Cleaning up after the constant heartbreak is exhausting.
"Lizzie, it's the middle of the night," I point out after over a minute of silence. "I'm an accountant, not a dentist. Don't make this like pulling teeth. What happened?"
"Nate asked me to meet him at Eduardo's for dinner," Lizzie begins. "You know, the Mexican place next to Club Frenzy?"
"We've been there together," I smirk. "Yes, I know both places. Continue."
"Well, I figured that maybe he finally realized what a great match we'd be. Stupid me," she sniffles. "I get there and he's dying to introduce his best friend, that'd be me, to the next in the long line of girls who are prettier than me. Fuck. You'd think I'd learn."
"Oh, Lizzie," I let out a breath. "Maybe you should try telling him how you feel? He's said he thinks of you like a sister, but maybe he just doesn't realize you want more."
"Too late now," Lizzie growls angrily. "She's his whole world,"
"She's his fifth world this year, I wouldn't worry too much about that," I remind her.
"So, anyway," she continues, ignoring my response, "we had the most awkward dinner ever as this fucking bimbo hangs off him. Giggling the entire time. I swear, she's the most annoying girl he's ever fucked."
"What happened next?" I inquire, already having a good idea where this is going.
"They left. I went next door to Club Frenzy and had a few drinks. Then some guy bought me a few more," Lizzie answers. "I blew him in the bathroom. Then his friends found us. I sucked both of them off, too."
"I see," I comment with a wince.
"At least, I think it was a bathroom," she frowns. "Or an office. Something with a door. Oh, and one of them fucked my tits."
"And then you came home and called me?" I suggest. "You didn't drive, right?"
"I got a ride on the app, but no, I didn't go home yet," Lizzie admits. "I got another drink at the bar and some guy asked me to dance. He was grabbing my tits on the dance floor. They were falling out of my dress."
"Downside to having big boobs?" I wonder with a shrug.
"I guess," she mumbles. "Anyway, he fucked me in the back of his cheap car. The damn thing was rusted and falling apart. It couldn't even be a nice car, Nicole. But, slut whore queen me just lifted my legs and smiled."
"And then you went home?" I ask again with a wince.



"Yeah," Lizzie nods. "I didn't notice my boob was hanging out of my dress until I got inside my apartment. No wonder the driver kept staring at me."
"Maybe you should talk to someone about your depression, and, you know, your promiscuity?" I propose, lifting my water to my lips and finishing my thought before drinking. "A therapist."
"Nic? Have you ever eaten pussy?" she asks, ignoring my suggestion completely.
"Ack!" I choke on my water, spitting some of it out.
Shit, shit, shit! Does she know? It's one thing to be bisexual, but I have sex with my own sister. My best friends might understand, but I'm not ready to tell them. I lightly hit my chest as I cough and struggle to catch my breath. This could be very bad.
"Maybe I'd make a better lesbian," Lizzie continues, oblivious to my fears. "At least then my partner would know what to do with a pussy. Do you know how long it's been since someone else made me cum? Fuck, guys can't even find my clit when I point it out!"
"You can't help who you're attracted to," I tell her. "If you like guys, you like guys. There are some who know how to touch a woman. You just need to find one. If not Nate, someone else."
Lizzie starts telling me about many of her disappointing sexual encounters. Most of these stories aren't new to me, so my mind starts to wander. I just nod along as Lizzie repeats the story of getting spit-roasted in the bathroom during her senior prom; a result of seeing Nate happily dancing with his prom date.
There are so many stories out there about guys being selfish in bed, only caring about getting themselves off. More stories of guys being unable to get a girl off even when they try. I remember my own hookups in the past, guys wanting to go back to the bar right after I get them off with my mouth. The few I let finger me can barely find my clit. That's if I'm lucky.
My friend has a point, why is it so hard for them to find the little nub? Maybe I just don't understand because I have one. I have no trouble finding the clitoris when I play with my Slut-sisters. They have no difficulty finding mine. Hell, we even go further and stimulate the elusive g-spot.
Lizzie is rambling non-stop at this point, not even looking for a response from me. The current story is another hookup with a guy from a bar. She's going on and on about the asshole using her like an object before nutting on her face and hair. Lizzie finds out he has a girlfriend when he throws her out of the house half-naked before the girlfriend gets home.
All this talk about bad sex and a lack of a connection is making me miss Steven. I hate that I can really only see him on weekends. There's just so much going on. In the future, maybe moving in to the mansion will be an option, but not just yet. The relationship is still new. Passionate and loving, but new.
"So, we leave the concert and he takes me back to his truck," Lizzie rambles on in a sad voice. "He lays a blanket down in the truck bed and gets on top of me. Good thing no one was around. The entire time he's in me, his body is crushing me. And he was not a small guy. I was just clenching my pussy muscles to try and make him cum so it would be over."
"That sounds horrible," I comment.
Lizzie just nods and immediately starts another story. It sounds like she has experience with just about every male stereotype: the entitled rich prick, the two-pump chump, the guy who thinks porn is the same as real-life sex, the moron who can't even find the hole, and the rough guy who needs to degrade every woman he's with to get off. Liars, cheaters, and guys who pretend to have feelings just to bang and ditch.
As much as I wanna hug Steven right now, what I really need is for this conversation to end so I can get some sleep for work. Fuck, it's only Wednesday. Lizzie just keeps talking and talking, and I'm too nice to tell her to shut up. I do have to laugh at her comment that she doesn't even have time to fake an orgasm before he grunts and shoots.
"He wouldn't even lick my pussy!" she laments. "I probably blew him a dozen times that weekend, and I let him put it in my ass."
"Was he the one who made you walk home in the snow the morning after?" I ask, unable to keep track of all these guys.
"No, that was Ted back in college," Lizzie shakes her head. "I'm talking about Mark."
"Was Mark the one who called you the wrong name during sex?" I wonder, feeling guilty for not really listening.
"That was Rob," she rolls her eyes. "He sucked."
"Right! Rob was the one who had a bet with his friends to see how many girlfriends he could have at once without any of them finding out?" I ask to confirm.
Poor Lizzie, she really does choose the worst guys. Part of me is inclined to blame her, but it really isn't her fault. Bad behavior is bad behavior. Those guys fucking suck. They take advantage of Lizzie's low self-esteem, they lie to try and make her feel special. She is special. She just needs to think more highly of herself. And maybe keep an eye out for the warning signs.
Yes, I think he got up to six, including me," Lizzie nods. "He was actually pretty decent in bed, gave me a couple of nice O's."
"At least he ate you out, I guess?" I offer a helpless shrug. "Wait. Is Rob also the one who brought you into a room with his girlfriend for a threesome and just assumed you'd go along with it?"
"No, that was Tony," she corrects me. "And that was after I had already blown him in a stairwell."
"College?" I follow up with.
"Yup," Lizzie confirms. "Tony was a frat guy."
"Was that the frat that named you 'Big Titty Lizzie?'" I wonder, wincing when I realize how insensitive I'm being.
"That was a different frat," she explains. "Jeff came up with the name, I think. Ironically, my last boyfriend was a different Jeff."
"He cheated on you, right?" I ask.
"College Jeff? No, he just stopped calling after he got bored with me," Lizzie shakes her head. "Jeff from a few months ago cheated on me at a party."
"Oh yeah, Jeff was the piece of shit who left you in a bedroom and brought another girl to a different bedroom," I nod, reaching out to take Lizzie's hand. "I love you, Lizzie, but I think you need to be more careful with guys in the future."
"I know I do, it's just so hard," she sighs. "I just want to be loved. I'll jump into bed with any guy who shows me the slightest bit of affection. Yeah, I get horny and I love cock, but I know I need to pick my partners better."
"There's nothing wrong with casual sex if that's what you both want," I say slowly. "But, we both know you want more than casual sex."
"I do. I want romance! I want someone to sweep me off my feet. I want someone to look at me like they'd pick me over every other girl in the world. And I want that someone to be Nate," Lizzie rambles before looking at me sadly. "Oh, and I hadn't had sex with Jeff at the party he cheated on me at. You're talking about Paul."
"I thought Paul was the guy you had a threesome with?" I frown in confusion, releasing Lizzie's hand to rub my temples. "Didn't he steal your underwear and hang them up on the frat house bulletin board?"
"No, that was Paul's brother," she mumbles. "And that was years ago, dummy. College. Jeff and I broke up a month ago."
"Sorry, I got confused," I respond, taking a deep breath as I close my eyes. "Lizzie, I'm not sure what to tell you. I feel horrible that you're going through all this. Maybe you should stop drinking? It might help. And I really think you should consider talking to someone. You're emotional, you're depressed, you have low self-esteem. I know you're not happy in your life. You should really think about making some changes."
"Sorry I'm a hot mess," Lizzie says quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.
"You don't need to apologize to me," I reply, keeping my eyes closed as I lower my head and pinch the bridge of my nose. "Sorry for all the qualifiers, but there really is nothing bad about sleeping around. But, you don't want to. You want a relationship. You keep doing things you regret. That's not respecting yourself. You ended up drunk and throwing up a few hours before needing to be at work. If you keep this up, you may ruin more than just your love life."
There's no response. Opening my eyes after only about a minute, I see that Lizzie is fast asleep. She's resting her head on her folded arms and her mouth is hanging open. I'm really impressed with her speed. Head down, out cold. Barely a minute.
Sighing, I slowly get to my feet and stand behind Lizzie. Grabbing her by the armpits, I urge her to stand up. She resists for a few seconds but finally lets me get her to her feet. Lizzie is still half asleep, but I am able to get her to her bedroom and into bed.
Removing my pants, I climb into Lizzie's bed and curl up on my side. It's after 4:00AM at this point, and I will have to be up soon to get ready for work. Lizzie's soft snoring soon fills the room, making it even harder for me to fall asleep.
My mind starts to drift, and I think about my advice for Lizzie. It's about helping her prepare for a future where she's happy. I need to start considering my own future. I have a boyfriend who I love, but he's also dating my sister. And he's sleeping with several other women. Is this the future I want?
I still have the same dreams from childhood. I want a fairy tale wedding. The man I love standing at the alter as I approach in a white dress. We'll have a nice home in suburbia, children, a dog. A cat. The dream of so many people. Yeah, it's stereotypical, but it's what I want.
Can I have that with Steven? I don't know. He's not going to break up with Lexi, he's having a baby with Hazel, and I'm not even sure exactly how many sex partners he has. Can I marry the same man as my sister. Fuck. What do I do? I love him, but I don't know! I don't know how my dreams can mesh with my present.
Steven isn't even the only factor. My childhood dreams don't account for the fact that I'm bisexual. I like eating pussy, it's yummy. And don't get me started on how fun breasts are. Especially Ashley's huge knockers. I love a manly body, but the female form truly is a sight to behold.
Maybe I need to accept that a stereotypical life just isn't possible for me. I'm a dirty slut who eats pussy, sucks dick, and takes it up the ass. And this is definitely the happiest point in my life so far. Kayla might have a point when she says Lexi brings out the slut in all of us.
It's so complicated. Steven has an adult child, he's having another, and he lives with his girlfriend. My baby sister. I don't want to steal him from Lexi, it really doesn't bother me that he has multiple sex partners. But, it's just not my dream. Can it be? Or will the future drive us apart?
I need to stop letting life just happen to me. Even my college major, I went with something practical that plays to my strength. Granted, I love numbers and spreadsheets, but it's more luck that I have a career I love. Maybe I can take things further and start my own accounting firm. The Sluts will support me truly finding my way. Steven will support me as well, even if what I want leads to us breaking up.
I roll onto my back and realize that the pillow is wet. Reaching up, I discover that I'm crying. I wish, well, I just wish, fuck, what do I wish for? Why am I even crying? Everything is going well in my life right now. I guess I'm just scared the future holds a lot of pain. As I fall asleep listening to Lizzie snore while fearing what's to come, I wish for Steven to be here to hold me.
~Stacey~
"Yeah? You like that, baby? That feel good?" April moans in her adorable voice as she reaches down to lightly slap my titty, producing an erotic sting.
"Yes!" I hiss in a throaty voice while arching my back. "Pinch my nipple!"
It's just before dawn on Wednesday and I'm laying naked on my back as I enjoy an early morning rise and grind. April is hovering over me, her nude body on full display. One of her legs is thrown over me while the other is curled beneath her. She's holding one of my legs against her chest, between the small boobs I love so much. Her hips are slightly twisted so we can press our crotches together. The position is allowing the little nerd to grind her pussy down against mine.
This is not the first time I'm awake before my alarm due to a horny April. Her standard moves are to kiss my neck, caress my breasts, and slip a hand between my legs while I sleep. Although, I do occasionally wake up to April practically humping me. Anyone who says men always have a stronger libido than women has never met my little sex kitten.
April reaches out to fulfill my request, her fingers rolling my nipple before pinching the pink nub. I make a loud hissing noise through my clenched teeth as I feel the electricity shooting from my nipple. Bucking my hips, I rub my soaked slit along April's vulva, desperately trying to increase the stimulation so I can reach the peak of pleasure.
"Stacey! Oh, God! Stacey! Ah!" April gasps, her orgasm striking before mine.
"Cum for me!" I moan, watching my girlfriend's cute face contorting. "Kiss me! Kiss me!"
After pushing my leg aside, she grabs my boobs in both hands and uses them as handholds to pull herself down on top of me. With a desperate moan, April presses her lips against mine. I bury a hand in her wavy blonde hair as she groans into our kiss, her small body shuddering. My other hand grabs April's bum as we continue tribbing while she cums for me.
Soft hands caress the sides of my breasts before April runs her hands down my torso. She holds my hips as we continue our horizontal dance and our passion builds. Coming down from her orgasm, April pushes her tongue in my mouth while our boobs rub together.
Lifting my hand, I playfully smack April's tight ass, making her yelp and giggle. The fingers of my other hand run through her silky blonde hair before sliding lower to squeeze her back. Our bodies continue to undulate as my hands explore every inch of my girlfriend's petite frame.
"I love you, Stacey," April moans between kisses, her hands finding mine.
"I love you, too," I husk back, lacing our fingers.
April hums happily as she begins trailing soft kisses down my neck while we continue rubbing our pussies together. She squeezes my hands as she starts kissing all over my breasts, making me moan. I can't help but laugh when she buries her face in my cleavage and starts motorboating my titties.
"Mm, I love these boobies," April coos before licking my right nipple. "Mine. All mine."
"Actually, I think they're mine," I giggle.
"Nope, mine," she replies, licking my other nipple.
Her hands give mine one last squeeze before releasing them and heading straight for my tits. April then proceeds to make love to my breasts with her hands and mouth. She squeezes the large mounds together and kisses all over them, moaning loudly as she sucks my nipples. Her fingers dig into my tit-flesh as she lovingly nuzzles my chest.
"Feels good, babe," I pant lightly as I run my fingers through April's hair.
"You like that?" April asks rhetorically while she looks up at me. "You'll love this!"
With a cute grin and a sexy wink, April sensually slides down my body until her petite frame is nestling between my legs. Gripping my thighs, April spreads me open so she can admire my pink slit. Licking her lips, April leans in and kisses my vulva.
I gasp softly when April's tongue takes a long swipe through my labia. My sexy girlfriend starts licking me as I moan and pant. My entire pussy is soon soaked with her saliva and my arousal as she starts sucking on my clit. As my pleasure builds, I grab both my nipples and roughly tug on them, stretching my breasts.
"Oh God, right there! Right there! Keep going!" I beg wantonly, a grimace on my face as I pinch my nipples while April eats me out. "Don't stop, don't stop! Please! Oh God, don't stop!"
April's fingers are digging into my thighs as she munches on my pussy with her lips and tongue. My right leg starts to shake as my orgasm begins, my entire body exploding with pleasure. As I start to lose control, I release my tits so I can grab April's blonde head in both hands, holding her face to my crotch.
"Mm," April moans against my pussy, her tongue rapidly flicking my clit. "MM!"
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" I announce, my toes curling as my eyes roll back. "I'm cumming! Ah! Shit, fuck! Ah!"
My orgasm seems to energize April, who decides to flip her entire body over. I'm barely coherent and don't react until I see a pussy lowering down onto my face. Her petite body is on top of me, and I can feel her hard nipples against my stomach. Hooking her arms around my thighs, April lowers her head and resumes worshiping my twat with her mouth.
I grab April's butt cheeks in both hands as I lift my head and bury my face in her cunt. Unlike me, April has a bush of blonde pubic hair. However, she does keep it trim, allowing me to eat her out while not getting hair in my mouth. My college roommate's pussy is delicious, and I moan happily as I push my tongue into her wet hole.
April and I spend the next several minutes in a passionate sixty-nine. With her on top I'm easily able to slip a finger up her butt, causing April to shudder and orgasm. She responds by sucking on my clit while fingering me until I scream against her wet pussy. Barely a minute later we both cum at the same time.
"Morning sex is the best way to start the day," April sighs happily.
My adorable girlfriend is laying in her favorite position, a smile of contentment on her face as she glows in the aftermath of our lovemaking. Her body is pressed against mine, her head resting on my pillow-like breasts. With one arm around my waist and her leg thrown over me, April is keeping us completely entwined.
"It really is," I agree, hugging April to me.
"See? You never should have made me sleep on the couch," April states confidently.
"We had just gotten together," I reason while running my fingers through her hair. "Nothing wrong with wanting to take things slow. It can be very bad to rush into things."
"That's only for a truly new relationship," she counters. "It doesn't count if you've known each other for years."
"I don't think that's a thing," I reply with a frown.
"It is now," April shrugs, her head resting comfortably on my left breast.
"Since when do we care about rules anyway?" I ask with an eye roll when I decide to mess with her instead of argue. "I didn't take you around the apartment to sniff everything when you moved in."
"I'm not a dog!" April exclaims, giving me an angry look.
"I woke up to you humping my leg," I point out with a snort.
"Well, yeah, that happened," she mumbles, blushing cutely.
"Besides, who's my sexy bitch?" I ask in a baby voice as I start rubbing the tips of my fingers across that spot at the back of her neck that both tickles and turns her on. "You are! Yes, you are!"
"Stacey!" April whines, squirming in my arms.
"Aw! Who's a good April?!" I coo as my fingers dance along the back of her neck.
"Fuck," she pants. "I hate how much I love you. Stupid, sexy- oh!"
April's voice cuts off as my other hand reaches between us to palm her small breast. My fingers continue to tickle the back of her neck as I move my leg and press it against her heat. I giggle happily as April squirms, her arousal obvious.
"Stacey," she moans, "if you keep this up we're never getting out of bed."
"The alarm hasn't gone off yet, it's fine," I reason as I wrap both arms around her and hug her to me. "I love you, you crazy bitch,"
April returns my affections as her fingertips lightly tickle my side. It takes a couple minutes, but we eventually settle down again and go back to snuggling. I close my eyes as I feel her hand move higher, lightly cupping my breast. Her fingertip brushes my nipple, causing me to sigh happily. I smirk as April begins running her finger around my areola.



"Are you gonna have sex with Steven today?" April asks in a small voice.
"Would it be a problem if I did?" I inquire, opening my eyes and looking over at my girlfriend.
"No, I was just wondering," she answers.
"Do you want me to wait until you can be there?" I offer. "I'm not sure when that would be; we're both going to the graduation party, but Steven will have enough on his plate."
"You don't have to, but thank you for offering," April replies. "I really am okay with it. George really is a genius."
"He is!" I laugh. "I'm glad we met those two."
"I still need to get spit-roasted and DP'd by those sexy guys," she grins. "But, we're getting off topic."
"Cock does always distract you," I snort.
"Whatever," April smiles, not bothering to argue. "And I have to admit that some of my attraction to Steven is coming back. I'm definitely not in love with him like you are, but maybe in lust."
"You should be, he knows how to use every inch of that big dick," I respond, smiling at the memories. "He's great with his hands and tongue, too."
"Just don't forget about me, okay?" she asks nervously.
"Never," I declare, kissing the top of her head. "Steven is with Lexi and Nicole. I accept that."
"Good," April nods before reaching between my legs and cupping my vulva, "because this is all mine!"
"I think that's mine, actually," I snort, echoing my earlier words.
"You are mistaken," she husks as she runs her finger along my labia, making me shiver.
"Anyway, Lexi is going to work with Steven today," I remind the little nerd. "It is an office, there won't exactly be time for a wild threesome when someone might need the owner's attention."
"Well, if you do have a threesome, remember that this is my pussy," April growls as her other hand grabs my boob. "And these are my titties."
"No, these are your titties," I declare as I grab both her little boobs and squeeze them.
The two of us end up wrestling for a few minutes. Naked wrestling is a lot of fun; we smack asses and grab tits. At one point, April throws herself on my back and I try standing up on the bed, tossing her down before grabbing a pillow and hitting her with it.
Our alarm is going to go off soon, so we spend the last few minutes cuddling. April makes it clear that it's okay if I play around with Steven and Lexi, but I remind her that we can't exactly lock his office door and have wild sex for hours. As much fun as a wild threesome with Steven is. Although, now that April is back to lusting after him, maybe my dreams of knocking boots with both of my loves at the same time is back on the table. A girl can certainly hope!
My thoughts start to wander to the upcoming graduation party. Graduation is a time of change, a time where people are thinking toward the future. Sure, it's not my graduation, but I still find myself thinking about what the future holds for me.
I'm still young, but that won't last forever. I can't deny the simple fact that I want kids. I want to be a mom. In fact, I think I'll be a kick-ass mom! April wants children, too, so that works. The only issue is that we can't have biological children together. The same problem all same-sex couples run into.
Adoption is a beautiful thing, but I want a biological child. And I want one with the love of my life. A sperm bank is okay, I guess, but doing that will be a huge compromise. It isn't just about children; can I really marry a woman? I love pussy and I love April, and I love April's pussy. Yet, this is the first time in my life I'm contemplating marrying a woman instead of a man.
"Thinking about our future?" April suddenly asks.
"Uh, how did you know?" I reply, my eyes wide.
"Once you get smart enough you can read minds," she answers teasingly. "You're also thinking that I'm incredibly beautiful."
"Actually, I'm thinking you're an idiot," I snort.
"I just figured you were because I was, too," April sighs. "You mentioned graduation, and yeah, we're not getting any younger."
"I want kids, April," I bite my lip nervously.
"So do I," she replies. "Imagine a miniature version of me building a computer!"
"I already had to watch a little blonde nerd build a computer," I grunt.
"I know, lucky you!" April giggles.
"Right," I roll my eyes.
"We'll figure it out. Together. Right?" she wonders, looking at me with big, scared eyes.
"Together," I confirm with a nod.
April hugs me tightly as she sighs in relief. I hug her back as I try and think of a way to make this work. Who will be the father of my child? Steven has enough to deal with, I don't want to use a sperm bank, and I just, I don't fucking know! As my thoughts continue to race with fears of the future, my phone alarm starts going off, signaling the start of the day.
~Hazel~
"Fuck off!" I shout before placing a pillow over my head to drown out the annoying knocking.
The pounding on the door continues, and I groan angrily while pushing the pillow down tighter. I hear the door open and I do my best to pretend to be asleep. A soft weight sits on the edge of the bed and I feel the blanket being pulled off my nearly-naked body. Before I can reach for the blanket a hand comes down on my pantie-clad ass.
"AH!" I squeal, lashing out with the pillow to hit my attacker. "Kayla!"
"Get up, lazy!" Kayla orders.
"Fuck you!" I snarl, laying on my side as I look up at the raven-hared beauty. Seriously. No one should be this gorgeous; it's not fair to us mortal women.
Kayla is already dressed for the day, looking absolutely stunning in a light-green plant print dress that falls to mid-thigh, showing off her shapely legs. The sleeveless dress has a halter back tie, revealing quite a bit of skin. Truly, it shows off a lot more cleavage than Kayla usually does, with a deep V front. Her breasts are pressed together by the two triangles of fabric over her chest, leading up to the halter straps and down to the cinched waist.
"Hey, you're just lucky Lexi didn't wake you up," Kayla shrugs. "She would have stuck her finger up your butt."
"Why does anyone need to wake me up?" I ask with a frown.
"It's breakfast," she replies simply.
"So?" I challenge. "You all have shit to do, but I'm not meeting Marcia at the mall until later."
"We are going to have a nice breakfast as a family," Kayla insists as she reaches down to squeeze my exposed breast. "Shower and get dressed."
"What the fuck! Why?" I whine pathetically. "I'm not family."
"Yes, you are," she states firmly. "You are family, whether you like it or not."
"You can do better than me," I mumble sadly.
"Knock it off," Kayla snaps, glaring at me. "You are a wonderful person and we love you very much. You're carrying my baby brother or sister, you're my best friend, and my Slut-sister."
"Yeah..." I trail off, unable to meet her gaze.
"I love you, idiot," she laughs. "Daddy loves you, Lexi loves you."
"Really? Lexi?" I giggle, finally looking up at Kayla.
"Love, tolerate, same thing," Kayla smirks. "Now, go get ready."
"Why can't I just put on a robe?" I inquire.
"Because I said so, that's why," she points her nose up obnoxiously.
"Ugh, whatever," I groan.
Standing up, I raise my hands above my head as I stretch and yawn. My only clothing is a pair of cotton panties, and I run my fingers through my long hair to remove any tangles. Kayla is playing on her phone as I gather up everything I need for my morning routine.
"I'll be here when you get back," Kayla calls out.
I leave the room with my middle finger extended and make my way to the bathroom down the hall. Why the fuck is breakfast a special occasion all of a sudden? I'm tired! So tired, I almost fall flat on my face while taking my panties off. I have to catch myself with one hand on the sink.
Expletives fly from my mouth as I kick my underwear away and brush my hair behind my ears. I'm angry. I'm so angry. No, I'm pissed. I'm not even allowed to talk to my brothers because my parents are fucking assholes. People are still messaging me on social media, including distant cousins. My aunt keeps telling me she's disappointed in me and my choices. Fuck her!
I'm not gonna be able to have a normal college life. Yeah, I feel bad for my treatment of the people who love me, but I'm still upset. I'm emotional. I want to go to frat parties. I want to drink and dance. And yeah, I want to date. What's wrong with a girl wanting a one night stand? It's nice to feel hot.
I don't get to do those things. I get to change shitty diapers. I get to be another statistic, a teenage mother. Everyone is so excited for the baby, and I guess part of me is, too. I won't ever admit it, but there are times when I regret my decision. Maybe things will be easier if I'm not pregnant.
No! I love my baby. I'm scared of losing my perfect body, but I love my baby. I'm just overwhelmed. This is so much. Too much. Fear, anger, sadness. All regular feelings for me. I keep telling myself I'm loved, I'm not a burden. It's tough to convince myself.
I stand under the hot water as the suds run down my naked body. The shower feels nice and I spend quite a bit of time enjoying the spray. I'm tired but I still go through the effort of washing my hair, as well as shaving my pussy, legs, and underarms.
Shutting off the water, I stay in the shower while looking down at my feet and watching the soapy water run down the drain. Placing my hand on my flat stomach, I think about the fact that I won't even be able to see my feet in a few months. Fuck, I definitely love this kid if I'm willing to ruin my body. People keep telling me I'll be able to get my body back, but I'm not sure I believe them. Fuck!
Steven's sister is arriving tomorrow with her family and I hate that they're staying here. Just another reminder that I don't really belong. The Slut-sisters are my family, but is Steven? Not really. I wonder if Andrea will be happy to be getting a new niece or nephew, or will she just see me as a dumb whore? Hell, she'll probably think I'm a gold digger.
My anxiety builds and I decide to try some stress relief. Squeezing my left breast, I massage the small mound while my right hand slides down my stomach to my freshly-shaven pubic mound. Running my finger along my labia, I discover that I'm dry. Fuck, I never have a problem getting wet! Stupid fucking stress!
I towel off and dry my hair, my bad mood persisting. After taking my prenatal vitamins I finally get dressed for the day. My outfit is pretty simple; skintight blue jeans and a black-and-white striped shirt that leaves a couple inches of my flat, tan stomach exposed. Cute brown boots with a small heel go on my feet. On a whim I put my long brown hair into the braid that I know Steven loves.
"Are you gonna tell me why I need to be dressed for breakfast?" I grumble when I return to my bedroom.
"Nope," Kayla replies, getting to her feet.
Kayla leads me to the dining room where we find a large meal already waiting for us. Steven and Lexi are also dressed for the day, and I raise my eyebrows when I see Lexi's outfit. Before I can comment on the redhead's attire, Steven smiles at me, his eyes passing over me to land on Kayla as he takes a sip of coffee.
"Kayla!" he gasps, choking on the coffee and coughing several times. "How. What. Are you really going out like that?"
"What? It's hot!" Kayla reasons as she twirls for Steven, her spinning skirt rising dangerously high. "Lexi helped me pick it out."
Steven turns to give his girlfriend a dirty look while Kayla and I giggle. Lexi suddenly becomes very interested in the bagel she's picking at, staring at it intently rather than look up and meet Steven's gaze. She takes a bite of the bagel, doing everything in her power to ignore us. Strange, her usual response is a wise-ass remark.
"I don't know why it bothers you, she walks around naked half the time anyway," I shrug. "Oh, and you're sleeping with her."
Kayla sashays over to Steven and plops herself down in his lab with her legs on one side. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she plants a big kiss on his cheek. He smiles and sighs as Kayla grins and starts grinding down against his lap.
"Oh, you really like my dress!" Kayla giggles as she continues grinding while giving him a smoky look.
"Sorry, it's still an adjustment sometimes to remember you are a confident adult. You're a beautiful woman, not just my baby girl."
"I'll always be your baby girl," Kayla smiles as she leans in to rub her nose against his.
"So sweet I think I might throw up," I grunt, making Lexi laugh.
"I just haven't had my second cup of coffee yet," Steven says, ignoring me. "Wear whatever makes you feel good about yourself, honey."
"I get it, Daddy," Kayla pats Steven's cheek while smiling mischievously. "Sometimes your dinosaur brain still wants to cling to old-fashioned thinking. Just like when you find it weird to hear about my sex life when you're part of it. You'll catch up."
"Thanks for having faith in me," he laughs, his arms around his daughter. "You used to always ask your mother and I if we remembered the dinosaurs."
"I never did get an answer about that," Kayla frowns. "Mommy always called me a brat and you just rolled your eyes."
"I wonder why," Steven says sarcastically.
"Me, too!" Kayla giggles.
Standing up, Kayla brushes her dark hair behind her ears while making sure her cleavage is hovering inches from Steven's face. She musses up his hair playfully before making her way to her seat. I just snort and take my place at the table.
Breakfast is exceptional today, all of my favorites are here and it looks like more effort is being put into displaying the various options. I'm starting to get suspicious, but I really have no idea what these people are up to. I decide to just relax and not worry about it, so I fill my plate and start eating.
"Nice outfit, Lexi," I comment after swallowing a mouthful of roasted potatoes.
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps, returning to her seat with the salt. "I'm ready for work!"
Lexi almost looks like a completely different person in business attire. She's wearing a two-piece dark blue suit made up of a pencil skirt and a long-sleeve blazer. Beneath the blazer is a white button-down with a collar. Lexi also has on stylish heels and her auburn hair is in a practical bun at the back of her head.
"When did you even get that outfit?" Kayla wonders.
"I'm full of mysteries!" the redhead giggles.
"I picked it out for her," Steven interjects, causing Lexi to glare at him.
"Why didn't you just let her shop at 'Whores-R-Us?'" I inquire, smacking my lips after a sip of juice.
"Where do you think he picked her up," Kayla muses.
"Hey!" Lexi exclaims. "I'm a professional."
"Professional street walker?" I offer with a raised brow. Lexi blows a raspberry in response.
"Love you, Lex!" I smirk, blowing a kiss her way. She still pisses me off sometimes, but I really do love them all.
"You know I'm not paying you today, right?" Steven asks the redhead.
"Paying her for sexual favors?" Kayla wonders, piling on.
"Wait! Why not?" Lexi pouts while extending two middle fingers, one in my direction and one in Kayla's.
"You're honestly asking why I'm not putting my eighteen-year-old girlfriend who lives with me on the payroll?" he challenges, looking at Lexi. "Angry parents are one thing. I'm not fucking with the California labor board."
"I don't think a nepotism hire is actually illegal," Kayla points out.
"It's not," Steven agrees. "But, the appearance, not to mention the power imbalance makes the whole thing icky."
"Did you seriously just use the word 'icky?'" Kayla asks, looking disgusted.
"Anyway," he continues, looking at Lexi, "do you really want me to hesitate from doing very inappropriate things to you at the office?"
"Making me think with my pussy, smart," Lexi giggles.
"When don't you think with your pussy?" I snort.
"I think we should revisit my suggestion about Daddy paying her for sexual favors," Kayla shrugs.
"I think you should suck my dick," Lexi retorts.
"You don't have a dick," Kayla rolls her eyes.
"A penis enthusiast like you can figure something out," Lexi grunts.
"That's enough, children," Steven chuckles.
"You sound like Marcia," I giggle.
"I stand by what I said; what other position would Lexi even be qualified for?" Kayla wonders.
"I'm sure there are people less qualified than me working in director positions," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"She has a point," I agree.
"Ken Butler from YouInvest comes to mind," Steven grunts before popping his food-laden fork in his mouth.
The four of us continue our banter over breakfast, playfully teasing each other while smiling and laughing. It's making me think of mornings with my brothers, our laughter and their fart jokes. The girls are right, my brothers are my family. They just aren't my only family. Lexi even has the same sense of humor as a middle school boy. Cleavage, farts, and butt-cracks make all of them giggle.
Steven is a good man. I think about Kayla, Lexi, and Steven dropping everything to rush to my aid. It isn't about money, they're here when I need them. They aren't blood, but well, I am quite familiar with how my blood treats me. My grandma and my brothers, they're my only remaining blood relatives. Well, and my baby, of course.
Maybe they're right; it isn't charity. I feel horrible about not pulling my weight and I'm not sure how to deal with it. I'll be even more of a burden when the baby gets here. I have to keep telling myself that these people are my family. Maybe we can get Lexi knocked up so I can watch both kids? Or Nicole? Or Ashley? Marcia will probably be some sort of super-mom, so she can keep her legs closed.
"So, everyone done eating?" Lexi asks with a wide, suspicious smile.
"Yeah," I reply while the other two nod.
"You don't feel sick, right?" Kayla wonders.
"No. I'm fine right now," I confirm with a frown.
"Good, that's good," Steven says, sounding slightly nervous as he stands up.
I watch in confusion as he walks around the table until he's standing over me. My eyes flick back to Kayla and Lexi, who are looking at me with encouraging smiles. Steven doesn't say anything as he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small jewelry box.
"Hazel," he begins slowly, opening the box to reveal a gorgeous ring. It's silver or platinum. The three bands make up a weave that I think is a Celtic knot.
"Uh..." I gasp stupidly, my mouth hanging open as I stare at the ring with wide-eyes.
Holy shit. What's happening? What's happening? What in the actual fuck is happening? Is he proposing? No, he can't be. The ring doesn't have a diamond and he's not an idiot. We're not a couple, we can't be. I'm not good enough. What's happening?
"I know I'm not your boyfriend, and I'm not trying to be," Steven says, crouching slightly. He's not on one knee, but he lowers himself so we're eye-to-eye. "This is about love and commitment. I'll keep it simple. You and I will be bound by this child forever. I promise I will always be here for both of you. No matter where you end up in life. You both have my support forever. I will love you both forever. I promise."
I look at Steven. He's so handsome, as always, but he also looks earnest. And nervous. However, there is still a strength in his gaze, a fierce determination. I can see it; he means every word. Steven is never going to stop loving me, caring for me. My eyes drop to the ring he's holding.
And I just shatter.
I have nothing left, no strength to hold back. I'm clinging to Steven, ugly crying. His arms are around me, holding me close as I sob into his chest. My body is shaking as I sob. It's just all rushing out of me at once. My fears, my regrets, my anger, everything overwhelming me. I'm crying so hard I can't breathe. He's definitely going to need to dry clean this suit.



My tears are like a cleansing rain. The truth is that a big part of me doesn't want to be pregnant. And I'm taking it out on my Slut-sisters. They're going off to college, and they'll get to go to wild parties while I change dirty diapers. They'll be dancing while my nipples are raw from being sucked on so much. Actually, that might be the same either way.
Either way, my anger at them is misplaced. None of this is their fault. It's not my baby's fault, either. This might not be the plan, but this is where my life is. I have to make the best of it. I can feel as if it truly is negativity leaving my body instead of tears.
When I finally stop shaking and pull back slightly, I glance slightly to the sides and notice that Lexi and Kayla are both present. Somehow, I'm on my knees on the floor, and Steven is hugging me tightly. Kayla hands me a napkin, but I don't even have the emotional strength to blow my nose like a dainty lady. I can't help but giggle at the horn-like noise my nose makes.
I slowly lift my head and lock eyes with Steven while pressing the disgusting tissue into Lexi's hand. He still looks nervous. Oh, shit. He's still waiting on a response. Lexi and Kayla are kneeling to either side of us, watching in anticipation. I'm such a mess in every sense of the word.
"Yes," I croak, my eyes red. I swallow weakly to gather my strength. "Whatever we're promising each other, the answer is yes. Please don't break my heart. I can't hold it back from you anymore. Love me. Love our baby. Protect me. I, no, we, need you."
"So sweet I think I might throw up," Kayla comments in a choking sob, referencing my earlier words as she's clearly overwhelmed with emotion.
With no warning, my hormones shift again. The cathartic tears immediately stop as I growl, low in my throat. I'm crushing my lips against Steven's, grabbing his hair like I'm trying to crawl inside his mouth. More than anything else, I want him right now. No, I need him right now. Fucking hormones.
I feel him start to pull back. With a mewling noise, I lunge at him again, resuming our kiss. It takes him another thirty seconds to get me to calm down enough to look up at him. At least he doesn't appear nervous anymore, but now he's blushing slightly.
"I, uh, we're supposed to be..." he gestures vaguely toward Lexi, then the door.
"Great timing, moron," Lexi winces.
"Steven Thomson!" I hiss, seeing red. "You are NOT dropping a bomb like this on me and then leaving without fucking me!"
"There are many ways of expressing love without sex," Steven reasons, leaning in to peck my lips. "What's important is that we love each other. All of us. I'm sorry the timing isn't ideal, but tonight won't work, and I wanted you to have the ring before my sister shows up."
"I don't fucking care," I snap. "I don't care we're not a couple, I don't care about labels or other random shit. I'm emotional, I'm a girl, and now my pussy's gushing. If you don't at the very least eat my fucking pussy I am never going to forgive you!"
"I support this," Lexi nods.
"Daddy has a point, not everything is about sex," Kayla mumbles.
"I need to get off. Now!" I beg wantonly.
"Okay, okay," Steven laughs, lifting me and placing me on the table, my ass at the edge.
"Uh, we have a housekeeper," Kayla warns.
"Who's learned to give us plenty of privacy since I moved in," Lexi reminds us.
"If she forgets, she's getting a show," I grunt while sitting on the table, my hands gripping the edges. "Now, hurry up!"
"I guess I can handle a little peril," he says while unsnapping my jeans.
I hurriedly grab my jeans in both hands, lifting my butt to slide them down, along with my panties. Steven has to remove my boots to get my bottoms off, leaving me in my striped shirt and a pair of white socks. With my naked ass at the edge of the table, I spread my legs wide to expose my pink cunt to the room.
Still wearing his sexy suit, Steven kneels between my legs, grips my thighs, and leans in to kiss my pussy. Leaning my head back, my mouth falls open as I moan loudly. I can tell Kayla and Lexi are standing by watching, but I don't care. I am soon completely lost in pleasure, only able to focus on the tongue and lips that are currently making love to my pussy.
"Oh, God!" I gasp, my fingers tightly gripping the edges of the table. "Oh!"
My long legs are over his shoulders, my toes curling in my socks while I pant and moan. Steven pushes his fingers up my twat, sawing them in and out of me as he licks my clit. My hands fly to his head, fingers burying in his brown hair as my body shudders.
I love the feeling of penetration, I really do. A big, hard dick pushing in and out of me? Throbbing inside me? Yes, please! Still, there's something about getting eaten out that a cock just can't compare to. Part of it is probably that more precise movements are possible with a tongue and lips, but I think there's more to it. Just the feeling of being licked is exquisite.
It's taking all my willpower to keep my voice down. The staff aren't idiots, they know we tend to take the free love approach to life. Still, we do try and be somewhat discreet. We make sure boobs aren't hanging out around them. We don't get on our knees and start sucking where we might be found. Despite how it sometimes appears, we girls do have some sense of modesty. I don't whip 'em out for just anyone!
We send nudes and make dirty videos for each other. They aren't just about sex. They're about trust and love. I'm okay with casual sex, but I understand Marcia's point of view; a real connection makes everything better. So, yes, the staff don't get to see me. I also don't want them to feel uncomfort- oh, fuck!
Steven's movements step up in intensity and shatter my thoughts. His fingers are curling inside me as he sucks on my clit. His other hand is squeezing my titty from outside my shirt. My orgasm is a sudden crashing wave without the normal build up, sweeping all of my conscious thoughts under.
The world around me isn't real. Only the sensations in my body are real. My vaginal walls are rippling, squeezing Steven's fingers. Electric shocks are firing from my clit. I can feel them coursing through my body, causing my fingers and toes to tingle. My entire existence is my pleasure, at least until the moment is ruined by a hand clamping down over my mouth.
"You're being kinda loud," Lexi's voice pierces the fog in my brain. "I figured this was the best way to keep it down."
"Mm! Ah! Ungh!" I grunt and groan into Lexi's hand. Steven's fingers are still in me, but I don't feel his lips or tongue anymore.
"It's fine, no one's coming," Kayla says from somewhere. "Keep eating, Daddy."
A tongue returns to my pussy, causing me to once again lose the ability to understand speech. Am I having multiple orgasms? Or am I instead experiencing one long orgasm? Either way, it feels fucking incredible. Time loses all meaning as I lose myself in pure ecstasy.
Steven eventually stops eating me and removes his fingers from my cunt. I stand on shaky legs, barely able to think straight. The housekeeper isn't in here, good for me. Shit, there's butter on my ass. Oh, and Steven has to change his suit because my snot is on his shirt. I also think there's pussy juice on his tie. Wait! He has to put the ring on my finger first!
~Steven~
"Ugh, can we please listen to something else?" I ask with a sigh while pulling out of the driveway.
"What's wrong with it?" Lexi wonders, settling back in her seat now that the radio is playing.
"Same thing as always; it has no lyrics," I explain for at least the tenth time this month.
"Jeez, someone's grumpy this morning," the redhead rolls her eyes and smirks. "Someone you eat not agree with you?"
"Very funny," I grunt. It's not my fault there's no real time for Hazel between now and my sister's arrival. "We're gonna be late."
"Well, maybe next time you should anticipate that a woman might get emotional when receiving something as special as a promise ring." Lexi suggests.
"I didn't have a choice!" I exclaim, gripping the steering wheel tightly. Skipping my morning workout is the only way to even have time this morning. "Allan and Amanda will be here for dinner, and I don't know how late they're staying. Her reaction really was intense though."
"Baby, I love you, but you're the dumbest smart, sexy guy I know," she giggles.
Lexi seems to be in a great mood as we drive and listen to music. I still can't figure out exactly how to tell when they switch from song to song. One jingle comes on that is kind of catchy, but it turns out to be the start of an advertisement for life insurance.
"Are you nervous about meeting my sister?" I ask during the commercials.
"A little," Lexi shrugs. "It makes sense that you're dating a hot accountant, but her bratty baby sister? I'm gonna use the pregnant teen as a shield against any awkwardness."
"Really? That's your plan?" I shake my head. "To throw Hazel under the bus?"
"Yup," she confirms. "First time I hear the term gold digger I'm gonna point out that you can kick me out at any time."
"You're worried Andrea will think you're with me for the money?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"I don't fucking know!" Lexi suddenly shouts. "I don't know, okay? I love you. I love you with all my heart. Just the thought of another man touching me makes me sick. I need you. I don't care if it's not healthy, I need you."
"You have me," I tell her reassuringly while reaching out to take her hand. "And I love you, too."
"Just don't leave me," she says in a voice barely audible over the radio. "You can have all the others you want, just keep me, too."
"Lexi. Is that what all this sex with the other girls is about? Throwing women at me so I'll stay with you?" I look at her in shock.
The redhead doesn't answer, instead choosing to look straight ahead with a sad expression. A loud horn brings my attention back to the road. Fortunately, we're passing a gas station and I'm able to quickly pull in and park. I kill the engine and the radio before looking back at her, waiting for an answer.
"No. Not really. I love sex. With you and them. And it definitely turns me on seeing you completely wreck another girl," Lexi's eyes plead her honesty. She continues speaking, her voice growing quieter and quieter as words jumble together. "But sometimes I do think that as long as I can show you that I'm okay with you playing, you'll know that even if you're tired of me, you don't have to leave."
"This isn't good, Lexi," I state carefully, trying to keep from upsetting her further but needing to say this. "What else aren't you telling me? Are you really okay with me dating Nicole? With me sleeping with Stacey? With Hazel and the baby? The ring? I was surprised that didn't seem to bother you at all."
"We're gonna be even later," the redhead mumbles, gesturing toward the road.
"I don't care," I insist, crossing my arms. "Talk."
"I really am fine with you sticking it in other girls," Lexi declares, crossing her own arms while looking away from me. "I love fucking the girls with you. It really isn't about trying to make you stay with me. Hoping it'll help is just a bonus."
"I'm glad you're okay with all the sex," I reply, letting out a breath. "But, you letting me have other sex partners isn't why we're together. Just like I said this morning; some things are way more important than sex."
"That's not good for me," she sighs before biting her lower lip nervously. "Being a wild nympho is kinda my thing. My tight ass, wet pussy, and bottomless throat are my biggest advantages."
"That's not true," I insist, turning to face her.
Lexi slowly looks over at me, her green eyes wide with fear. She looks so innocent in this moment, that I want nothing more than to shield her from all the cruelties of the world. Reaching out, I gently take her face in both hands, my thumbs caressing her cheeks.
"You have so much more to offer than you realize, Lexi," I tell her sincerely. "You're compassionate. You're intelligent, you're fun to be around. There's a fiery passion inside you that's brought me back to life. And you have an inner strength that I admire so much."
"I'm not that strong," Lexi argues weakly.
"Yes, you are," I counter.
"Right," she scoffs, unable to look me in the eyes. "It was very strong of me to ask who was next after the sixth guy had his way with me."
"Lexi..." I trail off, unsure of how to comfort her.
"That was just one night of many," she shrugs, her face still in my hands. "I don't even remember how it started, but I was laying in bed and some guy was on me and pumping away. Then another and another and they just kept using me, and, and, and..."
"Lexi, stop!" I shout a little too loudly, making her jump.
"Sorry," she squeaks, her eyes covered in a film of tears.
"You have nothing to apologize for," I insist, leaning over to peck her lips. "You are very strong. I know there's a lot you haven't told me, and that's okay. My point is, you were being fed drugs and now? Now you are happy and in control. Do you have any idea how many people go right back to drugs?"
"I guess," Lexi mumbles. "Keith didn't force me to do everything. I went out of my way for hook ups without him. I even enjoyed some of them."
"Everyone has done things they're not proud of," I remind her. "What matters is where you end up. I'm very happy with you. You aren't just my sex partner, you're my partner. And I will continue to consult you and respect your feelings on everything."
"It doesn't hurt my feelings when you fuck other girls," Lexi says again. "Like I said before, I like it."
"Okay, good," I nod, kissing her again before releasing her. "And everything else?"
"I'm not jealous of Stacey anymore," she confirms. "Not really. She's still in love with you, but April would kick her ass if she tried anything. So, we're good."
"Keep going," I prod gently.
"I'm okay with you dating Nicole," Lexi continues. "I guess I am a little nervous you'll end up choosing her over me, since the two of you have so much more in common. I don't like boring number shit."
"Maybe stop calling it 'boring number shit?'" I suggest gently.
"I call it like I see it," she giggles, wiping away her tears. "Hazel? I don't know. She definitely loves you. Of course, she also seems to love being single too much. That might change, but for now I'm just glad she's in a stable situation. The kid might really be yours biologically, so of course you have to be involved."
"I am very happy with you, Alexis Davis," I smile softly. "I know our relationship would be strange to most, but I don't fucking care. You're a sweetheart. You make me laugh. Your kindness is contagious and you have a wisdom that I don't think even you acknowledge. You just need to remember you don't have to keep me away with humor. I'm all in."
"I love you, Steven," Lexi whispers passionately. "I know I've said this before, but thank you for loving a broken girl. It's just so hard for me to let someone in when I'm used to being ignored."
I don't interrupt. I know she needs to get some things off her chest.
"My parents and siblings ignored me. I didn't have friends. I was so fucking lonely!" Lexi continues to ramble, gazing into my eyes as she begs for me to understand. "Then some loser paid me the slightest attention and I spent the next sixth months as a party favor.
"Keith had some really scary friends, and they were not arrested. The ones who supplied him, helped him get away with things. It wasn't just lots of sex when they were around. Sadistic gangsters that can get away with anything. You wonder why Keith hasn't mentioned them? He fucking knows better than to risk telling. That dickless shit still wants to live.
"Memories and fear constantly overwhelm me. I have to make jokes, I have to be the brat. You ever been bet in a poker game? I have! I wasn't a person to them, and I stopped believing I was one myself. It was a sea of drugs and lust and all the other shady shit he was involved in.
"And then I met you. I was just being my usual self and decided to suck you off. You were cute. But you treated me with respect. I wasn't a plaything, or an object to sadistically torment. I know it's not all about sex, but yes, you eating me out made a difference. You cared. My experience mattered to you."
"Oh, Lexi. Sweetheart. Of course it did," I say when she pauses for breath, my heart breaking for her.
"But, I'm still scared!" Lexi pouts sadly. "You're so amazing, and I'm just Lexi. I love you, and I love our sex life, but I just wonder what you could possibly see in me. And then I wonder what I have to offer? What really? Why would you want a stupid, worn out slut when you can have anyone? But I need you. Emotionally, physically, mentally. I need you!
"It isn't just about wanting to please you. I crave your body. You can grab me and shove it in any hole you want. Anytime you want. I need it! I need you! I need to be your plaything and your wife and to spit out your babies!"
Lexi seems shocked at her own words. Her hands fly to her mouth as she gasps. The scared girl is trembling slightly as she looks at me with watery eyes. She's truly overwhelmed now that she's finally letting me in. No jokes, no sexy comments, just pure honesty.
"Thank you," I whisper, reaching out to ease her hands away from her face. "Thank you for letting me in."
"Please, don't hurt me," Lexi begs, shaking slightly with fear.
"That's the last thing I ever want to do," I promise her. "I know you joked about kids before, but you really want them, don't you?"
"Yeah," she blushes slightly. "I want to raise kids and let them know they are loved and supported for who they are. I want that with you. And I'm just now realizing how badly I want it. I know it's early, but I want a ring someday, too."
"That's my goal, too," I say before pecking her lips.
We need a break from the heavy conversation, so I head into the gas station convenience store to buy Lexi a soda before filling up the tank with gas. Holding my phone in one hand, I struggle to send a couple of texts to Sarah and Stacey. Nicole is exhausted at work. Hazel is still relaxing at home and apparently Kayla is meeting up with Ian early.
Lexi turns the radio back on and settles into her seat with a small smile on her face. She seems more relaxed, and I find myself regularly glancing over at her as I resume the drive. Her purse is on the floor and she's tapping her fingers on the door in tune with the beats.
She's so beautiful, and just the sight of her fills my heart. The business attire looks great on her, and my thoughts soon turn to lust as I admire the swell of her small breasts beneath her dark blue blazer. Her auburn locks are pulled back in a tight bun, allowing me to see the entirety of her pretty, lightly-freckled face. I shift slightly in my seat when my eyes find her pale legs; they're perfectly shaped and have the same light brown freckles as her face. I find myself longing for a peek up that skirt.
"Can I help you?" Lexi asks slyly as she presses her hands between her milky-white thighs and looks over at me with a smirk.
"Uh, sorry," I mumble, looking back to the road.
"No need," she giggles cutely. "I'm horny, too."
"Oh yeah?" I ask with a raised brow while struggling to keep my eyes on the road.
"Mhm," Lexi nods and grins as she squirms in her seat. "It's just a shame we're running late; you could find a place to pull over and do me in the back seat."
"It's light out, Lexi," I laugh and shake my head. "I don't think that would work."
"Oh. Okay," she shrugs nonchalantly. "I guess it's fine. I mean, I was thinking of laying on my belly and spreading my ass cheeks so you could sodomize me. But, if you don't want to, don't worry about it."



"Of course I want to!" I insist, giving her a sideways glance.
"It's fine, baby," Lexi giggles as she reaches out to squeeze my thigh. "My ass is so hot and tight, you'd probably just cum fast. Then I'd be a real dirty girl by having your cum leaking out of my butt all day."
"Lexi..." I trail off, my hands tight on the steering wheel.
"You're right, you're right, it would be uncomfortable," she sighs while her fingertips caress my thigh, inching closer and closer to my crotch. "I could always bend over your desk and flip up my skirt, but anyone might come in. Oh, I know! I'll just stay under your desk all day. I'll keep your cock in my mouth the entire time, it'll be great. Important people will come in to talk to the boss, not knowing he's getting his dick sucked."
"You really know how to turn me on," I growl while shifting in my seat. "It doesn't help that I can still smell Hazel's pussy."
"Oh, you poor thing. I told you to plan better!" Lexi laughs at my discomfort as she unbuckles her seat belt. "I'm not totally heartless, though."
"I'm not sure I have the willpower to talk you out of this," I comment as Lexi unbuckles my belt.
"Why the fuck would you?" she challenges while extracting my erection and stroking it several times. "A girl wants to suck your dick; shut up and enjoy it."
"I can do that," I gasp as her small hand jacks me off.
"Now, pay attention to driving," Lexi instructs as she leans over the center console. "I don't want to die giving head, and you don't want to explain why you have your pants down after the accident."
With that charming statement, Lexi lowers her head into my lap and takes me between her lips. Her mouth is warm and wet, her lips form a tight seal around my shaft, and her wriggling tongue is bathing me in saliva. It feels so fucking good; I can't help but let out a loud gasp as she swallows me down.
I love sex. Really, there's nothing like rolling around with a naked girl, feeling skin on skin. I love hearing a woman's moans, seeing her expressions as she cums on my cock. Yet, despite how great it is, there's something truly amazing about a blowjob. Maybe it's because there's no pressure to perform, maybe it's because I'm selfish and it's all about me. Sure, girls can love sucking cock, but it's just a perfect opportunity for a guy to relax. When he isn't driving, of course.
"Mm! Mm! Mm! Mm!" Lexi hums happily, her cheeks caving in as she sucks me off.
My girlfriend's head is bobbing up and down in my lap while I take the long way to the office. Her mouth feels amazing, and I make sure to take the opportunity to feel her perfect, young body. Keeping my left hand on the steering wheel, my right goes exploring. Her blazer and white button-down are in the way, but I'm still able to get a nice handful of her boobs. I run my hand down her back, reaching to cup her butt. I even take time to trace my fingers along her soft inner thighs.
"Every inch of you is perfect," I whisper passionately.
Lexi moans happily around my cock, deepthroating me as a way of showing her thanks. Holy shit, her throat feels incredible. The sexy redhead holds my entire length in her mouth for at least thirty seconds before pulling back and gasping for breath. Then she resumes her steady bobbing motions, smooth down strokes before pulling up and sucking hard. It's relaxing and incredible.
I manage to keep my eyes on the road as the car draws closer to our destination. At one point, I reach out to change the radio station to one of my presets, changing the club music to country. Lexi makes a loud sound of protest around my cock, shaking her head. I immediately change back to the instrumental music. It's only fair I let Lexi pick the music; she is sucking my dick, after all.
"Gak! Gak! Gak!" Lexi gurgles around my thickness as she blows me intensely.
It's obvious that Lexi's lust is growing; she's moaning louder and sucking harder, her head rapidly bouncing in my lap. A quick glance is enough to confirm that Lexi has a hand between her legs and is currently playing with herself. The knowledge makes my cock throb with desire.
My right hand is resting on her head now, lightly applying pressure as I feel her bun against my palm. I'm getting close. I'm squirming in my seat, the pleasure reaching an intensity that is almost too much to handle. I let out a breath as I struggle to take a turn with one hand.
"You're gonna make me cum, get ready!" I warn, my hand gripping her auburn bun. "Ah, keep going, keep going! Don't stop!"
"Mm! Hurk! Cum! Glug! Glug! Mm!" Lexi begs around her mouthful of cock, bobbing her head rapidly. "MM! Gak! Cum! Mm!"
A loud grunt escapes through my clenched teeth as I grunt and buck my hips. Warm semen floods Lexi's mouth, making her cough and sputter. I hold her head in place as I fill her mouth with my thick load. I feel her throat contract, swallowing the first bursts. From the way she's moaning and squirming, she's cumming hard on her fingers as she takes my offering between her lips. I can see she's rubbing her clit rapidly while struggling to swallow every drop.
"That was amazing," I manage to say when Lexi sits up with a smile.
"It was!" Lexi giggles before showing me her empty mouth. "I love sucking your cock."
"Anytime you want, baby," I laugh.
"Careful, I just might take you up on that," she winks.
I fix my clothes while Lexi cleans herself up and takes a few sips of her soda. She then turns the music up and pulls out her phone to text with the girls for the rest of the ride. Usually the office is a very easy commute, but all the detours I intentionally take make the remaining trip take another ten minutes.
Stepping out of the car, Lexi slings her purse over her shoulder as she stretches. She takes my offered hand and lets me lead her through the main entrance of the office building. The redhead is grinning widely, her head moving back and forth to take in every mundane detail.
I bring us over to the receptionist to arrange an introduction. Lexi swats me on the arm when I declare that the redhead is going to be our new mascot. The receptionist is very friendly, and soon she's chatting with Lexi about how the redhead is going to get me in line.
"About time you showed up!" Stacey teases when Lexi and I approach her desk.
"We had a busy morning," I reply smoothly. "Besides, it's not that late."
"Right," my blonde assistant rolls her eyes before looking toward the redhead. "Love the outfit, Lexi!"
"Thanks!" Lexi chirps. "You look nice, too."
Both girls are dressed in similar business clothes. Stacey's blazer is short-sleeve and dark gray, and her skirt is slightly longer. Other than that, very similar outfits. Lexi's hair is in a professional bun while Stacey's blonde locks are hanging freely. They both look amazing, and despite my recent orgasm I find myself having impure thoughts about bending them over my desk.
"Thank you," Stacey inclines her head. "It's nice to see you all dressed up. Twirl for me!"
"What? No!" Lexi giggles. "There are people around!"
"Oh, who cares? You're the boss's hot girlfriend, you can do whatever the fuck you want. Show us what ya got!" Stacey insists, holding out a hand with a finger pointing straight down so she can twirl it in the air.
"Ugh, fine," the redhead blushes and agrees.
Holding her arms out slightly, Lexi spins around several times. Stacey is laughing as she claps her hands. A few other people are looking over with bemused expressions. Lexi spins a couple more times before laughing so hard her face turns red. She has her hands over her mouth as she leans over and struggles to breathe.
"And on that note, we have people to meet!" I speak up. "Glad you girls are getting along."
I lead Lexi through the office, showing her everything. Her favorite is the break room, and she wonders why everyone doesn't just sleep in here instead of working. I roll my eyes and take her around to meet the staff. Lexi turns on the charm and soon has everyone laughing at her wit. My girlfriend really does have some amazing people skills, she's going to make an amazing therapist.
We meet a couple of accountants, a financial analyst, and a controller. Explaining to Lexi what a controller does is an interesting experience. The redhead is more polite with strangers, so she pretends to care. The controller really enjoys explaining her job and I completely understand the love of numbers and spreadsheets. The three core financial statements; the income statement, the balance sheet, and the statement of cash flows tell a story. Sometimes a very scary story, but still a story!
Once we're done in the sea of cubicles, I show Lexi a few of the meeting rooms. I erase the penis she draws on one of the whiteboards before leading her to the offices. She meets a few of the directors and things are going quite well. The last person we meet is leaving his office just as we reach the door.
"And here is our VP of Finance, Andy," I say as we bump into the older guy. "Andy, this is my girlfriend, Lexi."
"Oh, right. You said you were bringing her. Ah, hi," Andy stammers, his face pale as he looks nervously at Lexi. "Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, too," Lexi smiles politely.
"I, ah, I have a meeting with accounting," Andy continues, brushing past us in a blur of tweed and overdone aftershave. "Sorry for rushing, but I'm running late. It was really nice to meet you. I'm sure I'll see you around."
"That was a lot of product," Lexi comments, sniffing the air. "It... uh..." she looks like she's searching for the right words.
"Yeah, it's a bit much," I snort. "He's completely nose blind to it now."
"I can't say that it's attractive. I've met quite a few guys who think that's a good idea," Lexi looks puzzled for a moment, then rolls her eyes before shaking her head and smiling at me.
Stacey is on the phone when we get back to her desk, so we just wave to her before entering my office. Lexi pecks my lips and asks what she can do. I set her up with a laptop on the edge of my desk. and find a few free tutorials online with basic finance information. She's not pleased.
"Why can't I help? I'm smart!" the redhead whines.
"You are, but I can't give you access to financial data," I explain. "Finance and accounting are very big on controls. Control who has access to information, who can move money around, who has access to bank accounts. It's all to prevent fraud and leave a trail for audit purposes."
"How about just not be thieving assholes?" Lexi suggests with a raised eyebrow.
"Sounds simple, but the business world tends to have trouble with ethics," I admit with a sigh.
"So, I'm supposed to watch boring videos all day?" she inquires.
"I'd be happy to answer questions about what we do here," I reply with a smile. "And I'm sure there will be time for you to waste later. For now, I need to get some work done. You can watch the welcome video we made for new hires?
"Fine, where can I find that?" Lexi asks.
I access the shared drive and start the welcome video for Lexi. Sitting at my desk, I open my email and begin taking care of the day's business. I'm not working tomorrow or Friday, so I need to get as much done as I can. Maybe I'll try and find some time to work remotely tomorrow.
"What's so funny?" I ask when Lexi starts giggling.
"How old is this video?" she wonders. "You look so much younger!"
"It's only about ten years old," I answer with a frown. "I was around thirty."
"You kind of had a baby face," Lexi comments with a smirk. "You were still fucking sexy, but you looked like you were twenty!"
"Thanks, I guess," I laugh while typing an email.
"Why does anyone care about the history of the company?" Lexi frowns. "You're paying them to do a job, isn't that what matters?"
"Employers generally want to see more than just someone who's qualified," I explain. "Companies will have a mission statement, a company culture and core values. Granted, most companies would throw all those out the window to save a nickel, but they often make a big show of having a company culture. It's very common for people to research a company before interviewing there. Enthusiasm for the role is important."
"I could never be enthusiastic about finance," Lexi insists.
"That's why you want to be a psychologist instead," I remind her. "You're passionate about helping people. When you're ready for a job in the field, you'll be asked why you got into it. Being able to show passion for the job will help you stand out."
"What made you decide to hire Stacey?" she asks with a smirk. "Did she wear something slutty to the interview?"
"She did not," I sigh, glaring at Lexi. "And it was her passion. She had a degree, but no experience. Others applied with more experience, but they didn't stand out. Stacey talked about the company, she had a passion to learn more about finance, and she had an amazing attitude."
"Got it," Lexi nods. "Slutty outfit."
Shaking my head, I return to my work while Lexi watches the video. When she's done making fun of me, I set her up with a presentation on financial statements. She gives me a look that implies I'm sentencing her to death, which I pointedly ignore.
The two of us chat while working, and Lexi even asks some clarifying questions about finance. I happily answer and she smiles at me when she sees how passionate I am about my work. Lexi may not give a shit about finance and accounting, but it's nice that she loves my passion for the subject.
Sarah responds to my texts, giving me some information on how things are progressing with Keith and David. It's tempting to just worry about it later, but I can't keep anything from Lexi. Glancing over at the redhead, she seems to be in a good mood.
"Sarah told me that Keith is refusing to give up any of his gang connections." I say suddenly.
"Yup," Lexi winces. "Makes sense."
"You knew he was affiliated with that LA gang, The Crocs?" I ask.
"Yeah, I knew," Lexi mumbles, her eyes on the laptop. "Stupid name for a gang. We don't even have crocodiles in California."
"I didn't think of that," I snort. "But yeah, I guess he got his drugs from them?"
"He did," she confirms. "I don't know any names, which I told the police. I met a few of them, they were scary."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have brought it up," I sigh.
"It's fine," Lexi shrugs. "They'll get away with what they did to me. At least Keith won't. And he'll never rape again."
"No, he won't," I agree. "Apparently, the police are negotiating with David. He might know some things. His idiot lawyer is trying to get him a free pass in exchange for information."
"Is that likely?" she wonders.
"Sarah doesn't think so," I answer. "She said David will cave when he realizes how bad it could get for him."
"Good," Lexi sighs. "Thanks for telling me."
"You're welcome," I reply. "Maybe I shouldn't have brought it up, but I want you to know I'm on your side. The trial might get rough, but you have me."
"I'll need you to get through it," she admits. "And so will Kayla."
"You both have me. Forever," I vow.
~Kayla~
"Got a long list of ex-lovers, they'll tell you I'm insane!" I sing along loudly to the music.
I'm currently driving along a main street in Ashwood as I make my way to Ian's house. My window is rolled down and the wind is tousling my raven hair. The music continues blaring through the car speakers as I dance in the driver seat while singing along happily.
It's Wednesday morning, the day Ian and I are going on our double date with Ashley and Josh. We don't really have a plan for what we're going to do, but I'm sure clothes will come off at some point. It'll be a big step for Ian and Josh, but our guys can handle it!
Parents are at work, so we have quite a few options for where to hang out. We'll probably meet up for lunch before finding some privacy. Ashley's house is out because Melissa will be around, likely getting a head start on next year's homework. Gross.
Maybe we'll go to the mansion, or to Ian or Josh' s place. Crown Meadow Acres for miniature golf is another possibility. Oh, a nice restaurant for dinner! This is going to be a great double date, and while I'm sorry that Stephanie can't come, it will be nice to have my boyfriend all to myself.
"And you call me up again just to break me like a promise!" I belt out loudly as I turn into Ian's neighborhood.
I'm almost at Ian's house, and I'm curious why he wants to meet up early. Hopefully he's looking for some morning nookie. I have this emptiness deep inside me that only a throbbing cock can fill. Stepping on the gas, I speed up as I anticipate getting some dick.
A frown crosses my face when I notice there's a car parked in Ian's driveway. Ian doesn't have a car and both his parents are at work. Wait. I recognize that car. Why is Stephanie here? She has plans with her father today and should be with him. That's the whole reason she isn't coming on our double date.
I park in the driveway, making sure to give myself plenty of room to get out. Slinging my purse over my shoulder, I walk up to the front door and ring the bell. I'm only waiting a few seconds before the door opens, revealing Ian and Stephanie.
"Hi, Kayla," Ian says, standing in the doorway in shorts and a t-shirt as he opens his arms for a hug.
"Ian!" I grin, hugging him and pecking his lips. "Hi!"
"Hey, Kayla," Stephanie smiles, hugging and kissing me herself. She looks incredibly sexy in jean shorts and a royal purple blouse.
Ian leads us into the kitchen and pulls three bottles of water from the refrigerator. We sit at the kitchen table and sip on our water. Ian and Stephanie are sitting across from me, both looking nervous. I'm starting to worry myself. I wonder what is going on. Is this about father-daughter day? I know Ian doesn't like thinking about Daddy and I, but he has to be okay with it, right?
"I thought you were spending the day with your dad?" I eventually ask Stephanie.
"I am," Stephanie confirms. "I'll go see him after we talk."
"About what?" I wonder nervously.
"Kayla, I got accepted to MIT," Ian says suddenly.
"Uh, what?" I ask stupidly.
"MIT. In Cambridge. I got in," he repeats.
"No, you didn't?" I frown in confusion. "Acceptances went out ages ago. You said you didn't get in."
"I was put on the wait list," Ian corrects me. "They said they'd contact me if a spot opened up."
"Usually that never happens, especially for a place like MIT," Stephanie interjects.
"But, it did happen?" I question, my heart racing.
"Yeah," Ian nods. "They don't tell you what happened, but maybe a lot of people decided not to go for some reason."
"And you're going to go," I state, letting out a breath.
"I can't turn this down. This is my dream," he confirms, unable to meet my gaze.
The silence is heavy in the air as the three of us contemplate Ian attending college on the other side of the country. There's really only one conclusion; we have to break up. Long distance relationships just don't work, and as much as I love Ian, I don't want to miss out on college life because my boyfriend is three thousand miles away.
I can't believe this is happening. Several months of drama and challenges, and we're being broken up by a fucking college acceptance? Fuck! I can feel the tears threatening to start and it takes all my strength to keep them back. How is this happening? I have to take several deep breaths as I try to relax.
"H-how can you afford to go?" I ask to stall. "MIT isn't cheap."
"My parents' income is low enough that tuition will be free," Ian explains. "I have some scholarships I can use anywhere that will help with the rest. It won't be easy, but it's doable. My parents and I already talked about it."
It's on the tip of my tongue, the request I want to make so badly. I want to ask him to stay, to not leave me. To not leave us. I can't do it. This is his dream. One I'm shocked is coming true now, but it is. The realization is like a lance through my heart, but I can't be selfish. I love Ian and I want what is best for him. He's so smart. A degree from a prestigious college can open doors for him. I can't be responsible for shutting those doors in his face.



"T-the trial," I finally manage to stammer, my mouth dry. "I need you with me."
"We'll be back for the trial," Ian promises.
"We?" I inquire with wide eyes.
"I'm going too, Kayla," Stephanie sighs.
I suddenly realize that Stephanie and Ian are holding hands. When did she take his hand? Or did he take hers? I don't understand. Everything is changing too fast. I suddenly need some air. Something to drink. My water bottle spills as I stand suddenly, the chair almost tipping over.
"I need, ah, air. I, um, shit," I rush from the room, not even sure which door I'm using through the blur of tears. Fuck. This isn't the way things are supposed to be.
Where am I? I can feel the hard ground against my knees and the soft breeze caressing my skin. My head is buried in my hands as I sob uncontrollably while kneeling on the ground. I'm outside. I can hear a bird chirping somewhere in the distance before reality breaks and I'm once again lost in my sorrow.
Who am I? My life is flashing before my eyes as I lose myself in the memories. A happy little girl, so naive to think everything will always go perfectly. Mommy is gone forever; Daddy is trying to stay strong for me, but I still catch him crying. Growing up with Daddy, just the two of us. A boyfriend who says he loves me, then I find out it's all a lie. Rape, kidnap, fear. Bonding with Daddy sexually. My new boyfriend and girlfriend love me. Ian doesn't accept Daddy, but I force him to deal with it.
What am I? A selfish bitch who only cares about her own feelings? A Slut-sister? I keep dreaming of wild group sex, despite my trauma. What do I want? I'm ruining my relationship because I can't stop sleeping with Daddy. Maybe I'm not the nice girl everyone thinks I am. Is he right? Am I just a worthless cum dump?
A stupid slut that no one can ever love. First David, now Ian and Stephanie. Are they just using me to get together? Do they only love each other and just see me as a dumb whore? Is there any man out there other than Daddy who I can trust, who can truly love me?
Daddy. I need Daddy right now. Forever. Daddy won't leave me, and he won't use me.
A hand touches my shoulder and I reflexively recoil. I hear a soothing female voice trying to reach me. It takes a minute, but I eventually return to reality and look around. I'm on my knees in Ian's backyard. I smile softy when I realize that his childhood swing set is still up.
I can hear them both calling my name as I get to my feet and walk toward the swing set. Sitting down on one of the two swings, I grip the chains in both hands as I look down at my feet. Stephanie is standing beside me while Ian sits on the swing to my left.
"I do love you, Kayla," Ian states simply.
"Then why are you leaving me?" I ask in a small voice.
"You know I have to," he answers as the swing moves back and forth slightly. "I'm sorry."
"How are you going with him?" I look at Stephanie. "You didn't apply to MIT."
"I'm gonna go to Boston University," Stephanie explains, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. "It's really close to MIT."
"How?" I frown. "Decision day was last month! And BU is a really hard college to get in to!"
"My aunt works there," Stephanie answers. "That's why I applied in the first place. I did decide to stay local, but I called my aunt yesterday. She fixed everything."
"You two planned all this out yesterday. Without me," I mumble.
"You were with your father," Ian points out. "You didn't apply to any colleges on the east coast."
"You would never leave him anyway," Stephanie adds.
"No. I wouldn't," I admit.
This is all happening way too fast. Everyone says Ian is great for me, he's such a nice guy. He's considerate and kind. Stephanie is a great girlfriend. She and I get along so well, we bond over our trauma. We care about each other. We work. Mostly.
I know Ian isn't happy about Daddy and I. He isn't happy that I crave other cocks. Maybe Stephanie and Ian are better as a couple than the three of us are as a group. Where does that leave me? Alone. Again. Sure, I have Daddy and the Sluts, but those aren't romantic relationships.
How is this happening? We do communicate! I remember our entire conversation before the senior lock-in. Fuck! Fuck, fuck, shit! I try and control my breathing as I struggle to process this. It's so sudden, but really, it's the only way for them to tell me. There's no breaking news like this gently.
"We love you," Stephanie whispers sincerely.
"And maybe we'll all end up together in the future," Ian reasons. "You'll always be my first, Kayla. Always. I want us to be in each other's lives forever."
"You'll come back for the trial? And we can video chat and stuff while you're away?" I ask.
"Of course!" Stephanie exclaims.
"We will stay in touch," Ian promises.
"We're breaking up now, aren't we?" I inquire, tears running down my cheeks.
I look at Ian and see that he's just now connecting the dots. Putting things off won't make the inevitable end any easier. Glancing over, I see Stephanie looking down. I'm pretty sure this isn't news to her, it's Ian who is finally realizing it.
"Should we, should we still spend time together this summer?" Ian wonders.
"Do you mean hang out or do you mean have sex?" I raise an eyebrow.
"Hang out," Ian replies, looking at me seriously. "I'll always remember our first time, and maybe we can make love again when we come back to visit. But, for now, it's probably best if we don't."
"This is about more than just you guys going away, isn't it?" I ask with a sniffle.
Daddy's right. Sex really does complicate everything. I only have a couple months of sexual activity under my belt, and I already have a huge mess on my hands. The Slut-sisters, Daddy, several guys. I have a lot of experience for someone newly sexually active, but that's just the sex part. For relationships, I need to get better at communicating and at respecting the other person's needs.
A relationship is about everyone involved, not just me. Ian is a nice guy with a history of being bullied. He's sad and he has trouble speaking up for himself. Yes, he is guilty of not being completely honest about his feelings. I remember us almost breaking up, then him saying he can't lose me after the kidnapping. I'm an idiot for just ignoring that his discomfort still exists.
"We really do love you, Kayla," Stephanie speaks up with a guilty expression. "It's just that we think putting this off will just make it harder. And yeah, I love pussy, but it's cost me Kelsey. I just think a monogamous relationship might be for the best right now."
"I'm sorry," I say to Stephanie before turning back to Ian. "And I'm sorry for not listening. I knew you weren't okay with how things were going and I ignored it."
"It's not your fault," Ian replies. "I thought we were gonna break up, then Keith kidnapped you. I realized I couldn't lose you. I did keep my discomfort from you, and that's my fault. I love you, Kayla."
"I love you, too," I smile softly before wiping away my tears.
"We both pushed him to accept sex on our terms," Stephanie acknowledges.
"I really do wish I could stay with you, Kayla," Ian continues. "I don't resent you or anything, and I hope we can find our way back to each other again. But, I just can't turn down this opportunity. I think a clean break would be best.
"Some of this just was a bit too much. I'll always love you, but I was a virgin just a couple of months ago. Our sex life was like taking the training wheels off and immediately trying a multi-stage bicycle race. It was a lot. Very fast.
"Don't get me wrong, it was incredible. You're so unbelievably beautiful. A part of me wants to kiss you right now. A very big part. I love you, I feel a connection with you, and I want you. Badly. I'm just scared I'm not ready for that level of sexual openness. And I'm scared that if we wait until I leave for MIT I'll never be able to let you go."
"Why couldn't you have gone to Cal Tech?" I sigh. "It's closer."
"I'm still on the wait list there," Ian laughs.
"Just don't forget about me when you invent something amazing and get super rich," I smirk.
"I would never," he promises.
"Besides, you're already super rich," Stephanie interjects.
"Daddy is rich. I have nothing," I snort.
"You have us. We'll always be your friends," Ian promises.
"Good," I nod.
My heart hurts. This sucks so much. Stephanie looks really sad, but she's clearly determined to stick to her decision. Losing both of them at once is almost unbearable. I keep reminding myself that I still have the Slut-sisters. I still have Daddy. I'm still loved.
"So, uh, no double date today?" I shrug helplessly, trying to make light of the situation.
"I guess not," Ian sighs, tears starting to fall from his eyes.
"Hey, don't cry," I urge, reaching out to brush away his tears. "I'm the one getting dumped, remember?"
"You're not getting dumped," Stephanie counters, leaning against the swing set.
"You're both ending our relationship, how is that not getting dumped?" I wonder.
"The three of us are still amazing friends, and that won't ever change," Ian reasons. "Maybe you can visit us sometime? We can show you around the campuses once we get settled in?"
"I'd like that," I smile softly.
There really isn't anything more to say. So much drama, so much pain to bring us together. Our relationship ending like this is incredibly anti-climactic. We end up crying and hugging, promising to stay in each other's lives. This may not be what I want, but at least Ian and I helped each other be better, helped each other reach this point. He's more confident now, happier. And I know how a guy should treat a woman. Ian doesn't use me like David. High school is over, our adult lives are just beginning.
~Marcia~
"I can't believe Stephanie and Ian broke up with Kayla!" I say to Hazel as the two of us walk through the mall.
It's almost lunch time and the mall is absolutely packed with teenagers. Some are high school age, others are obviously in college, but we are all enjoying the start of summer vacation. Hazel and I are shopping while discussing the shocking news of the end of Kayla's relationship.
"She can do better," Hazel shrugs as we stop in front of a window display.
"This again?" I roll my eyes while standing beside Hazel to admire the clothes on the mannequins. "Kayla had a hot girlfriend and a boyfriend who worshiped her. She was doing very well."
"And they were both stupid enough to dump her," Hazel counters.
"Getting accepted to MIT is an amazing opportunity," I reason. "Ian really couldn't turn that down."
"Well, whatever," Hazel says dismissively. "Kayla needs someone who realizes how fucking amazing she is!"
"And who would that be?" I wonder while checking out the cute shoes on display.
Standing beside me, Hazel is looking as gorgeous as ever in a pair of jeans with a black-and-white striped shirt. Her long brown hair is in a braid that falls almost to her ass. I'm wearing a flared green skirt with a white blouse. Guys are regularly checking both of us out; it's making me blush, but Hazel is loving every second of it.
"I don't know, Dan maybe?" Hazel suggests. "He's clearly into her. Plus, he's hot."
"Ew, no way!" I crinkle my nose in disgust.
"He's nice enough," Hazel argues. "And I taught him how to fuck so he doesn't blow his load in twenty seconds."
"He's still a huge pussy hound," I reply, shaking my head.
"So is Steven, but we don't hold that against him," Hazel giggles.
"He is not!" I exclaim, turning away from the window display to glare at the tan girl. "Steven cares about all of us, we aren't just notches on his bedpost."
"I never said he doesn't care about us," Hazel shakes her head. "But you have to admit that he does get more than his fair share of pussy."
"Well, yeah," I acknowledge. "Still, he's way more considerate than Dan. Look at that gorgeous ring he gave you!"
"It is beautiful," Hazel grins widely as she admires the band on her left ring finger.
Hazel is wearing it where an engagement ring usually goes, which I think is very telling. Despite her determination that she and Steven aren't a romantic couple, she's definitely happy with the ring. The promise that she has support and love, it must be very comforting.
To my surprise, I feel jealousy flaring up inside me as we both look at the ring. Steven really is the ideal man; he's caring, he's smart, he's attractive. He fucks like a god. I know I'm not ready to be a mother, yet I still find myself wishing to be the pregnant one, to be carrying Steven's child. To be bonded with him forever.
"You must be feeling better?" I ask to distract myself.
"Yeah, a little," Hazel nods. "I'm still scared of getting fat. I'm worried about the future, too."
"You'll be glowing, you won't be fat," I roll my eyes.
"Whatever, we're getting off topic," Hazel says quickly. "Dan isn't that bad, and he really cares about Kayla."
"Are we really at the point where 'isn't that bad' is the right choice for a boyfriend?" I ask. "Maybe Kayla needs to be single for awhile. She's been through enough. She has us for support."
"That's true," Hazel agrees. "But, wait! You have a thing for Dan, don't you?"
"I do not!" I gasp. "I mean, yeah, he's really hot, but that's it! He's nothing like Ian, so I don't think he's good for Kayla."
"He could be," Hazel reasons. "Either way, we're all definitely shocked by the breakup. The slut chat exploded when Kayla gave us the news."
"I know!" I respond, turning back to the display. "I had to put my phone on silent to stop the constant messages."
"I did the same," Hazel nods. "Last I looked, Kayla was still trying to talk Lexi down from kidnapping Ian and leaving him tied naked to a flagpole with honey on his junk to attract bees."
"I saw that, it was ants," I sigh. "I think the chat has calmed down now that Kayla's with Ashley and Josh."
"I still think she should have come to the mall with us instead," Hazel says. "Who wants to be a third wheel?"
"It was her choice," I reason absentmindedly as a sign on the other side of the window catches my attention. "Oh! Everything in the store is up to fifty percent off!"
It is pretty shameful how fast we forget about Kayla's heartbreak, but in our defense we're teenage girls and it's fifty percent off! Hazel and I rush inside so we can start checking out clothes and shoes. Of course, since the sign specifies 'up to fifty percent off' only a couple of ugly items are actually discounted that much. Most are on sale, but not as much as the sign implies.
Shopping is a lot of fun and we both snag a few nice deals. I find a pair of cute pink socks with little bows on them, some leggings that are twenty-five percent off, and an amazing sale on panties. Jeans are buy one get one fifty percent off, so I now have two new pairs of jeans.
Hazel is still reluctant to accept money from Steven, but she doesn't really have a choice. She doesn't have a job right now, and gas certainly isn't free. Hazel won't let me buy her nail polish, but she does have enough money for it herself. A couple other small things end up in her basket for purchase.
The two of us bounce ideas for majors back and forth while we shop. Neither of us really knows what to do with our lives. The discussion is put on hold when I face a much, much more important decision; the black heels will go with more outfits, but the red are so cute!
The truth is that I really am worried about college. I work so hard and my grades are nothing special. What if I can't handle college? What if I flunk out? The shame! I need to distract myself, so both pairs of heels end up in my shopping basket. I may be a dedicated, hard-working student, but I'm still a girl!
"Are you really planning on having sex with Steven's friend?" I ask as we walk out of the store with our shopping bags.
"Maybe. Probably," Hazel responds with a smirk. "Why? You're not slut-shaming, are you?"
"Not at all!" I shake my head. "But you don't even really know him, why do you want to?"
"Honestly? I think it's pride," Hazel answers with a contemplative expression. "I mean, it's also about wanting to be a part of the family. Lexi won't touch another man. Allan is sharing his wife, his partner. Getting to be in that spot for Steven would be amazing."
"Pride?" I frown in confusion. "I do love the other reason, though."
"Yeah," Hazel nods. "Think about it; I'm pregnant. I like being young, hot, and desirable. I'm scared that's going away. The idea of a good-looking older man finding me irresistible is a huge turn-on. Fuck, I'm getting wet right now."
"Older guys can be really sexy," I admit with a giggle as a small blush colors my cheeks.
"Fuck, yeah!" Hazel exclaims loudly, causing people to stare at us as we walk by. "Plus, they just can't get enough of how young and hot we are. Remember wearing the cheerleader uniforms for Steven? The guy was in heaven!"
"That was fun," I smile at the memory. I even still have the uniform.
"The four of them plan on watching each other fuck," Hazel muses as we pass a pretzel stand. "Maybe I'll put on the uniform and pop in. Bet I can get both guys rock hard in record time."
"That gives me an idea," I reply, stopping in front of a store that specializes in novelty items and gag gifts. The store also sells clothing and other pop culture items.
"Marcia, you nasty slut!" Hazel giggles after I explain my suggestion. "It's always the quiet ones."
"So, is that a yes or a no?" I ask slyly, my face bright red.
"Yes, obviously," Hazel rolls her eyes as she grabs my hand. "Let's go!"
Hazel drags me into the store as we both giggle like excited schoolgirls. Rather than rush straight for the clothes, we take our time to explore the store. They have a lot of jewelry and collectible figures, as well as decorations and gag items. We spend quite a bit of time in the sex toy section, with Hazel examining a purple vibrator while I check out a pair of fuzzy handcuffs.
"Hey girls, you don't need vibrators!" an obnoxious male voice calls out.
"Yeah, we've got what you need!" another voice agrees as the two guys whistle at us.
"I need something that won't get soft in twenty seconds, so you two are out," Hazel snorts, looking at the college-age guys while I blush and put the handcuffs back.
"Oh, ouch!" the first guy winces as the two of them stand a couple feet away from us, arms crossed while they obviously check us out.
"No need to be like that, baby," loser number two adds, "we just wanna show you lovely ladies a good time."
"Fuck off," Hazel snaps as she sets down the vibrator.
"Why don't you wanna talk to us? We're nice guys!" the first idiot replies.
"Dude, you're strangers and you thought it was a good idea to walk up to two girls and ask for sex," Hazel rolls her eyes as she faces the guys with her arms crossed. "Figure it out."
"Got it, you're lesbians," the second guy reasons.
"Actually, we love dick," Hazel counters, glaring at both guys with disgust. "What we don't love are idiots who think it's appropriate to make sexual comments to women they don't know. Let me guess, virgins?"
"What? No way!" moron one exclaims.
"Yeah, we get more pussy than we know what to do with," guy two says proudly.
"Well, I believe you don't know what to do with pussy," Hazel laughs cruelly.
"Oh, trust us, we both know how to make your pussies purr," the first idiot leers at me.
"I'm taken," Hazel finally snaps, lifting her left hand to show both of them the promise ring on her finger.
"What about you, sexy?" the second guy asks me. "Ditch your friend and come hang out with us?"
"Please, just leave," I mumble.
The two guys finally leave us alone, mumbling about cock teasing as they walk away. Things like this happen all the time and really make me uncomfortable. I'm not as good at confrontation as Hazel. Even she hates these kinds of guys. The tan girl loves guys checking her out, but no girl wants to deal with presumptuous assholes.



With the losers gone, Hazel and I make our way to the clothes section. They have a lot of options ranging from sweatshirts to lingerie to costumes. Luckily, they also carry exactly what we're looking for. Hazel holds the outfit in front of her and we both agree that both guys will probably shoot their loads as soon as they see the tall, tan girl in it.
There's just one problem; it's expensive. I immediately offer to split the cost, but Hazel's pride is making things difficult. We can't really share the outfit since I'm six inches shorter than Hazel. Although, my tits are bigger, so maybe it will work? I take a look at the outfit and realize it probably will fit after all. Hazel finally accepts some cash from me with the agreement that I can borrow the outfit whenever I want.
We hit a few other stores to get some more shopping done before heading to the food court for lunch. Pregnant Hazel is craving greasy food and buys a heart attack inducing combination of a bacon cheeseburger, french fries, and onion rings. I sit down across from her with soup and a salad.
"Marcia?" a male voice calls out.
"Kwan? Hi!" I grin widely as I catch sight of the handsome Korean guy.
Kwan Lee is approaching our table carrying a tray with food on it. He's as handsome as ever, standing slightly below average height with brown hair and eyes. A smile is lighting up his face, and he's dressed casually in jeans and a t-shirt. I also notice that he's not alone.
Charles Perry is standing beside Kwan, dressed equally casually and also carrying a food-laden tray. The third and final person is someone I don't know. She's about the same height as Kwan and very pretty. The woman looks around my age, maybe a little older. She has blonde hair and green eyes.
"It's nice to see you," Kwan says, looking at me with obvious infatuation.
"You, too," I nod. "Oh, ah, this is my friend, Hazel. Hazel, this is Kwan, Charles, and I'm guessing Charles' girlfriend."
"Yes, hi, I'm Olivia," the blonde smiles.
"Nice to meet you, Hazel," Charles adds.
"You, too," Hazel replies politely.
"W-would you like to join us?" I offer, blushing as I surprise myself by speaking up. Hazel gives me a look and I just glare at her.
"We'd love to!" Kwan quickly answers, causing Charles to smirk at him.
Kwan immediately takes the seat beside me and smiles in my direction. Charles grabs a chair from the neighboring table for Olivia before sitting beside Hazel. Kwan and Charles have tacos from the Mexican place, while Olivia's lunch is a healthy chicken salad.
"You guys having a mall day, too?" Hazel asks to make conversation before biting into an onion ring.
"Yeah," Kwan answers. "It was tough to convince Olivia to come to the mall on her day off."
"I work here!" Olivia speaks up. "Who wants to spend their day off at work?"
"Oh, where do you work?" I wonder after sipping my drink.
"The Jewelry Box," Olivia answers with a small smile.
"Wait," Hazel frowns. "Pretty blonde who works at The Jewelry Box. Were you the one who sold Steven and Kayla my promise ring?"
"What?" Olivia frowns, looking at Hazel in confusion. "Who said I was pretty?"
"Steven and his daughter, Kayla," Hazel answers, holding up her hand to show off her ring. "He gave me this earlier today. Kayla told me a pretty blonde sold it to him."
"Flirting with the customers, babe?" Charles asks with an eye roll.
"Oh, shush," Olivia giggles. "And yeah, I remember him! I was surprised he wanted a promise ring, they're so 2000's. Of course, if that hunky DILF wanted to promise me something... rawr!"
"I'm right here, baby," Charles grumbles.
"I know, sweetie," Olivia sighs, patting his arm. "But, just because I'm on a diet doesn't mean I can't drool over the desserts."
"Anyway, small world!" Kwan interjects, making us laugh.
"I really do hope you like the ring, Hazel," Olivia smiles. "The guy spent quite a bit of time picking it out."
"So, dating an older guy?" Charles asks, causing Olivia to swat him on the shoulder.
"Not exactly," Hazel answers. "Long story short, Kayla and I have been friends for years. I slept with her dad, I'm pregnant. I got tossed out and live there now. He promised to always be there for us."
"Oh. Uh, wow," Kwan replies with wide eyes. "Sorry you got kicked out, but congrats on the baby."
"Thank you," Hazel smiles.
"Is Kayla the rich girl who is throwing that party you said we're invited to?" Olivia asks Kwan.
"They very same," Kwan nods. "I haven't met her, but Marcia said we could all come."
"Of course you can," I nod happily.
The five of us continue getting to know each other over lunch. Olivia is a lot of fun and I'm glad she's coming to the graduation party. Kwan and I are flirting lightly, but mostly dancing around each other. It's clear that neither of us is very outgoing. Charles is pushing Kwan to talk more while Hazel pushes me. The few compliments Kwan gives me are really cheesy and I love them.
"How did you meet Kwan and Charles, Marcia?" Olivia asks at one point.
"I was shopping with my mom," I explain after swallowing a mouthful of soup. "We met them in a store selling ladies' undies."
"Were they drooling over the bras and panties?" Hazel teases.
"We were not!" Charles exclaims, his face red.
"Charles wanted to buy Olivia a present," Kwan explains.
"What did he get?" Hazel asks the table.
"A green negligee," I tell her. "To bring out her eyes."
"Right. Her eyes," Hazel giggles.
"That was exactly the idea!" Charles agrees.
"So, you didn't even notice my boobs?" Olivia asks her boyfriend.
"Well, maybe a little," Charles admits while Kwan and Hazel laugh.
"I never asked what the occasion was," I realize, looking between Charles and Olivia. "Birthday? Anniversary?"
"Nothing so romantic," Olivia snorts. "It really was more of a gift for him; he took me out to eat and brought me back to a candlelit bedroom. All to try and talk me into doing butt stuff."
Hazel, Kwan, and I all burst out laughing. Olivia is smirking at Charles, who is blushing bright red. He tries to speak up, but no one can hear him. I'm laughing so hard that I'm struggling to breathe. It takes several minutes before we're reduced to light giggles.
"It wasn't some big plan or anything," Charles finally manages to say. "I was planning a romantic night, and I thought it would be intimate."
"Shoving your cock up my ass is intimate? That's a new one," Olivia rolls her eyes.
"Let me guess, he went on and on about how gentle he'd be and that it wouldn't hurt?" Hazel asks.
"He did!" Olivia confirms with a nod. "I told him it sounded like a pain in the ass. Pun intended."
"That's great!" Hazel giggles. "Anal can be fun, but you really need to be able to relax to enjoy it."
"It's not for me," Olivia shakes her head.
"I like it," I instinctively respond before gasping and clapping my hands to my mouth.
"Nice!" Charles says, his eyes wide as he turns to Kwan. "Dude, don't let this one get away."
"He doesn't have me," I giggle from behind my hands, my face pink. "Yet."
We finish our meals before cleaning up and staying at the table to chat for a little while longer. We all have some more shopping we want to do, so we decide to stick together for awhile. There's even a plan to see a movie after! Kwan stays by my side so much that Hazel comments on being a fifth wheel.
~Steven~
"Lunch!" Stacey announces, walking into my office with a bag of takeout containers and three bottles of soda.
"Finally!" Lexi exclaims, closing the laptop. "I've been waiting to be able to stop looking at stupid spreadsheets."
"Sounds like you're learning a lot about working life; longing for a break so you can have just a few minutes of peace," Stacey giggles before looking at me and wincing. "Uh, I've definitely never felt that way here."
"Right," I grumble, glaring at my assistant.
Stacey just smiles at me before placing the bag on my desk and handing out the sodas. I clear off my desk while Stacey drags a chair over so she can sit with us. The food is passed out to all three of us and we happily start eating while we chat.
The first topic of conversation is Kayla's breakup. We are all completely shocked. It just seems so out of nowhere. It makes sense, Ian has an amazing opportunity, but it's still unexpected. My outing with Ian is still fresh in my memory and now he's no longer dating my daughter.
My assistant is very friendly with Kayla, and I can tell that Stacey is concerned. Kayla is so kind and sensitive, plus she's losing a boyfriend and a girlfriend. The fact that Stephanie and Ian are staying together is probably extra painful. We're all determined to make sure Kayla knows she's not being abandoned, that she's still loved.
Lexi is pissed. She's used to being alone, and now that she has close friends she's fiercely protective of them. Plus she has the fiery temper of a redhead. Stacey and I both have to remind her several times that the breakup wasn't anyone's fault. Ian and Stephanie aren't some evildoers who need to be punished. Lexi mostly agrees. Well, she is backing off most of her revenge plans, at least.
"So, what have you been learning?" Stacey asks Lexi when the Kayla breakup topic is exhausted.
"I learned that you have the most boring jobs ever," Lexi replies before taking a bite of her sub.
"Some people love finance and accounting," I point out while Stacey laughs.
"Some people are idiots," Lexi shrugs.
"It's not that bad!" Stacey insists. "Numbers can be very relaxing."
"Relaxing?" the redhead raises an eyebrow. "Looking at huge numbers most people will never have? You won't even let me look at real numbers!"
"Lexi, what did I say about keeping financial data classified?" I ask, looking at the redhead expectantly.
"No clue, I was only pretending to listen," Lexi shrugs.
"Of course you were," I shake my head.
Stacey and I start talking about finance, causing Lexi to pull out her phone so she can ignore us. Our meal is soon finished, and we're all playing on our phones. I check social media and see that Kayla's status is now proclaiming that she's single. There are quite a few comments of support, including one from Dan.
"I found a meme online," Stacey speaks up. "It says that dogs get treats after performing, so why don't we girls get treats after doggystyle?"
"We do, it's called cum," Lexi grunts without looking up from her phone.
"I was thinking of a cookie, but sure, that works," Stacey giggles.
"Cum is better," Lexi shrugs.
"I love cum as much as the next girl, but are you seriously suggesting it's better than a warm chocolate chip cookie?" Stacey asks. "One just out of the oven with the chips slightly melted?"
"I guess that depends on who the cum belongs to," Lexi argues. "Some random loser? No thanks. Steven, on the other hand is a different story. I need his cum; in me, on me, everywhere!"
"Oh, you might have a point," Stacey looks at me and bites her lip before turning back to Lexi. "Tie?"
"Tie. Although, now I'm hungry and horny," Lexi says, glancing over at me. "Do we have any cookies?"
"This is a weird conversation," I chuckle. "And no, Lexi, no cookies."
"Lame," the redhead announces.
Lexi and Stacey decide now is the time to look up sex memes and jokes on their phones. They take turns telling each other jokes they find on the internet. Some of them are pretty good, I have to admit. I agree with the one that points out that buttlicker has transformed from a top-quality insult to an option on most dating apps.
"Oh, this is a good one," Stacey comments. "What's an Australian kiss?"
"I don't know, what?" Lexi asks.
"It's like a French kiss but down under!" Stacey answers, making both girls laugh.
"A newlywed decides to ask her mom when she decided she was ready to have kids," Lexi begins when she stops laughing. "The mom responds, 'I didn't, Mommy just wanted a back rub.'"
"That sounds familiar," Stacey smirks while looking at another joke on her phone. "Which animal has the largest chest?"
"Ashley Bartlett?" Lexi offers, causing me to let out a snort of laughter.
"No, a Z-bra!" my assistant responds. "Get it, Z-bra, zebra?"
"Puns are dumb, but I guess that one wasn't terrible," Lexi giggles. "What does a robot do after a one-night stand?"
"No idea, what?" Stacey inquires.
"He nuts and bolts!" Lexi declares with a wide grin.
Some of these jokes are incredibly cheesy, but the girls clearly love them. In fact, they seem to be competing to see who can find the most ridiculous joke or meme. Personally, I think Stacey wins when she finds a meme of two people sitting in a car. The passenger asks the driver to turn the car on, and the driver rubs the dash while calling the car a little whore. Lexi refuses to give up and keeps browsing the internet.
The redhead finds an article that lists jokes about bending over. I get a lovely mental image when Lexi says she likes to bend over, grab her legs, and slowly lean forward. Then I laugh with Stacey when Lexi adds that this is how she rolls. The next joke involves a woman being bent over in the kitchen by her lover. Her husband comes home and the lover misunderstands the instruction to use the back door.
I'm mostly staying out of the conversation as I browse my phone and listen to the girls. It's nice to see them getting along. In addition to talking about jokes and memes, the two ladies discuss other topics. Lexi asks about April and is glad to learn that the blonde nerd is doing much better.
"I found a good one," I interrupt randomly. "Smoking will kill you."
"Uh, true?" Lexi looks at me in confusion.
"Bacon will kill you," I continue.
"Sadly, that is also true," Stacey sighs. "It's delicious, though."
"Smoking bacon will cure it!" I conclude with a grin.
"You're an idiot," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"That was the worst dad joke I've ever heard," Stacey snorts.
"Well, I am a dad..." I trail off.
"I can't believe I sleep with you," Lexi sighs.
"After what he just said, I think being good at sex is his only redeeming quality." Stacey reasons.
"You might be right," Lexi nods and grins. "Speaking of sex, I'm surprised you haven't tried to jump him yet today."
"What makes you think I would do that?" my blonde assistant asks.
"I'm still insecure, but I trust that you won't try and steal him," Lexi replies. "April gave you permission to play. There's nothing stopping you anymore; so, play?"
"You're his girlfriend," Stacey argues. "It's strange that you're here."
"I've rolled around in the sack with April," Lexi shrugs. "She'll be okay with it."
"I know, but we're at work," Stacey adds.
"So? This is hardly the first time Steven's bent you over his desk," Lexi counters.
"Lexi, stop pressuring her," I interject.
"I'm not pressuring her!" Lexi exclaims, whipping her head around to look at me. "She wants to fuck you, I'm horny, and we all know you're restarting your sexual relationship. May as well do it now."
"Lunch is halfway over," I point out.
"Then why are we wasting more time?" Stacey suddenly asks, getting to her feet.
I watch as the two sexy ladies spring into action. Stacey shuts my office door and locks it while Lexi pulls Stacey's chair out of the way. With the door closed and the curtain down, there's no way anyone can see inside. There's no soundproofing, of course, so we'll have to keep it down. Stacey has plenty of practice being quiet, but Lexi can be a noisy girl during sex.
My cock is rock hard in anticipation, straining against my pants as I admire the two women. My girlfriend, Alexis Davis. Lexi. At only eighteen years old, Lexi is a stunning teenager in the prime of her youth. Standing at just over five feet tall, she has an adorable face with a light dusting of freckles. Her auburn hair and green eyes make her a true vision of perfection.
The sexy redhead is currently dressed in business attire. Her auburn hair is pulled back in a practical bun, providing an unobstructed view of that face I love so much. Lexi is wearing a dark blue pencil skirt and a long-sleeve blazer. Heels add a couple inches of height and she has a white button-down shirt beneath the blazer. My eyes are drawn to her pale legs and the swell of her small breasts.
Then there's Stacey Martin. My assistant is a few inches taller than Lexi and several years older at twenty-five. Stacey is a stereotypical beauty with baby blue eyes and long blonde hair, which is currently pulled back in a ponytail. She's dressed similar to Lexi, except her outfit is dark gray and her blazer has short sleeves. The dark gray blazer fails to hide how big her breasts are, although I also spend time admiring her shapely legs.
I start to wonder if the two girls can read each other's minds when they move as one. With sultry expressions on their faces, Stacey and Lexi sashay over to me. Their heels are clacking on the floor and they smirk when I eagerly push my chair back while watching them.
"Are you expecting something to happen?" Lexi asks teasingly as she stands in front of me. "Awfully presumptuous of you."
"You did just say you were horny," I point out.
"Damn, I guess I can't play hard to get," Lexi giggles as she places her hand on her hip.
"When have you ever done that?" I wonder with a smirk.
"Just for that, maybe I'll do it now!" Lexi growls.
"Perfect!" Stacey interjects from her place beside the redhead. "More dick for me. I can't speak for Lexi, but I could really use a throbbing cock down my throat right about now."
With that sexy declaration, Stacey sinks to her knees. Lexi likewise kneels before me as both girls get into position between my legs. Four hands reach for my crotch, and my erection is soon sticking out of my pants, twitching in anticipation.
"Go ahead," Lexi offers as both girls jack me off. "I did say I'd play hard to get."
"Thank you," Stacey whispers, smiling gratefully at Lexi.
I have to keep my legs wide apart so that both girls can kneel close to my cock. It's quite worth it. They both release their grip on my shaft as Stacey lowers her head and plants a soft kiss on my tip. She then parts her lips and takes me into her mouth.
"Fuck, Stacey!" I hiss loudly when I feel the familiar wet warmth around my cock.
Stacey giggles around my thickness as she starts to rhythmically bob her head, her lips a tight seal around me while her tongue dances. I grab her blonde ponytail with one hand while my other hand sneaks into her blazer to squeeze her boob from outside her shirt.
"Feel good, baby?" Lexi coos, looking up at me with lust. "Is your hot assistant a good cocksucker?"
"She's amazing," I moan as I enjoy Stacey's mouth.
"Gak! Mm, thanks! Gak! Gak!" Stacey gurgles while blowing me.
With her hands on my thighs, Stacey continues giving me head while I play with her tits. She takes me deep, gagging slightly while her tongue brushes the underside of my shaft. It feels great, and I happily enjoy a very pleasant blowjob.
"Yeah, suck that dick!" Lexi encourages in a loud whisper.
"Mm, want a turn?" Stacey asks, pulling off of me and gripping my base as she points my dick in Lexi's direction.
"Don't mind if I do!" the redhead purrs.
Then Lexi is sucking me, her moans causing vibrations around my cock that feel fucking fantastic. Lexi likes when I'm rough, so I grab her head in both hands and start moving her up and down my length, fucking her face. Her moans increase in intensity, telling me how much she's enjoying this.
"Glug! Glug! Hurk! Glug!" Lexi gags when I force my entire length down her tight throat.
"Show off," Stacey giggles, wincing as she gets to her feet and parks her pretty, little ass on my desk. "My knees hurt."
"You are amazing, too," I say to my assistant. "I love feeling your mouth on me."



"Mm, think flattery will get you some pussy?" Stacey asks coyly.
"Yes," I state, bucking my hips into Lexi's face. "Yes, I do."
"Well, you're right," Stacey giggles.
Lexi really is amazing at sucking dick. She has a bottomless throat, she knows how to read all of my cues, and her every action shows she loves what she's doing. With Stacey out of the way, Lexi has more room to maneuver as she sucks me enthusiastically.
"Steven?" Andy's voice calls out as he knocks on the door.
"Uh, I'm a little busy right now, Andy!" I yell through the door while Stacey places a hand over her mouth and laughs. "What can I do for you?"
"I just wanted to talk about integrating the new hires from the YouInvest acquisition!" Andy answers as he turns the knob, discovering the door is locked.
"I-I'm on lunch right now, can it wait?" I ask, my leg shaking as Lexi holds my tip between her lip and flicks her tongue all over my mushroom head.
"Yeah, sure," Andy responds through the door. "You okay?"
"I'm fine, Andy, thanks!" I call out. "Why don't you set up a meeting and send me a calendar invite for this afternoon?"
"Sounds good," he replies before finally leaving.
"Think he knew the boss was getting his dick sucked?" Stacey asks with an evil grin.
"I hope not," I wince while Lexi just keeps bobbing her head and sucking. "This is so unprofessional."
"It's a scheduled break, it's fine," Stacey argues.
"Right. I'm sure HR will agree with that," I roll my eyes.
"My knees are starting to hurt, too," Lexi sighs when she pulls off my cock. "How about we get down to some fucking?"
"Okay, but we have to keep it down," I warn my girlfriend.
"I'll keep my screams of pleasure to a minimum," Lexi grunts as she gets to her feet.
Sitting in my comfortable desk chair with my erection sticking out of my pants, I watch as Lexi and Stacey stand side-by-side and smirk at me. They move in unison, each of them reaching up their skirts with both hands to slide their panties down their legs. Once they remove their underwear, the girls twirl the fabric on their fingertips before tossing the panties onto my desk.
"How about you put that thing to good use?" Stacey asks, gesturing toward my cock as she and Lexi approach my desk.
"Pick a slut and shove it in!" Lexi offers while both girls bend over my desk, side-by-side.
Since I'm not a complete idiot, I immediately hop to my feet and run to stand behind the girls. Grabbing Lexi's pencil skirt, I bunch it up around her waist so I can admire her lightly-freckled backside and pretty pink pussy. She shivers and moans when I run my fingers along her soaked labia.
"Too bad you are playing hard to get," I tease as my fingers circle her clit.
"Oh, you better not hold that against me now!" Lexi hisses. "Fuck me! Now!"
"Hm, maybe later," I grin, swatting her on the bottom.
"Asshole!" Lexi snaps while Stacey giggles.
Standing behind Stacey, I lift up her skirt so I can squeeze her buns. My assistant has a nice, tight ass, and I smack it several times before finally deciding to take things further. Grabbing her hips, I line my cock up with her entrance and slowly push inside her love tunnel.
"Steven!" Stacey gasps, her right hand gripping the edge of the desk while her left reaches out to claw at the wooden surface. "Oh God, Steven!"
Stacey's vaginal muscles immediately start clamping down on my length and I realize she's already having an orgasm. Just feeling me inside her again is enough to set her off. With a satisfied smirk, I squeeze Stacey's hips tightly as I begin pumping her pussy with long, steady strokes.
Lexi is bent over my desk right beside Stacey, their hips practically touching. The redhead's skirt is still flipped up and she's watching as Stacey takes my dick. With a grin, Lexi leans over and kisses Stacey's cheek. My blonde assistant is too lost in the moment to react.
"You feel so good," I gasp as I reach out and grab Stacey's ponytail, yanking her head back.
"Ah! So do you! Ah! Oh God, keep fucking me!" Stacey begs while I continue drilling her. "Oh, Steven! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
I want to spank Stacey more, but I can't hit her too hard; I don't want anyone outside to hear. I do swat her on the bum a few more times while pulling her hair. I also reach beneath her so I can hold her boobs from outside her shirt while pushing in and out of her.
Stacey cums once more before I finally pull out and move to stand behind Lexi. My girlfriend's pussy is completely soaked, and I slide right in, despite how incredibly tight the teenager's twat is. Placing my hands on her lightly-freckled butt cheeks, I begin fucking Lexi.
"Mm, fucking give it to me, baby!" Lexi hisses. "Spank me, slap me, pull my hair! Call me a slut! Use my little body!"
Keeping one hand on her ass, I place my other hand on Lexi's back to hold her down for me. She loves it and immediately starts moaning louder. My thrusts increase in speed and strength, my balls slapping against her each time I bury myself to the hilt.
"You like being my little slut?" I ask roughly.
"Yes!" Lexi groans. "I'm your nasty slut! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!"
I fuck Lexi to an orgasm before switching back to Stacey. This continues for several minutes, with me switching girls every thirty seconds. I can feel my own orgasm approaching, and as much as I want to keep this going, I know that lunch time is almost over.
"I'm close, where do you want it?" I ask while fucking Lexi.
"Our mouths! Cum in our mouths!" Stacey begs.
"Yes! I wanna taste your cum!" Lexi agrees.
"Get on your knees!" I order as I exit Lexi's snatch.
Both girls spin around and drop to their knees as I take a step back. Lexi and Stacey both open their mouths and stick out their tongues while I stroke myself. They're still mostly dressed, but the sight of both girls on their knees while eagerly waiting to be fed my cum is too much for me to take.
With a groan, I send a burst of semen into Stacey's open mouth. She moans happily as I aim my cock at Lexi. I miss the redhead's mouth, instead splattering her cheek with thick, white fluid. Stacey gets another rope of cum on her tongue before I press my tip between Lexi's lips, letting her suck out the rest.
To my surprise, Stacey and Lexi face each other and start to kiss. It looks like they are definitely getting closer as Stacey licks the cum from Lexi's cheek before snowballing it to the redhead. They don't stop until they've swallowed down every drop.
"Well, now that we've had dessert, I guess lunch is over?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"I think you're right, Lexi, cum is better than cookies," Stacey laughs.
The girls insist that I place their panties in my pocket for the day. The three of us then head to the restrooms to clean up, the knowledge that neither girl is wearing underwear beneath their skirt is a huge turn-on. There are still a lot of challenges ahead, but from the way we keep solving problems; the future is looking very bright. As I'm returning to my office, I pass my VP of Finance.
"Lucky bastard," Andy mumbles beneath his breath.
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~Kayla~
"This is our red-tail boa, a native of South America," the young female zookeeper explains while holding a ten-foot snake in both hands. "Most of her body is tan with brown and yellow tones. Her small tail is where the bright red patterning is, giving these snakes their name. Interestingly, some of these snakes will have a brown tail instead."
Crown Meadow Acres is Josh's favorite place to bring Ashley. Today the three of us are getting a private tour of the animal rescue center. We're starting out in the reptile room, and the first animal has my full attention. I'm still reeling from my breakup with Ian and Stephanie, but this is a nice distraction.
Our planned Wednesday double-date is now just the three of us. Josh and Ashley are doing their best to make sure I don't feel like a third wheel. I have to admit that I am a little jealous of how easygoing Josh can be; he doesn't get jealous of Ashley at all. Yet, I feel guilty for even wanting a boyfriend that is okay with me getting dick elsewhere.
Taking a deep breath, I keep my attention on the presentation so my thoughts don't wander where they shouldn't. The zookeeper is explaining that these snakes are usually very docile. I can see that; the boa constrictor seems perfectly content in her arms, looking right at me as its forked tongue flicks from its mouth.
"You might notice that her tail is wrapped around my leg," the woman continues. "I've had people express concern about this in the past; they were concerned she was trying to hurt me."
"Uh, she's not, right?" Ashley asks with wide eyes.
Ashley and Josh are standing next to each other holding hands. Josh is wearing shorts and a t-shirt, standard summer fare for a guy. Ashley's endless legs are on display in a pair of jean shorts, and her impressive cleavage can be seen thanks to a black scoop-neck top. Her blonde hair is in a cute braid which is hanging over her right shoulder. I'm still wearing my light-green plant print dress which provides teasing glimpses of my more modest chest.
"No, not at all," the zookeeper confirms with a smile. "Snakes have terrible depth perception; she can't tell if she's two feet above the ground or twenty. She's just stabilizing herself so she doesn't fall and get hurt. In her mind I'm basically a weird tree that gives her food."
"Better than being lunch," Josh smirks while admiring the snake.
"Very true," the young woman giggles. "Another interesting thing about these boas is that they're viviparous, meaning they give birth to live young."
"I thought all snakes laid eggs," I say with surprise.
"A lot of people do, and about seventy percent of snakes do lay eggs. The other thirty give live birth," the zookeeper smiles. "Would you like to touch her?"
The three of us take turns petting the snake and I learn that snakes aren't slimy at all. After the snake, we get to pet a juvenile alligator. With black electrical tape around his jaws, he's harmless and even closes his eyes as he enjoys me rubbing the top of his head. I then get to hold a bearded dragon before seeing a legless lizard. I get it; legless lizards have eyelids while snakes don't. However, the zookeeper is unable to convince me that a legless lizard isn't a snake.
It makes me sad that a lot of these rescued animals used to be pets. Idiots who think keeping an illegal pet alligator is a good idea, heartless jerks who buy bunnies for Easter and then abandon them. It's horrible. There is an enclosure full of guinea pigs, too.
In addition to rabbits and guinea pigs, they have other small and adorable animals. Hedgehogs, chinchillas, and armadillos. I also discover that a marmoset is quite possibly the cutest thing ever. While wearing a thick glove, I'm allowed to have a spectacled owl rest on my wrist. The poor guy can't fly because he's from a facility that cruelly trims wings.
I understand why Josh loves this place so much. It's obvious how much every employee here cares about the animals. Crown Meadow Acres also has so much more to offer, including the miniature golf course and homemade ice cream. The animal rescue is something new to me, however, and I'm enjoying myself in spite of everything.
"How are you doing?" Ashley asks me as we walk along the pond.
"Okay, I guess," I sigh. "It just feels like it came out of nowhere. I mean, I thought Ian wanted some pussy when he asked me to come over early. Next thing I know I'm getting dumped."
"Sorry, Kayla," Ashley replies, giving me a side-hug. "Look at it this way, a lesser man would have fucked you before ending things."
"That doesn't help," I grunt, rolling my eyes. "I also should have waited to change my status. I keep getting messages from guys. Not sure how random old guys figured out I'm now single, but I've already deleted a dozen dick pics from my inbox."
"I get those, and my status says I'm in a relationship," Ashley says.
"It isn't all bad. Dan is being very kind and saying how great we seemed together," I continue. "Probably just hoping to get me to spread my legs."
"Dan cares about you," Ashley insists. "He's not as bad as everyone thinks. Anymore."
"Well, he's not getting any," I state firmly.
"Hey, I have an idea," Josh speaks up. "A way to blow off some steam."
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Ashley asks her boyfriend.
"You'll see, let's go!" the shy boy grins, leading Ashley by the hand.
Josh seems very excited as he leads Ashley toward the parking lot. I'm following behind them, both girls giggling as we wonder what he's thinking. Josh and I are parked side-by-side, and he pulls out his key fob to unlock his car.
"So, where are we going?" I ask.
"It's a surprise, you'll see," Josh answers.
"I'm driving, I need to know where to go," I point out with a smirk.
"Oh, right," he sighs, looking disappointed just before his face lights up. "Wait, no! You can just follow me there."
"Follow at a safe distance," Ashley adds.
"Bitch," I glare at Ashley. "Fine, let's go!"
I end up following Josh's car as he navigates various side streets until we reach the busy part of town. There aren't many parking lots in this area, but there's plenty of street parking. Josh parks his car, and I can see Ashley looking out the back window and wincing as I pull up behind him. I really don't understand why they think I can't par- oops! Shit. It's fine, it's fine. Only one of the wheels is on the curb.
"A rage room?" I ask with a frown when Ashley and Josh walk up to me.
"Exactly!" Josh says happily. "You both have a lot of stress built up; this is a safe way to let out your aggression.
"I think it's genius!" Ashley gushes, hugging her boyfriend and kissing him fiercely.
"Maybe it could be fun," I shrug, not nearly as excited as they are.
"It will be, I promise," Josh responds when Ashley finally removes her tongue from his mouth.
We walk inside and speak to the receptionist who explains how a rage room works. They provide safety gear and the only requirement is to have close-toed shoes. Thankfully, I'm wearing flats with my dress, so I'm good. Ashley and Josh both have sneakers.
The three of us will be able to enter the same rage room, and there are lots of add-on options. They have furniture, panes of glass, and even large mirrors. I suggest paying extra to smash a car, but Ashley rudely points out that I cause enough damage to cars in my everyday life. Ha, ha. She's hilarious. Dumb cow.
As the town rich girl, I end up paying for the three of us. Josh does offer, but I'm happy to do it. Well, Daddy is happy to do it. I text him for permission first! Ashley just stands to the side to see who will be paying for her to have a good time. A perk of huge boobs, I guess?
These coveralls aren't exactly flattering, but we have to be safe. We even get a hard hat with a face shield, a vest, and gloves. Ashley and I are giggling, and Josh is grinning. I find myself getting excited as the employee leads us into our rage room.
The rage room is pretty simple; a dimly lit room within a room that has walls of gray stone and a concrete floor. There are a few sturdy tables laden with items for us to destroy. We each also have a wooden chair. Weapon options include bats, brooms, and a sledgehammer. Our add-on items are already here as well; a mirror, a metal barrel, and a few other pieces of furniture.
"So, ah, how do we start?" I ask, looking around nervously.
"This was Josh's idea, he can show us how it's done," Ashley suggests, giving her boyfriend a gentle shove. "You're up, babe."
Josh nods before taking a ceramic bowl and placing it on the center of the table. Firmly gripping a bat, he brings it down hard on the bowl. It shatters quite satisfyingly, making all of us gasp. Ashley and I then start laughing as we clap our hands. The blonde then hugs her boyfriend from behind.
"Okay, that does look fun," I admit.
"Let's rage!" Ashley declares.
Josh and I start grabbing bottles and bowls so we can set them up on our tables. Ashley picks up a broom and rushes over to a large mirror. I freeze with an empty bottle of scotch in my hand as the tall blonde swings the broom. The broom head impacts the center of the mirror, causing a loud smashing noise as shards of glass fall to the ground and break into smaller pieces.
I'm finally inspired to make my move; I set down the bottle before grabbing a bat and bringing it down on the glass. I can feel some of my stress disappearing as the bottle breaks. I slam the bat down again, pulverizing what remains of the bottle.
We're all getting into it; Ashley proceeds to demolish a small group of beer bottles while Josh takes a bat to an old printer. Ashley and I squeal each time we break something, Josh is laughing, and I am already feeling better. I have to give Josh credit; this is a fucking amazing idea!
"What the fuck is a PC load error?!" Josh yells as his bat repeatedly strikes the printer, breaking pieces off of it.
The sounds of Ashley and Josh raging starts to fade into the background as my emotions consume me. My hands grip the bat tightly as I stare at the ceramic mug. I can see him. I can see David's face. I can see David raping Lexi. My boyfriend assaulting my best friend.
"FUCK YOU!" I screech as I slam the bat down on the mug, shattering it into hundreds of pieces. "YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!"
"Jeez, you okay?" Ashley's voice asks from far away.
"She needs to do this," Josh answers before speaking to me. "Let it out, Kayla."
I'm panting heavily as Josh sets up various items on the table for me to destroy. He looks at me and backs away before nodding at me to proceed. Snarling beneath my face shield, I lift the bat and bring it down hard, my anger exploding out of me.
David using me while raping Lexi and who knows how many others, losing myself in random sex, not caring who it is as long as they can make me forget for just an instant. The drunken memories of Keith raping me start to come back as I scream in fury. A bowl, an empty bottle of alcohol, a ceramic jug; all are destroyed, smashed to bits.
"I AM NOT A CUM DUMP!" I scream as I bring the bat down again and again, reducing the ceramic and glass into powder.
It's not enough. It's not nearly enough. I'm so angry I'm panting heavily as I glance around for more things to hit. My eyes land on the metal barrel. Leaning the bat against the table, I reach for the sledgehammer with the intention of causing as much damage as possible.
Things don't go according to plan when I realize just how heavy a sledgehammer is. My anger is disrupted as I frustratingly swing the hammer as hard as I can, barely able to make the barrel shudder. Letting out a roar of anger, I drop the sledgehammer and once again take up the bat.
Tipping the barrel onto its side, I then raise the bat above my head and bring it down. Every bad experience of the last few months runs through my mind with each impact, with each loud gonging sound. David, Keith, Stephanie and Kelsey not listening to the warnings, the kidnapping, the break up.
I remember thinking Lexi and I are going to die. Lexi shielding me with her body, Keith making us take off our clothes. Lexi having to get dressed and leave to go get money because Keith is a fucking moron who thinks he's clever.
"FUCK! YOU!" I hiss, finally hitting the metal barrel hard enough to dent it.
Touching me, mauling my breasts with a gun aimed at me. I bare my teeth as the bat comes down again. Making me get on my knees. Another strike on the metal barrel. Calling me names while pushing it in my mouth. I let out a wordless scream as I hit the barrel again and again and again.
"FUCK!" I scream at full volume, the barrel ringing with the force of each impact.
Female rage can be truly terrifying when it is finally unleashed. I lose David, I get raped, everything falls apart. Despite all the trauma, I meet another guy. A good guy, a dedicated guy. I help Stephanie through her own rape and we all end up together. Until they fucking dump me!
"You were supposed to be safe!" I yell as I slam the bat down on the metal barrel. "We could date and fuck and other guys would stay away and I wouldn't have to worry about being hurt!" I can't stop. I keep screaming and ranting as I hit the barrel. "And then we saved Stephanie. And you fucking fell in love with her! You were supposed to be safe! Fucking safe!"
I freeze with the bat held high over my head. Turning my head, I stare at the other two with wide eyes as realization hits me. My arms fall before I drop the bat, allowing it to bounce off the concrete floor. Then I crumple.
"Oh, my God. I was totally using him. Oh. Oh, fuck. Oh. I'm horrible. I..." the tears begin to flow, and once they start, they don't stop. "I'm a fucking bitch!"
Ashley and Josh put down their weapons and pull me to my feet. Everything is already completely destroyed, so our time is up anyway. After they get all of the safety gear off themselves and me, I end up wrapped in two sets of arms in the waiting room as I sob out my horror at myself.
"You didn't use him, Kayla," Ashley assures me at one point while running her fingers through my hair.
"Yes, I did," I mumble sadly, resting my head against Ashley's shoulder. "I wanted a guy who wouldn't hurt me."
"That doesn't mean you don't love him," Josh reasons quietly.
"I knew he wasn't happy with me spreading my legs, but that didn't stop me from being a fucking whore!" I whimper as tears run freely down my cheeks.
"You weren't perfect, you made some mistakes," Ashley sighs, hugging me tightly. "You just have to learn from them. Ian would have gotten into MIT either way. Maybe you can find each other when he gets back."
"In four fucking years?" I ask with a snort. "Not likely."
"Ian could never forget you," Josh says with surprising sincerity.
"That was nice of you to say, Josh," I sniffle, tears flowing from my eyes and something worse flowing from my nostrils.
"That's attractive," Ashley giggles, extracting some tissues so I can blow my runny nose.
"You know what the worst part is?" I ask as I struggle to make myself presentable. No girl can make this kind of ugly crying cute.
"What's that, honey?" Ashley asks, looking at me intently.
"I have to tell Hazel she was right," I say with a straight face.
"I know that you're going through a lot right now, but let's not do anything crazy," Ashley smirks. "There's no need for Hazel to ever think she's right."
Ashley and I stare at each other for a moment before we both start laughing. I can feel Josh and Ashley both holding me as the quiet guy laughs with us. The switch from sobbing to hysterical laughter is sudden, but by the end, I just feel empty. Not a bad empty, just wrung out.
"Okay, we're going to need some supplies, and then we're having a slumber party," Josh declares.
"What are you talking about?" Ashley asks while looking past me to frown at her boyfriend in confusion.
"It's early afternoon," I add.
"Fine, a slumber party without slumbering, whatever," Josh shrugs.
"I'll ask again; what the fuck are you talking about?" Ashley wonders, a small smile on her face.
"What? I may not have dated anyone before you, but my sisters got their hearts broken a lot. I know the drill here, girls," he explains while switching to an over-the-top campy voice. "It's Chinese food, ice cream, bad television, and gossip time!"
"I don't know, Josh..." Ashley trails off.
"It actually does sound nice," I say quietly.
"Well, then that settles it; we're doing it!" Ashley nods.
"Where?" I ask.
"My parents are at work, then they're going out to dinner with Jennifer," Josh answers.
"What about your sister? Isn't she done for the semester?" Ashley inquires.
"She got an apartment, it's fine," Josh shakes his head.
"Josh's place, then," I agree.
Once I'm back in my car, I pull off the curb and follow Josh. We stop and pick up a rather large to-go Chinese order. It's quite a bit early for dinner, but it smells delicious. Next, we park in the grocery store lot so Josh can run in and grab some ice cream.
While waiting in the parking lot, I take the time to do some texting. Daddy is being very supportive, so is Stacey. Hazel and Marcia are still at the mall, but they occasionally reply to our group chat. Lexi is still contemplating revenge.
I notice there's a car in the driveway when we arrive at Josh's house. Josh parks next to the car in the driveway while I pull up onto the sidewalk. The three of us exit the two cars and meet up in the driveway. Josh looks surprised that someone is at his house, but I think he recognizes the car.
Before Ashley and I can ask who is here, a very pretty young woman walks out of the front door. She appears to be a couple years older than us and there's some definite family resemblance to Josh. Dressed in casual clothes, she walks down the stoop wearing casual clothes and approaches us with a smile. She's carrying a black garbage bag which seems to be filled with clothes.
"Hey, baby brother!" she smiles, walking up to Josh and setting the trash bag on the asphalt so she can hug him.
"Hi, Emily," Josh replies, returning his sister's embrace. "I wasn't expecting you to be here."
"Just getting some clothes for the apartment," Emily answers, releasing Josh and turning to face Ashley. "And I lucked out; I get to meet the famous Ashley!"
"Nice to meet you," Ashley smiles, offering her hand.
"Oh, no," Emily begins, grinning widely while throwing her arms around Ashley. "You're dating my brother, you're getting a hug."
"Ah, okay," Ashley giggles, giving Josh's sister a quick hug.
"And who is this?" Emily asks when she releases Ashley.
"Kayla. Kayla Thomson," Josh answers. "She's Ashley's friend. And she's my friend."
"Well, then you're getting a hug, too!" Emily declares, wrapping me up in a hug.
"Nice to meet you," I giggle, hugging Emily while she squeezes me.
I like her! Emily is a very friendly girl and is much, much more outgoing than her little brother. Of course, I really don't mind that Josh is quiet, I just want him to be comfortable around us. I like that he acknowledges we're friends even though I'm no longer dating one of his best friends.



"Josh mentioned you and I've seen pictures on social media," Emily says when our hug ends. "You're even prettier in person. Both of you!"
"Thank you," Ashley and I respond at the same time.
"You're very pretty, too," I add.
"Thanks!" Emily grins before a small amount of anxiety crosses her face. "Kayla, sorry if I'm overstepping, but ah, I'm sorry for, you know, what happened to you."
She knows. Of course she knows. My name is still shielded from the local news but people talk. Emily isn't being rude or anything, this just isn't something I want to think about right now. More proof that everyone knows isn't too great for my mental state either.
"Emily?" Josh speaks up.
"Yeah?" Emily frowns, turning toward him while I take a few deep breaths.
"Do you still have a lot of your stuff here?" he asks.
"Yup. Why?" Emily wonders.
"Ashley and Kayla are kind of stressed out, so we're having a girls' day." Josh explains. "There's even Chinese food and ice cream in my car. I was gonna offer them something comfortable to wear, maybe break out the nail polish like we used to do for you and Crystal."
"Oh! Sure!" Emily grins. "Use whatever you'd like."
"Thanks," I smile, finding my voice. "And, ah, thanks for, you know, the other thing. For being kind about it. It..."
"Well, this is awkward!" Ashley announces, making everyone laugh.
"Sorry about that," Emily winces.
"All good," I confirm.
"I'll let you get to your meal before it gets cold and before I say something else dumb," Emily offers, picking up her garbage bag of clothes. "It was very nice meeting you both!"
We say goodbye to Emily before grabbing the food from Josh's car. Emily is driving away as we head into the house. Despite the awkwardness at the end, I do really like Emily. Josh even mentions Emily is grateful that their mom is more easygoing now thanks to the whole thing with Jennifer being out in the open. Both parents are now dating her, in fact.
"Hey, Ashley," I call out while putting the ice cream in the freezer. "Did you notice that Emily looked quite a bit like you?"
"I did!" Ashley giggles as Josh puts the Chinese food in the microwave. "Should I be concerned about that?"
"You two look nothing alike!" Josh quickly exclaims.
"Blonde, blue eyes, tall, huge boobs," I point out.
"Mine are bigger," Ashley interjects.
"Yes, yes," I roll my eyes, "we all know having the biggest tits is a point of pride for you."
"Damn straight!" Ashley declares proudly while placing her hands on her hips and thrusting out her chest.
"She's my sister, this is gross!" Josh grimaces, walking away from the microwave.
"Ashley or Emily?" I frown in mock confusion.
"Ashley!" Josh insists before his eyes go wide. "Wait, no! I got confused, I meant Emily. Emily is my sister and I'd never think of her that way."
"Too late, you already slipped up!" Ashley smirks.
"Maybe we should have let them be alone?" I suggest.
"This is so gross," Josh winces, looking disgusted.
"We're just teasing, baby," Ashley giggles, walking up to Josh so she can hug him and kiss his cheek.
"I know, I know," he sighs, holding Ashley close. "Normally, that's fine. Just, ah, not about that, okay?"
"Understood," Ashley nods, pecking his lips.
"I should get you something to wear before we heat up the food," Josh offers.
"I meant to ask about that; what did you have in mind?" I inquire, glancing down at my cleavage-baring dress.
"Lounge pants? T-shirts?" he shrugs. "I just figured you'd want something comfortable. I don't know what Emily has, but I have lounge pants, too."
"Tired of all the cleavage?" Ashley suggests with a sexy wink.
"Uh, no! Not at all!" Josh stammers, his eyes dropping to Ashley's impressive chest as he blushes slightly.
"Sorry I'm in the way of your sexy time," I wince.
"There are more important things than sex. Josh reminded me of that," Ashley states firmly. "Get us some clothes, baby. I'd like to wear something of yours."
Josh goes to his room then his sister's, returning with clothes for both of us. I receive a pair of pink lounge pants and a white t-shirt. Ashley ends up with Josh's lounge pants and a black Planet Trek Wars t-shirt. The busty blonde starts undressing in the kitchen while I run to the bathroom. Not sure why I'm being so modest, it just feels right.
My shoes and socks are by the front door, so I shimmy out of my dress and let it puddle around my feet. The plant print dress has built in cups so I don't have to wear a bra. Standing in only a pair of blue panties with white stars, I walk over to the sink so I can look into the large mirror.
Who am I? A scared young woman with no mommy? Daddy's little girl who is terrified to ever leave him? A cum dump? Ugh, that last one leaves a bad taste in my mouth. Maybe just a woman who understands what she's worth and loves great sex? All I know is I have people who love me and I know I have time to figure out what to do with my life. I just feel like such a mess right now.
A hot mess, at least. I can't help but smile as I admire my face in the mirror. My raven locks are hanging freely and my green eyes are sparkling. I have high cheekbones and not a single blemish on my light skin. Hazel definitely has a point; it feels great to be young and hot.
Squeezing my breasts together, I glance at the respectable cleavage they form before letting them bounce free. They jiggle slightly before settling down. Maybe Hazel is wrong. It's easy to find a guy to admire this hot, young body. I want more. I want someone to love the person inside.
Ian. Stephanie. They love me. Or at least they once did. I hope they still do, but I know at least Ian isn't happy about my relationship with Daddy. Stephanie doesn't seem to mind it too much. Either way, they'll both be in fucking New England in a few months. Far, far away from me.
Letting out a breath, I try and tell myself that this is proof that I don't use people. I do love Ian. Loving that he's safe isn't a bad thing. Was safe. I'm single now. Unlike Hazel, I don't like being single. I like having a boyfriend.
At the same time, I try to think about who I absolutely need in my life. Daddy is the first to come to mind. And the second. And, well, I do eventually come up with Lexi. Then Hazel, as well as my other Slut-sisters. I feel a lot of guilt when I realize that I probably can live without Ian and Stephanie. Fuck! Why do feelings have to be so confusing?
Sadly, I can't hide in the bathroom all day. I put the lounge pants on and tighten the string before grabbing the white shirt and slipping it over my head. Of course it's white and I'm not wearing a bra. In addition to the usual dents in the fabric, you can clearly see the outline of my areolas. Fuck it, I don't care.
Placing my dark hair into a lazy ponytail, I head back into the living room. Ashley is sitting on the couch while channel-surfing. Josh is setting out the food on the coffee table. They are both wearing lounge pants and t-shirts. Ashley's long blonde hair is now cascading down her shoulders freely.
"No bra? Smart," Ashley nods, setting down the remote.
Leaning forward on the couch, Ashley reaches up the back of her shirt and unhooks her bra. She pulls each strap down her shoulders so she can free her arms. Then the sexy blonde reaches down the front of her Planet Trek Wars t-shirt and pulls out a large bra. Placing the two large cups on top of each other, she tosses the bra on the table.
"I still say that's wizardry," Josh comments.
"Every girl knows how to take her bra off like that," I giggle while taking a seat on the middle couch cushion.
"You want wizardry? Watch this!" Ashley declares with an evil grin.
With no hesitation, Ashley yanks up her shirt, exposing her massive breasts. Josh watches with wide eyes as Ashley lifts her right tit while lowering her head. The shy boy lets out a breath when the sultry blonde slurps her own nipple into her mouth and starts licking and sucking on it.
"That's enough of that," I shake my head as I grab Ashley's shirt and pull it down, forcing her mouth off her boob.
Ashley laughs while Josh makes sure everything is ready. With the food nice and hot, Josh sits on my other side on the couch. The three of us pop the tabs on our sodas and load up our plates with Chinese food so we can eat a very early dinner.
"So, what do you guys wanna watch?" Ashley asks before taking a bite.
"Today's about cheering up Kayla," Josh reasons, "so she should pick."
"Does that mean you'd be okay with Sluts About Town?" I ask Josh with a smirk.
"Or HDL?" Ashley teases.
"If that's what Kayla wants," he nods.
"Aren't you sweet," I smile softly. "Or do you want me to pick Sluts About Town so you can see all the titties?"
"He already has access to the best titties in the world," Ashley states proudly.
"Bigger isn't always better," I point out.
"Everyone knows that's bullshit," Ashley argues.
Ashley and I bicker for another couple of minutes before Josh interrupts us and insists we pick a show before the food gets cold. Instead of using a streaming service, I flip through the channels until I find a game show. Ashley calls me a nerd but I just flip her off.
The game show turns out to be a great idea. Ashley, Josh, and I shout answers at the television after each question. It's a lot of fun to laugh at the ridiculous answers the contestants provide. They don't seem to understand how the average one hundred people answer survey questions! Although, I do argue that part of the reason is the stress and anxiety of being on camera. Ashley says they're just dumb.
Once the Chinese food is gone, Ashley and Josh convince me to pick something else to watch. I wait until the episode ends before opening up a streaming service and checking out movies. It's not Sluts About Town, but I do choose a romantic comedy that Josh will probably hate. Hey, he insists!
The three of us snuggle under a blanket while we watch the movie. I'm on the middle couch cushion being held by both Josh and Ashley. There is no more teasing as the two of them do their best to comfort me. Josh has an arm around me and Ashley is running her fingers through my hair.
This is nice. It's very nice, in fact. I'm not surprised I'm so relaxed with Ashley, but my reaction to Josh is quite unexpected. I'm enjoying the way he's touching me in a way that is completely nonsexual. There's no pressure. Just a good friend supporting me.
Will I ever have sex with Josh? Maybe, maybe not. Ashley does still have her jealousy issues. If I do sleep with him, I now know it will be like having sex with the Sluts. Friends supporting each other and bonding physically. It won't be romantic or a random hookup.
Josh is my friend. This is the first time in a long while that a guy is truly a friend. I'm happy he's dating one of my best friends, but it's more than that. Josh and I genuinely care about each other. I love how shy and sweet he is. It's not sexual, but it is just as strong.
Relaxing on the couch with Josh and Ashley, I want to tell them both how much they mean to me. Instead of the romantic double-date, they're now spending the day comforting me. I suspect Ashley's plan for the day involved suggesting swapping partners. A plan that is now ruined.
Yeah, it's probably for the best, but I still feel bad. Ashley is trying to deal with her jealousy issues. Not to mention, a double-date can be a lot of fun. Josh might be used to comforting a girl with a broken heart, but he doesn't have to deal with this. I'm here instead of with Hazel or at home. I'm being selfish, preventing Josh from fucking Ashley's brains out.
"Sorry I'm ruining your private time," I sigh. So much for expressing my gratitude. I'm a fucking idiot.
"You're not ruining anything, idiot," Ashley snorts, leaning over to kiss the top of my head.
"Ashley's right," Josh adds. "Uh, other than the part about you being an idiot. You're not."
"Thank you, Josh," I giggle cutely.
"Kiss-ass," Ashley grunts at her boyfriend.
"I'm just saying that we're here for her," Josh reasons.
"I appreciate it," I reply. "I just feel bad. I, ah, I suspect Ashley was gonna bring up swinging. And, um, I probably would have been okay with it."
"I was," Ashley acknowledges.
"I'm not feeling very sexy right now," I wince. "Sorry."
"There are things much more important than sex," Josh states firmly.
"You're not gonna give us a speech about the power of friendship, are you?" Ashley groans.
"No," he laughs. "I promise, I won't. Unless you want me to?"
"We don't!" Ashley quickly exclaims.
"Maybe true friendship is the people we didn't fuck along the way?" Josh says with a straight face.
"Josh!" I clap my hands to my face as I burst out laughing.
"Don't encourage him!" Ashley admonishes, grabbing a pillow and leaning forward to reach around me and hit Josh in the face with it.
Josh retaliates in kind with a pillow from his side of the couch. The two of them alternate hitting each other with a pillow for almost a minute until I finally decide to intervene. I know they expect me to go for Ashley, so I catch them off guard by throwing the blanket over Josh's head, forcing him to drop his pillow right before I pounce.
Ashley takes advantage of the situation by grabbing the back of my lounge pants and yanking them down. I squeal and reach back to try and pull them up, but Josh is struggling to free himself from the blanket while Ashley is swatting my exposed bottom. I lose control when he escapes the blanket and starts tickling me.
Despite Ashley and Josh starting this, the fight somehow becomes two against one. My arms are occupied fending off Josh, while Ashley strikes from the other side. Using my cheerleader flexibility, I manage to get my leg between us and press my foot against her chest to push her away.
The busty blonde grabs my ankle, managing to twist her body so she can tickle the vulnerable sole of my foot. I screech and try to escape, but Josh now has both my arms and is holding them above my head. I'm laughing so hard I'm crying as I thrash in their grasp.
"I give up, I give up!" I gasp, accepting defeat. I swear, this isn't how slumber parties go. Usually.
"Smart woman," Ashley nods, still holding my ankle as she looks down at me. "By the way, that's hot."
With a frown I glance down at myself, the sight causing a pink blush to color my cheeks. My lounge pants and panties are around my thighs, revealing my clean-shaven pubic mound. The white t-shirt is just beneath my breasts, exposing my flat stomach. With how hard my nipples are, I'm pretty much on display. Also, my head is now in Josh's lap, and I know exactly what I'm feeling against the back of my head.
"Oh, shut up," I roll my eyes at Ashley.
When I first try sitting up I realize that Josh still has my arms. Laying on the couch between him and Ashley, I'm pretty much helpless. Unconsciously, I let out a small moan at the feeling. The sudden sound causes Josh to quickly let go.
Sitting up, I pull up my pants and underwear. Then I lower my shirt as I adjust myself. Looking sideways at Josh, I can see his face is very red. My eyes dart lower, allowing me to see the very prominent bulge in his lounge pants. I stand by the fact that we're great friends, but yeah, a teenage boy is a teenage boy.
"S-sorry, Kayla," Josh stammers, his voice barely audible over the television.
"For being happy to see me? It's okay," I giggle as I pull my legs up so my knees are protectively shielding my breasts. Wrapping my arms around my calves, I rest my chin on my knees as I look over at him. "Sorry for not being in the mood. I'm robbing you of a new experience."
"You never have to apologize for not wanting to have sex," Josh insists. "We might not have even done anything."
"Anyone can refuse at any time," Ashley reminds me.
"I know, I know," I sigh, hugging my legs tightly.
"Besides, Kayla. This is a great experience," Josh tells me while rubbing my back affectionately. "I get to help cheer up a wonderful, giving woman who has supported me. I never would have had the guts to ask Ashley out without you."
My heart melts a little bit for Josh. He's such a sweetie. I'm sitting between him and Ashley on the couch, and I am so happy they're a couple. I realize they're just exploring and being young and having fun, but Josh is definitely someone worth being with.
"Hey! I asked you out!" Ashley exclaims.
"No, you didn't?" Josh frowns. "You dragged me away for sex, but I was the one who asked you to Prom."
"Oh yeah, true," Ashley acknowledges with a nod. "Mm, that was great sex. I loved being the first pussy to enjoy that nice dick."
"And the only one," Josh adds.
"So far," Ashley responds. "I'm a little nervous, but I'm ready to play around when the situation presents itself."
"That will have to wait for another time. Right now, we need to make sure Kayla understands how important she is," Josh says before reluctantly continuing. "Sex does feel great."
"Fuck, yeah!" Ashley and I say together.
"But making someone you care about smile? That's as amazing as Ashley's mouth is," Josh continues past the interruption.
"Fuck, yeah!" we girls repeat.
"And helping someone you care about who's really hurting to smile again feels even better," Josh pauses. When we don't say anything, he waves his hand at us.
"Fuck, yeah?" I suggest, shrugging my shoulders with a helpless expression on my face.
"Yes! Thank you," Josh shakes his head in exasperation. "And people think guys always think about sex. You two are horrible!"
"You haven't tried my mouth yet," I waggle my eyebrows without thinking.
While looking at me sternly, Josh reaches out to place his hands on either side of my face. My head is just above my raised knees, and I bite my lip nervously as I look at him. The shy boy is being incredibly confident, reminding me that he's comfortable with us. His blue eyes stare into my green ones, his expression intense. Just as I think he's actually going to kiss me, he does. On the forehead.
"You are so much more than a sex kitten, Kayla," he states firmly. "Everyone important knows that but you."
"Thank you, Josh," I smile softly at him while hugging my legs.
"Fuck, my man is such a sweetheart," Ashley gushes.
"He is. And, he's right. Although, I'm definitely a sex kitten, too," I smirk as I point at him sternly.
"You are. Now," Josh begins in an effeminate voice, "we have someone to cheer up! Let's get some ice cream, watch bad television, and complain about how stupid men are."
Josh gets up from the couch and heads for the kitchen while I grab the remote. We've lost track of what's going on in the movie, so I put on Hospital Doctors in Love. I make sure to choose an episode from before McSpoogy's death. Ashley and I snuggle under the covers to watch the hospital drama as Josh reappears to hand us each a bowl of ice cream.
"Where are you going?" Ashley asks when Josh starts walking away. I notice he doesn't have any ice cream for himself.
"This isn't my first breakup," Josh answers, looking over his shoulder at us. "We need more supplies."
Ashley and I turn to face each other before bursting into fits of giggles. We settle down while waiting for Josh and start eating our ice cream while watching an early episode of HDL. Like so many episodes, this one starts with the lovely female hospital intern falling to pieces when she meets the handsome Doctor McSpoogy.
Josh returns just as the cute intern loses the ability to speak in complete sentences. The actress is doing an amazing job of making it seem like she's currently creaming her panties. In fact, she very well might be. I get it. Doctor McSpoogy is fucking sexy. Mm, the things I'd let him do to me.
"What the fuck, Josh?" Ashley asks as I'm contemplating how I'm starting to feel kinda sexy again.



"I said we needed supplies," he shrugs.
Looking at the coffee table, I watch as Josh sets out multiple bottles of nail polish. They must belong to Emily, and there are quite a few different colors. He also has several hair elastics and a hairbrush. Ice cream, HDL, hair and nail care? Yeah, this is a girls' day.
"You want us to paint our nails and braid our hair?" I ask with a giggle.
"No," Josh shakes his head. "I'm gonna paint your nails and braid your hair while you eat ice cream and watch your show."
"I think my ovaries just exploded," Ashley says, half joking and half in awe. "Marry me."
"You are going to be a very good Daddy for some happy girl one day," I say before realizing how it sounds. I blush. "I just made it weird again, didn't I?"
"Ashley did first, but yeah," Josh smirks. He doesn't know about my relationship with Daddy. "It's fine, we can all be weird together."
"You're too cute," I comment before popping a spoonful of ice cream into my mouth.
Josh pushes the coffee table away from the couch so that he has room to kneel in front of us. We're still under the blanket, but he has us rest our feet on the floor so he can uncover them. Reaching behind himself, he checks to make sure all the bottles of nail polish are within reach.
"Watch your show and eat your ice cream, girls," Josh instructs. "Let me treat your feet right."
"I can't believe you're comfortable enough to do this," I say.
"Why is that?" he wonders.
"Most guys would think they're not being manly or some shit," Ashley points out.
"Then they're idiots," Josh shrugs. "I love my sisters. They used to let me hang out with them if I helped. I liked making them feel better. I could help them relax and ignore their stress. Plus, I got to spend time with them."
"How is it that you haven't had like a million girlfriends already?" Ashley inquires, looking down at her boyfriend with affection.
"I always had trouble talking to girls who weren't my sisters," he explains nervously. "My palms would get all sweaty, my heart would race, and I'd mumble incoherently."
"Aw, Josh," Ashley pouts, reaching down to run her fingers through his curly blond hair.
"Then you girls started joining us at lunch. Everything changed," Josh smiles fondly at us. "I've come a long way thanks to you. I still can't believe what happened after finals."
"That was fun," I reply while giving Josh a sultry look. "I hope you enjoyed the view."
"You're beautiful," the shy boy answers with a blush.
"I'm surprised none of your sister's friends tried to pick you up," Ashley observes.
"Crystal was too much older than me. Her friends thought I was just a sweet baby. Emily told her friends that if any of them tried to date me, she'd tie them up and leave them in the desert," Josh shrugs. "Her friend Tiffany thought that sounded sexy. She kind of scared me."
"Always watch out for girls named Tiffany," I nod sagely.
"Especially if she works as a hairdresser," Ashley adds. "That's like all the crazy in the world wrapped up in one bottle-blonde, big-tit package."
"That was incredibly sexist," Josh says, struggling to contain his laughter.
"Eh. No one is more cruel to women than other women," Ashley shrugs.
"On that note, Kayla, what color nail polish?" Josh rolls his eyes.
I select a royal purple nail polish and Josh gets to work. Ashley and I are giggling while eating our ice cream and watching McSpoogy drop panties. Seriously, this guy can rival Daddy in his ability to get girls all hot and bothered. I can't say I blame the new intern for getting on her knees in the supply closet. Fuck, those dimples!
After giving me a nice foot rub, Josh paints my nails a pretty purple. He then switches to Ashley, who selects a light pink polish. Our ice cream is long gone and the next episode is playing by the time he's done with Ashley's toes.
Josh returns the coffee table so we can rest our feet on it while he takes our empty ice cream bowls to the kitchen. When he returns it's time to braid hair. The shy boy proves his skill when he weaves my raven locks into an elegant French braid. It's really quite impressive.
When it's Ashley's turn, she requests that Josh sits on the couch so he can brush her hair. He happily obliges, brushing Ashley's golden locks. Josh then puts Ashley's hair into cute pigtail braids. She looks back at him before making a cheeky comment about him pulling on them.
Now that our nails are dry, we decide to have some fun with Josh. Forcing him to sit on the middle cushion, Ashley and I sit on either side of him so we can braid his hair. His blond curls are just barely long enough that we can gather some hair and wrap an elastic around it. It's not really braiding, but it's funny and he lets us do it.
Today is a tough day. I'm newly single and dealing with the heartbreak. I'm glad I have great friends like my Slut-sisters. And great guy friends like Josh. My heart is in pieces, but I know I'll be okay. I have plenty of people who love me.
~Steven~
"I'm so nervous," Lexi mumbles as we enter the master bedroom.
"Everything will be fine. Don't worry," I assure my girlfriend while the two of us remove our footwear.
"Oh, gee, why didn't I think of that?" the redhead rolls her eyes while releasing her hair from its bun.
"I know, easier said than done," I acknowledge as I take off my suit jacket. "Just remember, you've met Allan and Amanda before; they love you. And no one will be pressured to do anything. We can always decide not to. In fact, I won't be surprised if Allan and Amanda back out. They never suggested anything like this to Aria and me."
Lexi just nods her head as she starts to undress, her anxiety written all over her lightly-freckled face. She's not afraid of being naked or of having sex in front of other people. I know that the real reason for her nerves is that she wants to fit in. Lexi doesn't want my old friends to think she's not good enough for me.
I want to say something, to reassure my girlfriend. I just don't know what might help. She knows I love her, she knows I'm happy with her. It's tough because Lexi is used to not sharing her feelings. She isn't alone anymore, she has friends and a boyfriend. Still, years of needing to be self-reliant has her keeping people at arm's length. It's not a habit that can be broken in just a few short months.
It doesn't help that Lexi keeps so much from me. I can never tell what's going on in that head of hers. The dirty comments, the wise-ass remarks; I know they're to help her feel in control. Yet, there's so much more work we have to do for her to be free of her past. Lexi shaking in her sleep still sometimes wakes me up. I hold her, and that seems to help. Somewhat. I just wish it helped more.
Despite my contemplation, I can't help but watch Lexi as she removes her clothes. A small smile tugs at her lips when she catches me. My petite girlfriend shrugs out of her dark blue blazer before unbuttoning and removing white button-down. The tank top she's using as an undershirt goes next, leaving Lexi standing in a dark blue pencil skirt and a plain white bra.
I'm down to my boxer briefs when Lexi removes the skirt. Wearing only a bra, I can't help but admire how beautiful she is. That pretty face, those freckles, the fiery red hair. I love how petite she is; short and cute. Her stomach is flat, while not having defined abs like Sarah. Unlike her sister, Lexi keeps her pubic mound completely shaven, and I raise my eyebrows at her lack of panties.
"What? You still have my underwear, remember?" Lexi asks with an incredulous expression.
"Right, I forgot!" I exclaim, reaching for my pants.
"You didn't notice the missing underwear when I put your hand up my skirt on the drive home?" she teases, turning to fold up her formal clothes.
"I was distracted by the wet pussy," I admit while admiring one of my favorite freckles; a cute one on her butt cheek.
"We've all been there," Lexi giggles, still facing away from me. "Casual clothes for dinner, right?"
"Yeah, it's just dinner at the house with our friends," I confirm before holding out two pieces of fabric. "Which one is yours?"
"The yellow pair, dummy," she looks at me over her shoulder with a smirk. "You stole your assistant's underwear? Perv."
"Why do they have watermelon slices on them?" I ask when handing the redhead her panties and ignoring her other comment.
"Because they're cute?" Lexi rolls her eyes before stepping into the underwear and pulling them up her legs. "I wish we had time for a quickie, I could use the stress relief."
"They'll be here any minute, we barely have time to change," I remind her. "Don't worry, you'll have your fun soon."
"Is it weird that I'm nervous about being naked in front of them?" Lexi wonders as she pulls on a pair of jean shorts.
"No. Not at all," I answer while putting on my jeans. "You feel out of place around them. Like you're intruding. I understand. Just know that you're wrong. You do belong."
"I love you, but I know what people think. I'm not trying to replace Aria or anything," she says quietly. "I'm not using you or anything. I'm really happy with you, and I'm happy you're dating my sister. I'm so afraid I'm going to wake up and this is only going to be a dream."
"Aria's gone," I say with difficulty as I wrap Lexi up in a hug. "I'll always love her, but I have to live my life. You taught me that. If anyone is dreaming, it's me. I was in a nightmare, living only for Kayla for so long. If not for her, I'm not sure I would have survived the first year. It's only since you've come into my life that I feel alive again. I love you, my sexy, smart, loving, amazing, bratty woman."
"I hope your friends see it that way," she mumbles.
"Lexi. I choose you," I state, pecking her lips. "Nobody else gets a vote. My heart isn't a democracy."
Allan chooses this moment to interrupt our kiss with a text that lets us know they've arrived. I give Lexi a few final pecks on the lips before we finished getting dressed. I'm in jeans and a green t-shirt while Lexi looks adorable in jean shorts and a purple v-neck t-shirt. Neither of us bothers with shoes.
I take Lexi's hand as we walk down the hall. Even without looking at her, I can tell she's anxious. She's squeezing my hand tightly while we make our way through the house. I squeeze her hand three times while lightly caressing her soft skin with my thumb.
We reach the foyer and I open the front doors to welcome our guests inside. They are dressed as casually as we are, both of them wearing jeans and t-shirts. Amanda is carrying a bottle of wine. My childhood friends look slightly nervous, but they're smiling at us.
Allan and I shake hands while Amanda hugs Lexi, the two ladies pecking each other on the cheek. We switch, Amanda hugging me tightly and kissing my cheek while Allan hugs Lexi. I keep an eye on my girlfriend, knowing she can be uncomfortable sometimes when a guy touches her. Lexi is usually fine, but I know this is a stressful time for her. She does very well, hugging Allan back and pecking his cheek.
The four of us make our way to the dining room for dinner. Amanda and Allan remove their shoes so we can all be comfortable. I pull out Lexi's chair for her while Allan does the same for Amanda. We're being unusually formal with each other as we talk about the day, the weather, and whatever meaningless topic comes to mind.
We're each sipping on a glass of wine, killing the bottle. Starting out with some appetizers, we switch topics and discuss my work. Lexi grows more comfortable as she talks about how boring my job is while eating spicy roasted shrimp. As an investment banker, Allan is on my side. So, it's guys against girls, with both of our ladies agreeing that numbers are boring.
"Sounds like today was the longest of your life," Amanda laughs after Lexi mentions the accounting lessons.
"Ugh, it was!" Lexi grunts while holding up her wine glass. "I don't know how his assistant tolerates it. Although, sometimes I wonder if maybe she's better for him than I am. Or maybe he should just be with my sister."
"Don't talk like that, Lexi," I reply while cutting into a potato skin.
"Steven's right," Amanda agrees. "They can be boring idiots, but they're our boring idiots. Let them enjoy their numbers during the day; you don't have to have everything in common with your partner."
"Thank you. Both of you," Lexi says, looking between Allan and Amanda. "Thank you for being so supportive of our relationship."
"You make him happy, that's what matters," Allan smiles.
"You're sweet, you're funny, you're nice," Amanda lists, counting on her fingers. "And you put a spring back in his step."
"Was he really that bad before?" Lexi wonders.
"I was a delight," I interject, making all of them laugh.
"Yeah, right," Amanda snorts.
"You should have seen him after the Megan incident," Allan shakes his head as I take a bite of my potato skin. "We mentioned it before, but he really was a wreck. He felt so guilty after."
"And he lost his chance with an heiress," Lexi teases.
"Megan and I barely knew each other; I never had a chance with an heiress," I roll my eyes. "And even if I did, I wouldn't be interested."
"She really went wild that summer," Allan comments.
"Yeah, and I caught you watching the sex tape," Amanda rolls her eyes.
"She was faking," I speak up without thinking.
"And you know this how?" Lexi arches an eyebrow.
"She makes this little squeak when- nevermind. Um. Love these potato skins. Everything really is better with melted cheese. At least she stays out of the tabloids now," I respond with the worst segue ever while Lexi giggles and Allan blushes.
"I did see a picture of her online recently," Allan says, ignoring the comment about the sex tape. "It was some article about how high the Bauer's net worth is. They got a picture of Megan out with her father and son."
"I didn't see that, but I'm not surprised," I nod. "They're incredibly profitable these days."
"I've heard that they've acquired so many subsidiaries that they're looking to divest some of them. Could be an opportunity," Allan muses, his eyes shining with interest.
"How did we get back to numbers?" Lexi groans.
"Yeah, any other topic, please," Amanda agrees.
"The point is that you helped him heal, Lexi," Allan states, listening to his wife's request.
"She's still helping," I add, placing a hand on Lexi's knee from underneath the table.
"Yeah, you have a second girlfriend," Amanda giggles and blushes. "The old Steven never could have done that."
"Or had multiple lovers," Allan agrees, looking at me with a small hint of jealousy.
"Something about Lexi brings out the free spirit in all of us," I say nervously.
"I don't know if that was a compliment or an insult," Lexi frowns.
"A bit of both," I answer with a shrug before taking another bite.
Lexi opens her mouth to respond, but is interrupted by the arrival of another person in the dining room. Hazel is as beautiful as always in her tight jeans and striped shirt. Her long brown hair is in a very enticing braid that falls to her butt. She's carrying several shopping bags while her purse is over her shoulder.
"Hi, Hazel," I say politely. "Would you like to join us?"
"Hello, Hazel," Allan adds.
"Nice to see you," Amanda smiles.
"No, thanks," the tan girl shakes her head. "The five of us already ate."
"And Marcia did some flirting?" Lexi inquires.
"You already know, you just want details that weren't in the group chat. It's Marcia, nothing juicy to report," Hazel laughs. "Anyway, I'll leave you to your dinner. Could I borrow Lexi for a minute first, though?"
Lexi gets up from the table and leaves the room to chat with Hazel. I polish off my potato skin before reaching for another. Amanda shows me a few pictures of the kids on her phone while we wait for Lexi to return. Allan Junior looks so much like his father.
"Everything okay?" I ask when the two girls return.
"All good, just girl talk," Lexi deflects as she sits down beside me.
"Is that shrimp?" Hazel asks, admiring the plate.
"Help yourself," I offer the pregnant teen.
It's quickly obvious that Hazel is not trying to distract us from being nosy. She takes a napkin and starts piling shrimp on it. When she turns to leave, she pauses, thinks for a moment, then turns back and grabs two more shrimp. A moment later she's gone.
"What were we talking about?" Lexi wonders before taking a sip of her wine.
"Mm, everything is better with melted cheese," I insist, taking a bite that floods my mouth with warm, gooey goodness.
"That wasn't it," Allan replies.
"Ice cream isn't better with melted cheese," Amanda counters.
"Ew, that does sound gross," I reluctantly agree. "Fine, most things are better with melted cheese."
"Sex?" Lexi offers. "You want girls to rub melted cheese all over their naked bodies for you?"
"Also, no," I roll my eyes. "I don't want to end up in the emergency room with a sex-related injury."
"At least not again?" Lexi giggles.
"That's what we were talking about," Amanda interjects. "We were talking about Lexi bringing out our wild sides!"
We spend a few minutes reassuring each other there's no pressure for the tenth time while finishing the appetizers. The main course is glazed chicken with corn on the cob and baked potatoes. Our conversation continues as a second bottle of wine is poured.
"Can I ask you two an awkward question?" I inquire at one point.
"We are planning on taking our clothes off and having sex in front of each other," Amanda points out. "Nothing is off-limits, right, Allan?"
"Mm," Allan nods while devouring corn.
"Slob," Amanda rolls her eyes at her husband. "Anyway, what did you wanna ask?"
"I was just wondering why this didn't come up when Aria was alive?" I sigh, memories of the four of us swirling through my mind. "She was your best friend, I would think you'd have thought of sharing your husband with her."
"I always thought Allan would be the only man I'd ever be with," Amanda answers slowly. "Aria and I used to talk about how lucky we were; finding our soulmates so early in life."
"You are lucky," Lexi speaks up, surprising me. "Take it from a girl who's been fucked by more guys than she can count."
"Um, wow," Amanda mumbles with wide eyes. Allan looks uncomfortable and focuses on the corn he's eating. "I'm not sure how to respond. I want to ask for details because I'm curious about other guys, but, well..."
"You don't have to tiptoe around me," the redhead insists. "What happened, happened. And not everything was non-consensual. What do you want to know?"
"I've only ever been with Allan. I guess I'm asking how guys are different?" Amanda says nervously, her cheeks slightly pink. "Allan, stop eating. I know you're nervous, but stop destroying that corn."
"Sorry," Allan mumbles, setting down the cob while looking shyly at Lexi. It's like I can read his mind; he's thinking about watching her have sex.
"Everyone is different," Lexi responds, ignoring Amanda yelling at Allan. "Some guys talk, some just pump and ignore you, and others wanna slap you around. The thing is, it doesn't matter. The best sex you'll ever have is with the person you love, the person who cares about your feelings and what you want. Everyone has preferences, but thanks to Steven, I've experienced making love. Sex where you take each other's preferences into account to make it mind-blowing for both of you."
"That's so sweet," Amanda smiles.
"It really is," Allan agrees, reaching over to lightly caress his wife's shoulder.
"There's a real romantic hidden under all that brattiness," I observe, smiling at the redhead.
"Oh, bite me," Lexi giggles before taking a bite of chicken.
"You'd love it," I counter.



"Probably," the redhead shrugs after swallowing the food. "My point is that someone different might not be the amazing experience you're thinking it will be. Steven can really be a god in bed, but that's not why he's the only man for me. It's because we can really connect. Someone other than Allan might just disappoint."
"I understand. You're very insightful, Lexi," Amanda says, giving me a strange look. "Allan and I have talked about it and we are both curious. We just think it's worth trying once to satisfy our curiosity."
"And we'd already said we were just gonna watch each other tonight, anyway," Allan adds.
"I'm not backing out, I'm just trying to help." Lexi smiles.
"Thank you, Lexi," Amanda replies sincerely.
"We appreciate it," Allan agrees.
The next several minutes pass in silence while we eat our dinner. When the conversation resumes, we mostly just make small talk about how great the food is. Allan and Amanda do mention looking forward to the graduation party on Friday.
Dessert is a rich chocolate cake with chocolate frosting. It's served with vanilla ice cream and covered in hot fudge. It's delicious. Amanda closes her eyes and moans softly, squirming in happiness when she takes her first bite.
"I noticed we kind of ignored your earlier question," Amanda mentions at one point.
"Which question was that?" I ask.
"You asked why this didn't come up when Aria was alive," Allan helpfully interjects.
"It is surprising that you are bringing this up all of a sudden," Lexi muses while examining the cake on her fork. "You've had years and years to do something like this."
"Was that another crack about our age?" I glance at the redhead.
"Yes. Yes, it was," Lexi confirms before popping her fork in her mouth.
"Brat," I grunt. "Anyway, you were saying, Amanda?"
"All our college friends were dating, hooking up, having one night stands," Amanda begins. "Allan and I did talk about what we thought someone else would be like. We weren't even married yet and it was just talking."
"Eventually it became more than just casual conversation?" I suggest.
"Yes," Amanda nods. "Every once in awhile we'd talk about it. Then maybe do some role-play in the bedroom. And yeah, eventually we decided we could handle it if the swapping was with people we trusted."
"But you never mentioned it to us," I finish for her.
"We thought we had all the time in the world," Allan continues for his wife. "It was something for the future."
"Something scary to bring up," Amanda mumbles, finding her voice. "Maybe scary to do. Everything that happened, well, it reminded us that if you want something, you can't just wait around forever. But, there was no one else we trusted more than you and Aria, our best friends."
"We couldn't even consider anyone else," Allan sighs. "I wouldn't be comfortable with anyone else seeing Amanda, touching her. Neither would she. Amanda knows I love her with all my heart, but Aria was the only one she trusted."
"And you were just sleepwalking through life for so long after..." Amanda trails off. "Anyway, now that you're living again, we just didn't want to let this conversation slip past us again."
"But, I'm not Aria," Lexi whispers. "A-are you really comfortable enough with me?"
"We think so, yes," Allan blushes slightly, unable to meet Lexi's gaze.
"It's obvious how much you love Steven," Amanda smiles as she takes Allan's hand. "You're sweet and kind and we trust you. When you suggested exhibitionism instead of swapping we were convinced. You care so much."
"Thank you," Lexi looks down at what's left of her dessert with a big smile on her face.
"Thank you for making our friend so happy," Amanda replies. "I do have to admit that I'm a little nervous about stripping down in front of you. I know my body can't compare to yours."
"Don't say that," Allan says, lifting his wife's hand so he can kiss it. "You get more beautiful every day."
"If you'd known how many college wet dreams you featured in, you wouldn't feel nervous," I insist.
"And you've been with the same man longer than I've been alive," Lexi adds as Amanda blushes. "Maybe you can teach me how to always keep the magic alive."
"It's definitely magic," Allan smiles at Amanda. "She's some sort of sex witch."
"I'm not a witch, I'm your wife!" Amanda giggles.
It's clear that the four of us are ready. We fall silent, the only sounds are from our forks scraping our plates as we polish off our desserts. Allan and Amanda are my oldest friends, and even I feel some anxiety about getting naked and having sex in front of them.
Despite our fears, we are all clearly excited for this. The high school sweethearts are prepared to branch out for the first time. They want to make sure they're passion stays alive forever, and they trust each other completely. Lexi and I are both broken in our own ways, and it's time to bond with another couple. To show that we are good for each other, that our past heartache makes us stronger together.
~Ashley~
"Oh, fuck!" I hear Kayla groan, panting for breath. "So good!"
"Yeah, just like that!" Josh quickly responds.
I look over at Kayla; she's bent over and sweaty. Her raven hair is still in a French braid that hangs down her back, and she's on her hands and knees with her back arched. Kayla's tight cheerleader body is stretched out languorously, her mouth is hanging open slightly as her jaw clenches.
"Fuck, I can really feel that stretch. God..." Kayla gasps out. "Oh, God... It's... Oh!"
Josh is hovering behind Kayla, up on his knees as he looms over my Slut-sister. One of his hands is firmly resting on her lower back, keeping that sexy arch in place. His other hand reaches beneath her body to rest on her flat stomach, adjusting her position slightly. Kayla's pert bottom pushes backwards, impacting with Josh's pelvis.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Kayla hisses. "Right there, that's fucking perfect!"
"He's good, isn't he?" I ask proudly.
"Incredible. Magnificent. Unbel- oh God, yes!" Kayla hums, her back reaching the perfect arch all guys dream of.
"I appreciate the compliment," Josh laughs, his hands on Kayla's narrow waist.
"Just hurry it up, it's my turn!" I whine, wiggling my butt.
I'm on my hands and knees beside Kayla, craning my neck to look back at Josh. I can feel my twin pigtail braids hanging down the sides of my face. My back arch is nowhere near as sexy as the cheerleader's, but I'm sure I'm a sight to behold. Without my bra, my big tits are free to dangle from my chest. I can feel them swaying slightly as I wiggle my body.
"Back off, bitch," Kayla giggles. "He's all mine!"
"He's my boyfriend!" I argue. "And from the sounds you're making, this is the performance of his life."
"It feels heavenly," Kayla moans softly.
"I told you girls that yoga was way more physical than it looked," Josh says. "It's really an amazing workout. Now, arch your back more, you need to feel like your belly button is pushing down to the earth."
"Mm, I feel so relaxed," Kayla hums happily while kneeling on the yoga mat.
"Good," Josh laughs lightly.
"Resting on the couch, then the massages, and now yoga," Kayla says. "It feels like all my stress just melted away."
"That was the idea for today," Josh reminds her. "Now, remember to tuck your chin toward your chest when you exhale."
Josh moves over to kneel behind me and help me with the pose. I have to keep my knees under my hips and my hands shoulder-width apart. His hands are strong and confident as he guides me, and I am quite disappointed when he remains professional and doesn't try to cop a feel.
"I'm surprised little miss cheerleader has never done yoga before," I comment while my back arches at Josh's urging.
"I mostly do stretches, flexibility exercises, and core strengthening," I roll my eyes. "Lots of cardio, planks, push-ups, pull-ups, squats, lunges. I do a lot of deadlifts; the home gym has everything I need."
"Yet a few simple yoga poses had you moaning like you were getting the best dick of your life," I comment right before moaning as my back cracks. "Oh, that felt good."
"Shut up, I'm relaxed," Kayla snaps. "Don't ruin it."
"Fine, sorry," I mumble.
I am glad that Kayla is feeling better. Breakups fucking suck. Being around Josh probably reminds her of Ian, too. The two boys are best friends. Doing yoga with Josh is even making me wonder if Ian is still working out. Kayla may feel like she needs his companionship, but Ian owes Kayla quite a bit as well.
"This is called the cow pose, by the way," Josh says while instructing me.
"Ashley, I think your boyfriend just called us cows," Kayla giggles.
"No, no I didn't!" Josh quickly stammers.
"I guess he doesn't want to put is in downward-facing dog then," I sigh, shaking my head sadly.
"That pose has nothing to do with sex," he replies, his hand on my flat stomach as he adjusts me.
"I didn't say one thing about sex," I point out slyly. "Sounds like it's your mind that's in the gutter."
"I think I felt something when my butt was pressed up against him," Kayla adds. "Someone's having impure thoughts."
"Maybe he'd prefer it if we were doing naked yoga," I suggest.
"I think he would," Kayla agrees.
"I know you're both just messing with me," Josh responds. "I'm not as easy to embarrass as I used to be."
"So, you're saying we need to take it up a notch?" I ask while arching my back. "Mm, that's nice."
"How about we switch to flexibility exercises after this?" Kayla suggests. "I can do the splits, I can put my feet behind my ears, and I can do them both naked."
"It's not working," Josh insists stubbornly.
"Fine, how about we go back to talking about comforting Kayla?" I offer.
"That's perfect," he says happily.
"Kayla's my Slut-sister, which means we often comfort each other with sex," I begin, making Josh groan. "She's not up for sleeping with you, and you've been very understanding. Thanks for that. How about you just watch while Kayla and I get naked and rub our pussies together?"
"That does sound really comforting," Kayla interjects. "Your hot, naked body on top of mine, our boobies pressed together."
"Girls..." Josh trails off in a sad whine.
"I wonder if Josh noticed how fucking amazing your body is, Kayla," I muse. "I mean, when you got naked during that card game? Fuck, I was soaked. I wanted to jump you and shove my tongue in your mouth."
Kayla really is the most attractive girl of the Slut-sisters, in my opinion. Hell, she's the most attractive girl in the senior class. We're all good-looking. I'm a beautiful, busty blonde, Hazel's a hot, tan girl, Lexi is sex personified, and Marcia has that cute, girl-next-door look. Nicole's a stunningly pretty redhead, as well. Kayla? She's in a class by herself. The kind of drop-dead gorgeous that turns heads and stops traffic.
Her face is flawless, with high cheekbones and cute dimples. Long eyelashes, perfect eyebrows, and a winning smile. She has full lips that are just begging to be kissed or wrapped around a hard dick. Shiny raven hair and sparkling green eyes only serve to make her more gorgeous.
That's not even taking her sexy body into account. Clear, light skin that makes me think she doesn't even have pores. I see her naked often and can confirm there isn't an ounce of cellulite on her perfect frame. Long, shapely legs lead up to a tight, perky ass. Her tits aren't the biggest, but they are definitely above-average and perfectly shaped. Her pink nipples are ideally placed on her amazing breasts. A cheerleader body, the face of an angel, and a friendly personality? Fuck, anyone dumping her is a moron.
"You should have," Kayla moans softly. "I'd love to make out with you before burying my face in those titties."
"It's just a shame Josh can't join in," I sigh sadly. "He has a nice dick and he knows how to use it."
"Maybe when I'm feeling better I can take him for a ride," Kayla offers.
"I think he'd like to know you more intimately," I reply.
"Is that true, Josh?" the raven-haired beauty asks. "Would you like to know what my little pussy feels like, hm?"
"Josh?" I ask when there's no response. Falling forward onto the carpet, I turn over and look at him. His mouth is opening and closing helplessly and there's an obvious bulge in his shorts. I lift my bare foot and press it against his crotch. "Mm, it's a shame we can't do anything with this right now."
Kayla and I continue teasing Josh and I start to feel guilty about giving my man blue balls. He's relieved when we finally ask him to show us more yoga poses. Josh doesn't really work out, but he knows quite a bit of yoga thanks to spending time with his sisters.
Josh is showing Kayla a pose, his hands on her stomach as he makes sure to avoid her breasts. His phone goes off and he takes a small break to check it. It turns out that his parents are going to go to a movie with their girlfriend after dinner. More time alone! Well, mostly alone.
"Maybe I should get going?" Kayla offers, standing up. "Give you guys some alone time."
"You don't have to do that," Josh insists, taking care to look at her face and not her chest.
"No, it's fine," Kayla shakes her head. Still wearing lounge pants and a white t-shirt, her nipples are fairly obvious. My boyfriend is definitely horny. "My aunt, uncle, and cousins are coming early tomorrow."
"I hope you're feeling better?" I ask seriously.
"A little, thank you. Both of you," Kayla replies sincerely.
We assure Kayla we're always here for her before she goes to the bathroom to put her cleavage-baring green dress back on. She hugs Josh and kisses his cheek before hugging me as well. I make sure to give my Slut-sister a lingering kiss on the lips before showing her out.
"It sucks that our friends split up," Josh comments as Kayla drives away.
"Talk later, fuck now," I groan, throwing my arms around his neck while drawing him into a kiss.
My boyfriend's lust finally reaches a breaking point as he moans into our kiss. Grabbing the back of my head, our tongues wrestle as his other hand slips down to squeeze my butt. I can feel my nipples hardening as I press my breasts against Josh's chest.
Reaching for the hem of his shirt, I slide it up Josh's body. Our kiss only breaks long enough to remove his t-shirt, then our lips are once again pressed together. My hands run along his pale chest as I moan happily into our kiss. He's not bulging with muscle, but I love touching him. Just the feel of his skin is making me wet.
His bulge is rubbing against my crotch as we grind, both of us breathing heavily. Josh's hand finds my breast, palming the firm mound as my hard nipple presses into his skin. My nails run down his back, stimulating his skin before my hands reach his ass. I grab both butt cheeks in my hands and squeeze.
"Maybe we should slow down," he gasps between kisses.
"Or maybe," I husk, breaking our kiss and taking a few steps backwards, "we should revisit the naked yoga suggestion."
Josh watches me with wide eyes as I pull off the black Planet Trek Wars t-shirt, allowing my massive tits to fall free. I run my hands along my sides and smirk when I hear him let out a soft moan. Then I drop my lounge pants and panties, kicking them away so I can stand naked in Josh's living room.
"Wow," Josh moans lightly.
"See something you like?" I giggle, my hands cupping my boobs as I sway slightly. My long, blonde hair is still in twin pigtails down my back.
"I, you, ah, you're..." he stammers, struggling to find his voice. "You're so beautiful, Ashley."
"It's nothing you haven't seen before," I blush slightly, my fingers brushing my nipples.
"I'll never stop being amazed by how perfect you are," Josh states sincerely, his eyes looking into mine.
"You don't think I'm too tall? Or my nipples are too small?" I ask as I lightly circle my nipples with my fingertips. "I, I know girls with big boobs usually don't have such small nipples."
"I think they're beautiful. I think you're beautiful. And amazing. And fucking perfect," Josh whispers, swallowing weakly as his eyes devour my tight body. "You're the most incredible woman in the world."
"Aw, Josh," I gasp, my heart melting.
I'm not great at expressing my feelings, so I revert to my go-to method for giving affection; I open my legs. Laying on my back, I spread my long legs while looking up at Josh with lust. One hand is cupping a boob while my other reaches between my legs.
"Ashley..." he whispers, his eyes dropping to my exposed womanhood.
"I need you inside me," I moan, my fingers running along my moist labia. "Please be in me, please be in me!"
Josh gets naked in record time as the desire to be joined with me consumes him. I barely have time to start giggling before he's on top of me, between my spread legs as his cock seeks my entrance. In his haste, his mushroom tip pokes at me while he struggles to find the hole. Reaching between us, I grab his shaft, stroking it several times as I guide him to the right spot.
"Ashley!" Josh hisses when he buries himself into the depths of my cunt.
"Fuck me!" I beg, my hands grabbing his shoulders. "Hard and fast, baby. Give it to me!"
Lust is in complete control as Josh starts rapidly humping me with absolutely no finesse. I love his panting and moaning, the concentration on his face as he slams into me. Sweat is dripping off of him while my vagina molds itself to his shaft, welcoming him, caressing him.
"Shit! Ashley!" he warns, his face turning red as he starts pulling back while struggling not to cum.
"Don't you dare pull out!" I growl, my fingernails digging into his shoulders as I wrap my long legs around him, drawing him deep inside me.
The carpet is rough against my butt and back, with Josh's thrusts causing it to scrape against me. I don't fucking care. Just like I don't care that he's cumming fast. I need him. I need him in me, and I need him to fill me up with his cum.
"Oh, God, ah!" Josh groans, his balls slapping my ass with each desperate thrust.
"Do it! Cum in me!" I beg, squeezing my vaginal muscles to enhance his pleasure. "Use me, take your pleasure from me! CUM!"
Josh lowers his body onto me, hooking his arms beneath me so he can hold my shoulders for leverage. His chest is squishing my boobs as he rapidly slams himself into me, making me gasp each time he goes balls-deep. He's grunting in my ear, his sweaty body shuddering. I can tell he just needs a few more pumps.
"Ashley!" he moans desperately, his hand going to the top of my head as his cock pulses inside me.
"Mm, that's it, baby," I coo as my fingernails lightly scratch the back of his head. "Cum in me, cum in my pussy."
"Shit, I'm so sorry," Josh mumbles as he rolls off of me and lays beside me on the floor.
"For what?" I giggle, arching my back and moaning happily.
"Finishing fast," he answers sadly.
"It's fine," I smile, my features glowing in a well-fucked expression. "I consider it a compliment."
Josh falls silent as I lay back and enjoy the feel of his semen sloshing around inside my pussy. I don't want to leak onto his parents' carpet, so I place a hand between my legs and start pushing cum out onto my fingertips. He looks over at me, eyes wide as he watches me.
"Whoa," Josh gasps.
"What?" I ask innocently. "I wanna taste you."
I think Josh's eyes are going to pop out of his skull as I lift my fingertips to my mouth. They are coated with cum and pussy juice, and I happily push two of them between my lips. I look at Josh and moan while sucking the cum from my fingers.
"Holy shit," he stammers weakly.
"It's not enough, I need more cum," I announce.
Sitting up, I lean over and slurp Josh's flaccid penis into my mouth. His hand rests on my head as my tongue flicks across his tip, gathering up every drop of his orgasm. I can taste myself on him, and I happily swallow everything that gets into my mouth. Then I open wide and engulf his entire dick while sucking hard.



"Oh, God!" he hisses, one hand gripping my braided pigtails while his other slides down my back to squeeze my ass.
"Mm, we need to get you hard again," I comment, lifting off his dick to smile up at him. "I'm not done getting fucked, not even close."
"I think I need a few minutes," Josh admits.
"Okay!" I grin happily. "Naked yoga, it is!"
Josh takes absolutely no convincing to go along with my suggestion. Taking his hand, I lead us over to the yoga mats. My back and butt are aching slightly, and I realize the mistake of letting him fuck me on the carpet instead of these mats. Oh well, worth it.
This next round of yoga is not professional at all. Josh can't resist; he grabs my hanging boobs, he squeezes my butt, he runs his hands all over my sexy body. I love it. When he's kneeling by my head to adjust my back, I even manage to lean over and lick the tip of his dick, making him gasp as I laugh.
There's a lot of giggling and grab-ass as we go through various poses. The garland pose involves squatting and opening my hips with my hands pressed together. I don't think licking a guy's nuts is part of yoga, but hey, it's fun! Another time, Josh surprises me by running his fingers along my wet slit while I'm in the pyramid pose.
My heart fills with love as I realize how intimate this truly is. Josh and I are completely exposed to each other; no secrets between us, no disguises. It's an intense vulnerability. He can see every inch of me, every imperfection. Sure, I have a hot body, but that doesn't mean this level of exposure isn't scary.
When he's in front of me I can see him admiring my large breasts, and I occasionally shake my chest for his viewing pleasure. I feel much more vulnerable when he's behind me. I know he has a perfect view of my vulva, my most intimate area. A small blush colors my cheeks when I realize he is at a great angle to see my little butt hole.
It's strange to me that I'm feeling such an intimate connection with Josh just because we're both naked. I mean, I understand that being naked is intimate to most people. It's just, well, I'm naked with the Sluts all the time. That has its own intimacy, but I also have quite a few past partners.
Really, other than Lexi, I am the most experienced of the Slut-sisters. I'm the free spirit, the party girl, the wild one. I remember getting drunk at Kevin Miller's party and standing on a table to flash the room. Girls blushing for me, guys raising their beers and hooting appreciatively.
Another time I'm sitting on the couch between Derek Parker and Billy Fisher. It's another party and the guys are arguing about whether or not my boobs are real. I make a bet, promising a titjob to the guy who is right. I let the boys feel me up on the couch in front of everyone. Derek is right, they're real. I drag him into a closet and give him a titty-fuck, ending up with cum all over my boobs. I do end up sucking Billy off on another occasion.
Losing my virginity is nothing special. Really, it's just something I want to get out of the way. To me, sex can just be for fun, it doesn't have to be something with deep, profound meaning. I'm not Marcia. Sometimes a girl just wants dick. There's nothing wrong with that.
There are a few hookups at parties. Sometimes I just get on my knees, other times I go all the way. I watch Marcia and Hazel with their boyfriends while I have one-night stands. Kayla's still a virgin, which lasts all the way until March. I'm never upset that I don't have a boyfriend. I agree with Hazel; it's fun being single and ready to mingle.
A long-time crush on Kayla's dad changes things. Steven obviously cares so much about me, and sex with him is fucking incredible. I think Steven is the reason I'm now open to Josh. Josh, the man who is truly teaching me the difference between fucking and making love.
Josh really is the ideal guy. Sure, he's a little shy, but it's cute! He's caring, he's sweet, he's loyal. He's an amazing cook. Helping Kayla through her breakup is just showing me how special he is. Despite this, I'm nervous about how strong my feelings are now. Fuck, I'm glad he ignored my joke marriage proposal.
"Fuck me!" I announce, flipping onto my hands and knees and presenting him with my naked ass. Too many feelings, I need to lose myself in wild sex. "Fuck me now!"
Fortunately, Josh reacts quickly, kneeling behind me and swiping his tip through my labia before entering me. My body jerks forward, a cute yelp escaping my lips as Josh buries himself in my warmth. I shiver slightly, biting my lower lip as I focus on the feeling of dick inside me.
"You feel so good!" Josh gasps while grabbing my hips tightly.
"Oh God, baby, so do you!" I moan, my fingers clenching at the yoga mat. "Be rough with me! Fuck me! Use me!"
We fuck. Hard. Josh is grunting with exertion, sweat dripping from his chest and onto my back as he pounds me from behind. I slam my ass back to meet his thrusts, groaning and panting each time he buries himself to the hilt. I can feel his balls relentlessly slapping my clit, heightening my pleasure and bringing me closer to my climax.
"I want to make you cum," he says, holding himself inside me while rotating his hips to stimulate my pussy. "I want you to feel good."
"Be rough with me, be rough with me!" I beg in a breathless voice. "Be rough with me and I'll cum!"
"How?" Josh asks, his repetitive thrusts making me moan and pant, but are not quite enough to push me over the edge. "What do you want me to do?"
"My hair! Pull my hair!" I instruct, feeling his cock moving all along my pussy walls. "Oh, God! Ah! Spank me! Grab my boobs! Fuck me!"
"Okay," he gasps, swatting my right butt cheek and making me grunt. "Okay!"
Josh spanks my right ass cheek three times, each slap producing a delicious stinging sensation. He then slaps my left cheek twice before reaching his right hand beneath my body to squeeze a dangling tit. I grind my ass back against him, holding his cock deep inside as he pinches my nipple.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! Ah! I'm cumming!" I announce, my body writhing beneath his as my toes curl. "Josh! I'm cumming all over your dick! Ah! Oh shit, oh fuck! Ah! Ah! Ah!"
My body is shaking as I make incoherent noises, my eyes rolling back in my head. Josh is leaning over me, his hands holding both my boobs as he resumes his thrusts. It's too much; I cum a second time. He squeezes my tits together before sliding his fingers along them until he can pinch both nipples.
"Holy fucking fuck!" I screech, my back arching as my mouth hangs open. "Ungh! Fuck! Ungh! Ungh!"
"Are you okay?" Josh asks, his breath hot in my ear.
"Yes!" I manage to gasp out. "Don't stop, don't stop! Don't ever stop fucking me!"
Josh releases my tits and sits up before grabbing my butt in both hands. He slow-dicks me for about thirty seconds as I pant lightly, electric shocks still shooting out of my clit. Next, he reaches out with his right hand and grabs both of my twin pigtail braids.
"Is this what you want?" he husks, pulling my hair.
"Oh God, yes!" I gasp, my head snapping back. "I want you! I love your cock! It feels so good! Fuck me! Fuck me with your big dick!"
I am in a mood. I want to be sweaty and dirty. I want rough, aggressive, hair-pulling sex. Josh is fucking me hard from behind, one hand on my butt as his other pulls my blonde hair. My mouth is hanging open and my eyes are scrunched shut as I feel him reach the depths of my cunt. My big tits are swinging beneath me, jiggling like crazy and slapping each other as my body jerks back and forth.
Another orgasm consumes me, this one draining my strength and causing me to lose all strength in my arms. Josh releases my hair as I collapse onto the yoga mat. My head and chest are resting on the mat as I gasp for breath. My ass is still in the air, my pussy impaled by Josh's dick.
He's not done with me. Grabbing both my wrists, Josh places both my hands at my lower back so that he can hold my wrists with one hand. His other hand rests on my ass as he continues drilling me. The display of dominance is quite a surprise from the usually-shy boy. I fucking love it!
"I'm close!" he warns while rutting into me.
"Give me that cum!" I beg wantonly. "Cum all over me! I'll take it all!"
"Where?" Josh gasps, thrusting deep into my pussy.
"Cum on my titties!" I shout loudly.
Josh pulls his cock out of me, allowing me to flip over onto my back and spread my legs. He immediately stands up and places one foot on either side of me. Looking down at my nude body, he strokes his cock rapidly, aiming the head at my chest.
"You're so sexy," he groans, jacking off quickly.
"Cum for me! Please, baby!" I coo, squeezing my big boobs together. "Cover me in cum! I want it, I want it, I want it!"
"Ah, Ashley!" Josh gasps, his hand a blur on his cock.
The first rope of white semen shoots out of his tip and splashes onto my heaving bosom. I start giggling as Josh continues hosing me down. By the time the last few drops ooze out, my tits are completely covered in cum. I can feel the sticky fluid running between my boobs as more squishes between my fingers as they hold my breasts together.
"I think I need a shower," I giggle cutely.
"Me, too," Josh breathes heavily.
"I'm the one covered in jizz!" I exclaim, sticking out my tongue.
"You asked me to!" he points out.
"I'm not complaining. I love cum!" I declare, lifting one breast so I can suck the semen from my nipple.
"Wow," Josh whispers, watching me lap up the cum from my titty. "You're amazing.
"I'm a Slut-sister," I shrug. "It's what we do."
My legs shake slightly as I slowly get to my feet. I have to lean on Josh so he can help me wobble down the hall to the bathroom. My fingers are sticky with semen and I can feel more of the warm fluid on my tits. Josh shows me into the bathroom and I hurry over to sit on the toilet.
"Uh, do you want me to leave?" he offers when I start peeing.
"I do not," I reply in a matter-of-fact voice while enjoying the simple intimacy of sharing a bathroom.
I finish peeing before wiping my pussy and flushing the toilet. Then I wash my hands thoroughly and make my way over to the shower. Pushing the sliding glass door back, I reach in and start the water, using my hand to test the temperature.
"I, ah, I have to pee, too," Josh says.
"So, pee?" I suggest as I pull my hair out of its braids, allowing the sunny blonde locks to freely cascade down my back. "No one's stopping you."
Stepping into the shower, I begin to wash the semen from my breasts while watching Josh out of the corner of my eye. Am I a perv for watching him pee? Probably. I don't fucking care. It's not sexual, I'm enjoying the comfort we have around each other. He's nervous, but he's able to pee standing up in front of me. At least the crazy boy doesn't try sitting to pee!
"Come join me?" I offer after he washes his hands.
Nodding eagerly, Josh gets into the shower with me. I place my hands on his chest, purring happily as my nails lightly scratch his skin. Giving him a long kiss, I draw us under the spray, allowing the water to soak us, washing away our sweat.
Grabbing my loofah, I soap it up before running it all over Josh's body. He grabs my butt, pulling me close and smiling at me as I wash him. With an evil grin, I lean in and slurp his nipple into my mouth, lightly sucking on it.
Once every inch of him is clean, I give him the loofah so he can wash me. He is looking at me in awe as rivulets of soapy water run down my body. I smile and blush slightly, aware of just how much this man genuinely cares for me.
"Perfect," he whispers once I'm squeaky clean. His hands are cupping my breasts, his thumbs lightly caressing my tit-flesh as he admires me.
"Mm, ready for some shower sex, big guy?" I ask with a winning smile.
"As long as no one slips and falls through the glass," Josh answers with a laugh.
"Way to be depressing," I roll my eyes before sinking to my knees.
With hot water cascading all around us, I decide to start with a titty-fuck. Lifting myself, I wrap my breasts around Josh's dick so he can start thrusting in and out of my cleavage. Holding my titties, I moan up at Josh, cooing about how big his dick is, about how hot he is, and how much I want him.
His cock looks so yummy, I just can't resist. Grabbing the shaft, I direct it toward my open mouth so I can suck him. Holding his thighs, I bob my head on Josh, sucking and slurping while he alternates between playing with my tits and holding my head.
Unfortunately, the shower is not the ideal place to suck dick. No matter where I have Josh stand, I keep having to pull off of him to spit out mouthfuls of water. This shower is nowhere near as big as Steven's, and having him fuck me doesn't go any better.
I love the idea of pressing my tits against the glass so Josh can do me from behind. However, he keeps slipping and bumping his ass against the shower wall. Having me bend over and place my hands on the wall doesn't work either, it's too slippery. Fuck!
"I don't think this is working," Josh comments, while playing with my boobs.
"Ugh, fine!" I groan, jacking him off. "Bedroom?"
"Sure, let's dry off first," he suggests.
Shutting off the water, we step out of the shower and start to dry off. Feeling playful, I swat Josh's ass with the towel, making him yelp. He then tickles my sides until I squeal, pushing him off me. Josh does manage to slap my ass before I manage to get away.
"Your room?" I ask when we're mostly dry. "Or are you interested in a little teenage rebellion?"
"Teenage rebellion?" Josh frowns in confusion.
"Never thought about doing it in your parents' bed?" I smirk playfully while placing my hands on my hips.
"I do not want to have sex in my parents' bed," he insists firmly.
"Lame," I giggle cutely. "Fine. Whatever. As long as I get some cock in me, I don't care where we are."
Our next encounter isn't in the bedroom after all. My words drive him into action, and I end up bent over the bathroom counter, taking it from behind. We're both watching each other in the mirror, my hands firmly on the counter as he rails me. Fuck, it feels incredible. My big tits are swaying, and the intense expressions on his face as he fucks me are making me soaking wet.
He slaps my ass and pulls my hair, making me cum hard on his dick. I drop to my knees and suck my love juices from his hard cock. Only then is it time to take things to the bedroom. We're both incredibly horny, unable to get enough of each other.
Josh and I hold hands as we walk out of the bathroom naked. Entering his bedroom, I immediately lead him over to the bed, grinning happily while pecking his lips. To my surprise, he's the one who suggests a sixty-nine. Sounds great to me!
My sexy, scrawny boyfriend lays on his bed with a grin and a hard dick. I get up on the bed and throw a leg over his head so I can get on top of him and lower my pussy onto his face. My body shudders and I let out a small gasp when I feel his tongue brush my labia. Lowering my head, I direct his,manhood to my open mouth and start sucking.
His hands grab my butt cheeks, holding me in place as his tongue pushes into my love tunnel. My big boobs are squished against his body as I start rapidly bobbing my head. I really do love sucking dick, and my mouth is watering while feeling him throb between my lips.
"Mm! Mm! Glug! Mm!" I gurgle, struggling to focus on giving head with a tongue wrapped around my clit.
I start gasping and squealing around the dick in my mouth, my body squirming on top of Josh. Keeping one hand on my bum, Josh pushes two fingers up my cunt as he sucks on my clit. I explode, drool pouring from my mouth as I forget all about sucking. I'm too busy cumming to suck.
Upon coming down from my orgasmic high, I decide I want to treat Josh. I lay across his bed with my head dangling over the edge as I order him to shove his cock down my throat. He happily obliges, holding my tits while fucking my face as I gag and drool.
We end up making love in missionary. My hands are lightly caressing his biceps as I look up into his eyes. It's romantic and intense. We're kissing softly, moaning into each other's mouths. I tense up and orgasm one final time for the day.
"I want you to cum in my mouth," I announce.
Josh straddles my shoulders, taking my head in his hands as he shoves his cock between my lips. I grip his ass, sucking hard while moaning. My cheeks are caving in as I will him to explode in my mouth. Thirty seconds later, he cries out my name as he floods my mouth with warm semen. I swallow every last drop.
"You're amazing," he whispers, holding me close as we cuddle.
"You're not so bad yourself," I giggle while running my finger along his chest.
"Thanks," Josh laughs lightly.
"I should be thanking you," I respond.
"Why's that?" he wonders.
"You did the smart thing by ignoring that marriage proposal earlier," I tell him.
"Oh. That," Josh winces. "Yeah, I thought it was for the best not to acknowledge it."
"That's why you're the brains and I'm the beauty," I state confidently.
"You are beautiful," he agrees with a nod as he brushes a lock of blonde hair out of my face. "And I know that we're not likely to last forever."
"That's why you are okay with me sleeping around, isn't it?" I ask. "You keep me at a distance because you're convinced all high school romances are doomed to failure. You're trying to protect yourself."
"Yes," Josh admits. "Ian and Kayla breaking up didn't help."
"I know what you mean," I sigh sadly. "I don't want to think about us breaking up. I love being with you. You make me feel like anything is possible."
"I love being with you," he responds, kissing the top of my head. "Let's not talk about the future, let's just enjoy being together now."
"Agreed," I smile.
Sadly, we can't cuddle naked all night. Josh's parents will be home, and they will not be pleased to find a naked girl in his bed. We get dressed and cuddle on the couch while watching television. We may break up in the future, but right now? We're happy. I am a girl who lives life in the moment, after all.
~Steven~
"So, ah, this is it," Amanda comments nervously as the four of us enter the master bedroom. "It's time."
It's obvious that everyone is both nervous and excited. We aren't going to delay any longer, even if that means we cancel the evening. The movie after dinner, chatting with Kayla when she gets home; both delays designed to put off what we're anxious about.
Kayla is now in her bedroom, as is Hazel. It really is time. I turn on the bedroom light, revealing the entirety of mine and Lexi's large bedroom. The four-poster bed is truly massive, and two couples really can have sex on it without touching. Is that really going to happen? Allan and Amanda, my childhood friends. Am I about to see them make love? Am I going to have sex with Lexi in front of them?
"Only if it's what we all want," I state firmly. "We can put a stop to this at any time."
"He's right, honey," Allan says, taking his wife's hand.
"I don't want to stop this," Amanda replies, letting out a breath. "I want to do this, but I'm nervous."
"Well, let's start slow," Lexi speaks up. "Wanna help me light some candles, Amanda?"
"Yes," Amanda presses her lips together and nods. "Yeah, let's do that."
Lexi and Amanda walk over to Aria's vanity, no, Lexi's vanity. They start pulling candles out of a drawer, along with a couple of lighters. Shaking my head, I grab the remote and turn on the television. Rather than put on a show, I use the fire setting to make it look like we have a nice fire burning.
"Great idea, Steven," Allan smiles nervously, his eyes darting from the fire to the two lovely ladies.
"Thanks," I nod at my best friend. "Let's help the girls with the candles."



The four of us set up lit candles all over the room. There's enough light from the candles and television, so I shut off the overhead light. The soft glow is much nicer, allowing us to see each other while leaving the room in semi-darkness.
"Music?" Lexi suggests.
"Yeah, okay," Amanda nods.
"Just pick something with actual lyrics, okay?" I ask my girlfriend.
"Oldies? You got it!" Lexi teases. "I'm guessing you three remember when all those classic hits came out."
"How about a top forty station, smartass?" I reply, glaring at Lexi.
"Whatever you say," the redhead giggles as she takes her phone out of the back pocket of her jean shorts.
"I like how you two can tease each other about the age difference," Amanda says with a small smile.
"He knows I love him," Lexi looks at me, her green eyes glowing. "And I'll still love him in a few months when his balls brush his knees."
"Lexi!" I hiss, my smile turning into a look of admonishment.
"What?" Lexi asks innocently, batting her eyelashes.
"Not now," I say sternly, glancing over at Allan.
"Oh!" Lexi exclaims as she realizes my best friend is nervously looking down at his beer belly. "Uh, it's just Steven who's old. I'm sure you two are basically in high school. Steven is one of those guys who was born fifty."
"I'm forty," I grunt while Allan smirks.
"Nice save," Amanda giggles. "Don't worry, we know we can't compare to an eighteen-year-old."
"I can't compare to another guy who's forty," Allan sighs.
"Don't talk like that, you're very handsome," Lexi insists as she puts on a music app and turns up the volume on her phone.
Lexi places her phone on her bedside table before climbing up on the bed and curling her pale legs beneath her body. I sit cross-legged on the bed, facing her. Allan and Amanda gather their strength and join us on the bed. Amanda is next to Lexi and Allan is sitting in front of the pillows, a few feet away from me as he faces his wife.
"H-how do we start?" Amanda asks nervously.
"Truth or dare? A strip game? Just get naked and get it on?" Lexi offers, looking a little anxious herself.
"We should probably start slow, so not the third one," Allan responds carefully.
"We could give our guys massages, Lexi?" Amanda suggests. "Then they can massage us? It's a good way to relax."
"I like the idea," Lexi begins carefully, "but it's tough to give a massage to someone who's fully clothed."
"Damn, you're right," Amanda sighs.
"We could just talk?" I offer.
"About what?" Allan wonders.
"I don't know, anything," I shrug helplessly.
"Three young kids, they must keep you busy," Lexi speaks up. "Do you have trouble finding alone time to bump uglies?"
"Yes, definitely!" Amanda answers while Allan chuckles.
"It's not as bad as it used to be," Allan adds. "Brandon, our youngest, he's five now. Allan Junior is ten, so they don't need us to hover over them as much as they used to."
"And they're all potty trained," Amanda speaks up. "I remember one time; Allan had my bra off, and we heard Kimberly call out from the bathroom that someone had to wipe her butt because she pooped."
"Well, that's the best ad for a condom company I've ever heard." Lexi giggles. "That must have killed the mood!"
"It did," Allan sighs. "I had a boob in my mouth and that's what I heard."
"I think I was pregnant with Brandon when that happened," Amanda muses.
"Every guy hates missing out on the titties," Lexi nods sagely, squeezing her chest from outside her purple shirt for emphasis. "Anything like that ever happen with you and Aria? Kayla must have been at least as much trouble as three regular kids."
"My Kayla was, and is, a perfect angel," I state firmly.
"Bullshit," Lexi snorts while Amanda and Allan laugh.
"Something does come to memory..." I trail off.
"Do tell," Amanda smirks.
"Kayla was five or six, I think," I begin slowly. "We put her to bed and locked ourselves in the bedroom for some alone time. We were naked and Aria was, ah, performing oral sex on me."
"Seriously?" Lexi rolls her eyes. "You're being shy with what we're about to do? Just say it."
"A blowjob. Aria was giving me a blowjob," I shake my head. "Happy?"
"Yes. Please continue," the redhead gestures at me with her hand.
"Anyway," I sigh, giving my girlfriend a look, "Kayla knocked on the door and said she wasn't feeling well. We quickly put on underwear and robes before letting her in to spend the night with us."
"That sucks, but could be worse," Allan shrugs.
"It doesn't suck, that's the problem," Amanda giggles. "Or rather, Aria didn't suck!"
"I'm not finished," I respond, ignoring Amanda's comment. "Kayla was laying in bed between us. She suddenly sat up and projectile vomited all over the bed."
"Okay, yeah, that's terrible," Allan winces.
"How about you, Lexi?" Amanda asks, looking reluctant but determined. "Got any funny stories about being interrupted?"
I look nervously at the redhead as we wait for her to answer. With Lexi's past, I try to avoid asking her about her experiences. Allan and Amanda know a few details, but nowhere near everything. Hell, I don't know everything. Lexi is usually happy to avoid talking about it, but she seems to be trying to come up with something.
"I was at a really wild college party at a frat house," Lexi starts her story. "It was especially crazy and people were hooking up anywhere they could."
"O-okay," Allan whispers, watching Lexi eagerly.
"A frat brother was flirting with me and he brought me to a bedroom, only it was already occupied," Lexi explains. "There was one guy laying on the bed and a girl had her head in his lap. Anyway, he waves us in and says there's plenty of room for all of us."
"Then what happened?" Amanda asks breathlessly.
"We ended up fucking side-by-side on the bed," Lexi answers. "I was in doggy while the other girl was riding her guy. He came in her, and she went to get off of him, but she didn't realize how close to the edge of the bed she was. She ended up flipping off the bed and landing on the floor."
"That's kind of a mood killer," Allan laughs.
"Eh," Lexi shrugs. "The guy in me just kept going."
"Those are the kind of wild experiences we missed out on," Amanda comments. "Don't get me wrong, I love Allan, but we never did anything crazy. I was always so modest."
"I've said it before; being with Steven is so much better than getting pumped and dumped by some college loser," Lexi says.
"Yeah, and I agree," Amanda nods.
"We agree," Allan interjects.
"We just want to broaden our horizons a bit," Amanda explains. "Do something wild. We both think it'll bring us closer together."
"Then how about we get this party started?" Lexi offers.
The sexy redhead scoots forward, toward me with a smile on her face. She reaches out and lightly caresses my cheek while leaning in to peck my lips. Pulling back slightly, she pecks my lips a couple more times. Then she gestures at Allan and Amanda.
Amanda blushes slightly before brushing her brown hair behind her ears and leaning forward to kiss her husband. It's Lexi's turn again; she snakes her tongue into my mouth while running her hands down my chest. Amanda then reciprocates with Allan.
Lexi reaches for the hem of my green t-shirt and starts pulling it up. I raise my arms, allowing her to take my shirt off and toss it aside. Allan appears nervous, but he still lets Amanda take his shirt off before shifting uncomfortably on the bed.
"Mm, there's my sexy man," Amanda purrs, running her hands along Allan's bare chest.
"I'm not, ah, I mean, Steven's..." Allan trails off, looking down at his stomach.
"You have nice arms," Lexi comments with a kind smile.
"T-thanks," he mumbles nervously. "What now?"
"Our boys are being brave, maybe we girls can show some skin?" Amanda suggests, blushing slightly as she looks at me. "I mean, if you wanna see my gross body next to the hot eighteen-year-old."
"You're beautiful, Amanda," I say for the tenth time. "You've always been beautiful, and you'll always be beautiful."
"I agree completely," Allan nods.
"I'll go first this time," Amanda swallows weakly. "Before I chicken out."
Letting out a breath, Amanda grabs the hem of her t-shirt and pulls it off. Her breasts are encased in a black lace bra, and I can't resist admiring them. Amanda has a beautiful body. Sure, her stomach isn't completely flat, but she's still gorgeous. The barely-noticeable stretch marks show her strength, and I can see a very thin scar that appears to be from a c-section.
"Allan, your wife's hot," I say crudely, trying to lighten the mood.
"Steven!" Lexi gasps.
"Thanks, man," Allan laughs lightly.
"Shouldn't I be the one thanking him? I'm the hot one," Amanda blushes while fidgeting with her hands, clearly resisting the urge to cover herself.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Allan smirks.
"I guess it's my turn," Lexi says, changing the subject as she pulls off her purple v-neck.
Youth and beauty. Lexi has both. Her breasts are smaller than Amanda's, the lightly-freckled mounds are covered by a plain white bra. She has a flat stomach, and her pale torso is dotted with the cutest freckles. I love every inch of the gorgeous redhead.
"Everyone still doing okay?" I ask.
"Yes," Amanda confirms while Allan nods. "I-I want to keep going."
Amanda looks terrified, but she still reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra. Her face is bright red as she rolls her shoulders forward, allowing the bra to fall off her chest. I am holding my breath as I admire her breasts. They are very nice handfuls with a minimal amount of sag.
"Nice boobs!" Lexi grins.
"I-I'm sure Steven is used to nicer ones," Amanda mumbles, reaching her hands to her chest.
"They're perfect. Allan is a lucky man," I assure my friend.
"I am," Allan whispers, admiring his wife who is now only wearing jeans. "The luckiest man in the world."
"Thank you, baby," Amanda replies with a small smile.
Lexi wastes no time ditching her bra, exposing the little boobs I love so much. Her breasts are high on her chest and her nipples are a lovely light pink. Like the rest of her body, there is the light pattern of freckles across the firm mounds.
"Wow," Allan involuntarily gasps before blushing.
"C'mon, you see tits all the time!" Lexi giggles, grabbing her boobs and squeezing them.
"I've never been this close to a topless woman who wasn't Amanda," Allan admits. "You, um, I mean, they're really nice. You're pretty."
"Thank you, Allan," Lexi smiles.
"You're over twice her age, it's cute seeing you so nervous around her," Amanda comments.
"You've been my one and only forever, it's strange being in bed with a different woman," Allan explains. "I know we aren't gonna touch, but being this close, it's um, intense."
"I can tell you are happy to see both of us," Lexi giggles, openly checking out the bulge in Allan's jeans.
"Oh, that reminds me!" Amanda exclaims while Allan pointedly looks away. "We girls have been taking clothes off for awhile. Guys, time to strip!"
"Mm, agreed!" Lexi hums, clapping her hands. "Take it off, take it off!"
Allan and I sit up as we prepare to strip down. He unbuttons his jeans while I start pushing down my shorts. The two of us are soon only clad in boxer briefs. Mine are blue and green with geometric patterns, while Allan just has on plain black underwear. We're up on our knees, both of us with clear bulges as we admire the lovely ladies.
"Oh, are those hard dicks for us?" Amanda asks with a blush.
"I hope so!" Lexi licks her lips.
"No need to be modest, right?" I ask Allan as I push down my underwear, letting my erection pop out.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi coos happily, admiring my shaft.
"Not bad, I guess," Amanda smirks, trying to be inconspicuous while checking me out. And failing miserably.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I smile at Lexi as I toss my boxer briefs off the bed.
I have zero interest in seeing my best friend's dick, but Lexi and Amanda are both leering at Allan as he gets naked. Amanda lets out a small moan and blows a kiss toward her husband's cock. Lexi just waggles her eyebrows at Allan.
"I like your cock," Lexi tells him.
"W-what?" he asks nervously.
"Your cock. I like it," the redhead shrugs. "I've seen more than my fair share, so trust me, you have a nice one."
"He does!" Amanda agrees. "And I love sucking it."
"I don't blame you," Lexi giggles.
"In fact, fuck it, I'm done being shy," Amanda states firmly. "You're our friends, we're safe here. Let's do this!"
With that proclamation, Amanda gets up on her knees and leans forward to balance on her left elbow. Her right hand grabs Allan's dick and she gives it a few strokes. Opening her mouth, Amanda leans in and takes her husband's penis between her lips.
"Oh fuck, baby!" Allan gasps, burying his hands in his wife's light brown hair.
"You go, girl! Suck that dick!" Lexi cheers, watching Amanda give head for a few seconds before turning to look at me. "Well, no one is about to out-slut Lioness Lexi!"
Moments later, Lexi is kneeling beside Amanda, only it's my cock that's buried in the redhead's tight throat. Both girls are moaning softly, the noises barely audible over the music. Allan and I are watching the girls as they suck our dicks, enjoying the sight despite the obvious awkwardness.
Amanda is one of my oldest friends, I've known her since childhood. Aria's maid of honor, me being the best man at her wedding, holding her newborn children; we have a lot of experiences. It's very strange to see her with a hard dick between her lips. Her boobs are dangling from her chest, and my other best friend is currently playing with them with one hand. Allan's other hand is resting lightly on her head, encouraging her to take him deep.
Despite the fact that he's getting his dick sucked, Allan is struggling to look anywhere but at Lexi. This is the first time in his life that Allan is witnessing a live sex act that doesn't involve him and Amanda. It's understandable that he's unable to look away as the topless redhead gulps down my manhood.
The two ladies continue going down on us, and we boys can't resist the traditional activity of giving each other a high-five. Our girls just giggle and keep sucking. I reach down and press Lexi's boobs together, loving how soft her skin always is.
"Gak! Gak! Gak! Gak!" Lexi gags, taking me deep in her throat.
Like Lexi, Amanda clearly loves sucking dick as well. She's moaning happily, her eyes rolling up to meet Allan's as she blows him. While still balancing on one elbow, her other hand is cupping his balls, lightly massaging them as she continues bobbing her head.
"Mm, don't want you to cum just yet," Amanda pulls off his cock to smile up at him before affectionately kissing his mushroom tip.
"I'm close," Allan gasps, his hips thrusting forward to try and get his dick back in his wife's mouth.
"I know, that's why I stopped," Amanda giggles, holding his shaft at the base as she kisses it affectionately.
"Maybe the boys should lick our pussies?" Lexi suggests after removing me from her mouth.
"Oh, I like that idea!" Amanda gushes. "Guys should always return the favor."
"I could not agree more, Amanda," the redhead nods.
Lexi sits up and unbuttons her jean shorts. She then lays on her back and slides her shorts down her legs so she can toss them on the floor. Amanda does the same with her jeans. Amanda has on black lace panties that match her bra. Lexi is wearing yellow panties with watermelon slices on them.
"I love your undies," Amanda says to Lexi. "They're really cute!"
"Thanks!" the redhead chirps, looking at Allan. "Getting a good look, big guy?"
"I, ah, no. I mean, yeah, um..." Allan stammers pathetically. "I mean, sorry."
"Smooth," I say to him.
"Oh, honey," Amanda smiles.
"You can look all you want, but no touching!" Lexi declares.
The fiery redhead lays down on her back again and hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Lifting her butt, Lexi slides her underwear down her legs and tosses it onto the floor. The little brat smirks at Allan as she uses two fingers to spread her labia, giving him a good look at her pink interior.
"Holy shit," Allan gasps, his eyes wide.
"My turn!" Amanda announces, laying on her back to ditch her underwear. "Like what you see, Steven?"
"Perfection," I whisper, admiring my friend's vulva.
"I, ah, usually have a small bush," Amanda admits, blushing as she runs her fingers along her bald pubic mound. "I shaved for the occasion."
"I like it!" Lexi purrs as she continues playing with her pussy. "How about you boys get to work? Unless you'd rather just watch us flick our beans?"
We do some maneuvering so the girls can lay on their backs with their heads resting on pillows. With their smooth legs spread wide, Allan and I kneel in front of our partners to admire the pretty, pink pussies on display. We boys both lean forward and take our first licks at the same time.
"Mm!" Amanda gasps happily.
"Eat my pussy, baby!" Lexi encourages, burying her hands in my hair.
My vision is obscured by eighteen-year-old pussy, so I can't see what's happening beside me. I can hear Amanda moaning softly, but she seems subdued, like she's unable to fully let go. Being self-conscious does make sense; Allan is the only one who gets to see her cum. Well, and Aria the one time. Of course she's reluctant to truly lose herself in the moment.
"Oh God, right there! Right there!" Lexi gasps, bucking her hips against my face. "Eat my slutty pussy! Lick my cunt!"
Lexi has no such inhibitions. Despite her own anxiety, she has no trouble getting in the mood. I think I know what she's doing. Lexi wants the four of us to be close and she's helping the way she knows how; through sex. She's letting go in front of them, hoping they can do the same.
"That feels good, Allan," Amanda moans softly. "Keep licking me there, put your fingers in me."
The redhead has her first orgasm a couple minutes later, announcing her climax to the room. Amanda starts to relax in response, giving Allan instructions as she begs him to keep going. Allan makes her cum a minute later, just as I'm curling two fingers against Lexi's g-spot.
"I'm cumming!" Lexi groans, her back arching as she screams. "Steven! I'm cumming! Steven!"
"Me, too!" Amanda moans, her pants barely audible over the thrashing redhead's. "Allan!"
"Fuck me!" Lexi hisses, grabbing my shoulders and pulling me. "Get your cock in me, now!"
I quickly climb up Lexi's body, settling in position between her spread legs. I line my cock up with her sopping pussy and immediately thrust inside. Lexi tenses, her mouth opening as her back arches. She makes the cutest squeaking sound as her vaginal muscles clamp down on me.
My body is resting on hers and I can feel her small boobs pressing against my chest. Resting on hand on the top of her head, I hold her tightly as I begin to fuck her. She hooks her ankles around my calves, drawing me inside as she grips my shoulders.
Unable to resist, I glance over at the other side of the bed. Amanda is on her back, her naked body on display. She locks eyes with me, blushing slightly before glancing between her legs. Amanda nods rapidly, and Allan is on top of her in a flash, pushing into the brunette's willing hole.
"Oh, gosh!" Amanda gasps, feeling Allan inside her.
We have sex side-by-side in missionary position, nothing kinky at all. Just the act of having sex in front of each other is a huge turn on. We boys are grunting as we enjoy the feel of a naked female, of a warm pussy. Looks are exchanged, and we are clearly watching each other as the two couples make love.
"Fuck me, fuck my pussy!" Lexi begs as I feel her vaginal walls convulsing. "I love your cock! Oh God, fuck me! Fuck me, Steven!"



"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Amanda pants each time Allan's cock fills her.
My girlfriend is her usual vocal self, happily announcing how much she loves getting fucked. Her passion is clearly affecting Allan, who sits up and places his wife's legs over his shoulders so he can pound her into the mattress. Amanda is soon reacting as well, finally talking dirty.
"Mm, daddy fucks me best," Amanda coos up at Allan, squeezing her own breasts. "Fuck me hard, daddy!"
I also sit up so that I can get a good view at both girls. Gripping Lexi's legs behind the knees, I spread her open for me so I can really slam into her. She places her hands on my chest, her nails digging into my skin as she takes my cock.
"Make me cum again!" Lexi growls. "It's your pussy, baby! Fuck me and make me cum!"
"Oh gosh, daddy!" Amanda whines. "I'm cumming for you!"
Both girls are writhing on the bed, obviously reaching orgasm at the same time. The feelings are intense and the pleasure finally reaches its boiling point. Allan leans over Amanda, bending her in half as he grunts and cums inside his wife. Moments later, I groan as my cock pulses, squirting semen into Lexi's quivering snatch.
Allan and I both lay down so we can snuggle with our partners. Lexi shuts the music off while Amanda runs to the bathroom to clean up. Then Lexi takes her own turn in the bathroom to wash the cum from her pussy. The candlelight illuminates us as we cuddle and enjoy the aftermath of an amazing sex session.
"Was that everything you hoped it would be?" Lexi asks with a giggle.
"It really was," Amanda answers, her head resting on Allan's chest. "I liked watching you two."
"You definitely seemed to be getting into it," I comment, making Amanda blush.
"It was great," Allan agrees. "No offense Steven, but I wasn't really looking at you."
"None taken," I laugh.
"Did you like what you saw?" Lexi wonders.
"I did, yes," Allan admits.
"You're very sexy, Steven," Amanda adds.
"So are you," I reply immediately.
"I'm convinced; Allan and I can handle, you know, swapping," Amanda says carefully.
"Are you sure about that?" I ask.
"Yes," Allan speaks up. "I love her, and seeing her look at you didn't make me jealous, not really. I mean, I wouldn't want you two off alone or anything, but as long as I'm here... I'd like to see."
"I can't," Lexi mumbles. "Sorry, Allan."
"And I can't handle sharing her," I admit, hugging Lexi tightly. Maybe it makes me a hypocrite, but I'm the only guy touching this sexy lady.
"It's okay, I understand," Allan responds. "I'd never do anything to make you uncomfortable."
"Fortunately for you, I have a solution," Lexi announces, sitting up.
"What are you talking about?" I frown in confusion.
"You'll see," Lexi chirps, refusing to elaborate.
Lexi plays on her phone for a couple minutes, clearly texting with someone. She then sets the phone down before curling up against me with a satisfied smirk. The three of us are wondering what she's up to as time passes. I'm about to ask when there's a knock at the door.
~Hazel~
"Come in!" Steven's voice calls out from behind the door, his tone revealing his confusion.
Reaching out, I take hold of the door knob and turn it. With supreme confidence, I throw open the door and walk into the master bedroom before shutting it behind me. Steven's eyes go wide in surprise, while Allan quickly sits up, knocking his wife off his chest.
Fuck, I feel hot! I feel sexy, I feel desirable. I'm tall with tan skin and a pretty face. My boobs aren't the biggest, but I know I have a fierce sexuality. My brown hair is in a sexy braid that falls almost to my butt. Placing my hands on my hips, I smile sensually as I look at the four naked people on the bed.
Despite my knowledge of how attractive I am, I have to acknowledge that the reason for their reaction is my outfit. I'm wearing a blue tartan skirt that falls to mid-thigh, showing off my long, tan legs. My top is a white short-sleeve button down, and I have on a tie that matches the skirt. I'm dressed in a Catholic schoolgirl uniform.
"Hi, Hazel," Steven says, waving at me.
"N-nice to see you again," Amanda stammers, crossing an arm over her chest to conceal her breasts.
"Uh..." Allan gapes stupidly, not even trying to cover himself.
"Hi!" I state confidently as I walk into the middle of the room and place my hands on my hips.
Allan is attractive enough, he definitely has a pleasant face. I actually kind of like the dad bod look, and this guy definitely has it. He's about my height with brown hair and eyes. I also like older guys; I love the way they admire me. So, yeah, if his wife is cool with it, I'm definitely letting this guy fuck me.
Speaking of his wife, Amanda is really pretty. She's about Kayla's height and, like her husband, has brown hair and eyes. Her boobs are definitely bigger than mine, and while they're very nice, I can definitely notice the slight sag. Really, though, it's her stomach that draws my attention.
Stretch marks. It's a struggle to keep a smile on my face as I imagine what my stomach will look like a year from now. I'm being judgmental, but really, she looks great. Amanda has a few extra pounds, but she's very attractive. The stretch marks are very light, as is the horizontal scar below her belly button.
I'm not even showing yet, but I still use a cream to prevent stretch marks every day. Am I vain? Well, maybe. In my defense, I'm a hot teenage girl. Of course I want to stay that way! I struggle to put the intrusive thoughts out of my head as my thumb runs along the promise ring I'm wearing on my ring finger.
Steven and Lexi are laying on the other side of the bed, a few feet away from the other couple. The handsome man is his usual sex god self, with muscular arms and a handsome face. Lexi is resting in his arms, her nude body is pale and dotted with freckles.
"I like your outfit, Hazel," Steven smirks.
"This old thing?" I ask with a frown as I pull on the sides of the skirt and curtsy. "I'm only wearing it because I was hoping there might be a couple of sexy, mature guys around who can teach me."
"T-teach?" Allan stammers, looking at me like I'm a sexual fantasy come to life.
"Way to play it up, Hazel," Lexi giggles.
"I think the guys approve," Amanda adds, giving her husband the side-eye. "Allan and I have tried the roleplay thing before; it's fun!"
"What do you want us to teach you?" Steven inquires.
"Well, ya see," I begin coyly while drawing my ponytail through my hand, "the thing is, I absolutely love sucking dick. I just don't think I have enough experience, do you think you could help me?"
"That was cheesy," Lexi says, sitting up to get a better look at me.
"It's great!" Amanda exclaims, looking at her husband. "What do you say, babe? Think you can give the poor girl some tips?"
"Uh..." Allan trails off. "I don't know how to give blowjobs."
"Amanda is suggesting Hazel blow you, dumbass," Steven snorts.
"But, ah, what about being comfortable?" Allan asks, making little sense. "I mean, we don't really know her, are you sure?"
"Fuck it, I'm horny," Amanda shrugs. "Allan, we said we wanted to explore new opportunities. I trust Lexi, but she's not an option. I trust Steven. Both of them vouch for Hazel, right?"
"Absolutely, she's a wonderful woman," Steven speaks up.
"Eh, she's alright," Lexi shrugs.
"Fuck you," I growl at the redhead.
"Fuck you harder," Lexi grunts.
"That's the idea," I grin, winking at Allan. "I promise I won't try and steal you. Also, I'm already pregnant, so you can't knock me up."
"I had a vasectomy," Allan replies.
"Allan, snap out of it!" Amanda bops him on the forehead. "I love you. I love you so fucking much. I know you're a little envious of Steven. Here's your opportunity. Hazel wants you. She's a sweet girl. I'm not jealous. I want to watch."
"I don't need anyone else," Allan says quietly.
"I know, baby," Amanda pecks his lips. "But, you want to. Go. Let me watch."
"What about you?" Allan asks.
"We can talk about that later. Right now, go live. Explore. Go wild!" Amanda insists. "Lexi and I will give you boys some space."
"Wait, what?" Steven asks in confusion.
"Swapping can wait; Hazel clearly needs your help," Lexi sighs. "Are you really gonna neglect this poor girl's sexual education?"
"Oh, I get both of you handsome gentleman?" I ask in fake surprise. "I'm not sure I can handle you, but I'm willing to try. Does that make me a slut?"
All of Allan's resistance melts away when he sees my pouting expression. The two guys hop to their feet, making all three of us girls giggle. Lexi puts on a pair of yellow panties with watermelon slices on them while Amanda steps into black lace underwear. The girls sit on the edge of the bed to watch the show.
I start out by kissing Steven. My fingers are lightly caressing his neck as our tongues dance. He slides his hand down my sides, eventually squeezing my butt. Lifting up my skirt makes Allan gasp. I don't know why he's surprised; I'm here to get fucked, wearing underwear is just a waste of time. My hard nipples poking against my white shirt reveal that I'm not bothering with a bra either.
Steven gets more aggressive as his lust builds. He squeezes my boob from outside my shirt while his other hand holds me close. I can feel his hard dick against me, causing my pussy to flood with moisture. I moan into his kiss before sucking lightly on his tongue.
Pushing lightly on Steven's strong chest, I break our kiss. Then I turn to the guy behind me. Allan is looking at me with shock and awe. Powerful finance guy, and I have him in the palm of my hand. I love it! The power of the pussy. It can turn the strongest man into a quivering mess. It's a power I love to wield and never want to lose.
"Gee, Mister Rogers, it sure is nice of you to offer to tutor me in biology!" I exclaim in my best airhead voice. "I bet there are all kinds of things I don't know yet."
"Oh, um, d-do you understand, ah, kissing?" Allan asks nervously.
"Stop acting like a virgin about to see his first pair of tits!" Amanda yells while Lexi laughs. "Kiss her!"
Allan takes a breath as he turns to face me. I give him my best innocent look and he finally pounces. Wrapping an arm around me, he places hand at my lower back and pulls me to him. I squeak in surprise as the older man leans in and presses his lips against mine.
He moans passionately as I press my tongue against his. I know I'm only the second woman to ever kiss him. It's a big fucking deal. His hands slide up my back as I press my body against him. I squeeze his butt cheek while also lightly cupping his cheek.
"Is it weird that this is turning me on?" Amanda asks from her spot on the bed.
"Not one bit," Lexi answers confidently. "I start gushing when watching Steven pound a slut until she forgets her own name."
The thought of getting pounded is also making me wet, so I decide to escalate things. Reaching between us, I wrap my fingers around Allan's hard dick. He immediately gasps and starts groping my boobs while I jack him off. He's a little rough at first, but soon manages to control himself. I may only be his second pair of titties, but he knows how to touch a woman.
"I want to suck your cock, sir," I whisper, looking up at him with lust as I press my hard nipple into his palm. "But, I'm scared I won't do it right. Can you please fuck my face?"
"I think I can help you with your education, young lady," Allan whispers, finally finding his confidence as he presses his finger to my lips.
I take his finger into my mouth and start sucking on it like it's a cock. My tongue presses against the underside as I keep my eyes locked on his. I moan softly before releasing his finger and squatting in front of Allan. Lifting his erection, I guide it into my mouth and clamp my lips down on the tasty dick.
"Mm!" I hum happily as I start sucking.
"Oh God, oh God!" Allan gasps, losing his composure again.
"Keep it together, Allan," his wife laughs. "I've given you thousands of blowjobs, you can handle this."
Allan nods rapidly before focusing on the girl on his knees for him. Gripping his thighs, I happily swallow down his thick shaft. Steven is behind me, and he soon reaches his hands around my body to squeeze my boobs. I moan loudly as Steven pinches my nipples through my shirt while Allan wraps my braid around his hand.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Glug!" I gag and drool as I give Allan a messy blowjob.
When Allan releases my braid to cup my face, Steven takes the opportunity to grab my long hair. Steven yanks me off of Allan and pulls me toward him. I moan happily at the rough treatment as I open my mouth so Steven can shove his cock between my lips.
Now Allan is the one behind me, and he's soon squeezing my tits from behind. I bob my head rapidly on Steven, my tongue lashing the underside of his shaft. Allan actually crouches down behind me so he can reach up my skirt and run his fingers along my pussy lips.
I end up on my knees between Steven and Allan, their hard dicks shoved in my face. Lexi and Amanda are forgotten as I enjoy the pleasure of having two cocks to play with. I suck on one while stroking the other, alternating every thirty seconds or so.
Fulfilling my promise to Allan, I let him roughly fuck my face as I make the sexiest gurgling noises I can. A strand of drool is dangling from my chin as my eyes water. Then it's Steven's turn to use my mouth as if it's a pussy. I'm in heaven.
"Holy shit, this is amazing," Allan groans as I jack him off.
"She's a very good student," Steven observes while I suck him.
"Mm! Mm!" I hum as each guy holds a tit. I pull off Steven's fantastic cock with a slurp. "Do you wanna fuck me now?"
Both guys pick me up. Seriously. They both pick me up. Just the feeling of being manhandled like this causes me to have a tiny orgasm. I'm tossed onto the bed, bouncing lightly as I land. Scooting backwards, I rest my head on a pillow while spreading my legs invitingly.
I'm anticipating taking two guys at once, yet I still realize I'm alone on the bed. Glancing over, I realize that Amanda is now sitting on Steven's desk chair so she can get a clear view of the action. Lexi is on the stool for her vanity, leaning forward eagerly. Both ladies are still only wearing panties.
Allan doesn't even look toward his wife as he climbs up on the bed. A haze of lust is completely controlling him, I can see it in his eyes. The need. The all-consuming desire to fuck. I feel it, too. Steven is also kneeling on the bed, allowing his best friend the first shot at me.
"Mm, I want your cock!" I groan wantonly as Allan gets on top of me. "I need it, I need it so bad!"
My legs spread wide, my skirt riding up my thighs as Allan finds my entrance and pushes inside. I groan loudly as his dick stretches my little pussy. Gripping his wrists, I toss my head back as he starts thrusting in and out of me.
Sometimes wearing something sexy is hotter than full nudity Allan clearly agrees. The fact that I'm a gorgeous teenager probably helps, too. Either way, he's grunting loudly each time he slams himself into my cunt. My eyes are rolling back while I'm panting, an extra-loud moan escaping his lips each time his balls impact with my butt.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, wrapping my legs around him to draw him deep inside.
At one point, I open my eyes and glance around the room. Lexi has her hand in her panties and is jilling off while watching us. I can't really see Amanda with Allan's body in the way. Steven, however, is kneeling a few feet away.
I can see it in his eyes. A hint of jealousy. The realization actually keeps me from crossing the line and reaching orgasm. He really does love me. A part of him, possibly a large part, sees me as his companion. I may love being single, but I love that he's my family even more.
The nails of my right hand dig into Allan's shoulder as I reach out with my left toward Steven. His bright green eyes look down at my hand. A smile touches his lips when he sees it. The promise ring. His promise to love me and our child forever. The jealousy is gone a moment later when he remembers this is just sex. Our family is much stronger than some simple pleasure sex.
"Mm, your cock feels so good in me. You're stretching out my little pussy," I whine, my back arching. "I want you both, I want you both!"
"Both of us?" Allan asks, looking down at my face.
"Yes!" I hiss. "You're both so hot, I need you! Make me your dirty slut!"
Allan pulls out of my pussy and knee-walks backward. He then grabs my ankles and pulls me off the pillow, making me laugh. Steven is able to kneel by the pillow as Allan flips me over onto my belly. The two guys lift me up into doggystyle and offer me their dicks.
Steven winds my braid around his hand as he shoves his cock down my throat. At the same time, Allan grips my hips and resumes fucking me. The two sexy, older guys pull my body back and forth between them, using my holes as they spit-roast me.
My blue tartan skirt is bunched up around my waist, allowing Allan to see my naked ass. I'm sure he also has a lovely view of his cock pushing into my tight, teen twat. Making these two older guys worship my body is such a fucking turn on. An orgasm explodes out of me as they use me for their pleasure.
"MM! Gak! Hurk!" I gurgle around Steven's shaft. "MM! Cumming! Gak! MM!"
Allan spanks me, heightening the pleasure from my orgasm. Steven pulling my hair while slamming his cock down my throat makes me cum again. My toes are curling as my eyes roll back in my head. My entire body is writhing between them, but I'm unable to collapse due to being impaled on their throbbing dicks.
The tie I'm wearing is swaying beneath me, just long enough to brush the bed as I'm rocked back and forth. My nipples are rock hard and feeling them brush against the fabric of my white button-down is amazing. I'm wrong, I'm not in heaven. This is some sort of pure bliss beyond the concept of heaven itself.
Time loses all meaning. Nothing exists but the pure pleasure radiating through every cell of my body. Electric shocks are shooting out of my clit and nipples, circling through me again and again, growing stronger with each circuit. I just keep cumming. Each orgasm reaches a new level that can't be topped. Until the next climax hits, proving me wrong.
I hear Allan groan as he pulls my hips back, burying his entire length in my love tunnel. I feel him swell just before I recognize the familiar sensation of warm fluid squirting inside me. Another orgasm begins just as Steven gasps my name and floods my mouth with semen. This ramps the orgasm up to a whole new level that feels beyond what any human can comprehend. Everything goes dark as conscious thought abandons me from my brain short-circuiting.
~Steven~
"Are we okay?" Allan asks nervously while standing beside his wife.
"We're good," Amanda smiles. "I liked watching you have sex. It was surprisingly hot, and I'm glad you got the experience."
"I love you," Allan whispers, placing a hand on Amanda's bare shoulder.
"I love you, too," Amanda replies. "I don't think this is something we should do often, but special occasions, maybe."
"Our relationship is what's most important," Allan nods. "I'm glad we decided to bring this up with you, Steven."
"It's good that you're both so open and honest with each other," I say before taking a sip of water.
"Hazel and Lexi are both amazing. You're a lucky guy. We're both lucky," Allan says, leaning over to kiss Amanda on the top of her head.
"You two have so much love," I say to my best friends. "I never thought I'd have it again after losing Aria. I'm so grateful to have two amazing girlfriends, a baby on the way, an amazing life. This experience helped me, too."



"Good," Amanda grins happily.
"We're both glad you're living again," Allan adds.
"Everything really is coming together," I let out a breath. "There's a lot of drama, and there is still more to worry about, but I'm so happy to- Lexi, leave Hazel's ass alone."
Hazel is currently passed out on the massive bed, her limbs splayed out. She's still wearing the Catholic schoolgirl outfit, which looks incredible on her. Lexi is kneeling beside the tan girl, whose blue skirt is flipped up over her ass. For reasons only Lexi understands, the redhead is poking Hazel's bare butt.
"Don't want to," Lexi shrugs.
"I don't care, leave her alone," I reply while Amanda and Allan laugh.
"She passed out from pleasure overload, she's fair game," Lexi reasons.
"I did that to you," I point out, placing my bottle of water on the vanity.
"And you had an amazing opportunity to draw on me in permanent marker," Lexi responds. "Not my fault you wasted it."
I sigh and shake my head at her antics. I'm still fully naked while Lexi is just in her watermelon panties. Glancing over at Allan and Amanda, I notice that Allan is absentmindedly playing with one of Amanda's boobs. I get it. I smile at my friends and am surprised when Amanda winks at me.
"Like what you see?" Amanda asks.
"You're beautiful," I tell her honestly.
"Thank you," Amanda blushes softly.
"Amanda wants a round with you," Lexi explains, hopping off the bed and walking toward the vanity.
"Is that true?" Allan asks, looking down at his wife.
"Well, swinging is what we originally wanted to bring up," Amanda explains nervously. "You had sex with Hazel, and I'm not jealous! I'm not! She's not Lexi, but I trust Steven's judgment."
"Hazel can be a bitch sometimes, but she's my Slut-sister. That means something," Lexi declares as she grabs my bottle of water and takes a sip.
"We had this conversation, honey," Allan says to Amanda. "If this is what you want, I trust you. I trust Steven. It's not about being fair; I want you to live a life with no regrets. You want this experience."
"W-what do you think, Steven?" Amanda looks at me anxiously.
Amanda. My childhood friend. Aria's best friend. I remember becoming interested in girls, knowing Aria is the one for me. This really is the first time I'm looking at Amanda as anything more than a great friend. It's strange. Mostly.
I can feel an attraction building inside me, one that goes beyond physical. Allan and Amanda are both okay with this, and I'm realizing how amazing a bonding moment this can be. I'm ready. This is Amanda. This is going to be incredible.
"Wake up!" Lexi orders loudly.
Allan, Amanda, and I all turn our heads to see that Lexi is splashing water on Hazel's face. The tan girl sputters, shaking her head as she finally returns to consciousness. Blinking in confusion, she looks up at Lexi who is grinning down at her.
"W-what happened?" Hazel stammers.
"You got your brains fucked out," Lexi answers simply.
"Oh," Hazel mumbles, lifting herself with her arms. "I can't feel my legs."
"Mm, been there," Lexi nods in approval.
"Same, girls!" Amanda declares.
Lexi helps Hazel to her feet, all of us watching as the sexy, tan girl struggles to walk. Her long legs are wobbly, but I'm still focused on admiring how damn hot she is in the Catholic schoolgirl outfit. Of course, there's so much more to it. Hazel is special.
Hazel is Kayla's best friend. She's an amazing young woman and I'm so honored to be having a child with her. I remember the jealousy of seeing her with Allan, Hazel realizing it and showing me that there's no reason to be jealous. Things are working out.
"Love the outfit, Hazel," I comment.
"Thanks!" Hazel giggles. "I thought it looked hot. The fact that my parents would consider it sacrilege and probably both have coronaries if they knew was a nice bonus."
"You were amazing, Hazel," Allan adds while the rest of us laugh.
"You weren't so bad yourself," Hazel giggles. "I'm going to bed to pass out."
Lexi leads Hazel to the door and helps her from the room. The redhead returns a couple minutes later with a smile on her face. She looks at all of us, and I can see the gears turning in her head. Our eyes lock and she places her hands on her hips.
"I think it's Amanda's turn for some extramarital loving," Lexi observes.
"I think Lexi's right," Allan adds.
"You're all sure about this?" I ask the three of them.
"Positive," Allan nods.
"Yes, I want to do this," Amanda confirms.
"Baby, you know you're the only guy for me. And I LOVE that," Lexi begins, looking at me with affection. "And we both know I'm not the only girl for you. Don't try denying it. We know you could stick with just me, or just me and Nicole. You don't need to.
"I really do love sharing you, watching you drive other girls wild with that big dick and hot body. I LOVE it. And this is Amanda. One of your oldest friends. I know you never thought of her sexually before. I also know that you are thinking of her that way now. You are NOT passing this up.
"Go. Allan got his shot to up his body count, now it's Amanda's turn. Show her some great sex so she can realize that Allan is going to be the best. You two can bond, and it will be special. But, Amanda will know that her greatest bond is with her husband. Allan and I are gonna watch. Have fun!"
After her speech, Lexi returns to her spot on the stool to watch what happens on the bed. Amanda stands up, allowing Allan to take my desk chair. My oldest female friend smiles at me as she pushes her panties down and steps out of them. I take her hand so both of us can climb up on the bed.
"You're sure?" I ask, looking down at her once I'm on top of her.
"Stop asking and stick it in me!" Amanda giggles, her hands squeezing my forearms.
My eyes stay on Amanda's as I slowly press forward, burying my manhood in her warmth. Amanda's eyelids flutter, her mouth opening in a gasp as she arches her back, her body accepting me inside. I can't help myself, I lean down and kiss her forehead.
"You feel amazing," I whisper.
"Holy shit, you're deep!" Amanda groans as her pussy adjusts to my intrusion. "Holy fuck! Oh, wow!"
Once I'm balls-deep inside her, I slowly ease myself out until just my mushroom tip is nestled between her folds. Then I push in again. Amanda gasps, her body shuddering slightly. I kiss her lips before thrusting again.
The pace of my movements slowly increases until I'm fucking Amanda with a steady rhythm. She's moaning and panting as she starts rolling her hips to meet my thrusts. Amanda isn't being very vocal with me, which part of me appreciates. Only Kayla calls me Daddy.
Leaning in, I bury my face in her breasts, loving the feel of being smothered in tit-flesh. Pulling back slightly, I lick her left nipple before taking the right one between my lips and sucking on it. Amanda gasps as she grabs the back of my head, holding me to her chest.
"Mm, lick my titty!" Amanda begs. "Oh gosh, bite my nipple!"
I lightly bite her nipple, causing Amanda to screech. She pulls me into her with her legs as her vaginal muscles start to ripple. I continue fucking my friend through her orgasm, doing everything I can to heighten her pleasure.
Several minutes pass. We don't change positions. We stay in missionary, watching the expressions on each other's faces as we relish the experience. I know Allan and Lexi are watching, but I'm not thinking about them. This is about the two of us.
"W-where do you want me to cum?" I eventually asks.
"In me!" Amanda groans. "I, ah, had my tubes tied. Fuck, cum! I want to feel it! I want part of you inside me forever."
Slamming myself all the way inside Amanda's pussy, I groan as I feel my balls compress. Wave after wave of semen pours out of me, coating Amanda's insides. She moans my name, cumming again from having a hard dick shooting off inside her.
This is an amazing experience. Truly. The four of us clean up as we thank each other, as we assure each other that we're happy with this. Amanda and Allan hug each other tightly while I hold Lexi. I brush back her auburn hair while pecking her lips.
We don't know if we'll ever do anything like this again. That's not the point. The point is that we will always have this amazing bonding experience. Allan and Amanda now know what sex with other people is like, and while they enjoy it, they understand that they truly are meant for each other.
Allan and Amanda take a quick shower together in the master bedroom. They get dressed and hug us goodbye. Putting on robes, Lexi and I show the two of them to the foyer. All anxiety is gone as we share one last round of hugs.
"That was amazing," Lexi says when we return to the master bedroom.
"It was," I nod. "Feel better about us?"
"I think so," the redhead nods as she takes off her robe. "I felt like I belonged."
"You did, and you do," I smile. "I'm gonna say goodnight to Kayla."
I leave our bedroom and walk across the hall. Kayla's door is closed so I lightly knock. My daughter invites me inside so I enter her bedroom and turn on the light. Kayla is laying in bed reading a book. The covers are around her stomach and I can see her bare breasts.
"Hi, honey," I comment.
"Hey, Daddy," Kayla replies, using a bookmark to keep her spot.
"How are you doing?" I ask, approaching the bed.
"Okay, I guess," she sighs. "Still in shock. I wasn't expecting to get dumped."
"I'm sorry, Kayla," I reply sincerely.
"Thanks, Daddy," Kayla nods. "I think I just need some time to process this."
"I understand," I tell her. "Your aunt, uncle, and cousins will be here tomorrow."
"I know, I remember," she says. "I'll be okay to hang out with them. People are coming to set up for the party, too, right?"
"Yes," I confirm. "But, that's tomorrow. I'll leave you alone to deal with this. I'm here if you need to talk."
"I know, thank you, Daddy," Kayla smiles. "Reading is a nice distraction. And you were right, Halcyon Days is really good. L. Walsh is brilliant."
"Just wait until you get to the next book," I laugh, leaning over the bed to hug my daughter and kiss her cheek.
"Goodnight, Daddy," she whispers in my ear.
"I love you, baby girl," I tell her sincerely.
"I love you, too," Kayla smiles softly.
Moving to the next bedroom, I say goodnight to Hazel. She's already half-asleep, but she manages to hug me and tell me she's feeling okay about things. Hazel is still really scared, but she knows she's loved. She apologizes for her behavior, letting me know that it's probably going to continue. I just laugh and tell her family forgives.
I return to the master bedroom and notice that the candles are now gone. Lexi is standing in the middle of the room completely nude. Her hands are on her hips and a small smirk is playing at the corners of her lips. It's obvious where this is going.
"You belong to me for the rest of the night. Lose the clothes," Lexi instructs before smiling coyly. "Or, more to the point, I belong to you. Use my body. Fuck all my holes and claim me as yours. Forever."
Lexi and I fuck the night away. Per her request, I make love to all three of her tight holes, shooting cum in and on her. By the end, my balls are completely drained. We end up cuddling in bed, whispering our love to each other.
Before it gets too late, I send a few goodnight texts. Sarah and Nicole reply. Stacey does not and I think she's already asleep. Marcia sends a kissing face emoji and a picture of her adorable face. Ashley sends a topless shot while laying in bed.
Tomorrow is Thursday, then Friday is graduation. I can't believe it's actually here. My baby girl is graduating from high school. So is my girlfriend, which is a little strange. I just remind myself that this is perfectly legal, and therefore, no one's business but ours.
So many experiences, so much heartbreak. All of it lead us here. There's more recovery in store, but things are going well. The girls are adults now, they're learning that negative experiences can help teach us to better handle the future. And what a bright future it is.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 53! I hope you enjoy it. Comments and feedback are always appreciated! I read every single one. Also, please let me know if you spot any mistakes. I upload revisions all the time, and I will correct any errors that are pointed out to me. Just make sure to be specific so that I can find what you're talking about. Please note that this story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real person is purely coincidental. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Kayla~
Monday March 09, 2037
My car makes a concerning clunking noise as I pull into the driveway. I know the damn thing is on its way out, but we just can't afford a new one right now. My cashier job at the department store barely puts a dent in our bills. Sadly, my trust fund is long gone; buying this house and paying for David's gambling.
I grip the steering wheel tightly, letting out a breath as I search for the strength to head inside. Admiring my reflection in the visor mirror I realize that I am still beautiful. If anything, I'm more breathtakingly gorgeous at thirty. Despite how attractive I am, I can see the exhaustion in my green eyes. Sad eyes. In my opinion, they leech away all appeal. Shutting off the car, I grab my purse and walk into the house.
The stairs creek as I make my way upstairs to where David is watching television in his recliner. He's between jobs yet again and spends most of his time in that fucking chair. David is always the first one hit by layoffs; he's a middle manager, but no one likes him. He just keeps getting bounced from company to company.
At least he can get a decent paying job. Dropping out of college as a freshman to give birth to David junior isn't doing me any favors. I love my three children with all of my heart, but I regret getting pregnant and married so early in life.
I remember David insisting that we're wealthy, so we don't need to stay at the mansion. In reality, Daddy is wealthy. The man David keeps me from. It happened in a thousand small steps, so gradually that I don't even remember it happening, but somehow I end up with no friends. Just David's friends and business associates. Everything revolves around what David wants.
Daddy ended up selling the mansion. The business went next, and I have no idea where he even is now. I miss him so much. Especially on days like today, my birthday. I'm thirty and I have no one to celebrate with. The kids won't make a big deal out of it and David probably doesn't even remember.
"I'm home," I announce, walking into the living room.
"Great, grab me a beer from the fridge," David grunts.
"Okay," I sigh before bringing him a cold beer from the kitchen. "My car is making that noise again. I really need a new one."
"We can't afford it," he reminds me, accepting the beer. "I'm almost out of unemployment and no one is hiring managers right now."
"Maybe you should take something else to tide us over?" I suggest for at least the tenth time.
"That wouldn't look good on my resume," David argues. "People would think I can't get a job in my field."
"You can't," I point out.
"Something will turn up soon," he shrugs. "In the meantime, just pick up a few more hours at the store."
"Fine, whatever," I glare at David while he ignores me and drinks his beer. "Where are the kids?"
I'm well aware that David's job isn't his only source of income. He still hangs out with that loser, Keith. Keith got out of jail last month, and I'm pretty sure he's one strike away from a life sentence. David doesn't get paid much, and anything he does get goes to gambling or drugs. Probably hookers as well.
"Their bedrooms," David answers, his eyes glued to the screen.
"Thanks," I mutter, turning to walk down the hall.
"Hey, when's dinner?" he calls out after me.
Ignoring my idiot husband, I check on each of the kids and let them know I'm home. Our youngest is in the first grade and she's a sweetheart. She runs up to me and hugs me, wishing me a happy birthday while telling me I'm the best mom in the world. David junior makes a comment about my age and the middle child doesn't even realize it's my birthday.
After seeing the kids and reminding them to do their homework, I head into the bathroom for a quick shower. I never bother shaving my pubic mound anymore, it's not like anyone's face ends up down there anymore. I do shave my legs and underarms, though. Dressing in lounge pants and a t-shirt, I make my way back to the main living area.
David is still sitting with his feet up, wearing old gray sweatpants and a stained white a-shirt. He's got earbuds in and is clearly watching something on his phone. I recognize that smirk and the lust-filled gleam in his eyes; he's watching porn.
I chuckle to myself as I remember everyone finding out about Brittney O'Connor from high school doing porn. Now Brittney, or rather, Cherry Angel is rich. She left X-Star Entertainment to start her own woman-run porn company called The Slut-Sisters. David prefers rougher porn.
Rolling my eyes, I head into the kitchen to make dinner. Sitting at the table, I play on my phone while dinner is cooking. I may not have friends anymore, but I can still see what my old ones are up to via social media. Ashley Bartlett is now Ashley Greene, and it looks like she's pregnant with their second child.
Her husband is proof enough that she's doing well financially. Ian, Josh, and Shawn starting their own company right out of college is still a huge topic of discussion in Ashwood. The fact that all three of them are now multi-millionaires also doesn't hurt. Ian is considered one of California's most eligible bachelors since Josh and Shawn are both married.
Shawn and Marcia broke up in college, and I don't remember the name of the actress he's married to. It looks like Marcia is single right now, she never does take the time to date. Getting a doctorate takes quite a bit of dedication, and her profile says her second book is coming out next year.
Hazel doesn't have social media anymore. Last I heard, she married some guy from her church that her parents set her up with. I know she has at least four kids, but there might be more now. She's a stay-at-home mom and I have no clue what her husband does for work.
Closing my social media app, I open up a national news website. I'm greeted by a full-screen advertisement for makeup. The model, Stephanie Bernardi, is another success story from the class of 2025. Fuck, I haven't spoken to Stephanie since our last season as cheerleaders ended.
Switching to a local news site doesn't help. Ashwood still has a huge problem with drugs and gang violence. The Crocs is now a national gang that's responsible for a significant percentage of narcotics smuggled into this country. There's an entire interview with police chief McLorn about what the county is doing to try and deal with it.
Dinner is ready and I call out to everyone to come eat. The kids quickly make plates before disappearing into their bedrooms. David just whines from the living room about some show he's watching. I make him a plate before returning to the kitchen to eat alone.
I spend the evening helping the kids with their homework before putting them into bed. David is still in the living room, so I head into our bedroom to relax. I take off my bra and get into bed to watch television. Happy birthday to me.
I miss Daddy. So fucking much. I'm unable to enjoy the HDL rerun since I'm too busy thinking about family game night, eating meals together, actually spending time together. Here I am now, thirty years old and too afraid to even look him up on social media.
I can't blame Daddy. I remember him trying so hard to stay in touch, to stay a part of my life. David. David is the reason. I didn't even realize how he was isolating me until it was done. Now I'm completely dependent on him. I have no money or skills, no support system left.
The thought occurs to me that I also have no idea what Stacey is up to these days. Daddy's old assistant and I were so close once upon a time. I think my baby shower for David junior is my last time seeing Stacey. Just like my father, she's another person out of my life.
Realistically, I know that my father would still drop everything if he found out I needed him. It's my fault for not asking for help. All my fault. David was my high school sweetheart, and I have some truly special memories. Memories of actually being happy.
Eventually, David staggers into our bedroom looking for pussy. I don't react as he pulls the blanket off of me and rolls me onto my stomach. Once David gets me on all fours, he pulls my lounge pants and panties down to my thighs so he can enter me.
The days of David pretending to care about my pleasure are long gone. I just rest my head on my folded arms and let him rut into me until he's finished. His fingers are digging into my skin and he grunts each time he buries himself inside me. I can feel my breasts swinging in my t-shirt as my husband masturbates with my body.
He pulls out of me after blowing his load and lays down in bed under the blanket. I pull up my bottoms, trapping his sperm inside me. Letting out a breath, I lay back down and try getting comfortable again. David immediately grabs the remote and puts on a sports channel. Then he starts browsing on his phone while ignoring me and the television.
Knowing better than to argue, I take out my own phone so I can play a game. David's phone keeps buzzing, so I know that he's texting. Is he talking to another woman? Maybe. I know he cheats on me. I also know that I don't love him anymore. He can have his girlfriends, his whores, his sex parties thrown by that piece of shit drug dealer.
I can't muster up the energy to care.
"Hey, remember that dead whore they found at the Noble Star Motel last week?" David asks out of nowhere. "The one that overdosed."
"Yeah, it was on the news," I reply, wondering where this is going.
"I just found out it was that dumb slut, Lexi," he snorts out a laugh. "Remember her? From high school? The redhead?"
"I remember her," I mumble, wincing slightly.
"I think every guy in our class fucked her," David laughs. "Damn, she could suck dick. I guess she never got out of the business."
The knowledge of David cheating on me even in high school is not the slightest surprise. All that's different now is that he doesn't need to pretend to care about me any longer. Drugs, gambling, gang affiliations, and extramarital affairs. It's all old news to me.
The news article is what has my attention now. Finding a naked woman dead in that motel room of an overdose, no records of who is renting the room. The usual shit. News like this is fairly common in an area with a drug problem, so I didn't pay much attention at the time.
"It's sad," I comment, my heart racing.
"Eh," David shrugs. "Lexi was always gonna have a bad end. I guess she was a regular there. A whore was all she could ever be."
Guilt flows through me as I remember my last time speaking with Lexi. It was right after I put out my open invitation to the senior class. I wanted everyone to come to my birthday pool party for my eighteenth birthday. If I recall correctly, it was Hazel that told me of Lexi's plans to attend. I have to hold back tears as I remember confronting the redhead, telling her not to come.
So much for me being the friendly one. I'm a fucking bitch! Telling Lexi I don't want her there because I don't want to be embarrassed in front of Daddy by some girl who needs to fuck everyone. Stupid, stupid, stupid! Maybe some kindness back then would have meant her being alive now.
"I could have been nicer to her in high school," I sigh.
"You didn't bully her," David looks at me in confusion.
"No, but I didn't acknowledge her either," I respond.
"You were a popular cheerleader," he reminds me, sitting up. "Lexi had no friends. Talking to her was beneath you."
"That's a harsh way to put it," I mumble sadly as I sit up beside him.
"It's the truth," David laughs. "She was a slut in high school and a whore as an adult. My buddy Keith knows a few dirty cops, so he got some details."
"Details?" I frown, not knowing what he means.
"The cops who investigated the death found out she worked out of that motel," he answers. "No one was in the room when she was found, but the, ah, evidence on and in her body made it clear she had entertained quite a few guests. Probably got high to get through it and overdid it."
"Oh," I grimace, trying not to think about it. "I'm sorry I asked."
"They did an autopsy, too," David continues, seeming to be enjoying the horror on my face. "Years of drug and alcohol abuse, tons of healed breaks, damage to her cervix. She was ridden hard. Let's face it, she's better off now."
Better off dead. I can't imagine being so low that I'm better off not even being alive anymore. Sure, I'm in a loveless marriage, but I do love my children. I spend several minutes deep in thought, contemplating my life and the choices leading me here.
I can't figure out where things went so wrong. For me, for Daddy, for Lexi. I don't even know her, I never did, and I find myself mourning her death. David may not care, but I do. Fuck, how did I end up with such an asshole for a husband?
I'm distracted from my thoughts by David grabbing a handful of my raven hair. Glancing over, I see that he's sitting up now and his half-hard dick is free from his sweatpants. There's no point in arguing; David always gets what he wants. I open my mouth as he directs my head into his lap.
Present Day -- Thursday June 26, 2025
"AAAHHH!" I scream, shooting up in my bed.
My heart is hammering in my chest, my body is dotted in sweat, and I can feel my hair clinging to my face. I instinctively reach up to my face, making sure there's no David-dick anywhere near my mouth. It takes a few seconds for me to process the difference between my nightmare and reality.
Holy shit. Holy. Fucking. Shit. Me being married to David? Me having no friends? Me not having Daddy in my life? Fuck, death does sound better than that future. Ignoring my adorable dream-daughter, one of the worst dreams of my life. Up there with losing Daddy and the ones about Mommy.
The room is pitch black, so I reach for my phone on the bedside table. It's 2:37AM. I know everyone is probably asleep, but I'm still surprised my scream isn't causing anyone to come running. Maybe my own terror is making me overestimate its volume.
Using my phone as a flashlight, I stagger into my bathroom. My thoughts are a mess and I'm suddenly thinking about how I still need to offer to switch rooms with Hazel. She deserves her own private bathroom with the baby coming. I can't think straight, thinking about my nightmare, Hazel, being tired, and just wanting to scream again.
It takes my eyes several seconds to adjust to the bathroom light and I let out a large yawn before approaching the mirror. My only clothing is a pair of panties, allowing my boobs to be front and center as I admire myself. Nope, not thirty. Definitely still a teenager.
I'm all sweaty and I feel gross. Part of me really wants a shower, but it just seems like way too much effort right now. Instead, I take a few minutes to wash my face and chest before using some moisturizer. My nightmare might still be haunting me, but a girl can't neglect her skincare.
The lighting in my bathroom is excellent. Unfortunately, it means my eyes aren't adjusted when I shut off the light and return to my dark bedroom. As a very predictable result, I stub my toe on the edge of my bed frame and fall forward. Rather than land on my comfortable bed, I hit the edge and fall off, causing me to face plant on the floor while cursing loudly.
"FUCK!" I hiss loudly as I struggle to my hands and knees. "Fuck, fuck, shit, ass!"
It's too much. It's all too much. My rapist ex-boyfriend, the trial for him and his dickless dealer, being dumped by the nice guy who doesn't want me to use him anymore. I can't lose Daddy. I can't. Never, never, never. I'll die. Fuck, on top of everything else, my toe hurts and my tits hurt.
I start sobbing. Full-on ugly crying as I curl up into a little ball on my bedroom floor. I cry for my own trauma, my own rape. I cry for Lexi, for Stephanie. I cry for the breakups and the pain. I cry my broken heart out until I'm not even sure why I'm crying.
The realization that I can't be alone right now finally dawns on me. I wipe away my tears and blow my nose before walking out into the hall. Learning my lesson, I am now using my phone as a flashlight. Hazel's door is tightly closed, and I don't want to wake her anyway. Also, while she's my oldest friend and Slut-sister, I need Daddy.
Doing my best to be quiet and not wake anyone, I carefully turn the knob and gently push the door open. The light from my phone shines in the dark room and I direct the beam along the floor until it reaches the four-poster bed. Daddy winces when the light shines in his eyes.
"Kayla?" he questions in a carrying whisper, squinting as he lifts his head off the pillow. "What are you doing up? Is something wrong?"
"I had a bad dream," I reply in a small voice. "Why are you awake?"
"Nightmares seem to be going around tonight," Daddy sighs, gesturing toward the young woman in his arms.
Lexi is nestled beneath Daddy's right arm and he's holding her tight against him. Despite clearly being asleep, Lexi is twitching slightly. I'm momentarily transfixed by the pattern of freckles on Lexi's right shoulder before my eyes are drawn to her face.
A lock of auburn hair is over her face, but it fails to hide the grimace. Lexi looks scared, sad. She seems so small, so vulnerable. I keep thinking of all the stories about her past, all the pain and abuse. The redhead hides it so well, but I can tell she's reliving it right now.
Seeing her this way makes me think of my dream, and affection for the sassy girl wells up inside me. I have no way of knowing what my life would actually be like without Lexi, but I do think my dream reminds me of how special she is to me, to us. Deep in my heart I believe it's true; most of us will end up worse off if we don't have our favorite brat.
David ending up my husband, Daddy being alone. I like to think I'd figure out he's a piece of shit in time, but Lexi definitely saved my sorry ass there. She is the reason for so much of Daddy's happiness, she's the one responsible for the Slut-sisters. And yeah, I do think she brings out the lioness in all of us. As a result, we Slut-sisters make sweet love, creating bonds that will last a lifetime.
"Does this happen a lot?" I wonder while quietly approaching the bed.
"Yeah, I wake up to her tossing and turning, or even crying in her sleep," he answers sadly.
Standing right next to the bed, I watch as Daddy brushes Lexi's hair out of her face. His thumb lightly caresses her cheek as he tells her that he loves her and is here for her. Lexi's expression softens for a moment before she shudders slightly in his arms.
"No, no, no, no, no, no, no!" Lexi whines in her sleep, pure terror marring her features.
"Uh, maybe you should wake her up?" I suggest with a wince.
"I've tried that," Daddy replies. "It freaks her out, so she asked me to just let her sleep. Sometimes she does wake up on her own."
"She's so much more fragile than she lets on," I whisper, my hands resting on the comforter.
"She is," he agrees, leaning down to kiss the top of Lexi's head before talking to her. "You're okay, you're safe."
"Neither of you is as quiet as you think," Lexi mumbles, her green eyes slowly opening. She looks up at Daddy before frowning and glancing over at me. "And I'm not fragile."
"Lexi..." I trail off weakly.



"Well, maybe a little fragile," she admits while wiping the wetness from her eyes.
"Sorry for waking you," Daddy says quietly.
"It's fine," Lexi shrugs, looking over at me. "Shine that light someplace else, would you?"
"Shit, sorry," I quickly reply while getting my phone light out of her face.
With a tired groan, Lexi sits up and raises her arms above her head to stretch. The blanket falls to her waist, giving me a nice view of her small boobs wobbling slightly. The light is also bright enough to reflect off her silver necklace. I smile at the stylized 'A' charm hanging around her neck, a thoughtful gift from Daddy.
"What are you doing in here?" Lexi finally asks, brushing her hair back behind her ears. "Couldn't go one night without getting some cock in you?"
"I had a bad dream," I answer with an eye roll.
"Oh? What about?" the redhead inquires.
"Are we just gonna ignore the nightmare you were clearly having?" I counter with a raised eyebrow.
"That's exactly what we're gonna do," Lexi states firmly. "Now, are you gonna stand there all night with your tits out or are you going to join us?"
"Is it okay for me to stay with you two tonight?" I ask carefully.
"Of course it is!" Daddy speaks up.
"Just get in here, you slut," Lexi giggles.
I shut off the phone light and place my phone on the bedside table before climbing into bed with Lexi and Daddy. Sighing happily, I lay under the covers on Daddy's left side. His bed is so comfortable, and just being in bed with these two is doing wonders to erase my stress.
"Are you both naked?" I inquire with a smirk.
"Yes," Daddy responds.
"We fucked before falling asleep," Lexi elaborates.
"I guess I won't be needing these," I say as I lift my butt and slide my underwear down my legs.
"I support this," the redhead declares.
"We're getting off topic," Daddy interjects. "Are you okay, baby girl?"
"I'm okay," I sigh, tossing my panties onto the floor before snuggling up to my father. "Better now."
"Another gangbang dream?" Lexi asks nonchalantly, and I feel Daddy tense.
"No," I shake my head. "I had a dream I was thirty.
"Being an old fart, that is a nightmare," the redhead replies.
"Thirty is ten years younger than me," Daddy points out.
"I know," Lexi chirps.
"It was a dream about what I thought my life would be like if you never came to my birthday pool party, Lexi," I say quickly to keep us on topic. "You were dead, Daddy was out of my life, I had no friends, and I was married to David."
"You will always have friends, Kayla," Daddy tells me, kissing the top of my head. "And you'll always have me."
"Can we talk about me being dead?" Lexi requests. "Why was I dead? Did Steven kill me?"
"No, you never met, remember? No birthday party," I tell my Slut-sister. "You and I didn't even know each other. I saw on the news that you died."
"Why was I on the news?" she follows up with. "Did I turn into one of those crazy people? Were there interviews from friends saying I seemed normal and they were as surprised as everyone else? Oh! Did I go out in a blaze of glory as some sort of badass CIA agent? Maybe I took out dozens of terrorists before they finally brought me down."
"You overdosed, moron," I state plainly.
"Oh," Lexi responds. "Yeah. Yeah, that makes sense. But why was it in the news?"
"You were found naked in a motel room," I shrug.
"Oh," Lexi repeats. "Yeah, that totally makes sense."
The three of us fall silent, lost in our own thoughts. My dream keeps playing over and over in my head, and I press my body against Daddy for comfort. I know Lexi is thinking about her own past, where the events lead; or at least, where they would have led if things continued. I can tell Daddy wants to comfort us, an arm around each of us as he holds his girls close.
"The CIA does most of their work overseas," Daddy eventually says. "I don't think Lexi would be getting in some massive shootout for them in California."
"Really? You've been trying to think of something to say for ten minutes and that's what you come up with? Pathetic." Lexi accuses.
"Maybe she was overseas when she got gunned down," I reason. "In some other country with one of those war news crews nearby."
"Oh, maybe," he agrees.
"Yeah, and I'm the one who can't take anything seriously," Lexi deadpans.
"You're the one who brought up the CIA in the first place!" I exclaim.
"All you said was you dreamed I was dead," she argues. "With no other information to go on, I had to guess how I died. It was a dream, those get crazy, I could have been a CIA agent."
"Not even in a dream does that make sense," Daddy snorts.
"Hey!" Lexi gasps. "You don't believe I'd make a good spy?"
"The only way that could happen would be if you were one of those honey traps," I tell her. "You could whore your way to good intelligence, but that's about it."
"Yeah, well," Lexi stammers, searching for a way to insult me, "you're just a whore."
"That the best you can come up with?" I laugh. "I guess you can't even be bratty anymore. All that mouth is good for now is swallowing cum."
"At least my dick-sucking would get the US valuable intelligence," the redhead giggles. "You'll be reduced to back alley blowjobs for two dollars."
"Ladies, ladies," Daddy says, squeezing our shoulders. "No need to argue, you'd both make great whores."
"Daddy!" I exclaim as Lexi gasps.
We girls both start playfully punching him as he tries to fend us off, laughing. "Spies, you'd make great spies! Stop the torture!"
We once again fall silent, no one making a sound for about fifteen seconds. Then I can't hold it in and snort. Lexi giggles. We all start laughing. Daddy hugs us both and we affectionately kiss his chest. I can feel my large breasts pressing against his body and I happily run my foot along his calf. His leg hairs are tickling my toes, making me smile.
"I don't know what your life will be like when you're thirty, Kayla," Daddy tells me when the laughter dies down. "I do know you won't be married to David, you will have friends, and I will be in your life."
"Steven's right," Lexi agrees. "David will be in jail trying not to drop the soap, the Slut-sisters are forever, and you two will never be able to get away from each other."
"Thank you," I say softly.
"Kayla will be able to move out and live her own life, though," Daddy adds awkwardly.
"Not this again," I grumble, rolling my eyes.
"What?" Lexi wonders, sounding confused.
"He thinks our sexual relationship is holding me back, remember?" I reply.
"Isn't it?" Daddy asks.
"No," I snap. "Ian getting accepted to MIT had nothing to do with you. I'll be able to get a boyfriend and still take Daddy-dick."
"Kayla..." he trails off.
"We're not talking about this," I declare. "It's late, Aunt Andrea will be here soon, and Lexi and I both had nightmares."
"Sorry, sorry," Daddy sighs, backing off. "I love you both, and I just want what's best for you."
"What's best for me is to fall asleep knowing my Daddy is here with me," I insist.
"I'm always here," he promises, his fingers affectionately caressing my cheek.
"Speaking of Steven-dick," Lexi begins mischievously, "I'll be right back."
The bed shifts as Lexi ducks under the blanket. I can see movement in the darkness, a large lump beneath the covers as the redhead gets into position. Daddy doesn't speak as he lays back, a small smile on his face as he prepares himself to enjoy every guy's favorite thing; a blowjob.
"Mm," he sighs happily, letting out a breath.
A section of the blanket starts moving up and down, and I have no doubt that Lexi is bobbing her head. Daddy reaches one hand beneath the covers, likely to hold the top of Lexi's head. The covers are up to the middle of his stomach; I can see his muscular chest rise and fall slightly as he breaths.
"Glug! Glug! Glug!" Lexi gurgles as she continues sucking.
"Fuck, that feels good," he groans.
"You like that, hm?" I ask with a sexy purr, reaching out to lightly caress his chest. "Lexi's mouth feel nice on that big dick? Is she a good, little cocksucker?"
"She's amazing," Daddy gasps.
"Gak! Mm, thanks! Hurk!" Lexi mumbles around the thick shaft in her mouth.
Several minutes pass as Lexi continues sucking dick beneath the blanket. The only sounds I can hear are Lexi's slurping and gagging noises, with the occasional soft moan from Daddy. I tease him by pressing my naked body against him, rubbing my boobs against his chest, and lightly scratching his skin with my fingernails.
Craning my neck, I let my hot breath caress his ear before nibbling on his earlobe. Adjusting myself slightly, I start kissing along his neck as I grab his left hand. Guiding his hand to my chest, I press it against my breast while lightly sucking on his neck.
"Mm, do you like my titty?" I husk against his skin.
"Yes," he moans while palming the large orb. "Perfect. Just perfect."
Lexi continues giving Daddy head while he plays with my breast as I kiss his neck. His hand is so strong, yet gentle. I love the way he's massaging my tit, his fingers clenching at the firm mound. I moan softly when he pinches my nipple, my hand instinctively reaching between my legs to rub my clit.
I only need a couple minutes to make myself cum. Daddy tugs on my nipple just the way I like it, heightening my pleasure as I squeak against his neck. Just as I start to come down from the orgasmic high, Daddy grunts and bucks his hips. From the way he's moaning and Lexi's gurgling, he's cumming hard in her little mouth.
I rapidly rub my clit for a few more seconds before pushing my longest two fingers up my twat. My vaginal muscles clamp down as I have another tiny orgasm. Daddy is breathing heavily, enjoying the euphoria that comes just after a climax. Moments later, I'm right there with him.
"You're supposed to warn a girl before squirting in her mouth, jackass," Lexi mutters as she reappears, lightly thumping her chest as she coughs slightly.
"Sorry, babe," Daddy winces as Lexi takes her spot back at his side.
"Well, whatever," the redhead grumbles, resting her head on his chest. "You're lucky I love cum."
"You shouldn't have swallowed so fast," I mumble. "I wanted some."
"I didn't have much choice!" Lexi counters. "No warning at all. I was sucking away happily and then there was suddenly a geyser in my mouth."
"Mm, sounds nice to me," I giggle.
"I said I was sorry!" Daddy interjects.
"Just shut up and let me go back to sleep," Lexi laughs. "Some idiot woke us up."
"I tried to be quiet when I came in here," I argue. "Really, I'm surprised my scream didn't wake you."
"I was already awake and I didn't hear you," Daddy tells me.
"You heard Hazel when she saw the spider," I remind him while getting comfortable.
"Hazel has a bigger mouth," Lexi reasons.
"Lexi's right," Daddy says, hugging us both. "That girl can scream."
"All the girls scream with you," I state proudly, resting my hand on his stomach.
"Mm, that we do," Lexi sighs happily, her hand also on Daddy's stomach, her fingers brushing mine. "My man is a panty-dropping stud!"
"The most amazing man in the world," I nod, taking Lexi's hand.
"I love you both. So much," Daddy whispers.
Lexi and I confirm our love, our eyes closing as our entwined hands rest on Daddy's stomach. That's how we fall asleep. I'm in Daddy's arms and I have Lexi for support. There's no doubt in my mind that there won't be any more nightmares tonight.
~Steven~
"Ugh, turn it off!" Kayla whines, burying her face in my chest.
My phone alarm is going off, which means it is now Thursday morning. The sound and Kayla's movements are slowly waking me up. I groan softly in my sleep, feeling a warm body on either side of me. Kayla is to my left, still pressed up against me tightly. Lexi is facing away from me, her bum pressing against my waist.
"Get it!" Kayla mumbles, her voice high as her fingers clench at my chest.
Her body slides down mine slightly, like she's trying to disappear from the world. In fact, she might very well be. I can feel her large breasts against my skin. Kayla's hard nipples rubbing on me causes my very awake morning wood to throb with desire.
"Now!" Kayla whines again, curling her naked body.
"Fine!" Lexi grumbles from beside me as she sits up while muttering. "Giant baby."
Unfortunately, Lexi is on the opposite side of the bed. Tossing the covers off all three of us, the redhead tries to reach over Kayla and me to grab my phone off the bedside table. When this fails, Lexi decides the smart choice is to crawl over the two of us.
I grunt loudly when Lexi's knee presses into my stomach. Turning instinctively, Lexi falls forward, her upper body landing on Kayla. My daughter groans loudly as my naked girlfriend falls on her. I finally open my eyes and turn my head to see Lexi grab for my phone, knocking it off the bedside table and onto the floor.
"Seriously?!" Kayla laments, tossing her head back and groaning her anguish.
"Assistant, cancel alarm," I state firmly, causing the alarm to shut off.
"What the fuck!" Kayla exclaims, swatting me on the shoulder. "You could have done that the whole time?!"
"Uh, yeah," I smirk guiltily.
"Suck your own dick next time!" Kayla huffs before directing her ire toward Lexi. "Get off me!"
"Blame your father," Lexi advises, her body across both of us.
"Your knee is in my stomach," I tell the redhead, reaching up to smack her butt.
"Move, slut!" Kayla orders, shoving Lexi.
"Bite me, whore," Lexi retorts, throwing her leg over me.
"Fine, if you insist," Kayla shrugs, leaning over and playfully biting Lexi's shoulder.
"Ow, bitch!" Lexi hisses, reaching her hand between Kayla's legs to grab her pussy.
"Ah! No cunt shots!" Kayla declares, clamping her legs closed.
"Really?" Lexi laughs. "This is the one time you choose to close your legs?"
"I should have bit you harder!" Kayla hisses, playfully clacking her teeth together.
"What is with you and biting?" Lexi asks, now fully on top of Kayla as the two naked teenagers struggle.
Unable to resist the squirming, wrestling pile of sexy women, I grab Lexi around the waist and pull her off of Kayla. The redhead squeals, her little legs kicking in the air as I flip her over my body. She lands on her stomach as I sit up and look toward Kayla.
"Thank yo-ungh!" Kayla grunts as I interrupt her by straddling her waist.
"You fuck-ow!" Lexi shouts, her rant stopping as I spank her.
"No biting," I look down at Kayla and squeeze a boob. "And no dirty shots," I add, swatting Lexi's bottom again.
"She started it!" Lexi exclaims, rolling onto her back.
"I did not!" Kayla hisses, struggling to get out from under me. "Get over here so I can bite you again!"
"Kayla! What did I just say about biting?" I ask sternly while palming her breasts with both hands. It's not really for punishment, I just love her boobs.
"Not to do it," Kayla mumbles, looking away from me guiltily.
"Very good," I nod approvingly.
"I should kick both your asses," Lexi mutters, crossing her arms in a huff.
I let out a long, heavy sigh as I look between the two girls. My sexy girlfriend and my naughty daughter. I act just as Kayla is opening her mouth to respond to Lexi. Getting off of Kayla, I kneel beside Lexi and pick up the tiny redhead. She yelps as I flip her body, tossing her so she lands on her back with her feet toward the top of the bed.
"What the fuck are you- oh!" Lexi gasps loudly, unable to finish her question due to my tongue making contact with her pussy.
Kneeling between her shapely legs, I start planting soft kisses all along Lexi's vulva as she coos happily. She buries her hands in my hair while adjusting herself to get comfortable. Her back arches, a small moan escaping her lips when I push my tongue between her labia.
I love eating out a woman. I love eating out Lexi especially. It's why she knows I love her, being the only guy to ever do this for her. If not for this one act, we may not even be together right now. It doesn't hurt that her teen pussy is delicious and her moaning is making me rock hard.
I use all of my oral skills to worship the beautiful pink cunt in my face. My tongue licks all over her vulva, lapping up her sweet love juices. Lexi gasps my name when I start sucking on her clit. When I push two fingers in her hole, she arches her back and explodes.
"Oh God, Steven! Ah! I'm cumming! I love you! Ah!" Lexi moans and pants, her body shuddering. "Fuck! Lick my clit, make me scream! Oh God, I'm- mmph!"
Lexi's orgasm announcement comes to an abrupt end, so I lift my head to see the cause. I chuckle to myself when I see Kayla sitting on Lexi's face. My daughter is facing me as she grinds her pussy down on Lexi's mouth. I continue sawing my fingers in and out of Lexi as the redhead lifts her hands to hold Kayla's hips.
Lowering my head, I resume going down on Lexi while my girlfriend eats out my daughter. Both girls are moaning and Lexi is clearly having trouble staying on task. Despite this, the freckled beauty manages to make Kayla cum within a couple minutes.
"Fuck, that was good," Kayla sighs in the aftermath of her orgasm. "Mm, stick your cock in her. I wanna watch you fuck Lexi."
Kayla's suggestion sounds great to me, so I sit up and place Lexi's legs over my shoulders. My sexy girlfriend gasps against Kayla's pussy when I push inside my favorite bratty redhead. I grip Lexi's thighs and start pounding her while she grabs Kayla's butt and continues licking.
"Fuck, you feel amazing," I grunt, loving the feel of warm vaginal flesh caressing my shaft.
I watch Kayla squeezing her own boobs while I slam my cock into Lexi's tight tunnel. The bedroom smells like pussy, and both girls are moaning and panting while I grunt with effort. I grab Lexi's legs behind the knees, spreading her wide open so I can fuck her with the full length of my cock.
"I'm cumming!" Kayla groans, tossing her head back as she makes the cutest squeaking noises. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
"Mm! Mm!" Lexi moans, her noises muffled by the wet twat on her face.
I fuck Lexi while admiring Kayla's naked body as it undulates a few feet away from me. My sexy daughter reaches down with both hands and grabs Lexi's boobs, squeezing them roughly. Kayla then looks at me with a sultry expression before biting her lower lip and gasping.
"She's a brat, but she knows how to use that tongue," Kayla comments as she lifts off of Lexi so my daughter can kneel on the bed beside the redhead.
"She really does," I agree with a laugh. "Plus, she can deepthroat."
"Mm, and I'm all yours, baby," Lexi husks, looking up at me with love as she tugs on her nipples. "Every inch of me is yours. Mm, yes, fuck me! Use me!"
"Whose pussy is it?" I ask with a smirk as I hold myself balls-deep inside her while rolling my hips.
"It's your pussy, it's your pussy!" Lexi gasps. "Oh God, make me cum!"
Keeping Lexi spread open for me, I give her long, hard strokes until she reaches orgasm. Kayla is kneeling on the bed with her butt on her heels as she watches Lexi and me. The redhead thrashes on the bed, her pussy muscles clamping down on me, bringing me close to the edge.
"You should cum on her face," Kayla suggests, running her fingers across her own breast.
"We, ah, we don't have, ah, time for that!" Lexi insists. "Ah! Fuck, we're already late. Oh shit, right there! Mm, fuck, you're so deep!"
"Just let him do it," Kayla rolls her eyes. "Your slutty face needs to be covered in cum."
"Ugh! Fuck it, fine!" Lexi grumbles. "He can cum on my face, but you're licking it off!"
"Works for me!" I interject, releasing Lexi's legs to lean over her and place both hands on her boobs.
"Mm, you wanna mark your girlfriend?" Lexi coos as she crosses her legs around my back, drawing me into her. "You want to shoot your hot load all over my pretty face?"



"Yes," I gasp, my thrusts growing more and more desperate.
"Cum for me!" Lexi begs as she places her hands on mine, encouraging me to grope her. "Cum all over me! You're so big, fuck it's huge! Pull out and hose me down! Cum! I'm yours, yours forever! Steven! Cum! On! Me!"
"Fuck!" I hiss, pulling out of Lexi's pussy.
Pushing her legs to the side, I knee-walk along her body until I'm kneeling by her head. Kayla is kneeling on Lexi's other side, watching us with a mischievous smirk. I aim my erection at Lexi, stroking myself as she looks up at me and opens her mouth wide.
"Ah!" Lexi says, sticking out her tongue as she wiggles her little body in anticipation.
"Oh God, ah!" I grunt, the first jet of semen shooting out of my tip and splattering into Lexi's mouth and across her cheek.
"Mm, cum on my face," Lexi moans, swallowing the cum that gets in her mouth before opening wide again.
I sit back on my heels after painting Lexi's face with my semen. She's absolutely covered and Kayla wastes no time lowering her head to take one long lick of the redhead's cheek. Kayla laps up everything, pausing to make out with Lexi and snowball her some of my spending.
"Good girls," I comment breathlessly when they're finished.
"That's Kayla's thing," Lexi giggles, her hands between her legs as she teases her own pussy.
"It is," Kayla nods, sitting on her heels. "I will do unspeakably disgusting things just to hear I'm a good girl."
"Did you have to say it like that?" I ask with a grimace.
"Yes. Yes, I did," my daughter confirms.
The girls agree they have to shower and I decide to let them have some alone time. I watch from the bed, a small smirk on my face as Kayla and Lexi rush to the bathroom naked. They're holding hands and giggling, occasionally stopping to exchange a quick kiss.
Once they disappear into the master bathroom, I grab my phone off the floor and lay back in bed to relax. It turns out that I have quite a few texts to reply to. Sarah, Nicole, and Stacey all wish me good morning. Stacey also includes a few things about work, since she's going in today, unlike me. Marcia and Ashley usually reach out in the morning, too. The teens are probably still asleep.
I also have a message from my sister, Andrea. She lets me know when the plane leaves and that everything is on schedule. Glancing at the time, I wince when I realize we really need to get going soon. Still, I can't feel bad about taking the time for some morning sex.
I'm not the only one getting laid this morning as my texts from Allan and Amanda prove. Our wild night of exhibitionism and swinging has rekindled Allan and Amanda's passion for each other. Going home and fucking each other unconscious was just the beginning. They wake each other up in the middle of the night and trying every crazy position they can come up with. Allan is woken up with some morning head, resulting in another fun round before needing to wake up the kids.
A smile crosses my face as I think about how happy I am that things are turning out so well. Amanda, Allan, and I are still great friends, and now Lexi is part of the group. Allan and Amanda are mostly committed to monogamy, so swapping definitely won't be a regular thing. Still, it may very well happen again. Instead of causing jealousy, it's reminding them of their love and devotion to each other.
Thinking about keeping the romance alive is reminding me of Aria. Memories of switching things up to keep our love fresh run through my mind. Roleplaying, costumes, new positions and locations. I wonder if that blonde wig is still around somewhere.
Setting my phone on the bedside table, I stand up and stretch. Then I walk toward my desk, freezing when I hear giggling coming from the bathroom. Unable to resist, I head for the bathroom and push the half-closed door wide open so I can take a look.
Fortunately for me, the glass shower door is all the way to one side, giving me an amazing view. The steam is heavy in the air, but I'm still able to make out the two naked teenagers splashing each other in the shower. Their tight bodies are covered in suds, rivulets of soapy water running down them.
"Enjoying the show, perv?" Lexi asks when she notices me watching.
"Yes," I confirm, leaning against the door frame with my arms crossed. "Very much."
"Dirty old man," Kayla giggles, but still poses prettily for me.
"Look at him; he can't take his eyes off your titties," Lexi observes, reaching out to squeeze Kayla's boobs together. "Your daughter does have a nice pair."
"They're perfect," I whisper, looking from Kayla's breasts to her model-perfect face. "Just like her mother's."
It's true. Kayla's boobs are the exact same as Aria's. Same size and shape. Same nipple placement. Their areolas are the same size and shade. My hands actually twitch as I long to place my hands on the most amazing breasts in the world.
Of course I know I shouldn't be thinking like this. Kayla is my daughter, my baby girl. Despite our declarations, I do still worry that I'm projecting, using Kayla as a replacement for her mother. I do my best to push those thoughts away, to not allow them to tarnish the wonderful and special bond Kayla and I share.
The breakup does not help. I'm worried Kayla will become dependent on me for sex and intimacy. I have to be very careful here. A big part of me wants to keep my daughter with me forever, but I know she has to go out into the world and live her own life. Just not quite yet.
"Look, he's drooling a little!" Kayla bursts out laughing, drawing me from my thoughts.
"I am not!" I exclaim, wiping my chin while pointedly looking away from Kayla's fantastic body.
"Sorry my titties are so small," Lexi sighs, releasing Kayla's tits and looking down at her more modest chest.
"I love your boobs, Lexi," I tell my girlfriend. "They're cute! Perfect shape, nice and soft. Oh, and I love your little nipples."
"But, can she do this?" Kayla asks, lifting her right breast and lowering her head to slurp her nipple into her mouth.
"Show off," Lexi grunts. "I hope you get a mouthful of soap."
"Don't be jealous," Kayla laughs. "You have an amazing body. Oh, I know what Daddy likes!"
Kayla places both her hands on Lexi's shoulders, encouraging the redhead to turn around. I smile as my eyes run down Lexi's lightly-freckled back. The swirling patterns of freckles are so familiar to me, and I admire them for several moments before my gaze drops to my girlfriend's tight ass.
"Doesn't she have an amazing booty?" Kayla asks, grabbing a handful of Lexi's butt cheek.
"She really does," I agree happily.
"Mm, it's all yours, baby," Lexi sighs happily, looking over her shoulder at me. "Wanna come fuck my ass?"
"Yes," I nod eagerly, taking a step forward before stopping myself. "But, we don't have time. We have to leave for the airport."
"Lame," Lexi groans.
"You girls finish your shower," I tell them. "I'm gonna go check on Hazel and then shower."
Seeing the sexy ladies in the shower does wonders to distract me from my concerns. Instead of checking on Hazel right away, I stop by my desk and open a drawer. There are quite a few items inside: pens, a notepad, various papers, a few pieces of snack-size candy.
I take out two small pieces of paper. Sonograms. The one in my left hand is the recent one, the first and only one Hazel has. The other is Kayla's. I have several like it, but this is the first one taken. The first proof of me becoming a father. Now, I'm gonna be a father again.
The shower shuts off, and I realize I've been standing here for several minutes. I put away the sonogram pictures before throwing on a robe and leaving the room. Walking across the hall, I knock on Hazel's door before slowly opening it and stepping inside.
Hazel is laying in bed clearly fast asleep. She's on her stomach with the blanket around her waist, letting me see the tan skin of her torso. Her long brown hair is cascading down her back and her right arm is beneath the pillow. I smile when I notice her left hand is resting on the bed beside the pillow, the promise ring glinting on her finger.
Walking over to the bed, I grab the remote off the bedside table and shut off the television. Leaning over, I brush Hazel's hair out of her face and smile at how peaceful she looks. She's going through so much, and I'm glad she can relax enough to get some good, quality rest.
"I love you," I whisper, pressing my lips against her temple.
Returning to the master bedroom, I find Lexi sitting at the vanity wearing a pair of light blue panties. She's brushing her auburn hair and smiles in the mirror when she sees my reflection. I stand behind her and place my hands on her bare shoulders before leaning down and kissing the top of her head.
"How's Hazel?" Lexi asks.
"Still asleep," I answer simply.
"Shocking," she snorts.
"I'm gonna go take a shower," I tell her, shaking my head as I walk away.
After my shower, I dry off and walk back into the bedroom fully naked. Lexi is just finishing up with her moisturizer and I can't help but watch her rub moisturizer into her breasts. She rolls her eyes at me and gets up from the vanity so we can both get dressed.
Lexi puts on a light blue bra that matches her panties, followed by a light blue t-shirt with a single dark blue stripe across the chest. Then she pulls up a pair of jean shorts, followed by socks and sneakers. My outfit is a pair of tan slacks and a royal purple button-down.
"Don't you look fancy," Lexi comments, smirking at me.
"I'm picking up my sister, I wanted to look nice," I reply defensively.
"You're picking her up at the airport," Lexi states, placing her hands on her hips. "It's the airport. You know, the place where you can get drunk and eat a cheeseburger at 6:00AM before falling asleep laying across the seats? No one gives a shit what you look like."
"The only times you've ever been to the airport has been with me, and we never saw anything like that," I point out.
"Maybe not, but everyone knows that," Lexi rolls her eyes. "But, fine, you look very handsome."
"And fuck, you're gorgeous," I smirk, leaning down to peck her lips.
"Fuck, you're big," she giggles.
Lexi and I start kissing softly, which lasts until Kayla barges her way into the room. My daughter looks stunning in a white scoop-neck top and a green skirt that falls to mid-thigh. She has cute sandals on her feet and her raven hair is pulled back in a ponytail.
"Nice boob stripe," Kayla says to Lexi.
"Boob stripe?" Lexi repeats with a confused look.
"Oh, I remember," I say, chuckling.
"How about cluing me in?" Lexi asks.
"Marcia used to have a bunch of shirts like yours; ones that were a solid color with one stripe," Kayla explains. "Ashley called it her 'boob stripe,'"
"Oh," Lexi states, looking uninterested.
"Ready to go?" Kayla asks me.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm ready," I nod. "Lexi, do you wanna come?"
"Nah, I'll wait here and be anxious," Lexi responds. "Maybe I'll wake up Hazel and we can debate which one of us will freak out your sister more."
"Everything will be fine, I promise," I tell my girlfriend, kissing her again.
"Yeah," Lexi shrugs noncommittally.
"Hazel is still asleep?" Kayla interrupts.
"Yeah, she's out cold," I confirm. "It's cute. She's even wearing the promise ring."
"You're not supposed to fall asleep with a ring on," Lexi comments.
"Who cares? It's sweet!" Kayla gushes, running up to me to hug me and kiss my cheek. "Thank you for making her feel better."
"Of course," I smile, hugging my daughter. "Hazel means a lot to me."
"Me too," Kayla nods, releasing me. "She's even wearing the ring on her left finger."
"As long as she knows that Steven is my man!" Lexi interjects, smacking my butt. "It was not a proposal, he didn't get down on one knee so it's nonbinding. I'm pretty sure that's a law."
"Hazel and I aren't even a couple," I remind my girlfriend. "My promise is to always be there for her and the baby."
"I know, I remember," Lexi says.
"Why do men kneel when proposing, anyway?" Kayla randomly asks. "I've always wondered."
"They're talking to the kitty," Lexi shrugs.
"Lexi!" I exclaim.
"Or they're saying goodbye to it since they'll never get it again," Kayla muses, ignoring my outburst.
"That's blowjobs," Lexi counters.
"What?" Kayla and I ask at the same time.
"Married women don't suck dick. Everyone knows that," Lexi explains like it should be obvious.
"Aria blew me all the time," I argue. "And Amanda gave Allan head last night."
"Mommy was special," Kayla points out. "And it was a special occasion for Amanda."
"Well, good thing I'm going to keep some girlfriends on the side then," I tease, making both girls gasp and smack my shoulder. "On that note, let's go pick up my sister and her normal family."
Kayla and I take separate cars to the airport so that we can fit everyone. Four people and their overnight bags will be a bit much to fit into one car. Now that I'm thinking about this again, maybe getting a nice, big vehicle is a good idea.
We park at LAX and head inside. Both of us are hungry since we're used to eating breakfast before now. We can't go through airport security without tickets, but there are a few stores and restaurants placed before the security checkpoints.
The two of us enjoy doughnuts and coffee at a small breakfast place while we wait for the plane to arrive. I want to keep the conversation light, but I can't help it; I ask Kayla about the breakup. She seems to be doing alright, although she's anxious about graduation, the party, and the upcoming trial.
The trial we can put off for now, but she's nervous about how to act around Ian at the party. He and Stephanie are still attending, which is good, but might be awkward. I tell her to just treat them as good friends, give them their gifts, and let them enjoy the party. High school graduation is a big deal and she shouldn't let hers be ruined.
"People are coming today to set up for the party, right?" Kayla asks.
"Yes," I nod after swallowing the last of my doughnut. "Tents, tables, we'll have a volleyball net. And a whole bunch of other stuff."
"Great!" Kayla grins happily. "I have no idea how many people are gonna show up. Even we might not have enough bedrooms for the ones who stay over. Aunt Andrea and the others are using three more."
"I know, I was thinking about that," I wince. "We have a ton of bedrooms, but you have a lot of classmates. I did get some sleeping bags if people wanna camp out."
"They're horny classmates," Kayla reminds me. "They probably want the bedrooms for privacy more than sleeping."
"Right. Ah, about that," I say delicately, placing my folded hands on the table. "I don't care if you wanna hook up, but Kayla, your grandparents are here, please have your friends be discreet."
"Don't worry, we're not gonna start the orgy until after the old folks leave," Kayla rolls her eyes.
"Your aunt and uncle are staying until Sunday," I remind my daughter.
"I know, but grandma and grandpa will be gone Friday evening," Kayla argues. "I'm sure Hazel's grandma won't stay late, either. We won't rub it in their faces, I promise. I'll wait until they leave to find some hot stud to rub my boobies on."
"Kayla," I warn firmly.
"Would you rather I joked about the muscle-bound jock rubbing something on my face?" Kayla questions.
"Go to your room," I deadpan before sipping my coffee.
"Oh! Speaking of hooking up, you're still getting the bounce house, right?" she asks excitedly.
"Yeah, I am," I sigh theatrically. "I didn't buy it, I only rented it. I can't return it with cum and pussy juice stains."
"Well, you might end up buying it," Kayla winces.
"Lucky me," I grunt. "Oh, don't forget that Nicole is coming for lunch. She's taking a half-day, and she's off tomorrow for the graduation."
"Crap. I did forget about Nicole," Kayla admits. "Is she nervous about meeting your sister?"
"We haven't really talked about it, to be honest," I answer.
"This is gonna be an awkward day, isn't it?" my daughter inquires.
"Probably," I acknowledge.
My daughter and I continue chatting as we finish our coffees. We then play on our phones for a few minutes until Andrea texts me that they've landed. I down the rest of my coffee before Kayla and I get up and toss our trash. Then we make our way through the airport to find a spot to meet up.
"Auntie Andrea!" Kayla squeals, rushing over to my sister and hugging her tightly.
"Kayla!" Andrea giggles, dropping her bag to hug Kayla. "You look amazing! Wow, you're such a beautiful, young lady."
"Thank you!" Kayla grins, bouncing on her heels as the hug breaks.
"How long has it been?" Andrea asks, looking Kayla up and down.
"My sweet sixteen, I think!" my daughter answers.
"Right! That was it," Andrea nods. "I'm sorry we couldn't make it here for your eighteenth."
"It's okay, I'm glad you're here now," Kayla responds.
"Steven," Mark nods, extending his hand for a shake.
I remember Andrea meeting Mark in college, gushing about how amazing he is. I'm glad my sister has such a great husband. They met in their chemistry class, and still joke about how perfect it is; he's a chemical engineer and she's a chemistry professor at Boston University. I laugh at their cheesy comments about how great their chemistry is.
Mark is only a few inches taller, but he's a solid wall of muscle, making him appear much larger than me. He's of Haitian descent and very proud of his heritage. With his dark skin and impressive physique, he had more than his share of admirers in college. He only has eyes for my big sister. Handsome, successful, kind; he's the kind of guy every man hopes his sister ends up with.
"Hey, Mark," I smile, taking his hand. "How are things?"
"Can't complain, thanks," he replies, nearly crushing my hand. "You?"
"Not bad at all," I answer before turning to my niece and nephew.
Alexander and Abigail Brown are twenty years old. They're also fraternal twins who both attend Boston University where Andrea teaches. Alexander is almost as tall as his father and equally muscular. He's planning to be an architect and has a good head on his shoulders.
Abigail is slightly taller than Kayla and is one of the smartest people I know. As her high school valedictorian, she has a full scholarship to Boston University. Abigail is a double-major in physics and mathematics. Despite her heavy coursework, she has a perfect 4.0 GPA.
Both siblings have caramel-color skin from their mixed heritage and flawless features. Combined with their great personalities, I am well aware that they have no trouble finding a date. Alexander and Abigail are both single right now, as far as I know. I'm not sure if they're the type to casually date, since they are typical college students and tend to keep their parents in the dark about their lives.
"Hi, Uncle Steve!" Abigail says, hugging me tightly.
"Abigail! You look great!" I exclaim, kissing her cheek while rubbing her back.
Abigail moves over to hug Kayla while I shake hands with Alexander. Then our group of six starts walking through the airport as we catch up. Andrea is asking Kayla about her college plans while I discuss college life with Abigail and Alexander. The conversation only stops when the three girls drag the three reluctant guys into a store that sells beauty products.
"Shouldn't we get going?" Mark asks sadly.
"They're having a sale!" Kayla exclaims, dragging me by the hand while looking back at Mark. "C'mon, Uncle Mark!"
This store is an assault on the senses. Every few steps I get a whiff of another five different scents, all of them attempting to overwhelm me. The ladies drag us over to the perfume and start grabbing display bottles. Then they spray perfume on white sample sticks and start sniffing.



"I should get into the perfume business," I comment while looking at the prices. "Put smelly water into a bottle and make a fortune."
"How many times have you made that joke over the years?" Kayla inquires, giving me the side-eye.
"I don't know, a dozen or so?" I shrug.
"Have I ever laughed?" Kayla follows up. "Has anyone ever laughed?"
"Well, no," I admit to laughter.
"There you go," Kayla shakes her head before picking up another sample bottle.
"Also, as a chemist, I feel compelled to point out that a lot more goes into it than 'putting smelly water into a bottle,'" Andrea speaks up while holding a sample stick out for Kayla. "Kayla, smell this one. This scent would be great for you."
"Oh, I love that!" my daughter gushes before looking at me and batting her eyelashes.
"It's amazing!" Abigail agrees while Mark and Alexander stand next to the wall with their arms crossed, looking bored.
"Daddy," Kayla coos, holding a perfume bottle to her chest while pouting in my direction.
"I guess the small bottle isn't too expensive," I sigh, looking between my daughter and niece. "You can each get one."
"Uh, this scent is sold out of the smaller size," Kayla blushes slightly.
"That's convenient," I grumble. "Fine, you can get the larger ones."
"Thank you!" Abigail exclaims while Kayla smiles prettily.
"What about me, baby brother?" Andrea asks with a pout.
"You have a job," I state flatly.
"So does Abigail!" Andrea argues. "She has a job on campus."
"And the pay is crap, Mom," Abigail rolls her eyes.
"I'm your big sister," Andrea reminds me.
"The same big sister who used to hold me down and shove broccoli up my nose," I stare at her with raised eyebrows.
"Right. That happened," Andrea winces while everyone else laughs.
"Do you want some cologne, Alex?" I offer my nephew.
"If you're offering, sure!" Alexander laughs.
"What the hell!" Andrea growls.
"Let's go check out the men's smells!" Kayla says excitedly.
The girls pick out cologne for Alexander and me. Andrea glares at me when I offer to buy Mark something. There's something about being with your sibling that turns even an adult into a twelve-year-old. The four others stare at Andrea and I when we start calling each other names.
"Buttwad," Andrea hisses at me as we leave the store.
"Buttweasel," I shoot back.
We make it out to the cars with me only threatening to make Andrea stay at the Noble Star Motel two times. Andrea and Mark are going to ride in my car while Kayla drives Alexander and Abigail. We load the bags into the car and start the drive to the mansion.
"So, now that the kids can't hear," Andrea begins from her spot in the passenger seat, "how is my little brother doing?"
"Good, very good," I nod while driving. "There are some difficulties, but things are good right now."
"Even with the trial?" Andrea asks in a small voice.
"Kayla told you?" I wince, my hands gripping the steering wheel.
"Yeah, and I'm sure you don't wanna talk about it," Andrea continues. "We just wanted to let you know that we know."
"And that we're here if you need anything," Mark adds from the back seat.
"Thank you. Both of you," I say sincerely. "Ah, did she tell you everything?"
"She was kind of vague about the details," Andrea answers. "She mentioned a friend of hers was also assaulted."
Right, yeah," I mumble. She definitely doesn't know about Lexi.
"Have you heard from Brian?" Andrea continues, changing the subject.
"Getting out all the tough topics early, are we?" I laugh nervously.
"Pretty much," Andrea giggles.
"No, I haven't," I shake my head. "You?"
"Not in a few months," Andrea sighs sadly.
"Ah. Okay," I mutter.
The three of us fall silent as I drive down the highway. There's a decent amount of traffic, which does not help with the awkwardness as we struggle to find something to talk about. I change the radio station several times and am reduced to commenting on the weather.
"I'm hoping this isn't a tough topic; are you seeing anyone?" Mark inquires.
"Yeah, about that..." I trail off, unsure how to continue.
"Oh, my God!" Andrea gasps loudly, her head whipping around to face me. "You're dating someone! It's a miracle!"
"Really? Miracle?" I frown, my eyes on the road. "That's a little harsh."
"Steven," Mark begins from the back seat, "you haven't dated anyone since losing Aria. Eleven years ago."
"I dated!" I protest weakly.
"One night stands don't count," Andrea grunts.
"They weren't all one night stands," I argue.
"Friends with benefits also don't count," my sister adds.
"I can still drop you off at that motel," I grumble.
"And I can probably still shove you into a washing machine," Andrea shrugs.
"I'd never fit in a washing machine," I roll my eyes. "And I'm bigger than you now!"
"And my husband is bigger than you," Andrea smirks.
"He puts up with you every day, I'm sure he'd be happy to shove your ass out the door," I counter.
"Buttnugget," Andrea growls.
"Buttface," I retort, unable to stop smiling. I love my sister.
"Buttmunch," Andrea giggles.
"Ass," I counter.
"Fucker," Andrea responds, making me gasp in mock outrage.
"Before this conversation is derailed any further," Mark interrupts, "could you tell us about your girlfriend, Steven?"
"Right!" Andrea exclaims. "I need to make sure this woman is good enough for my baby brother."
"You can meet her when we get home," I promise.
"Oh, she's at the mansion? Awesome!" Andrea gushes. "What's her name? How'd you two meet? What does she do for work?"
"Oh, ah, well," I stammer, searching for an answer. My eyes light up when I remember my other girlfriend. "She's an accountant. And her name is Nicole."
"That makes sense," Mark says.
"Well, that sounds like boring pillow-talk," Andrea teases.
"And you and Mark have fascinating conversations about chemistry, I'm sure," I roll my eyes.
"Better than talking about spreadsheets and financial statements after sex," Andrea argues. "Anyway, how'd you meet?"
"She's, ah, she's the older sister of one of Kayla's friends," I wince.
"Is she a lot younger than you?" Mark inquires.
"She's twenty-six," I admit in a small voice.
"Nice, man!" Mark exclaims from the back seat.
"Mark!" Andrea hisses, glaring back at her husband before turning her head to face me. "Isn't she a little young for you, Steven?"
"No," I reply firmly. "I don't."
"Isn't the rule half your age plus seven?" Andrea questions.
"That's not a rule, she's legal," Mark counters. "And even if that was a rule, she's only one year shy. Twenty-six, twenty-seven, close enough."
"Does she have kids?" Andrea probes delicately.
"No," I answer.
"She might want them," my sister points out. "That could cause problems."
"I wouldn't be opposed to having another," I state carefully. I leave out that I will be having another soon. "Plenty of people older than I am have kids."
"That's true," Andrea concedes.
"We'd love to have another niece or nephew," Mark adds.
~Kayla~
"Killing me slow, out the window!" I sing along to the music while driving. Leaning my body toward Abigail, I glance at her to take the next line.
"I'm always waiting for you to be waiting below!" Abigail chants.
"Devils roll the dice, angels roll their eyes!" I declare, dancing in the driver's seat.
"What doesn't kill me makes me want you more!" my cousin and I loudly sing together.
"Can we please listen to literally anything else?" Alexander asks from the back seat.
"We're almost there," I giggle as the music keeps playing.
"Every second of this is torture," Alexander sighs.
"Get over it, dick-for-brains," Abigail laughs.
Alexander sits in the back seat pouting while Abigail and I rock out to our favorite pop star. This is much better than our awkward conversation a few minutes ago; telling my large male cousin I'm a rape victim is kind of rough. It's touching how he still wants to rush out and kill David and Keith.
The big guy really is a sweetheart. He assures me he's here if I need anything and he is very respectful of me not wanting to talk about it. Abigail is equally as kind, actually crying for me when I confirm the kidnapping. I intend to talk to Abigail in more detail about it in private later.
I also tell my cousins about my recent break up; being dumped by my boyfriend and my girlfriend. They're both very supportive and happy to insist that it's their loss, not mine. Abigail says MIT sucks, but the twins have to admit that Boston University is amazing. Since that's where they attend, and where Stephanie will be joining them in the fall.
As Abigail and I sing it suddenly occurs to me that, like Stephanie, I have my own connections at Boston University. Aunt Andrea can probably get me in even though I never applied. The idea of choosing that option to save my relationship never even occurred to me while getting dumped. It's only right now that I'm realizing the possibility.
I do love Ian and Stephanie, I really do. But, I'm realizing that there are definitely limits on what I'll do to stay with them. I acknowledge that staying in California with Daddy and the Slut-sisters is what's most important to me. A small smile crosses my face as I think about how I'm more okay with the break up than I realized. I sing extra loud when the next song comes on.
"Nice to meet you, where you been?" I call out.
"I could show you incredible things!" Abigail grins, shaking her shoulders as she dances in her seat.
"Magic, madness, heaven, sin!" we sing together.
"I think my ears are bleeding!" Alexander shouts over the music.
Three songs later I'm turning onto my street. I shut off the music while driving down the long driveway and shake my head when Alexander lets out a sigh of relief. There's a strange bump just before I park the car but I'm sure it's nothing important.
Daddy's car arrives while we're taking Abigail and Alexander's bags out. He parks beside me before stepping out of the car with my aunt and uncle. We start heading inside with our bags, chatting about the drive and the rest of the day.
"By the way, Kayla," Daddy says as we walk down the hall, "those numbers on the street signs? You're supposed to obey those."
"Everyone knows you can go up to ten over," I roll my eyes.
"She's right, Steven," Aunt Andrea adds.
"It's not your daughter's fault that you drive like a grandma," Uncle Mark interjects.
"Thank you, Uncle Mark!" I say in a sweet voice.
"I hate all of you," Daddy grumbles.
We walk into the main living room and find Lexi and Hazel on the couch wearing casual clothes while watching Sluts About Town. Both girls shoot up when they realize we're here, their eyes wide and anxiety obvious. Naturally, this is when a sex scene comes on the show and the girl is really playing it up for the camera.
"Oh God, oh God, yes!" the actress moans while bent over the desk with her skirt up.
"Ah, oops," Lexi stammers, her face red as she grabs for the remote and shuts off the show. "S-sorry about that."
"Hey, don't worry about it. We're all adults here," Alexander says smoothly as he drops his bag and rushes over to Lexi with his hand outstretched. "Alexander Brown, you can call me Alex."
"Hi, I'm Lexi," Lexi replies quietly, taking Alexander's hand. "This is Hazel."
"Oh, I remember Hazel!" Aunt Andrea exclaims. "And nice to meet you, Lexi,"
"Very nice to meet you," Alexander smiles, lifting Lexi's hand to his lips. "I know this is sudden, but do you have a date to the graduation party tomorrow? I'd be honored to escort you."
"I, ah, I have a boyfriend," Lexi mumbles, blushing slightly.
"Lucky guy," Alexander sighs, releasing Lexi's hand.
"Keep it in your pants, lover boy," Abigail teases.
"On that note, we should probably take your bags to the rooms," Daddy comments.
"Oh no, not yet!" Aunt Andrea loudly responds. "Where is this girlfriend we heard so much about?"
"I-I'm right here," Lexi says quietly, her face almost as red as her hair as she raises her hand.
"You're the twenty-six year old accountant?" Aunt Andrea frowns in confusion.
"W-what? No," Lexi shakes her head. "T-that's my sister."
"Steven, I thought you were dating the Kayla's friend's older sister?" Uncle Mark asks.
"Uh..." Daddy freezes, looking guilty.
"Y-you told them you were just dating Nicole?" Lexi asks, looking at Daddy with wide, fearful eyes.
"No! No, no, no!" Daddy replies quickly. "I mentioned dating Nicole, but I didn't say I was only dating her."
"You're dating more than one woman?" Aunt Andrea wonders. "And one of them is eighteen?"
"And they're sisters? That's awesome," Uncle Mark gasps, looking at Daddy with admiration.
"Mark!" Aunt Andrea hisses again. "Knock it off!"
"You were embarrassed to tell your sister about me?" Lexi whispers, her eyes starting to water.
"No, not embarrassed!" Daddy insists, rushing over to Lexi. "I just told them about Nicole first and was waiting until now to mention you. I figured it would be a lot to explain."
"You hate me!" Lexi wails, bursting into tears as she runs from the room.
"Nice job, dumbass," I hiss at Daddy, turning to follow the redhead.
"Fucking idiot!" Hazel adds from behind me as she rushes after us.
Lexi rushes down the hall with Hazel and I chasing after her and calling her name. She finally stops and presses her back against the wall while sobbing loudly. Sliding down the wall, Lexi sits on the floor and pulls her knees up to her chest. Wrapping her arms around her legs, she lowers her head and cries, her tiny body shaking.
"Shh, it's okay," Hazel coos, kneeling beside Lexi and placing a hand on her shoulder.
"No, it's not," Lexi sobs, her head resting on her knees with her auburn hair obscuring her face.
"Yes, it is," I say gently, kneeling on Lexi's other side. "Daddy's a moron, but he loves you very much."
"Then why didn't he tell his sister about me?" Lexi asks.
"He probably didn't know how," Hazel replies quietly. "He panicked and did something very stupid."
"But why?" Lexi wonders with a sniffle.
"Sweetie, it is a little unusual," I say carefully. "You're a lot younger than him. He was probably worried his sister would think he was taking advantage of you or something."
"More of that grooming shit?" Lexi hisses, lifting her head to glare at me. "My brother tried that fucking stupid argument. Steven was fast asleep when I chose to pull his cock out and start sucking! How is that grooming?!"
"It's not, it's not!" Hazel exclaims. "Other people don't know that, though. A lot of older guys do try to take advantage of naive, young women."
"Andrea would know her own brother isn't like that!" Lexi argues. "Oh, and it wasn't a much older guy who raped away my cherry and gave me to his friends like a fucking party favor!"
"We know, honey," I whisper, leaning over to kiss the top of Lexi's head. "It's just a different relationship and my idiot father made a mistake. He didn't mean to exclude you or anything."
"But, he did!" Lexi counters, tears running down her cheeks. "He's embarrassed to be with me. What else is he hiding? Does he think I'm damaged goods because a hundred guys paid to fuck me?"
"He doesn't think anything like that," Hazel states firmly. "Steven loves you very much. Look at how he stepped up for me, for my baby. Look at how he defended you on Prom night."
Leaning sideways, Lexi falls into my arms and buries her face in my chest. I run my fingers through her hair as she sobs loudly against my boobs. Hazel moves over to us and gently rubs Lexi's back. Both of us coo softly to the distraught girl, trying to get her to calm down.
"Uh, hi," Daddy says a few minutes later.
"Hi, moron," Hazel grunts. "Here to make things worse?"
"I'm sorry, Lexi," Daddy states plainly. "I love you. I love you so much. I don't know why I didn't just come out and tell my sister. She asked what my girlfriend did for a living and I panicked."
"Because I'm too young to have a career? Too young for you?" Lexi challenges, looking over at him.
"You're not too young for me," Daddy insists.
"Great job making her feel like her boyfriend is embarrassed to be with her," I glare at him.
"I know, I'm sorry about that," Daddy sighs. "I want you to know that I just told my sister everything."
"So, you told her I'm pregnant with your baby?" Hazel asks with a raised brow.
"Um, I'll be right back," Daddy winces, turning to leave.
"Just get back here," Hazel calls out in a tired voice. "I was right before; fucking idiot."
"I'm sorry," Daddy says again.
"We've heard," I roll my eyes.
"I'm not good enough for you," Lexi mumbles.
"That's not true, don't say that," Daddy insists.
"It's true!" Lexi exclaims. "You're rich, successful, handsome, kind. What am I? Some dumb whore with no future. I'm a worthless cum dump."
"Don't talk like that!" I growl. "Keith was a rapist piece of shit. Don't use his word for us!"
"She's right, Lexi," Hazel agrees with a nod.
"I'm completely dependent on you, Steven," Lexi admits sadly.
"So am I," Hazel sighs. "We'd both be on the streets without him."
"I need him, too!" I interject. "There's nothing wrong with that!"
"You're his daughter, he has to take care of you," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Yeah, we're just two whores he fucked," Hazel pouts, joining Lexi in sadness.
"You're both amazing women," Daddy states firmly. "I'm so lucky to have you in my life. And it's fine that you don't have jobs yet. Everyone needs help at some point. Anyone who claims they got where they are completely on their own is full of shit."
"I'll never be worth anything," Lexi says sadly. "Keith was right; I'm three holes and a pair of tits."
"That's enough!" Daddy yells loudly, making Lexi jump.
We three look up at Daddy as various emotions cross his face; fear, guilt, and a strange happiness. He glances at me, then at Hazel, and finally his eyes land on Lexi. A small smile crosses his face as he looks at the redhead with love and passion.
"Lexi, please come with me," Daddy requests, offering her both his hands.
"Why?" she frowns, wiping the tears from her lightly-freckled cheeks.
"Please, just trust me," he says quietly.
"O-okay," Lexi mumbles, placing both of her small hands in his larger ones.
Daddy helps Lexi to her feet and then leads her by the hand back down the hall. Hazel and I follow them, wondering what the plan is here. Aunt Andrea, Uncle Mark, Abigail, and Alexander are still in the main living room, waiting for us with plenty of awkwardness hanging in the air.
"Hi, Lexi," Aunt Andrea smiles kindly. "Sorry you're stuck with my idiot brother,"
"You seem like a lovely young lady and we all agree you can do better," Uncle Mark adds to nervous laughter.
"S-sorry I'm young," Lexi stammers, clearly unsure of what to say.
"Lexi, you're not too young and I'm not embarrassed to be with you," Daddy states firmly, facing Lexi while still holding her hand.
"Okay," Lexi shrugs, looking heartbroken.
"I should have been straight with Andrea from the start and I'm sorry about that. I want to show you how much you mean to me, and I think I know how," Daddy says, dropping to one knee.
The six other people in the room all gasp as Lexi's eyes go wide. Daddy takes her hand in both of his, his thumbs caressing her soft skin as he looks up at her. He is only silent for a second, but it seems like years pass as we all freeze, waiting on him to speak.
"I know we haven't been together long, but you've brought me back to life. I could go on and on about how much you mean to me, how much you'll always mean to me, but I'm just going to get to the point. I love you, and I always will," Daddy declares. "Alexis Davis, will you marry me?"
Everyone is silent, eerily silent. I swear I can hear beating hearts and heavy breathing. Daddy is staring up at Lexi, all eyes on the two of them. Lexi is frozen, her hand limp in Daddy's grasp. I don't know how much time passes; a second? A minute? An hour? All any of us can do is wait for Lexi's response.



"No. Fuck no. No fucking way!" Lexi growls, her sadness turning to rage.
"You don't want to-" Daddy isn't even able to get the whole question out before being cut off.
"OF COURSE I DO!" Lexi screeches at full volume, her face red. "But, you're not going to propose to me here, like this, trying to get out of the doghouse, with no fucking ring, and no plan, and no. Just, no! You have to be the dumbest asshole on the planet! FUCK!!!"
"I'm embarrassed for you," Uncle Mark winces.
"You're usually really smart," I begin in a light voice, "but today it seems like you're trying to see just how stupid you can get."
"I want to marry you, but we're not getting engaged like this," Lexi explains, crouching down to look directly at Daddy. Leaning forward she pecks his lips softly. "You did a stupid thing, but I overreacted because of my insecurities. How about we just pretend none of this happened?"
"I'd like that," Daddy replies, kissing Lexi.
"You two are great together," Abigail announces.
"I'm impressed with how fast Uncle Steve got her to forgive him," Alexander adds. "Usually I'm getting dumped by this point. One girl threw the charm bracelet I got her in my face."
"You called my proposal stupid, but it worked to end the argument," Daddy comments with a chuckle.
"Was that a smart thing to say?" Lexi inquires with a straight face.
"No, probably not," Daddy admits as they both stand up.
"My brother really is a buttlicker," Aunt Andrea crosses her arms and lets out a sigh.
"That's a fun insult," I giggle. "Buttlicker."
"It used to be a top-quality insult," Daddy agrees.
"Now it's an option on most dating sites," Hazel points out.
"So, what I'm hearing is that you're single, Hazel?" Alexander speaks up, causing Abigail to pinch the bridge of her nose in frustration.
"Now you remember me?" Hazel snorts, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. "You hit on me at Kayla's sweet sixteen, but today you ignored me to talk to Lexi."
"I, ah, I have a thing for redheads," Alexander admits.
"He does," Abigail interjects. "Did you know there's an entire porn site dedicated to redheads? Alex does."
"Abby!" Alexander hisses, a small blush coloring his dark cheeks.
"That's enough, children," Aunt Andrea smirks.
"I'm guessing that's a no, Hazel?" Alexander winces.
"I'm having Steven's baby," Hazel states simply, causing Aunt Andrea to gasp. "I think that's the last surprise, right?"
"I hope so," Daddy comments.
"So, ah, you have three girlfriends?" Uncle Mark asks.
"I'm single!" Hazel declares.
"And she mingles a lot," Lexi speaks up.
"No one asked you," Hazel shoots back.
"Congratulations?" Aunt Andrea offers with a shrug.
"Thank you," Daddy and Hazel both reply.
"And you'll get to meet Nicole soon!" I remind my relatives.
"By the way, Hazel lives here, too," Daddy adds. "I did forget to mention that."
"They're a little young for you, but I know you'd never take advantage of anyone," Aunt Andrea says carefully. "My baby brother knows better than that."
"Yes. Yes, I do," Daddy nods.
"This will take some getting used to," Andrea lets out a breath.
"How about we all relax and you can get to know the girls?" I suggest. "You are gonna have a new niece or nephew soon!"
We grab the bags and show our guests to the hallway with all the bedrooms. My room and Hazel's room are on the opposite side of the master bedroom. There are still several rooms on both sides, because I'm just now realizing Daddy owns a mansion apparently designed for someone with a very large family. Either way, three more bedrooms on the same side as the master bedroom are now occupied.
"Make sure you leave this door closed during the party tomorrow," I tell Abigail while helping her unpack.
"Why's that?" Abigail wonders.
"The rule is not to go into a closed room," Lexi explains while sitting on the bed. "There will be a lot of horny teenagers at the mansion this weekend. I'm assuming you don't wanna find out your bed was used for a gangbang?"
"Great, she's back," Hazel grunts from her spot beside the redhead.
"Yup," Lexi chirps. "Still insecure, but I'm over it."
"Then are you really insecure?" I ask.
"We both are," Lexi responds, taking Hazel's hand. "Two broken sluts who have no fucking clue."
"Don't depress me," Hazel rolls her eyes.
"You all seem really close," Abigail observes.
"We'd better, we're the Slut-sisters," Lexi announces.
"Uh, what?" Abigail asks with a raised eyebrow.
"It's about reclaiming the word," I explain. "We're proud to be sluts. And we're always going to be here for each other. It's the three of us, our friends Marcia and Ashley, and Nicole."
"And to answer your question; yeah, we have lesbian orgies," Lexi says.
"Uh..." Abigail trails off.
"Sorry about her," Hazel winces. "You get used to it."
"But, she's right," I add. "We Slut-sisters make love. We have a bond that's eternal."
"So much for no more surprises," Abigail lets out a nervous laugh.
"Sorry about that," I give her an innocent grin.
"All good," Abigail shakes her head. "Alex's head is gonna explode."
"His little head, maybe," Lexi giggles.
"Ew," Abigail makes a face. "I do not wanna think about my brother's, you know, his 'little head.'"
"I kind of do," Hazel blushes slightly.
"Are you crushing on my cousin?" I ask the tan girl.
"Maybe," Hazel shrugs. "He's kind of cute."
"Again; ew," Abigail grunts.
"I understand," I sigh. "Uncle Mark is fucking sexy."
"So, you're done talking about my brother so you can switch to my father?" Abigail glares at me.
"Sorry," I blush. "I just wouldn't mind getting fucked by a handsome black guy."
"Mm, sounds fun to me," Hazel husks.
"Ew, ew, and ew!" Abigail makes a face. "Find a black guy who isn't related to me! Or you, for that matter!"
"Uncle Mark and I aren't related by blood," I shrug.
"And I'm not related by blood to any of you people," Hazel comments before turning to Lexi. "You ever been with a black guy?"
"A few, yeah," Lexi shrugs. "A few I remember, anyway."
Lexi's comment about not remembering sex results in a long, serious conversation. I tell Abigail about the kidnapping, about biting Keith's penis off. Lexi explains her own past, and Hazel even mentions almost doing porn and being mistaken for a prostitute at a cheap motel.
The conversation is surprisingly therapeutic. Abigail is a great listener and I feel so close to my cousin. She's compassionate and offers her support to Lexi and Hazel as well. The four of us end up in a group hug, promising to be great friends. The other girls all pull out their phones to add each other to social media, making it official.
"Hey, Hazel?" I call out while we're all sitting on the bed.
"Yeah?" Hazel questions.
"There's something I've been meaning to ask you," I continue.
"And that would be?" the tan girl probes gently.
"Do you wanna switch bedrooms?" I ask.
"Why would we do that?" Hazel frowns.
"Because Kayla's room has its own bathroom," Lexi explains. "You're dumb."
"I'm not dumb, you're dumb," Hazel grumbles at Lexi before looking at me. "I can't ask you to give me your room."
"You're not asking, I'm offering," I point out. "Lexi might have a point about the dumb thing, ya know."
"Having a bathroom so close might help when the baby comes," Abigail interjects, putting a stop to the petty insults.
"There's a bathroom down the hall," Hazel shrugs. "Lexi and Steven have their own bathroom, Kayla has hers; the bathroom down the hall will basically be mine."
"Well, the offer is available if you change your mind," I promise, not wanting to push her.
"Thank you, Kayla," Hazel smiles softly.
The four of us talk and play on our phones until Nicole texts that she's leaving work. Daddy, Aunt Andrea, and Uncle Mark leave the room beside the master bedroom while Abigail pounds on the door to Alexander's room. Then our big group heads to the main living room to relax and wait.
Hazel, Lexi, and I accompany Daddy to the foyer to greet Nicole. Opening the front doors, Lexi's big sister walks in looking incredibly nervous. Slightly taller than Lexi, Nicole is just as beautiful; same green eyes, same lightly-freckled face. Nicole wears her auburn hair slightly longer than the younger Davis girl and is dressed in a cute sundress.
"I'm really nervous, so don't propose, okay?" Nicole asks before hugging and kissing Daddy.
"Hysterical," Daddy deadpans.
The Slut-sisters group chat is currently full of jokes about Daddy's proposal. He's not living this down anytime soon. Nicole exchanges hugs and kisses with the three of us girls, her anxiety obvious. Her purse and overnight bag are over her right shoulder and she's shifting nervously from foot to foot.
"You'll be fine, they're very nice," I reassure Nicole.
"Yeah, they even like Lexi, so they clearly have low standards," Hazel interjects.
"Lick my twat," Lexi grunts, flipping off the tan girl.
"In all seriousness, everything will be fine," Daddy tells Nicole. "My sister and her family are very nice. I'm the only one at risk for having broccoli shoved up my nose."
"Your sister did that to you?" Nicole inquires with a giggle.
"Yes," Daddy grumbles. "She would put the stems up my nostrils so the florets looked like I had green nostril hair."
"I think I love her," Nicole comments while we girls all laugh.
"Right," Daddy grunts.
"D-do I look okay?" Nicole asks, changing the subject. "I don't look too old? Too young?"
"Lexi looks too young, you're perfect," I reply as Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Fuck, I should have bought new clothes!" Nicole stammers, waving her hands nervously. "I just didn't have time!"
"We told you about this visit in plenty of time!" Daddy argues.
"We even mentioned it in our couples' chat earlier in the week," Lexi adds.
"I know, I know!" Nicole whines. "But right after that you were talking about sexy plans for the night, and then there was that picture of lingerie. Oh, and the picture of the kitten sucking on its own tail. I must have skipped over that when I was catching up. Fuck!"
"A kitten sucking its tail?" Hazel frowns.
"Oh, I should have shared that on the Slut-sisters chat!" Lexi exclaims. "That cat was fucking adorable!"
"How about we head to the living room before you build this up any more in your head?" Daddy suggests.
"Yeah, okay," Nicole swallows weakly.
Aunt Andrea and Uncle Mark get off the couch to greet Nicole as soon as we get back to the main living room. Abigail offers Nicole a hug and Alexander looks like he's making a conscious effort not to drool over two sexy, redhead sisters. Our large group of nine heads into the dining room for lunch.
Fortunately, we have the huge dining room table, allowing everyone to have a seat. Lunch is nothing fancy, just sandwiches, chips, and sodas. We discuss graduation and college while trying, and failing, to keep any awkwardness from the conversation.
"So, Nicole, you're an accountant?" Uncle Mark asks at one point.
"Yes, I'm a staff accountant at Ashwood Logistics," Nicole answers.
"Do you like it?" Uncle Mark wonders.
"Yeah, very much," Nicole nods. "I've been thinking about trying to get in with a dedicated accounting and finance company, but I'm happy right now."
"That's great," Aunt Andrea smiles. "Do you two have any other siblings?"
"Yeah, Kyle," Lexi answers. "He's an engineer and the middle child."
"Great field," Uncle Mark nods with approval before taking a bite of his sandwich.
"Yeah..." Lexi trails off. "You can meet him tomorrow."
"Your parents won't be there? Or Hazel's?" Aunt Andrea asks carefully.
"Nope," Lexi confirms. "They disowned me."
"Same with mine," Hazel confirms. "My grandmother will be going, but I won't be able to see my brothers."
"I can't imagine being disowned," Abigail winces.
"You'll never have to," Aunt Andrea assures her daughter.
"Thanks, Mom," Abigail smiles. "Ah, any chance we can get rid of Alex?"
"You are so screwed if you ever need a kidney," Alexander retorts.
The banter helps ease some of the tension and we're soon joking and laughing as we enjoy our lunch. Nicole doesn't have Lexi's insecurities, so the older sister opens up much easier. Also, Nicole doesn't protect herself with inappropriate comments like the other redhead.
"I know things are a bit unusual," Nicole begins eventually, "but I just want you to know that I really love Steven. I'm not gonna hurt him or anything."
"We appreciate that," Aunt Andrea replies with a kind smile. "Some of the things I heard did concern me, but all of you seem to really care for each other."
"You do have big shoes to fill," Abigail observes. "Auntie Aria was amazing."
"Yeah, she was," Alexander agrees.
"She was so beautiful," Lexi comments.
"And we aren't trying to take her place," Nicole adds quickly. "We know Steven will always love her."
"You're both beautiful, too," Aunt Andrea says.
"So are you," Nicole replies. "Steven isn't the only one in the family with looks."
"Ah, hello? What about me?" I speak up.
"Oh, shut up," Hazel jumps in. "Kayla, you know you're so fucking gorgeous that it's not fair to us mere mortals."
"Thanks," I grin happily.
"On that note, who wants to see Hazel's ultrasound?" Daddy offers.
The ultrasound photo is passed around, with all the girls squealing and fawning over it. Hazel has a huge grin on her face; this is the happiest I've ever seen her be about being pregnant. It's amazing, and I love Daddy for being smart enough to make this happen. He's doing a great job of making up for his earlier dumb moves.
There's enough furniture in the main living room for everyone, so we watch a family movie after lunch. The timing is perfect, because people arrive to set up for the party a few minutes after the movie ends. We all head outside to help, and everyone is excited as we see how the graduation party tomorrow is going to look.
The main feature of the massive back yard is usually our pool, but there is now so much more to see. There are tents and tables, a volleyball net, a bounce house, and a few other things. The food won't be arriving until tomorrow, but things are shaping up. I'm graduating high school and I am ready to celebrate!
~Stacey~
"Holy fucking fuck!" April announces eloquently. "This looks fucking fantastic!"
"To echo my sophisticated girlfriend, this really does look amazing," I say with a small smirk.
April and I are currently at the home of George Sokolov and Haruto Kobayashi. We're here at their invitation for a nice, fancy dinner. They're dining room is perfect for the occasion, with a large dining room table and overhanging chandelier. The light is dimmed and most of the illumination is coming from a few lit candles.
"Thank you," George smiles. "Please, eat."
Dinner is a creamy spinach pasta that's homemade by George. It looks heavenly and we quickly start serving ourselves, placing large portions on expensive-looking plates. I think the silverware is even actual silver. These guys know how to be fancy!
George and Haruto both look incredibly handsome wearing nice suits, complete with stylish ties. From our earlier hugs, I know that the guys are wearing cologne. Clean shaven, dressed up, cologne, fancy home cooking? I suspect and hope they're looking to get some pussy tonight.
April and I are dressed to impress in matching black cocktail dresses. Even in heels April is over a foot shorter than both guys. She's so little. It's fucking adorable. I love her glasses and her wavy blonde hair. I have my blonde locks in an elegant braid while April's hair flows freely over her shoulders and down to her upper back.
The first bite is a wonderful explosion of flavor that makes me sigh happily. Every single aspect of the spinach pasta dish is perfect. The temperature, the texture, the taste! It's an amazing combination of herbs and garlic with a hint of lemon juice. Parmesan cheese. Delicious!
"That's the best thing that's ever been in my mouth," I gush after swallowing.
"I think all three of us should be insulted," April responds, making the guys chuckle.
"No!" I exclaim, holding up a finger while holding my food-laden fork. "No, George has never been in my mouth."
"His loss," Haruto speaks up.
"Is true," George smirks before popping his fork into his mouth.
"You should get her to blow you later," April tells the big guy. "She does this amazing thing with her tongue where she somehow twists it. It feels so good on my clit."
"Weren't we talking about food? How did my oral skills come up?" I ask with a frown.
"April," Haruto states simply.
"Yeah, that makes sense," I nod.
Silence falls over the table, but there's no awkwardness as we enjoy the excellent meal. I happily sip on my wine between bites, enjoying the way the liquor compliments the flavors of my dinner. The atmosphere is just perfect, and is only slightly dampened by the calico cat jumping up on the table.
"Down, Callie," George admonishes, picking up the cat and placing her on the floor. "Sorry."
"It's fine," I giggle. "She's cute."
I don't usually eat much, but this food is just too good. April teases me slightly when I take a second helping. Of course, she's on her third, but the petite girl never gains weight. It's not fucking fair. We're having dessert, too, so I'll have to work all these calories off.
"How's work going for everyone?" April asks the table when we're all finishing up eating.
"Is good," George answers. "Better for Haruto."
"Why is that?" I wonder, taking another sip of wine.
"It's no big deal, I just started with a new client," Haruto deflects pathetically.
"Very big deal," George argues. "Haruto celebrity trainer."
"So, you're training someone famous?" April asks. "Anyone we might have heard of?"
"It's ah, well, it's Nolan Reed," Haruto mumbles, holding his drink up to his lips in a futile attempt to hide behind it.
April and I squeal so loudly the cat darts out of the room in her rush to escape the noise. I'm amazed that April seems to be just as excited as I am, but she stands up right beside me. Both of are shouting over each other, demanding answers from poor Haruto, who is blushing slightly. George clearly finds the situation hilarious and is giggling to himself.
"I will be your eternal sex slave if you introduce me!" April manages to be heard over me.
"You don't even like HDL!" I swat her on the arm while staring at sexy Asian man. "Haruto, you can literally do anything you want with me if you let me meet him. Anything. N. E. THING."
"HDL sucks, but Nolan Reed is fucking hot!" April replies. "I don't care that he was that McSplooge guy or whatever, I care about those sexy dimples! Mm, and those eyes! Oh, his arms!"
"McSpoogy!" I roll my eyes at April. "They killed him off, but he briefly came back during the cloning arc."
"No one cares," April snaps. "I need his cock in my twat and we might be able to make that happen."
"Not if I get him in me first!" I exclaim before placing my hands on the table and leaning forward to give Haruto a sultry look and a nice view down my dress. "You can take me to work with you every day. I'll give you head between every appointment to keep you relaxed."
"Fuck that!" April hisses, copying my position. "I'll give you head DURING every appointment. And, I'll be naked."
"I'll be naked, too!" I quickly add, reaching up to hook my thumb into the strap of my dress. "Want me to get naked right now?"
"Maybe wait until after dessert," Haruto laughs lightly.
"I'll be dessert!" April offers. "Eat me, fuck me, do whatever you want!"
"Ladies, I already offer sex to meet him," George finally speaks up.
"Didn't work?" April looks disappointed as she takes her seat.



"No," George admits sadly.
"I just think I need to build a relationship with him before asking for favors," Haruto explains gently. "I have to be professional."
"So, you want him all to yourself," April accuses with a grin. "Hey, I get it, we all love cock here."
"April!" I hiss.
"What? It's true!" April reasons.
"How about I clear the plates and serve the dessert we brought?" I suggest.
"I'll help," Haruto says, getting to his feet.
Haruto and I bring the plates into the kitchen while George and April switch to talking about that new computer game beta thing. I take out the chocolate cheesecake while Haruto stammers about not inviting us over because they want sex. I laugh as I assure him we don't think that at all; the four of us love spending time together. We just like to bump uglies occasionally.
"Cheesecake is served!" Haruto declares when the two of us return to the dining room. "My hips are going to hate me later, but it looks great."
"Enjoy," I say, giving George his piece before taking my seat beside April.
Whoever invented cheesecake is the smartest person ever. George and April are still chatting about their game while I talk with Haruto about my job. I bring up that April and I are both off tomorrow for a graduation party for my boss's daughter.
"How are things with your boss, by the way?" Haruto asks carefully.
"Good. Very good," I answer after swallowing a bite of cheesecake.
"She fucked him," April interjects.
"April!" I hiss again.
"What? It's true!" the little nerd giggles.
"You okay, April?" George asks. I can tell the big guy is feeling protective of the petite girl. It's sweet.
"Yeah, I am," April nods. "It's weird that I'm still going through stuff, but part of me really, really wants to fuck him."
"Is that an option?" Haruto wonders.
"You guys aren't jealous or anything, right?" I wince, unsure if talking about this is a good idea.
"No, not jealous," George shakes his head. "He treat you right is what matters.
"George and I are married, we're fine, I promise," Haruto smiles. "Was your boss jealous when you told him about us?"
"A little, but he's a tough guy," I explain. "And to answer your earlier question, it would be fine with me. His girlfriends would probably be cool with it, too."
"Plural?" George asks simply.
April and I then spend a few minutes explaining the crazy love life of Steven Thomson. Even leaving out Kayla, it's a wild story! George and Haruto reiterate that they're mostly monogamous, only inviting a girl into their bed once in awhile. Two girls, in our case.
The four of us still don't know each other that well, but Haruto and George aren't sleeping with anyone else. As long as our friendship comes first, we agree to tentatively hookup once in awhile. The guys like that they have a regular source of pussy they can trust for when they get that itch. And we girls get some cock.
It's nice knowing that no one will get jealous. April and I certainly won't try and get between Haruto and George, and they will show us the same respect. The guys don't plan on being with any other ladies, either. The only wrinkle is that I'm still in love with Steven.
"I even had a dream that April married Steven," I admit with a giggle.
"Do you not want them to have sex?" Haruto asks.
"Just the opposite!" I respond. "I think it would be so hot watching those two fuck each other unconscious!"
"Mm, sounds nice," April smirks.
The candlelight flickers as we continue talking and laughing. We discuss work and relationships, the summer and fun things we can do for double-dates. Nolan Reed and Steven Thomson stop coming up as the four of us start to flirt much more openly.
We clean up before the guys lead us downstairs to teach April carom billiards. Like the child she is, April giggles uncontrollably when she learns the goal is to carom, which means touching two balls with hers. She makes a comment that she doesn't have balls, but would be happy to touch the four in the room. And she's not talking about the ones on the table.
"I can't even call you an overgrown child since you look like you stopped growing when you were nine," I comment while lining up my shot.
"A short joke? Really?" April grumbles. "Pathetic."
"You and Lexi really should spend more time together," I continue after taking my turn. "You're both horny, bratty, full of energy, and giggle at the word 'balls.'"
"Balls," April laughs.
"Is cute, your banter," George speaks up.
"You're both adorable," Haruto adds.
"And I can deepthroat," April states proudly. "Oh, and I can suck so hard you'll feel like I'm pulling your soul out through your dick."
"I see we've moved past suggestive flirting and are now just being crude," I observe.
"Yup!" April giggles. "You still need to give George a sample of that lovely mouth."
"No pressure," George chuckles while walking toward the table to take his turn.
My eyes drop to George's butt as he approaches the table and I feel the spark of lust. I'm quite a bit taller than April, yet the gentle giant still has over a foot on me. He's large and muscular with a handsome face. George just seems so powerful, like he can bend me over and just take me any time he wants. The sexy Russian accent doesn't hurt, either.
"Fuck it," I husk, rushing toward George as fast as my heels will allow.
"Agreed, fuck the game!" April squeaks, lunging at Haruto.
George drops the cue when I grab his face in both hands and pull him in for a passionate kiss. I lose track of April and Haruto as George buries a hand in my hair while resting his other hand at my lower back, holding me close. It only takes a few seconds for his hand to reach lower and squeeze my ass.
I draw George's tongue into my mouth so I can suck on it while moaning. George is so tall that his erection is pressing against my stomach instead of my crotch, but I still grind against it as we intensely make out while holding each other tightly. My boobs are squished against George and I rub my chest on him, our passion building.
Unable to wait any longer, I kiss down George's neck, my hands on his chest as I hum happily. I need to feel a hard dick down my throat. Now. I drop to my knees, my hands seductively trailing down him as I look up at him with fire in my baby blue eyes.
"Can I please suck your cock, sir?" I ask innocently, feeling playful.
"You can," George nods, his massive hand cupping my cheek.
"Yay, BJ time!" April squeals, causing me to glance over just in time to see my excitable girlfriend get on her knees and reach to open Haruto's suit pants.
April and I rush to extract two hard cocks, stroking them for a few seconds before leaning forward. All banter stops when our slutty mouths are filled with dick, both of us moaning as the guys sigh happily. Who doesn't love a good blowjob?
George's manhood is long and thick, stretching my little mouth to capacity as I suck and drool. I'm bobbing my head on his dick, my tongue dancing along the bottom of his shaft. The fingers of my left hand grip his leg while I use my right hand to tease the inside of his opposite thigh. When I pull back to his tip, I twist my tongue along the head, making him shudder.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" I hum as my lips glide along George's length.
Men are visual creatures who love when a girl puts on a show. I look up at George with my pretty blue eyes, my lips stretched around his cock as I let out a sexy moan. I know I look good on my knees, in a black dress that shows some nice cleavage, my blonde hair in a braid and my mouth stuffed full of cock.
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Glug! Glug! Gak!" April gags and gurgles, a quick glance revealing that Haruto is holding her little head and roughly fucking her face.
I can't deepthroat like April can, but I feel some competitiveness and try to take George as deep as I can. Coughing slightly, I refuse to back off, my nostrils flaring as I struggle to breathe through my nose. George is gripping my head tightly, groaning in pleasure as I push through my gag reflex.
The big guy's mushroom head pops into my throat, causing me to cough and gurgle. My eyes are watering as I hold him in as long as I can. When it's too much, I pull off quickly, turning my head to cough as I jack him off to keep him stimulated.
"You okay?" George asks in concern.
"I'm good, I'm good," I nod while coughing.
Haruto and April are ignoring us; Haruto is too distracted by fucking April's face, and the blonde nerd has a big dick down her throat to keep her busy. I watch the two of them for a few seconds while I catch my breath. I feel George slip a hand down the front of my dress to squeeze a boob, making me moan. When I can breath again, I turn back to George and smile up at him.
Lifting George's big dick, I lean in and start licking his nuts. Taking one ball in my mouth, my tongue dances along the skin as I continue stroking him, my hand using the classic corkscrew motion. His fingers pinch my nipple, causing my pussy to flood with moisture. I put him back in my mouth and start rapidly bobbing my head. A few seconds later I hear April squeal loudly.
Out of the corner of my eye, I watch as Haruto pulls April to her feet by her blonde hair. He then practically drags the tiny nymphomaniac over to one of the long sides of the billiards table. With one sweeping motion, Haruto pushes the balls out of the way. The moment is ruined when the four balls bounce against the other side and make their way right back.
"That went so much better in my head," Haruto sighs.
The situation makes me giggle, the vibrations around George's cock making him gasp and grab my head in both hands. Haruto and April manage to get the balls out of the way so that he can lift April up and set her butt down on the edge of the table. Putting his hands up April's dress, he slides her panties down her legs and attempts to pull them off. The black lace gets caught on one foot so Haruto just lets the underwear dangle off April's ankle.
I continue watching and sucking while Haruto gets between April's spread legs. His suit pants are around his ankles as he grabs his dick at the base and pushes himself into April's little, pink cunt. She wraps her legs around him, drawing him in as she balances herself on the edge of the billiards table with her hands.
"Fuck me!" April hisses, looking up at Haruto with a fierce expression. "Fuck my slutty pussy!"
Grabbing April's hips, Haruto starts slamming himself into the little nerd again and again. Her dress is bunched up around her waist, her ankles crossed around his back. Still wearing her heels, April's underwear is dangling off one ankle, swaying in the air as she's fucked hard.
George is no longer watching me suck him off. Instead he is lightly thrusting his hips into my face while looking at April getting railed on the billiards table. Haruto stops squeezing April's boobs from outside her dress so he can grab her ankles and hold her legs in the air. Spreading April wide, he looks down to watch his cock spear into the petite girl.
April getting plowed is inspiring George to get his own sample of tight pussy. Pulling me to my feet, he leads me to one of the short ends of the billiards table. Rather than lift me on it, he turns me to face it and bends me over. I happily comply, placing my hands on the table and sticking out my tight, little ass.
George lifts my dress and yanks my panties down to my thigh, giving him a good look at my naked bum. He then slots himself between my labia and places one hand on my shoulder. I bare my teeth and grunt as he slams himself in me in one powerful thrust.
"FUCK!" I hiss, lowering to my elbow to get more comfortable.
Gripping my tiny waist in his large hands, George starts fucking me. His thrusts are powerful and controlled, each one precise and predictable. Knowing when to expect him to fill me up has me quivering, my pleasure growing with every second.
"Fuck me like a whore!" April begs loudly, throwing her head back as her body tenses. "Keep going! Use me, own me!"
Haruto is definitely the more dominant of the two guys; he's holding April's ankles tightly as he fucks her as fast as he can. George is much more gentle, despite his large size. Both styles are great and each of these men know how to use their cocks.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, my hair clinging to my face as I take it from behind.
Coming down from her latest orgasm, April looks over at me with a fiery look in her eyes. She blows me a kiss and I immediately blow one back. The two of us gaze at each other, both enjoying watching the other get fucked. Watching April while George is pounding me is enough to make me cum. I gasp and groan, losing the ability to speak as my eyes run all along April. Her panties are still around her ankle.
April and I get our pussies pounded for a few more minutes, each of us having a couple more nice orgasms. Then I notice Haruto look over at me, clearly communicating wordlessly with George. At the same time, both guys pull out and direct their sluts to their knees.
"Don't swallow when we cum, okay?" Haruto instructs as he pushes his dick into April's mouth.
"Mm, okay! Mm!" April moans as she starts sucking.
"Stacey?" Haruto calls out.
"Mmhmm!" I mumble and nod around George's cock.
I can taste my love juices on George's erection and I happily swallow everything that gets in my mouth. The room is silent except for the sucking and slurping of we girls, and the soft moaning of the guys. The urgency in their grunts warns April and I of their impending release.
Haruto cums first. I hear him groan loudly as April coughs lightly, clearly struggling to manage the massive load of semen. I'm still sucking away as April comes over and kneels beside me. Haruto is standing next to George and I realize what they're going for.
Pulling back so only George's tip is between my lips, I suck hard on the end while using my tongue-twisting technique that April loves. It pushes George over the edge and I immediately feel semen start pouring into my mouth. I remember my instructions and don't swallow, instead gathering all the creamy man stuff in my cheeks.
George exits my mouth and I turn to kiss April. Both guys watch as we girls swap cum back and forth while moaning. I grab the back of April's head, pushing my tongue into her mouth while she slips a hand into my dress to feel my boob. We make sure to put on a show for the boys, swallowing down all of their cum before looking up at them with big smiles.
"Bedroom?" Haruto suggests.
"Yes!" April breathes. "You boys need to get us naked!"
It's my turn to ruin the moment. April and I get to our feet and move to follow the boys. Unfortunately, I stumble and fall flat on my face. Yup. Panties still around my thighs. Oops. My face red, I get to my feet and pull up my underwear while everyone laughs. I remind myself of the saying; if you can't laugh during sex, you're doing it with the wrong person. Or people, in this case.
The guys fix their suit pants, but April doesn't bother adjusting her clothes. The four of us make our way to the bedroom, April's underwear still around her ankle. As soon as the door closes, we begin stripping out of our clothing. There's no need to be seductive, we all just get naked as fast as we possibly can.
George and Haruto need time to recharge, so April and I lay on the bed and spread our legs. April places one leg over mine as we crook our fingers to the guys, inviting them to come eat our pussies. They're both very giving lovers who happily honor the request.
Haruto goes down on April while George is eating me. They switch after making us cum, and April and I each get treated to another orgasm on a dancing tongue and thrusting fingers. We're both drooling messes when the guys finally pull away from our exhausted pussies.
Our lady bits aren't done getting workouts; April and I have the guys lay on their backs so we can mount them. I'm riding George, holding hands with April as she bounces up and down in Haruto's lap. We switch again, this time fucking the guys in reverse cowgirl so they can check out our pretty, little asses.
Eventually April announces that she wants to get spit-roasted. April's only time taking two dicks at once was with Drew and Luke. George and Haruto are aware of this king of April's and they happily agree. I once again sit out, not ready to try two men. I want to, it's just very intimidating.
April crouches in the doggystyle position as Haruto gets behind her and pushes his cock up her twat. George feeds his dick into April's willing mouth, completing the spit-roast. I'm kneeling beside April, reaching beneath her body to play with her tits while enjoying the show.
George fucks April's face, using her mouth like a pussy. At the same time, Haruto is fucking April's actual pussy, raising his hand to spank my slutty girlfriend. April is going wild, her little body thrashing as the large men take pleasure from her holes. She screams around George's cock, her backside bucking as she cums hard.
When George and Haruto are ready to cum, they have April get on her knees on the floor. I get to watch as two men hose down April's pretty face. Her nude body is wriggling as she holds her boobs and begs to be covered in cum. With her glasses on the bedside table, she has to close one eye due to the rope of cum over it.
I kneel beside April and lick her cheek, happily lapping up the cum. The guys both watch as I lick the cum from April's face, occasionally kissing her. I even slide my hand between her legs, past her pubic hair and to her pussy. I rub her clit as we kiss passionately, the taste of semen on our lips and tongues.
"I love you, you crazy bitch," I say to April.
~Steven~
"Glug! Glug! Glug! Glug!" Lexi gurgles, her green eyes looking into mine while I use my grip on her hair to fuck her face.
"My turn! My turn!" Nicole mews desperately, the nude redhead opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.
Using my grip on Lexi's hair, I pull the younger redhead off my cock. Then I pull Nicole to my crotch, shoving my dick in her mouth. Nicole moans happily as she clamps her lips down on my shaft and starts sucking. I help her by using her long, auburn hair to guide her along my shaft.
All three of us are completely naked and I'm standing in front of the foot of the four-poster bed while holding both Davis girls by the hair. Both their bodies are lightly-covered in freckles, their pink nipples looking so enticing in contrast to their pale skin. Nicole's boobs are slightly bigger, her freckles different, and the older girl has a sexy bush of fiery red pubic hair.
Nicole isn't able to deepthroat like Lexi, so I take much more care while fucking her mouth. My accountant girlfriend still gags occasionally, her eyes watering. However, from the way she's moaning and squirming, I have no doubt that she is loving every second of this.
I fuck Nicole's face for a couple minutes before deciding it's time to fuck. Both redheads bend over the bed and I decide to fuck Nicole first. I pound her to an orgasm while pulling her hair and slapping her ass. Then I switch to Lexi and drill her until she screams my name.
"I'm gonna cum, get on your knees!" I order, pulling out of the tight, teenage cunt.
Both girls spin around and drop to their knees, mouths open and tongues sticking out as they look at me with anticipation. The first rope splatters across Nicole's face, the second getting her right in the mouth. I switch to Lexi and give her a couple shots before draining the rest into Nicole's mouth.
Lexi and Nicole; the sexy, slutty, redhead sisters. They make out and grope each other while swapping my cum back and forth, occasionally swallowing. There's a quick break so they can clean their faces, then the two girls get on the bed and into a sixty-nine position.



I watch my girlfriends eat each other out while recharging for another round. Once I'm ready, Nicole mounts me in reverse-cowgirl and starts bouncing in my lap. Lexi gets in front of her and shoves her tongue down the older girl's throat. I play with Nicole's pert butt-cheeks, enjoying the feel of a tight pussy caressing my shaft.
When it's Lexi's turn, I fuck her in missionary until she cums twice. Then I switch back to Nicole, who wants it up the ass. Lexi kneels in front of the older girl, the two of them holding hands as Nicole grunts and groans; my cock pushing all the way up her butt.
"FUCK!" Nicole screeches, looking forward at Lexi. "Fuck my ass! Fuck my slutty butt!"
A few minutes later, I bury myself to the hilt up Nicole's back door as I paint her insides with my seed. The three of us then take a long shower to clean up. Laying in bed with them cuddling, I can't help but think this is one hell of a way to spend a Thursday night. Every night should be this way.
Tomorrow is graduation, so we can't stay up too late. Fortunately, everyone feels the same and is already in bed. My sister and her husband are sharing a wall with me, so I'm hoping this expensive home has good enough insulation to drown out the screaming. Wait. I remember hearing Hazel scream from across the hall upon seeing a spider. Shit.
"Mm, that was great," Lexi purrs, her head on my chest as her fingers dance along my skin. I am well and truly fucked."
"Me, too," Nicole sighs happily, her naked body pressed against my other side. I can feel her toes running along my calf.
"I'm glad you two had as much fun as I did," I laugh lightly, hugging them both as we cuddle beneath the blanket.
"We need to have this threesome more often," Lexi comments lightly. "I love doing my sister."
"Thanks, I think?" Nicole giggles.
"You should move in," Lexi suddenly suggests. "We just need to put in another dresser. I need my closet, so you and Steven can share one."
"I think it might be a little early for that," Nicole replies.
"Wait. Why am I the one losing closet space in this arrangement?" I ask. "I have business meetings, I need nice suits."
"We're girls, we need more space. Everyone knows that and no one cares about your suits," Lexi says quickly before turning her attention back to her sister. "You've been with Steven a lot longer than I was when I moved in."
"You didn't have a choice," Nicole points out before catching herself. "Well, you did, you could have moved in with me or Kyle. But, you thought you didn't."
"You didn't make yourselves known until well after I was thrown out," Lexi counters.
"We didn't know! You could have called!" Nicole argues. "And that's not the point! The point is that Steven hasn't even met my friends yet!"
"So, set something up?" Lexi suggests. "We can tell Kyle when we see him tomorrow that both his sisters are sleeping with Steven every night. It might make his brain explode."
"Leave our brother alone," Nicole admonishes. "He's still getting used to all this. He might not approve, but he wants us in our life. Kyle is coming tomorrow to congratulate you on graduating high school. I expect you'll both be civil."
"I'm sure everything will be fine tomorrow," I say as Lexi blows a raspberry.
"I'm sorry, Steven," Nicole sighs. "I'm just not ready to live here. Also, Lexi needs to learn to respect boundaries. You didn't even offer for me to move in, she just assumed you'd be fine with it."
"Alexis Davis knows no boundaries," I declare, making both girls laugh. "And it would be fine if you did want to live here, but you don't have to. I completely respect that we're early in our relationship."
"I love you both. Thank y-" Nicole begins, interrupted by a knock at the door.
"Uh, just a second!" I call out. We need to put on robes in case it's my sister.
"It's Hazel!" the tan girl's voice replies.
"Oh, come in!" I yell while Nicole sits up and turns on the bedside lamp.
Hazel walks into the room wearing a robe, her long brown hair in its usual ponytail. As per usual, the pregnant teen looks stressed out. She's biting her lip nervously as she walks over to the edge of the bed. Lexi and I sit up as well so we can all talk.
"Everything okay?" I inquire.
"I, ah, just wanted to talk about something," Hazel mumbles while nervously playing with her hands.
"Sure, what's up?" I wonder.
"Tomorrow is graduation," Hazel states carefully.
"That's what we're doing tomorrow!" Lexi responds sarcastically while lightly smacking herself in the forehead. "How did we forget?"
"And then the party," Hazel continues, ignoring the resident brat.
"Yes, what about it?" I ask kindly.
"The party is probably gonna get pretty wild," Hazel observes. "Uh, hopefully after my grandma leaves."
"Yeah, I hope so, too," I grunt, giving Lexi the side-eye. "Aria's parents don't need to see any antics either."
"We'll behave until they're gone," Lexi rolls her eyes.
"Anyway, the point is, um," Hazel stammers, trying to gather her strength, "the point is..."
"The point is you want to have sex with someone and are worried it'll make me jealous?" I offer.
"Yes. That one," Hazel confirms, pointing at me.
"I'm surprised," I respond. Lexi and Nicole are both silent as they observe.
"Why?" the tan girl frowns.
"I seem to remember you saying it was none of my business what you did at a party," I remind her.
"Yeah, I did say that," Hazel winces. "Sorry."
"I wasn't pointing it out because I wanted an apology," I explain. "I'm pointing it out to show that things have changed. I'm proud of you. You seem less angry now. You're not lashing out at people who love you anymore."
"Right, I was a bitch," Hazel admits.
"That also wasn't the point," I sigh.
"But, it's the tru-" Lexi begins, stopping when I put my hand over her mouth.
"I'm only bringing it up to let you know that this is how things should be; we talk about things, we work it out," I say. "I love you, Hazel. I love our baby. And I acknowledge you're not my girlfriend."
"I'm not, but you were jealous when Allan fucked me. I saw it in your eyes," Hazel accuses.
"That's true," I nod, taking my hand away from Lexi's mouth. "I have no right to be, but that's not how feelings work. You feel what you feel."
"I don't want to go crazy or anything," Hazel says quickly. "I mean, I might be up for taking a few cocks at once again, but I'd want you there. It's just, well, there's someone..."
"Someone you want a fling with?" Nicole interjects kindly.
"Yeah," Hazel nods.
"May I ask who?" I wonder.
"Alex," the pregnant teen states simply.
"That's hysterical!" Lexi exclaims, breaking into a fit of giggles.
"My nephew, interesting," I smirk.
"He's not related to me!" Hazel reasons.
"You're pregnant with his cousin, so it's kind of incest," Lexi argues.
"Says the girl who is currently naked in bed with her sister," Hazel snaps, her face red.
"Okay, okay, let's not start the banter," I interrupt, cutting off the petty arguing before it begins. "Hazel, I admit it; I get jealous. It's hypocritical, but I'm only human. You're a gorgeous, smart, funny, passionate woman, who wouldn't want you all to themselves?"
"Thank you," Hazel blushes shyly.
"I gave you that ring for a reason, and it wasn't romance," I say carefully. "It was a promise that we're family and I'll always be here for you and the baby. I don't know what the future holds. Let's just take things one step at a time."
"How do we do that?" Hazel asks.
"How about this?" I reply to preempt my suggestion. "I could handle you sleeping with Allan. We aren't a couple, but we are having a baby. Maybe we start a rule where we talk about things beforehand?"
"So, I won't hook up with anyone without talking to you first?" Hazel inquires. "I kind of like that. Like you have veto rights."
"If that's okay with you?" I ask. "I appreciate you considering my feelings and I want you to know that you still have your freedom."
"Okay, let's do that. For now," Hazel nods happily.
"By the way, Emily and Shannon are off-limits tomorrow and forever," Lexi states firmly, looking over at me. "Keep your cock away from both of them."
"Uh, okay," I answer, slightly confused.
"Shannon is the bitch who told everyone I was pregnant," Hazel explains. "And Emily is apparently a prostitute since she took money from Wagner to bend over."
"Right, right," I nod, remembering the names. "Point them out and I'll stay away. Assuming they show up."
"Oh, they're gonna show up," Lexi growls angrily.
Hazel sits on the edge of the bed so the four of us can chat for a few more minutes. The girls are excited for graduation and I'm still in shock that my baby girl is going to be a high school graduate. At one point, Lexi's phone buzzes on the bedside table and she reaches over to check it.
"Holy shit!" Lexi exclaims in a high-pitch squeal.
"What?" Nicole asks.
"Who is it?" Hazel wonders.
"My ears are ringing," I comment, wincing. Holy shit, dogs all over Ashwood could probably hear that.
"It's Stacey, Stacey sent me a text," Lexi talks quickly in her excitement. "She's on a double-date with April at the home of those two married guys they met recently."
"I remember them, yes," I reply, pushing down the jealousy I irrationally feel.
"So?" Nicole probes.
"One of the guys is a personal trainer and he has a new client," Lexi continues. "Stacey knows someone who knows Nolan Reed!"
Now three girls are squealing in a high-pitch that can probably shatter glass. Or at least my eardrums. Nicole leans over me to look at the text while Hazel hops out of bed and stands beside Lexi to also check out the younger redhead's phone. All three of them are gushing about the pretty boy and I can't help but shake my head.
"Steven?" Hazel asks, looking up at me with a radiant smile. "There's another guy I wanna sleep with."
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"Three! Two! One! HAPPY NEW YEAR!" Eight voices cried out together, filling the small apartment with the sounds of their mirth.
The cheering stopped when the group paired off into eight couples for the traditional New Year's kiss. A thin guy who was well over six feet tall was locked in a passionate embrace with a slim blonde. The couple was humorously mismatched, with his brown haired head towering at least a foot over her blonde. She was stretching up while he bent down to press their lips together.
Standing several feet to the right on the light-gray carpet was the next couple. He was much more average in stature and build, with his arms wrapped around a beautiful woman with long brown hair. Her body was pressed against his as they kissed fiercely.
The third pairing consisted of a sexy Latina and a muscle-bound guy who would not have been out of place on a football field. He was about six feet tall with blond hair and she was probably five or six inches shorter with shining raven hair. Their kiss was more hesitant, showing that the two of them were not as familiar with each other as the first two couples.
The last pair had an equally hesitant kiss, just pecking each other's lips repeatedly. The woman looked to be the youngest and was by far the shortest. At barely five feet tall, she was a cute, freckled redhead with pale skin. Her partner was quite a bit taller with brown hair. Unlike the others, he was carrying a few extra pounds and had a round, jovial face.
Conner and Leslie, Steven and Jane, Noah and Camilla, and Theo and Sienna. That was their group. Or "The Gang of Eight" as they informally called themselves.
While the apartment wasn't large, it was quite nice and took advantage of what space was available. A large television was mounted on the wall and there were framed pictures on either side. Facing the television was a large couch with a recliner off to the side. A small table with a lamp was beside the couch and a nice coffee table sat in front of it.
Signs of their New Year's Eve party were littered all over the apartment. There were several empty bottles of beers, a few glasses of half-drunk wine. A large plate with a single mozzarella stick and a bowl of marinara sauce was resting on the coffee table. In addition, a stack of board games were resting on the floor, along with a set-up game that appeared recently abandoned.
"And a very happy birthday to you," the brunette smiled, cutely scrunching her nose while squeezing the upper arms of her guy.
Jane Silver was a slim, twenty-seven year old beauty with green eyes and light brown hair that fell to her lower back. As an HR specialist, Jane was a very compassionate and approachable person. She could be tough when she needed to, but she never stopped caring. She had a cute voice, kissable lips, and an adorable face. Everyone loved the small mole just over her upper lip.
"Right! Happy birthday, buddy! Woo!" the guy with the jovial face cheered as the redhead he was kissing stepped back.
Theodore Caldwell was an outgoing guy who always had a wise-ass remark ready to go. He was of average height and had hazel eyes. At twenty-six, Theo loved to party and was always good for a laugh. Sadly, he didn't have much luck with the ladies, but he was a good guy and a hard worker at his job as a bookkeeper.
Standing a couple feet in front of Theo was Sienna Griffith, the five-foot-nothing redhead. She was the youngest of the group, at only twenty-one years old. After graduating community college she got a job as an accounts payable specialist. Sienna was the only one of the group who still lived at home with her parents.
"Last birthday of your twenties, ready to be an old man?" the tallest guy teased after Sienna expressed her birthday wishes.
"Don't be an ass, Conner," the blonde rolled her eyes.
Leslie and Conner Pearson were the only married couple of the friend group. Conner was a very slim man who was well over six feet with brown hair and green eyes. He was a mechanical engineer and the only person in The Gang of Eight who did not work at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services.
Conner's wife, Leslie, was a full foot shorter than he was. A beautiful blonde with blue eyes, Leslie was the oldest of the group at thirty-one. Her husband, who she met in college, was a few months younger. Leslie was a financial controller liked by everyone she met.
"Steve got his New Year's kiss, how about a birthday bang?" the sexy Latina asked with a smirk. "What do ya say, Jane?"
"I say mind your own business," Jane replied with a small blush.
"C'mon, Silver!" the Latina giggled. "Take him to his room and make some music!"
Jane's roommate was Camilla Garcia, a gorgeous twenty-four year old of average height with black hair and brown eyes. Camilla was hired right out of college as an accounts receivable specialist. She was outgoing and always the life of the party.
"Can all the guys get a birthday bang?" a tall, muscular guy who kissed Camilla wondered. "What do you say, ladies?"
"We say 'no.'" Sienna grunted and rolled her eyes.
Noah Beck was Theo's roommate and fellow bookkeeper. Unlike Theo, Noah was a six-foot-tall wall of muscle. He could often be found at the gym in their apartment building and played football in college. Noah was twenty-five and had much better luck with women than Theo.
"Speak for yourself, girl!" Leslie laughed, standing on her toes to kiss her husband's cheek. "My man is so getting lucky when we get home!"
"He's leaving you here?" Theo suggested, making everyone laugh.
"Well, that explains why you're single," Sienna retorted.
Other than Conner and Leslie, the rest of the group were all single. Camilla and Noah dated casually, while Theo usually went home alone every night. Sienna went on dates but was much more careful about who she hooked up with. Leslie had been the one to suggest that the six single people pair off so that she and her husband weren't the only ones kissing in the new year.
Camilla and Sienna each reluctantly grabbed a guy while the married couple were obviously going to kiss each other. Sienna wasn't really attracted to Theo, while Camilla didn't want to date anyone in their friend group. The kisses were a little awkward, but it was a New Year's tradition! Everyone agreed that Jane should kiss Steven Martucci, the owner of the apartment they were all spending New Year's in.
Steven wasn't a very tall guy, but he was a handsome man of Italian heritage with light brown hair and green eyes. His close-cropped beard looked great on him and he had an amazing smile complete with dimples. Steven had started out as an accountant at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping services, but he eventually transitioned to a pure finance role. His job as a financial analyst paid incredibly well, allowing him to easily afford his own place without needing a roommate.
The worst kept secret in the social group was that Steven and Jane were friends with benefits. The two of them had a casual intimacy that was easy to spot, even for Theo. Everyone knew that they had even hooked up at the office on more than one occasion. Neither of them had been on a date in months, and the other six expected them to officially become a couple.
Steven thanked everyone for the birthday wishes before the girls decided he deserved more kisses. Leslie was married, so she only gave him a quick peck on the lips. Sienna pressed her body against his and lightly kissed him. Camilla had to show off, grabbing the back of his head and shoving her tongue in his mouth.
"Jealous?" Camilla asked Jane with a wink after breaking the kiss.
"About what?" Jane wondered, sounding actually curious, to Camilla's disappointment.
Jane, focused on Camilla, didn't see how Steven's face fell at hearing that.
"So, ah, you got any big plans for your birthday?" Leslie asked, attempting to distract Steven.
"Nothing at all," Steven answered with a light laugh. "I'm gonna sleep in, do some cleaning, a few loads of laundry."
"Whoa, watch out ladies, we've got a wild one here," Sienna teased.
"If you're not careful he might whip you up your very own budget," Theo added.
"Big talk coming from the guy with the exciting bookkeeping job," Noah countered.
"Hey! You're a bookkeeper, too!" Theo glared at his roommate.
"I'm also a former college quarterback," Noah smirked before taking a sip of his beer.
"That is such a weird combination," Leslie giggled.
"I think everyone here is a little nerdy," Conner added. "I'm an engineer, you're all in finance or accounting. Oh, and we spent New Year's Eve playing board games."
"You're my sexy engineer," Leslie purred, smiling at her husband.
"Just a shame you nerds can't all be as handsome as me," Theo shook his head. "I feel so bad for you."
"You're an idiot," Sienna grunted.
"How about we finish the game?" Steven offered.
It wasn't easy to find a game that could accommodate eight people at once, but The Gang of Eight had managed to find a couple. They had split off into smaller parties to play other games earlier, usually two groups of four. For this last game of the night, they all wanted to play together.
The game was set in eighteenth century Europe and each player took on the role of a powerful nation. Competing to expand by garnering the most support, each player had to win wars to increase their territories. More territories meant more people, which meant supplying more goods, leading to more support. It was a long game that took over an hour to finish.
Noah was playing as France and was eliminated first. Steven's Russia fell not long after. Soon it was just two people left. Great Britain held on awhile but was ultimately defeated by Spain. Sienna was the winner. Everyone congratulated her before polishing off their drinks.
"Present time!" Leslie declared.
"You guys didn't have to get me anything," Steven protested weakly.
"Too fucking bad, we did!" Camilla laughed while rummaging through her bag and extracting a wrapped box.
Steven sat on the couch while the others sang happy birthday, then it was time to open presents. His gifts were fairly standard for a nerdy guy; a new button-down, a board game, a gift card for a restaurant. There was some teasing when he unwrapped Jane's present; a very nice wristwatch.
"Are you sure there's nothing going on between you two?" Sienna asked, pointing between Steven and Jane.
"We're sure," Jane spoke up quickly.
"Yeah, positive," Steven sighed.
"So, you wouldn't be jealous if our guy went out and found a hookup?" Noah wondered.
"I would not," Jane insisted, shaking her head.
"It is his birthday, I would think a thoughtful and loving blowjob would be the least you could do," Theo added.
"You heard the guy, Camilla, get on your knees," Jane smirked, gesturing at Steven with her head.
"Why me?" Camilla frowned. "Sienna's already eye-level with most guys' waists."
"Yeah, but you're the slutty one," Jane argued while Sienna flipped off the Latina.
"I am not!" Camilla gasped. "That's so mean!"
"Personally, I'm very pro-slut," Theo interjected.
"That's not how you get laid, man," Conner told the resident comedian.
"Did you forget I'm your roommate?" Jane asked Camilla. "Didn't you bring home yet another new guy a couple weeks ago?"
"A girl has needs," Camilla giggled and blushed. "Besides, he was hot."
"I'm available if you want some stress-free loving," Noah offered.
"Yeah, me too!" Theo said a little too quickly.
"Keep dreaming, buddy," Sienna snorted.
"He can't be any worse than the guy who wanted to pee on me," Camilla crinkled her nose in disgust.
"Ew!" Leslie gasped.
"Whoa, and I thought my first boyfriend trying to talk me into butt stuff right after popping my cherry was bad," Sienna winced.
Steven and Jane were both grateful when the conversation was derailed by the other girls complaining about men they've dated. Jane really liked Steven, but she had a lot of issues with commitment and relationships. Steven was aware that Jane had a past and didn't pry for information, but he couldn't help wanting more.
After a little more light banter, the eight friends cleaned up the mess from their New Year's Eve party. It was after 2:00AM by the time they finished and everyone was tired. Seven of the group had their coats on and were standing around chatting with Steven before leaving.
"You're really not doing anything on your birthday? That's so sad," Sienna pouted.
"It's no big deal, it's just a birthday," Steven chuckled.
"If you feel that bad, I'm sure we can go back to the topic of a birthday bang?" Theo suggested.
"Shut up," Jane rolled her eyes at Theo.
"Jealous after all?" Conner spoke up.
"You shut up, too," Jane grunted.
"I'll be able to keep myself busy," Steven said as the group made their way to the door.
The truth was that Jane was going to be coming over for dinner. Steven was going to get his birthday bang after all, but neither of them wanted the others to know. Jane insisted their relationship was casual, and Steven didn't want to pressure her.
"Watching porn and jacking off?" Camilla suggested, making a motion with her hand to suggest stroking an erect penis. "What a fun birthday."
"Well, I'm not going out," Steven replied with an exasperated sigh. "I have to be up bright and early for work on Thursday."
"Right, we're all getting laid off," Theo grumbled.
"We're not getting laid off," Leslie rolled her eyes. "The company is doing great, that's why we got bought."
"Doesn't mean we won't be given the boot," Noah sighed, shaking his head.
It was understandable that people were concerned about their jobs; Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services had just been bought out. The company had seen explosive growth, allowing it to thrive in the financial district of Lower Manhattan. Its success drew the attention of Bauer International Holdings, which quickly pounced and made an offer.
Bauer International Holdings was an American holding company founded in 1946 with its headquarters in New York, New York. As of the end of 2024, the Bauers were valued at one hundred forty-one billion dollars. They specialized in real estate, but they were involved in all aspects of the financial district as well. In addition, Theodore Bauer, the chairman and CEO, seemed to want to use the acquisition as a test for his favorite employee.
"Companies do tend to have layoffs when they get bought," Camilla admitted with a wince.
"Steve here will just have to put in a good word for all of us with the new boss," Sienna shrugged.
"I seriously doubt Megan Bauer is gonna listen to a single word I have to say," Steven rolled his eyes.
The twenty-five year old Megan Bauer was the only child and sole heir of Theodore Bauer. She recently got her MBA from Harvard and had graduated with highest honors. Theodore letting her handle an acquisition all by herself was his way of testing his daughter.
"She wants to meet with you to go over the finances," Jane pointed out.
"Well, yeah, but I'm a financial analyst," Steven shrugged. "The only way she'll listen to me is if it's to make cuts to the budget so her rich daddy can make his money back."
"You don't know that, the meeting could go well," Leslie argued.
"Yeah, right," Steven snorted, his mood darkening. "She'll probably just tell me to save them millions before playing on her phone the rest of the day. Nepotism at its finest."
"Megan did just get her MBA, she is qualified," Sienna responded.
"A spoiled rich girl who never had a care in the world? Sure," Steven shook his head angrily.
"You know, for a guy who hates corporate so much, maybe finance wasn't the smartest career choice," Noah observed.
"I don't hate corporate," Steven argued. "I just hate when people get fucked over so some rich asshole can buy another yacht."
"How did you end up majoring in accounting?" Jane wondered. "I never asked."
"I didn't know what I wanted to major in," Steven shrugged. "I was good at math, I was organized. Someone suggested accounting and I figured I could always change it later. I never did."
"Sounds like someone passionate about his career," Theo laughed.
"I like the numbers and spreadsheets well enough," Steven explained. "I just hate wealth hoarding. If a job is worth paying someone to do, it's worth paying them enough to live a life of dignity. Something the Megan Bauers of the world will never understand."
The birthday boy complained for a few more minutes, his ranting getting worse and worse. Leslie finally suggested one of the single girls flash Steven to get him to shut up. Everyone laughed before finally deciding it was time to get going. Sadly, Steven never got to see any boobs.
With the others gone, Steven staggered into his bedroom with a tired yawn. The long day had caught up with him and he quickly stripped down to his boxer briefs before falling into bed. Steven was out cold seconds after his head hit the pillow.
No alarm was set to wake him up, causing Steven to sleep in until after 10:30AM. It was a very nice change for someone who was usually up early. With a yawn and a stretch, Steven grabbed his phone and replied to all the birthday texts from friends and family.
In addition to a morning text, Jane had also sent him a number of pictures. The first was of her laying in bed with a smile on her pretty face. She was wearing a white camisole and no bra, her hard nipples and the outline of her areolas clearly visible. The second was of her legs. Jane was still in bed and all that could be seen was her shapely legs, up to her thighs. It was a teasing picture that made Steven smile.
Jane: Happy birthday! Here's a little preview. ;)
Steven: Thanks! How about showing me a little more?
Jane: I did just get out of the shower...
Steven: Mm, show me. ;)
Steven didn't have to wait long for a picture. Jane was holding up the phone, aiming it at herself as she sat on the couch. Her long hair was damp from showering and her green eyes sparkled with a mischievous twinkle. A white towel was wrapped around her, tucked between her breasts and hanging down to just below her crotch.
Jane: Squeaky clean!
Steven: Lose the towel.
Jane: Hm, no, thank you.
Steven: Please?
Jane: Do you usually have to beg for the kitty? It's kind of pathetic. :P



Steven: I don't have a witty comeback.
Jane: Shocking.
Steven: It's my birthday, just give me this one. :)
Jane: I guess it wouldn't hurt to give you a little peek.
The next picture was a downward view of Jane's chest. While the towel was still obscuring her nipples, Steven got a great view of Jane's very impressive cleavage. He responded with a quick shot of the tent in his boxer briefs.
Jane: Mm, is that for me? ;)
Steven: All yours, babe.
Jane: I wanna suck it!
Steven: I want you to suck it.
Jane: Would you like me to get on my knees as soon as I come over?
Steven: I would like that.
Jane: I won't be able to wish you happy birthday with a cock in my throat!
Steven: That's okay, you already said that. :P
Jane: I'm getting wet.
Steven: I'm not sure I can wait for you to come over!
Jane: Well, you have to! You need to save up that hot cum for me.
Steven: Understood.
Jane: Thank you, sir.
Steven: Remember that for later. ;)
Jane: You got it! :*
With a sigh, Steven placed his phone on the bedside table before standing and stretching. He loved flirting with Jane and wished things could be that way all the time. Jane went out of her way to make it seem like they were just friends whenever anyone else was around.
When they were alone it was like a switch flipped in her brain. She would flirt with him and be physically affectionate. They would even go out on what could be considered dates. Yet, she would always keep an invisible barrier between them. Her walls would go back up at the slightest provocation. Steven loved their time together, he just wished she would let him into her heart.
He felt pathetic for mooning over Jane, but the evidence suggested she did want to be with him. At least, it usually suggested that. Also, he wasn't in his early-twenties anymore. At almost thirty, he wanted to start thinking about finding someone to settle down with. If it wasn't Jane it would have to be someone else.
Steven took a shower and dressed in blue jeans and a white button-down shirt. Then he sat on the couch and watched some television while having a quick lunch. His mother called and they ended up talking for over an hour. Hearing questions about his future, marriage, kids, it all made him think about it even more. He wanted to explore that possibility with Jane, but if that wasn't going to be an option, he might end up moving on soon.
It was both a holiday and his birthday, but that didn't mean Steven didn't have work he needed to get done. He was going to be stuck in meetings with Megan Bauer all day and had to be sure all of the financial statements were accurate. The last thing he wanted was to deal with was a suggestion for layoffs or pay cuts.
Setting up in his home office, Steven started up his computer and got to work. Two ultra-wide monitors displaying spreadsheets full of information. Even more spreadsheets were minimized, and Steven was switching between them rapidly. Thousands of general ledger codes and cost objects, tracking expenses and income, and viewing the company's income over time.
The reports he needed to provide Megan with were already written. Steven's main goal today was to take a look at the company's expenses to see where he could recommend cutting costs if asked. Recommending a budget was part of his job, and he would never suggest a layoff just to make the owners even richer.
Steven certainly wasn't against a company owner making a healthy profit; a company had to be profitable to survive, after all. But, he believed they had to be both realistic and respectful of their employees. The Bauers seeing a massive initial return on investment just wasn't reasonable. Sure, it was more about the company's net worth than anything, but he knew they spent a lot to acquire Sphinx. He was prepared to quit if Megan attempted cutting half the work force and dump twice as much on everyone else. Fuck, he knew he wouldn't be able to control his temper if she laid off hard-working, productive employees just to prove to her father she had the skills to make it in the corporate world.
The longer he worked the more Steven's mood soured. Sphinx Accounting and Bookeeping Services was highly profitable, but he was scared that wasn't enough. He knew most executives couldn't see past the next quarter's profits, and he expected Megan Bauer to be more of the same.
Engrossed in his work, Steven completely lost track of time. He jumped when the intercom buzzed, realizing that Jane had arrived. Shutting off his monitors, Steven got to his feet and went over to the intercom by the front door so he could press the button.
"Hey, Jane," Steven said. "Sorry, I lost track of time."
"I figured when you didn't tell me what you wanted for dinner!" Jane's voice laughed. "I got your usual."
"Thanks, I'll buzz you in," he replied, hitting the button to unlock the front door to the building.
A couple minutes later Steven was opening the front door to allow Jane inside. She was wearing a cute beanie and a long brown coat that fell to her knees. Her face was pink from the cold and Steven thought that having her calves bare probably wasn't the smartest idea. Jane stepped into the apartment, her heels clacking against the floor.
"Hey, birthday boy," Jane grinned, leaning over for a kiss.
"Hey, Silver," Steven responded, pecking her lips. "Let me take those for you."
"Thanks!" she said, walking forward with her arms still full.
Steven grabbed the bag of takeout and the ice cream cake, walking them into the kitchen with Jane following. She tossed her purse on the table while Steven placed the takeout on the counter and the cake in the refrigerator. He glanced back at Jane as she took off the beanie, letting her light brown hair fall free.
"Any chance you're naked under there?" Steven asked with a grin.
"I'm afraid you're out of luck, buddy," Jane giggled as she took off her coat and tossed it over a chair.
Jane was wearing a cream-colored dress that fell to mid-thigh. The dress was elegant but still didn't look out of place in such a casual setting. Delicate straps left her shoulders bare and showed off the few freckles on her light skin. The fabric lifted and pressed her breasts together, creating a very enticing cleavage. With her heels, Jane was almost as tall as Steven.
"Wow," Steven gasped, his eyes wide as he struggled to find words.
"Still disappointed I'm not naked?" Jane smirked, posing prettily.
"I am not disappointed in the slightest," Steven said sincerely, approaching Jane and placing his hands on her hips.
"Aren't you sweet,"she commented, kissing him again.
"You brought me dinner and cake, I have to be sweet," Steven replied.
"Well, I do have a promise to fulfill before we eat," Jane said with a wink.
"And what might that be?" he wondered.
"A birthday BJ," she declared, crouching in front of him.
"I thought you said you were getting on your knees?" Steven teased while she unbuttoned his jeans.
"I'm wearing heels and we're on a tiled floor; this is what you're getting," Jane rolled her eyes as she pulled down his pants and boxers, freeing his half-hard dick. "Don't complain and enjoy my mouth."
"Yes, ma'am," Steven replied as Jane struggled to balance on her heels while crouching.
Jane didn't want to waste any time, so she grasped his cock at the base and lifted it to her lips. She giggled cutely when Steven gasped from feeling her mouth on him. Lunging forward, Jane engulfed the entire shaft in her mouth, sucking hard as he quickly started to harden.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Jane hummed as she started bobbing her head on the rapidly thickening length.
Gripping his thighs tightly, Jane moaned loudly as she enjoyed giving a blowjob. She loved giving blowjobs, giving a man such intense pleasure, having full control over his enjoyment. Her tongue lashed the underside of his shaft, and she wriggled happily when he shuddered.
Steven's hands slid into Jane's dress and bra, his fingers closing around the big boobs he loved so much. Jane's tits were amazing, so big and soft, yet firm at the same time. Her nipples were hard and pressing into Steven's palms as he played with her breasts.
"Fuck, that feels good," he gasped when Jane took him deep.
"Gak!" she gagged, his cock buried in her throat as she rolled her green eyes up to meet his.
Jane loved the way Steven looked at her, the way he touched her. He was gazing down at her like she was truly perfect in his eyes. His hands felt so good on her tits. She could feel the dampness between her legs as he rolled a nipple between his fingers.
As the minutes passed, Steven's control began to slip while Jane blew him in the kitchen. Removing his hands from her dress, he buried them in her long hair. He began lightly pulling her head back and forth, encouraging her to bob her head faster.
"Jane!" he hissed, his leg shaking slightly.
Her lips were a tight seal around his shaft, she could taste the saltiness of his skin on her tongue. Jane's eyelids fluttered, her cheeks caving in as she sucked hard. Little bubbles of spit were forming at the corners of her mouth and she could feel herself salivating.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Glug!" Jane gurgled, her fingernails digging into his skin.
"I'm close," Steven warned, tossing his head back as he held her head tightly. "Fuck, I'm close. Keep going, keep sucking!"
Sliding her mouth down his length, Jane engulfed the entire shaft. Her eyes started watering as she looked up at Steven while moaning loudly so her throat would squeeze his length. Jane held the deepthroat as long as she could before backing off and coughing slightly. Then she went back to work, sucking and slurping as she did everything in her power to make him cum.
"I'm gonna cum!" he gasped loudly, his fingers twisting in her hair. "Don't stop, don't stop!"
The first jet of warm semen caught Jane on the down stroke, hitting the back of her mouth and making her cough. Her throat contracted as she gulped down the first blast just before the second arrived. She heaved slightly as her mouth filled with cum.
"Don't swallow, don't swallow!" Steven ordered.
"Mm! Mmhmm!" Jane nodded slightly, swirling the cum around her mouth with her tongue.
Steven shuddered slightly as the last few drops leaked out of his tip and onto Jane's tongue. Her eyes sparkled up at him as she slowly bobbed her head on his softening penis, sucking on him gently, almost lovingly. Until she finally released him.
"Show me," Steven instructed, holding Jane's hair in one hand.
"Mm!" she hummed, gaping her mouth to show off the cum on her tongue.
"Now, swallow," he told her with a smirk.
"Ah!" Jane cooed after gulping down his load and showing off her empty mouth.
"Well, that was fun," Steven laughed.
"Good!" she giggled, struggling to her feet and nearly falling.
"Careful!" he gasped, catching her so she didn't fall.
"Thanks," Jane smiled at Steven, letting him hold her for several seconds.
"I'd offer to get you off," Steven began, brushing the hair from her face, "but you won't let me eat you out."
"I don't want a guy's face down there," she grimaced.
It was something they'd discussed in the past. Steven was shocked to learn that Jane had never been eaten out, and he offered to rectify that immediately. To his surprise, Jane had refused. A few guys had tried before, but Jane had always refused. She was too shy and self-conscious to let anyone go down on her.
The revelation helped Steven sort out some things about Jane in his head. He knew some bad things had happened to her, though she'd never told him. She was happy to have sex, to send nudes, but she could never really let go. She couldn't let anyone get close. Not being able to relax prevented her from liking the idea of being vulnerable enough to let a guy eat her out. Jane was also vehemently against the idea of anal, which Steven respected. He respected her limits and he cared deeply about her friendship. That made her feel safe, but not safe enough. There was still this wall there. One he desperately wanted a way to get through.
"I know," he sighed. "I could still finger you, but not yet. I want you dripping all through dinner. You'll be so ready for it, you'll be begging me to let you cum."
"Mm, I'll hold you to that, bubba," Jane purred, pecking his lips.
Bubba was a term of endearment Jane had found on the internet. She liked it, so she used it for Steven every once in awhile. Apparently it was originally a derivation of the word "brother" that was commonly used in the south. It was occasionally used as a romantic term for a guy, so Jane only used it with Steven when they were alone.
The two of them heated up the food in the microwave and brought it to the living room. Jane took out the food after dropping the remote in Steven's lap. She wouldn't let him put on a romantic comedy so he switched to a horror movie. This was standard; they had just done something sexual, so now Jane needed to reaffirm that they were just friends. No romantic movies.
"You're awfully dressed up for an evening on the couch," Steven observed before biting into a french fry.
"I wanted to look nice," Jane shrugged. She had removed her heels but that didn't make the dress any less stunning.
"Looking nice for me? Should I be concerned you're developing feelings?" he teased.
"You're just lucky you know how to fuck," she snorted.
"Nah, you think I'm incredibly sexy and you can't resist me," Steven grinned, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. "Just admit it, you're crazy about me."
"No, you're just crazy," Jane mumbled, shoving him but letting him keep his arm around her.
Steven knew better than to push; if he really called Jane on dressing up for him she might pull away. He was just happy she cared enough to want to look her best for him. Rather than make things difficult, he settled for letting the matter drop and getting back to dinner.
The movie was a fun combination of science fiction and horror. It was about a girl who went to live with her aunt after losing her parents. The aunt was some sort of genius at robotics and built a lifelike doll with an artificial intelligence. Despite her intelligence, the aunt then decided it was a good idea to let her niece take the barely-tested android home and play with it.
"Where did you tell Camilla you were going tonight?" Steven asked after the android's first kill.
"To visit my mom and siblings," Jane answers from her side of the couch. "Camilla is having Sunday dinner with her family, so she didn't say much."
Jane was the oldest of five and saw her siblings often. She was close to her mom and the two of them texted all the time. Her mom was divorced and Jane rarely talked about her father other than to say that he wasn't part of her life. She had to see him once in awhile at family events and made sure to avoid him.
"Gotcha," Steven nodded, leaning forward to snatch a piece of chicken from his takeout container.
The horror continued as the android went after anyone it considered a threat to the young girl's happiness. Jane gasped at a few bloody scenes and Steven resisted the urge to pull her into his arms. As much as he cared for her, not having any way to tell if it was time to cuddle or time to just be friends was really annoying.
"How did the parents not notice their kid was dragged away and murdered in the forest?" Jane asked.
"In their defense, the kid was already in the forest playing," Steven pointed out.
"They still should have noticed she was missing before it was pitch black out!" she countered. "I understand you can't watch them every second of every day, but still! I won't be a helicopter mom, but I'll notice if my child disappeared for hours."
"You think about having kids?" he inquired carefully.
"Yeah, I'll be a kick-ass mom!" Jane declared.
"I'm sure you would be," Steven smiled softly.
"Thank you, Steven," she whispered, turning her body so she could lay across the couch with her bare feet in his lap.
"I don't want your smelly feet in my lap while I'm trying to eat!" Steven glared at her.
"You already ate everything!" Jane argued. "Just shut up and rub my feet. You can look up my dress while you do it."
Jane was back in flirty mode so Steven wasn't going to complain. He didn't know it, but the thought of having kids with him did flash through her mind from time to time. She just pushed it down and built up her walls even further whenever it happened. Jane knew her inability to let someone in was hurting her and hurting her friend. At least she had become self-aware enough to realize it. Overcoming the problem was another challenge entirely.
"I guess your feet don't actually smell," he reluctantly admitted as he started massaging.
"You're just saying that because you want a look at the good stuff," Jane giggled. "Mm, that feels nice."
"You know I'm your friend first, right?" Steven asked. "I mean, don't get me wrong, the sex is fantastic! But, your friendship is more important."
"I know, and I appreciate that," she nodded while watching the movie. "You're a good friend. I really love how we can just be talking about random shit and suddenly end up fucking. Then we go back to our friendly chat when we're finished like nothing happened. Sex doesn't make things weird with us."
"You've had problems with that in the past?" he inquired curiously while massaging her heel. "With boyfriends? Hookups, sorry!"
"I've had boyfriends before!" Jane rolled her eyes. "We were just never anything serious. Remember the guy who put his finger up my butt? He was my boyfriend."
"I remember you telling me about him. He was the one who was bored during sex, right?" Steven wondered.
"No," Jane shook her head. "I was still a virgin with him. We were making out and I was on top of him with my tits out. He asked if I was finished. I kicked him out."
"Smart," he laughed. "Although, sounds like he was bored."
"I guess he was a bored one, too," Jane admitted. "Maybe I'm boring. I mean, what guy says 'this is boring' while he's in me?"
"I can't imagine ever thinking anything like that," Steven said. "With you, or any woman."
"Maybe it was me," she winced. "Maybe I was a dead fish in the sack?"
"You aren't now," he assured her, gripping her foot. "Sex with you is amazing."
"Thank you, Steven," Jane whispered. "You rock my world, too."
"You're welcome," he replied.
"But, yeah," she sighed, "the point was that sex usually made it weird. There was one guy who I met online. We never met in person, but we exchanged videos over social media. I made sure to never show him my face, but he liked my moans while I played with my tits for the camera.
"Anyway, it was literally just sexy videos or role-play fucking. We got each other off and stopped talking."
"Sounds impersonal," Steven commented, switching to her other foot.
Steven and Jane had exchanged plenty of nudes, often including their faces in the pictures. Both of them understood the level of trust they shared. Even that was a big deal for Jane, but she told herself they were just friends. She was able to trust a friend, so it worked.
"And you know how I lost my cherry," Jane said.
"Guy who was moving," he responded with a nod.
"Moving to Europe," she added. "We were both eighteen and virgins. Most we ever did was when I let him squeeze my tits from outside my shirt. We were breaking up because his whole family was moving."
"You gave him one hell of a going away present," Steven laughed.
"I wanted to have sex!" Jane blushed slightly while wiggling her toes in his lap. "And it helped that I wouldn't see him again after. I knew he wouldn't push me for anything more."
"How was it?" he wondered.
"Eh," she shrugged. "We never even got undressed. I was wearing a skirt and pulled him on top of me. I got his cock out and he pushed it by my underwear. He was on top of me, grunting in my ear for a few minutes, then he came in me."



"Did you cum?" Steven asked.
"Nah, but it felt nice," Jane answered. "I masturbated after he left and got myself off a few times."
"I guess that's something,"
The two of them fell silent, watching the remainder of the movie while Steven rubbed Jane's feet. Feeling mischievous and remembering Jane's earlier words, Steven reached over and flipped up Jane's dress, revealing a pair of black lace panties. Jane just giggled and looked up at him with a smirk.
"See something you like?" she asked, a sultry expression on her face.
"Very much," Steven nodded.
"Mm, I think it's time I gave you the rest of your present," Jane purred, running a hand along her side.
"I'm ready when you are," he replied with confidence.
Jane got to her feet and offered Steven her hand. The movie was forgotten as they made a quick stop at the kitchen before entering Steven's bedroom. He watched as Jane took a red gift bow out of her purse and stuck it on her head before laying in bed.
"Unwrap me?" she suggested.
"With pleasure," Steven grinned, climbing up on the bed.
He removed his button-down and undershirt while Jane watched, biting her lower lip seductively. Jane had to sit up and do some maneuvering to get the dress off, losing the red bow in the process. Steven then unhooked her strapless bra and tossed it on the floor.
"Yeah, suck my tits!" Jane moaned when Steven buried his face in her cleavage. "Bite my nipples!"
Steven's strong hands held Jane's big boobs together as he kissed every inch of tit-flesh he could. Jane had a hand at the back of his head, her soft moans filling the room as he slurped a nipple in his mouth. His tongue started working the pink nub, making Jane gasp and buck her hips.
"Oh God, yes!" she hissed. "Fuck me! I need you in me! Get in me now!"
Releasing her breasts, Steven removed his bottoms while Jane laid down and slid her panties down her legs. Once they were both naked, Steven settled into position between her spread legs. Holding his cock at the base, he lined himself up with her entrance and slowly pushed inside.
"Fuck, you're tight!" Steven groaned when he felt warm vaginal flesh clamping down on him.
"Mm, so big," Jane hummed, arching her back as his hard dick buried itself inside her. "I love the way you stretch me."
Planting his hands on the bed, Steven began the steady thrusting motions associated with sex. Small grunts of exertion escaped his lips as he slammed himself into Jane's love tunnel again and again. Looking down at her, he admired every inch of her gorgeous face as expressions of pleasure flashed across it. Occasionally, his eyes would drop lower to watch her tits bounce lightly on her chest.
Jane hooked her ankles around his calves, her hands caressing his biceps as she rolled her hips to meet his thrusts. Her eyes were closed as she focused on the sensations of having Steven's throbbing manhood inside her. It felt so good and she loved feeling his balls slapping against her ass each time he went balls-deep inside her.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Jane panted, her back arching as her toes started to curl.
"You feel so good," he gasped, his pounding relentless.
"So do you, baby! So do you!" Jane moaned, her body shuddering. "Oh, God! Mm, fuck me, yes!"
Steven leaned in and pressed his lips against Jane's, kissing her passionately. He lowered his body onto hers, squishing her breasts while she wrapped her arms around him. Jane moaned against his lips as her orgasm began. She made the cutest squeaking and gasping noises against his lips, her pussy squeezing his cock and heightening both their pleasure.
"How was that, babe?" Steven asked, looking down at Jane.
"Mm, fucking fantastic!" Jane hummed happily.
"Good," he whispered, leaning down to peck her lips while lightly caressing her cheek. His thrusts were slow and gentle as his thumb brushed her upper lip. "I love this mole."
"It's a good mole," she giggled, kissing him back.
"It's more like a big freckle," Steven observed, tilting his head to the side to examine her face while lightly pumping her pussy.
"As long is it doesn't turn into one of those ugly moles with hair in it, I don't care what you call it," Jane rolled her eyes. "Is this really what you wanna talk about during sex?"
"Well, what would you like to talk about?" he asked, pushing all the way inside to enjoy the feel of her warmth.
"How about instead of talking you bend me over and fuck me 'till I scream?" Jane suggested.
"I can live with that," Steven nodded rapidly.
Sitting up, Steven eased his erection out of Jane and smiled down at her naked body. Her boobs were so big, yet they stood proudly on her chest even while she was laying down. She had light skin with a handful of freckles sprinkled over her body. Her stomach was flat and she kept a small bush of brown pubic hair.
Jane's grin turned into a squeal and a giggle when he grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her stomach. Using his hold on her hips, Steven encouraged Jane to get into the standard doggystyle position. She was on her hands and knees with her butt in the air, her big tits dangling from her chest and her pink labia slightly parted in anticipation.
In her everyday life Jane was always in control. Some people even said she could be a little intimidating at times. She was stubborn and confident. Things were very different in the bedroom. She loved her man to take charge, to manhandle her. Jane longed to be taken. With her commitment issues, Steven and Jane both knew she was a bundle of contradictions.
"Yes!" she gasped out when she felt cock inside her again.
Steven kept a firm grip on her hips as he began thrusting into her body hard and fast. He loved looking down and watching his cock disappear up Jane's twat. She felt incredible and he knew he wouldn't last long. He reminded himself that he had to make her cum again before finishing.
"How's it feel?" Steven asked roughly.
"Deep!" Jane yelped between moans. "Fuck, you're so deep!"
Jane loved it from behind; she couldn't get enough of having a strong man hovering over her, using her body. Steven was fucking her like a machine and Jane couldn't stop moaning and panting, her pleasure building with every second. She could feel her tits bouncing wildly on her chest, the large mounds slapping each other while she got fucked.
"I love watching my cock go inside you," Steven hissed, sweat dotting his chest.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" Jane begged, pushing her ass back to meet his thrusts. "Holy fuck! That feels so good, holy fuck!"
Their sex was passionate; it was intense and rough. It was all-consuming. At Jane's request, Steven spanked her and pulled her hair. Feeling him holding her head back by the hair while he slapped her ass made Jane cum again, her entire body exploding with pleasure.
"Oh God, I'm cumming all over your dick!" Jane announced, her pussy clamping down on him. "Spank me, pull my hair! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
His own lust building, Steven released Jane's hair and placed a hand on her upper back. Jane yelped when he pushed her down onto the bed, her pussy quivering as she enjoyed the rough treatment. He then grabbed both her wrists and lifted her again, holding her upper body in the air by the arms.
"Fuck, take that dick!" he hissed, drilling her from behind at a rapid pace.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" Jane screeched, her hair over her face as her boobs jiggled wildly on her chest. "I'm fucking cumming again! Ah! Ah! Fuck!"
Steven fucked her that way for about a minute before releasing her arms. Jane yelped, barely managing to catch herself before landing face-first on the bed. He swatted her on the bottom before reaching both hands beneath her body and squeezing her boobs. They both gasped happily when he used her tits as handholds to continue fucking her.
"Fuck, I love your cock," Jane gasped as he pinched her nipples.
"I love your tight pussy, Jane," Steven replied, his cock working in and out of her. "I love your big tits."
When his orgasm got closer, Steven let go of Jane's boobs so he could sit up and hold her hips. This allowed him to fuck her with more desperation, his thrusts growing more erratic as he grew closer to his own release. Jane could sense it and squeezed her pussy muscles, her tight tunnel massaging his entire length.
"I want you to cum in me!" Jane begged wantonly. "I want to take all your hot cum!"
"Yeah? You want me to cum, babe?" Steven husked, his fingers holding her hips tightly.
"Yes!" Jane hissed, her hands clawing at the sheets with desperate strength. "Cum inside me! Fill me, fill me, fill me!"
Steven buried himself to the hilt inside of Jane as he let out a choked gasping noise. Jane arched her back, tossing her head back as she moaned. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her, her pussy squeezing him, massaging him, drawing out every drop of his orgasm. Jane loved the sensation of the hot liquid spurting into her, and Steven was riding the orgasmic high caused by shooting off inside a girl.
"Holy shit," Steven gasped as he squeezed Jane's butt cheeks. "Holy shit."
"Holy shit, indeed," Jane giggled, leaning forward until Steven's cock slipped from her pussy.
Jane landed on the bed and scooted over to the edge so she could grab a few tissues from the bedside table. The sight of Jane's naked body while she cleaned up her pussy caused Steven to freeze for a few seconds before he finally got up on the bed. She placed the tissues on the table and allowed Steven to pull her into his arms.
The two of them did cuddle sometimes, but usually not after sex. Being naked made Jane feel vulnerable and she was usually in a hurry to get dressed. Steven understood, even if it wasn't ideal. Jane at least consented to cuddle for a few minutes, her large breasts pressing against him as she traced shapes on his chest. They could both feel her finger move through the light coating of chest hair.
"Oh!" Jane exclaimed, making him jump. "You haven't had your cake."
"Right. Cake," Steven sighed, seeing right through the obvious excuse to get out of bed.
Getting out of bed, Steven stepped into his boxer briefs while Jane looked around for her panties. He watched Jane out of the corner of his eye, admiring her dangling boobs as she bent forward to snatch her underwear off the floor.
Steven felt pathetic for wishing their cuddling lasted longer. It wasn't really about the cuddling. He wanted a real relationship with Jane and he was constantly worried she'd find someone to date and put an end to their arrangement. Of course, he also considered that her issues might prevent her from dating anyone, not just him.
Jane was having her own anxiety as she glanced at Steven. Him holding her had felt so good and she was scared that she would let him get close, close enough to hurt her. That's why she had stopped it before she did something stupid like said she loved him.
Walking over to his dresser, Steven pulled out a pair of lounge pants to put on. He then smiled when Jane slipped on his button-down and buttoned it. She looked so beautiful. Jane was also pleased when Steven decided to stay bare-chested. He wasn't some heavily-muscled jock, but he definitely had some definition. And really, really nice arms.
"Mm, this is heaven," Jane said after taking a bite of ice cream cake.
"It is really good," Steven agreed, sitting across from Jane at the kitchen table.
"I love the little chocolate crunchies, they're my favorite," she commented, taking another bite.
"The cookie bits? Yeah, they're great," he nodded. "I'm just glad it's chocolate ice cream. I'm not a huge fan of vanilla. Unless it's vanilla ice cream with hot fudge. That's amazing."
"It is," Jane replied. Silence fell as they ate for a few minutes. "So, did you have a good birthday?"
"Yeah, it was great," Steven smiled. "Thanks for coming over."
"You mean 'thanks for the pussy,' right?" Jane winked.
"No," he shook his head. "I'm just glad you're here."
"That was cheesy," she giggled.
"Should I be one of those assholes who just takes what he wants?" Steven asked. "Would you rather I was some loser who thinks an alpha male is an actual thing?"
"Ew, no!" Jane laughed. "I may not let you eat me out, but I don't want some selfish asshole who uses that ridiculous, outdated theory to pretend he's a tough guy."
"You sure? I can grunt more?" he offered.
"I do like your manly noises when you're fucking me," she blushed slightly. "But, please keep being the same sweetheart you've always been."
"I'll do my best," Steven promised.
"Thanks, bubba!" Jane giggled.
They finished their pieces of ice cream cake and Jane made her excuses before getting dressed. Steven told her she could stay, but he knew she would refuse. He felt guilty having sex with her and then sending her home on the subway, but there wasn't much he could do.
Jane was riding the subway while Steven took a shower at home, both of them lost in thought. She liked things the way they were; having a great friends with benefits who knew how to fuck and how to talk. The only problem was that she knew Steven wanted more. And that a part of her did, too.
Valentine's Day entered their minds at almost the exact same time, despite their distance. A day of romance and love. Steven wanted to celebrate it with Jane, but he figured she'd be against the idea. Jane wouldn't mind it, but she was afraid. Afraid of how serious things might get. She was determined that they stay friends. It couldn't be that way forever, and the fear of what might come next was terrifying her.
Steven and Jane both went to bed early that night, falling asleep in their own beds. Jane felt well-fucked and drifted off to sleep, content with the status of her relationship with Steven. The future might be scary, even just the holiday next month, but things were where she wanted them to be for the time being. For his part, Steven lay in bed for awhile wondering what his future held. His last thought before passing out was that "wham, bam, thank you, sir," didn't quite have the same ring to it as the actual saying.
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~Thursday January 02, 2025~
The January air was cold and strong, forcing Steven to tighten his coat as he approached the office building in Lower Manhattan. Rushing inside to escape the chill, he greeted the receptionist before taking the elevator up to the ninth floor. The large Sphinx that served as the company logo was on full display on the glass doors, along with the company name. Using his badge, Steven accessed the offices of Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services.
There were only a couple people working this early and they greeted Steven as he made his way to his office. Once there, he removed his coat and took his computer out of his bag to set it up. His meeting with Megan was scheduled to start at 8:00AM, so he had another hour to prepare. Or so he thought.
"Good, you're early," a female voice said from the doorway.
Steven looked up, his reply dying in his throat as his eyes fell upon the most beautiful and terrifying woman he had ever seen. He wasn't the type to read about celebrities, and the Bauers were notorious for their ability to stay out of the press. Of course, everyone knew about Megan's wild summer back in 2018, and Steven had seen a couple pictures of the heiress over the years. They did not prepare him for the gorgeous, commanding presence standing in his doorway.
Megan Bauer was a towering figure, likely at least a few inches taller than Steven when not wearing heels. Her build was svelte and her posture exuded confidence and grace. She was wearing a professional business skirt and jacket with a stylish purse slung over her shoulder.
"Good morning, you must be Megan," Steven said politely as he stood up and walked around his desk.
Steven truly was stunned by this woman. Long raven hair fell to her butt in a shiny, midnight wave. Her legs were long and lean, her stomach was flat, and her business jacket did little to hide that she was absolutely stacked. Megan had a model-perfect face with high cheekbones, clear skin, and symmetrical features. Despite all this, her intelligent blue-gray eyes were drawing Steven in more than anything else. Her eyes reminded him of ice; cold and ruthless.
"Hi, yes, I'm Megan," she nodded, stepping forward to shake his hand. "Steven, right? Pleasure to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, too," Steven replied, shaking her hand.
Steven noticed two guys standing just outside his office. They were both carrying several boxes, and the one closest to Megan had a long black coat draped over the top box. It looked like Megan was wasting no time moving in. Her office would be right next to his.
"Just leave those on my desk, thanks!" Megan called over her shoulder before releasing Steven's hand and walking with him into his office.
"Getting an early start?" Steven asked.
"Yeah, we have a lot to get through. I'm really glad you're here early," Megan replied with a smile, revealing straight, pearly-white teeth. "Sorry if I'm ruining your morning."
"No trouble at all, I'm eager to get started," Steven said. "Is your office ready?"
"No, it isn't," she shook her head. "I have all my logins, but I'm still waiting on a computer."
"We can use mine for now," Steven offered. "Let me get you a chair."
"Thank you," Megan replied while Steven set up a spare chair next to his so they could both see his monitors. "So, I read that you started as a staff accountant?"
"That's right," he confirmed with a nod as he politely waited for Megan to sit down before sitting down himself. "Then I got promoted to senior accountant before moving over to financial analysis."
"Sounds like they sent me to the right person," she said happily. "I know my father had people go over things when doing due diligence, but he decided not to let me see any of it. So, I want to do a full review of all our finances."
"Okay, let's get started," Steven responded, opening the first report.
They began with a very broad overview of the company's financial statements. The balance sheet was perfect, the income statement showed high profitability, and the statement of cash flow covered all sources and uses of cash. Sphinx had a lot of money in the bank, a healthy amount of debt, and a positive outlook.
A few minutes after 8:00AM, Steven happened to look up just as Noah and Theo were approaching his open office door. The two guys froze when they saw Megan, their eyes wide. They immediately nodded to Steven before backing away slowly and disappearing. Fortunately, Megan was engrossed in a report and didn't notice.
"Uh, excuse me, Miss Bauer?" a nervous guy called out as he knocked on the door. "We have your computer."
"Oh, great! Thanks!" Megan grinned, getting to her feet before glancing at Steven. "I'll be right back."
"Okay," Steven nodded as Megan headed for the door.
"Didn't I tell you to call me 'Megan?'" she asked the IT guy, the two of them disappearing.
Taking advantage of the break, Steven checked his email and his text messages. Leslie had sent him an email that was work related and Jane texted him that she had arrived at the office. A text from Camilla said she was making collections calls to try and get as many payments as possible. Sienna jokingly asked if she should stop paying the company's bills to keep more money in the accounts.
"Hey, is she gone?" Theo asked, knocking on the door just as Steven was replying to the last message.
"That was a stupid question," Noah grumbled. "We saw her leave!"
"I was trying to get his attention!" Theo hissed back.
"And 'hey, Steven' wasn't an option?" Noah argued.
"Just get in here!" Steven called out, making both guys wince and look over their shoulder to make sure no one heard.
Theo and Noah entered the office before carefully shutting the door, wincing again when it made a noise. Steven finished his last email while the two of them approached his desk, looking nervous. He sent the email before looking up at his friends.
"So, when's my last day?" Theo asked sadly.
"Today, right now. Just leave," Steven rolled his eyes and pointed at the door.
"Seriously, what's happening?" Noah wondered.
"Did you two wait outside for Megan to leave?" Steven asked instead of answering.
"No," Noah shook his head while Theo answered, "Yes!"
"Nothing happened yet," Steven sighed. "We're only just starting to go over things. This is a massive company and we'll likely be in all-day meetings for weeks."
"Gross. That sucks," Noah made a face. "Doesn't she want to meet with anyone else?"
"She will," Steven nodded. "But, I'm her main contact."
"Hey, this could work out for you," Theo spoke up.
"How so?" Steven asked.
"Dude, did you see how fucking hot she is?" Theo raised his eyebrows. "And she's rich. You could date an heiress!"
"She's taller than him!" Noah countered. "Even short girls want a guy who's at least six feet tall. Steven, you're what? Five foot three?"
"I'm five feet seven inches," Steven rolled his eyes. "And she's as tall as Theo."
"Right, that's why I'm the only one with a shot with her," Noah declared proudly.
"She's a gorgeous billionaire, man," Theo pointed out. "It isn't enough to be tall and in good shape. You gotta be rich and famous, too."
"She did date that quarterback for a few months," Noah acknowledged. "I need to hit the bar and find a girl that looks like her so I can fantasize."
"Smart," Theo nodded.
"Is she coming back?" Steven asked, pretending to hear something and looking over at the door.
"Shit, shit, shit!" Theo gasped as the two bookkeepers ran for the door.
It was actually over half an hour before Megan returned. Steven got back to work as he thought that Theo and Noah should have chosen to work from home. He looked up when she finally reappeared and took a seat beside him again. Their meeting resumed.
Steven was biased and wanted to find Megan incompetent, but he was forced to admit to himself that she was clearly highly intelligent. Her questions and observations were intelligent, and she didn't act condescending in the slightest. In fact, she seemed to genuinely enjoy their meeting and was being very friendly.
"Oh, is this your daughter? She's cute!" Megan gushed, reaching out to lift the framed photograph off the desk.
"No, that's my sister," Steven answered while Megan looked at the school picture of a seven-year-old girl. "Julianne."
"Wow, that's quite the age difference!" she commented.
"That picture isn't current," he explained softly. "That was the last one taken of her before she died."
"Shit! I'm so, so sorry," Megan stammered, biting her lower lip as she put the picture back down. "Great way to build a rapport, I'm an idiot,"
"No, you're not. You couldn't have known," Steven smiled softly.
"Can I ask what happened?" she inquired carefully.
"Brain aneurysm," he explained, leaning back in his chair. "I was in the fourth grade, she was in second. She complained of a headache in class and our mother left work to pick her up. Julie laid down in bed to take a nap and never woke up."
"That's horrible!" Megan gasped.
"A week later our school pictures came in," Steven continued, gesturing toward his desk. "That was one of them."
"You were in the fourth grade?" her eyes were wide in shock. "I can't imagine how hard that must have been on you."
"It wasn't easy for my parents, either," he sighed. "Teachers, parents, everyone came to the wake. They sent letters home with parents about how to explain death to their children. And I think we got enough casseroles that there are still some in my parents' freezer."
"I don't know what to say," Megan admitted, unable to meet his gaze. "Uh, I'm all about an equal exchange; anything you wanna know about me?"
"How's your father?" Steven asked with a shrug.
"Fine," Megan answered with a laugh. "I'm just another part of his empire to him; if we aren't talking about business we aren't talking."
"Ouch," Steven winced. "My turn to make things awkward, I guess?"
"Nah," Megan laughed. "It's fine, I'm used to it. I haven't lived with him since I left for Europe after high school."
"I always wanted to go to Europe," Steven replied.
"You should!" she insisted. "It's amazing. You can tour other countries as easy as going from state to state in the US. My friends and I went to every wild party we could and some of my best and most crazy memories are from that time."
"I'm not much of a party guy anymore, not at my age," Steven laughed.
"You're how old? Twenty-seven? Twenty-eight?" Megan asked, examining his face carefully.
"Just turned twenty-nine yesterday, actually," he answered.
"Well, happy belated birthday!" she smiled charmingly. "I'll have to get you a present."
"Random guy you just met today?" Steven raised an eyebrow. "I don't think you owe me a present."
"You're gonna be stuck with me for awhile, unfortunately," Megan giggled. "Maybe next year?"
"Yeah, maybe," he laughed lightly.
They continued working until lunch when Megan took her leave to eat lunch in her office and call her father. Noah and Theo ate in the break room while Leslie, Sienna, and Camilla went to a nearby cafe. Steven had brought a sandwich for lunch and unwrapped it at his desk. He was about to take the first bite when there was a knock on the door.
"Want some company?" Jane asked, standing in the doorway holding her lunchbox. "Unless you wanna be alone, of course."
"I'd love some company," Steven smiled, gesturing with his hand. "Please, come in."
"How's it going with Megan?" she wondered while they ate lunch together.
"Are you asking as a friend or as a coworker?" he inquired with a smirk.
"Both," Jane shrugged.
"It's alright," Steven answered. "We're just at the overview stage, so the hammer hasn't dropped yet."
"Hopefully it doesn't," she replied.
"It's just a matter of time," he sighed. "How are things in HR?"
"Fine," Jane responded after swallowing a bite of her sandwich. "No one is doing interviews because of the hiring freeze, so we can all focus on the acquisition. Everyone came into the office today instead of working from home. It's crowded. Oh, and a few people gave their notice."
"Who's quitting?" Steven looked at her curiously.
"You know I can't answer that," Jane giggled, shaking her head.
"Did anyone tease you about staying to have lunch with me?" he asked, switching subjects.
"Camilla, a little," she blushed slightly. "But, she can go fuck herself. I can eat lunch with my friend without it being weird."
"Good," Steven nodded.
Jane and Steven continued eating while talking and laughing. Steven lost his bag of cheese crackers when Jane snatched them from him. He got some potato chips in exchange, along with a flirty smile. Lunch was almost over and Jane started bringing up Megan more and more.
"Do you think she's pretty?" Jane asked, trying to seem uninterested.
The question surprised Steven. Jane had never seemed the slightest bit jealous before. Of course, he hadn't spent any time around a beautiful woman who wasn't Jane or a part of The Gang of Eight. The thought that she might be feeling slightly possessive of him made Steven happy.
"She's definitely attractive, but she's not my type," Steven answered.
"Tall, hot, with big boobs isn't your type?" Jane gave him a look.
"Self-centered and spoiled isn't my type," he explained.
"Is she really like that or is that how you expect her to be?" she challenged.
"The second one," Steven grumbled. "Either way, I'm not attracted to her. And she certainly wouldn't go for me anyway."
"What is your type?" Jane questioned, looking at him curiously.
"Cute, sweet, smart, sassy, bit of a pain in the ass," Steven smirked, his eyes locked with Jane's. "You know, like you."
"Can I come over tonight?" she asked suddenly.
"Of course you can," he smiled.
"Good," Jane nodded. "I have an empty space deep inside of me that only you can fill."
~Friday January 10, 2025~
"She still hasn't told you her plans?" Noah asked in exasperation.
"Nope." Steven shook his head. "I have no idea what she's thinking."
"Fuck!" Theo groaned, tossing his head back. "We are so screwed!"
"D-do you really think it's that bad?" Sienna wondered, looking anxious.
The Gang of Eight were all sitting around two tables that had been pushed together. They were in a nearby bar, having drinks after the first full week of work in 2025. Rumors of layoffs and pay cuts were getting worse by the day and everyone was feeling the pressure.
"Stop scaring the young one," Leslie admonished before turning to the redhead. "Layoffs happen all the time in companies. Even if that happens, you'll find another job. You still live at home, you'll be fine, okay?"
"O-okay," Sienna nodded, swallowing weakly.
"What are you two actually doing in those meetings?" Jane inquired, looking at Steven in confusion.
"Fucking?" Camilla suggested.
"We're not sleeping together," Steven rolled his eyes. "Megan's being really thorough. We went through everything. Literally everything. Hundreds of spreadsheets and reports, all the bank accounts, every expense."
"Looking for places to cut costs?" Conner suggested, holding his wife's hand while raising his beer to his lips.
"It's possible," Leslie admitted.
"Stupid fucking nepo hire," Camilla growled, tossing her dark hair over her shoulder while holding her small glass of tequila. "Thinks she can just flounce in here with her perfect hair and her amazing tits, looking like she just walked out of a magazine! Just because she can have anyone she wants by batting her eyes doesn't mean she can have any job she wants by flashing those ice cold eyes! Fuck! I hate those perfect lashes of hers. They curl and they're dark without any makeup!"
"Jeez," Sienna grunted when the fiery Latina finished her rant. "Jealous much?"
"Of her? No fucking way!" Camilla hissed angrily.
"Every guy at the office does wanna get in her pants," Theo points out.
"People are even coming in instead of working from home so they can check her out," Noah adds.
"Why the fuck would that make me jealous?" Camilla glared at the guys.
"You do like getting attention," Jane replied with an innocent smile.
"I do not!" Camilla gasped.
"Whatever you say, Miss Cleavage," Leslie teased, gesturing toward Camilla's low-cut top that was barely appropriate for the office they just left.
"Fuck off," Camilla blushed slightly, looking down at her drink.
"Lean forward a little more, I can almost see your bra," Sienna giggled, craning her neck.
"Stop!" the Latina whined, crossing her arms over her chest to protect her modesty.
"No, no! Please, lean forward," Theo grinned happily.
"Are you a virgin?" Sienna asked out of nowhere, looking at Theo.
"No! I'm not!" Theo insisted quickly.
"Paying for it doesn't count," Jane grunted.
"That totally counts," Noah interjected.
"I didn't pay for anything!" Theo shook his head quickly. "I just use humor as a defense mechanism."
"What are you defending yourself against while leering at our friend's titties?" Leslie inquired with a raised brow.
"Sienna looked first!" Theo reasoned.
"I have a pair!" the redhead countered.
"Uh, I, ah, um..." Theo stammered, looking at the other guys one by one. "Help?"
"There's nothing we can do for you," Conner shook his head.
"Yeah, you're fucked, buddy," Noah laughed.
"Sorry," Steven sighed in mock-sympathy.
"You guys suck," Theo grumbled.
"Or they're trying to help," Jane spoke up. "Theo, maybe leering at girls doesn't make them wanna jump into bed with you."
"Yeah, maybe," Theo admitted.
The usually-outspoken guy was more subdued as the conversation continued over drinks. Everyone knew Theo wasn't a bad guy, but he had a tendency to make crude jokes and speak without thinking. The girls all liked him well enough, but they understood why he had so much trouble with women. He needed to learn not to rely on humor so much.
Conner was the only one who didn't see how things were at the office, so he was asking a lot of questions. Leslie was smiling at her husband, casually touching him and sitting as close as possible to him. It was obvious to everyone that they were both in a mood and would likely be heading out soon for some alone time.
"I've seen pictures of Megan, and yeah, she's attractive," Conner commented at one point. "I'm just shocked people are coming to the office just to see her."



"She's, ah, much more attractive in person somehow," Noah smirked. "She just has a presence, it's hard to explain."
"It's called being horny," Camilla rolled her eyes. "And it's caused by you guys, not her."
"Jealous," Sienna said in a sing-song voice, earning her a swat on the arm from the Latina.
"Her face, her body; Megan really is gorgeous," Theo spoke up.
"A body you've never seen," Jane snorted. "And never will."
"I saw it last night," Theo announced.
The four women all spoke up at once, insisting that he was full of shit. Theo just kept smiling happily with a dopey look on his face. Noah seemed to understand, while Steven and Conner were as confused as the ladies.
"Bullshit," Steven finally said when the girls quieted down.
"Seeing her in your head while jacking off doesn't count," Jane added.
"Never heard of the internet, Silver?" Theo laughed. "It is for porn, after all."
"Wait. What?" Camilla frowned.
"You didn't know?" Noah asked, seeming surprised.
"Know what?" Jane demanded.
"Megan Bauer had a very wild summer in Europe after graduating high school," Theo explained. "There are a handful of leaked nudes and a sex tape out there."
"You masturbate to naked photos of our boss?" Leslie looked disgusted.
"No, not at all," Theo replied with a smirk. "I masturbate to a naked video of our boss."
"Gross!" Sienna exclaimed.
"Pervert," Jane added.
"Ew. Just, ew," Camilla shook her head.
"I had no idea," Conner said, shocked.
"Megan mentioned a wild summer in Europe, but nothing like that," Steven interjected. "I didn't notice anything on the internet when I looked her up."
"Her rich daddy probably buried it as well as he could," Camilla suggested.
"But once it's on the internet, it's there forever," Jane winced in sympathy.
"You shouldn't watch that," Steven said. "If it's online without her permission, watching it is a huge invasion of her privacy."
"Why do you care about some spoiled rich girl you hate?" Sienna frowned.
"No woman deserves that," Steven explained. "And I don't hate her."
"Wait, do you like her?" Camilla wondered. "Like, wanna date her, like her?"
"Of course not!" Steven rolled his eyes. "She's just not as bad as I thought."
"Holy shit, he does like her!" Conner gasped.
"I'm not invading her privacy!" Theo finally spoke up. "Everyone agrees she let that stuff get leaked on purpose to piss off her father. She was a rebellious teenager."
It was the truth. There was a sex tape of Megan Bauer on the internet from when she was eighteen years old. Leaked nudes could be career-ending, but Megan Bauer was powerful and well-connected. In addition, her personality commanded respect.
"Well, she probably regrets it now!" Jane exclaimed. "And we're not talking about that anymore, we're talking about Steven wanting to fuck Megan Bauer!"
"I don't want to sleep with Megan!" Steven insisted.
"Someone's protesting too much," Noah smirked. "Hey, I don't blame you, man. I'd hit that."
"You're a pig, too," Sienna rolled her eyes.
Camilla, Leslie, and Sienna all watched Jane while Steven was teased about Megan. They were looking for any signs of jealousy. Jane seemed unsure about how she felt and started overcompensating by teasing Steven more than anyone else.
"You gonna be on your knees with your head between her legs while she signs off on our layoffs?" Jane suggested with a smirk.
"Absolutely not," Steven grunted. "And big talk from the woman from HR; you know, the one who would probably be delivering the news to those poor people."
"I'm in HR, it's my job to help employees!" Jane countered.
"Please, HR exists to minimize lawsuits," Steven teased.
"And to make sure the company can win any that do happen," Leslie giggled.
"Not you, too!" Jane growled. "I got into this career to help people!"
"Help them pack up their desks?" Camilla wondered.
"Bitch," Jane grunted.
The group talked and drank for a little while longer before deciding to go their separate ways. Steven went back to his apartment while Jane and Camilla got on the subway to head to their place. Sienna was going to her parents' house while Noah and Theo decided to have another drink. The girls wished the guys good luck in their pussy hunt before leaving.
"Do you think there really is something going on between Steven and the Bauer woman?" Conner asked his wife as they rode the subway back to their building.
"Of course not!" Leslie snorted, looking up at her six foot three husband with a bemused expression. "She's a fucking heiress! I don't care if she was a wild teenager, she's not gonna hook up with some random guy she's working with."
"Not so loud!" he hissed, glancing around to make sure no one was listening. "Jane just seemed jealous."
"You noticed?" Leslie seemed surprised as she brushed a lock of blonde hair back behind her ear. "I guess you're not completely oblivious."
"Thanks," Conner rolled his eyes while adjusting his hold on the subway grip. "What I was getting at is that those two need to just get together already."
"It's not that simple," Leslie sighed.
"Why not? We all know they're sleeping together," he argued.
"There's not much sleeping involved," the blonde commented quietly.
"It's a euphemism for sex," Conner responded as the train stopped and a few people got out.
"I know that, dummy," Leslie laughed. "My point is that Jane never sticks around long enough for any actual sleeping. She won't let him get close."
"Why not?" he frowned, the train starting up again.
"She's had it tough," Leslie explained. "Jane's had a couple boyfriends but never really cared about them. She really likes Steven and is scared to let him in."
"What happened?" Conner asked.
"It's not my place to tell you," Leslie shook her head. "Jane doesn't even know I know. Her sister told me some things."
"Well, maybe you should talk to her," he suggested. "Steven is definitely the type who wants to settle down. He won't wait forever."
"I know," Leslie looked up and let out a breath. "I know."
Their stop arrived, and Conner had his arm around Leslie's shoulders the entire walk back to their building. The temperature was steadily dropping and Leslie was happy to snuggle against her husband for warmth. They were both lost in thought after Conner mentioned Steven settling down. Leslie and Conner were happily married and had started thinking about the next chapter of their story.
Entering their warm home, the couple removed their coats and set their bags down. Standing in their living room, they made eye contact and smiled. Conner and Leslie both wanted to speak, but each waited for the other to start first, causing the silence to last several minutes.
Conner was wearing slacks and a button-down, his usual workplace attire. He was an engineer and his company was business casual. Leslie had on a fashionable pantsuit and a pair of heels. Her husband was still a foot taller than she was, so the extra height didn't make her look any less tiny.
"Conner, I-" Leslie eventually began.
"I was think-" Conner said at the same time, both of them laughing before he spoke up again. "No, you go ahead."
"I want to have a baby!" the blonde exclaimed excitedly, a big grin on her face.
"I was thinking the same thing," Conner chuckled, shocked by the coincidence.
"Really?!" Leslie giggled, her mirth growing to the point she couldn't contain herself and started lightly bouncing on her heels. "It's time to start trying?"
"I think so," he nodded, wrapping up the petite woman in a tight hug.
"Oh, maybe I can get pregnant on Valentine's Day!" Leslie gushed, hugging him tightly. "How great would that be?!"
"I doubt we can time it that perfectly, but we can try," Conner laughed.
"What do we do?" she asked nervously stepping back to look up at her tall, thin husband.
"I thought you already knew this part, but okay," Conner began with a smirk. "First, one person gets hard and the other gets wet. Then insert tab A into slot B. Or C. I'm not sure what to call your mouth. slot D?"
"Only slot B will get me knocked up, moron," Leslie rolled her eyes. "And I know that part! I mean, about my birth control. Shit, I read you aren't supposed to just stop. You should finish the pack you have first, then stop."
"Sounds like you know what to do," he smiled at her.
"We're starting right fucking now!" Leslie growled, jumping up and wrapping her legs around his waist while grabbing the back of his head and pushing her tongue into his mouth.
Conner's hands instinctively grabbed his wife's butt to hold her up. Any intention of replying with a comment about her still being on the pill died instantly; he and Leslie had decided to start a family, they were going to make love. He squeezed her ass cheeks while their tongues wrestled.
They made out for several minutes before Leslie put her feet on the floor. She held Conner's face in her hands, kissing all over before dropping to her knees. In her haste, she fumbled with his belt while trying to undo it, mumbling to herself. Finally, she got his slacks and boxer briefs down to his thighs.
"Just don't cum in my mouth, okay?" Leslie requested, looking up at Conner while jacking him off.
"You can't get pregnant tonight," Conner reminded her.
"I don't care!" she growled, holding his erection at the base as she glared at him. "We're going to have a baby, so I expect every drop of your cum in my pussy tonight. Got it?"
"Got it," he laughed.
"Smart boy," Leslie smiled before opening wide and leaning forward.
Conner gasped happily when he felt Leslie's lips form a tight seal around his thick shaft. He buried his hands in her blonde hair as she started bobbing her head, sucking him so hard her cheeks were caving in. Leslie was moaning softly, her tongue lashing his prick as they both enjoyed the blowjob.
Leslie loved the feeling of the familiar penis in her mouth, the taste and texture were perfect. Conner was more than happy to receive, looking down at his petite wife with lust and love. Her baby blue eyes were looking up at him, her mouth stretched wide by the big dick in her throat.
The blowjob only lasted a couple minutes since they both were in a hurry to get naked. Clothes littered the hallway, torn off and discarded as the two lovers kissed and caressed each other. Entering the bedroom, Conner pulled off Leslie's bra, aggressively tossing it across the room and nearly taking out the lamp on the bedside table.
Reaching out, Conner pressed Leslie's small breasts together while leaning down to shove his face in her cleavage. He was naked, while the petite blonde still had her panties on. She cooed happily, holding Conner's face to her bosom while he slurped a pink nipple into his mouth and lightly sucked on it.
Leslie squealed in surprise when Conner grabbed her butt and tossed the small girl onto the bed. He grabbed the sides of her panties and Leslie lifted her ass so Conner could remove the underwear and toss the useless fabric aside. She giggled when he pulled her to the edge of the bed and dropped to his knees on the floor so he could bury his face in her hairless twat.
"Mm!" Conner hummed, sucking on her clit while fingering her.
"No time for that!" Leslie moaned, pulling on his hair to urge him up. "I need you in me, now!"
Conner stood and climbed up onto the bed while Leslie scooted back to give him room. Getting into position between her spread legs, he found her wetness and pushed inside. Leslie knew every vein of the throbbing manhood stretching her open. Conner remembered every contour of the warm sheath holding his length in a loving embrace.
"I love you, Leslie," Conner gasped, lightly caressing her cheek while looking down at her.
"I love you, too!" Leslie groaned, rolling her hips and lifting her butt to take more of him inside.
They made slow, passionate love. Conner's thrusts were rhythmic and strong, his cock going balls-deep with each stroke. Leslie held his face in both hands, looking up at him in wonder. He leaned in and kissed her, her lips vibrating slightly as she moaned into the kiss.
The romantic moment started to give way to pure passion, grunts and moans filling the air. Conner placed both hands on Leslie's breasts, squeezing them as he continued thrusting. Leslie grabbed his butt in both hands, squeezing the firm cheeks and holding his cock all the way inside.
Leslie loved Conner with all her heart, their bond and familiarity making the sex so much better. She knew his movements, knew exactly when to expect him to speed up or alter the rhythm. He knew her as well, his every thrust designed to maximize her pleasure. And it did.
Conner felt his wife's fingernails digging into his biceps as he watched the expressions of pleasure on her lovely face. Her moans and gasps were increasing in intensity, he knew her release was approaching. He just kept moving, filling her over and over as her vaginal muscles started to spasm.
"I can feel you cumming, baby," Conner whispered, once more running his thumb along her cheek. "Cum on my cock, cum for me. Leslie."
"Oh God, Conner!" Leslie moaned when her orgasm started to subside. "Love me! Give me your passion! I want all of it!"
With a low growl, Conner sat up and pulled his dick out of Leslie. He then grabbed her hips and roughly flipped her over onto her stomach. She eagerly complied and got on all fours, willingly offering herself to Conner. Wasting no time, he gripped her hips and entered Leslie again.
"Is this what you wanted?" he hissed, roughly slamming himself inside her and causing his balls to slap against her clit.
"Yes!" Leslie moaned, arching her back sexily. "Fuck me like a dog!"
Keeping his left hand on her hip, Conner reached out and grabbed a handful of Leslie's blonde hair, yanking her head back. Her eyes were scrunched shut, her mouth hanging open as she gasped and panted with each thrust. Leslie gripped the sheets, tugging on them roughly as her toes curled and her boobs bounced on her chest.
Conner was breathing heavily, sweat dripping off his chest as he relentlessly pounds Leslie's pussy. Leslie cries out another orgasm when Conner starts cumming without warning. He doesn't stop drilling Leslie, he just keeps going while his cock pulses, his balls releasing all of their contents.
"Holy shit," Conner gasped, lowering himself to rest his chest on Leslie's back. "Holy shit."
"Mm, that was great," Leslie purred happily.
They were soon cuddling beneath the covers, Leslie cooing softly while Conner ran his fingers through her hair. His other hand slid lower to squeeze the petite blonde's perky ass. She giggled and leaned up to peck his cheek as her hand ran along his chest.
"I'm looking forward to trying again," Conner commented, making Leslie giggle. "I can't wait to meet our little engineer."
"Or accountant," Leslie batted her eyelashes as she smirked at him.
"Or maybe we let him or her choose their own path," he suggested.
"Fine, we'll be decent human beings," Leslie sighed, rolling her eyes before laying her head down on his chest again.
They were both looking forward to going a few more rounds that night.
~Tuesday January 14, 2025~
"Do you wanna grab lunch down the street today?" Megan offered while sitting beside Steven at her desk, her fingers rapidly typing on the keyboard. "My treat."
"Sure, that sounds nice," Steven nodded, trying to hide his surprise. "Thank you."
In almost two weeks, Megan hadn't once suggested socializing outside of their scheduled meetings. She had been friendly enough, but all business. They hadn't even really discussed anything personal since Steven explained what happened to his sister. All that had really changed was that their meetings were moved to Megan's office.
Megan's office was a lot bigger than Steven's. She had a full sitting area, complete with a couch, two chairs, and a coffee table. Her desk was massive and there was plenty of room for both of them to sit at the computer and view the two massive monitors.
As for Megan herself, she always dressed in business skirts and freshly-pressed blazers. There were a few different necklaces and earrings she'd wear, as well as a woman's wristwatch that probably cost more than most people made in a year. Her hairstyle changed every day; Megan seemed to love trying out different braids and elegant knots. Having long raven hair gave her a lot of options.
Their meeting continued all the way up until lunch. Steven still wasn't sure what Megan's plans for the direction of the company were; he hadn't asked and she wasn't telling. He worried that rushing her into a decision could result in lost jobs, so Steven kept his mouth shut.
Megan had meetings with other people and Steven was getting a lot more time to focus on his other duties. Still, he worried the uncertainty might continue for awhile longer. There was a reason that audits could take weeks, if not months. With the level of detail Megan was demanding, their meetings felt like an audit.
Noon arrived and Megan shut off her monitors as the two of them stood up. Steven stood up and put on his coat while Megan placed her long braid into a cute beanie. She then buttoned up her long black coat and lead them both out of her office.
A lot of people were choosing to work from home, including Jane and Leslie. The office wasn't as crowded as it had been, mainly filled with people hoping to make an impression with the heiress. And guys who wanted to gawk at her. Steven rolled his eyes at Noah and Theo, who waved at him and smirked before heading toward the break room.
Layoffs and pay cuts weren't Steven's only concern as he and Megan rode the elevator down to the lobby. Would Megan follow the lead of other large corporations and demand a return to the office full time? Bauer International Holdings still allowed remote and hybrid work as far as he knew, but there was no way to tell what Megan would do.
"No bodyguard?" Steven asked when he and Megan exited the building. "That's brave of you."
"We're not an insurance company, I should be fine," Megan quipped. "Besides, my father is the president and CEO, not me."
"You're still rich," he argued as they started walking.
"But, thankfully not very famous," she countered, looking over at him with a smirk. "Dad paid good money to keep me out of the tabloids. I don't think anyone is gonna try and kidnap me. Or are you suggesting I shouldn't feel safe with you?"
"I'm mostly harmless, you should be fine," Steven laughed.
"Mostly harmless?" Megan questioned. "Now you've gone and piqued my curiosity."
Steven couldn't believe it, but it seemed like Megan Bauer was actually flirting with him. No, that couldn't be right. As if to counter his thoughts, Megan looped her arm through his, walking right beside him as they made their way along the sidewalk.
"There's no crazy story there," he shook his head. "Sorry to disappoint you, but I just meant that I do consider myself willing to fight for what I believe in."
"Does that mean doing everything you can to stop the plans of evil corporate?" she asked with a raised eyebrow while they weaved through the throngs of people.
"Uh, that's not what I meant," Steven winced.
"No?" Megan challenged. "The largest holding company in the world just gobbled up your poor, little business. You aren't worried?"
How the fuck did Megan know about his low opinion of corporate? Did she know? Or was it just a coincidence? Steven had already learned that Megan was smart and insightful, maybe she picked up on something? He had been nothing but polite in their meetings, he was sure of that.
"I'm terrified," he admitted in a voice almost too quiet to hear.
"Mm, I guess you need to be careful around me!" she giggled as they approached the burger place on the corner. "Now, c'mon, let's get a greasy meal."



The popular burger chain was famous all over the country for their great burgers and huge helpings of fries. Megan and Steven each ordered a burger and soda, but they decided to split a large fry. Once they had their food, they sat down and dug in.
"I'm surprised you wanted to eat here," Steven commented.
"I don't eat food like this often, I do not want to gain weight," Megan answered. "But, I love greasy food. I can't help indulging once in awhile and I thought you might like to join me."
"I appreciate it," he replied with a hesitant smile. "And I don't think you're evil corporate. You've been polite and professional, you haven't talked down to anyone."
"Thank you for saying that," she said after swallowing a bite of her burger. "I get the sense that you don't have a high opinion of corporate. Odd for a guy in finance."
"I just really care about people," Steven shrugged. "Everyone deserves healthcare and the dignity of a fair wage. And even beyond that, hoarding massive amounts of wealth isn't healthy for the economy. Money should be moving around, not languishing. Sure, a lot of it is net worth, not cash, but still. The point is if the average person is living paycheck to paycheck, businesses will suffer. No one can indulge in a simple pleasure like going out to eat. Restaurants close and the problem snowballs."
"I agree," Megan nodded. "And so does my father, kind of. He believes in taking care of employees, since that's just common sense. If you don't treat them well, they'll find someone else who does."
"I'm glad to hear that," Steven let out a breath.
"And I'm not stupid, I know you're curious about what my plans are," she smirked, looking at him over the burger in her hands. "So, go ahead, ask!"
"Are you planning a return to office mandate?" he asked plainly.
"No, definitely not," Megan answered.
"I'm surprised, most executives make a big speech about culture and collaboration," Steven replied.
"They're full of shit," she snorted. "It's about control. They want to hover over their employees and crack the whip. If you need to watch your employees to trust they're working, you hired the wrong people."
"I agree completely," Steven smiled.
"I don't need to time employee breaks to feel like a woman," Megan giggled, a twinkle in her blue-gray eyes. "That's what BOB is for."
"Bob a guy you're seeing?" he inquired carefully.
"You haven't heard that acronym?" she asked, seeming genuinely surprised.
"It's an acronym?" Steven frowned.
"BOB is my battery-operated boyfriend," Megan giggled, a pink blush coloring her cheeks.
Steven was truly shocked this time. That was the first overtly sexual thing Megan had said to him. He wasn't sure if she was flirting with him or if she just considered them friends now. Either way, Steven was still intimidated by Megan. He was more than fine with confident, intelligent women, but Megan was in a class by herself.
"Wow, um, wow," Steven chuckled and shook his head. "Just, wow."
"We're friends now, right?" she wondered. "Friends can joke about stuff like this."
"I'm surprised you wanna be friends with me," he admitted.
"Because I'm a spoiled rich girl who should have spoiled rich friends?" Megan suggested.
"I didn't say that," Steven winced.
"But, that's what you meant," she countered. "And no, I have no interest in people who are completely detached from reality. Boring, conceited, idiots."
"Friends," he nodded, smiling at the strong, confident woman. "I like the sound of that."
The two of them returned to the office after lunch and got back to work. They were only scheduled until 2:00PM and then Steven would be able to attend to his other duties for the rest of the day. Megan had another meeting at 2:30PM and would not be getting much else done.
"Is your father asking for regular updates?" Steven asked at one point.
"No," Megan shook her head. "He's leaving everything up to me."
"Sink or swim on your own?" he suggested.
"Something like that," she acknowledged. "He wants to see if I have what it takes to take the helm."
"You're doing a great job so far," Steven smiled encouragingly.
"Thanks, but I haven't really done anything yet," Megan sighed. "Which I wanted to talk to you about."
"Oh?" he questioned.
"I know people are nervous about the company's future and a few people have put in their notice already," she began slowly. "I want to reassure them that Sphinx still has a bright future and that they aren't in danger of losing their jobs or benefits."
"Sounds right to me," Steven nodded along.
"It's a sound business decision; promoting company loyalty, giving them incentive to work harder," Megan said, seemingly trying to convince herself.
"Uh, what is a sound decision?" he asked.
"Giving every single employee a raise," she responded.
"Both because I care about people and because I am an employee, I love that idea!" Steven exclaimed.
"I figured you would," Megan giggled. "There's plenty of money for it to make sense. Wanna help me figure things out? I can cancel my other meeting."
"Let's get to work," Steven agreed enthusiastically.
Steven's opinion of Megan increased dramatically as they started adjusting the budget. An owner being excited to give raises was shocking to him, but Megan's idea really was a good business decision as well. There was enough money available, it would help employees feel more valued, and it would ease fears. Megan did insist on leaving the hiring freeze in place, but that made sense.
The two of them worked well together, easily able to understand what the other was thinking. They talked and laughed, sharing jokes while working and occasionally checking their phones. Steven got a picture from Jane, who was working from home. She was sitting on the couch in her pajamas, her medium-hair black cat, Bella curled up in her lap.
Jane: Pussy pic!
Steven: Not quite what I was hoping for!
Jane: Too bad, so sad. :(
Steven: Hmph.
Jane: You're fine. How are things with Megan?
Steven: Fine. She canceled her afternoon meeting so we could work the rest of the day.
Jane: Oh. That's fun.
Steven: Yeah, so much fun.
Jane: Wanna hook up this week? I'm horny.
Steven: Sure!
"Sorry for keeping you from being able to work in your office," Megan said while they worked. "You must be sick of me."
"Eh, you're alright," Steven shrugged, making her giggle.
"You can joke around with me, that's a good sign," she nodded.
"Since we're friends, I can ask about the only picture on your desk," he reasoned, reaching out to lift the picture and show Megan the young boy. "Your little brother?"
"Nope!" Megan laughed as she smiled lovingly at the picture. The boy looked a lot like Megan, with the same blue-gray eyes. His hair was brown instead of raven. "That's my son, Carter. He's five."
"You didn't make him with BOB, right?" Steven asked with a grin.
"You're funny!" she giggled, reaching out to touch his shoulder. "No. No, my summer after high school really was wild."
"So, his, ah, his father...?" he trailed off, unsure if they were close enough for him to ask.
"Isn't involved," Megan said, completing the thought.
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~Friday January 17, 2025~
"WOO!" Sienna cheered, her arms above her head and auburn hair flailing around her face as she danced.
Electronic dance music was pumping through the various speakers, filling the entire club with an intense beat. Flashing lights flared throughout the room, revealing the large mass of thrashing bodies as everyone danced. Sienna's dress twirled about her thighs while she danced with Leslie.
Jane and Camilla returned from the bathroom a few minutes later and rejoined the group. The four ladies stood in a circle as they danced, enjoying an amazing girls' night. People were all around them and more than a few guys were admiring the girls, hoping for a chance with one of them. Dressed in their clubbing best, it was understandable why the girls were getting so much attention.
Leslie had on a sparkly green green dress that fell to her upper thighs and looked great with her sunny blonde hair. The dress covered one shoulder and had a long sleeve while the other side was sleeveless. There was also a large cutout along Leslie's side, showing off a section of her flat stomach.
Jane was wearing a black spaghetti strap dress that could barely contain her massive breasts. The dress was pretty simple, but it got her quite a few looks. It didn't hurt that her boobs were jiggling enticingly as she bounced around to the music, laughing and cheering.
The youngest girl in the gang looked amazing in a red dress that accentuated her auburn hair. Sienna's outfit had side straps, leaving her shoulders bare and showing off the cute freckles on her pale skin. It was a modest, v-neck dress that was much less risque than what Camilla had on.
Camilla looked incredible in a sequin corset top that left her belly button exposed. Her midnight hair framed her face, drawing attention to her flawless beauty and amazing skin tone. She was the tallest woman in the group and the black miniskirt she wore showed off her long, toned legs.
As time passed and the women continued to dance, some guys would work up the courage to come over and join them. Camilla was quite flirty, happy to grind on any guy who came by. Sienna and Jane would let the occasional guy dance with them, although they weren't nearly as aggressive. Leslie flashed her wedding ring at anyone who got too free with their hands.
Their section of the dance floor grew more and more crowded, ultimately resulting in a close-packed sea of bodies. Camilla, Sienna, Jane, and Leslie were squished together as men and women danced all around them. The flashing lights increased in intensity, the volume of the music failing to drown out the cheering and hollering of the crowd.
Needing a break from dancing, the girls made their way over to the bar and found a space large enough for the four of them. The bartender got to them a few minutes later, beads of sweat running down the sides of his face. From the way he was stumbling, he'd had quite a bit to drink himself. Before he could ask what they wanted, he noticed Jane and froze. She was resting her elbows on the bar and leaning forward, giving him a great view of her impressive cleavage.
"My eyes are up here!" Jane yelled out over the music.
"Whoa, those are huge," he whistled before looking up and blinking rapidly. It took him a few seconds to realize there were four women in front of him. "What can I get you ladies?"
The four girls all order mixed drinks. Leslie was teased a bit, but she reminded the others that she couldn't possibly be pregnant yet. The rest of The Gang of Eight were thrilled that Conner and Leslie were trying to have a baby, so it came up quite often in conversation.
"Thanks," Sienna said to the bartender when he placed the drink in front of her.
"Margarita," the bartender smiled, handing Camilla her drink. He then turned to Jane. "Yours is free if you flash me."
"Just give me my Pina Colada," Jane rolled her eyes.
"You sure," he smirked. "I assure you that I like making love at midnight."
"But you don't even have half a brain," Leslie retorted.
"No need to be rude," the bartender laughed.
"Yeah, she was rude," Camilla sarcastically replied.
"I know!" he agreed, reaching to take a pretzel and toss it between Jane's breasts so it slid down the front of her dress.
Jane froze. Her face went completely blank and she was just staring off into the distance. Sienna seemed incredibly confused, while Camilla and Leslie ran to Jane's side. Leslie placed a hand at Jane's lower back and Camilla lightly touched the HR specialist's shoulder reassuringly.
"Just give her the fucking drink!" Camilla hissed. "Or we'll tell your boss you're drunk on the job."
"Alright, alright!" the bartender rolled his eyes. "Jeez, take a fucking joke."
The bartender finished making the drinks, not charging for Jane's Pina Colada as an apology. Jane was led to a table and the four girls all sat down to drink. The music and cheering in the background continued, but the girls didn't talk for a few minutes as they nursed their drinks. Jane did take a moment to discreetly remove the pretzel from her dress and discard it.
"So, ah, what happened back there?" Sienna asked, shouting to be heard over the music.
"Not now," Leslie quickly replied.
"You okay, Jane?" Camilla inquired, reaching out to place her hand on Jane's.
"I'm okay," Jane nodded, pressing her lips together tightly as she nodded. "C-can we just talk about something else, please?"
"Sure, hon," Leslie smiled at Jane before turning to the other girls. "Did you girls catch the new episode of Hospital Doctors in Love?"
"Yes!" Sienna exclaimed while Jane and Camilla nodded. "That flashback of Dr. McSpoogy? Mm, he's so sexy."
"Fuck, I'd let Nolan Reed do unspeakable things to me," Camilla purred before taking a sip of her drink.
"Please, speak of them!" Leslie giggled.
"He is hot," Jane blushed cutely.
"Ass, mouth, pussy; he can have them all!" Camilla declared, all four girls laughing giddily. "Hell, I ditched the guy who asked, but I'd totally let Nolan Reed pee on me."
"Ew," Sienna made a face.
"That's disgusting," Jane added.
"Some people like water sports," Camilla shrugged.
"You were disgusted by it, too!" Leslie reminded the Latina.
"Maybe I like disgusting!" Camilla laughed.
"I think you've had enough to drink," Jane commented lightly.
"Oh, calm your tits," Camilla rolled her eyes.
"Just one," Sienna interjected.
"What?" Jane frowned in confusion.
"Just one. Calm one tit," Sienna explained. "Let the other one stay crazy. That's your party tit."
"Can we not talk about my chest?" Jane sighed.
"Fine, let's go back to talking about me sinking my teeth into Nolan Reed's tight ass," Camilla said, a dreamy look in her eyes.
"You'd probably chip a tooth," Sienna smirked.
"Worth it," Camilla insisted.
"Now I want to plan a trip to Los Angeles so we can run into Nolan," Leslie laughed. "Go full groupie fan-girl on him!"
"Conner might not approve," Jane pointed out.
"We have a list," Leslie argued. "We each picked five celebrities we can sleep with and the other one can't get mad. Nolan Reed is top of my list!"
"So, we'll go to LA and stalk the guy?" Jane raised an eyebrow. "I think that's how you end up on a list somewhere."
"Please. Only guys end up on those lists," Sienna waved off the concern. "Nolan will invite us to his place so he has four willing pussies to play with."
"I'm in!" Camilla exclaimed.
"Pass," Jane shook her head.
"Sure, but only if you ask Steven out!" Leslie grinned.
"Leslie, stop," Jane mumbled, her words inaudible over the music. They were only able to tell what she said by reading her lips and inferring from context.
"Anyway," Camilla interjected to change the subject, "how about we get back to dancing? I need to find a Nolan Reed lookalike to fuck."
"I haven't seen any tall, buff guys with blond hair and blue eyes," Leslie sighed. "Oh! He also needs a chiseled jaw, dimples, and a smile that can drop every pair of panties in a ten-mile radius."
"Sounds like we have a mission!" Sienna giggled.
"You two gonna fight over him or is he getting a threesome?" Jane asked, looking between Sienna and Camilla.
"I'm game if you are," Camilla looked to the redhead.
"Not tonight," Sienna smirked and shook her head. "I'm spending the night with my vibrating buddy."
"You'd rather have a toy buzzing on your clit than be power-fucked by a buff dude?" Leslie questioned, clearly confused.
"Eh," Sienna shrugged. "Yeah, Nolan Reed is dreamy. If the opportunity ever did come up I'd absolutely let him do me, but I'm not really into the buff look. I actually kind of like dad bods."
"Then why aren't you dating Theo?" Jane asked loudly, needing to repeat herself to be heard.
"His personality," Sienna grunted.
"Yeah, that's fair," Jane replied while Camilla and Leslie laughed.
"C'mon, ladies!" Camilla announced, downing her drink and getting to her feet. "Let's get out there and dance!"
Leaving their empty glasses, the four women returned to the dance floor and immediately started moving to the music. The area they chose had a few open spots, allowing the ladies to dance as a group. Camilla and Jane were holding hands as they faced each other and swayed. Sienna bent forward and placed her hands on her knees while playfully grinding her ass against Leslie's crotch.
Even while dancing with Jane, Camilla was still on the lookout for her buff guy. The girls had their space at the moment, but there were definitely people nearby. Some guys were cute, some weren't. Others were already taken. Camilla's gaze darted all around the dance floor, watching Jane and making sure not to miss a potential hookup.
Leslie, Sienna, and Camilla all kept a close eye on Jane. Sienna wasn't sure what the issue was, but she was perceptive enough to know something was going on. Camilla and Leslie clearly had some idea, and Sienna knew she could get the information out of Leslie later.
Jane was laughing and having a good time while they enjoyed the less-crowded section of the club. However, this was a nightclub in Manhattan on a Friday night. Soon the entire dance floor was full of people pressing together and bouncing to the music.
The crowd seemed to be making Jane anxious, which surprised Sienna. Jane was never nervous like this. Someone brushing up against Jane made her jump, especially if it turned out to be a strange guy. At least Jane seemed able to manage it; she was still dancing and appeared to be enjoying herself.
Guys and girls would join the four ladies, dancing with them for a few minutes before moving on. Sienna had to fend off a couple of men who were very persistent, but they finally took the hint. Leslie went back to her earlier strategy of flashing her wedding ring to warn away admirers.
"You okay?" Sienna shouted over the music while bouncing up and down with Jane.
"I'm good!" Jane yelled back.
"Hey!" Leslie exclaimed, joining the other two. "Where's Camilla?"
"I don't know!" Jane answered, looking around. "She was just here!"
Sienna, Jane, and Leslie started dancing through the crowd while looking for the fourth member of their group. The sexy Latina was nowhere to be found and wasn't responding to text messages. They were starting to worry, but decided to dance for a few minutes before looking some more.
"Glug! Glug! Glug! Glug!" Camilla gurgled, her mouth hanging open as a large penis slammed down her throat.
"Fuck, that's good!" a large man moaned, thrusting his hips forward until his balls hit her chin.
Camilla Garcia was on her knees on the floor of the filthy one-person bathroom in the back of a Manhattan nightclub. Her cheeks were bulged out, her big brown eyes watery as she looked up at the man looming over her. The cups of Camilla's sequin corset top were pushed down, exposing her breasts to the open air. She was cupping her left boob, pinching her own nipple while her right hand was up her skirt so she could play with herself.
The big guy was gazing down at the sexy Latina, his eyes heavy with lust. His massive hands held her small head, fingers buried in her long, dark hair. Holding her head tightly, he roughly fucked Camilla's face, using her mouth as if it were a pussy.
Camilla had gotten lucky; the guy she was going down on looked quite like the famous drama star. The man with Camilla was over six-feet tall and very muscular. His eyes were blue, but instead of being blond, he had light brown hair that was slightly gray at the temples. Looking to be in his mid-thirties, he was probably about ten years older than Camilla. She was quite happy with the sexy man she found.
Letting out a satisfied breath, the guy started pulling on Camilla more roughly, using her mouth and throat for his pleasure. His grip tightened on her head, lightly tugging on her silky hair. The tan line on his left ring finger suggested he wore a wedding band at one time.
Camilla was moaning loudly around the big dick, her fingers rapidly working her clit. Looking up at the handsome man while sucking his dick was driving her wild. Tightening her lips around his shaft, she groaned and gurgled as she started cumming on her fingers.
"Mm! Gak! Gak! MM! MM! Hurk!" Camilla squirmed, her orgasm consuming her.
The moaning and gasping caused by Camilla's orgasm made her throat vibrate, the sensation amazing on the dick in her throat. The man groaned in pleasure, pushing himself balls-deep in her mouth. His eyes closed, his head leaning back as he enjoyed the amazing feeling of Camilla's mouth and throat.
A couple minutes later, the guy pulled Camilla off his dick. A strand of saliva briefly connected the tip of his cock with her bottom lip before breaking. The big guy held Camilla up by the hair with one hand while she gasped for breath. His other hand gripped his cock at the base so he could slap her face with his mushroom head.
"Do you like my cock, babe?" he husked, slapping her outstretched tongue with his dick.
"Ah!" Camilla moaned each time the hard penis hit her tongue. "Mm, yes! I love your cock!"
"Do you want my cum?" he asked in a heavy voice, pushing his tip into her mouth and letting her suck on it for a few seconds.
"Yes! I want your cum!" she gasped, kissing his length as he rubbed it all over her pretty face. "Oh God, I want it so bad!"
"Where do you want it?" he growled, once more sliding into her mouth, allowing her to suck him.
"Mm, in my mouth!" Camilla whined in a high-pitched voice. "Please, cum in my mouth! I wanna taste you, I wanna swallow you!"
Releasing his dick, he reached out and squeezed Camilla's tits before holding her head in both hands and pushing his erection back in her mouth. Camilla formed a tight seal with her lips, sucking hard as the guy resumed fucking her face. Drool was running from her lips as tears leaked from her eyes. She struggled to breathe through her nose while blowing the guy.
Camilla sucked as hard as she could, moaning loudly while looking up at him with longing. Just the tip was in her mouth when semen started spurting. The taste coated her tongue, the smell filling her nostrils. She squirmed with pleasure as her throat undulated, swallowing every drop he gave her.
"Holy shit, that was amazing," the guy gasped as he put away his penis.
"Why, thank you, Lance!" Camilla giggled, fixing the straps of her corset and putting her boobs away.
"We should head back to your place," Lance suggested.
"Oh yeah? What's wrong with your place?" she wondered.
"It's nothing impressive," he winced. "I had to take what I could get after the wife kicked me out."
"Ouch," Camilla nodded in understanding. "Well, how about we find a way to cheer you up?"
"What was it you said you wanted me to do when you brought me in here?" he asked with a smirk.
"Smash my pelvis, bruise my esophagus," Camilla grinned. "Mm, and you already took care of one of those."
Camilla washed her face before exiting the bathroom with Lance and leading him to her friends. Jane, Leslie, and Sienna were annoyed that Camilla had disappeared without saying anything and the Latina quickly apologized. She then introduced the other three girls to Lance.
Despite Camilla wanting to leave right away, she was convinced to stay a little while longer. She danced very suggestively with Lance, grinding her butt against him while he ran his hands along her side. Jane glanced at them occasionally, not happy that there would be a strange man in their apartment again.
"Bye, girls!" Camilla gushed, hugging Leslie and Sienna at the same time.
"You're really gonna take that guy home? What if he's some pervert!" Sienna exclaimed, hugging Camilla.
"I hope he's a pervert!" Camilla giggled. "I could use a good butt-fucking tonight."
"Gross," Jane scrunched her nose.
"No, anal can really feel good if you're in the mood," Leslie interjected.
"It can!" Camilla grinned.
"Are you gonna start seeing him?" Sienna asked the Latina.
"Of course not!" Camilla laughed. "He's just a one-night stand. Sometimes a girl just needs some dick, no strings attached."
"I could never do that," Sienna said. "I know I've talked about wild sex, but I need a connection."
"Really? You've never let a guy pump and dump?" Camilla asked, seeming shocked.
"Why is that so surprising?" Jane questioned with an eye roll.
"Because I firmly believe that every girl has a slutty phase in her life," Camilla explained. "She just has to get it out of her system."
"Makes sense to me!" Leslie nodded.
"Your hook up is looking over at us, I think he's horny," Jane observed.
"Mm, I'm not gonna leave mister muscles waiting," Camilla husked, leading the girls.
The group of five left the club and stepped out into the darkness. They started splitting up as they all got on the right subway line to head to their destination. Camilla and Lance were making out heavily while sitting down in the subway car, oblivious to everyone else around them.
Jane looked across the subway car, watching Camilla and Lance kiss passionately. Even as she watched, Lance cupped one of Camilla's breasts from outside her coat. Shaking her head, Jane took her earbuds out of her purse and placed them in her ears.
Setting her phone on shuffle, Jane was shocked at the first song that started playing. It was a song she had shared with Steven, one he had said made him think of her. There was one lyric in particular that applied to their situation, one that made them both anxious about the future. Jane felt her heart catch when she heard it. The lyric reminding her that Steven only had a piece of her heart; he wanted the whole thing.



Fear of losing Steven clawed at Jane's insides, causing tears to form in her eyes. She blinked them away while letting out a breath. Jane wanted to confide in him, to get close. She was scared. She knew she was a coward, she knew that! Knowing didn't make it any easier to stop.
Steven wouldn't wait forever. He wanted to settle down, to start a family. Hell, Jane wanted that, too. What could she do. She felt a panic attack start and reached for anything to try and calm down. Maybe there was a gesture that would buy her more time? Jane opened her messaging app before she could chicken out.
Jane: Are you awake?
Steven: Yes. How's the club?
Jane: Heading home now. Camilla's bringing a new conquest.
Steven: That guy's not gonna know what hit him!
Jane: Yup! She'll fuck his lights out and send him home tomorrow morning with a smile.
Steven: I think he'll be okay with that.
Jane: If he's like the others, he will be. I'm surprised you're up so late.
Steven: It's a Friday night! I'm young, crazy, I could be doing anything!
Jane: It's 2:00AM, so it's Saturday morning. And you're playing video games.
Steven: Actually, I'm rereading Halcyon Days. The second book is coming out soon.
Jane: Nerd! :P
Steven: And you're sleeping with a nerd, what does that say about you?
Jane: That I have low standards.
Steven: Ouch. That hurt!
Jane: Maybe this will cheer you up; what are your plans for Valentine's Day?
Steven: I don't have any plans, you?
Jane: Same. It's a Friday. We could grab dinner or something? Maybe a movie? I don't know.
Steven: Jane, I'd love that. I wanted to offer, but I didn't want to pressure you.
Jane: We're friends, we can hang out without it being weird.
Jane: And we can fuck without it being weird.
Steven: How romantic.
Jane: I try! Now, get some sleep. Talk tomorrow?
Steven: Sure. Sweet dreams.
Jane: Night, night!
Camilla and Lance continued making out and groping while Jane led them to the apartment. The couple barely managed to not walk into the street and get hit by a car. Lance pressed the Latina against the side of the elevator, kissing her passionately while squeezing her tits as best he could through her winter coat. Camilla mumbled a quick goodnight to Jane before pulling Lance into her bedroom and practically shutting the door in Jane's face.
Lance wasted no time taking his coat and shirt off before getting Camilla topless. She rubbed her boobs against his chest while they kissed, her hard nipples running along his skin. He slid his hands up the back of her skirt, squeezing her butt cheeks from outside her panties.
After kissing for a few minutes, Lance and Camilla got completely naked. Camilla then dropped to her knees and started blowing Lance again. He enjoyed her mouth for awhile before pulling the sexy Latina to her feet and aggressively tossing her onto her bed.
"Mm, I like it rough," Camilla purred happily.
"Good," Lance husked, climbing up on the bed.
Sitting up, he looked down and admired Camilla's naked body. Her caramel skin was blemish free and there wasn't an ounce of fat on her tight, young frame. Parting her legs, Camilla slid a hand between her legs and used two fingers to spread her labia. Lance's cock throbbed as he admired her pink interior.
Camilla giggled when Lance pounced on her, planting kisses all over her neck before working down to her breasts. He slobbered all over her tits for a couple minutes before kissing down to Camilla's pubic mound. Lance then placed her toned legs over his shoulders and buried his face in her twat.
Her playful giggles quickly turned into moans and pants as Lance started eating her out. She arched her back, her hands buried in his hair as she held his face to her crotch. Camilla moaned passionately, her boobs jiggling on her chest as she bit her lower lip.
"Fuck, yes!" Camilla hissed. "Eat me! Eat my pussy!"
"Mm!" Lance hummed, sucking on her clit while pushing two fingers inside her.
He could feel her legs shaking, her body tensing. As an experienced guy, Lance knew that he was about to make his latest girl cum. Increasing his efforts, Lance rapidly flicked her clit with his tongue. Moments later, Camilla exploded, letting out a small scream before whimpering several times.
"Fuck me!" Camilla husked. "I need you in me!"
"I'm gonna fuck your pretty, little brains out," Lance growled, sitting up and stroking himself.
"Wait. Hang on," she said, reaching over to pull open the drawer of her bedside table.
"You really do like to get kinky," he smiled, his eyes lighting up when Camilla pulled out a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs.
"You have no idea," Camilla breathed, leaving the key on the table and handing the cuffs to Lance. "Cuff me!"
Camilla raised her arms above her head and allowed Lance to cuff her to the headboard. Her legs went back over his shoulders and he leaned over to kiss her ankle, making her giggle. Lance then thrust forward, embedding his erection in her Camilla's warmth.
"Fuck, yeah!" Lance roared in triumph, a cocky expression on his face as he looked down at his latest conquest.
Gripping her thighs, Lance started rapidly hammering Camilla's little pussy. Her wrists strained against the handcuffs, her body squirming. His thrusts were strong and fast, his entire length burying in her hole, getting deliciously deep inside her.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Camilla gasped, her eyes rolling back.
"Yeah, take that cock, slut!" Lance hissed, fire in his eyes. "Take my dick! Take it!"
The degrading term was a huge turn-on for Camilla, and she arched her back, cumming hard. Lance responded by reaching forward and grabbing her boobs, squeezing them roughly as he continued to pound her. When she started coming down from her orgasm, he lightly slapped her left boob, making her gasp and cum again.
"Again!" Camilla begged wantonly. "Hit my titty! Hit me again!"
"Is this how you like it, hm?" he snarled, slapping her tit three times in rapid suggestion.
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" she whined, her toes curling. "My face! Hit my face! Slap me!"
Lance lightly slapped Camilla's face, causing her to gasp and cry out happily. Her pussy was absolutely soaked and he could tell how much she was loving his actions. So, he slapped her a little harder. She bucked her hips, desperately trying to get every inch of cock inside her.
"Harder!" Camilla pleaded, her fingers clawing at the headboard.
He was happy to oblige, his slap making her cum yet again. He slapped her face three more times before squeezing her tits and using them as leverage to fuck her as hard and fast as he could. Camilla was screaming her head off, and there was no doubt that Jane could hear.
Rough sex was always fun for Camilla and she was in heaven. At her request, Lance placed a hand on her throat and lightly squeezed. Camilla knew it wasn't the smartest request to make while her hands were bound, but she was completely lost to her lust. He only choked her for a few seconds before slapping her again.
"Whose pussy is it?" he asked, grabbing her chin and leaning forward to look into her eyes.
"Yours!" Camilla groaned, her legs bent backwards due to Lance's position nearly folding her in half. "It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
Sitting back up, he held her thighs and lifted her butt off the bed so he could keep thrusting. His balls slapped her ass, her pussy gripping him tightly. Lance could tell that he wasn't the only experienced one; Camilla knew how to squeeze her vaginal muscles, how to maximize his pleasure.
"Where do you want me to cum?" he wondered, his voice thick with lust.
"Wherever you want, baby," Camilla moaned. "In me, on me, make me yours!"
"I wanna cum on your tits," Lance announced, his release moments away.
"Cum on my titties!" she begged loudly,
Lance pulled out of Camilla and pushed her legs aside. He knee-walked along the bed until he was kneeling by her chest. The handcuffed Latina smiled at him as he started jacking off, aiming his erection at her breasts. Camilla moaned happily when Lance exploded, coating her boobs in warm cum.
Her hands flew to her chest when Lance released her from the cups. She scooped up some semen and popped it in her mouth, her eyes on his as she moaned and sucked the cum from her fingertip. He smirked happily as he watched the nude girl.
Camilla walked to the bathroom naked, grateful that Jane was shut in her own room. After washing up, Camilla returned to the bedroom and climbed into bed so she could suck Lance hard once again. It was time for round two.
Lance was learning just how wild Camilla was. She had him handcuff her to the bed once again, this time while she was crouched in doggystyle. He then used her lube to get her ready before shoving his cock up her ass. Camilla begged him to fuck her harder while he pulled her hair and slapped her ass. She screamed when he came up her butt.
Jane was laying in bed while trying to sleep. As usual, Camilla was loud. The neighbors could probably hear the Latina beg her one-night stand to fuck her up the ass. Despite herself, Jane ended up sliding a hand into her panties and getting herself off.
~Friday February 14, 2025~
Friday was a very busy day at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services. The raises were a complete success and everyone was hopeful for the future of the company. In addition, the hiring freeze was about to be lifted. HR had been busy crafting job postings that were slated to go live on Tuesday after the three-day weekend.
Megan's plan was to address the growing trend of do-it-yourself accounting. A lot of smaller companies were trying to save money by handling accounting and bookkeeping themselves, even if no one there is really qualified. The result is often large mistakes and massive tax bills. Megan hoped Sphinx could address that. It didn't hurt that it was tax season as well.
They were going to hire a lot of marketing experts and increase the advertising budget. More bookkeepers would also be needed to handle the increased workload. The resources Bauer International Holdings had were on an entirely different level, and Megan used them well to help Sphinx.
Steven and Megan didn't have daily meetings anymore, but they still got together occasionally. Their offices were next to each other so they regularly checked in. Steven's position in the company improved daily, as did his friendship with Megan.
"Got plans for Single Awareness Day?" Megan asked, poking her head into Steven's office about an hour before quitting time.
"You mean 'Valentine's Day?'" Steven smirked, looking over at the beautiful heiress and brilliant businesswoman.
"Right. That one," she giggled, leaning against the door frame with her arms crossed.
Megan Bauer was as stunning as ever in her gray business skirt and jacket. Her heels let her break six feet in height, meaning she towered over Steven. Today's braid was a complex Dutch fishtail braid that likely took Megan quite a bit of time. Steven had no idea what the braid was called, but he loved the way her raven hair looked.
"Not a fan?" he inquired, inviting Megan in with a hand gesture.
"I'm more of a Steak and Blowjob Day kind of girl," Megan waggled her eyebrows as she walked up to Steven's desk and rested the fingertips of her right hand on the wooden surface.
"Wait. What?" Steven frowned in confusion.
"You haven't heard of it?" she laughed. "It's a satirical holiday mocking how expensive and complicated Valentine's Day is. Guys don't need all the romance, so a girl should just make her man a steak and give him a blowjob."
Steven's eyes landed on Megan's bee-stung lips as he tried to avoid thinking about her sucking dick. His dick, specifically. A small smile tugged at the corners of her mouth and he knew he was caught. Steven cleared his throat as Megan giggled, clearly enjoying his predicament.
"That does sound nice," he admitted.
Megan had made a few sexual comments since they've known each other and Steven was starting to get used to it. Sort of. Megan was just so intimidating, so powerful and in control. Steven didn't believe people with money and power were any better, but it was hard not to think about just how well-connected and influential the heiress was.
"It's March fourteenth, exactly one month after Valentine's Day," Megan explained. "So, mark your calendar."
"Maybe I will," Steven laughed.
"Mm, it's been a long time..." she trailed off, a dreamy look in her blue-gray eyes as she stared into the distance. "Uh, sorry. I've been alone for awhile. I'm not sure what the female equivalent of blue balls is, but, ah, yeah. Anyway."
"Blue vulva?" Steven suggested, causing Megan to burst out laughing.
"That was funny," Megan said when her mirth was exhausted. "The point is that I haven't had any in awhile and it sucks."
"I understand," he replied.
It hadn't been awhile for Steven. He and Jane got together last Sunday, the day after The Gang of Eight celebrated Jane's twenty-eighth birthday. Jane's birthday was February third, and Steven had made her dinner after work. As a result, Steven and Jane were both quite satisfied sexually.
"And you aren't getting out of answering my question," Megan added, giving him a pointed look.
"I have plans," Steven answered slowly. "I, ah, I guess you could call it a friend date."
"With Jane Silver in HR?" she prodded gently.
"How did you...?" Steven questioned with obvious shock.
"A woman knows," Megan answered sagely. "Don't worry, you two haven't done anything inappropriate. I've seen you with your friend group; you and Jane are obviously intimately familiar with each other."
"We're that obvious?" he winced.
"Yup," Megan smiled softly. "And I also know your friends Theo and Noah like checking me out."
"Sorry about them," Steven mumbled.
"Not your fault," she shrugged before grinning evilly. "One time I purposely bent over to pick something up. Theo tripped and fell."
"Sounds about right," he sighed and shook his head. "Even he knows about Jane and I."
"Why aren't you two open about it?" Megan wondered, turning to lean her butt against the desk while looking sideways at him. "If everyone knows, what are you even hiding?"
"Jane is adamant that we're just friends," Steven told the heiress. "Having it out in the open would make it too real for her."
"Seems like you want more," she observed.
"I do," he nodded. "Jane and I get along well, I really care about her. We aren't getting any younger and I want to get married at some point."
"I agree with you," Megan responded, looking at him sadly. "It's hard to find someone genuine, someone you really click with. You finally manage it and don't take full advantage? Crazy."
"I imagine it must be especially tough for you," Steven acknowledged. "Never knowing who to trust, who really likes you or is just after money."
That's why I like being friends with you; I have no doubt you're being honest with me," she smiled.
"Thank you," he inclined his head. "Do you think I should push for more with Jane?"
"There's nothing wrong with a friends with benefits arrangement if that's what you both want," Megan answered slowly. "But, you want more. You can't wait forever. At least this way you'll know exactly where you stand."
"You're right," Steven replied.
"I usually am," she giggled cutely.
"From what you said, I'm guessing you don't have plans tonight?" he inquired.
"Actually, I do," Megan answered primly. "A very handsome man is taking me out to dinner and a movie."
"You're spending the night with your son, aren't you?" Steven smirked.
"Good guess!" she laughed. "You are correct."
"I hope you have fun," he said sincerely.
"Thanks, you too," Megan responded. "You and Jane look great together. Don't lose it. I know quite a bit about fucking up a good thing."
"Sounds like you have a few stories," Steven looked into her icy eyes.
"Maybe I'll tell them sometime," Megan giggled, standing and stepping toward the door. "Brief version? I was really, really into a guy but made it seem casual. After fucking that up I hooked up with a famous French actor who posted our sex tape online. Oh, and I got pregnant during a very, very wild summer right after high school. There are details of my exploits in Europe posted online."
"That's horrible," he winced, looking at her in sympathy.
"A little secret?" she offered. "That release was more about me wanting to rebel. It was a lot less of a shock to me than my father would have the media believe."
"Uh, wow," Steven responded, unsure of what to say.
"Like I said; very wild summer," Megan laughed. "There's a lot more to it, and I became a lot more reserved after that. When I said it's been awhile, we're talking a few years."
"Must be lonely," he observed.
"Very," she nodded. "Thank God for BOB. Anyway, have fun and good luck with Jane. I hope to hear you have a girlfriend on Tuesday."
"Have a good weekend, Megan," Steven said.
"You too, Steven," Megan grinned.
Jane and Steven weren't the only ones with Valentine's Day plans. Leslie and Conner had their own romantic date planned; Leslie had even stopped drinking in anticipation of getting pregnant. Noah and Theo were going to the bar in the hopes of picking up a couple of lonely women. Sienna and Camilla had booked some time at the spa to treat themselves.
Steven shut down his computer and stood up from his desk. He was more dressed up than usual, actually wearing a full suit. Jane was working remotely because she didn't want anyone to say anything about her plans. Hopefully they could be more out in the open after tonight.
"Mm, you look yummy!" Jane grinned when she met Steven outside the restaurant.
"You're beautiful," Steven replied, hugging her tightly.
Jane was dressed in a very sexy red spaghetti-strap dress that fell to mid-thigh. It must have had some sort of built-in bra that lifted Jane's generous assets and pressed them together to create an absolutely delicious cleavage. With matching red heels she was about as tall as Steven. Her light brown hair was in a long braid down her back.
"Reservation for Martucci," Steven said to the hostess.
"Right this way, sir," she smiled.
The restaurant was packed with couples celebrating Valentine's Day. All of them were dressed up to enjoy a romantic evening. Steven and Jane were seated at a table for two with a white tablecloth. A small candle was burning in the center of the table.
"This is nice," Steven commented while the two of them perused the menu.
"Yeah, it is," Jane agreed, smiling at him.
"Where does Camilla think you are?" he asked, trying to seem unbothered.
"She knows I'm with you," Jane sighed. "I told her I was gonna hang out with my sister and she called bullshit right away."
"Sorry," Steven winced.
"It's fine, I guess," she shrugged. "Camilla knows we're just friends."
"Right," he nodded, hiding how much the statement hurt. "I had a similar conversation with Noah and Theo."
Steven and Jane chatted awkwardly for another couple minutes until the waiter came by to take their orders. Switching the subject to work, the two friends settled into a comfortable conversation about upcoming job interviews. Jane would be busy conducting virtual interviews and welcoming new hires.
Things started going better as time went on. The two friends were talking and laughing as they enjoyed their meal. There was even some light flirting happening. Jane playfully leaned forward to give Steven a nice view of her cleavage, promising him an even better look later on.
The awkwardness returned when the couple at the table next to them finished their meal. The woman's loud gasp drew the attention of Steven and Jane. Both of them froze as the entire restaurant watched the guy get down on one knee and present the girl with a ring.



Everyone clapped when the woman accepted the proposal and let the guy place the ring on her finger. Tears poured from her eyes as the couple hugged. Steven couldn't help but think of a future where he offered Jane a ring. Jane was imagining the same thing, fear in her heart. Fear of what she wanted, fear of ending up like her mother.
Jane and Steven walked down the street after dinner, heading toward the movie theater. He wanted to hold her hand, but was smart enough not to push things. Despite what happened, Jane did seem to be in a good mood, which made him feel better about his plans.
The movie was a newly released superhero movie. Both of them thought that the newer movies weren't as good, but they were still looking forward to it. They sat in the back of the half-filled theater, their coats hanging over the back of the chairs while they sipped on sodas.
About halfway through the movie, Jane surprised Steven by reaching over and taking his hand. She then placed his hand on her thigh, pushing it up toward the hem of her dress. Taking the hint, Steven slid his hand between her legs until he brushed against her panties. Pushing her panties aside, his fingers trailed along her slit, feeling her wetness.
"All for you, bubba," Jane whispered in his ear before lightly nibbling on it.
Steven's fingers circled her clit, making Jane's eyelids flutter as she let out a breath. He didn't make her cum during the movie, not wanting any noise to alert the people nearby. However, he did make sure to tease her, his fingers lightly teasing her labia.
"Please," she hissed in his ear.
"Not yet," he said back, turning his head to peck her lips.
Jane practically dragged Steven out of the theater when the movie ended. The two of them laughed and exchanged quick kisses as they made their way onto the subway. It was very crowded and there were other couples who were also barely able to keep their hands off each other.
"I want you!" Jane growled against Steven's lips as they staggered into his apartment. "I want you now!"
"Maybe we should talk first," Steven mumbled ineffectually as Jane removed her coat and hat.
"It can wait till after," she insisted, tossing his coat on the floor.
Jane wasted no time dropping to her knees and reaching for his belt. Steven was trying to form a coherent thought as Jane yanked his pants and boxer briefs down to his ankles. He had a great view down the top of her dress as she stroked his cock, making sure he was nice and hard.
"Jane, I really thin- oh fuck, yes!" Steven hissed.
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Jane moaned, her hands on his thighs as she gulped down his dick.
Steven lost all ability to protest as Jane started bobbing her head. He wrapped her long braid around his hand, holding her head to guide her movements. Jane blew him with enthusiasm, her tongue dancing along his glans and the underside of his shaft. Spit bubbles formed at the corners of her mouth as she sucked and moaned.
She continued worshiping his cock with her mouth while reaching into her dress and taking her breasts out. Jane then pulled off of him, kissing his tip before smiling up at him wickedly. Lifting her body, she wrapped her boobs around his shaft and started giving him a tit-fuck.
"Holy shit!" he gasped, watching his cock push out of Jane's wonderful cleavage.
"You like that, hm?" Jane panted, using her boobs to massage his shaft. "My big titties feel good on your cock?"
"Yes! It feels amazing!" Steven groaned, reaching down to cup Jane's face.
Jane really was a fantasy come to life. Her boobs were huge and perfectly shaped. He loved her little pink nipples and her tit-flesh felt amazing around his dick. Her pretty face was angelic, the small mole above her lip adding character and making her unique. She was Jane; perfect the way she was.
"I want you to fuck me!" Jane husked, continuing the titjob. "I want you inside me. No! I need you inside me!"
Grabbing Jane's shoulders, he pulled her to her feet and led her over to the couch. Her big boobs were flopping around on her chest as Steven had Jane kneel on the couch cushion and rest her elbows on the back. Pulling up her dress, Steven yanked Jane's panties down, revealing her naked ass and pretty, pink pussy.
"Fuck, you're sexy," Steven gasped as he got in position between her legs.
"Please be in me, please be in me!" Jane whined, pushing her butt back.
"Fuck!" Steven hissed when he pushed himself inside of Jane.
Holding her hips, Steven began pumping her pussy, both of them grunting softly. Jane was looking straight ahead, yelping softly each time she felt Steven slam all the way up her twat. Her big boobs were swinging on her chest, hitting each other and adding to Jane's pleasure.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" Jane grunted, tossing her head back. "Oh God, yes! Fuck me! Don't ever stop fucking me!"
Steven reached out and grabbed her elbows, pulling her arms back and holding her up. Jane screeched loudly, calling out his name as he started hammering her as hard as he could. Both of them could feel her orgasm approaching as Steven kept thrusting.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming! AH!" Jane squealed, her vaginal muscles clamping down.
Pulling out of Jane, Steven flipped her over so she was laying on the couch with her head on the armrest. He pulled off her panties and tossed them aside. One of her legs was sticking in the air and leaning against the back. Steven grabbed her opposite ankle, keeping her spread open so he could reenter her.
"You're so tight," he grunted as he resumed fucking her.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Jane chanted, her heels in the air as she took his dick.
Slapping a hand to her clit, Jane started rubbing herself as she looked up at Steven. He was still in his suit jacket and tie, looking so handsome as he loomed over her, claiming her. Jane could feel it; she was going to cum again. She wanted more, wanted to feel him spurting into her.
"Cum inside me!" Jane begged, gazing at him while her boobs bounced. "Fill me up! Cum with me! Cum!"
Steven leaned forward, slamming himself to the hilt inside of Jane as he started cumming. Feeling his warm seed paint her insides made Jane cum again. Her pussy convulsed, gripping his shaft and drawing more semen out of his balls as they rode out the orgasmic wave together.
"Mm, that feels good, babe," Steven whispered, laying back on the pillow while resting his hand on the top of Jane's head.
"Gak! Mm, good! Mm, mm!" Jane moaned, sliding her lips down his length.
Steven's bedroom floor was littered with discarded clothes; his suit jacket and tie were by the door and Jane's red dress was balled up next to his desk. Once naked, they had immediately gotten into bed so that Steven could fuck Jane in doggystyle. He sprayed her butt and back with cum before she cleaned his cock with her mouth.
After cleaning up, the two of them laid in bed naked. Jane rested her head on his chest while absentmindedly playing with his limp penis. When he started to harden, she scooted down the bed and took him into her mouth. It was slow and sensual, Jane lightly sucking on him while cupping his balls.
"I love your mouth," Steven gasped, his hand lightly tugging on her braid.
"My mouth loves your cock," Jane pulled off him to say. She then took his tip between her lips and lightly sucked on it for a few seconds. "I want you to cum down my throat, okay?"
"Okay," Steven nodded.
Jane went back to sucking, humming happily as she felt his throbbing manhood in her mouth. Steven kept one hand on her head while his other reached lower to play with her tits. She moaned louder, gasping around his thickness when he rolled a nipple between his fingers.
"Mm, mm, mm!" she moaned, her lips forming an airtight seal.
It was an almost lazy blowjob, Jane lightly bobbing her head and taking her time to enjoy the feel and taste. Her tongue circled his throbbing thickness, her small hand massaging his balls. Steven was very relaxed, his pleasure slowly heightening over at least forty-five minutes.
"I'm almost there, get ready," Steven warned, his breath coming out in ragged gasps.
Jane just kept sucking at a steady pace, neither speeding up or slowing down. Moments later, warm cum flooded her mouth, making her moan happily. She swirled the semen around her mouth with her tongue, collecting every drop as she kept working her mouth up and down on him. Only when the last few drops trickled out did Jane start swallowing. It took her three swallows to get the whole sticky load down into her stomach.
"Yummy!" Jane smacked her lips as she sat up and smiled.
"That was great," Steven grinned at her. Then his smile faded. "Is this the part where you make an excuse to get dressed?"
"Steven..." Jane trailed off, her right arm reaching across her body to absentmindedly scratch her left bicep.
"You could stay the night?" he offered. "Camilla already knows you're here, what's the big deal?"
"I sleep alone, Steven," she sighed, her arm concealing her breasts.
"You've had boyfriends before," Steven pointed out.
"I never spent the night with them," Jane admitted.
"Really? Not even once?" he asked in surprise.
"Nope," she shook her head. "I've never been comfortable enough."
"I know something happened in your past," Steven stated slowly. "I don't know exactly what, and I'm not sure how else to bring this up. Sorry if I'm doing a shit job of it, but is there anything you wanna talk about? We're friends and I want to be here for you."
"I don't want to talk about it," Jane stated firmly.
"Okay," he said. "Can we talk about maybe working toward getting you more comfortable with me?"
"How do you mean?" she mumbled.
"I want to be more than friends with benefits," Steven quickly replied. "You've had boyfriends before, we get along great, why can't we give it a shot?"
"I have trouble letting people get close," Jane swallowed weakly.
"I can be patient," he insisted. "We can take things as slow as you need. I was just hoping we could start by being exclusive? I know I'd be jealous if you went on a date with someone else."
"I can't talk about this right now," Jane said, getting to her feet and walking over to snatch her dress off the floor.
"I didn't mean to upset you," Steven sighed as he got out of bed. "I don't understand. We get along so well. I know you have something in your past, possibly multiple somethings. But, you said you wanted to eventually have a family."
"I'm not ready!" she hissed, stepping into her dress. "Stop. Please. Just stop."
Steven fell silent, letting out a breath as he stepped into his boxer briefs and pulled on a robe. Jane walked back out into the living room and grabbed her underwear. She pulled her panties up her legs and adjusted her dress before grabbing her coat and purse.
"What now?" Steven asked when she was at the door.
"I don't know," Jane answered sadly.
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~Tuesday February 18, 2025~
"I told her she's a fucking idiot," Camilla rolled her eyes, her arms crossed while sitting in the extra chair in Steven's office.
"How is she?" Steven inquired.
"Spent all weekend moping around the apartment," she answered. "Which you might have known if you'd bothered to text her."
"I didn't want to put more pressure on her," he explained. "Or be one of those guys who can't leave a girl alone. She made it clear we're never gonna be more than friends."
"She wants more, Steven," Camilla insisted. "She's just, well, she's Jane. Which brings us back to my 'fucking idiot' comment."
"I just wish I knew what was going on with her," Steven sighed.
"She's never told anyone," the Latina replied. "I only know because her sister told me. Jane needs to be in therapy. She has a big problem with dissociating. It's so strange since she's usually completely in control."
"I want to ask, but it's not my place," he lamented.
"I want to tell you," Camilla nodded slowly.
"What should I do?" Steven asked. "Everyone knew we slept together sometimes, but now it's out in the open. I'm not sure where we go from here."
"Good morning!" Megan Bauer's chirpy voice came from the door. "How was yo- oh, shit! Sorry!"
"It's okay," he smiled at Megan before turning back to Camilla.
"Just give her some time," Camilla advised, getting to her feet. "We'll get together as a group on Friday."
Camilla headed out the door, walking right by Megan as the two women acknowledged each other with a nod. Megan's hair was in an elegant side braid that fell over the front of her right shoulder. She sat down in the chair Camilla just vacated, pulling it closer to Steven.
"That didn't sound good," Megan winced in sympathy.
"It wasn't," Steven grunted sadly.
"I'm sorry," she replied, reaching out to place her hand on his thigh. "I mean it. "I'm really sorry."
"It's not your fault, but thanks," he replied.
"It's her loss," Megan added, leaning over to lightly kiss his cheek. "Let me know if you need anything, okay?"
"Thanks, Megan," Steven smiled.
Megan got up and returned the chair to its proper place before leaving the office. Steven got to work, losing himself in his duties in an attempt to distract himself. Fortunately, everyone had been texting him all weekend about Jane, so no one bothered him until lunch.
Theo and Camilla were the only members of The Gang of Eight besides Steven who were working from the office. The three of them had lunch together at a table in the corner. They were silent for several minutes, Steven and Theo obviously in a poor mood.
"Well, this is fun," Camilla said sarcastically.
"The entire fucking weekend!" Theo grunted in response.
"Noah's date?" the Latina questioned.
"Right. Date," Theo grumbled. "We met two girls at the bar; Kate and Morgan. Kate was hanging all over Noah. Morgan called me an asshole and left with some lawyer. I got a drink at the bar and the hot bartender shot me down."
"Ouch," Steven winced.
"Yeah," Theo sighed.
"How was your weekend, Camilla?" Steven asked, changing the subject.
"Fine," she answered. "Sienna and I had a great night at the spa. I hadn't had a facial in forever."
"I thought you said you didn't have a Valentine this year," Theo interjected slyly.
"Let me guess," Camilla began, "you said something like that with the girls you just met and they thought you were a creep?"
"Uh, yeah," Theo admitted.
"Maybe let a girl get comfortable with you before making the dirty comments," Camilla suggested. "That way you might have a chance of finding a woman who will let you give her a facial."
"That'd be nice," Theo nodded. "I went home without a date Friday. Noah brought Kate home. She stayed the whole damn weekend. Didn't leave our apartment until last night. I have no idea how many times they fucked."
"You could have left the apartment," Steven pointed out.
"I did!" Theo exclaimed. "Kate was always there when I got back. She spent a lot of time walking around the apartment in her underwear. On Sunday, I came out of my bedroom and Kate was giving him head on the couch. She didn't see a reason to stop."
"You're an idiot," Camilla stated plainly.
"What? Why!" Theo whined.
"She was sucking dick in front of you, she spent the whole weekend at the apartment of two guys; a horny, slutty bar girl," Camilla explained slowly. "She wanted a threesome."
"Uh, she did?" Theo asked with wide eyes.
"Most likely, yes!" the Latina said. "You could have got some of that yourself."
"Noah didn't mention anything," Theo reasoned.
"He probably wanted her all to himself?" Steven suggested.
"Probably," Camilla agreed, turning her head to look at Theo. "You've been roommates for awhile, ever double-team a girl?"
"No," Theo answered. "Usually I'm in my room alone listening to the girl's screams."
"I have no idea what that's like; I'm usually the screaming girl," Camilla giggled.
Steven didn't respond as intrusive thoughts threatened to take over. He imagined Jane going out drinking, finding some guy and going home with him. The thought had his stomach in knots. With a sigh, he put away the rest of his lunch, his appetite gone.
The rest of the workday dragged as Steven wrote financial reports and analyzed Sphinx's income. He was thankful that he didn't have any meetings, the rest of the day passing with no one bothering him. At least until quitting time when Megan stopped by his office.
"C'mon, we're getting dinner. My treat," Megan insisted.
"Oh, you don't have to," he protested weakly.
"Too fucking bad," the raven-haired goddess smirked. "I already told the nanny I'm gonna be late, you're stuck with me."
Camilla and Theo were both leaving when Megan dragged Steven out the door. Steven's phone went off several times over the next few minutes and he immediately knew what the texts were about. He responded when he could, insisting that Megan was just being friendly.
Megan brought Steven to a very expensive restaurant a few blocks away. He reminded himself that this wasn't a date and that Megan was just being friendly. She didn't break up Jane until their entrees arrived and they started eating.
"So, what happened?" Megan asked.
"I told her I wanted more, she refused and left," Steven answered with a shrug. "We haven't talked since."
"Do you think it's over?" she inquired gently.
"It never started," he snorted.
"I meant the sex," Megan smirked before popping a broccoli floret in her mouth.
"I don't know," Steven shook his head. "Probably for awhile, at least."
"I'm sorry," Megan said sincerely.
"Thank you," he nodded.
"I know a sex store that has male masturbatory aids." she offered with a teasing smirk.
"I'm good, thanks," Steven rolled his eyes.
"I'm just not sure what else to say," Megan admitted. "I'm not very good with relationships. Like father, like daughter."
"I read that your dad has a new girlfriend," he pointed out.
"New girlfriend?" she snorted. "No, he has a harem leader. Last summer? I wanted to take Carter on the yacht one day last summer, but Dad had plans with it. Him and at least two dozen barely-legal models. He spent two weeks at sea with them, using their bodies all day and night."
"Impressive for a guy in his late-fifties," Steven reasoned.
"Yeah, I guess," Megan laughed. "My friends are shit at relationships, too. Hookups, trophy wives, shit like that."
"Your mom?" he wondered.
"Never remarried," she shook her head. "I barely see her. The prenup gave her enough to live off of, but she doesn't own any of the company. Dad gave up on love after wife number five."
Steven and Megan switched to talking about work, neither of them wanting to think about their pathetic romantic lives. When the bill came, Megan paid as promised, ignoring Steven's offer to cover it. She then surprised him again by hugging him goodbye before they both went their separate ways.
Megan spent the evening on the couch watching cartoons with her son. Steven relaxed on the couch with a book. His phone went off several times, with various members of The Gang of Eight texting him. Sadly, Jane was not one of those people.
Camilla: Are you home?
Steven: Yeah, why?
Camilla: Jane is pissed.
Steven: Why?
Camilla: You went on a date with Megan Bauer.
Steven: I told you she was just being a friend!
Camilla: Right.
Steven: She was! And Jane refused when I asked to be exclusive!
Camilla: So, it was a date.
Steven: That's not what I meant!
Camilla: At least you're not at her place. I'll tell Jane. Text her!
Steven: I will.
Rubbing his temples, Steven closed his book and decided to head to bed even though it was barely 9:00PM. He sent Jane a text to let her know he wasn't dating anyone and that he missed her. Then he went through his nighttime routine before climbing into bed.
Jane didn't respond.
~Saturday March 01, 2025~
"So, my professor says to me in front of everyone else that I should really be doing my homework," the stand-up comedian says into the microphone. "I replied, asking her if she was my homework, because I should really be doing her, too. Long story short, that's why I'm here tonight instead of on Wall Street!"
The third comedian was decent, most of his jokes getting the audience to laugh. The Gang of Eight were sitting at a couple of tables near the stage of the club. It was going to be a night of amateur comedians and karaoke. A fun and unique combination the group was looking forward to.
They were celebrating. Leslie was pregnant. She had been taking a pregnancy test multiple times a day since Valentine's Day weekend. One of them finally turned positive on the last Tuesday in February. Leslie got an appointment for Friday with her doctor, confirming the pregnancy. Like Leslie hoped, the doctor used Valentine's Day as the date of conception, making Leslie's due date 07 November, 2025.
Sienna and Camilla were at the same table as Conner and Leslie. The second table consisted of Noah, Theo, Jane, and Steven. Things had settled down and everyone was getting along. Theo was making inappropriate comments, Noah was hitting on every woman in sight, and, most importantly, Steven and Jane were friends.
The other six all agreed that Steven was being way more patient than he had to be. Jane apologized for giving him the cold shoulder and they hugged. Both of them agreed to cool it with their sexual relationship for the time being. Neither was happy about it, but they had to find a way forward as friends first.
"Hey, here's a cute couple!" the comedian spoke up, pointing out Jane and Steven for some crowd work. "How long have you two been together?"
"Uh, we're not dating," Steven answered when Jane froze.
"Ouch! Young lady, the way this guy is looking at you, he definitely wants to!" the comedian said to a smattering of laughter and applause. "Awkward!"
The next comedian was better. She actually had a few jokes that weren't about sex. Everyone was laughing and the awkwardness caused by the last guy was long gone. When the final comedian's set was over, the host came out and had people go to the club's site on their phones to get in line for karaoke.
Two beautiful young ladies sang the first song. They were giggling like crazy as they sang about the good times into their microphones. The one on the left nearly lost her balance and fell over. It didn't seem like they were drunk, but they were definitely a little tipsy.
The two women appeared to be around Sienna's age, twenty-one or twenty-two. The one on the left was a strawberry blonde with a light dusting of freckles across her face. The other was a tan girl with brown hair. Both girls were average height and wearing jean shorts and t-shirts.
"Which one do you want?" Noah asked.
"The one with freckles is really cute," Theo replied.
"Great, because the tan girl's tits are huge!" Noah whispered back.
"I noticed, dude!" Theo agreed.
"Pigs," Sienna hissed across the table.
"Hey! I wasn't the one who mentioned tits this time!" Theo whined.
"Just shut up and listen," Leslie grunted before taking a sip of her diet soda.
Four more groups had their turn before Sienna and Camilla were called up. The redhead and the Latina both sang about how they felt like women. There was a ton of cheering and whistling, which Theo ruined by telling the girls it was because they were really hot. Steven insisted it was due to their singing, not their appearance.
Theo and Noah sang into their microphones when it was their turn and Theo looked very uncomfortable. Noah made a show of flexing while on stage, trying to show off his muscular build. Theo made a valiant effort of holding his gut in during the entire song. He failed miserably, needing to stop singing to catch his breath. His face was red when the two guys returned to their seats.
Leslie and Conner chose a very romantic song for their turn. Hearts melted in the audience as the lovers gazed at each other, singing passionately as if they were the only two people in the world. They bowed at the end of the song when everyone started clapping.
Theo managed to request a song for Jane and Steven. The former friends with benefits ended up doing a duet. The song had a lot of connotations for their current relationships and Sienna smacked Theo on the shoulder for suggesting it. He just grinned innocently.
Steven looked out over the audience, avoiding Jane's gaze as he loudly requested she not break his heart. Jane was obviously dejected as she declared that she couldn't. Sienna swatted Theo on the shoulder every time it seemed like Steven or Jane would break down and flee the stage.
Jane and Steven were actually really, really good. Their voices complemented each other, and the emotions they felt were laid bare. Both of them were breathing heavily when the song ended, forced smiles on their faces as they listened to the applause. They handed over the microphones and made their way back to their seats.
"You're an asshole," Steven snapped at Theo.
"Who, me?" Theo grinned.
"How did you even do that? I requested a different song!" Jane exclaimed, standing behind her chair.
"Found an option on the app to request a different song for people to do," Theo shrugged.
"Wait, there's an app?" Leslie frowned.
"Yeah, there are more options than if you just go to the site," Theo confirmed.
"Fuck you, Theo," Jane finally hissed, stomping off toward the bathroom.
The other three girls scrambled out of their seats and pursued Jane to the restroom. Jane was clearly upset and they wanted to talk to her. In addition, the ladies tended to visit the bathroom in flocks. Steven sat down heavily in his chair as he glared at Theo.
"Could you have chosen something less painful, less humiliating?" Steven asked in annoyance. "Maybe kick me in the nuts on stage?"
"Dick move, man," Conner said to Theo.
"Sorry," Theo mumbled, the realization that he went too far finally dawning on him.
Jane returned a few minutes later with the other three girls. They all sat down and pointedly ignored Theo. At least the guy finally realized how badly he screwed up. The Gang of Eight tried to relax and enjoy the karaoke, listening to various songs as the night continued.
The karaoke continued and people started mingling more as the drinks flowed freely. Guys were trying to pick up Sienna and Camilla, but neither girl seemed interested in a hookup. Jane and Steven were chatting with Conner and Leslie. Theo followed Noah's lead when it was time to make a move.
"That was a great song earlier," Noah complimented the two girls who sang first.
"Thanks!" the tan girl giggled.
"Yeah, thank you!" the freckled girl added.
"Y-you, ah, you sing really well," Theo continued awkwardly.
"I'm Noah, this is Theo," Noah interjected to keep the conversation flowing.
"Jackie," the tan girl introduced herself.
"Christie!" the strawberry blonde girl exclaimed.
"Can we buy you ladies a drink?" Noah offered.
"Um, yeah, okay. Sure!" Jackie agreed.
"Two club sodas," Christie added.
"Did you girls like the female comedian?" Theo suddenly asked. "I loved when she asked the guy if he was a trampoline because she'd like to bounce on him."
"We'll just grab your drinks," Noah laughed nervously, grabbing Theo's arm and dragging him toward the bar.
Theo did not get any smoother as the night wore on. Noah's charm more than made up for it, however. The big buy was telling the girls stories about his time as a quarterback in college. They laughed at Noah's jokes and Jackie was regularly reaching out to touch his arm.
Drinks flowed while Theo kept trying to be funny. To Noah's surprise, Christie did laugh a few times at his jokes. Jackie was hanging off of Noah, pressing her large breasts against him as she batted her eyelashes up at him. Theo made another pathetic attempt at flirting and Noah decided it was time to seal the deal. Noah didn't want another instance of Theo chasing women away.
"Do you two wanna come back to our place?" Noah offered. "We could listen to some music, hang out..."
"Hang on. Just, ah, two seconds!" Jackie held up two fingers before grabbing Christie's elbow and dragging her away.
Noah and Theo stood side-by-side as the girls chatted several feet away. The ladies were giggling, which both guys figured was a good sign. Theo had a dopey grin on his face so Noah elbowed him and gestured at him to knock it off. Both guys stood up straighter when the girls returned.
"Okay, we're in. Let's go!" Christie giggled cutely.
The two boys quickly said goodbye to their friends before rushing the girls to the subway. The four of them sat together as they took the short ride to the apartment building. They were stumbling as they walked, all of them feeling the effects of the alcohol. Noah buzzed them into the building and quickly led them to the correct apartment.
"Your room, big guy!" Jackie husked, grabbing Noah's hand.
Theo tried to find words to say to Christie, but his jaw dropped when Christie followed the other two. He took a few steps forward, but Noah's door quickly shut, both girls in there with him. Hanging his head, Theo walked to his bedroom alone. As usual.
Noah felt horrible for Theo and had no idea this was what the girls were planning. He wanted to say something, but wasn't sure what. He couldn't exactly ask one of them to go fuck his friend. If neither of them were into Theo, what was Noah supposed to do about it? He felt it was still shitty of them to make Theo think he was gonna get lucky, too.



"Hey, I understand if you're not into Theo but it really wasn't very nice to..." Noah trailed off as he turned around and saw the last stage of Christie taking Jackie's top off.
"What were you saying?" Christie asked from behind Jackie, kissing her shoulder and neck as Jackie moaned.
"Holy fuck," Noah whispered, and that was the last real thougth he had for quite awhile.
Christie and Jackie were both topless, only clothed in their jean shorts as they dropped to their knees and got Noah's cock out. Jackie lunged forward and started sucking. Noah reached out and grabbed a boob in each hand, loving Christie's perky little tits and Jackie's giant ones.
Jackie knew how to suck dick. She took Noah deep in her throat, moaning around his shaft as she looked up at him with lust-filled eyes. Christie reached out and massaged his balls while Noah played with their boobs. The strawberry blonde gasped slightly when he pinched her nipple.
"Stop hogging him, give me a turn!" Christie eventually whined, looking enviously at Jackie as the tan girl gave head.
"I've only been sucking a couple minutes!" Jackie pulled off to say, glaring at Christie while jacking off Noah.
"No need to argue, there's, oh! Oh, God," Noah smirked, feeling an adrenaline rush from experiencing two topless women fight over his dick, plus the fact that Jackie was crapping as much of that dick into her throat as she could. "We... Uh... Theo..."
"Theo?" Christie crinkled her nose.
"Nah, we're good," Jackie added before inhaling his prick again.
"Fuck," he groaned, drawing the word out while holding a boob in each hand.
"So, yeah, anyway, stop stealing all the dick!" Christie said to Jackie. "You always do this!"
"You girls do this often?" Noah wondered, swaying slightly as alcohol and lust overwhelmed him.
"Once in awhile," Jackie shrugged, leaning in to suck on Noah for a few seconds before pulling off.
"We love each other, but sometimes a girl needs to get pounded by a real cock," Christie added.
"Oh, you two are a couple?" Noah questioned while absentmindedly playing with the girls' nipples.
"We are!" Jackie giggled, giving Christie a quick kiss on the cheek. "Do you wanna chat about love or do you want to have a threesome with two hot, young, bisexual ladies?"
"The second one," Noah laughed.
"Smart," Christie nodded. "Now, hurry up and shove your cock down my throat! I need a good face fucking."
Releasing Jackie's breast, Noah grabbed Christie by the hair and shoved his dick in her mouth. He then held her head in both hands so he could use her mouth as if it were a pussy. Christie was making sexy gurgling sounds around his thickness, her hands gripping his thighs. Jackie watched while squeezing her own tits.
Both girls blew Noah for a few more minutes before the three of them got fully naked. Noah then had Christie and Jackie bend over his bed and stick out their pretty, little asses. He gripped Christie's hips and fucked her from behind until she came on his cock. Then he did the same to Jackie.
When he was ready to cum, he had both girls get on their knees so he could hose down their faces. Noah was in heaven as he watched Jackie and Christie kiss each other while licking his semen from each other's faces and swallowing. Fuck, they were even groping boobs and moaning into the kiss!
Christie and Jackie used some tissues from Noah's bedside table to clean off their faces before resuming their make out session. A minute later they got on the bed and started kissing and rolling around. Noah got to watch as the two girls started tribbing, rubbing their pussies together as they moaned and panted. It wasn't long before he was fully hard again.
The two girls ended up in a sixty-nine with Noah knee-walking along the bed to switch between them. Christie was on top, and he'd fuck her pussy for a minute before pulling out and shoving in Jackie's mouth. He ultimately ended up blowing his load in Christie's mouth before watching the strawberry blonde hover over the tan girl. Christie then let cum dribble out of her mouth and into Jackie's It was a night he wanted to remember for the rest of his life.
In the other bedroom, Theo was laying in bed wondering what the fuck was wrong with him. Sure, he had a bit of a gut, but he was a decent-looking guy! Christie even flirted with him a bit. Why did she make it seem like the girls were going home with both of them if they just wanted Noah? He was jolted from his ruminations by the sound of his phone buzzing.
Sienna: That was a real shitty thing you did tonight.
Theo: The song Steven and Jane sang?
Sienna: No, when you looked down Camilla's top. Of course the song, idiot!
Theo: Sorry.
Sienna: Why are you apologizing to me? And why are you answering? You picked up a girl?
Theo: They're both in the other bedroom with Noah.
Sienna: Ouch. Well, karma's a bitch.
Theo: Am I really that bad? Why does no girl want me?
Sienna: What you did tonight was horrible. Steven and Jane didn't deserve that.
Theo: They both needed to loosen up, especially Jane. We're all friends.
Sienna: Well, what you're feeling right now? Steven feels it, too.
Sienna: Would you have wanted someone to do that to you?
Theo: No.
Sienna: You're not a bad guy, you just do things without thinking. Not everything is a joke.
Theo: I know, I know.
Sienna: You say you know, but you don't act like it. You're twenty-six, not sixteen!
Theo: I'll text them and apologize.
Sienna: That's a good idea.
Theo: Thanks, Sienna.
Sienna; You're welcome. For girls? Stop trying so hard. Be genuine. And look at their faces!
Theo: I can do that. Probably. I'll try.
Sienna: Goodnight, Theo. Sorry you didn't get lucky.
Theo: Sleep well.
Before putting his phone away, Theo sent an apology to both Jane and Steven. Both of them replied pretty quickly, assuring him they were okay. Theo then went through his nightly routine before getting under the covers. He fell asleep listening to Christie screaming at Noah to cum up her ass. His last thoughts were that Sienna was right; he was an ass. He might deserve what was happening, but he would try and do better in the future.
~Sunday March 02, 2025~
Noah woke up with a groan when he felt shifting on the bed, followed by the blanket being pulled off him. A warm, naked body was pressed against his right side, hard nipples scraping against his chest. He felt lips lightly sucking on his neck as he realized the naked girl who had been curled up on his left was now kneeling beside his waist.
Slowly opening his eyes, Noah sighed happily and admired Jackie's naked body. The tan girl was on her knees, her huge boobs on full display. Reaching out, Jackie grasped Noah's morning wood and started stroking it while admiring the erection with a hungry look in her eyes.
The moment was ruined when the guilt hit. Noah was no longer drunk and realized that Theo must have had a truly horrible night. Instead of sticking up for his friend, Noah had chosen to fuck Christie and Jackie. The girls didn't owe Theo anything, but he definitely deserved to be treated like a person, not a joke.
Theo was far from perfect, and Noah definitely didn't approve of what his friend had done to Jane and Steven the night before. Still, Theo was a good guy. He could be a social idiot who never learned, but he acknowledged when he made a mistake and tried to do better.
Sadly, Noah made another choice he regretted. When Jackie leaned over and sucked him into her mouth, he just rested his hand on her head and let her blow him without saying anything. Christie continued planting soft kisses along his neck, her fingers trailing over his chest while Jackie sucked and moaned. Noah mentally scolded his penis for making bad choices for the two of them.
Jackie's mouth and tongue felt amazing, and Noah enjoyed playing with her tits as she blew him. The tan girl eventually knelt between his legs so she could wrap her boobs around his cock and give him a very enjoyable titty-fuck. Christie sat up slightly, leaning over him so she could kiss him. Her strawberry blonde hair tickled his cheeks as her tongue speared into his mouth.
A few minutes later, Jackie and Christie were crouched side-by-side in doggystyle, their knees spread and pink pussies offered willingly. They faced the headboard and it was Christie who was jerking forward, yelping each time Noah buried his cock up her twat.
Jackie reached out and took Christie's hand, squeezing it encouragingly as the strawberry blonde was fucked from behind. Neither girl could see Noah's face and they wrongly assumed he was having the time of his life. Noah was actually regretting bringing them home at all after their treatment of Theo. His hands gripped Christie's hips, an almost bored expression on his face as he went through the motions of repeatedly pounding her pussy.
Noah eventually switched to Jackie, fucking her hard and fast. He wasn't really into it, but he did consent to spank the tan girl at her request. He then held her hair back as he drilled her, his thrusts growing more erratic as he approached orgasm. Jackie came hard on his cock as he filled her with cum.
The two girls got into a sixty-nine so Christie could slurp the cum out of Jackie's cunt. When Noah was recharged for another round, the ladies had him lay down so that Jackie could ride his dick while Christie rode his face. He came in Jackie a second time.
Christie and Jackie were both completely satisfied, giggling happily as they dressed. The strawberry blonde stepped into her panties while Jackie put her huge tits back into her bra and hooked it behind her back. The ladies were truly gorgeous, but Noah was too busy ruminating to admire them.
Noah had a lot of meaningless sex, a way to release stress and get his rocks off. He had always loved it, but this time felt empty. Jackie and Christie had just used him for his penis, not caring at all about him or about hurting Theo. For the first time in his life, Noah was starting to long for someone special, not just a collection of willing holes to use.
"So," Jackie purred once she finished dressing, trailing her fingers over Noah's bare shoulders, "if we were interested in bringing in a dick again, how should we reach you?"
"Sorry, ladies," Noah sighed. The morning, lack of alcohol, and a clear head cast a different light. "But, I don't think I want to make this a regular thing."
"Why not?" Christie asked in obvious surprise.
"You didn't owe Theo anything, but you definitely acted like you wanted him involved, too," Noah began carefully. "It was real cruel to drag me into the bedroom and slam the door in his face."
"I didn't hear you complaining when you were shoving your cock up my cunt," Jackie snorted.
"Yeah, my dick is, well, a dick," Noah responded. "Last night was... wow. But, I think it's best if it was just a one time thing."
"Your friend is okay looking, but he had no idea how to even talk to us," Jackie explained with an eye roll.
"And he kept making those stupid jokes," Christie added. "Hitting the gym once in awhile wouldn't kill him, either."
"I think it's probably time we said goodbye," Noah stated firmly.
"Your loss," Christie shrugged. "We'll have no trouble finding other hot guys willing to play."
"I'm sure that's true," Noah nodded.
Fortunately, Theo was still shut in his room when Noah showed the girls to the door. They barely said goodbye before leaving. Noah sighed and checked the time, realizing it was after 10:00AM and Theo was still in bed. Walking bare-chested to his roommates bedroom door, Noah knocked.
"What?" Theo's voice grumbled.
"Can I come in?" Noah questioned loudly.
"Sure, whatever," Theo responded.
"How are you doing?" Noah asked when he entered and saw Theo playing video games in his underwear.
"Fine," Theo grunted, his eyes on his television as he moved through the battlefield and shot at enemy soldiers.
"You sure?" Noah inquired.
"Are the girls still here? Did you fuck them into a coma?" Theo wondered, ignoring the question.
"Wow. Sour grapes? But, no," Noah shrugged. "They bounced. Post nut clarity, I wasn't really interested in them."
"Seriously?" Theo asked incredulously while pausing his game. "Her tits were bigger than your head, and there were two of them!"
"Yeah, there's usually two breasts on a woman," Noah chuckled before dodging a thrown pillow.
"Ass. You know what I mean," Theo said. "More tits might sound nice, but that Martian hooker with three tits in that old movie didn't do anything for me."
"Yeah..." Noah trailed off with a sigh. "Look, what they did was shitty. No one owes someone sex, but to troll you like that was just, well, it was just awful. We don't need that energy in this apartment. I'm sorry I didn't chuck them out last night."
"I can't blame you," Theo admitted. "I would never have been able to kick them out of bed. Christie was so perky, and Jackie's tits? Whoa."
"Yeah, those tits were amazing," Noah closed his eyes and smiled at the memory.
"Those were almost Jane or Megan quality tits," Theo added.
"They definitely were," Noah agreed. "I'm jealous of Steven."
"He's not fucking either of them anymore," Theo pointed out.
"No, but he got some Jane lovin' for like a year," Noah reasoned. "And you've seen the way Megan Bauer looks at him. He's getting his face in that clam."
"Lucky bastard," Theo grunted before looking at Noah. "I just don't understand. You talk as badly as I do, yet I'm the one who always gets called a 'pig' or a 'pervert.'"
"I'm talking like this with you, a fellow straight man," Noah explained. "You need to learn to pay attention to when it's appropriate. Dirty comments around our female friends? Okay, but tone them down a bit. Dirty jokes around a girl you just met and are trying to pick up? Probably not."
"Probably?" Theo frowned in confusion.
"Starting with light flirting and compliments is fine," Noah continued, crossing his arms. "You need to be careful when bringing up sex too early. You don't want to seem like some creep who only thinks about sex."
"Which is exactly how I seem. I always end up alone," Theo sighed, shaking his head. "You at least owe me some details."
"Sure! No problem, bud," Noah smiled.
"Just, ah, minimize describing yourself, please?" Theo winced. "I don't need you intruding on my 'me time' in my head later."
"Neither of us wants me anywhere near your special private time," Noah laughed, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "I'll also help coach you on how to not get in your own way when it comes to women. So, anyway, I turn around and..."
~Friday March 14, 2025~
"Good morning," Jane said, lightly knocking on Steven's office door. "Can I come in?"
"Morning, Jane," Steven replied, looking up from his monitors. "Sure, please do."
"I thought we should talk," Jane mumbled, walking toward the desk.
"That's probably a good idea," he agreed. "Things have been awkward for awhile."
The two of them had been able to hang out in a group and were cordial with each other. Still, there was an undeniable tension between them. Steven wanted to help resolve it but hadn't been sure what to do. He had chosen to give Jane space until she was ready to talk.
Steven waited patiently while Jane pulled up a chair so she could sit a few feet away from Steven. Brushing her long hair back behind her ears, Jane let out a breath as she gathered her thoughts. She looked unsure of how to begin the conversation.
"I started seeing a therapist," she eventually said.
"Good!" Steven smiled. "That's good!"
"Yeah, I think you know I have some unresolved issues," Jane winced. "I'd like to tell you about them at some point."
"I'd like that," he nodded. "But, I'm not pressuring you."
"Thank you," she replied.
They looked at each other for several seconds, neither of them able to speak again. Steven could tell Jane had more to say and was willing to be as patient as she needed. She was his friend first. They hadn't been sexually intimate in quite some time, and while he missed her, he was more concerned for her well-being.
"I miss you," Jane mumbled.
"I miss you, too," Steven responded with a tight smile.
"I really screwed things up, didn't I?" she asked. "You just wanted to be with me and I was an idiot."
"I'm not angry with you," he told her. "I'm your friend and I want what's best for you."
"You're so much more than I deserve," Jane laughed nervously.
"That's not true," Steven countered. "You're a lovely person who deserves happiness. You're just having a tough time right now."
"Thank you," she whispered, looking down at her lap where she was fidgeting with her hands.
"You're welcome," he stated, reaching over to place his hand on top of hers.
"We should probably focus on just being friends right now," Jane muttered sadly, lifting her head to gaze at him with watery eyes.
"If that's what's best for you, I understand," Steven nodded.
"Y-you can date someone else if you want," she told him. "I mean, I hope eventually we can be more, but for now, you should date."
"Maybe you should, too," he replied.
"My therapist thought that might be a good idea," Jane winced. "Someone I'm not already close to. As a way to get out and meet people."
"It won't change our friendship," Steven promised.
Steven and Jane stood up and hugged tightly. She gave him a small smile before making her exit. Neither of them were too happy about things, but both of them realized it was for the best. Jane had to work on herself, maybe date casually for a little bit. It sucked, but her mental health mattered. Steven hoped she would be able to confide in him someday.
He worked for a couple of hours, analyzing financial data and responding to emails. A few people stopped by his office to chat, and not all of it was work-related. Jane, Theo, Noah, Camilla, and Sienna were all working from the office. Only Leslie was working from home, texting the group about how comfortable she was in her fuzzy slippers while laying on the couch.
"How's it going?" Megan asked when she walked into his office around 10:00AM.
"Great!" Steven answered happily. "Our cash flow is perfect."
"I was asking about you, dummy," she giggled, approaching his desk.
"Oh, ah, I'm okay," he shrugged nonchalantly.
"Bullshit. Talk," Megan instructed, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. Today's hairstyle was long, twin pigtails that looked incredible.
"It's nothing bad," Steven sighed. "Jane and I are working on our friendship. We're gonna date other people."
"How do you feel about that?" she inquired.
"A little anxious," he admitted. "Still, I think it's for the best. Jane needs to work on herself and we don't want to ruin our friendship while she figures things out."
"Well, I'm here if you need to talk," Megan offered. "We're friends now, too."
"Thank you," Steven smiled, his eyes briefly flicking down to admire her long, long legs. "And yes, yes we are."
"It's really a shame," she sighed, her icy eyes sparkling mischievously.
"What is?" he frowned.
"You lost your friends with benefits just in time for Steak and Blowjob Day," Megan giggled.
"I forgot about that," Steven laughed. "I told my friends about the holiday. A few of them had heard of it."
"Well, hey, you're cute; go out to the bar tonight and see if you get lucky," she suggested.
"Nah, the guys are coming over to play video games tonight," he replied.
"Whoa, watch out ladies, we've got a badass over here!" Megan teased.
"I'm not ashamed to be a simple guy who likes to relax instead of party," Steven smiled.
"Good. Don't change for anyone," she nodded in approval. "You have plans tonight, what about the twenty-eighth?"
"Two weeks from today? I don't think so, why?" he wondered.



"My son's birthday is April fourth, but my dad is gonna be in LA on business," Megan answered. "I'm letting him take Carter for the long weekend. It's nice that Dad wants to spend time with his grandson, so I'm happy about it."
"Okay..." Steven trailed off, not sure where this was going.
"Anyway, Dad's picking him up Thursday night and getting him to school Friday," she continued. "I owe you for all your help and we're friends. Wanna come over Friday? We can grab dinner and heat it up or something."
Was Megan Bauer asking him on a date? Steven's mouth went dry as his brain short-circuited. Megan had a small smirk on her face as she watched him, waiting for an answer. He felt like Theo, unable to figure out what to say to a pretty girl. He did not want to say something stupid. Like Theo would.
"It's not a date or anything," Megan giggled. "I'm not interested in being someone's rebound. It's just that I don't have a lot of friends and I figured you could use one, too. Just two buddies hanging out, what do you say?"
"I'd love to," Steven nodded.
Most people at Sphinx took their lunch break at noon, and Theo Caldwell was no different. He nervously walked into the break room, hoping to get lucky. A small smile crossed his face when he realized things actually started right for once; she was eating alone.
"Hi, Sienna," Theo said, approaching the freckled redhead.
"Theo," Sienna smiled, inclining her head.
"Uh, here," he mumbled, handing her a box. "For you."
"Chocolate? Thanks," she smirked, looking between Theo and the box with a bemused expression.
"Girls like chocolate, right?" Theo asked. "And I didn't make an inappropriate joke."
"I'm impressed," Sienna laughed, her auburn looks were pulled back in a tight bun at the back of her head. "And yes, we like chocolate. What's the occasion?"
"I was just thinking about what you said a couple weeks ago," he explained. "I wanted to thank you for trying to help me instead of just calling me a loser. Or an asshole."
"I'm glad I could help," she said, gesturing at the seat across from her. "Would you like to join me?"
"Yes, please," Theo nodded quickly.
Theo sat across from Sienna and took out his lunch. The two of them started eating while talking about their mornings. When he wasn't determined to make everything a joke, Theo wasn't nearly as annoying. Perhaps there was some hope for him.
"Can I ask you something?" Sienna wondered.
"Sure, what?" he replied.
"You're not a virgin," she stated. "But, you really seem like you have no damn clue about how to talk to a woman. I guess I'm wondering..."
"How I managed to get any girl to sleep with me?" Theo finished for her.
"Uh, yeah," Sienna winced. "I didn't mean it as harsh as that, though."
"I was always a little on the heavy side," Theo started slowly. "I mean, I know I'm not fat or anything, but I'm also not slim. I get nervous around girls and I've tried to be the funny one my entire life. I didn't get my first kiss until college."
"Okay," she nodded in understanding.
"Noah's the reason I'm not a virgin," he reluctantly admitted. "He'd pick up a couple girls and one would go with me. I'm sure she really wanted Noah and settled. No one has ever wanted me for me."
"You're not a bad guy," Sienna replied. "You're really great, actually. You're just not great at reading the room and you sometimes try to hard."
"I try, but it's tough," Theo acknowledged. "She didn't even know she was my first. Well, maybe she suspected, but she didn't say anything."
"It's okay to make the occasional joke, but you don't need to try and twist everything into being funny. It just doesn't work," Sienna advised.
"I know," Theo sighed. "I know. It's just, when people were laughing at something I said or did, they weren't laughing at me. I was the funny or inappropriate kid, not just the chubby kid."
"And you know me very well," she added. "You know Camilla and Jane and Leslie. A dirty joke around us is one thing, but women don't usually take kindly to a sexual comment from a guy they don't know."
"I've noticed," he winced.
"It's creepy and it makes them leery of you," Sienna continued. "Rather than want to get to know you, they'll be worried you might be one of those entitled assholes who thinks he's owed sex. No woman wants to spread her legs for one of those 'your body, my choice' losers."
"I'm not one of those guys!" Theo insisted quickly.
"I know you're not," she agreed. "But, sometimes you act like you might be."
"I need to do better," Theo admitted.
"Like I said before, look at her face. I get it; guys are visual. Women? We want a connection. Don't just joke, get to know us. Take an interest. I don't want to get to know a guy if he's too busy looking down my shirt. If I don't want to get to know him, I certainly don't want to sleep with him." Sienna advised. "Be. Genuine."
"I genuinely enjoy looking down her shirt," Theo grinned widely.
"I genuinely just felt my pussy drying out, Theo," Sienna deadpanned.
"Sorry," he mumbled, looking down shamefully.
The two of them kept talking until they finished eating. Then they took out their phones to relax until their break was over. Jane and Steven came by at one point but didn't stay long. Everyone was soon back to work, eager to get through the day and start the weekend.
Unusual for a Friday night, Jane and Camilla were both spending the evening at home. Jane had gone to her brother's football game earlier but was now laying in bed in her pajamas with her e-reader. She had on pink pajama pants, a t-shirt, and fuzzy socks.
Jane's thoughts kept drifting, preventing her from losing herself in her book. Her therapist wanted her to confide in a friend, and she wanted it to be Steven. Yet, she wasn't ready to tell him, or anyone, really. But she couldn't wait any longer. Her sister had confirmed that Camilla and Leslie already knew.
Before she could chicken out, Jane set down her e-reader and made her way to Camilla's room. The door was shut, but Camilla invited Jane in as soon as she knocked. Camilla was curled up in bed wearing a pair of panties and a white camisole. The Latina was browsing her posted videos on social media and replying to comments, but she set her phone aside when Jane entered.
"What's up, Silver?" Camilla asked.
"I thought we could talk," Jane answered, walking over to the bed.
"Sure! What about?" the Latina wondered, brushing her hair back behind her ears. Her hard nipples were poking against the fabric, the outline of her areolas visible through the white top.
"How are things with you and ah, whoever was last week?" Jane inquired, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Nonexistent," Camilla snorted. "It was a one-night stand, I'll never hear from him again. My sex life is not what you came in here to talk about. Nice try."
"You talked to my sister," Jane stated simply.
"I've talked to her many times," Camilla nodded. "Keep going."
"H-how much did she tell you?" Jane mumbled weakly.
"The overview, I suppose," Camilla shrugged. "I'd like to hear it from your point of view."
"My dad's a piece of shit," Jane sighed.
"Yeah, that's what I heard," the Latina nodded, holding out her arms. "C'mere. Talk to me."
Jane crawled across the bed and sat beside Camilla. Camilla pulled the covers over them before wrapping her arms around Jane, holding her close. Jane rested her head on Camilla's shoulder as the Latina started lightly running her fingers through Jane's light brown hair.
"I don't even remember how young I was when it started," Jane mumbled. "I-I tried to protect my sister and brothers, but he always got so angry."
"I know," Camilla whispered. "Molly told me how lucky she was to have you."
"There's a lot I don't remember," Jane admitted. "It was like it was happening to someone else. I was completely numb, nothing was real. I'd go to the bathroom and my stomach was black and blue. I wouldn't even remember it happening. Other times it was like I was watching it happen, watching it happen to someone else."
"And now you dissociate whenever you get too stressed," Camilla observed.
"Yeah," Jane cried softly. "And I can't get close to anyone or talk to anyone. Mom said he was so sweet and nice when they were dating."
"Steven isn't like that," Camilla stated firmly. "He's a genuinely kind person, not some asshole putting on an act."
"I know that!" Jane exclaimed, shaking slightly. "I just can't do it. I can't!"
"Okay, it's okay!" Camilla cooed. "Just talking to me is a big step."
"I hate him!" Jane hissed. "I hate seeing him at family gatherings. I hate his entire side of the family. They sided with him, saying we have no idea how much our father loves us. My grandmother called me a cunt when I asked if it was love that made him bounce my head off the wall!"
"You shouldn't have to see him at all," Camilla growled. "If he were here I'd rip his nuts off."
"I'm scared," Jane mumbled in a small voice.
"He can't hurt you anymore," Camilla whispered.
Jane continued crying softly, shaking in Camilla's arms. Camilla just kept whispering to her softly until Jane cried herself to sleep. Jane's steady breathing gave Camilla permission to cry for her friend. It wasn't long until they were both unconscious.
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~Andrea~
"Mark?" I call out in a carrying whisper. "Are you asleep?"
My husband's lack of response is answer enough and I let out a breath as I stare up at the ceiling. I'm laying in a very comfortable bed in one of my little brother's guest bedrooms. I don't know what time it is, but this is my third time waking up. The thought of my baby brother in the next room with his two girlfriends is keeping me awake.
I can't believe Steven has two girlfriends. He's the loyal, devoted type. He's nothing like our older brother, Brian. Not only is Steven now dating someone his daughter's age, he's also dating the girl's older sister! And another high school student is having his baby! My niece or nephew. Fuck!
Trying to fall back asleep doesn't work; I keep thinking about that horrible dream. Steven sitting in a big flowing tent on a pile of pillows. Lexi feeding him grapes while he's surrounded by pregnant women. Hazel and Nicole are clearly eight or nine months pregnant, their exposed bellies and breasts swollen. Other girls dancing naked for him.
"Mark!" I shout, reaching out to shake his bare shoulder.
"Ungh!" Mark grunts before finally snapping awake. "Huh? What? Andrea? What's wrong?"
"I can't sleep," I sigh, looking over at him.
"Why not?" he frowns, groaning slightly.
"I keep thinking about my snot-nosed little brother having sex with a teenager!" I exclaim, crossing my arms.
"I asked if you wanted to talk about this before bed," Mark reminds me as he rubs his eyes.
"I wasn't ready to talk about it then," I tell him.
"Of course not," he sighs, pinching the bridge of his nose.
Choosing to ignore my husband's exasperation, I give him a minute to wake up. Mark reaches over and grabs his phone off the bedside table. Grumbling about it being 3:00AM, Mark yawns and sits up. I can't help but admire his muscular chest, illuminated by the light from his phone. His dark skin and bulging muscles always make me damp between the legs, even after all these years.
"Sorry for waking you," I say, finally starting to feel bad.
"It's fine," Mark replies, turning on the bedside light before setting his phone down. "I knew you needed to talk about it."
"How were you able to sleep while Steven's in the next room with a woman half his age?" I ask while sitting up.
"Because it's none of my business?" he offers.
"She's a child!" I hiss angrily.
"Lexi's eighteen," Mark points out. "It's legal."
"Yeah, and how many guys groom a girl until she turns eighteen?" I inquire. "Being legal doesn't make it right."
"I know! Steven is such a predator. My God, it's a wonder he didn't try to molest you when you two lived at home," he says accusingly.
"What! No! Steven would never... you ass," I growl at him.
"There ya go," Mark smiles.
"No. No!" I shake my head, confident my disapproval is justified. "You know Lexi is the girl who was kidnapped with Kayla? She's a rape victim! She's not in the right mental state to be in a relationship, especially not with a guy over twenty years older than her! And who knows what's going on with that Hazel girl!"
"And you're qualified to understand Lexi's mental state? A girl you barely know?" he challenges.
"I am a doctor!" I reason, sticking out my tongue.
"A doctor of chemistry," Mark points out. "That actually works against you; being a chemist is basically telling people you don't handle social interactions well."
"It does not!" I exclaim, swatting him on the arm. "Besides, you're a chemist, too!"
"I'm a chemical engineer, it's different," he chuckles. "Also, I'm not the one claiming to know what's best for someone else."
"We're getting off topic," I roll my eyes. "The point is that I'm right and you're wrong. They shouldn't be together. And why are they living here? Their parents kicked them out; they're children! With such horrible home lives, Steven is taking advantage of their vulnerability."
"Or he's giving them homes when no one else will," Mark suggests carefully. "And what about Nicole? She's young, but she's clearly a responsible adult."
"Exactly!" I declare. "Why is he dating two people? He's telling each of them that one isn't enough."
"Poly relationships are much more common these days," he shrugs. "I could never be in a relationship like that, but I can understand. I mean, you love both our children equally; why can't Steven love two women equally?"
"Because, because..." I stammer, determined to be upset. "Because I said so!"
"Steven's your brother, not one of our kids," Mark laughs. "You can't use that on him."
"He's my baby brother, yes, I can!" I argue, glaring at my husband. "You need to be on my side. I had a bad dream about Steven in a tent with a bunch of naked women. Lexi was feeding him grapes."
"You can feed me grapes if you want?" he grins at me and waggles his eyebrows.
"You're an idiot," I grunt.
"But, I'm your idiot," Mark smiles and picks his wedding ring up off the bedside table. "I'm your idiot forever."
"Lucky me," I snort as he puts his ring back on the table.
"Look, maybe the relationships aren't healthy, maybe they are," he sighs. "We don't know. We do know that Steven is a good man. If things don't work out, it's not like he's going to toss them out on the street. He's not abusing them and they seem happy. Maybe we should just stay out of it?"
"Stop making sense," I make a face at him. "And, I did! I pretended to be perfectly okay with things even though I'm not."
"Keep pretending," Mark advises.
"Bite me," I retort.
"Okay," he shrugs, leaning over and playfully nibbling on my neck.
"Stop it!" I giggle, giving him a lighthearted shove.
"Is that really what you want?" Mark whispers, kissing up my neck until he pecks my lips.
"Y-yes," I whisper, clearly lying.
"It has been awhile," he points out, looking into my eyes.
It's true. Our sex life is pretty nonexistent these days. Mark still makes me wet, but the timing is usually never right. Or I just don't want to be bothered. Is it our age? Maybe. Probably. We're forty-four, not twenty-four. I love my husband with all my heart, but neither of us seems to be up for initiating sex lately.
"Yeah..." I trail off. "Is now really the time? With what we just talked about?"
"Maybe now is the perfect time," he suggests, pecking my lips again. "A reminder of how passionate love can be."
"Passionate?" I giggle. "Last time you just got on top of me and pumped away while I made the grocery list in my head."
"I wondered why you kept crying out, 'Eggs! Eggs!' I was starting to worry about you," he comments with a grin.
"I'm surprised you were listening to me," I shoot back. "You were just grunting in my ear. No dirty talk, no effort. Just thrust until you were done."
"We were more passionate when we were younger," Mark grumbles, looking ashamed. "I guess we kind of forgot that."
"Maybe we did," I admit with a sigh as I reach up and cup his face. "I love you as much, if not more than I did all those years ago."
"I love you, too," he replies, kissing me. "Remember when you met my family?"
"You were so nervous you neglected to inform them I was, ah, of different ethnicity," I smirk while lightly swatting his face.
"My grandmother never did forgive me for marrying a white woman," Mark laughs as he brushes my light brown hair out of my face.
"I'm aware," I reply with a sigh. "She tried to set you up at your college graduation party. While I was right there."
"But, I only had eyes for you," he smiles, kissing me sweetly.
"I think I might want to try the passionate lovemaking thing," I tell him, initiating another kiss. "Ah, but maybe we should put some music on. My baby brother is in the next room."
"So? We did it in college with your roommate in the next bed," Mark reasons.
"She wasn't my brother! And she was asleep!" I hiss.
"It's 3:00AM, Steven's probably asleep," Mark reminds me. "And we both know your roommate was awake."
"Just shut up and put some music on before I change my mind," I suggest.
Mark is smart enough not to argue and just turns to grab his phone. He searches for some soft music that's perfect to make love to. I pull my shirt off and toss it on the floor. Turning to Mark, I'm surprised to find him gazing at my bare breasts with pure lust.
"Wow," he whispers.
"You've only seen them every day of your life for over twenty years," I giggle cutely.
"And they're still perfect," Mark says, reaching out to cup my right breast in his large hand.
"They aren't as perky as they used to be," I respond with a sigh.
"I love them," he tells me, switching to my other tit. He lifts it slightly, lightly massaging me. "Because they're yours."
"I already agreed to sex, no need to butter me up," my smirk turning into a small gasp as Mark rolls my nipple between his fingers. "Mm, that feels nice."
"Feels great for me, too," Mark smirks, both of his hands on my boobs now.
I turn my body slightly, allowing Mark to continue playing with my tits. He eventually leans in and slurps a nipple into his mouth. I caress the back of his head as I start moaning softly. It feels so nice, and my body is crackling with electricity as I feel myself coming alive in a way I haven't in ages.
Grabbing the edge of the blanket, I toss them off our bodies and down the bed. My only clothing is a pair of light purple panties, while my husband is only covered by his red boxer briefs. Mark holds my breasts together and kisses along my cleavage as I reach out and start rubbing his bulge.
"Here, sit up," I say after letting Mark enjoy my tits for a couple more minutes.
"Hm?" he mumbles around the nipple he's sucking. "What?"
"Sit up," I repeat.
"Okay," he nods, lifting his head out of my cleavage.
Slipping my fingers into the top of his boxers, I lift the fabric and pull it down to expose his erection. I let out an involuntary moan while I admire the thick, throbbing shaft. I grasp Mark's manhood in my small hand and start to slowly give him a handjob.
"It's so big," I whisper, my eyes wide. I'm as in awe of his dick as he is of my breasts. Even after all these years.
"It's all yours, babe," Mark replies.
"Mm, lucky me," I purr, scooting my butt back so I can lower my head into Mark's lap and take him into my mouth.
"Holy shit!" he gasps, his hand instinctively reaching down to grab the top of my head.
His surprise is understandable; this is my first time having this cock in my mouth since Mark's birthday BJ at the end of April. Two months ago. Our handful of sex sessions since then involve Mark putting it in the hole immediately so we can get each other off as fast as possible. No real passion, just orgasm and move on.
Right now? Right now I want to go back in time and slap some sense into my past self. This is great! I can't believe I'm just now rediscovering the joy of having a hard dick in my mouth. I actually freeze with my lips pressed against his base so I can enjoy feeling him throb in my throat. The salty taste of his skin, the mental high of knowing it's my husband's cock I'm sucking on. Fuck, it's amazing!
My mouth is watering, my saliva providing great lubrication as I start bobbing my head. Mark is clearly in heaven, moaning and groaning as he squirms sexily while enjoying my warm, wet mouth. His left hand is resting on my head while his left runs down my body to squeeze my pantie-clad ass.
"Mm! Glug! Glug! Mm!" I gurgle as I suck passionately.
"Holy fuck, that's amazing!" he groans, bucking his hips so his balls hit my cheek.
"Hurk! Gak! Gak!" I cough, the sudden intrusion of a cock head in my throat making me gag.
Lust is driving me on and I refuse to stop. Fighting through my gag reflex, I swallow my saliva and keep sucking. My movements cause my throat muscles to massage his shaft and his legs kick out as he moans. My hand cups his balls, massaging the sack as I bob my head, my cheeks caving in from how hard I'm sucking.
"Andrea!" Mark hisses, his breathing rapid. "I'll cum if you don't stop!"
"Mm, mm, cum, mm!" I urge, struggling to speak around the thick shaft in my mouth. "Cum, hurk! Cum, mm, in my mouth! Mm, gak! Glug!"
Mark is squirming beneath me, his breathing rapid as he gasps and moans. His fingers are tangled in my brown hair while he applies pressure, encouraging me to bob my head faster. His other hand slides into my panties so he can cup my bare bum. My fingernails scratch his balls, my tongue dancing along his shaft as I blow him.
"Fuck! Oh God, ah! Fuck, Andrea!" Mark gasps incoherently as semen explodes from his tip.
This is usually when I pull off of him, when he starts to cum. My usual blowjob strategy is to suck until he cums and then take my mouth off him as fast as I can. Then I finish with a handjob. I just usually don't enjoy getting cum in my mouth. It's not the taste so much as the shooting fluid making me gag.
Even all these years later, I'm a little nervous from throwing up after my very first blowjob. Past boyfriends, I usually make them warn me so I can finish them off with my hand. Or my tits. Mark is the exception since he's the love of my life. I know he loves shooting in my mouth, but it's just not my thing.
Until now. Warm, thick, sticky cum floods my mouth. I don't swallow; instead I swirl the delicious fluid around my mouth, loving the taste and texture. The intense smell is filling my nostrils, and before I realize what's happening, I'm squealing around Mark's dick as my hips roll.
"Mm, ah, mm!" I gasp, my mouth opening as cum runs down his dick.
I'm cumming. Mark cumming in my mouth is giving me a small orgasm. This is definitely a first for me. My eyes are watering as my nostrils flare. I swallow hard, drinking down a huge gulp of semen. The last drops are dribbling out as I swallow a second time, eating most of the remaining load.
"Wow," Mark moans, his chest rising and falling. "Just, wow."
I continue to shock him as I keep him in my mouth, sucking on him contentedly. When I finally pull off of him, I hold his shaft while taking a long lick up the side to gather up all the semen I can. Giving one final swallow, I affectionately kiss his tip before sitting up and brushing my hair back behind my ears.
"I'm still horny," I announce, looking at Mark with fire in my green eyes.
"What has gotten into you?" he asks with a smirk.
"You're gonna get into me," I growl passionately.
"I need a few minutes, I'm not a young man anymore," Mark laughs. "I'd love to return the favor?"
"I, ah, I haven't done any landscaping in awhile," I admit with a blush.
"I don't care," he replies. "I wanna taste your pussy."
Nodding rapidly, I lay down and lift my butt so I can remove my underwear and toss them on the floor. Mark takes a moment to remove his boxers and I am shocked by just how horny I am. I can't wait; I'm rubbing my clit as I anticipate getting eaten out.
Kneeling between my spread legs, Mark leans in and kisses my vulva. He grips my legs behind the knee, spreading me open so he can push his tongue into my body. I gasp and grab the top of his head with both hands, pulling his face into my crotch.
"Oh, God! Holy shit, oh, fuck!" I gasp, wriggling my body as Mark's tongue works on me.
Mark is amazing at eating pussy and I'm a fucking moron for not having him put his face between my legs more often. His tongue curls around my clit, stimulating the little nub. Then he swipes his tongue through my wet labia, happily lapping up my love juices.
I'm going crazy. I keep moaning his name, begging him to never stop eating me. My nails are digging into the back of his head as my back arches. He alternates between licking me and sucking my clit. I lose track of his actions as my toes curl and I explode, electric shocks bringing my entire body to life while frying my brain. Doesn't make sense, but that's what's happening.
"I need to be inside you," Mark groans as he climbs up my body.
"Fuck me," I gasp out, unsure of what time it is or what planet I'm on.
"Andrea," he whispers, pecking my lips as he settles into position.
"Wait," I manage to croak, my voice barely audible over the music.
"What? What's wrong?" he asks, looking down at me in concern.
"No more missionary," I shake my head. "I want it from behind. Do me like you used to."
"Yes, ma'am," Mark grins.
Sitting up, Mark grabs my hips and flips me onto my stomach. I giggle when he squeezes my butt cheeks before pulling me up. I manage to find the strength to hold myself up with my elbows as Mark rubs his tip along my labia. A shudder runs through me as I push my ass back, desperately trying to get him inside me.
Holding my hips tightly, Mark finds my wet opening and slams himself inside. We both gasp as my pussy greedily swallows his entire length, gripping him tightly as if my cunt never wants to let him go. In fact, that sounds about right to me.
"Fuck me!" I beg wantonly. "Fuck me hard!"
My husband is a big, strong man. He can fuck. He can fuck hard. And doggystyle takes full advantage of his strength. Why don't we do this more often? Because I'm an idiot. This is heavenly. This is indescribable. This is one of the best parts of life; being able to be fucked nice and hard by the man of my dreams.
"You feel so good," he gasps as he drills me from behind.
His strong arms are holding my narrow waist so he can roughly pound me. Mark's balls are slapping against my clit as he tosses my much smaller body back and forth with little effort. My tits are flopping around on my chest and I can feel my nipples scraping against the sheets.
"Keep going! Oh God, please don't stop!" I gasp, passion consuming me as I use words for the first time in years. "Fuck me with your big, black cock!"
My words spur Mark's actions as he roughly slaps my ass. I explode the instant his hand makes contact with my butt cheek. Crying out his name, my toes curl as my back arches, my pussy muscles contracting. He spanks me again before grabbing my hair and yanking my head back. For the first time in years I have a multi-orgasmic experience.
"Your pussy is going crazy on my cock," he comments while continuing to rail me.
"Oh God, you're gonna make me cum again!" I screech, my fingers gripping the sheets as a strand of brown hair hangs over my face. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Leaning over me, Mark reaches beneath me so he can squeeze my hanging boobs in both hands. Using my breasts as handholds, Mark keeps rutting into me. I push my bum back against him, urging him to keep going with my body and my words.
"Fuck, Andrea!" Mark gasps, roughly groping me as he suddenly starts squirting.
"Cum inside me!" I whine as the feel of semen splashing my vaginal walls brings me off again. "Give it to me! I want it all!"
Mark collapses on top of me, his larger body causing my arms to give out. We land on the bed in a pile of naked flesh, his softening member still inside me. We're both breathing heavily, sweat clinging to our bodies. I hum contentedly when Mark kisses my cheek.
"Okay, now I can't breathe," I giggle a minute later.
"Shit, sorry," Mark says, rolling off me.
"All good," I laugh as I reach for the tissues on the bedside table to clean up my pussy.
"We need to do that more often," he comments, watching me happily.



"We will," I promise, placing the tissues on the table. "I'm sorry we got lazy with our sex life."
"Me, too," Mark nods, reaching out to caress my cheek.
"I wanna cuddle, but I really need to pee!" I giggle.
"Hurry. Please," he urges, looking at me with love and tenderness.
Getting out of bed, I hunt around for my panties before pulling them on. My t-shirt goes over my head before I grab a pair of lounge pants and step into them. I give Mark a quick kiss and make my way to the bathroom. The door is slightly ajar and the light is on. I'm slightly confused, but since the door is open I head inside.
"Shit! Sorry!" I stammer when I realize what I walk in on.
Hazel is kneeling on the floor while vomiting into the toilet. She's wearing a t-shirt and a pair of panties, her slim body shaking as she heaves. Her long brown hair is in a ponytail that falls to her butt. Her fingers are clenching the edge of the toilet while she throws up.
"It's okay," Hazel gasps, sitting back on her heels. "Morning sickness sucks."
"Yeah," I nod slowly. "Yeah, I remember. When I was pregnant with the twins, one day I'd love a specific food, the next day it would make me sick."
"Yup," the tan girl nods as she flushes the toilet and stands on shaky legs. "Did it ever stop for you?"
"Morning sickness? Yeah, it did," I confirm as I remember my own pregnancy. "But, every pregnancy is different. Some women never get morning sickness, some women have it the entire time."
"My luck, I'll have it up until I have the baby," Hazel grunts as she stands in front of the sink and turns the water on.
"I'll give you some privacy," I offer, backing out of the bathroom.
"You hate me, don't you?" Hazel asks in a small voice before splashing water on her face.
"What? No! No, not at all!" I stammer, freezing in place. "Why would you think that?"
"Lexi and I aren't idiots," Hazel snorts. "Steven and Kayla didn't notice, and Nicole was too nervous. I can tell you aren't as cool with things as you pretended to be earlier."
"You're right, I'm not," I acknowledge. "But, I don't hate you. In fact, I'm worried about you. I'm worried you're in a very unhealthy situation."
"Why? Because my parents tossed me out of the house for being a pregnant whore?" Hazel challenges while opening the medicine cabinet and taking out a tube of toothpaste.
"They shouldn't have done that," I say carefully.
"Well, they did," Hazel snorts as she places toothpaste on her toothbrush. "Dad slapped me while Mom was screaming at me to get out of the house."
I don't say anything as Hazel brushes her teeth. I'm ashamed at my little brother, taking advantage of this poor girl. How can any parents do this to their child? I get it, Hazel being pregnant isn't ideal. Still, she's their kid! This is when she needs them the most. Fucking assholes.
"Are you scared about being a mom?" I probe gently while Hazel spits out the toothpaste.
"Of course I am," Hazel confirms, washing her toothbrush head. "I mean, yeah, I raised my brothers since our parents worked. Still, that's not the same as being a mom."
"You raised your brothers?" I question, crossing my arms over my chest. I'm suddenly conscious of the fact that I'm not wearing a bra.
"I did," Hazel nods, putting away her toothbrush and grabbing some mouthwash. "Mom and Dad never really wanted kids and they worked long hours. I'm the oldest, so I got the boys up and ready for school, I made them breakfast, I made sure their homework got done."
"You seem very responsible," I tell her. "Why are you dating a guy twenty-two years older than you?"
"First off, I'm not," Hazel looks at me with disdain. "I'm not dating Steven. He's dating Lexi and Nicole. I'm single."
Hazel pours some mouthwash into the provided cup and tips it into her mouth. This is none of my business, but I just can't stay silent. They aren't even dating, but Steven is still sticking his dick in her! I'm seething as Hazel swirls the mouthwash around her mouth before spitting it out.
"I'm sorry, I know I shouldn't get involved," I let out a breath. "It's just not appropriate for eighteen year old girls to date a forty year old man. I'm scared Steven is taking advantage of you while you're vulnerable."
"You're full of shit," Hazel snorts.
"Excuse me?" I ask with a raised eyebrow.
"Your brother is the greatest guy on the planet," Hazel declares, turning to face me with her hands on her hips. "I'd be on the streets if it weren't for him. I'd be in porn or I'd be a hooker. Probably both. Because sex was all I thought I was good for. Steven saved me."
"He has sex with you!" I counter.
"And we all pursued him," Hazel states firmly. "He doesn't have to do any of the amazing things he does for us, but he does. He loves us all. We're a family. I used to think we weren't, but I was a fucking moron. I was a bitch to him and he still let me stay here."
"You're pregnant with his child, he'd better let you stay!" I argue.
"Fuck it, I'll just tell you," Hazel grunts. "I can't force you not to tell anyone, but I hope you won't."
"Tell anyone what?" I frown.
"Steven might not be the father," Hazel declares, shocking me. "Yeah, I'm a slut. I gave it up to three other guys at the right time. Any of them could be the father. Steven agreed to lie and put his name on the birth certificate. To raise the child with me, even if I end up with someone else."
"I, really?" I wonder.
"Yes, really," Hazel confirms. "Do you think I want to be pregnant right now? I want to go to college and frat parties. I wanna hook up with hot frat guys and flaunt my sexy body, knowing I'm young and hot. My best friends, my Slut-sisters are going to get to do that. I'll be raising a baby with a roof over our heads only thanks to charity."
"Slut-sisters?" I follow up with.
"That's what we call ourselves," Hazel explains. "We're here for each other forever. And we don't care about societal norms. We're Slut-sisters and proud. We stick by each other no matter what. Lexi and Nicole are dating Steven, and they're happy he gave me a promise ring. I'd be lost if I didn't have these amazing people in my life. Who are you to tell us our way of living is wrong?"
"I still don't approve," I admit.
"Fine, don't approve," Hazel shrugs as she walks by me before speaking over her shoulder. "Just don't try getting between us. You have no right."
The half-dressed teenager disappears and I hear her door slam a few moments later. Sighing, I lock the bathroom door and finally pee. After cleaning up, I return to the guest bedroom and strip down before climbing into Mark's arms. I'm still not sure how I feel about all of this, but at least I'm finally able to sleep.
~Steven~
I wake up when I feel a soft hand lightly stroking my morning wood from beneath the covers. One of my favorite problems is not knowing which beautiful woman is playing with my dick. I sigh happily as she continues jacking me off, eventually opening my eyes to see who's touching me.
"Good morning, sexy man," Nicole purrs as her thumb brushes over my tip.
"Morning, beautiful," I smile at the redhead.
Nicole leans forward and pecks my lips before tossing the blanket off our nude bodies. My eyes drop to her exposed breasts, her cute giggling causing the lovely mounds to jiggle slightly on her chest. Shaking her head, Nicole brushes her long auburn hair back and leans over to take me between her lips.
Leaning my head back against the pillow, I sigh happily as my sexy girlfriend sucks me off. One hand rests on her head while my other explores her lightly-freckled body. She moans around my thickness when I playfully smack her butt. I then grab a handful of Nicole's firm butt cheek while she bobs her head on me at a relaxed pace.
Turning my head, I chuckle when my eyes land on my other girlfriend, Alexis Davis. Lexi is laying on her stomach with one arm beneath the pillow. Her legs are spread and I have a great view of her naked ass. Lexi's auburn hair is obscuring her face, but I can tell she's drooling.
I turn my attention back to Nicole when she starts sucking on my balls while jacking me off. Looking up at me with a sparkle in her green eyes, Nicole sits up and maneuvers herself so she can straddle me. Aiming my prick at her entrance, the sexy accountant lowers herself onto me.
"Ah!" Nicole gasps, her eyelids fluttering as she engulfs my entire manhood in her warm sheath.
The view is fantastic as Nicole starts to ride me, her naked body fully on display. Gathering up her red hair at the top of her head, Nicole undulates in my lap as she palms her own breast. I hold her hips as my eyes devour her body. Her lightly-freckled breasts, her flat stomach, her fiery red pubic hair. I'll never tire of watching that beautiful face grimacing in pleasure.
My hands slide up her body until I'm cupping her perky breasts. Nicole places her hands on top of mine, encouraging me to touch her as she continues bouncing in my lap. Her body shudders, eyes closing as her jaw clenches. Just as her orgasm is ending, I grunt and fill her with sperm. My pulsing cock triggers a second orgasm in Nicole and I pinch her nipples to prolong her pleasure.
"Best way to wake up," I comment as Nicole kneels between my legs to clean my cock with her mouth.
"Agreed," she giggles before going back to sucking.
"Lexi!" I call out, swatting the younger redhead's ass. "Wake up!"
"Huh? What?" Lexi mumbles, lifting her head to look at me. She's clearly still half-asleep. "I'm wearing underwear!"
"No, you're not," Nicole takes me from her mouth to reply. "But, now I'm wondering what you were dreaming about."
"None of your business," Lexi grunts, waking up. "Just get back to sucking."
Nicole sucks on me for a minute while Lexi sits up and rubs her eyes. Then the younger redhead pushes her older sister out of the way so she can taste some morning-dick as well. Sadly, we don't have time to continue our late-night sex session. Today is high school graduation.
The girls are nervous about more time with my family and I assure them that everything is going well. Lexi and Nicole slip on panties and bras before putting their robes on. They never bother with bras for breakfast, but I can understand why they're being more modest than usual.
To my everlasting shock, Hazel is awake when I leave the master bedroom with my girlfriends. She's flirting with Alexander and I quickly suppress the flare of jealousy. Hazel walks up to me and hugs me tightly, kissing my cheek. I'm surprised by the sudden affection from the emotional girl.
"Thank you for everything you do for me," Hazel whispers in my ear.
"My pleasure, Hazel," I reply, rubbing her back.
"Morning," Abigail grumbles as she opens her door and steps out. She's wearing a matching pajama set, complete with slippers. "Stop creeping on the ladies, Alex."
"Bite me, Abby," Alexander grunts.
"I'm gonna wake up Kayla," I announce, walking over to Kayla's door and knocking.
There's no answer, so I slowly open the door and peek inside. Kayla is fast asleep, her mouth hanging open. I slip into the room and shut the door before walking up to the bed. Leaning over, I gently kiss Kayla's temple. Her face softens in her sleep and I lightly shake her shoulder.
"Kayla, time to wake up," I whisper.
"Hm?" Kayla mumbles, her green eyes slowly opening so she can turn her head to look at me. "Hi, Daddy."
"Hi, baby girl," I smile, kissing her forehead. "You're graduating today."
"Do I get a present?" my daughter wonders, smiling innocently.
"Let's have breakfast," I roll my eyes before standing up.
Kayla giggles as she sits up and stretches. My beautiful daughter is wearing a t-shirt and boy shorts. She stands up and grabs her phone before following me out into the hallway. Andrea and Mark are awake and everyone is now standing around awkwardly.
"Everyone hungry?" Kayla asks to diffuse the tension.
"Yeah, I guess," Lexi sighs.
The nine of us end up sitting at the large dining room table to eat breakfast. Everyone is talking about the ceremony and the party later. Hazel and Lexi seem quiet, Kayla is excited. My niece and nephew are fine, as is Mark. Andrea is subdued and not very talkative.
"Aria's parents are going to the ceremony, right?" Mark asks.
"Yeah, they'll be there," I confirm. "We're meeting them at the school."
"I'm surprised you got enough tickets," Abigail comments.
"Each student gets two tickets for free and can buy up to two more," Kayla explains.
"And yet you have seven guests by my count," Alexander points out. "Wait. Eight. Nicole."
"Kayla isn't the only one graduating today," Lexi speaks up. "Hazel only has one guest and I have two. There's your extra tickets."
"Oh," Alexander states before turning to Hazel. "Do I count as your guest, Hazel?"
"Stop. Just stop," Abigail rolls her eyes.
"Don't like how smooth your brother is?" Alexander grins. "Anyway, I'm surprised you get so many tickets."
"Yeah, I'm glad the girls aren't graduating during the pandemic," I add.
"Who is your plus one, Hazel?" Andrea questions.
"My grandma Maxine," Hazel answers. "I have no idea what my parents are gonna do with my brothers while they are at work, but I guess that's not my problem."
"Sorry your brothers can't go," Andrea winces.
"Not your fault," Hazel shrugs.
"Two guests, Lexi?" Alexander asks with a grin. "Do you and Nicole have another sister?"
"Keep it in your pants," Abigail growls.
"We have a brother, sorry," Lexi smirks. "I'm pretty sure he's straight, but you're welcome to try."
"No, thank you," Alexander shakes his head.
"Is your grandmother coming to the party, Hazel?" Andrea asks, ignoring her children.
"Yeah," Hazel nods. "She isn't gonna stay long, but she'll be there."
"Aria's parents will probably leave early, too," I add.
"So you can have sex with more of the kids, Steven?" Andrea inquires in an icy voice.
"Andrea," I growl in annoyance as the table falls silent. "You said you were okay with all this."
"Well, I lied!" my sister hisses. "Lexi is your daughter's age, you have two girlfriends, and you're having a baby with a child!"
"I'm not a child!" Hazel interjects.
"I'm six months older than Kayla," Lexi argues, her cheeks red.
"What's your plan here?" Andrea asks me. "You can't marry sisters. What are you doing with your life? For fuck's sake, the baby might not even be yours!"
"You know?" I ask with a frown.
"Yeah, I know," Andrea snaps. "Her parents threw her out and now you're going to raise the kid and keep sleeping with her. What is wrong with you?"
"DON'T!" I roar as Andrea and I both shoot to our feet. "Don't you dare! Don't you dare look at me and tell me that wonderful, scared, fragile woman isn't deserving of love and support. Don't you tell me that baby growing in there doesn't deserve the world. And don't you EVER presume to tell me it's wrong to love them!"
"Steven..." Hazel trails off, her eyes watering.
"Andrea, enough," Mark states, reaching up to touch his wife's arm, encouraging her to sit down.
"I just, I, what the fuck?!" Andrea throws her hands up as she looks at me. "How many women are you sleeping with?"
"That's none of your business!" I shout. "No one's getting hurt, everyone's safe here, and we all love each other. That should be enough!"
"Well, it isn't!" Andrea snarls.
"Aunt Andrea, enough!" Kayla snaps, standing up herself. "Do you have any idea what we've been through? It fucking sucked. You don't have to approve, but you could at least love me and Steven and keep your opinions to yourself!"
"Stay out of this, Kayla," Andrea glares at my daughter. "The adults are talking."
"Don't-" I begin before being cut off.
"DON'T EVER TALK TO ME LIKE THAT!" Kayla screeches loudly enough to make my ears ring. "Do you know what happened when that rapist piece of shit pointed a gun at me? DO YOU?!"
"No, I don't," Andrea responds, looking uncomfortable.
"Lexi stood in front of me," Kayla answers, obviously trying to keep her voice even. "Her first response was to shield me with her body. Don't you ever imply that we don't love each other here. Steven, Lexi, Hazel, Nicole. I know they would die for me without a second thought. Just like Marcia and Ashley!
"Do you know, after he fucking kidnapped us, what I did to that asshole? He forced me to suck his cock. Do you know what I did? Do you?! I bit his fucking dick off and watched him bleed! Don't you fucking dare think your experiences have prepared you for life more than mine, auntie!
"So, here's what's going to happen; we're gonna sit down and eat. We're going to my graduation and we're all going to have a great time. You'll see that you're wrong. If you can't agree to that, your invitation is gone. Go home."
Kayla shouts herself hoarse and glares at Andrea, almost daring her to argue. My big sister stares down my daughter and I'm afraid things might only get worse. Everyone watches in silence as we all wait for Andrea to reply. The tension is thick in the air and I swear I can hear my heart beating.
"Fine!" Andrea snaps, the fight draining out of her as she sits down.
"Hey, they changed the recipe," Lexi says like it's critical information, holding up the maple syrup bottle. "Anyone else wanna try it?"
"Sure, I'll have some," I respond, sitting down as well.
Everyone seems to want to look anywhere but at Kayla or Andrea as we slowly eat. No one is talking and the only sounds are caused by knives and forks scraping against plates. At least we make it through the meal without any more yelling.
After breakfast we all split up to get ready. I don't have time for my morning workout, instead going through my morning routine with Nicole and Lexi. Both girls dress in jean shorts and v-neck short-sleeve tops. I notice Lexi has her silver necklace with the stylized 'A' charm on. She almost always wears it, but it's especially nice to see today. I'm wearing slacks and a button-down.
"Weird," I frown as I look at my phone. "Megan Bauer added me on social media."
"The rich girl you boned?" Lexi asks with a frown.
"The daughter of one of the top ten richest people on the planet who recently got her MBA," I correct gently.
"I wonder what she wants," Nicole adds.
"No clue," I shrug. "We never spoke again after spending the weekend together."
"Spent the weekend boning," Lexi interjects.
I accept Megan's request and end up messaging back and forth with her for a few minutes while the girls take turns brushing their hair. Apparently, Megan is currently running a newly-acquired company called Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services as a test by her father. I wish her good luck and let her know that I can't talk too much right now due to my daughter graduating. Megan offers to connect with Kayla on social media and I think it's a great idea.
Setting my phone down, I head over to my desk and extract what I need from the drawer. Slipping the small box into my pocket, I stand by Nicole while Lexi finishes with her hair. Nicole and I both smile as Lexi dresses in her white cap and gown.
"I'm so proud of you," Nicole gushes, rushing over to hug her sister.
"Thank you," Lexi whispers, hugging Nicole.
"Shouldn't you wait until we get to the school to put the gown on?" I ask.
"Steven? Shut up," Nicole advises, pulling away from Lexi.
"That's fair," I nod as I approach Lexi and place my hands on her shoulders. "I'm proud of you, too."
"Thanks," Lexi smiles, leaning up to peck my lips.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I add, admiring her adorable face.
"Fuck, you're big," Lexi giggles.
~Hazel~
My jeans are tough to button; I think I'm finally starting to gain pregnancy weight. Standing in front of the mirror in jeans and a bra, I place my hand on my flat stomach. My belly doesn't look any different, but the stupid bathroom scale says I'm almost a pound heavier. Fuck, my jeans should not be tight! And I should throw that scale out the window.



I'm still overwhelmed from the breakfast argument and it's making it tough for me to relax. I want to be excited for graduation, but I'm a pregnant teen who is completely dependent on someone else. Andrea is going to be my baby's aunt and she hates me!
Being pregnant at eighteen isn't what I want, either. She just doesn't seem to understand that. My entire college experience is ruined. It's supposed to be one of the best times of my life, one where I figure out my place in the world. Instead, I'll be raising a baby. Which, despite my assertions, I really don't know how to do.
I run my fingers along my promise ring, blinking away tears as I try and convince myself I'm not alone. I may be doing better these days, but I still get emotional so fucking easily. My love for my family will get me through this. I hope.
Despite not seeing my brothers, I know that we love each other. Steven loves me. My Slut-sisters love me. My grandma loves me. And I love my baby. I don't blame my baby one bit. I'm sad about losing out on college life. I really am. My thoughts race as I switch between thinking my life is over and reminding myself that I still have a future. I can be young and hot as a mom. Right?
I also feel like such a bitch for caring so much about something so trivial. My fingers lightly caress my stomach, thinking of the life growing inside me. A life that's so much more important than how hot I am. Besides, MILF is a term that exists. I still want some wild experiences, but I also want love. I am determined to have both. I wonder if Allan and Steven will spit-roast me again.
I'm jolted out of my thoughts by my phone buzzing on the nightstand. Walking over, I check my messages and find a text from my grandma. I'm excited to see her today and decide to lay in bed and chat with her for a few minutes before getting ready.
Maxine: I'm so proud of you, Hazy. How are you doing?
Hazel: Shocked you've figured out texting!
Maxine: I'm a very tech-savvy senior citizen. Lol.
Hazel: Yeah, we don't use that acronym anymore...
Maxine: Oh. Anyway, how are you feeling?
Hazel: Nervous. I'm still pregnant with no prospects.
Maxine: Don't worry about the future right now. Just be proud of what you accomplished.
Hazel: Getting knocked up in high school? What an achievement.
Maxine: Hazy.
Hazel: Grandma.
Maxine: You're a wonderful, young woman. You're going to do great things.
Hazel: My parents would disagree.
Maxine: My son's an idiot and the woman he married hasn't had one original thought in her life.
Hazel: You won't get any arguments from me.
Maxine: Good. Now, stay out of your head and enjoy your graduation.
Hazel: I'll try.
Maxine: That's all I ask. That, and for you to send me a picture of you in your cap and gown.
Hazel: Deal.
Maxine: I love you, Hazy.
Hazel: I love you, too.
Getting out of bed, I brush my long brown hair and decide to braid it for the day. I know Steven loves the braid and I definitely love having it pulled. Letting out a breath, I put on a short-sleeve shirt before pulling on socks and shoes. Then I finally dress in my white cap and gown. I'm admiring myself in the mirror on the door when someone knocks.
"Come in!" I call softly.
"Hazel? I just wanted to see how you were doing," Steven says as he walks in and freezes upon seeing me. "Wow, you look amazing!"
"Thanks," I smile.
"I'm proud of you," Steven tells me as he approaches and hugs me tightly.
"Thanks," I say again.
"I can't believe the girl who once peed in my pool is graduating high school," he comments when he releases me.
"It, ah, it was more than once, sorry," I blush slightly.
"I didn't need to know that," Steven states plainly.
"Then I probably shouldn't tell you about our tween years," I giggle.
"You should not," he readily agrees. "Although I would like to know which one of you was responsible for replacing the filling in my favorite cookies with toothpaste."
"All four of us," I smirk before frowning as I remember the slumber party. "Well, all of us except Marcia. She thought it was mean."
"And yet she didn't stop you three from doing it," Steven comments, smacking his lips.
"Take it up with her," I stick out my tongue.
"You've all come so far," he looks at me affectionately.
"Then we turned eighteen, started having sex, and royally fucked things up," I sigh. "Or I did, at least."
"Making mistakes is part of growing up, it's how you learn," Steven tells me, placing his hands on my shoulders. "And developing a healthy sex life is more complicated than doing what feels good. Sometimes it's best to refuse, even if it's something you want to do. You learn what you like, what you don't, and where your limits are."
"I made a pretty big mistake by not taking my pills," I mumble sadly.
"And that will have consequences," he acknowledges. "But, your life will go on. And you'll be an amazing mom, so it won't just be bad things. Trust me, you'll keep making mistakes for the rest of your life. What's important is that you learn and you keep trying to be better."
"People will judge me for being a teen mom," I sigh.
"Yes, they will," Steven agrees. "But, fuck 'em. You're an amazing person and it's their loss."
Stepping forward, I bury my face in Steven's chest as he wraps his arms around me. The tears start to flow as I shudder slightly in his grasp. He rubs my back and rests his chin on my graduation cap while I desperately cling to him, fear and sadness threatening to overwhelm me.
"I know I'm young, but why does your sister want me to face all of this alone?" I sob into his chest. "I can't... don't... please. Not alone."
"She doesn't want that, she's just being an overprotective older sister," Steven assures me. "We really did spring this on her, and that's my fault. Give her time. And even if she doesn't come around, I made a promise to you. You'll always have a roof over your head. No matter what."
"I'm still scared," I admit, looking up at him with innocent eyes. I jump when I hear the door click shut. "What was that?"
"Andrea," he shrugs. "She was eavesdropping. I saw her before coming in."
"You didn't say anything?" I frown.
"I thought she should hear," Steven tells me. "You're amazing, Hazel. You have so much love, and this baby is the luckiest child in the world. Don't forget that."
"Grandma told me to worry about this later and enjoy my graduation," I respond.
"She's right," he replies, pecking my lips.
"It's gonna be hard to enjoy the ceremony if Aria's parents react like Andrea," I wince.
"They already know," Steven informs me. "I called them and told them about you and the redheads after the disaster from yesterday."
"You mean you proposing marriage to Lexi?" I tease.
"Yup," he glares at me in mock anger.
"How did that call go?" I ask nervously.
"About how you would expect," Steven sighs. "Lots of yelling, lots of judging, and some very unsavory name-calling."
"Ouch," I give him a sympathetic look.
"They agreed to not make a big deal today," he assures me. "And I reminded them you'll be having their grandchild."
"I will?" I question with a raised eyebrow. "They're Aria's parents, not yours."
"My parents are gone," Steven begins slowly. "Aria was my world and she and I met when we were so young that I can't remember a time when I didn't know her. Just like you and Kayla. They're my in-laws. So, yeah, they're like my second parents."
"That makes sense," I nod. "I guess you are kind of like a father figure to me. Except if my actual father came anywhere near me with his thing I'd rip it off and shove it down his throat."
"Your dad never...?" he trails off.
"No, never. Just saying," I shrug.
"Mine hurts just thinking about it," he chuckles.
"Good, that means you have a healthy fear of women," I grin.
"Of course I do," Steven kisses me.
"Do Kayla's grandparents remember me?" I wonder. "I only met them a couple times."
"Yeah, they remember you," he answers.
"Do they hate me now for getting pregnant?" I can't help but ask.
"No! No, no, no! Not at all!" Steven quickly replies. "They might hate me for getting you pregnant, but they don't hate you."
"I guess that's okay," I force a smile. "As long as they don't make a scene, I'm okay with them silently hating you."
"Thanks," Steven deadpans before sweetly kissing me.
~Marcia~
"Mm, Steven! Oh God, Steven!" I gasp, one hand resting on the shower wall while I hold my waterproof vibrator to my clit. "Fuck me! Steven!"
Hot water hits my naked body, rivulets of soapy liquid running down my stomach while steam fills the shower stall as I reach orgasm. My wet hair clings to my face as my insides contract, causing my right leg to shake. I bite my lower lip to keep from screaming, a small squeal escaping as I ride out the orgasmic wave.
One good cum is usually enough for me to relax, but I am extra stressed and nervous this morning. Friday, June twenty-seventh, 2025. My high school graduation. I keep the sex toy pressed against my love button as the shower washes away the remainder of the soap.
My fantasies of getting railed by Steven are forgotten when I start to think about graduation. The vibrator is still buzzing away while I go over how hard I work at school. I will never tell anyone, but I am so upset at my failure to become Valedictorian. I'm not even close.
Will I be able to handle college? I work my ass off to barely do better than Lexi! I mean, Lexi is smart and gets great grades, but she also naps during lectures and draws pictures of the calculus teacher getting eaten by crocodiles. Maybe I'm too stupid for college.
I decide to use masturbation to distract myself from my college fears. With a graduation party that's going to last an entire weekend, I'm hoping I can find time to get some Steven-dick. Pressing the vibrator against my clit, I let go of the shower wall to tug on one of my nipples.
"Ah! Oh, fuck! MM!" I squeak as I cum again.
Finishing up in the shower, I towel off and put on a matching bra and pantie set. Covering myself with a robe, I head back to my bedroom to get ready for graduation. But, I first need to lay in bed in my underwear and do some texting. I'm still a teenage girl. I text with the Sluts and thank Steven for congratulating me. I also reply to the text from Kwan.
Kwan: Good morning. Congratulations!!!
Marcia: Thanks!
Kwan: Ready to be a high school graduate?
Marcia: Not really, no.
Kwan: Why not?
Marcia: It's scary being so grown up!
Kwan: You're very grown up.
Marcia: Was that an attempt at flirting?
Kwan: Yes. How was it?
Marcia: Not great, but I appreciate the effort. :) You still coming to the party?
Kwan: As long as I'm still invited!
Marcia: You are! Charles and Olivia coming, too?
Kwan: Yeah, they are. What should we bring?
Marcia: Yourselves and bathing suits. That's it!
Kwan: Can do!
Marcia: I'm looking forward to seeing you.
Kwan: I can't wait to see your stunning beauty.
Marcia: Too cheesy, but nice try.
Kwan: Damn.
Marcia: I need to get ready to graduate. Talk soon?
Kwan: It's a date.
Marcia: Later! :*
Kwan: Good luck and congratulations again! :*
I'm not sure what's going to happen with Kwan. I like him well enough, but he's not Steven. Of course, I know I can't actually be with Steven. Will Kwan run away when he finds out about my sex life? He might be another male friend I lose, just like Shawn. Sure, Shawn and I claim to still be friends, but are we? Deciding I have a few more minutes, I send Shawn a text.
Marcia: Ready to graduate?
Shawn: I am. Ian's not.
Marcia: Oh?
Shawn: He's nervous about standing in front of so many people and speaking.
Marcia: Most of them will be fellow seniors!
Shawn: Seniors who shoved him into lockers and teased him? At best, they ignored him.
Marcia: Right. :/
Shawn: He'll be alright. Stephanie is with him now.
Marcia: That's good. And I asked about you, not Ian!
Shawn: I'm good. My part is easy, I just pretend to listen to some speeches and get my diploma.
Marcia: Truth!
Shawn: Are you ready?
Marcia: Eh. Not really. Excited for the party, though. You coming?
Shawn: Yeah, but I'm not staying all weekend. I'll leave tonight.
Marcia: At least you're coming.
Shawn: Yeah, see you soon?
Marcia: Definitely!
Getting out of bed I put on a nice sundress for the day. The sundress is white with pink flowers and looks super cute! Falling to mid-thigh, the dress is great for a nice summer day. It has thick shoulder straps so I can wear a bra without worrying about it being seen.
I'm practically shaking in anticipation as I put on my cap and gown. After making sure it looks okay, I head out into the living room to meet my parents. They both stop talking and look at me with small smiles. Mom's eyes start to water and I think even Dad might be close to tears.
"You're so beautiful," Mom sniffles.
"Thank you, Mom," I smile.
"We're so proud of you," Dad adds.
"Most people graduate high school," I reason, shrugging as if it's no big deal.
"It's still an amazing achievement, honey," Mom insists.
"Now, come over here and hug your parents," Dad says, opening his arms.
I guess the long talk about how proud they are over breakfast is not enough. I want to play the sullen teenage girl, but I can't. A big grin is on my face as I walk over to my parents and let them envelop me in a warm, group hug. Mom kisses my cheek while Dad rubs my back.
"We should get going," Mom sighs when we break apart.
"Okay," I nod.
"We're all going to the school together," Dad explains. "We'll bring you home to get your car so you can stay at the party after we leave."
"I remember the plan," I tell him.
"Stay safe at the party," Mom instructs carefully.
"Right," Dad agrees, looking uncomfortable. "We, ah, we know you'll be staying the whole weekend."
"I will be, yes," I agree.
"Just, um, be responsible," Dad mumbles.
"Dad!" I whine, my face turning red.
"That's all he'll say about it," Mom promises. "Grab your purse and let's get going."
~Kayla~
Kayla: Just imagine the audience in their underwear.
Ian: I don't wanna picture Mrs. Beam half-naked!
Kayla: Fine. Imagine me in my underwear. ;)
Ian: Probably not a good idea.
Kayla: Right. :/
Ian: It would just make me miss you too much.
Kayla: Nice save! :P You didn't get rid of my nudes, right?
Ian: I didn't, but I can if you want.
Kayla: I don't! Keep them, treasure them, jack off to them! ;)
Ian: Haha! Not soon, but I will.
Kayla: In the meantime, picture Stephanie in her underwear. Or Katie Ehrlich. Or Miss Harrell.
Ian: The PE teacher?!
Kayla: Every guy in school wants to nail her, don't lie!
Ian: She's... she's pretty.
Kayla: Hah! I knew it!
Ian: Yeah, yeah.
Kayla: But, seriously! You're going to be great. You have a hot girlfriend and a hot friend!
Ian: Thanks, Kayla.
Kayla: You're welcome. If you feel nervous, just look at me. Forget about the audience.
Ian: I'll try. I just hope I don't throw up.
Kayla: If you do, aim for Wagner.
Ian: Pretty sure he won't be there, right? From what you heard from your dad's cop friend?
Kayla: True. Well, either way, you'll be great! Go put on that cap and gown!
Ian: See you soon.
Kayla: Of course!
I'm not one bit surprised that Ian is nervous. Dating two hot chicks and hanging out with our group definitely shows; Ian is more confident, more willing to speak up. He works out now! Still, a couple months of socializing won't erase years of bullying and feeling invisible. He'll be fine, Ian's smart.
Ian is right about Wagner, too. The asshole history teacher is finally getting justice for what he did to Lexi. The police, superintendent, and principal all have the recording of him paying Emily Hawthorne for sex. Sarah refuses to give us the details, but we don't think Wagner is in jail. Either way, he's likely being quietly fired and won't attend graduation.
Reaching into my desk drawer, I take out a picture from many years ago. I'm probably six years old and I'm sitting on a couch between Mommy and Daddy. I run my fingers along Mommy's face, a face almost identical to mine. The only significant difference are the eyes; I have Daddy's eyes.
It's almost time to leave, so I put the picture away before getting up from my desk to put on my cap and gown. I'm dressed in ripped jean shorts that show off my long legs. My shirt is a royal purple v-neck with short sleeves. I put on the white gown and place the cap on my head just as there's a knock at the door.
"Come in!" I shout, turning to face the door.
"Hey, Kayla," Daddy says, smiling at me as he closes the door behind him. "You look... indescribable."
"I'm assuming that's a compliment, so thanks!" I giggle.
"It is. It definitely is," he smiles as he moves my tassel to the other side. "It goes on the right side first. You'll move it to the left once it's official."
"Right. I remember," I nod.
"Your mother would be so proud of the wonderful woman you've become," Daddy states sincerely, reaching out to hold my upper arms affectionately. "I can't believe my baby is graduating high school."
"I wish Mommy was here," I mumble sadly.
"I know, so do I," he agrees, cupping my face with one hand. "I miss her every single day."
"At least we have each other," I gaze at him, his green eyes identical to mine.
"You'll always have me. No matter what. I know there are challenges ahead, but you won't have to face them alone," Daddy promises as he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a jewelry box. "These were your mother's. I know she'd want you to have them."
Holding the jewelry box between us, Daddy slowly opens it to reveal the contents. A pair of dangling earrings with flawless sparkling diamonds. Each earring is identical; three teardrop diamonds form a trefoil knot pointing down. Above them is a single diamond that will rest above the earlobe. From the knot hangs a smaller, oval diamond, and dangling at the bottom is the largest diamond in the set. Their beauty takes my breath away, along with a distant memory of these hanging from Mommy's ears as my parents head out for a night together.
"Oh, Daddy!" I gasp, clapping my hands over my mouth as tears form in my eyes. "They're beautiful!"
"I was saving them for a special occasion," he smiles softly.
Taking off my graduation cap, I gather up my raven hair and place it in a bun so that my ears will be fully visible. Then I put the earrings in and admire how the diamonds sparkle as they dangle from my ears. I hug Daddy before putting the graduation cap back on and he laughs as he once again has to fix the tassel.
"Daddy?" I ask after pecking his lips.
"Yes, baby girl?" he responds.
"Mommy had a lot of jewelry," I state with an innocent expression.
"She did, yes," Daddy agrees.
"Are you saving it all to give out to me on special occasions?" I smirk at him.
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm doing," he admits with a nod.
"Well, thank you," I giggle, hugging him.
It's almost time to leave, so I grab my purse and my yearbook before the nine of us meet up in the main living room. Daddy has another surprise for us; Hazel, Lexi, and I are each given a dozen roses. Nicole pretends to be jealous about not getting her own flowers while congratulating us.
We take some pictures in various configurations. Daddy and I stand together, Daddy and Lexi, Daddy and Hazel, Lexi and Nicole. We three graduates stand together, at first smiling prettily before we switch to ridiculous poses while making faces at the camera. We're all smiling when we're ready to leave.
With nine people we end up taking two cars. Daddy drives one car while Nicole sits in the passenger seat with we graduates squish in the backseat. Uncle Mark is driving his family in my car. We arrive early and easily find a parking space right next to Mommy's parents.



"Grandma! Grandpa!" I squeal, hugging them both.
"It's so nice to see you, Kay-Kay!" Grandma gushes, holding me close.
"Congratulations, honey," Grandpa adds, rubbing my back.
"Barbara. Gerald," Daddy says, offering his hand.
"Steven," Grandpa states, his voice cold as he shakes Daddy's hand.
"This is Lexi, and her older sister, Nicole," Daddy introduces after a brief hug with Grandma.
"Nice to meet you both," Grandpa says politely. "Congrats on graduating, Lexi,"
"Thanks," Lexi mumbles, her face red.
"And here we have Hazel," Daddy continues, gesturing toward the tall, tan girl.
"Congratulations, Hazel," Grandma states, looking conflicted. "Ah, when are you due?"
"J-January fourteenth," Hazel stammers, her face red. "In, um, 2026."
"We practically raised Steven, he's like a son to us," Grandpa begins awkwardly. "I hope you'll let Grandma Barbara and Grandpa Gerald meet the little one?"
"Yeah, yes! Of course. I will, yes," Hazel nods rapidly.
"Good. Kids should always have grandparents around to spoil them," Grandma replies. "We heard you're close with your grandmother?"
"I am," Hazel swallows nervously. "Grandma Maxine. She'll be here soon."
Grandma and Grandpa are saying nice things, but they clearly don't approve. Things don't get easier when the next arrival turns out to be Kyle, Lexi and Nicole's brother. We're all talking awkwardly as Kyle approaches and hugs his sisters before greeting everyone else.
"How are our parents?" Nicole questions.
"They pretend Lexi no longer exists and they're pissed at you," Kyle sighs. "Otherwise, fine?"
"I'm glad you don't do the same," Lexi says, clearly uncomfortable talking about this with so many people around.
"I may not approve of all your choices, but you're family. I love you both very much," Kyle smiles. "Congratulations, Alexis. I'm proud of you."
"It's 'Lexi,'" the redhead smiles before hugging her brother again.
"It's nice that you three have each other," Aunt Andrea speaks up with a guilty expression on her face.
"And good looks clearly run in the family!" Abigail interjects before gasping and clapping her hands to her mouth, her cheeks reddening.
"And liking redheads runs in our family," Alexander laughs.
"Alex!" Abigail hisses, clearly mortified.
This is probably the most awkward conversation ever. We're standing in the parking lot and pretty much everyone is either embarrassed, or disapproves with something. Aunt Andrea does look like she's starting to come around. Grandma and Grandpa clearly still disapprove.
Maxine soon arrives and she ends up getting along very well with my grandparents. I guess all old folks are the same? Either way, Maxine's approval of all of us seems to carry weight. I realize our lives are different, but I hope our love for each other is obvious. I want my aunt and grandparents to like my Slut-sisters.
~Ashley~
"Admit it, Ash," Melissa begins while we sit in the back seat as Dad drives, "you flunked out. You're running out of time to tell us you're not actually graduating."
"Is that your way of saying you're proud of me?" I respond while nervously fiddling with my tassel.
"Yup!" Melissa giggles, reaching over to place her hand on mine. "Great job."
"Thank you," I smile.
"See? That's how sisters should behave," Mom says from the front seat. "I know you two love each other very much."
"Mom!" Melissa and I whine at the same time.
The four of us arrive at the school and my family insists that I go spend time with my friends. I text the Sluts and the five of us all meet up in front of the hart statue, the school mascot. Nicole is the only Slut-sister missing, but she's happy to give the five graduates some time. There are students all around us; the guys are wearing green caps and gowns while the girls are in white.
People are taking this last opportunity to sign yearbooks and see each other for possibly the last time. Our group isn't the most popular, but we still have various people coming up to talk to us. Ian and Stephanie hang out for a few minutes, which is awkward. Kelsey shows up to chat and promise to go to the graduation party for a couple hours.
In addition to Kelsey and Stephanie, Kayla's other cheerleader friends stop by. Jennifer Rhodes hugs Kayla, as does Brittney. Mira Suzuki and Anika Patel greet Kayla and talk to all of us for a couple minutes. Emily Hawthorne and Shannon Gardner just kind of wave and make a few polite comments. Mostly polite. We have to restrain Lexi when Shannon mutters "rich bitch" under her breath.
Since we're five hot girls, various guys also want to talk to us. Jocks, various acquaintances, a couple of stoners. Dan shows up to chat with us, offering hugs before leaving. Kyle Baker walks by and looks at Hazel with an expression of anger and melancholy. Frank Morrow tries talking to Marcia, tripping over his words for several minutes before leaving. Sadly, several football players are not present; the ones who can't come to graduation for jumping David. At least David is also barred from graduation. I don't even know if Keith is getting a diploma at all.
"Why are the girls the ones wearing white?" Kayla asks at one point while looking down to examine her own gown. "Is this some sort of reference to virginity and purity?"
"You really think they gave it that much thought?" Hazel snorts.
"The old pervs are probably just hoping for a rainstorm," Lexi shrugs.
"How would that help them?" Marcia wonders. "We have clothes on underneath."
"Also, the principal's a woman," Kayla adds.
"Wait," I frown in confusion. "We were supposed to wear clothes under the gown?"
Silence.
"Ashley," Kayla begins, eventually finding her voice while the other three continue to stare at me, "are you naked under there?"
"No!" I exclaim, causing three incredulous looks. "I'm not! I, ah, I have a bra and panties on."
"And your parents let you leave like that?" Hazel questions.
"I got ready in my room, I assume they don't know," I roll my eyes. "Hazel is the only one you can even tell has anything on!"
"I'm wearing jean shorts," Lexi explains.
"Me, too," Kayla nods.
"Dress," Marcia giggles.
"At least they didn't cheap out on the gowns," Kayla sighs and shakes her head. "They aren't see-thru in the slightest."
"And Ashley will be able to get naked in record time at the party," Lexi shrugs.
"I'm going home first," I roll my eyes. "I'll change into something."
"Lingerie?" Hazel suggests.
"No, smart-ass," I grunt, crossing my arms beneath my breasts. "We're all going home before the party."
"We aren't all half-naked beneath our gowns," Kayla interjects.
"Whatever," I grumble while looking at Kayla. "Didn't you say your aunt and uncle are staying the weekend."
"Yeah, why?" Kayla frowns in confusion.
"We're supposed to wait to hook up until the older people leave," I point out. "What's your plan when your aunt and uncle stay the entire time?"
"The aunt who doesn't approve," Marcia winces.
"No clue, I haven't figured that out yet," Kayla sighs.
"You really can't wait to get naked, can you Ashley?" Lexi giggles.
The four traitors tease me for a few more minutes, making jokes about how I need to be careful while sitting down so no one gets a nice view between my legs. Fortunately, I get a text that gives me an excuse to leave. Walking away from my Slut-sisters with my middle finger extended, I head to the parking lot to meet up with my boyfriend and his family.
Emily Greene squeals when she sees me and hugs me so tightly I can barely breathe. Extracting myself from Josh's crazy sister, I hug his parents before I finally get to meet the oldest Greene sibling. Crystal looks just like Emily, same height, same build, similar face. She gives me a small hug and passes me off to my boyfriend, who looks so handsome in his green cap and gown.
The six of us talk for a few minutes and I'm so happy that Josh's parents seem accepting of me now. Dating her old college roommate is really helping Amy to chill out. Andrew seems to like me as well. He's friendly and jokingly comments that I can do better than his son. Josh knows his dad is just teasing.
Josh's parents and sisters decide to head inside, giving Josh and me a little time alone before we have to split up for our final instructions for the ceremony. The two of us walk toward the field where they're setting up a temporary stage for us to graduate. Four years at this place; so many memories, good and bad. I can't believe it's actually over.
"We're really leaving this place, aren't we?" I ask with a sigh.
"We are," Josh nods. "I never thought I'd be sad about it."
"Why's that?" I question as a pair of birds fly over us.
"I was the invisible nerd," he answers. "I used to only get attention when I was shoved into a locker. What was to miss?"
"Right," I wince, reaching out to take his hand. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be," Josh shakes his head. "You're the reason I have some amazing memories. Thank you."
"Aw, Josh," I stop and turn to face him with a smile. "You're so sweet."
"You're so beautiful," he whispers, gazing at me with affection.
"Mm, flattery. Smart boy," I giggle, pecking his lips. "And guess what?"
"What?" Josh wonders.
"I'm dumb and didn't realize I was supposed to wear regular clothes under the gown," I state with an evil grin. "I only have on panties and a sexy bra."
"Is that so?" he asks, a small blush on his cheeks.
"Mmhmm," I nod, biting my lower lip. "Want to make one last great memory in high school?"
"What did you have in mind?" Josh smiles.
"Getting some cock in me," I answer simply. "Yours, to be specific."
"But, Ashley..." he trails off nervously. "I mean, ah, I want to, but where?"
"Behind the bleachers?" I suggest.
"They're setting up for graduation on the football field!" he argues.
"Exactly," I nod. "They're setting up a stage and chairs, no one will give a shit about the bleachers. Besides, they're almost done. Let's go!"
I lead Josh by the hand as we make our way onto the football field. I'm correct, and no one is paying attention to us while I drag Josh behind the bleachers. He squeaks in embarrassment when we get there and find out we aren't the only ones looking for one last hook-up.
Kevin Miller, the football player who throws parties, is standing behind the bleachers. His cap and gown are laying on the ground and his pants are around his ankles. Mira Suzuki, the petite Asian cheerleader, is on her knees and enthusiastically sucking him off. It is really sexy watching her give head with her white cap on.
"Do you have a plan B?" Josh asks as we leave the horny couple to their activities.
"There's bleachers on the other side of the field, dummy," I giggle, continuing to take the lead.
We take a long walk around the football field to the other set of bleachers. Josh gasps a second time when we discover yet another hook-up. Seriously, is graduating turning all of us into happy hump-crazed teens? Oh, that actually sounds nice. The grandparents better leave the graduation party early so the real party can begin.
Shannon Gardner is definitely getting into the party spirit by taking two dicks at once. Josh Morris is holding her rolled up skirt as he slams into her from behind. Shannon's dark hair is hanging over her face, her boobs hanging out over her shirt as she sucks off Billy Fisher.
Billy is holding Shannon's head as he roughly fucks her face. Shannon is gagging and drooling, and I feel a twinge of sympathy. Sucking him off once was way more than enough. When I remember Shannon telling everyone about Hazel's pregnancy and her terrible behavior at the lock-in, my sympathy disappears. Fuck her, I hope the bitch chokes on it.
Josh is tugging on my hand to pull me away, but I can't stop staring. Fuck, Josh Morris is the asshole from Kayla's birthday pool party. He hooked up with Hazel before being a complete asshole at the lock-in. Seeing him getting more pussy is not fun. I guess he and Shannon deserve each other. And they both deserve Billy?
"Plan C?" my Josh inquires when he finally drags me away from the scene.
"Unused classroom? Library? Biology lab?" I suggest.
"Students are already in classrooms, remember?" he points out. "We have to go to a classroom based on our last name so we can get in our seats."
"Fuck, that's right," I wince.
"So, there goes plans C, D, and E," Josh laughs. "Plan F?"
"The 'F' stand for 'fuck me?'" I question.
"Ashley, we don't have much time," he warns.
"Right, right!" I panic, looking around wildly. "Uh, the woods! I have a key to my parents' car and there's a blanket in the back seat."
Adrienne Dennis High School is located in a very woodsy area. The street leading to the school has trees on both sides that conceal some of the building and the field. There is also a forest right behind the main building that is within very easy walking distance. I start to lead Josh away from the bleachers.
"We don't have time to go back to the car, get the blanket, go all the way into the woods, and have sex," Josh states. "We'll be late."
"Fine, what's plan G then?" I roll my eyes.
"I'm thinking," he sighs. Josh looks up at the bleachers. He looks around. He sighs again. Then he grabs my hand and starts heading for the stairs at the edge of the bleachers. "Come on."
"Where are we going?" I wonder as we climb the stairs.
"Shh. You'll see," Josh answers, taking me to the very top. There's a little bit of a walkway just behind the top, and that's where he's leading me.
"Josh, I'm all for adventure, but isn't this a bit too in the open?" I ask nervously. "I mean, I can see them finishing up with the stage. They'll be able to look up and see my titties bounce."
Josh just chuckles as he continues pulling me along the walkway. We quickly reach the door that leads to, ah, the media box? Announcing booth? Whatever they call that thing on the bleachers where the play-by-play for football is. Oh, and the announcements for track stuff. I'm going with media box.
"They had a couple of us from the AV club rewire the cabling," Josh explains as he lifts his graduation gown to dig a key out of his pocket. "It had gotten to be a rat's nest. They never asked for the key back."
"I forgot you were in the AV club!" I gasp.
"Yeah, well, it basically stopped at the end of football season, which was before we became friends." he reasons as he unlocks the door.
"So, you AV nerds bring girls in here?" I ask as Josh leads me into the small media box.
"No, I think this is unprecedented," Josh winces while facing me.
Sometimes I forget about Josh's troubles. He's the shy, nerdy guy. They tend not to do well in high school. The small comments he sometimes makes are a sad reminder. It's tough for me to truly emphasize since, honestly, I'm a tall, hot blonde with big boobs. I just have to exist to be likable in high school.
I regret all the missed time, time I could have spent with Josh. Affection for him fills my heart as I smile at my handsome nerd. I'm glad he now has the opportunity to hook up with a hot girl in here. It's a nice way of showing him that he is a great guy who deserves love and affection. I intend to blow his mind. And his cock.
"So, you're the first AV nerd to get some ass in here? Lucky me!" I giggle, giving Josh a sultry look.
"Well, maybe not the first," Josh admits. "But, Phil only ever brought guys in here."
"Phil Collins is gay?!" I gasp, my eyes wide.
"Uh, yeah," he sighs. "Just do me a favor and don't tell anyone. He's not ready for it to be common knowledge."
"Hazel must know, right?" I ask. Hazel and Phil still have to tell people they aren't related even though they have the same last name. They sit near each other in every class with assigned seating.
"Probably, but I don't know for sure," Josh shrugs. "I shouldn't have said anything."
"I won't tell anyone," I promise. "And we don't have much time, so forget about Phil. You have a hot slut who wants your dick. Lose the gown."
Josh is wearing shorts and a t-shirt beneath his gown and the green fabric is now sitting on the desk with his graduation cap resting on top of it. Walking up to him, I peck his lips before squatting in front of him while still wearing my white cap and gown. Yanking his shorts and boxers to his knees, I give his erection a few strokes before taking him into my mouth.
"Yes!" he hisses, his legs shaking slightly as he feels my warm, wet mouth on him.
Josh's cock feels amazing in my mouth and I moan happily as I start sucking. He reaches down to squeeze my boobs from outside my graduation gown as I look up at him with sparkling blue eyes. He presses my tits together as I deepthroat him, sexy gagging and gurgling noises escaping my lips as my tongue works his thickness.
We really don't have much time, so I only give Josh head for a couple minutes. He's good and hard, and I pull off his dick before giving the tip a quick kiss. Standing up, I spin around and yank my graduation gown up to my waist before bending over the desk and resting both my hands on it.
"Hurry up, come fuck me," I offer, sticking out my pantie-clad ass.
"Okay," Josh readily agrees as he shuffles forward to get in position behind me. "Yeah, okay."
Josh squeezes my butt cheeks for a few seconds, clearly admiring the view. He knows we're in a rush, so he doesn't waste too much time playing with my bum. The tall nerd doesn't even bother pulling my panties down, he just pushes the strap aside to expose my juicy pussy.
"Fuck!" I gasp when Josh pushes into me. "Mm, you're nice and thick."
Holding my hips tightly, Josh begins thrusting into my tight tunnel. I toss my head back and groan, loving the feeling of being penetrated. My graduation cap is falling sideways on my head as I take it from behind. Looking straight ahead, I start grunting each time his balls hit my clit. It's a damn good thing that the shade is down over the big glass window that looks out over the football field.
"You feel so good," Josh gasps, his fingers digging into my flesh.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! You're, ah, so deep, ah!" I moan and pant, my long blonde hair hanging down my back. "Ah! Keep going, keep going! Ah! Oh God, ah! Your dick!"
My fingernails scrape along the soft wood of the cheap desk, my boobs are lightly jiggling in my bra, and my graduation cap is barely staying on. Josh is relentlessly pounding my pussy and his manly grunts are a huge turn-on. My graduation gown keeps trying to fall down, only being stopped by Josh's hands. The quick and dirty scene is so hot, I can't help but tense up and cum. And I cum hard.
"I'm cumming!" I squeal, instinctively pushing my ass back to take him all the way inside. "Holy shit! Oh fuck, I'm cumming! Ah! Cumming!"
"I can feel you cumming," Josh groans as he slams into me. "Holy shit, it's amazing!"
"You like feeling my little pussy squeezing your cock, hm?" I ask, looking over my shoulder at him. "That feel good?"
"Yes!" Josh hisses, holding himself inside me as my vaginal walls convulse. "God, yes!"
I reach out with both hands, desperately looking for something to hold on to while getting railed. My fingers touch a device with a black base and a long, flexible microphone. I nearly knock it over as I adjust my hands for balance, my moans reaching new heights.
"Oh God, oh fuck!" I groan. "Keep fucking me! Don't stop, don't stop!"
"Shit, Ashley, watch out!" Josh warns, reaching around me to grab my right arm.
"Ah! What's wrong?" I ask as his chest presses into my back while he reaches for the microphone.
"That switch will turn the PA system on and the whole field will be able to hear us!" he explains, his hardness still buried in me.
"Oh! Oops!" I giggle, shoving the microphone out of the way. "That would have sucked."



"Yes, very much," Josh agrees as he gets back to thrusting.
I start giggling as I imagine moaning into the PA system for everyone to hear. Josh joins me, laughing as he fucks me. This is how I know I'm with the right person. Sex is supposed to be fun, and sometimes funny things happen. If you can't laugh, you're with the wrong person.
The desk is rocking from the force of Josh's thrusts and I soon forget about the microphone. At least until a particularly hard thrust causes it to fall over. I then hear a loud static-like sound, causing Josh to let out a gasp. His cock twitches inside me and the dick in me is all I can really focus on.
"Oh God, yes, pound me!" I moan loudly.
"Ashley!" he gasps, his body going rigid. "You turned it on!"
"Shit, shit, shit!" I declare, grabbing the microphone with both hands and standing up, causing his cock to fall out of me.
"Shut it off!" Josh urges.
"I don't know how!" I screech, bouncing on my feet as I turn the stupid thing over.
"Give it to me, give it to me!" he yells, grabbing for the microphone.
Josh manages to shut the microphone off and slide it across the desk. There's a switch on the base and I'm not even sure how me knocking it over managed to hit it. We're both blushing bright red, knowing that people definitely are aware of what's going on up here. Josh looks like he wants to run away, but I just giggle and present my ass to him so we can keep going.
"Get back in me!" I beg wantonly.
"We can't..." he trails off weakly.
"Hurry up and cum," I instruct. "We aren't leaving until I get a load out of you."
Fortunately, Josh is still hard, so he quickly puts himself back inside me. I'm worried he won't be able to cum, but I soon realize the thrill of getting caught is actually making him hot. His thrusts are erratic and he is clearly approaching his release.
"I want you to cum in me!" I whine, my body shuddering. "I want to feel you leaking out of me as I walk across that stage! Do it! Cum! Fill me up!"
Josh doesn't say anything in response. Instead, he chooses to continue fucking me with a steady rhythm, his grunts and groans growing stronger with each passing second. I moan and gasp as he pounds me, allowing him to enjoy the pleasure of my tight, teen twat. I briefly reach up to fix my white graduation cap and brush my hair out of my face. His cock feels so fucking good and I tightly clench my vaginal muscles around his thickness.
"I'm close," Josh warns.
"Do it!" I beg, my pussy quivering as I bite my lower lip. "Cum inside me! Cum! CUM!"
Slamming himself inside me, Josh shudders as his cock swells. I start to feel the familiar sensation of semen shooting into my body, and it immediately makes me cum again. Josh and I ride out the orgasmic wave together, both of us gasping loudly.
"Fuck, we're gonna be late," Josh sighs as he eases out of my hole. "And we need to get out of here!"
"So worth it," I declare as I fix my panties and pull my graduation gown down. "Mm, I can feel you leaking out of me. Thanks for ruining another pair of panties."
"My pleasure," he laughs before looking around nervously. "People might come up here to check, we need to leave."
"Shit. I'm surprised they aren't using this for graduation," I comment, looking around just as I think of it.
"No, they won't use this for graduation," Josh shakes his head while putting his penis back in his shorts. "They'll have a PA system set up on stage."
"Of course you know that," I giggle.
"AV club, advanced classes; I'm a nerd," he smirks. "Having a girlfriend makes me the king of nerds."
"Ian still has a girlfriend," I point out.
"Don't ruin it," Josh sighs before pecking my lips.
"Right, sorry!" I laugh. "C'mon, let's get to the right classrooms so we can graduate."
~Kayla~
Every student in the graduating class is assigned a classroom to meet up in based on their last name. We have to line up in alphabetical order so that we can march out onto the football field and take our seats. The chemistry teacher is making sure everything is right in my room, including checking our tassels so they're on the right side.
I'm graduating high school. This should be an intensely emotional moment, but I'm currently trying to suppress my giggle-fits. Of course Ashley turns on the PA system while getting fucked. She's so embarrassed, but she's really just lucky the parents aren't seated yet. Only some staff know. Well, and a handful of students.
"Are you okay, Miss Thomson?" the chemistry teacher asks when I accidentally snort.
"Yes, I'm fine. Sorry," I answer, my face turning red as I try holding in the laughter.
We wait in line for several minutes as the guests are all seated. A few people are fidgeting nervously while others try talking about random subjects. I can feel my dangling earrings against my skin and feel comfort; Mommy's earrings. I'm not a spiritual person, but I truly believe my mother is here with me somehow.
It's time.
Students are filing through the hallway as I wait for my classroom's turn. When it arrives, my heart feels like it's going to explode out of my chest as I start walking. I can hear the music, the thunderous applause. This is it. The procession; the entry of the graduating class.
Sunlight caresses my face when we step outside. It's a warm, summer day; a perfect day. The senior class is sitting in the center, with chairs set up on either side so the guests can see everything. I crane my neck to try and catch a glimpse of Daddy as I walk down the rows of chairs.
I don't see him. It's enough to know he's here for me. I don't care how old I get; I'm always going to be a daddy's girl. I blink away the film of tears as my group gets to the right row and starts walking down it. Sitting down, I look straight ahead at the large, temporary stage.
My last name is toward the end of the alphabet, so I don't have long to wait before the entire senior class is seated. The clapping slowly dies down, although a few people are still cheering and whooping. The principal, Angela Cook, smiles and waves at the audience before speaking into the microphone.
The principal eloquently welcomes the graduates and their guests. It's mainly a brief speech to congratulate the graduates. Our achievement is acknowledged and the principal talks about how we are all taking part of this amazing tradition. A tradition where we leave high school and continue on into the adult world to find our place.
We get an explanation about how the rest of the ceremony is going to go and then the principal invites the Salutatorian up on stage to say a few words of welcome. Ian Krause makes his way across the stage, his face white with nerves. The principal lets Ian stand in front of the lectern and place his speech on it as he faces the audience.
"W-welcome," Ian stammers nervously, his voice barely above a whisper.
"WOO!! IAN!!" I shout, holding my hands on either side of my mouth so my voice carries.
There's some laughter, but it's mostly clapping and encouragements. A few people cheer for him; me, the other Sluts, Stephanie. Ian looks over the large audience and his gaze locks on me. I'm a fair distance from him, so he can't see me wink, but I make sure to give him a big grin and a thumbs-up. He stands up straighter and starts again.
"Welcome, everyone!" Ian states, appearing and sounding confident. "Parents, siblings, extended family, friends. Welcome, teachers and faculty. And, of course, a warm welcome to my fellow graduates."
Ian's speech starts off pretty standard; he thanks everyone for coming and talks about how big a moment this is. It's the end of our high school career and the true start of adulthood. I have tears in my eyes as I listen and remember. I remember my high school experience.
I was lucky; starting off as a Freshman with great friends. Three of the most amazing friends in the world: Hazel Collins, Ashley Bartlett, and Marcia Moore. Ashley is so outgoing and loves to party. Marcia, the responsible one, always keeping us from getting too crazy. And I can't ever forget Hazel, my best friend. She's almost a combination of Marcia and Ashley; able to be responsible, while still loving to party.
I'm the fourth member of our little friend group and I still remember my anxiety over being a Freshman. Feeling so lost. Still, I knew I wanted to try out for the cheer squad. I smile in my seat as I think of the day I rush home to tell Daddy I made the JV team.
Ian continues speaking as I smile at memories of Miss Harrell taking me under her wing. The gym teacher and cheer coach isn't even that much older than me, but she was still the one I went to when I wanted advice. Yeah, I also had my friends and Daddy, but Miss Harrell offered a new perspective.
I'm fidgeting slightly in my seat as I remember telling Miss Harrell about my very first kiss. Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel all squealing and hugging me. Ian talks about growing and learning, and I think about school projects and report cards. Football games where I'm watching from the bench, waiting on my chance to cheer.
Daddy never misses a game, never misses a chance to watch me. I think about fun events; school dances, class field trips, and away games. I remember squealing and jumping up and down when I make the varsity cheer squad. First dates and first loves, late night studying and slumber parties. Memories I'll have forever.
I think about my senior year, my last year as a high school cheerleader. I'm the last person in our group to turn eighteen and formally leave childhood behind. Closing my eyes, I can still feel David hovering over me, pushing inside me. My first. He'll always be my first.
Letting out a breath, I open my eyes and turn my attention to more pleasant topics. Alexis Davis. Hurricane Lexi. Meeting her and forming the Slut-sisters. Soon I'll be both an aunt and a big sister. A big part of it is thanks to the explosion Lexi set off in our lives. It's almost as if Lexi can draw out the deepest desires of whoever she comes in contact with.
People start clapping, causing me to jump. Shit, I'm a bitch for spacing out during the last of Ian's speech. I clap loudly, cheering for Ian. He smiles and thanks the audience before stepping off the stage. The principal then introduces this year's Valedictorian, Katie Ehrlich.
Ian's speech is mostly a thank you to everyone for coming. Katie's speech is a farewell address to the graduating class. The speech is pretty typical and I find my mind starting to wander. I already know the textbook definition of success, and I already know this really is the end of high school.
Katie does share some memories that make me smile. Four years of accomplishments. A very significant chunk of our lives, considering we're only eighteen. The speech finally makes me emotional when Katie mentions that some of us will never see each other again. I really can't believe it.
There is some polite applause and the speeches are over. That's it. Only two speeches. Nothing from alumni or guest speakers. I'm glad we don't have a long-winded ceremony that puts people to sleep. I'm ready to get my diploma and party with my friends and family.
There is a large table on the stage and there are larges stacks of diploma covers resting on it. I know they're empty. We'll be getting our actual diplomas after the ceremony. The first row of students stands up as they wait for their names to be called.
The first person that I know well is Kelsey Aguila. The gorgeous Spanish girl looks horrified about being the center of attention. I call out her name and know she hears me when she smiles. Kelsey manages to make it across the stage and claim her diploma cover. A handshake, a quick picture, and Kelsey is on her way to sit down.
I clap politely for Kyle Baker, Hazel's ex-boyfriend. Not long after Kyle comes Ashley Bartlett. I scream her name and clap as hard as I can. My other Slut-sisters are screaming as well and I can pick out Lexi's voice as the redhead loudly calls Ashley a "sexy graduate bitch," whatever that is.
Several more graduates before I'm clapping for my ex-girlfriend, Stephanie Bernardi. Then my second Slut-sister, Hazel Collins. Philip Collins goes right after my tan best friend. I clap for every graduate and I can't help but giggle when our crazy redhead, Alexis Davis actually turns to give the crowd a wide grin and a thumbs-up before getting her diploma cover.
Katie Ehrlich gets a huge round of applause when it's her turn to walk across the stage. The next person I know is Billy Fisher, mainly from Ashley talking about sucking his dick. I glare at Shannon Gardner when it's her turn, but I still clap politely for a fellow graduate.
Josh Greene blushes as Ashley screams his name so loudly I'm surprised she isn't tearing her throat open. When Emily Hawthorne comes up, I can't help but glance around to confirm that Mister Wagner is definitely not present. Good. He may not be in jail, but he's definitely never teaching again.
Noah Heath looks like he's sweating through his graduation gown. Ian Krause gets a lot of applause and I can also hear Stephanie cheering for her boyfriend, my ex-boyfriend. I remember going to Kevin Miller's parties as his name is called. Not long after, I think about how much Dan Mitchell has grown as a person since his man-whore days.
Marcia Moore is blushing, but she can't help gut grin widely as she practically runs across the stage to snatch her diploma cover. A few graduates later and I'm glaring at Josh Morris, the asshole who Hazel fucked at my birthday pool party. He then returns the favor by being a jackass at the lock-in.
Frank Morrow is a nerdy guy who has trouble making friends. He looks so nervous that I can't help but call out his name and clap, making him smile. I know he has a bit of a crush on Marcia. The quiet guy is a few pounds overweight, but I hear he's a real sweetheart.
The cheering from the guys is deafening when Brittney O'Connor sashays across the stage. When she turns and blows a kiss to the crowd, I know that the guys are thinking about her alter ego, Cherry Angel. The porn star. I wonder how many dads in the audience are familiar with her work.
People start blurring together as we make our way through the large senior class. Derek Parker is another football player I don't know very well. Anika Patel and Jennifer Rhodes are fellow cheerleaders. Camila Rodriguez is barely an acquaintance. Amanda Sawyer is a quiet girl who usually wears baggy clothes to hide the few extra pounds she's carrying.
Mira Suzuki walks across the stage and I start to feel really anxious. It's almost my turn and I'm standing up with my fellow students. I'm about to graduate. Holy shit. My palms are sweaty and I'm having trouble breathing. I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method to relax as the student in front of me is called.
"Kayla Thomson!" I hear the voice.
The cheering is loud in my ears as I take nervous steps toward the stage. I don't even remember walking across the stage. Somehow, the diploma cover is being pressed into my left hand while I reach out with my right to shake hands. Turning to face the crowd, I see the flash that indicates my picture is being taken. Yet, I'm somehow able to immediately lock eyes with Daddy. He's smiling widely, clapping loudly for me, his daughter. His baby girl.
I wipe the tears from my eyes when I sit back down and try gathering my thoughts. I clap for everyone who goes after me, not really even hearing their names. At least until Shawn White is called. Marcia is screaming loudly for him and I hope Shawn realizes how special it is that the quiet girl is being loud for him.
Ron Wilson is the last person called who I really know. I do recall him spending a bit of time with us while trying to get involved with Marcia. I smile as I think about Marcia's story of blowing him at an amusement park. Ron is the quiet girl's first; not first love, perhaps, but first sexual partner. The two of them do have something between them that will last the rest of their lives.
The last few students are called and we're at the final stages of the graduation ceremony. Mister Graham, the Dean of Students, gives us a few farewell words before turning the microphone back over to Principal Cook. The principal smiles and congratulates all of us before telling us it's time; time to switch our tassels.
As one, the entire graduating class turns our tassels from the right side to the left. Principal Cook declares us high school graduates and we all scream. Once again acting in unison, we take our caps off our heads and toss them into the air as we jump to our feet and shout our accomplishment to the world.
Music is playing as we get permission to mingle. We grab our caps as the guests get to their feet. Students are rushing to find friends and family. I don't worry about the Sluts, not right now. I rush through the crowd to find him. The most important person in my life. He will always be the most important person in my life.
"Daddy!" I screech as I throw my arms around him and hug him tightly.
"I'm so proud of you, baby girl," he whispers in my ear as he hold me close.
"I love you, Daddy," I declare, breathing in his intoxicating scent.
"I love you, Kayla," Daddy replies.
My grandparents hug and congratulate me as well. Nicole and Maxine hug me before asking about the other girls. I blush as I hug Aunt Andrea and admit leaving them behind. I promise to be right back and rush off to gather up my Slut-sisters.
"Kayla! Over here!" Hazel calls out.
"There you are!" I shout as I rush over to meet Hazel and Marcia.
The three of us hold hands as we wade through the throngs of people. We eventually find Lexi and start looking for the fifth Slut-sister. Lexi cheers when we find the tall blonde in a passionate embrace with her boyfriend, Josh. The two of them are wrapped around each other, making out as if there is no one else in the world.
"Didn't get enough before?" Lexi yells.
"Oh, shut up!" Ashley blushes, breaking her lip lock with Josh.
"You're so lucky none of the teachers called you on that!" I point out.
"They didn't hear that much," Josh reasons, his face bright red. "And we left not long after."
"You're still lucky," Hazel giggles.
"You're never gonna live that down, you know?" Marcia raises an eyebrow. "It's coming up at the party and it's gonna be mentioned at our ten year reunion."
"Hey!" Ashley exclaims. "I'm not even the only Ashley in the graduating class and that's the only name anyone heard. There's no actual proof it was us."
"Maybe, but we know it was," Lexi snorts.
~Andrea~
Students are everywhere, hugging parents and siblings. I can't help but remember my kid's high school graduation. I smile fondly as we wait for Kayla to return with her friends. Fortunately, it isn't a long wait, with the five girls all holding hands as they approach their guests.
There's a big crowd as we congratulate the girls. They all look so happy. Guilt fills me for judging them so harshly. All five of them are wonderful young ladies. I just can't approve of what they're doing. Or, rather, what Steven is doing.
The graduates have their yearbooks and are passing them around while others take pictures. We take some pictures as well and I notice that some are already heading into the school to get their diplomas. Sighing, I turn back to the five girls and notice them crying as they hug each other, whispering words of affection. Grabbing my husband's arm, I drag him off to the side.
"Mike? Am I a monster?" I ask once we have a bit of privacy.
"Is this a trick question?" he frowns.
"No, idiot," I roll my eyes. "Am I a monster for how I'm treating the girls? Hazel is carrying our niece or nephew."
"Maybe a little, lately," Mark reluctantly admits.
"When did I get to be so judgmental?" I sigh. "I was so self-righteous before. Those girls are all wonderful. I'm actually a little jealous I don't have girlfriends I'm that close to."



"An eighteen year old involved with someone our age is definitely strange and most people wouldn't accept it," Mark begins carefully. "Still, does that make it wrong?"
"Not necessarily," I shrug.
"Exactly," he smiles. "They're happy. Let them decide what is right for their lives. Remember it wasn't just my grandma who didn't approve of us? Do you remember what you said?"
"I, well..." I bite my lip and look away.
"Come on, do you?" Mark pushes for an answer.
"I told her that if she didn't recognize what love looked like that maybe she should get her old biddy eyes checked," I sigh, "and if she ever wanted to see her great grandchildren when we had them she'd keep her hateful comments to herself."
"Something to think about," he gives me a tight smile.
I do think about it. Looking around, I see so many happy families. I also notice Steven glance at a couple as they embrace their daughter. I'm sure he's thinking about Aria and how she is supposed to be here. My baby brother. He practically stopped living when Aria died. He's not hurting these girls, and if they're helping him enjoy life again, who am I to judge?
"Mark?" I ask, turning toward my husband.
"Yes, honey?" Mark responds.
"I don't really approve, but I won't get in the way," I say slowly. "Maybe there's a way we can show them that."
"What are you suggesting?" he wonders.
"Let's get a hotel room for a couple of nights," I explain. "I don't want to think about our kids hooking up and I don't want to think about Steven fucking an eighteen year old. The kids want to go crazy over the weekend, let's get out of the way and let them."
"I think that's a great idea," Mark smiles, kissing me.
Holding hands, Mark and I return to the group. The girls are laughing and crying. The five of them are in a group hug and soon invite Nicole to join them. Now a group of six, the girls all exchange warm hugs and sweet words of encouragement.
"I love you all!" Kayla announces. "Sisters forever."
"Slut-sisters?" Lexi prompts.
"Real sisters," Kayla corrects, and the other girls agree.
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~Friday March 28, 2025~
"How do you want your steak cooked?" Megan asked, poking her head into Steven's office.
"Medium, please," he answered. "With a baked potato and broccoli."
"You got it," she nodded. "I'll place the order now."
"Thanks!" Steven smiled.
He sent a few final emails before shutting down his computer for the weekend. Unplugging his laptop, he slipped it into his bag so he could work from home on Monday. Steven, Leslie, and Camilla were the only members of The Gang of Eight who came into the office that day. Camilla and Leslie had thankfully already left, although they knew Steven was going to Megan's. There had been quite a bit of teasing, even though Steven insisted they were just friends.
Fortunately, Jane didn't seem upset anymore. She knew that her earlier reaction to Steven and Megan being friends had been completely unreasonable. The last couple weeks had been fairly smooth, with Jane telling Steven that she was now talking to Camilla and Leslie about her past. It was definitely a huge improvement.
"Ready?" Megan questioned, once again at his doorway, but this time wearing a long black coat.
Megan was as gorgeous as ever, the coat hugging her slim frame and somehow making her look even taller. The braid of the day was a heart half-up braid that hung down her back. Steven just saw it as two elegant braids that met at the back of her head to form one big braid. He might not know what it was called, but he knew Megan looked great.
"Yeah, I'm ready," he nodded, zipping up his coat and grabbing his bag.
Steven was sometimes able to forget just how rich Megan was. She had supreme confidence and was sometimes brutally honest, but there were people like that who couldn't buy a small state. Megan was fine with walking along the Manhattan streets and even took the subway with him. However, she always returned to the parking garage near the office where she parked her red luxury sports car.
It was truly a gorgeous car; well taken care of and clearly worth a fortune. Steven politely held open the driver side door for Megan before getting into the passenger seat. The interior of the car was incredibly nice and every inch of the vehicle proclaimed her wealth.
"Remembering your hatred of the rich?" Megan asked with a smirk.
"I don't hate the rich," he rolled his eyes.
"Whatever you say," she responded in a sing-song voice.
"I don't!" Steven exclaimed, turning in his seat to face her. "I just believe too much wealth hoarding is bad for everyone, not just the poor."
"Hoarding?" Megan wondered with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, yeah," he shrugged. "I mean, I understand net worth, I know your dad doesn't actually have one hundred eighty-one billion dollars laying around. Still, his life would not be any worse if his net worth was a tenth of what it currently is."
"I can't argue with that," she acknowledged. "Eighteen billion is more than enough to live one hell of a life."
"I just think that everyone who works hard deserves the dignity of a thriving wage, not just a living wage," Steven explained. "It really is good for everyone. The average person having more money lets them spend more money, keeping the economy healthy. If most people are just barely scraping by? They aren't spending on luxuries."
"Very true," Megan smiled, seemingly enjoying his rant.
"It's just horrible how people blame others for being poor," he sighed. "They should be asking why they aren't being paid what they're worth. And not all rich people are guilty of it. You treat your employees right, we're good."
"I know, I just like teasing you," Megan giggled.
"Thanks, I think," Steven chuckled.
"Enough of your crazy rants, let's go get food," she gestured at him to accompany her.
Megan drove them to the restaurant to pick up the takeout. Steven found it strange to be getting takeout before heading to a billionaire's home. He and Megan talked about their day during the short drive to West Village, the very expensive and exclusive area of Manhattan.
Megan's apartment was actually a three-story brick townhouse with a basement and a rooftop terrace. The ground level had two arched doors, one on either side of the large central arch that served as the garage. Using the remote, Megan raised the garage door and pulled the sports car inside.
"Whoa," Steven mumbled.
"That's it? That's all you have to say? 'Whoa?'" Megan teased as she shut the car off. "How smooth and charming."
"Why would I need to be smooth or charming?" he wondered, giving her a bewildered look.
"Because you're having dinner with a beautiful woman?" she countered.
"I am? Where is she?" Steven looked around, pretending to eagerly search for someone.
"Steven!" Megan gasped, swatting him on the thigh.
"Oh, you meant you?" he asked, his eyes widening in fake realization. "I guess you're okay, but you are my employer. And the arrogance is a bit of a turn-off."
"How do you ever get laid?" she grumbled.
"By being ruggedly handsome, I assume," Steven offered with an evil grin. "We're just buddies, I'm not trying to get laid. I can enjoy being an ass."
"I guess it's cute in its own way," Megan admitted.
"I get a free dinner and I don't have to put out, works for me," he laughed.
"Why would you think you don't have to put out?" she frowned in confusion. "Don't you know anything about dating? I bought you dinner, you at least owe me oral."
Steven was amazed that Megan could be so flirty with him. He kept reminding himself she was just playing around. They were friends, which was shocking enough. He was aware that Megan wasn't close to a lot of people, and she likely appreciated that she could laugh and joke with him. It was not easy for him to keep himself from imagining how amazing it would be to go down on her.
"I'll keep that in mind," Steven rolled his eyes before opening his door. "Are you ready to show off this amazing home, miss rich girl?"
"Food first, tour later," Megan laughed, grabbing his hand. "I'm hungry!"
Leading him through a side door, Megan led Steven up to the first floor. The first floor held the dining room and kitchen, as well as the living room and one of the home's four bedrooms. They removed their coats and left them in the kitchen. Megan grabbed a bottle of wine from the wine fridge and two glasses while Steven heated up their dinner in the microwave.
"My entire apartment could fit in this living room," Steven admitted while Megan walked by the wood-burning fireplace.
"Do you know where you are right now?" she asked with a grin as she grabbed the remote.
"A home that costs more than I'll make in my entire life?" he suggested, sitting at one of the various couches while unpacking the food onto the coffee table.
"No! Well, maybe," Megan sighed and shook her head. "I meant what's special about this home in particular?"
"Uh, I have no idea," Steven admitted as he opened the takeout containers.
"Someone very famous used to rent this place," she explained. "It even inspired a song."
"A song?" he repeated, trying to figure out what she was talking about.
"Famous pop star, known for writing breakup songs," Megan continued. "Ringing any bells? Tall, blonde. And one of her songs was written about this house. Or, rather, this street."
"Oh! This is the place?" Steven asked, looking around with interest.
"Yup!" Megan giggled, scooping up some mashed potatoes with her fork. "She only stayed here a few months."
Megan Bauer was not a household name, not really. Her father, Theodore Bauer was someone everybody had heard of. The last time Steven checked, Theodore was the eighth richest person in the world. If asked, most people would remember hearing that Theodore had a kid, maybe they knew he had a daughter. That was about it. Unless you were involved in the finance world, of course.
Steven knew she was connected and had been intimidated by it. Still, it was just then hitting him to what extent. A date? Yeah, right. He decided right then that he was a fucking idiot for ever even considering she might be interested in him. Megan was so far out of his league it was amazing she even knew he existed.
After putting some music on, Megan and Steven started eating their steak dinner over a glass of wine. Steven kept looking around the room. The room had a high ceiling and a very open floor plan. There were even floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked West Village.
"That was good, thank you," Steven said when he finished his meal.
"You're welcome," she smiled. "Ready for the tour?"
"Yeah, let's do it," he nodded.
They disposed of the takeout containers before Megan showed him around. A white marble staircase led them upstairs to a floor with two bedrooms, each with their own private terrace. One of the bedrooms was clearly for her son, Carter. They briefly looked in and Steven saw various toys, as well as posters of super heroes on the walls.
Megan's bedroom had a walk-in closet and her private terrace looked over a very famous Manhattan street, one made even more famous by the song. Her marble bathroom had an enclosed glass shower with a skylight. There was expensive artwork on the walls and a television mounted on the wall that looked like a small movie theater screen.
It was still pretty cold out in New York, so they only did a brief tour of the rooftop terrace. The terrace had its own fireplace and a view of downtown Manhattan. It wasn't dark yet, but Steven imagined there would be an amazing view of the night sky.
Megan saved the basement for last. The large basement had a gas fireplace and access to the backyard. There was also a nice lounge area and a complete home gym. The most shocking feature, however, had Steven staring at it with wide eyes.
"You have a swimming pool," he stated calmly. "You have a swimming pool in your basement."
"There's also a hot tub in my bathroom," Megan giggled. "It's a great place to relax with a book and sip on a glass of wine."
"Is the pool also for relaxation?" Steven asked as he admired the stunning setup. "Or to show off for guests?"
A tiled walkway allowed people to walk the length of the rectangular pool. The opposite side basically went up to the wall of the room. A gorgeous chandelier hung from the ceiling and there was a nice painting hanging on one of the walls. The elegant display was only slightly spoiled by all the pool toys in the corner, likely for Megan's son.
"I'm gonna ignore the second question," she snorted before answering. "A relaxing dip after a stressful day is amazing. Carter loves it, we play pool games. It's great for exercise, too. I have the home gym, too, but nothing beats swimming laps."
"Having your own pool does sound nice," he admitted.
"Thinking you wanna try and get rich?" Megan teased.
"Nah, I'll just live vicariously through you," Steven shrugged.
"Fine, then live. Let's go for a swim," Megan offered with a smile.
"I don't have a swimsuit," Steven responded. He was both hopeful and terrified of what she'd suggest in response.
"My dad stays in the guest bedroom sometimes, he left a bunch of clothes here," she said. "You can borrow one of his."
"I was not expecting to go swimming tonight, but sure!" he laughed, trying not to be disappointed.
Steven was not disappointed. Megan Bauer in a bikini was a vision of beauty that could render even the most confident man a speechless, drooling mess. The bikini was a deep, royal purple that looked great against her light skin. Her raven hair was unbounded, falling in a wave down her back and to her butt.
Standing in the presence of the benevolent goddess was making Steven feel like he was playing the part of the unworthy mortal, undeserving of gazing upon such perfection. Steven actually was quite confident in his appearance. He was only wearing a pair of swim trunks, allowing Megan a good look at his bare chest. His arms were muscular and his figure trim. A thin coating of hair covered his chest and his beard was close-cropped and clearly well-maintained. Steven was a shorter guy, but he knew he was attractive. Yet, Megan was so, so much more than just attractive.
Megan's body was absolutely flawless. Long, long legs that were toned and shapely. Hips with an ideal flare and a flat stomach. Her boobs were, well, amazing. Not many women had breasts that could compete with Jane's. Megan could compete. They were large and the perfect combination of sphere and cone shape. Straining against her string bikini top, her boobs rose and fell slightly with her breathing. Steven struggled to look away from them and gaze into her blue-gray eyes.
"Shall we?" she asked with a twinkle in those ruthless eyes.
"We shall," Steven nodded.
The pool wasn't huge, only thirty feet by fifteen feet. It was also around five-and-a-half feet deep. Steven had to stand on his toes so that water didn't get in his mouth while Megan was easily able to rest her feet on the floor of the pool. She splashed him with water while laughing at his predicament.
"You okay there, shorty?" Megan teased.
"We can't all be six feet tall!" Steven grumbled.
"I'm only five feet ten inches," she countered, shocking him by blowing a raspberry at him. "So, there!"
"That was childish," he smirked, splashing some water at her.
"I'm a mature adult," Megan replied primly.
"Almost always, yes," Steven laughed, smiling at the tall, beautiful woman. "Lately I've noticed you've been much more relaxed around me."
"I'm glad you noticed," she smiled. "I told you I only have a couple friends. I have to be serious and always in control. All day, every day. It's fucking exhausting."
"I can see that," he responded. "I like playing games with friends and not worrying about being a responsible adult."
"Exactly!" Megan nodded rapidly. "That's why I sometimes get fast food and like to do silly things. I just really can only do that with my son and my friend, Nell. Maybe you now, too?"
"I'd like that," Steven smiled. "You can be so intimidating, it's nice to see this side of you."
"Aw, you scared of me, Steve?" she batted her eyelashes at him.
"Yes," he admitted shamelessly. "Yes, I am."
"Mm, good," Megan growled. "That means you'll let me win."
"Win...?" Steven trailed off, a confused frown on his face.
With an evil grin, Megan threw herself at Steven and tackled him into the water. He wrapped his arms around her, dragging the tall woman under the water with him. They sank a few feet down before slowly returning to the surface. Looking at each other, Megan and Steven both started laughing before resuming their playful swim.
To Steven's surprise, he grew more and more comfortable with Megan as they swam. Sure, he had been able to joke with her before, but he was always aware of her status. Until then. Steven forgot he was in the home of his employer; a billionaire heiress set to inherit a one hundred eighty-one billion dollar fortune. She was just Megan and he was just Steven.
Megan challenged him to a race and proceeded to kick his ass. In his defense, Megan was the one with her own private pool. She had a lot more practice. There was some more light flirting, but it still felt like the kind of innocent flirting between friends of the opposite sex. Steven was sure it wouldn't ever go anywhere. Mostly sure. Was he sure? Wait, was she touching him more than was normal?
They swam for another hour or so before deciding to get out. Megan changed into casual pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. She gave Steven a t-shirt and sweatpants belonging to her father so that he wouldn't have to put his slacks and button-down back on.
"Thanks for this," Steven said as they watched television on one of her many living room couches while a fire burned in the ornate fireplace. "I needed to relax."
"You're welcome," Megan smiled. "I'm having a nice time, too."
"My other friends are all close with Jane, too," he continued. "They don't take sides, not really. Still, hanging out with them makes me think about everything."
"I understand," she whispered, placing her hand on his thigh for support as she scooted closer to him. "I'm happy to be your friend. I know I definitely need a friend, too."
"You must have plenty of friends," Steven reasoned, turning his head to look at her.
"You might think so, but no, not really," Megan shook her head. "We've talked about this before. Rich society women, trophy wives, corporate executives who want to get in my pants. Money is great, it really is. But it can be hard to know who actually likes you and who just likes what you can offer them."
"I never thought I'd find myself feeling any empathy for someone rich," he laughed and inclined his head. "Well played, Miss Bauer."
"Thanks," she giggled. "Anyway, that's why I pursued a friendship with you. You're genuine. You don't just see me as rich. Or sexy. You just see me. And you remind me of someone."
"Is that so?" Steven wondered.
"Yeah," Megan nodded. "Same first name and everything. Made me inclined to like you. Then you were as sincere as he was, as insightful."
"I thought you didn't have friends?" he teased.
"I have one or two, but he's not a friend," she sighed. "Pretty much my only regret. We met when my dad opened a branch on the west coast. Dad made him show me around. He made an impression. I gave him my cherry then ditched him. By the time I realized I really did want him in my life I thought it would be weird to look him up."
"You could, you know," Steven said. "You could look him up. You said he's genuine. That means he doesn't play games. Just be honest and tell him you were thinking of him and want to reconnect."
"Maybe," Megan let out a breath. She looked at him, clearly conflicted. "I was in Europe days after we met, freshly free of my virginity. I fucked my way across Europe, but none of the guys were anything like him. I ended up with a leaked sex tape and a positive pregnancy test for my troubles."
"I still can't imagine you in those situations," he admitted. "You're so in control, so strong. And you just mentioned your disdain for the guys who just want to get in your pants."
"I mean, I don't give it up to just anyone," she replied.
"No, I didn't mean it like that!" Steven said quickly.
"It's okay, I know you didn't," Megan giggled. "Guys always tried to pick me up at society parties and I hated how they treated women. In Europe? I don't know, I just wanted to rebel. I am in control and confident, for the most part. I wanted to rebel against my father and against him molding me in his image. Didn't quite work out that way."



"You turned out okay," he smirked. "Better than okay."
"Thanks," she smiled. "I think we'll both be just fine. We just need to figure out if you're getting together with Jane or moving on with your life."
"Easier said than done," Steven laughed.
Megan looked at him in silence for about thirty seconds before nodding. She then stood up and pulled Steven to his feet. The two of them were standing barely a foot apart, facing each other. Steven had to look up slightly to meet her eyes. Gorgeous eyes. Gorgeous eyes and a flawless face. She was breathtaking.
"Close your eyes," Megan was so close to him now; he was nervous, intimidated by her. "Just trust me."
Steven closed his eyes. That part he could do. It was himself he didn't trust. His judgment, his feelings. Did he love Jane? Truly love her? He still didn't know what happened to her, and whatever it was, it wasn't an excuse to treat him the way she had. Fuck, were Megan's lips getting closer?
"Don't think. Just feel," Megan's voice whispered softly as her fingernails brushed his biceps. "Imagine. Feel her fingertips running up your arms. Stroking the back of your neck. Feel your heart racing in your chest, the one you would choose over anyone else in the world standing in front of you. Her lips inches from yours. She's holding the back of your head, her nails lightly scratching your scalp. You can feel her gripping your bulging bicep."
Steven's brain was short circuiting as Megan's fingertips echoed her words. He couldn't think. Couldn't breathe.
"Quick. Who is it?" Megan asked, pulling on the hair at the back of his head.
"Jane. Kiss me!" Steven gasped, realizing what he said. "Shit, Megan!"
He opened his eyes, but it was not an angry woman looking back at him. It was a smug one.
"You're still hung up on her," Megan told him clearly. "You have some deep thinking to do about what you really want. But, maybe not now."
"What?" he frowned.
"Maybe you'll get together with her, maybe you won't," she explained. "Either way, it won't be now. My advice? Let her go for now. If she comes back to you, it's meant to be. If she doesn't, she was never yours."
"You're right," Steven nodded.
"I always am," Megan nodded sagely. "Now! Enough of this depressing shit! Let's make some popcorn and watch a movie."
Steven and Megan polished off a bowl of popcorn while watching a movie. It was a horror comedy that had them both laughing at all the over-the-top gore. Megan drove Steven home in her flashy car. She gave him a hug goodbye, watching him as he disappeared into his apartment building.
That night, Steven lay in bed as his thoughts raced. Jane dominated his mind for quite awhile. He missed her and he felt like a lovesick puppy. It was just that they were great together and he didn't understand why she couldn't let him in. He had to move on. At least for the time being, but possibly forever. Steven was getting older and he knew he wanted to find someone to settle down with soon.
Steven soon started thinking about the heiress. He had such a fun time with Megan and was afraid he was developing a bit of a crush on her. She was a strong, intelligent woman who wasn't afraid to be silly and joke around with him. Steven reminded himself that Megan would probably end up with some famous actor or the CEO to some other corporate empire. Maybe he should go to the bar and find a hook-up to really get over Jane? And Megan.
~Saturday April 12, 2025~
It was a Saturday evening and the bar was full of energy. People were drinking and laughing as soft music filled the air and dim lighting created a pleasing atmosphere. Theo and Noah were wearing jeans and t-shirts as they made their way over to the bar. Theo's shirt was tucked in to try and make his gut look a little less pronounced.
The source of the music was actually from a live band who were playing on stage. They were apparently a local group, but the guys had never heard of them before. A handful of people were on the dance floor, but it was still early and the dance floor would likely fill up soon.
"Okay, do you remember my advice?" Noah asked as he and Theo walked into the bar.
"Never accept a joint from someone named 'Chad?'" Theo replied.
"Not that part, dumbass," Noah retorted with a sigh.
"Stop trying so hard to be funny, don't get caught staring at her tits, and don't make dirty jokes," Theo listed off as they took seats at the bar.
"Very good," Noah nodded. "And when in doubt, let me do the talking. You're not ready to fly solo."
"You're right, dude. You're right," Theo agreed.
The bartender came over and the guys ordered beers. Noah sat back and relaxed, clearly at ease with everything. Theo was the exact opposite, unable to sit still in his stool as his eyes darted around the bar. Tables were occupied with people drinking and eating bar food.
"Relax," Noah advised. "This isn't your first time at a bar, we've done this plenty of times."
"Yeah, I just want to be able to stop fucking things up," Theo sighed.
"Well, we can start slow, right?" Noah asked. "We don't need to find two girls to take home. Let's just talk to people."
"Okay," Theo said before taking a sip of his beer.
A group of five from the nearby table got up and rushed over to the dance floor. They were all laughing as they shook their bodies. Theo sighed and looked down the bar, where he noticed a guy making out with a tall redhead. He noticed her red hair was definitely a dye job and not natural.
Theo started thinking about his female friends. The four girls from The Gang of Eight were the only female friends he had ever had. Sienna, the fiery redhead, such an amazing girl. Jane was a strong woman who was also a kind soul. Camilla was a gorgeous Latina with a free spirit. Leslie was the responsible one who loved music and was everybody's friend.
Closing his eyes, Theo let out a breath as he remembered his disastrous high school experience. Girls refusing to go out with him, calling him a loser. Getting shoved into lockers by members of the football team. His mother got so worried about him she made him go to therapy.
"Damn, lucky bastard," Noah commented, bringing Theo back to the present.
"Huh?" Theo frowned.
"Look," Noah gestured with his beer.
On the other side of the dance floor, a guy in his late-thirties was leading a blonde with big boobs over to the individual restroom. The one for a single occupant that had a lock. The guy had his hands on the girl's tits before they disappeared into the bathroom.
"That could never be my life," Theo commented.
"Sure it could," Noah countered, giving Theo a manly punch on the shoulder. "We just gotta work on your flirting skills and your overuse of the word 'dude.' Growing a beard might not hurt."
"What if that's not what I want?" Theo wondered.
"It's just a beard," Noah reasoned.
"Not that," Theo snorted. "What if I don't want to just nail a different girl every week?"
"Uh, then what do you want?" Noah frowned.
"I want what Conner and Leslie have," Theo answered.
"I think Conner's taken, man," Noah smirked.
"Fuck you, dude," Theo chuckled. "Just give me a nice girl who doesn't think I'm a loser and who I can really connect with."
"It's a nice idea, but life isn't that easy," Noah replied. "I'm not against finding someone, in fact, I'd love to. But, people suck. Sometimes you just need to get your rocks off."
"I guess..." Theo trailed off.
"What we're doing now will help either way," Noah insisted. "You need to learn how to talk to women if you want to meet one who's truly special to you."
"I can talk to the girls!" Theo exclaimed.
"Who tell you that you piss them off at least a dozen times a week," Noah stated flatly. "Don't worry about who you're gonna marry and have babies with right now. Take things one step at a time."
"Yeah, you're right," Theo acquiesced.
"I usually am," Noah smirked.
They people watched for a little while so Theo could relax. There were groups of friends dancing or sitting at tables to drink. Guys were out trolling for pussy with varying degrees of success. One couple was making out at the bar while several couples danced suggestively; one girl was grinding her ass back against her guy. Another pairing held each other close, the guy's hands on the girl's butt.
The restroom door eventually opens and the guys see the blonde and her guy emerge. Stumbling slightly on her heels, the blonde's short dress was in disarray and she had obvious sex hair. The guy had a satisfied grin on his face as he led his partner over to the bar and ordered them a couple of shots.
Noah was looking around for someone they could talk to when two giggling young women rushed up to the bar. The petite brunettes had similar faces, making Noah think they were sisters. Their light brown hair tumbled freely over their shoulders. Both ladies were adorable; short and slim with large boobs. Their builds reminded Noah of Sienna.
One of them was wearing a short, pleated skirt that fell to mid-thigh. Her spaghetti strap top was tight and exposed her belly button and quite a bit of cleavage. The second woman appeared to the younger of the two, and she was dressed in blue jeans and a black t-shirt. Noah's attention was drawn to the wording on the shirt; "I'm twenty-one: buy me a shot!"
A smirk crossed Noah's face as thoughts of the birthday girl wanting to celebrate raced through his head. Elbowing Theo, Noah nodded toward the girls. Theo didn't get it at first, so Noah mouthed a suggestion for Theo to offer to buy the young lady a shot. It took Theo a couple minutes to work up the courage and it was very lucky the bartender hadn't made it over to them.
"Happy birthday!" Theo finally called out, drawing the attention of both girls. "I'll buy you a shot!"
"Thanks!" the birthday girl smiled, showing off her cute dimples. "That's so nice!"
"Is, ah, is today your actual birthday?" Theo asked while he and Noah moved their stools closer to the girls.
"Yes!" she giggled, bouncing slightly in her seat. "This is the third and last stop on my bar crawl."
"Happy birthday," Noah interjected, leaning forward to look around Theo so he could see the girls. "I'm Noah, this is Theo. Theo, don't be rude, offer the other lovely lady a drink."
"Hi, Noah," the older girl purred, her brown eyes sparkling in approval as she looked past her sister and admired Noah's handsome face. "I'm Harper, and this is my baby sister, Luna."
"We're Irish twins!" Luna declared. "Harper will be twenty-two next month."
"Nice to meet you both," Noah inclined his head charmingly.
"H-how about we buy a round of shots for us?" Theo offered.
"Great idea, bud," Noah happily agreed. "Do you ladies like whiskey?"
"I like everything," Luna laughed as Harper stood up and walked over to Noah.
"Hm, whiskey's good, but I was thinking something more fun," Harper purred as she placed her hands on Noah's shoulders.
"What did you have in mind?" Noah inquired, smiling at the gorgeous brunette.
"A slippery nipple," Harper leaned over to whisper into Noah's ear before taking a seat beside him.
"Do you even know what that is?" Luna playfully asked her sister. "Or can you just not keep your legs closed?"
"Irish cream and sambuca," Harper quickly answered.
"Impressive," Noah nodded.
"Sorry about my sister," Luna said to Theo. "She's a shameless flirt."
"I'm sure Noah will be safe with her," Theo laughed.
"I hope not," Noah replied smoothly.
The bartender soon approached and Noah ordered a round of shots for their group of four. Luna and Harper got carded before the bartender brought over the shots. They held up their glasses, clinking them together and downing the alcohol. The guys then bought the two girls mixed drinks while they ordered two more beers.
Harper was hanging all over Noah and they got along great, with both of them having very outgoing personalities. Luna was also pretty outgoing and she could tell that Theo was nervous. She didn't seem to care, clearly just here to have a great time and enjoy her twenty-first birthday.
Noah quickly realized that conversation was more difficult when they were sitting in a line at the bar. He wanted to keep helping Theo, so he suggested the four of them move to a table. Normally he would have suggested dancing, but that was not Theo's strong point. Of course, neither was flirting, but it beat dancing.
Theo gave Noah a big grin and a thumbs-up as they walked toward a table. Noah motioned for Theo to keep playing it cool. Following Noah's lead, Theo pulled out Luna's chair so she could sit down. The guys then joined the ladies to chat and drink.
At the request of the girls, Theo and Noah explained their jobs and told them about being roommates. Harper and Luna shared a small apartment together and neither of them had gone to college. Luna worked in retail and Harper was a server at a popular restaurant chain.
"I need another shot," Luna announced at one point.
"Body shots this time?" Noah suggested with a smirk.
"You're bad!" Harper giggled, swatting Noah on the shoulder. "How about you boys get us another round of slippery nipples and maybe I'll show ya a nipple."
"Harper!" Luna gasped and blushed.
"You weren't lying, she is a flirt," Theo teased.
"How about a down payment?" Noah asked smoothly, his gaze never leaving Harper's.
"Will this do?" Harper questioned as she sat up and pulled her shirt and right bra cup down, exposing her large boob.
"Whoa," Theo gasped, his eyes wide.
"We'll get your drinks," Noah stated, getting to his feet while Harper fixed her shirt.
The guys headed for the bar to get the shots, both of them hopeful. Luna and Harper were fun and friendly; it was clear they were looking for a good time. Noah once again gave Theo a few pointers before ordering the shots. Theo glanced back at the girls and saw they were whispering to each other with big grins on their faces.
"Sorry about my slutty sister," Luna said to Theo when the guys returned.
"There's nothing at all to apologize for," Theo replied with a smile.
"I'm sure he enjoyed the view as well," Harper smirked, accepting her drink.
"Cheers!" Noah declared, holding up his shot.
"Are you gonna pay up for your drink, Luna?" Harper asked.
"I have a t-shirt on, I can't just give a quick flash," Luna argued.
"Just your company is reward enough," Theo smiled.
"Yeah, thanks for ending your bar crawl with us," Noah added, thrilled that Theo was actually being somewhat charming.
"Shit, we probably should get going soon," Luna admitted, downing the last of her mixed drink. "Maybe we can get your numbers so we can hang out again?"
"That would be great," Theo said quickly.
The group exchanged numbers and added each other on social media. Noah and Harper were really flirting heavily and Theo thought the girls might actually change their plans. Theo was getting along with Luna, but she didn't seem like she was too crazy about him.
"Harper, you did promise we could get blackout drunk at home," Luna reminded her sister.
"Right!" Harper exclaimed, glancing around the bar. "We wanted to get her completely wasted in a safe environment."
"Smart," Theo nodded.
"Sorry to see you go, but you do have a birthday to celebrate," Noah sighed. "We'd love to see you two again."
"You're not quite done seeing us now," Harper purred, standing up and offering her hand to her sister. "C'mon, you said you wanted a wild birthday; let's be wild!"
Harper led the four of them through the bar until they reached the front door. Theo was confused, but Noah gestured to him to not ask any questions. They soon ended up in the alley next to the bar and Harper continued taking the lead as she had the two guys stand against the brick wall.
Grabbing the back of his head, Harper shoved her tongue in Noah's mouth as he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close. Luna blushed slightly as she approached a wide-eyed Theo. The birthday girl giggled cutely as she stood on her toes to kiss Theo.
Theo could taste the alcohol on Luna's breath as she pushed her tongue between his lips. He placed his hands on her waist, afraid of taking things too far, too fast. Noah had no such reservations and grabbed Harper's ass, holding her small body against him.
"Mm," Luna moaned, clearly enjoying her kiss with Theo as she pressed her chest against him.
Noah and Harper were really getting into it, and Noah soon slid his hand up her skirt. His fingers pushed her panties aside so he could rub her clit. Harper was moaning into Noah's mouth as he fingered her. Her hand gripped his wrist, encouraging him to keep touching her.
It took time, but Theo slowly grew more bold. Listening to Harper's moans was a huge turn-on and Theo's hands slowly slid up Luna's sides. He was thrilled that Luna didn't pull away when he felt her breast from outside her t-shirt. Things were going great. Theo couldn't believe he hadn't screwed things up.
"Fuck, that was good," Harper husked after Noah got her off. "I think it's time I returned the favor. What do you think, Luna? How about a suck-off?"
"A 'suck-off?'" Luna laughed, placing a hand over her mouth as her face turned red.
"It'll be fun!" Harper argued, her hands resting on Noah's chest. "Some wild sister bonding."
"Fuck it, fine," Luna blushed and shook her head.
Theo wasn't nearly as experienced as Noah, but even he knew to keep his mouth shut and not ruin his chance. The two guys were standing side-by-side against a brick wall of the dark alley. They both watched as the ladies squatted in front of them and used hair elastics to put their hair into ponytails.
"BJ hair," Harper explained to Noah.
"Smart," Noah laughed.
Moving as one, the girls unbuttoned the guys' jeans and yanked them down, freeing two penises. Theo was looking down at Luna as she smirked up at him and started jacking him off. Harper was doing the same for Noah, briefly stopping to reach into her bra and pull out her breasts.
"Don't be a prude, Luna, take your tits out," Harper said.
"Sure, fine. Titty-show, it is," Luna giggled, lifting her t-shirt and bra, allowing her slightly-larger breasts to fall free.
Noah reached out and started lightly massaging one of Harper's boobs. Theo followed his lead and was soon happily groping Luna. Her tits were big and they felt amazing in his hands. Luna moaned slightly when Theo tweaked one of her nipples.
The girls were ready and opened their mouths, leaning forward to each take a hard cock between their lips. They gripped the guys' thighs as they started bobbing their heads back and forth. Squatting in a filthy alley, Luna and Harper sucked dick, their boobs out and proud.
"Shit, shit!" Theo gasped, grabbing Luna's head as his face turned red.
"Mm, hurk!" Luna coughed as she instinctively swallowed the first burst of semen.
Theo held her head tightly, his face scrunched up as he unloaded in Luna's mouth. His eyes were wide as he watched and felt her swallow. Luna got over her surprise quickly and was mostly able to mange the load, although a few drops of white still leaked from the corners of her mouth.
"Fuck, I'm so sorry," Theo mumbled, looking horrified at how fast he came.
"It happens, she is really hot," Noah reasoned, embarrassed for his friend.
"That was fast," Luna commented after pulling off him, coughing slightly as she held his softening prick. "Warn a girl next time you're gonna shoot, okay?"
"Sorry," Theo said again.
"Don't feel bad," Harper pulled off Noah to say. She was stroking his shaft while looking over at Theo. "Maybe Luna can get you hard and off again before I make Noah cum?"
"Sounds like fun," Noah readily agreed.
"Challenge accepted," Luna laughed, squeezing her boobs together and wriggling her body for Theo's viewing pleasure.



"You're on, slut!" Harper giggled before returning to her task.
Luna was doing her best to get Theo hard again. She whispered dirty comments about how great his cum tasted and how she wanted more. She massaged his balls, she kissed his tip. She even lifted her body so she could rub his dick all over her boobs.
"That's it, babe, suck my dick," Noah husked, mauling Harper's tits as she blew him.
"Glug! Glug! Glug!" Harper gurgled as she sucked him hard and fast.
Harper clearly knew how to suck dick. She was taking Noah deep in her throat, rolling her eyes up to meet his while gagging on his cock. Her fingers teased his inner thigh as her other hand massaged his balls. She even took him out of her mouth so she could suck on his nuts for a couple minutes.
It didn't take too long before Theo was starting to harden again. Luna lifted her body so she could place his dick between her breasts and give him a titty-fuck. She sucked one of his fingers into her mouth, moaning up at him as she gave him the sexiest look she could.
"Can I please suck your cock?" Luna asked, giving him a fake-innocent expression. "Please? I want it!"
"Y-yes," Theo nodded quickly.
Then he was back in Luna's mouth, which was incredible. Luna's fingernails scratched his thighs as she started enthusiastically blowing him again. Theo's hands returned to her breasts, squeezing the large mounds and pressing them together for his enjoyment.
The back alley was filled with the sounds of two girls gagging and moaning around the hard dicks in their mouths. The guys were grunting happily as they enjoyed their blowjobs. Fortunately, no one else was coming out back, giving them the privacy they needed for their activities.
As he got closer, Noah wrapped Harper's ponytail around his fist so he could roughly fuck her face. Harper let her mouth hang open, making the sexiest noises as cock slammed down her throat and drool rand own her chin. Noah was close, using both hands to push his erection all the way in until his balls rested against Harper's chin.
"About to cum," Noah warned. "I'm gonna cum in your little mouth."
"Mm! Mm! Mm!" Harper hummed, nodding up at Noah while she sucked as hard as she could.
Noah grunted, his legs shaking slightly as he started cumming in Harper's mouth. She hummed happily, squirming slightly in his grasp. The instant he released her head, Harper pulled off Noah and gaped her mouth to show off the semen on her tongue.
"Fuck, that's hot!" Noah commented as Harper closed her mouth and tilted her head back, swallowing him down.
"I know," Harper giggled cutely.
Harper and Noah watched Luna blow Theo for a couple minutes. Theo just came, so he was able to last longer than usual. His breathing slowly grew more and more rapid as Luna drew him to the edge. He remembered at the last second to warn Luna, giving her barely a second to prepare for his second ejaculation.
"That was fun," Luna commented after swallowing.
"You girls were amazing," Noah grinned as he zipped up.
"You really were," Theo gasped.
"I really, really want to invite you back to our place," Harper sighed, glancing at Luna. "But, I promised Luna we'd have drunken sister time tonight."
"We understand," Noah nodded. "Can we see you two again?"
"We'll see," Luna shrugged, putting her boobs away. "Shoot us a text and play your cards right."
"You're on," Noah laughed.
~Monday April 21, 2025~
"Sienna, Sienna, Sienna!" Camilla squealed, rushing into the redhead's cubicle just as she was starting up her computer for the day.
"What, what, what?" Sienna replied, spinning her chair around to look at the Latina with an incredulous expression.
"Come with me right now!" Camilla ordered, grabbing the redhead's hand and dragging both her and the chair.
"Okay, okay! Calm the fuck down!" Sienna said in exasperation, getting to her feet and letting Camilla lead.
They dodged people, cubicles, and the giant printer as they rushed toward the offices. It was the day after Easter, so a good number of people were working remotely, just not everyone. Megan Bauer's office was the largest and right in the middle of the row, but she wasn't in it. On one side was Steven's office, which was clearly occupied. The office on the other side wasn't assigned to anyone. That appeared to have just changed.
Megan was standing in front of the open office door talking with a man who looked like he just walked off the cover of a woman's romance novel. Standing at well over six feet tall with a muscular frame, the man had chiseled features and was wearing a tailored suit. Appearing to be in his late-twenties or early thirties, he was incredibly handsome. He had raven hair, a cleft chin, and brown eyes.
He shook hands with Megan, the charming smile on his face showing off his dimples. Megan nodded to him before turning and heading back into her office. Sienna and Camilla were not the only girls staring as the guy walked into his new office. Camilla even let out a small moan while admiring his butt.
"Holy shit!" Sienna hissed, turning to Camilla with wide eyes.
"I know!" Camilla replied.
"He's pantie-dropping hot!" Sienna gasped.
"Mm, I'd suck off his dad to taste the recipe," Camilla added quietly.
"That's Nolan Reed level of sexiness right there," Sienna practically moaned.
"Nolan and that guy can both pee on me," Camilla commented.
"That's gross," Sienna scrunched her nose.
"Fine, I'll talk about getting double-teamed by Nolan Reed and the new guy," Camilla offered. "Fuck, I'd love for them to DP me."
The two girls talked about the new guy for a few more minutes, both of them seriously considering trying to catch his attention. Sadly, they couldn't drool over him all day. They reluctantly returned to their cubicles and got to work. The morning went by slowly, but it was soon lunchtime.
While the place wasn't very crowded, every member of The Gang of Eight was working from the office. With the exception of Conner, of course, who wasn't employed by Sphinx. Camilla, Sienna, and Leslie were all talking about the new guy, happy to learn that Jane knew a bit about him. A perk of working in human resources.
His name was Logan Barrett. Megan had hired him as the new director of marketing to replace the woman who left not long after the acquisition. All part of her plan to expand the business. It was Logan's job to make sure Sphinx was the first name that came to mind when a company needed help with bookkeeping or accounting. Sienna and Camilla both sighed softly when Jane mentioned that he apparently moved to the United States from England when he was a child. He still had a bit of an English accent.
"We should call immigration," Theo grumbled at one point.
The seven friends got back to work after their breaks, each focused on their various duties. Leslie actually had a meeting with Megan and was shut in her office for about an hour. Not long after, Jane knocked on the door of Steven's office.
"Can we talk?" Jane asked.
"Sure, what's up?" Steven wondered, inviting her in.
"Molly's in therapy, too," Jane said once she sat down.
"Okay..." he trailed off, unsure where this was going.
"My sister and I have been talking a lot," Jane continued. "About our childhood and the issues stemming from it."
"Makes sense," Steven nodded.
"I need to learn to open up," she sighed. "To do that with you, we need to be friends. Good friends."
"I remember what we agreed to," he told her.
"Good," Jane nodded. "I'm sorry for how I've acted. I know I was a bitch, and I have to be a bitch again. It's the only way I can get my head on straight."
"You're not a bitch," Steven insisted.
"Yeah, hold that thought," she winced.
"Why?" he asked.
"It was Molly's idea, I don't really want to go," Jane said quickly. "She talked me into it. Nothing's gonna happen. But, ah, I agreed to a blind date with a guy she knows on Friday."
Steven and Jane looked at each other in silence. Jane hated what she had done, part of her wanting to just forget about all of this and start something with him. She couldn't. Not yet. She had to take care of herself first. Steven was heartbroken, but he remembered Megan's advice.
"Okay, thank you for telling me," Steven responded.
"That's it?" Jane frowned.
"What more do you want?" he questioned. "We can't date each other right now and I respect that. Am I jealous? Yes, but this is where we are. I'm not going to make things more difficult than they need to be."
"It really is just a date," she clarified. "I'm sure it won't lead anywhere."
"I hope you have a nice time," Steven said.
They talked for a couple more minutes about random, inconsequential topics until Jane made her excuses and left to get back to work. Steven through himself into financial statements and spreadsheets to distract himself. It didn't work for long.
"How goes it?" Megan asked, popping her head in around 3:30PM.
"Jane has a date," Steven answered.
"Oh, shit!" she gasped. "You need to talk?"
"No, I need to not think about it," he replied.
"Then is it okay if I change the subject?" Megan wondered, giving him a teasing grin. "You know, away from the thing you brought up."
"Please do," Steven said.
"I need a favor," she told him.
"I'll need more information," he responded as Megan walked in and shut the door. "Stay late to prepare for some big meeting? Sure. Help you bury a body in the basement? Maybe."
"Interesting that being an accessory to a murder is a maybe," Megan giggled.
"So, which is it?" Steven inquired.
"Something that's somewhere in between, I guess," she shrugged. "I need a date to a charity event on May thirty-first. Wanna escort a lady?"
"Really?" he asked, shocked.
"Why do you sound so surprised?" Megan frowned. "I don't feel like fending off losers who wanna do me and you'll make halfway decent arm candy."
"I just never imagined going to an event like that," Steven shrugged. "I've never been friends with someone rich or famous."
"Well, now you have a friend who is rich AND famous," she stated confidently. "You're my friend and I would love for you to go with me. I won't have to hear some rich asshole comment on how great my video is."
"You really make them sound horrible," Steven winced. "I'm sorry you have to deal with that."
"I won't if you take me," Megan batted her eyelashes.
"As long as I won't be out of place," he grinned.
"I think you'll be fine," she smiled. "I can teach you which one the shrimp fork is."
"I know how to use utensils!" he gasped, glaring at her in mock outrage. "It isn't the fanciness that is tough for me. A bunch of rich assholes pretending to care about people by giving to a charity that wouldn't even need to exist if not for them?"
Steven and Megan had well-established banter by that point. Megan would make fun of his height and Steven would retaliate with comments about her privileged upbringing. Neither of them meant it. Well, Steven kind of meant the comments about rich people who weren't Megan.
"Ouch!" Megan laughed. "Aren't you in a mood!"
"Sorry, I'm just kidding. Mostly," he smirked. "I'd love to go. Uh, will your father be there?"
"Yes. Yes, he will be," she nodded with an evil grin. "And he'll want to know all about the handsome man who has me on his arm."
"Is this some sort of revenge?" Steven winced.
"It wasn't until you made that comment about rich assholes," Megan stuck her tongue out. "You'll have to rent a tux."
"Damn," he laughed as Megan left his office.
Steven got back to work typing up a presentation for Logan Barrett. The marketing director needed some solid numbers he could present; data that proved Sphinx had a history of helping companies fix their books and save money. A lot of companies were hesitant to spend heavily on accounting since it didn't directly generate revenue.
People were leaving around the same time. Steven, Jane, and Camilla were talking in the hallway when Logan Barrett walked by. Camilla looked like she was about to start drooling when the guy shook Steven's hand and said he looked forward to their meeting.
"Jane, right?" Logan smiled, turning on the charm.
"Yes," Jane nodded.
"Thanks for helping me get set up this morning," Logan said.
"My pleasure," Jane replied politely. "Welcome to Sphinx."
"Believe me, the pleasure is all mine," Logan grinned, his eyes boring into Jane's.
"Hi! I'm Camilla!" Camilla interjected.
"Nice to meet you," Logan responded. "Have a good night, ladies. Steven."
Camilla was staring at Logan's ass as he walked away. Steven was staring at his back as if hoping just the intensity of his gaze would make the guy spontaneously combust. Jane just looked sad and conflicted, her emotions a mess as the desire to go home and hide consumed her.
"Theo was right, we should call immigration," Steven grunted.
Steven was laying in bed that night, tossing and turning as he struggled to get to sleep. Unable to drift off, he finally decided he needed to relieve some tension. Tossing the covers off his body, he grabbed his phone and opened a private browser window.
He browsed various porn sites, unable to find anything that really got his attention. There was a popular new porn star named Cherry Angel who was incredibly gorgeous. Steven couldn't get into her videos and eventually gave up on her.
Porn was not keeping his attention at all. Instead of getting aroused, he found himself looking at the buttons beneath the video player. Steven wondered why porn videos always had an option to share them to social media. Showing his family and friends what he was watching did not seem like a smart option.
He guessed the share link was for people who had fake social media accounts to follow porn stars. That app, SeeMe was really popular these days. It let guys interact more with women who were selling nudes and sex tapes. Steven let out a breath as he realized he had just lost another hour of sleep.
A part of him was tempted to open the folder with the nudes Jane had sent him. He resisted the temptation, not wanting to remind himself of those feelings. He knew that he was being an idiot, he had to move on. Still, he had been friends with benefits with Jane for a year. That was his longest relationship, even though it wasn't a relationship.
Going on a date was probably a good idea, but there wasn't really anyone Steven wanted to ask out. Other than Megan, who was out of his league. She just needed someone to accompany her to that charity event. It wasn't a date. It couldn't be a date. And he also couldn't find someone to have sex with tonight, so it was a problem for another day.
Steven ended up doing something he was ashamed of. He told himself that she had personally confirmed she was okay with the release. It wasn't like he was violating a woman by looking at revenge porn she didn't want on the internet. It was okay, right?
Giving in, he started searching the internet for what he wanted. It wasn't hard to find; there were some things even billionaires couldn't do. Completely erasing something from the internet was one of those things. It was hidden well enough that it probably wouldn't be found by accident, but anyone who knew it existed could track it down.
Steven started with the pictures. They were amateur photographs taken with a phone. Several of them also had text across the picture, flirty questions or sayings. A few had very dirty comments, while others were more suggestive photographs with the promise of more.
Megan's breasts were as perfect as he imagined. Her nipples were a light pink. She was eighteen in the photos, younger than the twenty-five year old Megan he knew. However, Megan only got more beautiful with age. The maturity in her current appearance made her even more appealing.
The pictures were making him incredibly hard and he pushed down his boxer briefs to free his erection. There were all kinds of images; Megan holding her bare boobs together and blowing a kiss at the camera, Megan laying in bed and showing off her butt, Megan's reflection in the mirror. There were a lot of shots of her tits, a few of her butt, and several of her clean-shaven vulva. Megan had delicate labia; a pretty pink pussy that he longed to bury his face in.
Finally, he turned to the sex tape. It was an amateur video that was a couple hours long. It started out in a luxurious suite. Megan was laying in bed wearing a white bathrobe while sipping on a glass of wine. She was smiling while talking to a guy who was clearly recording her with his phone. The guy was speaking English, but with a thick French accent.
Andre Durand was a very famous French actor who lived in Paris. He was quite a bit older than Megan, being in his late-thirties when the sex tape was made. Andre was over six feet tall with a slim, athletic build. He had raven hair and blue eyes.
"Stop playing with your phone and come play with me," Megan suggested, her eyes twinkling as she placed her wine glass on the bedside table.
"How about you give me a little show first?" Andre said from behind the camera.
"A show, huh?" Megan giggled, sitting up and brushing her long raven hair back. Steven noticed her hair wasn't quite as long back then.
Steven once again had the thought that Megan was truly a benevolent goddess as she got out of bed. The raven-haired beauty sashayed toward the camera with a sultry expression as she dropped her robe and revealed her nude frame in all its glory. Those blue-gray eyes were filled with lust as she smiled at the camera with her hands on her hips.
Megan got on her knees. Steven started masturbating as he watched her suck dick. The sight was incredibly enticing. She was moaning loudly, her lips stretched wide around the cock in her throat. Those enchanting eyes were looking up at the camera as she gave head while playing with herself.
"Suck that dick, you dirty slut!" Andre hissed, thrusting his hips.
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!" Megan gurgled, drool running from her lips.
The recording was shaking, which wasn't surprising since the famous actor was holding his phone with one hand while getting a blowjob. Andre reached out with his other hand to roughly grope Megan before slapping her tits. He then grabbed a fistful of her hair and pushed her down on his dick, gagging her.
Steven was shocked at how rough the guy was being, but Megan seemed to be enjoying herself. She fingered her pussy until she came, she licked his balls, she gave him a titty-fuck. When Andre was ready to cum, Megan took him between her lips and let him shoot in her mouth. She then showed the camera the cum in her mouth before swallowing it all down.
"Get up on the bed," Andre ordered, "I wanna watch you play with yourself."
Hopping to her feet, Megan moved quickly to comply. Steven admired her naked ass as the tall woman walked over to the bed. Laying in bed with her head on the pillow, Megan giggled as she adjusted herself until she was comfortable. A small moan escaped her lips when she touched her womanhood.
Andre started giving her instructions from behind the camera. He told her to rub her clit, to squeeze her tit, to finger herself. Megan was squirming in bed as she played with herself. Steven loved it when Andre told Megan to suck her pussy juice from her fingers.
The camera moved rapidly for a couple minutes as Andre set it up so he didn't have to hold it any longer. Once his phone was stable and aiming at the bed, Andre rushed over, finally bringing his full body into the video. He was fit and handsome, and Steven understood why he was so popular with the ladies.
Climbing up on the bed, Andre knelt beside Megan so he could feel her fantastic body while she masturbated. He squeezed her tits and ran his hands along her side. He even pulled her hand out of the way and grabbed her leg, spreading Megan open so the camera could get a great shot of her pink center.



Playing with Megan's body while she got herself off resulted in Andre getting hard again quickly. Kneeling beside Megan's head, he slapped her face with his cock as she moaned. He squeezed her big tit while rubbing his dick on her face, occasionally pushing the head into her mouth for her to suck on.
Megan soon brought herself to orgasm, her back arching while she made the cutest gasps and groans. Andre finally couldn't wait any longer to get inside her and mounted the heiress. She wrapped her arms around him and gasped when he pushed into her pussy and started fucking her in missionary.
Steven had no desire to watch Andre's naked ass as the actor humped Megan, so he jumped forward in the video. Thankfully, the couple switched to reverse cowgirl next, letting Steven get a great view of Megan's body as she got fucked. He could see Andre's dick piston in and out of Megan's little pussy as she panted and tugged on her nipples.
The sex tape was actually several hours long. The couple spent the entire night having sex and Megan managed to get the guy off a half-dozen times. Andre's second orgasm approached as Megan was riding him like a cowgirl. He shoved her off him and straddled her chest so he could fuck her tits before pulling back and spraying the huge, heaving mounds.
Bringing the camera over, Andre filmed as Megan sucked on her tits, lapping the cum off her nipples. Andre did finally eat Megan out after she cleaned up. She held his head to her crotch, encouraging him to lick her pussy and suck on her clit. Andre seemed to know what he was doing, making the heiress cum hard.
The sex tape got more intense. Andre fucked Megan in various positions; missionary, doggystyle, cowgirl. They even got out of bed so the tall actor could hold Megan against the wall, slamming himself into her while she wrapped her long legs around his waist. Steven's favorite was when he fucked her doggystyle while her face looked directly into the camera. Her sexy moans and intense expressions were a huge turn-on. He could even see her huge boobs jiggling on her chest as Andre took her from behind.
Andre Durand clearly loved rough sex. He regularly called Megan a slut or a whore, demanding she beg for his cock and cum. Steven even heard him call her a bitch a couple of times. He was physically rough as well, ordering Megan into positions and pulling on her when she didn't move fast enough. Andre pulled her hair, he spanked her, he slapped her tits and even her face one time while they were in missionary.
Megan did not seem to have any complaints. She eagerly complied with every demand, announcing several orgasms throughout the tape. Steven had trouble reconciling this submissive sex kitten with the powerful woman he knew. He did remind himself that Megan was eighteen in the video, still finding her own way. And Andre was in his late-thirties, it made some sense. Also, Steven knew powerful women could sometimes love a man to take charge in the bedroom.
Steven jumped through various parts of the video as he jacked off. His eyes widened when Megan loudly demanded Andre fuck her up the ass. The beautiful woman looked into the camera, baring her teeth and grunting as Andre fucked her butt. Holding her hips tightly, he came up her ass before grabbing his phone and recording a shot of Megan's gaping asshole.
Holy shit. The video was shocking. When Megan Bauer wanted to rebel, she rebelled. He guessed it was fairly typical; she lost her virginity then kind of went wild. After that, she had her fill of craziness and embraced her professional life. The fact that she was still able to effortlessly command such authority in the business world was a testament to her strength. Steven was impressed.
After anal, Megan insisted on a shower. Andre recorded as Megan soaped up her amazing body. She rolled her eyes at the camera while washing her boobs. Blowing a kiss at Andre, she ran her hands along her body and waggled her eyebrows, trying to entice him.
"You need to wash up," Megan told him. "That thing was up my ass, if you expect me to suck on it again you have to clean it."
"Not an unreasonable request," Andre laughed, setting up his phone before joining Megan in the shower.
Andre cleaned himself up and Megan did end up sucking him in the shower. The two of them then returned to the bedroom to have more sex. The video ended with a close-up of Megan's pretty face. She was giggling into the camera, her face absolutely covered in cum.
Steven went back in the video until he found the part where Megan was getting fucked doggystyle while looking into the camera. He watched her tits bounce at first, but it was her stunning face that held his attention. He came all over his hand and crotch when Megan's face contorted in orgasmic pleasure.
Guilt consumed him as he lay in bed while browsing the comments on the video. The people commenting were absolutely horrible; they called Megan every name in the book as they made fun of her. Steven felt surprisingly protective of his friend, rage building within him as people said sex was all she was good for.
A lot of people had pretty wild sex lives. In the twenty-first century, what Megan had done wasn't even really outside the norm. The only difference was that it got posted online and she was famous. People really were judgmental assholes.
Resisting the urge to text Megan and apologize, Steven placed his phone back on his bedside table and settled into bed. While trying to fall asleep, Steven remembered that Megan's son was born in early April. Based on that, it was possible that Andre Durand was the father. He fell asleep wondering if that was true.
~Friday April 25, 2025~
Steven's friends agreed that he should go out. Camilla and Sienna suggested bringing him to a movie while Leslie and Conner invited him to dinner. Instead, Steven took Noah and Theo up on their offer to go to the club. It wasn't what he would normally go with, but if he was to truly move on he should try some dancing and flirting.
Theo and Noah apparently invited a couple of girls they had met recently, sisters named Harper and Luna. When it turned out that the girls had plans, Camilla and Sienna also opted out. Conner decided to stay in with Leslie so that the three single guys could try meeting some ladies.
Jane's date was dinner and the club scene didn't become active until much later. As a result, Jane was home from her date before Steven even went out. He finished getting ready for the evening while exchanging texts with Jane to find out about her evening.
Jane: I'm home.
Steven: How did it go?
Jane: Fine. I probably won't see him again.
Steven: You didn't like him?
Jane: He was nice enough, but there was no spark or anything.
Steven: Sorry.
Jane: It's fine. I was uncomfortable, which showed me I have a lot more to work on.
Steven: Makes sense.
Jane: I didn't kiss him or anything.
Steven: You don't owe me an explanation.
Jane: Well, you got one anyway. :P
Steven: Thank you.
Jane: You're welcome. Ready for your night out?
Steven: Just about, yeah.
Jane: Just remember the golden rules!
Steven: And what are those?
Jane: Make sure she's on the pill and NEVER stick your dick in crazy.
Steven: I may have already ruined that second one with you. ;)
Jane: Oh! Harsh! I like it, I'm glad we can joke about this stuff.
Steven: Me, too. I might dance a bit, but I'm not sticking my dick anywhere tonight.
Jane: Way to disappoint all the ladies at the club!
Steven: I think they'll survive. :P
Jane: Maybe. Maybe not. Some time a girl just needs some dick.
Steven: Noah will be there, they'll be fine.
Jane: Either way, just have fun, okay?
Steven: I'll do my best.
Jane: That's all I ask.
Letting out a breath, Steven set his phone on his kitchen table before smiling happily. Jane was not his girlfriend, she had never been his girlfriend; he had no right to be jealous. Feelings didn't care about logic or rights. He knew he had to move on, he was just glad he had a little more time before Jane got serious with someone.
Just as he was putting his shoes on, Steven's phone went off again. He smiled when he realized it was a text from Megan. Things weren't awkward between them at all, even though he had seen her sex tape. Megan still didn't know and Steven felt guilty about it, but had decided against telling her. He didn't want to spoil their friendship.
Megan: Have fun tonight, stud!
Steven: Not sure I'm a stud, but thanks. :P
Megan: Be more confident, dummy. The ladies love a confident man.
Steven: It's been awhile since I've tried to meet someone.
Megan: Well, if you strike out I'll ask my friend Nell if she'd give ya a pity fuck.
Steven: Not even going to offer yourself?
Megan: Nah, I don't do pity fucks. You gotta work for it if you wanna bag me. ;)
Steven: That's not what the internet says!
Megan: You're cheeky tonight! Maybe you would have had a chance with the old Megan.
Steven: I didn't know the old Megan!
Megan: That's a shame. :( She was easy for a couple months.
Steven: Not a large window of opportunity!
Megan: So, find some pussy tonight? Or, I'll ask Nell.
Steven: I'm telling your friend you're pimping her out.
Megan: Wait. You're offering money? This changes things.
Steven: You're crazy.
Megan: Just stop texting me and go have fun! Go on, get!
Steven: Yes, ma'am!
The club was fun! Steven enjoyed the opportunity to dance and drink. He didn't find a hook-up, but he did flirt with a few lovely ladies. Theo and Noah tried to pick up a couple of friends, but it didn't work out. Things started off alright, but Theo fell back into his old patterns and the girls left after giving the guy a disgusted look.
Steven fell into bed at around 3:00AM, his mind clouded by a very pleasant buzz. He was too tired to rub one out, which was probably for the best. He'd been thinking about Megan a lot during his masturbation sessions which was not helping his crush. Maybe he'd try imagining the hot blonde he danced with next time. Or maybe he'd get a date and really enjoy himself.
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~Saturday May 10, 2025~
It was Noah Beck's twenty-sixth birthday and The Gang of Eight met up early so they could spend the entire day together. They walked around Central Park before eating lunch on the grass. There was plenty to do in the park until dinner, so they spent the day enjoying the sun. Noah was given gifts while enjoying a perfectly-cooked steak at a nice restaurant.
The weather was nice and warm, allowing the group to dress casually and not worry about getting cold. Camilla and Jane had dresses on while the other girls wore jeans and t-shirts. The guys also had on t-shirts and jeans, happy to not have to wear the business casual attire expected at work. The last stop of the evening was Theo and Noah's apartment.
"Really? No strip club?" Noah sighed, placing his bags on the kitchen table. "I'm not gonna get laid on my own birthday?"
"You have a right hand," Jane shrugged.
"No one asked you, Silver," Noah grunted. "I'm just saying that not motorboating some titties on your birthday is a damn shame."'
"He's got a point," Theo nodded.
"No, he doesn't," Leslie interjected.
"You know you can't actually touch the strippers, right?" Camilla reminded the birthday boy.
"I could pick up a stripper," Noah stated with a thoughtful expression.
"No, you couldn't," Sienna snorted. "They have creepy guys drooling over them every day. You'd just be one more perv."
"You underestimate my power," Noah insisted, placing his hands on his hips and posing.
"He has scored with waitresses before," Steven reasoned, "and they always get hit on."
"Noah was also famous in college for bagging three cheerleaders at one party," Theo spoke up.
"That's fucking awesome!" Conner exclaimed.
"See?" Noah grinned triumphantly. "I could totally bag a stripper."
"Maybe he actually could," Steven said, starting to come around.
"Why are we friends with these idiots?" Sienna rolled her eyes.
"Low standards?" Jane suggested.
"Sounds about right," Sienna sighed.
"And I'm the dumbass who let one of them knock me up," Leslie shook her head, resting her hand on her slightly protruding belly.
"Which one?" Camilla asked innocently.
"See? You girls are just as bad as we are," Steven said.
"No. Camilla is as bad as you guys," Jane shook her head. "Not the same."
"Can we go back to talking about me getting a stripper?" Noah asked.
"Sure," Sienna shrugged. "Theo, strip for Noah."
"Not what I meant!" Noah exclaimed while Theo held up his hands and shook his head in refusal.
"In Noah's defense, I did have a stripper on my birthday last month," Conner smirked.
"And he's married!" Theo exclaimed, gesturing toward Conner.
"Wait," Noah frowned, looking at Leslie. "You took your husband to a strip club for his birthday?"
"Did you buy him a lap dance?" Steven questioned.
"No, I gave my husband a lap dance," Leslie giggled, placing a hand on her hip and waggling her eyebrows. "I was his stripper, idiots."
"Nice," Noah grinned approvingly.
"Get it, girl," Camilla smirked and nodded.
The banter continued as the group set up in the living room. Noah did not end up getting his stripper and the girls refused the suggestion to flash him. As usual, Theo took the joking a little too far and ended up pouting when he was told off. Theo was improving slightly, but major changes did not happen overnight.
Breaking out the board games and booze, The Gang of Eight relaxed on the floor. The guys had beers and the girls had wine coolers, except for Leslie who drank diet soda. They started with a team game. It was guys versus girls. The guys ended up being sore losers, but in their defense the girls weren't the best winners. Chanting "Girls rule and boys drool!" like schoolgirls was not the best way to convince people to lose graciously.
They played a few more games before people started leaving. Leslie and Conner were the first to go because Leslie wanted to get to bed early. She also couldn't drink, and no one enjoyed being the only sober person. The couple got their hugs and handshakes and started the trip home.
The others stayed for awhile longer, with Camilla and Sienna getting into a drinking contest. Jane ended up dragging a barely-coherent Camilla out the door. Steven left at the same time. Sienna didn't feel like dealing with the subway just yet, so she decided to stay for a movie.
~Sunday May 11, 2025~
Sienna's head was pounding as she slowly regained consciousness. Her mouth was dry and there was a horrid taste on her tongue. She felt weak, various aches and pains throbbing throughout her entire body. Sweat clung to her skin and she somehow felt both hot and cold at the same time. Sienna groaned, her heart racing as she wondered where she was.
The small amount of light pouring in through the window was enough to make Sienna wince when she opened her bloodshot eyes. Her head started spinning and she was unable to form a coherent thought. That changed when her vision cleared and she wondered why there was a life-size poster of a very famous model in a bikini on the ceiling.
Stretching out her sore limbs, Sienna finally understood that she was laying in bed. With that knowledge came the realization that she was naked. Moving quickly, Sienna pulled the blanket higher, making sure her entire body was covered.
Holding the blanket over her chest, Sienna sat up with a loud groan. Just that simple movement made her head spin and it took several seconds before she could look around. It was a fairly standard, if messy, bedroom. A dresser, bedside table, and a small bookshelf. There was a television mounted on the wall, and there were more clothes on the floor than there were in the hamper.
Parts of the previous night came back to Sienna in brief flashes; individual snapshots that she used to slowly piece together what happened. A birthday party. Noah's. Drinking. So much drinking. Competing against... Camilla? Oh God, what a terrible idea. Needing to sober up enough to get through a turnstile to get on the subway. Then nothing. Just nothing.
Running her fingers through her auburn hair, Sienna let out a breath as she glanced up at the image on the ceiling. She pressed the blanket tighter against her body to protect her breasts as she shivered slightly. The ridiculous poster on the ceiling and the calendar on the wall with a picture of a woman in a bikini convinced her of whose room she was in. Oh fuck. She didn't, did she?
"Oh God, no," Sienna whimpered, lowering her head and pinching the bridge of her nose. "Oh, what have I done?"
After making completely sure she was alone, the tiny redhead slowly got out of bed completely nude. She nearly fell over, her legs shaking from just trying to hold her weight. Reaching back, she placed her hands on the bed to hold herself up. Sienna closed her eyes and breathed deeply while waiting for the dizziness to pass. Then she started searching the room for her clothes.
Sienna looked amazing naked. At exactly five feet tall, the petite girl didn't weigh ninety pounds soaking wet. Her skin was pale and lightly-freckled, her hair was a natural red, and she had striking green eyes. She was in great shape. There was no fat on her body, despite the large amount of junk food in her diet. A small bush of fiery red pubic hair proved that she was a natural redhead, and she had big boobs with light pink nipples.
A few colorful expletives flew from her mouth when she found her bra on the dresser and wondered just how crazy last night got. Her hands were shaking slightly, making it difficult for her to hook the bra. Once she finally got it on, she reached into each cup to make sure her large breasts were properly situated.
Her t-shirt was on the floor by the door and her jeans were on the bookshelf for some reason. Sienna hunted around the room in just her bra before finally finding her panties under the bed. When trying to step into her underwear, the hungover girl fell over and landed on her face.
Getting to her feet while cursing loudly, Sienna finally got her panties up her legs. She nearly fell two more times while trying to get her pants on. Her frustration only grew when she tried putting her head through one of the arm holes of her shirt.
"I did not get drunk and sleep with Theo, I did not get drunk and sleep with Theo," Sienna kept telling herself, as if repeating the words could make them true. "I did NOT get drunk and sleep with Theo."
Sienna had no memory of having sex. But, she also had no memory of taking her clothes off. A quick check of her pussy had confirmed there wasn't any semen present and she didn't feel any tenderness. Still, she was horrified by what she might have done.
Her legs kept shaking as she walked barefoot down the hall, forcing Sienna to keep her hand on the wall for balance. Grimacing from the light and sound, she found Theo and Noah in the living room watching television. It was after 10:00AM so it was not surprising that they were both awake. Both of them looked over when Sienna entered.
"Hey, look who's awake!" Noah called out. He was just wearing a pair of lounge pants, and his muscular chest was on full display.
"How are you feeling?" Theo asked, looking concerned. Unlike Noah, Theo was wearing a t-shirt and pajama pants. "Are you hungry or nauseated?"
"My head is killing me, the light is burning my eyes, and you two are talking way, way too loudly," Sienna winced. "And yeah, I'm hungry."
"I'll make you something," Theo offered, getting to his feet.
Theo helped the redhead into the kitchen and sat her down at the table. She struggled to breathe as the husky guy made her an omelet. He served it to her with toast and a tall glass of juice. Sienna watched as he sat across from her and gave her a small smile.
"Does everyone know?" Sienna asked, her eyes glancing to the side to avoid looking at him.
"Know what?" Theo frowned.
"That we had sex," she mumbled, her face red.
"We didn't, but nice to know that I'm so horrible your big concern is who knows about you and the loser," he grunted.
"That's not what I meant!" Sienna exclaimed, her fiery expression dying when Theo gave her a flat look. "Okay, maybe it was a little."
"Right," Theo grimaced.
"We didn't sleep together?" she questioned.
"You weren't exactly in a position of consenting," he explained. "I slept on the couch."
"But I was naked?" Sienna frowned.
"It was just the three of us, everyone else had left," Theo began. "Noah wanted to go to bed, said goodnight, and wandered off. You were kind of out of it so I tried to wake you up. You must have gotten your second wind. Your second drunken wind, really."
"W-what happened next?" she asked nervously.
"You dragged me into the bedroom and asked if I thought I could 'handle The Red Dragon,' whatever the fuck that means," he continued.
"Oh, my God!" Sienna gasped, clapping her hands to her mouth.
"Do you mind if I ask about that?" he inquired gently.
"It's an old nickname," Sienna squeaked, keeping her hands over her mouth.
"A nickname?" Theo probbed.
"Ah, yeah," Sienna blushed, lowering her hands while looking mortified. "I was born in California, but my ancestry is Welsh. I love Wales."
"Okay..." he trailed off.
"I'm a Welsh redhead and there's a red dragon on the flag of Wales," she swallowed nervously. "It's an old nickname my boyfriend had for me. He came up with it because I love Wales and, ah, I was kind of a lot to handle in the bedroom."
"I did notice your aggressive side last night," Theo acknowledged.
"Oh, my God!" Sienna gasped, once again burying her face in her hands. "Shit, ah, please forget about it. Forget about everything!"
"It's forgotten," Theo nodded.
"Thank you," she mumbled. "Um, what happened next?"
"I tried to stop you," he explained, "but I didn't wanna touch you when you started taking your clothes off and throwing them around the room."
"Shit!" she gasped, completely mortified.
"You kept trying to jump me, but I got you into bed," he explained. "I made sure you were on your side in case you threw up, and I went to sleep on the couch."
"So, you, ah, you saw my, um, my girl parts?" Sienna asked, looking everywhere but at Theo.
"Really? Your 'girl parts?'" Theo laughed. "You say I need to grow up, but that's how you refer to your beautiful, I mean, you were the most stunning, ah, well, I tried not to look."
"And that right there is why you're not a loser, Theo," she stated firmly, finding the strength to face him.
"Huh?" he asked stupidly.
"When it matters, you're a good person," Sienna explained.
"Tell that to all the girls who call me a loser or a freak," Theo grimaced.
"I'm sorry," she bit her lower lip. "What about the sisters you and Noah hooked up with? I forget their names, but neither of you would shut up about the blowjobs."
"Luna and Harper," he responded sadly. "Harper was going after Noah and Luna just came along. It was Luna's birthday and she wanted to go wild, she didn't really like me."
"You still got a hummer from a hot chick," Sienna reasoned.
"I came as soon as she put her mouth on me," Theo admitted sadly.
"Oh, Theo," she gave him a sympathetic look.
"She worked to get me hard again while her sister blew Noah," he sighed.
"So, you got two blowjobs!" Sienna smirked. "Look at it that way."
"I guess," Theo mumbled. "Harper texts Noah sometimes, but Luna hasn't responded to me at all."
"I'm sorry," she responded sincerely.
"You should eat your breakfast before it gets cold," he said, changing the subject.
Sienna dug into her omelet, realizing that Theo was actually a really good cook. The food helped, but she still felt terrible. She was also embarrassed. While she was glad she hadn't had sex, Theo had still seen her naked body. Sienna wasn't into casual hook-ups and was usually pretty modest.
Her thoughts were muddled as she processed what happened through the fog of her hangover. Theo was being so nice, Sienna felt guilty for the mean jokes she and the other girls sometimes made. She knew Theo was trying to do better, he just really struggled to socialize.
"I don't have a dick, so I don't really have any advice on how to not cum fast," Sienna said after swallowing a bite of her omelet. "You'll have to talk to Noah about that one. All I know is, if you're gonna get laid, have the girl suck out the easy one so you can last awhile in her pussy."
"I've heard that one," Theo nodded. "At least Luna didn't make fun of me."
"It's really common, Theo," she told him. "When I lost my virginity, well, he wasn't quite a two-pump chump, but he probably didn't even make it to a dozen thrusts."
Theo was surprised. Sienna was perfectly comfortable talking about sex, but she rarely gave out explicit details about her own sexual history. Mostly, she mentioned when she thought someone was hot or she'd make a dirty joke. That was about it. The Gang of Eight really only knew about one ex-boyfriend that she had mentioned a handful of times in passing.
"You were probably just so beautiful he couldn't help it," he eventually said.
"Thanks, Theo," she smiled after swallowing a bite of toast. "See? That wasn't hard. You can be comfortable with girls."
"It's easier when there's no pressure," Theo explained.
"You're putting pressure on yourself," Sienna countered. "Not every interaction will result in a hook-up, so stop trying so hard."
"It seems to for Noah," he grumbled jealously.
"I realize Noah gets more ass than a toilet seat, but I promise even he strikes out," she argued. "Just treat women like people and talk to them. You don't have any confidence so you hide behind jokes and inappropriate comments. Stop. Stop, and I promise women will notice."
"What do I have if I'm not making her laugh?" Theo sighed. "I have a round face and a beer gut."
"The dad bod look is totally in," she giggled. "You're cute! And there isn't anything wrong with your real personality. Just stop trying so damn hard to be inappropriate. It also wouldn't hurt to clean your room, you're not in college anymore."
"Yeah, that's fair," he admitted with a nod.
"Care about what she has to say," Sienna continued. "Show her you care. If she knows you just see her as a way to get your dick wet, it will turn her off."
"I don't just want to get laid," Theo insisted. "I want a real relationship."
"That's good. That's very good," she nodded. "And you deserve it. You don't have a lot of experience, but that's okay. You can learn to talk and flirt. You can learn to be comfortable between her legs."
"Did your ex get better?" Theo questioned before wincing. "Uh, sorry if that's too personal."
"You saw me naked, I think we're well into the personal stage," Sienna giggled. "Yeah, he got better. I had already given him practice to learn how to properly eat a cunt. It wasn't long before we were really going at it like rabbits."
"Lucky guy," he smiled softly.
"Yeah, sex was never our problem," she sighed.
Sienna finished her breakfast and downed her juice. She was still feeling hungover, so Theo made them each a cup of coffee. They made small talk across the kitchen table, both of them thinking about other things. Sienna felt bad for Theo and was proud of him for wanting a real relationship. Theo found himself wondering about Sienna's past, wondering what fucking moron would end his relationship with her. He assumed she must have broken up with him.
"How's the hangover?" Noah suddenly asked, walking into the kitchen wearing his workout outfit. He also had a gym bag slung over his shoulder.
"Terrible," Sienna grunted. "I'm tired, my head is pounding, my joints ache, oh, and it's way too bright in here."
"Ouch, been there," Noah winced in sympathy. "At least Theo didn't drop your sorry ass on the couch. He was enough of a gentleman to give up the bed."
"He has a sweet moment every now and then," she smiled at Theo.
"Don't give him too much credit, he was just thrilled to finally have a girl spend the night in his bed," Noah teased.
"Do you have someplace to be?" Theo glared at his best friend.
"Right, I'm gonna go get some exercise," Noah nodded before turning to Sienna. "Do you need anything?"
"No, I think I'm all set, thanks," Sienna shook her head.
Noah said his goodbyes and left the apartment. Theo and Sienna sipped on their coffees in silence for a few minutes. Theo could tell the redhead was exhausted, but he wasn't sure if he should offer to let her use his bed. Would it be insulting? He was way out of his element.
"You look tired," he observed.
"The coffee helps a bit, but yeah," she replied.
"I'm not sure if offering to let you take a nap in my bed would be creepy or not," Theo reluctantly admitted.
"It's sweet," Sienna smiled. "I should probably get going so I can shower and sleep in my own bed."
"Do you want me to come with you to make sure you got home safe?" he offered.
"I'm a big girl, I think I can make it on my own," she smirked. "But, thank you for offering. It's really nice."
Sienna helped Theo clean up and the two of them talked for a few more minutes before she was ready to leave. The redhead took a few minutes to wash her face in an effort to clear her head a bit. Then she put on her shoes so Theo could walk her to the door and hold it open for her.



"Thank you for not taking advantage of me," Sienna said sincerely.
"I don't deserve gratitude just for not being a complete piece of shit," Theo argued. "And don't worry, I won't tell the others. Noah was asleep, so as far as anyone else is concerned, you were tired and spent the night in my room while I slept on the couch."
"Thanks, Theo," she smiled, standing on her toes to kiss his cheek. "There might be some hope for you, I'll try and give you some pointers about the ladies."
"Thank you," he said to his friend.
"One last thing before I go," Sienna began, giving him a stern look, "get rid of that ridiculous poster on your ceiling."
~Tuesday May 27, 2025~
"Good morning, Jane," Logan Barrett said, giving Jane a charming smile as he stopped by her cubicle on the way to his office.
"Morning, Logan," Jane replied, turning in her chair to face him. "How are you? Did you enjoy Memorial Day weekend?"
The handsome director of marketing was still being talked about quite a bit at Sphinx. All the women wanted to sleep with him and all the men liked Theo's suggestion of calling immigration. Logan was charming and friendly with everyone. As a result, the guys weren't really serious about not liking him, they were just jealous that all the women thought he was hot. Logan was also clearly very good at his job; he learned fast and was eager to grow Sphinx's brand awareness.
Camilla, Sienna, and Leslie teased Jane about all the attention Logan paid her. The teasing bothered Jane because she didn't want Steven to be jealous for no reason. Jane could tell Logan had a crush on her and she hoped he wouldn't ask her out. He was cute. Really cute. But, he was a little too charming. And he wasn't Steven.
Logan would lightly flirt with Jane and she did reciprocate slightly. He was a decent-enough guy and she would be happy to be his friend. More than that? She was too much of a mess. Yet, she knew she had to go on dates and live her life. It was the only way Jane could move beyond her dissociation issues.
Jane thought she was improving, thanks to therapy and the girls. The four ladies had another girls' night and Sienna learned about Jane's abusive father. The petite redhead had been very supportive, for which Jane was incredibly grateful.
Telling Steven was still too much. He was a guy and she was interested in him romantically. That made her think of her parents. Her mother told her that her father had seemed like such a nice guy. Jane knew Steven wasn't hiding some dark nature, but knowing it logically and convincing her traumatized brain were not the same.
"I'm great, thanks!" Logan grinned. "I wanted to take the bike for a ride but I had to do some maintenance on it."
"Motorcycle?" Jane inquired politely.
"Correct!" he laughed. "The weather's been nice and I like going for drives out of the city."
"That sounds nice," she smiled. "The wind in your hair, hopefully no traffic."
"That's why I leave Manhattan," Logan pointed out.
"Smart," Jane nodded. "I've never ridden a motorcycle. Sounds scary, I'd probably be terrified I'd fall off."
"You'd be fine," he chuckled.
"Oh, I don't know about that!" Jane giggled.
"Wanna find out?" Logan asked, resting his elbow on the top of the cubicle wall and leaning against it.
"W-what do you mean?" she asked nervously.
"Friday's supposed to be a nice day, wanna go for a drive?" he offered. "We'll take the bike out of the city, maybe get something to eat?"
Fuck, he asked her out. He asked her out. Logan actually asked her out. Jane's eyes were wide, her mouth opened and closed several times as she tried to find words. Her instinct was to say no, and that instinct was fighting with the recommendations of her sister and her therapist.
"Yes," Jane nodded slowly. "Yeah, sure. Okay."
"Great," Logan smiled, showing off his pearly-white teeth.
The two of them talked for a couple more minutes before Logan made his exit. Jane tried to start working, but was not able to focus at all. She responded to a few emails before finally pulling out her phone. The female members of The Gang of Eight had their own group chat.
Jane: Logan Barrett just asked me out.
Camilla: NO FUCKING WAY!! YOU LUCKY BITCH!!!
Leslie: Does Steven know?
Sienna: Details, girl! Details!
Jane: Steven doesn't know yet, it just happened.
Jane: And Logan offered to take me for a ride on his motorcycle.
Sienna: You have to talk to Steven. Right away.
Camilla: Sienna's right. Talk to Steven, ride the motorcycle, then ride Logan.
Camilla: In that order.
Leslie: It's not that simple, Camilla.
Camilla: I know, I know. I just wanna live vicariously through her.
Sienna: We all love Steven and Jane. We don't want either of them hurt.
Camilla: Agreed. Jane, go on the date, dump Logan, then I'll swoop in.
Leslie: You're not helping.
Jane: It's just one date, it's no big deal.
Sienna: Tell Steven.
Jane: I will!
Leslie: Soon. Before lunch.
Jane: I'll go see him in a couple hours.
Setting her phone down, Jane placed her elbows on the desk and rested her head in her hands. Taking several deep breaths, Jane used a relaxation technique she learned in therapy. For a moment, she wished she could just go to Steven and admit she wanted to be his girlfriend. But, she wasn't ready. She felt she didn't deserve him and knew they both had to date other people.
Instead, Jane took a few minutes to relax before starting work. The business was still expanding, so there was plenty for an HR specialist to do. She worked for a couple hours until about 10:30AM. Then she decided she couldn't put off talking to Steven any longer.
Steven's office door was open and he was sitting at his desk typing. He looked so handsome in his red button-down. His beard was perfectly trimmed and accentuated his face. Before Jane could knock, Steven looked up and caught her eye.
"Jane, hi," he smiled softly.
"Hi," she mumbled. "Can I come in?"
"Of course, please do," Steven offered.
Entering the office, Jane shut the door and rested her back against it. Steven had a concerned look on his face, clearly aware she had something uncomfortable to talk about. He waited patiently for Jane to find the words, to tell him what was going on.
"Logan asked me out," Jane admitted.
"What did you say?" Steven asked.
"I told him I'd go," she looked away, unable to meet his gaze. "It's just one date."
"You don't owe me an explanation, we've covered this," he replied. "We were never even a couple, we were friends with benefits. It didn't work out. Maybe it will in the future, but right now? This is what we agreed to."
"Right," Jane let out a breath. "I'm glad you're going out with Megan on Saturday."
"Megan and I are just friends," he pointed out.
"Right," Jane nodded. "I just thought you should hear about it from me."
"Thank you for telling me yourself," Steven said. "I appreciate it."
"Of course," she nodded. "I'm glad we can be friends. As your friend, you should know that Megan absolutely wants to jump your bones."
"A billionaire heiress is not interested in me," he snorted, laughing as he shook his head.
"You need to stop focusing on the money and power," Jane suggested. "Megan's a person, a woman. It's hard to find someone good, someone you feel a real connection with. It's probably especially hard for Megan."
"We're friends," Steven protested weakly.
"She took you to her place. Alone," Jane continued. "That takes quite a bit of trust; there are some dangerous guys out there. And in the office? Her face lights up when she sees you. Stop being a fucking idiot."
"You're telling me to ask out Megan?" he frowned.
"No, moron," she laughed. "Megan already asked you out. I'm telling you to wake the fuck up and realize it."
"Oh," Steven said, considering her words.
"We both need to date," Jane continued. "I need to get my head on straight, and you need to see if you can forgive me for being a bitch. I'll go on a few dates, and I doubt anything will come from them. I can handle it if you date. Okay?"
"You're not a bitch, and I still think you're wrong about Megan," Steven began carefully. "But, yeah, we can date other people. We agreed."
"Yes, I very much am a bitch," she sighed. "I'll let you get back to work. And Steven? Thanks for being so compassionate. It's more than I deserve."
"Have a good morning, Jane," he replied.
Steven tried to get back to work, managing to get a few things done as his lunch break approached. He was distracted by thoughts of Jane and Megan, barely able to focus on his daily tasks. Steven was a guy, so his imagination briefly took him in the direction of a Jane and Megan threesome. Chuckling to himself, he dove into his work. It was a very, very long morning. He was ready to go home when he headed to the break room for lunch.
Jane, Steven, Noah, Theo, Sienna, and Camilla ate lunch together while Leslie was working from home. Sienna and Camilla wanted to ask about Logan, but kept quiet about it so things wouldn't get awkward. The group talked about television shows, Sphinx, the weather, anything to keep the conversation going. To keep the awkwardness away.
Jane and Steven were not the only source of gossip in the group. It had become clear recently that Theo had developed a little crush on Sienna. Theo was obviously grateful that the redhead had tried to help him. In addition, Theo was being much less of an ass lately. The two of them started sitting next to each other, talking and laughing much more than they used to.
Theo had kept his word and not told the others about Sienna getting naked in his room. While the group didn't know about that, they did know Sienna had lectured Theo about his behavior after the karaoke disaster. The petite girl had a fiery temper, but she seemed to be happy that Theo was working on it.
Camilla, Jane, and Leslie had talked privately about the crush, agreeing not to even bring it up with Sienna. They figured Theo would get over it in a couple of weeks. The best news was that Theo was being much more tolerable. He still joked, but he was learning how to find the balance between funny and just plain crude.
The six friends went their separate ways after lunch. Theo and Noah had cubicles next to each other and often talked while working. Jane had a meeting with her manager while Camilla and Leslie handled their usual tasks. Steven sat in his office, his afternoon dragging. Megan came by to chat with Steven, brightening up his day.
~Friday May 30, 2025~
Steven was typing up a report on Friday morning, his fingers flying across the keyboard as he explained his recommendations. The morning had been filled with distractions and he let out a sigh when another one appeared. Two guys rushed into his office with big grins on their faces.
"Ready for your date with Megan?" Noah asked, shutting the door.
"It's not a date!" Steven sighed for what felt like the hundredth time.
"Didn't Megan explicitly say she needed a date?" Noah challenged.
"Well, yeah, but it's not a 'date' date," Steven replied.
"Even I know that was stupid," Theo grunted.
"That's saying something," Noah added.
"Whatever," Steven rolled his eyes. "We're good friends and we might tease each other, but nothing is ever gonna happen."
"You're meeting her father. It's a date, dude," Theo reasoned.
"And her son!" Noah added.
"I don't know if I'm meeting her son, he's not going to the charity event," Steven argued.
"Whatever," Noah shook his head. "The point is, you can't fuck this up. You're dating a billionaire!"
"A billionaire's daughter," Steven corrected. "Most of the assets are in her father's name, not hers."
"So, you admit you're dating Megan?" Theo grinned.
"Dammit, no! That's not what I said!" Steven glared at Theo.
"Let's be serious for a minute," Noah said, looking at Steven. "We know you're still upset about Jane. You need to live your life. Megan's beautiful, take her out and have a great time."
"I'll do my best, but it's not a date," Steven replied. "And I'm fine with Jane dating. Really. I am."
That was mostly true. Steven still had feelings for Jane and wished things could have worked out. Still, if she wasn't comfortable opening up after all this time, Steven figured she never would be. He was ready to date other people and was glad she was also dating. Being her friend was great and he hoped he could find a girl he really liked soon. Despite what his friends said, Steven knew some regular guy like him could never be with an heiress.
"Whatever you say," Theo rolled his eyes.
"Enough about me, let's talk about you," Steven said, looking at Theo.
"What about me?" Theo frowned.
"Sienna," Steven stated simply.
"W-what about her?" Theo asked nervously.
"You like her. A lot," Steven explained.
"It's obvious," Noah added. "I think you were drooling during break yesterday."
"I was not!" Theo exclaimed.
"But, you do like her," Steven stated.
"Well, yeah," Theo mumbled sadly. "She's way out of my league though."
"That's not true," Noah said kindly.
"Not one bit," Steven added.
"Really? From you, Steven?" Theo grunted. "You have a beautiful woman who clearly wants you, and you think you're not good enough."
"Megan's rich and famous," Steven countered. "And we're talking about you and Sienna now."
"She's twenty-one, she's fucking gorgeous," Theo sighed. "She's smart, she's funny, she's, she's perfect."
"And you're only twenty-six. You're not that much older than she is," Steven reasoned.
"Steven's right, take a shot. It couldn't hurt," Noah added.
"Yes, it could," Theo argued. "Things could get weird. I don't want to make things difficult for the group. Anymore than I usually do."
"Hence why I don't want to make a move on my manager," Steven grunted.
"Steven and Jane already made things weird, you're fine," Noah joked.
"Fuck you," Steven grunted at Noah before turning back to Theo. "You always say you have trouble with women. It's from trying too hard for hookups. Just be honest. Tell her you like her. Take it from someone who lost someone special; you don't want to miss your chance."
"I don't know..." Theo trailed off.
"You have to try," Noah insisted. "Otherwise you'll always wonder what might have happened. That goes for both of you."
"Again; we're not talking about me anymore," Steven said. "Sienna's a good person. If she turns you down, she won't be mean about it. And she won't stop being your friend. Considering some of the things you've said around her, just asking her out will not be what offends her to the point of cutting you out of her life."
"He's got a damn good point there," Noah chuckled.
"I, well, maybe," Theo said. "I really do like her."
"Go for it," Steven urged. "You'll regret it if you don't."
Theo sat at his desk while trying to manage his anxiety. He was really going to do it, he was going to ask out Sienna. He was sure she would say no, but what if she said yes? His palms were sweaty and he was barely able to concentrate. They had been talking a lot more lately and she seemed to like him, but he had thought that about women before. And he had been very, very wrong.
When noon finally arrived, Theo got up from his desk and rushed through the cubicles to find the right one. He nearly ran into Sienna just as she was coming out of her cubicle. She jumped and took a step back, laughing when she realized who it was.
"Theo! What's the rush?" Sienna asked with a bemused expression.
"I wanted to catch you alone before lunch," he explained. "Sorry."
"Okay, why?" she wondered.
"I'm not good at this so I'm just gonna say it," Theo began nervously, unable to control his fidgeting. "I like you. You've been really great and ah, you're so pretty and amazing and smart. Oh, and kind. And, um, well, it's okay if you don't want to, but would you like to go out with me next Friday?"
Sienna's green eyes widened, her lips parting slightly as she looked at Theo in shock. She knew he had a bit of a crush on her, but she was not expecting him to actually act on it. Her mind flashed back to waking up in his bed, to feeling shame at the thought of having slept with him. She remembered all the inappropriate comments and catching him staring at her tits. How could she possibly agree to a date?
Of course, Theo had surprised her. He was really thoughtful when she was hungover, cooking her breakfast and helping her out. He listened to her criticism and was clearly working on himself. So, he struggled socially, what was the big deal? He was happy to talk with her and, despite his words, he didn't treat her like she was just a place to stick his dick. Theo wasn't a bad guy, and there was no shame in dating him. The question was, did she really want to?
She didn't know. Sienna enjoyed his company, but had never really considered him a possible romantic partner. He was cute, he was nice, he was fun to be around. She almost said no just out of fear of ruining the group dynamic, then she thought of Jane and Steven. Maybe one date wouldn't hurt? Fuck, she didn't know!
"You're asking me out?" she asked in surprise.
"Yes," he confirmed with a nod. "I realized I liked you and I thought it was best to at least try. I won't be upset if you say no. I just had to try."
"I'm really shocked," Sienna replied with a nervous laugh. "You caught me off guard. Um, let me think about it, okay? I'll give you an answer before we leave for the night."
"Okay, no pressure," Theo responded.
Sienna didn't tell anyone about Theo asking her out, while Theo just told the guys he'd get an answer soon. Theo and Sienna were both very distracted during break and through the afternoon. Theo was terrified. He was shocked she hadn't immediately refused; she was actually considering it!
When quitting time finally arrived, Theo was sure Sienna had decided against the date. He was heading toward the exit in dejection when he looked over and saw Sienna standing and chatting with Jane. The redhead turned and looked directly at him.
Time froze as Theo waited for a reaction. Then Sienna blushed slightly and smiled while giving him a thumbs-up. He could barely contain his grin as he left the building and practically skipped to the subway. He hadn't even bothered waiting for his roommate.
Not wanting to waste time cooking, Steven stopped for takeout before returning to his apartment after work. He hung up his rented tux before sitting in front of the television to eat. Then he decided to fire up a game on his computer. Megan texted him a bit, as did his other friends. Jane finally reached out while he was killing an alien queen.
Jane: Home.
Steven: How'd it go?
Jane: Fine. Scary. I was clinging to him the entire ride. Motorcycles are fast!
Steven: I hope you wore a helmet! :P
Jane: Of course! :) We drove out of the city, ate at a diner, then he brought me home.
Steven: That's good.
Jane: He asked for a second date.
Steven: What did you say?
Jane: I kept it casual and said I'd hang out with him again.
Steven: I hope you have fun.
Jane: Do you want me to tell him I don't want to? I will if you ask.
Steven: No. You have to do this and we're friends; we can talk about it.
Jane: If you're sure...
Steven: I am.
Jane: If we can talk about this stuff; are you nervous about that charity thing tomorrow?
Steven: A little. Theodore Bauer is one of the richest people on the planet.
Jane: And he's probably nothing like our dumb friend, Theo. :P
Steven: Hah! Definitely a very different Theo.
Jane: Can you believe Theo asked out Sienna?
Steven: It's shocking! No one has really ever dated within the group.
Jane: True. Conner and Leslie were already married, and you and I don't count.
Steven: Right. Anyway, I hope Theo doesn't do something stupid.



Jane: He'll be fine. He's a good guy. He just needs to keep his eyes on her face and not joke.
Steven: And probably avoid saying dude so much.
Jane: That would help! And you're not getting out of talking about Megan!
Steven: You noticed my attempt to change the subject?
Jane: It was pretty pathetic. Talk.
Steven: It's not a date. We're gonna eat and talk to some rich people. Dance. Gamble.
Jane: Either way, you need to look your best. Wear cologne, trim your beard.
Steven: Already taken care of!
Jane: Did you get the extra little hairs on your cheeks? Sometimes you miss those.
Steven: Yes, I did!
Jane: Good! And Megan picked out the tux?
Steven: Yes.
Jane: Okay, you'll be fine on clothes then. How are you getting there?
Steven: She's picking me up.
Jane: Damn, you never should have sold your car.
Steven: It's expensive to keep a car in Manhattan! And I hadn't used it since the fireworks show.
Jane: That was a fun night.
Steven: It was.
Jane: Anyway, back to the point. Are you bringing anything?
Steven: My wallet? My phone?
Jane: Bring a change of clothes. Just in case.
Steven: I don't want her to think I'm expecting she'll invite me to stay the night.
Jane: Not for that. If you go out after you might wanna change out of the tux.
Steven: That's true.
Jane: But since she won't look in the bag, add in toiletries.
Steven: Toiletries?
Jane: Yeah, toothbrush, deodorant. You don't wanna be kissing her with nasty morning breath.
Steven: It's not a date!
Jane: Yes, it is. But, even if it wasn't you'll be out late. She has a guest room, right?
Steven: Two of them, yeah.
Jane: There ya go!
The two of them exchanged texts for a little while longer. Steven wasn't as jealous as he thought he'd be. Even though Jane said she was going to see Logan again, Steven realized he truly believed they needed the break. It wasn't just what he was telling himself anymore. The charity event wasn't a romantic date, but it was a nice start.
~Saturday May 31, 2025~
Steven nervously adjusted his bow tie for the tenth time while sitting at his kitchen table. His phone finally buzzed, making him jump. Checking it, he was happy to see it was a text from Megan, informing him that she had arrived at his apartment building.
Slinging his overnight bag over his shoulder, Steven took the elevator to the ground floor and made his way outside. Megan's red sports car was carefully parked on the side of the road. Steven opened the passenger side door and slid inside. Megan Bauer was waiting for him with a smile on her face.
"What's with the bag?" Megan asked as she pulled out onto the street and into traffic.
"In case I need to get changed after or something," Steven answered.
Megan was a vision of perfection. Her raven locks were pulled back in the most elegant hairdo Steven had ever seen. There was a tight bun at the back of her head, but several thick strands had also been artistically braided and somehow woven together. With her hair out of the way, her graceful neck and high cheekbones were easily noticeable.
A royal purple gown covered Megan's body. It was both alluring and professional at the same time, showing just a teasing hint of cleavage. Dangling diamonds hung from her ears and her blue-gray eyes sparkled with amusement; she knew damn well Steven was checking her out. Megan looked amazing and she knew it.
"Hm, you sure you're not hoping for a fun romp in the sack?" she giggled and winked.
"No, no!" Steven shook his head quickly. "I just thought I might have to change or something."
"I'm just teasing, dummy," Megan laughed, shaking her head. "You're so easy to wind up."
Manhattan traffic was as bad as it ever was, giving Megan and Steven plenty of time to relax and talk. Steven confided in Megan about Jane going on a date with Logan and agreeing to a second date. Megan was a good listener and assured him that Logan was a truly decent man who wouldn't hurt Jane on purpose. She also asked how Steven was doing and was glad he seemed to be handling everything well.
"What does your father know about me?" Steven asked during a lull in conversation.
"You're twenty-nine and work in finance at Sphinx," Megan answered simply before her face broke into an evil grin. "I also mentioned that you're incredibly short and it's cute."
"Thanks, I guess," he rolled his eyes.
"You're welcome," she inclined her head. "Nervous?"
"A little," Steven sighed. "I've never been to anything like this. One plate probably cost ten grand."
"Uh, it was actually thirty-five thousand a plate," Megan winced.
"Of course it was," he smacked his lips and nodded.
"Sorry," she laughed.
"It's fine, it's fine," Steven tapped his fingers on his knees nervously. "What do people talk about at these things? Will someone ask where I spend my summers or if I went skiing at some resort? Then they'll look at me like I'm a peasant when I say I only have the one home. That I rent."
"Some of them will want to talk about things like that, sure," Megan admitted. "There are regular topics, too! Sports, the weather, polite conversation. You can talk about finance just fine, so you'll do well."
"Okay," he nodded. "Okay."
"In a lot of ways it's not that different from a club," Megan commented. "There will be guys looking to score, all of them thinking they're God's gift to women. You can help keep them away from me!"
"I'll be happy to," Steven laughed.
"Good," she said. "We'll eat dinner, then there will be plenty of time to mingle. There's a lot of space and people will spend their time between dancing and hitting the casino."
"And we all get chips for gambling?" he asked.
"Yeah," Megan confirmed. "You'll get house chips to gamble with as part of the cost of the event. Whoever has the most at the end of the night wins a prize. I don't know what the prize is this year, but it's usually some kind of weekend getaway."
"Do you usually enjoy these events?" Steven questioned. "It's hard to tell. You seem to hate spoiled, entitled assholes but you've mentioned a few fun times in passing."
"They're alright," she explained. "Networking is very, VERY important in the circles I run in. Sometimes the people you talk to clearly were born with money and have no concept of reality. Other times they just seem like regular people and you forget about it. I know I said I didn't really have friends, and that's mostly true. Other than Nell, anyway. I have a lot of acquaintances and quite a few enemies."
"Really? Enemies?" he frowned.
"I'm a confident, capable woman who won't be bullied," Megan answered with a smirk. "So, yes, enemies. You get businessmen who don't want a lady intruding on their boy's club. They talk down to me and tell me I'm wrong no matter what I say. I could tell them grass is green and they'd argue with me on principle. Then there's the young trust fund guys who think I'm nothing more than a pair of tits and three holes. And they get absolutely pissed if I use the upper hole to actually state an opinion."
"Even though most of their opinions come from their lower hole," Steven commented.
"The same hole their heads are shoved up," Megan giggled.
"Which is why I'm here," Steven nodded in understanding.
"Yup!" she giggled before frowning. "I could never be involved with any of them, which does make me worry about finding someone. I can't really sign up for online dating, and it's tough to meet people in person who aren't pieces of shit."
"Yeah, that makes sense," he winced.
"That's one of the reasons I had my fun in Europe," Megan continued. "I wanted the experience and didn't want to lose the respect."
"And you were hung up on the other Steven," he suggested.
"Well, yeah," she admitted, giving him a sideways glance. "It didn't matter in the end since the sex tape and pregnancy cost me a lot. I get even by being ruthless with them."
"I've seen that scary side of you," Steven laughed, remembering a few intense meetings.
"It's a warning not to piss me off," she winked.
"I wouldn't dream of it," he promised. "And I can relate to having dating troubles."
"Oh well, let's not dwell on our relationship status!" Megan grinned. "You're gonna treat me to a very nice evening whether you like it or not."
The charity event was being held at a very exclusive country club. Megan's luxury vehicle turned down a long road that had elegant lamp posts and well-cared for bushes on either side. The grounds were perfectly manicured and every inch of the place proclaimed it as a gathering place for the richest of the rich.
Town cars and limousines dropped people off. There was also a parking lot full of expensive cars, most of them likely eclipsing the value of a middle-class home. Megan's car was one of them and she carefully parked in a space that was a ways away from the entrance where there were fewer cars. He couldn't blame her for not wanting to park near anyone else.
Steven forgot about the sports car as he and Megan headed inside. He was acutely aware of just how tall she was and how short he was. Realistically, he was only slightly below average height, but Megan's heels enabled her to reach six feet. This was a charity event for the rich and influential; he felt out of place and even shorter than his five feet seven inches.
The foyer was massive, with high ceilings and beautiful archways. A staircase led to the second floor and there were various pieces of furniture that looked quite expensive. There was a massive chandelier hanging from the ceiling. A loud squeal made Steven jump, preventing him from taking in anything else.
"Megan!" a female voice screeched.
"Nell!" Megan screamed, rushing off quickly as Steven turned to look.
Time stopped as Steven's eyes fell upon one of the most beautiful faces he had ever seen. He sucked in a breath, not even able to take in her body due to being entranced by her face. High cheekbones, a perfectly-shaped nose, and a slightly curved mouth with bee-stung lips. Her baby blue eyes sparkled as she headed straight for Megan.
Megan threw her arms around the woman who could have been her blonde twin. Their faces were different, although both of them were the very definition of beauty and grace. Their body types were exactly the same; same height, same slim frame. Even their braids were identical, telling Steven they had planned it. When the blonde woman stepped back, Steven noticed they both even had huge boobs. The blonde's cream-colored dress showed off her assets much more than Megan's royal purple gown.
"It's so nice to see you, you look amazing!" the blonde grinned, holding Megan at arm's length to admire her.
"Me? Look at you!" Megan replied with a giggle. "Turning heads as always, I'm sure."
"Please!" Nell smirked, posing prettily. "Who could look at me when I'm next to you?"
"Oh, stop!" Megan shook her head. The girls exchanged air kisses before Megan released the blonde and took a step back to stand next to Steven. "This is Steven Martucci, finance genius and my escort. Steven this is Penelope Miller."
"Nice to meet you, Steven. Please, call me 'Nell.'" the gorgeous blonde smiled before leaning toward Megan and speaking in a carrying whisper. "He's cute!"
"The pleasure is mine, Nell," Steven replied smoothly.
"You know what? If you're dating my girl, you deserve more than just a boring hello," Nell announced, walking up to Steven and hugging him tightly.
"I like you already," Steven laughed, hugging her back.
"Nell's parents own a coffee trading empire," Megan explained when the hug broke.
"So, you're a coffee expert?" Steven asked politely.
"I know my way around a coffee pot," Nell giggled. "Miller Coffee Traders. Not very creative, but I'm a tenth generation bean trader. That's cool, I guess?"
"Very impressive," he confirmed. "That's a long time to be in business."
"Yeah, but everyone loves coffee," Penelope shrugged. "Pretty easy to sell people what they love!"
"Well, I'm sure you'll make your ancestors proud," Steven complimented.
"Megan, you didn't tell me he was charming!" Nell declared, smiling at her friend.
"Wait, what did she tell you?" he frowned, glaring at Megan.
"Nothing bad!" Megan insisted as Steven gave her a flat look. "Really! Nothing bad at all!"
"She just said you two were friends," Penelope interjected. "I was shocked since Megan doesn't have guy friends. Every guy here is scared of her."
"They hate me, they're not scared of me," Megan rolled her eyes.
"Nah, they're scared of her," Nell shook her head. "You should have seen her in high school. She never got a date because no guy wanted to get punched in the mouth. I couldn't believe it when she started dating that guy on the debate team."
"We went to private school together," Megan told Steven. "She also came with me when we toured Europe after graduating high school."
"Oh, that was a fun summer!" Nell gushed. "Our prim and proper girl was anything but!"
"I've heard," Steven laughed.
"Do one crazy thing and that's all anyone remembers," Megan sighed.
"One crazy thing?" Nell repeated. "Seriously? That entire summer was one crazy thing after another!"
"Is that so?" Steven inquired.
"I told you that, shut up," Megan mumbled, a pink blush coloring her cheeks as she swatted Steven on the arm.
"You did?" he asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes!" Megan insisted. "I didn't go into detail but I told you it was a wild summer!"
"Oh! Did Megan tell you about the two hot cricket players who picked us up in a bar in London?" Nell questioned.
"No, she only told me about the tourist stuff she did in London," Steven answered.
"Nell, don't you dare," Megan glared at her best friend.
"Oh, shush," Nell smirked. "I never get to dish on the good stuff. I wouldn't tell random guys, but Steven's your friend."
"Yeah, shush!" Steven interjected, earning him another swat on the shoulder.
"That was a wild night," Penelope explained. "Their suite had this huge balcony with a hot tub, but Megan and I didn't have suits. The guys convinced us to just wear our panties."
"Really?" Steven asked, turning to look at his date. "Megan Bauer, I had no idea!"
"Stop it, both of you," Megan protested weakly, not seeming too serious.
"Why? We had a great time!" Nell giggled. "Your handsome date should know there's a sex kitten hidden somewhere in there."
"She'll make a dirty joke every now and then, but I usually see the cold, professional Megan," Steven said as Megan clung to his side.
"Oh, she can do way more than just talk dirty," Penelope declared. "Fuck, she kicked my ass at that blowjob contest. Remember, Megs?"
"And that's enough about that," Megan giggled and shook her head.
Steven, Megan, and Penelope stayed in the foyer for a little while longer while continuing to talk. Penelope was great and Steven was really enjoying talking to her. She was full of both energy and fun stories of causing trouble. Learning about Megan and Penelope getting drunk at a slumber party and deciding to ride horses in the middle of the night was hysterical.
The three of them eventually checked in and went further inside. People kept stopping them for polite greetings, making it take twenty minutes to move ten feet. Steven noticed the younger guys tended to say the bare minimum to be polite to Megan. They paid Nell quite a bit of attention, however.
Penelope and Megan were both very skilled conversationalists. Despite her insistence to the contrary, Megan had earned respect. There were several older businessmen asking her opinion about various topics. Nell was highly intelligent and knew quite a bit about business, however, finance was not what most of her conversations were about. Instead, she went on and on about who was cheating on whom, who was on marriage number ten, and who got caught having sex. Although, Penelope also seemed to know quite a bit about who was in legal trouble due to their business practices.
"Did you two also go to college together?" Steven asked at one point.
"As undergrads, yeah," Megan confirmed. "Nell stayed in the dorms, but I was pregnant and didn't want to live on campus."
"She was so boring in college," Penelope sighed, shaking her head.
"I was preparing to have a baby our first semester and I needed to miss part of our second semester to, you know, give birth," Megan rolled her eyes.
"Then you got a nanny so you could graduate on time," Penelope argued, looking over at Steven with an annoyed expression. "She never wanted to go to frat parties."
"Sorry I didn't want to fall asleep naked on a frat house floor," Megan grunted.
"That only happened twice!" Nell shot back. "College life is about having fun!"
"I did go to a couple parties," Megan said, smirking at Steven. "Nell and I shared a lot of classes since we had the same major."
"I went right to work after getting my undergraduate degree while Miss Smarty Pants got her MBA," Nell explained.
"Work experience is just as valuable, if not more valuable," Steven replied.
"Exactly!" Nell exclaimed. "I've been helping run Miller Coffee Traders since I was in middle school. Dad used to have me sit at board meetings with crayons when I was a little girl. I know what I'm doing without fancy letters next to my name."
"The fancy letters help. How often do you have trouble getting people to take you seriously?" Megan challenged.
"They don't take me seriously because I do have tits, not because I don't have letters," Penelope stated primly.
"I agree with Nell," Steven replied. "Money, prestige, privilege? Who cares? Not everyone can afford to stay in college for years and years. There are some brilliant and talented people without degrees. I learned more on the job than I did in college."
"Smart man," Nell nodded. "Although, money is awesome."
"I just wanted an education, stop ganging up on me," Megan giggled. "And Steven has his own letters. Mister CPA."
Steven was saved from having to respond by the arrival of the CEO of a large AI company. He wanted to congratulate Megan on her graduation, as they apparently hadn't seen each other in awhile. He was also interested in talking to Steven about numbers. The CEO was very polite, but Steven did notice he tended to leer at Penelope, his eyes obviously dropping to her cleavage.
It wasn't only rich business people and their adult trust fund kids. A number of celebrities were in attendance as well. Steven met Nolan Reed, the famous actor who starred in Hospital Doctors in Love before his character was killed off. Nolan lived on the west coast but had flown in for the charity event. He shook Steven's hand after hugging Megan and Penelope.
Nolan knew the girls so he stayed around to chat for a few minutes. Steven mentioned that all the girls in his friend group were huge fans of his. Nell suggested Steven get a picture with the TV star to make the ladies jealous. Nolan liked the idea and Steven ended up having to put his phone on silent so he could ignore the barrage of text messages.
Steven also got to meet the very famous singer who once rented Megan's apartment. The tall blonde was attending the event with her football player boyfriend. It was Steven's turn to get star struck which seemed to flatter the singer. She hugged him and kissed his cheek before taking a picture with him.
During a brief lull in conversation Steven finally checked his text messages. He firmly informed Camilla that he would not sniff Nolan Reed and tell the Latina what the actor smelled like. Steven also sent the picture of him with the famous singer. The girls were excited about her, too.
The time to meet Megan's father arrived when the three of them were approached by a distinguished older gentleman. Theodore Bauer was fifty-seven years old with a head of gray hair. He was tall and carried a few extra pounds. The gorgeous blonde on his arm looked like she was barely legal.



"Megan!" Theodore smiled happily, embracing his daughter.
"Hi, Dad," Megan replied, hugging him back.
"Nell, nice to see you," Theodore inclined his head toward Penelope.
"You, too," Nell smiled.
"And this must be Steven!" Theodore announced confidently, offering his hand for a shake.
"Nice to meet you, sir," Steven responded, shaking the billionaire's hand.
"Megan tells me you're a finance expert," Theodore commented, releasing Steven's hand.
"Well, I'd like to think so," Steven smirked.
"We'll talk numbers over dinner, but right now I have more people to meet," Theodore said, leading his date away.
"That his new girlfriend?" Steven asked once Theodore and his date were gone.
"I haven't the slightest idea who that was," Megan stated plainly.
"Theodore probably didn't either," Nell laughed.
Dinner was held in a large banquet hall filled with large tables and covered in white linen. Steven and Megan were seated with Theodore and his date, in addition to Nell, her father, and her father's latest girlfriend. They all knew each other, with Steven and Theodore's date being the only new people.
To his surprise, Steven fit right in. Everyone was talking and laughing. Nell was extremely friendly, giggling more and more as she continued drinking. Her father and his girlfriend were polite, and Theodore was very interested in everything Steven had to say. Theodore's date barely spoke and seemed to think her only purpose in being there was to serve as arm candy.
There was a big speech thanking everyone for their generous contributions, then dinner was served. The food was definitely incredible, cooked perfectly with all flavors complimenting each other nicely. Steven was enjoying himself and felt that Megan was as well.
Megan and Nell wanted to dance before gambling, so the three of them made their way to the dance floor after dinner. Steven quickly discovered that the two girls could move! They were graceful and quick, easily able to get into a rhythm and dance.
Steven held Megan's hips during the first slow dance, looking into her eyes as she smiled. About halfway through, Megan smirked and slipped out of his grasp before pushing Nell into her place. Dancing with Nell was a little more awkward since he didn't really know her.
The second dance with Penelope went much better. She was very skilled at putting people at ease and was happy to talk quietly while they moved. Steven was surprised when she started flirting with him, but he believed it was just a part of her personality. Then again, he knew he could be pretty dense.
A few people stopped by to talk or dance for a few minutes before moving on. Two guys showed up at one point, glaring at Megan before chatting up Nell. From what they said, Steven quickly decided that the two guys combined were about as intelligent as a mop handle.
The entitled trust fund guys hit on Nell for a little while, dancing quite suggestively with her. They finally left with a promise to meet up with her later. Megan had been rolling her eyes the entire time, clinging to Steven. Steven and Megan started a slow dance just as Nell excused herself to go to the restroom.
"Nell is one of my very few real friends," Megan said without prompting, stepping forward to press her body against Steven.
"And yet you tried to pimp her out to me," he commented.
"Oh, shut up," Megan giggled.
"She seems nice," he said, dropping the joke. "Very open and honest."
"Because she was happy to talk about her college sexy times with a random person?" Megan giggled.
"Pretty much," Steven admitted. "I'm surprised she talked with those idiots."
"Yeah, Nell bought into the whole belief that rich guys are basically entitled to her body," Megan winced. "Her dad basically raised her to be a trophy wife. He's not happy that she's not married yet since she's already twenty-five."
"Because twenty-five is old?" Steven frowned.
"It is when rich guys are looking for barely legal," Megan sighed, shaking her head. "Anyway, Nell has a reputation for being easy. Some of the trust fund guys call her the high society bicycle since they've all ridden her. Their words, not mine."
"Wait. Nell said her father brought her to board meetings?" Steven questioned. "She said she had been running the company?"
"Kind of," Megan answered. "Like my father, hers wanted a son, an heir. Not an heiress. Nell's father was at least smart enough to realize Penelope needed to know about numbers herself. Otherwise her husband could take advantage of her."
"Does Nell have any siblings?" Steven wondered.
"No," Megan shook her head. "Only child, just like me. And both our fathers are not happy about it. At least my dad has Carter now."
"You and Nell are both so smart, it's a shame your fathers don't realize it," he commented.
"My dad gives me some authority, he's letting me handle Sphinx," Megan reasoned. "And Penelope does really well. They've both learned that we're capable, it's just that we had to work ten times harder to prove it."
"I'm sorry," Steven stated honestly.
"Nell's had it worse," Megan continued. "Ignoring the sex tape, I was much more reserved than her. None of these guys have ever gotten the Megan Bauer experience."
"They don't deserve it," he replied, hugging her tightly.
"Thank you, Steven," Megan whispered. "Nell's one of my only friends. I just wanna slap the guys who make bets on how many of them she'll hook up with."
"She knows how these people talk about her and she still socializes with them?" Steven asked in confusion.
"Ugh, I know!" she grimaced. "It sucks. Talking to her doesn't work. We had a huge fight on her eighteenth birthday."
"What happened?" Steven inquired, holding Megan close.
"She had a party at our place," Megan answered. "My dad took her upstairs and popped her cherry."
"Your father?" he gasped. "Whoa."
"Yup. Thirty-two year age difference," Megan grunted. "And it was hardly a romantic or special occasion. You thought I had a wild summer? I didn't get gangbanged in Finland by a football team. European football."
"Jeez. That's a lot to take in," Steven whispered, unsure of what else to say.
"Yeah, I've tried talking to her, tried convincing her those losers aren't good enough for her," Megan continued. "It's never worked. I guarantee they're both gonna do her tonight."
"They didn't seem to like you very much," Steven observed.
"Because I don't treat them like they're better than me," Megan snorted. "They both kept trying to pick me up. One of them told me Nell gave a great rimjob and asked if I thought I could do better. I slapped him and they finally gave up."
"I don't blame you one bit for hitting him," Steven growled, hugging Megan tightly to him. He was surprised by how protective he felt.
A tap on Steven's shoulder caused him to turn around and look up at the massive football player. His blonde singer girlfriend was on his arm and smiling happily. The football player was charming and asked to swap partners for the next song. Steven got to enjoy a nice, slow dance with a pop superstar.
Penelope returned a few minutes later and the five of them danced for another twenty minutes. Then it was time for the casino event. They headed into the next room and checked in, each of them receiving some house chips to gamble with.
The resort had rented several machines and tables. There was craps, blackjack, Texas hold 'em, and even a roulette wheel. The famous couple excused themselves to chat with other friends while Steven, Nell, and Megan explored on their own. Nell wanted to try blackjack first and ended up doing quite well. Steven had barely any chips left and Megan just about broke even.
At the roulette wheel, Steven bet everything he had left on black, hoping to win enough chips to keep playing. The ball landed on red and he was out. Megan took pity on him and gave him a few chips so he could keep going. Nell just laughed and dragged them to the craps table.
"You gave Steven chips when he ran out!" Nell argued after losing everything at craps.
"He was out too early," Megan giggled. "You played at that table for over an hour. And you were ahead for awhile, but just kept betting!"
"You're just playing favorites," Nell grumbled, crossing her arms. "We've been friends for years and you're picking the hot guy over me!"
"Thanks for the compliment!" Steven interjected, offering Nell a few chips. "Consider this a show of appreciation."
"Why, thank you!" Nell laughed, walking up to Steven and kissing his cheek.
"Kiss-ass," Megan rolled her eyes.
The three of them continued playing the various games, with Megan finally getting eliminated while playing Texas hold 'em. Penelope went back to craps and also lost it all. Steven? Steven got on an amazing winning streak, cleaning out everyone he faced off against at Texas hold 'em. He beat the football player, took all the chips from a different famous singer, and defeated some oil tycoon.
"I won?" Steven asked in surprise when it was announced he had the most chips.
"Congratulations!" Nell jumped up and down and hugged him excitedly.
"A free weekend at a five-star resort and spa!" Megan squealed. "Enjoy!"
"Mm, it's a weekend for two," Nell purred, clinging to his arm. "Just an FYI, I put out."
"That is not news," Megan teased. "I'm the one who gave him chips when he was out!"
"Maybe, but you're also the one who insisted you're just friends," Nell countered. "You won't be comfortable sharing a bed."
"And you just met him!" Megan argued, glancing at Steven before tapping her chin with her finger. "Hm, how about you and I just go."
"I won it!" Steven exclaimed.
"I gave you chips and I'm pretty," Megan grinned.
"Damn," Steven deadpanned, making the girls laugh.
The event started winding down, with people leaving in small groups. Megan was right, Nell did end up leaving with the two idiots. Steven and Megan said goodnight to her father before heading outside and getting in to Megan's red car.
"It's not very late," Megan observed. "And you brought that bag; do you wanna come over for awhile? Maybe open a bottle of wine?"
"Trying to get me drunk?" Steven smirked.
"I would not need to get you drunk to take advantage of you," Megan stated confidently.
"Yeah, that's fair," Steven admitted. "And, yes, I'd love to."
Megan's home was just as awe-inspiring as it was the first time. Steven changed into lounge pants and a t-shirt in the first floor bathroom while Megan relieved the nanny and went upstairs to kiss her son goodnight. She came back downstairs dressed in light pink pajama pants, fuzzy pink socks, and a black t-shirt. Her raven hair hung freely down her back and it was clear she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Don't you look comfy?" Megan observed.
"You, too," Steven laughed. "How's Carter?"
"This is my house, I should be comfortable!" she stuck out her tongue. "And he was asleep. I just tucked him in and gave him a kiss."
"Sorry you didn't get to see him before he went to bed," Steven sighed.
"It's okay, I'll see him in the morning," Megan answered. "He's six, he has to be in bed early."
Steven started a fire in the living room fireplace while Megan went into the kitchen to grab a bottle of wine and two glasses. They ended up sitting on the floor in front of the fire, sipping on wine while talking. The two of them were very relaxed and soon the last of the wine was poured out.
Megan and Steven went from topic to topic, the conversation easy and natural. They were sitting on a soft blanket Megan had taken off the couch, and Steven could feel the soft fabric beneath his bare feet as he smiled at her. Megan sipped her wine, the firelight reflecting off her flawless face.
The two of them talked about Steven's love life, and Megan was very happy that Steven had decided he was gonna date someone. Megan was so supportive, so compassionate. Steven started feeling guilty about violating her privacy by watching that video.
"I have a confession to make," Steven sighed.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Megan asked, setting her empty wine glass on the floor.
"I, ah, I saw that video from your Europe trip. The one with the French actor," Steven admitted, unable to meet her gaze. "I'm sorry. I had no right to."
"Did you like it?" Megan wondered, surprising him.
"Uh, well, that's not really the point," Steven trailed off.
"I don't care, answer the question," she ordered in her firm business voice.
"I don't know," he answered honestly. "You're beautiful. Breathtaking. I felt guilty for invading your privacy while watching it. And, ah, Andre was kind of rough. It made me want to kick his ass and hug you."
"You really are a great friend," she smiled. "You genuinely care about me, you respect me, you, well, you're just awesome."
"For watching a video leaked without your permission?" Steven frowned. "A very intimate one."
"Quite a few people have seen it, you're the only one to ever apologize," Megan replied. "Nell saw it too, by the way. She thought you were a sweetheart. I tried to tell her she needs to find a guy who's a sweetheart, but she still went with those losers."
"Nell was great, I'm sorry she has trouble finding love," he commented carefully, tripping over his words.
"She finds a little too much love, if you get my meaning," she sighed. "She's a hopeless romantic, but she lets guys get away with putting in no effort."
"Like going back to the suite of two cricket players the night you met them?" Steven teased.
"I told you that was a very rebellious summer for me," Megan giggled. "I had just lost my cherry, I basically broke my own heart. Yeah, I do kind of regret arranging that video getting leaked, but it happened. It's fine."
"You are really hard to figure out," Steven laughed.
"I should be, I'm great!" she said proudly. "My story isn't that impressive; private school, dated the debate team captain. When we were eighteen he convinced me we'd still be virgins if we had butt sex."
"Seriously?" he asked, eyes wide.
"Yeah, I took it up the bum before losing my virginity," Megan confirmed. "Wild weekend with Steven Thomson at his mansion, then a crazy summer in Europe. I got pregnant and gave birth to Carter. Getting pregnant put an end to the partying. Hence me not having had sex in years."
"You didn't have a boyfriend in college?" Steven inquired.
"Nah," she shook her head. "I just worked hard. I've never really been able to let anyone get close, so I suppose Jane and I have that in common."
"I guess you do," he sighed.
"It's tough to find someone," Megan shrugged. "I've only ever really been close to two guys."
"Steven Thomson?" Steven suggested.
"Yeah," she nodded. "It was only one weekend and I blew him off after. But, it was a special weekend."
"Who's the other?" he wondered.
"You, dummy," Megan laughed. "I guess I have a type. Guys with a very nice first name."
Did Megan seriously just admit to having feelings for him? Feelings beyond a platonic friendship? Steven was shocked. He knew she was just a person, like everyone else, but it was still tough to imagine a billionaire heiress might be interested in him. Steven was starting to accept that he could really be a bit of an idiot.
"I feel close to you, too," Steven smiled softly. "I really appreciate how great you've been."
"You're not so bad yourself," she told him.
Megan Bauer, the rich, powerful woman who didn't trust. Steven Martucci, the hopeless romantic who was just starting to move on. They looked at each other for a solid minute, the only sound was the crackling fire. Megan didn't want to be a rebound and Steven didn't think he could ever be involved with someone like Megan. In that moment, however, all reservations were abandoned.
Their first kiss was soft and gentle, romantic and sweet. Steven reached out and rested his hand on Megan's as he felt her lips on his. A couple minutes passed as they lightly kissed, not even making out, just enjoying the taste of each other's lips. They moved closer to each other on the blanket, the heat from the fire lightly caressing them.
Reaching out, Megan lightly cupped his face, her fingers brushing against the short hairs of his beard. Her tongue pushed at his lips, seeking entrance to his mouth. Steven parted his lips, allowing Megan's tongue access. Electricity sparked between them when their tongues touched for the first time.
Megan moaned into the kiss, their tongues wrestling as their passion grew to a boil. Grabbing his wrist, Megan laid back on the blanket, pulling Steven on top of her. Their kiss deepened as Steven gripped the top of her head while Megan buried a hand in his hair.
He was rock hard, grinding his bulge against her crotch as they continued kissing. His body was pressed against Megan's, her large breasts squished against his chest. Both of them were completely lost in the moment, oblivious to anything except each other.
Sliding her hands down to squeeze his butt, Megan then pushed the back of his lounge pants and boxer briefs down so she could grab his naked ass. Seeing this as a signal to go further, Steven sat up and reached for the waistband of Megan's pajama bottoms. She lifted her ass, allowing him to slide her pants and underwear down her legs and toss them aside.
Steven was back on top of her, this time grinding his bulge against her bare-shaven pussy. Megan pushed his bottoms down to his thighs, freeing his throbbing erection. Their eyes locked as Steven pressed forward, burying himself in her hot snatch.
"Oh, God!" Megan hissed, gripping his upper arms tightly.
"Are you okay?" he asked in concern.
"Yeah," she nodded rapidly. "Just please go slow. It's been awhile."
Nodding in understanding, Steven began gently thrusting. Megan was warm and wet and tight, her pussy gripping him like a vice. She hooked her ankles around his calves and he could feel her fuzzy pink socks against his skin. Steven took both of her hands, pressing them against the blanket as their fingers laced.
That was how they made love; holding hands while gazing into each other's eyes. Megan lightly rolled her hips to meet his thrusts, her moaning and panting increasing in intensity. Steven leaned down to gently kiss her lips before pulling back to watch her pretty face contort in pleasure.
Megan still had her shirt on, as well as her cute socks. Steven's pants and underwear were around his thighs, his shirt still covering his torso. Even though they were mostly clothed, they were sharing an intense intimacy. Both of them acknowledged without words that the moment was special.
Megan's mouth opened, her lower jaw tightening as she grunted. Steven felt her pussy clamp down on him as her vaginal muscles began to convulse. He knew she was having an orgasm and leaned forward to affectionately kiss her forehead. His thrusting never stopped, causing Megan to orgasm two more times in rapid succession.
"Megan!" Steven gasped, looking down at her as his breath grew more ragged.
"In me! Cum in me!" Megan begged, recognizing the signs of his impending release. "I'm safe, I promise."
Steven buried himself into the depths of Megan's cunt, his balls compressing as his cock swelled. Megan gasped his name, cumming again when she felt his semen coating her vaginal walls. They kissed softly, Steven gently thrusting several times before finally withdrawing from Megan's sheath and rolling off her.
"Fuck, I needed that," Megan hummed, arching her back and letting out a satisfied grunt.
Laying down beside Megan, he drew her into his arms. Unlike Jane, Megan seemed perfectly content to cuddle. She rested her head on his chest, pressing her body against him. She was still bottomless and giggled when Steven playfully reached down to squeeze her butt cheek.
"That was amazing," Steven whispered, Megan nodding in agreement.



The fire had burnt out when Steven opened his eyes. He realized they must have fallen asleep. Letting out a loud yawn, he looked over at Megan who lifted her head on her chest and smiled at him. She swooped in and pecked his lips.
"Hey, sleepyhead," Megan giggled.
"Did you sleep, too?" he wondered.
"Yeah, I did," she grinned.
"What time is it?" he inquired.
"Just after 2:00AM," Megan answered, stretching and getting to her feet.
Steven watched as Megan yanked her underwear out of her pajama pants and stepped into them. He pulled up his own pants and slowly sat up, yawning again. Megan put on her pink bottoms and tied them before looking over at Steven with a small blush.
"What happens now?" he asked nervously, standing up and approaching the heiress.
"I don't know," she whispered before smirking slightly. "I hope we can both agree that was amazing?"
"It was incredible," Steven smiled.
"Mm, good!" Megan replied, kissing him.
"I wasn't expecting this," he stated honestly.
"Neither was I," she agreed, biting her lower lip in an uncharacteristic display of nerves. "I'm not sure how a relationship would work and I am sure you don't want another friends with benefits situation."
"Sounds about right," Steven winced.
"Not that I wouldn't be interested in a relationship!" Megan said quickly. "It's just that you're still not fully over Jane and you do work for me. It's just, well, it's complicated."
"I understand," he nodded. "I'm not offended or anything."
It was the truth; Steven wasn't offended. He felt unworthy of any woman. Intellectually, he knew he was free to sleep with whomever he liked, but he couldn't help but feel like he had just cheated on Jane. Steven kept telling himself it wasn't true, but his heart didn't fully believe it. Fuck, he hadn't slept with Jane in months. Why couldn't he fully get her out of his heart?
"Okay, good. So, how about this?" she began carefully. "We're still friends and we'll still do things as friends. If something happens, it happens. If it doesn't, it doesn't. No pressure. And if things start happening often we can revisit things. If they don't, we'll know this was a one time thing."
"That sort of sounds like friends with benefits," Steven laughed lightly.
"No! No, it's not!" Megan argued, also laughing. "No expectations, no calling each other up for booty calls, no planned encounters. We'll just be friends and see if a moment happens. If it does, well, maybe you'll get some booty."
"Nice way to put it!" Steven grinned, shaking his head.
"Well, you did seem to like my butt earlier," Megan smirked.
"It is a great butt," he reasoned.
"It is," she agreed. "Maybe you'll get to see it again, maybe I'll even let you shove it up there. But, maybe not. We didn't plan this, we just got lost in passion. Let's see if that happens again, okay?"
"I can live with that," Steven nodded.
"A little secret?" Megan asked with an evil grin. "I really hope we get at least one more round."
"Is that so?" he questioned.
"Mmhmm," Megan nodded, biting her lower lip seductively. "You have a very nice cock; it felt fucking fantastic inside me. I really, REALLY wanna suck it."
"And I would really love to get you fully naked," Steven admitted, sad that he didn't get to see her big boobs in person.
"Mm, I hope it happens!" she wriggled her body as a shiver of anticipation ran through her. "How about I show you to the guest room?"
Steven was laying in Megan's fancy guest room, which was much nicer than his own bedroom. He was exhausted, but it still took him awhile to fall asleep. It had been one incredible day. His last thought before losing consciousness was that he had been very wrong; it was definitely a date.
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~Kayla~
It's time for my high school graduation party and I can clearly see that Daddy is sparing no expense. There's a huge sign on the front lawn that reads "Welcome to Kayla Thomson's Graduation Party" in large, colorful letters. Amusingly, my Slut-sisters tape a paper next to the sign with the text "And Lexi Davis, Hazel Collins, Ashley Bartlett, Marcia Moore" to emphasize the party is for all of us. A large banner is across the front of the mansion, congratulating us all, the class of 2025.
There are plenty of places for guests to park and colored lights on the ground create a path that leads them to the backyard. The party hasn't really started just yet, so we head inside to drop off our gowns. Lexi makes a comment about the white gowns not showing cum stains, but I'm certainly not hooking up while my grandparents are here!
In fact, I don't expect to get laid at all this weekend. I'm a single lady! Sure, there's my Slut-sisters, but I don't know if we'll find the time. Ashley has her plans with Josh and Hazel is interested in my cousin, Alexander. Despite her words, Marcia might end up fucking Kwan. Lexi and Daddy will want some alone time with Nicole to celebrate. So, I'm shit out of luck.
The girls are still teasing me about Miss Harrell, but she's my cheer coach. One kiss does not mean we're gonna have sex. My coach and I are just really close, she's my mentor, my guide, my friend. I am choosing to ignore the fact that I tend to be very sexual with my friends.
Leaving my graduation cap and gown on my desk, I take the time to set up my high school diploma. I smile when I remember swarming the tables after the ceremony to find mine. My name in big letters. It's official. I'm a high school graduate! All of us are. It's hard to believe.
Daddy suggests the Slut-sisters get together before the party to exchange gifts. We all love the idea, and I'm currently waiting in the master bedroom with Daddy, Lexi, Nicole, and Hazel. The five of us have reusable shopping bags filled with gifts for each other. Marcia and Ashley need to hurry the fuck up!
Lexi and I keep trying to peek inside the large bag Daddy is holding. He admonishes us to be patient and no amount of pouting or batting my eyelashes convinces him otherwise. Lexi decides to go a different route, lifting her top and bra to bare her breasts. Even flashing Daddy isn't enough to make him waver, and Lexi has to put her boobs away when three girls reach out to grope them.
Marcia eventually arrives, looking super cute in a white sundress with pink flowers. She sets her bags down and chats with us until Ashley shows up. The tall, busty blonde is wearing a red skirt with white flowers. Her white shirt leaves a couple inches of her flat stomach exposed and has a scoop-neck to show off her impressive cleavage.
"It's a miracle, she has clothes on!" Lexi declares.
"Sort of," Hazel snorts.
"Haha, yeah, fuck you both," Ashley rolls her eyes.
"You really didn't know you were supposed to be fully dressed under the gown?" Nicole asks carefully.
"I've never graduated high school before, how was I supposed to know?!" Ashley growls.
"Common sense?" Marcia offers, shrugging helplessly.
"Fuck you, too," the tall blonde snaps.
"Then she went and announced to everyone setting up that she was getting boned," I giggle.
"And one for you," Ashley grumbles, showing me her middle finger.
"Is that all of us?" Lexi asks with a smirk.
"She just missed Nicole," Daddy interjects. "Oh, and me, I suppose."
"How is Josh handling it?" Nicole questions, getting back to the matter at hand. "He's so shy, and now everyone knows he got some before graduation."
"He's okay, I think," Ashley answers. "He's the one who said my name. Other than that it was just me moaning and talking dirty."
"Do you think anyone will give you trouble today?" Daddy wonders.
"Nah, nothing I can't handle," Ashley shrugs. "Now, c'mon, let's open presents!"
I exchange graduation gifts with my Slut-sisters. Nothing extravagant, but something that's meaningful for each of us. Nicole isn't graduating, but we have small gifts for her as well. We may not have as much history with Lexi and Nicole, but we are all able to come up with perfect gifts. Some are memories of our time together leading to now. Some are inside jokes. Others are hopes and dreams for the future. But, all of them are meaningful. Gathering together, the six of us all hug.
"I'm so glad you girls have each other," Daddy says sincerely. "I love all of you."
"Are you crying?" I smile when I turn to face my father.
"You're grounded," Daddy rubs his watery eyes.
"Let's go, you big crybaby!" Lexi grumbles, bouncing on her feet. "I want my present!"
"Now I'm gonna return it," Daddy glares at the bratty redhead.
"You can't, I suck your dick," Lexi reasons with a grin.
"I have other options," Daddy shrugs with an arrogant scoff.
"Daddy!" I gasp, giving him a reproachful look.
"That level of arrogance does not make me wanna get on my knees," Nicole interjects.
"Some girls like a cocky guy," I point out.
"Ew, no thanks," Marcia makes a face. "Cocky guys can suck their own dicks."
"Agreed," Ashley nods. "Give me a sweet nerd and I'll offer up all my holes."
"I've had my fill with guys like that," Lexi declares, crossing her arms.
"I'll blow him," Hazel offers, staring hungrily at Daddy's crotch.
"Go fuck a shower head if you're horny, I want my present!" Lexi whines.
"We have way too many sex toys to need to resort to a shower head," Hazel snorts.
"Fine, shove a dildo up your ass," Ashley laughs. "Just stop keeping us from our presents."
"Blame Lexi and her attitude," Hazel responds, earning her a middle finger from the redhead.
"She's kind of right, Lexi," Marcia giggles.
"I should probably give out the presents before this devolves into actual fighting," Daddy says.
"YES!" five of us shout in unison while Nicole shrugs sweetly.
"Here, Nicole. This is for you," Daddy smiles, handing Nicole a small wrapped box. "Huh, the bag is empty now- oof!"
Daddy is cut off when five teenage girls mob him. Depending on the circumstances, being surrounded by teenage girls can either be a nightmare or a dream come true. I'm going for nightmare, but my Slut-sisters aren't making it easy. Ashley's huge boobs are squished against Daddy's side, Marcia is pulling on his arm, Hazel is rubbing his bulge, and Lexi's shirt and bra are around her neck again for some reason as she tries to smother him with her little titties.
"You got me something?" Nicole asks over our squealing as she turns the box over in her hands. "I'm not graduating."
"I got gifts for all of you, not because you're graduating, but because I love you all," Daddy says, smiling at Nicole. "And the moment is ruined by Marcia grabbing my butt."
"Lexi, put your boobs away!" Nicole hisses. "Girls, grow up. Be serious."
It takes a few minutes, but we eventually stop giggling. Lexi fixes her clothes and Daddy finally passes out the presents. We six girls are now holding identical wrapped boxes about the size of our palms. Daddy laughs at Lexi when she holds hers up to her ear and shakes it.
"Nice job, you broke it," Daddy comments sarcastically.
"Really?" Lexi frowns, examining the box.
"You're lucky you're pretty," Nicole giggles, shaking her head at her baby sister.
"I'm opening this now," I speak up quickly, cutting off the banter.
My Slut-sisters follow my lead, ripping off the wrapping paper to reveal six jewelry boxes. As one, we all gasp when we open the boxes and gaze upon the stunning contents. Daddy's gift is a platinum oval-shaped locket with a delicate chain. The letters "SS" are engraved on the front and the inside has a beautiful picture of the six Slut-sisters. There's a blank spot on the other side with room for another photograph.
A film of tears coats my eyes as I smile at the picture. Marcia and Ashley are both going on and on about how beautiful their locket is, but I can barely hear them. Even Hazel squealing is a faded background noise. It really is the perfect gift. All I can think about now is always having my Slut-sisters with me to meet life's challenges.
"Thank you," Nicole whispers, causing me to look up as she hugs and kisses Daddy. "I love you, Steven."
"I love you, too," Daddy smiles.
We all take turns hugging and kissing Daddy. Marcia buries her face in his chest, Ashley pushes her boobs against him, I push my tongue into his mouth, and Hazel massages his crotch. We put on the lockets, realizing that Lexi is just staring at hers with tears in her eyes.
"Does the 'SS' stand for 'Steven's Sluts?'" Ashley wonders with a smirk, giving Lexi time to work through her emotions.
"You know what it stands for," Daddy laughs.
"Fuck, I'm horny," Hazel growls. "Do we have time before the party starts? Six sluts for one stud?"
"That's eighteen holes and only one cock," I point out.
"Eighteen holes?" Nicole snorts. "Are we talking about sex or golf?"
"It doesn't matter, we don't have time," Marcia insists.
"Lame," Hazel grunts. "Stop being responsible and think with your pussy for once."
"I'd love to have sex with Steven right now, but we have a party to get to!" Marcia replies.
"I haven't had any Steven-loving in ages," Ashley laments, pressing her boobs together and leaning forward to show off her cleavage. "I would enjoy a good titty-fuck."
"Are you okay, Lexi?" I finally ask. "You usually have a lot to say when sex comes up."
Rather than respond with words, Lexi walks forward with determination in her gaze. The redhead hands me her jewelry box before throwing her arms around Daddy and kissing him passionately. Pressing her body against Daddy, Lexi moans into his mouth while her fingers clench at the back of his head.
Daddy's clearly as emotional as his girlfriend as he buries a hand in her auburn hair and growls intensely. His other hand reaches down to squeeze Lexi's pert butt. Our favorite nymphomaniac is wearing jean shorts that show off her pale, lightly-freckled legs. The two of them kiss for several minutes, seemingly forgetting about the rest of us.
"I think you have guests waiting downstairs," Nicole says, tapping Daddy on the shoulder.
"Yeah, you two can fuck later," Ashley giggles, trying to pry them apart. She fails.
"Okay, let's go," I state, wrapping my arms around Lexi's waist from behind.
I pull my best friend off of Daddy, carrying the petite girl as she whines and kicks out her legs. Daddy is looking at her with love, his breathing heavy. I feel bad interrupting the moment. I know Lexi is so passionate because of how much Daddy and the Slut-sisters mean to her. The first people who make the redhead feel like she belongs.
"You girls go keep everyone busy!" Lexi exclaims. "I need to get fucked, now!"
Daddy growls passionately, but then sighs.
"We probably should go and welcome the guests," Daddy says, his voice husky. He adjusts his slacks to try and conceal his bulge.
Lexi removes her "A" charm necklace and puts on her new locket. Our group of seven then makes our way to the backyard while debating what we should tell people the "SS" stands for if they ask. I can't exactly tell my grandparents I am proudly declaring my slutdom. Although, hiding it means I'm not proud, right? Forget it, we're all just gonna say it's something private and personal.
The backyard is fully set up and I'm not the only one to gasp upon seeing it. There are streamers, balloons, and signs everywhere. Large canopies tower over various long tables, a few of which are already occupied. There are various activities set up, including a volleyball net and a bounce house. It's an amazing mix of silly fun and serious elegance.
Sunlight reflects off the pool as we make our way over to the tables. Hazel's grandmother is sitting with my grandparents, as well as my aunt and uncle. Marcia and Ashley's parents are sitting together, and Melissa waves to her big sister with a big grin.
Ashley and Marcia sit with their families while the rest of us join the grandparents. We munch on cheese and crackers while trying to keep things from getting too awkward. Kyle, Lexi and Nicole's brother, sits with us and offers Lexi an envelope.
"Congratulations, Alexis. Lexi," Kyle smiles at his baby sister with affection, handing her the card.
"Thank you," Lexi replies, accepting the envelope.
Seeing Kyle give out a card inspires everyone else to hand out their gifts. Hazel gets a card from her grandmother and my grandparents give me a money wreath. I resist the urge to pull it apart, instead admiring how well it's put together. There's a lot of money and it says "2025" across the middle. Aunt Andrea and Uncle Mark give me a card with money in it.
More and more people arrive, many of them classmates. A few people immediately change into bathing suits and jump in the pool. Others sit at the tables and relax. Several girls are using the backdrop and props to take silly pictures and there's a volleyball game going.
Detective Sarah McLorn stops by and sits with all of us. I notice Aunt Andrea and my grandparents have judgmental looks on their faces when they realize how close Sarah and Daddy are. My detective friend surprises all of us by bringing gifts for all five graduating Slut-sisters. Ashley and Marcia come over for theirs. It's so sweet and we all hug her tightly, uncaring about my family's disapproval.
Daddy's childhood best friends, Allan and Amanda, show up with their three kids. Fortunately, we're still in the family-friendly portion of the party. Allan Junior is ten, Kimberly is seven, and Brandon is five. The kids barely give their mother time to greet us before dragging her off to join them in the bounce house. I get it.
Allan has five envelopes, one for each girl. Ashley and Marcia are touched by the gesture, not expecting anything from the man. The middle-aged guy blushes when he hands Lexi her gift, clearly remembering their wild night. Hazel waggles her eyebrows at him and he stumbles, nearly falling. It's a good thing my relatives don't pick up on it.
Stacey and April arrive at the party and both hug me tightly. Since Stacey is Daddy's assistant, I don't think my grandparents pick up on their intimacy, but I'm not completely sure. The two girls make a plate of appetizers and join us for some small talk.
The blondes have five gifts, but they're not the usual envelopes with money. The gifts are personalized, drawings done by Stacey. Mine is a portrait of me and I smile at how beautiful I look thanks to Stacey. Lexi has a drawing of her and Daddy. Ashley and Marcia also have beautiful drawings of their faces. Hazel's is a little different; it's of her entire body and she's looking down while caressing her stomach. It's so sweet and Hazel has tears in her eyes.
A lot of people are exchanging gifts; friends, family, fellow graduates. Quite a few parents have a card for me, including Ian's. Josh is slightly embarrassed that his parents have their girlfriend with them. Jennifer Cartridge is very pretty; Andrew Greene is a lucky man! Josh's sisters are amazing, too.
Everyone seems to be having a great time and the caterers soon start setting out the food. It's a huge meal that basically combines lunch and dinner. There's salad, vegetables, roasted potatoes, chicken, and fish. I end up chatting with Anika Patel and Mira Suzuki while we wait for one of the employees to cut us each a couple of slices of prime rib.
Several of Daddy's other employees stop by for a few minutes to be polite and supportive. An accountant, a couple of bookkeepers, a woman who works in accounts receivable. The VP of finance, Andy James, stops by. The pervert still creeps me out and I can tell he is a master of glancing at cleavage without getting caught.
Daddy's attorney, Paul Jacobs, arrives with a nice card for me. I'm surprised that Brenda Bell even stops by. She's the most important hire from YouInvest, and the only reason that moron isn't bankrupt. Brenda is going to be a huge asset to Daddy. She's really friendly and thanks Daddy for the invitation.
Kwan finally arrives with Charles and Olivia. Everyone gets the chance to meet the cute jewelry store employee, which leads to people admiring Hazel's promise ring. My grandparents are uncomfortable, but we ignore them. In fact, we girls are too busy making kissing faces to tease Marcia as she talks with Kwan.
Stacey and April change into bikinis and jump into the pool. A few of my classmates flirt with April, trying to figure out why they don't recognize her. There's a lot of laughter when they realize April actually isn't a classmate, but is twenty-five years old.
"I think it's time we got going," Grandma Barbara eventually says.
"So soon?" Daddy frowns. "It's still early."
"The kids will have more fun without the old folks around," Grandpa Gerald explains as he slowly gets to his feet.
"We're proud of you, Kayla," Grandma tells me as she stands as well. "We know you have a very bright future ahead of you."
"Your mother would be proud, too," Grandpa adds.
"Thank you," I smile, heading over to them for hugs.
"Just, ah, try and make better choices than your father has lately," Grandma says after kissing my cheek.
"What's that supposed to mean?" Daddy speaks up loudly.
"It means you have two girlfriends and are expecting a child with a third woman who is basically still a child," Grandpa answers, unable to contain his disapproval any longer.
"I know it's not a typical situation," Maxine interjects before Daddy can respond. "But, I've seen how much love there is here. Plus, take it from me, judging people for not living up to your standards will just make you miserable."
"So, you're okay with your eighteen year old granddaughter ruining her life?" Grandma asks.
"She is NOT ruining her life!" I hiss as Hazel's lower lip quivers.
"We're not getting into this here," Grandpa sighs. "We're not going to ruin Kayla's high school graduation. Let's go, Barbara."
"We're going," Grandma confirms. "Steven, I just hope you think more before you act in the future. We don't appreciate how you're dishonoring our daughter's memory."
"Oh, so it was much more respectful when I was waiting for my days to run out so I could finally die?" Daddy hisses angrily. "If my happiness means so little to you, maybe it's best if you don't see it. Good day."
This is my first time hearing "good day" used like a curse.



~Steven~
"You can break up with me if you want," Lexi mumbles sadly as she sits beside me on the bed. Our bed. "I'll go live with Nicole."
"I'm not breaking up with you, dummy," I reply, wrapping an arm around Lexi's shoulder as I kiss the top of her head.
"And I'm not letting you live with me," Nicole adds, crossing her arms while standing barefoot in front of the bed. "I'd have a head of gray hair in a month."
"I love you both. So much," I declare after Lexi blows a raspberry at Nicole. I squeeze Lexi's bare shoulder as I shake my head at her antics. "Sometimes I'm not sure why, but I do. You make me happy. Nicole, we fit so well together. We have a lot in common and can talk for hours. Lexi, I love your fire. You brought me back to life. Although, Nicole has a point about the premature graying."
"It's not premature for you," Lexi giggles, placing her hand on my thigh.
"Do you need a spanking?" I arch an eyebrow at the brat.
"Don't threaten me with a good time, baby," Lexi licks her lips in anticipation.
"Are you sure you're okay?" Nicole asks, cutting through the playful banter that is barely hiding emotional wounds.
"No, I'm not," I answer honestly, looking at the older redhead. "Aria was my best friend, my wife. We grew up together. Her parents were basically my parents, too."
"I don't know what it's like to have a friend from childhood," Lexi sighs. "I didn't have any friends as a little girl. But, I do now. And being told I was an insult to one of them would really hurt me."
"I'm glad you understand," I kiss Lexi's head again.
"Would it help if I took my boobs out?" Lexi offers, reaching up to cup her bikini-clad breasts.
Aria's parents are gone and we're planning to go for a swim to cool down. Lexi is wearing her light blue bikini with her auburn hair up in twin buns, exactly like the day of Kayla's birthday pool party. I hold her close, my fingers caressing her shoulder as I marvel at how soft her skin is.
My only clothing is a pair of black swim trunks. I can feel Lexi's fingernails lightly scratching my bare thigh. It's nice. Nicole is looking at me in concern, standing a few feet in front of me in a forest green bikini. My eyes briefly drop, allowing me to admire the smattering of freckles across her chest and the upper slopes of her small breasts.
"Sex can't fix everything, Lexi," I smirk as I stop gawking at Nicole.
"Well, now I need to rethink my entire life," Lexi giggles.
"No comment," Nicole snorts before turning serious again. "Do we need to talk, Steven? I know you must be a mess right now."
"I think I just want to enjoy my daughter's high school graduation," I answer carefully.
"Okay, and we don't have time to fool around. We don't, Lexi, don't look at me like that!" Nicole shakes her head. "Let's go swim."
"Fine, fine," Lexi grumbles.
"We will be talking about this later, when you're ready," Nicole looks me in the eye. "That isn't negotiable."
I nod seriously before Lexi and I stand up, following Nicole to the door. Just as we're reaching the door, a third bikini-clad beauty walks in to the master bedroom. Stacey is wearing a cute string bikini; it's white with red hearts on it. The two cups are connected by a red plastic heart. Her blonde hair is still slightly damp and her baby blue eyes are looking at me with concern.
"Sorry, I just, ah, I wanted to make sure you were all okay," Stacey bites her lower lip nervously.
"Shit. Did everyone hear?" I wince.
"No, no!" Stacey shakes her head. "Kayla told me. Do you want to talk?"
"We were just heading to go swim," I answer. "But, thank you."
"No, you two should chat," Nicole insists, grabbing Lexi's hand. "We'll keep the guests entertained."
"I guess there's time after all," Lexi giggles, tossing me a wink.
"Time for what?" Stacey frowns.
"Ignore the brat," I shake my head as Nicole drags her baby sister from the room.
"I'm putting you to work tonight!" Lexi calls out from down the hall.
"Did I just cockblock you?" Stacey winces as she walks over to the bed, looking incredibly cute.
"Nah, the girls need to go join the graduation party," I shrug as Stacey climbs up on the huge bed. "We can have sex anytime, this is Lexi's high school graduation. We can screw later."
"Really? 'Screw?'" Stacey giggles, sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed so she can face me. "What a romantic way to talk about making love with your girlfriends."
"You know me, I'm full of charm," I smirk, shifting on the bed to look at my beautiful assistant. "Is April still in the pool?"
"Yeah, she's going full cougar on the high school boys," Stacey laughs. "They're eighteen, so if April wants some dick, it's fine with me."
"April won't qualify for cougar status until she's seventy," I reply with a snort. "She's not even five feet tall, has a baby face, and a squeaky voice."
"She'll probably have shrunken to four feet even by that age," Stacey muses. "But, she'll still be a brat."
"Yeah, April and Lexi have a lot in common; eternal brats," I smile. "And both full of endless energy."
"April will blow your mind if you ever manage to bag her," Stacey tells me.
"I believe it!" I nod. "I'm not sure she'll ever be up for that, though."
"Well, I am sure," she counters. "April wants you. Badly. She just has some stuff to work through. Give her time. That works for you, too, since you might want to get some more cardio in if you expect to keep up with my crazy bitch."
"If I can handle Lexi, I think I'll be okay," I smirk.
"I have to admit that you do fuck like a god," Stacey grins, her blue eyes twinkling.
"You're not so bad yourself," I tell her.
"Mm, thanks," she purrs, wriggling her body slightly before a frown crosses her face. "Sorry, I shouldn't have brought up sex. I'm here because I'm your friend and I'm worried about you."
"I'd rather talk about sex," I state flatly.
"Too bad. Talk," Stacey sticks her tongue out.
"There's really not much to say," I shrug helplessly. "It hurts that Aria's parents are judging me. What they said about dishonoring her memory was the worst."
"I'm surprised Lexi didn't lunge across the table and attack over that one," she observes.
"Lexi was a bit out of her element," I reason. "She's still got insecurities about our relationship."
"Do you?" Stacey questions.
"Not really," I answer after thinking it over. "I do worry she'll want someone younger, but I know I'm happy with her and Nicole."
"Will what Aria's parents think stop you?" she wonders.
"No way. Absolutely not," I say firmly. "I spent enough of my life miserable and alone. I'm not ruining my happiness."
"That's what I wanted to hear," Stacey nods. "You and Lexi are great together."
"Really? When did you become Lexi's advocate?" I ask with a bemused smile.
"I'm your advocate, buster," Stacey reaches out and pokes me in the shoulder with one finger. "You're not just my boss, you're my friend. I want you to always be in my life. And I want you happy. Yeah, I did want to be your girl, and part of me still does. But, well, I'm happy with how things are going right now."
"I'm glad to hear that," I incline my head as I copy her movement and poke her in the shoulder, "because you mean a lot to me and I care about your happiness."
Stacey's hand darts out, catching my wrist before I can pull my arm back. Keeping her eyes locked on mine, my mischievous assistant lifts my hand to her mouth so she can kiss the tip of my pointer finger. She then slips my finger into her mouth, sucking on it lightly as she moans softly. I can feel her tongue pressing against the bottom of my finger.
"Mm," Stacey hums, her cheeks caving in slightly as she sucks on my finger.
"Fuuuuuck," I comment, drawing it out. She giggles at my lack of eloquence.
"It isn't often I have you in a bed, I need to take full advantage," she purrs, kissing my fingertip. "Our sex is usually quick and dirty."
"Sorry about that," I wince, thinking how she deserves better.
"Oh, don't get me wrong, I like it dirty," Stacey gives me a sultry look. "I like being on my knees beneath your desk, sucking on your big dick. Then when you bend me over and spank me while fucking my brains out? Yes, please!"
"I did just tell Lexi we didn't have time for sex," I sigh regrettably. "People might notice I'm gone."
"With all the guests? I think we'll be fine," Stacey smirks, taking my finger back in her mouth as her free hand pulls down her right bikini cup, exposing one of her large breasts. Her nipple is hard and she's obviously extremely aroused.
"Fuck it," I growl, grabbing Stacey and pulling her toward me.
My beautiful blonde assistant squeals happily as our lips meet in a passionate kiss. Stacey smiles into our kiss, her hand gripping my bicep as she presses her body against mine. Our tongues dance as we maneuver ourselves until we're side-by-side on the bed, our hands caressing each other.
Stacey's hand is on my cheek and she's holding my face lovingly while her foot runs along my calf. I am not being nearly as sweet, with my hand immediately seeking out Stacey's chest. In my defense, Stacey has fucking great tits. She moans into my mouth while I palm her bare breast as the large mound hangs out of her bikini top.
"You're beautiful, Stacey," I whisper while we kiss, affection for this special young woman welling up inside me.
"Oh, Steven," my assistant moans before pushing the tip of her tongue against mine.
As we roll around on the bed, I come to the realization that Stacey is correct about our sex life. Most of our encounters consist of quick romps in the office where we push clothes out of the way so I can get inside her. In addition, we often have drama that prevents us from hooking up. As a result, very rarely do I have the opportunity to get the gorgeous blonde fully naked.
Wasting no more time, I reach behind Stacey's back to untie her bikini top. She briefly sits up to remove her top before diving right back in to our kiss. We both move as one; me reaching for her bottoms while she tugs at the waistband of my swim trunks. Stacey giggles into our kiss when my swim trunks get caught on my erection, and I find myself laughing as well as I slide her bikini bottoms down her long, smooth legs.
Once we're naked, I slide my hand between Stacey's legs so I can run my fingers along her wet slit. Wrapping her fingers around my shaft, she starts jacking me off. We're moaning and kissing, Stacey giving me a handjob while I finger her soaking pussy. My dick throbs in her grip while I feel her vaginal muscles clamp down on my fingers.
"I wanna taste you," I whisper against her lips, my fingers burying deep inside her as my thumb circles her clit.
"I wanna suck you," Stacey whimpers, gripping my cock at the base as her eyes roll back.
"Sixty-nine?" I suggest, removing my fingers from her snatch.
Nodding her head, Stacey pecks my lips before sitting up. I relax with my head on the pillow as I watch Stacey maneuver her flawless body. Her large breasts sway as she turns to face away from me, her ass near my head. Straddling my head, Stacey lowers her vulva down onto my face. I smirk as a pretty pink pussy fills my vision.
"Oh, God!" Stacey gasps when my tongue brushes against her labia.
Gripping my blonde assistant's firm butt cheeks, I slowly start licking all along her pussy as she shivers. Stacey has a firm hold on my cock and is resting her head on me; I can feel her hair tickling my balls. Letting out a breath, she lifts her head and directs my dick toward her open mouth.
"Hrmph!" I grunt against Stacey's pussy when I first feel her warm mouth and dancing tongue.
Stacey's hand massages my balls as she bobs her head on me, making the sexiest wet slurping sounds. She giggles around my thickness when I playfully slap her butt. Pushing two fingers inside her, I suck on the hot blonde's clit, causing her to writhe on top of me. I can feel her big boobs squishing against me as she takes me deep in her mouth.
We continue pleasuring each other for several minutes, moans and grunts filling the room. Stacey's whimpering grows more and more intense as she writhes on top of me, occasionally taking me from her mouth to beg me to keep going. I curl two fingers against her G-spot as my tongue rapidly flicks her clit. Victory.
"Oh fuck, Steven!" Stacey lifts her head to screech, her body shuddering on top of me. "I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming!"
"Mm, ungh!" I groan, sucking on Stacey's clit as she holds the base of my dick.
"Right there, right there! Oh God, keep going! Please! Plea-mmph!" Stacey's pleas cut off as she takes me deep in her throat, intentionally gagging herself. "Glug! Gak! Hurk! Gak!"
I finger and eat Stacey through her orgasm, triggering a second climax in the sexy blonde. Stacey responds by by rapidly bobbing her head on my length, her moans and squeals muffled by the thick cock in her throat. I can feel her tongue dance along my skin as she sucks as hard as she can, her lust in overdrive.
"Stop, stop!" I hiss, feeling my balls start to compress. "Stop sucking!"
"What's wrong?" Stacey asks, lifting and turning her head to look at me.
"I almost lost it and I don't wanna cum yet," I explain. "I need to be inside you."
"This close to cumming, are you gonna two-pump me?" Stacey teases.
"I just need a minute," I say, lightly slapping her bum. "Here, lay down. I'll eat you out for a bit longer."
"Okay," she nods her agreement before rolling off me.
Stacey lays on her back with her legs spread, one of her knees bent while her other leg stretches out. Getting on top of her, I squeeze her boobs together and bury my face in her cleavage. She giggles and caresses the back of my head as I slurp a nipple into my mouth.
I play with her tits for a minute before kissing down her flat stomach to her clean-shaven pubic mound. Reaching up to squeeze a boob, I resume eating out Stacey. Her hands bury in my hair as she starts moaning and panting. I love this beautiful pussy and am more than happy to pleasure my assistant with my mouth.
Listening to Stacey's reactions, I do everything I can to maximize her pleasure. Her back is arching as her right leg shakes and she lets out a long, keening moan. Sawing two fingers in and out of her, I suck on her clit while my other hand playfully slaps a tit before tweaking a nipple.
"Mm, delicious," I whisper, admiring her vulva while rubbing her clit.
"Oh, oh! Ah, y-you really need to fuck me now," Stacey gasps out.
"With pleasure," I growl, sitting up and placing Stacey's legs over my shoulders.
Both of us gasp as I push myself inside of Stacey, her vaginal walls clamping down on me. Gazing into Stacey's eyes, I stay fully nestled inside her while gazing into my assistant's baby blue eyes. She reaches up and lightly caresses my cheek before gripping my upper arms tightly.
"Fuck me!" she husks, heat in her eyes as she looks up at me. "Fuck me, I need it! I need your cock!"
"You're so tight," I grunt, my hands firmly planted on the mattress as I ease my cock from her body before pushing it right back in.
Stacey's feet are by my ears, her toes curling as I start to thrust. My speed and intensity increase slowly, building up to the ideal momentum. She feels amazing, her warmth eagerly allowing me all the way inside. Stacey's sheath is perfectly molded to my cock, gripping me in a velvet embrace as I withdraw.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Stacey pants, her hands reaching to grip the headboard as her jaw clenches.
"That's it, baby," I whisper, watching the adorable expressions cross her face as her pleasure peaks. "Cum for me. Cum on my cock."
I grab her big boobs with both hands, squeezing the beautiful mounds as I slam myself into Stacey again and again. The beautiful blonde loses the ability to speak as she cums hard. Her eyes roll back as her back arches, her mouth hanging open. She manages to squeal a few random words, including what sounds like my name. It's a huge turn-on, and I bury myself to the hilt as I roll my hips to stimulate her walls.
"Don't stop, don't ever stop," she manages to moan softly, her eyes opening to look up at me in wonder. "Do me from behind. Please, from behind."
"Okay," I agree, smiling down at her.
Still holding Stacey's wonderful tits, I lean forward to peck her lips. Stacey is pretty much bent in half at this point, her feet pinned by her ears. I smirk playfully and kiss her nose before easing from her tight twat and sitting up. Grabbing her hips, I roll the sexy blonde onto her stomach so she can get up on all fours.
"Be rough with me, okay?" Stacy asks, looking over her shoulder at me. "Fuck me hard!"
"How can I turn down a request like that?" I question rhetorically as I swipe my mushroom head through her labia.
Stacey looks straight ahead and grunts as I reenter her. Holding her hips, I start to fuck the gorgeous blonde doggystyle. Her damp hair is hanging down her back, her boobs jiggling wildly as she grunts each time my hips hit her butt. She's incredibly tight and I can't resist looking down to watch her pussy greedily swallowing my shaft.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Stacey begs, pushing her hips back to meet my thrusts. "I'm yours! My body's yours! Take me! I need it, I need it, I need it!"
"Fuck, take that dick!" I hiss as Stacey's vaginal walls quiver.
I decide to honor her earlier request and start spanking her roughly. Each time my hand hits her butt, Stacey gasps and shivers. After hitting each cheek a dozen times, I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back. Her beautiful frame looks so sexy beneath me and I feel all stress leaving me as I lose myself in the joy of sex. At least until I hear a loud gasp from the doorway.
"Shit! Sorry, sorry!" detective Sarah McLorn gasps.
Reacting instantly, I release Stacey's hair and pull out of her as I fall back and land on my ass. Stacey collapses onto the bed and rolls onto her side so she can see the new arrival. Sarah is standing in the doorway with her hands over her mouth. She turns sideways to protect our modesty, her hands unable to conceal the fact that her face is bright red.
"The girls didn't close the door when they left," I observe stupidly.
"Yeah, no shit," Stacey giggles, not trying to cover herself.
"I'm so sorry," Sarah stammers, looking horrified. "I, ah, I just wanted to make sure you were okay. I should go."
"It's fine, come in," Stacey says as Sarah starts to leave.
"Uh, what?" Sarah frowns, lowering her hands from her face.
"Stacey?" I ask, glancing at the nude blonde.
"What?" Stacey shrugs as she sits up on the bed. "Sarah saved my sorry ass when Barry tried to break in. Plus, I'm glad she's checking up on you."
"You're both naked," Sarah mumbles.
"I didn't forget what you said to Steven," Stacey giggles. "I know you've slept with him, so it's nothing you haven't seen before. And we're both girls, I don't care that you've seen my titties."
"You guys are insane," Sarah shakes her head, but she doesn't leave.
"This house does that to people," I observe. "Or maybe it's just Lexi being around. It never used to cause stuff like this before."
"I didn't know you before you hooked up with Lexi, so I'll have to take your word for it," Sarah laughs nervously as she shuffles sideways into the room and shuts the door. "I asked Kayla what happened and she told me. And, ah, yeah, I thought you could use a friend."
"Thank you, Sarah," I reply sincerely, smiling with affection at the pretty brunette cop. She's dressed casually in a sundress, looking incredibly gorgeous.
"Looks like you already have a very good friend," Sarah points out, unable to stop a smirk from crossing her face.
"I thought he could use the stress relief," Stacey explains. "And I was having a pretty good time, myself."



"I understand," Sarah nods.
"You're great friends and I'm not just talking about sex," I tell both women. "You're both amazing."
"Oh, I really wanna kiss you now!" Sarah sighs.
"So, kiss him?" Stacey shrugs. "No one's stopping you."
Knowing how tough these situations can be for Sarah, I watch her closely to make sure she's not truly uncomfortable with what's happening. The usually-confident detective looks nervous as she turns to face us, making sure to look mostly at me. Sarah then walks over to the bed and leans over so she can peck my lips.
Sarah McLorn is such a bundle of contradictions, it's adorable. In her every day life she's so strong and confident, always in control. Despite this, she can be so shy in the bedroom, unable to really be intimate. Yet, she also has an exhibitionist streak. A shy exhibitionist? Makes no sense to me!
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" I ask with a smirk.
"Whatever," Sarah giggles, kissing me again before standing up. "I came here to make sure you're okay. Kind of mean to tease me."
"She has a point," Stacey interjects.
"I'm okay," I sigh, ignoring Stacey's comment. "The argument was rough, but I'll be fine. I've made my choices and I'm happy with my life. I can't force anyone to accept those choices."
"We always get to choose, but we can't control how other people react," Sarah agrees with a nod. "I, ah, I should head back to the party so you two can, um, finish."
"Wait!" Stacey exclaims, making Sarah and I jump.
"What?" Sarah frowns in confusion, finally looking toward the naked blonde.
"I mean, we don't know each other that well, but, um, well..." Stacey trails off, blushing slightly. "You did a lot for April and I, and Steven vouches for you."
"Yeah...?" Sarah asks, making sure to keep her eyes on Stacey's face.
"It's still early and the kids won't miss us," Stacey smirks. "I'll have to check with April, but you're welcome to join us."
"Join...?" Sarah whispers, clearly in shock.
"You and I really couldn't touch a lot without me talking with April," Stacey continues, "but we can fool around a bit and both get some dick."
"Ah," Sarah mumbles, her eyes wide as her gaze drops to Stacey's bare boobs. "I don't... I. Sorry."
"Sarah's straight," I explain quickly. "And not really into the group thing."
"That's a damn shame," Stacey giggles, admiring Sarah's cute face. "I'd love to play with you."
"Sorry," Sarah says in a small voice.
"It's fine," Stacey waves her off. "Lexi would hate it if Steven made her leave because it's early, then spent time up here in a threesome."
"She'd be mad she missed it," I agree carefully.
"In that case, Sarah," Stacey purrs as she runs her fingertips down my abs, "have you ever had a ringside seat to a sex god absolutely destroying his poor, defenseless secretary?"
"Fuck. I haven't, no," Sarah whispers, swallowing weakly as she involuntarily rubs her thighs together while eyeing my erection.
"You're my executive assistant, not my secretary," I say to Stacey.
"Really? You're being politically correct right now?" Stacey grins and shakes her head. "You have a naked blonde in your bed while a sexy cop is drooling over your cock."
"I'm not drooling!" Sarah exclaims, reaching up to check her chin.
"You pretty much were, sorry," Stacey sticks out her tongue.
"I wouldn't mind watching," Sarah admits, surprising me by reaching out to grasp my shaft. She then immediately pulls her hand back and makes a face. "It's sticky."
Sarah seems able to let her guard down around me. Actually touching my dick while Stacey is here? I'm impressed! Now, I'm starting to think she isn't just an exhibitionist, she's also a voyeur. Both girls seem quite enthused by the idea of Sarah watching me fuck Stacey.
"Well, yeah, it was just rearranging my organs," Stacey laughs. "That was my pussy juice you were just disgusted by, should I be insulted?"
"No. No!" Sarah panics and shakes her head. "All vaginas are gross, it was nothing personal."
"Disagree," I speak up. "Vaginas are beautiful."
"Fuck, yeah!" Stacey declares, laying on her back and shamelessly spreading her legs to show Sarah her vulva.
"Oh, my God!" Sarah gasps and blushes, looking away.
"Are you drunk?" I ask my assistant, surprised by her boldness.
"Nah, I just spend too much time with Lexi and April," Stacey answers. "And super horny. Oh, and I'm really enjoying being in bed with you. Now, come and fuck me before Sarah runs away."
"Doggystyle?" I suggest. "It'll give her a great view."
"Sure," Stacey nods, getting into position.
Getting up on my knees, I stroke myself several times as Sarah watches. She then holds up a finger, indicating for me to wait. Rushing toward my desk, she pulls out my chair and turns it around so she can sit down and enjoy the view. Sarah has a nice side-view of Stacey and me as I sink my cock into my assistant's eager twat.
"H-how's she feel?" Sarah stammers, leaning forward in the chair.
"Fuck, she's so tight!" I grunt, holding Stacey's hips as I slam my cock into her.
"Fuck!" Stacey yelps, her body jerking forward. "So deep! He feels so good inside me!"
I hold Stacey's hips as I start giving her pussy long, hard strokes. She gasps when I smack her ass, begging me to hit her again. I comply while turning my head to watch Sarah. The detective's eyes are watching my cock appear each time I pull back from Stacey's warmth. Then Sarah looks up, biting her lower lip as our eyes lock.
Even though it's Stacey's pussy my cock is fucking, it almost feels like I'm making love with Sarah. Her heavy-lidded eyes show her lust, overwhelming her shyness enough for her to slip her hand up her sundress. Sarah starts panting as she rubs her clit, watching the erotic scene in front of her.
Stacey is really getting into it as well, turning her head to make sure Sarah keeps watching. Lowering to her elbows, Stacey's heavy tits sway, her hard nipples brushing the sheet. I only take the occasional glance at my assistant, preferring to keep my eyes on Sarah. Putting on a show like this is surprisingly erotic.
"Does my sexy secretary like taking the boss's dick?" I hiss at Stacey while roughly pounding her.
"Yes! I love your big dick! Fuck your slutty secretary!" Stacey moans, tossing her head back. "Oh fuck, you're gonna make me cum! Keep going, keep going! Oh God, I'm gonna cum!"
I fuck Stacey through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure to the point her entire body is quivering. Sarah's dress is around her waist and she's rapidly rubbing her clit. The detective's other hand is in her dress, squeezing her tit. The pretty brunette bites her lower lip as she does her best to cum quietly. Both women reaching orgasm is too much for me.
"I'm cumming, too!" I warn, my hands squeezing Stacey's hips. "Where?"
"Not in me, put on a show!" Stacey moans as she clenches her pussy muscles to stimulate my shaft. "My face, cum on my face!"
"Wait, don't! Please!" Sarah whines. "Cum in my mouth!"
"Stacey?" I ask, looking down at the blonde.
"Do it!" Stacey nods rapidly. "Fill her mouth!"
Yanking my cock out of Stacey, I turn and knee-walk toward the edge of the bed. Stacey collapses on the bed and turns her body to watch as Sarah rushes over. Sarah places her hands on the bed as she swoops in and takes my tip in her mouth. Stroking my base, Sarah moans heavily as she sucks hard on my mushroom head, her eyes rolling up to meet mine.
"Sarah!" I gasp, grabbing the top of her head as I start shooting.
Sarah's eyes close as she whines around my tip while hot cum fills her mouth. I see her cheeks bulge out as she collects every drop I give her. I can feel Sarah's tongue swirling my load around as she enjoys the taste. Opening her eyes, she looks at me as her throat contracts. The sight of a beautiful woman swallowing my cum lets me fire off one final burst of semen, which Sarah greedily swallows.
"Shit, did she swallow?" Stacey asks, sitting up.
"Yeah, I did," Sarah blushes, standing up and fixing her dress.
"Don't you know anything about cum swapping?" Stacey giggles.
"No, I've never done anything like this!" Sarah laughs nervously.
"Well, I got you to indirectly taste my pussy, so I'm calling it a win," Stacey sticks out her tongue.
"Don't pressure her, Sarah doesn't like girls," I reach out and place my hand on my assistant's bare thigh.
"I'll behave," Stacey rolls her eyes.
"You rarely behave," I point out. "In fact, I suspect you egg April on."
"I do not!" Stacey gasps. "Don't lie!"
"Should we tell Sarah about Wednesday?" I suggest before my eyes go wide in realization. Then I hop out of the bed. "That reminds me of something."
"Damn, nice ass!" Stacey calls out.
"Wait, what happened on Wednesday?" Sarah questions.
"I'll show you," I reply, taking Stacey's underwear out of my desk drawer. Turning, I hold up the panties. "I believe these are yours, Stacey."
"Oh yeah, you sent me home without panties," Stacey giggles. "The slutty secretary was walking around without underwear."
"Had a little fun in the office?" Sarah inquires.
"Lexi came to work and we all had a very, ah, productive lunch hour," I answer, tossing Stacey her underwear.
"That has to violate company policy," Sarah muses.
"Don't go all cop on us," Stacey teases, running her fingers over her breasts.
"So, I should leave my handcuffs out of this?" Sarah asks.
"Wait, maybe we can work something out," Stacey smirks before turning to look up at me. "By the way, do you keep underwear from all your conquests?"
"No!" I exclaim while the girls laugh. "The only other panties in the room are Lexi's, and they're in her dresser. Oh, and the underwear Sarah's wearing."
The girls keep teasing me as Stacey puts her bikini back on and I step into my swim trunks. Sarah has a small blush on her face the entire time, but I'm proud of her. She's able to laugh with Stacey, showing that she can let people in. Sarah is straight and I respect that. As long as I remind a certain redhead of that fact, I think we might be able to further explore Sarah's voyeuristic and exhibitionist tendencies.
Stacey and Sarah each give me a very passionate kiss before we decide it's time to return to the graduation party. I'm still reeling from the fight with Aria's parents, but I know that they are wrong; I'm not dishonoring Aria's memory. I have people who love me and care about my happiness.
Maybe sex can fix everything.
~Kayla~
Thanks to an early graduation, it's not even 5:00PM and the party is just getting started. Grandma and Grandpa are the first to leave and I'm still upset about it. My Slut-sisters decide we all need to forget about it and enjoy the party. Sounds like a plan to me!
Nicole and Lexi change into bathing suits before returning and telling me Daddy is still in the master bedroom with Stacey. We joke that he's probably having sex and Lexi looks longingly toward the mansion, clearly wanting to join him. Marcia reminds her that it's still early and she needs to stay at the party. After talking with Sarah McLorn, we girls decide to take advantage of the activities.
The six Slut-sisters wait in line to use the photo backdrop. When it's our turn, Nicole uses her phone to take pictures of the five of us. We put on hats and sunglasses while making silly faces, we hold up various signs and props, and we pose in the most ridiculous ways we can think of. At one point, Hazel gets on her knees in front of me and opens her mouth to pretend to give me a blowjob. I place my hand on her head and fake-gasp at the camera.
Phil Collins stops by and offers to take pictures so Nicole can join us. We do the same poses all over again, this time with Nicole as well. Hazel places her long braid beneath her nose and makes a duck face so her braid functions as a fake mustache. The next pose is all six of us holding our fists to our mouths while our tongues push out our opposite cheeks, simulating blowjobs. We end up in a giggle fit, falling over and hugging each other.
Ashley and Hazel are the two tallest girls, so they decide to have the two shortest girls sit on their shoulders. Marcia sits on Ashley's shoulders while Lexi is on Hazel's. Marcia's sundress slides up her legs, almost exposing her underwear. Lexi and Nicole are both in bikinis, showing off a lot of skin. Nicole jumps on my back, but I am not nearly as tall as Hazel or Ashley! I'm kind of in the middle. Lexi, Marcia and Nicole are pretty short. Hazel and Ashley are incredibly tall and I'm average.
I sit at a table with my Slut-sisters so we can drink some soda while snacking on chips and pretzels. Daddy returns to the party with Sarah and Stacey, a dopey grin on his face. We giggle as we comment on how ridiculously happy guys look after getting some pussy.
All of Daddy's employees are gone by now, except for Stacey who joins April in the pool. A few others are leaving as well. Maxine hugs Hazel before making her exit. Allan and Amanda collect their children and say goodbye. The kids get some sweets for the ride home and give us hugs. All three of them are cute and I find myself thinking about my own future children.
Lexi and Nicole join Daddy in the crowded pool, splashing him while laughing. Despite the number of people in the pool, two couples are managing to chicken-fight. Mira Suzuki and Anika Patel are both on the shoulders of two football players. I smile when I realize they're two of the ones barred from attending our ceremony for jumping David.
Not everyone is splashing around and playing. Amanda Sawyer, the shyest girl in the senior class, is slowly stepping into the water. She's wearing a tankini, likely to conceal the couple of extra pounds she has. Just the fact that she's willing to wear a bathing suit around us is a huge improvement for the quiet girl. She is pretty. Amanda is two or three inches over five feet with brown hair and eyes. Her breasts are about the same size as mine, but they are usually covered up by baggy clothes.
The pool is also a great place for flirting. Three guys; Kevin Miller, Billy Fisher, and Derek Parker are all chatting up little April. They seem quite happy that Stacey is there as well. Marcia, Hazel, and I laugh when Ashley brings up catching Kevin Miller fucking Mira Suzuki behind the bleachers. Our faces are red from laughter when the blonde goes on to tell us about Billy Fisher spit-roasting Shannon Gardner with Josh Morris.
For some strange reason, Shannon and Josh are here. We all still hate Shannon for telling everyone about Hazel being pregnant, and for her behavior at the lock-in. Josh Morris is also on our shit-list for harassing hazel at the lock-in. They're both here, just like Emily Hawthorne and even Kyle Baker. Kyle keeps throwing glances at Hazel, but Josh ignores us completely.
Turning away from the pool, I check out what's going on at some of the nearby tables. Noah Heath and Camilla Rodriguez are sitting together and obviously flirting. Frank Morrow is alone in the corner, playing some sort of handheld gaming system. Not sure why he's even here; he can play video games at home. Kwan is chatting with Charles and Olivia, since they barely know anyone else.
My eyes light up when I see Josh, Shawn, and Ian sitting together with their families. Stephanie is there as well. Standing up, I drag Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley over to their table. Ian's mom, Susan, hugs me tightly, assuring me once again that she is still here for me and is glad Ian and I are still great friends.
Our big group chats for awhile, with family members leaving over time. Ian's parents say goodbye after confirming Stephanie is going to drive Ian home. Josh's parents leave with their girlfriend, Jennifer. His sisters stay a little while longer before making their exit. Emily loves hugs and makes sure to go around the table and offer one to everybody.
Marcia's parents come by to announce their departure while Marcia is talking with Shawn. Seth and Courtney Moore hug their daughter, reminding her to be safe, then leave the party. Ashley's parents and sister are heading out, too. Ashley and Melissa tease each other a bit before Melissa congratulates Ashley and hugs her tightly.
A few minutes later, Uncle Mark and Aunt Andrea find me to tell me they're heading to the hotel. They both congratulate me again and promise to see me again before their plane leaves. Aunt Andrea asks me to keep their son out of trouble and Uncle Mark makes me promise to look out for their daughter. I can tell Uncle Mark is nervous about leaving his baby girl, but he manages. I'm proud of him!
"I'll make sure the football players all know Abigail's dad is over six feet tall with big muscles," I giggle. Uncle Mark really is sexy. Auntie Andrea is very lucky.
"Don't forget to mention my gun collection," Uncle Mark adds with a smirk. A big, handsome black guy. I wonder how Aunt Andrea feels about sharing? He's only my uncle by marriage, it's not incest.
"You don't have a gun collection," Aunt Andrea snorts, taking her husband's hand. "Now, let's go."
"Yes, dear," Uncle Mark sighs, allowing his wife to drag him off.
The eight of us sit at our table so we can talk and laugh. I'm sitting with Ian and Stephanie, which is slightly awkward, but I remind myself we're still friends. Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel are talking with Shawn and Josh. Ashley sits in Josh's lap at one point and we all teasingly suggest Marcia do the same with Shawn. Both of them blush. There are still feelings there, but I understand why they can't be together.
Taking a sip of my soda, I glance around and notice Kelsey sitting by herself. The Spanish girl is wearing leggings and a long-sleeve shirt. From the way she's taking deep breaths, I can tell she's trying to manage severe anxiety. I excuse myself from the group, grab a bottle of water, and head over.
"Hey, I brought you a water," I say, placing the bottle in front of Kelsey and sitting down.
"Thanks," she replies, taking a few big gulps.
"You okay?" I ask nervously. "I know parties are tough for you."
"I'm doing okay," Kelsey nods, letting out a breath. "I know I'm safe here."
"Anxiety doesn't care about what you know," I point out delicately.
"I've noticed," she cracks a small smile. "Nancy says I can't put my life on hold out of fear."
"She's the trauma counselor, right?" I question.
"Yeah," Kelsey confirms. "I'm still seeing her regularly. I had an emergency session with her a couple days ago."
"Did something happen?" I wonder.
"Yes," she swallows weakly. "I was at the mall, trying to be comfortable with all those people."
"Makes sense," I nod along.
"Some guy in his twenties stopped me and said Keith owed him for some sports bet," Kelsey explains. "He let me know that his whores would have to pay his debts if he couldn't. I collapsed."
"Oh, my God!" I gasp, clapping my hands to my mouth. "Did you call the police."
"We did," she says. "They said he's probably a member of that stupid gang."
"The Crocs," I roll my eyes. "Stupid fucking name. Do you want me to get Sarah? She's still here."
"She knows," Kelsey takes a deep breath. "She knows. And the police think it was some stupid intimidation tactic. So, ah, be careful, okay?"
"I'll be careful," I bite my lower lip nervously. "But, Nancy is right. We can't keep putting our lives on hold for some rapist assholes. It's our graduation!"
"Right. Yeah," she mumbles.
"It looks like they're setting up a volleyball game," I observe, nodding toward the net. "I'm gonna go change and we'll play!"
"Okay," Kelsey reluctantly agrees. "I'll be here."
Wanting to get changed is just an excuse. I barely make it to my room before collapsing into a full panic attack. Kneeling on the floor, I grab my head in both hands as I rock back and forth. The tears start to flow as I remember Keith holding the gun on me, ordering me to suck his dick, calling me a worthless cum-dump.



Fuck, fuck, fuck! What's going to happen? Are Keith's gang connections going to cause problems? Are they looking for us? Are they looking for Lexi? What's happening? Should I call Sarah? What do I do? What do I do? I don't know. I DON'T KNOW!
My thoughts are racing and it takes several minutes to get them under control. Kelsey's right; we're safe here. Some fucking gang isn't going to kidnap or rape me. They aren't complete idiots like Keith who think taking people hostage actually works. I'm okay. We're all okay. We're safe.
I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method to calm down. I end up needing to use it a few times. Then I head to my bathroom and splash some water on my face. I'm kind of glad Hazel isn't taking me up on my offer; my own private bathroom is really, really convenient.
This is my graduation party and I am going to have fun. I change into my black bikini and put my jean shorts on over the bottoms. I pull on a long shirt to use as a cover-up and step into a pair of flip-flops before returning to the party to meet up with Kelsey.
"Ready?" I ask, resting my hand on the table while looking down at the pretty Spanish girl.
"Yeah, I guess," Kelsey nods, taking another sip of water. "I like your jewelry."
"Oh, thanks!" I smile. "The earrings were my mother's and Daddy just got me the locket."
"What does the 'SS' stand for?" she wonders.
"Slut-sisters!" I declare happily. I can tell Kelsey what it means.
"Oh," Kelsey giggles, getting to her feet. "I'm glad what you went through didn't change who you are."
"Everything changes us, Kelsey," I tell her. "Some things more than others. We change every day. But, I won't let some assholes control my actions. I can have fun and enjoy being slutty when the mood strikes. Some cowards with little dicks aren't stopping me."
"That's a good way to look at it," she smiles softly.
We're fortunate enough to reach the group before the game starts. They're still trying to figure out how to pick teams, so they're happy for Kelsey and me to join them. Kelsey is ready to go, but I head off to the side to leave my things in a pile on the grass. I strip off my shirt so I can play in my black bikini top. The strings from my bottoms are showing over my jean shorts. I know I look hot. Yeah, we're playing a game, but that's no reason for a single girl not to look her best!
Kicking off my flip-flops, I leave them next to my shirt. Then I quickly put my raven hair up in a functional ponytail. I start to take off my earrings, realizing I can't just leave them on the grass. They're too important. They're Mommy's. And they're probably worth over twenty thousand dollars. Looking around, I see Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel are still sitting with Josh, Shawn, Ian, and Stephanie.
I run over, putting an extra bounce in my step once I notice some guys looking my way. I may not be looking for a hook-up, but I can certainly tease and enjoy being admired! My male classmates are clearly admiring my flat stomach and bouncing breasts. Frank Morrow is even looking up from his video game. I giggle to myself when I see one guy watching me so intently he misses his mouth with his cup, spilling soda down the front of himself.
"Hold these! Volleyball time. You're the best!" the words are quickly out of my mouth and I'm off after putting an exaggerated kiss on Marcia's cheek.
"Uh, you're welcome!" Marcia's voice calls out after me.
Giggling, I pause and turn around to see everyone looking at me with bemused expressions. I wink and blow a kiss before spinning and bounding back toward the volleyball net. The grass is soft beneath my bare feet and I can feel my Slut-sisters locket against my neck. The locket, I am keeping on.
There's a dozen of us, so we'll be easily able to create two even teams of six. Since I'm the host, I'm chosen to be a team captain. The other team captain is Katie Ehrlich. Katie looks ready to play; her long blonde hair is in a ponytail and she's wearing black leggings with a white stripe down each leg. Removing her shirt reveals a sky-blue sports bra. Damn, she really is prepared.
I get to pick first and immediately choose Kelsey. Katie selection is Jennifer Rhodes, an athletic cheerleader. Makes sense. There's a decent mix of guys and girls here, giving me quite a few classmates to choose from. My eyes land on Ron Wilson and I point to him, confirming my choice.
I'm not close with Ron, but I remember him coming around while trying to woo Marcia. I smile when I think about staying up all night with my friends; I help Hazel and Ashley extract answers from Marcia about her first time. Ron's a good guy, and I think Marcia is content with her choice to give him her cherry.
We're not experts at this game, but we know the rules. Each team has two rows of three and Katie's side gets the first serve. The ball flies over the net and heads straight for Amanda Sawyer. Amanda panics, misses the ball with her hands, and gets hit in the chest with it.
"Oof!" Amanda winces as the ball falls to the ground. "Shit, shit! Sorry!"
"It's fine," I giggle.
"I suck at sports," Amanda sighs.
"Well, this is how you get better," I reply with a friendly smile.
Amanda comes to most of my parties, but she rarely does anything besides hide in the corner. Now that she's out of the pool, she's wearing leggings and a t-shirt. Seeing her come out of her shell enough to actually play volleyball with us is very refreshing. I want to encourage the quiet girl, so I give her a few pointers before we resume the game.
At first, we try and follow the rules as close as we can. As time goes on, we start improvising and messing around more than playing. It's obvious my team is losing, so there's not much point in keeping accurate score anymore. We just keep serving until we're ready to take a break.
I talk with Katie and Amanda for a while as the three of us down bottles of water to hydrate. Amanda is in much worse shape, so she has to press the water bottle to the back of her neck to cool down. She goes through a second bottle of water before I'm even done with my first.
Amanda and I compliment Katie on her speech, even though I barely remember it. We talk about our college plans and Amanda laments her poor social skills. I give her a few pointers and Katie also jumps in, both of us telling the girl she needs to put herself out there.
When Amanda says she's fat and ugly, I immediately join with Katie to shut that right down. Amanda is maybe a couple pounds overweight, but she's not fat! And she has a very pretty face. The shy girl laments never having a boyfriend, and I feel bad that Amanda's high school experience is over, ruined by her fear of socializing.
The three of us eventually go our separate ways and I return to my Slut-sisters. Or, I try to. Ian and Stephanie are now in the bounce house, Shawn is on his way home, Marcia is flirting with Kwan, and Ashley is sitting with Josh. Katie actually joins Josh and Ashley to spend some time with them.
I grab my earrings from Marcia, kissing her cheek again. Olivia gives me a hug and I wave cutely to the boys. I don't feel like putting my flip-flops and shirt back on, so I find a spot to leave them before heading over to the pool. Sitting on the edge, I slip my feet into the water so I can relax and cool off.
Stacey and April are still in the pool racing the three football players on inflatable pool floats. Nicole is sunbathing in one of our chaise lounge chairs. Daddy and Lexi are sharing the next chair, with Lexi snuggling up to Daddy. A few other people are still splashing around in the pool and several lounge chairs are occupied.
Glancing around the yard, I notice a lot more obvious flirting going on. The old folks and family members are gone, so things are starting to heat up. Brittney is talking with a couple of guys but it doesn't look like they're getting anywhere with her. I'm surprised to see Lexi's brother talking with my cousin, Abigail. Is something going on there? Interesting.
"Hey, Kayla," a male voice says from beside me.
"Oh! Hi, Dan," I reply, craning my neck to look up at his face.
"Great party!" Dan compliments, sitting down cross-legged beside me, close to the edge of the pool.
"Thanks!" I smile at him. "I'm glad you're having fun. Although, Daddy deserves most of the credit. He booked all this stuff."
"I'll have to thank him, the prime rib was delicious," Dan laughs.
"Mm, I love prime rib," I hum happily.
"I'm surprised you still have caterers here," he comments, glancing over at one of the long tables.
"Yeah, I think they're gonna serve some snacks soon," I explain. "They're leaving not long after. Then I think they're coming back Sunday to clean everything up."
"Is cooking going to be a team effort tomorrow?" Dan asks.
"No," I giggle. "Daddy bought a bunch of muffins and other pastries for breakfast. We'll have snacks and stuff to make sandwiches. He'll fire up the grill at some point."
"That's a lot of grilling," he points out.
"Maybe," I shrug. "I don't think too many people will actually stay all weekend."
"Even this place only has so many bedrooms," Dan observes. "Where are you planning on putting all of us?"
"There are a few empty bedrooms," I reason. "Also, Daddy has sleeping bags for anyone who wants to sleep in the main living room. There are a few tents as well if anyone wants some privacy. Camping!"
"Making love in a tent outside sounds nice," Dan leans over and nudges my shoulder playfully.
"Oooh, 'making love?'" I smirk at him. "You turning into a romantic?"
"Maybe you bring it out in me," he suggests.
"That was cheesy," I tell him as my feet sway in the pool, allowing me to enjoy the cool water.
"Would you rather I made a crude comment about what I'd like to do to you beneath the sheets?" Dan wonders.
"Either way, you're not getting any," I say, lightly tapping his thigh. "Sorry, buddy!"
"I know, I'm just teasing," he chuckles. "I really just wanted to come over and see how you were doing."
"I'm okay," I sigh. "The last few months have been really crazy. Now we're out of high school and facing the world. The trial is coming up and I am still reeling over the kidnapping and getting dumped."
"I'm sorry you have to go through that," Dan states sincerely as he reaches out to place his hand on mine.
"Thank you," I whisper, surprised that I'm willing to tell him all this.
"Ian is crazy for breaking up with you," he continues.
"He couldn't refuse MIT, it's too good an opportunity," I reason.
"I'd have picked you over some college," Dan promises, his thumb lightly caressing my hand.
"Would MIT have ever accepted you?" I ask teasingly.
"They wouldn't even have replied if I submitted an application," he laughs. "At least give me credit for saying it!"
"Fine, you get your credit," I roll my eyes.
Dan and I sit in silence for several minutes, enjoying each other's company. People are talking and laughing all around us. I let him keep his hand on mine for a time, but eventually pull away. I admit that I'm kind of horny, but I'm not willing to get involved with Dan again. He's definitely doing better at being a decent guy, I just don't want to relive my spiraling after my rape.
I feel guilty, but part of me does blame Dan. Letting out a breath, I reflect on the chain of events as the sun reflects off the blue pool water. Seeing that horrible video of David raping Lexi, going to that party and letting Dan pick me up. I grip the edges of the pool while remembering Dan leaving me in bed after fucking me. It isn't Dan who comes back later, it's someone much, much worse.
My memories are pretty scattered after Dan, mainly just a few images and feelings. Fortunately, Dan doesn't notice when I use the 5-4-3-2-1 method. One of the advantages of it is that I can use it while around other people. It helps me calm down and slow my racing heart.
"I really like you, you know?" Dan asks, causing me to look over at him with surprise. "Those weren't just random hookups to me."
"W-why did you leave me alone in bed after you got what you wanted?" I question in a small voice.
"Because I'm a fucking idiot," he answers simply. "I did what I always did and I fucked up. I'm sorry."
"Even if you had only been after sex you could have stayed," I respond. "I would have slept with you again that night."
"You were pretty out of it," Dan says carefully. "I would have felt guilty if I stuck around. Like I was taking advantage of you."
"You didn't seem to mind much when I stopped our midday hookups," I point out.
"I'm not good at sharing my feelings," he admits. "It bothered me but there wasn't anything I could do about it. I always knew I wasn't your type and I considered myself lucky that I got any time with you at all."
"I don't think I have a type," I say as I think it over. "David wasn't really a jock, but he wasn't a nerd either. He turned out to be an asshole, but he was good at pretending to be a sweet guy. Ian really is a sweet guy. Physically, they're nothing alike."
"So, I need to be sweet? Got it!" Dan grins.
"No, dummy," I shake my head. "You need to be yourself. If you have to pretend to be someone you're not to catch a girl's attention, she's the wrong one for you. You thought guys were supposed to get as much pussy as possible and you ran with it. You stopped, and you're much more likable now. Get it?"
"Yeah, that makes sense," he nods.
"For now, just be my friend," I suggest, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Date other people, find some hobbies, and keep in touch. I'm not in a good place to start another relationship right now. Maybe I'll say yes if you ask me out in the future."
"I will definitely keep in touch," Dan promises.
Before I can reply, someone jumps into the pool and inadvertently splashes Dan and me with water. I squeal as he laughs before we both quickly stand up and back away from the edge. From the pool, Kevin Miller waves at us while calling out an apology. In unison, Dan and I show him our middle fingers. Kevin just winces and joins his two buddies to continue hitting on April and Stacey.
Dan is standing a couple feet in front of me and I immediately notice his wide eyes are locked on my chest. I can't blame him; I'm still in my black bikini top and there are drops of water on my breasts. Placing my hand on my hip, I let him drool over me for a few more seconds.
"My eyes are up here," I finally remind him.
"Right, sorry," Dan stammers, looking into my green eyes.
Moisture floods my lady bits as I start to lose myself in Dan's amazing blue eyes. He has blond hair and a charming smile with perfect dimples. His t-shirt is wet, causing it to cling to his powerful chest. A blush colors my cheeks as I admire his bulging biceps.
"It's fine," I bite my lower lip. "It's, ah, well, you've seen them before."
"I know, they're perfect," Dan whispers, longing in his voice. "Uh, sorry."
"Wipe your chin, Dan," I giggle, placing my hand on my hip as I pose prettily for him.
"Shit, sorry!" he gasps, reaching up to his chin. He gives me a look when he realizes there's no drool.
"You can also stop apologizing," I smirk. "I gotta say, it does wonders for a girl's confidence when she can make the school player weak in the knees."
"You're the most beautiful woman in the world," Dan says suddenly, his face turning red. "Ah, shit."
"I guess you really do like me," I stand on my toes to kiss his cheek. "I don't want to lead you on. I'm not looking for a boyfriend right now. So, for the time being, keep it in your pants, big guy."
"I can do that," he nods while adjusting his shorts in a futile attempt to hide his bulge.
Patting Dan on the shoulder, I sashay past him as I make my way across the yard, leaving him to his fantasies. I once again think about how right Hazel is; it is fun to be a sexy chick. It feels amazing to be looked at with desire. Sure, I want a connection, I want love. But, well, it's nice knowing I can get any cock rock hard with just a glance and a hair flip.
I walk the entire backyard, getting a good look at how everyone's doing. There are still games going on. Daddy is actually giving money confetti poppers as prizes. A new volleyball game is starting up, a couple of people are playing cornhole, and a few girls are using the photo backdrop.
Returning to the long tables, I walk through them while enjoying the shade of the overhead canopies. I frown when I notice Amanda Sawyer is sitting by herself with a diet soda. On the other end of the table is Frank Morrow, who is still playing his video game.
"Amanda!" I exclaim, placing my hands on her shoulders after approaching her from behind. "C'mon, bounce house!"
"Oh, hi Kayla!" Amanda jumps. "Um, I don't know."
"Why not?!" I whine, bouncing on my bare feet.
"I just, I'm not sure," she mumbles, glancing over at Frank.
"Oh, I get it!" I giggle. "No problem, we'll all go. It'll be fun!"
"Kayla!" Amanda hisses as I rush toward the gamer.
"Hi, Frank!" I say, sitting down beside him.
"Kayla?" he gasps, looking over at me with wide eyes.
"Wanna treat a couple of sexy ladies to a good time?" I suggest, batting my eyelashes at him.
"W-what?" Frank stammers, swallowing weakly.
"Amanda and I wanna use the bounce house," I explain with a flirty smile. "Join us?"
"I'm, ah, I'm about to fight the Monkey King," he protests pathetically, pointing toward the game.
"You can play that game whenever you want," I tell him, standing up and placing a hand on his shoulder. "How often do cute girls ask you for a good time?"
"Never," Frank answers sadly.
"Well, they'd definitely notice you more if you paid attention," I point out, swooping in to kiss his cheek. "Let's go!"
I lead the way, my arms behind my back as I hold a hand of each of the social outcasts. I'm thrilled they're hear this late and I am determined to help them out of their shells. Years and years in class with Amanda, and I still barely know her at all. Frank is still pretty new to Ashwood, joining us in Junior year, but he needs to make some memories. This is his last chance at the high school experience.
After making a quick stop to give Marcia my earrings again, I bring them to the bounce house. The three of us get inside and immediately start jumping around. I am fully aware that everyone is watching my titties bounce in my bikini, but I really don't care. I'm having fun! I hold hands with Amanda and convince her to start jumping. Even Frank gets into it. Kind of. His face is red and he seems shocked that girls are having fun with him.
Frank is a couple inches taller than I am and I know he's very smart. He prefers being alone, but he's at my party, so he's going to have fun! He has brown hair and hazel eyes. Like Amanda, he's got a few extra pounds, but he's not fat. His beard will look better if I can convince him to trim it rather than let it go wild. The neck beard look is definitely not in.
I tackle Amanda to the floor of the bounce house, causing her to squeal as the floor undulates beneath us. Hopping to my feet, I target Frank next. His arms instinctively wrap around me when my body collides with his. He manages to stay on his feet and I notice that Frank is quite excited by feeling my body against his.
Releasing the shy boy, I smirk at him as I hold up a finger and shake it at him reproachfully. Frank opens and closes his mouth several times before making a small mumbling noise as he gestures toward my chest. I look down and realize Amanda must have accidentally grabbed my bikini top when I tackled her. My left bikini cup is pushed down, revealing the top of my areola.
"Oops," I blush, fixing my top. "Thanks, Frank."
"Y-you're welcome," he stammers.
We jump around for a little bit longer before getting out of the bounce house. I once again interrupt Marcia's flirting with Kwan to get my earrings back. This time I peck her on the lips before returning to Amanda and Frank. I'm about to suggest we do something else when we run in to two other people.



"Hi, Miss Harrell! Hi, Kelsey!" I smile happily.
"Hi, Kayla!" Miss Harrell replies. "We'll let you get back to your friends."
"No, it's okay," I shake my head. "They need to learn to flirt without me."
I promise to see Frank and Amanda later before heading off with Kelsey and Miss Harrell. I'm really glad my cheer coach is still here. And I'm surprised. I guess she really does want some time to chat with me. It's starting to get late and I'm sure she'll be leaving soon.
"I hope you're both having fun," I say once the three of us have some privacy. "Thank you for coming."
"Thank you for inviting me," Miss Harrell smiles, looking truly happy.
"Of course!" I exclaim. "Did you two try the bounce house?"
"No, we were just talking," Miss Harrell answers. "I wanted to have one-on-one chats with all of my cheerleaders before they go on to bigger and better things."
"We'll all miss you," I tell the coach.
"We really will," Kelsey agrees, finally speaking up.
"You're sweet," Miss Harrell says.
"I'm gonna head out, Kayla," Kelsey suddenly interjects, surprising me.
"Oh. Are you sure?" I ask sadly.
"Yeah, I'm glad I came and I did have fun," Kelsey lets out a breath. "But, I'm getting kind of overwhelmed."
"I understand," I nod. "Keep in touch?"
"We definitely will," Kelsey promises.
I hug Kelsey tightly before she makes her exit. A sigh escapes my lips as I watch her leave. I know the Spanish girl is still having a really tough time. The upcoming trial won't make things easier. I'm dreading it as well, so I understand completely.
"I'm worried about her," Miss Harrell sighs. "I'm worried about quite a few of you."
"Did some things come up in your one-on-one chats?" I ask.
"Oh, you have no idea," the beautiful woman responds. "I knew about you, Stephanie, and Kelsey. Jennifer and Emily had some surprising stories, too."
Jennifer can often act like the classic ditz, but I know it's an act. She's beautiful, with long blonde hair, green eyes, and a fucking amazing body. Emily. Fuck. Emily Hawthorne is known for being up for anything. I'm honestly still reeling about finding out Mister Wagner pays her for sex. At least the asshole will never teach again.
"What kind of stories?" I probe delicately.
"You know better, Kayla," Miss Harrell gives me a disapproving look. "If people are gonna confide in me, they have to know I'll keep their secrets. I shouldn't have told you what I just did."
"I guess I'm special," I shrug and grin.
"You have no idea," Miss Harrell bites her lower lip nervously.
"So, ah, time for my one-on-one?" I question.
"If you don't mind?" she looks around quickly. "We just need to find a place to talk privately."
"I probably should put my earrings away so I don't have to keep taking them off," I muse. "Wanna come with me?"
"To your bedroom?" Miss Harrell wonders.
"Sure, why not?" I shrug.
"Okay, let's go," she nods.
It's summer, so we fortunately still have a little bit of daylight left to enjoy. The caterers are cleaning up and anyone else who still wants food will have to settle for snacks or candy. With almost all of the older adults gone, I'm surprised I don't see anyone with at least a beer. Probably soon. Sarah is on her way home, so no need to fear the scary cop lady!
The back door is open and people are coming in and out. We run into Dan who is leading Jennifer Rhodes by the hand. I know this isn't their first time hooking up and Jennifer waves to Miss Harrell while Dan gives me an embarrassed look. I gesture at Jennifer and waggle my eyebrows, giving Dan a thumbs-up.
Passing the main living room, I notice several classmates are watching a movie. In Daddy's favorite armchair is Kwan's friend, Charles Perry. Olivia Kelly from The Jewelry Box is sitting in his lap and the two of them are kissing softly. Another couple is cuddling on one of the couches and a few people are laying on the floor to watch the romantic comedy.
Dan brings a giggling Jennifer into the guest room next to Hazel's room. I'm actually surprised Jennifer is giving Dan another chance. I remember the locker room for one of the last games of the season; the blonde loudly complaining about Dan cumming in a dozen thrusts before passing out. I guess the Slut-sisters aren't the only ones to notice Dan is becoming a more caring and aware person. It's sweet that Dan likes me, but I feel no jealousy and just hope he's able to rock Jennifer's world.
I show Miss Harrell into my room and shut the door. My cheer coach glances around the room, her eyes stopping on the large poster of my favorite pop singer. Removing my earrings, I place them in my jewelry box before also taking off my Slut-sisters locket. Then I fix my ponytail before turning to find Miss Harrell sitting on the edge of my bed.
"What did you want to talk about?" I ask, sitting down beside her.
"Mostly, I just wanted to let you know how proud I am of the amazing woman you're becoming," my cheer coach begins. "And I want you to know that, just because you're graduating doesn't mean you can't still come to me if you need anything."
"Thank you, I appreciate that," I smile at her. "I don't think I would have gotten through high school if it weren't for you."
"You're so smart and strong, I'm sure you would have succeeded no matter what." Miss Harrell compliments.
"Thanks, but you really were great," I respond, turning slightly to face her. "You gave me a lot of great advice about life and dating. You told me to always value myself."
"I'm glad I could help," she nods, looking conflicted. "I just wish I was around more these last few months."
"It's my fault for pulling away from the squad after the season," I sigh. "I mainly hung out with Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel. Well, and David."
"I still don't understand what happened there," Miss Harrell looks at me intently. "You two seemed happy, then you broke up. Next thing I know, I'm hearing news about David caught up in rape charges and you getting kidnapped by Keith."
"Short version? David paid Keith to rape Lexi while she was high, I dumped him. I got drunk at a party and Keith raped me, then he got arrested," I spit out quickly, wanting Miss Harrell to know everything. "Keith kidnapped me and Lexi. He made me suck him and I bit his dick off."
"Oh, Kayla!" Miss Harrell gasps, pulling me into a tight hug. "Oh God, sweetie!"
I wrap my arms around my cheer coach and hug her back. I don't cry. I can tell Miss Harrell is crying, but I don't feel tears in my eyes. Maybe I'm cried out? Maybe I just don't want to feel this right now? Either way, I'm grateful that Miss Harrell cares about me so much. She's clinging to me as if she never wants to let me go. Her fingers are digging into my bare back and her blonde hair is in my face.
"I'm okay," I eventually tell her, pulling back slightly to look at my coach.
"You went through every woman's worst nightmare," Miss Harrell looks at me with despair.
"My worst nightmare is sitting on the toilet to pee and a snake attacks my vagina," I give her a small smile.
Miss Harrell's laughter is explosive in her surprise. Despite the tears still running down her cheeks, she's laughing. She's laughing so hard her cheeks are turning red. I can't help but reach up and brush the tears from her cheeks with both hands. Lowering my left hand, I keep my right on her face. It's only as my fingers lightly caress her cheek that I realize just how intimate this position is.
"I am glad you can joke about it," she says between giggles.
"It's that or hide under the bed and cry," I shrug, dropping my hand from her cheek. "I have to live my life. If I don't, the assholes get to rape me all over again every day."
"Your strength really is amazing," Miss Harrell whispers.
"I definitely spiraled after the break up and rape," I respond with a sigh. "Anyone who wanted to could use my body. Do you know what it's like to hate yourself so much you want a guy to use you as his cum dump? Because you think that's all you are worth?"
"I'm so sorry," she mumbles, reaching out to take my hand.
"The others didn't really mistreat me and I almost wanted them to," I admit. "I wanted to be their property, their plaything. I thought only the pleasure of sex could distract me from the pain. Fuck, I'd have probably ended up selling myself if it weren't for my Slut-sisters."
"Slut-sisters?" Miss Harrell questions with a frown.
"Oh! Right, that name didn't travel around the school," I blush slightly. "This might take awhile."
I start talking. I start talking and I don't stop. Miss Harrell already knows about Mommy. She knows about my history with Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. I go over them anyway. My birthday pool party comes up and I talk about Lexi, about worrying she's using Daddy, about slapping her. I explain learning about Lexi's past, her getting kicked out.
Miss Harrell watches me intently, hanging on to every word. She gasps when I mention the video of David raping Lexi. The break up, me spiraling, forming the Slut-sisters. Nicole, the sixth sister. Ian and Stephanie. I only leave out one thing; my sexual relationship with Daddy.
"You've been through so much in just a few short months," Miss Harrell observes, her thumb caressing my hand.
"It hasn't just been bad times," I point out. "I have amazing people in my life. I can't imagine not having Lexi across the hall. I've never been so close with Daddy. I've made some incredible memories that I'll have for the rest of my life."
"I'm glad you have such great friends," she smiles. "I do remember you telling me you were all going to Bermuda."
"Yeah, that was a lot of fun," I nod as I reminisce before looking at Miss Harrell curiously as she starts giggling. "What's so funny?"
"I was just imagining what those cheer uniforms you asked me to get must have been used for," Miss Harrell smirks.
"The girls wanted to put on a little show for Daddy," I explain. "What guy doesn't have fantasies about the dirty cheerleader?"
"And your father had, what? Four? Five?" she questions.
"Nicole didn't go on that trip," I answer. "So, it was Daddy, Lexi, Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. Oh, and I went, of course."
"Right, but since you're his daughter, he had four," Miss Harrell nods.
"Ah, yeah," I wince. Bermuda was before Daddy and I made love, but even then, well, there are some experiences from Bermuda that can't ever get out. "You were a cheerleader in high school and college, you must have had boyfriends ask you to put on a show."
Anne Harrell is a beautiful woman and with how my classmates talk about her, I have no doubt the guys from her high school and college have similar things to say. My cheer coach is twenty-six years old and about my height with a slim frame. Her long, dirty blonde hair is usually in a practical ponytail. She has high cheekbones and bright green eyes. Glancing at her chest, I'm guessing her boobs are around the same size as mine. I'm a full C-cup, so Anne probably is as well.
"I've never had a boyfriend," she admits, looking at me intently.
"Really? Never?" I ask, surprised.
"Never," Miss Harrell confirms.
"So, my cheer coach prefers one-night stands?" I question, waggling my eyebrows suggestively.
"No, nothing like that," she giggles. "I don't sleep with just anyone and I've had a few relationships."
"Oh. You mean...?" I trail off, remembering our kiss.
"I'm gay, Kayla," Miss Harrell lets out a breath, seeming happy to have that off her chest. "My family knows, but I keep it out of my professional life. I've always known I was gay, so I've never dated a guy. Penises are icky."
"Well, I have to disagree with you there; I love dick," I smile and blush coyly. "Anyway, ah, thank you. I mean, I really appreciate you being comfortable enough with me to tell me. Than you, Miss Harrell."
"I'm not your teacher or coach anymore, you can call me 'Anne.'" she smiles nervously. "If you want."
"Okay," I reply happily. "Anne."
"I like that," Anne whispers before blushing slightly. "I mean, ah, I should apologize for the kiss again."
"It's fine, you already apologized and I'm not mad," I insist. "I already told you my Slut-sisters and I make love, and you know I had a girlfriend. I've kissed my fair share of ladies."
"It still wasn't appropriate," she bites her lower lip nervously. "I've known you since you were a freshman. I never thought of you that way. I just.. well, I missed you after the end of the season. I'm just in awe of the woman you are now. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that."
"You can stop apologizing. Here, I'll prove it," I lean forward and surprise my cheer coach by pecking her lips. "See? It's fine."
"Fuck, I should be fired," Anne winces. "I feel like I'm no better than Lucas."
"Mister Wagner? You know about that?" I gasp, my eyes widening.
"There was a huge meeting after he got fired, all the staff knows," she confirms. "There's gonna be a lot of seminars over the summer to make sure nothing like that happens again."
"That's gonna be rough," I say quietly.
"Yeah, I'm surprised you know," Anne continues. "He's in a lot of trouble. A search turned up, ah, quite a few things, apparently."
Now I'm positive I know the contents of Anne's conversation with Emily. The coach looks sad and guilt-ridden as she gazes at me. Fuck, I hate that Anne feels like she's no better than Wagner. I have no doubt that Anne truly cares for me, for all of us. We have four years of practices, of sharing, of bonding.
"You're nothing like that disgusting old man," I state firmly.
"I have a crush on one of my students, a girl I'm responsible for," Anne argues.
"Former student," I counter with a mischievous grin. "And who could blame you? I'm adorable!"
"You are," she looks at me intently. "You really are."
"No need to sound so serious about it," I playfully punch her shoulder.
"It's wrong," Anne insists. "I mean, I, I knew you when you were a freshman."
"It's not like you tried to groom me or anything," I snort.
"Of course not, but I'm still a pervert," she sighs. "I'm eight years older than you."
"Older lovers know what they're doing," I give her a wink. "Properly eating pussy takes practice. So does sucking dick, but I think most guys agree pretty much any blowjob is a good blowjob."
"I'm a pervert," Anne winces. "I'm in love with my student."
I look at my cheer coach carefully and I recognize the conflicted emotions written all over her face. She's thinking about all the stories of manipulative predators on the news. She's thinking about how everyone will say she's wrong for feeling how she feels. I understand. Anne is going through the same thing as Daddy and me.
"You're not a pervert," I speak up. "You are NOT wrong for having feelings. I'm an adult. Love is love and everyone who says you're wrong can go fuck themselves."
"Wow, I was not expecting that," Anne replies with wide eyes.
"Mommy died when I was so young and it almost killed Daddy. It almost killed me," I tell my cheer coach, my friend. "He and I need each other. Other people would say it's wrong, but it isn't. We make love sometimes."
"You... you and your own father?" she asks in shock. "Kayla, that's incest."
"Which is wrong because society says so? Fuck that!" I declare. "I have my own conscience and so do you. We both know if what we're doing is wrong or not, we don't need anyone else to tell us."
"Kayla..." Anne trails off weakly.
"Daddy and me? There's no abuse, only love." I continue passionately. "Just like you never abused me. Hell, you never did anything but kiss me. And I already told you I'm not upset. You've been an amazing friend and role model these past four years and I can never thank you enough."
"You don't have to thank me, it was my pleasure," she whispers.
"It took forever to get Daddy to agree," I smile at the memory. "He was so afraid he was doing something wrong. But, when it finally happened, it was beautiful. It was perfect, it was right. He didn't abuse his power over me and neither did you."
Anne and I stare at each other in silence for several minutes. At first, I'm worried I've made a horrible mistake by telling her about Daddy. Then, as time passes, I can see the acceptance in her green eyes. She understands. My good friend understands and isn't judging me. A spark passes between us as I feel a deep connection with my cheer coach.
A small whimper escapes Anne Harrell's slightly parted lips the second before we lunge at each other. Anne grabs the back of my head as I wrap my arms around her, pulling her to me. Her tongue spears into my mouth and I immediately start sucking on it. Then I swirl my own tongue along hers, making her moan.
We fall sideways on the bed, our legs hanging off as we kiss. I can feel Anne kicking her sandals off before she presses herself against me. Her hand runs along my bare side, her fingers teasing my skin. I smile against her lips when she cups my face.
I lose myself in the kiss, completely unaware of how much time is passing as we caress each other. We're not being aggressive at all, everything is sweet and relaxing. Anne's soft lips feel amazing and it seems like we can stay like this forever.
Everything changes when Anne's hand cups my heaving breast from outside my black bikini top. It's like a switch flips inside my coach, making her much more aggressive. Her hand slips into my bikini so she can palm my bare boob. I moan loudly when my hard nipple presses into her palm.
Anne rolls me onto my back and straddles me. Breaking our kiss, she trails her lips all along my neck. Clamping her lips down on the soft skin of my neck, Anne starts sucking on my skin, making my back arch as I gasp. My feet are still dangling off the bed as a shiver passes through my body.
"Oh, Anne!" I moan as her tongue tastes my skin.
"Say it again!" Anne growls, pulling on my ponytail to force my head back and give her full access to my neck.
"Anne!" I call loudly as she runs her hands up my bare sides.
It feels like Anne is determined to give me a hickey as she sucks on my neck. Eventually, however, she kisses down to my collarbone before moving further south and licking the valley between my breasts. Anne then drops to her knees on the floor, spreading my legs so she can kiss my jean-covered crotch.
"Put your head on the pillow," Anne instructs, pointing toward the head of the bed.
"Okay," I nod rapidly, maneuvering until I'm laying comfortably with my head on my pillow.
Wasting no time, Anne gets back on the bed and once again straddles my waist. She leans in to kiss me and we make out for a couple more minutes. Breaking our kiss, Anne sits up and pulls her shirt off over her head. Her large breasts look incredible in a black bra.
Leaning back down, Anne runs her hands along my sides until she can squeeze my boobs from outside my top. Placing a hand at the back of my head, Anne pulls me until we're both sitting up. She reaches behind my back and undoes the knot holding up my bikini top. I help her remove my top and toss it onto the floor, baring my breasts.
"Wow," Anne whispers, looking down at my chest in awe.
"You like?" I giggle, shaking my chest for her viewing pleasure.
Rather than respond with words, Anne looks up at my face before lunging at me again. We fall back onto the bed with her on top as we resume our make out session. Anne kisses down to my tits, holding them together as she slobbers all over my cleavage. I can't help but gasp when she starts sucking on my right nipple.
"Mm, mm!" Anne moans as her tongue rapidly flicks my nipple.
"Anne!" I groan, knowing she loves hearing me say her name.
Anne's lust goes up another notch as she reaches out and lightly slaps my left titty, producing a loud noise and an erotic sting. Her other hand pushes between my legs so she can rub my crotch from outside my jean shorts. Spurred on by my moans, Anne lightly bites my right nipple while tugging on my left and rubbing my pussy. The delicious pain is incredible and my eyes roll back as I gasp and orgasm.



"Mm, that's it," she purrs, pressing her hand against my crotch as she squeezes my left boob. "Cum for me, slut!"
My orgasm intensifies as explosions go off in my mind, nearly causing me to black out. This side of Anne is very new to me; holy shit, she's aggressive in bed! I find myself really enjoying the experience and longing for more. I'm so turned on and I'm ready to be a good girl for Anne.
"Oh, God!" I gasp, my right leg shaking. "I'll be a good girl, I'll be a good girl!"
"You better," Anne playfully growls as she hovers above me, looking into my eyes.
With an evil grin, Anne leans forward and pecks my lips. Then she sits up and takes off her bra, treating me to the sight of a beautiful pair of titties. Anne scoots back so she can unbutton my jean shorts before hopping out of my lap so she can drag them down with my bikini bottoms.
"Fuck, I'm soaked," I comment, reaching between my legs so I can use two fingers to spread my labia. "For you, Anne."
"You are the most gorgeous bitch I've ever seen," Anne hisses as her eyes devour my naked body. "Are you gonna be my good, little slut?"
"Mm, yes, I'll be a good girl," I moan, circling my clit with my fingers. "I'll be a good slut."
"Time to make that pussy purr," she declares.
I squeal and giggle as Anne places my legs over her shoulder and buries her face in my sopping snatch. It takes me all of ten seconds to discover that Anne Harrell is a true master of the art of cunnilingus. Her tongue dances all along my vulva, eagerly lapping up my love juices. I can feel her fingers run along my labia as she uses her other hand to tease the soft skin of my inner thigh.
Anne makes love to my pussy with her mouth, there's really no other way to describe it. She does something crazy with her tongue on my clit. I can't even figure out what exactly she's doing, but it makes me feel like my entire body is on fire. When she pushes her fingers into me, it takes Anne seconds to find and stimulate my G-spot.
"Oh God, oh wow, oh!" I gasp and groan, my boobs jiggling. "Anne! Ungh! Ah, Anne!"
Holding her head in both hands, my fingers caress her cheeks as my cheer coach makes me cum again. I switch my grip to the top of her head, pressing her face into my crotch as I buck my hips. Her long ponytail swishes back and forth when Anne shakes her head to stimulate my clit.
"Mm, mm, mm!" Anne hums as she munches on my pussy, her hands reaching up to squeeze my tits.
I cum yet again as Anne sucks on my clit while playing with my nipples. She then pulls away from my pussy, giving it a quick kiss and an admiring glance. I lift my head to watch Anne sit up, immediately realizing she's getting naked. Like me, Anne keeps her pubic mound shaven bare.
"You're beautiful, Anne," I sigh in contentment.
"Thanks, sexy," Anne smiles, the lower half of her face glistening with my juices. "You said you're a good girl, so I hope that means you know how to properly eat a pussy."
"Bring it on!" I growl.
Anne maneuvers her body so she can lay on top of me and lower her pussy down onto my face. Grabbing her butt cheeks, I lift my head and start licking her twat. My cheer coach moans happily before wrapping an arm around my thigh and getting back to eating me out.
The two of us stay in a sixty-nine for several minutes. I struggle to pay attention to Anne's pussy due to her oral talents distracting me. Still, I know how to lick a cunt. I push two fingers into Anne and feel her pussy muscles clamp down on me as she cums on my tongue.
I'm surprised when Anne lifts off of me, and I actually lift my head in an attempt to keep my tongue on her pussy. I giggle as Anne flips her body so she can get on top of me and press her lips against mine. I can taste myself on her lips and tongue, just like Anne can taste her own pussy on me.
"Kayla," Anne whispers, holding my face in both her hands as we kiss.
Our big tits press together as Anne grinds her pussy down against my slit. A couple minutes later, Anne sits up and places my leg over her shoulder so we can continue tribbing. We both have green eyes, and sparks fly between them as we gaze at each other until we both reach orgasm.
Anne is in full control the entire time, eventually asking if I have any sex toys. Her eyes light up when she finds the strap-on and she wastes no time putting it on. She fucks me in doggystyle, pulling my hair and slapping my ass. I scream while she calls me a slut and a bitch, ordering me to cum for her.
Pulling out of me, Anne removes the strap-on and places it on my bedside table. She orders me to eat her out, and I happily comply, licking and fingering Anne to a couple of nice orgasms. Anne then pulls me into her arms and hums happily while we cuddle.
"That was fun," I giggle, wincing slightly. "My ass is a little sore, though."
"Sorry about that," Anne bites her lower lip. "I, ah, I know I can get pretty intense."
"I was surprised," I say carefully.
"Yeah, once I realized we were actually gonna go through with it, I let it out," she explains. "And, in my defense, you have a great ass."
"I know I have a cute, little bum," I nod, resting my head on Anne's boob.
"You're not upset, are you?" Anne asks nervously.
"No," I assure her, my arm around her waist as I sigh. "There's nothing like cuddling after rough sex."
"Oh, hell yes," she declares.
The two of us cuddle for several minutes, our hands caressing each other's bodies. I can tell Anne absolutely loves my tits; she can't stop palming my boob or lightly rolling my nipple. She only briefly stops to reach around me and squeeze my ass, giving it a light slap.
"So, ah, was this a one and done?" Anne questions.
"Well, we should probably shower and wash the sex toy," I muse, looking up at my cheer coach. "I'll let you play with me in the shower."
"That sounds nice, but I was more looking toward the future," she laughs.
"In all seriousness, I've given my love life quite a bit of thought," I begin slowly, letting out a breath. "I love playing with girls. But, I need a man. I love dick and I can't imagine being married to a woman. Also, I just got out of a relationship. I'm hoping you'd like to be friends who play together once in awhile?"
"That's exactly what I was hoping for," Anne nods, but I can see some disappointment in her eyes. "I want to stay friends, that's what's most important. If we can rock each other's world every once in awhile? Even better!"
"How about we get cleaned up and get back to the party?" I suggest, pecking her lips.
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~Friday June 06, 2025~
"Steven, did you get the email from HR?" Megan asked, poking her head into his office just before lunch.
"About the bookkeeper job posting?" he replied, looking over at Megan.
"Yeah, that's the one," she nodded. "Thoughts?"
"Well, we can't hire all six thousand people who applied," Steven laughed.
"No shit," Megan rolled her eyes.
"Well, what do you want me to say about it?" he frowned. "Hiring bookkeepers has nothing to do with me. Or you, really."
"Making budget recommendations does," she argued. "A lot of the applicants aren't qualified, but there are some really great candidates. I'm thinking of hiring more than we originally planned."
"You've already hired quite a few people," he pointed out.
"Yes, and we found work for all of them," she countered. "Marketing and advertising is going great and we keep getting more and more clients. We need to hire. My question is, can we realistically afford to hire even more than we planned? If so, how many do you think?"
"I'll run some numbers and get you an answer," Steven promised.
"Thanks," Megan nodded and left.
Steven was pleasantly surprised that there was absolutely no awkwardness between him and Megan. He smiled when he remembered having breakfast on Sunday morning with her and her son, Carter. The little boy was not shy at all, quite curious to meet the new person.
Megan and Steven were friendly at work, but nothing sexual had happened since their one encounter. Steven did find himself looking at her longingly from time to time; her butt, her cleavage, even her daily braids were enticing. He hoped he wasn't crazy when he thought he caught her checking him out as well.
Their working relationship hadn't been impacted one bit. They had only needed two meetings during the week, but both were very productive. Megan was an amazing leader; she was great at delegating and easily able to help every employee succeed. She was still new to having full control and occasionally focused on small details that were beneath her, but she was learning.
Jane still hadn't had her second date with Logan Barrett. She was determined to make sure he understood that things were very casual between them. As a result, she didn't want to go out with him two weekends in a row. Jane would be spending the weekend with her younger sister and had decided to work from home on Friday.
Leslie was working from home more often in order to deal with symptoms from her pregnancy. She was a skinny girl, so even the few pounds she'd put on was a lot for her. Additionally, Leslie was still having morning sickness and no one wanted to run to the bathroom to throw up at the office.
Sienna and Theo were both nervous about their date and also decided to work remotely. Neither of them had ever expressed any romantic interest in each other, so the entire group was curious about how the date would go. Noah stayed home as well since he wouldn't have his partner-in-crime at the office. Camilla was a social girl, so she had come into the office.
"Do you know what Theo has planned for tonight?" Camilla asked Steven while they took their break together.
"No idea," Steven shook his head. "Noah gave him some pointers on not being an ass, but they didn't discuss the date itself."
"It's fucking weird that they're going out," she grunted as the two of them sat down in the break room.
"Why's that?" he questioned.
"Sienna's said before that Theo annoys the shit out of her," Camilla explained, "and other than inappropriate comments and leering, he's never really seemed interested."
"Theo had a wake up call recently," Steven reasoned. "Now that he's actually being himself, he and Sienna are becoming much better friends. All that's left is for them to figure out if there's any chemistry."
"Still fucking weird," she grunted.
"Why, because they're both part of the group?" he challenged with a raised brow.
"No, you and Jane already created that precedent," Camilla replied. "And fucked things up royally, I might add."
"Thanks," Steven rolled his eyes.
"It's weird because it's coming out of nowhere," she said. "I just can't see why Sienna all of a sudden might be interested in him. I get why Theo's interested; Seinna's fucking hot and she's been paying him more attention."
"So, your concern is that Theo isn't desirable?" he frowned. "Isn't that for Sienna to decide?"
"I guess," Camilla sighed. "At least he's smart enough to go to her place and pick her up. Even if they're just using the subway, he should be escorting her."
"He's older than her and has to meet her parents," Steven added. "I don't envy him there."
"Oh, please," the Latina waved off his concern. "Sienna's parents are cool. It's not like her dad is gonna show Theo his shotgun collection."
Steven just chuckled as he and Camilla took out their lunches. Camilla set her healthy meal up as well so she could to take a picture for social media. She then snapped an image of her face before posting both pictures. Steven watched her in bemusement as he took a bite of his sandwich.
"I thought you just dealt with women's beauty products?" he asked.
"Being an influencer is so much more than just the one thing you focus on," Camilla explained excitedly, clearly happy to talk about her new side hustle. "Yeah, I review nail polish and skin care products, but I also talk about my day and give them insights into my life."
"I can see why you would enjoy that," Steven commented.
"Because I'm an attention whore?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Yup," he nodded.
"Was that a smart thing to say to a girl?" Camilla inquired.
"We're never gonna sleep together so it doesn't matter," Steven reasoned, popping a chip into his mouth.
"You don't know that!" she exclaimed.
"Do you want to sleep with me?" he asked plainly.
"Not after you called me an attention whore!" Camilla glared at him.
"I never used those words, I just agreed with you," Steven argued.
"Well, you shouldn't have agreed," she pouted cutely. "You just ruined your chances."
"Did you want to sleep with me before today?" he smirked.
"Not especially, but I hadn't ruled it out," Camilla shrugged. "You would have been my first choice in the group."
"Is that so?" Steven grinned happily.
"Yeah, but you just blew it. Sucks to be you," she playfully stuck out her tongue.
"Megan has Nolan Reed's contact information," he responded.
"Fine, I'll suck you off in the supply closet," Camilla sighed. "Just make sure to tell Nolan I'm hot and will do literally anything."
"If you'll do anything, why do I only get a blowjob?" Steven gave her a flat look.
"It's a down payment," she shrugged. "You'll get more after I get to curl up in Nolan Reed's chest hair."
"What if, for some strange reason, he wants a monogamous relationship with you?" he questioned.
"First off, of course he would want to be monogamous with me, I'm more woman than most men can handle," Camilla scrunched her nose. "Second, well, that's your loss."
"Somehow, I think I'll survive," Steven shook his head ruefully.
"Ass," she grunted. "I don't understand what Megan sees in you."
"We're not dating!" he argued.
"Right," Camilla snorted. "A single mother let you sleep in the same house with her and her son. She trusts you."
"Yeah, we're friends," Steven countered. "I never said she didn't trust me, I said we aren't dating. I did sleep in the guest room."
"Probably only because she didn't want her son to think she shared a bed with a guy," she reasoned. "Her kid's, what, seven?"
"Six," he corrected.
"I'm just saying, Megan's one hot bitch," Camilla winked. "And she's the daughter of the eighth richest person in the world. You should get yourself a piece of that while you still have a chance."
"I don't have a chance," he grunted.
"Yeah, you do," the Latina giggled.
Steven hadn't told anyone that he'd had sex with Megan Bauer. It wasn't any of their business. He admitted he spent the night, but was completely honest when he said he slept in the guest room. Thankfully, the teasing wasn't too bad. Camilla continued the teasing for the rest of break while replying to messages from her fans. Steven got revenge by suggesting Camilla would have a lot more fans if she posted nudes as well.
Noah and Theo were both in their living room, typing away on their work laptops. They each had multiple clients they had to enter transactions for, easily consuming the entire workday. Theo shut his laptop as soon as 5:00PM hit and then got to his feet.
"Someone anxious?" Noah suggested.
"Of course I'm anxious!" Theo snapped, pacing nervously.
"Just relax, man," Noah said quietly. "It's Sienna, you know her."
"Yeah, and the problem is that she knows me," Theo responded.
"She knows you and still agreed to go out with you for free, you're fine," Noah reasoned.
"What if she only agreed so she can say we tried it and there's nothing between us?" Theo suggested. "She might just be hoping this will end my crush."
"Huh, I hadn't thought of that," Noah mused.
"Fuuuuuck!" Theo whined, grabbing his head in both hands.
"Look, it might not work out," Noah sighed. "I can't promise anything good will happen. You can't force an attraction. Just remember, you and Sienna are better friends now that you're not trying so hard to be funny and crude. Be yourself and see what happens."
"Fuck, I'm so nervous!" Theo groaned.
"Don't think about it, you're as prepared as you can be," Noah instructed.
"Right, okay," Theo nodded, heading for the front door of their apartment.
"Theo!" Noah called out.
"Yeah?" Theo frowned, turning his head.
"Pants," Noah advised.
"Oh, right!" Theo gasped, looking down at the lounge pants he was wearing.
Theo Caldwell was twenty-six years old and stood a couple inches below six feet. That put him at ten inches taller than Sienna. The wise-cracking guy was carrying a few extra pounds and had a round face. His hair was brown and he had hazel eyes. He changed into khakis and a blue button-down, his fingers shaking as he fastened the buttons.
Grabbing everything he needed, Theo rushed out the door as Noah wished him luck. He rode the subway to the right stop and only got lost twice trying to find the right building. Taking a few deep breaths he found the correct number and rang the buzzer by the entrance.
"Can I help you?" a male voice came through the speaker.
"I'm Theo, Theodore," Theo mumbled. "Caldwell. Theodore Caldwell. You can call me Theo, ah, I'm here to pick up Sienna."
"Come on up, Theo," the male voice replied right before the sound of the door unlocking.
Theo walked into the building and took the elevator up to the right floor. He nervously knocked on the door and only had to wait a few seconds for it to open. Sienna's father was a short man, slightly shorter than Steven. He had a friendly smile as he held the door open and gestured for Theo to come in.
"I-I brought these," Theo stammered, holding out the flowers he brought.
"For me? You shouldn't have!" Sienna's Dad exclaimed, laughing at Theo's horror. "No need to be nervous, I'm nice. Please, come in."
Theo was shown into the living room where he met Sienna's mother. She was short, too, so Sienna barely being five feet tall suddenly made a lot of sense. Both of Sienna's parents yelled for the redhead to come out of her room because her date had arrived.
Sienna appeared and Theo audibly gasped. Sure, she was only wearing jean shorts and a red v-neck top, but she looked flawless to Theo. Her auburn hair was unbounded, flowing freely down her back. Her bright green eyes lit up when she saw him, a smile crossing her face.
"Hi, Theo," Sienna said.
"H-hi," he mumbled, holding out the yellow flowers. "I brought you these."
"Daffodils?" Sienna asked, approaching him to take the bouquet.
"Daffodils are the flower of Wales," Theo explained. "You said you were proud of being Welsh."
"That's so thoughtful!" Sienna's Mom announced, rushing up to her daughter. "Let's go put these in water."
Sienna and her mother headed into the kitchen while Theo sat on the couch. Her father was in the armchair and started asking questions. Sienna's parents knew about The Gang of Eight, so her father was already aware of him. Of course, a friendship was not the same as a romantic date.
It was a bit of an interrogation, but her father was really nice about it. He asked Theo about the friend group, about Theo's education and his job at Sphinx. The two guys could hear the women giggling from the kitchen, and Sienna's father told him that was definitely a good sign.
Saying goodbye to her parents, Sienna left with Theo after placing the daffodils in her bedroom. The two of them took the subway to the restaurant Theo had picked out. He was both nervous and excited, sitting at the table and browsing the menu with Sienna across from him.
"Stop being nervous, it's just me," Sienna giggled. "Be yourself and you'll be fine."
"That hasn't worked out so well for me in the past," Theo sighed.
"Oh, stop," she admonished. "Constant inappropriate comments isn't you. You've been working on yourself and it shows!"
"Thank you," he smiled. "I guess I was just worried since you never seemed to like me."
"I didn't, I tolerated you," Sienna admitted. "Then things got better and I realized we're good friends. You asking me out was unexpected, but I'm happy to see if there's a connection between us. So, let's have a nice time and we'll find out!"
"I'll do my best," Theo nodded and then smirked. "The guys have already sent texts asking how its going."
"I probably have about fifty from the girls," the redhead replied. "Girls love the details a lot more than guys do."
"Fifty? We just sat down!" Theo laughed.
"Yeah, they need to cool it," Sienna agreed. "I can't judge though, you should have seen my reaction to Logan asking out Jane."
"Steven is handling that one surprisingly well," he commented.
"I know, but I worry things will get worse after Jane goes on another date with him," she said.
"I'm worried, too," Theo admitted. "Although, right now I'm just happy to be on a date with you."
"Sneaking in a compliment, smart," Sienna nodded.
The waiter soon arrived to take their order and then the two of them resumed their discussion. They talked about various topics and Theo was hopeful when he realized Sienna was laughing a lot, seeming to enjoy his company. The conversation even continued while they ate, the two of them taking so long to get to their food that it had started to get cold.
"I thought maybe we could catch a movie now?" Theo offered after paying for the meal.
"We can if you want, but that's a little impersonal," Sienna replied, a small blush on her face. "I'm having a nice time and I'd like to keep talking."
"Walk around Central Park?" he suggested.
"Oh, that sounds perfect!" she grinned.
Central Park wasn't far from the restaurant and they were soon walking through one of the most famous parks in the country. Theo and Sienna continued talking, telling each other about their childhoods. Glancing over at her, Theo loved the way the wind tousled Sienna's hair.
Feeling bold, Theo decided to take a chance. Reaching out, he grasped Sienna's hand hoping she wouldn't pull away. His face lit up when she laced their fingers and kept walking. Birds were flying overhead, the sun was out, and it was a wonderful evening.
It was going to start getting dark soon, so the crowds were dying down. Sienna and Theo found a bench to sit down on that was semi-private. Theo was thrilled when Sienna sat so close to him that their hips were touching. He was so used to things going wrong, to being called a loser, that what was happening felt like something from a different person's life.
"Thank you for coming tonight," Theo suddenly said. "You didn't have to."
"Thank you for asking me, this is really fun," Sienna blushed slightly.
"Why does it seem like you're the nervous one right now?" he smirked.
"Maybe because I am," she laughed lightly, taking his hand again..
"Why are you nervous?" Theo frowned, gripping her hand. "I'm the one with the history of bad dates."
"I really don't have much of a dating history, Theo," Sienna explained. "Only a couple of guys have met my parents. And now, well, maybe I'm feeling the spark. And maybe it's making me a little nervous. And tingly. And excited."
"Tingly?" he asked in surprise.
"Don't even think about making it dirty," she teased, playfully swatting his shoulder.
"I won't, I won't!" Theo gasped. "I just didn't think you could actually like me."
"We need to work on that confidence," Sienna told him. "Pro tip, girls love confidence."
"Not sure how to do that," he laughed.
"Maybe this will help," the redhead whispered.
Theo looked at her in confusion, his eyes widening as she reached out and cupped his cheek. Leaning up, Sienna pressed her lips against his. It wasn't their first kiss. That had been at New Year's at the insistence of the rest of the group. A few awkward pecks to honor the tradition.
This kiss was very, very different. Sienna lightly caressed his cheek as she softly kissed him. She released his hand and ran her fingers along his chest as he reached out and gripped her bare thigh. It only took a couple minutes for Sienna's tongue to get involved, pushing into his mouth to run along his tongue.
"Wow," Theo mumbled when Sienna broke the kiss and smiled softly.
"How was that?" she asked.
"Wow," he repeated. "Just, wow."
"Good," Sienna giggled.
"I, ah, I hope you enjoyed it, too," Theo asked nervously.
"I did," she nodded, tilting her head to give him a considering look. "You're a surprisingly good kisser. Are you secretly a player?"
"No, that's Noah and it's not a secret," he laughed, taking the initiative by leaning forward and pecking her lips.
"Mm, there was a bit of confidence," Sienna said in response to the kiss. "I like it!"
"You'll love this," Theo declared, grabbing the back of Sienna's head and kissing her passionately.
Sienna gasped against Theo's lips before giggling and happily accepting the kiss. She scooted closer to him as they made out, her breasts pressing against his chest. A small moan escaped her lips as her passion grew. It was obvious they were both into it and it was several minutes before they reluctantly separated.
"I don't have sex on the first date," she blushed, looking into his eyes as she bit her lip.
"I wasn't expecting sex!" Theo quickly insisted. "I wasn't expecting to get to kiss you. I WAS expecting to say something stupid and ruin this. Or you'd say there's no spark and we should just be friends."
"You've managed so far," she laughed. "You haven't even been looking at my cleavage. I just didn't want to get your hopes up for some action."
"I'm not hard!" he exclaimed stupidly. "I mean, um, ah..."
"Yeah, you kind of are," Sienna teased, looking down at his crotch.



"So close on not saying something stupid," Theo sighed.
"You didn't blow it," she told him, pecking his lips. Then she pointed toward his crotch. "But, I'm not blowing that tonight."
"I'd like it to be known that you're making the inappropriate jokes this time," Theo stated clearly.
"They're not always wrong, you just need to learn that there's a time and a place," Sienna explained.
"I have a lot of trouble with that," he admitted, suddenly looking extremely nervous.
"I know, but you'll get there," she said.
"It's just that worrying about every word is exhausting," Theo sighed. "I just keep waiting for the one that will make you think I'm a freak. Just like what always happens."
"Theo, you need to stop with the self-depreciating comments," she told him. "Girls don't like it, it just sounds pathetic. And before you get upset, no, you're not pathetic. Not at all. I'm just saying that a girl wants to enjoy her time with you. Be friendly and be yourself. Don't talk about how much you suck. Otherwise the ladies won't be sucking anything of yours."
"That was clever," Theo chuckled before his face fell again. He was rocking slightly like he sometimes did when he was nervous.
"I'm just trying to point out that a girl wants to feel special," Sienna explained, leaning forward to peck his lips. "I want to feel like you'd pick me over anyone else in the world. When you talk about how much trouble you have with girls, it makes me feel like you'd take anyone. That makes me feel less special, make sense?"
"You are special," he looked at her in wonder. "And there's no one else I'd rather be here with."
"See? You're learning!" she grinned happily.
"C-can I tell you something?" Theo swallowed weakly.
"Of course," she nodded.
"This isn't easy to say..." he trailed off.
"Just say it," Sienna suggested. "I understand it can be tough to find the right words. You can start by telling me how smart I am, how beautiful. Words like 'goddess' or 'angel' wouldn't hurt."
"You are all those things, but this isn't about you," Theo smiled softly.
"I know, I'm just being a brat," she winked. "I'm a redhead, it's my job."
"I thought you were the Red Dragon?" he teased.
"Watch it, buddy. We aren't that close yet," Sienna stuck out her tongue. "Now stop putting it off; tell me!"
"I'm autistic," Theo announced, looking away to avoid seeing her reaction.
"You are?" Sienna asked in surprise. "Wait. That really came out of nowhere."
"Sorry, I didn't know how else to tell you," he shrugged.
"How do none of us know that? Or does everyone but me know?" she questioned.
"You're the only one who knows," Theo answered. "Not even Noah knows. I truly believe it's not a disorder and is just a subset of the human experience. Still, people judge. I was diagnosed in elementary school. I just kept it to myself. It was really tough to hide it from him in college, fortunately he doesn't know how to recognize the symptoms."
"It kind of explains why you have trouble socially," she responded, reaching out to take his hand.
"Yeah, ah, school was a lot harder than I implied when I told you about my childhood," he winced. "It's a lot, but maybe something to cover another time."
"I'll be happy to listen," Sienna promised, kissing his cheek.
"Thank you," Theo said sincerely. "Even if we end up just staying friends, I want you to know that I love having you in my life."
"Now, that right there was the perfect thing to say," she grinned, her green eyes sparkling.
"It had to happen eventually," he laughed.
"You shouldn't hide it from us." Sienna told him. "Other people have it, and everyone who does should know it's nothing to be ashamed of. None of us will judge you. The others will be really supportive. Or they'll have to deal with me."
"You short redheads really are terrifying," Theo teased.
"Yes, everyone should fear us," she nodded seriously.
"You're probably right, but I worry," he admitted. "I worry about them judging me or treating me differently."
"Well, the others won't find out from me," Sienna promised. "Not until you're ready."
"Thank you," Theo whispered, his anxiety returning. "C-can I see you again?"
"We work together and have the same friend group, you see me all the time," she winked.
"You know what I meant," he laughed.
"Of course I did," Sienna grinned. "And yeah, I think we should do something like this again."
~Wednesday June 11, 2025~
"What are you still doing here?" Megan asked from the door to Steven's office, making him jump.
"My job?" he offered, looking up from his desk with a smirk. "You don't pay me to look good."
"Nah, I get that for free," she teased, her heels clacking on the floor as she made her way over to his desk. "I was trying to point out that it's almost 8:00PM and you're still working. Did you even eat dinner?"
"I had a late lunch," Steven shrugged as she leaned forward and placed her hand son his desk so she could look at him with those piercing blue-gray eyes. "Did you eat dinner?"
"No, but we're not talking about me," Megan giggled.
As per usual, Megan looked like she just walked off the cover of a business fashion magazine. Her heels put her at just over six feet tall, her figure was amazing, and her face was gorgeous. Those blue-gray eyes sparkled with intelligence while also possessing a cold ruthlessness that ensured no one would ever underestimate her.
Megan's outfit would be considered business casual; it was both professional and accentuated her beauty. She wore light gray pants that hugged her butt and made it clear most of her height was due to those endless legs. Her top was a purple long sleeve office blouse with a pleated tie neck. Megan had her raven locks in a pull-through braid that fell to her butt and looked extremely complicated. Compared to Megan, Steven felt like he was woefully under-dressed in tan slacks and a maroon button-down.
"Hey, you're here just as late as I am," he pointed out.
"I own the company," she reasoned.
"Your dad owns the company," Steven corrected with a mischievous grin. "You're just a nepo baby."
"Oh!" Megan gasped and giggled while playfully swatting his shoulder. "Someone's in a cheeky mood!"
"I am slaving away so you can buy another yacht," he smirked, his face heating up as he realized how close she was.
"I thought I wasn't an owner?" she teased, sticking out her tongue as she moved even more into his personal space. "Is that how it is, I put out and you lose all respect for me?"
Steven swallowed weakly as he looked at Megan, who had leaned further forward so her face was inches from his. It was the first time Megan directly referenced the fact that the two of them had sex and Steven was surprised. They had continued to flirt quite a bit, but she didn't say anything about their one time together. If she was willing to be flirty, he was happy to return the favor.
"Bold of you to assume I respected you in the first place," Steven replied smoothly. "Could you back up a few steps so I have enough blood in my brain to think?"
"Fresh!" Megan laughed, shocking him by darting forward and pecking his lips before turning and sitting on his desk. "Talk to me; why are you here so late?"
"I'm working!" he exclaimed in exasperation. "Why are you so convinced something's wrong?"
"Hm, interesting," she mused, smacking her lips. "I didn't ask you what's wrong."
"You implied it," Steven grunted, pointedly turning away from Megan to look at his monitor.
"That was pathetic," Megan snorted, gripping the edge of the desk while watching him type.
"I'm pathetic?" he challenged. "You could be sitting in your hot tub with a glass of wine or spending time with your son. Instead, Carter's stuck with the nanny while you're stuck with me."
"First off, Carter's with Nell," she made a cute face. "Second, I'm not stuck with you. You're my friend."
"Why is Nell watching Carter?" Steven wondered, glancing over at Megan. "And, thank you. You're a good friend."
"I told Nell I wanted to work late to finish a report for my father," Megan answered. "She offered. I think they're playing trains."
"Oh, that sounds fun," he replied.
"Did you like trains as a kid?" she inquired.
"Eh, not really," Steven shook his head. "I was really into dinosaurs."
"It's always one or the other with little boys, isn't it?" Megan teased.
"Or trucks, I think," he said as he thought back. "My sister made me play with dolls quite a bit."
"Carter loves trucks, but he doesn't have a sister to make him play with dolls," she responded.
"I liked spending time with Julianne, she really didn't make me," Steven smirked. "I shouldn't have said she did."
"I can't imagine what it was like when you lost her." Megan looked at him sadly.
"That was a rough time," he winced. "I miss her every day."
"Sorry for pressuring you to talk, I shouldn't have done that," she sighed after glancing at the framed picture of Steven's sister.
"There's really nothing to talk about, I just got caught up in work," Steven smiled. "I did hope I'd end up marrying Jane and it sucks accepting that it's never gonna happen."
"Oh, so there is something to talk about, okay," Megan grinned victoriously. "What happened to you two dating other people until you were ready to date each other again?"
"Let's face it, that's just something people say to cushion the blow," he reasoned. "Maybe it'll happen, but I assume it won't."
"Probably a practical way to look at it," she agreed.
"I guess I'm just thinking about my future," Steven continued. "I'm almost thirty. I like my job and I'm not sure if I want to climb higher. I think I might."
"Shall I bend over so you can kiss my ass?" Megan offered with a laugh. "If you want a promotion, I'll expect some serious butt-kissing. Oh, and you remember how I like my morning coffee, right?"
"It's a great ass, but I'm not getting you coffee," he snorted, shaking his head. "The kissing, maybe. But, yeah, the future. I want to get married and have kids. Maybe have a nice house with a yard instead of just a condo. I can't really plan for meeting someone and I'm not one for dating apps."
"So, you're here losing yourself in your job?" she asked.
"Pretty much," Steven acknowledged. "I'm a financial analyst, so I've been analyzing our finances."
"Right, that's what you do here," Megan said in mock surprise, snapping her fingers before pointing toward him. "And here I was thinking your job was to be the short guy who moped around."
"I don't mope!" he gasped, looking at her with an offended expression.
"Don't dish it out if you can't take it, buddy," she stuck out her tongue again.
"In that case, shall I bring up the guy you spent one weekend with who you are still hung up on?" Steven asked with a raised eyebrow.
"You think I'm hung up on Steven Thomson?" Megan questioned, crossing her arms over her chest.
"I do, yes," he nodded.
"I may not date, but I am not hung up on a guy from years ago," Megan insisted.
"Didn't you party all the way through Europe to get over him?" he countered.
"Maybe, but that was years ago," she argued. "And I stopped the wild sex after I came back to the states."
"I seem to remember you and I doing something pretty wild," Steven smirked.
"Please, you didn't even get my shirt off," Megan teased.
"The greatest regret of my life," he sighed dramatically.
"Understandable," she nodded approvingly. "I've got great tits."
"Yeah, I know," Steven agreed before his eyes widened and he looked at Megan in embarrassment.
"Relax, I already know you watched it," Megan smirked before biting her lower lip as a small pink blush colored her cheeks. "Steven, ah, did you, you know, play with yourself when you watched it?"
"I-I may have," he reluctantly admitted.
"What part made you cum?" she inquired, her lips slightly parted as she looked at him lustfully.
"When, ah, well, when he was, you know, behind you," Steven said, looking up at Megan while she sat on his desk.
"Tell me," Megan instructed in a throaty voice, her eyes heavy. "Tell me how you liked watching me get fucked from behind."
"I loved your body," he whispered, his pants feeling tight as he remembered how amazing Megan looked naked. "The way you jerked forward on each thrust, the look on your face."
"Keep going," she said, rubbing her thighs together.
"You have the sexiest moans," Steven told her, his confidence growing. "I loved watching your big tits bounce around. The sight made me cum. I really do wish I had gotten to see them in person."
"Do you know my biggest regret from that night?" Megan asked.
"No, what?" he wondered, his eyes devouring her body. Sure, she was completely covered, but he could still admire her long legs and the swell of her large breasts.
"I regret that I never got to suck that big, beautiful cock," she looked at him with arousal. "It felt so good inside me, but I never really got a look at it."
"I bet your mouth feels amazing," Steven whispered.
"You do seem stressed, and an orgasm is amazing for stress," Megan mused.
Before Steven could respond, Megan hopped off the desk and rushed over to the office door. Steven pulled his chair back and turned it so he could watch the gorgeous businesswoman. Shutting the door, she made her way back to the desk, nearly stumbling in her heels.
"Megan- hrmph!" he grunted when Megan leaned over his chair, grabbed his face in both hands, and kissed him.
The gorgeous heiress was wasting no time, her tongue probing his mouth almost immediately. Steven was as aroused as Megan and his hands immediately found her breasts, massaging the large mounds from outside her purple top. Megan moaned into his mouth, her fingers clenching his face as she felt the soft hair of his beard against her skin.
Breaking the kiss, Megan trailed her lips along his cheek before her hot breath reached his ear. She playfully nibbled on his ear before kissing to his neck. Pulling back, she gave him a seductive smile as she sank to her knees while running her hands down his chest.
Neither of them spoke as Megan worked to unbutton Steven's pants, her eyes never leaving his. He lifted his ass so she could yank his slacks and boxer briefs down to his knees. Finally looking down, Megan moaned in longing as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his thickness.
"Fuck, this is a great cock," Megan breathed, admiring his cock while giving him a handjob.
"All yours, babe," Steven smirked as he enjoyed the sight of the raven-haired beauty on her knees.
"Mm, lucky Megan," she purred, her left hand reaching up to massage his balls while her right continued to stroke him. The sexy woman looked up at Steven with those blue-gray eyes. "Can I please suck it, sir?"
"You may," he nodded, his hands resting on the armrests of his desk chair.
Megan Bauer gave him a winning smile before she got to work. Rather than immediately taking him in her mouth, Megan first planted an affectionate kiss on his tip. She then pressed her face to his dick before taking one long lick from base to mushroom head. Gripping his base, she breathed on his cock before finally surrounding his tip with her warm, wet mouth.
"Mm," Megan hummed happily when she felt his manhood between her lips.
"Holy shit!" Steven gasped at the same time.
Giggling around his cock, Megan slid down his length so she could take several inches into her mouth. Her tongue lashed the underside of his cock as she closed her eyes to enjoy the feeling of a hard dick in her mouth. It had been so long since she had given head and Megan intended to enjoy this as much as Steven. Well, almost as much as Steven.
With her left hand still cradling his balls, Megan began the familiar bobbing motions of a blowjob. Her cheeks caved in as she sucked his cock, drool running from her lips and down his length. Light sucking and slurping sounds filled the air, mixed with Steven's groans of pleasure.
"Glug! Glug! Glug! Glug!" Megan gurgled, her mead moving up and down in his lap. She kept taking him deeper, relishing the feel and taste of his throbbing manhood. "Gak! Glug! Glug! Hurk! Gak!"
"That feels so good," he hissed when Megan completed the deepthroat, her lips stretched around his base.
Megan moaned passionately, causing vibrations in her throat that massaged Steven's length. His hands went to the top of her head, his fingers clenching as he enjoyed the amazing sensations. By breathing through her nose, Megan was able to hold the deepthroat for almost a minute before she was finally forced to pull off him.
"Sorry, I need to catch my breath," she gasped while jacking him off.
"No need to apologize," he laughed, reaching down to caress her face.
"It's been a long time since I've done that," Megan coughed lightly.
"You're amazing," Steven commented.
Blowing him a quick kiss, Megan smirked and lowered her head so she could playfully lick his tip. She then lifted his cock and swooped her head in so she could take first one ball, then the other, into her mouth. Her hand rapidly stroked him while her dancing tongue stimulated his balls.
After sucking on Steven's nuts for a minute, Megan took him back in her mouth and gave him a couple quick sucks. Holding his base in her hand, she kept just the tip between her lips as her tongue rapidly circled his mushroom head. Then she pulled off him, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue.
"AH!" Megan moaned as she slapped his tip on her outstretched tongue.
"That might just be the sexiest thing I've ever seen," he smirked, reaching out to squeeze a boob from outside Megan's adorable purple top.
Grinning proudly, Megan opened wide and inhaled half his length in one big gulp. Resting her hands on his thighs, she resumed bobbing her head. Megan's long braid was hanging down her back and Steven loved watching her head moving up and down in his lap.
Megan gave head on her knees for a couple more minutes before her lust finally overwhelmed her. Steven smirked as he watched Megan struggle to unbutton her pants while blowing him. It took some maneuvering, but she was eventually able to push her gray business pants down to her knees along with her panties.
"Mm, mm, mm," she hummed, sucking him hard while reaching between her legs to play with her pussy.
"This is even better than I imagined," Steven whispered.
Steven wrapped Megan's long braid around his hand so he could guide her movements, encouraging her to bob her head faster. Her moans grew faster and more desperate as she jilled off while going down on him. She was so wet it only took a few minutes before she shuddered and gasped around Steven's thick shaft.
"Glug! Glug! Ungh! Hrmph! Gak!" Megan groaned as she took his entire length, holding him in her throat while she came on her fingers.
Having an orgasm really drove Megan wild and she shoved two fingers up her twat while thickly begging Steven to fuck her face. Holding her head in both hands, Steven began rapidly pulling her along his cock while bucking his hips. Megan came a second time on her fingers while Steven was using her mouth as if it were a pussy.
"I'm getting close," he warned, moving Megan's head much slower so he could enjoy the sensations. "Oh God, your mouth feels so good."
"Mm, I want you to cum," Megan purred, pulling off Steven so she could jack him off while looking up at him. "I want to taste it, I wanna feel it in my mouth. Oh, I wanna swallow your cum!"
"Megan!" Steven gasped, his breathing heavily.
"You're gonna fuck my face," Megan declared, popping his head in her mouth and giving it a couple sucks. "And you're gonna cum in my mouth," she continued before taking half his length down her throat and humming softly. "Then I'll show you your cum," she explained, darting in and bobbing her head on him. "And I'll swallow it all. Sound good?"



"Y-yes," he nodded rapidly.
"Great!" Megan grinned. "Now, hurry up and start fucking my slutty face. I want cum!"
Steven needed no more encouragement than that, and he happily grabbed Megan's head and shoved his cock in her mouth. Megan placed her hands behind her back and let him use her mouth, making the sexiest gagging and gurgling sounds as he fucked her face. He was completely overwhelmed by the erotic scene; the confident heiress on her knees, her long braid down her back, and the way she happily choked on his dick.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna, ah! Oh, God! FUCK!" Steven groaned, his leg shaking as his fingers clenched at Megan's head.
"Hurk!" Megan coughed, a wet gurgling noise escaping her lips as her cheeks filled with semen. "Gak! Gak!"
The pleasure was indescribable, Steven felt like he was going to black out as cum exploded from his tip. Megan just kept sucking, even after Steven gave one final shudder and the last few drops trickled out. He released Megan's head as he leaned back against his desk chair and gasped for breath.
"Wow. Oh, wow," Steven moaned weakly as the sexy businesswoman bobbed her head on him a few final times while her tongue swirled his semen around her mouth.
"Ah!" Megan cooed after slipping her mouth off him.
Steven weakly lifted his head so he could look down at Megan. She was on her knees with her pants and panties pulled down. Her large breasts were still covered by her purple shirt, and the pleated tie was surprisingly sexy. Megan's long braid ran down her back and her blue-gray eyes sparkled as she kept her mouth open, showing Steven the cum on her tongue. She gave him a cute wink before closing her mouth and deliberately swallowing. Finally, she showed him her empty mouth.
"All gone!" she giggled cutely.
"Wow," he repeated, unable to think of anything more profound to say.
"I'll take that as a compliment," Megan smirked before leaning forward and kissing his tip.
"You should," Steven panted. "You definitely should."
He looked like he was in shock, which wasn't far from the truth. Megan Bauer had just given him a blowjob and swallowed his cum. The heiress, the confident businesswoman, the intimidating goddess who was next in line to inherit Bauer International Holdings. She had just been on her knees sucking his dick.
Panting heavily, Steven didn't move as Megan got to her feet. His eyes glanced down to admire her clean-shaven pubic mound. He even saw a flash of her pink pussy when Megan pulled up her pants and underwear. She took a minute to fix her clothes and make sure she was presentable.
"You might wanna put that thing away," Megan laughed while eyeing his limp penis. "You know, in case someone comes in and sees you with your dick out."
"Uh, I think we're the only ones still here," Steven stammered as he pulled up his pants. "I hope."
"Yeah, you're right. We're the only idiots still working at 8:00PM," Megan mused. "We both skipped dinner; how about we grab something to eat? My treat?"
"Shouldn't I be buying you dinner after what we just did?" he teased.
"No, you should be declaring your undying love after what we just did," she rolled her eyes. "Now, c'mon, I'm hungry. Your cum was a nice appetizer, but I need something more substantial."
"What were you thinking for food?" he wondered.
"Hm," Megan mused, grabbing Steven's bottle of water and downing several big gulps. "You're stressed, I'm stressed, there's really only one solution; I think it's a fast food kind of evening."
"Burger and fries?" he smirked.
"Maybe, maybe," she giggled. "I also kind of want chicken nuggets. Oh, and cheese fries!"
"Fine, let's get you your disgusting, greasy food," Steven smiled.
Megan went back to her office so they could both shut down their computers for the day. Steven was ready first and headed into Megan's office where he found her having a video chat with her son. Nell and Carter waved to Steven before Megan wished her son goodnight and blew him a kiss.
Less than an hour later, the two friends were sitting in Megan's red sports car with a couple of fast food bags and two sodas. The expensive car was parked at the cheap restaurant, turning quite a few heads. Megan eagerly went through the first bag and extracted her bacon cheeseburger.
"Mm, I love greasy food after a good orgasm," Megan said through a mouthful of burger.
"Don't talk with your mouth full," Steven admonished as he took out his food.
"Fuck you," she thickly replied before swallowing a bite. She then took a sip of her soda to wash it down. "Just for that, I'm not gonna make a dirty comment about my mouth being stuffed."
"Oh darn," he sighed theatrically, "whatever will I do?"
"Never get your dick sucked again, that's for damn sure," Megan grumbled, reaching for some fries.
Steven and Megan continued chatting as they ate their cheap meal. They discussed work, Steven's friends, and Megan's son. There was quite a bit of flirting as they finished their burgers and moved on to the spicy chicken nuggets. Megan even fed Steven one while giggling. He returned the favor by putting a few cheese fries on a fork and offering it to her.
"You know what I just realized?" Steven asked.
"It's gonna take a lot of steps to work off these calories?" she suggested before taking a bite of a spicy nugget.
"Shit, I hadn't thought of that," he sighed. "We don't all have our own private gym."
"Does your building have a gym?" Megan questioned.
"No," Steven grumbled. "I have to walk down the street if I wanna work out."
"Poor baby," she gave him a cute pout. "Tell you what, you can work out at my place if you'll give me a relaxing foot rub after."
"I don't wanna touch your stinky feet!" he exclaimed, looking at Megan in horror. "I'm just glad you don't want fast food very often."
"My feet don't smell!" Megan gasped, playfully throwing a fry at him. "And now you owe me a full cleaning."
"You threw the fry!" Steven argued, tossing it back in the bag. "I'm not paying to have this overpriced piece of crap cleaned."
"Piece of crap? This car is fucking sexy!" she insisted.
"Does that mean you'll bend over the hood for me?" he waggled his eyebrows.
"Steven!" Megan gasped, looking at him with wide eyes.
"Yes?" Steven asked innocently.
"You're getting ballsy," she observed.
"Well, don't expect it to last," he laughed. "Tomorrow will be back to normal."
"In that case, I shall take full advantage of tonight!" Megan announced. "But, we got way off topic. Tell me what you realized, big guy!"
"You said your biggest regret from our night together was not giving me head," Steven smirked. "We did that. I never got to resolve my one regret; I still haven't seen them."
"Oh, you are very bold, sir. Very bold, indeed," she giggled. "Well, I'm not just gonna whip 'em out for ya right here."
"I did get you dinner," he pointed out.
"I drove and paid; I got you dinner!" Megan countered. "By your reasoning, you should pull your cock out and swing it around for me."
"I promise, no one wants to see that," Steven laughed.
"You may be underestimating just how dirty of a girl I am," she winked, popping a fry in her mouth.
Half of the fry was sticking out of Megan's mouth and she gave him a suggestive look. Taking the hint, Steven leaned in and ate the other half of the fry while pressing his lips against hers. The two of them started laughing as they kissed, Steven's hand reaching up to cup her face.
They kissed for a few minutes before finishing up their meal while talking. Steven was really amazed by how great a friend Megan was. It was obvious that there was an attraction, but he understood her just wanting to be friends. Friends with the occasional benefits. He wasn't rich, he didn't run in the same circles. And he never would.
"I really wasn't expecting anything to happen again, you know," he admitted, returning to the car after throwing out the empty bags and sodas.
"Wha- oh!" she nodded. "Right, sexy fun times."
"It was fun," Steven agreed. "But, ah, I know we're still just friends and I'm not going to make things weird between us."
"I do like you, you know?" Megan bit her lower lip nervously. "I just, well, I'm not very good at dating. And I know you are still a little hung up on Jane and I don't wanna be the rebound. Sorry for rambling, but you can be quite judgmental about rich people and I know it's justified. It's just, me not pushing for more has nothing to do with status or any stupid shit like that."
"That's nice to hear, thank you," he nodded, not sure he completely believed her. "You have been a great friend and I appreciate it."
"Thank you for being comfortable enough to talk to me about, well, everything," she smiled.
"You're a surprisingly good listener," Steven told her.
"The word 'surprisingly' was unnecessary," Megan glared at him.
"No, it wasn't," he teased. "You're rich, you're supposed to be self-centered. It's weird that you're not. Nell is nice, too."
"Nell actually told me she's jealous," she smirked. "Jealous that I have a male friend who actually listens, who doesn't see me as a hot body to stick his dick in."
"I guess Nell doesn't realize how much hell I give you over your social status," Steven chuckled.
"You call me rich and privileged, I make fun of how short you are; it just works," Megan stuck out her tongue.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm short. Whatever," he grumbled.
"You know, you are the first guy I've really been friends with," she said, turning surprisingly serious. "Every other guy either wanted my money, or wanted to progress in his career, or just wanted a trophy fuck."
"I'm sorry," Steven replied sincerely. "I'm sorry I judged you just for being wealthy. I stand by my views on wealth hoarding, but I acknowledge you don't have a perfect life. Never knowing who your real friends are must be tough."
"Yeah, even other rich kids saw me as a prize," Megan sighed. "Lots of pranks, even in private school. I wasn't bullied or anything, I learned how to stand up for myself too fucking fast for that. Still, we found ways to be horrible to each other. When we got older and started dating? It was rough."
"I'm sorry," he looked at her with concern.
"It wasn't fun going to school on Monday to find out the debate team captain was bragging about fucking Megan Bauer up the ass." she bit her lower lip. "I thought he was nice enough, but I wasn't ready to do it with him. We were eighteen and seniors, I'd given him quite a few blowjobs. He convinced me anal didn't count. Then he bragged to all his buddies."
"Fucking asshole," he commented, taking her hand. "You deserve better."
"Sad thing is, I found better," she mumbled softly. "I knew he was special and I acted like an idiot. I'm glad he got my cherry, but I'm ashamed that I didn't stick around. Things might have been different."
"You had plans to go to Europe for the summer, you couldn't just cancel," Steven reasoned. "I mean, you could have stayed in touch, but he probably could have, too. And you have a pretty good excuse; you got pregnant with Carter in Europe."
"Steven, if I was pregnant with your baby would you want to know?" Megan suddenly asked.
"What?! Wait, you're not, are you...?" his mind started racing as he tried to remember how long ago they had slept together. Steven only relaxed when she started giggling.
"Wow, I suck at providing context, don't I?" she laughed as his face changed colors. "No, we're good. I'm on the pill. No worries, lover boy."
"You were talking about Carter's father," Steven said stupidly.
"There ya go!" Megan grinned, squeezing his hand. "Breathe. You didn't knock me up. It's all good."
"Andre Durand doesn't know he has a son," he stated, changing the subject slightly. He didn't want Megan to realize part of him was ecstatic at the thought he might become a father.
"And what makes you think Andre is Carter's father?" she questioned with a raised brow.
"Educated guess," Steven shrugged.
"Do tell," Megan prodded gently.
"Well, you said you got pregnant in Europe, so it's not Steven Thomson," he began carefully, finding the courage to continue when he saw Megan was watching him and smiling. "There was the cricket player in London and Andre in France. I don't know how many others, so I guessed Andre because I think you spent the most time with him."
"Why Steven, are you trying to figure out my body count?" she waggled her eyebrows suggestively.
"No!" Steven quickly exclaimed. "You asked why I thought Andre was the father, I was just answering the question!"
"Breathe, relax. Deep breaths. I'm not upset," Megan laughed, surprising him by lifting their entwined hands so she could kiss the back of his hand. "You're so easy to wind up."
"Sorry for finding you intimidating," he rolled his eyes before pulling their hands toward him, allowing Steven to kiss the back of Megan's hand.
"You should, I'm scary," she nodded approvingly before her smile faded. "Carter's dad doesn't know he has a son. I know that was unfair of me, to both Carter and his father."
"Does Carter ask about his father?" Steven asked.
"He did a couple times a few years ago and I just told him that I loved him enough for two parents," Megan sighed. "He did just ask me again recently why he doesn't have a dad. And it got me feeling guilty. Plus, his father is such an amazing man who would do anything to be a part of his child's life. Keeping that from him is wrong of me."
"You lied to me when you said you got pregnant in Europe, didn't you?" he questioned, realization dawning on him.
"I did," she confirmed, shaking slightly as she squeezed his hand. "I lied to everyone; you, my dad, Nell. I fudged some dates, made it seem like Carter was early. He wasn't early. He was actually born on my due date."
"Steven Thomson's the father," he stated. It wasn't a question.
"Yes," Megan answered, her voice barely above a whisper as tears formed in her eyes.
"What happened?" Steven asked, knowing Megan needed to talk about it.
"I, I, I dumped the loser who bragged about how far he got with me," she let out a breath. "I was still mad at Nell for fucking my father a few months previously. I had just graduated high school and had my father's expectations to live up to."
"You were alone," he interpreted her meaning.
"I was," she nodded, tears running down her cheeks. "I was alone and I was known for being this hard-ass who kept everyone at arm's length. Dad took me to California and I ended up meeting Steven Thomson. I had done some research about him, but I didn't really care too much."
"Then what happened?" Steven questioned.
"I could see he was a lot like me in some ways," Megan explained. "To the world, someone strong and always in control. Someone powerful who couldn't be hurt. Yet, someone who was hurting a lot. I felt a connection with him. He had lost his wife and not moved on, I helped him do that. He helped me feel what a real connection was like."
"And he was your first," he said.
"Yeah," she responded. "I saw so much meaningless sex, so much of using women as playthings or just not caring. I wanted Steven Thomson to be the one I remembered for the rest of my life."
"Sounds like you got what you wanted there," Steven Martucci pointed out.
"I did," Megan smirked, releasing his hand to wipe away her tears. "He was gonna cum and he even mentioned a condom. I didn't want my first time ruined by anything between us or even by him pulling out and cumming on my stomach. I lied and told him I had it covered."
"So, he assumed you were on the pill," he finished for her. "Then you disappeared and he heard about your wild summer. It wasn't hard to make him believe you got lazy with your pills while going wild in Europe."
"Exactly," she responded, the tears still flowing. "My father doesn't know I fucked Steven Thomson. Only Nell knows I slept with him, but I lied to her about the date of conception."
"Thank you for being comfortable enough to tell me," Steven whispered, reaching out to lightly caress her cheek. "I know that wasn't easy for you."
"I had to tell someone. I had to. I've been holding it in for too long," she said, partly to herself. "I didn't want to tell Nell after all these years and I sure as shit wasn't confiding in my father."
"I know I've suggested this before, but you could reach out to Steven Thomson," he pointed out. "Not to tell him just yet, but just to reconnect. Maybe you could tell him in the future?"
"I'll think about it," Megan promised, turning her head to kiss his hand.
"The pregnancy must have been emotionally challenging," Steven commented.
"Oh, you have no idea," she snorted. "I almost called Steven Thomson about a million times. I remember one time Nell and I were in Finland and I made her go find me spicy chicken wings at three in the morning. She was not happy."
"Pregnancy cravings while traipsing through Europe? Sounds fun," he laughed.
"Yeah, but I didn't start showing until later. I was lucky online classes were a thing, that saved time," Megan explained. "I actually didn't lose much time at all from school."
"That's dedication," Steven smiled.
"Having a nanny helped," she replied.
"Having Steven would have probably helped more," he said delicately. "Not that I'm judging you, I just want to help."
"I understand, and you're right," Megan said. "Fuck, my dad couldn't even be bothered to leave a board meeting to come to the hospital. It was just Nell with me."
"I'm sorry," Steven winced.
"Dad was so happy to have a grandson, an heir," she continued. "But, he was not happy I wasn't married. Carter having our last name helped a bit. Dad was so pissed off at me over that summer. It was always hard to get respect, but that sex tape made it worse. Fuck, it just seemed like something rebellious at the time."
"Nothing disappears from the internet," he observed. "Still, you do a great job at getting respect. Everyone is in awe of you at Sphinx, and I saw that even those entitled assholes at the charity event were afraid of you."
"They'd better be," Megan declared before sighing again. "I'm so much more reserved now, but no one would know with how slutty I was on camera. I guess it's true that the dildo of consequences rarely arrives lubed."
"Very true," Steven agreed.
"Laying in that hospital bed, I was emotional and crying and I almost told Nell who the father was, but I didn't," she rambled, the tears flowing freely. "I was going to call Steven. I was! But everything was so scary. The contractions were getting worse and I was so terrified. Next thing I knew the doctor was telling me to push and I was screaming and grunting.
"Then Carter was on my chest and he was crying and I was sobbing. He was so gross and so beautiful. Time just kept passing and I couldn't do it. I couldn't tell Nell, I couldn't. I wanted to call him, I wanted him to be there and to meet his son. I just, I just... I don't know! I was afraid he'd just think I had been a trophy fuck, too."
"I don't know the guy, but I can promise he would not have thought that," he stated firmly, taking her face in both hands as he looked at her intently. "You're too smart to pick a guy like that."
"Eh, there were a couple of not so great choices in there," Megan winced.
"Well, I never said you were perfect," Steven chuckled. "But you were smart enough to be friends with me, so that's saying something."
"Oh, shut up," she rolled her eyes, smiling in spite of herself.
"Seriously, though, you're amazing," he whispered. "You're amazing, Megan. And you're just getting started."
"I love that little boy so fucking much and I love Steven, both for helping create Carter and for the man he is," Megan finally admitted she was still hung up on him. "I'm horrible and I know I'm a bitch for keeping the truth from them both, but after all this time? Fuck, it's just too much. I meant what I said to Carter. I love him so, so much; enough for two parents! Sure, I have a nanny but I always find time for him. Tonight was a rare exception."



"I know you're a great mother. I've seen how you look at him, and how he responds to you. I'm sure the other Steven would be amazed at how great a job you are doing," Steven told her. Then he smiled evilly. "He might ask for some child support, though."
"You're an asshole," Megan giggled. "And Steven Thomson's net worth is probably higher than mine."
"Seriously?" Steven questioned.
"My dad is the eighth richest person in the world, not me," she rolled her eyes. "I have my own assets, my own stocks. But, most of it is in my dad's name."
"I was just trying to be funny," he pointed out.
"Good job lightening the mood, jackass," Megan smirked, her blue-gray eyes looking at him affectionately as she stroked his cheek. She cringed at the time on her watch. "Sadly, I think we should probably head out. We both have to work tomorrow."
"Think you can give this peasant a ride home?" Steven asked.
"I suppose," she sighed theatrically. "Just don't forget to tip your driver."
"Oh, I'll give you more than the tip," he laughed as she playfully rolled her eyes.
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~Sunday June 22, 2025~
Sienna and Theo were in a family restaurant famous for their southern comfort food. The cozy dining room was designed to give the feel of an old-fashioned general store. Candles and vases of white flowers were on the tables. Old-fashioned lamps hung from the ceiling and the walls were covered with decorations. The full-length windows were open, granting a nice view of the porch at the front of the store. One wall was dominated by a large brick fireplace.
It was a very busy day for the restaurant and there were people waiting outside for a table. A few families with kids were out for brunch, as well as several older couples and a handful of people on dates. Most were dressed casually and the entire place was filled with the low hum of multiple conversations.
Theo was beyond ecstatic to be on a second date with Sienna; he had even put on suit and tie before Noah stopped him from leaving and called him an idiot. Theo ended up dressed in slacks and a button-down. It was slightly formal while still having a casual feel. Noah had recommended not tucking the shirt in, using the look as an attempt to conceal Theo's gut.
Sienna was the most beautiful creature Theo had ever seen. She was wearing a light-green sleeveless sundress with forest green patterns on it. The shoulder straps were thick and the dress only showed the slightest hint of cleavage. Her auburn hair was braided into adorable twin pigtails.
"Sunday brunch was such a great idea!" Sienna gushed, looking around happily.
"I'm glad you think so," Theo smiled, glad she was enjoying herself. "Jane suggested the restaurant."
"Jane's a smart girl," she nodded before taking a sip of her juice.
"If Jane was so smart, she would have chosen Steven over that pretty boy, Logan Barrett," he grumbled.
"Jane isn't dating Logan, they had two dates and nothing happened yet," Sienna rolled her eyes. "Are the guys at the office still making stupid jokes about calling immigration?"
"No, he's too charming," Theo sighed before muttering under his breath. "Stupid English accent."
"Mm, that accent is so yummy," the redhead closed her eyes and sighed happily. "And those dimples. Oh, and that cleft chin!"
"Forget immigration, I'll corner him in the elevator with a stapler," he deadpanned.
"You're fine," Sienna giggled. "If it makes you feel better, I'd rather be here with you."
"Yeah, right," Theo snorted.
"No, I mean it!" she insisted. "I was just teasing. Yes, Logan's cute, but so are you. And I feel a connection with you. It's like you finding other women hot. It's always gonna happen. Have you ever had a girlfriend mad at you for checking out a girl's butt?"
"Nope," he responded immediately.
"Seriously?" Sienna asked incredulously. "You've never gotten scolded for staring at a cute waitress with big boobs or a beach babe in a thong bikini?"
"I've never had a girlfriend," he admitted.
"Well, maybe I'll be the first in the not-too-distant future." Sienna winked. "Now, stop worrying about some random guy from work who doesn't matter."
"I can do that," Theo nodded.
Once Sienna said she might become his girlfriend, Theo forgot all about Logan and everyone else. He was thrilled, and giddy, and oh so nervous. He was afraid he'd do or say something stupid to convince her to change her mind. His nervous mind kept going over all the tips he had gotten; don't force humor, nothing inappropriate, don't complain about previous screw-ups and bad dates.
Their food soon arrived, with Theo eating lunch while Sienna had breakfast. The redhead had a full breakfast with two eggs, smoked sausage, bacon, hash browns, and a biscuit with gravy. Theo's meal was breaded chicken with cream gravy, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli.
"This place is known for their breakfast, why did you get lunch?" she asked after swallowing a bite of bacon. "Mm, bacon."
"I don't really care for breakfast foods," he shrugged. "I'm never really hungry in the morning. That's why I suggested brunch when you said you loved breakfast."
"Oh, very smart of you!" Sienna grinned. "Although, it's dumb that you don't like breakfast. Who doesn't love bacon? Bacon is proof God is real and that he loves us and wants us to be happy."
"You are quite passionate about bacon," Theo laughed.
"And you're passionate about video games," she reasoned. "We're both a little strange."
"A lot of people play video games, it's pretty normal," he countered. "If I ask someone what their hobbies are, 'video games' isn't a strange answer. Bacon connoisseur isn't a hobby. Even I know that."
"I didn't say bacon was my hobby, dummy!" she exclaimed. "I just said bacon is amazing. It's like guys and beer. Guys find an ice cold beer relaxing, I find crispy greasy bacon relaxing."
"Food like that is why I'm fat," Theo sighed.
"You're not fat, you have a dad bod," Sienna argued. "I like it. You're like a big cuddly teddy bear I wanna snuggle up with."
"Anytime you want," he smiled.
The two continued talking while enjoying their meals. Sienna consented to a bite of Theo's chicken and acknowledged the cream gravy was really good. The redhead playfully refused to share her bacon, making both of them laugh. Anyone watching would see two people on a very nice date.
When the bill came, both of them tried to snatch it up. They playfully argued for a few minutes before Theo emerged victorious and got to pay for the meal. Sienna blew him a kiss and promised a real one later. Then the two of them finished their drinks while relaxing for a bit.
They talked about their friend group; both of them were looking forward to the gender reveal for Leslie and Conner's baby. Theo did joke about a gender reveal party being a little ridiculous, but he agreed it was a great way to get The Gang of Eight together to celebrate. The four girls were especially excited.
The conversation continued, with the two of them discussing what all their friends were up to. Camilla was really getting into her influencer side hustle. The sexy Latina loved all the attention and constantly announced how many followers she had. It wasn't just the guys who teased her about selling nudes if she wanted millions of followers. She had even gone on a couple of dates with guys who recognized her from local social media. Like Camilla, Noah was also enjoying his youth by playing the field.
"So, last night I woke up dying of thirst at three in the morning. I stumbled out into the kitchen and ran into a naked coed digging in the fridge. Half-asleep and I got the full moon," Theo chuckled. "I stood there like a deer in the headlights as she straightened up, showing off her, uh, headlights."
Theo blushed as he remembered the awkward encounter. Sienna's musical laugh was ringing in his ears, keeping him in the present. Theo couldn't help but smile as he admired her face while she expressed her mirth. Her laugh, full and unashamed, was sexy as hell.
"You just stood there drooling over her tits?" Sienna eventually asked.
"I didn't mean to! I mean, I wasn't drooling, I was paralyzed. It took her a couple seconds to notice me, and that I wasn't Noah. She squeaked, grabbed her boobs, then ran into Noah's bedroom and slammed the door behind her," Theo wasn't sure who had been more embarrassed. "All I could do is just stand there with my mouth open."
"You didn't say anything to her?" the redhead giggled.
"What was I supposed to say?" Theo countered. "I was half-asleep, I walked into the kitchen because my throat was dry and there was a naked blonde!"
"Hm, how about 'Hey, nice tits, we still have any juice?'" Sienna suggested, waggling her eyebrows.
"I couldn't do that!" he gasped. "I have enough trouble talking around women. And you think you'd be more sympathetic, considering how mortified you were when you found out I saw your 'girl parts.'"
"You did see my playground, didn't you?" she blushed. "Not really fair, but it's my own fault for getting drunk and naked. She must have been embarrassed. She didn't even know you."
"Her entire body was turning red she was so embarrassed," Theo sighed. "She could barely look at me the next morning."
"Poor girl," Sienna pouted in sympathy. "I get it, I'm very conservative with my body. She really should have put on a robe before wandering into the kitchen. She had to have known Noah had a roommate."
"The worst part is, I told Noah about it this morning after she left. He laughed and asked how I thought Karen looked," he sighed and shook his head.
"What's wrong with that?" she frowned.
"I talked to her for a couple minutes while Noah was in the shower," Theo explained. "Her name is Keri."
Sienna and Theo stared at each other for a full five seconds before they both burst out laughing. It wasn't long before their faces were turning red and looking at each other just made the giggles return. Sienna actually snort-laughed and Theo thought it was the most adorable thing ever.
"Oh God, I can't breathe," she said between bursts of laughter.
"I'll probably tell that story again next guy's night," he added.
"Is that what you boys do when you get together; talk about all the titties you saw and pussy you got?" Sienna questioned.
"Not really," Theo shook his head. "It might come up occasionally, but we really just like hanging out."
"I'm not sure I believe you," she cocked her head to the side. "If things progress do I have to worry about you telling the guys all my dirty little secrets?"
"No, no!" he quickly exclaimed. "I'd never do that. I didn't tell them anything about the Red Dragon thing, or about how, you know, amazing your body is. Um, not that I looked. Uh..."
"You're too fucking cute for words," Sienna giggled, blowing him a kiss. "Don't worry, I know my secrets are safe with you."
"They are, I promise," Theo vowed.
"And I won't tell anyone what you told me," she nodded. "Although, I still say you should tell the others yourself."
"Maybe, but I'm just not ready yet," he replied.
"I understand," Sienna smiled softly.
"Thank you," Theo responded, grateful she wasn't judging him.
There was a lull in conversation and they found themselves just looking into each other's eyes. Sienna felt her pulse speed up as her mind started to drift, thinking about other things they could be doing instead. She brought herself out of her fantasy with a gasp.
"So, axes, huh? Was that weird or cool or what?" she asked suddenly, mentally kicking herself for being an idiot.
"It was fun!" he exclaimed, completely missing Sienna's blush as she looked at him. "Conner suggested it."
"How did he come up with ax throwing?" Sienna wondered.
"He mentioned going with some friends in college," Theo answered. "They compare it to a rage room; it's great for stress. We suggested Steven imagine the target was actually Logan's face."
"Oh, stop," she giggled. "They went on two dates and hugged. I think Steven's okay."
"Jane's still dating someone else," he pointed out.
"Yeah, but it really is for the best," Sienna sighed. "Jane's pretty messed up. They both need to date other people. For now, at least."
"I think Steven should ask out Megan," Theo commented. "Even I can tell she's hot for him."
"She is crazy about him, you're right about that," she quickly agreed. "But, he can't just fuck her. Megan Bauer is, well, she's the daughter of one of the richest people in the world. And she's the boss at Sphinx."
"It's just money," he shrugged. "If they like each other, why not?"
"I agree, it should be that simple," Sienna replied. "It just rarely works that way. I know you sometimes see celebrities with regular people, but it's rare. She's high society, she's going to be jetting all around the world closing deals. I don't know, it just seems too tough to work out."
"Sounds like Steven's got a lot to figure out," Theo observed. "Maybe he'd be better off finding someone outside of Sphinx."
"Yeah, probably," she nodded. "I just hope The Gang of Eight will be okay. Jane and Steven seem fine now, but who knows?"
"As much as I hated being alone in high school and college, I am kind of glad I didn't have to deal with all the drama of dating," Theo mused. "If it's hard now, I imagine it was much worse when you were also growing up and figuring out your life."
"Oh, you have no idea," she groaned. "It was a fucking nightmare."
"Jeez, that bad?" he asked, surprised by the intensity of her reaction.
"Yes!" Sienna exclaimed. "Sex is great, but it complicates everything. All those emotions. There was a time where I could barely go two weeks without a friend having a break down. Thought she was in love, got humped and dumped, got cheated on, got drunk and did the cheating, the list goes on."
"Well, that's terrifying," Theo gulped. "I would not have been able to handle all that stress and still manage to graduate. Probably for the best that I was an outcast."
"I think it's hard either way," she said. "Being lonely sucks, but so does being heartbroken. One of my friends thought she was gonna marry her high school sweetheart. Until she caught him getting his knob polished out in the garden during prom."
"The guy sounds like a fucking idiot," he rolled his eyes.
"He definitely was," Sienna nodded. "Apparently, they had been hooking up for months. She ended up in porn, my friend ended up becoming an alcoholic in college, and I have no idea where the guy ended up."
"Wow," Theo nodded, unsure of what else to say.
"It wasn't just stress in a relationship, we also had parents to deal with," she continued. "Yeah, we were eighteen, but living at home means you still have to live by your parents' rules. Even now."
"I hope your parents approve of me," he said nervously.
"They like you," Sienna smiled. "I think you're okay. My mom said you were quiet and Dad thinks you're not comfortable in your own skin."
"Sounds like they don't like me!" Theo exclaimed, horrified.
"Nah, they like you better than my cocky ex-boyfriend," she shook her head. "And I was with him for years. They think you're nice, you won't hurt me."
"I won't. Ever," he immediately promised.
"Good, good," Sienna smirked. "It's just a shame Camilla won't get to rip your dick off."
"Tragic," Theo deadpanned. "Did you have a lot of trouble with your parents when dating?"
"Not especially," she shrugged. "I got a lot of lectures on how a young lady should behave and on how guys only want one thing. My friend Sam had it much worse."
"What happened to Sam?" he inquired before taking another sip of his drink.
"They told her she couldn't date the guy she liked and gave her a big speech about waiting until marriage to have sex," Sienna answered, a grin spreading across her pretty face. "So, she intentionally got caught by her dad having a threesome in her bedroom with guys from the lacrosse team."
"I'm surprised her dad didn't have an aneurysm," Theo snorted.
"The fallout wasn't fun," she laughed, getting to her feet and offering Theo her hand. "C'mon, we've sat here long enough and they probably want the table."
Sienna led Theo into the general store side of the building to do some shopping. It was summer, so the store had a lot of outdoor items. In addition, there were things for Independence Day as well as the usual religious items carried by the store. Theo found the frog statue especially amusing for some reason.
A blue floral embroidered top caught Sienna's attention and she held it up to admire it. The shirt was a button-down with a collar and had roll-tab sleeves. She went to put it back when Theo grabbed it and offered to buy it. Sienna protested slightly, but got very giddy when she was finally convinced to let him get it for her. The redhead hunted around the store until she found a beer stein she thought Theo would like.
"I-it's still early," Theo observed as they sat in rocking chairs on the porch outside.
"It is," Sienna giggled, the sun shining on her pale, lightly-freckled face.
"So, um, I was wondering if, ah, maybe you'd want to, I don't know, um," he mumbled nervously, his face turning red as he fidgeted in the chair, "and I'm not suggesting anything, well, anything sexual might happen."
"Theo," she stated, drawing his attention. "Spit it out."
"Do you wanna come hang out at my apartment?" Theo offered. "We could watch a movie or something. Noah will be there."
"I know you're not suggesting sex just because you invited me to hang out," Sienna smiled at him. "No need to still be so nervous; it's just me, remember? Sienna."
"I guess I'm just expecting to say the wrong thing and ruin everything," he sighed sadly.
"Well, you didn't ruin anything. Let's go!" she said, getting to her feet and offering him both hands. "Oh, and you didn't have to assure me Noah would be there. I know I'm safe with you, we don't need a chaperone."
"Maybe I'm the nervous one," Theo smirked as he took out his phone to order their ride. "Being alone with the Red Dragon? Scary thought!"
"I don't recall saying you could call me that," Sienna growled, her offered hands turning so she could show him both her middle fingers. "In fact, I think I specifically told you to forget you ever heard that."
"A-are you mad?" he stammered, the grin falling from his face.
"No," she chuckled, crossing her arms over her chest. "But, ah, maybe hold off on calling me that? Only one person ever has used that nickname and we were really serious."
"Okay, sorry," Theo mumbled.
"It's all good," Sienna assured him, leaning forward to kiss his forehead. "Now, hurry up and get us a ride!"
Theo opened the rideshare app on his phone and ordered a ride back into the city. The two of them talked while waiting for the car and were soon heading toward Theo's apartment. They held hands as they entered his building and made their way to the right apartment.
"Noah, what the fuck?" Theo exclaimed when he walked through the door with Sienna.
"Shit!" Noah jumped, grabbing a pillow from the couch and holding it over his crotch. "Sorry, sorry! Ah, hi, Sienna."



"Hello, Noah," the redhead waved, looking away from him. "Do you usually sit on the couch in your underwear with a boner?"
"No, no!" Noah exclaimed, grabbing the remote to turn off the movie he was watching. He then quickly looked at Theo. "Back me up here, buddy."
"One time I caught him sitting on the floor with a video game controller in his hands," Theo said. "He was playing a shooting game and had a hard-on for some reason. I did not need to see that."
"Theo!" Noah hissed angrily while Sienna laughed.
"At least it was a sex scene playing this time, so it makes sense," Theo added.
"You're not helping!" Noah shouted, his face red.
"Wasn't trying to," Theo shrugged.
"I'll go find pants," Noah grumbled. "Ah, Sienna, do you mind?"
"Since when are you shy?" Sienna giggled, turning around to give Noah privacy.
"Just being polite," Noah mumbled as he scrambled toward his bedroom.
"So, have you ever caught him playing with himself?" the redhead asked loudly, causing Noah to groan from his room.
"Other than right now, thankfully, no," Theo grunted. "Otherwise I would have had to gouge my eyes out. Anyway, would you like a drink?"
"I wasn't playing with myself," came a shout from Noah's room.
"Sure. A soda if you have it," she replied, taking off her sandals to get more comfortable and pointedly ignoring Noah's claims. "I'm kind of glad I never stayed in a dorm or anything. I'd die of embarrassment if someone caught me naked."
"You didn't have to change in a locker room or anything?" Theo asked from the kitchen.
"That's what the bathroom stall is for," Sienna answered. "I told you I'm very modest with my body."
"That's a damn shame," Noah announced, returning in a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt. "You have one hell of a figure."
"You keep your eyes off my figure," she growled at Noah.
"No promises," Noah declared as he grabbed his beer off the coffee table and moved over to the recliner. "I figured you two lovebirds would wanna share the couch."
"Thanks," Theo said quietly as he placed the sodas on the coffee table before sitting down.
"I'm not sure I wanna sit anywhere Noah's naked ass has been," Sienna rolled her eyes as she approached the couch.
"You also probably don't want to shine a black light on any of the surfaces," Noah called out before sipping his beer.
"Ew," Sienna crinkled her nose as she sat down beside Theo. "So gross."
"So," Theo turned toward Sienna, "Furniture shopping tomorrow and a bonfire to burn this foul thing?"
"Do you guys wanna pick a movie? Or we can continue mine?" Noah offered, changing the subject while Theo took off his shoes and socks.
"If you two don't mind, I'd prefer to watch something with an actual plot," she replied.
"This has a plot!" Noah argued.
"It does not!" Sienna countered. "It's another stupid sex comedy about college life. Like that ridiculous old movie where the guy stuck his dick in a pie to find out how a blowjob felt."
"That movie was a cinematic masterpiece," Noah stated firmly. "An artistic triumph that will live on for generations. Just like this movie."
"Seriously?" she asked skeptically. "You do know that girls don't actually bounce around naked in sorority houses, right?"
"Don't crush my dreams!" Noah replied, glaring at her. "And it's pretty bold of you to judge me. You and the girls drool over Nolan Reed every time you watch Hospital Doctors in Love."
"You're confusing me for Camilla," Sienna snorted. "She's the one who tried to get Steven to sniff the guy. Yeah, Nolan's hot, but I watch HDL for the story."
"Bullshit," Noah laughed.
"Doctor McSpoogy isn't even on HDL anymore!" the redhead exclaimed. "Even his clone is dead now."
"His clone?" Noah repeated incredulously. "Yeah, and my movie is ridiculous."
"It is!" Sienna insisted as Theo listened to the argument. "Lesbian orgies and naked pillow fights? That cheerleader gangbang? That crazy shit doesn't happen in real life!"
"For your information," Noah began, "I have some wild stories from frat houses AND sorority houses."
"Did you and your frat brothers run around naked and wave your junk at each other?" Sienna rolled her eyes as she grabbed the remote and started a streaming service.
"We're talking about my college life, not your browser history," Noah retorted.
"Maybe we should pick a movie," Theo gestured at the television.
"Oh, cheeky!" she laughed at Noah's comment while browsing movies. "Speaking of your college life, it sounds like you're trying to relive your glory days. Robbing the cradle with a college girl?"
"Hey!" Noah exclaimed. "Kara is very mature for her age. And she's almost as old as you are!"
"And her name wasn't Kara," Theo spoke up.
"Uh, it wasn't?" Noah frowned while Sienna pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed.
"How about this one?" Sienna asked, gesturing at the screen. "It's new, and playing it means I don't have to listen to Noah anymore."
"A comedy horror?" Theo asked, reading the description. "Didn't you just make fun of Noah for watching a comedy?"
"She did!" Noah interjected.
"No, no!" Sienna argued. "You were watching a sex comedy, not a horror comedy. Yours was just some idiot director trying to see how many titties he can get on the screen at once."
"That was a beautiful scene," Noah closed his eyes and sighed happily.
"It really was," Theo admitted.
"Knock it off," Sienna admonished, swatting Theo on the shoulder. "I'm working hard to get you to stop with the inappropriate shit."
"We're guys, we'll never stop," Noah snorted. "Theo just needs to learn to be more careful about when and where."
"I'm putting the movie on," she said, ending the conversation.
The movie started out by explaining that someone murdered several teenage girls and was never caught. Years later, a friend of the victims was a mother to a teenage daughter. The killer returned and murdered the mother, much to the horror of the daughter.
"So, she just found a time machine and went back to right before the murders?" Noah asked.
"Yes," Sienna confirmed, snuggling up to Theo. "If she stops the killer in the past, she can prevent her mom's murder in the present."
"And she just happened to have access to a time machine?" Theo questioned, wrapping an arm around Sienna's shoulders.
"It was a school project!" Sienna reasoned.
"Sure, because every high school has someone who makes a time machine for their science fair," Noah rolled his eyes.
"He's got a point, Sienna," Theo laughed lightly. "It's pretty ridiculous."
"Oh, shut up, it's a horror comedy," she shook her head.
The main character met her teenage mother, hilarity ensued. A couple of girls did get murdered, but they were able to identify the killer. Sadly, he completed his final murder before he was finally stopped. Conveniently, there was another expert on time travel who was able to send the main character home. Since all the original victims were still killed, the only change to the future was saving the mother.
"Well, that sucked," Noah declared before downing the last of his beer.
"It wasn't that bad," Sienna responded.
"It kind of was," Theo winced. "Sorry, Sienna."
"C'mon, it was fun!" the redhead argued. "There were boobs!"
"Yeah, for like two seconds," Noah complained. "And I do enjoy movies for more than just the hot chicks. Also, I could have done without the male nudity."
"Same," Theo made a face.
"I think it's refreshing that they're willing to objectify men now, too," Sienna smirked.
"They are showing a lot more dick these days in movies," Theo admitted.
"Was that your favorite part, Sienna?" Noah teased.
"Ew, no," she shook her head, causing her twin pigtails to bounce. "I don't wanna watch some strange guy's junk flopping around, thank you very much."
"Well, have Theo shake it in your face then," Noah suggested as he got to his feet. "Just wait until I leave, please."
"W-where are you going?" Theo stammered.
"Dinner with my parents and sister," Noah answered. "I need to get dressed, you two kids behave while I'm gone."
Theo started getting nervous when Noah disappeared into his bedroom. He didn't want Sienna to think he expected anything to happen while they were alone. She had made it clear she liked taking things slow, and Noah respected that. He was still terrified that he would somehow screw things up. It was only their second date and he was hoping she might want to be his girlfriend. He felt like an idiot teenager, and in some ways he was; he had never had the opportunity to date when he actually was that young.
Sienna opened a different streaming service, aware that Theo was nervous and trying to keep things nice and relaxed. Her feelings for Theo were complicated. She had never thought of him romantically and had gotten as annoyed as all the other girls by him.
Everything changed when he went too far at karaoke. He started to think more before speaking and was a better friend. It wasn't long after that she got drunk and naked, passing out in his bed. After that, the two of them would regularly text and he often made her laugh.
Theo actually taking the initiative to ask her out came as a huge surprise. She spent the day thinking about it, coming up with reason after reason to turn him down. Sienna was even going to tell him it wasn't a good idea, then she found herself giving him a thumbs-up as if her hand had a mind of its own.
The date went surprisingly well. Theo had really impressed her by bringing her daffodils. It showed he listened to her and cared about what mattered to her. That wasn't enough for a romantic relationship, but Sienna had been shocked to find herself feeling butterflies in her stomach as the date continued. She was also glad he felt like he could confide in her. Now? She wasn't sure how things would progress, but she was open to the possibilities.
"Okay, I'm off," Noah declared, returning to the living room fully dressed not long after Sienna started a show set during a zombie apocalypse.
"Have fun," Sienna waved.
"Bye," Theo added.
"So, Theo already ate," Noah said as he grabbed his keys. "If he starts humping your leg it means he has to go out. His leash is in the kitchen."
"I'm not a dog!" Theo shouted.
"He's also not the one who humps everything in sight," Sienna giggled, pausing the show.
"In his defense, it's not for a lack of trying," Noah countered as he opened the front door.
"What was that girl's name again?" Theo asked loudly.
"Kristen?" Noah suggested.
"Nope," Theo shook his head.
"Uh, Katie?" Noah offered.
"Not even close," Theo snorted.
"Christie? Whatever," Noah laughed, determined to get the last word. "Bye, kids! Have fun, be safe. And remember; no glove, no love!"
"Like he knows how to use a condom," Theo grumbled as the door shut, leaving him alone with Sienna.
"He probably does," she reasoned. "Most girls are on the pill these days, but I imagine he needed a lot of latex in high school."
"His high school experience was nothing like mine," Theo snorted.
"Did you go to any parties? School dances? Prom?" Sienna questioned.
"I had a handful of close friends, but I've always struggled with social anxiety and depression," he answered. "Instead of going to parties, I sat alone in the dark and stared at the wall."
"Ouch," she winced in sympathy. "I'm sorry."
"We don't have to talk about that," Theo smiled. "What was your high school and college experience like?"
"Pretty typical, I think," she shrugged. "I had a friend group, I went to school dances. I loved, LOVED ice skating. Still do, but I haven't gone in awhile."
"How am I just finding this out?" he frowned. "We talk about what we do on girls' night and guys' night, and you never once suggested ice skating. At least as far as I know."
"I used to have my own skates but I lost them, and, well, I don't know!" she giggled. "It's just one of those hobbies I stopped finding time for. It was my dream to be a professional ice skater when I was a little girl."
"I wanted to be a paleontologist," Theo laughed.
"Neither of us got even close to our childhood dreams," Sienna laughed with him.
"Well, I am on a couch with a beautiful woman," he reasoned. "That's living the dream."
"You're getting much better at saying the right things," she leaned over and kissed his cheek before biting her lower lip nervously. "Um, just so you know, I am on the pill. If things do progress, I've got the birth control thing handled. So, ah, no need to worry about a glove. Noah's just an idiot."
"It's a little refreshing seeing you be the nervous one," Theo teased.
"I'm a modest girl," Sienna blushed. "Um, you're only the second person to see, you know, the girls."
"Seriously?" he asked, eyes wide.
"Why are you so surprised?" she playfully nudged his shoulder with hers. "No one gets a free show. I changed in bathroom stalls for the gym, I shower at home. And I'm only twenty-one. It's not that weird that I've only been with one guy. I had a childhood friend, we started dating before we even really understood what dating was. He was my first and only."
"The ex-boyfriend you've mentioned," Theo stated.
"Yup!" Sienna confirmed. "You have a higher body count than I do, so who is the social outcast now?"
"You are definitely not an outcast," he laughed nervously. "This makes your drunk stripping even more shocking."
"They call it liquid courage for a reason, and I still don't remember taking my clothes off," she blushed cutely. "But, yeah, I talk a big game, but so do guys who have never had sex. I've had dates, but I never did anything with them but some kissing."
"I'm glad drunk Sienna is that comfortable with me," Theo smirked. "And I promise; I made a semi-valiant effort to forget what I saw."
"And that's enough about that," Sienna admonished, snuggling up to him as she resumed the show. "Keep me safe from the zombies."
Theo happily watched the show with Sienna, his heart starting to race when she wrapped an arm around his waist. At the end of the episode, she gasped when one of the main characters was ripped apart by zombies. He rubbed her back when she buried her face in his shoulder as the guy screamed.
During the ads between episodes, Theo went into the kitchen and made some popcorn. He returned to the living room with a bowl of popcorn and two fresh sodas. The two of them shared the popcorn as they watched the main characters hold a funeral for their fallen friend.
"Would you want us to build you a funeral pyre if you got killed by zombies?" Theo asked.
"Do you really think you'd last longer than me in a zombie apocalypse?" Sienna asked with an arched eyebrow.
"Not a chance," he shamelessly admitted. "It's hypothetical; you go out in a blaze of glory protecting my sorry ass. Do you want the pyre or not?"
"Well, you have to make sure I don't come back," she reasoned. "You don't want me wandering around as a mindless zombie, do you?"
"I don't know, I could keep you around hoping to cure you," Theo suggested. "Or because you're just too cute to put down."
"I honestly don't know if I should say 'aw' or 'ew," Sienna laughed.
"I made you laugh, so I'm calling it a win," he smiled.
"Definitely," she whispered, leaning up to peck his lips.
The zombie show was forgotten as Theo grabbed the back of Sienna's head, kissing her passionately. The redhead reached up to cup his face as they made out. She was moaning softly and they both lost themselves in the wonderful moment.
"Wow," Theo mumbled, looking into her green eyes as the kiss broke.
"You've said that before," Sienna giggled.
"Brain doesn't words now," Theo babbled.
"That was adorable," she laughed and kissed him again.
"Not that I'm complaining at all, but why did you get interested in me?" Theo questioned.
"Random," she smirked. "And I'm surprised this is what you want to talk about right now."
"It's just that we were always just friends and I'm shocked at how we got here," he explained.
"I never thought about you romantically," Sienna admitted. "In fact, your inappropriate comments annoyed me a lot. I was fine hanging out with you in The Gang of Eight, but that was it."
"What changed?" he wondered.
"You know that quote about insanity being doing the same thing over and over again, expecting it to end differently?" she inquired.
"Uh, yeah," Theo nodded slowly.
"Well, you finally broke that one when you stopped with the constant jokes," Sienna laughed, poking Theo in the ribs. "Anyway, our friendship got better. And when you asked, I thought about it. I always liked dad bods, so you're my type physically. My ex was the outgoing type, and I usually went for guys like that.
"I thought about my male friends, confident and outgoing. Yet, they never had anything interesting to say. I don't know. I saw what Conner and Leslie have, and I thought about how long you and I have been friends. You're reliable. You're sweet. You're caring. The only question was if there was chemistry."
"Is there?" he whispered, his lips so close to hers that he could feel her breath tickling his skin.
"You tell me," she whispered back, closing that last distance.
The kiss started out soft and tender, but quickly grew in intensity as Sienna escalated things. Theo's heart started racing when Sienna threw her leg over his waist so she could sit in his lap, her hands cupping his face as she shoved her tongue in his mouth. Sienna's dress slid up her thighs as she ground her pantie-clad crotch down against his bulge.
Theo wasn't a virgin; he had sex, he had gotten blowjobs, he had made out with a few girls. He had thought there was nothing better than being naked with a girl, feeling her smooth curves, her warm mouth, her tight pussy. He was wrong. What was happening then was a thousand times better.
Those other women had been hook-ups, girls he barely knew and would never see again. He was with Sienna. Sienna! He could feel her warm body on his, hear her soft moans, and feel a truly intimate connection. It was the most amazing experience of his life.
Sienna had only been with one guy before, but she had loved him. In fact, she had thought she was going to marry him at one point. So, while the feeling of real intimacy wasn't new to her, she definitely loved the racing of her heart and the fire in her loins. A yearning for someone that went beyond the physical.
"Sienna," Theo gasped against her lips, his hands clawing at her back.
The redhead moaned in response, the sound of her name pushing her lust to whole new levels. She held his face in her hands as they kissed, the entire outside world forgotten. Sienna pressed her breasts against his chest as she continued grinding in his lap, desperate to get herself off.
"You can touch me if you want," Sienna whispered in a throaty voice before playfully nibbling on his lower lip. "Just stay above the waist, please."
"Okay," he replied against her lips.
Their soft moans were barely audible over the sounds of the long-forgotten television. Theo's hands ran along her sides, building up the courage to finally reach higher. Sienna gasped and pressed her crotch against his bulge when she felt his hand finally close around her breast from outside her dress.
As her orgasm approached, Sienna leaned back to adjust the angle and better stimulate her clit. Theo held both her breasts in his hands as he admired her body. Sienna was short and stacked, an adorable redhead with the face of an angel. A face that was contorted in pleasure as she placed her hands on Theo's, her eyes closing as she tensed. Theo couldn't look away as he watched Sienna's orgasm face. It was beautiful. It was a sight he would always remember.
"Mm, that felt nice," Sienna hummed happily, a satisfied smile on her face.



"You're so beautiful," Theo responded, his eyes wide as he admired her.
"You're just saying that because you've got your hands on my boobies," she teased, giving him a cute wink.
"Well, I'd be lying if I said it wasn't a perk," he laughed.
"I figured," Sienna leaned in and playfully nipped his nose. "I hope you don't mind me still hanging out in your lap? I'm not too heavy for ya?"
"Please, you weigh less than a hundred pounds," Theo grinned as he lightly caressed her large breasts through the fabric of her dress. "And half your weight is in my hands."
"My boobs are not half my weight!" she playfully swatted him on the shoulder.
"Hm, I think they are," he frowned thoughtfully as he tested their weight in his hands. For scientific reasons, of course.
"They are not!" Sienna exclaimed, surprising him by twisting her body so she could reach behind her and grab for her phone.
"What are you doing?" Theo wondered.
"Looking up how much tits weigh, what else?" she answered, still sitting in his lap as she opened her web browser.
"Uh, right now?" he mumbled, glancing down to where her sundress was bunched up between them. His throbbing bulge was still pressed against her crotch and he could even see the edge of Sienna's panties. "Uh, as someone who is autistic, I should tell you that dropping everything to fixate on something so small is a pretty popular trait."
"Found it!" Sienna announced, ignoring Theo's previous words as she looked up at him with a victorious smile. "D-cup breasts way between one-point-five and two pounds per boob. So, even if I'm at the high end, that's only four pounds. I usually weigh between eighty-seven and eighty-nine pounds. You're not even close!"
"They're still nearly five percent of your body weight, that's quite a bit," Theo reasoned.
"It kind of is," she frowned, looking down at her phone. "Hm, Camilla's a C-cup and hers weigh around one-point-one pounds, or three bananas per breast."
"Three bananas?" he burst out laughing. "We really will use any scale to avoid the metric system, won't we?"
"Yes! Yes, we will," she giggled. "Leslie's a B-cup right now, but that'll probably change soon. Pregnancy makes the girls grow. Right now, hers weigh point-six pounds."
"What about Jane?" Theo questioned, content to talk about this for as long as Sienna stayed in his lap and let him squeeze her boobs.
"Oh, jeez, those giant things," Sienna snorted, scrolling on her phone. "Minimum she's a double-D, but I know she's had to get triple-D bras on occasion."
"I thought E was after DD?" he wondered.
"Depends on the brand," she grunted. "So, Jane's knockers are over two pounds each. To avoid the metric system, this guide says she basically has two pineapples on her chest."
"Megan Bauer is about the same, then?" Theo followed up.
"Probably," Sienna shrugged, placing her phone back on the coffee table and resting her hands on Theo's shoulders. "You're the one who watched her leaked sex tape, perv."
"I, ah, I made sure not to watch it again after I found out it bothered you," he stammered, his smile fading as he feared he upset her.
"Good," she nodded. "It's invasive. That tape was leaked and she's our boss. You don't need to see her boobies."
"Yours are better anyway," Theo grinned in relief, his hands still on the two mounds of heaven. "Although, I might need another look to make sure. Weight, texture, taste, sight. You know, just so the image is fresh in my mind."
"Keep dreaming, buddy," Sienna laughed, tightly gripping his shoulders as she leaned forward and rubbed his nose with hers. "No need to rush to the destination; let's enjoy the journey. I like a slow seduction."
"Does this mean I get to see you again?" he asked, pecking her lips.
"You're not done seeing me now," she smirked, lightly kissing him. "But, we need to make sure everything is fair between us."
"Uh, what do you mean?" Theo wondered.
"You got to see my boobs," Sienna explained between pecks. "I haven't gotten to seen you."
"D-do you want to?" he stammered.
"Mhm," she nodded, kissing him passionately. "Can I?"
"You can do anything you want," Theo stated with complete sincerity, making her giggle.
"So, pegging?" Sienna suggested, her green eyes sparkling mischievously.
"What?! No, no! HELL no!" he gasped out as she laughed.
"I'll take that as a definite 'maybe,'" she smirked, getting out of his lap to sit next him on the couch. "I'm more interested in something else right now anyway."
"What would that be?" Theo swallowed nervously as she fixed her dress.
"Well, I definitely noticed Mister Happy when I was grinding in your lap," Sienna purred, reaching out to lightly caress his bulge. "He made me happy, so maybe I could make him happy?"
"I think he and I will both like that," he admitted, unable to believe this was actually happening.
Sienna smiled in response before looking down at his crotch as her hands reached for his belt. Theo eagerly lifted his ass so she could tug his pants and underwear down to his ankles, freeing his throbbing erection. Her tongue snaked out of her mouth to lick her lower lip as she admired Theo's manhood.
"Someone's excited," she whispered, practically salivating as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around the shaft.
"It likes you," Theo commented as she started giving him a handjob.
"I like it," Sienna smiled before letting a dollop of spit fall from her mouth and land on his dick. It was the perfect lubrication so she could stroke him.
She was touching him. Holy shit. Adorable, little Sienna was jacking him off. Her hand felt so good and he thought just her touch was better than any pussy he had ever gotten. Theo admired her face as she watched his throbbing dick with wide eyes. A small moan escaped her lips.
"That feels really good," he groaned, his shaft throbbing in her small hand.
"It looks so big," she cooed, knowing he'd love to hear that. "Mm, it would look even bigger if you got rid of some of this," she ran her fingers through his thick pubic hair. "I could see your big dick, oh, it gets me so wet!"
Clever way of telling him he needed to do some manscaping.
"Y-you want me to shave?" he frowned, struggling to think.
"If you do, I'll be so entranced by the sight of your gorgeous cock, I just won't be able to control myself," Sienna moaned, brushing her thumb over his tip. "I'll have to open my mouth and suck on it."
"Oh!" Theo gasped.
"Do you like that?" she wondered, watching his face. "Do you like the idea of violating my innocent, little mouth? Maybe you want to be real dirty and fuck my face?"
"Yes!" he hissed.
"Mm, of course you do, you're so dirty," Sienna husked as her left hand cupped his balls. "You love the idea of petite girl choking on your big dick, don't you?"
"Y-yeah," Theo swallowed weakly, his leg shaking.
"I'd be gagging on this monster, my eyes watering while it's logged down my throat," she continued, her fingernails scratching his balls. "You'll shoot your hot cum and I won't even get to taste it, it'll just go straight to my tummy."
"Sienna!" he warned, his release imminent.
"Cum for me," Sienna urged, stroking him quickly. "I want to be your dirty girl and make you cum. Imagine me looking up at you, my mouth full of dick as you squirt down my throat. It tastes so good, I wanna swallow it. Cum. Cum for me."
Theo tossed his head back as he bucked his hips, the first jet of semen shooting into the air and splattering all over Sienna's hand. He gripped the couch cushion as sticky cum coated her fingers while she continued stroking him. The redhead kept moaning and jacking him off until the last few drops leaked out.
"Wow," Theo gasped, turning his head to look at her.
"That word again," she giggled, glancing down at his messy crotch. "You got my hand all sticky."
"Sorry about that," he let out a breath, his head still resting against the couch.
"I'm gonna go clean up," Sienna said, releasing his softening prick with a small blush. "Ah, I can use the kitchen if you wanna go to the bathroom and wash off the evidence."
"Y-yeah," he nodded weakly. "Yeah, I'll do that."
After cleaning up, the two of them returned to the couch and resumed their zombie apocalypse show. They gave each other quick kisses throughout the show, enjoying each other's company. Both of them were thinking of the future, wondering where this would go.
~Friday June 27, 2025~
"I finally took your advice," Megan announced, waltzing into Steven's office.
"You're doubling my salary? Smart girl," he smirked in response.
Megan was as stunning as ever in her usual business attire. The day's braid was a crown half with curls. Her raven locks were braided around the back of her head like a crown. The rest of her hair was slightly curled, tumbling down her back in a midnight wave. What was unusual was that Megan had an anxious expression on her face, contrasting her usual public persona of detached and ruthless confidence.
"You just got a raise!" she giggled.
"So?" Steven shrugged.
"No," Megan stated flatly, hopping up onto his desk and looking over at him with those blue-gray eyes while holding her phone in her lap. "I reached out to Steven Thomson this morning."
"Oh, yeah?" Steven responded, looking over at Megan. "And how did that go?"
"Very well, I think," she confirmed. "I added him on social media and we talked for a bit. He was up early since it turns out his daughter is graduating from high school today."
"Interesting timing," he nodded.
"Yeah, I can't believe it," Megan continued, looking down at her phone. "I haven't seen him since I was eighteen and his daughter was finishing up fifth grade."
"And he doesn't even know he has a son," Steven added delicately.
"I'm not gonna tell him today!" she insisted. "It's his baby girl's high school graduation, he has enough on his mind. Let him enjoy the day. Besides, we just reconnected."
"I know, I'm sorry," he sighed. "I just would want to know if it was me. He already missed years of Carter's life."
"Like I don't feel shitty enough," Megan huffed, letting out a long breath. "I'm just not ready. Can we drop it?"
"Sure, sorry," Steven nodded. "I still remember my high school graduation. It doesn't seem like over ten years ago."
"I know, I feel like I graduated yesterday," she laughed. "Now, I have a six year old."
"How's Carter doing?" he asked. "Got a wife and kids of his own?"
"Thankfully, I don't have to worry about that any time soon!" Megan smirked, looking over at him. Her face fell slightly. "He's a little sad."
"Why's that?" Steven wondered.
"Kevin passed away," she explained.
"A friend of his? Relative? I'm so sorry," he reached out to place a hand on her knee.
"You can stop feeling me up, Kevin's a goldfish," Megan giggled.
"Oh," Steven rolled his eyes, withdrawing his hand. "No need to scare me like that!"
"You're the one who jumped to conclusions," she stuck out her tongue.
"Anyway," he began with another eye roll, "sorry Carter's upset."
"Yeah, I figured he was old enough to talk about it," Megan sighed. "I just couldn't bring myself to tell him his fish went on vacation to the spa for new fins, like I did with Rex."
"Carter named his goldfish 'Rex?'" Steven asked with a grin.
"Yes, he did," she confirmed with a small smile. "I love that little boy."
"I can tell," he nodded. "Your face lights up when you talk about him."
"He's the light of my life," Megan explained. "He does the cutest things. I remember when he was three; Nell came over and we watched a movie about lions. After the movie, Carter had the three of us crawling around on the floor roaring like lions. We had pants on our heads to use as manes."
"That's great!" Steven laughed. "Although, you and Nell probably could have just used your hair for manes. Wrapped it around your faces or something."
"That would have been smart," she agreed, holding her phone.
"Do you wish you and Carter were going to the graduation?" he asked carefully.
"I don't know," Megan pouted. "I'm not gonna think about that right now. I'm just gonna focus on getting to know him again long distance. Maybe we'll be friends. He said he's in a relationship and I'm certainly not gonna mess with that."
"That sounds smart," Steven nodded while she browsed her phone, relief flooding him from learning Steven Thomson wasn't single.
"He must be anxious about his daughter going to college. She's gonna have every guy on campus coming after her," she commented, staring at her phone. "Seriously, Kayla's fucking gorgeous. Look at this girl!"
Taking Megan's phone, Steven looked at Kayla Thomson's profile. Megan was not wrong. Raven hair, green eyes, light skin. It was her face, though, that took his breath away. Kayla's face was truly angelic and she was the kind of beautiful that could stop traffic and make men drool. The kind of beautiful that was unfair to the rest of the human race. High cheekbones, a delicate nose, perfectly symmetrical features. Kayla still had a bit of a baby face, but it was obvious she would only get more attractive in the coming years. She was perfect.
"She's pretty," Steven shrugged nonchalantly, handing Megan her phone back.
"That was pathetic," Megan snorted.
"Are you gonna meet up with him?" he asked, ignoring the last comment.
Steven was conflicted. He knew he could never date Megan, but he couldn't help but feel a little jealous of the other Steven. Megan was incredible. Glancing over at her, his eyes trailed down to admire her endless legs. His cock twitched in his pants as he remembered the feel of her strong vaginal muscles contracting around him. Would Megan move to the west coast to be with Steven Thomson? Even if they didn't get together, she might want to move there so Carter could see his father.
"Not anytime soon," Megan answered. "I have work to do here and he's busy acquiring some company called YouInvest."
"YouInvest?" Steven repeated incredulously. "Stupid name for a company."
"It is!" Megan laughed. "Anyway, maybe we'll meet up if I end up in the area. It would just be as friends. He mentioned his girlfriend lives with him, so it's definitely serious."
"Oh. Well, I hope you can get out there sooner or later," Steven said.
"He got even better looking with age, but I'm glad he's dating someone," she admitted. "I don't want to be tempted. He's the father of my son and I know I have to tell him someday. But, the most we can be is friends."
"Probably for the best," he swallowed weakly.
"Why, Steven, are you jealous of little old me?" Megan asked, batting her eyelashes at him, her hands gripping his desk.
"No!" Steven exclaimed way too quickly.
"Mm, you really shouldn't be lying to me," she purred, hopping to her feet. "I'm a powerful woman who takes what she wants."
Steven watched as Megan reached behind him and grabbed the back of his chair. She wheeled it backwards so she could stand in front of him. Glancing toward the door to make sure they were alone, Megan leaned forward and placed her hands on the arm rests so she could look directly into his eyes.
"Hi," Steven whispered, their faces inches apart.
"Hey, sexy man," Megan husked, moving closer. Instead of kissing him, she turned her head so she could place her face next to his and whisper in his ear. "A little secret? I wear out BOB most nights thinking about our little tryst."
"Is that so?" he asked when Megan pulled back to look into his eyes again. Her lips were slightly parted and inches from his. Their noses were almost touching.
"Mmhmm," she nodded, her icy eyes sparkling. "Sometimes I push my fingers deep inside, wishing there was something much longer inside me."
"It sounds like you've been very distracted lately," Steven commented, his confidence building. "I may have to fuck you again if you're not able to focus on your work."
"Mm, you just might have to," Megan nodded. Her smoky expression turned playful as she darted forward and pecked his lips. "Maybe bend me over the desk and fuck me until I can't remember my own name. Then push me to my knees and shove your big dick down my throat until I gag. I'm a dirty girl, I'd love to feel you pumping your hot cum in my mouth again."
"Megan!" he hissed, unable to look away from those eyes.
"But, not today!" Megan declared, pecking his lips.
Steven laughed as he watched Megan stand up and sashay around his desk. He couldn't help but admire her firm backside as she walked. The skirt looked amazing on her. She turned to face him, a small smile on her face. He realized she was teasing him. Two could play at that game.
"So, you're not interested in what's in my pants?" he asked with a raised brow. "Shame. You seem like you could use a good orgasm. I bet I could make you scream."
"Oh, trying to tease me back, are we?" she laughed, as insightful as ever. "I'm afraid that's not gonna work."
"You're the one who said you wanted something nice and long inside you," Steven pointed out. "Something warm and throbbing to stretch you out."
"Maybe..." Megan trailed off, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavily.
"I never did get to see those amazing boobs of yours," he reminded her. "Maybe I could put you on your knees and fuck your tits before hosing down your face. You seem to like cum."
"I-I love cum," she swallowed, her eyes heavy with lust. Then she shook her head to break the trance. "But, ah, anyone could come by. And I'm still not sure you and I are going to hook up again."
"Yeah, I feel the same way," Steven sighed, reason piercing the veil of lust. "I'm not sure it's a good idea."
They had flirted lightly since their hookup, eventually leading to Megan giving him head. This was the first time since the blowjob that things had heated up so much. Steven found himself needing to resist the urge to rush over to Megan and kiss her. Megan was fantasizing about locking his office door and bending over his desk. They both took a few moments to calm down, watching each other with interest.
"How are you doing?" Megan asked, looking at him with sudden concern as she changed the subject. "Sorry for the rapid subject change, but Jane and Logan seem pretty friendly these days."
"They are," he confirmed with a nod. "We talked about it. Nothing happened during their last date other than a hug goodnight, but she agreed to see him again."
"I'm sorry," she winced.
"They're keeping things casual," Steven shrugged, trying to seem like he didn't care at all. "Jane keeps saying I should go on a date. I didn't tell her about what happened with us."
"Maybe you should," Megan offered.
"Do you want people to know?" he asked.
"I'm not ashamed of you or anything," she assured him. "But, I meant you should go on a date. I do run this place and shouldn't be getting my world rocked by the staff."
"All I heard is I rocked your world," Steven smirked. "But, yeah, I get it. Best to keep it private."
"I haven't told Nell yet," Megan sighed. "Keeping secrets sucks. The other Steven and now I like you, too. We're both still hung up on the past and I don't want that to ruin the future."
"My heart is kind of a mess right now," he admitted. "So, I understand. And I'm not up for a date with anyone."
"It's a date not a marriage," Megan reasoned.
"I know, but I'm just not feeling it," Steven answered.
"I'm sorry," she said, completely sincere. "Uh, I had something else to bring up that might be more fun?"
"What's that?" he wondered.
"Are you busy the Saturday after Independence Day?" Megan asked. "Not the fifth, the week after."
"July twelfth?" Steven mused. "No, I should be free."
"Nell and I are planning on bringing Carter to the Bronx Zoo. Do you wanna come?" she offered.
"Yeah, I'd love to," he nodded.



"Great!" Megan grinned. "You ever been?"
"To the Bronx Zoo? Yeah," Steven answered. "Julianne loved it. I haven't been back since she died."
"I'm doing a shit job of lightening the mood," Megan observed. "I'll try one last time; Nell asked about you a few times. She thinks you're really cute."
"She's right," he smirked.
"Arrogance? Nah, that's no good from you. I like the sweet guy," she smiled. "And so does Nell. I talked about you and she was jealous."
"Jealous? You said you didn't tell her about what happened?" Steven asked.
"I didn't tell her we had sex or that I sucked you off," Megan shook her head. "Nell doesn't have any guy friends. She's jealous that we can just hang out without you just wanting to get in me."
"I'm happy to be friends with her, too," he confirmed.
"Steven..." Megan trailed off, taking a deep breath to gather her thoughts. "I know you're in a tough place right now. Just, please just stay the same kind, generous man you've always been, okay? Guys like you aren't easy to find. Though they all seem to be named 'Steven' for some reason."
"Thanks, Megan," Steven smiled. Megan smiled back before leaving his office.
~Sunday June 29, 2025~
"So, are you and Sienna counting this as a date?" Noah asked as he adjusted his shirt collar in the shared living room.
"Uh, I don't think so, why?" Theo asked, similarly dressed in a button-down and jeans.
"This would be the third date," Noah pointed out. "Everyone knows three dates means sex. Unless you two already sealed the deal?"
They hadn't. Sienna and Theo had gone on two dates, in addition to hanging out with The Gang of Eight a few times. The two of them behaved as just friends while with the others, despite their teasing. Theo kept remembering the way her body felt on his, the way she jacked him off, and her dirty talk. Sex hadn't come up again, but they were planning a third date soon.
"That's none of your business," Theo replied with a smirk.
"Nothing yet, got it," Noah gave his roommate a sympathetic expression.
"That's not what I said," Theo rolled his eyes. "I wouldn't tell you if something did happen."
"Hey, I tell you about all my conquests!" Noah reasoned.
"Sure, but those are just random hookups. This is Sienna," Theo explained. "She's different. She's not a conquest."
"Someone's growing up," Noah observed. "You're hoping for a real relationship, aren't you?"
"It would be nice to actually have a girlfriend," Theo nodded. "And Sienna's amazing."
"You'd best treat her right," Noah smirked. "Or you'll have to answer to me."
"I'd have to answer to Camilla," Theo laughed. "She'd let you have what's left of me. You know she's way scarier than you."
"Fair point," Noah agreed with a wince as he imagined the horror of facing the Latina woman's wrath.
The Gang of Eight all met outside the steak house, exchanging hugs and handshakes. The girls made a big show of touching Leslie's baby bump, squealing about how she's glowing. Everyone teased Theo and Sienna when they exchanged a quick peck on the lips. Theo blushed and Sienna flipped everyone off while blushing herself.
Both the guys and the girls were all dressed casually. Jeans, jean shorts, t-shirts, casual skirts. Leslie had to wear maternity clothes, her rounded stomach even more pronounced on her slender frame. Leslie's boobs were also noticeably larger, though still smaller than the bosoms of the other three girls. She had chosen a light blue maternity dress with dark blue polka dots. The dress had ruffle straps and a square neckline.
Leslie was just over nineteen weeks pregnant and was finally getting past the morning sickness phase. She only had to deal with carrying the extra weight, tiring easily, having to pee every twenty minutes, back aches, and sore boobs. Fortunately, Conner was a very supportive husband, even going out at 2:00AM when Leslie wanted nachos.
Once inside the restaurant, Conner gave the cake to the waitress, letting her know it was for a gender reveal. The waitress gushed over how beautiful a mother-to-be Leslie was while showing the group to one of the large tables saved for big parties. Everyone sat down and started talking excitedly.
"I love that even you guys don't know what you're having!" Jane gushed.
"No clue!" Leslie declared. "My doctor put the baby's sex in an envelope and I gave it to the bakery. We won't know until we cut into the cake."
"That's how gender reveal parties always work," Conner added.
"It should really be called a sex reveal party," Camilla mused.
"Why?" Noah frowned.
"Sex reveal just doesn't sound right," Steven made a face.
"Oh, I know this one!" Theo exclaimed. "Gender is a social construct, sex is referring to the baby's actual sex organs."
"Theo's right," Camilla replied, a confused frown on her face. "Theo was right..."
"This is unprecedented," Leslie teased.
"Is fire gonna rain down from the sky now or something?" Noah looked out the window nervously.
"Leave him alone, he's very smart," Sienna admonished, reaching over to caress the back of Theo's head.
"I can't believe you two are together," Jane said.
"I know, they can both do better," Noah exclaimed.
"Stop. They make a great couple," Steven observed.
"We're not together, we've just gone on a couple of dates," Theo sighed.
"For now," Sienna nodded. "We'll see where things go."
"Bedroom? Back seat of a car? Blowjob in a stairwell?" Noah suggested.
"When did Theo and Noah switch roles?" Steven wondered.
"Theo is dating an amazing woman," Conner spoke up. "It changes a man for the better."
"Smart boy," Leslie giggled, leaning over to kiss her husband's cheek.
The waitress took their drink orders and no one ordered any alcohol since Leslie couldn't drink. She appreciated the show of support. They went through a lot of soda and quite a few laughs as they ate a few appetizers while waiting for their entrees to arrive.
"Who gets chicken at a steak house?" Noah asked with a frown.
"I'm pregnant!" Leslie argued.
"Pregnant women can eat steak," Jane said.
"As long as it's well-cooked and low on fat," Conner explained. "Sometimes it's better to not risk it."
"How do you know that?" Camilla questioned, a surprised look on her face.
"I have a pregnant wife," Conner answered, looking slightly guilty. "There's only so long you can pretend to read a pregnancy book before actually taking some things in."
"You were only pretending to read?" Leslie glared at her husband.
"Of course not, I would never do that," Conner shamelessly responded.
"Forget about Leslie, what's Steven's excuse?" Theo wondered.
"Also pregnant," Steven deadpanned, causing Noah to spray soda down his chin.
"Is it Megan's?" Leslie wondered.
"Jane's?" Noah added.
"Shut up," Jane mumbled.
"Yeah, Jane never knows when to pull out," Steven retorted, resulting in Noah repeating his spit take.
"You fucker," Noah said, grabbing napkins.
"Learn when to swallow," Steven laughed.
"That's what she said!" Jane, Leslie, Sienna, and Camilla exclaimed simultaneously.
"I'd like to point out that I'm being a gentleman," Theo interjected.
"Whatever, just order steak at a steakhouse," Noah muttered.
"Their Parmesan crusted chicken is delicious," Steven explained to change the subject as he popped his food-laden fork into his mouth.
"It is good," Jane admitted. "I've had it."
"You don't have to get steak at a steakhouse," Sienna added, biting into a shrimp.
"You got steak and shrimp!" Noah laughed.
"Yeah, but I didn't have to," Sienna responded.
The Gang of Eight teased each other as only the best of friends could. No awkwardness, no worrying about the future, just a celebration of the upcoming birth. Noah made the dirty comments, sometimes assisted by Camilla. Jane and Steven were completely at ease with each other, while Sienna and Theo seemed more like buddies than two people who only just started dating.
They finished dinner and the waitress cleared away the plates before returning with the cake and eight small plates. The cake was a two-layered chocolate cake with vanilla frosting. The frosting between the two layers was either pink or blue, depending on the sex of the baby. Leslie called her mother and put her on speaker phone. Then Conner and Leslie stood up and both held the cake server while Camilla recorded with her phone. They cut the cake and slid the cake server underneath the slice.
"Pink or blue, pink or blue?!" Sienna gasped, bouncing in her seat.
"Team Girl!" Jane cheered.
"C'mon, stop teasing us!" Camilla urged while Steven, Theo, and Noah all chuckled.
"What is it, what is it? Pink or blue?" Leslie's mom's voice comes from her phone.
"It's, it's, it's...!" Sienna screeched as Leslie and Conner finally lifted the slice, revealing the frosting between the two layers of chocolate cake.
Blue frosting.
Sienna, Jane, and Camilla all leapt to their feet screaming while tears formed in Leslie's eyes. All eyes in the restaurant were on the girls as three of them rushed Leslie and threw their arms around her. They were squealing and jumping up and down, all four of them crying.
"We can't see, what is it?!" Leslie's dad's voice calls out from the phone on the table.
"It's a boy!" Steven yelled as he, Theo and Noah got up and rushed over to Conner.
"I'm having a son," Conner's knees gave out, forcing Steven and Theo to catch him before he hit the floor. "Holy fuck, I'm having a son."
"Way to get it done, Conner!" Leslie's dad laughed over the girl's screaming.
"God, we're going to have a baby," Conner gasped while Leslie's mom admonished her husband.
"Well, yeah, that's what the belly and puking is all about," Steven pointed out.
"Don't forget the constant peeing and sore boobs!" Leslie laughed and cried.
Conner and Leslie hugged each other tightly, both of them crying. Leslie eventually calmed down enough to notice that the other restaurant patrons had started clapping. The emotional woman broke down in another round of tears, sobbing uncontrollably as her hormones amplified her reaction.
"The cake looks good," Theo commented, making everyone laugh.
The Gang of Eight returned to their seats so that everyone at the restaurant could get back to their meals. Leslie talked to her mom, tears running down her cheeks. Conner also called his parents and told them the news. Only then did they finish cutting up and passing out the cake.
Leslie had ultrasound pictures and handed them out to everyone while they ate dessert. Unsurprisingly, Theo and Noah kept turning their pictures over while attempting to confirm the baby really was a boy. Camilla, Sienna, and Jane all rolled their eyes.
"Is that it?" Noah asked, pointing to a spot on the picture.
"I don't know, seems a little small," Theo frowned.
"Probably still bigger than yours," Jane interjected.
"That true, Sienna?" Camilla asked the redhead.
"If it was, his tongue more than makes up for it," Sienna taunted.
"Oh, has he had his face down there?" Leslie wondered.
"That is none of your business," Sienna stated primly.
"They're both lying, Theo," Conner spoke up. "Women talk about everything. Don't forget that."
"E-everything?" Theo swallowed nervously.
"Yup," Steven, Noah, and Conner confirmed while the ladies giggled.
"They're taking things slow, it's sweet," Jane smiled.
"I don't get it," Noah frowned.
"Of course, you don't," Sienna rolled her eyes.
"I agree with Noah," Camilla interjected. "A girl has needs. You must be wearing out your vibrating buddies."
"Wait," Steven suddenly interjected to change the subject. "If you had these pictures how did you not already know the sex of the baby?"
"Can you tell, Steven?" Noah asked flatly.
"Well, I think that this..." Steven began, holding up the picture and pointing to a spot.
"Arm," Conner and Leslie stated at the same time.
"Uh, no, then. Not at all," Steven admitted.
"Well, there ya go," Leslie laughed.
With dessert finished, the group started getting ready to leave. Several strangers approached Leslie and Conner to congratulate them and wish them the best. After hugs and handshakes, The Gang of Eight made their way to the subway and started splitting off.
"How are you doing, dad?" Leslie asked Conner as they sat in the subway car holding hands.
"Fine. How about you, mom?" Conner replied, squeezing her hand affectionately.
"Excited. Nervous. Happy. Overwhelmed," Leslie admitted. "You scared?"
"Not at all," he stated confidently.
"Well, that was a lie," Leslie giggled.
"Yes. Yes, it was," Conner confirmed, nodding slightly.
"We'll be fine," Leslie insisted.
"I know we will be," he agreed.
"There's something else I'm feeling as well," she told him, snuggling up next to him.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Conner asked, loving the feel of his wife's small body beside him.
"Well," Leslie began, leaning up to whisper in his ear so no one around heard, "I'm feeling horny."
"Again?" Conner questioned, a smirk on his face.
"Mm, yes," Leslie purred, nodding slightly. "Hormones, what can I say? I wanna be your dirty girl tonight."
"Can't this train go any faster?" he grumbled.
The sexual tension between the couple continued to grow as the impatiently waited for their stop. Leslie was pressed up against Conner, leaning up to whisper dirty suggestions in his ear. He adjusted himself in the seat, his jeans feeling tight as his excitement grew.
"I want your cock," Leslie husked in his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "I need to feel you throbbing inside me, down my throat, in my tight pussy, maybe even up my ass."
"Shit, babe," Conner gasped, his breathing heavy.
"Would you like that?" she asked, her hand on his thigh. "Would you like to shove your big dick in your wife's cute, little bum?"
"I would, yes," he nodded, his lust threatening to overwhelm him.
"Mm, dirty boy," Leslie moaned in his ear while her fingers caressed his thigh. "You want to take advantage of your pregnant wife. I bet you even wanna cum all over me, don't you?"
"On you, in you, everywhere," Conner growled.
Leslie and Conner both knew that pregnancy caused a lot of hormonal changes. Still, neither of them were expecting just how horny Leslie would be all the time. They normally had a very healthy sex life, but encounters had become much more frequent. She just couldn't get enough. She'd send him dirty texts throughout the day, sometimes even nudes taken at home or in the office bathroom. Even on work nights Leslie would wake Conner in the middle of the night because she just had to have him.
Conner obviously didn't have the same hormonal changes, but he was definitely more attracted to Leslie than ever. He loved her small baby bump. The curves made her look especially feminine and reminded him of how much he loved her. Leslie teased him occasionally, suggesting he had a pregnancy fetish. He denied it, but either way they both agreed that their sex life had never been better.
"You're making me wet, Conner," she husked before playfully nibbling on his earlobe.
"I'm so hard," he responded urgently.
The married couple practically ran off the train once it finally reached their stop. Conner had to slow down so that Leslie could keep up; he had much longer legs and also wasn't pregnant. Leslie buzzed them into their building and they were quickly rushing to their place.
"I need you!" Leslie announced as soon as the front door closed. "I need you in me!"
Standing a foot taller than his wife, Conner had to lean down to kiss Leslie. He buried a hand in her blonde hair while she held his face and pushed her tongue into his mouth. Leslie was moaning into their kiss, pressing her body against him. His other hand reached around Leslie's body to grab her tight ass.
"Bedroom," Conner managed to say between kisses.
"No time," she moaned, her hands dropping to his crotch so she could unbutton his jeans. "I need it now!"
Leslie's baby bump wasn't very big yet, but she was already had difficulty getting off the couch and was much clumsier than usual. Her next move may not have been smart, but Leslie was too consumed by lust to care. She needed Conner and even a ten second delay was too long.
Laying down on the living room carpet, Leslie pulled Conner on top of her, her lips never leaving his. Working together, they managed to push his jeans and underwear down to his thighs. Leslie spread her legs wide, yanking her dress up to her waist. Reaching between them, Conner pushed her panties to the side so he could bury himself inside Leslie's tightness.
"Fuck, babe!" Conner hissed when he felt his wife's familiar warmth. "You're so wet!"
"All for you, baby, it's all for you!" Leslie moaned, gripping his biceps. "Fuck me! I love your cock!"
It was quick and dirty sex. They were both completely lost in the moment, unable to focus on technique. Conner just kept grunting as he rutted into Leslie. Her legs were pulled back, her stylish sandals in the air. Fortunately for Conner, Leslie was so turned on that she tensed up and came within the first thirty seconds.
"I can feel you cumming, Leslie," Conner whispered, looking down at her face as he continued pumping away at her pussy. "I can feel you. Cum for me. Cum."
"Ah! Oh God, oh fuck, ah!" Leslie gasped and groaned, her back arching as her toes curled. "Keep going! Please, keep going!"
Leslie always loved a good orgasm, but they were better than ever once she hit the second trimester. Doing some research, she discovered that increased blood flow engorged her vaginal area, making everything more sensitive. She came easier, harder, and longer.
Planting his hands firmly on the floor, Conner thrust hard and fast. He could feel the strap of Leslie's panties as his cock pushed by them to bury into her sopping hole. Her fingers dug into his arms as the rapid motions triggered a second orgasm. Both of them grunted as Leslie's pussy muscles rippled around Conner's erection.
"FUCK!" Conner groaned, roughly slamming himself into Leslie as he started shooting.
"Cum in me!" Leslie begged, pushing her hips up to take him all the way inside while his seed spurted into her vaginal cavity. "Fill me, fill me, fill me!"
Conner's arms gave out and he collapsed on top of Leslie, breathing heavily. She giggled cutely, rubbing his back affectionately. He moaned softly when she squeezed her inner muscles, gripping his softening member in her feminine embrace. It felt like she never wanted him to leave, which was pretty much true.
"Sorry I came fast," Conner finally said, pulling out of her and sitting up. "I was just so turned on and you felt amazing."
"It's okay, the night is just beginning," Leslie giggled, looking up at him with her blue eyes. "You got me off and we're definitely fucking at least two more times."
"Challenge accepted," he smirked.
"Fuck, I have to pee again," she sighed, ruining the moment. She then raised both her hands and gestured to him. "Help me up."
"Sure," Conner nodded, standing and buttoning his pants before taking her hands.
"I need to clean up anyway," Leslie commented as Conner helped her to her feet. "My pussy is ruined; soaking wet and full of cum."
"I'm okay with that," he laughed, kissing his wife's forehead.
"Mm, how about you light some candles and put on some music in the bedroom?" Leslie suggested. "I'll meet you there after I freshen up?"
"Sure, babe," Conner replied, pecking her lips.
Leslie caressed her baby bump as she walked off to the bathroom while Conner rushed to their bedroom. The candles were still set up from the night before, so Conner just had to light them. He then grabbed the remote and opened a music app to browse their sex playlists. They had various options depending on whether they wanted to make slow gentle love or fuck like animals.



Conner chose a playlist with a nice mix of songs before turning off the light. He knew he only had another couple minutes, so he quickly removed all his clothes and got under the covers. Candlelight filled the room and he could see the hall light was still on.
"Are you naked under there?" Leslie asked when she walked into the room.
"Yes," Conner nodded. "Come join me?"
"I guess I can do that," she shrugged, shutting the bedroom door as she perked up. "Oh, I love this song!"
"Can I get a little show?" he questioned with a smirk.
"I'm pregnant and clumsy, I can't dance right now!" Leslie giggled, brushing her hair back behind her ears. "And it's dark!"
"I can see you, it's not that dark," he argued. "At least let me watch."
"If it'll help you get hard again so you can fuck me, I guess it's fine," she smirked while kicking off her sandals.
Despite saying she couldn't dance, Leslie did sway to the music while seductively running her hands down her sides. Her smirk faded when she tripped over her own feet and almost fell. She flipped Conner off for laughing before slowly removing her blue polka dot dress.
Conner sat up to admire his pregnant wife in her panties and strapless bra. Leslie was so petite that even her small baby bump was very obvious. Smiling happily at the way Conner was admiring her, Leslie blew him a kiss before continuing to undress.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered sincerely.
"Thank you," Leslie blushed as she dropped her bra to the floor. "If my boobs get any bigger I might actually fit into a C-cup."
"I'm okay with that," Conner declared, resting his back against the headboard.
"Just remember they're sensitive," she told him, cupping her breasts. "Be extra gentle when grabbing them."
"Of course," he nodded.
Leslie sang along to the music while turning around so he could see her pantie-clad ass. Bending forward, she reached back and playfully slapped her right ass-cheek. Then she grabbed both beautiful globes and squeezed them while continuing to sing.
"I love your cute butt," Conner commented.
Looking over her shoulder at her husband, Leslie winked at him while hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She briefly pulled down the back of her underwear, flashing her bare bum before putting the panties back in place. Leslie then shook her ass and finally dropped her underwear to her feet and stepped out of them.
"You like?" Leslie asked, grabbing her butt cheeks in both hands.
"Very much," he gave her a predatory grin. "Get that sexy, little ass over here."
"Mm, yes, sir," she purred, turning and walking toward the bed with the tip of her pointer finger pressing her lower lip down.
"That is so fucking hot," Conner whispered as Leslie tossed the covers off him so they could lay in bed naked, completely exposed to each other.
"Touch me," Leslie husked in his ear, taking his hand and pressing it to her breast.
Leslie bit her lower lip and sighed happily when Conner began lightly massaging her left boob. His fingers rolled her nipple before he slid his hand lower, down her pregnant stomach, and to her clean-shaven pubic mound. He ran his fingers along her slit for a few seconds and returned his hand to her swollen belly.
"I love your stomach," he said, leaning over to kiss her forehead while rubbing her tummy.
"Pregnancy fetish," she giggled teasingly, placing her hand on top of his.
"Shall I apologize for being so incredibly attracted to you?" he offered while caressing her stomach with his thumb.
"I don't know, will you still think I'm sexy when I'm not pregnant anymore?" Leslie wondered. "When I have stretch marks?"
"I'll always be attracted to you," Conner promised, kissing her cheek. "I'll still be grabbing your butt when we're in our eighties and having gross old people sex."
"You better!" she giggled as he continued caressing her belly. "Oh, and I'm doing all I can to prevent stretch marks. I have that cream and I'm hitting the gym right after the little guy pops out."
"You'll always be beautiful to me," he assured her. "And you'll always get me hard."
"And my pussy will always be wet for you, my handsome man," Leslie whispered.
They spent a few minutes cuddling while listening to music. Leslie was laying on her back so that Conner could caress her baby bump. Occasionally they would both lean in for a soft kiss. She ran her fingers through the hair on his chest, her fingernails lightly scratching him.
"Still no kicking?" Conner eventually asked.
"Nah, not yet," Leslie shook her blonde head. "I thought I felt something at the office last week, but it turned out to be a fart."
"Sexy," he snorted, his finger teasing her belly button.
"Oh, you wanted a flawless fantasy woman?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. "Sorry to disappoint you, but real women fart."
"We share a bed and you love Mexican food, I know women fart," Conner rolled his eyes before starting to mutter. "I'm just glad some of these candles are scented."
"Sounds like someone doesn't ever want to get laid again," Leslie glared at him.
"Fine, no dick for you," he shrugged.
"That's fine," she stated primly.
"Are you sure about that?" Conner asked, sliding his hand down her stomach to the juncture between her legs.
"Y-yes," Leslie gasped, her eyelids fluttering as her husband's fingers circled her clit.
"I think you're lying," he stated, his middle finger pushing through her labia as his thumb rubbed her love button.
"I don't need any- oh! Oh God, right there!" she moaned, her back arching as she grabbed his wrist. "Mm, keep rubbing me! Yes!"
Conner admired his wife's pretty face as he teased her little pussy. He ran his fingers along her labia until she was pushing her hips against his hand to try and get him inside her. Leslie sighed happily when he finally slid two fingers into her. Then he fingered her for a couple minutes before pulling from her hole and rapidly rubbing her clit.
"Oh God, Conner! Right there, keep going! I'm gonna cum!" Leslie announced, her body writhing. "Faster, faster, faster!"
Leslie suddenly tensed, her back arching as her mouth opened wide. She let out a series of gasping grunts, her nails digging into Conner's wrist as he continued his ministrations. The orgasm was great and Leslie's entire body was alive with sparks of pleasure. From her fingers all the way down to her toes.
"How was that?" Conner asked, pulling his hand from her crotch.
"Mm, fucking great," Leslie hummed happily before turning to look at him. "Yeah, you were right; I need dick."
With that pronouncement, Leslie slid down the bed. Kneeling next to Conner's waist, she grabbed his half-hard dick in her small hand and stroked him several times. Lowering her head, she took him into her mouth and started sucking.
"Fuck, yes!" he hissed, reaching both hands toward her.
Leslie moaned around his thickening manhood as she started bobbing her head. Conner gathered up her blonde hair, holding it with one hand as his other reached beneath her body to play with her tits. Her mouth felt amazing and Conner was content to lay his head back on the pillow while Leslie blew him.
It was a loving blowjob. Leslie made love to his penis with her mouth. She bathed the shaft with her tongue, her lips forming a tight seal around him. Taking him from her mouth, she stroked him while sucking his nuts. Then she licked up his length and slurped the head back into her mouth so she could suck him while massaging his balls.
"Mm, I love this cock so much!" she cooed, kissing his tip before getting back to work.
"It loves you," he replied, holding her head in both hands.
"I can't wait any longer, you need to be in me," Leslie declared, sitting up.
"Hop on!" Conner offered with a smirk.
Giggling cutely, Leslie threw one leg over Conner's waist so she could straddle him. He admired her beautiful pregnant body as she reached between them and took hold of his erection. Gripping him at the base, she slowly lowered herself onto him, gasping softly at the feel of her tight pussy being stretched.
"Fuck, that's deep," she sighed when she had taken all of him inside.
"You feel amazing," Conner said, cupping her breasts.
Placing her hands on his chest, Leslie began to slowly ride her tall husband's cock. She moaned lightly as she used her legs to bounce. It wasn't easy with the weight of her belly so she switched her bounce into a slow grind. Unfortunately, she wasn't able to keep going for very long.
"Can we switch positions?" Leslie requested while sitting on his dick and brushing her blonde hair back. "This is hurting my legs."
"Sure," he quickly nodded. "Sure, lay down."
Leslie got out of his lap and laid down on her back. Conner grabbed her ankles and placed her legs over his shoulders so he could hover over her with his cock aiming right at her pink entrance. They locked eyes as he reentered her body and resumed their lovemaking.
Despite Conner's insistence that he didn't have a pregnancy fetish, Leslie noticed his eyes were looking down at her belly while he fucked her. In this position, her husband usually watched the expressions on her face or her bouncing boobs. She smirked at him while panting and enjoying the feel of getting fucked. Her legs were still over his shoulders, he was gripping her upper thighs for the leverage to really pound her. Leslie was loving every second.
"I love feeling you in me," Leslie cooed while playing with her own boobs. "You're so hard, so deep. Oh, fuck, yes!"
Conner gripped Leslie's legs behind the knees, spreading her open so he could rapidly pump her pussy. He looked down to watch her pink twat engulf his throbbing cock. Her labia were spread around his shaft and he could feel her pussy gripping him as her vaginal muscles began to spasm.
"Cum for me, cum on my cock!" Conner grunted, his eyes darting up to her face as he held her legs back.
"Ah! Ah! AH!" Leslie gasped, unable to form words as her orgasm consumed her, curling her toes. "UNGH!"
He kept going. Fucking Leslie hard and fast, his balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. Pressing himself against her, he rolled his hips to stimulate her love tunnel. She was moaning passionately, pinching her nipples while looking up at the love of her life. Music played in the background and they were both illuminated by soft candlelight.
"I'm getting close," Conner warned, hovering above her as sweat ran down his face. "Where do you want me to cum?"
"Anywhere, everywhere! Fuck, wherever you want!" Leslie moaned, her blue eyes locked with his green ones. "Mm, you wanna shoot it on my belly?"
"Yes!" he hissed, his thrusts growing more erratic.
"Do it! Cum all over me!" she breathed, her eyes wide with longing. "Cum for me, daddy. Cum on my tummy!"
After another half-dozen thrusts, Conner yanked his dick out of Leslie and started stroking. Leslie reached down and grasped his shaft, taking over jacking him off. He was breathing heavily, looking down at his wife's beautiful body while she stroked him.
"I'm close, jerk it, jerk it!" he instructed as he started shooting hot ropes of sticky semen all over her stomach.
"Mm, yes, cover me!" Leslie moaned, jacking him off until the last few drops dribbled out and landed on her pubic mound.
"Holy shit," Conner gasped, looking down at the cum-covered blonde as she brushed her thumb over his tip.
"How do I look?" she asked, rubbing the cum into her stomach with one hand.
"Sexy," he smirked as he watched Leslie lick cum from her fingertips.
"Mm, yummy," Leslie cooed happily. "But, I'm gonna need a shower before we go again."
Conner helped Leslie to her feet, both of them being careful to not get semen on the blankets. They made their way to the bathroom where Leslie started the shower while Conner peed. The two of them then got into the shower so they could wash up. Leslie smiled at him as the hot water washed the semen from her stomach.
"You're so beautiful," Conner smiled.
"You keep saying that," she giggled.
"It keeps being true," he reasoned.
"Mm, way to keep up the romance," Leslie purred while soaping up her breasts and stomach. "Good. We're definitely going again."
"It's getting kind of late," Conner reminded her. "We have work tomorrow."
"I don't care. I need more cock," she replied firmly. "Besides, you still need to put it in my butt."
"Oh, you were serious about that?" he questioned.
"Dead serious!" Leslie exclaimed. "You'd best get good and hard to butt-fuck your pregnant wife."
"Yes, ma'am," Conner laughed.
The rest of their shower contained quite a bit of groping. Conner squeezed Leslie's soapy breasts while she made sure his cock and balls were nice and clean. They didn't have sex in the shower; shower sex was difficult under ideal conditions and was not at all possible while pregnant.
Leslie's libido was still in overdrive. Her hormones were raging and she barely gave Conner time to dry off before dragging him back to the bedroom. She got on all fours on the bed and ordered Conner to fuck her from behind. She had another intense pregnancy orgasm, causing her to collapse on the bed as her body shook.
The couple kept a bottle of lube in the drawer of their bedside table and Conner grabbed it while Leslie recovered. He put some lube on his finger and pushed it up Leslie's butt at her direction. Then he lubed up his dick before getting back into position and easing himself in her backdoor.
"FUCK!" Leslie groaned, baring her teeth as she gripped the sheets tightly.
"Your ass is so tight," Conner gasped, holding her hips while pushing further inside.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Leslie begged once he was balls-deep.
Leslie grabbed a pillow and hugged it to her chest, a grimace on her face as she enjoyed the delicious pain mixed with pleasure that came with anal sex. Her hard nipples brushed the pillow and she could feel her swollen belly against it. Conner's fingers were digging into her hips as he fucked her bum until he finally exploded, filling her with cum.
"I love you," Conner whispered a few minutes later while holding Leslie in his arms.
"I love you, too," she sighed in contentment before wincing. "Shit, I need another shower."
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~Ashley~
"Fuck yeah, now it's a party!" I declare, gesturing with my wine cooler appreciatively.
"Your turn, Ash," Lexi teases from her spot beside Steven on a comfortable chaise lounge chair.
"I'll pass, thanks," I roll my eyes at the bikini-clad redhead.
"They're already hanging out of your shirt, what's the big deal?" Lexi snorts. "Everyone loves a titty show!"
The brat's not wrong; everyone does love a titty show. At the prodding of a couple of football players, Brittney is now standing by the pool with her shirt and bra pulled up, flashing her bare boobs. A few people are cheering and the two players are standing on either side of Brittney, each holding a tit as they grin. They're clearly enjoying the thrill of publicly groping a porn star.
I'm standing with Josh on the other side of the pool. Lexi and Steven are cuddling on one chair while Nicole is stretched out with a book on the neighboring chair. All three of them are in bathing suits. It's Friday evening and everyone is having a relaxing time celebrating our high school graduation.
My outfit consists of a red skirt with white flowers on it. I'm wearing a matching white shirt that exposes my cute belly button. It's a scoop-neck, showing a decent amount of cleavage. Stylish sandals cover my feet, giving me another couple inches of height so I can break six feet. I'm confident I look adorable, not slutty.
"Lexi, knock it off," Steven admonishes, his hand gripping her shoulder.
"I think I look nice," I comment, gesturing at my outfit.
"For a streetwalker," Lexi snorts.
"Lexi!" Nicole and Steven hiss simultaneously.
"You look beautiful," Josh insists, wrapping an arm around my waist and kissing my cheek.
"Blech!" Lexi makes a fake vomit noise as I feel butterflies in my stomach.
"Knock it off, brat," Nicole echoes Steven's earlier words.
"She just needs dick," I reason. "It's been, what, twenty minutes? That's a record for you, right, Lexi?"
The redhead just blows a raspberry and shows me her two middle fingers as everyone else laughs. Shaking my head at the little pain in the ass, I glance around to take in how people are doing. The parents and old folks are gone, and it's time to really party.
Brittney still has her tits out across the pool and she has quite the audience. A few people are still in the pool, with Stacey and April back in once again. Derek Parker, Billy Fisher, and Kevin Miller are all trying to score with one of the blondes. I'm curious if any of them will succeed. Stacey and April might be disappointed if they go with Billy; in my mouth for fifteen seconds and he starts squirting. But maybe he's improved since then.
There are a ton of seniors here and the pool is only one place they are congregating. Various games are going on in the yard and some people are just sitting on the grass to enjoy the day. The tables are still crowded, with some people playing board games while others are snacking and chatting.
The sun is starting to go down, but I'm hoping that a lot of people will stay late. I know we'll be having a bonfire soon. While some people do leave early, a lot of our close friends are still here. I see them around, and a few wave when I lock eyes with them.
Katie Ehrlich smiles at me, a couple of football players wave to Josh and me, and Phillip Collins gives Josh a head nod. I notice Abigail Brown is flirting with Kyle Davis. Kayla's cousin and Lexi's older brother? Interesting. The twins really do have a thing for redheads, so maybe Kyle will get some. Speaking of Kayla's cousins, Alexander is sitting at a table with Hazel, both of them snacking on pretzels.
I'm annoyed that Emily Hawthorne, Josh Morris, and Shannon Gardner are still here. I also see Stephanie sitting in Ian's lap; I'm mad at both of them for hurting Kayla. Marcia is flirting with Kwan while they sit with his two friends. Fuck, Kyle Baker, Hazel's ex-boyfriend, is also still here.
The back door slides open and Kayla steps out with Anne Harrell, the gym teacher and cheer coach. Kayla is wearing jean shorts and a black bikini top. Strings from her bottoms are visible over the top of her shorts. Her dark hair is in a ponytail and I notice she's a little shaky on her feet. Yeah, Kayla definitely has an after-sex look and Miss Harrell has an expression of pure joy on her face. Well, at least until she spots the head cheerleader.
"Brittney O'Connor!" Miss Harrell barks in her most authoritative voice, causing the two football players to jump and back away from the cheerleader. "Put those away!"
"Yes, Miss Harrell," Brittney mumbles sheepishly as she turns to face the coach and lowers her shirt and bra. They're both smiling. "Just celebrating graduation."
"Maybe do that in private," Miss Harrell suggests with a laugh. "Do I need to remind you about last month?"
"Nope!" Brittney blushes. "We do not need to talk about that!"
Everyone is laughing while Kayla and Miss Harrell make their way over to us. I waggle my eyebrows at Kayla who makes a face at me. Steven is completely oblivious to the fact that Daddy's little girl just went full-dyke with the cheer coach. I can't wait for details!
Our group keeps talking and laughing while the party continues. At one point, Olivia from The Jewelry Box is led by the hand by her boyfriend into the house, obviously for a roll in the sack. Marcia brings Kwan over to join us and soon multiple conversations are going on at once. Not long after, Stephanie and Ian join us as well.
"I should probably get going," Miss Harrell eventually says. "I know having a teacher here is killing the mood."
"At least the cop is gone," Lexi chirps.
"We'll stay in touch?" Kayla asks Miss Harrell, ignoring Lexi.
"Of course," Miss Harrell smiles, hugging Kayla.
The cheer coach says goodbye to everyone and makes her exit, although Brittney turns down the suggestion to take her tits out again. We laugh at the sad expressions the football players before resuming our talks. Kwan seems nice enough, but he's a little shy. It's understandable, since everyone here knows each other.
"That's a nice bracelet, Marcia," I compliment when the quiet girl reaches up to brush a lock of hair behind her ear.
"Thanks," Marcia smiles, glancing at the charm bracelet on her wrist. The dark-haired girl is wearing a white sundress with pink flowers on it.
"I've never seen that before, is it new?" Kayla frowns, craning her neck to get a look.
"Uh, yeah," the quiet girl blushes pink. "Ah, it was a graduation present. From Shawn. He gave it to me before he left."
"That was nice of him," I smile, noticing Steven place a hand over Lexi's mouth to stop the brat from saying something stupid.
"It was. He's a good friend," Kayla adds, emphasizing the word friend when she notices Kwan's look of jealousy.
"That reminds me," Josh says from my side. "We all have gifts. Should we get them, Ian?"
"Right, yeah," Ian nods. "Mine are in Stephanie's car."
Marcia already has her gift from Shawn, so she stays with the others while Ian, Kayla, Josh, Stephanie, and I retrieve what we have. The five of us find a free table beneath one of the tents and sit down with our gift bags and boxes. Kayla looks a little sad and I can tell she's feeling like a fifth wheel.
"I guess I'll go first," Josh says quietly as he passes me a wrapped box with a card. "Happy Graduation, Ashley."
"Thanks, cutie!" I smile happily.
I open the card first, which turns out to be really sweet. Josh even has something written in it, thanking me for being the extrovert who adopted his introverted self. I give him a quick kiss before I open the box to reveal a charm bracelet. It's silver and has several charms; a couple of animals, a shoe because I love shoes, and the classic key to represent the key to his heart.
"I hope you like it," Josh whispers.
"I love it, baby," I tell him, grabbing the back of his head and kissing him passionately.
"Uh, guys?" Ian mumbles, trying to get our attention.
"Either start fucking or stop kissing, let's go!" Kayla interjects loudly.
"Kayla!" Stephanie giggles as I reluctantly release my sexy, skinny man.
"Sorry," I mutter, not feeling sorry at all. Then I grab a small bag. "This is for you, Josh."
"Thank you," Josh replies, taking the bag. He blushes when he extracts the first item, a book. "Uh..."
"You're a lucky man, Josh!" Stephanie laughs, clapping her hands.
"A book on sex positions, awesome," Kayla grins.
"We'll have all summer to get through these," I wrap an arm around Josh's shoulder and peck his cheek. "There's one more thing in there."
"Perfume?" Josh frowns in confusion as he looks at the small bottle.
"It's my favorite scent," I explain. "I read that a familiar scent is the best way to bring back a memory. This way, no matter how far away, you can remember me."
"That's actually really sweet," Stephanie comments.
"I love it, Ashley," Josh whispers, seemingly overwhelmed with emotion.
Stephanie and Kayla have gifts for Ian and each other. Framed pictures and handwritten letters. My heart breaks for Kayla when Stephanie and Ian promise they still care about her and regret having to end things. At least they feel guilty, I suppose. Ian has a charm bracelet for each girl.
"I'm noticing a theme here," I speak up. "Marcia had one from Shawn, I have one from Josh, now these two."
"We, uh, we went shopping together," Ian blushes slightly.
"Well, you all did very well," Stephanie says, kissing Ian's cheek.
"They did, yes," Kayla agrees.
We talk for a couple minutes before Ian and Stephanie decide to leave. Kayla assures them they don't have to, but the two of them insist they don't want to spoil Kayla's good time. With a sigh, Kayla reluctantly agrees. The former triple exchanges hugs and kisses, promising to always be in each other's lives. Then Stephanie and Ian make their exit.
"How are you doing?" I ask Kayla.
"Do you need anything?" Josh adds.
"I'm good," Kayla smiles, rolling her eyes when she sees our skeptical expressions. "Really! I mean, I miss being in a relationship, but I'm okay. I have Daddy, I have my Slut-sisters, and I'm gonna be a big sister soon! It's all good."
"What do you think, Josh? Do you believe her?" I ask my boyfriend.
"I'm not sure," Josh muses. "She was pretty scary when she beat the shit out of all that glass and ceramic."
"Oh, stop," Kayla giggles. "Really, I'm fine. I know you two have plans. I'll mingle. Go. Go have fun."
"We have plans?" Josh asks as I take out my phone.
"Yes. Yes, we do," I nod while sending a quick text.
"Who are you texting?" Josh questions.
"None of your business," Kayla replies for me. "Don't be nosy."
"Right, I'm your girlfriend, don't you trust me?" I ask, batting my eyelashes.
"Of course I trust you!" Josh exclaims before looking at me suspiciously. "Are you trying to deflect? What's going on?"
"Damn, I forgot he's smart," I sigh as my phone buzzes. I glance down at it and smirk.
"That's what you get for dating a nerd," Kayla smirks.
"Totally worth it," I nod firmly.
The three of us talk for a couple minutes, with Josh trying to figure out what's going on. This works for me, since I need to kill a few minutes until everything is ready. I finally get the text and say goodbye to Kayla before dragging my shy, sexy nerd into the house while carrying our gifts.
"I assume this plan of yours has something to do with sex?" Josh says as I lead him through the main living room and down the hall.
"Wow, you really are smart," I reply sarcastically.
"What's the surprise?" he wonders.
"You'll see in a minute, don't be impatient!" I giggle. "Consider this part two of your graduation present."
We reach the bedrooms and I rush toward the correct one, throwing open the door. Which is when I discover that I'm wrong about which is the right bedroom. Dan is kneeling on the bed, his muscular torso glistening with sweat. His large hands are holding Jennifer Rhodes' narrow waist as he fucks her doggystyle. The blondes big tits are swinging beneath her as she looks straight ahead, her teeth bared while she grunts.
"Oh God, your cock feels so fucking good!" Jennifer gasps out. "Spank me, pull my hair! Fuck me!"
Dan spanks Jennifer's tight ass before grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and yanking her head back. Jennifer's eyes are open wide but rolled back, her mouth hanging open as she moans. Jennifer is lost in the moment, but Dan locks eyes with me and winks. I blush and smile, backing out of the room and shutting the door.
"Why does this keep happening?!" Josh asks in a hushed whisper.
"What do you mean?" I respond innocently.
"Graduation? You know, a few hours ago?" he gives me a look. "First we caught Mira blowing Kevin, then Shannon was getting double-teamed, now this!"
"It's our high school graduation, we're all celebrating," I reason.
"Is this a party or an orgy?" Josh sighs.
"Why not both?" I shrug. "Also, Mira and Shannon were before the party. They don't count."
"If you say so," he rolls his eyes while continuing to mutter under his breath. "How is this real life. I live in a porno."
Smiling knowingly, I lead Josh down the hall. I laugh at myself for not knowing left from right as I find the correct room. Standing in front of the door, I face Josh and give him a passionate kiss. This is a big deal for me and he's about to realize what a step this is. A way for me to work on my anger and jealousy.
"You're a strong guy, but sex takes a lot out of you. In fact, you might need a physical to make sure you're in tip-top shape to make the girls cream their panties," I tell him, giving him a big speech as I throw open the door. "The doctor will see you now!"
"Fuck," Josh gasps as I shove him into the guest bedroom. "I really do live in a porno."
Posing prettily in the center of the room wearing a slutty doctor outfit, is Katie Ehrlich, the class Valedictorian. Katie looks incredibly sexy and I can feel my pussy dampening as I admire her slim figure, her long blonde hair, and those piercing eyes. This surprise is for Josh, but I'm also excited to fuck the tits off this girl.
The beautiful and smart Jewish woman is dressed in a white form fitting collared mini-dress that is barely long enough to cover her ass. The dress has a button-up front, a belt around the waist, and a red medic logo on the chest. Her long legs are on display as her hand plays with the stethoscope around her neck. A white hat with a red medic logo sits on her head.
Katie isn't my Slut-sister and we don't know each other too well. Yet, girls can talk about sex as much as guys. If not more. Casual conversations by the lockers, me confiding in Katie about my jealousy. Well, the plan comes into formation. My first time sharing Josh isn't with a Slut-sister, but maybe this is for the best.
I'm still nervous about this, but I know Katie isn't going to try and steal my man. I have to work through this issue. Also, Katie has some very, very fun sexual proclivities. She's interested in girls, but I'll be the first one she's actually gonna get her hands on. And Josh? Well, Josh is in for a surprise.
"Josh, don't be rude," I admonish, shoving him forward again. "Katie's here to give you a checkup. You should thank her."
"T-thank you," Josh stammers, his voice cracking.
"Oh! You sound like you might be coming down with something," Katie says, getting into the role as she approaches him. "Here, let me listen to your heart."
Katie walks over to Josh and smiles at him while running her fingers along his bicep. She then places the stethoscope in her ears so she can listen to his heart. It's actually a working stethoscope and I'm loving how much Katie's getting into this. I kick off my sandals as I watch.
"Does his heart sound okay?" I ask with feigned nervousness. "We need him to be ready to fuck us!"
"Well, his heart rate is a little high," Katie bites her lip. "I think we need to get his shirt off so I can examine him."
Katie and I both reach for the hem of Josh's shirt. We have to tell the overwhelmed boy to lift his arms three times before he finally gets it. His eyes are wide as Katie and I both coo over his bare chest while running our hands along his body. Katie then uses the stethoscope again to listen to his heart.
"We're going to be using Lexi's safe word tonight," I whisper in Josh's ear. "If anyone needs this to stop, just say 'pineapple,' okay?"
"O-okay," Josh nods rapidly.
"This doesn't change how I feel about you," I assure him. "What we have is special. This is just for fun, agreed?"
"Agreed," he lets out a breath.
"Nurse, remove the remainder of the patient's clothing. I need to give a more thorough examination," Katie orders firmly. "Remove yours as well, to keep the patient comfortable."
I hope Josh is paying attention to Katie revealing how she loves being in charge. A lot of guys have a problem with the Jewish girl's love of being in control in the bedroom. I know my sexy nerd is more evolved and happy to let the girl take charge once in awhile. This should be fun.
Having me get naked as well is a great idea; Katie is aware that Josh doesn't have a ton of experience. Seeing Lexi and the others naked the day of the lock-in is one thing, this is different. He's actually going to touch Katie. He's going to have sex with her.
Josh can handle this. I can handle this. Flipping out at him and Marcia for their kiss was a stupid decision on my part. I think of everything else that day, convincing myself I can do this. Fingering Hazel, eating out Brittney, getting stripped by Kayla, and a blowjob from Hazel. Letting Josh stick his cock in another pussy is the last big step. I can do this.
Crossing my arms, I grab the hem of my white shirt and pull it over my head. Taking a few steps back so I'm the center of attention, I unhook my bra and free my huge boobs. Katie and Josh are both watching as I cup my tits. I lift my right tit while pulling my left down. Then I alternate several times, a playful smile on my face.
Feeling cheeky, I reach my hands up my skirt and slide my panties down my long legs. I twirl several times, wearing only my cute red skirt. With my back toward both of them, I bend at the waist and pull down my skirt, showing them my bum. I'm wearing a smile, my charm bracelet, and my Slut-sisters necklace. Nothing else.
Now that I'm naked, I sashay over to Josh and trail my fingertips across his chest. Giving him a quick peck on the lips, I quickly unbutton his shorts and slide them down with his underwear. Josh nervously steps out of his clothes and shoes, leaving him looking scrawny and sexy in his birthday suit.



"Well, I think you look very healthy," I nod approvingly as I take a couple of steps back, "but I'll wait for Doctor Ehrlich's assessment."
"No body fat at all, very nice," Katie mutters as she takes her time walking around Josh's body. He jumps when she pinches his butt. "Firm ass. How's his stamina?"
"Excellent, doctor," I nod quickly. "He's great at doggystyle, his cock gets nice and deep."
"Let's take a closer look," Katie says, standing in front of Josh.
Katie is in complete control, which is interesting since she's by far the shortest person in the room. I'm a tall woman, standing at nearly six feet tall. Josh actually is six feet. Katie is about Kayla's height, so Josh is a good six inches taller. Yet, we all know who is in charge here.
The slutty doctor squats in front of Josh so she can examine his erection. I can't help but giggle at how serious Katie's acting, taking her time to lift his shaft so she can lightly massage his balls. Josh looks at me when Katie leans in and gives him a few quick sucks. I nod my head, indicating I'm okay with what's happening.
"Am I healthy?" Josh asks nervously.
"Good heart rate and your penis is nice and erect," Katie answers, getting to her feet. "I'm a little worried about your body temperature."
"Uh, what do you mean?" he questions while I smirk knowingly.
"Fucking two hot bitches takes a lot out of a guy," Katie explains, placing the stethoscope around her neck again. "I think your heart can handle it, but I don't want you to overheat."
"What should we do, doctor?" I wonder, pretending to be worried.
"I do have one treatment we could try," Katie responds. "Nurse! Help me prepare the patient."
Katie and I each grab one of Josh's hands and lead him toward the bed. He quickly realizes Katie is prepared when he notices the overnight bag and the small cooler. I peck his lips to cut off any questions before we lay him down and have him rest his head on the pillow.
Opening the overnight bag, Katie starts pulling out scarves while I remind Josh to trust us. I take two scarves and move to the other side of the bed. Thankfully, this bed has four bed posts, allowing us to securely tie Josh's wrists and ankles, stretching out his body as he breathes heavily.
"You okay, baby?" I ask gently.
"Yeah, I'm good," he nods.
Knowing Josh will feel less nervous with me, I take the final scarf and tie it around his head so he can't see. Leaning over, I peck his lips and remind him that everything is fine. Katie places the cooler on the bedside table and the two of us climb up on the bed, kneeling on either side of Josh.
"We will now proceed with the treatment," Katie declares, running her fingers along his chest.
"Very good, doctor," I nod while caressing Josh's thigh.
Opening the cooler, Katie takes out two ice cubes. She hands one to me and we pop them in our mouths. Holding the ice cubes between our lips, we both lean down and run the ice along Josh's chest. He gasps when the cold hits him, his body shivering slightly. His cock is rock hard and I know he's enjoying this.
Katie swirls the ice along Josh's nipple as I run my mouth around his belly button. I can see Katie working her way up to Josh's neck as I lift his dick so I can run my mouth along his shaft and balls. He's shivering and gasping, the pleasure clearly overwhelming.
"Ashley!" he moans my name as the ice melts.
My mouth is really cold and I manage to lick his balls as the ice cube shrinks. Katie pecks his lips and he moans again. For the next couple minutes, we plant kisses all over his chest and thighs, smiling at each other as we enjoy his squirming.
"The treatment appears to be working, doctor," I comment when the last of the ice melts.
"Yes, I agree," Katie nods, reaching for the cooler. "We just need to make sure the penis is ready. Our pussies are very greedy and we want to make sure he can bring us both to orgasm."
I extend my hand to accept a small amount of crushed ice from Katie. Popping the ice in my mouth, I stroke Josh several times, smirking when he shivers from my touch. He has no idea what he's in for! Leaning over his waist, I direct his shaft toward my open mouth, closing my lips around his thickness.
"Holy shit!" he hisses when he feels my cold tongue against his prick. "Ashley!"
"You can recognize her mouth?" Katie asks in surprise. "Interesting."
"Yeah, that's definitely Ashley's mouth," Josh nods. "And you two never switched sides after putting the blindfold on."
"Clever boy," Katie giggles before lowering her mouth and taking Josh's nipple between her lips.
Everything on the internet says the crushed ice blowjob is a life-changing experience. From Josh's reactions, that is very true. He writhes on the bed as I suck him, his hips bucking to get as much cock in my throat as he can. My tongue is cold and I use it to bathe his shaft in my saliva.
"I believe it's time, doctor," I say a couple minutes later when I take my mouth off Josh.
"It is," Katie agrees.
We both get off the bed and walk to the edge so we can admire Josh's body and so that he can't cheat this time. There's a bit of water on him from our trick with the ice, but it isn't a lot. He's breathing heavily and his cock is rock hard. It juts out proudly, practically begging to be buried in a tight, wet pussy.
Affection for Josh wells up inside of me as I look at him. I agree with him that our relationship probably isn't forever, and I'm still embarrassed when I remember my impulsive marriage proposal. Even as a joke, that was a little much. We aren't forever and I love him for being confident enough to share me.
Now the time is here to see if I can truly share him. Katie reaches out and takes my hand, squeezing it for strength. This subject has been talked to death and now it is time to act. I look at her and nod, indicating for her to proceed. It's time. Josh has real feelings for me and him being inside Katie won't change that.
The class Valedictorian is naked under her mini-dress and she hikes it up to her waist before climbing up on the bed. I stand on the floor next to the head of the bed as Katie straddles Josh and reaches beneath her body to grasp his erection. All three of us gasp as Katie lowers herself onto Josh, allowing him to experience only the second pussy in his life.
"Ashley!" Josh calls my name, making me think he's been fooled. His next words fill my heart with love. "This doesn't change anything."
"You can tell the difference?" I ask weakly.
"Yeah," he nods. "You do feel great, Katie."
"I know, I'm not insulted," Katie laughs. "I think it's really sweet how much you two mean to each other."
Katie places her hands on Josh's chest as she starts bouncing in his lap, riding him with a steady rhythm. I climb up on the bed and kneel by his head so I can remove the blindfold. There's a hot blonde in a slutty doctor costume riding his dick, yet Josh barely even acknowledges her as his eyes find me and he smiles affectionately.
Holding my hair out of the way, I lean in and give him a warm kiss. My tongue briefly snakes out to wrestle with his before I break our lip lock. Then I maneuver my body so I can present my big boobs to his mouth. He slurps a nipple into his mouth and starts sucking on it. This isn't really out of love, it's about the titties; he deserves them.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Katie pants, her white medical hat askew as she continues taking Josh in and out of her cunt.
I continue smacking Josh in the face with my boobs, threatening to smother him in tit-flesh. What a way to go! He happily sucks on my nipples and licks my cleavage, making me moan softly. Turning my head, I lock eyes with Katie and we both smile.
Sitting up, I knee-walk down the bed until I'm next to Katie. She looks a little nervous, but she still leans over to kiss me. Her first time kissing a girl. Katie's lips are soft and it doesn't take her long to involve her tongue; Josh's dick in her twat is flooding her with lust, overwhelming her nerves.
"I think you should give him a little show," I whisper when I break the kiss.
"Yes," Katie nods quickly, her voice thick with lust. "I want him to see me."
It is not easy to undo the buttons on the mini-dress while Katie is bouncing in Josh's lap, but I manage. Untying the belt, I throw open the buttoned dress, revealing Katie's naked body to Josh's gaze. He lets out a small moan when Katie is fully exposed. I don't blame him.
Katie Ehrlich has a tight, sexy body. Her stomach is flat without a trace of body fat. Josh can clearly see his dick disappear into her pink pussy. My boyfriend and I both look toward Katie's chest, admiring her bouncing breasts. Katie's boobs are smaller than mine, around the same size as Kayla's or Marcia's. Definitely bigger than Lexi's or Hazel's.
"Do you like Katie's sexy body?" I ask Josh as I reach out and cup Katie's breast. "Doesn't she have nice titties?"
"Yes," Josh gasps. "I like her boobs."
"I like your cock," Katie moans as she starts to grind in his lap. "It feels so good in me."
Josh is still bound to the bed and I can see him straining against his bonds, clearly wanting to reach out and touch the naked female flesh on display for him. Pushing the slutty doctor outfit out of the way, I lean in and start sucking on one of Katie's tits. My hand reaches between her legs so I can rub her clit.
"Mm, mm," I hum as my tongue flicks her hard nipple.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum!" Katie gasps, her breathing rapid. "I'm gonna cum!"
Katie squeals loudly, her body curling up as her legs shake. I keep my mouth attached to her nipple while continuing to rub her clit. Josh is rolling his hips, clearly doing all he can to extend Katie's pleasure. To my surprise, Katie squeals again, letting out a series of gasping squeaks. Katie Ehrlich is having multiple orgasms.
"Ah! Shit, shit!" Josh gasps, Katie's convulsing pussy clearly making him cum.
"Yes, cum inside me!" Katie screeches. "Cum for me!"
Lifting my head from the Jewish girl's breast, I brush my hair back behind my ears as I notice that her doctor's hat has fallen off. Katie stays in Josh's lap for a minute to catch her breath. Then she slowly gets off him and curls up on her side, looking incredibly cute.
"You're on the pill, right?" Josh suddenly asks, making Katie and me giggle.
"I am, yes," Katie smirks. "You probably should have asked before cumming in me, but we did tie you down."
"Yes, you did," Josh nods.
I take the opportunity to free Josh from his restraints while Katie gets fully nude. The class Valedictorian is being careful to not let any of Josh's semen escape her snatch as she tosses her outfit on the floor. She then grabs a small amount of crushed ice to cool her sweaty face and chest.
"Did you like the bondage?" I ask Josh once he's free.
"I did, that was different," Josh sits up. "A-are we okay?"
"Better than okay," I answer, pecking his lips. "I'm still a little anxious about sharing you, but that went well. It was hot watching my stud boyfriend make a girl cum."
"He did a great job," Katie smiles, her eyes twinkling. "And, ah, so did you, Ashley."
"Ready for another new experience?" I ask Katie, waggling my eyebrows.
"I-I'm ready," Katie nods.
We have Josh get off the bed so that he can have a great view of Katie's first lesbian experience. He's standing by the bed watching us while sipping on a bottle of water. Josh needs to get hard again, and what better way than to watch two hot blondes going at it?
I'm laying on my side as I smile at Katie and reach over to brush her hair out of her face. She scoots toward me and kisses me softly. I run my hand down her side as our tongues start their dance. When I reach her firm ass and squeeze it, I finally feel her hand on my breast.
Katie moans into my mouth as she starts enthusiastically playing with my big tits. I smack her butt when she squeezes my boobs together. I get it; I have huge titties and they need to be touched. Katie is still a little shy about playing with a girl, but I can tell she likes it. She gasps when I teasingly nibble on her lower lip.
Groping me is helping Katie overcome her nerves, and she soon breaks our kiss so she can bury her face in my cleavage. I grab the back of her head and moan her name when she starts slobbering all over my boobs. She sucks on one nipple, then the other, making me gasp when she lightly bites my nipple.
"Mm, time to rock your world," I declare, grabbing Katie by the hair and rolling her onto her back.
I get on top of Katie, our boobs pressing together as we kiss for a couple minutes. Then I kiss down to her neck, briefly sucking on it before kissing my way down to her boobs. I give her tits some love before kissing down to her crotch. Katie gasps when I bury my face in her box.
Since my first goal is to slurp out the creampie, I don't go right for Katie's clit. Her pussy is sopping wet and it isn't long before I taste Josh's semen in my mouth. I greedily swallow every single drop of cum and love juice I can get between my lips as I go down on Katie.
"Oh God, oh God, oh wow!" Katie gasps, holding my head in her hands. "Holy shit, right there! Don't stop! FUCK!"
Reaching up to grab her boobs, I push my tongue as far into Katie as I can, making sure I get all of Josh's load. While thumbing her nipples, I swipe my tongue up until I find her clit. Taking the little nub between my lips, I suck on it while tugging on Katie's nipples. Victory.
Katie starts rambling incoherently, her back arching as she cums on my tongue. Lightly slapping her titty, I release the large breast so I can push two fingers into Katie. My other hand is still playing with a boob and I'm able to cause her to make the sexiest gasping and grunting noises.
I spend a few more seconds lapping up all the pussy juice I can before pulling away from Katie and sitting up. Grinning down at her triumphantly, I admire her naked body. Katie is gasping for breath, her body glistening with sweat as she smiles in the aftermath of her latest orgasm.
"Thoughts?" I ask with an innocent grin.
"You okay, Katie?" Josh questions quietly.
"Never better," Katie gasps, glancing at Josh before looking up at me. "That was great."
"I'm glad you enjoyed," I nod. "You have a yummy pussy."
"Thanks," Katie bites her lower lip nervously. "I'm not sure I'm ready to, ah, you know..."
"Return the favor?" I arch an eyebrow.
"Yeah," she nods. "I mean, I want to, it's just really intimidating."
"Yes, I have a very scary cunt," I laugh, waving her off. "Don't worry about it, I see something I wanna suck on."
Katie sits up, curling her legs beneath her body so I have room to lay horizontally across the bed. Resting on my tummy with my boobs squished against the comforter, I gesture for Josh to approach the bed. Grabbing his dick, I pull him toward me so I can lean in and take him between my lips.
"Ashley!" Josh hisses, burying his hands in my long blonde hair.
I love hearing him say my mane, so I enthusiastically gulp down his shaft, sucking hard. My hand cups his balls, my nails lightly scratching the sensitive skin. Drool fills my mouth as my tongue lashes the underside of his shaft, causing his length to throb in my throat.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I moan as I blow my boyfriend. "Mm, mm!"
"Yeah, suck that dick!" Katie encourages as she watches.
Josh keeps his fingers buried in my golden locks, allowing me to suck on him at my own pace. I eventually feel Katie's hands on my bare back and I smile when she slides them down to play with my butt. Katie seems to really like my ass; she's squeezing my cheeks and occasionally slapping them lightly.
"Glug! Gak! Glug! Glug! Glug!" I gurgle as my technique grows more sloppy.
"Your mouth feels so good," Josh gasps.
I suck on Josh for a couple more minutes, making sure he's rock hard. Pulling him from my mouth, I lift his shaft and lick his nuts for a bit. Then I sit up and smile at him sexily. He leans in and kisses the top of my head, making me sigh happily.
"You ready to go another round with the Valedictorian?" I ask my scrawny nerd.
"What about you?" Josh questions, looking down at me.
"We'll have all night, baby," I assure him. "You're gonna fuck me to sleep tonight, then we'll fuck in the morning. We'll have sex all day tomorrow and you'll fuck me to sleep all over again. You'll fill all my holes with your big dick and cover my entire body in hot cum."
"That sounds fucking amazing," Katie giggles.
"Agreed," I nod firmly. "I'm working through my jealousy, I want you to fuck Katie again."
"Okay," Josh lets out a breath.
"Oh, I know!" I exclaim, getting off the bed. "Let's try a position from your new sex book!"
The three of us sit on the edge of the bed with our feet on the floor as we flip through the book. We're all still naked, and make sure Josh is in the middle so that he has a naked blonde on each side. The book has illustrations of each position, an explanation of the technique, benefits, and some tips.
"I have never heard of doggystyle being referred to as 'man's best friend.'" Katie snorts.
"Neither have I," I giggle. "Mm, every girl's favorite position."
"Not mine," Katie argues. "I need to be in control."
"Okay, but just look at the benefits!" I point to the text. "It says it right here, 'deep penetration and an erotic view.'"
"I'm not saying I won't do doggy, it's just not my favorite," Katie laughs. "I mean, hair pulling and spanking is great, I just prefer to be in the dominant position."
"So, we're not doing that one today?" Josh asks.
"Not today," Katie shakes her head. "Find another. Besides, we don't need a sex book to come up with doggystyle. Pick something different."
"Oh, I want to try this one!" I gasp a few pages later.
"Face off, also known as the lap dance," Josh frowns. "Great for long sessions, face-to-face intimacy."
"You two bookmark that one for later, then," Katie suggests. "Probably not a good one for us. Let's find one for Josh and me, I'm horny!"
"Standing wheelbarrow is a hospital visit waiting to happen," Josh winces.
"Where's your sense of adventure, baby?" I ask, nudging his shoulder with mine. "We're young and in good shape, we can make it work."
"Please," Katie snorts, "your giant tits would be smacking you in the face."
"They would not!" I exclaim.
"Yes, they would be," Katie glances across Josh to stare at my generous assets.
We continue flipping through the book, laughing at the names of some of the positions. There are a few I want to try, a few I'm not too sure about, and a handful look too similar to standard positions. Really, it seems like they're just taking standard positions and changing one small detail to argue it's a brand new position.
"The book says that the pearly gates position is great for G-spot stimulation," I frown, leaning forward to get a better look.
"Sold!" Katie announces, clapping her hands.
"It looks pretty simple," Josh adds thoughtfully.
"It's not face-to-face, Katie will be on top, and we probably won't end up with a funny ER story," I respond. "It's basically reverse cowgirl with Katie laying on him instead of riding."
"Works for me," Katie grins.
"Me, too," Josh agrees.
"Okay, Katie, get on your knees," I suggest. "We took too long of a break and my boyfriend needs a warm-up blowjob."
"I don't usually take orders, but I'll make an exception this time," Katie winks teasingly.
Josh stands up while Katie gets on her knees and starts sucking. His hands are in her hair and he's watching intently as his cock disappears between Katie's stretched lips. At one point, his hand twitches slightly and I think I understand what he wants. It's sweet that he's still so concerned about my feelings.
"Josh, you had your dick in her cunt," I speak up. "If you wanna grab her tits, grab her tits."



"But, ah, what happened before..." he trails off weakly, looking at me anxiously.
"Marcia and I have shit to work through and I need to deal with my jealousy," I pinch the bridge of my nose in frustration before gesturing at Katie. "Grope her!"
This guy has his cock in a girl's mouth and he's more interested in me. My boyfriend is fucking awesome! I'm still a little jealous, but I'm feeling better about things. Marcia's not getting her hands on him just yet, but Kayla or Hazel are definitely options.
Katie keeps sucking on Josh while he stares at me in concern. Eventually, Katie looks up at him and rolls her eyes. With her mouth still stuffed with cock, Katie grabs both of Josh's hands and yanks them downward, placing them right on her boobs.
Josh playing with Marcia's boobs and getting her hot enough to jump him is the cause of my latest meltdown. As a result, Josh is a little reluctant at first. However, he's still ultimately a teenage boy. A teenage boy getting his dick sucked by a hot, naked blonde. And he has boobs in his hands.
He starts to slowly caress Katie's breasts while she holds his thighs and gives him head. His touch makes her moan, which inspires him to get more aggressive. He squeezes her tits together before pulling them apart, his eyes locked on the beautiful flesh.
When it's time to fuck, Josh once again lays down in bed while I stand on the floor to watch the show. His hard dick is standing tall and proud, and Katie wastes no time straddling him in reverse cowgirl position. Josh watches me, not Katie, when the Jewish girl lowers herself onto his lap, taking him inside her once again.
Josh helps Katie lay down so her back is resting on his chest. She uses her elbows for balance while stretching out her legs. Unable to resist, Josh reaches around her body to play with her tits while she starts working her pussy up and down on his rigid pole.
"Holy shit, this feels good!" Katie moans. "Pinch my nipples! Yes, like that! Tug on them! Oh!"
"This is so hot to watch," I whisper, my hand between my legs as I rub myself.
Katie and Josh fuck for several minutes before Katie explodes in an intense orgasm. I even manage to give myself a small cum while watching. Yeah, we're going through this entire book over the summer. I'm horny and I need my pretty little brains fucked out.
I can tell Josh is getting close, so I climb up on the bed and get between their legs. Leaning my head in, I manage to get a good angle so I can lick Josh's ball sack while Katie's vaginal muscles caress his shaft. The poor boy can only handle about thirty seconds of this.
"I'm gonna cum!" Josh announces, his hands squeezing Katie's boobs.
Lifting my head, I wrap my fingers around Josh's base and pull his erection out of Katie's snatch. I immediately feed the throbbing manhood to my greedy lips and start jacking him off while sucking on the head. Josh quickly explodes, filling my little mouth with his seed.
Holding his cum in my mouth, I make my way over to Katie. She's still laying on top of Josh and I waste now time pressing my lips to hers so we can snowball Josh's load back and forth. We're both moaning sexily as our tongues wrestle and we swallow down every drop.
"Holy shit," Katie gasps, her limp body on top of Josh. "Holy shit."
"Hey, Katie?" Josh calls out as he runs his hands along her side.
"Yeah?" the class Valedictorian asks.
"Did I mention I really liked your graduation speech?" he questions, making both of us girls giggle.
"You did," Katie nods. "But, thanks again."
"You're welcome," Josh replies.
We take a break to get some fluids in our bodies while discussing various random topics. Katie eventually points out that it's a shame that I still haven't gotten any dick. I agree and we girls decide that we need to get Josh hard again for another session.
Katie and I get on our knees and give him a very sexy dual-blowjob. We even make out over his mushroom tip. Then we take turns giving him a titty-fuck; not because we need to get him hard, but more just for fun. Finally, it's time to get some cock in me.
I crouch on the bed in the standard doggystyle position so Josh can mount me. I put on a show for Katie, moaning like a porn star while begging Josh to fuck me harder, to pull my hair, to slap my ass. He even leans over me to grab my swinging tits, using them for leverage to really pound me. I cum so hard my eyes roll back and my toes curl.
When Josh is close to cumming, Katie rests her head on my butt so she can look up at him and beg for him to cum in her mouth. He pulls out of my pussy and shoves himself in Katie's mouth. Katie gets her first real taste of pussy as she sucks my love juices off his dick. Seconds later, he coats her mouth and throat in man stuff. Which Katie, of course, has to snowball to me.
We get cleaned up before returning to the bedroom. I know there's a bonfire going on outside, but the three of us are pretty worn out. Competition for the limited bedrooms is fierce, but I lay claim to one by my right as a Slut-sister. Katie decides to spend the night with us.
Katie and I snuggle up to Josh, each of us resting our head on his chest. This guy really is amazing. I'm glad I'm his first. I end up thinking back to my own first time; a huge disappointment. I guess that's what I get for being such a party girl. I have no real regrets, but I have to admit the sex is a million times better with guys like Josh and Steven.
I'm still a little jealous, and I don't want Josh fucking a slut while I'm not around. I still have to admit that this threesome experiment seems like a complete success. Josh says one of the reasons he's okay with sharing me is that he's realistic; he knows we probably aren't forever.
We both keep saying we're not forever, but what if we are?
~Hazel~
I smirk as I watch Ashley lead Josh into the house, knowing the sexy blonde is about to blow her nerd's mind. My smile turns to a wince as I shamefully remember judging him. Josh is a good guy, even if he's a bit of a nerd who is really not my type. Of course, I still let him play with my pussy. Guess I really am a whore. Whatever. He makes Ashley happy, that's what matters. With all the horrible people out there, I need to just be grateful my Slut-sister found someone to treat her right.
Reaching out, I grab a small pretzel out of the bowl on the table and pop it in my mouth. I wash down the salty snack with a sip of soda that I wish was alcohol. Perks of being a pregnant teen. I even have to moderate my soda intake because of the caffeine. At least I can have one damn can.
Letting out a breath, I glance around to get a good look at how my other Slut-sisters are doing. Kayla is going through some cheer moves with Brittney and a couple other cheerleaders. Kayla is wearing a black bikini top and jean shorts. Brittney is just in a bikini.
It looks like they're teaching some of the other girls a few simple cheerleader moves. I'm shocked to see that Amanda Sawyer is trying to learn. It's nice that the quiet girl is finally trying to socialize, although she probably shouldn't have waited until after graduation.
Marcia is still hanging out with Kwan, and the two of them are posing in front of the photo backdrop. Kwan is wearing a jester hat and Marcia has a ridiculous fake mustache on her upper lip. The two of them are laughing hysterically. Yeah, he's definitely getting lucky tonight.
I'm actually quite proud of our little wallflower for getting involved with the guy. Marcia is usually very selective about who she gives it up to. Kayla's birthday pool party and the guy from Bermuda are outliers, proof that she can wear the slut badge once in awhile.
I bite my lower lip as I think that maybe I should be more selective as well. Fuck, I don't even know who the biological father of my baby is. Please be Steven. Please. I don't want it to be one of those idiots from Bermuda. Fuck. I'm a stupid whore.
Shaking my head, I continue watching Marcia and Kwan. I know that Marcia needs a real connection to sleep with someone, but I'm curious about her type. Physically, she loves buff guys. Despite being the only Slut-sister to not sleep with Dan, she has a bit of a crush on the muscle-bound man. Oh wait, Nicole. Four out of six, Dan's doing pretty well.
I've realized I like older guys. I'm good with dad bods, I just really want a man who knows what he's doing between my legs. Not a boy who can't find the hole, let alone my clit. I think Marcia is a romantic, she wants to feel special, loved. I get that, but sometimes a girl just wants her brains fucked out. I'm horny and would really love to have my insides rearranged right about now.
"You okay?" Alexander suddenly asks me, resting his elbows on the table as he looks at me with concern. "You seem upset."
"I'm good," I nod, smiling at Kayla's handsome cousin. "You can go have fun, you know? You don't have to just sit here with me."
"I'm very happy sitting here with you," he confirms.
"Really? I haven't said anything in ten minutes," I giggle.
"Maybe I'm just enjoying the view," Alex smirks.
"Even though I'm not a redhead?" I ask with a raised brow.
"I do have a thing for redheads," he admits. "But, that doesn't mean I can't appreciate a young woman as lovely as you."
"Keep it in your pants, buddy," I playfully stick out my tongue.
"Put that away unless you plan on using it," Alexander winks as he gestures at my tongue.
I laugh and roll my eyes, shaking my head at his antics. Yup, same guy I remember from Kayla's sweet sixteen; a shameless flirt. Alexander is a fun guy, but I know he's only spending time with me in an attempt to convince me to get naked with him. I am horny, and I have a green light from Steven. But, I'm not sure any more. Marcia has a point about how great a connection is. Oh well, at least the attention is nice.
Alexander Brown is a tall, handsome guy with a muscular build. He has dark hair, brown eyes, and sexy caramel skin. The buff guy is definitely Marcia's type, but I can't deny that he's nice to look at. He wants to be an architect, so I know he has a good head on his shoulders. He's dressed in shorts and a t-shirt.
I'm wearing a pair of tight jeans, which are starting to feel a little too tight. I have a short-sleeve top on and my brown hair is in a braid that falls down to my butt. Alex's admiring glances are making me smile, but I'm also terrified that I'll never be looked at this way again. Will I be able to get my body back after having the baby?
My eyes go to the pool and I can see all the women in bikinis. Stacey and April are much older than me, and they look fucking gorgeous in their bathing suits. The two of them are standing off to the side of the pool, having a whispered conversation while the guys in the pool are openly gawking at their slim bodies. Will I look that good at twenty-five? Or will I have stretch marks and saggy tits?
I'm having a baby. It still doesn't feel real. I'm going to be a mom. I can't marry Steven; he has two girlfriends already. Who is going to want me? Fuck, I can't think like this. I'm young, I use that cream to prevent stretch marks, and I work out. I'll get my sexy body back. And I'm fun to be around. Usually.
Jealousy flares inside me when I notice Lexi and Nicole pulling Steven into the bounce house. He's such a great guy, they're both so damn lucky. My thumb brushes against my promise ring, reminding me that Steven does care for me. I won't be homeless. My baby won't be taken away.
I'm distracted from my thoughts when April shouts something, making me jump. Caught by surprise, I'm unable to process her exact words. A moment later she jumps into the pool with a loud splash. I frown in confusion as Stacey gets in the water and drags the short blonde out. Weird. Shaking my head, I ignore them and get back to chatting with Kayla's cousin.
Alex and I talk about college life as the sun sets. It's really sweet how he assures me I'll be able to have a mostly-normal college life. I'm not so sure, but he does have a point when he reminds me that Steven and the girls will help. Maybe I'm being too cynical; yeah, he definitely wants to fuck me, but Alex is a good guy. It isn't about sex. Well, it isn't just about that.
I admire Steven's bare chest when he exits the bounce house with his girlfriends. Lexi and Nicole are still wearing bikinis, their pale, freckled skin on full display. It's getting dark and I know Steven is going to be starting the bonfire soon. As the three of them walk toward the fire pit, they stop to talk to two people who are very obviously flirting.
"Looks like having a thing for redheads runs in the family," I comment as I gesture with my head toward where Abigail is flirting with Kyle Davis.
"Gross, I don't wanna see that," Alexander makes a disgusted face.
"Don't tell me you're one of those guys who get all weird when a girl expresses her sexuality?" I lean forward with a dangerous glint in my eye.
"No, not at all," he shakes his head. "But, that's my sister. She can express herself and enjoy her life, I just do not want to know about that stuff."
"So, you two don't talk about your love lives with each other?" I ask.
"Not really," Alexander shrugs. "She'll check out my outfit before a date or something. If she goes on a date, I just make a joke that I'll kick the guy's ass if he hurts her."
"Abigail seems like she can take care of herself," I observe. "She's really pretty, so I'm not surprised she has her share of admirers."
"Oh, she can. I'm scared of her," he shamelessly admits. "But, ah, what can you tell me about Lexi and Nicole's brother?"
"He was not happy with Lexi dating Kayla's father, but he seems to be coming around," I shrug. "I don't really know him."
"I thought you girls had all been friends for years?" Alex frowns in confusion.
"You remember me, Ashley, Marcia," I point out. "I'm guessing you don't remember Lexi. She's a recent addition to the group."
"Ah, gotcha," he nods. "I can understand why Kyle would be worried about his baby sister dating a guy who's forty while still in high school. But, Uncle Steven is a great guy. I'm glad Kyle knows."
"Yeah, Steven's great," I smile. "We love him. He was so great when we were growing up, we always felt safe with him. Things only turned sexual after Lexi showed up and filled our world with redheaded sluttiness."
"I'm definitely pro-redheaded sluttiness," Alexander laughs.
"So, you gonna make a play for Kyle, then?" I ask impishly.
I try and hold a straight face while Alex's goes through shock, disbelief, settling on confused. Before he can reply, I can't hold it in any more and start laughing. He tries not to smile, failing miserably. Then he's laughing right along with me, shaking his head.
"I only swing one way," he eventually says.
I snort and roll my eyes. "You're not doing a great job of making me wanna take my clothes off."
"What makes you think I'm trying to get your clothes off?" he counters with a charming smile.
"Because you've been sitting here flirting with me for over an hour," I tell him.
"Maybe I just enjoy your company?" Alex suggests. "Besides, you're carrying my future cousin."
"Doesn't mean you don't wanna sleep with me," I argue, even though I'm happy that he considers my baby his cousin. "I mean, you wanted to sleep with Lexi and she might be your aunt someday."
"That's weird to think about," he chuckles. "Fine, if you insist that you want complete honesty; I wanna sleep with you."
"Even though I'm pregnant?" I ask incredulously.
"Now you're doubting me? You're the one who insisted I admitted my less-than-pure desires," Alexander says. "Yes, even though you're pregnant. You are beautiful and you aren't even showing. Plus, you're fun to talk to. And, you know, I'm a horny college guy."
"I respect your honesty," I smirk. "Even if I had to drag it out of you."
"You're pregnant with my cousin, that makes us family. I guess I have to be honest with you," he sighs. "I guess you won't believe I'm a professional athlete or something?"
"Is that how you usually pick up chicks?" I giggle.
"No, Abigail gives me tips and she always tells me to talk as little as possible," Alex explains. "She says I'm handsome, but my voice infuriates people."
"Sounds like sisterly love," I nod.
"Well, what's your secret for picking up guys?" he wonders.
"I'm a hot girl, I don't need to be clever," I respond, placing my elbows on the table and resting my face on my hands as I give him a seductive smile. "Hey, handsome, I've got a pussy you can play with."
"Throw in the tits and you've got a deal," Alexander replies with a straight face.
"See, boys are easy," I lift my head and wave my hand dismissively.
We continue talking and flirting, and I'm starting to feel better about the idea of letting him do me. A part of me feels like I'm being disloyal to Steven, but we have a deal. I ask first, and I did. He'll be a little jealous, but I'm jealous of Lexi and Nicole. Sometimes we just have to make the best of a situation that's not ideal. Other times I have to just go with that old saying; sometimes a girl just wants to be bent over and banged like a screen door in a hurricane. And let's just say that the wind is starting to blow.
It's really getting dark now and Steven lights a few decorative electric torches so the people still swimming can see. Stacey and April are nowhere to be seen and I'm not sure where they are. I'm hoping they didn't leave without saying goodbye! A few new people are in the pool and I quickly realize that Emily Hawthorne isn't wearing a bikini top. Shit, neither is Brittney. Yup, the real party is starting.
Kayla is now standing with her father, helping him start the fire. Alex and I get up and make our way over to the fire pit. It's a decent size, so we should be able to gather around it and roast marshmallows. Lexi and Nicole are watching as the father and daughter toss in kindling to build up the flames.
"Wow, I don't remember the last time you used that," I say, gesturing to the fire pit.
"Oh, hi Hazel," Steven smiles when he notices me. "Yeah, it's been awhile. Hey, Alex."
"Uncle Steven," Alexander inclines his head.
"Sup, slut?" Lexi nods toward me.
"Whore," I nod back.
"So much love," Nicole rolls her eyes.
The six of us talk for a few minutes while Steven breaks out the marshmallows. A few others join us to roast marshmallows, including Kyle Davis and Abigail Brown. The twins bicker for a couple minutes before Abigail resumes flirting with Kyle. Steven sits in a chair and Nicole takes his lap, pushing Lexi out of the way because the younger redhead already had a turn.
"You live with him, you can cuddle with him any time," I say to the pouting brat.
"No one asked you," Lexi grumbles, her arms crossed.
"Mm, I'm so comfy," Nicole coos happily, wiggling her bikini-clad bum in Steven's lap. "I feel so safe and loved."
"Bitch," Lexi snaps at her sister.
"You're fine, stop being a brat," Kayla admonishes, swatting Lexi on the butt.
"Why does everyone call me a brat?" Lexi frowns.
"Because you're a brat?" Nicole offers.
"Okay, that's enough," Steven interjects while Lexi blows a raspberry.
As if summoned by bickering, Marcia shows up to mother the Slut-sisters. Kwan is with her, but I don't see his friend Charles or Charles' girlfriend, Olivia. Lexi and Nicole continue their banter, and Lexi successfully draws Kayla and I into it. Marcia and Steven manage to get us to stop. Or, at least be less silly and childish. Slightly.
"Do you girls always talk to each other like this?" Kwan asks.
"Ever since Hurricane Lexi came into our lives," Kayla giggles.
"Yeah, we used to have boring lives," I snort. "Then we got a mascot."
"I'm not a mascot!" Lexi exclaims.



"Aw, of course you're not," I reply, leaning forward to pat her on the head. "You're more like a pet that gets into trouble humping people's legs and peeing on everything."
"But, we can't get rid of her because she wormed her way into our hearts," Kayla finishes for me.
"Exactly!" I nod while Lexi rattles off some very impressive expletives.
"That was some impressive cursing," Olivia comments as she and Charles join us. Olivia is glowing and definitely has sex hair.
"And where have you two been?" Kayla asks, waggling her eyebrows.
"Uh, just, ah, relaxing," Charles blushes.
"Right," I snort.
"So, marshmallows!" Olivia exclaims, grabbing one.
We roast marshmallows and place them on chocolate bars between two graham crackers. The group is getting kind of big, so Alex and I find a couple chairs to sit in. Kayla joins us to snack on the tasty treats while discussing our days. I really, really wanna hear about Kayla and Miss Harrell, but I know now isn't the time.
"Hey, Kayla," Dan says when he approaches.
"Oh, hi Dan!" Kayla smiles.
My eyes drift toward the pool where Brittney and Emily are tossing a beach ball around. They're still topless and several guys are enjoying the view. Jennifer Rhodes stands at the edge of the pool in a pink bikini. She notices the other two are topless, so Jennifer just shrugs and removes her bikini top before jumping in.
"Sorry," Dan mumbles, "about, you know, Jennifer."
"Why are you sorry?" Kayla giggles. "She's a hot piece of ass, congrats!"
"It was just a one time thing," Dan sighs. "I don't know, it just seemed like I was being the old Dan."
"There's nothing wrong with hooking up," Kayla tells him. "The old Dan only cared about himself and his needs. You're better now, we're good."
"Thanks," Dan lets out a breath.
"Are you staying over?" Kayla asks.
"Yeah, I thought I might," Dan nods. "I mean, there aren't a lot of bedrooms, so I'll probably grab one of the tents."
"Feel free to think about Kayla if you're pitching a tent in those shorts," I interject.
"Hazel!" Kayla hisses while Alex snorts.
"I'm Alex, Kayla's cousin," Alexander adds.
"Nice to meet you," Dan smiles.
Dan's infatuation with Kayla is obvious as the four of us chat for a few minutes. Jennifer eventually calls Dan and asks him to come in the pool. There are three topless girls in the water, so I am very surprised when Dan shakes his head and gestures toward us. Kayla just laughs and shoves him toward the water.
I watch as Dan removes his shirt and jumps in the pool. A few of the football players from earlier aren't in the water anymore, but there are still a couple of guys happy to play with the topless ladies. A smirk crosses my face before I take a bite of my snack, sighing happily at the flavor of melted chocolate and marshmallow.
"I'm gonna run to the bathroom, I'll be right back," Alex says as he stands up.
"Remember to shake twice!" I call out.
"I'll do that," he shakes his head as Kayla laughs.
Now that Kayla and I are alone, I'm finally able to get some details about the sex with Miss Harrell. Finding out my former gym teacher is basically a dominatrix is kind of terrifying. I'm also of the opinion that Miss Harrell wants a lot more than just sex with Kayla. Plus, sex with Kayla is addictive.
We gossip a bit about Alexander, although Kayla doesn't seem to want to think about her cousin having sex. I quietly point out that it's kind of ironic that she's disgusted by the thought of her cousin having sex, but she loves the idea of getting fucked by her father and swallowing his cum. She just hisses at me to shut up and we switch to more appropriate topics.
A few people are roasting marshmallows, and I am surprised to see Frank Morrow standing by the fire without a video game. He tries roasting a marshmallow, but it falls into the fire. A guy from the football team helps him out, making me think that we really are growing up; no more stupid cliques. We're all part of the same graduating class.
Noah Heath and Camila Rodriguez rush over to the grass where Steven has a large number of supplies. A lot of people are staying over and there are only so many bedrooms. Noah grabs a tent while Camila snags a couple of sleeping bags and pillows.
Kayla and I watch as Noah struggles to put up the tent while Camila makes the task harder. I can't hear what she's saying, but from her gestures I can tell exactly what Camila is going through; she's a girl who needs dick and needs it now. Fortunately, Noah gets the tent up and the two of them disappear inside.
"Hi, Hazel. Hi, Kayla," a male voice says, startling us.
"Hi, Baker," I sigh, not happy seeing my ex-boyfriend again.
"Baker," Kayla nods.
I stay seated while I wait for him to speak as he shifts nervously from foot to foot. There's sorrow in his brown eyes as he looks at me. It takes him a couple of awkward minutes to speak, a long stretch where the three of us just stare at each other.
"I'm sorry," Kyle finally says.
"For?" I prod, needing more.
"Being an asshole," he explains. "I was jealous. I miss you and I want you back. I lashed out. I'm sorry."
"Thank you for saying that," I nod slowly. "I'm sorry you have a broken heart, I really am. But, you need to know you really hurt me. I judge myself enough, someone who claims to care about me shouldn't have talked like that."
"I know," Kyle mumbles sadly. "I really do love you, Hazel."
"You have a funny way of showing it," Kayla speaks up.
"Kayla, I've got this," I tell my best friend, my Slut-sister. Then I turn back to my ex. "She does have a point."
"I should have been more understanding, I'm sorry," he says.
"At least you know you were being ridiculous," I finally reply.
"But it's okay, Hazel. I forgive you," Kyle smiles.
"Excuse me?" I ask, my eyes wide.
"The fuck?" Kayla adds.
"I understand you were weak, but we can do this together, okay?" Kyle offers. "I'll take you back and we can figure this out. And if you decide to have the baby, Kayla's dad can take care of it. We'll move on."
"What the fuck?!" I exclaim, sitting up straight.
"Are you insane?!" Kayla squeals.
"What? What did I say?" Kyle frowns, looking genuinely confused. "I said I forgive you. I'll take you back. You don't have to keep doing all... this."
"You aren't sorry at all!" I snarl. "You're still only thinking about yourself. I'm a person, not your property. I make my own choices and live my own life."
"I am sorry and I know that!" he insists.
"Do you?" I ask with raised eyebrows.
"Well, yeah," Kyle mumbles. "It's just, we're meant to be together. I let you go off and experience life, now we should be planning our future."
"Fucking psycho," Kayla grunts.
"She's right, you're crazy," I sigh. "Please, just leave us alone."
"But, Hazel," he whispers, looking horrified. "I love you. You belong with me."
"Fuck you!" I screech, stopping all nearby conversation.
"There's no reason to be so rude, I'm trying to be reasonable," Kyle replies, his face is a stoic mask barely hiding his anger. Violence? I don't even know.
"YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!" I scream at full volume, my voice echoing across the massive yard.
Everyone is staring at us. Great. Just fucking great. Marcia looks concerned, Lexi is looking at Kyle Baker like she's gonna rush him and rip his throat out. Nicole is still in Steven's lap, and she's actually reaching out to grab the back of Lexi's bikini so the brat can't attack. Lexi really would kill for the Slut-sisters. I love her.
Steven is looking at me, clearly worried about me. He isn't moving just yet, and I can tell he respects me enough to let me handle things by myself. Yet, he's ready to intervene if I need him. Fuck, I might need him. Everyone is looking at us in silence. All I can hear is the pounding of my heart, the crackling of the nearby bonfire, and the soft moans of Camila Rodriguez coming from the nearby tent. I guess my scream isn't stopping the Latina from getting dick.
"Hazel," Kyle states firmly, pure rage flashing across his face. "Be reasonable."
"You seriously need help," I comment, getting to my feet.
I'm completely overwhelmed, so I walk away from the situation with Kayla following me. We end up standing near the edge of the pool, my arms crossed as I try to gather my thoughts. Three topless girls are staring at me, their bare breasts bobbing on the surface of the water. Suddenly, someone grabs my arm.
"Don't you walk away from me!" Kyle snarls, pulling me toward him.
Everything happens so fast. People are shouting. I hear Lexi screech out some sort of threat as everyone starts moving. And suddenly, Kyle's flailing backwards, landing in the pool with a huge splash. Alexander is standing beside me, his face red as he glares into the pool.
"Never touch a woman like that," Alex snaps. "EVER."
Kyle's standing in the water, his clothes soaked. His face morphs from surprise, to shame, to anger. The girls in the water move away from him, while Dan looks like he wants to hit Kyle. I briefly look away and see Lexi standing a few feet away from me, panting, bare chested. Nicole is standing behind her, holding Lexi's bikini top. Lexi is n full protective mode and it seems like she tore free of her bikini to get to me.
I step back as Kyle pulls himself out of the pool, worried about what he might do. As if sensing my fear, Lexi rushes forward and stands in front of me, shielding my body with hers. Alex is still standing to my left, a six foot wall of muscle. Yet it's the tiny, topless redhead who is the most intimidating.
Affection for Lexi wells up inside me as I think about her shielding Kayla from the barrel of a gun. This girl would give her life for us without a second thought. She has a history of being alone, of being used and controlled. Now? Now she has friends. Lexi knows what it's like to be treated as worthless, and she will kick anyone's ass for making a Slut-sister feel that way.
"Hazel," Kyle whimpers, water dripping off of him as he approaches me.
"LEAVE HER ALONE!" Lexi roars, drawing her right arm back as her hand makes a fist. She then lashes out, punching Kyle Baker in the face.
"Ah, fucking bitch!" Kyle staggers, blood running from his nose. Madness flashes in his eyes as he slaps Lexi. "Cunt!"
And then Steven is here. Dan is out of the pool by now and he's standing near Alexander, both of them ready to interfere. Both guys are bigger than Steven, but he's the one who is larger than life right now. He literally grabs Kyle by the scruff of his neck and starts dragging him toward the gate.
I'm still shaking from the confrontation. Lexi is holding her cheek while Nicole and Marcia fuss over her. Kayla is rubbing my back as I stare open-jawed at the gate, waiting for Steven to come back. I'm so tense. I'm so scared. And fuck, I'm so wet for Steven right now.
My heart is racing as I watch the gate, willing for him to return. The gate finally opens, and the handsome guy appears. He looks angry, his manly features marred by his rage. Steven lets out a breath as he jogs over to us, clearly trying to control his anger so he can focus on our well-being.
"Are you okay?" Steven asks, looking at Lexi and me with concern.
"Yeah, I'm okay," I nod, still shaking slightly.
"Uh, what's going on?" Noah Heath's voice calls out. He and Camila are poking their heads out of the tent. Camila has a shirt over her chest.
"Everything's fine, go back to fucking," Kayla yells back.
Camila blushes and withdraws into the tent. Noah just nods before disappearing as well. People are still crowding around us and I notice Kyle Davis quickly approach. He rushes up to his baby sister and pulls her hand away from her face so he can inspect her carefully.
"I should kill him," Kyle Davis growls.
"I'm okay, I'm fine," Lexi mumbles, a film of tears over her eyes.
"Okay, everyone!" Steven yells, getting everybody's attention. "Show's over! Let's get back to having fun!"
It takes a few minutes, but people soon return to their activities and the sounds of various conversations once again fill the air. Dan talks with Kayla for a couple minutes before returning to the pool. Marcia and Kwan stay with us while Alexander stands beside me. His twin sister, Abigail is nearby, looking unsure of what to do. Steven is checking on all us girls while Nicole and Kyle both look after their baby sister.
"I'll rip that guy's balls off if I ever see him again," Nicole snarls.
"I did hit him first," Lexi admits with a small smirk.
"I don't fucking care," Kyle declares, glancing at Nicole. "I'll hold him down for you."
"Deal," Nicole nods in approval.
"It's nice to know you care," Lexi smiles at her big brother.
"Of course, I care," Kyle says sincerely. "I'm your brother."
"I thought you agreed with our parents," Lexi mumbles quietly.
"The things you went through... I hate myself for not being there to help you," Kyle sighs. "I was always just worried about you. You finally seem happy, so I'm good. I said it before, I'm still concerned, but I want to be in your life. I love you, Alexis."
"It's 'Lexi,'" Lexi grins, showing off her pearly-white teeth.
I miss my brothers. Seeing the bond between the three redheads, I really just want to hug my baby brothers. But, I can't. Instead, I watch as Kyle continues inspecting Lexi's cheek, which is only slightly red. Kyle eventually accepts that the other Kyle is gone and that Lexi is okay.
"Uh, Lexi?" Kyle stammers, suddenly uncomfortable now that his rage is calmed down.
"Yeah?" Lexi frowns, confused by her brother's red face.
"You're still, ah, I mean, um, I can see your, you know..." Kyle trails off as he gestures toward Lexi's exposed breasts. "Your assets."
"Her 'assets?'" Nicole laughs while Lexi blushes and crosses her arms over her chest.
"What was I supposed to call them?" Kyle asks, glaring at Nicole.
"'Tits?'" Nicole offers.
"You and Lexi are my sisters," Kyle states firmly. "I will not use that term."
"Fine, call them her 'breasts,' if you must, but really? 'Assets?'" Nicole laughs. "Idiot."
"Just give me my top!" Lexi whines, bouncing on her feet.
It makes sense that we don't notice; Lexi's boobs are a regular sight at the mansion. She's practically naked right now, only covered by a pair of light blue bikini bottoms. Her fingers are buried in her armpits as she uses her arms to protect her modesty. There are three topless girls splashing around in the pool, but I know Lexi is nervous about any guy besides Steven seeing her tits. And I can understand why she doesn't want her brother seeing her.
"Oh, right, I have that!" Nicole realizes, handing Lexi the string bikini top.
"H-how did you end up with her bathing suit?" Alex asks, pointedly looking away so Lexi can put her boobs away. I can tell he really wants to look, but he's being a gentleman.
"She kept trying to attack the guy and we wanted her to stay out of it at first," Nicole answers. "I was holding her back by the bikini."
"We really should get a leash for Lexi," Kayla muses.
"I said that and you all got mad," I roll my eyes.
"You wanted to leave me tied to a tree all day!" Lexi growls as she finishes securing her top.
"Forgive me for wanting some peace and quiet," I smile when Lexi blows a raspberry.
"Anyway, she pulled out of the suit when she noticed that guy grab Hazel," Nicole explains.
"I was on a mission," Lexi shrugs.
"Thank you," I say sincerely.
The bonfire keeps going, with more and more people standing around it. I'm still a little overwhelmed, so I break away from the group. Alexander and Kayla join me, both of them nursing alcoholic drinks. Fuck, I'm jealous. Wine sounds amazing right about now.
"Hey, Hazel!" a male voice calls out.
I look up and see Josh Morris and Shannon Gardner approaching. I still regret spending the night with Josh Morris at Kayla's birthday pool party. And Shannon is the bitch responsible for spreading the news of my pregnancy. Just what I need right now. Fuck, I'm renaming them "Douche" and "Douchette."
"What the fuck do you two want?" I snarl, still on edge.
"Hazel," Douchette mumbles, her face pale. "Hazel. God. I'm so, so sorry. I never... I mean, I just thought, well, I don't know! I like to talk and it didn't seem like a big deal to tell people what I heard. Then you all got mad at me and I just got defensive. Fuck. I'm so sorry."
"That. All of that. That wasn't cool," Douche adds while rubbing her back. "What we did at the lock-in wasn't cool, but that really wasn't cool. Sorry."
"Thank you," I reply in a small voice, my anger melting away.
"You've always been a gossip, Shannon," Kayla says slowly. "We like you as a person, but you need to stop talking behind people's backs."
"I know," Douchette, no, Shannon, nods. "I know."
"We'll get going now," Josh sighs, looking over to the pool where my ex-boyfriend slapped Lexi. "So fucking uncool."
"You don't have to go," I tell him. "We're okay."
"Yeah, you should both stay," Kayla agrees. "Have fun."
"Thank you," Shannon smiles, hugging Kayla.
"Yeah, thanks," Josh adds, looking at me. "Any guy would be lucky to be with you. You're great."
Josh and Shannon leave to go roast marshmallows by the bonfire. Kayla seems to be in pretty good spirits, but I'm ready for bed. Yeah, it's still pretty early, but I need a break. Alexander accompanies me as we head inside and walk through the house.
The party is really heating up and there is a couple making out on the couch in the main living room. A girl from the softball team is straddling a guy in the armchair as they make out. Everyone's still fully-clothed, so no crazy orgy. Not yet, at least.
"Listen," I begin when we reach the bedrooms, "I really appreciate you pushing my ex-boyfriend into the pool."
"No trouble at all, I actually enjoyed it," Alex laughs.
"Well, thanks," I giggle. "Anyway, I do like you, but I'm really not feeling sexy right now."
"You definitely look sexy," he tells me. "But, I'm not some entitled asshole. I was hoping to, ah, spend more time with you, but it's all good."
"This party is going all weekend," I point out. "I'm not promising anything, but who knows?"
"I guess we'll find out," Alexander replies. "Goodnight, Hazel."
"Goodnight, Alex," I whisper, standing on my toes to kiss his cheek.
I'm surprised Alex is also going to bed so early, but he heads into his bedroom just as I enter mine. All the spare bedrooms are occupied and I know there's a lot of fucking going on in there. I am horny, but I'm too emotionally drained to do anything about it. I just strip down to my panties and get into bed. I'm out cold in seconds.
~Stacey~
"Are we okay?" I ask April nervously as we stand by the pool.
"Of course!" April squeaks in her adorable voice. "You're allowed to fuck Steven this week."
"Oh, that's how we're doing it?" I laugh while brushing some wet hair out of my face.
"Seems like it," she snorts.
"I can't argue with that," I shake my head. "I was talking about Sarah. We're monogamous. Well, with cunt. Not so much with dick."
"Only because neither of us has one," April giggles before turning serious. "I mean, we've played before. I'd like veto rights and for you to ask me. So, I'm glad nothing really happened with Sarah."
"I'll be more careful to ask you in the future," I promise, kissing her forehead.
The party is still going on as the sun starts to set. The graduates' parents are long gone and a few of the teenagers have beers or wine coolers. I notice that Kayla is going over some cheer moves with a fellow cheerleader as they teach the other girls. Kayla is wearing a black bikini top and a pair of jean shorts. Her raven hair is in a ponytail and she looks as stunning as ever.




As gorgeous as Kayla is, to me April shines brighter. A smile crosses my face as I admire my girlfriend. The little nerd is wearing a navy bikini with a lace-back top. The suit has orange, white, and light blue designs on it. My suit is a string bikini with white and red hearts. The two cups are connected by a red plastic heart.
We've been swimming for quite awhile, before and after my bedroom activities with Steven. April is having a lot of fun flirting with Kevin, Derek, and, ah, the third guy. Bobby? Shit. I can't remember the third one. The five of us have been hanging out for so long, now I feel awkward asking his name again.
The guys are still in the water, but they seem more interested in gawking at our bodies while we take a break from swimming. I have to admit, it feels nice to draw their gaze. April is definitely enjoying the flirting and I am making quite a few cougar jokes at her expense even though the petite girl can pass for a high school student. It's funny to watch her check out the guys as if she wants to eat them alive. Now they know how we girls feel.
"Now that we're clear on our agreement to ask permission, I'm asking permission," April giggles.
"George and Haruto not enough for ya?" I tease before glancing over my shoulder. "Do you wanna ask Lexi and Nicole to borrow Steven for a ride?"
"He and I aren't there yet, I still need time," April sighs. "Don't worry, you'll get your wild threesome with the two of us someday. I was talking about the football hunks."
"Mm, I'll hold you to that," I purr, my pussy getting wet just from the thought of rolling around in bed with April and Steven. Smirking, I gesture with my thumb toward the pool. "Which one do you want? Derek, Kevin, or Brady?"
"First off, none of them are named 'Brady,'" April snorts.
"Whatever, just pick one!" I roll my eyes.
"Whbaltre," she mumbles, suddenly uncharacteristically bashful.
"Try that again in English?" I goad. "I don't speak that dumb made up language from your science fiction show."
"All languages are made up," she laughs.
"Oh, just pick a guy!" I exclaim. "I won't have to listen to you once you've got a cock down your throat."
"WHAT ABOUT ALL THREE?!" April shouts just before her eyes widen and she claps her hands over her mouth.
Suddenly the backyard falls silent as everyone glances over at April. The three guys are staring at her from the pool, clearly unsure of what she's shouting about. With a splash, April jumps into the pool, apparently hoping the water will hide her embarrassed face.
My eyes are still wide from the brazenness of April's request. Fuck, in college she wouldn't even show any cleavage at parties. She always had a mouth on her, but it was pretty much just all talk. Now? Now, she's happy to explore all her fantasies. I get it; sometimes a girl just needs to be fucked thoroughly.
Once April surfaces, I get in the pool and help her back out of the water. Everyone is ignoring us again, besides our three football players. They're pretending to swim while they actually glance at us. I just shake my head and look at my girlfriend with a bemused expression.
"Really? All three?" I ask with a raised brow.
"Well, yeah," she shrugs, leaning closer so she can whisper to me. "Have you ever heard of being made airtight?"
"April!" I gasp, my mouth hanging open.
"What? It just means one cock per hole," April frowns. "I have three holes: mouth, pussy, ass."
"I know what it means!" I hiss, looking around quickly. "I just can't believe it! What happened to the good girl I knew in college?"
"She almost lost out on the love of her life," she says, looking at me seriously. "She hid all her desires and her fantasies. Not anymore. I'm going to live."
"I love you too, you crazy bitch," I smile softly. "This is quite the fantasy."
"It's not that much more intense," April reasons. "I've been spit-roasted and DP'd."
"Uh, aren't those basically the same thing?" I question with fake innocence. I know what the difference is.
"No," she laughs. "A spit-roast is when you're getting fucked in doggy while sucking a guy off. You know, like you're on a spit? A pole coming out each end. Double penetration is a dick in your ass and cunt at the same time."
"Thank you for clarifying that," I snort.
"So, you in?" April wonders.
"I don't know..." I trail off. "I mean, I'm okay with you exploring your sexuality, but am I really going to go off with three guys?"
"Is this about Steven?" she sighs.
"Maybe," I admit reluctantly.
"We don't have to if this is gonna be a big deal," April says quietly.
"No. No! You wanna do this. Hm, hang on!" I exclaim as I rush over to Steven.
I pass the chaise lounge where Nicole is reading to stand in front of the one where Steven is laying. He's holding a bikini-clad Lexi in his arms and appears to be asleep. I'm proven wrong as he slowly opens his eyes when my shadow blocks out the sun.
"You're blocking the sun," Lexi complains.
"You should be thanking me," I smirk. "You're always at risk of bursting into flames in direct sunlight."
"Fuck. You," the redhead grunts, showing me her middle finger.
"She's not wrong," Nicole comments, earning a glare from the younger Davis girl.
"Anyway, I came over here for a reason," I state.
"Everything okay?" Steven asks, suddenly alert.
"April's horny," I reply, dodging the question.
"Fine," Lexi says, punching Steven on the shoulder. "Go fuck her."
"Lexi," Steven shakes his head. "That's not what she meant. Uh, I don't think."
"A few guys have been flirting with us, April wants to go with them," I explain with a blush.
"Group sex," Nicole comments. "Interesting."
"Why are you telling me?" Steven asks carefully.
"April wants both of them to go, dummy," Lexi explains.
"I know that, I was being polite," Steven responds, glancing at Lexi. "I probably lost you at the word 'polite.'"
"Mmhm," Lexi confirms.
"I don't really wanna do anything with them," I speak up before I lose my nerve. "April, ah, is interested in the three of them at once. I'm just going for moral support."
"This is way better than my book," Nicole giggles, setting it down.
"Airtight fetish? Been there," Lexi bites her lower lip. "Wasn't my fetish, but it's been done to me a few times."
"You know you don't need my permission," Steven continues, trying to keep us on topic.
"I know, I just thought I should tell you," I shrug.
"You should totally make this all about April," Nicole suggests.
"What do you mean?" I ask.
"She wants wild sex and you should be the conductor. Take charge!" Nicole encourages. "You give the orders, you control her pleasure. You can have fun without actually fucking. Keep her completely safe while letting her lose control."
"Safe is important," Lexi interjects. "My safe word is 'pineapple.'"
"But there's nothing wrong if you wanted to have sex," Steven assures me. "I don't own you, Stacey."
"Well," Lexi draws out the word.
"Shut up, you," Steven grumbles, placing his hand over Lexi's mouth. "I know it's weird, but it's fine. You have to live your life."
"I know, thank you," I incline my head, leaving before the conversation gets any weirder.
"Have fun!" Lexi calls out after me.
April is preening like a peacock for the boys when I get back to her; a slutty, bikini-clad blonde peacock. I smirk when my girlfriend leans forward to show off her cleavage. Kevin glances over at me, his eyes immediately dropping to my chest. I smile and wave to him.
"Stop flirting, we have to talk," I say, swatting April on the butt.
"Fine, what?" April asks as the two of us walk a few feet away from the pool's edge for a private conversation.
"Okay, I'm in," I tell my girlfriend. "But, we need to be safe. Your safe word is 'pineapple,' okay?"
"Sure," she nods. "What if there's a cock down my throat?"
"Shake your head?" I offer with a helpless shrug.
"I can do that," April agrees.
"If you don't do either of those things, I'm going to have those three hunks of boy-meat fuck you until you can't remember your name," I promise her.
"Really? You're gonna have them do that?" she giggles.
"Yes," I state firmly. "I'll take full control over your pleasure. Obey and you'll have a great time. I'm in control of your pleasure, who gets to touch you, and who you get to touch. Got it, pet?"
"Pet?" April questions with a bemused expression.
"Got a problem with that?" I challenge. "Do I need to get you a collar and leash?"
"Don't threaten me with a good time," she waggles her eyebrows.
"Let's tell the boys the good news," I respond.
April and I both turn and face the boys. We move as one, each of us crooking a finger toward them, inviting them to get out of the water and join us. Two hot girls in bikinis are beckoning, so it takes all of four seconds for the guys to swim to the edge of the pool. They get out of the water and rush over to us.
"Ladies," Derek smiles, inclining his head.
"Everything okay?" Kevin asks.
"Better than okay, big guy," April purrs.
"Down girl," I say to April, once again slapping her perfect peach of an ass. I turn, addressing the guys. "Okay, here's the deal. All three of you are clearly looking to get laid, and we're hot older ladies. My girlfriend's a whore and she's looking to explore her limits safely. Interested?"
"Uh, yeah!" Kevin grins happily. "What did you have in mind?"
"I want to take on all three of you at once," April husks, her little body thrumming with excitement.
"Whoa," Bradley, no, it's Brody, gasps with wide eyes.
"But this has to be on our terms," I continue. "April's safe word is 'pineapple,' and you'd better stop if you hear her say it. I'm in charge. Do what I say and you'll get to enjoy an energetic, blonde nymphomaniac whose entire purpose in life is to drain every last drop of cum from your balls. If you argue or don't listen, you can stand on the sidelines and watch everyone else have fun. Agreed?"
"And don't worry boys, I'm on the pill," April purrs. "You can cum in me, on me, anywhere and everywhere!"
"So, all three of us will have sex with you at the same time?" Brian asks, his eyes wide as April eagerly nods.
"Okay, but we're not, like, into each other at all," Kevin speaks up after the guys look at each other for a few seconds. "I mean, we've been in the locker room for practices and games, but ah, we don't, you know, get that close."
"Not that there's anything wrong with that," Derek suddenly adds. "Just, not for us."
"Relax, I'm not gonna ask you to suck each other off," I roll my eyes.
"Although, I'd enjoy seeing that," April giggles. "We're friends with two guys who are married. They're bisexual and we've seen some hot things."
"This is getting less hot real fast," Kevin grimaces.
"You'll be near each other, but you can avoid touching," April assures them. "Or you can find a private place to jack off. Your choice."
The guys unanimously decide to find a bedroom with us. We all towel off and gather our things. My heart is racing as I imagine the dirty things we're about to do. I look over at Steven and see Lexi watching us. She waggles her eyebrows, making me blush. Turning back to April, I watch as she puts her glasses back on.
"Ready?" Kevin asks.
"We are, are you boys ready for me?" April counters, her hands on her hips as she draws herself up to her full four-foot eleven-inches.
"Can't wait," Barker smirks, like the other two, he's over six feet tall.
"She's gonna eat you alive, buddy," I smirk, looking toward April with pride.
I take April's hand and lead her toward the mansion. The guys follow behind us and I know they are getting a great view of our bikini-clad asses. I put an extra sway in my walk as we enter the beautiful home and I lead the group down a very familiar path.
Most of the bedroom doors are shut; some because they're occupied and others because they are claimed. I have a very naughty idea of doing this in the master bedroom, but ultimately decide against it. We take a free room and Derek shuts the door while we all set our bags down.
Before I can take charge, April rushes me and kisses me fiercely. I give in to the kiss, wrapping my arms around the short girl as our tongues dance. The guys are content to watch two girls in bikinis make out, and I can hear them making comments about how hot this is. It's a turn on for me, too!
"Ready, pet?" I ask, breaking the kiss.
"Mm, very ready," April nods happily.
"What do you boys think?" I question, lightly grabbing April's chin and turning her head to face them. "Glasses on or off?"
"They do make her look even more adorable," Barney comments.
"And I've seen in porn that glasses are great for facials," Kevin smirks. "What girl wants to get cum in her eye?"
"Maybe I do," April giggles, her chin still in my hand. "But, I don't want them to break. I'm taking them off so you guys can be extra rough with me."
With that decided, April walks up to each guy individually and gives them a long, lingering kiss. The kind that makes them long for more. She then removes her glasses and sets them down on the bedside table. Making her way to the center of the room, April poses prettily, ensuring she is the center of attention.
The short girl looks incredibly sexy in her navy bikini. Her blonde hair is mostly dry now and it frames her face in beautiful golden waves. April's green eyes sparkle mischievously as she runs her hands along her sides. Her body is tight, not one ounce of fat anywhere on her petite frame.
April smiles while removing her top and squeezing her bare boobs for the enjoyment of the guys. Spinning around, she pulls down her bottoms and grabs her butt cheeks. Blowing the guys a kiss over her shoulder, April rushes to the bed and lays on her back. Planting her little feet firmly on the mattress, she keeps her knees bent so she can fully expose herself.
"April!" I gasp at her boldness.
"What? I'm sure it's not the first pussy they've seen," she giggles as she slides a hand between her legs, her fingers brushing through her blonde pubic hair before reaching her center. "But, maybe I'm too old for them? Should I just get dressed?"
All three of the guys rush to reassure April that she's beautiful and young and sexy. She thanks them while using her fingers to spread her labia, showing them everything she has to offer. Her confidence to be completely naked like this is impressive, and I'm starting to see the appeal of a girl exposing herself to a group of guys. April has their undivided attention and there is a real power she now possesses over them.
"Like what you see?" I ask the guys.
"Fuck, yes!" they all gasp as Derek approaches me and places a hand on my lower back.
"You're not here to touch me," I state firmly, turning my head when he tries to kiss me. "The three of you are here to fuck the brains out of my little slut. Aren't they, slut?"
"Yes, mistress!" April moans as she rubs her clit. "I want you all to fuck me!"
April continues jilling off, looking like she's about to cum as I approach the bed. Leaning over, I lightly caress April's cheek before pressing my lips to hers. My tongue conquers her mouth as she whimpers, her hips bucking while she plays with herself.
"Good girl," I nod in approval and look over at the three football players. "Don't just stand there; strip for my slut."
"Oh, you boys are so hard for me! You must really like my hot, little body," April moans, watching the guys remove their swim trunks. "I wanna suck you dry, I wanna let you fuck my pussy while there's a cock up my slutty asshole. I want your cum! I wanna swallow it and feel it on my skin. Oh God, drown me in hot cum."
Unable to resist April's dirty talk, the guys spring into action. Kevin climbs up on the bed and gets on top of April, pressing his lips to hers. The other two are on either side of the bed, their throbbing cocks getting closer to April's head. They're both watching April and Kevin make out, their dicks bobbing slightly in the air as they contemplate getting closer.
It's obvious that the two guys are reluctant to approach April's face with their cocks while she's making out with Kevin. Instead they choose to stroke themselves while admiring April's body. Their eyes are heavy with lust as they watch the little blonde. I'm aware this might not be their first experience with group sex, but I'm sure they're used to maybe spit-roasting a girl; sex where the guys can stay as far away from each other as possible.
April wraps her legs around Kevin's waist, moaning passionately into their kiss as he smothers her tiny body. His erection is between them, resting on April's flat stomach. Kevin lifts himself slightly, grabbing April's small boobs in both hands and squeezing the firm mounds.
"UNGH! Ah, shit!" Kevin groans, breaking his kiss with April as his body tenses.
"Oh no!" April giggles as Kevin sits up and reaches for his cock.
"What happened?" Derek asks stupidly as Kevin backs away from April.
"Someone got a little overexcited," I explain, looking at the cum on April's stomach.
My little girlfriend is laying on her back with her legs spread as she looks over at Kevin with sympathy. There's a strand of white cum curling up to her belly button while more is in her pubic hair. A few drops of semen are on her inner thigh as well.
"Dude..." Bentley trails off, wincing.
"I'm sorry," Keven mumbles, his eyes downcast while he sits at the foot of the bed.
"It's okay, it happens," April replies, using her elbows to lift her upper body and look down at him. "I consider it a compliment."
"I'd call you a two-pump chump, but you didn't even make it that far," Derek adds.
"Be nice," April glares at him before pointing at his erection. "Or I won't take care of mister happy."
"Sorry, sorry!" Derek exclaims, his eyes wide with fear.
I love how much control April and I have here. So often it seems like the men are always in charge. In some ways, they are. And I like that; what slut doesn't enjoy a good face-fucking or spanking? But, the idea that these guys are just here to be tools for me to pleasure April? Yes, please! They are living dildos for me to use to help my girlfriend safely explore her limits.
"I'm sure you'll be able to get rock hard again soon," I smile. Ah, the wonders of eighteen year old guys.
"I, ah, I really liked the dirty talk," Kevin admits.
"That bodes well," April giggles. "Because I love talking like a dirty, little cumslut."
"You must have girls talking like that for you?" I ask him.
"A little," Kevin shrugs. "But girls our age aren't as confident."
"It's true," Derek agrees. "I slept with a few college girls who thought women were just supposed to lay there and take it."
"Fuck that," I declare. "Now, either clean her off or don't, but get your lips on that whore's tits, Derek. I'm sure she's going to be more than covered by the time we're done."
"B-but what if I end up touching...?" Derek trails off, gesturing at Buckley while April moans at the idea.
"Stop worrying about that shit," I snap at him. "Worry about the incredibly hot woman who wants to be fucked. Now, get in there and grab her tits or we'll finish without you."
"Y-yes, mistress," Derek nods. "Uh, I mean, ma'am."
"Mistress works," I tell Derek before looking at Kevin. "What are you doing? My pet has a pussy that needs eating. Get to work!"
"I came on her leg," Kevin gestures toward April.
"It isn't just the girls who need more confidence," I snort. "You expect a girl to swallow right? You wanna cum in her pussy? On her face?"
"Yeah," Kevin admits.
"Well, then you need to make sure she knows you don't think there's anything gross about her after you've done that," I explain to these young guys. "Kiss them after they blow you, after they swallow your cum. Fuck her until she cums then pull out and shove your face in her twat. Eat her out until she cums again."



"Please eat my pussy, Derek," April pouts, looking up at him before turning to the guys kneeling on either side of her head. "And why are you two so far away? I wanna suck your dicks. Please, please let me suck them? I wanna make you feel good, make you cum for me. This slut wants cum!"
"This is why foreplay is important, boys," I continue, pointing at April. "It isn't just guys who are horny. Get her so worked up she's literally begging for it."
"Yes, I need it!" April moans wantonly, wiggling her little body. "I need cock!"
The guys finally act, with Kevin leading the way. Kevin grabs April's thighs, spreading her open so he can lean in and start licking her pussy. Fortunately, there's no cum near her twat, so Kevin eagerly eats her out. The other two move closer and each grab a tit, lowering their heads to suck on her nipples.
"Good, good. Suck on her nipples, but also don't ignore the tit-flesh," I advise, nodding my head. "Massage her breasts, listen to her moans to figure out if you're doing things right."
"Yes, suck my titties!" April whines, grabbing both their heads. "Bite my nipples, lick them! Touch me!"
"Don't just focus on her clit, it's only one part of her pussy," I advise Kevin. "Push your tongue through her labia, lick everywhere, suck her clit."
April arches her back, her mouth hanging open as she grunts and groans. It looks like a demon is being exorcised from her body as the little blonde shudders. Kevin is pushing two fingers in and out of April while the other guys continue playing with her boobs.
"Cock," April gasps when she regains the ability to speak. "I need cock. NOW!"
Derek and Brinley release April's boobs and immediately sit up. Kevin continues licking her cunt while the other two knee-walk closer to April's head. The little nerd reaches out and takes both cocks in her hands, stroking them intently as she moans.
"You wanna suck it, baby?" Derek asks, looking down at April's pretty face.
"Mm, yes, I wanna suck your dick," April gasps, nodding. "Let me suck your dick."
April turns her head and takes Derek's cock between her lips, making him groan. Derek grabs the back of the petite blonde's head, encouraging her to bob her head on him. She continues jacking off the other cock while Kevin keeps happily munching away.
I'm here to use these guys for April's pleasure, not to get involved with them. However, watching as April takes Derek from her mouth so she can turn her head and start sucking on Brock is making me really wet. There's nothing wrong with providing the boys with some extra eye candy.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!" April gurgles as she deepthroats and rolls her eyes up to stare at the guy with lust.
"This is so fucking hot," Derek comments while April jacks him off and sucks off his friend.
I continue enjoying the show as I remove my bikini top, pouting slightly when no one notices. Then I drop my bottoms so I'm fully naked. April is still sucking away, her hand massaging balls while her other gives a handjob. She's moaning and slobbering on the cock in her mouth, her body shaking from the pleasure of being eaten.
Approaching the bed, I run my hand along Kevin's back before walking up toward the headboard. My touch drives him to action, and Kevin sits up just as I climb up onto the bed. I knee-walk toward April's head, making sure to stay out of the way so my girlfriend can continue to please both cocks in her face. I smile down at her just as Kevin lines himself up with April's entrance and pushes into her hole.
"MM, HRMPH!" April squeals around the cock in her throat when she feels herself being penetrated. "Gak! Hurk!"
"Oh God, she's so tight!" Kevin hisses as he pushes forward until his balls rest against her ass.
April's legs are spread wide as Kevin starts roughly pounding her pussy. Her mouth switches from cock to cock, gagging and moaning as she sucks and swallows. Drool runs freely from her lips as she does everything she can to please all three dicks.
"That's a good slut," I coo, reaching out to lightly caress her head. "Suck those dicks, you crazy bitch."
This is so fucking hot and I love watching April take one dick out of her mouth just to turn her head and suck on another. All while a third cock claims her little, pink pussy. The guys look at me occasionally, clearly enjoying the sight of my naked body. I'm more focused on April, her moaning and drooling, the way her body shakes, the pure joy I can tell she's experiencing.
The guys seem determined to touch every inch of April's tight, little body. The two men she's blowing often each have a hand on one of her tits, happily groping her while getting blown or stroked. Other times one of them will hold her head and drill his cock into her face so his balls slap her chin. Kevin once in awhile is able to grab a boob or reach between April's legs to rub her clit. Usually, he's holding her thighs, keeping the little nerd spread open wide for him.
"Having fun, my little whore?" I ask, gazing down at April. "You like three guys bouncing you around like their little toy?"
"Mmhmm, mm!" April nods around the dick she's sucking, her mouth opening wider to gulp him down. "Gak! Glug! Hurk!"
April's three football players are completely caught up in their lust for the sexy blonde. At one point, April stops sucking dick so she can just lay back and moan while getting fucked. The two guys by her head get closer so they can hold their dicks at the base and slap April's face.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" April chants as two cocks continue hitting her pretty face. "I'm your little whore, I'm your dirty cock-slut! Ah!"
Derek grabs a fistful of April's hair and shoves his dick down her throat, making her gag. Forming a seal with her mouth, April bobs her head on him before switching to the other cock. Her hands are holding both shafts as she bucks her hips to meet Kevin's thrusts.
"Oh God, I can't take it," Derek gasps as April strokes him while sucking off Braden, "I need to cum!"
With no hesitation, April pulls off the cock in her mouth and turns her head to face Derek. Her green eyes sparkle as she pants and looks up at him with an innocent expression. Derek is jacking off, aiming his erection at April's face. Kevin leans forward and grabs both of April's boobs, using them as leverage to continue slamming his cock into the petite girl's twat.
"Please cum in my mouth," April moans, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. "Ah! I want it, cum for me, ah!"
Derek strokes himself for another ten seconds before he groans, the first jet of semen shooting from his tip and going straight into April's mouth. He keeps jacking off while pumping another couple of ropes into her mouth. April then leans forward and sucks out every last drop.
"Can we flip her over?" Kevin asks, continuing his steady thrusting while watching April nurse Derek's softening prick. "I wanna fuck her from behind."
"MM!" April squeals around Derek's length, nodding her head. "Mmhmm!"
"Sounds like my pet approves!" I declare. "Switch her to doggy!"
Kevin pulls out of April's warmth just as Derek backs away, a satisfied smile on his face. Grabbing April's hips, Kevin rolls my little nerd onto her stomach and helps her crouch in the standard doggystyle position. I shift slightly to the side so I'm not in the way, making sure I can still be near April's head. Kevin reenters April just as the blonde leans forward and takes Benny into her mouth. He is so turned on, he doesn't even care about Derek cumming in her mouth moments earlier.
A strand of drool is dangling from April's chin as the two guys spit-roast my little slut. One guy is holding her ass cheeks, watching as his cock disappears into April's body over and over. The second has his hands buried in her wavy blonde hair, a grimace on his face as he slams himself down her throat.
Thanks to his recent orgasm, Kevin is able to keep pumping away at April's pussy. Raising his hand, he spanks April, making her gasp around the thick shaft down her throat. I can tell that an orgasm of epic proportions is building inside April, I just need to light the fuse and she'll explode.
"You're doing such a good job, pet," I lean over and whisper into my little slut's ear. "Such a good girl. You've proven you're mine completely."
April's eyes shoot open and she struggles to focus on me through the intense pleasure and overwhelming sensations shooting through her entire body. She gags for a second before Brett, Brent, or whatever his name is, pulls back a little. He then grips her blonde head and slams himself down her throat. April gurgles happily, her nose buried in his pubic hair as his balls hit her chin.
"Now maybe it's almost time to share you with Steven?" I suggest, struggling to keep my lips by her ear due to the two guys tossing her little body back and forth between them. "You know how I like to share my toys with him, don't you pet? Would you like that? Would you like for Steven to fuck your little brains out?"
I worry, despite my cold exterior. I know April is hot for Steven, she even talks about fucking him. From the look in her eyes while she sucks on the cock in her mouth, I can tell we both know this is it. If she's going to reject the idea, she's going to do it now. No more talking in circles. April knows Steven isn't like her bastard uncle. She knows that she's safe. Safe with me. Safe with him. Safe enough to take these three guys on at the same time.
April doesn't respond at first, instead just staring at me as she is bounced back and forth between the two guys. Her little boobs are jiggling like crazy on her chest, her hands gripping the sheets as a quivering whine escapes her lips. I know she wants Steven. And more than anything, I want to bring the two people I love most in this world together. Please, April. Don't push back here.
The three guys know they are just here so April can use their dicks and they are smart enough not to say a word. I can hear their grunts and groans, but they don't speak. One is off to the side, watching this as he recharges for another round. Another is continuing to use April's face as if it's a pussy, while the third is behind her, using her actual pussy.
"Are you ready, baby?" I ask gently. "Are you ready for Steven to have his way with both of us?"
Her green eyes widen as her sex-fueled brain struggles to process my words. The guy behind her pushes balls-deep into her cunt, causing those eyes to roll back for a second as her toes curl. When she's able to finally focus on me, April looks a little nervous, but then she nods, as well as she can while trapped in this writhing mass of man-flesh.
"Good girl," I nod approvingly. "Now, cum for me."
At my command, April finally surrenders to the sensations, to the waves of pleasure that have been building and building inside her. The orgasm she's been holding at bay pulls her deep, ending all rational thought. Her entire body is convulsing, and the only reason she's not screaming loudly is the cock buried deep in her throat. Even still, her nasal screech is piercing as her vaginal muscles clamp down on the cock inside her, pussy juice flooding out of her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Kevin gasps, holding April's hips as he pulls her backward, pushing his cock as far into her depths as possible.
April screeches again, her nostrils flaring as tears run down her cheeks. Her back arches as she bucks wildly, the feeling of a man cumming inside her triggering another massive orgasm. The cock in her mouth is still buried deep as all strength leaves her limbs and she goes limp. The two guys are holding her up at this point.
"Back off guys," I order. "Give her a minute to come back down."
Breathing heavily, Kevin holds April's ass as he eases himself out of her, allowing her lower body to collapse on the bed. The one in her mouth, Brandon? Brandon looks like he's going to object. I know he hasn't cum yet, while Kevin just had his second orgasm. He is looking down at April's mouth, her lips stretched wide around his shaft. He doesn't want to stop fucking her face. April isn't even sucking, her mouth is just hanging open.
"I didn't say we were done. I said give her a minute, or we will be done and I'll be keeping my toy all to myself," I state firmly, my voice allowing no dissent.
I could get used to being in charge. I briefly wonder if Steven would like to be pushed around a little. But then I remember his hands around my throat while he's buried in my needy pussy, and I reject the idea. Fuck, I wanna watch Steven fuck April. I want Steven to fuck me up the ass while April licks my cunt.
When April's mouth is finally free of dick, she collapses on the bed, all strength gone from her body. I grab her face in both hands, lifting her head so I can press my lips to hers. My tongue pushes into her mouth and I can taste the salty remnants of semen as we make out. Her mouth is hot and it's obvious I'm kissing a girl who sucks a lot of dick.
"I'm like more cum hard," April mumbles incoherently.
"Go get more cum, you little slut," I giggle, gesturing toward Blaine as he jacks off while staring at us.
I release April's head and she weakly looks over at the guy, her mouth hanging open as she sticks out her tongue and tries to get at his cock. He's a few feet away and she's too weak to move. Fortunately, she has a willing mouth, and that's all that's needed to get the guy moving.
Holding himself at the base, he gets into position and eases back into the little blonde's mouth. April's limbs are splayed out as she lays flat on her stomach and gets back to sucking. The guy holds her head and ruts into her face for about forty-five seconds before tensing and blowing his load. April's throat undulates as she swallows down as much as she can. She gets most of it, but a few drops of white still run out of the corners of her lips.
The boys are completely satisfied, but we aren't done yet! April still needs to be made airtight. I tell the boys to put their swim trunks back on and get us some drinks. While they're gone, I pull April's sweaty body into my arms and hold her close. The exhausted girl is drooling on my boobs, but I just giggle and kiss the top of her head.
It isn't a long wait before the guys return with flavored sports drinks to hydrate and replenish electrolytes. I open April's for her and she greedily gulps down half the bottle. The guys get naked again before sipping on their drinks. I can tell they are eager to go another round.
"How are you doing?" Derek asks, looking at April.
"Mm, I'm great!" April grins, the nude blonde curled up on the bed beside me as she sips her drink. "How about you?"
"Never better, babe," Derek smirks. "Never better."
"Am I a good little whore for you?" April questions with a seductive smile.
"Amazing," Kevin laughs. "Fuck, just you talking is gonna get me hard again."
"Oh, so you don't want me to talk about how badly I want all three of you to fuck me?" April frowns. "I'm sorry, I won't talk about how wet I am or how badly I need cock in cum. I just can't help it, I'm sorry. I want to feel a hard cock fucking my pussy while another dick is plowing my ass. I'm overwhelmed with pleasure, with being your slut, but I can't even scream because there's a third dick buried down my throat. I won't talk about that."
"We ready to go again?" Bryce asks.
April insists on making sure the guys are rock hard before trying to make her airtight. The little blonde gets on her knees on the floor and has the boys surround her. She goes from cock to cock, sucking on one while stroking the others. I can't help it; I rub my clit while sitting on the bed and watching.
When it's time for the main event, April has me go to her overnight bag and get the lube. I giggle as I think that this is not nearly as impulsive as I've been led to believe. Well, three guys at once probably is, but I now have no doubt that April has been planning on screwing a guy at this party for awhile.
We have a brief discussion after April asks which guy wants which hole. I roll my eyes when it comes up that April has cum in her pussy and on her thigh. After another stern lecture, the guys remember that they're about to get an amazing sexual experience.
Buckey really wants to fuck April's pussy and no one objects. Kevin admits to loving April's filthy little mouth, which means that Derek is gonna fuck the little nerd up the ass. I push a lube-coated finger up April's butt while Derek lubes up his cock. Then we're ready!
Benny lays in bed with his head on the pillow and his hard dick pointing straight up. April straddles him and moans as she lowers herself onto his cock. Placing her hands on his chest, she rides him for a few seconds, getting used to having his dick in her pussy.
April lowers her body onto the guy, her boobs against his chest and his cock still deep in her twat. Derek hovers behind April, carefully getting into position. It takes some maneuvering to make sure he doesn't fall, but he's soon pushing his mushroom tip up April's ass.
"FUCK!" April hisses, her teeth bared and clenched. "So fucking full!"
"You okay?" Derek inquires, looking down at the little blonde.
"Yes!" April nods, looking extra small when sandwiched between two big football players. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass! Stick that big dick up my butt!"
Holding her shoulder with one hand, Derek pushes forward until his entire manhood is up April's backdoor. The guys give her a minute to get used to the intense feelings of being double-penetrated. Then Kevin knee-walks closer to April and feeds her his dick whens she lifts her head.
Holy shit. Holy. Fucking. Shit. Three hard cocks are currently balls-deep in April. Ass, mouth, and pussy. All three are stuffed full of hard dick. April's eyes are scrunched shut as she focuses on the feelings of being airtight. She isn't making a sound, but I can see her body is tense. Her hands are gripping the comforter and her left foot is shaking.
Three horny guys start moving at the same time. One of them has April's tits dangling in his face as he thrusts upward to claim her pink cunt. Another is gripping her shoulder as he fucks her bum. The third holds her head as he works his cock down the petite blonde's throat, producing the sexiest gurgling noises.
I'm standing next to the bed, one hand rubbing my clit while the other squeezes a titty. I can't believe what I'm seeing. I'm breathing heavily as the guys start moving faster, getting more and more into it as they find the rhythm. A couple minutes later, I bite my lower lip as I squeak out a small orgasm on my fingers.
April's eyes fly open as she opens her mouth wide and screams. Her body starts thrashing, hitting all three of the naked men surrounding her. Her feet push against the comforter as her back arches. I can see her hands gripping the blanket with desperate strength as her orgasm consumes her entire being.
"HRMPH! UNGH, GAK!" April screeches incoherently as Barrett reaches up and grabs her tits with both hands. "UNGH! ARGH! UGH! UGH! MM!"
The guys keep going. They are unable to speak, overwhelmed with what is happening. They are grunting and groaning as they keep fucking April, their faces contorted as they enjoy her little body. April just keeps cumming and cumming and cumming. Her sweaty blonde hair is clinging to her face and she is making indescribable noises as her body convulses.
"Oh God, oh God!" Derek grunts, his hands roughly holding April's waist as his face turns red. "FUCK!"
It's obvious that Derek is cumming in April's ass. He surprises me by sitting up and pulling out of April. Derek starts stroking as he shoots cum all over April's butt and back. The last few drops trickle out and he slaps his dick on April's right butt cheek.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Kevin declares, burying his cock down April's throat and holding it there for a few seconds before withdrawing from her mouth.



April looks up at him, her eyes wide and mouth open as she sticks out her tongue and waits to be fed. Kevin's pleasure is so intense, he has no ability to aim. As a result, he splatters April's face with cum, missing her mouth completely. One strand gets in her hair, it's all over both cheeks, her nose, her forehead. Some does go in her mouth and runs down her chin. When he relaxes, April gobbles him up and draws out the last few drops.
Kevin and Derek back away, getting off the bed as April sits up in the final guy's lap. She places her hands on her chest as she starts to ride him. Boris is looking up at April in wonder as he plays with her tits and lets her use his erection for her pleasure.
"I'm your whore!" April declares as she clearly cums again. "I'm your dirty whore! Oh God, fuck your slut!"
"I'm close," he warns, squeezing her tits. "You feel so good."
"Cum for me! Please! I want it!" April begs. "Where do you wanna cum, baby? In me, on me? I need it!"
"I wanna cum on your tits," he growls in response while thumbing her nipples.
"Do it!" April hisses, climbing out of his lap.
April gets on her knees on the floor and looks up at Baxter with lust. She holds her little titties together, offering them as a target. He is gazing at the naked blonde as he strokes himself until he cums. Semen rains down on April, coating her boobs as her body quivers and she coos up at him.
In the end, April is absolutely covered in cum. It's leaking out of her pussy and ass. There's some on her butt and back. Her tits are covered and it's running down to her stomach. Not even her face and hair have been spared. She looks like a porn star. And she even makes me take pictures.
Now that she's done with them, we kick the guys out with smiles on their faces and beautiful memories to look back on. April is, well, disgusting. We take robes out of our overnight bags and I put mine on. April doesn't wanna ruin hers, so I peek into the hallway to make sure the coast is clear.
Unfortunately, a big-boobed blonde walks out of the bathroom just as we make it there. She's clearly recently had sex herself, but her eyes still go wide when she gets a look at a naked, cum-covered April. She just smiles at us awkwardly and gets out of the way so we can use the bathroom.
I shove April in the shower and help her wash up. It takes awhile to get rid of all the cum, but she's eventually squeaky clean. It's not enough for me, so I make her go through her full wash again. Just to be sure. I have to help her stand since her little legs are so shaky. At least she can't stop smiling.
"You really are a crazy bitch," I snort as I shut off the water.
"You're welcome!" April exclaims.
"C'mon, you," I roll my eyes. "Let's get you to bed."
"More sex? I'm in!" she giggles.
"You're insatiable," I shake my head. "You and Lexi. Both of you are always full of energy and always crazy."
"And always horny," April smirks.
We towel off before returning to our guest bedroom. April falls asleep in my arms for a little while. We do have sex when she wakes up, but it's gentle and loving. Then more cuddling. I have no idea what time it is, but I don't even care enough to check.
I really, really want to plan a sexy night with Steven and April. My two loves. I know I'm never going to marry Steven, but what about April? I still have fantasies of a traditional family, but a lot of same-sex couples have kids. They make it work. Is that my future with April?
"So, can I hold you to you agreeing to sleep with Steven?" I eventually find the courage to ask.
"You can," April nods. "We talked about it before. I still need some time, but it'll happen."
"Good," I grin, kissing the top of her head.
"What about you?" she questions as she reaches out and playfully flicks my nipple. "We getting two dicks in you at the same time?"
"Same answer," I respond. "I'll do it eventually. Maybe."
"Maybe? I said definitely to Steven, so that is NOT the same answer," April argues.
"It's scary!" I exclaim, trying to defend myself. "I mean, just one cock can rock your world, what am I supposed to do with two?"
"Enjoy them?" April looks at me like I'm crazy. "I just took on three at once! You're like six inches taller than me and you have bigger boobs. Hell, we can probably get you more than three if you offer a titty-fuck."
"Let's get me through two before we even think about more," I snort. "Maybe with George and Haruto. Or Steven and you with a strap-on. I'm definitely not inviting Kevin, Derek, and Bosco back in here."
"Who the fuck is Bosco?" April lifts her head from my chest to frown at me in confusion.
"The third guy?" I remind her. "You know, the one who came on your tits."
"You mean Billy?" April laughs, resting her head on my boob again. "You're an idiot."
"Billy?" I repeat as I pull the covers over the two of us so we can fall asleep. "So, that was his name."
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 09! I hope you enjoy it. Sorry it took so long, I've been busy with work the last couple of weeks. Sadly, I do have a full-time job and they want me to work rather than write for some strange reason!
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-Witty
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"I love sucking cock," the beautiful blonde said with a cute grin and a charming smile. "I just love it. I love feeling a hard dick in my mouth, I love pleasing a guy. It turns me on. Oh! And I LOVE cum. It tastes so good. The smell makes me wet. Swallowing down the warm, thick, sticky cum while it's getting shot in my mouth? Yes, please!"
"That's definitely a good view to have," a male voice laughed. "Tell everyone what you're doing here today?"
"Hurry up and get to it!" Camilla growled at the porn video playing on her phone.
The sexy Latina was laying in bed completely naked with her legs spread. Her knees were bent, feet planted on the mattress as she held up her phone so she could watch porn. In her right hand was a small pink vibrator that was buzzing softly. Camilla's exposed pussy was flowered open in arousal, the moisture obvious.
Camilla had woken up incredibly horny and immediately started watching porn. She liked a lot of different porn categories, some pretty typical, while others definitely weren't. Browsing categories wasn't helping so Camilla switched to looking up popular porn stars.
It turned out that a relatively new porn star was trending. Camilla had never heard of Cherry Angel, but she had a decent number of videos. Cherry was a tall, gorgeous blonde with big boobs. Fairly standard for a porn actress. Upon investigating, the Latina discovered that several new scenes had just been posted.
The story was that Cherry had just graduated high school and was celebrating by doing as many porn scenes as she could. Camilla figured that was bullshit, which she knew was normal for porn. So many of the step-sibling porn scenes she saw had actors that looked to be at least thirty, so they definitely weren't college-aged step-siblings worried about their parents seeing their grades.
Although, Cherry Angel did look very young, young enough to really be eighteen. The time of year was right for having just graduated high school, too. Either way, Camilla was interested and had started browsing the videos. Cherry Angel was a stupid name for a porn star, but she had some good content with X-Star Entertainment.
There were standard porn scenes with a guy and a girl, standard interview scenes, a foot fetish video, and even a gangbang. The gangbang was a huge turn-on and gave Camilla her first orgasm from her fingers. She then started using the vibrator on her clit when starting up the newest video; the gloryhole scene.
"I'm here today to suck a lot of cocks," Cherry giggled cutely, trying to look demure and innocent.
"That's right, you are," the guy behind the camera laughed. "Are you excited?"
Cherry Angel was sitting on a stool in a booth that was all black. The side walls looked very flimsy and had the usual holes at crotch level that signified a gloryhole booth. Cherry was dressed in jean shorts that showed off her long, toned legs and a light blue v-neck. She also had a pair of sandals on.
"So excited!" she grinned, practically bouncing on the stool. "I hope you have a lot of big, beautiful cocks for me!"
"We definitely do," the guy responded off screen. "We figured that since you're eighteen, we should get eighteen dicks for you. How's that sound?"
Camilla groaned in longing, feeling jealous of Cherry as the Latina imagined over a dozen cocks standing tall for her. Holding the vibrator, Camilla pressed it to her clit. Her slim body shuddered, boobs jiggling on her chest as she moaned softly.
"Fucking fantastic!" Cherry exclaimed. "I wanna eat all their cum."
"Do you always swallow or do you like facials, too?" the cameraman inquired. "I imagine guys love cumming on those big tits."
"Oh, I love wearing cum!" she declared. "On me, in me, everywhere! Just give me more!"
"Mm, same, girl. Same," Camilla sighed.
"I like your enthusiasm," the guy said. "Just one last question before we get started; you said you love giving head, how would you rate your blowjob skills on a scale of one to ten?"
"Seven million," Cherry smirked. "I know my way around a cock."
"Sounds like the guys are in for a treat!" the cameraman chuckled. "Why don't you get out of those clothes so we can see the amazing body you're hiding?"
The sexy blonde stood up and brushed her long hair back behind her ears. Smiling at the camera, she ran her hands down her sides while swaying to imaginary music. Cherry pulled off her top and the guy asked about her cup size. Unsurprisingly, she was a D-cup.
Cherry didn't pull her tits out just yet; first she kicked off her sandals and unbuttoned her jean shorts. Once she was just in her underwear, Cherry reached behind her back to unhook her bra. With no hesitation, the porn actress tossed her bra off to the side, shamelessly exposing her large, natural breasts.
Camilla was jealous of Cherry's confidence, her willingness to just get naked on camera with no fear. The Latina was making good money as an influencer, but she loved the idea of starting a SeeMe so that she could post nudes for subscribers. She just couldn't let anyone ever link them to her real name. Would people still sign up if Camilla hid her face? She doubted it.
"You like?" Cherry asked, cupping her boobs while standing in the booth completely naked.
"Very hot," the cameraman confirmed. "Why don't we get that stool out of the way and get some dicks for you to suck?"
"Okay!" she grinned, grabbing the stool and walking up to the camera.
Cherry placed the stool out of view while looking straight into the camera and winking. The guy's arm came into view as he reached out and squeezed one of the actress's big boobs. She giggled and blew a kiss before making her way back to the booth.
The first hard dick poked out of the left wall and Cherry knelt in front of it. Her knees rested on a provided cushion as she took the erection in hand and stroked it several times. She then opened wide and took him in her mouth so she could start blowing the first penis.
Camilla swiped the vibrator through her labia as she watched Cherry Angel blow the first guy. The blonde was not lying about her blowjob skills; the actress was easily able to deepthroat and she sucked with a passion that had the guy groaning within the first couple minutes. The guy knocked on the wall, indicating his impending climax. Cherry just kept sucking, coughing slightly when the guy started shooting in her mouth.
"Don't swallow, baby, don't swallow it!" the cameraman instructed.
"Mm! Mm!" Cherry shook her head while still holding the cock in her mouth.
"Show us, show the camera," the guy filming instructed.
Cherry pulled off the softening prick and turned to look at the camera. Opening her mouth, the porn actress showed off the semen on her tongue. Some semen escaped her mouth, running down her chin. Cherry quickly moved to catch the cum with her hand and pop it back in her mouth. Text stating "Cumshot #1" appeared at the bottom of the screen.
"Swallow for us, sexy," the cameraman ordered as the limp dick withdrew from the gloryhole. "All gone!" Cherry announced, showing the camera her empty mouth.
"The next guy is gonna cum on your face, okay?" the cameraman asked.
"Sure!" the actress grinned before heading to the opposite wall to meet the second penis.
The holes in the walls were large enough for the guy to get his cock and balls through. Cherry reached out and massaged the guy's balls while rapidly sucking his dick. When he was ready, he knocked on the wall and Cherry started jerking off while aiming his dick at her face. The counter updated to "Cumshot #2" just before the guy ejaculated.
"Lucky bitch!" Camilla hissed as she watched the guy paint Cherry's face with several blasts of semen.
With a face covered in cum, Cherry returned to the first wall to blow the third dick. Guys three through five came directly in Cherry's mouth. One load went straight down her throat, gagging her and leaving her with basically nothing to show the camera after. Watching Cherry choke on dick and sperm made Camilla cum hard.
The sixth guy wanted to cum on her tits, so Cherry held up her boobs and presented them as a target. Seeing her breasts dripping in semen inspired the cameraman, so he told Cherry not to swallow the seventh load. He had her spit it out all over her boobs, adding to the mess.
"Ah, fuck! AH!" Camilla gasped, cumming hard as she imagined the eighth guy cumming on her face instead of Cherry's. "Cum all over me!"
Camilla wasn't the only one playing with herself. Cherry had a hand between her legs and was jilling off while giving head. Her other hand would play with her cum-covered boobs and tug on her nipples. Cherry clearly had an orgasm while the ninth guy came in her mouth. Her moans caused her to gag on the semen, coughing around the guy's cock and causing the white fluid to leak out of the corners of her mouth.
The next nine blowjobs got Camilla off two more times. Breathing heavily, the sexy Latina watched the end of the scene where Cherry was interviewed again. The porn star gushed about how much fun she had while still completely covered in cum. Now that her lust was dying down, Camilla had to admit that it was actually a little disgusting.
They recorded Cherry taking a shower so the viewers could get one last look at her naked body. Then the scene ended. Camilla closed her web browser and finally responded to the texts wishing her a happy Independence Day. The beautiful woman then got to her feet and raised her arms above her head as she stretched, her large breasts swaying slightly on her chest. A good masturbation session always relaxed her and she was feeling great.
Camilla washed her sex toy and went through her morning routine. She showered and shaved, she took her birth control pill and decided to continue relaxing. Dressing in lounge pants and a t-shirt, Camilla made a quick video for her followers before heading to the kitchen to make breakfast.
Jane was usually an early riser, so Camilla was surprised that her roommate wasn't up yet. Camilla made breakfast for both of them and set the table. When ready, Jane still wasn't out of her bedroom, so Camilla marched to Jane's room and threw the door wide open without bothering to knock.
"Wake up, lazy-butt!" Camilla yelled as she strolled into the room. "Breakfast is ready!"
"Camilla? What the fuck!" Jane screeched, dropping her phone as her right arm flashed across her chest in a frantic attempt to cover her bare breasts.
"Oh good, you're up," Camilla smiled at Jane who was reclining against her headboard with a blanket around her waist.
"Don't you know how to knock?" Jane asked, gripping her left bicep while her right forearm squished her boobs. "I'm topless!"
"We're roommates," Camilla rolled her eyes. "I've seen those huge knockers plenty of times. Stop being such a prude."
"I'm not a prude!" Jane hissed, pulling the covers over her chest.
"Right," the Latina sighed. "That why you still haven't done anything with Logan?"
"I thought you were on Team Steven?" Jane asked.
"I am, but you both need to live your lives," Camilla explained. "Whether he admits it or not, he's angry with you for not being able to actually date him. Hiding that you two were screwing like bunnies didn't help."
"And that means I need to bunny-screw with Logan?" Jane frowned.
"Yes," Camilla nodded, grabbing Jane's shirt off the floor and tossing it to her. "You both need to see other people. Then you can get back together. He'll forgive you and you'll have time to work through your commitment issues. You two will get married and have lots of babies."
"Sounds like you have my life figured out for me," Jane snorted before a reluctant smile crossed her lips.
Jane had to admit that seemed smart. She really missed Steven and regretted how she treated him. He was a good guy who just wanted to love her and she wouldn't let him. Steven was nothing like her father, and Jane knew she was an idiot for even entertaining the thought that he might be.
"And I'm very smart, so you should listen to me," Camilla smirked, placing her hands on her hips. "Now, put a shirt on. I made breakfast."
"Can you turn around?" Jane asked.
"They're just tits," Camilla rolled her eyes again before grabbing the bottom of her shirt and lifting it up, flashing Jane. "See? Titties. No big deal."
"I don't wanna see that," Jane shook her head, laughing despite herself.
It turned out that Jane was only wearing a pair of light pink panties. She put a long t-shirt on and followed Camilla out into the kitchen. Jane quickly thanked her roommate for the nice breakfast before the two of them sat down and started eating.
"You were in bed late," Camilla commented, holding her coffee cup to her lips.
"I had trouble sleeping," Jane answered. "I woke up at 3:00AM and couldn't fall back asleep."
"Bad dreams?" Camilla asked carefully.
"Not that I remember," Jane shook her head.
"How's everything going?" Camilla questioned. "Therapy? Family? Guys?"
Jane didn't answer for several minutes, going over everything in her head as the two roommates ate breakfast. Bella hopped up on the table and Jane smiled at the cat while scratching her head, making the cat purr. She then picked up Bella and placed her on the floor. The small cat purred softly and wound herself around Jane's legs.
"Things are alright," Jane eventually said with a sigh. "Therapy's helpful. I've had a lot of really nice talks with Mom and Molly, too."
"That's good! That's very good!" Camilla smiled softly. "How are your mom and siblings?"
"Mom feels guilty about everything we're going through; she wishes she had gotten away from my narcissistic asshole father sooner," Jane answered, looking down at her coffee. "My brothers are alright. Molly always handled things better than I did. She's got a boyfriend."
"You could have a boyfriend," Camilla pointed out.
"I've had boyfriends before," Jane rolled her eyes.
"Have you?" Camilla challenged. "Did you have boyfriends or did you just go on dates and occasionally have sex? Have you ever spent the night with anyone?"
"Well, no," Jane admitted reluctantly. "I always went home after the sex."
"So, you had friends with benefits," Camilla nodded. "A boyfriend is more than just someone you fuck."
"Really? From you?" Jane snorted.
"Yeah, from me," the Latina continued. "I know the difference. I have one-night stands sometimes, and that's okay. You called those guys boyfriends but they weren't, not really. There was no actual intimacy. That's what went wrong with Steven."
"W-what do you mean?" Jane stammered, gripping her coffee cup tightly as she looked at Camilla.
"You two claimed to just be friends, but you knew he wanted more," Camilla explained. "You went on dates with him, you didn't see anyone else, and most importantly, you two were close. You didn't lie to him, but you did treat him like a boyfriend. He said he wanted to make it official and you freaked out."
"Still on his side?" Jane asked sadly.
"I'm on both of your sides," Camilla insisted. "You're both my friends and I want you to be happy. Together or apart. My only point is that Steven was more your boyfriend than any guy you actually gave the label to."
"You might be right about that," Jane acknowledged.
"I'm always right. I'm smart, remember?" Camilla giggled. "Anyway, I'm glad you two seem to have figured out being just friends. You should tell him why intimacy is so hard for you. I think it'll be good for you both."
"I'll try," Jane let out a breath. "It's been months now and I still feel horrible about what happened."
"Since Valentine's Day?" Camilla mused. "Shit, that was almost five months ago. Five months without getting laid? How have either of you survived?"
"I thought you just said sex wasn't what's important?" Jane responded with a raised eyebrow.
"I said no such thing!" Camilla exclaimed. "I said that a boyfriend isn't just someone you fuck. Fucking is still very, very important. Orgasms are the best stress-relief in the world."
"They really are," Jane giggled.
"Five months without any dick; your vibrator must be worn out," Camilla teased.
"You have no idea!" Jane grumbled, leaning her head back and letting out a breath. "I'm so fucking horny."
"Logan is hanging out with us today," Camilla said with a sly grin. "Is tonight gonna be the night?"
"Absolutely not," Jane stated firmly. "We haven't even kissed! I'm not getting naked with him."
"He's being incredibly patient with you," Camilla observed. "I'd have kicked you to the curb for not putting out after all this time."
"Then it's a good thing I'm not seeing you," Jane rolled her eyes. "We're not even really seeing each other. We've gone on a few dates, that's it."
"Isn't that the definition of 'seeing each other?'" Camilla smirked.
"Oh, shut up," Jane grunted. "You know what I meant. It's casual. Very, very casual."
"Does that mean you can both see other people?" the Latina inquired.
"Uh, yeah, why?" Jane frowned.
"So, you wouldn't be jealous if I let Logan do me in the supply closet?" Camilla grinned.
"You'd have sex at work?" Jane asked. "As part of HR, I'd have to advise against it."
"Is this a 'do as I say not as I do' moment?" Camilla challenged.
"W-what are you talking about?" Jane questioned nervously.
"We told you we've known for a LONG time about you and Steven," Camilla began with an evil grin. "Leslie brought Steven some paperwork last year. Guys aren't the best at hiding when they have their cock in a girl. Leslie knew you were blowing him under the desk."
"How did she know that was me?!" Jane squeaked, her face bright red.
"Leslie told us Steven got a hummer under his desk, then when we all saw you later you had dried cum on your chin," Camilla giggled. "We couldn't believe you didn't see it."
"Oh, my God! Please tell me you're kidding!" Jane gasped, looking mortified.
"Of course I'm kidding, dummy," the Latina laughed. "You should see your face, though! No. No, we just guessed because of how you two looked at each other after you started your horizontal dancing. Plus, you just told me."
"I hate you," Jane pouted, going back to her breakfast.
"I love you, too," Camilla blew the other girl a kiss from across the table.
The two girls finished breakfast and Jane cleaned up since Camilla made breakfast. Jane then showered and changed into a white spaghetti-strap sundress with sunflowers on it. Heading to the living room, Jane found Camilla lounging on the couch in jean shorts and a green v-neck t-shirt. Bella was curled up in her lap as Camilla watched a Sluts About Town rerun.
"Hey," Jane greeted as she approached.
"Hey, how was your shower?" Camilla asked as Jane sat on the other side of the couch.



"Fine," Jane shrugged. "This again? Haven't you watched every episode at least ten times?"
"Yeah, so?" Camilla shrugged. "It's about sex-positive women, I have to show my support."
"It's a show about five women who sleep around as much as humanly possible," Jane argued, taking out her phone.
"It's about their lives," Camilla rolled her eyes. "Their jobs, their relationships, their friendships. And they have healthy sex lives. They don't slut-shame each other for natural human behavior."
"Whatever, I don't care," Jane grunted.
One of the five main characters on the show was involved in a serious relationship during the arc Camilla was watching. Jane tried to ignore the television, but eventually put her phone down to watch. She found herself wondering if she could ever be a good girlfriend. Jane liked sex, but contrary to popular belief, girls weren't the only ones who wanted a deep, meaningful connection. That was Jane's fuck-up with Steven. She just couldn't connect, couldn't let him in.
Yet, that was bullshit at the same time. They talked, they spent time alone while laughing and enjoying each other's company. They did connect, but Jane wouldn't let things grow any deeper. There was something there, but Jane had been too much of a fucking idiot to see it. Her eyes started to water when the televised relationship ended.
Jane made her decision; she had to tell Steven. Had to tell him about her father. There was no reason not to. Maybe it was too late and they couldn't be together, but he deserved to know. Steven had been so great to her, so kind and caring. Jane was really regretting agreeing to hang out with Logan for Independence Day. She should have kept the day to just The Gang of Eight.
Camilla and Jane skipped lunch since they had a late breakfast. When it was time to head out, they put on sandals, slung their purses over their shoulders and headed out the door. The subway was incredibly crowded, full of tourists in the city for the holiday and locals who also wanted to celebrate. They weren't able to get seats, instead having to stand and hold on to the metal poles to keep from falling.
The ladies were the first of The Gang of Eight to arrive at the pier, which was full of people. A soft breeze blew cold air off the water and tousled their hair. They had a nice view of the Hudson river as they waited for the others, and they didn't have to wait for long. Theo, Noah, and Sienna approached a few minutes later. The guys were in shorts and t-shirts while Sienna wore a tropical print teal and orange romper with flutter sleeves. A wide-brim hat and sunglasses completed the look.
"What the fuck happened to your face?" Camilla asked, frowning at Noah.
"Uh..." Noah mumbled stupidly, instinctively reaching up to touch the bandage on his nose. "Bedroom accident?"
"What kind of bedroom accident?" Jane smirked while Sienna snorted.
"Um, well, ya see, oh!" Noah gasped, finally coming up with a lie. "A chick was riding my face and pushed her pussy down too far on me. Bruised my nose."
"Right," Camilla nodded before turning to Theo. "And what actually happened?"
"We were trying out a new virtual reality headset," Theo winced. "There was a minor zombie incident."
"What the fuck does that mean?" Jane wondered with a raised eyebrow.
"It means that dumbass over here," Sienna began, gesturing with her thumb toward Noah, "he got surprised by a horde of zombies and ran into a wall in real life trying to escape the fantasy zombies."
"You don't understand!" Noah exclaimed while the three girls laughed. "Look. The graphics were really intense, okay?"
"That seems more like something stupid Theo would do," Camilla commented when she stopped laughing. She still released the occasional giggle while glancing at Noah.
"Maybe I'm growing as a person," Theo shrugged as Sienna reached out to take his hand.
"So, are you two a couple now?" Jane asked.
"We, ah, we haven't really talked about that just yet," Sienna blushed slightly.
"Right, sorry!" Jane quickly replied. "Let's go back to making fun of Noah."
The five of them talked for a few more minutes until Steven arrived. He was wearing a pair of shorts and a dark blue button-down that wasn't tucked in, giving him a casual look. Steven hugged Sienna and Camilla before turning to Jane and hugging her as well.
"You look nice," Steven complimented Jane, rubbing her back before releasing her.
"Thanks, so do you," Jane smiled softly.
"New dress?" Steven asked, admiring Jane. He loved that small mole above her lip.
"Yeah, I just got it a couple weeks ago," Jane nodded.
"It looks great on you," Steven said.
"He's talking about your cleavage," Theo interjected.
"Theo!" Sienna hissed, swatting him on the shoulder.
"Sorry," Theo mumbled, chastised.
"So, ah, how about another topic to make things less awkward?" Camilla offered.
"Hey guys, I'm here!" Logan Barrett shouted, jogging over to the group. "Happy Fourth!"
"Well, that didn't work out," Theo deadpanned.
Logan hugged Jane before greeting everyone else. Camilla was practically drooling over the handsome English guy while the group talked. Leslie and Conner arrived not long after, completing The Gang of Eight plus Logan. Everyone got the story of Noah's nose while heading over to meet the ferry.
Taking the ferry across the Hudson River was a great way to avoid traffic while enjoying a nice day. The trip to Hoboken, New Jersey only took about ten minutes and offered excellent views of the Hudson River and the Manhattan skyline. The weather was perfect and the group of nine stood out on the deck to enjoy the breeze.
Conner had one arm around Leslie's shoulders and his other hand was resting on her swollen stomach. Leslie was wearing a gray maternity t-shirt and a pair of leggings. Her blonde locks were dancing in the wind and she had a small smile on her face. They hadn't felt the baby kick, but the doctor had told them it could be any time now.
Sienna and Theo were both resting their arms on the railing as they enjoyed the ferry ride. Theo kept glancing over at the little redhead, unable to believe such a gorgeous woman was dating him. He wanted to make things official, but even he knew better than to move too fast. Sienna was also in a great mood, enjoying the day and loving how far Theo had come in such a short time. She liked taking things slow and was glad he respected that.
Logan was standing next to Jane, resisting the urge to put his arm around her shoulders. He had tried initiating physical contact before but she had almost always pulled away. The best he'd manage was a goodnight hug at the end of a date. It was obvious to him how hard it was for Jane to let people in, but he really liked her.
Steven noticed how close Logan and Jane were to each other, and he was surprised at how little it bothered him. He still felt something for Jane, but Steven knew it was for the best that they both dated other people for awhile. Steven distracted himself by joining Camilla in teasing Noah about how ridiculous the bandage on his nose looked.
The ferry arrived in Hoboken and the passengers disembarked. It was a very short walk to the group's destination; Pier A Park. In addition to being a great spot to watch the Independence Day fireworks, Pier A Park offered amazing walkways and breathtaking views.
With the Manhattan skyline in full view, the group started walking along the pier. Wind blowing over the Hudson River kept them nice and cool as they explored. There were several options for food and people ended up ordering from different locations before meeting up to eat.
Leslie was craving tacos while Sienna wanted a cheeseburger. Steven found a place specializing in baked potatoes and got himself a huge potato covered with melted cheese. Once all nine of them had their meals, they sat at a couple picnic tables to eat and chat.
The park had plenty of things to see and a lot to do. There was even a designated swimming area, but none of them had brought bathing suits. People were everywhere and the group blended right in as they explored the park. They walked along the greenery and took pictures in front of the gazebo, they saw the tennis courts but no one wanted to start a game. At the playground, everyone laughed when Sienna handed Theo her hat and rushed over to go down the big slide.
It was a dog friendly park and there were quite a few locals walking their dogs. The girls squealed when they saw the huge St. Bernard near the grove of trees. The young couple with him were both friendly and happily let the girls pet the dog. The big slob kept licking their faces with his gigantic tongue.
There was plenty of space on the green and people were spread out to relax. Some had brought blankets for romantic picnics, others were walking or playing catch. There were kids running around and multiple games being played as everyone enjoyed the sun. Jane noticed a group of five people in their mid-twenties who were tossing around a frisbee.
"That looks like fun," Jane commented, pointing them out.
"You a frisbee fan, Silver?" Leslie asked with a giggle.
"Camilla, you should have brought a ball or something for Jane to chase," Noah teased.
"Suck my dick," Jane growled, rolling her eyes.
"Whoa!" Conner laughed along with the other guys, including Logan.
"That wasn't ladylike, Miss Silver," Camilla pointed out.
"And you don't have a dick," Noah added.
"I hate that response," Jane snorted, her eyes still on Noah. "My body might not, but my soul is a top all the way, bitch. Suck my spirit dick."
"That true, Steven? Jane a top?" Noah grinned evilly.
Steven and Jane both froze, their eyes darting toward Logan. Jane and Logan hadn't talked about sex or past partners, so Logan had no idea that Jane and Steven had a history. Logan looked nervous for a few seconds, but it was shockingly Theo who broke the tension.
"This is who you're trying to date, Logan," Theo chuckled. "I'd get out now if I were you."
"I'm quite happy being here, thank you," Logan said in his charming English accent, his smile showing off his dimples and straight white teeth.
"So, ah, frisbee?" Sienna asked after a few moments of awkward silence.
"Right!" Jane jumped, looking away from Steven. "I was on the ultimate frisbee team in college."
"That's a thing that exists?" Theo frowned. "I thought that was only in hippie movies."
"You've never heard of ultimate frisbee?" Steven asked.
"I have, but I had no idea colleges actually, you know, had teams for something like that," Theo explained.
"He was too busy staying in and playing video games in college," Noah spoke up.
"Shut up," Theo grunted.
"Am I wrong?" Noah asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Just, shut up," Theo repeated.
"My school had a team and I was on it," Jane said quickly before the conversation could be further derailed. "They used to call me 'Freeze.'"
"They did? Why?" Camilla frowned, thinking of the way Jane would dissociate sometimes.
"Because the other girls would panic when they caught the frisbee," Steven responded before Jane could. "Jane wouldn't freak out when she had it, she was calm and relaxed."
"How did he know that when I didn't?" Camilla pouted.
"I told him one night when we were, ah, hanging out," Jane mumbled. "Anyway, the point is, I think they were waiting for a larger group. They have a gym bag with supplies. Probably to mark the end zones."
"Like in football?" Noah asked, the talk of end zones grabbing his attention.
"Ultimate frisbee isn't football," Jane countered. "You need to get the frisbee into the end zone to score."
"Uh, like in football?" Conner spoke up.
"No, it's different!" Jane grumbled.
"Sounds like they just stole the rules to football," Theo agreed.
"No, no!" Jane stammered, clearly thinking. "You can't tackle people!"
"Fine, they stole the rules to flag football," Steven smirked.
"What was that? You all want to challenge them to a game? Okay!" Jane exclaimed.
"I'm pregnant and you're wearing a dress!" Leslie argued as Jane took off toward the group. "And, she's gone."
The group was comprised of three women and two men, and Jane didn't hesitate to approach one of the women and strike up a conversation. Jane had a big smile on her face as she spoke animatedly, gesturing at Logan and The Gang of Eight. The other woman nodded and Jane rushed back.
"Anyone have an extra pair of pants I can wear?" Jane asked.
"What? No," Camilla giggled.
"I've got it right here in my what-the-hell-do-you-think?" Steven frowned.
"Fuck, we should have brought a bag or something," Jane sighed.
"We could have brought a bag with a tablecloth or something, but why would we have thought to put pants in it?" Sienna asked.
"Forget it, I'll play in my dress," Jane shook her head before gesturing at the group with the frisbee. "They were actually waiting for three friends to play with, two teams of four, but their friends couldn't make it. The standard is seven players per team. There's nine of us and five of them, so we can teach you. They're happy to let us join."
"Did I miss the part where she asked us if we wanted to do this?" Theo questioned.
"You didn't, but it's sports, I'm in," Noah shrugged.
"Sounds like fun," Logan agreed.
"Uh, hello? I'm pregnant!" Leslie reminded the group.
"And whose fault is that?" Sienna teased.
"Conner's," Steven answered. "His pull-out game is weak."
"You did not just say that," Camilla rolled her eyes. "How did you ever get any pussy?"
"I always assumed he paid for it," Noah piled on.
"Don't you say anything, Theodore," Sienna snapped, holding up one finger at him.
"I didn't say it!" Theo exclaimed, holding both hands up.
"You thought it. I saw it on your face," the redhead growled dangerously.
After a bit more bickering, they finally agreed to play. A quick internet search revealed that ultimate frisbee should be okay for Leslie since it was a no-contact sport. Her doctor had even told her it was good to stay active, she'd just have to be careful to not overexert herself.
The woman, Karen, marked the end zones while Jane started explaining the rules. Theo and Noah made a few stupid jokes but were quickly shut down by Sienna. They decided Jane and Karen would be team captains and started picking people.
Jane's first pick was Steven, and she immediately felt some guilt when she saw Logan look downcast. Jane picked him second. She then chose Sienna, which Camilla grumbled about. Conner also ended up on Jane's team, along with one guy and one woman from the other friend group. Karen's team consisted of Camilla, Noah, Theo, Leslie, and her two other friends.
Both teams lined up in front of end zone lines and Karen threw the frisbee to the offense, Jane's team. The game started off well, with Steven and Conner quickly moving the frisbee down field. Theo intercepted the frisbee when Conner threw it to Sienna. The redhead pouted until Noah yelled that love had no place in a competition. Noah caught Theo's pass in a full run, tucked it, and headed for the end zone.
"Foul!" the guy with the scraggly beard shouted. "No running with disk, man!"
"What? Seriously?" Noah grumbled. "Why didn't anyone say that?"
"No one else has been running with the disk!" Jane exclaimed. "How did you not know that?"
"Maybe because my teacher sucks," Noah stuck out his tongue, surrendering the frisbee to the other team.
"Everyone else seems to understand," Jane countered. "I don't think I'm the problem!"
"I'm glad I'm not on your team," Noah mumbled under his breath.
The game continued and Jane's team quickly dominated the field. Despite how athletic he was, Noah's football training seemed to become quite the hindrance. Theo was not very athletic, and he and Sienna seemed to be using the opportunity to make eyes at each other and flirt. Both teams yelled at them to pay attention to the game.
Leslie was doing quite well and she had no qualms when stealing the frisbee from her husband. Karen's team did score a couple of points, but Jane was in her element as she ruthlessly commanded her teammates. Jane's team was about to score, the frisbee flying toward her. Then Noah reached out and used his superior height to snag the frisbee from Jane's outstretched fingers.
"Ha!" he said, heading toward the other end.
"No running!" Jane called out after him.
"God damn it!" Noah shouted, once again giving up the frisbee. "Stupid sport, stupid rules, stupid frisbee."
"Noah, for the last time, this is NOT football!" Leslie yelled at him.
"I know, I know!" Noah snapped.
They played until it started getting dark, and while Noah managed to get the hang of it, it wasn't enough for a comeback. Jane's team emerged victorious. Everyone cleaned up and relaxed a bit before Karen and her friends headed off. They were going to meet up with some other friends who were bringing their kids to see the fireworks.
The Gang of Eight and Logan walked along the stone pier as people started finding spots to watch the fireworks. A small metal fence ran along the pier and looked over the Hudson river. People were leaning on the railing in anticipation of the show. The group of nine split up a bit for smaller conversations and Logan used the opportunity to speak with Jane alone.
"Am I getting in the middle of something?" Logan asked Jane as the two of them stood with their elbows resting on the railing.
"W-what do you mean?" Jane mumbled quietly.
"I know I'm an outsider to this group, and it's a really fun group!" Logan answered. "I made it clear I'm interested in more than a friendship with you and I'm happy to take things as slow as you want. I just didn't know there was something between you and Steven. I don't want to come between you."
"Steven and I aren't together, but I guess we kind of were for awhile," Jane said after almost a minute of silence. "We agreed to date other people and we're still friends."
"It's not really my place to say anything, but it seems like there's still some things unresolved," Logan replied carefully. He couldn't help but admire her pretty face and the small beauty mark above her lip.
"You're not wrong," she sighed, brushing her light brown hair behind her ears. "And it's all my fault."
"There are two people involved in every conflict," he pointed out.
"Maybe, but it's mostly my fault," Jane shrugged, looking up at the tall English guy. "I have a lot to work through, stuff from my childhood I never dealt with. Stuff I don't want to talk about."
"I respect that, I'm not pushing you," Logan nodded, looking sad. "I think you're amazing, you're fun, you're smart, you're attractive. But, I understand you have a lot going on and now might not be the best time. Maybe we should just be friends for now?"
Biting her lower lip, Jane looked up into Logan's brown eyes. Physically, he was the most attractive man she'd ever met. He was well over six feet of muscle with raven hair, a cleft chin, and a winning smile. Not to mention his charm and sexy English accent. And those dimples! Logan Barrett was every woman's wet dream.
Jane didn't feel the attraction toward him, not in the way Camilla did. Yeah, Jane thought he was hot, very hot. That wasn't enough for her. There was some chemistry in the way they flirted, but it just wasn't the same as it was with Steven. She had enough to deal with in therapy and through talking to her sister and mother; she didn't want to get involved with someone. People had told her to date, but it was her life, her choice.
"That's probably for the best," she finally replied.
"Okay, friends," he smiled, his disappointment poorly hidden.
A few minutes before the fireworks started, the group of nine gathered and found the perfect spot. Sienna and Theo were holding hands while Conner stood behind Leslie, his hands on her swollen stomach. The five single people stood together; Jane, Steven, Logan, Camilla, and Noah.



"Those two are definitely gonna be official soon," Jane commented, gesturing toward Theo and Sienna.
"She is way out of his league," Noah observed.
"I never bought into that marrying up or down bullshit," Steven snorted. "Love doesn't have social status."
"Says the guy who still can't see that a billionaire socialite wants to fuck him," Camilla smirked.
"Not this again," Steven sighed.
"I agree with what you said, Steven," Logan replied, "social status shouldn't matter. And I agree with Camilla, you should take your own advice. Even I can see Megan's interested."
"See!" Camilla crowed. "Everyone at the office knows. Everyone. Logan, did you know they went to a charity event together?"
"Can we change topics, please?" Steven mumbled.
"Fine, we can," Camilla continued. "Once you admit that girl would bend over and drop her panties for you anytime you asked."
"I will not admit that," Steven stated while Noah laughed. "Let's make fun of Noah for not having a date for the first time."
"I don't always have a date," Noah rolled his eyes.
"Yes, you do," Jane rolled her eyes. "Ugh, remember that redhead who couldn't stop talking for two seconds?"
"I remember," Steven nodded. "Sienna was mad there was another redhead around."
"Most annoying girl Noah's ever fucked," Jane snorted.
"Nice job distracting them, Steven," Logan laughed.
"Thanks," Steven chuckled. "What about you, Camilla? No guys you wanted to torture tonight?"
"Hm, this IS a good occasion for a date," Camilla mused as she looked around, craning her neck to see.
"The fireworks are about to start," Logan frowned. "You can't find a date in two min-"
"Oh, there's a hunk!" Camilla exclaimed, cutting off Logan. She then started making her way over to the guy.
"Does she live in a fantasy world where porn logic works?" Logan asked incredulously.
"Yup," Steven and Noah replied at the same time. They chuckled and gave each other a high-five.
"You get used to it." Jane shook her head.
The four of them watched as the sexy Latina talked to a group of people who looked to be college-aged. Her target was a handsome guy with caramel skin who was as tall as Logan. They spoke for a minute and the guy let Camilla lead him away by the hand while his friends clapped him on the back encouragingly.
"Shit," Logan gasped, eyes wide as the two approached. "She really did get a date in two minutes."
"Maybe I should quit and start delivering pizzas," Noah suggested.
"What the fuck does that mean?" Jane frowned.
"Porn logic," Steven explained.
"Of course," Jane rolled her eyes at Steven before addressing Noah. "You don't need to be any more of a man whore."
"Hey guys! This is Alex, he's from Boston," Camilla grinned, introducing her date. "Alex, this is everyone."
"Hi, everyone!" Alex waved just as the first flare erupted in the sky.
The fireworks were launched from barges on the Hudson river. Beautiful colors and shapes exploded in the sky, lighting up the area. This Independence Day fireworks show was quite well-known and The Gang of Eight loved how long the event continued. People were everywhere, all of them looking up, watching the beautiful explosions of color.
Theo was thrilled to be holding hands with Sienna, and he didn't even notice Camilla's date until the redhead pointed him out. Conner and Leslie both laughed and shook their heads when they realized Camilla had made a friend. Alex and Camilla talked and flirted through most of the display.
A round of cheering and applause followed the end of the fireworks show. It didn't take long for people to start breaking off from the crowd and go their own separate ways. Logan, Alex, and The Gang of Eight decided to let the crowd thin out a bit. They were soon joined by Alex's friends.
Alex was studying to become an architect at Boston University where his mother was a chemistry professor. He was twenty years old and had a twin sister who was not present. Apparently, he had gone to the west coast the previous weekend for his cousin's graduation and now wanted time with his friends. He and five friends from college had gotten a few hotel rooms and made the trip to New York from Boston.
The six college students were friendly and fit in well with the rest of the group. They all laughed at the jokes about twenty-five year old Camilla robbing the cradle. It didn't matter that Alex was eight inches taller than the sexy Latina. Even with his dark skin, Alex still blushed noticeably when his friends teased him about having a thing for redheads.
"Sorry, I'm spoken for," Sienna blushed while reaching out to take Theo's hand.
"You're a lucky man," Alex inclined his head.
"Keep your eyes on me, sir!" Camilla admonished, playfully swatting his shoulder.
"With pleasure," Alex smirked, wrapping an arm around Camilla's waist.
"Mm, good boy," Camilla purred, reaching up to run her finger down his cheek.
Their group had swelled to fifteen people and multiple conversations were going on at once. They eventually got in line and made their way onto a ferry. Everyone enjoyed the relaxing ferry ride across the Hudson river before gathering on the pier to say goodnight.
Theo was escorting Sienna home before heading back to the apartment he shared with Noah. Camilla made sure to tease the boys about needing to take care of themselves. The sexy Latina was heading off with Alex and his friends. Alex had a big grin on his face, just like his friends. Logan was going home, just like Conner and Leslie.
"That was fun," Steven commented with a smile as he and Jane headed for the right subway line.
"Logan and I decided to just be friends," Jane blurted out before biting her lower lip and glancing at Steven.
"I'm sorry to hear that," he replied evenly.
"I'm not," she shrugged. "I can just focus on myself."
"I thought you were advised to casually date?" Steven questioned as they kept walking.
"Right. Casually," Jane reasoned. "And going on multiple dates with him would make it not casual."
"Fair enough," he said, dropping the subject.
The subway was much more crowded than usual this time of night. The others had already gotten on their own lines as Jane and Steven continued through the throngs of people. There were quite a few people who were obviously drunk as they ran through the station. The two of them finally reached the spot where they would part ways.
"How are you doing, Steven?" Jane suddenly asked. "Really."
"I'm doing well," Steven smiled. "I have great friends and work couldn't be better. I'm hoping to get a promotion to senior financial analyst."
"I don't know, if I were Megan I'd hold off on promoting you until you put out," Jane teased.
"Knock it off, you," he chuckled, playfully bumping her shoulder with his.
"I'm just saying, don't underestimate what a horny girl will do when she wants the D," she waggled her eyebrows.
"I'll keep it in mind," Steven rolled his eyes.
"You do that, bubba," Jane giggled.
"You haven't called me that in a long time," he reminded her.
"Well, we're buddies, so it's fine," she shrugged.
"Thank you," Steven responded. "I'll, ah, I'll let you get going."
"You don't have to," Jane said quickly. "I mean, I miss talking. Just the two of us. It's been... forever."
"I miss that, too. But," he looked around, "this really isn't a great place, and I'm willing to bet even the diners are packed."
"Escort a lady home?" she asked, suddenly a little nervous.
"Yeah. Yeah, I think I'd like that," Steven smiled warmly.
A brief moment of flirting was enough to cause them to sit in silence for most of the subway ride. Steven was surprised by the flirting, but happy that they could finally joke around as friends again. Part of him briefly wondered if Jane intended for things to go further, but he quickly dismissed the thought. Jane was sitting beside him, trying to figure out how to initiate the conversation about her past.
"How's your mom? Your siblings?" he suddenly asked, remembering Jane said she missed talking and he had been silent for over ten minutes.
"They're doing well," Jane nodded. "Molly's still dating that same guy and Mom likes him. I'm not sure if my brothers have girlfriends."
"No boyfriend for Mom?" Steven questioned with a smirk. "Since, you know, we're talking about who everyone in your family's dating."
"No!" she laughed nervously. "Mom's never gonna date again."
"Right. Sorry," he mumbled.
Jane just nodded in response, unwilling to broach the topic on the subway. She felt like time was running out when they reached her stop. The two of them exited the subway and made their way to the right building in silence. It wasn't going well and she had to tell him.
"It's been an emotional day and I'm not ready to sleep yet," Jane said while they lingered by the entrance. "Keep me company?"
"I'd like to," Steven began, "but I don't feel like I've been great company since the pier."
"That's my fault," Jane spoke up. "I made things awkward. I, ah, I wanted to talk to you. About, um, why, why I'm like this. If, ah, if that's okay?"
"Of course," he replied quietly. "Of course it is."
Jane led them both up to the apartment she shared with Camilla and invited Steven inside. Bella immediately approached and started rubbing up against Jane's calf. Crouching down, Jane smiled as she scratched the black cat behind the ears, making her purr contentedly.
"Do you want a beer or something?" she offered, looking up at him. "I definitely need a drink."
"A beer sounds nice," Steven nodded with a smirk. "Or do you need something stronger for this?"
"I just need to relax, not get drunk," Jane laughed as she stood up and checked on Bella's water before walking to the fridge.
"Judging from the size of this liquor cabinet, I'm guessing you and Camilla get drunk a lot," he teased, opening up their liquor cabinet and looking around.
"At least I have a roommate to drink with," she countered, taking out two ice cold beers. "You probably sit in the dark with a glass of whiskey in one hand and your cock in the other."
"Why would anyone do that?" he frowned, still rifling through the various bottles.
"I always assumed guys played with themselves basically nonstop when they were alone," she shrugged.
"You seriously think guys just jack off all day?" Steven asked in a surprised voice. "Haven't you heard of a refractory period?"
"Oh yeah, I used to have to suck you for awhile so you could go again," Jane nodded.
"Good times," he smirked, taking out a bottle and turning to face Jane. "And what the fuck is this?"
"Pineapple rum. Camilla bought it. It's been in there for ages," Jane answered, holding two beers as she leaned forward to look at the bottle Steven had.
"That sounds disgusting," he grimaced, holding up the bottle so they could both see the pineapple slice floating on top of the liquid.
"It's gross," she agreed. "Camilla and I both almost threw up. You can keep it."
"I'm good, thanks," he laughed, putting the bottle away. "I'd much rather have the blowjob."
"Keep dreaming, bubba," she admonished, holding out one of the bottles. "Now, stop being nosy and have a beer with me."
Steven and Jane sat on the couch while sipping on their beers. The silence was only broken by the soft purring of Bella as she went between the two of them for attention. Neither of them could figure out what to say and instead they both chose to drink and look at each other awkwardly.
Jane was still wearing her white sundress with sunflowers. She smiled when she caught Steven's gaze lingering on her smooth calves. Crossing her legs, Jane admired Steven in his shorts and dark blue button-down. They locked eyes and both smiled as Jane reached out to scratch Bella's cheek and chin.
"The beer's good," Steven commented in a pathetic attempt to break the tension.
"Low calorie, too," Jane nodded, gesturing at him with the neck of the bottle before taking a sip.
Steven just chuckled and took a quick swig from his bottle. The two of them fell silent once again, the awkwardness continuing. Jane wanted to start talking, but she had kept her secrets for so long. Telling Camilla had been freeing, and she knew telling Steven would be, too. It just wasn't easy to start.
"This is getting ridiculous," Steven finally said. "We're friends. Just because we're not seeing each other naked anymore doesn't mean we can't talk. We don't have to talk about your past yet, but we don't have to sit here in awkward silence either."
"You're right, you're right!" Jane exclaimed before glancing at him with a smirk. "Wait. Does this mean you deleted all the nudes I sent you?"
"Jane," he stated evenly.
"Sorry, I shouldn't deflect," she sighed. "I'm just, well, I don't know. It's tough to talk about this. I don't even know where to start."
"Would it help if I shared something first?" Steven asked quietly.
"Shared what?" Jane giggled. "You're an open book."
"There might be one thing," he admitted.
"Yeah, right," she snorted. "You're like a child, completely incapable of dishonesty. I could just ask if you're lying and you'll turn red and start giggling."
"It might not be the best topic for us, but I'll tell you," Steven replied quietly. "If you don't tell anyone, not even Camilla. Especially not Camilla."
"Wait. There really is something?" Jane looked at him with wide eyes. "Did you, I don't know, work as a male prostitute to put yourself through college? Do you have an evil twin? Are you the evil twin?"
"No, no, and no," he laughed, shaking his head. "That makes this easier, thanks."
"You're welcome," she smirked, brushing her long hair back behind her ears. "Now, spill it."
"Well, you already know I did go back to Megan's after the charity event..." Steven trailed off nervously.
"You had sex," Jane finished for him, her stomach clenching as a quick jolt of pain hit her heart.
"We didn't mean to," he told her.
"Well, you didn't fall in her cunt," she countered. "I can't imagine she was that loose."
"We were just talking and it happened," Steven explained. "I felt guilty after and we agreed to just see if anything happened again. There was one other time she gave me head. That was it."
"Okay," Jane nodded. "Thank you for telling me. I won't tell anyone."
"I'm sorry," he mumbled sadly.
"You have nothing to apologize for," she said. "I know you'd never cheat in a relationship. I'm the reason we never got together."
"I could have been more patient with you," Steven argued.
"You were more patient with me than any other person would have been," Jane smiled. "And you are amazing for that, more than I deserve. We're still friends and I'm not upset with you. I can't be. I kept pushing you to nail her, after all."
"Thank you," he whispered.
"So, you and Megan aren't together?" she questioned.
"No," Steven insisted. "We aren't even friends with benefits. We just agreed to keep being friends and if something happens, it happens."
"That makes sense," Jane replied. "Thanks for spending Independence Day with us and not her."
"I'd never abandon The Gang of Eight," he laughed.
"No one in the gang is giving you any nookie, "she giggled. "By the way, where is Miss Bauer tonight?"
"Some event with her father," Steven answered. "She's watching fireworks with her son and best friend, Penelope."
"Gotcha," Jane responded.
Another round of awkward silence followed as they both processed everything. Jane was jealous, but she had joked about him and Megan, Jane had pushed for this. She knew she couldn't be mad. Biting her lower lip, she looked over at Steven. Bella had wandered off, so they couldn't even pay attention to the cat to ease the tension.
"So, ah, that's my big secret," he shrugged.
"My father abused my mother and all of us kids for years," she finally blurted out, overwhelmed with emotion.
"What?" Steven gasped.
"Sorry, sorry!" Jane winced. "I didn't know how else to say it and I've been keeping it in for so long. I should have told you ages ago. I'm sorry."
"No need to apologize," he assured her, reaching out to take her hand.
"Okay. So, okay. Details," she let out a breath, squeezing his hand as she gathered her strength. "Mom and Dad had kind of a whirlwind romance and he proposed after only a few months. They got married and moved in together. That's when the mask came off. Kids followed not long after, and I was the oldest, so it was the worst for me."
"I'm sorry," he whispered, his thumb caressing her hand. Rage filled him as he imagined that asshole hurting Jane.
"It was like it was happening to someone else," Jane said in a small voice. "I'd walk in at the wrong time, or do some other simple thing he didn't like. Then when he was hitting me, it was like I was standing outside my body, watching it happen. I hid the bruises at school. And even now, when anything too uncomfortable happens, I just freeze. Like it's not happening to me. My therapist is the one who told me what dissociating is."
"That's horrible," Steven continued, trying to be supportive while not saying too much. He knew she needed to get this all out.
"I guess I'm like every adult who never saw a functional marriage growing up," she explained. "I know other relationships aren't like that, but I'm terrified of ending up in a situation like that. My dad is a monster."
"D-did he, you know, touch you?" he asked, seeing red.
"No!" Jane shook her head. "He wasn't sexually abusive. Not to me. Mom said he was rough, but got better when she would lay there and let him. She told me there was no point in fighting because he'd just do what he wanted to anyway. She didn't even know that was rape."
"I'm glad she's free of him now," Steven swallowed weakly.
"Yeah, and there was never any evidence against him," she sighed. "I hate, HATE going to family events. My youngest brother is in high school and still has to visit him. I won't let him go alone. I hate his mother, too. My grandmother. She keeps defending him, says we don't know how much our father loves us. I told her off and she's called me a cunt a few times."
"Oh, Jane," he whispered.
Hearing Steven say her name caused Jane to break down. She threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around him as she buried her face in his shoulder. He held her close and rubbed her back as she sobbed. Her body was shaking and Steven kissed the top of her head again, trying to be there for Jane.
"Oh, God," Jane cried. "I'm so sorry, Steven. I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
"Sh," Steven kept rubbing her back. "It's okay."
"No, it's not okay! I'm so sorry. You've been so great and I've been horrible," she continued sobbing.
"You could never be horrible," he insisted.
"I am! I hurt you and I hurt you and I hurt you again. And you were still there for me. I'm horrible and I'm so sorry," Jane's last words were difficult to hear due to her voice becoming more hoarse until she ran out of breath.
"It's okay, it's okay," Steven kissed the top of her head.
"I hate him. I hate him so much!" Jane whimpered.
"He'd best hope he never meets me," he growled angrily.
It took Jane awhile to calm down. Steven let her cry into his shoulder while the two of them sat on the couch. His anger melted away as it was replaced by pure concern for his close friend. He ran his fingers through her hair as he whispered to her softly. Jane eventually sat up and wiped away her tears before looking at him intently.
"Thank you," she said. "I feel better."
"Thank you for telling me all this," Steven responded sincerely. "I know it wasn't easy."
"It wasn't, but I needed to tell you," Jane told him. "You mean a lot to me."
"Of course I do, I'm great," he smirked.
"Jerk," she scrunched her face cutely.
"I still love when you do that," Steven smiled. "So fucking adorable."



"Steven," Jane whispered, her green eyes locked on his.
All the emotions of the night had shifted. Steven could feel the tension build. Jane reached up and stroked his jaw, her fingertips brushing against the hairs of his close-cropped beard. Her hand eventually found the back of his head and she pulled him to her.
"Jane," he gasped before losing himself in the kiss.
Jane clung to him; one hand at the back of his head, deepening the kiss. The other held his upper arm. She moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced passionately. Steven held her close, her large breasts pressed against his chest. The two of them made out for several minutes before their lust reached a tipping point. Without even knowing when, he found his hand on her breast, her nipple prominent in his palm even through her dress and bra.
Laying back, Jane tugged on Steven's shoulders, encouraging him to get on top of her. She rested her right foot on the floor so Steven could nestle his hips between her spread legs. Jane's head was laying against the armrests as they started grinding, their hands caressing each other.
"I need you!" Jane husked against his lips. "Fuck me!"
It took almost thirty seconds of scrambling to get his pants open and his cock out. He pushed up her dress and shifted her panties to the side, too impatient to even get them off. He tried to line himself up, but it was difficult to find a comfortable position for both of them on the couch. They continued making out as Jane reached out and pushed the coffee table out of the way. Suddenly, they both rolled off the couch and onto the floor.
"Floor works," Steven mumbled into her mouth while Jane straddled him.
Breaking their lip lock, Jane sat up and lifted her body so she could reach between them. Grasping his throbbing manhood, she lined him up with her wet pussy. Once his tip was slotted between her folds, Jane released him as she slid herself down with a deep growl in her throat.
"Shut up and fuck," Jane moaned, her hands clawing at his shirt.
Steven grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto him, embedding his entire length in her sheath. Her heat matched the intensity of his hardness as she lowered her upper body so they could resume their kiss. He wrapped his arms around Jane while her tongue explored his mouth.
They rolled, his cock staying inside her as he got Jane beneath him. Halfway through, they hit the coffee table. The cheap table was no match for their lust. The leg snapped and the remnants of their beers spilled across the fake wood as the table tipped. Luckily, it fell away from them, slamming down on the rug and scaring Bella enough to dart into Jane's room. It all went unnoticed due to Jane and Steven's animalistic need for each other.
Grunts and moans filled the air as they started up their familiar rhythm. Steven's right hand was on the top of her head, fingers entwined in her hair as he thrust into her tightness. His left hand slid down, finding her right so they could lace their fingers. Jane squeezed his hand tightly as her ankles hooked around his calves.
"Jane," he gasped against her lips. "You feel so good."
"Oh God, Steven!" she moaned between kisses. "I love having you inside me."
"I love being inside you," Steven thickly replied.
They moved like practiced lovers; people who knew each other well, knew each other intimately. Barely two minutes in, Steven felt Jane tense beneath him, her vaginal muscles contracting as she came hard. He could hear her whimpering beneath him as she struggled to keep kissing him.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Jane started panting when Steven ended their kiss.
Lifting his head, Steven looked down so he could admire Jane's beautiful face as they made love. The expressions crossing her face were incredibly arousing; her eyes were scrunched shut, her lower jaw tense as she gasped and moaned. At least until her green eyes opened and she looked up at him in wonder.
"Jane," Steven whispered again.
"I'm gonna cum again," she told him, speaking quickly. "Cum with me. Please. Stay with me."
Steven nodded rapidly as he continued moving his dick in and out of her. Jane rolled her hips to meet his thrust, her own pleasure building. She beat him, cumming a second time before he was ready. However, Steven hit his limit just as Jane was reaching her third orgasm.
"Cumming," he grunted in warning as she squeezed her hand.
"Keep going," Jane husked, fire in her green eyes. "Fill me. Oh God, right there! I'm cumming, too! Steven! Fuck me! Steven!"
A few more thrusts was all it took for them both to explode. They both felt their orgasms with every fiber of their being. Jane's toes curled in her sandals as Steven's vision swam. His balls compressed as they injected their contents into Jane's quivering snatch.
Lowering his head, Steven pressed his forehead to Jane's as they both struggled to catch their breath as their heart rates returned to normal. Jane giggled cutely, causing Steven to peck her lips. He then slowly withdrew his flaccid penis from her warmth.
"That was amazing," Steven whispered.
"More," Jane hissed. "I need you in me again."
Steven stood up, his pants and boxer briefs falling to his ankles. Jane sat up and lunged forward, giving his soft prick a few quick sucks before getting to her feet. They both took off their footwear, but Jane didn't have the patience for anything more. She grabbed his hand and dragged him across the carpeted floor.
They staggered into the bathroom, Steven nearly tripping over the pants still tangled around one foot. He started pulling down Jane's dress as she fumbled behind herself, trying to find the shower controls as their kiss commandeered all of their brain cells. Jane's dress fell into a puddle at her feet as Steven's hands squeezed her bra-clad breasts, making her gasp into his mouth. She reached back out, finally finding the shower controls.
As the water turned on, they paused just long enough for them to pull Steven's shirt off. The kiss resumed as Steven reached behind Jane's back to unhook her bra. He managed to kick his pants and boxers off just before flinging Jane's bra away so they could both turn and go under the water.
The hot water cascaded all around them, filling the shower stall with steam. Jane held Steven's hips, kissing him passionately as his right hand palmed a big boob. Her panties were quickly soaked, with water this time, as they realized she still had them on. Steven's free hand tried to pull down Jane's underwear, but the wet fabric clung to her skin.
"Just fucking rip them!" Jane growled as Steven tried to pull down the panties.
A loud tearing sound made Jane weak in the knees as her sopping pussy flooded with additional moisture. Moments later, Steven lowered his head and took her nipple between his teeth and lightly tugged on it. Jane gasped, her fingers in his wet hair, pulling him tighter against her.
"I love your big tits," Steven moaned, sucking on one breast while caressing the other.
Jane was breathing heavily as she threw her head back, pleasure shooting from her nipples. Steven's other hand slid between her legs, two of his fingers pressing into her tunnel. Jane stepped backward, her tight ass pressing against the tiled wall as her hand gripped his wrist while he continued fingering her.
"Faster, faster, faster!" Jane pleaded, her right leg shaking.
"Mm!" Steven hummed against her tit.
Steven's fingers moved in and out of her pussy while his tongue flicked her nipple. Jane's fingernails were digging into the back of his head as her other hand reached down to grasp his hardening dick. She held it firmly when her body tensed and she came on his fingers.
"I want it down my throat!" Jane hissed while stroking him.
"Get on your knees," he ordered firmly, making Jane's pussy quiver.
Without wasting a second, Jane quickly obeyed and dropped to her knees. She lifted his erection and slurped it into her mouth so she could start sucking. His hands were in her hair as he thrust his hips, pushing more of his length between her lips. Jane gripped his thighs, her eyes flicked up to meet his as she moaned around the hard cock in her throat.
Unfortunately, the spray from the shower head was making it difficult for Jane to lose herself in the blowjob. Her mouth kept filling with water, forcing Steven to pull her head off him so she could spit it out before returning to her task. They had to give up after a couple minutes.
"Mm, how about a titty-fuck instead?" Jane offered, lifting and squeezing her boobs as she smiled up at him.
"You read my mind," he smirked.
Holding his dick in both hands, Jane lifted her body so she could press the throbbing pole into the valley between her breasts. She moaned softly, her lips slightly parted as she looked down and admired his dick. Leaning down, Jane kissed his tip while squeezing her boobs tightly, smothering Steven's cock in warm, wet tit-flesh.
"You like that, baby?" she cooed up at him as she panted with lust while lifting her boobs to slide his length in and out of her cleavage. "That feel good?"
"So good," Steven gasped, reaching out to cup her face. "I want to fuck you."
"I want you to fuck me," Jane moaned, slightly turning her head so she could suck on his thumb.
The sexy woman lightly sucking on his thumb while giving him a tit-fuck was a huge turn-on. Steven admired her naked body, his lust growing. Jane's light skin had a decent amount of freckles, reminding him of the beauty mark above her lip. Her boobs were perfect; large, but not excessively so. A few freckles were on each breast, and Jane's nipples were a light pink. Her flat stomach led down to her pubic mound, which was covered in a small, light brown bush.
"You're so beautiful, so sexy," Steven whispered as water ran down their bodies in rivulets.
"You make me so wet, I love being a dirty girl for you," Jane moaned, releasing his thumb as she squeezed her boobs tighter around his thickness. "I love your big dick. Oh God, I can feel you throbbing!"
"Bedroom," he gasped, pulling Jane to her feet.
Steven quickly shut off the water so they could step out of the shower. The two of them were too lost in their passion to bother toweling off. Instead, they rushed to Jane's room naked. Steven couldn't help but glance over and watch Jane's boobs bounce on her chest as she scurried along beside him.
"I want it from behind," Jane declared, bending over her bed and resting her head on her folded arms.
"Yes, ma'am," Steven smirked, grabbing a handful of her tight ass.
Holding Jane's perky butt-cheeks, Steven eased his dick inside of her as both of them gasped. Jane's tight snatch held him in a velvet embrace as he started thrusting. He was looking down, watching his cock disappear into Jane. With his grip on her bum, Steven also got a good look at her butt-hole.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she chanted, pushing her ass back to meet his thrusts.
Switching his grip to her hips, Steven held on as he started fucking Jane hard and fast. She rose up onto her hands, letting her tits swing freely as she panted and moaned. Lifting one hand, Steven spanked Jane several times, causing her to release a small scream as her insides contracted.
"Cum for me!" Steven ordered, smacking her butt again.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" Jane begged.
Steven reached out and grabbed a fistful of Jane's wet, light brown hair. He yanked her head back as he continued drilling her from behind. Jane's eyes were scrunched shut, her mouth hanging open as her tits flopped around and slapped each other.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum!" she shrieked as Steven let go of her hair and grabbed both her tits. "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum! FUCK! Ungh, cumming!"
"I'm close!" Steven warned.
"Cum in my mouth!" Jane whined. "I wanna taste it, I wanna swallow it, I want your cum!"
"Turn around, turn around," he instructed as he took a step back.
Jane spun around and dropped to her knees, shoving Steven's cock in her mouth. Holding her head in both hands, he started to fuck Jane's face, making her gag and drool. She slid a hand between her legs so she could rub her clit as she sucked as hard as she could.
Steven gasped, his body shuddering just as he shoved his dick all the way down her throat. Using his grip on her head, he kept pulling her along his cock as semen exploded in Jane's mouth and throat. She coughed slightly, a small river of white running down her chin. Jane quickly started swallowing as she came on her fingers. Still, she kept sucking, her tongue bathing his shaft. Finally, he had to push her off of him, his mushroom tip had grown too sensitive.
"Mm, I forgot how great your cum tastes," Jane purred as she scooped up the semen from her chin and sucked it from her fingers.
"Fuck, you are amazing," Steven gasped out while breathing heavily.
"Good," she nodded happily. "Because you are not even close to done fucking me."
There was quite a bit of grab-ass as Steven and Jane returned to the bathroom. Steven even grabbed some tit. The two of them then toweled off and cleaned up the bathroom before putting on robes. They didn't talk about having sex again, in fact, they didn't talk much at all. They just looked at each other and smiled.
"You sure you don't have a robe that isn't pink?" Steven asked, looking at the pale pink robe he was wearing.
"Oh, you're fine," Jane laughed. "You look sexy in pink. Now, c'mon, I don't want the spilled beer to stain the carpet."
"Cleaning in between sex sessions? Fun," he deadpanned, following Jane.
"Nothing sexier than a man who cleans, babe," she winked.
"A man who cooks?" Steven offered.
"Nope, cleaning's better," Jane giggled and playfully stuck out her tongue.
The two of them cleaned the carpet, making sure the alcohol wouldn't stain it. The task took longer than it should have because Jane would playfully swat Steven's butt when she could, and he retaliated by tackling her and kissing her while grabbing her boobs. Eventually, they were finished. Mostly.
"I'll tell Camilla I broke it," she mumbled, blushing slightly as she gestured at the broken table.
"Right," Steven sighed. "Don't want to tell her the truth."
"Sorry," Jane whispered.
Could Jane tell Camilla the truth about Steven? She had told Steven about her past, maybe it was time. Maybe it was time to see if she and Steven could be more. Would it really hurt to ask him to spend the night? Nothing bad would happen. He was a great guy and he set her loins on fire. Maybe more than just her loins.
Steven was lost in thought as he got two bottles of water from the kitchen. He had known that he and Jane could have been amazing together, but it would never happen. Her confiding in him had been great, but she still wanted him out of the apartment still wasn't going to admit to Camilla that he'd been over and they'd gotten intimate. Was it even intimacy, or just fucking? It was too much. He wanted to wake up with his love, wanted to shout his love from the rooftops, not leave like some dirty secret. He and Jane really did fuck like it was an Olympic sport, but no matter how great the Olympics, they always ended.
"Thanks, bubba," she said, accepting the bottle of water before drinking several gulps.
"You're welcome," Steven nodded, sipping his own water.
He was just about to offer to leave when Jane grabbed his hand and led him back to her bedroom. Barely a minute later, Jane was flat on her back with her legs in the air. Steven was holding her ankles, pumping her pussy while watching her big tits bounce.
Sliding a hand between her legs, Jane started rubbing her clit while getting fucked. Her other hand grabbed her breast, squeezing the large mound before pinching her nipple. Jane's pussy clamped down on Steven's thrusting cock, making both of them moan as his balls hit her butt.
"Mm, fuck me, yes!" Jane husked, her lower lip quivering.
"You are so fucking sexy," Steven growled, looking down at Jane's naked body.
The dick in her cunt and the fingers on her clit were too much for Jane; she tensed up as her eyes rolled back and her back arched. With her mouth hanging open, Jane let out a series of adorable squeaks and moans as an orgasm consumed her entire being. Steven's body was glistening with sweat as he relentlessly fucked Jane through her orgasm.
It was the most intense sex session in either of their lives. They couldn't keep their hands off each other as their rhythms became one. Jane came several times, including an intense series of multiple orgasms that left her a quivering mess. They fucked in various positions; missionary, cowgirl, face-off, spooning, reverse cowgirl.
Unsurprisingly, they ended up in Jane's favorite position; doggystyle. Steven made full use of the position to do everything he knew Jane loved. He spanked her, he pulled her hair, he grabbed her boobs and used them for leverage to fuck her with all the strength he had. At one point, Steven held Jane's arms back, supporting her upper body while he pounded her until she screamed.
Near the end, Steven was holding Jane's hips while screwing her with a steady rhythm. His long, deep, predictable thrusts were keeping Jane at the height of pleasure. Eventually, her arms gave out and she collapsed on the bed, her head and chest resting on the comforter while her ass stayed in the air, held up by Steven.
Jane's dirty talk had devolved into a series of incoherent gasps and groans. The pleasure was just too much, she couldn't form words. Her hands gripped the comforter as she drooled on the bed. When Steven buried himself to the hilt and started to cum, Jane's entire body exploded in fireworks of pleasure that were unlike any she had ever experienced. Her eyes rolled back as everything went black.
Steven managed to get Jane under the covers before joining her. She was still out cold and Steven wanted to hold her. With a sigh, he reached out and caressed her cheek, smiling when her face softened slightly. He knew she'd be upset if he stayed over and he didn't want to wake her.
Jane was still unconscious when Steven was fully dressed. He didn't want to leave. In fact, he felt like an asshole for leaving a girl he had just had sex with. Yet, he knew that Jane didn't want him to spend the night. She never did. She had even mentioned lying to Camilla tomorrow. That wouldn't work if he stayed.
Leaning over the bed, Steven pressed his lips against Jane's temple. He then left the building and made his way to the subway. While on the subway, he realized that the aching longing wasn't nearly as bad as it used to be. He was still very fond of Jane, very attracted to her. But, he knew it was time to move on. Knew that was the last time they'd have sex.
Taking out his phone, Steven noticed he had a message from Megan. It was a picture of three people who were outside with the setting sun behind them. Carter was sitting between Megan and Penelope, all three of them smiling at the camera. Steven smiled and spent the rest of the ride home texting with Megan.
Steven: Looks like Carter had fun!
Megan: He did! He's passed out in his room. Nell and I are drinking wine in our pajamas.
Steven: You two gonna jump on your bed and have a pillow fight? :P
Megan: In your dreams, buddy!
Steven: Actually, in my dreams I'd be there with you two.
Megan: Nell says hi. She also says there's no way you could handle both of us. ;)
Steven: Hi, Nell! And she's probably right. Those guys in Europe were very lucky!
Megan: Sorry to ruin your fantasies, but Nell and I never double-teamed a guy!
Steven: What about the cricket players in London?
Megan: Their suites had separate bedrooms.
Steven: Oh.
Megan: Nell and I have seen each other naked. I saw her give head and she's seen my sex tape.
Megan: She just offered a threesome if you take her on your spa weekend. :P



Steven: Haha! Well, I will consider her offer.
Megan: I've never been with a girl.
Steven: I was just teasing, Megan.
Megan: I know. Nell has asked to experiment a couple of times. I always said no.
Steven: Whoa.
Megan: Maybe we'll talk about it some more another time. :P I need more wine!
Steven: Have a good night. Both of you!
Megan: Thanks! Night night!
Once he was home, Steven stripped down to his boxer briefs and got into bed. He sent Jane a text to let him know he was home safe and to apologize for leaving. He added that he knew it was what she wanted. Then he plugged his phone in and went to sleep.
The dreams that followed were a mashup of Megan, who changed into Penelope, and then somehow both were in bed with him. Despite his earlier comments, he knew that would never happen. After some incredible sex with both heiresses, Steven was laying in bed with them. And then Jane was standing by the bed, she was holding a numbered ticket and standing behind a velvet rope.
~Saturday July 05, 2025~
Jane was floating in pure bliss, her body completely relaxed. She felt a soft caress on her cheek and softly whispered his name. Steven. The caressing continued and Jane enjoyed the beautiful state of being halfway between awake and asleep. It was a beautiful moment that was ruined by the caress turning into razor blades digging into her skin.
"Ow!" Jane winced, opening her eyes and blinking until Bella came into focus. "Bella, don't scratch me."
The black cat jumped off the bed and ran out of the room as fast as she could. Jane was alone and naked in bed. Steven was gone. Reaching for her phone, Jane checked the time and realized it was after 3:00AM. There was also a text from Steven, letting her know that he had gotten home.
She replied to the text, tears forming in her eyes. Jane was going to ask him to stay. She was going to have him stay. And Steven left before she could because he knew that she had never wanted him to spend the night. She was an idiot. A fucking idiot.
Placing her phone on her bedside table, Jane rolled over on the bed and suddenly realized that his scent was lingering. It was on the pillow. Reaching out, Jane grabbed the pillow and hugged it to her chest. She wanted to fall asleep smelling that man. And she did.
Jane woke up again at around 8:00AM and quickly discovered the smell of Steven was gone. She knew she could reach out, let him know that she was going to ask him to stay. But, she had put him through enough. Jane didn't know how she knew, but a part of her was convinced that had been the last time. She fell asleep again.
Halfway across town, Camilla Garcia was just waking up in the bed of a nice hotel room. She was completely naked and snuggled up to an equally naked guy. Her head was resting on his muscular chest and her arm was flung over his waist. Camilla ran her toes along the hairs on his calf as a delightful throbbing indicated her pussy was still tender from a long night of passionate lovemaking.
Lifting her head, Camilla looked over at the sleeping face of Alexander Brown. Just enough light came in through the windows for Camilla to make out his handsome features. She ran her fingers down his bare chest as she admired his caramel skin. Her hand slid beneath the covers, a smirk crossing her face when she found his morning wood.
"Mm, don't mind if I do," Camilla smirked before ducking beneath the covers.
The sexy Latina curled up beside Alex's waist as she slowly jacked him off. She then lowered her head into his lap and took him into her mouth. Camilla moaned, feeling her pussy flood with moisture as she relished the feeling of a hard dick between her lips. With her left hand cupping his balls, Camilla started bobbing her head, her cheeks caving in as she sucked hard.
Alex slowly started to stir and he instinctively reached a hand beneath the blanket to grab the top of Camilla's head. He was clearly fully awake when his other hand grabbed a handful of her perfect peach of an ass and squeezed it. Eventually, he tossed the blanket off of both of them so he could admire the naked beauty going down on him.
"Well, good morning," Alex chuckled, holding Camilla's dark hair.
"Mm, morning, mmph!" Camilla hummed around the thick dick in her mouth.
Camilla seemed content to continue the blowjob, so Alex laid back down and enjoyed. Keeping his right hand on her head, Alex's left hand slid between her legs, his fingertips brushing her petals. Camilla moaned when he started fingering her. The moans created wonderful vibrations around Alex's shaft and it wasn't long before he bucked his hips, flooding Camilla's mouth with warm sperm.
"Whoa," he gasped when Camilla gaped her mouth and showed him his cum before swallowing.
"Ah!" Camilla smacked her lips as she returned to his side. "Nothing like a morning protein shake."
"You're amazing," Alex said as he absentmindedly played with one of her boobs.
"I know," she giggled. "So, I take it that means last night was good for you?"
"Last night absolutely blew my mind," he smiled. "I hope you enjoyed it as well."
"I did!" Camilla replied. "You definitely know how to fuck. Was your friend mad that he had to sleep on a cot in the other room?"
"Nah," Alex laughed. "Bro code. When a buddy meets a girl you make yourself scarce. I'd have done it for him."
"He didn't have to leave," she playfully nudged his shoulder. "It wouldn't be the first time I've had an audience."
"It would have been the first time for me," he responded.
"Aw, you really are young and innocent," Camilla teased, leaning over to peck his lips.
"On that note, I'm going to end this conversation by returning the favor," Alex stated.
That sounded great to Camilla, so she happily allowed Alex to roll her onto her back and get between her legs. Placing her smooth legs over his shoulders, he gripped her upper thighs and buried his face in her wet twat. Her fingers ran through his hair as she let out a small grunt of satisfaction.
"Mm, that's it baby," Camilla moaned encouragingly as her nails dug into his scalp. "Eat that pussy."
Alex obviously wasn't the most experienced at cunnilingus, but he more than made up for it with enthusiasm. It wasn't long before Camilla was panting and grunting, bucking her hips against his face as her pleasure grew. At her request, Alex added his fingers into the mix, bringing Camilla to an explosive orgasm.
"Mm, mm!" Alex moaned, sucking on her clit while pushing two fingers in and out of her channel.
"Ah! Are you, ah, almost ready, ah, for another round?" Camilla asked between pants.
"Yes," he nodded against her pussy. "I'm so hard for you."
"Then get up here and fuck me!" she giggled.
No man could refuse such a request from the sexy Latina, so Alex quickly got on top of her while stroking his shaft. He found the hole and pressed forward, burying himself into Camilla's depths. She gripped his biceps and moaned, her legs instinctively wrapping around his, pulling him inside.
They were both pretty worn out after the previous night, causing the morning's session to be much more relaxed. Camilla eventually asked to switch positions, wanting it from behind. She laid her head on her folded arms, her butt in the air as she relaxed and enjoyed the exquisite feelings associated with penetration.
Alex knew Camilla liked it rough, she had made that very clear last night. However, they were both content to take things easy this time. He didn't spank her or pull her hair, he just held her hips and rhythmically thrust into Camilla until she came. Moments later he tensed and blew his load in her pulsating cunt.
Camilla and Alex cuddled for a few minutes before deciding it was time to clean up. Alex couldn't help but smirk as he watched Camilla waddle to the bathroom with a hand over her pussy to keep from leaking. The two of them then shared a very romantic shower where they washed each other.
"When are you heading back to Boston?" Camilla asked while standing naked in the hotel room and drying her hair with a towel.
"Tuesday," Alex answered, pulling up his boxer briefs.
"Two long weekends in a row, you must be exhausted," she commented, sitting her naked ass down on a chair.
"I'm a little tired," he admitted while texting his friends. "I couldn't miss my cousin's graduation and I definitely wasn't missing this weekend."
"Is your cousin going to college with you in the fall?" Camilla asked as she ran her fingers through her silky hair.
"Nah, she's staying in California," Alex replied, shaking his head. "She would never leave her father and has a few friends she's really close to. Her dad even knocked up one of those friends, so she'll have a new sibling soon."
"Nice!" she giggled. "My kind of family."
"They're alright," he laughed, sitting down on the edge of the bed.
"Hey, you should add me on social media," Camilla suggested, gesturing toward his phone. "I know you have my number, but it's easy to lose touch with just that. Who knows? Maybe we'll cross paths again."
"I'd like that," Alex smiled, opening his social media apps.
"Oh! Please follow my influencer account, too. There's a link on my page," she added, picking her phone up off the table to accept his friend requests. "I know you're probably not into beauty tips, but I post about other stuff. And maybe your sister or female friends can watch. I, ah, get a lot more famous if I have more followers."
"For you? Sure," he looked up at her with affection before returning his attention to his phone. He found Camilla's profile and the link to her influencer account. "Camporium de la diosa?"
"Yeah! It's Spanish, mostly," Camilla explained while putting her phone in her purse. "So, 'camporium' is a made up word. I changed 'emporium' to 'camporium' as a play on the word 'camp' and my real name. It's 'Camporium of the Goddess.' My followers just call me 'la diosa' or 'the goddess!'"
"Someone's confident," Alex chuckled.
"Are you saying I'm not a goddess?" she asked with a raised brow as she stood up and placed her hands on her hips, posing prettily.
"You are definitely a goddess," he whispered, eyes wide as he admired her naked body.
"Mm, damn straight," Camilla purred.
"Do you have a SeeMe account with the same name?" Alex asked as he set his phone down.
"Not yet, but maybe someday," she replied, walking over to him and sitting in his lap. She rested her hands on his shoulders as she leaned in to peck his lips. "Don't worry, you don't have to pay for nudes. You get to see the real thing."
"Lucky me," he whispered, cupping her breasts in both hands.
"That feels good and I don't want you to stop," Camilla sighed. "But, you have to meet your friends and I need to get home. We'll never get out of here if I beg you to shove it up my ass again."
"They can go out without me," Alex insisted, reaching down to squeeze her butt in both hands.
"No, you should go," she giggled, grabbing the back of his head and shoving his face in her tits. "Rain check?"
"Yes, please," he nodded as Camilla got out of his lap and returned to the table. He admired her naked ass while she put an extra swing in her hips for his viewing pleasure.
Alex knew he should be getting ready, but he couldn't stop himself from watching Camilla as she sat back down at the table. She was above-average in height for a woman and had a slim figure. Her light brown skin was flawless and her raven hair was shiny and long. Alex loved her tits; they were a good size, but not too large on her frame. She was a classic sexy Latina.
"Careful or you might start drooling," Camilla teased, completely comfortable naked as she took a pouch out of her purse.
"Sorry, but you know what you look like," Alex mumbled, wiping his chin to make sure he wasn't actually drooling. Then he gestured toward Camilla to change the subject. "What's in the pouch?"
"You know how survivalists and preppers have their 'go bag' ready in case they need to leave at a moment's notice?" she asked, unzipping the pouch. "You know, in case of nuclear attack or a zombie apocalypse?"
"Uh, yeah?" he frowned in confusion.
"Well, I'm more practical and have one for things that might actually happen," Camilla smirked. "I call it my 'ho bag' and it's for unplanned overnights."
"Nice name," Alex laughed.
"What?" she mumbled, digging around in the pouch. "Oh, right. Yeah, I own it. Slut-shaming is for losers. Seriously, they want to get non-stop pussy, yet they put down the women who provide it? Fucking morons. Anyone who gives me shit about that is definitely never getting any of this sexy bod."
"No problems here," he assured her. "What do you have packed?"
"Toothbrush and toothpaste for starters," Camilla answered. "But this hotel had complimentary ones so I didn't need mine."
"Right, I saw that," Alex nodded.
"Breath mints for that pesky cum breath, phone charger, cleansing wipes, deodorant," she continued, taking out the deodorant and applying it to her underarms. She then put it away and resumed her list. "Hair ties for sex hair, aspirin for a hangover, lube for anal, moisturizer, pepper spray in case things go wrong, and spare birth control pills."
"I thought a doctor only gave out enough pills for a month at a time or something?" he questioned. "You have extra?"
"My cousin is a pharmacist," Camilla explained after taking a pill. "Not really my first cousin. Second, third? I don't know. He shows up to family dinners at my abuela's sometimes. She cooks dinner every Sunday and everyone who's available shows up. Sometimes there's over twenty people. Anyway, he does me favors and I do him favors."
"You said you worked in accounting, what do you do for him?" Alex wondered.
"I've got great tits, I give the best blowjob in the state, and I have a tight pussy," she shrugged, pulling a pair of panties out of her ho bag. "Oh, and I keep a fresh pair of undies. Abuela says to always wear clean underwear."
"Your cousin? You freak!" he exclaimed, his big grin showing he wasn't offended.
"Second or third cousin!" Camilla argued, standing up and stepping into her underwear. "Or, something twice removed, I don't know."
"Well, that's okay then," Alex laughed as he watched the sexy Latina pull up her panties.
"Here, look," she said, pulling her phone out of her purse and walking up to him. She flipped through her pictures before turning her phone and showing him. "Look at the phone, not my tits."
"I can't help it; like you said, you've got great tits," he smirked, taking his eyes off her dangling boobs to look at the picture on her phone. It was a guy with similar features to Camilla who looked like he'd just stepped off the cover of some magazine featuring gorgeous models.
Alexander and Camilla continued talking as they finished getting dressed before meeting up with Alex's friends. There were a few crude comments about the hook-up and Alex was momentarily worried Camilla would be offended. He laughed when Camilla gave even better than she got, making the dirtiest comments out of everyone.
Camilla said goodbye to everyone before making her exit. It was time for one of her favorite activities, the walk of shame. She couldn't deny it was a damn shame her conquests didn't still have her in their bed. Camilla felt no reason she should feel shame as she took the subway back home and made her way up to the apartment she shared with Jane.
"I'm home!" Camilla confidently announced as she walked into the apartment.
"Great," Jane grunted from the couch. She was watching television while Bella was laying in her lap.
"What are we watching?" Camilla asked, approaching the couch and freezing when she noticed the remains of the coffee table. "And what the fuck happened to the table?!"
"It broke," Jane answered simply, keeping her eyes on the screen.
"Yeah, I can see that," Camilla rolled her eyes. "How?"
"I put my feet up on it and it just collapsed," Jane explained.
"Why were you putting your feet on my table?" Camilla frowned, crossing her arms and glaring at Jane.
"Why are you calling it your table?" Jane countered. "It's ours."
"I bought it!" Camilla argued.
"You got it for five bucks at a yard sale," Jane snorted.
"No!" Camilla exclaimed before averting her eyes. "It was on the side of the road with a sign that said 'free' on it."
"In that case, I'll pay you for it," Jane smirked.
"Bitch," Camilla grumbled.
"Someone needs a nap," Jane observed.
"Whatever," Camilla replied before sighing reluctantly. "I AM tired. I'm gonna pee and take a nap. Then we're going out and getting a new table. On you."
"Fine. Whatever," Jane waved her off.
Laying back on the couch in her pajamas, Jane continued watching her movie while absentmindedly petting Bella. Camilla walked off and disappeared into the bathroom. When she left the bathroom, she returned to the living room rather than going directly to her bedroom.
"Jane?" Camilla questioned.
"Yeah?" Jane replied, still engrossed in her movie.
"Why was there a pair of torn panties on the bathroom floor?" Camilla asked with amusement in her voice.
"Uh..." Jane trailed off, looking over at Camilla with wide eyes. The Latina had a pair of ripped underwear dangling off her finger while looking at Jane with a bemused expression. "I, ah, I thought my foot was in the leg hole and when I went to pull them up they ripped."
"Well, that was a load of bull," Camilla snorted, staring Jane down. "Now, either you had to go to the bathroom so bad you couldn't bother with getting them off the right way, or else you owe me a story, bitch."
"Uh..." Jane repeated stupidly. "The bathroom one?"
"Spill it. Now," Camilla insisted, waving for Jane to lift her legs so the Latina could sit on the couch. Camilla then grabbed Jane's feet and placed them in her lap. "Is Logan stashed in your bedroom? I'm not judging, I wouldn't mind keeping a stud in my bedroom to service my needs."
"Logan and I decided to just be friends," Jane admitted. "I told him I was going through a lot and we agreed it was for the best."
"You need to date if you're gonna work past this," Camilla sighed. "Logan was perfect."
"He was perfect, but not for me," Jane whispered. "I already missed my perfect."
"How did the table get broken again?" Camilla asked pointedly.
"Fucking..." Jane trailed off, looking down at Bella and scratching the cat's chin.
"Fucking what? The fucking cat? What... Oh," Camilla realized that "fucking" was the entire sentence and not just an adjective.
"It was Steven," Jane said quietly, her voice cracking. "He walked me home. We ended up making out on the couch. We fell off while he was trying to get in me. The table broke."
"Damn, get it girl!" Camilla teased. "Sounds like some great sex."
"It was," Jane acknowledged, her eyes damp. "I finally told him about my father. We ended up having sex again. It was... amazing. But you know how he's always wanting more, wanting to stay or cuddle?"
"You kicked him out again," Camilla stated flatly.
"N-no," Jane stammered, the tears starting to run down her cheeks. "It was the best sex of my life. We ended up in bed and the last round was so good I passed out. I was going to ask him to stay, I was! But he was so used to me wanting him to leave that he just tucked me in and left. Oh God, Camilla. I've lost him."
"You could tell him you were gonna ask him to stay?" Camilla offered while rubbing Jane's feet. "You know? Communication. It's nifty."
"No, I can't," Jane shook her head. "Something was different. There was still love or whatever it was, but I could tell. He's moved on. He's ready to see other people. It's too late."
"It's never too late, sweetie," Camilla insisted.
"It is," Jane mumbled. "He was my soul mate and I blew it. It'll never be that good again."



"You don't know that," Camilla said firmly. "I really think it's best to let him go for now. Live your life. Go on dates. You know, like with Logan?"
"I will date. Casually," Jane replied. "Going out with Logan again would have made it less casual."
"Okay," Camilla, nodded, holding Jane's foot. "I get it. You're not ready for sex with someone else. It reminds me of high school. Guys had a three date rule; put out or get out."
"Where the fuck did you go to high school?" Jane giggled in spite of herself before wiping away her tears.
"Not important," Camilla smiled. "What is important is that you're still young. You have time. Maybe you and Steven will find each other again, maybe not. Just focus on you right now. When you're ready, just remember that life is short. So, get naked, fuck hard, and make some noise!"
"Where did you come up with that one?" Jane asked with a laugh.
"Internet," Camilla shrugged. "There are lots of fun things there. Titties, cocks, and cunts. Oh my! And sayings for girls like me who wanna fly our slut flag."
"There are other things on the internet, you know?" Jane rolled her eyes.
"Yeah, I know," Camilla nodded. "I love the funny cat pictures."
Camilla soon left to go take her nap while Jane finished her movie. The two of them then got dressed and went out to buy a new table. A few glasses of wine and a lot of cursing later, and they had the table fully assembled. Jane flipped off Camilla when the Latina requested that Jane not get fucked on the flimsy coffee table.
That night Jane was relaxing in bed with Bella curled up on the other pillow. She had texted with the entire Gang of Eight during the day, including Steven. Her conversation with Steven had been pretty casual, with neither of them mentioning the sex. Jane's last thought before falling asleep was a burning desire for her father to rot in Hell.
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~Marcia~
"Are you sure you're okay?" Kwan asks me for the fifth time since the incident with Hazel and her ex-boyfriend.
"I'm fine, I promise," I giggle while we sit on the grass and watch the fire.
It's dark now; most of the light coming from the fire pit, which is casting a soft glow over the area. I'm sitting next to Kwan while still wearing my white sundress with the cute pink flowers. Kwan is dressed casually, and I can't help but occasionally glance over to his handsome face. The shifting glow from the fire makes him even more attractive.
"As long as you're sure," he smiles.
"I am," I nod, brushing my dark hair back behind my ears. "It's sweet how concerned you are for me, but I'm mostly worried about Hazel."
"What that guy said and did was disgusting," Kwan says vehemently. "I'm glad she has such great friends to support her."
"Yeah, she's stuck with us," I smirk. "Whether she likes it or not."
The two of us fall silent and I take the opportunity to survey my surroundings. It's an amazing night. The moon is high in the sky and I can see a handful of stars, although most are out of sight due to light pollution. Fireflies dart around, staying a few feet above the grass. I can even hear a few crickets, although the music being played mostly drowns them out.
Tents are set up and a few people are still playing games or sitting at tables. Frank Morrow is once again at a table with his video game and I smile as I remember that day at the mall with Mom. I know Frank has a little crush on me and I think it's sweet. He's a nice guy, he just needs to learn to be social. He tends to turn red whenever a girl even looks at him. I can't imagine Frank from AP Physics taking a girl into a mall bathroom and fucking her, like Steven did with me that day.
Kwan's friend Charles is relaxing a few feet away from us with is girlfriend, Olivia from The Jewelry Box. Kyle, Lexi's brother is still flirting with Kayla's cousin Abigail while they roast marshmallows. Amanda Sawyer is sitting in a chair by the fire, enjoying the evening mostly by herself.
Josh Morris and Shannon Gardner are standing nearby. I'm happy about their apology to Hazel and Kayla. We may be done with high school, but it'll be nice to move forward with fewer grudges. The apology should also help Hazel, since she tends to get emotional and judge herself. Then lash out at the rest of us.
Kayla is talking with Lexi, Nicole, and Steven. The redheads are still in bikinis and Kayla has on a black bikini top and her jean shorts. The four of them are drinking; Steven has a beer while the girls sip on wine coolers. It looks like quite a few people are drinking now.
Kwan wraps an arm around my shoulders and I snuggle up to him as I glance over at the pool. There's enough light for me to be able to see there are still people splashing around in the water. Dan and a few other guys are in the water, along with three topless ladies: Brittney O'Connor, Emily Hawthorne, and Jennifer Rhodes. I can't blame the guys, even I spend a couple minutes watching the wet, bouncing boobies.
"Having fun?" Charles asks as he and Olivia approach, sitting down with us.
"Yeah, definitely," Kwan nods as Josh Morris and Shannon walk by us and disappear from view. "You?"
"Yes!" Olivia breathes. "It's not every day you get to party at a billionaire's mansion."
"Steven's not THAT rich," I giggle. "But, yeah, this house is amazing!"
"You've known Kayla for a long time, right?" Charles questions. "Have you been coming here since you were a kid?"
"Yeah, Kayla, Hazel, Ashley, and I have been friends for years," I answer. "I think we were six or seven when Kayla's parents bought this place."
"That must have been a fun time," Olivia comments, wrapping her arms around her legs as she rests her chin on her knees.
"It was," I smile at the memories. "The entire mansion was completely empty at first. They only had a bit of furniture from a much smaller place, so even after moving in most of the rooms were empty."
"That sounds creepy," Olivia laughs.
"No way!" I shake my head. "We ran around the huge house, slid around on the floors. It was amazing for hide-and-seek. I remember Ashley won a game because she ran out of the house and hid in the storage shed."
"That one?" Charles asks, gesturing toward the huge storage shed on the other side of the yard. "That's more like another house!"
"Yeah, that one," I confirm with a nod. "It pretty much is a house. Windows, electricity, rooms. It could probably be converted to a house. We used it as a clubhouse for awhile."
"That sounds like a better clubhouse than the fort my friends and I built in my backyard," Kwan smirks, squeezing my shoulder affectionately.
"We had a lot of fun games," I tell them. "In one of them, we divided the shed into sections. We were each the queen of our own section and went to war with each other."
"I thought only little boys played war games," Charles laughs. "Damn, that's great."
"Little girls are way more vicious," I inform the guy. "Ashley and Hazel are hair-pullers and Kayla bites."
"She's right," Olivia agrees. "My cousin broke my nose when we were pretending to be ninjas."
"That's hilarious," Kwan laughs.
"It wasn't all fighting, we did like to play with dolls as well," I admit. "Ashley made hers capes so they'd be superheroes. Their cover was they were professional models by day, so it was slightly girly. My dolls had families."
"Mine went on exotic vacations," Olivia giggles. "I remember I had surfboards for all of them and used to pretend they were in Hawaii. I've always wanted to go to Hawaii."
"You'd look great in a grass skirt and a coconut bra," Charles husks.
"Down boy," Olivia smirks, playfully swatting her boyfriend's chest.
The four of us continue telling stories about our childhood hobbies. They laugh when I tell them about Steven paying for we girls to take horseback riding lessons and I end up being terrified of the horse. In my defense, horses are big! I also tell them a funny ice-skating story where I land on my butt and slide halfway across the rink.
I'm still the quiet girl, and I think I always will be. Still, it's not hard talking to these people. They're nice and I feel safe. I glance over at Steven and notice that Lexi and Nicole are both hanging off of him. Although, I'm surprised to realize that Kayla isn't there anymore. Seeing Steven with his two redheads distracts me from worrying much about Kayla. I am in love with Steven. The father of one of my childhood friends. He's so kind and handsome and I feel so much chemistry with him. I understand why Lexi wants all of us to be with Steven. All of us together forever. It's an alluring idea.
But, I also want someone who can make me his number one priority. I don't necessarily need monogamy, especially since I know I can never stop making love with my Slut-sisters. Or Steven. I just love the idea of being the center of someone's world. Of being with a guy whose heart skips a beat when he hears my name. Is that Kwan? I don't know. Shawn and I didn't work out, and I'm still a little hesitant to open myself up to this guy.
Kwan gets us drinks, with Charles opting for soda because he's driving tonight. I'm intrigued that Kwan has a beer, is he definitely planning on staying over? I remember how nice of a guy he was when things were moving too fast in that changing stall; he's not expecting sex. Hoping for it, maybe. But not expecting it.
Sipping on my drink, I notice Shannon Gardner and Josh Morris leave the house, now dressed in swim suits. Brittney, Emily, and Jennifer scream from the pool for Shannon to take her top off. Josh, Dan, and the few other guys in the pool all express their agreement.
Giggling cutely, Shannon shyly removes her top while blushing before crossing her arms over her chest. The cheering encourages her to lower her arms and expose herself. Josh and Shannon then jump in the pool. There are now four topless cheerleaders frolicking in the water. What I like the most is that the four girls can still be close again, even after previous drama. Letting go of grudges, forgiving each other. We're all growing up.
"It must have been lonely with only two people living in this giant house," Charles observes at one point. "They probably loved having you girls over."
"We spent so much time there," I respond, a tinge of sadness in my voice. "It wasn't long after they moved in that Kayla's mom died."
"Can I ask how she passed?" Olivia inquires gently.
"Brain tumor," I answer simply. "Her mom was having headaches and they went to the hospital. Doctors tried to remove it, but they couldn't save her. Kayla and Steven were a wreck."
"Of course they were," Kwan nods in sympathy.
"My parents always thought Kayla was gonna have more siblings. A lot more. Which was why they got a house with all these bedrooms," I continue. "I only found out later that they were planning to adopt because Kayla's mom had a tough pregnancy with her. Then she died and Steven's heart broke."
"Shit, that's horrible," Olivia sighs. "He seems like such a great guy. I hope the age thing doesn't cause problems with him and Lexi. Or him and Nicole."
"I don't think it will," I shake my head. "They really love each other."
"Plus, he gets to tell everyone he bagged sisters," Charles smirks, causing Olivia to smack him on the shoulder.
"Lexi has been quite the addition to our group," I giggle.
"She's, ah, definitely one-of-a-kind," Kwan nods at the redhead.
Lexi is still in her light-blue bikini and is currently standing behind her sister, pantomiming fucking her from behind. Steven is laughing uproariously while Nicole is turning red. Placing her hand on Nicole's shoulder, Lexi encourages the older redhead to bend forward, imitating doggystyle. Lexi then pretends to spank Nicole's ass. Nicole starts laughing, gasping in surprise when Lexi grabs the back of her forest green bikini bottoms and yanks them up.
"She is," I agree.
I tell them a little more about Lexi joining our friend group, skipping over the more intimate details. We stop talking for a few minutes when someone turns up the music and everyone gets out of the pool. The guys get the girls drinks so they can stand around the fire in just their bikini bottoms. Soon they're all drinking and singing by the fire, the four cheerleaders topless and letting their girls hang free.
I'm shocked Amanda Sawyer is still here. The quiet girl is blushing in her chair, seemingly embarrassed for the topless girls and not comfortable even being around them. Amanda always wears baggy clothes and rarely talks when she does come to events like this. Am I imagining things, or does she seem upset? She is kind of watching the shenanigans near the fire pit, but she keeps looking toward the house. Or am I just crazy? Some looks and uncomfortable squirming aren't much to go on.
Nicole and Lexi keep their tops on, but they're happy to drink and dance with the other girls. Things heat up when Jennifer and Emily pour beer down the front of Shannon's chest. Brittney then leads Dan and Josh Morris over so they can suck beer from Shannon's tits.. Not one to be outdone, Lexi pulls down her right bikini cup and covers her boob in wine from her bottle. She then holds Steven's head to her tit so he can suck up the wine. Amanda's face is bright red, likely not only shocked by the cheerleaders' behavior, but also by the fact that a parent is involved.
I smirk when I realize that Kyle and Abigail are now missing. Kayla's cousin and the brother of the two redheads? Interesting. We all know the twins love redheads, and Abigail even has her own bedroom. I'm glad Kyle is being more accepting of our lifestyle. A sexy coed with flawless caramel skin can have that effect on a guy.
"We should probably get going," Olivia sighs during a lull in conversation.
"The bedrooms are probably all spoken for, but there are plenty of tents and sleeping bags," I point out. "You could stay."
"I wish, but someone has to work tomorrow," Charles rolls his eyes as he gestures at his girlfriend with his thumb.
"Jewelry doesn't sell itself and I get paid commissions," Olivia sticks out her tongue.
"Didn't you make enough off that promise ring?" I tease.
"That was a nice one," Olivia grins. "Oh, and I see that necklace you're wearing is one of ours."
"Steven got us all graduation presents," I blush as I reach up to affectionately touch my Slut-sisters locket.
"It looks great on you," Kwan compliments. "But, everything does."
"So sweet I might throw up," Charles snorts.
"Knock it off," Olivia rolls her eyes as she gets to her feet.
"I guess we really are leaving now," Charles grumbles, standing as well.
Kwan helps me up and we spend a few more minutes chatting with Charles and Olivia. Apparently, Olivia has a very early shift so they really do need to get going. I hope Kwan doesn't feel awkward here, only knowing me and a couple others. I'll keep him safe.
"Thank you for having us," Olivia says, hugging me.
"Thanks for coming!" I reply, hugging her back.
"Congrats on graduating," Charles adds, an evil grin on his face. "Be careful with Kwan, he's a dog."
"I think you're lying," I giggle.
"He is, Kwan's a sweetie," Olivia rolls her eyes, taking her boyfriend's hand so they can thank Steven before leaving.
I watch Olivia and Charles as they walk toward the gate holding hands. Once they're gone, I turn my gaze back to the fire pit. Everyone is still dancing and drinking, including a couple of the football players who were suspended for jumping David. I'm glad they're here. They deserve a good time.
The crowd continues to thin as time passes. Some people are going home while others are finding places to hook-up or go to sleep. In addition to the large overhanging tents, there are a bunch of personal tents now set up all over the yard. I can tell there are people in the bounce house as well. I'm not sure if they're fucking or just jumping.
Amanda Sawyer is still in her chair, her eyes wide as she watches Brittney and Jennifer making out for the enjoyment of the guys. Both girls are only wearing bikini bottoms, their bare boobs squished together as they kiss. I can see the swim trunks of most of the guys are now uncomfortably tight. Like Amanda, Kwan is also unable to look away. He blushes when I playfully swat his shoulder and roll my eyes at him.
I think Lexi is horny and impatient because she keeps tugging on Steven's arm and stomping her foot. I'm guessing Steven isn't going to go inside until most people are asleep. Someone has to be responsible and keep an eye on the fire. The flames are still high and several people are tossing in the occasional branch. Lexi is continuing to pester Steven as I let out a loud yawn, feeling incredibly relaxed standing next to Kwan.
"Tired?" Kwan asks, looking over at me.
"A little," I shrug. "Mostly just relaxed."
"I can get going if you wanna go to bed?" he offers nervously.
"You're not gonna stay over?" I pout cutely.
"I, ah, I did bring an overnight bag," Kwan blushes slightly. "I just didn't want to assume anything."
"Hm, then why did you bring the bag?" I question, twirling a lock of raven hair with my fingers.
"Uh, we could, um, sleep in separate tents or something?" he suggests. "Or separate sleeping bags in the same tent?"
"You should go get your bag," I tell him in a small voice, suddenly feeling nervous as well. "N-no promises, but um, we can put up a tent and spend some time alone."
"I'd like that," Kwan smiles.
Kwan and I each get our overnight bags and meet up again in the back yard. Lexi catches my eye and waggles her eyebrows, causing me to blush bright red. Turning away from the brat, I walk with Kwan toward where Steven has all the supplies we'll need to camp out.
We grab a two-person tent and a mallet for the spikes or stakes, whatever they're called. Pegs? I'm going with pegs. I pick up two pillows as well, and then there's an awkward moment while we decide on sleeping bags. We avoid the awkwardness by getting a two-person sleeping bag and two individuals so we can worry about it later. Then I help Kwan put up the tent. Or, to be more accurate, Kwan puts up the tent while I make things more difficult.
"Oops! Sorry, sorry!" I exclaim when I accidentally kick the unused pegs, scattering them.
"Never been camping before?" Kwan asks with a chuckle.
"I have," I reply, gathering up the pegs. "I just never helped with this part."
"Well, here's your chance to learn," he smirks, handing me the mallet.
"This isn't going to end well," I quip, accepting the mallet.
It starts out about as bad as I predict, but Kwan is a good teacher. This really isn't that difficult at all, it's just something I've never done before. We have a nice spot with no one too close by, allowing us to tease each other and laugh in relative privacy. Soon, we're looking at a fully assembled tent.
"Camping out in the backyard was such a great idea," Kwan smiles as he admires the tent.
"Well, there are only so many bedrooms," I giggle, my cheeks slightly pink. "And, ah, some people will probably fall asleep in the living rooms, but they can't get busy there."
"Really, 'get busy?'" he laughs.
"Don't laugh at me!" I pout, crossing my arms as I stomp my foot.
"That's adorable," Kwan smiles at me affectionately.
I stick out my tongue before grabbing my overnight bag and entering the tent. Using the lights from our phones, we get everything set up inside. Kwan sets his phone down so that the flashlight will illuminate the tent. I find myself sitting on my knees on the two-person sleeping bag, looking at him while we talk.
"Any chance we'll end up in any of the same classes at CSUA?" I ask Kwan while tugging down the hem of my sundress to make sure I'm covered.
"I don't think you're gonna major in computer science," he replies with a smirk.
"No, definitely not," I shake my head. "Even if I did, I'd be two years behind you."
"Yeah, that's true," Kwan nods. "And I'm basically done with all my gen ed courses. We can still meet up and grab lunch or walk around campus."
"You sure you won't be embarrassed to be seen with a freshman?" I giggle.
"Are you kidding?" he laughs. "Everyone will be jealous of me when they see the gorgeous girl I'm walking with."
"There's that cheesiness," I grin.
Kwan and I continue talking and flirting. I use all my best flirting techniques, batting my eyelashes at him and reaching out to touch his arm. Our flirting grows more suggestive, both of us making dirty jokes and crude comments. Well, dirty and crude for us. For Lexi, it's probably super restrained. Either way, Kwan and I are quite comfortable with each other.
"I, ah, I actually got you something," Kwan stammers. "Something for graduation."
"Aw! You didn't have to!" I exclaim as he reaches for his overnight bag. "Why wait so long to give it to me?"
"Because I thought it might be weird," he admits while extracting a wrapped clothing box with a card taped to it. "I thought it would be kind of silly and remind you of how we met. Then I thought it might be creepy and then I got sick to my stomach."



"I'm sure I'll love it!" I declare, smirking when I think I figure out what it is. I reach both hands out for the box. "Give it to me, give it to me!"
"Maybe just the card. The box is dumb and creepy and I suck at this," he tries to pull the box back, but I snag it anyway.
"Nope, too late!" I smirk. "You got me something and I promise to love it."
I open the card first, smiling at the cat wearing a graduation cap. Inside the card is a gift card for a chain coffee place. Thanking Kwan, I set aside the card and unwrap the box. A blush colors my cheeks when I hold up the royal purple satin and lace slip. It has spaghetti straps and a v-neck outlined in see-thru black lace. The slip falls to mid-thigh and has a plunging back. There's also a matching robe.
"B-because we met while I was trying to help Charles pick out something for Olivia," Kwan blushes. "Oh, shit. It's totally creepy and you think I'm a pervert."
"I love it!" I grin at him. "It's not creepy, it's sweet!"
"I'm just glad you like it," he mumbles shyly.
"Why don't you wait outside while I try this on?" I suggest.
"Uh, really?" Kwan eyes are like saucers.
"Yes! Now wait outside, mister!" I laugh, waving at him with my hand. "Go on, get!"
"Just call out when you're ready," he says, leaving the tent.
My sandals are already off, so I start by slipping out of my sundress. As short as I am, I still can't comfortably stand in the tent. After glancing at the entrance to make sure I'm alone, I take off my bra and place it in my bag with my dress. My undies don't match the slip, but it's not see-thru and I'm still getting comfortable with Kwan. I'm keeping my panties on.
The purple slip falls to mid-thigh and I take a minute to adjust the straps. Only the black lace around the edges are see-thru, so the lingerie actually covers me better than a bikini. The plunge back falls almost low enough to expose my butt, and some more see-thru black lace goes a little higher. I put on the robe and tie it before laying across the sleeping bag and looking right at the entrance.
"I'm ready!" I announce, twirling the strap of the robe.
Kwan enters the tent and freezes, his eyes wide when he sees me. I giggle when he reaches behind himself and zips up the tent, his mouth hanging open slightly. Sitting up, I seductively take off the robe and set it aside. The way he's looking at me, I feel like the sexiest woman in the world.
"Hi," Kwan whispers.
"Hi!" I laugh, patting the spot beside me. "Come sit. Let's talk."
Shuffling toward me, Kwan sits down a few feet away. I giggle and scoot closer to him, leaning over to peck his cheek. Sitting up, I notice his eyes drop to my chest. I waggle my eyebrows when he looks back up at my face. The blush is adorable. It also doesn't stop him from glancing down at my legs.
"W-what do you wanna talk about?" he questions.
"We should probably get some things out in the open," I say, letting out a breath. "Before, um, before things go any further."
"Do you have a tail or something?" Kwan teases to lighten the tension. "Or am I about to find out you're a man down there? Because with you, I'm not sure either one would be a deal breaker."
"That was too cute. And a little weird. I like it!" I giggle. "And I seem to remember your fingers up my twat back in that dressing room. You know I don't have a dick!"
"That's true," he nods. "Just the tail, then?"
"Maybe," I bite my lower lip nervously. "I, ah, I still don't think I'm quite ready for you to play around with my lady parts. I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to apologize for," Kwan states sincerely. "I'm happy just spending time with you."
"You're so sweet," I whisper, leaning forward to peck my lips. "And, um, just to be clear, I meant my downstairs lady parts. The girls might like some attention."
"I'd be happy to give them all the attention they deserve," he chuckles. "But, um, maybe we should go over what you wanted to talk about?"
"Right!" I exclaim, taking a few moments to gather my thoughts. "I guess I'll start by telling you there was this guy I was sort of seeing, Shawn. Things were going well, but there were some things about me he couldn't handle. So, it didn't work out."
"I knew it," Kwan nods as he sighs. "You do have a tail."
"I do not!" I gasp, playfully punching his shoulder. When I do, I briefly glance down and notice the charm bracelet on my wrist. The one from Shawn.
"Hm, no webbed toes," he says, glancing down at my bare feet.
"There's nothing wrong with my body," I grumble, crossing my arms and glaring at him.
"It does seem... perfect," Kwan whispers.
"It is! And if you keep insinuating it isn't, you might never get to see the rest of it," I blow a raspberry playfully.
"I'm so sorry!" he wraps his arms around me, his hands at my shoulder as he gives me a side-hug and kisses my temple. "What couldn't he handle?"
"You already know that Ashley, Kayla, Hazel, and I are really close," I begin when he releases me. "A few months ago, the crazy redhead joined our group. Then our entire world changed."
"How's that?" Kwan wonders.
"Kayla is not wrong to call her 'Hurricane Lexi.'" I giggle. "Her blend of brattiness and redheaded sluttiness bends reality to her will."
"What does that mean?" he laughs.
"Long story short? The five of us are really close and we promised to always be in each other's lives," I answer simply. "We call ourselves 'Slut-sisters' and Nicole joined later. We regularly have sex."
"You're saying you're bisexual?" Kwan asks to clarify.
"I guess," I shrug. "I mean, I can't imagine marrying a woman, but I love making love with my Slut-sisters. I told Shawn I couldn't stop, even if we were together."
"And he couldn't handle that," he states, nodding in understanding. "Sex is really intimate. It makes sense. It's weird for a guy to think it doesn't count if his girlfriend has sex with a woman. Sex is sex."
"Does that mean you can't handle it either?" I sigh.
"I don't know," Kwan slowly replies. "If we were a couple? I don't know. It's not something I have any experience in. It'll take some time to wrap my head around all this."
"Well, get ready for another bombshell," I smirk.
"Hit me with it," he gestures for me to continue.
"I'm also having sex with Steven, Kayla's father," I let out a breath. "We all are. I told Shawn I could stop, but I can't. So, uh, yeah. I'm a slut."
"You're not all pregnant, are you?" Kwan asks, clearly still overwhelmed.
"No!" I laugh. "I told you I was on the pill. Just Hazel. That would be crazy."
"And this isn't crazy?" he raises his eyebrows.
"Fine, fine, it is," I admit.
"Kayla doesn't care that her friends are sleeping with her father?" Kwan wonders.
"Nah, it doesn't bother her at all," I shrug. He's not close enough to us to be told the big secret about Kayla and Steven.
Kwan asks a few more questions and also insists that I'm not a slut. I give him a quick kiss for that and explain more about my past. Our past. The Slut-sisters are forever. It takes a little while, but he's slowly getting over the shock. Soon we're making jokes again and teasing each other. The flirting is back.
"This is a lot to take in," Kwan says eventually. "I don't know what I can or can't handle in the future. What I know right now is that I really like you, Marcia. I'd like to keep getting to know you. I hope that's okay?"
"I think you should kiss me," I whisper, looking at him intently.
Reaching his hand out, Kwan cups my cheek, his thumb caressing my skin as he gazes into my eyes. We lean in at the same time, our lips touching as butterflies fill my stomach. I feel a spark of electricity when we start to kiss, a small moan escaping my lips.
It's a long, passionate kiss. Our tongues slowly dance as we get to know each other's rhythms. It's not our first kiss, but I'm counting it as our first. This time I know him, this time I feel a connection. Being physical really is a thousand times better with a person I know, a person who I'm not just lusting for.
My hand holds his bicep as I move closer to him. The fingers of my other hand lightly tease his inner thigh. My touch gives Kwan the courage to escalate things. His hand caresses my leg before he reaches up to cup my breast. I gasp into his mouth when he slips his hand into my slip and palms my tit. Pressing my chest into his hand, I smile against his lips, knowing he can feel how hard my nipple is.
Both of Kwan's hands are on me now, his hands reaching for the straps of my lingerie. He tugs down both straps, letting my boobs pop out. A shiver passes through me when he cups my breasts and squeezes them together. It feels like I have a tiny orgasm when his thumb brushes my nipple.
Kwan breaks our kiss so he can run his lips down my neck. I moan softly, my hand reaching between his legs to rub his bulge. He kisses down to my breasts and starts lightly sucking on my tit-flesh while avoiding my nipples. I gasp and groan as he slobbers all over my cleavage.
My free hand grabs the back of his head while my other continues to stimulate his erection from outside his shorts. I can tell Kwan is having the time of his life playing with my tits. He's squeezing them, squishing them together, sucking on my nipples. It's not enough to make me cum, but the breast play and nipple stimulation feels incredible.
"Mm, I think it's my turn to suck on something," I husk, my head tilted back.
"R-really?" he whispers, lifting his head from my tits.
"Mhm," I nod, biting my lower lip as I reach for his shorts with both hands.
The offer of a blowjob convinces Kwan to release my boobs long enough for the two of us to pull his shorts and underwear down to his knees. I scoot my bum back a little while jacking him off. Then I give him a small smirk before lowering my head and taking him into my mouth.
"Oh!" he gasps, a shudder traveling through his entire body.
I'm not as skilled in the art of fellatio as Hazel or Kayla. I'm not as energetic as Ashley and I don't have Lexi's bottomless throat. What I do have is a warm, willing mouth and a love for pleasing my man. I also love cock; I love feeling a hard dick in my mouth, throbbing for me. The smell, the taste. Delicious.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hum as I start bobbing my head.
My lips form an airtight seal, my cheeks caving in as I suck on Kwan's yummy cock. I'm laying on my side, leaning over to keep my head in his lap. My hand grips his thigh while my boobs press against his leg. I swirl my tongue all around his length as I move my head up and down. While just holding his tip between my lips, I rapidly flick my tongue along the mushroom head.
I bob my head faster, finding a steady rhythm to continue increasing his pleasure. My hand cups his balls, massaging them as I keep sucking away. With my hair unbounded, it keeps getting in my face while I go down on Kwan. I mumble my gratitude around his length when he gathers up my raven locks and holds them back with one hand.
Kwan lightly tugs on my hair, causing a delightful tingling sensation on my scalp. His other hand runs along my side until his fingertips brush the side of my tit. I just keep giving him head, squirming slightly as my own lust builds. I'm even rubbing my thighs together as I moan around him.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Glug!" I gurgle while passionately giving head.
"This feels so fucking good," Kwan gasps quickly, his hips bucking slightly.
"Mm, you can cum in my mouth if you want," I pull off him to say, jacking him off while turning to look up at him. "Just warn me before you shoot, okay?"
"Okay," he nods rapidly, pushing on my head in his desperation to feel my mouth on him again.
I blow Kwan for a few more minutes, his breathing growing more and more rapid. Eventually his warning comes and I suck harder, eager for my reward for a job well done. He bucks his hips and groans, his hand holding my head in place as semen coats my tongue. I instinctively swallow the first burst, just in time for the second to blast into the roof of my mouth. I cough slightly as the warm, sticky fluid flows down my throat.
"How was that?" I ask with a giggle when I lift my head from his lap.
"Fucking incredible," Kwan gasps, chuckling slightly.
"Mm, good," I purr, licking my lips as I brush my hair back behind my ears.
Pulling up the straps of my lingerie, I put my boobs away, laughing when he makes a sad face. I grab a bottle of water and take several sips to clear my throat. Cum really is sticky, and sometimes it refuses to go all the way down. After downing half the bottle, I grab Kwan's hand so we can both slip into the two-person sleeping bag.
We kiss softly for a few minutes, Kwan holding me in his arms. He is down to his boxer briefs and I happily press my body against his. More time passes as we switch between kissing and talking. I'm not sure how long it takes for us to fall asleep. I just know it's a great high school graduation.
~Kayla~
I stroll away from the fire with purpose; my eyes locked on the rows of tables beneath the large party tents. Most are abandoned, covered in leftover snack bags and empty cups. There is one table that is occupied by a single person, light from a handheld gaming console illuminating his face.
"Hi, Frank!" I exclaim, sitting down in the chair beside him and wrapping an arm around his shoulder. He flinches slightly, clearly not used to a girl touching him. I intentionally look at the screen before he can react. "That looks like fun. Oh! Watch out for that guy, he looks mean!"
"H-hi, Kayla," he mumbles, glancing at me just long enough for the edges of his screen to turn red, signaling the death of his character.
"Oh no! I'm sorry!" I wince, gripping his left shoulder. "Do you want me to leave you alone?"
"N-no, it's okay," Frank stammers, setting his game down.
I take a moment to go over what I know about Frank, which isn't really a lot. I remember him moving to Ashwood during our junior year and I think his birthday is close to mine. He's slightly taller than I am with brown hair and hazel eyes. Frank has a thick beard that he lets grow wild, in addition to a bit of a gut.
He's quiet. Very quiet. Although, everyone knows about his love for video games. The fact that Frank prefers to stay home makes me wonder why he comes to these things. He doesn't really talk to anyone, I remember forcing him into the bounce house. I do know he has a crush on Marcia, maybe that's it? Of course, he doesn't even try to talk to her. Frank can be sweet when you get him talking, apparently, but accomplishing that is quite the challenge.
Why do I care so much? I try to care about everyone, but I'm going out of my way to talk to this guy I barely know.
Ian. It's because of Ian. Ian, Josh, and Shawn. Our shy boys. I want to help Frank come out of his shell. There's nothing wrong with loving video games, but he's at a social event and I know he likes women. He'll never meet someone this way and it'll ruin his college experience.
"Can I ask you something, Frank?" I question delicately, leaning over until my bikini-clad breast presses into his upper arm.
"Yeah, sure," he nods.
"I don't want to sound mean, and I want you to know you're absolutely welcome here," I begin carefully. "I just, I'm wondering why you come to a party if you just want to spend most of it with your game? You can do that at home."
"I suck at being social," Frank answers sadly. "I never know what to do with myself and I feel uncomfortable. The game is familiar and comfortable."
"I never thought of that. It makes a lot of sense," I reply, releasing him and sitting back down to look at him. "Thank you for being comfortable enough to come in the bounce house."
"That was fun," he smiles.
"You're just saying that 'cause you got to see a titty," I tease, waggling my eyebrows as I think about my boob popping out of my top in the bounce house.
"I, ah, no. I mean, you're, um, you're so, you know, but I wasn't looking!" Frank stammers, his face bright red.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you," I giggle cutely. "Let's talk about something else. I'm glad you're staying so late."
"M-my mom, she is trying to force me to be more social," he explains, looking away from me in embarrassment. "She told me I should stay late. I'm having fun, I am! A-and I was trying to say you're beautiful but I wasn't looking at, um, you know."
"You're so sweet," I smile, wrapping an arm around his shoulders again so I can pull him toward me and kiss his cheek.
"Wow," Frank gasps, looking at me with wide eyes.
I know that look. There's no doubt in my mind; Frank has never been kissed. I'm tempted to lean in and peck his lips, but the poor boy might die of embarrassment. He's reminding me of Ian right now; a great guy who just needs some encouragement to learn to be comfortable in his own skin.
"Are you excited for college?" I ask, resting my arm on the table.
"I guess," he shrugs, looking like he wants to say more.
"C'mon, talk to me. What's up?" I inquire. "Why aren't you excited?"
"It's not like I'll be any better talking to girls in college," Frank admits sadly. "We'll all be new, so it won't be as bad as being the only new guy, but I was never popular and I never will be. And girls still won't like me at all. I'll always be a loser."
"Okay, three things," I say after taking a moment to gather my thoughts. "First, you're not a loser. Second, socializing takes practice. It can help if you stop focusing on the fact that you're talking to a girl. You're talking to a person. Just try and relax and let things flow naturally."
"That makes sense," he nods thoughtfully. "I was nervous in the bounce house with you and Amanda at first. It got more natural over time."
"Because you relaxed and thought of us as friends," I smile and incline my head. "Yes, I have two nipples and a vagina, but that doesn't mean we can't be buddies."
"You're right," Frank chuckles. "So, ah, what's the third thing?"
"You mentioned girls not liking you, but do you really put yourself out there?" I challenge. "You hide in the corner during social events, so how can a girl get to know you? Or do you expect a hot chick to show up at your side and ask 'hey, wanna fuck?'"
"No, I definitely don't expect that," he snorts before looking at me nervously.
"Go on, say it," I urge. "Be confident and flirty."
"A-although, ah, you did show up at my side," Frank swallows weakly. "S-so, I'm ah, well, I'm..."
"You're halfway there!" I finish for him, giggling. "See? You made a girl laugh. That's a win."
"I like your laugh, your smile," he blushes.
"Thank you, Frank," I grin, placing my hand at the back of his neck and kissing his forehead as I stand up. Then I offer him my hand. "C'mon, I'll give you a tour of the house. It'll help you be more comfortable around a girl."
Frank takes my hand, allowing me to lead him through the backyard and toward the entrance to the mansion. Once we're inside, I loop my arm through his so we can walk side-by-side. It's pretty late, but this is a graduation party, so there are quite a few people still awake. Only a handful of places are off-limits, so we continuously pass classmates as we explore the common areas.
"What's in there?" Frank asks, gesturing toward a closed door.
"Laundry room," I answer. "We can look if you really want to, but I promise there are more interesting places than where I wash my panties."
"You do your own laundry?" he gives me a surprised look.
"Did you think I was a spoiled princess who had everything done for her?" I counter with a raised eyebrow.
"You don't act spoiled, but um, yeah, kinda," Frank admits.
"Daddy made sure I learned to take care of myself," I explain with a giggle.
We're alone when I show Frank the home gym and playfully toss the exercise ball at him. He seems to be getting more comfortable with me, although it's not helping that I'm still just wearing a black bikini top and jean shorts. Frank is dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, and I smile every time I see his lustful gaze admiring my body.



The two of us keep talking while we stop at the kitchen for a couple of sodas. People are still watching a movie in the main living room, although a couple of them seem to be passed out. The game room is full of seniors playing pool or video games. Daddy has some great arcade games and a few setups for more modern consoles.
The dining room really isn't interesting, but Frank is amazed to find out we have a sun room. Daddy's office, the one he rarely uses, is locked. Mommy's isn't locked and seems to be frozen in time. I think the ancient computer is actually hers. At least the room is kept clean and free of dust.
I find myself wondering if the office will one day be Lexi's. Nah, probably not. She'll turn it into a gloryhole or something. Maybe Nicole? Accountants need an office. And if Lexi gets jealous, Daddy can just make room in the basement to build her a sex dungeon. Fuck, I love her. I smile when I imagine Lexi being a psychiatrist. She's such a brat, but it's strangely fitting. She's also insightful and caring.
"You have a library?" he gasps, jolting me out of my ruminations.
"Yeah, we don't use it much," I admit as I lead him into the library. "Daddy used to suggest I do my homework in here, but he eventually gave up. We usually do our homework in the living room while watching television."
"I can't blame you, all this room is missing is a television for video games," Frank comments as he walks through the library with wide eyes and admires the built-in bookshelves.
"With all the tables and places to sit, we're supposed to keep the board games here, too," I tell him. "But they mostly end up getting stacked up in the living room."
"You have an amazing library with a mini bar that you don't use," he shakes his head in bemusement. "Is there a bowling alley stashed away somewhere that you also ignore?"
"We don't have a bowling alley!" I laugh while watching Frank explore the nearest bookshelf.
"That's too bad," Frank says, craning his neck to read the book titles on the higher shelves. "Hey, if I pull on the right book will it reveal a secret door?"
"No," I snort before frowning slightly. "At least, I don't think so."
"No luck so far," he sighs after trying a few books. "That's a shame."
"I like this side of you, it's cute," I smile at him. "And it's nice to learn more about you. You like to read."
"Yeah, I love reading," Frank nods.
"What kind of books do you like?" I ask, hopping up onto a table so I can watch him explore the library.
"Historical fiction, science fiction, and fantasy, mostly," he answers, glancing over at me. "I fell in love with The Halfling when I was a kid. The Traveler's Guide to the Universe is great, too. Oh, and I love L. Walsh. I can't wait for Halcyon Dust to come out."
"Daddy loves those kinds of books," I nod. "I like them, but I read romance, too."
"I like when a book has a romantic element, but not if it's the main focus of the story," Frank replies. "Lately I've been reading LitRPGs."
"Uh, what's that?" I wonder, gripping the edges of the table.
"Literary role-playing game," he explains. "It's a fairly new genre. There's a lot of science fiction and fantasy elements, but it also includes leveling and stats like a video game. For example, a person might get trapped in a video game or there will be some sort of godlike artificial intelligence."
"So, it's like reading a video game?" I ask.
"Yeah, kind of," Frank answers.
"Hm, so books and video games," I tilt my head to the side so I can give him an evaluating look. "What else fills your time?"
"Well, I do like to draw," he shrugs.
"Oh?" I question, a small smirk on my face. "Do you have a NaughtyDraw account where you post dirty drawings?"
"I, ah, well, I do have an account, but I, I don't post stuff like that," Frank mumbles, his anxiety returning.
"Oops, sorry," I bite my lower lip. "I like to flirt. Oh! How about this? You should draw me something!"
"I don't have anything to draw with," he points out.
"I might, hang on," I say, hopping off the table.
Most of the games we use regularly are in the main living room, but there are still some in the library. A lot of them are games for younger kids that I've grown out of. In addition, there are some art supplies Mommy bought me years ago. It takes a few minutes of digging, but I'm able to come up with a sketch pad and some colored pencils.
"You draw, too?" Frank asks in surprise.
"No, not really," I shake my head. "I had to use outlines and could still rarely stay in the lines. This stuff never got thrown out. Would you mind drawing me something?"
"Sure, what would you like?" he smiles, accepting the sketch pad and colored pencils.
"Surprise me," I shrug. "I'll read while you draw."
Frank sits at the table and gets to work while I explore the bookshelves. It's been years since I've looked at some of these books. I smile when I find some of the books Mommy and Daddy used to read to me before bed. We have a kid's section and I am looking forward to reading to Hazel's baby. My new little brother or sister.
I figure I'll have some time while Frank draws, so I don't rush to pick out a book. Exploring the entire library, I smile as I remember helping set up this place when we moved in. Mommy loved books, and I know this place wasn't designed as a library. Daddy had it remodeled as a surprise for her. I frown when I'm unable to find any of the first editions of Mommy's favorite classic books. Daddy must be keeping them someplace else now.
"I'm finished," Frank calls out, making me jump.
"Really? That was fast!" I exclaim, returning to the table where Frank is sitting and holding the sketch pad to his chest. "Don't be shy, let me see!"
"It's okay if you hate it," he blushes, standing up and handing me the sketchpad.
Standing beside him, I accept the sketchpad and turn it to look at the drawing. I gasp. It's not surprising that it's a drawing of me, even if it takes a lot of courage for shy Frank to do something this bold. What is really surprising is that it isn't a quick sketch of the way I look right now.
Prom. The drawing is of me wearing my prom dress. Frank has captured the strapless forest green dress perfectly, and even my eyes have a hint of green. My raven hair is in the same ringlets I remember from Prom night. Every detail is perfect. I look beautiful.
"I love it," I lift my eyes to smile at him. "I thought you had a crush on Marcia, but it looks like you've been admiring me as well."
"I, ah, I have a good memory," Frank blushes. "I wasn't staring at you or anything. I just didn't have a date and I notice people."
"It's okay, I'm not upset," I assure him.
"You were beautiful that night," he states sincerely. "You're always beautiful."
I place the sketchpad on the table and look at Frank intently. He swallows nervously when I reach out to cup his face in both my hands. Taking a step forward, I lean in and press my lips against his. I moan softly in my throat as I kiss him for several seconds.
"I hope you enjoyed that?" I ask, hoping he liked his first kiss.
"I'll remember that for the rest of my life," Frank gazes at me in disbelief.
"See? You put yourself out there and a girl noticed," I tell him.
"T-thank you," he stammers.
"You're welcome!" I grin, leaning in to peck his cheek. "Out of curiosity, is the facial hair annoying when you eat? Your mustache was tickling my nose!"
"Nah, it's never been an issue," Frank admits, looking at me like I'm an angel sent from heaven.
"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed kissing me!" I wink. "Now, let's continue the tour. Bring the sketchpad in case inspiration strikes."
Frank grabs the sketchpad, the colored pencils, and the case containing his gaming console while I carry our sodas. The poor boy still seems dazed from our kiss as we continue exploring the mansion, but at least he manages to make a few jokes about secret passages. He's disappointed that the mansion doesn't have any, and I have to resist making a dirty comment about my passages.
How far am I going to take this? Even kissing Frank isn't something I planned, my intention was always to just hang out with him, help him realize I'm just a person. Not someone to be intimidated by. I'm happy I get to be his first kiss, do I want to be more?
It's honestly hard to believe that I was a virgin just a few months ago. There's nothing wrong with casual sex, but I do think I've been spreading my legs a bit too easily. It's not like I was expecting to marry David or anything, but I still remember being in love with him. Then spiraling. Daddy and my Slut-sisters saving me. Now, I give it up fairly easily.
I think I should start being more careful, more selective about who I sleep with. Wild hookups can be amazing, but I think Marcia has a point; sex is better with a real connection. Getting back to Frank, I decide I'm going to give him some pointers to help him with the ladies. If things progress naturally, fine. If they don't, also fine.
We eventually reach the bedrooms and I'm not the slightest bit surprised that most of them are occupied. Fortunately, everyone seems to be respecting the rules and there's no one hooking up in my bed. Although, my sheets are still messed up from me dyking out with the cheer coach.
"T-this is your room," Frank mumbles, looking around with wide eyes.
"It is," I nod, placing our sodas on my desk. "First time in a girl's room?"
"Yeah," he swallows weakly. "It's huge!"
"That's what she said," I giggle, making the same joke Melissa uses to annoy Ashley. "You can shut the door. I'd say I don't bite, but, well, I do. I'll go easy on ya."
"O-okay," Frank stammers, shutting the door before walking over to me and placing the art supplies on my desk.
"Thank you again for the drawing," I smile while tearing the drawing out of the sketchbook. Then I set it on top of the picture from Stacey.
"You're welcome," he manages a small smile before blushing and glancing over at my wall where the poster of my favorite singer is hanging.
"You a fan of her music?" I ask, taking a sip of my soda. "Or do you just think she's hot?"
"Can't it be both?" Frank counters.
"I suppose," I shrug. "Tall and blonde, so yeah, she's hot. I wish I had those legs."
"Yours are amazing," he says before blushing, shocked by his own boldness.
"Thanks," I giggle. "And I'm happy with their shape, but I'm just not quite tall enough for that endless legs look she has."
"She is really tall," Frank admits. "I've seen a few videos from her concerts, she's incredible."
"Yes, she is. She's the Queen," I insist with a firm nod. "I know some guys like her music, but most of her fans are women."
"She's huge right now, everyone knows her music, even if they don't like it," he comments. "I like her songs about people belonging together. The breakup ones are sad."
"I'm glad you're not one of the guys who argues she has a thousand songs about guys leaving her and zero songs about blowjobs," I hip-check him playfully. "And you aren't one of those guys who turns bitter when he doesn't have a date, blaming all women. I'm proud of you."
"It's my fault I'm a loser, not theirs," Frank reasons.
"Quick tip," I respond, "a girl wants to have a nice time with you. It isn't just about being confident, it's about being fun. Talking about how much you suck isn't getting anyone's pussy wet."
"Right, sorry," he nods as we both look at the poster of the pop star. "Any other suggestions?"
"Look at me," I instruct, turning sideways to face him.
He immediately complies, standing nervously with his hands at his sides. I evaluate Frank with a critical eye, pursing my lips as I think of the best way to advise him. He has nice hazel eyes, but his wild beard makes him seem kind of like a slob. Frank has an attractive face, but I'd like to see him put more effort into his appearance. The extra few pounds aren't nearly as big a deal as he thinks.
"I know I'm out of shape," Frank mumbles, looking down at his gut.
"It doesn't matter," I shake my head, placing my fingers on his chin to lift his head until he's facing me. "Some women won't like it, some will. That's something you need to understand. Everyone is different and everyone has a different idea of what's attractive. There are some general tips, sure, but nothing is absolute."
"What girl wants a fat guy?" he sighs.
"You're not fat," I roll my eyes. "And some women love the dad bod look more than the six pack look. I encouraged my ex-boyfriend to work out, but maybe that was a mistake. Everyone should try and stay healthy, but you shouldn't change yourself for someone else. What you should do, is show some effort in being you."
"Uh, what does that mean?" Frank frowns in confusion.
"It means that you should put some effort into your appearance. Not for others, but to look how you want to," I explain. "Do you really like having your beard grow wild like that? Or is it just easier not to bother with it?"
"It's easier not to be bothered," he reluctantly admits.
"I think you'd look better with a close-cropped beard," I tell him as my thumb brushes the stray hairs on his cheek. I then run my fingers along his neck beard. "Maybe get rid of the neck hairs and take care of the strays on your cheeks."
"I thought I shouldn't change for someone else?" Frank smirks.
"It's about finding a balance, about showing your authentic self," I smile, my right hand cupping his cheek. "Put some effort into your appearance, talk to me, be fun. Be authentic, real."
"Good," I say approvingly.
My fingertips lightly caress his cheek as I lean in to kiss him again. I don't use my tongue, instead choosing to tease him with my soft lips. Frank is kissing me back, his mustache tickling me again. I soon press my body against him, my bikini-covered boobs squishing against his chest. Then I smile against his lips when I feel his bulge rub up against my hip.
"S-sorry," he mumbles when I break the kiss. He looks mortified.
"Mm, I guess you're happy to see me?" I giggle, batting my eyelashes.
"N-no, no!" Frank quickly shakes his head.
"You're not happy to see me?" I give him my best pouting face.
"No! That's not what I meant!" he says frantically. "Of course I am. I just meant I wasn't expecting, I mean I know we're not gonna, you know.. it's just, you're so beautiful and I've never kissed anyone. It just happened. I'm sorry."
"You don't have to apologize for being attracted to me," I shake my head and grin before pecking his lips again. "This is another lesson, you need to learn to read a girl's signals. I initiated the kiss, I made flirty comments. I think you're cute."
"Y-you do?" Frank asks, clearly completely shocked.
"Mmhmm," I nod cutely while offering my hand as I come to a decision. "Let's talk, Frank."
Encouraging Frank to sit with me on my bed is another shocking experience for the poor boy. I feel a little guilty that I'm making him blush so much, but he's sitting on the edge of my bed with me, so I think he's fine. I remove my flip-flops while Frank takes off his own footwear. He's nervous, but there's no doubt he's quite happy being here.
"W-what did you want to talk about?" he questions, his hands in his lap so he doesn't accidentally touch me.
"I was a popular cheerleader, so yeah, I was asked on a lot of dates throughout high school," I begin slowly. "I went on a few, but they were all the innocent dates kids have."
"I can't relate, sorry," Frank laughs lightly.
"All good," I reply with a smile. "Anyway, they helped me learn to date. I talked with the girls after, giggling at slumber parties while talking about who was cute or who we wanted to ask us out. It was almost like practice for more mature dating."
"I never got any of that," he sighs. "I had a few friends before moving, but I never really made any here."
"Well, you have me now," I playfully punch his shoulder. "And high school is over now. We'll all be new, scared freshman again in a few months."
"But, I still won't have had any practice," Frank reminds me.
"Right," I nod, letting out a breath. "I used to get nervous around cute guys, so I get it. Especially when one guy started coming to football games just to watch me cheer."
"David Cooper?" he asks with a wince.
"Yeah," I confirm sadly. "Dating got more serious. Meeting the parents, spending more and more time together. I thought I was in love with him. Then my eighteenth birthday. I realized I was an adult and it was time."
"You, ah...?" Frank trails off, unable to complete the question.
"Had sex," I finish for him. "It was only a few months ago, it's hard to believe. I didn't have a cherry anymore; horseback riding lessons will do that. I still bled a bit, but it wasn't bad. David was so nice. I didn't necessarily think we'd get married and live happily ever after, but I knew we had shared something special. Something I'd remember for the rest of my life."
"Then the bad stuff happened with Keith," he mumbles. "I, ah, I never looked at the pictures and videos of you or Lexi. I deleted them."
"You got them, too?" I inquire sadly.
"Everyone did, I'm sorry," Frank responds, resting his hand on my bare knee for support. "I'm sorry all that happened to you, Kayla."
"Thank you," I smile, placing my hand on his and squeezing it. "I spiraled, putting myself into bad situations. My friends brought me back, but I still tend to give up the goods easily. I've been thinking I need to be more careful with that. Sex is so much better with someone special."
"I understand that," he nods slowly. "I love the idea of being in love."
"You should, it's amazing," I respond while putting my dark hair into a ponytail. "In life, I've noticed that most things are only as important as you think they are. The meaning comes from you, in what you attach to it. Some people think sex is just physical and it doesn't matter. For others, it's much more sacred. Most people seem to lean toward the latter.
"The point I'm trying to make here is that you'll likely remember your first for the rest of your life. You don't want it to be meaningless, or for it to be with a person you end up hating. So, please think long and hard before making a decision. Don't just stick it in the first available hole."
"I'll be careful. I want something special," Frank promises, removing his hand from my knee as he looks straight ahead. "There aren't any available holes, so it's not a concern at the moment."
"That's actually not true," I tell him.
"W-what?" he asks, turning to look at me with shock on his face.
"I'll have sex with you," it's now my turn to blush. "You know, if you want?"
"S-seriously?" Frank wonders.
"Yes," I state firmly. "But, don't forget what I just said. Don't agree just because you don't want to be a virgin anymore. I'm your friend, but I'm not your girlfriend. I'm not in a good place to date right now. We're on social media and we'll stay in touch, but we're not dating. You have to decide if that's okay with you."
Frank doesn't respond, instead falling silent as he contemplates my words and my offer. I take this as a good sign, proof that he's really thinking about it and not just using his downstairs brain. He keeps looking over at me, a lot of his anxiety gone as he truly considers if this is the right thing for him.
"Why me? Why do you want to do this?" he eventually inquires. "I don't want pity sex. I want someone who actually wants to do this with me. You said you were being more careful about who you did things with, so I'm just trying to figure out why you are offering."
"I'm offering because I want to," I reply with a smile. "Sometimes that's the only reason you need to have sex. Sometimes not. For me? Yeah, I'm horny. And I admit that the idea of teaching you is really hot to me. Plus, nerds make the best lovers."



"We do?" Frank looks at me dubiously.
"Fuck, yeah!" I exclaim, nodding eagerly. "I was with a guy who was every girls' fantasy. Tall, handsome, sexy. Three pumps and he squirted. Every. Fucking. Time. Didn't even care if I enjoyed it. Got what he wanted and left.
"Then I dated the shy guy. He cared more about my pleasure than his own. He wasn't selfish. And the way you just asked what was in it for me tells me that you're not selfish either."
"H-how would this work?" he swallows weakly.
"Well," I begin with a teasing smirk, "first you need an erection. Once your penis is erect, you'll be able to insert it into my vagina."
"I know, I took sex ed!" Frank laughs while I giggle. "I meant, do we just, ah start?"
"Does that mean you're accepting my offer, big guy?" I waggle my eyebrows.
"I think so," he nods slowly. "You were my first kiss, you were the first girl to treat me like a person and not a loser. Even if we aren't in love, I want to remember you for the rest of my life."
"Aw, Frank," I gush, kissing his cheek. "I could never forget you either."
"I'm afraid that I'll, ah, you know, do what that other guy did..." Frank winces.
"What, cum fast?" I ask. "Don't worry about that. The night is young and I think I can help ya get it up more than once."
"Wow," is all he can respond with.
"Okay, so we need to talk about this," I tell him as I scoot back on the bed so I can sit cross-legged. "There are things you should always go over with before sleeping with someone new. Communication is important, don't just jump in the sack. If you're mature enough to do it, you're mature enough to talk about it."
"I understand," Frank nods, sitting across from me. "Where do we start?"
"Birth control," I answer. "I'm on the pill, so we don't need to use a condom. Just remember, you're the guy and you're trusting that I really am on the pill. There are some crazy people out there, so keep that in mind."
"I don't think you would need to trap me," he laughs. "My parents' house is barely bigger than your bedroom."
"I think you're exaggerating there, but I get your point," I giggle.
"I'm really nervous," he admits, blushing slightly.
"Don't worry, we can go nice and slow," I promise. "Don't worry about cumming too fast, it happens. Just show that you care about me and my pleasure. I'll teach you how to please a woman."
"Thank you," Frank says.
"You're welcome," I give him a cute wink. "Now, don't forget about what I said about communication. Guys and girls both tend to suck at this. Girls will fake an orgasm then complain her guy can't make her cum. How's he supposed to know he's not doing a good job if you go out of your way to deceive him?"
"That's a good point," he nods in understanding.
"So, don't be afraid to ask for what you want, don't be afraid to tell her if she does something you really like," I continue my lesson. "Oh! And before I forget, sex is not like porn. They edit out all the awkward stuff. We'll be naked. Real, human bodies. They aren't perfect. Weird noises happen, clumsiness happens. If you can't laugh about it with your partner, you shouldn't be with that person."
"I, ah, I haven't really shaved down there either," Frank winces.
"That's okay, I'm not surprised," I say. "It might be a good idea to start, but that can wait. As long as you're clean down there. Washing your genitals is an important sex rule. For everyone."
"I showered this morning," he confirms.
"Good," I smile. "And I know I'm hitting you with a lot of different things at once. Sorry about that. So, we got washing and I mentioned weird noises. Don't be embarrassed. I know that's easier said than done. The first time a guy went down on me, I farted as I climaxed."
"Really?" he asks, laughing in spite of his nerves.
"I was really relaxed down there," I blush. "Yeah, it happened. I told my girlfriends later and one of them said that if you don't fart at least once during sex he's not doing you hard enough. I think she was joking."
"Sounds like an interesting conversation," Frank chuckles.
"It was," I admit with a smirk. "So, birth control, showering, weird noises, be silly. Hm, oh! And communicate, the most important one. I'll talk more about non-verbal communication later, but for now, remember to talk. I'll go first. I love, LOVE being called a good girl."
"You do?" he blushes slightly.
"Yes! It's such a fucking turn-on," I gush. "A guy telling me I'm a good girl after I make him cum? Yes, please! Bonus points if he pats me on the head after oral."
"I will keep that in mind," Frank whispers, looking at me in awe.
"I know you don't have any experience, so we'll keep talking as things go on," I tell him. "For now, I'm gonna run to the bathroom. I want you to think about what you like. What turns you on when you watch porn and masturbate, okay?"
Leaving Frank to deal with his short-circuiting brain, I enter my bathroom before dropping my jean shorts and bikini bottoms so I can sit on the toilet to pee. A smirk crosses my face when I realize that I'm soaking wet. I love the idea of teaching Frank, of introducing him to the amazing pleasure a hot female body can give him. Maybe I am ignoring my own intention to be more selective, but he's a good guy. And he's going to remember this night forever.
After peeing and washing my hands, I spend some time in front of the mirror to make sure I look perfect. I wash my face and run my brush through my hair before putting it back into a ponytail. Since I'll be naked soon, I toss my jean shorts into the hamper and head back into my bedroom wearing just a black string bikini.
"H-hi," Frank gulps as he admires me in my swim suit while I sashay over to the bed.
"Hey, handsome," I wink, climbing up on the bed and sitting in front of the pillow with my legs stretched out in front of me. "Come sit next to me."
"O-okay," he stammers.
Frank sits beside me and I press my body against him. Leaning up, I playfully nibble on his earlobe while my hand caresses his thigh. He's rock hard, and a small gasp escapes his lips when my fingers start to caress his bulge. This is going to be fun, but I need to help this guy loosen up a bit first.
"So, do you have an answer for me?" I husk into his ear. "I wanna know what you like."
"I, ah, I like it when, you know, the girl says stuff, during sex," Frank admits, his face red.
"Oh, you like dirty talk. I can do that!" I playfully bite his earlobe before continuing. "I can tell you all about how badly I want your big, hard dick. How I wanna get on my knees for you and be your personal slut. How I want you to fuck me until I scream."
"Oh, wow," he gasps.
"Kiss me, Frank," I urge, placing my fingers on his chin and turning his face.
We start off slow, just using our lips to kiss. Frank tenses up when I bring my tongue into the mix, but he catches on quick. His facial hair tickles my nose, but I am still able to lose myself in the kiss. I do stop a few times to give him pointers on how to use his tongue and how to read my physical responses. He's definitely new to this, but there's some real potential. My hands run down his chest and grip his bicep while his nerves cause him to keep his hands off me.
"Are you ready," I begin, pressing my lips to his, "to take things," I nibble on his lower lip, "a bit further?"
"Y-yes," he moans.
"Good," I whisper, breaking our kiss and sitting back slightly so he can see me. I'm gonna give him some information before distracting him further. "Okay, so everyone knows guys love the titties. But, getting your hands on them isn't just about you. Breasts are one of the main erogenous zones and some women can orgasm just from stimulation of the breasts and nipples."
"Okay," Frank replies, his eyes dropping to my chest as he realizes I'm about to get topless.
"Like with everything, communication is most important," I say for the tenth time. "And not just verbal communication. Listen to my moans, pay attention to how my body moves. If you touch me and I push against you, I probably want you to keep doing it. Make sense?"
"Yes," he says to my breasts.
"Oftentimes I'll be lost in the moment and won't tell you what I want with words," I elaborate. "Also, a girl saying 'don't stop, I'm gonna cum' tends to make the guy cum and ruin it. No one's figured out a fix for that one yet."
"I can understand that," Frank laughs.
"I'm sure you can," I respond with a smirk. "I'm gonna give you some general tips, but always keep in mind that everyone is different."
"Not everyone likes the same things," he nods.
"Right," I say approvingly. "So, to start, you don't want to maul my boobs. Caress them. And women like a buildup, don't rush for the nipples. Run your fingers over my flesh, lightly squeezing, massaging. When I'm writhing in pleasure, then you can move on to the areola."
"The area around the nipple, right?" Frank asks to confirm.
"Correct," I nod before continuing. "Then you can roll my nipples. Oh, and remember I have two boobs. Don't just focus on one. Switch it up. You can involve your mouth, pressing my tits together to kiss my cleavage, licking my nipples, sucking on them."
"Wow," he gasps, squirming slightly as he anticipates getting a titty in his mouth for the first time.
"Some women, me included, like a guy to get a little rough with the girls," I tell him carefully. "Always start off slow and don't do anything too rough without talking about it, but don't be shocked if a girl tells you to bite her nipple while you're face is down there. Gently! No one wants their nipple bit off."
"I have nipples and I can tell that would hurt," Frank laughs nervously.
"Yes, but a nice slap to the tit can produce a very erotic sting," I moan in longing. "Make sure she wants it, but yeah, tugging on nipples, jiggling and slapping titties? Some women love it. We're getting more advanced, but I'll introduce you to it slowly."
"S-sounds good," he stammers.
"Women also can like dirty talk, so it might be a good idea to moan about how much you love her tits while you're kissing them," I add, nodding. "A girl wants to know she's desired."
"You are definitely desired, Kayla," Frank breathes, glancing up at my face.
"Mm, you got a little peek in the bounce house," I remind him as I hook my thumb beneath my bikini string. "How about a closer look?"
Frank sits straight up as I teasingly tug on the bikini string. Then I reach both hands behind my back and untie my top. The strings fall away and I hold up the cups with my hands while giving him a coy look. His admiration is making my pussy wet and my nipples hard. In one fluid motion, I toss away my top, baring my breasts to Frank's gaze.
"Holy shit," he moans softly as he stares at my boobs.
"You can touch, but I just thought of something, hang on," I hop to my feet and rush over to my dresser. "Sorry to postpone your big moment, but this is important."
"Uh, what is?" he asks from behind me.
"This," I respond, turning to face him while holding up a black lace bra. "You need to learn to get a girl's bra off."
I can't help but giggle when Frank leans forward to watch me put my bra on. Once my titties are properly supported, I return to the bed and give Frank a quick kiss. Then I start explaining how the clasp works and have him try to get the bra off while we're kissing.
"I got it!" Frank exclaims against my lips the instant the bra comes undone. "I got it!"
"Good job!" I laugh as I pull back slightly. "But, ah, next time don't just announce it. Kind of kills the mood."
"Right, sorry!" he winces.
"All good," I smirk, tossing my bra on the floor. I then grab both of Frank's hands and place them on my tits. "Now, touch me."
He doesn't move for almost a minute, his eyes locked on his own hands as they hold onto my boobs. I moan softly when he starts lightly caressing my tit-flesh. His confidence slowly builds as he tests their weight in his hands. Soon, he's squeezing me, his fingers brushing my nipples.
"I-I love them," Frank whispers.
"Mm, yes!" I hiss. "Tell me more. Love my titties!"
"They feel so good in my hands, I love y-your, your nipples," he gasps.
"Kiss them! Kiss my nipples!" I beg, reaching out to grab the back of his head.
Needing no further encouragement, Frank allows me to pull his head down and bury his face in my titties. Lust and instinct drive him forward, and he's soon slobbering all over my boobs. He starts sucking on one nipple, making me quiver as I hold the back of his head. At my suggestion, he switches to the other boob, sucking on that nipple as well.
"They're beautiful," he husks, licking my nipple. "They're perfect."
I beg him to keep going, encouraging him with my words and moans. This feels really good and I'm happy to allow Frank to keep getting acquainted with my tits. I give him a good fifteen minutes to explore my chest, cooing happily when I realize Frank's confidence continues to grow.
"Mm, why am I the only one topless?" I ask with a giggle as I playfully scratch the back of his head. "Take your shirt off for me."
"Okay," Frank agrees, reluctantly removing his head from my cleavage and lifting his hands from my breasts.
Letting out a breath, Frank reaches for the hem of his t-shirt. I can tell he's nervous so I give him an encouraging smile. Nodding his head, he pulls his shirt off over his head and tosses it on the floor. Frank does have a bit of a beer belly, but he's cute! His chest is covered in dark hair and he looks at me in awe as I run my fingers down his chest.
"What's this?" I wonder, tracing my finger along the scar on his right side, near his hip. "Did you get in a sword fight?"
"I had my appendix removed," he answers with a smile. "I was rushed to the hospital when I woke up in the middle of the night in pain."
I make a sad face before leaning across his body so I can plant a soft kiss on his scar. Then I start kissing up to his chest, dragging my boobs along his stomach. Frank gasps softly when I flick my tongue along his nipple. My hands explore his chest as I switch to his other nipple and start lightly sucking on it.
"Can I see more of you?" I ask in a throaty whisper, kissing all over his chest. "Please. I wanna see it."
"Y-yes," he stammers, his hand on my shoulder. "Yeah, okay."
Sitting up, I give Frank a reassuring smile before reaching out and unbuttoning his shorts. Despite being in shock, Frank lifts his ass and helps me pull down his shorts and underwear. He gasps when my fingers wrap around his shaft and start to stroke him. He does have quite a bit of pubic hair, but he also has a very nice cock.
"Oh, you're thick!" I coo as I jack him off. "Mm, this beautiful dick belongs in my mouth."
"Y-you're really gonna, ah, use your mouth on me?" Frank gasps.
"Well, it's not gonna suck itself!" I giggle.
With that pronouncement, I lower my head and take Frank's dick between my lips. He gasps loudly as I lower my mouth further and further, my nose burying in his pubic hair as my lips form a tight seal. Humming passionately, I begin rhythmically bobbing my head while my hand cups his balls.
"Holy shit, holy shit! That feels amazing!" he groans, instinctively resting one hand on my head. "You're such a good girl."
His statement makes me moan, inspiring me to suck harder, my cheeks caving in as my tongue lashes his shaft. Frank grips my ponytail as my head moves up and down in his lap. I want to take my time and enjoy this, but the build-up of anticipation combining with the pleasure of his first blowjob is too much for Frank.
Frank grunts incoherently, his hips bucking as he starts to cum. The first blast catches me by surprise just as I'm taking him all the way in my mouth. I cough slightly as it goes straight down my throat. Then I pull back and start collecting his semen in my mouth, moaning slightly as I savor the warm saltiness.
"Ah!" I moan when I sit up and open my mouth, allowing Frank to see his cum on my tongue.
"Wow," is all he manages to say.
"Mm, delicious!" I coo, swallowing most of him down. A few drops are still in my mouth and stuck in my throat. "Am I a good girl, Frank?"
"You really are," Frank breathes.
"Mm," I hum, swallowing twice to get the rest of his cum into my tummy. "Uurp!"
"That was cute," he smiles.
"Sorry, cum burp," I giggle.
"You have absolutely nothing to apologize for," Frank chuckles. "Ah, sorry I did that so soon."
"All good, it was expected," I wave him off. "Besides, now you can learn to return the favor. Remember, a real man eats pussy."
"I don't really know how, but I'm happy to try," he responds.
"I'll teach you," I offer, laying on my back and removing my bottoms. I smirk and shake my head when I realize he's frozen. "Frank, I just had your dick in my mouth, stop being scared of me. C'mon, get between my legs."
His eyes devour my naked body, his chest rising and falling as he breathes heavily. I giggle cutely and stick out my tongue while wiggling slightly. Frank finally works up his courage to knee-walk down the bed and get between my spread legs. He kneels down, his eyes locked on my womanhood, my most intimate area.
"Ready for Professor Kayla's introduction to female anatomy?" I ask with a smirk while using two fingers to spread my labia.
"Yes," he whispers.
Getting into lecture mode, I begin by explaining and pointing out the parts of the vulva. I spend a fair amount of time making sure he can identify my clit, since so many men seem to have trouble finding the little nub. Then I go into detail about how to tell I'm aroused and give him a few tips on how to pleasure a woman.
"You can touch me," I offer, spreading my legs wide.
"O-okay," his hand reaches out, his fingers lightly running along my labia. "You're so wet."
"You're making me wet, baby," I whisper, lifting my head to look down at him. "Taste me. Please. Taste me."
Frank leans forward until the tip of his tongue makes contact with my labia, making me shiver. He takes a few tentative licks before pushing his tongue inside me and swiping it down through my slit. I moan his name, encouraging him to slowly lick me several times.
"You're amazing," Frank moans against my twat.
"Eat me out, baby," I encourage, placing both my hands on his head and pushing his face into my box. "Make me cum."
Being this intimate with a woman is quite new to Frank, and it takes him a minute to realize it's really okay for him to be touching me. At my direction, he pushes two fingers into my cunt while licking my pretty, pink pussy. I hold his head in my hands, my legs lifting as I beg him to keep going.
"Mm, mm," Frank mumbles against my sopping pussy. "Mm, Kayla."
"Oh God, you're doing so well!" I compliment, my back arching. "Keep going! Lick me! Suck my clit, yes! Right there, right there!"
My tits are flopping around as I writhe on the bed, my toes starting to curl. I buck my hips into his face, ordering him to continue sucking on my clit and fingering me. My body tenses as I produce a series of gasping grunts to signal the arrival of my orgasm. Fortunately, Frank has the good sense to keep eating me through my climax.
"Fuck me! I need you in me!" I beg, tugging on his head to get him on me. "Stick your cock in me! Now!"
Frank may be shy and inexperienced, but no guy can resist a hot chick begging for their dick. He quickly gets on top of me and struggles to find the hole. Giggling, I take pity on the poor boy and reach between us to guide his erection toward my entrance. His mouth is hanging open, his face contorted in pure bliss as he buries his entire length in warm, wet vaginal flesh.
"Oh, my God!" he gasps, looking down at me.
"How's it feel, big guy?" I ask, gripping his biceps while squeezing my pussy muscles.
"Perfect," Frank moans. "You feel incredible."



"You're no longer a virgin," I smirk, leaning up to peck his lips as I hook my ankles around his calves. "Now, move. Let instinct lead the way."
We move. It takes Frank a bit to figure out the rhythm, but soon his thrusts are perfectly matching my movements. I remember what he likes and immediately start talking dirty. I say his name, I tell him how big his cock his and how deep he is, I beg him to keep fucking me. The talk is a huge turn-on for me as well, and it isn't long before I'm cumming on his cock.
"You're so beautiful," he groans, continuing to pound my little pussy.
I may be beautiful, but the words coming out of my mouth could not be any more filthy. Frank's face is turning red as I call myself a slut and a whore; I can tell he's close. I scream, begging him to fuck my cunt, announcing that I'm a little cumslut who wants to be filled and covered.
"Cum inside me!" I beg, my nails digging into his arms. "Fill me, fill me! Cum for Kayla! CUM!"
He shudders on top of me, grunting loudly as he blows his load in my pussy. His chest is pressing against mine and I lean up to whisper in his ear that I can feel his hot cum. Another shudder passes through Frank's body as his balls deliver the last of their contents into my womb.
"Holy shit," Frank gasps as he rolls off of me and lays on the bed while panting heavily. "Holy shit."
"I'll take that as a compliment," I giggle, snuggling up to him and wrapping an arm around his waist.
"You should," he laughs lightly.
"I hope you're not gonna leave now that you got your rocks off?" I ask, batting my eyelashes.
"Are you asking me to stay the night?" Frank says softly.
"Yes," I answer simply.
"I definitely don't want to think about her right now, but I have to text my mom and let her know I won't be home," he blushes slightly.
"It's sweet that you make sure she doesn't worry," I kiss his cheek. "Go ahead, text her."
Frank gets out of bed and hunts around for his shorts so he can retrieve his phone. Removing my hair elastic, I stretch out on the bed and enjoy the after-sex relaxation. Frank's mom actually calls him, and I find myself giggling as he explains he's having fun and is going to sleep in a guest room. His face is bright red as he talks to his mom while admiring my naked body.
The phone call goes on for a few minutes and I close my eyes as I make myself comfortable. My entire body is completely relaxed, a small sigh escaping my lips as I start drifting off without realizing it. I quickly discover that it isn't just men who can fall right to sleep after getting off.
I yawn loudly when I wake up, completely unsure of how long I've been asleep. Sitting up, I look over and see Frank sitting at my desk. He's wearing his boxers and it looks like he's drawing. Turning his head, he looks over at me and smiles.
"Great timing, I just finished," Frank says, putting the finishing touches on the image.
"Finished what?" I ask as he gets up and walks over to the bed with the sketchpad.
"You're so beautiful, I had to draw you again," he explains, standing beside the bed and handing me the sketchpad.
It's another drawing of me, this time of me laying naked in bed. My face looks peaceful and relaxed, my dark hair is haloed around my head. My large breasts are drawn tastefully, with every detail perfectly captured. The picture ends just below my belly button and I can't help but think I look like a goddess.
"I love it," I whisper, looking up at him. "I love it so much. Thank you."
"You're gorgeous, Kayla," Frank replies softly.
I place the sketchpad down on the bed and get to my feet. Pecking Frank on the lips, I drop to my knees in front of him. Tugging down his boxer briefs, I free his half-hard dick before instructing him to step out of his underwear. Once we're both naked, I grab his dick and direct it toward my mouth.
Frank has already cum twice and the feeling of a warm mouth on his dick isn't as new to him. As a result, he's able to last longer this time. I'm glad, because every guy should experience a naked girl on her knees with her mouth stuffed full of hard dick.
With my guidance, Frank starts playing with my tits while I go down on him. Then I teach him how to hold my hair and guide my head at the speed he wants. He's not ready to really take control and fuck my face, but it's still very enjoyable to be pulled along his throbbing cock.
In just a few minutes, another load of cum is rushing down into my stomach while I lock eyes with Frank and make sexy gurgling noises. I swallow every drop like a good girl and get to my feet. Then I tell Frank I wanna check on the party, so I drink some soda to wash away the taste of cum before putting on my black string bikini.
It's after 2:00AM when I step into the hallway and shut my bedroom door. Daddy and Lexi aren't in bed yet, but all the other rooms are occupied. One door is partially open and curiosity gets the best of me. I tiptoe toward the door and take a quick peek.
I'm treated to the sight of my cousin Abigail getting fucked doggystyle by Lexi's big brother. Abigail is facing the foot of the bed, allowing me to see her bouncing boobs. Her caramel skin is flawless, and she's moaning loudly as she begs Kyle not to stop. I'm starting to understand why Abigail likes redheads; the red chest hair is hot!
I quietly shut the door for them and continue my way through the mansion. Quite a few people are sleeping in the main living room, on couches or in sleeping bags on the floor. One of them snores. A lot. I just shake my head and make my way to the backyard.
No one is in the pool anymore and the fire pit is down to coals. Walking around the pool, I notice that Brittney is fast asleep on a chaise lounge, wrapped in a blanket. A bunch of tents are up, but Daddy has sadly taken down the bounce house. I guess leaving it up all night for people to sleep in isn't a good idea.
Approaching the fire pit, I notice Lexi, Daddy, and Nicole are talking. I'm about to go up to talk to them when I hear a phone buzzing. Frowning, I glance at the closest chair and see Amanda Sawyer fast asleep. Walking over, I notice it's her mother calling. The call ends and I see she has a bunch of missed calls and texts. Lexi calls out to me but I wave her off when the phone starts buzzing again.
"Hello?" I say into Amanda's phone.
"Oh, thank God," I woman's voice answers before turning stern. "Where have you been, young lady? Why haven't you returned any of my calls? I was about to call the police!"
"Uh, this is Kayla," I say when I can get a word in. "It looks like Amanda fell asleep. She's fine."
"She wasn't drinking, was she?" the woman asks.
"I don't think so, no," I respond. "We had a fire pit and I think she was just really comfortable. I'm sorry. I'll wake her up."
"Thank you, Kayla," she tells me, still sounding a bit annoyed. "Please let her know to come straight home."
"I will," I promise. "Goodbye."
I end the call and wake Amanda. Or, rather, I try. She grumbles in her sleep and turns away from me. I start giggling as I lightly shake her shoulder. Amanda is really out, but I'm eventually able to make her stir. She yawns loudly before looking over at me.
"W-what?" she mutters angrily. "What do you want?"
"It's 2:00AM and you missed a bunch of calls from your mother," I explain, confused why she seems so upset to see me. "She wants you to come straight home."
"It's that late?!" Amanda gasps, shooting straight up in the chair.
"It is," I nod as Amanda grabs her phone and gets to her feet.
"Thanks," she mumbles, looking away from me. "I have to go."
"Hey, is something wrong?" I question.
"Yeah, my mom is gonna be upset," Amanda answers.
"That isn't what I meant," I reply. "You seem upset with me."
"Well, I'm not," she sighs. "I'm used to it. You pretty girls just take whoever you want, no matter what they mean to someone else. Fat cows like me don't stand a chance."
"You like Frank," I state, realization dawning on me. "You stayed this late because you were waiting for us to come out."
"And you didn't," Amanda says sadly. "I'm not mad at you. Like I said, I'm used to it. Anyway, I have to go home."
"Come back tomorrow," I offer.
"What? Why?" she frowns.
"You're not fat. In fact, you're very pretty," I tell her honestly. "You need some confidence. Come back tomorrow and I'll give you some pointers. Maybe I can set you and Frank up. You would look adorable together."
"You can't make him want me, Kayla," Amanda snorts.
"No, I can't," I admit. "But, either way, I'll do my best to help you. Please? High school is over. We're all growing up."
"Yeah, maybe," Amanda nods before turning to leave.
I watch Amanda disappear before walking over to Daddy and the two redheads. I hug all three of them and quickly explain that Amanda needs to get home. Nicole tells me that Daddy needs to stay up until every one is asleep for the night. Lexi complains because she wants to fuck.
"I'm gonna pour some water on the coals," Daddy says, heading toward the fire pit.
"Ugh, hurry up!" Lexi whines. "I need some cock!"
"Ideally in your mouth so we don't have to hear you anymore," Nicole rolls her eyes as she crosses her arms beneath her bikini-covered boobs.
"Speaking of cock, your brother is currently giving it to my cousin," I tell both girls.
"Blech!" Lexi makes a face while Nicole winces.
"I don't want to hear about my brother's sex life," Nicole frowns.
"Really? With our exploits? With you doing your own sister?" I tease the accountant.
"Kyle's, well, he's Kyle," Lexi reasons. "He's the mature, responsible one. He doesn't do one-night stands."
"Until now," I giggle, glancing over to watch Daddy dump water into the fire pit.
"Ew. Just, ew," Nicole shakes her head.
"Are you ready yet, baby?" Lexi calls out to Daddy. "I'm horny!"
Daddy rolls his eyes as he approaches the brat. Lexi squeals as Daddy tosses her over his shoulder and swats her bikini-clad bottom. Nicole laughs as she follows Daddy while he carries Lexi into the house. I smirk as I also follow, excited to snuggle up with Frank and fall asleep. It's been a long day.
~Nicole~
"This is so unfair," Lexi pouts, crossing her arms beneath her breasts as she sits naked on the bed with her legs crossed.
"It's, ah, your own fault, ah, for, mm, for being such a brat. Oh fuck, that's deep!" I groan, my fingers gripping the comforter as my sexy boyfriend thrusts into me from behind. "Now, ah, y-you, you just get to watch. So fucking good! Ah!"
I'm as naked as my baby sister, my feet firmly planted on the floor while Steven keeps me bent over the bed. My long red hair is framing my face as I grunt each time his entire length claims my tight tunnel, my small boobs jiggling. I can feel my Slut-sisters locket swaying slightly as it hangs from my chest. Steven is rock hard and his throbbing manhood feels so fucking good inside me. Getting to go first while my slutty sister glares at me is a delicious bonus.
"Bitch," Lexi grumbles, unable to hide the desire in her eyes as she watches the show.
"It's your own fault for being so impatient," Steven chastises while holding my butt-cheeks. "Next time be patient and enjoy the moment. We can't always drop everything and fuck."
"I can't believe I'm in sex timeout," Lexi mutters, absentmindedly blowing a strand of auburn hair out of her face.
"Timeout for, ah, for being a brat!" I grunt as Steven continues rhythmically pumping my pussy. "Oh God, fuck me, yes! Mm, now I, ah, I get some, ungh, fuck time with Steven while, ah, you get to watch. Oh my God, fuck!"
Lexi blows a raspberry and flips me off, but I'm way too distracted to respond. My eyelids flutter and I let out a small moan in response to the wonderful cock filling me. Balancing on one hand, I manage to get my other hand between my legs so I can rub my clit.
Steven switches his grip to my hips, holding me tightly as he takes me while making the manliest grunting noises. He doesn't take the time to spank me or pull my hair; both of us are just so aroused that all we can focus on is getting his cock in and out of me. With my fingers on my clit, I can feel my pleasure building. Lexi isn't the only one who can get impatient and I am ready to cum.
"I love you," Steven gasps, his fingers digging into my skin.
"I love you, too," I reply in a throaty whisper, completely lost in the moment. "Oh God, don't stop, don't stop! I'm gonna cum!"
Lexi is squirming on the bed, resisting the urge to play with herself while she watches Steven fuck me. Her green eyes are glowing with lust as her tongue snakes out to lick her upper lip. I briefly admire the swirling patterns of freckles on my baby sister's naked body before my orgasm consumes me, rendering me incapable of conscious thought.
My vaginal muscles ripple, clamping down on Steven's hard dick as I squeak and grunt. He keeps thrusting, strengthening and prolonging my orgasm. My eyes roll back as I shudder, a second climax arriving just as the first ends. I manage to gasp out his name before biting my lower lip and squealing. This is heavenly and I want to be fucked like this every day.
"Where do you want me to cum?" Steven asks, pulling my hips back as he thrusts his forward.
"Wherever you want, baby," I husk back in the sexiest voice I can manage. "I love your cum. I love it in me, on me. You can shoot it wherever you want."
"Your mouth," he grunts, making my pussy purr.
"Yes!" I hiss, my right leg shaking slightly. "I wanna eat your cum!"
"Turn around, turn around," he quickly orders, pulling out of me and taking a step back.
I spin around and drop to my knees like a good slut. Steven is jacking off while his cock approaches my open mouth. Grabbing his base, I take Steven between my lips while looking up at him. In just two hard sucks, he tenses and starts shooting. His hands bury in my hair as he pumps my mouth full of cum. I hear Lexi moan longingly from the bed, and I smirk as my throat contracts, claiming every last drop of semen as my own.
"You should have saved me some!" Lexi grumps when I stand up.
"With how you've been acting?" I arch an eyebrow as I hop up onto the bed. "I'd just spit it in your face."
"And you think I wouldn't enjoy that because...?" Lexi inquires.
"Right. Look who I'm talking to," I giggle.
"Guys love when girls swap cum," Lexi continues, glancing at Steven as he joins us on the bed. "And we're two hot redheaded sisters, that's even better!"
"Impatient to get me hard again?" Steven chuckles while laying down.
"It may be past your bedtime, but you are not getting out of railing me!" Lexi growls. "So, don't even think of falling asleep, old man."
"Forget bratty, she gets mean when she doesn't get her way," I giggle, laying down beside Steven and snuggling up to him.
"Maybe I'll just cut you off if you won't bother to satisfy me," Lexi suggests to Steven while brushing her hair back behind her ears.
"How long do you think she'd last, Nicole?" Steven asks me, holding me close. "A day?"
"I was thinking forty-five minutes, but sure, a day," I smirk.
"I'd last longer than that!" Lexi exclaims.
"Yeah, right," Steven snorts before addressing me. "Sometimes I wake up to her humping me in the middle of the night. It's the same problem Stacey has with April. We talk at work about how we never get a good night sleep."
"Neither of you would change me," Lexi declares confidently.
"You sure about that?" I inquire with a raised eyebrow.
"Okay, I think she's suffered enough," Steven says. "How about a shower, Lexi?"
"Yes! Finally!" Lexi grins, jumping out of bed.
"Hang on, just a second," I speak up before Steven can follow.
Reaching over, I grab my phone off the bedside table and open the camera. I press my breasts against Steven's chest so that I'll be covered, then I hold the phone up to get a shot of the two of us. Steven smiles and holds my shoulder so we can get a nice picture.
"After sex selfie?" Lexi asks.
"For my friends," I explain. "They'll only be able to see my back and his chest, no nudity."
"I hope they like it," Steven laughs before getting out of bed.
I watch as Lexi and Steven walk toward the bathroom while admiring my boyfriend's tight ass. Taking a sip of water, I open the group chat I use to talk to my four closest friends outside of the Slut-sisters. In fact, drawing inspiration from the high school girls, I have the old chat renamed as "Sluts About Town." I quickly send them the picture of Steven and me.
Liz: Damn, get it girl!
Eve: He's cuuuuute.
Liz: Fuck yeah, he is! I'd love to curl up in that chest hair.
Nicole: You two are acting like you've never seen him before!
Eve: Not in person. You're really talking him up.
Liz: Eve has a point. I doubt he can live up to the pedestal you put him on!
Nicole: You'll like him, I promise.
Eve: You two still in bed?
Nicole: Nah, he's in the shower with my sister.
Eve: Still weird.
Liz: It's not like they do each other. That guy looks man enough to satisfy two women.
Eve: Good point.
Paula: Will you bitches shut up? It's the middle of the night and I'm trying to sleep!
Nicole: Married life made you old and boring. :P
Paula: No, I got dick at a reasonable hour and then went to sleep!
Eve: Old and boring.
In response, Paula sends a picture of herself in bed with her husband. Joe and Paula are both naked, but Paula has an arm over her breasts as she blows a kiss at the camera. She's the only one awake, as Joe is clearly out cold. Since Paula is topless, it definitely counts as an after sex selfie.
Another image comes in, this one of Lizzie, who is laying in a bed that is definitely not hers. The blanket is pulled up over her breasts and she's giving the camera a fake smile. A smile that definitely doesn't reach her eyes. Behind her is a guy with his back toward her, fast asleep.
Lizzie: He picked me up at Club Frenzy. I forget his name. :/
Eve: Uh, how was it?
Paula: Amazing. Joe knows how to push my buttons!
Nicole: I don't think I can feel my legs anymore. ;)
Eve: I was asking Lizzie, but thanks.
Lizzie: It was alright. Another one who watches too much porn and wants to cum on my face.
Liz: It's good for the skin!
Paula: I like it. Face, tits, mouth; all good!
Lizzie: I like it sometimes, but it's usually easier to just shoot it in me!
Nicole: Oh, he kept making you move around to take his cum?
Lizzie: Yeah, pretty much.
Eve: With those giant knockers of yours, I'm surprised he went for the face.
Paula: On that note, I'm putting my phone on silent and going back to sleep. Goodnight.
A few more texts and I put my phone down with a sigh. Our group of five is great, but I feel like the Slut-sisters have helped me grow so much more. I'm not a virgin anymore, in fact, I'm perfectly comfortable sending an after sex selfie! I'm also naked a lot more than before, but that's not a bad thing.
Stretching out on the massive bed, I glance around the room, marveling at its size. My entire apartment could fit in just this one bedroom. I smile when I think about childhood dreams of falling in love with a rich, handsome prince. Steven's not a literal prince, but he's my prince. Lexi's involvement is definitely not foreseen, but this is still a dream come true.
Circling my fingertips around my right nipple, I get comfortable as I feel my tender pussy flood with moisture once again. Sliding my hand down my flat stomach, I allow my fingers to brush my pubic hair until I finally reach my target. I run my fingers along my labia to coat them with my juices before starting to rub my clit.
I'm still horny, so it only takes a couple minutes to get myself off. Feeling relaxed and content, I slip under the blanket and curl up happily. The room is fairly dark, I'm comfortable, and it's about 3:00AM. It's not surprising that I fall asleep within a few minutes.



I'm rudely woken up by someone quickly ripping the blanket off of me. A small body jumps on top of me, driving the air from my lungs. I immediately realize who it is, since there's really only one person it can be. I react almost instantly, wrapping my arms around her and flipping her over so I can get on top of her.
Unfortunately, Lexi is scrappy. When I straddle her, Lexi grabs my tits to hold me up. Then she lifts her body and somehow manages to get her tongue in my ear. I squeal and try pulling away, but now she's holding my nipples between her fingers, keeping me in place. I'm on top, but the brat is still able to maintain full control.
Making her move, Lexi slips out from underneath me with impressive skill. My upper body collapses on the bed, leaving my butt in the air as Lexi gets behind me. I yelp when my baby sister swats me on the bottom. She then grabs my hips and shoves her face in my twat.
"Oh!" I gasp in surprise as Lexi's tongue pushes between my labia. "Ohhhh..."
All my annoyance melts away as Lexi eats me out from behind. My sister has an amazing tongue, one capable of movements I don't even fully understand. Within forty-five seconds I tense up and cum hard. Lexi just spreads my butt-cheeks and continues munching away.
Movement to my side causes me to lift my head just in time to see Steven climb up on the bed, his big dick bobbing slightly. Mm, don't mind if I do. Getting up onto my elbows, my head darts forward so I can start sucking on the beautiful pole. Steven buries his hands in my hair, fucking my face while Lexi licks my slit.
What follows is an amazing threesome. Steven eventually puts Lexi on her back so he can hold her ankles while fucking her little pussy. I ride my sister's face, smiling at Steven as we both take pleasure from our favorite little brat. I love watching his abs clench as he drills Lexi.
Lowering myself, I tongue Lexi's clit while Steven continues pounding her. Lexi explodes in orgasm just as Steven pumps her full of cum. I suck out the last few drops before slurping out the creampie. Then I flip around so I can snowball Lexi some of Steven's cum.
Lexi and I start tribbing while Steven watches and waits to recharge. We both cum a couple of times before Steven is ready to go. He then fucks his two girlfriends in several different positions until he's ready to pop. Lexi and I get on our knees on the floor and let him hose down our faces while we beg for it.
"Mm, that was amazing," I purr while the three of us cuddle after cleaning up.
"We could do this every day if you moved in," Lexi points out.
"We've covered this," I giggle, running my toes along Steven's calf. "It's a little early in our relationship for that. And you don't get to invite other people to move in; it's not your house!"
"Whatever, it's not like he'd say no," Lexi rolls her eyes before looking up at Steven. "Right, baby?"
"Still being a brat," Steven sighs, squeezing Lexi's butt and ignoring the question.
"I'll get all my Slut-sisters under one roof, just you wait," Lexi states firmly. "Nicole's gonna cave, then I just need Marcia and Ashley."
"You still think you can manage to get all of us into a relationship with Steven?" I ask.
"Well, except maybe Kayla," Lexi sighs. "I think I can keep her in the house, but I might have to let her have a husband. Maybe he can sleep outside or something."
"You do know the others have some say in this, right?" Steven questions.
"No, thank you," Lexi shakes her head. "They'll see my way is right."
"Whatever you say," I reply while playing with my Slut-sisters locket. A thought occurs to me and I look over to see Lexi is wearing hers. "Are you not going to wear your 'A' necklace anymore?"
"I love them both, so I'll probably switch back and forth," Lexi shrugs. "You know, I might need a safe of my own if I keep getting nice jewelry."
"I guess you already have one," Steven says slowly.
"Uh, I do?" Lexi frowns.
"In the walk-in closet," he replies.
"That's where your safe is," Lexi says while I look on in interest.
"There are two safes in the closet," Steven explains.
"Since when?" Lexi wonders.
"Since we moved in," he smiles slightly. "The walk-in closet is divided into two sides, you know, for two people. Each side has a safe. You've been hanging your dresses in front of it for awhile now."
"How observant of you, Lexi," I tease.
"Well, I don't wear dresses all the time and I use the dresser for a lot of clothes..." Lexi trails off. "Shut up."
"So, ah, the safe was Aria's?" I ask carefully.
"Yes," Steven answers simply. "And don't blame her for not noticing. Like my safe, it's hidden behind a panel."
"See? Not an idiot!" Lexi grins.
"Right," I snort.
"Is that where a lot of her jewelry is? Like the earrings you just gave Kayla?" Lexi inquires while flipping me off.
"Also yes," he sighs. "All that's left in there is her jewelry. It should fit in my safe, so I can clean it out for you."
"You don't have to," Lexi shakes her head. "It's fine."
"Aria's been gone for almost eleven years, it's okay for you to use the safe," Steven responds, sitting up. "In fact, let's take care of it now."
"At 4:00AM, why not?" I say teasingly, trying to lighten the mood.
The three of us get out of bed and make our way to the large walk-in closet. Steven pushes aside Lexi's dresses and shows us how to find the hidden wall safe. I feel like I'm in a movie or television show as Steven punches in the code and opens the safe. Inside is a large jewelry box, along with a bunch of smaller ones for individual pieces.
"So cool," Lexi comments. "Can I change the code?"
"If you want, just don't forget it," Steven replies.
"Uh, I'll keep it the same," Lexi smirks.
"Good call," I giggle.
"Here, help me move this stuff," Steven requests.
I'm pretty sure I'm carrying enough wealth to buy a couple of houses as I wait for Steven to open his safe. Lexi is currently putting a few things in her safe. Or rather, she's playing with the safe. She keeps replacing the hidden panel, then going through the process of opening it again while giggling to herself.
"Are you finished over there?" I call out to Lexi when Steven finishes organizing his safe. Good thing there's a lot of room in it.
"Right, sorry," Lexi says, closing the panel and fixing her dresses before coming over to our side of the closet. "What else you got in there?"
"A few things," Steven responds.
"What kind of things?" Lexi follows up with, peering into the safe.
"Stop being nosy," I admonish.
"Why are there books?" Lexi asks, ignoring me completely. "You know you have a library, right?"
"They're first editions of Aria's favorite classics," Steven explains. "I also keep important documents in here. Like my birth certificate, my social security card, my passport, the title to my car, my will."
"Am I in your will?" Lexi questions shamelessly.
"No, it hasn't been updated since we got together," he replies with a shake of his head.
"You should probably get on that," my baby sister advises.
"Lexi!" I hiss, swatting her on the shoulder. "Not funny!"
"I wasn't trying to be funny," Lexi reasons.
"Someone needs a spanking," Steven chuckles.
"Oh, yes please!" Lexi coos. "I've been such a bad girl lately, maybe you should also fuck me up the ass while spanking me and pulling my hair? Just a thought."
"You're being extra bratty today," I observe, rolling my eyes at Lexi as Steven takes a picture out of the safe. "What's your problem?"
"I'm a horny high school graduate!" Lexi declares. "I have a hot boyfriend who I'm totally in love with, I'm gonna be an auntie, and I'm making progress getting all the Sluts to move in. Everything is coming up Lexi."
"The trial?" I ask simply.
"Why?" Lexi glares at me angrily. "Why the fuck would you bring that up now?"
"Yeah, good point," I wince, noticing that Steven is staring at the image and ignoring us. "Sorry."
"Apology not accepted," Lexi responds, reaching around Steven to pinch my nipple.
"Ow! Bitch!" I snap, swatting her hand away.
"Now we're good," she sticks out her tongue. "You're lucky I love you."
"You're lucky I tolerate you," I retort. "It's late. Maybe we should go to bed. Steven?"
"Baby?" Lexi frowns when he ignores me.
"Steven!" I call out, still getting no response.
"Steven Thomson!" Lexi shouts, pinching his bare ass.
"Huh? What?" he jumps, looking around. "Oh, sorry."
"What are you looking at?" I inquire.
"Kayla's ultrasound," he smiles, showing us the picture. "The first one. We have others in the photo album and on the computer."
"Kayla was just a little peanut," I grin, taking the picture.
"You do have photo albums in there!" Lexi exclaims, still fascinated by the safe. "And an external hard drive?"
"My wedding album is in there, too," Steven explains. "And Kayla's baby book. The external drive is a copy of my files. You should always have multiple backups. I have an off-site backup as well."
"Anything dirty on there?" Lexi wonders.
"Yes, if you must know," he chuckles.
"I must," Lexi nods. "There's a thumb drive, too. Wait..."
"Yeah, it's the one Keith gave your parents," Steven confirms. "I also have the money that asshole gave Hazel at the Noble Star Motel. The guy who thought she was a prostitute."
"I'll rip that guy's balls off if I ever get the chance," Lexi snarls before reaching into the safe. "What's this?"
"Are we ever going to bed?" Steven asks instead of answering.
"Soon!" Lexi giggles. "Nicole's looking at the Kayla fetus and I want to know what this is!"
"It's a thousand dollar bill," he answers. "Graded a perfect seventy."
"Seventy is perfect?" Lexi frowns.
"Paper money is graded from one to seventy," I grunt while still admiring the ultrasound picture. I can't help but think of having one in the future, of a little life growing inside me. "Don't ask why, no clue."
"Seventy is perfect," Steven continues for me. "I don't have a lot of collectibles, but I really liked it and it was a great price."
"Got a ten thousand dollar bill in there?" I ask.
"No," he chuckles. "Lexi, they used to make much bigger bills than they do now. I told Marcia about this when we talked with her parents about their lottery winnings."
"Don't care," Lexi declares, putting the bill back in the safe.
"I'm gonna tell you anyway," Steven announces. "Bigger bills were made due to the gold rush, but the government eventually decided they didn't want it to be easy to move around large amounts of cash. So, they only make hundred dollar bills now."
"The ten million Keith wanted would have been completely impractical to carry around," I add, handing Steven the ultrasound picture.
"That came up with Marcia, too," Steven nods, putting the picture away. "Now, let's go to bed."
"Wait, wait, wait!" Lexi exclaims, reaching into the safe and pulling out a coin box filled with coins that are lined up. "I thought you didn't have a lot of collectibles?"
"Those aren't collectible coins, not really," he shakes his head.
"Why else have a bunch of coins that are only worth twenty dollars?" Lexi frowns, holding up the gold coin.
"Whoa," I gasp, my eyes wide. "Um, Lexi, t-those are real gold."
"Correct," Steven smiles. "They aren't worth money because of the year. Twenty dollar gold pieces used to be worth only twenty dollars. Now, ah, well, each coin contains an ounce of gold. They're a popular way to keep money in gold."
"How much is an ounce of gold worth?" Lexi wonders, still examining the coin with mild interest.
"Over three thousand dollars," I answer, my eyes wide. "And, ah, that's quite a few coins."
"Oh," my baby sister states, swallowing weakly while admiring the coin. She then turns to Steven with an innocent expression. "Can I keep this one?"
"No, you can't," he rolls his eyes. "Let's get to bed."
Steven puts everything back in the large safe and puts the panel back in place before the three of us return to the bed. It's late and we're all exhausted, even Lexi. We end up in our favorite position in bed; Steven in the middle with a naked redhead on each side. Lexi and I rest our heads on his chest as our hands caress his stomach. His strong arms are wrapped around us and I can't help but sigh contentedly.
"Steven?" Lexi whispers.
"Yes?" he replies.
"Sorry I was extra bratty today," Lexi mumbles. "I was emotional about graduation and overwhelmed about the future."
"It's fine," Steven kisses the top of her head. "You'll be a brat in your eighties, I've accepted that."
"You'll be over a hundred if you're still around then," I tease, my fingertips caressing his stomach.
"He will be," Lexi snarls. "He is NOT allowed to go first."
"I'm twenty-two years older than you, Lexi," Steven reasons. "I'm sure it won't be for a very long time, but you'll likely outlive me."
"We aren't talking about this," Lexi insists. "But, thanks for acknowledging we'll still be together then."
"You're welcome," he chuckles.
"If you expect to die first, why did you want to be in his will?" I inquire.
"Shut up, don't question me," she giggles.
"Behave, ladies," Steven admonishes.
"Oh, and thanks for letting me use the safe," my baby sister adds in a nervous voice. "I know it's hard for you to share those things. I see how you look at me when I sit at Aria's vanity."
"It's yours, Lexi," Steven lets out a breath. "I'll always love Aria, but I have to live my life. And you are both a very important part of that life. In fact, you should make a few changes to the room so you feel more at home."
"I am home," Lexi sighs happily. "But, I just might take you up on that."
"You should," he says. "I love you. And I love you, Nicole."
Lexi and I both express our love for Steven before saying goodnight. I can hear his heartbeat and feel his soft breathing. It's so relaxing, causing me to quickly start drifting off. His fingers are lightly caressing my bare shoulder as I smile softly, pressing my body against him. I'm half-asleep when Lexi speaks one last time.
"Don't forget you need to spank me and fuck my ass tomorrow," Lexi reminds Steven.
Way to kill the mood, Lexi. Thanks.
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Hey guys, here's a cast of characters for Love in the Balance! The story is getting quite a bit more involved than I expected, so I thought it would be nice to have a cast of characters that can be referenced. Unlike the cast of characters for Birthday Pool Party, I'll only list characters that are mentioned more than once.
Most of the information will pretty generic and shouldn't have many spoilers, but there might be a couple of minor ones. Love in the Balance takes place in the same universe as Birthday Pool Party and all my other stories, so there may be some overlap.
Please note that Love in the Balance is a work of fiction. I might use parody names for pop culture references: including songs, books, movies, and celebrities. However, they are not meant to accurately represent the real people or media. This is a fictional universe. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Introduction~
My first couple of stories were one-offs featuring the same couple of characters. Then I started Birthday Pool Party, which grew into a massive series. I wanted to take a break from Birthday Pool Party and expand on my original characters. So, I came up with an idea that I was hoping would be a standalone story I could enter in the 2025 Valentine's Day contest on Literotica.
That didn't work out.
The story grew into something much bigger than I had anticipated and I ended up with a second series. I'm definitely enjoying writing Love in the Balance, and while it is a standalone series, there is quite a bit of crossover with my other works. I hope you enjoy Love in the Balance, whether you read my other stories or not.
I write in a world with out sexually transmitted infections(STI's). This is a fantasy world, and STI's suck, so why should they exist in a fantasy world? In addition, this world has an amazing form of birth control that is over 99% effective, and essentially stops menstruation. This enables characters to engage in sexual behavior that would be considered very risky if they occurred in real life. Also, there are a lot of characters, and keeping track of every woman's cycle would be a nightmare! I repeat, this is a fictional world!
I'm going to split the cast of characters into sections for easier reference. Some will be main characters, while others might only appear a handful of times. Finally, there will be the cultural references section. As a result of this being a unique universe, there are various fictional forms of media. Many of them are essentially parodies of real works, and you'll be able to figure out which they are! Other times they are completely fictional. Either way, I decided to add them in here for easy reference.
Thank you to everyone who reads my stories; I appreciate every view, vote, and comment!
-Witty
~The Gang of Eight~
Noah Beck -- Date of Birth: 10 May, 1999.
Description: 6'0", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
A bookkeeper at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services, Noah is a bundle of contradictions. The muscular guy is often found at the gym in his apartment building and is a former football player in high school and college. He lives with his roommate and former college roommate, Theo.
Theodore "Theo" Caldwell -- Date of Birth: 26 October, 1998.
Description: 5'10", average, brown hair, hazel eyes.
Theo is a wise-cracking guy always looking for a laugh. He lives in Lower Manhattan with his roommate, Noah. Like his roommate, Theo is also a bookkeeper. He is carrying a few extra pounds and has a round, jovial face.
Camilla Garcia -- Date of Birth: 17 July, 2000.
Description: 5'6", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services hired Camilla right out of college as an Accounts Receivable Specialist. She's outgoing and loves to party. Camilla was one of the first to greet the new hire, Jane. The two of them eventually got an apartment together.
Sienna Griffith -- Date of Birth: 11 November, 2003.
Description: 5'0", slim, red hair, green eyes, D-cup.
Sienna is gorgeous; pretty face, amazing body, pale skin, and a light smattering of freckles across her body. She went to a community college and managed to get a job as an Accounts Payable Specialist at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services. Sienna lives with her parents at their condo in Manhattan.
Steven Martucci -- Date of Birth: 01 January, 1996.
Description: 5'7", slim, light brown hair, green eyes. Close-cropped beard.
Hired by Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services right out of college, Steven quickly rose to the position of senior accountant. He eventually transitioned to a finance role, earning a position as a financial analyst.
Conner Pearson -- Date of Birth: 06 April, 1994.
Description: 6'3", slim, brown hair, green eyes.
Conner is a mechanical engineer. He's very tall and thin, standing at a foot taller than his wife, Leslie.
Leslie Pearson(nee Stewart) -- Date of Birth: 05 December, 1993.
Description: 5'3", slim, blonde, blue eyes, B-cup.
Leslie is a controller at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services. She's very kind and good friends with everyone.
Jane Silver -- Date of Birth: 03 February, 1997.
Description: 5'4", slim, light brown hair that falls to her lower back, green eyes, DD-cup.
Jane started a job as an HR specialist at Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services in 2023. She and Steven hit it off immediately. She has a cute voice, kissable lips, and an adorable face. Guys love the small mole just over her upper lip.
~Sphinx Employees~
Logan Barrett -- Date of Birth: 13 September, 1995.
Description: 6'3", muscular, raven hair, brown eyes. Cleft chin.
Director of Marketing at Sphinx. Came to the US from England when he was ten. Still has a bit of an English accent.
Megan Bauer -- Date of Birth: 02 November, 1999.
Description: 5'10", slim, raven hair, blue-gray eyes, DD-cup.
The only child of Theodore Bauer. Megan went to private school and learned to enjoy the finer things in life. Her father has been trying to groom her for business and finance. Megan earned her MBA from Harvard. She's never mean, but can be brutally honest. Confident, strong, self-reliant.
~Supporting Characters~
Carter Bauer -- Date of Birth: 04 April, 2019.
Description: brown hair, blue-gray eyes.
The son of Megan Bauer.
Penelope "Nell" Miller -- Date of Birth: 01 March, 2000.
Description: 5'10", slim, long blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
The sole heiress to the coffee trading empire, Miller Coffee Traders. Penelope is the tenth generation and was raised in high society. She grew up with Megan Bauer, attending the same private school and going to all the same events.
~Minor Characters~
Theodore Bauer -- Date of Birth 30 August, 1967.
The oldest child of Reginald Bauer. Theodore became the chairman and CEO of Bauer International Holdings after his father overdosed. With a great head for business, Theodore brought the company to new heights.
Andre Durand -- Date of Birth: 03 December, 1980.
Description: 6'2", slim, raven hair, blue eyes.
Very famous French actor.
Julianne "Julie" Martucci -- Date of Birth: 24 October, 1998. Date of Death: 30 November, 2005.
Description: light brown hair, green eyes.
The younger sister of Steven Martucci. Julianne was a friendly and outgoing girl. She loved to sing and listen to the birds.
Nolan Reed -- Date of Birth: 12 May, 1984.
Description: 6'3", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
The very famous actor who plays Dr. McSpoogy on Hospital Doctors in Love. He's a heartthrob loved by women all over the country. With a muscular build, chiseled features, dimples, and a smile that lights up the room, it's not hard to understand why. Nolan has a large mansion in Los Angeles that he uses as his primary residence.
Molly Silver -- Date of Birth: 27 January, 2000.
Description: 5'3", slim, light brown hair, green eyes, D-cup.
Jane's younger sister. A kind and sensitive person.
Alison Tey -- Date of Birth: 13 December, 1989.
Description: 5'10", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
A very famous pop star who started as a country artist. Alison Tey is a billionaire singer and songwriter from the United States. Her fans are collectively known as Tey-fans.
Steven Thomson -- Date of Birth: 29 September, 1984.
Description: 6'0", muscular, brown hair, green eyes.
Steven is a self-made man who used a modest inheritance to start a company known as Thomson Finance. Having lost his wife over ten years ago, Steven can be considered a very sad man. Still, his daughter, Kayla, is the light of his life. Despite his devotion to Kayla, Steven is not a controlling parent. He respects Kayla's right to run her own life. The youngest of three, Steven is estranged from most of his family. Steven loves video games, reading, and board games, although the Sunday Family Game Night was abandoned after the death of Aria Thomson. While he does workout every day, Steven isn't a big fan of sports, especially golf. He also loves country music.
~Story Cultural References~
Aldamara
The birth control pill. Aldamara is revolutionary. It is over 99% effective at preventing pregnancy, and it basically stops menstruation. No more cramps or bloating, and you have a protection much stronger than condoms.
Ashwood
Ashwood is a fictional location in Southern California. It's either a very large town or a small city, depending on who you ask!
Bauer International Holdings
Founded in 1946 by Bartholomew Bauer, Bauer International Holdings is an American multinational conglomerate holding company with its headquarters in New York, New York. Bauer International Holdings focuses quite heavily on real estate, but they invest in a large variety of corporations across the globe. Theodore Bauer, Bartholomew's grandson, is the current chairman and CEO.
Halcyon Trilogy
Trilogy written by L. Walsh. Halcyon Days was the first book, and Halcyon Nights was just released. Fans can't wait for the final novel, Halcyon Dust.
Hospital Doctors in Love
Hospital Doctors in Love, often abbreviated as HDL, is a hospital drama series that is one of the most popular shows on television.
NaughtyDraw
NaughtyDraw is a website for amateurs to post their art. The site has a reputation for the explicit art posted, but it has sections for all types of art.
Planet Trek Wars
One of the most popular science fiction shows of all time. The fans learn the language spoken on the show and even use the famous hand gesture!
SeeMe
An internet subscription service where fans can follow porn stars or amateur content creators. More and more people are starting their own SeeMe to try getting rich.
Sluts About Town
A television series that centers around five sex-positive women and their adventures in the city. The show is pretty candid, with nudity and a lot of sexual conversations. Many women love it since it helps them reclaim the word slut. The main character is a popular columnist.
Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services
Operating out of an office building in the finance district of Lower Manhattan, Sphinx offers remote accounting and bookkeeping services. The company is highly profitable, even attracting the attention of top finance and holding corporations.
The Halfling
A classic fantasy novel written by an extremely famous writer. Most people have heard of the book, even those who aren't big writers. A movie was made about the film. It follows the adventures of a halfling who is helping others reclaim their home from a dragon.
The Traveler's Guide to the Universe
This science fiction novel has a large following, and is known for space travel by an earthling after the destruction of earth. At least he has a trusty guide to the universe.
Thomson Finance
Thomson Finance was started by Steven Thomson as a small business to support himself through college. The business made Steven a multimillionaire and extends into many areas of finance; financial advice, bookkeeping, investing, mergers, and acquisitions.
YouInvest
Owned by Ken Butler, YouInvest is a smaller investment firm with a very large client list.
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~Wednesday July 09, 2025~
The weather forecast was correct, there were nonstop thunderstorms from dawn until dusk. Fortunately, Sphinx treated their employees like people and allowed flexible working. Everyone chose to work from home, including The Gang of Eight and Logan Barrett. Megan was also taking the opportunity to work from her couch in her pajamas. She and Penelope both worked from Megan's place while taking turns playing with Carter.
"I missed you today," Theo said into his phone while laying in bed.
"Of course you did, I'm fuckin' awesome!" Sienna giggled from her own bed.
"Not the response I was hoping for, but I can't argue with that," he chuckled.
"I missed you, dummy," she shifted in bed while putting her auburn hair into a ponytail.
"You're going to the office tomorrow, right?" he wondered.
"Yup!" she confirmed. "I love being able to work from home, but some days it's nice to go in. I was alone all day."
"Did you work in your room?" Theo asked. "Noah and I spent most of the day in the living room."
"I moved around a bit," Sienna answered, pushing a couple of her stuffed animals out of the way so she could get more comfortable. "Kitchen, living room. The best part was not having to wear a bra."
"Mm, what are you wearing now?" he inquired slyly.
"Why do guys ask girls what they're wearing as if they hang around in sexy lingerie all day?" Sienna snorted. "I'm in my giraffe onesie, what are you wearing?"
"Uh, I'm just wearing sweatpants," Theo mumbled. "Is that really what you're wearing?"
"Nah," she laughed. "I have pink pajama bottoms on and a white t-shirt. Oh, and fuzzy pink socks to keep my feet warm."
"Do you have a giraffe onesie?" he couldn't help but ask.
"Maybe, maybe not," she said, turning her body sideways while keeping the phone to her face. "Now, stop being a perv and talk to me. It's not like it would matter even if I was naked; you can't see me!"
"We can switch to a video call," Theo reasoned.
"Keep dreaming, buddy," Sienna giggled, making Theo smile. He loved that giggle. "Ever since the wristy, you've gotten a lot more bold."
"Wristy?" he repeated in confusion.
"It's a slang term for a handjob," the redhead explained. "I'm honestly shocked you've never heard of it."
"Maybe it's actually you who's the perv," he suggested.
"Perhaps," she replied primly. "But I'm a pretty girl, every guy would love it if I was a pervert."
"You pretty girls have it so easy," Theo grumbled. "No hot chick ever had to sit all alone at lunch in high school."
"I'm sorry you had to go through that," Sienna said sincerely.
"It comes with being the school weirdo," he replied. "I was lucky I found Noah in college. Although, living vicariously through him was its own kind of torture."
"You're not a weirdo," she responded sweetly. "You just think a little different from other people. I, ah, I did some reading on autism."
"Oh yeah?" Theo asked. "What did you find out?"
"A bunch of things, actually," Sienna answered. "I know social interaction is tough for you and you often like being alone. It makes sense. It was never so much what you said that annoyed people, it's that you picked the wrong time. Or didn't know someone well enough to say something."
"I do love my alone time," he chuckled. "But, yeah, I have been working on being more careful, but it'll always be tough for me. Just like eye contact. I suck at job interviews, I can't believe Sphinx ever hired me."
"Ew, I never thought of that. Job interviews must be a special kind of hell for you," Sienna winced in sympathy before continuing. "I found stimming interesting. I know it can be motions or sounds, but you seem to mainly use motions."
"Right, some people even sing as a form of stimming," Theo agreed. "I rock back and forth. I used to do it in the car when I was a kid. My mom complained the entire car was rocking."
"That's actually adorable," Sienna giggled cutely.
"Thank you for not judging me," he suddenly said, overwhelmed that she was treating him so well.
"I would never do that," she insisted. "Yeah, I got annoyed with you when you made everything a joke, but I never hated you or anything. I know this is hard for you, and I appreciate the effort you're putting in."
"Thank you," Theo repeated, his voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you so much."
"I'll be honest, I was surprised to feel a spark between us, but I did feel it." the redhead explained. "And I still do."
"D-does that mean you might want to, ah, you know, be an official couple?" Theo stammered nervously.
"I think so, but I don't want to get together over the phone, it's not romantic!" Sienna replied, and Theo could practically hear her smiling. "You still owe me another date, mister. Ask me again then."
"I like that plan," he laughed. "When did you wanna go out?"
"Hm, I'm not sure," she mused. "Maybe not this weekend. I'm hanging out with the girls on Saturday and spending Sunday with my parents."
"Okay, we'll see what next weekend looks like then," Theo agreed.
"Shit, next Thursday is Camilla's birthday," Sienna grumbled. "We still haven't planned anything."
"I still have to get her a gift," Theo sighed. "And I have no idea what we're gonna do."
"Just as long as she doesn't want to get male strippers," Sienna laughed.
"Not interested?" he questioned.
"I don't want some strange guy's junk in my face!" she exclaimed. "No, thank you."
"Good to know," he replied.
"Well, we'll figure out our date and Camilla's birthday later," she insisted. "What are you doing this weekend?"
"I'll be spending Saturday with Noah and Conner. Since Steven is going to the zoo with Megan and her son." Theo answered.
"I'd say that's a nice family outing, but apparently a socialite friend of Megan's is going with them," Sienna commented.
"Yeah, Steven's really living the high life now," Theo observed. "He met a ton of famous people at that charity event, and even I can tell Megan wants him bad."
"I'm convinced he already got himself some rich-girl snatch," Sienna said.
"He slept with Megan?!" Theo gasped.
"I don't know anything for sure!" she laughed. "Don't tell anyone, alright? It's just a hunch. I mean, the way those two look at each other? The chemistry is so fucking obvious."
"I won't tell anyone," he promised, only speaking up again after a few moments of silence. "I should probably get to bed. The sooner I fall asleep, the sooner I get to wake up and see you."
"Aw, that was really sweet!" Sienna gushed as she laid back in bed. "But, I was actually hoping you could help me with something first."
"Sure, what's up?" Theo inquired.
"Well," Sienna began, drawing out the word in a sexy purr, "I've been alone all day and I'm feeling stressed. What do you think I should do to relax?"
"W-what?" he stammered in a high-pitched voice.
"I'm laying in bed and I just pushed the blanket down," she explained. "I'm just not sure the best way to relax. I don't feel like getting up, but I'm still feeling restless."
"Uh..." Theo trailed off stupidly.
"I'm suggesting phone sex," Sienna took pity on Theo and told him. "My nipples are really hard and ready to go. Maybe you might like to tell me what I should do?"
"You should tease yourself," Theo whispered as he felt himself hardening. "Trace your finger around your nipple without quite touching it."
"Mm, feels good," Sienna moaned softly. "What should I do now?"
"L-lift up your shirt?" he suggested nervously. Then he swallowed as he gathered his courage. Confidence. She wanted confidence. "Lift your shirt and get your brea, uh, tits out."
"Yes, sir," the redhead purred, yanking her t-shirt up to her neck. "They are out!"
"Play with them," Theo instructed.
"Let me put you on speaker phone so I have both hands free," Sienna said before doing just that. "Ready, how should I play with my titties? Be specific."
"Touch them, caress them," he replied quietly. "Feel them in your hands, squeeze them together."
"I'm holding my tits together, they look so big on my small body," she moaned softly. "I think you'd like the freckles on my boobs. Oh, my nipples are so hard."
"Roll your nipples between your fingers," Theo ordered.
"Yes, I'm doing it," Sienna gasped. "It feels so good, I'm getting wet."
"I'm hard just thinking about this and hearing your voice," he told her, also putting the call on speaker.
"Mm, is your cock nice and hard for me?" the redhead husked while tugging on her nipples. "Is that throbbing dick straining in your sweatpants?"
"Yes," he hissed.
"Take it out for me," Sienna ordered. "Take your cock out."
"Okay," he nodded even though she couldn't see him. Then he quickly pushed down his pants and underwear, freeing his erection. "It's out for you. I'm so hard."
"Stroke it for me," she growled passionately. "Think about me while you jack off."
"You're so beautiful, Sienna," Theo moaned while playing with himself.
"I love when you say my name," she gasped. "My pussy is soaked for you."
"Do you want to touch yourself?" he asked.
"Yes!" Sienna hissed. "Mm, does that make me a bad girl?"
"It definitely makes you a sexy girl," Theo laughed nervously and took his shot. "Push your pants and underwear down."
"Done!" she declared after complying. "I'm soaked, can I please touch my pussy?"
"Run your fingers along your slit," he requested.
"Mm, I'm so wet," Sienna moaned. "Are you stroking?"
"Yes, while thinking about you," Theo answered. "Push two fingers inside."
"I'm fingering myself now, it feels so good," the redhead gasped, a strand of hair over her face. "Are you imagining my naked body? Do you wanna touch me?"
"You have such an amazing body, I want to touch you so badly," he groaned, his cock throbbing. "Rub your clit before pushing your fingers as deep as you can."
"Oh God, I wish there was something longer and thicker inside me," Sienna groaned, arching her back. "Mm, would you get on top of me and put your cock in me? Or would you want to be really dirty and shove it down my throat?"
"Both," Theo gasped after a couple minutes of the two of them moaning while breathing heavily. "I want to feel your mouth on me, I want to be inside you."
"Mm, I'll get you nice and hard with my little mouth," Sienna gasped while rubbing her clit. "Then maybe you can bend me over and do me like a dog? Would you like that, hm? Do you want to fuck me from behind?"
"Yes, I want to fuck you! I want you, Sienna!" Theo exclaimed, his hand a blur on his dick. "Pinch your nipple while you finger yourself."
"I'm close! I'm gonna cum soon!" she announced, her hips bucking against her fingers. "I'm gonna cum for you!"
"I'm close, too," he warned.
"Where, ah, do you wanna cum?" Sienna gasped. "Do you wanna, ah, cover my face and tits? Shoot it down my throat? Cum in my pussy? Oh God, I'm gonna cum! Ah, maybe, ah, you could pull out and cover my butt and back?"
"I-inside you," he groaned, feeling his orgasm approaching.
"Yes! You're pumping into me, I can feel you swell as you fill me with your love," Sienna moaned, her body tensing as her tits shook. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming! AH!"
"Sienna!" Theo grunted as he came all over his hand.
The two of them lay in bed panting heavily. A couple of minutes went by as they just listened to each other breathing. Sienna started giggling softly, making Theo smile. He swallowed weakly as he struggled to catch his breath. She hadn't even been in the same room, yet that was better than any sex he'd had with any woman. Theo was once again amazed at how much better it was with a real connection.
"I need to wash up," Sienna finally said. "I'm all sweaty and there's pussy juice all over my hand."
"Same," Theo replied.
"There's pussy juice on your hand?" she asked with a giggle.
"No, the other two things," he laughed. "I'm sweaty and need to wash up. I have cum on my hand."
"Talk to you tomorrow?" Sienna questioned cutely.
"Yes, please," Theo responded. "Sweet dreams."
"They always will be with you in them," the redhead whispered before ending the call.
Theo had a huge grin on his face as he went to the bathroom to wash up. He looked at his reflection in the mirror, unable to believe a gorgeous creature like Sienna was actually interested in him. He was afraid he was going to screw this up and his heart was racing as he brushed his teeth. He returned to bed and realized Sienna had sent him a picture message. All he could see was her fingers, which appeared to be glistening.
Sienna: See? Pussy juice.
Theo: I already washed off the cum or I'd show you!
Sienna: Bastard! :P Next time?
Theo: I promise.
Sienna: I'll hold you to that! G'night! :*
Theo: Goodnight, beautiful. :*
~Saturday July 12, 2025~
"So, this is your bachelor pad?" Penelope Miller asked Steven as the four of them entered the apartment.
"I guess you could call it that," Steven laughed, shutting the door.
"Mommy, I have to go to the bathroom," Carter said, tugging on Megan's arm.
"Okay, honey," Megan nodded before turning to Steven. "Steven, where's your bathroom?"
"Right over there," Steven replied, pointing. "You can't miss it."
"Thanks!" the six-year-old exclaimed, running toward the room.
"Don't pee on the seat and remember to wash your hands!" Megan called out after him.
"I know, Mom!" Carter whined before disappearing into the bathroom.
"Way to embarrass him," Steven chuckled. "He knows he can lift the seat, right?"
"He does, but he'll still pee all over the rim," Megan grumbled.
"And he's not embarrassed," Nell snorted. "Megs and I changed his diapers, and you probably still pee on the seat."
"I do not!" Steven gasped in mock-offense before withering under the incredulous gaze of both women. "I clean up without being told."
The two ladies laughed as they followed Steven into the kitchen. He had already made breakfast for everyone and set it up before meeting them outside and showing them to his apartment. It was standard breakfast foods and the girls thanked him as they sat down while he poured coffee.
Steven noticed that Carter was dressed just like he was, in shorts and a t-shirt. Megan and Penelope, however, had once again gone with the twin look. Both women were wearing jean shorts that showed off their endless legs and casual shoes for walking. Their shirts were also the same; white button-downs with short sleeves. Each girl had a stylish purse that looked designed for a casual day out.
The tall, gorgeous heiresses had once again coordinated their hairstyles. They had gone with waterfall braids, which looked amazing with their long hair. A waterfall braid was where part of the hair was braided in a French braid around the head, allowing the remainder of the hair to cascade down like a waterfall. Steven thought it was a bit much for a day at the zoo, but had to admit that the effect was quite nice.
"You know, if you two really wanna be twins one of you is gonna have to dye her hair," Steven pointed out with a smirk.
"It's not gonna be me," Megan declared while making Carter a plate. "I love my dark hair."
"And I love being a natural blonde," Nell giggled. "Most people have dark hair."
"What makes you think we wanna be twins, anyway?" Megan wondered.
"You coordinate your hairstyles," he reasoned. "Both the only child of rich parents who aren't together. Same height, similar eye color, same, uh, well, similar body types."
"Smooth," Megan snorted, making Steven's face turn red.
"That blush is super cute," Nell smiled at Steven. She looked like she was going to say something else, but was interrupted by the return of the six-year-old. "There he is! About time, I'm getting hungry."
"So eat, Auntie Nell!" Carter suggested as he sat down and reached for his plate.
"Did you wash your hands?" Megan quickly asked.
"Yes!" Carter insisted, even after Megan gave him a stern look. "I did, Mom!"
"With soap?" Megan raised an eyebrow.
With a huge sigh that only a six-year-old with the weight of the world on his shoulders could give, Carter pushed his chair back and stood back up. He then slowly made his way back to the bathroom to wash for real. Carter returned a couple minutes later and sat back down.
"Okay," Megan smiled. "Thank Steven for breakfast."
"Thank you," Carter grinned.
"You're welcome," Steven inclined his head. "Enjoy."
Carter immediately requested syrup for his pancakes, which Steven wholeheartedly approved of. The two boys debated the merits of maple syrup versus strawberry while the girls laughed. Megan took a bite of sausage while Penelope lifted her coffee cup to her lips.
"I hope the coffee is up to your standards?" Steven joked.
"It's acceptable," Nell nodded and placed her cup back on the table while glancing at the coffee machine. "Although, even with what Megan pays you, I'd think you'd be able to afford a better coffee maker."
"I pay him very well!" Megan exclaimed.
"What do you think Carter?" Steven asked, turning to Megan's son. "Should your mother give me a raise?"
"Yeah!" Carter announced.
"There you go, three against one," Nell spoke up. "You lose, Megs."
"I'm the only one who gets a vote," Megan stated primly before looking at Carter. "Carter, why do you think Steven should get a raise."
"You told Aunt Nell you thought he was cute," Carter shrugged.
"Carter!" Megan gasped. It was her turn to blush.
"You said to never lie, Mom," Carter declared seriously.
"Using my own words against me," Megan sighed.
"Did she really tell you that?" Steven asked Penelope with a smirk.
"She did," Nell confirmed, laughing hysterically. "And if you're half as good with numbers as she claims, maybe I should poach you for Miller Coffee Traders."
"No headhunting at the table," Megan rolled her eyes.
"But he hasn't even heard my offer yet," Nell said, her voice heavy with innuendo.
The four of them finished eating breakfast and cleaned up the table. The Bronx Zoo didn't open until 10:00AM, so they really weren't in a hurry. Steven gave the others a quick tour of the apartment before grabbing his overnight bag and walking with the group out to where Megan's red sports car was parked on the side of the street. Fortunately, it was one of the few sports cars with four doors.
"Oh, come on!" Megan yelled when she noticed the bird poop covering her car in several spots. "Fu-uh-n pigeons. Fun pigeons!" Megan barely turned that one around.
"Hey, that's supposed to be lucky," Nell laughed while Megan unlocked her car and opened the back door.



"That's only if they poop on you, not your car," Megan countered, taking out a container of wipes while Steven put his overnight bag in the trunk. "And it's not true anyway."
"Why would it be lucky if a pigeon poops on you?" Carter wondered.
"I heard it's because they chose you of all people to poop on," Steven answered, taking a wipe from Megan. "I think it's mostly a joke."
"Oh, okay," Carter nodded.
"If I ever find that pigeon..." Megan grumbled while cleaning the bird poop off her car.
"You'll do what?" Nell asked with a laugh.
"I'll have Carter poop in his house!" Megan declared.
"I think that might be considered animal cruelty," Steven replied as he scrubbed bird poop off Megan's window.
"You have no idea," Nell's eyes widened in horror. "Carter's in a class by himself."
"I don't wanna poop in a bird's nest!" Carter spoke up. "You do it, Mom!"
"Mommies don't poop, everyone knows that," Megan responded confidently.
"Is that true, Carter?" Steven asked.
"Everyone poops!" Carter announced loudly, making Nell and Steven laugh. "Don't you remember that book, Mommy?"
"Yes, thank you so much Auntie Nell for that lovely book," Megan said drolly.
"Yes, Auntie Nell! Thank you!" Carter parroted enthusiastically, making everyone laugh again.
"Steven," Nell began as she kept giggling while Megan stuck her tongue out at her son, "Carter went through a phase where he'd knock on the door whenever someone was in the bathroom and ask them if they were pooping."
"Phase?" Megan snorted. "He did that yesterday."
"I hope you weren't expecting a day of culture?" Nell asked Steven. "Little boys love poop and fart jokes."
"I'm prepared," Steven laughed.
Once the car was clean, Steven sat up front with Megan while Nell and Carter got in the backseat. It was a beautiful day, and the windows were rolled down as the four of them made their way to the Bronx Zoo. Megan parked the car in the Bronx River Lot so they could use the B Gate entrance.
They got out of the car and put on sunscreen. Megan squatted in front of Carter and helped with his before putting a hat on his head to protect him from the sun. Steven wore a hat as well, while Megan and Penelope just put on sunglasses. The two women were stunning with their long hair cascading down their backs.
There were quite a few people walking toward the zoo; some families, a few couples and groups of friends. The four of them blended right in as they headed for the B Gate. Megan had already bought there tickets, and apparently had also booked a penguin encounter for 3:00PM. Armed with paper maps, they entered through the gate just a few minutes after the zoo opened.
"Okay, this way," Megan said, leading them straight.
"Wait, wait, wait!" Nell exclaimed. "We need to go right first."
"What, why?" Megan frowned, looking up from her map. "Everyone knows you should go left first and loop to the right."
"Uh, the giant bird cage we can walk through?" Nell replied, holding up her map with one hand and pointing to a spot on it with the other. "When you're with me, you go play with the birds first. THEN we loop around so that we can see the birds again before we leave. Duh!"
"Aunt Nell likes birds," Carter told Steven.
"I noticed," Steven laughed. "I love them, too."
"After this morning, I have mixed feelings," Megan deadpanned.
"Those were pigeons; rats with wings," Nell argued. "They barely count as birds."
"And it only took a minute to clean your overpriced car," Steven added. "It's not like they damaged it. Birds are beautiful and their chirping can be amazing. My sister used to love to watch and listen to them."
"Used to?" Nell wondered.
"Uh, yeah..." Steven winced, not wanting to talk about it in front of Carter.
"Oh!" Nell gasped when realization dawned on her. "Oh, ah, I'm so sorry."
"What?" Carter wondered.
"Birds first," Megan interjected, distracting her son. "We'll go right to get to the birds then follow the path left."
"Birds first," Steven nodded and smiled.
"And last! Right, Auntie Nell?" Carter spoke up.
"And last!" Nell grinned as she boldly marched down the right path.
The bird exhibit was a massive structure made up of multiple exhibits. It was a popular attraction because it allowed visitors to observe the natural habitats of different birds without any barriers. The plants, lighting, and humidity were all accurate to different habitats around the world.
"You're changing your phone case now?" Steven frowned at Penelope just before they walked inside.
"This case has an external lens," Nell explained as she finished swapping her phone case. "I love taking pictures of birds and I didn't want to carry around a dedicated camera."
"Julie, my sister, used to love taking pictures of birds together with me," Steven smiled at the memories. "I still do sometimes, when I can find time. It makes me feel close to..." he swallowed weakly. "Uh, I thought I was the youngest person who actually bird-watched."
Nell took Steven's hand, squeezing it in quiet sympathy before trying to lighten the mood.
"They're so pretty!" Nell exclaimed excitedly. "And they have the freedom to go anywhere, not held back by anyone's expectations. Plus, nature is so beautiful, and birds are everywhere! They're a part of nature all over the world."
Steven smiled gratefully at Penelope before releasing her hand. Then they continued talking about birds while standing just outside the entrance. They were both smiling as they debated the best way to get good pictures. It was quite an in-depth conversation, and several minutes went by without either of them even realizing.
"Now there's two of them," Megan sighed and shook her head as she remembered previous trips to the zoo with Nell. With a smirk, she took Carter's hand. "C'mon, let's head inside. They'll catch up."
"Okay, Mom!" Carter agreed, letting Megan lead him into the building.
"I keep running out of storage for all my pictures," Nell told Steven with a laugh. "I do keep most of my best shots organized."
"I'd offer to show you some of mine, but I just realized we've been ditched," Steven frowned, noticing Megan and Carter were gone. "Maybe later? I even have one of a mating pair of peregrine falcons."
"You had me at mating," Nell winked and smirked before her face suddenly fell. "Ah, sorry about earlier, about your sister. Megan never mentioned anything."
"It's okay," Steven replied. "Julie had an aneurysm in second grade. I was in fourth. They said. Uh, they said she didn't suffer."
"That's terrible!" Nell gasped, stepping forward to hug him tightly. "I'm so, so sorry."
"Thank you," Steven said, hugging her back. Her blonde hair smelled amazing as it tickled his cheek and nose. "Although, I am curious what Megan did tell you about me."
"A girl has to have some secrets," Nell teased, pecking his cheek before releasing him. She then took his hand. "Let's go!"
Thirty thousand square feet of bird habitats. It was truly an amazing exhibit and all four of them enjoyed it. The bee-eater exhibit was first and Nell was immediately taking pictures. Steven pointed out to Megan that not all pigeons were bad when he saw a Nicobar Pigeon; a beautiful bird with blue and green coloring. Nell was full of fun little facts about birds and was happy to share them. They spotted a maleo, and Penelope quickly explained that the bird used heat from sand or thermal vents to warm their eggs instead of body heat.
Steven had only met Penelope one other time in person. He quickly realized that he liked her personality a lot more when she wasn't at a high-society event. Nell was still a shameless flirt, but she seemed a lot more at ease, like she didn't have to act a certain way. It was strange, Penelope could be so passive around guys, but then she could talk with a confidence on par with Megan.
Watching Megan interact with Carter kept bringing a smile to Steven's face. He had spent time with the heiress outside of work, but it was always refreshing to see beneath her mask of supreme authority and indifference. Penelope and Megan both kept people at a distance, but Steven was enjoying getting to know who they really were. Much like the birds, they were so much more beautiful in their natural state. He never imagined enjoying spending time with such wealthy socialites, and he was shocked that he rarely thought about it while in their company.
"Budgie Landing time!" Carter declared, dragging Megan out of the world of birds.
"The budgies are halfway across the zoo!" Megan argued. "This is so inefficient!"
"I don't care, I love budgies!" Nell grinned. "I had a couple growing up. Remember what I told you, Carter?"
"Budgie is short for budgerigar, also known as the common parakeet," Carter sighed, clearly having heard that quite a few times.
"That's my man!" Nell announced proudly as she took off his hat and mussed up his hair before putting it back on his head.
"I'm impressed," Steven smiled.
"Aunt Nell tells me about them every time we go to the zoo," Carter explained.
"Nell's showing her weirdness, I guess that makes you one of us," Megan told Steven with a laugh.
"One of us, one of us," Nell said in a robotic voice.
"I think I should be scared," Steven laughed.
"Yup!" Carter agreed.
They cut through the center of the zoo, ignoring the tigers, the deer, and all the reptiles. Megan was exasperated, but allowed her son to lead them to the right location. There was already a small line of people waiting to get in. The four of them stood in line to pay to enter.
Each person got a seed stick before entering the enclosure that housed dozens of colorful parakeets. Megan squatted beside Carter and the two of them let budgies land on their seed sticks. Nell took pictures the entire time. Everyone laughed when an all-white budgie landed on Megan's shoulder and became fascinated with her hair. The bird flew off after realizing the silky strands could not be taken for nest material. At least after a couple of painful attempts.
"Birds seem to have a problem with you today," Steven told Megan with a grin on his face.
"Yeah, I've noticed," Megan grumbled, still kneeling beside Carter. "Reminds me of Nell's budgies. They liked sitting on her shoulder. First time I got one of them on my shoulder, it pooped. All down the back of my shirt."
"I remember that," Nell nodded while Carter laughed. "She was mad."
"It was a new top!" Megan reasoned.
Penelope really did seem to have a way with birds. At one point she had three budgies on her seed stick while a fourth sat on her other hand. Steven made sure to get plenty of pictures for her. He also enjoyed the experience, especially when a blue budgie stayed with him for several minutes, even allowing him to lightly pet it.
"I'm surprised you don't still have birds," Steven said a few minutes later, noticing Penelope was out of food but was still able to convince a budgie to stay perched on her finger.
"I actually looked into getting a hyacinth macaw a few years ago," Nell replied while lightly petting the parakeet with the back of one finger. "Big, beautiful, blue birds. And they're so smart!"
"I didn't even know you could own hyacinths," Steven told the blonde while glancing over to watch Megan pointing out a group of budgies to Carter. "They must be expensive."
"I think the one I saw was fifteen thousand dollars for the bird, and the enclosure she would have needed was another six grand," Nell answered. "It would have been worth it. They can live between fifty and seventy-five years. Some even make it to a hundred. She would have been my buddy for the rest of my life."
"What stopped you?" Steven questioned, looking away from Megan and finding himself admiring the soft smile on Penelope's face as she admired the bird on her finger. "I'm guessing your weekly allowance in middle school would have covered it."
"Not quite," Nell laughed softly. "A few things. The enclosure would have been huge and completely impractical to bring with me when traveling. Only so many coffee beans are grown in the states and I have to make trips sometimes."
"Ah, rich people problems," Steven teased.
"Oh, knock it off," Megan called out before turning back to Carter.
"Anyway," Nell continued, ignoring the banter, "they can also be really, really loud. A girl needs her beauty sleep. The biggest reason was probably that they require so much attention to thrive. I just couldn't dedicate the time every day to pay her the attention she would need. It wouldn't have been fair to her."
"Don't some rich people keep pet tigers? You could have figured it out," Steven suggested.
"Our lives aren't like what is portrayed in movies, Steven," Megan interjected again, blushing slightly when he turned and gave her a look. "Well, they aren't EXACTLY like the movies."
"Mommy, can we get a tiger?" Carter asked, looking over at his mother.
"Absolutely not," Megan stated firmly.
"Aw!" the six-year-old pouted.
"To answer your question, Steven," Nell laughed, "that would require paying someone to care for the bird quite often. Then she would have bonded with the other person, not me. No amount of money can replace time."
"I agree completely," Steven nodded, smiling at Penelope.
They played with the budgies a little while longer as they discussed birds as pets. Steven was convinced Nell should get budgies or another bird that was easier to care for. Penelope just laughed and promised she would when she had more time. Traveling a lot for work made things tough. He teased that was just an excuse, and that Nell could do it if she really wanted to.
Megan was holding Carter's shoulders, smiling with him as they both admired the green budgie sitting in his palm. Steven was enjoying getting to know Penelope, and he also loved seeing how great a mom Megan was. At one point, Penelope caught Steven's glance traveling downward to briefly admire Megan's jean-covered butt. She giggled at his blush and raised an eyebrow at him playfully.
The four of them returned to the B Gate and finally started along the path Megan first wanted to travel. Much to her frustration, the Asian jungle also had a handful of tropical bird species. Of course, the dark-haired heiress squealed when she saw the Asian otters. Steven found it adorable the way she pointed at the cute, little animals. The tree kangaroos were a huge hit as well.
Elephants, rhinos, and deer could be seen via the monorail. The African planes were amazing, filled with zebra, giraffes, and even lions. Megan led the group through the Himalayans and by the bear exhibit. The ponds had more birds and Megan thought the tigers were really pretty. Carter was amazed by how big the bison were.
Looping back around, the group spent some time watching the gorillas. Penelope squatted beside Carter to point out the various gorillas. She teased the six-year-old about how they acted a bit like him sometimes. Carter gave as good as he got, pointing out one gorilla and saying it kind of looked like Nell. She gasped in mock-offense before the two of them started tickling each other.
Megan stood beside Steven as they looked through the glass and talked. They discussed how nice the zoo was and Megan expressed her happiness that everyone was getting along so well. Steven was quite charming and said he loved spending time with all three of them. Their conversation flowed naturally as the tuned out the world while moving closer, green eyes locked with blue-gray.
"Mommy, look!" Carter's voice called out, making Steven and Megan both jump. "That one's peeing!"
"That's great, Carter," Megan sighed, giving her son a tight-lipped smile while Steven chuckled. She then put her sunglasses back on, removing those eyes from view.
Next up was a building full of reptiles, which carter found fascinating. A nearby building held various rodents, and Penelope surprisingly resisted heading back into the enclosure with the budgies. Nell chased Carter through the butterfly garden while Megan looped her arm through Steven's so they could enjoy the scenery. He got a nice picture when a colorful butterfly landed on Megan's head.
The pheasant aviary was another amazing experience involving birds. Penelope and Steven both identified the various birds, including magpies and cockatoos. A large plaza held a carousel, and Megan took Carter on it while Steven and Penelope took pictures. Then, at Megan's prodding, Steven and Penelope had a turn, both of them laughing and waving while Megan took a picture. Finally, it was time for lunch.
"Nothing greasy today?" Steven questioned, gesturing at Megan's salad before taking a bite of his burger.
"Nah, it sadly has to be a rare indulgence," Megan replied, shaking her head.
"I don't know how she does it," Nell commented, spearing a few lettuce leaves with her fork. "If I started, I wouldn't be able to stop."
"Do you want a fry, Aunt Nell?" Carter offered, holding a greasy fry in her direction.
"No! Don't tempt me!" Penelope laughed.
"They're delicious," Steven taunted, holding up one of his fries.
"I can't!" Nell shook her head. "A moment on the lips, forever on the hips."
"I'm as skinny as you and I indulge once in awhile," Megan argued.
"You have more self-control than I do," Nell reminded Megan. "One fry now and the next thing I know, I'll be sitting in my car eating a bacon double-cheeseburger!"
"Oh, that sounds delicious," Megan sighed before shaking her head. "Okay, Nell's right. We're talking about something else."
The next topic of conversation was the upcoming penguin encounter. Carter was very excited to meet the penguins and very proud to finally be old enough, since you had to be at least six to participate. Once they finished their meals, Nell led Carter away from the picnic tables so they could practice their penguin waddling.
"You and Nell seem to be getting along," Megan observed while she and Steven watched them.
"Yeah, she's fun," Steven nodded. "I like her even more when she's not trying to be some obedient girl for rich assholes."
"You noticed that, did ya?" Megan smirked.
"Yeah," he said slowly, turning to face Megan. "I like the real you, too, by the way. The one that doesn't need that mask of cold confidence."
"Well, thanks," the heiress giggled before taking a sip of her drink while watching Steven.
"You're welcome," he replied simply. "I'm glad you have such a close friend. At the charity event, it sounded like you two never saw each other."
"Oh, Nell had been out of the country for a few months," Megan explained. "And, yeah, you've helped me realize that I can't always be alone. I've been putting in more effort to hang out with Nell."
"Happy to help," Steven smiled.
"Do I detect some chemistry between you and Penelope?" Megan asked after a few moments of silence.
"Only one way," he laughed lightly. "She's nice. Gorgeous, obviously. Completely out of my league. Plus, I'm probably not in the best place for a relationship at the moment."
"She's out of your league, but you and I are fine?" Megan questioned without a hint of hurt.
"Megan, I'm not even sure how I was asked to WATCH your league, let alone participate in it," Steven snorted.
"Why?" Megan asked simply.
"Sorry?" he frowned in confusion.
"Why am I so out of your league?" she explained. "Because I'm rich and connected and sort of famous? Aren't you the one who talks about everyone being worth a good life? That there's no such thing as marrying up or down? It's all bullshit. You're right. We're all human beings.
"So, if you think it doesn't matter, you must think I do. I only care about money, is that what you're saying? I'd never date someone who's working class? I'll admit I suck at relationships, and Nell has some self-esteem issues of her own. But, I don't think less of you because you didn't go to private school and don't have a yacht. I don't give a shit about any of that."



Intimidating Megan had returned, and Steven was properly chastised. He realized she had a point, he was being a hypocrite. Penelope seemed to believe it was her fate to end up the trophy of some rich asshole, but was that really what she wanted? And Megan wasn't using him, not one bit. She had treated him kindly and showed a genuine attraction. More importantly, she'd shown a genuine friendship. Still, he really hadn't been thinking of his past objections.
"At first, I never thought you'd be interested in me because of your status, yes," he admitted. "I wasn't even thinking about the money thing just now. You two are the most amazing, sexy, supermodel people while also being nice and great to talk to. You're both so smart and accomplished. You should be with a handsome actor with a fancy accent, or someone who's cured cancer, or has changed the world. Not some normal guy who just looks okay."
"Tell me about the sexy part again," she giggled, leaning forward eagerly.
"You know you're gorgeous, Megan," Steven smiled as he admired her pretty face and high cheekbones. "Really, you and Penelope are goddesses descended to the mortal realm. I'm just me."
"I think you're selling yourself short," Megan told him sincerely. "You have a lot to offer. Way more than you realize. Who hurt you so badly you don't realize how much an honest, trustworthy, handsome man is worth?"
Before Steven could respond, Nell and Carter called out to him and Megan to join them. Megan took her sunglasses off before giving him a look that clearly told him their discussion wasn't over. She then got to her feet and offered him her hand so they could explore the area.
"I'm gonna run to the bathroom real quick," Steven said just before they were going to leave the plaza.
"Remember to wash your hands!" Nell teased.
"Thanks for the reminder," Steven chuckled.
"I think I'm gonna go, too," Megan added, glancing at Steven before turning toward Nell. "Why don't you take Carter into the gift shop until we're back? I think I have some cash on me."
"Don't worry about it," Nell insisted while Megan dug through her purse. "I've got it. You two meet us outside the store when you're done."
"Wash your hands, Mommy!" Carter stuck out his tongue while taking Nell's hand.
"Thanks. Both of you," Megan grinned and shook her head.
Steven and Megan walked toward the restrooms as a soft breeze hit them, providing some relief from the heat. Neither of them spoke as they reached the bathrooms in the Cafe. Just as Steven was heading toward the Men's room, Megan suddenly grabbed his elbow and surprised him by dragging him into the family restroom.
"Wha-?" he began in confusion as Megan locked the door. "What are you doing?"
"Don't talk, just listen," she instructed.
Steven just nodded, pressing his lips together.
"You are an amazing person," Megan stated, holding his cheeks in both hands as she looked into his eyes. "Most guys just see Nell and I as trophy fucks. You clearly care about us, which is more than can be said about any rich asshole.
"Now, we don't have a lot of time. It seems like all three of us kind of suck at communication and knowing what we want. That's going to change. Tonight. After Carter goes to bed. You've inspired me to let people in. I'm still angry at Nell for screwing my father years ago, but we're going to talk. And you're going to talk. Got it?"
"Yeah. I'm... yeah. You're right," Steven nodded, knowing she was right.
At least Jane had been honest from the start about what she wanted. He kept pushing and pushing. Megan? She kept people at arm's length and lost herself in work. Penelope? She had her own set of issues when it came to love and sex. Those two idiots from the charity event came to mind. Maybe the three of them could help each other.
"Good. I'm glad that's out of the way," Megan smiled. "Now, I want you to know that what happens next is something I really, really want. Thinking about how awesome you are is the reason this is gonna happen.
"Uh, what's gonna happen?" Steven asked stupidly.
"You figure it out," Megan teased, pulling him into a passionate kiss.
Steven wrapped his arms around Megan, returning her kiss as her body pressed against his. Sadly, time wasn't on their side. Megan soon broke their lip lock and squatted in front of him. Steven looked down in awe as the raven-haired goddess yanked his shorts and boxer briefs to his knees. She then lifted his dick to her lips and immediately started sucking.
Megan moaned happily, looking up at him while she held his thighs and used her mouth to get him fully erect. Once she was satisfied that he was ready, Megan pulled off of him and got to her feet. She then bent forward and placed both her hands on the sink so she could stick out her jean-covered butt.
"Hurry up and fuck me!" Megan hissed.
Shuffling toward her, Steven was unable to form words as he admired Megan's endless legs. He quickly reached around her and unbuttoned her jean shorts so he could slide them down to her knees with her panties. Lining himself up with her slit, Steven pushed forward, a gasp escaping his lips as he relished the feeling of once again being inside Megan Bauer.
"Holy shit," he gasped, looking down at her naked ass as he felt her warm, tight tunnel molding to his dick.
"Fuck me!" Megan begged, staring straight ahead and into the mirror over the sink. "I need it! Fuck me!"
It was quick and dirty sex. Steven held Megan's hips as he pumped her pussy with a steady rhythm. Yet, there was also an intimacy present that neither of them was expecting. They could see each other's faces in the mirror. Megan's eyes were heavy with lust, her teeth were bared as she grunted with each thrust. She was clearly watching the expressions on Steven's face, just like he was watching hers.
"You close?" Steven asked a couple minutes later when he felt the first ripples in her love tunnel.
"Yes!" Megan groaned, her hands gripping the sink tightly. "You?"
"Yeah, almost there," he gasped.
"Cum with me, baby," Megan moaned. "Oh God, you're gonna make me cum. Cum in me. Fill me, cum with me, cum! Oh shit, oh fuck! Oh!"
Steven buried himself balls-deep inside Megan as her pussy started convulsing. Her rippling vaginal muscles triggered his own orgasm, and he grunted loudly as he held her hips tightly while shooting ropes of hot semen into her beautiful body. Megan shuddered as she felt his warm cum coating her insides.
"Wow," Steven gasped, taking a step back so that his softening dick fell out of Megan.
"Agreed," Megan panted as she stood up and turned to face him. "I've been wearing out BOB while thinking about you taking me from behind. That was even better than I thought it'd be."
"That's quite the compliment coming from you," he smiled as he imagined Megan naked in bed. The thought of her playing with herself while thinking of him was almost enough to get him hard again. "Shame I still didn't get to see those amazing tits."
"I guess you'd better keep trying to get me into bed," Megan waggled her eyebrows before shuffling toward the toilet with her jeans and underwear still around her knees. "Hurry up and wash your face, I don't want Nell to get suspicious."
"Okay," Steven nodded, but stayed rooted in place as Megan sat on the toilet.
"Or do you like watching women pee, perv?" she teased with a giggle.
"Right, sorry," he blushed, turning to wash his face so he didn't look sweaty.
Megan finished on the toilet and took her turn at the sink while Steven peed. She then stepped aside so he could quickly wash his hands. The heiress was doing whatever she could to make sure that it didn't look like she'd been fooling around. Fortunately, her hair was still in its amazing waterfall braid and hadn't come undone at all.
"You should go first," she suggested, pecking his lips. "Don't wait for me, just head to the store. I'll meet you in a few minutes."
"Yeah, okay," he nodded.
After making sure he was presentable, Steven left the restroom and shut the door. Fortunately, there was no one around. Well, almost no one. An older woman with a cane was standing a few feet away. She started making her way toward the family restroom once she saw someone had left, assuming it was vacant.
"Uh, there's still someone in there," Steven admitted, his face red. There was a downside to everyone knowing it was an individual restroom.
"Ugh, perverts," the old lady hissed before hobbling off toward the women's room.
Steven's blush faded as he made his way to the front of the store where he found Carter and Penelope waiting. Carter had a penguin stuffed animal that he was holding. Steven smiled as he realized Carter was a very well-behaved kid. Megan's son wasn't spoiled at all and didn't ask for anything. He was happy being outside and spending time with everyone.
"Where's Mom?" Carter asked.
"Still in the bathroom, I think," Steven replied, keeping his face neutral.
"And you didn't wait for her? Some gentleman," Nell teased.
"I was worried Carter might need help babysitting you," Steven shrugged.
"Yes, she's very naughty," Carter nodded. "You can put her in timeout."
"Oh, you are both gonna get it," Nell giggled, squatting to tickle Carter.
Having successfully dodged the question, Steven started laughing and joking with Penelope and Carter while waiting for Megan. When Megan finally started walking toward them, Carter suggested making faces at her. Megan laughed and shook her head while watching the three of them make the most ridiculous face they could.
"Stop, we're in public," Megan rolled her eyes.
"Did you poop, Mommy?" Carter asked.
"None of your business, young man," Megan replied smoothly.
It didn't look like Penelope suspected anything as the four of them made their way to the next attraction. In fact, she was soon cooing over the prairie dogs with Megan, so it seemed everything worked out. Although, Steven found himself wondering if Megan would tell her best friend about them when they talked that night.
That was later; they had animals to see. Carter was impressed with how big porcupines were, and the girls loved the adorable face of the sloth. Steven gave Carter a piggyback ride to help him see over a crowd of people. Both of them were looking at the animals, so Steven didn't notice Megan and Nell give each other a look like their ovaries just went into production. The two women blushed and became very fascinated with the animals.
Steven was distracted as he thought about what had just happened. He was not expecting to have sex. Sure, he and Megan had in the past, but with Penelope and Carter around all day, it wasn't even on his radar. And so soon after Jane? He wasn't sure what to think or how to feel.
He and Megan had a few encounters, and every one was surprising. While Steven definitely felt closer to Megan, there was no doubt there was still a distance between them. At least things weren't awkward. Steven decided to just enjoy the day and see what happened in the future. Even if nothing ever came of it, even if they never had sex again, Steven was very happy to be friends with Megan. And Penelope.
The petting zoo was a lot of fun for everyone. Penelope and Megan loved the miniature donkey. Megan bought food for Cater so he could feed the goats and sheep. There was even an alpaca. Carter erupted into a fit of giggles when the alpaca pooped, his face turning red he was laughing so hard. The six-year-old's reaction caused Penelope and Steven to start laughing as well.
"Carter Bauer!" Megan exclaimed, looking stern.
The three of them stopped giggling as they looked over at Megan. Her hands were on her hips and she had a serious expression on her face. Her son was looking up at her with wide eyes, clearly expecting a scolding for the constant poop humor.
Then Megan's face broke into a smile before she blew a huge raspberry. Carter squealed with laughter as Megan proceeded to chase him around Steven and Penelope while making farting noises with her mouth. Soon, Carter was laughing so hard he could barely run. Megan caught up to him and smothered him in hugs and kisses.
After the petting zoo, the four of them headed to their penguin encounter. It wasn't just Carter who loved tossing small fish to the adorable penguins. Carter was a smart kid, asking insightful questions about the penguins and listening intently to the zookeeper.
Next stop was the dinosaur exhibit. They had life-sized animatronic dinosaurs that could open their mouths and roar. Megan got photos of Carter walking through a giant rib cage and posing in front of dinosaur eggs. Penelope helped him dig in the sand for fake fossils. Guides were around to answer questions about how the prehistoric creatures lived.
"Mommy?" Carter asked after a guide showed the group a model of a tyrannosaurus tooth.
"Yes, honey?" Megan replied, holding his hand.
"How old were you when the dinosaurs went extinct?" Carter questioned with a big grin.
"Funny, you're a funny guy," Megan said sarcastically.
"You know, Carter, Steven's even older than Megan," Nell pointed out. She then leaned in so she could whisper to him conspiratorially. "He's almost thirty!"
"Wow!" Carter gasped, his eyes wide. "That's ancient!"
"Thank you, Carter," Steven deadpanned while the girls laughed.
"When do you turn thirty?" Carter asked, looking up at Steven. His eyes were identical to Megan's, a blue-gray that reminded him of ice.
"January first," Steven answered as the four of them left the dinosaur exhibit.
"You were born on New Year's?" Nell commented with interest.
"I was," Steven confirmed with a nod. "I always have my birthday off. Although, for this year's, I was anxious about meeting with the new boss."
"Aw, nervous about meeting me?" Megan giggled. "Am I that scary?"
"Yes," Carter spoke up, making Nell laugh.
"I was scared people would be losing their jobs," Steven explained. "But Carter is right, you're very intimidating."
"Is everyone at the office scared of her?" Nell asked.
"She's nice, but she just has this commanding presence," Steven said. "To steal from Carter, everyone can just tell she'd put them in timeout if they misbehave."
"I hate timeout!" Carter grumbled.
"You rarely need one, you're a polite young man," Megan smiled proudly.
"Can we go see the birds again before we leave?" Carter asked.
"Yes, we can!" Nell announced, making the others laugh.
The four of them explored the bird exhibit one last time, leaving the zoo just a few minutes before closing. They talked about their zoo experience while Megan drove them to a family restaurant. The group was seated quickly, and they soon had drinks and complimentary bread while they looked at the menu.
"How's your summer vacation going so far?" Steven asked Carter.
"Good!" the six-year-old replied with a grin. "I like school, but summer is fun."
"And his school does have some day programs during the break," Megan interjected.
"It's a private school?" Steven asked.
"Yeah, you're not starting on that, are you?" Megan raised an eyebrow.
"No, not at all!" Steven laughed. "I was just wondering."
"I like the summer camp. They have fun games on the playground," Carter smiled.
"That sounds nice," Steven smiled. "I went to one of those when I was in elementary school."
"Steven does have a point about private school," Nell suddenly spoke up.
"Oh yeah?" Megan questioned.
"In some ways it doesn't prepare you for real life. You know, outside your safe bubble made of cash?" Nell shrugged. "It makes some people naive and others entitled. Remember the girl who had never seen toilet paper?"
"Uh, what?" Steven mumbled, shocked.
"How did she not know what toilet paper was?" Carter asked, clearly very interested.
"Do rich people not sh- ah, poop?" Steven winced slightly.
"Nice save," Megan snorted.
"Better than yours, miss 'fun pigeons.'" Steven countered.
"Pigeons are fun!" Carter laughed. "I like the sounds they make."
"To answer your question, Steven," Nell said with a giggle, "at home they used moist cloths instead. They'd toss them in a bin after for employees to wash."
"What a, ah, poop job," Steven rolled his eyes.
"Carter, what's the rule?" Megan asked, looking at her son.
"No talking about farts or poop at the table," Carter sighed.
"Nell brought it up," Steven mumbled.
"Don't throw me under the bus," Nell stuck out her tongue.
The waiter soon arrived to take their orders. Megan and Penelope both ordered chicken dishes while Steven got a steak. Carter wanted macaroni and cheese from the kid's menu. It didn't take long for their food to come out, and they were soon chatting over a pleasant meal.
It had been a long day, so no one was surprised when Carter fell asleep in the car on the ride back. Megan parked the car and Steven picked up the sleeping Carter so he could carry him inside. Penelope and Megan carried everything else. As Steven walked through the house, he couldn't help but wonder about the future, about carrying his own child inside after a family day out.
"I wasn't sleeping!" Carter announced when Steven laid the six-year-old down on his bed.
"Of course not," Steven replied smoothly.
"He was just fake-snoring," Nell teased.
"Aunt Nell!" Carter whined.
"I think someone needs to go to bed early tonight," Megan observed.
"Do I have to?" Carter asked with a yawn.
"Yes, you're overtired," Megan stated before turning toward the other two. "Why don't you two relax downstairs while I get him ready for bed?"
"Wait!" Carter exclaimed, sitting up. "I wanna show Steven my fish!"
"Okay, make it quick," Megan smiled.
"Oh yeah, I heard about Kevin," Steven winced as he watched Carter get up and walk over to the large aquarium with its own hutch.
"This is Henrietta!" Carter announced, pointing to the top of the tank where there was a deep violet Siamese fighting fish with a large, flowing tail.
"That is quite the name!" Steven chuckled as he watched the fish. The tank was quite large and densely decorated with numerous plants, rocks, and even a small castle. "Where did you come up with that one?"
"I don't know," Carter shrugged. "I like watching her swim around the big tank."
"I'm glad you got a nice, big tank for her," Steven nodded. He noticed Henrietta was far from the only fish in the tank. "She has plenty of room to swim."
"Kevin was alone in here," Carter continued. "I was worried he was lonely, but Mommy said betta fish are mean to each other."
"They are," Steven agreed. "I only knew them as fighting fish when I was your age. They can get along with certain other fish, but you have to be careful."
"When we went to get her, Mommy asked if any other fish could stay in the tank so Henrietta wouldn't have to be alone," the six-year-old excitedly explained as he pointed toward a school of small, colorful fish. "These are neon tetras and I have twelve of them!"
"That's a lot of fish," Steven laughed. "I'm glad they all have enough room."
"It's a big tank! It's-" Carter frowned before looking over at Megan. "How big is it?"
"Seventy-five gallons," Megan answered.
"It's seventy-five gallons," Carter told Steven. "A lot of these plants are real now so Henrietta can have her own space. The tetras all swim together. Oh! I have snails and shrimp, too!"
Steven didn't notice Megan and Penelope exchange a look while watching him and Carter. Both women were smiling as Carter happily pointed out the various species in the tank. The heiresses weren't great with relationships, but they could both tell he was a great guy. Penelope was realizing that none of the guys in her circle were so sweet and caring. Not even close.
"Looks like you have a pleco, too," Steven observed, gesturing toward the bottom feeder.



"Yeah!" Carter exclaimed. "He eats poop!"
"I, ah, I think he mainly eats algae," Steven laughed while the women giggled. "But, yeah, he can eat poop, too."
"On that note, I think it's time for bed," Megan giggled, walking up to Carter and rubbing his back. "C'mon, bud."
"Fine," Carter grumbled.
"Goodnight, Carter," Steven smiled, offering a high-five.
"Night!" Carter replied, slapping Steven's hand with his own.
Penelope hugged Carter goodnight before leaving the room with Steven. The two of them went into separate guest rooms to change. Steven put on lounge pants and a blue t-shirt before heading down to the massive living room. Nell soon entered the living room in a pair of gray sweatpants and a black t-shirt while carrying a couple bottles of wine and three glasses. Her sunny blonde hair was no longer braided, instead falling freely down to the small of her back.
"It's been a long day; time to drink!" she declared, sitting down beside Steven.
"Not gonna wait for Megan?" Steven asked while Nell poured two glasses. He felt heat rising to his cheeks when he realized she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Hell, no," Penelope laughed, handing him a glass. "Megan and Carter have a long bedtime routine. He'll read a bit out loud, then she'll read to him."
"That's really sweet," Steven commented as he accepted the wine glass from Nell. The two of them then clinked glasses and each took a sip.
"Megan's a great mom," Nell smiled, setting her glass on the table. "I wish I had been around more when Carter was a baby. I wish I had been a better friend."
"I thought you changed Carter's diapers?" he asked carefully before taking another sip of wine.
"Yeah, I did," Nell sighed, biting her lip sadly. "I also left Megan alone while I went to parties. And I partied a lot."
"Carter isn't your son," Steven reasoned. "You couldn't be expected to give up your college life."
"No, but I could have done better," Nell insisted. "I could have watched Carter while Megan needed to study. Instead, I went to a frat party and let guys do body shots off me."
"Didn't you need to study?" Steven asked with a raised brow.
"C's get degrees. Or maybe it's 'D' stands for 'degree,'" Penelope shrugged, picking up her glass to take another sip, sighing. "I did study. Plus, Megan had a nanny. I don't know. Maybe I'm overthinking, but I just hate that there's been this wall up between Megan and I ever since high school."
Steven didn't say anything, instead choosing to sit quietly while Penelope downed her first glass of wine and poured herself a second. He knew Nell was talking about her sleeping with Theodore Bauer. After all these years, the girls still hadn't really dealt with it. Steven knew better than anyone how unresolved issues could fester. Hopefully they could finally talk about it.
"Sorry for dumping that on you," Nell laughed nervously.
"No problem at all," Steven smiled. "I'm just surprised you two never really talked about this."
"We did have a huge fight in high school," Penelope admitted. "Then we kind of dropped it. Neither of us is very good at resolving issues. We just push them down."
"Sounds healthy," he replied sarcastically.
"Well, whatever," Nell giggled, sticking out her tongue as she brushed her hair behind her ears. "I think you have pictures to show me."
"Yes," Steven nodded. "Yes, I do."
Penelope slid closer to Steven, sipping on her wine as he showed her the various images on his phone. He had quite a few amazing shots of local birds, and he even showed her some old ones with his sister. Nell soon took out her own phone so they could compare pictures while talking about how fun the zoo had been.
"You're really good with Carter, by the way," Nell commented before finishing her second glass of wine.
"Thanks, he's a great kid," Steven said.
"Ever think about having a couple of your own?" she wondered while pouring the rest of the bottle into her glass.
"Someday," he admitted softly. "Hopefully in the not-too-distant future. You?"
"Oh, definitely!" Penelope nodded excitedly. "I didn't care too much until Carter, but seeing Megan's face when she looked at that little baby? Yeah, I wanna feel that love."
"I'm sure it's amazing," Steven smiled, taking a sip of his own wine.
"It didn't seem real at first," Nell continued. "I mean, I knew Megan was pregnant, but I guess I didn't realize just how incredible it would be when she actually had the baby. I remember the first time holding him, he was so beautiful. Fuck, I'd do anything for that kid."
"My friends Leslie and Conner are expecting," he replied. "Conner was stunned when he found out he was having a son. I'm sure that won't even compare to when Conner finally meets him."
"I hope he's prepared for an emotional mamma," Nell smiled. "You should have seen Megan. She was crying into my shoulder, just sobbing uncontrollably."
"I'm sure you'll be the same when you become a mother," Steven smirked as Nell took a swig of wine.
"I'll be blubbering, I know. And not in a cute way. Full, ugly-girl crying," Nell agreed. "Even if I got pregnant now, Carter is already six. I just hope Megan gets knocked up around when I do. Raising our babies at the same time was something we used to talk about. I miss that closeness."
"You two seem pretty close," Steven responded, distracted by Nell's shoulder was touching his.
"I guess," Penelope mused. "It's just, I don't know. We don't talk like we used to. We used to be like sisters. We shared everything. Now, some of the openness is gone. Fuck, I never even got her to tell me who Carter's father is."
"It's funny you mention it," he began. "Weird funny. Megan told me earlier that she missed the closeness you two had. She also said something about us all talking tonight."
"I know, she told me," Nell giggled before taking another sip.
"And here I was wondering if I should tell you," Steven chuckled. "You already knew."
"It's what I do," the blonde heiress winked at him over the top of her glass. "I know things and I drink. That, and fuck like a goddess."
Steven choked on his wine, trying not to reward Nell with the perfectly timed spit-take she had tried to set up. Penelope rubbed his back while he tried getting the wine down his throat. She was laughing so hard her face was turning red. It took a couple minutes for them both to catch their breath.
"I wasn't expecting that," he admitted, taking another sip.
"You know I'm a flirt," Nell laughed, playfully touching his shoulder before sipping her wine. "And pretty girls must flirt with you all the time."
"It happens once in a while," Steven smirked. "But, not usually with women who are drop-dead gorgeous. Or so tall."
"Mm, you're not so bad yourself," Nell purred, reaching up to brush her fingertips along his close-cropped beard. "Nice face, nice body, love the eyes. You have a lot going for ya, shorty."
"I may be short, but I can still give you a few inches," he countered quickly.
"Oh, I bet you could," she husked, and Steven realized she was already a little tipsy. "Thanks for finally flirting back. I guess we're friends now."
"Of course we're friends," Steven smiled.
"Okay, okay!" Nell nodded excitedly, taking another sip of wine before continuing. "So, you need to knock up a chick, then, then all our kids can have play dates!"
"I have to find a woman who wants to have kids with me first," he pointed out.
"Right," she frowned, pointing at him with the hand holding her wine glass. "Hm, maybe Megan's ovulating?" Nell suggested, turning her head to look over her shoulder at the staircase. "Hey, Megan!"
"I think you're drunk, Penelope," Steven laughed.
"I'm not drunk," she rolled her eyes, leaning back on the couch. "I'm relaxed and feeling great. You should try it."
"I am relaxed!" he argued.
"No, you're not," Nell giggled and shook her head. "You're tense and you're still not comfortable enough with me. I'm not dumb, I saw you. Go ahead, check me out. Enjoy!" she gestured with both hands to her body.
"I'm not checking you out," he blushed, making sure to keep his eyes away from her chest.
"Don't lie to me, I can always tell," she waggled her eyebrows. "Megs is right; you're a fucking amazing guy, but you need to loosen up a bit."
"Really? From Megan?" Steven gave Nell a look. "She's as uptight and proper as they come."
"Okay, I can't argue with that," Nell laughed, finishing her third glass and placing it on the table. "I know, let's help you relax." The tall blonde scooted back on the couch and stretched out her long left leg while her right rested on the floor. "C'mere," she instructed, gesturing with both hands.
"What? What for?" he frowned.
"You need one of Penelope Miller's famous back rubs," Nell declared. "Nope, no being shy and reserved. Here, you can even rest your back against my tits when I work on your shoulders. C'mon. Scooch!"
With a bemused smirk, Steven set his wine glass down and turned sideways on the couch. He pushed himself backward until Penelope could reach him. Her touch was indescribable. In a matter of seconds, Nell was easing muscles Steven didn't even know he had.
"Oh, wow," Steven gasped, tossing his head back as he let out an involuntary moan.
"I know, right?" she giggled proudly while her hands continued to work their magic. "Give me ten minutes and I promise you'll feel like you don't have bones."
"Fuck, I think I'm there already," he groaned, his eyes closed as he enjoyed the greatest massage of his life. "Oh God, that feels amazing, Nell."
"Mm, good, say my name," Nell husked, gently pulling his shoulders so his back pressed against her chest. Her large breasts squished against him as Nell leaned forward so her hot breath would caress his ear. "I know lots of ways to make you feel things you never thought possible. Your safe word is 'pineapple.'"
"Oh, God," Steven stammered, feeling a tightness in his lounge pants.
"And you're getting tense again, oops!" the seductress laughed while rubbing his shoulders. "I'll keep the sexy talk to myself for now, you just relax and enjoy."
It only took a few minutes for Steven to be the most relaxed he had ever been in his entire life. He felt like he was floating as Penelope's skillful hands melted away all his stress. Steven knew he was probably moaning and drooling, but he didn't care. He had discovered what true bliss felt like.
"That was... wow," Steven sighed, sitting up. "Just, wow."
"Thank you!" Nell giggled, wrapping an arm around his shoulders as she leaned in and pecked his cheek. "And now that you're comfortable with me, it's time to spill it."
"Spill what?" he frowned in confusion.
"I saw that look when you mentioned finding a woman to have kids with," Nell explained. "So, spit it out; what's going on in that handsome little head of yours?"
"It's just..." Steven trailed off, gathering his strength. "I hear what a great guy I am, but no woman wants anything long term. First Addison, then Jane. I've gone on other dates, but those were even shorter relationships, if you can call them that. I know that's only a few women, but it feels like a pattern. I guess I just thought I'd be a father by now."
"Oh, Steven. I thought I'd be married by now, so I understand," Nell nodded, making a mental note to ask about Addison later. "Dad wanted me to find a rich guy, be his trophy, and then my husband would take over the company while I spit out heirs to the empire. But, those guys are just so fucking stupid and entitled."
"Yeah, just a bit," Steven laughed lightly. "They aren't anywhere near good enough for you. And your father is wrong, you are so much more than someone's trophy. Smart, kind, interesting..."
"You can say beautiful, I don't mind. But, thank you," she smiled. "So, instead of becoming a trophy, I spread my legs for whoever asked. I got to have sex, and I could keep them from trying for anything serious. I guess it's true; too much sex is just as big a sign of intimacy issues as too little."
"I've heard that before," he nodded. "Ah, you know Megan and I have flirted a bit. Okay, a lot. At first I figured she'd never be interested because she's, well, rich and, well, Megan. Then I realized I was judging her because of my own issues with people with more money than humanity."
"She's not like that," Nell insisted.
"I know that now," Steven sighed. "Still, she's the boss and being with her... It isn't a good idea. Even if she wanted, well, it just won't work. I know I'm not that old, but I'll be thirty soon." he took a drink to gather his thoughts. "I've just been thinking about the future and where I want to end up. I'm the sort that craves the stability and intimacy of settling down. I thought that's what most women wanted? Finding the right one just hasn't worked out, I guess."
"Maybe you have found the right woman and just haven't realized it," she suggested.
"Maybe..." Steven trailed off, thinking about Megan. Then Jane. Then Megan and Jane. "Maybe I just need to get out of my head and live in the moment."
"My thoughts exactly," Nell whispered as Steven set his wine glass back down.
Steven had no time to react before Penelope threw a leg over his waist and sat in his lap. Her hands rested on his shoulders as she looked at him with her baby blue eyes. Sliding her hands up to cup his face, Nell swooped in with a passionate growl.
"Mmph!" Steven tried to talk, but it was a difficult task to accomplish with another person's tongue in his mouth.
"Mm," Nell moaned, her fingers caressing his cheeks as they kissed.
"Wait, wait!" he managed to stammer, his hands on her shoulders.
"What? What's wrong?" she gasped, her long hair tickling his face.
"I don't think, ah, I mean, we shouldn't, we can't..." Steven winced.
"Mm, it feels like you definitely can," Nell purred, grinding her crotch against his bulge.
"He doesn't get a vote," he replied, blushing slightly.
"Well, this has never happened to me before," Penelope giggled, climbing out of his lap to sit on the cushion beside him. "Usually I'd have my tits out by now."
"I want to. Believe me, I want to," Steven swallowed as his eyes ran along Nell's body. "You are fucking gorgeous. Possibly my brain, and definitely my penis are going to hate me for this tomorrow."
"I know," Nell smiled as she pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them while resting her chin on them. "I look even better naked."
"I believe you," he laughed nervously. "You're great, Nell. Seriously. Really great. It's just that, well, with how things have been lately, I don't think casual sex is best. You said yourself you use easy sex to keep things from becoming serious. If we were going to do this, I'd want it to mean something. I'm sorry. I just. I want more. Plus, you're definitely a little drunk. I'm sorry."
"Sorry? You're sorry?" she snorted in bemusement. "Fuck... First of all, I think all my eggs just woke up at once. Second, you have to be the first guy I've ever met to turn down sex. And turn it down because they wanted a relationship."
"I guess I should consider that a compliment?" Steven smiled.
"Yes, you should. You are amazing. I can't even find the words. Fuck. I think I love you," Nell giggled. "Okay, I don't, but I could. Maybe. I really wish I had kept that thought to myself."
"I'll pretend I didn't hear it," he promised.
"There you go again, being amazing," she sighed, looking incredibly vulnerable.
"I can't help it, it just comes naturally," Steven teased.
This was the version of Penelope that Steven found most attractive. Not the sex kitten, or the posh heiress. The woman, the person, with all her insecurities showing to someone she trusted.
"You decided you're not putting out, so stop making me wet," Nell grumbled, reaching out to turn his face so she could peck his lips.
"Sorry," he smirked as Nell rested her chin on her knees again.
The two of them talked for a few more minutes until Megan finally made her appearance. The raven-haired goddess was wearing pink satin pajama shorts and a pink t-shirt. Her hair was unbounded and fell down her back. Steven immediately noticed that, like Penelope, Megan wasn't wearing a bra. The shorts left her endless legs on display, and he felt his lust once again resurfacing.
"Did I miss anything?" Megan asked, looking at them suspiciously.
"Nell and I were just talking," Steven replied, looking a little skittish. "It got a little heated, but it's all good."
"Hm, well she's on a couch with a guy and her shirt's still on, so that's new," Megan teased as she approached the table.
"Whatever. Pour your own wine," Nell rolled her eyes. "Oh, and we'll need more."
"You already polished off a bottle?" Megan shook her head as Nell stood up.
"Still my first glass," Steven said while Megan opened a new bottle and took Nell's vacated seat.
"I guess you and I have some catching up to do," Megan giggled, taking a sip while Nell disappeared to get more wine.
"I should not get drunk tonight," he smiled.
"I might have to if I'm finally gonna tell Nell everything," Megan sighed as she made herself comfortable.
"It'll be tough at first, but you'll feel better after," Steven assured her, finally finishing his first glass. "You were upstairs for awhile, did Carter have trouble falling asleep?"
"No, he actually fell asleep not long after I started reading to him," Megan answered. "We were cuddling and I had to try getting away without waking him. Usually that kid is out cold, but he kept pulling me closer."
"Aw, that's really sweet," he smiled.
"It was, and I stayed longer than I needed to," Megan admitted, taking another sip. "But, I eventually tucked him in and went to change. Fuck, it felt good to finally take my bra off."
"I've heard that can be the best part of the day," Steven laughed.
"Yes!" Megan exclaimed, nodding enthusiastically. "Especially after a long, hot day outside. Under boob sweat sucks."
"Ball sweat isn't fun either," he pointed out.
"For the guy or the girl," Megan crinkled her nose. "No woman wants to suck on a stinky penis."
"Blowjobs are amazing, so the least the guy can do is keep himself clean down there," Steven agreed.
"Blowjobs are fun for girls, too," Megan mused. "I like feeling a hard dick throbbing in my throat."
"T-that's good," he stammered, remembering Megan's oral skills. "I never did get to return the favor."
"Well, don't worry; I practice good hygiene," Megan laughed. "I just had to hold up a tit to wash underneath it. Then I switched to the other tit."
"I honestly don't know if I'm turned on or not," Steven commented, nodding slowly.
"So, you don't want to finally see my girls in person?" she waggled her eyebrows.
"I didn't say that," he quickly responded.
"I'm back!" Nell announced, returning to the living room with three bottles of wine. "What are we talking about?"
"Blowjobs and boob sweat," Megan answered.
"Oh, I think I have that album," Nell snorted as she placed the bottles on the coffee table. "Female led old school country, right? Scoot over, Megs."
"Three more bottles?" Megan questioned with a raised brow while sitting closer to Steven to make room. "How much are you planning on drinking tonight?"
"You want to have a heartfelt talk, that requires a drunk Penelope," Nell responded primly.
"Does it?" Steven asked. "I mean, do you really wanna get more emotional? Maybe just stay sober and have an honest conversation."
"We're going to be rehashing the biggest fight I've ever had," Nell stated, pouring her fourth glass. "I stand by my previous statement; Penelope needs to be wasted."
"Penelope needs to stop referring to herself in the third person," Megan interjected, holding her own wine glass, "or Megan is going to kick her in the box."



"No need to get snippy," Nell giggled. "Fine, no jokes. Seriously, how do we start?"
"Maybe we should start slow, just get to know each other," Steven suggested.
"Nice to meet you, I'm Penelope," Nell said, offering her hand to Megan.
"Megan," Megan replied, shaking the blonde's hand. "For some reason I feel like I know you already."
"Sarcasm isn't going to get us anywhere," Steven rolled his eyes.
"It got me to the Sarcasm World Championship of 2022 in Paris," Nell responded without missing a beat.
"You and Theo would get along," he sighed while both girls erupted into a fit of giggles.
"Well, if you can't take a joke, how about ya tell us about Addison?" Nell suggested.
"I guess I walked right into that one," Steven grumbled.
"Who's Addison?" Megan asked curiously.
Steven sighed, opened one of the bottles of wine, and drank directly from the bottle.
"That's what I'm talking about," Nell agreed, taking the bottle from him and drinking deeply.
"My college girlfriend," he answered reluctantly. "Kind of."
"How was she 'kind of' your girlfriend?" Nell wondered.
"We met at Freshman orientation and hit it off," Steven explained. "We had a lot of the same classes and ended up studying together. She lived at home and her parents worked a lot, so we used her place."
"Okay..." Megan prodded gently.
"We got really close and had a lot of long, deep talks," Steven continued. "She and I hung out all the time, watched movies and cuddled. Eventually it led to kissing, sex. Ah, she was, um, my first."
"I'm guessing things didn't end well?" Nell replied, leaning forward to look around Megan.
"It did not," he confirmed. "We were together, she called me her boyfriend, and it was great. Then she met a guy she said she wanted to get serious with. We were just 'having fun' according to her, and she saw a future with the other guy."
"Ouch," Nell winced.
"I'm so sorry, Steven," Megan said, reaching out to squeeze his thigh. "First Addison, then Jane didn't want anything serious, and now Nell and I have been flirting with you a lot. Sorry."
"I've enjoyed the flirting," Steven smiled, placing his hand on top of Megan's.
"Good," Megan nodded.
"What about the rest of college?" Nell inquired. "I'm sure my body count is higher than yours, but I doubt Addison was the only one before this Jane girl."
"I had a few other short-term relationships," he sighed. "Two in college and one a few years ago."
"So, that's five," Nell let out a breath. "Wow, my number is way bigger than yours."
"Six," Megan interjected.
"Sorry?" Nell frowned, looking at her best friend.
"There was one other in there that Steven didn't mention," Megan explained.
"How do you- oh. Oh!" Nell grinned widely. "So, you two already did the nasty? Why didn't you tell me?!"
"I should have," Megan admitted. "Sorry, I really do want us to talk like we used to."
"Okay, okay, so, talk!" Nell insisted. "When did this happen?"
"After the charity event," Steven interjected while Megan sipped her wine.
"Then there was one blowjob," Megan added. "Oh, and we kind of hooked up in the family restroom today."
"You had me watch your kid so you could sneak off and get some dick?" Nell frowned before smiling and holding her hand up. "That's my girl! Don't leave me hanging."
"Thanks," Megan smiled, reluctantly giving Nell a high-five while blushing.
"So, how was he?" Nell asked, leaning in conspiratorially.
"Penelope!" Megan hissed. "You shouldn't ask that."
"Fine, fine," Nell rolled her eyes before looking over at Steven. "So, how was she?"
"Amazing," Steven smiled, looking at Megan affectionately. "Although, I'm sad I still haven't gotten to see her boobs."
"How's that work?" Nell frowned.
"I just took my bottoms off both times," Megan told her. "It's turned into a running joke. But, he has seen them. He watched the sex tape."
"That was quite the performance, Megs," Nell waggled her eyebrows.
"Oh, shut up," Megan snorted. "You're the one who pulled a guy's cock out right in front of me and started sucking."
"Wasn't there also a blowjob contest?" Steven asked. "I know Nell mentioned one."
"Yeah, but we put our heads under the covers to suck the guys," Megan explained.
"No one made Megan show off the cum in her mouth after," Nell teased.
"You absolutely did!" Megan gasped. "You said the winner had to show proof!"
"That's true, I did," Nell said proudly.
"Enough embarrassing stories about us; your turn, Steven," Megan smirked, leaning over to peck his cheek. "Tell us something dirty."
"Uh, Addison gave me a blowjob in a stairwell between classes," Steven shrugged. "Another time, we had sex at the beach in a changing stall."
"Not bad, not bad," Nell nodded. "I feel like I have a pretty good picture of the story of Steven. Now, I think it's time for my girl to open up."
"I already told you I slept with Steven!" Megan exclaimed.
"Well, there's more I want to know," Nell stated firmly. "Start by telling him some more about you. He told us about his first."
"Fine, but then we're talking about your first," Megan gave Nell a look before taking a big sip of wine. "Guys find me intimidating, so I didn't have a boyfriend until senior year. His name was Preston and he was the captain of the debate team."
"Rich guy at a private school who's name is Preston," Steven nodded. "Sounds..."
"Sounds like a guy who's gonna rub against my labia for thirty seconds and then ask if I came," Nell snorted. "Yeah, I came; to the wrong place."
"He wasn't that bad!" Megan laughed.
"Duh, 'what's a clitoris?'" Nell made a dopey face as she mocked the guy.
"Okay, that's fair," Megan winced. "Seems like guys either don't understand what a clit is, or they think relentlessly attacking it is the way to go."
"Fuck, that's so true!" Nell lamented. "One guy was eating me out in the back seat of his car. He was sucking the life out of my clit, I thought he was gonna bite the damn thing off. I faked an orgasm and got the hell out of there."
"I love going down on a woman," Steven commented, silently lamenting that Jane never wanted him to.
"I'll remember that," Megan winked, downing the last of her first glass.
"Mm, perhaps I will, too," Nell giggled while Megan poured her second glass.
"Anyway, Preston," Megan continued. "We did all the usual things inexperienced eighteen-year-old teens do. He played with my tits and fingered me. I gave him handjobs and blowjobs. He went down on me eventually, but I didn't want him to be my first. So, he convinced me anal sex didn't count."
"Smart man," Nell nodded in approval.
"Where's Preston now?" Steven wondered.
"Uh, he's engaged, I think?" Megan frowned. "Other than that, not really sure. Just the usual high society life. I haven't talked to him in ages."
"They broke up before he could pop that cherry," Nell interjected. "It was Steven Thomson who got to plant the first flag."
"Nice way to put it," Megan shook her head.
"Yeah, well, I'm still mad at you for going out of your way to trick me into believing Thomson isn't Carter's father," Nell snapped, glaring at Megan angrily.
"You know?" Steven gasped while Megan's eyes widened.
"You know?!" Penelope exclaimed, turning toward Megan. "You told him and not me? What the fuck, Megan?!"
"So, ah, when I decided to give Steven Thomson my virginity, I, ah, well," Megan stammered. "I didn't want there to be anything between us, no condom, nothing. And I wasn't on the pill. You two are the only ones who know. Though, I'm not sure how you figured it out..."
"You lied about when you got knocked up," Nell grumbled, setting down her wine glass and crossing her arms over her chest. "You were in Europe partying with your friends when you found out you were pregnant. I'm not an idiot. You weren't nearly as smooth at avoiding alcohol as you thought you were."
"Oh," Megan mumbled. "I, well, I just... I was mad! I was still mad at you for spreading your legs for my father! I didn't want to deal with anyone knowing and it was just easier to screw with the dates and, ah, yeah..."
"Thanks for finally admitting who the father of your six-year-old is," Nell replied sarcastically. "Looks like you have a type."
"Smart, handsome, kind guys named Steven is a type?" Megan giggled, glancing toward Steven. "He and I actually talked about that."
"I'm just glad I don't go by my middle name," Steven chuckled, trying to lighten the mood.
"What is your middle name?" Megan asked, eager to change topics. "Your file just has 'A' as your middle initial."
"Augustus," Steven said with a straight face.
"What?!" both women exclaimed.
"Nah, it's Allan," Steven smirked. "But, Augustus sounds more impressive, right?"
"Allan is kind of lame," Nell acknowledged when she stopped laughing.
"Oh? And what's your middle name? Lynn or Marie?" Steven challenged.
Nell mumbled something intelligible into her wine glass while holding it in front of her face.
"Sorry, I couldn't quite hear that?" Steven probed.
"It's Annmarie," Nell sighed. "Fuck, my parents suck."
"Penelope Annmarie Miller," Megan giggled. "Yeah, they really hate you."
"What's wrong with 'Penelope?'" Steven asked.
"I sound stuck-up!" Nell whined.
"Stuck-up bitch says what?" Megan said quickly.
"What?" Nell frowned.
"Got ya!" Megan declared as Steven burst out laughing.
Both women started giggling uncontrollably, their faces turning red as they struggled to breathe. They even placed their wine glasses on the table to make sure they didn't drop them. The tension in the room noticeably lessened, and it was obvious that Megan admitting the truth about Carter's father had been a really great thing for the two ladies.
"Okay, bitch," Nell began, "how about we tell Steven what your middle name is?"
"N-no, thank you," Megan bit her lower lip.
"I can probably find it online," Steven reasoned. "You're semi-famous, there are entire articles and web pages about you."
"You don't need the internet! It's E-mmpph!" Nell's spilling of a tragic middle name was interrupted by Megan placing her hand over the blonde's mouth.
Penelope tried prying Megan's hand away, and Megan responded by tackling Nell sideways on the couch. Steven watched the two of them wrestle, each resorting to tickling to try and get the upper hand. Middle names were not what was entering Steven's thoughts in the slightest as Megan pulled back slightly, basically putting her ass in his face.
"Ow!" Steven exclaimed when Nell's foot kicked out, hitting him in the side.
"You okay?" Megan looked over her shoulder to ask.
"Her middle name is Esther!" Nell took the opportunity to shout.
"Penelope!" Megan hissed angrily.
"Megan Esther Bauer? It's cute!" Steven insisted.
"It makes me sound like a spinster," Megan insisted, returning to the middle cushion so Nell could sit up.
"Rich people really love their old names, don't they?" Steven teased.
"We do!" Nell laughed, brushing back her hair before looking at Megan. "So, when are you gonna tell the other Steven he has a son?"
"When I'm ready," Megan mumbled, reaching for her wine glass. "And way to kill the mood."
"He deserves the chance to get to know his son," Nell pointed out. "Before, you know, you have to pull him aside and let him know the name of the woman his son is marrying."
"Don't be ridiculous," Megan retorted while Steven snorted in laughter.
"I did convince her to reach out to him," he interjected.
"How'd that go?" Nell asked.
"Very well," Megan nodded. "I've actually been talking with his daughter more than him. Kayla's a sweetheart. I even made sure to send her a picture of Carter. Even if Kayla doesn't know he's her half-brother, I'm glad she's seen him."
"That's something, at least," Penelope relented. "But, he should still know everything."
"He's dealing with a lot right now," Megan shrugged. "I don't wanna betray any confidences, but his daughter is really going through a tough time."
"I think we're all making a lot of progress," Steven observed.
"Right," Megan nodded, pressing her lips together as she turned toward Penelope. "So, why did you have sex with my father?"
"I already told you that after it happened," Nell sighed. "I grew up being told I had to be a good trophy wife, provide my husband with heirs and all that shit. Basically, I would be his property."
"Right, I heard something similar growing up," Megan rolled her eyes.
"I didn't want that, I wanted real love, a real partnership," Nell continued sadly. "But, I was basically repeatedly told that wasn't possible. Then I kept hearing stories about those losers at school and at the charity events. The way they treated women, the way they just used their bodies."
"I'm so sorry," Steven spoke up.
"Not your fault," Nell grunted. "Anyway, at my eighteenth birthday, Theodore Bauer pulled me aside and congratulated me on becoming a woman. Long story short, he did bring up sex and I told him my fears. He convinced me that he could show me how it should be done. I figured, why not? It's not like I was ever gonna have love anyway."
"I'm gonna punch my dad in the face next time I see him," Megan growled.
"Can I be there to see that?" Nell giggled.
"Of course," Megan nodded. "Ah, that was the only time, right?"
"Yes!" Nell insisted. "When I realized how badly I hurt you, I turned him down every time after that!"
"Okay," Megan let out a breath. "Okay. I'm sorry we didn't really talk about it earlier. I just screamed at you. I was insensitive."
"It's okay, I understand," Nell smiled sadly. "After that, I pretty much just let any guy who asked do whatever they wanted with me. It led to quite a few experiences. In Europe, in college, a few weeks ago."
"You weren't the only one to release her inner slut in Europe," Megan smirked.
"But, you were quite reserved in college," Nell teased. "Studying, watching Carter, all while I partied. My first hook-up in college was in the living room of a frat house. He couldn't find the hole and was basically screwing the couch instead of me."
"Seriously?" Steven laughed.
"Yeah," Nell confirmed. "It wouldn't have been so bad, but afterward he told all his frat brothers how he'd ruined me for other men. Of course, I had to set the record straight, and, well, he never lived it down. A few guys put a bow on a couch cushion and left it on his bed for Valentine's Day."
"Sounds like he deserved it," Steven snorted while Megan laughed.
"Then that stupid charity event," Nell sighed. "Fuck, Megan had told me how great you are, and I wasn't sure I believed it. Now I find out Megan got to have a real connection with a guy while I was getting spit-roasted by those two pretentious assholes."
"At least one of them wasn't my father," Megan reasoned, making the three of them laugh.
The three of them continued laughing and talking, sharing embarrassing stories. Megan and Nell were acting like they were sixteen again; regression caused by the magic of wine. At one point, Penelope put on music and encouraged the other two to dance with her in the living room.
It was so nice for Steven to see the girls behaving so freely. No holding back, no mask to protect themselves from the world or to command respect. Nell had even toned down the flirting, happy to just spend time with Steven as a friend. It was a truly great night.
"God, I missed this, Megs," Nell said, polishing off another glass before setting it down and leaning back against the couch. "I missed you so much."
"I missed you, too," Megan replied, sitting down beside the blonde. "No more secrets, okay?"
"Agreed," Nell smiled.
"I love you," Megan whispered.
"I love you, too," Nell giggled.
"We think you're fucking great, Steven," Megan added.
"I have a very high opinion of you girls as well," Steven smiled.
"You make my uterus quiver and my pussy purr," Nell declared.
"Penelope, you're drunk," Megan laughed.
"I'm not drunk, you're drunk!" Nell replied.
"On that note, let's get you to bed," Megan suggested, staggering to her feet.
"Great, who gets to ride him first?" Nell wondered.
Ignoring the question, Steven and Megan helped Penelope to her guest room and left her in bed. Steven then hugged Megan goodnight before she went to her room and Steven went to his. The guest room was quite nice, and Steven was soon laying in bed with a pleasant buzz.
The room was dark and cool, enabling Steven to relax as he thought about his past. And his future. Things with Jane were over, and he wasn't sure if he had a future with Megan. Was it really possible? Various futures went through his mind as time passed. Eventually, someone opened his door and slipped into the room before closing the door again.
"Huh? Nell?" Steven asked, sitting up. "I told you, I didn't think it was a good idea."
"Oh, really? And when did you tell Nell this?" Megan inquired.
"I, uh, um..." he stammered stupidly while turning on the bedside lamp. "It was when you were getting Carter down, and..."
"I'm sorry, I couldn't resist," Megan giggled, cutting him off. "Nell already told me."
"When did she do that?" Steven frowned.
"There's this newfangled device called a cellphone," she teased, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. "We were texting."
"Oh," he stated simply.
"Yeah, I think she found her second wind after we left her in bed," Megan smirked. "Nell thinks you're pretty awesome. She told me to 'husband that guy quick before someone else does,'"
"I hope she won't be up all night," Steven replied, gazing at the tall, beautiful woman in the cute pink shorts. "And I think she's pretty great, too."
"She'll be fine after she jills off," she waggled her eyebrows.
"That is a good way to relax," he mused, his face heating up.
"Yeah, I was actually laying in bed with BOB just a few minutes ago," Megan purred, a twinkle in her blue-gray eyes. "I had pulled my shorts down so I could tease my clit. My top was pulled up so I could tug on my nipples."
"I-is that so?" Steven asked, feeling the blood rushing away from his brain.
"Mmhmm," Megan bit her lip and nodded. "But, BOB wasn't doing it for me. I was getting frustrated, but then I realized there was a big dick nearby, and a guy who knows how to use it."
"Are you sure...?" he trailed off, unable to articulate his thoughts.
"I know, I know, you want something long-term," Megan sighed. "Can I give you that? I don't know. But, you also need to get out of your head so much. Right now, you and I have a connection. We're both lonely and it's not about using each other. We have something. Please. Let's share it. Unless you're still hung up on Jane?"
"Jane and I had sex on the fourth," Steven admitted. "That was the last time. We're done."
"I'm sorry, but it's probably for the best," she winced.
"It is," he agreed. "And, you're right. Not everything needs to be about heading toward marriage and kids. I know you aren't just using me until someone better comes along. Can I just ask one favor?"
"You want me to roleplay that I'm shorter than you?" Megan suggested.
"No, wise-ass," Steven chuckled. "I, ah, don't want you to leave after. Spend the night with me."
"I want to. I really, really do," she said nervously. "I'm just worried about Carter. I mean, he usually sleeps through the night, and I'm not embarrassed or ashamed. I just don't think he should be exposed to that kind of thing, ya'know?"
"I understand," he sighed sadly.
"How about this? You come to my room?" Megan offered. "I'll lock the door. We'll have to wake up early, but if Carter is up first, I don't know..."
"I can hide under the bed and pretend to be a monster?" Steven suggested.
"Sure, fine," she laughed.
Megan led Steven by the hand to the master bedroom. It was enormous and even had its own small terrace and private bathroom. The raven-haired goddess locked the door while Steven plugged his phone in to charge and took in the view. It was definitely the bedroom fit for an heiress.



"We should have gone up to the rooftop terrace instead of just drinking in the living room," Steven mused.
"Yeah, that would have been nice," Megan agreed as she dimmed the lights. "Oh well, always another time."
"I'm being invited back?" he questioned with a smirk.
"That'll depend on your performance tonight," she teased, leading him over the bed and encouraging him to sit down on the edge. "We can sit up on the roof and drink, or maybe you'd prefer the privacy of my private terrace? We can make love under the stars."
"That sounds amazing," Steven smiled as Megan rested her hands on his knees and looked down at him.
"Mm, good," Megan pecked his lips and stood up, backing toward the center of the room. "This was once the bedroom of the pop star goddess, Alison Tey. A billionaire musician with one of the most recognizable faces in the world. Imagine the unspeakable things she did in this room."
"I would much rather think about you," he replied smoothly.
"I agree, it's definitely time for you to do unspeakable things to me," Megan nodded approvingly.
The gorgeous socialite gave Steven a quick wink before crossing her arms and grabbing the hem of her shirt. With one fluid motion, Megan pulled off her shirt and tossed it on the floor. She brushed her long hair back and rested her hands on her hips, inviting Steven to gaze in wonder at her chest.
Men have been mesmerized by breasts since the dawn of time. Steven was no exception. They were even more beautiful in person. Megan's boobs were full and firm, not sagging at all despite their large size. How could such beautiful mounds be real? Her light pink nipples were begging to be sucked, and Steven was longing to bury his face in those gorgeous tits. Megan was twenty-five and a mother, yet her body made her seem eighteen.
"Better in person?" Megan smirked.
"Uh-huh," he nodded stupidly.
"Keep watching, we're not done yet!" she laughed.
Spinning around, Megan hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pink satin shorts. She seductively shimmied out of her bottoms, stepping out of them and her underwear. Bending forward, Megan slapped her perfect peach of an ass, making Steven groan involuntarily. She then spun around to show him the perfect view of her charms from the front.
"You really are a goddess made flesh," Steven commented.
"You're not so bad yourself, big guy," Megan purred. "And you finally got me naked!"
"You did most of the work," he chuckled. "How about you come join me?"
"Sure, baby," she husked, taking slow, seductive steps toward the bed.
Steven slid backward on the bed to give Megan room to come up and kiss him. With her urging, he pulled off his shirt and threw it on the floor. A small smile crossed Megan's face as she admired his bare chest. She found him incredibly handsome and sexy. Megan straddled him, holding his head in her hands as she speared her tongue into his mouth. Their kiss grew in passion with each passing second until they were both moaning and panting.
"Fuck, these are perfect," he groaned when he at last got his hands on Megan's naked tits, their feel confirming they were definitely real.
"Mm, play with my titties," Megan moaned, her fingers buried in his short, brown hair and her head tossed back.
That sounded like a great idea to Steven, so he pressed Megan's big boobs together and buried his face in her cleavage. Her giggles turned into moans as Steven kissed and slobbered all over her chest. He slurped a nipple into his mouth, lightly sucking on it while Megan ground her naked pussy against his bulge.
Megan gasped when he switched to her other boob and took her nipple between his teeth. His left hand palmed her other breast while his right grabbed a handful of her tight ass. It was clear to Megan that Steven knew how to touch a woman, and she was happily writhing in his lap.
"Let me suck your dick!" she gasped, her body shuddering. "I wanna suck you!"
"Mm, you wanna suck it, babe?" he growled, lifting his head to look up at her while grabbing her tits in both hands.
"Please!" Megan begged wantonly.. "Please, let me suck it!"
Their lips met as they kissed for another minute before Megan broke the lip lock and helped Steven remove his lounge pants and boxer briefs. The tall heiress surprised him by flipping her body around so her butt was by his head. He was beyond thrilled when Megan straddled him so she could lower her pussy down onto his face.
"Beautiful," Steven whispered as his vision was filled with pretty, pink pussy.
Megan's giggle once again turned into a moan when Steven gripped her butt in both hands and took one long lick of her slit. He was clearly enthusiastic about tasting some pussy and Megan was not disappointed. She actually forgot about blowing him for almost a minute as she writhed on top of him, her big boobs squished against his body.
"Holy shit, you're good at that," Megan moaned, her eyelids fluttering as her hand found his erection.
"Mm," Steven hummed happily as he munched on her clean-shaven twat.
Stroking him several times, Megan lifted her head and finally took him in her mouth. Cupping his balls in one hand, she started bobbing her head while the fingers of her other hand lightly scratched his inner thigh. She moaned and slurped around the dick between her lips as Steven's tongue danced between her soaked labia.
Steven was a lot more skilled at cunnilingus than Megan was expecting. She was having trouble focusing on sucking him as his talented mouth made her moan and gasp. It only took a couple minutes for Steven to get her off, and he even surprised Megan by quickly triggering a second orgasm by using his tongue on her clit.
"Mm! Mm! Glug! Gak! Mm! Mm!" Megan moaned and gurgled, trying to give a good blowjob.
The beautiful woman's efforts were soon rewarded as Steven started struggling to focus as well. Megan could tell he was close, so she increased her efforts by bobbing her head rapidly while her fingernails lightly scratched his balls. Steven responded by pushing two fingers into Megan's tunnel and curling them against her g-spot. Megan squealed out an orgasm just as Steven tensed and started shooting in her mouth.
Her lips formed a tight seal, trapping all his semen in her mouth. Megan closed her eyes, her brow furrowed as pleasure lit up every nerve in her body. With a loud gulp, she swallowed all the cum in her mouth, making Steven gasp beneath her as a few final drops dribbled out of his tip. Megan swallowed that at all.
"Sorry I didn't warn you," Steven panted when Megan sat up beside him.
"All good," she giggled, brushing her sweaty hair back behind her ears. "I hope you don't need too long of a break."
"I don't need a break," he looked up at her confidently. "Sex doesn't end just because the guy cums."
Steven pounced, making Megan squeal as he quickly laid her down on the bed with her head on the pillow. She grabbed the back of his head as he kissed down her neck to her breasts. He played with her boobs for a minute before kissing his way down to her pubic mound. Then he put her legs over his shoulders and buried his face in her box.
"Oh God, yes!" Megan groaned, tossing her head back as her back arched.
There was a saying about performing oral sex on a woman, a quick anecdote that explained you were doing it wrong unless it looked like a demon was being exorcised from her body. Steven was doing it right. Megan forgot where she was, she forgot who she was. She became nothing but the endless pleasure Steven was causing.
The gorgeous woman opened her eyes just as Steven sat up. Her long, long legs were still over his shoulders as he lined himself up with her entrance and pushed inside. Megan let out a small grunt when she felt his cock stretch her walls. Their eyes locked as he slowly started thrusting.
Reaching down, Steven grabbed her boobs with both hands, squeezing the firm mounds as they made love. He eventually let her legs fall, switching to the standard missionary position as Megan bent her knees and planted her feet on the mattress. Her hips rolled to meet his thrusts as they kissed.
"You feel amazing," he whispered against her lips.
"Oh God, you're so big!" Megan gasped, her hands gripping his biceps.
Steven ran his hands along her sides as he kissed her softly. Her tight pussy was gripping him in its velvet embrace, her vaginal walls perfectly molded to his hardness. He loved Megan's soft panting, the feel of her naked body beneath his, and the closeness he felt with her.
"Ow!" she winced when moving her head.
"Are you okay?" he stopped to ask.
"Yeah, I'm just, ah, I'm laying on my hair," Megan blushed slightly. "Turning my head pulled it."
"Oh," he started laughing.
"Shut up, it's a real issue!" she giggled. "And it's ruining sexy time!"
"You should always be able to laugh during sex," Steven pointed out, lowering his forehead to touch hers.
"I can't argue with that," Megan replied, pulling her legs back as he slowly worked himself in and out of her. "Oh, that feels so good!"
"So, you don't care about your hair anymore?" he asked, giving her long, slow strokes.
"I can feel your dick running all along my pussy when you go slow like that," she gasped, tossing her head back as her toes curled. "Keep going, keep going!"
"Yes, your majesty," he teased, pecking her lips.
"I'm an heiress not a princess, get your facts straight," Megan admonished, her face scrunched up in pleasure.
"My mistake," Steven laughed, lowering his head to lick a nipple.
"Fuck, I keep pulling my hair," she grumbled. "Let's switch positions. Lay down so I can ride you."
Cowgirl was a huge success, giving Steven a phenomenal view as Megan clawed at his chest, her tits bouncing while she ground in his lap until she came. He had no complaints about reverse-cowgirl either, happy to watch Megan's butt in motion. Her entire body was tight and firm, her skin flawless.
Doggystyle was a great experience for both of them. Steven pounded Megan from behind while she cried out his name. He grabbed her boobs while slamming himself inside her before spanking her and pulling her hair. Steven ended up holding her hips while fucking her with a steady rhythm as he looked down and watched his dick moving in and out of her.
"I'm really close," Steven quickly stammered.
"Mm, do it inside me," Megan husked, pushing her ass back to meet his thrusts. "Cum inside me, baby. I wanna feel it in me."
Another dozen thrusts and Steven's cock pulsed as his balls compressed, releasing every drop of semen into Megan's body. She didn't hesitate to spin around and clean his cock with her mouth, looking up at him with those mesmerizing eyes. He shuddered weakly while playing with her tits.
The two of them washed up and got into bed, snuggling with their limbs entwined. Neither of them was sure what the future held, but they both knew they had great friends. They slowly drifted off while in the former bedroom of a billionaire pop superstar. Both of them content.
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~Ian~
"Has the jury reached a verdict?" the judge asks after reading a form filled out by the Foreman.
"We have, Your Honor," the Foreman replies. "We find the defendant, Keith Strulk, not guilty."
Stephanie tenses beside me, her hand squeezing mine as Kelsey screams and passes out. Steven has an arm around Kayla and Lexi, who are both sobbing into his shoulders. Both of Lexi's siblings looked stunned, and Marcia has her hands over her mouth as her eyes widen in shock. Ashley looks like she's ready to kill and is completely ignoring Josh's attempts to console her.
Keith slowly turns his head, a haughty smirk adorning his features. The sight of Lexi and Kayla crying seems to bring him great amusement. Then his gaze lands on Stephanie. She lets out a breath, pressing herself against me. I wrap an arm around her shoulders protectively, wishing for the ability to do more.
My head jerks up as I hear a groan and a scream. Or maybe a scream and a groan. The police are dragging Lexi away, covered in blood. Is she hurt? She's screaming. Most of the blood is running down her chin, her eyes are wild as she struggles against the two officers.
"Rot in Hell, you fucking bastard!" Lexi's spewing spittle at the crumpled, bloody form of Keith on the ground.
The scene changes and I'm laying in bed holding Stephanie as she cries and shakes. Her parents are constantly fighting, local gang activity is surging, and the news of Kelsey's death is pushing my girlfriend over the edge. I'm trying to be supportive, but everything just keeps getting worse and worse.
Now we're in my room while Stephanie screams into the phone. Lexi has been committed, unfit to stand trial. Nicole spends all her time at the ward, trying to coax Lexi out of the fugue she's in. Lexi only responds when Steven visits, but even then only to cry that he can't see her this way. Eventually, he stops coming as it only drives her to harm herself. Kayla is spiraling, despite the efforts of Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley. Our ex-girlfriend is disappearing for days at a time, returning in torn clothes with the smell of alcohol on her breath.
Stephanie and I are at MIT, standing outside in a quiet corner as we argue in hushed voices. She wants to go home. Kayla's getting worse. At first she was just going to parties and spreading her legs for every guy in the place. Now she's on suspension for getting caught having sex with a professor in his office.
It's over. I'm single. Convincing Stephanie not to return to Ashwood was a huge mistake. Kayla's been going to raves, parties heavy with gang activity and drug use. There are videos of Kayla having sex all over the internet. Lexi is still undergoing therapy, but what I hear is that she just rocks back-and-forth and cries.
I wake up with a gasp, my eyes opening to look up at the unfamiliar ceiling. It takes a few moments for my sleep-addled brain to separate my nightmare from reality. Just a dream. Just a dream. It's Saturday, the day after graduation. Kayla is still at her graduation party and Keith is in jail. The trial hasn't even happened yet. Stephanie is safe, too. I'm with her right now, at her mom's apartment.
I can feel Stephanie's body against mine. Her head is resting on my chest and her arm is around my waist. She's safe. Her body is warm against me, her breathing soft and steady. One of Stephanie's long legs is draped over mine and she seems completely relaxed.
Amazing memories from last night play in my mind as I realize Stephanie is naked. We're at her mother's house because her father is absolutely against me spending the night. Her mom isn't too enthused with the idea, but she's allowing it because of everything Stephanie's been through. The awkward tension in the air is tough for me, but it's so worth it.
I've woken from a nightmare and feel like I'm now in a wonderful dream. I'm actually laying in bed with a naked woman draped over me. It's hard to believe I was a virgin just a few months ago, expecting to retain that status for a very long time. Finding the courage to ask Kayla out has really changed the trajectory of my life.
"You okay?" Stephanie mumbles, jerking me out of my ruminations.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm okay," I say slowly. "Just a bad dream."
"Do you wanna talk about it?" she offers, sitting up and brushing her raven hair out of her face.
I don't respond right away. The blanket is now around Stephanie's waist, exposing her large, beautiful breasts. There was a time where I wondered if seeing boobs would eventually get old. Now I have my answer; nope, they'll be mesmerizing for the rest of my life. I know there are some who think a woman's breasts are just for feeding babies, but the science disagrees. Humans are the only primates with engorged breasts all the time, not just while breastfeeding. So, yes, they are for nursing, but they are also for attracting a mate. And I am very, very attracted.
"Hey!" Stephanie exclaims, snapping her fingers in front of my face. "Eyes up here."
"Sorry," I blush slightly as I look up into her sparkling brown eyes.
"I guess the dream couldn't have been that bad," she comments, making no effort to cover herself.
"It was, but your boobs are magic," I reply with a smirk.
"Mm, they really are," Stephanie purrs, running her fingertips along her chest, just above her breasts. "How about you tell me about your nightmare, then maybe I can come up with a way to make you feel better?"
"Keith was found not guilty," I state plainly.
"Oh," she winces, biting her lower lip as the mood changes.
"Sorry, I shouldn't have brought it up," I let out a breath.
"No, it's okay," Stephanie replies, shaking her head. "He raped me. There's going to be a trial, and it's going to be a big deal. What else happened?"
"Things just got worse and worse," I explain. "For Kelsey, for Lexi. For Kayla. It got really bad, let's just leave it at that. And I felt helpless, not able to do anything for either of you."
"You're here for me, and your support will help me get through this," she insists, leaning forward to kiss me. "Are you feeling guilty about Kayla?"
"Yes," I confirm, nodding. "I know we both have to come back here for the trial, but I still feel like we're abandoning her."
"Kayla has a lot of people in her life to support her," Stephanie shrugs. "I miss her, but I really think the breakup is for the best. Let's face it, Kayla would choose her father and friends over us without a second thought."
"It's not a competition," I reason.
"I love Kayla, but her relationship with her father isn't healthy," she continues. "I was mostly okay with it, but I think it's not just sex; Kayla is never going to leave him. Never going to leave that house. I'm still her friend, and I want to help her through the trial, but it's a good thing you and I are getting away from all this. We'll have a fresh start in Massachusetts."
"You're right," I nod slowly. "The break will be good for us, and maybe we can find each other in the future. Either way, that asshole Keith is NOT going to get away with what he did."
"Damn straight," Stephanie smiles. "And remember, he doesn't even have a cock anymore."
"That's true," I smirk.
"Fortunately, my very sexy boyfriend doesn't have that issue," she giggles, her hand sliding beneath the covers until her fingers wrap around my thickness. "Oh! I think someone is happy to see me."
"I'm always happy to see you," I tell her sincerely.
"Thanks, but I was talking about Ian Junior this time," Stephanie winks as she starts stroking me under the blanket.
"I-I'm Ian Junior," I stammer as her fingers massage my balls before she resumes giving me a handjob. "Since my dad is also named Ian."
"Ian?" she looks at me seriously as her thumb brushes my tip.
"Yes?" I ask.
"Shut up and enjoy," Stephanie advises.
"Yeah, that sounds smart," I agree with a nod.
Still laughing, Stephanie ducks her head beneath the comforter and wastes no time wrapping her lips around me. I gasp softly, still amazed by the feeling. Stephanie starts moving her head up and down while her hand massages my balls. As often as I used to fantasize about blowjobs, I must admit they are better than I ever imagined possible.
After using her mouth on me for a couple minutes, Stephanie throws the blanket back, fully exposing us both. With absolute confidence, Stephanie straddles me and looks down at me with a sultry expression. Reaching between us, she strokes me several times while aiming me at her entrance. Her eyelids flutter as she lowers herself onto me, a small gasp escaping her lips.
I'm having sex. It's still completely unbelievable to me that my penis is currently nestled in the velvet warmth of a tight vagina. I'm nerdy Ian, the lonely loser. Yet, I'm somehow looking up at a gorgeous woman as she claws at my chest while her hips undulate in my lap. I grip her hips tightly, watching her beautiful body. The most amazing expressions cross her face, and I'm enthralled by the sight of her large, wobbling breasts.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Stephanie pants, her hands at the back of her head, running through her raven locks.
Stephanie starts bouncing in my lap as my hands slide up her body until I'm holding her boobs. They look so firm, but are still squishy in my hands. She moans when I squeeze her breasts, her hard nipples pressing into my palms. Stephanie whispers my name as she slides a hand between her legs to rub herself.
I can feel her tight tunnel gripping me, spasms in her vaginal walls indicating an impending climax. Her moaning grows more intense as she rubs her clitoris. Stephanie soon takes me all the way inside her, her face tensing as she makes the most adorable groans and moans.
When her orgasm subsides, Stephanie leans over me, putting her dangling boobs in my face. I cup her breasts in my hands so I can kiss and lick all over her cleavage. She feels so good, her body is amazing. I slide my hands down so I can squeeze her butt. It takes a couple of tries, but I eventually get my mouth on a swinging boob so I can suck on her nipple.
"Stephanie!" I gasp against her breast as my release approaches.
"Cum for me, baby," Stephanie begs as she undulates on top of me. "Fill my pussy. Give me all that hot cum."
I explode. Even my toes are tingling as my testicles eject their entire contents into Stephanie's body. She moans and shudders, her vaginal muscles squeezing me, milking me. It's indescribable. It's heavenly. And I truly can't believe it's happening to me.
We lay in bed cuddling, both of us glowing in the aftermath of our lovemaking. Guilt over Kayla fills me, but I push it away as I run my fingers through Stephanie's hair. It's only five in the morning, so we decide to get another hour of rest before having breakfast. I do miss Kayla, but I love that I don't have to share Stephanie with anyone. Stephanie loves her parents, but it's not the same as what's between Kayla and Steven.
~Steven~
"Should we really be getting a new bed first?" I ask my wife as we walk through the furniture store. "The house is basically empty and we already have a bed."
"Mansion. It's not a house, it's a mansion," Aria laughs, looking so beautiful in tight jeans and a t-shirt. Her raven hair is in an elegant braid down her back. "I still can't believe we live in a mansion. I never imagined we'd end up being so wealthy."
"Neither did I, but you didn't answer the question," I laugh.
We finally have our forever home. I'm still reeling from the cost, which is one of the reasons a lot of the rooms are currently empty. Kayla loves playing in them with her friends, so we're not in a rush to get a ton of furniture. Although, we do hope to start looking into adoption soon. Ideally, a child a couple years younger than Kayla, and a baby. It's time to complete our family.
Kayla is currently at Ashley's house, along with Marcia and Hazel. The four girls are probably running around the place, trailed by Ashley's baby sister. I sympathize, but the crazy group is usually with us, so Ashley's parents can survive for a little while. At least the girls don't have water balloons this time.
"That mattress is older than Kayla, we need a new bed," Aria insists. "We can afford a mansion, I'm not sleeping on a mattress with springs poking out of it!"
"It's only been like that for a couple of days. Because of you, I might add," I playfully retort. "I seem to remember an incredibly sexy woman begging to be fucked harder, even after we heard the first couple of springs snap."
"She sounds fun," Aria blushes and presses herself against me as an older couple walking by turn their heads to look at us after hearing me.
"She is," I agree with a nod, wrapping an arm around her waist as I kiss her temple. "She's fun and smart and beautiful. She's the mother of my daughter and my soul mate."
"Mm, I love you," Aria sighs happily, her hand on my stomach. "But, seriously baby, we need a new bed."
"We could just get a new mattress," I suggest.
"A full-size bed looks ridiculous in that giant bedroom," she rolls her eyes. "We should get a really nice bed we can have the rest of our lives. A bed we can have gross, ninety-year-old sex in."
"I'm sold," I chuckle.
The store ends up having a very large selection of beds and mattresses. Everyone loves a good night sleep, so we're able to agree on a very nice mattress fairly quickly. We just need to pick the bed it's going on so we can get a size. Aria immediately discards queen, since it's barely bigger than full. I like the king size mattress, but apparently even that's not big enough. I don't know why, it's not like there will ever be more than two people in the bed, right?
"Oh, I love this one!" Aria gushes when we approach a massive bed.
"A four-poster bed?" I frown, holding her hand tightly. "Do we really need one this big?"
"Yes!" she grins enthusiastically. "Just think of the amazing memories we can make in this huge bed."
"That does sound nice," I admit. "Still, I don't know."
"Just imagine me naked on it," Aria suggests. "Here, I'll help."
Aria confidently walks over to the bed and sits down on the edge. Giving me a sexy wink, she scoots back so she can get up on her knees. My eyes drift down to the small amount of cleavage revealed by her v-neck t-shirt. Raising one hand, she seductively crooks her finger, indicating for me to join her.
"It is a nice bed," I admit, sitting beside her.
"We can get it delivered today," Aria whispers in my ear. "If we do, I'll wear something extra sexy tonight."
"What did you have in mind?" I ask.
"Hm, I'm not sure," she taps her chin thoughtfully. "I wanna look extra slutty for you. My nurse outfit? Schoolgirl? Pirate? Librarian? I love wearing those glasses. Maid? Cheerleader? Cheerleader's a fun one, I can do a cheer for your big cock."
"They all sound nice," I grin.
"You like the little tie around my neck when I wear my sailor costume," Aria reminds me. "The cowgirl and cop costumes are fun, too. Oh, how about the flight attendant? I haven't worn that one in awhile."
"Yes, please," I mumble weakly.
"Great, thanks!" she declares, hopping off the bed and walking to the salesman. "We'd like this one, please."
"Wait, I didn't agree to this one!" I snap out of my lust-filled daze. "Shit, how did you do that?"
We pay for the bed before leaving to pick up Kayla. The three of us return home and eat dinner while the massive bed is being set up. It's almost Kayla's bedtime when they're finished, but we still take our daughter into the master bedroom to show her the big bed. Kayla happily helps us put the sheets and pillows on our new bed.
"What do you think, Kay-Kay?" Aria asks.
"I like it, it's big!" Kayla giggles, bouncing slightly on the bed.
"It is really nice," I admit while resting my hand on one of the bedposts. "Although, I still don't understand why the covers need a cover."
"It's a duvet," Aria crosses her arms over her chest. "It's there to look nice."
"Just like the decorative pillows?" I snort.
"How many times are we going to have this conversation?" Aria asks.
"How are they even pillow if you aren't supposed to put your head on them?" I argue. "That's the point of pillows!"
"They make the bed look nice!" Kayla chimes in.
"Girls stick together," Aria nods approvingly, offering Kayla a high-five.
"Yeah!" Kayla giggles, giving her mother a high-five. "Girls rule!"
"And boys drool," Aria adds.
Our nighttime routine is fairly standard, and we're soon laying in bed with our daughter. Kayla is nestled between us as Aria and I each hold one side of a book so we can read. It doesn't take long for Kayla to drift off to sleep. We kiss our daughter and make sure she's tucked in before returning to the master bedroom.
Aria is in a mood as she pulls me into a kiss as soon as I lock the bedroom door. We kiss for several minutes while I grope her boobs and butt. Then she tells me to put on some music while she gets changed in the bathroom. I put on some soft music before pulling off the cover-duvet thing and the decorative pillows. Laying in bed in just my boxer briefs, I look eagerly toward the master bathroom.
The door opens and the sexiest woman in the world struts out. Aria's flight attendant costume consists of a pencil dress with gold trim and gold buttons. The dress has a plunging collar to show off her cleavage, and there's an image of flight wings at the bottom of the dress. She's wearing a gold belt and a black-and-gold bow tie. The hat is black with a copy of the flight wings image on it. Black heels complete the look.
"Good evening, sir," Aria purrs, standing in the middle of the room while I sit up to admire her. "My name is Aria, and I'll be your flight attendant for this trip. Please let me know if there's anything I can do to make this an enjoyable flight."
"Well," I begin carefully as I sit on the edge of the bed and rest my feet on the floor, "I'm kind of nervous being on a plane. Do you know of any way to help me relax?"
"I certainly don't want you to be stressed during your flight, hm," she taps her chin thoughtfully. "I don't know if it will help, but I've heard getting a blowjob can be very relaxing for guys."
"Do you think you could help me out?" I ask, getting to my feet.
"I'd love to give you a blowjob, sir," Aria grins, walking up to me and placing her hands on my chest. "Nothing makes me happier than to please my passengers. Well, almost nothing."
"What makes you even happier?" I smirk, knowing where this is going.
"Having a throbbing dick rammed down my throat," she states, dropping to her knees.
With a yank, Aria pulls my underwear down to my feet. I step out of it as she grabs my erection and starts stroking. Aria's body is perfect, but there is something extra sexy about seeing her in one of these outfits. The little hat looks great on her as she leans in and takes me into her mouth.



My beautiful wife makes love to my penis with her mouth, moaning happily as she sucks me on her knees. She takes me from her mouth, lifting my shaft while jerking me off so she can lick and suck my balls. Then she licks up my length until she can get me between her lips again.
"That feels amazing, babe," I moan, reaching down to caress her cheek.
"Mm!" Aria hums, releasing me with a pop. "I want you to fuck my face. Make me suck it."
Grabbing the back of Aria's head, I shove my dick straight down her throat. I hold her head as I start fucking her face hard and fast, using her mouth as if it's a pussy. Her flight attendant hat falls off as my balls slap against her chin. Tears are running down her cheeks as she gags and drools.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I announce a couple minutes later.
Burying my entire length in Aria's throat, I swell as semen bursts from my tip. The first blast goes straight down her throat, my cock so deep I know she can't even taste it. I pull her head back so just the tip is between her lips, draining the rest into her mouth.
"I love cum!" Aria mumbles thickly as she proudly opens her mouth to show me my load. Then she immediately swallows and puts her flight attendant hat back on.
"My turn," I growl before striking.
Aria squeals as I grab her around the middle and toss her onto our bed. I climb up and get between her legs, happy to discover she isn't wearing underwear. This makes it much easier for me to get at her beautiful pussy. Her dress rides up as I start eating her out enthusiastically.
I finger and lick Aria to a couple of orgasms while waiting to recharge. Once I'm ready, I get on top of her and push myself inside her. The flight attendant cap has fallen off again, but she is otherwise still fully clothed. Even her heels are still on as I thrust into her body, enjoying the feel of her tight, wet, pussy.
"Mm, fuck me, yes!" Aria coos, wrapping her arms and legs around me. "Fuck my pussy, baby! It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
"Fuck, you feel so good," I gasp, my thrusts long and deep.
Lifting my body, I reach into her dress and pull out a boob. My favorite tits in the world. Granted, they're the only ones I've ever gotten my hands on, but I can't imagine a more perfect set of breasts possibly existing. Gripping Aria's legs behind the knees, I spread her open as I continue thrusting, my eyes locked on her bouncing titty.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Aria announces, her body tensing as her back arches. "Steven! Oh God, Steven! I'm cumming! Cum with me! Cum for Aria! Fill me, fill me, fill me!"
Despite her words, I don't cum just yet. Instead, I pound Aria through her orgasm before flipping her over and taking her from behind. I slap her ass and pull her hair while she cries my name. Then I lay on my back so she can ride me until she cums again.
I cum in my wife's pussy, filling her with every drop I can squeeze from my balls. She then gets off me and blows me until I'm fully erect once again. Aria lays on her back and pulls out her other boob, ordering me to fuck her tits. I happily oblige, enjoying the hot titty-fuck as Aria talks dirty to me. Her words cause me to explode all over her boobs and face.
We take a quick shower, which leads to me fucking Aria against the glass shower wall. Her big boobs squish against the glass as I once again fill her womb with my seed. Then we tenderly wash each other before drying off and returning to our new bed.
Laying in this amazing new bed with my wife in our new mansion is filling me with joy. Our daughter is across the hall, and soon our family will be growing again. Aria's naked body is pressed against mine, and I know that she and I will be falling asleep in this bed together every night for decades. Everything is as it should be.
I sigh in my sleep, feeling completely content. I'm not sure how long I've been asleep, but I can still feel Aria's naked body against me. She must be up, because her hand is gripping my morning wood as she slowly strokes me. It feels amazing, and I reach down to cup one of her bare breasts. I frown when I realize this boob isn't the right size.
"Morning, baby!" Lexi chirps, a smile on her face as she looks at me.
"Morning," I reply, as reality returns to me. The events of my dream occurred over a decade ago. "How'd you sleep?"
"Eh," Lexi shrugs, still gazing at me while stroking from beneath the blanket. "More bad dreams about, you know, Keith and the gang, ah, hurting me."
"I'm sorry," I wince, knowing only some of what she's been through. "Is now really the best time to be playing with a penis?"
"Hi, I'm Lexi," she giggles, sarcastically introducing herself. "Sex with the first man to truly care about me is my therapy. I need you to fuck me until I can't remember my own name, then feed me every drop of your hot cum, mm'kay?"
I nod in agreement, which causes a grin to spread across the redhead's lightly-freckled face. She tosses the covers off of us so she can suck me for a minute. Then she crouches in doggystyle and has me get behind her and enter her warmth. She's soaking wet, and I waste no time working up to a strong rhythm.
"I was planning on going back to bed after peeing," Nicole mumbles when she returns from the bathroom. The elder redhead is fully naked, her bright red bush on full display.
"Ah! Ah! I needed, ah, some morning dick, ah!" Lexi pants, her small boobs jiggling on her chest as I drill her from behind.
"We were up late!" Nicole sighs, getting into bed on the other side. "I'm going back to sleep, keep it down, would you?"
"No promises," I laugh, swatting Lexi on the bottom.
"Mm, that's it, spank me, baby! I'm your dirty slut!" Lexi growls, likely being loud just to annoy her sister. "Fuck my pussy! Use my little body!"
Holding Lexi's hips, I fuck her from behind while looking down to watch my cock disappear up her twat. My eyes travel from her butt to her back as I admire the swirling patterns of freckles on her young body. She feels so good and there is more than lust building in me.
Lexi is so young, and in many ways, we have a lot of differences. Yet, we both need each other. We found each other at the right time. I love her. I'll always love Aria, but I know my wife wants me to be happy. I know Aria would accept Lexi, accept my choices. All my choices.
"Pull my hair, pull my hair!" Lexi begs wantonly.
Keeping one hand on her hip, I hold Lexi's head back by the hair, forcing her back to arch as she takes every inch of my cock. Nicole is laying under the covers, pretending to ignore us. I can see some movement under the blanket, and I know Nicole is actually playing with herself.
"Cum for me, Lexi," I growl, tugging on her hair.
"I'm close, I'm close!" Lexi gasps, her mouth hanging open. "Fuck, you're big!"
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I husk back.
Another couple minutes of rough pounding is enough to make Lexi cum hard. I release her hair so I can grip her hips and fuck her hard and fast, triggering a second orgasm. Lexi's arms give out, causing her head and chest to collapse on the bed. I spank her before holding her butt-cheeks and slowly working my dick in and out of her.
"I, ah, I want, ah, your cum!" Lexi moans weakly as she drools on the sheet. "Please, ah, fuck my face! Ah! Cum down my slutty throat! Oh God, you're so deep! Ah, fuck! Oh God, fuck!"
"I'm gonna cum," I groan, pushing on Lexi's butt as I ease my cock out of her. "Get on your knees!"
Lexi surprises me by hopping off the bed and kneeling, her mouth open and tongue sticking out. I suppose it makes sense, given my order. Getting off the bed, I stand over Lexi and push my dick in her mouth. She gurgles happily, her hands gripping my thighs.
I hold Lexi's head as I start fucking her face. It isn't long before a strand of drool is dangling from her chin as she looks up at me with those green eyes. My fingers twist in her auburn hair as I groan and start to cum. Her cheeks puff out as some of my load stays in her mouth while more of it travels down her throat and into her stomach.
My emotions are complicated when Lexi gapes her mouth to show me my own semen on her tongue. She's in the exact same spot, beside the exact same bed as Aria during my dream. It was over ten years ago, but now it feels like yesterday. There are similarities, but Lexi and Aria are very different people. And I truly love them both.
"Mm," Lexi moans, wiggling her tongue around in the pool of cum.
"Swallow," I instruct firmly.
Lexi closes her mouth and tilts her head back, giving a deliberate swallow. The nude redhead then gets to her feet and hugs me tightly before announcing she has to pee. I just laugh and shake my head as I watch her pale bottom flex while she rushes to the bathroom.
"About time, I'm fucking tired!" Nicole grumbles.
"Not used to such late nights?" I ask, getting back in bed and spooning Nicole.
"Nope, not anymore," Nicole grunts. "At least not when Lizzie isn't waking me up with some catastrophe."
"Well, it's still early, so let's get some sleep," I suggest.
It is really early, barely 6:30AM. Some people are probably awake, but I know that the pastries will be set out without me having to do anything. If something urgent comes up, everyone knows where to find me. I kiss the back of Nicole's head as Lexi climbs into bed and snuggles up to me as well.
Before I fall asleep, something random occurs to me. My wedding band. Lexi didn't find it while going through my safe. It must be in the back, pushed there by everything in front. The platinum band with Aria's name engraved on the inside.
~Marcia~
"Welcome to Calculus One," the ancient professor says from his spot at the front of the massive lecture hall. "For many of you, this is your first college class. A few of you may have even taken Calculus in college. I am here to tell you that it won't help you one bit in this class. Now, pencils out; you'll each find your first exam under the syllabus. If you can't pass this one, you should drop out straight away."
The professor continues talking, but I can barely hear him over the pounding in my chest. My palms are sweaty and my hands are shaking so badly I can't write legibly. There are hundreds of students in this lecture hall. They all pull out their exams and start working immediately. How is this possible? No one mentioned anything about an exam on day one!
Kayla is sitting beside me, looking completely at ease as she absentmindedly fidgets with her pencil before filling out the next problem. Ashley is on my other side, playing on her phone and not even pretending to pay attention. I realize that she's done already. At first I think Lexi is taking notes, but I soon realize she's drawing a picture of the professor. The image emphasizes his age, turning him into a zombie who eats the brains of students.
Next thing I know, the exams are being handed back. I'm squirming in my seat as I wait for my test. When it finally arrives, I turn it over as quickly as possible. Thirty-eight. I only got a thirty-eight. Kayla gets a perfect score while Ashley and Lexi both score over ninety percent. Lexi's exam even has a note from the professor, complimenting the redhead on her innovative application of trigonometric identities.
Nights of studying and cramming fly by while my Slut-sisters party and enjoy their college life. They're getting A's while I'm failing almost all of my courses. My parents are screaming at me when I get put on academic probation. If I don't turn things around, I'm going to get kicked out of school.
Kayla, Lexi, and Ashley are upperclassmen now. Hazel is taking classes and doing really well, even with a baby to take care of. Switching to part-time at the local community college isn't enough to save me, I flunk out of there, too. My parents are so angry, wasting their lottery winnings on a worthless loser.
The day is finally here; college graduation. Lexi, Kayla, and Ashley are getting their degrees. I'm trying to be happy for them, but I should be up there, too. I'm not. I'm in the audience. Hazel is sitting beside me, her toddler in her lap. Steven proposes to Lexi right after graduation. Of course she says yes.
Now Hazel is getting her degree. Somehow her daughter is walking behind her, and they announce her name as well while the chancellor hands her a degree. Lexi and Kayla are on their way to getting their master's and Ashley's outgoing personality is making her a huge success in the working world. Meanwhile, my job as a cashier at a retail store in the mall is barely paying enough to make rent to my parents.
"Hey baby, you should smile more," a guy in his fifties says as he places his items down for me to ring up. "Show the world how pretty you are."
"Thanks, will that be all?" I ask, fighting back tears.
The guy ends up being a regular, and he is able to get me to talk more over the coming weeks. A few occasional comments end with him knowing about my friends graduating and moving on with their lives, my flunking out of college, and all my money troubles. I regret telling him so much, but he seems nice enough. Although, his leering is a bit unsettling.
I'm horrified the first time he offers to help me out with money, nearly screaming in the store. I manage to keep it together and politely turn him down. He tells me the offer is open if I ever change my mind. The guy continues being nice and complimenting me as my money issues grow.
Lexi and Nicole are both pregnant, while Stacey and April are adopting. I need money for a gift. My friends can't know how poor I am. They can't. I'm enough of an embarrassment. The older guy sees how distraught I am and asks what's wrong. I inquire if his offer is still open. He smiles.
On my break I end up on my knees behind the mall. The guy is holding my head while fucking my face, not caring that I can barely breathe. Why should he? He's paying for this service. He calls me a stupid bitch when he starts cumming in my mouth. I can't argue; he's right. The guy orders me to swallow everything, and I obey, only gagging slightly.
The older guy becomes a regular customer of mine in another way. Soon, I'm going down on him a couple times a week. Not long after, he convinces me to give up my pussy for money. No amount of showering that night is enough to wash away the shame, but he offers me a little something to make my heart hurt less. I can't believe I'm doing this, but I take the pills he gives me.
We get caught. I'm handcuffed and put in the backseat of a police car while a cop tells me I'm going to be charged with prostitution. Detective McLorn manages to convince them to let me go, but somehow my parents still find out. They kick me out of the house.
Kayla's getting married. All my friends are doing so well, while I live at the Noble Star Motel. It's the easiest way to find clients. There are five men in my motel room tonight, leering at me as I remove my clothes. They're paying well for a gangbang. This is all I'm good for. I'm too stupid for college.
I gasp loudly, my eyes flying open as I finally wake up. My body is covered in sweat and my breathing is heavy. I swallow weakly while looking up at the top of the tent, seeing light shining through. There are voices coming from outside, telling me that some people are awake already.
Kwan is fast asleep beside me, and I roll away from him to try and cool down. I'm still wearing the purple satin slip that is his graduation present. It takes me a few minutes to calm down from my nightmare, a few minutes to convince myself that college classes haven't even started yet. We just graduated high school yesterday.
It's not fair. I work so hard to barely do better than the others. There's only one solution; I have to work even harder. When classes start, I'll study nonstop until I ace every test. I'm going to have a bright future. I'm going to make my parents proud. I'm going to make my Slut-sisters proud. Steven will be proud of me, too.
I'm so stressed out. Maybe Lexi is right and a good orgasm can cure any and all concerns. Laying on my back, I slide a hand between my legs until I'm able to feel my moist slit. A soft moan escapes my lips as my fingertips circle my clit.
I jill off quietly for several minutes, biting my lower lip to keep from crying out as I reach orgasm. Okay, Lexi's right, I do feel a little better. Although, some Steven-dick would be much more therapeutic. Instead I close my eyes and try to get a bit more sleep before starting day two of the graduation party.
~Ashley~
This is it. I'm finally out of the house and on my own in the world. Well, mostly. It's a college dorm and I have a roommate, but it still counts! The dorm room is less than impressive, with two twin beds and a couple of desks crammed into the tiny space. We each have our own wardrobe, and we're lucky enough to have an attached bathroom. Sharing a room with another person is a new experience for me as well, I hope the adjustment period isn't too bad.
Fortunately, CSUA will let two people room together at their request. So, my roommate is none other than my slut-sister, Marcia Moore! We actually both needed some convincing to agree, but we're both committed to making this work. No jealousy, no pettiness, minimal fighting. And no putting her hand in water to try and get her to pee herself in the middle of the night. One time. One damn time, and she still won't let it go.
The two of us spend all afternoon unpacking and decorating our shared living space. It's a good thing we brought a small refrigerator. We'll need it. Thankfully, there's plenty of room in the bathroom for essentials. We both have a lot of skincare products, shampoos, and conditioners. Plus, a fun collection of dildos and vibrators.
"It's official, we're college girls," Marcia says, sitting down on her perfectly-made bed.
"Sexy, fuckable coeds," I add, lazily tossing my blanket on the bed. Making it look neat isn't worth the effort right now.
"Fine," Marcia rolls her eyes at me. "We should probably go over our ground rules."
"Ugh, lame," I moan, laying back on my bed and stretching out comfortably. As comfortably as I can on a fucking twin bed. My feet are hanging off the edge.
"No loud music or television after 11:00PM on school nights, 1:00AM on weekends," she continues, ignoring my comment. "Big lights go out then, too. We can use a smaller light if one of us needs to study."
"Yeah, I remember," I sigh, turning onto my side so I can look at the quiet girl.
"And label everything in the fridge," Marcia says. "I read a lot of new roommates fight about eating each other's food."
"I think we'll be fine, I don't want any of your yogurt that helps ladies poop," I snort while sitting up, unable to sit still.
"That yogurt is yummy and good for you," she shakes her head. "That reminds me; clean up after yourself. We shouldn't leave a mess in the bathroom for the other person."
"I pee sitting down, it's fine," I wave her off.
"I was more thinking about the drain clogging after one of us shaves our legs," Marcia explains.
"So, don't let a forest grow on them before shaving?" I shrug before running my fingers through my sunny blonde hair.
"Can you be serious for ten damn minutes?" she asks in exasperation.
"My record's three, but I'll give it a shot," I quickly retort, standing up and raising my arms above my head as I stretch. "Damn, I should have said I'd give it the old college try. Missed opportunity there."
"I put a calendar up on the wall," Marcia says, deciding to ignore my witty comment. "Make sure to write any important dates on it: exams, paper due dates, stuff like that. We'll work together to make sure we both have the quiet we need to work."
"Fine, fine," I agree, taking off my top and tossing it on the bed.
"What are you doing?" she frowns.



"Getting ready to take a shower," I explain as I unhook my bra. "Should I have put it on the calendar?"
"I'm just trying to avoid an argument," Marcia explains before momentarily becoming lost in the sight of my huge boobs. "We, uh, we have a history of fighting over stupid things."
"Yeah, I know," I sigh while pushing my jeans down my legs. "I really will do my best. For now though, let's take a minute and enjoy finally being college girls. Think you can handle that, Miss Responsible?"
"I suppose," she giggles. "We do have one more thing to talk about though. Sex."
"Right now?" I waggle my eyebrows as I drop my panties. "Perfect timing, I'm naked. Lose the clothes and I'll make that pussy purr."
"I was actually talking about hook-ups," Marcia smirks. "If you invite someone over or something."
"I have a boyfriend," I remind her. "But, I assume you're talking about leaving a sock on the door so the other person knows not to come in?"
"Yes," she nods. "I don't want either of us to miss out on study time before a big exam or something."
"Is my favorite wallflower thinking of bringing back a hot frat boy or a jock with a six-pack?" I wink. "I'll find a sock on the door and know you're inside getting your brains fucked out."
"I don't know, maybe," Marcia blushes. "What do we do?"
"Don't worry about it as long as it isn't before an exam or something," I suggest. "I can go home or find someplace else to sleep while you're getting a sperm injection."
"Gross," she laughs.
"Now that everything's settled, how about you and I christen the shower?" I offer. "We'll make passionate love like only Slut-sisters can."
"Sure," Marcia agrees.
I get the quiet girl out of her clothes and into the shower. We spend quite a bit of time fingering and licking, getting each other off several times. Like most people, Marcia enjoys burying her face in my titties. Once we're both satisfied sexually, we sensually wash each other.
Various scenarios play out in quick succession; first classes, first homework assignments, first exams. Marcia goes home to spend the weekend with her parents so I can have Josh in our dorm all weekend. We fuck in every position conceivable and I take dick in every hole. Screaming and cumming while begging Josh to fuck me up the ass is a great way to relax after an exam.
I go to a frat party with my Slut-sisters, all of us dancing and drinking. Kayla is wearing her cheer uniform, which is getting her a lot of attention from guys. Even Marcia is flirting. I dance with a couple of guys, but I make sure to tell them I have a boyfriend so that nothing goes too far.
Marcia and I stagger drunkenly back to our dorm at 2:00AM. Kayla is currently in the bedroom of a football player, likely enjoying a thorough fucking. I miss Josh and hate that he has a stupid exam tomorrow. I end up using a vibrator to get off before falling asleep.
The Friday after midterms is the first time it happens. I return to the dorm and find a sock on the door. Curiosity gets the best of me and I place my ear to the door. I recognize Marcia's soft moans, and can also hear manly grunts mixing with the sound of slapping flesh. I'm exhausted, but I still drive home and spend the night in my old room.
We continue going to parties, with Kayla and Marcia regularly getting picked up by hot guys. Josh says he isn't jealous when guys flirt with me, but it's one thing to sleep with Steven, and another to have a random one night stand. I have a boyfriend. A boyfriend I love.
One drunken night, Marcia picks up a guy and drunkenly leads him back to the dorm. All three of us are drunk and Marcia tells me not to bother finding another place to sleep. I end up laying in bed while listening to Marcia get fucked. The guy gets it up three times, giving Marcia one incredible night. I have to admit, I'm jealous. I want to party. But, I have a boyfriend.
I finally can't take it any longer. Josh is sad when I end things, but he agrees that it's probably for the best. We're young and shouldn't be tied down. I'm a party girl at heart, and I need the opportunity to explore that. That's what college is for, after all.
I feel like a goddess the first time some random frat guy gasps at the sight of my naked tits. Pleasure rushes through me as I give him the titty-fuck of his life before letting him hose down my boobs. His eyes are wide when I lift my tits and suck the cum off my nipples.
The second semester is when I really let loose. I dance on the table at a frat party and flash my tits to the entire room. I suck off a guy in the corner of the room, not caring who sees. Waking up half-naked with little idea of where I am is a regular occurrence. Wild with lust, I even take on two guys at once.
Spring break is crazy! I enter a wet t-shirt contest with Kayla, just barely beating her for first place. The quarterback leads me up to his dorm room and quickly gets me out of my clothes. I'm on the bed getting fucked from behind when his roommate comes in. The guy watches my tits swing for a minute before asking if he can join us.
"Yeah, okay," the quarterback says, holding my hips as he continues to pound me. "I'm sure Amy doesn't mind."
"It's, ah, it's Ashley," I pant, throwing my head back so my blonde hair cascades down my back.
"Right, sure," the quarterback replies quickly. "Whatever, babe."
The roommate gets naked and climbs up on the bed so he can feed me his cock. Then the next several hours are a blur as the two men fuck me in every possible configuration. I end up laying in bed covered in sweat, cum coating my body and running out of my holes.
At first, the partying and sex is fucking amazing. I love the attention and the orgasms. Yet, over time I have more and more encounters where the guy doesn't even care what my name is. I'm just a willing set of holes to get his dick wet. A pretty face and a nice pair of tits.
The regret truly hits me one morning when I'm doing the walk of shame. I'm wearing a skirt with no panties; I'm not sure who has my underwear at this point. My top is torn and I'm struggling to make sure a titty doesn't pop right out into the cool air.
I walk into the dorm room and receive the shock of my life. Marcia is in bed with Josh. MY Josh. I pitch a fit, throwing the mother of all temper tantrums. Eventually, they calm me down and I realize they're right; I ended things with Josh, I have no right to be upset. But, I am.
Josh and Marcia start dating while I go to more and more parties. The sex is meaningless, convincing me I've made a horrible mistake. Love is more important. I gave it up for frat guys who just want to use me. Guys who don't care one bit about me. A few don't even let me stay the night, kicking me out once they're balls are empty.
It's too late. Josh proposes to Marcia. She says yes. I'm so alone. I can see time flashing by as the wedding approaches. Marcia looks so beautiful in her white dress. Tears fill my blue eyes when I see Josh in his tux. It should be me marrying him, not Marcia. It should be me.
"Ashley? Ashley!" Josh's voice calls out as he shakes my shoulder. "Are you okay?"
"Huh? What?" I ask stupidly, sitting up in bed and looking around.
"You were tossing and turning," Josh says, sitting beside me and watching me in concern.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm okay," I let out a breath, realizing it's Saturday morning. "Just had some bad dreams."
"Fuck, me too," Katie Ehrlich grumbles from the other side of the bed. She's laying on her back and rubbing her temples. The covers are far enough down to leave her boobs on full display. "My head is killing me."
I'm laying naked in bed with Josh and Katie. My thoughts are racing as I realize how selfish I am. I want to be with Josh, but I also want to be a wild coed. I can't have both, so I'm fucked. Looking at Josh, I let out a soft sigh while trying to find the right words.
"How are you feeling?" I ask him.
"I have a headache, too," he admits, nodding slowly.
"Poor baby," I pout, trailing my fingers over his chest before leaning in and pecking his lips. "I know a guaranteed headache cure."
Is it healthy to ignore my concerns and drown my feelings in sex? Probably not. But, I'm a Slut-sister! I need some Josh-dick and I'm going to get it. Katie giggles as she watches me kiss down Josh's chest and pull the blankets down so I can suck his cock. He rests a hand on my head as I cup his balls and bob up and down on him, my cheeks caving in from the intensity of my sucking.
I instruct Josh to lay down so I can mount him and start riding. Katie isn't ready to eat pussy, but she is happy to suck on my titty while rubbing my clit. My baby blue eyes stare down at Josh while he looks up at me with affection. I forget all about Katie as I lose myself in Josh's handsome face. We might not be forever, and I may very well fuck things up, but in this moment, we belong together.
"I love you," I whisper, saying it to him for the first time.
"I love you, too," Josh replies, his voice full of wonder.
~Hazel~
"You're so fucking hot," Steven growls, a sheen of sweat covering his sexy body as he looks down at me with lust.
"Hrmph! Mm! Ungh! Argh!" I squeal, my back arching as my jaw clenches and my eyes roll back. "Mm! Ugh! Mm!"
I'm laying fully naked on the massive four-poster bed, my entire being fully exposed to the handsome man. My arms are stretched above my head, my wrists handcuffed to the bed. My long legs are over Steven's shoulders, my feet near his head. The panties in my mouth are only allowing me to communicate through grunts and gurgling noises. I think he's getting the message; don't stop. Don't ever fucking stop.
I love sex. I love it so much. In these wonderful moments, nothing else exists besides my partner and me. Nothing else matters besides our passion, our rush toward the ultimate peak of pleasure. No stress, no fears, no negativity. Just an endless sea of pure bliss.
The world shatters, my heavenly reality subverted by a scene that can only be from the deepest bowels of Hell. I'm standing in the living room of the house I grew up in, my hand resting on my swollen stomach as tears stream down my face. I look at my parents' stern expressions with fear in my eyes.
Mom and Dad give me a long lecture about how much of a disappointment I am and how I've brought shame upon myself and the family. They tell me how lucky I am that they're being compassionate enough to give me this chance to atone for my sins. I can never return to that house of perversion and lust, and I have to marry. My parents say they know someone who is willing to give me a chance. They both make sure to remind me to be a dutiful wife.
I blink once and am once again flat on my back as I look up at Steven's chiseled features. His manly grunts and intense expressions are making my pussy quiver. My eyes dart down to his sweaty chest before sweeping over to his muscular biceps. I strain against the handcuffs, overwhelmed with desire to touch him. The sound of Steven's hips impacting me is mixing with the moans and groans we're both producing.
Each thrust is long and deep, his thick cock stretching my little pussy as the angle allows him to achieve maximum penetration. He's hitting just the right spot, making me quiver as my toes start to curl. I'm so close. Oh God, it feels so fucking good. My nostrils flare as I gasp and grunt into the underwear in my mouth. His big cock is going to make me cum. I'm so close, just a little more. Just a little more.
My orgasm is ruined by another vision of a miserable fate. I'm wearing a white dress and standing on an altar facing an older guy I don't even recognize. My mother is sitting in the front row holding a baby. My baby. The only reason the wedding is after the birth is so that I won't be pregnant in the wedding photos. Can't have photographic evidence of me shaming the family.
He turns out all the lights before we get undressed. I guess even in marriage, sex is something shameful that needs to be hidden away. As I prepare myself for some disappointing sex, I let out a breath and run my fingers through my hair. I freeze when I realize that my hair barely falls to my shoulders. My lower lip quivers as a film of tears covers my eyes. My husband doesn't notice.
"Fuck, Hazel!" Steven grunts, showering my face with warm cum as I return to the world of sexual freedom.
"Yes, cum on my face!" I coo, realizing my panties are no longer in my mouth. "Drown me in hot sperm!"
I may not remember my orgasm, but I am still experiencing the sweet aftershocks pulsing from my clit. I pull against the handcuffs again, wanting to touch the beautiful cock in my face. Eventually, I'm forced to give up and instead open wide so I can stick out my tongue. Steven takes the hint, pushing his dick between my lips so I can lap up the last few drops on his tip.
The sexiest guy in the world is hovering over me, his prick in my mouth while I'm helpless beneath him. Just being in this position is making my pussy dampen and my nipples harden. I squirm slightly as I suck hard, moaning passionately while looking up at him with pleading eyes. I'm determined to do a good job and keep him hard; I need to get fucked again.
The pleasure of having a cock in my mouth is ruined as snippets of a miserable existence flash across my vision. Isolation, loneliness. No friends, just a husband who sees me as an object. Seriously, what guy doesn't like blowjobs? Forget about going down on me, I'll never get my pussy licked again. Just missionary under the covers in the dark. A few pumps and done. No passion, no fire, no joy, no love.
I'm not allowed to use social media since it might tempt me back to my old ways. I hide my phone and internet browsing so I can keep track of my former Slut-sisters. Nicole and Lexi both live with Steven now, Ashley is living life to the fullest, and Marcia is dating a really hot guy. Kayla's living the dream of most teen girls; first becoming a model and then transitioning to acting. Her first movie is hitting theaters in a few months.
"Fuck, you're tight!" Steven hisses, his hips impacting my butt as his big dick fills and stretches me. "I can't ever get enough of you."
"I love your cock!" I announce, tossing my head back. "Oh God, right there! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Doggystyle is such a fun position. I'm on my elbows, leaving my butt higher in the air than my head. With my legs spread, my most intimate area is completely exposed to my lover. My long ponytail is tickling my back, my tits jiggling wildly on my chest as Steven uses my little pussy. I can feel his nails digging into my skin while he holds my hips and thrusts in a wonderful rhythm.
Steven spanks my tight ass, making my pussy quiver and clamp down on his throbbing manhood. I scream and beg for him to pull my hair, my hands pulling on the sheets when he obliges. With my head held back, I look straight at the headboard, my lips pulled back as I bare my teeth and grunt. I'm gonna cum. This orgasm will not be ruined, it won't be!
The world shifts, leaving me laying in bed with a book. I'm wearing an old-fashioned nightgown and I'm so tired I can barely focus on the words. A sound makes me look up, revealing my old, overweight husband. He leers at me as he starts taking off his clothes. Then the lights are off and I can barely see.
The covers are pulled off of me before his hands slide up my legs and grab my panties. He tugs them off of me before getting on top and pushing into my pussy, making me wince. I make the grocery list in my head while he grunts in my ear. Fortunately, he cums fast, rolling over and falling asleep. I'm so tired.
"Get on your knees!" Steven hisses, pulling out of my pussy and releasing my ankles.
"Yes, sir!" I gasp out, getting off the bed so I can drop to my knees and open wide. "I wanna be your little slut!"
"I'm gonna fuck your face and cum straight down your throat," he declares, grabbing my head and cramming as much dick as he can in my mouth.
Keeping my hands behind my back, I let my mouth hang open as Steven fucks my face. Drool is running freely from my lips as I make sexy gagging and gurgling sounds. His manly groans are so fucking sexy and I look up at him with eager eyes. Steven's balls slap my chin as he holds his cock down my throat while pumping his seed directly into my belly.
Our night of wild, sinful sex is just beginning. We fuck in every conceivable position and even invent a few new ones. I beg for him to spank me and be rough with me, to pull my hair and call me a slut. I even spread my cheeks and scream while he fucks me up the butt. The orgasms are plentiful, but somehow muted. Like something is keeping my brain from fully enjoying the moment.
I'm once again consumed by a nightmare as I struggle through my exhaustion to make breakfast while eight months pregnant. I'm so fucking tired. Thirty years old and about to have my fourth child. I have no friends, I just serve my husband and keep the house clean.
He staggers into the kitchen, not even acknowledging me or thanking me as he sits down to breakfast. Of course, he does make sure to remind me he's only working half a day today. I have to be sure to have dinner ready when he gets home. How nice of him to let me know? How is this my life?
I gasp loudly as I wake up, sitting straight up so that the covers fall to my waist. I'm breathing rapidly as I look around, realizing I'm alone in my bedroom. My body is covered in sweat, and I throw the blanket off of my naked body in a desperate attempt to cool off.
Just a dream. It was just a dream. Well, two dreams. One a fantasy and the other a nightmare. Holy shit, I can barely breathe. I rub my temples as I try to calm down. At least I'm able to confirm my hair is falling to my lower back like it's supposed to. A bead of sweat runs down my face and I quickly wipe it away. Fuck, I need water.
According to my phone, it's almost eight in the morning. A few people are probably up, so I'll need to put something on to get to the bathroom. Maybe I should take Kayla up on her offer after all. No, I can't do that. I'm already taking so much. I can't be even more of a burden.
I don't bother with underwear, instead just slipping on a robe before stepping out into the hall. All the other doors are closed, so everyone else is sleeping in as well. Good. I rush to the bathroom and shut the door, thankful I don't have to talk to anyone this early.
Showering is way too much effort, so I just wash up quickly. Then I run to get a bottle of cold water before returning to my bedroom. Tossing my robe over my desk chair, I sit in bed and down half the bottle. I can breathe again and I'm not overheated. Much better.
I miss my brothers, but I will never live under my parents' roof again. I'm my own person and will not just become the property of some man who just wants me to cook, clean, and pump out kids. My hand lightly caresses my stomach. I'll do the best I can for my baby, and I'll love him or her with all my heart. But, I'll star in porn or sell myself at a hotel before letting those assholes control me again.
Needing some stress relief, I dig through my bedside table for my sex toys. After my nightmare, I need something really kinky. I turn on the vibrator and push it up my butt before fucking myself with the dildo. I imagine Steven fucking me as I work the toy in and out of me. I gasp his name as I cum hard. Then I can finally get a little rest before returning to the graduation party weekend.
~Kayla~
"That's it, keep sucking," he groans, his hand holding my hair as he pushes my head further into his lap, forcing more of his dick down my throat. "You're so good at that, baby girl."
"Mm, gak, gak, mmhmm, mm!" I gurgle my gratitude at the compliment as my tongue flicks all over his cock. "Glug! Glug! Hurk! Glug!"



I'm leaning over the center console so I can give Daddy road head. The sounds of the engine and passing cars mix with his manly groans and my feminine moans. I wonder if any passing cars or trucks can see the filthy slut who can't wait to get home to get some dick. Daddy has one hand on the wheel while the other rests on my head as he enjoys all the pleasure my mouth can give him.
I love sucking dick, and Daddy has the best cock in the world. It's warm and thick and throbbing. My little mouth is stretched wide as I bob my head up and down enthusiastically. The salty taste of his skin is making me cream my panties and I'm drooling while I suck on this wonderful, wonderful penis.
"Oh God, keep doing that!" Daddy hisses when I deepthroat him. I moan passionately, my throat vibrating around his thick shaft."Holy shit, that feels amazing. You're such a good girl."
Being called a good girl drives me wild with lust, causing me to squirm in my seat. I continue blowing Daddy while slipping a hand up my skirt so I can get at my pussy. Daddy pushes my head down just as I slip two fingers into my snatch. I cough slightly, gagging and drooling as I start to finger myself.
It isn't easy to concentrate on giving a blowjob while playing with my pussy. Fortunately, Daddy is more than happy to use his grip on my hair to force my head along his length. His leg is shaking slightly as he struggles to focus on driving while getting his dick sucked.
"Glug! Gak! Gak! Hurk! Glug!" I groan, working two fingers in and out of my pussy as my lips form an airtight seal around the throbbing prick in my throat. Wet slurping noises fill the car, adding to my arousal. "Sluuurp! Schloop! schlrp! Schloop!"
"Suck that dick, you dirty slut," his passion building as he loses control. "I love your tight, little throat."
My moans and slurping grow in intensity as Daddy's cock repeatedly enters my throat. My eyes are shut, my brow furrowed in concentration while I push two fingers all the way up my cunt. I rub my clit with my thumb, my cheeks caving in as I suck as hard as I can. Daddy is lightly tugging on my raven hair, adding yet another amazing sensation.
"Hssslrp, shlup, sluuurp," I wiggle my tongue all along his length as I keep my lips tight on him. "Schloop, schloop, schloop."
"I'm getting close," he warns, roughly tugging on my hair to force me to bob my head faster. "You want it in your mouth, baby girl? You want me to cum in your mouth?"
"Mmmslurp, mmhmm, schlrrp," I nod with his dick still in my mouth while briefly pulling my fingers out of my hole so I can focus on my clit. "Glug! Glug! Sluuurp! Hurk!"
"Keep sucking and you'll make me cum," Daddy groans, struggling to focus on driving. "That's a good girl, keep doing that. I'm gonna cum in your mouth, fuck!"
I can feel my orgasm approaching as Daddy holds my head down and bucks his hips into my face. His balls are against my cheek as they compress, pushing their contents up his swelling manhood. I screech around his dick, cumming on my fingers just as he starts filling my mouth with warm cream. My cheeks puff out as I gather up every drop of precious semen I can get. My tongue swirls the cum around as I suck out the last few drops.
"Mm, I love cum," I say thickly as I sit up and open wide to show him my full mouth. Then I quickly swallow before opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue. "All gone!"
"That was amazing," Daddy gasps, glancing over at me before returning his eyes to the road.
"Am I a good girl, Daddy?" I ask innocently while brushing my raven hair back behind my ears.
"You're a very good girl, Kayla," he smiles, making my pussy purr.
With both hands on the wheel, Daddy concentrates on driving. He still has his seat belt off and his limp dick is sticking out of his pants. I'm still horny. Sitting back in the passenger seat, I spread my legs and pull up my skirt. Pushing my panties out of the way again, I run my fingers along my soaked slit.
"The car smells like hot pussy," Daddy comments, smirking at me.
"You're welcome," I respond as I shamelessly resume fingering myself. "Mm, yes!"
"Fuck, I wish I could eat that pussy right now," he sighs, speeding up slightly.
"Yes, I wanna feel your tongue in me, I want you to grab my tits!" I groan, pulling up my tank top and bra to expose my breasts. "I need you to fuck me!"
"Kayla!" Daddy hisses, glancing at me as we continue down the highway. "Anyone could see you!"
"Then I hope they enjoy the show," I declare confidently.
I say every dirty thing I can think of as I play with my pussy with one hand while squeezing my tits with the other. Daddy is doing his best to keep his eyes on the road, but it isn't easy to ignore a half-naked eighteen-year-old slut while she begs for cock. I'm squirming in my seat, my boobs flopping around on my chest as I beg to be filled and covered with hot cum.
Daddy is so distracted, he doesn't notice when the truck in front of us slams on their breaks. He swerves to avoid hitting the truck, sending his car off the road. I scream loudly as Daddy calls my name, reaching for me in an attempt to shield me from harm.
My next memory is of me laying in a hospital bed with a broken leg. There's a faint bruise across my chest. Not from the seat belt, or even the airbag. It's from Daddy throwing himself in front of me to shield me. The doctors tell me that Daddy didn't make it. Nothing is real as I sob uncontrollably. It's my fault. It's all my fault. Mommy is gone, and now so is Daddy.
It's horrible explaining to my Slut-sisters why Daddy's pants were down during the accident. It's harder to explain to the police, since I can't admit Daddy and I have a sexual relationship. Fortunately, Sarah McLorn saves us, smoothing the entire thing over. She disapproves, but Daddy is gone, so she makes sure nothing else happens.
The funeral is a nightmare. We're all crying until we have no more tears left to give. I see family and people who work for Daddy. Used to work for Daddy. The house and company are mine now, but I don't know how to run a business. I know some basics about finances from Daddy, but I now regret not taking the lessons more seriously. Why would I? We had time. We had so much fucking time. Where... where is my time?
Nicole moves in to help us out, but it's not enough. The stress of the trial causes Lexi to have a complete mental breakdown. She's in an institution now, we visit her when we can. Hazel isn't in college to take care of the baby, and I'm too busy trying to figure out how to run a business to go to school.
Stacey is a huge help, taking on a lot of Daddy's former responsibilities. Andy James also steps up, getting much more involved with policy. I don't like some of his choices, but I don't have the confidence to stop him. The business is doing okay. Not great, but okay. I think.
I own the entire company, yet Andy somehow manages to slowly push me out over time. Before I know it, he has an ownership share. As time goes on, he takes more and more. I don't understand how it's happening. I'm just a figurehead at this point, with no real authority.
"The new health insurance for employees starts on the first," Andy says, walking into my office without knocking. "We're not paying all of it anymore, either. They don't like it, they can work somewhere else."
"Okay," I reply meekly as he places the paperwork on the desk for me to sign.
I sigh heavily, signing the papers while Andy locks the door. Placing the papers in a folder, I push them toward him. He leers at my cleavage before taking the folder and leaving my office. I soon find out that I'm responsible for signing away my own future.
Andy owns the company now. With almost no income, we have to sell the mansion and move someplace smaller. Hazel has a job at a fast food restaurant to try and help out. Lexi is still in the institution, unable to work. We soon lose touch with Stacey. Everything is ruined. All because of me.
I wake up, the pain still piercing my heart as I realize someone is shaking me. I open my eyes, but their blurry with tears. I see Frank Morrow gently trying to get me to wake up. A dream. It was all a dream. Daddy is across the hall. He's safe. He's not gone because of me.
My heart aches as I long to rush to the most important person in my life, to feel safe in his warm embrace. I can't. Too many people in the mansion. Frank is lightly shaking my bare shoulder as tears leak from the corners of my eyes. I can't go to Daddy right now, but I need to feel something. Anything.
"Kayla, wake up, you're having a uumph!" Frank's gentle wake up call is interrupted by me grabbing the back of his head and kissing him hard.
Everything is too scary, and loved ones can be lost forever in an instant. I can't lose Daddy. I can't leave Daddy. I'll die without him. I don't care if it isn't healthy; I need him. I'll always be his baby girl. No matter what. I hope I can get some alone time with Daddy soon, but for now I just need a connection. Something to wash away that horrible nightmare.
Frank tries to mumble something else, but quickly gives up when I take his hand from my shoulder and place it on my bare breast. He gets the idea and starts squeezing my boob while returning my kiss with enthusiasm. I moan softly into his mouth when he rolls my nipple between his fingers.
I need to feel. I'm impatient to drive away the demons from my dream. I quickly roll Frank onto his back, straddling him. I shift my chest back and forth, my breasts swinging like a hypnotist's watch. They have the same effect on Frank. He's completely mesmerized. I'm not even sure he's aware of me grinding on his hardening cock.
Fuck, I need this.
Sitting up, I reach between us to grasp Frank's hardness. I stroke him several times while seating him at my entrance. Looking down at him with lust, I sink my pussy down on him until he's balls-deep in my cunt. Frank moans, his eyelids fluttering as he experiences the wonderful feeling of warm vaginal flesh caressing his shaft.
I'm a woman possessed. I lose all control in my desperation to lose myself in the pleasures of sex and forget all my fears. My fingers claw at Frank's chest as I bounce up and down in his lap, riding him passionately. My raven hair is flying about my face and my boobs are bouncing in tune with my movements.
Frank maintains his grip on my hips, clearly just trying to hang on for the ride. I need to cum, so I slap a hand to my pussy and start rubbing my clit while continuing to bounce up and down. It's not enough. His dick is stretching me out and my fingers feel great on my clit, but I need more. I need more.
"Tellmegdgirl!" I growl incoherently, giving up on my clit as I place my hands on his chest again so I can ride him at full speed.
"W-what?" Frank asks, looking up at me with wide eyes.
"Tell me I'm a good girl!" I practically shout, my fingernails digging into his chest.
"You're a good girl!" he gasps, seeming both incredibly aroused and incredibly terrified at the same time.
"Again!" I hiss, leaning back slightly to adjust the angle of penetration.
"You're a good girl, Kayla," Frank groans as my pussy clamps down on him. "You're such a good girl, oh fuck, you're amazing."
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" I screech, throwing my head back. "Keep going, keep going! Keep fucking me!"
"Kayla!" he moans, his face turning red. "You're a very good girl!"
"I'm a good girl, I'm a good girl, I'm a good girl!" I chant, closing my eyes as I finally reach the peak.
My jaw clenches, my face scrunching up as I make a series of small squeaks. My body shudders as my pussy starts to spasm. I can feel my vaginal muscles ripple, and from his loud groans, Frank can feel it as well. He gasps my name while my pussy holds him like a vice in its velvet grip.
I open my eyes and see Frank's sweaty face. I'm quite impressed he hasn't cum yet. I give him a sultry smile as I continue slowly bouncing in his lap. Now that I've had an orgasm, I'm finally able to see through the haze of fear and lust. Only now am I able to talk, to think.
"A-are you okay?" Frank asks once he realizes the urgency is gone.
"Yeah, I'm okay," I giggle, brushing my dark hair back behind my ears. "I just had a bad dream."
"So did I," he winces in sympathy. "Although, you definitely made me feel better."
"I guess it's true; the titties are magic," I waggle my eyebrows while grinding in his lap, causing his cock to stimulate my vaginal walls.
"Yours definitely are," Frank whispers sincerely, his eyes locked on my chest.
"Thanks!" I laugh, reaching down to grab his hand and placing it on my boob. "I'm letting you stick it up my twat, you don't have to be so shy about grabbing my tits."
"Wow," he mumbles as he starts caressing my titty. Even with his cock in my pussy, there is something truly mesmerizing about breasts.
"Mm, that feels nice," I close my eyes and moan softly. "Touch the other one, too."
"Okay," Frank nods, cupping both my tits. He's watching my boobs as he plays with them; lifting them, squishing them together, feeling their weight in his hands.
"I'm impressed you haven't squirted yet," I comment, lifting myself so only his tip is between my folds. I let out a soft moan when I take him all the way back in. "I got pretty intense on you back there."
"I, ah, I thought I was going to, when, you know, you had an orgasm," he blushes as his thumb brushes my areola. "But the way you clamped down on me, you were almost too tight."
"Not a complaint I've ever gotten before," I laugh while rolling my hips.
"I doubt you ever get any complaints," Frank replies, palming both my boobs.
"You're right, I don't," I nod proudly as I run my fingers through his chest hair. "I'm one hot bitch."
"Nice way to put it," Frank blushes.
"Nothing wrong with having confidence," I point out, lowering my upper body so my tits are closer to his face. "It's not the same as arrogance and it can be very, very attractive. Be confident; you've got a hot girl riding your cock and shoving her tits in your face."
"I can't believe this is actually happening," he admits, pressing my breasts together so he can admire my cleavage.
"Believe it!" I insist, lifting off his dick before sinking back down. "You've made progress, but we still have work to do. And now that we're both relaxed after our nightmares, there's something I wanted to tell you."
"What is it?" he asks, taking the initiative by lifting his head so he can kiss and suck my tit-flesh.
"First, I wanted to ask you what you thought of Amanda Sawyer?" I question, holding his face to my chest as I toss my head back. "Mm, yes, lick my titty!"
"I'm really only thinking about you right now," Frank admits while kissing my breasts.
"I appreciate that," I laugh, lightly tugging on his head. "But, seriously, what do you think of her?"
"Uh, she's pretty," he blushes while reluctantly lifting his head from my chest. Frank looks at me curiously while still absentmindedly palming my tits. "And she's really nice. W-why do you ask?"
"Professor Kayla isn't just an expert on anatomy and the art of lovemaking," I smile at him. "I am also well-versed in romance and all aspects of seduction."
"W-what does that have to do with Amanda?" he frowns, his hands freezing on my boobs.
"Well," I begin, leaning forward to peck his lips, "you and I aren't a couple. I thought maybe you would like a few lessons in flirting."
"You're trying to set me up with Amanda," Frank realizes.
"Something like that," I giggle, kissing him again before resuming my movements.
It takes him some time to realize we're still having a conversation.
"She probably wouldn't like me," he mumbles.
"Stop selling yourself short," I admonish as I run my fingers along his sides. "You're a good guy. And your cock feels pretty damn good, that should give you some confidence!"
"You feel amazing," Frank whispers, looking up at my breasts as he lightly squeezes them.
"Thanks," I giggle, my fingertips tracing his appendectomy scar. "And maybe you and Amanda won't get along, maybe you will. Either way, you could both use the lessons. Sound good?"
"I'll give it a shot," he agrees, nodding slowly.
"The rewards for putting yourself out there can be very, very nice," I remind him as I clench my vaginal muscles, tightening my hole for his pleasure.
"Kayla, you're gonna make me cum!" he warns, squeezing my boobs as he tries to delay his release.
"Mm, where do you wanna cum, baby?" I coo, looking down at him with lust.
"W-where do you want me to?" Frank asks, his face turning red again.
"Unh, unh, unh," I sit up and shake my head. "Women like their men to be assertive in bed. You tell me; where are you shooting?"
"I-I, I'm not sure," he mumbles, sliding his hands down my body until he's holding my waist.
"I can give you a few suggestions," I husk, slowly lifting and lowering my body to stimulate every inch of his cock. "You could fill my slutty pussy, you could put me in doggy before pulling out and covering my butt and back." Frank looks like he can't believe what he's hearing. I just smirk and tap my lower lip. "There's my mouth; I love the taste of jizz," I continue. "My pretty face is another option. Hm, let's see, where else?" I tap my chin before grinning and squeezing my boobs. "You could cum on my tits."
"Kayla!" Frank hisses, his fingers tightly holding my hips.
"Cum for me, cum for Kayla," I beg wantonly, gathering up my hair in my hands and giving Frank an amazing view of my naked body. "I want your cum. I want it so bad, please baby. Where should I take your warm, thick, sticky cum?"
"M-mouth," he stammers, his leg shaking. "Your mouth!"
Nodding rapidly, I lift my pussy off his cock and get out of his lap. Using a hair elastic from my wrist, I put my hair in a ponytail before leaning over and taking Frank's dick in my mouth. I can taste my pussy as I suck hard, bathing his shaft with my tongue to gather up all my love juices.
"Mm, mm, mm!" I hum around his dick, balancing on one hand so my other can massage his balls. "Mm, glug, glug, mm, mm!"
I'm perpendicular to Frank with my head in his lap and my ass in the air. Frank's right hand grabs my ponytail while his left plays with my tits. I just keep sucking. Like a good girl. I can tell from his moans that he's incredibly close, and I want to push him over the edge. He does still have enough presence of mind to squeeze my butt before slipping two fingers into me from behind.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Frank gasps urgently, sounding almost as if he's in pain.
"Mm, cum, mm!" I moan thickly around the cock in my mouth.
Frank bucks his hips, making a strangled gurgling noise as warm cum explodes across my tongue. The smell of semen fills my nostrils, and I can't help but swallow the first burst. I push my ass back against his fingers as I moan and gulp down every drop of hot man stuff I can get. My vibrating throat causes him to writhe beneath me, the sensations overwhelming him.
"Good girl," he says while gasping for breath, his hands releasing me.
"Mm, you're learning," I smirk, lifting my head and looking over at him. His eyes are wide as my tongue snakes out to snatch the drop of cum on my lower lip.
I snuggle up to Frank and the two of us enjoy the amazing after-sex feeling. I'm curious about his nightmare, but I don't ask. I'm not telling him about Daddy, after all. It was probably something to do with being invisible in school. I feel guilty. He's a nice guy. Hopefully my help will make his college experience better than high school.
A knock on the door makes us both jump.
"Kayla?" Daddy's voice calls out. "Are you okay? Can we talk for a minute?"
"Uh, just a second!" I yell back as Frank freezes, terror in his eyes.
"Relax, Daddy doesn't have a shotgun," I whisper to him.



Frank gets under the blanket while I grab a robe and slip it on. Tying the belt around my waist, I walk over to my bedroom door and open it slightly. When I see Daddy standing there in lounge pants and a t-shirt, my dream comes crashing back to me. I leave my bedroom and shut the door before throwing my arms around him in a tight hug.
"Kayla?!" Daddy asks in concern, his arms wrapping around me. "Are you okay?"
"You can't die, you stupid fuck! You can't leave me alone! Stupid. It's all stupid. You can't..." I blubber while he holds me, patiently waiting for my fury and sorrow to burn out.
"So, I guess that answers the question of if you had fucked up dreams, too, baby girl," Daddy comments, stroking my hair as I press my head to his chest, listening to his heartbeat.
"W-what do you mean?" I ask with a sniffle.
"Pretty much everyone had weird dreams," he answers slowly. "And, ah, turns out there's a reason."
"What are you talking about?" I frown, lifting my head from his chest to look at him in confusion.
"Uh, the caterers called," Daddy explains with a small smirk. "The cops came by to interrogate one of their employees for suspected gang activity. Apparently, the genius threw his stash into the sauce for the chicken to try and hide it."
"Wait. Seriously?" I give him an incredulous look.
"Yeah, not enough to get anyone high or anything," he chuckles, releasing me from the hug. "But, yeah, seems like everyone had weird dreams. I already checked on Hazel, she and the baby are fine."
"O-okay," I respond, unsure of what else to say as I take a step back.
"Plus, they gave me a full refund for the event so I won't sue," Daddy grins and gives me two thumbs-up.
"You're a dork," I let out a cute giggle before biting my lower lip. "Uh, speaking of my dream, maybe you should teach me some more of that finance stuff. I'll never be an accountant or finance-person, but I should probably know more."
"I can do that," he nods slowly. I can see it in his eyes; he knows what my nightmare was. Well, mostly. I'm glad he doesn't pry for more information. "Do you think you could check social media to see if anyone posted anything? I just want to make sure everyone who left is okay."
"Yeah, sure," I nod. "My phone's plugged in."
Heading back in to my bedroom, I give Frank a reassuring smile before grabbing my phone off the bedside table. He still looks like he's afraid Daddy is gonna come in and strangle him to death. Copying Daddy, I give Frank a thumbs-up before leaving the room, not bothering to fully close the door.
"Anything?" Daddy questions while I browse my phone.
"Two people posted they had weird dreams," I say quietly as I scroll through the posts. "One guy said he had the best night he's had in a long time, and one girl posted she had explosive diarrhea."
"A girl who's big on oversharing," he snorts. "Was it Lexi?"
"It was not," I laugh as a nearby door opens and Stacey steps out wearing a robe.
"W-what's going on?" Stacey mumbles sleepily as she runs her fingers through her blonde hair.
"The caterers drugged us," I speak up quickly.
"Huh?" Stacey frowns.
"There was a minor incident and some, ah, special ingredients ended up in the sauce. It's fine, it's fine," Daddy insists. "Did you have any bad or weird dreams?"
"Yeah, it was horrible," Stacey shudders, and I resist the urge to hug her, knowing how bad my dream was. "I was being chased by a giant doughnut."
"Terrifying," I roll my eyes.
"It was!" Stacey agrees, nodding. "The doughnut looked like April and she kept catching me and making me eat her. Every time I did, I got fatter, but she tasted so good..."
"Go back to bed," Daddy advises, shaking his head.
"It's after 10:00AM," Stacey points out.
"Right, we should probably start the day," Daddy sighs. "We were up late, but everyone has probably already devoured the pastries."
"Where's April?" I ask, ignoring Daddy.
"Sleeping on her stomach with her ass in the air," Stacey rolls her eyes. "I'll go wake up her lazy ass."
Stacey disappears into a bedroom while Daddy and I laugh. Most of the bedrooms doors are open now, so it does seem like people are awake. I guess I should shower and get ready. Turning back into my room, I notice Frank is still frozen in my bed, the covers over his lower half.
"Uh..." Frank trails off, his mouth opening and closing as he sees Daddy. "Mister, ah, sir. I, ah, um..."
"Deep breath," Daddy laughs. "Take some deep breaths and calm down before you have a heart attack."
"O-okay," Frank squeaks, his voice high.
"My daughter is a grown woman," Daddy says. "What she chooses to do is fine as long as her choices are respected."
"T-thank you," Frank mumbles.
"You're a lucky guy," Daddy adds.
"Y-yes, sir," Frank swallows weakly.
"Maybe you should go before he actually does have that heart attack," I suggest.
"Right," Daddy nods, hugging me again before kissing the top of my head. "I'll see you both soon."
Poor Frank is still in shock, so I decide to help him relax. Dropping my robe, I place my hands on my hips so he can admire my naked body. Then I take his hand and lead him into my bathroom. Frank gets to shower with a hot chick for the first time, and he is quite happy when I taste test his cock to make sure it's squeaky clean. He's a nice guy, and I hope that I can succeed in setting him up with Amanda.
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~Stacey~
"Wake up!" I say loudly, swatting April on the bottom. "It's after ten."
"Hrmph, ungh!" April grumbles. For some reason, she's sleeping on her knees with her head and chest on the mattress, leaving her naked ass in the air. "Fucking bitch."
"C'mon, you," I giggle, leaning down to kiss her right butt-cheek. "I know it's a Saturday, but we have a party to get back to. Let's go!"
"I'm tired," the blonde nerd sighs, turning her head to the right and blowing a strand of wavy blonde hair out of her face. "And my holes are sore."
"That's what you get for being a whore," I reply in a sing-song voice as I take off my robe and toss it aside, leaving me as naked as April. "No one made you take on three dicks at once."
"That was fucking incredible," April says happily. "Mm, and I loved dominant Stacey, too."
"Is that so?" I ask, reaching over to brush a lock of hair behind April's ear. "Did you like being my little pet?"
"I loved it," she smiles, her green eyes sparkling. "I like being yours."
"Perhaps dominant Stacey will make a reappearance soon," I smirk as I run my fingertips along April's bare back.
"I'll warn the guys," April giggles. "I think you may have scared them last night."
"Oh, they're fine," I snort, rolling my eyes. "They got some really hot sex and learned that a woman can take charge."
"But, you're still not taking a turn with them?" she wonders.
"No," I answer simply. "I'm not comfortable enough with them. I'm not like you, who can just see them as living dildos."
"Your loss," April shrugs, still refusing to move.
"By the way, did you have any weird dreams last night?" I ask. "Apparently a lot of people did. Minor drug incident, no big deal."
"I don't remember, I was really out," she responds. "And it's because I was well and truly fucked."
"And seemingly don't care about the drug comment," I shake my head, swatting her butt again. "Let's go, get up."
"No," April says quickly. "Don't want to."
"I know how to get you moving," I say confidently.
My petite girlfriend doesn't react as I kneel between her legs. April's pussy is on full display, causing me to lick my lips in anticipation while gripping her butt-cheeks. Leaning in, I plant a quick kiss on her vulva. Then I strike; burying my entire face in her wet box.
"Oh!" she gasps loudly. "Stacey!"
I eat out April for several minutes, using my lips, tongue, and fingers to bring her to a very loud climax. The orgasm is like a shot of adrenaline for the little nerd and she quickly shoots up and lays me down on the bed. Getting on top of me, April squishes my boobs together so she can bury her face in my cleavage and slobber all over my titties.
"Mm, suck my nipples," I moan, arching my back while holding April's head to my chest. "Fuck! Yes, just like that!"
It isn't long before we start tribbing, rubbing our pussies together as we both moan and pant. April lifts her head from my bosom so she can push her tongue into my mouth. I grab her butt, sucking on her tongue as she undulates on top of me, our boobs pressing against each other.
We finish making love, and I'm finally able to drag April's lazy ass out of bed. We're lucky enough to find a free bathroom so we can shower together and get ready for the day. I get dressed in jean shorts and a gray t-shirt, while April goes with her favorite green skirt and a white blouse.
Making our way through the house, we pass a few of Kayla's classmates. Kevin and Derek both greet us enthusiastically before heading to the game room to shoot some pool. I'm not sure where the third guy from last night is, and I still can't remember his name.
The backyard is full of activity, with everyone having fun while music plays. There are people in the bounce house, people using the photo booth, and others are enjoying the pool. A handful of tents are still set up, and with the fire pit, the place is making me think of a campground.
It is basically lunchtime, so there are a lot more options for food besides just pastries. I choose a muffin while April makes herself a sandwich and grabs a small bag of chips. There are a handful of people I recognize, and we end up sitting at a table with Hazel and Alex, Kayla's cousin.
Steven isn't out here yet, so I imagine he's busy playing with the redheads. I eventually spot Kayla heading our way. She's wearing a sleeveless white romper with blue floral print. The guy with her looks like he's shocked to just be in her presence. He's a couple inches taller than she is and really needs to trim his beard. He's cute! It's just a shame he doesn't put more effort in to his appearance.
Kayla joins us and introduces Frank, a fellow graduate. The six of us talk while we eat, laughing over the story of the caterer ditching his stash in the sauce. No one seems to want to discuss their dreams, which makes sense. Hazel has her fears regarding her pregnancy, and I imagine Kayla relives that horrible kidnapping all the time. I'm just glad everyone seems to be in a good mood.
"So, Alex," April says as she leans forward, clearly admiring his caramel skin and muscular arms, "what do you think of the west coast? We apparently have free drugs."
"I'd prefer to stay away from illicit substances, and the heat is a bit much," Alex responds, wrapping an arm around Hazel's shoulders. "The company, however, is amazing."
"Down boy," Hazel admonishes, a reluctant smile on her face as she pats his arm.
"Can't blame the guy for trying," Kayla comments before taking a sip of her soda.
"Kayla's not wrong," I gesture toward Hazel. "You're looking hot."
Hazel really is beautiful. I'm jealous of that natural tan look; I'm so white I turn red under the sun. She's wearing a pair of white shorts with an elastic waist and stylish tie belt. Her top is a spaghetti-strap yellow shirt that hugs her curves. As usual, Hazel's long brown hair is in a ponytail down her back.
"I'm bloated and my boobs hurt," Hazel grumbles, staring at the bottle of water in her hand.
"You're gorgeous, Hazel," Kayla speaks up. "Right, Frank?"
"Y-yes," Frank nods nervously.
"I'd hit that," April agrees.
"So would I," Alex smirks as he squeezes Hazel's shoulder.
"Yeah, well, we'll see about that," Hazel giggles.
The conversation turns to everyone's summer plans, and I realize it would be fun to take a week off and spend it with April. The graduates plan on enjoying their last real summer as kids by relaxing as much as possible. Alex tells us about going to New York next weekend for Independence Day. He and a few friends will get hotel rooms and take the ferry to Hoboken to see the fireworks show on the Hudson River.
People are continuously stopping by to say hello to Kayla and chat for a few minutes. Marcia shows up with a cute Korean guy named Kwan. The quiet girl is wearing jean shorts and a red top. Her dark hair is framing her pretty face and she's smiling happily. I can see there's quite a bit of chemistry between the two of them.
"Well, well, well," Ashley says, inserting herself between Kwan and Marcia so she can wrap an arm around each of their shoulders, "don't these two make a cute couple?"
"They really do," Kayla confirms with a smile.
"Fucking adorable," April adds.
"I hope you were able to satisfy my girl last night?" Ashley asks, turning to look at Kwan.
"Ashley!" Marcia gasps, her face red. "Knock it off."
"Oh, you're fine," the tall blonde laughs. "We talk about way worse!"
Ashley has a huge grin on her face, and I'm reminded once again of how tall she is due to the way she's absolutely towering over Marcia. The blonde is even taller than Kwan. Ashley is also dressed in an adorable summer mini-dress. The dress is light blue with a dark blue floral print. It has a square neckline and really cute short sleeves.
"You're embarrassing her," Kayla admonishes.
"She's right, that's enough," Josh says, appearing behind his girlfriend.
"Ugh, whatever," Ashley grumbles, kissing Marcia on the cheek before turning to give Kwan a peck. Then she releases them both and returns to Josh. "I was just having fun."
"By channeling your inner Lexi?" Kayla suggests with a raised brow.
"Lick my twat," Ashley rolls her eyes.
"That was very Lexi," I point out.
"Lexi does seem to be very, ah, energetic?" Alex observes.
"You have no idea," Hazel snorts. "We always say she's a ball of endless slutty, redheaded energy."
"Hurricane Lexi," Kayla smiles softly.
Our group of ten talks for awhile, several conversations happening at once. The voices die down when someone turns up the music so people can start dancing. Ashley grabs Josh and drags him out onto the grass so the two of them can dance. The blonde keeps waving at Marcia, who blushes and lets Kwan lead her away as well.
"Don't feel like dancing?" Alex asks Hazel when the tan girl shows no indication of wanting to get up.
"Nah, maybe later," Hazel shrugs, sipping her water. "I wanna relax and enjoy the sun."
"Same, girl," Kayla agrees, pulling out her phone. "Same."
"It is a really nice day," I comment, glancing around the yard. Our table is under a tent, but there is no escaping the sun's rays.
"So, what's the plan?" Alex inquires. "We've got the entire day ahead of us."
"Well, Kayla?" April smirks. "How do you plan on entertaining us?"
"What, do you want me to climb up on the table and do a striptease?" Kayla frowns.
"April will do it with you, I'm sure," I snort. "You wouldn't even have to get her drunk, and I'm sure the boys would enjoy it."
"How about April and Hazel instead?" Alex suggests while Frank just blushes.
"I'm in!" April giggles, causing me to sigh and shake my head.
"Keep your clothes on, Kayla." Alex adds. "Please."
"I was planning on it," Kayla rolls her eyes before looking back down at her phone.
"Why would you want her to? Kayla's fucking sexy!" Hazel declares.
"She's my cousin, that's gross," Alex makes a disgusted face. "Got any other ways keep us busy, Kayla?"
"It's not really going to be anything structured, I don't think," Kayla replies slowly. "There's gonna be hot food for dinner, and I'm sure we'll have another bonfire tonight. Other than that, we're all pretty much on our own."
"Are you two staying over again?" Hazel asks, nodding toward April and me.
"Probably," I answer.
"We don't have plans tomorrow," April nods. "And we already claimed a bedroom."
The six of us start suggesting different ideas for how to spend the day. It's a beautiful Saturday full of potential, and we have plenty of ideas. Day drinking is quickly shot down, fortunately. Hazel can't drink and I don't feel like getting drunk this early. A few people are sipping on alcoholic beverages, but no one is going crazy or playing any drinking games.
No one comes up with anything clever, causing our conversations to splinter somewhat. Alexander is flirting with Hazel, and I can tell the tan girl is receptive to his advances. Kayla is doing her best to help ease Frank's nerves, as well as show him how girls show interest. He blushes when she playfully scratches the hair beneath his chin.
April and I sip on our drinks as we watch the party continue. Marcia is dancing with Kwan, a huge grin on her face. Ashley has her long hair in a cute sideways ponytail as she dances with Josh and another blonde girl. Off to the side, several football players have somehow acquired toy guns that shoot foam darts. They're having some sort of battle with teams and everything. April is glad they're shirts are off while they run around.
"I'm here!" Lexi declares, making me jump as she approaches our table. "Now it's a party!"
"Lucky us," Hazel replies sarcastically.
"I know!" Lexi agrees, ignoring the sarcasm as she takes a seat before glancing at Frank. "Well, well, well, did someone have a nice night?" she waggles her eyebrows suggestively.
"I, ah, um, it was, ah..." Frank stammers, his face turning bright red.
"Leave him alone, Lexi," Kayla admonishes gently.
"Hey, if he's banging my girl, I have a right to know what his intentions are," Lexi reasons.
"Knock it off, brat," Nicole says loudly as she and Steven catch up. The older redhead turns to Frank before continuing. "Sorry about her, she doesn't have a filter. Or any manners at all, really."
Steven and the two redheads join us with food and drinks. Lexi is wearing white shorts and a pink spaghetti-strap top. Her auburn hair is up in twin buns, which is actually really cute. Nicole is dressed in black floral print shorts and a tight black shirt. The red shirt Steven is wearing draws attention to his nice chest and muscular arms.
With our group up to nine, there are once again several different topics being discussed at once. Hazel and Lexi are teasing Alex about his obvious attraction to redheads, making Steven laugh. April and I are talking to Kayla and Frank, although Kayla is looking at her phone quite often.
"Well, don't those two make a cute couple!" April exclaims, gesturing toward the back door.
Kyle Davis and Abigail Brown are leaving the house, holding hands and wearing bathing suits. Abigail's caramel skin is on display thanks to the tiny bikini she's wearing. Like his sisters, Kyle is a natural redhead, and I really love the light red hair on his chest and legs. Very sexy.
"Blech," Lexi makes a face, pretending to vomit. "I'm gonna puke."
"Right there with you," Alex grimaces.
"Grow up, both of you," Steven laughs lightly. "April's right, they look cute together."
"They left the door open a bit last night and I took a little peek," Kayla smirks. "They seemed to be having a great time."
"Gross," Lexi shakes her head. "I don't wanna think about my brother having sex."
"With my sister," Alex adds, looking repulsed. "I get it, she's an adult, but the last thing I wanna think about is some guy, ah, you know... with her."
"So, no details about what I saw?" Kayla asks innocently.
"No!" Alex quickly exclaims as Kyle and Abigail make their way to the pool.
"What position were they in?" Hazel interjects with an evil grin.
"Doggy," Kayla answers simply.
"My brother is too prim and proper for that," Lexi insists. "No, no way. Missionary only."
"That's not what I saw!" Kayla replies in a sing-song voice.
"Stop! Please," Alex grumbles. "My sister doesn't do that."
"Then maybe I don't either," Hazel smirks, giving Alex a suggestive look.
"Shit," Alex pouts, making us all laugh. "Uh, how do I get out of this one?"
"You don't, you're fucked," I tell him.
"No doggystyle for you," April pouts while I notice Steven glance at Hazel with a hint of jealousy on his face. "So sad."
"Maybe we can still do it in doggy," Hazel says, a reflective look on her face. "I'll just put on a strap-on and peg you."
"Uh, no," Alexander mumbles, eyes wide. "I can't believe I'm talking about this in front of my uncle."
"And your sister is frolicking in the pool with my brother," Lexi adds, glancing toward the pool where the two of them are splashing playfully.
"I understand. I still have trouble thinking of some strange guy with my baby girl," Steven speaks up, gesturing toward Kayla. "But, I have to remember she's an adult who is free to make her own choices."
"Thank you, Daddy!" Kayla giggles.
"I completely respect my sister, I just don't wanna hear or know about that stuff," Alex explains. "It grosses me out and it's, I don't know, it goes against nature."
"Back me up here, Nicole," Steven looks to his other girlfriend. "You've been quiet."
"Sorry, I'm with Lexi on this one," Nicole responds. "That's my baby brother. I remember our parents getting mad when they found out he wiped boogers on the backseat of the car."
"Well, I'm guessing he grew out of that?" I giggle once I get my laughter under control.
"Ah, as far as I know," Nicole shrugs. "I just remember our dad coming in and asking why the back of his seat was so gross. Kyle just announced 'that's where I keep my boogers!' Mom wasn't even pregnant with Lexi yet."
"See? He can't be an adult who has sex!" Lexi reasons.
"Yet you two are okay with having sex, ah, in front of each other?" Steven questions carefully, clearly concealing the incest with Frank and Alexander around.
"And I think you just broke Frank," Kayla states, placing her hand on his arm. "You knew they were dating, did you think one of them left the room while Daddy nailed the other?"
"Uh..." Frank stammers. "I don't know..."
"And I don't want to think about my uncle having sex," Alexander adds.
"Nicole and I are sisters, it's different," Lexi explains. "We both have the same parts."
"I think Frank's head is going to explode," April observes.
"How about we hear about some of the things Little Lexi used to do?" I suggest, changing the topic.
"Oh, I love that!" Kayla exclaims, looking at the elder redhead. "Tell us, tell us!"
"There's nothing to tell," Lexi rolls her eyes. "I was a perfect little angel even back then."
"Bullshit," Hazel snorts. "Spill it, Nicole."
"She really liked playing with dolls," Nicole starts slowly. "I used to play with her all the time. Then I got older and started ignoring her, which I really regret."
"Boring," Hazel responds. "We know you two had issues, we don't want to hear about that."
"Right, no talking about Lexi being lonely or anything," Kayla adds. "Just tell us funny stories."
"She was obsessed with the microwave," Nicole smiles fondly at the memory. "Toddler Lexi used to stand on a chair so she could watch the dish spin. Her eyes were wide; she was enthralled."
"That's adorable," Steven smiles, wrapping an arm around Lexi and kissing her head.
"Thanks, baby," Lexi blushes slightly.
"Mom would catch her dancing on the kitchen table a lot," Nicole laughs. "We're not sure why she did that. She'd even get up there to jump rope."
"Also cute," Kayla nods.
"She played with her hair a lot," Nicole continues, her brow furrowed as she thinks. "Oh, and she used to always put things in her mouth. Pencils, she'd chew on her shirt."
"Oral fixation. No surprises there," Hazel nods while Lexi blows a raspberry.
"When she was a little girl she tried to make herself something to eat," Nicole grins evilly. "Apparently she gave up, because Mom found her curled up naked in a large mixing bowl. She had her underwear on her head and was hugging a bottle of maple syrup."
"That's great!" April laughs.
"Well, Nicole was hardly a genius!" Lexi interjects. "She tried to open a bottle and handed it to Mom. When Mom explained it had a child lock so children couldn't open it, Nicole was so confused. She asked Mom how the bottle knew she was a child."



"Shit, you remember that?" Nicole winces while we all laugh. "I completely forgot about it."
"She was old enough to know better if I was old enough to remember it," Lexi points out.
People are dancing and enjoying the day all around us as we swap embarrassing childhood stories. Alexander tells us about crashing through a fence on a dirt bike, while April explains about a time she accidentally shut herself in the refrigerator. I admit to projectile vomiting in line after recess in third grade. I'm still mortified when I think of everyone staring at me.
"Okay, you're turn, Frank," Kayla eventually says.
"W-what?" he asks nervously.
"She's right, we all told our stories and you just listened," I speak up. "Tell us something about you."
"We promise, we'll laugh," April gives him a teasing wink.
"Um, okay," Frank lets out a breath and gathers his thoughts. "I forget how old I was, four or five probably. I jumped off an armchair and broke my ankle. I was pretending to be a gargoyle."
"A gargoyle?" Steven asks while we girls laugh.
"Yeah, from a cartoon," Frank explains. "I was posing on the armrest and everything."
"Oh, I remember that show!" Alex exclaims. "The gargoyle statues would come to life at night. I used to wake up early on Saturdays to watch reruns."
"Wait, I remember that show," Steven frowns. "It was on before either of you were born."
"It was, but they still show reruns," Alexander answers.
"Huh. I didn't know that," Steven replies.
"A lot of people like old cartoons," April says in her cute voice. "You know, ones you dinosaurs watched on the very first television."
"Do I need to put you over my knee?" Steven asks on instinct. He looks at April nervously, likely worried the question is over the line.
"Oh, yes please!" April husks, her tongue snaking out to lick her upper lip.
"Mm, only if I can co second," Lexi growls. "I love being dominated by my sexy man."
"It's getting weird again," Alexander deadpans.
"Stop thinking about your uncle and start thinking about Lexi and April naked," Hazel advises, reaching over to touch Alex's arm. "Maybe I'll even let you give me a swat on the butt later."
"Deal!" Alex exclaims happily.
We continue talking, and while he's still nervous, Frank is at least being part of the conversation. Unless sex comes up, of course. Kayla isn't ignoring us, but she's spending a lot of time texting on her phone. From the way she's smiling, she's definitely enjoying herself.
"Why do you keep smiling at your phone?" Lexi finally asks. "If you're on Matches looking for a hook-up, that's kind of mean to poor Frank here."
"I'm not on Matches," Kayla rolls her eyes.
"Good call," I interject. "When you give a guy's profile a thumbs-up, the dick pic follows in about thirty seconds."
"I used to respond to those with laughing or vomiting emojis," Nicole snorts.
"Nicer than me," Hazel adds. "I'd pretend I couldn't see anything in the picture unless I really zoomed in."
"Oh, that's clever!" April giggles. "I'd always just reply with a picture of an even bigger dick with the message 'mine is bigger than yours.'"
"Still nicer than me," Kayla giggles. "I always forward them to the list I have of all the guys who have sent me dick pics. It's like a penis pyramid scheme. Send me one? You get one from every guy who thinks you're a chick they can score with."
"I never had a Matches account," Lexi replies. "I met guys at parties or, ah, through Keith. Sounds like most of the guys on there suck."
"Not all guys send dick pics on Matches," Alex mumbles defensively while the girls erupt into giggle fits.
"Really? You've never sent one?" Hazel looks at Alex incredulously.
"Never an unsolicited one!" Alexander insists. "If we get to know each other and exchange nudes, sure. But, why would sending one instead of saying 'hello' be the smart move?"
"I guess some guys think girls will see the amazing cock and think 'wow, I need that inside me!'" Kayla suggests.
"I'm glad I never signed up for any of those dating apps," Steven muses.
"A cock's a cock, it's who's attached to it that matters," Lexi says, glancing at Steven lovingly.
"And Lexi would know, she's the Queen of Cocks," Hazel points out.
"Big talk coming from the Sultan of Semen," Lexi retorts.
"Isn't the Sultan always a guy?" Hazel counters.
"No, not necessarily, I don't think," Lexi frowns. "Whatever, the point is you guzzle cum."
"Bite me, bitch," Hazel snaps.
"Bend over, whore," Lexi smirks.
Hazel actually stands up and turns around. She bends forward and shows Lexi her butt, covered by her white shorts. Lexi shoots to her feet and rushes around the table. Before anyone can react, Lexi kneels in front of Hazel and playfully bites the tan girl's ass.
"Ow!" Hazel gasps, standing up and pulling away. "You actually bit my butt! Fuck, that hurt."
"Lexi sit down," Steven sighs as Lexi runs back to her seat.
"Fuck, why did I do that?" Hazel asks rhetorically. "She sucks."
"You suck more," Lexi shrugs.
"Is anyone else turned on?" Alex asks, earning him a swat on the shoulder from Hazel.
"Anyway!" Nicole says loudly, cutting off the argument. "Kayla, what's up?"
"Nothing!" Kayla laughs. "Really, nothing. I'm not talking to a guy."
"You're talking to someone," Lexi replies. "And all your friends are here."
"That's not true," Kayla frowns. "If you must know, I'm talking to Megan Bauer."
"Who?" Alexander asks.
"You know Megan Bauer?" Frank questions, leaning forward with interest.
"You know who Megan is?" Steven turns to Frank, looking impressed.
"Yeah, I read some business magazines," Frank explains.
"Or searches the internet for famous naked ladies," Lexi suggests.
"Lexi!" Steven and Nicole exclaim at the same time.
"What, I'm probably right," Lexi shrugs.
"Let me save us an hour," Nicole interrupts again. "Alex, you've probably heard of her father. Megan Bauer's the daughter of Theodore Bauer. As in, Bauer International Holdings."
"That billionaire stocks guy?" Alex frowns. "I think I remember seeing posts tracking which major companies he considers buying or selling the stocks of. Not that I know much of anything about that garbage."
"Yeah, that's the one," I confirm. "Megan's his daughter. His only kid, actually. She just got her MBA and is gaining some experience in New York."
"How do you know her?" April wonders.
"Theodore was setting up a west coast office about seven years ago," Steven explains. "We met then."
"He met Megan as well," Lexi grins evilly. "They got to know each other in all the fun ways."
"You and Megan?" Frank suddenly gasps, unable to hide his jealousy.
"Told you!" Lexi exclaims victoriously. "Told you Frank knew Megan from looking up porn!"
"She's a porn star?" Alex asks excitedly, his hand reaching for his pocket.
"Don't even think of looking that up right now," Hazel growls.
"Okay, sorry," Alex blushes.
"Why is Megan talking to you, Kayla?" I inquire, genuinely curious.
"She randomly reached out to Daddy after a long, long time," Kayla answers. "Megan added me on social media as well and we messaged a bit yesterday. She gave me her number today and we've been texting. She said she thought we could relate to each other; the only child and daughter of a rich, single father."
"He's not single anymore," Lexi points out.
"No, but even Nicole is way too young for me to call 'Mommy.'" Kayla snorts.
"I'm older than you, young lady," Lexi replies sternly.
"Yeah, six months older," Kayla rolls her eyes. "Almost exactly six months, actually. I was born on March seventh, you were born on the sixth."
"Wait," April frowns. "Six months before March, on the sixth; Lexi, when is your birthday?"
"September sixth, why?" Lexi frowns.
"That's my birthday!" April gasps, pushing her glasses up her nose.
"Is it really?" Lexi grins.
"Yes!" April chirps. "September sixth, nineteen ninety-nine."
"Two thousand six," Lexi winks. "Old lady."
"I can still out-fuck you any day," April growls.
"Bring it, bitch," Lexi husks back.
"The idea of you two going at it is actually kind of terrifying," Hazel laughs. "You're both petite and bratty with endless energy."
"It's a sight to behold," I smile fondly.
"Uh, does everyone here know everything about everyone's private lives?" Alex asks delicately.
"Yes," Steven, Hazel, Nicole, Lexi, and I all say at the same time.
"We know a little too much," April adds.
"You should know, Alex, that if you sleep with Hazel, the other girls are going to have all the details. With diagrams," Steven explains. "That said, she's worth it."
"Uh..." Alex seems unsure how to take that.
"There will be judging!" April declares.
"I have scorecards," I helpfully add, watching him glance around nervously.
"Stop it, you're going to scare him off!" Hazel glares at everyone before giggling.
"It's fine, I'm not scared," Alexander laughs. "Well, maybe just a little."
"You shouldn't be, Hazel's an amazing young woman," Steven smiles at the tan girl affectionately. "A wonderful person who has a lot more to offer than even she realizes."
"Bit of a bitch," Lexi comments, ruining the moment. "But has a great ass. Perky tits."
"Good with her tongue," Kayla adds.
Poor Frank looks like he's about ready to faint. I can just imagine him falling backwards with blood spurting out of his nose. A scene from an anime April made me watch last week. Something about pirates. Or aliens. Alien pirates? Whatever, they're all the same. I love drawing, but I really would rather watch real people on a screen. Drawing the same image over and over with slight differences sounds like a nightmare.
The topic eventually returns to Megan Bauer, and we all get the story of Steven meeting her and her father years ago. Steven explains his strong connection with Megan, then her leaving for Europe and ignoring him completely. My heart breaks, and I wish I was the one to comfort him back then.
Megan then went gallivanting around Europe, resulting in a sex tape and a lot of tabloid covers. Steven just shrugs and assumes that she was too busy to remember some old, boring guy. Then Megan ended up pregnant from some random guy in Europe, ultimately leading to Steven never getting back in touch with her. Megan has stayed under the radar for years, and most people just know her father's name now. Still, I can tell Steven never forgot.
"She sent me a picture of her son, he's adorable!" Kayla says at one point. "He's six now."
"Aw, he is a cutie," Hazel smiles, looking at Kayla's phone.
"You should talk to Megan, she knows what it's like to be eighteen and pregnant," Kayla suggests.
"I don't think a billionaire heiress has time to talk to me," Hazel snorts, handing off the phone.
"You never know," Alex reasons while April looks at the picture on Kayla's phone. "She's taking the time to talk to Kayla."
"Megan's nice," Steven shrugs. "Intimidating and confident, but nice."
"Kayla's Steven's daughter, I'm just the slut he knocked up," Hazel argues as April hands me the phone.
I tune out the conversation as I look at the six-year-old. He has brown hair and blue-gray eyes that remind me of ice. Something about his face is familiar to me; the curve of the mouth and the shape of the nose. The story of Megan going wild in Europe and getting knocked up doesn't quite make sense. No. No, it can't be.
"Thinking about popping out some babies?" April nudges me.
"Uh, yeah. You know me," I mumble, my train of thought thrown off.
After giving back Kayla's phone, I join the conversation to try and distract myself. Eventually, I suggest to April that we head inside and check out the game room. April's boy-toys are down there, so she happily agrees. We say goodbye to the others before returning to the house.
~Steven~
"Ow, ow, ow," I say over and over, wincing while Lexi and Nicole help me stagger across the lawn. "Ow, ow, ow."
"You're fine, you big baby," Nicole laughs, her hand on my stomach as she supports me. "It's just a leg cramp."
"Clearly you've never had a cramp in your calf muscle!" I retort, struggling to avoid putting weight on my right leg.
"Of course we haven't, we're young," Lexi snorts from my other side. "And you're heavy!"
"I'm not heavy, you're just tiny," I reply. "Small and adorable."
"Buttering her up isn't going to save you," Nicole says. "You know you're never living this down, right?"
"Yeah," I sigh heavily. "Yeah, I know."
Lexi insisted we use the bounce house, and Nicole pointed out it will help with the younger redhead's endless energy. It's fun for me as well; both my girlfriends are wearing tight tops. There's nothing like watching breasts bounce, even if they are covered. There was also quite a bit of grab-ass as we played, lucky enough to have the bounce house mostly to ourselves. Lexi jumping on my shoulders resulted in the dreaded leg cramp. Nicole's right, I'm never gonna live this down.
"What happened here?" Dan asks, rushing over when he sees the girls trying to help me.
"Old age," Lexi answers without missing a beat.
"Quiet, you," I grumble before addressing Dan. "Bounce house. It's just a cramp, I'll be fine after sitting down."
"Here, let me help," Dan offers.
Dan and the girls help me into a chaise lounge by the pool. We thank the guy before he removes his shirt and jumps in the pool to cool off. Lexi and Nicole each drag a chair over so they can sit on either side of me. Both my girlfriends are smirking at me, clearly amused by the turn of events.
"What does enjoying another person's suffering say about the two of you?" I ask with a pointed look.
"You have a cramp, you're fine," Nicole giggles. "Stop acting like you're dying."
"Random thought; will you be able to fuck extra hard if you get a hip replacement?" Lexi wonders. "Since, you know, you'd be like a super-sex android."
"I don't think that's how it works and I don't need a new hip," I roll my eyes while the girls laugh.
"Don't worry," Nicole begins with an evil grin, "hot sex with two gorgeous redheads will keep you in shape well past your prime."
"Mm, we can even give you a sponge bath later," Lexi husks. "I like the idea of running my hands all over that hot body."
"I could suck his dick while you make sure his chest is nice and clean," Nicole suggests.
"Okay, now I feel better," I chuckle.
I stretch out on the chair, struggling to get comfortable. The sun is reflecting off the surface of the pool, the water rippling from the people swimming. On the other side of the pool, Kyle and Abigail are sharing a lounge chair. Their limbs are entwined as they talk and giggle. I have no doubt they'll be spending another night together.
"Everything okay over here?" Brittney O'Connor asks, standing over us with her hands on her hips and a teasing smile on her lips.
"Yeah, just a bad leg cramp," I respond, sitting up slightly.
"Oh no, what happened?" Brittney inquires with a small pout.
"The bounce house didn't agree with our mature boyfriend," Lexi explains with a giggle.
"Hm, maybe I should rethink trying to seduce you," Brittney muses, looking at me with a sultry expression. "If you can't handle the bounce house, how will you handle this?" she asks, using one hand to gesture at herself.
Brittney is a lovely young woman. She's not quite as tall as Ashley, but she's still quite thin. Unlike a lot of blondes, she has soft brown eyes. Her outfit is also showing off her assets quite nicely. Brittney is dressed in a pair of skintight jean shorts and a scoop-neck olive green top with spaghetti straps. I remember what she looks like naked from her movies and from the day of the lock-in, but I'm still mesmerized by the sight of her wonderful cleavage.
"If I can handle Lexi, I can handle anyone," I reply smoothly. "Although, I'm not sure I should let you seduce me."
"Is that so?" Brittney asks, cocking her head to the side as she looks at me curiously. "Unsure you can measure up to the hot porn actors I've been with?"
"Ha!" I burst out, enjoying the game.
"Mm, what makes you so confident?" Brittney wonders as she twirls a lock of her hair.
"Lexi," I state, gesturing toward the bratty redhead. "I'll let my wild, insatiable girlfriend answer that."
"Steven Thomson is a sex god," Lexi declares. "He makes toes curl and my eyes roll back. When he's inside me, it's like he can touch places I didn't even know existed. My entire world is consumed and nothing else is real besides the mind-altering pleasure he's causing. I forget who I am, I forget where I am, I forget my problems, I forget everything. It's beyond description. It's beyond physical. It's perfection."
"Fuck. I've never put it into words, but that's it. That's it exactly," Nicole breathes, rubbing her thighs together slightly while looking at me with a hungry expression.
"In that case, let's get right to the point," Brittney smirks, desire written all over her face. "How about you take me back to your room and we go a couple of rounds?"
"I do have that leg cramp," I wince. "I want to be at my best for you."
"Oh, don't worry about that," Brittney waves off my concern. "I'll massage it out for you. I'm good with my hands. You were all confident ten seconds ago, don't back out now. I'm here, I'm interested, and I'm very ready."
I let out a long sigh as I look past Brittney to where Hazel is flirting with Alex. I'm a little jealous, but I'm not holding her back. At the same time, Hazel isn't my girlfriend. I am Lexi's boyfriend. I am Nicole's boyfriend. I don't think Lexi is jealous at all, but it still bothers me. I know there have been a few hookups, quite a few. All this sexual freedom is new to me, brought into my world by one crazy redhead. Well, communication is the most important thing.
"Can you give us a minute to talk about this?" I ask.
"Sure," Brittney nods, walking off to give us some privacy.
"What do we have to talk about?" Lexi frowns. "I already said you could nail her. I only put Shannon and Emily off limits."
"I don't usually just take a woman into our bed," I reason. "Unless she's one of the Slut-sisters."
"Heather from Bermuda," Lexi counters.
"Stacey, Sarah, Amanda," Nicole adds with a giggle. "You even had a romantic getaway with Sarah."
"You know what I mean!" I laugh. "I've known Stacey for years, and we got to know Sarah. Amanda is a friend I've had since childhood. Heather was a threesome, you were with me the entire time, Lexi."
"Thank you for considering my feelings," Lexi replies, turning serious. "I love you. I love you so much."
"And I love you both," I smile at Lexi affectionately before turning to Nicole. "You've made my world amazing."
"I am scared of losing you, but not to someone like Brittney," Lexi continues. "I'm really okay with it. Go rock her world."
"I agree, but there is one thing," Nicole says slowly.
"What's that?" I question.
"I don't think you should cum in her pussy," Nicole answers, biting her lower lip. "I'm not judging her for making porn or anything, but we don't really know her."
"She's right," Lexi adds. "I mean, you do have a lot of money. I don't think Brittney would do anything, you know, like trying to get money from you..."
"You're right, I won't finish inside her," I nod. "Honestly, it's something I do need to be careful about."
"You're a great guy and a wonderful man," Nicole begins, looking at me with love, "but I'm actually shocked you haven't been taken advantage of yet."
"It was always just Aria, so I never had to worry," I say slowly. "I was careful with the handful of hook-ups I had over the years. Things just kind of went wild once I met Lexi, and I agree, I wasn't careful enough."
"Then, I think we've talked this out," Lexi nods. "Go get some pussy. Go on, get!" she waves at me with one hand.



"I'll do just that," I nod.
Locking eyes with Brittney, I give her a charming smile. She smirks and waves at me cutely. I can hear Lexi and Nicole giggling as they watch my silent communication with the eighteen-year-old porn actress. Feeling ready, I get to my feet. And all grace is gone when my leg cramp makes itself known, causing me to stumble.
"Smooth," Nicole laughs as Brittney walks over.
"Yeah, way to make a pussy wet, baby," Lexi giggles.
"Quiet, both of you," I roll my eyes as I hobble over to Brittney.
"Your girls gave you the green light?" Brittney asks.
"They did," I confirm.
"Fuck, I'm soaked just thinking about this," Brittney purrs, grabbing my hand. "You can rock Lexi's world, so I have high hopes!"
"No pressure," I say sarcastically.
Brittney and I leave the redheads and walk toward the house. Well, she walks. I limp. She finds the situation funny, but manages to mix some dirty suggestions in my ear as we walk. The young porn actress promises to ride me until she screams, then suck me off until I cum straight down her throat. When we reach the hall with the bedrooms, she stops to kiss my cheek and rub her breasts against my upper arm.
"Wow! This is a bedroom!" Brittney exclaims, walking into the room and slowly turning to take in the view while I shut the door. "Fun, caring, sweet, and filthy rich. Not to mention fucking sexy as hell. Damn, Lexi's lucky."
"Thanks," I chuckle as I approach the blonde, trying and failing to walk smoothly. "You're not so bad yourself."
"That the best compliment I get? Damn, I must be losing my touch," Brittney sighs, placing her hands on my waist as she looks up at me and pecks my lips. "I'm just lucky Lexi is good at sharing."
"She usually isn't," I admit with a grin. "She flipped out at Kayla for finishing the last of the protein bars."
"And yet she lets her man date another girl, her sister, in fact," Brittney laughs, pressing herself against me. "She's also okay with the biggest slut of Adrienne Dennis High taking you for a ride."
"Lexi's an enigma," I shrug helplessly.
"Mm, well, we can talk about other girls later," Brittney purrs. "Focus on me now."
"No problem at all," I growl, grabbing her tight ass and looking down at her with a predatory expression. "You're incredibly sexy, Brittney."
"You can call me 'Cherry' if you want," she smiles, showing off her straight white teeth. "I know some guys find the porn star fantasy hot."
"I'd rather get to know the real Brittney," I say, using my free hand to brush a lock of blonde hair behind her ear.
"Aren't you charming," Brittney giggles, rubbing her body against me. "Oh! And you are happy to see me."
"Very happy," I confirm, giving her butt a squeeze.
"Good," she nods, kissing me again. "How's the leg?"
"Better," I answer.
"You're lucky, because I really don't know how to give a massage," Brittney smirks. "I played a massage therapist during a scene, but they just told me to put my hands on him and make it look like a massage. The guy paid for a happy ending and I had to pretend to be so amazed by his dick I needed to get fucked."
"Sounds like a fun scene," I reply with a laugh. "I just hope I can do well without the rub down."
"Not to worry, I have a solution," Brittney declares, dropping to her knees. "As the saying goes, 'a blowjob a day keeps the doctor away.'"
"I don't think that's the saying," I smile down at her.
"It is now," she states confidently.
Within moments, my shorts and underwear are around my ankles while my erection is buried in Brittney's tight throat. She keeps her eyes locked on me as she moans around my shaft, her hands clawing at my thighs. Brittney is amazing at giving head, and it isn't long before I feel myself getting close.
"I'll cum if you don't stop," I warn while holding her blonde head.
"Mm, good," Brittney pulls back to say before sucking me again. She looks up at me with my tip between her lips. "I want your cum," she gives me a few more sucks. "Fuck my face," another long, deep bob. "And cum down my throat."
"If that's what the lady wants," I declare, pushing her head back down on me.
My balls bounce off Brittney's chin as my hard dick repeatedly uses her warm, wet mouth. Her eyes are watering as drool runs from her lips. I love seeing the beautiful blonde high school graduate on her knees, her mouth stuffed with cock. Her sexy gagging and moaning causes me to hold her head to my crotch as I explode straight down the young porn star's throat.
Brittney doesn't get a chance to catch her breath as I pull her to her feet. She's as horny as I am, the two of us wasting no time at pulling each other's clothes off. Ignoring my leg cramp, I get up on the bed with Brittney so I can eat her pussy. I only need a few minutes between her legs to make her cum. The beautiful blonde screams, holding my head to her pussy as she bucks her hips against my face.
"Fuck me!" Brittney whines, tugging on my hair. "I need your cock inside me."
"Get me hard again," I order, getting up on my knees.
Nodding her head, Brittney gets on her hands and knees, slurping my cock into her mouth and sucking hard. With one hand on her head, I play with her big tits with the other while her talented mouth gets me fully hard. Then I lay the hot teen on her back and push into her pussy.
"Fuck, that's a nice dick!" Brittney hisses, grabbing my ass in attempt to quickly get all of me inside her.
"Fuck, that's a nice pussy," I respond with a smirk while watching the sexy expressions on Brittney's pretty face.
In addition to missionary, we also have sex in cowgirl, doggystyle, and reverse cowgirl. Most of Brittney's moves seem optimized for visual appeal over what's most comfortable. And not the visual appeal of her partner. It seems she almost forgets there isn't a camera on us right now, no audience to perform for.
Physically, the sex is really good. Brittney has a hot body, enticing moans, and she knows how to move. Still, it feels a little empty. Even with Heather in Bermuda, we took the time to get to know each other first. This? A couple of quick meetings, a few sentences, and we're here in bed together.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" Brittney announces, her fingers clawing at my chest as she bounces in my lap. "Grab my tits, grab my tits!"
I react instinctively, reaching up and squeezing both of Brittney's boobs as she squeals and cums hard. Just as she's settling down, I flip us over so she's on her back and I can fuck her in missionary. She moans and pants, making the sexiest noises as I grow closer to my own release.
"Can I cum on your tits?" I ask, remembering Nicole and Lexi's warning.
"Yes, cum on my titties!" Brittney urges, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes.
Pulling out of her tight tunnel, I straddle Brittney's waist and stroke myself. She holds her boobs together while cooing up at me, telling me how badly she wants my cum. Brittney moans my name, wriggling happily as I cover her heaving chest with ropes of hot semen.
"Wow," I state, getting off Brittney so she can sit up, her tits dripping cum.
"Lexi was not wrong; damn, you can fuck!" Brittney giggles, gathering some sperm on her fingertips and pushing them into her mouth.
"So can you," I smirk, stretching my legs out to keep the cramp from coming back.
"You should be in porn," she suggests. "You'd do amazing."
"I don't think I could perform on camera like that," I reply slowly. "Plus, I like to have a connection with my partner."
"Sometimes sex can just be for the sake of sex," Brittney shrugs.
"Sure, but some people can't handle something like that," I reason. "There's nothing wrong with either, it just depends on the person."
"I suppose," she sighs, looking down at her cum-covered breasts. "I should probably shower. Wanna join me? You got two of my holes, but I still have a third you should try."
"Well, if you insist," I laugh.
We end up in the shower, where Brittney washes the cum from her boobs. Once she's lubed up, Brittney spreads her butt cheeks and lets me push my dick up her ass. I butt-fuck the porn star for a couple minutes while she balances and rubs her clit. She cums hard as I explode up her backdoor.
"That was a lot of fun, thanks!" Brittney says as she bends over to pick up her panties once we're back in the bedroom. "You're every bit the sex god Lexi said."
"You, ah, don't wanna relax in bed for awhile?" I ask with a frown.
"Nah, I'm not a fan of cuddling," she responds, stepping into her underwear. "We should get back to the party."
"Sure, okay," I nod slowly.
"I definitely wanna do this again sometime," Brittney continues as she pulls up her shorts. "Maybe Lexi can join us next time?"
"I'll talk to her," I give a forced smile, thinking this was actually a bad idea.
Once we're dressed, Brittney gives me a long kiss before walking with me back to the party. She thanks Nicole and Lexi, telling them both that I might actually be better than they said. The three girls laugh before Brittney heads off to join the foam dart fight with the guys. Then I lay back down on the chaise lounge between my girlfriends.
"So, how was it?" Lexi asks, looking at me with interest.
"Fine, I guess," I answer with a sigh.
"Uh-oh," Nicole says. "That's not the attitude a guy should have after bagging a porn star. What happened?"
"It was just really impersonal," I explain. "We got off, got dressed, and that was it. Sex with either of you or with one of the others is just so much better. I'm not one for random hook-ups."
"Well, there was me the first time," Lexi bites her lower lip. "I mean, you woke up and I had your cock in my mouth."
"I guess, but I didn't really have time to think then. It just happened," I point out. "Then we talked and connected. Brittney? We just used each other."
"You would have liked to get to know her a bit first," Nicole nods in understanding.
"Exactly," I agree.
"Sorry, baby," Lexi sighs. "Maybe I shouldn't have pushed."
"I didn't exactly resist," I smile. "And I don't necessarily regret it or anything. I'd just rather not jump into things so fast in the future."
"Makes sense," Nicole responds.
The three of us continue talking while enjoying the day. I smile and tease the redheads when Kyle leads Abigail into the bounce house to jump around. Neither girl can imagine their serious brother jumping in a bounce house like a kid and quickly change the subject. I continue watching everyone have fun, once again feeling some jealousy when I notice Hazel flirting with Alex. Not far away, Marcia is with Kwan while they talk to Josh and Ashley.
"Jealous?" Lexi asks.
"Of all three of them? Yes," I admit, not bothering to hide it. "But, they have their own lives."
"It's understandable," Nicole replies kindly. "Just a shame you can't have all of them."
"He can have all of us," Lexi reasons. "Slut-sisters forever!"
"We'll always be Slut-sisters, but no, he can't marry all of us," Nicole argues.
"Says who?" Lexi retorts.
"The law?" I laugh.
"Fuck the law," Lexi growls.
"I agree with you to some extent on that one, but it's not exactly a valid legal defense," I point out before taking a sip of my drink.
"Lexi, it's a cute idea; all of us living together forever, but it's not realistic," Nicole sighs. "Marcia, Hazel, Ashley, Kayla; they're all going to have their own lives. Their own spouses and kids. Their own houses. They can't all move in here."
"There's enough room," Lexi insists.
"Sure, but that's hardly the only issue," I remind her. "The girls deserve their own lives. I'm dreading the day Hazel moves out with our baby to live with her husband. But, I have to be realistic. It's going to happen."
"No, it's not," Lexi grumps, crossing her arms over her chest.
"You're not a kid anymore, Lexi," Nicole continues. "You're a high school graduate and you're starting out your life. It's already unusual that we're both dating Steven. Truthfully, I don't know how this will work long term. I hope it does, I love you both. But, expecting Steven to have one big harem definitely won't happen."
"Let's talk about something else," Lexi suggests.
"Sure, what would you like to talk about?" I ask.
"Do you have enough stamina left to fuck me unconscious tonight?" the bratty redhead waggles her eyebrows.
~Kayla~
"Thank you for coming back," I say to Amanda Sawyer when I meet her at the back gate. "Are you hungry? Daddy's cooking on the grill."
"I'm a little hungry, yeah," Amanda nods. Like yesterday, she's wearing leggings and a t-shirt. Her brown hair is pulled back into a ponytail.
I lead Amanda over to Frank, and the two of them shyly mumble a few words to each other while avoiding eye contact. This is going to be a challenge. We get in line for food, eventually filling our plates with chicken, burgers, hot dogs, and baked potatoes. Then we find a spot where we can talk privately, sitting down at the table with our plates and red plastic cups.
"Were your parents really upset with you last night?" I ask Amanda.
"A little, but it wasn't too bad," Amanda replies. "My mom made me breathe on her to prove I hadn't been drinking."
"Ouch. She sounds strict," I wince. "I was scared just hearing her over the phone."
"My parents can be really protective," Amanda sighs. "Dad reminded me again to not be alone with any boys today."
"My parents are just thrilled I'm choosing to be somewhere other than my bedroom." Frank shrugs.
"Looks like you had no trouble finding another bedroom," Amanda replies icily.
"Uh..." Frank mumbles stupidly, his mouth slightly ajar.
"Frank is single," I interject in a firm voice. "He didn't do anything wrong."
"I, well, I just..." Amanda trails off angrily before she deflates. "I know. I'm sorry. I'm just bitter."
"How about we talk about this later?" I suggest. "For now, we'll eat and get to know each other a little better."
The other two agree, and we eat in silence for a couple minutes while watching the various activities all around us. Frank and Amanda are both painfully shy, so it falls on me to try and get a conversation going. It's awkward and forced, but I do manage to get them talking.
Pretty much our only connection is school and the one time we used the bounce house together. We're all excited about graduating, but admit we're going to miss the place. Amanda tells us about having a bounce house every year on her birthday as a kid. Frank mentions going in one at a cousin's birthday party, but it's been years.
We discuss college and what majors we're thinking about, as well as our hopes for the future. Looking around, the three of us comment on how we'll lose touch with many of the people here, never to see them again. Sure, there's social media, but it's not the same. I make them both promise to come to the ten year reunion.
Summer plans come up, and I mention my anxiety about the upcoming trial. Frank and Amanda both express their support and are sorry about what happened to me. Amanda also mentions my breakup with Ian and Stephanie, saying she hopes I'm doing okay. Her jealous glance directed at Frank shows me she's still upset.
I ask about hobbies and find out the three of us like a few of the same books. Unsurprisingly, Frank has quite a bit to say about how amazing video games are. It's cute how passionate he is. Amanda doesn't care much about video games, but is much more interested when Frank mentions he likes to draw.
"I'm sure Frank would draw you something," I smile. "Maybe a cute picture of you?"
"I can do that," Frank nods excitedly.
"You wouldn't want to draw an ugly cow like me," Amanda sighs.
"Oh stop," I say quickly. "You're very pretty, no need to be so down on yourself."
"Pretty, not hot," Amanda mumbles. "Or desirable."
"You both need to stop worrying about being liked and just have fun!" I declare, craning my neck to look over the yard. "Friends and relationships will follow, I promise. Look, people are dancing, let's go!"
"I, ah, I can't dance," Frank admits.
"I'm not very coordinated," Amanda adds.
"I'll teach you both," I offer, putting my raven hair into a ponytail. "No excuses! We just graduated high school and have our whole lives ahead of us. Let's act like it!"
The dance floor is actually just some grass that's out of the way. Still, we can hear music and move our bodies. That's all we need. A few people are dancing, including Josh Morris and Dan. I also notice Emily and Shannon, and I'm glad that we're on better terms now.
Someone quickly changes the music to one of Alison Tey's most famous songs, probably because I'm a known Tey-fan. Amanda and Frank are standing in place nervously, although they have to laugh when I really get into it. I spin around and shake my butt, my head going wild and causing my ponytail to whip about my face. I'm shaking it off; no haters here!
I can tell Amanda loves this song, too. She's mouthing the lyrics and swaying slightly to the beat. The music is giving her confidence, inspiring Amanda to dance with me. When Alison sings about a guy with good hair who should shake with her, Amanda and I face Frank so we can beckon him to us with our fingers. Amanda then squeals and turns bright red. But, it's a start.
It quickly becomes apparent that neither of them lack rhythm; they lack confidence. Both Amanda and Frank shuffle awkwardly, likely afraid of looking foolish. I dance in the most ridiculous ways I can think of to show them there's nothing wrong with being silly.
They loosen up a bit and I start giving more specific pointers about how to feel the beat and move to the music. I also don't forget my matchmaking plans as I encourage them to dance with each other. They're still shy, but I have them laughing and dancing.
Dan approaches us and offers to help by providing Frank with some tips for guys. Frank is shocked that a popular guy like Dan is talking to him, and happily accepts the help. I work with Amanda while Dan teaches Frank how to dance, both individually and with a girl.
Once the students are ready, I grab Frank while Dan dances with Amanda. Frank is somewhat used to me, but Amanda is bright red as Dan smiles charmingly at her. A few months ago Dan would never be so helpful. He's growing up. We all are. The stupid games we all played in high school are over now.
I give Dan a quick kiss on the cheek, thanking him before leading Frank and Amanda back to our table. The three of us are sweating a bit, so we refill our red plastic cups and greedily drink. We talk for a few minutes and I make sure to compliment them both on their dancing.
"It's hot, maybe we should head inside and enjoy the central air?" I suggest, wanting some privacy. "Maybe play some board games in my room?"
"I, ah, I'm not allowed to be alone in a room with a boy," Amanda blushes.
"You won't be alone, I'll be with you," I point out with a grin. "Although, I'm the bad influence, not him." I gesture with my thumb toward Frank. "You don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with, I promise. But, you're an adult. Do you want to hang out with us?"
"Yes," Amanda nods.
"Great!" I exclaim happily.
We grab our drinks and head into the house, making a quick stop in the main living room to pick up a couple of board games. I want to help these two, but I have to make sure not to push too hard. I don't want them to do anything they aren't ready for. I know what it's like to be a girl who's scared of sex, so I can understand where Amanda's coming from. As long as I can get them talking, maybe agree to a date, then I'm happy.
"Your room is huge," Amanda comments, her eyes wide as she looks at my poster of my favorite pop singer.
"Thanks," I say, taking a sip of my drink before setting it down on my bedside table. "I offered to switch with Hazel, but she's being stubborn. I know having the attached bathroom would really help her when the baby comes. Or in a few months when she's peeing every ten minutes."



"I can't imagine being pregnant at our age," Amanda says.
"Yeah, being a father at eighteen would be terrifying," Frank adds.
"I can't imagine it either," I add. "I'm not ready. Not even close. But, Hazel will be a great mother."
"I'm sure she will be," Frank replies, placing the board games on my bed while Amanda explores my room.
"What's this?" Amanda asks, picking up a large piece of paper off my desk. She gasps, her eyes widening. "Oh!"
"Yeah, Frank drew that for me," I answer carefully, realizing it's the picture of me topless. "He did a great job."
"S-sorry if we hurt you," Frank mumbles quietly.
"You're not my boyfriend, you're not even really my friend," Amanda sighs, placing the nude drawing on top of the one of me in my prom dress. "I have no right to be jealous, and I can't blame you; Kayla is beautiful."
"Thank you," I smile softly.
"You're gorgeous, too," Frank says to Amanda, surprising me. "I always had a crush on you."
"Everyone knows you had a thing for Marcia Moore," Amanda rolls her eyes. "Then you spent the night with Kayla. How do you have a crush on me?"
"It's... different," Frank blushes slightly.
"Different how?" Amanda snorts derisively.
"Marcia was just a fantasy. Daydreams. I imagined what she might look like, feel like, what it would be like to be with her," Frank has a faraway look in his eyes. "But I never had dreams about taking her on dates, or having a future with her..." he trails off, suddenly realizing what he's saying, and who he's saying it in front of. "Uh. I mean. Fuck."
"Dates? A future?" Amanda whispers, her downcast demeanor changing to one of hope.
"Damn!" I exclaim, drawing out the word. "Talk about knowing exactly what to say. I see why you like him, Amanda. Sweet, and he can draw!"
"Yes," Amanda blushes.
"Hey, how about Frank draws a picture of you? You know, Like I suggested earlier?" I smile. "He can express his feelings through his art. Amanda, you and I can set up a game."
"That sounds good," Frank nods, sitting at my desk and reaching for the art supplies.
Amanda and I sit cross-legged on my bed as we pick out a game. I purposely choose a game that takes awhile to set up so that Frank has time to draw. It's a game we play often, one involving stopping a demon being summoned. The board is a giant map of a hotel and we have a lot of pieces to set out. Frank still isn't done, so we play on our phones while we wait.
"Ready to show us?" I ask when Frank sets down the pencil.
"Yeah, I think so," he nods while we girls get off the bed.
Frank stands up and hands Amanda the picture of her. The drawing shows Amanda's face, a charming smile lighting up her features. A strand of brown hair is hanging over her face, slightly obscuring one of her eyes. It's really good, and it shows that Frank thinks Amanda is a beautiful woman.
Amanda hands me the picture, not taking her eyes off of Frank. Breathing heavily, she steps toward him and draws him into a kiss. I beam at them as Frank wraps his arms around Amanda and kisses her passionately. They're both inexperienced, and it's fucking adorable the way they are hugging each other.
"Was that your first kiss?" I ask Amanda when the two break apart.
"Y-yes," Amanda blushes as she nods.
"It's good to be passionate, but a woman needs to know how to tease, how to build desire," I explain as I approach them. "Be soft and gentle, use your lips before getting your tongue involved. Playfully nibble his lip, moan softly in your throat. You can use your body as well, press against him. Is it okay if I demonstrate?"
"Yes," Frank and Amanda both say at the same time, making me giggle.
Placing my right hand on Frank's cheek, I lightly press my lips against his. I can feel the hairs of his beard against my fingers as I move my lips. When it's time to get my tongue involved, I push it into his mouth before playfully pulling it back. Soon I'm pressing my breasts against him as I run my tongue along his.
"Thoughts?" I smile, taking a step back.
"Wow," Frank mumbles, shifting slightly in a vain attempt to hide his bulge.
"I don't think I can do that," Amanda sighs.
"Sure, you can!" I argue. "I can give you a more practical demonstration if you'd like?"
"Ah, um, I don't think..." Amanda trails off. "Sorry, sorry. There's nothing wrong if you want to kiss other girls, but... ew. Shit, sorry!"
"It's okay, it's fine, really!" I assure her. "Not into girls, I get it. Well, I don't GET it, chicks are sexy, but I'm not upset. Here, practice on this sexy guy."
"You're going to give us kissing lessons?" Amanda asks, her face red.
"Absolutely," I grin. "I'm Professor Kayla, and welcome to Introduction to Making Out. Class is in session!"
This is a lot of fun. I have Amanda and Frank kiss while commenting on how to read each other. This isn't the first time Frank is told about non-verbal cues, but it's definitely new to Amanda. There's still some shyness, but I can tell arousal and attraction are winning out big time.
Seeing the two of them kiss, I'm reminded of early make out sessions with David. The innocence, the nerves, the exploration. He was so sweet back then, too. Fuck, how could I have been so wrong? I shake my head and remind myself to stay in the moment. This is a big deal for Frank and Amanda.
I start teaching them how to make out with their entire bodies. Frank holds Amanda close while her fingers massage the back of his head. I make sure to avoid having them touch any of the naughty places, but it's still very passionate. I'm getting quite turned-on myself, my pussy is really wet.
"Wow," Amanda says, fanning herself. "Wow. I always fantasized about kissing, but I never imagined it was that good."
"That was amazing," Frank smiles.
"Good!" I smile at them, my arms crossed. "I have to ask; Amanda, how did me kissing Frank feel?"
"I was a little jealous," Amanda admits. "I really like Frank. Why?"
"Psst, Frank?" I lean over to him. "This is where you ask out the girl."
"Amanda, would you like to go out tomorrow? With me," he clarifies. "D-dinner and a movie, maybe?"
"I'd like that," Amanda smiles softly.
I hug them both before dragging them over to my bed to play a board game. Nerdy? Absolutely. But, I think all three of us need to cool off. Amanda is very inexperienced, and I have to make sure not to push her too far. I mean, she just had her first kiss! I can't imagine she's ready for anything more intense.
I'm quite familiar with this game. It's cooperative, the players against the game. The game is extremely challenging, and a lot of it comes down to dice rolls. Frank is really good at dice games, knowing when his odds are best, and we are actually winning. We stop the demon summon and win the game, which is very unusual. The game usually kicks our asses on family game nights.
"Another game?" I ask as we put away the pieces.
"C-can I ask a question, Kayla?" Amanda mumbles nervously.
"Sure," I nod, folding up the game board.
"Kissing is so much better than I imagined," Amanda begins slowly, "is sex even better than my imagination."
"Oh my God, yes!" I reply enthusiastically. "Everything about it. The connection with your partner, feeling a hot body against you, a hard dick in your mouth, mm! Oh, and I love having my titties sucked. Then there's getting fingered, getting eaten out, and getting fucked hard. It's. So. Fucking. Good."
"Wow," Frank swallows.
"Yeah, um, wow," Amanda blushes.
"Sorry," I blush slightly myself. "It's really amazing because you can just get lost in the moment. But, it can be very emotionally intense. Deciding when you're ready is a very personal thing."
"I'm still processing last night," Frank says quietly. "And this morning."
"I-I-I don't think I'm ready to have sex," Amanda lets out a breath. "Not yet."
"There's nothing wrong with that," I smile kindly.
"But, ah, I fantasize about other stuff, too," she blushes, looking barely able to get the words out.
"What's that?" I inquire.
"W-when I, you know, rub myself, I ah, I sometimes think about blowjobs," Amanda looks mortified.
"Mm, same girl," I nod approvingly. "I love sucking dick."
"M-maybe Professor Kayla can give me another lesson?" Amanda's face is bright red.
"What do you think, Frank?" I turn to the guy. "Up for a blowjob?"
"Uh, yeah!" he nods quickly.
I'm shocked Amanda is up for this, but I'm so in! I grab both of them and drag them to the center of the room. Amanda and I drop to our knees and I show her how to smile seductively up at the guy, building up his anticipation. We each stroke one of his thighs, glancing up at him with longing.
"R-random question," Amanda says, trying to ease her nerves.
"What's up?" I respond, glancing over at her while my hand absentmindedly rubs Frank's bulge.
"Why's it called a 'blowjob?'" Amanda asks. "I mean, if I use my hands it's a 'handjob,' right?"
"Uh, yeah, that's right," I frown.
"You don't blow on it, you suck on it," Amanda states. "Shouldn't it be a suckjob? Or a mouthjob since I'm using my mouth?"
"Huh, I never thought about that," I giggle. "You have a point. The answer is that I have no idea. 'Blowjob' just sounds better, so we're going with it."
"Okay," Amanda smiles shyly.
"Ready to take your cock out?" I ask Frank with a smirk.
"Uh..." Frank trails off, clearly nervous about exposing himself to two ladies.
"C'mon, Frank, you have nothing to be ashamed of," I laugh. "You've seen my butt hole, so need to be shy. And Amanda really wants to suck you."
Frank nods his assent and I waste no time pulling down his shorts and underwear. Amanda gasps when Frank's hard dick bobs lightly in the air. I understand. Seeing your first cock can be really intimidating. They're big and powerful. You're getting wet, but you're also nervous.
"Wow," Amanda gasps, her eyes wide. "It's huge!"
"I guess you don't need your first lesson!" I laugh. "You already know every guy wants you to coo over how amazing his dick is."
"That'll fit in me?" Amanda mumbles.
"Yeah, your pussy stretches," I giggle. "And you can open wide. Is it okay if I give Amanda an anatomy lesson, Frank?"
"Uh..." he trails off.
"I'll take that as a 'yes,'" I respond.
A small gasp escapes Frank's lips when I wrap my fingers around his length and start stroking. Lifting the shaft, I start giving Amanda lessons on male genitals. I point out the mushroom head and all the sensitive spots. Then I lightly scratch Frank's balls, making him squirm. I make sure Amanda knows to be very gentle with the balls.
"C-can I try?" Amanda asks, reaching for the hard dick.
"Y-yes," Frank agrees.
"Sure, go for it," I nod, releasing Frank so Amanda can start giving him a handjob.
"You can squeeze just a bit harder," Frank suggests.
"Okay," Amanda nods, enthralled by the view as she jerks him off.
"Remember, it's not just about the physical. Guys are visually stimulated," I explain. "Look up at him, coo at him, wiggle cutely. You can talk dirty, you can gag on it, slap your face with it. Eye contact is so powerful. Moan, drool, gag, play with yourself. Be. His. Whore. His good girl. You live for his cock. Worship it."
"Holy shit," Frank gasps.
"We're not quite there yet," Amanda giggles nervously, her blush gone as she breathes heavily with arousal.
"Try massaging his balls," I suggest, feeling a fire between my legs. "And sorry, I got a bit lost in the moment."
"Right, okay," Amanda nods, reaching her free hand up to cup his balls.
"Oh, wow," Frank gasps, instinctively reaching out to cup Amanda's face.
"Going back to guys being visually stimulated; never underestimate the power of the titties," I say sagely. "Just taking them out can entrance a guy. Bonus points if you slap his cock on your boob or give him a titty-fuck. It's hot, and it can even help if your jaw is sore and you need a break before getting back to sucking."
"A-are you suggesting I should, um, show him my boobs?" Amanda questions, her face turning red again.
"He is showing you his dick and letting you play with it," I reason with a shrug. "It's up to you. I'll go first if it'll make you more comfortable?"
"But, neither of you have to," Frank adds. "Don't do anything you're not comfortable with."
"Right, what he said," I nod.
"Let's do it," Amanda says, holding Frank's cock at the base.
With no hesitation, I reach into my white romper and extract a breast. Frank and Amanda are both watching me as my titty is revealed. I giggle and blush slightly before taking out the other boob. The fabric of my outfit is pressing my breasts together, giving me quite a bit of cleavage.
Amanda releases Frank's dick and takes a few deep breaths to gather her courage. She lifts up her t-shirt, revealing a plain white bra. Her stomach isn't flat, but she's not heavy by any means. She has a nice body. Amanda looks up at Frank as she lifts her bra up, exposing herself.
"You're beautiful," Frank whispers.
"Y-you can touch them, if you want," Amanda offers.
Frank's eyes are wide as he slowly reaches out and cups one of Amanda's breasts. Her boobs are about the same size as mine with light pink nipples. She moans softly when he softly caresses her chest. Her eyelids flutter as her gaze locks on Frank's bobbing cock. To my surprise, Amanda lunges forward, holding his base as she takes him into her mouth.
"Holy shit," Frank gasps loudly.
"Mm, mm!" Amanda hums, kneeling right in front of him as she starts bobbing her head.
Lust. Overwhelming lust. I completely understand. Frank and Amanda are both nervous and shy, but their lust for each other is effortlessly overpowering any and all anxiety. It reminds me of my first blowjob, the first time I got fingered, the first time a hard dick pushed into my pussy. I moan softly as I rub my thighs together, wishing I was getting fucked right now.
Amanda instinctively holds Frank's thighs while rapidly bobbing her head. He's playing with her boobs, moaning softly as he looks down at her cock-filled mouth. It isn't long before he places both hands on her head, unable to focus on anything except the amazing feelings associated with getting a blowjob.
"Oh God, I'm gonna, ungh!" Frank grunts, seemingly surprised at how quickly he's cumming.
Amanda squeals loudly, freezing in place as her mouth fills with cum. I can see her eyes are wide, her cheeks bulging out as she holds the warm fluid. She has a couple inches of cock between her lips and seems to be completely unsure of what to do or how to react. She doesn't look disgusted, which is a good thing.
"You don't have to swallow," I say as she pulls off Frank's softening prick.
"What do I do?" Amanda asks thickly, her mouth slightly open and displaying the semen on her tongue.
"Here, hold on," I reply, standing up as Frank stammers an apology. Grabbing my red plastic cup from the bedside table, I return to Amanda and offer it to her. "Here, spit."
The cute brunette stays on her knees as she accepts the plastic cup. Holding it beneath her face, she parts her lips and spits out the cum. It falls from her mouth in a thick river of semen and spit. I get it. Cum is delicious, but taking your first cum shot in the mouth can be intense. I nearly choked on it the first time. Swallowing is an art, just like the entire blowjob is.
"I'm sorry," Frank mumbles as he fixes his shorts.
"Give a girl a bit more warning next time, mm'kay?" I ask with a raised brow.
"Yeah," he nods.
"It didn't taste bad or anything," Amanda says, handing me back the cup. "It was warm and thick and sticky. I just didn't wanna throw up if I tried to swallow it."
"It can take a couple of gulps to get it all down," I giggle. "It's easier if you have more warning."
"Sorry, again," Frank winces.
"It's okay," Amanda replies, fixing her shirt and bra before standing up. "Fuck, my parents would kill me if they knew what I just did."
"Well, it's none of their business," I insist, placing the cup back on my bedside table before putting my boobs away. "Did you like that?"
"I loved it," Amanda blushed. "I wanna do it some more."
"I think you'll find Frank to be quite agreeable to that," I smirk.
"You will," he confirms, making Amanda and me giggle.
"I want to do more, but I'm just not ready," Amanda sighs. "I'm also, um, really, really..."
"Wet?" I finish for her with a raised brow.
"Yes," she nods.
"Your parents aren't letting you stay over, so you'll have privacy when you get home," I reason with a shrug. "No one here will judge you for flicking your bean."
"That's a fun way of saying it," Frank chuckles.
"A-are you staying tonight, Frank?" Amanda asks nervously.
"We have a date tomorrow, so I probably shouldn't," he replies, giving me a nervous look.
"Don't worry about me, I was playing matchmaker on purpose," I smile and nod. "Don't worry, I can rely on my fingers tonight."
"I can't believe you're turning down Kayla Thomson," Amanda looks at Frank with wide eyes.
"You're worth it," Frank shrugs.
We each take a turn in my bathroom to pee and freshen up. I can't speak for Amanda, but I definitely need to wipe my pussy so I don't ruin these panties. I'm really proud with how well they're doing. They're going to make a great couple. Fuck, they'll probably be better with relationships than I am.
The three of us return to my bedroom and set up another game. There's some awkwardness at first, but we get through it. My mind starts to wander as we play, thinking about David and Ian. I remember innocently cuddling with David, having no doubt in my mind he loves me. I think about Ian, how I'm sure he'll never leave me.
I'm so lost in my ruminations, I don't even think about it as I reach for my cup and go to take a sip. Unfortunately, the warnings from Frank and Amanda don't get my attention fast enough. I end up with a mouthful of cold soda mixed with semen. Frank winces while Amanda giggles as I cough.
"Well, one of us should have swallowed," I deadpan, making them laugh.
We play games for a little while longer, until Amanda's mother starts texting her to ask when she's coming home. Frank decides to leave as well, but I make sure to give them some final sex lessons before they go. I mention communication and limits. Amanda isn't on the pill, so I talk about the importance of protection. I even give them a box of condoms I keep in my dresser for emergencies. I also remind Amanda that it isn't just the guy's job to worry about protection; yes, it's his penis, but if it's going in your vagina, it's your concern too.
Hugs are exchanged, and we promise to all stay in touch. We're connected on social media and have each other's numbers. I make a joke that I'd love to double-date with them if I can ever find a guy. It really wasn't an attempt to fish for compliments, but the compliments do make me feel pretty damn good.
Once I'm alone in my room, I lay down in bed and lose myself in my thoughts. I'm a high school graduate. I have my whole life ahead of me. Where will that life take me? I have no damn clue. The trial is coming up, and my rape definitely still affects me. Can I be like Lexi and do something to help? She wants to be a school psychologist. I can't do that. I don't want to be a cop either.
It isn't even just my future career that concerns me. I'm an adult; eventually I'll have to move out and get my own place. The idea of leaving Daddy is terrifying. I put it out of my head as I start thinking about my next boyfriend. I should date casually first, but I do want a boyfriend eventually. Can I expect anyone to truly be okay with my relationship with Daddy? Probably not. And I can't blame them.
I'm getting overwhelmed, so I default to the Lexi method to relax. Getting naked, I use my dildo and vibrator to get myself off several times. Then I take a nice, hot shower before going through the rest of my nighttime routine. It's not that late, but I'm done with today. I text with Lexi, approving of her plan for the morning, then I pass right out.



~Hazel~
It's a perfect shot. Absolutely perfect. The white cue ball hits the yellow-striped ball with the number nine on it, sending both of them toward the side pocket. I'll even have a perfect shot lined up for sinking the eight ball. The game is mine. At least until the cue ball follows the nine ball into the pocket.
"Fucking dammit!" I hiss, stomping my foot as I press the bumper of the cue stick against the floor.
"Sorry, Hazel," Alexander smiles, fishing out the cue ball. "That's a scratch."
"I know the rules," I reply, sticking out my tongue as I place my cue back on the rack. "Just take your shot so I can beat you."
"Yes, ma'am," he chuckles, placing the cue ball.
I remove my hair elastic and run my fingers through my long brown hair as Alex lines up his shot. He still has two balls to go before he can take a shot at the eight ball. There's no way I won't get another turn. I'm not at all surprised when he easily sinks the solid green ball, but his next shot won't be as easy.
Dividing my hair into three even sections, I begin weaving them together while continuing to watch. Shit. The solid blue ball enters the pocket as the cue ball rolls back toward the middle of the table. A frown crosses my face as I braid my hair and Alex calls his final shot. He makes it.
"Fucking dammit," I say again, pouting sadly.
"You put up a good fight," Alex says, extending his arms while still holding his cue. He takes a short bow. "We just can't all be this good."
"Right, okay," I snort, finishing my braid and tossing it back so it falls to my butt.
"Is that a challenge?" he asks with a raised brow.
"You bet it is," I declare, grabbing my pool cue. "But, I think I also wanna make you pay for that cocky attitude."
"And how do you plan to do that?" Alex questions, a sexy smirk enhancing his chiseled features as he approaches me.
"Easy," I state confidently, drawing myself up to my full five-foot nine-inches to look up at the tall, handsome guy. "We're gonna bet on the next game. That way you'll lose your pride and you'll owe me."
"What stakes do you propose?" he wonders as we stare at each other while holding our cue sticks.
"When you lose," I begin, poking him in the chest, "you are gonna give me an hour of pure pleasure. It'll be all about me. Foot rub, back rub, full body massage. And you're gonna go down on me until I'm a sweaty, drooling mess."
"And if I win?" Alex gives me a predatory grin.
"You won't," I state firmly.
"In that case," he says while I admire his dimples and caramel skin, "you have to give me an hour of bliss when you lose. Full body massage and a long, loving blowjob. And you'll be naked."
"Oh, I will be?" I ask with a raised eyebrow. "You'd really take advantage of a pregnant girl?"
"Yes," Alex nods shamelessly. "It shouldn't be an issue, though. Since you're so sure you'll win."
"Rack 'em up," I respond confidently.
Alexander sets up the game while I lean on my cue stick and look around the massive game room. In addition to the pool table, there is a dart board, a huge television, and a big couch. Steven has a bunch of modern gaming consoles set up and several old ones are displayed on the wall. One entire wall is taken up by vintage arcade games. I usually don't like guys who are too nerdy, but Steven can somehow make anything sexy.
There are quite a few people down here with us, playing games and flirting. Three people are sitting on the couch, playing a video game that involves racing around a track on go-karts. Kevin Miller and Derek Parker are teaching Mira Suzuki and Anika Patel how to play darts.
The arcade games are popular, too. All of them are classics, and I have some fond memories of playing with Kayla, Marcia, and Ashley. Stacey is standing next to April while the short girl gazes at the screen with intense focus. Light is reflecting off her glasses as she maneuvers the little yellow circle with the triangle cutout for a mouth. A red ghost catches her, and the game makes the sad sound indicating a loss. I can't help but giggle when the petite blonde starts swearing angrily.
"Your break," Alex announces, gesturing toward the table.
My break is decent, although there are a couple of annoying groups of balls. I pocket one solid and one striped ball. Due to placement, I call a shot on the purple-striped ball. Sinking the shot gives me stripes again, and puts me in the lead. I miss my next shot, but Alex does not have a clear shot. Not a bad start at all.
Alexander misses, but manages to break up the cluster of balls. I sink a third before missing and passing back to him. I'm gonna win! I give Alex a confident smile as he lines up his shot. He makes it, but no big deal. Shit. He makes another. We're tied. At least he misses the next. We each have four balls left.
The two of us go back-and-forth until he only has the solid orange ball remaining, while I have the maroon-striped ball. I sink the maroon stripe ball in the side pocket, setting myself up perfectly for the win. Leaning over the table, I line up the shot and take my turn. My smile falls off my face when I make the same mistake as last game; the cue ball follows into the pocket. Only this time, a foul at this point is considered a loss.
"Fuck," I let out a breath as I stand. "I guess I lose."
"Don't worry about it, I'm not a complete creep," Alex chuckles. "I won't hold you to the bet, I'm just happy to prove my skills."
"Wait here," I say, biting my lower lip.
I rush out of the game room, leaving Alexander standing next to the pool table and wondering what is going on. Entering the backyard, I find Steven sitting at a table with Lexi and Nicole. They're playing a board game that involves each person moving their little car along the board to symbolize the journey of life, leading up to retirement.
"Oh, c'mon!" Lexi whines as I approach the table. "I paid fifty thousand for these stupid, little pegs. Just give me half what I paid for these three."
"Lexi," Steven begins with exasperation, "you can't sell your children back to the bank."
"You're not the banker!" Lexi argues.
"I am, and I agree with Steven," Nicole rolls her eyes.
"That's so unfair!" Lexi grumbles. "You only have a spouse and no kids. Steven just has a wife and two kids. How did I get saddled with four?"
"Even the game knows you can't keep your legs closed," I speak up, making Steven and Nicole laugh.
"Big talk coming from you," Lexi mutters.
"Hi, Hazel," Steven smiles while I flip off Lexi. He then turns to Nicole while taking a peg out of his car and holding it up. "Banker, how much will you give me for Lexi?"
"I'm gonna need a few million to take her off your hands," Nicole replies with a straight face.
"Bitch," Lexi blows a raspberry. "I saw you check your hair for grays when you had a midlife crisis in-game."
"I love my red hair, I don't ever wanna go gray," Nicole sighs.
"Oh, I think Steven has a new gray," I comment, leaning forward to look at him.
"Hilarious. Did the comedian want something?" he asks me with a glare.
"Uh, right," I wince, shuffling from foot to foot nervously. "So, ah, Alex and I were playing pool."
"You didn't break the pool table, did you?" Nicole interjects with a frown.
"Steven's fucked me on that pool table a dozen times and it's always been fine," Lexi adds. "What kind of wild, kinky sex were you having?"
"The pool table's fine, we didn't break anything," I say quietly, looking right at Steven. "We're just really getting along, and um, I know we flirted and stuff, but um..."
"I already said I didn't mind if you slept with him," Steven replies softly. "You're not my girlfriend, and my nephew is a good guy."
"I know, I'm just trying to be less of a bitch," I explain. "I was really mean to you before, and I do care about you, about all of you. I'm not looking for a relationship with him or anything, just a roll in the sack."
"I'm glad you admit you're a bitch," Lexi comments.
"Lexi!" Nicole hisses.
"Ignore them," Steven's smile doesn't reach his eyes. "Have fun."
"Tell me not to have sex with him and I won't," I tell him sincerely.
"Thank you, but I'm not going to do that," Steven responds. "We aren't together, and we already agreed on how to handle this. You asked, and I said I was okay with it."
"If you're sure..." I trail off.
"I am," he nods.
"I love you," I whisper, walking over to him and placing my hand on his cheek. Leaning in, I kiss him lightly.
"I love you, too," Steven replies, reaching out to place his hand on my stomach. "Both of you."
I'm deep in thought as I walk through the house. I still regret my outburst, telling Steven it's none of his business if I'm having sex at parties. Was it true? Well, maybe. We aren't together. But, I was just being a bitch. He's spoken for, but I still love him. Steven treats me so well, and he doesn't need to put up with my bullshit.
This topic is talked to death. Who I'll sleep with, who I should sleep with. Ashley has a boyfriend now, but Josh is okay with her having some fun with Steven. Marcia and Kwan seem to be getting serious. Lexi and Nicole are dating Steven. Kayla's his daughter. Where does that leave me? The mother of his child? Fuck, he probably isn't even the biological father. The same issues. Over and over and over. Yet, I never have any solution.
"Welcome back," Alex smiles at me when I return to the game room. "Everything okay?"
"Yes, everything's fine," I nod, approaching him and offering my hand. "How about we head to your room? I think it's time I pay up for losing our wager."
I lead Alex through the house by the hand, occasionally glancing back at him and smiling. When I catch him checking out my butt, I put an extra sway in my hips as we head down the hall. We enter Alex's room and I shut the door, backing up against it as I give him a shy smile.
"We really don't ha-" he begins, stopping as I rush toward him.
Grabbing his face in both hands, I stand on my toes and press my lips against his. Our tongues dance as Alexander's large hand squeezes my ass. I press my body to him while moaning softly into his mouth. His arousal is obvious, and I can feel my pussy dampening.
Breaking our lip lock, I kiss along his face until I can playfully nibble on his ear. Squatting in front of him, I pull down Alex's shorts and boxer briefs. I lick my lips as I wrap my fingers around his cock. He has a nice dick; it's long and thick and a darker caramel than his skin. I quickly lean forward and take him between my lips.
"Mm, mm!" I hum, gulping him down. "Mm!"
"Oh fuck, yes!" Alex hisses, placing his hands on my head.
I hold his thighs while bobbing my head, giving him an enthusiastic blowjob. Alex grabs my boobs from outside my yellow shirt before going for my braid. Like every guy, he loves my long hair. Winding my braid around his fist, he uses his hands to guide my movements.
I flick my eyes up to meet his while moaning thickly around the cock in my mouth. His leg starts to shake a few minutes in, and I can tell he's trying to resist cumming. I won't be denied; I lash the bottom of his shaft with my tongue while sucking hard. In just over five minutes I'm rewarded with several blasts of warm, sticky jizz.
"Mm, yummy!" I coo after showing him his cum and swallowing. I swallow a third time to make sure I get every drop down into my belly.
"Damn, you're so fucking sexy," he comments with a light chuckle.
"I know," I say confidently as I stand up. "Now, get those clothes off. I owe you a massage."
Alexander removes his clothes, giving me a great view of his tight ass and defined abs. I have him sit on the edge of the bed so he can watch me fulfill another condition of my defeat. I playfully twirl the white tie-belt on my shorts before starting to strip.
First my yellow top, then my white shorts. Raising my arms above my head, I spin around in my underwear as I enjoy being admired. I'm filled with lust when Alex gasps as my bra hits the floor. Moments later, I drop my panties and let him see everything I have to offer.
Instructing Alex to sit cross-legged in the center of the bed, I get behind him and start the massage. My hands work his shoulders as I coo in his ear while pressing my bare breasts against his back. I'm not exactly a massage therapist, but I think Alex is quite pleased having a naked girl rubbing herself against him.
Alex lays on his stomach so I can straddle him and rub his back. He sighs happily when I lean down to kiss his cheek. Then I scoot back so I can massage his rock hard butt-cheeks. We both laugh when I playfully lean in and lightly bite his ass, teasing his skin with my teeth.
When rolling him onto his back, I quickly discover Alex is fully hard again. Kneeling perpendicular to him, I lean over his lap so I can give him another blowjob. My braid is hanging down the side of my face, my hand cupping his balls as I suck hard on his throbbing pole.
His large hand covers my head, pushing me down on his dick and making me gag slightly. Alex's other hand explores my body, starting with my tits. I bob my head up and down in his lap while he plays with my hanging boobs. Then Alex slides his hand down my back and gives me a playful swat on the butt. I moan and drool around his cock when he starts fingering my pussy.
It's not easy to focus on sucking dick while someone is rubbing my clit. Drool runs from my lips and coats his balls as I struggle to focus on my task. Alex is really good with his fingers, and he soon has me squirming. My orgasm hits me hard, making me moan and squeal around his shaft, my mouth opening wide as he holds my head down.
The vibrations of my throat causes Alex to reach his limit. A rope of semen hits the roof of my mouth, making me cough slightly. It isn't easy to swallow while cumming, and some of his load ends up running back down his shaft. When I come down from my orgasm, I move my mouth up and down his length, sucking up all the semen I can get.
"You definitely know how to help a guy relax," Alex chuckles as I pull off his dick.
"Thanks," I giggle, curling up beside him so he can wrap an arm around my shoulders.
"Fuck, I wish I could stay here awhile longer," he sighs regretfully.
"Because the party is fun, or because you're getting blowjobs from a hot chick?" I ask, looking up at him inquisitively.
"Uh, both?" Alex grins and shrugs.
"Hm, I guess that's an acceptable answer," I reply while running my fingers over my Slut-sisters necklace. "Your plane leaves around lunchtime tomorrow?"
"Around then, I think," he confirms with a nod.
"Have you talked to your parents? Are they enjoying the area?" I inquire. "Now that they're away from the house of craziness."
"Can we not talk about my parents right now?" Alex grimaces.
"Right, sorry," I giggle cutely. "Let's talk about your trip next week. Hoping to get laid in the big city?"
"Nah, I doubt it," he answers. "I'll be sharing a room with a friend and don't wanna kick him out."
"Why not?" I shrug. "Isn't there a bro code for stuff like that? I know we girls have a ho code. I would not clam jam a sister."
"I didn't know there was such a thing as a 'ho code.'" Alex smirks.
"Sure," I respond with a nod. "If a girl is getting lucky, the other girl should make herself scarce. Sock on the door, a quick text to let her know to find someplace else to sleep. It's only fair."
"Well, I guess we'll see what happens," Alex laughs. "Right now, my only plans are to enjoy the city and the fireworks. It should be a fun holiday."
My mind starts to wander as we continue to talk about random topics. Steven. How do I really feel about him? I remember him babysitting me, I remember him putting a bandage on my knee after I fell off my bike. He's my best friend's father, not a potential romantic partner. At least until Hurricane Lexi.
I always thought Steven was really sexy, and I do like older guys. Still, I never planned on sleeping with him. Of course, life rarely goes as planned. Now? Steven is the ideal man as far as I'm concerned. I let three random guys use me and got knocked up. He might be the father, but doesn't care either way. We'll always be connected.
My thumb brushes against my ring; the promise ring. Fuck, I really am a stupid whore. I treat him like crap, and he still is doing so much for me. Now I'm in bed with a guy. I knew damn well he didn't want me to fuck him, but I still opened my slut-mouth.
I know I won't get a happily-ever-after with Steven, and I have to admit that I still do want to enjoy being young and hot. Right now? I'm carrying our child. I can't do any more than I already have. I like Alex well enough, but this is just a casual hook-up. It's not worth causing the man I love any more pain.
"Alex?" I mumble, interrupting him mid-sentence.
"Yeah, babe?" he replies, looking down at me.
"I-I don't think I can do this," I swallow weakly. "H-have sex, I mean."
"Are you okay?" Alex asks, a concerned expression on his face.
"Yea, I think so," I nod quickly. "I'm just pregnant and hormonal. I know it would just be casual sex, but I don't think I can do that right now. I'm really sorry, I didn't mean to give you blue balls."
"You didn't, you made me cum twice," he jokes to lighten the mood.
"I want to, it's just..." I trail off.
"I totally get it, it's fine," Alex kisses the top of my head.
"And I know it doesn't make any sense since we aren't together or anything, but it somehow feels like I'm cheating," I say quickly, unable to stop talking. "Steven has two girlfriends and he might not even be the father and he said it was okay, I just don't think I can. I've been such a bitch."
"Hazel, Hazel," he smiles, finally getting me to stop rambling. "It's complicated, it's okay. I get it. I'm fine with this. I'm still your friend, and your baby is going to be my cousin. Which would have made doing anything kind of weird anyway."
"Plus, I'm not a redhead," I tease before sighing again. "You're really hot and my type, it's just..."
"HAZEL!" Alex exclaims in exasperation. "It's fine. Really fine. Like, not the fine where you say it's fine even though it isn't. Actually fine. I've had a wonderful time with you. It would have been fun even without any sex stuff. I'm not mad, I'm not disappointed. I had a great time. Truly."
"Are you sure?" I ask nervously.
"Positive," he replies.
"Thank you," I bite my lower lip. "You're gonna make a great big cousin."
"I'm already a big cousin," Alex points out. "Did you forget about Kayla?"
"No, I just forgot you were older than her," I giggle, blushing slightly as I remember we're both naked. "Uh, I should probably put some clothes on."
"Now, that's a damn shame," he laughs, grinning to show he's only teasing.
Alex only puts on a pair of boxer briefs before turning his back and playing on his phone. It's so sweet he's being such a gentleman and not gawking at me while I get dressed. I give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek, promising to talk more in the morning. Then I grab my phone, purse, and sandals before leaving the room. I get myself a drink and head to my bedroom.
Stripping down to my panties, I get into bed and turn to my go-to method for avoidance; television. Hospital Doctors in Love should help me turn off my brain. At least, that was the plan. I end up on an episode in the second season where Doctor McSpoogy ends up in a bathing suit by the pool. Seeing Nolan Reed shirtless is making my slutty pussy crave cock again.
Shit. Shit, shit, shit! What kind of future do I have? I can't marry Steven. Which means, I need to find someone else. Someone else who can accept my child, and can accept Steven in my life. Oh, and my Slut-sisters. Dammit. This episode is reminding me of talking with Steven, him agreeing it's fine if I have sex with Alex. I remember joking with him about also wanting to get fucked by Nolan Reed. This same shit, again and again. Without ever moving forward.



No. I'm not moving forward. The others are all going to college. Ashley has a boyfriend, Marcia is sort of seeing someone. Kayla is single, but she's still Kayla. She's going to have upperclassman drooling all over her in a few months. Especially after they see her in a cheerleader uniform. Even Lexi has her future planned out.
I watch a few more episodes, but I'm unable to lose myself in the show. It's starting to get late, but I don't think I can even fall asleep. Reading doesn't help and there's nothing else I want to do. Normally, I might reach out to Kayla, my childhood best friend. Instead, I choose someone I think can understand the issue better. Someone I usually butt heads with. Grabbing my phone, I send a text. It takes quite awhile to get the first response.
Hazel: Hi.
Lexi: Good evening, you've reached Lexi's sex tip hot line.
-For blowjob tips, press 1.
-For a detailed guide to sex positions(with pictures!), press 2.
-To purchase a copy of Lexi's Guide to Whoredom, press 3.
-To learn all about semen, press 4.
-For anal, press 5.
Hazel: What the fuck is wrong with you?
Lexi: What do you mean? You told us you were gonna sleep with Alex.
Hazel: Yeah, so?
Lexi: You should be having sex, but instead you're texting me. Just me. Not the group chat.
Lexi: He's Kayla's cousin, so I'm not surprised he wants to get really kinky.
Lexi: So, what is it? Rimjob? Golden shower? I don't kink shame.
Hazel: You're disgusting.
Lexi: What? You would have included the others if he just wanted to go to fifth base.
Hazel: There's no such thing as fifth base!
Lexi: Aw, you're so innocent. :)
Hazel: Anal, I assume? I just never heard it called fifth base.
Lexi: You shoulda pressed five.
Hazel: I was wondering why you took so long to respond, now I'm wishing you didn't.
Lexi: I was getting fucked by my boyfriend. Why aren't you taking it from behind right now?
Hazel: It felt like cheating on Steven. I thought you might understand.
Lexi: Oh.
Hazel: I should have texted Kayla.
Lexi: You in your room?
Hazel: Yeah.
Lexi: Don't move, I'll be right there.
Getting out of bed, I run my hand through my braid before crossing my arms beneath my bare breasts. I glance over at my bedside table and spot the pregnancy book, which makes me sigh. Fortunately, I don't have to wait long before Lexi surprises me by actually knocking on the door. Despite my anxiety, I can't help but snort and laugh when I see her.
"What?" Lexi frowns, shutting the door behind her.
"Cum," I respond, tapping the corner of my lips.
"Oh, oops," the redhead says, reaching up to wipe her lip. She ends up needing to get tissues from my bedside table to clean her face. "Good catch."
"Uh, what did you tell Steven about where you were going?" I ask nervously. "Does he know I'm a mess?"
"I just told him you wanted to talk. You know him, he doesn't pry," Lexi explains, tossing the tissues in the trash. "So, what happened?"
"Short version? We played pool and bet oral. I lost and ran to check with Steven to make sure he was okay with it," I answer with a heavy sigh. "I knew Steven was jealous, but I got my permission. I sucked him off twice, then I started thinking about how selfish I am. So, I left. Couldn't sleep and texted you."
"I'm surprised you thought of me," Lexi smiles while removing her robe. Like me, she's only wearing panties and her Slut-sisters necklace. Her underwear are light blue with little yellow ducks on them. "And glad. I know I'm a brat, but I love you. I love all my Slut-sisters."
"You're the brat, I'm the bitch, it works," I giggle, sitting down on the edge of the bed.
"I guess it does," she agrees, sitting down beside me. "So, tell me; why did you think of me?"
"I know you haven't been with any other guy since you and Steven got together, but I also know you have kind of a complicated past," I begin slowly, not wanting to be cruel or seem like I'm judging. "Do you ever, I don't know, think about being with other guys?"
"No, not at all," Lexi shakes her head. "I'm a broken girl. There's a reason I won't let any of you girls use the strap-on on me, or even a dildo. Fingers are one thing, but only Steven gets to penetrate me. I have no desire whatsoever to touch another man."
"And yet you encourage us to go completely wild," I point out. "Kind of hypocritical, don't you think?"
"Not really," she shrugs. "I want people to do what makes them happy. If getting made airtight makes you happy, go for it. I even discouraged Kayla from getting to into group sex, because I knew it wasn't coming from a good place."
"Yeah, that makes sense," I nod slowly.
"You still haven't really explained why me?" Lexi prods gently. "I'm still happy, but I'm curious. Curious how I can best help."
"As annoying as you are, you are incredibly insightful," I admit, making Lexi smile proudly. "You're gonna be a great psychiatrist or psychologist or psycho or whatever. Anyway, I just thought you'd understand, one broken girl to another."
Lexi takes a deep breath. Her posture changes, tenses. She's not looking at me anymore, just staring off.
"I definitely understand doing things that are bad for you, just to feel something, anything," Lexi whispers, looking straight ahead as her hands grip the edge of the bed. "I needed it to be my choice, to make everything else seem not as bad. Keith didn't really force me, but he made sure I was pretty fucked up before passing me around. And I did it because I felt like I deserved it."
"We don't have to talk about this," I tell her, reaching out to place my hand on hers.
"You know, I was having sex during the school day. I'd grab guys and drag them into janitor's closets or empty classrooms to suck them off," Lexi continues, ignoring me. "I even fucked a teacher to get Keith a passing grade. I'm not trying to take the focus off you, I just want you to understand that I'll never judge you. Never," she finally turns and looks me in the eye, appearing more serious than I've ever seen her. "I'm the girl who let guys run a train on her at a party, or took on multiple guys at once. So, talk to me. What's really going on?"
"I know you won't judge me," I acknowledge. "It's funny, this house was always where I could come to be accepted. My sperm and egg donors needed me to be perfect. They didn't want Hazel, they wanted the ideal daughter."
"Your parents suck," Lexi states firmly. "They lost a truly wonderful daughter."
"Thank you," I smile, a film of tears coating my eyes. "I don't know if Steven is the biological father, probably not. But, I do love him. It's stupid. So fucking stupid. I, I, I, I can't marry him. You're with him, and I won't try to steal him. I know you wanted all of us to be together here, but how can that possibly work? It can't. It can't fucking work."
"Why?" Lexi asks simply.
"What? What do you mean, 'why?'" I frown. "It's insane. Completely insane. He's only one person, there's only so much of him to go around."
"He keeps up with ME," the redhead points out. "I'm pretty sure there's enough of him to go around."
"You're impossible," I look up slightly and let out a breath.
"And you're stupid for fighting against what you really want," Lexi replies. "What are you gonna do? Find a different guy? Fuck that shit. He would keep you from Steven. Look at Shawn. He didn't even want Marcia to be with her Slut-sisters. I mean, I get it, cheating is cheating. Male or female. But, c'mon, how could he think he could keep Marcia from us? Even our parents couldn't keep us from each other. No. Fucking. Way."
"I'm kind of surprised you're so eager to share him," I say, changing the subject slightly. "I know you're scared of losing Steven."
"That's more about him realizing we have nothing in common or that I'm not good enough," Lexi sighs. "I trust my Slut-sisters. You won't push me out. You are a bitch, but you're not THAT bad."
"Thanks, I guess," I snort. "You're over your issues with Stacey?"
"Stacey can visit," Lexi shrugs. "But, she needs an appointment. Plus, I definitely wanna see my man fuck April's brains out."
"So, April and Stacey are guests," I say, trying to follow her train of thought. "Steven has five wives and a bunch of kids. Where does that leave Kayla? He can't marry his daughter."
"Kayla can have a husband if she really needs one, I guess," Lexi rolls her eyes. "We'll turn the shed into a guest house and let him stay there."
"He wouldn't be a pet!" I laugh.
"I said guest house, not dog house," Lexi reminds me. "I'd say she could get a wife, but that girl loves dick too much."
"Your plan is already failing, you know," I argue. "Ashley has a boyfriend and Marcia might end up dating Kwan."
"Marcia isn't gonna date Kwan," Lexi shakes her head. "No way. Marcia knows she's in love with Steven. They'll keep it casual for awhile then drift apart. As for Ashley? That relationship is doomed. I mean, do you really think Ashley Bartlett is going to go through college without earning the title 'sorority slut?'"
"I can definitely see Ashley joining a sorority," I reluctantly agree. "But Lexi, you can't just dictate all our futures."
"Why not?" she shrugs. "It's worked pretty well so far. I've got you and Nicole in the house. I got Kayla and Steven to have sex. I got all you straight girls to break out in lesbian orgies every other day. I'd say I'm doing a great job."
"You can't be saying you planned all of that out," I roll my eyes.
"You underestimate my power," Lexi growls in a deep voice. "Free will is insignificant compared to the dark side of the slut."
"You're an idiot," I giggle, shaking my head. "Your plan is completely unrealistic."
"What do you mean realistic?" the redhead questions. "Hazel, you know Steven's rich, right?"
"Yeah," I respond simply.
"And super sexy," Lexi adds.
"Obviously," I agree.
"Super sexy rich guys basically get to do whatever the fuck they want," Lexi explains. "No one even cares. Sure, he can legally only marry one person, but having a harem? They'll call him a sexist eccentric at worst. Since, you know, lots of girls and only one guy. But, we'll know different. Fuck what anyone else thinks."
"They could call us a cult and try taking away the kids," I point out.
"Steven even has a sexy cop to help him out," she reasons. "Oh, and if someone tried to take my child, I'd rip their throat out with my teeth. Then I'd copy Kayla and bite their dick off. Finally, I'd shove the severed penis down the open throat wound. And then I'd get mad."
"You scare me sometimes," I nudge her shoulder with mine.
"I should," Lexi replies sadly. "I've seen some serious shit."
"I know," I squeeze her hand. "I'm glad you can still laugh and joke."
"It keeps the horrors away," she shrugs. "David, Keith, a few others, yeah, they're gonna be on trial. Maybe they'll be stuck in jail, maybe not. The others? They're fine."
"Others?" I ask slowly.
"Keith thought he could pull off a kidnapping scheme from a crappy TV show," Lexi rolls her eyes. "Does that sound like someone smart enough to run a gambling ring, sell sex, and sell drugs?"
"Uh, I guess not," I answer. "You're talking about that gang shit?"
"Organized crime, yeah," Lexi nods. "The Crocs. Stupid fucking name. The worst days were when I was a party favor to Keith's bosses. Sarah said the district attorney tried to get Keith to to give names, but he refused. He doesn't wanna get killed. Keith doesn't even know which cops are dirty. He's just an idiot thug the gang used to sell drugs to teens and find girls to violate."
"I hope they can take down that fucking gang," I growl.
"Doubtful," she sighs. "They're in multiple states, possibly in other countries for all I know. Some of them are really fucking sadistic. I told you the tame stuff, but yeah, they loved to humiliate me. Laughing at me while making me lick cum off the floor was a good day."
"If any of them come near you again, I'll bite their cocks off," I insist vehemently. "Slut-sisters forever."
"That means you can't leave us and go find a husband," Lexi points out with a grin. "I mean, don't you love being able to just go down the hall and get this," her fingers lightly caress my thigh, "anytime you want?"
"Lexi, stop, I... ugh," I groan when the redhead cups my vulva from outside my panties. "Mm, ungh!"
"You know me, sex heals my wounds and is how I bond," she tells me, her fingers rubbing me.
"Oh, God!" I hiss, reaching down to grab her wrist.
"We're Slut-sisters, we should always be together," Lexi whispers. "We need each other."
"Fuck, Lexi," I gasp as she pushes my panties aside and runs her fingers along my slit. "What are you doing?"
"Making you feel good, duh!" the redhead giggles as she pushes two fingers into me. "I love you and want to bond with you."
"I love you, too. Ah!" I groan while she curls her fingers to stimulate my vaginal walls. "Ooh! Don't stop! Lexi, don't stop!"
"You don't get to cum until you admit what you really want," Lexi says, pushing me to the edge while not quite letting me explode.
"Please, don't stop!" I toss my head back and moan, my nails digging into her wrist as my other hand grabs my boob. "Lexi, this isn't fair!"
"What do you want, slut?" she questions, her thumb circling my clit.
"I want to cum!" I whine pathetically.
"What do you really want?" Lexi demands, pulling slightly away from my clit to stop me from reaching orgasm.
"Dammit, fine!" I practically yell in frustration. "I want it, okay! I want Steven and a family and the Slut-sisters! I want us all to be together forev- OH FUCK!"
"Good girls who are honest get to cum," Lexi smiles, pushing her fingers into my tunnel while her thumb stimulates my clit.
"Is that, ah, a tip in your, ah, your guide to whoredom?" I ask, my eyes rolling back as my toes curl.
"Maybe," she giggles. "You'll have to buy a copy to find out."
I make a series of yelping noises, falling back onto the bed as I cum hard. Lexi really is a goddess of sex, a true artist who knows how to manipulate every nerve for maximum pleasure. I cum a second time, then a third. Then I think I forget who and where I am.
When I return to earth, I use my elbows to lift my upper body so I can look at Lexi. The two of us stare at each other for several seconds, both of us breathing heavily. There's fire in her green eyes, and I love the light freckles on her pale skin. Her red hair is framing her face as her bosom heaves.
We move as one, lunging at each other with pure passion. Lexi and I are making out, rolling around on my bed as our hands wander. It takes some effort, but I manage to get the scrappy redhead on her back. I pull off her panties and spread her legs so I can get my face at her pussy.
"Yes!" Lexi hisses, grabbing my head in both hands. "Eat me! Eat my pussy!"
I only have a couple months of experience, but I know my way around a cunt. Moaning softly, I happily lap up all of Lexi's love juices while squeezing one of her boobs. Fuck, this girl's skin is so soft. I lose myself in the task, needing only a few minutes to make Lexi cum for me.
Sitting up, I take off my underwear and toss them on the floor. Then I get on top of Lexi so we can start tribbing. My Slut-sisters necklace hangs down, clinking against hers. Next thing I know, Lexi's on top of me, grinding her slit down against my pussy. I moan her name, inspiring her to move faster. Our eyes lock as we both orgasm at the same time.
Lexi flips around so we can sixty-nine for a few minutes, fingering and licking each other as we both moan and writhe. I hold Lexi's butt-cheeks while pushing my tongue between her labia. The redhead sucks on my clit, making me lose focus. I pull away from her pussy as my back arches and I cum on her talented tongue.
While I'm trying to recover, Lexi rushes out of bed. I'm too out of it to figure out what she's up to. I find out when she gets between my legs and shoves a dildo up my twat. I screech and grab the sheets, my toes curling. The sexy nymphomaniac maneuvers her body so she can lick my clit while working the fake cock in and out of me.
It's late, and we end up cuddling while simply enjoying each other's presence. I ask Lexi to stay the night with me, and she agrees. The redhead then explains her plan for the morning. I giggle and grin as I agree wholeheartedly with the idea. It's perfect.
"Where are you going?" I ask when Lexi hops out of bed.
"I'm gonna tell Steven that I'm staying with you," Lexi explains, grabbing the dildo.
"Uh, why are you taking that with you?" I frown, sitting up.
"To show him," Lexi shrugs, marching toward the door completely naked.
I laugh and shake my head as I admire Lexi's naked ass. Her freckles aren't a thick coating like some people have, with the small spots spread out over her body. The brat throws the door open and walks out into the hallway with the dildo that's soaked in my juices.
"Lexi?!" a male voice gasps in shock. A wet thud follows a second later. "Ow!"
"Shit!" Lexi rushes back into the bedroom, her face red.
"What happened?" I frown in confusion.
"I just hit Dan in the face with a dildo!" Lexi explains.
"Why did you do that?" I ask with a laugh.
"Yeah, why did you do that?" Dan asks from the doorway, his face turned away to not see us naked.
"It's nothing you haven't seen before, Dan," I snort. "You okay?"
"I'm fine," the big guy replies, standing in his underwear. "I got up to go to the bathroom and was coming back. Lexi walked out completely naked and I was surprised. Then, ah, yeah..."
"Sorry," Lexi grins, which Dan can't even see. "I wasn't expecting to run into anybody."
"All good," Dan laughs. "I'm going back to bed. Have a good night, ladies."
We say goodnight to Dan before looking at each other and bursting into fits of giggles. Once we calm down, Lexi runs out to talk to Steven and Nicole, this time wearing a robe. When she returns, we get into bed and hold each other close. Lexi and I butt heads a lot, but she's my Slut-sister. We'll always have each other.
~Marcia~
I sigh in contentment as I snuggle up to Kwan, my head resting on his chest and my arm thrown around his waist. He tightens his grip around my shoulders, his hand squeezing my upper arm affectionately. A soft breeze passes by, causing my dark hair to flutter slightly while I enjoy an amazing Saturday night.
Not nearly as many people are staying over tonight, but there are still a few others outside with us. Steven went to bed early, so there's no bonfire tonight. Instead, there's a large screen set up so that we can watch a movie outside. There's plenty of popcorn, and I have a wine cooler while Kwan is enjoying an ice cold beer.
My phone buzzes in my purse, distracting from the movie. Brushing my hair back, I sit up and reach down to grab my phone. Kwan munches on popcorn and sips on beer while I text with Lexi. I love her idea for the morning and quickly give my approval before putting my phone away.
Sipping on my wine cooler, I think about my plans for the near future. College is going to be an adventure and I'm excited to decide what I want to do with the rest of my life. I know I'll have my Slut-sisters with me every step of the way, so I try to push down my anxiety about making it through college. I also can't wait to meet Hazel's baby and be Auntie Marcia.
Romance? That's a whole other issue. I have to be honest with myself and admit I'm in love with Steven. However, he can't be what I need. Lexi has her own plans, but I want my own house and my own family. My own husband, my own kids. My Slut-sisters will always be family, but I want something else, too.
Where does that leave Kwan? As much as I love to have everything figured out, I know it's way too early to be worrying about marriage. I'm only eighteen. I fully intend to continue making love with Steven and my Slut-sisters. Kwan knows about them, but I don't know if he wants a girlfriend he has to share. I also need to think about Steven. I know he's okay with me having sex, but I don't ever want to hurt him.



The movie ends and people start wandering off; some to the tents, some into the house, while others disappear in the darkness. I can still hear splashing in the pool, and I'm just barely able to make out the shapes of what seem to be a guy and girl making out. In the distance, it looks like a tall guy is leading a girl behind the shed, likely for some quick fun.
Kwan and I head inside to use the bathroom and wash up. We then return outside and enter the same tent from last night. Our stuff is still here and we use the light from my phone so we can see each other. I'm still wearing jean shorts and a red top. Kwan looks cute in shorts and a t-shirt.
"So, ah, Lexi did ask if I can meet up with the girls in the morning," I wince. "We can hang out after if you want?"
"That actually works out," Kwan smiles. "My parents want me to spend the day with them tomorrow."
"Oh, so you're gonna leave early?" I ask to clarify.
"If that's okay," he continues. "I definitely wanna hang out with you some more."
"We have all summer," I grin widely. "You'll be sick of me before long."
"Somehow, I doubt that," Kwan laughs lightly before looking at me nervously. "I'm not, you know, expecting anything to happen tonight, but um, I was wondering where we stood? I know we're not together or anything, I just, ah, I'm just not good at this. Sorry. I wasn't sure how else to ask."
"You're so cute, I can't stand it!" I reach forward and hug him tightly before pulling back with a small blush. "And I'm not sure. I, well, you know my weird situation."
"With Steven and the other girls," Kwan nods slightly. "Yeah, it's different."
"I'm not sure what we should do. It's something I was just thinking about as well," I sigh, brushing my hair back behind my ears. "I know I like you. I feel a real connection."
"I feel it, too," he looks at me affectionately. "I definitely want to keep seeing you. Maybe something casual? We're friends, maybe we go on dates, and um, if you want, maybe other stuff as well?"
"So, friends with benefits?" I ask with a raised brow.
"No, no!" Kwan stammers, holding up his hands. "Just friends who really like each other and go on dates."
"What does that sound like to you?" I question with a small smirk.
"Uh, well, shit," he blushes.
"It's probably the best way forward," I lean forward and peck his lips. "We're dating. Casually. You're not my boyfriend, but we do hang out. And I might be interested in some of that other stuff you're talking about."
"Is that so?" Kwan smiles, his eyes briefly darting down to my cleavage.
"Mmhmm," I nod, biting my lower lip. "I might have a fun idea."
"Do tell," he gestures at me with his hand.
"Okay, I hope you like it," I blush slightly while pulling a deck of playing cards out of my purse that I had snagged from the living room. "H-how do you feel about strip poker?"
Kwan is quite happy with strip poker, although he argues that it's not fair that I have more articles of clothing than he does. I have my shorts, shirt, bra, and panties. He's wearing shorts, a t-shirt, and boxer briefs. We're both barefoot. We agree that he doesn't have to take off anything the first time he loses to make it fair.
I deal out the first hand, five cards for each of us. My hand consists of the five of hearts, the six of spades, the seven of spades, the eight of diamonds, and the jack of hearts. Hm, what do I do? Do I keep the jack and the eight, hoping for a high pair? Or do I take a risk and go for the straight? A four or a nine would work, so I should have a decent chance.
"I'd like three cards," Kwan says, tossing away three of his old cards.
"Dealer takes one," I reply, dealing out the cards.
"Uh-oh, looks like I'm screwed," he winces.
"No, I am," I sigh. My jack of hearts is replaced with the jack of clubs. I show him my hand. "Nothing. I was going for a straight."
"Pair of tens!" Kwan announces, grinning widely.
"It's my game, I guess it's fair that I go first," I reply as a naughty idea occurs to me.
I get up on my knees, smirking as Kwan's eyes once again drop to my cleavage. He's expecting me to take my shirt off. Sorry, buddy! His eyes widen when I unbutton my jean shorts and slide them down to my thighs. Laying back, I lift my butt so I can pull of my shorts and toss them aside. I then sit cross-legged in front of him in my red shirt and a pair of panties with ruffles, a self-satisfied smirk on my face.
For the second hand, I'm dealt two kings, a two, an ace, and a nine. I keep the two kings and ditch the other three cards. Kwan requests two cards. I end up receiving a pair of fives and a queen. Yes, two pair! I show them off with a grin. The smile slides off my face when Kwan reveals three jacks. Three of a kind beats two pair.
"Sorry, babe," he smiles slightly.
"No, you're not," I snort.
Laying on my back, I once again lift my bum, this time so I can remove my underwear. Kwan gasps when my clean-shaven vulva comes in to view. The way he's admiring me is such a turn on. Channeling my inner slut, I open my legs and use two fingers to spread my labia, showing him my most intimate place.
"Whoa," Kwan mumbles as I return to my cross-legged position.
"I'm not usually that forward," I admit with a blush even as I feel my pussy flowering open in anticipation.
"I'm glad you're comfortable enough with me to do that," he smiles, his eyes still locked on my lady bits.
"Look at the cards, not my cunt," I admonish, shuffling the deck. "Otherwise you'll end up naked before I am."
Garbage. Not a single pair, no chance of a straight or a flush. I do have a queen and an ace, so I keep those. And I get nothing useful with my three new cards. I show Kwan my hand with a sad pout, and he responds by revealing a pair of twos. Yup. I lose to a pair of twos.
"It's my lucky night!" Kwan declares, tossing his cards into the pile between us.
"I probably should have suggested a different game," I grumble as I pull off my shirt and toss it aside.
"You're... breathtaking," he whispers, his eyes devouring my body.
"Thank you," I blush, sitting before him in just a bra.
"Deal the cards," Kwan suggests. "I just need one more win."
I stick out my tongue at him before dealing another hand. My face falls when I look at my crappy cards. Discarding three doesn't get me anything better. Fortunately, Kwan's hand sucks as well. I beat him with a king high, neither of us managing to get a pair. Sadly, according to our agreement, he doesn't have to take anything off for his first loss.
"You've gotta be kidding me!" I whine, showing him my fifth hand with three sixes.
"Jack-high straight," he grins.
"Fucking bullshit," I mutter, reaching behind my back to unhook my bra. Rolling my shoulders forward, I let the cups fall from my breasts.
"Perfect," Kwan whispers.
"I wasn't expecting to be naked while you're fully dressed," I admit, my face red.
"W-what happens if you lose again?" he inquires.
"Um, how about you can touch me however you want for two minutes?" I suggest, biting my lower lip as I can actually feel my face heating up.
"Heaven is real," Kwan comments, making me giggle.
The sixth hand goes to me, and I finally get Kwan out of his shirt. I openly admire his chest while licking my lips seductively. We're both kind of quiet and passive, so we're having a lot of fun teasing each other. I playfully hold both my boobs and squeeze them when I catch him staring.
I lose the seventh hand and set a timer on my phone for two minutes. Kwan's hands reach out and tentatively caress my breasts. I moan softly, my hard nipples pressing against his palms. He leans in and pecks my lips, keeping one hand on my boob while his other reaches between my legs. I shiver when he runs two fingers along my slit. I'm fucking soaked.
"Mm, no!" I whine when he pulls his hands off me.
"That's the timer," he reasons with a helpless shrug.
Once more screwed over by my own rules, I deal the eighth hand. I win this one, getting Kwan down to his light blue boxer briefs. The ninth hand goes to Kwan and the timer starts again. He starts playing with my pussy a littler earlier this time, and soon he's fingering me in earnest. I'm so close, so fucking close.
"Fuck!" I growl in disappointment when the timer goes off.
Kwan looks disappointed as well, and I quickly deal out the cards for the tenth hand. I have a pair of sevens and discard three cards. I end up with a third seven, winning the game. Kwan removes his boxer briefs and gets up on his knees, allowing me to admire his throbbing erection as it bobs lightly in front of him.
"W-what now?" he wonders nervously, doing his best to look into my eyes.
"This," I state simply.
Getting on all fours, I lunge forward and capture his dick with my lips. Kwan gasps and buries his hands in my dark hair as I start sucking. I'm balancing on my elbows and knees as I bob my head on him, my tongue occasionally flicking all over his mushroom head.
"Glug, glug, glug!" I gurgle, rolling my eyes up to meet his.
Kwan runs his hands all over my body while I go down on him. He plays with my boobs, he runs his hands along my bare back, and he squeezes my butt. He isn't able to reach my pussy from this angle, but I still moan and gasp when he playfully swats my tight bottom.
I want to play with myself, but I'm afraid I won't be able to balance on one elbow. I choose to keep sucking away instead. Kwan ends up just holding my head as he pants, each bob of my head bringing him closer. Holding him deep in my throat, I moan encouragingly, urging him to cum. I'm rewarded with three blasts of warm semen and a few drops that trickle out onto my tongue. I swallow everything.
"My turn," Kwan husks when I pull off him.
A cute squeal escapes my lips as he rolls me onto my back. Getting on top of me, Kwan squeezes my tits together before slobbering all over them. He quickly licks my nipple before kissing down my body until he's between my legs. I arch my back and gasp when his tongue makes contact with my labia.
I'm so aroused Kwan only needs to lick me for about thirty seconds before I arch my back and announce my orgasm. He doesn't stop, making love to my vulva with his tongue while one hand reaches up to squeeze a tit. I place one hand on top of his while my other rests on his head.
"Keep going, keep going, keep going!" I beg, feeling another climax approaching.
Kwan follows my orders, fingering me while sucking on my clit. He's not the master of pussy worship that Steven is, but Kwan is definitely enthusiastic. It takes him a few minutes to get me off a second time. When it finally happens, my vaginal muscles clamp down on his fingers as I moan and grunt.
The two of us end up cuddling on the sleeping bag, talking and giggling. He kisses my forehead, making me sigh happily. I press myself against his side, my fingers lightly tickling along his ribs. When he squeezes my butt, I laugh and reach for his dick, wrapping my fingers around it.
Our conversation continues as we gently touch each other. It takes a little while, but I eventually feel him start to harden in my grasp. I stroke him faster, occasionally pausing to massage his balls. We stop talking, our lips meeting as our tongues begin their passionate dance.
"Marcia," he whispers when our kiss breaks.
"I'm ready," I tell him. "I want to have sex with you."
"What do I do?" Kwan asks, completely ruining the moment.
"Ah, you get hard and put it in the hole?"
"Right, I know," he stammers nervously. "Stupid question. Sorry, I'm nervous."
"Aw, is this your first time?" I question teasingly as my thumb brushes his tip.
"No, but it has been awhile," Kwan admits.
"I'll be gentle," I promise, reaching for his shoulder and pulling to encourage him to get on top of me.
"Oh, God!" he gasps in a throaty voice, his body shaking slightly as he buries his cock in warm, vaginal flesh.
Seeing the pleasure on his face, hearing it in his voice; it's incredible. I feel like my pussy is clamping down on him, unwilling to ever let go. My fingers brush his biceps as he plants his hands on either side of me and starts to thrust. In and out. His cock stretches me, fills me. Then it pulls out, leaving me empty before returning home once more.
Kwan is breathing heavily, looking down at me with heavy eyes. His movements are strong and wild, containing a passion that needs to be released. The sounds of slapping flesh fills the tent and I can feel his balls hit my butt each time he enters me to the hilt.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chant, unable to form coherent words.
It's my body. It's my body making him feel this good. My legs are wrapped around him, drawing him into me. The physical sensations don't make me cum, neither does the connection I feel with my partner. It's knowing how desired I am that pushes me over the edge. Feeling his need for my young body, for me, for Marcia. And no one else.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" I announce, my back arching as I screech, my pussy muscles rippling, tightening their hold on Kwan's dick. "I'm cumming! Fuck, fuck, fuck! AH!"
"I'm close," Kwan warns a minute later.
"I'm on the pill," I remind him, rolling my hips to meet his thrusts. "You can cum in my pussy."
Kwan nods rapidly, staring down at my jiggling boobs as he continues to fuck me. The intensity of the moment is enough to make me cum again, and my orgasm triggers Kwan's climax. He buries inside me, grunting as he coats my insides with warm, sticky sperm.
"Holy shit," he gasps, rolling off me and laying beside me as he struggles to breathe. "Holy shit."
"I'll take that as a compliment," I giggle, turning onto my side to face him.
"You should," Kwan nods. "You really, really should."
We cuddle and talk for a few minutes before the urge to pee starts to overwhelm me. I excuse myself, putting on a pair of pajama pants and a top before leaving the tent. Walking barefoot through the yard, I soon discover that someone has set up the projector to play one of Brittney's porn movies. No one is watching anymore, so I quickly shut it off.
I return to the tent ten minutes later and get naked again. The two of us cuddle and kiss, whispering to each other. He eventually gets hard again and I offer to let him do me from behind. Kwan holds my hips, thrusting in a steady rhythm until he finally tenses and pumps another load into my pussy.
We're both tired, so we snuggle up in the sleeping bag, with me resting my head on his chest. Kwan's soft breathing tells me he's asleep within forty-five seconds. I lay awake a bit longer, wondering about my future. What will I do with my life? Who will be the father of my children? Will I have a man all to myself, or will I end up sharing Steven?
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Please note that this story is a work of fiction. I might use parody names for pop culture references: including songs, books, movies, and celebrities. However, they are not meant to accurately represent the real people or media. This is a fictional universe. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
~Steven~
I am completely at peace, floating in a dreamless sleep. The first buzzing noise isn't enough to wake me up, just causing me to grunt and adjust my body slightly. Then the buzz happens again. And again. And then a fourth time. The warm body beside me shifts, sitting up and mumbling in obvious annoyance.
My resting brain slowly starts up as memories from the previous night return to me, confirming where I am and what's going on. It's Sunday morning, the end of my daughter's graduation party. It's going to be a long day. The caterers are coming to clean up all the rented tents and tables, the bounce house needs to be returned, and I have to take my sister and her family to the airport.
Fortunately, nothing needs to be done before late morning. I'm not sure exactly what time it is, but it feels pretty early. I'd love to fall back to sleep, but I really need to pee. Letting out a breath, I sit up and finally open my eyes. Turning my head, I smile as my vision comes into focus. The first thing I see is Nicole's right tit, her pink nipple looking so enticing as I also admire the smattering of freckles on her small breast.
"Morning," I yawn tiredly.
"Morning," Nicole replies distractedly while texting on her phone.
"What time is it," I wonder as I stretch.
"Almost 6:00AM," she answers, glancing over at me and smiling.
"And you're already texting?" I frown. "Lizzie having problems again?"
"No, she's fine," Nicole shakes her head. "I'm texting the Sluts."
"Hazel's up this early?" I ask in surprise, still worried about her.
"Lexi was probably humping her leg or something," Nicole reasons with a shrug.
"Yeah, that girl is insatiable," I chuckle. "Sometimes she'll reach out and grab my dick in her sleep."
"Poor you," Nicole giggles, beaming at me. "Can't get a good night sleep without a chick grabbing his cock or shoving her pussy in his face."
"Hey, a night's rest is important!" I reason, tossing the blanket off of my body.
"Especially at your age," she looks at me slyly before her eyes drop to my erection. "Oh, is that for me?"
"After that comment about my age, I'm not so sure," I grumble while sliding toward the edge of the bed. "I'll be right back, I really need to pee."
"Okay, I'll just lay in bed naked," Nicole replies. "Playing with myself."
Getting out of bed, I stagger tiredly toward the bathroom. I can't help but laugh when Nicole whistles and calls out about how great an ass I have. She squeals and erupts into fits of giggles when I raise both arms and flex, showing off my biceps and the firm muscles of my back.
In the bathroom I wash my face so I can wake up. Stifling another yawn, I go through one of the most annoying things about being a guy; peeing with morning wood. When finished, I wash my hands and return to the bedroom. True to her word, Nicole is laying in bed with her legs spread. She's rubbing her clit with two fingers, while writhing and moaning.
"Well, hello there," I grin, climbing up on the bed while admiring the naked redhead.
"Mm, hi," Nicole hums, looking up at me with heavy-lidded eyes.
"How about I give you a hand?" I offer, reaching out toward Nicole.
"Unh, unh!" she suddenly says, covering her pussy with one hand while her other arm shields her breasts. "Not just yet."
"Why not?" I ask with a raised brow.
"We have a surprise for you," Nicole giggles. "The six of us, your Slut-sisters."
"All of you?" I question. "Ashley's with Josh and Marcia is with Kwan."
"Kwan and Josh already left," she explains, sitting up. "They're spending the day with their families. Now, you sit down and I'm gonna go get a blindfold."
"Yes, ma'am," I laugh, sitting against the headboard.
The surprise is obviously sex related, so I'm definitely excited. It's been awhile since we've all gotten together. Nicole gives me a cute wink as she returns to the bed with one of my ties. She uses it as a blindfold, making sure I can't see. My sexy girlfriend then pecks my lips and makes me promise to wait.
After waiting for a couple minutes, I hear the door open and at least two people enter. There's a lot of whispering and giggling, which makes me smirk. The girls are not very sneaky. The door opens a couple more times, and I think all six ladies are present. They take a few minutes to get ready, not saying anything to me until it's time.
"Okay, take off the blindfold," Nicole instructs.
"Sure," I nod, removing the tie from around my eyes.
My gaze falls upon what can only be described as every straight man's dreams brought to life. Six young, beautiful women with perfect bodies are standing in the center of my bedroom. They're all completely naked with their hands on their hips as they pose with coy smiles. I notice that each woman is wearing her Slut-sisters necklace, which makes me happy.
The two tallest girls are standing in the center of the group. Ashley Bartlett, at nearly six feet tall, has her long blonde hair falling down her back and a twinkle in her baby-blue eyes. Her massive breasts are firm and high on her chest, showing that she's still in the prime of her youth. I love her flat stomach and those truly endless legs.
Hazel Collins is standing on Ashley's left, her long brown hair in that sexy braid that falls to her ass. The tan girl is a couple inches shorter than Ashley, but has a much slimmer build. Hazel's breasts are the smallest of the Slut-sisters, and I love how cute the little handfuls are. I just wanna squeeze them.
My baby girl is on Ashley's other side, Kayla Thomson, the light of my life. She's about five-and-a-half feet tall with light skin and shiny raven hair. Her body is perfect, without an ounce of fat on her lithe frame. She has my eyes, the exact same shade of green. Kayla has the same teardrop breasts as her mother, truly the most wonderful pair of tits in the world.
To the left of Hazel is Nicole Davis, the sexy redhead accountant with the green eyes. Nicole is a couple inches shorter than Kayla with beautiful swirling patterns of freckles all across her body. The elder redhead is also the only girl who doesn't completely shave her pubic mound. I'll never get tired of that fiery red pubic hair.
Alexis Davis is to the right of Kayla. Lexi is the shortest and brattiest girl in the group. She's also the most energetic. I can't stop thinking about how different my life has gotten since she entered it. Lexi looks similar to her sister, but slightly shorter and with her own freckle patterns.
Going back to the other side, Marcia Moore is standing next to Nicole, completing the group. Marcia has the sweetest face, framed by her dark locks. Her big brown eyes just draw me in. She's slightly shorter than Nicole and barely taller than Lexi. Marcia is so quiet and reserved, seeing her standing fully exposed to me is unbelievably enticing.
All six girls are a smorgasbord of different delights. From my petite little Lexi to the towering Ashley. Redheads, blondes, brunettes. Breasts large and small, youthful and perfectly formed. Flat stomachs and shapely legs. Heart-shaped butts and perfect peaches, all cute little bums. And best of all, every single one of these ladies is an absolutely wonderful woman who I love dearly.
"We hope you like your surprise," Lexi smiles, shifting slightly. "You're such an amazing man, we wanted to remind you that you mean so much to all of us."
"And no matter where life takes us," Kayla takes over, "we will always be family. I'm your daughter, but we're all your sluts."
"You're the ideal man, and I think I'll compare you to every guy I date for the rest of my life," Ashley adds. "Plus, you fuck like a god."
"I don't care about DNA, you're the father of my child," Hazel smiles at me affectionately. "I don't know what the future holds, but this is my family."
"I was an outgoing girl in school, but I never really dated much," Nicole states as she gathers her thoughts. "What else can I say? You're my first, the one I was waiting for. You saved my sister. I can never thank you enough."
"You watched me grow up, and I always thought you were so kind," Marcia says with moisture in her eyes. "Now I'm a high school graduate and actually am grown up. I still think you're kind, but also incredibly sexy. I'm not great at putting my thoughts into words, so how about you just tell me what to do, master?"
"You've got six sexy bodies, twelve firm titties, and eighteen tight holes to play with," Lexi declares. "All yours to do whatever you want with."
"Eighteen holes makes this sound like golf," Nicole points out with a giggle.
"Thanks for killing the mood," Ashley rolls her eyes. "I've gone way too long without any Steven-dick. Let's do this!"
"You have six sluts to satisfy," Kayla adds. "I hope you are up to the challenge."
"Six pussies that are absolutely soaked for you," Marcia smiles.
"Your orders, sir?" Hazel asks, batting her eyelashes.
My heart swells with affection for these six wonderful young women. I can't wait to see how they continue to grow in the next few years. What careers will they choose, who will they choose for a partner, will they have children of their own? Perhaps even have more children with me in the case of Lexi and Nicole. I fully intend to see it all, and support every girl so she can live life to the fullest. For now, however, I'm going to take control of the situation and enjoy this amazing experience. It's so much more than sex, it's a way to bond and live in the moment.
I don't respond to Hazel's question, instead choosing to get out of bed and approach the girls. It will soon be time to take charge and give orders, but not just yet. Right now, I just wanna show these lovely ladies how truly loved they are. How much I respect and appreciate them. That I'd do anything for them.
Cupping Lexi's little face, I lean in and press my lips against her. She moans passionately, pressing herself against me. My attempt to make this sensual and loving is ruined by Lexi grinding against my bulge. Her control breaks, and my arms are full of horny redhead as she jumps up and wraps her arms and legs around me.
It takes a minute, but I'm eventually able to pry Lexi off of me and move down the line. Kayla. My baby girl. I try to convey all my love for her in a simple smile as I reach out and caress her cheek. She places her hand on my waist and stands on her toes to exchange a loving kiss.
Ashley initiates our kiss, grabbing the back of my head and shoving her tongue into my mouth. The hot blonde's huge tits squish against my chest as I grab her ass and hold her close. When the kiss ends, Ashley surprises me by dropping to her knees and kissing the tip of my dick before standing back up with a wicked smile.
"What?" Ashley asks with a shrug. "I love him as much as you. Maybe more."
"And I love these," I reply, cupping her large breasts and lightly squeezing. "Though not as much as the girl they're attached to."
My kiss with Hazel is fun and energetic, with the tan girl sucking on my tongue while moaning. I hold her boobs, lightly caressing them while being careful. I know her tits are sensitive right now. With one final peck, I lean down and kiss her flat stomach, whispering my affection.
Nicole happily melts into our kiss, moaning into my mouth as she grinds her body against me. Her fingers wrap around my erection, lightly stroking me while we make out. I squeeze Nicole's butt-cheeks before releasing her and grabbing the last girl in line.
Little Marcia has to stand on her toes to kiss me, giggling slightly as our tongues start to dance. I bury a hand in her raven hair and place one hand at her waist. She squeals and laughs when I bend us slightly at the waist so I can hover over her. Pulling back slightly, I smile at Marcia before giving her a few final pecks.
"Okay, enough romance," Lexi declares. "Let's get nasty!"
"Get on your knees," I instruct, taking a few steps back to admire the line of naked women. "All of you, now!"
As one, the six ladies comply, dropping to their knees and placing their hands on their thighs. Starting with Lexi, I grab the back of her head and pull her toward my hard dick. Lexi eagerly opens her mouth, cooing happily as my length pushes inside and buries itself down her tight throat.
I fuck Lexi's face for about thirty seconds, making her gag and drool. Then I pull out of her mouth and move to Kayla. Holding my baby girl's head in my hands, I look down at her, watching her take my cock in and out of her little mouth. Her eyes never leave mine as she moans around the dick that's stretching her lips.
Continuing down the line, I let each girl blow me before moving to the next. It's amazing how each girl's technique is slightly different. The way they suck, the way they move their heads, the way they moan or slobber on me. Some use their tongues more than others, a few girls rely on eye contact. Even their mouths feel slightly different. They are all enthusiastic at the art of fellatio, and they are all extremely skilled.
For my third trip along the line of ladies, I decide to go with a titty-fuck. Lexi, Nicole, and Hazel don't have the largest breasts, but we're able to make it work. Marcia and Kayla happily squeeze their boobs around my cock while cooing up at me. As for Ashley, well, her huge tits create a truly wonderful cleavage that I love pushing my dick through.
Standing back to admire the naked women, I actually find myself unsure of what to do. I mean, there are just so many options! I know I want to taste each woman's pussy, but there really isn't an easy way to do that right now. I'll only be able to get it up a handful of times, making me unsure of where I'll want to cum once I reach my limit.
I end up having the girls bend over the bed and stick out their little asses for my viewing pleasure. A gasp of pleasure escapes my lips when I enter the first pussy of the morning. Each girl feels truly amazing, and I fuck them all from behind, spending about a minute inside each woman.
What follows next makes the bacchanals of Rome seem tame. The seven of us probably break several world records, and I definitely break my brain. Maybe my body, too. This will take some time to recover from. And it is totally worth it. Every second with them is glorious to a level I cannot describe.
I do manage to eat out each woman at one point or another. It's amazing how they each taste slightly different, how no two pussies are identical. I love making them cum on my tongue, hearing them moan my name, feeling them writhing beneath me as they completely surrender control.
Sex with each lady is also a unique and special experience. I love the noises women make during sex, and the way they all have different ways of expressing their pleasure is fascinating to me. I hear throaty moans, little yelping noises, animalistic grunts, and heavy panting. There are squeals and screams as they cum hard on my thrusting cock. Seeing each woman's orgasm face is truly like seeing her soul.
Dirty talk is amazing as well. I love hearing the girls call me 'sir' or beg for me to fuck them harder. Marcia declaring she's a cock-crazed slut is nearly enough to make me cum. The filthy words coming from her sweet, innocent mouth is just so deliciously naughty. It is a wonderful morning of pure debauchery.
Any attempt at organizing quickly breaks down as I'm nearly suffocated in a pile of female flesh. At one point, a naked girl is bouncing up and down in my lap, moaning passionately. I can't see her due to the pussy in my face, but I can feel another lady kneel between my legs so she can lick my balls. The girl riding my face shifts, moving out of the way and allowing one of Kayla's boobs to smack me in the face.
Holding Kayla's tit in my right hand, I suck on her nipple while my left hand reaches out and grabs someone's tight ass. I swat the girl on the butt, her yelp of surprise telling me it's Hazel. My lips trail kisses all over Kayla's chest while another woman continues riding me like a cowgirl. Someone else continues to take every opportunity to lick my balls. I push my fingers into Hazel and start fingering her. Another woman is planting soft kisses on my chest. It's too much. I announce my impending climax.
"Okay," Nicole gasps, lifting her pussy off my dick. "Okay!"
A warm mouth closes around me, and a few seconds of her sucking is enough to convince me it's Marcia. Looking around Kayla's boob, I am able to see Marcia kneeling next to me, blowing me enthusiastically. Seeing the sweet, quiet girl's lips stretched around my prick is enough to make me buck my hips and start filling her mouth.
"Don't swallow it!" Lexi's voice calls out from somewhere nearby. "I want some!"
"Don't be greedy, you get to suck him off every day!" Ashley growls.
Sitting up on my elbows, I watch as Marcia pulls off of me, her mouth slightly open and clearly full of warm cum. Ashley knee-walks over and ends up at the other side of my waist. The two girls lean forward, exchanging a cum-filled kiss as they moan softly. They're hands reach out to touch each other while they swap my cum and swallow it all down.
I get out of bed so I can grab a sports drink while recharging and watching the six ladies play. They're crawling all over each other, kissing and groping. They finger and lick each other, all of them panting heavily. Ashley cums on Kayla's face while Marcia is eating out Lexi. Nicole and Hazel are tribbing.
When I'm ready for round two, I jump on the bed and grab the first girl within reach. Ashley squeals as I toss her onto her back and get between her spread legs. Holding her ankles, I lift her legs in the air as I push into her pink cunt. Then I fuck her. Hard. Only after humping her to an intense orgasm do I lean in and bury my face in her tits.
This is just the beginning.
The morning passes by in a blur of titties, dirty talk, and tight pussies. Many moments are etched into my memory, likely permanent fixtures that I will cherish for many years to come. We try every configuration and position we can think of, we moan each other's names as the scent of sweat and hot pussy fills the room.
Lexi screams that my pussy belongs to her as I fuck her doggystyle while holding her head back by the hair. Kayla looks up at me with her bright green eyes as my sperm gushes down her throat. She asks me if she's a good girl as soon as she swallows the last drop. Nicole rides me while I hold her tits, her body shuddering as she cums so hard she actually lifts off my cock and ends up humping at the air.



Marcia begs me to tell her I love her while I fuck her in missionary and squeeze her boobs. Hazel makes use of that braid I love so much, having me tug on it while drilling her from behind and slapping her ass. Ashley has me fuck her tits until I explode all over her face and chest. Kayla and Marcia lick the cum from Ashley's boobs while Hazel makes out with the blonde. Nicole cleans the cum from my cock while Lexi licks my balls.
One thing we don't try is anal. We only have so much time and no one wants to waste it preparing or cleaning up afterward. It's okay, all six girls make sure to remind me that their asses belong to me as well. I get the occasional sultry promise from a girl that she'll bend over anytime I ask, anywhere I ask.
The refractory period is truly the bane of my existence right now. I want to keep going, but I have limits. Still, I manage to get it up fairly often, especially thanks to the efforts of these sexy ladies. I completely lose track of time and end up laying on my back, barely coherent. Ashley is sucking my half-hard dick while Marcia tongues my nuts. Nicole and Kayla are scissoring on the other side of the bed while Hazel and Lexi lay in my arms.
Someone chooses this moment to call my phone. I ignore it the first time, but Kayla passes it to me when the person calls back. It turns out to be my sister. Shit! We are so, so late. She's here with Mark, ready to leave with their kids for the airport. I do not need my sister to know about this little orgy. She's already judging me enough as it is. Also, she cannot know about my relationship with Kayla.
The seven of us dress in record time, quickly making our way through the house. We have a lot to do and very little time to do it. Alexander is ready to go, while Abigail is still saying an emotional goodbye to Kyle. They really seem to like each other. It's a shame they live on opposite sides of the country.
Andrea and Mark hug their kids, asking them if they had a nice time. I also notice the last few stragglers are starting to leave. Brittney hugs me and kisses my cheek. I also get a handshake from Dan. Kyle makes his exit, promising Abigail he'll stay in touch. He also expresses his affection for his sisters before leaving.
With how many people are leaving, I'm realizing how big a risk we took by involving Kayla this morning. I was so overwhelmed that it's just now occurring to me. I make a mental note to talk about this with Kayla. We really have to be careful. One mistake and our lives could be over.
The caterers are here to clean up the tents and tables, they're even taking care of returning the bounce house rental. Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia aren't coming to the airport with us. Nicole agrees to stay behind as well, opting to keep an eye on things. Stacey and April make their own exit just as I'm helping my niece with her bags. Stacey kisses my cheek, and April whispers something dirty in my ear.
There's quite a bit of traffic on our way to the airport, but we still arrive in plenty of time. Andrea pulls me aside and reminds me to treat the girls right. The two of us have a quick chat where she says she's still concerned, but promises she loves me and wants to be involved.
"I expect pictures of my new niece or nephew," Andrea smiles. "And don't forget to tell me when you find out if it's a boy or a girl."
"I won't forget," I promise with a nod.
"Right," my sister rolls her eyes. "Like how I found out Kayla was a girl? It was, what, two months after you found out? And you just forgot to tell me."
"I won't forget this time, buttface," I counter, opening my arms for a hug.
"I love you, buttweasel," Andrea replies, hugging me tightly. "Even if you are a perv."
I shake hands with Mark and Alexander before hugging Abigail. Kayla also gets hugs, and Lexi seems thrilled when my sister and brother-in-law also hug her. I think I see tears in Lexi's eyes when Andrea releases the little redhead. With one final round of goodbyes, my sister and her family head to check in while I lead Kayla and Lexi back to the cars.
Arriving back at the mansion, we discover the caterers are already gone. Ashley, Hazel, Marcia, and Nicole are in the backyard cleaning up what's left. Mostly just some decorations and trash. Our group of seven spends a little bit of time cleaning the yard before having a very late lunch in the main living room.
Marcia and Ashley were planning on spending the day with their families, but they are going to stay here instead. They want to join us for family game night. I love the idea and am more than happy to spend the day with all of these women. Seven is a lot for game night, but we'll make it work.
We're watching television while we talk and eat. I take the opportunity to bring up the risk of Kayla and I having sex with other people in the house. Fortunately, the girls agree with me and promise to be more careful. I also talk with Hazel and make sure she's okay. Hazel agrees we aren't together, but decides she doesn't want to be with another guy until at least after the baby's born. She's emotional and doesn't think it's a good idea. I still have my concerns about the future, but it's something we can put aside for now.
Breaking out the board games, we decide to start with something we can all play together. The economics-theme game is a true classic, and up to eight people can play at once. Nicole volunteers to be banker and passes out all the starting money. We each choose a game piece and start to play while sitting on the floor.
"You didn't even make one trip around the board before ending up in jail," Nicole laughs at her baby sister.
"Lick my twat," Lexi retorts, moving her piece to the jail square.
"We all knew she was gonna end up there eventually," Kayla giggles.
"She'll be going crazy if she doesn't get conjugal visits." Hazel adds, making everyone laugh.
"What do you think she did to end up in jail?" Nicole questions.
"That big mouth of hers was bound to get her in trouble someday," Kayla shrugs.
"Lexi can be pretty intense," Marcia admits. "Maybe she lost her temper at a cop or something?"
"Oh, like she got pulled over and was mad that he wouldn't let her blow him to get out of a ticket?" Hazel suggests.
"First of all, Kayla would be the one getting pulled over for crappy driving," Lexi speaks up, glaring at Hazel. "Second, just my gorgeous face would get me out of a ticket. Third, extreme sexiness is not a crime, which is the only thing I could ever be guilty of."
"Extreme sluttiness might be illegal," Nicole reasons.
"Well, then we're all fucked," Ashley shrugs.
"Lexi is Queen Slut, though," Hazel reminds us.
"Keep talking, I'm about to make all you girls my bitches," Lexi growls threateningly.
"I'm a foot taller than you, bring it," Ashley challenges.
"My turn," Marcia interrupts, reaching for the dice in an attempt to stop the bickering.
The game progresses, with most of the real estate quickly being bought up. Kayla and I are doing very well, while Ashley and Nicole are struggling. Lexi grins happily when Hazel is required to go to jail; at least until the tan girl produces a card that lets her avoid it. Ashley is about to make it around the board and get more money when she lands on one of my properties that has several houses on it.
"I can't pay it," Ashley sighs, looking down at her meager pile of cash and properties. "Even if I sold everything."
"Sorry, Ashley," I shrug and give her a sympathetic look.
"Looks like you're out," Hazel adds.
"Hey, Steven," Ashley begins, batting her eyelashes at me, "I'll flash you if you agree to forget about the debt."
"Kuh! Khh! Whore! Ack! Kuh!" Lexi coughs into her fist. "Excuse me, sorry."
"Dick stuck in your throat, Lexi?" Hazel asks with a smirk.
"I see tits all the time," I point out with a grin while Lexi flips off Hazel. "Do you have a better offer?"
"Nothing in this world is better than my tits," Ashley announces proudly.
"Hey!" Marcia speaks up. "No trading sexual favors for money!"
"Not fake money, anyway," Kayla comments.
"Oh, so it's you who gives head in the janitor's closet for five dollars?" Lexi gasps, her eyes wide in fake surprise. "I always wondered who that was."
"I thought that was you," Hazel says to Lexi. "Or Ashley."
"Ashley doesn't charge," Lexi points out. "She loves being on her knees too much."
"How about I stop this before the hair-pulling starts?" Nicole suggests. "Ashley, you're bankrupt, so you're out of the game."
Ashley sits cross-legged on the floor with her arms crossed while she watches us play. Nicole gets back in the game when Lexi lands on her only remaining set of properties. Now, the younger redhead is almost out and trying to figure out how to stay in the game. Marcia isn't doing well either.
"Ashley, what are you doing?" I ask as Ashley sits to my right, nudging Kayla out of the way.
"I don't want to just watch you play," the blonde replies while pulling at my shorts, "I need something to do."
"Good, distract him," Nicole nods in approval as Ashley pulls my penis out. "We can't let the rich guy get rich in the game, too."
"He's not going to, I'm gonna win," Hazel growls confidently, grabbing the dice.
"I can't believe a hot girl is tugging on your dick and you're not hard," Kayla adds, looking around Ashley to stare at my crotch.
"I, ah, got off quite a few times today," I say defensively.
"Isn't it cute when it's soft?" Lexi asks while Hazel takes her turn.
"It is! It's funny how it flops around," Ashley giggles, holding me at the base and shaking my cock.
"Stop," I grumble, my face turning red as the girls laugh.
"Oh, you can make it talk, too," Lexi says, reaching out and taking my mushroom tip between her thumb and forefinger. She then uses her thumb to lightly tug on it and open the slit. "Hi!" Lexi says in a fake-deep voice. "I'm a penis and I like pussies!"
"Can you make it sing?" Hazel asks, finishing her move.
"Sure can!" Lexi nods happily, continuing to move her thumb along my glans while she sings in a deep voice. "Oh, my penis has a first name, it's P-E-N-I-S! And my penis has a second name, it's P-E-N-I-S!"
"P-E-N-I-S!" the six girls all sing along. Ashley is still holding my base while Lexi opens and closes the slit at my tip. "P-E-N-I-S!"
"Knock it off," I admonish, pulling Lexi's hand off of me while the ladies erupt into fits of giggles. "Have you girls been drinking?"
"Can't, I'm knocked up," Hazel shrugs.
"A drink does sound nice," Nicole muses.
"Uh, can we keep playing?" Marcia asks with a laugh.
"You guys go ahead, don't mind me," Ashley responds, scooting back so she can lower her head in my lap.
I suck in a breath when I feel the tall blonde's mouth close around me. Ashley takes my entire penis in her mouth, sucking hard. She's wearing a green spaghetti-strap top that shows off her cleavage and leaves an inch of her flat belly exposed. Her ass looks amazing in her tight jean shorts, as do those long, long legs.
Six of us are still in the game, and we keep playing while Ashley lazily gives me head. She's sucking at a slow, steady place. It seems like Ashley's mainly just enjoying having me in her mouth, rather than trying to actually get me off. She does, however, manage to get me fully hard.
Marcia and Nicole lose next, and I take over banker duties so the two girls can play another game. Lexi is close to losing and attempts to take advantage of the fact that a beautiful blonde is blowing me by reaching toward my pile of money. The redhead isn't really trying to cheat and is just joking around, getting caught on purpose.
"No!" I admonish, lightly swatting the back of her hand.
"Ow," Lexi pouts, rubbing the back of her hand as she holds it to her chest.
"You're fine," Kayla laughs. "Take your turn."
My daughter takes the last of Lexi's money a few minutes later. Kayla faces me, green eyes narrowing as she declares I'm going to lose. Ashley chooses this moment to deepthroat me, causing me to groan and grab the back of her blonde head, preventing me from responding.
Hazel and I are forced into a reluctant alliance to try and defeat Kayla. Sadly, it's not enough. The tan girl is out, leaving me to slowly lose to my daughter. She has too much money stockpiled, too many properties; I can't catch up. Soon, I have to mortgage my own properties just to pay for landing on hers. Two turns later, I'm out.
"Well played," I smile as Kayla tosses her fortune in the air and lets the fake money fall around her. "You should come to work with me tomorrow and learn more about managing real money. You did say you wanted to."
"Ugh, way to kill my moment," Kayla grumbles.
"It's not a bad idea, Kayla," Nicole interjects. "You should know about this stuff, considering you come from wealth."
"Is Stacey working tomorrow?" my daughter asks me.
"As far as I know, yes," I reply while reaching down to squeeze one of Ashley's tits from outside her top. The blonde girl seems content to ignore the conversation and just keep sucking.
"Fine, I'm in," Kayla reluctantly agrees.
"You won't regret it," I promise.
"Nicole, are you working tomorrow?" Lexi asks her sister.
"Sure am," Nicole answers. "Why?"
"I was thinking the seven of us could spend the entire day together, and maybe you'd be able to stay over?" Lexi suggests. "Some bonding as we celebrate becoming adults. And lots of naked fun time, of course."
"Ooh, yes!" Marcia gushes. "Slumber party! Pillow fights, junk food, cheap wine."
"I can't drink, but the other stuff sounds fun," Hazel smiles. "I'm in."
"I love the idea," I agree with a nod.
"I'll have to get up really early tomorrow, but I can make it work," Nicole promises. "We can get sleeping bags and all spend the night in here."
"Of course, I'm in," Kayla says. "Ashley?"
"Gak! Mm, mmhmm, yeah, mm!" Ashley gurgles around my dick while giving everyone a thumbs-up. "Glug, glug, hurk, glug!"
Six of the girls get up and start rushing around to get supplies. I stay where I am because there's a hot blonde sucking me off and I'm not stupid enough to stop her. Ashley is doing an amazing job of keeping me aroused while not bringing me to the point of climax. Although, I am starting to lose the ability to focus on anything else.
Once we're alone, Ashley lifts her head from my lap and gives me a cute smile. Crossing her arms at the waist, she pulls her shirt over her head and tosses it aside. The bra comes next, and I happily admire the sexy blonde's big boobs. Ashley grins at me as she plays with her boobs, squeezing them and pressing them together for my viewing pleasure.
"Nice tits," Hazel grunts, returning to the room carrying sleeping bags.
"I know," Ashley says proudly as she lowers her body so she can rub my tip all over her breast.
Hazel starts setting up sleeping bags while I reach for Ashley's jean shorts. The tall blonde lays back, smirking at me as I unbutton her shorts. She rests her hands on the carpet behind her, watching me slide my hand into her shorts and underwear. A small gasp escapes her lips when I push two fingers into her pussy.
"You're so wet," I comment as I start to finger her.
"Mm, you make me wet," Ashley moans, tossing her head back.
"The orgy starting early? Awesome!" Lexi chirps, entering the room with Kayla. Both girls are carrying bags of snacks. "Just let me set these down and I'll get naked."
Despite her declaration, Lexi keeps her clothes on for the time being. The other girls start to arrive, carrying drinks or pillows and blankets. While they're setting up, Ashley actually does get naked. She tosses her shorts and underwear away before leaning against the couch to relax while I use my fingers on her.
Rather than clean up the game, Kayla sits by her pile of money and starts offering the other girls fake cash to strip. Someone puts on music, and I get to watch Hazel and Marcia dance while removing their clothes. Nicole and Lexi end up naked not long after, and no one is surprised when Lexi shakes her ass in Kayla's face.
"Eat me!" Ashley suddenly breathes. "Please! Oh God, please. I need you to lick my pussy."
I happily oblige, and the afternoon orgy begins. Ashley holds my head to her crotch while I can hear the other girls having pillow fights or making love. The sexy blonde eventually says it's been too long since I've butt-fucked her and we need to fix that. Fine by me.
After exploding up Ashley's back door, the two of us take a quick shower to wash up. We return to the room to find the other five ladies eating each other out in a daisy chain. Ashley joins in after instructing me to record them. The six women even pose naked for me to take a group shot of them.
Sunday flies by in a blur of sex, games, movies, and most of all, bonding. I snuggle with Marcia, absentmindedly playing with her boobs while we watch a romantic comedy. Lexi drags me into the bedrooms so I can fuck her in front of the full-length mirror. Hazel explores her kinky side, having me handcuff her so we can all use her sexy body however we please.
I give all the girls massages, and Ashley returns the favor by rubbing my shoulders while pressing her boobs against my back. Nicole gives me head while the other girls ask me questions about my earlier sex life. Kayla loves the story of my own high school graduation. I smile fondly as I remember Aria dragging me behind the bleachers so she could ride me in her graduation gown.
Kayla and I make love on the living room floor. Laying on top of her, I push my cock in and out of her as we gaze at each other. Is this wrong? Probably, but I don't care. I love this woman with all of my heart. Society might not understand, hell, I don't fully understand. We just can't stop ourselves.
I spend so much time thinking about each of these wonderful women. One is my daughter, three I've known for years, and two are still new to my life. They're all so different, so unique and special. Several times throughout the day I find myself close to tears, nearly overwhelmed with emotion.
Hazel Collins, my daughter's oldest and best friend. The tan girl is so independent, and always has been. She can have a bit of an edge to her, but Hazel can't hide how loving she is. The way she cares for her brothers is so touching. I have no doubt she's going to be an amazing mother.
Outgoing Ashley Bartlett is always up for anything. Confident, fearless. I remember her leading the other three girls on adventures throughout elementary school. The tall blonde has a bright future, and I'm so happy that she wants me to be a part of it.
What can I say about Marcia Moore? Kind, sweet, quiet, a little nerdy. She does her best to keep the others out of trouble, but they usually resist her efforts. Marcia is such a gentle soul, and I wonder what she'll end up doing with the rest of her life. Whatever it is, I know she'll succeed.
Nicole Davis and I have so much in common. We both love spreadsheets and can talk for hours about the books and television shows we like. I've only known her a few months, but I already can't imagine not having her in my life. I look forward to discovering even more about her as time goes on.
Alexis Davis. Hurricane Lexi. Lioness Lexi. A broken and lonely girl who is finally where she belongs. I love her fiery energy and the way she can always make me smile. Despite going through a nightmare, she is still able to make jokes and act with a sassy confidence that shows her inner strength. Everything changed the day we met.
Just a few months ago, I saw my newly eighteen-year-old daughter surrounded by friends. With things changing so fast, I kept wondering what my life would be like, what my house would be like, once she graduated. Despair threatened to consume me as I imagined living in this big house all alone.



I smile as I imagine my life, a life that was once so much simpler. Losing my wife nearly killed me, but Kayla kept me going. Meeting the daughter of one of the richest men in the world opened me back up to sex, but then Megan Bauer disappeared, and I closed my heart again.
A few hook-ups, a few one-night stands, the occasional friend with benefits. Nothing special, no one close. I knew my lovely assistant had a bit of a crush on me, but it wasn't something I would ever pursue. I was a professional, after all, and I'd never initiate anything sexual with an employee, even one as breathtaking as Stacey Martin.
I had friends, but I was still so alone. I knew Kayla was going to leave me to start her life, and I was preparing myself for a very empty existence. Sure, Kayla would stay in touch, but we would lose so much. Then everything changed when Lexi appeared, a nuclear bomb going off in all our lives.
I'm dating two women, and one of them is living with me. Ashley and Marcia are happy to hop into my bed every once in awhile, and Hazel is carrying our child. My daughter and I make love, which is still so shocking to me. I regularly have sex with my assistant, Stacey, and it's fucking incredible. April is in a better place now, and I strongly suspect we'll be physically intimate at some point in the near future. Fuck, I even have a friend with benefits who is a very sexy cop. Sarah McLorn is one hot lady.
Not everything is perfect, and we still have a lot to figure out. The trial is coming up, and I know the girls are all worried about that. College classes and exploring the world will come with their own challenges, their own headaches. Hazel will learn to navigate motherhood while I try and figure out how to move forward without any of these women getting hurt.
Allan and Amanda are still in my life, and I'm thrilled they've not only accepted our lifestyle, they've embraced it. Aria's parents still have a ways to go, but hopefully they can manage to understand. It's similar with Andrea, but she's honestly handling things better than expected. My friends and extended family will stick by me.
I look around and see my house is filled with love. Our house. There are many challenges still ahead, but I know that nothing can break apart our family. Snuggling with all six of these women makes me realize that the future is going to work out just fine. This may be the end of one story, but it is the beginning of another. One I can't wait to watch unfold.
That birthday pool party changed my life. Saved it, maybe. Brought me back to life again.
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"Good morning," Megan said, inviting herself into Steven's office like usual. "Shit, sorry."
"It's okay, we're just finishing up," Steven smiled while standing beside a short middle-aged woman as the two of them looked at his computer monitor. "I'll keep an eye out for your email, Alyssa."
"Okay, thanks," the woman nodded to Steven before walking toward the door. "Morning, Megan,"
"Alyssa," Megan inclined her head. "I hope the kids are doing well?"
"They're great, thank you," Alyssa smiled. "How's Carter?"
"Still a troublemaker," Megan laughed.
"Just wait until he starts driving," Alyssa sighed. "Anyway, I have a report to finish. Talk more at our meeting?"
"Of course," the socialite nodded before Alyssa left.
Megan approached Steven's desk, her heels clacking on the floor. Despite their spending the night together, the two of them had maintained a very professional relationship at work. Although, Steven was still stunned by the appearance of the gorgeous woman. Megan found him equally as handsome.
Steven was dressed in slacks and a royal purple button-down. His beard was freshly trimmed and his green eyes were as sexy as ever. Megan towered over him in her heels, while also wearing one of her usual business suits. The braid of the day was a twin bubble braid, with hair ties added at intervals down the length of the braid to create the look.
"How was your night?" Steven asked, looking up at the tall woman.
"Pretty good," the heiress responded. "Carter fell asleep early, so I took a relaxing bubble bath with a glass of wine."
"I fell asleep reading," he replied. "Wine and hot water sounds so much nicer. Very relaxing."
"It was," Megan tilted her head, her blue-gray eyes twinkling. "I had trouble sleeping, so BOB and I had some alone time. Sometimes a girl needs to get off before she can rest."
"Megan!" Steven hissed, glancing toward the entrance to his office. "The door's open!"
"Relax, no one heard," she waved off his concern. "Anyway, what were you and Alyssa talking about?"
"How to stay competitive with our bookkeeping services," he answered. "There are a lot of people working as bookkeepers outside of their regular jobs."
"Everyone has a side hustle these days," Megan agreed.
"Yeah, because your dad and like six other guys control ninety percent of the economy," Steven retorted playfully.
"Watch it," she giggled. "You do ultimately work for him, not me."
"True," he acknowledged. "But, you're the one I see every day, so I'd prefer to give you shit about it."
Megan stuck her tongue out at me playfully. Then she sighed. "You're right, we need to make sure we stay competitive. Offering both simple services and the option to have a CPA sign off on everything is a start."
Grabbing a chair, Megan sat down beside Steven. From there, the two brainstormed ideas of offerings, from consulting to helping companies go paperless, to being a storage house, to digitizing; all under the banner of their key offerings. They eventually ran out of ideas and started wrapping up the impromptu meeting.
"I'll see what else I can come up with," he promised.
"Thanks," she smiled at him. "Oh, and I actually did come here for a reason. There are a couple things we need to talk about."
"I figured," he replied. "Although, I'm not the only financial analyst at Sphinx, you know. One just left the room."
"You're the one who had to show the nepo hire around," Megan pouted. "Poor baby, now you're stuck with me."
"To my constant regret," Steven teased.
"Yeah, right," she playfully punched him on the shoulder. "I'm delightful."
"Eh," he shrugged, siting down.
"And I put out," Megan declared, sitting down beside Steven and crossing her long legs.
"Damn, Megan," Steven laughed nervously. "We don't want someone to hear or see us acting so close. I mean, ah, it's not exactly professional."
"Stop being so nervous," she laughed. "We're alone, and it's not like I'm sitting in your lap. I'm in the chair beside you, looking at your computer. Perfectly normal. You're just paranoid."
"You, ah. You fluster me," Steven admitted, feeling jittery. Damn, he wanted to kiss her.
"I like you flustered," Megan grinned. "You're adorable when you blush."
"Right," he cleared his throat, still unable to stop thinking about how beautiful she was. "Anyway, you had something we needed to talk about?"
"Interesting that you mentioned my father a minute ago," Megan began nervously. "He's gonna stop by in a couple weeks to see how things are going."
"No need to be anxious," Steven reached out and placed a hand on her knee. "You're doing a great job."
"Thank you," she smiled softly, reaching down to squeeze his hand. "I need you to put together a report and presentation that shows off how well things are going?"
"Sure, no problem," he nodded. "Your father is going to be very proud."
"He won't be proud of me until I manage to grow a dick," Megan snorted.
"Well, I don't know about growing one," Steven sighed theatrically, "but it is the twenty-first century. There's a surgery for that, doctors can build you one. We can still hook-up after, but I'm a top."
"Give me a strap-on and I can change that," she waggled her eyebrows.
"I'm not the one who was talked in to butt-sex with the argument that you'd still be a virgin," he retorted.
"Oh, shut up," she rolled her eyes, pushing Steven's hand away while he laughed. "And I thought you were being a sweetheart."
"Friends are supposed to give each other shit," he reasoned, looking into her eyes. "You have nothing to worry about. He's going to be very impressed."
"It isn't easy, you know," Megan said in a small voice, "always needing to be strong, never showing any weakness."
"I can imagine," Steven nodded in sympathy. "Not knowing who your friends are, not letting people get close."
"My dad wanted a son, not me," she sighed, looking at him with a film of tears over her eyes. "Then I just had to rebel and make a fucking sex tape. Even without it I'd have to work ten times harder than anyone else just to be considered competent. Now? I could actually buy the entire fucking world and it still wouldn't be enough."
"Oh, Megan," he whispered, unsure what else to say. It was shocking to see the powerful woman so vulnerable.
"Dad only likes me now because I gave him a grandson, a boy with the family name," Megan sniffled as tears started to run down her cheeks.
"That's not true," Steven insisted, leaning forward in his chair. "Your dad loves you."
"I'm sorry to dump this on you, I'm just exhausted," she admitted, looking at him sadly. "That summer after high school was rough. Nell and I were drifting apart, I ditched the one guy who treated me like a person, and I spread my legs basically non-stop. I'm close with Nell again, but now I'm stringing you along just like Jane and your ex. Fuck, I'm a bitch. You deserve so much more."
"Don't worry about me," he said, reaching out to brush away her tears and cup her cheek. "I'm fine, I'm just worried about you. Where's all this coming from?"
"T-there was more I wanted to bring up, and it, ah, made me think of things," she shrugged helplessly. "Maybe talk later? Do you have plans for lunch?"
"I do, actually," Steven winced. "It's Camilla's birthday. She mentioned wanting to spend Saturday with just the girls, so I'm giving her a gift at lunch. It's why Leslie came in to the office today. Just Conner will be missing since he doesn't work here."
"Not even gonna go out to dinner tonight? Some friend," Megan teased, smiling slightly.
"Jane has plans with her sister and Sienna is going out with her parents," he explained. "We could grab something to eat after work?"
"I'd like that," she nodded slowly, still sniffling.
Megan took a few minutes to calm down and wipe the tears from her face with a few tissues. The two of them then hugged tightly, with Steven rubbing her back affectionately. She clung to him tightly, seemingly content to let him hide her from the world.
"You're amazing," Steven whispered to her. "Never let anyone tell you otherwise. Not even yourself."
As they broke apart, they saw Jane standing in the doorway.
"I, ah, I didn't mean to interrupt," Jane stammered, her face turning red.
"Oh, you're not interrupting," Megan insisted, her confident mask back on. "Steven just needed a hug. He's a big softie."
"Yeah, he is," Jane smiled slightly.
"Thanks, ladies," Steven chuckled, deciding to let Megan get away with blaming him.
"I'll see you both later," Megan said, confidently walking toward the door and passing by Jane. "Great blouse, Jane."
"Thanks, I like your hair," Jane smiled, turning to Steven once the socialite was gone. "Hi."
"Nothing happened, it was just a hug between friends," Steven said quickly.
"I didn't say anything. Guilty conscious?" Jane asked with a raised brow.
"No, nothing like that," he shook his head. "We really are just friends."
"Keep telling yourself that," she snorted.
"We are!" he argued. "You were right, that charity thing was a date. But, it was more like a friend date. She's a billionaire, and I'm just Steven."
Jane scoffed.
"Also, she's my supervisor. You should know the problems with that, since you work in HR." he continued.
"Legally speaking, there really aren't any," Jane replied, crossing her arms. "Relationships like that can often lead to complaints of favoritism, harassment, or a hostile work environment. That's why most companies have a policy outlined, but it isn't actually illegal."
"And what's our policy?" Steven questioned curiously.
"I thought nothing was happening?" Jane countered.
"I was just wondering," he shrugged. "I mean, ah, there was a time when I thought the two of us, well, you know..."
"Right," she winced sadly. "We work in different departments, and there would never be a supervisor relationship, so it wouldn't have been an issue. That's why Sienna and Theo are fine."
"You do have access to my personnel file," Steven pointed out.
"I already knew you watch porn and jack off in here on your lunch break," Jane teased, sticking out her tongue.
"There's nothing creepy in my file," he rolled his eyes. "Anyway, Megan with I would be different? I mean, not that there's anything happening."
"Of course not," Jane sighed. "You and Megan would have to disclose the relationship to HR. Any raises or promotions would be decided on by someone besides Megan. Same for any disciplinary action, if needed. She can fire you, you can't fire her."
"Even though she owns the company?" Steven frowned.
"She doesn't, her father does," Jane pointed out. "Also, the company is its own legal entity. Megan is an employee, just like you. So, yes, she's bound by the policy. Sure, her father could change it for her, but that would be ill-advised. Megan might even be able to change the policy at Sphinx herself, since her father gave her full control. Still, terrible idea."
"Irrelevant anyway, it's not happening," he gave Jane a tight smile.
"Yeah, sure," she nodded. "I just stopped by to let you know the ice cream cake is in the freezer in the break room. You're still gonna take lunch a few minutes early, right?"
"Yeah, so we can all set up," he confirmed with a nod. "Are you okay, Jane? I'm here for you, you know. Even if we're not a couple."
"I'm fine," Jane snapped before her face softened. "Sorry. Really, I'm okay. My sister and I are gonna grab dinner and see a movie after work. I'm just refusing to worry about the whole dating thing right now."
"Okay..." Steven trailed off. "I'm here if you need anything, just let me know how I can help."
"Thanks, bubba," she smiled and gave him a quick hug, releasing him quickly so she didn't completely melt into his arms.
After the awkward conversations, Steven lost himself in work. Well, he tried. His thoughts were a disjointed mess as he thought about Jane and Megan. Steven felt horrible about how things ended with Jane, but he knew that he had done everything he could. It just didn't work out and they would have to stay friends.
As for Megan, he wasn't sure. Was she stringing him along? Not really, they had agreed to terms. Steven was still shocked someone like Megan was even interested in him at all. He had to remind himself to stop thinking of her as some rich goddess. She was a human being. And his friend. And a fucking goddess. Steven decided to put off worrying about his romantic future and focus on helping Megan with whatever was troubling her.
The morning went by fairly quickly, with several work tasks serving as a great distraction. Steven had a meeting with Richard Lombardi, a staff accountant he used to work more closely with. The meeting took him until lunch, when he went to the break room to help the others set up.
"Surprise!" Theo, Sienna, Steven, Jane, Noah, and Leslie cheered and clapped when Camilla entered the decorated break room.
"Thank you, thank you," the sexy Latina took a bow. "Balloons and streamers? You guys went all out."
"We even brought gifts," Steven added.
"Sienna wouldn't let me put my name on hers," Theo sighed heavily.
"You can do your own shopping," Sienna giggled.
"Conner's name is on ours," Leslie reasoned with a shrug.
"You two are married, it's different," Sienna pointed out.
"Forget it, who cares," Camilla said quickly, rushing toward the table. "Let's focus on what's important. Me!"
A few other Sphinx employees wished Camilla a happy birthday before going back to their lunch. Leslie put Conner on a video call so the group could sing. Ice cream cake was served while Noah teased Camilla about her age. Camilla was annoyed, but Leslie pointed out that twenty-five was still very young.
Camilla took a picture of herself holding up a fork laden with ice cream cake for her influencer account. She also made sure to get a shot of the pile of presents. People kept coming up to wish Camilla a happy birthday and she was loving the attention. She smiled and leaned forward when Logan Barrett came by to talk to her. Camilla twirled her hair while offering glimpses of her cleavage to the sexy English guy.
"Just drag him into the supply room already," Noah snorted.
"Yum. What a present that would be," Camilla husked, admiring Logan's backside as he walked away. "You and Theo can guard the door."
"Pass," Theo spoke up.
"I'll do it if I get a cut of the profits when you post on SeeMe," Noah offered with a shrug.
"Ugh, pervert," Sienna rolled her eyes.
"If I'm selling pics of my butt, I'm getting all the money," Camilla stated firmly. "But, you're welcome to subscribe."
"Friends discount?" Noah waggled his eyebrows suggestively. "With benefits?"
"Not even in your dreams, buddy," Camilla rolled her eyes.
"Noah probably already has a dozen different subscriptions to different models on that app," Jane added.
"A guy has to get his feet pics somewhere," Leslie shrugged.
"I'm ending the call before Noah makes things even weirder," Conner's voice came from his wife's phone.
"Hey! Camilla made things dirty first," Noah reasoned. "No need to make fun of me."
"You were the one to suggest she drag Logan off for a nooner," Sienna pointed out.
"I'll do it if he's willing," Camilla declared. "How about you, Steven? Guard the door for me?"
"Yeah, no. Pass," Steven laughed.
"Fine, how about you set me up with Nolan Reed instead?" the Latina asked, batting her eyelashes. "Please?"
"I met the guy once, I don't have his number," Steven shook his head. "And I'm not asking Megan."
"Lame," Camilla whined. "And you really didn't get me a stripper?"
"No," Sienna, Steven, Theo, and Leslie all said at once.
"I'm available," Noah offered.
"Blech," Jane fake-gagged.
"I'm hot," Noah pointed out. "I have muscles, and my nose is mostly healed from the unfortunate zombie incident. I'm confident enough to wear a thong."
"You're Noah," Sienna explained. "That's just gross to think about."
"I also don't want to think about it," Theo added.
"Agreed," Leslie interjected.
"Are you sure, ladies?" Noah asked with an evil grin. "I even have a bad cop stripper outfit."
"None of us needed to know that," Conner said through the phone.
"Sadly, he's not lying," Theo winced. "He really has one."
"No strippers," Steven stated firmly.
"Guess you'll be all alone tonight, Camilla," Jane laughed. "I'm seeing a late movie with Molly, so I'm going right to bed when I get home."
"Whatever," Camilla grumbled. "Just remember, you girls are all coming out with me Saturday. No questions, no backing out."
"I'm pregnant and can't drink," Leslie replied.
"And I'm kind of seeing someone, so I'm not looking to pick up a guy," Sienna blushed slightly while Theo grinned widely.
"You'll still have fun, I promise," Camilla insisted. "More cock for Jane and me."
"Ew," Jane scrunched her nose.
"Please don't take us to see male strippers," Sienna made a face. "I don't want some weird guy's junk waving in my face."
"Yet, you're dating Theo," Noah smirked.
"The activities are a surprise. You'll find out," the Latina grinned while Theo slugged Noah's shoulder.
"I just want to make it clear that I've never waved my dick in Sienna's face," Theo mumbled.
"Not yet, anyway," Sienna added with a wide grin.
The other three girls squealed, causing all four of them to break out into fits of giggles. When they calmed down, there was some more teasing about Sienna and Theo's budding relationship. They both looked at each other with affection, and the others had no doubt they would become official very soon.
The group finished their cake before giving Camilla her presents. She got a gift card to get her nails done, a nice robe, a warm blanket, and a couple other gift cards for stores and restaurants. Noah included a picture of himself with his card; his grin turned to a frown when Camilla pretended to vomit upon seeing the image.
Leslie ended the call with Conner so that everyone could eat their actual lunch. Conversations flowed as they enjoyed what remained of their lunch hour. Camilla made a couple more posts, enduring the teasing about her influencer account. Then, a few minutes before they had to go back to work, Megan entered the break room.
"I just wanted to stop by and wish you a happy birthday, Camilla," Megan smiled kindly.



"Thank you," Camilla grinned.
"You're welcome," Megan responded. "Oh, by the way, I follow your Camporium influencer account. I tried the conditioner you recommended. Love it! It even keeps my long hair manageable."
"I'm glad! Thank you so much!" Camilla gushed, turning in her seat to face Megan. "Your hair is beautiful, I wish I had the patience to keep mine that long. And the different braid every day shows dedication."
"I wish my hair was as shiny as yours," Megan replied. "But, yeah, it can suck having it this long. It takes forever to dry. Patience is definitely required."
The five women exchanged hair care tips for a couple minutes before Megan made her exit. It took a couple minutes to clean up the break room and take down the signs. Then the seven friends went their separate ways to return to their jobs, with Camilla carrying her gifts and a couple of balloons.
Noah and Theo spent their afternoon managing the books for various clients of Sphinx, while Leslie monitored the various trends of the company bank accounts. Sienna paid the company's utility bills, and Jane had to review some edits to the employee handbook. Camilla followed up on delinquent accounts, sending emails and making phone calls.
"Can I come in?" Megan asked, rapping her knuckles on the open door to Steven's office.
"Hey! You do know how to knock!" Steven faced her with a grin on his face.
"Oh, bite me," she giggled, entering and closing the door.
"Sure; where, and how hard?" he inquired with a wink.
"Now who's being unprofessional in the workplace?" Megan countered, approaching his desk.
"I waited until you shut the door," Steven reasoned with a shrug. "Anyway, how can I help you?"
"We're still on for dinner tonight," Megan began, placing her fingertips on his desk, "but I was wondering if I could book more time with you?"
"My usual rate is three hundred an hour," he joked without missing a beat. "Fifteen hundred if you want me for the whole night."
"Mm, cheeky," she purred, reaching out to run her fingers along his jawline. His facial hair tickled her fingertips as she smirked. "I think I'm gonna call you on that; I want you for the whole night."
"W-what?" he stammered, swallowing weakly.
"What happened to that confidence? Was it all talk?" Megan suggested with a raised eyebrow.
"No, not at all!" Steven insisted. "I, ah, just wasn't expecting that."
"Still can't accept that I like you, I see," she sighed. "Well, anyway, I just got off the phone. I called Beatrice to talk to Carter."
"Beatrice is the nanny?" he inquired.
"Yeah, she was actually my nanny first," Megan explained. "Anyway, I also pestered Nell at work."
"Okay..." Steven trailed off, unsure of where this was going.
"I just asked Nell if she wanted to hang out with Carter after work," Megan explained. "Next thing I knew, Nell and Carter were planning a sleepover. So, she's gonna pick him up after work and they'll eat junk food and watch movies at her place."
"You're asking me to spend the night?" Steven questioned nervously. "Like, actually spend the night?"
"We can swing by your place before dinner so you can grab some stuff," she shrugged. "It's okay if you don't want to. I mean, I know I'm amazing, but if you have other things to do, your loss."
"I just thought we were gonna let things happen naturally," he pointed out. "Of course I want to, I just know we're not friends with benefits, not really."
"And who said I wanted to have sex tonight?" Megan inquired, towering over him with a glint in her eye.
"Uh... well... I thought..." Steven mumbled stupidly.
"You're so easy to wind up," she laughed, leaning down to kiss his forehead. "Okay, no more jokes. I need a friend tonight and I need to relax. Nell is taking Carter, and you're gonna be my friend. Maybe sex will happen, maybe it won't. What will definitely happen is that we'll talk about our feelings and all that crap."
"That started out elegant," he chuckled.
"I have a way with words," Megan shrugged. "And if we do have sex, I don't think it's a good idea for Carter to see me spending the night with a guy I'm not dating. We avoided it last time for a reason. I'm not at all ashamed, and if anything, you might actually be too good for me. It's just that Carter is six, and you aren't my boyfriend."
Steven took a few moments to gather his thoughts while digesting what Megan had said. He reminded himself that Megan was not Jane, the heiress was willing to talk about what was bothering her. Unlike Jane, Megan was letting him in. That meant more to him than anything else.
"I don't think anyone is too good for anyone else, not really. People connect, or they don't," Steven shrugged. "Either way, I'd love to spend some more time with my good friend."
"Take your own advice and stop worrying about my bank account," Megan winked.
The two of them talked for a couple more minutes before getting back to work. Megan had a meeting with Logan while Steven combed over financial reports. Nell sent Steven a few texts, advising him to take good care of Megan. There were only a couple of sexual innuendos in the blonde's comments.
Everyone wished Camilla a happy birthday one last time at the end of the day. Then people started splitting off as they made their way to the subway. Megan looped her arm through Steven's, leading him toward her expensive red sports car. They didn't notice Jane watching them sadly.
"I was expecting to watch you devour a cheeseburger," Steven commented, gesturing with his fork toward Megan's grilled chicken as they sat in the upscale restaurant. "Or maybe some nachos."
"Are you calling me fat?" Megan gasped, looking at him with her mouth gaping.
"No, no!" he replied quickly. "I just know you like greasy food after a tough day."
"Hm, well," she gave him an appraising look, "pro tip; commenting on a girl's eating habits isn't the best way to get her to drop her panties."
"Pro tip?" Steven questioned with a raised brow. "You have a lot of experience getting a lady out of her underwear?"
"Not personally, but I've seen plenty of guys manage it," Megan shrugged, sipping her wine. "And suggesting the girl eats junk food was never a successful move."
"I'm just enjoying a meal with my friend," he reasoned. "Plus, you know your body is perfect. You don't need me to tell you."
"Even a bitch like me can be susceptible to flattery," she argued.
"You're not a bitch," Steven rolled his eyes.
"I know some trust fund guys who would strongly disagree," Megan giggled.
"Fuck 'em," he said vehemently.
"I wouldn't, that was their problem," she snorted.
Steven and Megan kept the conversation light during dinner, mainly just making small talk. When the bill came, Steven convinced Megan to let him pay with the argument that she shouldn't pay every time just because she was rich. She thought it was cute.
"Such a gentleman," Megan smiled, giving him a quick peck on the lips when he held her door open for her after leaving the restaurant.
They made a quick stop at Steven's place so he could pack an overnight bag, then Megan drove them to her townhouse. She pulled the car into the garage and led Steven through the amazing home. With high ceilings and beautiful floors, the house was a perfect mix of modern and historic. The heiress watched as Steven entered a guest room and placed his overnight bag on the bed.
"What?" Steven asked, looking over at Megan as she leaned against the door frame and watched him with a bemused expression.
"Really? The guest room?" she smirked.
"Well, I wasn't gonna assume anything," he explained. "Besides, we agreed we're buddies."
"Fuck buddies?" Megan offered with a giggle.
"Buddies who are open to encounters happening on occasion," Steven replied.
The two of them stared at each other for a few moments, neither sure of what to say. They both knew they were acting like friends with benefits, even if they refused to use the label. Megan knew it wasn't what Steven really wanted. He kept telling himself that this was different, Megan cared about him and was willing to share her feelings. Something that was especially different for the strong, lonely woman. Steven was still intimidated by her status, but he couldn't help wishing for a real relationship.
"Well, even if we don't have any encounters, I'd still like to fall asleep and wake up next to someone I trust and care for," Megan said, suddenly looking very vulnerable.
Steven felt his shoulders relax, tension he didn't even realize he had melting away. How many times had he wished he could just fall asleep holding someone he cared for? It had happened once with Megan already, but they had to wake up early so Carter wouldn't know. Addison and Jane never wanted to spend the night with him. Friends or lovers, what he had with Megan was very different from anything he had experienced before.
"I could never say no to that," he smiled reassuringly.
Entering the master bedroom, Steven once more marveled at the elegance. Knowing this was once the room of one of the most famous female pop stars on the planet only added to the awe he felt. The bedroom was huge and well-decorated; it had a private bathroom and its own small terrace.
Steven took out his work clothes for the next day before pulling out a pair of lounge pants and a t-shirt. Taking off her heels, Megan removed the hair ties holding her braid in place and shook out her long, raven locks. She pulled her hair back into a simple ponytail that almost fell to her butt, then grabbed something comfortable to wear.
Trying to be a gentleman, Steven turned his back to Megan so she could change in relative privacy. The heiress had other ideas, circling around to stand in front of Steven with a smirk on her face. They watched each other while slowly removing their clothes. Megan was soon down to a dark blue bra and a pair of light pink panties. Steven was wearing black boxer briefs with an obvious tent caused by his erection.
Megan's body was always an amazing sight, and he found himself admiring her breasts and the way they tried to escape the blue fabric. It almost as if the beautiful mounds could barely be contained by her bra. The mismatched underwear indicated that Megan had not been planning on anyone seeing her undressed today.
"You're acting like this is the first time you've seen a girl in her underwear," Megan giggled, reaching for a pair of flannel pajama pants. "I'm completely covered, and you're drooling like an inexperienced teen who can't believe he's so close to boobs."
"I wasn't, I was just, ah..." he stammered, turning slightly red.
"You were just staring at me with your mouth hanging open," she finished for him, while pulling up her pants.
"Hey, I turned around!" Steven argued, finding his voice. "I tried to give you privacy, but you put yourself in front of me and started undressing, and ah, well," he mumbled, his eyes dropping to her chest.
"Yup. Your first time seeing a girl undressed," she declared. "Durr, titties, durr," Megan teased in a deep voice, making a dopey face.
"Every time I see you, it's like seeing a woman for the first time," Steven breathed. "You're just so... perfect."
Megan looked at him, first in disbelief, then surprise, then embarrassment. She was overwhelmed by the honesty of his praise and admiration for her. Blinking away tears, she was once again reminded that he didn't care about her money or her fame. She wasn't a trophy fuck to him, or even just a hot body to use. He cared about the entire package, the real person.
"You're, ah, you... shut up," she smiled as she struggled to take the compliment. "I like your chest and arms and you have the perfect amount of body hair. Enough to look like a real man without risking a hairball."
"Don't forget about the beard," he smirked.
"Mm, yeah, the beard is sexy," Megan nodded, holding her shirt as she stared at him. Then she grinned evilly. "You'll be really fucking hot once your growth spurt finally hits."
"I assure you, I'm fully grown," Steven waggled his eyebrows.
"I can tell," she gestured toward his bulge. "If just me in my underwear can do that, I'm worried you'll shoot off before I even touch you."
"Okay, you win," he attempted to accept defeat graciously. Then he attempted to put on his lounge pants, which got stuck at his bulge and took the last of his dignity.
"Smooth," Megan giggled before putting her t-shirt on.
Steven chose not to respond, instead he got his pants on before slipping into his t-shirt. He watched as Megan, reached up the back of her shirt and unhooked her bra. She then slid the straps down her arms before reaching down the front of her shirt and pulling off her bra with a contented sigh.
"That was impressive," Steven commented. "A couple movements and you just pulled your bra out."
"Every woman in the world can do that," she rolled her eyes but still smiled. "But, thanks. I'm just glad the girls can finally breathe."
Unsurprisingly, Steven's eyes drifted down to admire the girls, happy to notice the dents in the t-shirt caused by Megan's nipples. She cleared her throat, snapping him out of his daydream. Then the two of them organized their things before heading back downstairs for wine and a couple of glasses. Megan teased him a bit when he had to stand on his toes to reach the wine glasses she kept in the high cabinet.
It wasn't dark yet, and Megan suggested watching the sun set on the rooftop terrace. There was a soft breeze in the air, providing some relief from the summer heat. The terrace had a couple of tables, several chairs, and a couch. What was truly amazing was the stunning view of the city. It also didn't hurt that a famous pop song was written about this place.
All of the cushions were in a storage bin to protect them from the rain. Steven took out cushions while Megan set the glasses and wine bottles on the table. The two of them set the cushions up on the couch so that they could sit side-by-side and enjoy the nice evening.
"How are you feeling?" Steven asked while Megan poured out two glasses of wine.
"Much better now that my bra is off and I have wine," she answered, handing him a glass.
"What more do you need?" he questioned with a chuckle as he accepted the wine.
"Exactly," Megan nodded, taking a sip. "It's crazy that I was a mom before I could legally drink this stuff in the States."
"You're also the daughter of the eighth richest person in the world," Steven reasoned with a shrug. "It's not surprising your life is a bit different from the average person. You have a great son, and you have the resources and drive to be able to live your life while still being an amazing mom."
"Thank you, Steven," she smiled, surveying him over the top of her glass, those blue-gray eyes twinkling. "Fifth."
"Sorry?" he frowned, setting down his glass.
"My father is the fifth richest person in the world now," Megan explained with a smirk. "Second quarter of 2025 was great for us. Stocks are soaring."
"I can't believe I'm sitting here with you," Steven laughed lightly, surprising the heiress by not making a speech about wealth-hoarding. "I could keep complimenting you, but it's not just you. This place. One of the most famous pop artists in the world lived here. The media covers her every move, most people have heard of this house. And here I am."
"Think about it; she was probably sitting in this exact spot, holding her guitar while writing song lyrics," she smiled, finding it adorable that he was getting starstruck. "You were very smooth when you met her. Did you see her on tour? Everyone wanted to go to those concerts."
"No, I didn't go," he shook his head. "You?"
"Yeah, Nell and I brought Carter," Megan answered with a slight blush. "We, ah, we were up front. There's a video online of me crouching beside Carter while he got the famous hat and Alison kissed his cheek. We hung out with her afterward."
"Carter must have had the time of his life," Steven smiled.
"He definitely did," she smiled. "So did Nell, for that matter,"
"I saw some of those tickets were going for over ten thousand each," he winced.
"Not if you got them directly from the venue," she shook her head. "Resellers bought all the tickets and jacked up the price. Vultures. We got ours thanks to Alison."
"And now you live in her house," Steven chuckled, still in shock at how connected Megan was in the celebrity and high-society worlds.
"Mm, just imagine some of the things she did up here. It probably wasn't just songwriting, you know?" Megan gestured toward the railing, still holding her wine glass. "Maybe she watched the sunset from right there. A sexy guy behind her, running his hands all over that hot body."
"I was not thinking about sex when I commented on how amazing this place is," he replied as Megan snuggled up beside him.
"Are you thinking about it now?" the heiress asked, looking up at him. "A famous singer's red lips wrapped around your cock?"
"It may have been something I've thought about in the past," Steven admitted, adjusting himself slightly. "Ah, I read she wrote the song about this house while taking a bath."
"Really? I thought she wrote it up here on the roof?" Megan frowned.
"Did there used to be a bathtub up here?" he shrugged. "You'll have to ask her for the details."
"Maybe I will," she giggled, leaning over to kiss his cheek. "Would that really freak you out? If I just pulled out my phone and sent her a text?"
"It would definitely be overwhelming," Steven admitted. "I'm just Steven."
"And I'm just Megan," the socialite pointed out. "You were right when you said everyone deserves dignity and respect. It's just money. A few people know my name, a lot of people know her name. Whatever, who cares?"
"You're right," he nodded. "You're just a beautiful, smart, caring woman. Who can also be a pain in the ass."
"I am an absolute delight in every way," Megan declared, draining her first glass of wine before sitting up to pour herself another. "You're lucky you work for me."
"Lucky?" Steven snorted with a raised eyebrow. "You seem to take great pleasure in torturing me regularly."
"Oh, please," she rolled her eyes, settling down beside him again with her wine. "I think cumming down my throat and fucking my pussy makes up for the fact that I like to tease you a bit."
"Well, maybe," he admitted. "Although, falling asleep holding you was definitely the best part."
"A hopeless romantic until the end," Megan giggled, looking at him affectionately. "Don't ever change. Ever. You're one of a kind."
"I doubt the 'hopeless' part will ever change," Steven sighed, taking a sip of wine.
"It will, I promise," she vowed seriously.
"And how can you know that?" he challenged.
"I'm rich," Megan shrugged. "I'll just pay to make it true if I have to."
"You're not buying me a wife," Steven made a face.
"That won't be necessary," she laughed, sipping her wine. "Nell and I might end up fighting over you, and I think Jane already regrets letting you go."
"Uh, yeah, well," he said nervously, "didn't you have some things you wanted to discuss?"
"That was the worst deflection I've ever heard," Megan smirked. "Truly, truly pathetic."
"You're the one who wanted to talk about 'feelings and crap,' I think it was," Steven gave her a pointed look. "Or am I misremembering?"
"How dare you use my brilliance against me," she winked, taking another sip and smacking her lips. "Fine. Feelings and crap. I got my degree, started working for my dad, then he bought Sphinx and told me to go run it as a test. I feel like I've been living my life by a playbook since I started college, now everything is getting serious. I don't have a guide for what to do next, and it scares me."
"It's hard to imagine you being scared," he told the powerful woman, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. "You're so strong and confident."



"Yeah, well, my dad always used to tell me that you don't need to know everything," Megan let out a breath, "you just need people to think you do."
"That does make sense," Steven reluctantly admitted. "How can I help? From what I know, you've succeeded at everything you've ever done. MBA, being a mom, running Sphinx."
"I'm... not great at personal relationships," she argued. "I've had one boyfriend. I ditched the first guy I had real feelings for, never even telling him he has a son. I have a grand total of two close friends; you and Nell."
"So, we're talking both personal and professional fears," he nodded in understanding. "I don't think I'm the best to help with the personal stuff, but I have some experience finding my own way in the professional world."
"You have no idea how likable you are, do you? The closeness of your friend group?" Megan pointed out. "But, fine. Business. When I was young, I was basically under the impression that my future husband would one day take over the company after my dad passes. Now? Fuck that. Prenup that shit. Even if I do get married, I'm my own person, and it's not the fucking fifties. I'm Megan fucking Bauer, daughter of Theodore Bauer. I can run Bauer International Holdings."
Megan kept building steam as she talked, and he could see her straighten her shoulders, a passion in her eyes as she stoked her fire within. Then, she exhaled and looked at him, afraid and vulnerable again.
"But, you can't just fake it forever. Sometimes you need to relax, to trust, and to seek shelter in someone else," Megan snuggled tight against Steven, wrapping an arm around his waist. "Even Megan fucking Bauer needs shelter sometimes."
"I agree," Steven squeezed her shoulder reassuringly. "It seems like you know what to do."
"Do I?" she questioned with a laugh. "Having an end goal doesn't mean everything is figured out. Sphinx is running just fine, but I rely on so many people, how will I handle an international empire?"
"Your father relies on people, too," he argued. "You'll always have to delegate. Your father's corporation is way bigger than Sphinx, but the skills are transferable. You're learning right now. That's the playbook. You know more than most of the people running corporations these days. You see beyond next quarter's profits.
"Business is about people, not numbers. You know that. You treat your employees like people, you make them feel valued. They reward you with amazing work and loyalty. Surround yourself with people you can trust, and everything will work out."
"You know, that really helped," Megan commented, giving him a considering look.
"Uh, you're welcome?" Steven said, obviously confused.
"Sorry, that came out wrong," she giggled cutely. "I wasn't trying to sound surprised. I meant, it wasn't just what you said. I feel better that you're in my corner, if that makes sense? Just knowing you're pulling for me and that you'll listen to me. Wow, I suck at this."
"Eh, you're not so bad," he told her. "You're just not used to being vulnerable. I understand, it can be scary, not being able to control how the other person reacts."
"My dad actually asked me if Carter would keep his last name if I ever got married," Megan continued. "He sounded doubtful I ever would, and all he cared about was the stupid Bauer name."
"He loves you," Steven reassured the heiress. "And he's proud of you. He's just not good at saying it."
"Like father, like daughter," she mumbled sadly.
The two of them felt silent as they cuddled on the couch while the sun started to set. Steven knew Megan had more to say, but he chose to give her time so she could process her thoughts. Megan worked through her second glass of wine, enjoying Steven's warm presence beside her. She eventually set the empty glass down on the table and gathered her strength.
"I've been talking a lot with Kayla Thomson," Megan eventually said. "A lot."
"Okay..." he trailed off, knowing she'd explain herself.
"Steven's having another kid," she said quickly, clearly eager to get it out.
"Carter will have another half-sibling," Steven nodded in understanding. "You knew Steven Thomson was seeing someone, so I guess it isn't too surprising."
"It's apparently pretty complicated," Megan said. "Anyway, I'm still, ah, not ready to tell him about Carter, his son."
"I'm not gonna push, it's not my place," he promised, leaning over to kiss the top of her head.
"Thank you," she whispered softly. "Although, it might get difficult to keep the secret soon."
"Why's that?" Steven asked.
"Kayla's starting college soon and doesn't know what she wants to do with her life," Megan started talking quickly. "She knows she doesn't wanna follow in her father's footsteps, but she knows it's important to know how a business is run. Ah, long story short, she's coming out to stay with me for two weeks."
"What? How the fuck did that happen?" he wondered, completely in shock. "You two haven't been talking that long."
"She's never really been away from home, and it just kind of came up in conversation," she shrugged helplessly. "I offered, and then called her father. He agreed it was a great idea. It'll be like a mini-internship."
"I mean, that's really nice of you," Steven smiled. "I'm sure Kayla will learn a lot."
"I'm just glad Carter has my eyes," Megan commented. "Some things I do not want her to learn just yet."
"Still a risk," he pointed out.
"I know," she sighed. "I wasn't thinking about that at the time. I was thinking about how much I would have loved another woman to help me out when I was first learning. But, I extended the invitation, and I'm not taking it back. She'll be here on the twenty-sixth."
"You didn't waste any time," Steven chuckled.
"There's only so much time, summer goes by fast," she reminded him. "She's flying home August eighth so she can help a couple of friends move in to the dorms on the ninth."
"That is soon," he agreed.
"And she had cheerleader tryouts today," Megan added. "Yesterday through tomorrow. I don't know much about it, but CSUA is apparently a division one school, so all sports are extremely competitive."
"I'm guessing you weren't a cheerleader?" Steven asked. "I've heard it's so much more like gymnastics and acrobatics than just shouting and dancing. It takes skill."
"Nope, not at all," she laughed. "It was not for me."
"I think you would have done well," he responded.
"Is that so?" Megan purred, placing her hand on his thigh. "Are you thinking about me in a sexy cheerleader uniform?"
"I am now," Steven acknowledged. "You'd look cute with pompoms."
"I don't have much experience with sexy roleplay, but I'd try it for you," she husked into his ear as her hand slid between his legs. "Maybe I'd do a cheer routine for you before getting on my knees."
"I guess the, ah, 'feelings and crap' conversation is done? Fuck!" he gasped as her fingers found his bulge and started caressing him.
"For now," Megan answered as she started kissing his neck. "I'm still stressed and I want some relief. Do you think you could help me?"
"Are you, ah, sure about this?" Steven stammered, not wanting to grow more attached to this woman he couldn't truly be with.
"I'm horny again," she told him, her skilled fingers bringing him to full hardness. "You already agreed to hold me all night, you won't let me go to bed without a good orgasm, will you? That's just cruel."
"I suppose it is," he laughed lightly as Megan nibbled on his ear. "It's not like I can deny you anything anyway."
"Mm, I love your cock," the heiress cooed, wrapping her fingers around him from outside his lounge pants. "It's so long and thick."
"Turnabout is fair play," Steven reasoned, reaching out to cup one of Megan's large breasts from outside her shirt. "I love your big tits."
"Kiss me," Megan gasped desperately. "Now!"
Their lips met in a passionate kiss, their hands pulling at each other as their bodies pressed together. Steven's hand slid up Megan's shirt, his fingers lightly squeezing a naked tit as she moaned. Megan extracted his hardness from his pants and started jacking him off while he tweaked her nipple. Their groping and kissing grew more and more passionate as they held each other on the couch while the sun set over New York.
Leaving Megan's shirt above her breasts, Steven slid his hand down her stomach until he reached the waistband of her pajama bottoms. Megan gasped when Steven's fingers made contact with her labia. She gripped the base of his cock, unable to focus on stroking him while Steven's two fingers pushed into her tight tunnel.
"You're soaked," Steven commented against her lips.
"All for you, baby," Megan moaned back, kissing him hard. "For you."
Steven's fingers worked their magic, causing Megan to writhe and pant on the couch. The raven-haired goddess attempted to continue the handjob, but she was barely able to think as her pleasure mounted, causing her toes to curl. Her mouth was hanging open as her back arched, the feeling of Steven's thumb against her clit almost causing too much pleasure.
"Are you gonna cum?" he asked, his fingers curling inside Megan.
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" Megan nodded rapidly, her free hand reaching out to grab his wrist. "Keep going! Faster! Faster! Faster!"
Megan tensed, gasping loudly as her insides contracted. It felt like her every nerve was on fire as her entire body came alive. It was amazing. Just Steven's fingers were better than the best moves of all the athletes, celebrities, and random rich assholes Megan had been with in Europe. This was personal, a real connection. Something she had only felt with one other person.
When her orgasm subsided, Megan grabbed Steven's face in both hands and pushed her tongue into his mouth. The two of them kissed passionately for several minutes before Megan decided it was his turn. Breaking the kiss, she scooted backwards on the couch so she could lower her head into his lap.
"Fuck!" Steven hissed as he felt her warm mouth around his prick.
Placing a hand on the heiress's head, Steven sighed happily as Megan started to blow him. She was up on her knees, her shirt above her chest, allowing her big tits to dangle from her chest. Steven ran his free hand down her body, squeezing her tight ass while her tongue danced along his shaft.
"Mm, mm, gak, mm," Megan moaned and gurgled whiles she gave enthusiastic head. "mm, gak, glug, glug, mm."
Megan's long ponytail fell down her back while Steven held her head on him. His other hand played with her tits, squeezing them and rolling her pink nipples. The entire situation was incredibly erotic, and Steven felt himself approaching his limit after only a few minutes. He tilted his head back and let out a breath, the rooftop darkening as Megan's sucking and slurping sounds filled the air.
"Gonna cum, Megs," he gasped out, barely having the presence of mind to warn her.
The sexy socialite moaned in longing, sucking harder and bobbing her head faster. With a loud groan, Steven sent a burst of cum across Megan's tongue. Her throat undulated as she eagerly gulped down every spurt of hot semen that shot out of his tip. Steven's leg was shaking as he held her head down and gave one final shudder. Her tongue snagged the last drop from his tip before she lifted her head from his lap.
"Since when do you call me 'Megs?'" she asked with a giggle, a bemused expression on her face as she squinted at him in the semi-darkness.
"Sorry," he laughed lightly. "Just slipped out."
"Don't apologize, I liked it," Megan quickly pecked his lips. "It's getting dark, and I'm not finished with you yet. Show a lady to her room?"
"With pleasure," Steven smirked, getting to his feet and pulling up his pants before offering her his hand. "Milady?"
With a smile, Megan took his hand and let him help her up. She giggled when he pouted after she pulled her shirt down over her breasts. They grabbed the glasses and wine before rushing to the master bedroom. Megan lit a few candles and put on some soft music while Steven refilled their wine glasses.
"It's exhausting always being in control, always being the one to give orders," Megan began, standing beside the bed as she sipped her wine. "Take charge. Tell me what to do. You're the boss in this bedroom."
"Take off your clothes," Steven instructed, not used to giving orders.
He placed their wine glasses on the bedside table and watched as Megan backed up to the center of the room. Giving Steven an evil grin, Megan dropped her pants, leaving her clad in a t-shirt and a pair of panties. She teased him for another few moments before removing her shirt and playing with her boobs. The panties were gone a moment later, and Steven once again found himself in the master bedroom of the famous home, a naked Megan Bauer standing before him.
"What now, sir?" she asked with a sexy purr.
"Lay down in bed," he said firmly, his heart racing as he tried to project confidence.
The tall, beautiful woman lay down in bed, her flawless body stretched out languorously. Candlelight reflected off of Megan's skin as she reached out and picked up her wine glass. She took a sip, her eyes never leaving Steven's. Using her free hand, she removed her hair tie, letting her raven locks freely cascade down her back.
"The view reminding you of a certain porno you watched online?" Megan questioned, batting her eyelashes.
"The sexiest, smartest woman in the world laying naked in bed drinking wine? Yeah, just a bit," he admitted. "I'm still sorry I watched that."
"I was wearing a robe at the start of the recording," she smirked. "You sure you watched it?"
"I did, yeah," Steven blushed. "It was an invasion of your privacy, sorry."
"Stop apologizing and get those clothes off," she replied with a smirk.
"I thought I was the one in control?" Steven raised an eyebrow.
"Of course, of course," Megan laughed, returning the wine glass to the bedside table.
Steven quickly got naked and climbed into bed. Laying side-by-side, the two of them started kissing gently, with Steven first cupping her face before reaching down to grab a handful of her tight ass. Megan responded by pressing her breasts against his chest and grinding herself against him.
"I'm going to enjoy this," he whispered, putting Megan on her back.
The beautiful woman cooed softly as Steven kissed down her body. He held her boobs together and slobbered over her cleavage before making his way down to her belly button. Knowing what was coming, Megan eagerly spread her legs, granting him access to her womanhood. She gasped and moaned his name when his lips made contact with her vulva.
Steven made love to Megan's pussy with his mouth, making her writhe and groan. Her hands held his head to her crotch as he sucked on her clit while sawing two fingers in and out of her. Just as Megan was coming down from her second orgasm, Steven got up on his knees, lined his cock up with her entrance, and pushed inside.
"Fuck, yes!" Megan groaned, her back arching. "Get inside me, I need you in me."
"Hold your legs back for me," Steven ordered, burying himself balls-deep in her cunt.
"Okay!" she nodded enthusiastically as she grabbed her legs behind the knees and spread herself open.
Leaning forward, Steven held Megan's boobs so he could use them as leverage to start thrusting. And so he could enjoy holding her boobs. Those blue-gray eyes drew him in, and Steven found himself unable to look away as he moved his dick in and out of Megan with a steady rhythm.
"You're amazing," he whispered, admiring her beautiful face.
Megan gasped softly, her panting increasing in intensity as Steven's relentless movements stretched and stimulated her love tunnel. Her face scrunched up, her mouth opening in a soundless scream as her orgasm crashed through her. She gasped several times, her body shuddering as her nails dug into the soft skin of her legs.
"Holy shit, holy shit," she gasped for breath, looking up at him with wonder. "That felt so fucking good."
"Good," Steven smirked, continuing to slowly work his hardness in and out of her. "I love watching your face while you cum."
"I hope you're not about to cum," Megan giggled, squeezing her inner muscles to stimulate him. "I want another orgasm."
"I'll do my best," he laughed, squeezing her tits playfully.
"You're best, ah, is pretty, ah, pretty fucking great," she commented, rolling her hips. "Shit, my hands are slipping."
"Grip your ankles," Steven advised.
"Mm, you got it," Megan nodded as he adjusted himself, making it easier for the sexy woman to hold her ankles. "Fuck me hard, baby."
"You're so fucking hot," he smirked as he resumed pounding her hard and fast.
Candlelight flickered while soft music was playing, adding to the atmosphere. Steven lowered his head and slurped one of Megan's nipples into his mouth. The heiress gasped and begged him to bite her nipple. He obliged, spending quite a bit of time on her tits before kissing her lips and returning to watching her face.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Megan panted, her eyelids fluttering. "Ah, fuck, that's deep! Ah, ah!"
"I want you from behind," Steven growled, grinding his crotch against hers while buried to the hilt in her warmth.
"Yes!" Megan groaned. "Fucking take me!"
Steven pulled out of Megan and backed up while she assumed the standard doggystyle position, tossing her raven hair down her back. They both gasped when Steven reentered her. He held Megan's hips tightly, thrusting into Megan's tight pussy, her vaginal muscles gripping him in a velvet embrace.
Megan was loving every second, her entire body alive with pleasure. She could feel her heavy breasts swinging beneath her, slapping into each other from the force of the pounding she was taking. His balls hit her clit, sending jolts of electricity from the little nub and through the rest of her body.
At the request of the powerful woman, Steven started getting rougher with her. Leaning over Megan's back, he held onto her boobs and fucked her until she screamed. Then he sat up and spanked her butt-cheeks before holding her head back by the hair. She came and she came and she came. One final orgasm made Megan see stars, one caused by Steven holding himself inside her and filling her with his seed.
"You okay?" Steven asked from beside Megan as he watched her laying on her back, her breasts heaving as she breathed heavily.
"Never better," she gasped, beads of sweat dotting her flawless body. "Damn, guys named Steven can fuck."
"How many Stevens have you been with?" he laughed, looking over at her with affection.
"Just two," Megan answered, raising two fingers. "Know any others I can try out?"
"I can't say that I do," Steven replied slowly.
"W-would you be jealous?" she suddenly asked, turning her head to look at him. "If I did, you know, have sex with someone else?"
"Why? Got your eye on someone?" he asked quietly. "A Stefan, perhaps?"
"No!" Megan erupted into giggle fits which took almost a minute to subside. "No, nothing like that. I was just curious."
"We're just friends, not even friends with benefits. That was the deal," Steven answered after gathering his thoughts. "With Jane, yeah, she refused the label, but we acted like we were a couple. Neither of us saw anyone else for awhile. We were basically exclusive without talking about it. With you?" He paused for a moment to think about how to phrase it. "You mean so much to me, even if we haven't known each other too long. I love that you can really talk to me and you don't constantly push me away.
"But, we're friends, right? You're my supervisor, you're from a world I could never imagine. I have no right to feel jealous. I want you to be happy. So, if you found someone you wanted to commit to, I'd respect that."
"I didn't ask about right, or respect. I asked if you'd be jealous," Megan stated plainly. "The bitch in me is glad you aren't going to fuck Jane again. I'd be jealous if you slept with someone else."



"You want the truth? Fine. If you fell in love with someone, it would be hard for me, but I'd push through it to keep you a part of my life," he looked at her more directly. "But if you were just out having casual sex with someone else? I... I don't know how well I'd handle that. I'm scared of falling back into the same habit of casual sex with someone I can't date, but I can't help it. It would hurt to see you with some rich asshole, or any guy, really. I know I don't have any ri.."
His ramble was interrupted by Megan's tongue.
"Good," she said, pulling him tighter to her. "I know it doesn't make sense, and I don't want to hurt you the way other women have. I care about you. Right now? It doesn't have to make sense. I just want you to fucking own me tonight."
Steven squeezed her, but Megan could still feel the tension in his body.
"Steven, I promise I'm not just using you for sex and keeping you at arm's length," she stated sincerely. "I don't know what I'm doing, or what's going to happen tomorrow. I do promise we'll be open and talk about what we need. There's more we need to talk about tonight, and I'm still so overwhelmed. Just be patient?"
"I think we can worry about what happens next another time," Steven said, pecking her lips.
"Mm, and you know what I need right now?" Megan asked, wriggling happily in his arms.
"What's that?" he wondered.
"A bacon double cheeseburger," she giggled, pulling away slightly to grin at him.
"We already ate dinner," Steven told her with a chuckle.
"Fucking burns a lot of calories," Megan reasoned before sighing heavily. "But, I am NOT putting my bra back on."
"Pull up the app, I'll make a quick run," he offered, squeezing her bare shoulder.
"You don't have to do that," she smiled, leaning in to kiss him again. "But, you're sweet to offer."
"You're not one of those people who won't let anyone else drive their car, are you?" Steven gave her a look. "I'll be driving through New York City, how fast can I really go?"
"You're welcome to drive my car, dummy," Megan shook her head as her fingertips caressed his cheek. "I meant that I'm not gonna make you get dressed and go get me greasy food."
"You love greasy food after sex," he pointed out. "And you're not making me, I offered."
"I, well, I," she mumbled. "Fuck, I really want a cheeseburger."
"Your order?" Steven asked.
"Fuck, I feel like a rich bitch making you go get me food, but a cheeseburger after cumming is heaven," Megan admitted, sitting up and reaching for her phone. "Fuck it, I need bacon and melted cheese."
"What can I get for you?" he repeated the question. "Unless you wanna order on the app."
"Or we can both stop being morons and I'll get it delivered," she suggested with a giggle.
"Oh," Steven stated, wincing at his own stupidity. "In my defense, I'm always too cheap to pay for one of those deliveries."
"Well, you're in bed with a rich bitch, so I'll pay. What do you want?" Megan asked. "Extra pickles? Yes, please!"
"I'll just take a single stack burger and fries. No pickles," he requested, talking more to her boobs than her face. "And a soda."
"I'm keeping the pickles on yours so I can steal them," she told him primly before continuing the order. "Good, they still have root beer. Oh! They have jalapeno poppers, we're getting those!"
Megan put the order in and placed her phone back on the bedside table. Facing Steven, she crooked her finger so that he would come closer and kiss her. It was a soft and gentle kiss, lasting a couple minutes while they caressed each other. Megan abruptly ended the kiss and sat up again.
"Where are you going?" Steven frowned.
"Quick shower," the heiress explained, getting to her feet and making her way toward the bathroom. "I'm sweaty and I have a pussy full of cum. I need to get clean so you can fuck me again."
"Works for me," he laughed, checking out her glorious backside. "I'll get dressed and grab the food order when it gets here."
"Make sure there's ranch for my jalapeno poppers!" Megan called out over her shoulder.
Steven threw some clothes on and went downstairs to wait for the food to arrive. He soon returned to the master bedroom with two large sodas and a brown bag covered in grease stains. The CEO of Sphinx was sitting up in bed, still completely naked. Her legs were crossed and she was using a towel to dry her long, thick hair.
"Can't afford a hair dryer?" Steven questioned.
"They make my hair frizzy," she explained, looking over at him. "I hope you didn't forget the ranch."
"It's in the bag, I checked," he assured her, handing over the large root beer. "And I can't imagine that hair not looking perfect."
"Contrary to popular belief, women aren't naturally flawless. This," Megan gestured at her face with a finger, "takes work. Jogging, weights, squats, swimming laps, all that shit."
"Hey, I work out to stay in shape as well. Especially after eating this junk," he laughed, holding up the bag. "And you do an amazing job. That body is... wow."
"Thanks, you're sexy, too," she smiled. "I'm happy to primp and preen if it turns you on."
"Everything about you turns me on," Steven told her, placing his drink on the bedside table. "Megan fucking Bauer."
"If it weren't for shaving, my legs and pits would be as hairy as yours," Megan laughed, adjusting herself until she was sitting cross-legged. "There's a tray table under the bed."
"Well, I'd still go down on you," he said, handing her the bag and reaching beneath the bed for the tray. Standing up, he placed the tray table in front of Megan. "Even if I had to push through a forest."
"Such a charmer," she snorted as she started taking food out of the bag. "Now, hurry up and get naked so we can eat."
"I need to be naked to eat?" Steven inquired, standing next to the bed.
"There's nothing better than eating greasy food after sex," Megan once again informed him. "For the best experience, you have to be naked." she then gestured at her exposed breasts.
"You're the boss," he told her as he started removing his clothes.
Steven was thrilled at how comfortable she was with him. Megan was on complete display, and she didn't seem to mind one bit that he could ogle her. He was used to a woman covering up after sexy fun time was over. Jane didn't always do that, but it was something that happened often. Same with his handful of other lovers.
"You're still in charge tonight, remember?" she popped a fry in her mouth while watching him undress. "We're gonna eat, have another feelings and crap talk, then one last fuck before bed."
"You said I'm in charge, yet you have an itinerary?" Steven asked, getting into bed and sitting beside his naked boss.
"Yup. Don't argue, just go with it," Megan teased, unwrapping his burger so she could steal his pickles.
Sitting naked in bed, the two of them started eating the greasy food from the nearby fast food restaurant. Steven enjoyed the meal, but Megan was in heaven. She eagerly reached for the jalapeno poppers, grabbing one and dipping it in ranch. With a happy grin, she brought it to her mouth and took a bite. Fortunately, it was filled with melted cheese. Unfortunately, it was filled with melted cheese.
"Mmff, ow, mmff!" Megan mumbled, the hot cheese burning her mouth. It ran down her chin and a strand fell off, landing on her bare boob. "Ow, shit! Hot cheese on the titty! Ow!"
"Here, here, I got it," Steven offered, dabbing a napkin on Megan's breast while she swallowed the hot food. "Didn't you teach Carter to let food cool down first?"
"Oh, bite me!" she grumbled, just before her eyes went wide and she gasped. "OW! Oh fuck, oh fuck, ow!"
"What's wrong now?" Steven was concerned. The offending cheese was gone, but Megan was still in pain.
"Fuck! Jalapeno juice on the nipple. Burning! Ow!" Megan vainly wiped at her fiery breast with her hand, doing nothing to stop the torture.
It was all Steven could do to function on top of the laughter as he headed to the bathroom to wet a washcloth. He quickly returned and got past Megan's flailing hands so he could gently clean the jalapeno juice off her nipple. Megan eventually let out a breath, the pain subsiding.
"Better?" he asked.
"Better," she nodded. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," Steven pecked her lips before grinning. "Sorry for laughing, but it was funny. And watching them bounce around was quite enjoyable."
"Jerk," she rolled her eyes. "Cheesy titties a turn-on for ya?"
"They do look appetizing," he smirked, swooping in to playfully nip Megan's tit flesh with his teeth.
"Ow, that was mean!" Megan gasped, crossing her arms over her chest and pouting. "I hurt my boobies, and that's how you treat me?"
"Aw, I'm sorry," Steven said, reaching over the bed to caress her shoulders before leaning forward and pecking her lips. "I'll kiss them and make them better."
Megan rolled her eyes, but didn't resist when Steven removed her arms from her breasts. The food was momentarily forgotten as Steven pressed her tits together and started kissing them all over. Megan moaned softly when he licked her nipple. Steven was amazed; Megan had wonderful tits.
"Down boy," she eventually said. "I'm hungry."
"Fine," he sighed, reluctantly lifting his head from her chest. "Just remember, food is hot."
"Asshole," Megan giggled.
Steven returned to the bed and they resumed their meal, talking and laughing as they ate. Steven thought it was adorable how the powerful woman loved eating greasy food naked after sex. Megan was enjoying the comfort she felt with Steven, happy she could sit naked with him. No pretenses, no tension. Just Megan, and just Steven. It was better than eating alone after an orgasm.
Moving from topic to topic, their conversation was mostly just chit-chat, nothing profound. They both had their phones out as they finished up their meal. All that was really left was a few fries that they occasionally grabbed for something to snack on. Steven was playing a game on his phone, while Megan's phone kept buzzing, indicating she was texting.
"What's so funny?" Steven asked when Megan started laughing.
"Nell helped Carter build a fort, then she didn't know the password to get in," the heiress explained between giggles. "So, Nell made her own fort. Now they're at war and throwing rolled up socks at each other."
"Too bad she didn't know the password," he laughed.
"She should have, it's 'stinky farts,'" Megan stated confidently.
"How do you know that, you're not there?" Steven frowned.
"Because it's Carter," she smiled, shaking her head. "The password is always 'stinky farts.' Now you know in case you ever need to get in one of his forts."
"I'll remember that," he nodded with a grin.
They cleaned up after their meal, still naked. Megan playfully swatted Steven on the butt when he bent over to throw out some trash. He retaliated by tickling her while she squealed. The two of them ended up on the bed, rolling around as they wrestled playfully. It was getting late, but they happily cuddled after playing, kissing and caressing each other softly.
"Mm, feels like someone is ready for another round," Megan giggled against his lips while grinding against his bulge.
"Maybe, but I think we reached another 'feelings and crap' point in your schedule," he pointed out while playfully grabbing her butt.
"Are you sure you wanna talk?" she asked, wrapping her fingers around his erection. "Because I'd rather suck your cock."
"You'd really do anything to avoid talking about your feelings, wouldn't you?" Steven laughed, hugging her tightly.
"Yup!" Megan declared, leaning over to nibble his ear. "I'll even let you put it in my butt."
"As enticing as that is, I want to make sure I'm supporting my friend," he replied, brushing her raven hair out of her face.
"You have a naked woman in your arms and you're insisting on talking?" she gave him a flat look while continuing to stroke him. "Weirdo."
"It's not completely selfless," Steven admitted. "You did schedule sex after talking."
"I did, but you're kind of killing my lady boner right now," Megan giggled. "Fine, talking. First off, I'm really really happy we can talk about things. I want to share more with you, and we'll get there. There's really only one other thing I need to bring up tonight."
"And what would that be?" he asked with interest.
"I need a date again," Megan blushed slightly as her thumb brushed the tip of his dick.
"Another charity event?" Steven looked at her curiously. "Sure, I could use another free spa weekend."
"You haven't even used the first one yet," she smirked before biting her lower lip nervously. "But, ah, no. It's not for a charity event."
"What is it for?" he wondered, reaching down to cup a breast.
"A wedding," Megan let out a long breath. "Remember my high school boyfriend, Preston Brinkerhoff? I mentioned after the zoo that I thought he was engaged?"
"Brinkerhoff," Steven snort-laughed, earning him a swat on the arm. "Did you doodle on your notebooks in high school 'Mrs. Megan Brinkerhoff?'"
"No," she swatted him again. "I knew we were gonna break up after high school. I did used to doodle 'Megan Bauer, CEO.'"
"I'd have said that's adorable if I had a higher opinion of most corporate executives," he chuckled, looking into Megan's blue-gray eyes. "A wedding? That's pretty romantic for a friend-date."'
"W-well... we're kind of more than just friends, right?" Megan asked nervously, ignoring his comment about executives. "And I don't mean benefits, I mean, ah, we said we didn't know what the future holds, and the wedding isn't until September. Maybe we could see how it goes?"
Steven froze, unable to speak as he stared at Megan in the light of the still-burning candles. This amazing creature was actually considering taking things further with him? He was still shocked she wanted to have sex with him, that they were friends. Steven may not care much about status, but he knew the real world was rarely like that. She was Megan fucking Bauer.
"So, ah, it turns out Nell's going, too," Megan continued after thirty uncomfortable seconds of silence. "I was on the phone with my dad and asked him if he knew anything about Preston, you know, after he came up. Apparently, Preston didn't know I moved here and my invitation came to my dad. Um, yeah... oh, and, ah, Nell had forgotten about it so she didn't mention it. She has a date so I didn't think I should go solo, but um, if you don't think it's a good idea, I just thought..."
"Sorry, I was just shocked," he cut off her rambling. "I'd love to escort you to the wedding. And I would definitely love to see where things could go."
"Feelings and crap," she blushed, a wide grin on her face.
"Yeah, feelings and crap," Steven stroked down her cheek, then kissed her deeply, his heart racing.
Megan gasped softly, her tongue snaking out to dance with his. They were laying side-by-side, Steven cupping Megan's face while her hand ran along his side. She pushed closer to him, his chest hair tickling her nipples and making her moan. The kiss was long and sweet and loving. It was perfect.
Without even realizing, Steven ended up on top of Megan, his hips nestling into position between her spread legs. They gazed into each other's eyes as Steven pressed forward, entering her body. Megan gasped, gripping his biceps as Steven moaned softly, both of them amazed at how good the other felt.
Placing his hands on the bed, Steven began thrusting while Megan rolled her hips. They're panting increased in intensity as the minutes passed, the pleasure building and building. Megan's face tightened as she came, then Steven swooped in and kissed her lips so she could moan into his mouth.
They rolled, Steven's dick staying inside Megan as she got on top. Sitting upright, she placed her hands on his chest and rode him for a minute. Then she lowered her breasts down onto him, her raven hair cascading over her face. Megan kissed from his shoulder, up to his neck, all while working her pussy along his throbbing shaft.
"By the way," she panted in his ear, "the wedding is four days in Savusavu."
He gripped Megan's hair, pulling her head back as he kissed her throat. "Where the fuck is that?" he asked, sucking on her neck.
"Ah! Oh God, ah, Fiji." Megan gasped, feeling him chuckle as his chest rumbled against her. "Ah fuck, um, ah, it's in Fiji."
"Of course it is," Steven groaned, taking her hips in his hands and grinding her harder against him, shifting her until he found the place that made her breath hitch. "Doesn't matter, I'm still all in."
"Oh, fuck! You certainly are," the gorgeous socialite moaned as she came undone above him, panting and groaning through her orgasm. "You're making me cum! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm cumming, ah!"
Holding Megan's ass with one hand, his other buried in her hair as he rapidly thrust upwards, fucking her through her orgasm. When the tall woman stopped shuddering and started gasping for breath to recover, Steven rolled her onto her back and sat up. Placing Megan's legs over his shoulders, he pumped her pussy while watching her boobs bounce.
"Hopefully my boss will give me the time off," Steven grunted, tightening his grip on her ankles. "She's kind of a hard-ass."
"Oh, ah, I'll, ah, I'll think about it. Ah!" Megan gasped, reaching her arms above her head to grip the headboard. "Don't stop, don't stop! Oh God, right there, fuck me!"
Steven drilled Megan to another orgasm before they switched positions again. After doggystyle, Megan wanted to try spooning. She came hard while Steven held her breast and gently pushed in and out of her. The lotus position was next, which was very romantic, allowing them to gaze into each other's eyes while holding each other close.
When Steven warned of his impending climax, Megan begged him to fuck her tits. She got down on her knees and placed his cock between her breasts, smothering his length in tit-flesh. Megan looked up at him with lust, cooing about how much she wanted his cum. He exploded all over her boobs and face.
"So, ah, Fiji," Steven commented while they cuddled in bed after cleaning up and blowing out the candles.
"Yes, Fiji," Megan giggled, running her toes along his calf. "It's late, and we have to work tomorrow. So, no more feelings and crap tonight, okay?"
"Deal," he nodded, brushing a lock of raven hair behind her ear. "Is Beatrice staying with Carter while you're away?"
"Nope, Carter's coming with us," she answered. "There will be activities for the kids, and people to watch them. But, we'll spend a lot of time with him. I hope that works for you?"
"Of course, that kid's great," Steven replied.
"I think so, too," Megan cooed happily as her fingers traced shapes on his bare chest.
"What will the sleeping arrangements be?" he asked delicately.
"We'll figure it out, I'm not worried," she shrugged. "Speaking of sleep, though, you should be ready for a long flight and some jet lag. Twenty hours to Fiji, and they're sixteen hours ahead of New York. Carter's probably gonna get a little restless."
"Ouch, I'll probably get a little restless," he winced. "Shit, I'll need to get a passport, too."
"You don't have a passport?" she lifted her head off his chest and looked at him in surprise.
"Not everyone can jet all around the world whenever they feel like," Steven laughed lightly. "It's pretty normal to not have one."
"Just make sure you do get one," Megan giggled, kissing his chest.
"I will," he promised, squeezing her shoulder. "I'll start the process tomorrow."
"Good," she sighed. "I don't wanna end up a third wheel."
"Who's Nell going with?" Steven asked casually.
"Isaac Zimmerman," Megan told him. "Lawyer. He's a few years older than you."
"Zimmerman? As in Zimmerman Law?" he wondered. "That international law firm? They have a billboard near the office."



"That's the one," she nodded against his chest. "Her usual date. Entitled, spoiled, thinks he's honoring a woman just by talking to her."
Steven wasn't sure what he felt. At first, he feared it was jealousy, even though he and Nell had never done anything more than some casual flirting. Letting out a breath, he realized it was likely just concern. Steven knew his friend deserved better than a guy who just saw her as a good lay. Penelope deserved to be happy.
"Do you know the woman Preston is marrying?" Steven inquired to distract himself.
"No," Megan replied. "Ashley Sullivan, she's twenty-three. They met at a football game. Preston had rented out a VIP suite. They met the cheerleaders after. Ashley dropped out of college to be an NFL cheerleader."
"Do you know any regular people?" he made a sound of exasperation.
"I just told you I don't know Ashley!" she laughed.
"Yeah, yeah," Steven shook his head. "By the way, don't you think it's odd that you were invited to your ex-boyfriend's wedding?"
"Networking is really important in the circles we run in," Megan explained. "It's not about friendship, it's about the connections. The value we can provide each other. Developing your network is an important strategy. At one of those events, the hosts probably like maybe one of the ten people invited, and actively hate about the same proportion. The rest are just tools to get what they want."
"Which is why you don't consider them friends," he stated flatly.
"Exactly," she nodded. "Acquaintances, at best. We just use each other for benefits. Nell, Preston, and I all graduated in the same year at Big Apple Academy."
"Stupid name for a school," Steven mumbled under his breath.
"I heard that," she nudged his hip with hers playfully. "It's the most prestigious private school in New York. Carter goes there."
"They could have come up with a better name," he argued with a smirk. "Typical of rich elitists. They stole the old nickname for New York to make it seem like it's theirs."
"Oh, shut up," Megan giggled, lifting her head to kiss his cheek. "I was dreading some of the names on the guest list, but I think it'll be funny for you to meet them."
"Who else is going?" Steven frowned.
"Most of the class of 2018," she bit her lower lip nervously. "Including all the girls I went to Europe with."
"How many of you went on that crazy adventure?" he questioned, kissing the top of her head.
"Eight, including Nell and me," Megan informed him, snuggling in close as her voice got softer. "There was a lot of drama, a lot of sex, and a lot of other crazy shit. I'll tell you more about them another time, I'm sleepy."
"Sleep well, beautiful," Steven whispered, holding her to him.
"Mm, thank you," she mumbled, drifting off. "I like having you here."
Megan was asleep before he could respond. Steven lay awake for awhile, lost in his own thoughts. Would he really end up in a relationship with Megan Bauer? He definitely had real feelings for her, which is all that really mattered to him. He might even be really falling for her. He was pretty much over Jane romantically, but he was still afraid he was going to hurt her. In the end, he knew he had to do what made him happy. Steven was looking forward to the wedding and the next stage of his life.
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~Saturday July 19, 2025~
Setting an alarm for 6:00AM on a Saturday morning had seemed like a good idea the night before. Holding a pillow over her head, she tried to drown out the annoyingly-upbeat jingle that kept increasing in volume. Finally accepting defeat, she reluctantly sat up and turned off the alarm, resisting the urge to go back to sleep.
Running her fingers through her long hair, she yawned loudly while blinking the sleep from her eyes. She tossed the blanket off of her body while stretching. The central air was keeping her bedroom nice and cool, but she still chose to sleep in only a pair of light pink panties and a white spaghetti-strap tank top.
She got out of bed and walked over to the window, opening the blackout curtains to let in some natural light. The sun felt amazing on her light skin, and she raised her arms above her head as she stretched and took in the view of the city. It was definitely a concrete jungle, but there were still plenty of things to love about New York.
Sitting down on the edge of her bed, she took her phone off the charger and checked her notifications. There were a couple of emails and social media messages, although the messages were mostly from guys who thought an unsolicited dick pic was the way to introduce themselves. She had a few texts about the plans for the day, but her attention was mainly drawn to one message. A small smile crossed her face as she started texting.
Theo: Good morning, beautiful. I hope you slept well?
Sienna: I did! You? And you're up early.
Theo: Not bad, but still tired. You said you'd be awake, so I set an alarm.
Sienna: Aw, that's so sweet! :D
Theo: Not creepy?
Sienna: Nah, not creepy.
Theo: Okay, good.
Sienna: It's not like you had your face pressed against my window!
Theo: You're window is too high up, I'd never manage that.
Sienna: Was that the only thing stopping you?
Theo: Uh... maybe? ;)
Sienna: That was surprisingly cute.
Theo: So, I should wait outside your window?
Sienna: No, you should quit while you're ahead. :P
Theo: That's probably smart.
Sienna: He can be taught!
Theo: This mean I get another date? ;)
Sienna: It does! And I think I wanna give you a li'l peek as well.
Theo: What do you mean?
A small blush colored Sienna's lightly-freckled face as she opened the camera app on her phone. The redhead was always very modest with her body. Sienna didn't go out in revealing clothes, she didn't have one-night stands. She enjoyed a slow, romantic seduction with a person she shared a real connection with, a real bond.
It had taken Sienna a long time before she was comfortable being physical with her ex-boyfriend. Sure, she loved sex and was often the aggressor, but it was only when she was ready. Things were going faster with Theo, but she was still determined to take things slow. She had thought she was going to marry Randall. Theo and Sienna hadn't even agreed to use the relationship label. It was also only recently Sienna started seeing Theo in a romantic light.
Theo had already seen her naked, but Sienna didn't remember that at all. She was still a little embarrassed about that, but she was happy with how things were going. Holding the phone in front of her face, she aimed it down for a nice view of her breasts. She was fully covered, but it was still a very enticing shot of her large, freckled boobs.
Sienna's heart was racing as she waited for his response. Theo finally replied, including a picture of his own. It was of Theo's crotch as he laid in bed, his erection tenting his boxer briefs. She smiled, feeling her pussy dampening as dirty thoughts flowed through her mind.
Sienna: So, you like?
Theo: You are incredibly sexy.
Sienna: You're making me blush! And I like that I got ya hard. I remember jacking you off. ;)
Theo: That was amazing.
Sienna: Well, I'm gonna finger myself. How about you get yourself off thinking about it?
Theo: I can do that!
With a mischievous smirk, Sienna got back in bed and placed her phone down on the bedside table. Sienna ran her hands along her body, her eyes closed as she let out a soft sigh. The fingers of her left hand circled her right nipple from outside her top, while her right hand slipped down the front of her panties.
Sienna bit her lower lip and mewled softly as she pinched her nipple while running her fingers through her red pubic hair. A gasp escaped her lips when her fingers came in contact with her soaked labia. Sliding her hand into her shirt, she squeezed her bare boob and started writhing on the bed as her fingers pushed into her tunnel.
The beautiful young woman imagined a hard dick in her mouth as she played with herself. Her moans and pants grew more and more intense as the minutes passed. When she thought about getting fucked, her face scrunched up and she moaned softly as she came on her fingers. Deciding to treat herself, Sienna spent a few minutes getting herself off a second time.
Letting out a satisfied grunt, Sienna arched her back and stretched before fixing her clothes. Grabbing her phone, she opened her latest message from Theo. It looked like he remembered a previous masturbation session and had honored her previous request. He sent an image of his hand, which was covered in semen.
Sienna: Mm, that looks yummy!
Theo: All for you.
Sienna: Now I really wanna give you a blowjob.
Theo: I wouldn't say no to that!
Sienna: I bet. ;) But, only boyfriends get to feel my sweet mouth.
Theo: Hm, that is a dilemma.
Sienna: Ask me to be your girlfriend on our next date.
Theo: I will. I can't wait. And not because of the blowjob.
Sienna: Smart boy! I'm gonna take a shower. Feel free to imagine it. :D
Theo: Sounds great to me!
Sienna: Later!
In a great mood, Sienna got out of bed and made her way to the bathroom to start her morning routine. She set up her waterproof speaker so she could listen to music while showering and shaving. The adorable redhead ended up dancing around in the shower while singing along to Alison Tey. A shampoo bottle made a decent microphone, and Sienna was belting out the lyrics while soapy water ran down her body.
Sienna dressed in a pair of tight leggings that went down to mid-calf. Her top was a cute dark green floral print v-neck blouse with ruffled sleeves and an elastic waist. She wasn't meeting the girls until lunch, but she decided to just get ready before even having breakfast. That way she could just leave when it was time.
Putting her auburn hair in twin buns at the top of her head, Sienna made her bed. She made sure the decorative pillows were perfect, then organized all her stuffed animals. Each one had its place, and making her bed look perfect was a morning ritual for her every single day.
She had gotten up early because she wanted to make breakfast for her parents. It was something Sienna did sometimes to show appreciation for everything they do for her. She made coffee, eggs, homemade hash browns, and crispy bacon. The bacon was essential, because Sienna's parents agreed with her; bacon was a wonderful thing. Sienna sat down at the table when she heard her parents approaching.
"I smell bacon!" her father declared happily as he walked into the kitchen. "Wow, this looks great."
"Didn't the doctor say you needed to watch your cholesterol?" Sienna's mother asked, her hands on her hips as she turned to look at her daughter. "Thank you, honey, this was very thoughtful."
"You're welcome, Mom," Sienna smiled while her father stood behind her chair and gripped her shoulders before leaning in to kiss the top of her head.
"Yes, but I'm in perfect health," her father reasoned, pulling out a chair for Sienna's mother. "I don't eat bacon very often, and Sienna went through all this trouble. It would be rude not to eat."
"I just want to make sure we both have you around for a long time," her mother smiled, kissing her husband on the lips. "You're fifty-three now, you have to take care of yourself."
"I will, I will," he promised.
Rhys and Gwendolyn met while in college in California, quickly bonding over their Welsh ancestry. Gwen worked toward her degree in accounting, while Rhys pursued his dream of becoming an architect. The two married after Gwen graduated and moved to New York to start a family, although they did wait several years before having Sienna.
Rhys Griffith was a kind man with a friendly smile; a loving husband and an affectionate father. A shorter man, he was barely five-and-a-half feet tall with a beer belly he had developed over the last ten years. He had green eyes, and his red hair was receding and streaked with gray.
Gwendolyn Griffith looked exactly like her daughter; short, red hair, green eyes, freckles, and very pretty. Although, Gwen did color her hair to hide the gray, she stuck as close to her natural auburn locks as possible. Mother and daughter were very close, talking openly about topics most parents avoided with their children.
Everyone made their coffee the way they liked and sat down so they could eat. Plates were passed around as they made small talk and served themselves. Sienna was an excellent cook, and both parents were eager to dig-in while the food was still nice and hot.
"That's enough," Gwen spoke up, giving her husband a stern look as he piled bacon on his plate.
"Yes, dear," Rhys sighed, reluctantly putting down the plate of bacon.
"Enjoy," Sienna giggled, taking a bite of eggs.
"It's delicious, thank you," Gwen smiled.
"Mm, very good," Rhys mumbled through a mouthful of bacon.
The small family sat around, eating happily and chatting about nothing and everything. Sienna had once again shown her culinary skills, her parents constantly praising her on how the eggs were perfect and the hash browns were crispy. Rhys mentioned his plans to go fishing, while Gwen happily talked about being able to stay in her pajamas and enjoy some peace and quiet.
"Did you have any luck getting Camilla to tell you what she has planned for you girls?" Gwen asked, rolling her eyes at her husband after he belched.
"Nope," Sienna shook her head. "We agreed on where to meet up for lunch, that's all I know."
"Camilla's the, ah," Rhys mimed large breasts with his hands before looking bashfully at his wife.
"No, that's Jane dear. Camilla's the slutty one," Gwen stated plainly. "And that was a compliment."
Sienna nearly spit out her coffee. "Yeah, Camilla's the party girl. Leslie's the responsible one and Jane's the- yeah, the one with the huge boobs."
"That leaves you," Gwen said.
"Daddy's innocent angel!" Rhys interjected. Gwen just leaned over and patted him on the cheek.
"I'm the awesome one," Sienna agreed with a grin before biting off a piece of bacon.
"Just, ah, you know, um," Rhys mumbled, looking down at his plate, "be safe. And have fun!"
"I'll be with my girlfriends, we'll be fine," Sienna promised. "Plus, Leslie's pregnant and can't drink. We'll probably sit at the bar with diet sodas while Camilla searches for fresh meat."
"Speaking of fresh meat, how's that guy you're seeing?" Gwen questioned, leaning in eagerly.
"And... look at the time! I'd better start getting ready," Rhys stole a piece of bacon off Sienna's plate as he stood.
"You don't have anywhere to be, you old fool," Gwen laughed fondly.
"The time!" Rhys shouted over his shoulder as he headed off to take a shower. "The fish are calling! LA LA LA!" The last was shouted as Rhys held his hands comically over his ears.
Gwen cleaned up and did the dishes while Sienna relaxed and sipped on her coffee. Mother and daughter then sat on the couch in the living room and put on Hospital Doctors in Love. Rhys came in a few minutes later, hugged both women, and then left the house to go fishing.
"Doctor McSpoogy is so dreamy," Gwen commented as they watched the rerun.
"Yeah, they never should have killed him off," Sienna agreed. "We needed more shirtless scenes."
"I can't believe your friend met Nolan Reed," Gwen sighed. "I'm so jealous."
"I know!" Sienna gushed. "I think Steven was annoyed at how we blew up his phone when he told us."
"Of course," Gwen rolled her eyes. "Men wanna check out all the cleavage in sight, but can't handle women enjoying some eye candy."
"In his defense, I don't blame him for refusing Camilla's request to sniff the guy," Sienna giggled. "Although, he probably smelled amazing."
"He's not too old for you?" Gwen asked, glancing at her daughter.
"Please, he's barely forty," Sienna shrugged. "Although, that's a little young for you. You might break a hip if you ever got a chance with him."
"I'll have you know, your father and I are still quite adventurous in the sack," Gwen replied with a smirk. "Mm, the things he can do to me. The way he just bends me where wants and... ungh!"
"Mom!" Sienna exclaimed, looking mortified.
"Why, just this morning we both woke up in a mood," Gwen continued evilly. "He just took me. I'm still tingly between the legs"
"Ew, ew, ew!" Sienna chanted, covering her ears with her hands and shaking her head.
"Ah, sweet revenge," Gwen sighed in contentment, taking a sip of her coffee.
"Hmph," Sienna grumbled, leaning back against the couch and crossing her arms.
"Oh, you're fine," Gwen waved her off. After a few minutes of silence, Gwen spoke again. "I'd turn him down, you know. Nolan Reed. I love your father, he's the only one for me."
"I know, it's just talk," Sienna responded. "It's hot to think about, but I probably couldn't go through with it either. I need more than a sexy body and a handsome face. I need to feel safe."
"Ah, feeling safe with your new young man already?" Gwen probed gently.
"No! It's just I... I mean, maybe. I... shut up," Sienna buried her face in her hands.
"It's a good thing, honey," Gwen insisted, rubbing her daughter's back. "You and Randall broke up ages ago. Uh, he hasn't tried contacting you again, has he?"
"Not in months, no," Sienna shook her head. "And I do really like Theo, but we're not together yet."
"Good. Hopefully he's finally moved on," Gwen smiled. "I'm glad you're dating again."
"Dad isn't," Sienna snorted, shaking her head. "He probably thinks I'm still a virgin."
"Your father knows, he just prefers to lie to himself and live in blissful ignorance," Gwen laughed. "It's archaic, but I understand. He changed your diapers, it's hard for him to see you as a grown woman."
"I'm glad we can talk," Sienna blushed slightly. "Not a lot of moms will give their daughter blowjob tips."
"And yet you cringe when I mention what I do with your father," Gwen pointed out, smirking over the top of her coffee cup. "How do you think I know these things?"
"I just pretend you magically know them," Sienna shrugged. "I don't want an image of you and Dad in my head."
"Fine, I wanna talk about you anyway," Gwen muted the television and turned on the couch to face her daughter. "Tell me more about Theo, we haven't really had a good chat about him yet."
"You already know about him, Mom," Sienna giggled. "He's twenty-six, he's a bookkeeper, you know what he looks like. And he's part of The Gang of Eight."
"I know the story," Gwen smiled. "He's socially awkward, and you found his constant inappropriate comments annoying. Then you decided to get drunk and naked, and pass out in his bed. Extremely ladylike, by the way. But those are the facts. Tell me about the feelings. Tell me what he's like, and what you like about him."
"He's sweet," Sienna smiled fondly. "Everything changed when he stopped trying so hard and making crude comments. I got to see the lovable goof for who he is."
"Go on," Gwen urged.
"I felt guilty for thinking he would take advantage of me while I was drunk," Sienna explained. "And he was trying so hard, so I tried helping him out. We just kept talking more and more. Then he asked me out. I was surprised at first and almost said no, but the date went really well. I felt the butterflies."
"Mm, love the butterflies," Gwen hummed. "So, he isn't as awkward anymore?"
"Oh God, he's so awkward. But it's adorable to me now," Sienna confirmed, looking nervous. "Uh, he told me something really personal. I promised not to tell the others, but you're not the others..."
"Sienna Mared, are you breaking someone's confidence?" Gwen looked at her daughter sternly.
"No!" Sienna quickly insisted. "I'm not, really! He agreed to tell the others, he's just not ready yet. I said they wouldn't hear from me."
Her mother sighed. "Is it important that I know?"
"Oh, mom," Sienna bit her lip. "I just want you to understand and like him. If you hated him, I don't know what I'd do."
"You know I've met him already, right?" Gwen questioned.
"That was just as Theo, not as 'potential boyfriend Theo,'" Sienna reasoned.
"It was right before a date," Gwen smirked.
"Mom!" Sienna whined, bouncing slightly in her seat.
Gwen sighed again. "What should I know, honey?"
"Theo was diagnosed with autism as a child," Sienna let out a breath. "He's struggled a lot growing up and it explained why he had trouble realizing when it wasn't the time to make a certain comment. He overcompensated by trying too hard to be funny."
"Love and understanding can go a long way toward making a guy want to be a better man," Gwen nodded sagely before giving her daughter an evil grin. "A hot body and pretty face don't hurt, either."
"Mom!" Sienna exclaimed again, her cheeks slightly pink. "There was never anything wrong with him, he's just different and had trouble finding his way."
"Has he found his way under your shirt yet?" Gwen asked with a smirk.
"Mom!" Sienna squealed, looking mortified. "You already know he hasn't. Just felt the girls from the outside. Some making out and grinding. One handjob. Nothing crazy. I like taking things slow."
"Do you think you'll become an official couple soon?" Gwen inquired.
"I think so," Sienna blushed coyly. "I joked about wanting to blow him and said only boyfriends get that. Then I said he should ask me out on our next date."
"I'm surprised he didn't drive right over here for a date," Gwen laughed.
"Mom!" Sienna gasped yet again. "Probably next week, maybe Friday night."
"I'll want all the details," Gwen said, taking a sip of coffee.
"Promise," Sienna nodded.
"Be careful, baby girl," Gwen set her coffee on the table before hugging her daughter. "Hearts are strong, but they can get hurt pretty bad."
"It's fine, Mom. He's one of the good ones," Sienna hugged her mother. "One of the really good ones."



Gwen and Sienna went back to watching HDL, making sure to find an episode that featured a shirtless scene with Nolan Reed. It was eventually time for Sienna to head out, so she gave her mother a hug and left with her purse and overnight bag. Soon, the young redhead found herself sitting in a restaurant booth with Leslie, Jane, and Camilla.
"You're still not gonna tell us what we're doing today?" Leslie asked after the waitress gave them their drinks and took their food order.
"What fun would that be?" Camilla smirked before taking a sip of her iced tea.
"I'm guessing either a bar or a strip club with male strippers," Jane sighed, glancing in disapproval at her roommate.
"It's way too early for a bar," Leslie huffed. "Also, I'm pregnant and can't drink."
"Swallow next time," Camilla shrugged.
"I got pregnant on purpose," Leslie rolled her eyes.
"And is the middle of the afternoon the best time for strippers?" Sienna wondered. "I don't want to see a ninety-year-old grandpa's balls brushing his knees."
"Ew, early bird dinner strippers," Jane scrunched her nose while Leslie and Camilla laughed.
"Fuck, I may need to change my plans," Camilla giggled.
"Uh, Camilla, you know I'm here for you, but I am pregnant," Leslie said. "And I'm married. It's not like NOT being able to drink at a night club while trying to fend off assholes is fun."
"Plus, she's big enough now to have to worry about pervs with pregnancy fetishes," Sienna interjected, causing Jane to almost spit out her soda.
"We're going to have fun, I promise," Camilla smirked. "I promise you I'll keep any guys from hitting on you. Swear. This will be a fun day and an amazing night. This isn't a 'me' party, this is an 'us' party!"
The four girls continued chatting until their food arrived. Everything was delicious, and it took a couple minutes before the conversation started up again. Camilla noticed that Jane seemed off, just like the last couple of days. Well, Camilla figured it was time to get to the bottom of things.
"Spill it, girl," Camilla said, glaring at Jane.
"Uh, what?" Jane frowned, looking confused.
"You've been off for a couple days now," Camilla explained. "And it's my birthday celebration today, you are NOT ruining it by pouting!"
"Tell us, what's up?" Leslie added.
"We're not above torturing for information," Sienna smirked.
"You ever have something you wanted, but you didn't want, but could have and it could be great but you were afraid, and then it was gone?" Jane asked, a film of tears coating her eyes. "Something that you didn't tell was important and so you didn't treasure it and then it wasn't there anymore and the timing didn't work and maybe it was your head, but then you wanted it, and now it's going to a wedding?"
"Camilla, did you put something in Jane's drink?" Leslie asked, sniffing at Jane's soda.
"This is about Steven, I assume," Camilla said, ignoring Leslie. "None of that made sense, but she's only ever this stupid about Steven."
"By the way, Jane, my high school English teacher would have slapped you for that run-on sentence," Leslie giggled.
"Wait!" Sienna exclaimed, looking at Jane. "Steven's getting married?"
"No, he's going to a wedding," Jane explained sadly.
"So?" Leslie frowned. "Everyone has a cousin or something getting married at some point."
"Is he bringing a date?" Sienna asked.
"Do you wanna be his date?" Camilla wondered. "You could ask him, you know?"
"Yeah, stop being dumb and realize you two are great together!" Leslie nodded eagerly.
"Steven's going to a wedding in fucking Fiji with Megan Bauer!" Jane hissed, her voice breaking near the end.
"Holy shit!" Sienna squealed.
"Megan's dad getting married again?" Leslie asked.
"Nope, some rich acquaintance," Jane sighed. "He didn't really go into details, just that it would be several damn days they'd be away."
"I wanna go to Fiji..." Camilla mumbled.
"Isn't that against company policy?" Leslie questioned. "Megan taking Steven on a trip like that?"
"No," Jane said, her voice like ice. "I checked. Twice."
"Are they a couple now?" Camilla asked.
"No, but they probably will be," Jane sighed. "There's no rule about it as long as they disclose. I saw him leave with Megan Thursday night and they came back to the office together Friday morning. Then he told me about the wedding while we walked to the subway after work."
"Will Theo and I have to disclose our relationship?" Sienna wondered, suddenly concerned.
"You two work in different departments, you're fine," Jane answered.
"Hey, maybe we'll all be going to your wedding soon!" Leslie smiled at the redhead.
"I doubt she and Theo can afford Fiji, but we should all go somewhere nice!" Camilla exclaimed. "Group trip to Hawaii or something?"
"Oh, I've always wanted to go to Hawaii," Leslie sighed happily. "Maybe after the baby comes."
"Uh, hello?" Jane spoke up. "Did we forget about my problems?"
"Oops. Yeah, sorry," Camilla winced. "So, uh, Steven and Megan are getting serious?"
"I'm positive they've slept together," Sienna winced. "I'm sorry, Jane."
"Is there anything we can do?" Leslie offered.
"How about not asking me what's bothering me and then planning an exotic vacation instead of helping?" Jane's voice was flat and emotionless.
"Well, uh... we thought you could use a distraction?" Leslie suggested before sighing. "I'm sorry, my brain is all messed up because of the baby. I can't string two thoughts together."
"And I was immediately thinking about weddings and beaches and Theo," Sienna offered. "And Camilla's just a moron, so..."
"Hey!" Camilla interrupted, but then noticed Jane was at least smiling. "What can we do for you, Janey-girl? Maybe it's time to let you in on my birthday plans?"
"We can go see dangling old-man balls if you want?" Sienna shrugged helplessly. "Will that make you feel better?"
"Finding new friends would make me feel better," Jane grunted.
"She could tell him now? Maybe he'd end things with Megan?" Sienna suggested.
"He was more patient with Jane than she had any right to ask for. He couldn't wait forever," Camilla said, rejecting the idea. "If she tells him now, he's going to feel like she's jerking him around or just doing it to stop him from dating someone else. At least now they're still friends, and he could always become available again later."
"Camilla has a point," Leslie sighed. "You chose to be single, and he knows that. Trying to change that now would not be fair to him."
"We'd totally tell you to just go for it, but Steven's our friend, too," Sienna said. "We really care about both of you."
"I guess you're right," Jane muttered sadly.
"Are they even a couple yet?" Sienna asked.
"Not yet," Jane shook her head.
"Well, maybe things won't work out," Leslie reasoned. "Cheer up! Camilla's going to have us make questionable life choices today."
"She is not!" Camilla exclaimed.
"Oh, gonna tell us what we're actually doing?" Sienna grinned.
"We're going to have a great day before spending the night at our place," Camilla answered, pointing between Jane and herself. "Let's finish eating before the food gets cold."
The girls focused on their lunch, only exchanging a few words before the food was gone. They split the bill three ways, since Camilla was the birthday girl. When they were ready to leave, the four friends got on the subway and Camilla directed them along the right line to get to their stop.
"A spa?" Leslie asked in surprise when they reached the location.
"Absolutely!" Camilla gushed. "A day of pampering and relaxation!"
"This was not what I expected," Jane commented.
"I do think about things other than sex," Camilla laughed.
"Not that we've seen," Sienna mumbled, earning her a playful swat on the shoulder.
Camilla wanted to take the yoga class first, requiring everyone to buy yoga pants and breathable tops from the spa. Jane rightly observed that it was going to be an expensive day, but Sienna pointed out that the day was about relaxing, not worrying about money. Plus, they got to tease Leslie's lack of grace due to her pregnancy. The girls really enjoyed the class.
Their second stop was supposed to be the sauna, until Leslie reminded everyone that she was pregnant. Leslie's doctor had told her that she could bathe in hot water as long as it wasn't too bad. A sauna was definitely much hotter than would be safe. There was no way.
"Shit. I'm so, so sorry. I'm a horrible friend," Camilla was nearly in tears.
"It's okay, I can read or something if you girls wanna go in the sauna," Leslie offered.
"We're not ditching you!" Jane insisted.
"Yeah, we'll just skip to the next activity," Sienna nodded.
"I, ah, I planned quite a few things involving hot water," Camilla winced.
"My doctor said nothing over a hundred degrees," Leslie sighed.
"Fahrenheit, I assume?" Jane smirked.
"I'm ignoring that question," Leslie rolled her eyes.
"Fuck, I don't know what to do now!" Camilla whined. "Uh, we can skip the sauna and hot tub."
"No worries, we got ya!" a young, female attendant said, appearing out of nowhere. "Sorry for eavesdropping, but you ladies looked upset and I thought I could help!"
"It's okay, what do you suggest?" Jane asked, the girls all facing the attendant.
"Well, we have these AMAZING rooms designed to mimic traditional Japanese onsens," the young lady gushed. "They aren't true onsens since they aren't spring-fed, but we have various temperature options. The water will be warm, but not too warm for ya little bundle. There's all these minerals in the water that are supposed to be great for stretch marks and have all kinds of health benefits. You've gotta try it; fucking heavenly!"
"Rachel!" came a scolding voice from the back. "How we tell you to speak to customers?"
"Shit," Rachel muttered. "Sorry!"
The twenty-year-old woman turned toward the group and bowed. "Welcome to your piece of Japan right here in New York. How may this humble servant assist you?"
"We'll try the onsen," Camilla smiled.
"The lowest temperature option," Leslie interjected.
Rachel was incredibly talkative, and she happily spoke about all the amenities the spa offered. Camilla was disappointed to find out that the onsens were separated by gender, but she did approve of them being clothing-optional. Jane and Sienna insisted the girls all buy cheap black bikinis to wear.
"Separated by sex; lame," Camilla grumbled from her changing stall in the locker room.
"Were you hoping to suck off a guy in the hot tub?" Jane yelled out, making several other women laugh.
"I was considering it," Camilla called back. "Well, whatever, we should at least go naked. It'll be more relaxing that way."
"Not happening!" Sienna interjected.
"Agreed," Jane replied.
"Oh, c'mon," Camilla whined. "Jane, I've seen those huge chichis plenty of times!"
"Only because you can't be bothered to knock!" Jane exclaimed.
"If you can't be bothered to lock the door, why should I knock?" Camilla argued.
"Stop pressuring them!" Leslie said. "They're both modest, and that's okay."
"I can't be the only one of us naked," Camilla reasoned. "How about you, Leslie?"
"What the hell, if someone wants to get their pregnancy fetish on, screw 'em," Leslie reasoned. "The bikini looks ridiculous on this body anyway."
"It's still separated by gender," Sienna reminded Leslie as the four women emerged from changing stalls wearing fluffy white robes.
"So? Chicks can have pregnancy fetishes," Leslie pointed out, opening her robe to reveal her developing baby bump. "Am I turning you on?" she waggled her eyebrows and licked her lips obscenely as the other girls laughed. "Fuck, gotta pee. Be right back."
"Yeah, what a turn-on," Jane snorted as Leslie ran to the nearest toilet.
The four girls all gasped when they entered the luxurious room. There were several in-ground hot tubs designed to look like natural hot springs with rock-patterned bottoms and stones surrounding the water instead of a standard hot tub edge. The entire area was tranquil; there were various plants and even a bamboo fence. The lighting and murals made it seem as if Mount Fuji was in the background.
"Hey, Jane?" Sienna called out excitedly. "Looks like you beat Steven to Fiji!"
"Fuji," Leslie sighed, looking at Sienna incredulously.
"Uh, what?" Sienna frowned.
"That mural is of Mount Fuji, one of the most famous places in Japan," Jane explained. "Fiji is a separate country. It's also an archipelago, but it has nothing to do with Japan."
"Oh," Sienna winced, blushing slightly. "Whoops!"
"It's a good thing you're pretty," Camilla snorted, walking toward the correct pool.
Several hot tubs were occupied with women, some in bathing suits, others nude. A couple tubs were empty, including the one in the back that the girls had rented. Soft, relaxing music filled the air as the four women removed their flip-flops and slowly eased out of their robes. Sienna and Jane were both wearing plain black bikinis. Camilla didn't hesitate to drop her robe, revealing her naked body. Leslie blushed slightly as she slipped out of her own robe.
"Did those get bigger?" Jane asked, gesturing at Leslie's exposed breasts.
"You are the expert on big tits," Camilla reasoned, glancing at Jane before returning her eyes to Leslie. "They do look bigger."
"Stop looking at them!" Leslie blushed, crossing her arms over her boobs. "And, yes, everything's bigger. Stomach, tits... ankles." she pouted and sighed.
"Oh, stop," Sienna giggled. "You're pregnant and glowing. A pregnant woman is one of the most beautiful things in the world."
"Huh, I guess chicks can have pregnancy fetishes," Camilla smirked.
"Stop making it weird," Jane rolled her eyes. "Let's get in, I've seen enough titties for one day."
The water was incredibly relaxing, and all four women sighed happily as they soaked. It wasn't as hot as they expected from something like this, but the ambiance more than made up for the temperature. Soft music, a lovely atmosphere, mineral-rich water, and amazing company.
With the pools spread out across the large room, people were able to have mostly-private conversations. A tub in the back also had four women, who were talking and laughing. The tub closet to the group had two girls who seemed to be sisters, based on their appearance. Three middle-aged women were using another pool, all of them wearing one-piece suits.
"So, there's something I've been thinking about," Camilla said once the four ladies had settled in and started relaxing.
"Your original idea was best; a slumber party," Jane commented, leaning her head back as she enjoyed the water. "We're not playing your favorite sport tonight."
"Uh, what's her favorite sport?" Sienna asked.
"Cock hunting," Jane stated simply, making the redhead giggle.
"Stop, I'm being serious," Camilla sighed, her bare breasts resting on the surface of the water. "It's been on my mind for a while now."
"Wow," Jane whispered, surprised. "Okay, uh, sorry."
"What's up?" Leslie asked, looking at the sexy Latina curiously.
"Well, I've, ah, I've been an influencer for a few months now," Camilla began nervously. "It's going pretty well, I'm making some decent extra income and it's a lot of fun."
"Okay..." Sienna trailed off, unsure of where this was going.
"So, ah, I was thinking, I mean, it isn't just about money, not one bit, um..." Camilla blushed slightly.
"There's something that can even make you nervous? Whoa," Jane smirked, trying to lighten the mood.
"Fuck it," Camilla took a deep breath to gather her strength. "I wanna start a SeeMe."
"Seriously?" Sienna asked with wide eyes, getting an affirmative nod from Camilla.
"I, ah, I knew you were a free spirit, Camilla," Leslie said carefully, "but, ah, that's very..."
"You know what our concerns are, right?" Jane questioned seriously.
"They'll be online forever; future employers, my kids, my family, any of them could see the pictures and videos one day," Camilla replied. "Yeah, I've thought about all that."
"Guys might not be interested in anything serious if they found out you, ah, you know," Jane whispered, "flick your bean on the internet."
"Would you hide your face, at least?" Sienna asked.
"Probably not," Camilla shook her head. "I mean, guys wanna see the girl's face, it isn't just about her tatas."
"The biggest thing is that you can never get that stuff back once it's out there," Leslie pointed out. "There are a lot of people who would judge you harshly if it got out."
"Fuck 'em," Camilla shrugged. "I wanna do it. And it worked out fine for Megan Bauer.
"She has a rich daddy who can make all her problems go away with a phone call," Jane rolled her eyes. "You could have trouble finding a job in the future. Imagine being fifty and having people seeing those."
"You wouldn't use your real name, right?" Sienna inquired.
"No, I wouldn't," Camilla confirmed. "I don't even use my real name for my influencer account."
"A determined person could probably find it," Leslie responded. "Image searches, things like that."
"A determined person could also use my face to make AI porn," Camilla argued. "I may as well show off my real body and get paid. Besides, the real thing is way better than anything some computer could dream up."
"I could never have that much confidence with my body," Jane observed.
"You should," Camilla replied. "People would pay good money to see those giant knockers."
"They aren't for sale," Jane stated plainly.
"What about for rent?" Camilla teased.
"Also, no," Jane rolled her eyes.
"Are you sure you've thought this through?" Leslie wondered.
"I'm sure," Camilla insisted. "I don't think it'll ever affect my job, I'll keep the explicit stuff behind a paywall, and I'm never gonna run for office."
"Even if you did, it's fine if you have a bunch of felonies, so I can't imagine a few nudes would matter," Sienna snorted.
"Guys can get away with anything, women are judged for being anything less than perfect little angels," Leslie grumbled.
"And strange men will be jacking off while looking at you," Sienna grimaced.
"I'm not trying to be convinced either way, I've made my decision," Camilla said with confidence. "I really just want your support and to know you won't judge me. I can handle the rest."
"We support you," Leslie smiled. "We're friends; a few feet pics won't change that."
"I also heard that shots of your butt hole are in high demand," Sienna giggled.
"What if your grandmother sees the pictures?" Jane questioned. "I don't think you want your grandma finding a video of you masturbating."
"My abuela has a cell phone with big numbers just so she can figure out how to use it," Camilla snorted. "She has no social media, I'm not sure she knows what email is, and she is still in shock when she learned you can order a sweater online and have it delivered to your front door a day later. I think I'm fine."
"I wouldn't ever even consider doing anything like that," Jane said after a few moments of silence. "But, it's your life, your body, your choice. I respect you, and you'll always be my friend."
"Thanks, Silver," Camilla grinned. "You're a good roomma-"
"OH!" Leslie suddenly exclaimed, her hands lunging beneath the water to hold her pregnant belly.
"What's wrong?" Jane whipped her head around.
"Are you okay?" Sienna gasped.
"What do you need?" Camilla panicked.
"I think it's happening!" Leslie gushed happily.
"Uh, you're going into labor?" Sienna frowned.
"No, dummy!" Leslie laughed. "I'm feeling the baby move for the fist time! It's called quickening! I can feel him, I can feel my baby!"
Sienna, Camilla, and Jane all squealed as they crowded around Leslie. A few other women in the room glanced over, but the girls did not care in the slightest. Their previous conversation was forgotten as hands reached beneath the water in an attempt to touch Leslie's stomach.



"I can still feel it!" Leslie sighed happily.
"Are you sure that's not gas?" Sienna frowned.
"Fuck off, I wanna feel, too!" Camilla growled, pushing Leslie's hand.
"Was that it? Is that?" Jane gasped, both her hands on Leslie's belly.
"That's my thumb, idiot," Leslie giggled.
"Hey, I can't reach!" Sienna whined.
"It's fine, she said it was just gas!" Camilla reasoned.
"Camilla, get your boob out of my face!" Sienna grumbled, the smallest girl of the group trying to get a spot.
"She's practicing for her channel!" Jane laughed.
"Oh, my God! I felt it!" Camilla gasped. "Oh..."
"I think that's it!" Sienna gasped. "Your belly is moving! How does it feel to you?"
"It's hard to describe," Leslie sighed. "Sort of like nervous butterflies or squirming inside me."
The four ladies kept trying to feel the baby move for a few more minutes. Leslie was twenty-two weeks along, the right time for a first-time mother to feel her baby move. Emotions were running high, and Leslie started crying when the others asked if they had any names picked out yet. Conner and Leslie hadn't decided on a name, but were considering a few, intending to surprise their friends.
Just the thought of the baby arriving had the women planning every moment of the next few months. They discussed the baby shower, plans to help set up the baby's room, and baby-proofing Leslie and Conner's home. A couple other women called out their congratulations, making it obvious that the girls weren't even trying to be quiet.
Once the ladies calmed down, they decided to get out of the tub and dry off. Leslie took a few minutes to step outside and call Conner. The couple chatted excitedly about the baby kicking, and they were both disappointed that Leslie wouldn't be home until the following morning. They professed their love for each other before Leslie returned to her girls' day.
Jane, Sienna, Leslie, and Camilla were all smiles as they enjoyed a relaxing, hydrating scrub while talking about themes for the baby's room. Next was a relaxing massage, followed by a facial. Naturally, Camilla made several inappropriate comments about the other definition of the word "facial." Finally, the girls sat together for mani-pedis to make sure their nails were pretty.
"Hey, Leslie?" Jane asked as the four women sat in the relaxation room. "Do you think you'll have another baby after this?"
"What's the rush? Let her get the first one out!" Sienna giggled.
"We definitely want at least one more," Leslie answered with a small smile as her hand caressed her belly. "We'll decide if we want any more after the second comes along. I'm definitely getting my tubes tied when we're done, and Conner is getting a vasectomy."
"So you never get another period?" Sienna asked, getting a nod in response.
"Okay, so why does Conner need to get snipped?" Camilla inquired.
"Just to be safe," Leslie laughed. "Does it really matter to you?"
"I'm just curious!" Camilla laughed. "I mean, will his jizz taste any different after?"
"Camilla!" Jane hissed, swatting her roommate on the arm. "Knock it off."
"I don't think it'll affect the taste," Leslie snorted. "But, tell you what, I'll let you know if you remind me in a few years."
"Thanks!" Camilla grinned. "Hm, maybe it also has fewer calories?"
"I don't think semen has a lot of calories to begin with," Sienna smirked. "Although, it is high in protein."
"Exactly!" Camilla exclaimed. "I mean, it'll still be cum, just diet cum."
"Is there anything disgusting you won't say?" Jane sighed and shook her head.
Camilla looked around, and then said in a hushed tone, "Monogamy." She shuddered, then laughed.
"It's amazing, you should try it," Sienna responded, with Leslie quickly agreeing.
"Blech," Camilla made a face. "I think I'd rather spend the evening trying to find something that is too disgusting even for me."
"I still have nightmares about some of your stories," Jane shuddered.
"Then let's get out of here; I wanna hear more!" Sienna declared.
The girls left the spa and made their way to the subway. After a long debate, they stopped for tacos, then again at a grocery store for junk food before heading to Jane and Camilla's apartment. They changed into pajamas and sat on the living room floor so they could eat and gossip.
"No, Bella," Jane admonished, moving the cat away from the plate of nachos.
"It's okay, there's room for a fifth pussy," Camilla laughed. "Get it, Silver?"
"I get it, Camilla," Jane replied in a condescending tone. "She'll lick the cheese off the nachos, she can't stay."
"So will Sienna," Leslie shrugged, reaching for the nachos.
"Don't hate just because I can eat anything and never gain weight," Sienna smirked.
"Yeah, I definitely hate you for that," Camilla glanced at the redhead in annoyance.
Cheap food, cheesy movies, and gossiping in their pajamas; it was the ideal girls' night to bond and relieve stress. The only thing missing was wine, but the girls decided against drinking since Leslie couldn't join in. There was laughing and teasing, they talked about boys like they were in high school again, and were determined to make the evening a great slumber party.
When the nachos and tacos were gone, the girls started a new movie while sitting on blankets and pillows. They stopped paying attention to the movie when they started talking about how Megan had a different braid for almost every day. Camilla, Sienna, Leslie, and Jane ended up braiding each other's hair, using guides found on the internet. Sienna loved the fishtail braid for her red hair. They really did feel like they were teenagers, having a sleepover with their best girlfriends.
"Shh! Shh!" Camilla waved her hands, her twin braids flopping around as she turned her head. "This is the scene where he sparkles!"
"Ugh, can we go back to talking about calories in cum?" Jane scrunched her nose. "That was at least somewhat interesting."
"This is interesting!" Camilla argued. "She's about to learn why they're always absent when it's sunny."
"You're banned from picking movies ever again," Leslie muttered, her blonde hair in a dutch braid.
"It's my birthday!" Camilla exclaimed.
"There's a limit, and sparkling vampires are way beyond it," Jane stated, tossing her long braid down her back.
"I kind of like it," Sienna mumbled, earning her a pillow to the face from Jane.
"So," Camilla began after the scene was over, "we've covered pampering, hair-braiding, junk food. We have to miss out on alcohol because someone got knocked up," she gestured with her thumb toward Leslie.
"Oh, shut up," Leslie laughed.
"Anyway, we still need to get some quality girl-talk in!" Camilla declared.
"What topics do you suggest?" Sienna asked, giggling cutely.
"Uh, I don't know," Camilla frowned, "spit or swallow?"
"Does it always have to be about sex?" Jane asked in exasperation. "We could talk about our feelings, share secrets, bond."
"Big talk, coming from you," Leslie pointed out. "You kept a lot from us, Camilla had to find out details from your sister."
"I think it would be a good idea to talk more openly," Sienna added. "We've been great friends for a long time now, but we don't share deeply personal stuff."
"I agree, and we will," Camilla nodded. "But, let's start with something silly to lighten the mood. So, Leslie, spit or swallow? Or is it true that married women don't suck dick?"
"Conner and I have a very active sex life, thank you very much," Leslie stated happily. "Swallow, all the way. Sienna?"
"Same. Spitters are quitters," the redhead answered. "I know facials can be good for your skin, but cum in the eye burns! Jane?"
"I usually swallow," Jane replied. "I like the taste. And we all know Camilla swallows. What's next?"
"How about we each ask the next person a personal question? We'll go in the same order," Camilla suggested. "Leslie, we know you had a serious boyfriend in college before Conner. What happened there?"
"Way to start with a hard one," Leslie winced. "Only Conner knows, and it's something we don't talk about."
"This sounds juicy, spill it!" Camilla sat cross-legged as she looked intently at Leslie.
"Okay, I guess this is how we bond," Leslie let out a breath. "His name was Chad Thompson."
"You dated a Chad," Sienna giggled. "And in college."
"Oh, shut up," Leslie rolled her eyes while Camilla and Jane laughed. "Anyway, we were really serious. We weren't talking about marriage or anything, but things were going well. He was a nice guy, but it's easy to be a nice guy when everything is great."
"And then things were not-so-great?" Jane offered.
"Correct," Leslie nodded. "I wasn't on the pill, and condoms are not nearly as effective. We didn't know one broke."
"Oh, my God!" Sienna gasped, clapping her hands to her mouth. "You've been pregnant before?!"
"Yeah," Leslie let out a breath. "Once."
"D-did you have an abortion?" Camilla asked delicately.
"No," Leslie shook her head. "He wanted me to, but I didn't. We screamed at each other, he stormed out saying the kid wasn't his problem."
"Fucking asshole!" Jane hissed angrily.
"Didn't matter in the end," Leslie shrugged sadly. "I miscarried. Then the idiot thought we could just get back together. I told him to go fuck himself."
"I'm so, SO sorry," Camilla reached out and placed her hand on Leslie's, giving her married friend a look that said she regretted asking the question.
"It's okay," Leslie sighed. "It was a long time ago, and things worked out for the best. I have Conner, the man of my dreams. And we're having a baby."
"That's a good way of looking at it," Jane smiled. "I can't wait to meet the little guy."
"Neither can I!" Sienna spoke up. "And, Leslie, you can ask me whatever you like. You've earned it."
"Okay, Sienna, tell us about your ex-boyfriend and what happened there," Leslie requested before taking a sip of water. "It's only fair."
"Randall," Sienna replied slowly. "Randall McDermott."
"You made fun of the name 'Chad,' but you dated a 'Randall?'" Leslie snorted.
"What's wrong with 'Randall?'" Jane asked.
"Randy for short, which is slang and means horny," Camilla spoke up. "He probably does the five-knuckle shuffle a dozen times a day."
"Well, yeah," Leslie smirked, "he doesn't have Sienna anymore."
"Think he saved her nudes to look at while he does it?" Jane wondered, getting in on the teasing.
"Probably," Camilla laughed. "It's kind of hot to imagine a guy jacking off to your nudes, only able to fantasize. Mm, I can't wait to start my SeeMe."
"ANYWAY," Sienna said loudly, "there isn't a lot to tell. High school sweethearts, thought we were gonna get married. Then the lamest thing ever happened."
"What's that?" Jane frowned.
"Randall decided he needed to make sure that he wasn't missing out on anything and needed to see what sex with someone else was like," Sienna rolled her eyes. "He nailed my high school best friend at a party. She felt so guilty that she confessed. We aren't friends anymore, and I dumped him."
"That's the dumbest reason to cheat I've ever heard," Camilla stated flatly.
"Yup," Sienna agreed. "And he kept trying to get me back. He used to reach out all the time, no matter how many emails or numbers I blocked. It's been awhile now, so hopefully he's moved on. I know I have."
"Sienna and Theo, I still can't believe it," Jane giggled.
"Neither can I," Camilla smirked. "Although, Theo's gotten a lot better later. Noah's the one who just texted me to ask if we were naked yet."
"Someone remind me to slap Noah next time we see him," Leslie grunted.
"I'll text Theo and tell him to slap Noah," Sienna added, grabbing her phone.
"And I guess it's my turn to spill," Jane sighed, while Sienna texted.
"What do you have for us?" Camilla asked gently.
"You already know my dad used to beat me and my siblings, he raped our mom," Jane mumbled, tears forming in her eyes. "I dissociate a lot whenever I get overwhelmed now. And I still have to see that asshole."
"Why do you have to see him?" Leslie questioned. "I'd cut that asshole out of my life, if I were you."
"Molly is a gentle soul, and she tries to forgive him. She goes to events for his side of the family," Jane explained. "Also, our brothers go. I just, I feel like I have to. I avoid the bastard. Sorry, it's not an ex-boyfriend story. I have to admit you were all right; Steven was my boyfriend, I just refused the label."
"We're sorry things didn't work out with you two, but maybe there's still hope," Leslie said.
"If you want to bring us to the next family event, we can take turns kicking your dad in the nuts?" Sienna offered.
"I am so in!" Camilla clapped.
"Thanks," Jane wiped away her tears, before turning to the Latina. "So, Camilla, what's your trauma?"
"My cousin died of a drug overdose when I was seventeen," Camilla stated simply.
"Wow, what happened?" Leslie asked while Sienna gasped.
"Gabriela was a few years older than me, and I always looked up to her," Camilla sighed sadly. "She was so much fun at Sunday dinners. Abuela used to constantly have to tell Gabriela to relax, but she couldn't help but smile."
"Sounds kind of like you," Jane observed.
"She was exactly like me, yes," Camilla smiled. "Only, she went even crazier in college. I, I knew. We all knew she was struggling with drugs, but she wouldn't get help. She overdosed on heroin at a Halloween party, about a month after her twenty-first birthday."
"I'm sorry," Sienna whispered.
"Is that why you're so wild? In her memory?" Leslie inquired.
"That might be part of it," Camilla admitted with a smirk. "Of course, I'll never touch drugs, and I'm careful with alcohol."
"Smart," Jane smiled. "Thank you for telling us."
The four friends hugged each other tightly, showing support without needing to speak. It was a nice moment. They had all been friends for some time, yet they never discussed anything deeply personal. This was proof that The Gang of Eight was much more than just a social group. It might have been a girls' night, but the four ladies couldn't help but think that the eight friends would always be in each other's lives.
Of course, Camilla had to ruin the moment by mentioning that Noah would probably pay good money for a picture of them all hugging while wearing pajamas. The girls all burst out laughing, giggling uncontrollably until they could barely breathe. The laughter would start slowing down, then two of them would make eye contact and start all over again.
When they had finally calmed down, the girls decided their heavy conversation required ice cream. Sienna, Camilla, Jane, and Leslie ate ice cream while watching their vampire movie. Camilla grumbled about how unhealthy her eating was, but she wasn't really upset.
After their emotional conversation, they switched to fun childhood memories. Then the topic once again returned to boys, where the women discussed their type. Leslie was attracted to tall guys, while Sienna loved dad bods. Camilla loved a man who could take charge, while Jane wanted a guy who was compassionate and honest.
"Good, that horrible movie is finally over," Jane sighed in relief when the vampire movie ended.
"Now we can watch the second one!" Camilla grinned while Jane groaned.
"Maybe something different?" Leslie suggested.
"Like what?" Camilla asked.
"Literally anything," Jane interjected, making Sienna laugh.
"Ugh, fine," Camilla grumbled, grabbing the remote while muttering under her breath. "Bitches."
"Oh, just pick something," Leslie snorted.
"How about horror?" Camilla suggested.
"Sure, sounds good!" Sienna agreed.
"The first movie in The Forgotten series?" Camilla offered, stopping on the movie.
"Shit, that movie's old," Jane commented. "It came out in 1990, right?"
"Yeah, it was one of the last of the big eighties horror franchises," Leslie confirmed. "They released another a couple years ago. The woman who played one of the little girls is still in the series. As an adult now, obviously."
"Nicole Fischer," Jane said. "She's beautiful."
"Let's watch it!" Sienna exclaimed.
Camilla put the movie on, and the girls relaxed with junk food and soda while watching The Forgotten. It followed the standard format of an old horror movie, with the masked killer terrorizing babysitters. There was the mandatory sex scene, including gratuitous bare breasts, and lots of jump scares.
Nicole Fischer was playing a young girl who was running from the killer with help from her babysitter. She was an amazing actress, able to scream and cry convincingly on camera. It was the first movie of her career, and she went on to star in many more films.
As an adult, Nicole became a sex symbol; a tall, beautiful blonde with blue eyes and big boobs. Every guy repeatedly watched the scene in The Forgotten Part Six where Nicole Fischer went full-frontal when she was eighteen. Not long after that, she had a brief marriage to a rich CEO named Franklin Miller.
After the first movie, they watched The Forgotten Part Two and Three while talking about random topics. Nicole's character was young, but the girls were impressed how she managed to continue to thwart the killer who just would not stop coming for her. Even cutting the serial killer's head off was not enough to stop him.
Leslie wished Conner was there to cuddle with; it was always amazing to be held by him during the jump-scares. Sienna was texting with Theo, flirting heavily as they talked about seeing a scary movie together. Jane missed Steven and was trying not to think about cuddling with him. Camilla was lamenting that scary movies always made her horny.
It was after midnight when they started The Forgotten Part Four, which saw Nicole's character and her friends starting high school. There were a few scenes of teenage drama before the killer returned and the murders resumed. Camilla was barely paying attention, mainly checking social media for memes and articles.
"Hey, I found an article with juicy questions to ask your girlfriends," Camilla announced. "Interested?"
"Sure, ask away," Sienna offered, taking a sip of her drink.
"Tell us about your worst date," Camilla instructed.
"Fine, but you first," Jane countered.
"Okay," Camilla shrugged. "I've had my share of bad dates, the usual crap; selfish assholes, losers, guys who don't even pretend to care. Old news."
"Okay..." Leslie trailed off.
"One guy in particular comes to mind," Camilla continued. "It was our third date and it went well. I like the tradition of sex on the third date, and we ended up in bed. I was really fucking horny, and I asked him to do me on my back while I used a vibrator on my clit."
"Sounds like a good date to me," Sienna giggled.
"Yeah, well, that's when everything went tits up. He thought me wanting to use a toy meant he wasn't good enough," Camilla snorted. "It wasn't right that I needed one, in his point of view."
"Bet he was some 'alpha male' dumb-ass," Jane snorted. "Fucking idiot."
"Ridiculous," Leslie laughed. "Toys are teammates, not competition!"
"Exactly!" Camilla exclaimed. "He lost out on some amazing pussy, but whatever. Your turn, Jane. Was your worst date with Logan? That why you two called it quits?"
"No, we just decided to be friends," Jane let out a breath, not wanting to talk about him. "My worst date was amazing, and I fucked it up. Valentine's Day with Steven. I should have said yes when he asked to give us a shot."
"Aw, Silver," Camilla sighed. "Thank you for sharing with us."
"Yeah, thank you," Sienna added. "We love you."
"We've got your back," Leslie agreed.
"Thanks," Jane smiled softly. "Uh, Sienna? Your turn. Your worst date?"
"Not my worst, and not even a date, but there is something I wanted to share," the redhead bit her lower lip nervously.



"Oh, do tell," Camilla nodded encouragingly.
"I got really, really drunk on Noah's birthday," Sienna admitted with a blush. "I, ah, didn't just fall asleep in Theo's bed. First, I got naked and basically tried to jump him. He saw I was drunk and just got me into bed before sleeping on the couch."
"Wow, really?" Leslie giggled.
"Oh shit, that's awesome!" Camilla laughed.
"That was really responsible of him to not take advantage of you," Jane commented, looking shocked.
"Is that what got you interested?" Leslie asked.
"Not exactly," Sienna answered. "It made me realize how great of a guy he is beneath all the bullshit. We started talking a lot more. Then when he asked me out, I realized that, yeah, maybe."
"Seeing that hot body probably made him fall in love right there," Camilla giggled.
"Well, duh!" the redhead laughed, sitting up and gesturing at herself. "I'm sexy and I know it!"
"I guess it's my turn," Leslie grinned when the girls stopped laughing.
"What do you have for us?" Jane wondered.
"There was a cute guy in one of my classes and we spent a lot of time flirting," Leslie began. "It was after Chad, but before Conner."
"He asked you out?" Sienna questioned.
"Actually, I asked him," Leslie smirked.
"Damn, you go, girl!" Camilla crowed happily, offering a high-five.
"Thanks," Leslie blushed, slapping Camilla's palm. "My roommate was away for the weekend, so I invited him over to eat and study."
"What went wrong?" Jane inquired, scooting closer.
"Well, when he came ov- oh!" Leslie gasped, reaching for her belly. "The baby's moving again!"
Six hands lunged for Leslie's stomach as her three friends moved closer to feel the baby's movements. Leslie giggled as the girls all got their hands on her swollen stomach. Sienna even lowered her head so she could rest her ear against Leslie's tummy. At least until Leslie's stomach gurgled.
"Sorry, that one actually was just gas," Leslie blushed slightly.
"Should I open a window?" Jane asked in a deadpan voice.
"Bite me, Silver," Leslie grunted. "I'm pregnant, and this is real life. I'm gassy, I'm bloated, and my boobs hurt. Oh, and I need to pee a lot."
"Don't feel bad," Camilla interjected, "there's a reason I have so many scents in the bathroom. You do NOT wanna use it after Jane."
"Hey!" Jane exclaimed, blushing. "You're not any better!"
"So, the date?" Sienna quickly asked, changing the subject.
"Right, the date," Leslie giggled. "He was expecting a booty call, not a study session where we enjoyed a nice meal and maybe got to know each other."
"Why the fuck would he just expect sex?" Jane rolled her eyes in annoyance.
"If you invited him over for a meal and some studying, I can definitely see considering it a date," Camilla said. "Even if you didn't use the word. But expecting to get laid and then being mad when you don't? Fucking ridiculous."
"Yeah, he was really pissed off he didn't get easy sex," Leslie responded angrily. "I ruined his night by being a real person with a mind and feelings, instead of just a hole for his penis to temporarily inhabit."
The girls talked a little longer about bad dates before bringing up the next topic. They ended up debating which sort of leaked sex tape would be more embarrassing; giving a fully-clothed blowjob or riding a guy while still wearing a top. Jane and Sienna thought the video of having sex in the cowgirl position would be more embarrassing, since an orgasm face was so personal. Leslie figured she could also wear a skirt and be fully covered, so that didn't matter much; she did NOT want anyone to see her getting face-fucked. Camilla wouldn't be embarrassed by either.
The debate led to discussing Camilla's future SeeMe career, which was then diverted when Leslie suggested the sexy Latina ask Megan Bauer for tips. Sienna, Camilla, and Leslie then ended up forcing Jane to talk a bit more about the upcoming wedding. It was obvious Jane was dreading Steven spending a weekend in Fiji with a gorgeous heiress. The other three girls did their best to show their support.
Jane managed to change the topic by bringing up the intern Megan was bringing in for a couple weeks. The other girls agreed that Kayla Thomson definitely sounded like a nepotism hire, since she was the daughter of another rich businessman. Hopefully Kayla wasn't a spoiled brat.
"Have you ever faked an orgasm?" Camilla asked while they were halfway through The Forgotten Part Five. "I'll go first; no fucking way! How will a guy know he's doing it wrong if you don't tell him? If that hurts his fragile, little ego, he can get lost. I'll find another man to rock my world. Then the real man will be rewarded with pleasure beyond his wildest dreams."
"Okay, then," Leslie said as the other girls laughed. "I've faked it a couple times, but never with Conner."
"Just with Chad?" Sienna teased. "Let me guess, he pumped into you until he got off, then rolled over and fell asleep."
"Oh, shut up," Leslie rolled her eyes. "There's nothing wrong with that name. Just answer the question."
"No, I've never faked it," Sienna answered.
"Just wait until you sleep with Theo," Camilla smirked. "Remember, you can fake moan, but you can't fake that leg shake. Mm, or the way your toes curl and your eyes roll back. Fuck, yes!"
"I'm sure I'll be able to teach Theo how to please me," the redhead replied. "Besides, he's had more partners than I have."
"Doesn't mean he knows what he's doing," Jane pointed out. "And I never faked it with Steven. There have been a couple other times I have. Sometimes it's best to let them know they can go ahead and cum. Then you can get the hell out of there."
"Damn, someone's had some really bad sex," Leslie snorted.
"Next question, Camilla," Jane quickly asked.
"That was a pathetic deflection, but fine," Camilla giggled. "Thoughts on facials?"
"I'd rather in my mouth or on my boobs, but if that's what the guy wants to do, fine," Jane shrugged. "Just don't make me move and bend all over the place just to take your cum."
"As long as it doesn't get in my eye!" Sienna added.
"I don't really care," Leslie shrugged. "If it turns Conner on, that turns me on."
"I believe there are two kinds of girls," Camilla began confidently. "The first kind has her eyes and mouth closed, wincing while the guy jacks off over her. The second kind has her tongue out, she's moaning, eager to take the load. Maybe she's playing with her pussy and begging for it."
"You're the second kind of girl?" Jane asked.
"Damn straight," Camilla nodded, before glancing at the television. "Oh, I love this scene!"
"Why?" Sienna frowned.
"The killer just stands there and lets the guy punch him until he gets tired!" Camilla exclaimed. "Then the killer punches his head straight off and it lands in a dumpster. Fucking bad-ass!"
"That's a little concerning," Leslie commented.
"Don't worry, you're safe with me. Probably," Camilla smirked, looking back down at her phone after the on-screen death. "Boring, boring, very boring, boring..."
"We can just watch the movie," Jane reasoned.
"Ah, here we go!" Camilla exclaimed, ignoring Jane. "Ever done any experimenting?"
"With drugs or lesbianism?" Sienna asked with a frown.
"Or, like, chemistry experiments?" Leslie smirked.
"I was asking about lesbianism, I don't want to hear about any of you doing drugs," Camilla responded, glancing at Leslie. "Or making drugs."
"I've never made or done drugs," Leslie giggled. "Never done a girl, either."
"I've smoked pot a couple times, but no to everything else," Jane responded. "I can appreciate a beautiful woman, but I have no desire to touch one."
"I've never had sex with a girl, but I'm curious what it would be like," Camilla admitted. "I have made out with a few at parties. One time, a group of guys offered free drinks if they could watch me kiss another girl for five minutes. Worth it."
"Is this the real reason you wanted us here?" Jane inquired with a raised brow.
"No! Of course not!" Camilla laughed.
"If it was, Noah would be hiding in the closet," Leslie snorted.
"I've never kissed a girl, but I might consider it," Sienna blushed. "For the right one."
Jane, Camilla, and Leslie all squealed while Sienna covered her face with her hands, her red cheeks still visible. The four women were soon all laughing and teasing, which turned into hitting each other with pillows. Noah's dreams were not realized, an orgy did not break out, but it was a lot of fun for the ladies.
They eventually started discussing what guys could do to turn them on, or what being with a woman might feel like. Sienna and Jane both talked about an emotional connection, with the redhead explaining she could see herself feeling that close and safe with another woman. Leslie mentioned all the little things Conner did, like coming up behind her and hugging her. Camilla loved confidence, a man who took charge. Ultimately, they all agreed that attraction was something difficult to quantify; you either felt it or you didn't.
"Are we planning to watch the entire series?" Sienna yawned when The Forgotten Part Six started.
"No way," Camilla laughed. "There's way too many more to go."
"Yeah, I'm getting tired, too," Jane stifled a yawn.
"Got any more questions?" Leslie asked as she laid down on the floor. "I probably should have used the couch, I'm not sure I'll be able to get up again."
"Can we film you trying?" Sienna asked.
"You cannot," Leslie flipped off the redhead.
"This is a fun one," Camilla said. "What's the creepiest thing you've ever encountered on a dating site or app?"
"Nothing too weird, just the usual dick pics and creepy comments," Sienna answered. "One guy seemed nice until he started talking about leading me around on a leash. I said I wasn't into that, and he just kept telling me how I'd learn to love being his bitch. Blocked."
"Yeah, I've gotten a few of those," Camilla agreed while Leslie and Jane laughed. "Don't get me wrong, I like being slapped around, but you don't introduce yourself by calling a girl a slut and demanding she bend over for you."
"Agreed," Leslie nodded. "I don't have a story as shocking as that."
"I have one," Jane winced, making a disgusted face.
"Oh yeah?" Sienna looked over with interest.
"Let's hear it, Silver," Camilla added.
"I was talking to a guy on Matches, and we were asking some light questions to get to know each other," Jane began. "I asked if he had any special talents. Uh, well, he claimed he could suck himself off."
"That's impossible," Leslie quickly responded. "Even if you did get a few ribs removed, it can't be done. No fucking way."
"I'm pretty flexible, I can see it being doable," Sienna reasoned.
"Women are naturally more flexible than men," Camilla pointed out. "But maybe it's possible. Even if it is, I'm not worried. Guys love the thrill of a girl worshiping their cock."
"That's so true," Leslie laughed.
"Jane?" Sienna asked nervously. "What did you respond to his, ah, 'talent' with?"
"I told him it was impossible, but he kept insisting," Jane admitted. "I asked him to prove it. Long story short; yeah, it's very possible. And I've seen something that can never be unseen."
"Holy shit!" Leslie gasped.
"Whoa," Sienna whispered, eyes wide.
"That's fucking great!" Camilla laughed, clapping her hands as she fell over.
"He sent a video," Jane scrunched her nose. "It, ah, went all the way to the, you know, the finish."
"Why the fuck did you watch the whole thing?" Sienna made a disgusted face.
"Did he cum in his mouth?" Leslie wondered.
"Do you still have the video?" Camilla sat up and looked at Jane hopefully.
"In order: it was morbid curiosity and I couldn't look away, he did cum in his mouth, and I do not still have the video," Jane answered with a giggle. "I kept trying to shut it off, but I was horrified and fascinated."
"We can probably find a video online," Camilla mused, looking at her phone.
"No!" Jane, Sienna, and Leslie exclaimed at the same time.
"Aw, c'mon!" Camilla whined.
"Let's just watch the movie," Jane suggested.
"Fine, one last question," Camilla quickly replied. "What is your wildest sexual encounter?"
"You are answering that one first," Leslie insisted, looking over Camilla, the wildest of the group.
"Sure, no problem," Camilla grinned.
"This is going to be terrifying," Sienna gulped.
"So, I spent my twenty-first birthday in Las Vegas with some friends and family," Camilla explained with an evil grin. "We were there for about a week."
"Oh yeah, you did tell me that," Jane responded. "I didn't get any really dirty stories, though."
"It wasn't as wild as you might expect, since the pandemic was still going on," Camilla sighed before perking up. "However, my birthday was on a Saturday, and I am Camilla."
"What happened?" Leslie probed curiously.
"It was one of the few times I did go a bit out of control with the alcohol," Camilla acknowledge. "So, there's a lot I don't remember."
"What do you remember?" Sienna asked.
"I remember waking up on the roof of the hotel wrapped in a pool towel and one of those 'just married' sashes. Still not sure where the sash came from," Camilla frowned, trying to remember. "Anyway, I had dried cum in my hair, my holes were sore, and there was a hickey on my inner thigh that was kind of shaped like Australia."
"You're married, is that what you're saying?" Jane asked through a fit of giggles.
"Uh, I don't think so?" Camilla winced. "Oh God, I hope not. Maybe?"
"Other than the towel and the sash, were you naked?" Sienna wondered.
"Yes," Camilla answered. "The towel wasn't very big, so I tied it around my waist. Then I wrapped the sash around my boobs so I could take the elevator down to my room without being exposed."
"Classy," Leslie snorted.
"At least I'm not married and boring," Camilla stuck out her tongue. "Let's hear your story, and it can't involve Conner."
"My slutty phase was, unsurprisingly, after Chad and before Conner," Leslie answered. "I didn't sleep with a bunch of guys, but I did suck a lot of dick."
"As any self-respecting college girl should," Camilla nodded sagely.
"How does fellatio relate to self-respect?" Sienna frowned.
"Don't question her, just nod and move on," Jane advised.
"Anyway, I'm not sure what my wildest BJ was," Leslie mused. "Stairwell in a college building, I blew a guy on the way to a party, I sucked off another guy in a closet at a party... um..."
"Keep going," Camilla encouraged.
"Oh, I sort of hitchhiked to a concert," Leslie continued. "It wasn't the same as regular hitchhiking, because I was in the school parking garage. He was a nice guy, and he jokingly asked how I was gonna pay him. I knew he was sounding me out, so I just went for it. He came in my mouth on the way to the concert, I let him feel me up during it, and I gave him one last blowjob on the way back to campus."
"That's a respectable level of sluttiness," Camilla declared. "Sienna?"
"Does me getting naked and trying to seduce Theo count?" the redhead smiled innocently.
"No, because we already know about that," Jane answered.
"Ugh, fine," Sienna sighed. "Senior year of high school, Randall and I went to an after-school production put on by the theater club. It was a couple months before graduation. I let him finger me in the back row while we watched."
"Not bad, not bad," Camilla nodded. "You are the baby of the group, so I suppose I can't expect too much."
"My wildest adventure wasn't exactly sexual, so I didn't use it," Sienna argued.
"Tell us, tell us!" Leslie urged.
"I tried using Matches for dating after Randall and I broke up," Sienna started her story. "There was one guy I was interested in, and we agreed to meet up. I was twenty and couldn't drink, but he suggested we go to a country club he was a member of. They never bothered to card."
"Okay," Jane nodded as she listened.
"We, ah, we ended up sneaking into a wedding reception," Sienna giggled. "We pretended to be cousins of the groom, danced for a couple hours, and even got free cake. He tried to kiss me, but I panicked and pretended my mom called me for an emergency. I left and never saw him again."
"That's great!" Leslie laughed. "Are you in their wedding pictures?"
"There was a photographer going around taking pictures, so probably," Sienna admitted.
"That just leaves Jane," Camilla turned to her roommate expectantly. "Remember, we already know about you blowing Steven in his office."
"I can't believe you told them that," Jane glared at Leslie.
"I can't believe our HR specialist got on her knees at work," Leslie countered.
"Shut up," Jane grumbled.
"What else you got for us, Silver?" Sienna asked.
"You already know I have trouble getting close to people, especially guys," Jane sighed.
"It's incredibly obvious, go on," Camilla urged.
"I wasn't very experienced, and I wanted to try and meet someone," Jane sighed. "My anxiety was pretty bad, so I figured I needed to be someone else. I made a fake account on Matches. Fake name, fake job, everything. I didn't catfish anyone, I used my real photo. I just invented a version of myself who didn't dissociate and freeze when a guy tried to flirt."
"Damn, how did that go?" Leslie asked.
"I met a few guys," Jane shrugged. "We'd meet for drinks, maybe make out in his car. One guy, we stayed in his car in a parking garage for hours. I blew him three times and let him finger me. I had a few one-night stands. And then I'd just disappear."
Jane paused, noticing everyone had fallen silent. The only sounds in the room were coming from the television.
"It was my therapy," Jane explained. "Or, rather, my avoidance. I stopped when one guy told me he was falling in love with me. Well, with fake-me."
"And eventually Steven fell in love with the real you," Camilla said softly.
"And I was too fucking stupid to let him in," Jane sighed.
The four ladies all exchanged hugs, showing each other support with no judgment. It was the darkest part of the night, and it wasn't long before they all slowly drifted off to sleep. Bella had curled up beside Jane, and Sienna was sleeping on her stomach with her butt in the air. Camilla snorted, laughed in her sleep, and rolled over. They were all unconscious by the time Nicole Fischer's infamous nude scene was playing.
~Sunday July 20, 2025~
Camilla sighed in contentment as she slowly woke up. She felt warm and protected. And a little molested, as she realized Sienna was spooned behind her, and the redhead was holding her breast. The sexy Latina wasn't wearing a bra, and only the thin fabric of her t-shirt was between Sienna's hand and Camilla's large boob.
"Sienna?" Camilla whispered, pushing her butt back against the smaller woman.
"Mm, huh? What?" Sienna mumbled, yawning as she woke up. She then sucked in a breath as she realized the position she was in.
Soft light was pouring in through the windows, and the streaming service had continued playing movies in The Forgotten series. Jane was still unconscious, with Bella wrapped around her head. It looked like Leslie had made her way over to the couch and was resting there for the back support. At some point, Sienna had apparently rolled over and ended up holding Camilla. The redhead was shocked when she felt Camilla's hard nipple pressing against her palm. Sienna reacted instinctively, lightly squeezing the tit.
"Are you just going to keep fondling me all morning, or are you going to wake up?" Camilla giggled tiredly.
"Mm, ah, maybe a couple more minutes?" Sienna asked quietly. "I'm really comfortable."
"I am, too," Camilla admitted.
"I never thought about it, but I totally understand the appeal of lying like this," Sienna replied, lightly squeezing the boob in her hand. "These are really fun to hold."



"Guys love titties, lesbians love titties, hell, gay guys and straight women love titties," Camilla grinned. "Moral of the story; titties are great."
"How do you know gay guys and straight women love titties?" Sienna wonders as she continues fondling Camilla.
"Because titties are great, silly," Camilla answered, spinning around until she was facing the redhead. "You couldn't keep your hands off mine."
"Sorry," Sienna looked away bashfully, her cheeks slightly red.
"Don't be, I liked it," Camilla smirked, reaching out until her hand was an inch away from Sienna's bosom. "May I?"
"O-okay," Sienna nodded slowly.
Camilla hesitantly placed her hand on Sienna's breast, making the redhead gasp. The two of them spend a few minutes playing grab-boob, lightly caressing each other while looking into each other's eyes. Unable to resist, Camilla leaned in and pecked Sienna's lips.
"You have very soft lips," Camilla whispered.
"S-so do you," Sienna stammered. "But, ah, we should probably stop. It feels icky to kiss someone while I'm getting really close with Theo. He's gonna be my boyfriend soon, I think."
"Cheating is cheating, regardless," Camilla nodded in understanding, looking slightly uncomfortable, which was shocking. "I, ah, wasn't suggesting we, um, go further. I'm not saying I wouldn't ever want to, ah, shit..."
"We're close friends and this was a little experiment," Sienna suggested. "Let's keep it between us? But, I might have to tell Theo."
"As long as he can keep his mouth shut," Camilla laughed. "We're both emotional after our serious talk last night, it happened. No big deal."
"Right," Sienna smiled. "Thank you, you're a good friend."
"So are you," Camilla grinned. "Although, I did feel like I was just robbing the cradle a bit."
"Shut up, you're only three years older," the redhead laughed.
"And half-a-foot taller," Camilla teased.
"Bite me," Sienna growled.
"Mm, don't tempt me," Camilla waggled her eyebrows.
The two of them held each other for another few minutes, grateful that Leslie and Jane were still fast asleep. Camilla reached up and brushed a lock of auburn hair out of Sienna's lightly-freckled face. The two of them giggled slightly as Sienna's green eyes stayed locked with Camilla's brown ones. Neither of them were willing to speak up and end the moment.
"Fuck, that was definitely gas," Leslie announced from the couch, standing up as quickly as her pregnancy would allow. "I've gotta pee!"
Fortunately, Leslie was too distracted to notice Sienna and Camilla cuddling on the floor.
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-Witty
~Friday July 25, 2025~
"Theo! Nice to see you again!" Rhys Griffith smiled as he held the door open. "Please, come in, come in."
"Thank you, sir," Theo mumbled nervously, entering the home while tightly holding the box of chocolates he brought.
Theo was dressed casually in a pair of gray shorts and a short-sleeve blue button-down. His eyes darted all over the place as he was led into the kitchen where Sienna's mom was waiting. Gwen had a kind smile, and Theo couldn't help but notice the resemblance between mother and daughter. He had met Gwen before, but he found himself stunned by just how much she looked like Sienna.
"Sienna's gonna be beautiful forever," Theo whispered, his eyes going wide when he realized what he just blurted out. "I, ah..."
"What a charmer! Hi, Theo," Gwen smiled. "Please, have a seat."
"Thank you," he replied, sitting down across from Gwen, his face bright red.
"I made iced tea. Would you like a glass while Sienna finishes getting ready?" Gwen offered.
"Thank you, I mean, uh, yes. Yes, please," Theo stammered.
Gwen gave him a reassuring smile to try easing his nerves. She then stood up and poured three glasses of iced tea. Returning to the table, she gave a glass to Theo and Rhys before sitting down to sip on hers. Theo wanted to make small-talk, but it was definitely not an area he excelled at. He was also still embarrassed by the comment he made when he saw Gwen.
"How's your friend Noah's nose?" Rhys asked. "I heard about the virtual reality zombie incident."
"It's better," Theo chuckled. "Noah was worried it would leave a permanent mark, but he's fine."
"That makes sense," Gwen nodded. "Noah's, ah, quite popular with the ladies, isn't he? He wouldn't want to damage that face."
"Y-yeah," Theo swallowed weakly. "Noah puts a lot of effort into his appearance. He, ah, dates a lot of different women."
"Sounds like he relies on his looks," Rhys spoke up, seeing Theo's nerves. "I guess not every guy can be as charming as the two of us, right Theo?"
"Um, ah, yeah, yes, sir," Theo mumbled nervously.
"No need to be so nervous," Rhys chuckled. "How was work? You worked from home today?"
"Yeah, it was good. Relaxing. I got to work in my pajamas," Theo smiled. "I started early so I could leave early and come here."
"That's definitely a perk," Rhys nodded. "And it's nice to have such a flexible boss."
"Sienna told me your plans for the evening, I think it's adorable!" Gwen gushed. "I hope you brought sunscreen, it's gonna be hot."
"Yeah, I already put some on," Theo replied. "I hope Sienna has fun."
"Oh, I'm sure she will," Gwen smiled. "Rhys, remember the kiddie boat?"
"I had forgotten all about that!" Rhys chuckled at the memory.
"Theo, when we moved in, Sienna's favorite thing was the pool out back," Gwen explained. "We bought her a little kiddie boat, and she used to row around in it."
"That's really cute," Theo grinned as he imagined it. "I, ah, I really like Sienna."
"So do we," Rhys smirked.
"We think you're a nice guy, and we're glad you're making Sienna happy," Gwen continued. "Keep treating her right, and you'll always be welcome here. So, no need to be nervous."
"Thank you," Theo said gratefully.
"Are you charming my mom?" Sienna asked as she walked into the kitchen.
"No, he was just being himself," Gwen smiled. "That's the charm."
Theo never even heard her.
"Wow," Theo gasped, awestruck as he admired Sienna.
The young redhead looked radiant in a ruffled mini-dress that fell to mid-thigh. The sleeveless dress had thick shoulder straps and a modest bust. It was white and decorated with pink flowers, and the green stems of the flowers provided great contrast. Heeled sandals gave the petite girl an extra couple inches of height. Her auburn hair was pulled back into a stylish ponytail.
Gwen nudged Rhys, gesturing with her chin for him to watch the young couple. Both parents smiled at the way Theo and Sienna looked at each other. Gwen leaned into her husband's side and sighed as he squeezed her affectionately. Rhys would probably never get used to his baby girl dating, but he knew she was a grown woman, and he wanted her to be happy.
"I'll take your stunned silence as a compliment," Sienna giggled, pulling at the hem of her dress.
"You should," Theo nodded slowly.
"Psst, Theo!" Gwen hissed, causing Theo to look over at her. "Give her the chocolates."
"Uh, oh, right," Theo quickly stood up and walked over to his date. "I brought you chocolate."
"Thank you, that's really sweet," Sienna accepted the chocolates before leaning in to kiss his cheek. "Mom, can you put these in my room? We're running late."
"Of course, honey," Gwen smiled as her daughter placed the chocolates on the table.
"Theo has been here for ten minutes waiting for you to get ready," Rhys teased his daughter.
"Rhys!" Gwen hissed.
"I couldn't decide what to wear," Sienna blushed slightly. "Anyway, we're leaving."
"Have a good time!" Rhys and Gwen both called out as the other two left.
Theo and Sienna took the subway to Central Park, making their way toward a large lake at the heart of the famous park. Leading Sienna to a boathouse, Theo rented a rowboat so they could head out on the water. Sienna sat in the back of the green boat, facing the front. Theo was up front with the paddles, facing Sienna as he brought them out onto the lake.
It was a hot day, but the soft breeze blowing across the water helped keep them cool. Birds were chirping in the background as the clear water reflected the sky, almost making it seem like they were floating through the clouds. Small turtles poke their heads out of the water while dragonflies skim across the water and ducks swim in small groups.
The view was amazing, with a unique mixture of beautiful natural scenery and concrete jungle. There was a stone bridge that provided passage over a narrow point in the lake, with tourists and natives alike enjoying the weather. Other rowboats drifted by, some with tourists taking pictures, a few with couples on their own romantic dates.
"I've been to this lake so many times, but I've never actually been out on it," Sienna smiled as she looked out over the water. "It's so beautiful."
"So are you," Theo whispered, overcome with emotion.
"Thank you," the redhead turned and beamed at him.
"I, ah, I've been out on the lake a few times," he mumbled, unsure of what else to say. "My dad used to take me out in a canoe. We'd catch frogs and turtles."
"That sounds fun, but probably traumatizing for the poor little guys," Sienna pouted.
"We let them go after," Theo reasoned with a small chuckle. "Although, a painted turtle did hiss at me once."
"You pulled him out of his home and scared him," Sienna countered. "I wouldn't blame him if he bit you!"
"Yeah, that's fair," he nodded as he maneuvered the rowboat.
Theo steered them over to a more woodsy area with a large boulder halfway in the water. He showed her how to spot turtles sunbathing on logs and even managed to find a large frog resting on a lily pad. There was also a blue heron hunting for fish in the shallow water, and Theo joked that Steven would have loved to see it. Theo smiled softly when Sienna reached out and brushed a small leaf off his face.
A large swan started following their rowboat as they continued through the lake. It even swam right up to the boat, just barely out of reach. The bird watched as Theo quickly rowed over to another boat to help a child who dropped her stuffed rabbit in the water. Sienna's heart was overflowing as Theo used his paddle to lift the soaked stuffed animal back into the other boat. He still didn't know about Sienna's extensive stuffed animal collection.
The conversation flowed naturally as the boat traveled beneath the bridge, their swan friend following along while they discussed work and the lives of The Gang of Eight. They also talked about their future goals, and Sienna was surprised to learn that Theo was interested in transitioning to a staff accountant role. Sienna wasn't sure what she wanted, but was considering maybe being an accounts payable manager.
"We should name our boat," Sienna said randomly as the sun started to set. "Any ideas?"
"Hm, how about Watercraft Number Seven?" Theo suggested.
"Ignoring my concern about what happened to one thru six, that's a lame name," she giggled.
"Well, what have you got that's so much better?" he challenged.
"Titanic Two: Not Today?" Sienna offered with an innocent shrug. "Or maybe The Swan Boat, for your new buddy?"
"You commented on mine for suggesting the boat sinking, and that's what you've come up with?" Theo laughed, before looking at her nervously. "Uh, maybe something about us?"
"Captain Awkward and The Flirty Redhead?" she suggested with a smirk.
"Thanks for pointing out my awkwardness," he gave her a flat look. "Although, I'm quite happy you're feeling flirty."
"Oooh, you want flirty names? I've got you! S. S. Make a Move? Kiss Ferry? The Love Dinghy?" Sienna fired off in quick succession. "Floaty McFeelings? The Crush Cruiser? The Passion Vessel? Nah, that's lame. Oh, I know! Sea-duced. Get it? Sea-duced." she grinned and waggled her eyebrows suggestively.
"Wow," Theo whispered with wide eyes.
"That bad?" she winced.
"No, not at all," he replied quickly. "I'm just amazed such an awesome woman is actually on a date with me."
Sienna raised her hand, crooking a finger to Theo as she leaned in. It was obvious what she wanted, so Theo happily leaned in as well, lightly pecking her soft lips. The moment would have been incredibly sweet if the swan hadn't made a loud hissing noise in response to the kiss.
"I think the swan has a thing for you," Sienna giggled.
"Why? Did it do something?" Theo frowned. "I was too lost in the moment to notice."
"You know, for a guy who thinks he always says the wrong thing, you've been doing really well," she smiled softly.
"Don't worry, I'll say something dumb soon and ruin everything," he responded.
"Nah, no you won't," Sienna shook her head. "Just keep saying what you really feel. That's always right."
"So, it's right to tell you that just that kiss got me a little hard?" Theo asked with a nervous smile.
"You're an idiot," Sienna rolled her eyes, a big grin on her face.
They decided to bring the boat in since it was starting to get dark. After one last wave to their swan friend, Sienna and Theo made their way to a nearby ice cream stand holding hands. Theo insisted on paying, buying himself chocolate ice cream, while Sienna got cotton candy swirl.
It was a perfect evening for a romantic walk along the terrace. The area was softly lit and there was a beautiful fountain with arched architecture. With the sun setting, the temperature was dropping slightly and the sky was fading to a purple-blue color. Fireflies hovered just above the grass and the tall trees muffled the city traffic, making the area seem much more in tune with nature.
"This is nice," Theo smiled as they sat on the edge of the fountain.
"What did you think of tonight?" Sienna asked casually, hoping he felt the same way she did.
"It's been amazing, I love seeing you laugh," he told her. "I think the best part was that I wasn't nervous. Things felt natural."
"I'm glad," she grinned, placing her hand on his thigh. "See? If you stop trying so hard and just be yourself, things work out."
"I still have time to earn a slap across the face," Theo chuckled, placing a hand on hers.
"I think you'll be alright," Sienna gave him her best seductive look as she took a long lick of her ice cream. "Real life isn't a movie, it's not a romantic comedy. There's no script, sometimes you trip over your words or get nervous. You might always struggle with meeting someone new, so it's probably best that we were friends first."
"And now we're something more?" he asked hopefully.
"Perhaps," she shrugged, licking the ice cream again and waggling her eyebrows. "I don't know exactly what this is yet, but I want to keep finding out."
"I'd like that, too," Theo grinned, feeling like the happiest man on the planet. "I just don't always know the right time to say certain things, or, ah, you know..."
"Don't worry, I know how to time things," she ran her palm along his hand as she leaned in and lightly kissed him, tasting the chocolate ice cream on his lips. "And I know how to take charge. I am The Red Dragon, after all."
"Do I get to call you that now?" he asked with a smirk.
"Mm, maybe after you've gotten the experience," Sienna teased, her tongue snaking out to lap up some ice cream. "You need to truly understand why I'm deserving of the title."
"Sounds like a plan," Theo laughed.
"Hm, now I'm curious," Sienna said, taking long licks of her ice cream. "If this were a movie, what do you think would happen next?"
"A blowjob behind the bushes?" he shrugged while grinning widely.
"I guess a porn movie is a movie," she rolled her eyes and gave him a look.
"Hey! You made it dirty first!" Theo insisted, relieved she wasn't actually upset..
"I did no such thing!" Sienna gasped in mock-offense. "I'm an innocent little angel."
"Oh, yeah? What about the looks you were giving me as you ate your ice cream?" he argued.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," the redhead insisted primly. "I mean, what's dirty about eating ice cream?" her eyes never left Theo's as she lowered her head and extended her tongue. She rapidly licked at the ice cream, giving him her best lustful look as she moaned softly. "Ah! See? Nothing dirty at all."
"R-right," Theo mumbled, adjusting himself. "Not dirty at all."
"Why, Theo, are you suggesting I might want to do something unseemly with my little mouth?" Sienna asked in feigned-surprise.
"Uh, no! No, of course not," he blushed.
"That's a shame, I love sucking dick," she shrugged, taking a bite out of the cone.
"O-of course only boyfriends get that," Theo reminded her.
"True," the redhead mused, getting to her feet. "I guess you'd better keep showing me a good time so you can achieve the proper status."
"This means I get to see you again?" he asked, standing as well.
"You're not done seeing me now," she cocked her head to the side to observe him carefully. "Did you forget that we talked about becoming official tonight?"
"I didn't, but I wasn't sure, and then I thought you were getting up because it's late and you wanted to get home," Theo rambled nervously.
"Don't go getting anxious now that we're talking about sex. You've been fine all evening," Sienna smiled, offering her hand. "Take me back to your place? I don't wanna go home yet."
Unsurprisingly, the subway was quite crowded on a Friday evening. It was late enough that some people were heading home, and early enough that there were people going out for a night of drinking and partying. No one was too rowdy, so the trip wasn't bad.
It was a short walk to Theo's building, darkness falling as they approached the entrance. He led Sienna up to the apartment he shared with Noah. Upon opening the door and entering the dimly-lit apartment, Theo was shocked to see the back of Noah's head over the top of the couch in the living room. Noah was usually out at a bar or a club on a Friday night, although Theo did know he had a date. It must have been a rare bad date.
"Why are you sitting in front of the TV when it's off?" Theo asked in confusion.
"Maybe he wanted some quality time with his soul instead of some girl's body?" Sienna suggested. "His date probably saw how shallow he was. Disappointed you went out with a girl with actual standards, Noah?"
"Huh?" Noah frowned, looking over his shoulder. "Oh, shit. Theo usually comes back alone, I'm not used to him bringing a girl. Sorry, Sienna."
"What do you..." Sienna's eyes narrowed as she tilted her head. "I'm guessing that's not either of yours?"
"Oh," Theo mumbled, noticing the bra casually resting on the backrest. "Shit. Sorry."
"Ah, mm, mm!" a soft moan could be heard as a bare leg stretched briefly into view.
"So, that's why the TV's off; Noah's hosting a business meeting," Sienna giggled.
A soft, feminine laugh came from the other side of the couch as a blonde head lifted up over the back of couch. "Noah, you didn't tell me your roommates were so funny."
"I live with the goofy one," Noah explained. "The pretty one's just a guest."
"They wanna join us?" the blonde offered, licking her lips as she admired Sienna. "The redhead looks like a wild one."
"Uh, um, no. Ah, no thank you," Theo mumbled, his face turning red.
"Your loss," the blonde shrugged, lowering her head to resume giving Noah head.
"You two wanna give us a few minutes?" Noah asked with a small groan. "Or an hour. Or a weekend."
"We'll, ah, we'll be in my room," Theo stammered, taking Sienna's hand and leading her to his room. "We were never here and this never happened."
"So, if I leave a sock on our doorknob, would that be retaliation or tradition?" Sienna teased.
"Neither, we'd know it's a lie," Noah called after her. "Theo doesn't get lucky!"
"Asshole!" Theo yelled back.
"You two kids have fun reading, or whatever," Noah got one last jab in.
"Make sure he eats you out!" Sienna yelled to the blonde. "I can't imagine him lasting more than two strokes!"
Theo finally managed to get Sienna into his bedroom, shutting the door as the redhead removed her heeled sandals. He was nervous as he took his shoes off while Sienna explored his bedroom with a critical eye. Theo blushed slightly when he noticed her purposely checking out his ceiling.
"I think Noah sometimes forgets he has a bedroom," Theo said quietly. "Sorry about the boobs and blowjob."
"It's fine," Sienna laughed. "It's Noah, I'm not surprised. Seems that he likes to brag to you about his conquests by shoving them in your face, no pun intended."
"Yeah, maybe," Theo admitted with a small sigh.
"Although, I noticed you made your bed," Sienna commented, running her fingers along the comforter. "Seems like you expected company."



"No, not at all!" he shook his head. "I always make my bed."
Sienna gave him a look.
"I usually make my bed. Well, I do sometimes," Theo winced.
"Hm," Sienna pursed her lips cutely, "well, at least you got rid of the poster above your bed."
"And the calendar!" he pointed out.
"I'm not trying to change you, you're amazing just the way you are," the redhead replied with a smile. "But, you don't need a poster over your bed with a half-naked woman. I'll get you a new calendar."
"So, no poster of you over my bed?" Theo suggested.
"Why? You've got the real thing," Sienna waggled her eyebrows as she sat down on the bed and pat the spot beside her. "Come sit with me."
"Does what just happen count as showing you a good time?" he asked, chuckling as he sat down.
"Why would us walking in on your man-whore roommate getting a blowjob entertain me?" she arched an eyebrow. "Or were you hoping you'd look better by comparison?"
"The second one sounds right," Theo smirked.
"You're dumb," Sienna giggled, leaning forward to peck his lips. "And cute."
"And you're amazing," he replied, looking at her affectionately. "I'm nervous about talking. I want to ask you to be my girlfriend, but I'm not sure if I'm supposed to, or how to say it."
"In a way, you did just say it," she smiled, resting her hand on his thigh. "But, I understand. Thank you for being honest with me," she took a deep breath. "There's something we should talk about first."
"W-what's that?" Theo asked nervously.
"This has to stay between us," Sienna told him firmly. "Well, us and my mom. My mom knows everything."
"Uh, everything?" his eyes widened.
"Yes, everything," she confirmed with a serious expression.
"I won't tell anyone," Theo promised.
"Okay," Sienna smiled nervously. "We girls all went out for Camilla's birthday, then we stayed over at her and Jane's place."
"Yeah, I remember," he nodded.
"We talked about a lot of personal stuff after and got really close," she continued carefully. "Past regrets and trauma, stuff like that."
"Makes sense," Theo smiled. "Sounds like a great night."
"It was," Sienna agreed. "Anyway, we fell asleep on the floor. I don't remember moving in my sleep, but I ended up spooned behind Camilla and holding her boob. It felt nice. Really nice. We ended up kissing and touching each other a bit. Outside the clothes."
"I, ah, I don't know how to respond to that," he answered honestly.
"I stopped it, I did!" she insisted quickly. "I don't cheat. Ever. I know we're not official, but we're heading that way, so, ah, yeah... do you hate me?"
"Not one bit," Theo told her, reaching out to lightly cup her face. "It means a lot that you care so much about my feelings. I don't like the idea of you kissing anyone else, but I'm glad you stopped it. Um, do you like girls as well?"
"I don't know," Sienna bit her lower lip. "I liked holding her boob. I'm starting to see why guys love titties so much. And kissing her was nice. But, I like you. I want to be your girlfriend."
"D-does this mean we're exclusive?" he questioned, feeling happier than he ever remembered being. "We're together?"
"If you'll still have me?" she asked nervously.
"Oh, God yes," Theo whispered.
"And we communicate," Sienna added. "I'm sorry about kissing Camilla. It just happened, and..."
"I get it. It means a lot that you stopped. And that you were honest with me," he told her sincerely, just before amusement appeared on his face. "I can only imagine how hard it is to stop Camilla when she's kissing someone, but I'm really glad you did."
"From now on I'll only kiss you," she vowed, leaning forward to kiss him.
"Does this mean a threesome is out?" Theo grinned.
"Was that a smart question?" Sienna asked rhetorically.
"...no." he acknowledged.
"How about you shut up and kiss me?" she suggested.
"That DOES sound smart," Theo smiled.
Their lips met in a soft kiss, Theo wrapping an arm around her back while Sienna reached up to cup his face. Her lips slowly parted, her tongue darting out and seeking entrance. Theo happily complied, his tongue running along hers as the two of them collapsed on the bed.
The young couple was laying sideways on the bed, facing each other as they passionately kissed. Sienna was pressing her body against his while he ran his hand down her side. Soon, his hand was lightly caressing the bare skin of her pale thigh. She could feel his excitement pressing against her, increasing her lust.
"Let's get more comfortable," Sienna husked against his lips.
"Okay," Theo gasped breathlessly.
They were soon resting their heads on a pillow, kissing and holding each other. Sienna was grinding against Theo's bulge, her arousal obvious. Theo was equally horny, but nervous about pushing things too far. His fingers brushed against the sides of her breasts, unwilling to go further.
"Theo," she moaned against his lips, "I know we're, mm, taking things slow, mm." Her kisses grew more and more intense. "But, mm, no need to be so nervous. Mm, you can, ah, touch me. If you want."
"Sorry," Theo broke the kiss to say. "I really, really like you. It's new for me to be with someone I care so much about, someone I feel so safe with. I don't want to blow it."
"Blowing it is my job," Sienna winked and giggled.
"You know what I mean," he chuckled.
"I promise I'll tell you if you're going too far, and I won't get mad as long as you respect my boundaries," she promised. "That work for you?"
"It does," Theo nodded. "Uh, what are the boundaries for tonight?"
"Hm, well," Sienna hummed, pecking his lips. "You can touch my bum. Maybe get a little feel of the girls, how's that sound?"
"Awesome," he mumbled as the redhead continued giving him quick kisses.
"Perhaps even get your hands in my dress," she smirked, before looking nervous herself. "I'm, um, not ready for you to put your face down there, but I might like it if you touched me. I'm horny."
"So am I," Theo blushed.
"In that case, no more talking," Sienna growled, grabbing his shirt and pulling him to her.
Theo was quickly discovering that Sienna really was The Red Dragon. She kissed him intently, moaning into his mouth as her hand grabbed his butt. He returned the favor by squeezing her perfect ass before reaching up to caress her breast from outside her floral mini-dress.
With a deep-throat growl, Sienna rolled Theo onto his back and straddled him. Her dress was riding up as her tongue speared into his mouth. Theo held her butt with one hand as her breasts squished against his chest. Her moans grew more desperate as she continued grinding against him.
Sienna sat up and unbuttoned Theo's shirt, tossing it open. She then pushed his white undershirt up, baring his chest. Lowering her head, she lightly bit his nipple before kissing across his chest until she could lick the other nipple. With some urging and maneuvering, she soon had Theo topless as she ran her hands all over his upper body.
Sitting up again, Sienna continued grinding against him, her face a mask of pleasure. Taking Theo's hand in both of hers, she lifted it so she could take his finger into her mouth. She moaned softly, sucking on his finger as if it were a penis, her eyes never leaving his. Reaching down, her nails clawed at his chest as her pleasure built. His eyes stayed on her face as she got herself off in his lap while sucking his finger.
The orgasm pushed Sienna's lust to a whole new level. Removing Theo's finger from her mouth, she reached behind her back and lowered the zipper on her dress. Theo watched intently as Sienna unhooked her bra and tossed it on the floor, baring her breasts to his hungry gaze.
Beautiful. Perfect. Amazing. Mesmerizing. Adjectives swirled through Theo's head as he tried and failed to come up with one that fully encapsulated Sienna's perfect breasts. Sure, he'd seen them before, but he had made a point not to look. This was his chance to admire her without an ounce of shame.
Sienna was a petite girl, with a narrow waist and a flat stomach. Her small body made her boobs look even bigger, yet they still fit her frame perfectly. Large, flawless teardrops with the same light skin-tone as the rest of her body. Small freckles dotted both tits, and Theo was practically drooling at the sight of her pink nipples.
Theo's hand twitched slightly as he longed to reach up and grab her big boobs. Sienna clearly had no interest in waiting; she lowered her upper body as she grabbed the back of his head. With a forceful movement, Sienna buried her tits in his face. Or was it his face in her tits? Theo only knew that, either way, it was fucking awesome.
"Mm, suck my titties," Sienna cooed as Theo gave in to his lust and grabbed her boobs while slobbering all over them. "Lick my nipples, yes!"
They were the most amazing boobs Theo had ever gotten his hands on. Because they were Sienna's. She was so incredible, and she was actually his girlfriend! Theo was sure he must be dreaming, but no, he was awake. He was awake and he was in bed with his dream girl.
Sienna felt like she was on fire as Theo's hands, mouth, and tongue stimulated her chest. Electricity was shooting from her nipples, making her shudder on top of him. She hadn't felt this close to someone in a long, long time. She wanted more. No, she needed more.
"Are you okay?" Theo asked when Sienna rolled off of him.
"Yes!" she hissed, reaching over his body and grabbing his hand. With no hesitation, she pushed his hand up her dress. "Touch me!"
"Okay," he nodded rapidly, turning to his side so he could see and touch her.
Swallowing nervously, Theo kept his hand between her legs as he slowly worked his way up her dress. He kept his eyes on her as his fingers made contact with her underwear. Moving carefully, Theo pushed her panties aside so his fingertips could brush along Sienna's soaked labia.
"Oh, God!" she gasped, her back arching. "Push your fingers in me, now!"
"You're so wet," Theo whispered as he slid two fingers into her tight tunnel.
The beautiful redhead nodded her agreement, biting her lower lip as she made an adorable mewling noise. Theo began to finger her slowly, and while he wasn't very experienced with this, he at least knew enough to read her reactions and pay attention to her clit. He knew he wasn't the smoothest when it came to women, but he didn't understand why some men had so much trouble finding the little nub.
Theo loved the expressions on Sienna's face as he fingered her, loved that it was his touch making her feel good. Sienna was panting and moaning, her pleasure building as she reached out and grabbed his wrist. Her back was arching, her big boobs jiggling on her chest as her leg started to shake.
"I'm gonna cum! Oh God, you're gonna make me cum!" Sienna groaned, her nails digging into his skin. "Yes, right there! Faster, faster, faster!"
Sienna made several squeaking grunts as her orgasm consumed her, making her eyelids flutter. She moaned his name as she returned to earth, then groaned in disappointment when he pulled his fingers out of her. Looking over at him with a satisfied smile, Sienna giggled cutely.
The lust written all over Theo's face helped Sienna quickly recover. She quickly reached for his shorts and pulled them down with his boxer briefs, freeing his erection. Sienna curled up beside him as she stroked his cock several times. Then she quickly lowered her head and took him into her mouth.
"Oh, God!" Theo gasped as he felt the warmth and wetness around his tip.
Sienna was giving him a blowjob. Sienna Griffith was giving him a blowjob. She was sucking his dick, giving him head, blowing him. Theo's mind could barely comprehend what was happening to him. All he could do was lay there as Sienna slowly bobbed her head on him, taking him deeper on each down stroke.
"Mm, glug, glug, mm, gak!" Sienna gurgled, her hand cupping his balls as she sucked him. "mmmslurp, schlrp, shlup, mm."
"Holy shit, that's amazing!" he groaned, the sensations overwhelming him as Sienna's tongue flicked along the underside of his shaft.
Theo's hand reached out, pulling Sienna's ponytail out of her face and holding it tightly. His other hand reached down to squeeze her ass, making her moan and suck harder. Emboldened by her reaction, Theo flipped up her dress so that only her panties covered her butt. Sienna groaned in approval when he grasped her butt-cheek.
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Glug! Glug! Gak!" Sienna gagged, taking him as deep as she could while her fingernails lightly scratched his balls. "Glug, glug, hurk, glug!"
"Sienna!" Theo gasped, his control spent. "I'm gonna, ah, ungh, hrmph!"
A series of incoherent grunts and groans escaped Theo's lips as he bucked his hips and started to cum. Sienna moaned loudly, her hips wiggling as she enjoyed the feel of hot, thick sperm splattering into her mouth. Her nostrils flared as the intoxicating aroma of semen hit her, and she felt her vaginal muscles ripple as a tiny orgasm struck with surprising force.
"Mmmmm," she hummed passionately as she bobbed her head, gathering up every drop of Theo's climax. "Mmm, mm."
Giving Theo's softening shaft one last powerful suck, Sienna lifted her head, making sure not to spill a single drop of cum. Her green eyes twinkled as she opened her mouth and showed off the semen on her tongue. Her lips widened into a grin at seeing Theo's shocked expression, and she wiggled her tongue around to tease him even more. Then she closed her mouth, tilted her head back, and swallowed.
"Wow," Theo mumbled when she showed him her empty mouth.
"You say that a lot," Sienna giggled, her hand gripping his base.
"You really are The Red Dragon," he gasped.
Sienna blushed slightly, suddenly feeling self-conscious. Her bra was on the floor, but she still pulled up her dress, concealing her large breasts. Then she tugged down the hem of her dress to cover her underwear while Theo put his penis away. Giving him a small smile, Sienna lay down beside him, wrapping an arm around his waist while he held her.
"S-sorry if that was too much," Theo said nervously.
"I had your dick in my mouth, I think you can call me The Red Dragon," Sienna giggled. "I love that nickname, my ex doesn't get to take it from me."
"Thank you," he whispered, leaning over to kiss the top of her head.
"Mm, I love those kinds of kisses," Sienna hummed. "They make me feel safe and cared for."
"You are," Theo promised.
"Can you hand me my phone?" she asked. "It's on your bedside table, in my purse."
"Sure," he nodded, handing her the entire purse.
"I said you could open it, it won't snap shut and take your hand off," Sienna teased as she pulled out her phone and handed the purse back.
"I still thought it was smarter to give you the purse," Theo argued.
"Still so cautious. I suppose that's smart," she mused, browsing her phone. "Although, I did just chug down your cum, so you should know I kind of like you."
"Nice way of putting it," he laughed. "I like you, too."
"You'd be crazy not to," Sienna smirked, glancing at Theo's waist when his phone buzzed. "You'd best respond to that notification."
"How do you know what it is?" Theo frowned, taking his phone out of the pocket of his shorts.
"I changed my social media account to say that I'm in a relationship with Theodore Caldwell," she answered simply. "You need to confirm it."
"It's really official now," he grinned, immediately confirming the notification so it would show on both their accounts. "I've always wanted to see that line on my profile page."
"The downside is that you'll get a lot of questions if you remove it," Sienna replied. "And if you're a girl, you'll get drowned in dick pics, pun intended."
"I'm not sure that was really a pun," Theo smiled.
"Eh, close enough," she shrugged.
"C-can I ask what happened?" he stammered nervously. "With you and your ex. You mentioning removing your status made me think of it."
"Not much to tell," Sienna sighed. "We thought we were gonna get married, but he didn't want to spend the rest of his life not knowing what it was like to sleep with someone else. He cheated, got caught and dumped. Wouldn't leave me alone for a while."
"How could anyone be that stupid?" Theo frowned. "Just holding you is better than any sex I've ever had."
"Not sure he agreed," she giggled. "But, thanks. Oh, and speaking of sexy times, thanks for manscaping for me. No girl wants pubes stuck in her teeth."
"Did that ever happen to you?" Theo wondered, feeling mischievous.
"That is none of your business, sir," Sienna responded primly.
"Yeah, that's fair," he agreed. "Although, I noticed you've got some hair down there yourself."
"I thought you didn't look at me when I got naked?" she gave him an accusatory look.
"I did my best not to, but I wasn't talking about that," Theo explained. "I could feel the hair while my hand was, um, you know..."
"While you were fingering me?" Sienna grinned. "And yeah, I keep a little bush. It's fine, just keep it tame down there, that's all I'm asking. Since that means I'll suck your cock again, I think you can manage."
"Perfectly reasonable," he nodded as Sienna's phone buzzed. Then it buzzed again. And again. And again. "Uh, something wrong?"
"No, the girls just saw my status," the redhead laughed. "Girls love to talk. I'm surprised no one called."
"Wait, they're texting me, too," Theo said as he checked his phone. "Leslie said I'm the second luckiest guy in the world, Jane said I'd better treat you right, and Camilla said she'd castrate me if I don't."
"Nothing from the guys?" Sienna asked.
"Nope. Nothing," he confirmed before setting his phone down. "Noah's definitely busy, but I have no idea what Steven or Conner have planned for tonight."
"Guys aren't as chatty anyway," she shrugged.
"Yeah," Theo agreed, not really concerned. "I just can't believe I have a girlfriend."
"Believe it, buster," Sienna laughed. "But, don't worry, I know this is new territory for you. Is there anything that scares you about relationships?"
"Saying something stupid, being called a freak, then getting dumped," he answered honestly.
"I can't promise we won't break up, but I won't ever call you a freak," she vowed sincerely.
"Thank you," Theo smiled.
"You're wel- uurp!" she burped cutely. "You're welcome, sorry. Cum burp."
"Cum burp?" he frowned.
"Yeah, that one tasted like jizz," Sienna nodded and giggled, resting her head on his chest.
"Ew," Theo made a face.
"Hey, it's your cum," she reasoned, running her fingers along his side. "But, anyway, there's something serious I wanted to ask you."
"What's that?" he wondered nervously.
"I read a bit more about autism, and I know it's different for everyone, but I think I know you pretty well," Sienna let out a breath. "I just want you to know you can talk to me if something is wrong. If I'm doing anything that's too much or isn't enough, just tell me. I don't want you to get overwhelmed."
"Everything's been perfect so far, but I'll let you know," Theo smiled. "Thank you for caring."
"Of course," she grinned as she hooked her leg over his, pulling herself closer. "It's getting late."
"Are you ready to get going?" he asked sadly. "I'll come with you so you don't have to take the subway alone."
"I guess," Sienna mumbled before yawning. "I don't want to go though, but it's so late."
"If you're comfortable, I don't mind sleeping on the couch?" Theo offered.
"I didn't bring any jammies," she smirked, looking pleased by the suggestion. "And I am NOT sleeping in the nude."
"They might be a bit big on you, but I can give you a t-shirt and a pair of sweat pants," he smiled. "I bet you'll look adorable in them."
"I wasn't planning on staying over, and I didn't bring anything," Sienna looked up at him. "I don't have a ho bag, so do you have a toothbrush I can use?"



"I'm curious about what a ho bag is, but I'm not gonna ask," Theo chuckled. "And I have one from my last dentist visit I never opened. Also, Noah keeps a bunch in case he has an overnight guest."
"Perfect," she nodded. "Oh, and a ho bag contains everything a girl needs for a slutty night out. It'll let her complete a successful walk of shame the next morning."
"Camilla?" he asked flatly.
"Camilla," Sienna confirmed, sitting up. "Now, where are those clothes? I wanna get more comfortable."
Theo and Sienna got out of bed, the redhead stretching and yawning as Theo went over to his dresser. He took out a pair of plain gray sweatpants and a black Planet Trek Wars t-shirt. Handing the clothes to Sienna, he turned around so she could have some privacy."
"Hey, Theo?" the redhead called out a minute later.
"Yeah?" he asked.
"I'm only wearing a pair of panties right now," Sienna informed him.
"I-is that so?" Theo stammered.
"Mmhmm," she giggled. "If you turned around, you could see me holding my boobies. They're so firm, yet still surprisingly squishy."
"A-are you trying to get me hard?" he gulped, imagining his girlfriend's perfect body.
"Me? Of course not, I'm just making conversation," Sienna answered innocently.
"Right," Theo deadpanned, making her laugh.
Sienna grabbed the new toothbrush from Theo and went to the bathroom to brush her teeth while Theo changed into a pair of lounge pants. He was grinning widely, unable to sit still as he accepted that this was actually happening. He had a girlfriend, and it was Sienna! Theo was so happy, it took him several seconds to notice Sienna's disgusted look when she returned from the bathroom.
"Noah's getting lucky on the couch," she pretended to gag. "That guy really has no shame."
"You have no idea," Theo sighed, shaking his head. "Sorry you had to see that."
"It's not your fault," Sienna smiled. "Although, I really didn't need to see huge titties flopping around."
Theo glanced toward the door.
"Neither do you!" she gave him a stern look.
"I have to brush my teeth," he mumbled quietly. "I won't look!"
"They're hard to miss; he's got the girl bent over the back of the couch," Sienna muttered before waving him off. "Go. Go brush your teeth."
Theo left his bedroom, doing his best to not look into the living room as he approached the bathroom. The sounds made it impossible to avoid glancing over and noticing what Sienna had saw; Noah doing his date from behind while she was bent over the couch. Theo just shook his head and rushed into the bathroom to pee and brush his teeth.
"I don't understand how they can just keep having sex, knowing we're here," Theo said when he returned to his bedroom. "I mean, Noah has a bedroom."
"I am aware of some of the things you've done in front of each other, you know?" Sienna smirked. "You told me about the double-blowjob."
"I did, didn't I?" Theo winced. "Well, in my defense, uh, I got nothing..."
"Now you have a girlfriend you have a real connection with, so no more of that," she grinned.
"No problem at all," he nodded, before giving Sienna a nervous look. "Would you like me more if my body was more like Noah's?"
"I already told you I prefer dad bods to six packs," the redhead told him. "I like you just the way you are. You're my cuddly teddy bear."
"Thank you," Theo replied, walking over to Sienna and pecking her lips.
"Now," the redhead began, "are you gonna go tell Noah to take it to his room? I'd like to get some sleep tonight."
"Uh..." he trailed off stupidly.
"What?" Sienna frowned.
"I can't," Theo sighed. "Bro code, can't interrupt. Plus, I really don't want to sleep in whatever mess they leave."
"I definitely can't blame you for the second one," she snorted. "What's the plan now?"
"I can sleep on the floor, if that's okay?" he offered. "You're completely covered, and look really cute in my clothes. Unless you don't want me to find out you shed your scales every night or something?"
"Someone never wants his dick sucked again," Sienna teased, giving him a look of fake annoyance.
"Holding that over me now?" Theo laughed.
"Nah, I'm just teasing," she smiled. "I like giving head, I like making you feel good."
"I am one lucky bastard," he grinned.
"You are," Sienna agreed. "And I won't make you sleep on the floor, but I am nervous about sharing a bed."
"I've never spent the night with anyone," Theo admitted. "But, I have an idea."
Theo ran back out to the bathroom, trying not to think about Noah's date begging to be fucked harder. He then returned to his bedroom with a couple of pillows and a comforter. Sienna watched as he pulled down the blanket on his bed and placed the rolled-up comforter in the middle. He added some pillows, dividing the bed in half.
"You built a wall between us?" she laughed. "That's adorable."
"We're taking things slow, right?" he reasoned, his face red. "This is very new to me."
"I like it, it's perfect," Sienna kissed his cheek. "As long as you don't snore too much."
"I do a little," Theo winced. "But, I think it's more like heavy breathing, and not too bad."
"You try not to snore, and I'll do my best not to shed any scales," she offered her hand. "Deal?"
"Deal," he confirmed, shaking her hand.
Sienna and Theo lay in bed, on either side of the pillow and blanket wall as they thought about their date. Both of them wanted to get rid of the stupid wall and hold each other all night, but neither was able to do it. Theo didn't want to push her, and he was already thrilled by what was happening; he had a girlfriend, and she was spending the night in his bed. Sienna didn't like to rush things, and had not planned on staying over, although her mother was very happy the date had gone so well. They fell asleep thinking only of each other.
~Saturday July 26, 2025~
Kayla: Just landed! Waiting to get off the plane now.
Megan: Great! I'm already here. Let me know when you're heading to baggage claim.
High heels clicked across the tiled floor as the tall, graceful woman made her way through the airport. Her raven hair was pulled back into a long braid that fell to her lower back. It wasn't a business day, but she was still dressed to impress in a dark gray pencil skirt and a long-sleeved dark gray business jacket over a white button-down blouse. High-end sunglasses concealed her eyes, while diamond earrings dangled from her ears, and an expensive woman's wristwatch proclaimed her wealth.
The crowd seemed to part before the commanding presence of Megan Bauer. Her confident stride, her effortless elegance, and her cool, detached expression; they all combined in a way that clearly proclaimed her as a force to be reckoned with. Of course, her powerful aura took nothing away from her looks, and more than a few men found their gaze drawn to her pretty face or endless legs.
If only they knew that the outward confidence was merely a disguise, a mask to conceal the anxiety hidden just beneath the surface. Megan wasn't used to dealing with this level of nerves, but she couldn't help it; Kayla was the daughter of that man. Steven Thomson, the man who had stolen her heart with a brief encounter. The man who was the father of her son. Would Kayla like her? Would Kayla realize the truth, that Carter was her half-brother? Was this all a big mistake?
Tightly clutching the bouquet of colorful flowers, Megan let out a breath and adjusted the strap of her purse before continuing on toward baggage claim. Like all airports, the usual intense security was absent at baggage claim, allowing masses of people to rush around as they tried to figure out where their luggage would appear. Others weren't in such a rush, instead choosing to shop or get food at one of the establishments that had set up in the airport. Megan was only looking around for a couple minutes when her phone started buzzing.
"Hello?" Megan said into the phone. "Lost already?"
"Hi!" Kayla Thomson's chipper voice replied. "I'm at baggage claim, I think? There's a coffee shop and a newsstand, um..."
Megan briefly glanced around, a small smile quickly appearing on her face. "I'm right behind you. Turn around. Business skirt, sunglasses."
"Oh, there you are!" Kayla laughed into the phone. "Hanging up now."
Kayla was even more beautiful in person, standing around five-and-a-half feet tall with a slim frame and perfect posture. Her stride was graceful as she made her way toward Megan, her long legs on display in a pair of jean shorts. Kayla's raven hair was tied back in a functional ponytail, and her green eyes sparkled as she smiled. She was wearing a casual v-neck short-sleeved shirt, and carried a backpack. Despite her casual appearance, this was a young woman whose mere presence drew the admiring eyes of all those around her.
Kayla's eyes and her smile immediately reminded Megan of Steven. It was a good thing Carter had Megan's blue-gray eyes; piercing green eyes would have made it obvious who his father was. With the Thomson family being so attractive, Megan had no doubt Carter was going to truly be a heart breaker.
"Wow! Look at you, you're beautiful," Megan smiled when the two ladies approached each other. "I was your age when I met your father, I can't believe you're all grown up. He must be losing his mind."
"He can't lose what he never had," Kayla quipped. "But, thanks! You're gorgeous. And tall! Sorry I'm dressed so casually, I wasn't expecting a business meeting right off the plane."
"Oh, don't worry, this isn't an interview," the heiress laughed, holding out the bouquet. "Just relax, you must be tired after your flight. Here, these are for you."
"Flowers? Thanks!" Kayla grinned, accepting the colorful flowers and holding them beneath her nose. "They're really pretty."
"You're welcome," Megan replied.
"Do we hug? Are we close enough for that?" Kayla asked nervously.
"C'mon, hug me," Megan offered, gesturing with both hands for Kayla to approach. They exchanged a quick hug. "Let's go get your bag and head home."
There was a bit of a wait at baggage claim, and a traveling corporate executive recognized Megan. He immediately introduced himself, asking if he could contact her and send over a copy of his resume. Megan politely agreed, providing him with an email address. She did turn down the offer to get dinner sometime, and fortunately Kayla's bag arrived, giving them a reason to head out to Megan's car.
"Damn, this car is sexy," Kayla commented when they reached Megan's red sports car.
"You wanna drive?" Megan offered, holding up the keys.
"Uh, probably not a good idea," Kayla winced, opening the door to the back seat to put her suitcase and backpack in the car. "I'll just sit up front and roll the window down."
"Sure, that works," Megan nodded, helping Kayla with her bags.
"Do you park in a garage?" Kayla asked as they set out. "There aren't a lot of houses with driveways in the city, right?"
"There are if you live in a brownstone or something," Megan answered. "But, my house has a garage. It keeps this beauty nice and safe."
"You live in West Village, right?" Kayla questioned. "That area for rich people?"
"I guess you could call it that," Megan laughed. "It's quiet and there are some nice views. We have plenty of room, so there shouldn't be any issues. Just, ah, check your chair for whoopee cushions before sitting down."
"Thanks for the warning," Kayla giggled while texting.
"You brought a swimsuit, right?" Megan inquired. "I know I told you we have a pool."
"Yeah, I brought a bikini. And some workout clothes for your home gym," Kayla confirmed. "We're still going shopping tomorrow, though? I need professional outfits."
"First, we'll tour Sphinx when no one's around so you can get familiar with the office. Then, yes, we'll go shopping," Megan agreed. "I'll show ya how to dress so you can hold your own with the old boys of the business world."
"I figured I just needed pepper spray and a taser for that," Kayla shrugged.
"For some of them, yeah," Megan rolled her eyes. "But don't worry, I'll keep you safe. No one at Sphinx is like that, anyway."
"They wouldn't have lasted long with you around," Kayla smirked, giving the businesswoman a look of approval.
"Every self-respecting woman in corporate should have a desk drawer where she keeps the balls of weak men who can't see professional women as equals," Megan smiled and nodded. "That's your first lesson."
"I think we're gonna get along just fine," Kayla replied with satisfaction.
New York City traffic slowed them down quite a bit, giving the two women time to chat about random topics. Conversation flowed naturally, and they were both laughing as they switched from subject to subject. However, Kayla did quiet down when they approached West Village. The young woman kept looking around, taking in the view of the expensive homes.
"Ready for a surprise?" Megan asked with a smirk as she turned onto her street.
"Uh, okay, I guess," Kayla gave Megan a confused look.
"So, West Village is a part of Greenwich Village," Megan explained as they approached the house. "We're the western part of the village, along the Hudson River. This is Lower Manhattan, a very famous part of New York City."
"Okay..." Kayla trailed off.
"And, like you said, a lot of very wealthy people live around here," Megan smirked. "Some of them quite famous. I'm guessing you didn't notice the street name?"
Kayla's frown deepened as she struggled to figure out what Megan was getting at while they approached the multi-story carriage house. The floor right above the garage had three windows, but it was the garage door that drew Kayla's attention. The garage door was a beautiful arched wooden door with iron accents. There was another wooden door to either side, giving the home a rustic appearance.
"No, I..." Kayla trailed off as her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide. "Wait. No. No, this can't be..."
Megan just smiled.
"Is this... is this Cornelia street? THE Cornelia street?!" Kayla asked as she started breathing heavily.
"It is," the heiress nodded as she hit the button to lift the garage door. "Surprise!"
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" Kayla squealed excitedly, bouncing in her seat. "You live here, you live here, you live here! Oh, and I get to sleep here!"
"You do," Megan confirmed, proud of how well this was going.
"Wait, wait, wait! Don't go inside yet, I wanna take pictures of the outside!" Kayla exclaimed.
"Hang on, let me park the car," Megan laughed. "We'll go back outside before heading upstairs."
Kayla's eyes were darting everywhere, her neck craning so she could examine every inch of the garage. Megan barely had time to turn the car off before Kayla was out the door, bouncing on her feet as she failed to contain her excitement. With a big grin, Megan led Kayla back outside. Megan was pleased, she needed this to go well, needed to make a good impression.
There was no doubt that Kayla was an eighteen-year-old girl as she took pictures of the front of the house. She even video-called a friend to show off the home. Megan could hear three girls squealing, and Steven was talking in the background, mentioning his head hurting. When Kayla ended the call, she handed her phone to Megan so that the heiress could get a picture of Kayla standing in front of the house. Kayla then immediately posted the picture on social media.
Kayla was shivering with excitement as Megan led her up the stairs. The younger woman was wearing her backpack and carrying her flowers while Megan helped with her suitcase. Penelope and Carter cheered and clapped when Megan and Kayla reached the first floor living room. The room was decorated with balloons and a large welcome sign that said "Welcome Miss Kayla!" in Carter's handwriting. They had also found a cardboard cutout of one of Alison Tey's cats.
"Aw, I love it!" Kayla exclaimed, a huge grin on her face. "Thank you! Thank you so much!"
"You're welcome!" Carter smiled, bouncing on his heels.
"We heard you were a big Tey-fan," Penelope explained as she mussed up Carter's hair.
"Kayla Thomson, Penelope Miller," Megan introduced the two of them. "Nell, this is Kayla."
"Nice to meet you," Kayla said politely.
"You too! Please, call me 'Nell.'" Nell replied before glancing at the very excited six-year-old. "Carter's very excited to play host. We planned on making everyone a grilled cheese for dinner, and he's been asking when Miss Kayla's going to get here for the last hour."
"Because he wanted to see her or because he wants grilled cheese?" Megan questioned.
"Uh, both?" Penelope shrugged and giggled.
"I wanna make dinner for Miss Kayla!" Carter whined, tugging on Nell's hand. "Let's go!"
"Give the poor girl a minute to settle in," Nell laughed. "I hope you like grilled cheese? Sorry it's not a gourmet dinner."
"A gourmet grilled cheese sounds great," Kayla smiled.
"Carter," Megan began, "why don't you be a gentleman and offer to help Miss Kayla with her backpack?"
"Okay!" Carter nodded, approaching Kayla. "Do you want to see your room? I can carry your backpack if you'd like?"
"I'd love that, thank you," Kayla smiled.
"Oh, I'll grab a vase for those flowers," Nell offered.
Carter led the way, carrying Kayla's backpack as he chatted excitedly. Kayla was listening and talking with him, although her head was still looking in every direction, absorbing every detail of the home Alison Tey once lived in. Her attention was diverted when Carter took her hand and brought her into her room.
Kayla placed her flowers on the bedside table and spent a few minutes taking pictures of her room. Megan nearly started crying when Kayla and Carter stood side-by-side for a picture. Penelope noticed and mentioned heading down to dinner before giving Kayla a full tour of the house.
Megan and Kayla relaxed in the living room, getting to know each other while Penelope helped Carter make dinner for everyone. Both women were nervous, determined to make everything go well. Kayla wanted to make her father proud, wanted to prove she was an adult who could handle an internship, handle her first big trip alone. Megan regretted how things went with Steven Thomson, and wanted to be part of his life again, his family's life. They would likely never be a couple, but Steven was still Carter's father, and Kayla was his half-sister.
"Ladies and, uh, actually, just ladies," Penelope giggled as she walked into the room with two plates, "Chef Carter proudly presents your dinner!"
"This is for you, Miss Kayla," Carter said shyly, placing a plate in front of her.
"Thank you, Carter. It looks delicious," Kayla smiled. "And you can just call me 'Kayla.'"
"Okay," he nodded, holding his own plate with both hands.
The six-year-old sat between Kayla and Megan so they could all eat while watching a family movie. Kayla was quite pleased with a dinner of a grilled cheese and some potato chips, complimenting Carter on his culinary talents. Megan and Penelope were glad Kayla was such a nice girl, and clearly very good with Carter. Although, it did make Megan feel a little guilty for not telling Kayla she was actually related to the energetic young man.
"You okay over there?" Penelope asked after dinner, smirking at Kayla.
"Yeah, I'm good," Kayla giggled, blushing from getting caught looking all over the room. "I just can't believe I'm in the same room Alison Tey once relaxed in with her cats."
"There's a video online of Alison Tey playing the piano in this room," Megan revealed casually.
"Oh, my God!" Kayla squealed, raising her hands to her face as she stomped her feet on the floor in her excitement.
"We should give Miss Kayla the tour!" Carter declared, grinning widely.
"Don't you wanna finish the movie first?" Megan asked her son.



"I've seen this one," Carter shook his head. "The dad gets more money and opens the zoo. He ends up with the pretty zookeeper and everyone's happy. Movie over."
"He's not wrong," Nell laughed.
"Well, maybe Miss Kayla wants to see the rest of the movie," Megan pointed out.
"Oh," Carter pouted, clearly disappointed.
"Uh, I've seen this one before, too," Kayla admitted with a giggle.
"Yes!" Carter cheered, holding both fists in the air.
"Okay, let's go," Megan smirked, shutting off the television.
The first stop was the luxurious kitchen so that Kayla could see where Alison Tey made the baked goods she was famous for giving out to friends and fans. Megan tried pointing out the details, like the granite counters, the wine fridge, and the high-end appliances. Carter was more interested in telling Kayla stories and asking what snacks she liked.
"This is where Carter hides his cookies," Nell said, opening a cabinet. "Chocolate chip is his favorite."
"No, I don't!" Carter exclaimed, rushing to defend his snacks.
"Oh, that's too bad," Kayla pouted, holding her hands in front of her as she looked at him. "I LOVE chocolate chip cookies."
"I, well, I might have a few," Carter admitted, reaching into the cabinet. "You can have one."
"Aw, thank you!" Kayla grinned, accepting the cookie Carter offered her from the small box.
"What about your Mom and Aunt Nell?" Megan asked.
"I don't have enough," Carter quickly put the box back.
"I guess we aren't as cool as Miss Kayla," Nell laughed.
"Whatever, I'm getting a cookie!" Megan declared, picking up her son while he squealed. "Quick, get them!"
"Mom!" Carter whined while Megan kissed all over his face.
"Mwah! Mwah!" Megan kept kissing him while Penelope opened the cabinet.
"Got them!" Nell announced.
"No!" Carter gasped, failing to escape his mother's hug.
Everyone had a cookie as the four of them took a brief tour through the elegant dining room. Kayla loved the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the neighborhood, and kept imagining the famous pop star eating meals while enjoying the view. Carter was equally excited, leading Kayla by the hand while pointing things out.
They took another look at the guest bedroom that would be Kayla's room for the next two weeks. Now that she had more time, Kayla spent a few minutes on her phone trying to find out if the specific bedroom was mentioned anywhere online. Megan's obsession with being organized kicked in, and she wanted to start at the bottom of the house and work their way up. So, they made their way downstairs, skipping the first floor and heading straight for the basement.
Kayla's jaw dropped, a loud gasp escaping her lips as she beheld the amazing sight. The lavish indoor pool was thirty feet long by fifteen feet wide, and five feet deep. Basalt stone tiles surrounded the pool, and the high ceilings allowed an elegant chandelier to hang over the pool, casting soft reflections over the water.
Glancing over, Kayla noticed the home gym was near the pool. There was some basic workout equipment, including some weights and yoga mats. A small sound system would allow for playing music while exercising. It was a great spot for a nice, quiet workout.
"A gym? And a pool? In the basement? In Manhattan!" Kayla gasped, moving closer to the water's edge so she could watch her reflection dance along the surface. "Oh, oh, oh! Alison Tey probably swam here! She worked out here!"
"Let's swim!" Carter exclaimed, pulling Kayla toward the water.
"I can't just jump in the water with my clothes!" Kayla laughed. "I'd need to put my bathing suit on."
"Fine," Carter sighed before perking up. "Wanna see the patio?"
"Sure!" Kayla giggled.
Carter showed Kayla the lounge, pointing out the cozy fireplace. Megan couldn't help but notice how natural those two were together. Penelope rubbed Megan's back reassuringly, knowing what the heiress was thinking about. Carter and Kayla were half-siblings, but Megan couldn't tell them here. She has to speak with Steven Thomson in person first.
The lounge had sliding doors that opened to the back garden patio. The area was surprisingly private, allowing Megan and Carter to enjoy the outdoors without worrying about anyone looking in. Carter grabbed some leftover bubbles, and he spent some time with Kayla blowing bubbles.
The first floor didn't have quite as much to see, seeing as a big part of it was taken up by the garage that held Megan's expensive red sports car. Penelope did show Kayla a picture on her phone; one Penelope had found online of Alison Tey standing in the foyer. Kayla insisted on getting the same picture of herself posing. Then they took a brief look at the guest bedroom Penelope would be using that night before heading upstairs.
They had already covered the next floor, so they went up to where the master bedrooms were. Kayla squealed and jumped into Megan's bed, knowing that it was once Alison Tey's bed. Penelope and Megan took pictures of Kayla on the bed, and on the private terrace. Kayla was getting along great with all three of them; Megan, Carter, and Nell. They loved her personality and were looking forward to the next couple weeks.
Overwhelmed with excitement, Carter quickly led Kayla to his bedroom. The room was quite large by New York City standards, and even had its own bathroom and private terrace. It was obviously a kid's room, with posters of superheroes on the wall. There were also built-in shelves for books and toys, and a cozy reading nook by the window.
Kayla was introduced to Henrietta, the violet betta fish, and the two of them spent several minutes admiring the fish tank. Stepping around the tent in the middle of the room, Carter led Kayla outside to his terrace. There was a hobby telescope for stargazing, and it was a clear enough night for Carter to show Kayla the moon. Sadly, the New York City light pollution made it tough to see any actual stars.
"This... is ridiculous," Kayla gasped, looking up at the night sky as they stood on the rooftop terrace. "In the best way ever."
"I'm glad you like it," Megan smiled as she watched Kayla and Carter laughing together.
"You could throw an amazing party up here," Nell pointed out.
"Yeah! Party!" Carter declared, leading Kayla over to the corner so they could pretend to be superheroes.
The four of them toured the beautiful terrace, taking in the views of New York City. Megan noticed that the cushions were already out on the chairs, figuring Nell and Carter had set it up. The heiress quickly understood when Carter led Kayla over to one chair and had her sit down.
PHFFT!!!
"Carter Bauer!" Megan admonished while Kayla frowned and looked around in confusion as Penelope laughed.
"Don't look at me," Carter smiled up at his mother innocently. "Miss Kayla farted."
"I think this had something to do with it," Kayla giggled, holding up the whoopee cushion that had been hidden on her seat.
"Oh," Carter said simply, his eyes wide. "I wonder how that got there."
"Yeah, it's a mystery," Nell laughed.
"And now I think it's time for bed," Megan smiled at her son.
"No!" Carter whined, pouting. "I wanna stay up!"
"You've had a long day and need to get some sleep," Megan said sternly. "We'll have a fund day tomorrow, I promise."
"Can Miss Kayla see my tent first?" Carter asked.
"Okay," Megan agreed.
Returning to Carter's room, the six-year-old immediately gave Kayla the password to get into the tent. Megan wasn't at all surprised that the password was "stinky farts." Penelope grumbled about having to go to war with Carter to get the password. The four of them agreed to a fort war for the next day.
It was time for bed, and Carter insisted on saying goodnight to Kayla the same way he did with Aunt Nell, with a hug. Kayla accepted, clearly very happy. Megan tucked Carter in after he changed into his pajamas, but he asked for Kayla to read to him, which she did. It was a short story, but they enjoyed it.
"Can I play with Miss Kayla tomorrow?" Carter asked his mother.
"Of course," Megan smiled.
"You know, you can just call me Kayla," Kayla smiled.
"I'm sorry, Miss Kayla," Carter replied quietly.
"You're not going to stop calling me that, are you?" Kayla giggled.
Carter blushed, smiling. He shook his head and started giggling.
"Goodnight Carter," Nell smirked.
"Goodnight, I love you," Megan said, kissing her son's forehead.
"I love you, too," Carter mumbled, yawning softly.
Megan, Penelope, and Kayla went to their respective bedrooms to change into pajamas for the night. The three women decided to relax in the living room to talk and get to know each other. Naturally, they had wine to sip on while they enjoyed a nice evening. Kayla was thrilled to be treated like an adult, and the other two were happy to include her.
"You're really good with Carter," Nell observed before taking a sip of wine.
"Thanks!" Kayla smiled. "He's a great kid. I feel really close to him because I know what it's like. I grew up with one awesome parent, just like he is."
"My girl is an amazing mom," Penelope inclined her head toward Megan.
"I can tell," Kayla agreed. " Carter's a lot of fun. I'm going to love having a half-sibling."
"Wha- what?" Megan stammered, her throat suddenly dry as she started feeling dizzy.
"My friend Hazel is pregnant, remember? I know I told you," Kayla explained. "Daddy's the father."
"Your dad knocked up your best friend?" Nell asked while Megan's heart rate returned to normal.
"Yeah, and we just found out Hazel's having a girl," Kayla answered. "I've never had a sibling before."
"And you got mad at me for sleeping with your father," Nell smirked at Megan. "At least I didn't let him impregnate me!"
"Great. Thanks," Megan rolled her eyes at Nell before looking toward Kayla. "Yeah, I remember. How is Hazel doing?"
"Alright, I guess," Kayla shrugged. "Not happy to be taking a year off while the rest of us start college. I even suggested she talk to you, since you know about being a young mother. Hazel thought you wouldn't have time for her."
"I'd be happy to talk with her," Megan nodded. "It's not easy, and some people will judge her, but the important thing is to hang on to the special people in your life."
"Thank you, Hazel's pretty stubborn and independent. I think she'll like talking to you," Kayla smiled. "I'm excited to be an aunt and a big sister. Hanging out with Carter makes me feel like the big sister stuff will be kind of awesome."
"You two must be really close," Nell observed. "I'm not related to Megan, but I love being 'Auntie Nell.'"
"Hazel's been my best friend since we were little girls," Kayla smiled. "She cried right along with me at my mother's funeral. Just like Marcia and Ashley did."
"There's four of you in your friend group?" Nell questioned.
"There was, up until a few months ago. Six now," Kayla replied, taking a sip of wine before continuing. "My life went from fairly typical to fully insane at the birthday pool party for my eighteenth in March."
"You're talking about Lexi, right?" Megan inquired. "You and your father both told me about her. I wasn't sure she was real."
"She's very real and very crazy," Kayla laughed. "A short, bratty girl with endless slutty, redheaded energy."
"Okay, I need to hear more of this," Nell insisted.
"Well, Daddy fell asleep at my party and Lexi found him," Kayla explained. "She decided he needed a blowjob, and they ended up dating. Now she lives with us. Daddy is dating her, and her big sister, Nicole."
"You should get in on this, Megs," Nell grinned. "Call him up and see if he has room for another girlfriend."
"Oh, shut up," Megan rolled her eyes.
"Anyway, it's the six of us now," Kayla blushed slightly. "Me, Marcia, Hazel, Lexi, Ashley, and Nicole. We call ourselves the Slut-sisters. Reclaiming the word from guys who use it in a derogatory way."
"And your father is banging just about all of them?" Nell asked, getting a nod from Kayla. "Normally, I'd worry he was building a harem of girls he could use, like a typical rich guy. But, I know Steven Thomson isn't like that."
"He's not, he treats everyone great," Kayla confirms. "He respects all of them and treats them as individuals. Marcia is the responsible one, Ashley's the wild one, Hazel's the stubborn one. Lexi's, well, Lexi. Nicole is older, and an accountant."
"Where does that leave you?" Megan asked.
"I'm just Kayla," Kayla shrugged helplessly.
"From everything I've seen and heard, you're pretty fucking great," Megan smiled kindly. "How did those cheerleader tryouts go?"
"They offered me a spot on the squad," Kayla grinned widely. "A first for an incoming freshman."
"You must be really good," Nell commented. "Did you get a cheerleader scholarship?"
"No," Kayla snorted. "I guess our high school wasn't important enough to scout. California State University: Ashwood is a Division One school, so it'll be really competitive."
"You'll have to teach Megs some moves," Nell waggled her eyebrows. "Her dressing up as a cheerleader came up with the guy she's sort-of seeing."
"Sort-of seeing?" Kayla asked the heiress.
"It's complicated," Megan sighed. "I really like him, but he works for me. His name is Steven Martucci."
"Sounds like you have a thing for guys named 'Steven.'" Kayla teased.
"I can't blame her," Nell spoke up. "Martucci's fucking great. He's short, but hot. And he's such a sweetheart. Fuck, I think all my eggs want to be fertilized by him."
"Really, Nell?" Megan laughed. "You could have just said you wanted to fuck him!"
"I could have, but that's not quite accurate," Nell shrugged. "I'm just saying, stake your claim before I make a move, girl."
"Watch out Megan, looks like you have some competition," Kayla giggled. "A good guy is hard to find, you don't wanna miss out."
"There's, um, actually a wedding coming up in September," Megan admitted slowly. "I invited Steven. If things go well, I think I'll ask if we wants to get serious."
"Good for you," Kayla grinned happily. "He'd have to be completely insane to not be interested."
"Agreed!" Nell exclaimed. "My girl is sexy as fuck! Only saw her sucking, but I have heard the groans she's gotten out of a guy."
"I'm sure she made their eyes roll back as they scream her name," Kayla added.
"Megan! Oh, Megan!" Nell fake-gasped, throwing her head back.
"Knock it off," Megan rolled her eyes. "I've heard you having sex, too. It's a little scary."
"I know how to fuck and I'm not ashamed of that," Nell shrugged.
"Steven's a lucky guy," Kayla giggled.
"Thomson or Martucci?" Nell asked.
"Penelope!" Megan hissed.
"Hey, Steven Thomson has two girlfriends and a group of hot young women looking to jump on his dick," Nell reasoned. "Think you can compare to all of them combined?"
"Steven MARTUCCI and I have real feelings for each other, that's what matters," Megan insisted, looking nervous as she glanced at Kayla. "I'm sure your father loves his girlfriends, too. I'm just saying that I think I might be able to be really happy with Steven Martucci."
"I'm sure you will be," Kayla smiled, taking a sip.
"You could always try to arrange a threesome with both Stevens?" Nell suggested. "You can get spit-roasted and not worry about moaning the wrong name during sex. Win-win."
"You can meet Steven Martucci on Monday," Megan said, ignoring Nell's comment. "There are a lot of other great people at Sphinx, too."
"I know I'll like him. And when we get closer I'll want to hear more details about the other stuff," Kayla nodded, more concerned about her upcoming internship than gossiping about sex. "Speaking of Monday, how many business outfits should I get tomorrow? I brought some jewelry, but I have no idea how to look professional."
"We'll get you a few things to wear, don't worry," Megan smiled. "And I'll teach how to look good and scary at the same time."
"We'll also get you one of those 'I heart NY' t-shirts," Nell interjected.
"That wasn't helpful, Penelope," Megan rolled her eyes.
"We can talk about boring business stuff later!" Nell whined. "Tell us about you, Kayla. I want to know more. Tell us about all the college dick!"
"Nell!" Megan scolded.
"Right right, sorry," Nell said, crossing her legs. "You haven't started college yet. Tell us about the high school dick."
"Penelope!" Megan shook her head but couldn't stop herself from chuckling.
"That might be a bit too much kiss and tell, but get me drunk enough and I'll tell you about the one I bit off," Kayla offered, taking a big sip of wine.
Wow! Dark humor. Nice!" Nell giggled, her laughter dying when Kayla lowered her wine glass and stared at Penelope with a straight face. "Wait, seriously?"
"Maybe, maybe not," Kayla shrugged.
"Are you seeing anyone?" Megan asked, changing the subject slightly. Megan knew some of the story and thought it best to avoid.
"No, I recently got out of a relationship, actually," Kayla answered with a sigh. "My boyfriend got in to MIT, so he'll be in Massachusetts for four years. I'm staying in LA."
"The distance thing is rough," Megan winced in sympathy. "MIT is a great opportunity, though. Those schools can open doors just by who you make connections with. Nell and I went to Harvard, and we met a lot of people. Never underestimate the value of networking."
"You both went to Harvard?" Kayla asked.
"Yeah, but only Megs bothered with her MBA," Nell answered. "I went straight to work after getting my bachelor's."
"I still don't know what I want to major in," Kayla sighed.
"You have time to figure it out," Megan assured the young woman. "Take some general courses, see what you like. I already know you don't like accounting and finance, but learning about them can help. Plus, your father will be happy you know about his business."
"Yeah, no offense, but the MBA or CPA path is definitely not for me," Kayla smiled.
"I don't blame you," Nell agreed. "Can be boring as shit. I'm glad I get to travel sometimes for work. Coffee trading is serious. And often outside the States."
"Traveling is fun," Kayla agreed. "I went to Bermuda recently. I've been to the east coast a few times with Daddy. We have family in Massachusetts. My cousin was in this area for Independence Day. Alexander. He watched the fireworks in Hoboken."
"We do have a great fireworks show," Megan said. "Carter loved it. But, let's focus on your major. You don't like numbers, you do like traveling and cheerleading. What else are you passionate about?"
"Family. I like reading, board games. Uh, music?" Kayla grinned innocently.
"Yeah, we noticed you like music," Nell deadpanned.
"I'm also passionate about justice," Kayla said in a small voice.
"What do you mean by that?" Nell wondered.
Kayla took a small sip of her wine. "I was assaulted. There's a trial coming up."
"Oh, my God," Nell gasped. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, uh, it's a long story," Kayla winced.
"So, um, you really did bite off a cock?" Nell couldn't help but ask.
"A girl's gotta defend herself," Kayla reasoned. "Sorry, I probably shouldn't have brought it up. Sometimes joking about it is the only way to deal."
"It's okay, no problem at all," Megan insisted. "Is there anything we can do? Do you need anything?"
"No, and I think it's best to change the subject. I'll explain later, I promise," Kayla said. "How about you tell me more about you two?"
"We can do that," Megan smiled gently.
"Megan and I have a pretty similar background," Nell began immediately. "Both only children, both our father's got divorced a bunch of times, both our fathers wanted sons. Apparently it's harder to carry on the family legacy with tits and a cunt?"
"I like you," Kayla giggled. "You're very blunt."
"We're all gonna get along," Nell grinned. "So, our fathers did eventually accept we needed to learn to run a company. Megan and I both went to Big Apple Academy, met a bunch of trust fund kids, boring. After graduating, we went on a wild tour of Europe; caused some scandals, had a lot of sex, and Megan here even made a sex tape."



"That's when you got pregnant with Carter?" Kayla asked.
"Uh, right. Yes," Megan answered, grateful Kayla wasn't questioning Carter's parenthood, even though it came up that the heiress had sex with Steven Thomson right after graduating high school. "Nell lived in the dorms at Harvard while I raised Carter while going to school. Having a nanny really helped, maybe your friend Hazel can look into that. Your father can afford it."
"I graduated and went to work, while Megan got her MBA," Nell continued. "Megan graduated recently, and Sphinx is a company her father just bought. Now Megan gets to run it as a test. Oh, and she felt bad about boinking your father and not calling, so she reached out because he was such a sweetheart. Here you are!"
"That was a very quick life story," Kayla laughed.
"Let's get to know each other better, then maybe we can get a little more personal," Megan suggested.
"Or a lot more personal!" Nell argued, raising her wine glass.
Megan raised hers as well. "To new friendships!"
"To new friendships!" Kayla agreed, clinking her wine glass against the others.
"And new scandals!" Nell added with a twinkle in her eye.
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"Steve, Steve, Steve!" Noah gasped, rushing into the financial analyst's office just as he was starting up his computer for the day.
"What, what, what?" Steven replied, spinning his chair around to look at the athletic guy with an incredulous expression.
"It's amazing, unbelievable, indescribable!" Noah panted, gesturing out the door.
"What is?" Steven asked calmly, a small smirk on his face.
"It's her," Noah declared. "I just saw my future wife."
"So, you finally found a legal way to marry yourself?" Steven quipped effortlessly as he entered his password and logged in.
"Just come with me," Noah urged, walking right up to Steven.
"I have a lot of work to do," Steven sighed. "Theodore Bauer is coming this week, remember?"
"That's Megan's problem, not ours," Noah reasoned. "Let's go!"
"Not if Theodore makes her lay people off," Steven pointed out. "Then it's our problem."
"Just come with me," Noah repeated.
Shaking his head, Steven rose from his seat with a chuckle before following Noah out of the office to where Theo was waiting. Noah led the other two men through the cubicles until they reached the glass doors that led to the lobby. The small waiting area looked the same as always; modern couches, a coffee table, a couple of potted plants, a water cooler. The receptionist's desk was beneath the sleek "Sphinx" sign on the wall.
The only difference was the number of people crowded around the receptionist's desk. Usually, the small lobby was only occupied by the receptionist, Hannah McAllister. The petite, bubbly brunette was sitting at her desk, but she was talking to three different people.
Megan Bauer was the first, her commanding presence drawing Steven's attention like it always did. The second was an extremely tall, thin guy with dirty-blonde hair and green eyes. He looked nervous, but excited, and appeared to be in his mid-twenties. Theo and Steven both knew that the third person was the reason for Noah's excitement. And Steven recognized her.
It was Kayla Thomson, the daughter of Steven Thomson. Unbeknownst to her, Kayla was also Carter's half-sister. The eighteen-year-old was even more beautiful in person, dressed in a sharp business jacket and skirt in the same style Megan wore. The two women even had their raven hair in the same style; pigtail braids. Although, Megan's hair was much, much longer. And the heiress was quite a bit taller than Kayla.
"So, uh..." Theo stammered. "You wanna date the tall guy?"
"Just because you have a girlfriend now doesn't mean you have to play dumb," Noah rolled his eyes. "You know I'm talking about the sexy lady standing next to Megan."
"Her name's Kayla," Steven answered reluctantly. "She's the daughter of a, an old friend of Megan's from California. She's here for an internship."
"It's fate," Noah whispered, leaning forward until his nose almost pressed against the glass. "She needs to meet me."
"She's eighteen, you're twenty-six," Steven pointed out.
"And she lives in California," Theo added.
"Well, maybe we won't end up married, but she's still the hottest chick I've ever seen," Noah breathed. "And I'm the hottest guy here. She's legal, and probably doesn't have a lot of experience. I could teach her how to fuck; make her feel things she never has before."
"Ugh, perverts," Priya Kapoor hissed as she walked by. "Get your faces away from the door, it's creepy as fuck."
"Sorry, sorry," Theo stammered, backing away from the glass doors.
"Yeah, it really is creepy," Steven agreed, backing up as well.
"No need to be jealous," Noah said smoothly, smiling at the pretty payroll specialist.
"You wish," Priya snorted. "And Theo, don't make me tell Sienna what you were just doing."
"Noah was the one checking her out, he made Steven and me look!" Theo argued.
"Right," Priya walked off, shaking her head.
Theo and Steven watched Priya leave, both of them feeling some guilt. Neither of them were gawking, but they realized it definitely looked that way. Theo felt especially bad since he had just started dating Sienna, and knew his girlfriend was close with Priya. However, he didn't have time to think about it, since Noah announced they were coming. Theo and Noah reacted quickly, running off and leaving Steven standing in front of the glass doors.
"Uh..." Steven mumbled under his breath as the door opened and Megan Bauer walked in with Kayla and the tall guy trailing behind her.
"Steven, hi! Perfect!" Megan exclaimed, her face lighting up. "This is Kayla Thomson, she'll be with us for the next couple weeks. And this is Miles Ferguson, one of our new bookkeepers. Kayla and Miles, this is Steven Martucci, financial analyst."
"Nice to meet you," Steven offered Kayla his hand.
"Nice to meet you, Steven," Kayla smiled, shaking his hand.
"Miles, welcome to Sphinx," Steven offered the nervous guy a handshake.
"N-nice to meet you, sir," Miles mumbled, shifting the cardboard box in his hand to accept the shake.
"Just 'Steven' or 'Steve' is fine, no need to be formal," Steven smiled. "Or nervous. Relax, you're among friends."
"Thank you," Miles smiled, nodding his head.
"I'm gonna show Miles and Kayla to their cubicles so they can get settled in," Megan said. "Steven, can you grab Brenda?"
"Sure," Steven agreed, heading off to find the office manager.
Megan led Miles and Kayla down a row of cubicles, to a couple of empty ones near Theo and Noah. It was where the bookkeepers usually sat, and they had decided to give one of the spots to Kayla. Both were simple cubicles with desks and a dual-monitor setup. Megan let them get settled while she went to find the IT guy.
"How are you doing, Miles?" Kayla poked her head over the cubicle wall to ask.
"Uh, I'm okay, thanks," Miles nodded as he continued unpacking the personal effects he brought. "I've done some bookkeeping before, but I'm really hoping I can grow here. A dedicated bookkeeping company is somewhere I always wanted to work."
"I'm sure you'll be great!" Kayla smiled as she watched him remove a rubber pineapple from the box. "Um, why do you have a pineapple?"
"It's a stress ball," Miles explained, squeezing it several times. "It helps when I'm nervous."
"Smart," Kayla nodded.
Steven returned a minute later with Brenda Ortiz, a short, plump woman in her early-fifties. Brenda was very friendly, and Kayla immediately liked her. The office manager even managed to put Miles at ease. Steven made his exit while Brenda confirmed that the two new hires had already filled out all the required forms, including providing emergency contacts. She then handed out welcome packets with a map of the office, some information about the company, and badges so they could get in to the office.
Megan showed up with Danny Chu, the IT specialist. He quickly helped Kayla and Miles log in to their accounts and set up their new emails. When he was done, Brenda and Megan gave the other two a quick tour of the office. Naturally, they started with a better look through the sea of cubicles.
"This is where the magic happens," Megan declared, gesturing as they walked. "Well, when people aren't working from home."
"AP and AR sit over here," Brenda added. "Camilla is in AR, and Sienna, the redhead, is in AP."
"Hi!" Sienna smiled, giving a friendly wave. "Welcome!"
"Don't work too hard, or you'll make the rest of us look bad," Camilla teased, and Kayla noticed that the Latina's cubicle was decorated with various figurines, including a dancing hula girl.
All the cubicles were well-organized, but also allowed for personal touches to be added: figurines, family photos, small plants. Theo had several stacks of color-coded sticky notes, Noah's desk was cluttered. Both guys were very polite when meeting Kayla and Miles. Vanessa Lake gave them both candy to celebrate their first day, which was something she apparently did for everyone when there was a reason to celebrate.
The massive printer at the end of the cubicles had a sticky note on it reminding people to refill the paper if they used it all. A nearby table had a jar on it labeled "Ideas & suggestions." There was a small whiteboard above it with various inside jokes and motivational quotes. Kayla laughed at a few of the suggestions that had been written on the board "Please ban Danny from microwaving leftovers," "Can Angela take a vacation?" and "No more singing along to Alison Tey!"
They briefly took a look at the individual offices. Megan's was the largest, with a great view of the city. A few others had their own office, including Leslie Pearson, Logan Barrett, and Alyssa Johnston, and Steven Martucci. The nearby IT and server room served as an office for Danny, even though he also had a cubicle. Megan then directed them to the supply closet to get them what they'd need for work, and helped them bring the stuff back to their desk. Brenda made sure to also provide them with free Sphinx merchandise, including pens, mugs, and a t-shirt each.
Next stop was the break room, which was empty at the early hour. There were several tables, a couple of vending machines, two microwaves, and various cabinets. Two large refrigerators had several magnets and notices on them, the notices explaining etiquette and cleaning procedures. Brenda led the new hires over to her precious espresso machine, and they immediately noticed the printed note stuck to it, along with the handwritten "reply" beneath.
Please don't change the coffee maker settings.
-"Sienna, this is about you and the triple-shot incident."
Brenda opened the cabinet beneath the machine, showing off the neatly-labeled boxes of coffee pods. She made everyone a cup of coffee while chatting about how great it was to work for Sphinx. Miles was tripping over his words to express his gratitude for the opportunity while Kayla talked with Megan and sipped on her coffee.
"Seems like you guys love your notes," Kayla observed, gesturing to the note on the espresso machine.
"Yeah, people need reminders sometimes," Brenda laughed. "More people work from home these days, so I don't have to clean up the place as often."
"You should see the bulletin board," Megan added with a smirk. "Brenda and Jane try posting professional notices, but people write responses in marker or pen all the time."
"Noah and Theo are common culprits," Brenda rolled her eyes. "Those two are like twelve-year-old boys sometimes, I can't imagine what their home is like."
"Oh, they're roommates?" Kayla asked.
"Yeah, and I just heard our Sienna is dating Theo," Brenda confirmed. "There's a match I never saw coming."
"Neither did I, but I haven't been here as long," Megan laughed.
The four of them talked for a few more minutes before heading over to the bulletin board. Megan was right, the board was a patchwork of handwritten jokes and official memos. A few of the memos had several lines of jokes, followed by a reply from HR to be serious, then a couple more joke responses.
Remote work was definitely the future for many office employees, but Kayla was enjoying this insight into office culture. There was also no guarantee she would end up with a career where remote work was possible. The teenager was laughing as the four of them pointed out the various notices.
There was a lost and found post, and none of them could explain how someone ended up losing a sneaker in the boardroom. The lost USB drive made more sense, and someone wrote in marker that it contained Noah's fantasy football spreadsheets. There were also duplicates of the posts on the refrigerators. Kayla made a disgusted face when reading the refrigerator rules, grossed out by the fact they needed to remind people that fuzzy food would be thrown out.
A lot of the posts seemed standard, with a few of them explaining employee rights, who to contact if you needed to call out sick, and various other pieces of information. There was a semi-official post for the fantasy football standings, a reminder that the fridge would be cleaned out every Friday, and it looked like HR was planning a potluck. One post mentioned that Theodore Bauer would be visiting on Thursday, and to keep the break room and all conference rooms tidy. Kayla and Miles both enjoyed the feel of this team, laughing at some of the posts and handwritten "responses."
Reminder: the microwave is not for science experiments!
-"January 15: Noah's chili disaster, never forget."
Do not leave personal packages at the reception desk.
-"Looking at you, Eli. We haven't forgotten the 'mystery box.'
All employees please be aware the dress code at Sphinx is business casual.
-"Danny, hoodies are NOT business casual."
-"Neither are Planet Trek Wars pajama pants."
-"Don't hate me 'cause you ain't me."
They finished their coffees and made their way to the huddle rooms. The first was aptly named "The Goldfish Bowl" since it had glass walls on three sides. It was a pretty simple setup with a small table, a few comfortable chairs, a whiteboard, and a wall-mounted screen. A large bowl on the corner table held a small goldfish whose name changed depending on who fed it.
Megan explained to the others that she had already promised her son could keep the fish if they ever needed to give it a new home. Brenda then distracted the new hires by pointing out the cartoon drawing of Logan on the whiteboard with a speech bubble saying "This worked in England!" Muttering under her breath, Megan quickly erased it, feeling stressed about her father's upcoming visit.
Cozy chairs, a beanbag chair, and dimming lights made "The Nap Nook" seem quite comfortable. Kayla joked that this would be her friend Hazel's favorite room if she ever worked here. Brenda mentioned catching Sienna napping in the room during her lunch break once. Miles smiled at the jar of stress balls that were labeled "For intense meetings only." The room also had a small bookshelf in one corner that had three copies of The Traveler's Guide to the Universe for some reason.
The main board room was simply called "The Big Table." Two of its walls were glass, and the center of the room was occupied by a large conference table with expensive chairs. A whiteboard dominated the back wall, and there was a note on it to remind everyone that Theodore Bauer was visiting soon. People seemed to take the reminder seriously, since there weren't any doodles on the board.
With the main tour complete, Megan and Brenda had the other two meet a few of the managers. Kayla got along well with the controller, Leslie Pearson. Miles thought James Collier, the HR director, was a nice guy. They also met the client services manager, Vanessa Lake, and the compliance officer, Angela Kim. Logan Barrett succeeded in winning over Kayla with his charm and English accent.
It was then time for the group to split up. Brenda led Miles back to his desk so he could start training with Noah. Kayla followed Megan back to the heiress's huge office so they could go over the planned schedule for the week. Kayla browsed it with interest, curious about what she would be doing, and who she would be working with.
Day 1: Orientation & HR with Megan Bauer, Brenda Ortiz, and Jane Silver
Day 2: Accounts Payable with Sienna Griffith
Day 3: Accounts Receivable with Camilla Garcia
Day 4: Bookkeeping Basics with Noah Beck and Theodore Caldwell
Day 5: Financial Analysis with Steven Martucci and Alyssa Johnston
Day 6: Client Relations & Marketing with Vanessa Lake and Logan Barrett
Day 7: HR & Payroll with Jane Silver and Priya Kapoor
Day 8: Project Assistance with Leslie Pearson
Day 9: Technology & Office Support with Hannah McAllister and Daniel Chu
Day 10: Wrap-up & Presentation with Megan Bauer and Leslie Pearson
Kayla spent a few minutes looking over the schedule, feeling slightly overwhelmed by how much she would have to learn. She didn't even really know any accounting terms, and she was getting the impression she was expected to already know some things. Looking up at Megan, Kayla worried that she wouldn't be good enough, wouldn't be as smart as her father.
"I, uh, I don't really know anything about accounting..." Kayla mumbled nervously.
"No need to be worried," Megan smiled. "You're stuck with me until after lunch. I'll teach you some things before setting you up with Jane."
"Thank you," Kayla replied. "And um, this mentions a presentation?"
"Nothing too fancy, just a brief five-minute talk, maybe a few slides," Megan explained. "Show you paid attention and learned some stuff, maybe mention if you have any suggestions."
"I doubt I can suggest something you haven't thought of yet," Kayla bit her lower lip nervously.
"Don't sell yourself short, you're a smart cookie!" the socialite grinned.
Megan began her accounting lecture by defining a few terms: revenue, expenses, assets, liabilities, and equity. The accounting equation was pretty simple, and the difference between cash and accrual based accounting was easy to understand. Double-entry accounting was confusing when the definitions of debits and credits came up. Megan reminded Kayla that people spent years learning this stuff, and it wasn't the end of the world if she didn't remember everything.
Continuing with the lecture, Megan explained Generally Accepted Accounting Principles and the importance of using accounting software. Kayla took notes the entire time, highlighting important terms. She wasn't too clear on how finance and accounting differed, but she still made sure to memorize the big financial statements.
Megan wanted Kayla to get to know everyone and encouraged her to eat lunch in the break room. Kayla encouraged the heiress to come along, but Megan was worried people wouldn't be as comfortable if the boss was around. The outgoing eighteen-year-old just took Megan's hand and led her right into the break room.
Kayla got along with everyone, able to effortlessly fit in with every personality type. She could talk about anything. Danny and Kayla talked about video games, before the raven-haired beauty started exchanging beauty tips with Camilla. It was soon common knowledge that Kayla was a huge Tey-fan, and Sienna debated with Kayla over which album was the best. They were both hoping for a new album soon, it had been too long.
Things were a little awkward with Megan there, but everyone did their best to relax and enjoy their lunch. Kayla and Megan sat with the seven members of The Gang of Eight, talking with them about the upcoming weeks. Theo and Sienna were so cute, and Camilla was so outgoing. It was obvious to Kayla that Noah wanted to get into her pants.
Jane was friendly, but Kayla noticed that the HR Specialist kept glancing at Megan with jealousy. From the way Steven and Megan were talking, Kayla had an idea of what was going on. Still, it wasn't her business, so Kayla ended up chatting with Leslie. Leslie was very pregnant, and was happy to give some tips that Kayla could tell her friend Hazel.



The afternoon started with Jane and Kayla heading to Jane's cubicle. Jane was very professional as she started explaining the purpose of the Human Resources Department. Jane covered hiring, onboarding, compliance, employee relations, and training. In a mid-sized company like Sphinx, payroll also fell under HR, however, that was Priya's job, not Jane's.
Kayla took notes on the importance of employee privacy and conflict resolution. Human Resources had to balance between supporting the employees and protecting the company. Jane finally cracked a smile when she explained a disagreement with Steven. Steven Martucci said that HR only existed to minimize lawsuits and make sure the company would win any that did happen.
Pulling out the employee handbook, Jane went through it with Kayla, explaining why certain rules existed. Jane also explained how culture was a part of HR's job, and a lot of fun company events were planned through HR. Human Resources professionals were trusted with a lot of personal information, and their goal was to keep the company running smoothly.
Jane and Kayla got along well, and they were soon talking and laughing. Kayla grew up an only child, so she was curious about Jane's experience, being the oldest of five. The way Jane refused to talk about her father beyond saying her parents were divorced was strange to Kayla; she couldn't imagine not having her own father in her life. Jane was close to her mother and sister, but not as much with her brothers. Kayla gushed about finding out she was going to have a sister.
"Is it weird being in HR when your close friends work here?" Kayla asked at one point.
"Sometimes, and it's about to get really awkward," Jane winced.
"Why's that?" Kayla inquired with a smirk. "You planning on firing Noah?"
"Nah, but maybe someday," Jane laughed. "I was the one who had to tell him that, it didn't matter how cute she was, wanting to stay in bed with her all day did not constitute a family emergency."
"I've met plenty of guys like that," Kayla rolled her eyes.
"Don't judge him too much," Jane said, turning serious. "He's... well, I'm not sure. He is a good guy, but I think he likes to keep people at a distance. So, he flirts. A lot. Feel free to slap him if you need to, but he's not a bad person. I know if I ever needed him, he'd be there."
"He kind of reminds me of a guy I graduated with," Kayla smiled. "He was a selfish ass for a long time, then finally woke up. He got a lot better."
"Theo's growing up, so we're hopeful Noah will follow his lead," Jane smirked.
"You were telling me why things were getting weird?" Kayla reminded her.
"Yes. Yes, I was," Jane nodded. "Do you know what an org chart is?"
"Uh..." Kayla shrugged helplessly.
"It's used to show the structure of a company, the hierarchy," Jane explained, doing a quick web search to show Kayla a generic org chart.
"Oh, okay," Kayla nodded. "So, Megan would be at the top of Sphinx?"
"Yes," Jane answered. "The problem is that our structure is kind of sloppy. Megan has a LOT of direct reports. Too many. So, we've cleaned things up."
"How does that make things awkward for you?" Kayla wondered.
"Two reasons," Jane explained. "First, we're putting our two financial analysts under Leslie, so they no longer report directly to Megan."
"You have to tell your friend Steven that one of your mutual friend's is his boss now?" Kayla asked to clarify.
"Yeah..." Jane trailed off. "But, he'll have to get over it. I mean, Leslie is already Sienna and Camilla's boss's boss."
"Steven seems like a big boy, he won't mind reporting to a woman," Kayla said.
"Oh, he's not some sexist idiot threatened by powerful women," Jane insisted. "He already reports to Megan just fine. So, ah, maybe Leslie will actually be an improvement. Since, well..."
"Right," Kayla whispered, knowing Jane didn't want to talk about her feelings with someone she barely knew. "What was the other reason?"
"Oh, yeah," Jane nodded, looking relieved. "Leslie is gonna get overwhelmed since she already has accountants and bookkeepers reporting to her. We're going to send out the new org chart tonight, with a mention that there's a new Bookkeeping Manager position open. The bookkeepers will report to the new manager, who will report to Leslie. I'm just hoping the two dummies don't both want it."
"Noah and Theo," Kayla stated.
"Yup!" Jane agreed. "This is an important lesson in the difficulty in keeping your personal life out of your business life."
"Not always possible," Kayla observed.
"Sadly, that's true," Jane sighed, thinking about Steven.
"It's nice that you have such a great friend group," Kayla said to break the silence. "I love The Gang of Eight name and you all seem so nice. I just haven't met Conner."
"Conner's a good guy," Jane smiled. "I'm glad I have them. It's nice having them in my life. We're actually working on getting closer. We girls just had a bonding day."
"Oooh, those are amazing!" Kayla gushed. "My friends do stuff like that. Watch cheap movies, eat crappy food, talk about boys."
"Exactly!" Jane exclaimed.
Jane and Kayla read through the official email, and Jane scheduled it to go out that night so that most people would see it in the morning. Then Kayla left with Megan and returned to the heiress's home. The nanny, Beatrice said goodbye to everyone before leaving for the evening.
Kayla was learning and managed to discover the trap whoopee cushion before sitting down to dinner. They were having what had come to be known as a Megan-special. In other words, Megan didn't want to cook so she stopped at a restaurant and picked up a to-go order. Carter and Kayla thanked Megan, both of them joking that it would definitely be better than her cooking. Megan blew a raspberry at Carter, and Kayla loved seeing this side of the powerful woman.
The three of them decided to have an art evening after dinner. Megan mentioned still having all the hand prints Carter had traced for her. It gave Kayla the idea of tracing her own hand, captioning it "Kayla: Age Eighteen" and sending it to her father. Ten minutes later, Kayla got a message back with a hand print captioned "Steven: Age Forty."
Carter asked Miss Kayla about her day, although he was most interested in hearing how the fish was doing. Kayla talked to him about his upcoming trip to Fiji, relating it to the time she went to Bermuda with her friends and father. Megan was smiling, but deep down she was worried; the two had such a strong connection, would Kayla realize the truth?
When it was Carter's bedtime, Kayla and Megan both read with him. Megan had fun voices for all the characters, and soon Kayla was joining in and coming up with her own silly voices. Carter loved it, and the six-year-old managed to convince them to read him another story before he went to sleep.
Megan and Kayla decided to relax in the living room with a couple glasses of wine. The two women were casually talking while playing on their phones. Kayla was texting her friends and father while Megan exchanged messages with Steven and Penelope.
"How's your boyfriend?" Kayla asked teasingly.
"Steven's not my boyfriend," Megan rolled her eyes. "But, he's fine."
"What's he up to tonight? Why isn't he here cuddling with you?" Kayla smirked, curling up on the couch.
"It's a Monday night, he's home," the heiress responded.
"Alone? Gross," Kayla made a face. "I, ah, I don't do well alone. I get in my head."
"About what happened to you?" Megan asked carefully.
"Yeah..." Kayla trailed off. "And about missing Mommy, then I start worrying something will happen to Daddy. It's just better if there's someone around if I need them. I could never live alone."
"I've never really lived alone," Megan said. "I was living with my father, then I got pregnant. Even though I'm the parent, it is nice having Carter here. I love him."
"That kid's great," Kayla smiled. "Um, can I ask you a personal question?"
"Go for it," Megan replied, her heart racing as she struggled to hide her anxiety.
"Does Carter ever ask about his father?" Kayla wondered. "I mean, um, I know I'd be curious. And I, ah, I figured his father was that guy, you know, from the video. Not, not that I watched it! Or maybe it was someone else and, ah, and I'll shut up now."
"It's okay, I've asked you some personal questions, it's only fair," Megan smiled. "Yes, Carter asks sometimes. I deflect as best I can. I like to remind him that his mother loves him with all her heart, enough for two parents."
"I mentioned it before; having one amazing parent," Kayla responded, looking uncomfortable. "Can I ask another question?"
"Sure," Megan nodded.
"That Andre Durand guy never reached out to ask if Carter was his son?" Kayla questioned. "I mean, you're famous enough that he probably heard about Carter."
"Andre just assumed Carter wasn't his," Megan shrugged. "He knew I was, um, quite promiscuous during that time."
"Fuck, what an asshole," Kayla growled. "Leaked that recording and didn't even try to find out if he had a son."
"Andre didn't leak the sex tape," Megan said, letting out a breath. "He didn't do it."
"It was you?!" Kayla gasped. "Most people said it was him and that you were cool with it, but I did see a few people suggest you did it to rebel or whatever."
"I didn't leak it either," Megan admitted with a small smile. "Only Penelope knows exactly what happened there. But, I hope you and I can be good friends. I'll tell you the story another time."
"And I'll tell you what happened to me," Kayla promised. "Thank you for trusting me. I don't know what I did to deserve it."
"I told you, I felt bad about ghosting your father," Megan laughed. "I could tell how much he loved you when I spent that weekend with him. I wanted to meet the grown-up you. I was not disappointed."
"Well, thank you!" Kayla giggled, raising her wine glass. "I'm very impressed with you."
"I appreciate that," Megan replied, clinking Kayla's glass before they both took a sip. "I hope my father agrees with you on Thursday."
"I'm sure he will," Kayla stated confidently. "But, I can see you're stressed out about it. Want my suggestion?"
"What are you thinking?" Megan asked, smiling at the eighteen-year-old.
"I'm thinking that you have a lot to deal with every day: being the boss, never showing weakness, living up to your father's expectations, raising Carter," Kayla listed. "You need to relax. So, how about Carter and I hang out after work on Wednesday while you take care of you? Maybe spend the night with Steven? Have him rub your feet, pamper you, and maybe get laid?"
"Oh, I don't know," Megan giggled. "That does sound nice, but Steven isn't my boyfriend. What do I tell Carter about where I am?"
"Just say you're gonna spend the night with a friend while he and I have a slumber party," Kayla suggested. "It's the truth. I promise I'll take care of him and we'll call you if there are any problems."
"Carter would enjoy that," Megan acknowledged. "But, Steven really isn't my boyfriend..."
"Hurry up and make him yours," Kayla advised. "I can tell he's a good guy. Cute, too. Nell knows it, and I got the sense there was something between him and Jane."
"Nell was just kidding around," Megan sighed. "As for Jane, well, yeah. They used to have a semi-casual thing going on. He wanted more, she wasn't ready. Now? It seems complicated."
"All the more reason to keep things going between you two," Kayla reasoned. "Don't make the same mistake Jane made."
"I'll have to ask Steve if Wednesday works for him." Megan acquiesced.
"A sexy bitch like you wanting to spend the night with him? Yeah, I think he'll be cool with it," Kayla laughed.
"Admit it," Megan began while typing out a text for Steven, "you just wanna sleep in the master bedroom."
"The same bed Alison Tey slept in?!" Kayla grinned widely. "Thanks for offering, I'd love to!"
~Tuesday July 29, 2025~
"Did Kayla say anything about me?" Noah asked, returning to his armchair with a beer.
"Yeah, she did, actually," Sienna replied. The redhead was curled up on the couch beside Theo, her bare feet resting on the cushion.
"She did?!" Noah and Theo exclaimed at the same time, Noah excitedly, Theo incredulously.
"Yup," Sienna confirmed, reaching out to grab her wine cooler off the coffee table. An open pizza box was still on the table, with only two slices remaining from dinner.
"Well?" Noah probed, leaning forward eagerly. "Don't leave me in suspense! What did she say?"
"She mentioned some guy who was creeping on her," Sienna shrugged, sipping on her drink. "I believe Kayla said something about that weirdo being the type of guy she would never sleep with. Even if he was the last man on earth and it was to repopulate the earth. The end of humanity would be preferable."
"I asked what Kayla said," Noah rolled his eyes while Theo laughed, "not what you think of me."
"If we were talking about my opinion of you, there would have been more bad words," Sienna argued, smirking over at Noah. "Oh, and I would have suggested you were overcompensating for something. Maybe a part of you that looks like my pinky?" she waggled her eyebrows and arched her small finger in Noah's direction.
"I assure you, every part of me is more than adequate!" Noah gasped in mock-anger. "And, and! I heard all body shaming is wrong. So, ah, shame on you, Sienna."
"Moral high ground from you?" Theo snorted. "Bullshit."
"I am a morally righteous person," Noah lifted his head arrogantly. "Full of, ah, goodness, and, you know, morals and shit."
"Well, you're definitely not full of eloquence," Sienna laughed. "And goodness? Really?"
"You don't think I'm a good guy?" Noah asked with a sad pout.
"You're an asshole," Theo grunted bluntly.
"Okay, that was a little harsh," Sienna giggled, looking at Noah. "But, you are kind of mean to Theo. He's an awkward guy, and you constantly remind him of his FORMER girl trouble."
"We're guys, we're supposed to give each other shit," Noah reasoned before taking a swig of his beer. "And I always stick up for him when we're out. Hell, I've helped him get plenty of pussy."
"There weren't that many girls," Theo quickly told Sienna.
"That's another thing," Sienna said to Noah, "you treat women like shit."
"I do not!" Noah exclaimed. "I'm a sweetheart."
"Yeah, you charm them right out of their panties," the redhead agreed. "Then after you pump them full of cum, you kick them to the curb and move on to your next conquest."
"That's not..." Noah started to protest before wincing. "Okay, maybe that's true."
"Kayla's only here for two weeks and she's only eighteen," Theo added. "Stop robbing the cradle."
"You're robbing the cradle," Noah muttered, glaring at the new couple.
"I'm twenty-one," Sienna pointed out. "Kayla just graduated high school, she's a baby."
"But, but, but!" Noah stammered. "Kayla's fucking hot! Megan's got bigger tits, but look at Kayla's face! It's like she's innocent, girl next door, and sex goddess all rolled into one."
"Hey, if you need to think about her while you jack off, we won't judge," Sienna shrugged.
"I already did that," Noah admitted. "I want the real thing."
"She's out of your league," Theo smirked. "Hurts, doesn't it?"
"No one asked you," Noah grumbled.
"Just be professional and help the young girl learn about the working world," Sienna advised. "Kayla's a smart girl. In fact, she's probably better at data entry than half the people we've trained."
"Everyone likes a smart girl," Theo sighed, wrapping an arm around Sienna and kissing her forehead.
"Thanks," Sienna smiled, placing her hand on Theo's thigh.
"If you two start canoodling, I'm out," Noah said. "I don't need to see that."
"And I didn't need to see you bending that slut over the couch!" Sienna argued. "We're a new couple and we're being affectionate; get over it!"
"Find yourself a smart girl," Theo advised. "Not Kayla!"
"Yeah, Kayla's smart," Noah sighed. "And funny! She laughed at my joke about accruals. No one ever laughs at my accounting jokes."
"Because they're not funny," Theo explained. "I'm sure Kayla was just being polite."
"Forget about Kayla," Sienna told Noah. "You haven't had a girlfriend since I've known you, but you've dated enough women to populate a small town. Maybe try finding a real relationship? You could even take things slow. As in, don't fuck on the first date."
"What would we do after dinner if we don't fuck?" Noah frowned.
"Talk?" Sienna suggested, giving Noah an annoyed look. "How about get to know each other? Make an emotional connection?"
"Oh," Noah grimaced, looking uncomfortable.
"It's amazing," Theo spoke up. "Better than sex. Just sitting with that person is beyond anything else. It's not even close."
"Aw, Theo," Sienna gushed, hugging him.
"I guess I might have some commitment issues," Noah admitted.
"Where did that come from?" Theo asked.
"I don't know, I just do," Noah shifted uncomfortably in the armchair.
"Well, um, if you need to, you know, talk about it, or whatever..." Theo stammered. "I'm kind of clueless, but we are friends, so, yeah..."
"I don't need help getting laid, but thanks," Noah responded, sitting back in the armchair.
"There's so much more to a relationship than the physical stuff," Sienna replied. "You can't get through life on good looks and charm."
"What I heard is that you think I'm good looking and charming," Noah gave the redhead a smile that showed off his white teeth and cute dimples.
"I give up," Sienna sighed theatrically. "It's hopeless."
"Oh, I am far from hopeless," Noah declared. "In fact, I applied for the Bookkeeping Manager position that just opened up."
"I applied for that, too," Theo said in a small voice.
"Oh, this is gonna be interesting," Sienna smirked.
"I'm the obvious choice," Noah said with a cocky voice. "I've got the personality for management. People like me."
"It's not a popularity contest," Theo argued. "It's about experience and consistency."
"Consistency? What, you mean boring?" Noah asked with a raised brow.
"Theo is more organized. He even color-codes everything, which Priya approves of," Sienna interjected. "You both have the same amount of experience, but Theo doesn't call out as much. Since, you know, he isn't hung over as often. And, Noah, flirting with every woman in the office isn't exactly 'management material.'"
"Jane can tell you that's a sexual harassment suit waiting to happen," Theo added.
"I don't flirt with ev... okay, yeah, I kind of do," Noah winced. "I think Priya hates me."
"She does," Sienna confirmed with a nod. "She's still getting used to me dating Theo."
"So, ah, anyway," Noah looked over at his roommate and best friend. "May the best man win?"
"Right," Theo agreed. "No hard feelings either way."
"It would be funny if neither of you got it," Sienna giggled.
"No. No, it wouldn't be," Noah grunted as he got to his feet. "On that note, I'm going to relax in my room before bed. And in the spirit of being a good friend, I won't even make a comment on the two of you. Even if you can both do better."
"Thanks, I guess," Theo rolled his eyes.
"Good night, Noah," Sienna smiled.
"Night," Noah said, walking toward his room while already removing his shirt. "Get home safe."
Theo and Sienna watched the rest of the movie while cuddling on the couch. Sienna had brought a gym bag so she could change into casual clothes after work, and she was wearing a pair of black leggings and a red t-shirt. Theo had on gray sweatpants and a dark blue t-shirt.
Shutting off the television, the two of them cleaned up the remains of dinner. The two slices of pizza ended up in the refrigerator, and Theo knew Noah would probably have them for breakfast. For a guy in such great shape, he had some strange eating habits.



Once they were in Theo's room, he set their drinks down on his bedside table while Sienna went over to her gym bag on Theo's desk. The petite girl took out a Planet Trek Wars wall calendar for Theo to replace the one he had taken down at her request. Theo happily put up the new calendar, making Sienna smile.
"What else do you have in there?" Theo asked, hugging Sienna from behind while looking at her gym bag.
"Nothing interesting, just my work clothes and heels," Sienna laughed. "I told you I don't have a proper ho bag like Camilla."
"I remember," Theo nodded.
"Although, I did bring cute undies," Sienna smirked, holding up a pair of red panties.
"You're not staying over, why'd you bring underwear?" Theo asked, his hands holding her affectionately.
"I was taught to always bring clean underwear," the redhead giggled, dropping the red lace back into her gym bag before spinning around to face her boyfriend. She then wrapped her arms around his neck and smiled. "You know, little things like making your bed every morning and keeping your room organized, things literally everyone should do."
"My room is clean... sort of. And I did make my bed!" Theo argued.
"Hm, someone's defensive," Sienna giggled. "Tell me; do you make your bed every day, or just on the days you know I'm coming over?"
"I don't wanna say," Theo mumbled, looking away from those enchanting green eyes.
"And here I was thinking that organization was an autistic treat," she teased.
"Every autistic person is different, just like every neurotypical person is different," Theo pointed out. "And I can be really organized about some things, like spreadsheets."
"I know, I was just being silly," Sienna smiled, standing on her toes to peck his lips. "I like you just the way you are."
"I like you, too," Theo responded, feeling so incredibly lucky.
"Mm, you're about to like me even more," Sienna purred, pressing her body against his.
"Is that so?" he inquired with a raised brow.
"Yup," Sienna stated. "I've had enough flirting."
Grabbing the back of his head, Sienna pulled Theo in for a kiss, roughly pushing her tongue into his mouth. Theo loved how aggressive Sienna was, how she initiated sexy times. There was no doubt in his mind that she had earned her nickname. When the time came, he wasn't sure if he could handle The Red Dragon.
They made out for several minutes, their passion growing with each second. Sienna running her hands over his chest and arms gave Theo the confidence to grab her butt. The redhead moaned, reaching her hands up to cup his face as she kissed all over his face and neck before leaning over to nibble his earlobe.
"Sienna," Theo gasped.
"I wanna suck your cock," she husked in his ear.
Without waiting for a response, Sienna dropped to her knees in front of Theo, her eyes level with his crotch. Theo was living a fantasy, looking down at the sexy redhead who was eager to give him a blowjob. Sienna quickly yanked Theo's sweatpants and boxers to his ankles before lifting his dick to her mouth and swallowing the first two inches.
"Oh God, yes!" Theo hissed, his knees feeling weak as Sienna slid her lips down his length.
Sienna's lips formed a tight seal around Theo's dick as she looked up at him and hummed, making him groan. She slid her hands up his shirt, clawing at his chest while bobbing her head and sucking hard. Pulling her head back, Sienna's tongue rapidly flicked over his tip as her hands moved to squeeze his ass. Theo was sure he'd have fingernail marks on his butt-cheeks, but he was okay with it.
"Glug, glug, sluuurp, mmmslurp, glug," Sienna moaned and sucked, her tongue molding itself to the underside of his dick. "Mm, mm, gak, glug, mm."
Theo's fingertips caressed the soft skin of her face as he gathered up her natural auburn hair. She was amazing; able to read his every reaction in order to maximize his pleasure. His hands briefly dropped to squeeze her big boobs from outside her shirt before returning to the top of her head.
Manly groans and feminine moans filled the room, along with the wet slurping sounds of Sienna's sucking. Theo could feel pleasure coursing through his entire body, radiating out from his dick. It was amazing. Her head bobs were rhythmic, taking him deep on each descent. Her right hand briefly left his ass so she could massage his balls. Then she just held his ass tightly while her cheeks caved in from the strength of her sucking.
"I-I'm getting close," Theo stammered, tossing his head back. "Oh God, don't stop! Shit, that feels amazing."
"Mm, mm, cum, mm, glug, gak!" Sienna gurgled, urging him to explode."Schlurp, thrrp, shlup."
"C-can I cum in your mouth?" he asked, his fingers twisting in her silky red hair.
"Mm, mmhmm, mm," she nodded while moaning around her mouthful of cock. "Glug, sluuurp, glug!"
Theo made a choked gurgling sound as his hips bucked forward and his balls clenched. Sienna squeaked as a jet of semen blasted against the roof of her mouth. The redhead instinctively swallowed, just in time for the second spurt to arrive. Her nails dug into his butt as her throat contracted again and again, gulping down every last drop.
"Oh wow, oh wow..." Theo gasped, releasing Sienna's head as he struggled to catch his breath.
"You're welcome," Sienna giggled, hopping to her feet and kissing his cheek before darting around him, playfully swatting his butt.
"You're amazing," he whispered, turning around to find the redhead chugging from her bottle of water.
"I could tell; you were making some sexy noises," Sienna winked. "And your cum is yummy. I just had some stuck in my throat, hence the water."
"Sorry about that," Theo laughed, pulling up his pants and underwear.
"No, don't apologize," she smirked, taking another quick sip. "By the way, the blowjob I gave you after our date was my first one in years. I hope I'm not too rusty?"
"Are you kidding?" he let out a nervous chuckle. "You are fucking incredible. Didn't I just tell you that?"
"You did, but maybe I'm fishing for compliments," Sienna shrugged.
"You're smart, you're beautiful, you're so much fun to talk to and be around," Theo listed without hesitation. "There's so much to compliment you on, I don't need to resort to crude ones about sex."
"That was the right thing to say," she smiled, placing the water on the bedside table before sitting on the bed and patting the spot beside her. "How about we mess up the bed?"
The young couple ended up laying side-by-side in bed, softly kissing as they ran their hands over each other's bodies. Theo did touch her boobs and butt, but it wasn't about groping; it was about feeling close to her and connecting. Sienna ran her fingers through his hair, her tongue dancing in his mouth.
"Hi," Theo whispered when Sienna broke the kiss, his hand reaching up to brush her hair out of her face.
"Hey," she grinned cutely. "I'm happy."
"Good," he replied. "I am, too."
"Thanks for kissing me," Sienna leaned forward to peck his lips again.
"Why wouldn't I?" Theo frowned.
"Randall never wanted to kiss me after I gave him head," she admitted slowly. "He always had me brush my teeth first."
"He's an idiot," Theo declared. "I could never not want to kiss you."
"Mm, good," Sienna crooked her finger for him to come in for another kiss.
The next kiss was more passionate, with Sienna moaning into his mouth as she pressed her body against him. She quickly rolled Theo onto his back and straddled him so she could grind in his lap. Theo buried a hand in her hair while his other held her bum to help guide her movements. A few minutes later, Sienna tensed on top of him as she gasped into his mouth, an orgasm washing over her.
"How was that?" Theo asked, smiling up at her.
"Fucking great," she purred in contentment.
Sienna and Theo cuddled and talked in whispered voices while laying on top of the covers. Theo loved her face and couldn't stop looking at her or reaching out to lightly cup her cheek. Sienna kept stealing kisses as they switched from topic to topic, neither of them wanting the night to end.
"Your lips are so soft," Theo observed after a kiss. "Camilla must have loved kissing you."
"Oh, shush," Sienna giggled. "There have been no more girl-kisses, I promise."
"I know, I'm just teasing," he smiled.
"My mom was shocked when I told her," the redhead blushed slightly.
"You told your mom that you kissed Camilla?" Theo asked, his eyes wide.
"I told you that I don't keep secrets from my mom," Sienna reminded him. "She was very supportive, even when I admitted that I enjoyed playing with boobies."
"I definitely understand the appeal," Theo responded, placing his hand on Sienna's left breast.
"Mm, dirty boy," she cooed, pressing her boob into his hand.
"Wait," Theo said, his hand freezing on Sienna's tit. "You tell her everything. Um..."
"Yes, she knows I sucked your cock," Sienna confirmed, placing her hand on his, encouraging him to touch her from outside her shirt. "You're fine, she's not gonna chop it off or anything."
"And your dad isn't gonna shoot me?" he asked incredulously.
"Dad enjoys living in blissful ignorance, so no," she told him before biting her lower lip nervously.
"You told your mom I'm autistic, didn't you?" Theo questioned, seeing it on her face.
"I just wanted her to understand you, to see how great you are," Sienna mumbled. "Are you mad at me?"
"No, I'm not mad," he shook his head. "A little nervous about seeing your mom again, but I'm not upset. I know how close you two are, and I know you won't tell the others."
"I would never," she vowed. "I do think you should tell them, and I'm happy to help you reach a point where you can."
"Thank you," Theo said before grinning evilly. "And it's okay with me if you wanna subscribe to Camilla's SeeMe."
"Asshole," Sienna giggled, playfully swatting him on the shoulder. "I think she's planning on officially starting the account soon, actually."
"Don't worry, I won't sign up," he promised.
"I know, I trust you," she smiled. "In fact, since you won't be on her SeeMe, how about I let you see me?"
"Yes, please," Theo nodded quickly.
Sitting up with a playful smirk, Sienna didn't hesitate to lift her shirt, revealing her black bra. Theo let out an involuntary gasp when the redhead lifted the bra, exposing her big, perfect tits. Reaching out, Sienna grabbed both of his hands, placing them on her bare breasts.
"Touch me," Sienna moaned lightly. "Please. Touch me."
"They're perfect," he whispered while lightly squeezing her boobs.
Sienna moaned softly as Theo pressed her boobs together, his thumbs brushing her pink nipples. His touch was eager, yet gentle. He seemed intent on making the experience as good for Sienna as it was for him. Her nipples were hard, and reading her moans convinced Theo he was doing a good job.
Theo soon sat up and slurped a nipple into his mouth, making Sienna gasped. Holding her breasts together, he kissed all over her tits, his tongue snaking out to lick her cleavage. He had Sienna squirming as she groaned softly from feeling him sucking her nipples and slobber all over her boobs.
"Mm, suck on the other one," she instructed, and Theo immediately complied. "Yes, squeeze them. Fuck, that feels good, baby."
The redhead's small hand reached out, finding his bulge and making him grunt against her tits. Sienna skillfully extracted his penis and started giving him a very enthusiastic handjob. Theo continued loving her boobs with his mouth for several minutes, all while Sienna stroked him and cooed softly about how good his dick felt and how wet he was making her.
"I'm gonna cum!" Theo announced, his breathing rapid. "Ah, shit, Sienna!"
"Don't worry, I've got you," Sienna replied, leaning over and taking his tip between her lips.
It only took three strong sucks to push Theo over the edge. He placed his hand on her head as he groaned and bucked his hips. Several quick squirts shot into Sienna's mouth, making her cough slightly. Keeping a tight seal around his tip, Sienna swallowed the hot load, needing to gulp a second time to get it all down.
"Do you, ah, I mean, I really want to, but no pressure, um..." Theo stammered when Sienna lifted her head and smiled at him. He took a deep breath to gather his thoughts. "If you're comfortable, I'd really love to return the favor."
"As much as I'd love to get eaten out, I just don't think I'm ready for that," Sienna winced. "I'm sorry."
"No need to apologize," he shook his head before kissing her. "I'd never pressure you."
"I know you wouldn't," she replied with a nod. "Theo, I... I've only been with one guy, one I was in love with. It might be a while before I'm ready to have sex. I want to, I just, well, I said I like taking things slow. I need to take things slow."
"That's no problem at all," Theo assured her.
"Okay, good," Sienna grinned. "Hm, although, I should probably give you a little taste. Just so you know how great it's going to be."
Theo watched as Sienna lay back down on the bed, her shirt and bra still above her breasts. He swallowed weakly as his girlfriend slid her hand down her leggings and obviously started touching her pussy. She then withdrew her hand, presenting two fingers to Theo's mouth. Fingers coated in her feminine nectar.
"Mm," Theo moaned, sucking the pussy juice from her fingers. "You're delicious. I think I might get some more."
Laying down beside her, Theo placed his hand on Sienna's flat stomach. She looked at him with a smirk as he slid his hand down to the edge of her leggings. The anticipation built when his hand entered her underwear, his fingers lightly brushing the soft red curls of her pubic hair. Moments later, his fingertips touched her labia, making her gasp.
"Oh!" Sienna moaned, her eyes closing.
"You're so wet," he commented as his fingers ran along her slit.
"Mm, because of you," she whispered. "You make my pussy purr."
"I love watching your face when I touch you," Theo told her as he pushed two fingers into Sienna's tunnel.
Sienna's moans were music to Theo's ears as he focused all his efforts on her pleasure. Her back was arching as she grabbed his wrist, focusing on the feel of his fingers moving in and out of her. His thumb against her clit felt amazing, and her pussy was completely soaked.
"Oh God, keep going," she begged, her big boobs jiggling on her chest. "Fuck, that feels good. Yes, right there!"
"You're so beautiful," he said, briefly pulling his fingers out of her hole so he could rub her clit.
Theo's eyes devoured Sienna's entire body as he continued using his fingers to pleasure her. Her leg was soon starting to shake, and Theo looked down to confirm that her cute, little toes were actually curling. Holding his two fingers deep inside her warmth, Theo rubbed her clit with his thumb.
"Yes! Yes!" Sienna gasped, her back arching. "Oh God, yes! Touch me! My tits! My nipples! Bite it! Bite my nipple!"
Reacting quickly, Theo lunged for the closest boob; his lips closing around the pink nipple. His tongue rapidly flicked her nipple before he lightly held it between his teeth and tugged. Sienna bit her lower lip and squealed, her pussy muscles clamping down on his fingers as she came hard.
"Yup, definitely the most beautiful woman in the world," Theo commented as he sat up and admired his girlfriend.
"Thanks," Sienna giggled as she gasped for breath, sweat dotting her face.
"And you even gave me another taste," he smiled, lifting his fingers to his mouth so he could suck off her love juices. "Sweet and sexy."
"I'll let you taste from the source soon, I think," she nodded weakly. "Oh, and I really, REALLY wanna give you a titty-fuck."
Sienna covered herself and went to the bathroom to wash up before they cuddled and talked for a bit longer. Sadly, it was getting late and Sienna needed to get home. The subway wasn't crowded, so they were able to sit together on the trip back to Sienna's home. Theo was texting with the guys while Sienna messaged the group chat. The redhead wished her outgoing friend luck on her latest adventure, part of her wishing she was at the apartment with those two.
"Are you sure about this?" Jane asked Camilla as the two of them stood in the living room of their shared apartment. "Last chance to back out."
"Positive," Camilla nodded as she practically shivered with excitement. "Fuck, I'm wet just thinking about it."
"Too much information," Jane grimaced.
"Hey! I could just set my phone up in my room. Instead, I'm letting you share in this moment with me," Camilla reasoned, placing her hands on her hips.
"Gee, thanks," Jane replied sarcastically.
"Okay, I think we're ready," Camilla glanced around. "There's nothing in the background that can identify us. Are you sure this is the right outfit?"
Unlike Jane, who was wearing a pajama set and fuzzy slipper socks, Camilla was dressed to impress. The beautiful twenty-five-year-old was wearing a form-fitting red mini-dress that showed off her flawless figure. Red heels gave her a bit more height, and the dress's low cut was revealing some impressive cleavage. Her soft hair was styled and framing her gorgeous face.
"It makes you look easy," Jane stated flatly.
"Perfect," Camilla nodded, fixing her hair for the tenth time as she let out a breath. "Okay, let's do this."
"Ready?" Jane called, setting up Camilla's phone on the coffee table. "Action!"
"Well, hello there!" Camilla called out, a big grin on her face as she waved to the camera. "I'm La Diosa, and it is so nice to meet you!
"So, I'm really nervous about this and I hope you won't hold it against me if I stumble on my words a bit. Don't worry, I'll keep it brief. I'm starting this account because I want to get to know you better. I even picked out this dress for the occasion. I hope you like it.
"Don't worry, I plan on showing you more, this is just an introduction so you can get to know me. I'm a fun girl who loves to dance and have a great time. Going out to the club is a must, but sometimes I do enjoy staying in and watching gory movies. The more blood and guts, the better!
"If you think I'm pretty, I hope you'll consider subscribing. That way you can get to know me. I'll respond to messages and am happy to chat. Don't worry, I only bite when you ask.
"This is it for now, but I promise, a lot more is coming. I like to seduce, to leave my prey wanting more. No! Needing more. Subscribe, and I promise, the next post will give you a much, much more personal look at La Diosa!"
"Cut!" Jane said after Camilla finished her final twirl.
"What did you think?" Camilla asked.
"The speech felt natural, like you didn't prepare it," Jane replied. "I guess it doesn't matter; you said you'd show more and reply to messages. Enjoy the dick pics and the requests for shots of your butt hole."
"Hey, as long as they're paying," the sexy Latina laughed.
"Ew. Just, ew," Jane shook her head, handing over her roommate's phone.
"Holy shit, I'm horny," Camilla let out a long breath as she took off her heels. "You good here? I need to post this and butter my muffin before bed?"
"Butter your... what?" Jane asked, giving Camilla an incredulous look.
"It's a euphemism for female masturbation," Camilla explained.
"No. No, jilling off is a euphemism for female masturbation," Jane countered, reaching down to scratch Bella's cheek. "I don't know what the fuck you just said means."
"Don't like that one? That's okay, I know a few others," Camilla laughed. "Flicking the bean's always a classic. Then there's visiting the bat cave, fanning the fur, checking the undercarriage. Oh! Paddling the pink canoe!"
"I get it, thank you," Jane rolled her eyes as she picked up the cat.
"Getting lost in the deep end, girls' night in, auditioning the finger puppets," Camilla continued her list with a smirk. "So, long story short, I'm gonna go post the first video to my account and play with my pussy. Thanks again for your help, and I hope you and the pussy you're holding have a good night!"



"You're insane!" Jane yelled after Camilla as the Latina skipped off to her room, phone in one hand, heels in the other.
Jane went through her nighttime routine before lying in bed. She browsed social media for a few minutes while petting Bella. While looking through some of her old pictures, she found one of her and Steven from the night they went to a fireworks show together. Tears formed in her eyes as she remembered how romantic it was. Letting out a sigh, she put her phone down and fell asleep with Bella curled up beside her.
Camilla's SeeMe officially went live when she posted the introduction video. She refreshed the app several times, waiting for people to subscribe. Her excitement was too much, and she quickly got naked and hopped into bed. The sexy Latina made herself cum three times before she was finally relaxed. The last time she checked her La Diosa account that night showed she already had a few subscribers. Shit, that was way, way faster than her influencer accounts!
~Wednesday July 30, 2025~
"Why are you under the covers?" Megan asked as she confidently entered Steven Martucci's bedroom completely naked. "I'm not even close to done with you yet. We're going at least two more rounds."
"Two more rounds? I'm not a young guy anymore," Steven laughed, his eyes admiring her nude form.
"I think I can motivate you," Megan smirked, jutting out her hip and placing her hand on it to strike a pose.
"Oh, I'm sure you can," Steven whispered, his eyes traveling from her large breasts down to her flat stomach. "You are so fucking hot."
"I know," Megan stated, her hair falling halfway down her back in a midnight wave. "And you're not old. You've still got five months 'till thirty."
The bedroom was lit by several candles, their flickering flames creating enough light for the two of them to see each other. The atmosphere was very romantic, although the scent from the candles could not cover up the smell of sex in the air. Two sodas were on the table, and Megan was happy Steven picked up root beer just for her. Steven and Megan watched each other closely, both of them completely comfortable despite their nudity.
"Yeah... thirty," Steven let out a long sigh, his anxiety and refractory period combining to distract him from the naked goddess. "Thirty."
"What's wrong?" she looked at him in concern as she sat on the edge of the bed and turned her upper body to face him.
"It's nothing, I..." he trailed off while gathering his thoughts. "I just thought I'd have something more stable and long-term by now. With Jane it was just casual. I guess I'm worrying I'm repeating the pattern. With you."
"Ah, another feelings and crap conversation," Megan gave him a tight-lip smile.
"Sorry, I know we've talked about this before," Steven winced. "It's just something I think about a lot."
"Worried I'm stringing you along?" Megan asked with a raised eyebrow. "Afraid I'm using you because you give me some good dick?"
"No, I don't think that," Steven shook his head. "You said you were open to seeing if we might have a future. I believe you. I also think we get along well and I know I have real feelings for you. I also know your life is really, really complicated. You live in a world most people only see from a distance. I still can't believe I'm here with you."
"Getting to know you has been amazing. I've only felt this strongly about one other guy," Megan said slowly. "I'm older now, and I think I've learned from my mistakes. I won't let you be another casualty of my life being complicated."
"I don't need simple," Steven said after a few moments of thought. "Part of me still can't believe I'm here with you; someone so beautiful and unattainable. Someone who runs in the highest social circles. But, I am. And I can't deny or hide my feelings. I don't need simple, I just need to know you see me in your future."
"This is definitely more than just a causal fling to me," the heiress told him. "I'm not the type to show weakness, but I have with you. I think I do see more. I've asked you to be patient, and you have been. I, I want to see what we can be. Like I said before, the wedding is absolutely a date."
"So our first official date will be a week in Fiji with your son?" Steven smirked.
"I did say my life was complicated," Megan giggled. "I guess we're not counting the charity event?"
"That was an incredible night," he smiled, reaching out to place his hand on hers. "But, we were both denying our feelings at that point."
"Do you remember when we gave in to our feelings? When we first had sex?" Megan asked with a small smile.
"I'll never forget it," Steven replied sincerely. "My only regret is that I didn't get a look at these beauties." He reached out and cupped one of Megan's large breasts.
"Mm," Megan hummed, pressing his hand to her chest. "Remember when I told you to go slow because it had been a while since I had sex?"
"Yeah, I remember," he nodded while lightly palming her tit. "Why?"
"You're the first since before Carter was born," she admitted. "And only."
"Seriously?" Steven asked with surprise.
"Yeah," Megan confirmed. "I came back from Europe and told my father I was pregnant. That trip was the last time until you. BOB has kept me company on a lot of lonely nights over the years."
"Thank you for telling me," he looked into her blue-gray eyes. "Sorry for making you think about serious stuff tonight. We're supposed to be helping relieve your stress before tomorrow."
"In that case, why am I the only one exposed here?" Megan wondered as she grabbed the covers and threw them back, exposing Steven's manhood.
"That's fair," Steven agreed as his thumb brushed her nipple.
"It's cute when it's little," she commented, tilting her head to the side as she examined his flaccid penis. "Although, it does look kind of sad."
"It's never little," he said in a small voice.
"Bop!" Megan said, poking his mushroom head with her finger. "Hey, little guy!"
"Megan!" Steven exclaimed as he released her breast and placed his hands over his crotch.
"What? I'm the one who should be offended," she countered. "You've got a naked and willing girl in your bed, one whose tit you were playing with, and you still weren't hard."
"You did wear me out," he admitted with a blush. "You blew me in my doorway while I was still holding our takeout order because you said you wanted an appetizer. We had sex on my table after dinner and I finished inside you. Then you wanted to do it in missionary in here so I could cum on your boobs."
"I suppose your balls have been working hard tonight," Megan acknowledged with a playful grin. "So, how about that relaxing massage you promised me?"
"Yes, ma'am," Steven readily agreed. "Then you can tell me how you want my good dick."
"Oh, no," she shook her head and waggled a finger at him. "I make enough decisions every day. When you're ready, you tell me how to be a good slut for you. I'm looking forward to calling you 'sir.'"
"Let's get started," he replied.
Steven gave Megan a long massage that made her every worry melt away. He started by having her sit between his stretched out legs, her back facing him as he worked her shoulders and upper back. Next, he gave her large breasts a very thorough massage. Although, that part was mainly for him. Steven loved those big, beautiful boobs.
Megan lay down on her stomach, resting her head on her folded arms as she stretched out so Steven could get at every inch of her body. He worked on her every muscle, from her shoulders down to her feet. They both enjoyed when he straddled her legs and massaged her firm butt-cheeks.
The raven-haired goddess wasn't asleep, but she was completely relaxed as she let out a contented sigh. Exploring Megan's entire body with his hands had rekindled Steven's lust. He was fully erect as he looked down at her naked frame, from her endless legs to her perfect ass to the sides of her large breasts as the large mounds squished against the comforter. Feeling mischievous, he knee-walked along the bed until he was kneeling by her head.
"Mm, is that for me?" Megan asked as she looked at the hard dick bobbing in front of her face.
"All yours, babe," Steven smirked.
With sparkling eyes, Megan lifted her head and took his mushroom head between her lips. A shiver passed through both their bodies; Steven from feeling Megan's warm mouth on him, Megan from feeling Steven's hard dick between her lips. Flicking her eyes up to watch his face, Megan engulfed over half his length in one big gulp.
"Kuh! Khh!" Megan coughed, gagging slightly from taking him so deep. "Mmmslurp, hsslrp, shlup!"
Lifting her upper body for a better angle, Megan started bobbing her head, sucking Steven's cock as her saliva coated the shaft. She closed her eyes as she focused on the throbbing thickness in her mouth, the taste of his skin against her tongue, and the sounds of his manly groans.
Everyone knew guys loved getting blowjobs, but plenty of women enjoy giving them. Megan always loved the feeling of a throbbing cock in her throat, the pleasure she brought the guy, the taste of his warm cum. Yet, she noticed she enjoyed sucking Steven more than any guy besides, well, the first Steven.
Megan realized it wasn't just her feelings for Steven Martucci, it was also the knowledge that he might become her first real boyfriend. Her only other boyfriend didn't really count, since he was just some high school guy Megan knew she was never gonna be with long-term. This was a man she might have a real future with. Just the thought made her heart flutter. Of course, it wasn't all romance. Her pussy was dripping as she moaned around Steven's thickness, her tongue gliding along the underside of his cock.
Steven was enjoying the relaxing blowjob when he noticed Megan started to grow more passionate. She was moaning heavily as she sucked him with enthusiasm. The sexy heiress was making love to his penis with her mouth. Steven moaning her name just spurred her on, causing her to deepthroat him and actually flick her tongue along his base.
Lifting his hand, Steven placed it on the top of Megan's head, his fingers burying in her silky raven hair. Megan's lips glided along his length as Steven's other hand caressed the soft skin of her shoulder and upper back. The tall socialite lifted her body to allow Steven to play with a boob before his hand traveled down her lower back. Megan giggled around his dick when he playfully slapped her bottom.
"I wanna fuck you," Steven gasped, his hand dipping between her legs to find her wetness.
"I want you to fuck me," Megan smiled up at him, holding his base. She then darted forward and gave his dick a few more sucks. "How do you want me, sir?"
"Ride me," he answered after a few seconds of thought. "I wanna see your tits bounce."
The plan sounded great to Megan, so she eagerly sat up while Steven lay down on his back. Megan got into his lap and reached between them to grasp his shaft at the base. His dick was still covered in her saliva as she aimed his tip at her entrance and sank down on him. They both groaned softly as they felt Steven's dick embed itself in Megan's warm sheath.
"Fuuuuuuck..." Megan groaned, tossing her head back as she felt her pussy grip his hard cock. "So. Fucking. Full!"
"Not so little anymore?" Steven asked with a self-satisfied smirk.
"Nuh-uh, not little," Megan shook her head as she squeezed her vaginal muscles around him. "You're long and thick. Fuck, you're so deep inside me. It feels amazing."
"You feel so good, Megan," Steven gasped, his hands lightly caressing her thighs.
Their lovemaking started slow, with Megan lifting her body before gently lowering herself, taking him back inside. Megan placed her hands on Steven's chest as he smiled up at her and reached out to hold her hips. She kept him balls-deep inside her as she rolled her hips, moaning from the feel of his hardness stimulating her vaginal walls.
Slow and romantic didn't last long due to their growing lust and passion. Megan was soon bouncing in his lap, her raven hair flailing and her boobs jiggling as she clawed at his chest. Her flawless body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat as she looked into the face of her lover.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Megan panted, using her strong leg muscles to continue riding him.
Initially, Steven kept his hands on her hips, helping to guide Megan's movements. The sight of her bouncing breasts soon drew his hands upward, causing him to grab both boobs and hold them. Megan placed her hands over his, encouraging him to squeeze her tits as her pleasure peaked.
"Cum for me, baby," Steven urged, mauling her breasts as he bucked his hips. "Cum for me."
"Oh, God!" Megan gasped, her leg shaking as her pussy muscles rippled. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
Just as Megan came down from her orgasm, Steven's hands moved. Their fingers laced as he affectionately squeezed her hands. Megan opened her eyes and looked down at him, a radiant smile lighting up her face. She leaned forward until their hands were resting on the bed and her breasts were squished against his chest. Steven's heart skipped when he felt her soft lips brush his, and Megan loved feeling his facial hair tickling her skin.
Steven released her hands so he could grab her ass and hold the back of her head at the same time. Their movements became one, Megan moaning and panting into his mouth as her hands gripped the sheets desperately. They were completely lost in their passion, the rest of the world fading away.
Megan squealed and giggled when Steven rolled them over, keeping his dick buried in her tight cunt. He immediately sat up and placed her long legs over his shoulder so he could hold her thighs and fuck her hard and fast. Megan reached above her head, her hands gripping the headboard while she took the rough pounding, her big boobs flopping around enticingly.
Holding Megan's ankles, he bent the heiress in half so that her feet were by her ears. Megan grabbed her thighs, helping Steven keep her in the position so he could focus on fucking her. His manly grunts were a huge turn-on to Megan as he looked down at her, his brow furrowed in concentration. She could tell he was getting close, so she moaned his name, cooing at him about how good he felt and how much she loved his cock.
"I'm gonna cum," Steven grunted. "Where do you want it?"
"Mouth! Cum in my mouth," Megan begged, her lower lip quivering as her toes curled. "I wanna suck you, I wanna taste you, I wanna swallow you!"
Steven pulled his throbbing erection out of Megan and straddled her chest. Megan's legs were pulled back as she engulfed his cock, grabbing his ass-cheeks to pull him deeper into her mouth. She sucked hard and was soon rewarded with several thick blasts of warm cum, which she eagerly swallowed.
Cuddling after sex was one of Steven's favorite activates, and Megan was starting to remember how amazing it could be as well. This was their second night spent together, their second night with their feelings more out in the open. Megan had loved waking up in his arms, waking up in the arms of a man who cared about her, who knew her secrets and didn't judge her for them.
"Ugh, I was comfortable," Steven grumbled as Megan shifted to reach for her phone after it vibrated.
"Did you forget I have a kid?" she countered, sitting up to check her messages. "I can't ignore a text."
"Right, sorry," he laughed, running his fingers down her bare back.
"Shit, Kayla just finished Carter's nighttime routine," Megan sighed. "I wanted to call him one more time."
"He's probably not asleep yet, have Kayla run back in?" Steven suggested.
"I can't video call now, my tits are out!" she rolled her eyes.
"It doesn't have to be a video call," he pointed out. "Or, you know, you could put your tits away? As much of a shame as that would be."
"We'll just have to leave even earlier in the morning so I can spend some time with him before work," Megan said, ignoring his comment.
"Sure, that's fine," Steven agreed. "How did Kayla do with Carter tonight?"
"Very well," she nodded in approval as she placed her phone back on the bedside table. "They spent the evening playing that weird game that lets you create your own scenarios and cities. Carter kept dropping Kayla's character in a hole and filling it with dynamite."
"That's great," Steven chuckled as Megan snuggled up beside him again. "It seems like they're getting along well."
"They definitely are," Megan agreed, laying her head on his chest. "I can tell they have a connection, but Kayla doesn't seem to suspect anything. Thankfully."
"It's a good thing you went so wild in Europe," Steven chuckled, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. "No one close to you thinks about Thomson, even his own daughter."
"I got lucky," she acknowledged, running her fingers along his chest. "Kayla's a smart girl, but the thought that Carter might be her half-brother never even seemed to occur to her."
"Smart and trustworthy," he observed. "I don't think there are many people you'd leave Carter with."
"Very true," Megan nodded. "He accepted when I told him I was spending some time with a friend, so no issues there. And Kayla's planning to sleep in my bed because it was once Alison Tey's."
"It worked out for both of them," Steven smiled. "Kayla probably needs to relax after a full day with Camilla."
"Nah, they worked together well," she told him. "Kayla's a fast learner and Camilla has another follower for her influencer account."
"I follow that account to help Camilla," he mentioned. "She seems really popular."
"She has some good tips and she takes the time to reply to all the comments she gets," Megan observed. "Hm, maybe she can recommend a beard cream for guys."
"I use beard cream," Steven assured her.
"I can tell," she giggled, reaching out to brush her fingers along his chin. "I love your sexy beard."
"I love your sexy body," he replied, his hand moving under the covers to grab her butt.
"Mm, good," Megan purred, lifting her head so she could lean over and nibble his earlobe. "You know, Kayla isn't just going to be learning. She'll also be the teacher."
"What do you mean?" Steven asked with a bemused expression.
"Kayla's gonna give Nell and me some cheer lessons," she husked in his ear. "Then maybe I'll get that cheer uniform so I can put on a show for you."
"I-is that so?" he whispered as he felt Megan's fingers run along his thigh.
"Mmhmm," Megan purred, her hand sliding between his legs so her nails could lightly scratch his balls. "I wanna be your slutty cheerleader."
The two of them had cuddled long enough for Steven to be ready for another round. He felt himself hardening as Megan started stroking him while cooing in his ear that she wanted to be a dirty girl for him. Steven had originally been a bit uncomfortable about the cheerleader uniform promise; it felt like something a girlfriend would do, not a friend. Or friend with benefits? That concern was no longer bothering him, and he could only imagine how hot it would be to see Megan dressed up.
"I'd put you on your knees and shove my cock down your throat," he promised, making Megan moan softly. "Then I'd throw you on the bed, flip up your cheer skirt, and eat your pussy."
"I want you to eat my pussy," her breath was hot in his ear. "I want to cum on your tongue."
Throwing the blanket off their naked bodies, Steven made his move. Megan happily got on her back and spread her legs so Steven could kneel between them and admire her womanhood. He leaned in and affectionately kissed her vulva, making Megan gasp. Then he held her legs behind the knees, spreading her open so he could take one long lick of her slit.
"Mm, I love this pussy," he commented just before pushing his tongue between her folds.



Megan reached down to hold his face, moaning as Steven went down on her. His tongue and lips worked their magic, and soon Megan was writhing on the bed, her ass lifting as she bucked her hips into his face. Steven only needed a few minutes to make Megan cum hard, her body shuddering as her toes curled.
"Fuck me!" Megan cried out, tugging on Steven's head. "Hurry! Fuck me!"
Steven immediately sat up and flipped the heiress onto her stomach before pulling on her hips. Megan got up into the standard doggystyle position, tossing her raven hair onto her back as Steven got behind her, his hard dick aimed directly at her pussy. Holding her hips, Steven thrust into Megan, making them both groan.
"Fuck!" Steven hissed in pleasure. "You're so tight!"
A whimper escaped Megan's lips as she clawed at the sheets while pushing her ass back to engulf Steven's cock in her tight tunnel. It felt so good, and Megan almost came again just from feeling herself being penetrated. Resting on her elbows, her large breasts swung beneath her, her hard nipples brushing against the sheet.
Pants and grunts filled the air as Steven held her hips and continued drilling her from behind. Megan was looking straight ahead, a strand of raven hair falling over her face. Normally, Steven might spank her or pull her hair, or reach beneath her to grab her tits. He was too lost in the feeling of her tight pussy to do anything but continue thrusting, looking down to watch Megan's pussy stretch around his thickness, her strong vaginal muscles pulling him in, seeming reluctant to ever release him.
"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Megan announced, her entire body tingling. "Cum with me! Cum!"
"You want me to cum?" Steven asked roughly, his motions consistent as he sought to prolong her orgasm. "You want me to cum for you?"
"Yes! Oh God, yes, cum!" the sexy socialite begged as her body shook. "I want you to cum in me! I want you to fill me! I want to feel you leaking out of me! Oh God, I'm fucking cumming again! AH!"
"Megan!" Steven cried, burying himself balls-deep as her rippling pussy drew out his orgasm.
After filling her with his seed, Steven stayed inside Megan for several moments as they both caught their breath. His tip was incredibly sensitive, and he eventually eased himself out of Megan as the two of them collapsed on the bed. They were both sweaty, but didn't hesitate to cuddle.
"I guess me in a cheerleader uniform gets you going. Good to know," Megan giggled, still breathing heavily. "I didn't have to work too hard to seduce you."
"Maybe it wasn't the cheerleader uniform," Steven shrugged. "You did tell me I had a quota to meet."
"I think you're lying," she teased. "I think you really, really like the idea of me in a cheer uniform. I got five loads out of you tonight and didn't even have to break out the porn."
"You were gonna put porn on?" he asked with surprise.
"A girl Kayla went to high school with is an aspiring porn star," Megan shrugged. "Cherry Angel. Look her up if you're alone and need to jack off."
"I'd rather think about you," Steven smiled, squeezing her shoulder affectionately.
"Mm, smart," Megan nodded.
"By the way, I took the entire week of September twenty-second off," he told her. "Leslie approved it."
"Good, you'll be all mine that week," she lifted her head to smirk at him. "How's it feel reporting directly to Leslie instead of me?"
"A little strange, although I'm not sleeping with her, so it's probably for the best," Steven teased. "Leslie and I both work hard and get along great. I don't think there will be any issues."
"I knew you'd be fine," Megan smiled. "We still need to figure out the sleeping arrangements when we're there, but I don't feel like dealing with that right now."
"Neither do I," he agreed. "How does Nell feel about her date?"
"Isaac? He's alright," she shrugged. "They don't really share any interests outside of society life. It's not like they can randomly kill an hour talking about birds."
"There's nothing wrong with liking birds," Steven laughed. "Although, if our relationship progresses, Nell might have to tone down her teasing."
"Good luck getting her to agree to that," Megan snorted. "Expect tons of threesome jokes."
"Any chance on those becoming reality?" he waggled his eyebrows.
"Keep dreaming buddy," she laughed briefly before biting her lip nervously. "Uh, Kayla's told me quite a bit about her life back in California."
"Okay?" Steven frowned, unsure where that came from.
"She hasn't confirmed it yet, but I get the feeling that she likes to, um, mess around with those girls she's really close to," Megan blushed slightly.
"That's not really any of my business," he replied carefully. "Why bring that up? Are you, you know, thinking about that? I was kidding about the threesome."
"I don't know. It's not something I ever thought about," the heiress answered. "I always thought it was ridiculous how girls were expected to want to play with other girls, but guys freaked the fuck out at the thought of touching another guy."
"There's definitely a double-standard there, yes," Steven agreed. "Although, I can't deny finding the idea of two women extremely hot."
"Of course you do," Megan rolled her eyes. "Anyway, Nell had asked in the past, but I always refused. Seeing each other naked was one thing, but touching? No. I guess what made me think more about it was how close Kayla is with those girls. Nell and I are just starting to talk again like we used to in high school. I don't know, I'm rambling."
"There's nothing wrong if you want to be with a woman, and nothing wrong if you don't," he reasoned. "Just be true to yourself. Oh, and don't start dating me and cheat on me with Nell. Sex is cheating, regardless of gender."
"I'm not a cheat," she insisted with a smile, playfully swatting his shoulder.
"I know," Steven grinned. "But, if you decide you seriously want to explore lesbianism, I'll find a way for all three of us to use that free spa weekend."
"Pervert," Megan admonished, laying her head on his chest again. "By the way, you really should pick a weekend to take me."
"Who said I'm taking you?" he questioned with a raised brow. "Nell did express her interest."
"Oh, now who's unfaithful?" she scoffed.
"You know I'm teasing," Steven smiled. "But, seriously, when to use that free weekend is a question for after the wedding."
"Don't forget Leslie's maternity leave is coming up," Megan reminded him. "She's due in early November, so she probably won't be around for month-end."
"I'm more worried about year-end," he sighed. "It'll be fine, we'll handle it."
"I know we will," she replied confidently. "Leslie deserves the time to bond with her child. By the way, have they picked any names?"
"Leslie and Conner told us they've talked about a few, but they want to surprise everyone," Steven answered. "How did you come up with 'Carter?'"
"I did spend a lot of time thinking of what to name him," Megan answered. "Before I knew he was a boy, I told myself I'd name my daughter after me. Guys do it with sons, so why can't I? But, then I found out he was a boy."
"Did your father try and get you to name him 'Theodore?'" he wondered.
"He hinted at the idea a couple of times," she snorted. "That wasn't happening. Nell and I talked about it some, too. I was still upset with her, but we had stopped arguing about her screwing my father."
"What did Nell suggest?" Steven questioned. "You hid who the father was, so I'm guessing 'Steven Junior' didn't come up?"
"Of course it didn't, asshole," Megan scoffed as she adjusted herself to get more comfortable. "We went through a bunch of common names, but none felt right. A lot of old families have names they use, but I wasn't going with 'Reginald,' my grandfather. The guy who started Bauer International Holdings, my great-grandfather, was named 'Bartholomew.'"
"Your son doesn't look like a 'Reginald' or a 'Bartholomew,'" Steven chuckled.
"He really doesn't," she agreed, running her fingers through the soft hair on his chest. "We ended up looking on some sites for common boy names. I picked a few I liked and waited to see his face. I saw him, and 'Carter' was the one that felt right."
"It's perfect," he kissed the top of her head affectionately. "And I think Leslie and Conner will do the same. They'll have a few names and make a final decision when they meet him."
"Do, do you ever think about names for your future kids?" Megan asked nervously.
"Sometimes," Steven confirmed. "I don't think I want to name a son after me, but I wouldn't mind naming my daughter after my sister."
"Julianne is a nice name," she responded.
"Do you think you'll have more kids?" he found the strength to ask.
"I'm open to it," Megan answered.
The two of them fell silent, both of them lost in their own thoughts. Neither of them said it, but Megan and Steven were thinking the exact same thing. Both were wondering if they might one day have one together. Even without speaking, it was obvious to each of them that the other was pondering the possibility.
They soon fell asleep, cuddling naked under the blanket. Steven had successfully distracted Megan from worrying about her father's visit the following day. Some of the topics they discussed had been a little heavy, but overall, the night of stress-free relaxation was a success. Of course, Megan wasn't the only one who was anxious about a visit from Theodore Bauer, the fifth richest person in the world.
Not far away, in another part of the city, another Sphinx financial expert was having her own night of stress release.
"Oh God, I'm gonna fucking cum again!" Leslie squealed while laying flat on her back with her legs in the air. "Oh God, Conner, fuck me! I love you! I love you!"
"I love you so much," Conner gasped, his fingers digging into her thighs as he looked into his wife's beautiful blue eyes. "You feel so good."
Conner Pearson was up on his knees on the bed, his chest glistening with sweat as he repeatedly worked his cock in and out of Leslie. Her butt was lifted off the bed so he could penetrate her, her feet on either side of his head. Leslie's hands squeezed her own boobs, tugging on her nipples as the sexy blonde writhed in pleasure.
At almost twenty-four weeks pregnant, Leslie's belly was swollen, her tiny frame making it even more obvious that she was expecting. Her breasts had enlarged as well, the usual small and perky mounds looking much more full on her chest. Conner couldn't get enough of Leslie's beautiful body, which reminded her that he would always be attracted to her.
Leslie was struggling with pregnancy symptoms, but one aspect they both enjoyed was the way her libido had increased. She had jumped him in the shower, took his dick out while watching television and started sucking, and even woke him up in the middle of the night for a quickie. The two of them were deeply in love and couldn't get enough of each other.
"Are you gonna cum for me, hm?" Leslie cooed, reading the expressions on Conner's face. "Is my tight pussy gonna make you cum?"
"Yes!" Conner hissed. "I want to cum all over you."
"Mm, cum on my belly," Leslie begged. "I want to be covered in it, baby. Cover me in cum!"
With a groan, Conner pulled himself from Leslie's pussy, stroking himself as he started to shoot all over her stomach. Leslie moaned and panted, watching as warm semen decorated her swollen belly. When Conner's orgasm ended, Leslie reached out and scooped up some of his seed, popping it into her mouth.
"That's fucking hot," Conner commented with a chuckle.
"You just think that because you have a pregnancy fetish," Leslie giggled.
"You're the one who always wants me to cum on her stomach," he countered.
"All the time? No. And you're the one who said you wanted to cum all over me," she stuck out her tongue.
"Don't judge me for thinking you're beautiful," Conner smiled.
Conner helped Leslie out of bed so the two of them could take a quick shower. They tenderly washed each other while exchanging soft kisses and gentle caresses. Then the loving couple dried off and returned to the bed so they could cuddle. Leslie was the little spoon, and Conner had his arms around her, his hand resting on her swollen stomach.
"My nipples are sore," Leslie commented.
"Want me to kiss them and make them better?" Conner offered.
"Is that for me or you?" she giggled.
"Why not both?" he shrugged, kissing the top of her head.
"You gonna have a fetish for my milk soon, too?" Leslie asked teasingly.
"Not especially," Conner replied, reaching up to cup one of her swollen breasts. "Why? You're not producing milk already, are you?"
"Did you listen to the doctor or read the pregnancy book?" she snorted. "Or did you just put sticky notes in random pages to make me think you read it?"
"I'm not nearly as slick as I think I am," he winced.
"Not even a little bit, buddy," Leslie laughed. "If you had paid attention, you'd know that not all breast milk is the same. Early on, a newborn has a very, very small stomach. So, the first milk is a yellowish substance that's very, very nutritious. It's called colostrum, and yes, I produce it already. Just not much."
"When does it become more normal milk?" Conner asked. "You're almost done with the second trimester."
"Not until after I give birth, were you even listening a second ago?" she accused with a grin. "I just said it's the baby's first food."
"Oh yeah, that makes sense," he nodded.
"It's a good thing you're pretty," Leslie commented, her hand lightly tapping his forearm. "And that you know how to fuck."
"We all have our calling," Conner chuckled.
"Mm, and I hear it'll be some time after the baby's born before we'll be able to have sex," Leslie added. "We need to get all the fucking in before I'm out of commission."
"The doctor said you wouldn't be able to have sex, she didn't say anything about me," Conner reasoned.
"Hilarious," Leslie deadpanned. "How about this; you can have all the anal sex you want?"
"Whoa, really?" he asked with wide eyes.
"Sure," she shrugged. "You'll just have to order me a strap-on."
"Ouch. Pass. Looks like it's going to be me and you, baby," Conner said, lifting his right hand.
"How did you ever get me to marry you?" Leslie continued her deadpan response before sighing. "The three of us will be bonding for a few months before work comes crashing back. We probably won't even have much time for The Gang of Eight."
"Speaking of work and The Gang, did you decide who to promote?" Conner asked. "Theo or Noah?"
"Fuuuuuuck," Leslie whined. "I don't want to think about that right now. They're both qualified, although I'm not sure if either would be a great manager. I don't know!"
"Okay, let's talk about something else. Wow," he laughed. "Steven and Alyssa are taking over for you while you're on maternity leave?"
"For the most part, yes," Leslie answered with a sigh. "Don't get me wrong, this promotion and raise is great, but the timing really wasn't."
"Your title didn't change, is your job really that different now?" Conner questioned. "You've seen one spreadsheet you've seen 'em all."
"Do you even know what I do?" she asked, glancing back at him.
"Something, something, numbers, spreadsheets?" he shrugged. "I use spreadsheets, too. Yours have lots of money on them."
"I'm a controller," Leslie said patiently. "And yes, there are lots of spreadsheets."
"And that's different than accounting and what Steven does now?" Conner asked.
"How do you not know this yet?" she sighed. "An accountant deals with financial statements and making sure previous transactions are all accurate. A financial analyst takes a look at patterns to provide advice. An accountant looks at the past, a financial analyst looks toward the future."
"And you're in the present?" he frowned.
"Kind of, actually," Leslie considered his words. "I'm a management level position responsible for day-to-day financial operations and compliance. That's a controller. That said, realistically, I'm more of a CFO. However, Sphinx doesn't really have a C-suite outside of Megan herself."
"C-suite is all the chief officers, right?" Conner wondered.
"Yup," Leslie confirmed. "CEO, CFO, COO, some places even have a CAO. That's Chief Accounting Officer."
"So, all the people Steven hates?" he joked.
"Exactly," she nodded. "Although, I can't blame him. The wealth inequality in this country is terrible these days."
"They should just call you the CFO," he responded, not wanting to think about the state of the economy. "They already gave you a raise, why not the title?"
"Adding a C-suite is a big deal, Conner," Leslie explained. "Even if I'm effectively already doing the job. Must be nice being an engineer, not needing to worry about all that crap."
"We have plenty of crap to worry about, I promise," Conner said.
"Well, both our companies will need to be on their own for a few months," Leslie whispered, holding Conner's hand over her stomach as the baby kicked. "Our little family is growing."
Leslie suddenly realized something and looked over her shoulder, squinting at her husband. "You already knew all that, didn't you?"
Conner chuckled, then laughed loudly. "I do listen to you, baby. But, you're so fucking adorable when you're frustrated about me being an idiot. I love listening to you geek out about what you do. I just love you so fucking much."
His kiss stole away her exasperation as well as her breath.
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Actions always had consequences. It was a lesson parents have been trying to instill in their children since the dawn of time. It was also a lesson children would be ignoring until the end of time. At least until we had to face the consequences of our actions. Sadly, it was my turn to reap what I had sown.
Born and raised in Ashwood, California, I was a fun, outgoing girl; the life of the party. I genuinely liked people and I was always planning on spending my life making life better for everybody. Everyone was my friend and I think I had close to fifty kids in my backyard for my thirteenth birthday. All the guys wanted to date me and all the girls copied my style, knowing that anything I wore was at the height of fashion.
I was a cheerleader all four years of high school, I went to all school dances and events, and I was almost always the center of attention. My popularity even let me beat Kayla Thomson for cheer captain, and she was a cheer prodigy who could move in ways I couldn't even imagine. Seriously, how was it even possible to keep spinning in the air and still manage to land properly? I got dizzy watching her.
My eighteenth birthday was in early November of my senior year, signaling my entry into adulthood. I was tall for a woman, at five feet eight inches, and I had a perfect figure. My skin was clear and my long blonde hair fell in waves down my back. I had brown eyes, which made some people think I wasn't a natural blonde. Despite not quite having double-D's, I had perfectly shaped D-cup breasts that filled out a bra and didn't sag at all when I was topless. I was a blonde bombshell.
Sex was awesome, but it was just that; sex. It was a fun way to curl my toes without having to resort to my vibrator, but I never felt anything for any of the guys I was with. Or the women when I started experimenting. I did want to feel a connection, feel real intimacy, but I was scared of it as well. So, I chose to just get my brains fucked out and move on to the next conquest.
High school parties were fun; I especially enjoyed Kevin's and usually ended up playing a strip game of some kind. I kept going to those, and to parties at Kayla's mansion, but I wanted to really go wild. With my looks, it wasn't hard to get invited to fraternity parties. They practically begged for my attendance.
Peter Coleman was at one of those frat parties; a guy in his mid-twenties who still hung around the college scene. Fuck, he was tall. Brown hair, brown eyes, and in amazing shape. He approached me barely ten minutes after I arrived at the party, and he managed to charm me out of my panties within the hour.
I got well and truly fucked. Peter put me in every position imaginable, he did me in every hole until I was a drooling mess, and he came everywhere. At the end, I didn't know my name or where I was; I was covered in cum while more leaked out of me. It was fucking incredible.
We hooked up at a few more parties before Peter broached the topic. At first, I felt used when he told me he was a recruiter for X-Star Entertainment. He used his charm to calm me down, and I soon found myself actually considering making porn. When he mentioned how much just one film would pay, he had me. I wanted to carry around a designer purse like Kayla's, and Peter assured me he would be the male talent. I had planned to fuck him again anyway, what was the harm?
One film became three, and I was soon acting with other male talent. I started a SeeMe and the money just kept coming in. I bought expensive clothes and could go out without charming a guy into paying for me. My porn star name, Cherry Angel, was getting quite the following. I did several different kinds of videos, including some fetish ones. I had no idea foot fetishes were so common! I did movies to celebrate my graduating high school; the guys on the internet loved that! I was on top of the world.
I had no idea how my parents found out, but they were waiting for me to come home. Mom was crying and Dad looked like he wanted to kill me. I was sobbing hysterically while the screamed at me, lectured me on how much I had disappointed them, and told me I was a fucking idiot. Those videos would exist forever, they told me, did I want my kids to see them in the future?
In the end it was decided that I should leave. Dad reasoned that I had acted like a grown adult, so I was free to go and live my own life. Mom looked like she wanted to stop me, but she didn't. They kicked me out of the house, out of their lives. I was on my own at eighteen, and for the first time, it wasn't good to be Brittney O'Connor.
The car was in my name and I had enough cash for a motel room. I spent the next day trying to figure out what to do with my life. College was out, at least in the near-term. I needed to get on my feet first. I definitely didn't have enough money for an apartment; all that money I had made didn't seem like so much when I realized just how high the cost of living was. I started to worry I'd end up paying for a room by the hour at the Noble Star Motel, sucking dick for enough cash to keep a roof over my head.
Fortunately, Peter came through for me. He knew a girl who needed a new roommate. Apparently, Jasmine Robson's former roommate had enough with California and moved back to Kansas or Nebraska, one of those states. Jasmine was even a former cheerleader, so Peter knew we'd get along.
Peter introduced us, and Jasmine offered to let me move in. I had to sell my designer purse and clothes, but I came up with enough money. Westbay Apartments was affordable, so I figured I would be able to cover the bills every month. The building didn't have a lot of security, but there had only been one incident. Some lawyer tried breaking in to the apartment of two women. He was arrested, and the women actually just moved out at the end of July. I'd be fine.
Jasmine was a gorgeous woman; twenty-four years old, a few inches shorter than me, with an athletic build, green eyes, and tan skin. She had been a cheerleader all four years at California State University Ashwood(CSUA), and graduated with a degree in accounting. Getting a job with no experience wasn't easy, and Jasmine ended up finding something else.
I guess it made sense in Jasmine's head to be a stripper instead of an accountant? Jasmine's tits were even bigger than mine, so it worked out. "Jade" was a featured dancer at Amber Lights, a high-end gentleman's club in Ashwood known for their discretion. Jasmine and I were both outgoing girls who loved to party, everything was going to work out.
"Morning," Jasmine mumbled, staggering into the kitchen at 11:00AM.
"Barely," I commented with a giggle.
"Still counts," Jasmine grunted, heading over to the coffee maker. "You try dancing naked on a stage until three in the morning."
"Sounds fun, but I can't," I answered. "I have to work tomorrow."
"Oh, you booked a scene?" she asked with interest. "Anything fun?"
"Yeah, it's a really famous one, too," I nodded before taking a sip of my coffee. "The NailVan. A few guys drive around in a black van and pay a random girl to get in. They nail her and ditch her. I get to be the random girl they supposedly just come across."
"Stupid name; it sounds like a van you get in before being found in pieces somewhere," Jasmine laughed while putting a bagel in the toaster oven. "Where are they gonna pick you up?"
"The CSUA campus," I responded. "Summer classes are over and people don't move into the dorms for the fall semester until the ninth. I'm gonna pretend to be a student."
"You still planning to start classes next year instead?" Jasmine questioned.
"Yeah," I sighed heavily. "A lot of people take a gap year. I'll use this year to get on my feet, then I'll hopefully be ready. Porn was just supposed to be a fun way to earn some money. Life rarely goes the way it's supposed to, does it?"
"It never does," she laughed. "I got my degree, I did really well, but then no one would hire me because I didn't have any experience. I couldn't get experience because no one would hire me. I still knew Peter from high school, and he knew Lana, the owner of Amber Lights. They got me a job as a server, then I noticed how much the dancers made. The rest is history."
"Are you still hoping to use your degree?" I asked as I watched Jasmine put butter on her bagel.
"Yeah, definitely," Jasmine nodded, approaching the table with her breakfast. "My friend Ruth is having the same problem. Her degree is in Business Administration. We're both dancers. My hope is to save up enough to be able to get on the CPA track. Then I'll definitely be able to get something."
"That sounds smart," I replied while watching her bite into a bagel. "I know I'll be able to get a job if I manage to get my nursing degree. There's always jobs for nurses. I can't do porn the rest of my life."
"You could," Jasmine reasoned with a shrug. "You play a coed for a few years, then a MILF, then you end up doing granny porn until you retire."
"Pass," I snorted. "I'd like to fall in love, get married, and have kids someday."
"Pregnancy porn?" she smirked at me over the rim of her coffee cup.
"Oh, shut up," I laughed. "I really would like to find love."
"You're eighteen, you're too young to be worried about that," Jasmine told me.
"Maybe," I shrugged. "This girl I went to high school with, a wild redhead named Lexi. I called her Lioness Lexi. She's living with her boyfriend in a mansion."
"That's not love, that's having a sugar daddy," Jasmine scoffed.
"No, no!" I insisted. "They really love each other. I, ah, I slept with him. It wasn't cheating or anything, Lexi was cool with it. Anyway, I was getting dressed right after and he seemed sad that I didn't wanna cuddle or anything. It made me think that, well, it would be nice to really feel something for a guy."
"Eh, love is overrated," she grimaced. "It never lasts and it just causes pain in the end. Casual sex is best. Just get off and get lost."
"That is simpler," I admitted. "But, don't you get lonely? Don't you want more, like a real connection?"
"That's what girlfriends are for," Jasmine shrugged. "In fact, why don't you come to work with me tonight?"
"I have a shoot tomorrow, remember?" I smirked.
"You don't have to stay until I get off," she reasoned. "Hop on the subway when you're done."
"What am I gonna do at a gentlemen's club?" I frowned.
"Meet people, I don't know," Jasmine laughed. "The other girls are nice, you can meet Lana. She'll be there tonight. She owns Velour Room, too."
"Velour Room?!" I gasped. "The night club celebrities go to?"
"Yup!" she nodded rapidly. "Lana can get us on the list. Even if you don't meet any celebrities, it's still so, so much better than Club Frenzy."
"And it won't be awkward if I see you dancing naked?" I wondered with a smirk.
"Hey, you're the one with videos all over the internet," Jasmine teased. "People judge sex workers. Women judge women. It's nice to meet people who understand, who see the person underneath. Let's get to know each other."
"Okay, I'm in!" I agreed.
I spent the afternoon organizing my new bedroom while Jasmine went grocery shopping. Neither of us felt like cooking, so we ordered delivery and ate it in the living room while watching a movie. We talked for a little while before it was time to get ready.
Jasmine put on leggings and a t-shirt because she'd be changing once she got to work. I dressed in a sexy black cocktail dress and a pair of heels. Guys kept glancing at us as we rode the subway to the nice part of town. One man looked like he was going to start hyperventilating when I gave him a wink as Jasmine and I brushed by him.
Amber Lights advertised as a traditional gentlemen's club; a private social club where guys could read, dine, drink, and play bar games like pool and darts. It was common knowledge that they also had strippers, and there were even rumors going around that a lot more than lap dances happened in the VIP areas. However, Amber Lights still put a lot of effort into projecting the image of an upscale, classy establishment.
Only members were allowed inside, but a few words with the bouncer were enough for Jasmine to secure my entrance. The place was spotless and every inch of it proclaimed its status and luxury. Expensive drapery, gorgeous furniture, and an organized, classy environment. I was impressed.
While still in the entryway, Jasmine led me over to where a platinum blonde was talking with a very tall, very muscular guy in his mid-thirties. The woman was Stacey Berry, the manager. She had been a dancer, and eventually worked her way up to manager. Stacey was in her thirties and had sleeve tattoos on her arms. It was weird that a woman was the manager at a gentlemen's club, but Stacey seemed tough.
"And this is Cal," Jasmine said after hugging the big guy. "Cal, this is Brittney, my new roommate. Brittney, Cal is the head bouncer here."
"Brittney, nice to meet you," Cal smiled. "If anyone gives you trouble, just let me know."
"Thanks," I smiled prettily. "Nice to meet you, too."
"Lana's here, right?" Jasmine asked.
"Yeah, she's around here somewhere," Cal frowned, looking around.
"She's at the bar," Stacey spoke up.
"Thanks," Jasmine replied, taking my hand and leading me into the club.
The bar area was enormous. There was the main bar and a dance floor, then there were a large number of booths facing a stage where girls would likely be dancing soon. I noticed a VIP area as well that was roped off. Surprisingly, there were a few women customers in addition to the female employees and male patrons.
"Jade!" a tall blonde squealed as she ran over to Jasmine.
"Sierra, hi!" Jasmine replied, hugging the blonde so the two women could exchange air kisses. "I didn't know you'd be here tonight!"
"Last minute decision," Sierra answered, turning to face me. "Who's your friend?"
"Sierra, this is my new roommate, Brittney," Jasmine introduced us. "Brittney, this is Sierra Brooks. She's an influencer and party-planner."
"An influencer? That sounds fun!" I exclaimed.
"It is!" Sierra nodded. "I used to dance here, but then I got a big following on social media. I post about the places to be and get paid to draw crowds."
"Fuck, that's awesome!" I grinned. "Your the girl everyone talks to."
"Exactly," Sierra giggled.
"Have you seen Lana?" Jasmine interjected. "I want to introduce her to Brittney."
"I, ah, yeah, I have," Sierra mumbled, the grin falling from her face as she turned and pointed. "She's over there. With him."
The VIP area was almost empty this early in the evening, but one booth was occupied. The largest man I'd ever seen was standing in front of the booth with his tattooed arms crossed. Seriously, the guy was probably a foot taller than I was. Holy shit. He was a solid wall of muscle with a shaved head and brown eyes. There was no question that he was a bodyguard.
A Latino man who looked to be in his late-thirties was sitting in the booth. He was in good shape with dark hair, but his eyes were concealed by the sunglasses he wore. He had a drink in front of him, and he was talking to an Italian woman in her thirties who was standing in front of him.
"Oh," Jasmine gasped, her eyes wide. "Oh. W-we'll talk to her later then."
As if he could sense us watching, the bodyguard turned his head and looked at us. I noticed Sierra and Jasmine tense up beside me, with Sierra making a hasty exit. The bodyguard leaned over and whispered to the other man. Turning away from the Italian woman, the guy lowered his sunglasses and checked us out. With a smirk, he crooked his finger, inviting us to join him.
"So, who is that?" I asked, curious.
"No time to explain," Jasmine shook her head, taking my hand. "Just be polite and respectful."
The two of us walked across the floor as I wondered just what kind of big shot the Latino was. I had a feeling some rich CEO wasn't enough to make Jasmine this nervous. Was he a criminal or something? I had felt perfectly safe in here so far, especially with Cal's promise to look out for me. Maybe he was some sort of politician that everyone had to keep happy?
"Don't be rude, Eric," the Latino man said in a soft voice that commanded attention, "let the ladies through. I think I'll be safe with them."
The giant named Eric inclined his head and stood aside, gesturing us to enter the booth. I noticed Eric had a deep scare along his chin as I walked by him. The Italian woman remained standing while Jasmine and I sat down. I noticed that the powerful man was very handsome, and he had piercing brown eyes that were briefly revealed before he fixed his sunglasses. He was dressed in an expensive button-down and slacks.
"Good evening, sir," Jasmine said politely.
"Hello, Jade," the man smiled. "It's nice to see you. Will you be performing for us tonight?"
"Yes, sir," Jasmine nodded. "I'm on after Ruby."
"I can't wait," he inclined his head politely. "Who is your friend?"
"This is Brittney, my new roommate," Jasmine said. "Brittney, this is Mister Sanchez."
"No need to be so formal," the handsome Latino man smiled. "Nice to meet you, Brittney. I'm Marcos. Will you be working here as well?"
"Nice to meet you," I responded, kind of wishing I had come up with a fake name for tonight. "No, I don't work here. Jade and I met through a mutual friend. I needed a place to stay."
"I thought I'd show her where I work," Jasmine explained quickly. "Brittney was really jealous when she heard Lana owns Velour Room, too."
"I don't blame her, it's a lovely nightclub," Marcos said with an approving nod. "I'm sure Lana can add you to the list, Brittney."
"Of course," Lana, the Italian woman, agreed. "I'll have your name added."
We talked politely for a few more minutes before making our escape. I noticed that a few more private booths were occupied, mostly with well-dressed corporate types. Music was playing and a few women were dancing on stage, but they were still fully-covered. I noticed a couple guys were getting lap dances in the main area when we left the VIP section.
"So, who was that guy?" I asked Jasmine when we were alone.
"Marcos Sanchez and his body guard, Eric O'Brien," Jasmine answered quickly.
"Why do you seem so scared of him?" I inquired carefully.
"Lana Moretti doesn't take shit from anyone," my roommate explained. "No one. She's a powerful businesswoman who is always in control. She's terrified of that guy. I'm smart enough not to ask questions."



"W-what does he do? Is he just some rich guy?" I questioned.
"I was never stupid enough to ask, but Ruby did once. He just told her he's a businessman," Jasmine explained. "Lana said to always give him whatever he wants and never do anything to upset him. I don't know anything else, and I don't want to know."
"He seemed polite. Did you and he ever..." I trailed off, not sure if we were close enough for me to ask. "Sorry, forget it."
"It's fine," Jasmine laughed. "And, yes, I've fucked him. Eric did me another time, too."
"The bodyguard?!" I gasped. "That guy could snap me in half! Is he, um, well, is it proportionate?"
"I was walking bow-legged for at least a week," Jasmine confirmed. "I'd never felt so full. He made me cum when he held me against the wall."
"Was Marcos rough?" I had to know. "Is he, you know, that kind of dangerous?"
"No, he's no rapist," Jasmine snorted. "He does like it rough, but so do I. Marcos is actually a really good lay. He put some effort in to make it good for me, too."
Jasmine and I kept chatting as she showed me around Amber Lights. They had a cigar lounge and a library, where a few guys were relaxing and smoking cigars. A few people had a poker game going while a scantily clad woman brought them drinks.
Another room had the dart boards and pool tables. One guy challenged me to a game of pool, convincing me to agree to flash him if he won. I gave Jasmine a high-five when I beat the guy, who was extremely disappointed. I pouted cutely, telling him that maybe he'd get a peek another time.
It was almost Jasmine's turn to dance, so she led me back to the bar before heading off to change. There were a lot more guys around, and the main show had started. The lights were dimmed, drawing all attention to the dancers. A gorgeous blonde was on the main stage, down to just a pair of panties. Women were on the other stages as well, and I noticed several guys being led to the private booths in back. Before I could get comfortable at the bar, I happened to lock eyes with Marcos, who once again gestured for me to join him.
"Please join me, Brittney," Marcos said, patting the spot beside him. "I hope you're having a nice night."
"I am, thank you," I smiled, sitting down next to him. "I'm surprised you remembered my name."
"Oh, how could I forget?" he asked with a charming smirk. "Would you like a drink?"
"I would love a drink!" I replied.
Macros got the attention of a waitress, and she came over so I could order a martini. I was soon sipping my drink with Marcos while watching the next featured dancer walk out onto the main stage. True to her name, Ruby was a stunning redhead with an amazing body. She had sexy blue eyes and was dressed as a cheerleader, complete with pompoms.
Ruby started her cheer routine while Marcos kept talking to me, seeming more interested in our conversation than the hot redhead stripper. He skillfully got me to spill details about my life without me even realizing I was doing it. Ruby was down to her cheer skirt, her bra, and her pompoms when I confessed to being in porn.
I giggled playfully and called him a liar when he said he'd rather watch my movies than any stripper. Reaching up, Marcos lowered his sunglasses so he could look into my eyes as Ruby pulled her bra off and shook her tits on stage. Guys were whooping and cheering, but Marcos was only looking at me.
Unable to help myself, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his. Marcos' lips were soft and he kissed me back delicately without using his tongue. I pulled back and blushed slightly, the sweet moment ruined by the fact that Ruby was down to just her pompoms. The redhead was jumping up and down, her boobs bouncing wildly.
"Well, that was an unexpected pleasure," Marcos smiled charmingly at me.
"Sorry," I blushed. "I couldn't help it."
"No need to apologize," he chuckled, his voice barely audible over the music. "I thoroughly enjoyed it."
"You were just really sweet, and you didn't judge me, so, ah yeah," I bit my lower lip nervously.
"Nothing to judge," Marcos insisted, reaching out to brush my blonde hair out of my face. "Life is hard and complicated. I've done quite a few things I'm not proud of. What you're doing isn't hurting anyone. You're a wonderful young woman."
The handsome Latino didn't have time to react before I shoved my tongue in his mouth. I had no idea why I was suddenly so attracted to the guy. He was hot, sure, and he was nice not to judge me, but I usually didn't get so worked up so easily. My panties were soaked as I pressed my body against his and moaned passionately into his mouth.
Marcos pulled me closer, his hand cupping my face as he returned my kiss with enthusiasm. It wasn't long before his hand slid into my cocktail dress, cupping a naked breast. The booth we were in was reasonably private, but there likely still a few people who could see us. I doubted the waitresses or strippers cared, but a few guys were probably glancing our way. I didn't fucking care.
It was his power, his authority that was turning me on. In the same way that I was hot for Kayla's rich father; I loved a man who could just take whatever he wanted. Kayla's father was a nice guy, however, one everybody knew was safe. Marcos Sanchez was dangerous. He was sexy and powerful. And I didn't care that he was groping me with his bodyguard just a few feet away.
The evening continued around us, but I barely paid it any attention. I did recognize the crowd cheering and the announcer speaking as the music changed, but I had more important things to worry about. My entire body was tingling as my fingers ran along his muscular bicep.
Marcos pulled down the straps of my dress, freeing my boobs. He broke our kiss so he could lower his head and kiss all along my cleavage. Pressing my tits together, he sucked on my nipple as I moaned. I threw my head back and gasped his name as I shuddered, a tiny orgasm ripping through me.
We were kissing again, and my hand reached out to cup his bulge. He groaned softly against my lips, encouraging me to trace the outline of his hardness. The kiss went on for another couple minutes before I felt his hand on my head, lightly pushing me down. I wasn't an idiot, I knew what he wanted. And I was more than happy to give it to him.
Scooting back, I opened his pants and freed his impressive manhood. Stroking it several times, I lowered my head into his lap so I could take him into my mouth. His shaft was thick and his skin deliciously salty as he throbbed between my lips. A small moan escaped my lips as I gulped down over half his length and started sucking.
Marcos sighed in contentment as he rested a hand on the top of my head while his other ran along my back. I smiled around the cock in my throat as I imagined the handsome man in the VIP booth, watching a stripper while another slut sucked his dick. I hummed around the shaft as my tongue flicked all over his skin.
"Mmmslurp, schloop, sluuurp," I gurgled, bobbing my head in his lap. "Schlrp, hssslrp, schlrp."
Drool ran from my lips as I gave sloppy head, my hand reaching between his legs to push his pants out of the way and cup his balls. Marcos was happy to let me suck him at my own pace, his hand just resting on my blonde head. He sharply took in a breath when I deepthroated him, my lips stretched around his base as I swallowed, my throat muscles rippling around the shaft. He lightly tugged on my hair in response, bucking his hips.
"Glug, glug, gak, glug!" I gagged slightly, breathing through my nose to hold the deepthroat as long as I could. "Gak, gak, hurk!"
The familiar heavy breathing warned me of what was coming as Marcos squirmed beneath me. His fingers tugged on my blonde hair as he pushed my head down while bucking his hips. I coughed slightly as warm cum pumped into my mouth. My eyes started to water, so I quickly gulped down his thick load, my swallowing causing him to fire off another burst. I swallowed every drop.
"That was great, thanks," he said as I lifted my head and smiled at him.
"Mm, you're welcome," I purred, a few drops of cum still on my lips.
I glanced over at the stage and realized that Jasmine was dancing. She was down to just a pair of panties and a policewoman's hat. Jasmine, or rather, Jade, gave me a small smirk before returning to her routine, spinning around and bending over to shake her pantie-covered ass at the crowd.
Putting my boobs away, I fixed the straps of my black cocktail dress while Marcos zipped up his pants. My pussy was soaked and I needed to get fucked. Before I could ask Marcos to take me somewhere more private, his bodyguard rushed up to him, phone in hand. The two of them stepped away and whispered urgently for about thirty seconds before Marcos returned.
"I'm sorry, Brittney, but an urgent matter has come up that requires my immediate attention," Marcos sighed.
"Ditching me after you got what you wanted?" I waggled my eyebrows.
"Not at all, not at all," he chuckled. "In fact, how about I give you my number so we can stay in touch?"
"I'd like that," I smiled.
Marcos took out a card with his name and number on it, handing it to me. It gave no indication as to what he actually did for work, but it had his contact information. I waved to Jasmine just as she was heading backstage to rest before her next set, then I left with Marcos and Eric.
A town car pulled up, and Marcos offered me a ride home. I readily agreed, and he held the door open for me while Eric sat up front with the driver. Eric was texting non-stop on the ride to my apartment while Marcos kissed and groped me. The sexy, powerful man ended up fingering me in the backseat, making me cum so hard I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. My tit was out and I wasn't thinking about the driver or bodyguard one bit.
Sadly, we had arrived at my new apartment. I thanked Marcos for the ride, nibbling his earlobe and whispering suggestions for him to watch my videos. I told him he should call me if he wanted the real thing sometime. Then I exited the town car and went up to my place.
It was getting late, so I quickly went through my nighttime routine and got into bed. I had a long day ahead of me and needed to get some rest. I doubted Marcos would ever call me, why would he? I was just the latest in a long line of women happy to give it up to the powerful, sexy man. Normally I wouldn't care, but why was I hoping with all of my heart that he'd reach out?
~Saturday August 02, 2025~
It was late-morning as I walked along the sidewalk in front of the academic buildings of the California State University Ashwood campus. I was dressed in a maroon ruffle skirt that was covered in pink and white flowers. It fell to mid-thigh, leaving my long legs exposed. My shirt was a cropped, sleeveless jean top with a scooped neck and three buttons in the front. Flip-flops covered my feet, and I had a stylish purse slung over my shoulder.
I had rehearsed my lines and knew what I was going to say, how I was going to act. I had to play a shy, conservative girl who had a secret wild side. The story was that classes had already started, and I was a freshman Nursing student. The trick to scenes like this was to make it as close to real as possible so that it would be easy for me to improvise.
The scene had actually already started. A large black van was driving around the area, while the four guys inside talked about their hunt for pussy. One of them would spot me soon and have the driver head over to me as they discussed the best way to trick me into the van and convince me to fuck for money. Sure, I already had a porn star name out there, but no one cared that it was all staged. As long as my acting wasn't completely terrible.
"Excuse me!" Peter's voice called out. I just kept walking, pretending to ignore him. "Excuse me, miss!"
"What?" I snapped, turning to face the black van. Peter was leaning out of the passenger side window while holding a video camera. "Why are you recording me?"
"Oh, ah, no reason, no reason," Peter lied smoothly. "We just like driving around, talking to people."
"What, you offer them candy to get in your perv van?" I snort, rolling my eyes. "Get lost, creep!"
"Don't be like that, we're great guys!" Peter called out. "I'm Peter, and this is Bruno. Say hi, Bruno."
"Hi!" the driver, a cute Latino guy, waved.
"Ray and Nick are in the back," Peter continued.
Two guys stuck their head forward, between the front seats so they could look out the window and wave. "I'm Ray!"
"Nick!" the second guy grinned.
"I don't care, go away!" I repeated, pretending to be really upset. "Do I need to call the cops?"
"No, don't call the police!" Peter said quickly.
"We'll leave, we'll leave," Bruno added.
"I'm sorry we bothered you," Peter sighed, the camera still trained on me. "It's just that we have a social media video channel and we're driving around trying to make more content."
"What kind of content are you making?" I frowned. "You're driving around in a creepy van!"
"No, this van's black," Peter countered.
"What?" I asked, confused.
"The stereotypical creepy van is a white panel van. This van's black," Peter argued, patting the door. "The back doors don't even open because we have seats there. We can open the side door if you wanna look inside?"
"Why would I wanna do that?" I scoffed. "Weren't you leaving?"
"Right. Sorry, we'll go," Peter sighed. "We just thought you looked fun to talk to. Sorry."
"Well, I am fun to talk to," I smiled reluctantly.
"You have a nice smile," Bruno added from the driver's seat.
"Thanks," I blushed slightly, brushing my hair back behind my ears. "So, um, a social media channel?"
"Yeah, we drive around playing pranks, talking to people, shit like that," Peter shrugged.
"One time we saw Peter's cousin and followed him down the street chucking water balloons at him," Ray shouted from the back.
"That's so mean!" I gasped loudly.
"No, my cousin's a real asshole," Peter argued. "He deserved it."
"Is that why you're talking to me? You're planning to throw things at me?" I asked, making sure to look offended.
"We would never do anything like that, we just wanted to talk to you, ask you some questions, get to know you," Peter said as he turned his head and started reaching for something. He turned back to face me, the camera in one hand and a hundred dollar bill in the other. "I'm sorry again for bothering you. Here, we were gonna offer you a hundred bucks for your time, but you can just take it."
"You pay people to talk to you?" I asked incredulously.
"Sometimes, yeah," Peter laughed, holding out the money. "Go ahead, take it."
"Fine, thanks," I huffed, approaching the window and snatching the bill.
"Dude, make sure she's eighteen," Nick said from the back.
"Right, ah, how old are you?" Peter questioned. "We're filming you and we can't do that if you're a minor."
"I'm eighteen, you're fine," I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms, making sure the crumpled bill in my hand was visible to the camera. "So? Go ahead, interview me."
"Really?" Peter grinned, perking up. "Great, great! Thank you!"
"Yeah, whatever. Thanks for the money," I smiled reluctantly.
"So, ah, the interview," Peter said, pretending to not know what to ask.
"Are you a college student?" Bruno asked, leaning forward to look at me.
"Did walking through a college campus tip you off?" I responded cheekily. "And yes, I'm a Freshman."
"Oh yeah? What are you studying?" Peter wondered.
"Nursing. I wanna be a nurse," I answered simply as a car honked at the van and drove around it.
"Jeez, fuck that guy," Peter snorted.
"Why are you out so early on a weekend? Saturday morning class?" Nick inquired from the backseat.
"It's not that early, it's almost lunch! And I'm going to the campus bookstore," I sighed. "Books are really expensive and they tell you not to buy them until after the first class. Looks like I need to buy a lot."
"Ouch, college textbooks aren't cheap," Peter winced.
"Like you would know, you dropped out of high school!" Ray yelled.
"Oh, shut the fuck up," Peter chuckled before turning back to me. "Sorry about that. Anyway, that hundred should help, right?"
"A little, I guess," I shrugged, trying to look anxious. "I think the cheapest book is like two hundred fifty."
"Damn, that's crazy!" Bruno exclaimed. "Glad I didn't go to college. Wow."
"Are your parents helping you out, at least?" Peter asked.
"They've already done all they can," I admitted sadly. "They're paying for my classes and my dorm. I didn't get a lot for student loans, so they really can't give me any more."
"Do you have a job or something? Money must be tough for you," Peter observed.
"I work part-time as a waitress," I responded, looking upset.
"Do people tip well?" Bruno asked. "I heard women get better tips if they dress a certain way."
"Yeah, the tips are alright when I show cleavage," I shake my head and smirk. "But, I'm still gonna have to put the books on my credit card."
"Shit, that's terrible," Peter winced in sympathy.
"Yeah, and she's trying to be a nurse," Nick added. "She's just trying to help people."
"Give her another hundred, man," Ray instructed.
"He's right, he's right," Peter nodded, holding out another hundred dollar bill. "Here, let us help you out a bit."
"Thanks," I smirked, taking the second bill. "I don't know how this will be good for your channel."
"We're helping someone out, the viewers will love it," Bruno reasoned.
"In fact, maybe we can help you a little more," Peter suggested.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, we like to do pranks. Maybe we could pay you to prank someone?" Peter shrugged.
"I'm not throwing water balloons at people!" I exclaimed.
"I get it, I get it," Peter laughed.
"How about something else, then?" Bruno asked.
"What did you have in mind?" I wondered.
"Um, let's think, hm..." Peter trailed off. "We want it to be something crazy that our viewers would like."
"What do your viewers like?" I giggled.
"Titties!" Nick called from the back. "They like titties!"
"They aren't gonna see mine," I laughed, placing a hand over my face as I blushed.
"No problem, no problem. How about this?" Peter smirked. "Now, don't get offended, it's just something wild and funny. If we, maybe, if we gave you another three hundred, we could buy something from you? Maybe, I don't know, your panties?"
"My panties? You wanna buy my underwear?" I made a face. "Okay, that's gross."
"It's for Bruno, he likes to wear them when no one's around," Peter explained. "And you're wearing a skirt, you don't have to show us any nudity or anything. Just slip them off."
"Then I'd be walking around without any underwear!" I argued.
"No one's gonna look up your skirt, it's fine," Peter argued. "You're a broke college girl, and you'll have five hundred bucks. That's a lot of tables you don't have to wait on now."
"Um, well, yeah, you have a point," I sighed. "Shit, fuck it. Fine."
"Really?" Peter grinned.
"Yeah, but money first!" I pointed at him sternly.
"You've got it, babe," Peter laughed, handing three hundred dollar bills out the window.
I quickly snatched the money, making the guys laugh as I continued to blush. Looking away coyly, I reached up my skirt with both hands and slid my black lace panties down to my knees. Pushing them further down, I stepped my right leg out of my underwear, then my left. Reaching down, I snatched the lace fabric and held it out.
"Here. Happy, perv?" I asked, my face red.
"Fuck, I can't believe she did it!" Peter exclaimed, snatching my underwear. "These are for you, Bruno. Don't sniff them."
"You're so gross," I crinkled my nose in disgust.
"Thanks for being so cool about this," Peter smiled, aiming the camera right at me.



"You're welcome, I guess," I sighed. "I just really needed the money, or I would have told you to fuck off."
"Hey, uh, the bookstore is probably open all day, right?" Peter questioned.
"I guess, why?" I frowned.
"Well, you're having money troubles and you don't have to be anywhere right this second," Peter continued, setting the trap. "Do you wanna hang out with us? We can ask you a few more questions, maybe we'll grab some lunch? Our treat?"
"My mom did warn me against getting in a van with strangers," I snorted, looking at him incredulously.
"And that is very good advice, but we're safe, I promise," Peter insisted.
"No whips or chains in the back, you're fine," Bruno added.
"Ray, open the door, let her see," Peter instructed.
Ray opened the sliding side door of the van, letting me look inside. The inside of the van was covered in hidden cameras, so they were easily able to capture my reaction. Nick was sitting on the wide backseat that was against the rear doors. There was a comforter on the floor and Ray was smiling at me as he held the door open.
"See? No torture dungeon," Ray smirked. "Just a van full of regular guys."
"I don't know..." I trailed off.
"How about, ah, another five hundred?" Peter offered. "That'll mean you have a thousand total. Just for the longer interview."
"Five hundred bucks just to talk to you guys?" I raised an eyebrow.
"And we'll still buy you lunch," Nick added.
"This channel must make a lot of money," I commented, looking like I was considering the offer.
"It does, and fans like seeing us give it away," Peter explained.
"Nothing will happen that you don't want, baby," Ray assured me, offering his hand.
"Fine," I sighed, taking his hand. "Fine, I guess."
I climbed into the van and sat on the comforter so I could talk to the guys. I made sure to carefully maneuver myself so the cameras could see my thighs, but my pussy would remain out of view. Teasing and building up anticipation were important. At the request of the guys, I removed my flip-flops and got more comfortable.
Ray and Nick sat in the backseat while Peter filmed me from the front and Bruno drove. I knew there were various cameras filming me, but the only one that was visible was the one in Peter's hand. I leaned back, stretching out so that the cameras could get a good look at my body. It was a way to increase the desire of the guys watching me, make them need to see more of me.
"See? Nice and safe," Peter smiled from the front.
"What's with all the writing?" I wondered, looking around at all the graffiti on the walls and ceiling.
"Oh, people we talked to like to sign their names," Bruno explained.
"What's the NailVan?" I frowned, looking at one of the larger bits of writing.
"I used to work construction, it's just an old reference to that," Peter answered smoothly.
"So, you're not gonna nail me to a tree or something?" I swallowed nervously.
"You're perfectly safe with us," Nick chuckled. "Do you want a water or something?"
"No, thank you," I shook my head.
"A pretty coed like you must have a boyfriend?" Ray asked, leaning forward and smiling at me.
"Maybe. Maybe not," I shrugged, batting my eyelashes at him. "I believe I was promised more money for answering your questions and hanging out with you."
"Smart woman!" Nick laughed.
"Very smart, always get paid up front," Bruno added.
"You got it, gorgeous," Peter said, handing me five more hundred dollar bills. "You should put it in your purse so you don't lose it."
"Right, thanks," I nodded, putting the cash in my bag.
"So, are you seeing someone?" Ray repeated.
"No, I'm single," I shook my head.
"Why's that? Are you a crazy stalker?" Peter asked.
"You can't ask her that!" Bruno laughed.
"He's got a point though; every guy should wanna date a gorgeous girl like her," Ray reasoned. "There has to be something wrong with her."
"I'm perfectly normal!" I laughed.
"No boyfriend, you must be lonely," Peter pointed out. "What do you do for sex?"
"That's kind of personal, isn't it?" I blushed, looking away shyly.
"We did pay you a lot to answer our questions," Peter reasoned.
"And you did sell us your panties," Bruno reminded me, holding up my underwear while driving with one hand.
"Damn, those are nice," Nick commented. "Were you expecting to meet someone?"
"No!" I insisted defensively. "I just like wearing nice underwear sometimes."
"And go trolling for guys?" Ray laughed. "Did we interrupt you while you were on a mission!"
"I was just going to the bookstore, I swear," I giggled and blushed.
"Are you gonna answer?" Peter probed.
"I go to parties sometimes..." I trailed off, looking away guiltily.
"Oh, she has one-night stands!" Bruno exclaimed from the front. "That's fucking great!"
"I don't!" I gasped. "I'm a good girl. I just, well, sometimes I, you know, with friends."
"Oh, you've got friends with benefits?" Nick questioned.
"Yeah, um, a couple," I bit my lower lip nervously.
"A couple! She's tricking us, she's actually really wild!" Ray laughed.
"No, I'm not. I'm really not!" I insisted.
"I just realized we never got your name," Peter spoke up.
"Cherry," I answered shyly. "My name is Cherry."
"That's a really nice name," Nick spoke up. "I'd love to be your friend."
"If he's your friend, any chance I can get the benefits?" Ray waggled his eyebrows at me.
"I am not that kind of girl!" I exclaim, shaking my head and giggling.
"Sorry, we'll stop teasing you," Peter promised. "Although, we do feel really bad about your, ah, your financial situation."
"Oh yeah?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Yeah, and we'd love to help you earn more money to pay for your education," Peter continued smoothly.
"How do you plan on doing that?" I questioned. "I'm already in your van and you already have my panties."
"Right, right," Peter said. "Hm..."
"What else could you do that we could pay you for?" Ray asked. "I mean, we want to help you but we can't just give the money away."
"Exactly, we need content for our viewers," Nick agreed. "We post a lot of wild stuff."
"Really, like what?" I frowned.
"One time we had Nick and Ray run down the street naked," Bruno said from up front.
"I'm not doing that!" I exclaimed.
"Right, public nudity is illegal," Peter interjected. "Although, we're not in public. What would you say if we offered you, maybe, five hundred to get topless?"
"I'd say you'd better pull over right the fuck now so I can get out," I growled vehemently.
"We didn't mean to offend you," Nick said quickly.
"Right, you're just such a nice person we really wanna help you," Ray added. "You're fucking gorgeous, and our fans would love to see you let loose. So, we thought it would be a win for all of us."
"Yeah, I don't think so," I grumbled before reluctantly adding, "but you're kind of cute, too."
"Thanks, babe," Ray smirked.
"We can let you out if you'd like," Peter sighed, holding up a huge stack of hundred dollar bills. "We just thought you'd like an opportunity to earn a bit more money for school."
"I, I, well..." I stammered, my eyes wide as I stared at the massive pile of cash. "Um, it w-would just be to get topless? Another five hundred on top of what I already got? And you won't touch me or anything?"
"You'll be at fifteen hundred total, with the option to possibly earn a lot more," Peter nodded.
"And my, um, my boobs, they'd be blurred online?" I asked with a nervous gulp.
"Of course, of course!" Nick exclaimed quickly. "We can't show boobs on social media. The fans just wanna see if you'll do it."
"I really need the money," I sighed, glancing at the cash. "Fine. Fine, I'll get topless."
The guys all cheered as Peter threw the five hundred at me. Sitting up, I nervously worked the three buttons of my top. I did a great job of blushing as I shrugged out of the jean top, leaving me in my black lace bra. Reaching behind my back, I unhooked my bra and slid it off, placing it on the floor with my shirt.
"Damn, you've got some nice titties," Bruno whistled from the front.
"Hey, eyes on the road, man!" Peter admonished.
"He's right, though," Nick leaned forward. "Fuck, those are perfect."
"They've gotta be fake, they're just too amazing," Ray added.
"They're real!" I gasped in mock-offense as I shyly crossed my arms over my naked chest.
"Ray's got a point, those are probably fake," Peter sighed. "Would you be willing to let him check if they're real? For another two hundred?"
"You said I was cute," Ray reminded me.
"Um, I guess that's okay," I nodded.
Peter climbed out of the front seat and sat in back with the rest of us as Ray got out of his seat and knee-walked over to me. I shyly removed my arms from my chest and let him gently cup one tit, then the other. I let out a soft moan as his fingers tweaked my nipple.
"I think she likes it, bro!" Nick laughed.
"Okay, that's enough, they're real!" I insisted, swatting his hands away.
"Is she telling the truth, are they real?" Peter asked.
"Those are definitely real," Ray nodded, returning his seat. "Fucking amazing pair of tits."
"Thanks," I blushed slightly.
"Do you think you'd be willing to do more if we gave you more?" Peter questioned, waving the cash.
"Make me an offer?" I giggled.
"How about you show us your pussy for another three hundred?" Peter offered.
"I guess I don't have anything to hide anymore," I reasoned, sitting back and pulling up my skirt.
"I can't see!" Nick complained while I faced Peter.
"Neither can I," Ray grumbled.
"Shut up, both of you," Peter instructed as he zoomed in to get a closeup of my pink cunt. "Fuck, that looks tasty. Spread yourself open for me."
"Okay," I nodded, using two fingers to spread my labia, allowing Peter to get a great view of my pink interior.
"You're so fucking hot," Peter breathed a couple minutes later as he recorded my exposed body. "I'll give you another hundred if you turn around so I can see your ass."
"Sure," I whispered. "Sure."
I turned around, getting up on my knees with my skirt flipped up so that Peter could film me from behind. At his request, I spread my ass-cheeks so he could get a nice view of my pussy and butt hole. I looked back at him, blushing slightly as my tits dangled from my chest. He blew me a kiss from behind the camera, and I responded by making kissing faces at the camera.
"We know your assets are real," Peter began with an evil grin, "do you think theirs are?"
"What?" I frowned, turning my head to the back of the van. I gasped when I noticed Ray and Nick had gotten completely naked. "What the fuck!"
"Oh, they just didn't want you to be embarrassed about being the only one naked," Peter explained. "Not sure why they're jacking off, though."
"Hey, she's hot!" Nick laughed, staring at my nearly-nude body.
"Sexiest babe I've ever seen," Ray breathed.
"So, do you think their dicks are real?" Peter repeated.
"Uh, I don't think cock implants are real things?" I frowned.
"You don't know that," Bruno laughed from up front.
"He's right, you really don't," Peter agreed.
"They do have really big dicks," I admitted.
"Offer her more, offer her more," Ray urged, stroking his dick as he stared at my tits.
"I'll give you another thousand if you test if their cocks are real," Peter told me.
"How do I make that determination?" I inquired with a blush.
"Just feel them, maybe use your mouth," Nick suggested.
"Right, a taste test," Ray agreed.
"I... I can't. No, this is going to far," I shook my head.
"One thousand dollars," Peter repeated, dropping a pile of hundred dollar bills. "You won't have to put your books on your credit card."
"And we can tell you're horny," Ray added. "Fuck, those nipples are perky."
"We're not judging, we're just having some fun," Nick smiled.
"I, well, um, fine," I sighed. "Fuck it, fine."
Crawling on my hands and knees, I made my way to the rear of the van. Kneeling between the two guys while Peter filmed me, I wrapped my hands around their erections and started stroking. Both guys sighed happily as I jacked them off, each of them reaching out to grab one of my boobs.
"You were right man, these titties are real," Nick commented.
"And your cocks are real," I giggled and blushed.
"You still don't know for sure," Peter interjected. "I believe we mentioned a taste test."
Shaking my head, I leaned over and took Ray into my mouth. I bobbed my head on him for about ten seconds while stroking Nick. Then I sucked Nick while giving Ray a handjob. Taking Nick out of my mouth, I ran my tongue down his length before sucking on his nuts.
"Damn, she's really getting into it!" Peter laughed.
"Shut up, we're not talking about that," I said before switching over to suck on Ray's balls. He groaned when my tongue played along his sack. "Okay, definitely real."
"Listen, you've already done a lot, Cherry," Peter reasoned as I sat back on my heels and looked into his camera. "Let's just get to the point. How much to go all the way?"
"All the way?" I frowned, glancing at both naked men nervously. "Um, what exactly does that entail?"
"Fuck it, I'll give you all of this," Peter said, holding up the huge stack of cash. "They both get to fuck you."
"We'll make it good for you, too," Nick promised.
"Your pussy must be soaked by now," Ray reasoned.
"It is, but I just don't know..." I bit my lower lip. "All of that is mine if I do this?"
"All of it," Peter vowed.
"Deal," I nodded.
"Fuck, yeah!" Peter exclaimed, tossing the huge was of hundred dollar bills all over me while I giggled.
"Come here and suck my dick," Ray ordered, pulling me by the hair until I was kneeling between his spread legs.
I was only wearing a skirt and there was a hundred dollar bill on my knee and another on my boob. Leaning forward, I started enthusiastically blowing Ray while he held my head in both hands. Nick moved closer to me, reaching out to squeeze my tit. He then reached lower and flipped up my skirt so he could slap my ass.
"Fuck, that's hot," Peter commented as he recorded me giving head. "Suck that dick, Cherry!"
"Do you like it rough, babe?" Ray asked roughly.
"Mmhmm," I nodded, his dick still in my mouth. "Mm, sluuurp, schloop, mm."
Holding my head in both hands, Ray began to roughly fuck my face, using my mouth as if it were a pussy. I was gagging and gurgling loudly, my hands gripping Ray's thighs as I struggled to repeatedly take the thick shaft down my throat. Nick was feeling me up the entire time, while Peter moved around me and recorded.
"Fuck, that's it," Ray groaned, holding my head down on him so his balls rested against my chin. "Suck that dick, you dirty slut!"
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!" I gagged, heaving slightly as I squirmed.
"I think she likes being called a slut," Peter commented.
"Is that true, Cherry?" Nick asked, swatting me on the bottom.
"Mm, mmhmm, mm!" I mumbled around the dick in my throat.
"I wanna fuck your tits," Ray grunted, releasing my head.
"You like my big titties?" I cooed, wrapping my breasts around Ray's wet dick.
"Fuck, I love your big titties," he groaned as I gave him a titty-fuck.
"Ready to get fucked, baby?" Peter asked as he filmed Ray's dick sliding between my boobs.
"Mm, I am so ready to get fucked," I moaned wantonly. "I need a big dick in my slutty pussy."
"I've got you!" Nick announced, getting up and moving behind me.
Bruno kept driving while Nick and Ray got me on my hands and knees with my head in Ray's lap. Nick flipped my skirt up over my ass as Peter scooted back to record the spit-roast. Holding me by the hair, Ray shoved his dick back in my mouth at the same moment Nick held my hips and thrust forward, burying his cock in my wet pussy.
The two men roughly used my body, fucking me hard and fast while I moaned and sucked. Nick started spanking me roughly, causing my pussy to clamp down on him as I came hard, nearly choking on Ray's dick. They commented on how amazing I was as they used my holes for their pleasure.
Peter reached a hand out to play with a dangling titty, using his touch to indicate to me that it was time to change positions. I sit up, letting the two dicks fall out of me before brushing my hair back and smiling for the camera. I was breathing heavily, my eyes hooded with lust.
"Let's get this off," Peter said, reaching out to tug on my skirt.
"Yeah, okay," I nodded as Nick helped me out of my skirt, leaving me completely naked.
The van was making my task difficult, but I managed to straddle Ray in reverse-cowgirl, lowering my pussy onto his dick as I moaned. Nick stood up, angling his upper body to not hit his head on the ceiling, and fed me his hard dick. His hands buried in my hair as I bobbed my head on him while riding Ray.
Staying on the seat in the back, Ray held onto my butt-cheeks, encouraging me to bounce in his lap. My blonde hair was partially obscuring my face as I leaned forward so I could blow Nick. He eventually did gather up my hair so that people could see the big dick protruding from my lips. My boobs were swinging beneath me as I continued fucking and sucking.
"How's that pussy feel?" Peter asked.
"Fucking amazing," Ray grunted, still squeezing my bum. "She's so tight! And damn, she's soaking wet. Cherry's really enjoying this."
"Mmhmm," I nodded eagerly, my lips stretched wide around Nick's cock.
"She knows how to suck dick, too," Nick laughed, holding my head in his strong hands. "I think she's had some practice!"
Ray reached between my legs to rub my clit while I used my toned legs to ride him. Nick released my head so he could play with my tits, his fingers tugging on my nipples and making me groan. My fingers dug into Nick's thighs as my body tensed, an orgasm crashing into me and making me squeal.
Nick pulled his dick out of my mouth, slapping his face with the shaft as I moaned and panted. He shoved it back in my mouth before once again removing it and having me suck on his balls. Ray was still guiding me in his lap, his fingers working my clit as he kept me at the height of pleasure.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" I screeched as Nick's dick slapped my cheek. "Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm fucking cumming again! Ah!"
"You like those big dicks, Cherry?" Peter asked, zooming in on my face.
"God yes, I fucking love their big dicks!" I moaned, tossing my head as my eyes rolled back. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
My screams were cut off when Nick shoved his cock down my throat again. He roughly fucked my face as I moaned and looked up at him with watery eyes. A strand of drool was soon dangling from my chin as the guys moved me between them. Ray had released my clit so he could hold my hips and grunt while my pussy moved along his length. I could tell they were close.
"Where do you want that cum, babe?" Nick inquired, moving his mushroom head in and out of my mouth for me to suck on.
"Mm, all over my face, mm," I moaned, sucking his tip. "I wanna taste it, mm!"
"You like the taste of cum, Cherry?" Peter husked.
"Oh God, I love cum!" I declared, reaching back to place a hand on Ray's thigh. "Ah! Oh God, ah! Holy shit! Keep fucking me, oh God! Ah! Ah! Ah!"
"I'm gonna cum!" Ray hissed, pushing on my ass. "Get on your knees!"
I quickly obeyed, dropping to my knees on the floor of the van. Nick and Ray stood on either side of me, their tilted heads brushing the ceiling. Reaching out, I cupped their balls as I looked from man to man while they jacked off and aimed their erections at my face.
"Mm, please cum for me," I cooed, looking up at Nick's strained face. "I want it, I want to be covered in cum! Make me your little cumslut, I wanna be a good whore for you."
"Shit!" Ray groaned. "Open your mouth, open your mouth!"



Turning to face Ray, I opened wide and stuck out my tongue as I eagerly awaited his load. The first blast shot up the side of my face and curled along my forehead. The next rope went straight in my mouth and I pushed it out so the warm liquid ran down my chin. He then pushed his head between my lips so I could suck out the rest.
I turned my head to look up at Nick just in time to get a face full of cum. Holding my tits together, I wriggled my body as Nick splattered my face with his seed. When he was finished, I took him between my lips and slowly bobbed my head on him a few times while moaning.
"That was great, Cherry," Nick chuckled as I released his tip with a popping sound.
"I can't believe I just did that!" I giggled, falling back on my heels.
"You just had sex for money!" Peter commented, filming my cum-covered face.
"I think there's a word for that," Bruno laughed from the front seat.
"Shut up, we're not talking about it," I blushed while reaching up to rub my face. "It's in my eye."
"Give her something to clean up with," Ray instructed as he sat back on the seat, a satisfied smirk on his face.
"Right, I think we have some tissues, hang on," Peter said, rifling through a box while Nick sat down as well.
Peter handed me some tissues so I could clean the cum from my face. There really was some in my eye, and I had to blink quite a bit until my eye stop stinging. The four guys were all commenting on how sexy I was, and I pretended to be very embarrassed. I ended up laying on the blanket, surrounded by hundred dollar bills, my body on full display as I giggled.
"You definitely need to blur all of this out," I said, pointing toward Peter's camera.
"Don't worry, you can trust us," Peter chuckled, kneeling near my head as he filmed me. "Holy shit, you're so fucking sexy."
"You two are lucky bastards," Bruno said to Nick and Ray as he continued to drive. "I'm so hard right now."
"Cherry's one hot babe," Nick nodded as Ray took a sip of water. Both guys were sitting on the back seat, their limp dicks between their legs, glistening with my love juices.
"Fuck, I'm hard too," Peter laughed as he reached out to squeeze my boob.
"Aw, did I give you blue balls?" I pouted up at him.
"You really did," Peter sighed, giving my tit a light slap.
"Hm, what should we do about that?" I wondered, reaching out to rub his bulge from outside his shorts.
"Whatever you want, baby," Peter smirked. "We're up for more if you are."
"Mm, I think I am," I purred as I pulled down Peter's shorts and boxers. "I want more cock."
Holding Peter's erection at the base, I pulled him toward me while lifting my head to take him between my lips. My hand shifted to the side as I deepthroated him and moaned while looking up into the camera. Then I settled into the standard head bobbing motions as I sucked his cock.
Nick and Ray were watching me give head on my back as Peter held the back of my head, urging me to move my head faster. Unable to resist, Peter's hand soon reached down to play with my tits. My moaning caused him to buck his hips into my face while his hand lower so he could finger my pussy.
"Glug, glug, gak, hurk, glug!" I gurgled, struggling to focus on sucking while Peter rubbed my clit with his thumb and sawed two fingers in and out of me.
"Fuck, I wish I didn't have to drive right now," Bruno sighed from the front.
"Mm, mm, ah, find a place, ah, to pull over, oh fuck!" I gasped, holding Peter's dick while my pussy walls rippled. "Yes, right there, oh! Keep going!"
"Shit, you serious?" Bruno asked, glancing back at me eagerly.
"Are you trying to talk her out of it?" Ray laughed.
"Yeah man, don't ruin a good thing," Nick agreed.
"Fuck, that feels good!" I squealed, my legs pulling back as the feelings overwhelmed me. I quickly sucked on Peter's tip before speaking again. "Oh, oh God, fuck! Hurry, ah, park somewhere and, ah, oh, I'll do you, fuck, I'll do you, too!"
My mouth was once more stuffed with cock, preventing me from speaking. I was only able to moan, gag, and slurp while Bruno tried finding a place to park the van. Peter made me cum on his fingers before putting his hand back on my head and roughly drilling my face. His balls hit my chin as I made sexy gurgling noises.
Bruno parked the car and rushed out of the driver's seat while Peter handed the camera to Nick. Placing my hands on Peter's thighs, I continued sucking as he struggled to get naked while keeping his dick in my throat. By the time Peter was naked, Bruno was in back with us taking off his own clothes. Bruno quickly put my legs over his shoulders and pushed into my pussy. I was once again taking on two guys.
"Mmmslurp, hurk, gak!" I groaned, choking on dick as my pussy clamped down on a second cock. "Sluuurp, schloop, schlrp,"
The entire van smelled like sex as my feminine moans mixed with their manly grunts. Nick was filming, Ray was commenting on how sexy and slutty I was, Peter was holding my head with one hand and squeezing my boobs as I sucked him off. Bruno was gripping my thighs, keeping my feet on either side of his head as he happily pumped away at my pussy.
"Do you do anal, babe?" Peter asked while I gulped down his manhood. "We've got lube."
"Mm, mm, unh, unh, mm," I shook my head as I pulled off Peter's cock. "No, I don't really do that."
"We gave you a lot of money," Ray pointed out.
"I'm already, ah, I'm already doing so much, ah!" I groaned as Bruno kept pounding me while I held onto Peter's cock.
"Fuck, Bruno, get more money from up front," Peter growled.
Bruno stayed inside me as he turned and reached up front, returning with another large wad of hundred dollar bills. "How's this? Next semester's tuition."
"Yeah," I nodded, my eyes locked on the cash. "Yeah, I'll do it. I'll do everything."
"You'll be a good slut for us?" Nick asked, filming my face.
"I'll be your dirty whore, just give me all that," I declared, trying my best to look desperate for money. That wasn't hard, because I was desperate. "You can use all my holes and cum wherever you want."
"Deal, baby!" Bruno smirked, tossing the money over my naked body.
Instead of immediately taking my butt, Peter shoved his dick back down my throat while Bruno held my ankles, spreading me open so he could fuck my brains out. I knew they wanted to get a nice segment of me sucking and fucking while covered in hundred dollar bills. The viewers would love it.
When it was time, Bruno lay down on the comforter and had me straddle him. I lowered my pussy down onto his cock with a long moan. Then I leaned forward until my boobs were squished against his chest. Peter put lube on his cock and slipped a lube-coated finger up my butt until I was ready. Nick held the camera in front of my face as Peter pushed his cock up my ass.
"FUCK!" I hissed, tossing my head back as my leg shook. I reached back and placed a hand on Peter's hip. "Go slow, go slow."
"Relax, Cherry, just relax," Peter urged as his cock worked its way up my backdoor.
"Damn, that's hot," Ray whispered. "Just think of the money, babe."
"Oh shit, oh God, oh fuck, oh fuck!" I whimpered, my body shaking as my sweaty hair clung to my face. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
My teeth were bared as I grunted and groaned, feeling incredibly full when Peter buried himself balls-deep in my ass. I was sandwiched between these two guys as they enjoyed double-penetrating a hot blonde slut. The hidden cameras all over the van were likely getting amazing views.
"Holy shit, that ass is tight," Peter grunted, briefly pulling out so that Nick could get a shot of my gaping asshole. Peter then immediately shoved himself back up my butt.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I chanted as two cocks worked themselves in and out of me, my big boobs scraping against Bruno's chest. "Oh God, fuck me! Ah! Fuck me, fuck me!"
"How's it feel to get DP'd?" Ray asked.
"Oh fuck, I love it!" I announced, my toes curling as I lifted my upper body and tossed my head back. "Keep going, keep going! Oh, you're gonna fucking make me cum again!"
Bruno and Peter double-fucked me through my orgasm while I gripped the comforter with desperate fingers. Peter had one hand on my shoulder and the other on my waist, while Bruno held my tits and thrust upward into my tight, wet tunnel. My lower lip quivered as all strength left me and Bruno held me up by the tits.
"Her pussy's still going crazy on my dick," Bruno said as he squeezed my tits together.
"Ohhhh...." I trailed off weakly as I felt their two dicks in me. Bruno released my breasts, letting me collapse onto his chest.
"You okay?" Peter asked, easing his prick out of my bum before shoving it back in.
"It feels so good," I moaned quietly in Bruno's ear, my hair covering his face. "Keep fucking me, I love being your slut."
"Fuck, I'm hard again," Ray hissed, rushing over to me.
Kneeling beside my head, Ray grabbed a fistful of my hair so he could lift my head and push his erection between my lips. The mental high of being made airtight was enough to make me cum hard. My eyes flew open as I squealed around Ray's cock, my body thrashing among the three men.
"Mm, mmmslurp, mm, sluurp," I sucked hard, my cheeks caving in. "shlup, schlrp."
Peter was fucking me up the ass, Bruno was thrusting up into my cunt, and Ray was holding my head while he fucked my face. It felt like my every nerve was on fire as electric shocks made my body shudder and jerk. Bruno and Peter thrust themselves to the hilt in me as Ray slammed his cock down my throat until his balls were resting against my chin.
"Oh God, oh God," I gasped, drool running down my chin as I looked up at Ray.
Nick grabbed my hair, turning my head and making me suck him instead. I looked up into the camera, moaning and drooling as my lips formed a tight seal around Nick's shaft. I sucked him hard, only briefly stopping when I came again, letting out a muffled screech as my eyes rolled back.
Ray and Nick passed my head back and forth between them, using my mouth while Bruno and Peter double-fucked me. I was so lost in the moment that the first explosive jet of semen made me choke and gag. Nick was holding my head down on him, groaning as he pumped warm cum into my mouth.
At Nick's request, I gaped my mouth to show the camera the sperm on my outstretched tongue. I then swallowed and showed off my empty mouth. Ray shoved his dick between my lips so that I was once again airtight, taking on three powerful cocks that pounded and stretched my holes.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Peter hissed a few minutes later, holding himself balls-deep up my backdoor as his cock swelled and semen exploded in my butt.
Peter pulled out of me so that Nick could get a shot of my gaping, cum-filled asshole. Then it was time for the last position change. I ended up crouched in doggystyle, with Bruno drilling me while I sucked Ray's cock. Nick had a great angle to film me getting spit-roasted, my swinging boobs likely making for a great video.
"I'm gonna cum!" Ray warned, pulling out of my mouth. He held me by the hair while he jacked off, aiming his tip at my face.
"Please, please cum on my face!" I begged like a slut, sticking out my tongue eagerly while still taking it from behind. "Cum all over me, baby, I want it, I want it! Oh God, cover my slutty face!"
A long, thick rope of cum hit me right in the face, splattering all over me. The second blast partially went in my mouth, with the rest of it dribbling down my chin. Ray then aimed lower, coating my bouncing boobs with his seed. I sucked out the last few drops before I was left with one last cock in my cunt.
"You like getting fucked while covered in cum?" Bruno asked roughly, holding my hips so he could fuck me hard and fast.
"Yes! I'm such a slut!" I growled. "Oh God, you feel so good. Fuck me, spank me!"
Bruno roughly slapped my ass, making me cry out and moan for the camera. He fucked me from behind with all his strength, my tits jiggling and slapping each other as cum ran down my face. I found myself imagining it was Marcos who was fucking me and the fantasy made me cum again.
"Who's pussy is it?" Bruno hissed, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back.
"It's your pussy, it's your pussy!" I gasped, my mouth hanging open and eyes scrunched shut. "Oh God, fuck me harder! Harder, harder, harder!"
I came again, a real orgasm looking great on camera. Bruno released my hair so he could hold my hips and focus on fucking my pussy. Balancing on my elbows, my nipples brushed the comforter as cum ran down my tits and face. I was moaning and panting, begging for more. The hidden cameras were capturing every angle, and Nick was moving around me, getting perfect views.
"You on birth control?" Peter asked from my side.
"W-what?" I asked, unable to form a coherent thought. "Ah! Oh fuck, fuck!"
"Birth control. Are you on birth control?" Peter repeated.
"Y-yeah, ah! Yes. I am," I nodded.
"Is it okay if he cums in you?" Peter inquired as Bruno's hips impacted my butt.
"Yeah, sure. That's, ah, fine," I moaned, lowering my head and letting out a long, keening moan.
It only took another forty-five seconds for my tight pussy to make Bruno cum. I moaned loudly as his cock pulsed inside me, squirting his warm load into my womb. A shiver ran through me as I clenched my vaginal muscles, holding Bruno's dick in my warm embrace until I had taken every drop.
Nick zoomed in as soon as Bruno pulled out, allowing them to get a nice video of white cum leaking out of my still-twitching snatch. Rolling onto my back, I breathed heavily, my chest heaving as I struggled to catch my breath. All four guys were looking at me, my body on full display for their viewing pleasure.
The cameras had an amazing view as I rested on the comforter with my legs spread. My face and tits were covered in cum. More was leaking out of my pussy and ass. My sweaty blonde hair clung to my face as I struggled to recover. I looked like a well-fucked slut. I was a well-fucked slut.
"That was great, Cherry, thanks," Peter chuckled lightly. "Wow."
"Yeah, she was fucking great," Ray agreed.
"One of the best blowjobs I ever got," Nick added.
"Wow," was all Bruno managed to say.
"Can I get some more tissues?" I asked with a giggle and a blush.
"Hey, uh, before you clean up, do you think we could get a picture?" Peter questioned.
"Uh, sure, take one," I agreed.
"Oh, ah, not here," Ray explained, looking out of the tinted windows. "It looks like Bruno found a small lot behind the library. No one's around, maybe you could stand and hold up all the money you made?"
"Yeah, that's a great idea!" Nick nodded eagerly.
"Aren't there security cameras or something?" I wondered.
"There are, but I made sure to park in the back," Bruno assured me. "You'll be fine."
"I guess we can do that," I bit my lower lip. "But, let's make it fast."
The side door slid open and I nervously got out while Bruno returned to the driver's seat. The asphalt was hot on my bare feet, so I quickly scooped up a bunch of the hundred dollar bills. Standing naked in the parking lot, I held up the money while showing off my cum-coated face and body. A big smile was on my face.
"Remember what we asked you to say?" Peter inquired, training the camera on me.
"I'm Cherry and I just got nailed in the van!" I announced.
"Perfect!" Ray cheered. "You're awesome, babe."
"Thanks," I blushed. "So, uh, how about that lunch?"
"Right, right," Peter nodded. "Before you get back in, maybe you should take a look at that money."
"What do you mean?" I frowned, looking down at the bills in my hand. I gasped loudly, my eyes widening as I raised my head and played up my reaction for the camera. "These are fake!"
"I hope your dorm isn't far, good luck!" Peter laughed as Nick quickly closed the door and the black van sped off.
Peter held the camera out the window as I angrily chased the van. My boobs were bouncing wildly as I ran. They also got a great shot of Ray flinging my purse out the window. That was how the video would end. I stopped as soon as Peter gave me a thumbs-up, indicating he had the footage he needed.
It was all staged, so they weren't actually ditching me. I quickly got back in the van so I could clean up and get dressed. They had some wet wipes to remove the sweat and cum, so I felt clean when I put my clothes on. The five of us were all talking and laughing, with the guys complimenting me and telling me they really enjoyed working with me.
I had worked with Peter plenty of times, but it was my first time with the other three guys. We talked about the scene first, and the guys were impressed that I could have a real orgasm on camera. They were used to women either needing to fake it or rub their clit a lot to get off. I was a natural talent!
We drank a bunch of water to hydrate while moving on to more mundane topics. It was amazing how they could gangbang me, then have a completely normal conversation after the scene. Chatting about the weather after taking six loads of cum was an interesting experience.
The five of us decided to get lunch after all, and ended up choosing Ashwood Pizza, a restaurant located just outside the CSUA campus. I'd never been there in person, but I'd had their pizza at several frat parties. Everyone at CSUA loved their food, especially the calzones. I was looking forward to trying one.
It was common knowledge that the owner was usually at the restaurant, sitting at a table and working on his laptop. Dominic Varela looked like he belonged in some old gangster movie. He was a heavyset man in his forties with slicked-back dark hair. The guy was loud, but tried to act like he was a sophisticated gentleman. Dom always wore a gaudy gold watch and had a cigar in his mouth. At least he went outside before actually smoking.
Despite Dom being a little annoying, he was well-liked by the local college students who frequented his restaurant. Supposedly, he took bets on sporting events and knew the locations of local poker games. Some people apparently owed him quite a bit of money. The students who owed him probably didn't like him as much, but no one wanted to admit to having gambling debt.
Dominic greeted us warmly as we entered, telling us he hoped we enjoyed our lunch. Twenty minutes later I was sitting at a booth with the four guys while we ate calzones and drank sodas. The atmosphere was relaxed and casual. At one point, I opened my purse to get some lip gloss when I noticed a few of the fake hundred dollar bills.
"I remember reading it can be illegal to make fake bills if they look too much like real ones," I commented, examining the fake hundred.
"Yeah, it can be," Peter nodded after swallowing a bite of food. "We have to be careful to make them look real on camera, but make it obvious in person that it's not real. You can get in big trouble if the government thinks someone might accidentally think it's a real hundred."
"That's why it says 'for entertainment use only; not real currency.'" Bruno added.
"Is that also why there's a picture of a famous pop star on the front instead of a president?" I giggled.
"There is?" Nick asked in surprise.
"Yeah," Ray laughed. "You a fan, Brittney?"
"I am actually, she's awesome," I nodded.
"Go ahead and keep them then," Peter offered. "We have plenty."
"Thanks," I replied, placing the bill back in my purse as I thought about episodes of the series I had seen. "They do look real on camera, but everyone must know the whole scene is staged."
"You would think," Ray scoffed. "But there are a lot of stupid people out there."
"How could it possibly be real?" Bruno wondered. "Imagine how much trouble we'd get in if we paid a girl fake money and left her naked on the side of the road?"
"Then posted the video online without her consent," Nick added. "That's at least a dozen felonies, I think."



"There's also a disclaimer before the video starts," Peter pointed out.
"Yeah, because a guy who wants to watch porn and jack off is gonna read that," I laughed.
"Okay, fair point," Peter acknowledged.
"I've had a tough day, I need to rub one out to relax," Ray said in a fake voice. "Oh, hang on, let me read the fine print before the video starts."
"Some guys don't even watch the setup, they just jump straight to the fucking," Nick laughed.
"I prefer the buildup," Bruno interjected. "I like getting an idea of the woman's personality. It makes me want her more. It makes things even better when she finally does get naked."
"I agree," I said after a sip of my diet soda. "That's why I like a lot of amateur stuff. It's the same couple over and over, but you can see their relationship, how they interact. It's more personal than just 'random hot girl number five' gets fucked by 'random hot guy number three.'"
"I can see that," Peter agreed. "They probably also get less hate mail than a mainstream porn company."
"Do you get a lot of hate mail?" I questioned.
"Yup," Peter chortled. "There's the usual ones from feminist groups saying we exploit women, then there's the religious ones telling us we're going to Hell, and we get others explaining how bad porn is for people."
"Porn addiction is bad, exploring a healthy fantasy is not," Ray insisted.
"I agree," I smiled. "Couples watch porn, couples make porn! Men and women watch; it's normal!"
"Tell her about the police report," Nick suggested.
"Oh, yeah!" Peter laughed. "Someone reported us to the police for the NailVan, saying we lied to a girl and posted her having sex online without her consent."
"Seriously?!" I exclaimed, laughing with the others.
"As a heart attack," Peter sighed. "It was an official report, so the police legally had to investigate. We explained, no, she gave informed consent. They even talked to the actress."
"Wow," I shook my head in disbelief.
"There definitely are some horrible porn companies out there," Ray admitted. "Remember those three guys from a few years ago? Before the pandemic?"
"Uh, I think so?" Bruno frowned. "They invited women to come in for a modeling shoot and then admitted it was porn. If the girl refused, they wouldn't let her leave. There was a documentary about it, I think."
"I remember that," Nick responded. "They're all in prison now."
"Like they should be," I stated firmly, and the four guys agreed.
I was completely exhausted when I entered my apartment, my body was aching and my holes were sore. Rather than go right to bed, I soaked in a relaxing bubble bath to ease my sore muscles. Shuffling to my room, I collapsed in bed with a tired grunt. I was out cold in a matter of seconds.
Jasmine and I heated up frozen food for a quick dinner in front of the couch. My roommate had to work, so she left for Amber Lights not long after we finished eating. It was a Saturday night, and guys needed lap dances. I was still tired, so I lazed around the apartment until it was almost time for bed.
I slipped into bed wearing a pair of panties and a long t-shirt. Instead of falling asleep right away, I played on my phone for awhile: browsing social media, texting a few friends, and posting on SeeMe for my fans. They were very excited to learn I had just filmed a scene.
My thoughts eventually turned to the handsome Latino man I had met at Amber Lights. I took out his card, turning it over in my hands. Marcos was clearly a powerful man, even if I still had no idea what he did. I was reluctant to bother him, especially since I was probably just some random slut to him. Yet, he did give me his number. Gathering my strength, I sent a quick text before I chickened out.
Brittney: Hi, it's Brittney from Amber Lights. I hope your work issue is resolved!
Marcos: Good evening, beautiful. It's all taken care of, thanks for asking. How are you?
Brittney: Tired. I did a scene today. ;) It was a lot of filming. And a lot of fucking.
Marcos: Ah, yes. I do still need to check out the work of Miss Cherry Angel.
Brittney: No wife or girlfriend to take care of your evening needs? :P
Marcos: I haven't met the right woman yet, sadly.
Brittney: Sad. :( Hm, I usually charge via SeeMe, but how about a freebie? ;)
Marcos: I'm not gonna say no to that!
Turning on my bedside light, I pushed the covers off my body. I lifted my shirt, baring my breasts as I aimed my phone camera at myself. The picture was nice, it showed I was laying in bed wearing panties, and my big boobs were on full display for the handsome man to admire.
Brittney: Wanna motorboat them?
Marcos: Damn, those are perfect. I may have to subscribe to your SeeMe.
Brittney: You don't have to do that! Just ask and I'll show you the goods. ;)
Marcos: I'll keep that in mind. I do hope to see more of you in person.
Brittney: Mm, hoping to finish what we started earlier?
Marcos: Very much so.
Brittney: Be nice to me and I might give you the full Cherry Angel experience.
Marcos: I think I'd rather get to know the real Brittney O'Connor.
Brittney: Really?
Marcos: Yes. You seem fun and real.
Brittney: You really know how to make a pussy wet.
Marcos: Crude, but I like it!
Brittney: Ask me out sometime?
Marcos: I have a full weekend ahead of me, but I'll definitely plan a fun outing.
Brittney: I might say yes! For now, I'm quitting while I'm ahead and getting some sleep.
Marcos: Sleep well, beautiful!
Brittney: Night!
Placing my phone on my bedside table, I turned off my bedside light and got comfortable in bed. Unable to fall asleep right away, I started wondering about my future. Would I be able to make enough money to start college next year? Would I be having casual sex for the rest of my life, or would I be able to find a guy I could really connect with? One who would accept the sex work. Marcos was fucking sexy, but he was way out of my league. He'd probably move on to his next conquest after fucking me. That was normal, I'd survive. I was Brittney O'Connor. I was Cherry Angel. I didn't need anyone. I was a survivor.
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"So, what did you two crazy kids get up to last night?" Kayla asked from the backseat as Megan drove down Cornelia street with Steven in the passenger seat.
"That is none of your business, young lady," Megan stated primly, her hands gripping the steering wheel as her long braid fell down her back.
"Hmph," Kayla pouted, leaning back against the seat and crossing her arms. "You're no fun."
"I don't know why you're complaining," Steven said, "I'm the one who had to stay in the car while Megan went in to get you."
"She didn't want Carter to know she had a sleepover with you," Kayla giggled, running her braid through her hand, the same style of braid as Megan's. "She ran in, kissed Carter, then the two of us left him with Beatrice."
"I know, I understand," Steven replied. "It's a lot for a six-year-old, to see his mother with someone. Plus, Megan hasn't really dated since he was born. Uh, you knew that, right?"
"Yes, I knew," Kayla confirmed. "I remember when I first realized Daddy was going on a date after Mommy died. Now that I know more details, it was definitely after he boinked Megan. So, I was a lot older than Carter. And he didn't spend the night away from me."
"That still must have been rough," Steven sympathized.
"Yeah, it really was weird," Kayla nodded. "He didn't have a girlfriend until Lexi. A few short-term flings and one-night stands. Oh, and a couple of really, REALLY awkward dates."
"I have enough trouble dating without kids," Steven laughed. "I can't imagine dating with one."
"Kids are a lot more observant than people realize. I knew Daddy was sad and I knew he didn't really enjoy the dates he went on, it was just something he felt he was supposed to do," Kayla sighed. "Maybe you'll meet my father sometime. You two are tunnel buddies."
"Kayla!" Megan exclaimed, finally getting involved in the conversation.
"Sorry, Hurricaine Lexi is rubbing off on me. Besides, it's true," Kayla shrugged shamelessly. "Both named Steven, both scored with you, both like numbers and spreadsheets; they have a lot in common. You've got a real specific type, Megan."
"Your dad's rich," Megan rolled her eyes. "Steven hates the rich."
"He does not," Steven interjected, referring to himself in the third person. "He just, you know, cares about everyone for the person they are, not for how much money they make for a capitalist. Everyone deserves a life of dignity, and there is no such thing as marrying up or down. We're all people."
"Daddy doesn't judge people," Kayla argued. "He cares about everyone and he doesn't let his money go to his head. He tries to do what's right, and he makes sure everyone who works for him is taken care of."
"Then I'm sure we'd get along," Steven smiled.
"Can we talk about something else?" Megan asked, fidgeting slightly in her seat.
"Nervous?" Steven asked, placing his hand on her thigh.
"Yes," Megan mumbled, staring at the road.
"Don't worry, I know you'll have no trouble wearing the all-powerful Megan mask once we get there," Steven assured her. "And your dad will see you're the best there is."
"That's so sweet," Kayla commented. "I'm glad I came out here and got to know you both."
"We're all happy to have you," Megan told the teenager. "Even if you don't plan to pursue a career in finance or accounting."
"I am kind of a waste of an internship, aren't I?" Kayla smirked.
"Not at all," Steven countered. "You're learning a lot, and the experience will help you in any kind of job."
"And I'm happy to give a wonderful and smart young lady some experience and guidance," Megan added. "It's important for women to be there for each other."
"Thank you," Kayla said, looking nervous herself. "Y-you've met her father, right? Theodore Bauer."
"Yeah, I met him," Steven answered slowly. "He was nice enough. Confident, loved to talk numbers, even at a charity event."
"Don't expect nice or friendly today," Megan scoffed. "His work personality is all business. No nonsense, no friendships. Everything is a transaction."
"Gross," Steven made a face.
"Why did you get an accounting degree?" Kayla frowned, looking at Steven.
"I like numbers," he shrugged. "I just believe business is about people. Too many have forgotten that and instead spend their days focused on nothing but next quarter's profits. Fuck everything and everyone else."
"Yeah, that doesn't sound great," Kayla winced. "I don't know much about business, but I don't see the point in being that rigid."
"There isn't one, it's extremely old-fashioned and detrimental to society," Steven responded before looking over at Megan. "Sorry, I didn't mean to speak poorly of your father."
"No, please keep going," Megan laughed. "In fact, feel free to criticize the corporate world right in front of him."
"I'm not gonna do that," Steven rolled his eyes.
"Why not? Chicken?" Megan teased, making Kayla laugh.
"No. It's because Sphinx pays well," Steven began slowly. "Everyone is paid a living wage, and he isn't forcing that return to office bullshit. That fucking idiot bank CEO is actually wasting billions on his temper tantrum about remote work. All because he needs everyone under his thumb."
"Whoa, tell us how you really feel," Kayla giggled.
"Sorry, I don't like being treated like a child," Steven said. "I'm a responsible adult who doesn't need to be hovered over to get work done. Also, if I was just slacking off all day, you'd be able to tell. I still think it's weird that I'm considered radical when all my views involve kindness first, in believing everyone deserves a good life, and in thinking not everything needs to revolve around money."
There was a moment of awkward silence.
"So, is that how you're gonna ask the billionaire CEO if you can marry his daughter?" Kayla asked.
"The daughter who is also a CEO?" Megan teased.
"No, I'm not gonna do that," Steven shook his head, his heart beating a little faster at the thought of marriage. Did he and Megan really have that kind of future? "And Megan is an amazing CEO. She treats her employees well and still makes a profit."
"Employees work harder when they feel appreciated," Megan reasoned with a giggle.
"That they do," Steven nodded in approval.
"Also, should someone who's sleeping with his boss really be lecturing others on business ethics?" Kayla added. "I don't have a problem with it, but if you get promoted, well, people might say you're sleeping your way to the top."
"And here I was thinking only women got accused of that," Megan laughed.
"I, well, okay," Steven mumbled. "Although, she's actually my boss's boss. But, but! If we become official we will disclose, per company policy."
"I don't think anyone cared about the labels the CEO and head of HR used. They still got caught making out and snuggling at a concert," Kayla countered.
"They were both married to other people, that's different," Steven argued. "Megan and I are both single."
"Daddy told me the appearance of impropriety can be as bad as any wrongdoing," Kayla continued.
"Why did you bring her from California?" Steven asked Megan.
"Because she's a bright young lady," Megan smirked. "One who knows not to mention my nightly activities at the office, I assume?"
"Yes, of course I know that," Kayla snorted.
"By the way, I noticed you call your father 'Daddy,'" Steven observed. "I'm not even sure how to ask, I'm just surprised someone your age uses that term."
"Mommy died when I was seven," Kayla shrugged. "I guess I just never grew out of it. Daddy is the most important person in my life and it was always just the two of us. Part of me stayed in that little girl phase, I suppose." A sly grin crossed Kayla's face. "There is a reason I'd do unspeakable things just to hear I'm a good girl."
"Too much information," Steven stated while Megan laughed.
"You do unspeakable things, you're gorgeous and smart, and you are incredibly flexible," Megan observed. "A guy would have to be crazy to break up with you."
"You'd think," Kayla sighed. "I'm actually trying to be more selective about who I mess around with. I want to feel a connection with someone."
"It's an amazing feeling," Megan glanced over at Steven with a smile. "It's totally different."
"I agree completely," Steven nodded.
The tense atmosphere at Sphinx was apparent from the moment they entered the lobby. Hannah was fussing with a vase of flowers, trying to make sure it looked perfect on the table. When they entered the main workspace, Danny walked right by them while muttering under his breath about signal strength. Brenda was rushing around the office, making sure there wasn't a single piece of trash anywhere. Sophie Tran nearly walked into a cubicle while typing away on her tablet, making sure Sphinx's social media posts were right.
It was eerily quiet, with no one engaging in the usual small talk. Steven rushed off to speak with Leslie about the numbers they were going to present to Theodore Bauer, barely having the time to wish the ladies a good morning. Megan led Kayla through the cubicles and both women noticed that Sienna and Camilla weren't engaged in their usual early morning gossip.
"Good morning, Kayla," Noah said when she joined him and Theo for bookkeeping lessons. "You're a vision, as always."
"Thank you," Kayla replied politely.
"Okay, uh, please take a seat and we'll get started," Theo smiled, offering the chair in front of his desk.
Theo and Noah sat on either side of Kayla as they started explaining the basics of bookkeeping. They explained what a bookkeeper did and the importance of accuracy when recording financial transactions. Theo was having some anxiety due to the upcoming arrival of Theodore Bauer, and Noah was more interested in flirting than teaching. They paused their lesson when Megan sent out a company-wide email with one simple message.
Mister Bauer is arriving this afternoon, please be available and professional.
"I've never met a billionaire before," Theo commented. "Well, I guess Megan counts, but she's not the one on the cover of all those finance magazines. Her father's the one they talk about when articles give advice on how to manage money like a billionaire."
"Are you nervous?" Kayla smiled kindly.
"Yeah, and not just because he's rich," Theo admitted. "These heavy social situations stress me out."
"You're worried about nothing," Noah said to his roommate with a grin. "He probably won't even notice you. Although, when he gets a look at my skills, he might pick me for that manager slot on the spot."
"I don't think he cares who gets picked to manage the bookkeepers," Theo snorted.
"Yeah, fair. But, admit it, it was funny," Noah shrugged. "Honestly, I'm nervous too. I wonder what he's like, if he's friendly, if he'll fire people..."
"I don't think he'll just walk in and start telling people to pack up their desks," Kayla swallowed weakly, starting to get nervous about meeting the fifth richest man in the world.
"I could never tell someone to pack up their desk," Theo winced. "Uh, maybe I'm not management material after all..."
"So, you both applied for the same promotion?" Kayla asked.
"We did," Noah replied while Theo nodded. "And I know I can be an ass, but Theo is a nice guy, he'd make a good manager. He cares about people, not some pathetic power trip."
"Thanks," Theo smiled.
"Shall I leave you two alone?" Kayla teased, waggling her eyebrows.
"I think I'd prefer if Theo left us alone," Noah countered smoothly, making Kayla roll her eyes.
"Or, you know, how about we get some actual work done?" Theo suggested.
Noah and Theo turned out to be decent teachers. Theo was a little awkward, and Noah was very flirty, but they were both nice guys who made their job fun. They went over how invoices were logged, how to match payments, how to check for discrepancies, and how to allocate charges.
Kayla entered a few test transactions, allowing her to gain an understanding of the general ledger. She might not have been pursuing a career in finance, but Kayla still asked insightful questions and proved she was a smart person. It was quickly apparent to Kayla that bookkeeping was a lot more involved than just data entry.
"The big thing you need to know is that if the numbers don't match, it's bad. Very bad," Theo explained.
Noah moved his chair closer, leaning in to smile at Kayla before looking at the screen. "Here, let me show you a quick shortcu-"
"She doesn't need to learn shortcuts, she needs to learn to do things right," Theo interrupted.
"You're boring now that you have a girlfriend," Noah sighed, sitting back.
"He's not boring," Kayla giggled. "He's being polite and professional. Maybe you could take a lesson from him."
"Listen to her, she's smart," Theo grinned.
"It's so weird that you're the serious one, but hey, Sienna's been a good influence," Noah said to Theo before looking at Kayla. "You are smart, Kayla. And incredibly beautiful. I- I'll just get right to the point. I'd like to get to know you a little better. Do you wanna grab lunch? I know a nice place nearby."
"The four of us? Theo can bring Sienna? Oh! Maybe Steven or Megan can join us, too," Kayla grinned.
"But, I thought... I meant..." Noah trailed off.
"Works for me," Theo interjected.
"I was kind of hoping it would just be the two of us, Kayla," Noah explained. "So we could really get to know each other."
"Is that really what you want? To get to know me better?" Kayla asked bluntly. "Because it feels like you just want to get me into bed."
"Uh..." Noah trailed off while Theo's eyes widened in shock.
"I'm sorry, I don't mean to be rude," Kayla said, glancing around to make sure no one was nearby. "You've just been coming on really strong and I feel like I'd just be another notch for you. I don't think it's a good idea since I am working here. I'm sorry."
"It's okay, I understand," Noah sighed, looking disappointed. "Sorry if I made you uncomfortable."
"I get the feeling that good looks and charm usually works for you?" Kayla probed.
"So, you're saying I'm good looking?" Noah grinned and waggled his eyebrows.
"You know you are," Kayla giggled. "And that'll get you laid, for sure, but it's not genuine. So, it might be tough to really get to know someone."
"I thought I just wanted to get laid, according to you?" Noah countered with a smirk.
"I don't know, you tell me?" Kayla asked with a smile.
"I do love the casual thing," Noah admitted, looking a little nervous. "But, yeah, I guess I wouldn't mind something more serious. That would be new for me."
"Just look at how happy Theo is. I barely know him, and I can tell," Kayla responded. "I'm actually a little jealous."
"Thanks, Sienna's amazing," Theo grinned. "It's weird; I'm usually the one getting a lecture on my behavior."
"I'm just better at the whole party scene," Noah said defensively.
"If you want something real, you'll have to treat a woman as more than just a target for your lust," Kayla told him. "Be genuine and friendly, with no pressure. You have female friends, right? The Gang of Eight."
"I do," Noah nodded.
"There you go," Kayla reasoned. "Treat her like that, and see if something more develops. In the meantime, save the smooth-talk for the club."
"I can do that," Noah promised.
"Good," Kayla smiled. "Now, how about we get back to that lecture on cost objects?"
Things went much smoother after that, with the lesson continuing as the three of them got more comfortable with each other. The pressure was gone, so Kayla was soon laughing and joking with the two guys. Theo was feeling better about himself, about how it was easier to just talk to a woman. Noah was contemplating his future, wondering if he would like having a girlfriend. Kayla was having fun, but was mostly just anxious about Theodore Bauer's visit.
The office started bustling when lunchtime approached. Brenda stopped by to remind the guys to clean their desks, turning to Kayla to request she make sure they actually did it. Jane walked by not long after, having a whispered conversation with her boss, the director of HR, James Collier. Others were rushing by as well, some carrying trash bags or cleaning supplies. Priya looked incredibly anxious, muttering to herself while running by the cubicle clutching the label maker to her chest.
When it was time for lunch, Sienna stopped by so the four of them could grab lunch together. Sienna praised Kayla for handling Noah while the small group enjoyed a light lunch at a table outside a nearby restaurant. It wasn't the romantic date Noah had envisioned, but he still had a nice time.
Steven ate lunch with Megan in her office, trying to ease her nerves before her father arrived. Leslie, Jane, and Camilla sat in the break room while eating and talking. Camilla could tell that Jane was upset about Steven eating with Megan, so the Latina tried to distract Jane with jokes. When that didn't work, Camilla said she was going to post her first nudes over the weekend for her subscribers. Leslie and Jane were both shocked Camilla was actually going through with it.
Lunch time was not the relaxing break it usually was for most people. Brenda was rushing around the office, making sure every inch was spotless. Danny was making sure everything worked in the board room, while also removing all the doodles from the whiteboard. Logan was eating at his desk as he confirmed all the numbers for how their marketing campaign was doing. Steven was working hard convincing Megan not to work during lunch because she was prepared and needed to relax.
A sleek limousine pulled up in front of the office building, signaling the arrival of the President and CEO of Bauer International Holdings. The driver rushed to the rear of the limo to open the door, allowing Theodore Bauer to step out onto the sidewalk. He was a tall man in a well-pressed suit, carrying a briefcase as he looked up at the office building. He had salt-and-pepper hair, a bit of a beer belly, and sharp brown eyes.
Two assistants walked behind Theodore as he made his way to the office of Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services. Hannah looked up from her desk with wide eyes, unable to form words as the fifth richest person in the world entered the lobby. Fortunately for Hannah, Megan was there to greet the wealthy businessman. Father and daughter stopped a few feet apart, staring at each other as the tension built.
"Miss Bauer," Theodore said politely, breaking the silence.
"Mister Bauer," Megan replied, inclining her head. "Welcome to Sphinx. Please, come with me."



Theodore was soon seated in the board room with his two assistants. Megan was joined by Leslie Pearson and Steven Martucci to present on the accounting statements and the profit and loss reports. James Collier would talk about how the employees were handling the change in ownership while Logan Barrett explained his marketing efforts. Finally, Vanessa Lake would cover any issues with clients.
"Where do we see the most waste?" Theodore asked Steven and Leslie. "There have been a lot of changes recently, and it's important to not spend frivolously."
Leslie answered the question, explaining how she had Steven tracking the company's spending, making sure there were no budget issues. Theodore had several more questions regarding the company's largest expenses, which Steven and Leslie answered smoothly. The two of them then took their seats so James could present.
"How's turnover been since the acquisition?" Theodore inquired firmly.
"We only lost a couple people early on," James responded. "The initial hiring freeze clearly worried some, but the raises Megan implemented caused a surge in productivity and satisfaction. In addition, with the job market the way it is, people are hesitant to leave their jobs. Allowing remote work is another thing that keeps people wanting to stay."
"As long as they're doing their jobs, it doesn't matter to me where they are while they're doing it," Theodore scoffed. "Hire good people and trust them to do their job. If they don't, we deal with it. Nice work."
"Thank you, sir," James inclined his head.
James answered a few more questions before Logan Barrett had his turn to speak. Logan was new to Sphinx, and he spent quite a bit of time explaining the changes he'd made to their marketing strategy. The handsome English man had several charts and graphs to demonstrate his success.
"How are you differentiating in a saturated market?" Theodore wondered.
"By focusing on what sets us apart," Logan answered in his smooth accent. "You can get a cheap bookkeeper, an individual with a side hustle. However, there are many studies showing how much bookkeeping errors cost a business. We emphasize our stellar reputation and point out that we have controls in place to handle any mistakes, ensuring our clients don't get any nasty surprises come tax season."
Vanessa Lake gave a short presentation on current client satisfaction. Old clients saw no issues with the ownership change, and new clients were still regularly added, giving the new bookkeepers plenty of work. Theodore only had a couple of questions before ending the meeting.
"Growth is fragile," Theodore said to Megan. "If we stumble, there will be consequences."
Theodore Bauer sat in The Goldfish Bowl with his two assistants as he browsed the reports on his laptop. Everyone else went back to their jobs, including Megan, who retreated to her office. Despite her outward composure, Megan was visibly shaken. She leaned her back against the closed door of her office and tilted her head back as she let out a breath. Megan whimpered when there was a knock at the door, relieved when she found out who it was.
"Hey, how are you doing?" Steven asked, closing the door behind him.
"I'm so fucking stressed," Megan admitted, falling into his arms and hugging him tightly.
"I understand," Steven replied, rubbing her back. "Is he always so, ah, professional with you?"
"At work, yeah," Megan sighed. "It's like we're not even related. It's all business. At least he complimented me on Sphinx's growth."
"He did?" Steven frowned, holding the heiress in a warm embrace. "He mentioned growth, then threatened us with consequences if it didn't continue."
"That was a compliment," Megan giggled.
"I'd hate to hear an insult," Steven chuckled.
"You definitely would," Megan agreed, nodding. "He's not that bad outside of work. I'm sure you remember the charity event. But, yeah, work him is terrifying."
"I really wish I was taller so I could kiss the top of your head," Steven commented, holding the back of her head.
"I could get on my knees?" Megan offered with a laugh.
"Normally, I'd support that, but now isn't the time," Steven replied smoothly.
"Yeah, not with my father in the office," Megan giggled.
Steven released Megan so she could collapse into her desk chair while he pulled a chair up to sit near her. Megan downed half a bottle of water before taking off one of her heels so she could reach down and rub her foot. She looked worn out, but Steven could tell she was relieved the meeting was over.
"Here, let me," Steven offered, gesturing toward her feet.
"You just wanna look up my skirt," Megan teased, removing her other heel and placing both her feet in his lap.
"You Bauers really struggle to just say something nice, don't you?" Steven smirked as he started to massage Megan's feet. "You can't say thank you, your dad can't give a compliment."
"Shut up and rub my feet," Megan grumbled, tilting her head back and sighing.
"I like the blue panties, by the way," Steven smirked as his fingers worked her foot.
"Ass," Megan muttered, closing her eyes. "You're lucky you're good with your hands."
After giving Megan a relaxing foot rub, Steven went back to his office to get some work done. Megan tried working as well, but didn't accomplish much since she was worried about her father checking on everything. Fortunately, it looked like Theodore didn't have any complaints, and the end of the day soon arrived. Steven and Kayla joined Megan in her office a couple minutes before the powerful businessman arrived.
"Everything appears to be in order," Theodore Bauer said when he came in to Megan's office. "We'll be leaving now. Thank you for your time today, Miss Bauer. Mister Martucci."
"Thank you, sir," Megan inclined her head.
"It was nice to see you again, Mister Bauer," Steven said, feeling uncomfortable with the formalities.
"You as well," Theodore smiled, his eyes darting over to rest on Kayla. He remained professional, but Megan recognized that look. "And who is this lovely, young lady?"
"K-Kayla, Kayla Thomson, sir," Kayla answered nervously. "I'm here on a two-week internship."
"Thomson, Thomson..." Theodore hummed, frowning as he considered the name. "Where do I know that name from?"
"You worked with my father, Steven Thomson," Kayla explained. "Over ten years ago when you were setting up your LA branch."
"Yes, Steven Thomson, of course," Theodore smiled, and Kayla wasn't sure if the billionaire actually remembered her father.. "How are you enjoying your internship? Will you be pursuing a career in business?"
"It's a lot to learn, but everyone's been really patient with me," Kayla nodded politely. "And um, I haven't decided what I'm going to major in at CSUA yet. I just know I should have some knowledge of business because Da-, uh, because my father has a successful business."
Theodore chuckled. "Patience is a rare asset. Don't waste it."
"I won't, sir," Kayla promised. "I'm planning on taking some general courses until I figure out what I want to do. I'm grateful for this opportunity to learn before starting college. I love being able to explore New York, too."
"What do you think of our little city?" Theodore asked kindly.
"It's nice! But, definitely not little," Kayla giggled. "I love being able to stay in the same house as my favorite singer. Da- my father, he isn't really interested in society life."
"Hm, well, I can tell you appreciate the finer things in life," Theodore commented happily. "Tell you what; Visionary Vistas has a new private exhibition tomorrow evening. Young Lucian Graves will be hosting, he graduated in Megan's class, in fact. You should get some culture while you're here, I'm sure I can get your name on the list."
"R-really?" Kayla stammered while Steven felt Megan stiffen beside him.
"Of course!" Theodore grinned widely. "I'm sure Megan will let you leave work a little early. I'm sure the exhibit will be more... inspiring than invoices and balance sheets."
"That's very generous, father," Megan began, dropping a small amount of professionalism in the privacy of her office, "but Kayla's schedule-"
"A little culture won't ruin her education," Theodore cut off his daughter smoothly and firmly. "Unless you disagree Miss Thomson?"
"Actually, Megan and I were planning on attending the exhibition," Steven spoke up, seeing Megan's discomfort. "We could escort her."
"Yes. Excellent," Theodore nodded, acting like he planned it. "See to it. Tomorrow at five."
Theodore talked for several more minutes, seemingly oblivious to the fact that the other three were uncomfortable. Kayla was nervous, Steven was concerned, and Megan was both embarrassed and slightly ashamed. The billionaire eventually made his exit, meeting up with his assistants and heading out to the limousine.
"That wasn't as bad as it sounded, I promise," Megan winced.
"It sounded pretty bad," Steven commented.
"Uh, what?" Kayla frowned.
"You wanna take this one, Megs?" Steven crossed his arms and looked at the heiress.
"Dear old dad is hoping for a night with you similar to the one he enjoyed with Nell," Megan frowned while staring at the floor.
"But, I'm not a virgin," Kayla pointed out nervously.
"Again; too much information," Steven sighed.
"Like you didn't know that already," Kayla rolled her eyes. "And, ah, no offense Megan, but um..."
"Don't worry, he's not the type to force anyone to do anything. I'd cut his dick off myself if he tried," Megan growled.
Kayla laughed. "Um, I've actually got experience taking care of that sort of problem. But, will he cause problems with you if I don't, ah, you know..."
"No," Megan insisted. "But, yeah, it's creepy. He'll try to seduce you."
"She's eighteen and he's in his fifties!" Steven exclaimed.
"I'm aware of that," Megan bit her lower lip nervously. "And you already knew what he was like. He dumped the last couple of eighteen-year-old women he was dating, and Kayla is fucking beautiful. She's the kind of drop-dead gorgeous he'd go for."
"Thanks!" Kayla grinned.
"That wasn't really the point," Steven snorted. "Don't worry, we'll be with you. It won't be too bad. Just find a polite way to turn him down."
"Yeah, that should be fine," Megan agreed.
"Thank you. Both of you," Kayla sighed. "What can you tell me about this art exhibition?"
"The theme is 'The Body and Emotion,'" Megan explained.
"Of course it is," Steven rolled his eyes while Kayla giggled.
"There are a handful of artists, but the main one will be Adrian Marino," Megan continued, ignoring Steven. "He's a contemporary artist who moved to New York from Italy. He's getting really famous. People are even calling him "The Painter of Raw Humanity.' Adrian makes sculptures and other things as well."
"From how much you know about this, I take it you were invited but weren't gonna go?" Steven probed gently.
"There are a couple people that will be there who I'd rather not see," Megan sighed, pulling out her phone. "Can't be helped now. If I have to go, Nell is coming, too."
"What did she do to deserve that?" Kayla wondered.
"My father," Megan grunted in response. "I'll see if Beatrice can stay late tomorrow."
The three of them talked for a few more minutes until Penelope responded to Megan. Nell agreed to come, but knew Isaac Zimmerman, her date for the upcoming wedding, would be attending. He had previously invited Nell, who turned him down. Nell didn't want to cause any drama, so she had reached out to Isaac, asking if the invitation was still good. It was, so they'd be going together.
Penelope invited herself over to Megan's, so Megan and Kayla said goodbye to Steven. Megan had invited him as well, but he thought it best if the girls had a night to talk. Kayla and Megan both hugged Steven before heading out to Megan's car while Steven went to get on the subway.
"We're home!" Megan announced when she walked upstairs with Kayla.
"Miss Kayla!" Carter shouted, rushing over to give Kayla a hug.
"Uh, hello?" Megan gestured at herself.
"Oh. Hi, Mommy," Carter waved.
"Beatrice, was I like this when I was his age?" Megan asked the middle-aged French woman.
"You were worse, honey," Beatrice smiled. "Much worse."
"Goodnight, Beatrice," Megan deadpanned.
"Have a good night," Beatrice laughed, slinging her purse over her shoulder and heading out after wishing Kayla a good night as well.
"Did you have a good day?" Megan asked the six-year-old.
"Yeah!" Carter exclaimed. "Miss Beatrice took me to the park and pushed me on the swing."
"Oh, that sounds fun," Kayla smiled.
"It was," Carter grinned.
"We're gonna get changed, we'll be right back," Megan told Carter.
"Okay, Mommy," Carter nodded.
Megan changed into a pair of gray sweatpants and a black t-shirt. She kept her hair in its long braid as she splashed some water on her face, still overwhelmed from the day. A nap sounded amazing, but she went back to the living room to meet Carter and Kayla. Kayla was dressed in a pair of black leggings and a pink t-shirt, her raven locks in the same braid as Megan.
"Is everyone hungry?" Megan smiled.
"Yes!" Kayla replied quickly.
"You didn't bring home dinner?" Carter asked with a frown.
"Nope!" Megan smirked.
"You're cooking?" Carter sighed.
"What's wrong with my cooking?" Megan wondered, placing her hands on her hips.
"Nothing," Carter shook his head. "I like crunchy spaghetti."
Kayla burst out laughing, leaning forward and covering her mouth with both hands as her face turned red.
"You!" Megan growled, pointing a finger at Carter.
"What?" Carter asked innocently. "I'm polite, I eat it all. Then I fart a lot." His nose crinkled as he smiled mischievously. "Stinky farts."
"Oh, you're gonna pay for that one," Megan smirked, rushing at her son.
Carter squealed and took off running as Megan chased him around the living room while blowing raspberries. The tall businesswoman caught Carter from behind and started tickling his sides. Carter got on the couch to escape, but Megan lifted his shirt so she could blow a raspberry on his stomach.
"Miss Kayla, help!" Carter yelped between laughs.
"I've got you, buddy!" Kayla exclaimed, rushing over to tickle the bottom of Carter's feet.
"No!" Carter wailed, giggling uncontrollably.
"Am I interrupting something?" Penelope asked as she walked in. The tall blonde was wearing leggings and a t-shirt, her hair in a long braid. Most importantly, she was carrying a couple of bags of takeout.
"Help, Aunt Nell!" Carter screeched while Megan and Kayla continued tickling.
"Carter was being mean so we're punishing him," Kayla explained, holding an ankle so she could tickle the bottom of his foot.
"I guess he doesn't get to eat then," Nell laughed, walking over to the couch and leaning over to blow a raspberry on Carter's forehead.
"No!" Carter giggled.
"Okay, I think that's enough," Megan said after one final raspberry on his stomach. "C'mon, wash up before dinner. And you're in luck, I didn't cook it."
"Yay!" Carter exclaimed, hopping to his feet and heading to the bathroom.
The four of them ate in the living room while watching one of Carter's favorite cartoons. Wine was poured for the three women while Carter drank a cup of apple juice. They cleaned up after finishing eating, then returned to the couch to watch more of the talking blue puppy.
"Hey, Kayla?" Nell spoke up before taking a sip of wine.
"Yeah?" Kayla replied.
"Didn't you say you were gonna teach us some cheer moves?" Nell questioned.
"I did," Kayla giggled.
"How about now?" Nell suggested. "We need to tire Carter out for bed."
"Can boys be cheerleaders?" Carter asked with interest.
"Of course they can," Megan answered. "Lots of professional squads have boy cheerleaders."
"She's right," Kayla confirmed. "There's three guys on my squad. We're gonna learn a move where I get to stand on the man's outstretched palm. The guy needs to be really strong and I need perfect balance."
"I'm strong!" Carter insisted.
"You are, but I don't think you're quite ready for me to stand on your hand," Kayla giggled.
"Let's make some room for the lesson," Nell grinned.
The three women made some room in the center of the living room so they could practice. Megan grabbed a large display rug that would have room for all of them, setting it down on the floor. Kayla stood facing her students and had them do a few warm up stretches. She then smiled at them, loving how Carter was bouncing on his heels in his excitement. He was standing between Megan and Penelope, the tall women towering over him.
Kayla clapped her hands dramatically. "Alright, class! Welcome to Cheerleading 101. Rule number one: smile even if you fall on your face!"
"Mommy's gonna fall on her butt!" Carter declared with a giggle.
"No one asked you, wiseguy," Megan stuck her tongue out at him.
"The second rule is that there's no fighting in Professor Kayla's class!" Kayla interjected.
"He started it," Megan grumbled, glancing sideways at Carter.
Kayla started the lesson by going through some basic motions used in cheerleading. Clasping and clapping were simple, just like the T, the broken T, the touchdown, and daggers. Carter started giggling when Kayla had them punch up, and she reminded him not to aim at Nell or his mother.
"Ready? And, front lunge!" Kayla instructed, her hands on her hips as she lunged forward.
"Ow, leg cramp!" Nell whined, reaching down to massage her leg.
"You're twenty-five, not sixty-five," Megan laughed.
"Tell that to my thighs!" Nell winced.
"You work out every day, you're fine," Megan teased.
"Old people get cramps?" Carter asked.
"Yes, sometimes," Kayla nodded.
"Are you okay, Mommy?" Carter wondered, looking toward his mother.
"I'm fine," Megan grunted through gritted teeth.
"Next up is the high-V!" Kayla said, drawing the attention back to her. "Feet together and shoulders relaxed. Good! Now we're going to make tight fists with both hands and extend them straight up and slightly out, creating a V shape."
Kayla demonstrates the high-V several times to make sure the others know what they have to do. Megan and Nell got the move perfect, their arms out as they formed perfect V's. Carter got a little overexcited and ended up spinning around in a circle a few times.
"That was more like a windmill than a cheer, bud!" Penelope laughed.
"I made it cool!" Carter reasoned.
"Hey, it was already cool," Kayla laughed.
After teaching a few more basic moves, Kayla put together a small routine for the group. Nell needed help getting the rhythm down right and Carter kept getting excited, causing him to rush through the moves. The routine ended with a basic jump, followed by a toe-touch. Megan sort-of got the landing, needing to extend her arms to keep from falling before touching her toes.
"I'm flexible, I swear," Megan giggled, letting out a breath.
"You just don't have balance," Nell teased.
"You weren't bad!" Kayla interjected. "A solid seven out of ten."
"Ten for effort and three for dignity?" Nell suggested. "And you took the average?"
"Mommy didn't fall!" Carter exclaimed, clapping.
"We can't all have Kayla's balance and flexibility," Megan pointed out.
"What? Can't do this?" Kayla asked, grabbing her left leg and effortlessly lifting her foot to her head while balancing on her right foot.
"Whoa," Carter gasped.
Megan and Penelope watched with wide eyes as Kayla effortlessly held the pose, her left leg straight in the air. They both had heard Kayla was a cheer prodigy, and they had no trouble at all believing it. The young woman had a natural grace, her every move flawless. Kayla was completely relaxed, unlike Penelope and Megan who were sweating. Even Carter was a little worn out.



"Now you're just showing off," Nell teased with a giggle.
"C'mon, let's try the routine once more," Kayla suggested, lowering her leg with a smirk.
The routine went much better on the second attempt. Nell had figured out the timing and Megan was able to stay balanced. Carter was grinning widely, barely able to contain himself to keep from rushing. He held on until the very end, when he suddenly threw in a random cartwheel.
"TA-DA!" Carter declared, landing on the rug in a heap of giggles.
Everyone laughed as Nell and Megan sat down on either side of Carter. Kayla came over as well, sitting cross-legged on the carpet. All four of them were in a good mood, the lessons clearly were a complete success. Kayla was happy to be fitting in with the powerful socialites.
"You're the best teacher, Miss Kayla," Carter said. "When I start school will you come teach my class?"
Megan's smile briefly faltered as she was once again reminded of how close those two were already. Neither of them knew, or even suspected, they were related, yet Carter and Kayla connected. She really was like a big sister to Megan's son. The heiress briefly wondered what it would be like if her secret became known. Regret filled her as she also realized that they lived on opposite sides of the country.
"Sure, but only if I get to be the mascot!" Nell declared before Kayla could respond.
"You could be a bird!" Carter laughed.
"I love birds," Nell explained to Kayla.
"Well, that's perfect because the mascot for CSUA is a phoenix," Kayla giggled. "And I'd love to go to your class, but I don't think your teacher will let cheerleading replace math."
"That's dumb," Carter grumbled.
They took a few minutes to catch their breath and relax before it was Carter's bedtime. After fixing the living room, Carter went through his nighttime routine, including saying goodnight to Henrietta. Then Megan, Nell, and Kayla all read Carter a story, each of them choosing to act out the voice of a different character.
Megan tucked Carter in, then kissed the top of his head while Kayla and Nell each kissed his cheek. The three ladies then went down to the living room to watch television and drink wine before bed. Penelope was going to stay the night again, so she didn't have to worry about getting home late.
"By the way, I wanted to thank you both," Kayla eventually said from her spot on the couch. "For coming tomorrow night. I know you don't want to go."
"It's not that I don't want to go, I just..." Megan trailed off, sitting between Nell and Kayla.
"Don't want to go?" Kayla suggested with a giggle.
"No, there are just a few people I'd rather not have to deal with," Megan explained.
"Right," Nell winced. "At least Lucian's cool. And Amelia has calmed down a lot since Europe."
"Amelia Graves, Lucian's wife. She used to be Amelia Vaughan," Nell explained. "Her family is big in the publishing industry. She's one of the girls who came to Europe with us. There was an incident. Megan wanted to rebel, but she wasn't happy with all the negative press. They drifted apart after that."
"What was the incident?" Kayla asked with interest while leaning forward on the couch.
"We rented a yacht for a couple of days to tour the coast," Nell answered with a grin. "Amelia was really into the captain. She fucked him a handful of times, and damn she was a screamer. Anyway, she slipped out when he fell asleep and decided she could pilot the yacht."
"And how did that go?" Kayla wondered.
"As well as you'd expect; she nearly crashed it into another ship," Penelope replied. "It was a minor scandal. There's a picture out there of Megan yelling at her while Amelia's barely covered by a robe."
"Sounds like a disaster," Kayla laughed.
"She calmed down after Europe," Megan interjected. "In fact, she was so much more relaxed, Lucian was confident enough to ask her out. He'd had a crush on Amelia since middle school."
"It worked out in the end," Kayla smiled. "How many of you were on that wild adventure in Europe?"
"Eight," Nell answered. "Megan, Amelia, Olivia, Sophia, um, Veronica, Gabrielle, and, ah, Charlotte! Oh, and yours truly, of course."
"We didn't always travel as a group, but yeah, that was everyone," Megan confirmed. "There is some bad blood over a few issues, but we're usually civil with each other at events. I'm not even sure who will be there and who won't. I guess we'll find out."
"I hope I don't cause any problems," Kayla sighed. "You have your own worries, and I know your father doesn't actually want me to learn about art."
"Don't worry about our drama, that's our problem," Nell waved her off. "We'll keep you safe."
"Yes, we will," Megan promised.
"Thank you," Kayla inclined her head.
"I'm sorry, but I keep wondering and have to ask," Megan began slowly, "You mentioned biting one off, then your comment when I said I'd cut my father's dick off... uh, never mind. Sorry. It's too personal."
"She did say she'd tell us when we got closer," Nell reasoned. "Are we closer?"
"We are," Kayla let out a breath. "Yeah, I like having you two as friends. I'll explain."
"How about I share something personal first?" Nell offered. "You already know my father runs our coffee trading empire, right?"
"Yeah, I knew that," Kayla confirmed.
"Well, my mother is pretty famous as well," Nell explained. "It's not some big secret, but it isn't mentioned much. She's Nicole Fischer. She played the little girl in the first movie in The Forgotten series."
"She's your mother?" Kayla gasped, her eyes wide.
"Yeah, and the rumors are true," Nell grimaced. "She had that full frontal scene when she was eighteen, and she was pregnant. So, I was in there."
"That's... that's kind of funny, I'm sorry," Kayla giggled while Megan laughed.
"Yeah, it was fun watching her as a little girl in the first few," Nell groused. "Then Part Six. Ew. Just, ew."
"You already know about my sex tape," Megan added.
"I guess it's my turn," Kayla said slowly. "My life was mostly uneventful. I was popular, I had a lot of friends, and I was closest with Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley. I had a boyfriend, David. At home it was just Daddy and me. Cheerleading, parties, typical high school stuff."
"Okay, then what?" Nell asked patiently.
"I met Hurricane Lexi at my birthday pool party for my eighteenth," Kayla answered. "Well, I already knew her. Kind of. I invited the entire senior class, but I wasn't happy she was coming. She didn't really have any friends, but had a very wild reputation."
"Lexi slept with your dad at that party?" Megan questioned.
"Yeah, they spent the night together," Kayla confirmed.
"Your dad seems like a huge man-slut," Nell teased.
"He's not, really," Kayla giggled, shaking her head. "Mommy was his one and only until she died. Then he wasn't with anyone for years, until, ah, Miss Bauer over here."
"The honor was mine," Megan inclined her head before taking a sip of wine.
"That's my girl!" Nell cheered.
"Yeah, thanks for doing my dad," Kayla smirked. "And he's really not a man-slut. Lexi, well, Lexi just brings it out in people. Marcia, Ashley, and Hazel always thought he was cute, she just brought out the wild in everyone. Daddy is a good man, and he cares about the girls. He'd never do anything to hurt them on purpose. I know it seems bad, but this is what works for us."
"Everyone..." Megan trailed off, deep in thought. "Sorry to derail, but there's something else I've been wondering. About, um, you and those girls."
"Yes, we play around," Kayla waggled her eyebrows. "It's how we bond."
"I told you it was more about bonding than sex," Nell looked at Megan seriously.
"Am I sensing some tension?" Kayla asked nervously.
"Nell and I were really close until she did my father, then there was always a wall between us," Megan explained. "She actually suggested we get busy between the sheets to make up."
"And you shot her down?" Kayla inquired.
"She did!" Nell pouted. "First time anyone ever turned down the chance to get me into bed."
"I'm not a lesbian, and I was still mad at you!" Megan rolled her eyes. "We only recently got close again."
"I can't decide what's right for you," Kayla said slowly. "And I know that two women having sex is considered playing around, while two guys might never do the same thing. Still, it can be an amazing experience. It doesn't mean your gay, or that you'd even start dating. Just don't shoot it down without thinking about it. I get the impression you aren't completely against the idea, that's why I said it."
"No promises," Megan blushed.
"We got way, way off topic," Nell sighed, taking a sip of wine. "I have a feeling the old topic is going to be really heavy."
"Long story short, Lexi was in an abusive relationship with a wannabe gangster named Keith," Kayla let out a breath, the old memories souring her mood. "He kept her high and used her as a party favor. Her parents kicked her out, so she moved in with us. I later found out my boyfriend had raped her while we were together. I dumped him."
"Uh..." Nell trailed off, eyes wide.
"I don't know what to say to that," Megan sighed. "You here stories, especially with entitled rich guys, but I've never, I mean, no one's ever..."
"Me either," Nell shook her head. "I'm so sorry."
"Keith assaulted me at a party and got away with it," Kayla mumbled, a film of tears coating her eyes. "He and David started dating a couple of cheerleaders. I tried to warn them, but they didn't listen.
"I'll try to keep the story short, but they ended up getting arrested. We're still waiting on a trial date. Keith got out on bail, kidnapped Lexi and me at gunpoint to try and extort Daddy. He made me, um, he made me use my mouth on him. I bit down."
Megan placed her wine glass on the table before drawing Kayla into a tight hug. When Kayla started crying against Megan's shoulder, Nell joined in as well. Kayla had lived through every woman's nightmare, and the other two women were determined to show their support.
"Thank you for being comfortable enough to tell us that," Megan said when the hug broke.
"Thanks for being my friend. Both of you," Kayla smiled, wiping away her tears. "I hope we can stay in touch after my internship?"
"Oh, you'd better not ghost us!" Nell laughed. "I expect to be shown around Ashwood when I make my way over to the west coast again."
"I'll give you the tour," Kayla promised.
~Friday August 01, 2025~
The New York City traffic was heavy as Steven drove Megan's red sports car. He was dressed in a well-fitted black suit with a red tie. The tie matched the elegant red gown Megan was wearing as she sat beside him in the passenger seat. Her raven hair was styled in a half-up braided halo. Thick braids were woven just below the crown, and she still had loose waves of dark hair cascading down her back.
Steven nervously tapped his fingers on the steering wheel when he stopped at a red light. Neither he nor Megan had said it was a date, instead they had chosen to avoid the topic. However, Megan had asked Steven if he minded taking one of the guest rooms. Steven brought an overnight bag and was planning to stay over. From the light flirting earlier at work, Megan was planning on initiating sex, and Steven didn't see the point in bringing up any concerns. They'd be resolved at the Brinkerhoff wedding.
The art exhibition started promptly at 5:00PM, so they had to change at work and leave early to make it in time. Theo and Noah both asked Steven if it was a date, earning Theo a swat on the shoulder from Sienna. Leslie just told Steven to have fun, and Camilla waggled her eyebrows suggestively before offering a fist bump.
Jane gave a forced smile and hugged Steven quickly, wishing him a nice weekend. When Steven asked, Jane told him she was going to play ultimate frisbee at Central Park with her sister. Things were still awkward with Steven and Jane, but he was happy to hug her back.
"How was your day analyzing finances with Steven and Alyssa?" Megan asked, looking toward the backseat.
"Spreadsheets, balances, amortization, depreciation, risk threshold, debits, credits, profit, loss, brains..." Kayla groaned through her zombie expression.
The entire car broke into laughter, even Steven, who was the one being teased.
"Seriously, though, I learned a lot of spreadsheet tricks and the importance of accurate reporting," Kayla responded from the back. "There are a lot of formulas and models. It was really complicated."
The beautiful teen was wearing a cyan spaghetti-strap formal dress. It had triangle tops, showing off a modest amount of cleavage, and the full skirt fell to her feet. Kayla's hair was in the same braid as Megan's, partially concealing the dangling diamond earrings that sparkled in the light.
"What did you think?" Megan probed.
"Steven, you have the most boring job in the world," Kayla stated bluntly, making Megan laugh. "How do you not fall asleep at your desk every day?"
"I find it calm and relaxing," Steven shrugged, smiling as he looked in the rear view mirror to see Kayla. "You didn't like any of it?"
"One spreadsheet of numbers, then another, then ten more after that?" Kayla countered. "Sorry, but definitely not for me."
"The important thing is that you're learning," Megan laughed. "I'm glad you agreed to come out here."
"I do appreciate it," Kayla insisted. "Sorry if it didn't seem that way. I'm glad I can understand more about what Daddy does, but it's not for me."
"That's fine, it's not for everyone," Steven said. "I'm sure you'll find your path once you start school."
"I hope so," Kayla sighed.
Visionary Vistas was a high-end art gallery in New York City, one known for only carrying the work of famous and influential artists. Expensive black town cars were lined up outside as nicely-dressed people stepped out. Valets in perfectly-tailored uniforms handled the vehicles. There were even a couple of photographers taking pictures, although they were likely for local society pages rather than some national news network.
"How are you doing?" Megan asked Kayla while Steven handed the keys to one of the valets.
"Overwhelmed," Kayla admitted, taking a deep breath.
"It's all just for show, don't let it get to you. Just stick with us and you'll be fine," Megan smiled as Steven approached. "Ready, shorty?"
"Did you have to wear heels?" Steven grumbled, the height difference between him and the heiress even more obvious while she had on her delicate red heels.
"I don't have any flats that are fancy enough," Megan shrugged.
"Buy some?" Steven suggested while Kayla giggled.
"Escort a lady inside?" Megan asked, batting her eyelashes and ignoring the suggestion.
"Fine, whatever," Steven sighed, offering his arm.
Megan looped her arm through Steven's as the three of them made their way to the entrance. It was quickly confirmed that they were on the guest list and they were allowed inside. Tall ceilings, white walls, and glittering lights greeted them as they arrived at the reception area. Well-dressed people were mingling while sipping champagne as servers carrying trays skillfully moved through the area.
They were immediately handed champagne, with no one even caring about Kayla's age. The three of them then entered the main gallery, an open floor with high ceilings and neutral walls that wouldn't distract from the art. Paintings and sculptures were already on display, but no one was really looking at them yet. There were also a couple of side galleries featuring even more works, a bar and lounge area, private viewing rooms, and the back offices.
The wealthy and influential were exchanging air kisses and introductions while discussing various topics. Steven saw a few people he recognized from the charity event, but no one he really knew. Penelope hadn't arrived yet, and neither had Theodore Bauer.
"Megan!" a female voice called out.
"Hi, Sophia," Megan smiled softly as a tall, slim woman with raven hair approached.
"It's SO nice to see you!" Sophia gushed as the girls exchanged air kisses. "How have you been?"
"I've been well, thank you," Megan inclined her head. "Sophia, this is Steven Martucci, my escort for the evening. Beside him is Kayla Thomson, her father's a big name on the west coast. Steven and Kayla, this is Sophia Kingsley."
"Charmed," Sophia purred with a slight English accent. She was wearing an elegant purple gown, and her dark hair was twisted into a fancy knot at the back of her head. "It's nice to see Megan with a date. Are you going to make an honest woman out of her, Steven?"
"I wasn't aware she was a dishonest woman," Steven deflected smoothly.
"You're funny!" Sophia laughed. "But, seriously, I do think it's great that Megan's making the whole single mom with a career thing work. Very empowering!"
Sophia continued talking, oblivious to the occasional eye roll one of her comments elicited. Within five minutes, Steven and Kayla learned that Sophia was from a long line of British nobility and she came to New York as a girl, attending school with Megan. Sophia was very active in the elite social scene, always going to parties and events. She also made sure to mention that she was the one who introduced Megan to Andre Durand.
"Does she know how condescending she is?" Kayla asked when Sophia rushed off to greet someone else.
"Nope," Megan scoffed. "She's incredibly full of herself. She even threw a temper tantrum when Andre Durand asked me out instead of her."
"I didn't like all the judgmental comments about you being a single mother," Steven glared in Sophia's direction. "Backhanded insults disguised as compliments."
"She's got no business judging people on being responsible," Megan declared. "In Europe, she was the girl always dancing topless on tables in bars. Pictures are still online if you're interested."
"I'm good, but thanks," Steven made a face.
Penelope finally arrived, looking absolutely stunning in an elegant black dress. Her blonde hair was styled in the same half-up braided halo that Megan and Kayla were using. Steven jokingly asked if the girls coordinated on days they didn't see each other. Nell just giggled before introducing her date.
Isaac Zimmerman was a high-priced lawyer who worked at his family's law firm, Zimmerman Law. They had offices all over the world, and Isaac was the latest in a long line of powerful lawyers. He was over six-feet tall with brown hair and hazel eyes. The thirty-three year old man had a goatee and a charming smile.
Steven wasn't sure what he felt when Isaac wrapped an arm around Nell's waist possessively, pulling her close as he sipped on his champagne. It wasn't romantic jealousy, Steven didn't have those kinds of feelings for Nell. It was more like he was protective of his friend. Megan had told him how so many guys in their circle used Nell for sex. Steven pushed down his anger, thinking that Isaac better not have seen Nell as just an easy lay.
Kayla's mind started to wander while Steven and Megan talked with Nell and Isaac. The teenager had been introduced, but she didn't participate much in the conversation. It was fine with her, since she was very interested in observing how these people interacted.
No one was really looking at the artwork yet, although a few did glance at each piece for a few seconds before moving on. The side galleries held works from smaller artists, allowing the main hall to be dominated by pieces created by Adrian Marino. There were sculptures and paintings of various sizes, all of them interesting. One large scale painting nearby drew Kayla's attention, and she found herself walking over to it.
The large painting was seven-feet tall and five-feet wide, nearly filling the wall. It had a muted background, drawing all attention to the main image. Shattered Embrace depicted two human-like figures that were fractured into jagged shards of color. They were nude, but due to the abstract nature of the painting and the way they were posed, no anatomical detail was shown. However, the suggestive nature heightened the intimacy between the two.



One figure was painted in vibrant reds and oranges, highlighting their passion. The second was in grays and whites, giving off a colder vibe. In the center, the colors bled together into an intense purple that made Kayla think love and pain were intermingled. The entire world melted away as Kayla admired the painting, a frown adorning her model-perfect face.
"Most people who have seen it try to decide if it's love or loss," a smooth voice with a light Italian accent said, making Kayla jump. "You look like you're feeling it."
"It's like... it's like they're both holding on and letting go at the same time," Kayla replied to the man standing beside her. "I'm not sure which hurts more."
"That is the question," he inclined his head as he smiled. "You seem to be a very deep thinker. I'm glad there's someone here who truly appreciates art."
The man talking to Kayla was probably in his mid-twenties. Standing at just over six-feet tall, he was dressed in a crisp button-down and dark pants. He had a lean frame, dark curly hair, and intelligent green eyes. He was clean-shaven and had a friendly smile. Kayla found him extremely attractive.
"There you are, Miss Thomson!" Theodore Bauer's authoritative voice rang out before Kayla could respond to the other man's comment.
"Good evening, Mister Bauer," Kayla said politely, turning to the wealthy man.
"I'm glad I found you," Theodore smiled, pausing briefly to shake the other man's hand. "You don't mind if I steal Kayla, do you? I want to introduce her to Lucian."
"No problem at all," he smiled politely, unable to refuse the billionaire.
Theodore led Kayla back to where her group was, and Megan gave the teen a concerned look before introducing her to the new arrivals. Lucian Graves was a polite, quiet man who was running the exhibition for his family. He was average height with dark brown hair and green eyes. His wife, Amelia, was a beautiful woman with blonde hair and green eyes who was above-average in height.
The conversation flowed smoothly, but Kayla and Steven could sense underlying tension, even if they weren't used to these kinds of events. At one point, it came up that Lucian was best friends with Preston Brinkerhoff, the guy whose wedding Megan and Steven would be attending.
Preston wasn't at the exhibition, but Kayla was very interested when learning he was marrying a woman who was an NFL cheerleader. Theodore commented on how well-rounded Kayla was, with several people noticing that the man's eyes lingered longingly on her face before dropping briefly to her cleavage. Theodore made a quick comment about maybe finding a way for Kayla to attend the wedding. Megan and Nell smoothly brought the subject back to the art exhibition.
The gallery was filling up, and people were starting to pay more attention to the artwork. Lucian and Amelia were pulled away from the group to talk to other people, so the remaining six decided to check out one of the side galleries. Megan had her arm looped through Steven's, standing close to him as they walked. Nell was in the same position with Isaac.
"Milady, please allow me to escort you," Theodore Bauer smiled, offering his arm.
"Thank you, sir," Kayla replied, slipping her arm through his.
A few local artists had sculptures or paintings on display in the side galleries. The artists were available to answer questions and talk about their work. Steven found a painting of a koi pond he really liked that had two people standing beside it, and he admired it until Nell dragged him away to show him a painting of a single person admiring a beautiful red cardinal. The theme was The Body and Emotion, but those two were more interested in the animals depicted alongside the humans.
Kayla preferred the work of Adrian Marino in the main gallery. She eventually managed to slip away from Theodore Bauer, allowing her to return to the large room. The raven-haired beauty noticed the handsome guy with the Italian accent standing in front of a large painting and she immediately made her way over to him.
"We meet again," he inclined his head.
"We do indeed," Kayla giggled, standing beside him to admire the painting.
Fissure depicted a faceless nude figure clutching its chest, the body cracking like marble breaking apart, with reds and gold glowing from the cracks. Kayla immediately realized it represented heartbreak, and the resilience to overcome it. The young man was impressed and asked Kayla to accompany him to view the other works.
The two of them fell into a comfortable rhythm, talking animatedly while going from work to work. There was even some light flirting as they examined the various pieces. Skin and Silence was a long white fabric painted with brushstrokes meant to resemble skin tones blending together. Ecstasy and Ache consisted of three panels of figures; one red, one purple, one blue. Pulse was a bronze sculpture of a life-size torso with shards of red glass sticking out of it.
"Whoever did this is a genius," Kayla breathed.
"That's quite the compliment," the sexy Italian guy laughed.
The sound of someone tinkling glass distracted them, and they both looked over to see Lucian Graves getting everyone's attention. As head curator and gallery director, Lucian began giving a speech, thanking everyone for attending. He gave a brief speech, which included mentioning the artists featured in the side galleries.
"Now, please allow me to introduce the star of the evening," Lucian paused for dramatic effect, "Mister Adrian Marino!"
Kayla started applauding politely with everyone else, until she noticed her new friend walking toward Lucian. She smiled and clapped even harder, feeling stupid for not realizing who she had been talking to. Young, Italian accent, knew a lot about art; of course he was Adrian Marino. All the other artists had been present to talk about their work.
Adrian smiled at Kayla before he started his speech, welcoming everyone and thanking the other artists for showcasing their own work. Kayla enjoyed listening to him talk, and she observed that his Italian accent was very light for someone who had only been in the United States for a few years.
"This series isn't just about the beauty of the mind and body; it's also about honesty," Adrian said to conclude his speech. "It's about what we hide, what we conceal as hard as we can, yet the emotions slip through anyway. I hope these exhibits make you feel something. Thank you."
There was another round of polite applause before a few people went up to Adrian to talk. One was a journalist, and another was a known art collector. Isaac whispered something in Nell's ear, making her giggle. Megan and Steven moved closer to Kayla, making sure she was alright. Theodore proposed getting some food and continuing to mingle.
More drinks and food were provided as people circulated. It wasn't a full dinner, but there were a few things to snack on. A few people did leave early, but most stuck around. Some were trying to buy artwork, and Megan rolled her eyes when she saw Sophia Kingsley downing another glass of champagne while flirting with an artist. The lovely English woman was clearly drunk.
People grew more relaxed as the night wore on and the drinks flowed freely. Isaac grabbed Nell's butt, making her giggle and shake her finger at him reproachfully. Sophia disappeared with the artist she had been flirting with, and Amelia was hanging onto her husband, her face slightly red as she giggled.
Megan and Steven did their best to make sure Kayla was alright, with Nell assisting when she could. Theodore was polite and professional, but he was very skilled at engineering whatever situation he desired. He eventually ended up standing beside Kayla in a side gallery featuring a few intimate pieces.
"What do you think?" Theodore asked, standing beside her.
"It's, ah, it's very nice," Kayla mumbled, blushing slightly. The painting showed a man and woman standing in a pond. Their waists were covered, but the woman's breasts were exposed. "I think I like Adrian's work better."
"Adrian is a talented artist," Theodore agreed, nodding. "I have one of his older works hanging in my office."
"Is it like one of the ones in the other room?" Kayla asked politely.
"Yeah, it is," Theodore confirmed with a smile. "He called it Silent Crescendo. It's a wonderful image of a beautiful woman reclining on a couch. Adrian painted her blurry, as if she were fading away, lost forever."
"I noticed a lot of Adrian's works have a double-meaning," Kayla observed. "It could be sad that she's leaving, leaving her love. Or it could be a good thing; maybe she needs to leave for her own well-being."
"That's very insightful," Theodore replied, inching closer. "You know, Kayla, there's a, a uniqueness about you. Most young people at these events just want to impress me, or just want to party with their money. You? You're genuine. It's very refreshing."
"Thank you, sir," Kayla swallowed nervously.
"We're not at the office, no need to be so formal," Theodore chuckled. "In fact, I'd like to see more of that genuine personality, more of the real Kayla. Perhaps we could have dinner together? Someplace nice and private, away from the noise of the city. Just the two of us."
"That's very kind of you, Mister Bauer," Kayla began carefully, "but I think Megan already has my calendar booked. Besides, you probably have a lot of important people to dine with. There's no need to spend your valuable time on little old me."
"It would be my pleasure, I assure you," Theodore responded after a brief pause. "In fact, I'd be happy to treat you to a meal this evening. Events like this don't provide a full dinner, so you must be hungry."
"That's such a nice offer, you really are a generous man," Kayla smiled, not wanting to upset the powerful man. "Unfortunately, I already agreed to have dinner with Megan tonight. I wouldn't want to cancel on her and have her think I'm taking advantage of your family's kindness."
Theodore's jaw briefly tightened, but he quickly recovered with a smooth chuckle. "Ah, loyalty. Admirable. Megan was right, you're something special. I guess I'll just have to find some other way to keep busy tonight."
"Kayla, there you are!" Megan called out, causing Kayla and Theodore to jump in surprise. "Sorry, we got caught up talking with Lucian and Amelia."
"It's quite alright," Theodore quickly hid his annoyance with a charming smile. "Steven, Megan, I hope you're enjoying yourselves?"
"Yes, thank you," Steven nodded.
"It's nice to show Kayla how these events are," Megan stated coldly. "Although, if she disappears with a man again, people might worry someone has less-than-pure intentions."
"We wouldn't want that," Theodore gave a fake chuckle. "I'll be more careful to make sure we have a chaperone in the future, but I assure you, Kayla is quite safe with me."
"Of course, I was only worried about appearances," Megan smiled.
"It is still a public area, I think we're fine," Theodore responded, unable to hide his annoyance any longer.
"That's true," Steven interjected. "And everyone knows you are a gentleman. Megan's just being protective of her charge."
"Quite admirable," Theodore whispered.
Steven managed to get the topic back to the exhibition, skillfully defusing the situation. Megan and Kayla were both grateful, with Megan taking his hand and squeezing it to show her support. Theodore was experienced at hiding his emotions, although everyone knew he was annoyed.
The event was starting to wind down, with more and more people leaving. Kayla and Megan were both relieved when Theodore said his goodbyes and made his exit. The billionaire made sure to give Kayla his card and express a desire for their paths to cross again in the future.
Kayla went off on her own again, eventually finding herself admiring Shattered Embrace again. The way the shards of color overlapped was mesmerizing, making Kayla think of two people sharing their love, and their pain. She thought back to her own trauma, to the way so many helped her through it. Not just romantically.
Kayla wanted to help others, but she wasn't sure how. Lexi was so insightful, it made sense that she wanted to be a psychologist, but Kayla knew that wasn't for her. She didn't think she could be a cop either, but maybe there were other options? Other ways to help people heal so they could share their deepest secrets with loved ones?
"You're still here," Adrian commented, approaching Kayla and standing beside her to also look up at the painting.
"Yes," Kayla smiled, still admiring the painting. "And now I know you're the genius who painted this. You didn't tell me your name."
"You didn't ask," Adrian pointed out with a chuckle. "I still don't know anything about you. You're just the mystery woman who showed up with Megan Bauer."
"I'm an enigma," Kayla giggled.
"A mystery I'd love to solve," Adrian said smoothly. "Are you a New York native?"
"No, I live in California," Kayla answered. "My father knows the Bauers. I'm here on a two-week internship before starting my first semester of college."
"Internship with the Bauers, so I'm guessing either business administration or accounting? Maybe finance?" Adrian inquired.
"No, I'm just learning about business because my father owns Thomson Finance," Kayla shook her head. "I'm majoring in criminal justice."
A sense of rightness filled Kayla as she said those words. Maybe she didn't have an exact idea of what she wanted to do, but she did know criminal justice was something she could be passionate about. So many people were hurt every day, and Kayla loved the thought of helping them be heard., helping them get justice so they could heal.
"That is a nice choice, I'm sure you'll do great things," Adrian replied with a smile. "Now I'm even more interested in learning about you." Adrian gestured toward the painting. "For example, you keep coming back to this one. I'm not sure if it's a compliment or a warning."
"A warning?" Kayla frowned, confused.
"I feel like you've seen something in this painting tonight that I still haven't, yet I was the one who painted it," Adrian explained. "Perhaps I'll never be finished with it."
"It feels like it's alive," Kayla whispered. "Like it changes every time I look at it."
"Or maybe you change it," Adrian suggested, observing Kayla instead of the painting.
"Just more of my mystique," Kayla blushed slightly.
"I don't usually do this," Adrian began, clearing his throat slightly, "but would you let me steal you for a day? I'd love to show you New York the way I see it. Not the art galleries or anything, just the nice places. I'll do my best to show you a good time, and I have no doubt I'll be inspired by your company."
"A private tour?" Kayla questioned, caught off guard by the offer.
"No pressure, just a day," Adrian answered. "One day out of your life to see the city through the eyes of an artist."
"I'd like that, Adrian," Kayla smiled.
The two of them exchanged contact information and talked for a few more minutes before Megan and Steven returned to see if Kayla was ready to leave. Kayla talked about the invitation, and Megan jokingly agreed to lend Kayla to Adrian for the day. Steven, Kayla, and Megan then said goodbye to everyone before leaving for dinner.
Over dinner, Kayla explained her decision to major in criminal justice. She even texted everyone back home to let them know. Steven and Megan laughed at her excitement as Kayla emailed the school so she could switch her major from undeclared to criminal justice and get in the right classes.
Carter was asleep when they got back to the Cornelia Street townhouse, so Megan just peeked her head in to check on him. Beatrice left for the weekend and Kayla said goodnight before disappearing into her bedroom. Steven followed Megan into the master bedroom, shutting the door behind them.
"I think that went al-mmph!" Steven grunted as Megan grabbed the back of his head and shoved her tongue in his mouth.
"I don't wanna think about it," Megan husked, her hands gripping his bicep as she kissed him passionately. "No more stress, no feelings and crap, no high-society drama," she hissed between kisses, her tongue brushing along his. "I just need to get fucked."
"Happy to oblige," Steven chuckled, grabbing Megan's ass and pulling her to him.
Megan was obviously in a hurry, not even bothering to remove his suit jacket before reaching for his pants. Steven's hand reached out to squeeze her large breast from outside that sexy red dress. She zipped his fly down and extracted his manhood, not even wasting the time to pull his pants down.
Leaning down, Megan took Steven into her mouth, giving him a few quick sucks to make sure he was rock hard. Standing up, Megan grabbed his hands and led him back toward the bed. Megan hopped up on the bed, spreading her legs as she pulled Steven on top of her.
"Get in me," Megan moaned, holding his face as she kissed his lips and cheeks. "Please. Please, I need you in me."
Nodding rapidly, Steven reached between them to grasp his erection. It took a few moments to adjust himself before he was able to push Megan's panties aside and sink his thickness into her soaking wet pussy. Megan's body tensed, her hands gripping his wrists as she arched her back, her mouth opening in a silent scream.
Then they fucked. No one would call what they were doing making love, or even just having sex. It was rough, fast, and dirty. Both were fully clothed, Steven's pants around his upper thighs and Megan's red heels pointing toward the ceiling as she clung to him desperately.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Megan panted, her eyes rolling back.
Manly grunts escaped Steven's lips as he rutted away on top of Megan. His thrusts were fast and deep, his hips slamming into her as he buried himself to the hilt in her warm sheath. His breath was hot in her ear, his hand resting on top of her head as he moved without thinking. He was well beyond the point of reason. They both were.
Not even a minute has passed when Megan's vaginal muscles started rippling, her body shuddering as she made the sexiest gasping and squeaking noises. It was a good thing she came fast, since Steven had reached his limit as well. He couldn't help it, he was too aroused by her passion. He grunted in Megan's ear as his shaft pulsed, filling her womb with his hot, thick cum.
"That was intense," Steven gasped for breath as he lay beside Megan, his dick still poking out of his pants.
"That was fucking hot," Megan said beside him through heaving breaths.
"Feelings and crap now?" Steven suggested with a laugh.
"We'll see how the wedding goes, Kayla escaped my father's clutches, and Sophia still looks down on me. There. Done," Megan responded, sitting up. "As for me, I need more cock."
Leaning over, the sexy heiress took Steven's penis into her mouth and started sucking hard. Having just came, Steven's tip was very sensitive, and he was soon squirming beneath her. Normally, he'd need more time to recharge, but Megan's talented mouth only needed a couple minutes to return him to full hardness.
Megan continued sucking as she reached up and started undoing her braid, allowing her long hair to freely cascade. It was an odd thing to do while giving a blowjob, but Steven caught on when she reached down to take off her heels and toss them aside, his thick shaft never leaving her mouth.
Steven sat up slightly so he could awkwardly remove his suit jacket. The clothes slowly started coming off both of them, with neither of them willing to let Steven's cock escape Megan's mouth for more than a couple of seconds. He sighed happily when he was able to lay back on the bed, fully naked while a nude Megan Bauer knelt perpendicular to him, bobbing her head on his manhood and her hand massaging his balls.



"Fuck, that feels good," Steven husked.
Giggling slightly around his cock, Megan spun her body around so that she was kneeling between his legs. Steven was quite impressed that she managed to keep sucking the entire time. She continued bobbing her head on him in that position before taking her mouth on him so she could suck on his balls while jacking him off.
Lifting her head, Megan started kissing all along his length, moaning softly. She planted sweet kisses all along his tip before pressing the shaft to her face, almost lovingly. Then she lifted her body so she could wrap her breasts around his length and give him a titty-fuck.
"Mm, you like my big titties, Steven?" Megan cooed, looking up at him with a sultry expression.
"I love your big titties, Megan," Steven groaned, reaching down to roll a nipple between his fingers.
"I hope you're not close to shooting again?" Megan waggled her eyebrows before looking down and licking his tip as it poked up between her tits.
"I should be able to go for a little while," Steven laughed. "Although, your boobs feel amazing."
"Hm, well, I wanna get naughty," Megan purred, continuing to smother his cock in tit-flesh. "So no cumming on my titties. At least, not yet."
"What's naughtier than what we've been doing?" Steven inquired.
"You really are a vanilla guy," Megan giggled, standing up and placing her hands on her hips. "We're gonna have to fix that."
"I am your eager student," Steven vowed.
"Good," she nodded, offering her hand. "Come with me. Pun intended."
Steven laughed as he took Megan's hand while getting out of bed. The naked socialite led Steven through the master bedroom, approaching the entrance to her private terrace. Looking up from the sight of her tight ass, Steven frowned when Megan opened the doors and started leading him outside.
"Megan, we're naked!" Steven exclaimed.
"What, Mister Martucci, are you afraid of an audience?" Megan giggled, tugging on him to get him out onto the terrace.
It was late and dark, but the sounds of the city were ever-present, reminding Steven that they were far from isolated. They were on the fourth floor, but houses were close together around there. It was highly unlikely that someone would see them, but it was not impossible. Still, he could not deny that it was a very nice night. The warm summer air felt nice on their skin, and the distant skyline provided enough light for them to see.
The terrace was about twelve feet deep and the width of the bedroom. The brick floor was softened with an outdoor rug, and the black iron railing was tall enough for safety while being low enough to see the skyline. There was enough room for a small table, two wrought-iron chairs, a cushioned bench, and a couple of loungers. Megan had placed a few potted plants to add to the atmosphere, making the terrace both urban and cozy.
"Well, yeah!" Steven admitted.
"Don't worry, I won't let a sex tape of us get out," Megan smirked. "Promise."
"Yeah, don't let Andre get his hands on it," Steven chuckled as Megan pressed her naked body against his.
"Andre didn't leak it, and neither did I," she looked at him seriously. "I'll tell you the story sometime soon."
"It was one of the women you went to Europe with, wasn't it?" Steven asked.
"How did you know?" Megan gasped, eyes wide.
"It wasn't you or Andre, and I know you went wild, but I don't think you were sending copies of it to everyone you knew," Steven shrugged. "But, there were arguments and drama. Sophia nearly crashed a yacht! One of them got your phone, right?"
"I'll tell you more later, but yeah," Megan nodded, shivering slightly in his grasp.
"I'm sorry," Steven sighed.
"Later," Megan insisted, pressing her lips to his. "Maybe not even until Fiji, we'll see. It's naked cuddling time now."
Steven and Megan sat on the cushioned bench, and Megan quickly snuggled up beside him, wrapping an arm around his waist. Megan reached up with her other hand to lightly caress his face, smirking when he looked around nervously. Despite her earlier words, their talking had briefly quelled some of Megan's desire to be naughty. However, it only took a few minutes of cuddling before Megan's affection for Steven swelled, filling her body with warmth and restarting her lust.
Without saying anything to Steven, Megan slowly lowered her head into his lap to resume the blowjob. Steven leaned back and sighed, his hand on her head, encouraging her to suck him. His other hand slid down her back to squeeze her tight ass before reaching back up to play with her tits.
What started as a relaxing blowjob got more intense when Megan requested Steven fuck her face. Megan knelt on the cushion, her head in Steven's lap as he held her hair and pushed her down on his dick, making drool run from her lips. Megan just kept sucking, making hot gurgling noises while Steven used her mouth.
"I'm gonna cum!" Steven hissed, his pleasure building at the thought of filling the heiress's mouth with his seed. "I'm gonna cum in your mouth, Megan!"
A moan of longing started low in her throat as she clamped her lips down on his shaft, her cheeks caving in from the intensity of her sucking. Steven gasped, his hips bucking as a jet of semen caught Megan in the back of the throat on the downs stroke. Her nostrils flared as she swallowed the first burst, remembering to breathe through her nose. The grunts Steven was making as he pumped cum into her mouth was making Megan's pussy wet.
The tall heiress squeaked in surprise when Steven pressed his lips against hers as soon as she sat up. He then kissed down to her neck, sucking on her skin as he slid a hand between her legs. Steven ran his fingers along her slit, making Megan shiver as he lightly nibbled on her neck.
"Finger me," Megan begged, her hand reaching down to grasp his wrist. "Finger me. Now!"
Steven pushed two fingers up Megan's twat as he kissed along her collarbone. Her moans and pants were music to his ears as her tight body writhed. His thumb rubbed her clit as his lips found her breasts. He kissed all over her tit-flesh before licking her nipple and taking the pink nub between his lips.
The sounds of the city mostly drowned out Megan's moans as Steven explored her sexy body. He made her cum several times, her love juices coating his fingers as his flicked her nipple. At Megan's request, Steven lightly bit down on her nipple as he curled his fingers inside her. She came. Hard.
"I need to fuck you," Steven growled, standing up and pulling Megan to her feet. "You wanted naughty, you're getting naughty."
Just Steven's words were almost enough to make Megan cum again as he led her over to the railing and bent her over it. Megan gripped the iron railing as Steven got in position behind her. She looked out over the city, an intense look on her face as she mentally prepared herself to get fucked.
Steven did not disappoint, grabbing her hips and shoving his cock up her cunt. Megan gasped, tossing her head and causing her long hair to cascade down her back. Her raven hair stood out in contrast to the pale skin it was covering.
"Oh God, oh fuck!" Megan hissed, her teeth bared and clench. "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy! Oh God, yes, give it to me! Fuck!"
"This naughty enough for you?" Steven grunted, drilling her so hard her tits were bouncing wildly on her chest. "You like being dirty?"
"I love being dirty," Megan gasped. "Oh God, grab my titties!"
Releasing her hips, Steven gave Megan a quick spank before reaching around with both hands and grabbing her boobs. He used the wonderful mounds as handholds to pound the sexy goddess from behind. She bit her lower lip to keep from screaming, her eyes scrunched shut.
Megan was tall, but Steven was still able to get a great angle to make their fucking comfortable. It was a position they could maintain, so they did. The minutes passed as Steven's cock relentlessly fucked Megan's pussy in a wonderful rhythm. He made Megan cum twice before he finally felt the familiar clenching in his balls.
"Where do you want it?" Steven grunted.
"Face! On my face!" Megan begged. "Cum on my face!"
"Get on your knees!" Steven ordered, stepping back so his dick slipped out of her.
With no hesitation, Megan spun around and dropped to her knees as Steven stroked himself. She looked up at him passionately as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. He already came twice, yet his third load was still large, able to completely cover Megan's face and fill her mouth. Drops fell off her face and landed on her perfect boobs and smooth thighs.
"Definitely naughty," Megan giggled, leaning forward to lightly suck his tip.
"Agreed," Steven nodded, letting out a breathless laugh.
The two of them went to Megan's en-suite bathroom and Steven started the shower so they could clean up. Turning around, Steven was surprised to see Megan on the toilet, not the least bit embarrassed to be peeing in front of him. He did the same, and Megan only teased him a little about being shy.
There was a lot of touching and kissing in the shower, but they didn't have sex again. After going through their nighttime routines, the two of them climbed into Megan's bed to cuddle. Steven didn't want to go to the guest room, he wanted to fall asleep holding Megan.
"Any chance I can sneak to the guest room before Carter wakes up tomorrow?" Steven asked.
"Sure, set an alarm," Megan agreed.
Steven set an alarm before getting comfortable again with the amazing woman in his arms. He ran his fingers through her hair as she sighed happily. It was perfect. Megan and Steven were optimistic about how things would go at the wedding, both of them sure they would start a real relationship. Something fairly novel for them both.
Not far from Steven and Megan, Kayla Thomson lay naked in her bed as she played with herself. Kayla brought herself to orgasm before getting under the covers and going to sleep. It was a night for pleasure and passion, with a lot more going on than just what happened at Cornelia Street.
Soft moans and rough grunts filled the nice bedroom of the expensive condo as Isaac Zimmerman held Penelope Miller's hips, fucking her in doggystyle. With a loud groan, he held himself deep inside her warmth as he filled her with his seed. Naked, Nell collapsed on the bed, breathing heavily as Isaac walked off to the bathroom. The beautiful blonde knew he had basically just used her body to masturbate with, and she was filled with envy as she imagined the passion Megan was sharing with Steven. Isaac was back in bed, snoring away as Nell looked over at her bedside table, at the crystal figurine of a male cardinal.
Jane was naked in her bedroom, kneeling on all fours as she fingered herself while imagining Steven was behind her. She knew it probably wasn't healthy, but she didn't care. She needed to feel some pleasure, some passion. Unable to help it, Jane moaned Steven's name, her body shaking as she reached orgasm.
In the same apartment, Camilla was taking several photos of herself in lingerie. Letting out a breath, she pushed her negligee down to her waist so she could get several topless shots. Then she made a quick video, starting off in the negligee before removing it so that she could record herself topless. The sexy Latina even gave a quick peek down her body, revealing her shaved pubic mound. Camilla got herself off with her vibrator after posting the nudes for her subscribers.
Sienna and Theo were having phone sex. They had sent several pictures to each other, more suggestive than explicit. The redhead's hard nipples were pushing against the fabric of her white tank top, and Theo showed her an image of his bulge. Hearing Sienna moan his name into the phone was enough to make Theo cum all over his hand.
Noah found himself in the college dormitory of two pretty coeds. He had fucked the blonde's brains out, and she was passed out naked on the small bed. The brunette was moaning and panting, trying to avoid knocking her roommate of the bed as Noah fucked her from behind. When he was ready, he came in the brunette's mouth. There wasn't room for all three of them, and Noah slept in the other bed while the two roommates cuddled. Despite having just gotten laid by two hotties, Noah was not satisfied. In fact, he was quite lonely.
Due to her ever-growing baby bump, Leslie and Conner often had to go with more relaxing positions. Leslie was laying on her back with her legs over her husband's shoulders. She was playing with her boobs while cooing up at Conner to keep fucking her. The beautiful, petite blonde regularly accused Conner of having a pregnancy fetish, yet it was Leslie who wantonly begged for Conner to cum all over her stomach.
So many relationships, many at different stages, but all with their own aspects and issues. The Gang of Eight all lay in beds after their orgasms as they contemplated their future. Who would they marry, would they have children? Would they be good parents? Would they ever find that one special someone? They would be friends forever, but their love still hung in the balance.
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Hey guys, here's Chapter 16! I hope you enjoy it. I am working on my epilogue miniseries for Birthday Pool Party and am making progress. It might turn into its own full series due to how many characters and plot points have gotten involved. I hope you're enjoying this universe, it's been a lot of work to create it!
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~Saturday August 02, 2025~
"Mommy!" Carter's voice called out from the hallway as he knocked on the door. "Mommy, are you up?"
"Shit!" Megan hissed, shooting up in bed. She immediately reached over and shook Steven's shoulder. "Shit, we overslept!"
"Huh, what?" Steven mumbled, slowly waking up and lifting to his elbows. Glancing over, he got a good look at Megan's bare boobs, rendering him mute. "Uh..."
"Focus!" Megan whispered urgently. "You were supposed to set an alarm!"
"Mommy?" Carter knocked again, trying to turn the knob and discovering the door was locked.
"I'll be right there, honey," Megan called out.
"We must have slept through the alarm," Steven reasoned groggily.
"Yeah, no kidding," Megan grumbled. "Ah, quick, get under the bed!"
"Under the...?" Steven frowned.
"Just do it!" Megan hissed, tossing the covers off their naked bodies.
"O-okay," Steven sighed, rolling off the bed with a complete lack of grace and sliding under it. "This is not comfortable."
Ignoring Steven, Megan got out of bed and started tossing their clothes in the corner of the room. Carter knocked again, causing Megan to rush around the room, her boobs bouncing wildly as she removed any evidence from the previous night. Then the heiress slipped on a long robe so she was fully covered before heading to the door and opening it a crack.
"Good morning, sweetie," Megan smiled, reaching out to hold the back of her son's head as she leaned out and kissed his forehead.
"Are you okay, Mommy?" Carter asked, looking up at his mother with concern in his blue-gray eyes.
"I'm fine, I just overslept," she replied, tousling his hair. "Why don't you go downstairs while I get dressed? I'll come down and make breakfast."
"Okay!" Carter nodded, turning and rushing away.
"Remember to wash your hands!" Megan called after him. "And no whoopee cushions on the seats!"
"Can I come out now?" Steven groaned from under the bed when Megan shut the door.
"Yeah, you're good," Megan confirmed, removing her robe.
"Ow, my balls," he winced as he shimmied out from under the bed and got to his feet. "Why couldn't I have hid in the bathroom?"
"Huh. That would have been more comfortable, wouldn't it?" Megan mused, snatching her bra up off the floor.
"Yeah, it would have," Steven grumbled while watching Megan put away her huge boobs. "My balls got squished."
"Poor, baby," the heiress smiled warmly at Steven, taking any sting from the statement. "I'll kiss them and make them better later."
"That would be acceptable," Steven nodded slowly.
"Gee, thanks," Megan giggled. She placed her hands on her hips, giving him an even stare as she stood in just a bra. "Are you gonna get dressed?"
"Fuck," he exclaimed softly, finding the view of Megan incredibly sexy. Her bra-clad breasts were perfect, and his eyes trailed down her flat stomach to her pubic mound.
"Staying naked?" Megan asked, sashaying over to him with those long, long legs. "As much as I'd love to watch you swing your cock around for me, we have to get downstairs."
"It's not my fault you look as good as you do," Steven replied, his eyes flicking up to stare into Megan's.
"You are certainly good for a woman's ego, darling," Megan said, kissing his cheek affectionately.
"So, do I sneak out the back door, or how are we explaining me here?" Steven asked, grabbing his boxer briefs off the floor.
"We're on the fourth floor, dummy," she laughed. "You can put it in my backdoor later, if you'd like, but for now we'll just make Carter think you slept in the guest room."
"I only have my suit in here," Steven winced. "My bag is in the guest room."
"Well, put your underwear on at least," Megan instructed, picking up her panties. "I'll keep Carter in the kitchen so you can get to the guest room."
"Okay," Steven agreed while Megan pulled up her underwear.
Steven put on his boxer briefs and gathered up his suit while Megan dressed in a pair of gray sweatpants and a t-shirt. Megan sent Steven a text from the kitchen that she was with Carter and the coast was clear. Rushing to his room, Steven sighed in relief when he made it safely. Or, at least, he thought he did.
"Ah, the walk of shame," Kayla's voice said from behind Steven, making him jump. "Always a classic."
"Uh, hi, Kayla," Steven mumbled, holding his suit jacket over his crotch.
"Did you have a nice night?" Kayla asked, waggling her eyebrows suggestively.
The teenager was dressed in a knee-length sundress with thick shoulder straps and a box-neckline. The dress was white with blue flowers and looked both casual and cute. A pair of sandals covered her feet. She was leaning against the door frame, her arms crossed beneath her breasts as she smirked.
"I did, yes," Steven admitted, uncomfortable with his state of dress. "Ready for the day a bit early, aren't you?"
"I'm meeting Adrian at a cafe for breakfast," Kayla answered, looking at Steven with interest. "Does it bother you that you had to sneak out of Megan's room like a teenager?"
"No," he shook his head. "Things are progressing with us, and I understand her not wanting her son to know just yet. I'm sure that's going to be an awkward conversation."
"I guess," Kayla shrugged.
"Do you think it should bother me?" Steven asked, trying to keep his waist covered with his suit.
"I don't know," she replied. "I understand Megan having trouble with her young child knowing she's involved with someone, but you two are basically a couple."
"I know, we just don't use the label," Steven sighed. "I'm used to that."
"Exactly," Kayla responded. "She's not being fair to you; you clearly want more."
"And we have a date coming up next month," he pointed out. "I'm hoping we can take things to the next level then."
"A week in Fiji, how romantic," she giggled. "Do you think you're gonna become Carter's step-dad?"
"We're not that far just yet," Steven smiled, loving the idea. He also felt weird knowing that Carter was Kayla's half-brother, but he had to keep it from her.
"I just wanted to tell you that you're a good guy and Megan's a lucky woman," Kayla smiled. "Don't be intimidated; it's just money."
"Well, thank you," he chuckled.
"You're welcome," she nodded.
"Uh, do you mind?" Steven asked, gesturing toward himself.
"Fine," Kayla giggled, turning to leave before talking over her shoulder. "I enjoyed the view."
Steven put on lounge pants and a t-shirt, then made his way down to the kitchen. Carter, Megan, and Steven said goodbye to Kayla before sitting down to a breakfast of pancakes. Steven was still distracted, so the whoopee cushion trap caught him, making Carter laugh.
The three of them cleaned up after breakfast and watched a couple of Saturday morning cartoons with Carter. Steven told Carter stories about setting his alarm to wake up early and watch cartoons. Megan and Steven described a few of the cartoons they liked when they were kids.
When Carter's shows were over, Steven browsed a few streaming services to see if any of the old cartoons were available. Carter made a joke about being surprised something so old was still around, causing Megan and Steven to tickle-attack him in response. The six-year-old squealed, running away from the dancing fingers.
Steven and Megan each picked out a show so that Carter could try out a couple of episodes. Carter told Steven that his was great, but that his mother liked lame shows. Megan lifted his shirt so she could blow raspberries on his stomach. Steven chose not to take sides, letting mother and son fight it out.
Unfortunately, Steven had to leave not long after since he was spending the day with Theo and Noah. Sienna and Camilla were hanging out with Leslie and Conner, while Megan and Nell had plans to take Carter to a playground with a few of his friends.
In a cozy cafe in Greenwich Village, Kayla was sitting at a little corner table with Adrian Marino. Soft jazz filled the air as Kayla looked around, loving the exposed brick and wooden tables. Adrian looked very handsome in corduroy pants and a navy button-down. They flirted and exchanged friendly banter while sipping on coffees and eating croissants.
"Thank you again for agreeing to accompany me," Adrian said charmingly. "I'm honored."
"Triply honored? You've told me three times," Kayla teased, a radiant smile lighting up her features as her dark hair framed her face.
"My apologies, it isn't often I get to spend the day with such an exquisite creature," Adrian replied in his light Italian accent.
"Smooth," Kayla giggled approvingly. "Are you also going to tell me you've never met anyone like me?"
"Hm, perhaps," Adrian nodded thoughtfully. "Since I'm an artist, I think offering to sketch you is also an important cliche to explore."
"Yes," Kayla nodded, remembering a sweet guy who once drew a picture of her. "I'd be so touched at how beautiful you saw me, I'd ask if that was what I really looked like."
"I would confidently assure you that you truly were the most stunning woman I'd ever seen," he explained.
"And then I go on about how deep and mysterious you are?" Kayla played into the script. "Maybe toss in a comment about you being tall, dark, and handsome?"
"Which leads to a romantic walk where I explain the importance of living in the moment," Adrian continued. "I tell you about how the future doesn't matter because we'll always have this day, this one day out of our lives where only each other mattered."
"At that point my panties would basically fall off," Kayla said. "I'd let you do any dirty thing imaginable to me, and spend the next day glowing, thinking I was in love. A week later I'd be eating ice cream and crying because you never called. That's how it ends, right?"
"I do not know. Perhaps you prefer chocolates to ice cream?" he joked. "In either case, I think I would be a fool not to call you, even if I never saw the wonderful secrets hidden under that sun dress."
"So, you admit you're thinking about what's under my dress?" Kayla teased before taking a sip of coffee.
"I assure you, I only have the purest of intentions," Adrian smiled before taking a bite of his croissant.
"And why don't I believe you?" Kayla wondered, tapping her chin.
"I think because you have been hurt," he answered seriously.
"I have, but I do have people I trust who I know would never hurt me," she bit her lower lip. "My best friend would take a bullet for me."
"I am sure they would," Adrian said smoothly. "I hope we do not end up facing down the barrel of a gun today, but I assure you that I will do my best to keep you safe."
"Ah, hoping for the 'knight in shining armor' cliche?" Kayla laughed.
"Hoping? No," he laughed. "Although, I am enjoying the company of the gentle lady."
"Gentle? You wish," she stuck out her tongue. "I'd probably be protecting you. Or maybe you'd need protection from me."
"Perhaps. We shall see how our day unfolds, milady," Adrian inclined his head.
Kayla was enjoying the flirting, but she wasn't sure where she wanted things to go. She was a beautiful woman who was also kind and friendly, so she was used to guys hitting on her. However, she had recently decided to be much more selective about who she got involved with.
Megan had even talked to Kayla about guys who were very, very skilled at faking an interest to get her into bed. The teenager could be a little naive in that regard, and had a couple partners she regretted. Noah had come on too strongly, making it obvious that getting her into bed was his only goal. Kayla liked him more when Noah started acting like a friend.
If Theodore Bauer hadn't been so presumptuous and actually treated Kayla like a person instead of making it clear he saw her as three holes and two tits, she might have gone with him. Older guys could be really sexy. Yet, Theodore's comments all came off as empty and meaningless.
Adrian seemed genuine, but so had her ex-boyfriend David, who had turned out to be a monster. David had fooled Kayla for months, so how well could she really know Adrian? Not knowing what to do was stressing Kayla out, so she decided to just keep her guard up and see where things went.
"Keep hitting me with that charm and I may be convinced of your desires," Kayla smiled, her wavy raven hair framing her pretty face. "After all, many knights would love to find out what's beneath a fair lady's skirts."
"Only a fool would not find you attractive," Adrian proclaimed. "Yet, I will be quite content with the opportunity to show you the city through my eyes. I need nothing else."
"Okay, then show me your city, good sir," Kayla challenged.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
"I'm ready," Kayla nodded eagerly.
After breakfast, the two of them left the small cafe and walked to Washington Square Park. The beautiful park was known as the heart of Greenwich Village, and Adrian was excited to show Kayla all of its hidden secrets. Adrian took a picture of Kayla in front of the famous Washington Square Arch before leading her into the park.
The park was full of people, many of them milling about while others sat on benches and relaxed. A paved circle surrounded the famous fountain and there were a couple of hot dog stands set up. People walked their dogs on leashes, and Kayla could spot locals relaxing on the grass in the distance.
Kayla eagerly rushed over to the fountain, her sundress fluttering around her knees. Adrian handed her a coin and suggested she make a wish. Closing her eyes, Kayla wished for her half-sister to be born healthy before tossing the coin into the water, allowing it to sink to the bottom of the fountain.
The two of them walked along the paved roads, passing street performers, musicians, and painters. Kayla dropped a five dollar bill into the guitar case of a talented musician who turned out to be a friend of Adrian's. He didn't have time to talk, but he greeted them quickly before getting back to playing a catchy tune.
Neither of them knew who initiated the contact, but Kayla and Adrian were soon holding hands as they walked along the path. A few vendors had stands where they sold various merchandise, and Adrian introduced Kayla to a friend of his who sold handmade jewelry. Adrian insisted on buying Kayla a small bracelet, saying it suited her spirit. She blushed cutely before putting it on.
An entire section of the park was devoted to game tables. There were tables set up all over the place, allowing people to play chess, checkers, and other board games. With a mischievous grin, Kayla led Adrian over to a free table with a chess board. A quick check confirmed that they had all the pieces.
"I'm guessing you play?" Adrian asked while helping Kayla set up the board.
"I do," she confirmed with a nod. "How about a little bet?"
"What stakes do you propose?" Adrian questioned.
"If you win, I'll give you a kiss," Kayla smiled prettily.
"I just might be willing to take a big risk for such a prize," Adrian replied smoothly. "What would you like if you emerge victorious?"
"I want you to paint me," Kayla answered simply.
"Hm, do you just want a smiley face on your cheek?" the artist asked teasingly. "Or I could give you whiskers and make you look like a cat?"
"Not paint on me!" Kayla laughed. "I meant like a real, professional portrait of me. Wait. Wow, that sounded vain, didn't it? I just, I think you're really talented and I'd like to see how you see me. Something for me to remember this day by. And to lean in to the cliche a bit."
"You seem to really be playing up the cliche angle today," he observed with a laugh.
"Considering all of human history, what isn't a cliche now?" Kayla challenged.
"Everything, and nothing," Adrian answered. "Even if something's been done a million times before, it hasn't been done by you. That makes it one-of-a-kind."
"I like that," she grinned. "So, do we have a bet?"
"We have a wager," Adrian grinned, gesturing toward Kayla's white chess pieces. "Your move."
Kayla began with the king's pawn opening, moving her pawn to the e4 space. Adrian chose the most common response, placing a pawn on e5. For her next move, Kayla placed her night on f3, threatening Adrian's pawn. To protect the pawn, Adrian placed his own night on c6 before Kayla moved her bishop to c4.
"Did you know this opening is often referred to as the Italian Game?" he asked in his light accent.
"I did," Kayla confirmed with a smirk. "Hm, if you know that, you must be quite skilled. Are you trying to hustle me out of a kiss, Mister Marino?"
"I would point out that you were the one to propose a wager," Adrian responded. "Perhaps you are actually the hustler."
"Who, me?" Kayla batted her eyelashes. "Couldn't be!"
"Let us find out," he offered, making his move.
Kayla and Adrian were both quite skilled at chess, and they were each determined to win. A woman with a good head on her shoulders was a big turn-on for Adrian. He couldn't help but smile at Kayla when she managed to capture his bishop and snag an early lead. Kayla could tell Adrian was not going easy on her, and she liked that he respected her enough to know she didn't need to be coddled.
They played aggressively, each attempting to take full control of the center of the board. Unfortunately, Kayla's early lead made her overconfident, and Adrian was able to take her knight, leaving them tied on material. An exchange of queens followed a few moves later, leading toward Kayla making a mistake that cost her the game.
"Looks like I have a debt to pay," Kayla observed, clearing the board.
"No need, I would not want to sully our first kiss with any ill feelings," Adrian said. "The pleasure of your company is prize enough."
"Oh, I know it is," Kayla proclaimed with fake-arrogance as she got to her feet. "Yet, you have won a great prize; one you would be foolish not to collect."
"A kiss from you would indeed be a reward I would be sure to remember for the rest of my life," he inclined his head.
"Stand up," Kayla instructed firmly as she stood in front of the table.



Adrian quickly complied, standing in front of Kayla and smiling at the gorgeous young lady. Reaching out, Kayla lightly caressed his cheek as she admired his handsome face, his green eyes, and his dark curly hair. Kayla stood on her toes and pressed her lips against his, lingering slightly before pulling away and smiling at him.
"Wow," Adrian whispered, gazing into Kayla's green eyes.
"That was because I always pay my debts," Kayla said simply. "And this is for me."
Kayla held Adrian's face in both hands as she once again stood on her toes so she could kiss him passionately. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling Kayla to him as her tongue speared into his mouth. Time lost all meaning as they made out and clung to each other. They were both red-faced and panting when they broke apart and stared at each other.
The nearby tables had fallen silent, with quite a few people looking over at them. Kayla blushed and covered her face with her hands when she noticed everyone watching. A couple of older guys both gave a grin and a thumbs-up to Adrian as they gestured at the raven-haired goddess.
"Perhaps we should continue exploring the park?" Adrian suggested.
"That's a good idea," Kayla giggled, lowering her hands. "We've given everyone enough of a show."
Leaving the Washington Square Park, Kayla and Adrian walked through the city until they reached the High Line. The High Line was an elevated park that had been built on an old elevated rail line. There were gardens and art exhibits, as well as plenty of opportunities to view the skyline and people watch.
The High Line weaved through various buildings, and they stopped at one with a colorful mural painted on it. Adrian wanted to learn more about the way Kayla thought, so he asked her for opinions on the mural. The two of them ended up talking about it for several minutes, both of them drawn to the artistic mural.
Lunch was at a rooftop garden cafe, providing fresh air and wonderful views. Kayla tried to order a glass of wine, but was carded and had to go with diet soda instead. Adrian decided to tease her by ordering an ice cold beer for himself to enjoy. She made a face and stuck her tongue out at him playfully.
It was about two miles to Central Park, the third park of the day, so they got on the subway after eating. Kayla teased Adrian about only taking her to parks, but he gave her an amazing explanation about the authenticity of parks and the city. There were people from all walks of life, there was romance and socializing, there were friends and artists, there was humanity.
And there was also Jane Silver.
"Jane?!" Kayla called out, heading for two women who had also just entered the park.
"Hm?" Jane turned to look at who was calling her. "Oh, Kayla! Hi!"
"Nice to see you!" Kayla grinned before glancing at Adrian. "Oh, this is Adrian Marino, he's a friend of mine and an awesome artist! Adrian, this is Jane Silver, she works at Sphinx."
"Pleasure to meet you," Adrian said with a charming smile.
"Likewise," Jane replied politely. She was wearing leggings and a t-shirt while holding a frisbee. "This is Molly, my baby sister. Molly, meet Kayla Thomson."
"Hi!" Molly waved eagerly, looking very similar to Jane. She leaned in toward Kayla, holding a hand over her mouth as she gestured toward Adrian. "He's cute!"
Molly was slightly shorter than Jane, and her skin was more tanned, indicating an outdoor lifestyle or a lot of time at a tanning booth. The younger Silver woman also didn't have the small mole above her lip that Jane had. Molly was twenty-five, three years younger than Jane.
"He's not bad," Kayla shrugged.
"I'll take him if he's not hot enough for ya!" Molly offered.
"I appreciate the compliment, but my affections are not so easily shifted," Adrian inclined his head. "My apologies, Molly."
"Ooooh, damn!" Molly giggled. "You're a lucky girl."
"Thank you," Kayla smiled softly.
"Sorry about my sister, she rarely shuts up," Jane rolled her eyes.
"Oh, shush," Molly admonished her sister.
"Playing frisbee today?" Kayla asked, gesturing toward the disc in Jane's hand.
"Ultimate frisbee!" Jane grinned excitedly. "With some friends I played with in college."
"I'm sorry, I'm afraid I've never heard of it," Adrian responded politely.
"Don't feel bad; none of her friends knew what it was either," Molly snickered. "She had to explain it to them, and one of them was convinced the rules were stolen from football."
"It does sound made up," Kayla giggled.
"It's a real sport!" Jane whined sadly. "You two can join us if you'd like?"
"It's up to you," Adrian said to Kayla. "Sounds fun to me."
"Let's do it," Kayla nodded.
Jane started excitedly explaining the rules, with Molly occasionally asking which sport ultimate frisbee stole each rule from. Kayla enjoyed Molly, and the three girls were quite friendly. Adrian was a good guy and got along well with everyone. Jane's friends were nice as well, eager to let the two newbies join the game.
Kayla ended up on Jane's team while Adrian played with Molly. The two teams were evenly matched at first, but Jane proved her worth and her team pulled ahead. Jane really was amazing at the game, having a great eye for the opponent's strategy and how to disrupt it. Kayla was impressed.
Jane and Kayla also got to bond a little during breaks, talking about their lives. Kayla noticed Jane carefully asked a couple of questions about Steven and Megan, but quickly changed the subject, seeming like she didn't really want to know. Kayla winced in sympathy, knowing a few of the details.
"Looks like you win this one," Adrian said to Kayla after the game.
"Too bad we didn't bet on this one," Kayla giggled, wrapping her arms around his neck and pecking his lips.
"I would still be willing to pay the debt," he replied. "Perhaps after dinner?"
"What debt would that be?" she frowned.
"Our original bet was for me to draw you," Adrian explained. "You have a beautiful soul, one that should be put to canvas."
"You're gonna draw me?" she asked with a grin.
"If you would allow it, I'd love to paint you," Adrian answered, reaching up to cup her cheek. "I won't be able to finish tonight, but I can get it to you before your flight."
"It takes that long?" Kayla frowned.
"Yes," he chuckled. "An oil painting needs layering and drying time between coats. I'd get your main features tonight and finish later."
"I'd like that," she smiled softly.
"Okay, lovebirds, let's go!" Molly interjected, wrapping an arm around each of them. "Save the kisses for later, I'm hungry!"
"Molly!" Jane hissed.
Molly, Jane, Kayla, and Adrian got food at a local burger stand so they could eat in the park with Jane's friends. Then they had a quick dessert of ice cream before splitting off and going their separate ways. Adrian brought Kayla to his loft in Soho that was both his home and studio.
The loft had a huge open floor plan with large windows overlooking the street. The space was divided, with about half used for living and the other half for working. One side was covered in easels, canvases, and various partially-completed sculptures. The other side looked like standard loft living; there was a small kitchen in the corner, with another section containing a sofa, love seat, and large television. A loft bed required a ladder to reach, and a nearby door led to a small bathroom.
"Now this is a bachelor pad," Kayla giggled, waking into the room with her purse slung over her shoulder.
"Well, I am a bachelor," Adrian chuckled. "Can I offer you something to drink?"
"Sure, diet soda if you have it," Kayla turned to smile at him. Her eyes went wide and she gasped. "Oh!"
Kayla immediately rushed over to the wall where the large painting was hanging. Shattered Embrace, the image of two abstract humans, one red and one blue, overlapping in purple. A smile lit up Kayla's features as she admired the work, once again lost in its meaning.
"I brought it home after I saw your reaction to it," Adrian explained, standing behind Kayla and placing his hands on her slim waist. "The way you lost yourself in the work made me realize I needed to see it more myself."
"I love it!" Kayla breathed.
"It is inspiring me to create another image, one of the most beautiful woman I've ever met, inside and out," Adrian whispered in Kayla's ear, making her shiver.
"I-I'm ready," Kayla stammered.
Adrian brought Kayla a soda to sip on while he got everything set up. He wanted to paint her in front of the window, with the natural light falling on her face. It was starting to get dark a little earlier, but they still had a little bit of time left. He had to hurry.
"Sit here," Adrian requested, dragging a stool closer to the window. "The lighting is perfect."
Kayla placed her drink on the table and walked over to sit on the stool, crossing her legs awkwardly. "Uh, do I pose? Put my hand on my hip, lift my chin? Smile?"
"Yes. Smile, beg for a treat," Adrian teased as he walked over to Kayla.
"Ass," she grumbled cutely as she squirmed on the stool. "I'm nervous."
"Do not be nervous, just be you, be real. Just... be. That's all I need," he explained with a smile.
"O-okay... okay," Kayla let out a breath before resting her elbow on her thigh and placing her hand on her chin."
"Hm, almost..." he muttered, reaching out to brush a lock of raven hair behind Kayla's ear, "perfect."
Kayla felt the heat between them as she gazed into Adrian's eyes.
"Don't move," Adrian whispered.
"Can I breathe?" Kayla asked as Adrian rushed over to his seat.
"Preferably, yes," Adrian deadpanned, making her giggle.
They both fell silent as Adrian started working, his strokes creating scratches against the canvas. His brows were furrowed in concentration as he glanced between the canvas and Kayla. The sounds of the city easily reached them, yet the silence in the room itself made Kayla feel like she could almost hear her racing heart. There was an intimacy to the art session that she had not been expecting.
"H-how, ah, how long is this going to take?" Kayla asked, squirming nervously. "Sorry, it's just intense."
"Not much longer," he promised with a smile. "Unless you keep fidgeting and add days to my work."
"Hmph. Rude," Kayla huffed before going still as she watched him closely. The intensity in his gaze made her heart skip as she felt butterflies in her stomach. "W-what are you looking for? My face doesn't change."
"Of course it does," Adrian argued, not glancing up. "This isn't about looking, it's about feeling. It's about capturing the person underneath, the wild emotion, the spark that makes you Kayla." He gestured at her with his hand. "The smallest changes are barely noticeable, but they're there. I am determined to capture that spark within you, that passion, that authenticity. That beautiful fire of humanity."
"I hope I don't burst into flames," Kayla commented, her throat dry and face slightly pink.
"Oh, I hope you do," he replied seriously, his light Italian accent making the words even more intense. "Metaphorically speaking, of course."
Kayla struggled to sit still as Adrian continued his work. She felt hot and had to resist the urge to wipe the sweat from her brow. The way he looked at her, the way he concentrated and tried to make the work perfect; it was so different from the sketch that had been drawn of her in the past. That was the work of an amateur. Adrian was a true professional, he was the painter of raw humanity.
"I'm thirsty," Kayla spoke up. "C-can we take a little break?"
"Of course," Adrian smiled.
Letting out a breath, Kayla got off the stool and raised her arms above her head as she stretched. Adrian managed to prevent her from sneaking a peek at the painting as she made her way over to the sink to splash some water on her face. Sipping on her diet soda, she walked over to a table, finding a sketchpad and a few pencils.
"My turn," Kayla stated confidently, placing her drink on the table.
Adrian gave her a bemused expression, arching his eyebrow as Kayla opened the sketchpad to a blank page. Kayla frowned in concentration as she started sketching while Adrian stayed seated. A minute later, she spun the pad around with a flourish and a grin. It was basically a stick figure, although the hair was a wild mess of scribbles and the eyes were way, way too large.
Adrian's warm chuckle filled the large room. "You have fully captured my humanity."
"You're welcome," Kayla said with mock pride.
Sitting back on the stool, Kayla returned to her previous position so Adrian could continue his work. The sun was setting, forcing Adrian to use the studio's lighting. His expressions were so passionate, so strong. Kayla swallowed, almost panting. The entire thing was so intense. They weren't even touching, yet this felt more intimate than a lot of the sex she'd had.
"Would you like to see?" Adrian asked when he stopped for the evening.
"Y-yes," Kayla whispered, getting to her feet and walking over.
The portrait was rough, clearly unfinished, but it still made Kayla gasp when she saw it. Bold lines layered with shadows and light, beautiful curves that captured so much more than just Kayla's appearance. Kayla somehow saw the pain she carried, the loss of her mother. Yet, she also noticed the love she had for the people in her life, the love she had to give. Kayla couldn't explain how it was even possible to capture such aspects in a portrait.
"It's... me," she whispered. "And, it's not me."
"It's more than just what you look like," Adrian explained, looking up at her. "It's what you feel like."
Kayla didn't speak for several moments. She had never felt so seen in her life.
"I love it," Kayla eventually managed to say.
"Good," he smiled, standing slowly. "It will be ready before you leave for California."
"Thank you," she replied softly.
"You are most welcome," Adrian inclined his head. "I assure you, the pleasure was all mine."
"D-do you remember our conversation this morning about cliches?" Kayla asked, looking up into Adrian's green eyes.
"I remember," he answered, reaching out to lightly caress her cheek.
"I'm not sure if it counts as a cliche, but I thought of something from a famous movie," she continued, her heart pounding in her chest. "Something I'd like to try."
"What would that be?" Adrian inquired with interest.
"I-I know you're Italian, not French, but maybe you could draw me like I'm one of your French girls?" Kayla blushed coyly.
"What do you mean?" he asked with a frown.
"You must know this one," Kayla smirked, batting her eyelashes. "That famous movie about that equally-famous shipwreck? Rich girl meets the starving artist and offers to pose."
Adrian drew in a breath, clearly shocked. "Careful, Kayla. Say things like that and I just might have to take you up on it."
"Maybe I want you to," she replied seriously. "Sorry I don't have a giant sapphire necklace, but I hope I'm still pretty enough for you?"
"Your sapphires are perfect," Adrian whispered, holding her face in both hands as he looked into her eyes. "Absolutely perfect."
"My eyes are green, not blue," Kayla giggled cutely.
"Sapphires come in all colors," Adrian countered. "A ruby is a red sapphire."
"Maybe, but an emerald is not a green sapphire," Kayla grinned innocently.
"Hm, I do not believe I said your eyes looked like emeralds," he mused. "And green sapphires do exist."
"I've heard them called emeralds, but no one ever compared my eyes to green sapphires," she stuck out her tongue playfully.
"Until now," Adrian whispered, leaning forward to peck her lips while still holding her face. "Stunning eyes, a flawless face that shows your compassion, your passion. I am sure you receive many compliments."
"They mean so much from you," Kayla breathed. "I want you to see me. All of me. With no secrets between us."
Adrian studied her face, trying to gauge how serious she was about her offer. Kayla's playful confidence and light nerves left him with no doubt. "I will draw you."
They wanted to reenact the famous movie scene, so Adrian went with charcoal and heavy paper. Kayla got undressed in the bathroom while Adrian moved the coffee table and set a chair down facing the couch. The bathroom door opened and Kayla stepped out, covered only by a plain gray robe that fell to mid-thigh. Her bare feet were cold as she walked over to stand by the couch as Adrian sat on the chair with his sketchpad.
"Hi," Kayla blushed slightly as she raised her hand and waved.
"Hi," Adrian whispered, looking nervous for the first time. "You do not have to..."
"I want to, I'm just nervous," Kayla admitted, her cheeks pink. "I'm ready, I want you to see me." With that, Kayla opened her robe and let it fall to the floor at her feet.
Adrian was an artist, a man of imagination and passion; the painter of raw humanity. He had spent his entire life mastering his craft, studying the works of the greatest artists in history, and reading their philosophies on art and humanity. Yet, it wasn't until that moment that he truly realized the truth of the saying that nothing was more beautiful than the female form.
Kayla Thomson was the personification of feminine grace and beauty. A tight body that was cellulite free, Kayla clearly took great care of herself, even going so far as to keep herself completely shaven. Her skin was light, with only a few small freckles across her body. Small, delicate feet and long, lithe legs. She had a womanly waist, with hips only slightly wider than her torso. Her stomach was flat and she had a cute, little belly button.
A true goddess could not have sculpted more perfectly-shaped breasts. They were the ideal teardrop shape with light pink nipples, appearing both firm and pliant at the same time. She was in the prime of her youth, and those amazing breasts proclaimed Kayla's womanhood.
Their reenactment grew even more accurate as Adrian gazed at Kayla, the moment frozen in time. He had never felt such a strong connection with someone. She felt the same. They knew so little about each other, yet in some ways, they both felt like they were with the person who knew them better than anyone.
"I, ah," Adrian began, letting out a breath, "I think this is where I suggest you lay on the couch but accidentally call it a bed."
"Sure, now you remember the movie," Kayla laughed, her cheeks slightly pink.
"All I can think about is you," he whispered. "You are a true vision."
"Just remember, they didn't have sex after," Kayla winked, turning to walk toward the couch, giving Adrian a great view of her heart-shaped bottom.
"If I remember right, they did find a car at one point," Adrian teased. "I would think using my bed would be easier."
"We'll see if I'm in the mood," she giggled.
Kayla lay down on the couch, stretching out her body languorously. She was on her side, her entire body on display for him. Resting her elbow on the cushion, she held up her head with her hand as she gave him a nervous smile. They could both feel the intensity of the moment, the connection they shared.
"Can you brush your hair back?" Adrian asked.
"O-okay," Kayla nodded nervously, brushing her hair back behind her ears.
"Perfect," he breathed, his eyes devouring her body.
"You're just saying that because you like naked ladies," Kayla teased.
"No," Adrian replied before shaking his head to clear it. "I mean, ah, yes, I do. But, you are so much more than that. You're Kayla."
"Mm, I like that," Kayla blushed.
Adrian started sketching.
It really was like a scene from a movie. Neither of them spoke as Adrian worked, but they both felt the tension, the intimacy. Kayla wasn't fidgeting any longer, she stayed frozen in place as she watched Adrian's face, watched how is eyes looked up at her and then down to the sketchpad.



"We barely know each other," she said, breaking the silence. "But, I feel like you know everything about me."
"In some ways, I feel like I do," Adrian replied, pausing his work to look at her. "This is not about nudity, it is about so much more."
"I've been through a lot," Kayla finally admitted. "There's so much you don't know, things that might shock you."
"Those are just details," he shook his head. "Experiences that helped shape who you are today. And I can see you now."
Kayla shivered as Adrian resumed his work. She didn't know the details about him either, but realized they didn't matter. Neither did the rules she had put in place for herself, the promises to be more careful. No. No, it wasn't a night for worrying about the future. It was a night of cliches, one that contained a lifetime.
The sounds of the charcoal scratching against the heavy paper filled Kayla's ears. She let out a breath, trying to keep calm; a smile crossed her face when she realized her rapid breathing was probably making her bare breasts jiggle. In fact, her nipples were hard and she could feel moisture between her legs. Her eyes darted down, realizing that Adrian was hard. It was an intimate moment, but not because of it's sexuality. Yet, there was still quite a bit of sexuality in the air as well.
"You're finished?" Kayla asked after he put down the charcoal and started cleaning his hands with a cloth.
"I'm finished," he confirmed, slowly standing.
"I want to see it," Kayla stated, standing and walking over to him.
Another masterpiece. It was sensual, but not the slightest bit lewd. The image showed the passion in Kayla's eyes, the love that was held in her heart. Kayla smiled as she looked at the charcoal sketch, one that revealed her for who she really was; all the happiness and all the pain. The regrets and the accomplishments. The humanity.
"It's yours," Adrian whispered.
"No," she shook her head. "I want you to keep it. I'll have the portrait. Keep this to remember our one weekend together."
"Thank you," he said sincerely.
"I think it's time for one last cliche," Kayla swallowed nervously, her heart pounding. "I have a life in California, and you have one here. We'll be friends, but we're mostly going our own separate ways. Just for tonight, we can be so much more."
"Yes," Adrian agreed.
"Take your clothes off," she instructed quietly.
Kayla watched as Adrian's body slowly came into view. He was in great shape, with a flat stomach and muscular chest. Adrian had really nice arms, and Kayla was looking forward to holding those biceps. Like many Italian men, Adrian had a lot of body hair. His chest was covered in dark hair, which Kayla found very manly. Although, she was glad he manscaped!
"This is me," he whispered, standing naked before her.
"Adrian," Kayla mumbled, reaching out to run her fingers along his chest, feeling his body hair on her fingers.
"Kayla," Adrian responded in a soft voice, offering his hand.
Taking his hand, Kayla allowed the artist to lead her over to the small ladder that reached the loft bed. Kayla went first, climbing up onto the raised loft as Adrian followed her. They didn't speak as they lay down side-by-side. Adrian reached out to caress Kayla's cheek as he leaned forward and kissed her softly.
They kissed for several minutes before Adrian broke their lip lock and gazed at Kayla affectionately. He then set out to explore every inch of her flawless body. Kayla was on her back as Adrian ran his hands over her body, cupping her breasts together as he kissed her cleavage. He kissed all over her flat stomach as his fingertips caressed the soft skin of her inner thighs.
Adrian glanced up at Kayla as he settled between her legs. Lowering his gaze, he took in the sight of her pretty, pink pussy. Kayla felt completely exposed; it was both thrilling and terrifying. Her heart rate was climbing as Adrian leaned forward and kissed her vulva, making Kayla gasp.
"Oh, God!" Kayla gasped when Adrian finally started licking her. "Oh God, that feels so good! Holy shit, holy shit! AH!"
His tongue pushed through her labia, sliding upward until he could flick her clit. Kayla tensed, her back arching as her mouth opened in a silent scream. The buildup had been so much, that just one brush of her clit was enough to make her cum. Her toes curled as she buried her hands in his dark, curly hair.
Kayla was floating in a state of pure bliss as Adrian showed off his oral talents. He licked her pussy with passion, lapping up all her love juices as he brought her pleasure. The raven-haired beauty came hard when Adrian fingered her while sucking her clit. It was so intense, Kayla thought she may have blacked out for a few seconds.
"I wanna suck you!" Kayla announced, tugging on her nipples while Adrian ate her. "I wanna suck your dick!"
"Is that so?" Adrian asked, looking up at her, able to see her face over the magnificent hills of her breasts.
"Yes! Please!" she begged wantonly. "I want to feel your cock down my throat."
"Mm, I don't think I'm done with this beautiful pussy just yet," he commented, rubbing her clit.
"S-sixty-nine?" Kayla offered, gasping weakly.
"Let's find out if you're tall enough," Adrian laughed, leaning in to kiss her vulva.
Adrian lay on his back so Kayla could straddle his face and lower her pussy down onto his mouth. He gripped her thighs as his lips once more found her cunt and he resumed eating her out. Kayla's eyelids fluttered, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she placed a hand on his chest to steady herself.
His tongue felt so good, Kayla momentarily forgot about what she was supposed to be doing. Eventually, she lowered her body onto his, her boobs squishing against him as she grasped his erection and started stroking him. Adrian held her ass as he licked her twat, causing Kayla to shudder on top of him, her breath hot on his dick.
Kayla continued to moan and pant while giving Adrian a handjob. She would occasionally press her lips against his shaft, kissing his cock affectionately. When she was finally able to focus, Kayla lifted her head and directed the tip of his penis toward her open mouth.
"Mmmsluuurp, schloop, glug, gak!" Kayla started bobbing her head while her hand massaged his balls. "Schlrrp, glssp, hssslrp, schloop."
"Fuck, Kayla, that feels amazing!" Adrian gasped, squeezing Kayla's butt while keeping his face pressed against her pussy.
They both squirmed and moaned, using their mouths to pleasure each other. Kayla's hair fell over his lap as she bobbed her head, sucking hard. She took him deep, her nose pressing against his balls as Adrian pushed his tongue between her labia. Her nostrils flared as she moaned, humming loudly around the cock in her throat.
When Kayla reached orgasm, she squealed around his dick, the vibrations of her throat bringing off Adrian. He bucked his hips as hot cum shot out of his tip and filled Kayla's mouth. She coughed slightly, her eyes watering as she instinctively swallowed the first burst. His dick pulsed between her lips, pumping sticky semen into her mouth faster than she could gulp it down. Little white drops formed at the corners of her mouth as she struggled to handle both her orgasm and the thick fluid.
"Holy shit," Kayla gasped, rolling off of him and licking her lips as she lay on her back and panted. "Holy shit."
"That about sums it up," Adrian chuckled, lifting his head to look down at her.
"Mm, was I a good girl for you?" she asked, fire in her green eyes.
"Hm?" he asked with a bemused smirk.
"I love hearing that I'm a good girl," Kayla purred, running her fingers along her chest enticingly. "Pat me on the head, tell me I'm a good girl, and I'll do anything you want."
"You are definitely a good girl, Kayla," Adrian smirked.
"Mm," Kayla purred, squirming slightly as she felt her lust building. "We need to get you hard again."
"I do not think that will be a problem," he laughed.
Kayla nestled between Adrian's legs so she could play with his dick. She kissed it, licked it, and pressed it against her face. Then she held the shaft while licking and sucking on his balls. When he began to harden, Kayla wrapped her boobs around his length to give him a titty-fuck while cooing up at him.
Adrian was fully hard thanks to the efforts of Kayla's mouth, lips, and boobs. He rolled the sexy lady onto her back and got on top of her. They locked eyes as Adrian's manhood pressed against Kayla's hot pussy. Kayla gasped and Adrian groaned as he first penetrated her, pushing his length all the way inside her warmth.
"How do I feel?" Kayla asked in a small voice.
"Amazing," Adrian whispered, her vaginal muscles holding him in a velvet embrace. "Warm, wet, tight. So fucking good."
"Love me," Kayla gasped, her back arching slightly as her hands gripped his biceps. "Love me..."
"Kayla," he gasped as he eased himself out of her before pushing back in.
They continued looking at each other as Adrian increased the speed of his thrusts as Kayla rolled her hips. She was moaning and panting, her tight tunnel rippling and squeezing the welcome invader. Adrian would occasionally lean in so the two of them could exchange soft kisses.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Kayla panted, hooking her ankles around his calves, drawing him into her.
"You feel amazing," he gasped, once more pressing his lips against hers.
It was perfect sex for both of them; there was so much they didn't know about each other, but none of it mattered. They happily embraced the cliche, happy to have their one weekend together. Kayla and Adrian were both lost in the moment, their movements one as they connected physically and emotionally.
"I love having you inside me," Kayla moaned softly. "Keep going, keep going! Never stop fucking me!"
At one point, Kayla's face tightened, her nails digging into his arms as she came. Her pussy tightened, gripping his shaft and enhancing his pleasure. Adrian leaned down and sucked on a nipple, making Kayla cum again. She tossed her head back against the pillow, a sweaty strand of raven hair clinging to her face.
"You're gonna make me cum," Adrian warned urgently, his thrusts growing more desperate as he watched the expressions on Kayla's pretty face.
"I'm safe, you can cum in me," Kayla told him as she squeezed her vaginal muscles. "Do it, cum inside me. Cum for Kayla. Cum in my pussy, cum!"
Another dozen thrusts and Adrian slammed himself balls-deep inside Kayla as he groaned. Kayla felt every pulse as his dick filled her womb with hot cum. His warmth inside her, his strong body on top of her; it was all too much. Kayla gasped, cumming again, her tight pussy pulling every last drop of semen out of Adrian's balls.
"That was... wow," Adrian gasped, drawing Kayla into his arms. "You're a very good girl."
"Mm, glad you enjoyed it," Kayla purred, snuggling up to him while running her finger along his chest.
"I hope you did, too," he replied, kissing the top of her head.
"That was fucking great," she giggled cutely. "We love cliches, so what is the saying? You made me see God?"
"That is the one," Adrian laughed, squeezing her shoulder affectionately. "I wish you did not have to leave."
"I have a travel toothbrush and my pills in my purse," Kayla grinned, lifting her head. "Let a girl spend the night?"
"I would love that," he responded, pecking her lips. "And don't worry, I will not charge you rent."
"Mm, that's a shame," Kayla husked, reaching down to grasp his erection, "I would love to make a few more... payments."
"I will graciously accept," Adrian inclined his head as he cupped a large breast.
Adrian offered Kayla a massage and she happily accepted. He once again proved his skill with his hands as he managed to relax every inch of her young body. Kayla then returned the favor, running her hands all over his body. Adrian laughed when Kayla playfully leaned in and nibbled his butt-cheek.
Rolling him onto his back, Kayla straddled Adrian and reached between them to grasp his erection. Slotting him at her entrance, she placed both hands on his chest and slowly lowered herself until she was completely skewered. Their eyes locked as the beautiful woman began to move.
Sliding his hands up her body, Adrian held Kayla's boobs while she bounced in his lap. She placed her hands over his, encouraging him to touch her as she turned her bounce into a slow grind. It wasn't long before Kayla tensed, cumming hard on his dick.
The intimacy between them was no less intense, causing their enthusiasm to spike for that round. Kayla was a very vocal lover, moaning loudly while cooing about how good he was making her feel, how wet she was, how much she loved his big cock. She used her toned legs to ride him like a cowgirl while he held her tits.
"That feel good, baby?" Kayla asked, her raven hair whipping about her face. "You like my tight, little pussy?"
"I love your tight, little pussy," Adrian gasped, looking up into her eyes. "And I love your tits."
"Yes!" Kayla hissed, pressing his hands to her chest. "Touch me, fuck me!"
"Oh God, Kayla!" he groaned as he felt the warm, velvet embrace of her tight tunnel.
"You gonna cum for me, hm?" Kayla husked, recognizing the desperation in his voice. "You wanna cum in my mouth? Make me swallow it?"
"Yes, I want to cum in your mouth," Adrian grunted, bucking his hips.
"I'll be your dirty girl, I'll swallow all your cum," she vowed. "Please, please cum in my mouth."
"I'm gonna cum!" Adrian hissed.
"I've got you," Kayla nodded, quickly getting out of his lap and nestling between his legs.
Kayla grabbed his wet dick and shoved it into her mouth, sucking hard. Adrian grabbed her head, grunting as he started shooting. Rather than swallow, Kayla's cheeks bulged out as she collected every drop of semen he gave her. Then she pulled off him and opened her mouth, showing Adrian his cum on her tongue before swallowing.
"Good girl," Adrian gasped, patting her on the head.
The two of them fell asleep cuddling, but they didn't stay unconscious for long. Kayla woke him up because she wanted more sex. They made love in missionary, moaning each other's names as they both reached orgasm at the same time. Then they fell asleep again. Until Kayla woke Adrian with a blowjob, encouraging him to cum on her face, which he happily did.
Kayla nearly fell off the loft when she tried to head to the bathroom, but managed to catch herself. She washed the cum from her face before returning to bed. Adrian was already asleep, and it was around 3:00AM. Kayla took a chance and sent a text to her best friend.
Kayla: You awake?
Lexi: Yup. Are you okay?
Kayla: Fine, just missing you.
Lexi: I don't blame you, I'm fucking awesome!
Kayla: You know what? Never mind, I'm good. :P
Lexi: Don't hate!
Kayla: What are you doing up so late?
Lexi: I was horny, so I woke up your father to fuck me.
Kayla: Is he awake?
Lexi: No, he fell back asleep. My holes are deliciously sore, so I'm just relaxing.
Lexi: Why are you up?
Kayla: I got laid.
Lexi: Yeah! That's my Slut! Guy or girl?
Kayla: Guy. A famous artist I met through Megan. He painted me. :)
Lexi: Damn! Get it, girl!
Kayla: It's not just a hook-up. It's one of those fairy tale romances.
Kayla: They last a couple days, but you remember forever.
Lexi: Sounds intense! I couldn't imagine just one weekend being enough...
Kayla: Yeah, I get what you mean.
Lexi: Still, that's good. You didn't want to just get boned and ditched anyway.
Kayla: Right.
Lexi: Do you wanna talk about it?
Kayla: Not yet. I will when I get back to California. I just want to enjoy this right now.
Lexi: I understand. I'm here for you. :*
Kayla: Thank you. :* How's Hazel?
Lexi: Still a bit of a bitch. Constantly weighing herself and looking at her stomach.
Kayla: She's probably asleep, so tell her I love her, okay?
Lexi: Of course.
Kayla: Goodnight.
Lexi: G'night, Slut! Don't forget to get that morning dick!
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The wheels of the practical silver car crunched along the gravel driveway as it approached The Brinkerhoff Royal. The once-luxurious hotel loomed above the Hudson River valley, the brick structure dulled by decades of neglect. Yet, it was still imposing, still regal. Overgrown hedges and dirty windows could not erase the fact that this location was once a private getaway for the wealthiest people of the Second Industrial Revolution.
Built in 1888, The Brinkerhoff Royal was one of Brinkerhoff Luxury Real Estate's very first properties. Resting on a hilltop overlooking the river, the hotel was constructed in Cold Spring, New York to give the wealthy a nice getaway. A large building, it consisted of four floors, an attic, and a basement. It was a symbol of wealth and elegance, a representation of the financial dominance the leaders of the Industrial Revolution once held.
Autumn Lennox carefully parked her car and turned off the engine. Leaning back against the seat, Autumn let out a breath of relief. It had been a long, long drive from Boston, and she was exhausted. Fortunately, she had the entire weekend to go over the financial data her latest client had sent her.
Driving so far for a single in-person meeting normally wasn't worth her time, but Autumn couldn't pass up the chance to work with Megan Bauer. The daughter of Theodore Bauer, the fifth richest man in the world, Megan was the CEO of Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services. Megan was looking into acquiring a few remote bookkeeping companies. That was where Autumn came in.
Specializing in evaluating small companies for acquisitions and investments, Autumn was a contractor at Davidson Ventures. Megan had reached out to a member of the Davidson family, and he recommended Autumn. It made sense; Autumn was less than a year older than Megan, and both were high-powered women who commanded respect in a male-dominated field.
Autumn loved her job; she loved spreadsheets and numbers; she loved being able to reason logically. Numbers had no emotions, no irrational reactions she couldn't understand. She could spend hours in front of a computer and not notice the time passing.
Stepping out of her car, Autumn raised her arms above her head as she stretched. Standing at above-average height, Autumn had a graceful and athletic build. She was wearing a pair of blue jeans and a plum-colored button-down blouse. Her wavy blonde hair fell in waves down to her lower back, and a pair of expensive sunglasses concealed her blue eyes.
The afternoon sunlight reflected off Autumn's glasses as she surveyed the area. "The Brinkerhoff Royal" was written in gilded letters on a faded sign above the entrance. Cracked pathways, moss-covered statues, and overgrown garden helped add to the haunted ambiance. The hotel's reputation was definitely well-deserved. Autumn also noticed an old gazebo and a poorly-maintained tennis court. The hotel had a wraparound veranda with a wonderful view of the Hudson River valley. Fog coming in off the river added to the atmosphere.
A gust of wind blew through the area, causing Autumn to shiver as a chill ran down her spine. She pressed her lips together before popping her trunk so she could remove her suitcase. Hotels had histories, especially hotels for the richest of the rich. The Brinkerhoff Royal, Autumn thought, clearly had more than its share of stories.
The rich history was ideal for Autumn, making the hotel an easy choice. It was Friday, and she was staying here for Labor Day weekend before her meeting with Megan on Tuesday. The drive into New York City would be a pain, but it was worth it to be able to stay in this wonderful place. Autumn couldn't wait to sit out on the veranda with a nice mystery novel. A perfect break from all the hustle and bustle.
Sunlight glinted off the ballroom windows as Autumn smiled at the faded beauty of the hotel. It was amazing that the place still stood, even if it had fallen into disrepair over the years. Glancing upward, she briefly noticed a woman in old-fashioned attire who appeared to be watching her from a window. The woman was gone when Autumn looked back, and all she could really tell was that the woman had been wearing a high-collared dress. Probably a housekeeper, she figured.
Entering the hotel, Autumn lifted her sunglasses so she could take in the sight of the grand lobby. The Brinkerhoffs had clearly spared no expense when designing the lavish interiors. The floors were marble, there was an ornate central fireplace, and the faded velvet seating gave hints to the hotel's former grandeur.
The old elevator brought Autumn up to the third floor, the doors squeaking slightly as they opened to reveal a long corridor. Sconces on the walls glowed weakly, some flickering while others were burnt out entirely. The carpet was faded, the burgundy wallpaper was peeling, and portraits of landscapes hung on the walls. It was like stepping into the past.
Room 304 wasn't far from the elevator, so Autumn immediately approached, noticing the tarnished brass numbers. A small smile crossed her face as she inserted the old-fashioned key and unlocked the door. The hinges squeaked as she opened the door and stepped into a narrow hallway with a small closet to the left.
Faded floral wallpaper was peeling at the edges, with obvious water damage on one wall. A large four-poster bed dominated the center of the main area, its canopy long gone. Tall windows looked toward the driveway and river, with velvet drapes pulled to the side, allowing natural light to fill the room. The fireplace had been sealed long ago, and the marble top of the mantle was cracked. An antique writing desk was against one wall, with a cloudy mirror hanging over it.
The Brinkerhoff Royal had fallen into neglect over the years, but it did still have modern amenities. A large flat screen television was mounted on the wall over a small set of drawers. There was also a mini-refrigerator, a microwave, and a small coffee maker. A standard bucket for ice was resting next to the coffee maker.
Autumn placed her suitcase on the bed, causing the frame to release a faint groan. Another chill went down her spine as the groan echoed longer than it should, giving her the impression that the room itself was reacting to her presence. Surprisingly, Autumn thought she smelled perfume, a faint and fleeting scent of roses or lilacs. Something about the room unsettled her, but she assumed it was just the age of the place and the cleaning solution the staff used.
Heading to the bathroom, Autumn washed up before returning to further explore her accommodations. A softcover book on the desk caught her attention, and it turned out to be a book on the most haunted locations in New York. Considering the hotel's history, it wasn't surprising that the owners would leave something out like that for the guests. Autumn loved history and eagerly flipped to the bookmarked page that featured The Brinkerhoff Royal.
The book was quite extensive, so Autumn just skimmed a couple of random paragraphs on the history of the hotel. In 1907, the first tragedy occurred, with the death of a bride on her wedding night. A series of deaths over the years, including: a drowning, a disappearance, and several mysterious deaths all led to the decline of The Brinkerhoff Royal. It was sold off in 1989, with only its haunted reputation to keep its doors open.
It was still early, so Autumn decided she would rather explore the hotel than read. She returned to the main lobby, passing a few guests as she peeked into the bar and explored the dining room before checking out the natatorium. The indoor pools were located in a separate addition to the hotel, setting it apart from the older building with a basement. It was likely added after the hotel's construction and featured blue-and-white mosaics. A couple of kids were swimming with their parents, so Autumn left them to it.
An audible gasp escaped her lips as she entered the massive ballroom, a lasting testament to the hotel's noble origins. The polished floors and hanging chandeliers could have come straight from a movie, yet the grandeur was faded, claimed by age and neglect.
Most of the hotel had felt empty, with few people moving through the long halls. As a result, the faint, delicate melody wafting through the ballroom was a surprise. Glancing around for the source, Autumn eventually noticed a figure seated at the grand piano on the balcony above. Behind the figure was a camera propped on a tripod, which they were clearly using to record themselves.
The figure lifted his head and looked over, noticing Autumn. He gave her a slightly-awkward smile. "Sorry, I hope I'm not bothering you. The acoustics in here were too good to resist."
"Not at all, I just wasn't expecting anyone to be in here," Autumn replied politely, a smirk crossing her face. "That piano is out of tune."
"Yeah, it really is," the man chuckled, standing and walking over to the railing. "I'm James. James Gray."
James looked to be about her age, mid-twenties, and was probably a little over six-feet tall. He had a lean build with light brown hair and hazel eyes. Dressed casually in jeans and a t-shirt, James ran his fingers through his hair as he smiled down at Autumn. He seemed completely at ease.
"Autumn Lennox, nice to meet you," Autumn replied politely before gesturing at the tripod. "I think you're still recording."
"Eh, I'll edit it later," James shrugged. "I'll only use about a minute of the recording. People are more interested in the investigation."
"Uh, investigation?" Autumn frowned.
"Didn't you know The Brinkerhoff Royal is supposed to be the most haunted place in New York?" James asked. "That's the only reason anyone even stays here anymore."
"Yeah, I knew that," she replied. "I booked the room because of the history."
"Industrial Revolution money, mysterious deaths and disappearances, ghostly sightings; this place has the whole package," James laughed. "So, it's being featured on my channel, Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries. I travel around the country exploring historic sites and alleged hauntings."
A small smirk tugged at the corner of Autumn's lips. Her logical and practical mind firmly believed that all supposed haunted locations were hoaxes. Although, she knew that a large portion of the population believed in ghosts. It was still surprising someone could make a living ghost-hunting.
Autumn did have to admit that traveling the country to see historic locations sounded incredible. As great as her job was, Autumn's heart yearned for adventure. She hiked and practiced yoga to stay in shape, but that was in local parks or places barely outside the city. Her love of historical biographies and mystery novels caused her to long for an escape from the concrete jungles. James seemed to have a fun job, other than the fact that he probably had to stage fake ghost sightings.
"Traveling the country sounds fun," Autumn said. "How'd you get started doing that?"
"I was an anthropology major at North Carolina State," he quickly explained. "For a project my junior year, I did a full video project on a local historical site and posted it. I was mainly filming the area for its historical significance, but the legends of a haunting drew people in. My channel got crazy popular, so I dropped out to focus on it."
"You must really love your job," Autumn commented.
"It has its moments," James sighed, looking slightly regretful.
"Well, ah, I'll leave you to your investigation," she responded. "It was nice meeting you. Please tell me if you find proof of the paranormal."
"You'll be the first to know," he laughed as Autumn made her exit.
Climbing up the stairs to the second floor, Autumn found the Rose Gallery, a hallway lined with portraits of notable guests. She also found a music salon and the balcony where James was still filming and playing piano. The rest of the floor was just various guest rooms.
The third floor held the library, and Autumn took a look through the old books before heading up to the exclusive fourth floor. There were private dining rooms, meeting salons, and penthouse suites for the wealthiest guests. A lot of it was off-limits to guests and Autumn couldn't find stairs to the attic.
Returning to her car, Autumn took a drive to explore what little civilization the small town had to offer. She browsed through a few of the little shops before settling on a place for dinner. It was average diner food, but she was able to eat outside at a picnic table and enjoy the sun.
Back at the hotel, Autumn relaxed in a comfortable chair on the veranda. She read several chapters of her mystery novel while enjoying the scenery. After watching the sun set, she put her book back in her purse and headed back to the third floor. To her surprise, she saw a familiar face unlocking the door next to hers.
"Fancy meeting you again," Autumn spoke up as she approached her door.
"Oh, hi," James smiled. "I guess we're neighbors."
"Looks that way," she nodded. "Any luck on the ghost front?"
"Nah, not yet," he laughed. "I'm investigating the pool tonight."
"And yet you're two floors above it," Autumn observed.
"It's a separate addition, it's more to the side of us," James teased.
"You know what I meant," she smirked.
"I set up an EMF meter and a camera to record video and audio," James explained. "A nine-year-old drowned in the pool back in fifty-seven, so we'll see."
"That's terrible!" Autumn gasped. "I didn't know about that one."
"I know," he agreed. "There have been a lot of tragedies here. The drowning, there was a bad fire, oh, and they used this place as a quarantine during the 1918 influenza outbreak."
"Shit, how many people have died here?" she asked nervously.
"Quite a few," James sighed, heading into room 305. "Anyway, sleep well!"
"Goodnight," Autumn snorted at the way he said it as she unlocked her door.
Another chill ran down her spine as she entered room 304. Before shutting the door, Autumn thought she saw movement out of the corner of her eye, but there was nothing when she looked. Closing the door with a frown, Autumn decided to do some preparing for the meeting on Tuesday.
When she was ready for bed, she went through her nighttime routine and closed the curtains to her room. She was wearing a long t-shirt and a pair of panties as she slipped into bed. Reaching up, she was going to turn off the bedside lamp, but her hand froze as she reached it. The place was creepy, even if ghosts were superstitious nonsense. She left the one lamp on to keep some illumination in the room. Just to ease her overactive imagination.
It was cold. Freezing cold. Autumn woke up shivering, unsure of why the entire blanket was down by her feet. Checking her phone, she discovered it was just after 1:00AM. It was so cold that her breath was faintly visible. Visible in the light from her phone, because the lamp wasn't on any longer.
Autumn was confused, since she was sure she had fallen asleep with the light on. Turning the lamp back on, she noticed the curtains were drawn back. Frowning, she got out of bed to close the curtains. She thought she saw movement in the glass, jumping quickly. She really was tired.
The cold was getting to her, especially since she was barely dressed. Getting back in bed, she wrapped herself up tightly in the blankets. Creepy houses always had chills due to poor insulation, which probably caused a gust that opened the curtains. Old wiring likely made the light go out. It took some tossing and turning, but Autumn was able to fall back asleep.
Barely an hour later, soft piano music woke Autumn. The light was still on and she was still bundled in the blankets. She figured someone was playing the piano late at night, but it was impressive that the sound reached up an entire floor. The scent was back. That perfume. Roses. It was definitely roses.
Suddenly, the edge of the bed dipped as though someone had sat down. With a loud gasp, Autumn scrambled out of bed, nearly falling, and backed up several steps. The impression on the bed lingered for several seconds before fading away. Her heart was pounding in her chest as the rose perfume scent increased in intensity, so strong she coughed.
The hairs on her arm stood up as she let out a breath, a breath still visible in the cold. She slowly turned around, facing the antique desk with the old mirror mounted on the wall above. Autumn couldn't stop herself from crying out as she clapped her hands to her mouth.
In addition to her own expected reflection, she saw another version of herself standing behind her. The other Autumn was pale, incredibly pale. And she was wearing the same old-fashioned, high-collared dress as the woman Autumn saw watching her. Watching her from this room, Autumn realized.
The other Autumn mouthed a few silent words with a sorrowful expression before vanishing. The real Autumn stood rooted in place, unable to move until she felt movement behind her. Spinning around, she noticed that the book on haunted places in New York was somehow on her bed, open to the first page of the chapter on The Brinkerhoff Royal.
Autumn's logical and practical mind desperately searched for a rational explanation as she approached the book. It was a page she had skimmed before, so she took a closer look. It mentioned the first tragedy, the death of the bride in 1907. Clara Douglas married Justin Ackert, and that night she was found dead in her room. Justin was known to have a temper, and he was convicted of her murder. That room had become known as The Bride's Room. Her room. Room 304.
"Stay..." a raspy female voice whispered in Autumn's ear.
She fled.
Rushing across the room, Autumn threw open the door and ran down the hallway. She kept pacing back and forth, unable to focus as she buried her head in her hands while trying to rationalize what had just happened. She was sweaty, out of breath, and her heart was racing.
Autumn was awake. She knew she was awake. She also felt fully alert, so she didn't think she'd been drugged. It also wasn't a dream or something she misunderstood due to only being partly-awake. Was she mentally ill? Had she started seeing things? Schizophrenia? Brain tumor, maybe?



It took a while for Autumn to calm down, and when she did, she realized she was pacing in a hotel hallway with no pants. Autumn was also still cold and wasn't wearing a bra; she could tell her girls were wide awake. Fortunately, no one else was out in the hall at 3:00AM. The other guests hadn't seen anything weird, so it must have been some kind of hallucination.
The temperature dropped ten degrees when Autumn returned to her room. She quickly stepped into a pair of gray sweatpants and covered her body with a thin robe. Then she put on a pair of slippers and grabbed the book before locking the door and heading down to the lobby. Sitting in a faded old chair, Autumn read about the history of the hotel while trying to rationalize what she had seen.
Back on the third floor, James Gray was sleeping peacefully in room 305. His phone alarm went off, waking him early Saturday morning. Getting out of bed, he shuffled over to the bathroom so he could shower and shave. Then he got dressed in casual clothes and started his laptop to check the footage from the previous night.
James started a livestream and enthusiastically greeted his fans, informing them he survived an uneventful night at The Brinkerhoff Royal. He viewed the footage he had collected, which wasn't much since his motion-sensor was never activated. All he ended up with was some ambient noises. In his conclusion, the pool was likely not haunted, and the noises were the physics of an old, old building.
The livestream ended with a promise to continue the investigation and to further discuss the history of the hotel. He had already done a brief walk through when he arrived, and James saw that it had quite a large number of views. The hotel might not be haunted, but it was still an interesting place.
Watching the morning news on the flat screen, James ate a heated-up breakfast sandwich he had brought with him. He was starting to regret dropping out of college, wishing he had gotten his degree. Traveling over the country and seeing so many historical places was great, but he wouldn't mind settling down somewhere. That was tough to do with no other career to fall back on.
After breakfast, James went down to the pool to return his equipment to his carrying case. Slinging the case over his shoulder, he walked through the lobby, freezing when he saw a familiar face. The beautiful woman from last night was sitting in an armchair and reading a book. She looked exhausted and anxious, with a thin gray robe covering her body.
"Good morning," James said, approaching her.
"Huh?" Autumn mumbled, looking up. "Oh! Hi. Good morning."
"Reading anything good?" he inquired politely.
"Just, ah, the book they left in my room on haunted places in New York," she answered. "They were kind enough to bookmark the hotel."
"I got one of those, too," James nodded in understanding.
'Did you know my room is the one where they found a woman dead on her wedding night?" Autumn asked, looking at him with wide eyes.
"I actually did," he chuckled. "I wanted that room, but you beat me to it."
"Sorry about that," she gave him a tight smile. "I had no idea."
"It's all good, there's plenty of great places for me to film," James assured her while looking at her in concern. "Ah, are you alright? You look like you haven't slept."
"Y-you've been doing this a long time, right?" Autumn asked instead of answering. "Your channel, I mean."
"Several years, yeah," he confirmed with a nod. "I've driven all over the country, seen some amazing things."
"Have... have you ever seen something you couldn't explain?" she asked delicately. "Given your line of work, you seem like the one to ask."
James gave Autumn a considering look before taking a seat in the vacant armchair beside her. "You saw something you can't explain?"
"I don't know," Autumn admitted with a sigh. "I'm surprised you didn't hear me scream."
"Whoa, that bad?" he questioned.
"It doesn't make sense," she mumbled. "I believe in science, in numbers, in verifiable data. I have an MBA, I work in finance, I'm a professional! Sorry if that sounds arrogant, I'm really not, I just, I just refuse to believe in something absent any evidence. I know a lot of people believe in ghosts, and I don't mean any disrespect, but I always thought they were idiots. Now I'm rambling and probably sound conceited."
"I'm sorry whatever happened is upsetting you this much," James replied kindly. "And I know what you mean. You don't sound conceited just because you want evidence before believing something. You're certainly not the only one to think it's crazy to believe in ghosts. I did read that over a third of Americans do believe, so it's no small number. I can see why; there are still things we don't know, things we don't understand."
"There's just so much misinformation going around, I always try and verify everything I see rather than just believe it," she continued. "I believe in science, in experiments that show repeatable results."
"You can't reconcile those beliefs with whatever you saw?" he probed gently.
"Yes," she nodded. "Sorry, I shouldn't be dropping this on some stranger, but considering why you're here, who better?"
"I can tell you're a little freaked out, so I'm gonna tell you a secret. Just keep it between us," James smiled kindly. "You're right; there's no such thing as ghosts. It's all fake. No haunted houses, no psychics or mediums. It's all crap."
"I was not expecting to hear that from you," Autumn laughed nervously. "Your livelihood depends on people loving ghost chasing."
"I've been all over the country, I've had fans message me to come and check out their house because it's supposedly haunted," he explained. "There's always a rational explanation. Always. I mean, think about it; how many security cameras are there in this country? Everyone has a camera in their pocket now. And no one has ever captured proof of the paranormal. Not one piece of irrefutable evidence. It's 2025. If ghosts were real, we'd have found something by now."
"Normally I'd be the one making that argument," she smiled at the irony. "So, does this mean you fake hauntings for your show?"
"No, not at all," James shook his head. "I'm always honest about finding nothing, although I do end with encouraging comments saying I will find something someday. That's a lie. I gave up a long time ago, and it's too late for me to do anything else. Maybe there is an afterlife, maybe there isn't, but there are certainly no dead people hiding in some mystical veil, barely able to interact with us. That's ridiculous."
"I just can't explain what happened," Autumn bit her lower lip. "I keep replaying what I saw, what I felt. It doesn't make sense."
"You've seen the poor upkeep around here; the owners are desperate to sell and barely able to keep the lights on," he gestured around at the lobby. "This is a very old building, Autumn. I should know, I've seen a lot of them. Old buildings make weird noises, they creek, they have drafts, they have poor wiring that makes lights flicker. They need to be brought up to code, they don't need an exorcism."
Autumn nodded thoughtfully but didn't say anything.
"Do you want to tell me what happened?" James wondered. "I'm sure we can figure it out."
"I fell asleep with the light on and the curtains closed," she began after about thirty seconds of silence. "I woke up freezing, the light was off, the curtains open. Oh, and the blanket was around my feet."
"Faulty wiring turned the light out, a draft opened the curtains, and you moved in your sleep," he answered immediately.
"That's what I thought, so I went back to sleep," Autumn sighed. "Then the sound of that piano you were playing earlier woke me up. The light was still on and I saw an indent, like someone was sitting on the bed."
"You were probably still half-asleep, it happens," he pointed out.
"I got out of bed and I saw two of my own reflection in the mirror," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "There was movement behind me and suddenly the haunted New York book was on my bed, open to the page that showed I was in The Bride's Room."
James leaned back in his chair, frowning in thought as he crossed his arms. "Two reflections? Old glass can cause distortions, double images. Especially if you're half-asleep."
"No," Autumn shook her head, her voice low and steady. "I was wide awake at that point. The other me was dressed differently, in an old-fashioned dress with a high collar. I saw someone who looked like that watching me from the window when I first got here. It wasn't a trick, I saw her."
"Alright, but the book?" he chuckled lightly. "You probably forgot you moved it. We all do it sometimes."
"I didn't," Autumn replied in her confident boardroom voice. "And it wasn't just the book. There was perfume. Roses. An old-fashioned perfume, and it was so strong it smelled like someone spilled a whole bottle of it."
James drummed his fingers against the arm of the chair as he thought. "Okay, rose perfume doesn't sound like plumbing or drafts. But, there's always an explanation. I've seen places where the owners would have devices in the walls to generate EMF signals, or speakers to play ghostly wails. Maybe they have something like that here?"
"I'm sure that book was on the desk, not my bed," Autumn stated firmly. "And okay, when I heard a woman speak, that could have been a recording, but everything else? Someone sitting on my bed? The double-reflection?" Her brow furrowed as she thought. "I don't know, there has to be some explanation. I'm being irrational. You're right, there's no such thing as ghosts."
"And even if the ghost of the bride haunted that room, why would she look like you? That makes no sense at all," James pointed out, leaning forward.
"So, you agree, I imagined it?" she pressed her lips together.
"I think," he began, "that you experienced something weird. But weird doesn't need to mean paranormal. I'm here to investigate, and I was hoping for a chance to record The Bride's Room. If you're willing to let a strange man into your hotel room, I'd love to check it out."
"I suppose," Autumn nodded, a smirk appearing on her face. "As long as you promise no pantie-raids."
"I'll be a gentleman," James laughed, shocked the powerful business woman was making such a crude joke. "I still have another week here, what's your schedule look like? Are you available now?"
"I am free until Tuesday when I have to go into the city for a meeting," she answered. "I love historical places, so I actually was hoping to explore the hotel."
"You're welcome to join in my investigation," he offered, more than happy to have the gorgeous woman accompany him.
"Okay, but you should know that I've just discovered I'm a coward," Autumn told him. "So, if we're both wrong and there are ghosts, I might throw you to them to save myself."
"Every person for themselves, got it. It's fine, you don't need to be faster than the ghosts, just faster than me," James nodded sagely. "Deal. Don't worry, if someone moved that book on you, we'll catch them before they steal your underwear."
"Sounds like a plan," she laughed.
In his travels, James had met all kinds of people with varying personalities and attitudes. He was a charismatic guy who could get along with anyone, making his channel extremely popular. James could always get a laugh during an interview with an owner or a guest of the places he investigated.
As a result, he was able to get a read on Autumn when they first met. She was a calculated professional, used to being in control and never letting her emotions dictate her decisions. For someone like that to be questioning her beliefs, it had to be something she couldn't figure out. James was surprised she was willing to let her guard down with him; it was likely a testament to how the events of the previous night had affected her. If he could help determine what happened, she could rest easy knowing there was a reasonable explanation. Everything would be right with the world.
It also didn't hurt that Autumn was gorgeous. James was looking forward to spending more time with the intelligent, attractive woman. The one joke she had made kept him hopeful that he would be able to get to know her a little better, learn more about the person underneath the professional mask. This was just what he needed to start enjoying paranormal investigating again.
Autumn was silent as they rode the elevator up to the third floor. James could tell her anxiety was building; her arms were crossed and she was tapping her foot impatiently. He understood that, having met quite a few people who were suddenly questioning reality. The end result was always the same; they realized an old house was playing tricks on them. Or it was an owner wanting to capitalize on their haunted reputation.
Unlocking the door to room 304, Autumn hesitated slightly before stepping inside. James didn't comment, instead choosing to survey the room with a critical eye. It was nicer than his room, which only had a simple iron bed frame and a cheap-looking desk. This room had much more of the hotel's grandeur remaining.
Room 304 was cold, but not suspiciously so. There was no scent of roses in the air and he definitely didn't hear any music. The room was well-organized and nothing really stood out to James. Although, he did notice Autumn snatch the bra that was draped over the back of a chair and quickly hide it in a drawer. James guessed that joking about her underwear was fine, but seeing proof of its existence was not.
With Autumn's permission, James took a quick look around the room. He checked the locks, the windows, the hinges, and the light fixtures. Thoughts of drafts, warped wood, and old wiring bounced around in his head. Even floorboards could squeak when no one was walking on them.
"I don't smell roses," James mused after checking the air vents and radiator. "Could be another guest or cleaning products?"
"It was so strong, wouldn't it linger in the air for a while?" Autumn asked. "And I can smell the cleaning products they used, that's lemon, not roses."
"Uh, maybe you had a stroke?" he shrugged helplessly.
"I did not have a stroke," she rolled her eyes.
"You did say you'd been in the lobby for hours, maybe a housekeeper tidied up and sprayed air freshener while you were gone?" James suggested, turning more serious.
"Yet they didn't make the bed?" Autumn pointed out with a raised brow.
"They could have gotten called away before finishing," he countered, walking over to the bed where he had placed his bag. "I don't know, maybe some drunk projectile vomited in their room last night."
"Ew," she crinkled her nose.
"Let's check for signals," James suggested, taking out an EMF reader. "Every ghost movie ever made mentions spirits giving off electromagnetic radiation. Of course, so do people, power lines, and every piece of electronics ever made."
"Sounds conclusive," Autumn teased.
"Yeah, not really," he chuckled, walking around the room as the device flickered between green and yellow while emitting a low buzzing noise. "This is how I found a speaker in my wall that played creepy crying noises in the middle of the night."
"Hey, at least you found an explanation for what happened, right?" she laughed.
"That's very true, a lot of my fans sent nasty messages to that place aft- whoa!" James exclaimed as the lights flashed red on the device while the buzz increased in intensity. "The mirror."
"Told you," Autumn smirked as they stood in front of the desk and looked at the mirror. "That's where she was. In the glass."
"You mean, that's where you were," he replied, shutting off the EMF meter. "You said she looked like you, so it couldn't have been Clara. The mirror could be damaged or something."
"She did look like me, mostly," Autumn sighed. "Same face, same blonde hair, same blue eyes, same big boo- ah, anyway, she looked like me. She was just really pale and wearing a dress I'd never seen before."
"Maybe this mirror isn't as old as it looks," James said, thinking out loud.
"What do you mean?" she frowned.
"EMF, electronics," he mumbled before remembering he wasn't alone. He looked over at her and explained himself. "We know the place is broke, their only draw is that it's an old, creepy place that's supposed to be haunted. Think about it; the speaker in the wall?"
"Yeah, what about it?" Autumn asked, not understanding.
"What if there's some kind of projector built behind the mirror?" James offered. "It used your face and projected something creepy so you'd think the place is haunted. AI is great at facial recognition and could probably rebuild your face pretty easily. Hook everything up to a computer, have someone trigger it remotely."
"So, you think someone is spying on me in my room? I change in here!" she exclaimed angrily.
"I doubt it," he shook his head. "The lawsuits that would result in? No way. Motion sensors or something. Once you're freaked out, you start forgetting about things you moved."
"Oh, my God!" Autumn gasped, her eyes widening. "That's it, you're brilliant!"
"Pump the scent in somehow, use a projector and speaker for what you saw and heard, lower the AC," James listed off on his fingers. "They'd just wait until they knew you were most likely asleep, a motion sensor on the mirror to be able to tell you were looking into it. The rest? You were already freaked out, your imagination running wild."
"I feel so stupid," she blushed slightly. "I was thinking I was going crazy, or that maybe, well... yeah. There's always an explanation."
"There always is," he smiled. "All that's left is to prove it. Help me get the mirror down?"
"You're not gonna record this?" Autumn asked.
"I can do that after," James nodded. "Here, let's move the desk."
Together, James and Autumn managed to move the heavy antique desk out of the way so they could get at the mirror. The oval mirror definitely looked old; it was framed in heavy dark wood with intricately carved vines. The silvering had cloudy edges and it looked like it had been mounted to the wall for decades.
"This is hotel property, should we really unbolt it?" Autumn winced. "What if it's really an antique?"
"It really does look like one..." James trailed off, inspecting the mirror. "I think it's actually backed with silver."
"Maybe we can find a maker's stamp, a label, something like that," she suggested.
"Yeah. Yeah, okay," he nodded, crouching to look at the underside of the frame.
Autumn crouched down beside him, careful to keep her robe closed as she examined the mirror. "Here, look!"
Pressed faintly into the wood, half-faded with age, was a small oval brand stating the name of the maker and the year. 1886.
"That doesn't make any sense," James shook his head. "As far as I can tell, this is a genuine antique mirror, over a hundred years old. But, hotels change their furniture all the time. This one? Well, everything in your room does look old. The bed, the desk."
"They do claim to have a lot of the original furniture in this hotel for authenticity," she pointed out.
"Yeah, and it would be crazy to ruin an antique mirror by installing some kind of projector," James mused. "They must have figured out another way to do it."
"What should we do?" Autumn questioned.
"I don't wanna risk breaking this," he said. "Let's try proving it some other way and go back to the mirror as a last resort."
"So we moved that heavy desk for nothing?" she sighed.
"Sorry?" James gave her a grin and a helpless shrug.
Giving him a withering glare, Autumn stood up and tightened the belt of her robe. The two of them returned the desk to its proper place after quite a bit of effort. James let out a breath, wiping the sweat from his brow as he took a step back to make sure the desk was straight.



James took some measurements of the temperature, noting that the area near the mirror was slightly colder than the rest of the room. There was also a device that would check for the static that spirits supposedly produced. He still didn't smell anything out of the ordinary, but he made sure to take another walk through, even checking the bathroom.
Despite her calm demeanor, James could tell that Autumn was still nervous. He offered to set up a motion sensor camera for after she left for the day, and Autumn agreed. She asked him what his plans for the rest of the day were, and he told her he was going to go through the history of the hotel and check every place where a death occurred.
Autumn said she felt gross as she gestured at the robe that covered her body. She looked at him nervously as she asked if he'd stick around while she took a shower and got dressed. He smirked, making her insist that it was just in case the owners tried something to scare her.
Since he wasn't completely insane, James happily agreed. He found Autumn incredibly interesting and attractive; she was a smart, beautiful, and powerful woman. As an attractive man who traveled all over the country, James had his share of flings, so he wasn't usually that nervous.
It was most likely because of how reserved Autumn behaved, like she had a wall of professionalism up that no one was ever allowed through. He had definitely met people like that before, and had no issue keeping things professional. The difference was that Autumn was so freaked out, she had started treating him with more familiarity than she usually would.
Professional, reserved, polite, logical. Yes, James had met plenty of people who fit that description. Many of them fell apart as soon as they saw something that contradicted their worldview, something they couldn't explain. Despite insisting they didn't believe in something as ridiculous at the paranormal, they often ended up falling for a hoax if they couldn't figure out how it was done. The rigidity of thought often worked against them, the firm belief that they couldn't be fooled made them easier targets if the con was sophisticated enough.
James was sure it was a hoax, it always was after all. He knew it had to be a good one, one that an intelligent, educated person couldn't quickly unravel. He was eager to explore the hotel and get to the bottom of things. Building a friendship with Autumn was a welcome bonus, although he was confident that things wouldn't develop beyond a friendship.
The bathroom door was slightly cracked, allowing James to hear when the shower turned on. The pipes rattled as hot water rushed through the plumbing of the old building. He struggled to push down his impure thoughts, knowing he'd never be able to act on him. The door was ajar because Autumn was scatterbrained due to her anxiety. She was a powerful businesswoman who wouldn't be interested in some guy with a social media channel.
Shaking his head, James realized he had just been standing in place doing nothing. He quickly set up the cameras to get a view of the bed and mirror, but didn't start them because he didn't want his movements to set them off. James chuckled as he remembered the time his cameras had caught something, and it turned out to be the largest rat he'd ever seen. Thankfully, that hotel was closed down by the health department not long after.
When his work was done, James took out his phone and replied to a few of the comments on his latest video. Most comments were positive, with people mainly eager to see what the rest of the antique hotel looked like. A few were hoping that James would finally find proof of the paranormal, since James was apparently the only one they trusted not to fake things.
Then there were a couple of comments accusing him of hiding proof because the government used ghosts to spy on people. James replied with a joke that he wished the government was paying him. He also made a quick post saying he'd be going through the entire history of the tragedies in The Brinkerhoff Royal, reminding his viewers to stay tuned. It was a great start to the day. At least until an earth-shattering scream caused him to jump and drop his phone.
"AAARGH!" Autumn screeched. "JAMES! AAARGH!"
The second scream made his brain short-circuit, sending him rushing toward the bathroom without even thinking. He forgot all about ghosts as the urge to protect Autumn consumed him. With no hesitation, James threw open the bathroom door and rushed into the room to figure out what was wrong.
"Autumn?!" he called out, his feet sliding slightly on the floor.
Steam filled the bathroom, swirling around in thick clouds and partially-obscuring James' vision. The shower was still running, water hissing from the shower head as the old pipes continued to rattle. James froze once again, his brain overloaded for an entirely different reason.
Autumn was standing in the antique claw-foot bathtub, leaning far enough back so that her upper body was pressed against the tiled wall of the bathroom. The curtain was thrown open, and she was holding it with one hand. She was breathing heavily, clearly in shock. Her eyes were wide, locked not on him, but on the other side of the bathroom. Autumn was so terrified she was completely ignoring her nudity.
James, however, was not. He was momentarily stunned, giving him a view of Autumn's amazing body. Long, shapely legs, womanly hips, a flat stomach; her body was a fantasy come to life. Her breasts were large, perfectly-shaped teardrops with pretty pink nipples. She had a small bush of light blonde pubic hair, proving that her hair was not dyed, but all natural.
It was likely she had almost finished her shower, as James could see the remaining suds on the floor of the tub. Her blonde hair was slicked back, exposing the entirety of her gorgeous face. He blinked several times as he suddenly realized he was staring at Autumn in a very vulnerable position. Autumn, however, didn't scream again. Keeping a firm grip on the curtain, Autumn raised her other hand and pointed across the bathroom without saying a word.
With a frown, James turned his head. Directly across from the claw-foot bathtub was an old sink with the porcelain chipped in several places. Mounted on the wall was a mirror that had been fogged up by steam. In the condensation, four letters had been written, visible through the swirling steam as if the haze was parting to make sure the letters drew Autumn's attention.
EDWA.
"She's trying to tell us who really killed her," Autumn whispered, her voice breaking.
James swallowed hard, his eyes locked on the letters as his heart hammered in his chest. A sudden sputter from the shower head made him jump and jerk back. He slipped on the wet floor, taking a few steps back as his arms extended for balance. About to fall, he spun around and slid forward onto his knees, reaching out to grasp the edge of the claw-foot tub for balance. His face was hot, partly from the steam, but mostly from the situation.
Autumn was still standing in the tub, one hand holding the curtain while the other pointed at the mirror. Water ran in rivulets down her body as the shower continued spraying water. She slowly lowered her hand as James realized his current position left him basically staring straight ahead at her bare breasts. His eyes flicked up to her face, noticing she seemed equal parts furious and mortified.
"Are you, are you just going to stay there and stare?" she snapped, voice trembling from nerves and anger.
Autumn's right arm reached across her body to cup her left breast, her hand covering her left nipple while her forearm concealed the right one and slightly squished the boob. She released the shower curtain and placed her left hand over her crotch. Her face was red, likely from both embarrassment and the heat of the shower. The hot water cascaded all around her, some droplets hitting James' face.
James turned so fast he slipped again, landing on his ass as he stared hard at the peeling wallpaper. "Right. Sorry. Just, ah, you screamed and I didn't think, um, then the, ah, the writing."
The shower shut off and James heard the sound of Autumn shifting behind him. For a few moments, the only noise was the dripping shower head and their heavy breathing. Then, Autumn released a short, nervous laugh. A musical laugh that turned into a snort as she giggled.
"God," she muttered, "this is so humiliating."
"You're humiliated?" he grumbled, trying not to think about the naked lady a few feet away. "I just barged in here while you're showering! It's like a B-rated horror movie cliche that, in reality, ends with me on a list somewhere!"
"Poor you!" Autumn exclaimed. "I'm the one who's naked!"
"Uh, I didn't see anything," James lied pathetically.
"Right," she snorted. "D-do you mind waiting outside while I put some clothes on?"
"Of course, sorry," he nodded, struggling to his feet. "Sorry."
"Just, um, don't go too far," Autumn mumbled quietly.
Waiting in the hotel room while Autumn toweled off and dressed, James attempted to organize his thoughts. Once he managed to temporarily drag his mind away from the image of Autumn naked, he started thinking about the writing on the mirror. The writing that made Autumn scream and call out for him.
Ghostly writing on a mirror was one of the oldest ghost tropes, one that basically everyone in the world knew. Was Autumn trying to trick him for some reason? Maybe he was wrong about everything and it was all one huge scam? But, to what end? If she just wanted a hook-up, there were much easier ways for a gorgeous woman like her. Faking a haunting just so he would barge in on her in the shower made no sense. Autumn was a young, beautiful woman; she could have just asked to have sex and he would have followed her without a second thought. What the fuck was going on?
James didn't have to wait long for Autumn to return. The tall blonde was dressed in a pair of black leggings and a brown, spaghetti-strap top. The top had floral print and dark green lace across the v-neck, and the bottom ended an inch or so above the leggings, leaving some of her flat stomach exposed.
"Hi," James smiled softly.
"My eyes are up here," Autumn rolled her eyes as she ran a towel through her blonde hair.
"Sorry," he muttered, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Let's, ah, let's pretend that never happened, alright?" she blushed while tossing the towel on the desk and putting her hair into a ponytail.
"Right, yeah," James agreed. "Um, can I ask why you screamed?"
"I was enjoying a nice, hot shower," Autumn began as she sat in the chair to put her socks and shoes on, "when the water suddenly turned ice cold. That was the first scream. It was freezing."
"In a hotel this old, that's not too surprising," he nodded along.
"Then I heard the woman's voice again," she mumbled, looking down at her feet while she tied her shoes. "S-she, ah, she said 'it wasn't him, he loved me.'"
"And you screamed again?" James probed.
"Yeah," Autumn sighed, looking up at James. "I pulled back the shower curtain and saw the writing. I think Clara was trying to spell out who killed her. It wasn't her husband."
"Clara's husband, Justin Ackert, was convicted of her murder, yes," he confirmed. "I know he was hanged about a year after the murder."
"It wasn't him," she told him firmly.
"So, now you believe in ghosts?" James questioned, giving her a serious look.
"I, ah, I..." Autumn trailed off. "H-how do you explain this?"
"I'll check the bathroom," he offered, choosing not to mention that all he saw was some writing that anyone could have done. Anyone.
James carefully checked the bathroom while still wondering if Autumn was attempting to deceive him. The shower seemed fine, but it wasn't too weird for the water to switch from hot to ice cold. He saw the letters on the mirror and was even able to check behind it, finding nothing out of the ordinary. Either there was something he couldn't find, or Autumn was less honest than he had first thought. A hidden speaker would explain the voice, but James couldn't figure out a way for anyone besides Autumn to write those letters.
"Did you find anything?" Autumn asked when he returned from the bathroom.
"No, nothing," James shook his head, noticing Autumn was wearing a gold necklace with a pendant set with a lustrous pearl and a small diamond.
"W-what's the plan?" she inquired. "I'm kind of freaking out right now."
"Nothing's changed," he insisted. "I'll start the cameras and then we'll take a look through the hotel. I already did a quick walk through, but this will be more in-depth. I'll probably get some video for my channel, if that's alright?"
"Yeah," Autumn let out a breath. "Yeah, okay. Let's do it."
After opening its doors in 1888, The Brinkerhoff Royal was in its prime during the 1890s. It hosted political meetings and galas, and there were stories of scandalous love affairs taking place between the wealthy elite. The gorgeous ballroom was known for its legendary masquerades.
The murder of Clara Douglas didn't hurt the hotel's reputation too badly. A wealthy guy with a temper flew into a rage and killed his wife. He was immediately caught and punished, life went on. The hotel stayed busy until the influenza epidemic of 1918, when a portion of the basement was used to quarantine sick patients.
In 2025, most of the basement was accessible to guests, even though they rarely went down there. There was a room for the boiler and maintenance, as well as a wine cellar and storage room. There was also a staff kitchen and laundry, in addition to service tunnels that allowed servants to move about unseen, something essential during the Industrial Revolution.
"I checked every historical record I could find," James explained as they moved through the basement. "There were no recorded deaths at this hotel until the epidemic."
"Dying during a massive flu epidemic isn't exactly mysterious," Autumn commented when they approached the door to the quarantine wing.
"No, but it's best to be thorough," he replied as he filmed the locked door that proclaimed to only be for staff.
"It's locked," she observed when James tried the door.
"Yes, but it should be easy to pick," James observed before turning the phone around to film his face. "What do you say guys, shall we come back tonight?"
"You're planning on breaking in?" Autumn asked with a raised eyebrow. "Have you ever been arrested doing this?"
"I am, and no," he laughed before addressing the audience once again. "Let me know in the comments if you remember the warnings. Oh! Or the time I had to run away from campus security while investigating that old frat house. They were determined to give me a stern scolding."
"A haunted frat house?" she scoffed.
"Allegedly haunted," James corrected. "We found quite a few disturbing things, but nothing paranormal. Viewers, please check out those videos if you haven't. For now, my lovely assistant and I are going to regroup and plan our next move. This is James Gray, and you are watching Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries!"
"Well, that was a waste of time," Autumn sighed.
"Sometimes it's best to come back at night," he shrugged. "Remember, I've never actually found anything. No one has."
"Because now you think I'm crazy, or that I'm lying to you," she gave him a look.
"I don't think you're crazy, maybe the owners are planning an elaborate hoax. I did let them know I was coming," James pointed out. "They know all the standard equipment we use, so they probably know how to fool it."
"I noticed you didn't deny thinking I'm lying," Autumn pointed out, giving him a stern glare. "Whatever. What's next?"
"The music salon on the second floor," he winced, feeling some guilt. "In 1922, Louis Boudreaux traveled here from New Orleans to play. He died on stage and the coroner called it a heart attack."
"So, it was a heart attack?" Autumn questioned.
"There are a few witness accounts that claim to have seen him shoved, causing him to fall," James explained. "No one was near him."
"Fine," she bit off the word, looking annoyed. "Let's go."
"I don't think you're lying to me," he insisted.
"Good, because I'm not," Autumn snapped angrily. "I don't know how they're tricking me or what is going on, alright? I don't know!"
"I believe you," James whispered, although he wasn't so sure.
Located on the second floor, the music salon was a huge hit during the Roaring Twenties. It had velvet curtains, a grand piano, and crystal chandeliers. James started his livestream again as the two of them entered the salon. He gave a quick mention of Louis Boudreaux and the night of the heart attack before focusing on the scene.
The salon was dark and dusty, but fortunately the lights still worked. Chairs were stacked off to the side, the wallpaper was peeling, and the place smelled of mildew and old smoke. A grand piano, similar to the one on the balcony, was partially covered by a thick sheet. James made his way over to the bar counter while Autumn went to check out the piano.
Heading behind the bar, James held out his EMF meter, noticing all the lights were green. Using his light, James checked under the bar, pulling out old glasses and commenting that the bar was definitely built when the hotel was, since the Roaring Twenties was also the Prohibition Era. It wasn't a speakeasy, so the socialites must have enjoyed sparkling water when listening to jazz here.
Suddenly, a soft melody started playing from the piano. It was just a handful of notes, but the unexpected noise in the empty salon made James jump and slam his head into the underside of the bar. His head throbbed as he got out from under the bar and stood up, looking over at Autumn.
"That wasn't me!" Autumn insisted, her hands raised.
"Oh, did our new assistant find something?" James gasped, playing up his reaction for the livestream. "Let's take a look!"
Rushing over to the piano, James held out his EMF meter, showing his viewers the way it spiked just around the old instrument. Comments kept coming in, with many accusing Autumn of being the one to play the keys. A few others just mentioned how hot she was and asked what the two of them did off-camera.
"I swear it wasn't me," she repeated as James pulled the thick sheet off the piano, causing dust to fly everywhere. "Oh! And now I'm go- achoo!"
"Sorry," he smirked before looking at the piano. "That wasn't a few random keys, it was an actual melody. Someone would have to know how to play, and the keys are covered with dust."
"It probably hasn't been tuned in years. Here, I'll try the melody," Autumn said, sitting down. She quickly played out the same melody James had heard, but the piano was horribly out of tune.
"You play?" James asked with a smile.
"My parents insisted," Autumn explained.
"I can play, too. Let me try," he requested, sitting on the bench beside Autumn and handing her his phone. "I should have brought the harness for my phone."
"I did not play music on my phone!" she growled, looking at the comments on the stream while James played out the tune. "But, nice try! Jerks."
"Friends, don't upset our new assistant," James laughed. "She won't want to come back, and then you'll be stuck just looking at me."
"Oh, now they're apologizing," Autumn rolled her eyes, handing James his phone back. "See? Out of tune."
"There could be a speaker in the piano," he said, reaching into his pocket for an old-fashioned voice recorder. "This is for an experiment; supposedly ghosts will speak but a human ear can't pick up on it."
"Okay," Autumn said as James held his phone in one hand and the recorder in the other.
"Is there anyone here who would like to communicate with us?" James asked loudly, pausing for several moments before speaking again. "Clara, are you here? Or is it you, Louis?"



Barely a second after James finished his question, the seat tipped backward, sending both Autumn and James crashing onto the floor. James' phone and recorder fell out of his hand as he gasped from the impact. He felt a chill pass over him as Autumn moaned weakly beside him.
"Ow, that wasn't me either," Autumn gasped in a pained voice.
"I know, I know," James grumbled, getting to his feet and offering to help her up. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, I'll live," she groaned, taking his hands so he could help her to her feet. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," he gasped, blushing slightly when he realized how close they were standing. "Um, let me get my phone."
James walked off to pick up his phone and recorder before turning to face Autumn. She was wiping the dust from her back, and James couldn't help but notice how great her butt looked in leggings. He cleared his throat as he approached her while recording himself, assuring the viewers that no one had gotten hurt.
"Still think I'm trying to trick you?" Autumn asked, wincing as she stretched.
"I never thought that," James sighed, shutting off the recorder before talking into the camera. "I didn't explain how my lovely new assistant got involved. Autumn here was just another guest, but she's been staying in the room of Clara Douglas herself! She experienced some unexplained phenomena, and we're helping her get to the bottom of it. Don't worry; you'll get a look at The Bride's Room soon enough!"
"Maybe you're the one who's doing all this," Autumn suggested. "Trying to trick little, old me."
"I would never do such a thing," he gasped in mock-outrage. "Viewers, do you think I'd do that?"
The comments were mixed, and James spent several minutes arguing with his viewers. A few of them asked for Autumn's contact information, leading to banter that resulted in viewers requesting she host the show going forward. Autumn giggled, smiling and waving to the camera while announcing she was just on the show for the one investigation.
At the request of the audience, James inspected the inside of the piano and found nothing. There was nothing suspicious under the piano either, making it hard to prove a hoax. He replaced the seat before playing the voice recording for the audience. Autumn stood beside James, her arms crossed as she listened to his first question, if anyone wanted to communicate.
"Yes..." a deep, raspy male voice responded.
Autumn and James both turned to look at each other, eyes wide as James asked his second question, asked if Clara was there.
"CLARA!" the male voice screamed from the recorder, drowning out James asking if it was Louis.
The two of them stared at each other as the recording reached the part where they fell off the seat. James paused the recording as he glanced at all the comments on his phone. Some were saying James was a hero, that he just found proof of the paranormal. Others argued that a machine could have generated sound at a frequency humans couldn't hear.
"That definitely wasn't Clara," Autumn said slowly. "Maybe Louis was accusing Clara of killing him?"
"Why would Clara kill Louis?" James frowned. "Her husband was hanged for her murder."
"Yes, but did you tell everyone what happened this morning?" Autumn asked with a raised brow before addressing the phone. "Someone whispered to me while I was showering, and I saw writing on the fog of my mirror. It spelled out E-D-W-A, maybe the name of her actual killer?"
"Even if that's all true, that's not how Louis is spelled, so he didn't do it. Why kill him?" James inquired.
"She went crazy and vengeful?" she shrugged helplessly.
"Well, it was nice knowing Autumn," he sighed, smiling into his camera. "Say your goodbyes, ladies and gents!"
"Oh, shut up," Autumn giggled.
"On that note, we are going to take a break to review our plans," James said to the viewers. "Have we actually found proof of the paranormal or is this all one big hoax? Stay tuned to find out!"
"So, do you believe in ghosts now?" she asked after he stopped streaming.
"You first," he laughed.
"I- I don't know," Autumn sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "I never did, but this is weird, right? And, well, I always thought it was pretty depressing. You just stop existing? That sucks."
"There's always a reasonable explanation. Always," James repeated his earlier words, almost trying to convince himself. "I'll admit this is pretty weird, but I'm sure we can figure out what's going on."
Yeah..." she trailed off.
"Oh, and even though ghosts are a hoax, that doesn't mean death is the end..." his words grew softer as he frowned at Autumn, an idea occurring to him. "Someone you're hoping to see again? Sorry, I shouldn't have asked."
"My parents," Autumn admitted. "It was always just the three of us. Then they died in a limo accident. It slid into another lane on an icy road. Into the path of a tractor trailer."
"Shit, I'm so sorry," James winced. "On their way to a wedding or something? Funeral?"
"No, old money. Real estate millionaires," she shook her head before pointing at herself. "Trust fund kid. They pushed me hard, but they loved me. When people find out I graduated high school at fifteen and got my MBA at nineteen, they assume my parents just cracked the whip, only caring about my achievements. The weren't like that. They loved me unconditionally."
"I'm sure they did," he smiled reassuringly, shocked she was sharing this.
"I never believed... in anything," Autumn sighed. "Now? Well, maybe I'm naive, but could I actually see them again?"
"I know I already said this, but even if we prove this is a hoax, you could still see them again," James replied softly. "I mean, no one knows for sure what's out there. More and more scientists seem to be atheists, but they don't actually know. We learn new things all the time."
"I suppose," she pressed her lips together. "So, um, next stop?"
They briefly went through the next significant events at The Brinkerhoff Royal. In 1924, two years after Louis Boudreaux's death, the hotel was renovated. The indoor pool was added and modern elevators were installed. For the next several years, things were quite stable and the hotel did steady business.
Then in 1932, a fire broke out in the east wing of the third floor. A wealthy couple was trapped in their suite and died in the flames. There were a few other injuries, including a maid who was badly burned. The maid had claimed to see the smoky form of a woman as the flames consumed the third floor.
Rather than head to the third floor, James suggested getting away from the hotel for a little while. He could tell Autumn was shaken and he offered to buy lunch. Autumn smiled when she accepted, teasingly letting him know that it wasn't a date. Although, she did allow him to hold open the passenger side door of his car so she could get inside.
The two of them talked over lunch at a nice diner. Autumn asked about James and learned he had an older brother who was married with two daughters. James grinned when talking about his nieces, who were huge fans of the show. He also told her about his love for the outdoors and how he collected old maps and other curiosities he picked up during his investigations.
Autumn gave James a few more details about herself and her life in Boston. She loved mystery novels and finding escapes from the city. The polite and reserved woman also had a collection of vintage fountain pens and notebooks. Like James, Autumn loved history, so they were able to bond over that shared interest. They also talked about learning to play piano; Autumn's parents insisted it would make her cultured, while James had begged his parents for lessons.
James noticed that Autumn seemed more relaxed around him, as if an invisible wall around her had come down, making him a friend. She made jokes more easily, and laughed at some of his comments. There was even a bit of light flirting, and James thought he caught her gaze drifting to his bicep a couple of times. A reserved woman like Autumn likely wouldn't be interested in a fling, but some harmless flirting was a welcome change.
A few offhand comments showed that Autumn still thought James suspected she was involved with the hoax. He honestly wasn't sure what he believed any longer. Some quick searching on the internet led to a business social media page for Autumn Lennox. She was indeed a high-profile businesswoman, not an actress the hotel paid to trick him. Still, ghosts weren't real. They couldn't be real.
Back at The Brinkerhoff Royal, James double-checked his recording equipment for Autumn's room, finding that nothing of note had happened. He wasn't expecting anything, since his phone hadn't warned him of the motion sensor being activated. James started his livestream as he and Autumn made their way to the other end of the third floor. Autumn held the EMF reader so James could have one hand free.
The fire was nearly a hundred years ago, and the hotel was much better off financially during that time period. As a result, the damage was repaired. Over the years, people complained of their rooms heating up or that they smelled smoke. A few people did book those rooms during the days of ghost tours at The Brinkerhoff Royal.
The owners eventually stopped renting the rooms on the east wing of the third floor. Fortunately, they didn't make a big deal about security, just putting a sign up that the hallway was closed. A sign that Autumn and James shamelessly ignored in their pursuit of the truth.
James immediately noticed that this hallway was hotter than the rest of the hotel, and he thought he could smell smoke. He told his viewers, and Autumn agreed that she could smell it as well. The wallpaper was peeling in several places, revealing some of the blackened plaster beneath. It was as if the fire was trying to force its way back to the present.
The light fixtures no longer worked, forcing James to rely on the light from his phone. Each step they took caused the floor to creak ominously. James felt his heart speeding up as they crept along the hallway. It was the sort of creepy setting that would fit in perfectly in any horror movie.
A loud buzz came from the EMF meter, its lights flashing yellow. James attributed it to the old wiring as he tried another door, finding it locked. All the doors were locked, but James wasn't willing to wait until that night. He took out his tools and started to pick the lock while Autumn mentioned people in finance couldn't have criminal records.
It was an old lock that was easy to pick, and James soon had the door unlocked. He chose the room where the couple died, trapped in the inferno. Glancing back at Autumn, James nodded to her as he turned the knob and pushed the door open with an ominous creaking noise.
A gust of hot hair blew out from the room, making them both wince as the EMF meter's lights flashed red. James eagerly entered the room, followed by a very nervous Autumn. Holding up his phone, James filmed all around the old hotel room, showing off the interior.
The furniture was old, very old. A velvet armchair had springs poking through the cushions, and there was a cracked wardrobe against the wall. Any electronics had been removed, but the antique bed and desk were still present. A dark stain on the ceiling looked like smoke, but James assumed it was water damage.
"Oh, now this is creepy," James whispered, tiptoeing through the room while getting the best views he could. "You should have felt that heat, it was weird. Probably just stuffiness from the room, there's dust everywhere."
"Yeah, because dust made it feel like we were standing in front of an open oven," Autumn scoffed.
"Our lovely assistant does have a point," he nodded eagerly. "Are we really about to find proof of the paranormal? Let's set up the thermal imaging camera and take a look."
"I can't believe this place is open at all," she said, her hand reaching out to touch a piece of wallpaper that was hanging off. "I've never stayed in a place so poorly-maintained."
"Lucky you," James laughed as he knelt on the floor and took his thermal camera out of his bag. "I've stayed in rooms with mold, rooms that smelled like pot, and one time I had half of a ceiling fall on me while I was sleeping."
"A ceiling fell on you?" Autumn giggled, watching him set up the camera.
"It was just plaster, so we weren't hurt," he explained.
"We?" she inquired.
"Yeah, ah, I um, had a friend staying over who I met in the area," James coughed nervously.
"Poor girl," Autumn smirked. "She just wanted some nookie and ended up with a concussion."
"Neither of us was concussed," he insisted, unable to meet her eyes. "Uh, the feed is live. Do you wanna take a look? I'll stand in front of it so you can see what a person looks like in thermal view."
"Sure, that sounds fun," she smiled.
James handed over his phone so Autumn could track the comments. He sighed when Autumn agreed with someone who expressed shock that he ever had overnight guests. Autumn knelt in front of the thermal camera to see what James looked like in it. James looked at her intently, surprised by her ramping up the teasing once again.
"What do you think?" he asked.
"Looks like every movie that has thermal images in it," Autumn shrugged, holding James' phone and the EMF meter. "Is this feed on your channel?"
"Yeah, anyone can view it and we're recording. There's that stream, then there's the one we're doing via my phone," James answered before moving over to kneel by Autumn. "Sometimes I use the harness to strap my phone to my chest, but then I can't read the comments. Hm, the room is pretty hot."
"Ah, yeah, it is," she whispered, looking over at him, her cheeks slightly pink.
"Almost like the fire just happened," he commented.
"What does that mean?" she questioned, returning to the subject of the investigation. "I thought ghosts were supposed to be cold?"
"Normally, but supposedly they can affect the environment in a way that replays their death," he explained. "Like smelling the perfume a woman was wearing when she died or something like that. The spirits of people who died in a fire making a room hot would fit with certain mythology."
A loud slam made both of them jump just as the lights on the EMF meter flashed red.
"What was that?" Autumn screeched, whipping her head around to where the door had shut.
"Wind must have made the door slam shut," James mumbled, frowning at the door as Autumn looked back at the screen.
"JAMES!" she shouted, drawing his attention back to the camera.
"I don't see anything," he frowned.
"Dammit!" Autumn growled. "The outline of two people! It was there. Wait! You said you were recording this?"
"Yes, it's all recorded," James confirmed, extending his hand. "Give me my phone."
Autumn handed over the phone, and James saw a row of comments agreeing with what she had seen. James took a quick look at the recording and confirmed that the heat signatures of two people had indeed shown up. Seconds later, James got a notification that the motion sensor had been activated in Autumn's room.
She knelt beside him as he brought up the feed. The camera in Autumn's room had been triggered by the desk chair falling over, seemingly by itself. The two of them watched the recording with wide eyes, waiting for something else to happen. James started sweating, unsure of what to believe as the minutes passed.
Autumn gasped and clapped her hands to her mouth when a strange misty shape moved across the room. It was in the shape of a person and seemed to be reaching for the mirror. The fingers moved as if the person was trying to write on the mirror. The shape faded away not long after, and it did not appear that anything was written on the mirror.
Before either of them could say anything, they heard what sounded like people running in the hallway. The smell of smoke in the air got heavier as someone coughed loudly. When they heard someone call for help, James jumped up and rushed to the door, yanking it open.
"Anything?" Autumn called out weakly.
"No, nothing," he replied, shaking his head. "Nothing at all."
"W-what is happening?" she whispered.
"I don't know. I- I don't know," James swallowed weakly. That was a damn good question.
At the request of his fans, James agreed to check out The Bride's Room to see what they could find. The footage from the motion-activated camera in Autumn's room wasn't available yet, but James had explained what they saw. He shut down all his equipment before he and Autumn rushed down the hall to room 304. The room where Clara Douglas' body was found on her wedding night.
Nothing. There was nothing out of the ordinary in the room, other than the fact that the chair had been knocked over. It didn't look like anything was written on the mirror, and his camera had timed out from the lack of further movement. James could tell Autumn was really freaked out; she was unable to stand still, constantly turning around as if she was afraid someone would pop up behind her.
Messages were coming in fast as James got more and more viewers. People were sharing the livestream, claiming there was finally proof that ghosts were real. Some called it a hoax, others were begging to see more. The consensus was that the investigation needed to continue, and everyone wanted to see more of room 304.
James had Autumn go through the room to put away anything she didn't want filmed. Then he did a walk-through of The Bride's Room, including the bathroom where Autumn got the message on the mirror. Autumn explained what happened to her as James filmed different parts of the room. It was his most popular livestream to date.
The debates with viewers continued for some time, with James laughing and joking while speculating. More and more people were convinced that the hotel was haunted, while others insisted it was an elaborate hoax. A few of the people who believed it was a hoax blamed James, others accused Autumn of tricking them all, and some said it was an elaborate set-up by the hotel to draw guests.
Letting out a long sigh, James told everyone that the mystery was weighing heavily on him and he was determined to discover the truth. With a promise to return later on, James encouraged everyone to keep up the conversation and ended the stream. Overwhelmed, he sat down on the edge of Autumn's bed before she sat beside him, looking lost.
"So, ah, do we believe in ghosts now?" Autumn wondered.
"Maybe the hotel is paying some experts to mess with us," James reasoned, looking down at his lap as he fiddled with his phone so he wouldn't have to meet her gaze. "Drafts, old hinges, bad wiring; this place is one big deathtrap."
"Messages written on mirrors? The coughing, the voices? The woman I saw? Oh, and the thermal images we both saw?" she listed quickly. "Drafts and faulty wiring don't cause any of that."
"Why would that woman look just like you?" he countered. "That has to be a hoax, which means everything has to be a hoax. Like always."
"I guess," Autumn sighed. "It's just so damn weird."
He glanced up at her, forcing a smirk. "Hey, I've seen weirder. One family in an old house kept hearing weird noises, had things disappearing. Turned out it was a family of raccoons."
"Raccoons?" she giggled, running her hand through her blonde ponytail.
"Raccoons are thrifty," James laughed. "They would sneak out in the middle of the night and steal things. The family never knew. They thought some spirit was taking their things for some sort of ritual."
"I'm sure raccoons are very smart, but I'm willing to bet they can't read or write," she replied. "And that thermal image was of two people, not two raccoons."
"Okay," he let out a breath. "Okay. Clara was the first death, she would have been the one to start this. Why kill the others?"



"She was trying to communicate with them?" Autumn offered. "She wanted people to know her husband was innocent."
"Assuming he even was innocent," James reminded her. "We can do some more research tomorrow. If she wanted you to know who killed her, I'd assume E-D-W-A was meant to spell 'Edward.' We can try and find out if someone with that name was in Clara's life."
"That's a good idea," she nodded. "If the haunting were real, why now? Why me? You said no one else ever found much when investigating this place."
"Energy?" he suggested with a frown. "Supposedly, it's difficult to communicate across the veil. Spirits need energy from somewhere to interact with the physical world. I suppose we could test the theory that Clara is drawing energy from you, allowing all the spirits to manifest? In the past, every time she gathered enough energy, she accidentally caused those deaths?"
"And that's why she looks like me? She's using my energy?" Autumn questioned. "And here I was thinking I was tired because I didn't get much sleep."
"Having a theory means we can work to disprove it. Maybe we'll be able to find proof of the hoax," James said slowly. "I agree, this is more than an old house. Someone has to be trying to deceive us, probably for the publicity."
"I'm surprised someone who investigates haunted locations for a living is such a skeptic," she smirked.
"Part of investigating is to not jump to conclusions, especially ones so outlandish," he argued, a chill making the hairs on his arm rise as goosebumps appeared on his skin. "A-all I'm saying is that we don't have any proof, just creepy coincidences."
Autumn sighed, brushing some dust from her knee. "You think I enjoy entertaining these crazy beliefs? I built a career on logic, on numbers that always add up. This doesn't add up."
He smiled softly at her. "So, we're both logical, practical, and way too stubborn to ever admit we're wrong?"
"Something like that," she giggled, before wincing. "I hate this. I love history, but I never cared about ghost stories. I hate not being able to explain what I saw. I deal in facts, not... foggy messages."
"I deal in facts, too. Verifying them, proving rumors are just that; rumors," James said slowly. "It's always faulty wiring or a scam or an infestation of animals, not spirits. I'm still convinced there's a rational explanation, but if there isn't, then well, we're both out of our element."
She arched an eyebrow. "You think?"
"Don't worry, Lennox," he grinned. "We know you're a coward, so if a ghost jumps out at you I'll heroically trip over my cameras trying to save you."
Autumn laughed, a quick musical sound that surprised them both. She shook her head in bemusement. "Somehow that's not reassuring."
"My unorthodox methods work," Josh insisted as the EMF meter flashed red before fading back to green and making a whining sound. "Uh, usually."
"You're impossible," she rolled her eyes.
"Yet you're still sitting here with me," he teased.
"Don't read too much into it, I just don't want to be alone right now," the faint pink in her cheeks gave her away. "I'm a coward, remember?"
"I remember," James smiled, reaching out to place his hand on her knee as he felt a spark between them.
"What else can you tell me about the hotel's history?" she asked, changing the subject but making no move to remove his hand.
"After the 1932 fire, things were uneventful until the forties," he explained, looking into her baby blue eyes. "Some military officers used the place while on leave before we got really deep into the Second World War. There were rumors of affairs and cover-ups, but no suspicious deaths that I could find."
"O-okay," Autumn nodded, and James noticed she looked exhausted. The adrenaline was finally wearing off.
"I found a few suspicious deaths in the fifties, but there wasn't a lot of information," James continued, his thumb lightly caressing her knee. "This was apparently a popular place for businessmen to bring their mistresses."
"Of course," she snorted.
"Nine-year-old Linda Cline drowned in fifty-seven," he told Autumn. "Her parents weren't watching her, so the hotel won when they sued."
"That poor girl," Autumn whispered, placing her hand on top of his.
"The hotel really started to decline during the seventies thanks to competition from modern hotels and resorts," James explained. "No more wealthy guests, maintenance suffered. Brinkerhoff Luxury Real Estate finally sold it in 1989. The new owners used ghost tours and rumors to try and make some money."
"How'd that go?" she asked through a large yawn.
"Pretty well until the 2008 crash," he responded, proud of how well he knew the place's history. "The place nearly closed due to the drop In travel, but they survived. Then they closed down for months during the pandemic. The owners have been trying to sell ever since."
"If tomorrow is research, what's left for tonight?" Autumn questioned.
"We still have to get into the quarantine area of the basement, but that's later on," James frowned as he thought. "I already investigated the pool, but it wouldn't hurt to check that out again. I'm also curious if anything will happen in your room overnight."
She squeezed his hand when he mentioned her room. "Um, James? Can I ask for a favor? It's a little weird."
"We're investigating a haunted hotel together, I think weird is fine," he smirked. "What's up?"
"I didn't get much sleep and I'm really starting to get tired," Autumn mumbled. "C-can I take a nap in your room? I just need a couple hours and I'm still nervous about sleeping in here."
"Sure," James smiled, reaching into his pocket for his room key. "How about I wake you up for dinner?"
"That sounds good, thank you," she nodded, accepting the key.
"Just promise me; no pantie-raids," he teased.
Autumn surprised him by hugging him tightly, holding him close as he rubbed her back reassuringly. She then stood up and yawned before thanking him again and leaving the room. It was also surprising that she didn't bring her purse or anything, showing how much trust she had in him. Or maybe she was just that tired.
Once he was alone, James had a few moments to relax and think about the craziness of the day. He had been investigating old buildings and alleged hauntings for years. It was all bullshit. It was always bullshit. Then he met Autumn Lennox, and his entire world was turned upside down.
No. It couldn't be real. There was some sort of elaborate hoax going on. At that point, he was reasonably sure that Autumn wasn't involved in whatever trick was being played. It had to be the hotel's owners. They had been so excited when James reached out and told them he was stopping by. That was why he was so willing to pick locks; if it got the hotel some publicity, the owners wouldn't care.
James took his laptop out of his bag so he could post the footage from his motion-activated camera. He had gained a huge number of followers, and they were all discussing everything he had recorded. The foggy figure his camera had captured would likely spark a huge number of conversations and views. That translated into money in his bank account.
After replying to several comments, James set his phone down and glanced around the room. He had been questioning his future, wondering if he could find another line of work. For the first time in a while, he was feeling some excitement about an investigation. He continued to tell himself this was all a big hoax, but he was having fun digging deeper into the mystery.
Then there was Autumn herself. James had to admit that he was developing quite the crush on her. Feelings much stronger than when he just thought she was attractive and intelligent. He even noticed that, despite her words, her body language suggested a genuine interest. It was both shocking and exhilarating. A small smile appeared on his lips as he thought about the lovely woman in the next room.
Laying in bed in room 305, Autumn was tossing and turning as she struggled to fall asleep. She was too tired, unable to get comfortable as her thoughts raced. Exploring this historical hotel had seemed like a great reason to come to New York a few days early, yet it had turned into something she had never expected.
Ghosts were no more real than the stories of people being abducted by aliens. That was what she had always thought. Her eyes shot open as she suddenly wondered if there might be truth to both. No. That was ridiculous. Life on other planets was realistic, but aliens weren't flying around the planet snatching people to probe.
Autumn's entire worldview was challenged, and she was struggling to deal with it. She kept trying to tell herself it was all a hoax, but she didn't think she believed it any longer. It made no sense that Clara looked like her, but the theory James had put forward about her energy enabling manifestations was sounding more and more likely.
If it turned out there was an afterlife, well, Autumn didn't want to get her hopes up. She couldn't deny that the opportunity to speak with her parents again would be amazing. Were they really out there somewhere? If they were, were they still proud of their daughter?
The bed was comfortable, but Autumn was still struggling to get to sleep. She noticed the pillow smelled a bit like James, turning her thoughts to the professional paranormal investigator. He was a fun person to be around, and they shared a love of history. It also didn't hurt that James was really cute.
There was no doubt she was attracted to him, but she wasn't the type to have a fling. He traveled the country, she lived in Boston; it couldn't work out. She didn't care about what he did for work, she cared that he was a great person. Nothing was going to happen, but she could still imagine he was snuggling with her.
A fantasy was nice, and Autumn really wished she had taken her vibrator with her into James' room. Although, she probably would think Clara was watching and be too self-conscious to even use it. Shame, because a nice orgasm might help her to relax so she could get some sleep.
Despite being alone, Autumn blushed slightly as she thought back to James seeing her naked. She had been so scared she just needed someone in the room with her. It was so, so humiliating. Autumn was always so reserved, so someone she just met seeing her naked was not something she was used to. He had seen everything, and she knew she had nothing to be ashamed of, but she was still embarrassed.
Autumn's thoughts shifted among ghosts, her parents, James, her future, her desire for adventure, and sex. She finally managed to fall asleep when she accepted that, while what was happening was terrifying, it was definitely an amazing adventure. It wasn't going to be a long nap, but it would still be refreshing.
A light knocking at the door woke Autumn around dinnertime. The door cracked open so James could ask if it was okay for him to come in. James entered and quickly confirmed nothing strange happened in room 304 while Autumn was asleep in his room. He joked it was because Clara didn't find him as interesting.
The formal dining room at the hotel was only used for formal occasions to keep costs down, but they were able to get food at the bar. It was cheap bar food, but who didn't love chicken wings and beer? They both needed to relax and not think about the investigation for a little while.
They had some time before resuming their evening investigation, and James offered to give her some time alone. Autumn smiled prettily, saying he was stuck with her until she was sure there were no ghosts. Feeling flirty, she suggested going for a swim to do something normal. Maybe continuing to flirt was a mistake, but he had already seen her naked, a bikini was no big deal.
Autumn asked to change in James' bathroom, saying she wanted to make sure no one was recording her. She could tell James knew she was lying, but he was a good guy and didn't call her on it. James put on a pair of gray swim trunks and Autumn changed into a bikini. Using a long t-shirt as a cover-up, she put on a pair of flip-flops and went down to the pool with James.
The white-and-blue mosaic tiles were elegant, but old. Light from brass lamps caused shimmers across the water. Benches, tables, and chaise lounges surrounded the pools, with no pattern to their layout. No one was swimming, making the area eerily quiet. Like most indoor pools, the scent of chlorine filled the air.
Placing their things on a couple of lounge chairs, James turned on his EMF meter, causing it to light up green. Autumn took off her flip-flops before removing her cover-up, revealing a black string bikini. It was modest for a bikini, but still showed off her amazing figure. James seemed to have been rendered speechless, making her smirk with pride.
Clearing her throat made James jump and realize he had been staring, but not quite drooling. He removed his shirt, exposing a toned chest with a light coating of body hair. Then it was Autumn's turn to blush slightly, biting her lower lip as her eyes traveled over his chiseled features. She removed her hair elastic, letting her blonde hair fall freely down her back.
Autumn slipped into the water first, sighing happily at the feeling of the cool water against her skin. Leaning forward, she started swimming toward the center of the pool. Turning onto her back, she looked over to watch James stepping into the water. He shivered slightly before dropping beneath the surface to get used to the temperature.
Swimming in a hotel pool made the weekend away seem almost ordinary. The water soothed the tension in her muscles as Autumn moved while talking and laughing with James. They splashed each other and raced through the water. One time they both dove beneath the surface, only to come up closer to each other than either intended. They both blushed.
James was relaxing against the edge of the pool, leaning his head back while Autumn was treading water not far away. Then the temperature shifted. A chill passed by her legs, cold enough to make her gasp. She kicked her legs to brush it off, but immediately felt something brush her ankle. Her breath caught as she realized it felt like a small hand gripping her ankle.
"Problem?" James asked, cracking his neck as he looked over at her.
"Nothing," she lied, her eyes darting over the surface of the water.
A few feet to the left, Autumn noticed the surface still, revealing another reflection. A young girl's pale face, dark hair slicked back and her eyes wide with sadness. Autumn gasped and jerked back, the reflection vanishing as ripples spread across the surface of the water. The EMF meter suddenly started beeping loudly, its lights flashing red.
Before James could react, a loud splash came from the shallow end of the pool, the opposite end from where they were. They both looked over, seeing nothing. Neither of them spoke as they waited, wondering what would happen next. Autumn swallowed weakly, suddenly feeling extremely vulnerable.
Then came the laugh.
The high-pitched giggle of a child echoed throughout the room. Autumn immediately moved toward the ladder, climbing out of the pool with James right behind her. She gasped and froze, causing James to walk into her back. His hands held her upper arms as they both looked at the tiles. A small, wet footprint was on the floor, too small to be one of theirs. A child's. Then there was another. And another. As if a child with wet feet was walking unseen.
"Linda," Autumn whispered as the small footprints vanished and the EMF meter quieted.
"I really, REALLY wish we had recorded that," James said, trying to ease the tension.
"You are not using a video of me in a bikini to get views," she responded, still in shock.
Heading back to their lounge chairs, Autumn wrapped herself in one of the hotel's large towels before sitting down. She was shivering, the chill seeming to reach her bones as James sat across from her. Her eyes kept flicking back to where the little footprints had been, her logical mind scrambling for an explanation but not able to come up with anything.
"So, ah," he stammered, looking as anxious as she felt, "the owners are doing a great job with this one."
"She was here," Autumn mumbled to herself. "Linda. Linda was here."
James leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. "Or it was condensation. Echoes in this big, empty room. Strange reflections caused by old lighting."
Reaching over, he picked up the silent EMF meter and switched it off. "Whatever it was is gone now. A machine generating signals or images, I don't know. It's gone."
"James," she responded, her voice trembling as she looked at him. "The laugh and EMF, the chill... maybe. Maybe they could have faked those. But, the footprints? They were there. They were real. You saw them."
Neither of them spoke as they looked at each other, each of them searching for something in the other's face. For the first time, James had no comeback, no witty response. Autumn's analytical mind felt like a calculator displaying an error message. Were ghosts real or was she trying to divide by zero? She felt vulnerable, uneasy, clueless. It was as if she discovered everything she knew her entire life was wrong.
"I did see them," he nodded slowly. "I saw those footprints, and I don't know how to deal with it."
Autumn let out a breath, her expression softening. "Maybe it's not about dealing with it. Maybe we need to listen. Clara, Linda, all of them. Maybe they just want someone to hear them."
"Clara and Linda are dead. Ghosts aren't real," James pointed out as he slowly stood.
"Denying evidence because you're sure something can't be real isn't very scientific," she countered, standing as well.
Autumn was only a couple feet away from James, drawn up to her full height as she looked into his hazel eyes. Wet strands of her blonde hair clung to her cheek and her hands shook slightly, the towel providing little warmth. She wasn't sure what she believed in that moment, she just knew she was open to the possibility of having her entire worldview challenged. It was an adventure, it was excitement!
"You're something else, Lennox," he whispered quietly.
Autumn's heart skipped, her lips parting as she started to reply. James stepped forward, her response dying in her throat as she froze, caught in the intensity of the moment. His hand reached out to brush hers, the warmth of his fingers feeling nice on her cold skin. Her heart rate increased, her body warming as a small blush colored her cheeks.
Then he kissed her.
It wasn't smooth, or even planned. The kiss was desperate, born of all their complex feelings coming together. Fear of the unknown, the knowledge they were in this together, and the attraction that had been lurking just beneath the surface. Autumn melted into the kiss, the towel falling to the floor as her entire world became the taste of chlorine and the warmth of his lips.
"I-I, I've been questioning my entire life, not sure of what's real or fake," Autumn said quietly when they broke apart. "I am sure that was real."
"Definitely real," James breathed, his face red.
"Let's find out what else is real here," she suggested, pecking his lips. "Together."
Back in James' room, they each took a shower to wash away the chlorine before putting their casual clothes back on. Autumn placed her long blonde hair back into a ponytail and put her pearl necklace around her neck. The two of them kept looking at each other and smiling, making Autumn feel almost giddy, something she was definitely not used to.
It was getting dark, but it was too early to enter the quarantine wing of the basement. Instead, James showed Autumn all the equipment he had, explaining how it worked. James had a lot of tools he hadn't used because it had been easy enough to just use his phone. It was going to be much more serious when they checked out the basement.



He also brought out his laptop so they could browse his channel. She was impressed with how organized it was, with every investigation having its own folder, as well as a final video to explain all the findings. In every case, the findings were that there was nothing paranormal going on.
The one topic they avoided was their kiss. Autumn knew that she'd be heading back to Boston in just a few days, and James would likely be going to North Carolina to visit his brother's family before hitting the road on another case. They couldn't be involved, yet they were acting like they were. A soft kiss was occasionally exchanged, and they often held hands while watching one of James' old livestreams.
Once the staff and few other guests were likely asleep, they decided it was time to continue their investigation. James strapped a harness onto his chest so that he could livestream without holding his phone. He wouldn't be able to read the comments, but it was worth it to have a free hand. It didn't take him long to set up Autumn's phone so she could stream for his channel as well, and he even had an extra harness.
To protect herself from the cold, Autumn had put on a gray cardigan with stars on the sleeves. She trailed behind James, who had his EMF meter on, which was completely silent. The lights from their phones led the way as they started their livestreams. Viewers would be able to switch between either camera on their phones, or even watch both at once if they were at a computer.
The stairs to the basement creaked with each step they took, the air growing colder and colder. Autumn shivered slightly, tugging her cardigan tighter around her body. James was whispering to his fans with none of his usual levity. He had never had so many viewers, but he was taking the investigation very seriously, abandoning the jokes.
"You ready?" James asked, glancing back at Autumn as they stood in front of the locked door.
"Yes," she swallowed weakly, her palms sweaty. "Clara didn't die here, but there might be something useful here. People suffered here."
He replied with a single, sharp nod before handing Autumn the EMF meter. She watched while James struggled to pick the lock. Autumn talked to the fans while James worked, occasionally urging him to hurry up. Her earlier concerns of getting caught and arrested were completely forgotten.
The air inside the quarantine wing was stale, almost as if sealed memories rushed out to meet them when the door opened. Narrow beds with rusted frames lined the walls, the bedding long gone. Trunks rested in front of the beds and several cabinets were open. Whoever was last in here didn't bother cleaning up, leaving old records scattered across the floor.
James took back the EMF meter as they went inside, the EMF immediately spiking. The light from his phone fell on a stack of supply crates as they moved further into the room. Each step they took kicked up dust, making both of them sneeze. Noises from the old hotel filled the air, the creeks and groans sounding even more ominous than usual.
They stayed close to each other, checking under beds and looking in cabinets. It looked like the trunks were for the personal items of the quarantined patients; they contained things like photographs, clothes, and small knickknacks to remind them of home. The various papers were medical reports, patient lists, or inventory.
Briefly removing his phone from the harness, James checked the comments to see what people were requesting. At their insistence, he tried his usual voice recording routine, finding nothing. While James was looking through records in a cabinet, Autumn felt a sudden chill as she stood next to a bed. The lights on the EMF meter turned yellow, its volume increasing as she felt like someone was tugging her sleeve.
James frowned at the EMF meter as Autumn looked toward the bed. She gasped and took a step back when she saw a pale female figure. Light from Autumn's phone illuminated the figure, and there was no doubt the camera was capturing everything. The figure was a young woman, but didn't look like Autumn. The woman pointed toward the trunk at the foot of the bed, disappearing within the span of a second.
"James!" Autumn hissed.
"What, what?" he spun around, the EMF meter in one hand and a folder in another.
"I saw a woman, she looked pale and sick," she gasped.
"Did this one also look like you?" James asked teasingly, a smirk on his face.
"No, that one didn't look like me," Autumn rolled her eyes, jumping when she heard a creaking sound. "Uh, I think that trunk was closed before."
"It definitely was," he nodded, heading over to the trunk. "A draft, maybe?"
"Or that woman was the patient in this bed and that's her stuff," Autumn suggested, squatting beside the trunk. "She wants to tell us something."
"I thought I was the paranormal expert," James laughed before addressing the viewers. "It looks like our new assistant is hoping to take my job."
"Oh, shush," she admonished, looking through the folded linens. "This is an adventure, a mystery. It's scary, but it's also fascinating."
"You've come a long way from screaming in the shower," he commented as he reached into the trunk and pulled out a rosary.
"I'm so scared I'm shaking, but I need to know what happened," Autumn declared, a frown crossing her face as she lifted a slim leather-bound book. "What do we have here?"
"Looks like a diary," James observed, taking his phone out of the harness so he could film the book in her hands as he addressed their audience. "What does everyone think, shall we open it and take a look?"
"Margaret Hale," she said, reading the name. "She even put her date of birth. She would have been twenty-two during the quarantine."
"The decision is unanimous; please read aloud the most recent entries," he requested, keeping his phone in his hand so he could respond to people.
With a shaky voice, Autumn started to read.
16 October, 1918
The fever's so bad, I can never get comfortable. It hurts to breathe. They keep telling me to pray, but I can only cough. The sounds of misery are all around me, but only I can see her. The sad woman who's pale as the moon. She's dressed for a wedding. It must be the fever. Those eyes of hers follow me even when I'm awake. Those sad, blue eyes.
18 October, 1918
Sometime during the night the woman beside me died. They covered her with a sheet and moved her body. I'm scared I'm next. It hurts so much. The sad woman only I can see is closer now, whispering words I can't hear. She's weeping as she watches me. I asked her name. Clara.
21 October, 1918
Cold. I'm so cold. Her voice. Her voice is clearer now. Clara says I'm closer to her world now. I don't understand. She's sobbing as she tells me they killed the wrong man. Justin loved her, he was blameless. Another loved her, betrayed her. Her shame hidden away. That monster. Edward. Not his sister. I can't breathe. I don't want to die.
22 October, 1918
A priest is praying over another woman. They cover her and take her away. I hear two nurses talk about the horrors. Clara is here again, her hand resting on mine. Ice. I'm writing, I'm writing. It's getting harder to see, my sight is blurring, and I can hear Clara crying. She's calling, calling for-
"That's it," Autumn croaked, tears running down her cheeks. "Margaret must have been too weak to keep writing. She probably died not long after."
"Edward," James whispered, his shock obvious. "That's what we figured the name was. I... if this is a hoax, it's the best one ever."
"It's not a hoax," she insisted, getting to her feet.
"A few people are commenting that there's no way Margaret would have been able to write," he sighed, standing as well. "She could have had moments of lucidity, and that last one is written down."
"Clara was trying to comfort her," Autumn stated confidently. "Margaret was closer to death, letting them communicate. The high-collared dress I saw, that was an old-fashioned wedding dress."
"Why did she look like you?" James questioned. "The diary even mentions blue eyes."
"My energy, I guess," she shrugged. "Our previous theory. Margaret was so close to death, it was easier. And a lot of people have blue eyes. Clara and I must have enough in common for her to draw strength from me."
"So, to help her, we need to find out more about who really killed her?" he suggested. "Maybe find some local archives tomorrow like we planned."
"Yes," Autumn nodded, wiping away her tears. "Clara didn't hurt the people down here, and I know she didn't hurt the others on purpose."
"What do you think, guys? Have we stumbled across a genuine haunting?" James asked the camera as the comments kept coming. He looked like he wasn't sure what he believed any longer. "We have more work to do, but we will find the truth."
"For Clara," Autumn declared as the EMF meter's lights flashed red, its noise reaching the highest intensity.
"Wha-?" he frowned, falling silent as they heard the sound of a piano.
"Clara?" she asked into the darkness as the temperature dropped and the scent of roses filled her nostrils.
The trunk they had been going through slammed shut, making them both jump. Margaret's bed started to rattle, the metal frame screeching. Fear clawed at Autumn, but she resisted, wanting to understand, to help Clara. The mysterious force surged, causing cabinets to slam as glass vials shattered.
"Time to go," James declared, pocketing the EMF meter and grabbing Autumn's arm. "NOW!"
Autumn briefly resisted, not wanting to leave. Then a glass vial flew across the room, barely missing her face. The two of them bolted, rushing out of the quarantine ward and shutting the door as fast as possible. The EMF meter in James' pocket quieted down as they gasped for breath, the temperature slowly rising back to normal.
James was leaning with his back against the door, trying desperately to catch his breath. "Okay. That... that was not the pipes. That wasn't condensation or a speaker in the walls. That was-"
"A plea," Autumn cut him off, clutching the leather-bound diary to her chest. "Clara needs us to find the truth."
"W-what do you guys think?" James asked his fans. "Hoax, or is Clara Douglas still walking these halls? Did others die here, from natural causes or from Clara trying to communicate? And did some of them stay behind with her? We are going to stop streaming for now, but we will be investigating The Bride's Room further tonight. Stay tuned!"
"I forgot we were recording," she let out a nervous laugh, lowering the diary so she could take her phone out of the harness and end her own stream.
"I forgot there's no such thing as ghosts," he responded, tilting his head back as he let out a breath. "People in the comments are already accusing me of using AI to generate the image of that girl you caught on camera. I'll have to check the footage so I can see it for myself."
"I think I'm a full believer at this point," Autumn sighed, her emotions overwhelming her. "Margaret was really there, and she was pointing to where we could find her diary. I don't understand how no one ever found proof before, or maybe they did and people thought it was fake. I just, I just can't call myself logical while denying the proof I see with my own eyes."
"I'm not sure I can make that leap, but I know we have a lot more work to do," James nodded.
They had already filmed room 304 and didn't know if anything strange would happen. There was no reason to livestream if they might end up with hours of nothing. James did start setting up a camera so that he could record and edit the footage later if they did catch something interesting.
James seemed all business as he set up his equipment, but Autumn could tell that he was stressed, unsure of what to believe. Autumn's heart felt heavy as she thought about how Clara had died in that very room. The air was cold and she kept glancing at the mirror above the desk, feeling drawn to it, like it wanted her to see.
For a single heartbeat, Autumn saw another face in the mirror overlaying hers. Was it Clara? Or was it just a copy of Autumn? Either way, the second face was pale and sorrowful, her body covered by that same old-fashioned dress, that really might have been a wedding dress. Autumn gasped and stumbled back.
"Nervous already?" he smirked, looking like he was trying to hide his own anxiety. "We just got here."
"It's almost time," she insisted. "I can feel it."
Autumn sat on the edge of the bed while James started recording. He turned the desk chair so he could sit down and see both Autumn and the mirror. The lights on the EMF meter were a steady yellow, the consistent noise from the small device keeping both of them on edge.
They talked a bit, but there were long stretches of silence as they both tried to make sense of everything going on. Autumn couldn't believe she was the one suggesting the haunting might be legitimate. She just didn't see another explanation and was a firm believer that a truly intelligent person would change their mind when presented with facts that contradicted their views. The only question was if the information they had gathered was real or the most elaborate hoax in history.
It was just after midnight when Autumn's prediction came true. The lights on the EMF flashed red as the temperature dropped. Their breath became visible while frost started forming on the mirror. James glanced at one of the cameras, likely to make sure it was capturing all of this. Autumn and James briefly locked eyes, shock written on both their faces.
The curtains fluttered as the scent of roses filled the room and they heard a soft piano melody. Autumn froze, her breath catching as the mattress dipped beside her, as though someone invisible had taken a seat. James nodded slightly, confirming that he was seeing the same things she was. Autumn felt a brief surge of justice as she realized there was no way James could argue she had anything to do with making such a thing happen.
"C-Clara?" Autumn, whispered turning to face the invisible person.
"Yes..." a soft voice replied as Autumn felt an unseen hand on her cheek.
For the briefest of moments she appeared. The pale woman who looked exactly like Autumn. She was dressed in the old-fashioned, high-collared dress. Her hand was reaching out to cup Autumn's cheek. A small smile appeared on the apparition's face before she vanished. The EMF meter quieted, as if the single manifestation had taken all of Clara's strength.
Not daring to move, Autumn stared at the empty space where the apparition had appeared. Her hand reached up to touch her own cheek, where Clara had touched her. She soon turned her head to face James, noticing the fear and awe in his expression. Autumn realized he had finally accepted the truth, accepted he had been wrong. They had both been wrong. They believed.
"S-she wants us to know the truth," Autumn insisted.
"We'll find it," James nodded. "For Clara."
Nothing happened for another hour, convincing them both that Clara didn't have the strength to communicate with them again. They shut down all their equipment and moved to James' room. Autumn had even packed her suitcase and brought it along, wanting to leave Clara's room untouched.
James quickly edited the footage before posting it, not willing to delay a single moment. Everyone had to see what they had found, had to know that it was all real. They were both overwhelmed, wired due to the adrenaline pumping through them. What was next?
"We, ah, we need to find out more," she eventually spoke up.
"We will," he promised. "We'll search everywhere we can tomorrow. We'll find something, some historical record somewhere will explain what happened."
"Will it?" Autumn challenged. "They hanged the wrong man."
"I know, but we'll find an Edward that was in her life," James vowed. "We'll find out who really killed her, and why."
"Tomorrow," she nodded firmly, before wincing. "I, um, I don't think I can sleep in that room. It's Clara's. I'm not scared of her now, but the idea of sleeping there... there's a reason I packed up and left."
"You can sleep here, I'll take the chair," he immediately offered.
"Don't be ridiculous, it's your room," Autumn responded, slightly uncomfortable. "It's a big bed, we'll each take a side."
With a small nod, James agreed. The two of them stood smiling at each other for a few moments before getting ready for bed. James changed into sweatpants while Autumn removed her shoes and socks, choosing to just sleep in her leggings and spaghetti-strap top.
It was Autumn's suggestion to leave a small light on just in case, a suggestion James eagerly supported. The small lamp left the room in semi-darkness as they awkwardly got into bed. They were both overwhelmed by what they had discovered, but the spark between them was difficult to ignore. James made sure to look away when Autumn removed her bra before getting comfortable.
They curled up at the edges of the bed, facing away from each other as they talked quietly. Over time they fell silent, lost in their own thoughts. Autumn had no idea where she would go from here. Would she really just head back to Boston in a few days and go on as if nothing had happened? That seemed impossible.
This had been the most intense day of her life, a day that completely redefined who she was and what she believed. It was a real adventure, and she wasn't sure she could go back to just working with spreadsheets. Although, she did love that as well. Could she do both? How would that work?
Autumn also hated the idea she might not see James again. He traveled the country, his only home address his brother's place in North Carolina. They would definitely stay friends, but how often could they see each other? She let out a breath as she came to a decision. The future could wait. What was happening then was real. It was real, and she would act. Act without having all the answers, something she wasn't used to.
James was trying to fall asleep, his thoughts bouncing between Autumn and the investigation. He really wanted to hold her, but he feared trying to push things further would just lead to both of them getting hurt. As for the investigation, well, he was still in shock. Ghosts were real. Would he end up being famous for his discovery? A smirk appeared on his lips as he imagined talk shows and awards.
Just as he was about to fall asleep, James felt Autumn shift beside him. He somehow knew what she wanted and turned to face her. They moved toward each other, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss. James reached out to cup her cheek as Autumn speared her tongue into his mouth.
The rest of the world ceased to exist as they kissed, sometimes with intense passion, other times with soft tenderness. Autumn's hand was on his side, fingers clenching his shirt as she pressed her body against him. He could feel her large breasts against his chest as her tongue danced with his.
When she started pushing the blanket off of them, James immediately helped as he instinctively understood her intentions. Autumn broke their kiss so she could slide her leggings and underwear down her legs. James lay on his back, pushing his sweatpants and boxer briefs down to his thighs.
Throwing a long leg over his waist, Autumn straddled him. He smiled up at her as she reached between them and wrapped her fingers around his excitement. She stroked him several times before lining him up with her entrance. They both gasped as she sank down on him, engulfing his manhood in her warmth.
James felt sparks of pleasure throughout his entire body, his very spine tingling. She was warm and wet and tight, her sheathe gripping him, caressing him. He looked up at her with wonder, noticing she wasn't moving yet. Her brow was furrowed as she let out a breath, clearly getting used to the feeling of having him inside her.



A few moments passed before Autumn placed her hands on his chest and started to slowly move up and down in his lap. Neither of them had spoken as they watched the expressions of pleasure on the other's face. James held her hips, encouraging her movements. He groaned when he felt her tunnel contract, her muscles rippling around him.
Reaching up, Autumn removed her hair elastic, allowing her sunny blonde hair to cascade in waves down her back. Her fingertips briefly caressed his cheek before she returned her hands to his chest and leaned forward. James saw a sparkle in her baby blue eyes as she took him in and out of her body while moaning heavily.
Lust overwhelmed James, his hands moving to her chest. They both gasped as his fingers gripped her large breasts from outside her top. James was in heaven; they felt even better than he imagined. Soft, yet firm, he lightly squeezed the beautiful mounds as he felt her hard nipples pressing into his palms.
James' gaze never left Autumn's face as she bounced in his lap. Her moans and pants were growing more intense, and James knew exactly when she reached orgasm. Feeling her tightness constricting further around him brought about his own release. He gasped, his hips bucking as he filled her womb with his seed, joining her in ecstasy.
They both struggled to catch their breath, with Autumn staying in his lap. She smiled down at him mischievously as she squeezed her vaginal muscles, making him moan. He watched as she lifted her hips, her warmth seeming reluctant to free him. James sighed when he felt himself fall out of her, his hands leaving her breasts as she lay down beside him.
Neither of them bothered to fix their clothes as they pulled the blanket back over their bodies. They had completely forgotten about the investigation, about the haunting, and about what their future might be. James and Autumn fell asleep holding each other, with James' hand cupping her firm butt-cheek. The last thing he heard was Autumn sighing in contentment.
James woke up the next morning, unsure of the time. He smiled as he realized he was still holding Autumn's bum. Leaning forward, he affectionately kissed her forehead, the small motion enough to make her eyelids flutter open. She hummed softly as she looked at him sweetly.
"Good morning," James whispered.
"Mm, morning," Autumn smiled softly.
The two of them held each other for several minutes until Autumn pecked his lips and sat up, tossing the covers off of them. James noticed her eyes immediately fell to his manhood, making him squirm nervously under her gaze. He pulled up his pants while Autumn found her bottoms and slipped them on.
It was after 10:00AM Sunday morning, but James didn't feel like immediately returning to the investigation. Instead, he heated up a couple of breakfast sandwiches for them to eat. They sat at the table making small talk about the amazing views of the Hudson River, avoiding discussing anything serious.
James wasn't sure to make of what happened. He figured it was a one-time thing, but he was surprised Autumn had initiated. She had likely been as overwhelmed emotionally as he was, and James hoped she wasn't regretting her decision. It had been one of the most romantic nights of his life, so the idea that Autumn didn't feel the same was horrifying.
"I, ah, I forgot to ask," he eventually said when he realized a potential problem, "um, we didn't use protection. Do I need to make a run to the drug store?"
"It's fine, I'm on birth control," she shook her head before freezing and blushing slightly. "I, um, I mean, it isn't for sex. I don't usually, you know... I got really bad cramps."
"Right," James nodded in understanding. "Right, that makes sense."
"James?" Autumn asked delicately, her cheeks slightly pink. "D-do you think Clara enjoyed the show?"
"I hadn't thought of that," he winced. "And I'd love to never think about it again."
A loud buzzing from James' phone cut off Autumn's reply. He was going to ignore the call, but he realized it was an employee at The Brinkerhoff Royal he had spoken to as part of his investigation. James put the call on speaker phone so Autumn could listen as the desk clerk explained that the they were the only two guests left. A couple had left in the middle of the night while the rest left in the morning, looking terrified.
"Today's the day," Autumn said when James ended the call. "Clara has enough energy and is passing it to the others. We need to figure out what happened and we'll be able to really talk to her."
"A full conversation with a woman who died over a hundred years ago? Sure, why not?" James laughed.
"This is the adventure of a lifetime, you're not ruining it for me," she stuck out her tongue playfully.
"Hey, I'm all in," he assured her. "You're not a coward at all."
"I can't wait to find out why Clara looks like me, why she feels a connection with me," Autumn grinned. "This is overwhelming, but also incredibly amazing. It's just... wow!"
"I'm with ya, Lennox," James smiled. "I can't believe this is real, but it is. I'm excited to find out the truth with you."
"It's a date!" she exclaimed eagerly before blushing slightly. "Um, do you mind if I use your shower before we get started? I should probably clean up."
"Sure, go for it," he replied.
Standing up, Autumn walked over and leaned over, brushing her hair back so she could peck his lips. Then she went over to her suitcase to take out her shower bag and a change of clothes. James noticed she was still acting reserved around him, despite what they had shared. He figured it was due to her knowing they would soon be going their separate ways. But why had she just kissed him?
Autumn disappeared into the bathroom and James soon heard the shower running. He took out his phone and sent a few texts to friends. His brother had reached out to him and asked if he started faking videos. James assured his brother that everything he had posted was completely real.
Curious about what others thought, James took a look at his channel. He then realized why it was widely-accepted that ghosts weren't real. Quite a few people were commenting, insisting the videos were fake. He had lost a few fans who accused him of using AI to create a fake haunting. Overall, his number of followers had increased by quite a bit, but he was still upset at being called a liar.
James had wondered why no one else had ever found proof, considering how great technology was. Maybe they had. People found proof and it was dismissed as CGI or something similar. Scientists didn't care enough to look into such things, and no one did any in-depth research to confirm the footage wasn't altered.
His dreams of becoming famous were crushed, but at least his love for the truth had returned. James sighed when he realized that this was probably a one-time thing. Clara had responded to Autumn, not him. When she was gone, his next investigation would likely be the same old waste of time. Even if the place really was haunted.
Scrolling through comments on his post from Clara's manifestation, James saw people debating why Autumn and Clara looked identical. Most agreed it was likely due to Clara feeding off Autumn's energy. Clara was the source, sharing that energy with the other spirits, so they looked the way they had in life.
Other people were saying they were looking at flights to New York so they could stay at The Brinkerhoff Royal. James smirked as he realized he was going to make the owners quite a bit of money. It was fair, the revenue from ads alone was going to be a big payday for James. He had also sold quite a bit of the merchandise he had on his store. People would be wearing shirts and hats advertising Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries.
Suddenly, James froze, his eyes going wide as his jaw dropped. He had tried so hard to find information on Clara Douglas online, but there wasn't much at all. One of his viewers had succeeded where he failed. He couldn't believe his eyes, so he went to the source. It was a historical site, with a stellar reputation for only posting facts. His mouth opened and closed as he looked at the proof.
A black-and-white photograph of Clara from her wedding day. She was wearing that old-fashioned dress, standing next to her husband, Justin Ackert. The man who would be hanged for her murder. It wasn't just the same dress Clara wore in the manifestation, her features were the same as well. Clara Douglas really did look identical to Autumn Lennox.
"Autumn!" James pounded on the bathroom door. "Autumn!"
"What? What's wrong?" she yelled from the shower.
"You have to see this!" he shouted.
"I'm in the shower!" Autumn replied loudly.
"Clara looks just like you!" James announced.
"I know, we covered that!" she responded.
"No, she really looks like you! We found a picture!" he explained.
"Hang on a second!" Autumn said.
James was pacing nervously, waiting for Autumn to come out of the bathroom. She eventually reappeared, covered only by a thin gray robe. Her wet hair was slicked back and the wet robe clung to her. "Look, look! You need to see this."
"Fine, fine. Jeez, what's so impor-" she froze, her jaw dropping. "What the actual fuck?!"
"Yeah, that was my thinking," James chuckled, realizing it was the first time he actually heard her curse.
"No, no, no, this is impossible," Autumn shook her head as she stared at the image. "How can she actually look like me?"
"Maybe that's why she's connected to you? Distant ancestor?" he suggested with a shrug.
"How is that possible?" she frowned in confusion.
"You said you grew up in Boston, it's not that far from New York," James reasoned. "Clara would be several generations back. I don't even know anything about my great-grandparents, never mind a few more generations further."
I- okay, sure, that might make sense. Except we know Clara was young and died on her wedding night," Autumn reminded him. "She didn't have kids."
"You could be a distant niece, or maybe there's more we don't know," he argued. "You did say you had family money, like the Douglas family."
"I thought you said Clara was an only child?" she questioned, handing the phone back.
"Yeah, true," James sighed. "Well, we'll figure it out. We have a busy day together, so let's get ready."
"Thank you, James," Autumn whispered, looking up at him. "For everything."
"It's been my pleasure," he smiled. "Finding out ghosts are real is great and all, but the best part has been getting to know you."
Autumn hugged James tightly, and he returned the embrace, rubbing her back affectionately. To his surprise, Autumn stepped back and held his face in her hands. She looked into his eyes for a few moments before leaning forward and kissing him fiercely, a soft growl emanating from her throat.
They kissed for several minutes, James holding her while Autumn's hands moved to his biceps. She surprised him again by breaking the kiss and squatting in front of him. James gasped as she yanked his pants and underwear down to his ankles. With zero hesitation, she lifted his flaccid penis to her mouth and started sucking.
"Autumn!" James gasped, overwhelmed at the feeling of her warm mouth.
Adjusting herself slightly, Autumn began bobbing her head, her nails digging into his hip as she took him all the way into her mouth. Her swirling tongue and sucking mouth caused James to rapidly harden, making it more difficult for Autumn to take his entire length. Her eyes were closed as she moaned softly, her lips sealed tightly around his flesh.
James was breathing heavily, barely able to believe what was happening. It was so unexpected. She just dropped to her knees and started going down on him. Autumn flicked her blue eyes up to his face as she untied the robe and shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing her naked body to his hungry gaze.
Lost in the moment, James started playing with her boobs while she gave him a very pleasant blowjob. Her hands gripped his butt-cheeks as she sucked, her moans soft and passionate. At one point, her right hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself as her soft tongue lashed the underside of his manhood.
With his release approaching, James released her breasts so he could rest his hands on her head. A minute later he grunted out a quick warning before flooding her mouth with hot semen. Autumn moaned loudly, her fingers working between her legs as her throat contracted, swallowing him down. The intensity of the moment heightened James' orgasm, making his knees weak.
"Mm, yummy!" Autumn purred when she released him. "I hope you enjoyed?"
"That was... wow," James gasped. "I was not expecting that."
"I'm full of surprises," she shrugged, smiling up at him.
"You really are, Lennox," he responded, moving suddenly. He grasped her around the waist, making her squeal as he put her over his shoulder.
"Ah! What are you doing? Where are you taking me?" Autumn giggled, her feet kicking cutely.
"I'm returning the favor," James declared, depositing the tall blonde on the bed.
Kicking away his bottoms, James got on the bed as Autumn settled in, her head resting on the pillow. He got on top of her, squeezing her breasts together so he could kiss all over her cleavage. She giggled and ran her fingers through his hair, moaning softly when he started sucking on a nipple.
There was a playfulness between them that hadn't existed before. James realized that, like it or not, they were both falling more and more for each other. The haunting had pushed them together. Maybe it would end with heartbreak, but in that moment, he wasn't thinking about that. Neither was she.
Autumn eagerly spread her legs, allowing James to kneel between them. He reached out and ran his fingers along her wetness, making her gasp. Putting her legs over his shoulders, James leaned in and took one long lick of her slit. The beautiful woman shivered, reaching down to bury her hands in his hair.
"James!" Autumn hissed, her back arching. "Oh God, James!"
"Autumn," he whispered, looking up at her before lowering his head and resuming his task.
The powerful businesswoman was clearly in heaven. Her moans and gasped echoed throughout the room as she squirmed on the bed. Her nails dug into his scalp as James continued using his tongue and fingers to bring her to the heights of pleasure. His lips sucked on her love button as he pushed two fingers in and out of her tight tunnel.
"Right there, right there!" she squealed, her body tensing as her vaginal muscles clamped down on his fingers. "Oh God, don't stop! Please, don't stop! Ah!"
James continued licking and fingering Autumn, succeeding in triggering a second orgasm. As she lay on the bed panting, James affectionately kissed her inner thighs before laying down beside her. Autumn sighed happily when he drew her into his arms. She rested her head on his chest while her hand gripped his upper arm.
They cuddled for a little while, neither of them talking about where their relationship was going. James hoped that they would at least be able to keep in touch. She was too good a friend to never hear from again. Sure, the sex was incredible, but he would be content if he could at least keep Autumn in his life.
It was soon time to get some work done, so they reluctantly got out of bed. Autumn finished her shower and dressed in a pair of jeans and a purple top. James also took a shower and put on jeans and a black t-shirt. They made a stop in room 304 so Autumn could tell Clara they'd find the truth soon. James set up a few cameras, then they made their way to the attic.
Autumn discovered that a concealed stairwell on the fourth floor led up to the attic. That explained why she had failed to find the entrance on her Friday walk through. James had his phone harness on so he could live stream as they made their way up to the dusty attic.
The roof level was dimly lit by small windows, providing barely enough light to see. There was a small caretaker's quarters, but it was long abandoned. Most of the attic was dedicated to storing long-forgotten items. Trunks full of files, old furniture, and at least a few hundred boxes that were labeled with dates.
Fans suggested that James and Autumn search the records to try and find information on the wedding. It took some time to find the right box, but they were soon searching through records from 1907. There were old receipts and event contracts, the paper yellowed with age. Autumn started flipping through the guest ledger, looking for the booking.
Autumn eventually found the right date on the ledger calendar, confirming the booking of the Ackert wedding. Information on the ballroom reservation, the schedule, the catering staff was all listed. Suite 304 was even mentioned specifically. James found a few old bills from the event for decorations and music. He finally found their first valuable piece of information on an old security bill.
"Security made a note of a special request," James mumbled as he and Autumn read the crinkled old page. "An Edward Pembroke was barred from attending."
"It was him," Autumn growled angrily. "Edward killed Clara and he got away with it."
"Okay, but why did he kill her?" he questioned. "And if security knew about a threat, why did Justin Ackert take the fall for Clara's murder?"
"No proof he managed to sneak in to the event?" she offered. "The article I read said that Justin Ackert had a temper. They probably found something circumstantial and rushed to judgment."
"Okay, that would make sense," James agreed, removing his phone from the harness. "I'm gonna look up Edward's name."
"That's a good idea," Autumn nodded, taking out her phone.
With a little bit of research, they were able to find a few mentions of the Pembroke family. They were a wealthy family in New York during the Industrial Revolution. There was no connection to the Douglas family, but that didn't mean there wasn't one. It just meant that it wasn't something that was recorded. Information on specific people from over a hundred years ago was pretty sparse.
One interesting piece of information they discovered was that the Pembroke family relocated to Boston in the early-1900's. Autumn's family had lived in Boston for generations, so it was possible she was descended from that line. The problem was that Edward was clearly someone Clara was scared of, not someone she had a child with. So why did Clara Douglas look like Autumn if Autumn was a descendant of the Pembrokes? There was not one single suggestion anywhere that Clara had a child.
"I got some pictures of the files we found," James said. "The library and county clerk's office are open today, but they close early. We should get going."
"Right, let's go," she nodded, getting to her feet.
James continued streaming as they walked toward the stairs. They both froze in surprise when they noticed an old trunk was resting in front of the stairs. A trunk they were positive was not there when they had entered. James chuckled as the beautiful blonde rushed toward the trunk, fearlessly dropping to her knees in front of it and throwing it open.
Inside the trunk were a number of old items. A few candlesticks, a music box, a pair of shoes, a jewelry box. Autumn opened the jewelry box, finding several nice pieces inside. James handed over a stack of old wedding invitations, causing the blonde to gasp. They were genuine invitations to Clara's wedding. He even found an old tintype photograph of Clara and Justin.
Eventually, James pulled out an old dress, one with a high-collar. A dress they had both seen. It was Clara's wedding dress. Unlike the one she was wearing when she manifested, this dress was torn, almost as if it had been ripped from her body. There were a few stains that looked like blood.
Autumn held the dress to her chest, crying softly as James looked for more information. He finally found an explanation on an old letter written on The Brinkerhoff Royal letterhead. The police had finished with the evidence and returned it, but they were unable to contact the Douglas family. Rather than throw it out, the hotel decided to put everything in storage. Where it was likely forgotten for a hundred years.



"What are you doing?" James questioned when Autumn draped the dress over her arm and held the two boxes.
"Taking these back to the room," she answered simply.
"Uh, those aren't yours?" he pointed out.
"Yes, they are," Autumn stated firmly.
Knowing better than to argue, James carried the music box and jewelry box as the two of them left the attic and returned to The Bride's Room. Autumn lay the dress on the bed while James placed the two boxes on the desk. Then they took a trip to the public library in Cold Spring, New York.
James and Autumn were the only people visiting the library, so the librarian was more than happy to help them out. In fact, the older woman seemed very excited about people wanting copies of old newspapers. The woman had the two of them sit with a box-like machine about the size of a small television. It had a large glass screen where it would project microfilm images.
Old newspapers could be fragile, so a lot of records that never made it to the internet were stored on rolls of microfilm. The librarian provided several rolls filled with newspaper articles from the right time period and showed them how to use the machine. Then she left them to their work, reminding them to come find her with any questions.
James opened the machine and threaded the first roll of film through the guides. Once the machine lit up, they were able to easily scroll through various articles. The machine was newer and connected to a computer, allowing them to save or print images they wanted to keep.
The first article they found mentioning Clara was an engagement announcement in 1906. Clara was described as the jewel of the Douglas family and the article also mentioned her father's business prominence. Justin Ackert was stated to be a wonderful young man from a good family.
A second article listed the wedding as one of the nicest social events of the season, taking place at the exclusive hotel, The Brinkerhoff Royal. Not long after, they found the article covering the murder. The article mentioned the bride was found slain in her suite, her dress torn from her body. Autumn started crying when the article confirmed a sexual assault before Clara was stabbed and strangled.
The next roll detailed the trial, the way Justin Ackert had tragically fallen from grace. Most of the mentioned evidence seemed circumstantial at best, usually going back to the supposed temper he had kept hidden from the public eye. Autumn and James both knew Justin was innocent, but even if they hadn't, the evidence wouldn't look very compelling.
One final article covered the execution in 1908. It was titled "Ackert Pays the Ultimate Price for His Crime." A line noted that Justin protested his innocence until the end. Apparently Justin's last words were that he was okay with dying if it meant he would see Clara again. At least she knew he hadn't killed her.
It was emotional time, but James made sure to get digital and physical copies of all the relevant articles. They thanked the librarian before heading back out to James' car. Autumn was feeling overwhelmed, so they grabbed a couple of sodas before making their way to the courthouse.
They were very lucky the courthouse had Sunday hours on occasion. Unfortunately, they closed fairly early, so there was no time to waste. They combed through birth and marriage certificates, as well as death certificates. They eventually found the birth certificate for Edward Pembroke.
With Edward's birth certificate, they found his parents and siblings. Edward was one of six children, he had four brothers and one sister. The information was interesting, but there was no explanation for why Edward would be after Clara. There was no evidence. Nothing.
"Any ideas, Lennox?" James asked, pinching the bridge of his nose.
"No, nothing," Autumn sighed, looking dejected. Moments later, she frowned, locking eyes with James. "Wait, yes! Give me your bag."
"Alright," he nodded, handing over the messenger bag where he kept his laptop and other tools. "What are you looking for?"
"Margaret's diary," she explained, pulling out the leather-bound book.
"How does that help?" James wondered.
"The entry from October twenty-first," Autumn answered, pointing to the right spot. "It says right here, 'Not his sister.' What does that mean?"
"I have no idea," he shook his head.
"Look at the dates of birth for Edward and his siblings," she continued, speaking fast in her rush to get to the truth. "Five boys, all born within a few years of each other. Then a sixth child, a girl."
"Right, Eleanor," James nodded along, realization dawning on him. "Edward's mom would have been, what, fifty-three when she was born?"
"Fifty-two, but close," Autumn corrected. "Not impossible, but not likely either. What if Edward's sister is actually his daughter with Clara?"
"So, Edward and Clara had a relationship and she got pregnant," he suggested slowly. "Maybe they fought about it and broke up. Having a child out of wedlock was a much bigger deal back then."
"Clara gave birth in secret and Edward's mother claimed Eleanor was her child," she took over the narration of their theory. "Edward was still in love with Clara and maybe started stalking her when she was dating Justin."
"Edward slipped by security and found Clara in her room while Justin was drinking with his buddies," James continued. "He tried to win her back and failed. In his rage, he raped and killed her."
"He was never caught and Justin was blamed. Justin was hanged a year later," Autumn bit her lower lip sadly. "And the Pembrokes relocated to Boston to make sure it never got out."
"You're a descendant of Eleanor Pembroke, the daughter of Clara Douglas and Edward Pembroke," he finally concluded.
"Clara couldn't move on, she wanted someone to know the truth," she said, tears running down her cheeks. "She tried to communicate with people, building up strength to reach through the veil. There were accidental deaths and the spirits stayed in the house with her."
"Until now, when your familial bond is letting her gain enough strength to properly manifest," James finished. "Her dress is in room 304 now. You're right, tonight's the night. We'll be able to actually talk to her."
"No cameras for this one," Autumn looked at James nervously. "I'm sorry, but I want to talk to her. Just the three of us."
"I understand," he nodded. "The fans have enough good stuff. I'll post what we found and explain our theory. With that and the footage we already have, I'm good."
"Thank you," she smiled softly.
The courthouse closed at 5:00PM, so Autumn and James found a local restaurant to have dinner before returning to The Brinkerhoff Royal. James took down all the cameras in The Bride's Room so that they'd be able to talk privately that night. The two of them then went next door to James' room to wait until nightfall.
Autumn was incredibly on edge, pacing back and forth in anticipation of speaking with Clara. James smiled at her, suggesting she sit down and relax with a movie. She agreed, sitting beside him on the edge of the bed. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders while starting a streaming service.
The suggestion of a horror movie earned him an even stare, so he just gave her an innocent smile and looked for something else. They watched a couple movies as Autumn's anxiety increased. James insisted on waiting until after midnight, since that's when things happened the previous night.
Midnight finally arrived, and Autumn practically dragged James into room 304. The two of them stood side-by-side in the center of the room, waiting for something to happen. They held hands as the felt the temperature start to drop. Autumn exhaled, both of them watching to confirm that her breath was visible.
They didn't have the EMF meter, but it was soon obvious that things were happening. The curtains fluttered as the scent of roses filled the room. When they weren't looking, the music box on the desk opened and started playing. James felt Autumn squeeze his hand as she looked around wildly.
"Clara?" Autumn called out hesitantly. "I-I know we're family and I know who killed you. Can we talk?"
"Autumn!" James hissed, gesturing at the bed.
The dress, Clara's wedding dress. It slowly lifted off the bed with no one touching it. Autumn gasped as the dress filled out, as if someone unseen was wearing it. She reached across her body, grabbing James' wrist as her other hand squeezed his. They both watched in awe as Clara became visible, her skin pale and her face sad. The same face as Autumn's.
"It's true, isn't it?" Autumn asked slowly. "You're getting energy from me because we're related."
Clara slowly nodded.
"W-we think we know what happened," Autumn continued nervously. "You were trying so long to tell people who really killed you, you didn't mean to hurt those people. Edward took your daughter and killed you for marrying Justin."
"Edward was my neighbor," Clara said in a shaky voice. "We grew up together, we were best friends."
"And the drama of the pregnancy made you break up?" James asked.
"No," Clara shook her head, translucent tears running down her cheeks as her form wavered. "I did not feel that way about him. H-he made me. I learned a lot from the others, from guests. I know things are better for women now, but no one reported anything in those days. Women got killed for having a baby without being married."
"And we still have a long way to go," Autumn mumbled sadly. "I'm so sorry."
"I-I just wanted him out of my life," Clara continued. "I hid at home until I had the baby, then Edward's family took my beautiful daughter. I had no choice."
"Clara..." she whispered, looking like she was resisting the urge to try and hug the spirit.
"I do not know how he got into our room while Justin was celebrating at the bar," Clara whispered. "Edward hurt me again. He was crying and I felt the knife go in. His hands were around my throat, and then I was standing next to my body, looking down as he cried. He kissed my forehead before rushing out."
"I wish we could do more for you, but I promise the truth will get out," James declared. "I'll post the story, make sure everyone who reads my channel knows what really happened."
"That is all I wanted," Clara smiled sadly. "For everyone to know my husband was a good man."
"They will know," Autumn vowed. "What happens to you now? To the others?"
"Some of them chose to stay with me, and I do not think I am ready to leave," Clara sighed. "They are gaining more and more strength from me, but that will fade when you leave."
"If you're not leaving, then neither am I," Autumn stated firmly.
"Don't you have to go back to Boston?" James asked, turning toward Autumn.
"I have a few acquaintances, but there's nothing keeping me tied there," Autumn explained. "Tomorrow I'm going to make an offer to buy this hotel."
"Uh, can you afford that?" James wondered.
"Yes," she stated with absolute confidence.
"Okay, then, um, wow," he let out a nervous laugh.
"I work as a contractor, so I have a lot of freedom to take the jobs and hours I want," Autumn continued. "I can do most of my work remotely. I'll sell my condo and work from here."
"Very spontaneous for you," James smiled at her affectionately.
"What about you?" Autumn asked, looking suddenly shy as a blush colored her cheeks. "D-do you have a next destination in mind?"
"No, I was just going to visit my brother while planning my next move," James answered. "Why?"
"People are going to start coming back here thanks to your investigation. Our investigation," Autumn squeezed his hand. "You heard Clara, they're all gaining energy. You can give more ghost tours, uh, if that's okay with Clara?"
"It is," Clara nodded. "I would love having you both here. We will all help you keep this place open."
"You're asking me to stay?" James questioned, looking at the reserved and calculated professional. "Stay here with you?"
"Yes," Autumn nodded. "I, I don't know what kind of future we have, but I'd like to find out. If you're open to it?"
"I am very open to it," he grinned widely, unable to believe she was being so spontaneous.
"Do not worry, I will make sure no one spies on you during a private moment," Clara giggled, revealing the startling discovery that ghosts could blush. Kind of.
"I think we might still sleep next door tonight," Autumn blushed, her face bright red.
"That is alright," Clara smiled. "I can go anywhere on the property."
"Uh, good to know," James winced.
"I'm losing strength, I need to go now," Clara declared, her form starting to fade. "I'm so proud of you, Autumn."
"Thank you, Clara," Autumn whispered as the dress dropped to the floor.
"That happened," James said as Autumn picked up the dress and folded it.
"It did," she nodded, placing the dress back on the desk and closing the music box. "So, ah, how about we go to bed? I need to put in an offer tomorrow and prepare for my Tuesday meeting."
"Tomorrow's Labor Day, you might have to wait until Tuesday," he laughed.
"Perhaps, but I'm going to buy this place," Autumn declared, offering her hand.
James and Autumn returned to room 305, both of them emotionally exhausted. They stared at each other for several seconds before they both started laughing nervously. There was a lot left to figure out, but they had a path forward. James had found a place where he belonged, and Autumn found her adventure while still being able to pursue her love of numbers.
"Since I'm a gentleman, I'm gonna offer to sleep in the chair again," James smirked.
"And since you're my boyfriend now, I'm gonna tell you a bit more about me," Autumn giggled, placing her hands on her hips. "I'm a polite lady, but that's on the streets. Our time in the sheets so far has been quite tame."
"It has," he agreed, nodding eagerly.
"There will be time for more lovemaking later," she said. "For tonight, I think you need to fuck me."
"Another brilliant plan I can get behind," James declared.
They were soon kissing passionately, pulling at each other's clothes as they made their way over to the bed. James was shocked by how aggressive Autumn was being, his spirits soaring as he realized the final wall had come down. The two of them were a couple, their secrets bare for each other, their physical intimacy an expression of their affections.
Once they were naked, Autumn requested her favorite position and crouched on all fours. James happily agreed, kneeling behind her and pushing himself deep inside. Autumn threw back her head and gasped loudly, her body tensing as she felt his entire length stretching her tight hole.
Neither of them held anything back, both completely comfortable letting go with each other. Autumn revealed she loved rough sex when she begged for James to spank her. She then requested he pull her hair while she had an intense orgasm, her entire body quivering, her toes curling as she gripped the sheets with desperate strength.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Autumn begged, her boobs bouncing on her chest and slapping into each other. "Fuck my pussy, make me yours! Oh God, I love being slutty for you."
"Holy shit, Autumn," James groaned, holding her head back by the hair as his hand gripped her hip. "You feel so fucking good."
"Mm, you're so deep, oh fuck!" Autumn hissed, her eyes scrunched shut and her mouth hanging open. "It's your pussy, baby! It's your pussy!"
All the tension of the last couple days left their bodies as their movements became one. Autumn was incredibly vocal, begging to be fucked harder, begging for James to cum inside her. He eventually complied, slamming his hips into her butt as he pumped his hot load into her body, making Autumn cum again.
That was just the start of their night. They had sex in every position they could think of, even inventing a few they had never heard of. She rode him in cowgirl and reverse cowgirl, they went back to missionary before Autumn decided she wanted to be bent over the chair. They even went a couple of rounds in the shower.
It was the start of their new life together, and they could not be happier. Autumn had him cum inside her, had him pull out and spray her back, then got on her knees and used her mouth and boobs to get him hard again. He came on her face and tits while she cooed up at him. Autumn lost track of the number of orgasms she had as they made passionate love until the sun came up.
In the end, they both lay in bed completely exhausted. James' back was so scratched up that he was actually bleeding slightly in a few places. The plan of going to bed early had not worked out in the slightest. That was okay, since neither of them had to go out. Autumn just had to prepare for her meeting and start the process of making a formal offer for the hotel.
They were both laughing as they made plans for ghost tours and arranging hauntings by actually discussing things with the spirits. It was crazy, but it was their new life. Finding each other and solving the mystery had ended their ruts, bringing joy back into their lives. The Brinkerhoff Royal opened its doors in 1888, but its story was just getting started.
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~Sunday August 03, 2025~
The smell of cooking eggs and the rich aroma of butter woke Kayla up in the morning. She quickly realized she was alone in bed, the light blanket covering her nudity. Sitting up so that the blanket fell to her waist, Kayla raised her arms above her head as she stretched and yawned loudly.
"Well, good morning," Adrian's charming voice called out.
Looking over, Kayla saw Adrian standing in front of his stove and cooking what appeared to be an omelet. A gray robe covered his body and he smiled at Kayla before returning to making breakfast. Kayla put on a robe of her own before climbing down the ladder and walking over.
"You're making me breakfast?" she asked with a smile.
"Yeah, it's my standard move the morning after," he answered, placing the omelet on a plate. "My attempt at convincing the woman she didn't just make the worst mistake of her life."
"And how does that usually go for you?" Kayla laughed.
"I've had mixed results," Adrian admitted with a chuckle. "Please, have a seat."
The two of them enjoyed a nice breakfast while chatting about random topics. Adrian was an excellent cook, and Kayla happily finished the entire omelet. Then she insisted on cleaning up while Adrian relaxed with a cup of coffee. When everything was put away, Kayla faced Adrian and quickly dropped her robe to the floor, exposing her naked body.
"See anything you like?" she asked coyly.
"I love every perfect inch," Adrian responded, getting to his feet and removing his own robe.
With zero hesitation, Kayla dropped to her knees and lifted Adrian's half-hard dick to her lips. Thirty seconds in Kayla's warm mouth was all that was needed to bring Adrian to full hardness. They were less romantic and more intense this morning, with Adrian playing with Kayla's tits while she bobbed her head, her hands on his thighs.
"Glug, glug, gak, hurk, glug!" Kayla gurgled, her eyes closed as she focused on the hard cock in her mouth.
"Oh God, your mouth feels amazing," Adrian groaned, burying his hands in Kayla's raven hair.
"Mm, ack, fuck my face, mm, mm," Kayla moaned around his thickness as she slid a hand between her legs to rub her pussy.
Holding Kayla's head in his hands, he began to push his dick in and out of her mouth, making her cough and gag. Her eyes were watering and drool ran from her lips as Adrian used her face like it was a pussy. Kayla continued rubbing herself, eventually groaning around his cock as she came on her fingers.
"Holy shit, don't stop, don't stop!" his leg shook as Kayla sucked him.
"Gak, Gak, hurk, gak!" Kayla choked on his dick, her cheeks caving in as she blew him. "Gak, gak, glug, glug, gak!"
The rough treatment was much different than last night, and they were both really getting into it. Adrian was fucking Kayla's face, looking down to watch his length disappear between her lips. He just kept thrusting, even as his orgasm began. Kayla just started swallowing, her throat contracting as waves of semen pumped into her mouth and down into her stomach.
"I'm sorry," Adrian gasped, releasing her head. "I'm not usually rough."
"Mm, I like rough," Kayla purred, looking up at him and blowing a kiss. "I like rough very much."
"Good girl," he said, remembering to pat her on the head.
"Mm, you're making me wet," she wriggled her body enticingly.
"Join me for a shower?" Adrian offered.
Kayla stood and took his hand, letting him lead her into the bathroom. She washed her face and took her birth control while Adrian started the shower. The two of them then shared a very sensual shower where they washed each other. Adrian had a package of disposable razors, so Kayla let him shave her legs. They kissed softly as the hot water washed away the suds.
"Now that we're clean, how do you feel about getting dirty again?" Kayla asked as she toweled off.
"I have no objections to that plan," he confirmed with a nod.
Back on the bed, Kayla decided she wanted Adrian to take her from behind. Getting on all fours, she offered herself to him, wiggling her butt enticingly. Adrian knelt behind her and ran his tip along her labia, making Kayla shiver. Holding her hips, he slowly eased himself into her tight pussy.
"Mm, yes!" Kayla hissed, tossing her head back. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
"With pleasure, babe," Adrian smirked.
Adrian started thrusting, looking down to watch his cock bury in her twat over and over again. At Kayla's request, Adrian spanked her several times, making the lovely woman cry out in pleasure. He drilled her hard, occasionally spanking her tight ass as she came on his dick.
"Pull my hair!" Kayla begged. "Be rough with me!"
"Okay," Adrian agreed, grabbing a fistful of Kayla's raven locks and yanking her head back.
Keeping one hand at her hip, Adrian held Kayla' hair as he fucked her doggystyle. Her mouth was hanging open, her eyes scrunched shut as she moaned loudly. Kayla's tits were jiggling and slapping into each other from the force of his thrusts. They were both so turned on, unable to get enough of each other. Adrian was gasping and groaning, loving the feel of Kayla's wonderful pussy.
"Ah! Oh, oh fuck! Am, ah, am I a good girl?" Kayla panted. "Tell me, tell me I'm a good girl."
"You're a good girl, Kayla," Adrian hissed, tugging on her hair. "You're such a good girl."
"Yes! I'm a good girl, I'm a good girl!" Kayla screeched, her body tensing. "I'm a goo- oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
"Fuck, your pussy's so tight!" Adrian groaned, feeling like her vaginal muscles were refusing to release him.
"It's all for you, baby! All for you!" Kayla cried out, her toes curling. "I'm your good girl, your good slut. Fuck me! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Adrian released her hair so he could hold her hips in both hands and pound her with all the strength he had. Kayla kept calling herself a slut and a good girl, begging Adrian to fuck her. The dirty talk soon pushed Adrian over the edge, causing him to cum in Kayla's tight twat before collapsing onto her back.
Kayla and Adrian lay in bed for a while, holding each other and carrying on a whispered conversation. Sadly, they couldn't spend the entire day together. Adrian had obligations of his own, and Kayla had plans with Megan. Of course, Kayla had one last sexual request before they parted ways.
The two of them had shared so much in their short time together. Kayla wanted to share her entire body with Adrian, so she shocked him by asking him to fuck her ass. Adrian wasn't going to refuse that request, so he lubed up and put Kayla back in doggystyle so he could fuck her butt. She was a drooling mess by the time he exploded, shooting cum up her backdoor.
Adrian wanted to escort Kayla back to Cornelia street, but she insisted on saying their goodbyes in his loft. He had the charcoal nude and her drawing of him. They had each other on social media and had exchanged numbers. Still, they knew their romance was over; it had been one weekend of love. They would see each other one more time when Adrian gave her the finished portrait, but then Kayla would be heading back to the west coast.
While Kayla was taking the subway, Steven was in Theo and Noah's apartment. They were sitting on the couch and playing a video game. The coffee table was covered with half-drunk beers, a few bags of chips, and an open pizza box with a couple slices remaining. The game was a first person shooter, and the screen was divided into three segments, allowing them to play cooperatively over the internet.
Their characters were hiding in a house, pinned down by the enemy. Noah decided to surprise their opponents by running out and throwing grenades. Steven and Theo did their best to avenge his death while Noah pouted and ate another slice of pizza. Unfortunately, Theo and Steven were soon defeated as well.
The three of them went through several different video games while devouring junk food. It was a typical guy's day, with obnoxious belching and absolutely nothing that could be considered productive. They were having fun and wished they didn't have to work the following morning.
"What are your girlfriends up to today?" Noah asked while they raced go-karts underwater in their game.
"I don't have a girlfriend," Steven responded, his character throwing a red turtle shell.
"Right," Noah scoffed. "You just have a gorgeous heiress who's taking you to Fiji for a week."
"Yeah, that's a girlfriend," Theo nodded in agreement while focusing on the screen.
"What is Sienna doing?" Steven asked Theo, changing the subject.
"Escape room with Camilla and Jane," Theo grunted. "Oh, and Jane's sister, I think."
"No Leslie?" Noah inquired.
"No, she's staying home with Conner," Steven answered. "They're watching some birthing video their doctor recommended."
"That sounds nightmare inducing," Theo made a face.
"Didn't you have to watch a birth in high school?" Steven asked.
"What? No!" Theo looked at Steven with shock and horror.
"Seriously, they made you watch a birthing video in high school?" Noah asked. "Like, in full detail, not censored or anything?"
"Uh, yeah," Steven frowned. "In Biology. You two really didn't?"
"No!" Theo and Noah answered at the same time.
"Lucky you," Steven grunted as he crossed the finish line. "I would want to be there if my baby was being born, but I would rather have dissected another frog."
"That one I did," Theo nodded. "A guy in my class got detention for sticking a probe up the frog's ass and waving it around."
"The only part of that story that surprises me is that you weren't the guy," Steven snorted.
"Can we talk about something else?" Noah requested, starting another race.
"Sure, like what?" Steven wondered.
"Camilla posted her first nudes on her SeeMe account," Noah grinned happily. "Did you see?"
"No, I didn't look," Steven shook his head. "Camilla's our friend, I'm not going to gawk at her."
"Sienna would rip my balls off if I subscribed," Theo added. "And you have to subscribe to see anything other than Camilla's face."
"Downside to having a girlfriend," Noah chuckled as he shot by Theo on the screen, "she always has your balls in a vice."
"She's also my friend, she's someone who understands me and doesn't judge me," Theo countered, a small smile on his face. "Kissing Sienna is better than sex."
"I understand completely," Steven agreed. "You should try finding a girlfriend, Noah. Being in a relationship can be amazing."
"Yeah, yeah, I've heard," Noah grunted as Steven and Theo both passed his go-kart. "Anyway, titties."
"And you're shocked Kayla shot you down," Theo snorted.
"It is completely baffling," Noah laughed.
"Please tell me you didn't subscribe to Camilla's SeeMe," Steven stated flatly.
"I am supporting our very good friend," Noah replied smoothly.
"By using a fake name to see her naked?" Theo scoffed. "Even I know that's creepy."
"Whatever, Camilla's fucking hot," Noah shrugged as Theo won the race.
"And she's our friend, not your spank material," Steven sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. "How have you not gotten your ass kicked yet?"
"Pssh," Noah waved him off. "Have you seen the size of me?"
"If you're this lonely, you should try making an actual connection." Steven argued.
"I'm not lonely," Noah rolled his eyes. "Just horny."
"I'm assuming the girls don't know about this?" Theo asked.
"Correct, and they're not going to," Noah confirmed. "Sienna would call me a pervert, Jane would roll her eyes, and Leslie might not give me the manager promotion."
"I'm getting that anyway," Theo laughed.
"Nah, I am," Noah responded.
"Leslie told you both she'd give you an answer next week, right?" Steven inquired.
"Yes," Theo and Noah both answered.
"She's gonna have to disappoint at least one of you," Steven reminded them. "Poor Leslie."
In another part of New York City, Leslie and Conner were settling down on their couch after a nice lunch. Leslie was wearing a pair of black leggings and a long gray t-shirt that covered her growing belly. A pair of warm pink fuzzy slipper socks covered her feet. Conner was dressed in lounge pants and a black t-shirt. He pulled a blanket over him and Leslie, making sure she was comfortable.
"Ready?" Conner asked as he opened the right app on the television.
"Nope," Leslie answered simply, snuggling up to Conner under the blanket while he found the right video.
"It'll be fine," Conner assured his wife. "It's just a video."
"I don't wanna watch a baby coming out of a strange woman's hoo-ha," Leslie scrunched up her nose and stuck out her tongue in disgust.
"Neither do I, but the doctor said it's important we know what to expect," Conner laughed. "Let's be adults about this and watch."
"Fine, start the damn video," Leslie grumbled.
The video started with young couple who were likely in their mid-twenties and they explained that they had been married two years and were having their first child. Every once in a while, the main video would be muted and a calm, professional narrator would take over to explain what was happening. Leslie was fidgeting nervously as they showed pictures of the woman as her pregnancy progressed.
When labor started, the narrator explained contractions while the video showed the couple preparing to head to the hospital. The woman was soon dressed in a hospital gown as the narrator went over what to expect from labor, things the mother could do, and the progress of dilation.
Scenes flashed by of the mother walking down the hall while supported by her husband, eating ice chips, and trying to relax in bed as the hours went by. The length of labor varied wildly and couldn't be predicted, sometimes lasting well over twenty-four hours. Leslie reached out and took Conner's hand when they showed the woman's discomfort as the contractions increased in intensity.
Leslie's heart was racing as the narrator described the doctor checking the mother's cervix to know when she was fully dilated. Conner squeezed his wife's hand reassuringly when the mother on the video started pushing. He could tell that the video was really scaring her. It wasn't surprising, since they censored nothing as the mother grunted and pushed, her husband encouraging her.
"Nope, I'm not doing that!" Leslie declared, snatching the remote and pausing the video just as the baby was crowning. "Nope, nope, nope!"
"I think it's a little late to change our minds," Conner deadpanned, leaning over to kiss Leslie's cheek. "I'll be with you the entire time."
"This is like a fucking alien movie!" Leslie gestured at the screen. "Fuck that, fuck this! Put me out, cut it out of me. Fuck!"
"You said you were adamant on giving birth naturally," Conner pointed out, holding her close.
"You listen to me, Conner Pearson," Leslie growled, pointing a finger at him, "I am never letting you put your dick in me again if that fucking cantaloupe has to squeeze out of there."
"How about we watch the rest of the video," Conner suggested, taking the remote from Leslie.
Leslie was squeezing Conner's hand as hard as she could as they watched the baby being born. Leslie gasped when they put the newborn on the mother's chest, the woman sobbing as they cleaned the baby. The connection between mother and child was obvious, and Leslie broke down into tears.
"That was so beautiful!" Leslie sobbed, hugging Conner tightly. "I can't wait to have our baby!"
"Neither can I, honey," Conner hugged her back and kissed the top of her blonde head. "Women are amazing. You're amazing."
"I'm sorry I'm scared!" Leslie blubbered. "I just know it's gonna hurt and I'm afraid I can't do it, but, oh, did you see? It was a miracle!"
"I saw," he replied simply.
"Oh, I love you, Conner!" Leslie declared, lifting her head to look at him. "I'm so hormonal right now, but I don't care. I love you! I love you so fucking much!"
"I love you, too," Conner replied with a smile as he rested his hand on his wife's pregnant stomach. "We made a baby."
The two of them kissed softly for several minutes, holding each other close. Conner kept reminding Leslie how much he loved her, and she was sobbing hysterically as the hormones continued to affect her. When Leslie calmed down, Conner offered to rub cocoa butter on her belly. He gave his wife a full-body massage to relax her, and Leslie ended up falling asleep in his arms. Conner held her close, feeling their baby kick.
Another young mother spent the afternoon with her son, playing games and making forts. Megan Bauer was enjoying a relaxing Sunday with her son, her best friend, and her new friend. She was still torn about telling Kayla she was Carter's half-sister, but it was a fun day and she was able to push the matter to the back of her mind.
"Goodnight, Carter," Megan whispered, kissing the top of his head. "I love you."
"I love you, Mommy!" Carter replied. "Goodnight Auntie Nell and Miss Kayla!"
Penelope and Kayla said goodnight to Carter before leaving his bedroom with Megan. The three women immediately grabbed the wine and three glasses. Then they decided to relax in the living room in their pajamas while watching television, drinking, and talking. Kayla was sitting between Nell and Megan as they sipped their wine. It was a great way to end the weekend.
"So," Nell began, "details, girl!"
"Yes, tell us," Megan agreed, taking a sip of wine. "How was it?"
"It was so romantic," Kayla gushed happily. "Him drawing me, our talks, everything!"
"Then you got naked and let him draw you," Nell pointed out.
"Yes, and the sex was fucking incredible!" Kayla laughed. "I lost track of how many times he made me cum."
"Mm, nothing like a guy who knows how to use his dick," Nell sighed. "Too bad they're few and far between."
"I needed that romance, that reminder that I can be loved," Kayla smiled happily. "Oh, and yes, he definitely can use his dick. He even made me cum while doing me up the ass."
"Kayla!" Megan squealed, covering her face with her hand.
"What? We've all taken it up the butt," Nell reasoned with a shrug. "Speaking of, have you and Steven done anal yet?"
"I've mentioned it, but no, we haven't," Megan shook her head. "And Steven isn't my boyfriend!"
"Adrian isn't mine," Kayla rolled her eyes. "You can stop reminding us."
"Kayla's right, we get it; you aren't a couple," Nell snorted. "You don't need to be. I slept with Isaac, and he is NOT boyfriend material. Didn't wanna learn anything about me, just wanted to get a few pumps in my cunt so he could get off and fall asleep."



"Ouch," Kayla winced. "Sorry."
"Don't worry about it," Nell waved her off. "Tell us more about sex with Steven, Megan."
"It's great!" Megan grinned. "Very intimate. He cares about my needs and loves to cuddle after."
"Yeah, he's gonna be your boyfriend," Kayla teased.
"Oh, shut up," Megan giggled. "He's definitely bringing back my wild side, but I can tell he's used to pretty vanilla sex. I need to teach him to be rough and wild with me."
"I'm sure you can teach him a few things," Nell waggled her eyebrows while surveying Megan over the top of her wineglass. "Just let me know if you need some help."
"As much as I appreciate your standing offer to sleep with my... friend, I think I'll pass," Megan snorted.
"Threesomes are fun," Kayla interjected with an innocent smile.
"Perfect!" Nell declared. "What do you say, Megs? Steven can bend us both over and swap back and forth."
"That can be such amazing bonding for two women," Kayla smiled.
"Kayla, can I ask you something?" Megan wondered. "Something personal."
"I'm an open book," Kayla replied immediately.
"Well, you confirmed you have sex with your female friends," Megan began carefully. "How does that work when you have a boyfriend? Cheating is cheating, regardless of gender."
"Cheating is being unfaithful," Kayla countered. "With Ian, I told him. I told him that I have sex with my female friends and that I am not stopping. I left it up to him if he could handle that. It's not cheating if it's in the open and everyone agrees with the arrangement."
"Makes sense to me," Nell reasoned. "Why, Megan? Are you considering my offer."
"Knock it off," Megan admonished.
"Oh, c'mon!" Nell whined. "We're best friends again! Just kiss me and see if ya feel anything between your legs."
"Penelope!" Megan gasped, blushing.
"It can be a lot of fun," Kayla added, placing her wineglass on the table and putting her raven hair into a ponytail. "I'll do it."
"Really?" Megan asked, eyes wide.
"Really?" Nell repeated, facing Kayla.
"Sure, give me some sugar," Kayla giggled.
Megan watched in shock as Kayla placed a hand at the back of Nell's head so the two women could lean toward each other. Their eyes closed as their lips met and they kissed softly. Megan slid forward on the couch cushion so she could watch Kayla and Nell make out over the next several minutes. Nell was completely lost in the moment, instinctively reaching out to cup Kayla's breast from outside her shirt.
"What the fuck?!" Megan squealed, causing Nell and Kayla to jump and break apart.
"Sorry, I got carried away," Nell blushed.
"It's okay, all good," Kayla said, slightly breathless herself.
"Right. Whatever," Megan sighed.
"Are you alright?" Kayla asked, frowning.
"Are you, are you jealous?" Nell wondered, looking at her best friend.
"I-I, I don't know!" Megan hissed, burying her face in her hands.
"Maybe that wasn't a good idea," Kayla winced, wrapping an arm around Megan's shoulders.
"I didn't think you'd actually be jealous..." Nell trailed off.
"I don't wanna talk about it," Megan snapped.
"If it makes you feel better, I'm jealous of you and Steven," Nell admitted. "You've got Mister Wonderful and Loving, a sweetheart with a super-dick. I've got a bit of a crush on him."
"So, it's more than just your usual flirting?" Megan inquired, lifting her head to look over at Nell.
"A little," Nell admitted. "He makes you happy, and I'm stuck with losers like Isaac. Plus, well, I wouldn't mind kissing you. So, yeah, some jealousy."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have suggested kissing," Kayla sighed.
"You didn't do anything wrong," Megan insisted. "I just, I don't know. I'm glad to have my best friend back, we're closer now than ever."
"You'll always be my best buddy, Megs," Nell promised, grinning widely.
"And you'll be mine," Megan agreed. "Even if Kayla is better at resisting my father than you."
Nell blew a raspberry as Kayla giggled. The ladies polished off a couple glasses of wine each as they talked about more relaxed topics. Kayla was looking forward to her second internship week, and Nell was flying out of the country for a couple of days. Megan was feeling much better with her father's visit in the past.
Since Penelope had a long week ahead of her, she decided to head back to her place. The three women exchanged hugs, with Nell promising to make it back to the States before Kayla left. Then Penelope went to get on the subway while Kayla and Megan went to bed. They were all a little worn out and knew Megan and Nell had more talking to do, more to figure out.
~Tuesday August 05, 2025~
"Morning," Megan said as she appeared at Steven's office door dressed in her usual business attire, her hair in an elegant knot at the back of her head.
"Good morning," Steven yawned, gesturing for Megan to come in. "How was your night?"
"Emotional," Megan sighed, hopping up on Steven's desk and holding the edge as she looked at him.
"You and Nell spend the evening making sweet, passionate love?" Steven asked, looking at the heiress with a smirk.
"Now I regret telling you that," Megan rolled her eyes. "And Nell's in Columbia finalizing a deal, remember?"
"Oh, yeah," Steven nodded. "Doesn't her father already own half that country?"
"No," Megan giggled. "Well, maybe half their bean plantations."
"Figures," Steven grunted. "Anyway, why was your night emotional?"
"I spent a couple hours on the phone with Kayla's friend, Hazel," Megan explained. "The pregnant one."
"How did that go?" he asked as he opened his email.
"Awkward," Megan admitted. "She was uncomfortable talking to me at first, but I told her about what it was like being pregnant with Carter. I made sure she knew how scared I was, but that everything worked out."
"Did that help?" Steven wondered.
"It helped her open up," Megan answered. "Hazel told me about her parents kicking her out and missing her brothers. She mentioned a grandmother who's supporting her."
"She must be terrified," Steven observed, scrolling through his email.
"Just like I was," Megan confirmed. "The conversation ended well, especially when I told her I could finish college. Yeah, there were some sacrifices, I didn't get to go to many parties. Carter was worth it. Just like Hazel's daughter will be."
"Does Hazel have any names picked out?" he inquired, looking back over at Megan.
"No, not yet," Megan shook her head. "Kayla's so excited to have a sibling. Fuck, I should tell her about Carter, but Steven should know first. Uh, the other Steven."
"I'm not gonna pressure you about that," Steven said carefully. "Not anymore."
"Thank you," Megan sighed. "I'll see what happens. I can't deflect Carter's questions forever."
"He's a smart kid," Steven chuckled.
"He definitely is," Megan agreed. "Oh, I did have a reason for bothering you that was related to our actual jobs."
"Oh yeah, what's that?" he wondered as professional Megan returned.
"You heard my father; we can't stumble," Megan let out a breath. "We need to keep pushing for more growth. I was thinking of acquiring a few of the small, remote bookkeeping businesses."
"Careful, Megan," Steven replied seriously. "We don't want to overextend ourselves. Our cash flow is smooth right now, but adding a ton of expenses could cause problems."
"I know, I know," Megan insisted. "I just want to look into it. I pay you the big bucks to figure out if we can handle it."
"You're not asking Leslie?" Steven asked carefully.
"She has enough on her plate, and I trust you," Megan shrugged. "Yes, you report to her now, but I'm still the big boss."
"CEO, Megan Bauer," Steven grinned.
"Mm, say that again," she purred.
"CEO, Megan Esther Bauer," he repeated with a smirk.
"I love the sound of that," Megan giggled. "Well, mostly."
"I know you do," he smiled at her affectionately. "I don't know how much those acquisitions would cost. There are a lot of variables."
"Yes, that's why I reached out to Izzy," Megan explained.
"Izzy?" Steven wondered.
"Isabella Davidson, formerly Isabella Monroe," she answered, her fingers tapping on the edge of his desk. "She was a few years ahead of me at Harvard and is in political consulting these days. You'll meet her at the wedding."
"Did she go to Europe with you?" Steven asked.
"No," Megan shook her head. "She was the TA in a couple of my classes. Izzy married Harry Davidson, the guy behind Davidson Ventures."
"The venture capital firm, I've heard of them," he nodded in understanding. "But, don't they specialize in tech startups?"
"They do," Megan confirmed. "They do also have a Remote and Digital Business Division. Harry put me in touch with Autumn Lennox."
"I don't know that name," Steven responded.
"She's my age, and she's a genius," Megan sighed, a hint of jealousy on her face. "Autumn got her MBA at nineteen. She comes from a wealthy Boston family and works as a contractor with Davidson Ventures. She specializes in evaluating small companies for acquisitions and investments. I'm hoping to set up a meeting next month."
"Okay," Steven mused. "Hm, since Sphinx needs to handle all this without any help from Bauer, we'll need to take out loans."
"I have a phone call coming up later in the week with Autumn," Megan told him. "I'll get more information from her about what she needs to see what we can afford. I'll get that to you so you can crunch some numbers."
"I can do that," Steven promised.
They talked for a few more minutes before Megan left for an early meeting with Angela Kim. Steven was involved with financial compliance, but he wasn't needed for the meeting, which meant he could actually get some work done. Or at least he had hoped. Less than twenty minutes after Megan left there was a loud knocking on Steven's office door, sounding like two people were frantically trying to get in.
"Morning, hi, what's up?" Noah asked, rushing through the door with Theo trailing him.
"Please, come in," Steven deadpanned, looking up from his computer.
"We knocked!" Theo insisted as they ran up to Steven's desk.
"Yes, and then you're supposed to wait for me to invite you in," Steven sighed, placing his folded hands on his desk. "Anyway, how can I help you?"
"Did you hear, did Leslie tell you anything?" Noah immediately questioned, looking nervous.
"She didn't tell me anything, but Jane mentioned Leslie telling the girls Conner was scared of her vagina after that birthing video," Steven responded. "I'm told he got over it and their sex life is back to normal."
"Maybe we know too much about each other now," Theo made a face. "Oh, but I'm glad you and Jane are talking again."
"We're still friends, we've always been friends," Steven insisted.
"Forget about pregnant sex and awkward friendships, this is important," Noah interrupted. "Did you know Leslie scheduled a meeting with the two of us after lunch?"
"Nope, I had no idea," Steven said. "She wants to meet with both of you at the same time?"
"No, I'm meeting with her first, then Noah," Theo quickly explained. "Do you think she made a decision about the manager position? Which one of us will get it?"
"If she's smart, neither of you," Steven smirked.
"That's not helpful," Noah rolled his eyes.
"How am I supposed to help?" Steven challenged. "Leslie clearly made a decision, and I don't know what it is."
"Well, I... I don't know, just help!" Noah sighed. "Which one of us would you pick?"
"It doesn't matter who I'd pick," Steven replied, dodging the question. "You can't do anything to change her decision at this point. Just relax and try to make it until the meeting. Oh, and whatever happens, stay friends. If one of you gets it, that means the other doesn't."
"Right, no hard feelings," Theo confirmed.
"I'll be disappointed, but I can be happy for my buddy," Noah nodded. "I can't believe I'm the anxious one."
"Yeah, you two have sort of switched roles lately," Steven laughed.
Theo and Noah left Steven's office, both of them still debating every word and look from Leslie to figure out who got the promotion. They even glanced in her office window when they noticed the curtains weren't drawn. Unfortunately, she was just typing at her computer, oblivious to their gaze.
It was unusual for Noah to be so anxious, but the easygoing guy was starting to think a lot more about his future. Theo was hoping to impress Sienna, he wanted to be a guy she would be proud to be with. Part of him knew he was being ridiculous, but he really liked the redhead and had never had a girlfriend before. Theo was determined to be a good boyfriend.
Returning to their cubicles, Noah and Theo got to work, doing their best not to think about the upcoming meetings. Theo was texting with Sienna, the redhead assuring him that he deserved the promotion but she was there for him either way. Noah didn't have someone to confide in, so he was really struggling to work. He decided he needed to get up when he realized he confirmed the same transaction five times.
Noah went over to check on Miles, the new bookkeeper. Miles was doing well, really getting the hang of things. The new guy was determined to be helpful and succeed at his job. The two of them talked for a few minutes, with Miles even offering Noah the stress pineapple.
Camilla let Noah hang out with him for a little while before she had to take a phone call. Jane lasted less than five minutes before shooing him away and telling him to go get some work done. He walked right by Sienna, not wanting to bother the redhead. Noah eventually passed Priya's cubicle, noticing Kayla was working with her on payroll.
"Good morning, ladies," Noah said with a charming smile.
"Good morning!" Kayla grinned, giving him a cute wave.
"Careful, Kayla," Priya warned, turning her chair slightly as she gestured at Noah with her thumb, "this guy thinks every smile's an invitation."
Priya and Noah had a long history of semi-friendly insults, with Priya hating the way Noah treated women. She had seen a few girls get their hearts broken by the handsome, charming man. Priya was not about to let Kayla fall victim to cute dimples and a muscular body.
The lovely woman was of Indian descent and kept her long raven hair in a ponytail. She was wearing a bright t-shirt beneath her blazer and had her usual jewelry on; earrings, necklaces, gold bangles on each wrist. Her desk was well-organized, with everything color-coded.
"Don't worry, I'm not on the prowl," Noah laughed. "I really just wanted to say 'hi.'"
"And try to get one of us to accompany you into the supply closet?" Priya asked with a raised brow.
"You're breaking my heart, Priya," Noah smirked.
"You need to have a heart for it to break," Priya pointed out with a smile.
"You seem angry, maybe you should go out and meet a guy?" he suggested. "You have a pretty face to make up for that personality."
"I would have no trouble finding a companion for the evening if I wanted to." Priya stated. "And I could do much better than you."
"Do you two always talk like this?" Kayla interjected.
"Ever since he broke the last intern's heart after a one-night stand," Priya glared at him. "At least Theo is trying to be better."
"So am I!" Noah argued. "I made one... okay, several mistakes, but I am seeing the value of companionship beyond the physical."
"Right," Priya scoffed. "You just keep it in your pants around Kayla. And Hannah, for that matter."
"So, I shouldn't drop my pants and do a little dance?" Noah waggled his eyebrows. "Shame."
"I should report you to Jane," Priya sighed, shaking her head.
"You should see the size of my file," he teased.
"Please, go away," Priya said, unable to stop herself from giggling. "Neither of us is ever going to sleep with you."
"I always enjoy our chats, Priya," Noah waved, walking off. "Bye, ladies!"
"Bye, Noah," Kayla giggled.
Noah was used to the back-and-forth with Priya; it was a regular occurrence for them to trade insults. Seeing how much happier Theo was made Noah want the same. Priya did have a point; Noah had been an asshole. He tried to respect people, but he didn't do the best job after every hook-up. Perhaps it was time to grow up, and becoming a manager was the first step.
Leslie made the decision to eat lunch in her office, leaving the other six members of The Gang of Eight to speculate about the meeting. Everyone agreed Leslie was being professional and wanted to separate their friendship from her business decision. That didn't make Theo and Noah any less nervous.
Priya and Kayla joined the group for lunch and a conversation. Kayla assured Theo and Noah that Leslie wouldn't hurt them, while Sienna showed her support for Theo. Steven and Camilla just reminded the guys to not have any hard feelings. Even Priya seemed to take pity on Noah, telling him she knew he wasn't quite as bad as she implied.
"Come in!" Leslie called out when Theo knocked on her office door.
"G-good afternoon, Mrs. Pearson," Theo stammered nervously.
"You can still call me 'Leslie," she smiled kindly. She was dressed more casually than usual to accommodate her pregnancy. "Don't be so nervous, we're friends."
"Yeah, but you're also the boss," he pointed out.
"Well, I'll go easy on you," Leslie laughed, brushing a lock of blonde hair out of her face. "If it comes to a fight, you can outrun me; I just waddle to the bathroom these days."
"I can't wait to meet the little guy," Theo smiled, glancing at Leslie's swollen stomach.
"He'll be very lucky to have Uncle Theo in his life," she nodded before wincing slightly as she shifted in the seat. "November seventh can't get here soon enough."
"I'd be working from home every day if I were you," he commented. "You must be exhausted."
"I am, and I may switch to fully remote soon," Leslie confirmed. "I wanna show Steven a few things first, since he and Alyssa will be taking over for me while I'm on maternity leave. And I'm glad we're having this meeting in person."
"Yeah, ah, this meeting," Theo fidgeted nervously. "I, um, I know I'm not very good with the whole meeting and talking thing, but I'd work really hard at being a manager. I think I'm a good bookkeeper and I care about people and stuff... yeah. I'm bad at this."
"Being a manager isn't just about being good at your job," she said kindly. "You have to care about people, but sometimes you also have to put personal feelings aside and be the bad guy. Or girl, in my case."
"So, I didn't get it," Theo sighed, starting to stand. "I understand. Thanks, Leslie."
"Park it, Caldwell," Leslie stated firmly, a small smirk on her face.
"Yes, ma'am," he responded, sitting back down.
"I've thought a lot about this," she began, placing her folded hands on her desk. "It wasn't long ago that I thought you were really, really immature. I knew you had a kind heart, but some of the comments you made were, well, not encouraging."
"I know," Theo nodded slightly.
"You've been ready as far as capability for a while, Theo," Leslie smiled softly. "What held you back was the way you'd talk to others. The off-color jokes, the trying too hard. You made others uncomfortable without even realizing it. You still need to work on eye contact, but you've grown so much in maturity, that I have no doubt you're ready for this. Congratulations."
"Wait. What?" he questioned, eyes wide. "Seriously? I got it?"
"You got it," she confirmed with a small giggle.
"I won't let you down," Theo immediately promised. "I know I'm not great with words, but I'll make sure things run right."
"I have faith in you," Leslie told him sincerely. "We'll schedule another meeting later in the week, but for now please send Noah in."
Theo's graceful and professional exit was ruined by him tripping over the chair and nearly falling on his face. He looked back at Leslie with a red face as he fixed the chair. Her lips twitched as she struggled to maintain a professional demeanor. Theo quickly made his exit before he embarrassed himself further, nearly running into Noah.



"So?" Noah asked, frowning as he searched Theo's face. "You either got promoted or fired, I can't tell."
"Guess you'll find out," Theo deadpanned. "Your turn."
Noah's jaw clenched as he realized he didn't get the promotion. He wanted to be happy for Theo, but it wasn't easy. Instead of saying anything, he simply nodded before brushing by Theo and entering Leslie's office, shutting the door behind him as he looked at his friend and boss.
"Good afternoon, Noah," Leslie smiled, gesturing toward the chair in front of her desk. "Please, have a seat."
"Thanks, Leslie," Noah gave her a tight smile as he sat.
"Theo talked to you, I take it?" she asked gently.
"Not really. I could see it on his face," Noah explained. "He got it."
"I know this will take some getting used to, but you've been very good with not letting our working relationship affect our friendship," Leslie said. "I know you and Theo can handle this."
"I am happy for him, but I'm also disappointed," he let out a breath. "Can I ask why I wasn't selected?"
"You're a great employee, you show up, you work hard," she began delicately. "There's a lot more to being a manager than being a hard worker. Demonstrating an ability to grow, to be serious, to take feedback seriously and course correct."
"Theo's grown up since he started seeing Sienna," Noah stated.
"Yes," Leslie nodded. "Noah, you've got a natural charisma. People like you, and that's a good thing. Leadership isn't just about being liked. There will be a learning curve for Theo, but he's shown me he's ready. I want you to use this as motivation. Sphinx is growing under Megan's leadership, and I'm confident more positions will open up."
"Is this because I'm a flirt?" he questioned seriously.
"A little bit, yeah," Leslie acknowledged. "I know you are careful, that your teasing with co-workers like Priya is encouraged on both sides. But, as a manager, the wrong comment could really get you in trouble. Theo toned down the jokes, started acting more professionally at work. We don't expect you to have no emotions, and cracking jokes at work can be okay, it's just, well, you two overdid it."
"I've been thinking a lot lately," Noah admitted. "I, I noticed how happy Theo is, and it would be nice to have a girlfriend, not a one-night stand."
"You're twenty-six, Noah," she pointed out. "Maybe it is time to really think about your future. The girl of the week was fun, I'm sure, but you aren't in college any more. Applying for this job, working toward being ready for the next; that's all good. I want to see you grow your career and find love. Trust me, being in love is indescribable. I want that for you, too. The last bit is me putting my friend hat on."
"Thanks, Leslie," he nodded.
Leaving Leslie's office, Noah offered Theo a handshake and congratulated his friend. Noah really was happy for Theo, it just sucked to miss out on something he really wanted. Sienna rushing Theo and throwing her arms around him did make Noah slightly jealous. The redhead gave Theo a big, wet kiss, and Noah thought it would be nice to have someone be that proud of him who wasn't his sister or his parents.
Sienna insisted on taking Theo out to dinner after work to celebrate, and the awkward guy needed less than a second to agree. Camilla took a picture of Theo and Sienna standing together, his arm around the redhead's shoulders. Theo was dressed in slacks and a navy button-down while Sienna wore a gray business skirt and white button-down. While Theo wasn't that tall, he still towered over little Sienna, even with her heels giving her a couple inches.
The couple posted the picture on social media, with Sienna congratulating her boyfriend, telling her friends she was taking him out to dinner at a nearby restaurant. Camilla and Jane hugged Theo, then he got a handshake from Steven. Leslie came out to hug Theo as well, and Noah offered his congratulations one last time before they all went back to work.
There were still a few hours left of the workday, so everyone resumed their various tasks. Megan did make a brief appearance to congratulate Theo before returning to her office. Theo scheduled a follow-up meeting with Leslie for later in the week, and he couldn't stop smiling while sitting at his desk. Noah took the initiative to teach Miles a few things while Jane went over the basics of human resources with Kayla.
After work, Sienna and Theo took a short walk to the Italian restaurant she had picked out for the evening. It wasn't too fancy, but the food was excellent and there was an intimate atmosphere with soft lighting and candles on the tables. They were shown to a two-person table in the middle of the restaurant and given waters, bread, and menus.
Theo was proud of himself, but he felt a little awkward with all the attention he was getting. Sienna even told the waiter they were celebrating his promotion. The redhead was absolutely glowing, proud of Theo for his accomplishment. She was supportive, helping him to relax and just be happy about his promotion.
Lifting her phone, Sienna insisted on getting a picture. "C'mon, you just got promoted! Smile, my sexy manager man."
With a nervous smile, Theo gave a thumbs-up to the camera as Sienna took the picture. She then posted the image on her social media with the description that she was proud, and she added a little heart at the end. The post included two hashtags: "SphinxStrong" and "DinnerWithMyFavoriteGuy."
They enjoyed a romantic meal, both of them smiling the entire time as they talked and ate. For dessert, they shared a slice of chocolate cake. Theo held out his fork so Sienna could cutely lean forward and take a bite of cake, her sparkling eyes never leaving his.
When the bill came, Sienna immediately snatched it before Theo could try to pay. He thanked her as she handed her card to the waiter, and Sienna blew him a kiss in response. Theo wiped his face with a napkin while standing so he could run to the bathroom before they left.
The waiter returned with Sienna's card while Theo was in the bathroom, and the redhead gave the guy a big tip before signing her name. Pulling out her phone, she texted with the other girls while waiting for Theo to come back. The restaurant was busy and hushed conversations were going on all around her as waitstaff moved from table to table.
"Why are you doing this to me?" a male voice asked, making Sienna jump. "Haven't I suffered enough for one small mistake?"
"Randall? What the fuck are you doing here?" Sienna hissed as she looked over at her ex-boyfriend. "You can't be here, go home!"
"Someone has to stop you from making a horrible mistake," Randall said with a pained expression on his face, his voice cracking. He was a shorter guy with freckles, brown hair, and green eyes. "We're meant to be together, Sienna, you know that."
"You cheated on me, we broke up, it's over," the redhead replied quickly. "You need to move on and stop stalking me."
"I gave you space, but you can't do this to me," he responded, resting one hand on the table. "How can you call that guy your boyfriend? Are you letting him touch you?"
"That's none of your business!" Sienna growled. "And he's my boyfriend because he's a sweet guy who respects me."
"He doesn't love you," Randall shook his head. "He just wants to get you into bed. I love you, Sienna. No one could ever love you like I do."
"You don't know anything about him," she snapped. "He cares about me, something you could never understand. You just wanted to own me. I realized that when you wouldn't leave me alone. It's not about me, or us, it's about you."
"That's not true!" he said quickly, bringing his hand down on the table.
"I think you should go," Theo stated firmly, returning from the bathroom and putting himself between Sienna and Randall.
"Fuck off, this doesn't concern you," Randall spoke up, causing heads to turn and look in their direction.
"It does now," Theo replied. "When a woman tells you to leave, you leave."
"How could you even consider this loser?" Randall looked around Theo to glare at Sienna. "He's not good enough for you."
"Theo is a great guy. He's funny, he's smart, he makes me hot and he treats me right," the redhead replied. "You need to leave."
"Is there a problem here?" the manager asked, approaching the group.
"This isn't over," Randall hissed, turning and walking out of the restaurant.
Sienna was mortified, so Theo assured the manager that everything was fine. Thankfully, the two of them had already paid, allowing them to make a quick exit. People were still looking over at them, some with judgment, others with sympathy. A few just looked annoyed that they had interrupted a peaceful evening.
Theo and Sienna sat on the subway holding hands in silence as she squeezed his hand. He knew the basic details about Randall, but Theo hadn't realized just how much the guy had scared Sienna. The redhead looked like she was about to cry and was holding back tears until they got back to her place. There was no way he wasn't going to walk her inside.
"Hi, honey!" Gwen exclaimed when the two of them entered the living room. "Oh, and Theo. This is a nice surprise."
"Good evening," Theo said politely.
"Sienna, what's wrong?" Gwen frowned, noticing the look on her daughter's face.
"I, um, well..." Sienna stammered quietly, tears appearing at the corners of her eyes.
"Randall showed up where we were having dinner," Theo explained. "The manager got him to leave."
"Sienna, are you okay?" Rhys asked, standing up from the couch and rushing over.
"Yeah," Sienna nodded sadly. "Theo protected me."
"Good man," Rhys nodded approvingly, his hands on his daughter's shoulders as he looked at her. "Do we need to call the police?"
"N-no, I don't think so," Sienna shook her head. "C-can Theo stay for a little while? I don't wanna be alone."
"Of course, honey, that would be fine," Gwen answered. "Why don't you two go to your room for some privacy."
"Uh..." Rhys winced uncomfortably.
"Actually, go wash up, okay?" Gwen said to Sienna, ignoring her husband. "Theo will help me get a couple of drinks for you two and he'll meet you in your room."
"Okay, Mom," Sienna nodded before heading to the bathroom.
Theo nervously followed Sienna's parents into the kitchen and sat at the table. Gwen grabbed two sodas, popping the tab on one hand placing them both in front of Theo. Rhys and Gwen then sat on the other side of the kitchen table and gave Theo evaluating looks. He had no idea what to say.
"Thank you for watching out for our baby girl tonight," Rhys eventually said.
"Of course, sir," Theo nodded quickly. "I care about her a lot."
"We can tell," Gwen smiled kindly. "And that's important. It's also important that she feels safe with you. It sounds like tonight helped with that."
"We've had a lot of problems with Randall," Rhys added angrily. "He wouldn't leave her alone. We had thought he finally gave up, but I guess not."
"We saw the posts on social media," Gwen sighed. "Sienna blocked him, but a mutual friend must have told him."
"Does she have a restraining order?" Theo asked carefully.
"No," Rhys grunted. "We tried, but she didn't want to get the law involved. I think she was hoping it would just go away."
"I'm sorry it didn't," Theo winced.
"It's not your fault," Gwen insisted. "None of this is your fault. Now, why don't you go spend some time with Sienna. She needs you right now."
"Right," Rhys nodded, still seeming uncomfortable.
"We do expect you'll head home tonight," Gwen told Theo, making Rhys relax a little. "Oh, and Theo? Congratulations on your promotion."
Theo thanked both of them before grabbing the drinks and making his way to Sienna's room. He was nervous and overwhelmed, but his primary concern was making sure the redhead was okay. Entering her room, he found her sitting on the edge of the bed, her hands holding the edge as she looked down nervously. She had taken off her heels, but was otherwise fully dressed.
"That's a lot of stuffed animals," Theo observed, looking at Sienna's perfectly-made bed. "Do you really set those out every morning when you make your bed?"
"Some of us like being organized," she gave him a soft smile, a strand of red hair hanging over her face. "Each one has their spot."
"Do they have names?" he questioned, handing her a drink.
"Yes, they do," Sienna grinned, nodding cutely. "Here, let me introduce you."
Sienna was so adorable. Theo happily listened as she explained where she got each stuffed animal. They removed the animals from her bed so they'd be able to sit on it, with Sienna showing him how she set them up each night. Sure, Sienna was younger than he was, but he could tell she was a person who would always be young at heart. She would have stuffed animals on her bed in her fifties.
Theo took his shoes off as the two of them talked about light topics so Sienna could relax. Gwen made a brief appearance, letting them know she and Rhys were around only if they needed anything. To Theo's surprise, Gwen firmly shut Sienna's door, giving the two of them privacy.
"Sorry I ruined your big night," Sienna sighed, sitting on the edge of her bed.
"You didn't ruin anything," Theo insisted, taking a seat beside his girlfriend and wrapping an arm around her. "I'm just worried about you."
"I'm okay," she nodded. "I just want to forget all about him and get on with my life."
"From what Randall said, I think we'll probably see him again," he winced.
"Most likely," Sienna sighed, leaning against him. "At least I have you to keep me safe."
"You'll always have me," Theo promised, kissing the top of her head. He then laughed nervously to diffuse the tension. "Also, I loved hearing I make you hot."
"Of course you'd focus on that," she giggled cutely.
"I'm improving, but I'll always be a pervert," he declared, making her laugh.
"Fine, but you'd best only be perving on me from now on," Sienna told him.
"Deal," Theo agreed. "Since, you know, that makes you hot."
"Hm," Sienna hummed, turning to face him. "If you tell anyone this, I will kill you and they'll never find the body. Got it?"
"Uh, okay?" he responded with a frown.
"You make me gush like Niagara fucking Falls," the redhead growled in a deep, sexy voice.
"I, I have to tell everyone," Theo swallowed weakly.
"You'd better not, Theodore!" Sienna declared, holding up a finger.
"But that's the best thing that's ever been said about me!" he whined.
"Yes, and it's between us!" she exclaimed. "Well, us and the girls. Women talk about everything. I just don't need Noah making gross comments."
"Yeah, he did tease Conner about being scared of sex after watching that video," Theo sighed.
"I do NOT want to deal with him asking me every day if I had to go out and buy new underwear," Sienna rolled her eyes.
"I can see Noah doing that," he let out a nervous chuckle.
"Yup, and that's only for you to know," Sienna whispered, leaning over to nibble his ear. "Did you know that it makes a woman hot to see her man be a big strong protector?"
"I, ah, I did not know that," Theo stammered, surprised by the sudden change in her demeanor.
"I was scared and you stood up for me," she husked, her breath hot in his ear as her fingers caressed his thigh. "It made me wet. And now I want to forget the scary stuff. Do you think you could help me do that?"
"I am happy to try," he whispered.
Moments later they were kissing. Theo buried a hand in her long red-hair as Sienna pressed her body against his. Their tongues danced as Sienna guided their movements until they were laying side-by-side on the bed. His hand ran along her side, eventually cupping a large breast from outside her shirt while Sienna massaged his bulge.
Sitting up, Sienna unbuttoned her white shirt while Theo watched. His eyes widened when she pulled her bra up over her breasts before laying back down and shoving her tits in his face. His hands squeezed her boobs as he slobbered all over them, his lips sucking on her pink nipples.
Sienna let Theo play with her tits while she undid his slacks and skillfully extracted his erection. Her shirt was open from collar to tails, her bra above her breasts as she gave Theo a handjob. His hands and mouth were making her squirm as her breathing started getting ragged.
Releasing Theo's manhood, Sienna reached up her skirt and grabbed the waistband of her panties. Lifting her butt, she slid her underwear down her legs and tossed it aside. Taking Theo's hand, she quickly put it up her skirt before wrapping her fingers around his dick again.
"Mm, touch me," Sienna moaned, her nails lightly scratching his balls.
Theo was momentarily nervous when he realized Sienna's parents weren't far away. However, her hand on his dick while her boobs were out made him forget those concerns. His fingers brushed against Sienna's labia, making her gasp. He could feel her soft red pubic hair as his hand explored before he finally pushed two fingers inside her.
The redhead tried to continue giving Theo a handjob while he fingered her, but she soon lost focus. She was moaning and panting, her toes curling as she writhed on the bed. A few minutes later, Sienna gasped Theo's name as her hand grabbed his wrist, her nails digging into his skin as she came on his fingers.
"I love watching your face," Theo commented, noticing her smile of contentment.
"And I love sucking your dick," Sienna suddenly spoke, leaning over and taking him into her mouth.
"Holy shit!" Theo gasped, reaching out to grab the top of her head.
Sienna giggled around the cock in her mouth as she lowered her head, taking more and more of him down her throat. She coughed softly before pulling back until only his tip was between her lips. Her talented tongue flicked all over his mushroom head, making Theo shiver. Then the sexy redhead started moving her head up and down in his lap, settling into the standard blowjob motions.
Like any guy getting his dick sucked, Theo was in heaven. His fingers lightly tugged at her auburn hair while his other hand played with her boobs. Sienna just kept blowing him, moaning and sucking as she enjoyed the feel of a hard cock between her lips.
The sounds of Theo's groans warned Sienna of his impending orgasm, so she was ready for the cum explosion despite Theo being too out of it to say anything. He just grunted and gasped, his hips bucking as semen filled Sienna's sucking mouth. She moaned in pleasure, happily gulping down spurt after spurt until Theo was drained.
"You missed your curfew, young man," Noah commented from the couch when Theo returned home.
"Yeah, ah, it was a long night," Theo admitted.
"I'll bet," Noah laughed as he played a football video game.
"I half-expected you to have a girl in here," Theo admitted.
"Thought about it," Noah sighed, "but I guess I have some growing up to do as well."
"And you're doing that by spending the evening playing video games?" Theo laughed.
"Correct," Noah confirmed. "You're never too old for video games. Although, you can apparently be too old for hot girls from the bar."
"I think it's more about the way you flirt with everyone," Theo explained. "Like how I always made those comments. There's a time and a place, which I still have trouble with."
"Look at you, giving me advice on being an adult," Noah observed as his quarterback got sacked. "You might have a girlfriend, but you're still my awkward idiot best friend. Don't forget that."
"I'm your boss now, don't forget that," Theo pointed out.
"That's gonna be a thing now, isn't it?" Noah grimaced.
"You already know the answer to that," Theo responded before heading for his bedroom.
Shutting the door to his room, Theo rested his back against the door and let out a breath. He was nervous about Randall, but he knew he had to be confident and reassuring. Sienna needed him to be strong. Walking over to his bed, Theo smiled as he pulled the dark red lace panties out of his pocket, his trophy for the evening, according to Sienna. Yeah, he could be strong for her.



~Friday August 08, 2025~
Leslie Pearson and Megan Bauer were sitting in sleek chairs behind the large conference room in Sphinx's main boardroom. The doodles had been erased from the whiteboard so that the projector could be used. Kayla Thomson stood up front, nervously looking out of the glass windows to avoid meeting the gaze of Leslie or Megan.
Kayla knew them both, but she was nervous to be giving a presentation. The beautiful young woman was wearing a navy blue business skirt and a matching blazer over a white button-down. Her raven hair was pulled back into a ponytail and diamond earrings dangled from her ears. An oval-shaped locket hung around her neck, its platinum surface glinting in the light.
"You may begin," Megan said in her authoritative boardroom voice.
"First, I wanted to thank everyone at Sphinx for this amazing opportunity," Kayla began, turning on the presentation. "I believe I have learned a lot and I have a few recommendations for how to improve several processes."
The title slide was simply called "My Two Weeks at Sphinx: Observations & Recommendations." Kayla explained what she learned about the workings of an accounting and bookkeeping firm, from the basic overview to the actual procedures for Sphinx's offered services. She made sure to highlight the bookkeeping progress to show she had paid attention and retained the information.
The second slide focused on accounts payable and what she learned from Sienna. Kayla noticed that they had several vendors with inconsistent naming, so she recommended a standard naming system. She also suggested reaching out to vendors to try and convince as many as possible to accept bank transfer payments over checks, due to the security risks and costs associated with printed checks.
Moving on, Kayla discussed standard practices for handling confidential data, including client files, HR, and payroll. She proposed an onboarding kit for clients, including a sheet for introducing the team and one for frequently asked questions. Diving deeper into client relations, Kayla spoke about the value of social media and posting both finance tips and the occasional shots showing the day in the life at Sphinx.
Kayla concluded her presentation with an explanation on accounting and how attention to detail and communication could save hours of time. She listed off a few of her favorite moments, from Theodore Bauer's visit to getting to meet the team. When the presentation finally ended, Kayla let out a small breath, relieved she had gotten through it.
"That was very good," Leslie smiled kindly. "Well done, Kayla."
"I'm impressed," Megan added. "You did great, you can stop looking so nervous."
"Sorry," Kayla giggled. "And thank you."
The three of them spoke for a few more minutes before ending their meeting. Leslie hugged Kayla goodbye since she was leaving early for a doctor's appointment. Megan had another meeting to get to, so Kayla went back to her desk to reflect on the ending of her internship.
It had been an amazing two weeks. Kayla might not want to go into accounting or finance, but she had found a path forward for herself and learned many transferable skills. She had also made two great new friends in Megan and Penelope. Getting to know Carter was great as well, he was such a sweet kid. Throw in her whirlwind romance with Adrian Marino, and Kayla had quite the adventure.
Everyone stopped by to wish Kayla well, proving once again that she got along with everybody. Jane, Camilla, and Sienna got hugs and promises to stay in touch. Camilla reminded Kayla to tell her friends about the Latina's influencer channel. The guys got hugs as well, with even Noah earning a quick kiss on the cheek.
At the end of the day, Megan handed Kayla an envelope with her pay; a thousand dollars. A few more people said goodbye, expressing their hope that Kayla would come back when she had time. Kayla promised she'd try, looking over at Megan and letting her know to keep a spot open for the next summer.
After the emotional goodbyes, Kayla headed to the subway for one last stop before returning to Megan's. Adrian Marino invited Kayla into his loft, getting a soft kiss as the sexy young woman strolled in. He then led her over to where the finished portrait was, concealed by a white sheet.
Kayla gasped when the portrait was revealed. Adrian had perfectly captured her every emotion, her every facet. She could see her own anger, her own pain, her own love and compassion. Even the fun side of her personality was on display thanks to the vibrant colors. It was a masterpiece.
"What do you thi- ah!" Adrian gasped as Kayla's lips cut him off mid-sentence.
Adrian returned the kiss, wrapping his arms around Kayla as she held his face and pushed her tongue into his mouth. They moved without thinking, Kayla wobbling on her heels as they approached the nearby table. Her hands ran along his arms as she broke their lip lock so she could kiss along his neck.
"I thought we weren't gonna do this again?" he asked, his hands on her hips. "It would make it too hard to say goodbye."
"One last time. Please," Kayla breathed before sucking lightly on his neck.
"I, ah, I want to, but..." Adrian trailed off.
"Shut up and let me suck your cock," Kayla responded, squatting in front of him.
Kayla yanked his pants and underwear down to his ankles before lifting his half-hard dick to her lips. Adrian groaned and grabbed her head as she started bobbing her head, sucking as hard as she could to bring him to full arousal. Her hands held his thighs as she deep-throated him and looked up at him with her sexy green eyes.
"Oh, good girl," he groaned as Kayla moaned. "Such a good girl."
It was a wet, sloppy blowjob, with Kayla enthusiastically drooling all over Adrian's dick as she moaned. Her nose buried in his pubic hair as she felt his balls resting against her chin. She swallowed, her throat muscles squeezing his shaft. It had only been a couple minutes, but Kayla was just too sexy. Adrian bucked his hips, cumming straight down Kayla's throat.
"Fuck, I love your cum," Kayla breathed, drool running from her lips as she gasped for breath and looked up at him. "I love your cock."
"Get over here," Adrian growled, pulling Kayla to her feet and moving her to the table.
"Mm, yes, bend me over," Kayla husked as she bent forward and placed her hands on the table, sticking her ass out.
Adrian reached up her skirt and yanked Kayla's panties down to her knees. He then got on his knees and held her tight ass in both hands. Leaning in, he took a long lick of her labia, making Kayla gasp. He soon buried his face in her twat so he could eat out the hot teenager from behind.
"Mm," Adrian hummed as he munched. "I love this pussy."
Soft moans filled the large room as Kayla begged for Adrian to keep going. She came in less than a minute, but it wasn't enough. She pushed her butt back against him, urging him to suck her clit. A second orgasm followed two minutes later, followed by a third.
"Fuck me!" Kayla begged. "Please! Please, fuck me. I'll be a good girl for you, I need you in me!"
Standing up, Adrian placed his hand on Kayla's upper back, bending her forward further. His other hand held his erection as he placed it at Kayla's entrance and pushed into her. Kayla grunted, baring her teeth as she felt herself being stretched by Adrian's thick manhood.
"You feel amazing," Adrian moaned, placing a hand on Kayla's shoulder as he started pumping her pussy.
"Oh God, so do you!" Kayla replied, her right leg shaking. "I love having you in me. Please fuck me, be rough with me. Make me yours."
Holding Kayla's hips, Adrian started fucking her hard and fast, his dick fully erect even though he came recently. At her request, Adrian spanked Kayla, making her cry out his name as she came. He then grabbed her ponytail, yanking her head back as he drilled her from behind. Her mouth was hanging open as she took the rough pounding, her pussy squeezing his cock.
"You're so fucking sexy," Adrian gasped, reaching around to squeeze one of her tits from outside her blazer before returning his hand to her hip.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Kayla chanted, looking so good bent over in her business outfit. "Oh God, ah! I, ah, I need you, ah! I love your cock, ah, it feels so good in my pussy. I'm your good girl, your good slut. Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
"I'm close," Adrian warned, releasing her ponytail so he could hold her hips in both hands.
"Do it, cum in me!" Kayla begged. "I wanna feel you leaking out of me the whole flight home! Cum inside me, cum!"
Adrian's fingers dug into her skin as he buried himself balls-deep in her cunt and stayed there as he groaned. Kayla kept encouraging him, telling him how she loved feeling his cum inside her. He shuddered, his cock pulsing as he unloaded wave after wave of hot semen into Kayla's tight hole.
"That was... fucking incredible," Adrian gasped, taking a few steps back.
"I can still feel my pussy twitching," Kayla giggled, pulling up her underwear and turning around to face him. "Damn, that was a great fuck."
"I wish you did not have to leave," he sighed as he fixed his clothes.
"I, I know," she mumbled sadly. "I love you."
"I love you, too," Adrian whispered, stepping forward to peck her lips. "Perhaps life will place us closer in the future, but for now, at least we had that one day."
"I hope it does," Kayla sighed. "Thank you. Thank you for everything. And for the portrait. I love it."
"I will have it shipped to you," he promised, wrapping his arms around her in a loving embrace.
Kayla cried as they said goodbye, with Adrian holding her face as he pecked her lips. It was a tough goodbye, but they both insisted they'd see each other again. They had social media, so they'd stay in touch. It took all of Kayla's strength to leave Adrian's loft and take the subway back to Cornelia Street.
When Kayla arrived at the townhouse, she found Megan, Penelope, and Carter waiting for her in the living room with a big cake. Carter ran over to Kayla, hugging her tightly. The affection from the sweet boy caused Kayla to start tearing up again. Penelope and Megan hugged her as well.
"We have gifts," Nell said, offering her phone, "mine is in a hurry or I'd wait."
"Uh, hello?" Kayla asked into the phone.
"Hi, Kayla!" replied the most famous female pop star in the world. "Congrats on your internship! I heard you did really well."
"Oh, my God! It's YOU!" Kayla squealed into the phone. "It's you, it's you, it's you!"
"It's me," Alison Tey's voice laughed. "Nell said you were a fan. I hope you enjoyed staying at my old place."
"I love it here!" Kayla gasped. "And I love you, I mean, I ah, I love your music. You're so talented. Hi!"
"Thanks, Kayla," Alison replied. "I can't talk long, but how about we plan to hang out sometime when we're both in the same area?"
"Um, yes!" Kayla exclaimed. "I'd love that!"
"So would I," Alison said. "Have a safe flight back to California."
Kayla handed the phone back to Penelope and she ended the call with the pop star. Nell then handed Kayla a wrapped box with a card attached to it. The box contained an elegant silver bracelet, one that looked beautiful but could also be worn in a professional setting. Kayla immediately put it on.
"My turn!" Carter said, rushing over to Kayla with a gift bag. "This is for you, Miss Kayla."
"Thank you, Carter," Kayla smiled before opening a framed picture of the two of them. "Oh! I love it! I'm gonna put it on my bedside table when I get home. Right where I can see it every day."
"Okay!" Carter grinned.
"I know you aren't here for presents," Megan began softly, holding a white gift bag, "but you worked hard and have been a great friend. I wanted to thank you properly."
"Kayla took the envelope first, looking at her own name written in Megan's elegant handwriting. "You already did so much. I learned more than I thought I would in just two weeks."
"Then this was a success for both of us," Megan smiled.
The envelope contained a handwritten note, thanking Kayla for being such a joy to have in the house. In the letter, Megan complimented Kayla, hinting that Kayla reminds her very much of someone she met years ago. Kayla teared up when she realized Megan was talking about her father. Megan said she knew Kayla was going to great things and hoped that they'd stay friends. The heiress also thanked Kayla for being like a big sister to Carter.
Penelope glanced between Kayla and Megan as the former read the letter. Nell already knew what it said, and she knew that Megan wasn't going to tell Kayla the truth. Not then. At least the visit brought things one step closer. Megan knew she had to confess, and confirmed she was going to plan a trip to fly out to California to tell Steven Thomson he had a son. Everyone would know. Soon. Of course, Nell worried that Megan would procrastinate, but at least there was progress.
Megan's first gift was a leather portfolio Kayla could use at school. She had slipped in a handwritten note that said the portfolio was for her next adventure and that Kayla had the instincts, she just had to use them. The second gift was a sleek silver pen set with a card that read "Every signature is the start of another chapter. I can't wait to see what you write next."
"Thank you," Kayla whispered, looking at Megan with tears in her eyes. "You didn't have to."
"I wanted to," Megan insisted gently. "You remind me of someone who helped open my heart. I can see what a wonderful and loving person you are."
"Oh, stop!" Nell said dramatically. "You're making me cry now!"
"Let's eat the cake before we all start sobbing," Megan giggled. "We do need to get you to the airport soon."
Carter walked up to Kayla and hugged her again, looking up at her with his blue-gray eyes. "You're coming back, right?"
"Count on it, little man," Kayla ruffled his hair affectionately. "Despite what the song says, I will walk Cornelia Street again."
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~Monday September 01, 2025~
"Good morning! Noah's coffee service has arrived," Noah stated as he and Theo walked in to Leslie and Conner's apartment, each of them carrying a drink tray with four drinks. "Tips always appreciated."
"Here's a tip; don't go into comedy," Camilla advised.
"I second that," Conner said, snatching his drink from Theo. "Thanks!"
"Morning, handsome," Sienna purred, walking up to Theo and standing on her toes to peck his lips.
"No kiss for me?" Noah pouted sadly.
"Sure. Steven, you're up," the redhead giggled.
"I don't give it up that easily," Steven countered, also taking his drink.
"Yeah, you do," Jane observed.
"Oh, cheeky," Camilla laughed. "C'mon, we have work to do."
"Fine, here's your pumpkin spice coffee," Noah said, holding the tray out for the Latina.
"Thanks!" Camilla grinned, grabbing her drink.
"A second pumpkin spice, and shockingly, a third pumpkin spice," Noah commented as Jane and Sienna took their drinks. "Finally, a decaf pumpkin spice for preggers."
"Thanks," Leslie smirked, shaking her head slightly as she accepted the drink.
"That time of year again," Conner sighed. "Every woman in the country needs as much pumpkin as humanly possible."
"Don't hate," Jane stuck out her tongue.
"Couldn't you at least wait until October?" Theo asked. "Halloween is almost two months away."
"Yeah, but it's spooky season," Sienna shrugged, taking a sip. "Mm, pumpkin."
"Speaking of holidays, how is it fair that we have to work on Labor Day?" Noah questioned changing the subject.
"It's a long weekend and we need to baby proof the apartment and set up the nursery," Conner answered with a grin. "You are here to help out your friends."
Conner frowned as he approached Noah as everyone watched in confusion. Leaning in, he examined the writing on Noah's coffee cup.
"Wait, is that pumpkin spice?" Conner frowned.
"What?" Noah asked, covering the side of the cup with his hand as the others started laughing. "I mean, ah, fuck. Fuck all of you, it's good."
"Preach!" Camilla held up her cup.
"So much for only women wanting pumpkin spice in fall," Leslie smiled cutely.
"Why are we just standing around talking?" Noah wondered, looking around wildly. "C'mon, don't be lazy, we have work to do!"
"Thanks, we'll buy you lunch," Conner chuckled, shaking his head. "You can even get another pumpkin spice if you want."
"And if you ever find a second member of your species to reproduce with, we will all help set up a nice swamp for it to stretch its tentacles," Camilla said, making everyone laugh.
"You shouldn't go into comedy either," Noah grumbled. "Either of you."
The Gang of Eight continued their banter while sipping on their morning coffees. Despite his jokes, Noah really was happy to help out his friends. Leslie and Conner were expecting, and it was making the other six think about their own futures. Jane wanted kids, but was still working through her issues, Camilla wasn't ready to settle down, and Sienna knew she had plenty of time. Theo wondered if he would make a good father, and Steven briefly thought of Megan and Carter.
Conner and Leslie had already painted the nursery, so all furniture and decorations were in boxes in the living room. Various tools were scattered around as well while the group sat in the living room to plan their day. Faces fell when Leslie brought out a large binder she had labeled "Safety First!"
"You wrote a book on how to baby proof?" Theo asked, swallowing weakly.
"Yeah, kind of," Leslie blushed slightly.
"Nerd!" Camilla called out.
"She has one hundred forty-seven items on the list," Conner winced, looking exhausted already.
"She could have just made a list on her phone..." Steven trailed off.
"That's no fun!" Leslie giggled as she opened the binder. "Okay, we're gonna start off easy. Noah, in the bag on the floor beside you there should be outlet covers."
"Outlet covers?" Noah frowned.
"Yes, Noah, outlet covers," Sienna spoke up. "You know, to cover the things you stuck a fork in when you were a toddler."
"I never did that!" Noah exclaimed while the others laughed. "Although, I did lick batteries."
"Doing it once didn't convince you it was a bad idea?" Jane asked.
"I was debating with friends in elementary school," Noah explained with a shrug. "We wondered if different sizes had different tastes."
"H-how do you dress yourself?" Conner looked at Noah incredulously.
"He doesn't always," Theo winces. "I've had some nasty surprises."
"You're welcome," Noah grinned happily.
"You sure you wanna stay in that apartment, Sienna?" Camilla wondered.
"Theo's worth it," Sienna smiled happily. "But, ah, I am careful about entering a room unannounced."
"I'm starting to miss when Theo was the group's comic relief," Noah deadpanned.
"Don't worry, we can still make fun of Theo," Jane offered. "Should we start with his haircut?"
"What's wrong with my hair?!" Theo gasped, reaching for his head.
"Nothing, you're fine," Sienna laughed, grabbing one of his wrists and pulling his hand from his head. "She's just kidding."
"Am I, though?" Jane smiled innocently.
"Do you guys remember when you offered to support me in any way I need?" Leslie questioned.
"Sure, what do you need?" Camilla asked.
"For this conversation to end so we can get to work," Leslie stated plainly.
They split up into pairs and quickly covered every exposed outlet in the home before tackling other tasks. Sienna and Theo efficiently secured all the wires for the electronics and any cables for blinds or drapes. Steven and Conner installed window guards and used corner guards on any sharp edges before installing safety gates. Camilla and Leslie debated decorations while installing cabinet locks. Jane used her firm HR voice when instructing Noah on anchoring furniture.
Several conversations are taking place as everyone happily works to get the place ready for the new arrival. Theo noticed Sienna couldn't stop smiling while they talked about the baby, and the two of them shared a warm embrace before continuing their tasks. Conner and Steven discussed fatherhood, with Conner unable to hide his excitement and his fear of having a son.
Noah and Jane had a serious conversation when Megan Bauer came up. Theodore Bauer had praised Megan's performance, and the heiress was rewarding her team by renting out the function room at a nearby hotel on Friday. Megan even offered to pay if anyone wanted to stay the night in the hotel after a night of drinking.
Everyone was looking forward to it, but Jane was struggling with Steven and Megan spending time together at another event. She was surprised that Noah was actually showing some empathy, explaining how he was a little jealous over what Sienna and Theo had. The two friends promised to support each other.
Camilla found Conner and Leslie's wedding photo and told Leslie how beautiful she was. The two women forgot about their work as Leslie gushed about her wedding. They soon switched to talking about Leslie's baby shower, which was being held on Sunday at a nearby function hall.
Leslie was in her third trimester and experiencing all the joys and pains that went along with it. She could feel the baby moving all the time, and smiled when Camilla insisted on feeling. Leslie was very emotional, her feelings going from excited to nervous to thrilled to terrified. Of course, she also got incredibly horny at times, much to Conner's delight. Above all else, Leslie was so very happy and looking forward to motherhood.
The physical symptoms were making life difficult and often leaving her completely exhausted. Leslie's baby bump was very pronounced and she had gone up a full cup size. She was wearing leggings and a large t-shirt to stay comfortable, but her ankles were swollen and she often had to pee.
"Okay, I think we're done," Conner stated to the group while they stood in the living room.
"It's safer than one of those padded rooms in an asylum," Steven declared proudly.
"They have those in the place you escaped from?" Camilla asked teasingly. "Ever fool around in one?"
"Hilarious," Steven rolled his eyes.
"Don't be a baby, bubba," Jane laughed.
"Speaking of babies, ah, ow, my back," Leslie winced, placing a hand on her lower back. "Shit, ah, anyway, babies. Guys, crawl around on the floor and pretend to be babies. Let's see if it's safe."
"You want us to creep around on the floor seeing if we can get in trouble?" Steven crossed his arms and frowned.
"Finally, something Noah was made for," Sienna giggled.
"I'll do it," Theo declared, dropping to all fours and crawling under the table.
"He's a little too eager," Camilla observed. "Sienna, what kind of weird things does he ask for in the bedroom?"
"Ew, why would you go there?" the redhead made a face. "He doesn't pretend to be a baby."
"We don't kink-shame," the Latina shrugged. "I'm into some weird shit, so I get it."
A loud thump cut off any response. "Ow!"
"He lasted longer without hurting himself than I would have thought," Conner observed as Theo withdrew from under the table and rubbed his sore head.
"Less joking, more testing," Leslie gestured with her hand at her husband.
Despite their playing around, it really was a good way to find if they missed anything. The top of Steven's head discovered a sharp corner they missed and Theo realized a screw used to stabilize a bookshelf had missed a stud. Conner then pointed a stud finder at himself, earning him a kiss and an eye roll from his wife. Sienna quickly spoke up, proud of Conner for already embracing dad jokes.
Once Leslie was completely satisfied the entire place was both baby proof and idiot proof, the group decided it was time to break for lunch. Conner ordered delivery from a local pizza place, making sure to also get cheese fries for Leslie. Her latest pregnancy craving was melted cheese, and just what was on the pizza would not be enough.
Camilla was teased for ordering a salad from a pizza place, but it was mainly to show off her healthy eating on her influencer account. After making the video, she quickly finished the salad before piling pizza and garlic bread on her plate. She genuinely did care about healthy eating, but only a complete fool turned down free pizza.
"You guys ready for the big day?" Sienna asked before biting into her second slice.
"No, we still have to set up the nursery," Conner answered, gesturing toward the boxed crib.
"I think she meant other than that," Steven interjected.
"She did," Sienna deadpanned.
"We finished the birthing classes," Conner responded slowly. "Those were, ah, enlightening."
"Terrifying," Leslie winced.
"You'll be amazing," Jane insisted. "Don't be nervous."
"You're not the one who has to push out a cantaloupe-sized head," Leslie grumbled, glancing at Conner.
"I don't have a big head!" Conner exclaimed.
"You kind of do," Camilla giggled.
"Not as big as Theo's, but yeah," Noah agreed.
"Yeah, good luck in a few years Sienna," Jane teased.
"Uh, it's a little early to um, yeah..." the redhead blushed.
"Anyway, we're about ready," Conner quickly returned to the original question. "We even have a hospital bag packed already, just in case. The shower is Sunday, and we'll do any last-minute shopping next week."
"To get anything from your registry that people don't buy for you?" Theo questioned.
"Exactly," Leslie nodded.
"So I should return the VR headset I got you?" Noah asked.
"Yes!" Leslie glared at him.
"No!" Conner declared at the same time.
"Don't worry, he's just kidding," Steven laughed at Leslie's expression. "It's a Jack-and-Jill shower, so we all got something from the registry that was sent out."
"You don't know that," Camilla pointed out. "Who knows what I got? It could be anything!"
"I do; you asked me to order it for you," Jane rolled her eyes.
"Oh, yeah," the Latina smirked. "Thanks!"
"Whatever," Jane shook her head, smiling slightly.
"I always thought jacking off was referring to the motions while masturbating," Theo said randomly. "I never understood jilling off for a woman. Now it makes sense."
"And old Theo is back. Great," Camilla sighed while Sienna blushed and buried her face in her hands.
"Right, not relevant. Sorry," Theo mumbled.
"Oh good, I'm the mature one again," Noah grinned.
"No, you're not," Leslie snorted.
"Theo is doing much better, I promise," Sienna spoke up, lifting her head. "We went shopping for our gifts and he only made a couple of jokes about the breast pump."
"Definitely gonna breastfeed, then?" Jane asked Leslie after a bite of garlic bread.
"Yeah, it was an easy choice," Leslie smiled. "It's supposed to be an amazing bonding experience and breast milk is best anyway."
"I can't imagine nursing a baby," Camilla mused, glancing down at her chest.
"Neither can I," Sienna admitted, "but I'm sure it will be beautiful."
"Jane could feed a family of thirty with hers," Noah observed.
"There goes your claim of being mature," Conner snorted.
"I'm not wrong," Noah shrugged while Jane flipped him off.
"Is it weird that I'm looking forward to it?" Leslie asked, ignoring the banter.
"Not at all," Steven shook his head. "You're excited for all aspects of motherhood."
"It would be weird if you were looking forward to changing diapers," Theo winced.
"Thanks for volunteering to help, Theo," Conner grinned. "Real nice of you."
"No, thank you," he shook his head. "That's gross."
"Everyone poops," Sienna replied in a sing-song voice.
"Can we go back to talking about breasts?" Jane requested. "I'm eating and can't believe I'd rather hear about my boobs."
"Fine, speaking of boobs, are yours making you any money, Camilla?" Leslie wondered.
"Yes, the SeeMe account is doing well," the Latina giggled. "Yes, I show off my chichis, and yes, I do some dirty shows. A lot of guys subscribed just to talk with me more. They seem lonely."
"I get it," Noah admitted reluctantly.
"Stop being an ass who humps everything in sight and maybe you'll have better luck," Sienna advised. "It worked great for Theo!"
"I did most of the humping while he listened from his room and jacked off," Noah grumbled.
"And it's called jacking off because of that old rhyme," Steven interjected.
"I get paid to watch guys jack off and rate their dicks," Camilla spoke up. "You could find a woman to do that for you for free, even until you're old and saggy."
"Noah, you're cute, you're smart, you have a good job," Jane began, "you'll have no trouble finding a serious relationship. Maybe just try getting to know someone you didn't meet at a frat party you have no business still going to?"
"I guess that couldn't hurt," Noah admitted while the others laughed. "In my defense, sexy coeds are great."
"Sure, but they probably want a guy who won't throw his back out during sex," Sienna teased.
"I'm in my mid-twenties," Noah rolled his eyes. "And I make sure my partners enjoy their time with me. If I'm off my game, I'll power through. Cowgirl exists for a reason."
"You're an idiot," Leslie scoffed.
"He's right though; cowgirl is a lot of fun," Camilla shrugged.
"Leslie's just upset she can't do that one right now," Sienna teased.
"Whatever. Pregnant sex is fucking great," Leslie retorted.
"I know," Conner said, a huge grin on his face.
The Gang of Eight kept talking and joking the way a close group of friends did. They may have had work to do, but they were still able to relax and enjoy the holiday. Leslie was planning to switch to being fully remote soon, but she wanted to go in Tuesday for the meeting with Autumn Lennox that Steven and Megan would be attending as well. Steven felt he was ready to take over Leslie's duties, along with Alyssa, although Leslie wouldn't actually be on maternity leave just yet.
Theo told them about getting used to being a manager and how he found it strange to have people reporting to him. Leslie assured him he was doing a great job, making Sienna beam proudly. Noah was still disappointed, but he was happy for his buddy as long as Theo didn't chide him for drinking or partying the night before work.
Sienna was asked if Randall had reached out again, with the redhead confirming that he had just sent a couple of emails, which she ignored. The other women brought up a restraining order again, but Sienna still refused. Theo and the guys agreed with the ladies, but the friends knew it wasn't their place to push her. They were just worried about Randall's refusal to let things go and move on.
Leslie took a quick bathroom break before the group moved on to their next topic; Jane and Camilla's move. Jane's sister was looking to move and Jane was helping her find a place. While searching, Jane found a three-bedroom apartment that was actually slightly cheaper than what Camilla and Jane were paying for a two bedroom. Molly, Jane, and Camilla would be moving to their new place on October first and had taken Wednesday, Thursday and Friday off from work.
When they were done relaxing, Leslie and Conner led the others into the baby's room. The scent of fresh paint lingered in the air as the group took in the sight of the soft sage walls with white trim. Sunlight entered through the curtains that were patterned with tiny giraffes. A few boxes were lined up against the wall, one of them labeled "Stuffed animals: fragile!"
"Green was a nice choice," Steven nodded approvingly.
"It's sage," Leslie quickly corrected.
"Which is green," Theo responded.
"It's a shade of green, Theo," Sienna corrected gently, reaching out to touch his shoulder.
"So, Steven was right," Noah insisted.
"Great, this conversation again," Conner pinched the bridge of his nose.
"Sage is an earthly green," Jane explained. "It's soft and perfect for a safari theme. Neon green would have been ridiculous, for example."
"Oh, that would have been terrible," Camilla agreed, making a face and shaking her head.
"I can't believe I'm saying this, but let's just get to work," Noah sighed.
Leslie clapped her hands. "Alright team, the place isn't Theo or Noah proof, but it is baby proof. So, now we move on to phase two: Operation Nursery!"
"I'd prefer Operation Nap Time," Theo yawned.
"Nap on your own time, we have work to do!" Leslie declared. "The jungle won't build itself."
"Yes, ma'am!" Theo saluted, making Sienna laugh.
"Alright," Leslie began handing out assignments in her most authoritative voice, "Steven, Conner, Theo are on crib assembly. Jane and I will set up the changing table. Both of those boxes are in the living room. Sienna is going to put up the trim. Noah and Camilla, you're on plush duty."



"Plush duty?" Noah echoed. "Sounds dangerous."
"It's very serious," Sienna nodded firmly. "All stuffed animals must pass the cuddle test."
"This one is adorable," Camilla added, holding up a lion.
After a few more comments, the group started working. Leslie put some music on to make things more fun. As they assembled furniture and put up wallpaper, they took random breaks to dance. Sienna pulled Theo to the center of the room, insisting he twirl her to cheers from the other girls. A romantic song was put on for Leslie and Conner before Steven danced with Camilla. The Latina wanted to prevent any awkwardness, so she claimed Steven before someone could suggest Jane. Noah and Jane even took a spin around the living room.
It was a fun afternoon full of laughter and good times. Steven, Theo, and Conner put the crib together backwards and had to take it apart again, Sienna put up the wallpaper border while Noah and Camilla discovered that plush duty was more involved than they had thought. The two of them also had to hang up framed prints with animals, organize the book shelf, and bring in the toy box. Camilla loved the framed sloth picture. Leslie was happy to direct, pointing out where she wanted everything and making sure the right angles were actually right angles and not a lopsided picture that Noah insisted was close enough.
Leslie commented that putting a crib together was good training for Steven and Theo. Both guys smiled at that, wondering about their future children. Theo didn't say anything since Sienna was the only one who knew, but he was aware that autism was genetic. He wondered if his kids would be like him. It would make things challenging for them, but Theo reminded himself that there was nothing wrong with him.
The Gang of Eight were all tired and glowing with pride as they admired their work. Safari was the theme of the nursery and the room reflected that perfectly. The wallpaper border was covered with zebras, elephants, and lions. The crib was light wood with a soft green comforter. A mobile of elephants hung over the animal-print sheets.
A large circular rug covered the center of the floor, its cream color only broken by green leaves. Next to the dresser was a small bookshelf that was already stocked with children's books. Conner had slipped in a beginner's guide to mechanical engineering so he could teach his son what his father did for work. Jane pointed out that the entry level book was entry level for a college undergraduate, making Leslie laugh and kiss her husband.
The large toy box was full of stuffed animals and wasn't far from the rocking chair that they planned to use to rock the baby to sleep. A changing table was set up, with wicker baskets placed below it for supplies. The wall art and curtains matched the theme, bringing the entire room together.
Leslie stepped into the middle of the room, one hand on her belly as she spoke in a soft voice. "It's perfect."
"You did all this," Conner said, standing beside Leslie and wrapping an arm around her affectionately.
"We both did," Leslie replied happily.
"Ahem," Camilla cleared her throat from the doorway.
"Oh right, you guys," Leslie turned to look back at her six friends. "Thanks!"
"Yup," Steven said, crossing his arms.
"Thank you," Conner said. "For everything."
"He's right," Leslie nodded. "We just got caught up in the moment. You're our best friends, and you're a part of this. You're family."
Sienna, Camilla, and Jane all squealed and rushed over to Leslie, hugging her tightly as their emotions overwhelmed them. Not willing to be left out, Steven, Theo, and Noah soon joined in. The friends all hugged as they spoke excitedly about the new addition to the Pearson home. At the end, Leslie wasn't the only one crying.
The four guys disposed of all the discarded boxes and plastic while Leslie pulled out some cider. Camilla and Jane grabbed glasses for everyone so that they would be able to have a toast. The eight of them stood in the kitchen, glasses raised as they smiled at each other.
"To Leslie, Conner, and the little one," Steven announced.
"The little one who already has six loving aunts and uncles," Camilla added.
"I guess my baby sister can go fuck herself," Conner laughed.
"Oh, right," Sienna nodded. "You two have actual blood relatives, too."
"Don't you have an older brother, Leslie?" Noah asked.
"I do, yes," Leslie confirmed. "You'll meet the parents and siblings at the shower."
They discussed the baby shower before deciding to head to dinner. There was a nice restaurant a short walk away, so the group enjoyed a sit-down meal together. Unfortunately, they all had to work tomorrow, preventing them from staying out too late. The gang began to separate after dinner, heading to their respective homes.
Everyone spent their evening relaxing by watching television, reading, or playing video games. Jane finished a book before calling her sister for a quick chat. The quick chat ended up lasting for a couple of hours as they discussed the upcoming move, their parents, and their siblings. Jane fell asleep right after ending the call.
Sienna and Theo had a long conversation on the phone, talking and giggling like teenagers. Their relationship was going well and they had gone on a few dates throughout the month. Sexually, things hadn't progressed, with blowjobs and fingering being the most they had done. The problems with Randall had shaken Sienna, and she had slowed things down a bit.
Theo was very understanding, happy to just hold Sienna and run his fingers through that sweet-smelling auburn hair. His compassion made Sienna fall for him even harder, the two of them talking on the phone every night. A few times they even fell asleep while the call was still active.
Of course, the two of them did still have their sexy fun times as well. Sienna was aggressive, often grabbing his face and shoving her tongue between his lips. Her mouth was heavenly, giving him the best blowjobs of his life. Theo was learning her body, able to bring her to orgasm by fingering her and playing with her boobs. He was more than happy to spend his time with his face buried in those amazing tits.
That night they had some intense phone sex, telling each other all the dirty things they wanted to do while playing with themselves. Sienna's breathing was ragged as she rubbed her clit while promising to give Theo a titty-fuck the next time they were alone. Sienna sent a few topless shots and requested some return photos of Theo, which he happily provided. Theo came all over his hand while Sienna begged for him to cover her tits in semen. She came with him as they imagined it.
Labor Day turned out to be a big night for phone sex, with Steven ending up masturbating on the phone with Megan Bauer. The sexy heiress demanded dick pics, images of his arms and chest, and a few of his face. She used BOB, her battery-operated boyfriend, moaning Steven's name as they spoke dirty things to each other. Megan sent pictures of her breasts and of her pussy while the vibrator worked her clit. She even sent a cheeky shot of her laying sideways so he could see her butt. The sounds of Megan reaching orgasm brought Steven off as well.
Camilla set up her laptop at the foot of her bed as she started a livestream on her SeeMe. She was wearing a pair of gray panties and a light pink camisole, her nipples hard against the fabric. The show started with Camilla greeting everyone and talking about her day while responding to comments.
Subscribers were complimenting the sexy Latina, telling her how beautiful and sexy she was. Camilla thanked them by leaning forward and pulling down the front of her camisole for a quick flash. Waggling her eyebrows, she flipped around and got on all fours, wiggling her sexy pantie-clad butt.
Requests and tips flowed in while Camilla did her best to reply to every comment. She took most requests, laying sideways to show them her profile, squeezing her boobs from outside her top, and laying back to show the camera her pretty feet. One guy tipped fifty dollars for her to continue wiggling her toes.
The show continued with Camilla reacting to their compliments, telling them how wet they were making her and asking them if they could tell her underwear was soaked. She took her time getting naked, wanting to enjoy the tease and build up anticipation. The camisole went first, and she enthusiastically played with her boobs before finally removing her panties.
Once she was naked, Camilla brought out a dildo to play with. She sucked on it suggestively before placing it between her breasts, giving the sex toy a titty-fuck. Laying on her back, she fucked herself with the dildo while moaning loudly and tugging on one of her nipples. The camera on the laptop had an amazing view of the dildo penetrating the beautiful woman. Camilla got herself off twice before sucking her juices off the sex toy and saying goodnight to her fans.
Noah had tried watching a Cherry Angel porn movie, but it wasn't working for him. He felt some shame, but he logged on to SeeMe to watch Camilla's livestream. Camilla was incredibly sexy, but Noah realized that wasn't why he was watching. She was someone he knew, making the show more personal even though she had no idea he was watching. The others were right; there was something missing with sex when it was just about a nice body. He still came when Camilla was sucking her pussy juice off the dildo.
In another part of New York, Leslie sighed in contentment as she lay back against her husband's chest while the two of them enjoyed a relaxing bubble bath. Conner's hands rested on Leslie's stomach as he gently caressed her skin beneath the water. The bath was lukewarm and they had to use a fragrance-free soap, so Leslie lit a scented candle and left it on the sink.
With a baby coming, Leslie and Conner made sure to get in a lot of alone time while they still could. They snuggled while watching movies and they had quite a bit of sex. Leslie's hormones were still keeping her libido in overdrive, and sex was beneficial for pregnancy. The intimacy between the couple was great, the sex was incredible, and it even helped relieve some of the stress and anxiety that came with expecting a baby.
Leslie went through a brief phase where she was really sensitive and there was some spotting, so she didn't want to have sex. Trying to cheer her up, Conner jokingly found an article that indicated there could be health benefits for pregnant women who swallowed semen. To his surprise, Leslie was quite eager to go with it, more than willing to swallow every last drop he gave her. They only did oral for a while, at least until her hormones settled and she was ready for intercourse again.
Conner did some research for some sex positions that worked well for a woman in her third trimester. At over six-feet tall, Conner towered over Leslie, preventing sixty-nine from being an option for mutual oral. Doggystyle was standard for them, and a pillow beneath Leslie's belly helped her keep steady. Anal sex was an alternative to vaginal penetration when Leslie was especially sensitive, enabling her to get off by rubbing her clit while taking it up the butt.
Spooning was a great position to take pressure off Leslie's back and keep her belly out of the way. Conner also wasn't able to get as deep inside her from that angle, making it easier when she was tender. Cowgirl and reverse cowgirl let Leslie be in control, although she often tired quickly in the position.
Their favorite new one was when Conner stood on the floor while Leslie lay with her butt on the edge of the bed. Conner supported her legs and gently pumped her from the front. He could get nice and deep when she wanted it, they could look into each other's eyes, and he got a great view of her body. It also made it easy for him to cum on Leslie's stomach.
Leslie and Conner hadn't had sex that evening, instead choosing to relax after their busy day. However, they had both indicated their intentions, making dirty suggestions to each other throughout the evening. In the tub Conner's hand slid down through her soft pubic hair to run along her slit. Then he reached up to cup an enlarged breast as Leslie pushed her butt back against his excitement.
Turning her head, Leslie reached up to cup his face as he leaned in to kiss her softly. She hummed happily as her finger lightly caressed his cheek. Conner's hands held her belly as Leslie broke the kiss to smile at him affectionately. Her smile faded a few seconds later, changing to a look of annoyance.
"I have to pee," Leslie grumbled.
"Ah, the romance is still alive," Conner teased.
"Oh, shut up," she giggled as she struggled to stand. "I can't soak long anyway."
"I know, I know," he nodded, holding her hips to help her up. "Nice ass."
"Feel free to kiss it while you're back there," Leslie teased, pushing her bum back toward his face.
"Sure," Conner shrugged, leaning forward to kiss her butt-cheek.
"Conner!" Leslie squealed and laughed as she stepped out of the tub and onto the towel they had placed on the floor. "Ass-kisser."
"You're the one who has a perfect body," he reasoned as she walked over to the toilet and sat down. "I just wanna kiss every inch of you."
"Really? You're saying that while I pee?" she laughed.
"Eh, we're married," Conner replied, standing up. "Like you said, this is real life. We have no secrets and bodies do gross things sometimes. Doesn't make you any less sexy."
Leslie giggled and blew him a kiss while she finished peeing. She washed up before Conner grabbed her and pulled her into a kiss. They made out and touched each other for a few minutes before drying off and returning to their bedroom. Leslie placed the lit candle on the dresser before lying in bed with Conner, wrapping his arm around her as he spooned behind her.
"Feel that?" Leslie asked, resting her hand on his as the baby kicked.
"Yes," he whispered happily. "We might have a future soccer player on our hands."
"I can't wait to meet him," she replied happily. "What do you think he'll be like?"
"Handsome, like his father," Conner said quickly. "Hm, and a lot of crying at first."
"We're talking about the baby, not you," Leslie laughed until she snorted. "I'm glad you'll be on paternity leave to handle this with me. Are you ready for some father-son bonding?"
"Yeah, although I'm not sure what we bond over the first couple months," he chuckled, his thumb caressing her swollen stomach. "Won't he just cry and poop at first?"
"He will not just cry and poop!" she gasped, playfully swatting his forearm. "He'll... uh, well, he'll sleep a lot. He'll make cute baby noises! Um, he'll suck on my nipples?"
"There's something we can bond over," Conner nodded happily. "Father-son bonding. Son, you like boobies, I like boobies."
Conner's hands immediately reached higher, cupping both of Leslie's breasts as he let out a happy sigh.
"Knock it off," she rolled her eyes. "And stop being a perv."
"But I'm your perv," he growled, kissing his cheek as his thumbs brushed her nipples.
"You're being, ah, really dirty, mm," Leslie's admonishment turned into a soft moan as he stimulated her nipples and the soft flesh of her breasts. "So, so dirty. Fuck."
"I can't help it, you make me so hard," Conner husked, grinding against her backside. "I'm only hard for you."
"Mm, and you're the only guy who makes me wet," Leslie moaned, her eyelids fluttering. "I'm only dirty for you, I'm your dirty, naughty girl."
"Do you wanna be dirty for me, baby?" he whispered in her ear as he held her close.
"Yes!" she hissed, giving in to her lust. "I want to suck your dick and swallow your cum! I want you to fuck me! I want to be your slut and bend over for you while you pound me with that big cock!"
"You're so sexy, I wanna fuck you till you scream," Conner growled, his hand slipping down to cup her vulva.
"Conner!" Leslie gasped.
The beautiful blonde turned around, fire in her blue eyes as she pressed her lips against Conner's with a desperate intensity. Their hands were all over each other, with Leslie gripping his bicep while her other hand stroked his erection. Conner wrapped his arms around her, Leslie's pregnant stomach pressing against him as he squeezed her ass.
With a fierce growl, Leslie pounced. She rolled Conner onto his back and scooted down until she could take him into her warm mouth. Leslie sucked enthusiastically, drool running from lips as Conner held her hair back to admire the way his cock stretched her lips. Releasing him with a pop, Leslie straddled Conner and lowered herself down on him, gasping happily as she felt herself being penetrated.
"Oh God, Leslie!" Conner hissed, holding her hips.
"Fuck, I love your cock in me," she moaned passionately. "It fits perfectly inside me, it's so big and thick."
"We belong together," he whispered, his hands sliding up her pregnant belly to cup her breasts. "You're as beautiful as the day we met, as the day I married you."
Leslie smiled happily as she placed her hands on her husband's chest and started slowly riding him. Her breathing was ragged as she looked at him, losing herself in those eyes she fell in love with. Her belly was so much heavier than she was used to, especially thanks to how petite she had always been. Still, she was able to take Conner in and out of her, her pleasure building as the wave of passion crested within her.
"Fuck! I'm cumming! Ah, I'm cumming!" Leslie cried out a few minutes later, her body shuddering as her vaginal muscles rippled. "Oh my God, fuck!"
"I love watching you cum," Conner whispered, squeezing her boobs as he admired his wife's face while she sat in his lap. "I love your face; I love the little noises you make."
"You make me so wet," Leslie declared, her blonde hair framing her face as she ran her hands along his sides. "You're as sexy as the college guy I fell in love with. I love that brown hair, those dreamy green eyes. Mm, and I love how tall and skinny you are. So. Fucking. Hot."
"You're pretty hot, yourself," Conner smirked, thumbing her nipples while enjoying the feel of her warm pussy wrapped around his dick. "Pregnant, not pregnant, you'll always be perfect to me."
"But you definitely have a pregnancy fetish," Leslie teased, squeezing her muscles to stimulate his throbbing prick.
"Okay, fine, I think you make one hot pregnant woman," Conner laughed. "I admit it, alright?"
"As long as we agree you're the one who wants to cum all over my tummy," she nodded firmly.
"So, you would be fine if I didn't want to cum on your stomach anymore?" he asked, reaching up to cup her face.
"You should keep doing it, it's good for my skin. Gotta watch out for those stretch marks," Leslie reasoned, turning her head slightly to kiss his palm.
"Liar," Conner smirked as she slowly undulated in his lap. "You love it."
"I have no idea what you're talking about," she giggled, taking his hand so she could slurp his pointer finger into her mouth and suck on it while watching him and moaning. "Mm."
"Of course you don't," he chuckled, his other hand sliding between her legs to rub her clit. "Fuck, you're soaked."
"I'll be soaked for you when we're ninety," Leslie declared, lifting her body so his cock almost fell out of her before taking him back inside. She then continued sucking on his finger and moaning.
"You'll always be my dirty girl," Conner groaned.
"Mm, so dirty for you," she purred, releasing his hand and returning her hands to his chest. "How many times do you think we've done it over the years?"
"Uh, I don't know, a thousand?" he offered, continuing to rub her clit while his other hand squeezed a boob. "It's just as exciting as it was the first time."
"Remember how naughty we were on our honeymoon?" Leslie waggled her eyebrows. "Mm, keep rubbing me, yes!"



"I remember," Conner grinned, lightly pinching her nipple.
"Let's get dirty tonight, babe," she requested, her face flushed with lust. "You still have the video we made, right? On your laptop? Let's watch it on the big screen while we do it."
"We haven't watched that in years," he smiled at the memory. "Sure, sounds fun."
Getting out of Conner's lap, Leslie cleaned his cock with her mouth before he went to get his laptop. He quickly plugged his laptop into the computer and started the recording. Laying back in bed, Conner rested his head on the pillow as Leslie straddled him, this time in reverse-cowgirl.
"Mm, look at that little slut," Leslie purred, watching herself standing in the hotel room with music playing in the background. "She is so ready to take dick in every hole and fucking drown in sperm."
"I remember that striptease," Conner added, struggling to see around his wife's body as sex-tape Leslie started removing her clothes to the music. "My sexy wife."
"Back when I was skinny," she commented, leaning forward to hold his thighs as she watched the screen while bouncing in his lap. "Fuck, I love your cock."
"You feel so good, baby," he groaned, trailing his fingers along her spine. "You'll always be beautiful."
"Yes, suck that dick," Leslie growled a few minutes later, watching herself give head. "Mm, deepthroat it, choke on it!"
"You're making me so hard," Conner gasped in response, squeezing his wife's butt-cheeks while alternating between watching the screen and the naked woman in his lap. "You're so tight, so wet."
Leslie was panting and moaning as her nails dug into Conner's thighs. Her blonde hair flailed about her face as she grunted, her eyes locked on the screen. Sex-tape Leslie was worshiping Conner's penis, sucking it hard before giving him a titty-fuck. Then she switched to licking his nuts while jerking him off. The sexy blonde in real life was groaning as she lost herself in the film. She let out a small yelp when Conner playfully spanked her.
Conner could tell Leslie was getting close while they both watched sex-tape Conner eat out sex-tape Leslie. He slid a finger up Leslie's ass, making her gasp in surprise as her orgasm exploded. Her nails dug into his thighs as her toes curls and she made a series of adorable gasping grunts.
Husband and wife continued having sex as they watched the newlyweds on the screen start their first position, missionary. Leslie's legs were starting to get sore and she was struggling to bounce in his lap. His cock still felt incredible, but she wasn't able to fully lose herself in the pleasure due to her burning thighs.
"My legs are really hurting; can we switch positions?" Leslie requested, placing a hand on her pregnant belly as she lifted herself off Conner.
"Sure," he nodded, playfully swatting her butt as she got off him. "Doggy?"
"Nah," Leslie grinned as she shook her head, "I have a better idea."
The sex tape continued in the background, with sex-tape Leslie crying out an orgasm as the real-life couple got into position. Laying down across the bed, Leslie rested her bum on a pillow on the edge of the bed as she smiled up at Conner. She would be able to look up at him or turn her head to see the television. Conner stood on the floor, his waist between her legs as he held her thighs and eased himself back inside her.
"Fuuuuck," Conner gasped as he felt his cock once more being squeezed by warm, wet vaginal flesh.
They started up an intense rhythm, with Conner slamming himself into Leslie as he grunted from exertion and pleasure. Leslie held her boobs as she moaned, glancing over at Conner before looking up at the television to watch herself getting fucked from behind.
Sex-tape Leslie was getting her hair pulled, making real-Leslie keen in pleasure. She released a breast so she could slide a hand between her legs and start rubbing her clit. Conner responded by gripping her thighs and spreading her open wider as he pumped her pussy.
"Mm, slow down," Leslie requested breathlessly as she rubbed herself. "Use long, deep strokes. Get nice and deep in me."
"Okay," Conner nodded rapidly as he heard sex-tape Leslie getting spanked in the background.
"Yes, just like that!" she gasped, her fingers working her clit as she tugged a nipple. "Don't stop, right there! Ungh, you're gonna make me cum! Ah! I'm cumming! Oh God, Conner, I'm cumming!"
"I'm gonna cum, too!" he warned, his thrusts growing desperate as Leslie's pussy convulsed. "Where do you want it?"
"On me!" Leslie gasped, the thought triggering another climax. "Cover my slutty body! Cum on my tummy!"
After another dozen thrusts, Conner yanked his dick out of Leslie and stroked himself. He grunted loudly as ropes of semen landed all over Leslie's pregnant stomach. She squirmed on the bed, her breathing rapid as she watched Conner shoot all over her tummy.
"Holy shit," Conner gasped.
"Mm, dirty boy," Leslie cooed as she gathered up some semen on her two fingers before popping them into her mouth. "Yummy."
"And I'm the dirty one?" he chuckled.
"I admit it, I'm very dirty, too," she shrugged before glancing at the screen. "I hope you know we aren't even close to done yet."
They ended up fucking for most of the night. Leslie sucked Conner hard again while he watched sex-tape Leslie riding his dick on screen. Once he was hard, he fucked his wife doggystyle so they could both watch the tape. When the honeymoon sex tape got to anal, Conner lubed up and shoved himself up his wife's ass, making her scream.
Leslie was a drooling mess on the bed, unable to feel her legs as she lay back and gasped for breath. Conner had cum in her pussy and ass, he had pulled out and sprayed her tits with his seed, and he had cum on her pretty face. At Leslie's request, he knelt by her head so she could suck him off until he fed her one last load of cum. She eagerly swallowed every drop.
"I love you," Conner whispered as they cuddled under the blanket after showering and cleaning up.
"Mm, I love you, too," Leslie hummed happily, resting her head on his chest. "Sadly, I think we'll have to learn to keep it down once the baby's born."
"I don't wanna think about that," he chuckled, kissing the top of her head. "We have to remind everyone to watch their mouths, too. No more random cursing."
"Huh, that makes me wonder," she frowned in consideration, "what do you think people who don't swear say during sex?"
"Gosh golly?" Conner suggested with a frown. "Splendid! Wonderful! Glorious!"
"Fudge me! Fudge me hard!" Leslie laughed.
"That sounds disturbing, please don't ever say that," he requested, placing his hand on her pregnant belly.
"I promise," she giggled, closing her eyes. "I'll just whisper in your ear for you to keep fucking my pussy."
~Thursday September 04, 2025~
It was later than usual in the morning when Megan walked through Steven's open office door, her heels clacking across the floor. She was dressed in a dark gray business suit and a matching blazer over a white blouse, her purse was slung over her shoulder and she was carrying a briefcase. Her raven hair was in a half-halo braid; part of her hair formed a braid around her head while the rest cascaded down her back. Megan had more than enough hair to make it work.
"You're late," Steven teased, looking up from his computer. "That's coming out of your check."
"Haha, funny. You're a funny guy," Megan rolled her eyes as she walked over to his desk and placed her briefcase on it.
"I know," he declared while the heiress brought a chair over and sat down beside him. "How'd it go?"
"I cried. A lot," she sighed, a soft smile on her face. "He had to tell me that everything would be okay."
"He wasn't upset?" Steven questioned.
"No, not at all," Megan shook her head. "I was expecting a lot more emotion."
"He was ready," he smiled.
"Yeah, I'm a proud mamma," she giggled before sighing again. "I can't believe I have a first-grader."
"Just wait until he starts dating," Steven smirked.
"I think I have a little while before that nightmare begins," Megan replied. "Just remember; no teenage skank is good enough for my little boy."
"Whoa!" he laughed, holding up his hands. "You gonna show the poor girl your shotgun collection when she comes over?"
"Great idea!" she nodded approvingly before wincing and looking away. "And, ah, Kayla and Steven Thomson will definitely know about their blood relation before then."
"You brought it up, not me," Steven immediately pointed out. "Feeling guilty?"
"Yes," Megan grumbled. "I text with Kayla pretty frequently now."
"How's she doing?" he asked carefully.
"Alright. Busy," she answered. "Still a little shaken after those deaths on campus."
"I'm not surprised," Steven winced. "Just after her friends moved in to the dorms, too? Ouch."
"Yeah, it seems like there's a lot of gang activity in the area. Lots of drugs," Megan sighed. "Still, they're all smart girls, they'll stay out of trouble."
"As long as that trial doesn't cause any major problems," he mentioned.
"Right," she made a face. "I'll do my best to be there for her. Let's talk about something else, alright?"
Sure," Steven said, his eyes locked on her exquisite features. "The wedding is on the twenty-seventh, but I know we're heading to Fiji early. I took that entire week off. Since we'll be back so late, I also took off the following Monday. I have to help Jane and Camilla move in on October first, so I also took Tuesday, the thirtieth. I'll be back to work on Thursday, October second. Leslie approved everything."
"That's quite the vacation," Megan observed, looking slightly uncomfortable. "It's nice of you to take the time to help Jane move."
Steven froze, his eyes widening slightly. He knew they were moving toward exploring being a couple, but it was still shocking to hear the hint of jealousy in the confident woman's voice. "W-we're just friends now. I'm helping Jane and Camilla, and everyone will be there."
"I know," she nodded, quickly masking the jealousy. "I just, well, I can tell Jane still has feelings for you."
"Maybe," he let out a breath. "But, I had to move on. You and I have Fiji coming up and I know we aren't a couple, but if that changes, I hope you know I'm not the type to cheat."
"I trust you," Megan smiled. "Which is a big deal for me."
"I won't ever betray that trust," Steven vowed seriously.
"I believe you," she nodded. "Great, more feelings and crap conversations."
"Yeah, but it's important," he reasoned. "We can have a mature conversation without either of us having to make jokes to ease any awkwardness."
"I usually hide my feelings with indifference, not humor," she stuck out her tongue before a mischievous grin appeared on her face. "Or maybe I'll just use my body to distract you. I really wanna invite you over tonight, but I should spend the evening with Carter."
"Call me when you're in bed, I'll tell you how to use BOB," he waggled his eyebrows. "We're on the same page, I think, so no need to keep bringing up the same stuff. At least until the wedding. I'd be more than happy to exchange nudes tonight."
"Mm, you got it," Megan purred, her hands playing with the hem of her skirt, lifting it slightly to give him a nice look at her creamy thighs. "And don't forget, we have tomorrow night."
"Are you planning on seducing me at the company party, Miss Bauer?" Steven asked with feigned innocence.
Megan placed the tip of her finger at her bottom lip as she nodded. "Mmhmm."
"It has been a while," he growled hungrily. "I've been dying to get you out of your business suit."
"You'll get your chance tomorrow night," she promised, standing up. "Nell is staying at my place, so you can have me all night if you want. I even have a fun surprise for you."
"Is that so?" Steven questioned.
"Yes," Megan confirmed, glancing over her shoulder to make sure they were alone.
The tall, raven-haired goddess smirked as she reached up her skirt and slid her white panties down her legs. Megan loved the shocked look on Steven's face as she stepped out of her underwear and placed it on his desk. "I'm not waiting until tomorrow. Close the blinds during lunch, I'll stop by this afternoon."
"Yes, ma'am," Steven husked.
"Smart boy," Megan ran her fingers through his hair before blowing him a kiss and turning to leave the room.
Steven leaned forward as he watched Megan's ass while she sashayed out of his office. Letting out a breath, he adjusted himself when he realized he was fully hard from the thought of holding on to those tight butt-cheeks while fucking Megan from behind. A small smile crossed his face when he realized he had that to look forward to later.
It wasn't easy for someone to be productive while fantasizing about their sexy boss, but Steven did his best. As much as he enjoyed spreadsheets and financial reports, the mental image of Megan Bauer choking on his dick was much more enticing. He broke a few formulas on the spreadsheet and had to spend twenty minutes fixing it before actually getting some work done.
Leslie was still preparing for maternity leave and had scheduled a virtual meeting with Steven. He teased her about working from her couch with her feet up and she countered with the reminder that he could have worked from home if he had chosen to. In response, Steven changed his background to make it look like he was working from a beach with palm trees in the background.
"Steven?" Alyssa knocked on his office door just before lunch. "Got a second?"
"Sure, come in," Steven waved her inside.
"I wanted to talk real quick about the upcoming acquisitions," the middle-aged financial analyst explained as she sat in the same chair Megan had been in earlier. "Our new CEO is quite ambitious."
"She really is," he agreed, nearly freezing when he realized Megan's underwear was still on his desk.
"I just hope we don't end up out of the job because she took too many risks trying to impress her father," Alyssa sighed. "We were just bought out, now she wants to take out loans to buy a bunch of small bookkeeping businesses."
"Megan won't risk the business like that," Steven insisted, glancing around to try and find something to place over the panties on his desk. There were downsides to being paperless. "She's got a good head on her shoulders."
"You're not exactly unbiased," she commented pointedly.
"I, ah, I don't know what you mean," he stammered pathetically, grateful that Alyssa at least didn't seem to notice the underwear.
"No need to lie; you suck at it," Alyssa laughed, placing her hand on the desk, uncomfortably close to Megan's underwear. "I'm not that old, I can see when two people have the hots for each other."
"She's our boss," Steven protested weakly, getting to his feet and walking over to his messenger bag for his water bottle. "And a billionaire."
"Megan has feelings for you," Alyssa insisted as Steven took a sip. "Although, I think you're better off with Jane."
"W-what?!" he coughed, nearly spitting out the water. The Gang of Eight all figured it out, but Alyssa was barely an acquaintance. "Y-you, ah, you know?"
"You didn't hide it as well as you thought," she smirked. "I think you and Jane are great together. She's pretty, she's sweet, and she doesn't come with all the high society baggage Megan does."
"You've never given out dating advice before," Steven commented as he tossed his bag on the desk, concealing Megan's panties.
"We've been working together for a while and I want to see you happy," Alyssa explained. "You should get married and have a few babies."
"Hopefully within a couple years," he chuckled, returning to his seat. "I don't think anything will happen with Jane, though. That's the past."
"We'll see," she shrugged, giving him a knowing smirk. "The way you two used to look at each other; let's just say it brought up old feelings. My husband appreciates it."
"Too much information, Alyssa," Steven chuckled. "But, I'm very happy for him. He's a lucky man."
"Oh, you have no idea just how lucky," Alyssa nodded. "That's not the point. I wanted you to know that this old lady is around if you ever need a sympathetic ear."
"You're not old, but I appreciate it. Thank you," he smiled. "Is this what you really wanted to talk about?"
"Nah, I just saw an opportunity and took it," she shrugged. "I really did come in here to talk about the acquisitions. We got a lot of good information from Autumn Lennox."
"Agreed. She knows a lot about acquisitions," Steven agreed. "Megan wants to set up another meeting with her since she's staying local."
"I did hear she bought The Brinkerhoff Royal, that old luxury hotel," Alyssa replied. "Although, Cold Spring isn't exactly local."
"It's more local than Boston," he laughed. "Autumn said she'd come by again to consult with us and she's open to virtual meetings. I think we have enough to go on for now. It won't be hard to get favorable loan terms and there are plenty of small bookkeeping and accounting businesses we can acquire."
"My main concern is making sure we keep an eye on cash flow and don't overextend ourselves," Alyssa continued. "Can I email you my analysis?"
"Sure, I'll take a look," Steven promised.
"Okay, now that that's settled, I wanna talk more about Autumn Lennox impulsively buying a hotel," she smirked. "I heard she met a guy. Love is in the air."
"How did you make this about my love life?" he rolled his eyes.
"I didn't mention you at all. Interesting," Alyssa smiled victoriously. "Are you admitting you've also got romance on the brain?"
"Megan and her father know the Brinkerhoff family," Steven mentioned, ignoring the question. He also left out that Megan dated a Brinkerhoff in high school. "She's, ah, she's going to a wedding in Fiji at the end of the month for a Brinkerhoff."
"A week you also have off. I'm not a complete idiot, Steven," she rolled her eyes. "Have fun, be safe. Use protection."
"You kind of acted like you didn't know, ah, when you mentioned Jane..." he trailed off nervously.
"Just be careful, Steven," Alyssa mentioned, standing up. "Rich people live in an entirely different world. I know you and Jane had some problems, but you two are great for each other. I'm not saying you should definitely be with her, but don't get lost in the glamour. I don't want to see you divorced and heartbroken. You're too sweet a guy."
"I'll be careful," Steven promised. "And I'll keep an eye out for your email."
"Good," she said, heading to the door before looking over his shoulder. "It's an unfortunate truth that the advice to simply follow your heart often leads to heartbreak."
Alyssa left him with those words, making Steven wonder what was going on in her head. Why did she suddenly care about his love life? They'd never really talked about it before? Alyssa was friendly with Jane, had the two women talked? He just shook his head and got back to work, it wasn't his concern and it also wasn't Alyssa's place to tell him who he should be dating.
Steven received Alyssa's email and went through her analysis. Sphinx was doing well, but Steven shared his coworker's concerns. Megan was throwing a big company party to thank everyone, which he approved of, but he also knew cash flow issues could destroy a business. He had meant what he said; Megan was brilliant, but everyone made mistakes. Steven was determined to give intelligent information to help her continue to make good decisions.
Camilla and Jane were working from home, so Sienna was the only woman in their lunch group. She immediately declared no food fights or fart jokes when she sat down with Noah, Steven, and Theo. Naturally, Theo and Noah took that as a challenge to behave as immaturely as possible. The redhead rolled her eyes and told Steven that the other two had swapped out her desk chair with one that wasn't adjustable so her feet wouldn't reach the floor.



Sienna pulled Steven aside after lunch, requesting his help to prank her boyfriend back. He sent a quick text to Megan to ask her to wait a bit before coming to his office. Then he and Sienna grabbed what they needed from the break room before setting everything up. Sienna hid outside Steven's office while he sent an email to Theo, requesting the bookkeeping manager's presence for a quick meeting.
"Hey Steve, what's u- argh!" Theo called out as he entered the office and sprung the trap. "Argh, what the fuck?!"
The redhead's laughter filled the office as she approached the door, recording on her phone as Theo stumbled inside. Steven sat in his chair with his folded hands on his desk while watching Theo struggle with the plastic wrap that had been taped across the door. Theo was completely tangled and it took him a few seconds to get most of it off.
"Good afternoon, Theo," Steven said calmly. "Sienna would like to advise you against trying to prank her again in the future."
"Dammit, what the hell?!" Theo grumbled, pulling pieces of torn plastic wrap off his body.
"Revenge, baby!" Sienna grinned proudly as she ended the recording.
"This looks productive," Logan suddenly said while leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed. "Is this what happens when Leslie isn't in the office?"
"Are you kidding?" Steven asked, looking over. "We planted a confetti bomb in her desk last Christmas."
"A few months ago, Camilla edited Leslie's autocorrect," Sienna added. "Every time Leslie typed 'Camilla' it would be changed to 'Camilla The Magnificent.' Took her a few emails to catch that one."
"This one was some sort of revenge prank?" Logan gestured at Theo as he removed the last of the plastic wrap.
"Yeah, he and Noah replaced my chair with one that wouldn't adjust. My feet wouldn't touch the floor," the redhead glared at her boyfriend. "Steven agreed to help."
"We shorties need to stick together," Steven nodded, looking at the tall English guy. "Sienna can stand on my shoulders if you two ever need to have a face-to-face conversation."
"A prank means you're officially part of the team," Theo explained, balling up the plastic wrap while Logan chuckled.
"I guess I don't work here yet," Logan smirked. "No one's tried anything."
"Give it time," Sienna advised.
"I'll do that," the English man laughed as he turned. "I've got a meeting to get to. Have fun cleaning up."
The three of them said goodbye to Logan before cleaning up the mess. Theo had already taken care of most of the plastic wrap, so Sienna and Steven got the tape off the door frame. Sienna giggled as she pecked Theo's lips and declared she would always win a prank war. The jovial guy told her to watch her back.
"Maybe we should make Logan feel like he's one of us now," Steven mused as he tossed the last of the tape in the trash.
"Why?" Theo frowned.
"To be nice?" Sienna swatted him on the arm. "You're not still upset that all the ladies at the office drool over him, are you?"
"No, but Noah is," Theo shrugged, opening his mouth again before quickly shutting it.
"Good job stopping yourself from saying 'bros before hos,'" the petite woman rolled her eyes.
"I don't know what you're talking about," Theo insisted. "I put Noah ahead of Logan. Neither is a ho!"
"Eh, Noah's kind of a ho," Steven reasoned, making Sienna giggle. "I just think we should prank him."
"After what just happened? He'll see it coming," Theo argued.
"Camilla should prank him," Sienna interjected. "She's still weak in the knees for that guy. She loves his accent."
"So, now we're helping tall, handsome guy get laid?" Theo questioned incredulously. "He's into Jane, anyway."
"Yeah, but Jane shot him down, remember?" the redhead crossed her arms. "And stop being jealous. I'd choose you over him any day."
"Really?" Theo grinned.
"She's not into guys like that," Steven spoke up teasingly. "You know, muscular, great cheekbones, nice hair, charming. She'd prefer guys like you."
"Maybe you should fuck him," Theo grumbled. "Asshole."
"Children," Sienna admonished before turning to Theo. "Do you still have that air horn in your desk?"
"Yes," Theo replied. "Why?"
"I'm gonna have Camilla tape it under his chair," she explained. "He'll sit down and it'll go off."
"Yeah, and we're children," Steven chuckled.
"Hey, I'm just being a good wingwoman," Sienna reasoned. "His heart will be racing when he sees Camilla."
"Clever," Theo rolled his eyes, gesturing to his girlfriend. "C'mon, let's go get it."
Sienna and Theo said goodbye to Steven before leaving to help Camilla prepare the prank for when Logan returned to his office after his meeting. Steven returned to work, attempting to finish a couple of side-projects he had been putting off. He did manage to finish one of them, but a horny CEO was distracting him from the second.
Megan was not used to having to wait, so she was getting her revenge by teasing Steven. She kept sending him dirty texts about how she wanted to suck his dick and swallow all his cum. During a virtual meeting with Autumn Lennox, Megan put her phone up her skirt and sent Steven a picture of her naked pussy. He responded with an image of his bulge, and Megan replied that she couldn't wait to see him. By "him," she meant Steven's penis, not Steven himself.
Since Megan was making him wait, Steven could only adjust himself and type on his keyboard between replying to dirty texts. The two ended up in a competition, seeing who would cave first. It was nearly 4:00PM when Megan gave in to her lust and made her way to Steven's office.
"Hey, sexy man," Megan purred, closing the door and resting her back against the wood. Her hair was still in the half-halo braid and she looked incredibly sexy in her dark gray business skirt and blazer. "I'm glad you remembered to close the blinds."
"Me, too," Steven chuckled, his eyes trailing over Megan's tall, slim body. "Alyssa came in to talk with me and almost saw your underwear on my desk. I'm not making that mistake again."
"Oh no!" the heiress giggled, placing a hand over her mouth. "Good thing you didn't get caught. You'd be known as the office pantie-thief!"
"I'm surprised you're not more worried about someone finding out you're going commando at work," he replied with a smirk. "You wouldn't want anyone to get a look beneath the cold, indifferent mask you wear."
"No proof those undies are mine," Megan reasoned with a shrug as she locked the door. "It's not like I have a name label on them. A dirty guy like you? They could be from any woman in this office."
"I am a polite, respectful man," Steven laughed. "Although, I'm a bit surprised you don't have your name on your underwear. You rich people do stuff like that."
"I don't have monogrammed panties," she rolled her eyes as she sashayed over to the desk and ran her fingers over it. "From the way you're talking, I'm getting the impression you don't wanna do something very impolite with me."
"That is not what I said at all," he whispered. "I'm still hard from your texts. And that picture? Wow."
"How about a closer look?" Megan suggested, hopping up on his desk and hiking her skirt up. A seductive smile crossed her lips as she spread her legs, showing him her pink center. With her naked ass on the edge of the desk, Megan ran two fingers along her slit. "Come have a taste?"
Steven leaped out of his chair, his eagerness sending it rolling back several feet. Kneeling on the hard floor, he gripped Megan's thighs as he leaned in and started kissing the soft skin of her inner thighs. Glancing up at the heiress, he gave her a quick smile before burying his face in her wet cunt.
"Oh, Steve!" Megan gasped, reaching down to hold his head to her crotch.
"Mm, mm," he moaned in response as he pushed his tongue between her folds. "Mm."
Megan tried to keep a hand on his head, but the amazing feelings Steven's mouth and tongue were causing made it hard to balance. The wooden desk was cold against her ass as she reached back to try and keep from falling. Her hands shoved away everything; knocking over the picture frame on his desk and sending the pens in his holder scattering across the desk.
Tossing her head back, Megan's mouth opened wide as her breathing came out in gasping grunts. Her perfectly-manicured nails dug into the soft wood of the desk as her right leg kicked out. The lips on her clit were causing the little nub to send tiny electric shocks that she could feel throughout her entire body, down to the tips of her fingers and toes.
"You're gonna make me- ah! Ah!" Megan shuddered, trying to keep her voice down as she reached orgasm while Steven flicked her clit with his tongue. "Ah, I'm cumming! Oh, oh God, your dick! I need your dick! I need it now!"
Getting to his feet, Steven immediately unbuckled his belt and opened his pants. To his surprise, Megan got off the desk and shoved her tongue in his mouth. Steven's pants slid down slightly as Megan led them over to his chair and pushed him down onto it. Dropping to her knees, Megan pulled Steven's pants and boxers down to his knees before taking him between her lips.
"Oh, fuck!" Steven hissed, placing his hands on Megan's head.
Soft moaning and sucking noises escaped Megan's lips as she bobbed her head in Steven's lap. She took him deep, gagging slightly on his hardness and making him gasp. He briefly reached down to squeeze her tits from outside her top before returning his hands to her head. Megan's tongue worked its magic, bathing his shaft in saliva as she spent several minutes giving him a relaxing blowjob.
Steven's head was tossed back, his eyes closed as he enjoyed Megan's mouth. He looked up in surprise when she suddenly stopped sucking. Megan's blue-gray eyes looked up at him as she jacked him off, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. She gave the tip of his dick a quick kiss before getting to her feet.
"Fuck me!" she ordered, turning to face his desk and bending forward to place her hands on it. "Fuck me now!"
"With pleasure," he growled eagerly.
Getting to his feet, Steven shuffled over toward Megan with his pants and underwear around his ankles. He quickly lifted her skirt and bunched it up, exposing Megan's naked ass. Her raven hair cascaded down her back while some of it was held up in that braid around her head. Steven's palm impacted her butt-cheek, making her yelp and coo in pleasure. With a smirk, he stroked himself while getting in to position to enter her from behind.
"Problem?" Megan asked, looking back at him with a bemused smile. "Aim higher if you're looking to go in the backdoor."
"You're, ah, well, you're just, um..." Steven stammered. "You're really tall."
"Seriously?" she struggled not to laugh. "You can't reach my pussy? You've bent me over before!"
"You're in heels and you're barely bent over!" he reasoned, his face turning red. "I mean, you just leaned forward and put your hands on the desk..."
"Downside to being five-six?" Megan asked with a giggle.
"I'm five-seven!" Steven exclaimed. "And this is really killing the mood."
"You're the first person I could really laugh with during sex," she whispered seriously, still looking over her shoulder with her skirt up and hands on the desk. "I think that makes you the right person."
"I think so, too," he smiled happily, giving her a small nod of agreement.
"Do you want me to wait here like this while you go grab a step stool?" Megan's face split into a wide grin.
"Shut up," Steven mumbled. "Just spread your legs more."
"Ooooh, taking charge?" she asked, waggling her eyebrows. "I like it!"
"I'm gonna fuck you until you're drooling all over my desk and too weak to stand," he growled, grabbing a handful of her right butt-cheek.
Megan gave him a smoky grin before licking her lips and turning to face forward. She spread her legs further, lowering her body as she leaned forward and rested her elbows on the desk. Looking straight ahead, the heiress couldn't help but gasp when she once again felt the tip of Steven's manhood press against her steamy opening. With a better angle, he was able to push inside her pussy, making Megan moan as her tight tunnel clamped down on him.
Holding her hips, Steven began thrusting into her pussy as small grunts of exertion escaped his lips. He moved with a rhythmic precision that slowly built Megan's pleasure as she pushed back against him. Each thrust was long and deep, Steven's entire length burying itself inside her as his balls hit her clit.
Steven's fingertips glided along Megan's skin as he moved his hands so he could hold her butt-cheeks while continuing to fuck the heiress. Glancing down, he was able to see her puckered asshole and he could watch his dick push in and out of her. Megan's pink pussy lips were stretched around his thickness, caressing him as her vaginal walls rippled.
The powerful woman's breathing grew ragged as her fingers clawed at the desk. Her eyes rolled back and she gasped as she squeaked out a tiny orgasm, knowing that a bigger one was still approaching. Megan yelped when Steven quickly spanked her before taking her hip in one hand while reaching forward to grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head back.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" Megan grunted, her teeth bared as she looked straight ahead and her back arched due to Steven's grip on her hair. "Ungh! Ungh! Fuck! Me! Ungh!"
"Shh, not so loud!" Steven warned, glancing toward his office door in panic.
Megan made a quivering whining noise as she nodded, biting her lower lip to keep from crying out. Balancing on her elbows, Megan's hands reached forward as she desperately tried to find something to hold on to, her pleasure peaking as she groaned. Steven's steady thrusts, the tingling in her scalp from having her hair pulled, and the dirty thrill of being bent over a desk during work was all too much.
"Oh God, Steven! Steven!" Megan hissed as she bit her lip to try and keep her voice down. She squealed as her toes curled in her heels. "Fuck, I love your cock! Ah! I'm, ah! Ah! Ah! Cumming! Oh God, ah!"
It was a long, drawn-out orgasm; one that just kept going and drowning Megan in a sea of endless bliss. Her tight tunnel rippled, her vaginal walls caressing Steven's throbbing erection. His continued thrusting prolonged Megan's joy as she struggled to keep her legs from giving out.
"Close," Steven grunted, struggling to hold back his release as he tugged her hair and slammed himself balls-deep in her warmth. "I'm close!"
"Mouth!" Megan hissed back. "Ah, cum, um, ah, in my mouth."
Releasing her hair, Steven placed his hands on Megan's butt as he pulled himself out of her and took a step back. Megan spun around and dropped to her knees, reaching up to grasp his dick as she took his tip between her lips. Looking up at him, Megan moaned loudly as she sucked on the head while stroking the length. Within a couple seconds, Steven grunted as he filled Megan's mouth with warm semen.
"Don't swallow," Steven gasped, inspired by Megan being aroused by him taking charge. "Show me."
"Mm, mmhmm, mm," Megan smiled around his tip as she sucked out the last few drops before releasing his cock and gaping her mouth, showing off the pool of white cream.
"Swallow," he ordered firmly.
"Ah! All gone!" the sexy heiress declared after swallowing, showing off her empty mouth as proof. "Mm, I may just manage to turn you into a kinky guy yet."
"I have a lot to learn from you," Steven acknowledged with a smirk. "I'm looking to your cheerleader outfit surprise tomorrow."
"Steven!" Megan gasped, still holding his dick. "You figured it out?"
"It wasn't that hard," he laughed.
"Mm, well it will be very hard tomorrow," she waggled her eyebrows before kissing his tip and getting to her feet.
"Clever," Steven chuckled, hugging Megan and rubbing her back.
"What can I say? I'm a dirty girl," Megan declared, taking a step back as she adjusted her skirt. "How do I look?"
"Perfect," he whispered before looking at her awkwardly. "Y-you, ah, you didn't laugh with the other Steven?"
"During sex? Not really," she shrugged, looking at him in confusion. "He was pretty emotional since I was his first since he lost his wife. Uh, why do you ask?"
"I'm just not much like him," Steven shrugged, worrying he wasn't really Megan's type. "We both work with numbers, but I'm definitely not as aggressive in the bedroom."
"You both are happy to give a woman what she wants, to make sure she enjoys it," Megan argued, looking at him with a small smile. "No need to worry about Steven Thomson. He's Carter's father and he will always have a place in my heart for that. Just remember that it's you I'm bending over for, it's you I want to go to the wedding with. It's you I want to explore a future with."
"I'm one lucky guy," he grinned. "I'd take you over all those women Thomson has hanging over him."
"It's not nice to compare, but thanks!" she smirked. "And Steven isn't that bad. All those women pursued him; are you saying you'd turn down a sexy eighteen-year-old if she took her clothes off and demanded you stick it in?"
"Yes," Steven answered with complete sincerity. "I'd rather be with you."
"I think I'm the lucky one," Megan whispered, pecking his lips. "By the way, you can keep the panties."
The day was almost over, so Megan returned to her office while Steven got back to work. A few minutes before quitting time, Noah and Theo met Sienna in the lobby. Jane and Camilla were working from home, so the redhead was chatting with Hannah and Priya. Priya was ready to leave, but Hannah was still working the front desk.
"Good afternoon, ladies," Noah greeted warmly as Theo waved.
"Theo," Priya inclined her head before turning to Noah. "Dick wart."
"Ah Priya, it's always nice to talk to you," Noah declared. "But, please, don't confuse me with your past conquests."
"Whatever," Priya rolled her eyes.
"Aren't you two fun," Hannah observed with a giggle, her brown hair pulled back into a ponytail as she typed. The petite girl was the same height as Sienna, barely breaking five feet.
"They're always like that," Sienna commented as she hugged and kissed Theo. "We're just waiting for them to finally cave and hate-fuck."
"Ew!" Priya exclaimed, making a face and shaking her head. "He is NEVER touching me."
"Don't worry, I won't," Noah replied, a teasing smile on his face. "I'm only interested in women who genuinely want the Noah experience. Besides, I wouldn't want my manhood to burn off."
"I'm sure quite a few women would be happy if that happened," Priya countered. "It's called karma."
"Uh, can we go eat? I'm hungry," Theo mumbled.
"Sure, baby, let's go," Sienna laughed, taking Theo's hands. "Bye Priya, bye Hannah!"
The two girls said goodbye as Sienna and the two boys left. Noah blew Priya a kiss before leaving, earning him a middle finger. Sienna and Theo held hands as they made their way to the subway. The three of them stopped briefly to pick up some takeout and headed to Noah and Theo's apartment to eat.
Sienna sighed in relief when she could finally take her heels off. The guys removed their shoes and took the food into the living room to start a movie while they ate. The movie was a fun romantic comedy they could watch while eating greasy chicken wings, fries, and potato skins.
During the sex scene, Sienna playfully covered Theo's eyes so he wouldn't see the actress's bare breasts. Noah commented on how cute they were, a tight smile on his face as he hid his jealousy. Yeah, he was going to look for a girlfriend. A real relationship. The playfulness between those two was something he wanted. Surprisingly, he didn't think he'd miss hook-ups. Although, it would be a shame for Priya to have a higher opinion of him; he did enjoy annoying her.



Everyone would be working from home Friday to make it easier to get ready for the work party, so Sienna wasn't too worried about getting home early. The redhead snuggled up to Theo and watched the sports channel Noah put on after the movie. It wasn't long until Theo and Sienna were both bored, so they headed to Theo's room for some alone time. They were both surprised Noah didn't make any dirty comments.
The room was clean and organized; Theo put more effort in when he knew Sienna would be coming by frequently. The two of them sat on his bed, chatting about their day and their excitement for the party. Sienna was wearing dark blue jeans with a brown belt and a light blue button-down, while Theo had on slacks and a red collared shirt.
Theo was telling Sienna about a book he just finished when she stopped him mid-sentence by leaning over and nibbling his ear. He smiled in response, placing his hand on her thigh and squeezing. Her lips felt amazing as they ran down his neck, and her hand was soon at the back of his head, her fingers lightly caressing his scalp the way he liked.
"Did hearing about the return of the dragons get you going?" Theo chuckled. "You are The Red Dragon, after all."
"Shut up and kiss me," Sienna growled, quickly sitting in Theo's lap so she could hold his face in her hands and kiss him fiercely.
With a horny redhead in his lap, Theo happily returned the kiss as his hands grabbed her tight ass. Sienna moaned into his mouth as she pressed her breasts against his chest and started grinding. Theo was soon fully erect as he felt her crotch against him, and Sienna used the large bulge to stimulate herself. It wasn't long before she shuddered on top of him, gasping as she got herself off.
The young couple were soon lying in bed while kissing softly. Sienna was cooing happily as her fingers lightly trailed along his cheek. Her tongue darted out to playfully run along his before she switched to nibbling on his lip. There was fire in her eyes as she reached down and rubbed his bulge, making him gasp.
Theo pushed his hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy from outside her jeans. Sienna moaned into his mouth, squirming at his touch as she used her body language to beg for more. He could tell what she wanted and quickly reached to undo her belt. She helped him, opening her pants and unbuttoning her shirt. Theo slid a hand into her pants and underwear as Sienna lifted her boobs out of her bra.
Sienna rolled onto her back as Theo pushed two fingers into her wet hole. She gasped, her back arching and her auburn hair framing her face as Theo leaned in and slurped a nipple into his mouth. He slid her pants and underwear down, exposing her fiery bush as he continued fingering her.
"I love your boobs," Theo husked as he buried his face in her cleavage, his tongue licking the valley between her breasts. "They're amazing."
Letting out a breath, Sienna blew a strand of hair out of her face as she felt her pussy start to clamp down on Theo's fingers. His mouth felt so good on her tits, his lips slightly sucking on the pale flesh. It wasn't long before she cried out again, cumming hard on his fingers.
"Mm," she hummed happily as Theo pulled his fingers out. "So good."
"I'm glad," he smiled, kissing her forehead. "I like making you feel good."
"Your turn to feel good," Sienna purred, both hands reaching for his pants as she kissed him. "I know I promised you a titty-fuck, but I wanted to save that for tomorrow since it's a special occasion."
"I can't wait," Theo replied, palming a boob while she pulled his zipper down.
"Don't worry; you have something to enjoy right now," she purred against his lips as she extracted his erection. "You get to cum in my sexy mouth."
With that pronouncement, Sienna pushed Theo onto his back and scooted down the bed so she could lower her head into his lap. Theo gasped out her name when her warm mouth first closed around the top two inches of his dick. Breathing through her nose, Sienna lowered her head, taking more and more of him inside and bathing the shaft with her tongue.
Sienna's pants and underwear were still pulled down, giving Theo a nice view of her tight ass. He admired the freckles on her bum while her lips glided along his shaft, reaching out to squeeze one cheek. His hand then found its way beneath her body, grabbing one of her tits as the perfect teardrops dangled freely from her chest.
"Glug, glug, glug, gak!" Sienna gurgled as she blew her boyfriend. "Gak, glug, glug, hurk, gak!"
Theo let out a soft gasp as Sienna took his entire length between her lips. He leaned his head back, closing his eyes as he gave into the amazing feelings. Resting one hand on her head, he lightly guided her bobbing motions as Sienna brought him closer and closer to climax. He could feel his balls start to clench, preparing to release their contents as his free hand gripped the sheet.
"Gonna cum!" Theo hissed out in warning.
Sienna hummed loudly as she continued bobbing her head, her cheeks caving in from the strength of her sucking. Theo's hips bucked, burying an extra inch of cock in the redhead's throat as the first rope of cum went straight down to her stomach without her getting to taste it. She pulled her head back, moaning as she took a few more shots in the mouth. Her tongue swirled the semen around her mouth as she drew out every drop she could.
That was when the door burst open.
"Sienna, you need to see this!" Noah shouted urgently as he entered the room and froze. "Holy shit! Sorry, sorry!"
"Noah, what the fuck?!" Theo swore as Sienna's head shot up, causing the last burst of cum to hit her face.
"Ack!" Sienna coughed, causing cum to fall out of her mouth and run down her chin. A strand dangled from her chin as her hands moved; one covering her breasts as the other concealed her crotch. "Kuh! Kuh! Kuh!"
"Get out of here!" Theo yelled.
"Right, right!" Noah nodded, covering his eyes with his left hand while he held his phone in his right. "Sorry, but it's important and I didn't think, ah, shit..."
"Get out!" Sienna screeched.
"Come out when you can, it's really important," Noah mumbled, turning toward the door with his eyes still covered. He walked right into the door frame before finding his way out of the room.
"Are you okay?" Theo asked, turning toward Sienna.
"No, I'm choking on cum!" the redhead grumbled as she continued coughing. "Oh, and dick-for-brains out there saw my tits!"
"And, ah, your face..." he trailed off, pointing to the cum on her cheek and forehead.
"Was that a helpful thing to say?" Sienna snapped. "Get me some tissues, please."
Theo grabbed some tissues from the bed and handed them to Sienna so she could get the cum off her face. The two of them then fixed their clothes while Sienna muttered under her breath about Noah seeing her sucking dick with her boobs out. She had a small blush on her face as she let out a breath, both of them fully dressed.
"I guess we have to find out what was so damn important," Theo commented.
"Yeah, and I need something to drink," Sienna sighed. "My throat is dry and I have cum breath."
Noah was sitting at the kitchen table looking unusually subdued. He mumbled a quick apology while Sienna went through the fridge to get herself a sports drink. Handing one to Theo, the two of them sat beside each other at the table, across from Noah.
"Uh..." Noah mumbled.
"That never happened," Sienna stated firmly.
"Got it," Noah nodded.
"Now, what was so important?" Theo asked.
"Your phone kept going off," Noah winced.
"My phone?" she frowned. "It's in my purse in the living room."
"Right," Noah confirmed. "Someone called you, too. Then Theo. She also texted Camilla and Jane. Priya finally reached out to me."
"What is it? What's wrong?" Sienna asked, sitting up straight.
"I'm surprised Priya has your number," Theo commented.
"Not the point, but yeah, she does. It's a love-hate thing," Noah said with a smirk before wincing and correcting himself. "Well, more like a tolerate-hate thing; we enjoy our disdain for each other."
"Tell me what's wrong!" the redhead interjected. "I don't care about your weird relationship with Priya!"
"It's, ah, your ex, you know, Randall," Noah explained. "He made a bunch of psychotic posts on social media. Priya found out and told me. Something about people moving on too fast while others remembering what's real. Then another one about how he would find his way back. Oh, and one about how you can give someone everything and they still treat you like shit."
"Did he mention my name?" Sienna asked.
"No," Noah shook his head, handing over his phone. "His profile is public, so I can see it."
"You have him blocked, right?" Theo asked his girlfriend.
"Yes," Sienna nodded as she scrolled the posts. "Sounds like he's having a mental breakdown. He's ranting about me. Wow, one of his friends called me a cunt. Lovely."
"Sienna," Theo whispered, reaching out to rest his hand on her shoulder.
"Thanks for telling me," the petite woman sighed, handing the phone back to Noah. "I'm gonna get my phone and respond to Priya."
Theo and Noah watched each other awkwardly as Sienna ran to the living room. She returned a few seconds later with her purse and Theo's phone. Handing Theo his phone, Sienna sat back down and extracted hers so she could reply to Priya. Noah gestured toward Sienna, silently advising Theo to say something.
"Are you okay?" Theo questioned.
"I guess," Sienna sighed while replying to all her texts. "He'll get over me eventually."
"Maybe, um, maybe you should report him?" Theo suggested carefully.
"For what? Some angry posts?" she frowned. "He didn't even message me directly."
"Still, he sounds dangerous..." Theo reasoned.
"He really does, Sienna," Noah added.
"No!" Sienna snapped, gripping her phone tightly. "I mean, I'm sorry, thank you for caring, it's just... no. He'll get over it. I'll ignore him and he'll get over it."
"That hasn't worked so far," Theo pointed out.
"Stop," she growled. "Just stop."
"Okay, I'm sorry," Theo winced, not wanting to upset her further.
They talked for a few more minutes, but it was obvious that Sienna wanted to get home. Fortunately, she didn't argue with Theo when he insisted on escorting her. He could tell she was scared and she was tightly holding his hand the entire subway ride back to her place. She gave him a quick kiss goodbye before heading inside to talk with her parents about what happened.
"Welcome back," Noah said when Theo returned.
"Thanks," Theo replied. "Uh, maybe knock next time you have news?"
"Yeah, I'll remember that," Noah winced. "I'm sorry. I was worried. We both can be wise-asses, it was never just you. You're doing better and I'm, I'm not gonna use women for sex like I used to. What I'm trying to say is, I love Sienna. Not romantically, the way I love all the girls. If, ah, if Randall ever comes near her, not only will I help you kill him, I'll get rid of the body."
"Thanks, Noah," Theo said.
"I'm going to bed before this gets any more emotional or mushy or whatever," Noah quickly said. "I am so getting drunk at the party tomorrow."
"G'night," Theo laughed.
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~Sunday August 10, 2025~
It was just after 3:00AM, but I was wide awake as I stood in a dorm room on the second floor of the Oakwood Commons dormitory. The dorm was located at California State University Ashwood, one of twenty-four campuses that made up California State University. Ashwood was a small city just south of Los Angeles County, but CSUA was a prestigious school with a strong academic program and division one sports teams.
The usual quiet of the hour was broken by the chattering of numerous voices coming from the hall and the various people moving around the small dorm room. It was a standard two-person dorm room, with a bed, desk, bedside table, and dresser for each person. There was also a small refrigerator and, more unusual, a bathroom for the two girls rather than a communal one on the floor. The space smelled faintly of disinfectant and cheap perfume.
Students had just moved into the dorms Saturday morning, but the room I was standing in was already well-organized. Clothes were already put away and the desks were neatly set-up, with books and a laptop on each one. The far bed was fully made and had obviously not been slept in.
"Body temperature's about eighty-six, rigor's mild in the upper limbs, fixed lividity on the back," the medical examiner, Doctor Lillian Marchand commented as she knelt beside the other bed to inspect the body of a young woman. "I'd place time of death between ten-thirty and eleven last night."
"Another fucking overdose," Detective Adam Nielsen, my partner, grunted. His arms were crossed as he surveyed the sealed crime scene.
"It looks that way, yes," Doctor Marchand replied as she examined the woman's vacant eyes. "Given the syringe residue and lack of any obvious trauma, the working cause of death is acute opioid intoxication; likely heroin laced with fentanyl, resulting in severe respiratory depression."
"The roommate found her?" I asked, glancing toward the door.
"Yep. Lila Cox. Nineteen. Psych major," Adam answered, flipping through his notes. "Came back from a party around two and walked right into this. Hell of a welcome week."
Taylor Kephart was laying on her back, head turned slightly to one side and one arm dangling off the bed. Her short brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she was wearing a pair of pajama pants and a white camisole. Vacant, bloodshot eyes stared unseeing into the distance and I could see that her lips and fingertips had a slightly bluish tint. There was a small amount of frothy fluid around her nose and mouth, running down her cheek to stain the floral comforter.
The paramedics and campus security had been first on scene, finding the roommate crying hysterically and Taylor unresponsive in bed. By the time they arrived, lividity was already fixed, so they pronounced her at the scene. Campus security secured the dorm room until we arrived to determine exactly what happened.
It certainly did look like an accidental overdose; no obvious signs of forced entry or a struggle and drug paraphernalia on the bedside table. A used syringe with a fully depressed plunger was on the bedside table, beside a scorched teaspoon and a cracked plastic lighter. On the far side of the desk lamp was a small baggie with a dusting of white powder, likely heroin. A water bottle, a paperback book, and the victim's phone rounded out the scene. A textbook overdose scene.
Police and forensic techs moved carefully through the room, cameras flashing and yellow evidence markers being placed. Folding my arms, I let out a slow breath as I looked at the poor young lady; gone before she had time to find her place in the world. Taylor was only nineteen, a sophomore at CSUA.
"One clean puncture on the right arm, inside the elbow," Doctor Marchand said as she slowly got to her feet. She sighed as she looked down at Taylor's body, then turned toward me. "She got the vein right away, no rashes or irritation. Most new users fumble, but I can't find any old injection sites on her arms."
"Maybe she tried pills and moved up to intravenous stuff," Adam reasoned while jotting in his notepad. "She could have a diabetic grandmother or something? That's how she knew how to handle a needle."
"Did you check anywhere else for needle marks?" I asked the doctor. "Inner thighs, between the toes?"
"Nothing between the toes, I'll check her inner thighs once she's on my table," Lillian answered, removing her latex gloves and running her fingers through her gray hair. "Not sure why she'd suddenly switch to her arm if she had been using elsewhere, but we'll see."
Officer Javier Gomez ran over to us before I could reply, an evidence bag in his hand. "Detectives? Sorry to interrupt, but we found something in the bathroom trash."
"Painkillers. Strong ones, too," Adam whistled as he inspected the bottle through the clear evidence bag. "Prescribed to her, and it's empty. Taylor ran out of pills and wanted another high. Mystery solved."
"He might be right," Doctor Marchand acknowledged with a sad nod. "You two know how fast someone can get addicted to painkillers. Such a shame."
I leaned closer to read the label through the plastic. "Why were they prescribed?"
"It doesn't say, it just says to take them 'as needed for pain management.'" Adam replied. "Maybe ask the roommate while I finish up in here?"
"Alright, I'll see what the roommate knows," I nodded, turning to head out into the hall.
The narrow hallway was crowded with campus security, police officers, and forensic technicians working to process the scene and talk to any potential witnesses. Female students in pajama pants and hoodies whispered to one another, while a few others looked dazed and anxious as they stood in their party clothes. The only male student in sight stood half-dressed in a doorway with a girl wearing what was probably his t-shirt. They were talking to campus security and looked like the two of them had been interrupted mid-hookup.
Officer Renee Callahan was speaking with a short Latina who was likely the resident assistant. Renee still looked pale, which made sense since she was barely older than Taylor. Officer Callahan had recently been assigned to the seventeenth division and was eager to prove herself. I was the only female detective, so she naturally gravitated toward me. Our lieutenant was also a woman, but I was the only female to work active cases before Renee showed up.
Near the stairwell, Lila Cox sat wrapped in a university blanket, her green eyes swollen and glassy. Her raven hair was disheveled, framing her face as she looked around fearfully. The blanket covered most of her body, but I could tell she was wearing jeans. Under the harsh fluorescent lights, Lila barely looked twelve.
I sat beside her on the bench. "Lila, I'm Detective Sarah McLorn. I know this is hard, but I need to ask you a few questions."
"She was fine when I left!" Lila said shakily, her fingers twisting the edge of the blanket. "I asked if Taylor wanted to go to the party, but she said she was gonna read. She never went to parties so I didn't think anything was wrong. When I came back, s-she was like that. The door wasn't even locked. S-she was just laying there and w-wouldn't move when I called her. I screamed! I couldn't breathe, I, I, I..."
"Lila? Lila! Breathe, you need to relax, okay?" I asked, my voice firm as her lower lip trembled. "I know this is tough, let's just take it one thing at a time, okay?"
"O-okay," Lila swallowed weakly. "Okay."
"You mentioned Taylor never goes to parties, but you two just moved in," I probed gently. "Did you know each other before?"
"W-we were roommates last year, too," Lila explained. "We got along well, so we asked to stick together. I was the social one, she was the quiet one."
"So you went to the party by yourself?" I wondered, sitting close enough to comfort her, but not close enough to make her uncomfortable.
"Y-yes, it was a frat party," Lila whispered, her voice barely audible. "I shouldn't have gone, I should have stayed with her, but I had been stuck with my parents all summer. They treat me like I'm still in middle school and I, I just wanted to be an adult and party. I wanted to enjoy myself." the poor girl sniffled, tears running down her cheeks. "I should have stayed in."
"You couldn't have known this would happen," I insisted firmly. "What can you tell me about Taylor?"
"Taylor was so smart. Like, freakish smart. Perfect GPA, Valedictorian at her high school," Lila swallowed weakly, looking down at her hands. "She would even help me in classes she wasn't in, making sure I got the math and science I had to take for general requirements. She was majoring in data science and applied statistics. I never did figure out exactly what that meant."
"She sounds like a genius," I commented, smiling softly.
"She was," Lila agreed. "Taylor was a member of the school's honor society, Sigma Epsilon Phi. Oh, and she worked part-time at the data center. She even worked remotely over the summer."
"What did she do at the data center?" I inquired, making sure to keep my voice calm and controlled.
"Something about the accounts for student clubs, fraternities, sororities," Lila shrugged. "I don't really understand it; I'm a psychology major."
"Right, I heard that," I nodded slowly. "You two must have been very close."
"We were," Lila sighed sadly. "I'm the wild party girl, the cheerleader. She was the quiet one, the wallflower who was always overlooked."
"She didn't have a lot of friends?" I inquired.
"A couple," Lila shrugged. "She was friendly with a couple of people from the honor society and the data center. Klarissa loved that Taylor never caused any trouble."
"Klarissa?" I probed.
"Our RA last year," Lila explained. "This year, too."
"Do you know if she was having trouble with anyone?" I asked quietly. "Or if she was really stressed about something? Something that might make her, ah, feel the need to relax?"
"Everyone loved her," Lila mumbled sadly. "And the semester just started so what would she even be stressed about?"
"I don't know, I'm just trying to figure out what happened," I answered as a forensic tech walked by us.
"Taylor doesn't do drugs!" Lila insisted, lifting her head to glare at me intently. "She would never, ever! She's never even had a sip of alcohol. She's the nicest, sweetest, most innocent girl. Was... was, not is. S-she's gone. She's gone. I was out getting laid while my friend was dying all alone!"
"I'm sorry, I know how hard this is," I said, rubbing Lila's back as she cried. I gave her a minute to calm down before speaking again. "Do you know if Taylor was seeing anyone?"
"No, she barely dated," Lila shook her head. "We did talk about a lot of stuff. Remember when I said she was innocent? She was really, REALLY innocent."
"Oh," I replied, my eyes widening in understanding. "Got it, thank you."
"She was so easy to embarrass," Lila added, her eyes staring off in the distance.
"Is that so?" I asked, continuing the conversation.
"You should have seen how red her face was the first time she walked on me and, um, a friend," Lila smiled at the memory. "I was the one naked and I thought she was gonna die from embarrassment."
"Sounds embarrassing for all involved," I observed. "So, no boyfriend. Could any of her friends stopped by tonight?"
"I guess," Lila shrugged. "Taylor didn't mention anyone coming over."
"We also found a bottle of painkillers," I continued in a light, friendly voice, "do you know anything about that?"
"She told me," Lila confirmed immediately. "Last week she had something with her tooth. I think it cracked down the middle or something. The dentist prescribed a few pills after fixing it."
"That makes sense, thank you," I whispered, noticing how overtired the poor girl looked. "Listen, I should let you get some rest. Do you have a place you can stay?"
"Klarissa found me a room down the hall," Lila answered. "I don't know how I'll be able to sleep."
"I know, but you should at least lay in bed and rest," I responded as I took out one of my cards. "I'm gonna give you my card, okay? We'll talk again soon. Call me if you think of anything. I don't care what time it is."
"O-okay," Lila mumbled, accepting my card.
Getting to my feet, I instructed an officer to bring Lila something to drink before taking a quick peek in the dorm room. My partner was still working with forensics to process the scene, so I decided I should talk to the RA. Officer Callahan was still talking with Klarissa, but it seemed like Renee was mainly focusing on keeping her calm. I told Renee to help out Adam while I spoke with Klarissa.
"Aguila?" I frowned when I learned Klarissa's last name. "I know that name."
"You helped my baby sister, Kelsey. After she was assaulted at that party," Klarissa sighed. "Thank you for arresting those monsters."
"I was just doing my job," I replied professionally. "How is Kelsey?"
"Still working through things in therapy," Klarissa answered. "A lot of anxiety, lots of nightmares. She's hoping they set a trial date soon so she can put all this behind her."
"It can take a long time to get a trial date, unfortunately," I told her.
"Yeah, I noticed," Klarissa rolled her eyes. "She's starting classes here, but she's gonna live at home."
"Avoiding the stress of the dorms makes sense," I leaned a shoulder against the wall, watching her shift her weight from foot to foot nervously. "Speaking of dorms, this one is coed?"
"Yes, with alternating floors," Klarissa answered. "First floor is guys, second is girls, third is guys, and so on."
"I did notice at least one guy," I commented while jotting in my notepad.
"We can have guests," Klarissa explained, fidgeting slightly as she tried to think of more to tell me. "Everyone has to use their student ID to get into the building, but people often hold doors open for each other. Guests have to sign in at the front desk and, uh, oh! It's a dry building; no alcohol. I hope that helps?"
"It does, thank you," I nodded slowly. "What can you tell me about Taylor?"
"Nice girl. She was quiet, stayed out of trouble," Klarissa said quickly, suddenly looking nervous. "Really smart, not much of a party girl at all, unlike Lila. Those two definitely proved opposites can get along. I was their RA last year, too."
"Did you notice anything unusual tonight?" I inquired, noticing how much the girl was fidgeting.
"Like what? I mean, it looked like an overdose," Klarissa replied quickly, her eyes darting toward the room. "It was a normal day. Everyone moved in and there were no problems. I was too tired to party so I just went to sleep. I woke up when Lila screamed."
"Okay, thank you," I replied, knowing it wasn't the time to push. I'd find out what she was holding back later. "I'm gonna give you my card, please call me if you think of anything else."
"I will, thank you," Klarissa responded. "Thank you."
"Did you give Officer Callahan your contact information?" I inquired gently.
"Y-yes," Klarissa answered. "Yes, I did."
"Okay, we'll be in touch," I told her. "We're here to help and I just want to find out what happened to Taylor."
"I know, thank you," Klarissa smiled.
"Try and get some rest," I told her. "It's been a long night."
After my chat with Klarissa, I checked in with Renee. The scene was still being processed and officers were gathering statements. Quite a few people had been out at the time of Taylor's death, and there were still students who were away. The one guy on the floor was occupied with a perky brunette at the time of death, so we didn't think anyone was immediately suspicious.
Everything was pointing to a simple overdose. We'd had more than a few overdoses lately. With all the gang activity in Ashwood, it wasn't surprising. Still, this case felt off. I'd seen plenty of good kids fall into the drug trap, but something about Taylor didn't seem quite right. I had no real reason, just a gut feeling.
The case would stay open until we got answers. Lillian would handle the autopsy and send samples to toxicology. The lab would analyze the leftover powder as well and determine if it really was laced with fentanyl. Our technician, Devon Yi would check the security camera footage back at the precinct, and Javier already had the sign-in logs bagged and tagged.
Glancing down the hall, I froze when I realized I recognized two of the young women standing in a doorway. The first, Ashley Bartlett was the type who turned heads; tall and blonde with blue eyes and the confidence to know she was gorgeous. Standing beside her, Marcia Moore was petite with raven hair and brown eyes. Both girls were dressed in pajamas.
"Hi, Sarah," Ashley mumbled as I approached, the usually-outgoing girl sounding subdued.
"Ashley, Marcia," I greeted them both while gesturing behind me to the crime scene. "Not exactly the welcome week you were hoping for."
"No, definitely not," Ashley shook her head while the quiet Marcia looked on.
"Did you see anything?" I asked, remembering to do my job even if these girls were acquaintances.
"No," Ashley shook her head. "We woke up when Lila screamed and everyone started running. We've just been hanging back since then."
"Did you know Taylor?" I questioned gently.
"Not really," Ashley answered. "We met her earlier when we moved in. She seemed nice."
"She talked to me for a little while," Marcia added quietly. "Taylor said I should join the school's honor society."
"You should, you'd do well there," I said encouragingly before addressing the blonde. "Taylor didn't try recruiting you, huh?"
"Nah, she could tell I plan to party," Ashley smiled slightly. "I'm hoping to find a fun sorority to join. I'll be the sorority girl, Marcia can be the brains, and Kayla is the cheerleader."
"What about Hazel and Lexi?" I wondered, referring to the other two girls in their group.


"Hazel's pregnant and moody," Ashley replied with a shrug. "Lexi's... well, Lexi."
"Oh, stop," Marcia admonished, swatting Ashley on the arm. "We're still trying to find something for Hazel to do to keep busy since she's taking the semester off. Lexi needs to find her own activities, but at least she already has her major picked out. We're still undeclared."
"There's no rush, you're only freshman," I reminded them. "You have plenty of time to figure things out."
"Oh!" Ashley exclaimed, clapping her hands together. "Did you hear about Kayla? She picked her major; criminal justice."
"No, I didn't know that!" I gasped. "I'll yell at that girl and her father later for not telling me."
"Yeah, she was inspired by, you know, everything that happened," Ashley winced, glancing down the hall.
"I understand," I nodded. "You girls have been through a lot. Stay safe, alright? I need to get back to work."
"Okay, we should go to bed," Marcia responded. "Not sure I'll be able to sleep."
"Goodnight, girls," I said. "We'll talk soon."
As I watched them head back into their dorm room, my thoughts drifted to Kayla Thomson. That she was majoring in criminal justice was an interesting development. She was such a nice girl with a big heart, but she had been through so much; assault, kidnapping, heartbreak. Kayla also lost her mother when she was young, so it was just her and her father for a long time.
There were a lot of things a person could do with a criminal justice degree, so maybe it was a good idea. Kayla could always change her mind later. She had a filthy rich father and didn't need to worry about her income. I knew Kayla didn't want to go into finance like her dad.
Steven Thomson. My sort-of friend-with-benefits. We didn't meet under the best of circumstances, but we quickly became friends. I'd always kept people at arm's length, never one for flirting or small talk. Steven, however, had a way of slipping past my guard and helping me explore sides of myself I didn't know existed.
Still, he wasn't my future. Steven would always be a good friend, but we weren't long-term. I didn't judge him for all his partners, after all, who could blame a guy for not turning down hot women who always wanted to drop their panties? That craziness just wasn't for me. I liked men; simple, straightforward, and less emotional. At least, that's what I told myself.
I had just turned twenty-nine a week ago and was starting to think about who I might marry, if I ever married. I didn't want kids, so there really wasn't a rush. Since I grew up in foster care, I didn't have a family to put expectations on me or pester me with questions and advice. Kids weren't for me, and maybe marriage wasn't either. Even close friendships were something new to me.
My first real friend in the police department was Detective Kenneth O'Hara. Ken trained me, he taught me to be a good cop, to genuinely care about people. To put others first. When I made detective, Ken became my partner. We worked well together; he was steady, honest, and protective. Then gang activity increased and Ken got promoted. Adam was my new partner. He was fine. Distant, maybe, but I could live with that. Distance, I understood.
Lillian came over to tell me they were getting ready to move the body, snapping me back to the present. I shouldn't have been thinking about any of that. My job was to find out what happened to Taylor. Even if she did die by her own hand, that didn't mean I would let it go. If Lillian was right, and it was another batch laced with fentanyl, I would keep digging. I just hoped I'd find something that would stick to that fucking gang.
The Crocs. We knew they were involved with prostitution, car theft, drugs, gambling. Despite that, we only managed to convict a few low-level members. The higher-ups stayed invisible, laundering money through shell businesses and campus fronts. There was one suspect, but we had nothing concrete. The drugs the gang sold were usually clean, but we did have a handful of fentanyl deaths. We didn't know for sure if Taylor was one of them, but Lillian's guesses were usually right.
By the time we finished at Oakwood Commons, the sun was already starting to rise over Ashwood. Campus security managed to convince the students to go back to bed, Taylor's parents had been notified and were already heading to the airport to fly in from San Francisco, and we had gathered all the evidence we could. The dorm was still a crime scene, but the preliminary work was done.
I drove to the precinct in silence, not even bothering to put the radio on as I stewed in my thoughts. The caffeine was long gone from my system and I knew a crash wasn't far off. Stifling a yawn, I got out of my car and headed into the building to fill out the incident report.
The media had found out about the overdose and was already asking questions, but Ken was handling them. Evidence had been logged with the clerk, Donna Shawz, and Devon Yi would be looking through the security footage once the college responded to our request and provided the files. All that was left was to brief my boss, who had just arrived.
Lieutenant Karen Douglas was a strong, confident woman in her early-fifties. A police veteran with over twenty-five years on the force, Karen refused to bow to political pressure. She had high expectations, but was fiercely loyal and protective of her team. Karen was about five-and-a-half-feet tall, just like me, but carried herself like someone who could stop a riot with little more than a stern expression.
Adam and I stood in her office to brief her on the Taylor Kephart death. My partner was six-feet tall with light brown hair and blue eyes. Despite his muscled frame, Karen was by far the more intimidating person. Her eyes went back-and-forth between us as we laid out the facts of the case.
Karen was sympathetic toward the victim, but she still wanted the case closed fast. My plan to go after the fentanyl probably wasn't happening. If we were able to confirm it was a simple overdose, Karen told us to close it. It wasn't our job to babysit the campus. We had enough on our plate with all the gang activity. Of course, I was convinced a huge amount of the gang activity was on the Ashwood campus.
"What do you think?" Adam asked as we stood outside the precinct. "Typical OD?"
"Maybe," I sighed as the morning breeze caressed my face. "The RA was holding something back. She was way too nervous and fidgety."
"Maybe she knew Taylor was addicted to the pills her dentist prescribed and feels bad for not speaking up?" Adam suggested.
"Possibly," I shrugged, unconvinced.
"I guess we'll find out," Adam yawned, raising his arms above his head as he stretched. "We'll have a busy afternoon, so I'm gonna go home and grab a few hours."
"Same," I nodded slowly. "The parents will be here, we need to see the footage and sign-in logs, and hopefully Lillian can do the autopsy tomorrow."
"Work later, sleep now," Adam grunted with a small smirk. "See you around, Sarah."
"Bye, Adam," I replied.
Ashwood was waking up, but all I wanted was to go to sleep and forget it existed.
My discarded clothing formed a trail to my bedroom; I was too tired to care. Standing in my bathroom in just a pair of panties, I splashed some water on my face and studied my reflection. Twenty-nine, but still with the kind of baby face that got me carded at bars. Light brown hair, big brown eyes. Far too young to have seen half the things I'd seen.
I padded toward my bed with a heavy heart and a tired body. Getting under the blanket, I reached out and grabbed Little Stevie, the light blue teddy bear Steven won for me at an amusement park. Holding the stuffed bear to my chest, I replied to a few text messages. Steven and Kayla had both texted me, and I assured them Marcia and Ashley seemed fine. Normal messages and normal people. A world I didn't belong to, not really. Setting my phone down, I got comfortable and fell asleep in seconds.
Detectives were always on call, so I had learned to treasure sleep and free time whenever I was lucky enough to get either. I woke up just before noon and did a quick workout before taking a long, hot shower. Since I didn't have to rush out of the apartment in the middle of the night, I was able to dress in my usual work attire. Dark slacks and a light-blue blouse. A dark jacket concealed my gun, badge, portable radio, and handcuffs.
By 1:00PM, Adam and I were back at our desks going through the dorm's sign-in sheets while eating lunch. Neither of us had slept enough, but the coffee was almost strong enough to make up for it.
"Cleared," Adam declared, ending the call and placing a check next to a name on the dorm's paper sign-in sheet as he sat across from me at my desk. "The boyfriend confirmed she stayed with him on the first floor all night. Almost all the visitors were at the dorm for a hook-up. Damn, college kids have a lot of fun."
"Jealous?" I smirked before taking a bite of my salad.
"Huh," Adam looked at me with surprise. "We've been partners for a couple of months and that might be the first time you teased me. Have I finally earned your trust?"
I took my time chewing and swallowing my food before responding. "You think I don't trust you?"
"I'm just saying I don't know anything about you," he said, picking up his sandwich. "I've got to trust you to watch out for my sorry ass, you could at least confirm you're not a robot."
"Hey, you have the detached-cop thing down, too," I pointed out, earning me a reluctant nod as Adam chewed his food. "Fine. What do you wanna know?'
"What's your story?" Adam eventually asked. "How'd you end up a cop?"
"I was given up the day I was born and bounced around foster homes growing up," I answered slowly. "I worked as a cashier in high school until I aged out of foster care. Got a slightly-better job as a waitress while getting a two-year degree. Then I took the police exam when I turned twenty. Here I am at twenty-nine."
"Oh, you're older than me, interesting," he commented. "I'll be twenty-nine in December."
"My birthday was last Saturday, the second," I admitted.
"Happy belated," Adam inclined his head. "Do anything fun?"
"Not really," I shook my head. "Met a couple of friends, and I don't have any family. Just another day, really."
"That's a little depressing," he winced.
"Eh," I shrugged, not in the mood to talk about it. "Your turn."
Adam took a sip of his sports drink and smacked his lips. "Family full of cops and military lifers. I joined the marines out of high school and took the police exam after my tour."
"Military guy? That explains the buzz cut," I teased before taking a few quick sips of water. "And why you're always clean-shaven, no matter what time we're called in."
"My bed is always perfectly made, too. You can bounce a quarter off the sheets, you should see it," he chuckled before wincing as he realized what he said. "I mean, ah, I wasn't suggesting... shit, that sounded better in my head. Sorry."
"I don't do cops, sorry," I snorted, noticing the guilty expression on his face. "Seriously, it's fine, forget it."
"Okay, moving on," Adam said, popping a potato chip in his mouth and slowly chewing it before swallowing. "What do you do when you're not working?"
"Uh, pass out from exhaustion?" I offered, making us both laugh. "Other than that, I'm boring. I'll read or watch some TV, that's about it. Seriously, I work and work out. That's about it."
"You sound fun at parties," he joked, taking another sip of his drink. "That's how you relax after a tough day? Read?"
"Or take a bubble bath," I admitted. "Of course, I tend to always get called in when I'm getting comfortable; nothing like running around covered in suds."
I wasn't much of a flirt; in fact, I usually maintained strict professionalism with everyone at work. I was very modest with my body, rarely even showing any cleavage. I absolutely did not get romantically involved with anyone from the office. Still, after the day I'd had so far, I couldn't resist putting the image in his head.
"Try not to slip," Adam advised, holding up his sports drink in my direction.
"I'll do my best," I replied with a small smile. "Again; your turn."
"Let's see, I'm Adam Nielsen. I'm a Sagittarius," he answered with a mischievous smirk. "I enjoy outdoor activities like hunting, fishing, kayaking. I like long walks on the beach and women of questionable morals."
"They'd need questionable morals to go for you," I snorted.
"Exactly," Adam responded with mock pride. "I know my demographic."
The two of us continued chatting as we ate our lunch and made calls. It would take a bit of time to talk to everyone who had signed in at the dorm's front desk. Lillian was doing a preliminary autopsy and toxicology report before Taylor's parents arrived. They wanted to see their daughter before the full autopsy, and while Lillian was going to rush the GC-MS, it would still take at least a couple of days.
Forensics worked shockingly fast and confirmed that there were only Taylor's fingerprints on the drug paraphernalia. Apparently Taylor was fingerprinted when she was hired by the school, so her prints were in the system. The tech did note that the prints weren't smudged at all, which was unusual, but not impossible. I had no reason to be so suspicious, but something just didn't feel right, so I tried to latch on to anything that might confirm my suspicions.
I was reviewing notes on my computer while Adam played on his phone as we waited for the medical examiner to call. We had already confirmed Taylor's employment with the school, and her parents were on their way. Loud footsteps drew my attention, but I didn't even look away from the monitor as a tall, thin guy in his twenties ran in holding a manila folder. Devon Yi rushed out of his office excitedly at least twice a day, so it wasn't enough to make anyone jump.
"Sarah, Sarah, Sarah!" Devon exclaimed as he skidded across the tile and came to a stop at my desk. He slammed the folder on my desk and rested both his hands on the surface. "You're not gonna believe this!"
"Believe what?" I asked, looking up at him with a bemused expression.
"So, I got all the logs for people who entered the building using their student ID. They don't log people leaving, since they can't exactly lock people in unless they scan out. Well, visitors have to sign out, but that's on the paper sheets you already have," Devon said, somehow without taking a single breath. "I also have a copy and the badge logs don't show anything new, but people hold doors open for each other all the time."
"Breathe, Devon, breathe," I smiled at him. "I think I got an ear cramp from all that and still haven't heard the unbelievable part."
"What is it you need to tell us?" Adam inquired patiently, looking up from his phone.
"The university got back to me about our request for all their surveillance footage," Devon answered with wide eyes. "They had a scheduled firmware update for all the cameras in the dorms. Footage cuts off at 9:00PM and comes back online just after midnight."
"Wait," I frowned, giving the technician my full attention. "You're saying there's conveniently no recordings of people coming in and out when someone overdosed?"
"Yes," Devon nodded quickly, handing me the manila folder. "Here's a printout of everyone who scanned their student IDs."
"It was scheduled maintenance," Adam told me as I flipped through the pages. "It's annoying, but we should still be able to close this as an OD. No signs of forced entry, no signs of a struggle."
"We'll still need to confirm the firmware update with the IT department directly," I said, making a note. "Just in case someone edited the log after the fact."
"Sure, sure," Adam nodded absentmindedly. "There's no way something like that happened; this was an accidental overdose."
"I know, I know," I sighed, looking at Devon. "Did you get anything off her phone or laptop?"
"They're still being processed for fingerprints," Devon answered. "We'll find out if she had a dealer. We know she used her laptop to log in to the data center so she could handle the systems for school-sanctioned activities. Might be something there."
"Taylor probably got the drugs at a party," Adam reasoned. "We know she was a smart girl; she knew better than to text a dealer."
Devon was more than willing to entertain my concerns that Taylor's death wasn't an accident. The conversation started professionally, but Devon's ideas grew more and more outlandish as we talked. Adam jumped in when the wild conspiracy theories came up, leading the two guys to pegging Taylor as a secret CIA operative. It wasn't the most respectful way to talk, but sometimes jokes were the only way to keep the job from driving a person insane.
Adam and I were able to return to a more professional conversation after Devon left to work on Taylor's laptop. The technician was correct; the logs of who used their student IDs to get in the dormitory were no help. We still had a procedure to follow, but it was looking like it really was an accidental overdose.
My partner had a point; there was nothing to suggest foul play. The camera blackout? Weird coincidence, it happened. Who would have even known that could have acted on the blackout? Sure, the roommate said Taylor didn't go to parties, but maybe she got drugs another way. One experiment at the end of the previous semester or she just loved how those painkillers made her feel and was upset when she ran out. Taylor needed a little stress relief at the start of the new semester. Simple. Tragic.
If the heroin was laced with fentanyl, well, that was an issue. Still, we were pursuing gang activities through multiple avenues. It would make the most sense to close Taylor's case and focus on more promising leads. We had no idea who Taylor's contact even was, so there was nothing to follow up on.
It was after 4:00PM when Lillian called me. She had preliminary results for us and Taylor's parents would be there soon to see their daughter. I walked over to my partner's desk and told him so that we could head over to the medical examiner's office together.
Taylor Kephart was far from my first dead body, but I still felt a stabbing pain in my heart as I looked down at her pale face. She lay on the metal exam table, her body covered by a light blue sheet that left her head and bare shoulders exposed. Her arms rested neatly on top of the fabric. With her eyes closed, Taylor almost looked asleep.
"What do you have for us?" Adam asked, looking at the medical examiner instead of Taylor.
"Preliminary toxicology came back positive for opioids," Lillian began, reading from a report in her hands. "I asked the lab for a fentanyl-specific screen as well. Clear indicators for heroin and fentanyl, pending quantitative confirmation. There were also trace levels consistent with prescription painkillers, possibly oxycodone or hydrocodone. Likely leftovers from her dental prescription."
"No surprises there," I nodded, my eyes never leaving Taylor's peaceful face. "Anything else?"
"I examined the body and only found one clean puncture," Doctor Marchand said, pointing to the inside of Taylor's right elbow. "Nothing on her inner thighs or anywhere else."
"On her right arm," I frowned. "I already confirmed she's right-handed."
"Hm," Lillian pursed her lips. "Most users hold the needle in their dominant hand to inject on their non-dominant side. This is certainly possible, but it is awkward."
"Maybe it was just more convenient to do it that way because of the way she was laying," Adam shrugged, looking unconvinced of his own argument. "Anything else?"
"She has a bruise on her left shoulder, definitely recent," Lillian answered. "It's no more than a few hours old and I can't tell if it's from a fall or from being grabbed."


"Like someone attacked her?" I suggested.
"So, someone knew the cameras would be down, tricked her into letting them in, then staged an overdose?" Adam raised his eyebrows. "Seems a bit far-fetched."
"You can lose consciousness pretty quickly if oxygen to the brain is cut off," Lillian interjected.
"If this was planned, it was by someone pretty damn good," Adam grunted. "And why? She was a nice girl who never had any problems with anyone."
'That we know of," I argued before turning to the doctor. "Any signs of sexual assault?"
"None, and no evidence of recent or prior sexual activity or trauma," Lillian replied. "I'm not seeing enough to suggest foul play, but we'll wait for the full autopsy and toxicology report. Right now, I'm ruling it a probable overdose, pending confirmation."
There was a soft knock on the door before I could respond. An assistant poked his head in to address the doctor. "Doctor Marchand, the family's here."
It was time. One of the worst parts of the job. I could practically hear my heart beat as I took slow steps over to the next room. Taylor's parents were clinging to each other, tears streaming down their faces as Adam and I introduced ourselves and expressed our condolences for their loss.
When she was ready, Doctor Marchand knocked on the glass window separating the two rooms. I knocked back. The blinds went up as the Kepharts stood by the glass. The sheet completely covered Taylor's body, and Lillian walked over to remove it from Taylor's head, exposing her face to her parents.
My professionalism nearly cracked when Taylor's mother wailed and nearly collapsed. Her husband's knuckles went white where he held her shoulders, his own tears falling as he struggled to keep them both upright. I had to blink back tears of my own, wanting to say something, but knowing there was nothing I could ever do to make things right.
Taylor's parents eventually calmed down enough to answer a few questions. Their daughter was smart and happy; she loved school and was excited to get her degree. They both vehemently insisted their baby girl had never so much as had a sip of alcohol. There was no chance she was on drugs. However, they had no idea who might have wanted to hurt Taylor. The mother said Taylor seemed a little anxious recently, but it was likely just nerves about the new semester.
Was there something else bothering Taylor that no one in her life knew about?
My partner and I discussed the case while Lillian spoke with Taylor's parents. Adam was convinced that Taylor was a high-achieving girl who loved the way those painkillers made her feel. She kept her secret well and went to a party to score the heroin. Everything else could be explained away, with the RA likely having found out about the painkiller addiction earlier that day.
It was evening by the time we returned to the precinct. I got in my car and drove back to my apartment, changing into a pair of lounge pants and a t-shirt. Taking my bra off had felt nice, and a hot dinner made me feel slightly better. It wasn't enough. I felt hollow inside.
Taylor Kephart was so, so young; another life cut short. Was the gang to blame? Even if it was an accident, why had she gone down the drugs path? Was anyone safe? I worried about those girls: Kayla, Lexi, and the others. I felt all alone, and I wasn't handling it well. That was unusual for me, since I so often thrived in solitude.
I needed to feel something, to feel alive and lose myself in a moment that made everything alright. My idea briefly made me think that I was dishonoring Taylor, but I reasoned that she was gone. I was still alive. I would remind myself of that. I reached out and grabbed my phone off the coffee table in the living room.
Sarah: How are the girls?
Steven: A little shaken, but alright. How are you?
Sarah: This one hit me hard.
Steven: Do you want to talk about it?
Sarah: I don't need to talk. I need to feel alive.
Steven: How can I help?
Sarah: Come over and spend the night?
Steven: Oh, so this is a booty call? Lucky me! ;)
Sarah: If your other playmates can spare you, that is. :P
Steven: It's a work night, so it's just Lexi. Hazel's in a really bad mood tonight.
Sarah: Ah, so no threesomes?
Steven: Definitely not. Hazel's starting to show and she taught me some new swear words.
Steven: I'll ask Kayla to entertain Lexi and head on over.
Sarah: I'd appreciate it.
Steven: I'll bring a change of clothes and head to work from your place in the morning?
Sarah: That's fine, thank you.
Steven: Need me to pick anything up on the way?
Sarah: Nah, just bring your dick.
Steven: I never leave home without it! I'll be on my way in a couple minutes.
Sarah: Thank you. And, Steven?
Sarah: I really don't need to talk about my feelings. I need my insides rearranged.
Steven: I aim to please.
Rushing to the bathroom, I took a few minutes in front of the mirror to make sure I was presentable. A little perfume and some deodorant just in case. Fortunately, I had shaved when I showered earlier, so my legs, armpits, and pubic mound were smooth. I was ready to go.
It was practically unprecedented for me to invite a guy over. My usual move was to hook-up at their place so I could make my exit when we were finished. Wham, bam, thank you... sir? I didn't spend the night, I didn't date, I made sure we both got off and then I got out. I even dressed quickly, often shy with my body.
I had my fantasies, but they were best imagined in private while a vibrator let me live them out in my mind. Then a risky blowjob at an amusement park, and I found out that the thrill of possibly getting caught was incredibly hot. I didn't actually want to get caught, that would be horrifying, but the idea that I might? So good. Steven taught me I had fantasies of both exhibitionism and voyeurism.
Steven Thomson was incredibly handsome; six-feet tall and muscular with a chiseled jaw and a smile that drew you in. He kept himself clean-shaven and his brown hair cut short. I loved those green eyes, so warm and kind. If he wasn't already spoken for, and if he didn't stick it in every pussy in Ashwood, I might have considered an actual relationship. At least his girlfriends don't mind sharing, making him a great friend-with-benefits.
I pounced as soon as he stepped into my apartment, not even giving him a chance to fully shut the door. His bag hit the floor as he buried a hand in my hair while returning my passionate kiss. Pressing my body against him, I speared my tongue into his mouth as my lust grew. I was so wet, so horny.
Was blackout lust a thing? I didn't remember getting on my knees, but there was definitely a hard cock in my mouth. I could feel the shaft throbbing between my lips as I moaned, my head bobbing while I held his thighs tightly. The taste of his skin as my tongue pressed against the underside of his dick was making my pussy wet.
"Fuck, that feels good," Steven groaned, resting a hand on my head. "The door's still open, Sarah. Anyone could walk by and hear you. They'd look in and see you on your knees."
"Mm, mm, gak!" I moaned in pleasure, taking him as deep as I could; which sadly wasn't very deep. "Glug, glug, sluuuurp!"
Steven reached down and squeezed one of my small boobs from outside my shirt. Continuing to blow him, I quickly lifted my shirt up, baring my breasts and granting him full access to my chest. Then I grabbed his butt-cheeks and pulled him closer, coughing slightly as I held several inches of throbbing manhood in my mouth
A longing moan purred in my throat as I looked at the inches still sticking out from my protruding lips. Glancing back up at Steven, I resumed bobbing my head, determined to be satisfied with the amount of him that I could take. I'd have him all the way inside me soon enough.
It wasn't my intention to make him cum, I really just wanted to blow him for a bit. However, when he grunted out a warning, I went with it and sucked harder until he started shooting in my mouth. I could smell the musky aroma of semen as warm cum splashed off the roof of my mouth and filled my cheeks. My eyes started watering as my throat contracted, swallowing it all down into my stomach.
"Fuck, I want you," Steven growled, pulling me to my feet and pressing his lips to mine.
"I don't think I have a good spot for the thrill of getting caught," I giggled against his lips.
"Then perhaps you should show me your bedroom," he suggested, reaching behind his back to shut my front door.
"Right this way, sir," I breathed, my tits still hanging out as I took his hand.
We got naked as soon as we reached my bedroom, our lips locked as Steven's hands explored my body. I ran my fingers down his muscular chest as I playfully bit his lower lip. A surprised squeal escaped my lips when he grabbed me and tossed me on the bed before climbing up himself.
"Beautiful," he whispered as he took my nipple between his lips.
Steven spent several minutes kissing all over my body, making me shiver as my need for him grew. He kissed all over my flat stomach, seemingly impressed with my abs. Unable to wait any longer, I placed my hands on his heads and pushed lightly, urging him to go further down.
I gasped loudly when his tongue finally found my vulva. My hands buried in his hair, holding his head to my crotch as I squirmed. My toes ran along the comforter as I threw my head back and gasped. Steven pushed two fingers inside me, curling them against my G-spot. I gasped and squealed as an orgasm washed over me.
Making me cum once wasn't enough for Steven. He kept going until time lost all meaning, licking all over my pussy, pushing his tongue between my labia, and sucking on my clit while fingering me. His hand slid up to grab my boob, lightly tugging on my nipple. I lost all control as electricity flooded my body.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" I squealed, my legs lifting and back arching. "I'm cumming again! Oh fuck, oh fuck! FUCK!"
All the strength left my limbs as I fell back on the bed limply. Steven moved quickly, sitting up and positioning himself. I barely had the energy to open my eyes and look at him as he held my legs behind the knee, spreading me open. I could see he was fully erect again, his hardness bobbing in the air. Without releasing my legs, he was able to line his mushroom head up with my entrance and push inside.
"Fuck!" he grunted as my tight pussy enveloped his entire length.
Steven immediately started thrusting into me with a steady, predictable rhythm. I looked up at him, loving the pleasure on his face, the sweat running down his chest, the sight of his clenching muscles. He pushed my legs back further so he could hover over me, looking down at me as he took me.
"Mm, fuck me, yes!" I moaned and arched my back.
Reaching over my head, I gripped my headboard in both hands as I rolled my hips to meet his thrusts. My breathing was growing ragged as I panted and moaned, completely lost in the moment. I could feel my small breasts jiggling on my chest as my body moved each time his hips slammed into mine.
I looked up into the handsome face and felt an urge to lift my head and kiss him. I hated tasting myself, but I couldn't resist the urge. We kissed passionately, our lips pressed together as I moaned and he grunted with exertion. My orgasm hit me without warning, and I whimpered through my clenched lips as Steven buried himself inside me and filled me with his seed.
He stayed on top of me for a few moments as our breathing returned to normal. I moaned softly as he eased himself out of my pussy and lay down beside me. After a quick trip to the bathroom to clean up, I walked over to my dresser and lit a scented candle. Then I got back into bed and snuggled under the covers with Steven. Cuddling was something else I never did. Yet, there I was with my head resting on Steven's chest as I ran my fingers through his chest hair.
"Lighting candles?" Steven brushed my hair out of my face. "Are you turning into a romantic on me after all?"
"Don't get your hopes up," I smirked. "I lit it to cover up the scent of pussy."
"I don't know why, pussy smells great," he shrugged.
"Ew," I made a face.
"I enjoyed the view while you were lighting the candle," Steven commented as he reached down to squeeze my butt. "You have a great ass."
"Thanks," I giggled as I felt his thumb brush the top of my crack. "You can touch it and smack it if you want, just remember I don't do it in the bum."
"I remember," he laughed, holding me close as he lightly swatted my butt. "I can still admire your perfect peach."
"Feel free to kiss it if you want," I replied playfully. "And, really? 'perfect peach?'"
"It was the only term I could think of," Steven admitted.
"So what did we just do?" I asked, lifting my head and waggling my eyebrows at him. "Make love? Have sex? Fuck? Eh, forget I said the first one."
"I fed the kitty?" he suggested with the shrug.
"Could have been worse, you could have said you stuffed the taco," I erupted into giggle fits as I enjoyed being silly. Steven was the only guy I could talk to that way, that openly.
"I'm not allowed to talk about anything serious," Steven reminded me. "I had to come up with something for pillow talk besides sports or the weather."
"You went with talking about my ass?" I smiled as I once again lay my head on his chest.
"I could be romantic and write a poem about it?" he offered, his fingers palming my butt-cheek. "What rhymes with glorious glutes?"
"You're an idiot," I shook my head, blushing slightly. "Make it a limerick and we'll talk."
"A limerick is a poem," he pointed out, his fingers tapping my bum.
"Fine, write one about my ass," I challenged.
"I'll get right on that," Steven chuckled.
"Since you mentioned pillow talk, I'll bring up another topic," I said, running my toes along his calf. "I hear your lovely daughter is majoring in criminal justice. Yet you neglected to tell me."
"Right," he winced. "Sorry about that. Kayla just decided while she was in New York. She's gonna go to the school tomorrow to officially change her major from undeclared."
"I'll just assume you were planning to tell me very soon," I growled. "I'm guessing she doesn't plan on being a cop?"
"No, definitely not," Steven shook his head. "She doesn't know what she wants to do with the degree just yet."
"Hm, I should talk with her," I mused. "She might not wanna be a cop, but maybe I could take her shooting sometime? Unless you two are afraid of guns?"
"We're not afraid of guns," he laughed. "How'd you come up with going shooting?"
"Female bonding," I reasoned. "We'll both print out pictures of guys who broke our hearts to use as targets."
"That's only slightly concerning," Steven replied with a chuckle.
"I know she doesn't wanna be a cop, but it's the only thing I could think of," I giggled. "We can talk and bond."
"Kayla would probably like that," he nodded. "It's something fun you two can do."
"Good, I'll text her in the morning," I said.
"She has cheer practice at 6:00AM," Steven told me. "Then she's taking care of her classes for the start of the semester. Other than that, I don't think she has any real plans for the day."
"Practice at 6:00AM on a Monday morning? Before classes even start?" I commented, eyes wide. "That's horrifying."
"The joys of a division one school," he laughed. "They practice six days a week. Seven when preparing for competitions."
"Huh, and I thought cheerleading was just shaking pompoms, being eye candy, and dating football players," I responded, wincing slightly when I realized I was talking about his daughter. "Sorry."
"I thought the same thing before Kayla started," Steven admitted. "She's really good. It's almost unheard of for a freshman to make the squad."
"I'll text her in the morning," I promised, my hand sliding beneath the covers until my fingers wrapped around his manhood. "Right now, though, I have an itch only you can scratch."
"I'm not as young as I used to be," he pointed out as my hand worked him.
"I think I can motivate you," I husked in his ear as I started massaging his balls.
"Shit, that feels good," Steven gasped.
"Mm, good," I purred before nibbling on his earlobe as I resumed stroking him. "I wanna feel your big dick in my little pussy. I want you to fuck me hard, mm, I wanna ride you."
Despite his words, my dirty talk had Steven hard again in under a minute. I threw the covers off of us and straddled him, taking him all the way inside my wet hole. My fingers clawed at his chest as I found my rhythm, riding him steadily as I gasped and groaned. It felt so good, and I loved the lust in his eyes as he admired my body.
Cowgirl wasn't a position I went with often because it made me self-conscious. I usually stuck with missionary or doggystyle. Preferably doggystyle in the dark to guarantee no eye contact. I was surprised I was enjoying cowgirl so much, enjoying the way Steven watched me. His hands slid up my body so he could squeeze my boobs. Moments later, I slammed myself down on him and came hard.
We tried several positions, fucking the night away as I lost myself in a sea of bliss. I forgot my problems as he held me up against my bedroom wall, drilling me until I screamed. My lust was completely in control, and I even dropped to my knees to suck him off. He had just been in my pussy, but I was too lost in the moment to care.
Everyone was going to die, and I saw a lot more death than most. Sex made me feel alive. It made me forget about everything. I threw back my head and cried out in orgasm as Steven took me from behind. I was finally getting the rough pounding I needed. His hands slapped my butt and pulled my hair. I never felt more alive than I did while lost in the pleasure of sex. From Steven's groans when he yanked his dick out of me to cum all over my butt and back, he was feeling the pleasure as well.
~Monday August 11, 2025~
Like most mornings, I was running on caffeine and determination as I sat at my desk and sipped my third cup of terrible coffee. At least I had a nice Monday morning fuck to perk me up because the coffee was barely doing anything. I wore blue jeans and a professional blouse while checking my emails, my business jacket draped over my chair. The bullpen was already buzzing with ringing phones and the sounds of officers rushing around.
There were a few emails about my other cases, but nothing major. The assistant district attorney Jordan Wells reached out to me about the recent child abuse case. We set up a meeting on Wednesday to go over my testimony for when I had to testify late the following week. That was going to be a rough one.
With the follow-ups dealt with, I finally turned my attention to the case that haunted my dreams; Taylor Kephart.
Doctor Marchand had emailed me to confirm the time of the autopsy and asked us to stop by later that morning. Forensics had worked through the night and provided a preliminary report. There were no other drugs found in the dorm, not even marijuana. Nothing else in the dormitory was suspicious or out of place, just the items on Taylor's bedside table.
Fingerprints on Taylor's phone and laptop were smudged, but appeared to all belong to her. Five other sets of prints were found in the room, and four of them were confirmed to be from university employees who had prepared the dorm for student arrival. They had been fingerprinted per school policy. The only set unaccounted for likely belonged to the roommate, Lila Cox, who had agreed to be printed to confirm. Taylor was the only one who had touched the drugs. Unless someone was wearing gloves.
Devon had sent me some basic data at about 4:00AM before going home to get some rest. Taylor's only recent phone call was to her mother on Saturday to let her parents know she had made it safely to campus. The phone location data just showed what we already knew, nothing suspicious at all. Her text messages were equally useless, consisting mostly of messages to her parents and roommate. Taylor messaged the staff member who ran the data center about her schedule and had reached out to her RA to say she was glad to be back. The only other recent contact was a Sophia Patel, a senior student who was president of the school's honor society.


Taylor had used her computer on Saturday while connected to the school's wireless network. That made it easy to get her browser history. She had logged in to get a couple of hours of work done, spent some time on a few social media sites, and browsed a couple of news sites. There were a couple of downloads; a few memes, a copy of the syllabus that one of her professors had already emailed, and some file of data that appeared to be related to her job.
I made a few calls in order to confirm a few things and check some items off my to-do list. The manager at the college's data center was devastated to hear of Taylor's death. I confirmed the firmware update was scheduled over a month in advance and the time had not been adjusted. While making calls to speak with the dorm visitors, I also texted with Kayla. We made plans to go shooting Tuesday when we had more time.
Talking with Klarissa Aguila again convinced me the resident assistant definitely knew something, but I chose to hold off pressing her until we could meet in person. Klarissa let me know that Lila had a room on the floor and was being reassigned so she didn't have to stay in the dorm where she found her roommate. The calls were emotionally draining, but the worst part was still to come.
"Ready?" Adam asked, approaching my desk.
"Yeah, let's go," I nodded, standing up and putting on my jacket. "Did you get in touch with the dorm visitors?"
"A few, yeah," my partner confirmed. "I left messages for the others. None of them seem suspicious."
"Agreed," I let out a breath. "Let's see what Lillian has for us."
Adam and I arrived at the medical examiner's suite and exchanged a few words with the attendant before signing in. We made our way down the tiled corridor to the autopsy room. The air was thick with the smell of disinfectant and the entire place was spotlessly clean.
Approaching the window, we could tell Lillian was already bent over the table as she worked. She was fully covered with a gown, gloves, cap, and face shield. We could hear the running water and ventilation fans even through the glass. My partner and I put on disposable gowns, booties, and face masks. I had been to a lot of these, and some were harder than others. This one would be one of the harder ones.
The strongest scent in the room was the disinfectant. Most people assumed it would be blood or decay, but it was always the disinfectant that hit first. I tried to focus on the tray of steel instruments, but my eyes were soon drawn to the metal table. Taylor's body lay there, neatly covered by a clean sheet. Only her face was visible, and she looked so much younger than her brief nineteen years.
"Detectives," Lillian greeted when we entered, barely glancing up. "You're just in time, I'm finishing up with the internal exam."
"What do you have for us?" I asked quietly, crossing my arms as I faced the older woman.
Lillian placed a metal instrument down on the tray and sighed before speaking. "Stomach contents are consistent with her last meal; no alcohol, no other substances. Her liver is perfect with no signs of alcohol abuse. One single puncture site on the inside of the right elbow; it's clean with no track marks or scarring."
"What about toxicology?" Adam inquired. "Did the lab analyze the sample from her nightstand?"
"I have preliminary results," Doctor Marchand answered, peeling off one glove and picking up a clipboard. "Toxicology shows heroin with an unusually-high purity of fentanyl. The residue from her bedside table is likely the same. We're still waiting on a full chemical profile to determine if it matches any known batches. There's trace residue of her prescribed oxycodone, but the levels are low and consistent with therapeutic use, not abuse."
I nodded along as Lillian spoke, my stomach in knots. Everything about Taylor screamed promise and potential; deciding to go out and score heroin made absolutely no sense.
"I took another look at the bruise on the left shoulder," Lillian continued as she placed the clipboard on the counter and removed her other glove. "Fresh, within hours of death. No distinct shape, but the depth suggests contact with a hard surface. Possibly from a fall."
I glanced at Adam, who had a deep frown on his face. "Or from someone grabbing her?"
"Possible," Lillian sighed. "There are no other defensive injuries; no broken nails, no abrasions, no cuts, no defensive wounds at all. Nothing under the fingernails."
"What about the fact that she's right-handed?" I inquired. "We talked about that before, too. She would have had to hold the needle in her left hand, which makes no sense."
"No signs of forced entry, only her prints on the needle, and a single injection site," Adam pointed out. "Not to mention, why would anyone even want this girl dead? She had two friends and spent every night in her room."
"We don't know yet, that's why we keep investigating," I reminded my partner.
"We're just going in circles, the same conversation," he sighed.
"If I may interject here," Doctor Marchand spoke up. "If you want my professional opinion; I do think this is suspicious. The angle of insertion doesn't quite line up for a self-administered injection. Based on what I'm seeing, it would be tough to stage this, but not impossible. She was a tiny girl; grab her from behind, press the carotid artery and she'd be out in seconds."
"Wouldn't that leave marks?" Adam frowned.
"Usually, yes," Lillian admitted, "but not always. I'll know more once I finish dissecting the neck muscles. So far, there's no obvious bruising or petechiae. If there's anything, it's faint enough to miss on the first pass."
"Then the bruise happened when she went down," I suggested.
"Yes, that's possible," she confirmed. "You'd be surprised how well trauma can be hidden. That's why we check everything twice. I've been doing this a lot longer than either of you, Sarah. I remember when we didn't have all the modern tools we do now. They help in many ways, but don't forget the value of trusting your gut."
"So, what are you ruling it?" Adam asked, looking slightly annoyed.
"I'm still waiting on the full toxicology panel," Lillian hesitated briefly. "I'll have a final report for you either Tuesday evening or Wednesday morning. For now, I have to call it a probable overdose, pending confirmation."
I nodded slowly as I looked at Taylor's face. Her skin was pale and a soft strand of hair was stuck to her temple. I could almost imagine she was asleep, waiting for someone to wake her. "We'll wait for your final report."
"Of course," Lillian replied softly, her voice barely audible through the face shield. "Get some rest, Sarah. You seem tired."
"It's barely lunchtime," I reminded her. "And I need to figure out exactly what happened. If science can't tell us, hopefully detective work can."
"I hope so," Lillian smiled sadly. "She was so young. Such a shame."
Adam and I removed our disposable masks and gowns, tossing them in the bio-hazard bin before heading out to lunch. The diner was frequented by cops and a few other regulars. It smelled of frying oil and coffee, but not even the loud chatter could distract me; my brain was still in the autopsy room. Officer Paul Boyle was eating a burger at a table in the corner and Renee Callahan was getting something to go. I knew everyone here and no one was surprised when I ordered my usual salad.
The weight in my chest was heavy as I contemplated Taylor's case. I had seen plenty of overdose cases, plenty of cases of young people dying way too early. Everything was too neat and clean, too organized. Lillian was right; I had to trust my gut. My gut said that something didn't fit.
I was so lost in my thoughts I jumped when Adam asked if I was going to eat my salad or just stare at it. With a small blush I finally started to eat. We talked about random topics while we ate lunch, and I could tell Adam did not have the same concerns I did. He seemed completely relaxed, confident that Taylor Kephart was just another overdose.
Returning to the precinct, Adam and I continued calling guests who signed in at the Oakwood Commons dormitory the night Taylor died. Neither of us found anyone who seemed suspicious, but it wouldn't have been hard for someone to enter the dorm without signing in or even using their student ID. For the moment, everyone checked out.
The system update was a huge inconvenience, but the school did send over footage from before and after the blackout. After the blackout was still before Taylor's body was discovered, but it mostly showed students heading out to party. Before the blackout was much the same. No suspicious activity.
I spoke with Devon, who was still working on Taylor's phone and laptop. They started a forensic image, but it wasn't finished yet. It was unlikely they'd come up with anything we didn't already know. We already saw her texts and got a quick look at her files. The GC-MS likely wouldn't help either, since it would just give us a chemical profile. There was always a chance it would match some batch we were tracking, but I wasn't hopeful.
Before the end of the day, my partner and I briefed Lieutenant Douglas on the case. I brought up the inconsistencies even though Adam tried to make them sound like nothing to worry about. I got the impression that the Lieutenant also wanted to close the case, but she reminded us to wait on the final lab work and technical reports.
Adam and I talked for a few minutes before leaving for the day. He insisted it was just an overdose, but he did agree to come with me to the dorm room for one final walk through. Thankfully, the dorm was still a crime scene. We had other things to take care of on campus as well. I also decided to talk to Klarissa soon, either tomorrow or Wednesday.
That night I was laying in bed with my notes as I considered the case from every angle I could think of. I wrote down all the strange things that had me concerned "Right-hand injection, no smudges on the paraphernalia, camera blackout, fresh bruise." I wrote one final line before going to sleep, circling it to emphasize my thoughts.
"Someone WANTED it to look like an OD."
~Tuesday August 12, 2025~
"Do you really think we're gonna find something?" Adam asked as Officer Boyle led us back to the crime scene.
"I don't know, but it can't hurt to look," I reasoned.
It was early morning and no students were around as we approached Taylor's dorm. Officer Boyle lifted the crime scene tape so that Adam and I could duck inside. There was a silence in the room that felt heavier than yesterday. The dormitory still looked like a crime scene, with residue from fingerprint testing everywhere and evidence markers in place. They would be removed after we released the crime scene. Just one final sweep. I had to be sure.
I took my time and checked every inch of the dorm room, not caring in the slightest that my partner was getting impatient. There was nothing in the bathroom, and Adam pointed out that CSU knew how to do their jobs and definitely already checked the toilet tank. I waved him off and looked anyway.
While taking pictures of the dormitory, I noticed some scuff marks on the floor. It was possible they were old, or maybe they were from when Taylor briefly struggled before falling unconscious. I checked the entire area around her bed and desk, even crawling under her bed to be sure I didn't miss anything. When I stood up and turned around, I noticed Adam quickly look away and realized he had been admiring my butt.
"So, ah, no secret stash of drugs under the bed?" he cleared his throat.
"No, just the scuff marks," I sighed.
"That could have been there for weeks, or hell, years," Adam pointed out. "CSU already wrote them off as normal wear."
"I know, I know," I admitted, brushing a lock of brown hair back behind my ear. "I know..."
"I'm sure she was a very nice girl," Adam looked at me plainly. "I worked solely in narcotics for a while. Brutal shit. Being smart and kind doesn't mean you can't make a mistake. Sadly, certain mistakes are fatal."
"My gut just screams that something isn't right," I bit my lower lip.
"It's tragic. She was way too young," Adam nodded. "But, that doesn't mean it was anything more than an accident."
"I know, Adam!" I snapped, annoyed that he was acting like I didn't know how to do my job.
"Sorry," he gave me a tight smile.
"No, I'm sorry," I rubbed my temples and let out a breath. "You're probably right. We'll see what the autopsy says and if we can find anything from her computer. I'll talk with the RA, just to be sure. If nothing comes up, we'll close it."
I said it, but the words felt wrong.
"Sounds like a plan," Adam replied carefully.
We finished up in the dorm room, but we still had a few things to take care of on campus. Splitting up, we both went to talk with several dorm residents and visitors from the night of Taylor's death. None of them knew anything useful, which was not at all surprising. I also had an extremely emotional call with Taylor's parents and a brief meeting with Taylor's roommate, Lila.
Lunch consisted of a protein shake followed by another cup of coffee in the break room. When I finished, I took the short drive to the department's training annex. Civilians weren't normally allowed, but I had already cleared it with the range sergeant. They were always happy to encourage criminal justice majors who could be future applicants.
Kayla met me outside the annex, walking up to me in jean shorts and a spaghetti-strap top. A thin sweatshirt hung over her arm and a stylish purse was slung over her shoulder. Her green eyes sparkled in the sun and her raven hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She hugged me tightly, rubbing my back as I returned her embrace.
I quickly found out that Kayla was in a talkative mood. The expressive college freshman immediately started telling me about her favorite pop star announcing a twelfth album. Apparently, Kayla had spoken on the phone with the singer thanks to a wealthy friend. Kayla even found out that the star was engaged to her boyfriend who was a famous football player. The news wasn't public yet, and Kayla was thrilled to know in advance.
When she finally took a breath, I was able to ask Kayla how Marcia and Ashley were doing. Kayla confirmed that the girls were still a little freaked out, but they were still staying in their dorm. We also briefly talked about the upcoming trial for her assault and kidnapping. She was surprised that no date had been set yet, since she knew from high school civics that defendants were entitled to a speedy trial. I told her she'd learn a lot more about the rights of the accused and the reasons for court delays when she started taking classes.
Before heading inside, I taught Kayla the big rules for firearm safety. The first rule was to always assume a gun is loaded and don't take the word of someone else; check for yourself! A gun should always be pointed in a safe direction and she should always keep her finger off the trigger until ready to fire. Finally, Kayla had to know her target and be aware of what was beyond in case she missed.
The training annex always smelled of gun oil and industrial ventilation. We approached the range master who checked Kayla's identification and confirmed she was clear to enter. Kayla put on her sweatshirt and we both selected eye and ear protection before heading to the range.
Steel dividers separated the stalls, each with its own bench, control panel, and ballistic glass barrier. Targets were suspended on motorized rails, making it simple to switch them out. There were a lot of sounds, and I could tell Kayla was nervous. She did seem to relax a bit once we were in our stall, isolated from the rest of the range. The area was still loud, but we could hear each other talk.
"Are you sure it's okay that I'm here?" Kayla asked loudly.
"Positive," I replied. "Civilians are allowed under supervision. And you are a criminal justice major now."
She scrunched her nose, blushing slightly. "Yeah, but I already know I don't wanna be a cop."
"Good. Smart decision," I said, surprising myself.
"I like the crime stuff," Kayla explained as we continued our loud, yet private conversation. "The psychology. The, you know, figuring things out. And after everything that happened to me, yeah... I just don't think I'm cut out for, well, the actual danger."
"It's rarely as exciting as movies and TV would have you believe," I told her. "It's mostly talking to people and filling out paperwork."
"That sounds like something I could handle," Kayla nodded. "I'm really not sure what I want to do. Right now, I'm just interested in studying the system."
"That makes sense," I responded while slowly loading a magazine so she could watch. "Criminal justice majors have a lot of options."
"And some of us," she added with a small smile, "are hopeless romantics with horrible decision-making skills."
I gave her a look. "Where did that come from?"
"Oh, you know," Kayla blushed and shrugged, "me falling in love for a guy while I was in New York for a couple weeks. Missing all the signs that David was an asshole. Ian. I fall in love with everyone. It's... not smart."
"It's openness," I reasoned, looking at her seriously. "You're passionate. You let people in."
"Unlike some people," Kayla smirked.
"I let people in!" I exclaimed, knowing it was a lie.
"You do not," she immediately countered. "Calling my father for a booty call is not 'letting people in!'"
"Uh..." I blushed, glancing around to make sure no one was close enough to hear. I was quite thankful for the loud gunshots in the background. It was infuriating how easily Kayla was able to see right through me. "I, well, you know what happened at the dorm and I was lonely..."
"And rather than an actual conversation, you chose to bury your feelings with sex," Kayla insisted. "I've been there, I'd know. I did it a lot when I was spiraling. You should hang out with us more. Forget about sex, you and Daddy can be great friends. And you should be friends with us, too. The girls are great!"
"You're very blunt," I commented with a nervous giggle.
"And you're very bottled-up," she argued. "The indifferent thing works great when you're working, but you've gotta have fun once in a while. Otherwise the wrong moment, the wrong trigger, could set you off and you'll end up doing something you'll regret."
"I'm ten years older than you, you know," I pointed out. "And a trained police officer."
"Doesn't mean I don't have good advice," she stuck out her tongue.
"Well, whatever. I'll think about it," I promised, placing the handgun on the bench between us. "Are you sure you want to do this?"
Kayla quickly nodded while eagerly looking down the range at the paper target. "I played paintball and I think I shot one of those rifles with the small bullets once. How different can this be?"
"Very," I smiled, carefully handing her the gun. "First lesson: don't be nervous."
"I'm not nervous," Kayla lied, gripping the gun like she was afraid it might explode.
"You're shaking," I observed, nodding toward her hands.
"No, I'm..." she winced slightly. "Okay, maybe a little."
"Just relax," I suggested, a smile teasing my lips. "Take a deep breath and try not to shoot the ceiling. That's lesson two."
"I thought the first lesson was to always assume the gun is loaded?" Kayla countered.
"That's the first rule, not the first lesson," I laughed.
Taking the gun, I loaded the magazine and let her watch me rack the slide. I started showing Kayla the proper stance, demonstrating before having her try to mimic me. Guiding her stance, I adjusted her grip and helped her hold the gun properly to manage the recoil. She kept tightening her shoulders too much. Training rookies was not normally part of my job, but I was really enjoying teaching Kayla.


I placed the target at five yards; close enough to give her some confidence, yet far enough to take some focus and skill. I smiled as she took over a minute to mentally prepare herself. Kayla squeezed the trigger once, the recoil jolting her entire arm. She yelped and started laughing.
"That was so loud!" Kayla gasped.
"That was with earmuffs," I reminded her with a small smile as we checked the target.
"I didn't miss!" she grinned proudly when we realized she took the top right corner off the paper.
"You did not," I confirmed. "Now do it again."
Bracing herself better the second time, Kayla held the handgun level as she aimed. Letting out a slow breath, she prepared herself to fire a second time. The shot rang out, her arms jerking slightly from the recoil. She held steady as she looked at the target, her eyes widening as she gasped.
A perfect center shot.
"No way," she whispered.
"Beginner's luck," I teased, hitting the button to bring the target up close for her to see her amazing shot.
"Or I'm just naturally amazing," the eighteen-year-old beamed.
I didn't speak for a few seconds, just softly smiling at Kayla. She had an easy, unguarded warmth to her, despite the horrors she had gone through. Kayla was just a bright light on everyone around her, her youth protecting her from the cynicism of adulthood. Perhaps she did have some wisdom for me.
"Well, Miss Amazing," I began as I used the controls to move the target back down the range, "let's see if you can do it again."
Kayla took a few more shots, confirming that it was, in fact, beginner's luck. She missed the entire sheet a few times. I took a turn, giving her some tips on the best way to aim. When it was her turn again, she did a little better on average, a wide grin on her face after every shot.
We decided to take a break and relax by the metal counter along the back wall. Kayla's cheeks were still flushed from adrenaline as she sipped water out of a paper cup. My heart felt heavy as I looked at the teenager; knowing what she had been through. A trial date still hadn't been set for the kidnapping, or for any of the charges against the others. Although, no one would know what she had gone through from looking at Kayla. She really did have a strong presence; bright, joyful, and kind.
"I have cheer practice at 4:30PM," Kayla mentioned before taking another sip.
"Yeah, I remember," I replied, looking at her in bemusement.
"I didn't want you to think I wasn't having fun when I said I had to get going," she explained.
"I can tell you're having fun," I smiled. "It's written all over your face."
"Cheerleader and gunslinger; I'm quite the threat," Kayla giggled. "Cheerleader by day and cop by night?"
"People would be really disappointed when they found out that isn't a porno," I commented, making both of us laugh.
"You always look so serious," Kayla said between fits of giggles. "It's nice to see you smile more."
"I smile!" I exclaimed, glaring at her.
"Not really," she shrugged.
I raised an eyebrow. "Don't women constantly talk about hating being asked to smile more?"
"I'm not a creepy guy trying to get in your pants. Doesn't count," Kayla reasoned. "I just meant that, well, you're so strong and focused. That's great at your job, I'm sure. Outside of it? You usually look lonely. The amusement park was the first time I saw you relax. You were all serious at paintball."
I stiffened. "I'm not lonely."
Kayla gave me a look that clearly said she didn't buy my statement for a single second.
"You should come to dinner tonight," Kayla offered softly.
"Won't you be at practice?" I frowned.
"Let me rephrase; you're coming to dinner tonight," she stated confidently, taking out her phone. "Hang out with Daddy, Lexi, and Hazel. You're gonna be part of our family whether you like it or not."
"Don't you think you should ask your father first?" I inquired with a raised brow.
"Waiting on an answer now," Kayla lifted her phone for emphasis. "I'm serious, come by tonight. Don't eat a salad alone. Or a frozen dinner."
"I only eat healthy meals," I stated proudly.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," she waved me off as she checked her phone while it buzzed. Kayla looked over at me with a grin. "Daddy is expecting you."
"Okay, I'll be there," I promised after only a moment's hesitation.
"Good," Kayla smiled. "You need people, Sarah. Even if you pretend you don't."
We continued shooting for a little while longer. Kayla didn't make another perfect shot, but she was a fast learner. After we finished, we made our way outside while my phone went off for a second time. Duty called. Kayla gave me a hug before hurrying off to her car, ponytail swinging and a light spring in her step.
For once, I didn't feel quite so alone.
My messages weren't urgent, so I returned to the precinct before dealing with them. Devon had completed the image of Taylor's phone and laptop. No suspicious emails, no deleted texts, no encrypted files. He was able to read the file she downloaded for her job; it was just a standard financial report for a fraternity. Taylor probably forgot to delete it after working on it.
I spoke with Lillian on the phone, and she confirmed she would have the final autopsy report on Wednesday. The GC-MS results weren't ready yet, but they would be in the morning. I spent the rest of the workday filling out paperwork before it was time to head over to the Thomson Mansion.
Using a small inheritance, Steven built Thomson Finance into a powerful company in Southern California. The company's influence grew, and Steven moved into a large mansion with his wife and young daughter. Sadly, his wife passed away not long after the move, leaving Steven to raise Kayla.
Steven and I met many years later when I helped his daughter after an assault. I did not get a great first impression of Steven when I discovered he was dating one of his daughter's eighteen year-old classmates. However, he turned out to be a kind and honest man. Not to mention his daughter was a delight.
Of course, Steven also started dating the classmate's older sister. Then I found out he was also sleeping with a few other classmates. The girls all initiated the contact and it isn't surprising that a guy would happily agree. Still, he gave off huge man-whore vibes. His redhead girlfriend got kicked out of her house and moved in with him, then another girl got pregnant and also ended up living with him. Crazy. Completely crazy and ridiculous. Yet, I ended up flirting with him and sex happened. I didn't get close to people, and somehow I ended up close to the crazy ones. Well, that was life.
Part of me thought I was insane for getting involved with those people, but there was so much love and kindness. Acceptance. I'm not sure how exactly I got drawn in, but they were my friends. I had to admit that I liked when Kayla said that I was family. Whether I liked it or not.
The Thomson Mansion was a sprawling, elegant estate atop a large hill. I drove up the long driveway, noticing the immaculate lawn and perfectly manicured shrubbery. They weren't visible, but I knew a large in-ground pool was in the large backyard, along with a guest house that was mainly used for storage.
Three cars were parked in the driveway, none of them the expensive sports car you'd expect a rich guy to have. Steven's car was a modern four-door sedan in perfect shape. The other two cars likely belonged to his girlfriend, Lexi, and Hazel. Both looked older, and one of them was extremely rusted. Kayla's car wasn't there since she was at cheer practice.
I was still in awe as Steven led me through the beautiful home. He had changed into lounge pants and a t-shirt after getting home from work, which I thought he looked really cute in. We entered the large dining room where dinner was already served. It looked like we were having delicious grilled chicken, roasted potatoes, and broccoli.
Two young ladies smiled and greeted me with friendly waves as we entered the dining room. Petite Lexi was wearing a pair of cotton shorts and a spaghetti-strap top. Her auburn hair was put up in twin pigtails and she had a bright smile on her face. A light dusting of freckles covered her face and she had green eyes.
Hazel was a tall girl with tan skin and long brown hair in a ponytail down her back. She was dressed in pajama pants and a t-shirt that hugged her slightly-swollen stomach. Since she was usually so slim, the small belly she had was much more noticeable. Hazel seemed slightly anxious when she noticed me, and I saw her tugging on the shirt in a futile attempt to hide her condition.
"Hey, girls," I smiled and waved. "Thanks for having me."
"Arrest Hazel and we'll call it even," Lexi grinned.
"What did I do?" Hazel asked.
"Nothing," the redhead shrugged. "You like handcuffs."
"Shut up," Hazel grumbled, rolling her eyes.
"On that note, please have a seat," Steven offered.
Steven sat at the head of the table with Lexi to one side of him and Hazel on the other. I took a seat beside Hazel and we started serving ourselves. The food was absolutely amazing and I had to remind myself to go easy. I worked hard to maintain my figure. Rather than stuff my face, I made sure to chat with the girls.
"Are you excited to start college, Lexi?" I asked politely before taking a sip of water.
"Yeah!" Lexi chirped. "I never thought I'd go to college, now I'm gonna be a school psychologist!"
"Why didn't you think you'd go to college?" I frowned. "You're a smart girl."
"I was in such a bad situation before I met my super awesome boyfriend," the redhead explained, blowing Steven a quick kiss. "He showed me I had a future."
"You pulled yourself out of that situation," Steven countered. "Don't underestimate your strength."
"Aw, so sweet I'm gonna puke," Hazel interjected, making a face.
"It is sweet," I commented before the two girls could start bickering. "By the way, Hazel, when are you due?"
"January fourteenth, twenty twenty-six," Hazel answered quietly, reaching to tug down her t-shirt again.
"Do you have any names picked out?" I wondered.
"Not yet, I haven't really thought about it," Hazel responded, briefly resting her hand on her stomach. "I'll probably wait until I meet her."
"Lexi is a great name," Lexi spoke up.
"No," Steven and Hazel replied at the same time.
"I'm sure you'll know when you see her," I smiled and nodded. "What are you going to do while the others are in class?"
"No idea," Hazel shook her head.
"We told her she should find some hobby or activity to keep her busy," Steven commented.
"I don't want anyone to see my like this," Hazel mumbled. "I'm fat."
"You're not fat, you're beautiful," Steven insisted firmly.
"He's right," I agreed. "You could volunteer or something? Maybe at an animal shelter?"
"Or maybe phone sex operator?" Lexi suggested. "No one would see you!"
"Lexi!" Steven admonished.
"What?" the redhead grinned. "I could have suggested pregnancy porn."
"Ew," Hazel grimaced.
"That's enough, brat," Steven sighed, shaking his head as Lexi blew a raspberry.
The four of us continued our conversation while enjoying our meal. Lexi was constantly being a smart-ass, which was cute but could get to be a little much. I could tell it was her defense mechanism, her way of keeping herself in control of the conversation and preventing things from getting too serious.
Hazel perked right up when dessert turned out to be chocolate lava cake. Sadly, I had to pass on dessert, settling for some fruit instead of the rich chocolate. Lexi could be a pain sometimes, but I really was enjoying myself. The four of us cleaned up after dinner, with Steven making a plate of leftovers for Kayla.
We made our way to the large living room to relax and I finally removed my jacket. When asked, I confirmed my gun was locked safely in my car, along with my badge, radio, and cuffs. I was going to enjoy a night not being a cop. Removing my heels, I sat in one armchair while Hazel took a different one. Steven and Lexi cuddled on the couch and put on a TV show for us to watch.
Kayla came home and stopped in to greet us before leaving to take a quick shower. She returned to the living room dressed in a cute pajama set that had different dog breeds printed on both pieces. Her raven hair was damp as she ate her reheated meal and asked to watch a movie.
After a surprisingly heated debate, Steven rented a movie for all of us to watch. It was the sequel to a science-fiction movie we had all seen at one time or another. Someone had used the design for the overprotective killer companion robot to build a weapon. The original creator had to trust the old program and build her a new body to fight the military robot assassin. It was ridiculous, but good in its own way.
"I should get going," I said when the movie ended.
"Don't you want any alone time with my old man?" Lexi asked, gesturing toward her boyfriend. She had moved during the movie and was laying on the couch with her head in his lap.
"I, ah, well..." I stammered, blushing slightly.
"Lexi, don't put her on the spot like that," Steven said.
"Hey, if she's family now, she should be used to this," Kayla pointed out. "Right, Hazel?"
"Huh?" Hazel mumbled, jerking awake. "What?"
"Forget it," Kayla giggled.
I bit my lower lip nervously, gathering my courage. I was horny. "Are you sure you don't mind?"
"Not at all," the redhead smiled. "Of course, I'd rather join you." Lexi waggled her eyebrows.
"Sorry, I'm a ding-a-ling girl," I replied with a shy smile.
"Me too, but never underestimate a woman's touch," Lexi grinned.
"Lexi, you are not going to accidentally walk in on us," Steven reminded her in a firm voice.
"Lame," Lexi pouted, shaking her head and causing her auburn pigtails to bounce in the air. "Well, I guess I'll hang out with Kayla."
"Kayla has cheerleading at 6:00AM," Kayla responded, getting to her feet and stretching. "She's going to sleep."
"Fine. Hazel?" Lexi asked, sitting up and yawning.
"No," Hazel grunted.
"I can go, I don't need, ah, alone time," I offered, my face red.
"Nah, I'll take her," Kayla offered, turning to face Lexi and slapping her own thigh. "C'mon, Lexi! Do you need to go out before bed?"
"Bitch," Lexi muttered, getting up and leaving with Kayla.
"How come Kayla can talk to Lexi like that, but when I do it turns into a fight?" Hazel questioned.
"Because you can be very mean about it," Steven explained. "Kayla's just teasing, you act like you mean it."
"Sounds like you have a lot on your plate keeping the peace around here," I observed.
"You have no idea," Steven sighed.
"Yeah, a hot, young girlfriend and a fat pregnant one who can't get enough of you," Hazel said, walking over to Steven and hugging him. "Poor you."
"You're not fat," he repeated, rubbing her back.
"Whatever. Goodnight," Hazel yawned. "Goodnight, Sarah."
"Goodnight," I smiled.
They had quite an interesting family dynamic. Of course, I had no experience with any kind of family dynamic, so who was I to judge? It was weird that they knew I was planning on having sex with Steven, but the way they were so open about it was interesting. There was no judgment, no jealousy.
The last time I saw Steven's bedroom was Kayla's high school graduation party. It wasn't that long ago, but there had been a few subtle, yet interesting changes. The massive four-poster bed was still there, but it was covered by a duvet and had a set of decorative pillows. Steven's desk was the same as always, but I noticed the vanity had a vase of flowers on it. It appeared Lexi finally considered the place her home.
Shutting the bedroom door, Steven drew me into a warm embrace, his lips pressing against mine. Kissing a guy while his girlfriend was in the house was still weird, but it was not cheating. I had Lexi's permission, and Steven was not my boyfriend. He was my friend. Steven was my friend and he was a damn fine kisser.
Clothes quickly started coming off and decorative pillows were tossed on the floor. I was unusually giggly as we kissed and caressed each other. My hand squeezed his tight ass as he pressed my boobs together and broke our lip lock to kiss and suck on my nipples, making me moan.
I ended up laying on my back as Steven buried his face between my legs. His tongue was magical as it teased my clit, making me writhe and gasp for breath. My hands were in his hair, holding his head to my crotch as my back arched and I announced my orgasm with a quick series of gasping yelps.
Steven was on top of me, his hands planted on either side of me as he steadily pumped my pussy. Hooking my ankles around his calves, I drew him deep inside me as we moved in harmony. I could feel every contraction as my vaginal walls rippled. Steven clearly could as well, warning me that I was going to make him cum. I urged him on, begging him to cum inside me. Moments later, he slammed himself deep as his cock pulsed, his balls ejecting their contents into my womb.
"A girl could get used to this much great sex," I commented as I lay in his arms on top of the blanket. "I just hope I'm not leaking cum onto your blanket. Lexi might not appreciate it."
"Actually, she probably would," Steven chuckled, reaching over to grab some tissues from his bedside table.
"Good point," I giggled as I cleaned my pussy before handing him back the tissues. "Your baby juice."
"Thanks," he rolled his eyes, placing the tissues back on the nightstand. "You ready to talk about it?"
"There's not much to talk about," I sighed, wrapping an arm around his waist. "The job can get really emotional. The death was tragic; she was way too young. What else is there to say?"
"I don't know, is there anything else you want to say?" Steven asked. "That's why we talk about things. I can't read your mind, you know."
"I'm aware," I snorted before letting out a breath. "Everything about the case seems like a textbook overdose, but I'm not so sure. It just doesn't seem right."
"Are you closing the case?" he questioned gently.
"Not just yet," I answered. "Probably tomorrow if the autopsy and final drug screen doesn't give us anything. I have a feeling the RA might know something but I've been giving her time to process."
"I don't know anything about being a detective," Steven began, "but I know you are good at your job. If your gut is telling you something is off, you should listen to it."
"I got the same advice from the medical examiner," I giggled.
"Huh. Maybe I do know how to be a doctor, then," he smirked, reaching down to squeeze my butt.
"No, you don't," I laughed. "Maybe I didn't need to talk or to fuck. I just needed to be reminded I'm not alone."
"You aren't alone," Steven assured me.
"I know," I whispered. "We'll still be friends if I start dating someone and stop putting out, right?"
"Do you really need to ask that?" he frowned.
"No," I smiled, pressing my naked body against his.
"Okay, good," Steven laughed nervously. "Got your eye on someone?"
"Definitely not," I answered as I slid my hand down his chest. "Just thinking."
"About what happens next?" he questioned.
"About the fact that I might really be part of this family," I explained, my hand running lower until my fingers reached his belly button.
"You are," Steven confirmed.
"It seems like every person in your orbit is quite open about sex," I observed, wrapping my fingers around his manhood.
"It's more like every person in Lexi's orbit," he countered.
"Well, I'm in her orbit right now," I commented as I started stroking him. "And I'll be open and say that I have some dick to suck."
It was true that his dick had just been in my pussy, but I was horny. And I hadn't blown him yet. Leaning over his lap, I greedily started sucking on his length. Steven quickly hardened between my lips, the shaft thickening as it lengthened. The taste of my pussy was soon gone, replaced only by Steven's skin. My tongue eagerly bathed the shaft as I moaned, my hand cupping his balls.


Steven put me on all fours so he could do me from behind. He held my hips tightly as he fucked me hard and fast, making my tits flail wildly and slap into each other. It was a hot, rough fuck. Exactly what I needed. My entire body was alive with electricity as he came in me for the second time that night. I felt the strength leaving my limbs as I collapsed on the bed and my eyes rolled back.
~Wednesday August 13, 2025~
"Sarah," Steven's tired voice grunted, interrupting my blissful sleep. "Sarah, your phone keeps buzzing."
"They'll call back if it's important," I replied, curling up against him as Steven's arms and the soft bed held me in a warm embrace.
"That was the third call," he replied, shifting slightly as the buzzing started again. "Fourth."
"Wha...?" I mumbled groggily. My eyes flew open when I finally woke up enough from my paradise to remember the real world. "Shit!"
I leapt out of bed completely naked and started hunting around for my pants. "Shit, shit, shit!"
"Are you getting called in?" Steven asked, turning on the bedside lamp just in time to give him a great view of my naked ass while I was bent over and digging through my jeans. "What happened?"
"I don't know," I shook my head as I stood and answered the call, barely having time to notice it was just after midnight before placing the phone to my face. "McLorn."
"Damn, finally," Adam's voice responded. "You must have really been out cold."
"Sorry, I was tired," I quickly replied, standing nude in Steven and Lexi's bedroom. "What's going on?"
"Sarah, you need to get dressed and come out," my partner said seriously. "We've got another one."
"Another one?" I whispered, my heart pounding. Another overdose? Another Taylor? "W-what happened? Where?"
"Same campus. Female. Looks like strangulation. Patrol already secured the scene," Adam answered. "Body was found in the back stairwell at the Delta Sigma Chi frat house."
"Okay," I nodded, hunting around for my underwear. I wasn't sure how my bra ended up draped over Steven's computer monitor. "Okay."
"I'm not far from your place," Adam told me while I tried stepping into my panties with my bra around my wrist and one hand holding the phone. "I'll swing by and pick you up."
"No!" I exclaimed quickly as my underwear got caught on my big toe. "I mean, ah, don't worry about it. I'll meet you there."
"It's no trouble, I can be in front of your apartment in two minutes," Adam said while I hopped up and down to try and get my panties on, my boobs bouncing as Steven watched with amusement.
"I'm, ah, I'm not at home. Don't worry about it," I replied, finally getting my legs through the holes without falling. "I'll meet you there. Just text me the address of the frat house."
"Sure, okay," Adam's voice sounded skeptical. "I'll text you. See you in a few. Bye."
"Bye," I responded, ending the call and looking over at Steven who was still sitting in bed. "I, uh, I have to get going."
"I got that much," Steven replied as I tossed my phone on the bed so I could pull up my underwear. "Something happen?"
"Body at a frat house," I explained while putting on my bra. "Definitely not an accidental OD."
"Shit," Steven whispered. "You okay?"
"I'm a big girl, Steven," I reminded him. "I've seen a lot of horrible things. I'll be fine."
"I'm here if you need anything," he stated sincerely. "All of us are."
"Knowing that makes all the difference," I smiled.
I quickly got dressed and Steven offered to walk me out. Hazel's door was partially ajar and the pregnant teen was laying in bed watching television. She called out when she noticed us in the hallway, wondering why we were up after midnight. Steven explained and Hazel told me to be safe before I left with Steven. I pecked his lips in the foyer and rushed out to my car.
My thoughts were racing as I drove through the Ashwood streets, my hands gripping the steering wheel so hard my palms were sweating. Another death on campus, just three days after Taylor. Were they related? Maybe I was right and the same person killed them both. Or it was just a coincidence and Taylor was an overdose. Either way, young women were dying. It had to stop.
By the time I reached the frat house, officers were already swarming all over the area. Flashing blue and red lights bounced off the surrounding buildings and reflected off scared faces. Small clusters of students were kept back by yellow police tape and stern officers, phones and street lights illuminating them in the gloom. A few students had their phones out and were recording, others were crying, while most just looked lost and confused.
Officer Boyle lifted the tape, allowing me to duck beneath it and enter the crime scene. Renee was talking to a slim blonde of average height who looked to be about twenty. She was wearing blue jeans and a purple blouse. Tears were streaming down her face as Officer Callahan tried to calm her down. The girl was definitely drunk.
I walked by several other individual students who were giving statements to officers. I noticed two students standing near each other; one a tall, broad-shouldered guy and the other an athletic blonde. They were wrapped in blankets, giving the impression they were barely dressed. I guessed they had been interrupted mid-hookup.
Campus security directed me behind the DSX frat house where I found forensic technicians searching the scene. The large fenced-in backyard had a shed and a large open area. Red plastic cups littered the ground and a woman's bra was hanging off the one small tree.
A couple of trash barrels and a recycling bin were against the house, not far from a brick stairwell that led to the basement. Adam was waiting near the top of the stairs, his shoulders tight and jaw tighter. His eyes caught my clothes: same blouse, same slacks, and same business jacket as Tuesday. I saw something in his gaze, curiosity? Jealousy? Impossible. I knew he preferred passive women, ones who would follow his lead. That certainly was not me.
"You good?" Adam asked in a low voice.
"I'm fine," I inclined my head. "What do we know?"
"Amanda Reese, twenty," my partner replied, looking down at his notepad. "Junior. Communications Major. Member of the Delta Tau Chi sorority and lives at their sorority house. Students who are part of a fraternity or sorority can move in early, so she's been on campus since last Monday."
"Delta Tau Chi is the sister sorority to this frat, right?" I asked, crossing my arms. "And isn't this the same frat house Lila Cox was at before returning to her dorm and finding Taylor?"
"Correct on both counts," Adam confirmed with a nod.
"Who found the body?" I inquired.
Lifting his head, Adam gave me a flat look before answering. "Klarissa Aguila."
Klarissa. The resident assistant Taylor known. The sorority girl who definitely knew something. Her name had come up again. Same RA, another girl dead, DSX frat tangentially tied to both. I didn't think Klarissa was involved, but I did know that the two of us were going to have a long talk.
"Okay," I pressed my lips together. "I'll talk to her later."
The cheap exterior lights flickered, casting long shadows over the brick steps as Adam and I headed over to the top of the stairs. Even before seeing the body, I felt a tightness in my chest, as if my body already knew what I was about to see. The body of another young woman, gone before even really getting to live.
Doctor Lillian Marchand was kneeling at the bottom of the stairs, her mostly-gray hair pulled back into a rough knot. She was wearing a mask and feet protection, her gloved hands moving with their usual slow and deliberate precision. I could tell she heard us even if she didn't look up; Lillian heard everything.
Then I saw Amanda.
My breath caught sharply as my brain processed what I was seeing. Amanda was tiny; five feet tall, maybe slightly taller. Her blonde curls were matted against the brick and her limbs were bent at awkward angles. Green skirt, white top. One flip-flop was missing and there were scrapes on her bare legs. Her blue eyes were open and vacant, the whites dotted with petechiae. The angry red marks on her throat convinced me that Adam was correct about the cause of death. It was no accident. The poor girl had been murdered.
We reached the bottom step and looked down at the concrete landing. Lillian glanced up, her steady and clinical eyes visible above the mask. I could tell she knew that this case was going to hit me hard, just like Taylor's had. Lillian's eyes softened slightly as she and I communicated wordlessly for several seconds.
"Detectives," Lillian eventually said, inclining her head.
"Doctor Marchand," Adam replied professionally.
"What can you tell us?" I questioned.
Lillian pointed with two gloved fingers to the bruising on Amanda's neck. "Bruises consistent with manual strangulation. Thumb and finger pressure pattern suggests a right-handed assailant. Petechiae in the eyes supports that."
"She went down the stairs first?" Adam probed while I struggled to keep my expression neutral.
"Yes, definitely," Lillian quickly answered. "Smeared abrasions on her shins, elbows, and the right side of her face are consistent with a rough tumble. Brick imprints along the upper back. However..." she pointed gently to the back of Amanda's head. "No catastrophic head trauma. The fall alone would not have killed her."
"Someone shoved her down the stairs, ran down, and choked her to death?" Adam summarized.
Whoever it was didn't shove her and run; they took the time to finish it.
"Most likely," Doctor Marchand nodded. "Manual strangulation is a lot more difficult in real life than it's portrayed in movies and television, but Amanda's a small girl and already hurt from the fall."
"Any inconsistencies?" Adam wondered, looking for anything to give us a direction.
"She fought hard," Lillian stated plainly as she lifted Amanda's right hand. "Defensive wounds, a couple of broken nails. Blood and skin under the nails; she got a piece of her killer. I'll collect scrapings for testing."
"Time of death?" I inquired as Adam shifted beside me. My eyes were on Amanda's torn clothes as I continued. "Signs of sexual assault?"
"Based on body temp and lividity, around 11:00PM," Lillian responded. "I found evidence suggesting recent sexual activity, but it could have been from an earlier consensual encounter. I'll know more after the autopsy."
"Thank you," I whispered as Adam stepped off the bottom step and onto the concrete, his eyes surveying the scene.
Lillian continued, her voice softening. "I'll transport her shortly. This is definitely a homicide, so we won't be waiting on the parents to start the autopsy. I'll do it later this morning and have some preliminary results for you this afternoon. We'll run toxicology as usual, but I'm only detecting typical party alcohol consumption right now. No signs of heavy drug use at first glance."
"Rush whatever you can, please," I urged.
"You'll get everything I can give you," Doctor Marchand promised, her eyes flicking over to Amanda's small, still form. "Sarah, find the piece of shit that did this, okay?"
My throat tightened. "Yeah. Yeah, we'll find them."
"Of course we will," Adam agreed, stepping over to the side of Amanda's body.
I glanced over at my partner gratefully. A frown crossed my face as I noticed his foot move. "What's that?"
"What?" Adam looked at me in confusion.
"By your foot, look," I said, pointing.
"Hm," he frowned, squatting. "Plastic baggie, white powder."
My eyes widened. "Like what we found on Taylor's bedside table?"
"Possibly," Adam muttered, not sounding convinced.
"Well, the lab will be able to determine if it's the same batch," Lillian spoke up. "Might have been Amanda's, might have been her attacker's."
"We'll get answers," I vowed, meaning it with every fiber of my being.
Adam and I helped forensics gather evidence, hoping for anything that might help. In addition to the heroin baggie, we found Amanda's purse while techs swabbed the scene for prints. There were no surveillance cameras on the premises, with the closest ones to the frat house only getting a view of the front walkway. Likely useless.
When I looked through Amanda's purse, I quickly realized that Amanda's phone was not on scene. The attacker must have taken it, meaning Amanda knew her killer. Whoever it was knew there was something incriminating on Amanda's phone. We would find out what.
An emergency ping of Amanda's phone revealed that it wasn't on and the last cell tower it communicated with was the closest one to the frat house. Based on the timing of the last contact, the phone went dead around the time of Amanda's death. Her killer likely turned it off or destroyed it. We started a search and made a note to have public works check the storm drains in the morning.
With Amanda's identity easily confirmed, an officer started the process of getting her next of kin notified. Amanda was from Temecula, so her parents weren't that far. Temecula police would be heading out to the house shortly, beginning the nightmare for those poor people. It was after 1:00AM, but we never put off something so serious until morning.
My partner and I split up to speak with a few of the students in the area. I wanted to understand how a murder happened at a crowded fraternity party without anyone noticing. It was a warm Southern California evening, so there was no reason that everyone would just stay in the frat house.
The answer ended up being pretty straightforward. Most of the people who partying outside stuck to the sides of the house, or the front where they could cheer for new arrivals. People sometimes did go out back to hook up or smoke pot, but the backyard was pretty empty until much later. It was possible Amanda and her attacker were alone, and when the killer fled, anyone else who made their way outside would have no reason to go down those stairs. Which brought up the question of what Klarissa was up to when she found Amanda.
Many of the guests and house residents knew the victim, who was apparently a regular attendee. Amanda Reese, or Mandy as her friends called her, was an outgoing girl with an infectious personality. She was always laughing, always ready to party, and regularly posting content to social media.
Brad Vargas, a football player and fraternity brother, gave me my first bit of information on Mandy's movements. He was very emotional when I sat down on the sidewalk with him to talk, acknowledging he was friends with Mandy. They were both outgoing and regularly hooked up at parties. Brad confirmed that he went into a bedroom with Mandy earlier in the evening and the two had sex.
I didn't think Brad was the killer, but I had to follow procedure. Brad willingly handed over his phone and agreed to be taken in for a medical examination and a cheek swab. If his DNA was inside Mandy, but didn't match the skin fragments on her defensive wounds we'd be able to rule him out. They would photograph his hands as well, since Mandy was manually strangled.
After Brad left in a squad car, I spoke with a few other party guests to try and determine the movements of both Amanda and Brad. Mike Crawford, another frat brother and football player, was a close friend of Brad's and directed me to a few people who confirmed they all cheered as Mandy and Brad ran up the stairs for some alone time. Both had been seen separately after their tryst; smiling, drinking, partying, not arguing. I was fairly certain Brad wasn't the killer. Were we looking for a jealous ex, perhaps? A rejected hookup? Someone else entirely? Was there a connection to Taylor?
Making assumptions was something I knew not to do, something Ken always advised against. My mentor always told me my theory of the crime should be the one that required the fewest number of assumptions. The simplest theory was the one closest to the truth. That was more likely the truth than some wild theory my brain would cook up.
There was no proof Taylor's death was anything but an accident, but I couldn't let it go. My mind was going, despite my better judgment. I was convinced there was foul play. Two isolated murders so close together? Unlikely. Was there a connection? Did the same person kill Taylor and Amanda?
If Taylor was murdered, the crime was prepared and executed intelligently. The security camera blackout, carefully knocking her out without leaving a mark, staging the scene to look like an accidental overdose. We had also confirmed that the final set of prints in Taylor's dorm room belonged to her roommate, Lila. If someone killed Taylor, they managed to get in and out without anyone noticing and without leaving any evidence.
Amanda was the exact opposite. Shoving someone down the stairs wasn't planned, it was reactive. The strangulation required rage and a loss of control, the defensive wounds left evidence. If it was the same killer, the baggie likely fell out of his pocket during the struggle. Stealing Mandy's phone was likely a panicked cleanup.
Or maybe I was completely wrong; Taylor was an overdose and Mandy was killed by some jealous frat guy.
Scanning the area, I almost missed her; Klarissa Aguila. She was standing by a nearby van, arms folded and face pinched as if she were struggling to hold back tears. Klarissa was a resident assistant at Oakwood Commons dormitory, in addition to being a sister in the Delta Tau Chi sorority. Her baby sister was the victim of assault by a member of The Crocs, and I didn't think Klarissa was involved. However, I was sure she was holding something back.
"Hi, Klarissa," I said softly as I approached her. She lifted her head slowly, her eyes red.
"Detective McLorn," Klarissa mumbled, her eyes dampening.
"I know this is hard," I began slowly, "but I need to ask you a few questions."
Klarissa nodded, hugging herself. "Sure."
"You found Amanda?" I asked lightly.
"Yeah," Klarissa nodded. "I was helping Noel look for her."
"Who's Noel?" I inquired.
"Noel Carter," Klarissa answered. "She's a year younger than Mandy. Also a communications major. Noel isn't as confident, so Mandy really became her big sister. They even look a lot alike."
"Did Noel say why she was looking for Mandy?" I lightly probed.
"Not really," Klarissa shook her head. "Noel just said she hadn't seen Mandy for a while and asked me to help. She looked upset, so I didn't pry."
"Is Noel still here?" I glanced around.
"She's over there," Klarissa pointed to the other side of the lawn.
A young blonde woman was standing on the grass talking to campus security. Blonde and slim, similar to Mandy. Noel was definitely much taller. She was dressed in a pair of jeans and a tight v-neck top. It was interesting that tiny, little Mandy was the more confident one.
"Okay, thank you," I nodded before switching topics. "Do you know Brad Vargas?"
"Football player, frat guy," Klarissa responded. "He's friends with everyone. Nice guy, but too much of a player for me. I don't, I mean, ah, we've never been intimate. Party guy, but he'd never hurt anyone."
"Do you know anyone who might have had a problem with Amanda?" I inquired. "Anyone who might have been jealous? Maybe an ex-boyfriend?"
"Not that I can think of," Klarissa told me, sniffling as her emotions began to overwhelm her. "Mandy wasn't like that."
"Alright," I lowered my voice. "Klarissa, I'd like you to come in for a formal interview later today."
"W-why?" Klarissa asked, eyes wide. "I don't know who did this to Mandy."
"I believe you," I assured her. "I'm just worried about all of you. This is the second death in a few days. I think you might know something that could help put a stop to this. You don't want anyone else to get hurt, right?"
"I want them to be safe," Klarissa whispered, more to herself than to me. "I want them all to be safe."


"Then help me," I urged. "Tell me everything you remember, no matter how small."
She looked up at me as tears leaked out of the corners of her eyes. Her face tightened into a look of determination as she nodded.
"Come by the station around 1:00PM," I requested. "We'll talk somewhere private."
"I'll be there," Klarissa promised.
From a distance, Noel Carter seemed composed as she quietly spoke with campus security. As I approached, I noticed just how tightly she had her arms wrapped around herself, despite the warm weather. Up close, Noel looked even worse: eyes red, pale skin, a faint tremor in her left hand, and she looked to be sweating.
Withdrawal? Stress? Fear? All of the above? I noted the observation.
"Miss Carter?" I asked gently. "I'm Detective McLorn. Do you mind if we chat for a minute?"
Noel blinked rapidly, as if just bringing me into focus was a huge effort. "S-sorry. I mean, um, yeah. Yeah, okay."
Campus security stepped back, giving us some privacy as he left to speak with other students.
"I know it's been a tough night for you," I began gently. "Klarissa told me you were looking for Amanda?"
"M-Mandy, she, she wasn't answering," Noel swallowed hard. "S-she always texts back. Always."
"Could she have left her phone somewhere?" I suggested.
"No!" Noel shook her head frantically. "She had it with her. She was always helping me, always there for me, she's..."
"Okay, try and take a deep breath," I advised, watching her lower lip quiver as she started sobbing. "Is it okay if I call you Noel?" she nodded in response. "Do you want me to get you something to drink?"
"Y-yes, please," Noel squeaked.
I called out to a nearby officer, asking him to bring a bottle of water. Noel downed over half of it, gulping it as if she hadn't realized just how dehydrated she was until she started drinking. "You and Mandy were close? I heard you both stayed at the sorority house."
"Yes," Noel nodded. "She was my best friend. I stayed in a regular dorm last year and I was so excited to be in the sorority house with her this year."
"Did you two come to the party together?" I questioned.
"No, we met here," Noel answered. "I got to the party late and talked to her a-after she, um, she hooked up with Brad. We got separated later, but s-she knew I was having a t-tough time so she stayed in touch."
"Was Mandy acting like she was happy with Brad?" I spoke softly and slowly, trying not to overwhelm the poor girl.
"S-she said it was fun," a small smile crossed Noel's face. "We had some girl talk about, you know, the details."
"Did Mandy say anything that made you worried? Anything at all?" I asked seriously. "Anyone she was having trouble with or scared of?"
"I..." Noel looked down at the water bottle, her knuckles white. "S-she was just being Mandy. She always watched out for me."
I didn't speak, knowing she'd fill the silence.
"I didn't think she was hurt," Noel blinked rapidly as tears ran down her cheeks. "She never disappears. She texted me a few times."
"Could I see them?" I asked softly, noticing the tremors running through her light frame. "It's okay if you need a minute."
Reaching into her back pocket, Noel pulled her phone out of her jeans. I pretended not to notice her trembling hands as she unlocked her phone and opened the thread before handing it to me. The texts weren't too surprising: Mandy checking on Noel, encouraging her, telling her to go outside and breathe. I noticed a few older texts were Mandy telling Noel to talk to her parents, to ask for help. The latest texts were quite concerning.
Mandy: You don't have to do anything you don't want to.
Mandy: There's help available. We'll get through this.
Mandy: Noel? Where are you?
Mandy: I'm going to take care of this. Now.
"Noel," I kept my voice level, "what was Mandy going to take care of?"
Noel shut down fast, gripping her left wrist tightly. "I don't know."
A lie. The kind given by someone who was truly terrified.
"You're not in trouble," I reminded her. "I'm just trying to understand what happened."
"I-I know," Noel mumbled, sniffling slightly. "I just, I can't... I, I..."
"Okay, I hear you," I said, keeping my voice calm. "I'd like copies of these messages. They help establish Mandy's last movements and mindset. This could be very important."
I handed Noel her phone back and watched her take screenshots. She then sent them to the email I provided. I also gave Noel a copy of my card and told her she could text me any time she needed anything. She just nodded sadly before finishing the water. I had no doubt she was going through withdrawal, and I suspected Mandy had spoken to Noel's dealer.
"Noel," I said quietly, "do you feel unsafe?"
Unable to look me in the eye, Noel's gaze darted around as she held her phone tightly, her hand shaking. "I... no."
Noel wasn't ready to talk about it. She didn't feel comfortable surrounded by uniforms and strangers and flashing lights. She was terrified. I needed information, but I knew pressing her for more would be a mistake. Noel was overwhelmed and in shock. She was going through withdrawal and possibly afraid of retaliation. Pushing her would cause her to shut down and give me nothing but more panic. It wasn't the time.
"I can tell you're scared and overwhelmed," I said, recognizing her emotions without accusing her of anything. "You're not alone. We're here to help keep everyone safe."
"T-thank you," Noel said quietly.
"You don't have to talk right now," I told her in my softest, most relaxing voice. "I do need to talk to you. Privately. Tomorrow."
"I have to come in?" she whispered.
"I think that would be a good idea," I said, looking at her with sympathy. "I want to hear everything you remember about tonight. Maybe I can help you with whatever you're going through, okay?"
"T-tomorrow?" Noel mumbled softly.
"I know you need to get some rest, so how does Thursday morning sound?" I offered, reluctant to wait so long, but I could tell she was in no state to give us anything usable. "I'll have an officer take you safely to the sorority house today. I can have someone pick you up Thursday morning. How does 10:00AM sound?"
"O-okay," Noel let out a breath, looking at me like she was trying to keep me in focus. "Is... is Mandy... is she really...?"
"I'm so sorry," I replied sincerely. "We're going to find the person who did this."
Noel's face twisted in pain, in guilt, and her breath hitched as she shook from withdrawal. "I should've stayed with her. I shouldn't have-"
"Hey," I interrupted softly. "The only person responsible is the one who hurt Mandy. Nothing about this is your fault."
"I just, I'm..." she stammered, unable to gather her thoughts.
"I want you to be safe," I told her plainly. "An officer will take you home and I'll send you some resources. There's help available. Take the day, sleep if you can, and we'll pick you up Thursday morning. We'll talk more then."
"Okay," Noel nodded. "I'll come."
I got Noel into a squad car and had Renee take her home. By that point, officers had finished taking preliminary statements from partygoers, they also verified identification and contact information for follow-ups. Police and campus security were starting the process of dispersing the crowd and making sure everyone got where they needed to be.
Forensics was finishing up their initial sweep, having carefully processed the scene. Photographs were taken, evidence was bagged, measurements were logged, and techs had lifted as many prints as they could. There was more work to be done in the morning, but we were finishing up a little after 2:00AM.
"Find out anything?" Adam asked as we stood by my car.
"Klarissa showed up again, but I don't think she's involved," I replied. "She knows something about Taylor, so I'm meeting with her later today."
"Still think Taylor wasn't an accident?" my partner looked at me incredulously.
"I don't know, but I do know Klarissa knows something," I stated plainly. "Anyway, I talked to Noel Carter as well. Klarissa and Noel were both looking for Amanda."
"Did Noel know anything?" Adam inquired.
"I definitely think Noel is scared of someone," I stated. "And she's on something; an opioid party pill by the look of her withdrawals. Oxy, maybe. She was too distraught to give us anything so I had Renee take her home. She wasn't just strung out, Noel is genuinely terrified. We'll talk to her Thursday."
"Sounds like your evening was more productive than mine," Adam grunted. "A few people confirmed our victim had some alone time with the football player, Brad Vargas. Both seemed fine after their hook-up."
"I got that, too," I nodded in agreement. "Brad seemed really broken up about it. He's getting looked at now. I don't think he's our guy."
"Well, don't expect much evidence from the room Brad and Amanda used," Adam snorted. "Did you notice the half-naked couple out front?"
"Let me guess; you were able to figure out they hit the same room our victim got lucky in?" I folded my arms and rolled my eyes.
"Yup," he chuckled, checking his notes. "Derrick Lamont, a senior on the football team. He's not in the frat, so his buddy Brad agreed to let Derrick borrow his room. The blonde is Cassidy Turner, also a senior. Same major as Derrick, Kinesiology. Cassidy is co-captain of the cheer squad."
"Did either of them know anything?" I questioned.
"Nope," Adam confirmed. "They were very busy at the likely time of the murder. Rushed outside when they heard the sirens, barely dressed."
"I do not envy the forensics tech who has to analyze those sheets," I crinkled my nose.
"I did get a few people to admit that they've heard there's a guy in the frat who deals, maybe runs bets too," Adam added. "No one would give me a name."
"We know The Crocs have some student members," I mused. "The heroin baggie near Amanda, Noel was definitely on something. Same dealer?"
"Even if the drugs from both scenes came from the same guy, that doesn't mean Taylor was killed," Adam pointed out. "Maybe Taylor scored the heroin from the same person who did kill Amanda."
"Possible," I reluctantly admitted. "Either way, there's a dealer in this frat we need to have a long talk with."
"Agreed," Adam nodded. "Do you want to push some of the frat guys harder?"
"Push on what? Rumors aren't probable cause," I challenged. "I don't want to alienate the school until we have something to point to a specific person. I'm hoping Noel can provide that on Thursday."
"Okay, what's our next move?" my partner asked.
"Let's make sure we have what we need and I'll sign off on the scene," I answered slowly. "The final autopsy for Taylor will be ready in the morning, and we'll have the full chemical profile for the heroin as well. Lillian will start Amanda's autopsy in the morning and hopefully we can rule out Brad as a suspect."
"Unless Brad is our dealer and killer," Adam pointed out. "Outgoing party guy who likes the ladies. Introducing a gateway drug like oxycodone to get girls addicted and dependent on him? Makes sense."
"Maybe, but I don't think so," I sighed. "You're right, though, let's not jump to rule him out."
Adam nodded before glancing around the scene. "Honestly? Everybody was either wasted or scared of getting in trouble. I got a lot of noise and little substance."
"Pretty standard," I muttered.
"Yep," he agreed. "Let's wrap up. We'll get more in the morning. Grab a few hours of sleep and meet at the station?"
"Sure," I replied, pinching the bridge of my nose. "Two dead students, heavy drug use, a campus full of scared kids."
Lillian spoke with us briefly before they moved Amanda's body. Then I signed off on the scene and headed home. Another late drive from a college crime scene where someone died far too young. The similarities to Taylor were unnerving, driving away my exhaustion and causing me to think of little else.
Steven had texted me to make sure everything was okay, and I was finally able to reply to him when I got to my apartment. He responded right away, confirming he had stayed up to wait for me. It was sweet, but I told him to go to bed. Like me, Steven had to get to work in the morning.
Wednesday was going to be a very busy day. I had to do a lot more work on Amanda's case and I had to brief Lieutenant Douglas on Amanda and Taylor. Hopefully my boss didn't pressure me to close Taylor's case. I also had a meeting with Klarissa and had to prep for trial with the ADA, Jordan Wells. Oh, and I was having lunch with my mentor and old partner, Ken.
The exhaustion hit once the adrenaline wore off and I realized how busy I was going to be. I cleaned my teeth and used the bathroom before stripping down and falling into bed. Snuggling up with Little Stevie, I got comfortable and passed out in seconds. I was too tired to worry about anything. That would come later.
Despite not getting enough sleep, I still made sure to go through my morning work out. I quickly showered and downed a cup of coffee before heading to the station. One quick stop to grab another coffee, and I was parking my car. Adam met me at my desk with a takeout bag and a coffee of his own.
"Morning," he grunted, pulling up a chair to sit at the corner of my desk. "I don't know how you get through the day without a real breakfast."
"This is a real breakfast," I rolled my eyes at him. "I've got healthy yogurt, nuts, and a banana. Plus coffee, of course."
"A real breakfast is greasy," Adam argued, taking out his breakfast sandwich.
I ate a spoonful of yogurt before responding. "I'm good with this, thanks."
"Your loss," my partner shrugged before biting into his sandwich and sighing happily. He took his time chewing his food before swallowing and giving me an odd look. "So, did you go back home after we left the crime scene?"
"I did, yes," I replied frostily. "Why do you ask?"
"Just curious," he answered simply. "Tuesday night's an odd choice for a wild night out."
"And who said my night was wild?" I raised my eyebrows.
"No one, but I'm a good detective," Adam smirked. "Yet, I can't figure out why you said you don't do cops."
"I don't mix my personal and professional lives," I told him, reaching for my banana. "Plus, I already have a badge; why would I need to be a badge bunny? There are plenty of those at cop bars. Some of them even have low enough self-esteem they might go for you."
"Ouch!" he laughed loudly. "That one hurt!"
"You deserve it for prying into my personal life," I responded while peeling the banana.
"I'm just amazed to learn you have a personal life," Adam shot back with a grin.
"Oh, bite me," I rolled my eyes.
"Sounds like you already have someone for that," he waggled his eyebrows.
"You're an idiot," I snorted. "Fine. I have a personal life, I have friends, I don't have a boyfriend." Giving him a glare, I pointed at him with one finger. "And you better get any mental images of me having a wild night out of your head right now."
"Yes, ma'am," Adam raised his hands in a gesture of surrender. "Just trying to get to know my partner."
"Right," I scoffed.
Despite my words, I couldn't resist suggestively placing the banana in my mouth and waggling my eyebrows. His grin turned to a look of horror when I bit the top part off. It wasn't like me to act that way around a colleague, but it was funny. I did regret it after, mainly because of how hard a woman had to work to be respected as a cop. As far as my coworkers were concerned; I had no lady parts and was asexual. Adam was surprisingly skilled at getting me to relax. I'd be more careful going forward.
It was almost time to meet with Lieutenant Douglas, so we quickly finished eating and prepared the briefing. For the Amanda Reese case, we would go over what we knew and what our next steps would be. A lot of it was waiting on evidence and alibis. We were reasonably confident that Brad Vargas wasn't our killer. Lillian's early opinion indicated Amanda was strangled by someone with thinner fingers than the meaty hands of the football player.
We had two reports to look at as we studied up on the Taylor Kephart case. The GC-MS testing confirmed the chemical profile of the residue in the baggie on Taylor's bedside table. Heroin laced with fentanyl, which we already knew. The profile and cutting agent matched a batch we knew was linked to The Crocs, so the gang was definitely the source of the drugs. It wasn't surprising, since they were the main dealers on campus.
We didn't have a full chemical profile for the heroin from Amanda's scene. Eight hours were nowhere near enough for the GC-MS test to be completed, so we couldn't confirm if the two victims shared the same batch. At most we could say that both baggies were similar and likely came from the same suppliers.
Doctor Marchand's final autopsy report was much more interesting. Most of it confirmed what we already knew; one single puncture wound, no signs of chronic intravenous use. The cause of death was acute opioid intoxication, and testing also found trace oxycodone. The oxycodone was in quantities that suggested Taylor was taking the medication as prescribed. Finding that out felt like vindication.
Then came the part of the report covering the physical examination. The bruise on Taylor's shoulder was noted, as was one other find. Lillian found mild hemorrhages within the neck. Findings were inconclusive, but could point to brief manual compression or restraint. It wasn't proof, but it was enough for Lillian to leave the manner of death pending.
Adam was still skeptical, but I was convinced. Taylor Kephart was not a drug user. She was injected in her dominant arm with a very high-purity heroin that was also fentanyl-laced. The bruise on her shoulder, the evidence she may have been choked briefly from behind; everything fit. There was just one missing piece; a reason why someone would want Taylor dead. I was hoping Klarissa Aguila could help fill that in.
Lieutenant Karen Douglas was already in the conference room when Adam and I entered, armed with coffees and folders. Karen was her usual professional self as she greeted us while wearing a pants suit similar to mine. She was an amazing commanding officer and I was proud to be serving underneath the confident, powerful woman.
"Alright," Karen began, "bring me up to speed. Let's start with Amanda Reese."
I placed my coffee on the desk and opened the first file. "Preliminary information from Doctor Marchand points to manual strangulation. Early indicators are long, thin fingers. Pending full measurements, we think we can exclude Brad Vargas. No witness indicated any conflict between them, and Vargas was fully cooperative. He readily admitted to a consensual sexual encounter with Amanda that night."
"Brad's hands were photographed and measured, and he agreed to let us take his prints and DNA," Adam added. "I spoke to a few students who mentioned that Brad and Amanda both were big partiers. They had a few other, ah, friends, and it didn't sound like there were any hard feelings. Just college kids going wild without any adult supervision."
"We're waiting on confirmation that the fluids inside Amanda and the blood under her nails are from different people," I concluded. "That will confirm Brad isn't our guy."
"Good," Karen said. "What about toxicology? Anything from the heroin baggie found near the victim?"
"A quick test confirmed it's heroin laced with fentanyl, but we won't know the exact chemical makeup until later tonight at the earliest," I answered. "We'll be able to confirm if it's from the same batch that killed Taylor."
Douglas nodded, not surprised. "Fine. What else?"
"I mentioned the blood under Amanda's nails," I continued. "Lillian mentioned quite a few defensive wounds. She was probably dazed from the fall, but Amanda fought back. There was a partial print on the exterior of the baggie. The results came back about an hour ago."


"Already?" Karen interrupted, looking surprised.
"The night-shift tech submitted them right after the scene was cleared," I explained. "Unfortunately, the print was smudged and there were no hits. Not in state, local, or federal."
"So, either our dealer's clean or very careful," Karen grunted.
"Given The Crocs?" Adam raised an eyebrow. "Could be either. We know they have students dealing for them."
"You interviewed students?" Lieutenant Douglas asked.
"We tried," Adam dryly replied. "Everyone was drunk, high, or scared of getting kicked out of school. That said; multiple witnesses confirmed the Brad and Amanda hookup, and a few others heard about a dealer in the frat. No one seemed to know who."
"Shocking," Karen rolled her eyes. "Well, get a guest list and redo those interviews. I requested a rush on all the forensics. On to Taylor Kephart."
I slid the folder forward. "Two lab reports. The GC-MS confirmed heroin laced with fentanyl. The chemical profile and cutting agent match previous seizures from drugs known to originate with The Crocs. Not enough to conclusively tie the Kephart and Reese cases, but we believe the drugs come from the same source."
"That's thin," Karen frowned.
"It gets better," I said, tapping the autopsy summary. "Marchand's final autopsy report. No signs of intravenous use, one injection on the dominant arm. There's a bruise on Taylor's shoulder and mild neck hemorrhages. Both consistent with brief compression or restraint."
Adam exhaled loudly. "The doc still listed the manner of death pending."
"Right," I admitted, shooting my partner an annoyed look. "But, Lillian did include those findings are inconsistent with a voluntary injection."
Lieutenant Douglas leaned her head back. "You think Taylor was a homicide, that the same person killed Taylor and Amanda."
"Yes," I stated firmly. "Everything points that way. Taylor had no history of drug use and a single injection mark on her dominant arm. There's enough to say that briefly restraining her is plausible. She was unconscious in seconds and injected. Someone planned it and planned it well."
"It's possible, Lieutenant," Adam shrugged. "But we don't have a motive, and we don't have any evidence Taylor even ran in the same social circles as Amanda. All our information points toward Taylor being a quiet, introverted girl. The opposite of Amanda."
"Sure, but the drug source is probably linked; same distribution pipeline," I reasoned. "The dealer links them. And the timing can't be coincidence. First murder was carefully planned, second indicates escalation. Then there's Taylor's RA, Klarissa Aguila. I know she has something that can point to a motive. Additionally, whoever did this had access to privileged information to know when the dorm security cameras would be down. We find out why someone would want Taylor dead and we can solve both cases at once."
"You're making a lot of assumptions," Karen observed. "Do you have an interview scheduled with this RA, Klarissa?"
"1:00PM today," I responded. "And I know this sounds out there, but it won't take much longer to get actual evidence to confirm it."
Karen took a deep breath. "What about that other girl? The one you mentioned was looking for Amanda, I forget her name."
"Noel Carter," Adam spoke up. "We'll meet with her Thursday. She definitely knows something, but she was in no shape to talk. Withdrawal symptoms, most likely oxy or something similar. If she can give us the dealer's name, mystery solved."
"I know I'm making assumptions, but if I'm right, this person is escalating," I said. "Bodies dropping before classes even start is horrible for the school. It hurts student morale and the college ends up in the news for all the wrong reasons. If I'm right, we need to get this guy off the streets before he kills again."
Karen Douglas eyed us both for a moment, weighing the situation and calculating the best way forward. "Alright. Treat the cases as potentially linked. For now. Today? We go after the drugs. I'm going to have Ken investigate some of the potential gang ties. Push campus security for anything; anyone who is often caught high, anyone who causes trouble. If this dealer is on the fraternity roster, I want a name."
"Yes, ma'am!" Adam and I answered at the same time.
"Good work," Karen closed the file. "You both look exhausted. Keep it up."
Adam and I divided our tasks and went to work. He was working to get a guest list for the party, as well as incident reports for the area around the fraternity house. Amanda's official student information should be arriving shortly, and Adam would get a list of sorority members.
I was focusing on other avenues of evidence. I spoke with Amanda's cell carrier, confirming they received our subpoena and would be providing tower pings and logs of her calls and texts. They didn't store the content of individual text messages, but we still might get something useful. Social media direct messages were stored and we might be able to get those with a warrant. I confirmed Taylor's phone hadn't been found and checked on the rush for the forensics.
The meeting with Amanda's parents was depressingly similar to the meeting with Taylor's. They were both devastated and couldn't believe what had happened. Amanda didn't even make it to her twenty-first birthday, which would have been in October. Both girls went way too young. The only real difference between meetings was that Amanda's parents were divorced and seemed to have no desire to comfort each other. They both demanded to see their daughter and were not happy to be refused. Lillian had likely already started the autopsy, and we delicately told them we had to gather evidence to find out who had attacked Amanda. The meeting was sad and unproductive.
Afterwards, we went over what little additional information came in. Carriers responded quickly to requests relating to homicide cases, so we had a full log of location data for the previous forty-eight hours. The search warrant was already signed, so we would have more information later that afternoon. The carrier confirmed Amanda's phone went dark shortly after midnight Wednesday. I was convinced it was destroyed and tossed down a drain somewhere. Unfortunately, not a drain near the frat house.
We did have some of Amanda's texts thanks to Noel and Brad. The screenshots from Noel showed Amanda's concern for her friend, and included timestamps we could compare with the phone logs. Everything of value had been extracted from Brad's phone by forensics. It was the typical college guy's phone. Lots of texts with his fellow football players and frat brothers, and lots of flirting with college girls. From the pictures Amanda had sent him, she was as into Brad as he was into her.
The fraternity had provided a full list of membership, but were still working on a guest list for the party. We flagged a couple of students with previous reports for possession, one for a known gambling problem, and a senior who had recently gotten arrested after an off-campus bar fight. The gambler might know of a bookie who could give us information. Adam would reach out to all of them while I was in my meeting with the ADA.
Jordan Wells could tell I was distracted as soon as I met him at the courthouse. When questioned, I gave him some information about the deaths, as well as my suspicions. As always, Jordan was supportive. He made sure to tell me to get some solid evidence so he could put whoever was responsible behind bars.
Unfortunately, my distraction from the two campus deaths was my testimony in a child abuse case. We went over my testimony several times, making sure I had everything down. I didn't do too well when Jordan played the role of the defense attorney. In my defense, I was in an emotional state and not in the mood to deal with a cross-examination. Jordan reminded me it wasn't my choice when I had to testify; I couldn't let my emotions get in the way. It took some work, but I think we got through the issues.
I didn't have much time before I needed to be back at the station for my interview with Klarissa, so I texted Ken to meet me at the diner down the street. He was already in a booth when I arrived, drinking a cup of coffee while going through a manila folder. Our lunches were already on the table; I had send him my order before leaving the precinct.
"You look like shit," Ken greeted me.
"You really know how to sweet-talk a girl," I replied, sliding into the booth.
Ken watched me for a few moments before shaking his head. "Douglas briefed me. Two dead students in seventy-two hours. Fentanyl-laced Heroin, The Crocs, one homicide and one possible OD, you and Adam are drowning in interviews."
"I think it's two homicides, but other than that, yes," I nodded, taking a sip of my ice water.
"Adam used to solely work narcotics, so he should help," Ken sighed, looking like he had a few more grays since I last saw him. "How are things with the new partner?"
"Adam's fine," I shrugged, picking up my turkey club. "Eats garbage for breakfast."
"That's every detective over forty," Ken replied.
"Adam's not even thirty," I pointed out after swallowing a bite.
"Oh," he stated simply. "Well, whatever. He treating you alright?"
"Yeah. He's annoying, but in a good way," I answered, hesitating while I decided if I wanted to continue. "He's disarming."
Ken raised his eyebrows as he ate a bite of burger. "Mmhmm."
"Not like that," I rolled my eyes. "He's just good at pushing my buttons."
"So, it is like that?" he smirked.
"No, asshole," I smiled in spite of myself. "You know how hard I work to be professional and detached. Adam is good at getting me to relax. I end up being silly without even realizing."
"He wouldn't be good enough to be your partner if he wasn't skilled," Ken said, softening. "Just remember not to let him draw you off balance. You're a great detective. Make sure Adam knows that."
We spent a few minutes eating before Ken slid the folder toward me.
"I put together what we have on The Crocs' student affiliates," he said. "Douglas wants me to keep digging, going after the source. Supply lines, local distributors, campus mules."
I opened the file and flipped through the young faces. "You think one of these kids is the source?"
"Absolutely not," Ken smiled. "The source is not a college student. The gang is successful by leaving as few trails as possible. They take advantage of kids with gambling debts, wannabe tough guys, and addicts who can't afford their habit."
"Someone young and in over their head is terrified," I observed. "Scared people talk."
"Exactly," Ken nodded approvingly. "It's all connected. The higher-ups want to make as much money as possible. Have a dumb kid steal a car for a joyride, buy it off him and scrap it for parts. Gambling, drugs. Get a girl addicted and into debt, tell her she can work it off and she ends up on her back. Nothing is on paper, it's hidden in legitimate businesses. A scared underling is the way to go. Remember how we got that name last week? We scared the shit out of that kid over swiping that car."
"We still don't have anything concrete on Marcos Sanchez," I reminded him.
"No, but we know he's in the inner circle, even if we can't prove it," Ken countered. "Bringing him in didn't get anything, but now he knows he's not invisible."
"So much for his nickname," I scoffed. "'Ghost.'"
"The guy is slippery," Ken acknowledged. "But, no one can stay invisible forever."
Ken leaned in, lowering his voice. "Your theory about Taylor? Honestly, I don't hate it. A clean kid doesn't suddenly shoot heroin into her arm. And the cameras? Someone knew something."
"Still missing motive," I replied, sipping my water. "I'm hanging most of my hopes on Klarissa."
"You trust her?" Ken questioned.
"Nope," I admitted. "But her baby sister was impacted by violence, so she's not an idiot. She knows something she's too scared to say."
"Good," Ken responded. "Use that. Remind Klarissa she doesn't want anyone going through what her sister did."
We finished our meal with only a few minutes to spare. Ken refused when I offered to pay for my share, telling me about how often he had to make sure I ate while working a big case. I often forgot, skipping multiple meals. We both stood and he gave my shoulder a brief squeeze, from mentor to protege.
"Good luck with the interview, let me know what happens," Ken said.
"I will," I promised.
"And Sarah?" he added.
"Yeah?" I questioned.
"Don't try handling this whole thing yourself," Ken advised. "You have a partner. Use him."
I pressed my lips together and gave him a firm nod before turning and heading toward the door. Klarissa Aguila was waiting, and I was convinced she had what I needed to break the case.
Klarissa was already seated when I walked in to the small interview room with a notebook and a bottle of water. She looked exhausted. Her eyes were bloodshot and she was fidgeting slightly, her sleeves pulled over her palms as her leg bounced. I placed the bottle of water in front of her before sitting across from her without opening the notebook.
"Hi, Klarissa. I appreciate you coming in today," I began gently. "I know the last few days have been rough, and I don't want to make this harder on you. I just want to understand what happened to Taylor and Amanda. I want to make sure no one else gets hurt. No one."
Klarissa swallowed hard, nodding as she finally spoke. "I didn't tell anyone, I swear! I told her not to tell anyone. I was trying to protect her."
"Protect Taylor?" I asked, receiving a nod in return. "From who?"
"I don't know for sure, but I was afraid The Crocs were involved," Klarissa answered. "You never found that guy who tried to scare Kelsey into not testifying, I figured it was best to just tell Taylor to not get involved."
"Okay," I let out a breath, trying to appear calm. "How about you tell me what happened?"
"The day Taylor moved back in to the dorms she pulled me aside," Klarissa paused for a moment to gather her courage. "She worked remotely for the school's data center while on break. S-she, ah, she had access to financial information for school activities and clubs. Taylor told me she found something weird in the records for the Delta Sigma Chi fraternity. It was as if a few deposits had been made then quickly withdrawn. The deposits were labeled as gifts, then the same amounts were withdrawn saying they were for miscellaneous expenses. It just didn't make sense to her."
"What happened next?" I inquired, my heart pounding.
"Taylor saved the file to her computer to investigate further," Klarissa answered. "Then the next day the school's file changed. It was like the weird deposits and withdrawals were combined into other things. She said it looked like someone cleaned it up."
The file we found on Taylor's computer. The one we thought wasn't important.
"What did you say?" I wondered.
"I told her to just pretend she never saw anything," Klarissa said. "I figured it wasn't something she should get involved with. I made sure she didn't tell anyone else, and we agreed it would stay between us. I don't know how anyone could even find out she knew. And she didn't even really know anything!"
A motive. There was a motive. Taylor stumbled onto a money laundering scheme while doing her job. Someone found out. There was a motive. A motive that tied everything together, tied everything back to The Crocs. To their money; the only thing they cared about.
I spoke with Klarissa for a little while longer, but she didn't know anything else. She was scared, so I promised we would look after her. I gave her my card and told her I would assign a patrol car to check on Kelsey regularly. Both girls and their parents would also have my number so they could call me directly.
After getting Klarissa into a squad car, I pulled Adam aside and told him what Klarissa gave me. He couldn't deny that I had been right; Taylor's death was no accident. We spoke with Lieutenant Douglas, who agreed we had to escalate the case. I spoke with the ADA, who agreed to issue a subpoena for the access and change logs for the frat's finances.
I should have been more emotional about finally making progress, but information was coming in fast. I was professional and methodical as I spoke to colleagues and put everything together. Adam helped, apologizing a couple of times for not listening to me about Taylor. I might have gloated if I weren't so busy.
Lillian provided us with preliminary autopsy information, confirming what we already knew. The cause of death was manual strangulation and the manner of death was homicide. Time of death was 11:00PM Tuesday evening, and Lillian noted all the injuries consistent with the fall and the attack.
No evidence of drug use, but they were going to run a full screen to confirm. Blood alcohol level suggested moderate intoxication consistent with recreational drinking. There were no surprises in the stomach contents and no old injuries. Amanda had been a healthy, young woman in the prime of her life.
Amanda had fought hard, and Lillian had several blood and skin samples from under Amanda's fingernails. In addition, there were sexual fluids from Amanda's encounter with Brad. Lillian found semen in Amanda's mouth and throat, plus what was inside her. We would get confirmation if the semen matched the blood on Thursday morning, when we also confirmed if any of the DNA matched Brad. I wasn't expecting any surprises there.
I ate dinner at my desk while going over the full records from Amanda's cell phone provider. Text and call logs confirmed that Noel was the last person Amanda had texted, and she had also called Amanda earlier in the day. Other numbers Amanda texted matched numbers we got from sorority girls and frat guys. Amanda was a social girl, it made sense. We were confident that Amanda's phone had been destroyed and was likely not recoverable.
Devon was staying late, going through the file on Amanda's laptop. It was a file of financial information, and I was mad at myself for not looking at it closer when we first found it. Gift amounts that conveniently were a perfect match for the amount listed on invoices entered into the frat's system. All from companies that didn't exist. They were placeholders until someone could make them look realistic. Amanda had checked at the perfect time.
We still needed a suspect. Fortunately, the fraternity had finally sent over a guest list. The invitations weren't formal, and some people just showed up, but the list should cover most people. Adam and I agreed to focus on frat guys and football players. The players were close to the frat, and it was plausible that the murders were committed by someone who wasn't officially in the fraternity.
The killer was someone with an understanding of numbers and access to the school's data center. With the public computers in the frat, it was possible that the person did not personally have access themselves. We ended up with four names. Four people who might be the one.
Derrick Wilson was a frat brother who was majoring in hospitality management. As a result of his major, he dealt with a lot of fraternity events, which involved paying vendors. Tyler Gaines was a business administration major and a football player. I doubted he was the one, but we left him on until we could formally eliminate him as a suspect. Jacob Barlow was also majoring in business administration, but he worked part-time at the school and was the frat's treasurer. Finally, Malik Jefferson was a finance major on the football team.
The obvious answer was Jacob Barlow. He had access to everything needed. I was hesitant because he seemed too obvious. Although, Amanda was not a planned murder. If he didn't realize Taylor had saved the file on her computer and spoken to Klarissa, we might never have been able to find him. He wasn't in the list provided by Ken and we weren't looking at him at all before this.


Adam reminded me that Doctor Marchand repeatedly mentioned how hard Amanda had fought. The killer likely had scratches on their arms. I agreed and suggested we try to conveniently run into the guys on our list on Thursday. Thursday was also when we'd get confirmation if the heroin in the two baggies matched, the DNA results, and the access logs from the data center. The interview with Noel Carter would be helpful, especially if she could confirm she bought drugs from one of the guys. We would have actual proof soon.
It was after 9:00PM by the time I finally left the precinct. Steven and Kayla had both reached out, offering whatever help I needed. I appreciated the gesture, but I didn't want to get too dependent on them. I did let them know I was home for the night before collapsing into bed. I was out as soon as my head hit the pillow.
~Thursday August 14, 2025~
I took a sip of my coffee and placed it back in my cup holder when the traffic light turned green. My head was already organizing the day; the lab results, the data center logs, the interview with Noel, and the very long list of potential suspects. I was about halfway to the precinct as I adjusted the brown blazer I was wearing to conceal my gun. The rest of my outfit consisted of a white blouse and a pair of dark blue jeans. A pair of black heeled boots covered my feet, and my light brown hair was in its usual ponytail.
My first surprise of the morning occurred when my radio hummed to life.
"All units be advised, report of shots fired at the CSUA athletic lot," the female dispatcher said. "I repeat, shots fired at the CSUA athletic lot. One male confirmed hit. Suspect fled in a dark sedan. All available units respond."
Shots fired. CSUA. Someone hit. A third victim in one week. Holding the steering wheel with one hand, I pulled the radio out of my belt.
"Dispatch, this is Detective McLorn," I stated into the radio. "I'm five minutes out. What's the status on EMS?"
"EMS is on scene, Detective," dispatch replied. "Victim is unstable. Patrol is securing the area."
"Copy. Shoe me en-route," I quickly responded, the tires squealing as I spun the car and hit the gas.
The parking lot was already cordoned off by patrol by the time I arrived. Bright lights flashed on police cars as officers scoured the scene. There weren't a lot of people out this early, so the lot was mostly-empty. There were a half-dozen cars, a few police cars, and an ambulance. People out for morning runs were clustered behind the tape, some just watching and others filming. The air smelled of blood.
Two paramedics were crouched beside a white sedan, having just placed a large man onto a stretcher. The guy was broad-shouldered and there was a workout bag on the pavement, beside the pool of dark blood. A football player who had driven to the athletic department for an early-morning workout at the gym.
The paramedics raised the stretcher so they could wheel it to the ambulance. One of them was keeping pressure on a gut wound while the other tried to keep his airway stable. His face was pale as he took rapid breaths. That horrible wound in his chest. My stomach fell when I saw it; he wasn't going to make it.
I quickly flashed my badge as I ran up to the stretcher. "I'm Detective McLorn, can you hear me?"
His eyelids fluttered as blood bubbled at the corner of his mouth.
"Who shot you?" I asked urgently, just as the stretcher reached the bumper of the ambulance.
He inhaled, a sharp wet rattle. "J..."
"That's enough, you're done," a paramedic grunted as the stretcher slid into the ambulance and he climbed in after it. "We have to go."
I didn't respond as the doors shut and the ambulance took off. The finality in his gurgling breath told me he wouldn't survive the ride to the hospital. Three murders in one week. That was unheard of. The Crocs were never so sloppy. Taylor made some sense, at least. All I could think was that Taylor's attacker had never killed before. Maybe he was scared, in over his head. Amanda confronted him and he snapped, killing her. The football player? I wasn't sure, but I would find out.
My head snapped back and forth as I looked for the nearest officer. "Witnesses?" I asked Officer Javier Gomez after running up to him.
"Two. The coach and another player," Officer Gomez answered quickly. "The coach says he saw his player arguing with the suspect. Then shots fired. Suspect ran to the vehicle. The other player only came running after. Looks like everyone else just happened upon the scene after the suspect already fled."
"Description?" I inquired.
Male. Late teens to early-twenties, casual clothes, dark hair," Javier replied. "The coach described him as tall and slim. Vehicle a dark gray or black sedan."
I thanked Officer Gomez before returning to the football player's car. There was a large pool of blood beside the driver's side door. I counted three bullet casings, which fit since I counted two wounds on the victim; one on the chest and the other on the stomach. It looked like the final bullet was embedded in the door of the student's white car.
Putting on a pair of gloves, I crouched by the car to examine the final item of interest. The phone buzzed as another notification came in, likely a text message. I picked up the phone and was shocked to find there was no security; no facial recognition or even a pass code. Maybe he was lazy or the quick access made it easier to change what song he was listening to while running.
His phone ended up having quite a few unread texts. A couple were from football players mentioning that they would meet him at the gym later. One message told me the victim's name was Derrick. Another was a picture message that I wished I hadn't opened. The image was a naked selfie of an attractive blonde woman in the shower. The message said the picture was something to think about while he worked out.
According to his phone, the message came from Cassidy Turner. Cassidy Turner and Derrick. It clicked. The victim was Derrick Lamont; he had been at the party on Tuesday evening when Amanda was killed. Derrick and Cassidy had been interrupted mid-hookup by the discovery of Amanda's body.
The most recent read conversation was with a contact labeled "J.B." I remembered Derrick trying to say something that started with that letter, so I quickly opened it. My eyes widened as I learned that J.B. was clearly Derrick's bookie. Scrolling through a long conversation, I discovered that Derrick owed J.B. thousands of dollars. Texts from the previous night demanded immediate payment, with Derrick saying he didn't have the money.
It was all coming together. J.B. was a bookie and was laundering money through the fraternity. Taylor found evidence, so J.B. planned her murder, covering his tracks well. Still, he had killed someone. He was on edge. When Amanda confronted him about taking advantage of Noel, J.B. snapped and killed her. J.B. was likely a dealer as well. He knew we were closing in, and he needed money from Derrick. Derrick didn't have it, Derrick got shot.
"Our guy's seriously escalating," Adam sighed as he approached me. "The coach confirmed our victim is Derrick Lamont."
"The coach?" I frowned, standing and turning to face my partner.
"Yeah, Ray Donnelly," Adam answered. "The other witness was the school's quarterback, Brent Calloway. Listen, Sarah, I'm sorry. I should have taken your theory more seriously. Maybe we'd have a name for this guy by now."
"We do have a name," I stated, handing my partner the phone. "The number's probably a burner, but that doesn't matter. Look at the initials."
"Okay," he frowned, looking at Derrick's phone while I took out my notepad and flipped to our list of possible suspects. "J.B."
"Jacob Barlow," I said. "We were right, it was him. Treasurer for the fraternity, works part-time in campus housing, often handling IT or the help desk. He fits perfectly."
"Okay," Adam nodded firmly.
"Put out an armed-and-dangerous bulletin," I continued. "I'm calling the Lieutenant. Get forensics on the phone, trace that number, and pull every camera in a three-block radius. This guy is armed and he's running. Nothing more dangerous than someone who's scared and out of options."
I left Adam at the scene and made my way to the precinct; my partner had things handled and we needed more information. Lieutenant Douglas gave me orders on the phone, her voice urgent. With an armed killer on campus, there was a shelter-in-place order in effect while we scoured the area for Jacob.
The call came in just as I was parking at the station; Derrick died in the ambulance and was pronounced DOA by the hospital. We had failed to catch J.B. in time; his panic had turned lethal and he was a danger to everyone around him. Regret coursed through me; we should have done more with Jacob's name when we found out he was the treasurer. We might have been able to prevent Derrick's death. We just weren't completely convinced he was our guy. That was then. Jacob Barlow was definitely our guy.
I spoke with the ADA on the phone as I started up my computer, promising to keep him posted. With three bodies, Jordan didn't hesitate, quickly drafting warrants that were electronically signed within minutes. His job was done until we had J.B. in cuffs.
Adam was leading the search for the suspect while it was my job to find out where he might go. Despite being treasurer, Jacob lived in the dorms on campus. His room was being searched and I got a few texts from Adam, indicating that drugs had been found in the dorm, but no cash. He was running. Adam also noted finding a smashed USB drive in the trash. J.B. must have thought he had the only copy of the file.
My mind was racing, my emotions shut off as I methodically worked. Since it was an emergency, we quickly confirmed the number Derrick had for J.B. was for an untraceable burner phone and Adam had found J.B.'s phone in his dorm. We had the make and model of his car thanks to the college, so the public had been notified and the search was heating up.
I only had time to get some basic information from reports that had been sent to me. The GC-MS test confirmed that the heroin on Taylor's bedside table and the heroin in the baggie beside Amanda were from the exact same batch. Unsurprising. Devon had been in the office for a couple hours already, and he determined J.B. had been the one to access and edit the frat financial files. The school kept a record of who accessed and downloaded information, which anyone could see. That was how J.B. found out Taylor was on to him. The university's IT manager personally pulled the logs and had sent them late the previous night. Thankfully Devon set an alarm to come to work in the early morning hours.
We had our primary suspect, but I still looked at a couple of additional lab reports. The blood under Amanda's nails belonged to an unidentified male. The semen samples were a preliminary match to Brad, proving the two had sex and that Brad was not the killer. Amanda had been strangled by someone with long, thin fingers; Jacob, not Brad.
Renee escorted Noel into the interview room, and I could tell the college girl was still in bad shape. Noel was wearing jean shorts and a hoodie, her hands were trembling as she sat down and placed her phone on the table. I noticed the shelter-in-place alert was on the screen before it went dark.
I sat down across from Noel, watching her as she pulled the sleeves of her hoodie over her hands. Renee gave Noel a bottle of water before making her exit. I wanted to take things slow, but there just wasn't time for that. A killer with a gun was on the loose and we needed information.
"Hi, Noel. Thank you for coming in," I said, keeping my voice soft. "I know you've heard about the shooting, so I'll keep this brief. Just remember you're safe here. I promise."
"O-okay," Noel mumbled sadly, tears forming in her eyes.
"How are you doing?" I couldn't help but ask.
"A little better," the blonde sniffled. "I-I called one of those numbers you gave me. The woman I talked to was really nice, she convinced me to reach out for help. I was scared my parents would hate me, but they're being supportive."
"That's great, Noel," I smiled reassuringly. "Having a support system in place will be a big help."
Noel nodded quickly, shivering slightly.
"What happened this morning changes my plan for this interview," I told her. "Our number one priority right now is getting Jacob Barlow off the street before he hurts someone else."
"He's the one who hurt Amanda," Noel whispered, tears running down her cheeks.
"Yes," I confirmed with a nod I hadn't said the words, but she already admitted she had a drug problem. "I know this is hard, but could you tell me how things got to this point?"
"I didn't have a major when I first started school," Noel began slowly. "I was always so quiet and my parents told me I should join a club or something to get more confidence. Amanda ran up to me and started pitching the sorority. So, I joined."
"Makes sense," I nodded along.
"The school helped me pick my classes for the first semester and I was really nervous about the public speaking one," Noel continued. "Amanda helped me practice. Her method was to have me come to her room and get drunk."
"Did that help?" I questioned.
"Kind of," she dabbed at her tears with her sleeve. "I realized I could be giggly and relaxed. I ended up really liking the class, and since communications was also Amanda's major, I went with it."
"You two sound really close," I observed.
"Yeah, she kept encouraging me to be more social," Noel sighed. "She brought me to parties and stuff. I, I was still really quiet and I liked my classes but still had trouble with public speaking. Um, at one of the parties at the start of the spring semester, I, well, a senior offered me something to help me relax. A pill."
"And it helped?" I probed gently.
"Y-yeah," Noel winced, looking disappointed in herself. "I had never had so much fun at a party. That was the first time I ever slept with a guy I just met. The sex was incredible."
"What happened next?" I questioned carefully.
"I knew I shouldn't have taken a pill, but it really did help," Noel mumbled. "I had a big presentation coming up and I was scared. So, I went to another party and found Dave, that was the guy, he was a senior, he's graduated now. I asked him where he got it. He told me it was called oxycodone and directed me to where I could buy it."
"Dave introduced you to Jacob Barlow," it wasn't a question.
"J.B. is what everyone called him," Noel said sadly. "At first, I just took the pills to help for a presentation or for the confidence to go up to a guy's room. T-then I needed it more and more. And I couldn't afford it. They were expensive."
"What happened?" I asked, having a good idea of the answer.
"I had almost enough," Noel bit her lower lip sadly. "J.B. told me we could work out a deal to cover the rest. It was just a quick blowjob."
"I see," I replied, giving her a sympathetic look.
"I couldn't come up with more, so it just kept happening," she sighed sadly. "The first time I had no money at all and really needed the pills, I, I went up to his room and took my clothes off. I just pretended I was somewhere else until he finished."
"Amanda found out about your problem," I commented.
"Yeah, and she died trying to protect me," Noel whimpered. "My best friend is gone because of me."
"Noel," I said gently, "Amanda wasn't murdered because of you. She confronted a monster. That monster killed her. Now we need to find him before anyone else gets hurt."
"I don't know where he is," Noel looked at me helplessly.
"Do you ever meet him anywhere besides the frat house or his dorm?" I inquired. Three killings in a week, J.B. had to know he was screwed. The gang was his only hope. "Did you ever meet anyone else who worked with him?"
"O-once," Noel placed her hands in her lap and looked down at them, too ashamed to meet my gaze. "One night I kept asking him at a party and he said he didn't have any. He eventually went out to make a call and told me to come with him. I ended up in an alley beside the old facilities building."
"The facilities building?" I asked, leaning forward. The Crocs were careful, and J.B. probably only had the one contact. If that was the contact's meeting place, Jacob might have asked for a meeting to beg for help. "You met someone there?"
"Yeah," Noel nodded sadly, her blonde hair hanging forward as she lowered her head. "I had to do both of them, but I got my pills."
"W-was the guy a Latino male? Maybe early-forties?" I probed.
"N-no," she shook her head. "He was tall. Really, really tall. Bald, tattooed arms. He was rough. I thought he was gonna break me."
I knew that description. The bodyguard. The Crocs would never help some kid who got himself in over his head. I had no doubt in my mind that, if there was a meeting, the gang was going to kill J.B. so they could pin everything on him and get away without any charges. Again. Unless I took a risk that I was right and managed to grab both of them.
I instructed Renee to get Noel something to eat and let her stay at the station where she'd be safe. Then I got in my car and started driving. Speaking with the Lieutenant on speaker phone, I gave her an update on what I had learned, and of my suspicions. Karen confirmed that they had found J.B.'s car and were searching it. I was right; he was running. He was hoping his only remaining allies could help him disappear. He didn't realize he was probably walking into a hit.
There was no direct evidence that Jacob would be killed, or that he would even be going to that alley. My instincts told me that was what was happening, but we couldn't prove it. Karen was right, there were likely a lot of meeting places. She agreed that we had to check it out; if we were right we would keep J.B. alive and be able to finally have some leverage against The Crocs.
The entire CSUA campus was on lock down, with police scouring the area. Dormitories, student parking lots, academic buildings. I parked my car in the rear lot of the old facilities building. It had been searched earlier, but Karen gave me the green light for a stakeout. The area was quiet; no camera, little foot traffic. The alley was a perfect meeting place. A shiver crawled down my spine as I spotted another car illegally parked next to the lot. I ran the plates. Stolen.
"Dispatch, McLorn," I said into my radio. "I need a patrol unit at the old facilities building. Quiet approach. I'm checking out a possible location connected to the suspect. Stolen vehicle nearby."
"Availability is limited," dispatch replied quickly. "One car. ETA six minutes."
"I'm two streets away," Adam replied over the radio. "I'll be right there. Don't go alone."
"Just get here," I said into the radio.
I got out of my car and popped the trunk. Removing my blazer, I put on my bulletproof vest, tightening it around my body. There was no time to hide it under the blouse. Putting my blazer back on, I drew my weapon and slowly approached the entrance to the alley. Despite the Southern California sun, it was obvious how dark the alley was going to be.
"Jacob Barlow!" I shouted ass I inched down the alley, making sure I had cover just in case. Visibility was poor, and there were various piles of trash and other items making it hard to get a good view. I couldn't wait. I couldn't risk someone dying if I didn't act. "Police! Come out with your hands up!"
"Don't shoot! Please, don't shoot!" a high, panicked voice cried out.
Using an old dumpster as cover, I peered around it to get a better look. Jacob Barlow was backed up against the brick wall, burner phone clenched tightly in one hand, the other shaking violently as he held a gun. He wasn't aiming at me. He was pointing the gun at the opposite side of the alley, which I could barely see from around the dumpster.


Jacob was sobbing. "You said you'd help me! I-I just need a fake ID or something, please!" I leaned forward enough to see there were two people in the shadows. I couldn't make out their faces, but neither was large enough to be the guy Noel had mentioned. Crocs. They had to be.
"Police!" I shouted, aiming my gun. "Drop it now!"
The first gang member turned toward me. I fired first, the shot hitting the brick as the recoil jolted up my arm. He ducked behind a trash barrel as the second Croc fired. I heard the round shoot by my ear, missing me by inches. My training kicked in as I crouched, my heart hammering. It was stupid to come in alone, but I had been determined to save J.B.'s life, determined to put an end to this gang.
"Shots fired!" I shouted into my radio. "Old maintenance building. Assistance needed!"
The sounds of gunfire from the two gang members drowned out any response. Jacob was screaming in pure terror, firing wildly, missing everyone. He was a panicked kid with a gun, a danger to everyone around him. The two Crocs were using cover, trying to flank me, only unable to hit me due to Jacob's frantic actions.
Sirens wailed, approaching quickly. Not fast enough. One shot of mine nearly took out the taller Croc, causing them both to drop to their knees behind an old refrigerator. Jacob screamed again, the gun waving everywhere. A crushing impact slammed into my left side, like someone hit me with a sledgehammer. The vest saved my life, but the pain was hot and intense. I couldn't even cry out as my left side burned and I collapsed against the dumpster.
The pain in my gut was intense, the wind was knocked out of me, and my ears were ringing as my vision started going white. The two Crocs were fleeing, with Jacob pointing his gun at me, his eyes wide as if he couldn't believe what he'd just done. I was dead if he got another shot off. The gun fired. Only, it wasn't J.B's gun. I heard Adam shouting as Jacob's gun fell from his fingertips, his tall body crumpling.
Adam rushed over to J.B., kicking his gun away from him. I heard running from the entrance to the alley as officers swarmed. My partner started barking orders, warning them that two suspects had fled on foot. The moment he was convinced there was no immediate danger, he turned and looked at me with an intense expression.
"Sarah!" Adam shouted, running over to me. "Sarah!"
I could hear him shouting into his radio, reporting an officer down and demanding an ambulance. My partner had to stay and secure the scene, so Officer Gomez accompanied me on the way to the hospital. I didn't pass out, but I was not fully aware either. It felt like time was jumping, as if only certain moments were recorded in my memory.
The pain was intense and it hurt to breathe. I had a large, ugly bruise on my left side that throbbed angrily with every step. The ER doctor was shocked that the X-rays showed none of my ribs were cracked. Renee came to the hospital and helped me change into pajama pants and a white t-shirt so I could rest in the hospital bed.
Colleagues kept bringing me news. Jacob Barlow was dead. The two Crocs members who had fired at me escaped. The only possible lead we had was a statement from Noel that implicated the bodyguard. Jordan didn't think it would be enough just yet, and he wasn't ready to risk Noel's safety until we had more. In other words, the gang succeeded. J.B. took all the blame and The Crocs were safe.
They only needed to keep me for a few hours, so I didn't have any visitors who weren't cops. I did have a video call with Steven and the girls. Ashley and Marcia had gone over to the mansion and they all talked with me at once. They were worried. I was too exhausted to be emotional.
The end of a case can be even busier than the beginning. Paperwork, paperwork, and more paperwork. Especially when gunfire was involved. I didn't have to deal with that then. The hospital discharged me that evening and Adam offered to take me back to my apartment.
I felt so vulnerable in thin cotton pajama pants and a t-shirt, wincing with each step. He offered to help me walk, but I was insistent that I could manage it myself. I did let him take me to my apartment and walk me inside. I kicked off my shoes and tossed my purse on the kitchen table.
"Thank you again," I said quietly. "You know, for saving me."
"Hey, that's what partners are for," Adam smiled, looking tired after the long day. "I like to think you'd save my sorry ass if I ever needed it."
"So, you're saying I was a sorry ass today?" I raised an eyebrow.
"No, not at all," he chuckled. "You were incredible. Just don't go rushing into alleys alone, okay? I don't want to lose you."
"I'll do my best," rolled my eyes, placing one hand on the kitchen table as I winced in pain. "Looks like The Crocs got away with everything again."
"They can't get lucky forever, we'll get them," Adam vowed. "We got a bunch of their burner numbers off of J.B.'s phone. They'll have to ditch those."
"Great. We inconvenienced them," I scoffed. "Big win, there."
"You survived, it was a big win," he countered. "You definitely scared me there. You can't die on me until I finally get to know you."
"You do know me," I smirked. "We're partners. You just don't need to know my childhood fears and shit."
"Let me guess; clowns?" Adam teased.
"No, I'm not scared of you," I teased.
"Glad to hear it," he grinned.
I don't know what he said that broke my walls, all I knew was that they were tumbling down. I don't know who initiated it, I just knew that we were kissing. I yelped into his mouth when he accidentally touched my bruise. He adjusted his hands so he was holding my hips as we made out intensely.
I had almost died. My emotions were going crazy and I wasn't thinking about my rules, about my self-imposed boundaries I used to make sure I was a professional. They were gone as I spun around and bent over the kitchen table, placing my hands on the soft wood, my intentions obvious.
Adam yanked down my pajama pants and underwear, letting it rest between my knees. I gasped when I felt his hardness pressing against my pussy, seeking entrance. His hands went to my hips as he lunged forward, burying his entire length inside my tight, wet tunnel.
There were no words, no fancy moves. I just stayed where I was, bent over as Adam worked his cock in and out of me while holding my hips. He was careful not to hurt me, but I still winced occasionally due to my bruise. Yet, pain gave way to pleasure as I moaned and panted. It lasted a few minutes, my vaginal walls rippling when I reached orgasm. The intensity of my climax brought him off, and I felt several warm squirts inside of me.
He took a few steps back, allowing me to stand and turn to face him. Adam had a complicated expression on his face, as if he couldn't believe what we had just done. He wasn't alone there. We were both breathing heavily, our pants and underwear pulled down.
"That, ah, that never happened," I mumbled softly.
"Yeah," he nodded, swallowing weakly. "Yeah, okay."
I tried reaching down, nearly crying out as I moved. Then I looked at him helplessly. "Can you please pull up my pants?"
My emotions were complicated as I lay in bed that night. My partner had saved my life. I had sex with a coworker. Fuck. Would he just look at me as a fun lay in the future? Did I just lose all respect as a cop in his eyes? I didn't know. I told myself I wouldn't mention it again, and I wouldn't let it impact my working relationship with Adam.
I had helped get a killer off the streets, but we were no closer to bringing down The Crocs. I was convinced that things were heating up. I had been shot, I had broken my own rules, and I had seen the violence The Crocs were willing to commit. That one trigger pull had changed everything. My relationship with my partner, my determination to keep Ashwood safe; both were more intense. Sure, my walls had gone back up, and they were staying up. However, I was no fool. The fall semester at CSUA was just starting, and I knew the gang would be active. I had people to protect. I had family to protect.
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~Friday December 20, 2024~
The shuttle van skidded slightly as it climbed the last stretch of the mountain road, tires crunching over the fresh powder. Eliana Buckley braced herself against the seat in front of her, laptop bag wedged between her knees and overnight bag squished at her side. A fresh pine smell filled the air, and the heater kept the van warm enough for Ellie to unzip her thick winter coat. She felt like a tourist as she peered out the window and watched the endless sea of snow-covered pine trees. Her long weekend awaited.
Snowcap Ridge emerged through the trees, a luxury winter retreat perched on a ridge overlooking the valley in Aspen Colorado. Built in a U-shape around a central courtyard, the sprawling lodge of timber and stone had vibes of both Scandinavian elegance and Rocky Mountain warmth. Glass walls opened toward the mountain, allowing guests an amazing view of the natural-forming slopes.
The resort itself was a winter paradise, a vacation destination catering to the wealthy. There were balconies trimmed with frosted railings, sweeping glass windows, and rustic features that fit perfectly with the snowy mountain environment. Smoke was curling from the chimneys against the pale morning sky as the van approached.
Ellie's stomach twisted from her usual anxiety before a major event. At least she didn't have a role that required her to cater directly to the needs of the wealthy elite. Ellie reminded herself that her job was accounting. There was no reason for the Brinkerhoffs to even notice she existed. That was her hope, anyway. Unlike people, numbers were logical and easy to understand. Numbers behaved.
The shuttle rolled to a stop in front of the entrance to the Grand Lobby, the old vehicle groaning slightly as the driver placed it in park. Glancing out the window, Ellie's eyes passed over the welcoming entrance and traveled all the way over to the South Wing. The Staff Wing hidden behind it was her destination. A little world behind the scenes where she could breathe.
Zipping her winter coat, Ellie stood and placed her laptop and overnight bags over her shoulder. Tugging her winter hat down, she made her way to the front of the van. The driver wished her luck as she walked by, and Ellie offered him a small smile before stepping out of the shuttle.
Bitter cold and freezing winds caused Ellie's cheeks and nose to redden in seconds. She quickly entered the Staff Wing and was immediately hit by the scent of cedar polish and coffee. Employees rushed around frantically, barely sparing her a glance as they made their way to the discreet service hallway that connected the Staff Wing to the South Wing.
Marcus Halden, the site manager and her boss, took a few minutes to check Ellie in and give her a room key. The tall, charming man thanked her for her hard work and then rushed off to get back to work. He seemed stressed, which was understandable. Snowcap Ridge was owned by Brinkerhoff Luxury Real Estate, and the family had closed the resort for their own private charity event. Everyone was on edge and working overtime.
Eliana's lodging was a simple staff room on the second floor. There was a queen-sized bed, a desk, and a television. It wasn't anything special, but still a cozy room. Windows faced the employee lot, but Ellie had taken the shuttle since she would be staying the entire weekend for the first time since the pandemic.
Placing her overnight bag on the bed, Ellie removed her winter hat, allowing her long auburn hair to fall free. Taking off her coat, she spent a couple minutes settling in before it was time to work. Wearing jeans and a blue sweater, Ellie took her laptop to the finance office to start her day.
The small, modern office had two desks, a humming copier, and several drawers of files. A stack of invoices were on Ellie's desk with a note from Marcus saying everything needed to be reviewed. Letting out a breath, Ellie plugged in her laptop and got to work.
Eliana handled all aspects of accounting and finance for Snowcap Ridge; from accounts payable and accounts receivable, to payroll and financial analysis. Marcus usually helped with the big events, but he wasn't going to have time. Ellie already had a ton of responsibilities and knew she'd be absolutely buried with the charity event.
Late nights, dedication, and a discerning eye had enabled Eliana to keep Snowcap Ridge profitable during even the toughest times. Her boss had admitted they wouldn't have been able to stay afloat during the pandemic without her help. If only he had taken budgeting advice from Ellie, maybe he wouldn't have wasted so much money on that overpriced car. Ellie couldn't help but judge Marcus for dropping over a hundred grand on a car just to get through a mid-life crisis.
The hours blurred as Ellie worked, not even stopping for her usual lunch break. She ate lunch at her desk as she corrected vendor fees and reconciled accounts. An incorrectly placed decimal had created a charge for over fourteen thousand that had to be fixed. She also updated and reorganized a few spreadsheets.
Roman Dupre, the executive chef, had submitted a large number of vendor invoices for food. He was passionate about food quality and insisted on only the best and freshest ingredients. Ellie was still surprised at how high the produce costs were, and by just how much he had ordered. It was probably the holiday chaos, but Ellie still made a note for herself to take a closer look later.
"Ellie!" Naya Washington exclaimed as she rushed into the finance office. "The Brinkerhoffs are here, time to put the spreadsheets away and come with me!"
"What? Why?" Ellie frowned, turning her chair to face the head of guest experience. "I'm the accountant, why do I need to go out and greet them?"
"You're staying the weekend, you'll run into them at some point whether you like it or not," Naya laughed. She was wearing her usual navy pea coat with gold buttons, which looked amazing in contrast to her dark skin. "Marcus wants us all out there now."
"Ugh, fine," Ellie grumbled, getting up from her desk.
The Grand Lobby was breathtaking, a warm and inviting main room where guests often relaxed. It had a vaulted ceiling with thick beams and a massive hanging chandelier. Floor-to-ceiling windows provided an amazing view of the slopes. The center of the room was dominated by a massive stone fireplace. There were leather couches and sofas for relaxing, and a drink station that provided free coffee and cocoa.
Most of the other employees were standing with Eliana, with the exception of the ones who were already bringing luggage to the executive suite. Marcus stepped forward and welcomed the guests, or rather, the owners. He was wearing one of his usual tailored vests over a turtleneck, doing his best to project confidence and competence. Naya stood beside him, promising them a wonderful weekend.
Eliana had been told who to expect and had been given a guest list to memorize. At the urging of Naya and Marcus, Ellie had taken the time to look up information on everyone so she would be able to identify all eight of the arrivals. They were wearing expensive winter clothing that was both practical and fashionable.
Chester Brinkerhoff was the patriarch of the family who had married his high school sweetheart, Natalie. He was a middle-aged man with graying blond hair and blue eyes. His wife was a tall woman with blonde hair and green eyes. Chester's authority was obvious as he stood in front of the group and exuded confidence.
Max Brinkerhoff was the eldest of their three children, at twenty-eight years old. His wife, Tess was a beautiful brunette with warm brown eyes. Preston was the middle child, and he had brought along his girlfriend, NFL cheerleader Ashley Sullivan. The baby of the family was Vivienne Brinkerhoff, the party girl who was often featured in tabloids. At the age of twenty-four, she was just as wild as she was in college.
The final member of the group was Jessica Romano, the identical twin sister of Tess Brinkerhoff. Jess and Tess worked at their family's international bank, Romano Global Trust & Holding. Tess was the serious twin and worked as the Director of Philanthropic Strategy. Despite being known as the outgoing party twin, Jess was an ethical investment analyst who was responsible for making sure clients weren't hiding shady money. Like her sister, Jess was slim and tall, a couple inches taller than Ellie's five-feet five-inches. Jess was a truly gorgeous brunette with brown eyes and an air about her that Ellie found instantly comforting.
"The other esteemed guests should be arriving shortly, so please feel free to take some time and explore the resort," the site manager smiled warmly. "Be assured that we are all available to satisfy your every need."
Chester thanked the manager before asking the head of guest experience to show him and his wife to their suite. Max and Tess decided to pick a sofa to relax on while Preston and Ashley went outside to tour the grounds. Vivi and Jess wandered around the lobby, with Vivi anxiously awaiting thew new arrivals. The youngest Brinkerhoff loved high society life and couldn't wait to post on social media about her weekend with celebrities.
Jess soon grew bored with Vivi's constant gossip, and she skillfully slipped away after grabbing a mug of hot chocolate. Fortunately, the arrival of a celebrity couple distracted Vivi, guaranteeing Jess some peace and quiet. As she was walking toward the side of the lobby, she accidentally bumped into someone.
"Oh, sorry!" Jess exclaimed, turning to see a stunning redhead in jeans and a wool sweater.
"No, no. It was my fault," the redhead replied, her green eyes sparkling in the light. "I'm so sorry, miss."
"No worries," Jess said with a light laugh. Up close, the other woman's freckles and light skin made her look like she'd stepped right out of a winter ad campaign. "Sneaking off?"
"Am I that obvious?" the woman gave a crooked smile. "I'm not much of a social butterfly, that's probably why I'm the accountant."
"Jeez, they even have the accountant greeting us?" Jess smirked. "Don't I feel special."
"Everything has to be perfect, so we're all working this weekend," the redhead explained. "I'm Eliana Buckley, everyone just calls me 'Ellie.'"
"Well, it's nice to meet you, Ellie," Jess replied politely. "I'm Jessica Romano, but please just call me 'Jess.'"
"Nice to meet you, too," Ellie responded, feeling out of place.
"Jess!" Vivi squealed, making Ellie and Jess jump. "Jared Winslow's here!"
"I, uh, I should go," Jess winced. "Sorry! See you around, Ellie!"
Guests continued to trickle in over the hour; celebrities, socialites, and wealthy donors. Damian Falkner arrived with his wife Olivia, and the two of them were soon deep in conversation with Max and Tess. Vivi was practically drooling when the famous drama actor, Nolan Reed arrived. Jess was convinced Vivienne was going to do everything she could to get some alone time with the heartthrob loved by women all over the country.
It was almost time for the welcome reception, so Jess headed to the North Wing to check out her suite. Soft lighting filled the room, revealing the elegant and comfortable space. There was a king bed with plush linens, the frame made of expensive dark wood and covered in leaf carvings. A chaise lounge sat across from the gas fireplace, and a pair of doors led to a private balcony facing the slopes.
Placing her purse on the desk, Jess went to her garment bag and took out her black cocktail dress. She put on a matching pair of heels, dangling earrings, and a diamond necklace before going to the bathroom to fix her hair. Jess smiled when she noticed her private hot tub and expensive shower. Maybe she'd have time for a nice, long soak later on.
The welcome reception was being held in the Summit Ballroom, located in the South Wing of the resort. People were already enjoying cocktails when Jess arrived at the two-story ballroom. She loved the floor-to-ceiling windows that provided a great view of the valley. Crystal chandeliers shaped like falling snow hung from the ceiling and there was a balcony for live musicians.
Jess barely had time to snag a glass of wine before the speeches began. The site manager introduced himself as Marcus Halden, welcoming everyone to Snowcap Ridge and thanking the Brinkerhoff family for choosing the resort. He briefly explained the schedule for the evening, which began with the reception. They would have dinner following the reception, and then there would be an outdoor gathering by the firepit.
A petite woman in her thirties with strawberry-blonde hair was the next to speak. Bianca Alcott was the event coordinator for the foundation and she quickly thanked everyone for their generosity. The Brinkerhoff Winter Radiance Gala was being held to from Friday to Sunday to raise money for the Starlight Hope Foundation, a charity that specialized in gathering funds for childhood cancer research.
The third speaker was Doctor Lila Kent, a pediatric oncologist. Tess spoke next, and Jess made eye contact with her sister and pointedly yawned. Fortunately, Tess was able to complete her speech, waiting until she was walking back into the crowd to flip off her twin. Chester Brinkerhoff was the final speaker, and he briefly talked about the importance of the cause before telling everyone to mingle before dinner.
Jess sipped her wine as she spoke with friends and acquaintances. She even got the chance to talk with the most famous person at the event; billionaire pop star, Alison Tey. Tall, thin, and blonde, the singer had one of the most recognizable faces on the planet. Alison was with her boyfriend, NFL player Troy Kirby. They had been together a couple of years and were looking forward to a relaxing weekend at the resort.
Snowcap Ridge had two gourmet restaurants; Ember & Pine and Crest. Ember & Pine was contemporary dining that focused on classic local food, while Crest was a more stereotypical restaurant for fine dining. Dinner was being held at Crest; a multi-course meal with assigned seating.
Crest was the kind of restaurant that every elite resort loved to showcase; sleek pale wood, soaring windows, and tables spaced widely enough for every conversation to feel private. Jess ended up sitting next to Tess, and Max got the usual joke reminder to make sure he took the right one upstairs at the end of the night. The twins rolled their eyes when Preston suggested he just take them both.
The dinner started with multiple introductions and another couple of welcome speeches. Just before the food started coming out, a man in his forties stood up to speak. Chef Roman Dupre was wearing a black chef's coat personalized with tiny embroidered snowflakes. He briefly thanked everyone for coming and said he hoped they enjoyed the dinner he had prepared.
Champagne and conversations flowed as the waitstaff started serving. The talk was polite and respectful when others were in earshot, while the jokes and off-color remarks were skillfully inserted at the right moments. Natalie had her usual headaches with her sons, and her daughter was mainly interested in getting good pictures for social media.
The food was absolutely perfect. There was a truffle bisque, a perfectly-seared sea bass, and finally a dessert that looked like a snow globe. It was the kind of dinner Vivi lived for, the kind of dinner that Jess found boring. To Jess, it was too forced, too unnatural. It wasn't real. It was a performance.
At one point, Jess glanced over to the discreet workstation near the service hallway. She happened to spot that redhead she bumped into earlier, Ellie, walking toward the service entrance with a tablet and a stack of folders. Eliana was wearing a professional skirt and business jacket. Jess noticed that Ellie looked stressed, a small frown on her face as she quickly disappeared from view.
While drinking coffee after dessert, Jess tried to focus on Vivi's excited chatter about the actress who had just messaged her. However, Jess' attention kept drifting until she eventually excused herself to stretch her legs. Vivi just shrugged and started talking with her brother, Preston. Tess didn't even notice since she was explaining sustainable business practices to Ashley.
A few other people were moving among the tables to mingle as well, and Jess exchanged polite words with them while exploring the restaurant. She eventually found herself at the service entrance and noticed a couple of tables and stools where the employees could eat. Eliana was sitting at a stool while looking between a tablet and a paper invoice on the table.
Eliana looked up, jumping slightly when she noticed Jess.
"Hey," Jess whispered. "Sorry, I didn't mean to sneak up on you."
"All good," Ellie sighed. "I was lost in the numbers."
Jess sat on an empty stool, far enough to be polite. "Everything okay?"
Ellie hesitated, her freckles standing out more under the lights. "Just some annoying accounting errors. An invoice amount was a lot higher than expected in the system. It was altered."
"Altered how?" Jess asked with a raised brow.
"The original amount was edited," Ellie explained. "It happens. Sometimes we'll get sent more than we ordered or there will be other additional charges. I just can't find the updated invoice. I just have the original. I'm sure it just got lost, but it's throwing off my reconciliation."
Jess's professional instincts perked up. Shady accounting was her specialty. "You want a second pair of eyes?"
"Oh, no!" Ellie replied before wincing slightly. "I mean, thank you, but it's just an organization issue. You're a guest. I'm supposed to make sure you know everything is running perfectly."
"Don't worry, I can tell you guys do great work. More importantly, so can my sister's in-laws," Jess smiled kindly. "You shouldn't stress so much. Hey, you wanna go skiing with us tomorrow morning?"
"That's really nice of you, but I shouldn't," Ellie said nervously. "I have a lot of work to do."
"C'mon, you're lucky enough to work at a beautiful resort. You need to take a break. If it helps, your manager did say you were all available to cater to our every need," Jess pointed out with a smirk. "This is my need. Dilemma solved."
"I guess you've got me," Ellie giggled, the tension easing from her shoulders.
A server approached, causing both women to look over. "Miss Romano? The group is heading out to the firepit. Mrs. Brinkerhoff asked me to inform you."
"Looks like I've gotta go," Jess sighed, standing. She lingered for a moment. "I'll see you in the morning. If the numbers keep being weird, you can, I don't know, flag me down? I'm good with misbehaving numbers."


"That's very kind of you," Ellie smiled. "I think I'll be okay."
Jessica rejoined the group as they gathered up for the after-dinner event. Naya explained that there were two main locations with firepits. The Fireside Terrace was to the side of the resort and had a small bar. They were heading for Firepit Grove, which had a big central firepit and rustic wooden benches.
Several conversations were going on around Jess as she quietly went with the group. Making connections with locals was a normal activity for Jess; she liked getting to know regular people who weren't caught up in high society. Jess might have enjoyed partying, but she appreciated Ellie's determination to make numbers behaved. That was Jess' job as well. Jess figured the next morning would not be the last time she'd speak with Eliana Buckley.
The large bonfire glowed brightly against the snow, the logs crackling as flames danced in the cold mountain air. Sitting on a wooden bench, Tess Brinkerhoff wrapped her hands around a porcelain mug of hot chocolate. It was made with real chocolate that had been imported and melted down. Delicious. The heat from the mug kept Tess' hands warm.
Taking in the sights, Tess noticed the large wooden arch that marked the entrance to the Lantern Walk Trailhead. Naya had told them it was a winding path through the trees with lanterns hanging throughout. The trailhead was supposed to be very romantic, and Tess was looking forward to taking a long walk with her husband.
Beyond the firepit, the guests effortlessly mingled. Celebrities, philanthropists, and socialites were grouped together, laughing and talking over gourmet foods delivered on wooden boards. The alcohol flowed as they enjoyed the beautiful scene. A jazz trio was playing softly, the music filling the area overlooking the valley.
Everything appeared perfect. Everything had to be perfect. The Brinkerhoffs were sponsoring and hosting the charity event, but it was ultimately the responsibility of Romano Global Trust & Holdings. As the director of philanthropic strategy, Tess had put a lot of work into the event. Jess had helped her quite a bit, but it was Tess who had sleepless nights while making sure everything would work out.
Tess had organized charity events before, but The Brinkerhoff Winter Radiance Gala was the largest she had ever taken lead on. A big guest list meant bigger expectations and bigger stakes. If anything went wrong, Tess knew reporters would happily feast on her failure. The Brinkerhoff name on the event name wouldn't shield her family's company.
Tugging her scarf a little tighter, Tess scanned the circle of faces illuminated by the firelight. Her gaze landed on the one who's presence guaranteed the eyes of the world were on them. There were even websites that were dedicated to tracking her every move. Tess had made sure the resort even hired extra security to guarantee no one would come by hoping for a chance to meet the biggest name in music.
Alison Tey and Troy Kirby were cuddling on one of the benches, mugs of cocoa in their hands. Tess admired how gracious the singer was; so many stars were frosty and distant, yet Alison Tey seemed to radiate sunlight. Alison had drawn a small crowd just by being herself; smiling politely, signing a few autographs, and posing with the child of a philanthropist who recognized Alison from a music video.
Nolan Reed stood nearby with his hands in the pockets of his coat, the firelight reflecting off his handsome features. He was talking with Tess' husband Max, seemingly oblivious to the admiring glances he was receiving. Nolan started laughing at something Max said, causing every woman within thirty feet to perk up like a group of meerkats.
Vivi was practically bouncing in her seat from her excitement. "Oh, my God!" Vivi hissed, elbowing Jess. "He looked at me! Nolan Reed LOOKED at me! Did you see?"
"Great," Jess grunted, playing on her phone and not even pretending to care.
"Ugh!" Vivienne huffed, getting to her feet and coming to sit beside the other twin. "Tess, Tess!"
"What, what?" Tess asked, smiling slightly in bemusement.
"Your husband's talking to Nolan Reed. Nolan looked at me; he looked at me!" Vivi exclaimed. "Look, look, he's looking again! Just don't let him catch you looking."
"He looked in our general direction, V," Tess giggled. "The trees are also in our direction."
"Shut up," Vivi snapped, brushing back her blonde hair. "I'm manifesting."
"What does that even mean?" Tess rolled her eyes.
"It means that I'm showing my best self so he can realize we're meant to be together," Vivienne answered, glancing down at her coat. "I wish this coat wasn't so thick. You think he knows I've got big tits?"
"How would I know that?" Tess laughed. Vivi was a little wild, but her enthusiasm was part of her charm. It was a nice distraction. "Do you really think you're gonna date Nolan Reed? He's in his forties, you know?"
"Right, and I'm under twenty-five, so I have a chance," Vivienne reasoned. "We aren't all old and married like you."
"I'm only a year older than you," Tess reminded the blonde. "And I'm twenty-four."
"You married my idiot brother, so I'm assuming you don't have fun anymore," Vivi argued.
"Oh, you have no idea," Tess replied, waggling her eyebrows.
"If my brother weren't involved, I might have some questions," Vivi laughed. "Forget about that; help me make sure Nolan sees how happy I can make him."
Tess couldn't help but laugh as Vivi discussed flirting techniques. Vivienne's antics were exactly what she needed. Worrying about donations and appearances was for Saturday. For that night, Tess just wanted things to be perfect. Perfect, even if just for a brief moment.
Preston and Ashley were on the other side of the fire, sitting on a bench and holding hands. Ashley looked beautiful in her fitted white ski jacket, her long blonde ponytail swinging as she laughed at whatever Preston had whispered in her ear. The cheerleader's joy was infectious, making everyone smile. Tess was happy her brother-in-law had met Ashley at that New York football game.
A frown crossed Tess' face when she noticed Preston kept shifting, looking nervous. Tess nudged Jess and Vivi, gesturing with her head toward Preston. Before Jess could say anything, Vivi placed a finger over her lips, urging quiet. Jess looked confused, but Tess' eyes went wide in realization.
Preston suddenly stood up as Ashley looked at him in confusion. "Hey, um, can I, can I get everyone's attention?"
The chatter died down. Naya, who had been managing the hot chocolate, stilled. Alison and Troy turned toward Preston with interest. Nolan Reed folded his arms, curious. Vivi let out a tiny squeal that she attempted to turn into a dignified gasp. She failed.
"Pres? What's going on?" Ashley asked, allowing her boyfriend to pull her to her feet.
Preston got down on one knee in the snow, reaching into his jacket pocket to pull out a velvet box. There were gasps and squeals as several phones lifted, Vivi's among them. Ashley's gasp was the loudest, her hands covering her mouth as a film of tears coated her eyes.
"Ashley Sullivan," Preston began, his voice shaking, "I love you more than I ever thought possible, you made me forget about every heartache, every mistake. You make every part of my life better." Preston opened the small velvet box with trembling fingers. "Will you marry me?"
Ashley sobbed and laughed, nodding furiously. "Yes! YES!"
Cheering erupted as Preston placed the ring on Ashley's finger before standing up and hugging her tightly. Troy Kirby let out a cheer while Alison clapped. Nolan Reed nodded in respect toward Preston while women squealed. Vivi turned her phone to film her own reaction to the proposal. Tess was surprised to find herself needing to wipe away a tear as her husband came to find her.
"Another sister," Max said to Tess.
"Just what I need," Tess teased, glancing at her twin before standing and kissing her husband.
The scene was beautiful. Snow swirled around them as the firelight illuminated the area. Celebrities cheered them on as glasses of wine were passed around and drank. Tess tried to keep her mind on the moment, but she couldn't help but worry. Everything was perfect, which was often when things started going wrong.
It was starting to get dark, and people were starting to head inside. The families with young children left first, wanting to get them to bed so they would be awake for morning activities. Chester and Natalie Brinkerhoff congratulated their son and welcomed their future daughter-in-law to the family before turning in for the night.
Celebrities and multi-millionaires started heading off to bed, with a few couples following not long after. Jess wished everyone a goodnight and went inside. Alison and Troy congratulated Preston and Ashley before leaving. Tess noticed Troy had his hand on Alison Tey's butt, and she knew Alison was definitely in a loving mood after the proposal. Tess felt the same.
Ashley and Preston eventually went to bed themselves, and there were only a few people still around the fire. Naya Washington was still working, making sure everyone was having a nice time. Bianca Alcott was also sitting around the fire, chatting with Nolan Reed. The tall actor was over a foot taller than the tiny strawberry-blonde event coordinator. Since Nolan was still enjoying the fire, Vivi wasn't going anywhere. Vivienne was glaring at Bianca, jealous that the other woman had managed to engage the celebrity with small talk.
"Tess?" Max whispered as he cuddled with his wife beneath a blanket.
"Yes?" she cutely drew out the word.
"Do you wanna go for a walk?" Max offered, squeezing her shoulder affectionately. "The lantern walk looks nice."
"That sounds so romantic," Tess smiled happily.
Holding hands, the couple strolled through the wooden arch and onto the trail. Fresh snow crunched beneath their feet as they walked among the trees. The path wound through the woods, with homemade lanterns hanging on hooks to illuminate the way. No one else seemed to be on the trail, letting the young couple lose themselves in the private paradise.
Tess felt pure bliss as she walked the path with Max, the love of her life. She was the same age as Preston, the younger Brinkerhoff, and was very lucky to meet Max. They had seen each other at charity events, but had never spoken. Then senior year happened. Megan Bauer, daughter of the eighth richest man in the world, and her friend at school, started dating Preston.
The two friend groups started hanging out, causing Tess to come in contact with Max more often. The eldest Brinkerhoff child got Tess' attention at a birthday party, impressing her by being able to tell her and Jess apart. Tess' crush grew over time, but she was convinced she didn't have a chance.
Max was four years older and nearly finished with college, while Tess was barely eighteen. She had confided in Penelope Miller, explaining her hopeless infatuation. Somehow, Penelope managed to arrange for Tess to end up alone with Max while Megan and Preston went to the movies. Tess was eternally grateful. She had even skipped their summer Europe trip after high school to stay in the states with Max. Jess stayed home as well, not wanting to leave her twin.
Unfortunately, Tess wasn't close to Penelope or Megan any longer. Megan's father had been accused of insider trading, and Tess didn't handle it well; choosing to publicly confront Megan and resulting in the two of them screaming at each other. The fact that Theodore Bauer was proven innocent didn't help. It was something Tess still regretted.
Rather than dwell on the past, Tess chose to take full advantage of the present. Taking her husband's face in her hands, she exchanged a soft kiss with him before the two resumed their walk. They traveled the entire trail, looping around to head back toward camp.
"Are you cold?" Max asked when they stopped again and faced each other.
"A little, why?" Tess replied.
"Your nose is red," he observed, lightly tapping her nose. "It's adorable."
"Thanks, I guess," Tess giggled, crinkling her nose cutely.
"Do you wanna head back to the room?" Max questioned, his hands on her shoulders. "We can get out of the cold and relax. Maybe open a bottle of wine?"
"Wine? Not tequila?" she smirked, looking at him playfully.
"Why tequila?" he frowned.
Tess stood on her toes so she could whisper in his ear. "It makes my clothes fall off."
"Let's go!" Max quickly grabbed his wife's hand, dragging her back toward the resort as she giggled at his enthusiasm.
The fire had burned down to coals by the time they arrived back at the firepit, with just a few embers providing a small amount of light. It looked like everyone was gone as the couple headed for the entrance to the resort. Movement caught their eyes just as they were passing the fire, proving not everyone had left.
Nolan Reed was sitting on a wooden bench, his head leaning back and his eyes closed. Kneeling on the bench beside him, was a woman who was leaning across him, her head in his lap. It looked like her winter hat had fallen off at some point, as Nolan was resting his hand on her strawberry-blonde head. Neither of them noticed Tess and Max; Noah's eyes were closed, and Bianca was busy giving the handsome actor a blowjob.
"Well, I bet Vivi's pissed," Tess giggled when they got inside.
"While Nolan is having the time of his life," Max commented. "Although, I hope his dick isn't cold."
"Mm, did you forget how nice and warm a woman's mouth is?" Tess waggled her eyebrows as she opened her mouth and playfully stuck out her tongue.
"I could never forget that sexy mouth of yours," he growled, grabbing her by the butt and pulling her to him.
"Me? You mean you weren't thinking of all the other girls who have sucked you off over the years?" she teased.
"Never," Max whispered, leaning forward to look into her eyes. "They don't matter. Only you do."
"Compliments like that are how you get your dick sucked," Tess smiled as her fingers lightly caressed his face.
"I love you," he said affectionately.
"I love you, too," she grinned.
The two of them made their way to their luxurious suite near the top of the North Wing. Once inside, they took off their shoes and winter coats to get more comfortable. Their destination was the bedroom with the king-sized bed. Tess put on some soft music while Max poured out two glasses of wine and offered one to his wife.
"To the most beautiful woman in the world," Max offered a toast. "Thank you for making me the luckiest man in the world."
"You really are the luckiest Brinkerhoff," Tess giggled, clinking his glass and taking a sip. "I mean, you have a smart, successful wife. One who's a lady on the streets and a freak in the sheets."
"Hm, what's going through that head of yours?" he asked eagerly.
"I'm just thinking that we're in private now," she explained, taking their glasses and setting them on the entertainment center beneath the hanging flat screen. "So, it's time for me to switch to freak mode and be your little cum slut."
Early in their relationship, Tess had caught Max watching porn. She had asked him about his fantasies, learned everything he liked. Max liked dirty talk. Tess loved giving blowjobs, and "cum slut" had become his pet name for her while they were alone. She could feel his love, even when they played dirty; it was amazing.
"Get on your knees," Max husked as they stood a few feet in front of the entertainment center, the king-size bed behind them.
"Yes, sir," Tess purred, dropping to her knees and causing her cocktail dress to ride up her thighs. The purple dress pressed her boobs together, and she knew he was getting a great view of her cleavage. "Mm, I can't wait to suck that big, beautiful dick."
"That's my girl," he smirked, his hand cupping her face as she undid his belt. She took his thumb between her lips and seductively sucked on it while yanking his pants and boxer briefs down to his knees.
Tess wrapped her fingers around his throbbing erection while leaning forward and taking him into her mouth. Her hand slid down his shaft as her lips engulfed more and more of him. Lowering her hand, her brown eyes flicked up to look at him as she swallowed the remainder, causing her lips to press against his body while his balls hit her chin.
"Kuh! Khh!" Tess coughed slightly as she held the deepthroat, her eyes watering as she sucked hard. "Gak! Glug! Hurk! Gak!"
"Fuck, that's amazing!" Max groaned, burying his hands in her brown hair. "Suck it, baby!"
Cradling his balls in her hand, Tess started rapidly bobbing her head, her cheeks caving in from the intensity of her sucking. Her fingers massaged his balls as her tongue lashed the underside of his cock. Max held her head in his hands, his hips lightly thrusting to match her sucking rhythm.
"Sluuurp, mmmslurp," Tess gurgled, making love to his penis with her mouth. "Shlup, hssslrp."
"Get your tits out," he ordered firmly.
Reaching into her dress, Tess extracted both her boobs, squeezing them slightly for his viewing pleasure. His hands quickly replaced hers so he could play with her tits while she blew him. She took him out of her mouth, jacking him off while looking up at him and moaning.
"You like that, hm? You want me to make you cum?" Tess cooed before sticking out her tongue and slapping his tip on it. "Mm, I wanna taste you. Please, I want you to cum down my slutty throat!"
"You're so fucking sexy," Max groaned, squeezing her breasts. "Fuck, put me back in your mouth!"
"Yes, cum in my mouth!" Tess begged, swallowing his shaft once again.
Max released her boobs so he could hold her head and focus on the feelings she was causing. His right leg shook slightly as he reached his limit. Standing on his toes, he groaned loudly as he erupted in his wife's willing mouth. Tess moaned loudly, her body quivering slightly as her mouth flooded with warm semen.
"Don't swallow it baby, don't swallow it!" he hissed as he felt the last jet of cum squirt out and splatter onto her tongue. "Show me."
Tess nodded eagerly, keeping her lips tight around his cock. Max slowly eased himself out of her mouth and took a step back. She smiled up at him, keeping her lips closed for the moment. Their eyes locked as Tess gaped her mouth, showing her husband his cum.
"Ah!" Tess moaned, wiggling her tongue around.
"Swallow," Max ordered, and she eagerly complied before showing off her empty mouth.
Tess squealed loudly when Max reached down and grabbed her around the waist, effortlessly tossing her over his shoulder. He kicked off his pants so he could walk over to the bed and throw her light body onto the comforter. She licked her lips as Max got naked and climbed up onto the bed.
His larger body hovered over hers as they kissed passionately, his hands squeezing her boobs. Tess moaned and leaned her head back when he started kissing down her neck. She held the back of his head when he pressed her tits together and slobbered all over her cleavage. Finally, he slid down between her legs and lifted her dress above her waist.
"Eat my pussy, baby," Tess urged, spreading her legs.
"With pleasure," Max husked, pushing the strap of her underwear out of the way to expose her pink slit.
Pure pleasure flooded her body when Max's tongue made contact with her labia. She buried her hands in his hair while he pushed his tongue inside her and swiped it along her entire pussy. Max ate her out enthusiastically, sucking on her clit as she gasped his name.
"Oh God, oh God, Oh God!" she chanted, her back arching. "Yes, lick my cunt! Right there, right there!"
"I love this pussy," he said, giving her vulva a quick kiss.
Kisses trailed along her inner thighs as Max pushed two fingers inside her tight tunnel. Just as Tess was begging to feel his tongue again, Max gripped her thighs and leaned in to take her clit between his lips. Sawing his fingers in and out of Tess, he sucked on her clit, triggering her release.


"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Tess announced, her mouth opening wide. "Max! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"I need to fuck you," Max growled, sitting up and pulling her underwear off her legs.
"Yes!" she nodded eagerly, pulling her legs back to hep him. "I need you in me, please be in me!"
"I want you from behind," he declared, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her to her hands and knees.
They both groaned when Max pushed his entire length into her tiny twat. His hands held her hips, pushing her dress up her body as he started thrusting. Tess was moaning and panting, her back arched sexily as she pushed her ass back to take his hard pounding.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Tess grunted, her hands gripping the comforter with desperate strength. "Fuck! Me!"
"You're so fucking tight!" Max hissed, a sheen of sweat covering his body.
Their sex was loud and passionate, with Tess begging him to fuck her hard and fast. He happily obliged, slamming himself into her body over and over, the intensity causing her boobs to jiggle wildly on her chest, slapping into each other each time she was pulled backward. Max already came, so he was able to go for a while, bringing Tess to orgasm and fucking her straight through it.
"Spank me, baby!" Tess begged, throwing her head back. "Pull my hair, fuck me hard! Make me your little slut!"
Max smacked her ass several times in quick succession before grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back. Her eyes were scrunched shut, her mouth hanging open as she gasped and grunted. Her toes curled as she felt another orgasm building. Thirty seconds later she exploded.
"Take your dress off," Max ordered when her orgasm ended, pushing on her ass so she fell forward. "I want you naked."
Tess wriggled out of her dress, tossing it onto the floor before laying on her back and looking up at her husband. Max wasted no time getting on top of her and entering her again. Tess hooked her legs around his back, drawing him inside her as he resumed pumping her pussy.
"Mm, fuck me, yes!" Tess hissed. "Oh God, I love your cock! It's so big! Oh! You're so deep, baby, so deep!"
Max was breathing heavily, his control nearly spent. His balls slapped her ass as he repeatedly pushed himself all the way inside. Their bodies moved as one, a familiar rhythm that only long-term lovers could achieve. It was amazing sex; they were both lucky enough to be the best lay of each other's lives.
"I'm gonna cum! Suck my dick!" Max urged, sitting up and pulling out of her. "Suck it baby, suck it!"
Tess immediately complied, sitting up and leaning her head in to take him between her lips. He grabbed the back of her head, pushing more of himself into her mouth as she sucked hard. In less than ten seconds he was shuddering as he pumped a second load of cum into his wife's warm mouth.
The two lovers lay naked under the covers, holding each other close. After an intense lovemaking session, the tender moment was important to both of them. Tess sighed happily, her head resting on her husband's chest. She had a lot of stress, and she was still worried about the event, but that didn't matter. Even if something went wrong, Tess knew she could get through it. She had Max.
~Saturday December 21, 2024~
Eliana's phone alarm woke her before sunrise Saturday morning. She didn't want to get up, but she needed to get some morning work done if she was going to go skiing. It sounded like fun, but Ellie was anxious about all the errors she had found. Taking the time to ski didn't seem like a smart decision.
Throwing the blanket off her body, Ellie got out of bed and made her way to the bathroom in a t-shirt and panties. She took a quick shower and went through her morning routine. A big part of her wanted to just work from the room, but she needed to verify entries against physical invoices. Not all vendors were paperless, even though it was almost 2025. Ellie reluctantly went to the finance office with her laptop.
Being the one accounting person was always stressful, but Eliana was starting to notice just how many discrepancies had cropped up. It made no sense. The accounts always balanced, so she had never looked at things so closely. Anxiety over the success of the charity event made her dig deeper than normal.
Some vendors they ordered from all the time, resulting in hundreds of recent invoices. A statement from one vendor revealed that the same invoice was entered twice. Both were listed as paid, but the vendor confirmed they only received the one payment. Several other invoices seemed to have been edited, the amounts increased. Those charges were for food, and that was something that happened regularly, but Eliana couldn't find the updated invoices.
"You're working early," Marcus said, poking his head into the office.
"So are you," Eliana observed.
"The downsides of managing the place," he chuckled. "What are you working on?"
"Oh, I'm just trying to find updated invoices to explain why we were charged more in a few places," Ellie answered simply.
"I have those," Marcus answered.
"You do?" she frowned, confused.
"Yeah, don't worry about that," he said quickly. "As long as the bank account matches, we're good."
"Shouldn't we have those on file?" Ellie asked. "In case we're audited."
"I'll probably take over if an audit does happen," Marcus smiled. "I appreciate your dedication, really. Just don't let this take your entire day. You should really take a break once in a while."
"I'm gonna go skiing in a bit," Eliana admitted.
"Good, good," he nodded. "Ah, I should get going. Remember, we're fine as long as the accounts match."
Marcus left before Ellie could respond, leaving her alone with her thoughts. Updated prices happened, but Eliana knew the importance of following the proper protocols. In an audit, some of the errors might look like fraud. She realized Marcus was just overworked, likely satisfied when things seemed alright on the surface. Still, she couldn't help but wonder if things really were fine. The accounts matched, but nothing else did.
Jessica Romano arrived at the Ski Terrace, her breath foggy in the cold air. The resort had a lot to offer, and only so much could be crammed into a couple of days. Some were going to be skiing or snowboarding, while others stayed back at the resort for a spa day. Jess knew that her sister and Alison Tey were both planning on spending the morning getting pampered.
Glancing around, Jess tried to see who else chose to go skiing instead of staying inside. She immediately spotted Callum Reyes, the ski instructor at Snowcap Ridge. He was giving a lesson to a few of the younger kids who had never been skiing or snowboarding before.
Nolan Reed was helping Bianca Alcott put her snowboard on, the two of them all smiles as they obviously flirted. Vivienne stomped over to Jess' side, looking extremely upset. Jess quickly got the story of Nolan and Bianca making out the night before. Vivi had left at that point, finding out later that Bianca spent the night in Nolan's suite.
Jess didn't particularly care who Nolan Reed was sleeping with, so she just told Vivi to look for someone else. Vivienne misunderstood, declaring it a great idea to make Nolan jealous. The blonde socialite scampered off to offer to help Callum Reyes teach. Vivi definitely had good taste; Callum was tall and tan with blond hair and blue eyes.
A few minutes later, Jess finally spotted the person she had been looking for. Eliana was bundled up in a thick navy jacket that was far too big for her, a jacket she had definitely borrowed. Her cheeks were pink from the cold, and strands of auburn hair were popping out of her winter hat. She looked both cute and frazzled, her mind appearing to be several steps ahead of her body.
"Good morning!" Jess exclaimed as she approached. "Ready to conquer the mountain?"
Ellie jumped in surprise, visibly relaxing when she recognized Jess. "Hi! Yeah, sorry, I'm awake, I promise. I'm just not fully assembled yet."
Jess laughed. "You look well-assembled to me."
The pink in Ellie's cheeks turned red as she blushed slightly, the color obvious in contrast with her pale skin. While the two of them put their skis on, Jess noticed that Ellie still seemed to be treating her professionally. Ellie had put a wall between them, one formed by Jess' status as a wealthy patron.
"I hope I didn't make you wait too long," Ellie said, her skis clacking as they shuffled toward the gondola. Eliana moved like someone who knew the basics but wasn't confident.
"Nah, just a few minutes," Jess smiled. "I wanted to see who else was coming out. You know, for someone who lives in Colorado and works at a ski resort, you don't seem too confident on skis."
"I don't get out on the slopes very often. Or at all, really," Ellie admitted. "I'm usually working."
"Then consider this your wellness break," Jess laughed as she gestured at the slope. "It looks great today."
"Good," Ellie murmured. "I always get nervous I'll hit a patch and just, you know..." Ellie pantomimed a dramatic fall.
Jess snorted. "I'll do my best to catch you."
"You can't catch me if you're way ahead of me," Ellie pointed out playfully.
"Oh, I'm staying behind you," Jess nodded firmly. "For safety purposes, of course."
Ellie's eyes widened as she gasped in mock-outrage. Jess was quite happy her new friend was willing to be silly, even if she was still nervous. The two spoke for a couple more minutes when a couple of trust fund guys inserted themselves into the conversation in an attempt to pick them up. The guys left with sad faces as they resumed their search for companions.
Jess and Ellie got into the gondola, sitting across from each other. Snow drifted by the windows, looking like falling glitter. They were giggling as they discussed the pathetic attempt of the two guys to score. Ellie finally seemed to be relaxing around Jess, treating her like a friend. It was a relief, but Ellie still seemed distracted. Jess noticed Eliana rub her gloved hands together as her knee bounced restlessly.
"You okay?" Jess asked gently.
A guilty look flashed across Ellie's face. "Yeah! I mean, well, mostly. Weird morning."
"Work weird or personal weird?" Jess wondered.
"Work weird," Eliana hesitated. "Personal weird was last night when some guy tried to get me to come back to his suite."
"Oh, why didn't you go with him?" Jess smirked. "Nothing eases stress better than a hard fucking. Three orgasms in and you'll forget your own name."
"He wasn't my type," Ellie blushed slightly, looking down at her hands. "He was more interested in having a conversation with my, ah, you know..." Ellie gestured toward her chest.
"Your titties?" Jess asked, making Ellie blush. "Don't like that word? How about boobies? Melons? Sweater puppies? Fun bags? Bazongas?"
"Jess!" Ellie exclaimed, covering her face with her hands as she giggled.
"What? We're chicks, we both have a pair," Jess reasoned with a shrug. "Although, mine aren't nearly as impressive as yours."
"Bigger isn't always better," Ellie argued.
"Yes, it is," Jess said plainly.
The two women stared at each other for several seconds before erupting into fits of giggles.
"Thanks, I needed that," Ellie smiled as the laughter died down.
"You're welcome," Jess grinned.
"I heard about Preston and Ashley, by the way. Congratulations," Ellie said politely, trying to change the subject.
"Thanks. My sister is getting another sister-in-law," Jess commented. "Ashley seems happy."
"A successful weekend, then," Eliana observed.
"A relaxing weekend," Jess added. "Hopefully for you, too. You forget about your work problem?"
"For now," Ellie shrugged. "I'm probably just overthinking things."
Jess tilted her head. "You do seem like someone who spends a lot of time in her own head. Someone who notices details."
"Sometimes noticing details just makes more work," Eliana sighed.
"Hey," Jess said softly, not wanting to push, "we can ski first. Worry later."
The gondola suddenly jerked as they approached the top station. Eliana instinctively grabbed the seat while Jess reached out to steady Ellie's knee with a gloved hand.
"Got you," Jess murmured.
Their eyes met for several heartbeats before the doors opened.
Jess hopped to her feet, urging Ellie to follow. They made their way to the starter area, Jess staying close while offering guidance. It was quickly apparent that Ellie had fully accepted their friendship, happy to joke and tease. Jess was hoping they could stay in touch after the gala ended.
"You're leaning a little too far back," Jess observed. "You'll lose control. I'm assuming you don't wanna roll down the mountain?"
"Not even a little bit," Ellie laughed, correcting her stance.
"Good, because then I'd have to go after you and save your sorry butt," Jess smirked.
"Promise?" Ellie batted her eyelashes.
Jess stumbled slightly, surprised by the playful tone. "Yes, definitely."
They took off down the slope, with Jess staying just behind and to the side of Ellie; a protective shadow. Eliana was better than she'd implied, only lacking in confidence. Jess shouted encouragements the couple of times Ellie wobbled. It helped, and they made it to the bottom with no wipe outs.
"Okay, wow," Ellie said with an exhilarated gasp. "That was fun."
"Ready to go again?" Jess grinned.
Eliana opened her mouth, then paused as her expression dimmed. "Jess, you ever get the feeling something's wrong? You don't have any real proof, just a feeling?"
"All the damn time," Jess nodded seriously. "It's part of the job. Then I spend weeks digging through line items and find out the company that would NEVER do anything illegal was, in fact, doing a lot of things that were illegal."
"I doubt anything illegal is going on," Ellie replied quickly. "Probably just rushed work."
"Well, if you're finally over this crap about me being a guest," Jess began teasingly, "I'd be happy to take a look."
"Maybe I do need help," Ellie finally admitted. "Maybe later? If I ask?"
Jess didn't hesitate a single second. "You can ask me anything."
"Thank you," Ellie smiled in relief.
A spark flared between them, a warm and obvious one that was undeniably mutual. Neither acted on it, but both knew they felt it. Jess was convinced that Ellie liked women, and the knowledge made her heart race. It explained why the guy from the previous night wasn't her type. Jess identified as bisexual; loving both a man's hardness and a woman's soft touch.
Despite her advice, Jess found herself also worrying about whatever was going on with the numbers. A finance issue could impact the charity event, causing quite a scandal. Jess was used to rich people keeping secrets, so she sincerely hoped the Brinkerhoffs weren't doing something untoward at Snowcap Ridge.
"Another round?" Jess suggested, bringing her thoughts back to skiing.
Eliana nodded. "Yes!"
After a few more runs, the cold was staring to get to Jess. Her fingers were freezing despite the gloves. Eliana's cheeks were pink, her exposed hair damp from the melted snow. Both women were visibly shivering, and Jess noticed that most other people had already gone inside.
"Hot chocolate?" Jess suggested, gesturing with her ski pole toward the lodge.
"Yes, please," Ellie nodded in relief. "Before I need to snap off my frozen fingers."
"You know," Jess began as they made their way back to the lodge, "I think you were lying about your mountain skills. You ski better than half the people I've dated."
"Sounds like you dated some unfortunate skiers," Ellie giggled.
"Hey, I have a type, too," Jess teased. "Funny sweet, smart. Definitely sexy, maybe a little chaotic..."
"You like chaos?" Ellie asked with a raised brow.
"I am the party twin," Jess pointed out.
"I'm not much of a party girl," Ellie mumbled. "I'd rather enjoy nature with a nice cup of tea."
"That does sound nice," Jess mused. "Maybe you can teach me to relax, and I'll return the favor by teaching you how to party."
Ellie blushed slightly as they removed their skis before climbing the wooden steps into the lodge. There was a hearty blaze in the large stone fireplace, and several people filled the armchairs. It was warm and cozy; a great place to relax after a morning in the mountains.
Armed with steaming mugs of hot chocolate, the ladies found a small table near the fire. They unzipped their jackets and took off their hats as they sat in the comfortable cheers. Ellie wrapped her cold fingers around the mug, enjoying the warmth from the drink.
"Mm," Ellie sighed after taking a sip. "So good."
"Delicious," Jess agreed before placing her mug on the table. "Do you live nearby? Or do you secretly just live at the resort?"
"I'm only staying the weekend for the gala," Ellie replied, her wet hair clinging to her face. "I have an apartment nearby that I share with two other women."
"Do you like your roommates?" Jess questioned before taking another sip.
"They're alright," Ellie shrugged. "I wish the walls weren't so thin. Trying to sleep while sharing a wall with a screamer sucks. Thank God for noise-canceling headphones."
"Been there," Jess laughed. "Tess and Max, well, let's just say they couldn't keep their hands off each other the first few months."
"You didn't find a guy of your own to sweep you off your feet?" Ellie asked quietly.
"I am a party girl," Jess reminded the redhead. "I've dated a few guys, nothing serious. I had a few one-night stands. A couple were even with sexy ladies."
"Oh," Ellie perked up at that, looking hopeful.
"Yes," Jess confirmed, feeling nervous, an unusual thing for her. The socialite was usually supremely confident when romance was involved. "So, um, how did you end up an accountant at a ski resort?"
"It's a pretty boring story," Ellie responded, a smile appearing on her face when Jess gestured for her to continue. "I liked math in high school, the predictability of numbers. So, I majored in accounting. One of the general courses I took was fun, so I took a few more. I ended up with a degree in accounting and a minor in hospitality management."
"You started working here right after college?" Jess questioned.
"Nope," Ellie shook her head. "I got a corporate accounting job in Denver. It was exhausting and stuffy, so I looked for something else. I found a job ad for this place in 2019 and moved to Aspen. Here I am."
"Here you are," Jess agreed, sipping her drink. "I was expected to join the family company, so I had to pick a relevant career. I also like numbers, but I also value honesty. I saw so much dishonesty in companies, and I loved our family's commitment to ethical business practices."
"And here you are," Ellie giggled.
"Yes," Jess smirked. "Are you planning on asking me for help yet?"
Eliana hesitated. "I don't know, it's probably nothing."
"Or maybe it isn't," Jess argued, worrying there was a serious issue. "C'mon, let me help. It could affect the charity, so it is kind of my business, right?"
"I... okay," Ellie let out a breath. "When?"
"Maybe after the auction?" Jess offered. "We'll have some time before the gala."
"Thank you," Ellie whispered softly.
"Excellent," Jessica grinned. "Lunch, the auction, then some work?"
"I should have a working lunch," Ellie sighed. "I need to get some records together for you to look at. And I wasn't invited to the auction. I'm not rich, remember?"
"Do you wanna come to the auction with me?" Jess immediately asked. "There. You're invited."
"I think I know you well enough now to know you won't take 'no' for an answer," Eliana smiled.
"Smart lady," Jess nodded approvingly.
Eliana walked down the staff hallway, her boots leaving melted snow in her wake. Jess had left to change into a dress for lunch and the auction, so Ellie quickly returned to her own room and put on slacks and a sweater. Her heart was still fluttering from skiing. And Jessica. Mostly Jess.


After using a towel to dry her long hair, Ellie made her way back to the finance office. She was briefly stopped by the head housekeeper Ruth Emery, and had to endure a lecture from the older woman about not tracking dirty snow everywhere. A quick apology and promise not to repeat the offense enabled Ellie to escape and return to the finance office. Eliana needed answers before seeing Jess again.
It wasn't easy to concentrate on spreadsheets when all Ellie could think about was Jess's smile. The socialite's laugh also took up quite a bit of Ellie's brainpower. Jess didn't act entitled, like the world owed her because of her bank account or her connections. Jessica Romano was kind and honest; she listened, she paid attention, she cared.
A sigh escaped Ellie's lips when she remembered Jess also lived in New York. It had been so long since Ellie had felt such a spark with someone, she had forgotten that Jess was leaving on a plane Sunday. Instead of dwelling, Ellie forced the thought away and opened the vendor files.
Ellie started by returning to the duplicate invoice she had found. The vendor only received one payment, so Eliana checked the bank. She found two debits for the amount of the invoice. One of them had the check number that matched the payment Ellie made. The other was a withdrawal, processed as an urgent payment.
The next issue she found was the invoice that had the total increased. No updated invoice, but Marcus assured Ellie he had it. Eliana felt like she was going crazy. She was always so meticulous, how could issues like this have gone unnoticed? Maybe she wasn't as good at her job as she thought?
No. Ellie was always on top of things. At least when there wasn't a charity event going on. With that hunch, Ellie went back to the veteran's fundraiser they had a few months back. The same issues cropped up. Adjusted invoice totals, withdrawals labeled as general maintenance, a few transfers labeled as emergencies.
All transactions approved by Marcus. Approved when Ellie was too busy to flag them. The account totals had all matched, so there was no need to look deeper. Ellie was always so obsessed with making sure internal controls were in place for her, she never realized that Marcus had absolute authority to do anything he wanted in the system. No one at Snowcap Ridge checked up on him.
It wasn't sloppy bookkeeping, it wasn't missing invoices or miscommunications. It was intentional. Eliana stared at the screen, unable to believe it. The totals were always balanced, Marcus always had a confident explanation. Ellie had always believed him. She felt like a fool.
The only thing she could think of was that Marcus was helping the Brinkerhoffs launder money. There was no way they didn't know. They had to know. Ellie was glad she had agreed to let Jess help. Jessica had the reach to be taken seriously, to not just be shoved out of the way.
Ellie rubbed her temples, overwhelmed with what she had discovered. The charity event was ruined. Ruined because she had been too stupid to see the discrepancies for what they were. Even if there were consequences for what the Brinkerhoffs did, Ellie knew she'd likely be blamed, be called incompetent at best. She'd be fired and never able to get another accounting job.
The door suddenly opened behind Ellie, making her jump.
"Ellie?" Naya popped her head in. "Lunch is wrapping up. The auction setup is running a few minutes behind and Marcus is pissed. Thought you'd want a heads-up."
"Thanks," Ellie managed to say, turning toward the door.
"You okay, girl?" Naya asked. "You look pale."
Eliana forced a smile. "Just busy."
"I feel you," Naya sighed. "At least they're all leaving tomorrow."
After Naya left, Ellie let out a shaky breath. It all made sense. She figured Marcus was drowning in debt from the fancy car and upscale living. She was wrong. Marcus really was determined to get into the exclusive club of the rich. He was helping the Brinkerhoffs launder money. For what, Ellie didn't know.
Eliana saved all her findings on a thumb drive, just in case.
The Summit Ballroom glittered, the entire room proclaiming its elegance, its prestige. The Winter Radiance Gala would be held after dinner, and the ballroom was already set up. The Chandeliers sparkled overhead while a string quartet played a warm, elegant melody. Chairs were in place for the auction; they'd be removed during dinner, after the auction.
Celebrities and wealthy donors filtered in wearing formal attire. The women had on expensive dresses and scarves while the men wore tailored suits. A few photographers were present as well, using the event as a great opportunity for publicity photos. Guests had paid a premium to spend the weekend at Snowcap Ridge, with the proceeds all benefiting cancer research. However, the charity auction was another opportunity for donations.
A silent auction table lined one wall, filled with high-end items. There were resort packages, custom jewelry, ski lessons, massage packages, even a weekend at a Brinkerhoff property in Hawaii. Natalie Brinkerhoff donated an expensive diamond necklace, and Alison Tey provided a full set of her CD's, all signed.
Jessica Romano sipped from a champagne flute as she scanned the crowd. She enjoyed charity events, loved the clean money and transparency. Rich people trying, or at least pretending to do good. Although, she could do without the comments on tax write-offs. Either way, it was a nice break from searching for financial crimes.
That night, however, she might end up helping uncover one. Her brown eyes found Eliana as the accountant entered the ballroom. Ellie was wearing a simple forest-green sweater and black slacks that made her stand out more than any fancy dress. Shining auburn hair cascaded down her shoulders, and the smattering of freckles on her pale face were adorable.
Before Jess could start across the ballroom, a very familiar voice called out.
"Jess! There you are," Tess appeared by her side in a navy dress and diamond earrings, her auction note cards clenched in one hand.
The twins exchanged air kisses while Jess spoke. "You're on stage in five minutes. Nervous?"
"Please," Tess scoffed. "I'm a Brinkerhoff now. Public speaking is genetic."
"That's... not how genetics work," Jess laughed.
Both sisters laughed, their giggles only stopping when Jess noticed Ellie looking at them. Really looking. Tess saw as well, the twins watching as Ellie's gaze flicked between Tess and Jess. With no hesitation, Ellie smiled at Jess and headed her way. Most hesitated, most had to check outfits, jewelry, or hairstyles to try and figure out which twin was which. They were often wrong. Eliana? She knew instantly. Jess felt a warmth in her chest.
"Hi, Jess," Ellie smiled when she reached the twins. "Mrs. Brinkerhoff."
"Please, call me 'Tess.'" Tess insisted. "I'm impressed you can tell us apart. Vivi used to try convincing us to wear name tags."
"You are identical," Eliana said, "but you're not IDENTICAL. If you know what I mean."
"We do," Jess nodded. "I'm better looking."
"Yet, I'm the married one," Tess countered before turning to Ellie. "Nice seeing you again. I have to get ready for my speech. Talk soon!"
Ellie and Jess watched Tess disappear into the crowd. Then Jess turned back to Ellie. "How'd it go?"
"I..." Ellie paused to gather her thoughts. "Something's definitely wrong."
"Okay," Jess let out a breath, trying to appear more confident than she was. What if her sister's family was doing something illegal? "Okay. We'll figure it out. Together."
The lights in the ballroom dimmed before either of them could say more. Tess stepped onto the staged, her posture and smile exuding supreme confidence.
"Ladies and gentleman," Tess began smoothly, "welcome to the Winter Radiance Auction benefiting the Starlight Hope Foundation. As a Brinkerhoff and a Romano, I'd like to thank each and every one of you for attending. Please remember that all proceeds from today will directly fund childhood cancer research."
Tess Brinkerhoff's voice carried through the room, smooth and confident. Jess kept glancing sideways at Ellie, who continuously shifted her weight from foot to foot nervously. Suddenly, Jess couldn't wait for the auction to be over with so they could figure out what was going on. Jess hoped it wasn't as bad as Ellie's reaction was implying.
After a few more speeches, the live auction began. Jess had tried to convince Tess to use actual auction chant, but Tess had refused. Using her note cards and natural charisma, Tess was quite successful up there, drawing higher and higher bids. Jess was still disappointed Tess didn't even try the rapid speech.
Everything being auctioned off had been donated, including a luxury getaway at a Brinkerhoff resort in Paris. There was also a guitar signed by Alison Tey that she had played on stage at a recent tour. Nolan Reed donated a VIP pass to his next red-carpet premiere. Vivienne bid on that one aggressively, blushing every time the actor glanced her way.
Jess laughed under her breath. "Vivi isn't giving up. Twenty grand to flirt with Nolan for five minutes? Bianca got that for free."
"A red-carpet premiere is probably more than just five minutes with him," Ellie giggled.
The final item was a private weekend for two at a Brinkerhoff lakeside retreat. Jess glanced at Ellie, tempted to bid and invite the gorgeous redhead. Shaking her head, Jess decided against it; if things got bad, dealing with the fallout would be enough of a pain.
Jess was incredibly anxious as she followed Ellie's determined stride toward the finance office. Ellie led them inside the small office and turned on the light. Piles of folders were resting on one of the desk's, obviously Ellie's desk. A small smile crossed Jess' face as she admired the redhead's dedication.
"Okay," Ellie said softly as she sat down and gestured at the nearest pile of folders, "here's what I pulled earlier."
Jess pulled up a rolling chair and sat down right beside Ellie. The two were close enough that Jess could feel the warmth of Ellie's knee against her thigh every once in a while. There was a brief moment where they locked eyes, both of them freezing for a couple seconds.
Jess cleared her throat. "Walk me through it?"
Ellie nodded, tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. Both women soon lost themselves in duplicate invoices, adjusted charges, and emergency maintenance bills. Jess had seen things like that before. Many times, in fact. The kind of thing that looked fine on the surface, until someone actually took the time to dig deeper. Something that was so often missed in a busy office with overworked staff.
"I can't believe I didn't see this before," Ellie said shakily. "It's just that it made sense. I've had to edit the amounts for proforma invoices in the software. Events like this often result in our bills being higher than expected. Roman will request extra food, something like that."
Jess sat back and sighed. "Well, you were right. This is not sloppy bookkeeping."
"No," Ellie agreed. "It's intentional."
Growing up rich had given Jessica Romano insight into the way things worked at the highest levels. They all had skeletons, but most hid them well. The Brinkerhoffs were no exception. Tess was her twin, her best friend; Jess always kept a careful eye on the Brinkerhoff empire. The last thing Jess wanted was a scandal. Unfortunately, charities were often the primary target for a money-laundering scheme.
The Brinkerhoffs owned Snowcap Ridge. So, if they were skimming money, it was because they needed it for something illegal. Something they couldn't have the IRS finding out about. There was no way it was just about reducing their tax liability.
"Ellie," Jess began nervously, "does any of this point to the Brinkerhoffs?"
"I don't know," Ellie sighed. "Marcus reports only to them. All these approvals he pushed through, how could they not know?"
"Discretionary amounts," Jess mused. "The entire point of a site manager is to make less work for corporate. Unless something goes wrong, Marcus would only need approval from the Brinkerhoffs if the amount of an individual transaction exceeded a certain amount."
"The software lists who approved it, but I never checked Marcus' limit," Ellie said, pulling up an invoice. "Look, here. It shows the approval chain."
"Hover over his name there," Jess requested, and Ellie complied. "Yes! It's there. Limit is fifteen thousand. That means if he tried to approve a charge over that amount, someone at corporate would get an email to go in and give a final approval."
"And all these bogus charges are under the limit," Ellie concluded.
Jess nodded, feeling her tension melt away. "He didn't need approval. He just needed to be careful. Use his discretion, only make these alterations during the busiest times, make sure the accounts always balance. He only got caught because he dumped most of the work on this event onto you."
"Marcus is stealing from the Brinkerhoffs," Ellie swallowed weakly. "I thought he was laundering money for them and getting a cut."
Reaching out, Jess rested a hand on Ellie's forearm. "If the Brinkerhoffs were laundering money, these numbers would be massive. They wouldn't risk this small stuff. We're dealing with an individual thief, not organized corruption."
"Jess, he's stolen at least a six figure amount in just the last year," Ellie pointed out. "You're calling that 'small stuff?'"
"For a multi-billion dollar empire like the Brinkerhoffs? Yeah, that's small stuff," Jess smirked. "We work with numbers on a whole other league. Most people don't realize just how much bigger a billion is than a million."
"Okay, so what do we do now, Miss Moneybags?" Ellie let out a nervous laugh. "I don't want to get fired over this."
"You reported it, I'll make sure everyone knows that," Jess promised. "As for what we do now; we build a case and submit a report. We. Not just you. You don't have to do this alone."
Ellie looked at Jess with gratitude. Jess felt something shift; the spark was back and they both knew it. They both smiled before getting back to work.
Relief flooded Jessica as she realized that her sister's in-laws were not involved. It was one thief who could be reported and arrested. The situation could be handled quietly, with no waves in the press. Jess could tell Ellie was still panicking, and Jess was sure Ellie could be shielded from any and all fallout.
The two women worked together to build their case against Marcus. They had vendor statements showing one payment received while there were two in the ledger. Audit logs showed Marcus logging in to modify invoice amounts, and a reimbursement file revealed approvals for emergencies that had never happened. Ellie even had a few emails from Marcus, assuring her that he had taken care of certain reconciliations.
A full evidence packet was assembled before dinner, one containing screenshots, printed statements, timelines, invoices, and notes. Jess explained how a report like this was usually handled, since Ellie had never done something like that before. Jess giggled when Ellie suggested taking everything directly to Chester Brinkerhoff. Ellie quickly realized the chaos and disruption something like that would cause.
Jessica explained that large corporations like Brinkerhoff Luxury Real estate had an internal oversight structure. Ellie had worked in corporate accounting, but she had always just reported issue to her direct supervisor. Obviously that wouldn't work when Eliana needed to report her direct supervisor.
Fortunately, Jess knew the finance director who oversaw all the finances for Brinkerhoff charities. One phone call from Jess led to a virtual meeting being scheduled for Sunday morning. The director would be able to suspend Marcus and immediately start an internal audit. If legal or law enforcement needed to be involved, that was on the director, not Eliana. It would also be the director's responsibility to inform the Brinkerhoffs.
Eliana was clearly overwhelmed, so Jess continued to reassure the accountant that she had done everything right. Everything they had found was saved onto Ellie's laptop and a thumb drive. They would send it all over during the meeting. Jess squeezed Ellie's hand reassuringly, telling her everything was handled and they should worry about it in the morning. They both had a nice dinner to get to.
Ember & Pine was a beautiful restaurant, a glowing jewel with floor-to-ceiling windows and a welcoming interior of brown wood and textured stone. Hanging lanterns provided low lighting and created a warm atmosphere. It was luxurious in its simplicity.
Jessica sat with the Brinkerhoffs at a long table facing the window. It should have been relaxing, with gourmet food on her plate, a roaring fireplace at her back, and servers pouring wine that was older than she was. However, she kept glancing toward the corner that led to the staff area. She was waiting for a flash of red hair.
Constantly checking each time a staff member walked by probably looked ridiculous, but Jess didn't care. It wasn't about romance or flirting, although Ellie was adorable when flustered; it was because Jess was worried Ellie would be struggling to act normal. Marcus was hanging around, and he appeared to be in a great mood as he spoke with wealthy donors.
Suddenly, Vivi elbowed Jess, making her jump. "You're distracted."
"I'm enjoying my prime rib," Jess replied.
"You haven't touched it," Vivi whispered back, acting like she'd caught Jess in a scandal.
Jess immediately cut a piece and popped it into her mouth. "Satisfied?" she asked thickly.
"What are you worried about?" Tess questioned from across the table. "The auction was a huge success. Everything is working out perfectly."
"I'm fine," Jess insisted.
"I'm not," Vivi crinkled her nose. "Stop talking with your mouth full."
"What, like this?" Jess asked, leaning toward Vivi while obnoxiously chewing.
"Stop!" Vivienne made a face and leaned away from Jess.
Taunting Vivienne successfully distracted everyone, making them forget about interrogating Jess. A few minutes later, Jess saw her; Eliana Buckley. Ellie was still wearing her green sweater, and her auburn hair was in an elegant braid down her back. Jess couldn't help but smile; Ellie was unfairly pretty. The redhead spoke to a server, smiling softly when the server nodded. Jess relaxed. She was okay.
Making a decision, Jess stood up. "I'll be right back."
Tess, Max, and Vivi looked confused. The others didn't notice since they were too busy discussing the upcoming wedding. Chester suggested Fiji. Jess ignored them all as she rushed across the dining room.
"Eliana," Jess said softly.
Ellie turned, her face brightening in surprise. "Jess, hi! Are you enjoying dinner?"
"Yeah, are you?" Jess questioned as the two of them stepped far enough into the hall for privacy. "I was worried how you'd handle talking to Marcus."
"Work is alright. I'm okay. I'll be glad when the meeting's over with," Ellie answered. "It's tough to act normal around him. At least he's not near where I'm eating."
"Well, that's something," Jess swallowed, trying not to lose her nerve. "There's something I wanted to ask you."
"Oh?" Ellie replied.
"The gala tonight," Jess continued, keeping her tone casual while her heart rate quickened. "Come with me?"
"Me?" Ellie's eyes widened. "I- I mean, it isn't like skiing. That's a fancy event, staff really can't-"
"You wouldn't be staff," Jess hurriedly interjected. "You'd be with me."
"You mean like a date?" Ellie whispered.
"No, not like a date," Jess shook her head. "A date."
Ellie opened her mouth before closing it again as a blush spread across her cheeks. "Okay. Yes. Yes, I'd love to. I, ah, good thing I have something I can wear."


"Great, I'll meet you in the lobby in about an hour?" Jess grinned.
Ellie nodded, unable to hide her excitement. "An hour."
The accountant had to get back to work, and Jess stood alone for a moment after she left, grinning like an idiot. Turning around, Jess noticed Tess and Vivi were watching curiously. With a small blush, Jess returned to her table and took a seat. The girls wasted no time.
"What was that about?" Vivi hissed.
"You looked like a scared teenager asking another scared teenager if they like-like you," Tess observed.
"I was just getting a date for the Radiance Gala," Jess blushed slightly.
"I didn't realize you were so into chicks," Tess giggled. "Nice choice, though."
"Thanks," Jess rolled her eyes.
"You hoping to score tonight?" Vivi waggled her eyebrows. "Some girl-on-girl action?"
"Cool," Max whispered, his eyes wide.
"Oh, shush," Tess admonished her husband. "Go back to wedding planning."
"I'd rather talk about this," Max said eagerly.
"How about we talk about Vivi's date with Nolan?" Jess suggested, grateful that Chester and Natalie were too engrossed in wedding planning to care about the other conversation. "She couldn't win him over with her personality, so she's paying for it."
"I donated to charity and I'm being rewarded with a movie premiere," Vivienne said primly. "If Nolan is unable to resist my charms, well, who could blame him?"
Jessica actually appreciated the playful teasing, it helped ease her nerves. She made it through dinner with the Brinkerhoffs with little difficulty. There was barely any time between dinner and the gala, so everyone had to quickly get ready, with most people meeting in the Grand Lobby.
Vivienne needed to be fashionably late, so she disappeared somewhere while Jess made her way to the lobby. The Grand Lobby was filled with people: guests in glittering gowns and tailored tuxedos. Photographers were taking pictures. Alison Tey and Troy Kirby were posing in front of a tall winter floral arrangement.
Jess didn't care about any of that. There was only one person she was interested in seeing. A wide grin split Jess' face as she spotted Eliana standing near the massive stone fireplace. The warm glow of the lantern light reflected off her waves of auburn hair. Ellie's dress was simple; navy and knee-length.
"Wow," Jess breathed, approaching the accountant. "You look incredible."
"So do you," Ellie smiled warmly.
"Thank you," Jess replied happily. She was wearing an elegant black dress with slits going partway up the sides to make walking easier and show the occasional flash of leg. "You ready?"
Eliana let out a nervous breath. "I'm ready."
Jessica offered her arm. Ellie didn't hesitate a single second before taking it.
The final event of the Brinkerhoff Winter Radiance Gala was held in the Summit Ballroom. The crystal chandelier was as beautiful as always, and rich fabric was draped over multiple surfaces. Well-dressed waitstaff circulated with trays of champagne and food. A band played an instrumental version of an Alison Tey song.
Alison Tey herself was standing with her boyfriend, talking and laughing with a cluster of actors. Nolan Reed had Bianca on his arm, the strawberry-blonde beaming with happiness. Vivienne was in full socialite mode, waving to everyone as she dragged her date along with her. Callum Reyes, the ski director, was accompanying her, looking shocked to be invited. Jess hoped Vivi wasn't planning another "accidental" nip-slip to draw attention and Nolan's interest. Poor Callum.
"Stick with me and you'll be fine," Jess said to a shocked Ellie while snagging two champagne flutes from a passing server and passing one to Ellie. "To your first gala."
Ellie laughed lightly as their glasses clinked. "And to us?"
"And to us," Jess agreed.
"So," Ellie said after taking a sip, "do we mingle now? Or do rich-people things?"
Jess gave a mischievous grin. "I am doing rich-people things. I brought a pretty woman to a charity event and am trying to impress her."
"Jess..." Ellie blushed slightly.
"I don't want to mingle," Jess whispered. "I want to spend time with you."
"I'd like that," Ellie nodded.
Various couples headed out onto the dance floor; the newly-engaged Preston and Ashley, Alison Tey and Troy Kirby, Chester and Natalie Brinkerhoff. Jess took Ellie's hand and led her out as well. A slow song started up and Ellie willingly fell into Jess' arms. Their movements naturally fit together in a way Jess had never experienced.
"You're really good," Ellie giggled after Jess spun her.
"Lots of practice," Jess laughed, pulling Ellie close. "Our parents used to make Tess and me take lessons before every big event. I spent my summers learning how to behave like a proper lady."
"I still have to save up when I want new running shoes," Ellie grinned. "But, sure, dance manners and shrimp forks. Right."
"Ouch," Jess winced. "I'm sorry."
"I wasn't being mean," Ellie shook her head. "I was just thinking about how we live in different worlds."
"And yet," Jess whispered, her hands on Ellie's waist, "You fit with me just fine."
Ellie's breath caught as they gazed into each other's eyes. They both leaned in at the same time, sharing a soft kiss. Jess couldn't believe how soft Ellie's lips were. When the kiss broke, Jess pulled Ellie closer as the two moved in complete silence, the music helping them stay in their own private world.
They were both concerned about the call with the director in the morning. However, even without speaking they both agreed to not talk about it. It was a problem for another time. Marcus could wait. Jess and Ellie were happy to lose themselves in each other, in the moment.
Drinks and music flowed as the guests danced and socialized. There were a couple of speeches; the doctor thanked everyone, Chester said a few words, and Tess had everyone raise their champagne flutes in a toast. The chatter and dancing grew more relaxed as more and more alcohol was consumed.
The crowd eventually started to thin, with older donors leaving first, including Chester and Natalie. Couples started sneaking off, some heading to their rooms, others looking for a private balcony. Photographers left not long after Alison Tey went to bed; with most celebrities gone and all speeches concluded, there weren't many opportunities left for pictures.
"We're the only ones still dancing," Ellie observed during a slow song.
"Most people have already gone to bed, I think," Jess sighed.
"I guess all nights have to end eventually," Ellie muttered sadly. "I just don't want to go back to the real world."
"We don't have to," Jess said, pulling back slightly to look into Ellie's green eyes. "I want everything to be perfect. I have a really nice bottle of wine in my suite. We can talk and relax and forget the world."
"Oh!" Ellie's eyes went wide as she blushed slightly.
"No! I didn't mean..." Jess stammered nervously. "I, ah, I really like you, Ellie. I just want to spend more time with you. I'm happy to walk you back to your room after. I wasn't suggesting, you know..."
"I believe you," Ellie smiled. "I like you, too. And I'm kind of surprised you're so shy about horizontal dancing."
"I just don't want to ruin things," Jess admitted. "I don't want to worry about the meeting tomorrow or flying back to New York."
"I don't think I've ever had wine older than a few weeks," Ellie said shyly. "I'd like to see your suite."
"I'll do my best to behave," Jess giggled as the song ended.
"I won't," Ellie teased, her face almost as red as her hair.
"Good to know," Jess waggled her eyebrows. "Oh, can we stop by the coat check first? I left my shawl in there before the auction."
Eliana agreed and left the ballroom hand-in-hand with Jessica. No one was working the counter anymore, so the two women ducked underneath so they could go into the room themselves. The door wasn't locked, so they were able to open it right away, gasping as soon as they did.
Callum Reyes, the ski director, was sitting on a bench between the two sides of coats, his slacks and underwear around his ankles. Sitting in his lap with her dress around her waist was Vivienne Brinkerhoff. Her hands were on his knees as she bounced in his lap, her big boobs flopping around as her blonde hair framed her face.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Vivienne chanted.
"Ellie?!" Callum gasped, his hands flying up to hold Vivi's boobs, partially concealing them from view.
"What?" Vivi hissed, momentarily looking enraged, like Callum had called her the wrong name. "Shit! Go away, Jess!"
"We'll, ah, just, you know, see you around," Jess mumbled as she slowly backed away.
"I saw nothing!" Ellie added, looking away with her hand over her eyes.
"Wait, I forgot my shawl," Jess added, glancing around quickly before grabbing it. "Uh, have a good night!"
"Don't tell Tess!" Vivi shouted as the door closed.
Jess and Ellie were both giggling as they made their way to the North Wing. Ellie was horrified at having seen a coworker in such a compromising position. Jessica brushed it off, saying she had seen a lot worse. When Ellie questioned it, Jess explained that Vivi was a good person, just wild. Although, both agreed it was very wrong for her to use Callum in an attempt to make Nolan jealous.
"This suite is incredible," Eliana said, slowly turning as she made her way to the center of the room.
"You must have seen the suites in this place at one time or another?" Jess replied as she removed her shawl.
"Only a couple of times," Ellie answered. "I'm not housekeeping, so I never really have a reason to come to the North Wing."
"You're not an employee at all right now, you're my gorgeous date," Jess told her.
"Hm, didn't you promise your date some expensive wine?" Ellie grinned.
"I believe I did," Jess agreed. "Why don't you make yourself comfortable while I get it?"
After grabbing the bottle of wine and two glasses, Jess returned to find Ellie sitting on the couch. Eliana had removed her heels and was relaxing comfortably, her long red hair falling freely. Sitting on the couch, Jess poured out two glasses of wine and offered a toast.
"Wow, that's good," Ellie commented after taking a sip. "Is that what class tastes like?"
"I guess?" Jess shrugged, sitting sideways to face Ellie. "We have overpriced stuff, but we high-society folks aren't much different. I mean, sneaking off to a closet to fuck isn't exactly classy, is it? And Vivi is the one who's most obsessed with the lifestyle."
"Yeah, my high school had a walk-in freezer," Ellie nodded. "A senior was caught giving head in there."
"The things chicks will do for dick," Jess sighed and shook her head.
"I feel bad for Callum," Ellie winced. "I mean, yeah, he's getting pussy, but does he realize Vivi's just using him?"
"He must know it's only for one night," Jess pointed out. "Vivi's plane leaves tomorrow."
"Does that mean we only have one night?" Ellie asked with a frown.
Jess took a long sip of wine. "I thought we weren't gonna worry about that right now."
"Right. Sorry," Ellie winced.
"Christmas is next week," Jess said after a long pause. "I have to be home for that. Maybe I could fly back after? Stay for a couple weeks."
"You would do that?" Ellie gasped.
"For you, yes," Jessica nodded, reaching out to brush back a lock of Ellie's auburn hair. "Perfect."
The two of them continued their conversation as the wine flowed. Eliana discussed her childhood, the financial difficulties her parents faced, and her love of nature. Jessica animatedly chatted about being a twin and growing up in the social scene of New York. They both laughed when Jess explained how she always claimed to be the elder sister, since she was born nine minutes before Tess.
They both grew more relaxed while they finished the entire bottle. They discussed various topics, completely at ease with each other. Neither of them spoke or thought about going their separate ways, they just enjoyed being together. Ellie eventually moved closer, and the two ended up cuddling.
"Would you come back after New Year's?" Ellie couldn't help but ask.
"Maybe before?" Jess suggested. "We could spend New Year's Eve together."
Eliana lifted her head to smile at Jess. "I'd like that."
Reaching out, Jess cupped Ellie's cheek as she sighed happily. Leaning in, Jess pressed her lips against Ellie's. The two of them kissed softly for several minutes, and Jess soon felt Ellie's hand on her knee, easily finding the slit in her dress to caress bare skin. The contact made Jess shiver.
"You're a great kisser, Ellie," Jess pulled back to giggle lightly.
"Maybe you'd like to show me your bedroom?" Eliana asked in a soft voice, shocking Jessica.
Jess immediately stood up and offered her hand. "Right this way, ma'am."
The bedroom was quite large, with a private balcony and attached bathroom. Jess didn't want to push, but Ellie looked so damn gorgeous as she stood in the room, Jess couldn't help but approach the redhead and cup her face in both hands. Leaning in, Jess resumed their kiss while Ellie held the socialite.
Their tongues danced as they lightly caressed each other, soft moans escaping their lips. Moving as one, their legs brushed up against the edge of the bed, spurring on their lust. Jess couldn't resist any longer, her hand sliding up to cup a large breast. Ellie responded by moaning and squeezing Jess' butt. Gasping into Ellie's mouth, Jess made her move, sliding a hand into Ellie's dress. Moments later, Jess had pulled Ellie's dress down enough to expose her large breasts.
"Yeah, bigger is definitely better," Jess gasped, admiring Ellie's big boobs while gently holding them. "I've wanted to get my hands on these beauties all night."
"They're just tits," Ellie giggled, gasping slightly as Jess' fingers caressed her.
"No, these are perfection," Jess declared, pressing Ellie's tits together and burying her face in the redhead's cleavage.
Eliana threw her head back and moaned as she buried a hand in Jess' brown hair. Jess slobbered all over Ellie's boobs, her tongue tasting the redhead's pale skin. Ellie groaned when Jess took a pink nipple between her lips and started sucking on it. Jess' hands worked fast, resulting in Ellie's dress puddling at her feet.
Laying down on the king-sized bed in only a pair of panties, Ellie blushed slightly as she watched Jess. Jessica shimmied out of her own dress, revealing her black lace underwear before climbing up on the bed. Their bare breasts squished together as Jess got on top of Ellie and resumed their make out session.
After kissing and caressing for several minutes, Jess broke the kiss and started kissing down Ellie's body. Eliana giggled when Jess kissed all around her belly button. Sitting up, Jess reached for the sides of Ellie's underwear. The pretty accountant lifted her butt, allowing Jess to remove the panties and toss them aside.
"You like?" Ellie asked shyly as Jess admired her naked body.
"Wow," Jess whispered, admiring Ellie's pretty pink pussy and the small bush of fiery red pubic hair.
Overwhelmed with lust, Jess swooped in and got between Ellie's legs. Extending her tongue, Jess took her first lick of Ellie's sweet cunt. Ellie's reaction was immediate, her entire body tensing as she gasped loudly. When Jess pushed her tongue between Ellie's labia, the redhead grabbed the socialite's head and bucked her hips.
"Oh, God!" Ellie hissed, her body shaking slightly. "Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
"Mm, I'm gonna enjoy this," Jess purred as she kissed Ellie's pussy lips.
Jess relished the taste of Ellie's sweet box, taking her time lapping up every drop of delicious pussy juice. Ellie's moans were music to Jess' ears, encouraging the sexy socialite to swirl her tongue around Eliana's clit. When Jess brought her fingers in, Ellie yelped in pleasure, her nails digging into Jessica's scalp.
"Fuck, that feels so good!" Ellie groaned loudly. "Keep going! Please! Please, keep going!"
Going down on Ellie was incredibly arousing; her taste, her smell, her touch, her moans. Jess' panties were soaked as she wrapped her lips around Ellie's clit and started sucking on the little nub. Two fingers moved in and out of Ellie, with Jess moaning as she felt Ellie's pussy muscles clamp down.
"I'm gonna cum! Oh God, I'm gonna cum!" Ellie announced, her back arching as she held Jess' face to her crotch. "Don't stop, don't stop! I'm cumming, ah!"
Jessica continued eating Ellie through her orgasm, prolonging and enhancing the pleasure. Soon, Jess felt Ellie tugging on her shoulders, urging Jess to get on top. Jess happily complied, spearing her tongue into Ellie's mouth so the redhead could taste her own juices.
They kissed and touched each other for several minutes, their bodies writhing. Jess felt Ellie's hands grab her butt, a smile crossing her face when Ellie slid her hands into Jess' underwear to squeeze her bare butt. Jess' underwear got pushed down further, leaving it around her upper thighs.
A squeal left Jess' mouth as Ellie rolled them over and got on top. Jess took advantage of the opportunity to grab Ellie's big boobs and kiss all over them. Ellie giggled, allowing the contact for several seconds before slipping down and getting between Jess' legs. The accountant kissed Jess' vulva from outside her panties before sitting up and smiling.
"Yes?" Jess asked with a giggle.
"Lift your ass, it's my turn," Ellie teased, tugging at Jess' panties.
Jess stuck out her tongue, laughing as she complied, lifting her butt and allowing Ellie to remove the black underwear. Spreading her legs, Jess willingly exposed herself, blushing slightly at the way Ellie admired her. Ellie was truly a vision herself, those perfect teardrop breasts with light freckles. Jess couldn't look away.
"Would you like a taste?" Jess eventually asked, using two fingers to spread her labia.
"I would love a taste," Ellie purred.
It took less than thirty seconds for Jessica to discover that Eliana was a true master in the art of cunnilingus. Time lost all meaning as Jess became lost in a sea of endless pleasure. She came and came and came. Jess' every nerve was on fire as she screamed and moaned, her toes curling as her eyes rolled back. Jess cried Ellie's name as her body collapsed on the bed in a hot mess of sweat and exhaustion.
"No more, no more..." Jess moaned weakly, lightly pushing on Ellie's head.
"Did you enjoy?" Ellie asked as she sat up, the lower half of her face glistening with love juice.
"I can't feel my... anything," Jess whimpered, her breasts rising and falling as she struggled to breathe.
"Here, let me help," Ellie laughed.
Jess was too weak to laugh as Ellie pulled back the comforter and playfully rolled the socialite over until she was resting on the sheet. Ellie pulled the covers over both of them and snuggled up to Jess. The feel of Ellie's warm body was comforting, and despite her best efforts, Jess fell asleep in seconds.
Movement at some point in the middle of the night woke Jessica. She was just barely able to make out the dark outline of Eliana's naked body as she got back into bed. The two exchanged a soft kiss before cuddling and falling asleep again.
~Sunday December 22, 2024~
Eliana Buckley never had sex on a first date. She took her time and really got to know someone before physical intimacy became a possibility. Usually months, if not longer. Ellie felt that she did know Jessica Romano, despite only a short time together. Jess was easy to talk to, she was kind and compassionate. They had a real connection.
Consciousness slowly returned to Ellie, and she felt Jess's naked body pressed against hers. Ellie tried not to think about their relationship ending, but a longer vacation still wouldn't last forever. Sure, Jess was rich, but did she really want to deal with flying all over the country for some random accountant? Even if she did, would Jess be okay with a long-term relationship with a woman?


Sitting up and pushing the blanket down, Ellie yawned loudly and blinked the sleep from her eyes. She just had to get through breakfast, then the meeting would happen where she would report Marcus. Report him with Jessica's help. Ellie sighed, not knowing what would happen after.
"Mm, morning," Jess hummed happily, looking up at Ellie while stretching. Ellie couldn't help but admire Jess' breasts as they pushed from her chest. "What time is it?"
"Early," Ellie replied. "We have a bit of time before breakfast."
"Time for another round?" Jess asked, reaching up to trail her fingers along Ellie's large right boob.
"Jess," Ellie began nervously, "this is about more than just sex, right? I'm not just another conquest you're going to forget about, am I?"
Jess slowly sat up and cupped Ellie's face. "I've never felt this strongly about someone before. It's a little early to talk about anything too serious, but I want to find out if a future is possible."
Ellie moved without thinking, leaning forward and aggressively kissing Jessica. They made out aggressively, unable to keep their hands off each other. Overcome with passion, Ellie got on top of Jess and maneuvered herself so that her pussy was rubbing against Jess' wet slit.
Their eyes locked as the two women started tribbing. Jess reached up and squeezed a hanging tit just as Ellie's fingers closed around Jess' warm breast. Both women moaned and panted as they moved as one, the intensity of their lovemaking bringing them both to orgasm within a couple minutes.
Switching to a sixty-nine, Jessica got on top and licked Ellie's pussy. Ellie gripped the socialite's butt-cheeks and buried her face in Jess' wet cunt. The redhead was proud of her skills, able to cause Jess to collapse against her thigh, unable to focus on her task. Ellie backed away slightly, allowing Jess to use her mouth and fingers to get Ellie off.
Ellie helped Jess wobble to the bathroom on shaky legs. The shower was big and modern, with multiple shower heads to quickly fill the stall with steam and hot water. They sensually washed each other, kissing softly and touching lovingly. Ellie giggled at all the attention Jess paid to her breasts; the cute brunette was obsessed.
"Ugh, do you have to cover those titties?" Jess sighed while stepping into a clean pair of panties.
"I can't go back to my room with my boobs flopping around," Ellie laughed.
"Sure, you can," Jess reasoned. "Everyone loves boobies. Big ones, small ones, they're all awesome."
"Maybe you can see them again when you come come back to see me after Christmas," Ellie replied, pecking Jess' lips.
"Fuck, I have to wait that long?" Jess whined.
"So sad," Ellie gave a playful pout before a mischievous grin crossed her face and she squeezed both of Jess' bare breasts. "Titties!"
"You bitch," Jess laughed, covering herself as Ellie spun away.
"You wouldn't change me," Eliana grinned, feeling silly.
"Not one bit," Jess sighed happily. "You ready for your walk of shame?"
"Ugh, hopefully no one catches me coming back to my room in the dress I had on last night," Ellie winced.
"Ashamed of me?" Jess accused.
"Not one bit," Ellie replied with a wink.
Giving Jess a goodbye kiss, Eliana made her way to the elevator in the North Wing. The doors opened, revealing Callum Reyes looking like he just woke up. The two briefly froze before Ellie stepped inside and the doors closed. It was the most awkward elevator ride of her life.
The two of them made it through the Grand Lobby without anyone noticing. It was a good thing the staff were busy setting up breakfast, and the few rich people out that early didn't acknowledge them. Ellie and Callum passed the Falkners in the South Wing before finally reaching the Staff Wing.
"This never happened," Ellie said as they parted.
"Agreed," Callum nodded.
On departure mornings, Snowcap Ridge provided a buffet breakfast for both staff and guests. It wasn't anything elegant, just comfort food for everyone to enjoy before the chaos of traveling. Ellie stepped into the breakfast area beside the Grand Lobby. Snow flurries drifted outside the huge windows as fellow staff nodded to Ellie. She was wearing a plum sweater and dark slacks, her auburn hair pulled back into a braid.
Eliana made her way to the cedar counter and grabbed a small place, telling herself she had to eat something before the meeting. She barely paid attention as she grabbed a few things and headed for one of the staff tables. Thankfully, there was an empty one she could sit at.
Everyone looked exhausted, likely after a very late night. Vivienne was sitting beside Tess, chattering away while Tess just nodded sleepily. Alison Tey was sitting with her boyfriend, and Ellie smirked when she recognized the just-fucked expression on the pop star. The tall, thin blonde was glowing as she tiredly talked to the big football player.
Jessica walked in a few minutes later, wearing dark jeans and a cream-colored turtleneck. Her brown hair was pulled back into a lazy ponytail. Ellie grinned when Jess blew a kiss before getting her own breakfast and placing the tray beside her sister. A frown crossed Ellie's face when Jess returned to the buffet and made two cups of coffee.
"You forgot to get yourself a drink," Jess said when she approached the staff table and gave Ellie a coffee.
"Just anxious about the meeting," Ellie mumbled, realizing the coffee was made exactly how she liked it.
"It's what you ordered last night," Jess smiled. "I pay attention."
"Thank you," Ellie blushed.
"So, why are you sitting with the staff?" Jess asked with a raised brow. "Aren't you joining me?"
Ellie blinked. "Really?"
"Of course, really," Jess giggled. "C'mon, you."
Eliana joined Jessica at the Brinkerhoff table. Chester and Natalie smiled and wished her a good morning. Ashley and Preston waved before returning to their conversation with Max. Ellie ended up enjoying breakfast while talking with Jess, Tess, and Vivi. Vivienne was hung over, but it was still very nice. No one commented on relationships or statuses, they just treated Ellie like she belonged.
After breakfast, Ellie fetched her laptop and files. Ellie and Jess then went to the small conference room in the North Wing. Ellie locked the door and closed the blinds so they would have privacy. It was comforting how at-ease Jess seemed; Ellie realized she had made a lot of reports like theirs.
Both women sat in front of the laptop and joined the meeting. The director joined a couple minutes later. Introductions were made, and the director asked to hear from Ellie. From underneath the table, Jess took Ellie's hand, squeezing it reassuringly. Ellie smiled and started her story.
The director had the files and was reading along as Ellie highlighted the discrepancies she had found. A few clarifying questions were asked, and Ellie blushed slightly when the director complimented her; such things were not usually caught until everything really blew up.
Eliana glanced over, noticing Jess had a proud smile on her face.
The director continued speaking. "Very well. We'll lock Marcus' access and I will make a call to have him quietly removed from the site, pending the results of our investigation."
"Who will run the resort while Marcus is gone?" Jess asked, making Ellie worry the socialite was going to recommend Ellie.
"I'll have that taken care of. We have a regional manager nearby, "the director explained. "They'll be responsible for finding a permanent replacement. Possibly two permanent replacements."
Ellie froze. "S-sorry?"
"Your instincts and professionalism are very impressive, Miss Buckley," the director smiled. "I know it's the holidays and I'm sure you have plans, but I was wondering if you'd be willing to fly out to New York to discuss a potential opportunity?"
"Opportunity?" Ellie mumbled.
"I feel like your talents are being wasted at Snowcap Ridge," another warm smile. "Brinkerhoff Luxury Real Estate could use someone like you in our corporate office."
"It won't be like Denver," Jessica quickly spoke up. "It's a great place to work. You should at least consider coming out and doing the interview. And, um, well, I'd be in New York to, you know, show you around."
"I, I guess I don't really have anything keeping me here," Ellie said, her heart pounding. "The concrete jungle will be an adjustment, but I know there are some nice places upstate to see."
"The Great Lakes are amazing," Jess added.
"I only have acquaintances here," Ellie continued, talking herself into it. "I don't even see my parents on holidays."
"You should have told me that before," Jess grinned. "You can spend Christmas in New York. If you want, I can get you on our flight? My sister's father-in-law owns the plane, so it shouldn't be a problem."
"Don't pressure her," the director chuckled. "It's a big decision."
"I'm in," Eliana declared. "I'd like to go."
"Great!" the director exclaimed. "I'll send you an email so we can meet a couple days after Christmas."
The meeting ended a few minutes later. Eliana just sat in silence, gathering her thoughts. It was something she had never expected. Everything was moving so fast, but maybe she did have a future with Jess. Maybe she had a future moving up the ladder. It hadn't worked out before, but she never worked for a company she really liked.
"What just happened?" Ellie finally managed to ask.
"You," Jess said dramatically, "just got scouted by the corporate branch of a multi-billion dollar real estate company."
Ellie looked at Jess. "I didn't expect-"
Jess cupped Ellie's cheek gently. "You deserve all of this."
"You're biased," Ellie giggled.
"I'm right," Jess countered, pecking her lips. "And maybe a little biased."
"I guess I need to pack," Eliana laughed. "And book a hotel room."
"Marcus is about to be suspended and the event went well," Jess continued happily. "Maybe I'll get to spend a couple nights in that hotel room?"
"We'll see," Ellie shrugged, pretending she didn't care.
"I guess I'll have to plan some dates that will sweep you off your feet," Jessica reasoned.
"Somehow, I know you'll succeed," Ellie whispered.
Eliana looked around the small conference room, one set aside for the richest of the rich when they stayed at Snowcap Ridge. Was it a world she was about to become a part of? Did she have a future with Jessica? Ellie didn't know. What she did know was that the conference room suddenly felt way too small for the future waiting for her outside it.
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"How do I look?" Sienna asked her parents as she stepped into the living room.
"Oh, honey!" Gwen smiled affectionately. "You're breathtaking."
"You're a beautiful, young woman," Rhys added, looking like he was about to cry. "We're so proud of you."
Sienna was wearing a forest green floor length dress that matched her eyes. The dress was sleeveless and was held up with a single shoulder strap. Matching heels gave her a couple of inches in height, and her clutch purse matched the dress. Her auburn hair was in an elegant knot at the back of her head, dangling earrings hung from her ears and she a silver bracelet on her wrist.
"Thanks, Dad," Sienna smiled.
"Are you sure you have everything?" Gwen questioned kindly.
"Yeah, I'm all packed," Sienna nodded.
"Is the entire group staying over?" Gwen adjusted herself on the couch, snuggling closer to her husband.
"Yup," Sienna confirmed. "Even Leslie and Conner got a room. Jane and Camilla got a room with two beds, and Noah got his own room since he's probably hoping to get lucky. Steven? Well, he says he got a room, but we all know he's staying with Megan. The worst kept secret in the group now is that those two are doing the nasty."
"How does Jane feel about Steven and the billionaire's daughter?" Gwen wondered.
"She's being Jane and refusing to talk about it," Sienna sighed. "That's not gonna end well."
"Ouch," Rhys winced. "Well, hopefully she can move on. And, ah, speaking of moving on, has Randall reached out again?"
"No, just the ranting posts I told you about," Sienna answered, wincing.
"Just, please be safe out there, okay?" Rhys said awkwardly. "We're one call away if you need anything."
"I'll be okay. Randall's upset, but he would never do anything too crazy," Sienna insisted. "And Theo is picking me up and escorting me to the party. Then back home tomorrow."
"He's a good guy," Gwen nodded.
"He'd be a great guy if he got you two separate bedrooms," Rhys added hopefully.
"Do you really wanna know?" Sienna asked her father, her brow raised and one hand on her hip.
"No," Rhys pouted while Gwen squeezed his knee reassuringly. "I know you're all grown up, but no father wants to think about that. I'll always remember the cute little toddler in pigtails."
"Remember how she always asked you to make her a sandwich, but she couldn't pronounce 'peanut butter?'" Gwen sighed. "That was so stinking cute."
"In that squeaky voice," Rhys ginned.
"Oh, and she always wanted to cuddle with Daddy on Sunday mornings," Gwen continued happily. "She was definitely Daddy's little girl."
"I miss those days," Rhys nodded sadly.
"Don't you remember what I promised you before Prom, Dad?" Sienna asked.
"That you'd be home by midnight?" Rhys perked up. "Are we bringing that back?"
"No," Sienna giggled. "I promised I'd always be your little girl, even when I'm sixty."
"We'll see if I'm still around then," Rhys chuckled. "I'd be ninety."
"You'd better be. Both of you," Sienna said. "I love you."
"We love you, too," her parents said as they held hands and smiled at their daughter.
"Okay," Gwen stated, sitting up, "I think it's time for some girl-talk. Rhys, you might not want to hear this."
"I will go, ah, pretend I have something else to do," Rhys stood and hugged Sienna before walking away.
You could finally get around to fixing the shelf in the linen closet," Gwen called out after him. "I've been asking since last week!"
"I can't hear you!" Rhys yelled back before heading upstairs.
Sienna looked at her mother, remembering her childhood. A small smile crossed her face as she placed her purse on the coffee table and removed her heels. Sienna surprised her mother by sitting on the couch and snuggling up to her. Gwen smiled and wrapped an arm around her daughter, holding her close.
"Do I also get to sing to you?" Gwen asked with a laugh. "You used to love that."
"Nah, just hold me," Sienna requested. "What did you wanna talk about?"
"First off, I want you to remember that I respect your right to make your own choices and live your own life," Gwen said carefully. "That said, if things keep happening, you might have to consider getting the law involved with Randall."
Sienna stiffened against her mother. "You mean like a restraining order?"
"That's one option," Gwen replied, caressing Sienna's cheek. "I hope you're right and he just drops it. I'm only asking you to keep it in mind. He wouldn't have a criminal record, but you showing him he needs to stop or he might end up in jail will be a lot more forceful than just blocking him."
"I'll think about it," Sienna mumbled softly.
"Thank you," Gwen leaned down and kissed the top of her head before smirking. "On a lighter note, are you ready to face Noah after last night?"
"Oh my God, Mom!" Sienna exclaimed, burying her face in Gwen's shoulder. "I'm so embarrassed!"
"Maybe lock the door next time you're planning on getting naked?" Gwen suggested in a teasing voice.
"Ugh! I'm so glad we all worked from home today," Sienna grumbled, lifting her head to look at her mother. "Randall, Theo, and now Noah. They're the only ones to see my girls. Things worked out with Theo, Randall turned out to be a cheating ass, and Noah's, well, Noah."
"Theo's a good guy, and Noah's your friend," Gwen pointed out. "Randall isn't a bad person, but he does have a lot of problems. You didn't show yourself to any bad people."
"I hope not," Sienna sighed, biting her lower lip.
"And look at it this way," Gwen grinned evilly, "now Noah has some nice mental images to work with."
"Mom!" Sienna whined, acting adorably childlike.
"I'm just saying," Gwen continued, "Noah needs to stop sleeping around and look for a real relationship."
"So, you're suggesting he jack off thinking about me until then?" Sienna made a disgusted face.
"Sure," Gwen laughed.
"Whatever," Sienna rolled her eyes, laying her head back on her mother's shoulder. "I'm glad we're close enough to talk about this, even if you suggest guys do the five-finger shuffle thinking about me."
Gwen erupted into a fit of giggles, hugging Sienna. "I'm glad, too."
"The girls in the gang are great, but sometimes, I just..." Sienna trailed off to gather her thoughts. "Sometimes I just need my mom."
"I understand, sweetie," Gwen said. "I've always wanted you to feel safe with me. You can talk to me about anything, no matter how big or small. I won't judge you."
"Thank you," Sienna sighed, curling up beside her mother as best she could in the long dress.
"Are you looking forward to the party?" Gwen questioned.
"Yeah, and I'm glad I'm going with Theo," Sienna answered.
"Any chance tonight might be the night?" Gwen hugged the tiny redhead. "It's gonna be a romantic evening."
"No, I'm not ready," Sienna shook her head.
"Hm, well you should still be prepared," Gwen mused. "Did you shave your legs?"
"Yes, and my pits!" Sienna snorted. "I'm wearing a dress, I shaved. Yeah, it's floor-length, but I still always shave. Shaving my legs doesn't mean I'm planning on spreading 'em."
Gwen had a follow-up question ready to go. "Did you shave your lady area?"
"Shut up," Sienna muttered as Gwen laughed. "I keep it trim in general."
"Your father prefers the fully natural look," Gwen responded.
"Ew, Mom!" Sienna grimaced. "I don't wanna know that."
"So, I shouldn't tell you we're planning a special night?" Gwen smirked. "We'll have the house all to ourselves."
"No, you shouldn't tell me!" Sienna groaned.
"Romance, lit candles, soft music, mm!" Gwen sighed happily. "I even bought new undies for the occasion."
"Blech!" Sienna opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, pretending to vomit.
"Hey! You only exist because of our sex life," Gwen pointed out, squeezing her daughter's shoulder.
"Ah, no," Sienna shook her head. "The stork dropped me off."
"Sure, honey. Sure," Gwen laughed as Sienna's phone went off in her purse.
"Way to ruin our cuddle time," Sienna giggled, sitting up and taking out her phone. "Oh! Theo's here!"
"Do you think Theo would like to hear my plans for the evening?" Gwen inquired as Sienna stood up and put her heels back on.
"I think he'd be horrified and completely unable to figure out how to respond," Sienna replied, smoothing out her dress. "But, seriously, Mom. I love that we can talk. Thank you for being here for me, and I hope you get a good dicking tonight."
"That's the plan, baby girl," Gwen laughed.
"DAD!" Sienna shouted up the stairs. "Theo's here."
Rhys Griffith came down the stairs, looking confused when both women started giggling. Sienna led her parents to the front door and opened it to reveal Theo standing in a suit, his overnight bag over his shoulder and a bouquet of daffodils in one hand. Theo froze when he saw Sienna, his eyes widening as he seemed to lose the ability to speak. The redhead blushed and posed prettily while her parents watched.
Theo needed a few seconds to find his voice, and everyone was shocked when he did. "Rydych chi'n brydferth."
"Impressive!" Gwen laughed.
"I can't believe he pronounced that right," Rhys added while Sienna beamed at Theo.
"I looked up how to say that on my phone. The internet pronounced it for me. I played it a few times before knocking," Theo explained, holding out the flowers. "I got you these."
"Diolch," Sienna purred in response, accepting the flowers. "That one is 'thank you.' I only know a few words in Welsh. I'm not even really sure what you just said."
"I said 'you are beautiful,'" Theo said nervously, glancing at Sienna's parents.
"Don't worry, my dad isn't going to threaten you with a gun for thinking I'm pretty," Sienna giggled cutely.
"Of course, because anyone with eyes can tell you're pretty," Rhys said to his daughter before turning to Theo. "C'mon in, Theo."
Rhys and Theo sat at the kitchen table with sodas while Gwen and Sienna placed the daffodils into a nice vase. When it was time to leave, Rhys and Gwen hugged Sienna before Rhys and Theo shook hands. Sienna teasingly told her father to have a great night, making her mother laugh. Before Rhys could ask for an explanation, Sienna grabbed Theo's hand and took him outside so they could go to the Sphinx company party.
Megan had rented out the function hall of the Winslow Hotel in Manhatten, along with an entire floor of rooms. It was an expression of gratitude for their hard work, for sticking around with all the turmoil of the change in ownership. A skilled leader, Megan knew she alone wasn't responsible for meeting Theodore's expectations; no one person could compare to a great team.
Sphinx employees made their way into the lobby, dressed in suits and dresses, some were alone while others had brought dates or significant others. Alyssa Johnston had brought her husband, James Collier was with his wife, and Danny Chu arrived with a date.
Most people had brought overnight bags, which Megan had prepared for as well. All Sphinx employees had to check-in at the front desk before receiving an envelope. The envelope contained the key card for their room and a handwritten letter from Megan thanking them personally. Finally, one final piece of paper that had their room number and a note in Megan's handwriting.
"Enjoy the night. No commutes. No consequences."
It was a simple note, but all the more effective because of it. Everyone knew Megan Bauer didn't act emotional at the office; she was as distant as professional as her father taught her. The personalized letter and the small note was a reminder to the employees that they were noticed, that their effort and hard work was noticed. The gesture showed that Megan didn't just see them as a number on a screen she could use to make more money.
The Winslow was a modern hotel remodeled with luxury in mind. It's function hall reflected that level of elegance, with soft lighting, a stage for live music or a DJ, and large round tables covered with white linens. A fully-stocked bar was off to the side, and Megan had paid to cover everyone's alcohol and soda. Servers weaved through the tables, offering drinks and various appetizers while soft music played throughout the room.
Camilla arrived in a short black cocktail dress that was both sexy and professional. The sexy Latina immediately posed with Hannah for a picture, both of them smiling at the camera and holding up peace signs. The petite receptionist looked pretty in a flowing pink dress. With Hannah's permission, Camilla posted the image to her influencer account.
After dropping off their bags in the room, Theo and Sienna ran into Priya, who was wearing a royal purple dress that looked amazing against her caramel skin. Priya's sculpted features, her accent, and her perfect figure made the Indian-American a young woman who could turn heads. Like Camilla, Priya came to the party solo, and was quick to snag a glass of wine and drink with Theo, Sienna, and Camilla. Hannah wasn't twenty-one yet, but Camilla still slipped the young brunette a drink.
Sphinx employees continued to mingle while snacking on expensive appetizers. Vanessa Lake and Sophie Tran were chatting, while Howard Marks and Marcus Duran introduced their wives to each other. Brenda Ortiz was talking to everyone, making sure to catch up on and share the latest office gossip.
The women all wanted to talk about the baby as soon as Leslie walked in with Conner. It was a subject often discussed, but the ladies could not get enough, especially with the baby shower approaching. Leslie was excited, but tired. She wasn't used to carrying around so much weight, and even her maternity dress wasn't really comfortable.
Steven was wearing a very nice suit and tie, approaching his friends with a charming smile on his face. He didn't go over to speak with Megan, but Camilla and Sienna teased Steven when they saw him lock eyes with the heiress and smile. His efforts to change the subject failed, and Steven was glad Jane had yet to arrive.
Noah announced himself with his usual charisma and charm, a huge grin on his face. He grabbed a drink and joined the group at their table. Sienna and Theo were holding hands, and as he looked around, Noah noticed other happy couples smiling and enjoying each other's company. Noah quickly finished his drink and got up for a refill.
Jane was the last of The Gang of Eight to arrive, having spent a bit of time with her sister and one of her brothers. She was wearing a cream-colored sleeveless dress that showed off her curves. The wrap dress was fairly modest, but the size of her very impressive bust was still obvious.
The two former lovers, Steven and Jane, made eye contact and smiled softly at each other as Jane sat down. They greeted each other as friends, Steven trying to hide the awkwardness while Jane concealed her longing. Jane had barely sat down when Leslie returned from her second trip to the bathroom.
"Sup, waddles?" Jane nodded toward Leslie as she sat.
"Bite me, Silver," Leslie grunted, joining the other seven, along with Priya and Hannah.
"No thanks," Jane retorted. "That's Conner's job."
"I don't bite, I'm a gentleman," Conner replied smoothly.
"Hey, nothing wrong with some fun nibbling," Camilla interjected, clacking her teeth together suggestively.
"We call them love bites for a reason," Noah nodded sagely.
"Mm, sounds fun to me," Hannah purred, looking at Noah.
"Don't flirt with him," Priya scoffed. "There are better options if you're horny."
"That was mean," Hannah pouted.
"Hey, Priya?" Noah asked, leaning forward. "If there are so many amazing options, why are you here alone tonight?"
"That was meaner," Sienna interjected.
"And pretty clever," Camilla giggled.
"I don't need a date, I am perfectly comfortable to just spend the evening with my friends. And Noah, I guess," Priya countered. "Plus, I have standards."
"Or guys just scream and run away from you in horror," Noah shrugged. "One or the other."
"So, do they really hate each other or is this just teasing?" Hannah asked. "I honestly can't tell anymore."
"It's a love-hate thing," Jane explained. "They love to give each other shit."
"Sometimes it does feel more like a hate-hate thing," Leslie winced.
"The teasing isn't really cruel though, it's just joking," Sienna added. "Uh, mostly."
"I guess he does have some use," Priya deadpanned. "If I'm having a bad day, I can look at Noah and be thankful I'm not stuck with him."
"Your loss, I assure you," Noah raised his glass.
"I think I might have to agree with Noah," Hannah blushed slightly.
"I don't hate him as much as I imply, but he is not boyfriend material, I promise," Priya looked at Hannah. "He never grew out of the phase where guys want notches for their bedpost. Keep your panties on, girl."
"Or don't," Noah waggled his eyebrows.
The group of ten continued talking, drinking, and eating as various people came over to chat. Jane looked tense when Megan came over and personally thanked each of them for their hard work. Noah and Hannah continued lightly flirting, although Noah was just keeping up appearances. Hannah's interest did seem genuine, though. She was quite happy when Noah agreed to get a glass of wine for her.
Several Sphinx employees congratulated Theo on making manager, a few of them were even the bookkeepers he managed. Marcus, Sienna and Camilla's boss, stopped by to congratulate Conner. The two of them spent a few minutes debating the best dad jokes. Marcus was very clear that knowing good dad jokes was one of the most important parts of being a father.
Logan Barrett arrived late, but still drew female attention in his suit. Tall, muscular, cleft chin and dimples, not to mention his English accent; Camilla was still smitten. He spent a few minutes talking with the gang, explaining he was late because he had been out with his parents. Logan's thirtieth birthday was September thirteenth, and his parents weren't going to be around.
Camilla was using her best flirting techniques, twirling her dark hair on her finger, giggling cutely at Logan's words, and leaning forward to show off her cleavage. The others didn't think Camilla had much of a chance; Logan was much more interested in talking to Jane. The handsome guy respected Jane's desire to just be friends, but the others could see the way his gaze lingered on the pretty brunette.
The cocktails and mingling phase of the party lasted a while, with people talking, laughing, and drinking. Megan eventually stopped circulating and approached the small raised platform near the front where a microphone was placed. Eyes were drawn to the beautiful heiress, dressed in a red satin long-sleeve dress with a high neckline. Artful ruffles highlighted the wrap style of the dress and a front slit let her easily stride to the microphone. Matching red heels clacked on the floor as she reached the microphone and smiled at the crowd. The braid of the evening was an elegant loop braid; a thick center braid framed by a thin outer braid.


"Good evening, everyone," Megan said, holding a wine glass in one hand as the conversations died down.
"Serious time; everybody quiet!" Camilla declared, raising her wine glass as people laughed.
"Wow, that worked. Thanks," Megan said lightly, her blue-gray eyes sparkling. "You're all quiet; Sphinx really is capable of miracles."
Soft laughter traveled throughout the room for several seconds.
"I'm sure you would all rather eat dinner than listen to me, so I'll make this quick," Megan began smoothly. "First off, I hope you are enjoying the location for this party. If not, well, we're probably having our holiday party here, so I'm sorry in advance.
"Second, while most of you wanted a room, a few did say they were going to head home at the end of the evening. That's fine, but if things change, please let us know. We want everyone to be safe, so you can talk to me or the front desk. I reserved an entire floor and we can find a room for you if you had more to drink than you intended, or if you just want some rest. According to HR, I can't suggest any other reasons you might want a hotel room, so I'll just leave it at that."
There were quite a few more laughs at that, especially from Jane and her boss, James.
"Anyway, on to the speech," Megan smiled. "When Sphinx was first acquired by Bauer International Holdings, there were a lot of understandable concerns. Everyone has read stories of a change in ownership resulting in layoffs, reduced benefits, or, more recently, some ridiculous return to office mandate. All in the name of profits. So many of you wondered what this change in leadership would mean for your jobs, your futures."
Megan's gaze moved deliberately from table to table, locking eyes with everyone she could. "I have to confess something; I was scared, too. My dream since I was a little girl was always to be called 'Megan Bauer, CEO.' I had earned my MBA and been appointed the position, so why was I still scared?
"It wasn't about living up to my father's expectations, it was a fear of letting you down. I was scared I'd make bad choices and you would be the ones to suffer for my mistakes.
"I did stumble a bit, but Leslie Pearson caught a few errors. Logan Barrett came in and made sure everyone in New York knew the name Sphinx. James advocated for the employees, he ensured each and every decision was made with the well-being of all of us in mind.
Let's not forget that every single person here contributes in ways that make us a success. It's not just the executives. In fact, in my experience, the people responsible for prosperity are the ones cleaning up after the messes executives make.
"I've seen it at Sphinx in hundreds of small ways. Daniel Chu recovered my financial analysis after my computer crashed, despite me forgetting to back it up to the server like I was supposed to. Priya Kapoor works hard to make sure that you all get paid on time, and she taught me that you can color-code literally anything. Miles Ferguson even let me borrow his stress pineapple when I was nervous about meeting a potential client. Brenda Ortiz made sure to clean up the food I left on my desk because I was too scatterbrained to remember to toss it. I'm still sorry about that, by the way."
A third round of laughs.
"I wish I could name each of you individually, but I can hear Howie's stomach grumbling," Howie gave Megan a thumbs-up while his wife rolled her eyes. "My point is that, while I did wonder if I would succeed, what I did NOT wonder was whether the employees of Sphinx would rise to the occasion. You didn't just rise. You exceeded every expectation anyone could put in front of you, even my father. The man who used to make me write a financial report on why I deserved a higher allowance.
"You worked. You solved problems you didn't create. You supported instead of competing. You proved Sphinx isn't just a company with good numbers; it's a company with good people. And that's what good business is all about."
Megan paused for a moment to let her words sink in.
"Our future is bright, thanks to you. Tonight is not about profit margins," Megan said passionately. "It's about you. I know it's a small gesture, but your rooms are paid for, your drinks are covered, and your jobs are secure. It's not enough. You deserve better than just the stereotypical pizza party. I do promise the food will be better than that, but in the spirit of making sure you all receive what you are owed and are given time to enjoy life; everyone will be given two more personal days per year."
The cheers took almost a minute to die down.
"You'll all get a bonus and raise at the end of the year, but that's good news for the holiday party," Megan laughed. "That's all the work talk we need. I just want to thank you all. Thank you all for trusting me and each other. And thank you for showing me the real joy of leading a company. It's not about making money, I assure you."
Megan raised her wine glass. "To Sphinx! And to what comes next!"
Everyone took a sip of their wine, or cider in Leslie's case, then applauded politely. Megan gave one final wave and a smile before returning to her table. She was sitting with James, Angela, Marcus, Alyssa, and their spouses. Logan Barrett was also at that table, and he hadn't brought a date, which Camilla was still thankful for.
The lights dimmed slightly as well-dressed servers moved through the room, refilling glasses of water and taking drink orders. Chatter started up again as people happily discussed the speech and the two additional paid days off. Others turned to the printed menus that had been placed neatly on each person's folded napkin.
Hannah was the first at The Gang of Eight's table to pick up a menu. "Wow, this is super fancy."
Everyone else lifted their menus to read the elegant script.
Sphinx Appreciation Dinner
Hosted by Megan E. Bauer, CEO
Menu
Starters
-Winter Greens Salad: baby kale, candied walnuts, roasted pears, chevre, maple vinaigrette
-Butternut Bisque: crème fraiche, spiced pumpkin seeds
Entrees
-Filet Mignon au Poivre: garlic mashed potatoes, grilled asparagus
-Seared Atlantic Salmon: herb risotto, lemon veloute
-Wild Mushroom Ravioli: white truffle cream, Parmesan crisps
Desserts
-Chocolate Torte: raspberry coulis
-Vanilla Bean Creme Brulee: fresh berries.
Beverages
-Sparkling water, red and white wines, champagne
"Girl went all out," Camilla whistled. "I feel like I should have gone more fancy, and I spent an hour picking out earrings."
"You always spend an hour picking out earrings," Jane grunted.
"That's not true," Camilla argued. "Sometimes I spend two."
"Megan E. Bauer," Leslie commented. "Hm, I wonder what her middle name is."
Steven responded without hesitation. "Esther."
Jane's hand stopped mid-motion, her fingers tightening around the stem of her wine glass. Sienna watched Jane with concern, not saying anything. Camilla raised her eyebrows as she looked at Steven. Steven winced, glancing nervously around the table at the bemused expressions on the faces of all his friends.
"So, do they have placements and crayons for Noah?" Priya asked in a transparent attempt to reduce the tension. "Something to keep him busy so he doesn't whine."
"Ah Priya," Noah sighed theatrically, "You have got to get over this crush."
"I'd sooner go to a strip club and grab the first guy I saw," Priya retorted.
"This is supposed to be a nice dinner, we don't want to hear about the plans you canceled to be here," Noah smoothly replied.
There was some laughter, but they soon fell back into an awkward silence as they perused their menus.
Theo broke the silence by getting Sienna's attention and pointing to his menu. "What the heck is chevre?"
"Goat cheese," Jane quickly answered. "The word is French."
"Oh, thanks," Theo said as he looked at the menu. "Maybe I should be the one with the crayons since I don't know what half these words mean."
"Remember to sound out the big words," Conner teased, earning a few laughs.
"Don't overthink it," Sienna giggled cutely.
"I'm not overthinking," Theo muttered, clearly overthinking.
"It is a great menu," Leslie smiled happily. "I can have everything."
"Uh, I thought pregnant women shouldn't eat much fish?" Camilla asked.
"Oh, right," Leslie sighed. "I can have most things."
Servers started taking orders while skillfully moving around the table. The awkwardness died down as they spoke about the party, all agreeing that the music was great. Another round of drinks was brought out, and the laughter increased as the alcohol flowed. Camilla was in a great mood, while Noah still looked a little down.
Freshly-baked bread was brought out, followed by salads and bisque. Conner was fussing over Leslie, cutting her roll, sliding her water closer, and frequently checking if she was comfortable. The other ladies thought it was really sweet, but Leslie's frown grew deeper with every passing moment.
"I'm pregnant, Conner," Leslie growled, swatting his hand away. "I'm not a toddler."
"Better safe than sorry," Conner reasoned.
"He's so sweet," Hannah gushed. "Your guy dotes on you, you should be happy!"
"Agreed," Jane nodded.
"Thanks for the backup, ladies," Conner smiled, reaching for the butter.
"If you attempt to butter my bread for me, I swear this roll is going straight up your ass," Leslie teased, a loving smile on her face despite her words.
"Kinky," Camilla commented, making everyone laugh.
Theo tried to not stare at Sienna while she talked with Leslie about shoes. Every once in a while, Theo's knee bumped into hers beneath the table, making both of them smile. Jane and Steven politely exchanged a few words, some tension still lingering in the air. Noah talked to Hannah, and the petite brunette seemed very interested in Noah's plans for the rest of the weekend. Priya was discussing social media with Camilla.
Camilla was the first to bite into her entree. "Oh, my GOD! This salmon is better than sex."
"Language," Conner admonished, gesturing at Leslie's belly.
"The little guy needs to know the true way to a woman's heart," Camilla reasoned. "Auntie Camilla is gonna teach him to be a real ladies' man."
"Um, I don't think so," Leslie stated firmly.
"Her advice can't be worse than Noah's," Priya pointed out.
"Noah's really charming!" Hannah argued.
"No," Priya said flatly.
Noah wasn't paying attention, instead watching Jane poke at her mushroom ravioli. "You good, Silver?"
"Yeah, I'm fine," Jane answered too quickly.
Noah gave her a reassuring look, but instead of pushing, he grinned and raised his glass. "To Theo's promotion!"
Everyone joined in as Theo's face turned red. Camilla and Leslie noticed Priya give Noah an approving look.
Dinner plates were removed and drinks refilled before dessert came out. The crème brulees had a mouth-watering aroma and the chocolate tortes looked incredible. Sienna was practically drooling as she admired Theo's chocolate torte, looking like she was resisting the urge to devour it. Leslie smelled her crème brulee longingly.
"Go for it, girl," Camilla advised. "The baby wants some."
Leslie smiled softly. "You can't know that."
"I absolutely can," the Latina argued.
Dessert was absolutely delicious. Camilla took a picture of her dessert for social media while Leslie eagerly started eating. Theo fed Sienna a bite of his dessert, inspiring Hannah to do the same with Noah. Jane finished her dessert, and Steven caught her admiring his. Smiling, Steven slid his over, letting Jane have the rest. The gesture made Jane very happy.
After the last plates were cleared, the lights dimmed further as the band shifted from background music to popular rhythmic dancing beats. People left their tables to mingle, get drinks, or start dancing. The dancing started slow, but soon more and more people were heading onto the dance floor.
Leslie pushed her chair back with a groan. "I need to find the bathroom again."
"I'll come with you," Conner replied, immediately standing.
"No, you won't," Leslie grumbled. "I'll let you know if I fall in."
Sienna gave Conner a thumbs-up as Leslie waddled away. "If she does fall in, please get a video."
"Oooh, Logan's heading out to the dance floor!" Camilla whispered urgently as she ran her fingers through her hair. "How's my hair?"
"Perfect," Camilla purred, standing up. "I'm getting me some English hunk loving. Later!"
The others began slowly making their way to the dance floor. Sienna grabbed Theo's hand and led him away. They were quickly followed by Priya and Hannah, while Noah decided to hang back for a few minutes. Conner asked Leslie to dance as soon as she returned, and Steven left not long after. Megan turned and smiled happily when Steven approached her and Alyssa.
"You look like someone pissed in your dessert," Noah said to Jane.
Jane scowled. "I am not jealous."
"I didn't mention jealousy," Noah replied evenly, remembering what they talked about the previous weekend. "You want another drink to drown that denial?"
"I..." Jane trailed off, pausing to gather her thoughts. "I just miss being close to him. I feel guilty about how I treated him. Now I get to watch him fall for someone else. Someone pretty and smart and filthy fucking rich."
"You're also pretty and smart," Noah insisted. "You're missing the piles of money, though."
"Right," Jane rolled her eyes. "Steven definitely doesn't care about that, but this still fucking sucks."
Noah took a sip of his drink. "Try being the group pretty boy and realizing no one actually wants you."
"Are you kidding?" Jane scoffed. "Noah, Hannah was ready to crawl under the table and start sucking. All ya had to do was ask."
"Sure, I guess," Noah shrugged. "It would be great. For a night. Maybe two. For the thrill of some hot, no-strings sex. Not for me."
"An initial attraction can lead to more," Jane pointed out. "That's usually how it starts."
"I wouldn't know about that," Noah chuckled. "It's weird. Theo used to always be jealous of me. Now I'm jealous of him. Not because I'm pining over Sienna, I'm jealous of what they have."
"You can have that, too," Jane told him. "You have no trouble getting a woman's attention."
"I don't have much experience in keeping it longer than a couple nights," Noah sighed. "You guys have been right about me needing to grow up. I've only recently started realizing how lonely I am."
Jane studied him for a few moments. "This is starting to sound like a repeat of our talk when we were putting together the baby's room."
"Yup," Noah agreed with s smirk. "And just like last time, we don't have a solution. Not a permanent one, anyway."
"What do you suggest?" Jane frowned.
"I'm good at hiding my loneliness," Noah smiled. "Sometimes that's what you should do. Steven is still your friend. Don't let him flirting with the boss prevent you from having a great night."
"That's actually good advice," Jane nodded, looking at Noah with surprise.
"I have my moments," Noah grinned.
On the dance floor, people were having a great time as the band shifted to a lively tune. Theo was nervously looking around the room, worried that people were watching him. Sienna urged him to pay attention to her, her hands sliding into his. Theo's shoulders were tight at first, but gazing at Sienna's smiling face helped him relax.
Alyssa, Marcus, and Brenda danced with their spouses while other couples, individuals, and small groups surrounded them on the dance floor. Sienna continued teaching Theo to dance and relax while Leslie and Conner held each other. Camilla had gotten a dance with Logan, Jane and Noah had stepped out onto the floor, and Hannah was hanging out with Priya and a couple other women.
Noah nudged Jane gently. "Go on. Ask him for a dance. He's your friend."
Jane swallowed, nodded, and went up to Steven. The two exchanged a few words, and Noah was happy when he saw Steven smile. Steven and Jane started dancing, standing a few feet apart, almost like they were at a high school dance and worried about chaperones.
"Hello, ladies," Noah said, approaching Hannah and Priya.
"Hi, Noah!" Hannah grinned happily.
"Noah," Priya inclined her head.
"What do you say, Priya?" Noah asked, offering a hand. "Truce? At least for one dance."
"I suppose," Priya sighed theatrically, taking Noah's hand while reluctantly smiling. "Touch my butt, lose the hand."
"I'll be on my best behavior," Noah promised.
"Make it a normal person's best behavior," Priya teased.
"Deal," Noah chuckled.
Drinks flowed as the night went on, with people growing more relaxed as they celebrated. People were tipsy and carefree, forgetting all about work and their other responsibilities. Steven danced with Megan, Megan danced with Logan, and everyone danced together in a big group.
Leslie and Conner were the first to head upstairs, with Leslie wanting to get off her feet. Several other couples soon followed, with a few heading home to relieve babysitters. The flirting was growing more intense as the night continued, and Camilla was taking full advantage to dance closely with Logan.
"You're an amazing dancer," Camilla purred as they danced to a slow song, her hands at the back of his neck.
"Thanks," Logan smiled while holding her waist. "You're great, too."
"I think we move well together," the sexy Latina giggled as she whispered in his ear. "Maybe we should try some horizontal dancing?"
"Wow, you are not afraid to speak your mind," Logan laughed.
"Mm, when I see something I like, I go for it," Camilla playfully nibbled his earlobe. "I like you. You're handsome and charming. Wanna head upstairs and make some magic?"
Logan lifted his head and looked down at Camilla with a kind smile on his face, a genuine smile. "I'm flattered, really. It's just, well, I prefer to really get to know someone before getting physical. We've never even gone out."
"Oh," Camilla mumbled, her eyes widening.
"You understand, right?" Logan asked nervously. "I think you're great, and I'd love to be your friend."
"Yeah, right. Of course," Camilla said, completely shocked. No one had ever turned her down before. "I want us to be friends."
"Great!" Logan grinned. "How about one last dance? The alcohol's making me a little lightheaded, so I'm gonna head upstairs soon."
"Yeah, okay," Camilla mumbled, giving him a small smile.
The next song was a fast one, but Camilla struggled to get into it. The tall English man spun her around, making Camilla laugh and briefly forget about being turned down. Of course, she noticed Theo and Sienna kissing when the song ended, souring her mood once again. Logan gave Camilla a hug goodnight before heading off to bed. Feeling depressed and tipsy, Camilla looked around until she saw Jane and Noah sitting at a couple of chairs against the wall and drinking.
"Hey guys," Camilla grumbled, approaching her friends.
"Camilla," Noah raised his drink in a friendly gesture.
"You look upset," Jane observed. "What's wrong?"
"Logan shot me down," Camilla frowned. "I offered him the most amazing sex of his life and he said he preferred to get to know a woman first."
"Oh, that's the thing I'm supposed to do now, right?" Noah looked over at Jane.
"Yes, Noah," Jane shook her head before looking at Camilla. "Sorry, Camilla. Your charms had to fail someday."
"No. No, they didn't," the Latina crossed her arms and pouted. "I wanna go home."
"You can just go upstairs and go to bed," Jane pointed out.
"I'm going to order a ride home," Camilla declared, taking her phone out of her purse.
"You can do a livestream tonight or something," Noah suggested. "Your fans will remind you how hot you are."
"I just might," Camilla nodded, turning to leave. "Night!"


Jane waited until Camilla had gone before turning to Noah. "You're subscribed to her SeeMe, aren't you?"
"No!" Noah answered far too quickly. "Maybe."
"Why?" Jane asked flatly.
"I am supporting my close friend in her new business," Noah reasoned with a grin. "And, you know, she's really fucking hot."
"I can't believe you pay money to see our friend's boobs!" Jane exclaimed. "See? This is why you need a real relationship. Look at Theo; it helped him grow up."
"Like you should talk about needing a real relationship," Noah grumbled, taking a sip of his drink.
"Fuck you," Jane sighed, crossing her arms.
"Yeah, I deserved that," Noah nodded sagely. "I sleep with women and don't call them back, I'm mean to my friend, and I made a fake account to look at my friend's butt."
"I'm sitting here pouting because I pushed away an amazing man who was completely in love with me," Jane said sadly. "Now it's too late and I'm still dealing with issues from my childhood."
"For what it's worth, I think Steven should have waited until you were ready," Noah replied honestly. "He was incredibly lucky to be with you."
"Thank you," Jane smiled. "And I think I get it. Camilla. It isn't about boobies. She's someone you're close with. It feels like the connection you're missing with all your hookups."
"Well, it is a little bit about boobies," Noah waggled his eyebrows.
"Perv," Jane giggled, looking over at him.
There was a moment where they were both lightly laughing, looking at each other as the music played. Leaning in at the same time, their eyes closed as their lips softly touched. Jane and Noah kissed for several seconds before breaking apart. Noah looked into Jane's eyes as she pressed her forehead against his.
"That was probably a bad idea," Jane blushed slightly.
"Definitely," Noah agreed with a sigh.
"We can't," Jane whispered.
"I know," Noah said.
Jane pulled away and stood up. "I should go to bed."
Noah nodded as he stood up as well. "Yeah,"
The two friends exchanged a quick hug before Jane left without looking back. Downing the last of his drink, Noah sighed as he watched Sienna and Theo leave the room holding hands. Shuffling onto the dance floor, he tried to follow his own advice and enjoy the night. It wasn't easy, and Noah ended up near the edge of the dance floor as he swayed to the music. That was when Hannah reappeared, obviously tipsy as she approached with a smile.
"You okay?" Hannah asked.
Noah hesitated before shrugging. "Honestly? Not really."
Hannah gave him a reassuring smile, reaching for his hand. "You don't have to be alone."
"I don't want to be," Noah whispered, feeling emotionally rattled. His impulsiveness returned.
Heading toward the hotel elevators, Noah and Hannah didn't notice the seething glare Priya directed their way. "Unbelievable."
Soft music was playing in one of the nice hotel rooms, the beats interrupted by manly grunts, the sounds of slapping flesh, and a woman's passionate moans. Leslie Pearson was naked and crouching on the large bed, a pillow beneath her pregnant stomach for comfort and support. She held the pillow with desperate strength, her bare breasts squishing against it as she looked straight ahead and grunted each time Conner buried himself inside her.
"Fuck, you feel amazing, baby!" Conner groaned, his fingers digging into her butt-cheeks as he felt the warmth of her tight sheath enveloping his entire length.
"Oh God, so do you!" Leslie moaned, tossing her blonde hair down her back. "I love having you inside me. Oh God, fuck me! Fuck me like a dog!"
Leslie pushed her ass back to meet Conner's thrusts, panting heavily as she felt her pleasure increasing. One of her favorite sex playlists was on and Conner was really pounding her hard. Arching her back, Leslie begged her husband to spank her while reaching a hand down to tug on one of her nipples.
Camilla wasn't enjoying herself nearly as much as Leslie; the sexy Latina was in the back of her rideshare texting with the fans of her SeeMe account to feel better about herself. The subscribers were more than willing to compliment Camilla, especially after she sent them a picture up her dress while complaining about how wet she was. Every single one of them said any guy who turned Camilla down was an idiot, and they all offered to fill in for him.
"Excuse me, ma'am?" the driver said from the front seat. "We're here."
"Ma'am?!" Camilla looked up from her phone in horror. "Is that the problem? Am I getting old? Do I look old? I'm only twenty-five and I moisturize every day!"
"I, ah, I was just being polite..." the guy trailed off nervously.
"Great. Well, listen, uh..." Camilla checked the rideshare app on her phone. "Chris. Chris, if a girl like me offered you no-strings attached sex, would you turn her down?"
"I, um, well, no, probably not," Chris mumbled. "That's never really happened to me before."
"Really? How old are you?" Camilla frowned.
"T-twenty-three," he answered quickly, looking back at her with wide eyes.
"Twenty-three, cute face, nice brown eyes, dark hair," Camilla evaluated the driver. "You seem pretty tall, too. Hot chicks you drive around must hit on you all the time, right?"
"N-no, not really," Chris shook his head. "I'm not very confident and I know I'm a little heavy, uh, forget it. Sorry."
"Don't apologize," Camilla sighed. "I get it. I was just at a party and practically threw myself at this hot guy. He shot me down. And now I'm whining about it to my driver."
"He's crazy for turning you down," Chris whispered. "You're beautiful."
"You're right; he is fucking crazy," Camilla crossed her arms and sat back against the seat. "You know what, Chris? We're both depressed, so how about we fix that?"
"Good idea," Chris smiled. "Uh, how do we do that?"
"We go up to my place and fuck until we can't remember our names," Camilla declared confidently.
"I, uh, I mean, I don't, I was gonna pick up another ride," he mumbled, his face red.
"Well, Chris, you have a choice," Camilla began, "you can pick up another ride and get paid, or you can turn off the app, come upstairs with me, and get some easy pussy. What's it gonna be?"
"Uh..." Chris said, struggling to form words.
"I swallow," Camilla husked, giving Chris her best sultry look. "And I like it rough."
"Where can I park?" he asked, looking like he had just won the lottery.
Jane was already fast asleep at the Winslow Hotel, but the others were wide awake. Sienna was kneeling on the floor of the hotel room wearing only a pair of green lace panties. Theo was naked as he stood over the redhead, watching with wide eyes as Sienna lifted her body so she could place Theo's erection between her large breasts. Her green eyes sparkled mischievously as she squished her boobs around his hard dick.
"Oh, wow," Theo gasped as he felt his cock being surrounded by warm tit-flesh.
"Mm, feel good, baby?" Sienna moaned as she moved her boobs along his shaft. "You like my big titties?"
"I love them," Theo whispered, admiring her perfect breasts. They were large and shaped perfectly, with pink nipples and a smattering of freckles on her pale skin.
Sienna reached out and took Theo's hands, placing them on her breasts. "Touch me. Fuck my tits."
Theo held Sienna's beautiful boobs as he lightly thrust his dick through her cleavage. Her hands were over his, encouraging him as she looked up at him and moaned passionately. It was one of the most erotic moments of Theo's life and he couldn't decide what to look at; her face, her boobs, her entire perfect body.
"This feels so good," he gasped out, his fingers squeezing her boobs.
"Yeah? You like me being a dirty girl for you?" Sienna cooed, grinning when he nodded. "Mm, I love it, too. Your big dick feels so good between my boobs. I wanna suck it so bad."
"Oh, Sienna!" Theo groaned.
Looking down, Sienna let a glob of spit fall from her mouth and run between her cleavage. It provided excellent lubrication for Theo to continue the titty-fuck. Sienna even lowered her head to lick and suck on the head of his dick each time it appeared between her large breasts. Remembering the power of eye contact, she would occasionally look up at Theo and moan while opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. Theo couldn't look away as he imagined cumming on her face and mouth.
"Where do you wanna cum?" Sienna asked when she sensed he was getting close. Her hand was in her underwear and she was rubbing her clit. "Oh God, I want it! I want your hot cum!"
"Close!" Theo warned, squeezing her tits together while his dick pushed through her cleavage.
"I love your cum. I love feeling it shooting in my mouth, I love the taste," Sienna moaned passionately as she jilled off and watched the expressions on her boyfriend's face. "I think I want it on me. What do you think? Do you wanna cover my pretty face? Oh! No, my tits! Cum on my titties!"
"Oh, God!" Theo gasped, his thrusts growing more desperate.
"Do it, baby!" Sienna begged as she felt her own orgasm approaching. "Cum all over my big titties. I promise I'll lick it all up, swallow it down into my belly. Mm, I wanna feel your hot cum sliding down my throat."
That did it. With a desperate groan, Theo pulled his cock from between Sienna's big boobs and took a step back while stroking himself. Sienna kept one hand at her pussy while tugging on her left tit with the other. Her mouth was opened wide and she had her tongue sticking out as she moaned.
A thick rope of semen exploded from Theo's tip and splattered across Sienna's chest before running down to her breasts. The redhead shuddered and gasped as she came on her fingers. The second shot also hit her tits, the erotic nature of the moment prolonging both their orgasms. Overwhelmed with pleasure, Sienna leaned forward just in time for the third blast to arc across her cheek and go into her open mouth. She coughed slightly as she instinctively swallowed.
With her face and tits dripping semen, Sienna leaned forward and captured Theo's tip with her lips. Her cheeks caved in as she sucked hard, drawing out the last few drops of his orgasm. The pleasure was overwhelming, and Theo actually had to pull himself from her mouth due to how sensitive his glans had become.
Sitting back on her heels, Sienna removed her hand from her underwear so she could squeeze her boobs together and blow Theo a kiss. His eyes were wide as he watched her tongue snake out to lap up the cum around her lips. She then gathered more on her fingertips and swallowed that as well. Finally, she lifted her right tit and lowered her head to suck the semen from her nipple.
"Whoa," Theo gasped, completely in awe.
"I am The Red Dragon," Sienna purred happily.
"I can't believe that just happened," he said, his breathing heavily.
"Believe it," she grinned as she massaged his semen into her breasts. "How about I take a quick shower to clean up? Then we can relax in bed."
"Sounds perfect," Theo nodded, a small smirk on his face. "Can we relax in the same bed?"
"I still can't believe you requested a room with two beds," Sienna giggled as she popped a cum-covered fingertip between her lips. "Mm."
"I didn't want to assume anything," he shrugged helplessly.
"You're so sweet," Sienna smiled happily. "I'm gonna go shower. I need some cuddle time with my big teddy bear."
Down in the function hall, Megan Bauer was standing with Steven while hotel employees started cleaning up. The safety of all the employees was important to Megan, so she was staying at the party until she could be sure everyone was safe for the night. Once she was confident people had gotten where they needed to, Megan went up to her room with Steven.
"Finally," Megan sighed happily when the hotel room door closed. "Take your pants off, I'm horny."
"So much for seducing me," Steven laughed as he went over to his overnight bag.
"I'm a hot chick with big tits," the heiress shrugged, tossing her purse onto the table. "I don't have to work to get a guy hot. I can just ask if they wanna fuck."
"I believe I was promised a surprise," he reminded her while going through his bag.
"Yes, and then you had to be a jerk and figure out what it was!" Megan pouted, crossing her arms. "I'm not sure you deserve it now."
"Well, let's put that on hold for a minute," Steven chuckled. "Do you mind if we hold off on the sex topic for a minute?"
"Never had a guy ask me that, but sure," Megan giggled. "What's up?"
"I just wanted to tell you how great you did tonight," Steven smiled. "The speech was great. Everyone listened. They trust you."
Megan uncrossed her arms as her smile softened. "Thank you. At first I was just doing it to get him to say it, say that I did well. That I passed his test. Now? Now, I'm more interested in making sure this company is a success and everyone is able to afford a good life."
"Your father might not be the best at giving compliments, but I have no problem telling you how amazing you are," Steven said as he pulled a small box out of his overnight bag and walked over to Megan. "I got you something. Today is about all of us, including you."
"Steven..." Megan whispered, reaching out to accept the box.
"Open it," Steven urged.
Megan hesitated for a few seconds before opening the small, plain box. Inside was a simple metal desk nameplate. The metal was cool under her fingertips as her thumb traced the letters. It looked like she almost didn't believe they were real, but the words were clearly spelled out.
Megan Bauer, CEO
"You earned that the moment you walked in to the office," Steven urged. "Your father may have put you in the role, but don't ever think you didn't earn it. Don't listen to anyone who said you only got the job because of your father. You have more than proven you belong in the role more than anyone else."
"You didn't have to do this," Megan whispered, looking at him with a film of tears covering her eyes.
"You spent so much effort congratulating us," Steven shrugged. "Someone had to remember you."
Megan carefully closed the box and held it to her chest. "Thank you so much. I- I wasn't planning on another feelings and crap talk, but thank you. This means so much to me."
"Don't worry, I won't make a big deal about feelings or anything," he laughed. "I'll save that for Fiji."
"Great, I've got that to look forward to," Megan rolled her eyes before stepping forward and hugging him tightly. "I think this is the first time it really feels like I'm here, I have the big job."
"You have it," Steven smiled, rubbing her back affectionately.
Megan pulled back slightly to look at him mischievously. "I'm gonna go in the bathroom and prepare your surprise. You deserve it. Sit on the bed and wait for me, okay?"
"Sure," Steven chuckled. "Sounds great."
Down the hall, two young people were in the throes of passion as they explored each other's bodies for the first time. Noah was standing naked in the hotel room, his muscular body glistening with sweat as he held Hannah's tiny body. The petite receptionist had her arms and legs wrapped around Noah, holding him tightly as he used his grip on her ass to move her up and down his cock.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Hannah squealed, her nails digging into Noah's back hard enough to draw blood.
"Yeah? You like that?" Noah hissed in her ear as her brown hair hit his face and her small breasts squished against his chest.
"Oh God, I love it!" Hannah moaned, her heels against his ass. "Fuck, your dick's huge. Oh God, you're so deep!"
Wild with lust, Noah stayed balls-deep inside the twenty-year-old as he carried her over to the wall and pinned her against it. He placed his hands against the wall as Hannah hooked her legs over his forearms. His blue eyes were burning with intensity as he looked at the tiny woman he had pinned, her hands gripping his shoulders as he roughly pounded her pussy.
"Take that dick, take it!" Noah grunted as he looked down to watch Hannah's little pussy swallow his thrusting tool.
Hannah was panting heavily, her eyes rolling back as she was fucked against the wall. Her butt-cheeks were squished against the wall, and each thrust caused the abstract painting to rattle. It was intense, animalistic sex caused by their need to get as much pleasure from each other's bodies as possible.
"I'm cumming, ah! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Hannah squealed, her vaginal walls rippling as her toes curled. "I'm cumming! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
Noah fucked Hannah through her orgasm, making her quiver against the wall as she lost all control. At the end of her orgasm, Hannah rested her head against the wall, her small boobs rising and falling as she struggled to breathe. Yet, she had no chance to rest, with Noah continuing to pound her.
The little brunette squealed as Noah carried her over to the bed and tossed her onto it. Hannah didn't even have a chance to orient herself before Noah was on the bed, flipping her onto her stomach and getting her on all-fours. She arched her back and moaned when she felt him enter her again and start doing her from behind.
The sex was great. Hannah was wet and wild; she had a cute face, a great body, and a tight pussy. She knew how to talk dirty and gave great head. It was the kind of amazing hookup that Noah loved. Sex that made him forget about his loneliness, forget about all life's stress, and lose himself in the moment. It usually worked.
Noah remembered his threesome with the coeds; it had been hot and fun, but not fulfilling. The sex with Hannah had started out incredible, but the emptiness was starting to return as he fucked her doggystyle and he realized she could have been anyone. He could have been anyone. There was nothing special or intimate.
Hannah was talking dirty, her back arching sexily as she begged him to spank her, to fuck her, to make her scream. She was wild and enthusiastic, clearly loving every second with him. Yet, Noah's excitement was starting to wane as he held her hips and rhythmically thrust into her body, almost like he was on autopilot.
Granting her request, Noah slapped Hannah's ass as she screamed and came on his dick. Looking down to watch his cock disappear up her twat, Noah found himself imagining it was Jane he was inside. Reaching out to squeeze her boobs, the difference in size ruined the fantasy.
After Jane, Noah imagined Hannah's light body was actually the caramel-color of Camilla's flawless body. He briefly thought about Leslie, imagining her blonde hair and cute voice. Then he pictured Sienna, remembering the glorious sight of her naked body; light skin, red hair, adorable freckles, perfect boobs. Hannah screeched out an orgasm from how hard Noah was fucking her.
For a few minutes, Noah was worried that he was falling for his close friends. He had even kissed Jane earlier, and he was relieved they had the sense to stop themselves. Noah didn't want to ruin a good friendship. He soon realized that it wasn't about romantic feelings; it was because he really knew them. They were friends, not just hot bodies for him to use to get off. That was the difference. Noah wished he had that kind of relationship with the women he slept with.
Lost in thought, Noah didn't realize how close he was to orgasm. When his balls clenched and unloaded into Hannah's pussy, Noah returned to the present as the petite brunette squealed. Noah found himself holding her hair back with one hand, his other on her ass. When he finished cumming, Noah released Hannah's head, causing her to collapse on the bed.
The employee appreciation dinner was turning into a night of wild sex. Some hookups were new, while others were with long-time partners. Leslie was laying horizontally across the bed with her head hanging over the edge. Conner was standing on the floor, holding her tits while he shoved his cock down her throat.


"Gak, gak, hurk!" Leslie gagged and gurgled, her hand between her legs as she choked on dick. "Glug, glug! Hurk! Gak!"
"Fuck!" Conner hissed as he felt his wife's throat vibrate around his shaft.
Leslie's legs were pulled back so she could rub her clit while her husband face-fucked her. She was struggling to breathe and suck at the same time, while also playing with her pussy. Pushing two fingers up her twat, Leslie's cheeks caved in as drool ran from her lips. Her entire body was alive with pleasure, and every sensation was perfect; including Conner's balls on her face.
Conner was having the time of his life as he massaged his wife's breasts, being careful not to be too rough with her. He admired her naked body as she sucked him and pleasured herself. Every inch of Leslie's form was perfect in his eyes, and he had to admit that her swollen stomach was turning him on.
"Mmmslurp, sluuurp, gak!" Leslie gurgled, the angle making deepthroating easier for her. "Schlrp!"
Several minutes of gagging on cock while masturbating was bringing Leslie to the peak of pleasure. She arched her back and groaned around Conner's thickness as she came on her fingers. He was tugging on her nipples, prolonging her orgasm and making her entire body writhe on the bed.
"Gonna cum, babe," Conner warned as Leslie's loud moans produced vibrations that stimulated his prick. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum right down your throat!"
A loud, longing choking noise escaped Leslie's lips as her free hand reached back to grab Conner's ass and pull him forward. She pushed two fingers into her tunnel as Conner's entire length buried in her throat. Moments later, Conner's shaft swelled as he shot his load straight down Leslie's throat.
"Well, that was fun," Leslie giggled as she sat up and turned to look at Conner, her sweaty hair clinging to her face. "You okay?"
Conner was breathing heavily as he looked at his wife and gave her a thumbs-up. "Never better."
"Shouldn't I be the one gasping for breath?" Leslie smirked. "I was the one with a huge cock down my throat."
"Huge, huh?" Conner grinned happily.
"Shut up and come cuddle," Leslie laughed, gesturing with both hands.
Across town, Camilla had found a great way to feel attractive and forget about Logan. The sexy Latina was laying in bed naked with her driver hovering over her as he happily pumped her pussy. His hands were firmly planted on either side of her, an expression of pure wonder on his face, as if he couldn't believe his luck.
"Mm, that's it, fuck that pussy!" Camilla husked, rolling her hips to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me!"
"You're so beautiful," Chris whispered, his eyes on her pretty face.
Chris definitely wasn't very experienced, but he more than made up for it with the way he looked at her. Camilla was surprised he seemed so overwhelmed; sure, he had a bit of a belly, but he was cute. Maybe he just wasn't a confident person. Well, Camilla was happy to show him a great time as long as he continued making her feel sexy.
Camilla was naked and letting Chris fuck her, yet he still seemed nervous about touching her, as if worried she'd get mad. She found it surprisingly adorable. His eyes fell to her tits, with lust taking over as he grabbed a boob and started squeezing the warm flesh. Chris glanced up at her, as if worried she'd object. When she didn't, his thumb brushed her nipple as he continued thrusting, his balls slapping Camilla's ass.
An evil grin crossed Camilla's face as she decided to give Chris an expert-level lesson in rough sex. "Hit me!"
"W-what?" he mumbled.
"Hit me, slap me!" Camilla growled, wrapping her legs around Chris to draw him deep inside. "Please, I need it! Slap me!"
Releasing her tit, Chris reached up and very lightly slapped Camilla's face.
"Harder!" Camilla hissed, her nails digging into his biceps. "Make me your bitch!"
It took a bit more urging, but Chris was soon able to be as rough as Camilla wanted. He was fucking her hard, his hands mauling her tits as she cried out. It was exactly what she needed. The intense sex made her cum hard, her pussy muscles contracting as she moaned.
"Are you my slut?" Chris asked roughly, getting into it.
"Fuck, yes!" Camilla announced. "I'm your slut, I'm your whore! Fuck me, slap me, choke me!"
Chris slapped her again, much to Camilla's delight. However, he was unwilling to do more than place his hand at her neck, not wanting to hurt her. Camilla lifted her body and pressed her lips against his, spearing her tongue into his mouth as they kissed passionately. She then had him get off of her, insisting he do her doggystyle.
The new position was less personal, giving Chris the confidence to take charge. Camilla was quite proud of him when he started spanking her without needing to be told. She came again when he grabbed her tits and used them for leverage to fuck her pussy. At her request, Chris grabbed a fistful of Camilla's dark hair and yanked her head back roughly. Her eyes were scrunched shut and her mouth hanging open as she panted.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" the sexy Latina chanted, her pussy sopping wet.
Chris roughly tugged on her hair, producing the wonderful tingling sensation she loved. "You like that?!"
"God, yes, I love it!" Camilla announced, her tits swinging beneath her. "Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me harder!"
"I- I'm gonna, ah, c-close!" Chris groaned as he felt her pussy tighten, heightening his pleasure.
"Mm, I want your cum!" Camilla purred, her head still held back. "In me, on me! I wanna taste it, I wanna feel it! Where do you wanna cum, baby?"
"Y-your mouth," Chris groaned, one hand on Camilla's hip as his thrusts grew wild.
"Yes!" Camilla growled eagerly. "I wanna swallow your cum! I wanna know what you taste like. Cum! Cum in my slutty mouth!"
"T-turn around!" he hissed urgently as he released Camilla and pulled out of her pussy.
Staying on her hands and knees, Camilla spun around just in time for a blast of cum to hit her in the face. She giggled cutely, opening her mouth so the second jet would arc across her tongue. Chris was groaning loudly, his hand stroking himself as he coated her face with his seed.
"I've got you," Camilla hummed, grasping his base as she closed her lips around the tip to suck the last of his spending down her throat.
Back at the Winslow, Sienna sighed happily as she snuggled up to Theo. She was still only wearing her panties, and her large breasts squished against his chest. Feeling playful, she would occasionally reach down run her fingers along his flaccid penis. Theo responded by pinching her butt, making her yelp.
"Theo?" Sienna whispered a few minutes later.
"Yeah?" he asked, squeezing her shoulder affectionately.
"I'm ready," the redhead stated softly.
"What?" Theo's head shot up as he looked over at her.
"Not to, you know, go all the way," Sienna giggled. "I'm ready for you to return the favor. You know, if the offer is still available?"
"It is definitely available," Theo nodded eagerly.
"Okay, good," she blushed slightly. "Uh, do you mind putting your boxers on? I just don't trust myself. We probably shouldn't both be naked at the same time."
"Okay," he agreed, getting out of bed.
It took Theo a minute to find his underwear, which was tangled in his pants. By the time he returned to bed, Sienna was already naked, a shy smile on her face. The redhead nervously spread her legs, allowing Theo to place his face near her most intimate area. He was greeted by the most beautiful, pink pussy in the world. Delicate labia were slightly flowered open in arousal, and Theo loved the trimmed red hair on her pubic mound.
"So, are you just planning to stare at it all night?" Sienna smiled shyly.
"Hey, it's not my fault you have the prettiest pussy I've ever seen," Theo replied quickly.
"Mm, nice one," she said approvingly. "Now get your face in there and eat me out."
"Your wish is my command," Theo laughed.
Sienna's giggle turned into a gasp when Theo's tongue made contact with her wet labia. His hands reached out to grasp the soft skin of her thighs as he slowly began licking all over her pussy. Her fingers were in his hair as she rolled her hips to encourage him to lick just the right spot.
"Clit, my clit," Sienna moaned weakly. "D-don't forget my clit."
"Mm, okay," Theo mumbled against her twat.
"Theo, it's right here," she giggled, using her finger to point out the little nub.
"I ah," he lifted his head and blushed. "I have no trouble when fingering you. It's just, um, the angle..."
"Why the fuck did you stop to explain?" Sienna hissed. "You should be eating!"
"Sorry, sorry," Theo nodded, returning to his task.
With a few instructions, Theo soon had Sienna moaning passionately as she held his head to her crotch. At her insistence, he pushed two fingers into her hole while sucking her clit. Theo was shocked when he felt her pussy clamp down on his fingers as she gasped and grunted. He nearly lost his concentration when he realized she was cumming, but he made sure to keep working her clit as the redhead bucked her hips.
"Fuck, that was amazing," Sienna sighed happily as she tugged on Theo's hair. "Get up here."
"On my way!" Theo laughed, laying beside Sienna and placing a hand on one boob.
"So, that wasn't your first time going down on a girl, right?" Sienna inquired. "I kept worrying if I was ready, I didn't think about you."
"I've done it before," Theo confirmed. "But never for very long. Usually just to get her wet before, you know..."
"Yes, I know," Sienna giggled. "You did well. Just remember to pay attention to my moans. I might not use words, but I'll tell you what's working."
"I'm hoping I can get plenty of practice," he commented, kissing the top of her head. "I love making you feel good."
"I love you," Sienna instinctively whispered.
"W-what?" Theo sat up, eyes wide.
"Shit, sorry!" the redhead hissed, shooting up. "It just slipped out."
"Did you mean it?" he asked, not daring to believe it.
"Yes," Sienna nodded slowly. "B-but, I don't want you to feel like you have to say it back or anything. You don't!"
"I love you, too," Theo declared, smiling widely. "And not just because of how great your boobs looked when you sat up like that."
"There's my guy," Sienna giggled, playfully rolling her eyes. "How about we make out for a little while and I'll let you play with them?"
"Yes, please," Theo nodded eagerly.
Megan Bauer kicked her leg in the air, revealing she wasn't wearing underwear beneath her blue-and-white pleated cheer skirt. Her top was a blue sleeveless v-neck crop-top with white around the edges. The word "Cheer" was printed on the chest in big white letters. She was also wearing cheer shoes and holding pompoms. Megan's long hair was still in the loop braid, the only difference was the thick center braid was held together with blue and white ribbon.
"Steven, Steven, he's my man," Megan cheered, raising the pompoms over her head, "He fucks me hard, uh, I love his cock!"
"Doesn't rhyme, but I like it," Steven laughed, sitting on the edge of the bed in a pair of lounge pants.
"Yeah, I was so worried about getting the moves right I forgot to prepare any words," the heiress winced, placing a hand on her hip. "Kayla didn't mention the words when she taught us, she just showed us some moves."
"Well, you're incredibly sexy," Steven smiled, admiring her long legs. "I love my surprise. Even if you do suck at rhyming."
"Hm, speaking of sucking..." Megan trailed off as she extended her arms out to the sides and dropped the pompoms.
Steven watched as Megan seductively sashayed her way to him. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on his knees to spread his legs so she could kneel between them. She licked her lips, looking up at him with her blue-gray eyes as she reached into his pants and extracted his throbbing erection. With a small smirk, she lowered her head and engulfed the top two inches in her warm, wet mouth.
"Fuck!" Steven hissed as Megan's lips slid down his length.
Megan giggled around his cock before she started bobbing her head. Steven reached his hands down to play with her tits from outside her top as she sucked his dick. The mental thrill of the powerful woman on her knees, blowing him while wearing a sexy cheerleader uniform, was beyond anything he had experienced.
"Sluuurp, schloop, mmmslurp," Megan gurgled while giving head. She took him deep, her chin resting against his balls. "Kuh! Gak! Mm, gak!"
A loud gasp escaped Steven's lips when he felt Megan's tongue snake out to flick his balls. He held her head as his hips involuntarily bucked, the pleasure overwhelming. Steven felt her hands gripping his thighs as she choked on his dick and he was amazed that he didn't cum right then.
The blowjob was perfect; it was sexy, intense, and made him feel like his mind was being blown as well. Megan bobbed her head on him, she sucked on his balls while jacking him off, and she slapped her face with his dick before cramming the entire thing back in her mouth. She was also able to keep him right on the edge of orgasm without letting him cum.
"Wow," Steven gasped when Megan kissed his tip and stood up.
"Ready for the main event?" she asked sexily as she moved to remove her cheer shoes.
"Leave them on," Steven instructed firmly.
Megan looked at him with surprise before grinning. "Yes, sir."
The raven-haired goddess climbed up into Steven's lap and hiked up her skirt. They both gasped as she lowered herself onto him, taking his prick into her warmth. Megan started slowly bouncing in his lap, her knees on the edge of the bed as Steven held her hips. Her hands were on his shoulders as she gazed down at him with lust in her eyes.
Somehow the cheerleader uniform was even hotter than if Megan was completely nude. Steven yanked up the top, freeing Megan's amazing tits. She started grinding in his lap as Steven held her boobs together and kissed all over her cleavage. Megan buried a hand in his hair and cried out his name as she came.
Steven pulled on Megan's braid, forcing her head back as he looked at her fiercely. "I want you from behind."
"Then take me," Megan growled passionately.
It was obvious that the uniform was a huge turn-on for Steven, from the way he grabbed Megan and tossed her on the bed. Turning Megan onto her stomach, Steven pulled on her hips until she got on all fours. Then, with no hesitation, he pushed her skirt up and shoved himself back inside her steaming love tunnel.
"I'm not gonna last long," Steven groaned as he felt Megan's tight pussy gripping him.
"It's fine, I'll get you hard again," Megan breathed, pushing her ass back. "Just fuck me."
Steven held her hips tightly as he started thrusting hard and fast. Megan's big tits were slapping into each other as she moaned and panted. True to his word, Steven didn't last long. Burying himself balls-deep inside the heiress, Steven threw his head back and groaned as he pumped her full of warm semen.
Megan took a quick trip to the bathroom to clean up before returning, still in the cheerleader uniform with her tits hanging out. She got back in bed and curled up at his side, taking him in her mouth to get him hard again. It really was a night of wild sex and multiple rounds, with passionate lovemaking happening throughout the hotel and even across town.
Conner had Leslie on her back, her ankles in his hands as he roughly pounded her before pulling out and cumming on her stomach. Camilla loudly begged for Chris to fuck her ass until he finally reached his limit and came in her butt. Sienna blew Theo again, swallowing every drop before he made her cum on his tongue. Steven fucked Megan doggystyle again, holding her braid as the sexy woman talked dirty while still in the cheerleader uniform. Hannah couldn't get enough, wanting to be fucked every way possible by Noah.
It was well after 3:00AM by the time almost everyone was asleep. Jane was out cold in her hotel room, the only one of The Gang of Eight who was getting a full night's sleep. Conner and Leslie were spooning, with Conner's hand resting protectively on Leslie's swollen stomach.
Camilla was laying on her stomach, drooling on her pillow while her arm was hanging off the edge of the bed. The blanket was barely covering her naked body and she was twitching slightly in her sleep. Chris was on his side on the other edge of the bed, a contented smile on his sleeping face.
Theo was holding Sienna close, his hand cupping her naked breast. Sienna had insisted they both wear underwear, but Theo didn't mind one bit. He actually stayed up for a bit after she fell asleep, just listening to the soft sounds of her breathing. Theo kissed the top of her head, the scent of her sweet red hair filling his nostrils as he fell asleep.
Noah was laying in bed with Hannah snuggled up beside him, her head on his chest and her arm wrapped around his waist. The petite brunette looked incredibly tiny in the arms of the big football player. Despite having someone in bed with him, Noah fell asleep feeling all alone.
Steven and Megan were still awake, cuddling under the blanket. Megan had taken off the cheerleader outfit and was laying naked in his arms. It had been a long day, but neither of them were quite ready to go to sleep. The television was on, playing a rerun of a popular sitcom.
Megan paused the show when there was a knock on the door. "I'll be here when you get back."
"Why do I have to get it?" Steven asked.
"I'm naked!" Megan reminded him.
"So am I," Steven grumbled, getting out of bed and grabbing a robe. "You answer the door naked and someone will have the best day of their life. I do it and I'll end up in jail."
The beautiful CEO laughed as Steven took some money out of his wallet for a tip and went to open the door. He returned with a tray that had a large plate on it covered by a metal serving dome. Megan sat up, the blankets falling to her waist as she started the show again. Steven joined her in bed as Megan removed the dome.
"I'll remind you that the minibar didn't just have drinks," Steven teased.
"And I'll remind you that the minibar did not have melted cheese," Megan pointed out as she picked up a mozzarella stick and dipped it in marinara sauce. "The perfect treat after getting my insides rearranged."
"Hopefully Fiji also has twenty-four hour room service," he smirked as he watched Megan take a bite.
"It's a private resort on a tropical island for the richest people in the world," she said as her tongue snaked out to grab some missed marinara sauce. "The front desk will send us cocaine and hookers if we want."
"We don't want that," Steven stated flatly.
"I know, you're the guy who would try and convince the prostitute to go back to college or something," Megan giggled, looking over at him affectionately.
"What's wrong with trying to help someone get out of a bad situation?" he frowned.
"You're so fucking cute," she smiled and leaned over to peck his lips. "Although, that outfit definitely brought something out in you. It's gonna take a serious cleaning to get the cum stains out of the top. And the skirt."
"I, ah, I really liked the outfit," Steven cleared his throat nervously.
"No need to be embarrassed," Megan smiled, dipping the mozzarella stick in the sauce. "If things work out we should talk about what we like. That way we can fulfill each other's fantasies."
"You're already thinking about that? Interesting," he smirked.
"Nuh-uh," Megan shook her head, pointing at him with a finger. "No feelings and crap talk. Let's get back to fantasies. Am I bringing the outfit to Fiji?"
"I'd be okay with that," Steven replied, taking a mozzarella stick. "Speaking of Fiji, did we finalize the sleeping arrangements."
"We have a suite," Megan answered after another bite. "It's got a few bedrooms, so officially, you have your own room. We'll take things as they come once we're there. Maybe Carter can stay with Nell a couple nights. He likes that. They fell asleep in their fort tonight."


"Sounds good," he nodded, falling silent for a minute as they ate their food. "Did you ever share your fantasies with someone? You seem to know what you want."
Megan took her time chewing and swallowing before answering. "With Steven, the other Steven, I was pretty aggressive. Mainly since I knew he'd never make a move. I let the other guys pretty much take charge. I enjoyed what they liked. Never really did the sexy outfits, but I had a few nice pieces of lingerie in Europe."
"I guess I'm not the only one who needs a sexual awakening," Steven observed with a smirk.
"Maybe," Megan tilted her head. "Really relaxing and being myself is new to me."
"You're eating a mozzarella stick at four in the morning with your boobs out," he gestured toward her chest.
"Sure, but these are just tits," she laughed. "I'm really reserved in general now, but let's not forget there's a sex tape anyone with internet access can watch. You, Nell, and the other Steven are the only people I've ever truly felt comfortable with."
"I'm comfortable with you, too," Steven smiled.
"Well, good," Megan giggled. "This really isn't about our emotional connection. I just noticed you seem to favor pretty vanilla sex. If that's what you like, great, I can do that. But, I got the impression you weren't used to much else."
"No one ever wore a sexy outfit for me," he commented with a light laugh. "I am quite happy to continue with things like that. You are amazing."
She looked at him, clearly trying to organize her thoughts. "I did some pretty wild things. The summer in Europe was crazy, after that is when I finally calmed down."
"Right before Europe was Steven Thomson," Steven commented.
"Yup," Megan nodded. "I felt a connection with him and he was my first. Before that, my dad pissed me off one day so I pulled our butler into a closet and sucked him off. Nell got us ecstasy tablets another time."
"Nice revenge, I guess?" he offered with a shrug.
"Thanks," she smirked. "In Europe, guys kept trying to get Nell and me to mess around with each other. We never did."
"Trying to get me hard again?" Steven questioned.
"I wouldn't say no to another round," Megan reasoned, taking a sip of her soda. "Anyway, Preston Brinkerhoff was my high school boyfriend, as you know. We messed around quite a bit, but I knew I didn't love him."
"We're going to his wedding soon," he nodded in understanding. "Captain of the debate team."
"I told him I wasn't ready for intercourse, and he very skillfully convinced me anal didn't count," she smirked. "Which reminds me, you've never done me up the butt. See? We're close emotionally but haven't gone too crazy physically."
"I've never, um, you know..." Steven trailed off, embarrassed. "I've never had anal sex."
"Really?" Megan asked, her expression brightening. "That's actually perfect."
"How do you figure?" he asked, confused.
"The wedding is our first real date," she explained eagerly. "If things go well, maybe we can be a couple. Romantic, feelings and crap, sweet, and we can end with you fucking me up the ass."
"That's... romantic," he observed with a bemused expression.
"So, are you saying you don't want to cum up my bum while I'm bent over and wearing the cheerleader outfit?" Megan looked at him with a raised eyebrow.
"I want to do that," Steven replied with wide eyes.
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WARNING: I write slice of life stories, but they touch on some serious topics. As a result, there's a lot to offer, but there's also things some might not like. This story contains elements of incest and it touches on sexual assault. If any of that is going to be a problem for you, you might want to consider a different story. Additionally, the women in this story tend to be very sex positive, if you're not interested in a woman being with anyone but one guy forever... why are you reading a group sex story?
~Scott Quinn~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
It was the start of another year at the University of Southern California Ashwood(CSUA). While I still loved my job, loved instilling knowledge in young minds, it was losing its shine. They all started blending together after awhile. Maybe my ex-wife was right about my lack of passion. Of course, it isn't surprising that getting served with divorce papers didn't help with my energy levels.
I organized the pile of syllabus copies on the lectern while waiting for class to start. The syllabus was available online, but I always gave out a hard copy. I figured it increased the chances that a couple of students might actually read it. Either way, I'd end up getting a few thousand questions about things covered on the first page.
Students were still trickling in, many of them yawning and grumbling about having such an early morning class. There were the usual cliques, groups of friends wanting to take a class together. Although, a major-specific one like this was an odd choice. Then, there were the individuals, pretty coeds or future frat guys in shorts. Fraternities and sororities would likely start their recruitment efforts soon.
My heart skipped a beat when a striking young woman entered the room barely two minutes before the start of class. She was of moderate height, maybe five-five or five-six, with a slim, athletic frame. Her stride was graceful, indicating she had likely done some training in gymnastics or cheerleading. Midnight hair fell in a shimmering wave over her shoulders and to her upper back. Her skin was light without being pale, with only a small bronzing from the California sun indicating she spent some time outdoors.
A few guys were already checking her out, a couple had stopped talking, and it looked like one of them was drooling. She was wearing a pair of tight jean shorts revealed she had long, toned legs that flexed as she walked. Flip-flops were all she wore on her delicate feet. Her shirt was a navy babydoll top with short cap sleeves. It had a short v-neck with cute ties that were tied into a bow between her breasts. The shirt had a ruffled base that exposed hints of her flat stomach while she walked.
I got the impression she came from money; from her designer purse to her high-quality backpack, everything she had screamed of quality. Her dangling earrings held genuine diamonds, and the oval locket around her neck might have been platinum, not silver. The bracelets on her wrists didn't look as expensive, but were clearly nice pieces.
Her face was flawless, almost like a marble sculpture. The finest artists of the renaissance could not have designed a more perfect face. A delicate nose, perfect cheekbones, and amazing features elevated her beauty to heights that could have made the most beautiful models and actresses jealous.
What struck me the most was the intelligence and kindness in her striking green eyes. She was sitting in the front row, and she smiled when my eyes made contact with hers. In those eyes, I saw a hunger, a hunger to learn. A hunger to make a difference, to help people. That hunger brought a hunger in me, not something as petty as carnal lust, but a desire to know more about that woman. To truly understand her, and to help her understand the world around us.
"Good morning, everyone!" I declared, projecting my usual confidence. "Welcome to Introduction to Administration of Justice. My name is Professor Scott Quinn, and I will be torturing you for the next few months."
There were the usual chuckles and eye rolls in response to my comment, including a small smile from her. I continued my introduction by explaining my qualifications. I had earned both a Doctor of Jurisprudence and a Doctorate in Business Administration. I was also the chairman of the Criminal Justice department, and I often advised graduate students.
I shook my head as I realized I had just stumbled over a sentence in my daydream of sharing the world with this woman. I refocused and corrected myself, continuing to talk about the Criminal Justice department and the various career possibilities the major provided. Again and again I was drawn back to her.
And those intelligent, shining green eyes.
I had never entertained more than a passing thought of any of the women in my class before, but somehow she drew me. More than drew me -- she captivated me. She captured my attention and my mind. Somehow I needed to learn more about her. Starting with her name, which I acquired while taking attendance. Just the one simple word she spoke when she raised her hand and announced her presence was enough to convince me all my observations were correct. She was a kind, passionate soul who would leave her mark on this world. I was dying to learn what made her the person who was sitting barely ten feet from me.
Since it was early morning on the first day of the fall semester, I knew many of them were sitting in their very first college class. I gave my usual speech, giving everyone some advice on how to make it through college. Naturally, I mentioned the importance of working hard and seeking help if you started falling behind. I also made sure to bring up that it was okay to party sometimes, as long as you dedicated time to studying. College wasn't just about academics, it was also about them learning their place in the adult world.
When I was done with my welcome speech, it was time to hand out the syllabus and explain the course itself. It was what I had done in every introductory course I had ever taught. Introduction to Administration of Justice would cover the histories and theories of crime, punishment, and rehabilitation. We would also discuss the training for becoming a professional in the system, as well as the various ethics involved. It was a long class, so I had time to give a thorough introduction.
A few students came up to talk with me after class, but she wasn't one of them. She did give me a pretty smile and a cute wave before rushing out the door, likely to another class. I answered questions for several minutes, making sure to start putting names to faces so I could get to know everyone as well as possible. For an introductory course, it wasn't a huge class, so learning everyone's name was realistic.
After class, I made my way to my office. I had a meeting with my graduate assistant, Daniel Ortega. He was pursuing his Master's degree in Criminal Justice, and would be my teaching assistant for the semester. Unfortunately, he wasn't able to make it to the first class this morning, but he would be there going forward to answer questions. He'd also have office hours if students needed extra help.
Daniel left to work on his thesis, allowing me to relax with a sports drink before my next class. My son Liam replied to my text, but there was nothing from my daughter, Violet. Shared custody, my ass. A couple weekends a month and a handful of random weekdays was not nearly enough. Yet, it was all I got. Victoria even worked at the same school Emily went to and got to see her there.
I knew my ex-wife was dating, and a few people had suggested I try to meet someone as well. The problem was that I had no idea where to look. I was too old for one of those hook-up apps like Matches, and I didn't know if a regular dating app was for me. I hadn't been on a date since before I got married. I also hadn't had sex in a long, long time.
Deciding to get some work done, I logged in to my computer and opened my email. There were quite a few messages to respond to. Graduate students were dealing with the pressure, several undergrads were thinking about their majors, and a few professors had questions. I also got a text from my friend, Trevor. He was a famous LA artist and visiting lecturer.
Unsurprisingly, Trevor commented on all the beautiful coeds. I just gave him a general reply and changed the subject. I was in my late-forties, there was no point in leering at a woman who probably thought a thirty-year-old man was ancient. Sure, I could appreciate a college girl's beauty, but I couldn't imagine actually getting involved with someone only a few years older than my daughter.
In addition to graduate students and returning undergrads, I was likely assigned a couple of incoming freshman to advise. They would have been assigned their first semester classes already, but I would meet them all during the semester to help them choose their classes going forward.
My eyebrows rose in surprise when I saw the name of one of the new students I would be advising. It was her. I was so shocked I needed to open her student profile picture to be sure. It looked like she had been accepted to the school with an undeclared major, but very recently switched to Criminal Justice. She only got into my class a few days ago.
I didn't fully understand my curiosity about this young woman. It was more than just her obvious intelligence and desire to learn. She had a gentle presence, an aura about her that spoke of genuine kindness. I didn't even believe in things like that, yet I knew it was true. I vowed that I would do my best to teach and advise her. There was no doubt in my mind that she was a capable woman who would do great things. I couldn't wait to learn more.
Just who was Kayla Thomson?
~Ashley Bartlett~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
Introduction to Psychology was my very first college class at CSUA. The 11:00AM start time was definitely preferable to high school. Even on the days I had earlier classes I'd be able to avoid feeling rushed since most buildings were just a short walk from my dormitory. Campus was like its own small city, there were parties everywhere, and I could often sleep in. College was agreeing with me.
My dorm room was on the second floor of Oakwood Commons, a dry dormitory with floors alternating by gender. Despite a terrifying first week living there, one with sirens and campus alerts, I was confident that things could go well. There had been a brief time where my parents wanted me to switch to living at home and commuting, but I convinced them I'd be fine. I was a smart girl, and I had a great roommate.
In many ways, Marcia Moore was my complete opposite. I was an extrovert: outgoing, confident, up for anything. Marcia was the quiet, responsible one who never got in trouble and worked hard. She often tried to reign me in, but was rarely successful. It was pretty normal in our friend group to jokingly call her "Mom" when she admonished us for arguing or being silly.
We were even different physically. I was a tall blonde with blue eyes, while Marcia was a petite girl with raven hair and big brown eyes. A full eight inches taller, I absolutely towered over Marcia, making it even easier for her to be overlooked at group gatherings. Although, she could hold her own when our differing personalities inevitably clashed.
The four of us had been best friends since elementary school. Hazel Collins was the third member of our group. Hazel was the one with the attitude, prone to being overtired and grouchy. It was her own fault for often staying up late and trying to function on a few hours sleep. She had a strict upbringing and was basically the second mother to her three little brothers.
Hazel wasn't starting college with the rest of us. She had gotten pregnant on our trip to Bermuda during April vacation our senior year. Taking care of the baby would be a priority, so she didn't bother taking one semester only to need a long break. Her religious parents had kicked her out of the house, and she ended up living at the home of the fourth member of our friend group.
Kayla Thomson was a kind and friendly girl. She was also the kind of beautiful that could stop traffic and leave even the most confident man unable to form a coherent sentence. Her parents were extremely wealthy, and the four of us always spent time at the huge mansion.
We all cried when Kayla's mother died when we were kids. It was devastating, but it also showed how close we all were. Best friends. Kayla was enrolled at CSUA as well, but she chose to live at home and commute to campus. It was tough with her cheerleading schedule, but she didn't want to leave her father. Or Hazel.
A light punch on the shoulder brought me back to the present. I turned to look at Lexi Davis, the newest member of our group. "Ready for the start of your college career?"
"I'm ready for attendance and dismissal," I laughed, tucking a strand of loose hair behind my ear.
"Oh, you're fine," the redhead rolled her eyes. "This is your first class of the day. I just came from Statistics with Kayla. And that wasn't even her first class."
"Right," I winced. "The only criminal justice course Kayla could get into started at 7:50AM."
"She has her art class with Marcia right now, then cheerleading this afternoon," Lexi continued.
"But, she has Fridays off," I pointed out.
"Nope," Lexi shook her head. "No classes, but cheer practice on Friday starts at 6:00AM."
"How are you supposed to enjoy college with cheer practice six days a week?" I wondered. "When's she gonna party?"
"Saturday night?" Lexi suggested while taking a notebook out of her backpack. "I'm done for the day after this class, but you have one more, right?"
"Introduction to Ethics at 1:30," I confirmed. "We're all meeting for lunch, right?"
"Yup," Lexi chirped.
"Good," I nodded, pulling out my laptop. "I'm starving."
The lecture hall was huge; far, far larger than any classroom I had been in during high school. It was similar to the lecture halls I'd seen in movies, with a bowl of tiered seats that led down to a single podium in front of a wide whiteboard. Lexi had insisted that we sit in the front row, a huge contrast to the way she'd sit in the back during Calculus.
Students were quickly filing in; the lecture hall was buzzing with the energy of the first day of classes. People were talking, looking for friends, and moving seats. Laughter and conversation filled the air, making it difficult for me to hear Lexi. A few guys checked us out as they walked by, but I was glad no one sat beside us. I was interested in meeting new people, but I didn't see a reason to find someone to talk to just yet.
A short woman in her forties walked into the lecture hall, followed by a handsome guy in his twenties. The woman stood at the podium, her dark hair pulled into a bun. She placed her briefcase on the podium and waited. Neither of them said a word, they just stood there and watched the room. The chatter died down much faster than I thought it would.
"Good," the woman said with a slight accent. "That's your first lesson."
There were a few snickers.
"I'm Doctor Valerie Chen, and this is my teaching assistant, Marco Rivas. Welcome to Introduction to Psychology," Doctor Chen glanced around the room. "Most of you are here because this course fulfills a general education requirement and it fit your schedules. Some of you are here because you think psychology will help you understand other people." She paused for a heartbeat. "And a few of you are here because you think it will help you understand yourselves."
Lexi was writing furiously, seemingly determined to take down every word. Professor Chen picked a remote up off the podium and aimed it at the overhead projector hanging from the ceiling. Text appeared on the screen with the name of the course. I had already gotten an email with the syllabus, so I assumed she wasn't going to be handing out a paper one.
"Now, before we begin I always like to give out a warning," she let out a breath. "We will be briefly covering various mental conditions. I strongly advise you to remember that you are not qualified to diagnose anything. It's a trap many students fall into, they suddenly see aspects of things like ADHD in everyone. You. Can't. Diagnose. Your ex probably isn't actually a narcissist, and no, not everyone is slightly autistic. This is an introductory course, it does not make you a qualified medical professional. A few of you might get there one day, but the day after finals isn't it."
I leaned over and whispered in Lexi's ear. "I don't think anyone's qualified to diagnose you."
"Shh!" Lexi hissed out of the corner of her mouth as she continued writing.
"Psychology," the professor continued, "isn't mind-reading. It is the scientific study of the mind and behavior. Psychologists and psychiatrists study how people think, how they feel. And, most importantly, how and why they act the way they do. We will cover patterns and group behavior. We will explore the stories we tell ourselves to justify our choices. You will understand why smart people make bad decisions."
Doctor Chen looked directly at the rows of students, and I noticed her briefly lock eyes with Lexi.
"By the end of this course," Doctor Chen said, "you'll understand why smart people make bad decisions, why good people might not act, and how being in a group can change you in ways you don't realize."
Lexi waited until the professor looked away before whispering to me. "She's really good."
"You're enjoying this," I glanced at the usually-bratty redhead with surprise.
"I am," Lexi smiled.
The next slide showed the first page of the syllabus. Doctor Chen gave a brief outline of the course, including weekly readings, participation and attendance requirements, and the exams. Several moments made the room collectivelly groan, mainly the ones having to do with long essays.
"Okay, show of hands," the professor eventually said, "who thinks they are less influenced by peer pressure than the average person?"
Hands shot up, including mine. I was a wild girl who loved having a good time; on my terms. No one else's. I noticed Lexi didn't raise her hand; she had stopped writing and was looking at Doctor Chen with a serious expression. Guilt flooded me as I realized why Lexi wasn't raising her hand. High school taught Lexi how dangerous the wrong kind of attention could be, how easily the need to feel wanted could lead to terrible results.


Doctor Chen smiled and waited a few moments before speaking. "That's almost everyone. Statistically, it can't be true that the vast majority of you are better at handling peer pressure than the average person."
A ripple of laughter traveled through the lecture hall. Professor Chen spoke for a few more minutes before ending the class a little early. The room erupted into movement, with students putting away their laptops or notebooks, shouldering their backpacks, and quickly leaving. A few stayed behind to talk with the professor, including Lexi.
I waited by the door while Lexi spoke with the professor, then the teaching assistant. Her face was lit up in a way I rarely saw from the redhead. It was great that she had found her passion, something she could put all that excess energy into. I was happy for her; she deserved it after all she had been through, but I was curious if I could ever enjoy a course that much.
When Lexi finished talking, she met me near the door and we headed out into the hallway. It was a hot day at over eighty degrees, the sun beating down hard on us as we exited the building. I was wearing jean shorts and a midriff-baring spaghetti strap top. More than a few guys checked out my impressive cleavage. I was okay with that; I was proud of my assets.
Lexi sighed as she pulled her auburn hair back into a functional ponytail. Her outfit was similar to mine, but her shirt was a standard v-neck t-shirt. Light reflected off her green eyes as she fanned herself and glanced at the throngs of moving students. I figured the heat must be rough on her pale skin; the smattering of freckles across her body wouldn't stop her from sizzling.
"Ashley? Ashley Bartlett?!" a female voice called out as we stepped onto the sidewalk.
"Yeah?" I turned around as a tall blonde rushed toward me and hugged me tightly.
"Welcome to CSUA!" Emily Greene announced, rubbing my back as she shook me side-to-side.
"Thanks," I giggled, returning the hug.
"And don't think you're getting out of a hug!" Emily said, embracing Lexi.
"Uh, hello," Lexi mumbled awkwardly.
"I'm guessing you know each other?" a petite woman with wavy blonde hair asked as she rushed to catch up with Emily.
"Right, sorry," Emily laughed, brushing her hair back behind her ears. "This is Ashley Bartlett, my brother's girlfriend. And her friend, the famous Lexi. Ashley and Lexi, this is Chloe Bennett."
"Nice to meet you," I waved to Chloe.
"Are you also a hugger?" Lexi asked with a smirk.
"Not like this one," Chloe laughed, gesturing toward Emily with her thumb.
"Eh, you all love it," Emily insisted. "Anyway, where is my baby brother?"
"Probably at The Commons," I answered. "We're meeting up for lunch. Wanna join us?"
"Can't, sorry," Emily sighed. "Sorority stuff. It's recruitment time!"
"Recruit Ashley," Lexi suggested. "She mentioned being interested in joining a sorority."
"Oh, that's interesting," Emily grinned, turning toward her friend. "Chloe's the recruitment chair." Smiling, Emily gestured between us. "Go on, get recruiting."
"I'm guessing you already know we're members of Delta Tau Chi, or DTX?" Chloe asked.
"Shouldn't it be DTC?" Lexi asked with a frown.
"No, it's because of the Greek letters," Chloe laughed. "Our motto is 'Sisters in Strength, Leaders for Life.'"
"Our RA is in that sorority, Klarissa Aguila," I added.
"Yeah, Klarissa's great!" Chloe grinned excitedly. "Not all sisters live at the chapter house."
"I never really understood what sororities do," Lexi admitted honestly. "I don't want to be a brat since I don't know you, but I usually just tease Ashley about it. I tell her she'd fit in because she likes drinking and taking her top off."
Emily and Chloe both laughed before Emily spoke. "Not how I want to picture my brother's girlfriend, but thanks."
"We do have parties, yes," Chloe acknowledged. "Our brother fraternity, Delta Sigma Chi, throws a lot of them."
"We also have a mentoring program for underprivileged girls," Emily explained. "There are a lot of good reasons to join a sorority. We call ourselves sisters for a reason. We support each other, we're friends, we help each other succeed. It's a great way to be social."
I glanced at Lexi. "Some people could use help socializing outside of their friend group."
"Blow me," Lexi grunted.
"I know it's not for everyone," Chloe interjected quickly. "But, hey, we're having a get-together tonight around 7:00PM at the chapter house. You two should stop by. No commitments, you can just learn a bit more about us. If it's not for you, that's fine."
"What do you think?" I asked Lexi. "I want to go."
"It can't hurt to check it out," Lexi shrugged.
I turned to face Chloe and Emily. "I guess we're in!"
The four of us exchange information and talk for a few more minutes before going our separate ways. Lexi and I walk toward The Commons where we can get some food with the others. Lexi was already talking about what she wanted to order, while I was the one thinking back to Doctor Chen's lecture.
Smart people make bad decisions.
~Steven Thomson~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
Kayla's first day of college. My baby girl was all grown up. The thought kept repeating, distracting me from every matter at the office. It was like a single song on replay, the same way Kayla played Alison Tey on repeat until the words were seared into my brain. I was both dreading and looking forward to October, when Kayla would do her best to make sure the new album could be heard in every room in the mansion.
All morning, my thoughts were drifting back to Kayla. Her as a little girl, her growing up, her little quirks that I loved with all my heart. I even smiled when I imagined the newest dent on her bumper; there's no way she didn't hit the curb when parking at CSUA for her first day.
I wondered what Aria would think if she could see Kayla now. She'd be so proud. My late wife would also be quite smug, secure in the knowledge that her baby girl was ready to conquer the world. Kayla was only seven when we lost Aria, but she knew our daughter was destined for great things. Would she approve of the choices I had made?
So much had changed since Aria's passing. She was my childhood best friend, my high school sweetheart. My one and only. Aria supported me when I started my business, helping me grow Thomson Finance. What started as a small one-person bookkeeping business swelled into a massive company specializing in all areas of accounting and finance.
"Ah! Ah! Fuck!" a series of pants and grunts brought me out of my ruminations. "Ah! Ah! Fuck! Ah! Me!"
Glancing down, I saw Stacey Martin's tight ass and I saw my throbbing erection disappearing into her body. My office door was closed and locked, the blinds drawn so that Stacey could bend over my desk. Her hands gripped the edges of my desk as she grunted each time I went balls-deep inside her. She was wearing a business skirt and blazer, but the skirt was flipped up over her back, and her panties were stretched around her thighs.
Shame. Fear. Regret. Had I taken things too far? Aria was my first and only until her death. I was celebate for years until Megan Bauer, the daughter of one of the richest men in the world, seduced me. There were a few encoutners over the years, but I didn't date. I didn't sleep around. Then March fifteenth happened, leading to me having a beautiful woman bent over my desk in the middle of the day.
"You feel amazing, Stacey," I groaned, giving the wonderful lady the attention she deserved.
"Your dick's gonna make me cum again!" Stacey announced. "Fuck me hard, make me cum!"
We couldn't be too loud, but I still squeezed her tight ass-cheeks as I rapidly pumped her pussy. When I could tell she was getting close, I reached out and grabbed her blonde ponytail, yanking her head back. Moments later, she squealed and gasped, her vaginal muscles clamping down on me. I could tell she was biting her lower lip to keep from crying out, and it was an amazing feeling to know that I was responsible for bringing her such pleasure.
Stacey's second orgasm ended, meaning it was time to seek my own release. I held her hips tightly, keeping her in place as I moved my dick through her tight tunnel. Thrusting forward a final time, I grunted as I started cumming inside her, my balls resting against her clit.
I stayed buried in her warmth for several seconds as my heartrate started to return to normal. Holding her ass, I eased myself out of her and took a few steps back. Stacey reached back and pulled up her underwear before standing up and fixing her skirt. I put my penis away and sat at my desk while she pulled her chair back to the edge and joined me.
A few moments passed as I admired the beautiful woman. At twenty-six years old, Stacey Martin was absolutely stunning. She was average height with long blonde hair and a slim figure. Her baby blue eyes helped give her the look of a classic dream-girl. I took a moment to undress her with my eyes, remembering just how amazing that body was. Her boobs were great handfuls and perfectly-shaped with light pink nipples. More importantly than her looks, Stacey was my confidante. My friend.
"That was a good one," I commented, taking a sip of water.
"Sex is always better than good when it's with you," Stacey giggled, grabbing her own water. "I like doing it at the office, but it sucks that we can't get naked. It feels so good when you grab my tits with those strong hands."
"Another time," I chuckled while Stacey took a long drink, consuming half the bottle. "And clothes are staying on at the office."
"Shame," she sighed before giving me a wicked grin. "At least I can feel your cum seeping out of me all afternoon."
Stacey Martin had joined Thomson Finance as my executive assistant. She quickly became irreplaceable, with a great head for numbers and a fierce sense of loyalty. I had always thought she was an attractive woman, but her attempts at flirtation with me were never reciprocated. Stacey was my friend and my subordinate, it wasn't right to become involved with her. I was a professional.
My professionalism vanished five months previously, on March fifteenth. Not long after, I started having sex with Stacey. Things got dramatic and we had to stop for a while. Fortunately, it seemed like we had reached a somewhat stable point and could relax.
I hoped my other employees didn't know, and I had no reason to suspsect they did. It was normal for me to eat lunch with my door locked so I could enjoy some privacy. If it ever became common knowledge, people could argue that our sexual relationship was the reason Stacey was promoted to Chief of Staff, my official second. She earned that promotion due to her hard work, but it was still another concern in a long line of decisions that I feared I'd regret.
"You look like a man with the weight of the world on his shoulders," Stacey observed. "Odd for a guy who just busted a nut in a hot blonde."
"I love the confidence," I said with a laugh.
"Nothin' wrong with knowin' you're pretty," she reasoned, waggling her eyebrows. "But, don't change the subject. Are you still thinking about the girls' first day? I'm sure they're fine."
"Yeah, they're ready," I agreed, nodding slowly. "It's not just that."
"Okay, spill it," Stacey smiled. "I'm your right-hand woman, remember?"
"When we lost Aria, Kayla became my entire world," I answered slowly. "Kayla going off to college just made me think about my life, about how much has changed in just the last few months."
"Are you talking about all the ladies eager to spread their legs for you?" she asked plainly.
"Not how I was gonna word it, but yeah," I mumbled.
"So, is this a bad time to mention April is still hot for you?" Stacey giggled.
"We'll see what happens, but for now, I think you can satisfy your own girlfriend," I teased.
"The little nerd is insatiable," she shook her head. "I wake up in the middle of the night to her humping me."
"Lexi does the same to me," I nodded in understanding.
"Poor baby," Stacey gave me a fake pout, which looked really cute with those big blue eyes. "Drowning in eighteen-year-old pussy."
"I know, I know," I sighed loudly. "Odd thing to complain about, but Aria was the only woman I was with until she died. Before she passed, I assumed I'd never be with anyone else for my entire life. Even after, I couldn't imagine..."
"Then the billionaire heiress bagged you, I know this story," she smiled cutely.
"I've come to terms with that," I told her seriously. "I know Aria wouldn't judge me for that."
"You think Aria would judge you for dating Lexi?" Stacey asked.
"And Nicole, Lexi's older sister," I winced. "Oh, and for sleeping with Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel. Along with you, and, ah, sometimes Sarah. Then there's everything with Kayla."
Stacey leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms as she looked at me carefully. "Tell me how this happened. How did we get here?"
"Well, Kayla turned eighteen back in March and wanted to have a birthday pool party," I answered slowly. "She invited the entire senior class and I manned the grill."
"Okay," she nodded.
"I went back inside while they partied and fell asleep in an armchair," I explained, only willing to share personal information about Lexi because Stacey already heard it from the redhead. "I woke up and Lexi was blowing me. She, well, she had been through a lot and took control with wild sex. She was heading inside with a guy and, yeah, decided to go for two."
"No guy would blame you for not telling the hot chick to take her mouth off your cock," Stacey pointed out. "She ditched the other guy and you two fucked the day away?"
"Pretty much," I confirmed. "Kayla was upset at first because of Lexi's reputation, but then everything she went through came up. Lexi got kicked out by her parents and moved in here. She just, she makes me feel alive again."
"Everything happened so fast, it makes some sense," she reasoned. "She's an adult, she pursued you, not the other way around. What next?"
"Kayla learned about everything Lexi went through and the two of them became friends," I continued. "Kayla invited Marcia, Hazel, and Ashley over so the girls could all get to know each other. I gave them privacy so they could relax in the pool."
"Sounds like a fun bonding experience," Stacey observed.
"Yeah, until they decided to play Truth or Dare," I stated flatly. "Shy, quiet Marcia ended up blowing me, I had sex with Ashley. Next thing I knew, I was regularly having sex with all of them."
"Then you finally responded to my flirtations and took me to bed," the blonde added. "I fell in love with you, and we had that lovely mess."
"Lexi's sister and brother came over to make sure she was okay," I sighed. "And yeah, now I'm dating Nicole as well."
"Then Kayla and Lexi's kidnapping, and you ended up bagging the lady cop," Stacey couldn't help but erupt into a fit of giggles.
"It's not funny!" I exclaimed. "Hazel's pregnant, Marcia's in love with me, at least Ashley has a boyfriend. I used to be, well, normal!"
"And now you have a harem," Stacey declared.
"I do not have a harem," I rolled my eyes.
"You kind of do," she gave me a look of mock-sympathy.
"Then everything with Kayla..." I winced. "Aria would be disgusted with me if she were here."
"You don't' know that," Stacey shook her head. "You and Kayla only had each other after she passed. The two of you need each other and have a special relationship. As for the others? You aren't deceiving anyone, you made sure everyone was open and honest. They all pursued you."
"There's no way I won't end up hurting someone," I sighed.
"That's just life, unfortunately," Stacey sighed. "You're not a bad person. You're a smart guy who attracted a lot of lovely ladies. Anyone judging you probably wouldn't have been as kind as you; they would have just accepted all the sex and not worried about it."
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"Don't worry so much," she laughed. "Today is your daughter's first day of college. Celebrate her growing up."
"I think I can do that," I chuckled.
"Good," Stacey nodded, standing up. "Now, let's get going. We have a meeting to get to."
~Marcia Moore~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
I let out a long breath as I stepped outside, having just completed my last class of the day, Introduction to Sociology. The class seemed like it would be interesting, but I still had no idea what I wanted to major in, what I wanted to do with my life. I was already stressed, determined to do well in college.
The library was exactly where I needed to be. Hawthorne Library was a large, multi-story brick building near the center of campus. I stepped inside, the noise of campus softening into something more manageable, less overwhelming. A few students were present, working at the computers or reading at desks.
I claimed a table near the window, setting my bag down and neatly stacking my notebooks in front of me. It was time to make my parents proud. I couldn't fail. I just couldn't. Letting out a breath, I took out my class notes to go over what had been covered in my earlier classes. I got great grades in high school, but I had been constantly told that college was a different world entirely.
We had all made it. It seemed like just yesterday that I was learning to ride a bike with Hazel, Ashley, and Kayla. My parents had been right; time really did fly. Lexi had only been in our group for a few months, but I already couldn't imagine not having her in my life.
A smile crossed my face as I remembered the pact we had all made. We promised to always be there for each other, to never judge. Other people couldn't drag us down because we had each other. As a result, we decided to reclaim a word used to demean so many women and call ourselves the Slut-sisters.
CSUA felt like a fresh start for all of us, a way to forget our past difficulties and enter the adult world together. Sure, there was still the trial coming up, but we would all support Kayla and Lexi. Those bastards would spend the rest of their lives in prison. I shook my head, that wasn't something I should be thinking about.
Instead of reviewing notes or ruminating, I went back to thinking about the new start college offered. Ashley was still dating Josh, but Kayla and Ian were no longer a couple. I had agreed with Kwan about us just being friends. Lexi was doing well with Steven, and we were all going to be aunts to Hazel's daughter.
I only took a few notes for my Introduction to Art class, so I was quickly ready to move on to Introduction to Sociology. Putting my dark hair into a ponytail, I started reviewing notes from that lecture. I was going to do well in college. My parents were paying for everything, having won a huge prize on a lottery scratcher I got them on their anniversary. They were not going to regret spending so much on me.
"Um, sorry, is this seat taken?" a female voice spoke, making me jump slightly.
I quickly looked up to see a petite girl standing at the end of my table smiling nervously. She was barely five-feet tall and was hugging a sociology textbook to her chest like a shield. She looked about my age, likely of Spanish or Mexican descent, with glasses and dark hair pulled into a ponytail.
"No. I mean, it's not, feel free," I gestured toward the seat across the table.
"Thank you," the girl smiled before sitting down and placing her book on the table. "You were in Sociology, right? With Professor Rao?"
I nodded, suddenly realizing I did recognize her from class. "Yeah. I'm Marcia."
"Lina," she responded softly. "Lina Ramirez."
"Oh, right. Last names," I giggled. "Moore. That's my last name, I mean. Marcia Moore."
"Nice to meet you," Lina said kindly. "Um, I liked what you said in class. About social expectations only becoming visible if broken."


"Oh! Thank you," I gasped in surprise. "I didn't think anyone noticed."
"Well, I did," Lina replied quickly. "I wanted to say something, but... yeah. I don't do well with speaking up."
"Neither do I, usually," I nodded in understanding. "You did ask a few questions though. I remember thinking you seemed really smart."
"Thank you," Lina blushed slightly.
The two of us spoke for a few minutes, exchanging brief life stories and getting to know each other. Lina was a lot like me; quiet, but observant. She seemed really smart, and I was hopeful that I had just met my first new friend in college. We were soon in a deep discussion about the sociology lecture. It turned out Lina actually was a sociology major, unlike me, who was still undeclared.
"Hi, sorry to interrupt," a friendly female voice said, "but I recognized you two from Introduction to Sociology."
The woman who spoke was a few years older, clearly not a freshman. She had a confident posture and a friendly smile. She gave me the impression of someone who knew exactly where she was going and what she was doing. The woman was about my height with dark hair, brown eyes, and a beautiful olive-colored complexion.
"I'm Sophia Patel," she immediately introduced herself. "I'm a senior majoring in computer science. I'm also president of Sigma Epsilon Phi."
Lina looked confused as I realized I recognized the name. The school's honor society. Taylor Kephart had been a member; the girl who died on my floor last week. It looked like an overdose, but turned out to be murder. The first of three. That was a crazy week that almost ended with me moving out of Oakwood Commons and back to my parents' house. Thankfully, the perpetrator was dealt with and everyone was convinced it was caused by one psychopath. Gang activity on campus was still a concern, but no one was worried about more violence.
Sigma Epsilon Phi was a prestigious honor society, one that only considered the top percentage of freshman based on their high school GPA. Their motto was also intriguing: Excellence, Integrity, Leadership. My parents wanted me to put myself out there more, was the school's honor society the answer?
"I was actually in the back of that lecture today," Sophia continued. "I sometimes sit in on intro classes at the start of the semester. You both asked thoughtful questions."
"Thank you," I smiled as Lina looked like she might faint.
"We're hosting a welcome event this evening in one of the meeting rooms upstairs," Sophia said in a light tone. "No applications, no pressure. Just some free food and conversation. And a short sales pitch. I promise, it's really short and there's no commitments."
"You're inviting both of us?" Lina asked in shock.
"I am," Sophia grinned. "You both strike me as young women with bright futures. It also doesn't hurt that you're in the library on the first day of classes."
"I'd like to come," Lina stammered nervously.
I hesitated for only a second. "I'll be there."
Sophia took a couple of papers out of a folder and handed them to us. "See you tonight. Bring your curiosity; that's the only requirement!"
Lina let out a nervous laugh after Sophia walked away. "I did not expect that!"
"Neither did I," I giggled, thinking that my parents would be proud of me.
~Kayla Thomson~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
Cheer practice on Tuesdays went from 4:30PM to 7:30PM, focusing on tumbling and choreography. The CSUA gym smelled like hairspray, perfume, and sweat. High ceiling fans spun uselessly above us, unable to cool anything down. A few of the seats at the back were occupied by boyfriends and football players, guys claiming to want to support the squad, but were actually more interested in watching us.
Most of the squad were already stretching by the time I arrived. The girls were dressed in sports bras, cropped tank tops, and fitted shorts. Placing my bag by the wall, I removed my t-shirt to reveal my maroon sports bra. My tight black shorts had two white stripes going up the sides, and a pair of casual sneakers covered my feet. I placed my raven hair into a ponytail and ran out to start stretching.
When practice officially started, Coach Hart had us run laps to warm up. Melissa Hart was a beautiful woman in her late thirties, and a former NFL cheerleader. She was tough, but truly cared about us. Coach Hart treated us like family. Beside her was Darius Cole, a former competitive gymnast who specialized in stunts.
"Kayla!" Darius called out, waving me over after laps. "You're flying today with Dante."
"Okay," I nodded, slightly disappointed.
I was thrilled to finally be on a cheer squad with male cheerleaders. Having guys on the squad made many more stunts possible, and I loved learning new things. Dante Foster was extremely competitive. I got the impression from him that he wasn't happy with freshman being on the squad. I preferred doing stunts with the two other male cheerleaders.
"Let's see what you've got, Freshman," Dante said when I jogged over.
"You've got it!" I declared confidently.
Coach Hart clapped her hands. "Alright! Tumbling lines first! Flyers, stay loose; you're up early."
We went through the usual warm-ups, and I flawlessly completed my standing tuck. Muscle memory was my friend as I went through positions I'd learned as a freshman from Coach Anne Harrell. Kendall Young was also working with me. She was a tall sophomore who always needed to be the center of attention. Another person I suspected wasn't fond of me.
"Nice move," Kendall gave me a fake smile. "Daddy pay for private lessons?"
"Nah, I had a great coach in high school," I replied, grinning at the blonde.
When it was time for choreography, I ended up working with Dante and Miguel. They were both strong and skilled, able to effortlessly lift me straight up in the air, higher than I ever got in high school. Dante had a solid grip on my right foot, while Miguel held my left. I raised my fists in the air, forming a "V" shape with my arms.
The height gave me an amazing view of the gym, and I happened to look over at the seats where a few football players were watching and talking. My stomach dropped when I recognized two of them. I met Brad and Mike at a frat party I went to with Brittney. It was when I was spiraling after my assault. Brittney spent the evening with Brad while I hooked up with Mike. It was wild and I remember letting him fuck my ass. There he was, looking at my body appreciatively. I honestly couldn't tell if he recognized me.
"You good?" Miguel asked after they lowered me to the floor.
"Yeah," I nodded breathlessly. "Yeah, I'm fine."
"Watch the stunts, not the eye candy, freshman," Dante admonished, glancing over at the seats. "Although, I can't blame you. Brent Calloway is a beautiful, beautiful man. Drew Kensington would be if he wasn't such a prick."
"I prefer the fairer sex," Miguel laughed, bowing to me in respect.
"You should try playing both sides, it's great," Dante smirked. "C'mon, let's get back to work."
The next stunt was able to completely distract me from my past. Dante's right arm was straight up in the air, his palm flat and facing upward. I was standing on his hand, him able to effortlessly hold my weight with one arm. Making the "V" with my arms, I grinned proudly as I easily balanced on his palm.
I was brought down cleanly, unable to stop smiling. My heart was pounding from excitement. This was what I had wanted. Big stunts, strong partners, skilled professionals. Everyone worked hard and was fully dedicated to the squad. We had amazing co-captains and two great coaches.
I was able to show my skills when I was tossed in the air. Keeping my body tight, I spun in the air before landing in the arms of my fellow cheerleaders. It was great. My tight body was glistening with sweat, but I was able to control my breathing and work through the challenge.
There was a brief break for some water, and I ended up talking with Harper Lin. Harper was the only other freshman on the squad, so we tended to stick together during practice. She was barely five-feet and was most often a flyer, just like I was. Her long dark hair was dyed purple at the tips, which looked really good with our uniforms.
We were the CSUA Phoenixes. Unsurprisingly, the school colors were red and black. The uniforms were a red and black pleated skirt with a sleeveless v-neck top. The upper half of the top was black, ending in an upside down triangle. The bottom half of the top was red, the two colors separated by a thin white chevron. A red phoenix was proudly emblazoned on the chest.
Choreography was tough, but fun. Strong counts, sharp motions, hair flips that needed to look effortless even when shoulders burned. Both coaches paced in front of us, correcting angles and timings. The observing football players clapped for us at the end of one routine.
When we were finished, my legs were shaking and my sports bra clung to my skin. I grabbed my water bottle, gulping down several mouthfuls before wiping the sweat from my forehead. Glancing over at the football players, I locked eyes with Brent, the quarterback. He smiled and waved. I blushed and gave him a cute wave in response.
"You did great today," Miguel, or Migs as we called him, said when he approached me.
"Thanks," I smiled, still struggling to catch my breath. "I've loved cheerleading for years."
"It shows," Migs replied kindly. "Don't let anyone give you shit about being a freshman. You earned your spot here."
"Thank you, Migs," I gave him a quick hug.
Across the gym, I saw Kendall talking with Scarlett Vaughn, a tumbler. Both of them briefly glanced my way, with the redheaded Scarlett giving me a small smile. Kendall didn't bother, she just turned away from me and resumed the hushed conversation. I told myself not to care. I only needed to prove something to the coach and myself. And Daddy. My father's opinion meant the world to me.
"Good work today," Coach Hart said to me after practice.
"Thank you, Coach," I smiled.
"You're welcome," she replied. "Be sure to ice your ankles. See you tomorrow, bright and early."
"Yes, Coach," I beamed.
Walking out of the gym, my muscles were aching but my heart was light. I had found my place in the world. I was a cheerleader, I was majoring in criminal justice, and soon the problems of my past would be behind me. Hopefully the trial would be quick so I could put that behind me and truly enjoy college. I was Kayla Thomson, and I was not going to change for anyone's comfort.
"Hey, wait up!" a male voice called out.
"Yeah?" I turned to see Andrew Kensington approaching me.
The Kensingtons were a big name in Ashwood, having made their fortune in real estate. It wasn't just Ashwood, they also owned significant properties in Los Angeles county, just north of us. The Kensington family lived pretty close to me, in a mansion as large as Daddy's. Drew was two years older than I was, so I really didn't know him. He had gone to private school during high school, so we had never interacted. I did know his parents often went on long vacations, giving Drew the opportunity to throw a lot of parties.
"Kayla, right? Kayla Thomson?" Drew asked with a charming smile. "You live near me."
"Yes, that's right," I nodded, looking up at the massive guy. Wow, he was tall. "I drive by your parents' mansion all the time."
"Yeah, it's a nice place," he smiled. "Anyway, you looked great out there."
"Thank you," I blushed slightly.
"How's your old man's business doing?" Drew questioned politely. "I heard he just bought an investment company."
"It's going really well, I think," I answered with a giggle. "I don't know much about numbers, but yeah, I know he's doing great."
"That's good, that's good," he nodded. "My parents just bought an apartment complex in LA, so they're celebrating."
"They must be happy," I replied politely.
"Yeah, they're taking a trip to Italy to celebrate," Drew chuckled. "So, ah, I usually throw a big party after each of the games. I know there are a lot of frat parties you could go to, but the cheerleaders usually stop by. I hope you'll be there."
"I'll think about it," I smiled shyly.
"That's all I ask," he inclined his head. "Have a good night, Kayla."
"You, too," I told him.
Despite how close he lived, I had never been to one of his parties. The college parties I had attended back in high school were held at the Delta Sigma Chi fraternity chapter house. It would be nice to go to a party so close to home. I'd be able to get away easily if things got out of hand.
I definitely wasn't interested in Drew, though he made his intentions obvious. I fell in love too easily and just wanted to get used to college. Drew also gave me the impression of someone who thought he was better than everyone else because he had money. Yeah, not for me. Even if he was cute.
Heading home, I immediately greeted Hazel and Daddy. Surprisingly, Lexi wasn't home. She was apparently at a sorority event with Ashley. I also found out that Marcia was attending an event held by the school's honor society. It looked like everyone was finding their place. Other than Hazel, who I was still worried about.
I took a quick shower before warming up dinner. My muscles were still aching, so I returned to my bedroom after eating to go to bed nice and early. Stripping down to my panties, I washed my face in my attached bathroom. I had to admit I was glad that Hazel didn't take me up on my offer to switch rooms; I loved having my own private bathroom.
Returning to my room, I smiled at the large portrait drawn for me by famous New York artist, Adrian Marino. Picking up my phone, I sent him a quick text. I also texted with Ian and Stephanie, who were in Massachusetts. I was proud of Ian for getting into MIT, but I did miss them both. Adrian flirted with me a bit before bed.
Remembering the wild sex with Adrian, I couldn't help but miss the feeling of being in love. And in lust. Snuggling with a sexy man sounded great, but I was single. I was also too tired to masturbate, so I just fell asleep. I didn't have a boyfriend, but I had Daddy and my Slut-sisters. I wasn't alone.
~Hazel Collins~
Tuesday August 19, 2025
Laying in bed, I aimed my remote at the television as I searched for something to keep my attention. Nothing looked good, and I was pissed. Not grumpy, not emotional; pissed. Kayla had cheerleading, Ashley and Lexi were looking into a sorority, and even Marcia was joining something. Some stupid honor society.
I loved my Slut-sisters and I knew I was being a bitch, but I didn't care. Everyone was going to college and living their lives, while I got to be the pregnant teen. Reaching down, I lightly caressed my barely-visible baby bump. Four months pregnant and I was showing, the weight gain obvious on my slim frame. At least I was tall. That helped a bit.
It was my own fault. I always had a bit of an attitude, but I was responsible. I woke up my brothers for school, I made them breakfast, I made sure they did their homework. Yet, I was also the fucking moron who occasionally forgot to take her birth control pill.
That trip to Bermuda. I loved being young and hot, and I wanted to release my inner slut around people who I'd never see again. I was very wrong when I figured what happened there would never impact my life in California. So. Fucking. Stupid. My dad was right to call me a whore and slap me before tossing my ass out.
Having sex with Steven was normal; Ashley, Lexi, and Marcia fucked him in Bermuda, too. It was those hot guys staying in the house next to ours. Ken and Ryan kept flirting with me. I felt hot and desirable. That didn't mean I had to let them double-team me. Of course, then John came in and asked for a turn. He asked for a fucking turn. What did I do? I spread my legs and let him cum in my pussy.
The look on my parents' face when I admitted I didn't know who the father was. I'm surprised I made it out of the house alive. Nowhere to go, I almost ended up doing porn to survive. Forced to swallow my pride, I called Steven for help. Of course he dropped everything and got me safe to the mansion. I didn't deserve him.
I absentmindedly played with the promise ring on my finger, Steven's promise to always care about me and our baby. He didn't care if he was the biological father or not, he was going to help raise our daughter. Steven's name was going on the birth certificate and no one outside the family would ever know. Only Steven and my Slut-sisters would know he might not be the biological father.
The ring had convinced me that we were all family. Then the graduation necklace, the locket with the pictures of all my Slut-sisters. Lexi, Kayla, Marcia, Ashley, Nicole. And me. Six of us. I had a family. I wasn't an imposition. That was something I had to tell myself every day. Several times a day.
I missed my brothers, but my grandmother tried to keep me informed. My parents had really gone off the deep end. Our family pastor had chastised them for throwing a pregnant teenager out on the street, counseling compassion instead of punishment. They responded by finding a new church that agreed with them; that I was a whore who had shamed the family. My parents did everything in their power to make sure my brothers couldn't contact me.
Steven had once again urged me to get out of the house and find something to do, but I wasn't ready. I loved my daughter, but I didn't want anyone to see me with a baby bump. I just stayed at the mansion and cleaned or watched television. The Sluts made sure to text me throughout the day, and I was thankful they were trying to keep me part of their lives.
I put on a show for background noise and spent a few minutes brushing my long brown hair. My skilled fingers put my hair into a braid that fell almost to my butt. I loved my long hair. Brown hair, tan skin, tall. I was hot. Was hot. Being pregnant killed that, and I was terrified that I would have stretch marks.
Consumed by paranoia, I pushed the blanket off my body and pulled off my shirt. Grabbing the cream off my bedside table, I slowly rubbed it into my stomach in an attempt to prevent stretch marks. My stomach was still smooth, even if slightly swollen. I noticed my small boobs were definitely bigger than they used to be, but not by much.
Glancing at the clock, I realized it was only 10:00PM. I couldn't find anything on television, I was bored and wide-awake. I also felt ugly and undesirable. Memories of past experiences were making me horny, but I didn't want to play with myself. I wanted more. That reminded me of Steven's promise. He would always be there for me. Well, he could do that by fucking the horny pregnant chick.
I got out of bed and went through my things. Smiling slightly, I held up the lace baby doll v-neck chemise. It was see-thru and looked great on me. I remembered the time we all wore lingerie for Steven. That was great. I had matching panties as well, but why did I need to wear panties?
Relief coursed through me when the chemise still fit just fine. I grabbed a pair of fuzzy handcuffs and left my bedroom. Crossing the hall, I approached the door to the master bedroom. I could hear the sounds of sex through the door, so I didn't bother knocking.
Steven was laying flat on his back on the massive four-poster bed. Lexi was riding him in cowgirl, her naked ass bouncing up and down as her hands rested on his chest. The redhead was as wild as ever, tossing her auburn hair as she panted and moaned. I noticed the familiar swirling pattern of freckles down her bare back as she lifted her body, revealing the bottom of Steven's hard dick.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi growled as Steven squeezed her boobs.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous!" Steven hissed back.
"Room for one more?" I called out.
"Sure, come play!" Lexi declared, turning to face me. "Love the outfit."


"You're beautiful," Steven whispered, looking over at me.
"I'm fat," I mumbled sadly.
"No, you're not," he insisted, sliding his hands down to hold Lexi's hips as she started grinding in his lap. "Come over here and I'll show you how hot you make me."
Shutting the door behind me, I walked over to the bed and tossed my handcuffs on the bedside table. Climbing up on the bed, I got between Steven's legs so I could lick his balls while Lexi rode him. She spun around so I could tongue her clit as she rode Steven. Lexi came hard as I sucked on her clit while Steven's cock stretched her little pussy.
Lexi pulled off of Steven's dick and I didn't hesitate to put him in my mouth and start sucking. I loved giving head, and Steven's big cock felt amazing as it throbbed in my throat. Flicking my eyes up, I smirked when I noticed Lexi getting into position so she could ride Steven's face. I happily cleaned all of Lexi's love juice off Steven's shaft while he ate out the redhead.
Steven loved fucking me doggystyle while tugging on my long braid. I loved it, too. I kept the lingerie on as Steven did me from behind, pulling my hair and spanking my ass. My moans and screams were muffled by Lexi's pussy as the redhead held my face in her wet box.
After Steven came in my pussy, Lexi rolled me onto my back so she could suck out the creampie. Steven watched us make love as he recharged, commenting on how amazing we both were. When Lexi sensed he was ready, we girls got on our knees and gave him a double-blowjob to get him hard.
I ended up on my back with my hands cuffed to the headboard. Still in my white chemise, I felt incredibly sexy as Steven looked down at me with lust. His face contorted with effort as he held my thighs and roughly pounded my cunt. My legs were in the air, my feet over his shoulders as he took me.
Steven made me cum three times before he reached his limit. Pulling out of me, he shoved his cock in Lexi's mouth so she could take his load. The redhead moaned happily as Steven started blasting thick cum in her throat. Lexi made sure to save enough to snowball back to me.
The three of us took a shower to clean up before returning to bed naked. Steven had an arm around each girl, holding us both close. I was again reminded that I was family, that we were all family. I didn't know what the future held, but I knew that I had made the right decision in keeping the baby. We were both loved.
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~Saturday September 06, 2025~
Noah shifted in his sleep when he felt the blanket being pulled off his body. A warm, petite frame was moving beside him, soft lips kissing down his chest as fingers wrapped around his morning wood. The hand started stroking him as the lips reached his stomach before moving to kiss his tip.
A hot, wet mouth surrounded his glans and started sliding down his length, making him gasp in his sleep. The dancing tongue bathed his shaft in saliva as more and more of him disappeared into the sucking mouth. Light coughing was ultimately what woke Noah, the determined fellatrix having reached the limit of how much cock she could get down her throat.
Slowly opening his eyes, Noah lifted his head and looked down, blinking until the naked form of Hannah McAllister came into focus. The petite brunette was kneeling perpendicular to Noah, her head over his crotch. Brown hair partially-obscured her face as Noah's eyes devoured her body, from her dangling tits to her tight ass.
Memories from the previous night returned to Noah, from kissing Jane to returning to his old habits and hooking up. He felt guilty, like he was using Hannah for sex. Noah tried to remind himself that Hannah had flirted with him, had initiated sex, and he hadn't made her any promises. He hadn't deceived her. When that didn't help alleviate his feelings, Noah decided to embrace the fact that a hot twenty-year-old woman was sucking his dick.
Reaching out, Noah started playing with a hanging tit as his other hand squeezed a handful of her sexy bottom before giving it a light smack. Hannah moaned loudly as she struggled to keep sucking while Noah slid two fingers inside her. The sexy receptionist gagged and gurgled around Noah's dick, eventually gasping out an orgasm as her vaginal muscles squeezed his fingers.
Noah relaxed, resting one hand on her head so he could play with her boobs with the other. Hannah kept sucking for several minutes, her cheeks caving in as she moaned and drooled. Letting out a grunt, Noah bucked his hips and filled Hannah's warm mouth with his salty seed. She coughed slightly, breathing through her nose as she swallowed every drop.
"Mm, morning," Hannah smiled up at him, her hand gripping his shaft as her lips glistened with the remnants of his load.
"Good morning," Noah sighed breathlessly, his thumb caressing her scalp.
Hannah released Noah's dick and stretched before sliding along the bed and grabbing her phone. Sitting cross-legged near Noah, the pretty brunette scrolled on her phone. She seemingly didn't care in the slightest about her nudity, and Noah couldn't help but glance down at her pretty little pussy.
"How'd you sleep?" she questioned while typing on her phone.
"Not nearly as well as I woke up," he chuckled lightly.
Hannah grinned down at her phone. "I've heard it can be quite satisfying for a guy to blow a morning load."
"Any load, really," Noah smirked, sitting up in bed and grabbing his phone. "Hope you're not hungover?"
"Nah, I didn't drink that much," Hannah shook her head. "I had to have people get drinks for me, so I couldn't go too crazy."
"Right, you're only twenty," he nodded, smiling at fond memories. "You can function on a hangover and twenty minutes sleep. I did."
"You're not that much older than me," Hannah giggled, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. "Although, Priya thinks I'm too young for you. And you'll kick me out of bed as soon as you're done with me."
"Ah, Priya," Noah sighed, scrolling through his texts. "Thankfully, she didn't text me. So, no psychotic rants."
"That'll come when we head down to breakfast," she pointed out. "Then I'll remind her that I'm a big girl. It's my body, it's my choice who I roll around naked with."
Noah looked at her in bemusement. "You seem happy."
"Why wouldn't I be?" Hannah shrugged. "Had a romantic night with a hot guy and got my world rocked in his bed."
"That's quite the compliment," Noah laughed proudly.
There was a small pause as some awkwardness started to form.
"So," Hannah began casually as she set her phone down on the bed, "I wanted to check in. About, you know, last night?"
"Okay," his stomach clenched, but he kept his tone light.
"Don't worry, I'm not asking for you to declare your undying love or anything," she said quickly. "I mean, I get it; sometimes sex is just sex." Hannah fidgeted with her hands as she seemed to struggle with what to say. "My high school had a two-week senior trip, and I went really wild. Really, really wild. I spent a couple nights with one guy. His friend in the next bed got quite a view. Especially when I was bouncing in the guy's lap."
Noah shifted slightly, feeling himself starting to harden as he admired the nude woman while imagining her having sex. "That, ah, that sounds like a wild couple of days."
"Oh, you have no idea," Hannah purred, her eyes locked on his rapidly-swelling manhood. "We were all eighteen, full of lust and endless stamina. I made him cum three times the first night. In my mouth, in my pussy, and all over my back. Woke him up with a blowjob before riding him until we were both dripping in sweat and too weak to move."
"What happened next?" Noah asked, sitting cross-legged with his hard dick sticking straight in the air.
"We showered and spent the day touring the country," Hannah answered, running her fingers along her chest, her pink nipples hard. "I got a couple of cravings, so I took him somewhere private to suck his dick. Behind some bushes, in a back alley. He even fingered me in the back of a bus. I was his little cum slut."
"Y-you were?" he breathed, his expression heavy with lust.
"Mmhmm," she bit her lower lip as she nodded, her face flushed. "That night, I was riding my guy while his friend was in the next bed. I could tell he was trying to discreetly jack off under the covers. I felt bad for the guy, so I invited him to join us."
"Lucky bastard," Noah whispered.
"I was the lucky one!" Hannah giggled, her hand cupping her bare breast. "It was my first time getting spit-roasted. Mm, sucking dick while getting fucked from behind made me cum so hard. The guys were so turned-on. They just had to keep their dicks wet. If one guy was fucking my face, the other was doing me up the ass."
"Fuck," he hissed, resisting the urge to stroke himself.
"I became their little cum slut. They just tossed me around and used my tiny body for their pleasure," she purred, tugging on her nipple. "I wanted their cum. No! I needed their cum. They came a few times, but for the finale, they wanted to cum on my face. I got on my knees so they could shove their dicks in my face. I sucked and sucked and sucked. Until they both hosed me down with hot cum. It was like a porno, but I was the star. I was- ah!"
Noah's lust had reached a boiling point, causing him to lunge for Hannah and press his lips to hers. She moaned into his mouth as he put her on her back and got on top. Spreading her legs, Hannah made it easy for Noah to find her pink center. He groaned loudly as he buried himself in her tightness, feeling how soaking wet she was for him.
"Ah! Oh God, fuck! Ah! Ah!" Hannah chanted, her arms wrapped around him as his ass bounced in the air between her spread legs. "Ah! Ah! Ah!"
Driven purely by his passion, Noah's lovemaking lacked any elegance or rhythm. He was roughly humping Hannah, his large body smothering her petite frame as he grunted in her ear. Her nails dug into his scalp, her breasts pressed against his chest, and her legs wrapped around him tightly. All while her tight pussy molded around his shaft, caressing him as her pleasure spiked.
"Cum... Slut..." he grunted in her ear as the dirty images filled his mind. "You like being a cum slut?"
"Mm, I love it, baby!" Hannah declared passionately. "I love sucking and swallowing! I love the way hot cum feels in my face and in my mouth! Oh God, keep fucking me! Yes! Ah! Fuck, I love your big dick!"
Noah lifted his body and grabbed Hannah's tits in both hands while continuing to fuck her. "Are you my cum slut?!"
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" she arched her back, her pussy clamping down on him. "Use my body, take me! Fuck me and cum! Cum all over me!"
"I wanna cum on your face," he groaned, his balls slapping her ass each time he slammed himself inside her body.
"Do it!" Hannah hissed. "Cum on my slutty face!"
Noah gave Hannah's pussy another dozen thrusts before pulling out and straddling her chest. The sexy receptionist eagerly opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, cooing happily as Noah stroked his cock and aimed it at her face. The first rope went in her mouth and up the side of her nose, making her jump slightly. Another shot splattered across her cheek, over her eyebrow, and arced across her forehead. Noah took control and managed to shoot the rest straight into her mouth.
Breathing heavily, Noah held the base of his dick as he looked down at the pretty brunette, her face absolutely covered with semen. Hannah giggled up at him before lifting her head and seductively sucking on his tip. The sensations eventually became too intense, forcing Noah to back away.
"Wow," Noah gasped, sitting on the bed.
Hannah smirked and sat up, lifting her hand in a peace sign. "How do I look?"
"A bit like a glazed doughnut," he commented honestly.
"Whatever," she stuck out her tongue before using her fingers to scoop up some of the semen and pop it into her mouth. "Mm, yummy."
"You're great," Noah grinned widely. "Sorry for jumping you there."
"Are you kidding? Please do it again!" Hannah giggled, continued cleaning her fingers with her face. "I love when a big, strong guy just fucking takes me."
"Good to know," he replied. "Still, we were mid-conversation."
"We were," she confirmed. "I believe about what last night and this morning means."
"Smart to continue the chat while your face is covered in my cum," Noah said nervously.
"Your fault, not mine," Hannah shrugged, lowering her hands and looking at him seriously. "I just... sometimes people treat this stuff like it never happened. I don't like that."
Noah nodded slowly. "Yeah, that's fair."
Hannah watched his face, clearly trying to read him. It was strange, considering there was still some cum stuck to her eyebrow. "I like you, Noah. I've liked you for a long time. I know your reputation, and I know what Priya has said, but..."
"But?" he probed gently.
"We had great sex and I don't regret it," she answered slowly. "If we're just friends after this, fine, I get it. A girl has to shoot her shot though, so I wanted to at least ask."
"I don't want to disappear," Noah replied sincerely.
Hannah visibly relaxed. "Okay. That's good."
"I'm trying to be better about, you know," he ran a hand through his hair, "not treating people like disposable experiences."
"That's nice to hear," she nodded. "S-so, are we just friends going forward? Or...?"
Noah took a few seconds to answer, looking at her face and not even fazed by her nudity. This was what he wanted. Someone kind, steady. Someone who liked him. He didn't really feel a spark, but Hannah was attractive, she had an energy to her that he liked. Maybe it could work. And maybe Priya wouldn't cut his cock off if he took Hannah on a date.
"Maybe we can see where this goes," Noah suggested. "You know, go on an actual date? Dinner, a movie? Uh, something out in public, with clothes on."
"I'd love that!" she brightened immediately.
He smiled back, hoping his feelings would catch up to his words. "Yeah. Me, too. I, ah, I think Theo and Sienna are doing something today. Maybe we could tag along?"
"Oooh, that sounds perfect!" Hannah gushed. "And you're going to the shower tomorrow, right? We can go together!"
"That works," Noah nodded.
Hannah leaned forward and kissed his cheek. "No pressure. We'll just try and see if this works."
Noah gave her a small smile as she turned and slipped off the bed, humming quietly as she made her way to the bathroom. His eyes briefly dropped to her perfect peach of an ass, and desire to fuck her butt consumed him. Yet, there were no fireworks. Only lust. He told himself fireworks were overrated; he never felt them anyway. Maybe he just needed something to hold onto. The spark would come later.
Sighing heavily, Noah joined Hannah in the shower for some grab-ass and another blowjob. He then dressed in casual clothes while Hannah put on a robe. The two of them went to her hotel room so she could get clean clothes, dressing in a t-shirt and a pair of light gray shorts.
The large hotel restaurant slowly filled, more like the tide coming in than the arrival of a massive crowd. Warm sunlight spilled through the windows, glinting off polished tables. The air smelled of strong coffee and delicious breakfast food. A large breakfast buffet was provided against a back table, well stocked with common choices.
Glancing around, Noah spotted Steven sitting at a large table with Megan. It was the first time Noah had seen Megan when she wasn't all made up; she was wearing casual clothes, her long raven hair in a thick ponytail. The two of them were sipping coffees, their plates piled high.
"Good morning," Steven smiled when Noah and Hannah approached the table with food and drinks.
"Good morning, Noah," Megan inclined her head. "Hannah."
"Morning," Noah replied, placing his food on the table and pulling out a chair for Hannah.
"M-morning, ma'am," Hannah squeaked nervously."
"No need to be so formal," the CEO smiled. "Please, join us."
"Thank you," Hannah nodded quickly, taking her seat.
Sienna and Theo were the next to appear, holding hands as they approached the food table. Theo looked stunned, as if he was unable to comprehend that the previous night actually happened. Sienna was grinning widely, clearly comfortable and confident. The redhead took the lead, guiding Theo along the table to get food and drinks.
Jane came in alone, dressed simply with her hair pulled back. Her gaze lingered on Megan before she went to make her breakfast and join the Gang at their table. Leslie and Conner sat at the end of the table, closest to the bathroom. Conner pulled out Leslie's chair and helped her get settled in. Leslie smiled at her husband, tired but happy.
The four male members of The Gang of Eight had their method of silent communication for when they wanted to discuss something without the ladies knowing. Noah was convinced that Theo and Sienna had gone all the way, but Theo quickly confirmed that wasn't the case. Steven got several looks as he tried to avoid their gaze, not wanting to confirm he had slept with the big boss.
"How's Camilla?" Sienna asked after they all noticed Logan enter the restaurant.
"Alright," Jane shrugged. "She invited the rideshare driver inside to spend the night."
"That is one hell of a tip," Noah chuckled. Theo laughed as well, stopping only when noticing the look Sienna gave him.
Other employees drifted in and out while the group ate and talked. They heard fragments of conversation, the occasional laughter, and the clinking of utensils. Priya eventually walked in, waving to Hannah while ignoring Noah. She sat at a nearby table with Angela Kim, Vanessa Lake, and Sophie Tran.
Over the course of breakfast, Leslie excused herself twice, each time returning with a small smile and a comment about pregnancy having few dignities. Megan shared a couple of her own experiences from when she was carrying Carter. It was a nice bonding moment for the two women.
Noah made sure to shower Hannah with attention, joking and asking questions. It wasn't flirting, really. It felt more like Noah was trying to prove something to himself. Hannah touched his arm and he didn't pull away, though he didn't really lean in either.
People slowly started leaving, and soon Theo and Noah were alone at their table with Sienna and Hannah. The four of them stood and started heading toward the door. That was when Priya made her move; leaving her own table and intercepting the group. Her hands on her hips, she stared down Noah.
"What do you have to say for yourself?" Priya asked, looking like she was resisting the urge to slap Noah.
"She came onto me, I swear!" Noah raised his hands defensively. "It's not my fault I'm pretty."
"Pretty dumb," Sienna snorted, making Theo chuckle.
"You!" Priya growled dangerously, ignoring the others.
"It's true, I initiated everything," Hannah insisted. "And I'll remind you that we're both consenting adults."
"He's just gonna ditch you," Priya sighed, looking at Hannah. "I don't want him to hurt you. Or anyone."
"I'm not like that anymore!" Noah insisted, wincing at the incredulous look Priya gave him. "I'm not! We're gonna try going on dates and see what happens."
"I'm sure you say that to every girl you bone," Priya scoffed.
"Well, yeah," Noah admitted. "But, but! I mean it this time! I'm sorry, I know you're upset I might be off the market."
"I'd let that superhero with the retractable bone claws near my lady bits before you," Priya stated flatly.
"That's a little harsh, don't you think?" Noah pouted while Theo and Sienna laughed.
"I'd also call you a cunt, but you lack depth and warmth," Priya retorted.
"You stole that from the internet," Noah crossed his arms.
"Yeah, so?" Priya frowned.
"So, it's not true!" Noah argued. "Look! Theo and Sienna are going out this afternoon. We're gonna go with them on a double date."
"You are?" Theo frowned, grunting when Sienna elbowed him. "Oh, right. Yes, they're coming with us."
"Why do you care so much about my sex life, Priya?" Noah challenged. "I really do get the sense you might be jealous."
"My last friend quit when you broke her heart," Priya reminded him. "I don't want that to happen again."
"It won't," Hannah said firmly. "If things don't work out, we'll be friends. He didn't just hump me and dump me. He's right here."
"Just be careful, okay?" Priya sighed.
"I won't do anything you wouldn't do," Hannah promised.
"Don't you dare say anything," Sienna glared at her boyfriend before turning her gaze to Noah. "Either of you."
After Priya left, the four of them agreed to meet up later that afternoon. Sienna wanted to go home and see her parents, while Theo and Noah were also gonna head back to their place and relax. Hugs were exchanged before they went their separate ways. Behind them, the Winslow Hotel filled with new guests who had no idea what had happened the previous night.
Cornelia Street was silent as Megan's red sports car pulled up to the old garage door. She quickly hit the remote switch, raising the door and allowing her to park her car. Steven left his stuff in the car, but did grab Megan's overnight bag and garment bag as he followed the heiress further into the beautiful home.


"Mommy!" Carter squealed, jumping up from the living room floor and rushing to embrace Megan.
"Hey, big guy!" Megan sighed happily, wrapping her arms around her son and kissing the top of his head.
"Nell," Steven waved to the beautiful blonde sitting on the couch.
"Steven," Nell inclined her head.
While Megan blew raspberries on Carter's face, Steven took in the living room. Nell was sitting cross-legged on the couch with a book open in her lap. Dinosaur figures were scattered chaotically on the floor all around them. Several plastic building blocks were mixed in with the dinosaurs. There were also plenty of pillows and blankets, making Steven think they had spent the night in the living room. Steven also couldn't help but be aware of how it must look to Carter; him arriving with Megan.
"Hi, Steven!" Carter said, rushing over to give him a high-five.
"Good to see you, Carter," Steven smiled, returning the high-five.
"How was the party?" Carter questioned, looking between Steven and his mother.
"It does look like someone had a great night," Nell teased. "Someone's got a VERY interesting glow about her."
"Nell!" Megan hissed angrily.
"It was fun," Steven interjected. "Everyone is very happy that our new boss is giving out more vacation days."
"Yeah, vacation!" Carter cheered happily.
"You don't get the days off that Steven does, you still have to go to school," Megan laughed.
"Lame!" Carter sighed.
"Hey, we're all going to Fiji in a few weeks!" Nell reminded him.
"Will we do stuff together? The four of us?" Carter looked at his mother hopefully.
"Of course we will," Megan smiled, her hand on her son's shoulder. She then looked at Nell. "How was he?"
"He slept like a rock," Nell stated. "Out all night."
"No, I woke up when I heard Aunt Nell fart!" Carter grinned.
"Excuse me?" Nell gasped in mock-outrage. "You were the one stinking up the fort last night!"
"That was your feet, Aunt Nell," Carter giggled proudly.
"I smell like sunshine and roses," Nell declared, blowing a raspberry at Carter.
"Thank you for staying over," Megan interrupted the rude faces Carter and Nell were making at each other. "I owe you."
"No, you don't," Nell replied easily. "I love this little man. Usually."
Steven quietly watched the exchange, a small smile on his face. They got along well. He was glad that Nell and Megan were sharing everything with each other again. As nice as the scene was, he felt conflicted as he considered the complications. Him, Steven Martucci, dating an heiress. He still had trouble believing it was all real.
"Do you want me to make some coffees?" Steven offered.
"I already made some," Nell replied, nodding toward the kitchen. "Still hot."
Megan smiled. "You're a lifesaver."
"I'm a bean trader," Penelope said, standing up.
Penelope and Megan headed for the kitchen; their voices low as they held a whispered conversation. Steven set down Megan's bags as Carter plopped himself down on the floor and started sorting his dinosaurs by size. With a smile, Steven sat across from Carter and picked up a triceratops.
"You wanna build something?" Steven offered, picking up a plastic building piece.
"A zoo," Carter nodded. "But a good one."
"Naturally," Steven agreed. "A dinosaur zoo would be amazing. Although, there's a few movies that make it seem like a bad idea."
"The dinosaurs would get out and scare people," Carter commented.
"Yeah, that's exactly what would happen," Steven nodded, remembering the first movie where the IT guy sold out the company for a fortune. "And you'd need a really, really big bird cage for the pterodactyls."
"You and Nell love birds," Carter observed while gathering up the building pieces.
"We do," Steven chuckled. "I hope we see some colorful ones in Fiji."
"Me, too!" Carter grinned.
They worked quietly for several minutes to build their dinosaur zoo. Steven handed pieces over to help build enclosures while Carter corrected him when he got things wrong. The bundle of nerves in Steven's stomach disappeared as he enjoyed the simple activity, enjoyed being present in a simple moment.
Megan soon returned with two cups of coffee. "Thirsty?"
"Yes, please," Steven said, accepting the cup.
"We were just talking about Fiji," Nell added, her coffee in a travel mug. "A whole week of relaxation. Oh, and a wedding thing."
"Terrifying," Megan sighed, a small smile on her face. "I haven't talked to Preston in years."
"Is he nice?" Carter asked.
"Yeah, he's nice," Megan said after considering the question. "Don't worry, everyone will be nice there. We'll all have fun."
The wedding brought Steven's nerves right back. A week away from the office, from boundaries, from the unspoken feelings. He wondered what it would feel like to be included. Steven had gone to a couple of events with Megan, but he always felt like he was hovering at the edges of Megan's life. He would be part of it, yet still out of place. He wasn't rich, he didn't grow up with a butler, a driver, a chef, and a nanny.
Carter held up a stegosaurus. "This one guards the babies."
"That's a very important job," Steven nodded.
"Okay, I'm gonna head out," Nell announced, taking a sip of her coffee. "I've got errands and-" Penelope paused, glancing between Steven and Megan. "Things."
"You just wanna get away from me," Steven smirked, getting to his feet.
"I know how much Carter farts, so I imagine older guy farts are even worse," Nell teased, hugging Steven and kissing his cheek.
"Oh, you have no idea," Steven replied while Carter laughed.
Penelope left, and it was just the three of them. Megan sat down with Steven and Carter so they could finish creating Carter's dinosaur zoo. When finished, they sat on the couch, Carter in the middle and the dinosaurs abandoned on the floor. Carter picked out a movie and they settled in to watch it together.
Megan glanced over at Steven a few times, her expression soft. At one point, he thought she wanted to say something, but instead she grabbed a blanket and draped it over the three of them. The moment was amazing, and Steven started imagining what it would be like in the future, watching a movie on the couch with his family; his wife and children. Would those people be Megan and Carter?
After the movie, Steven had to head home. He said goodbye to Carter before walking down to the garage with Megan. Steven got his bags out of his car, turning down her offer for a ride home. He didn't want her to have to get Carter ready just for him. Instead they stood by the open door to say goodbye.
"You were invited to the shower, right?" Steven asked.
"Yeah, I'll make an appearance," Megan confirmed with a nod. "I'm glad Sphinx is such a close-knit group."
"Me, too," Steven smiled.
"Thank you," she said quietly.
"For what?" he frowned.
"For last night," Megan smiled. "And for today. For the gift. I told Nell in the kitchen. She said it was the sweetest thing ever."
"I'm glad she liked the idea," Steven grinned.
Steven wanted to say more. He wanted to discuss his feelings, ask Megan to be his girlfriend then and there. He didn't. It wasn't time. They had agreed to talk about it in Fiji, and Steven would honor that. He still had his concerns over Megan's status, but he had already decided that wasn't going to get in the way.
Megan reached out and cupped his face, leaning in to softly kiss him. It was a gentle, loving kiss; their tongues lightly dancing as they stood a few inches apart. Steven sighed sadly when it ended, returning the hug that Megan gave him. He then left to get on the subway back to his apartment, wishing he could have spent another night with Megan Bauer. To him, she was just Megan. He didn't care about her status, he cared about her as a person.
In another part of Manhattan, four young people were being shown to their table at a casual restaurant. Sienna slid into the booth beside Theo, their shoulders touching with a comfortable familiarity. Noah noticed because Hannah was careful to leave some space between them on their side, as if she wasn't sure if she were allowed to be that intimate in public with him.
"So," Sienna began brightly while opening her menu, "we all agree this is a date and not a work dinner?"
Theo nodded. "Agreed."
"Yes, definitely!" Hannah laughed softly.
"Work or social, I'm never calling Theo 'sir,'" Noah said before taking a sip of water.
"Mm, I might do that," Sienna purred, bumping Theo's shoulder playfully.
Noah smiled in relief that the conversation seemed to be flowing naturally. Being nervous on a date was new to Noah, but so was being on a date after already sleeping with the woman. He took a sip of his water before returning to his menu, determined to settle into the role of boyfriend. Well, potential boyfriend.
They ordered drinks and a couple of appetizers to snack on while discussing the party and Megan's speech. Their entrees arrived not long after, and Noah noticed how casually Sienna stole one of Theo's fries, smiling cutely as she took a bite out of the potato. It was such a simple act, but it showed they were a couple.
"You okay?" Hannah whispered.
"Yeah," Noah quickly replied. "Just tired. Long week."
"And a long night," Hannah waggled her eyebrows as she squeezed his thigh.
"Awesome night," Noah grinned. "And morning."
"We can hear you, you know?" Theo spoke up, making everyone laugh.
The discussion flowed through more safe topics: the extra vacation days, the upcoming holiday party, and the baby shower. Noah joked about Camilla's exit, earning him eye rolls from the girls. Theo blushed when his dancing came up, causing Sienna to wrap an arm around him and kiss his cheek affectionately. Noah was once again reminded of what a real connection was supposed to look like.
Theo and Noah split the bill, earning them kisses of gratitude from their dates. It was a cool evening in Manhattan, with a nice breeze and a moderate sun. The four of them decided to take a stroll through the concrete jungle so they could talk and relax. At one point, the women were window shopping, letting Noah and Theo talk privately.
"Hannah's nice," Theo commented, gesturing at the two ladies.
"Yeah, I guess," Noah shrugged. "Think she's too young for me to date?"
"She's not much younger than Sienna," Theo shrugged. "You've slept with girls who were barely legal before. When did I walk into the kitchen for water at 2:00AM and saw the naked eighteen-year-old looking through the fridge? Two weeks ago?"
"Yeah, that was sex," Noah replied, shaking his head. "Really great sex. Seriously, that girl gave great head. Fuck, forget about her. What do you and Sienna talk about?"
"Uh, the usual stuff?" Theo frowned in confusion. "I don't really track our conversations. Work. Things we wanna do, stuff going on in our lives. We like a lot of the same things, make each other laugh. And she laughs with me, not at me."
"I'm happy for you, buddy," Noah smiled. "I guess I usually just compliment the girl until I get her naked. Then, ah, that's it?"
"Learn from my mistakes," Theo advised. "Stop treating her like someone you just want to stick your dick in. Treat her like a friend. If she were a new friend, talk about things like that. She'll probably love hearing some football stories. Uh, about touchdowns, not about sleeping with five of the cheerleaders."
"That was one night," Noah smirked. "And I am impressed with how much you've grown up."
"Thanks," Theo smiled, glancing over at Sienna affectionately. "I thought I wanted what you had. Wild sex with a different partner every week, able to pick-up any girl I set my eyes on. I tried to be happy with the handful of girls willing to go with me because their friends went with you."
"Don't want that now?" Noah questioned.
Theo shook his head as strangers mingled around them. "No way. What I have with Sienna is incredible. I feel comfortable. Every time I see her is like the first time; she's so beautiful. I'd take a relaxing night with her over somehow managing to sleep with five cheerleaders in one night. Isn't it empty? The nameless women?"
"YES!" Noah hissed, glancing toward the women to make sure they didn't hear. "Damn it, yes! It is empty. Happy? But it's a lot better than nothing. It's better than being alone, it's better than watching porn and jacking off. Some of us don't get a happily ever after so easy, okay? For all I know, I already met my Sienna, but I kicked her ass out of bed after I got off!"
"Easy?" Theo raised an eyebrow. "Do you have any idea how many girls have called me a loser and told me to get lost? That shit hurts. A lot. It wasn't easy being your wing man; I definitely made you look even better by comparison. Also, happily ever after? Sienna and I just started dating. I'm terrified every day I'll do something to ruin everything."
"You won't," Noah insisted. "She's crazy about you."
"And Hannah seems to be into you," Theo said. "Maybe it'll go somewhere, maybe it won't. Either way, this should be good practice creating a real relationship."
"Fuck, you being the mature one is really freaking me out," Noah let out a nervous laugh.
Hannah and Sienna turned away from the retail window and returned to the guys. Sienna wrapped her arms around Theo's neck and pecked his lips. "There's my handsome man."
"Mine's not so bad," Hannah giggled, standing on her toes to kiss Noah.
"Ouch. I guess I'll keep any compliments to myself," Noah smirked, placing a hand at her lower back. Her words made him nervous, but he did his best to ignore the anxiety.
"You two are cute together," Sienna observed, turning to face them while resting one hand on Theo's stomach.
"Don't pressure him, we're still getting to know each other," Hannah smiled happily.
"Well, we're happy to go on more double-dates," the redhead replied.
"That sounds fun," Noah nodded.
"Mm, I like the sound of that," Hannah said to Noah as the four of them kept walking. "Oh! What's your sign? I want to make sure we're compatible."
"My what?" Noah wondered, frowning.
"Your astrological sign, dummy," Sienna called out from a few feet in front of Noah and Hannah.
"Uh, I have no idea," Noah admitted.
"How do you not know your sign?" Hannah asked, looking at him in shock. "It's important!"
"Yeah, Noah, it's important!" Theo laughed.
"Oh yeah, what's yours?" Noah challenged.
"Scorpio," Theo answered effortlessly. "Same as Sienna, her birthday is only a few weeks after mine."
"Oooh, that's a fun match!" Hannah breathed, pulling out her phone.
The four of them leaned against the wall of a skyscraper while Hannah searched on her phone.
"Are you trying to see if they need to break up or something?" Noah frowned.
"No, they don't need to break up!" Hannah laughed. "So, they are both water signs. Known for loyalty, drive, strong emotions."
"Loyal? I like loyalty," Sienna grinned.
"Hm, you two can be perfect together sexually," Hannah purred. "You have some inner tension that can be tough to deal with, so when you get together, your sex can be intense and amazing."
"I'm gonna rock your world, baby," Sienna waggled her eyebrows at her boyfriend.
"I'm scared," Theo admitted.
"Oh, you two haven't... you know, knocked boots?" Hannah looked up from her phone in surprise.
"We're taking things slow," Sienna blushed slightly.
"Got it," Hannah nodded. "Anyway, you two seem perfect. Just be careful; your fights can also be intense! The key is to not let your passion slip into your arguments. When you disagree, take a breath and relax."
"Then have the hottest make-up sex ever?" Noah grinned.
"Exactly," Hannah nodded.
"So, ah, Noah, your turn?" Theo stammered.
"When's your birthday?" Sienna asked Noah, noticing Theo's anxiety.
"May tenth, shouldn't you know that?" Noah frowned.
"You're a Taurus?!" Hannah exclaimed happily. "Oh, that's perfect! I'm a Capricorn; we're both earth signs!"
"Okay..." Noah trailed off.
"We're considered highly compatible," Hannah gushed, bouncing on her feet in her excitement. "We're strong and stable, we support each other, we're both stubborn. Rigid when it comes to sex, interesting."
"What does that mean?" Theo frowned.
"I think it means that they know what they like and stick with it," Sienna frowned.
"Exactly!" Hannah nodded eagerly. "That can be a problem, but it can also work out great if our likes match. And they definitely do!"
The group continued walking and talking until the sun started to set. Sienna was heading home, so she and Theo got on the subway toward her place so he could escort her home. Hannah and Noah got on a different line, managing to find a couple of seats in the half-full train car.
Hannah leaned closer to Noah, her shoulder against his. "I had fun today."
"Me, too," Noah replied. He did mean it, but he still didn't feel the spark like she did.
"I hope I didn't scare you with the compatibility talk," Hannah continued. "I know we've only been on one date."
"Nah, we're good," he replied carefully.
"I just wanted to say," Hannah paused to gather her strength, "I'm not looking for anything casual."
Noah slowly nodded. "I know."
"I mean," she continued in a steady voice, "I don't need empty promises. I know we might not work out, and that's okay. But, if you don't think this is going anywhere, I'd rather find out sooner. I don't want to feel like a placeholder or something."
"I don't want that either," Noah looked at her, his heart pounding. He had made his decision to try for a relationship. Passion and love would come with time.
Hannah slipped her hand into his, lacing their fingers. "Good."
He squeezed her hand affectionately, making her smile.
Noah and Hannah arrived at the apartment, heading inside to enjoy a Saturday night. Hannah immediately took her shoes off and made herself comfortable on the couch with Noah. They put on a romantic comedy that Hannah picked out and snuggled on the couch until the apartment door opened.
"Hey, I'm back," Theo announced, closing the door behind him as he looked into the living room. "Hi, Hannah."
"Hi!" Hannah looked over the couch and waved.
"Watching a movie?" Theo asked, walking into the living room.
"Yeah!" Hannah grinned, clearly in a great mood. "Wanna join us?"
"Sure, how about I make some popcorn?" Theo offered.
"That sounds great, I'll help," Noah agreed, getting up from the couch. "I'll bring fresh drinks, too."
Following Theo into the kitchen, Noah pulled a few beers out of the fridge. Theo started the microwave before grabbing a bowl from one of the cabinets. While the microwave heated the popcorn, Noah glanced into the living room before pulling Theo aside for a whispered conversation.
"Everything alright?" Theo asked.
"Astrology?" Noah sighed. "Do people actually believe in that?"
"Some do," Theo shrugged. "I don't, but there's nothing wrong with it."
"I guess, it just, I don't know!" Noah grumbled. "Does it mean we're not compatible? Should she be with someone who does believe in it? I agree, people can believe what they want, but..."
"You don't have to have everything in common," Theo reasoned. "Besides, how can believing in astrology be a deal breaker for you? Remember that girl from the bar last year? One of her boobs was hanging out, otherwise neither of us would have listened to the hour-long explanation about why the earth is flat."
"Well, yeah, but that was just a hookup," Noah pointed out.
"She was convinced all birds are actually drones," Theo stated flatly. "And you still brought her here."
"No, I bent her over the sink in the bathroom," Noah mumbled. "While wearing a condom, I might add. Always be careful when sticking your dick in crazy."
"I think Sienna would dump me if she heard this conversation," Theo sighed, taking the popcorn out of the microwave.


"We were kind of assholes, weren't we?" Noah winced. "I'd pick up chicks while you got turned down. I tried helping you, but I was more interested in keeping my dick wet."
"And I was just looking for sex," Theo added. "We both made mistakes. A lot of them. Sienna was right; it's time to grow up. I have something real, now you can find it, too. Don't be so judgmental, just see if you get along."
"Alright," Noah agreed.
Hannah greeted Noah affectionately, happily accepting the beer and the big bowl of popcorn. The three of them relaxed and watched the rest of the movie. Noah did find Hannah fun to talk to, she was friendly and energetic. Theo was right; he was looking for a reason not to like her. That was stupid.
When the movie was over, Hannah went into Noah's room and immediately started kissing him. Clothes flew off as Hannah proved that the two of them were definitely compatible in the bedroom. Noah was sure that Theo could hear Hannah's screams as she begged the former football star to fuck her ass harder.
In the middle of the night, Theo woke up thirsty. Hannah wasn't screaming any longer, so he figured they had fallen asleep. When he got up to get a drink, he soon realized that Hannah and Noah were quite compatible. She wasn't slightly embarrassed when Theo saw her naked while rummaging through the refrigerator. Hannah was definitely Noah's type.
Theo was quite happy when he returned to bed. Usually Noah's exploits made him jealous. That time? He had seen right between Hannah's legs, seen everything she had to offer. Yet, he wasn't the slightest bit interested. Theo's only thoughts were of Sienna as he fell asleep.
~Sunday September 07, 2025~
Sienna woke up before her alarm, slowly returning to consciousness as she stretched out on her bed. She was cuddling with one of her favorite stuffed animals, its light-pink fur wet with her drool. With a loud yawn, Sienna sat up and stretched, her lower body still warm under the blanket. She was wearing a pair of panties and a t-shirt she had stolen from Theo.
Grabbing her phone from the nightstand, Sienna sent a few morning texts. Jane and Leslie were the only ones who replied, so she figured everyone else was still asleep. Since she was up early, Sienna shut off her alarm and decided to stay in bed and browse social media on her phone.
Laying in bed was so relaxing, and her thoughts started to drift toward the previous day's conversation. Holding her phone in one hand, her other slowly ran along her side as she imagined her sexual compatibility with Theo. Would their sex be as hot as she hoped? They seemed to work well together so far, but would he be able to handle her aggression, her needs? Sienna gasped slightly when her hand cupped her breast as she imagined Theo roughly pounding her from behind.
The sexy redhead tossed the covers off her body so she'd be able to easily play with herself. Her nipples were hard, and she moaned softly as her fingers trailed along them from outside her shirt. She could feel her pussy dampen as her lust grew, but she wanted more than just some mental images.
Some quick browsing helped her find a promising romance story on one of her favorite erotic story sites. As she read the story, she lightly caressed her body to keep herself in the mood. It eventually became apparent that it was actually a lesbian romance story, as the female main character started falling for a woman she had met.
The tags confirmed it was a lesbian story, and Sienna had to admit that a lesbian romance was definitely a romance. Biting her lower lip, she decided to continue with the story. A blush colored her cheeks when she realized she was imagining the two women as herself and Camilla. Sienna even looked around her room, as if afraid someone would catch her.
Letting out a breath, she kept reading. Sienna didn't want to date any woman, but she couldn't help but feel her lust growing as the story heated up. When the sex scenes started, Sienna pulled her t-shirt up, freeing her large breasts. Adjusting herself, she lifted one boob so she could suckle her own nipple while reading about the two women fingering and licking.
Sienna pushed her panties down to her knees so she could get at her pussy. Scrolling through the story with one hand, Sienna started slowly circling her clit as she read about the two women making love. The mental image of two naked female bodies writhing together was getting her going. It wasn't long before she made herself cum on her fingers.
The story was pretty good, and Sienna was still slowly rubbing her pussy when it ended. She was still horny. Holding her phone tightly, she continued playing with herself while trying to deny what she really wanted to do. In the end, she reasoned it would be okay. She loved Theo, her boyfriend. There was nothing wrong with a few innocent fantasies. Her friend wouldn't mind, either. Of course, she would never know.
It didn't take long to set up a fake email with a fake name. She had to use her real name when putting in her credit card information, but that was something only the site would have access to. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she hit subscribed and paid the fee for the first month of access. Theo may have been joking, but he did say this was okay with him.
SeeMe wasn't a site Sienna wasn't familiar with, but it wasn't anything complicated. She focused on the content creator she was subscribed to. There was an option to start a private chat, a way to give tips and request personalized content. Previous live shows were recorded and could be viewed, as well as several other posted videos. There were also a lot of pictures.
The first ones were clothed images, where she was wearing casual clothes or nice dresses. Sienna smiled slightly, remembering being at the mall with Camilla when she bought that dress. Most of the comments were nicer than Sienna expected, with people commenting on how beautiful the sexy Latina was and how they'd love to date her.
Other comments were much more expected, with guys going on about how they wanted to fuck her and cum on her face. There requests for pictures of her feet or her butt hole, and a lot of very creative descriptions of the sex they wanted. Quite a few guys seemed to love the idea of seeing Camilla choking on their dicks.
Sienna's excitement grew as the pictures got more seductive. Pictures of Camilla in lingerie, shots of her cleavage, a couple of her butt in tight jeans. The redhead scrolled by the feet pics, completely uninterested. She didn't judge other people for what they liked, but she couldn't understand the obsession with feet at all. Although, she was starting to really appreciate the male obsession with breasts.
An audible gasp escaped her lips when Sienna first saw Camilla's bare boobs. They were perfect. Sliding two fingers into her twat, Sienna moaned heavily as she scrolled through the images, checking out every inch of Camilla's gorgeous form. The redhead came hard in barely a minute.
Needing more, she found a video Camilla posted of her masturbating. The sexy Latina had passionate moans and the cutest expressions as she pleasured herself. Camilla's dirty talk got Sienna going as well, enabling her to cum twice while imagining herself with a woman. It was her little secret.
Sienna's secret. At least until she told Theo.
The parking lot at the function hall was still mostly empty when Leslie and Conner arrived. Leslie paused at the entrance for a moment, one hand lightly caressing her swollen belly. She smiled softly when she felt the baby kick, as if he were also excited about the shower.
Making their way inside, Leslie saw the space was warm and inviting, with sunlight spilling in through the windows. Her parents had set up the room exactly as Leslie had pictured it, using soft green and warm cream colors. The animal accents that highlighted the safari theme were simple, more mature than the obvious attempts at cuteness. On the round tables, small animal figurines were placed; giraffes, elephants, lions.
"It's perfect," Conner whispered, his hands on his wife's shoulders.
Leslie smiled warmly, reaching up to rest a hand on his. "My mom's been planning it since she found out I was pregnant."
On the far side of the room, Leslie's parents were still working to make everything perfect. Her mother was smoothing out a tablecloth that definitely didn't need smoothing. Her father was moving through the tables, making sure all the chairs were pushed in. It seemed they couldn't accept that the work was already done.
"Leslie!" her mother squealed, rushing to pull the pregnant blonde into a careful hug. "How are you feeling? Hot? Tired? We can open the windows if you want?"
"I'm fine, Mom," Leslie replied gently. "Really. Everything's perfect."
"Green was a good choice," her father nodded.
Conner's parents arrived minutes later, bringing more love and excitement with them. His mother hugged her son and daughter-in-law while gushing about how great the place looked. Conner's father offered to help, but was waved away by Leslie's mother who insisted everything was under control.
Leslie's brother showed up, coffee in one hand and a wrapped present in the other. "I heard this is where the party is?"
"Lucas!" Leslie grinned, hugging her older brother tightly. "Great to see you!"
"You too, baby sis," Lucas grinned as he kissed Leslie's cheek. "I'm impressed with how organized this is."
"You expected chaos?" Leslie snorted, stepping back and brushing her blonde hair behind her ears.
"Your bridal shower," Lucas stated flatly.
"We're not talking about that," Leslie pointed at him.
"Right," Lucas laughed before hugging Conner. "You ready for this?"
"For the shower? Sure. For fatherhood? Getting there," Conner chuckled.
"At least you're honest," Lucas smiled, clapping his brother-in-law on the shoulder. "You'll be fine."
The function hall came alive as more people arrived, feeling full of love and laughter by the time the Jack-and-Jill shower officially began. Leslie sat with Conner, a massive mountain of wrapped gifts on the table beside them. Friends and family easily mingled with Sphinx coworkers, and Leslie teared up when she realized how many people cared for the tiny life growing inside her.
Jane wandered over while holding a mimosa she tried to claim was mostly orange juice. Sienna and Camilla quickly followed, starting an animated argument over which animal centerpiece was cuter. Camilla loved the giraffe, but Sienna insisted the elephant was emotionally supportive.
Steven, Theo, and Noah were chatting with Leslie's brother, all while Hannah stayed plastered to Noah's side. Camilla looked over at the guys and immediately commented on how cute Lucas was. She pouted sadly when Leslie reminded the Latina that Lucas was gay. Jane and Sienna teased Camilla about missing out on another hot guy.
A soft tinkling was heard throughout the room as Leslie's mother tapped a spoon against her glass. She happily announced that the games were about to begin, making Theo and Noah perk up. At least until the rules were explained for Baby Bingo. Leslie smiled at her friends, unsure what exactly they were expecting.
Each person received a bingo card with traditional baby gifts in each square. Leslie and Conner started opening gifts, with guests marking off each one on their card. Diapers, swaddle blankets, a diaper bag. There was a humorous moment where Sienna had to explain to Theo and Noah that the gift Leslie opened was a breast pump. Both guys looked down in embarrassment as all the women laughed.
Jane and Lucas both called out bingo when they had won the game. Lucas won a decorative candle, while Jane received a moisturizing face mask. They played until another person won, who turned out to be Alyssa Johnston. She got a lottery scratcher and a small candy bar.
The next game was a guessing game on two sheets of paper. It asked various questions, where the answer was either Mommy or Daddy. People had to guess who would be the disciplinarian, who would spoil the baby the most, and who sang better lullabies. At the end, Leslie and Conner answered the questions and the winner was determined.
Baby food tasting was a fun, yet chaotic game. Leslie and Conner watched as people were blindfolded and handed spoons. Steven made a disgusted face when tasting the pureed peas, and Noah confidently declared his was banana flavored. Noah was wrong. Very wrong.
"This just takes like sadness," Theo commented, shoving the jar away.
"It's turkey and gravy," Conner laughed.
Theo shook his head. "Babies deserve better."
During the laughter, Leslie noticed a familiar figure enter with a wrapped gift. Megan Bauer had arrived, dressed in a soft green dress, her hair in twin braids down her back. Getting to her feet, Leslie placed a hand at her lower back as she made her way to the big boss, the CEO of Sphinx.
"Leslie," Megan smiled warmly. "I was worried I missed everything."
"Nah, we're up there insulting baby food right now," Leslie gestured over her shoulder with her thumb.
Megan laughed and carefully hugged her. "You look amazing. Seriously. You're glowing."
"Thank you. And thank you for the gift. You didn't have to," Leslie smiled, accepting the present.
"I'm happy to," Megan smiled. "Thank you for inviting me."
Presents had been opened and games had been played, with only Jane questioning the strange order of events. It was time to eat, and people started splitting off into groups after filling their plates at the buffet table. The large cake was well-received, decorated with fun safari animals and green frosting.
Leslie's mother had one last activity planned; advice cards. Everyone started writing while Leslie roamed the room. She noticed Megan near the edge of the room, sitting at a small table. The heiress had kicked off her heels under the table and was writing on one of the many note cards.
"Hiding?" Leslie asked, sitting down beside her boss.
"Observing," Megan smiled.
"Thanks again for coming. I know how busy you are," Leslie replied, resting a hand on her stomach.
"I'm happy to be here," Megan insisted. "I wouldn't have missed it."
"It must be tough," Leslie began carefully, "to be treated like the big boss, the billionaire. Everyone tense around you."
"I'm used to it," Megan shrugged. "Been that way since before I could talk. Although, I wasn't the CEO then."
There was a brief silence before Leslie spoke again. "Steven showed me the gift. The desk plate."
"It was really sweet," Megan smiled, and Leslie noticed how her entire face lit up.
"I know it isn't my place, since you are my boss," Leslie took a deep breath. "I just want you to know that I think you two are adorable together. Jane is, well, Jane. We thought they'd end up together, but now we don't and, ah, I'm not saying this very well."
"H-how much do you know?" Megan asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Steven hasn't given us any details," Leslie shook her head. "All I wanted to say was that, if things happen with you two, our group would be happy to have you around."
"I appreciate that," Megan nodded. "Thank you, Leslie."
"I don't think I've ever asked you," Leslie continued, "but, you were pretty young when you had Carter."
Megan's expression softened. "Nineteen."
"That must have been terrifying," Leslie observed.
"It was," Megan nodded. "I had resources, help. I even hired the woman who was my nanny. But I was still a kid with a kid, and everyone had opinions about it. Especially the tabloids. The perks of being famous; everyone dissecting every aspect of your life."
Leslie crinkled her nose in distaste. "That must have made things so much worse."
"There was an entire article in one magazine about what kind of underwear I wore," Megan glowered. "Paparazzi taking pictures of me bending over or trying to get a shot up my dress. They were debating if I was a good girl who made a mistake, or if I was always a bad girl. Apparently my underwear was a clue?"
"That's disgusting," Leslie glared.
"Yup," Megan agreed with a nervous laugh. "We don't need to talk about that. Why did you ask about me having Carter?"
"I just," Leslie swallowed, "I just keep thinking I should feel more ready. I'm not a teenager; this was all planned. But, yeah, I'm scared."
"You're allowed to be scared," Megan pointed out. "That doesn't mean you aren't ready. I don't think anyone is ever ready. Just because you're a couple years older than I was when I had Carter doesn't change the fact that parenting is terrifying."
"I'm thirty-one, not nineteen," Leslie giggled.
"And having a baby is so, so scary," Megan repeated. "I was afraid I'd disappear; that me being a teen mother would be the only thing anyone saw. I didn't disappear, but I did change. In good ways, hard ways."
Leslie glanced down at her stomach, then back toward the heiress. "Do you ever regret it?"
"Never," Megan shook her head immediately. "The timing? Sometimes, yes. But I love Carter with all my heart. And I still love his father, even if he's barely in my life any more. I know he and I aren't meant for each other, but I still see some of him in Carter. He's a good man, and his son, our son, is going to be a great man."
"I want to ask, but it's definitely not my place," Leslie responded quietly. "I know the tabloids say it's Andre Durand, but I don't think so."
"It'll be out in the open someday, just not yet," Megan let out a breath. "Steven knows."
"That's good," Leslie nodded, surprise filling her as she set her hand down on the table. "That shows you trust each other."
"We do," Megan confirmed, placing her hand on Leslie's. "You're not doing this alone. Conner will help you get through things I had to face alone. You're very lucky."
"I am," Leslie smiled, before giving Megan a scared look. "Uh, and what about labor and delivery?"
"You haven't gotten any advice about that yet?" Megan asked, looking shocked.
"I got plenty," Leslie winced. "And I saw a birthing video that I still have nightmares about. Mom kept saying not to worry about it, that it's always worth it. The doctor had medical advice. I was hoping for a more honest answer."
"Honestly? It was the most intense experience of my life," Megan replied. "Your mom was right; Carter was absolutely worth it, and I'd go through it again for another child. But, well..."
"Not the beautiful experience it's advertised as?" Leslie finished for her boss.
"Not even close," Megan winced. "The ring of fire is very real, and so is the horror of where the kid is actually coming out of. He'll be gross and covered in icky stuff when he comes out, but you'll love having him on your chest, holding him close. You won't care about anything else. The first time he nurses from your breast? It's indescribable."
"I'm looking forward to that," Leslie admitted with a small smile.
"It is worth it, but I didn't sugarcoat the hard parts," Megan continued. "Plus, a lot more people will be up close and personal with your pussy than you would ever want."
Leslie burst out laughing.
It was eventually time for the advice cards to be read. Leslie returned to Conner's side, happy to notice that Megan had joined the party and wasn't staying off to the side any longer. Leslie's mother announced that Leslie and Conner would read out the best parenting advice the guests could provide.
"And the first one is," Conner began dramatically, "treasure every second of sleep."
"Whoever wrote that is definitely right," Leslie's mother laughed.
"That was me," Conner's father raised his hand.
"Next up," Leslie grabbed the second card, "use every day of maternity leave to bond with your little bundle of joy. Your boss can stop hiding in their office and actually work. Sorry Megan!"


"It's quite alright," Megan called out.
"The baby is not judging you," Conner read off the next card. "The internet is. Ignore the internet."
"If everyone is alive at the end of the day and the house isn't on fire, you did great," Leslie grinned as she read from the white note card.
"Babies are just tiny managers with no communication skills," Conner frowned. "Sounds like my boss."
"You should quit and come work at Sphinx!" Jane called out to cheers.
"What the heck is an accounting company gonna do with a mechanical engineer?" Conner questioned.
"Nothing, sorry!" Megan yelled.
"And next," Leslie giggled, snatching another card. "Wine is cheaper than therapy. Use responsibly."
"Mommies need..." Conner's eyes widened at the next card. "Uh..."
"Oh, just read it!" Camilla called out.
"My parents are here!" Conner hissed, gesturing toward them. "You wrote this, didn't you?"
"Of course I did!" the Latina laughed. "Read it!"
"Give me that," Leslie snatched the card and read aloud. "Mommies need dick, too. Make time for sex and remember you're the hottest MILF in New York."
Not all the advice cards were meant to be funny. Several were sweet and touching, reminding Leslie and Conner that they were ready, that their child was loved, and that it was okay to make mistakes. At the end, Leslie was softly crying, her emotions overwhelming her as Conner hugged her tightly.
People lingered, happy to stick around and socialize. Leslie had a nice chat with her brother while Conner spoke with both sets of parents. Over time, people did start heading out. Conner and Leslie's parents insisted on doing all the cleanup, wanting the couple to enjoy their day. Leslie and Conner stood side-by-side, his arm around her shoulders. For the first time all day, their nerves completely vanished. It wasn't just a baby shower; it was a promise.
Conner squeezed his wife's upper arm affectionately. "Ready?"
"Ready," Leslie nodded, a smile on her face.
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~Ashley Bartlett~
Wednesday August 20, 2025
I woke up to the sounds of movement: a zipper, followed by the thump of something heavy being set down. The bed was so comfortable I was tempted to go right back to sleep, but I knew it was a week day and I had class. Wincing slightly, I slowly opened one eye and squinted as my vision adjusted to the morning light entering the dorm room.
Marcia was standing between her desk and bed, fully dressed. She wasn't mostly-dressed, she also didn't look like she hurriedly threw something on. Fully dressed in jeans and a fitted top. Her dark hair was smooth and neatly pulled back. A zipped backpack was sitting on her desk, ready to go.
Groaning loudly as I sat up, I felt the blanket fall to my stomach as I looked at my roommate. "What time is it?"
"Time to wake up," Marcia said calmly before gesturing at my chest. "Put that away, would you?"
"Huh?" I frowned, glancing down to see that my left boob had popped out of my tank top. "Oh, oops!" I put away my tit.
Marcia smiled at me. A polite smile that the responsible girl often used. I could tell she had been awake for at least an hour. "We have biology at eight."
"I know," I sighed. "I also know we don't have to wake up this early."
"Ashley, you've already hit snooze on your phone three times," Marcia looked at me flatly.
"That's part of the process," I shrugged, adjusting myself until I was sitting on the edge of my bed with my bare feet on the floor.
Marcia arched an eyebrow. "The process of being late?"
I rolled my eyes at her while running my fingers through my hair. "We're not gonna be late."
"By the way, you promised to keep your mess on your side of the room," Marcia put her hands on her hips as she looked at me. "Your bra was on the doorknob and your panties were on my desk for some reason."
"Ugh, this is starting to sound like my dream," I grunted.
"What dream?" Marcia frowned.
"I had a dream a while ago that we were roommates," I explained quickly. "And it's pretty much coming true so far. You put a calendar on the wall, the fridge is full of yogurt that helps keep girls regular, and my clothes are all over the place."
"The calendar and my yogurt are staying," Marcia smirked. "Only you can fix your mess."
"Whatever," I groaned, falling onto my back and staring at the ceiling. "Josh is in this one with us."
"Yes, and his roommate," Marcia confirmed. "Lexi as well. Kayla has cheer practice."
"Cheerleading at 6:00AM; she's fucking crazy," I laughed slightly.
"No, she's dedicated," Marcia countered. "You could try it sometime."
"I'll be dedicated to the sorority," I argued. "As long as any and all events take place at a reasonable hour."
"You're starting to sound like Hazel," Marcia giggled. "You should hurry up and shower."
I sighed dramatically, but still sat up and rubbed my eyes. "You're enjoying this."
"Maybe just a bit," Marcia smiled.
"Bitch," I grumbled before pulling off my tank top and standing to drop my panties.
Completely nude, I raised my arms above my head as I stretched, smirking as I caught Marcia admiring me. Marcia Moore. My Slut-sister. We got on each other's nerves, but we loved each other. I was so lucky to have a boyfriend who accepted the kind of love I have with my girls.
With our differences, we butted heads often; just like Hazel and Lexi often did. Watching Marcia, I could tell she was in her natural habitat: schedules, early mornings, responsibility, organization. All while my brain was barely functioning as I struggled to wake up.
"You okay?" Marcia eventually asked, noticing I hadn't moved.
"Yeah, just tired," I quickly answered before heading for the bathroom. "Don't reorganize my side of the room while I'm gone!"
"No promises," Marcia's voice called from behind me.
Thankfully Oakwood Commons was a very modern dormitory, allowing the two of us to have our own bathroom. The hot shower really woke me up, and I quickly went through my morning routine. I quickly dressed in jeans and a v-neck top before grabbing a protein bar and a water.
"Shit," I hissed, checking my phone. "Josh just texted me; he's already at the lecture."
"Told you," Marcia laughed.
The lecture hall was crowded when we entered, with people moving through the rows of fixed seats that rose steeply toward the back. I immediately spotted Lexi in the front row, which was surprising. It made sense when I realized she was sitting with my boyfriend.
Josh Greene was slightly-taller than me with curly blond hair and blue eyes. He was shy and quiet and fucking adorable. I smiled widely when he caught my eye and waved me over. Marcia made sure to get a seat where she could easily see everything, while I prioritized sitting next to Josh. Lexi moved a couple seats down, sitting next to Josh's roommate.
"Morning, baby!" I said, pecking his lips before turning to his roommate. "Hi, Derek!"
Like Josh, Derek Alvarado was a biology major. He was shorter than I was, with dark hair and eyes. Shockingly, Derek was even more introverted than my boyfriend. The guy could barely look me in the eye, reminding me of Josh before we became a couple. Apparently Derek's parents wanted him to live in the dorms so that he would gain some confidence. Perhaps I could help the poor boy.
"H-hi, Ashley," Derek mumbled, his dark eyes staring at the desk.
"No need to be nervous," I smiled kindly. "I'll only bite if you want me to."
"W-what?" Derek squeaked.
"We need to work on your confidence," I told him before placing a hand to my face and leaning in conspiratorially. "My roommate's single."
"Stop making him nervous," Marcia admonished as she neatly organized her supplies on her desk.
"She does have a point," Lexi spoke up. "If Derek is gonna be hanging around us, he's gonna need to get used to the craziness."
"Josh, Shawn, and Ian managed just fine," Marcia replied.
"Uh, Shawn doesn't hang out with us and Ian dumped Kayla before heading to the opposite side of the country," Lexi pointed out.
"Don't be scared," Josh said to his roommate. "They try to hide it, but they're all really sweet. Even Lexi."
"Wait, what does that mean?" Lexi frowned. "'Even Lexi?'"
The professor entered the lecture hall before Lexi had a chance to respond. Doctor Hugo Kim was an older guy with a beer belly and graying hair. He quickly introduced himself, giving the impression of a friendly guy. There was a huge grin on his face as he let us know that anatomical facts were gross, but fascinating.
We got a brief overview of the course, with the professor mentioning that we were all required to also take the lab. Professor Kim introduced the graduate student who would be running the labs, Chelsea Park. A pretty, petite blonde in her twenties, Chelsea was perky and enthusiastic as she spoke to us. I also noticed Derek sit up in his chair as he admired our teaching assistant.
I sat back in my seat as Doctor Kim started an introductory lecture. Marcia was watching eagerly, scribbling notes while hanging onto his every word. Josh and Derek were likewise engaged, since it was part of their major. Lexi looked to be barely-listening, seemingly more interested in people-watching.
Partway through the lecture, my phone and Lexi's both vibrated at the same time.
Emily Greene: DTX study session tonight in the library at 6. No pressure! :)
"What do you think?" I whispered to Lexi.
The redhead typed a response on her phone. "I told her I'll think about it."
"Well, I'm gonna go," I declared. "You should, too."
Ashley Bartlett: I'll be there! And I'll drag Lexi along with me.
Emily Greene: Great! See you both there! :D
Ashley Bartlett: Shouldn't Chloe be recruiting?
Emily Greene: Oh, she is, but you're dating my baby brother. I'll get credit for snagging ya!
Ashley Bartlett: I am quite the prize.
Emily Greene: I'll make sure my brother doesn't let you go. :P
Ashley Bartlett: Josh is smart, he won't do something that stupid!
"They're persistent, aren't they?" Lexi whispered when I put my phone in my purse.
"I like it," I replied, glancing at Marcia.
Marcia hadn't noticed our hushed conversation at all. She was fully engrossed in the lecture, completely in her element. Yeah, she belonged in that honor society. Josh was paying attention to the class, but he had noticed the conversation. Derek was still checking out the teaching assistant, at least until he turned slightly and caught my eye. I waggled my eyebrows, causing him to blush and return his attention to the middle-aged professor.
College was already pulling us in different directions; sororities, honor societies, cheerleading, majors. Hazel was having a baby. Anxiety clawed at me as I imagined all of us growing apart; it could happen slowly, sneaking up on us without any of us realizing it. I let out a breath, determined to make sure we never became strangers.
Biology ended at 9:15AM, and people slowly started leaving. Marcia, Lexi and I had a break until our public speaking class at 10:30AM. Kayla was done with cheerleading and was going to meet up with us before the four of us went to class. Unfortunately, Josh and Derek wouldn't be joining us.
"I need to talk to Josh for a minute," I said to Derek while holding Josh's hand. "He'll catch up with you."
"O-okay," Derek mumbled.
"We'll meet you outside," Lexi said, giving me a knowing smirk.
"Is everything okay?" Josh frowned.
"Yes, come with me," I said, pulling him down the hall.
Students and staff walked by us, heading to their various classes. Fortunately, it wasn't just big lecture halls in the building, there were also small classrooms as well. I slipped by a couple students, making sure we weren't being watched as I led Josh into a dark classroom and shut the door.
"Why are we in here?" Josh questioned.
"I have a craving," I explained, pushing his back against the wall where we'd be out of view from the window.
"Ashley!" Josh gasped as I dropped to my knees and reached for his pants. "Anyone could come in! There could be a class soon here for all we know!"
"Then you'd better cum fast," I announced, freeing his dick and stroking it several times. "I'm fucking horny."
"We can't do this he- ah! Oh, fuck!" he groaned as my warm mouth closed around his shaft.
Rational thought was suspended as Josh felt me suck him. He buried his hands in my long blonde hair as his breathing grew ragged. I massaged his balls with one hand as my mouth and tongue brought him to full hardness. Then I held his thighs as I moaned and gurgled, sucking loudly as I flicked my blue eyes up to meet his.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!" I slurped and sucked, doing my best to keep him lost in the moment. "Gak! Glug! Hurk!"
I knew this was going to be a quick one, so I didn't waste any time. His entire shaft was moist with my saliva as I used my tongue to massage every glorious, manly inch. I felt him throb when I took him deep in my throat, his leg shaking as he held my face to his crotch. My nails dug into his thighs as I moaned and sucked passionately, feeling my pussy dampening.
"S-someone could come in," Josh weakly protested a minute later, his words not nearly as convincing while he had a hand down my shirt.
"We don't get enough time together, baby," I pouted, jacking him off as I gazed up at him. "I miss your cock."
"I-I miss you, too," Josh stammered, squeezing my boob.
"We both have roommates, it's hard to find time to be alone," I said sadly while continuing to stroke him. "I wouldn't mind getting fucked in front of Marcia, but I know how shy you are. And, well, you probably don't want your roommate seeing your sexy girlfriend naked."
I popped him back in my mouth and sucked him several times.
"Oh, God!" he gasped.
"Mm, or maybe you do?" I pulled off him to ask. "Maybe you want your new roommate to see you fuck your slutty girlfriend? Would you like that?"
"I, ah, well..." Josh stammered.
"You're such a sweet guy, being willing to let a girl explore her fantasies," I cooed, stroking him. "Do you want to make your roommate jealous when he sees how I'm willing to do anything for your big dick?"
"Anything?" he asked, eyes wide.
"Mmhmm," I purred as I nodded, giving him a couple more quick sucks. "I'd get on my knees for you and suck you off right in front of him."
"You wouldn't be embarrassed?" Josh wondered.
"Have you met me?" I giggled, swooping down to suck his balls for a few seconds. "I'm a dirty girl. You wanna fuck me like a dog so he can see my big titties bounce? Maybe he'd lay in bed playing with himself while you spanked me?"
"Ashley!" he hissed, rolling my nipple while I sucked his cock.
"Mm, I love your dick baby," I cooed. "I love being your slut. You could be a nice guy and share me with your friend? Wanna see me skewered from both ends like a good, little whore?"
"FUCK!" Josh hissed as a jet of cum shot out of his tip and hit me in the face.
"I've got you," I moaned, taking him between my lips and sucking out every last drop.
Josh is such a great guy. He never had any experience before me, yet he accepted me making love with my Slut-sisters. Girls were one thing, but I thought there would have been no way he'd be okay with me touching another guy. He reasoned that we were young, and probably wouldn't last forever. He didn't want to deny me any fun experiences.
I thought he was just saying that. Then he willingly watched Dan Mitchell fuck me in front of our friends. It turned out, I was the jealous one. I flipped out when Marcia kissed him at the same card game. Josh had a wild streak in him, one that I was happy to explore. With his approval.
Josh knew I'd slept with Steven again, and he made sure I was okay with it when I arranged a threesome with our hot Valedictorian after graduation. We probably weren't forever; at least that was what he reasoned. I was starting to wonder if we might be. If things got more serious, I would have no trouble ditching other guys. Steven? Well, he might be a tough one. And, of course, I would always bond with my Slut-sisters.
"Just to be clear," Josh began while I lightly suckled on his tip, "imagining you is what got me off."
"Boys," I rolled my eyes. "I know you like pussy, babe. And I intend to give you mine very, very soon."
Standing up, I playfully pulled my shirt and bra down, giving him a peek at the girls. I made sure he was my guy, no one else. There were probably some guys who would judge him for being in a relationship like ours, but I didn't care. Josh was everything a man should be. Kind, sweet, great in bed, awesome cook. Fuck, I was one lucky bitch.
"Hey, sorry," I said to Lexi and Marcia when I met them outside the building.
"You missed some cum by your lip," Lexi announced loudly.
"Lexi!" Marcia hissed, looking around to make sure no one heard.
"Thanks," I smiled, taking out a compact to check my face.
"Shall we go meet Kayla?" Lexi offered.
Redwood Quad was a large space where students often socialized. The central green space had various branching paths and a bunch of tables with cheap chairs. Music was coming from somewhere, while some random guy was yelling about free pizza, and another person was giving a speech about student rights. I loved it. It felt like the college areas you often saw on television.
Kayla was still in her cheer gear: leggings, Phoenix team tank, hair pulled back in a ponytail with a couple strand coming loose. Four hot chicks walking through campus; yeah, we were getting a lot of looks. Guys would try to stare at us without being obvious, most failing miserably. A guy at a table dropped his clipboard as we walked past, his eyes on Kayla.
Marcia slowed down to scan fliers with more intensity than I shopped for shoes. Lexi was looking at a few fliers from the psychology department, while Kayla seemed interested in the list of upcoming games. Sorority and fraternity events were posted, as well as offers for tutoring and items for sale.
We had just sat down when Marcia pulled out her notes and started going over the lecture. Lexi and I asked Kayla about cheerleading, noticing how tired she looked. Apparently Wednesday was the day they went through the full routine. Marcia had a point; Kayla's dedication was impressive. Plus, the girl could effortlessly do a full-split and even put her feet behind her ears. The bendy positions she could get into during sex made me jealous.
Kayla's phone started buzzing, interrupting our conversation. Checking the screen, I noticed a frown cross her face.
"Hi, Daddy," Kayla said when she answered the phone.
Lexi looks up from her phone, tilting her head slightly as she looks at Kayla quizzically. None of us are even trying to hide that we're eavesdropping on the conversation. I'm openly watching Kayla, and even Marcia looked up from her notes. Steven didn't usually just randomly call for no reason.
"Yeah, I'm with the girls," she spoke into the phone. "We just got out of class."
Kayla's voice was relaxed and cheerful, but I couldn't help but feel nervous. Lexi is staring at Kayla, her shoulders tense like she already knew what the call was about. Our nerves appeared to be warranted, as Kayla's face soon started to pale as she listened to her father.
"Okay," Kayla mumbled. "You talked to her today?"
The quad continued to exist outside of our little world. Someone was laughing nearby, that same guy was still ranting about students' rights, and people were walking by us, unaware of any issues. I couldn't hear Steven's voice, but I could see the fear in Kayla's eyes. Was it Hazel? Something else?
"I understand," she sighed. "Yeah, that makes sense. My last class ends at 2:45PM. I'll come straight home after. I just have to sign for it?"


Marcia looked at me, confused. "Sign for what?"
"Thank you for telling me," Kayla exhaled slowly. "I'll talk to Lexi now. I love you, too. Bye."
Kayla ended the call and stared at her phone for a few seconds before looking up at us.
"You won a sweepstakes and need to be home to sign for your new car?" Lexi suggested with a helpless shrug.
"They're moving forward," Kayla whispered, fear in her eyes.
"Uh, what?" I asked stupidly.
"The trial," Marcia stated. It wasn't a question.
"Yes," Kayla nodded slowly. "Daddy already got a subpoena to testify. Sarah spoke to him about it. Lexi and I will be getting ours later this afternoon."
"Oh," I mumbled, my eyes wide. Detective Sarah McLorn. Our friend, and someone associated with the worst experiences of our lives.
"Why does Steven need to testify?" Marcia questioned slowly.
"He was extorted," Kayla answered. "Remember? When Keith kidnapped us, the dumbass thought he could get money from Daddy."
"Right," Marcia winced. "Sorry."
"Do they know when you have to testify?" I wondered.
"No," Kayla shook her head. "Some district attorney is gonna reach out to schedule trial prep or something."
"It must be complicated," Marcia said. "Different charges, that party."
"The five other guys at that party with David and Keith," Kayla responded. "I imagine Stephanie and Kelsey will have to testify about that."
"You and Lexi weren't at that party," I pointed out.
"Yeah, so we won't testify against those five other guys," Kayla continued. "I'll have to testify about what Keith did, about David leaking my pictures and stuff. Then Lexi will also have to talk about what happened to her, the kidnapping."
"You okay?" I asked carefully.
"Yes," Kayla nodded, obviously lying.
"Lexi?" Marcia whispered, looking at the redhead.
"No," Lexi squeaked, tears forming in her eyes. "I'm not."
"Lexi," Kayla said, reaching out to touch the redhead's shoulder. "They can't hurt you any more."
"Keith can't," Lexi mumbled. "Don't forget Kelsey had someone from The Crocs try intimidating her. That entire gang probably fucked me at one time or another. They know who I am."
"We won't let anyone hurt you," I said sincerely.
"Slut-sisters forever," Marcia vowed.
"I don't wanna talk about it right now," Lexi let out a breath. "Ashley, can you tell Emily I'm not gonna be at that sorority study thing tonight?"
"Of course, no problem," I nodded.
"We have class," Marcia said quietly. "In, ah, twenty minutes."
I forced a smile, knowing pretending to be okay wouldn't work forever. "Time waits for no woman."
~Daniel Mitchell~
Wednesday August 20, 2025
Public Speaking was the worst class to take when lost in your own head. Sadly, I'd been stuck there since I walked in. I saw them immediately; it was hard not to. I'd lived in Ashwood my entire life, so it was expected I would share a class or two with people I knew from high school. I didn't expect to see them, to see her.
Kayla Thomson was sitting in back, with Lexi Davis beside her. Ashley Bartlett was slouched in her chair while texting on her phone, and Marcia Moore was sitting perfectly straight with a notebook already open. Those same four girls. Only Hazel Collins was missing, but I knew she had deferred for a year.
I wanted to sit with them, and while we weren't close, we were friends and it wouldn't be strange if I did join them. Something stopped me. Shame, perhaps? I was such an idiot in high school, spending my senior year fucking my way through the female student body.
So many judged me, yet I still went to that birthday pool party for Kayla's eighteenth birthday. A hookup with Lexi led to her meeting Steven, and they were still together. Then Kayla slept with me at a party and I behaved the way I always did; I left her. I left her drunk and alone. It was the most wonderful experience of my life, but fear and habit drove me away.
And that loser Keith Strulk found her and assaulted her.
Kayla had no idea I even knew, that I had managed to piece everything together. The kidnapping, the leaked images; that was all well known. The rest? Not as much. It didn't help that I was also madly in love with Kayla. Yet, I acted like my old asshole self and left her alone and helpless. It was what I did because I didn't think, I didn't realize how much she actually meant to me. I didn't deserve a second chance.
Fortunately, the girls didn't notice me. I took a seat in the corner, away from them and in a place where they likely wouldn't see me. Class wasn't going to start for a few minutes, so I had time to ruminate over my failures. My lost love, my selfishness in high school.
I had decided I wanted to be a sports broadcaster, yet I hadn't bothered to join the football team. I was friendly and popular in high school, but I was lazy. No worrying about the future. As a result, I ended up on the reserve squad. I'd be lucky if I got field time before junior year.
The professor was younger than I expected, looking like he was barely thirty years old. Professor Jamie Torres was a Latino guy with brown hair and eyes, along with a close-cropped beard. He confidently made his way to the front of the classroom and placed a briefcase on his desk.
"Welcome to Public Speaking!" Professor Torres declared, clapping his hands to get our attention. "Now, I hope you aren't panicking, because public speaking is not about being perfect. It's about being heard."
Glancing over at the girls, I finally realized that something was off. Lexi's foot was bouncing beneath her chair, as if she couldn't sit still. Marcia and Ashley were alternating between looking at the professor and watching Kayla. Kayla? Kayla was staring straight ahead, jaw tight and brow furrowed. She looked stressed, looked like she was seconds away from getting up and running. I wanted to comfort her, but it wasn't my place. I wasn't part of her circle.
Professor Torres spent a few minutes covering the syllabus, explaining expected speeches and peer evaluations. The final sounded intimidating, and several groans indicated I wasn't the only one who felt that way. If I was going to be a sports broadcaster, I needed to ace the class. And I would.
"Let's start simple," the professor said. "Introductions! I'm sure you all love those. Each person stand and state your name, major, and one thing other people wouldn't guess about you."
Ashley was the first of the girls to speak. She stood effortlessly. "I'm Ashley Bartlett! I'm undeclared, because commitment is scary. Something you wouldn't guess about me? Hm, oh! Those commercials about homeless pets make me cry. Not just sad, I start crying like a baby."
"Marcia Moore," Marcia said quietly as she stood. "Also undeclared major. Uh, I'm really organized. My closet is arranged by color and season."
Lexi hesitated before standing. "Alexis Davis. Lexi. I'm majoring in psychology. I hate money; it turns people into monsters."
There was a slight pause before someone spoke up. "That's true."
"I'm Kayla Thomson," Kayla said when she stood. "Criminal Justice. Something you wouldn't guess about me is that I am absolutely terrible at public speaking."
Laughter went through the room, and I couldn't help but smile. Kayla sat down, a grin on her face as she glanced around the room. I noticed she waited until the room's attention was drawn to the next person to speak. The instant she knew it was safe, the smile slid right off her face, replaced with a sad frown.
"Dan Mitchell," I said when it was my turn. "Journalism major. I wanna be a sports broadcaster. Something you wouldn't guess about me is that I joined the football team with no experience. So, I guess I'm a masochist?"
There were a few chuckles as I sat down. I forgot about the rest of the room when I noticed the four ladies looking at me, having just realized I was in the class. There were smiles and waves. I waved back, smiling and trying to make it seem like I also hadn't known they were in the class. It would have been more convincing if they hadn't just loudly announced their presence.
"Alright, that's everyone," Professor Torres smiled after the last person spoke. "You all spoke publicly and the world didn't end. Amazing, isn't it?"
There were a few scattered laughs.
"Public speaking isn't about standing in front of people and magically being confident," the professor continued. "The fact is, most of you will probably never love public speaking. That's fine. What you're going to learn is how to function despite being uncomfortable.
"Now, we're going to do something simple. No grading and no pressure. I want you to find someone you don't know and answer one question. Why did you take this class? Oh, and no cheating. I can see who you're sitting with, so I already know who your friends are."
I wasn't sitting near Kayla; the professor had no way of knowing we already knew each other. Standing up, I took a couple steps toward the girls before freezing. I wasn't the only guy who wanted to talk to them. They were swarmed in seconds. Well, that was out. My own fault for sitting on the other side of the room. Crossing my arms, I sighed and walked over to the first person I saw.
She was a tiny, tiny girl. Barely breaking five feet, I was over a foot taller than she was. The girl likely couldn't break ninety pounds soaking wet. She had black hair, brown eyes, and olive-colored skin. Despite the California heat, she was bundled up in thick, baggy clothes. She was pretty, but clearly not one to seek out attention.
"Hi, I'm Dan," I introduced myself. "Dan Mitchell."
"Wow," the petite girl whispered, looking up at me with wide eyes.
"Sorry?" I asked with a polite smile.
"Uh, nothing. Sorry!" she squeaked, turning red. "Tasha Hoang."
"Let me see if I can remember," I said, gesturing toward her. "Sociology major?"
"Y-yes," Tasha nodded, looking thrilled that I remembered. "Journalism major? You want to be a sports broadcaster."
"You're good," I chuckled. "And that probably answers the question about why I'm taking the class."
"It does," Tasha giggled nervously. "Major requirement that will help you in your future career."
"That's the hope," I agreed with a nod. "Your turn. Why are you taking the class?"
"I'm a sophomore and needed an elective," she answered simply. "I'm, ah, I'm actually pretty confident speaking in front of a crowd. It's the one-on-one stuff that makes me nervous. I know it's weird."
"Nah, it's not weird," I shook my head. "It makes perfect sense. One-on-one conversations are more personal."
"Exactly!" Tasha grinned.
Across the room, I noticed Kayla. She was talking to some guy, her hands moving as she spoke. She looked normal, but somehow I could tell it was an act. Ashley was leaning back in a chair, one arm draped over the back as she spoke, an easy smile on her face. Lexi's partner was also a guy, but it didn't look like she was returning his flirtations. Marcia sat straight, nodding thoughtfully as she listened to her partner.
"Okay, time!" Professor Torres called out loudly. "I'm not going to ask you what your partner said. I want you to notice that most of you were focused on your own answer more than anyone else. Public speaking anxiety is rooted in the belief that everyone is watching you, judging you. They're not. They're thinking about themselves."
I could relate to that; only thinking about myself.
"This class will give you tools," the professor continued. "Structure, feedback, and practice. The real work happens inside your head. You don't conquer fear by avoiding it.
"For next week, you'll prepare a two-minute speech. Topic: something that changed the way you see yourself."
Most people nodded thoughtfully, but my stomach dropped. I knew what mine would be, but could I really use it? Sure, it wouldn't be tough to word it in a way that would be appropriate, but I didn't think I could bring myself to say it out loud. Perhaps using it as a constant reminder would make me a better person.
"You won't be reading, you won't be memorizing," Professor Torres stated, "and no, you may not say that nothing has changed you. That just means you aren't honest with yourself. On that note, we'll talk about structure next class. Enjoy the rest of your day!"
The four women approached me as people were leaving, smiles on their faces as we exchanged hugs. We only talked for a couple of minutes, just long enough to promise we would make plans to hang out soon. I could tell the ladies were distracted, but it was still nice to be greeted so warmly.
"Are you okay?" a soft female voice asked as I left the classroom.
"Oh, Tasha, hi," I smiled. "Uh, yeah, I'm okay. Why do you ask?"
Tasha blushed slightly as she looked down at her hands nervously. "Sorry, it's none of my business. You just looked... I don't know? Bad breakup with one of those girls? Shit, sorry! That's none of my business."
"No, no! Thanks for caring, I appreciate it," I replied quickly, reassuring the petite woman. "And no, I never dated any of them. There is some history there, we went to high school together."
"I, ah, I," Tasha took a breath, "I've been told I'm a pretty good listener."
I looked at her for several moments, considering. Then my face split into a grin; it couldn't hurt to chat. "Wanna grab lunch?"
Ashwood Pizza was always crowded, but we managed to find a table. Students milled about, eating chicken wings and sipping on milkshakes. The owner, Dominic Varela was sitting in his usual spot, laughing while typing on his laptop. His gold watch glinted as he reached out and picked a couple fries off a plate.
The calzones were the best part of Ashwood Pizza, so we ordered two and sat down to eat. I had insisted on paying when I found out Tasha's birthday was the day before. My birthday was in a couple weeks, making me one of the oldest in my year, while Tasha was one of the youngest in hers.
"This is really new to me," Tasha said at one point.
I swallowed a bite of food before replying. "Eating calzones? You poor soul."
"Not that," she scoffed, shaking her head. "I've never been so forward before."
"Is this a date, Miss Hoang?" I asked with a smirk.
"No!" Tasha gasped, blushing red. "No, it's really not. I mean, you're really, uh, I think you're, um.. no! You just seemed to have a lot on your mind."
"I do," I acknowledged with a sigh before my face split into a grin. "And I also finished those sentences for you in my head; thanks for the compliments."
"I... you're welcome," she whispered quietly. "Thank you for having lunch with me. I'm sure a hot football player could find lots of gorgeous women to spend time with."
"First off, I'm happy to be here. Second, I spent a lot of time with different women in high school. That's actually part of the problem," I winced. "And third, you're very lovely. The fact that you're both incredibly shy and incredibly, uh, not shy at the same time is intriguing."
"I'm an enigma," Tasha smiled, biting the end of a fry. "So, why is being a hound dog a problem?"
"A hound dog?" I laughed.
"A term my mother uses, and don't avoid the question," she responded, giving me a pointed look.
"To make a long story short, yes, I know I'm attractive. Other than a very strict workout regimen, I was lazy in high school," I explained. "Did a different girl every party, never called them back, never worried if they enjoyed it."
"Oh, so they spread it around the school and your supply dried up?" Tasha suggested. "Well, you seem like a nice guy, so it sounds like you aren't an asshole now. Is that what happened with those girls?"
It's..." I trailed off, gathering my thoughts. "I don't think I should tell you what I did with a specific woman. If I did anything, that is. It's not my place to share their secrets. Trying to be less of a selfish dick, remember?"
"Right, sorry!" she nodded quickly. "I shouldn't have asked."
"Fortunately, I am friends with those girls," I smiled softly. "Anyway, I looked upset because of the assignment we got. I got the opportunity to hook up with a girl who I had strong feelings for. It was incredible. I close my eyes and can still feel her lips against mine."
"You're a romantic? Now, that's unexpected," Tasha grinned.
"I don't know about that," I chuckled. "I still don't know why I did it, probably fear and it was what I always did. I left. I can't give you details, but something really bad happened after I left. If I had stayed, it may not have."
"You couldn't have known," she pointed out immediately.
"True, there's no way I could have," I agreed. "I still hate myself for it. Especially since my feelings for her have only gotten more intense."
"I understand," Tasha nodded slowly. "And that's how you learned to become less selfish?"
"Kind of," I shrugged. "I also got sex lessons from this one girl who taught me to be more of a giving lover. She started by having me eat her out and then leaving me with blue balls as punishment for my past behavior."
Tasha burst out laughing. "She sounds awesome!"
"She's a tough lady," I smirked. "Made me work for the fun parts."
"And she's not the one you're crazy about?" she questioned.
"No, different girl," I confirmed. Tasha wasn't stupid; she likely knew the woman I was in love with was one of the four she saw me with. "The one who kicked my ass out to teach me what those other women felt like isn't in school right now. She deferred a year."
We spoke for a little while longer before going our separate ways, agreeing to be friends. Would something come of it? Probably not. Tasha was way too nice a girl to get mixed up with me. It was still nice to talk to her, though. I sent a few texts to Kayla, Lexi, Ashley, and Marcia, saying I hoped to get together soon. With a smirk, I also reached out to Hazel, asking if she needed anything. It was nice to again talk to the girl who kicked my ass into shape.
~Hazel Collins~
Wednesday August 20, 2025
Spicy chicken wings were proof that life was worth living. I could live off them even if they weren't a pregnancy craving. Although, they definitely were a pregnancy craving. Steven got them for me all the time. He even made sure the house was well-stocked with anything I might want or need. I remember waking up with a need for sour cream and onion chips. We were out, and Steven went to the store at 3:00AM to get them for me.
Steven always insisted we were family. My Slut-sisters always insisted we were family. I usually believed it, but sometimes I struggled or felt like a burden. All I could do was swear to be there when they needed me. Lexi and Kayla were at the house, probably getting those subpoenas. They would need support, and I would provide it.
"How are the wings?" Grandma Maxine asked from across the table.
"Mm, delicious," I cooed happily. "Thank you for taking me."
"I need to make sure my great granddaughter gets everything she's craving," Grandma smiled at me. "You look great, Hazy."
"Thanks," I replied, my mouth covered in sauce. "You said my parents took the day off, and that's why you didn't have to get my brothers off the bus. Did they have plans or something?"
"Something with that new church of theirs," she explained, disapproval on her face.
"That pastor agrees that I'm a whore," I commented, taking a sip of my drink.
"You should have heard your father screaming after his talk with their old pastor," Grandma rolled her eyes. "He told your father he was being unreasonable, that everyone makes mistakes, that you needed forgiveness and support."
"Instead he found a church that was less accepting," I sighed.
"Your father turned out exactly like my idiot husband," Grandma scoffed. "And that woman he married hasn't had a thought of her own her entire life."
"I don't care about them," I stated firmly. "How are my brothers?"


"They're okay, they miss you," she answered slowly. "Your parents are getting worse every day. No phones, no social media, and they can only use a computer under supervision, to do homework."
"Sounds awful," I grimaced. "I miss Scott and Daniel, but Michael? I was more his mother than that bitch."
"Hazy," Grandma gave me a disapproving look.
"What? It's true," I grunted. "And you've called her that before."
"I'm old and wise," she reasoned. "I can say it; you can't."
"Yeah, yeah," I mumbled under my breath.
"I love you and I would never turn my back on you," Grandma continued. "That doesn't mean I approve of all your choices."
"I thought you didn't judge me for being with Steven?" I asked quietly. "I mean, we aren't a couple or anything..."
"I do my best," she explained. "I know you've said all those women pursued him, but remember, you girls are eighteen and he's forty. He's the older one, he should know when to keep it in his pants."
"We're adults, too," I argued.
"Yes, and part of that means accepting responsibility," Grandma lectured. "Responsibility for you and for your child."
"Where are you going with this?" I frowned.
"I know you said he'll be named on the birth certificate, and that's great," she said. "I just think you should bring up getting some of his promises in writing. I am sure he's a great guy, but remember; every woman who ends up getting abandoned thought the father of their child was a great guy at one time. Or at least a halfway-decent guy."
"I-" I began, then suddenly stopped.
"Don't answer now," Grandma insisted. "Just think about it, okay?"
"Okay," I nodded. "As long as you promise to come by the mansion and get to know my family."
"We have a deal," she smiled.
The engine of my old car hesitated when I turned the key. Not fully, just enough to make my stomach flutter with nerves. I winced, cursing as I tried to start the car again. The stupid engine made a coughing sound, then finally started with a rough rumble that I felt through the steering wheel.
I pulled out of the parking lot, turning the music up to avoid having to hear the sounds the engine was making. The car ran, mostly, but it was hesitating. It felt like the car was dragging itself forward with the last bit of life it had. Halfway back to the mansion, the check engine light started blinking.
Unfortunately, increasing the volume of my music didn't make the light go away. I tightly gripped the steering wheel, willing the car to keep going. At every red light I was afraid the car wouldn't start moving again. Every stop sign was torture. I was practically begging my car to make it the rest of the way to the mansion. No, the rest of the way home.
The gate was still open, and I could see the lights on in the mansion as I made my way down the long driveway. I pulled into my usual spot, noticing Nicole's car was parked in the driveway. Lexi's older sister, the sixth slut-sister, was over. There was another car that looked familiar, but I couldn't place it. I just sighed and turned the engine off, listening to hit whine in protest. It seemed exhausted.
Same.
The front door was unlocked, leading me right into the foyer. Glancing at the high ceiling, I sighed as I thought about my grandmother's words. Steven was a kind man, but our daughter had to come first. I had to understand how things would work financially. I also had to ask him about my car, just another thing I would owe him for.
I walked into the large family living room, observing the five people inside. Steven was sitting on one of the couches in lounge pants and a t-shirt. Kayla was curled up beside him, looking fragile as she clung to her father. Lexi was on a love seat, snuggling with her big sister. Their brother Kyle was sitting in an armchair and holding a can of soda.
A sitcom was playing on television, and I scoffed at the way the nerdy guy with glasses kept struggling to talk to the pretty blonde. They weren't talking, they weren't discussing the subpoenas or the upcoming trial. They were just relaxing and supporting each other by being present.
"Hey," Kayla whispered when she saw me. "You're home."
"Hey," I replied, unsure what else to say.
Lexi turned her head to look at me. "You okay?"
"Yeah," I quickly nodded. Too quickly. "Just tired."
"Wings, right?" Steven asked. "How was your grandmother?"
"Yes, and she's good," I smiled. "Hi, Kyle."
"Hazel," Kyle inclined his head. He was the only one not wearing their sleepwear. "Are you gonna join us?"
"Yeah, I'm just gonna go change first," I said before heading to my room.
I returned a few minutes later in pajama bottoms and a black t-shirt. No one had moved in my absence, and it was nice to see Lexi with Nicole. Lexi's siblings were older, and hadn't been around much while she was growing up. I knew they felt guilty for how bad things got for Lexi without them noticing.
Nicole Davis was the oldest, at twenty-six. She was an accountant, giving her more to talk about with Steven than the rest of us. She's slightly taller than Lexi, with longer hair, but otherwise looks very similar. Same light skin, same green eyes, same freckles. Kyle was twenty-three and just under six-feet tall. I hadn't liked him when he tried to get Lexi to leave Steven, but he seemed to have gotten his head out of his ass.
Joining Steven and Kayla, I sat down on the opposite end of the couch. It was really sweet to see father and daughter like that. Kayla was wearing a simple white tank top and a cute pair of red checkered pajama pants. I was surprised she was willing to go bra-less in front of Kyle, especially with what she was wearing, but she seemed relaxed. Her raven locks were unbounded and cascaded down her shoulders.
I rested my hand on my small baby bump, alternating between watching the show and watching Steven with Kayla. He had an arm around her protectively, and occasionally reached down with his other hand to run his fingers through her hair. I smiled as I imagined holding my own baby girl, cuddling her, keeping her safe from the world.
Sitting with people who care for me, who love me, it made my heart swell. I couldn't believe I ever went to that cheap motel instead of just calling when I needed help. They would do anything for me, just as we were doing what Kayla and Lexi needed. We weren't pestering them with questions or promising to support them, we were just staying with them. Words weren't needed.
I knew it wouldn't last forever. At some point we would have to talk about what came next. The trial would be its own nightmare, and I had other things to worry about. I'd have to ask Steven about my car, I'd have to plan my daughter's future. That was tomorrow. Tomorrow could wait.
At the end of an episode, Kyle slowly got to his feet. "I do have to work in the morning, but I can call out if you need me."
Lexi lifted her head and looked at her brother. "That's awfully sweet of you."
"I'm a nice guy, Alexis," Kyle crossed his arms.
"It's 'Lexi,'" the younger redhead smiled.
"I'll keep everyone safe," Steven promised.
"I know you will," Kyle nodded.
"Now, that is an improvement," Nicole smiled approvingly.
"He realized he couldn't judge after nailing my cousin," Kayla giggled cutely.
"I, ah..." Kyle stammered, his face turning red.
"You still talk to Abigail?" I asked, waggling my eyebrows.
"Like I said, I do have to work in the morning," Kyle said quickly.
"Coward!" Nicole declared, making Lexi, Kayla, and I giggle.
Instead of answering, Kyle walked over to the love seat and opened his arms for a hug. Both his sisters hugged him and kissed his cheek. Then he shook hands with Steven. Kyle seemed surprised, but glad when Kayla and I both hugged him. Kyle promised to keep in touch and that we could reach him any time.
When it was just the four of us, we briefly discussed our plans for Thursday. Nicole was staying over and Steven assured us that he would understand if we all wanted to stay home, he even offered to call out of work. Kayla and Lexi said they wanted to go to class, but asked him to make sure he had his phone close to respond if they needed him.
Ashley eventually reached out via text, letting us know she was back at her dorm after the sorority event. Lexi started a call so that we could talk to Marcia and Ashley. It was strange not having them around for something so big, but they couldn't always come to the mansion. Of course, I hadn't forgotten Lexi's plan to have us all live under one roof.
"Don't worry, I'll take good care of her," I promised Steven while holding Kayla's hand. "Have fun with your redheads."
"He always does!" Lexi giggled, wrapping an arm around Steven and pressing her body against his side.
"I'll be right across the hall if you need me, baby girl," Steven said, smiling at Kayla.
"I know where your bedroom is, Daddy," Kayla smiled. "But, thanks."
We said goodnight and hugged each other before I followed Kayla into her bedroom. My best friend's room was much larger than mine, without even taking the attached bathroom into account. My eyes glanced at the walls, noticing the large Alison Tey poster. There was also the large portrait done by Adrian Marino, The Painter of Raw Humanity. He was also the latest to fall in love with the extraordinary woman, my childhood best friend.
I smiled as I remembered all the good times the four of us had in the room. When we were younger, the four of us would easily fit in one bed for slumber parties. Ashley was always the tallest, and she sometimes pushed Marcia out of bed. We would play pranks on each other and stay up all night talking.
One time, we were wrestling and my butt ended up going through the plaster on the wall. Rather than tell Steven, we kept sticking our heads in the wall to see if the huge mansion had any secret passageways. It didn't. Steven wasn't too upset with us, thankfully. He did ask us to be more careful. We weren't.
That was all before Lexi entered our lives. Kayla called her "Hurricane Lexi" because of how much she changed our lives. I called the redhead "Queen Slut" since she was the one who sparked it all. For that, I was extremely grateful. I don't think I would ever have been able to initiate a sexual relationship with Kayla if it hadn't been for the little brat.
Kayla made her way over to her vanity to remove her jewelry. I guessed she had kept it on after changing for sentimental reasons. The dangling diamond earrings had belonged to her mother, and Steven gave them to Kayla for her high school graduation. Opening her elegant jewelry box, she placed her charm bracelet in it; the one she got from her ex-boyfriend, Ian. Then she took off the silver bracelet she received in New York. Finally, she removed her platinum Slut-sisters locket.
Removing my own locket, I opened it to look at the picture of the six of us as I walked over to the bedside table. Placing the locket on the table, I smiled at the framed pictures: young Kayla with both parents, a graduation picture of Steven and Kayla, and one of Kayla with six-year-old Carter Bauer. He was the son of the billionaire heiress, Megan Bauer, who Kayla stayed with in New York.
I slowly slid my promise ring off my finger, admiring it for a few moments before slowly setting it down on the table. Turning, I saw Kayla sitting at her vanity and applying moisturizer. She removed her top and continued her skincare routine by massaging lotion into those large, perfect breasts.
"Every guy in Ashwood would give his left nut to be watching this," I commented with a giggle.
"Me or you?" Kayla asked, looking at me in the mirror.
"Please," I snorted as I fixed my long ponytail. "Even if I weren't pregnant, I'd still look plain next to a goddess like you."
"That's not true," Kayla insisted as she started brushing her hair. "You're one hot bitch. You always will be."
"Thanks," I smiled, taking off my shirt so I was as topless as Kayla. "But, you have to admit you are just too beautiful. Seriously, you could be a model. Only you wouldn't need any digital touch-ups."
"I know I'm cute, but I think you're exaggerating," she smiled, turning to face me as I sat on the edge of the bed. "Thank you, by the way. For knowing what I needed tonight."
"I guess I'm also a smart bitch," I smirked.
"I know we'll have to talk about it eventually," Kayla sighed, ignoring my comment. "It was nice to be able to just relax."
"Should I offer to comfort you?" I waggled my eyebrows.
"Trying to get in my pants after the day I had?" Kayla asked, standing up and placing her hands on her hips.
"Yes," I stated plainly. "We're Slut-sisters and we learned well from Lexi. Sex is therapy."
Kayla smiled prettily as she sashayed over to the bed. "I guess it wouldn't hurt to be reminded of how much we love each other."
Climbing up on the edge of the bed, Kayla slowly made her way along the comforter, her green eyes sparkling. My eyes dropped to her dangling tits, and I couldn't wait to bury my face in them. Reaching me, she lifted her body so she could press her lips against mine, making us both moan softly.
I fell back on the bed, pulling Kayla down with me as we continued kissing. Holding her cheek in my hand, my fingertips caressed her light skin while my tongue probed her mouth. Kayla ran her hand along my side, briefly stopping to touch the small swell of my stomach. I moaned into our kiss when I felt her hand cup my breast.
Burying a hand in her raven hair, I rolled us so that I could get on top of Kayla. My hands caressed her sides as we kissed, and I soon felt her hands on my ass. Our boobs were squished together while we made out, our movements growing more intense while our passion built. Her hands slid down the back of my pants and underwear so she could squeeze my bare butt.
My kisses trailed down her neck as my hands pressed her tits together. Kayla moaned my name when I sucked a nipple into my mouth, my tongue flicking the little nub. I kissed all over her cleavage, burying my face in tit-flesh. Her boobs were perfect; their size, their shape, their feel.
Unlike my other Slut-sisters, I had been curious about girls since before Lexi fully awakened our sexuality. I pushed down that side of myself, although I was not above checking out a nice pair of tits in a bikini. Guys were right; the titties were magic. Lexi set us all free, leading to sex with Steven, sex with the Sluts, and a life filled with awesome orgasms.
I was soaking wet while grinding on top of Kayla and playing with her boobs. Unable to wait any longer, I roughly pulled her pants and panties down. Tossing her bottoms on the floor, I admired Kayla's naked body. Every inch of her was perfect: smooth and without an ounce of fat or cellulite. She was clean-shaven, her slightly-parted legs giving me a great view of her pink cunt.
Kneeling between her legs, I inhaled her feminine sweetness before taking my first lick of her slit. Kayla let out a long moan as she held my face to her crotch, her body tensing. Pushing my tongue between her labia, my fingers teased her inner thighs. I could feel Kayla shiver and knew she loved what I was doing.
"Oh God, oh God!" Kayla gasped, her nails digging into my scalp. "Right there, right there! Oh fuck, eat me!"
"Mm, mm," I hummed passionately, my lips against her pussy as my tongue slid up and down her opening. "Mm!"
Pushing her legs further apart, I gave myself room to push my fingers up her twat. Kayla's strong vaginal muscles immediately clamped down, her walls rippling as my tongue danced over her clit. I eagerly swallowed every drop of pussy juice that got in my mouth as I fingered and licked Kayla. Her hips were rising off the bed as she gasped and panted.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Kayla announced with a loud shriek. "Fuck, I'm cumming! Ah!"
While she was in the throes of her orgasm, I sat up and quickly removed my pants and underwear. Naked, I sat up and placed one of Kayla's legs over my shoulder so I could press my pussy against hers. I could feel her little pink box twitching in the aftermath of her orgasm. It was incredible.
I locked eyes with Kayla as we started tribbing, my own moans joining hers to fill the room with the sounds of female pleasure. We continued to gaze at each other as we made love; I was holding her leg in both hands while Kayla played with her own boobs. It wasn't long before we both tensed, cumming together.
Kayla looked so innocent as she looked up at me, her breasts rising and falling as she caught her breath. "Am I a good girl?"
"Yes," I smiled softly, knowing that was something she usually asked after giving head. I knew what she needed to hear. "You're a good girl, Kayla."
The two of us cuddled under the covers in the dark, Kayla's head was resting on my chest as I held her close. Kayla was confident and strong, but I knew that in a lot of ways she didn't grow up after losing her mother. Her father was always "Daddy," she struggled with being alone, and she often needed reassurances from those she loved. It produced a unique relationship with her father, and a strong bond with the girls. Thanks to Lexi, all of us found sex therapeutic. Including the redhead.
~Steven Thomson~
Wednesday August 20, 2025
Everyone had their own way of dealing with stress, with anxiety, with fear. When the hardships of life weighed someone down, a common coping method was to give the mind a break. Distract yourself with something you enjoyed, something that made you feel good and showed the best parts of life.
Considering the nature of the upcoming trial, I didn't think sex was necessarily the healthiest way to relax. However, it wasn't my place to judge; I definitely wasn't a mental health expert. It was my place to be what Lexi said she needed me to be. The hot redhead with endless energy and lust said she needed me to be a dominating presence in the bedroom.
So, it was purely altruistic that I was standing naked beside the four-poster bed, holding Lexi by the hair. The young redhead was likewise naked, on her knees in front of me with her mouth hanging open and her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. There was fire in her green eyes as she looked up at me, a strand of drool dangling from her chin.
"Keep! Going!" Lexi growled passionately, her nude frame practically shaking with lust. "Fuck her slutty throat!"
My other hand held Lexi's equally naked sister, Nicole. The elder redhead's long hair was clenched in my fist as I pulled her face to my crotch. Nicole wasn't as experienced with deepthroating as her sister, but she was getting there. Tears were leaking from her eyes, her nostrils flaring as she held my entire length down her throat so my balls rested against her chin.
"Gak! Hurk! Gak!" Nicole gagged and gurgled sexily, her hands behind her back as she let me use her mouth for my pleasure. "Gak! Gak! Gak!"
I fucked Nicole's face for another thirty seconds before pulling her off of me. As the elder redhead gasped for breath, I shoved my dick down Lexi's throat so she could suck me. Back and forth I went, using one redhead's talented mouth before switching to the other. The sounds of their gagging, the sight of their naked bodies, and the feel of their mouths; all combined to produce an erotic scene like no other.
Lexi looked up at me, her face pressed against my crotch. She gurgled around me, her tongue snaking out to lick my balls. Then she nodded slightly, communicating what she wanted next. Somehow, I understood completely. I gave her a smirk and nodded my agreement.
Using their hair, I pulled the sisters to their feet and moved toward the bed. Spinning Nicole, I bent her over the bed, pushing her face and chest onto the comforter. Lexi hopped up on the bed and knelt by her sister's ass while I ran my fingers along Nicole's slit. Unlike Lexi, Nicole had a small bush of fiery red pubic hair.


"Hurry up and fuck her!" Lexi begged, her hand between her own legs so she could finger herself.
"Do it!" Nicole hissed desperately. "Stick it in me!"
Nicole gasped loudly when I pushed myself inside her, her tight sheath tightly molding to my erection and gripping me tightly. Her hands held the comforter with desperate strength as I started thrusting into her. My hands gripped her hips, loving the feel of her soft skin while I pumped her pussy.
"How's she feel?" Lexi cooed up at me, resting her head on Nicole's lower back. "You like my sister's tight little cunt, hm?"
"Fuck, she feels incredible," I groaned, burying myself balls-deep in Nicole. "So tight and warm."
"Ah! Ah! Oh, God! Ah!" Nicole panted, her breathing ragged. "Ah! Fuck me! Ah!"
Reading her cues, I kept up a steady thrusting motion, allowing Nicole's pleasure to build. It wasn't long before she let out a series of gasping grunts as her pussy walls rippled. Her orgasm was intense, and I could feel her feminine nectar coating my shaft as I continued fucking Nicole while Lexi watched me.
"Let me suck you!" Lexi moaned up at me when Nicole started settling down.
"You wanna suck it?" I growled down at my eighteen-year-old girlfriend.
"Please let me suck it, baby!" Lexi pouted sadly. "Please, please let me suck it."
Pulling out of Nicole, I lifted up onto my toes while grabbing Lexi by the back of the head. Keeping one hand on Nicole's hip, I shoved my cock between Lexi's lips so she could suck and swallow everything. Once Lexi had cleaned my dick for a few seconds, I yanked myself from her mouth and resumed fucking Nicole. That continued for a couple minutes.
"My turn," Lexi announced while tightly holding Nicole's ass.
"Get on your back," I ordered. "Now!"
Lexi nodded as she immediately moved to comply, laying on the bed with her ass at the edge. Nicole hopped up on the bed while I moved to stand between Lexi's spread legs. Looking into her eyes, I rubbed my mushroom head along her labia, making her moan. In one fluid motion, I thrust forward and buried myself inside her tightness.
"Fuck, you're big!" Lexi groaned loudly, her hands groping her own tits.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I replied, completing the statements we'd used with each other since we got together. "Hold your legs back for me."
Lexi grabbed her legs behind the knee, pulling her legs back and spreading herself open. I loomed over her, my balls impacting her ass on each stroke. Nicole maneuvered herself so she could lean over and lick Lexi's clit while I fucked her. Lexi was proud of her sexual prowess, but we knew how to blow her mind.
"Oh fuck, oh shit, oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lexi screeched, her toes curling as she held her own legs. "Lick my clit, fuck my pussy! Oh God, make me cum! Cum! FUCK!"
I could tell Lexi was experiencing a full-body orgasm as her eyes rolled back and she cried out her pleasure. Her back was arched and she was blubbering incoherently as I relentlessly pounded her. Nicole never stopped licking Lexi's clit as the younger redhead came three times in rapid succession.
"Gonna cum," I grunted, my thrusts growing desperate.
"My mouth!" Nicole begged, resting her head on her sister's pubic mound and opening wide. "Cum in my mouth!"
A few more desperate motions was enough for me to reach my limit. I barely got out of Lexi in time. Nicole's mouth closed around my tip just as I started shooting. She looked up at me while jacking me off, moaning loudly as her cheeks filled with multiple shots of thick semen.
Nicole knee-walked along the bed until she could kneel by Lexi's head. Lexi was barely-conscious, but she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue when she noticed Nicole's head over hers. I happily watched as a thick dollop of semen fell out of Nicole's mouth and went straight into Lexi's. Nicole then kissed her sister passionately so they could swap my cum between them, swallowing it down.
An hour later I was laying on my back, staring up at the darkness and unable to see the ceiling due to the darkness. There was a redhead on each side of me, each of them curled up with an arm draping over my chest. I could feel Lexi's hair fanning across my shoulder while Nicole's tickled my cheek. They were warm and real; proof of how different my life had become in just a few months.
The subpoenas sat on the kitchen counter in a neat stack. I had watched Kayla try to be brave, yet she couldn't hide the way her hands shook as she read the words. Lexi had gone quiet, retreating into her mind and not even having the energy to make a witty remark. Hazel tried to comfort the girls when she got home, reassuring them with her presence. Nicole? She had been furious. I remember her pacing back and forth, promising to cut off the dick of any attorney who tried to say Lexi was a willing participant.
I felt Lexi shift beside me, so I squeezed her shoulder reassuringly. "You okay?"
"I am when I'm with you," Lexi whispered softly.
"Good," I said, letting out a long breath. "I was worried rough sex wasn't the best way to deal with your stress."
"Sorry, have you met Lexi?" Nicole giggled as she started running her fingers along my chest. "Endless slutty energy."
"Be serious," I sighed. "What she went through..."
"She doesn't want to talk about it," Lexi stated firmly, referring to herself in the third person.
"I know," I winced. "Sorry."
"I don't want to relive it," Lexi murmured sadly. "I don't want to sit in a courtroom and have strangers decide if I matter."
"You do matter," I insisted. "No matter what happens at that trial: you matter."
"They're going to try and claim I wanted to do all those things, aren't they?" Lexi asked quietly. "They'll bring up my promiscuity. The jury will see those recordings and pictures."
"Yes," I answered simply. "I mean, there are some rules about what they can and can't do, but... yeah."
"Keith was nice at first," Lexi sighed. "And I was so lonely. Next thing I knew, the drugs, the sex, and, you know..."
"You don't need to explain yourself to us," Nicole reminded her sister. "I'm just sorry I wasn't there when you needed me."
"You're here now," Lexi said. "And after this mess is over, I'm going to become a school psychologist to help stop these kinds of things."
"You'll be a great one," I kissed the top of Lexi's head affectionately.
"There's a lot I don't remember," Lexi mumbled, returning to that place in her mind. "Bits and pieces, waking up and not knowing where I was or who I was with. The things they did to me, then the things I chose to do to feel in control."
I ran my hand along her back, slowly and gently. "You won't be going through this alone. You'll never be alone again."
Lexi tilted her head, pressing her forehead against my collarbone. "Promise?"
"I promise," I responded. "I'll be there. Any time you need me."
"You always say that," Lexi exhaled.
"And he always shows up," Nicole interjected.
Lexi's breathing slowed as she finally relaxed. "Yes. Yes, he does."
It wasn't long before both girls were asleep, both of them curled up against my sides. Soon it would be time to make calls to attorneys, to security, to people who understood the system. I'd prepare Kayla, I would shield Hazel from blaming herself for no reason, and I'd make sure Lexi never felt alone. There were questions that needed to be answered and things that needed to be learned, but I would make sure what came next came for me first.
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~Part I: The Frozen Trail~
Wednesday February 11, 2026
The sharp sting of February cold hit my face when I stepped outside to start my journey. Sunrise in Brevig Mission wasn't until after 10:00AM, with our outside lamps and the bright green of the aurora borealis providing most of the light I needed. Kimi shifted impatiently on the fresh snow, her paws crunching as I checked the straps one final time. The food crates, emergency fuel cans, and boxes of replacement parts were firmly secured in place on the sled. I tugged at the harness while whispering a quick word to Kimi. She flicked her ears, alert and ready. The rest of the team shifted restlessly behind her, eager to get moving.
Grandma watched from the doorway; her hands folded over the thick wool of her parka and eyes sharp beneath the hood. Dad was already at the power plant keeping the generators alive, while Mom was at the clinic. My parents trusted me to be able to handle my responsibilities as an experienced musher.
"Remember, Alasie," Grandma said, her voice quiet and steady, "the land does not belong to us; we belong to the land."
I nodded in agreement, a small smile on my face as I heard one of Grandma's favorite sayings. The dogs shifted, sniffing the wind that carried the scents of the day. The small coastal town was just beginning to wake, smoke curling from chimneys while the sounds of other runners and dogs interrupted the quiet.
Settling onto the sled runners, I placed my hands on the handlebars and rested my feet on the brake. Once I was ready, I lifted the snow anchor and hung it on the sled. Turning back for one last glance at my grandmother, I gave her a confident nod as she smiled at me and went back inside. Letting out a breath, I eagerly looked forward, ready for what I expected to be a quick and easy run.
"Hike!" I called out, causing the dogs to surge forward onto the Alaskan tundra.
The routine supply run had been scheduled for the end of next week, but the call came in yesterday to rush it. The remote monitoring station was staffed year-round, keeping an eye on the permafrost and the way the ground shifted beneath the surface. A fuse had burnt out, and the voltage regulator needed to be replaced. I didn't know much about it, but I was told more fuses would keep going if the regulator wasn't replaced.
It was a run I had done many times, so I wasn't worried. I'd arrive the next day and drop off the supplies, and warm up with Doctor Fredricksen before heading back. My dogs easily handled the familiar terrain, despite the heavy load behind them. I had nine dogs with me to handle the weight at the price of speed. They had enough muscle, but there was little margin for error. The land felt steady beneath us, just as it always had.
Daylight came slowly, a deep red and orange sliver beneath the dark-blue sky. We ran through it, the dogs settling into a steady rhythm that barely needed words. I stopped twice: once to give the dogs a snack and relieve myself, once to check paws and adjust a slipping line. Nothing was wrong.
The land was familiar, the same land of Western Alaska that I had spent my entire life learning. The snow drifts, low hills, the lines frozen willows, and the wind blowing in off the Bering Sea; it was my life. I marked the miles without thinking, counting bends and rises the way I always had.
"Gee!" I called out, directing the dogs to the right where I saw a small outcropping of rock.
It was time for a brief rest, and the outcropping would provide a perfect shield from the brutal winds. I took off the dogs' booties and applied some paw balm before turning my attention to a meal. Nearby kindling and a few branches were enough to get a small fire going, enabling me to melt snow in the large pot I always brought with me.
My meal consisted of frozen salmon I cooked in my portable stove. I also heated up kibble and mixed in some meat to create food for my dogs. They eagerly devoured it while I used my radio to contact the monitoring station and let them know I was on schedule. The voice that responded didn't sound like Doctor Fredricksen, but I knew there were always at least two people at the station.
By mid-afternoon the sun was already starting to dip below the horizon, a dull orange that barely warmed the Alaskan tundra. Shadows stretched long and flat against the tundra as the wind picked up, carrying less scent than expected. I told myself it was nothing; just February on the Seward Peninsula.
"Easy!" I shouted, commanding the dogs to slow to a steady trot.
As we passed a low ridge, I let my mind wander, as it often did on a long run. Someday I would share my knowledge and experience with the next generation, teaching them our sacred wisdom; the wisdom of the Inupiaq, of the Inuit. Before that, though, I would run the Iditarod. Young girls would smile at me from the stands when I crossed that finish line, just like I had when my parents took me south to Nome. Dad would lift me onto his shoulders so I could see the mushers.
The cold stung my cheeks as I remembered Grandma teaching me words and phrases in Inupiaq. I wished I had taken the time to become fluent like her. Someday, I promised myself. Even my name, Alasie, felt like a tether to the past, a reminder of family who had traveled farther east, long before borders mattered. Grandma always told me the story with a smile on her face and pride in her voice.
"You carry the old places with you," she would say, "even when your feet never leave the snow."
I felt the weight of her words, a comforting warmth that kept the cold away. Grandma made sure I respected the past, the generations of men and women who had run the land before us. Their wisdom would always keep me safe. It grounded me, steadying my thoughts even as the light continued to fade.
Night wouldn't wait. I needed a good place to stop; one flat enough to make a fire, yet sheltered enough from the wind to keep the dogs warm. I scanned the horizon, searching for the dips and rises that indicated safe places. My eyes landed on a shallow hollow behind a snow drift and a scattering of old spruce. If I worked quickly, that would do. The dogs trusted me, as I trusted them. Together, we would make it through the night.
I staked the sled and started tending to the dogs, working by habit more than thought. After checking their paws, I loosened the lines and passed out shares of frozen fish. I smiled as I lightly scratched behind Kimi's ear while she looked up at me with her pretty blue eyes. Then I spread out some straw for the dogs to bed down on. Only once the dogs were settled did I turn my attention to the fire.
The wind was picking up, skimming across the snow and scattering flurries all around as I searched for anything dry enough to burn. There wasn't much: just some birch bark and dry spruce twigs. Even damp, the bark would still burn, and I could use the twigs for kindling. It wasn't enough, so I moved farther from the hollow, following a dark line where the snow had thinned, allowing the ground to show through.
That was when I saw the wood.
I hurried to where the smooth wood jutted from the earth at an odd angle, its curve too extreme and deliberate to be chance. Crouching, I brushed away the loose snow, my stomach tightening as more of it was revealed. The grain was dark, with splintered wood on the edge to indicate it was once much larger. It wasn't scrap or debris. It was shaped.
A kayak.
My hands froze just above the surface of the wood. Touching another person's gear, especially in a place like this, wasn't done. Everyone knew that. Supplies left behind meant survival. I scanned the horizon, releasing a breath that fogged up the air, but there were no tracks, no signs of a camp. There was nothing but empty land, rising wind, and an environment that was rapidly dropping in temperature.
The ground around the kayak was soft in places where the permafrost had begun to give way. A couple years of unusually-warm winters must have been enough to weaken the frozen ground and expose the wood. It wasn't even a whole kayak, just the side of one, really. There was no doubt it was old, very old. Perhaps it had been frozen beneath the surface for years, until the warming ground pushed it back into the light.
Unease crawled up my spine as the darkness closed in, the cold working its way through my layers. I thought of the dogs, huddled and waiting, and of the fire I still hadn't built. I had wasted too much time digging out the kayak; I needed to make a fire immediately.
Whoever the kayak had once belonged to, they definitely weren't coming back for it. I told myself what anyone in my position would do, would have to do. Reaching out, I reverently touched the surface of the kayak while whispering my gratitude to the one who had owned it long ago.
My heart was pounding as I reached out and hesitantly gripped the wood, telling myself I would take just one piece; only what we needed. The loud snap of the breaking wood was followed by a sudden gust of wind that chilled me to my very soul. The dogs stirred at once, perking up as they bared their teeth and growled nervously. It was okay. Just a strong gust.
The wood burned hot and fast, sending crackling sparks into the air as the flames devoured it. I didn't look back at the rest of the kayak as I slowly fed the fire, didn't listen to the unease settling deep in my chest. The kayak was soon gone, consumed for my life, and the lives of my furry partners.
Survival came first.
~Part II: Chill of the Hunt~
Thursday February 12, 2026
I woke to the loud wail of an emergency signal, the sudden sound causing my heart to pound against my ribs. My eyes flew open as I jumped out of bed and ran through the dark bedroom. I hoped the voltage regulator hadn't just failed; it would cause me no end of problems, even if a new one was on the way.
The dim glow of instrument panels was the first thing I noticed when I reached the control room. It wasn't the regulator, which was a relief, but confusion replaced fear as I checked the issue. A spike on the seismic readout was blinking red, then another started blinking ominously. That wasn't supposed to happen.
The floor was cold against my bare feet as I worked to figure out what was going on with the equipment. Activity beneath the surface had triggered every node at once. Strange. I spent a few minutes to go through the data, trying to determine what had happened. A major seismic event wouldn't produce the readouts I was seeing, but what else could it have been?
I shivered slightly, my thin pajamas not nearly enough to protect me from the chill of the base. The alarms slowly quieted down, until only the hum of the generators and the low vibration of the instruments could be heard. It felt wrong, as if the darkness outside had shifted.
A signal suddenly came over the radio, making me jump in surprise. It was an emergency alert from a runner. Someone was out there, and something had gone wrong. The seismic activity; had there been a quake that caused a hazard? My fingers went over the controls while I double-checked the sensors' data. The information made me think something else was malfunctioning. Red lights, a node overloading, erratic spiking; none of it made sense. Those systems were designed for months of unattended operation.
I grabbed my coat and boots, building layers for protection against the bitter cold. Alaskan winters were harsher than I had ever expected, far more dangerous than anything I experienced back home. When I had accepted the job back in August, I knew the weather was going to be brutal, but the Seward Peninsula quickly showed me how unprepared I really was.
The wind outside picked up, rattling the station walls as I dressed. I turned on all the outside lights, illuminating the entire area of the small monitoring station. With every precaution taken, I prepared to head out. Someone was struggling out there, and I had to get to them before it was too late.
The radio crackled as I was finishing tightening the last strap on my parka. At first it was only broken static, with some loud banging sounds interspersed throughout. I made my way to the radio, noticing the nearby clock read 4:27AM. I adjusted the antenna and turned up the volume.
"Hello?" I said after activating the microphone.
The response was rushing wind, more loud banging, the barking of a dog, and the rushed breath of a person.
"This is, this is Alasie Aput," a faint and distorted female voice said. "If anyone is hearing this-"
I froze as static cut off the woman's voice. That name. She was the runner on her way with supplies. I had spoken to her yesterday. Mushers were calm under pressure. They had to be. Panic wasted energy; energy that was needed for survival. Something in her voice made me anxious. It was like her terror was being held back by the sheer strength of her will.
"I'm south of the ridge line," Alasie continued, the signal fading. "I-I'm on my way to the station. Something's following me. It rushed the team once already."
I keyed the microphone again. "Alasie, this is Doctor Ethan Marlowe at the monitoring station. I hear you. Can you describe what's happening?"
"I don't know!" she said in a low voice, as if afraid to be heard. "It's big. It's fast. The dogs won't stop growling, and they don't growl at nothing."
There was another loud sound; wind or maybe movement too close to the microphone. The dogs barked in the background and I heard Alasie shout a command. My stomach dropped. What was attacking her? A grizzly bear, perhaps? They were big and fast. Although, I was pretty sure it was odd for one to relentlessly pursue a musher.
"Alasie?" I asked loudly. "Are you injured?"
"No," she replied quickly. "Not yet. It slammed into the sled once, but I didn't get a good look at it."
A pause followed, one long enough to make me think I'd lost the signal.
"It doesn't walk like a man," Alasie added. "And it doesn't move like an animal."
The radio went dead.
For several moments I stood still, staring at the silent radio while breathing heavily. My rational mind scrambled for explanations: exhaustion, hypothermia, misinterpretation. They didn't explain the certainty in her voice. I'd never met Alasie, but Ed spoke highly of her. Still, he did say she was young. If something was following her, it was probably a grizzly. Maybe she had gotten too close to a cub or something.
I didn't hesitate any longer as I searched for anything I might need, including my emergency pack, complete with first-aid kit. There was even a can of bear spray clipped to the side of the pack. I grabbed both the portable radio and the flashlight before slinging the rifle over my shoulder. Protocol. It was protocol; I wouldn't need it.
The wind hit me the instant I stepped outside, sharp and strong, carrying flurries of snow in jagged gusts. My boots sank into deep drifts as I struggled to keep my balance. The lights illuminated the fenced-in area that surrounded the monitoring station, and I continued through the deep snow toward the chain-link gate.
The latch was frozen, as per usual. It took me a few moments of heavy rapping with my gloved fists until the latch grudgingly gave way. Heavy snow made opening the gate a challenge, but I always made sure it was dug out enough. If only I had been willing to stay out longer and dig a better path to the gate.
Once the gate was open enough for a dog sled, I pushed through while holding the portable radio to my chest. Turning it on, I heard the usual faint static. I turned up the volume and raised the radio above my head, hoping it would help the signal, if only slightly.
"-team... rushing... something's-!"
"Alasie?!" I shouted into the radio.
The radio crackled loudly, bringing with it bursts of noises. I could hear Alasie's panicked voice, but was unable to make out anything more than the occasional word. The dogs were barking, the sled was clearly moving fast, and there were loud thuds that I couldn't identify.
"I can't stop it!" her voice was high and strained. "It hit the sled. Siku! He's hurt, Siku's hurt. Ah!"
A sharp, metallic crack came through the radio, followed by some kind of loud, furious growl. I realized I could hear it through the radio and from off in the distance. My head shot up as a loud whistle cut through the air, followed by a hiss as a bright red light illuminated the treeline. A flare.
The light was a brief burning streak in the darkness, unable to help me see Alasie. Shit, I should have brought the binoculars. It was still near her, likely angered by the bright light of the flare. I heard another loud roar, followed by a loud crashing sound and a massive thud. Whatever it was had knocked down a fucking tree. Maybe it was a moose? Ed had warned me they were a much greater danger than bears.
"I can hear it, it's close!" Alasie barked. "I can't, I have to get the dogs away from it. I have one off the line, I won't leave him! Hike! Hike!"
The radio went silent for a moment before static filled it again. Alasie was moving. I could hear the frantic patter of paws on snow, and the sound of the heavy sled being pulled. Something growled, a low unnatural sound that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. The dogs barked louder, as if in warning. Another dog let out a yelp of pain, probably Siku. I pressed forward, turning on the flashlight in an attempt to guide Alasie to the gate.
"It's back!" she yelled. "It's circling! Straight ahead! Hike! Hike!"
I stumbled on a drift, nearly falling into the snow. Cursing, I steadied myself and pressed onward. The portable radio crackled to life again, carrying strained whimpers of the dogs. My mind raced through various scenarios I'd been trained for, trying to figure out what was going on. I tightened my grip on the rifle, knowing it wouldn't stop the grizzly, the moose, or whatever the fuck that thing was.
The dogs appeared through the trees, powerful Alaskan Huskies lunging through the snow, pulling a sled laden with supplies. Driving the sled was a person mostly-covered by thick furs, but I knew it had to be Alasie. She was struggling to both hold the handlebars and managing something else; likely the wounded dog.
Alasie turned, firing the flare gun a second time, only not at the sky. I heard a loud shriek of rage as something large and fast darted away, disappearing into the darkness. Whatever it was walked on two legs and was very tall, but I could really only make out the outline. The flare illuminated it briefly, and I could tell Alasie had struck something. That was not a bear. That was not a moose. That was a... what the fuck?
The sled skidded over the last ridge of snow, the dogs straining against the weight of the supplies due to being one dog down. My breath hitched as I saw Alasie struggling to hold the injured dog steady while keeping the team moving and reloading the flare gun. I raised the flashlight, trying to signal her.


"Hike! Hike!" Alasie yelled, firing the flare gun again.
The streak of red illuminated the edge of the treeline just long enough for me to get another quick look. It was crouching in the shadows behind a tree; tall, thin, and impossibly still. It was watching, waiting. I still just saw an outline, but I could tell its head was tilted to the side, eyes glinting as it calculated every movement. That wasn't a bear or a moose. That was something smart, something that could think and plan.
I tore my eyes away from the thing and ran to the gate, leading Alasie inside. Eight dogs barreled in, pulling the sled behind them as they yelped and growled. Alasie was holding the ninth dog against her chest as the other huskies fanned out, breathing heavily from the exertion. She immediately anchored the sled, ensuring the dogs were safe and secure.
Slamming the gate shut, I immediately locked it before standing the darkness. I saw movement at the edge of the stations' lights, as if the creature were staying just far enough away to avoid being clearly seen. Its every movement was deliberate. It didn't flee, it didn't attack. It simply waited. Watching us.
We were inside. Safe for the moment.
~Part III: The Waiting Darkness~
Thursday February 12, 2026
The dogs were the first priority. That was obvious to both of us without it needing to be spoken. Alasie moved with practiced efficiency, setting down the wounded Siku before guiding the rest of the team to the dedicated dog shelter behind the main building. The dogs were still restless, ears back and hackles raised, but they clearly trusted Alasie.
Grabbing the emergency veterinary kit from the equipment shed, I ran back to where Alasie knelt beside the injured dog. Siku lay on his side near the gate, his breathing fast but steady. Alasie rested a gloved hand on his chest while murmuring softly in a language I didn't recognize. His tail gave a weak thump in response to her attention.
"He took the hit meant for me," she whispered while stroking his fur. "We were going so fast; whatever it was misjudged the timing. It came out of nowhere and nearly took us out."
I crouched beside Alasie and examined the dog's injury. The fur near Siku's paw was matted with blood and the shoulder was bruised, but it wasn't as bad as I'd feared. Whatever that thing was, it could knock down trees, so it must have only grazed Siku. Otherwise, the damage would have been much, much worse.
"I think he'll be okay," I said reassuringly.
Alasie nodded before lifting her head and letting out a slow breath of relief. It seemed like she had been holding her breath since the first attack. We carefully cleaned Siku's wound and wrapped it as best we could. Alasie was much more skilled with dogs than I was, so I mainly just handed her what she needed.
"Just some light bruising and a cut; he's lucky," she let out a breath. "He'll bounce back in a couple days."
"Good," I replied. "That's good."
"He's not staying out here," Alasie stated firmly. "Not like this. I can't put him with the others, they'll step on him without meaning to."
"There's an isolation stall in the shelter," I told her. "Or we can take him inside."
"He'll rest inside," she nodded, moving to pick him up.
"What about the others?" I questioned. "If that thing could take down a tree, I don't imagine a thin chain-link fence will stop it."
"They'll let us know if there's trouble," Alasie replied confidently.
Back inside the station, Alasie used a couple of spare blankets to make a spot for Siku in the kitchen. She stayed with him for a few minutes to make sure he was comfortable, then she helped me move all the supplies. Some went in the outside storage locker, but most were piled up inside the station. I'd deal with them later.
Once everything urgent had been dealt with, I shut off the outside lights. I was uneasy, but I knew the generators couldn't handle leaving them on constantly. Especially not until I replaced the regulator. Alasie ran outside to check on the dogs before joining me at the kitchen table for some hot chocolate I had made.
Lowering her hood, Alasie looked at me with fatigue as she wrapped her hands around her mug. Lifting the mug, she took a long sip, sighing as the hot liquid warmed her insides. She looked younger than I expected for someone so strong and focused; someone who stared down death and refused to be broken.
Alasie wasn't very tall, likely only a couple of inches over five feet. The fact that she could manage to carry Siku was a testament to her athleticism. Her long dark-brown hair was in a braid, likely to keep it from getting in the way. She had medium-brown skin, big brown eyes, and a cute face. High cheekbones, yet a slightly-rounded face. Her soft features didn't match the strength in her voice and the steady way she carried herself.
"Thank you," she eventually said. "For coming out. For opening the gate."
"No need to thank me," I smiled and shook my head. "I'm Ethan. Ethan Marlowe."
"Alasie Aput," she responded. "What happened to Doctor Fredricksen?"
"Family emergency," I answered with a wince. "Car accident involving his grandchildren. He left a few weeks ago and won't be back this season."
"That's terrible," Alasie gasped. "They didn't send someone to stay with you?"
"They're trying to find someone, but it isn't easy to get someone out here in February," I explained. "Ed and I had been here since August. Getting him out was tough, but he had to go."
"Understandable," she nodded. "I'm surprised we haven't met."
"I was out fixing equipment when you dropped off supplies the last few times. And you didn't stick around very long," I told her. "I'm sorry we met under these circumstances."
A tired smile appeared on her face as her gaze drifted toward the small window. "Alaska's full of surprises."
It definitely was. I felt it too: the sense of being watched. "What happened out there?"
"I-" Alasie hesitated, tightly clenching her mug, "I don't know."
"Why don't you start at the beginning?" I offered.
"The dogs woke me up, they were restless," she began slowly. "There was snarling coming from the darkness, and I couldn't manage to get a light on whatever it was. I felt uncomfortable, so I packed up to set out.
"I never got a good look at it. But it was fast. Really fast. The first time, it hit the sled and almost tipped me. I was still a few miles out, but I knew we had to make it. It was coming at me, just this massive shadow. I don't even know how it missed me, but it hit Siku instead. The flare seemed to scare it off and I managed to get him off the line."
"It seemed smart," I commented. "It knew to move out of sight, to wait for the right moments."
"Right," Alasie nodded. "And it was weird that it just kept coming after me. A predator usually gives up when the prey gets away. They know they're better off looking for a new target."
I knew Alaska had a lot of wildlife, but I couldn't think of any animal that acted and looked like what I saw. "What was it?"
"Nothing I've ever seen before," she said after a long pause. "And I've lived on the Seward Peninsula my entire life."
"This job is my first time in Alaska," I sighed, "when I got here, Ed made a point to tell me that moose were a lot more dangerous than bears."
"A moose that walks on its hind legs?" Alasie arched an eyebrow.
"Right. Good point," I acknowledged. "So, it had to be a grizzly."
"It's not impossible to see a grizzly, but it's unlikely," she explained slowly. "They should be in their dens, asleep for the winter."
"It could rear up. Bears do that," I mused.
"I guess polar bear is possible," Alasie responded. "They usually don't come to this area, but it can happen."
"Crazy polar bear, then?" I frowned. "The only other thing that fits is a gorilla or something. I know they're smart."
"There are no gorillas in Western Alaska," she smirked and rolled her eyes. "You're going with polar bear, doctor?"
"I'm a geophysicist, not a biologist," I chuckled lightly. "But, what else could it be?"
Alasie glanced out the window again, looking deep in thought. "I don't know."
"Okay," I nodded slowly, not wanting to press her. "We don't have to figure it out tonight."
"Right, we'll just keep an eye out and call for help if we need it," Alasie nodded before taking a sip of her hot chocolate.
"Internet and phones aren't exactly reliable here, but the radio usually is," I commented. "But, we'll be fine. We should eat and get out of these parkas before we freeze."
"Yeah," she agreed, glancing down at herself. Frost was clinging to her sleeves and melting snow was dripping onto the floor. "That'd be good."
"I'll get you something to change into and heat something up to eat," I offered, standing. "There's an extra bedroom as well."
Alasie's eyes flicked toward the window again. "I need to be able to get to the dogs fast. If something happens, I'm not gonna be stuck in here looking for boots."
"Of course," I said immediately. "The living room couch is comfortable."
"Thank you," she nodded.
I disappeared into my bedroom to find clothes. The adrenaline was wearing off and I was realizing just how cold I was. The pants I'd pulled on over my pajamas had helped, but I still hadn't been fully-prepared to be outside so long. I put on thick wool socks, thermal pants, and a long-sleeve shirt. They were nothing fancy, but they were clean and warm. I picked out a second set for Alasie.
"These should fit," I handed her the clothes. "The pants might be long on you."
"Long is better than cold," Alasie smiled, accepting the close and heading toward the bathroom to change.
Placing a pot on the stove, I pulled out cans and dried food that could be made quickly. I heard the shower turn on a minute later, and I couldn't blame Alasie for wanting to wash up after the long run. Every so often, I also caught the faint sounds of the dogs outside. They were still alert.
Alasie looked different when she returned; not weaker, but definitely much smaller. It was easier to see the tension she was carrying when she wasn't bundled up in heavy layers. She set out her clothes to dry, leaving her boots next to the couch where she could easily reach them. Sitting on the edge of the couch, she gazed out the dark window beyond the instruments.
"I can hear them from here," she whispered, mostly to herself.
"Good," I replied, handing her a bowl and sitting down on the other end of the couch. "We'll know if there's an issue."
Cradling the bowl between her hands for warmth, Alasie made herself comfortable and started eating. We ate in silence, the hum of the generators filling the space, steady and reassuring. The world outside was anything but reassuring; I knew we could both feel the weight of that animal's presence. It wasn't very scientific, but I was sure it was still out there. Watching and waiting.
"I barely got any sleep," Alasie said suddenly. "The dogs kept waking me up."
"I figured," I nodded, glancing over at her. "You look like you're running on fumes."
She laughed tiredly. "That obvious?"
"Don't worry, I won't tell anyone," I smirked. "If you need to sleep, I can stay up. We'll take shifts keeping an eye on things."
"Thank you," Alasie whispered, relief and gratitude on her face. "Please wake me if anything happens."
"I will," I promised.
I took our bowls to the sink, returning to find Alasie bundled up in a warm blanket. Outside, a dog barked once, making her shoot up. She looked out the living room window while I checked the dogs and the gate. Neither of us saw anything suspicious. When the sound didn't repeat, she eventually relaxed again. It wasn't long before her steady breathing indicated she was asleep.
I didn't sit down. I stared out the living room window, giving me a view of the side of the facility. A couple of small lights were on, but not enough for a good view. Turning on the floodlights, I kept my eyes on the fence. There was movement. It was fast, clearly backing away to get out of view. I only saw its side, but I could tell there was white fur. It must have been a polar bear after all. Either way, it was smart. Smarter than a polar bear should be. It knew exactly where we were.
~Part IV: Tracks in Daylight~
Thursday February 12, 2026
I was momentarily disoriented when I woke up, my sleeping brain unable to process why I was on the couch and why I was so tense. Sleep had come in short bursts, only a couple hours at a time so I could keep watch. The previous events came back to me as I opened my eyes, the reason I needed to keep watch: the weird readings, the radio, the flare, the strange behavior of the animal that attacked the supply runner.
A polar bear, I told myself again. An unusually aggressive and intelligent one. Adrenaline had made me think it was some strange creature, taking away rationality.
The clock told me it was almost eleven in the morning. In Minnesota, it would be nearly midday, but I knew the sun had just started coming up in Western Alaska. I stood up and stretched before heading to find Alasie, half-expecting to find out the night had been some sort of crazy dream or hallucination.
It wasn't. Alasie was kneeling on the kitchen floor beside Siku, her movements slow and careful as she checked the dog's wound. Siku lifted his head when he saw me, his tail thumping faintly against the blanket. He was a beautiful dog, his coat made up of whites, blacks, and browns.
"He's sore, but he's strong," Alasie murmured as she felt his breathing.
"Of course he is," I nodded. Everything about her team suggested strength and endurance.
"I took him out a few minutes ago to use the bathroom," she said. "He still won't put weight on the paw."
"Hopefully a bit more rest will help," I replied.
"The others need to be fed," she added, getting to her feet. "They must be hungry."
"I'll come with you," I offered.
The dogs needed to be fed, but we humans had to eat as well. Calories were important in the freezing temperatures of Alaska. Normally, we'd see to the animals first, but we didn't want to keep taking our layers on and off. I took a quick shower and prepared a meal for the two of us before we got suited up to head outside and start the day.
The sun was low, casting a pale light that reflected off the snow. We entered the dog shelter, and the eight other dogs greeted Alasie with eager yips and wagging tails. Alasie moved down the line, checking each dog and giving them affectionate pats and soft words of encouragement. I followed her lead, handing out food to the dogs and earning their eternal friendship.
Alasie was happy to talk about mushing while we worked; her face lighting up as she discussed her job and hobby. She had been mushing her entire life, and dreamed of one day running the Iditarod. I was very impressed with her, since I couldn't imagine the strength it took to brave the wilderness like that. An isolated lab in Alaska was already pushing the limits of my comfort.
When she spoke about her family, about being Inupiaq and what it meant to grow up on the Seward Peninsula, there was pride in her voice. While not fluent in their language, she did know enough for some basic conversations. It was impressive, especially since I wasn't even sure about the nationality of my last name.
Watching her work revealed just how skilled Alasie was; she was calm and precise as she reassured the dogs. There was no fear in her voice when we took them out of the shelter for a brief walk Whatever had chased them hadn't shaken her confidence. If anything, it was the opposite. She was sharp and focused, treating each dog equally as she kept them all in line.
"What's your plan?" I asked once the dogs were settled back in the shelter.
"Normally?" she gave me a tired smile while squatting beside Anana. "We'd rest a few hours, rearrange the team if needed, and head back out."
"And now?" I questioned delicately.
Alasie straightened slowly. "I'm not leaving until Siku can pull again."
I nodded. It made sense, like everything else she did. "Of course. Did you let home know you're okay?"
"Yeah, before you woke up," she answered. "Grandma answered the radio. I just told her I was safe, but a dog was hurt so I'd be delayed returning."
"Okay," I let out a breath. "And the bear?"
"If it's a polar bear," she began carefully, "it may still be close. It's one thing when I was running, but if it's away from its usual food source and knows there's something in here. It might hang around in the area a while."
"Okay," I let out a nervous breath. "So, we keep the dogs secured, stay alert, and wait things out?"
Alasie looked at me, her dark eyes searching my face. "For now."
I had a job to do, even if recent events were distracting. Alasie helped me move supplies around, getting everything where it needed to be. We refilled the generators and Alasie went with me while I checked all of the equipment. She had a curious mind, happy to hear me talk about my work and what the readouts meant.
The generator shed smelled like hot metal and old oil, a nauseating aroma that made Alasie crinkle her nose in distaste. First step was to shut down the generator, plunging the room into darkness. I then crouched in front of the open control panel, my headlamp illuminating the area. Alasie was looking over my shoulder, watching with interest.
"There you are," I muttered under my breath.
I pointed out the voltage regulator to Alasie; it was a compact black module bolted in place. One terminal was scorched dark, and I made sure she could see the melted plastic. The fact that it was still partially-functional was nothing short of a miracle. It wouldn't have lasted more than another day.
"That's not supposed to look like that," I commented.
"I'm not a physicist, but I know burnt circuits are bad," Alasie giggled.
Next step was to check the fuses. I pulled two from their seats, noticing one was intact while the other had blown. I slipped the damaged fuse into my pocket before removing a new one from the packaging. I loved circuits; it was amazing how one small part could through such a delicate system out of balance.
"The regulator tried to compensate and cooked itself," I said to Alasie. "That explains at least some of the fluctuations."
"You're talking about the big alarm before I called for help?" she asked. I had told her about it during one of our shift changes.
"Yes," I nodded.
"So, that explains that problem," she sighed, seeming relieved.
"Actually, no," I winced. "I mean, it explains some of the fluctuations, but something definitely triggered all the nodes. I still have no idea what."
"Oh," Alasie stated simply. She might not have been a scientist, but I knew that, in many ways, she understood the land better than I did.
Despite the cold, my hands were steady as I unbolted the module. My entire world narrowed to wires, terminals, and tolerances. It was comforting. I even forgot about the very strange night as I swapped in the new voltage regulator. Then I put the covering back on and screwed it back in.
"Okay, fingers crossed," I said as I pulled the breaker.
"This is normal, right?" Alasie looked around as the generator hummed to life.
"It's perfect," I smiled. "Thank you for braving the wilderness to bring me the new regulator."
"My pleasure," she laughed. "Uh, mostly."
The events of the early morning convinced me that a perimeter check was needed as well. Alasie agreed, suggesting we bring a couple of dogs to help. They would smell something wrong; we wouldn't. She didn't bother with the sled, instead clipping a short leash to each of the two harnesses. Both dogs were disciplined and focused, responding instantly to Alasie's commands.
Kimi, the lead dog, was the first one Alasie chose. The second was a strong male named Nanuq. Alasie told me Nanuq meant "polar bear" in Inupiaq, so it was very fitting. All nine of her dogs were named with Inupiaq words that fit with the landscape. A musher using a theme for their dog names was apparently pretty common.


As a group, we slowly circled the perimeter, moving along the fence line. Kimi's tail was low, her attention fixed on the tree line beyond the fence. Nanuq lowered his snout, sniffing a spot near the edge of the fence. Alasie crouched down beside the dog and glanced toward the snow just outside the perimeter with a frown on her face.
Tracks. Huge, almost human-like; too narrow for a bear or a wolf. I could tell the animal had claws, but its feet were not what I expected from any wolf or bear. Each print was deep in the snow, showing that whatever made them was quite heavy. Did polar bears really have feet like that? It didn't seem right.
"Polar bear," I said automatically, despite the doubt I was feeling.
"This isn't right," Alasie whispered, looking deeply concerned. "Bears do rear up, but they run on four legs. Whatever made these walked upright."
"Uh, maybe his foreleg was hurt so he ran weird?" I offered helplessly.
"It went around," she continued, ignoring my pathetic guess as she stood.
"What?" I frowned.
"The dogs followed the scent all the way around," Alasie explained. "It checked the entire perimeter, looking for a way in."
Alasie surveyed the tree line as if she expected the animal to step out at any moment. Kimi whined softly, ears pinned back as she crouched and watched the distant trees, heckles raised. Nanuq was growling slightly, his lip pulled back and his teeth bared. The dogs knew something was out there.
"That's not what a bear does," I commented.
"No," she quietly agreed. "A bear smells food and tries its luck. Maybe it tests once or twice. If it can't get in, it leaves to find something easier." Alasie gestured at the snow with a gloved hand. "This thing didn't leave."
I swallowed weakly. "Maybe it's starving? Winter's been rough."
"Starving animals are reckless," Alasie countered. "They rush, they don't circle. They don't learn."
"It walked the whole fence," I said, looking at the strange tracks. It seemed like the thing had heels. "Why not just charge?"
"It doesn't have to," she answered. "Not yet."
"Do you see it?" I asked as the dogs stared straight ahead.
"No," Alasie responded. "But it's close."
I gave her a long look. "How can you tell?"
"The dogs aren't tracking it anymore," she answered simply.
Alasie was right. Neither dog was sniffing the ground. They were watching. The leashes were slack and the dogs were watching a single point in the distance. It was there. The predator was stalking and the prey was watching back. Unfortunately, we were the prey in the scenario.
"We should get inside," I said calmly.
Alasie nodded immediately. She turned us back toward the station, keeping herself between the dogs and the fence. I matched her pace, the sound of the crunching snow beneath my boots heavy in my ears. It was probably my imagination, but I could feel something watching me. Something that was waiting.
"Ethan," Alasie said when we got inside. "Lock everything."
"I was planning on it," I confirmed.
"And we'll keep our boots near the door," she added, looking at me with those big brown eyes. "If the dogs warn us, don't go out alone. Wake me and we go together."
"Agreed," I nodded.
The station felt smaller than it ever had before. I knew that was all in my head, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of claustrophobia. Alasie and I removed our parkas and boots, leaving them by the entrance to dry. In a place where we could dress quickly if we needed to.
Siku was happy to see us, lifting his head and wagging his tail as we entered the kitchen. Alasie knelt by him immediately, whispering to him while checking the bandage. He seemed quite relaxed; alert as his eyes tracked every movement. While he did look at me briefly, most of his attention was for Alasie.
"He's going to be just fine," she smiled softly.
"That's good," I nodded.
Alasie glanced up at me. "Thank you for helping him."
"I just didn't want to explain to my boss how a supply runner lost a dog on my watch," I shrugged, making her giggle.
Alasie stayed with Siku while I made us something hot to eat. We talked about normal things while I cooked. I told her I was from Minnesota and that I had always loved science. An introductory course for physics majors convinced me to focus on geophysics. I got my doctorate at twenty-six and stayed in the area until I accepted the short-term assignment in Alaska. I was twenty-nine and I was as passionate about science as I was when I was five.
She told me about growing up on the Seward Peninsula, about learning to mush before she could read. I found out that Alasie was twenty-two, and already a strong pillar of her community. It turned out that my plane had landed in her hometown back in August. Brevig Mission was one of the only towns nearby with an airport and a usable road. Usable in summer, at least.
"So," Alasie began as we sat at the table to eat, "you mentioned you took this job for one season. Why the sudden interest in Alaska?"
"It sounded like a nice trip," I answered slowly. "I always wanted to see the aurora, and the works sounded nice. Paid well, too. A relaxing trip, something different. Simple. It was until Ed left me alone and my supplies came with a super-intelligent polar bear with weird feet."
"Sorry about that," she laughed. "The second part, anyway."
"Not your fault," I insisted, taking a sip of my drink. "I can see why you love it here. The environment can be brutal, but the final frontier really is beautiful."
"Last frontier," Alasie smirked, struggling to hold in her laughter.
"What?" I asked.
"Last frontier," she repeated. "Alaska is called the last frontier. The final frontier is space. Are you sure you're smart?"
"I was until a few seconds ago," I admitted, taking a bite of chicken. "Anyway, yeah, it just seemed like an amazing place to visit."
"Going home after the season?" Alasie wondered.
"Assuming I don't become bear food?" I asked, getting a grin and a nod in response. "Maybe. I don't know if Ed is coming back, so they'd need two new people if I left. I would love to see the summer here."
"Oh, it's beautiful," she sighed. "You'd love it."
After eating, we went outside to check the dog shelter again. The dogs were calm, curled together for warmth. A few lifted their heads when we approached. Alasie tested me to see if I could name each dog. I didn't do well, and it didn't help that the names were in a language I had never heard before.
Nothing stirred beyond the fence, but we still didn't linger.
Alasie lowered her hood as soon as we got inside. "Do you have any movies? I'm guessing streaming is out."
"Yeah, it can take twenty minutes for an email to send," I laughed. "We have some old discs we can watch."
"That's fine," she agreed.
We ended up on opposite ends of the couch, each of us wrapped up in a warm blanket. I put on an old action movie I'd seen a few dozen times. Halfway through, she shifted closer to me without comment, drawn by comfort or exhaustion. Or both. We weren't touching, but I could still feel her presence beside me; warm and comforting.
"I should check the equipment," I said after the second movie. "I am at work right now."
"Really?" she faced me with a raised brow. "I thought you just watched TV all day."
"Some days, yes," I admitted. "The spike I told you about might have knocked something out of alignment. I probably should have checked earlier."
As I said it, I thought about how it was a strange coincidence. An animal attack wouldn't register on the sensors, so it was odd that both events happened so close together. Alasie arriving had completely driven the issue from my mind. Weird coincidences, weird polar bears; just a strange time all around.
She straightened nervously. "Outside?"
"No," I assured her. "It's getting dark, so it would have been pretty dumb of me to wait. Interior access panel in the auxiliary corridor."
"I'll come," Alasie offered.
"You don't have to," I quickly said.
"I know," she smiled.
I showed her the way to the panel, giving another lecture on the importance of monitoring seismic activity in a place so prone to earthquakes. She asked insightful questions, once again proving her intelligence. For someone with no formal scientific training, she caught on quick.
Pulling open the panel, I started running diagnostics and checking for any damage. Alasie leaned against the wall with her arms crossed, watching me work. A sensor appeared to have somehow come out of alignment since my last check. Likely during the event that preceded Alasie's call for help.
"Ed always said this station had an attitude problem," I commented while performing the calibration. "It's temperamental and likes to act up at the worst possible time."
"Sounds like a sled dog," she laughed.
"Maybe, but at least I don't have to feed the equipment," I chuckled. "And it doesn't poop everywhere."
"It also doesn't give kisses or cuddles," Alasie countered.
"Well put," I smirked, taking the new fuse out of the packaging.
Once finished, we returned to the kitchen so Alasie could take Siku outside once more to use the bathroom. It wasn't that late, but we were both exhausted. We also agreed to take shifts through the night again. Alasie went through her nightly routine and curled up on the couch, making me promise to wake her if anything went wrong.
I didn't see anything out the window, but I no longer felt that meant we were alone. Something was out there. Would we find more tracks in the morning, or would something happen before then?
~Part V: After Midnight~
Friday February 13, 2026
Sleeping in shifts sucked. It probably would have been smarter for each person to sleep half the night, but we got in the habit of switching every couple hours. It was almost one in the morning and Alasie was curled up on the couch under a blanket. I was sitting in an armchair eating an energy bar and enjoying a sports drink. Siku had lifted his head hopefully when I walked by, but the bar contained chocolate, so he had to settle for a pat on the head.
A few minutes later I was reading a book when I heard the familiar chime of an alert from the equipment in the next room. It wasn't the blaring alarm that meant a problem, just a standard notification. Sometimes sensors drifted or software glitched. Other times it was random and normal permafrost shifts. That was the job.
The chime sounded again as I entered the dark lab and was greeted by several blinking lights. I hit the switch and took a seat at my desk. The alert was coming from one of the outer seismic nodes. Pulling up the data, I was expecting to see a calibration issue or an anomaly related to temperature.
"That's new," I muttered to myself, noticing how clean the readout was.
No noise at all. There was a slow and steady increase in load on the vertical channel. It seemed like something unimaginably heavy had pressed straight down on the sensor. No sharp spike, no chaotic scatters. I considered the sensor might have been seated in a layer of ice that suddenly expanded, but that definitely wasn't right.
"Thermal contraction?" I whispered, entering a few commands.
The graph didn't support that guess either. Thermal events were gradual, not at all like what I was seeing. A massive rise in pressure, it plateaued, then dropped off. Nothing on the neighboring nodes ruled out seismic activity. Even a minor tremor would register across several points.
It wasn't human activity; Alasie was the only other person within several miles. Even if there was someone around I didn't know about, a person would need heavy machinery to make that kind of a disturbance. I was about to mark the event as an isolated anomaly when the alert chimed again. Same sensor and same pattern. The rise in pressure was much greater the second time.
The two events were somewhat similar to what happened just before Alasie called for help. Although, not nearly as extreme. The alarm right before the attack indicated the sensors were almost overloaded. What was showing on the screen was within tolerance and was only impacting one node. The data being cleaner could be explained by me replacing the voltage regulator. The rest was a bigger question.
What could it be? I was a physicist; I understood geology. Animals didn't trigger seismic sensors. Not like what I was seeing. It was possible for some erratic surface noise to show up if a large enough animal was moving in the right spot, but that didn't fit with what was on the screen.
I pulled up the raw waveform and zoomed in, my pulse racing. My earlier thought was correct; it did seem like something heavy had rested on the sensor. Then came back. It wasn't possible for an animal, unless one of those long-necked dinosaurs that weighed as much as several school buses had been brought back from extinction and wandered into Alaska.
Suddenly, all the nodes reacted at once. The pressure returned to the same node, and it was like a pulse traveled through the permafrost, pinging all the others. If it were a tremor, I would have felt it. The building stayed still, the silence heavy in the air. Once again, the pressure on the sensor was gone. I made sure to flag all the data to view later. I'd never seen anything like it.
The timestamps showed the nodes registered the pulse at the exact same moment. Not a wave. No delay. The permafrost had been pressed. The earth didn't behave like that, and a full integrity check came back clean. No voltage irregularities, corrupted packets, or evidence of cross-communication between nodes. All of the equipment was functioning perfectly; the sensors for each node were doing their jobs.
A frown crossed my face when I realized it was too quiet. The wind had fallen silent, no longer rattling against the chain link or the station. Feeling uneasy, I got to my feet and returned to the common area. It was lucky I did, because I heard movement from outside not long after. Metal.
The floodlights were off to conserve power, and only dim lighting from the windows illuminated the snow outside. Something was moving near the fence. I rushed across the room and grabbed a pair of binoculars. I didn't want to turn on the lights and scare whatever was out there.
Kneeling on the couch with the binoculars steadied against the window, I watched as the chain-link fence shuddered. It wasn't being violently attacked; it was being tugged on. Whatever was pulling the fence released it, causing snow to shake off the links as the fence snapped back into place.
"Alasie," I hissed, nudging her with my knee. "Look at this."
She shot up instantly, and without any of the grogginess or confusion I expected from someone just waking up. Her training and experience let her react quickly, tossing the blanket off herself as she knelt on the couch beside me and took the binoculars. She froze as she stared at the figure in the distance.
The dogs weren't barking. I realized that when Siku limped into the room, his body tense and ears pinned back. He didn't get up on the couch, but there was no doubt he knew something was out there. His hackles raised when the fence moved again, the rattling growing in volume as the thing outside pulled at the metal.
"It's not trying to break in," Alasie whispered.
I swallowed weakly. "No. It's checking for weaknesses."
"No," she replied quickly. "It's letting us know it's here. It's checking me."
"What do you mean?" I asked, turning to look at her.
"It's doing what predators do when they want something specific," she never looked away from the binoculars. "It's following me. Not the dogs or the food, me. It was aiming for me when it hit Siku."
"It was following all of you," I reasoned, trying to keep my voice steady.
"It was fast enough to catch us," Alasie continued. "Strong enough, too. Maybe it grazed Siku on purpose. It kept hitting and retreating, driving us forward while keeping a steady distance. It even gave me time to take Siku off the line. I thought I had just put some distance between us and lost it, but now I don't think that."
"Why would it do that?" I questioned skeptically.
"If it wanted the dogs, it would be closest to the shelter. If it wanted to get in, it knows where the gate is," Alasie mused, ignoring my question. "It's staying closest to me, always just out of sight so we can't get a good look."
I had spent years reading graphs and models. Alasie had spent her life reading animals and surviving the harsh wilderness. What she was saying didn't seem possible, but I knew she was the expert. I trusted her judgment, and I trusted what my eyes were telling me. Something was very, very wrong.
Alasie stiffened beside me. "It's moving closer."
She passed me the binoculars, but the clouds shifted before I could lift them to my eyes. We both watched breathlessly as the moonlight started breaking through and casting long shadows across the snow. The colors of the aurora filled the Alaskan sky as the clouds parted. Kneeling side-by-side on the couch, we both watched as the distant shapes sharpened all at once.
I saw it.
Mostly.
It was still just an outline, but we could clearly see its movements were deliberate; controlled in a way no animal's should have been. I could practically hear my heart pounding as my mind went blank. Then the clouds thinned further, and the area was fully illuminated by the moon and the aurora.
A tall creature came into view, one that was far too human-like. I had expected the thick, shaggy bulk of a bear, but instead its fur was uneven; pale gray-white with silvery highlights. Its shoulders sat too high, sloping upward instead of down. Its neck was long enough to move its head with unsettling ease.
It even had toes. Long, clawed digits spread out as it shifted its weight, pressing deep into the snow. The eyes were dark and set forward, full of intelligence no wild animal possessed. I watched as the fur bristled while it braced itself. Moments later the chimes went off again, indicating every node was affected. No. They couldn't be reacting to that... thing.
"That looks like," the words slipped out before I could stop them. "That looks like Bigfoot."
Alasie's face was pale, her jaw tight as she swallowed weakly. "It's a Tornit."
Before I could respond, the creature leaned forward, causing the metal to flex. My blood ran cold as it lifted one clawed hand and dragged it slowly along the fence, making the metal shriek. It wasn't an attack. It was a message. Siku and the other dogs in the shelter all started howling.
The creature took a step back, allowing the fence to spring back into place. It then slowly stepped back, retreating into the darkness. The dogs slowly settled down, leaving an eerie silence that was almost worse than the noise. It wasn't gone, it had just retreated for the moment.
"That wasn't scouting," I muttered, my hands trembling.
"No," Alasie agreed. "It already knows everything."
She turned her head to look at me.
"It came for me."
~Part VI: The One Who Walks the Land~
Friday February 13, 2026
I was leaning over the back of the couch, frozen in place as I struggled to control my breathing. My eyes were fixed on the stretch of snow where the Tornit had stood before stepping back into the trees. The wind was picking up again, blowing fresh powder over the tracks as if it were trying to erase the proof of what I had just seen.
The tracks weren't needed to confirm what I had witnessed: that the past had returned. I knew the moment I saw the way it moved, the way it waited. The way it was one with the land. Grandma's voice echoed through my memories, strict and firm, the way it sounded when her stories went from entertainment to warnings.
Some things walked like people, but were not people.
I swallowed and gripped the couch cushion tightly, suddenly aware of how exposed I felt. The walls, the fence, the lights; the monitoring station would not protect me from the Tornit. If it decided to get to me, it would. It hadn't even tried to force its way in. It didn't need to.


It wanted me to see it. To understand.
Those stories. So many stories about Alaskan folklore. I had loved them, but I interpreted them as simple fables meant to teach a lesson. They were our traditions; tales passed down from parents to children. I even imagined telling my own children one day. While they were important to our culture, they were just stories. They weren't supposed to be real.
There was no denying that it was real; my own eyes had shown me the truth. It was tall with claws and long limbs. Its ragged fur was a pale gray-white with flecks of silver that would blend into the snow perfectly. I had a brief thought that it should be wearing something, and the realization that it didn't need to was worse. Clothes were for people, and that being belonged to the land. The Tornit was real, and I knew it was my own choices that brought it out into the open.
I shouldn't have burned it. Guilt consumed me as I remembered burning the kayak. It had seemed necessary and practical. The kayak was too damaged to be used and the rivers it was made for had long ago dried up. Burning it seemed respectful; returning it to the land instead of letting it rot. I had been so foolish. Some things weren't meant to be returned that way. Had it really been THE kayak? The one that started everything?
Siku started whining as Ethan shifted beside me, his movements subtle but tense. I could feel his confusion, his logical mind reaching for a rational explanation and coming back empty-handed. He was good at patterns, at data, at the kind of math that made my head hurt. I hadn't known him long, but I was sure he wasn't good at things that didn't neatly fit into his view of the world, things without a rational explanation.
"Alasie," Ethan said quietly, ending the heavy silence. "You said its name."
I tore my gaze from the window and turned to face him. Ethan was about six feet tall, so I had to look up to meet his green eyes. His face was pale, questions he couldn't yet speak written all over his face. He ran a hand through his blond hair as he gathered his strength to ask, to bring up something he knew he shouldn't believe in.
"What's a Tornit?" he asked plainly.
"It's a story," I answered slowly. "Well, I thought it was a story."
"And now you don't?" Ethan followed up.
"I... I know what I saw," I let out a breath. "And if it's here, then it isn't here by accident. It's here for me."
Siku whined again as Ethan searched my face for answers. "Maybe you should start at the beginning?"
"Okay," I nodded slowly as I turned and sat on the couch. Siku curled up at my feet and I reached down to scratch behind his ear.
Ethan sat down beside me and watched me closely. "I'm listening."
"Grandma told me a lot of stories growing up," I began carefully. "Stories of our ancestors, of the land, of our history. I remember being a little girl and curling up in her lap while she brushed my hair and told me about wild people who used to live in harmony with the Inuit.
"The stories are old. Very old," I said. "They date back to when people first crossed the Bering Land Bridge."
"That one I know about," Ethan spoke up. "It's the land that connected what's now Russia and Alaska?"
"Right," I nodded. "We're currently on the Seward Peninsula. The tip leads to what's now the Bering Strait. It's only about fifty miles from Russia."
"I wanna make a bad joke, but it's probably not appropriate," he smirked.
"Anyway," I giggled, "the story. The Tornit, or Tuniit were people who lived in villages near the Inuit. Some say they lived near the Cumberland Sound, which is actually in Eastern Canada, but I think we can say that's not the only place."
"Yeah, that's very far from here," Ethan nodded.
"It is," I agreed. "The Tornit were big and strong, some called them the Alaskan Bushmen. They had longer limbs and could move big rocks the Inuit couldn't."
"Alaskan Bigfoot, got it," he laughed.
"I suppose that's accurate," I smiled slightly, a small blush on my cheeks when I realized our knees were touching. "The Tornit and Inuit used to hunt together, but the Tornit's eyes weren't very good. They also didn't know how to build kayaks, but understood how useful they were. Grandma always told me there used to be more rivers in this area.
"The Tornit used to borrow Inuit kayaks without asking, which upset the Inuit. Our people couldn't make a big deal out of it because the Tornit were so strong. Grandma used to point out large boulders to me and tell me those were rocks the Tornit would throw."
"Well, whatever chased you did knock down a tree," Ethan winced.
"That's true," I sighed. "So, one day a young Tornit took an Inuit's kayak without asking. The Tornit had never used a kayak before and ended up ruining the bottom on some rocks. The Inuit kept his anger in check until the thief was asleep in his stone house. Then the Inuit slipped in and stabbed the Tornit.
"That's the story I got when I was older. When I was a little girl, Grandma told me the Inuit bullied the poor Tornit and made him cry every day."
"I can see why she wanted to tone down a murder story," Ethan smiled at me.
"Right," I bit my lower lip. "So, the story ends with the Tornit tribe knowing how angry the Inuit were with them. The Tornit feared more death would follow, so they chose to leave forever."
"The moral of the story is not to take things that don't belong to you?" he suggested. "Or maybe to talk about something that bothers you so it doesn't get to the point of murder?"
"Either works, I guess," I shrugged. "And that's why it's my fault this is happening."
"What do you mean?" Ethan frowned.
"I found the remains of an old kayak when I stopped for the night on the way here," I looked away from him shamefully. "I burned it to keep warm."
"You can't be the only person to ever burn some old wood," he reasoned.
"Okay, but what if it was THE kayak?" I mumbled, unable to look him in the eye.
"Even if there was some truth to the story, that kayak would have to be thousands of years old," Ethan pointed out. "It would have rotted away to nothing."
"Are you sure about that?" I asked. "It was buried in permafrost. Or what used to be permafrost."
"I..." he trailed off. "Okay, sure, if it froze really quickly and never thawed, it is possible for something like that to last a very long time."
"And we both know we've been having warmer years," I said quietly. "Some things don't disappear when they're buried. They wait."
"Yes, that's all true," Ethan admitted, reaching out to lift my chin until I was looking at him. "But, Alasie, c'mon. There has to be a more reasonable explanation."
"It all fits, Ethan!" I insisted as he lowered his hand. "I burned the kayak, then all your machines went crazy and a giant thing started chasing me!"
"You think the Tornit set off all the nodes?" he frowned.
"You said they were nearly overloaded before I called for help," I responded. "And it kept happening! What if that first reading was the Tornit waking up?"
"How could it do that?" Ethan questioned. "I mean, they read seismic shifts in the land."
"The Tornit is the land," I stated firmly.
Ethan fell silent as he contemplated my statement. With one hand on the back of the couch, I turned and looked out the window, almost expecting the Tornit to reappear. Nothing. I could feel Siku rubbing up against my legs as I struggled to process everything. Would anyone believe me if I told them? Grandma would, but my parents would insist they were just stories. I couldn't blame them; I had thought the same.
"Well," Ethan began with a humorless chuckle, "it is Friday the thirteenth. I guess it fits."
I looked at him with a bemused expression. "Really?"
"What?" he grinned. "Middle of nowhere, ancient mythological creature, seismic anomalies that shouldn't exist. Sounds like bad luck to me."
A faint laugh slipped out of me, and I soon started giggling. It felt strange, almost wrong, to laugh after what we'd just seen. Ethan was laughing too, and I had to admit that it helped with some of the tension. I just shook my head at him as my giggles died down.
"My grandma would say this is when old stories pay attention," I said. "Not because of some random date, but because of timing. The kayak being pushed to the surface, the awakening of something ancient."
"I'm still trying to figure out a rational explanation here," Ethan sighed. "I have no idea what I saw, but I just can't accept it's a thousand-year-old creature."
"Ignoring evidence isn't very scientific, doctor," I replied teasingly.
"I'm not ignoring evidence," he chuckled and shook his head, "I'm just saying that if the supernatural existed, we would have found evidence a long time ago."
"Not necessarily," I argued. "I heard about some paranormal investigation show that supposedly found proof of ghosts last year. Some kind of haunted hotel in New York."
"I think it's more likely the people who run the show found a great CGI expert," Ethan responded.
"Okay, mister, how do you explain what we just saw?" I challenged.
"'Mister?'" he questioned. "When did I get downgraded from 'doctor?'"
"When you started being dumb," I shrugged. "And don't avoid the question."
The smile fell from his face. "I don't have an explanation. I agree, it's weird. I'm just not ready to accept that the Tornit people are still alive somewhere."
"Could just be the one," I offered. "And perhaps we should review the evidence."
Ethan gestured toward the lab. "Right this way and we'll see what the data tells us."
I followed him back into the monitoring room and sat beside him at a desk. Siku joined us, curling up on the floor to keep watch. Ethan was soon typing in commands, and I was impressed with the focus on his face. He was in his element, looking at data and trying to solve a problem. It was a lot different than what I did with my life, but I recognized the passion.
"This was the night you burned the kayak," Ethan said, pointing at the screen.
"If you say so," I nodded, looking at the lines that meant absolutely nothing to me.
"So, I woke up to an alarm just before you radioed for help," he continued, highlighting a section. "Based on timing, it would have been after you burned the kayak."
"Alright," I said, not understanding.
"Notice how every node reacts at once?" he asked, turning to look at me.
"Uh, sure," I winced.
"Here, let me show you," Ethan said before briefly explaining how to look for the signals from each node. "So, now you can see that every node responded simultaneously."
"And that's bad?" I shrugged helplessly.
"Well, it doesn't makes sense," he explained. "If it were an earthquake, the signal would propagate. There would be a delay since not all nodes are in the same spot. But this? It's as if all the land in the area reacted at the same time."
"I burned the kayak, and a little while later the land woke up. The Tornit woke up," I concluded, feeling a tightening in my chest. "It chased me, I called you for help."
"I don't know," Ethan finally admitted with a frown. "I just don't know."
"These stories," I began carefully, "they're told over generations, changing with each retelling."
"Sure, makes sense," he nodded. "What are you thinking?"
"Like you said, it would be a lot to accept that an entire species was out there somewhere without us knowing," I admitted. "What if the story is inaccurate? The Tornit stole the kayak, and maybe it did cause the divide between our people. Rather than leave with the others, this one left due to guilt and became one with the land. The kayak was preserved in the permafrost and he went to sleep."
"You burnt it... and woke him up?" Ethan finished with a raised brow.
"Which your node things picked up on," I concluded.
Ethan leaned back in his chair; his arms crossed as he stared at the screen. We hadn't known each other long, but I felt like I could see everything going on in his brain. He knew what he had seen, but he just couldn't say the words; he couldn't admit that the Tornit was real. Yet.
"So," he eventually said in a low voice, "if you're right... if, then it was aware of everything happening to the kayak while asleep."
I bit my lower lip. "It woke up aware of me."
"That doesn't mean it wants to hurt you," Ethan argued.
"So, you're accepting it's real?" I raised my eyebrow teasingly.
"Just, ah, going through theories," he stammered. "I accept something chased you, of course."
I giggled for several seconds before responding. "It chased me and hit Siku. It wants to hurt me."
"It did chase you, yeah," Ethan conceded as he turned his chair to face me. "But it didn't catch you. It didn't try to break in. It made sure you saw it, then it left."
"That's what worries me," I frowned. "Grandma used to say some spirits didn't punish right away. They wait to make sure you understand what you've done."
"That's..." he grimaced. "That's terrifying."
"From a behavioral standpoint," I began slowly, "it's displaying curiosity and territorial awareness. I think you're right. It hasn't tried to actually kill me."
"If it had, I don't think we'd be having this conversation," Ethan stated plainly.
A chill ran through me as I hugged myself. "What if it is waiting, but not to kill me?"
"Then what?" he asked.
"For me to make things right," I answered simply.
Ethan studied me for a long moment, the joking and skepticism gone. "Do the stories say how?"
"Not directly, no," I admitted, shaking my head. "They do always talk about balance. Respect. Acknowledging harm."
"So, say you're sorry?" he offered helplessly.
"I think I'll have to do a bit more than open the door and scream 'I'm sorry' as loud as I can," I smiled weakly.
"You're probably right," Ethan nodded. "I once had to fix a malfunctioning server. When swearing at it didn't work, I kicked it and thought I destroyed it. I really apologized then."
That made me laugh.
"If it's tied to the land, or it is the land," he continued seriously, "then we have to be careful. No calling in armed people, as much as I'd like to. Oh, and you should probably apologize for shooting it with the flare gun."
"Good point," I winced. "I definitely hit it."
Another long silence settled between us. Outside, the wind howled against the station, rattling the windows. We both glanced out the window, our eyes searching the dark treeline. It was too dark to tell if it was hiding out there, but the glow of the aurora would have illuminated any obvious movement.
"It's late," Ethan said. "We should get some rest."
"You're right," I agreed. "I don't think it will come back tonight. It got what it wanted; for me to see it and know I wronged it."
"Do you still wanna sleep on the couch?" he questioned.
"Yeah," I nodded slowly. "Just in case. Then tomorrow I should go back to where I burned the kayak."
"Alasie," Ethan inhaled sharply.
"I won't do anything stupid," I promised. "But this is my responsibility. I need to face it."
"Then I'm coming with you," he vowed.
"You don't have to do that," I quickly said, my eyes wide.
"Well, you aren't going alone, so I don't see another option," Ethan smirked.
"The dogs are coming," I pointed out.
"And if things get bad, they'll probably need to protect us both," he declared, standing up and offering his hand. "We don't need to sleep in shifts, but we should both be near the door. Good thing it's a big couch."
The room felt warmer somehow as I took Ethan's hand and let him help me up. I noticed his fingers lingered around mine for a second longer than necessary. Siku trotted ahead of us, his tail wagging as he led us back to the common areas. I was relieved to see that his paw seemed better, even if he still wouldn't put his full weight on it.
I placed my blanket on the floor so Siku could curl up on it. Then I joined Ethan on the couch. We were on opposite sides, but his blanket was more than big enough to cover both of us. The darkness felt oppressive as I curled up under the blanket, as if the Tornit were still out there, watching me from the shadows.
"Goodnight, Alasie," Ethan said from his side of the couch.
"Goodnight, Ethan."
~Part VII: The Last Frontier~
Friday February 13, 2026
I was comfortable and relaxed, my brain unable to remove the fog of sleep that muddled my thoughts. There was a warm body pressed against me, both of us covered by a thick blanket. I couldn't remember where we had fallen asleep, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was that we were together.
My left arm was around her shoulders, holding her protectively. I lightly palmed the large breast in my hand, my fingers caressing the large mound from over her thick sweater. She moaned softly, leaning in to my touch while her hand slid along my thigh. I let out a breath when she started caressing my morning wood.
"Beth," I moaned softly.
"Hm?" a female voice mumbled in response. "What?"
My eyes flew open as adrenaline flooded through me, bringing with it the realization of where I was actually sleeping. "Alasie! Shit! Sorry, sorry!"
"It's ah, it's okay..." Alasie whispered, her face bright red as she scooted back to her side of the couch. "Um, looks like I was the one to move closer. I mean, I don't remember, ah, sorry."
"All good, it is Alaska. You probably just got close for warmth," I reasoned, trying not to think about how cute she looked with her face flushed and her brown hair in a braid.
Alasie nodded as Siku decided to climb up on the couch and curl up between us with his head in her lap. She looked down at him affectionately as she started lightly running her fingers along his side. I smiled as Siku's tail started wagging, noticing how relaxed Alasie seemed around the dog.
"It looks like someone's feeling better," Alasie observed.
"Wow, dogs heal fast," I commented with a chuckle.
"They do, and it was just a bruise," she replied. "He should be okay to come with us today."
"You're bringing him?" I frowned.
"We can't leave him here alone," Alasie reasoned. "He won't pull us, but since he can put weight on the paw he'll be able to walk beside the sled. It's only a few miles."
"Okay," I nodded. It made sense. "How'd you sleep?"
"Enough," she shrugged, looking at me with an expression that made me think she was trying to decide something. "I didn't expect to wake up to being groped though."
"Alasie, I am SO sorry," I winced.
"I'm kidding, it's fine," Alasie blushed slightly. "We were both half-asleep. I, ah, could tell you were enjoying yourself though."
"On that note, didn't you say you wanted to leave at sunrise?" I mumbled.
"Right," she giggled. "Why don't you take a shower while I check on the dogs? Then I'll take one before we go."
"Sure, sounds good," I nodded.
Alasie put on her weather gear while I did my morning walk to check fuel levels, voltage stability, and alerts. Everything was normal. She went outside to feed the dogs while I locked myself in the bathroom, still feeling embarrassed. The brief privacy felt nice, and I soon removed my clothes and stepped under the hot water.
I had nothing to be embarrassed about; Alasie had been the one to move over to me during the night. While that's what I told myself, I couldn't help but be humiliated by how I had groped her, and that she had felt the effect she had on me. She was a beautiful, young woman. Of course I reacted.
Nothing could happen, so it was best to just forget about how we woke up. Alasie was a bit young for me, and she would be leaving to head back to Brevig Mission once the craziness was dealt with. As for me, I'd be going back to Minnesota at the end of the season. Even if there was nothing waiting for me back home.
That creature, whatever it was, it was the only reason there had been any spark between us. Alasie had a brush with death, I saw something I couldn't explain; the stress had pushed us together. Acknowledging that would help me be more professional going forward. I'd be happy to continue a friendship with Alasie, but the fantasy had to stay in my head.


Alasie took her shower after mine, then met me in the kitchen for breakfast. Our meal was simple: oatmeal, dried fruit, and very strong coffee. I looked out the small window, the aurora particularly intense. It was after 9:00AM and the sun would soon be rising.
"So," I said after a bite of oatmeal, "what do you do when you're not, you know, crossing half the state with a dog team?"
"Half the state?" she laughed. "I didn't even leave the Seward Peninsula for this trip. Do you realize how big Alaska is?"
"I do," I smirked. "You said you wanted to run the Iditarod, that covers quite a bit of the state. I assumed you'd been further from home before."
"I know, I'm just giving you a hard time," Alasie smiled.
"You seem to be doing that more lately," I commented.
"You grabbed my boob, so I guess that makes us friends," she shrugged.
"And you're giving me a hard time again," I rolled my eyes. "Are you gonna answer the question?"
Alasie leaned back in her chair, considering the question. "I like carving. Small stuff. I use bone and driftwood. I'm not very good, but I like working with my hands."
"That makes sense," I smiled. "It sounds like a fun hobby."
"It is," she nodded. "I also have a normal life. Alaska isn't that crazy in summer. I like shopping and watching movies. I even have a smartphone."
"I did see the end of summer here," I reminded her.
"Now it's my turn," Alasie declared. "I don't think you told me the truth when you said why you came here."
"What do you mean?" I cleared my throat nervously.
"Who's Beth?" she looked at me plainly.
"Oh, you heard that," I winced before taking a sip of coffee.
"I did," Alasie confirmed. "Kind of hurts a girl's feelings to hear a guy moan another woman's name."
"Ex-girlfriend," I admitted. "And yes, you're right, wanting to get away from everything definitely influenced my decision to come here."
"I see," she gave me a sympathetic look. "Sorry. Maybe I am prying a bit too much. It's been a crazy couple of days."
"No need to apologize," I shook my head. "I really am over her. It was a rough breakup, but it's been months. She was just the last woman I woke up with, so I guess my head went there."
"Understandable," Alasie replied. "We were both exhausted."
"So, ah, what about you?" I asked carefully. "I mean, I know it's none of my business, but I just want to make sure some guy's not gonna come kick my ass or something."
"Don't worry, you're safe," she giggled cutely. "I've never really had a boyfriend."
"Really?" I arched an eyebrow. "No romantic mushing dates?"
"Nah, nothing like that," Alasie laughed, blushing slightly. "Although, I didn't say I've never dated, just that I've never been in a serious relationship."
"Hey, that's none of my business," I raised my hands defensively.
"If you can't share with someone after you both nearly got ripped apart by an ancient creature, who can you share with?" she challenged with a grin.
"That is a good point," I chuckled.
"I guess we're buddies now that we've shared such a traumatic experience," Alasie reasoned. "I'm sure your breakup wasn't as scary as an angry Tornit."
"It's angry at you, not me," I teased, making her laugh. "The breakup was nothing crazy, no one cheated or anything. We just grew apart, I guess. It was rough because we had been together for years."
"It's her loss," she insisted. "You're a nice guy and you risked your life for a complete stranger."
"Thanks, but we'll never know what would have happened if it rushed us," I pointed out. "I might have screeched and ran back inside."
"I would have enjoyed seeing that," Alasie gave me a tight-lipped smile as she nodded.
Our conversation soon drifted to other topics. Alasie told me about teaching mushing workshops in the off-season, about helping with repairs around the house, and how the land looked different depending on the time of year. I listened more than I talked, surprised by how easily the conversation flowed. It felt nice. Very nice.
After breakfast, it was time to head out. We were dressed warmly as we went out back to the dog shelter. Kimi was very excited to get back to mushing. Alasie harnessed the eight dogs, while only using a short line for Siku. She gave me a few safety tips and had me on the sled beside her. As the morning sun first touched the snow, I looked out over the Alaskan tundra. I had been at the station for months, and it was time to truly explore the last frontier.
~Part VIII: When the Land Listens~
Friday February 13, 2026
"Hike!" I said in a calm, confident voice.
The dogs moved with controlled strength, all of them settling into a steady motion that wasn't meant for speed. Siku walked alongside the sled, his limp finally gone. Ethan was gripping the sled's rail a little too tightly, likely due to nerves. Or perhaps adrenaline? I knew how exhilarating mushing could be.
I could feel Ethan's body against mine as the sled runners ran across the snow. Every noise was amplified, stripping away the comfort of the station. No more walls or gates; nothing to shield me from what I had done. I felt my heart racing, both over what I was setting out to do and who I was doing it with.
When I had first arrived at the monitoring station, I was too overwhelmed to think much about Ethan. Our shared experiences showed me he was a good man; one I could consider a friend. Then I woke up earlier to him holding me. It felt so nice being in his arms, and hearing him say another person's name hurt more than I let on.
I shook my head, chasing those thoughts away. Even if something were possible, it wasn't the time. I had wronged the land and I needed to make it right. Ethan would help me make it right. Ethan, and my dogs. My companions, my partners, my friends.
"You're really good at this," Ethan commented at one point.
"The dogs are doing all the work," I laughed. "You okay?"
"Yeah, this is nice," he replied. "It would be nicer if I weren't worried about a polar bear eating us."
"Oh, hush," I scoffed. "We both know it wasn't a polar bear."
The trail I followed wasn't a trail in the way many thought of them. It was a path made of memory and instinct, of knowing where the land gave and where it held. The dogs trusted me to read the signs, and I trusted them to tell me when something was wrong.
It didn't take long. Kimi's ears went back as she listened to something I couldn't hear. After another half-mile of traveling, I felt it too. The air was wrong. There was an emptiness to it that made my skin prickle. The wind had died, leaving an unnatural stillness to the world. Even sounds seemed muted, as if being consumed by the land itself.
Siku stopped, and I brought the sled to a halt. All nine dogs froze, muscles taught, their focus snapping forward. Ethan and I both looked around, seeing nothing but tundra, trees, and outcroppings. The snow ahead of us was untouched, with no tracks or broken branches. There was no obvious sign of anything wrong, but my instincts were screaming that we had crossed a line.
"What is it?" Ethan whispered urgently.
My grip tightened on the handlebar. "I don't know."
"It's like..." Ethan started before pausing to gather his thoughts. "Like when you walk in a room and everyone stops talking because of you."
"Yes," I whispered. "Exactly like that."
"We're trespassing," he added.
"We keep going," I said, more to myself than to Ethan. "Slow. No rushing, no challenging."
"Alasie," Ethan began, his voice steady and grounded as he looked straight ahead. "It's real, isn't it?"
"Yes," I answered, feeling in my heart that the land was listening.
We moved forward with a slow and steady pace, the silence clinging to us with every step like frost. I hadn't stopped that far from the monitoring station, and we were fast closing in on our destination. When Kimi veered slightly left, I had the dogs all stop.
"What is it?" Ethan asked.
"There," I whispered, gesturing to where Kimi was looking.
About ten feet from us was a large depression in the snow. It was at least ten feet across and circular, compressing the fresh snow. I couldn't imagine why something like that existed. Did a very heavy object press down on that spot and then disappear without leaving a trace?
"That's not wind," Ethan said slowly.
"Definitely not," I replied. "Wind scatters."
Siku let out a soft whine, his eyes fixed on the circular depression.
"Okay," Ethan let out a breath. "Okay. We've seen this thing leave prints before, but it may have left them on purpose."
"There also weren't nearly enough to account for how much it moved around," I added, unsure where he was going with this.
"If the Tornit is interacting with the land the way your story suggests, if it IS the land," he continued slowly. "Then it wouldn't need to move through the snow the way we do."
I looked at him. "Uh, okay?"
"Sorry, a scientist who believes in the supernatural is still a scientist," Ethan smiled. "My point is, there's always an explanation. I'm still trying to accept an ancient creature sleeping for thousands of years as an explanation, but here we are."
"Get to the point," I giggled, gesturing toward him.
"Pressure without displacement," he answered. "Distributed force. That's what the sensors were seeing. Not steps. Weight being applied to the nodes."
"You're saying it's not walking?" I frowned.
"I'm saying it's choosing where to exist," Ethan explained. "At least partially."
"We're so close to the kayak," I whispered as a chill ran down my spine. "It appeared in that spot."
"And the land listened," he concluded.
The terrain shifted as we continued, snow thinning as we reached the place I recognized. The burn site. The dogs slowed as we reached the shallow hollow near the old spruce trees. They stopped without me instructing them, refusing to enter the hollow where we had slept before. I set the snow anchor and got off the sled.
Siku stayed with the others as Ethan accompanied me to the hollow. The ground was wrong. It was scarred, the snow uneven and unwilling to settle. I saw some of the straw I had spread out for the dogs to rest on, shocked that it hadn't been buried by snow or blown away. The spot where I had built the fire was still obvious, with only splinters of black wood remaining of the kayak.
"I, I didn't think..." I trailed off. "I just needed heat."
"I believe you," he replied, taking my gloved hand in his.
Something in the air shifted, a pressure settling on us. It wasn't heavy or crushing; it was expectant. The dogs had all gone still, not one of them making a sound. It had followed us. I knew it. Even though I wasn't sure exactly where it was, I was absolutely sure it was watching. Waiting.
"Alasie," Ethan exhaled slowly, "I don't think it followed us here to hurt you."
"No," I agreed, my hands trembling. "It wants something acknowledged."
"Maybe now is when you shout that you're sorry?" he offered weakly.
"It wants to know if I understand what I took," I replied confidently.
I let go of Ethan's hand and stepped toward the remains of the kayak, knowing the very land was watching and waiting.
~Part IX: The Part That Was Left Out~
Friday February 13, 2026
It had been an act of survival. It might have been necessary, but I had still taken from the land. That debt weighed heavily on me as I approached the charred remains of the fire. I crouched and pressed my gloved hand against the ground. The cold reached through my glove, making my skin tingle. Moments later I felt warmth, as if the fire were still burning.
Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath as I waited for a sign. I continued squatting, my hand resting on the ground while I attempted a spiritual bond with the land. Several minutes passed in silence before the air shifted, gaining a familiarity to it that made me feel like I belonged. Somehow, I could sense the movement through the ice and snow. No, the movement with the ice and snow.
I opened my eyes as it stepped forward. The Tornit's pale gray-white fur glimmered beneath the sun, its long limbs flowing over the snow. Its eyes were dark and calm, seeming to hold centuries of memory and experience. My heart was racing as I felt my world shrinking until it was just the two of us. The two of us and the ten feet of land separating us.
"It's... it's you," I whispered softly.
The Tornit tilted its head slowly, studying me the way a parent studies a child who has done something foolish but honest. It lowered itself, crouching as it folded its claws under its massive hands. Even squatting it was taller than Ethan, and its entire body was rippling with powerful muscles. There were ragged patches of fur on its limbs, but it didn't make the Tornit look unhealthy. If anything, it gave the impression of something that would last as long as the land itself.
My guilt didn't vanish, but I felt like the Tornit understood what I had done. I went over what I knew, and what I had guessed. The story said the Tornit all left, never to be seen again. Ethan was right; even the supernatural followed rules. Where did they go? Why were none of them ever found?
Tears formed in my eyes and my chest tightened when I realized our previous guess was correct.
"The others...." I breathed. "They're gone?"
Its eyes flicked toward the horizon as the weight of loss pressed on me. The tribe had vanished long ago, the land keeping the secret. The stories I heard as a child, the tales Grandma told; they were written by the Inuit. Why would anyone tell the history of their shame? No, they would leave that part out. I couldn't explain how I knew, but I could see the real story in the Tornit's eyes.
This Tornit had borrowed the kayak, and it was wrong. Yet, it was the spark that led to war. The sole survivor, the Tornit had become one with the land. It had slept for hundreds, thousands of years. When it went from something natural to something supernatural, I didn't know. Maybe there really was a supernatural element to all life, and maybe I had crossed into it without realizing.
I sank to my knees in the snow, my gloved hands pressing into the cold. "I didn't know. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you."
It took a step closer, watching me curiously. Then it extended one enormous hand, holding it out in a gesture that made it clear to me that I could fix things. I could show I understood, show I cared for and respected the land. My pack contained small offerings I had brought: trinkets, fabrics, symbols from the land.
"I can try," I began softly before correcting myself. "No. I can make this right."
The intelligence in its eyes was undeniable, the wisdom of something that had outlived its people, lasting for centuries. I could feel the sadness, the loneliness. The Tornit was the memories of the land. It knew of ancient crimes, yet it didn't seek revenge. It wanted understanding, balance. For the first time, I understood what I had to give in return.
It didn't need the trinkets in my pack. There was no reason to try impressing a creature like that. I took a tool of the land, of survival itself, and I destroyed it. It needed to be replaced with something else that represented survival and knowledge of the world. Something real that could mean the difference between life and death.
Ignoring my pack, my fingers closed around something else, something I had never intended to give away. An object not just for survival, but one that carried knowledge and heritage. It was one of my most prized possessions, but I knew it was what was needed to restore balance.
Reaching out, I placed an old hunting knife into the Tornit's massive hand. It was a small knife with a bone handle, the curved blade scratched from years of use and sharpening. The knife could be a lifeline out on the tundra, and like a kayak, its creation carried the knowledge of the Inuit.
The simple knife was also deeply personal to me. It had been made by my grandfather, the bone coming from an animal he had personally hunted for food. Grandpa had carved the design onto the knife and carried it with him every day. Grandma gave it to me after he died, passing on the wisdom of our family.
For a long moment, the Tornit simply held the knife in its open palm, the small bone-handled blade looking impossibly small against its massive fingers. Its eyes lowered to the knife, studying the worn blade and the carvings on the bone handle. I felt a sense of recognition, as if the Tornit was acknowledging the object, the hands that shaped it, and the lives it had fed.
It reverently curled its fingers and withdrew its hand to hold the knife against its chest. The air around us seemed to settle, the tension easing. The land felt steadier beneath me. The Tornit looked at me and I felt something pass between us. Before I could change my mind, I tugged off my gloves and let them fall to the ground.
"I'm here," I whispered, holding out my right hand, fingers pointing up. "I understand."
The Tornit slowly extended its left hand until it was inches in front of mine. I could see scars beneath the fur, old marks that were faded and layered. They told stories I could never fully know. My heart hammered as I reached out until my bare palm touched its skin. To my surprise, I felt warmth as its hand closed just enough to hold mine.
I felt images press gently against my mind, memories that weren't mine. I could see the old stone houses, young Tornit standing taller than fully-grown Inuit. There wasn't always conflict; first there had been peace and cooperation. Tears ran down my cheeks as the story played out; jealousy over tools, the kayak, the fighting. Until only one remained of a once great people. It had slept for so long, remembering, waiting.
A low rumbling sounded from the Tornit's chest, vibrating through the ground and into my very bones. It wasn't anger or grief; it was acknowledgment. It inclined its head, holding the knife to its chest. The gesture's meaning was unmistakable; balance had been restored.
When it released my hand, I drew my fingers against my chest as I watched the creature with tears in my eyes. The Tornit straightened to its full height, towering over me. I wasn't scared. He was the guardian of our memories, our traditions. I knew he wouldn't hurt me.
As he looked down at me, I once again became aware of the rest of the world. The dogs were shifting slightly, causing the harness rings to jingle. Glancing back, I saw Ethan standing between Siku and Kimi, his posture tense. His eyes were wide, but I noticed he was watching me, not the Tornit.
I turned back to the Tornit and saw him briefly examine Ethan and the dogs. Then the ancient being took a step back, its form seeming less solid somehow, less separate from the snow. The land exhaled as the Tornit receded, and I knew he was watching again. Not to punish or haunt, but to remember.
~Part X: What We Carry Back~
Friday February 13, 2026
I could hear the normal sounds of the Arctic: the whistling of wind, the crunching of the snow, and the occasional crack from shifting ice. My heart was pounding as I stood by the sled with the dogs, trying to wrap my mind around what I had just witnessed. The dogs weren't afraid at all; they didn't care about explanations or what science told us was real. They simply reacted to how things were, and there was nothing there to concern them.
Alasie knelt a few yards ahead of me, facing the empty spot where the Tornit had been. The tension in her shoulders was gone as she put her gloves back on and slowly stood. Looking toward the sky, Alasie let out a long breath before turning to face me. Her expression was complicated, but relaxed.
"The Tornit," I said quietly, acknowledging that it was real.
"How does your science explain that?" Alasie asked, a teasing expression on her face.


"It can't," I answered simply. "And maybe it doesn't need to."
The ride back to the monitoring station was quiet, the only sounds coming from nature and the sled. I kept glancing at Alasie as she guided the team, noticing how relaxed she seemed. Her shoulder brushed against me as the sled shifted over the uneven snow, and I had to resist the urge to wrap my arms around her. It wasn't my place.
"You okay?" I eventually asked.
She nodded, giving me a quick look. "Yeah. I think I finally am."
"Good," I sighed. "That's good."
We reached the station as the sun was dipping low, the sky shifting to a pale glow. Siku's leg was better, so Alasie decided he could stay in the dog shelter with the others. I helped her get the dogs settled and fed, handing out food and head pats to the happy animals.
Back inside, we removed our winter gear so we could relax for the evening. Alasie used the radio to let her family know she was alright while I made us dinner. Sitting across from each other at the small kitchen table, I handed Alasie a drink. Our fingers brushed, but she didn't pull away.
"Thank you," I said, not entirely sure what I meant by it. "For, you know, broadening my horizons."
Alasie met my eyes. "You stayed."
"I didn't like my chances if I tried to make it to Brevig Mission on foot," I replied with a grin.
"You know what I meant," she giggled. "You didn't run, you didn't abandon me."
"Don't give me too much credit," I immediately responded, "I made sure to use the bathroom before we left to be sure I wouldn't wet myself when we saw that thing."
"The Tornit," Alasie corrected lightly. "And don't deflect with humor; I'm trying to thank you."
"Well, you're welcome," I inclined my head.
We started talking about how no one would ever believe our story, although Alasie was convinced her grandmother would understand. She was also impressed that I managed to hold on to my love of science, despite discovering there were questions it could never answer. It was tough, but I had to admit that the world felt much more magical.
My work was great, but I hadn't realized there was something missing. The beauty of the Alaskan tundra, the joys of the bonds between people that could last through generations; the last frontier was incredible. Alasie was incredible. She had a strength to her, an intelligence and a determination to live and explore.
After dinner, we cleaned up and took showers before relaxing on the couch with the first season of a popular TV show. We were wearing warm thermal pajamas with thick woolen socks. Fortunately, she was one of the paranoid types who always brought extra pairs of underwear on every trip. Alasie looked even smaller in my pajamas, but just as pretty as always. I loved the way her long braid hung over the front of her shoulder.
"I don't know what comes next," Alasie whispered at the end of the episode.
"Don't worry, we have the second season too," I replied immediately.
"No, dummy," she giggled, scooting closer to me. "Not the show, in general."
"Are you heading back tomorrow?" I asked, looking into those brown eyes.
"I probably should," Alasie answered slowly. "I have another run, but I don't have to set out too early."
I swallowed weakly, realizing I wanted her to stay. "Well, at least we'll have tomorrow."
"I'll stay for a little while if you don't mind?" she replied nervously.
"I would like that," I told her honestly. "I mean, you did say we're buddies. Maybe we should hang out when we're not afraid for our lives."
Her hand found mine, fingers curling around my knuckles. "I'd like that."
Two strangers met in the most unusual of circumstances, the intensity of the situation forcing us to cooperate. She had said she didn't know what came next, and I wanted to make sure we stayed friends. I knew Alasie had her home in Brevig Mission, and I, I wasn't sure what I was doing when the season ended. The idea of applying to stick around the station long term was appealing to me, but nothing was definite.
What was definite was how attracted I was to this amazing young woman. I forgot about all else, all my reservations and reasons why it couldn't happen. I lost myself in those big brown eyes as I felt the warmth of her hand against mine. It was real. No data, no analysis, just living in the moment.
I didn't know who initiated the kiss, I just knew her lips were soft and warm. I preferred to think we moved at the same time, our passion taking over our actions at the same moment. Her hand was in my hair, her nails lightly scratching the back of my head while I held her shoulder.
The kiss was soft and romantic, neither of us rushing as we moved closer and lightly held each other. Her tongue delicately probed at my lips until I opened my mouth and allowed her entry. Our tongues danced as she moaned softly, her hand lightly caressing my thigh.
Once again, we made our moves simultaneously. Her fingers brushed my bulge just as my hand closed around her large breast. Alasie moaned loudly, her tongue running along mine while she traced the outline of my erection. I could feel myself throbbing as I touched her, switching from one boob to the other.
I felt her hand tugging at the waistband of my pajamas, pulling them down enough to extract my erection. She started stroking me as we kept kissing, my hands still on her amazing chest. Nothing else existed but us. Nothing else was needed. It was one of the most sensual and sexual moments of my life.
Alasie broke our kiss so she could look me in the eyes. "Fuck me,"
I quickly nodded before we both sat back on the couch to remove our clothes. Pushing my pants and boxers to the floor, I stepped out of them while Alasie did the same. Then we were kissing again, unable to wait any longer to resume our contact. I got on top of her as she rested her head on the armrest, her fingers brushing my bicep.
"I, ah," I whispered against her lips as I felt her wet labia against my hardness, "I don't have a condom."
"Don't worry about it," Alasie said while continuing to kiss me, one hand against my cheek. "I'm on the pill."
In my surprise, I broke our kiss and looked down at her quizzically. "Really? You manage to keep on schedule for that while mushing?"
"Yeah, and I even manage to brush my teeth in the wilderness," she let out an exasperated laugh. "Do you want to talk about this or do you wanna be inside me?"
"The second one, please," I mumbled in embarrassment.
"Well?" Alasie arched an eyebrow. "Get to it!"
"Yes, ma'am," I smirked, lowering my head to resume our kiss.
I had been in several long relationships, and they included regular sex. Yet, I was never able to laugh with my partner during the act. What had just happened was more intimate than anything I had ever done. I knew I was with the right person. We could laugh and we could love.
"Alasie!" I hissed when I pushed myself inside, feeling the constricting warmth of her tunnel gripping me.
"Slow, go slow," she whispered against my lips. "It's been a while and you're big."
"Okay," I promised, feeling some pride at her last comment.
We slowly made love on the couch, our bodies moving together as we moaned. Over time, I increased the pace of my thrusts, reading her reactions to know it was what she wanted. My hand held her breast while her fingers dug into my bicep. She hooked her left leg around my waist, drawing me deep inside. It was amazing, although my legs were a little long for sex on the couch.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Alasie chanted, urging me to go faster as she rolled her hips. "Ah! Ah!"
"You feel so good," I moaned, kissing her cheek and neck before lifting my head to look down at the expressions of pleasure on her pretty face.
"Oh God, so do you," she gasped, her back arching. "You're gonna make me cum!"
"Do it," I urged, continuing to pump her pussy. "Cum for me."
Another few dozen thrusts were enough for Alasie to reach the peak of pleasure. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, her expressions producing the most beautiful orgasm face I had ever seen. I kept moving, my balls slapping her butt as she made a series of gasping grunts. So intense was the moment, I forgot about the space issue and nearly pulled us both off the couch.
"You okay?" she asked breathlessly as she recovered from her orgasm.
"Sorry, long legs," I replied, staying buried in her warm sheath. "You wouldn't understand."
Alasie made a cute face and stuck her tongue out at me. "Cramping up on me?"
"Don't worry, I'll manage," I chuckled, swooping in to give her a quick peck on the lips.
"Hm, well," she began with a mischievous grin, "I wouldn't want you to hurt yourself. I'll let ya do me in doggy if you promise not to make any jokes about my job."
I sighed theatrically. "That will be challenging, but worth it."
Lifting my body, I eased myself out of her tight tunnel while watching that adorable face. Alasie smiled up at me before flipping onto her stomach, showing me the cutest little ass I'd ever seen. She got up on all fours while I ran my hands down her thighs, noticing how smooth they were. It was interesting that she had taken the time to shave; had she been anticipating this?
Placing my hands on her butt cheeks, I swooped in and kissed her beautiful pussy, making her gasp. My tongue snaked out, sliding through her labia. Alasie squirmed beneath my attentions, moaning loudly as my tongue flicked her clit. I spent about thirty seconds eating her out before sitting up and resting my right foot on the floor.
I spent a few moments admiring her, amazed at how cute she looked. Alasie was still wearing her fuzzy socks and her sweatshirt, leaving only her legs, butt, and vulva exposed. She had a small tuft of dark hair on her mound, and my fingers ran along it before I brushed her soaked slit.
Unable to wait any longer, I got into position and held Alasie's hips while once again entering her tightness. She tossed her head back, moaning and panting as I started up a steady rhythm. Her long brown braid was flopping around as her body moved, the sight entrancing to me as I enjoyed the feeling of her pussy.
"Fuck, just like that," Alasie hissed, pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. "Oh God, don't stop! Please, don't stop!"
The couch wasn't the easiest place for sex, but we were making it work. My left leg was bent beneath me, resting on the cushion while I held Alasie's hips. Her smaller legs were resting on the middle cushion, spread for balance while her upper body was held up by her elbows. Occasionally, the force of my thrusts would cause her head to bump into the armrest, but she didn't seem to care.
"You're so tight," I groaned, sliding my hands up her bare sides and pushing up her sweatshirt.
I could feel her pussy quivering, telling me Alasie was close to another orgasm. Reaching out, I grabbed her long braid and yanked her head back. Her body shook beneath me, her vaginal muscles ripping as she gasped and cried out incoherently with pleasure. Alasie was cumming hard, so I made sure to continue pumping her pussy to prolong and enhance the experience.
"Holy shit, that was amazing," she gasped, her breathing ragged. "Fuck, I love your cock!"
"It's pretty fond of you, too," I commented, switching my grip to her hips as I looked down to watch my length disappear inside her body.
"Mm, you gonna cum for me?" Alasie cooed, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Yes!" I groaned, looking up to meet her gaze. "I'm close!"
"I want you to cum," she moaned, turning to face the armrest again. "You make me feel so good, I want your cum."
"Where do you want me to cum?" I asked roughly, my hands holding her hips as my hips slammed against her butt.
"Oh God, everywhere!" Alasie announced, her back arching as she tightened her hole for my pleasure. "In me, on me! Cum all over me! I want it, I want it!"
My muscles were clenching as I pulled out of her, my hand holding the base of my shaft as I reached my limit. I groaned loudly as my cock landed on her ass and nestled between her butt cheeks. Gripping myself tightly, I grunted as cum shot out of my tip and covered her ass and back with several shots.
I fell back on the couch cushion as I gasped for breath. "Holy shit."
"Should I consider that a compliment?" Alasie asked, laying down on her tummy and turning her head to look at me.
"You should," I nodded slowly. "You really, really should."
"You were pretty amazing, too," she blushed slightly.
"I'm glad to hear it," I smiled. "I was surprised to hear such dirty language from that cute face of yours."
"Thanks for saying I'm cute," Alasie scrunched her nose cutely. "And yeah, I can get a little lost in the moment. I hope it was okay?"
"It was much better than okay," I replied smoothly.
"Hm, good," she hummed happily before grinning at me. "Think you can get me some tissues or something? Your cum's running down my butt!"
I got up and went to find Alasie some tissues, realizing I was still wearing socks. She laughed at me when I quickly removed the socks before grabbing her some tissues. After helping her clean up, we cuddled on the couch without bothering to put our pants on. I did drape the blanket over us as she rested her head on my shoulder and wrapped an arm around my waist.
"So, about what just happened..." I trailed off nervously.
"No," Alasie stated plainly. "We can talk about it later. Just let me enjoy this now, okay?"
"Okay," I agreed, squeezing her upper arm. "Can I ask about the knife?"
"My grandfather made it," she answered slowly while she caressed my inner thigh. "Grandma gave it to me after he died. It was a survival tool made with Inuit knowledge and it was deeply personal to me."
"That was a good choice," I responded, letting out a breath. "It must have hurt to let it go."
"It did," Alasie acknowledged. "But, I came away with a lot more than I lost."
"I think I understand," I told her.
"I hope you aren't just in shock; that you gained a lot, too," she whispered. "And if not, well, at least you got some pussy."
"I will remember this for the rest of my life," I said sincerely.
"Just to be clear..." she trailed off with a giggle.
"The Tornit," I scoffed as she laughed. "Although, probably the rest, too."
Alasie's hand slid between my legs, her fingers wrapping around my flaccid penis. "Probably?"
"Uh, definitely?" I swallowed weakly.
"Smart man," she smirked, her thumb tracing my tip as she leaned up and whispered in my ear. "Is your scientific brain still trying to figure all this out?"
"Honestly? Yes," I confessed while she nibbled on my ear. "I mean, if the other Tornit all died out, why haven't we found any of their bones?"
"Uh, maybe we did and thought they were dinosaur bones?" Alasie suggested while her nails scratched my balls.
"No, that doesn't seem right," I shook my head. "We did once think that dinosaur bones were giant bones that confirmed the existence of the giants mentioned in the Bible."
"Mm, I found a giant bone right here," she husked as she wrapped her fingers around my cock and started jacking me. "Oh! It just keeps getting bigger."
"I, ah, I guess it doesn't matter what happened to the bones," I mumbled as she stroked me.
"Smart man," Alasie whispered, kissing along my neck.
"I try," I said, my hand finding her breast from outside her shirt.
Alasie kissed back up my neck until her lips found mine and we started kissing fiercely. Our tongues wrestled while she continued stroking me as I slid a hand between her legs so I could finger her. It was amazing how we couldn't keep our hands off each other, and she had me fully hard in no time.
"Mm, be right back," she giggled, breaking our kiss and kneeling on the cushion so she could lower her head in my lap. "Warn me before you cum, okay?"
"Y-yes!" I groaned, tossing my head back as I felt her warm mouth on me. "I will."
The blanket rose and fell as Alasie started bobbing her head, light slurping and sucking sounds accompanying an amazing blowjob. Her mouth felt so good, I was soon squirming beneath her as her hand massaged my balls. I could hear her soft moans as she sucked me, her tongue twisting along my shaft and creating the most wonderful sensations.
"Mmmslurp, sluuurp, sluuurp," Alasie sucked, her head rising and falling in my lap. "Sluuurp, schlrrp, schlrrp."
I tossed the blanket off of us, revealing the petite woman who was giving me great head. Alasie was kneeling on the cushion, her naked ass in the air as she leaned over my lap and sucked me. One of my hands grabbed her tight butt while my other rested on her head, my fingers closing on her long braid.
My fingers traveled further south until they found her labia. Alasie moaned softly as I slipped two fingers inside her while occasionally teasing her clit. I kept my other hand on her head, encouraging her to keep sucking me. She was struggling to focus on her task while my fingers worked her pussy.
"Glug! Glug! Hurk! Gak!" she gurgled loudly around my thickness. "Gak! Gak! Gak!"
Releasing her braid, I reached beneath her chest to squeeze her tits. I could tell her boobs were amazing, and I wanted to feel them without her clothes in the way. Unfortunately, the angle made it difficult, and I was only able to push her shirt up enough to expose the bottom of a purple bra.
I had been fingering Alasie the entire time, and she was still sucking me, her mouth bringing me closer and closer. My breathing grew ragged, causing me to just rest my other hand on her head as her lips glided along my shaft. I was so close, it felt so good; I barely to warn her of my impending climax.
"Alasie!" I groaned. "G-gonna, ah, cum!"
Since she made sure to tell me to warn her, I expected Alasie to pull off me when I started to cum. Instead, she kept sucking me while moaning and massaging my balls. My hips bucked as I exploded in her mouth, pumping jets of warm cum between her lips. She coughed lightly, gasping while her pussy muscles clamped down on my fingers. Alasie was cumming while I was filling her mouth with my seed.
"Pfft! Kuh! Khh!" Alasie coughed as she pulled off of me, her tongue brushing my tip to grab the last drop.
A thrill went through me when I heard the gulping sound of her swallowing my load. "That was, ah, wow."
"Thanks, I guess," she giggled, sitting up on the couch. "I noticed you ran into trouble getting at my boobs."
"Well, we're both still wearing shirts," I mumbled sadly. "And I can tell you have an amazing pair."
"They are pretty great," Alasie blushed slightly. "Maybe I could be enticed to let you see them."
"Oh, and how should I entice you?" I asked with a smirk.
"We went through a lot together and we've had uncomfortable couch sex," she reasoned, tapping her chin while pretending to think. "How about you show a girl your bedroom?"
Standing up with my dick still hanging out, I offered her my hand. "Right this way, milady."
Alasie took my hand and allowed me to lead her to my small bedroom. She faced me and stood on her toes to peck my lips while pulling me toward the bed. Sitting down, she slowly removed her socks while smiling up at me. I leaned down and kissed her soft lips again, smiling at her affectionately.
I took off my shirt so I was fully naked before her. "I guess I should go first."
"Mm, I like," Alasie purred, running her hands along my bare chest, her fingers brushing my light blond body hair. "Very sexy."
"Why, thank you," I replied, kissing her again.
"I guess it's my turn to show off," she waggled her eyebrows before removing her shirt, leaving her clad in just a purple bra.
My eyes were locked on Alasie as she reached behind her back an unhooked her bra. Her face was slightly red as she rolled her shoulders forward and removed her bra. Every inch of her was absolutely perfect; from her adorable face to her light-brown skin. Alasie was petite, with shapely legs and a flat stomach. Her breasts were large, perfect teardrops that hung from her chest enticingly.


"Way to outdo me," I replied, trying and failing to sound smooth.
"I don't know about that," Alasie smirked, taking my hands and placing them on her chest. "Touch me."
I slowly massaged her breasts with my hands, watching her eyelids flutter as she moaned softly. Leaning in, I softly kissed her again as her nails tickled my chest. Alasie soon broke the kiss, crooking at me with her finger as she pulled me onto the bed. We maneuvered ourselves until she was resting her head on my pillow while I was on top of her as we made out.
Breaking our kiss, I trailed my lips down to her breasts and pressed the beautiful mounds together so I could slobber all over her tits. Her hand was at the back of my head, encouraging me to suck on her nipple. Alasie's boobs were perfect, and I happily spent several minutes making love to them with my mouth and hands.
Alasie sighed happily as I kissed down her stomach to her pubic mound. Getting between her spread legs, I licked her pink slit before kissing it softly. She held my head in her hands as I went down on her, panting softly as her pleasure built. I sucked on her clit while sawing two fingers in and out of her, making Alasie cum twice.
"You okay?" I asked, laying down beside her.
"I can't feel my legs," she gasped weakly.
Sitting up, I pulled the blanket from under her, enjoying getting my hands on her naked body. "I'll take care of you."
We cuddled together beneath the blanket, with Alasie laying against me while tracing shapes on my chest with her finger. For a time we didn't speak, instead choosing to enjoy laying side-by-side. I could feel her large breasts pressing against me as she ran her toes along my calf. It was an amazing evening that I wished would never end.
"I, ah, I hope you don't think I usually do stuff like this on runs," Alasie eventually said.
"Of course not," I responded quickly. "I figured you would have mentioned it if you'd also been attacked by the Abominable Snowman."
She burst out laughing and needed a few moments before she could reply. "You know what I meant! I don't hookup with Doctor Fredricksen."
"He is a bit old for you," I teased.
"And you aren't?" she hip-checked me playfully.
"Hey, you initiated this," I pointed out, kissing the top of her head.
"I did," Alasie sighed.
"Are you regretting it?" I questioned nervously.
"No, not at all," she shook her head. "It's just, well, I suck at romance. I like you, and it sucks that you're only here for one season."
I took a few moments to consider her words before responding. "You aren't the only one who came away with a lot from the experience with the Tornit. And I'm not just talking about having my entire worldview shattered."
"Okay..." Alasie trailed off.
"I took the job to get away from Minnesota," I continued. "I guess I realized there isn't much reason to go back. They were hoping I'd agree to a permanent contract when they first met with me, so I don't think it will be tough to be stationed here long-term."
"You don't have any family in Minnesota?" she lifted her head to look at me.
"There's my parents and baby sister, but we don't talk too often," I answered. "As for friends, well, I can visit."
"I don't have siblings, but I couldn't imagine leaving my parents and grandma," she whispered softly, her big brown eyes gazing at me. "So, you're staying?"
"I don't know, maybe?" I shrugged slightly. "I'm considering it. I'd only be confined to the station during the winter months."
Alasie looked like she wanted to say more, but was afraid of how I'd react. "Well, you'd love it here in the summer."
"You'll have to show me around Brevig Mission," I smiled. "Since, you know, we're buddies."
"I can do that," she smirked, her hand sliding down my body so she could wrap her fingers around my dick. "Do you usually cum in your buddies' mouths?"
"Ah, I definitely don't," I stammered. "Of course, I've never had a buddy as gorgeous as you."
"Nice save," Alasie rolled her eyes and released my cock. "And nice job getting me off topic a minute ago. I was trying to tell you that I don't make it a habit of hooking up with guys on runs. Or in general."
"I believe you," I assured you. "You don't need to explain yourself to me, but we went through a lot. At first, I was preoccupied with what was happening to notice how cute you are, but you got my attention. It was all intense."
"It really was," she agreed. "You also didn't just take my innocence, if that's what you're thinking."
"It wasn't, but good to know," I chuckled. "Everyone has a past. Are you hoping for the sex talk? Previous partners, that kind of thing?"
"Eh, maybe," Alasie smiled. "You can learn a lot about a guy from his past loves. And from what you said, we'll still be friends after all this."
"Of course we will," I promised. "What would you like to know?"
"Tell me about your first time," she urged, once again grabbing my limp penis. "About the first girl lucky enough to experience this amazing cock."
"It was a girl I met at orientation before my first college semester," I answered slowly, reaching down to squeeze her butt. "We had gotten physical throughout the semester, but we didn't go all the way until after finals. Big party, we left early."
"Why'd you break up?" Alasie asked with an evil grin. "Did you cum too fast?"
"No, we drifted apart halfway through our second semester," I chuckled. "Your turn. Just remember, I can also make mean suggestions."
"You better not,' she growled, squeezing my member. "Brevig Mission is a close-knit community. We're really close with our neighbors. Their son is a year older than me. My senior year of high school, there was a bad storm in January. Really bad. We stayed at their house for a couple nights."
"I'd say that sounds romantic, but it sounds like two sets of parents and your grandmother were also there," I observed.
"Yeah, that made it tough," Alasie agreed. "It was a really, really cold night and the two of us ended up cuddling beneath a blanket. Everyone else was asleep. We were good friends and he made a teasing joke about hearing that sex could keep you warm."
"Smart man," I nodded approvingly.
"Oh, shut up," she swatted my chest playfully. "He was surprised when I agreed we should give it a shot. It was cold and I was not getting naked. I just took my pants off. He got on top of me, stuck it in, and I was magically no longer a virgin."
"Did you two start dating?" I wondered, surprised to feel some jealousy.
"No," Alasie let out a breath. "We were really awkward with each other for a while after. By the time we got back to being friends, he was off to college. He had taken a gap year, that's why he was still around. Now he's in England, and apparently planning to stay there."
"I'm sorry," I said. "That sounds rough."
"Eh, I did tell you I was no good at romance," she admitted. "I've never had a boyfriend."
"I've only had a few girlfriends," I responded. "The second woman I slept with was a one-night stand. I didn't feel great about it. The next was one I dated for a few months. Two more one-night stands, then Beth."
"So, your body count is six?" Alasie questioned, her fingers running along my side.
"Uh, seven," I corrected lightly. "You forgot about a very lovely lady I met in Alaska."
She let out a long sigh. "My cousin really does get around."
"I meant you," I snorted.
"I know, I was just being a brat," Alasie said. "My number is four, including you."
"You didn't have to tell me that," I replied carefully.
"I know that, too," she giggled. "The second was a guy at a tourist area in Brevig Mission. I was hired to give lectures on mushing during the off-season. He was a tour guide."
"How did it happen?" I inquired, knowing she wanted to share.
"Long, long week," Alasie answered. "It was a Friday and we were alone. We sat out on a porch swing drinking. I'm not even sure how it happened, but we were making out. He felt me up and since I didn't stop him, he was confident enough to ask me to use my mouth on him."
"Romantic way to ask," I laughed.
"Yeah, he was a charmer," she snorted. "I had only had sex the one time and had never sucked a dick. I figured it would be fun to try, so I went down on him. The porch swing was rocking while I was sucking, and he wasn't a gentleman; he didn't warn me when he was going to cum. I choked on it and tried to swallow but it went the wrong way and ended up coming out my nose."
"That explains you demanding a warning," I nodded in understanding.
"Smart man," Alasie leaned up to kiss my cheek. "He apologized and brought it up a few days later. I sucked him again and he warned me that time. I blew him quite a few times. We eventually went all the way. He was the only one besides you I've ever gotten naked with."
"Not the third guy?" I frowned.
"Nope," she stated simply. "Lucas was a friend of a guy my friend Violet dated for a while. Our friend groups ended up getting together often while they were together."
"Makes sense," I said, running my fingers along her spine.
"House party," Alasie continued. "Violet and her guy disappeared in a bedroom for sexy fun times; there was a LOT of drinking. Evelyn, another friend of ours, got blackout drunk again. Lucas helped me get her to a bedroom to sleep it off."
"Again?" I commented.
"Evelyn likes to party," she explained. "Anyway, we dumped her ass on the bed in the master bedroom and I went into the attached bathroom to wash my face. Lucas came in with me to keep chatting. Chatting led to kissing, which led to me bending over the sink while he lifted up my skirt and did me from behind. Watching ourselves in the mirror was fun."
"That was the only time?" I wondered.
"With Lucas? Yes," Alasie confirmed. "Then you."
"It was amazing, you know," I told her sincerely.
"It really was," she agreed quietly.
We were kissing again, holding each other close as our bodies moved as one. Alasie was on top of me, spearing her tongue into my mouth as her nipples grazed my chest. We tossed away the covers as my hands held her butt. She slid down my body, taking me into her mouth and sucking me hard.
Alasie enveloped my cock in her amazing boobs, giving me a titty-fuck. I could tell it was the first time she had done that, but we definitely both enjoyed it. She held her right breast and rubbed her nipple on my tip before straddling me and taking me inside her. Our eyes locked as she rested her hands on my chest and started riding me.
What followed was a night of mind-blowing sex the likes of which I hadn't imagined was possible. We made love in every position: she rode me to a climax before having me fuck her from behind, then we switched to missionary before I straddled her chest and fed her my cock so I could explode down her throat.
The two of us fell asleep cuddling before waking up to have sex again. I was spooning her, holding her breast with one hand while keeping her leg up with the other. We kissed and tasted each other, we moaned each other's names, and we came. A lot. I gave Alasie her first facial, I came on her tits, and I held her hips while I exploded in her tight pussy.
I stared at the ceiling, holding Alasie close as she slept with her head cradled on my shoulder and her arm around my waist. It had been perfect. I replayed our conversations, how we mentioned staying friends. I wasn't a complete idiot; I knew we both saw something more than friendship. I also knew we both were thinking it couldn't happen.
Could it happen? I was considering staying in Alaska. I'd have to live at the station for the winter season, but Alasie would be mushing then anyway. Was I okay with a relationship like that? Alasie probably was, since no matter who she dated, they probably wouldn't be coming with her on supply runs. That was extra weight that just wasn't needed.
Outside, I could hear the wind whistling across the tundra, carrying with it the sounds of Alaska. I didn't know what our plan was, but I knew we had to talk about it. Inside, for the first time since I'd arrived at the monitoring station, the world felt balanced.
~Part XI: The Land Remembers~
Saturday February 14, 2026
I felt warm and safe as I slowly woke up. That lasted about four seconds until I realized I was naked in someone's arms. I briefly panicked, since I had never spent the night with anyone, but I calmed down once I realized it was Ethan. Giggling to myself, I pressed my body against his as my heart settled down.
My entire life, I'd lived a practical life. One of survival and communicating with the land. Sure, I had friend and family; people who meant the world to me. But I wasn't a romantic. I had a brief encounter with my childhood best friend, some sex with a tour guide who was too old for me, and a drunken hookup in the bathroom with an acquaintance. They weren't exactly fairy tales.
Ethan was different. Just thinking about him made my heart swell while my stomach felt all jittery. Was it love? I honestly had no damn clue. What I did know was that I wanted to find out. The problem was that I wasn't sure about Ethan's thoughts.
I knew he enjoyed the sex as much as I did, and I knew he had feelings for me. I almost asked Ethan if he wanted something more, but I was afraid of the answer. He had said he might stay in Alaska, but would he really be okay with not seeing me for months out of the year? He'd be at the station, and I'd be out doing runs. A lot of couples worked that way around Brevig Mission, but it wasn't something he was familiar with.
Resting my head on his chest, I listened to Ethan's steady heartbeat. He was clearly fast asleep, not reacting as my hand ran down his side. I loved his body hair; he had just the right amount. I also loved his dick. My fingers closed around it, and I realized he was half-hard. Morning wood.
The familiar tingling between my legs returned as I slowly stroked his cock. It hardened quickly in my hand and I felt my mouth start to water. Knowing what to do, I ducked my head beneath the covers, curling my body beside Ethan. Holding his base, I directed his tip to my eager lips.
Warm, hard, thick. The shaft throbbed between my lips as my tongue tasted the saltiness of his skin. It was so manly and so delicious. I breathed through my nose while taking him deeper, letting out an involuntary moan of pleasure. My right hand played with his balls while my left tugged on my nipple. Flicking my tongue along the sensitive spot right beneath the tip, I sucked hard while humming happily.
I felt Ethan shift as he started waking up. He jumped slightly, pushing an extra inch of cock down my throat and making me gag. I backed off slightly as I felt one hand on my head while another went for my boobs. I giggled around the dick in my mouth and resumed bobbing my head.
Ethan tossed the covers off of us so he could watch me blow him. "Good morning to you, too."
"Happy Valentine's Day," I smirked up at him while holding his dick.
"Is this how you're asking me to be your Valentine?" he chuckled.
"Who says I want you to be my Valentine?" I arched an eyebrow, my hand slowly pumping him.
"Sorry, I shouldn't have assumed," Ethan laughed.
"Apology accepted," I shrugged. "Remember; warn me before you start shooting."
"I promise," he replied.
Satisfied, I went back to sucking. Ethan's breathing soon grew ragged as my lips slid up and down his length. He played with my tits while I blew him, and I put a hand between my legs so I could rub my clit. Ethan kept his promise, warning me seconds before my mouth flooded with warm, delicious man-stuff. I swallowed it all down happily.
Curling up beside Ethan, I fell back asleep. It was still dark when we woke up again. We started kissing, and I soon got on my back and grabbed Ethan's arm, pulling him on top of me. It felt so good when he pushed inside of me, I nearly came before he even started thrusting. I looked into his eyes as he pumped for several minutes, getting me off twice before he came in my pussy.
I wanted to cuddle all morning, but I had responsibilities. Ethan came out with me to take care of the dogs. Siku really seemed to like Ethan, although Kimi wasn't so easy to win over. She was my careful girl. All the dogs were doing well, and Siku was ready to pull again. There was nothing left keeping me at the station.
We showered and went through our morning routines, including eating a nice breakfast at the table. Then we sat on the couch to relax with a movie. The conversation was slow, and I felt like we were both thinking about me needing to head home. I had another run to make, I couldn't stay forever.
"When do you think we'll see each other again?" I finally worked up the courage to ask.
"I don't know," Ethan answered honestly. "I can't leave the facility any time soon. Maybe I can find an excuse to place a supply order."
"Don't try too hard, or they might send another musher your way," I told him. "Then you'll forget about me when the tall blonde with big tits starts hitting on you."
"Not interested," he stated firmly, wrapping an arm around my shoulders.
I felt my heart race as my mouth went dry. "W-when we do, um, see each other again, will ah, shit. I mean. Fuck, are we gonna fuck again? Dammit, what a stupid way to ask, I'm sorry."
"Well, that was adorable," Ethan chuckled, kissing my forehead. "And that's not just up to me."
"I know," I let out a breath. "I'm sorry, I'm really not good at this."
"We've both been dancing around the subject," he admitted. "Honestly? I came out here for something different to get over a breakup, which I did. Then I find out the supernatural is real, and I met a pretty girl."
"Nice summary," I teased, nudging him with my hip.
"My point is that I don't know exactly where we go from here," Ethan explained. "I just know I want to be here for it. With you."
"How's this going to work?" I questioned. "I-I have feelings for you, too. And I am really, REALLY not good at talking about that."
"Well, first we find time to see each other," he reasoned. "I'm not sure when you can make it back here?"
"I'm not either and it isn't easy to get in touch with each other right now," I frowned. "You can't really get texts?"
"Sometimes I can," Ethan answered. "Calls are inconsistent, and I can only use my phone when connected to the station. Other than radio, the most reliable communication would be to send an email."
"Okay, I'll check my schedule and we'll communicate via email," I nodded. "I can work with that for now."
"I don't know if I'll be here permanently, and we don't need to decide that now," he continued carefully. "I want to explore Alaska in the warmer weather, so I'll apply to stay longer. The roads will be clear, and driving to Brevig Mission isn't bad at all."
"So, we're dating?" I frowned. "Uh, are you my boyfriend? Is that how this works?"
"You really don't have any experience with this," Ethan squeezed my upper arm reassuringly. "You have girlfriends, you mentioned parties, I'm surprised it hasn't come up."
"I do normal things, but I stayed away from the dating thing," I blushed slightly. "Don't be mean to your girlfriend."
"Well played," he swooped in for a quick kiss. "I'd love to be your boyfriend."
"Okay, um, okay," I whispered, my breathing heavy. "I realize this isn't romantic, but I really need to get fucked by my boyfriend."
I grabbed his face and shoved my tongue in his mouth. He responded by passionately wrapping his arms around me, kissing me back. Like our first time, we didn't waste effort dealing with clothes. I ditched my pants and underwear before pulling his cock out of his pants and sucking him hard.
Straddling him, I sank down onto him, gasping as I felt him stretching my little hole. He pulled up my top so he could get at my tits, and we fucked just like that. Ethan was sucking on my nipple as I rode him, my hands on his shoulders while he held my ass. I cried out his name as he filled me with cum.


"Sorry for jumping you just now," I said a few minutes later.
"All good," Ethan laughed. "Feel free to do that any time."
"Noted," I blushed slightly.
"As for our relationship?" he added, looking at me seriously. "Let's see where it goes. Slowly."
"Right," I nodded. "I know that part. Don't rush things, it doesn't end well."
"You're getting the hang of it," Ethan held my face as he smiled at me.
We put off my leaving for as long as we could. Sadly, I really did have to get back home. Ethan accompanied me to the gate, opening it for me while I made sure the dogs were ready. Siku was back in his spot, and Kimi was leading, her tail wagging in her eagerness to set out. I got a nice goodbye kiss before I had to leave my first boyfriend.
"Hike!" I called out, allowing the dogs to pull me away from the station, away from one of the most incredible experiences of my life.
My hands gripped the handle as the cold air stung my cheeks. The dogs skillfully pulled the sled along the snow as I thought of my Valentine. What an adventure it had been. There had been romance, but also so much more. Whatever the future held, what we had shared would stay with us.
A strange sensation brushed against me as the sled glided over the tundra. Something I couldn't explain, only feel. Acting on instinct, I glanced toward the treeline. The Tornit was watching me in the distance, not menacing, just watching. I could feel approval and acceptance; a mutual respect.
Suddenly, I knew. The Tornit and I were connected. How that would affect my future, I wasn't sure. I was excited to find out. When I got home, I would make sure Grandma knew the real story of the Tornit, including the parts the Inuit left out. History existed to learn from, not to make us feel good. It existed to teach, not comfort.
The land didn't belong to us.
We belonged to the land.
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~Hazel Collins~
Thursday August 21, 2025
One of the most frustrating things in the world was lying comfortably in bed and suddenly needing to pee. I wanted to go back to sleep, but the pressure only got worse until I surrendered and sat up. Kayla wasn't in bed with me anymore, but I was in her bedroom. I frowned as I sort-of remembered her waking up and moving around. I had grumbled at her before putting a pillow over my head.
I slipped out of bed naked and used Kayla's private bathroom. Then I put on my clothes from the previous night and checked my phone. Kayla was already at her first class and Lexi had to at least be on her way to CSUA. Steven and Nicole would have left for work. I made my way to the dining room alone, hoping Maggie hadn't cleaned up after breakfast. To my surprise, someone was still sitting at the table with a cup of coffee.
"Good morning, Hazel," Steven smiled at me. "How'd you sleep?"
"Not long enough," I answered honestly. "Why are you here?"
"I live here, remember?" he smirked before gesturing at the clean table with his coffee mug. "Want me to make you something for breakfast?"
I was going to refuse, but I felt my stomach gurgle. Blushing slightly, I placed a hand on my barely-swollen tummy. "If it isn't too much trouble?"
"Not at all," he replied, getting to his feet. "What are you craving?"
"Just because I'm pregnant doesn't mean every meal is some big craving," I rolled my eyes as he stared at me flatly. I blushed a moment later. "Bacon, please. Lots of bacon."
"I'm not just making you a plate of bacon," Steven said. "What do you want with it."
"Don't care, as long as there's bacon," I grinned.
"Scrambled eggs and toast it is," he shook his head as he left for the kitchen.
Pulling out a chair, I sat at the table and played on my phone. Marcia and Ashley didn't have class until 11:00AM, and Ashley was still asleep. I texted with Marcia, who was reading in her dorm while listening to Ashley snore. In addition to texting, I also browsed social media and got depressed seeing everyone post about their great college experiences.
Steven eventually returned, struggling to carry everything while not dropping the plate or spilling my drink. My breakfast consisted of the promised scrambled eggs and toast, as well as a beautiful mountain of bacon. He also placed utensils and a glass of orange juice in front of me before taking his seat.
"Thank you," I smiled before sipping my juice. "Ah! I love orange juice, but I do miss coffee."
"I'd get decaf, but we both know Kayla considers it sacrilege," Steven chuckled.
"That girl does love her coffee," I commented, picking up a piece of bacon and biting into it. "Mm, bacon."
"Bacon, chicken wings, chips, pickles," he counted on his fingers. "Did I miss anything?"
"Peanut butter," I reminded him of one of my other main cravings.
"Right, right," Steven nodded.
"I'll also never say no to anything greasy or spicy," I reminded him. "Ideally greasy and spicy."
"That one I knew," he chuckled.
"Did Nicole leave for work?" I asked before taking a bite of eggs.
"Yeah, a little while ago," Steven answered. "Lexi and Kayla already left for school."
"Are you taking the day off?" I frowned.
"Nah, just going in late," he shook his head. "I thought I'd take a look at your car."
"Oh," I let out a nervous breath. "I texted you about that."
"At 4:00AM," Steven added. "It felt like a drunk text, but you weren't drunk."
"I was half-asleep, same thing," I blushed, remembering waking up and writing a paragraph about how grateful I was for everything.
We continued talking quietly while I ate my breakfast. The food was really good and I told Steven he should stop making the housekeeper cook so much. It was nice talking with Steven alone, and I even flirted with him a little. He was sexy as hell, and teasing him made me forget that I was supposed to be in college with the others.
I followed Steven outside after breakfast so he could look at my car. He popped the hood while I stood a few steps back, my arms wrapped around myself as I awaited the verdict. We were both still dressed in pajamas, not wanting to shower before possibly getting greasy. Soft wind caressed my face, bringing some relief from the Southern California heat.
Steven didn't say anything as he leaned in, one hand braced on the frame while the other moved things aside. I watched his face more than what he was looking at, noticing the way his brow furrowed as he worked. His mouth was set in that thoughtful line I recognized from all the other moments where he was trying to figure something out.
"I'm sorry," I mumbled before I could stop myself, my chest tightening.
He glanced back immediately. "For what?"
"The noise. The stupid light. All of it," I gestured vaguely at the car. "I know it's old."
"Well, we know the battery's new," Steven smirked, reminding me of when the car died at the Noble Star Motel.
I just rolled my eyes as he went back to work. Steven checked fluid levels, using a rag to remove the oil from the long metal stick. He looked concerned, and I let out a breath as I noticed a smear of grease across his knuckles. How bad was it? How could he tell without it even running?
"How long has it been running rough?" he eventually asked.
"Uh, since I got it," I admitted with a wince. "It was really bad last night. The light came on and it was making noise. I was worried it wouldn't even make it home and didn't want to mention it with all the shit about the subpoenas. It was just one more stupid thing."
"I understand," Steven said kindly. "Did it smell hot, like it was burning oil? Sweet?"
"Uh, cars can smell sweet?" I mumbled.
"It means there's a coolant leak," he explained.
"Oh," I responded. "Uh, no. No weird smells. It just kept hesitating and making noises like it was mad at me."
Steven exhaled slowly, making me even more nervous. He then told me to start the car. I winced as the engine coughed, struggling to start. It was rattling, the stupid check engine light was still on, and it made me think it might just die at any second. I didn't know anything about cars, but even I could tell something was very wrong. Correction. I knew one thing about cars; something very wrong meant something very expensive.
"Okay, you can turn it off," Steven called out.
He was resting his hands on the closed hood when I got out of the car. "Is it that bad?"
"I'm not going to guess," Steven shook his head. "I'm not a mechanic, but it doesn't sound good."
"I can take it to a mechanic," I offered quickly. "I can figure it out. I don't need-"
"We'll take it to a mechanic," he interrupted me with a firm voice. "Together. We'll see what they say before making a decision."
"N-no, I can't ask you to do that," I stammered. "I already owe yo-"
"Nothing," Steven said quickly. "You owe me nothing. We're family, this is what we do. Everyone has car trouble, it's nothing to be ashamed about. How about I drive your car and you follow me to the mechanic in mine?"
Ashwood Auto was a full-service repair shop that did everything from basic work to paint jobs and custom builds for exotic cars. The guy who checked us in was a few years older than me and was clearly checking me out. His name tag said "Jayden" and he was a taller guy with brown hair and tattoos on his arms. The tattoos were kind of sexy, but I let Steven do the talking to avoid flirting.
Steven and I sat down to wait while they looked at my car. I looked at him with a small smile. "Did you ever think about getting a tattoo?"
"When Aria died, yeah," Steven answered, looking at me. "I never did though. Why?"
"Just thinking," I shrugged.
"Random thing to think about," he observed, seeming confused.
"I'm an enigma," I giggled, grateful he was oblivious to the employee checking me out. "Speaking of enigmas, how's Detective Mclorn?"
"She's alright," Steven answered slowly. "Her ribs still hurt, but it could have been a lot worse. The vest saved her life."
"I can't believe she got shot," I swallowed weakly.
"That was terrifying," he agreed. "Then with everything that happened on campus. I'm glad Kayla and Lexi are living at home."
"Marcia and Ashley were really shaken," I added. "That girl lived on their floor."
"I know," Steven let out a breath. "I know."
We fell into an uneasy silence as I tried not to think about my stupid car. The waiting room smelled like burnt coffee and motor oil, and I couldn't stop fidgeting as I sat on the edge of the plastic chair. I felt Steven's hand on my knee, trying to reassure me. I squeezed his hand, silently thanking him.
An older guy came out of the back room and spoke with Jayden. They called us up while the older guy cleaned his hands with a rag. I held the counter with both hands, looking up at them nervously. Jayden smiled at me, inclining his head in my direction the way a guy does to a cute girl.
"Alright, here's the deal," the older guy said as Steven turned to make sure I wasn't blocked from the conversation. "The check engine light is on due to multiple misfires. The hesitation you felt? That's the engine losing power because it's not firing cleanly."
"Is that bad?" I swallowed, already knowing the answer.
"It's not great," the older mechanic admitted. "Low numbers across the board on the compression test. That means the engine's worn out internally. Piston rings, valves, timing chain; all bad. That noise you were hearing? It's the timing chain."
"I'm guessing it would cost more than the car's worth to fix it?" Steven asked plainly.
"Yes," the mechanic confirmed. "We can fix it, but we'll have to either rebuild the engine or replace it entirely. Both very expensive jobs, and not worth it for such an old car."
"Oh," I squeaked. I didn't have any money. I had nothing.
"It's nothing you did," Jayden said, smiling at me. "It's an old car with a high mileage. They don't last forever."
"He's right, Hazel," Steven agreed, rubbing my back reassuringly. "Junking it is probably the best option."
Steven spoke with both mechanics for a few more minutes and they agreed on a small price for the car. They'd sell it to the junkyard once we returned with the title. Jayden gave us both a business card for Ashwood Auto before Steven and I went to clean my car out. There wasn't much in it. We put it in the back of Steven's car and sat down inside.
"Jayden wrote his number on the back of my card," I snorted, trying to distract myself.
"Huh, guess I'm not his type," Steven commented, checking the back of his card. "You gonna call him?"
"No," I said, giving him an annoyed look. "He was cute, but I'm not interested."
"You can, you know," he told me. "If you wanted to."
"We've been through this, Steven," I grumbled, crossing my arms. "We aren't together, I know I can date or fuck, and you have veto rights."
"As long as you know," Steven smiled.
"I doubt Jayden would be interested if he found out about the bun in my oven," I snorted. "And now I don't even have a car. I'll have a hundred bucks when we come back with the title."
"You are a beautiful, smart, and loyal young woman. Usually nice, but I have to admit you have a bit of an attitude sometimes," his grin fell when he saw the withering glare I was giving him. "Anyway, any guy would be lucky to be with you. I'm lucky just to know you, and to call you family."
"Thank you," I mumbled. "I can manage without a car. I can take the bus or walk or something."
"I was planning on getting a new car soon," Steven said casually. "I've been putting it off, but the timing is perfect."
I kept looking at him, my arms crossed. "Steven-"
"So," he continued, cutting me off again, "you take mine."
"I, well..." I mumbled, my chest tightening. "No, I mean, I can't."
"Hazel," Steven said firmly, "it's a good car. Safe. Paid off. I don't need two."
"That's not the point!" I snapped, wincing when I realized how bitchy I sounded. "I mean, it's, you know, a lot."
"It's a car," he shrugged.
It really was just a car to him, no big deal. It wasn't because he was rich, it was because he wanted to make sure my needs were met. To him, it made perfect sense. To me, it was another weight unbalancing the scales between us. He was a great guy, and I hated myself for remembering my grandmother's words. "Every woman who ends up getting abandoned thought the father of their child was a great guy at one time."
I hated that thought and I hated myself for having it.
"I don't want to feel like I'm taking advantage of you," I admitted quietly.
Steven didn't answer right away. When I looked up, he seemed thoughtful. "You're not. Family, remember? And you're having a baby. Our baby. This isn't charity, Hazel. Right now, you need a helping hand. Next time, it might be me. And I know I can count on you."
"Uh, you need me to feed and walk Lexi?" I suggested with a helpless shrug.
"No, thank you," he gave me an amused look. "Maybe changing the baby's diapers will prepare you for when I need them in a few decades. You and Kayla can take turns while Lexi makes fun of me."
"I don't wanna change old man diapers," I made a face. "How about I feed you pudding? Kayla can change you."
"Sure," Steven laughed. "Fine."
"What about insurance?" I bit my lower lip. "And, um, the title. Stuff like that."
His eyebrows lifted in surprise, but he didn't seem offended. "I'll sign the title over to you. We'll move your insurance to your new car. You'll be covered."
Covered.
That word stuck with me, giving me the strength to ask the questions Grandma Maxine had planted in my head. "It'll be mine? Like, legally mine?"
"Yes," he nodded, a bemused expression on his face. "If you're driving it, it's yours. I wouldn't hold anything like that over your head. And, ah, I'm proud of you."
"Proud of me?" I frowned, confused.
"You're thinking about adult stuff, it's smart," Steven explained. "You're going to be a great mother."
"Thank you," I whispered. "I needed to hear that."
"You're welcome," he smiled.
We stayed in the parking lot a moment longer, the sounds of Ashwood Auto buzzing faintly around us. I should have felt better. Safer. I did, mostly. Underneath it all, Grandma's words lingered as a reminder. Love and intentions mattered, but I couldn't be stupid. My daughter couldn't afford that. I had to make sure we were both protected, and I had to get passed the guilt that was stopping me.
~Kayla Thomson~
Thursday August 21, 2025
Thursday cheer practice started at 4:30PM and ended at 7:30PM. A long evening followed by a 6:00AM practice on Friday. It was a lot of work; exhausting and sometimes I just wanted to skip and go home. I didn't. I knew it was worth it. I loved cheerleading and was determined to help the squad excel.
Practice started the same way it always did, with cheerleaders trickling in and starting their warm-ups while waiting on the others. I stood beside the wall, my arms over my head as I stretched. My outfit was my usual workout gear; tiny pair of black shorts, pink sports bra, hair in a simple ponytail.
Jog, high knees, lunges, stretches; I went through my warm-up while trying not to think about court cases and other stress. I just wanted to be a college cheerleader. Glancing toward the stands, I noticed a few football players were present again. Perving on us probably shouldn't have been allowed, but football players tended to get away with anything.
Brent Calloway was sitting comfortably with his feet up, playing on his phone while talking and laughing with his friends. I saw Drew Kensington beside him, and the charismatic rich guy gave me a nod when he noticed me looking his way. I forced a polite smile before turning away.
The reverse squad was warming up on the other side of the room, and I recognized several faces. Emily Hawthorne and Jennifer Rhodes were cheerleaders with me in high school, but I didn't know them well. Most of my attention was focused on Kelsey Aguila.
Kelsey was tying her hair into a ponytail, jaw set and brow furrowed in thought. We hadn't talked about it, but we didn't have to. She would have gotten a subpoena as well. I knew Kelsey was having a tough time, but hopefully her sister was helping. Klarissa had her own trouble with everything that happened at Oakwood Commons. Ashley and Marcia stayed on the same floor the murder happened on, where Klarissa was the RA.
So much for not thinking about court cases.
"Circle up!" Melissa Hart declared, clapping her hands.
We moved without thinking in our haste to follow the instructions of the head coach. The main squad was in the center while the reserves filled the outer ring. I ended up standing between Kendall Young and Janelle Brooks, one of the co-captains. Kelsey was behind me and to the left, close enough to make me think I could actually feel the tension coming off her.
Assistant Coach Darius stepped up, all business. "Remember, tonight is stunts, partner work, and basket tosses. Flyers, you'll rotate. I want clean timing and tight cores. No shortcuts!"
Harper Lin caught my eye from across the circle, her anxiety obvious in her expression. The petite woman was the only other freshman on the main squad, something we had bonded over. Harper was barely five feet with long black hair dyed purple at the tips. She was nice and I tried to help her handle the pressure of a Division One cheer squad. It wasn't easy for either of us. I gave her a small nod, which she returned.
The squad spread out so we could go through warm-ups with Leila Moreno. Leila was working toward her master's degree in kinesiology, and she made sure we knew how to care for our bodies. Focusing on injury prevention and conditioning, we'd often go to her for tips on dealing with our sore muscles.


"Groups!" Coach Hart barked when we were warmed up. "Same as Tuesday. Flyers rotate after baskets."
Everyone moved instantly, habit and muscle memory taking over. I went to my usual mat with Miguel, Shelby Ortiz, and Tony Delgado. Harper was bouncing beside me, trying to look fearless. I knew better; she was anxious every practice, even though I often reminded her that we had earned our spots.
Across the floor, Janelle's blue eyes lingered on me a second too long before she turned away, her blonde curls bouncing slightly. I didn't have time to think about it, because basket tosses were up first. Darius quickly demonstrated, making sure to emphasize the key points: hands low, dip together, explosive upward drive.
"Bases, this is about timing, not strength," Darius reminded us. "Flyers, trust the launch. If you hesitate, Leila will be treating your broken bones."
"Comforting," Cassidy Turner, the other co-captain muttered. Vanessa snorted in response.
I stepped back as Harper got into position. She was an amazing cheerleader, but baskets were her weak spot and didn't help her fear of failing on such a competitive squad. Harper was small, light and talented, but basket tosses required surrender. They required trust and an ability to surrender control until finding the air.
"Ready?" Migs asked, smiling down at her kindly. "Don't worry, we've got ya."
Harper gave him a tight-lipped nod.
They dipped, drove, and Harper went up. The toss was ruined when Harper flinched, causing her to go up crooked. She wasn't even able to attempt the maneuver as panic flashed across her face and she fell back down. Shelby and Tony caught her safely, and awkwardly set her down.
"Again," Darius instructed immediately. He didn't give any tips; Harper knew what she had done wrong.
Harper swallowed hard, cheeks red. She glanced at me in embarrassment, and I gave her a reassuring smile and a firm nod. As Harper got ready to go again, I looked over at another group. Rylee Simmons, another flyer, was standing with her arms crossed and a disappointed expression on her face. Dante, Cass, and Kendall dipped Janelle, sending her into the air.
It was a perfect toss. Janelle went straight up, her limbs tight. She attempted the maneuver, and while she succeeded, she was a little sloppy. Dante and Kendall caught Janelle, who looked angry with herself while Coach Hart critiqued her performance. I turned to watch Harper's second attempt, which wasn't much better than the first.
"Kayla!" Darius barked. "You're up!"
Walking by Harper, I squeezed her shoulder reassuringly before approaching the others. I climbed in, hands on Miguel's shoulders while breathing steadily. The rest of the world disappeared; all my troubles melting away as I lived in the moment, focusing on every feeling in my body.
Dip.
Drive.
I flew.
For a brief instant, there was nothing but height and the air whistling in my ears. My heart and breathing were perfectly steady as I remembered my training, pulling my body tight at the apex. I hit the spin without thinking, unfolded, and trusted the catch. Strong. Solid. Clean.
Moments after my feet hit the mat I became aware of the sounds: the clapping of hands, the surprised murmurs, the low "damn" someone whistled from the stands. Kendall and Janelle were shooting me annoyed looks, Dante looked proud, and Harper was impressed. In the stands, the quarterback Brent was looking at me lustfully. Beside him, Drew had a small smirk on his face as he leaned in, his eyes shamelessly roving my body.
"Again!" Darius ordered, a smile on his face.
We ran it twice more, each one better than the last. My body was glistening with sweat, my breathing heavy. I felt fucking incredible. The grin slid off my face when I noticed Rylee standing near the edge of her mat, arms crossed and lips pressed thin. Scarlett whispered something in Rylee's ear, making her smirk.
The other group practicing basket tosses had stopped to watch. Cassidy had a small smile on her face, like I had earned her grudging respect. Dante was clapping with the other guys, while Kendall gave me an angry look. Janelle was clapping and cheering, seeming a bit too enthusiastic about my performance.
Harper hugged me before heading over to take another turn. I sipped on a sports drink while looking around the gym. The football players were watching Dante, Cass, and Kendall toss Janelle into the air. Janelle did much better on that attempt, and I clapped for her along with the guys. It took a few tries, but Harper managed a perfect basket toss. I screamed her name and clapped as she smiled happily.
On the other side, the reserve squad was practicing basics. Kelsey messed up a cartwheel, landing on her butt with a sad expression. She didn't look my way, but I knew she felt it too. The pressure, the imbalance. The way some of us were rising faster than others. The way paths were diverging as our class grew up and searched for our place in the world.
Stunt rotations were next. I flew once with Dante, his skepticism fading away with each perfect landing. Shelby nodded to me after the dismount, approval earned, not given. Vanessa Cruz was a senior and an amazing tumbler. We worked well together and I felt like she was reevaluating her opinion of me.
Harper flew a few times with Scarlett, then with Kendall. Kendall was a tall sophomore who had just made the main squad. She was a skilled base who was usually very reliable. However, during one stunt, Kendall's timing was way off and nearly dropped Harper as the two of them collided.
"Relax," Kendall giggled. "I've got it."
Coach Hart's voice cut through the chatter. "You DON'T got it if your flyer's shaking."
Kendall's grin slipped for a second, making her look exhausted and frustrated.
Leila led us in some stretches at the end of practice to help prevent cramps and sore muscles. I was soaked in sweat and my lungs burned, but my head was perfectly clear. The pain, the focus; it was why I was there. I loved the teamwork, the bonding, the joy of knowing our skills could work together to put on an amazing show.
"Hey," I said as I approached Kelsey after practice, "how are you doing?"
"A-alright," Kelsey replied, looking up from her gym bag. "You were amazing out there."
"Thank you," I smiled. "You looked great, too."
"Ready for the big game?" Kelsey asked, wiping some sweat from her brow.
"I think so," I nodded. "San Diego's a tough team. I hope we win."
"At least it's a home game," Kelsey commented.
"Yeah, that's true," I agreed. "And it's on a Saturday."
"It's crazy how demanding college cheerleading is," the pretty Latina said breathlessly. "Practice at 6:00AM tomorrow, then six hours of practicing Saturday. All for the game next week."
"And for competitions," I pointed out happily. "I'm hoping you get bumped up to main squad soon."
"Maybe next year," Kelsey shrugged. "I'm kind of glad I'm on the reserve squad. I, ah, have enough going on this year."
"Right," I winced. "Um, have you heard from Stephanie?"
Stephanie Bernardi and Kelsey Aguila were best friends in high school. They started seeing Keith and my ex-boyfriend, David. Lexi and I tried to warn them, but they dismissed our concerns as jealousy. That led to the horrible party and the charges the guys are facing. I was involved in a three-person relationship with Stephanie and Ian before they broke up with me and moved to the east coast for college.
"N-no, not really," Kelsey stammered nervously. "I'm sure Stephanie will be back for, um, you know..."
"Yeah," I responded softly.
"I, ah, I have to get home," she mumbled, slinging her bag over her shoulder. Kelsey never showered in the locker room. "I'll see you around, Kayla."
"Bye," I waved before she turned and left.
I watched Kelsey's back as she walked away, wishing for a way to bring us closer. She had withdrawn so much. It was understandable, but sad. Shaking my head, I returned to the other cheerleaders as they chatted before showering. I always showered after early practices since I had to stay on campus, but sometimes I just went straight home after the evening sessions. Feeling sweaty and gross, I decided I was definitely showering before leaving.
Migs put his his arms around Shelby and Lila. "Ready to hit the showers, ladies?"
"Keep dreaming, buddy," Lila scoffed, patting him on the stomach.
I headed toward the women's locker room with the rest of the team, my leg muscles throbbing the way they always did after an intense workout. The air inside was warmer, the floor slick in places. I inhaled the scent of a citrus cleaning product that failed to fully conceal the smell of sweat, deodorant, and body spray. Lockers lined both walls, the metal doors rattling as women claimed them.
Cassidy groaned as she dropped onto a bench and started peeling her wrist tape loose. Janelle leaned against the lockers, arms crossed as her eyes scanned the room like she was still counting mistakes. Rylee laughed loudly at something Shelby said, and Scarlett gulped several mouthfuls from her water bottle.
I found my locker and sat, letting out a long breath. I started slowly unlacing my shoes, my hands shaking slightly. The adrenaline was wearing off and I was realizing how worn out I was feeling. My shoulders hurt, my back hurt, my legs hurt. I was ready to go home and pass out before coming right back the following morning.
Clothes came off without ceremony; sports bras pulling free as sweaty t-shirts were removed and ponytails fell. No one looked away, but no one stared either. They were just bodies; real ones, flushed and marked. There were red lines from grips or tight bra straps, bruises where fingers caught wrong, and scrapes due to slips or falls.
Kendall flopped down two lockers over from me, wearing only a pair of skintight black leggings that ended halfway down her calves. Her dirty-blonde hair was sticky with sweat, clinging to her cheeks as she fanned herself. Reaching into her locker, Kendall pulled out her shower bag and placed it beside her.
"Ugh, I could use a few dozen drinks," Kendall grumbled as she leaned her head back and cracked her neck. "Or maybe just some good dick."
"Dick is probably better for your liver," I pointed out while putting my gross socks in my laundry bag. "A nutrition major should know that."
"Yeah, well, measuring out every meal is exhausting," Kendall scoffed. "So are all these practices. Sometimes a girl needs to get drunk and laid."
"Hey, I hear you," I replied as I struggled to remove my sweaty sports bra, sighing when my boobs were freed.
"So, what about you, princess?" Kendall looked at me with a questioning smirk. "You got a guy for stress relief?"
"Nah, I'm single," I shook my head.
"You should go to Drew Kensington's party," Kendall suggested, taking a sip of her water. "Your castle isn't far from his. It'll help you loosen up before the big game."
"Isn't his party the day of the game? The thirtieth?" I frowned as a naked Scarlett walked by us to get to the showers.
"He has a lot of parties," Kendall explained. "There's one tomorrow. His parents are in Italy or something. It should be fun, but not as crazy as the ones after we win."
"What happens after we win?" I wondered.
"Oh, you know, they're just extra wild," Kendall shrugged as she stood up and shamelessly pushed down her leggings and underwear. "You should come tomorrow."
"I'll think about it," I said noncommittally while Kendall put on a pair of flip-flops.
As Kendall's naked ass sashayed toward the showers, I wondered what she really thought of me. She'd made a few comments about Daddy's money, and I'd caught a few dirty looks from her. Still, she seemed pleasant enough when we talked. I knew she loved being the center of attention and was a big party girl, so it wasn't too surprising she suggested I go. Maybe I would if the Sluts came as well.
"Basket toss timing was sloppy," Janelle finally spoke up, not looking at anyone in particular. "We need to be better. I need to be better."
"Cassidy sighed. "We'll do better next time."
"We'd better," Janelle grunted, her gaze lingering on me before flickering to Harper who had just removed her clothes.
Harper caught my eye from across the room, looking nervous. I gave her a quick thumbs-up, making her smile as she nodded. I tried to assure her she did great with just a look and a gesture; I think it worked. Harper looked better as she slung a towel over her shoulder and disappeared into a stall.
Rylee muttered something under her breath, and I noticed Shelby shoot her a warning look. Vanessa was stretching and ignoring everyone else, wincing as she pressed her left arm to her chest and cracked her shoulder. Lila was pressing an ice pack from her bag to the back of her neck, sighing as it cooled her skin.
When no one challenged Janelle's statement, we all began heading toward the showers. I got naked and took my stuff over to the stalls. Steam was rolling out of the showers, fogging mirrors as voices echoed and laughter bounced off tile. My flip-flops made wet sounds against the floor as I walked and Janelle slipped by me to claim a stall.
I took the stall beside her, hooking my towel and just standing there for a few moments before turning on the water. The spray was almost too hot at first, stinging my sensitive skin. An involuntary sigh of pleasure escaped my lips when the sting turned to pure relaxation. The tension drained from my shoulders as my muscles loosened. I leaned my forehead against the tile and took a deep breath.
Life continued all around me. Someone was laughing in the locker room while someone else swore as hot water stung a bad bruise. Shelby was singing an Alison Tey song, and a couple other girls joined in. No matter what was happening to me, no matter what was going on in my head; life kept going.
The locker room thinned out in waves as laughter echoed and lockers slammed shut. I finished tying my sneakers and stifled a yawn as I stood. My skin was still warm from my shower, my wet hair heavy. Practice had wrung me out in the best way, quieting my brain enough for me to live in the moment.
Slinging my bag over my shoulder, I headed for the door. Cheerleaders were heading in opposite direction; some to dorms and some to the student parking lots. I took out my phone and replied to the Sluts group chat before letting Daddy know that I was heading home.
"Kayla?" a male voice yelled to get my attention.
Drew Kensington was leaning casually against the opposite wall, like he owned the world. Tall and broad-shouldered, he had a charming smile on his face that showed off his dimples. He was wearing a CSUA Phoenixes football hoodie, designer jeans, and expensive sneakers.
"Oh, hi Drew," I smiled politely.
"I didn't want to interrupt after your practice," he explained, his eyes surveying me: my damp hair, my gym bag, the Phoenix's logo on my jacket. "Figured this was better."
I adjusted the strap of my bag. "Okay?"
"I just wanted to let you know how great you were," Drew replied. "You were great on Tuesday, but tonight? Wow!"
"Oh, you were watching again?" I gave him a playful look.
"Yeah, I guess we aren't too subtle about it," he admitted, running his hand through his dark-brown hair.
"Not even a little bit," I stated, smacking my lips. "Sorry, bud."
"Well, ah, either way, that was very impressive," Drew chuckled charmingly, pushing off the wall and closing the distance between us. "So, do you remember me mentioning the parties at my place?"
"Like it was two days ago," I smirked. "You said you had them after big games."
"Right, right," he nodded. "The parents are in Italy and I didn't want to wait another week, so I'm having one tomorrow night. I thought you might like to come."
I raised an eyebrow. "Two personal invites to a girl you don't even know. Aren't you persistent?"
"I know enough," Drew smiled down at me. "You're smart, talented. Good family. You live down the street from me and we never really got to know each other. It just feels like an oversight."
"Hm," I hummed as I remembered Kendall's words. "These parties, are frat parties, basically?"
"Yeah, nothing sketchy," he confirmed, his eyes holding mine. He knew how to stand just close enough to not be rude. "Music. Drinks. Pool. Dancing. You'd be my guest."
"And if I say no?" I cocked my head to the side.
"Then I'll be heartbroken," Drew shrugged, seeming unbothered. "But, life will go on. I would survive somehow."
I briefly studied him. He wasn't pushing or leering. Sure, Drew was confident, but he was a rich football player. "I have cheerleading for six hours on Saturday."
"So do the others," he responded easily. "No need to stay too late. And you do live right down the street."
"I..." I hesitated briefly, remembering the trouble I'd gotten into at parties. "If I did decide to come, could I bring a few friends?"
"Sure, that's fine," Drew immediately agreed. "I can text you the details so you can decide tomorrow?"
"You don't have my number," I told him.
He smiled and confidently pulled out his phone. "Yet."
"Hm, and what 'details' do you even need to text?" I questioned. "I can walk to your place."
"Ya got me," Drew sighed theatrically. "I was just trying to get your number."
I hesitated for a brief second. Then I recited it. "Well played, sir."
"Goodnight, Kayla," he inclined his head.
"Night, Drew."
My heart was beating a little faster as I walked to my car, the evening air cool against my skin. I inhaled deeply as I tried to sort out my thoughts. College, parties, life, growing up. Parties. The trial, the subpoenas. It felt like the world was getting very interested in me, but I wasn't sure what it wanted. Or what it would turn me into.
A frown crossed my face when I got back to the mansion. I recognized Lexi's car, and Daddy's. Arthur was the only member of staff who lived at the mansion, and he was parked off to the side as usual. So, whose car was next to Daddy's? It wasn't anything expensive, but it looked new. I didn't see Hazel's car, but it didn't make sense that she bought a new one.
I found them in the family living room after dropping off my stuff and changing into pajamas. The three of them were watching the latest episode of Hospital Doctors in Love. Hazel was stretched out on the couch, her hand reaching into a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table. Daddy was sitting in the love seat while Lexi snuggled up beside him in pink pajama bottoms and a white camisole.
"They killed off McSpoogy, why don't they just cancel the show and put it out of its misery?" I asked to announce myself.
"Fuck you, this show will live forever," Lexi declared, flipping me off.
"Hi, Kayla," Hazel waved lazily.
"How was practice, baby girl?" Daddy asked, looking over at me.
"Fine. We did basket tosses; those are fun. Ashwood could never pull it off. Brittney did have us try a few times, though," I answered, remembering my high school cheer captain. "Oh, by the way, whose car is outside?"
"Mine," Daddy stated simply.
"I know, I meant the other one," I rolled my eyes.
"Right, it's mine," Daddy smiled. "I bought a new one."
"Mine kind of died," Hazel winced. "So, um, Steven gave me his old one."
"Then he got mad at me when I asked what my present was going to be," Lexi pouted.
Daddy shook his head. "You have a birthday coming up."
"Sh, don't think about that," the redhead responded, grabbing Daddy's hand and placing it on her breast. "Just feel the titty."
"Kuh! Khh! Whore! Ack! Ahem!" Hazel coughed while lightly pounding her chest with her fist. "Excuse me, sorry."
"Bitch," Lexi grunted as she snuggled closer to Daddy. "Anyway, my birthday is the same day as April's. I need more presents to feel special."


"I'm sure we can celebrate you both," Daddy laughed, his hand slipping into Lexi's top to palm a bare breast. "I still have to get something for Ashley's birthday on the first, and I'm not even sure what Stacey is planning for April."
"Fuck, I forgot about Ashley's birthday," Hazel sighed and stretched out on the couch. "That's three birthdays. Wait! Four. Yours is in September too, Steven?"
"The twenty-ninth," Daddy easily confirmed. "And you don't have to get me anything."
"Yes, I really do," Hazel shot back, giving him a look.
"Don't even think about it," I growled, dropping onto the armrest by Hazel's head and crossing my arms.
"What?" the tan girl looked up at me with a confused expression.
"Hazel, I've known you since we ate sand out of the sandbox," I glared down at her. "You're an independent woman with an attitude. Daddy gave you his old car, this is about when you start pulling away and treating us like crap until we call you on it."
"That... doesn't happen," Hazel objected pathetically.
"Why did you eat sand?" Daddy asked, looking over at us while absentmindedly feeling up Lexi.
"Toddlers eat weird things," Lexi reasoned.
"They do, but she was old enough to consciously remember doing it..." Daddy trailed off. "Kayla, do you also remember why you used to lick the windows?"
"I do not," I rolled my eyes. "And that's not the point!"
"No, that WAS the point," Hazel spoke up quickly. "Uh, it's a good question: why did we eat sand?"
"Hazel," I warned.
"I'm not gonna pull away!" Hazel insisted, rubbing her temples. "I am probably gonna be a bitch, though."
"That's fine, we expect that," Lexi giggled. "We covered this. You're the bitch, I'm the brat."
Hazel snorted despite herself, then her face fell. "I just..." She swallowed. "I accept so much from you."
"And we covered that," Daddy reminded her. "Family, we love you, it's not charity, you don't owe me anything."
"Well, how am I supposed to get you a birthday gift?" Hazel looked at Daddy. "We're family and I love you, but I don't want to get you a gift with your money."
"Hm, I could use a servant," Lexi tapped her chin thoughtfully.
"No," Daddy, Hazel, and I said in unison.
"I'd tip her," Lexi muttered under her breath.
I exhaled and uncrossed my arms. "This isn't about birthdays," I said confidently. "You need to prove to yourself you're not a burden. I get it, but you don't have to do that with us."
Hazel frowned at me, opening her mouth to object.
"So," I continued, holding a hand up, "maybe we should do something to make it so you don't have to ask as much. Make sure you're set and protected long-term. You won't have to ask Daddy every week for gas money and feel bad."
"Like a credit card?" Lexi suggested. "Or something boring and adult like one of those trust fund things."
"I-" Hazel started, then quickly stopped. "I don't know what to say."
"The timing is actually perfect," Daddy smiled at Hazel. "I'm proud of how you advocated for yourself today. You made sure the car was in your name. You're thinking ahead."
"Thank you," Hazel replied in a small voice. "I know there are things I should ask about, I just feel guilty and keep putting them off."
"We can talk about them," Daddy nodded. "Whatever your concerns are, please ask. We'll talk about the legal things we need to take care of for the baby, too. Soon."
Hazel slowly nodded. "Okay."
"We know you're worried about your future, but we are all here for you," I promised. "We'll help babysit and change diapers and all that fun stuff."
"Uh, the second one doesn't sound fun..." Lexi made a face.
"We'll make sure you get to have a college life, too," Daddy added.
"Oh!" I exclaimed excitedly. "You could come to the party tomorrow! You need to get out of the house more."
"What party?" Daddy questioned as Lexi looked over curiously.
"Drew Kensington down the street," I explained. "He's having a party tomorrow night. He invited me after practice."
"Of course he did. Look at you," Lexi snorted. "Anyway, who is this guy?"
"The Kensingtons have lived down the street since before we moved in," I told her. "He's older, so we never really hung out. Football player, rich guy who thinks he's a gift to women."
"Gross," the redhead grunted. "Are you going?"
"I might," I admitted. "A lot of the cheerleaders go to his parties. Drew said I could bring people so I thought I'd invite Ashley and Marcia. And you two."
"What? I can't bring my boyfriend?" Lexi frowned.
"No one wants to party with a middle-aged man," Daddy chuckled.
"Bullshit, you're fucking awesome," Lexi insisted, pecking his lips.
"Well, thank you," he smiled. "You should go. All of you. Have fun."
"I'm in," Lexi confirmed. "Ashley is still trying to get me to join the sorority, and I have to socialize."
Hazel wrinkled her nose. "Pass."
"Why?" I asked.
"I can't drink. Oh, and look at me," Hazel gestured at her tiny baby bump. "I'm pregnant. Literally the one thing in the world that can turn off a horny college guy."
"You don't have to go just to get laid," I argued. "Lexi isn't."
"Oh, but you are?" Hazel smirked at me. "Let's talk about something else, I'm sure your dad doesn't want to hear his baby girl is planning on spreading her legs at some party."
"Sure, let's go back to talking about you pulling away from us and being a bitch," I crossed my arms and grinned victoriously.
"Uh, so, how much dick are you planning to suck at this party?" Hazel winced.
"None, and you don't have to go," I sighed. "But you are going to get out of the house more, whether you like it or not."
"I'll think about it," Hazel grumbled. "I hope you two have fun."
"Okay, I'll text the others," I smiled, before glancing over at the love seat. "We can leave aft- Lexi!"
Apparently Lexi had gotten bored of the conversation and decided to find a way to entertain herself. The redhead had extracted Daddy's dick and started sucking him off. Daddy was distracted by the hot chick blowing him and had forgotten the conversation completely. He had one hand on Lexi's head while the other had tugged down her bottoms so he could squeeze her pale ass.
I giggled slightly as I thought about how much my life had changed. Daddy treated me like an adult, but we had never been so open. I had only been with one guy, my asshole ex-boyfriend, David. Marcia had been so buttoned-up, always blushing whenever we girls talked about sex. Ashley, well, maybe Ashley didn't change quite as much. The blonde bombshell was always a party-girl and had said several times she wanted Daddy to fuck her.
Regardless, our entire lives changed when Hurricane Lexi entered them with her endless slutty, redheaded energy. Hazel and I watched as Lexi's lips glided along Daddy's shaft, a strand of her auburn hair was stuck to the slick base. Small moans escaped her lips as Lexi continued sucking while Daddy leaned his head back and enjoyed.
Daddy didn't seem in a rush to cum, and over ten minutes went by while he enjoyed Lexi's talented mouth. I knew from experience what she could do with that tongue. Turning my head, I went back to watching HDL while hearing sucking and slurping sounds in the background. I also texted Marcia and Ashley, inviting them to the party.
A few minutes later, I heard Daddy's breathing start to go ragged. I looked over just in time to see him hold Lexi's head and buck his hips as he exploded in her mouth. Lexi moaned happily, her cheeks bulging as she held every drop rather than swallow. Daddy gave one final shudder, his hand gripping Lexi's hair as his orgasm ended.
"Good girl," Daddy gasped before looking over at me and wincing. "Uh, there can be more than one good girl."
My arms were tightly crossed as I glared at him playfully. "Whatever."
Lexi giggled around the cock in her mouth as her head slowly moved up and down in Daddy's lap. I could tell from the way he was squirming that his tip was getting extra sensitive, like every guy's did after an orgasm. He finally had to pull Lexi's head off of him, the sensations becoming too much. As Daddy leaned back on the love seat with a satisfied expression on his face, Lexi got to her feet and took a step toward the couch.
Unfortunately, the redhead forgot her pants and underwear around her thighs. Lexi comically stumbled and fell forward, landing on the carpet with a thump. She coughed loudly several times, sitting up and wincing as she swallowed several times. There were tears in her eyes as she took a few deep breaths.
"Lexi!" Daddy called out, pulling up his pants as he dropped to his knees to rub Lexi's back. "You okay?"
"Kuh! Ack! Khh! Khh!" Lexi coughed several more times. "Uh, yeah. I'm alright."
"So, what just happened?" Hazel asked with a frown.
"I wanted to spit Steven's cum in Kayla's mouth," Lexi explained, gesturing toward me. "But I tripped and it all went down the wrong way and was sticky and stuck in my throat."
"That's hysterical," Hazel burst out laughing, and I couldn't help but giggle.
"I'll get you some water," Daddy offered.
We made fun of Lexi for a few more minutes before I decided to go to bed. I did have cheerleading again first thing in the morning. I hugged and kissed all three of them before heading up to my bedroom. Then I relaxed in bed for a few minutes while sending some texts.
Before going to sleep, I decided on some nice stress relief. Getting naked, I started browsing for porn. My cheer captain from high school, Brittney O'Connor had been doing porn for months under the name "Cherry Angel." I had been shocked when I found out, but Brittney was a natural and watching her videos was a guilty pleasure of mine.
A new video had been posted, and I smirked when I saw she had done an episode of The NailVan. It was a popular series where guys drove around in a van to pick up women. When the scene started, I noticed they were driving around the CSUA campus. I recognized quite a few of the landmarks and buildings.
Brittney, or rather, Cherry, was pretending to be a student. I watched the video as the guys convinced the sexy blonde to get in the van and remove her clothes for money. My fingers traced my nipple when Brittney started sucking dick. By the time the blonde was getting fucked, I was tugging on my nipple and groaning.
The scene was quite long, with Brittney having sex with all the guys in the van. It made me cum twice; two satisfying orgasms that left me relaxed and tingling. I watched the rest of the scene, rolling my eyes when Brittney pretended to discover the money they paid her was fake. The whole thing was so obviously staged.
I was in a good mood as I got under the covers, so I decided to reach out to my exes. It was three hours later on the East Coast, but classes at MIT and Boston University didn't start until September. Ian and Stephanie both responded, confirming that Stephanie had also been contacted about testifying.
It was emotional, but I wanted to stay in touch with them. They had ended things because of college, and because of my relationship with Daddy. Things were complicated, but I still cared for them and wanted them in my life. We texted for almost an hour before I plugged my phone in and went to sleep.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Thursday August 21, 2025
"You want another beer, man?" Drew Kensington asked, rising from his armchair and gesturing toward my empty bottle.
"Yeah, sure," I answered in surprise. "One more won't kill me."
It was late for a Thursday, but that didn't mean much in college. Plenty of people stacked their schedules so they could have Fridays off. Even the ones that didn't often ended up staying out late. There was a party every night if you knew where to look. Or just walked campus until you heard loud music.
The lounge of the Delta Sigma Chi chapter house was a common hangout spot, although it was my first time there. Large couches and long tables filled the room, enabling people to spread out. A massive television was mounted above the fireplace, and the dim lighting made everything look more expensive than it was.
Brent had invited me, which was weird. He wasn't a member of the fraternity, but he might as well have been. Star quarterback. Golden boy. Brent was sitting in an armchair across from mine, Brittany McCallister perched comfortably in his lap. Her bare feet swung lazily over the armrest as she giggled at something he whispered to her.
Brittany was a powerful person on campus. President of the Delta Tau Chi sorority, she was a political science major who was always bragging about some internship with a senator. Guys didn't flirt with the tall, busty blonde unless they had a death wish. They admired her from a safe distance.
Except Brent. Brent Calloway did whatever he wanted.
In addition to Brittany, three other women were hanging out with us, all of them cheerleaders. Scarlett Vaughn was draped across the couch nearest to the fireplace, one long leg crossed over the other as her red hair caught the light. She caught me looking and gave me a playful smirk as she adjusted herself. Her tiny shirt strained against her large breasts and exposed her pale stomach. My gaze lingered on those legs, and I was grateful she was wearing shorts until I realized how long I'd been staring.
On the next couch sat Kendall Young, her wavy dirty-blonde hair perfectly styled even after cheer practice. She had her feet tucked beneath her, phone in hand. Rylee Simmons sat two cushions over, noticeably smaller than the tall Kendall, arms folded across her chest and a small frown on her face.
Drew returned with two beers, handing me one before dropping back into his chair. I took a quick swig and sighed happily. "Thanks!"
"So," Rylee said, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder, "if I break my neck tomorrow, I'm blaming Coach Hart."
"What happened this time?" Brittany asked with a laugh.
"Basket tosses," Kendall grumbled.
"They're not that hard," Scarlett rolled her eyes.
"They are when someone suddenly decides she can rotate like a fucking Olympic gymnast!" Rylee snarled.
"Kayla Thomson?" Brent tried to sound casual.
"Who else?" Kendall replied with a tight smile. "Rich freshman shows up and makes us all look like amateurs."
"She really stuck it," Scarlett admitted.
"Of course she did," Rylee rolled her eyes. "Perfect timing. Perfect form. Perfect fucking everything!"
"Uh, isn't that a good thing?" Derrick Wilson wondered. He was the only one present who was actually a member of the fraternity.
"It is when she's showing off and making the rest of us look bad," Rylee snapped, though I still noticed her checking out the tall guy's muscled arms as the dim light illuminated his dark skin.
Drew leaned back, placing his hands on the armrest. "She's talented."
"She's ambitious," Kendall retorted. "There's a difference."
Brittany tilted her head. "Is it different, or do you just feel threatened?"
"No one's threatened by her," Kendall's expression tightened.
"Janelle is," Scarlett pointed out. "And it sounds like Rylee is worried Kayla will get recruited to cheer for the NFL over her."
"That rich girl is NOT buying her way into the NFL!" Rylee declared. "I'll be recruited long before she is."
"I'll see you there," Brent inclined his head. "And you should look at this as an opportunity. If Kayla is so good, you should work to be better."
"Unlike her, we actually have to work," Kendall scoffed. "We don't all live in a fucking mansion. We don't all walk around like the world owes us everything."
"Damn, just who is this girl?" Brittany questioned with interest.
"Kayla Thomson," Drew answered calmly. "Her dad owns the mansion down the street from my parents' place."
"You two are neighbors?" Scarlett looked over with interest.
"Yeah, but I never really got to know her," Drew nodded slowly.
"Don't know why you'd want to," Kendall grunted.
"Well, there is someone here who can tell us a bit more about her," Brent announced, his fingers trailing along Brittany's ankle. "I heard Dan here went to high school with Kayla."
I suddenly realized why I had been invited. How did they know?
"Yeah, we graduated in the same class," I admitted.
"Let me guess; Kayla was cheer captain?" Rylee rolled her eyes.
"Nah, that was Brittney O'Connor," I replied before taking a sip of beer.
"Oh yeah, the chick who became a porn star," Drew grinned.
"I'm sorry, what?" Brittany frowned.
"Different girl, not you," Brent chuckled.
"Yeah, the cheer captain from the local high school became a porn star," Drew continued. "Cherry Angel is her porn name."
"How do you know so much about my class?" I couldn't help but ask.
"I know what goes on in my town," Drew said proudly.
"And hey, don't change the subject," Brent added. "Tell us about Kayla."
"Any chance Kayla's a porn star, too?" Rylee looked at me hopefully.
"Not that I know of, sorry," I shook my head. "I think you're judging her too much. She's a really nice person."
"No porn, but there is some interesting media out there," Drew sighed, looking disappointed for some reason.
"Oh, do tell," Kendall perked up.
"I would rather hear some insider details," Drew replied smoothly, gesturing toward me.
"Kayla really is a very nice girl," I said honestly, feeling uncomfortable. "She has a lot of acquaintances, but she's really close with a few girls. Her dad's cool, he let her throw a bunch of parties. Kayla always made sure we knew everyone was welcome."
"You tap that?" Brent inquired with interest.
"Don't talk like that," Brittany admonished, swatting him on the shoulder.
"At least, not about Kayla," Drew agreed.
"Are you, ah, interested in her?" I asked, feeling anxious.
Drew's lip curved as he answered. "She's impressive. Smart. Athletic. Comes from money. Good family."
My fingers tightened around the bottle.
"Kayla would be a good match," Drew concluded.
There it was. He wasn't talking about how hot she was, or how she made him feel. Drew was evaluating her like a draft pick. Or an investment. It was another reminder that I couldn't go through life relying on my looks. Kayla was the reason I had woken up and started treating people right. I also had to plan for my future. Sadly, it was looking more and more likely that my future wouldn't include Kayla. I could never measure up to a guy like Drew Kensington.
"You think she'd go for you?" Scarlett wondered from the couch.
"They always do," Drew said without hesitating.
"I'm sure she's heard every line in the world," I pointed out. Maybe I did have a chance. Kayla wasn't the type of girl to only care about money. She was a kind and compassionate soul.
"Oh, I won't need a line, my friend," Drew laughed.
"Keep it in your pants," Kendall snorted. "Dan, I want to know about what was in the news a few months ago."
"Uh, what about it?" I winced.
"The kidnapping, of course," Brittany interjected. "We all read about it and everyone knows Kayla and some other girl were the ones taken."
"There's been a lot of crazy things happening in Ashwood," Derrick observed. "Everyone forgot about the kidnapping and those parties when J.B. was killed."
"That was horrible," Rylee shuddered.
"It really was," Brittany agreed, wrapping her arms around Brent's neck. "I hope that taught you to stop gambling so much."
"Evan Cross will take bets," Brent shrugged. I noticed Kendall look away when betting was mentioned.
"So, we have illegal gambling, drugs, kidnapping, and murder," Scarlett counted on her fingers. "Welcome to Ashwood!"
"It's usually not that bad here," I said, even though she had a point.
"J.B.'s dead, they arrested the rapists, and that Keith guy," Derrick added. "There shouldn't be any more trouble."
"Especially from Keith if the rumors are true," Drew looked at me. "Well, are they?"


"Which rumors?" I questioned.
"Yeah, what are you talking about?" Rylee asked.
"Well, Kayla was kidnapped, right?" Brent explained. "Keith tried to get money from her dad so he could disappear."
"Like something from a crappy movie, yeah," Kendall nodded.
"The story is that Keith made Kayla go down on him," Brent said, making the girls wince. "She bit it off."
There was a moment of shocked silence.
"Uh, excuse me?" Brittany looked at her boyfriend.
"Keith's dick, Kayla bit it off," Brent stated seriously.
"Is that true?" Scarlett demanded, her eyes on me.
"I don't know," I lied. "I did hear that, too. I'm not sure if it's true."
"You sure you wanna date her, Drew?" Rylee asked. "She might bite your cock off, too."
"Hey, if she did that it was self-defense," Brittany reasoned. "A rapist deserves it."
"True," Kendall sighed.
"Either way, we know a trial is coming up. I'm sure we can get more out of Dan sooner or later," Drew winked.
"We're friendly, but I don't think I'm in Kayla's inner circle," I said quietly. I didn't want to cause trouble, but I'd stick around if it meant hearing something to warn Kayla about.
"I'm not looking for anything crazy, just some background," Drew responded lazily. "I'll keep an eye on Kayla and make my move when the time is right."
"Now you sound like someone from a crappy movie," Brittany snorted.
"I've already got her number and she's coming to my party tomorrow," Drew declared proudly. "I just need time. Oh, you should come tomorrow, Dan."
"I'll be there, thanks," I gave him a tight smile.
"Drew's parties are fun," Brittany confirmed. "Lots of cheerleaders and sorority chicks."
"Hey, speaking of sorority chicks," Derrick interrupted. "Brittany, any hot pledges?"
"A few," Brittany rolled her eyes. "There's this girl Ashley; taller than me and has bigger tits."
"Didn't think that was possible, babe," Brent said happily.
"Oh, shut up," Brittany giggled. "Ashley keeps dragging her friend along. Some redhead named Lexi. I think she's the one who got kidnapped with Kayla."
"She is," I answered simply.
"I've heard of Lexi," Derrick said with a smirk. "Heard she gets around, anyway. She's been to a few parties."
"Lexi's dating Kayla's father now," I admitted, knowing Drew probably was already aware of that anyway. "Keith used her, that's why she has a reputation."
"Good, I was starting to think you didn't actually know anything," Drew chuckled, raising his beer in my direction.
It was a very strange evening. The topics ranged from light chats about football to heavy discussions about all the horrible things that happened recently. Throughout all of it, Drew worked smoothly to get me to talk about Kayla. I made sure to keep certain things private, but I told him a few tidbits that anyone in our class would know.
The three cheerleaders had some major jealousy issues. Scarlett seemed more neutral, but Kendall and Rylee were much more critical. I made it clear that I had a high opinion of Kayla, and they weren't too cruel when they discussed her. What they said about her in private, I could only imagine.
I grew more relaxed when we switched to talking about the upcoming game against San Diego. Brent was the starting quarterback while I was just a reserve player, but he made a point to tell me my skills had been noticed. I wondered how much of it was true and how much was said because Drew wanted something from me.
"Well, ladies and gents," Drew said as he stood, "I think I'm gonna head home."
"I should go, too," Kendall added. "Cheer practice bright and early."
"Fuck that, I'm staying for another drink," Rylee declared, downing the rest of her wine cooler.
"Same," Scarlett nodded, glancing over at me with those piercing green eyes. "The eye candy's a nice bonus."
"Agreed," I raised my beer to her.
Drew and Kendall made their exit while continuing to chat about Drew's party. A few frat guys staggered through the room on their way up to bed. I finished the last of my beer before stifling a yawn with my forearm. I was about ready to announce I was leaving when the girls said we needed some shots.
Scarlett's pout and Derrick's promise of a spare bedroom were more than enough to convince me to stay. Brent and Brittany disappeared for a few minutes before returning with a bottle of tequila and shot glasses. When I noticed the salt and bowl of limes, I realized where things were headed.
"Fuck yeah, body shots!" Rylee declared, jumping to her feet and rushing over to sit on the couch beside Derrick. "Ready to lick salt off my neck, big guy?"
"You're on, babe," Derrick wrapped an arm around the petite woman's slender waist and waggled his eyebrows suggestively.
Brent poured out three shots while the girls put salt on their necks and limes in their mouths. I had promised myself I would keep it in my pants unless I felt a real connection, but I had to admit to feeling a connection with Scarlett's cleavage. When she approached me, I told myself I wouldn't let things go too far.
We three guys all took our shots, and Derrick wasted no time licking the salt from Rylee's neck before kissing her passionately to get the lime from her mouth. Brent did the same with Brittany. Scarlett's long red hair was brushed over her shoulder, granting me access to her long, pale neck. I couldn't resist.
The girls were even more aggressive, kissing us and skillfully swiping the limes with their tongues. Scarlett even grabbed my ass and gave it a squeeze before pulling away and winking. She was intense, and I felt my control weakening. I wasn't usually hit on so brazenly without initiating.
The six of us kept talking as we drank and flirted. Kayla came up, but I was pretty sure I didn't tell them anything too crazy. I avoided confirming the story about all her nudes getting leaked, because it was done by a vindictive ex-boyfriend. I had refused to look at them, since she didn't consent to have those pictures out there. Drew probably knew anyway, since the entire senior class found out.
It was after midnight and we were the only ones in the frat house who were still awake. Each girl took a turn lying on one of the tables and lifting her shirt for a body shot off her stomach. Derrick did a shot off of Scarlett's cleavage while I licked salt off Rylee's inner thigh. Brittany dragged Brent up the stairs, giggling as they exchanged kisses.
I ended up sitting on a couch with Scarlett, her warm body pressed against me as we talked. Her hair had a wonderfully sweet smell and I could feel her fingers stroking my thigh. I was a little light-headed, but it wasn't too bad. It was the good kind of light-headed, where I wasn't worrying about anything.
Despite trying to talk about me, Scarlett eventually started to tell me about herself. She was a senior majoring in exercise science and was hoping to teach classes when she graduated. The beautiful redhead also had a part-time job as a hostess at Velour Room. I was impressed. Velour Room was an upscale nightclub in Ashwood that catered to celebrities Maintaining a job, school, and cheerleading wasn't easy. Scarlett was a hard worker, and I could tell she was stressed.
Scarlett's lips were soft against mine, her tongue probing at my lips and seeking entry. I was immediately aroused and forgot all my promises to myself. She moaned into our kiss when I slipped a hand into her spaghetti-strap top and cupped one of her big boobs. In response, she started caressing my bulge and pressing her tit into my hand.
The kiss broke as Scarlett trailed her lips across my skin and started lightly sucking on my neck. Her hand kept rubbing me while I played with her boobs and leaned my head back. Opening my eyes, I happened to be looking in the direction of the couch Rylee and Derrick had taken.
Derrick was sitting on the couch with his eyes closed and a small smile on his face. Rylee knelt on the cushion beside him, her head bobbing up in down in his lap as she blew him. Her top was pushed up, letting her tits swing freely from her chest. Derrick was holding her blonde head, encouraging her to keep sucking.
I struggled to stand, stumbling slightly. "We should give them some privacy."
"Mm, good idea," Scarlett purred. "Let's go to bed."
It was a mistake. I knew it was a mistake. Unfortunately, there wasn't much blood left in my head as Scarlett led me up the stairs. Passing a partially-open door, I glanced inside when I heard the moaning. Brittany was bouncing in Brent's lap while he was lying in bed. Her naked ass was on full display and her blonde hair flailed about in tune with her movements.
Scarlett led me into the next bedroom, wasting no time dropping to her knees and pulling my cock out. Holy shit. The hot cheerleader knew how to suck dick. Her hand jacked me off in an amazing twisting motion while her cheeks caved in and her tongue danced along my skin. She took my entire length down her throat, gagging loudly as her green eyes looked up at me.
Getting the coed naked was better than unwrapping a present on Christmas morning. A tight ass, long legs, slim waist, and flawless light skin. Her tits were perfect, and I happily buried my face in her cleavage to enjoy them. I took a pink nipple in my mouth, making her moan as she jacked me off.
Scarlett could tell I loved her boobs, so she got on her back and let me straddle her waist. I fucked her tits for a couple minutes, eagerly watching her lower her head to suck my tip each time my length pushed through her cleavage. It was wonderful, and succeeded in destroying all remaining resistance.
My feelings for Kayla Thomson, along with the rejection of other girls in my class, had convinced me to be less selfish. However, it was Hazel Collins who taught me how to please a woman in bed. She explained how to read a woman's signals, how to make her wet and make her cum. Hazel taught me that a real man returned the favor.
Kneeling between Scarlett's legs, I discovered she was a natural redhead. That explained the name. I ate her out passionately, listening to her moans and paying attention to the way her body moved. It wasn't my specialty, but I hoped I did well enough. I definitely made her cum.
Scarlett begged me to fuck her, so I put her legs over my shoulders and pushed into her pussy. She was wet and warm and tight, and she was holding her tits as she looked up at me and moaned. Her control of her internal muscles was amazing, her tight tunnel constricting around my length and heightening my pleasure.
Pulling out, I flipped Scarlett over so I could take her from behind. It was intense, with the redhead pushing her ass back to take my entire length. She had a filthy mouth, begging me to fuck her and telling me how much she loved my cock. I got the impression she wanted the entire frat house to know about our activities.
I did my best to make everything great for her. That lasted until I neared my own release. My thrusts were erratic as I held her hips and slammed myself into her hole until I finally exploded. Scarlett cried out, her pussy squeezing me and pulling out every last drop of cum.
Scarlett fell forward, letting my cock fall out of her. Rolling onto her back, she spread her legs and let me watch as she used her fingers to collect the cum dripping out of her snatch. My eyes were wide as she greedily slurped the semen from her fingers, moaning happily as she looked at me with fiery eyes.
I was hard again in record time. Scarlett got on her knees and ordered me to fuck her face. I held her head in my hands and used her mouth as if it were a pussy. She made sexy gurgling noises as drool ran from her lips. I was seeing spots as I held her head to my crotch and exploded straight down her throat.
It wasn't surprising that she didn't care for cuddling. Scarlett rolled over and fell asleep not long after we finished. I closed my eyes as I contemplated my future. I'd just had sex with a hot cheerleader, so I should have been happy. Instead, I just wished I was with someone special. Maybe I wasn't good enough for Kayla, but I knew for damn sure that Drew Kensington wasn't either.
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~01. Introduction~
My first couple of stories were one-offs featuring the same couple of characters. Then I started Birthday Pool Party, which grew into a massive series. I wanted to take a break from Birthday Pool Party and expand on my original characters. So, I came up with an idea that I was hoping would be a standalone story I could enter in the 2025 Valentine's Day contest on Literotica. That was Love in the Balance. That ended up being a long series as well.
I finally found a good ending point for Birthday Pool Party, but there were many, many things left unresolved. My intention was to write a Book 2, set a few years in the future. However, I did want to touch on some events that were coming up in the main character's immediate future. Namely, the start of college. So, instead of a one or two chapter epilogue, I'm going to write a mini-series that will stand alone, but also serve as an epilogue and bridge between the two books.
I write in a world without sexually transmitted infections(STI's). This is a fantasy world, and STI's suck, so why should they exist in a fantasy world? In addition, this world has an amazing form of birth control that is over 99% effective, and essentially stops menstruation. This enables characters to engage in sexual behavior that would be considered very risky if they occurred in real life. Also, there are a lot of characters, and keeping track of every woman's cycle would be a nightmare! I repeat, this is a fictional world!
I'm going to split the cast of characters into sections for easier reference. Some will be main characters, while others might only appear a handful of times. A few will only be mentioned; family members, lost loved ones, former classmates. People like that. Finally, there will be the cultural references section. As a result of this being a unique universe, there are various fictional forms of media. Many of them are essentially parodies of real works, and you'll be able to figure out which they are! Other times they are completely fictional. Either way, I decided to add them in here for easy reference.
Thank you to everyone who reads my stories; I appreciate every view, vote, and comment!
-Witty
~02. Main Characters~
Ashley Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 01 September, 2006.
Description: 5'11", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Undeclared.
Ashley is an outgoing girl who is always up for anything! She loves music and dancing, and is usually the first to make a witty remark. Ashley loves her baby sister, Melissa, who she often playfully teases. Ashley is a great student, despite her cavalier attitude toward her classwork, and she is a terrible cook. She's crazy about her boyfriend, Josh, who is much quieter and more reserved. Ashley will be roommates with Marcia in college.
Hazel Collins -- Date of Birth: 17 November, 2006.
Description: 5'9", slim, fit, tan, long brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Hazel Collins and Kayla Thomson have been best friends since elementary school. As part of an extremely religious family, Hazel had a very strict upbringing. Her parents don't make a lot of money and work long hours, leaving Hazel to watch her three little brothers. Hazel was like a parent to her brothers, who she loves with all her heart. Hazel is also very close to her grandmother. A lover of good television, Hazel will often stay up late watching her shows. As a result, she is absolutely not a morning person. One of Hazel's defining features is her long brown hair, which she always keeps in a ponytail that falls almost to her butt.
Alexis "Lexi" Davis -- Date of Birth: 06 September, 2006.
Description: 5'2", slim and lightly freckled, red hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Psychology.
Lexi is not very popular. She isn't teased, it's more that she's ignored. The beautiful, lightly-freckled redhead had an older brother and sister, and always feels like she lives in their shadows. Her parents are very judgmental, and expect their children to never disappoint, despite their own failings. Due to overwhelming pressure, Lexi ended up in a toxic relationship with Keith Strulk. There were a lot of unsavory rumors going around their high school about Lexi's wild sex life. Lexi loves club/dance music and her boyfriend, Steven Thomson.
Marcia Moore -- Date of Birth: 04 February, 2007.
Description: 5'3", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Undeclared.
Marcia is a very quiet girl. Is she shy? Kind of, but it's more she's just the type to observe and not speak. An only child, Marcia is doted on by her parents, who are so proud of their daughter for how hard she works at school. Marcia tends to do her best to rein in the others, preventing them from doing anything too crazy. Marcia will be roommates with Ashley in college.
Kayla Thomson -- Date of Birth: 09 March, 2007.
Description: 5'5", slim, raven hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Criminal Justice.
This girl is everyone's friend! Happy and outgoing, Kayla is a popular cheerleader who loves her friends and family. After the loss of her mother, Kayla became very close with her father; she is truly Daddy's little girl. While everyone knows her, Kayla's best friends are Hazel Collins, Marcia Moore, Ashley Bartlett, and Lexi Davis. Kayla is a great student, and looks forward to a bright future. Like her father, Kayla loves games.
Steven Thomson -- Date of Birth: 29 September, 1984.
Description: 6'0", muscular, brown hair, green eyes.
Steven is a self-made man who used a modest inheritance to start a company known as Thomson Finance. Having lost his wife over ten years ago, Steven could be considered a very sad man. Still, his daughter, Kayla, is the light of his life. Despite his devotion to Kayla, Steven is not a controlling parent. He respects Kayla's right to run her own life. The youngest of three, Steven is estranged from most of his family. He's currently in a relationship with two sisters: Lexi and Nicole Davis. They've breathed new life into him, making him hopeful for the future. Steven loves video games, reading, and board games, although the Sunday Family Game Night was abandoned after the death of Aria Thomson. While he does workout every day, Steven isn't a big fan of sports, especially golf. He also loves country music.
~03. Supporting Characters~
Nicole Davis -- Date of Birth: 26 January, 1999.
Description: 5'4", slim and lightly freckled, long red hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Nicole was much more popular in high school than her younger sister, Lexi. Despite this, Nicole never dated very much. She majored in accounting in college, and is now a certified public accountant. Nicole has her own apartment, and works as a Staff Accountant at Ashwood Logistics. With her own friends, Nicole wasn't involved in her baby sister's life until finding out that Lexi was kicked out of their parents and moved in with her boyfriend. Initially concerned, Nicole ended up in a relationship with Steven Thomson as well. The three of them love each other very much, despite the unconventional relationship.
Josh Greene -- Date of Birth: 03 March, 2007.
Description: 6'0", average build, curly blond hair, blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Biology.
Like many nerds, Josh is shy and introverted, exactly like his friend Ian. Josh loves animals, and spent many days of his youth at a local farm. Thanks to his two older sisters, Josh is an amazing cook. He's a sweetheart who is devoted to his girlfriend, Ashley Bartlett. His feelings for her are intense, but Josh is realistic and knows they will likely not last forever.
April Heidele -- Date of Birth: 06 September, 1999.
Description: 4'11", petite, wavy blonde hair, green eyes, B-cup.
This tiny girl is full of energy! April moved to the area for college and never left, partially thanks to her friendship with her roommate throughout college, Stacey Martin. The little nerd is of Scandinavian descent, and she wears cute black framed glasses. April majored in computer science, she loves club/dance music, and science fiction.
Stacey Martin -- Date of Birth: 21 July, 1999.
Description: 5'5", slim, long blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup.
After a fairly stereotypical high school and college experience, Stacey became the executive assistant to Steven Thomson, and is an irreplaceable member of Thomson Finance. She is now in a relationship with her college roommate, April Heidele. Stacey has an amazing head for numbers, and is a wizard with spreadsheets. She loves pop music and drama television shows. In addition, Stacey has been drawing since she was a little girl, and only recently gained the confidence to share her drawings with those closest to her, namely Steven Thomson, April Heidele, and Kayla Thomson. Stacey was recently promoted to be the Chief of Staff at Thomson Finance, Steven's official right hand.
Daniel "Dan" Mitchell -- Date of Birth: 11 September, 2006.
Description: 6'2", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Journalism.
Dan is a very attractive guy, and he knows it. He's very into fitness and has an intense workout regimen. In high school Dan had a reputation for ditching girls after getting what he wanted. Toward the end of senior year, he realized he was being a jerk and started to change. He regrets not playing football in high school, and is currently relegated to the practice squad in college. Despite not wanting to take the time for football in high school, Dan is hoping to one day be a sports broadcaster.
~04. Thomson Finance Employees~
Brenda Bell -- Date of Birth: 02 April, 1970.
Description: 5'8", average, auburn hair, green eyes, glasses, B-cup.
Former assistant to Ken Butler, the owner of YouInvest. Brenda is efficient and detail-oriented, running the company for Ken. When Thomsan Finance acquired YouInvest, Steven recognized Brenda's potential and gave her the title Director of Operations.
Devon Brooks -- Date of Birth: 25 July, 2001.
Description: 6'3", slim, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
An eager and ambitious Junior Analyst, Devon can be a little cocky at times, although he definitely looks up to Steven. Devon dresses in business casual and he always has a coffee.
DeShawn Carter -- Date of Birth: 03 December, 1998.
Description: 5'11", broad build, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
An easygoing guy with a sarcastic sense of humor, DeShawn is the IT Support Specialist at Thomson Finance. He loves talking about gaming and sports.
Carla Dominguez -- Date of Birth: 05 May, 2001.
Description: 5'4", athletic, curly black hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Latina.
Carla is an amazing Administrative Assistant who is dependable and organized. Her desk is covered in sticky notes.
Olivia Harrington -- Date of Birth: 30 November, 1976.
Description: 5'7", average, black hair, brown eyes, B-cup. African-American.
Olivia is the Director of Human Resources at Thomson Finance and holds an MBA in Human Resources Management from CSUA. With over twenty years in HR, Olivia is a skilled professional with an approachable demeanor. She's divorced, and her son Julian attends Adrienne Dennis High School in Ashwood.
Andrew "Andy" James -- Date of Birth: 13 January, 1968.
Description: 5'10", average, gray hair, brown eyes.
Andy is the Vice President of Finance at Thomson Finance. A traditional businessman, Andy often butts heads with Steven over policy. Steven prioritizes people, knowing the money will come. Andy only sees the numbers.
Rachel Klein -- Date of Birth: 19 May, 1985.
Description: 5'5", slim, blonde hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Thomson Finance's Head of Marketing & Communications is an outgoing and creative person. She loves to network at industry and charity events.
Michael "Mike" Kwan -- Date of Birth: 14 October, 1977.
Description: 6'3", slim, dark hair graying at the sides, brown eyes.
The Managing Director of Investments at Thomson Finance is cautious and doesn't like to take risks. He wears dark tailored suits and is a calm professional.
Elena Marquez -- Date of Birth: 21 September, 2001.
Description: 5'6", slim, long brown hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
A beautiful face, clear olive skin, and a professional demeanor make Elena hard to ignore. She's a recent hire at Thomson Finance, Steven's executive assistant who came on board to replace Stacey Martin after the promotion.
Tasha Nguyen -- Date of Birth: 11 March, 2002.
Description: 5'3", slim, black hair with a dyed lavender streak, B-cup. Vietnamese-American.
Tasha is very outgoing and chatty, making her a great receptionist. She's also a bit of a gossip and knows everything going on at the office. Including a few things Steven probably doesn't want her to know.
Jared O'Neill -- Date of Birth: 17 February, 1980.
Description: 6'0", stocky, sandy blond hair, green eyes, glasses.
Corporate Counsel for Thomson Finance. Practical, risk-averse, and often works in the background to keep the company safe.
Nina Patel -- Date of Birth: 08 December, 1992.
Description: 5'3", petite, long black hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Nina always carries a tablet for client portfolios, demonstrating her dedication to her job as a Senior Financial Advisor in wealth management. She's a warm person who is able to reach others at a personal level. Nina is of South Asian descent.
Jordan Pierce -- Date of Birth: 28 August, 1999.
Description: 6'1", lanky, brown hair, hazel eyes.
A staff accountant at Thomson Finance, Jordan is shy and introverted. He's known to be highly intelligent and people often come to him with questions about spreadsheets.
Claudia Ramirez -- Date of Birth: 30 June, 1989.
Description: 5'7", slim, long dark hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Claudia is a confident Latina who wears stylish blouses and jewelry. An ambitious, confident person, she makes a great Senior Portfolio Manager at Thomson Finance. Claudia loves the thrill of chasing big accounts.
~05. Ashwood Law Enforcement~
17th Division
Paul Boyle -- Date of Birth: 30 October, 1982.
Description: 5'10", stocky, brown hair with gray at the temples, brown eyes, clean shaven.
Rank: Police Officer II.
A police officer with Ashwood Police Department. Twice-divorced and doesn't have kids.
Renee Callahan -- Date of Birth: 22 October, 2002.
Description: 5'3", petite, freckles, strawberry-blonde hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Rank: Police Officer I.
Renee was recently assigned to the 17th Division. She's determined to prove herself, and due to her baby face is often used as a lure in sting operations. Friendly, eager, and book-smart. Dreams of making detective someday and following in Sarah McLorn's footsteps as an advocate for women.
Carlos DeLuca -- Date of Birth: 30 July, 1971.
Description: 6'1", average, salt-and-pepper hair, brown eyes.
Rank: Senior Desk Sergeant.
After a bad knee injury, Carlos started running the front desk and making sure the entire 17th division ran smoothly. He's smart and funny, calling everyone under forty "kid."
Karen Douglas -- Date of Birth: 02 March, 1974.
Description: 5'7", athletic, dark brown hair with streaks of gray, brown eyes, C-cup.
Rank: Lieutenant I.
Karen has over twenty-five years on the force and worked in the homicide department as a detective before being promoted. Several high-profile cases resulted in Karen reaching the rank of lieutenant. She's known for her integrity and her refusal to bow to political pressure. Protective, but demands results. Wears pants suits.
Javier Gomez -- Date of Birth: 16 August, 1999.
Description: 5'10", athletic, short black hair, dark brown eyes. Latino.
Rank: Police Officer II.
With five years on patrol, Javier knows the neighborhoods, the people, and the gang presence firsthand. He's warm and approachable, giving him a rapport with a lot of the local families.
Sarah McLorn -- Date of Birth: 02 August, 1996.
Description: 5'7", firm and toned, short light brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Rank: Detective II.
Sarah McLorn is an Ashwood City Police Detective. Due to being the only female detective in the department, she is often chosen to handle sensitive cases involving children or sexual assault. Her kind, baby face puts people at ease. Sarah has an intense workout regimen and is in amazing shape.
Adam Nielsen -- Date of Birth: 12 December, 1996.
Description: 6'0", athletic, light brown hair, blue eyes.
Rank: Detective II.
A detective with Ashwood Police Department. He's always very professional and perfectly-groomed. He works in the Narcotics Division.


Kenneth "Ken" O'Hara -- Date of Birth: 28 April, 1978.
Description: 6'4", stocky, graying hair, green eyes.
Rank: Detective III.
Kenneth is a twenty-year veteran who grew up in LA before joining the Ashwood Police Department. He trained Sarah McLorn before becoming her partner. Ken was recently promoted and now focuses solely on gang activity, ending his partnership with Sarah. Although, the two still remain close.
Donna Shawz -- Date of Birth: 03 August, 1986.
Description: 5'6", average, brown hair, brown eyes. C-cup.
Rank: Evidence Clerk.
A longtime clerk, Donna refuses to bend the rules for anyone. She is professional and organized, making sure everything has its place.
Devon Yi -- Date of Birth: 22 February, 1998.
Description: 5'9", slim, dark hair, brown eyes. Chinese-American.
Rank: Law Enforcement Technician
Enthusiastic and socially awkward, Devon has a tendency to ramble excitedly when sharing his findings with the detectives. He's highly-intelligent and does amazing work using technology to help solve crimes.
Other
Margaret "Maggie" Cho -- Date of Birth: 03 December, 1966.
Description: 5'3", average, black-and-gray hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Glasses. Korean-American.
Maggie is a Superior Court Judge who handles felony cases, including gang trials. She's tough, but fair. Maggie has no patience for courtroom theatrics and is known for calling out lawyers who grandstand.
Lillian Marchand -- Date of Birth: 24 April, 1963.
Description: 5'2", petite, gray hair with a few dark streaks left, brown eyes, B-cup.
Doctor Marchand is a veteran Medical Examiner whose office is located at Ashwood General Hospital. She's blunt with a dry sense of humor, but is deeply compassionate toward victims and their families. Lillian is twice-divorced.
Jordan Wells -- Date of Birth: 19 May, 1989.
Description: 6'0", athletic, clean-shaven, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
Jordan grew up in San Francisco, graduating at the top of his class from Berkeley Law. He's charismatic and relentless, but also politically savvy. Hoping for a political run in the future, Jordan works hard to win justice for the victims of gang violence and sexual assault.
~06. California State University Ashwood(CSUA)~
Staff
Trevor Blake -- Date of Birth: 16 September, 1983.
Description: 6'1", slim, light brown hair, hazel eyes, goatee.
Department: Art.
A famous Los Angeles artist, Professor Blake joined the CSUA staff a couple years ago. He loves creativity and student engagement, often taking classes on field trips to galleries and museums. He is known for being a little too friendly with female students. Friends with Scott Quinn.
Valerie Chen -- Date of Birth: 18 June, 1978.
Description: 5'3", slim, dark hair, brown eyes, B-cup. Chinese-American.
Department: Psychology.
Doctor Chen is popular with students for being both approachable and funny. She is genuinely interested in helping her students succeed.
Darius Cole -- Date of Birth: 09 December, 1995.
Description: 5'8", athletic, brown hair, brown eyes.
Department: Athletics.
Darius is a former competitive gymnast who works as the Assistant Coach for the cheer squad. He specializes in stunts and tumbling. He's all business during practice, but still friendly with the team.
Raymond "Ray" Donnelly -- Date of Birth: 19 September, 1972.
Description: 6'2", broad-shouldered, silver hair, brown eyes.
Department: Athletics.
A former linebacker in the NFL, Ray is a strict coach who is well-respected by his players. As the head coach, he makes sure everyone works hard. He's obsessed with winning and always follows the rules. Hates distractions, dishonesty, and laziness. Married with two grown kids.
Melissa Hart -- Date of Birth: 20 March, 1987.
Description: 5'11", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup.
Department: Athletics.
Being a former NFL cheerleader, Melissa Hart is an amazing Head Coach of the squad. She treats the girls like family, but still pushes them hard to do their best and realize their potential.
Caroline Hayes -- Date of Birth: 16 August, 1981.
Description: 5'6", average, graying brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Department: History.
Doctor Hayes is a distinguished history professor who encourages independent thinking. She's also the faculty advisor for the honor society Sigma Epsilon Phi(SEP).
Hugo Kim -- Date of Birth: 30 July, 1969.
Description: 5'11", beer belly, dark but graying hair, brown eyes. Korean-American.
Department: Biological Sciences.
A fun professor, Doctor Kim genuinely loves his job. He enjoys telling his students anatomical facts that are gross, yet fascinating.
Carla Mendoza -- Date of Birth: 22 May, 1976.
Description: 5'4", plump, gray hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Department: English.
Doctor Carla Mendoza runs a strict, but fair classroom. She's known for her tough grading and for assigning essays that require her students to reveal personal details.
Easton Morales -- Date of Birth: 20 January, 1964.
Description: 5'9", average, gray hair, brown eyes.
Department: Philosophy.
Doctor Morales loves a good debate and often encourages students to explore different view points. He has a sarcastic wit.
Scott Quinn -- Date of Birth: 21 July, 1979.
Description: 6'2", fit, salt-and-pepper hair, hazel eyes, clean-shaven.
Department: Criminal Justice.
The chairman of the Criminal Justice department at CSUA. Scott holds both a Doctor of Jurisprudence and a Doctorate in Business Administration with a focus on Criminal Justice. He is a charming man who is highly respected in his field. Scott is divorced and has two children. Friends with Trevor Blake.
Nadita Rao -- Date of Birth: 25 February, 1997.
Description: 5'9", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Indian-American.
Department: Sociology.
Nadita's family moved to the United States when she was thirteen. A brilliant student, Nadita earned a PhD at a very young age. She's passionate and outspoken, specializing in digital culture.
Natalie Ruiz -- Date of Birth: 24 May, 1982.
Description: 5"5", average, dark hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Latina.
Department: General Education.
An academic advisor who runs the seminar for undeclared students. She's friendly and encourages networking and self-discovery.
Jamie Torres -- Date of Birth: 14 October, 1994.
Description: 5'9", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, close-cropped beard. Latino.
Department: Communication Studies.
As a young professor, Jamie often uses pop culture references to relate to his students. He recently finished his MFA in Communication Studies. He loves group activities and has a very energetic style.
Renee Vickers -- Date of Birth: 19 April, 1975.
Description: 5'4", average, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Department: Athletics & Psychology.
Doctor Vickers is a professor of Sports Psychology and a faculty athletic advisor.
Jamal "Coach J" Whitaker -- Date of Birth: 05 February, 1985.
Description: 6'1", lean and athletic, close-cropped beard, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
Department: Athletics.
Jamal is a former quarterback at San Diego state who bounced around different NFL practice squads before starting his coaching career. As an assistant coach, Jamal is approachable and relatable. There's some gossip that he's a little too-friendly with the coeds.
Students
Kelsey Aguila -- Date of Birth: 13 September, 2006.
Description: 5'5", slim, dark hair, brown eyes, B-cup. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Undeclared.
The lovely Spanish girl was a cheerleader in high school. She did very well in school, and was close to her best friend, Stephanie. Kelsey loves to dance. Terrible events at a party in spring 2025 resulted in Kelsey and Stephanie growing apart, and Kelsey still has a lot of trauma to work through. As a result, she's living at home. Her mother and sister did convince her to try out for cheerleading at CSUA, and Kelsey made the reserve squad.
Klarissa Aguila -- Date of Birth: 26 February, 2004.
Description: 5'3", slim, long dark hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Economics.
The older sister of Kelsey Aguila. Klarissa is a sister in the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority at CSUA. Fiercely protective of her baby sister, Klarissa is devastated by what Kelsey has gone through and is desperate to help her. Klarissa is responsible and hardworking. She works as a resident assistant at the Oakwood Commons dormitory.
Derek Alvarado -- Date of Birth: 25 July, 2007.
Description: 5'9", scrawny, brown hair, brown eyes, clean-shaven. Latino.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Biology.
Derek is quiet and introverted. He wanted to go to school closer to Oakland, California so he could live at home, but his parents insisted he head out into the world to gain some confidence. He's a nice guy, who is very organized. Derek is roommates with Josh Greene.
Miguel "Migs" Alvarez -- Date of Birth: 22 October, 2003.
Description: 5'11", athletic musculature, short dark hair, brown eyes. Latino.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Accounting.
Migs is very popular on campus and often flirts harmlessly with his fellow cheerleaders. He's very supportive of everyone on the cheer squad. Due to his strength, he is the main base of the squad.
Sophia Amari -- Date of Birth: 15 December, 2006.
Description: 5'4", average, brown hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Communications.
An outgoing girl who loves taking pictures and recording videos. Dreams of being a famous influencer.
Kyle Baker
Description: 6'1", slim, brown hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: History.
A graduate of Adrienne Dennis High School, Kyle was Hazel Collins' first boyfriend. He misses her and wants her back. Often called by his last name. Kyle hopes to join the Delta Sigma Chi(DSX) fraternity.
Jacob "J.B." Barlow -- Date of Birth: 06 November, 2003. Date of Death: 14 August, 2025.
Description: 6'3", slim, raven hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Business Administration.
Jacob is the treasurer for the Delta Sigma Chi(DSX) fraternity, handling the vendor payments for parties and events. He's popular and charming, spending much of his spare time playing soccer. He also works part-time in campus housing, helping out with IT and the help desk. Jacob is from Irvine, California.
Chloe Bennett -- Date of Birth: 27 February, 2005.
Description: 5'1", petite, wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Political Science.
With a goal of becoming a lawyer, Chloe works hard in class and as the recruitment chair of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority. She can be very persuasive and excels at spotting girls who will fit in well with the others.
Janelle Brooks -- Date of Birth: 03 April, 2005.
Description: 5'1", slim and agile, curly blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Business Administration.
The co-captain of the cheer squad, Janelle specializes as a flyer. She is known for her precision in routines and her high expectations for the team. Believes cheerleading requires dedication and commitment.
Samantha "Sam" Cabrera -- Date of Birth: 05 September, 2002.
Description: 5'9", slim, dark hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Communications.
Sam took a gap year before starting college, making her older than most of the other girls in the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority. She's confident and fun-loving, excited to take on a little sister for this pledge season.
Tyler Cain -- Date of Birth: 09 May, 2006.
Description: 6'2", broad-shouldered, brown hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Sports Management.
Cocky and arrogant, Tyler is prone to showing off. He wants everyone to think he's tough, but people usually snicker behind his back. Fullback on the football team.
Brent Calloway -- Date of Birth: 01 September, 2003.
Description: 6'3", muscular, sandy blond hair, blue eyes. Square jaw, All-American looks.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Advertising.
The dream man of at least half the girls on campus, Brent is the star quarterback on the football team that you would expect to see in a high school movie. He's responsible on the field, but rather reckless off of it. Brent loves poker. He's majoring in advertising, but hopes to be drafted by the NFL. Dating Brittany McCallister.
Matthew "Matt" Carter -- Date of Birth: 28 June, 2007.
Description: 5'9", lean, sandy blond hair, green eyes, light freckles.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Biology.
Shy and detail-oriented, Matt hopes to become a doctor.
Noelle Carter -- Date of Birth: 14 October, 2005.
Description: 5'5", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Communications.
An Ashwood native, Noelle is shy and intelligent. She joined the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority at the urging of her parents who said she needed more confidence. Noelle is excited to move in to the sorority house for her sophomore year. Older sister of Naomi Carter.
Ethan "EZ" Castillo -- Date of Birth: 08 March, 2004.
Description: 5'11", wiry, messy brown hair, brown eyes. Permanent smirk.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Communications.
The stereotypical class clown who doesn't take anything seriously. Ethan is a member of the Delta Sigma Chi (DSX) fraternity.
Emmett Clarke -- Date of Birth: 04 October, 2004.
Description: 6'0", lean, brown hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Biology.
Emmett works as a tutor in the school's tutoring center. He's also a member of the honor society Sigma Epsilon Phi(SEP).
Lila Cox -- Date of Birth: 06 July, 2006.
Description: 5'9", tall and thin, raven hair, green eyes. B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Psychology.
Lila has a gymnastics background, making her a great tumbler on the cheer squad. Shared a dorm room at Oakwood Commons with Taylor Kephart.
Mike Crawford -- Date of Birth: 02 February, 2005.
Description: 6'3", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Kinesiology.
Mike is everyone's friend and is a genuinely kind person. He grew up in San Diego and had a middle-class upbringing. Mike is a member of the Delta Sigma Chi(DSX) fraternity and a defensive tackle on the football team.
Evan Cross -- Date of Birth: 31 August, 2003.
Description: 5'10", lean, brown hair, hazel eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Business Administration.
Witty and calculated, Evan shows up to all sporting events and parties. He's known for making money by taking bets on sports. It's rumored he can arrange anything, and younger college students often go to him for a convincing fake ID to use to get into bars.
Vanessa Cruz -- Date of Birth: 04 September, 2003.
Description: 5'4", slim and athletic, dark brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Journalism.
Vanessa is fierce and fearless. She's serious about cheerleading, and works hard as a tumbler.
Antonio "Tony" Delgado -- Date of Birth: 28 December, 2004.
Description: 6'1", athletic, dark hair, brown eyes, tattoo sleeve on left arm. Latino.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Communication Studies.
Tony is loved on the cheer squad, often gossiping with the girls about which football player has the nicest butt. Due to his strength, his main position is a spotter, to make sure the flyers are safe. He's quiet, dependable, and doesn't like drama.
Dante Foster -- Date of Birth: 15 February, 2006.
Description: 6'0", athletic, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Civil Engineering.
Dante is extremely competitive, and he alternates between being the tumbler and base positions on the cheer squad. In his social life, Dante loves sports and group activities. Being bisexual, he crudely jokes that he can be happy with what he finds in anyone's pants.
Tyler Gaines -- Date of Birth: 02 November, 2004.
Description: 6'1", athletic but lean, sandy blond hair, green eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Business Administration.
Tyler loves the spotlight and thrives at parties, always looking for a pretty football fan to go over plays with in private. The cocky guy is a running back for the football team.
Daniel "Danny" Graves -- Date of Birth: 01 August, 2005.
Description: 5'7", athletic, raven hair, deep blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Electrical Engineering.
Danny has wanted to be an engineer for his entire life. He's a friendly guy with an active social life. He lives at home with his parents and older sister, Zee. Danny enjoys teasing Zee.
Emily Greene -- Date of Birth: 03 March, 2005.
Description: 5'9", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Sociology.
Born exactly two years before her baby brother, Josh, Emily is a fun and energetic middle child. She's attending CSUA and looking forward to showing her brother around. Emily is a member of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority.
Nora Hall -- Date of Birth: 02 June, 2007.
Description: 5'9", willowy, raven hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Marketing.
A confident girl who gravitates toward being a leader. And expects to be the leader.
Emily Hawthorne -- Date of Birth: 07 October, 2006.
Description: 5'4", slim, long light brown hair, green eyes, DD-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Undeclared.
A former cheerleader at Adrienne Dennis High School, Emily is on the reserve squad at CSUA. She is fun and outgoing, attending every party in the area. She's known to be up for anything, often sneaking off with a guy or playing a strip game. There are other salacious rumors going around about her, but Emily is well-liked, so no one gives her any trouble.
Tasha Hoang -- Date of Birth: 19 August, 2006.
Description: 5'2", petite, black hair, brown eyes, B-cup. Vietnamese-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Sociology.
Soft-spoken in daily life, Tasha can be surprisingly bold when giving speeches. She's a quiet observer who wears baggy clothes and often goes unnoticed.
Ellis Hughes -- Date of Birth: 31 December, 2005.
Description: 5'11", slim, light brown hair, hazel eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Business Administration.
Ellis moved to California from England as a toddler with his parents. He's a good-looking guy with an easy smile. His charm has helped him through life, although he can be quite reckless. His fellow students know to go to him if they need any special substances to help relax or to help cram for an exam. Ellis is also rumored to supply other illicit substances as well.
Brianna "Bri" Jacobs -- Date of Birth: 14 March, 2007.
Description: 5'10, slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup. African-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Theater Arts.
Bri loves being the center of attention and has a keen fashion sense. She's always performing.
Malik "Mack" Jefferson -- Date of Birth: 21 April, 2005.


Description: 6'1", muscular, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Finance.
A charming guy with a warm smile, women all over campus hope to catch Mack's eye. He's a running back for the football team who enjoys college but has dreams of becoming a wealthy investment banker.
Olivia Kelly -- Date of Birth: 04 February, 2005.
Description: 5'8", slim, blonde hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Business Administration.
Olivia works at The Jewelry Box in the Ashwood Mall while going to CSUA for a degree in Business Administration. Always smiling, Olivia is an outgoing and friendly girl. Dating Charles Perry.
Andrew "Drew" Kensington -- Date of Birth: 11 February, 2005.
Description: 6'4", athletic and muscular, dark brown hair, hazel eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Business Administration.
The Kensington family is a big name in real estate. They own a large mansion in Ashwood, similar in size to the Thomson mansion. Charismatic and charming in public, yet entitled and dismissive in private. Drew always expects things to go his way and grew up never hearing the word 'no.' He's the starting wide receiver on CSUA's football team.
Taylor Kephart -- Date of Birth: 17 March, 2006. Date of Death: 09 August, 2025.
Description: 5'3", petite, short brown hair, big brown eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Data Science & Applied Statistics.
A quiet girl from San Francisco, Taylor is soft-spoken and highly intelligent. She's shy and always wears bulky hoodies and jeans. Taylor works part-time at the university's data center handling internal account systems for student clubs and fraternities. Member of the honor society Sigma Epsilon Phi(SEP). Shared a dorm room at Oakwood Commons with Lila Cox.
Jade Kim -- Date of Birth: 18 October, 2006.
Description: 5'1", petite, black hair, brown eyes, B-cup. Korean-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Nursing.
Hardworking and sweet, Jade dreams of becoming a nurse like her mother who died when Jade was a young girl. She's a little naive, but eager to please and desperate to fit in. Her father is working long hours to send her to college and Jade is hoping to find a part-time job that will fit with her schedule so she can help out more.
Derrick Lamont -- Date of Birth: 16 July, 2004. Date of Death: 14 August, 2025.
Description: 6'1", broad-shouldered, light-brown hair, hazel eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Kinesiology.
Derrick is charismatic and known for community volunteer work. In college on a football scholarship, he is often the face of the team's outreach programs. He's from Oakland, California.
Kwan Lee -- Date of Birth: 21 October, 2004.
Description: 5'8", average, brown hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Computer Science.
Korean-American who attends CSUA. Frequents the Ashwood Mall with his friend, Charles Perry. Close friends with Marcia Moore.
Harper Lin -- Date of Birth: May 29, 2007.
Description: 5'0", petite, black hair dyed purple at the tips, brown eyes, B-cup. Chinese-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Electrical Engineering.
A cheer prodigy like Kayla, Harper is one of only two Freshman to make the main cheer squad.
Brittany McCallister -- Date of Birth: 19 January, 2004.
Description: 5'10", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Political Science.
Strategic and cunning, this blonde bombshell already has an internship lined up with a state senator for after she graduates. President of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority, Brittany has taken on the role of big sister to the other girls, using her influence to help them and enhance the sorority's image. Dating Brent Calloway.
Rachel Meyers -- Date of Birth: 12 February, 2005.
Description: 5'5", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Business Finance.
Rachel is a sharp dresser and is always multitasking. She sometimes struggles to balance her schoolwork with her activities as a member of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority.
Kevin Miller
Description: 6'3", athletic, blond hair, blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Journalism.
Kevin was a football player at Adrienne Dennis High School. He was fortunate enough to make the CSUA football team as a kicker. Throws a lot of parties. Kevin hopes to join the Delta Sigma Chi(DSX) fraternity.
Jordan Morales -- Date of Birth: 13 August, 2005.
Description: 5'5", slim, dark hair with blonde streaks, brown eyes, D-cup. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Event Management.
Since she's such a huge extrovert, Jordan makes a great social chair for the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority. She has an infectious laugh and is the one who plans all the sorority parties and events.
Leila Moreno -- Date of Birth: 04 May, 2000.
Description: 5'6", slim, blonde hair, green eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Graduate Student.
Major: Kinesiology.
A warm, encouraging woman who specializes in conditioning and injury prevention. She's a Master's student who serves as an assistant to the cheer squad. Leila is who the cheerleaders go to when frustrated or sore.
Frank Morrow -- Date of Birth: 31 March, 2007.
Description: 5'8", average, brown hair, hazel eyes. Beard.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Mathematics.
Frank is a smart guy, but he's a bit of a social outcast. He moved to Ashwood in his junior year in high school and struggled to make friends. Rather than socialize, he'd much rather stay at home and play video games. Everything changed for Frank when he went to Kayla Thomson's graduation party and she set him up with Amanda Sawyer.
Daniel Ortega -- Date of Birth: 14 April, 1999.
Description: 5'11", slim, short dark hair, brown eyes, neatly groomed beard. Hispanic.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Graduate Student.
Major: Criminal Justice.
Daniel is a hard worker who is patient and encouraging with the students. Can be stern when deadlines are missed, but he is protective toward hardworking students. Teaching assistant for his advisor, Professor Scott Quinn. He helps with the class Introduction to Administration of Justice.
Shelby Ortiz -- Date of Birth: 08 November, 2004.
Description: 5'5", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Public Health.
Shelby is the backspot for the cheer squad and is very protective of her stunt group.
Chelsea Park -- Date of Birth: 31 January, 1998.
Description: 5'2", slim, wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Graduate Student.
Major: Biology.
Chelsea is a fun, perky girl who is a graduate student in Biology Education. She's a teaching assistant for her advisor, Professor Kim. Chelsea runs a tight lab; safety rules are non-negotiable, and you'd better clean up after yourself.
Sophia Patel -- Date of Birth: 01 February, 2004.
Description: 5'5", average, dark hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Indian-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Computer Science.
An organized person who is always encouraging her fellow students. Sophia is the Society President of the honor society Sigma Epsilon Phi(SEP).
Charles Perry -- Date of Birth: 02 June, 2004.
Description: 5'10", average, brown hair, hazel eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Computer Science.
Friend of Kwan Lee who attends CSUA. Frequents the Ashwood Mall. Dating Olivia Kelly.
Logan Pierce -- Date of Birth: 20 May, 2005.
Description: 6'2", lean, shaggy dark hair, brown eyes. Scar over his eyebrow.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Liberal Studies.
Logan picked Liberal Studies as his major so he can coast through college on the easiest courses possible. He's only interested in partying. He's known for getting in trouble: pranks, truancy, fights. Logan is a member of the Delta Sigma Chi (DSX) fraternity.
Lina Ramirez -- Date of Birth: 30 May, 2007.
Description: 5'1", petite, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup, glasses. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Sociology.
A shy girl who is interested in learning more about society and the way people interact.
Amanda "Mandy" Reese -- Date of Birth: 12 October, 2004. Date of Death: 12 August, 2025.
Description: 5'1", petite, blonde curls, blue eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Communications.
Mandy has an infectious personality; always laughing and always ready for a good time. She regularly posts videos to social media. Mandy pledged the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) as a freshman and was an active member of the sorority. She often attended parties thrown by their brother fraternity, Delta Sigma Chi(DSX). Mandy's parents are divorced and she is from Temecula, California.
Brandon Reyes -- Date of Birth: 02 February, 2007.
Description: 6'0", athletic, short dark hair, brown eyes. Latino.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Criminal Justice.
A former high school baseball player from Seattle who is now considering a career in law enforcement. Friendly and confident.
Marcus "Tank" Reynolds -- Date of Birth: 11 July, 2006.
Description: 6'3", muscular, shaved head, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Geology.
Outgoing and funny off the field, the defensive lineman can be quite the hothead when provoked. He often worries about his grades, afraid he won't be able to stay eligible to be on the football team.
Jennifer Rhodes -- Date of Birth: 26 February, 2007.
Description: 5'5", slim, long blonde hair, green eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Business Administration.
A former cheerleader at Adrienne Dennis High School, Jennifer is on the reserve squad at CSUA. Jennifer is a nice girl, but can be the stereotypical ditz. She's very pretty, and has multiple guys hoping for a chance with her.
Marco Rivas -- Date of Birth: 04 August, 1998.
Description: 5'11", average, dark hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Graduate Student.
Major: Psychology.
Marco is a doctoral candidate who leads small group discussions in the psychology classes he helps out in as a teaching assistant. His advisor is Doctor Valerie Chen. He's friendly and informal.
Leah Roberts -- Date of Birth: 26 March, 2007.
Description: 5'4", average, brown hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Biology.
Leah is a quiet girl, a wallflower who is rarely noticed. However, she is highly intelligent and observant. She's carrying a couple extra pounds, causing her to lack confidence around guys.
Ivy Robson -- Date of Birth: 14 September, 2006.
Description: 5'6", athletic, long raven hair, green eyes, DD-cup. Tan skin.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Fashion Design.
Ivy is fiercely competitive and is determined to make the cheer squat at CSUA. Being on the reserve squad is a blow to her pride, but she knows she'll prove herself. Often stirs up drama. Jasmine Robson's cousin.
Vanessa Ruiz -- Date of Birth: 28 January, 2007.
Description: 5'5", average, curly dark hair, brown eyes, freckles, D-cup. Latina.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Sociology.
An outspoken activist who is big on social justice. She can be very judgmental.
Amanda Sawyer -- Date of Birth: 29 January, 2007.
Description: 5'3", average, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Finance.
A quiet girl, Amanda is often overlooked. She usually wears baggy clothes to hide the few extra pounds she's carrying. While not very close to Kayla, Amanda knows how nice of a girl she is and made sure to attend every party of Kayla's. Of course, she was usually a wallflower at those events. At least until Kayla's graduation party, where Kayla set Amanda up with Frank Morrow.
Rylee Simmons -- Date of Birth: 10 March, 2005.
Description: 5'2", petite, blonde, green eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Kinesiology.
Rylee is a flyer on the cheer squad, and is very protective of her position. She is determined to the most talented cheerleader so she can be accepted into NFL cheerleading.
Danielle "Dani" Smith -- Date of Birth: 09 June, 2007.
Description: 5'4", athletic, raven hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Business Administration.
Dani has been involved in gymnastics since she was a young girl and is a very social person.
Matilda Stone -- Date of Birth: 06 November, 2004.
Description: 5'2", slim, dyed purple hair, hazel eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Sound Engineering.
Matilda hates being underestimated. She's aggressive and sarcastic, refusing to be intimidated by anyone. She works at Club Frenzy.
Alyssa Tran -- Date of Birth: 04 May, 2005.
Description: 5'2", slim, black hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Marketing.
The Vice President of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority, Alyssa keeps the chapter running smoothly. She loves tea and always makes it for everyone.
Cassidy "Cass" Turner -- Date of Birth: 17 August, 2004.
Description: 5'7", athletic, long blonde hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Kinesiology.
Cass is the co-captain of the cheer squad, alongside Janelle. Cass has a more relaxed style and is less likely to lose her temper. She is in charge of stunt group formations.
Brad Vargas -- Date of Birth: 11 August, 2003.
Description: 6'0", athletic, dark brown hair, hazel eyes, tan skin.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Business Administration(focus in Marketing)
A first generation college student, Brad feels pressure to succeed so he can help his parents who run a small family restaurant. Brad is outgoing and charming, earning him a place in the Delta Sigma Chi(DSX) fraternity at CSUA. He has a fear of failure and an enjoyment of casual sports betting has gotten him in trouble in the past. Brad is a running back on the football team.
Scarlett Vaughn -- Date of Birth: 29 December, 2003.
Description: 5'7", gymnast build, red hair, green eyes, DD-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Exercise Science.
A striking redhead with intense green eyes, Scarlett quickly found work as a hostess at Velour Room. She's charismatic and flirty, drawing the admiring eyes of every guy on campus and at her job. Scarlett has a lot on her plate, juggling a part-time job, her schoolwork, and her spot on the cheer squad. Her usual position switches between a base and a tumbler.
Paige Watterson -- Date of Birth: 02 November, 2005.
Description: 5'8", slim, curly red hair, blue eyes. D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Nursing.
Paige is the philanthropy chair of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority. She is extremely passionate about volunteer work and pushes the others to get involved to help balance out the sorority's party reputation.
Shawn White -- Date of Birth: 14 February, 2007.
Description: 5'10", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Mechanical Engineering.
Shawn is very outgoing, despite not being very popular. The nerd is never afraid to speak up, especially if someone is being mean to his friends, Ian or Josh. With a very expressive face, he is easy to talk to. Like his friends, Shawn loves reading and technology. He's majoring in Mechanical Engineering at CSUA, with the goal of getting into robotics. Shawn lives at home to save on money, forcing his friend Josh to share a dorm with someone new, since Ian went to MIT instead.
Claire Whitfield -- Date of Birth: 21 April, 2004.
Description: 5'4", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Psychology.
Confident and ambitious, Claire can sometimes intimidate the younger sisters of Delta Tau Chi(DTX).
Derrick Wilson -- Date of Birth: 15 December, 2003.
Description: 6'0", average, black hair, brown eyes. Dominican-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Senior.
Major: Hospitality Management.
A smooth talker who is a member of the Delta Sigma Chi (DSX) fraternity. He's known for coordinating mixers with their sister sorority, Delta Tau Chi(DTX).
Kendall Young -- Date of Birth: 17 July, 2006.
Description: 5'10, slim and athletic, dirty-blonde hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Major: Nutrition.
A fun-loving and reckless party girl who loves being the center of attention. Her hair falls in perfect waves and her smile is bright and flawless. Kendall is a base for the cheer squad and often helps the girls with diet and nutrition.
~07. Adrienne Dennis High School~
Staff
Linda Beam
Description:
Middle-aged woman who teaches math courses at Adrienne Dennis High School.
Angela Cook
Description:
This middle-aged woman is the principal of Adrienne Dennis High School. Strict, but cares about the students.
Patrick Graham
Description:
Dean of Students.
Anne Harrell -- Date of Birth: 15 April, 1999.
Description: 5'7", slim, long dirty blonde hair, green eyes, C-cup.
One of the gym teachers at Adrienne Dennis High School. She's very pretty, and most of the male students have a crush on her. They love how she keeps her long dirty blonde hair in a ponytail, although they don't know Anne is actually a lesbian. Anne is also the cheer coach. She has a very high opinion of Kayla. The two of them keep in touch and have a close bond.
Victoria Quinn -- Date of Birth: 11 August, 1985.
Description: 5'6", average, brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Victoria is a well-liked guidance counselor who is warm and caring. Her daughter, Violet is going to be a Sophomore at Adrienne Dennis High School in fall 2025. Professor Scott Quinn's ex-wife.
Lucas Wagner -- Early fifties.
Description: 5'7", beer belly, balding, brown eyes.
Lucas was the history teacher at Adrienne Dennis High School. He's known among the female students for having a wandering eye. He was fired when it came out he was paying a Senior on the cheer squad for sex.
Students
Melissa Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 01 January, 2010.
Description: 5'11", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
The spitting image of her older sister, Ashley. Unlike Ashley, Melissa is an amazing cook. The younger Bartlett is also really nerdy, and is a member of the Science Club. Ashley loves to tease her younger sister about it, but both girls know it is all in good fun. Melissa misses her older sister a lot, wishing she hadn't chosen to move into the dorms.
Naomi Carter -- Date of Birth: 12 October, 2009.
Description: 5'4", slim, blonde hair dyed with blue streaks, blue eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
A new friend of Melissa Bartlett's, Naomi joined the robotics team to design logos. She's an artist who often wears paint-stained jackets. She also carries around sketchbooks to draw in. Despite her earlier hesitance, Naomi does enjoy engineering now, and isn't sure if she should pursue science or art. Younger sister of Noelle Carter.


Julian Harrington -- Date of Birth: 19 December, 2009.
Description: 5'9", lanky build, black hair, brown eyes. African-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Julian will be starting his Sophomore year of high school in the fall of 2025. He lives with his mom, Olivia, who works as the Director of Human Resources at Thomson Finance. They live in a condo not far from the high school that his mother bought not long after the divorce, when Julian was eight. He rarely sees his father. Julian is in advanced placement courses and is drawn to robotics and physics. He's a member of the robotics team. A quiet guy who is modest, but occasionally witty or sarcastic.
Marcus Lee -- Date of Birth: 30 May, 2009.
Description: 5'11", dark hair, almond eyes. Korean-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Due to repeating a grade early on, Marcus is older than most of the other Sophomores. He's learn to deal with his issues and is now a brilliant coder on the robotics team. Can be a little arrogant.
Violet Quinn -- Date of Birth: 29 March, 2010.
Description: 5'6", average, curly brown hair, hazel eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
An intelligent and introverted girl, Violet surprisingly does have a bit of a rebellious streak in her. She's a good student and has an interest in photography. Her father is a college professor and her mother is one of the school guidance counselors.
Ethan Ramirez -- Date of Birth: 19 November, 2009.
Description: 5'8", average, shaggy brown hair, brown eyes. Latino.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
The class clown of the Class of 2028! Ethan always wears Planet Trek Wars or super hero t-shirts and relies on his charm. He's smart, but not as hard-working as some of the others.
Priya Shah -- Date of Birth: 07 January, 2010.
Description: 5'1", slim, long dark hair in a braid, brown eyes, C-cup. Indian-American.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
A perfectionist, Priya can sometimes be a little bossy. She has dreams of being Valedictorian, and her biggest challenger is her best friend, Melissa Bartlett. Priya is involved in every academic club she can manage. She's excited to start her Sophomore year.
Chloe Whitman -- Date of Birth: 24 February, 2010.
Description: 5'0", slim, blonde hair, green eyes, B-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Sophomore.
Outgoing and bubbly, Chloe knows everyone at the school. Chloe has been friends with Melissa Bartlett since middle school, and the girls can't believe they're entering their Sophomore year. The perky blonde is always up-to-date on the latest social media fashion trends. She provides a bridge between the nerds and the wider social aspects of the school, often dragging them to dances and football games.
~08. Minor Characters~
Thomson Household
Arthur Bellamy -- Date of Birth: 12 March, 1970.
Description: 6'1", lean, salt-and-pepper hair, gray eyes.
Arthur is the butler and estate manager for the Thomson household. He was hired not long before Aria's death and grew close to Steven and Kayla during their grieving period. Arthur handles the daily operations of the household, manages schedules, staff coordination, and greets guests. His hair is always neatly combed and he is always dressed in tailored suits. Soft-spoken, but kind and warm. Arthur lives on the property.
Luis Mendoza -- Date of Birth: 05 June, 1981.
Description: 6'3", muscular, dark hair, brown eyes. Mexican-American.
Luis is a hard worker who takes pride in keeping the estate looking inviting. He lives nearby in case of emergencies, working as the groundskeeper and pool maintenance specialist. Kayla, Hazel, Marcia, and Ashley often rode their bikes near him while he worked.
Margaret "Maggie" O'Connell -- Date of Birth: 22 September, 1982.
Description: 5'5", average, auburn hair, hazel eyes, C-cup.
Maggie is a long-time employee of Steven Thomson. Working as the housekeeper, she was one of the few Steven allowed close after Aria's passing. Close to Kayla, Maggie considers the Thomsons her family. She doesn't live on the property and works weekdays with the occasional weekends.
Daniel Wright -- Date of Birth: 18 January, 1978.
Description: 6'2", broad-shouldered, close-cropped raven hair, brown eyes.
A former police officer, Daniel was hired after Steven's wealth became public knowledge. He's amazing at keeping the mansion secure, while not making the security measures obvious. Professional, detached, and disciplined.
Other Students
Stephanie Bernardi -- Date of Birth: 01 February, 2007.
Description: 5'9", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Biomedical Engineering.
Stephanie was a cheerleader at Adrienne Dennis High School. A horrible experience led to a lot of trauma for Stephanie and the end of her friendship with Kelsey Aguila. She ended up in a relationship with Ian Krause and Kayla Thomson. When Ian got accepted to MIT, Stephanie decided to go to Boston University to stay with him, leaving Kayla behind. They'll return for an upcoming criminal trial where Stephanie will have to testify. The beautiful Italian woman loves being active, but still has a love of computers and technology. She wasn't sure of her major, but a tour of the campus convinced her to go for Biomedical Engineering. Stephanie is on the reserve cheer squad, but hopes to be a main member someday.
Abigail Brown -- Date of Birth: 21 September, 2004.
Description: 5'8", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Physics & Mathematics.
Abigail was the Valedictorian at her high school. She is currently pursuing a double major in Physics and Mathematics at Boston University. Her caramel colored skin and beautiful smile draw the admiring glances of every guy on campus. Highly intelligent, she still harbors feelings for Kyle Davis, the man she had a short fling with at Kayla's high-school graduation party. Kayla Thomson's cousin.
Alexander Brown -- Date of Birth: 21 September, 2004.
Description: 6'2", muscular, black hair, brown eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Junior.
Major: Architecture.
Alexander attends Boston University with his twin sister, Abigail. The same college their mother teaches at. He is majoring architecture, with the goal of becoming an architect. Alexander loves computers. Kayla Thomson's cousin.
Daniel Collins -- Date of Birth: 11 December, 2012.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes, tan skin.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Seventh.
Hazel's brother. A bit of a prankster. Starting seventh grade in fall 2025 at Ashwood Middle School.
Scott Collins -- Date of Birth: 17 March, 2011.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes, tan skin.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Eighth.
Hazel's brother. Loves robotics. Starting eighth grade at Ashwood Middle School in fall 2025.
Michael Collins -- Date of Birth: 20 October, 2016.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes, tan skin.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Third.
Hazel's youngest brother. Hazel is practically a mother to him, even more so than she is to Scott and Daniel. Starting third grade at Ashwood Elementary School in fall 2025.
Ian Krause Junior -- Date of Birth: 30 December, 2006.
Description: 5'10", scrawny, dirty blond hair, light blue eyes.
Class for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Freshman.
Major: Physics.
Ian is very shy and introverted. He's considered nerdy, and he spent most of his time in high school with his best friends, Josh Greene and Shawn White. His life changed when he finally worked up the courage to ask Kayla Thomson to the prom. He ended up in a relationship with both Kayla Thomson and Stephanie Bernardi. They both broke up with Kayla to go to college on the east coast. Ian loves to read, and is a huge fan of model rockets. He hopes to be an astrophysicist and is attending MIT.
Liam Quinn -- Date of Birth: 18 September, 2012.
Description: 5'4", lanky, brown hair, hazel eyes.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Seventh.
An energetic and sports-loving guy who is entering seventh grade at Ashwood Middle School in fall 2025. Hates that his parents are divorced and wishes his father still lived with them. His father is a college professor at CSUA. Loves his sister, Violet.
Allan Rogers, Junior -- Date of Birth: 03 June, 2015.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Fifth.
Oldest child of Allan and Amanda. Allan will be starting his final year at Ashwood Elementary School in fall 2025.
Kimberly Rogers -- Date of Birth: 23 August, 2017.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Fifth.
Middle child of Allan and Amanda. Kimberly is excited to start third grade at Ashwood Elementary School in fall 2025.
Brandon Rogers -- Date of Birth: 19 March, 2020.
Description: brown hair, brown eyes.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: Kindergarten.
Youngest child of Allan and Amanda. Brandon will be starting Kindergarten in fall 2025.
Entertainment and Nightlife
Stacey Berry -- Date of Birth: 14 August, 1991.
Description: 5'7", fit, platinum blonde, ice-blue eyes, D-cup. Sleeve tattoos.
The manager at Amber Lights, Stacey used to be a dancer before she earned the manager position. She's ambitious and a cold professional who is easily able to keep people in line.
Sierra Brooks -- Date of Birth: 19 February, 2003.
Description: 5'7", athletic, blonde, blue eyes, D-cup.
Sierra dropped out of college to be a dancer at Amber Lights. She eventually gained a few modeling jobs and built up a large social media presence. Now that she's an influencer, Sierra does work party-planning and drawing crowds to events. She has friends at CSUA and still attends parties.
Peter Coleman -- Date of Birth: 24 October, 2000.
Description: 6'4", very fit, brown hair, brown eyes. Mustache.
Friend of Brittney O'Connor's who frequents fraternity parties. Porn actor and producer for X-Star Entertainment.
Darren Holt -- Date of Birth: 18 October, 2005.
Description: 5'11", skinny, brown hair, brown eyes.
Darren goes to a lot of college parties and is a regular on campus at CSUA. He doesn't attend, but has a lot of friends who do. He's also regularly seen at night clubs and parties. Darren works as a security guard, often protecting a club during the day before attending that night.
Victor Lane -- Date of Birth: 03 May, 1980.
Description: 6'0", salt-and-pepper hair, brown eyes. Thin mustache.
Calm, calculated, and unnervingly polite, Victor runs poker nights through Paramount Promotions.
Cal Merrick -- Date of Birth: 21 January, 1988.
Description: 6'5", muscular, brown hair, brown eyes. Thick beard.
A no-nonsense guy who is a former amateur MMA fighter. Currently works as head bouncer at Amber Lights.
Lana Moretti -- Date of Birth: 12 January, 1991.
Description: 5'5", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Lana is a cold professional who is calm under pressure. She owns Velour Room and Amber Lights.
Brittney O'Connor -- Date of Birth: 04 November, 2006.
Description: 5'8", slim, blonde hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
The former captain of the Adrienne Dennis High School cheer squad. Brittney is a stereotypical party girl and an amazing dancer who can charm anyone with her smile. She met an older guy at a party and he convinced her to star in porn. Instead of going to college for nursing, Brittney is currently making adult films under the name Cherry Angel. Lives at Westbay Apartments with her roommate Jade Robson.
Mason Reed -- Date of Birth: 23 July, 2003.
Description: 5'9", athletic, blond hair, blue eyes.
Mason works at Club Frenzy and can often be found at CSUA promoting parties. Has a strong social media presence. Rumor has it he can get you anything you need to have a good time.
Jasmine "Jade" Robson -- Date of Birth: 09 March, 2001.
Description: 5'5", athletic, long raven hair, green eyes, DD-cup. Tan skin.
A former cheerleader at CSUA, Jasmine now works as a featured dancer at Amber Lights. Her degree is in accounting. Lives at Westbay Apartments with her roommate with Brittney O'Connor. Ivy Robson's cousin.
Ruth "Ruby" Vance -- Date of Birth: 12 November, 2002.
Description: 5'6", slim, auburn hair, blue eyes, C-cup.
Ruth graduated from CSUA, but never put her degree in business administration to use. She barely passed, spending most of her school time focusing on cheerleading and her sorority instead. She was a member of the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority. Due to those connections, Ruth often still attends parties. Currently a dancer at Amber Lights.
Family of Prominent Characters
Christopher Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 12 January, 1970.
Description: 6'3", beer belly, blond hair, blue eyes.
Ashley's father. Construction worker.
Tiffany Bartlett -- Date of Birth: 05 July, 1975.
Description: 5'9", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
Ashley's mother. Cosmetologist.
Andrea Brown(nee Thomson) -- Date of Birth: 21 March, 1981.
Description: 5'6", slim, long brown hair, green eyes, C-cup.
Department: Chemistry.
Andrea moved across the country for college, which is where she met the man who is now her husband. She majored in Chemistry, and is now a college professor at Boston University. She is very proud of her younger brother, Steven. Just like her brother, she wishes things had turned out different for Brian. She still has hope for a reconciliation.
Mark Brown -- Date of Birth: 27 April, 1981.
Description: 6'3", muscular, black hair, brown eyes.
An east coast local, Mark met Andrea in a chemistry class required for his major, Chemical Engineering. He is of Haitian descent, and is very proud of his heritage. He is an amazing father, and very proud of his two children.
Caroline Collins -- Date of Birth: 06 August, 1983.
Description: 5'7", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, tan skin, B-cup.
Hazel's mother. Cares deeply about appearances, and will do anything to please her husband.
John Collins -- Date of Birth: 17 July, 1981.
Description: 6'2", average, brown hair, brown eyes.
Hazel's father. Deeply religious father of four. Very stubborn and will never admit he's wrong.
Maxine Collins -- 21 February, 1960.
Description: 5'6", average, gray hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Hazel's paternal grandmother. A sweet old lady who loves her grandchildren with all her heart.
Peter Collins -- Date of Birth: 19 March, 1958. Date of Death: 04 August, 2012.
Description: 6'2", average, brown hair, brown eyes.
Hazel's paternal grandfather. Deceased. Was also very religious, just like his son.
Jason Davis -- Date of Birth: 14 December, 1971.
Description: 6'0", average, red hair, green eyes.
Lexi's father. Mechanical engineer. Has a temper and loves to drink.
Kyle Davis -- Date of Birth: 11 February, 2002.
Description: 5'11", average build, red hair, green eyes.
Kyle is an engineer, and was very popular in school. He can be very formal and strict, but ultimately cares a great deal about his siblings.
Megan Davis -- Date of Birth: 16 May, 1973.
Description: 5'3", average, red hair, green eyes.
Lexi's mother.
Amy Greene -- Date of Birth: 03 April, 1983.
Description: 5'8", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, D-cup.
Josh's mother. A very strict woman who is concerned with appearances. Keeps her secrets close to her chest. Bank manager. In a polyamorous relationship with her husband and college roommate, Jennifer Cartridge.
Andrew Greene -- Date of Birth: 23 September, 1979.
Description: 6'1", average build, curly blond hair, blue eyes.
Josh's father. Electrical engineer. In a polyamorous relationship with his wife and her college roommate, Jennifer Cartridge.
Crystal Greene -- Date of Birth: 09 November, 2001.
Description: 5'9", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, D-cup.
Josh's sister. Graduated from Florida State University(FSU).
Greg Heidele -- Date of Birth: 30 September, 1970. Date of Death: 13 June, 2023.
Description: 5'9", athletic, light brown hair, brown eyes.
April's paternal uncle, who she always loved very much. Greg was a high-school science teacher.
James Heidele -- Date of Birth: 28 April, 1974.
Description: 5'7", average, light brown hair, brown eyes.
April's father. Software engineer.
Laura Heidele -- Date of Birth: 22 June, 1974.
Description: 5'0", petite, wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
April's mother.
Barbara Knox -- Date of Birth: 16 August, 1960.
Description: 5'5", average, raven hair streaked with gray, deep blue eyes, C-cup.
Aria Thomson's mother. Was devastated when her only child passed away. Barbara dotes on her granddaughter, Kayla, seeing the young woman as all she has left of her only child.
Gerald Knox -- Date of Birth: 19 January, 1959.
Description: 6'3", beer belly, gray hair, brown eyes.
Aria Thomson's father. A kind man who is currently enjoying his retirement, despite being forever haunted by the death of his daughter.
Ian Krause Senior -- Date of Birth: 21 June, 1970.
Description: 5'11", scrawny, dirty blond hair, light blue eyes.
Ian's father.
Susan Krause -- Date of Birth: 08 November, 1967.
Description: 5'6", average, blonde hair, blue eyes, D-cup.
Ian's mother.
Courtney Moore -- Date of Birth: 07 May, 1983.
Description: 5'4", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Marcia's mother. Had a rough college life, and doesn't want to see Marcia make the same mistakes. Loves her daughter, and just wants a close relationship with her. She married Seth on 13 June.
Seth Moore -- Date of Birth: 23 November, 1981.
Description: 5'9", average, raven hair flecked with gray, brown eyes.
Marcia's father. Loves war movies. Knows his daughter is an adult, but is happier not knowing details about her sex life. He married Courtney on 13 June.
Aria Thomson(nee Knox) -- Date of Birth: 31 October, 1984. Date of Death: 13 October, 2014.
Description: 5'6", slim, raven hair, deep blue eyes, C-cup.
Aria and Steven have known each other since they were children. They were high school sweethearts, just like their best friends Allan and Amanda. When Steven started his business, Aria was incredibly supportive, and her encouragements helped him succeed. Like Steven, Aria loves games. In addition, she adores children and couldn't wait to be a mother. Aria is an only child.
Brian Thomson -- Date of Birth: 28 May, 1978.
Description: 6'2", average build, brown hair, green eyes.
Brian is as attractive as Steven, but shares none of his success. Steven rarely talks about Brian, who dropped out of college after just two weeks. He is very jealous of Steven, and angry at the lack of help Steven has provided. Brian has run into a lot of trouble, and Steven has lost track of where he's living.
Extended Cast
Adrian Blake -- Date of Birth: 04 August, 1974.
Description: 6'1", tall and lean, gray hair, green eyes. Clean-shaven.
Adrian is an extremely skilled criminal defense attorney. He's charismatic and manipulative, thriving on courtroom theatrics. He wears custom-tailored suits and expensive watches.
Ken Butler -- 14 April, 1963.
Description: 5'11", beer belly, gray hair, brown eyes.
Former owner of YouInvest who sold his company to Steven Thomson.
Jennifer Cartridge -- Date of Birth: 29 January, 1983.
Description: 5'5", average, brown hair, brown eyes, D-cup.
Amy Greene's college roommate. Currently in a polyamorous relationship with Amy and her husband, Andrew. Is a certified public accountant who works as a controller.
Sky Clemens -- Date of Birth: 20 October, 2001.


Description: 5'7", slim, close-cropped dark hair, brown eyes. Androgynous face.
Sky is a referee at Southern California War Games. Outgoing and confident, Sky is a huge hit and a friend to all. Due to an androgynous appearance, many people aren't sure which pronouns to use for Sky.
David Cooper -- Date of Birth: 12 October, 2006.
Description: 5'11", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
David Cooper is Kayla Thomson's ex-boyfriend. He was very popular until certain details about him came out after a messy breakup with Kayla. David is facing rape charges.
Joseph "Joe" Crosby -- Date of Birth: 13 April, 1988.
Description: 6'4", muscular, brown hair, hazel eyes.
Joe is a kind and gentle man, which you wouldn't know from his size. Fiercely devoted to his wife, Paula, Joe works hard as a plumber to help support their life together. Joe doesn't want kids.
Paula Crosby(nee Berg) -- Date of Birth: 02 October, 1991.
Description: 5'10", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Paula is a very caring person. The kind who will demand you text her to let her know you got home safe. She works at Ashwood Logistics with Nicole Davis. Unlike Nicole, Paula is the human resources manager. She's part of Nicole's friend group, and Paula's husband Joe often ends up driving the girls around. Paula doesn't want kids.
Sofia Cruz -- Date of Birth: 14 April, 1987.
Description: 5'8", slim, black hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Latina.
A sharp-dressed businesswoman who started a car service and dealership called PureWest Car Service & Sales. They have two locations, and Sofia now owns a nightclub called Club Frenzy. Sofia is calculating and financially savvy.
Elizabeth "Lizzie" Dotson -- Date of Birth: 14 May, 1998.
Description: 5'2", average, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
Lizzie is a proposal writer at Ashwood Logistics. Unlike the other girls, Lizzie is carrying a couple extra pounds, which makes her feel inferior to the other girls. As a result, Lizzie often gets depressed about not having a boyfriend. Of course, Lizzie is actually very gorgeous. Sure, she's not model skinny, but she has a sexy, juicy butt, a lovely face, and massive breasts. Lizzie is an avid reader, and she loves to read and write. She writes her own smut stories, often featuring herself.
Ryan Ellis -- Date of Birth: 22 September, 1997.
Description: 5'11", slim, dark brown hair, brown eyes.
An Electromechanical engineer, Ryan is highly intelligent and works with robots in Chicaco. He's a longtime friend of Tom Wallace. Often visits the Wallace's vacation home in Bermuda. Met Steven and the girls in Bermuda in April 2025. Hazel thinks of him often, wondering if he might be the biological father of her baby.
Nancy Foster -- Date of Birth: 29 March, 1969.
Description: 5'5", average, gray hair, brown eyes, C-cup. Scarred face.
Nancy was in a horrible accident, leaving her face scarred and resulting in her right leg being amputated below the knee. She has an artificial leg and walks with a cane. Nancy works at Ashwood General Hospital as a psychological trauma counselor.
Nathaniel "Nate" Granger -- Date of Birth: 06 May, 1980.
Description: 6'1", lean but athletic, brown hair with gray, brown eyes.
A sports and contract attorney.
Alyssa Graves -- Date of Birth: 14 June, 1996.
Description: 5'1", slim, long raven hair, deep blue eyes, D-cup.
Alyssa works as a nurse at Ashwood General Hospital. She's a very friendly person with an active social life. Believing that her twenties are for having fun, Alyssa avoided a serious relationship, instead choosing to play the field. Despite their differences, Alyssa's favorite person will always be her baby sister, Zee.
Suzie "Zee" Graves -- Date of Birth: 25 October, 2000.
Description: 5'0", slim, long raven hair, deep blue eyes, DD-cup.
Suzie was born with an autoimmune disease, preventing her from socializing with others. She was eventually cured, but ended up having severe social anxiety. Working remotely as a medical transcriptionist, Suzie lives at home with her parents and younger brother, Daniel. Suzie is close with her older sister, Alyssa.
John Griffin -- Date of Birth: 03 October, 1997.
Description: 5'9", slim, light brown hair, hazel eyes.
John works as an actuary in Chicago and is a longtime friend of Tom Wallace. Often visits the Wallace's vacation home in Bermuda. Met Steven and the girls in Bermuda in April 2025. John was extremely attracted to Kayla, but his flirtations were eventually rejected. Hazel thinks of him often, wondering if he might be the biological father of her baby.
Thomas "Tom" Holloway -- Date of Birth: 19 August, 1974.
Description: 6'3", wiry, gray hair, brown eyes. Glasses.
A corporate and real estate attorney.
Linda Hill -- Date of Birth: 21 July, 1981.
Description: 5'6", average build, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Doctor Linda Hill is Hazel's OB/GYN.
Eve Horne -- Date of Birth: 10 June, 2002.
Description: 5'2", slim, brunette, brown eyes, C-cup.
Eve is the baby in Nicole's group of friends. She's also the newest member of the social group, and is eager to fit in. Fit in, she does. Eve is always good for a laugh, and she's nice to everyone. Paula is Eve's supervisor at Ashwood Logistics, and the two are great friends, both in and out of work. Like Liz, Eve was a pretty stereotypical sorority girl in college. A sister at Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority at CSUA. Liz and Eve know how to party!
Paul Jacobs -- Date of Birth: 07 July, 1981.
Description: 6'1", lanky, graying hair, blue eyes.
Steven Thomson's attorney. Specializes in business law.
Luke Kirby -- Date of Birth: 16 May, 2000.
Description: 6'3", muscular, brown hair, brown eyes.
A Vermont native, Luke was a linebacker in college. He was also a fraternity brother and shared a room with Drew Monroe. He works as a civil engineer. Luke got engaged to his college girlfriend, but they broke up in 2025. Had an unforgettable weekend with Stacey and April in Ashwood when Drew brought him to California for a fun trip to get over his fiancee.
Haruto Kobayashi -- Date of Birth: 21 June, 1995.
Description: 6'1", slim but very strong, black hair, brown eyes.
Haruto is a personal trainer. Considered one of the best in Southern California, he commands a high price, but always gives his clients what they pay for. He came to the United States from Japan to go to college. Majoring in kinesiology, Haruto was very popular with everyone at the school.
On his twenty-first birthday, Haruto couldn't hide who he was from his parents any longer. Once they found out, he was told he was no longer family. Haruto never returned to Japan, and never spoke to his family again. Married to George Sokolov.
Ted Larsen -- Date of Birth: 15 September, 1994.
Description: 5'10", average, brown hair, brown eyes.
Alcoholic who frequents the bar at the Noble Star Motel. Regularly patronizes prostitutes.
Kasey Long -- Date of Birth: 30 November, 1990.
Description: 5'8", dirty blonde hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
A therapist who specializes in anxiety disorders.
Zack McAdams -- Date of Birth: 03 October 2004.
Description: 5'10", stocky, raven hair, brown eyes.
Driver for Westline Vending Solutions. Hot-headed but loyal. Currently facing rape charges due to a party in spring 2025. Being investigated for gang activity.
Elizabeth "Liz" McMillan -- Date of Birth: 30 March, 1999.
Description: 5'11", slim, raven hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Liz is very outgoing and loves to talk. As Nicole's fellow accountant, the two girls are very close. In fact, Liz is the first person Nicole met when starting her new job at Ashwood Logistics. Unlike Nicole, Liz has a very active sex life. The other four girls often listen to Liz talk about her various exploits. Liz was sister in the Delta Tau Chi(DTX) sorority in college at CSUA.
Drew Monroe -- Date of Birth: 09 February, 2000.
Description: 6'4", muscular, brown hair, brown eyes.
Drew was a quarterback in college, and he roomed with his fraternity brother, Luke Kirby. He's from Vermont and works as a mechanical engineer. Had an unforgettable weekend with Stacey and April in Ashwood when he brought Luke to California for a fun trip to get over his fiancee.
Tyler "Ty" Montrose -- Date of Birth: 19 January, 2007.
Description: 6'1", lean, light brown hair, hazel eyes.
Cocky and impulsive, Tyler was expelled for fighting his junior year. He got a job behind the scenes at Velour Room. Currently facing rape charges due to a party in spring 2025. Being investigated for gang activity.
Nate Murphy -- Date of Birth: 29 December, 1997.
Description: 5'6", average, dark hair, hazel eyes.
A native of Ashwood, Nate is the childhood best friend of Lizzie Dotson. He sees Lizzie as a sister and is often blind to her desire for more. Nate is a brilliant biomedical engineer who loves building things. Despite his short stature, Nate is very charming and often goes from girl to girl, unable to commit.
Heather Owens -- Date of Birth: 17 August, 2001.
Description: 5'8", slim, raven hair, hazel eyes, C-cup.
Steven and the girls met Heather while vacationing in Bermuda in April 2025. Heather had a threesome with Steven and Lexi.
Eli Pearson -- Date of Birth: 25 February, 2001.
Description: 6'0", broad-shouldered, long dirty-blond hair, blue eyes.
A stoner who is usually easygoing, but can quickly turn serious. He works security at underground parties. He has a conviction for drug possession, but his lawyer managed to get the charge for intent to distribute thrown out. Currently facing rape charges due to a party in spring 2025. Being investigated for gang activity.
Alex Poole -- Date of Birth: 23 July, 1990.
Description: 5'10", average build, light brown hair, green eyes. Close-cropped beard.
An electrician who owns his own business. Oldest of three. Frequents The Ashwood Alley Tavern with his friends. Had a one-night stand with Stacey Martin.
Jayden Price -- Date of Birth: 15 March, 2004.
Description: 6'1", lean and wiry, brown hair, brown eyes, tattoos on arms.
A reckless adrenaline-junkie who has been arrested before for street racing. Currently works at Ashwood Auto.
Jordan Reece -- Date of Birth: 28 December, 2005.
Description: 6'2", muscular, shaved head, green eyes.
Quiet and intimidating, prefers to use his appearance to instill fear. Has multiple battery charges. Currently facing rape charges due to a party in spring 2025. Being investigated for gang activity.
Henry Renshaw -- Date of Birth: 22 February, 1994.
Description: 6'0", athletic, blond hair, green eyes. Chiseled features, clean-shaven.
Doctor Henry Renshaw works in the emergency room at Ashwood General Hospital. He's a kind man who is a romantic at heart. Henry has family money and was able to finish medical student debt free. He owns a large, two-story home and throws a lot of parties. His home has a library, and Henry enjoys fantasy and science-fiction, in addition to the classics.
Allan Rogers, Senior -- Date of Birth: 20 April, 1985.
Description: 5'10", average build, brown hair, brown eyes.
Allan was Steven's closest male friend growing up. Like Steven, Allan loves finance and is currently an investment banker. Steven and Allan aren't as close these days, but still make an effort to keep in touch. Allan married his high school sweetheart, Amanda.
Amanda Rogers(nee Cooper) -- Date of Birth: 25 May, 1985.
Description: 5'6", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, C-cup.
Amanda was friends with Steven, Allan, and Aria. She is now the mother of three children. She got her degree in psychology, but is now a stay at home mother.
Mia Ross -- Date of Birth: 17 May, 1996.
Description: 5'4", slim, brown hair, brown eyes, B-cup.
Steven Thomson's former assistant.
John Rossi -- Date of Birth: 06 May, 1998.
Description: 5'9", lean and wiry, raven hair, blue eyes.
A chauffeur for PureWest Car Service & Sales.
Elijah Rowe -- Date of Birth: 12 November, 1976.
Description: 6'1", tall and lean, salt-and-pepper hair, brown eyes.
Pastor Elijah Rowe is an articulate man who always dresses conservatively in pressed slacks, button-down shirts, or even a blazer. He was originally a well-liked associate pastor at a mainstream church. Despite the church leadership emphasizing compassion and support, Elijah believed in strict interpretations of scripture and pushed for learning through harsh consequences. The divide led him to forming his own congregation, Covenant Path Fellowship.
Marcos "Ghost" Sanchez -- Date of Birth: 03 June, 1984.
Description: 6'1", lean, dark hair, brown eyes, always wears sunglasses. Latino.
A powerful man who is calm under pressure. He speaks softly, yet commands fear and respect. Most are unsure of exactly what he does, but know better than to ask.
Jason Sanders -- Date of Birth: 30 August, 1995.
Description: 6'0", athletic, brown hair, brown eyes.
Private investigator.
George Sokolov -- Date of Birth: 21 June, 1995.
Description: 6'6", muscular, light brown hair, brown eyes.
George is the very definition of a gentle giant. This wall of muscle looks intimidating, but anyone who gets to know him knows he wouldn't hurt a fly. He is very shy, and often has trouble making friends. A child prodigy, George got his doctoral degree at nineteen. He was invited to the United States as a guest lecturer on crossbreeding vegetables for an entire semester. Being away from his domineering family inspired George to call his family and confess his sexuality. He was told by his father to never return to Russia.
As a botanist, George manages a greenhouse farm that specializes in growing off-season fruits and vegetables for year-round consumption. With help from his devoted partner, George now has his very own greenhouse on his spacious property. He crossbreeds vegetables and breeds his own flowers. George loves orchids. Married to Haruto Kobayashi.
Keith Strulk -- Date of Birth: 19 September, 2006.
Description: 6'1", muscular, raven hair, brown eyes.
Keith was very well known at Adrienne Dennis High School. In addition to dealing drugs, he took bets on various school sporting events. He has been suspended multiple times for fighting, and is known for his arrogance. His criminal activities finally caught up with him, and he is currently in jail, awaiting trial for rape and kidnapping.
Dominic "Dom" Varela -- Date of Birth: 03 April, 1983.
Description: 6'2", heavyset, slicked-back dark hair, brown eyes.
The owner of Ashwood Pizza, Dom is always wearing a gold watch and has a cigar. He's loud and laughs too much, pretending to be a gentleman. Rumor has it, he's the person to see if you want to bet on your favorite team or maybe find a good poker game.
Nate Villar -- Date of Birth: 07 May, 2005.
Description: 5'9", wiry, dark brown hair, brown eyes, olive skin.
Nate loves cars and racing. He is currently on probation for an illegal drag race that injured a pedestrian. He is a driver for PureWest Car Service & Sales. Currently facing rape charges due to a party in spring 2025. Being investigated for gang activity.
Tom Wallace -- Date of Birth: 24 February, 1998.
Description: 6'0", muscular, sandy blond hair, blue eyes.
A trust fund kid from Chicago, Tom grew up privileged and is now a lawyer. He often visits his parents' home in Bermuda for vacation. He's close friends with Ken West, John Griffin, and Ryan Ellis. Met Steven and the girls in Bermuda in April 2025. Ashley and Hazel were both extremely attracted to him.
Ken West -- Date of Birth: 17 July, 1998.
Description: 6'1", athletic, raven hair, brown eyes.
A longtime friend of Tom Wallace, Ken works as an investment banker in Chicago. Often visits the Wallace's vacation home in Bermuda. Met Steven and the girls in Bermuda in April 2025. Hazel thinks of him often, wondering if he might be the biological father of her baby.
Barry Wilcox -- Date of Birth: 26 December, 1989.
Description: 6'0", fit, dirty blond hair, hazel eyes.
An attorney specializing in business law. Ambitious, Barry hoped to become a named partner one day. His firm was hired by Ken Butler to aid with Thomson Finance's acquisition of YouInvest. He had a sexual encounter with Stacey and April that ended poorly. Barry got fired from the acquisition, and tried breaking into the girl's apartment. He was disbarred.
~09. The Wealthy and Influential~
Bartholomew Bauer -- Date of Birth: 28 October, 1922. Date of Death: 11 September, 2001.
Bartholomew served in the second world war before starting Bauer International Holdings and marrying his high school sweetheart. Bartholomew ran the company until his death.
Carter Bauer -- Date of Birth: 04 April, 2019.
Description: brown hair, blue-gray eyes.
Grade for the 2025-2026 Academic Year: First Grade.
The son of Megan Bauer.
Megan Esther Bauer -- Date of Birth: 02 November, 1999.
Description: 5'10", slim, raven hair, blue-gray eyes, DD-cup.
The only child of Theodore Bauer. Megan went to private school and learned to enjoy the finer things in life. Her father is trying to groom her for business and finance, but Megan wants to enjoy her teenage years by partying with her friends.
Reginald Bauer -- Date of Birth: 14 June, 1947. Date of Death: 22 November, 2012.
The oldest child of Bartholomew Bauer, Reginald took over Bauer International Holdings after his father's death. He was a hands-off father who ignored his children in favor of drinking and partying.
Theodore Bauer -- Date of Birth 30 August, 1967.
The oldest child of Reginald Bauer. Theodore became the chairman and CEO of Bauer International Holdings after his father overdosed. With a great head for business, Theodore brought the company to new heights.
Andre Durand -- Date of Birth: 03 December, 1980.
Description: 6'2", slim, raven hair, blue eyes.
Very famous French actor.
Nicole Fischer -- Date of Birth: 08 January, 1981.
Description: 5'9", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, DD-cup.
A famous actress known for horror movies. She starred in The Forgotten horror series, playing a little girl in the first movie in 1990. She appeared in all of the sequels, famously going full-frontal in the movie that came out when she was eighteen. People figured out she was actually pregnant during the shooting of the scene.
Troy Kirby -- Date of Birth: 05 October, 1989.
Description: 6'5", muscular, brown hair, hazel eyes. Close-cropped beard.
A tight end for the NFL, Troy is in a relationship with the famous pop star, Alison Tey.
Adrian Luca Marino -- Date of Birth: 03 May, 2000.
Description: 6'1", lean build, dark curly hair, green eyes. Italian-American.
Born in Florence, Adrian moved to New York City for college. He became a contemporary artist, specializing in painting, mixed media, and sculpture. An introspective person, he often speaks softly, but is passionate about his work. Adrian doesn't like the celebrity side of his art, but is happy that people find meaning in his art. He's often called "The Painter of Raw Humanity" by his fans. His works are fetching higher and higher prices.
Nolan Reed -- Date of Birth: 12 May, 1984.
Description: 6'3", muscular, blond hair, blue eyes.
The very famous actor who plays Dr. McSpoogy on Hospital Doctors in Love. He's a heartthrob loved by women all over the country. With a muscular build, chiseled features, dimples, and a smile that lights up the room, it's not hard to understand why. Nolan has a large mansion in Los Angeles that he uses as his primary residence.
Alison Tey -- Date of Birth: 13 December, 1989.
Description: 5'10", slim, blonde hair, blue eyes, B-cup.
A very famous pop star who started as a country artist. Alison Tey is a billionaire singer and songwriter from the United States. Her fans are collectively known as Tey-fans.


Vanessa Wilson -- Date of Birth: 25 May, 1978.
Description: 5'10", slim, raven hair, blue-gray eyes, DD-cup.
Former lingerie model and the mother of Megan Bauer. Vanessa was Theodore Bauer's third wife who went back to her maiden name after the divorce.
~10. Story Cultural References~
Adrienne Dennis High School
The fictional public high school attended by most of the main cast of Birthday Pool Party. The high school was named after a very famous model. I suppose only California would name a high school after a model! The name is actually a tribute to a character created by another author. The name was used with permission.
Aldamara
The birth control pill. Aldamara is revolutionary. It is over 99% effective at preventing pregnancy, and it basically stops menstruation. No more cramps or bloating, and you have a protection much stronger than condoms.
Amber Lights
High-end gentlemen's club on the outskirts of Ashwood. Known for their discretion. A private social club where guys could read, dine, drink, and play bar games like pool and darts. They also offer an escort service where wealthy patrons can hire companionship for the evening.
Ascendant Exile
Breakout novel of the writer L. Walsh. The book has sold millions of copies, and no one even knows who L. Walsh really is.
Ashwood
Ashwood is a fictional location in Southern California. It's either a very large town or a small city, depending on who you ask!
Ashwood Auto
An automotive service shop in Ashwood, California.
Ashwood Country Club
Ashwood has expanded to the point where a country club has opened. Wealthy and influential people often discuss business over a round of golf.
Ashwood Elementary School
The main elementary school in Ashwood, California.
Ashwood General Hospital
The main hospital in Ashwood, California.
Ashwood Logistics
Ashwood Logistics is a third-party logistics company, specializing in returns management and order fulfillment for e-commerce retailers.
Ashwood Mall
The large mall located in Ashwood, California. With two stories, the mall has a large variety of stores and a food court.
Ashwood Middle School
The main middle school in Ashwood, California.
Ashwood Pizza
A popular pizza place near the CSUA campus. They have great calzones.
Ashwood Residences
One of the nicer apartment complexes in Ashwood that is affordable. It has a gym, a pool, and excellent security.
Bauer International Holdings
Founded in 1946 by Bartholomew Bauer, Bauer International Holdings is an American multinational conglomerate holding company with its headquarters in New York, New York. Bauer International Holdings focuses quite heavily on real estate, but they invest in a large variety of corporations across the globe. Theodore Bauer, Bartholomew's grandson, is the current chairman and CEO.
Big Apple Academy
A prestigious private school in New York for the wealthy elite. The school takes kids from preschool all the way through high school graduation, preparing them for a life of power and influence.
California State University Ashwood(CSUA)
A California State University campus located in Ashwood, California. One of twenty four campuses. Colors are red and black, the university mascot is Penelope the Phoenix.
Club Frenzy
A popular nightclub in Ashwood, California. It's right next to a Mexican restaurant, leading to a popular nightly activity involving getting high at the club before walking next door for tacos.
Covenant Path Fellowship
Started as "a place for believers who felt abandoned by a church that had gone soft" by Pastor Elijah Rowe, Covenant Path Fellowship is a small congregation in Ashwood. They are known for being strict, preaching personal responsibility and spiritual discipline. The church is known for protesting night clubs and bars around town, believing the wild partying is a threat to family values. The congregation proudly proclaims to be a faith community rooted in truth, accountability, and spiritual growth.
Crown Meadow Acres
A large farmstead that has expanded into various ventures over the years. In addition to the farm and petting zoo, the main area has gardens, a small pond, and an apple orchard. A restaurant next to the main building serves homemade ice cream. They even bought out the neighboring land to open a miniature golf course. Behind the main buildings is the animal rescue center.
Eduardo's
Mexican restaurant located next to Club Frenzy in Ashwood, California.
Golden Shore Imports
An import/export business based in Ashwood. They specialize in food and liquor from overseas.
Halcyon Trilogy
Trilogy written by L. Walsh. Halcyon Days was the first book, and Halcyon Nights was just released. Fans can't wait for the final novel, Halcyon Dust.
Hospital Doctors in Love
Hospital Doctors in Love, often abbreviated as HDL, is a hospital drama series that is one of the most popular shows on television.
Matches
Popular dating app that is used for both casual hookups and for finding real relationships. Icon is a lit match. Give someone a thumbs-up if you like their profile, a thumbs-down if you don't. If there's agreement, it's a match! Slogan: Find the perfect person to make a flame.
Miller Coffee Traders
A coffee trading empire going back generations. They control a huge share of the market, and the most famous coffee chains buy from them.
NaughtyDraw
NaughtyDraw is a website for amateurs to post their art. The site has a reputation for the explicit art posted, but it has sections for all types of art.
Noble Star Motel
A motel in the bad part of Ashwood where you can rent a room by the hour. The ground floor has a full bar which is often frequented by prostitutes.
Palisade Construction Group
Commercial and residential development in Ashwood and the rest of Los Angeles county. They build apartment complexes and renovate old warehouses.
Paramount Promotions LLC
An events promotion company based in Ashwood, California. They organize charity galas, sports events, and poker tournaments.
Planet Trek Wars
One of the most popular science fiction shows of all time. The fans learn the language spoken on the show and even use the famous hand gesture!
PureWest Car Service & Sales
Executive limousine and chauffeur company that expanded to offer all manner of rentals and vehicle sales. They serve weddings, corporate travel, and nightlife. Many residents of Ashwood buy a used or new car from them.
SeeMe
An internet subscription service where fans can follow porn stars or amateur content creators. More and more people are starting their own SeeMe to try getting rich.
Sluts About Town
A television series that centers around five sex-positive women and their adventures in the city. The show is pretty candid, with nudity and a lot of sexual conversations. Many women love it since it helps them reclaim the word slut. The main character is a popular columnist.
Southern California War Games
A fun paintball course in Ashwood, California. They have laser tag and other fun activities as well.
Sphinx Accounting and Bookkeeping Services
Operating out of an office building in the finance district of Lower Manhattan, Sphinx offers remote accounting and bookkeeping services. The company is highly profitable, even attracting the attention of top finance and holding corporations.
Strawberry Park
A large park and hiking trail located in Ashwood, California. Named for the large amount of wild strawberries growing in the area, Strawberry Park is a very popular place. There are several parking areas, including a large dirt lot near the woods that is often used for teenagers to get some privacy. The nearby trail leads to a lake with a small waterfall. Skinnydipping is another popular teen activity at night.
The Ashwood Alley Tavern
A lively bar in Ashwood. They have a friendly atmosphere and are always playing the latest hits. It's a great place for locals to unwind with a drink, or find a hook-up. The Winslow at Ashwood is right down the street, allowing a romantic pair to quickly get a nice hotel room.
The Crocs
A gang based out of Los Angeles. Heavy into drugs, illegal gambling, and prostitution.
The Forgotten
A very famous horror series that started in 1990. Many sequels have come out over the years, seeing the child characters transition into adulthood.
The Halfling
A classic fantasy novel written by an extremely famous writer. Most people have heard of the book, even those who aren't big writers. A movie was made about the film. It follows the adventures of a halfling who is helping others reclaim their home from a dragon.
The Jewelry Box
One of a handful of jewelry stores in Ashwood Mall. The Jewelry Box specializes in very high high-end jewelry.
The Traveler's Guide to the Universe
This science fiction novel has a large following, and is known for space travel by an earthling after the destruction of earth. At least he has a trusty guide to the universe.
The Winslow Ashwood
A nice hotel in Ashwood that is owned by the Winslow Hotels empire. It's right down the street from The Ashwood Alley Tavern.
Thomson Finance
Thomson Finance was started by Steven Thomson as a small business to support himself through college. The business made Steven a multimillionaire and extends into many areas of finance; financial advice, bookkeeping, investing, mergers, and acquisitions.
Ultimate Relaxation Massage
A massage parlor in Ashwood. Several illicit rumors swirl about the place, although they really do give a nice massage.
Velour Room
An upscale nightclub in Ashwood. Unlike Club Frenzy, you need to be on the list to get in. Celebrities often drop by.
Westbay Apartments
An apartment complex owned by Westbay Realty Partners. The apartments are known for being relatively-affordable, but the building lacks many features.
Westbay Realty Partners
A property management firm that handles rental units across Los Angeles County.
Westline Vending Solutions
A vending machine and arcade supplier in Ashwood that also provides slot machines. They have contracts with schools, malls, office buildings, and the occasional casino.
Winslow Hotels
The hotel chain was once under the umbrella of Brinkerhoff Luxury Real Estate, but the Winslow family set out on their own. There are still some bad feelings about the split, but Winslow Hotels is now extremely successful.
YouInvest
Owned by Ken Butler, YouInvest is a smaller investment firm with a very large client list. Acquired by Thomson Finance.
X-Star Entertainment
Porn production company based in the LA area. They have an office space and small studio.
~Conclusion~
There are a lot of characters in Birthday Pool Party. Some are only mentioned in passing, some are regular features. Regardless, I tried to list everyone in case you need a reference. If there's someone I missed, or you see any mistakes, please let me know! This list may also be updated in the future, if needed. Once again, this is a fictional story, and no real people are represented. Thanks for reading!
-Witty
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~Marcia Moore~
Friday August 22, 2025
Biology lab started bright and early. I walked into the lab with Ashley and Lexi, immediately noticing the smell of disinfectant. Long black lab benches ran in rows throughout the room, each station set up with goggles, gloves and laminated instruction sheets. I slid onto a stool and set my notebook down carefully, aligning it with the edge of the table so I'd feel settled.
Ashley dropped onto the stool across from me, all long legs and sunny blonde hair. She grumbled tiredly as she leaned her backpack against the stool. Her blue eyes were heavy with exhaustion as she gathered up her hair and put it into a ponytail to keep it out of her face.
Lexi sat down beside me, slamming her backpack onto the table. She was dressed casually in jean shorts that showed off her creamy, lightly-freckled legs. Her red hair was up in twin buns at the top of her head, and she was wearing one of Steven's t-shirts. It was large on her slender frame, so she had tied the hem into a knot, leaving her midriff exposed.
"Too early to be conscious," Lexi grunted.
"Especially for a class that's three hours long," Ashley agreed.
"Kayla's cheer practice started at six," I pointed out. "I think you can handle an 8:00AM lab."
"Kayla's the perfect angel, I'm the slutty redhead," Lexi sighed, placing her elbow on the table so she could rest her cheek on her hand. "Learn your roles."
"Marcia's the responsible one, Hazel's the bitch, what does that make me?" Ashley asked with a raised eyebrow.
"The ditzy blonde?" Lexi shrugged.
"I'm not ditzy!" Ashley growled, glaring at the redhead. "And you're the brat, Lexi, not the slutty red... actually, forget it, you're both."
"You're the outgoing one, Ash," I spoke up quickly.
"I guess that works," the blonde bombshell shrugged as Lexi stifled a yawn with her elbow.
"Why are you so tired?" I asked Lexi. "Didn't you sleep?"
"Woke up horny," Lexi answered simply. "I couldn't get back to sleep so I woke Steven up. Nothing beats 3:00AM butt-sex."
"Must be nice to live with your boyfriend," Ashley sighed. "Josh has a roommate, I have a Marcia. It's been too long, I need some dick."
"Sock on the door?" Lexi suggested. "Or just bang in front of Marcia. She's a Slut-sister, what's the big deal?"
"Can we talk about something else, please?" I requested in an exasperated voice. "We're in class!"
"Ugh, fine," Lexi mumbled, rolling her eyes.
"Did you get a date for the party tonight?" Ashley asked me, waggling her eyebrows. "Maybe Kwan would like another round with you?"
"We decided to be friends," I replied quietly. "I didn't get a date, but Lina is coming with me. She's joining the honor society, too."
"You two sound fun," Lexi teased. "I hope you don't get the cops called on us."
"We're not all sorority girls," I shrugged.
"I'm not really one, either," Lexi responded. "Ashley just keeps dragging me along."
"Well, someone has to join with me," Ashley grinned. "Looks like I'm the only one with a date."
"You even get two," Lexi teased. "You're making Josh bring Derek."
"Josh's roommate needs to socialize more," Ashley explained. "He'll have fun. Maybe. Hopefully. He keeps forgetting how to talk around me."
"Josh was like that at first, too," I smiled. "He learned."
People filtered in all around us, some yawning, some already wearing their own goggles. Josh and Derek arrived together, their eyes scanning the room with interest. Derek stammered while greeting us, a blush on his face. We talked to him for a couple minutes before he found another table while Josh sat beside Ashley.
The chatter died down when Professor Kim walked in with Chelsea Park, the TA for the course. The professor stood slightly to the side while Chelsea was front and center. She was small, but still managed to have a commanding presence. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and her lab coat was pristine.
"Good morning, everyone!" Chelsea called out loudly. "In case you forgot, I'm Chelsea, and I'll be your TA for the semester. Usually it will just be me, but Professor Kim is going to say a few words before we get started."
"Thanks, Chelsea," Professor Kim smiled as he stepped forward, seeming genuinely pleased we were all there. "Welcome to Biology Lab! Some of you are here because you love biology, some of you are here to satisfy the requirements of your major. And the rest of you are here because you were told this is easier than chemistry."
A few people laughed. Lexi snorted softly beside me.
"If you were awake during my lecture, you'll remember I'm Doctor Kim," he continued jovially. "You'll mostly be dealing with Chelsea during lab and I'll only pop in every once in a while. Chelsea is very strict and I'd advise listening to her. Seriously, I'm a little scared of her myself, and I grade her work.
"If she tells you to do something, do it. If she tells you not to do something, don't. And if you think a rule doesn't apply to you..." Professor Kim spread his hands. "You're wrong, it does."
That got a bigger laugh, including from Josh. I noticed Derek sitting at the table beside us, his eyes flicking between the professor and Chelsea. He wasn't very subtle about it. Every time the petite blonde shifted her weight or tucked a stray hair back into her bun, his attention snapped right back to her. Derek was shy around every girl, but I could tell he was developing a real crush on the young teaching assistant. Maybe Ashley could teach him some subtlety. And learn some herself.
"So, we're going to start with a safety video, but first, fun fact!" Professor Kim declared. "Your stomach lining replaces itself every three to five days. Otherwise, your powerful stomach acid would eat through the lining and you'd end up digesting yourself."
"Ew," Ashley made a face.
"Cool," Josh grinned, earning him an eye roll from his girlfriend.
Doctor Kim smiled at all of us. "So if biology ever seems gross, just remember: it's gross because it's doing its job. Okay! Safety video first. Try to stay awake. Chelsea?"
Chelsea dimmed the lights and started the video. We watched as overly cheerful students demonstrated eyewash stations and safety showers. I folded my hands in my lap and worked hard to pay attention. It wasn't easy since I kept getting distracted: Ashley was bouncing her knee, Josh leaned in to whisper something to her, Derek pretended very hard not to stare at Chelsea while absolutely staring at Chelsea.
"Alright!" Chelsea clapped once after turning on the lights. "I know that video made everything look thrilling, but I wanted to repeat a couple of the big rules. First, goggles and gloves stay on during experiments. Second, no food or drink in the lab; no exceptions. I don't care if it's water, coffee, or your emotional support smoothie."
Derek laughed unnaturally loud before blushing bright red.
"See? I told you she was scary," Doctor Kim laughed. "I will leave you in Chelsea's capable hands. If you make it through her lab, I will see you on Monday."
"Nothing worse than a professor who thinks he's funny," Chelsea called out as Professor Kim left. Shaking her head, she started passing out papers to everyone. "Here is a copy of the lab syllabus and a safety contract. The contract must be signed for you to stay enrolled in the course."
"Thank you," I accepted my copy of the syllabus and safety contract, separating them both neatly for review.
"As you are looking over the safety contract, please make note of where the eye wash stations and safety showers are," Chelsea continued in an authoritative voice. "Also notice the dress code. Closed-toed shoes and long hair needs to be tied back."
Chelsea went over safety procedures, letting us know what to do if something spilled or broke. A few people were looking glassy-eyed, but most were paying attention. When the speech was finished, we all signed our safety contracts and handed them back to Chelsea. She made sure to tell us there was a copy of the contract attached to the syllabus in case it was ever needed for reference.
"For today, we will be getting familiar with our stations and do some practice measurements," Chelsea explained. "No chemicals or experiments or dissections. Just learning what things are and how to properly record data."
I nodded along, making sure to memorize every word.
"You will have a lab partner you will perform experiments with, and while you will share the same data, you will each be responsible for writing your own lab reports," Chelsea announced while looking at a clipboard. "I have assigned partners. I'm doing this for two reasons. The first is that you rarely get to choose who you will be working with in your professional career. The second is that this is college, you should get out there and meet some new people."
I looked over at Ashley with wide-eyes, she just shrugged and smiled, clearly unfazed.
"First up," Chelsea said loudly, "Alexis Davis and Jade Kim. Same last name as the professor, interesting!"
"N-no relation," Jade squeaked. She was a tiny girl with black hair in a bun.
"Oh, we know her!" Ashley leaned in and whispered.
"We do?" Lexi frowned.
"She's pledging Dalta Tau Chi with us, dummy," Ashley explained.
"Oh," Lexi said, looking at Jade and clearly trying to place her.
"Next we have Ashley Bartlett and Derek Alvarado," Chelsea listed as Derek gasped.
"I guess we're partners!" Ashley said loudly, waving to Derek.
"Y-yeah, uh, hi, um," Derek blushed. "Yeah, partners."
Chelsea listed a few more names before reaching a name I knew. "Josh Greene will be working with Leah Roberts."
Josh waved politely to a brunette of average height. Leah waved back shyly, and I could tell she was a quieter person than even I was back in high school. The girl was pretty, with light skin and green eyes, but she was also wearing frumpy clothes in an effort to conceal a couple of extra pounds.
"Last, but not least," Chelsea declared after listing several more pairings, "Marcia Moore and Matthew Carter."
I looked over at a cute guy with blond hair and freckles. He blushed slightly when he caught my gaze, waving at me nervously. I waved back and smiled, feeling relieved. Matthew seemed shy, not at all like some asshole who would just try and get in my pants all semester. Plus, he was cute.
"Okay, that's everyone," Chelsea smiled. "We might change things up later, but expect to work with your partner for a while. I'll give you a few minutes to introduce yourselves. Please move accordingly."
Ashley squeezed Josh's hand and kissed his cheek before standing. Derek's eyes were wide as the tall blonde sat beside him and immediately started talking. Lexi and Jade were getting to know each other, and I saw Leah shyly sit beside Josh. I gathered my things and took a seat beside Matthew.
"Hi, I'm Marcia," I introduced myself. "Undeclared."
"Matt," he smiled as Chelsea placed a packet in front of each of us. "Biology."
"Oh!" I gasped slightly. "I hope I don't slow you down."
"Don't worry," Matt grinned. "Professor Kim was right; this is easier than chemistry."
"So easy even I can manage?" I arched an eyebrow.
"No, no! I ah, I didn't mean..." he stammered.
"I'm teasing," I giggled cutely.
"Okay, good," Matt let out a breath.
Chelsea clapped once from the front of the room. "Alright, scientists! Open your packets. Today's lab is called 'Measurement and Observation in Scientific Practice.' Exciting, I know!"
A few chuckles rippled through the room.
"You'll learn about three stations at your bench," Chelsea said. "You will measure mass using the digital balance, then volume using graduated cylinders and pipettes, and finally length using calipers. Record everything with proper units. Significant figures and estimated digits matter. If you don't know what those terms mean, you're about to find out. Begin!"
We all flipped through our packets and started reading.
"Station one," Matt mumbled quietly. "Measure the mass of three unknown metal cylinders."
"Ooh, we get mystery objects," I giggled.
"Labeled 'A,' 'B,' and 'C,'" he replied dryly. "Very mysterious."
All around us, students were were examining lab equipment while getting to know their partners. Cabinets lined the walls, filled with glassware, trays, and other lab equipment. I noticed the emergency eye wash station and the shower. Every workstation was identical, with a sink, a balance, and carefully arranged drawers that were all labeled.
"Always make sure it's zeroed," Matt murmured as he carefully turned on the digital balance.
"I like that you narrate your process," I smiled kindly.
"Uh, sorry," Matt blushed slightly.
"No, I meant it," I quickly clarified. "It's helpful."
His shoulders relaxed as he grabbed Cylinder A and placed it on the balance. "Forty-two point three seven grams."
"And it measures mass, not weight," I nodded while writing down the figure.
"Right, it does a calculation based on the assumed gravitational force," Matt agreed.
Across the room, Ashley was giggling at something Derek had said, or maybe at the way he said it. The poor boy's hand was shaking as he held a graduated cylinder like he was afraid it might explode. He kept glancing at Ashley, moving carefully to make sure he didn't bump into her. I felt bad Derek was so nervous, but it really was the cutest thing ever.
"You can relax," Ashley told him. "It's not acid."
"I-I know," Derek nodded, adjusting his grip.
Chelsea approached them, gently pressing two fingers to Derek's shoulder. "Just relax and keep your hand steady."
"Okay," he squeaked, his face bright red.
Lexi and Jade seemed to be working well, carrying on a whispered conversation while recording measurements. Leah was reading instructions carefully, her finger tracing each line as Josh nodded along. She then picked up the third cylinder and accidentally dropped it, jumping loudly when it banged against the table.
"All good," Josh reassured her. "Happens all the time."
Leah gave him a small smile, blushing slightly. Interesting.
"Ready for volume?" Matt asked.
We moved on to filling a graduated cylinder with water and using a pipette to adjust the level. After recording our measurements, we moved on to the final task. The calipers were a pain to use, requiring more coordination to make sure we had an accurate measurement of the metal cylinders. By the time we finished, my data table was immaculate. I loved looking at how neat and organized it was. Matt's wasn't bad, though his handwriting was a little messier than mine.
"Good," Chelsea nodded, her arms crossed as she glanced at our notebooks. "Units included. Proper sig figs. You two are fine."
Our TA continued her walk through the room, making comments and correcting errors. Lexi and Jade were doing fine, so were Josh and Leah. Derek had spilled some water, and Ashley was helping him clean up while he continuously apologized, his face so red I was surprised steam wasn't rising off of him.
"It's okay," Ashley was saying, "we're not growing alien parasites."
"Yet," Chelsea added dryly as she passed.
"W-what?" Derek looked over as Ashley laughed.
"For next time," Chelsea called out, "there's a short reflection at the back of the packet. Answer the questions about sources of errors and why standardized measurements matter. That will be due at the start of next lab."
I flipped to the last page. "What is the most common source of errors in measurement?"
"Human beings," Matt answered instantly.
"Oh yeah?" I glanced up at him.
"Rockets don't blow themselves up," he shrugged. "Humans are dumb."
The Commons was much louder than the biology lab, but less intimidating since it wouldn't be grading me. Conversations layered over each other, trays clattered against tables, and the scents of fries, pizza, and tacos mixed together to make my mouth water. Sadly, I'd be going with my usual salad for lunch.
Lina Ramirez stood in line with me, both of us clutching our phones.
"I always panic in here," Lina admitted while adjusting her glasses. "There are so many options."
"You said you loved their turkey wraps and got them every time," I smiled.
"I like consistency," Lina giggled.
"I've noticed," I replied.
Lina was even smaller than Lexi and me. Petite, soft brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, glasses slipping down her nose whenever she looked down. She was careful, reserved. The type of person who blended in with the crowd, but was always watching and listening. Someone observant. We were exactly alike.
I grabbed a freshly-made salad while Lina chose a turkey wrap. It was lunchtime, so the seating area was crowded, but we managed to find a small table near a window. Sunlight spilled across the table as I placed my salad down and smoothed out my napkin across my lap.
"So," Lina said, tucking her legs beneath the table, "how was bio lab?"
"Structured," I answered while pouring dressing over my salad.
"That's the most Marcia answer you could've given," Lina giggled.
"I guess you already know me," I smirked. "We just practiced measurements. No chemicals or frog guts yet."
"Disappointing," she sighed and shook her head. "Not one explosion?"
"Not even a little one," I confirmed.
Lina nodded and took a bite of her wrap, chewing and swallowing before speaking. "Did you pick a partner?"
"Partners were assigned," I explained. "He seemed nice. Biology major."
"Cute?" she asked, failing in her effort to sound casual.
"That's not relevant," I replied, feeling heat in my cheeks.
"That' wasn't a 'no,'" Lina observed.
"Enough about me, how are your other classes?" I asked.
"Pretty good, no complaints," she answered. "No cute lab partners for me, though."


We fell silent as we ate our lunch while people watching. Clusters of students filled the room: athletes in branded sweatshirts, girls in coordinated team t-shirts, guys in casual clothes laughing too loudly. Everyone looked like they belonged. Throngs of friends, cliques, and classmates.
"Are we still going to that party tonight?" Lina asked in a low voice.
"My friends are going, I can't back out," I said slowly. "You don't have to come if you aren't comfortable."
"No, I should go," she sighed softly. "Parties make me nervous."
"Same," I confessed.
"Too many variables," Lina said before taking a sip of her drink.
"That's such a sociology answer," I grinned.
"People act differently in groups," she shrugged. "Especially when alcohol's involved."
"At least it's not at a frat house," I pointed out. "My friends will be with us, and Kayla lives right down the street. If we don't feel safe, we can get right to her place."
"That does make me feel better," Lina acknowledged.
"So, we're still on?" I questioned.
"Yeah, we are," she nodded.
Before I could respond, I heard a familiar voice behind me. "Marcia?"
My stomach tightened as I turned and saw a guy of average height with brown hair and eyes in casual clothes. "Hi, Shawn."
"It's, ah, it's nice to see you," Shawn stammered before taking a breath. "How was your first week of classes?"
"Great, thank you," I smiled. "I'm pledging the school's honor society. How are you doing?"
"That's cool," he replied. "It's nice taking classes I'm really interested in."
"Mechanical engineering, right?" I asked. "Oh, this is Lina, by the way. Lina, this is Shawn."
"Hi, Shawn," Lina waved shyly.
"Nice to meet you," Shawn said. "And, uh, yes. Mechanical engineering. I'm hoping to get into robotics."
"I remember," I nodded. "Have you talked to Josh?"
"Yeah, he seems to be doing well," Shawn answered. "I already kind of regret choosing to live at home instead of the dorms."
"It is an amazing experience," I agreed. "Although, Ashley's, well, she's Ashley."
"Right," he mumbled. "Ah, I have to get to class. I just saw you as I was leaving and wanted to say hi."
"I appreciate that," I inclined my head. "It was nice seeing you."
Lina waved goodbye and waited for Shawn to leave before facing me with a smirk. "Well, that was awkward."
"Don't analyze my social interactions," I rolled my eyes as the petite Latina stuck out her tongue.
"C'mon, spill it," she urged, taking another bite of her turkey wrap.
"It's nothing too crazy," I assured her. "I guess it started when Ian asked Kayla to Prom. We started all hanging out with him and his friends. Josh, Shawn, and Ian. Our shy boys."
"Okay," Lina gestured for me to continue.
"Ian and Kayla started dating, Josh asked Ashley to Prom, and Shawn asked me," I explained. "To make a long story short: Ian and Kayla broke up, Josh and Ashley are still together, and I never got together with Shawn."
"He's cute, why didn't it work out?" Lina probed delicately.
"It just wouldn't work out," I shrugged, not ready to go into detail about the Slut-sisters.
"I'm sorry," she winced in sympathy.
"I just feel bad because he's not as close with Josh anymore. Since Josh is always with us," I explained sadly. "We've talked a few times and say we're friends, but we don't really hang out. Although, at the senior lock-in we skinny-dipped and, um, I went down on him. That was after Prom."
"After you decided not to get together?" Lina arched an eyebrow.
"Yes," I admitted with a blush.
"I guess we're close enough to girl-talk about the dirty stuff?" she asked with a small smile.
"We got there fast," I observed before pointing at her with my plastic fork. "I went first, it's your turn."
"I've never dated, but I was always interested in people and how they interact," Lina started slowly. "I got a date to Prom, but we didn't do anything. I decided I didn't want to go to college a virgin, so I agreed to go to a party with him over the summer when he asked. There were way too many people, but I knew most of them."
"Sounds romantic so far," I teased.
"Not even a little bit," she giggled. "I'm shy, but it was easy to let him pick me up. He took me into a bedroom and made me a woman."
"How was it?" I wondered.
"Fine," Lina shrugged. "He didn't make me cum, but it felt nice."
"Is everything a social experiment to you?" I looked at her with interest.
"No, I just wanted to know what all the fuss was about," she explained. "I wouldn't mind a boyfriend, but I've never gone out much."
"Sounds like you need to get laid," I giggled.
"Well, it's not happening tonight," Lina declared. "But I am open to having a nice time with a friend. Uh, as long as the party isn't too wild."
The honor society Sigma Epsilon Phi was having a workshop at Hawthorne Library. Lina and I went together, entering one of the smaller seminar rooms; the kind with a long oval table instead of rows of desks. It made me think everyone was expected to talk, rather than some just sit and listen.
"Marcia, Lina, hi!" Sophia Patel smiled eagerly. "You made it!"
"Yes, hi," I nodded while Lina waved.
Sophia's smile grew wider. "I'm so glad you're here. Please sit anywhere you'd like."
I sat halfway down the table, not close to the front and not hiding in the back. Lina slipped into the chair beside me, placing her notebook directly in front of her with the same careful precision I always used. Across from us sat Emmett Clarke, a junior majoring in Biology who worked part-time at the tutoring center.
There were a handful of other students, only a few I recognized. A couple were freshman pledges like me, while most were older members. At the head of the table sat Doctor Hayes. Her graying brown hair was pulled into a low twist at the nape of her neck, and her posture was impeccable. She wasn't exactly intimidating, it was more that she gave the impression that she was aware of what you were thinking before you spoke.
"Okay," Sophia said, glancing at her notes then back up, "Thank you all for coming to SEP's first professional development workshop of the semester.
"We call these momentum sessions because college isn't about having everything figured out. It's about building direction."
Momentum. The word settled heavily in my chest.
Doctor Hayes finally leaned forward, resting her forearms on the table. "College is the first time most of you will be evaluated not just on what you know, but what you pursue. What classes you choose to take, what activities or clubs you join.
"In my experience, the students who thrive are not the most gifted. They are the most intentional."
Intentional. I straightened in my chair.
"That's exactly what we're going to talk about today," Sophia nodded. "How to be intentional early."
I glanced down at the empty page in my notebook. I'd always been good with structure, with following directions, with keeping organized. Yet, everything had mostly been chosen for me. I was undeclared, and an advisor had suggested my classes. The only one I picked was Public Speaking so I could have a class with all my Slut-sisters. What was I building toward?
Sophia passed index cards down the table until we all had one. "Okay. Everyone has heard of the five-year plan. Forget about that right now. Let's think short-term. For the freshman, the end of sophomore year. For everyone else, two years after graduation.
"Where do you want to be? Academically, professionally, personally. Write it down. No one's grading you."
There was a soft chorus of shifting chairs and clicking pens. Beside me, Lina immediately bent over her card and started writing. I stared at my blank card. The end of sophomore year felt so far away, but it really wasn't. I'd always been so good at preparing for the next exam, the next assignment. The next perfect score. I had no idea how to pick a direction.
"When I was a freshman, I thought I was going to medical school," Emmett spoke casually while he wrote. "Now I'm considering a master's in microbiology instead."
"You changed your mind?" another freshman asked.
"About six times," Emmett chuckled. "It's normal. I expect to change it a few more times before graduating."
"Changing directions is not failure," Doctor Hayes said as she placed her folded hands on the table. "Drifting without intention is."
Lina's hand moved quickly beside me. She paused only once before underlining something. I wished I'd felt that certain. What did I want? To graduate with honors, to make my parents proud. Obviously. I wanted to pick a major, but which one? I pressed my pen to the card and started writing.
Declare a major I love.
Apply for at least one internship.
Not feel behind.
Sophia cleared her throat to get our attention. "Would anyone like to share?"
There was a brief pause before Lina lifted her hand, surprising me.
"Go ahead," Sophia nodded encouragingly.
Lina adjusted her glasses and let out a breath. "I wrote that by the end of sophomore year, I want to be involved in a community research project. Something related to socioeconomic inequality. Maybe a local nonprofit or a faculty study."
"That's good," Sophia smiled. "Anything else?"
"Y-yes," Sophia paused to gather her courage. "I'm a sociology major and I think that, if I'm going to study society, I should actually engage with it."
Doctor Hayes' expression shifted to one of interest and approval. "Excellent instinct, Miss Ramirez. Theory without application becomes abstraction."
Lina nodded eagerly while Sophia looked around the table. "Marcia? Anything you'd like to add?"
"I..." I mumbled in a soft voice. "I wrote that I want to declare a major I actually care about. Not just one I'm good at."
Emmett nodded, like it made sense to him.
"And," I continued, "I want to apply to an internship. Even if I don't think I'm ready."
Doctor Hayes studied me for a moment. "What draws your interest at present?"
"I'm undeclared," I admitted. "I like science and math. But I also like writing and history. I have a close group of friends that I love spending time with, and a couple of them have found their passion. I'm happy for them, but I just... I just don't know what any of it means."
"It means you're thinking," Doctor Hayes replied calmly. "Certainty at eighteen is often performative."
"You have time," Sophia continued. "Just make sure you are using that time deliberately."
Deliberately. I nodded, my heart racing.
The rest of the workshop moved quickly as the others shared what they had written. We then turned to office hours, mentorship pairings, and a sign-up sheet for volunteer tutoring. All practical things. Structured things. Things I could do. My heart rate slowly returned to normal as I took notes and enjoyed the workshop.
"You did great," Lina said as we stood at the end of the session.
"I barely said anything," I protested.
"You said something real," she countered.
I slid the index card into my purse instead of throwing it away. Outside the seminar room, students were moving throughout the library as they studied or headed to meetings for other groups. College didn't slow down just because I wasn't sure where I was going. Life didn't slow down.
My palms felt sweaty as I felt a small, uncomfortable space between where I was and where I wanted to be. It made me anxious. What if I chose wrong? What if everyone else moved faster? It was more than anxiety; it was fear. I heard Lina call my name just as my phone buzzed, the two noises shaking me out of it.
Ashley: Wear something that makes you unforgettable.
Unforgettable. Even Ashley was growing up. Normally, she would have suggested I wear something slutty, not unforgettable. Did they mean the same thing? In her mind, probably. But it still felt different, more mature. I knew I was overthinking things, but I wasn't sure who I wanted to become. I hoped college would teach me more than math or history. I wanted to learn who I was.
~Ashley Bartlett~
Friday August 22, 2025
The first thing I noticed was the gates. Not the music. Not the people exploring the grounds. The gates. Black wrought iron, tall enough that I had to tilt my head back to see where the curved tips ended. They were wide open, but still felt uninviting as we drove through. My hands gripped the steering wheel as my eyes searched the area.
Kensington Manor loomed in the distance, looking like something from a period drama. A place where a powerful lord might live. The entire thing was stone and glass and sharp angles, lit in a way that made the place glow. Spires and slanted windows, I wasn't sure if it was a home or a castle. Or a movie prop.
This is a house?" Derek muttered from the backseat.
Josh snorted softly as I parked the car. "Welcome to Kensington Manor."
I smiled without looking at either of them. It wasn't just a house. It was a statement. Of wealth, of power, of status. Ivy was creeping along dark stone while windows reflected the gold of the setting sun. Kensington Manor was just down the street from Kayla's place, but Steven's mansion felt like a home; one that was modern and welcoming. Drew Kensington's house felt inherited. Like old money. Cold and distant. It just existed.
"Okay," I said, turning in my seat to look at the three quiet ones in the back. "Nobody act like you've never been around money before."
"I've never been to a house with a gate," Derek mumbled quietly.
Lina blushed slightly. "I've never been to a house party I wasn't invited to."
"No one act like you've never been to a college party before," I added.
"I've, um, I've never been to a college party," Derek admitted, raising his hand.
Marcia elbowed Derek gently from where she was squeezed between him and Lina. "Just stick with us. And don't stare at anything that looks expensive."
"Or anyone who looks slutty," I finished, giving him a look. "She knows her boobs are hanging out, and yes, she wants you to notice. Just don't be creepy about it. Take quick glances so you aren't noticed."
"Don't tell him that!" Marcia rolled her eyes.
"Is this gonna be like one of those wild college parties from movies?" Lina asked nervously. "Where girls dance on tables and, ah, you know, make out and flash?"
"I don't know, I've never been to a party at Drew's," I answered honestly.
"But even at parties like that, only a few of the crazier girls do that," Marcia said reassuringly. "No one will pressure you, and if they try we can leave. We passed the Thomson Mansion on the way here, I pointed it out. You've never met Steven, but he's great. Someplace safe is nearby."
"Don't take Ashley too seriously," Josh advised. "She likes to think she's a lot crazier than she actually is."
Lina nodded while I checked out Marcia. She looked good, noticeable. She'd actually listened to me. Marcia's dark hair fell in a sleek wave over one shoulder, and she'd chosen a nice fitted top. Jean shorts showed off her smooth legs and she had on a pair of flip-flops. Lina's outfit was more conservative; a high-neck top and long jeans. The petite Latina pushed her glasses up her nose as she shifted in her seat.
I turned off the car and stepped out onto the pavement as a soft breeze wafted through my blonde hair. My outfit was a cute white sundress with yellow flowers on it. The spaghetti straps and low neckline showed some nice cleavage without being too slutty. Ending mid-thigh, my long legs were clearly visible. Stylish sandals covered my feet and left my toes exposed.
The front lawn was already dotted with people: football players clustered near the fountain, a few cheerleaders near the entrance steps, and sorority girls floating among groups. I noticed the quarterback Brent Calloway was standing with his girlfriend, the president of Delta Tau Chi, Brittany McCallister. He had his arm around her while they chatted with a small group of people I didn't know.
Josh stood beside me and slipped an arm around my waist. Not possessively, but in a casually intimate way that I loved. Marcia stood beside Lina as the pretty Latina tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Derek's head was leaned back as he checked out the manor's highest windows, his mouth actually parting.
"Oh my God," Derek breathed.
I followed his gaze to the upper levels of the manor. The lights were on inside a few of the rooms and I noticed shadows moving behind curtains. A few people were already taking advantage of balconies for some alone time. There were couples holding drinks as they leaned against the edge of the balcony, facing each other and flirting.
"Relax," I told Derek quietly. "It's just stone and money and college kids."
The five of us blended into the flow of bodies moving along the stone path. As we approached, I noticed the carved archways and the beautiful details. Music was thumping as people rushed into the mansion. Lina and Derek were nervous, Marcia was watching the other students with interest, and Josh was fine as long as we were together.
Once inside, we felt the low bass that made me want to sway before dancing. Warm lights illuminated the manor in a soft glow. The foyer alone was bigger than my entire freshman dorm floor. The floors were marble and reflective, and the chandelier probably cost more than my parents' car. A curved staircase swept upward, looking like it belonged in some magazine.
"Subtle," I mumbled as I surveyed the scene while Josh kept his hand at the small of my back.
Marcia leaned closer to Lina and whispered something in her ear that I couldn't quite hear. Derek's head was moving around so fast I was surprised he didn't get whiplash. I was the only outgoing one in the group so I lead everyone through the foyer and into the massive living room.
The party had just started, but the living room was already divided into territories. Football players were near the back windows, laughing obnoxiously while drinking out of red plastic cups. I recognized Dan among them, as well as Kevin Miller who I went to high school with.
Near the grand piano was a knot of sorority girls with perfect hair and polished smiles. I recognized the recruitment chair, Chloe Bennett, who waved when she caught my gaze. Klarissa Aguila was also present, along with a couple of girls from my high school class. I even recognized Leah Roberts from biology, who looked nervous about being with some of the most beautiful women on campus.
Kayla was standing in the center of the room with the other cheerleaders. Next to her was a petite girl with dark hair that had been dyed purple at the tips. I'd seen her before, but I couldn't remember her name. The two co-captains were present, along with one of the male cheerleaders.
Kendall Young was the only other cheerleader I knew by name. Kayla had shown me a picture when mentioning one of the girls who seemed to dislike her for some reason. Tall and pretty, Kendall had dirty-blonde hair and a slim figure. Her hands were animated as she told a story to a short cheerleader with big boobs and a cute Latina with her hair in a bun.
Our host was standing near the staircase; Drew Kensington. He wasn't trying to dominate the room, but it was obvious he could. Dark button-down, sleeves rolled up to the perfect length. His stance was relaxed and he was listening more than talking. The guy he was talking to said something, making Drew smile and clap him on the shoulder. Drew was the starting wide receiver on the football team, but that wasn't what he was known for. Drew was known for being rich and powerful, able to get anything he wanted without ever hearing the word "no."
I caught the exact moment Drew spotted Kayla. His posture shifted as a charming smile crossed his face. With a few whispered words to his friend, Drew made his way across the room. Kayla was still talking with her fellow cheerleaders, looking effortlessly cute in a fun skirt and a spaghetti-strap top. Her raven hair was pulled back into a ponytail, showing off the diamond earrings she was wearing.


Drew towered over Kayla as he approached her and whispered a quiet greeting. I saw Dan glancing at them in the distance, his jaw tightening when Drew reached out to lightly squeeze Kayla's upper arm. The other cheerleaders had backed away, giving Drew space to speak with Kayla.
Josh leaned toward me. "Drink?"
"Please," I replied.
The five of us made our way to the dining room with the bar setup. As we left with our drinks, I noticed Lexi out of the corner of my eye. She was standing near the archway leading to the back patio, drink in hand. Her red hair caught the light, giving her an almost ethereal look. Two guys were talking to her, but didn't seem to be having any luck. They had no way of knowing Lexi would never touch a guy who wasn't Steven.
"I have a boyfriend," Lexi told them as our group walked by.
"Oh yeah, where is he?" one guy asked, looking around.
"Not his scene," Lexi replied with a careful smile.
The other guy smirked. "Lucky us."
"Keep dreaming, buddy," Lexi laughed, catching my eye and giving me a nod to let me know she was okay.
I still made a mental note to check back later.
Kendall migrated toward the bar, moving like she owned any space she stepped into. Her chin was high as she snagged a drink and passed by several guys whose eyes turned to follow her movements. The gorgeous cheerleader struck up a conversation with a guy I didn't recognize.
He was cute. Brown hair, with a lean frame and a permanent smirk on his face that made me think he was a bit of a wise-ass. He was the same height as Kendall and clearly recognized her. I couldn't hear what was being said, but I noticed Kendall's expression falter the longer they talked. She actually seemed upset and maybe a little nervous.
No one else noticed, and the two soon went their own separate ways. A football player brushed by Derek, clapping him lightly on the back and distracting me. The five of us returned to the living room where people had started dancing. Kayla was talking to Dan, laughing at something he said. Drew was leaning against the banister, sipping on his drink and watching with amusement.
Marcia and Lina were carefully holding their drinks while assessing the room. It was filled with football royalty, sorority power, old money and new ambition. Cliques had already been established and the freshman were learning where they fit in. As I sipped my drink while deep in thought, my phone buzzed in my purse. It was my baby sister.
Melissa: How's the party?
Ashley: Fun! How's homework?
Melissa: It's Friday night, I'm not doing homework.
Ashley: My bad. I thought homework was how you partied with your friends. :P
Melissa: The girls are over. We're watching a documentary on robotics.
Ashley: Five girls who will never get a date.
Melissa: Hey, at least I'll be Valedictorian in two years!
Ashley: Unless Priya beats you. :)
Melissa: Go back to your party.
Ashley: Miss ya, nerd :*
Melissa: Be safe!
We drifted for a bit before finding a beer pong table where two big guys were playing. A few minutes of listening to cheers helped me figure out the guy doing trick shots was Tyler, and the muscular black guy was Mack. The trick shots and trash talk weren't enough to earn Tyler a victory, and Mack was soon taking a bow.
"Who's next?!" Mack asked, scanning the room while Tyler left in defeat. "What about you, blondie?"
"Me?" I pointed at my chest.
"Yeah, unless you're just here to supervise?" Mack laughed.
I smirked. "Please. I don't supervise. I'm the one who needs supervision."
Handing Josh my drink, I pecked his lips before taking my spot and smiling confidently at my opponent. Someone handed me a bottle so I could fill the red plastic cups with beer and set them up. Mack did the same across from me, checking me out the entire time and looking disappointed. He had seen me kiss Josh, so he probably realized he wasn't gonna score.
"Hope you've got aim, freshman," Mack said as he cracked his knuckles dramatically.
"Hope you don't cry when you lose," I replied, spinning the ball between my fingers. "Because I'm about to kick your ass."
I took two shots in quick succession, each one cleanly landing in a cup. Everyone started cheering as I placed my hands on my hips and looked at the room proudly. People noticed who handled attention well; they would remember me. I wasn't just the fun one, I was the fun one who could stay in control.
Mack's first shot hit a rim and bounced off, but the second was perfect. I downed the beer before taking my next turn. We went back-and-forth, with me maintaining a narrow lead until I finally emerged victorious. I blew my admirers a kiss, then grabbed my boyfriend and planted a wet one on him that our audience loved.
Josh was bright red when I released him, while Lina and Derek were watching with wide eyes. Feeling mischievous, I gave Marcia a high-five as I announced I needed to use the little girls' room. When I returned, I pressed a piece of lacy yellow fabric into Josh's palm. Derek looked confused for a moment, until he gasped audibly in realization. Josh pocketed my underwear while Lina blushed and Marcia giggled.
The music sped up and we decided to hit the dance floor. Bodies pressed together as couples and groups formed. Marcia and Lina started teaching a shocked Derek how to move to the beat. The quiet guy was overwhelmed and seemed shocked to be dancing with two cute babes. I soon forgot about them as I lost myself in the experience of dancing with my man.
Josh Greene was my sexy nerd. He was still shy and quiet, but dating me had helped him relax and loosen up just a bit. I pulled him toward the center, grinning as I remembered some of our amazing dates. Josh cooking for me, taking me to the beautiful farm he spent his childhood at. He was going to make a great vet.
I threw my head back and let the music take over. No concerns about social status, no stress from classes or life, just the beat and my body. Josh kissed my cheek mid-spin, making me giggle as my long blonde hair whipped through the air. People brushed against us, but I ignored them as I held Josh's face and kissed him passionately.
"Hey!" a female voice yelled over the music. "No one wants to see that!"
Breaking our kiss, I stayed in Josh's arms as I turned to see another tall, stunning blonde. "You're just jealous you don't have a date."
"Ooh, cheeky," Emily Greene giggled, pointing at me with a finger. "And no. No, it's weird enough seeing my baby brother here. I do not need to see him getting busy on the dance floor."
"Emily!" Josh whined, looking mortified.
"A little tip, babe," I told him, "whining isn't the best way to convince your big sister to treat you like an adult."
"We'll be fine as long as he keeps it in his pants," Emily smirked.
Our group of five became six, with Emily staying with us to tease her little brother. The area was getting crowded as more and more started dancing. Brent Calloway was twirling Brittany McCallister while surrounded by a few of their underlings. Kayla was dancing with Lexi and a few cheerleaders.
Quite a few people were still playing drinking games, while others talked over the music. Leah Roberts was standing in the corner, swaying to the music while trying to blend in with her surroundings. Kendall nursed a drink while leaning against a wall and talking to an older guy. The guy was in his mid-twenties and had a mustache. Something he said made Kendall laugh and reach out to touch his arm.
Emily seemed to think it was her duty to help Derek loosen up and have fun. It wasn't easy, since Josh's roommate was completely overwhelmed. Emily got him dancing, his hands on her waist while he kept looking guiltily at Josh. Derek was holding Emily at arms' length like he was afraid she was going to break. Or suddenly decide to slap him. Fortunately, neither happened.
Lina audibly gasped when a couple of girls got up on a table and started dancing. Their clothes stayed on, but I'm sure the guys dancing beneath them were hoping for a look up their skirts. A couple was making out while leaning against the stone wall, a few guys had taken their shirts off, and people were doing body shots near the bar.
It was Marcia's idea to take a break, which we all agreed was a good idea. We grabbed some waters and stood off to the side to hydrate. Emily was still a chatterbox, and she was covering every topic in the world while trying to make Derek more comfortable around her. Lina and Marcia were talking while Josh just tried to catch his breath.
I surveyed the scene, taking note of the social groups. If I was going to be a sorority girl, I had to know where people stood. Kayla was talking with a couple of cheerleaders, and Drew had disappeared somewhere. Lexi was leaning against an archway with a wine cooler, so I made my way over to her.
"You surviving?" I asked.
Lexi smiled. "Yeah, dancing's fun. Fending off the guys? Not so much."
"They'll move on to easier marks once they realize they're not getting anywhere with you," I replied as I stood beside her and leaned against the stone.
"Problem is that a few of them knew me as a very easy mark a few months ago," Lexi sighed sadly.
"Keith partied here?" I asked in surprise.
"No," she shook her head. "I didn't always party with Keith, remember? I went off on my own to try and feel something."
"Right," I winced.
"Ashwood's only so big, I know a few of these people from other places," Lexi continued as she nodded her head toward the other side of the room. "See that guy?"
I looked over and noticed the college guy Kendall had been talking to, the one with the smart-ass expression on his face. "Yeah?"
"That's Evan, he's a bookie," Lexi explained. "He has other connections, too. Keith lent me to him in exchange for a fake ID once."
"He's in The Crocs?" I whispered.
"Don't ask me that, it's not safe," the redhead reminded me. "Three deaths recently, remember? Plus, the trial. Just... it's safer if I forget some of the things I've seen."
"He should be in jail," I snarled.
"Well, he's not," Lexi snapped. "And you aren't gonna be the next person to get hurt, so drop it."
"Sorry, sorry," I stammered, realizing that Kendall had also disappeared.
A couple of frat guys tried to pick us up a few minutes later, but we fended them off. I didn't want Lexi to be alone, so I dragged her back to my group. Josh took a picture of me dancing with Lexi and Marcia so we could send it to Steven. He was glad we were all having a nice time.
The seven of us decided to explore the house a bit, hoping to find a few of its secrets. It was big. Big and elegant. And old. The stonework was nice, but I liked Steven's modern mansion better. It felt more like a home and less like a statement of status. I promised Lina and Derek to bring them by sometime.
It was getting late, and people had spread out to all areas of the house. Another bar was in the library, and two sorority girls were making out while guys cheered them on. We found the bedrooms, where people were flirting and drinking. There was soft moaning coming from one door we passed, making Derek and Lina both blush. Derek's face was so red, I was surprised sweat wasn't running down him.
Even though mansions were made for snooping, we didn't enter any doors that were shut. It was a shame, since I was curious about what was in the basement. No one was heading that way, so we chose to go back outside instead. There were chairs set up and a few people were drinking. Several others were standing in a circle and passing a joint around.
A group of four was standing in front of the elegant fountain and talking, two guys and two girls. They were definitely flirting, with one guy playfully splashing water at a girl. After a couple more minutes of banter, they started undressing. The fountain was definitely not made for swimming, but that didn't seem like it would stop them from skinny-dipping.
Derek made an adorable squeaking sound when the brunette took her bra off. I had no doubt it was the first time in his life seeing bare breasts in person. Giggling playfully, I covered his eyes and Josh's so they couldn't look. I only removed my hands when the four were splashing around in the fountain.
The nudity was a bit much for the nerdy members of our party, so we went back inside. It was very late, but I wasn't quite ready to leave. The atmosphere and lack of alone time with my boyfriend had left me incredibly wet and horny. I shamelessly grabbed my boyfriend's hand and dragged him away, announcing I needed dick.
"I think Derek's brain is fried," Josh observed as I dragged him through the manor.
"He'll get used to it," I laughed.
"And uh, my sister heard what you said," Josh added.
"She knows her baby brother isn't a virgin," I rolled my eyes. "You're dating a slutty blonde, that comes with responsibilities. It's been way too long since you've fucked me."
We quickly found a free bedroom and I shut the door, noticing that even the furniture was old-fashioned. Grabbing my boyfriend, I speared my tongue between his lips as I pressed myself against him. I was usually the aggressor, and Josh was happy to come along for the ride.
Squatting in front of him, I freed his dick from his pants and started sucking. Josh's shyness disappeared as he reached into my sundress and pulled out my big tits. I took him deep, my blue eyes rolled up to meet him as I gagged on his throbbing manhood. A shudder ran through me when he tugged on my left nipple.
Josh was rock hard, so I took him out of my mouth and led us to the bed. Climbing up, I laid on my back and spread my legs, my tits still hanging out over the top of my dress. He got on top of me, kissing me before trailing his lips down to my boobs. His tongue teased my nipple while he slid his hand between my legs to finger me.
"Mm, that feels good," I purred, tugging on his head. "But you can eat me later. I need you in me now!"
Josh nodded as he got into position and slid himself deep. "Is this what you wanted?"
"Yes! God, yes!" I groaned, arching my back as my pussy held him tight. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
It was hot, dirty sex. My legs were spread wide, knees bent and sandals resting on the comforter. Josh slid his hands beneath my shoulders, holding me to him as he roughly pounded me. I could feel my big tits flopping around on my chest as we continued fucking.
"Fuck, Ashley!" he hissed.
"Holy shit, I'm fucking cumming already!" I announced, my nails digging into his back as my pussy walls rippled. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Josh screwed me through my orgasm, his hard dick keeping me stimulated and making me cum a second time. I expected to switch positions, but neither of us wanted to pause for a single instant. I needed him to stay inside me, and he needed to feel my tightness holding him. Stopping was not an option.
"Fuck!" Josh groaned again, his face red.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" I grunted, my toes curling. "Ungh! Fuck me! Ungh! Fuck my pussy! FUCK!"
"I can't, I'm gonna, ah!" he gasped after only being in me a few minutes.
"That's it, cum inside me!" I begged, wrapping my legs around him and drawing him deep. "Cum!"
My strong internal muscles held his cock as it pulsed, shooting waves of hot cum into me. I shuddered beneath him, moaning his name as his chest squished my tits. The sensation of sticky jizz coating my insides made my entire body come alive with tiny electric shocks as I got to enjoy one last orgasm.
"Sorry," Josh panted while laying on top of me. "I didn't mean to finish that fast."
"All good," I patted him on the back. "I think we both really needed to get off."
"Yeah," he agreed, easing himself out of me and laying on his side. "Sorry we don't get much alone time anymore."
"Not your fault," I whispered, too worn out to move. "Maybe we should just do it in front of Marcia."
"Or Derek," Josh laughed.
"His dick would probably explode," I giggled. "And I don't mean he'd cum. It would literally explode. Pieces of it flying everywhere."
"Mine hurts just thinking about that," he winced.
I reached over and cupped his cock and balls. "I'll keep this beautiful cock safe."
"Thanks," Josh chuckled.
"Mm, fuck!" I groaned, stretching. "I needed that."
"I'm always happy to help," he smirked.
"We'll get together more," I promised. "We probably should get back to the party before your sister comes to get us."
"Yeah, good point," Josh made a face.
"Uh, there's no attached bathroom in this room is there?" I frowned, looking around.
"No, why?" he asked.
"You really filled me up and I'm not wearing underwear," I waggled my eyebrows at him. "I probably shouldn't be partying with cum running down my leg."
I managed to clean up a bit before we went back to the party. The teasing was nice, but there wasn't much worth remembering for the rest of the night. I had socialized and I had gotten my Josh fix. There was still a lot to learn about how I was going to adapt to adulthood. How we were going to adapt. My Slut-sisters. Classes and activities and Hazel's baby. There was a lot to look forward to.
The first week of college was coming to a close. There would be new experiences and new friends. I wasn't scared; I was excited. I was in the prime of my life, with great friends and an amazing boyfriend. Even though college was showing me just how much more growing up I had to do, I wouldn't just pass through, I would thrive.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday August 23, 2025
The sounds of someone shuffling around the bedroom woke me up. Whoever it was hadn't turned on the lights, likely trying not to wake me. Several bumps and bangs ruined that, and the passionate cursing proved it was Lexi in the room. I was pretty sure she had banged her foot on the vanity and spilled the contents of her purse across the counter top.
I had to fight not to laugh at her efforts as I pretended to still be asleep. My feigned stillness was rewarded with the sound of Lexi sniffing something, followed by a rather impressive belch that almost ended my silence. She was mumbling under her breath while trying to get undressed, and I was about to lose control when she stumbled for the third time.
Fortunately, Lexi went into the bathroom a couple minutes later, allowing me to chuckle to myself without being heard. The shower started, followed by the sounds of Lexi singing softly. She must have forgotten about being quiet, since I could hear the lyrics to a song Kayla liked about love being a drug and always being a user. Or something.
Laying on my back, I got comfortable while waiting on her to finish in the bathroom. I hadn't intended on falling back to sleep, but it was late and I was tired. The blanket being tugged off my body caused me to stir, awareness returning to me as I felt a warm body against me. Lexi was moving around and I opened my eyes just in time to see a beautiful pink pussy lowering onto my face.
There was only one thing to do; I extended my tongue and eagerly licked her wet slit. Lexi leaned forward until her boobs were pressing against my stomach as my tongue lashed through her labia. She squirmed on top of me, moaning softly in pleasure at the feel of my lips against her womanhood.
I squeezed her butt and playfully swatted her ass-cheek before running my hands along her sides. My tongue briefly brushed her clit, teasing her with the contact as she shivered on top of me. Lexi started rubbing me from outside my boxers, her hand reaching into the flap to extract my throbbing erection.
Lexi was ten inches shorter than I was, making the sixty-nine position a challenge. She jacked me off while I ate her out before maneuvering herself so she could take me between her lips. I groaned against her pussy, always amazed at just how good a woman's mouth felt around my cock.


"Mm, mm, MMPH!" Lexi squealed as she gulped down several inches. "Mm, mm, gak, mm!"
Holding her ass in both hands, I kept my face buried in her box as pussy juice coated my chin. Lexi continued sucking me, holding me in her mouth as her pleasure built. When she came, she practically screamed around my thickness, the vibrations bringing me off as well. My hips bucked as I filled her mouth with hot cum.
"Your attempt to suffocate me failed," I commented as Lexi rolled off me.
The sexy redhead sat up and I could actually hear her swallow to clear her mouth and throat of my seed. "I've done the blowjob thing to wake you plenty of times. I wanted to change things up and get eaten out."
"Hey, I respect that," I laughed, removing my underwear and tossing them on the floor. "What time is it, anyway?"
"Uh, around three in the morning," Lexi answered, switching on the bedside light before snuggling up beside me. "Just got home."
"Did everyone else get home safe?" I asked, wrapping an arm around my girlfriend.
"Yeah, Kayla's in her room," she nodded, slurring slightly. "The others went back to the dorms."
"That's good," I said as I kissed her forehead. "Did you have fun?"
"I did," Lexi replied. "Still got a nice buzz going on."
"I could tell from the way you kept knocking things over," I chuckled.
"Shut up," she grumbled, running her toes along my calf. "How was your evening? Hazel?"
"Fine," I yawned. "Hazel's the same as always."
"That's a shame," Lexi commented.
"She's been through a lot," I pointed out.
"So have I," the redhead argued. "And I might be a brat, but I'm also a delight."
"Yeah, real delightful," I said sarcastically.
"I am!" Lexi insisted. "I was fending off guys all night."
I felt my stomach tighten. "Lexi, do you ever wish you were dating someone your age? Someone you could go to parties with?"
"Nope, I love you," she responded immediately. "Don't start with that. You're perfect for me."
"I love you, too," I whispered.
"Sorry I left you alone tonight," Lexi rested her head on my chest. "My dumb sister should have been here to keep the bed warm."
"Nicole wanted to go out with her friends," I reminded her. "I can survive on my own for a few hours. I watched a movie with Hazel and went to bed."
"What are we doing this weekend?" she questioned. "Anything fun?"
"I thought we could visit Sarah," I mused. "She pretends she's always fine, but she was shot. That's a big deal."
"Okay, let's do that," Lexi agreed. "We probably need to deal with that subpoena shit, too."
"You'll have to meet with the ADA assigned to the case, Jordan, I think his name is," I explained. "From what Sarah told me, he wants a preliminary meeting next week."
"You'll come with me?" she asked in a small voice.
"Of course," I promised. "I'll be with you every step of the way."
"Thank you," Lexi said in a small voice. "It's weird still seeing people around who were sort-of involved. I can't believe there's actually going to be a trial for some of them."
"Seven," I let out a breath. "David, Keith, and five others from that party."
"It's a start," she ran her fingers along my chest. "If the cops go after the gang, that's on them. I want us as far away from that shit as possible."
"Agreed, though I worry about Sarah," I winced. "Those other five were gang members?"
"Yeah, definitely," Lexi nodded.
"Did you know them?" I asked carefully.
"Hm, let's see," Lexi frowned. "One of them was Jordan, same name as the ADA. I just realized that. Anyway, he's quiet. The muscular bodyguard type who doesn't talk."
"We don't have to get into details," I said quickly.
"I know Eli's been convicted for selling drugs in the past," Lexi continued, ignoring me. "He was always dealing at parties. Zack's a real bastard. Loves to slap a woman around. He was... rough. Nate got arrested a few times for street racing. Ty was in our grade, but got expelled junior year for fighting. And he has a foot fetish."
"You know a lot about that gang," I observed gently.
"I think most of them did me at one time or several," she mumbled. "Until you saved me."
Part of me wanted Lexi to tell the police everything she knew. Unfortunately, gang retaliation was a very real risk. The important thing was that my loved ones were safe. Some would face justice, and the police would eventually topple the gang. Asking an eighteen-year-old survivor to bring down a powerful gang was too much. I wish they didn't have to testify at all, but I couldn't protect Lexi or Kayla.
We talked for a little while longer, and I was grateful Lexi didn't initiate sex. I wasn't in a very sexy mood. The world was a dangerous place where horrible things happened to innocent people. With a baby on the way, two girlfriends, and an adult daughter, I had a lot of family that I would protect. No matter the cost.
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~Saturday August 23, 2025~
A soft afternoon rain fell, providing much needed relief to the parched land of Southern California. I may have been a lifelong local, but even I appreciated the reduced temperature and the break from the brutal sun. Tugging the hood of my thin raincoat over my head, I walked over to Eduardo's, Ashwood's best Mexican restaurant.
Once inside, I removed my coat and ran my fingers through my long blonde hair. The host was standing behind the stand, his eyes wide and mouth slightly ajar. I wasn't wearing anything fancy, just blue jeans and a long-sleeve green t-shirt. It was flattering that the poor boy seemed to have forgotten how to speak.
"T-t-table for one?" the host squeaked.
"No, I'm meeting someone who already has a table," I smiled as I sashayed by him, making sure to lightly touch his arm. "But thanks, cutie."
Sitting at a table by the window was a tall guy in his mid-twenties with a thick brown mustache. I had been friends with Peter since we hooked up at a college party. He helped me start my career and even found me an apartment after my parents kicked me out. It was unusual for him to randomly invite me to lunch, so I was definitely curious.
"Hey, sexy lady," Peter said, standing to hug me. "Thanks for coming."
"Of course," I replied, kissing his cheek.
We sat down and ordered drinks from the waitress. I was only eighteen, so I had to settle for a soda. Peter asked about my roommate while we sipped our drinks and perused the menu. She was still a stripper with an accounting degree, there wasn't much else to say. We even talked about the weather before the waitress returned to take our lunch orders.
"So," Peter began when the young woman left, "there is something I wanted to run by you."
"Another scene?" I asked while dipping a chip in some salsa. "You didn't need to buy me lunch for that, you know I need the work."
"It's a little more complicated than that," he shook his head.
"Oh?" I questioned with interest. "Do tell."
"I went to a party last night at Drew Kensington's place," Peter explained. "Rich college kid, parents always away."
"Still creeping on coeds at your age?" I teased. I knew the place. Old money type manor. Down the street from the Thomson mansion.
"I'm twenty-four, not forty-four," he scoffed. "Anyway, I met a lovely young woman at the party. Tall, pretty green eyes. Cheerleader. Gorgeous smile."
"Am I about to find out your crazy bachelor days are behind you?" I arched an eyebrow.
Peter chuckled lightly before responding. "No, nothing like that. We got to talking and she expressed an interest in our line of work."
"That so?" I bit into another chip.
"Yeah, but she's nervous," he confirmed. "I figured since you're both cheerleaders, maybe you could talk to her and ease her fears. Perhaps you two could do a scene together?"
I swallowed the chip and took a sip of soda as I considered his offer. "I won't try to talk her into it if she doesn't want to do it. It's serious and I don't want her to regret it just because she needs money. I assume that's part of it?"
"Well, yes, it is," Peter admitted. "And I agree with you. Kendall needs to understand what she's getting into. I just want you to talk to her. If you both decide it's not a good idea for her, fine. You know we don't pressure girls."
"I'll talk to her," I said seriously. "Start a group chat and we'll plan a time to meet."
Peter took out his phone and sent a text to both of us as an introduction. The reply was almost instant, telling me she'd been expecting the text. We went back-and-forth for a bit before agreeing to meet up for brunch on Sunday. I saved Kendall Young in my phone promised to talk to her soon.
Our food arrived not long after and I ignored Peter while enjoying my tacos. I loved Mexican food, and Eduardo's was amazing. The owners had been smart enough to open the restaurant next to a nightclub, giving them a ton of business. People would get high behind Club Frenzy then walk next door for nachos. Genius.
"You haven't told me what kind of scene you were thinking of," I reminded him at one point.
"Right," Peter nodded, holding up a finger as he finished chewing and swallowing. "I've known Drew for a while, and he's an impulsive guy."
"Okay..." I trailed off, unsure of where Peter was going.
"Long story short, he wants to be in a video," Peter explained. "His parents are away, so we thought we'd film there."
"Don't you need the owner's permission?" I frowned.
"Yes, and we got it," he smirked. "Drew's dad thought it was hysterical."
"Okay, then," I snorted. "That works, I guess. Drew isn't worried about being recognized?"
"Not really," he shook his head. "I think the girls will be the center of attention."
"Fair point," I agreed. "What's the scene?"
"Having you in a series episode has worked out great," Peter continued. "Your episode of The NailVan is making us a damn fortune. People watch the first two minutes and subscribe."
"Happy to help," I giggled.
"We have another series called 'Filthy Rich Chicks,' or sometimes just 'Rich Chicks,'" he explained. "Perfect for that stone manor. You and Kendall are playing spoiled college trust fund girls. Complain about your parents to your boyfriend for not buying you a yacht or something, Drew suggests wild sex is the best way get back at your parents."
"That's just cheesy enough to work," I nodded my head. "So, we'll be wearing expensive dresses and fake jewels? Maybe tear off the pearl necklace and give me a different kind of pearl necklace?"
"Exactly! You've got it," Peter laughed. "I'd probably play one boyfriend, Drew the other. We'd invite a few friends to help. That kind of thing."
"Are you just gonna do Kendall and I side-by-side or does she mess around with girls?" I inquired professionally.
"Unsure, maybe you can ask about that," he answered immediately. "I agree with you; make sure she understands what she's getting into. How the sex will be, how the video will be out there forever, stuff like that. Make sure we have her full and informed consent."
"No problem," I smiled.
"The plan is to shoot this Friday, the twenty-ninth," Peter said. "First football game of the season is the next day. Drew has a short practice or something so he'll have the evening free."
"Glad he can squeeze us in," I snorted. "What's the plan if she decides against it? Just gonna gangbang me?"
"If that works for you?" Peter looked at me.
"Hey, as long as I'm getting paid," I shrugged and waggled my eyebrows. "Plus it sounds fun."
I spoke with Peter for a little while longer while we finished up with our meal. Peter insisted on paying and helped me put my coat on before we made our way to the front door. The rain had died down, but it was still drizzling so I put my hood up while he walked me to my car.
Two people walked by before I got in my car, and I realized I recognized one of them. Dan Mitchell was a cute guy from high school who I was happy to see. We exchanged a quick hug and he introduced me to the girl he was with. Tasha Hoang was a short Vietnamese girl who he said was his friend. I was intrigued, since Dan usually wasn't just friends with a girl.
The four of us spoke for a few minutes, bringing back memories of high school. I felt a pang of sadness and regret as I thought about how I wasn't going to college with everyone else. Even if I managed to get there in a few years, my friends would be upperclassmen and I wouldn't be experiencing college life for the first time with them.
We said our goodbyes and I drove home to Westbay Apartments. I was still getting used to being an adult, but I had to admit I loved having an apartment. Loud Couple greeted me as soon as I walked in, once again apologizing for screaming at each other at 2:00AM the previous week. I also passed Reptile Guy on my way up to my apartment, noticing the usual snake wrapped around his shoulders. Bitter Divorced Lady insisted on walking with me down the hall and telling me the latest gossip. Apparently Creepy Hallway Guy had gotten arrested for patronizing a prostitute. The panties in the building were temporarily safe from being raided.
"Hey, Britt," Jasmine grunted from the couch when I walked in. "Did you remember to get coffee?"
"I wasn't at the store," I answered, taking off my coat. "I was having lunch with a coworker."
"Another scene?" she asked as I came over and plopped down on the armchair.
"Friday, I think," I sighed, leaning my head back. "I have to meet up with a new girl tomorrow to tell her the realities of porn. She might be doing the scene with me."
"There's no room here if her parents kick her out," Jasmine giggled. "That's why I prefer stripping. There's no recording. Not much touching either. And the pay isn't bad."
"Porn pays more and I don't have to work as much," I shrugged, pulling out my phone. "Plus the real money is my SeeMe account."
"Where guys pay twenty a month for pics of your butt hole?" she laughed, stretching out on the couch.
"Well, yes, that's part of it," I admitted, opening the app. "A lot of them just want to talk to me sometimes."
"About what?" Jasmine wondered, brushing her raven hair over her shoulder. "Guys in the VIP room usually just want me to shake my tits in their face."
"Anything," I answered as I started replying to messages. "They ask me me how my day was and are thrilled when I take an interest in them. Movies, music, normal stuff."
"Seriously?" she arched an eyebrow incredulously.
"Yes," I insisted. "I mean, I get the usual creeps. I don't mind dick pics, and some guys actually ask me to rate their cocks. The creepy ones are the guys who try and convince me to tell them my real name, or offer me money to meet up with them for real sex. A few of them offered to pay for my plane ride to them."
"There must not be any good whores where he lives," Jasmine laughed. "I've been offered large sums before."
"Never been tempted?" I wondered, looking over at her.
"A few times, yeah," she shrugged. "When I was low on cash. A few girls do it, but I don't."
"I do sext a bit with some of them, but nothing crazy," I added. "A few live shows, stuff like that."
"I do dirty talk," Jasmine nodded. "Even gets me hot sometimes, too. I love being able to get a man to just lose all control. Knowing he's mine and would do anything for just one more song with me. Mm, makes me wet."
"What time are you going in tonight?" I asked while texting with a lonely engineer about his unrequited love.
"Oh yeah, that's what I wanted to tell you," she pointed at me. "It's a rare Saturday night off for me. Wanna hit Club Frenzy?"
"You're off from the strip club and want to go to the nightclub?" I smirked.
"Hey, I need to party and drink," Jasmine argued. "You want in or not?"
"I was just in the area," I mused while replying to another message confirming my boobs were natural. "Lunch was at Eduardo's. I guess it could be fun. Sure, let's go."
Jasmine decided to go to the store, leaving me with the place to myself. I relaxed for a bit before heading to my room for a scheduled show. Messages came in fast as guys joined my room and asked me questions. I was getting good tips, so I quickly got naked and played with my boobs for their viewing pleasure. At their insistence, I opened my legs and let them watch me masturbate. It was good for business and I even got a nice orgasm.
After my show, I took a quick shower and heated up some frozen food for dinner. Jasmine ate with me and helped clean up so we could relax with a movie before going out. While playing on my phone, I got a surprising text. My heart jumped in my chest as I realized who was reaching out.
Marcos Sanchez was a tall, dark, and handsome man I had met at Amber Lights, the strip club where Jasmine worked. Everyone seemed to be afraid of him, yet no one really knew how the rich guy made all his money. Just looking at him made me cream my panties. He even knew I was in porn but didn't seem to care.
Marcos: Hey gorgeous, how's life treating you?
Brittney: Better now that a cute guy is texting me. ;)
Marcos: Oh? You like him?
Brittney: Yeah, but he's this rich, powerful guy. I'm just a poor girl who does porn to get by.
Marcos: If he's smart, he won't judge you for your career choice.
Brittney: I hope he is...
Marcos: Perhaps we can discuss it over dinner on Wednesday?
Brittney: A date on a Wednesday? Interesting.
Marcos: Work's been crazy, it's the only night I have free. If that's okay? I can pick you up.
Brittney: I graciously accept, sir.
Marcos: I'll be there at six.
Brittney: I can't wait!
"What's that grin about?" Jasmine asked, making me jump.
"Oh, uh, nothing," I stammered pathetically.
"Try again," she giggled, looking over at me.
"Marcos asked me to dinner Wednesday," I admitted with a small blush.
"Oh," Jasmine stated, eyes wide. "Just, um, be careful, okay?"
"I still don't understand why you're so scared of him," I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, he's intimidating, but he's been nothing but charming from what I've seen."
"My boss is scared of him," she said. "That's all I need to know. Be careful, Brittney."
"I know how to take care of myself," I insisted, wondering about Marcos' line of work. "If things get weird, I'll get out."
"Thank you," Jasmine whispered.
We talked awkwardly for a few more minutes until the movie ended and it was time to head to the club. I put on a cute skirt and top while Jasmine chose a green dress that matched her eyes. My blonde hair fell freely down my back, and Jasmine put some of her hair into a ponytail, while letting the rest hang beneath it in a midnight wave.
Club Frenzy wouldn't card me, so we ordered a ride there with plans to drink. It was just getting dark when we arrived, but the music was already pumping and the club was lit up as people entered the building. They rushed in, clearly attempting to avoid the small group of protesters who were holding signs with religious sayings.
"They're protesting a nightclub? Seriously?" I scoffed while a pastor shouted something about the sins of the flesh.
"Unless they're protesting tacos, yeah," Jasmine commented, scanning the crowd. "Drinking, dancing, they must hate it."
"It's probably the sex that bothers them the most," I replied as we walked toward the entrance.
Their chants were impossible to understand due to their lack of coordination and their small numbers. The laughter and bustle of the people in line were enough to mostly drown them out. I heard a few things about alcohol, maybe something else about destroying the virtue of youth. I wasn't really paying attention until Jasmine suddenly grabbed my arm and led me toward the protesters.
"Greg? Greg Marshall?" Jasmine yelled, squinting as she looked at a guy in his twenties. "It IS you! Is Grace here, too? Oh! There she is! Why do you seem so upset? You two are always so sweet at the club."
"What's she talking about, Greg?" a tan guy in his forties asked.
"Uh, nothing, nothing John!" Greg stammered as his wife hid behind him. "She's crazy. Must be the drugs."
"So, I just imagined your wife coming with you to the VIP room last Tuesday to celebrate your birthday?" Jasmine frowned, placing her hands on her hips.
"Lying! Another sin," Grace growled. "Peddle your nonsense somewhere else, young lady!"
"Tuesday was your birthday, Greg," the pastor looked at Greg with concern. The pastor was a tall, well-dressed man in his late-forties. "What exactly have you been up to?"
"Nothing! I have no idea what Jade is talking about!" Greg yelled, his face red. "You can't believe her Pastor Elijah."
"How'd you know my stripper name is Jade?" Jasmine countered.
"Greg, this is deeply disturbing," the tan guy in his forties continued. "We were led to believe the members of Covenant Path Fellowship held themselves to a higher moral standard."
"We certainly do, John," Pastor Elijah insisted. "Greg, what do you have to say for yourself?"
"This is ridiculous," Greg stammered, pointing an accusing finger at John. "We never should have accepted you! Your bad parenting is why your daughter got knocked up! You must have told this stripper lies!"
"Bye Greg! It was nice to see you! Grace, please bring him by any time! Call me!" Jasmine made the classic thumb and pinkie finger phone gesture, even though neither of us had ever used an old phone like that.
The protest devolved into shouting as accusations flew while Greg and Grace tried to defend themselves. I looped my arm through Jasmine's as we made our way into the club, both of us giggling uncontrollably. We grabbed a couple of drinks and I dragged Jasmine to a table to ask for details.
"So, Greg and Grace?" I shouted over the music before sipping my drink.
"We get a lot of married couples," Jasmine yelled back. "They wanna spice things up without actually touching another person."
"They're regulars?" I questioned.
"Real sweethearts, too," she confirmed. "Tuesday was Greg's birthday. I got naked in the VIP room with them and they got so hot they ended up fucking on the floor. I can still see Grace's tits flopping around over her bra while Greg did her from behind. They didn't even care that I was there."
"Sounds like a fun night," I laughed.
"I didn't realize they were such hypocrites though," Jasmine sighed. "Sex is nothing to be ashamed of."
"You don't have to tell me that," I nodded.
Jasmine offered her hand. "C'mon, let's dance. I need to find a hot guy to grind on."
We danced, we drank, we flirted. We found hot guys to grind on. I wasn't in the mood for a hookup, but the drinks were flowing and I was happy to dance and tease. Jasmine found a tall black guy she really liked, inviting him to stay with us and drink. The two of them made out on the dance floor, his hands on her ass while she clung to him.
When it was time to leave, Jasmine invited her guy back to our place. I sat up front in our rideshare so they could make out in the back. The driver was blushing the entire ride. At one point he let out a shocked gasp, causing me to check the back seat. Jasmine had her head in the guy's lap, sucking his dick with abandon while he played with her tits.


I thanked the driver as Jasmine ran into the building with her new friend. Pecking his cheek, I laughed as I followed them up to our apartment. Jasmine's dress was around her waist as they tore at each other's clothes and slipped into her bedroom, slamming the door behind them.
That night I fell asleep to the rhythmic banging of Jasmine's headboard hitting the wall as she screamed to get fucked harder.
~Sunday August 24, 2025~
I slept later than I intended Sunday morning, almost forgetting about my brunch with Kendall. Wearing a long t-shirt and a pair of panties, I made my way to the bathroom. Jasmine's door was ajar and she was enjoying some morning sex, riding her guy in reverse cowgirl. She'd make a great porn star; perfect undulations, sexy moans, huge bouncing breasts. Damn, they were even bigger than mine.
Rushing through my morning routine, I dressed in casual clothes and downed a cup of coffee at the table. Jasmine led her new friend to the table, both of them laughing and flirting as they touched and kissed. I made small talk with her conquest while Jasmine made them something to eat. Then I was out the door.
Kendall wanted to meet at a popular restaurant chain that served comfort food. I sized her up as soon as we met, curious how she'd look on screen. Dressed in jean shorts and a spaghetti-strap top, she was taller than I was and had an athletic frame. Wavy dirty-blonde hair, green eyes, a perfect body; yeah, she'd be just fine.
We exchanged a quick hug and took a walk around the on-site general store while waiting for a table. I could tell Kendall had a lot on her mind, but I was able to make her smile as we talked about cheerleading. She had a great smile, and the kind of innocent, yet pretty face that guys loved. Kendall didn't look like a girl who would do porn, which made her all the more desirable.
A table was ready for us a few minutes later and I sat across from the nervous girl, trying to make her comfortable. The best way to do that was to have a normal conversation, like normal teenage girls. We both had experience as popular cheerleaders, so there had to be things we could talk about.
Porn didn't end up being mentioned at all; neither did any of Kendall's problems. It was great. She was a lot like me; confident, outgoing, loved partying and being the center of attention. At nineteen, Kendall was a sophomore majoring in nutrition. I was envious of her being a cheerleader for the CSUA Phoenixes. Being cheer captain in high school didn't seem too impressive next to being part of a genuine Division One squad.
I told Kendall about growing up in Ashwood, about always being the popular girl; the sexy cheerleader everyone either wanted to be or bed. Kendall grew up in a small town in Mississippi called Natchez. Guys often took her for romantic walks along the bluff with amazing views of the Mississippi River. It was apparently a common tactic the local guys used to get girls to give it up.
My finances weren't in the best shape, but I still paid when the bill arrived. Kendall had been in Ashwood for over a year, but she still happily accepted my offer to show her around. We had a lot to talk about, and I was grateful that it was a nice day. The sun was out and a soft breeze kept the temperature bearable.
Strawberry Park was named after the patches of wild strawberries grown throughout the entire park and hiking trail. Like most Ashwood natives, I had memories of walking the trail to the lake with the small waterfall. I remembered picking strawberries, swimming, and walking through the park.
"Oh, I love Strawberry Park," Kendall smiled when we approached one of the parking areas.
"Damn, you've been here before?" I sighed.
"It's just like back home," Kendall giggled. "I've been on a few dates here. Guys know nice scenery can put a chick in the mood."
"I guess I didn't realize it happened in college since you have dorm rooms to use," I replied, parking the car. "Pretty much everyone in my senior class has been here for some after-date privacy."
"Dorms aren't perfect," she told me. "Yeah, no angry parents with guns, but you usually have a roommate. Sock on the door doesn't always work, so yeah, a few girls on the squad have gotten some action here."
"That include you?" I waggled my eyebrows.
"Wouldn't you like to know," Kendall teased before opening her door and getting out of the car.
I ran around the back of my car to catch up to her. "Hey, I'll share my secrets!" I pointed toward another side of the dirt lot. "A football player did me in his back seat over there. To the left, I fucked in the back of a van. I gave my first blowjob in this lot. I've also been skinny dipping in the lake a few times."
Kendall crossed her arms and smirked as we walked along the path. "I prefer someplace classier, but I might have hooked up here a time or two."
"Ha! I knew it!" I declared, practically skipping.
"Not my fondest memories," Kendall sighed, jogging to keep up with me. "One guy brought me straight here because he wanted sex in his backseat. No date, just asked me out and assumed I'd fuck."
"I hope you slapped him," I winced, slowing down as we turned down the trail.
"Close," she winced. "I sucked him off. He took me for cheap food and dropped me off. And I'm a nutrition major."
"I've definitely dated a few losers," I said in sympathy.
"I think every girl's regretted a few of the dicks she's pleased," Kendall reasoned.
"Every cheerleader I've ever known, at least," I added.
It was getting late in the season for strawberries, but we found a few ripe ones to snack on while walking. Cheerleading came up again, with Kendall telling me she was a base on the squad. I could tell she had some jealousy issues with how naturally gifted freshman Kayla Thomson was. Too gorgeous for words, rich, cheer prodigy; I understood the jealousy.
"So," I began while we sat on a rock and watched the waterfall. "Peter tells me you have some questions for me."
Kendall turned to me immediately. "If I do this, will I never be able to fall in love and get married?"
"Okay, we're diving right in," I laughed lightly. "Some guys would definitely judge you for it, but why would you wanna settle down with them anyway? I actually met someone recently who knows. We have a date Wednesday."
"That's good," she swallowed weakly. "I'm happy for you."
"You don't want to do this, do you?" I probed gently. "It's not a bad thing if you don't. Most women wouldn't even consider porn."
"It isn't doing the scene itself," Kendall explained as she absentmindedly played with some dirt and leaves on the rock. "It's what happens if everyone finds out."
"A few people might figure it out, but it's less common than you'd think," I answered slowly. "There's a lot of porn out there, a lot of porn stars. Before I did this, I looked. I checked out the most popular porn stars and tried to see if I could find their real name online. Other than the most famous names in the business, there were no leaked names."
"Really?" she looked hopeful.
"Plenty of women sell nudes on SeeMe, others make amateur adult content," I continued confidently. "I've been recognized a couple of times, but that's rare. Most people just don't make the connection, even if they've seen you performing."
"'Performing,'" Kendall giggled, smiling at me shyly. "That's a nice way of putting it."
"The business takes this stuff very seriously," I told her gently. "This is a big deal, Kendall. You have the rest of your life ahead of you. They will own the videos they make of you, and you will never be able to get them off the internet. Don't do this if it's just because you need some money right now."
"I understand," she watched the other people in the area, looking deep in thought. "Thank you for being straight with me."
"Is this only about money?" I asked delicately.
"Not exactly," Kendall let out a breath. "I do love to party, but it isn't that either. I want control. I want to be able to control my life, not have it controlled."
I nodded seriously, knowing the value of not having to rely on parents. "Okay."
"I do have some debts I need to pay off," she admitted. "I, ah, bet kind of heavily on the games last year. The people I owe..."
"You are only doing this for money," I accused, frowning at her. "Were you threatened? I don't know anyone, but I'm sort-of close with someone who has a detective friend. Maybe they can help."
"No, no! That's not it," Kendall insisted. "Peter making the offer just made me realize I could be independent and deal with my other problems. I got a job over the summer break to try and save, but, well, they had some great sales on shoes back home."
"I understand completely," I smirked. "You want some advice about monetizing this?"
"Yes, please," she nodded eagerly.
"Start a SeeMe," I advised. "They will own whatever content they film, but you will always own you. Come up with your stage name early, and start a SeeMe for when the films come out. There are a ton of hot chicks in porn, but there will be some who think you are the hottest one. They'll subscribe. Give them content and they'll stay subscribed. Control. That's control."
"I-I could do that," Kendall looked quite happy with the idea. "Then it's like X-Star Entertainment is paying me for advertising."
"Exactly!" I grinned, happy she understood. "So, are you sure? Are you going to do this?"
"You've convinced me I can keep it private and still live a normal life," Kendall smiled softly. "It'll change me, but everything does. I'm in. We just need to come up with my porn star name."
"Do you want something that sounds like a real name, or something ridiculous like, I don't know, 'Miss Juggs?'" I questioned.
"Oh, because 'Cherry Angel' is so realistic," Kendall teased. "I got mostly dessert recipes when searching for your videos."
"Okay, that's fair," I conceded while watching a flock of birds fly overhead.
"I think I want a name that sounds like it could be a real person's name," she mused. "I did see a porno once that was really hot. Dad did the babysitter scene. Her name was Cindy. I liked it."
"It's perfect," I smiled. "Last name?"
"I'm a CSUA Phoenix, how about 'Phoenix?'" Kendall blushed slightly. "Cindy Phoenix."
"I love it," I told her honestly. "Does this mean we're on for Friday?"
"It does," she confirmed. "What else do I need to know?"
"Uh, you're on the pill, right?" I suddenly asked.
"Yes, of course," Kendall laughed. "I know I'll get cum in my pussy. Anything else?"
"People tell horror stories about porn, but X-Star is great," I answered. "They'll go over all sex acts that might come up and ask if you have any limits."
"I don't wanna get peed on or anything," Kendall made a face.
"Hey, don't judge," I nudged her shoulder. "Anyway, did Peter explain his plan for the scene? Drew must know who you are."
"Peter told me and Drew will be quiet about it," she stated confidently. "He can't let it get out that he's in the film, too."
"Okay, then," I replied, waiting until a few people walked by us before continuing, "did Peter mention everything that will be required for the scene?"
"Guys using all of my holes, multiple guys at once, cum on and in me," Kendall counted on her fingers. "I've done anal before, but I've never taken more than one guy at a time. That'll be interesting."
"It's intense," I smiled lightly. "Anything else?"
"Uh..." she trailed off. "Spanking, slapping, hair-pulling, guys calling me names."
"You're missing a big one," I told her.
"Uh, I covered rough sex and cocks everywhere..." she frowned as she thought. "Titty-fucking?"
"There's that, but I was thinking about the girl-on-girl action," I grinned. "It's not a focus of the scenes, but cum-swapping is popular. So is a chick slurping out a creampie."
"That's a fun way of asking if I'll have sex with you," Kendall blushed. "I've kissed girls a few times at parties. I'm open to it."
"Don't worry, I'll be gentle," I purred sexily.
"I won't be," Kendall winked cutely.
We ended up spending the day together. It almost felt like a date. Since we were planning on doing a porn scene together, we flirted quite a bit. I even treated Kendall to a movie. To save her money on a rideshare, I gave her a ride back to the dorms. We hugged goodbye, with me teasing that our first kiss should be when we had cum on our lips.
It was a nice Sunday. Thankfully, my roommate kicked her one-night stand out before I got back to the apartment.
~Wednesday August 27, 2025~
"How do I look?" I asked my roommate after inserting myself between the couch and the television.
"Hm," Jasmine mused as she sat up on the couch. Holding her hand out with a finger pointing down, she slowly spun it. "Twirl."
Rolling my eyes and smirking, I held my arms to the side and twirled several times while balancing on my heels. "Happy?"
"That you're dating a scary guy who could probably make us both disappear? Not even a little bit," she replied with a sigh.
"Oh, stop worrying," I laughed, gesturing at her with my small black clutch purse. "Just answer the question."
"Impressive cleavage," she nodded her head to my chest, where my little black dress lifted and pressed my tits together. "Long legs, your hair's styled nice." Jasmine smacked her lips as she observed the shortness of my dress. "All together? You look like you command a high hourly rate."
"Seriously?" I grumbled. "You're saying I look like a hooker?"
"Don't like nouns? How about an adjective," Jasmine teased. "Slutty? Easy?"
"Jasmine!" I whined pathetically, tossing my head back. "Help me!"
"I'm trying to help!" she argued, leaning forward on the couch. "You said he's taking you someplace expensive. Do you really wanna look like he's paying for the food AND you?"
"No, I don't want to remind him I fuck on camera for a living," I admitted reluctantly. "What do I do?"
"Do you have anything a little more modest?" Jasmine inquired. "Maybe one that'll let you bend over without showing everyone your ass?"
"I have other dresses," I answered as my roommate stood and started following me to my bedroom. "I'm not sure how many are fancy enough for an expensive restaurant."
"Black was a good choice," she replied while we approached my closet. "The tits hanging out wasn't."
"Alright, you made your point," I grumbled, shimmying out of the dress and letting it puddle at my feet. "I've never been so nervous for a date."
"Not too nervous, apparently," Jasmine commented as she gestured to my black lace bra and pantie set. "Nice undies. A girl only wears matching underwear if she plans on them being seen."
"It's just underwear," I rolled my eyes before squatting to pick up my dress.
"I'm just saying, this is a real date," she said. "It's not a one-night stand. You really like him."
"Yeah, so?" I blushed, hugging my dress to my chest.
"I might not approve, but I can tell this is a big deal for you," Jasmine continued. "He'll spend the whole night wondering if he's gonna get lucky, seems like you already know."
"I actually don't know," I sighed. "I do like him and that scares me. Maybe if I put off sex he won't think I'm just some cock-loving whore."
"If that's all he thought of you he wouldn't be going through this much trouble," she argued. "Trust me, Marcos can get all the easy pussy he wants."
"I hope he really likes me," I whispered, more to myself than my roommate.
"Waiting could be a good idea," Jasmine shrugged. "It would show that you care about the emotional connection. My advice? Just see what happens. And, you know, stay safe."
"I'll be fine. If not, maybe he'll mail you my finger in a box or something," I scoffed. "Now, are you gonna help me pick out a dress?"
We decided on a knee-length black dress with a modest neckline. The shoulder straps were thicker and led down to a v-neck that only showed a hint of cleavage. It was a good choice; I felt pretty. The nerves before a first date and wondering how things would go made me feel innocent again. Like there was still so much more to discover.
Marcos came right up to my door to pick me up like a true gentleman. The handsome Latino was incredibly sexy in a dark blue suit with his hair perfect. He was wearing his usual sunglasses and holding a bouquet of red roses in his hand as he smiled at me charmingly.
"You are beautiful," Marcos declared, presenting me with the flowers.
"Thank you," I smiled, accepting the roses. "Do you want to come in for a minute? I need to put these in a vase."
"Yes, thank you," he inclined his head and stepped into the apartment as Jasmine approached timidly. "Good evening, Jasmine. It's nice to see you."
"H-hi," Jasmine stammered. "Can I get you something to drink?"
"I appreciate the offer, but I think I'll wait until we get to the restaurant," Marcos said as I filled a vase with water.
"Okay," my roommate smiled politely. "Let me know if you change your mind."
"No bodyguard today?" I asked before he could reply.
"I wanted to be alone with you," he answered quickly. "Should I be concerned for my safety?"
"Not with me, but Jasmine can be vicious," I giggled, placing the vase on the table.
"I guess I'll need you to protect me," Marcos chuckled.
"Don't worry, she's full of shit," Jasmine commented. "Although, she is also a classy lady. I hope you show her a good time."
"Oh, I know she is the height of elegance," Marcos smiled and bowed slightly. "I assure you, I will do my best to provide her with a nice evening."
"In that case," Jasmine smirked, finding her confidence again, "her curfew is a week from Thursday."
A wave of jealousy crashed into me as Marcos and Jasmine shared a laugh. I knew Jasmine had slept with him, and despite her fear of him she had said he was a very skilled and attentive lover. It was just sex so there was no reason to be jealous. The feeling was also quite new to me, making me realize I absolutely had the hots for the guy.
After a few more minutes of conversation we said our goodbyes and Marcos walked me outside where his car was waiting. It was a gorgeous midnight blue two-door sports car that probably cost more than the average home. The scene was slightly ruined by Reptile Guy staring at the car while holding a bearded dragon.
We had a reservation at the most exclusive restaurant in Ashwood. Everyone was dressed in elegant gowns or pressed suits, and every inch of the place proclaimed its status. Intimate lighting, white linens, and tasteful decorations; it was the nicest place I had ever been.
The waiter didn't ask to see my ID when I ordered what turned out to be the best tasting white wine I'd ever had. When looking at the menu, I immediately noticed that there were no prices listed. Anyone who needed to ask couldn't afford it. I looked across the table at Marcos, noticing that he still had those sunglasses on, apparently unwilling to ever let anyone see his eyeballs. It was interesting that no one questioned it, since the glasses weren't exactly appropriate for such a nice restaurant.
"Let me guess," I began teasingly, "you're a demon? The glasses are to hide the glowing red eyes."
"You got me," he chuckled before taking a sip of his drink. "It started as a technique to try and make business deals feel less personal; no eye contact. Now it's a habit."
"Well, I guess I have my mission," I purred. "I need to get some good eye contact."
Wine and conversation flowed as we enjoyed a delicious meal together. We stuck with safe topics: favorite foods, movies, music. I learned he was an avid reader and that he had good taste in music, but that was about it. Marcos was secretive and I didn't even know where all the money came from.
I was realizing that we had a lot more in common than I previously thought. Both of us were outgoing and confident; everyone knew who we were, but no one REALLY knew us. He might be intimidating and mysterious, but I was starting to think we'd fit really well together. Maybe I could finally have something real.


"I wonder if anyone here thinks I'm your daughter," I joked while we were finishing our drinks after he paid for the meal.
"Because we look so much alike?" Marcos chuckled.
"Good point," I smiled. "Since you're robbing the cradle, can I ask how old you are?"
"Forty-one," he answered immediately. "I am old enough to be your father."
"Didn't stop you from asking me out or letting me blow you that one time," I waggled my eyebrows.
"I guess I just couldn't resist," Marcos replied charmingly. "You're a beautiful woman, Brittney O'Connor."
"You're a handsome and mysterious man, Marcos," I responded, looking at him sadly. "I hope you're not planning on taking me home after this? I am determined to get to know you."
"In the interest of trying to be more open, how'd you like to come by my place?" he offered.
"Hm, someone's confident," I giggled.
"It has nothing to do with sex, I promise," Marcos said quickly. "I don't usually invite people over. I really like you and wanted to show that I can let someone in."
"In that case, let's get out of here," I downed the rest of my wine in one big gulp.
Holy shit. Holy fucking shit. Marcos lived in a gorgeous penthouse with huge windows that offered a view of Ashwood. It had an open floor plan, with a great big space for the kitchen, dining room, and living room. There were a couple of rooms on the first floor, and the staircase likely led to the bedrooms.
I removed my heels and soon ended up sitting beside him on the couch with a glass of wine. "This place is gorgeous."
"I'm glad you approve," he inclined his head.
"Um, I'm really curious about what you do for work," I admitted, hoping he'd answer.
"It's not as mysterious as people seem to think," Marcos chuckled. "I did a lot of business consulting work. My timing was great and I ended up with quite a nice percentage of several successful businesses in Ashwood. The local clubs, including the one your roommate works at."
"That's not nearly as sketchy as Jasmine made it sound," I couldn't help but comment. "I'm almost disappointed."
"Well, Jasmine has no idea, so who knows what theories she's come up with?" he reasoned.
"Good point," I laughed. "Thank you for telling me."
"Of course," he took a sip of his drink.
"I feel like we both keep people at arm's length," I said a couple minutes later.
"I know that's true for me," Marcos nodded. "What about you? You seem like a well-adjusted young lady."
"I make a living doing porn," I reminded him with an arched eyebrow.
"You're gorgeous," he shrugged. "I can't judge you for making use of that."
"Nice way to put it," I scoffed.
Setting his drink on the table, Marcos slid closer to me and wrapped an arm around my shoulders. "I'd like to get to know you better. Tell me what makes you the person you are."
The words fell out of me before I could stop them. I kept talking and talking and talking. I covered my childhood; having a lot of friends and always having someplace to go or something to do. Then I covered high school; I was a popular cheerleader that girls were jealous of. It should have been perfect.
My senior year was wild. I became cheer captain even though Kayla Thomson was so much more talented. Despite working hard, I just couldn't move the way she did and I felt like I was the wrong choice. Losing my virginity to a guy I barely knew to get it over with, going to parties and hooking up. The sex was fun, but empty. Then I met Peter
Peter and I had some great sex. He made the offer to star in films, and I realized I could reach a point where I could depend on myself. No one else. Of course, my parents found out long before I thought they would. I had to sell the expensive purses and shoes to afford an apartment. The money per scene wasn't nearly as good when I also had to pay living expenses.
I was overwhelmed with emotion and couldn't resist lunging at Marcos and kissing him passionately. He was kissing me back, his tongue probing my mouth as I pressed my body against him. My nails dug into his muscular bicep while his hand cupped my breast from outside my dress.
We continued to make out, either for minutes or hours; I couldn't tell which. His hand eventually found my thigh and started sliding up my dress. I spread my legs, indicating I wanted him to continue. I moaned into his mouth when his fingers pressed against my pussy through my underwear.
For someone so young, I had a lot of experience with sex. I had starred in porn and done quite a few intense scenes. Despite all the dicks I've had, nothing had ever felt so good as when Marcos pushed his fingers inside me. I came just from the feel of his hand down there. It was fucking amazing.
I tried to maintain our kiss, but the feelings from just getting fingered were too much. I ended up leaning back against the couch, my hand holding his wrist while I squirmed. His name fell from my lips as I begged him to go faster. Moments later I tensed up, my butt lifting off the couch as I came so hard I lost complete control of my body.
"I'm guessing you enjoyed that?" Marcos chuckled as he slid his fingers out of me.
I was gasping for breath as I glanced over at him and gave him a thumbs-up. "Good job."
"Thank you," he inclined his head.
Instead of responding with words, I knelt on the couch cushion and leaned over to look into his face. My hands reached up and I gently touched the sides of his sunglasses. Marcos didn't stop me as I took off his sunglasses and admired his brown eyes. I pecked his lips.
"Sorry," I giggled slightly. "You were probably expecting me to return the favor."
"No apologies necessary," he whispered. "You don't owe me anything."
"What do you really want?" I asked him softly. "If you could do anything with your life without worrying about money, what would it be?"
"Aren't you bold," Marcos commented with a smirk.
"No, I just want to get to know you," I admitted gently. "Not the you that you want everyone to see. Otherwise we're just wasting our time."
"I would teach literature," he answered slowly. "There are so many amazing works out there. Classics, new stuff, stories that create entire universes. I have a complicated past, and I'd love to teach kids to love books. It would make the world a better place."
"I think I just started ovulating. Fuck..." I breathed.
"Why Brittney, you just might be a literary master yourself," Marcos teased.
"Fuck you," I giggled cutely, pecking his lips again.
"I'd love to enjoy your company a little longer," he started slowly. "If I found you a toothbrush and something to wear, would you be interested in staying over? I promise I'm not looking for sex."
"I actually believe that," I swallowed weakly. "I feel like you don't usually let people stay over."
"You'd be right," Marcos nodded.
He found me sweatpants and a t-shirt to wear while he changed into the same thing. It was nice seeing him dressed down; no ridiculous glasses, no acting the tough guy for the world. We cuddled on the couch with a movie, completely relaxed. Marcos wasn't wearing the glasses, and I was letting the girls breathe without a bra.
After the movie, he took me to his large bedroom so we could snuggle under the covers before bed. We kissed a bit, but it was mainly talking. I told him about my hobbies, and some of my adventures. He was still secretive, but I felt like I was starting to know the real Marcos.
"I have a scene scheduled for Friday," I told him at one point.
"That's good," he said, holding me close. "I'm sure the money will be nice."
"Ask me not to do it and I won't," I declared, clinging to him. "I'll give it all up and figure out something else. I won't touch other guys."
"I can't ask you to do that," Marcos said slowly. "Rent is expensive these days, even with a roommate. You won't make anything close to what you're getting now by selling fast food."
"I don't care, I'll figure it out," I insisted.
"I appreciate the offer, it's really sweet," he brushed a lock of hair out of my face. "I know it's just sex. Like you, I know sex doesn't mean intimacy. What we shared earlier was intimacy. It really doesn't bother me at all. And it doesn't make me want you less."
"Really?" I asked, barely daring to hope.
"Really," Marcos stated firmly.
I kissed him softly for a few minutes before lust took over and I slid my hand to his bulge. Marcos didn't say a word as I ducked my head beneath the covers and extracted his hardness. I took him in my mouth and sucked him for several minutes while he held my hair in his hands. I had a tiny orgasm when he moaned my name as he filled my mouth with his yummy sperm.
For years I had been confident and outgoing, while never letting anyone close. Falling asleep in Marcos' arms was starting to make me believe in happy endings.
~Friday August 29, 2025~
Kensington Manor was a massive structure of stone surrounded by a brick wall and iron gates. It was old. Very old. I felt like I was visiting a castle in some faraway land, not a mansion owned by some rich locals. California didn't have buildings like this. At least, I didn't know of any besides the intimidating one before me.
The scene was being filmed in a large open living room with a massive stone fireplace. We had plenty of furniture to work with, including two large couches, a love seat, and an armchair. There were a couple of tables as well, and even though it was a hardwood floor, all the furniture was resting on a large rug.
It was early evening and we were just about ready to start. Most people never thought about how much went on behind the scenes to film porn. There were bright lights everywhere, along with several stationary cameras. A couple of other people had portable cameras so they could capture every angle. Guys loved closeups for certain scenes.
The male actors would all be wearing jeans and t-shirts since no one cared about their clothes. I was wearing a sleeveless black dress that fell to mid-thigh. The dress had thick shoulder straps and a square neckline. Two of the three buttons at the chest were undone to show a bit of my cleavage. I had on high heels, bracelets, dangling earrings, and three pearl necklaces. All fake, of course.
Kendall looked amazing in a royal blue sequin dress. The dress was backless with thin shoulder straps that crossed at her back. The v-neck was daring and sexy, the entire dress sparkling with her every movement. Her dirty-blonde hair was framing her face and she was wearing similar jewelry to mine. The only difference was she had a single pearl necklace instead of three.
"You ready?" I asked Kendall, approaching her with two cups of water.
"I-I think so," she mumbled nervously, accepting a cup and taking a sip.
"It's not too late to back out," I pointed out. "No one will be mad at you."
"I know," Kendall nodded, blushing slightly. "I am nervous, but I'm kind of excited, too. Is that weird?"
"Of course not," I smiled. "Women love sex, too."
"I got myself off this morning before cheer practice thinking about it," she admitted. "Then I got here and everyone was so professional. It was weird having a stranger remind me to lube up my butt beforehand."
"It's definitely important," I laughed.
"Oh, I know," Kendall agreed. "The first guy I agreed to butt-stuff with had never done it before. We didn't know about lube and, yeah, ow."
"Ouch," I winced in sympathy. "I hope you made him pull out?"
"I did," she confirmed. "The internet helped us figure out where we went wrong."
We were giggling as Drew Kensington approached us with an arrogant smirk, looking handsome and muscular. "Hello, ladies."
"Drew," Kendall blushed.
"Hello," I replied. "You sure you want that face in porn?"
"Positive," he said smoothly, mischief in his hazel eyes. "Even if I'm outed, I can use it to cultivate an image of the rich, handsome ladies' man."
"I can't believe your father let us use the house," Kendall commented.
"My mother would kill him if she found out," Drew laughed. "It might happen if it gets out that I'm involved. That'll be fun."
"Someone's impulsive," I observed with a smirk.
"Impulsive and excited," he added, towering over me. "Every man in the country dreams of a round with the one and only Cherry Angel."
"You don't need to flatter me to get in my pants," I gave him a cute wink. "At least not today."
"I'm also thrilled to be playing your boyfriend, Kendall. Sorry, Cindy," Drew grinned as his eyes devoured her body. "I've been hoping for a chance with you for a year now."
"Looks like you're finally gonna bag me," Kendall blushed, looking down coyly.
Peter loudly announced that it was time to start filming. Kendall's eyes darted around the room, showing she was likely nervous about having sex in front of so many people. In addition to the four of us who were starting the scene, there were also numerous people responsible for filming and lighting.
The other three actors who would be joining the scene were standing behind the cameras. Kendall had only gotten a brief introduction; less than two minutes with the guys who'd be having sex with her. Nick was the tallest, Ray was a sexy Italian guy with a beard, and Bruno was a cute Latino guy with a bit of a beer belly.
We had made a few changes when finalizing the script, but it was similar to Peter's original idea. Drew and Kendall were cuddling on the love seat while I sat with Peter on the couch across the room. I gave Kendall a reassuring nod moments before the scene began.
The series was called Filthy Rich Chicks, requiring the women to come off as spoiled and entitled. I complimented Kendall on her dress and she made sure to tell me how much it cost. The guys were pretending to be bored as their girlfriends talked fashion and country clubs. I removed my heels and leaned back, placing my bare feet in Peter's lap.
Kendall was a good actress, easily discussing wanting to go yachting over the weekend. Drew's acting skills weren't as impressive; he spent most of his time staring at Kendall's cleavage while his hand caressed her thigh. It worked out, since he was supposed to be pretending to be bored of the girl-talk.
"Will you ladies be joining us in Europe this summer?" Peter eventually asked while rubbing my feet.
"Fuck, I wish," I threw my head back and groaned.
"What's more important than a vacation in Europe?" Drew laughed.
"My fucking parents are making me take an internship," Kendall rolled her eyes while twirling a lock of her hair. "They said it will teach me life skills or some other dumb shit."
"Her parents told mine, and now I have one, too," I grumbled. "I don't need life skills, just a trust fund."
"Exactly!" Kendall agreed. "Internships are for regular people. It's fucking bullshit. They won't replace my car if I don't do it."
"Sounds like your parents are giving you a lot of trouble," Peter commented.
"Mainly my dad," I sighed as Kendall nodded in agreement.
"Hey, you're women," Drew spoke up. "It's easy for you to get back at your fathers."
"Oh yeah?" Kendall smirked. "How do we do that?"
"All fathers hate their daughter's boyfriend," Drew explained. "It's basically a law."
"My dad did walk in on us while I was sucking your cock," Kendall giggled and blushed.
"That's the point," Drew grinned. "We should mess around now. You know, to get back at your fathers."
"Aren't your friends coming over soon?" I asked with a raised brow.
"Sure, but they can join in," Drew shrugged.
"You boys wouldn't be jealous?" I looked over at Peter and trying not to laugh at the cheesy lines.
"Nah," Peter shook his head. "What's a little fun between friends."
"What do you think, Cherry?" Kendall asked me.
"Dad does still think I'm a virgin," I laughed. "Oh, this would kill him if he knew. Sure, let's do it."
It was hardly the most elegant setup, but it sufficed for porn. I watched as Drew cupped Kendall's face and started kissing her softly. She looked to be handling things, so I turned my attention to Peter. Sitting up, I smirked at him as I speared my tongue into his mouth while moaning passionately.
Straddling him, I pulled my dress up my thighs as we continued kissing. Peter grabbed my pantie-clad ass, giving the camera a great view. His hands soon slid up my side so he could press my tits together. I lost myself in the moment, forgetting about the cameras. Forgetting about Kendall.
"Fuck, yes!" Drew hissed, causing me to whip my head around and see Kendall's head in his lap while she sucked his cock as it poked out of his jeans.
"Mm, suck that dick!" I growled as Peter buried his face in my cleavage.
Kendall was curled up on the couch, her bare feet curled beneath her as she slurped and sucked. Drew was holding her hair back with one hand while the other pulled up her dress so he could grab her tight ass. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning softly as she focused on giving head.
Peter started sliding my dress up my body, so I returned my attention to him and removed it before tossing it aside. Leaning forward, I started sucking on his neck while he unhooked my bra. He played with my tits for a few moments before urging me to my feet. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, allowing the cameras to get a good look at my nearly-nude body.
I kissed Peter while helping him get out of his clothes. Once he was naked, I slid my panties off and dropped to my knees to suck him for a few moments. He then knelt on the fabric and roughly grabbed my three pearl necklaces too force me onto my hands and knees. My blonde hair cascaded down my back as I shivered in anticipation of being taken from behind. I groaned loudly and tossed my head back when he buried himself inside me.
"Fuck, that's tight," Peter groaned as he held my hips and started thrusting.
Looking straight ahead, I grunted each time his cock filled me, biting my lower lip as a strand of blonde hair hung over my face. I could feel the pearl necklaces against my skin, swinging with my tits and providing an excellent view. My own view was pretty great as well. Kendall was still sucking off Drew, who had his hand between her legs so he could finger her pussy. I knew things were about to escalate.
Grabbing a fistful of Kendall's dirty-blonde hair, Drew pulled her off his cock and looked into her eyes as she gasped for breath. Standing up, Drew removed his clothes while looking at Kendall sitting on the love seat with wide eyes. He roughly grabbed the pearl necklace, yanking Kendall off the couch and onto the rug.
She gasped as Drew put her on her hands and knees, her face less than a foot away from mine. With her panties around her thighs, Drew lifted Kendall's dress and got into position. She was still mostly-covered, which was very sexy. I could see her impressive cleavage, and I was sure the camera was getting a great view of her exposed butt and pussy. Kendall was looking straight at me, anxiety and excitement written all over her face.
Drew reached down, positioning himself at Kendall's entrance. Her mouth opened wide and her eyes rolled back as he pushed into her body. She yelped softly several times as she focused on watching me. I had no doubt one of the cameramen were zooming in to watch Kendall's pussy accept Drew's cock. Another camera was likely focused on our faces; so close together as we watched each other getting fucked.
"Ah! Ah! Feel, ah, good?" I asked through heavy breaths. "Ah! Oh, fuck! Ah!"
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! So! Fucking! Good!" Kendall hissed, her body writhing like a tigress as her blue dress sparkled. "Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!"
Our moans, pants, gasps, and grunts of pleasure filled the room as we took dick from behind. The guys were also grunting with exertion as their hips slammed into us with each thrust. Before long, Peter yanked my head back by the hair and pushed me forward. Drew got the message and did the same with Kendall until my face was inches from hers.


My first kiss with Kendall was when we were both getting pounded from behind. I was naked, while her blue dress was pushed around her waist. It was a passionate kiss, with both of us moaning as we struggled to maintain our lip-lock. I made sure the camera would get a good shot of my tongue spearing into her mouth.
"Hey, what's going on here?" Nick's excited voice asked.
"Looks like we're missing a party," Ray laughed.
"Feel free to come join us," Peter offered, spanking me.
"You sure you're okay with sharing your girlfriends?" Nick questioned nervously.
"Sure, the ladies don't mind," Drew said, pulling Kendall's head back by the hair. "Right?"
"Ungh, um, n-no, ah!" Kendall grunted, her body shaking slightly. "I, ah, I don't mind!"
Nick and Ray started taking off their clothes while Bruno knelt beside me and started playing with my tits. Bruno briefly stopped to remove his t-shirt before tugging on my nipples and making me moan. Ray and Nick were naked, stroking their cocks as they approached Kendall.
"Hey man, let's get her up," Ray suggested.
"Yeah, let's get her clothes off," Drew agreed, holding Kendall's butt as he eased himself out of her.
Peter kept relentlessly pumping my pussy from behind while Bruno stood up to get fully naked. I moaned and moved for the camera while watching as the three naked guys pulled Kendall to her feet. She looked over at me nervously and I gave her a reassuring nod, as well as an expression that I hope conveyed to her she'd be fine; I was also naked and getting railed.
All the attention was on Kendall, with my doggystyle sex just background as the guys ran their hands over her body. Kendall reached out and was jacking off Ray and Nick while Drew squeezed her boobs from outside her dress. Ray leaned in and started kissing her neck, causing Kendall to moan softly. She was into it, but I could still see her right leg shake slightly from nerves.
The foreplay couldn't last long, and it was soon time for Kendall's clothes to come off. Bruno knelt beside me to play with my tits again as Kendall's blue sequin dress puddled around her feet. The bra came next, moments before she was stepping out of her panties. Tall, tight, and gorgeous. Ray and Nick sucked on her tits for a few moments before pushing her back onto the love seat. They stood up on it, waving their cocks in her face as Drew pulled her ass to the edge of the cushion so he could get back at her pussy.
My view was blocked by Bruno getting in front of me and shoving his cock down my throat. He held my head as the two guys spit-roasted me. From the sounds I was hearing, Drew was fucking Kendall again while she alternated sucking on Ray and Nick. She was slurping and moaning loudly, so I was pretty sure she was alright.
"Fuck, suck that dick," Ray grunted as Kendall gagged.
"You gonna cum for us, slut?" Drew asked roughly.
"Oh God, yes!" Kendall cried out, shocking me. "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
Kendall shrieked loudly as the guys cheered her on. I couldn't see around Bruno, but Drew must have felt her pussy walls convulsing. She spit out Ray to announce her orgasm. Moments later her scream was cut off, and I knew either Nick or Ray had shoved a dick down her throat. She was going to be just fine.
I made sure to put on a show as well, slurping all over Bruno's dick while pushing my ass back against Peter. Bruno was playing with my tits, pulling them apart and tugging on my nipples before squishing my boobs together. I had a small orgasm of my own, gurgling and squealing when Bruno's dick lodged in my esophagus.
Without warning, the two cocks slid out of my body, leaving me empty. I squealed as the two guys flipped me over onto my back. Moments later, Kendall was dropped down beside me. I turned and smiled at her as I hooked my ankle over hers. They got a great view of our naked bodies, legs spread and feet planted on the floor.
Bruno knelt between my spread legs while Ray got between Kendall's. We both groaned as the dicks slid into our bodies. Drew knelt beside my head and fed me his cock. I could taste Kendall's love juices and greedily swallowed the sweet nectar. Nick was slapping his dick on my tits while Peter had Kendall suck my pussy juice off him.
For the next position, I mounted Drew and gave him the ride of his life. Kendall rode Nick in cowgirl beside me, the camera getting a great view of our bouncing boobs. I alternated between sucking Ray and Bruno while Peter held Kendall's head and shoved his dick down her throat until his balls rested against her chin.
It was time for double penetration. Kendall and I lowered our bodies, our nipples scraping the guys' chests. Kendall was looking at me with wide eyes as she mentally prepared herself. Peter knelt behind Kendall while Bruno got into position behind me. At the last second, I reached out and took Kendall's hand, lacing our fingers.
"FUCK!" Kendall hissed through clenched teeth as Peter's thick cock pushed up her ass.
"Holy shit, fuck me!" I gasped, feeling Kendall squeezing my hand as two dicks filled me. "Fuck my ass! Fuck me!"
We girls grunted and groaned, we squealed and yelped; we cursed and moaned as our holes were relentlessly pounded while the cameras got the best angles and views. Naturally, the cocks in our butts would occasionally pull out to show our gaping ass holes to the camera. It was intense.
Kendall was the first to be made airtight. Her pretty green eyes went wide when Ray pushed his dick in her mouth. She screamed around his thickness as her young body flailed among the three men in what was obviously an intense orgasm. I received the same treatment after while Kendall's body hung limply as she tried to recover.
Every configuration imaginable was tried for the pleasure of the future viewers. I took on all five guys at once: ass, pussy, mouth, titty-fuck, handjob. Kendall and I got DP'd while riding reverse-cowgirl and sucking cock. I was getting done in the armchair while Kendall knelt across the couch taking on two guys.
They put us in a sixty-nine and we got our first taste of each other's pussies. Kendall really got into eating me out, making me cum hard. Guys alternated between fucking us and using our mouths as we pleased each other. Not long after I licked Kendall's clit while she was getting butt-fucked.
We were kneeling on the couch cushions and leaning over the back while getting done from behind. Bruno was holding my hips and slamming into my pussy while Ray held Kendall's shoulder and hip as he pounded her. I reached between her legs to rub her clit, making her cum. Not long after we kissed while moaning.
"Ah! Shit, ah fuck!" Bruno groaned as he roughly pumped several times.
"Cum in me!" I begged, throwing my head back. "Cum inside me, baby! Yes!"
Bruno held himself balls-deep in my cunt as he grunted loudly and pumped me full of hot cum. When finished, he slowly eased himself out of me and I immediately spun around so I could sit at the edge of the cushion with my legs spread. The guys got out of the way so Kendall could get on the floor and slurp the creampie out of me.
Ray got up on the couch and shoved his dick in my face. I started sucking while Kendall kept eating and Peter knelt behind her to do her doggystyle. Drew and Nick were on either side of Kendall, each one feeling a tit while jacking off and watching the show. Kendall's dancing tongue made me cum, and Ray took advantage to push himself right down my throat.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Drew warned, his face red. "Get over here!"
Drew reached out and grabbed Kendall's pearl necklace as she hurried to comply. He tugged too hard, snapping the cheap necklace and sending fake pearls scattering all over the rug. With a grunt of annoyance, Drew held Kendall's head as he pushed himself between her lips and started fucking her face.
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!" Kendall gagged and choked as she struggled to keep up.
"Fuck!" Drew groaned as he started pouring semen into Kendall's mouth.
"Don't swallow it, baby!" Peter ordered urgently. "Don't swallow it!"
Kendall moaned softly, breathing through her nose as she shook her head to indicate she understood. On the couch, Ray was roughly fucking my face while ordering me to keep sucking him. I rubbed my clit, sucking hard as I moaned and looked up at him with my big brown eyes. We were nearly at the finale, and I knew the plan.
"Keep sucking, that's it, make me cum!" Ray growled, tugging on my hair. "Yeah, you want it, you little cumslut."
My cheeks were caved in, my lips forming an airtight seal around his thickness. His balls bounced off my chin just as the first burst coated my tongue. I hummed passionately while rubbing my clit and collecting every drop of warm cum in my mouth. I knew exactly what to do with it.
I quickly got off the couch and onto my knees beside Kendall. We turned to face each other while the cameras zoomed in. Our lips met in a cum-filled kiss. We were both moaning as we sloppily kissed and used our tongues to pass the two loads back-and-forth. I reached out to cup one of her tits as I started swallowing what got into my mouth. Kendall shivered at my touch, swallowing what she could until it was all gone. Three down, two to go.
We girls knelt side-by-side as a guy got beside each of us. I grabbed Nick's thighs and eagerly took him down to the root while moaning passionately. Kendall was sucking Peter beside me, her fingers skillfully massaging his balls. The guys were urging us on, grabbing our boobs and tugging our nipples.
"Gonna pop," Peter warned, holding Kendall by the hair while stroking. "Open up!"
Kendall looked up at him with wide eyes, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. "Ah!"
The first rope splattered right up the side of her face and curled across her forehead. The second blast went right in her mouth, making her cough. Another spurt hit the other side of her face before Peter pressed his tip to her lips and drained the rest into her little mouth. When Peter stepped back, Kendall shocked me by brushing her hair back and lowering her head to spit the cum all over her tits.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Nick grunted, barely getting out of my mouth in time to send an explosion of cum straight into my face.
I gaped and giggled as warm cum ran down my face. I took him right back into my mouth to get as much as I could in my cheeks with the goal of copying Kendall. The camera zoomed in to watch as I also spit cum all over my tits. The guys were out of the ways as we girls smiled at the camera and massaged semen into our boobs while occasionally kissing.
The instant the scene ended, a woman rushed up and provided two robes so Kendall and I could cover ourselves. I struggled to stand before helping Kendall to her feet. She looked a bit overwhelmed, so I quickly led her to the nearby bathroom. Peter had pointed it out earlier and we each had a bag with a change of clothes.
"You did it," I whispered encouragingly as I held her hand.
"Y-yeah," Kendall laughed nervously, struggling to walk.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I can't feel my legs," she giggled. "Holy shit, that was intense."
"It really was," I agreed. "You seemed really into it."
"I liked how they just used me," Kendall admitted. "And, um, I liked doing stuff with you."
"I liked it, too," I smiled.
Kendall was still in shock, so I helped her out of her robe and removed all her jewelry. I likewise stripped down before turning the shower on. Her legs were so shaky, I had to help Kendall step into the shower. I got in with her, sighing as the hot spray hit my skin. An intense shoot wasn't as new to me, but I was just as worn out.
The hot water eased our sore muscles as it washed the cum from our bodies. Grabbing some soap, I washed every inch of Kendall's gorgeous form. I even gave her a few soft kisses and teasingly sucked on one of her little nipples. She weakly ran her hand over my body, even dipping her fingers to my pussy for a brief moment.
I washed up and drew Kendall into my arms, kissing her softly for several minutes. Then I helped her dry off and get dressed. She was completely exhausted, causing me to have to do most of the work. I even pulled up her underwear and hooked her bra for her. Once dressed, we stayed in the bathroom for some privacy while sipping on water.
"How are you feeling?" I questioned, leaning against the sink while Kendall sat on the edge of the closed toilet.
"Exhausted," she smiled softly, a strand of damp hair clinging to her cheek. "I can't get the taste of cum out of my mouth, I can't feel my legs, and my holes are throbbing."
"Yeah, that sounds about right," I giggled before taking a sip. "The taste will go away. The throbbing might last a few days, especially your bum."
"I really just did that," Kendall breathed. "Holy shit."
"I hope you're not regretting it?" I asked carefully.
"No," she shook her head. "I'm too shocked to regret it. In the future? Maybe. I don't know, but I don't think so."
"That's good," I replied. "And it makes sense that you're overwhelmed right now."
"I started a SeeMe like you suggested," Kendall admitted with a blush. "No subscribers yet."
"It's a flooded platform," I explained. "Once the movie comes out people will find you. And probably ask you to do more."
"I might be open to it, I'm not ready to make that decision yet," she took a sip from her small water bottle.
"Completely understandable," I told her.
"Brittney," Kendall started carefully. "I don't have a lot of close friends. There's a lot of drama on the cheer squad, so they really aren't friends."
"Sounds like my high school squad," I said.
"Yeah, a lot of it is hidden, but there's a lot of talk behind people's backs," she explained. "Anyway, I've really enjoyed getting to know you. Even if I don't do another one of these, can we still be friends?"
"Of course we can," I smiled warmly. "I could use a close friend."
"I slurped cum out of your pussy, I don't think it gets much closer than that," she blushed.
"This business should teach you there's a huge difference between intimacy and sex," I reminded her. "A good friend is what I need. What we need. We can get sex anywhere we want."
"That's true," Kendall acknowledged. "Damn, Drew was rough. A few girls had warned me about him."
"Typical entitled football player," I rolled my eyes. "Thinks you should be the grateful one that he's willing to do you."
"Yeah, poor Kayla," Kendall snorted. "Not that I feel bad for a spoiled rich girl."
"What do you mean?" I frowned.
"Kayla Thomson, remember?" she looked at me. "We bonded over how she makes us both look bad."
"I remember, I just don't know what Drew Kensington has to do with her," I answered. "Are they dating?"
"Not yet," Kendall responded. "He's expressed an interest. Thinks she's a good match or something. Rich people, you know? Probably why he wanted to do this. Some final public craziness before he needs to keep his affairs private."
"I don't think Kayla would be interested in him," I laughed. "She's made some mistakes, but Kayla's a nice girl. She's not gonna fall for the rich, charming football player."
"Women don't say 'no' to Drew Kensington," Kendall stated confidently.
"With what Kayla's been through? My money's on her," I giggled.
The cameras and lights were already packed up by the time Kendall and I returned to the living room. We sat down on a couch and talked with Peter for a few minutes. Nick, Ray, and Bruno said their goodbyes before leaving, assuring both of us they'd love to work with us again. I'd already worked with them before and knew they were great.
A fully-dressed Drew approached us with an arrogant smirk. "That was great ladies."
"Thanks, Drew," I smiled politely.
"Yeah, thanks," Kendall blushed slightly.
"Think you'll be alright to cheer for me at the big game tomorrow?" Drew asked.
"I'll manage," she nodded. "Not sure I'll be interested in hooking up at the party after. I'm worn out."
"That's a shame," he sighed theatrically. "It was nice to finally get together with you."
"Thanks," Kendall looked at the bottle in her hands instead of up at Drew.
"I'm sure you'll find someone susceptible to your charms," I teased.
"Well, thank you," Drew chuckled. "Hey, you're welcome to stop by. Come to the game if you'd like?"
I glanced at Kendall, knowing she was very emotional. She didn't need to be at a party with no support. "I'll be there."
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~Tuesday 31 March, 2026~
I'm brushing my teeth when I realize I'm still thinking about spreadsheets. The numbers won't let me go; not even at the end of a twelve-hour workday of emails, calls, meetings, and last-minute edits for Thomson Finance's quarterly projections. It doesn't help that my boss has an infant at home to care for and is piling more and more work on me.
I rinse, spit, and stare at my reflection, grateful that I can actually see myself. Ashwood Residencies is a much nicer apartment building than Westbay. Mirrors that aren't cracked and foggy, actual security, no weird guy stealing my underwear while another crazy guy walks around with a snake on his shoulders.
My bright blue eyes stare back at me, making me wonder if anyone else feels like this at the end of the day: trapped between exhaustion and everything left undone. Sighing softly, I tie my sunny blonde hair into a ponytail before washing my face. It's late. I'm ready for bed, dressed in a white t-shirt and a pair of cute light-pink panties with dark-pink and black stars.
When I step into the bedroom, April is already under the blankets with her laptop open, the soft glow of code reflecting off the glasses perched on her nose. Her top is a light-blue camisole she looks adorable in, and I'm sure she's wearing the matching shorts. April doesn't look up immediately, likely engrossed in some code optimization that I don't understand. Her green eyes look tired tonight and her wavy blonde hair falls unbound down her back.
A small smile crosses my face as I watch my nerdy girlfriend work. I love the look of focus on her face as she studies line after line of code. She isn't even five-feet-tall and buys clothes from the kids' section, but she's still the smartest person I've ever met. When she starts rambling about work, I'm lucky if I understand every third word.
The romantic moment is ruined when April looks up at me and smirks. "You cold?"
"Oh, bite me," I roll my eyes and cross my arms over my chest.
"Mm, come join me and I will," April husks, patting the spot beside her.
"Smartest person in the world, maturity of a twelve-year-old," I grumble, getting under the blanket.
"I'm twenty-six," she chirps in her cute voice while pushing her glasses up her nose. "Same age as you, Stacey."
April continues working while I curl up on my side of the bed and play on my phone. A matching game turns into me checking my work email and responding to a few inquiries. This promotion is amazing, but the additional responsibility is definitely a weight on my shoulders. It's partially my fault for not being able to relax and turn my brain off.
When April gets to the point where she's yawning every forty-five seconds, I finally tell her to turn the computer off and get some sleep. She shuts down her laptop and puts her glasses in a case. We kiss each other goodnight and curl up on our own sides to rest before another busy day.
After about ten minutes, April's cute little snores fill the room. I'm still struggling to fall asleep after half an hour. Listening to April snore while trying to sleep reminds me of college: me anxious about finals while April sleeps like a baby. Rolling over, I wrap an arm around my little nerd, grateful we're in each other's lives again.
"Ungh," I grunt twenty minutes later, turning again to try getting comfortable.
"Oh, my God!" April snaps. "Pick a position and stick with it."
"I can't sleep!" I hiss back, pushing my butt against her.
"Well, I can," she says. "Relax or I'll fart on you."
"You're disgusting," I grumble. "And you wake me up in the middle of the night all the time."
"For sexy fun times, not anxious-can't-sleep times," April reasons. "Go to sleep!"
"I can't!" I whine pathetically.
"Is something bothering you?" April asks, turning in bed to face me.
"No," I answer. "I think I'm just overtired."
"Okay," she whispers, reaching out to caress my face, "how can I help?"
"That's better," I smile softly.
"Just answer the question, cutie," April giggles, pecking my lips.
"I don't know, tell me a story?" I ask quietly, a request I make a couple times a month.
"Fine, but get naked," she says, squeezing my butt.
"Why?" I give her an incredulous look that she has to squint to see.
"If I'm going to talk instead of sleep, the least you can do is give me something to do with my hands!" April reasons. "C'mon, I'll figure out something, just let me play with your boobies."
"Ugh, fine," I groan, sitting up and crossing my arms at my waist to pull off my shirt. "Make it a good one. I don't need another twenty minute explanation on why dragons can't fly."
"They can't!" April argues as I push down my underwear. "They're too heavy to fly with such relatively small wings. That's why they can only exist in a world with magic. Dragons as animals just doesn't work. They'd need magic to exist in every way."
"They breathe fire!" I exclaim. "That's okay, but their wingspan is unrealistic?"
"It's called suspension of disbelief," April continues. "Fantasy is fine, as long as it is logically consistent. I was only saying that they aren't just magical for the fire. They would need magic to fly as well."
"I don't care!" I giggle, tossing my panties on the floor and snuggling up to April again. "Just like I also don't care about the history of Wi-Fi encryption."
"That one was educational," she reasons, staying on her side so we're facing each other. "You liked the one about the raccoon who becomes mayor."
"That was a masterpiece," I sigh as her hands find my breasts. "Oh! Ah, your hands feel good. Um, the raccoon one was much better than the pirate story that somehow turned into a lecture about maritime tax law.
"Hey! That one was your fault!" April says. "You're the finance girl. You mentioned taxes and YOU started explaining them."
"You don't know what you're talking about, you crazy bitch," I tease, shaking my shoulders and making my breasts dance.
"Mm, titties," she moans happily, ignoring me as she squishes my boobs together. "Fuck, I love these. So big and squishy."
"Uh, April?" I mumble while she lowers her head and slurps a nipple into her mouth. "Oh! Ah, April, the, ah, fuck! L-less sucking, more story."
"Right, sorry," the little nerd lifts her head and grins. "I was thinking of one."
"What do you have?" I inquire as she continues palming my girls.
There's a long pause before April finally speaks up. "I think it's time you hear the real story of why I broke up with Evan."
"I already know this one," I frown. "Including you throwing things at him."
"Yes, that's the end," she confirms, her thumbs brushing my nipples. "It's just, well, there's a lot more to it."
"Okay, tell me," I whisper, my curiosity piqued.
"Our story begins on a cool autumn day with an adorable software engineer," April says eagerly, "she's still helping the new girl get up to speed, bonding with the only other female nerd in the company."
"Ooh, that's a good start," I smile happily.
"Shh, don't interrupt," April admonishes, giving my left boob a squeeze. "As I was saying..."
~Friday 04 October, 2024~
April Heidele had gotten used to being the only female programmer at Helios Systems, a tech company that built software to help businesses analyze massive amounts of data. The petite blonde was frequently approached by awkward coworkers hoping for more than casual conversation. Fortunately, she could fend them off with a simple reminder that she shared an apartment with her boyfriend.
Everyone at work was friendly enough, but April hadn't really made any close friends. At least until Lena Kovacs arrived a few months earlier, fresh out of college with a Bachelor's in computer science. The two women bonded over a love of technology and a quiet determination to prove software engineering was no longer just a man's world.
Sipping her coffee, April rushed into her cubicle and dropped her purse on the desk. She turned on her computer and both monitors, absentmindedly tapping her Planet Trek Wars bobblehead while waiting for the system to boot. The upcoming project deadline weighed heavily on her as she opened her code and began hunting through lines of stubborn bugs. Her knee kept bouncing while she bit her lower lip and stared intently at the screen.
"Fuck!" Lena whined from the next cubicle. "Why do you keep thinking September has thirty-two days?!"
April hopped to her feet and peered over the gray cubicle wall. "Bad timestamp?"
"Bad everything," Lena groaned, placing her head in her hands as her brown hair obscured her face. "Half the records say UTC, the others say PST. It was fine yesterday, now it seems to be trying to use different time zones in different places for no damn reason!"
"Oh, good," April said dryly, "time zones. My favorite way to suffer."
Lena shook her head and sighed before lifting her head and looking at the blonde. "Speaking of suffering, how's Evan?"
"Fine," April muttered.
"That sounded like a lie," Lena observed. "Trouble in paradise?"
April leaned against the cubicle wall and sighed. "It's just... things have been off lately."
"How so?" Lena asked.
"We barely talk anymore," April sighed. "We ignore each other all night and just do our own things on the weekend."
"Maybe you need to plan a date night or something?" Lena suggested.
"It's, um, not just that," April admitted. "In the bedroom-"
At that moment, a couple of other programmers walked by to strike up a conversation. April quietly promised to talk about it later before the girls spoke with their other coworkers. There was a lot of stress at the office and people were often consulting with each other to make sure deadlines were met.
The two friends ate lunch at a table in the corner of the break room, far enough away from everyone else for a semi-private conversation. April wasn't used to talking about sex with anyone besides her college roommate, Stacey Martin. The two hadn't spoken in ages, which April greatly regretted. Since she needed to confide in someone, Lena would have to do.
"Spill it, girl," Lena said before biting into her sandwich.
"I'm not the most experienced girl," April admitted. "I've only ever been with two guys."
"That's it?" Lena leaned in, shocked. "Didn't you go to college?"
"Yeah, so?" April giggled.
"College is a time to go wild and discover yourself," Lena explained. "You never went to parties? Went on dates? Got drunk and did stupid shit."
"I went to a few parties, but my roommate was the wild one," April smirked. "Stacey did the walk of shame a couple times a month."
"You never did anything stupid and fun at a party?" Lena asked in surprise. "You didn't once find yourself bent over a sink in a frat house with your boobs hanging out and bouncing?"
"Lena!" she gasped, checking to make sure they weren't alone. "And mine are small; they don't bounce. Not like those giant things." April gestured toward Lena's chest.
"Okay, forget the boobs," Lena shook her head. "I'm just shocked."
* * *
"Aw, I forgot how innocent you were," I giggle, pecking her lips.
"I was repressed, not innocent," April argues. "Then I hooked up with the love of my life, dealt with my past, and destroyed a bedroom during rough sex with your boss. Anyway, where was I?"
* * *
Back in the break room, April explained her relationship. "I made Evan wait over six months before putting out. It was pretty vanilla at first, but then I got comfortable and wild."
"Good on him for waiting," Lena sipped her drink.
"It was great for a while, and I agreed to let him move in," April continued, opening a bag of chips. "The last few months it's been dwindling. He hasn't been as interested."
"Maybe it's an age thing?" Lena suggested. "That's what you get for dating a guy twelve years older than you."
"He's not that old," April scoffed.
"Hey, ED can happen at any age," Lena shrugged.
"It's not even just sex," April pointed out. "We don't talk at all. He'll watch TV and I'll play on my computer. Hours will go by without either of us saying a word."
"I stand by what I said before," Lena said. "Date night. Plan something romantic. Maybe leave the office early, go to a nice dinner. Act like you're dating. You could even get a hotel room instead of going back to your apartment."
"That's not a bad idea," April mused.
"Get something sexy to wear," Lena continued. "Lingerie, or you can try roleplaying. Maybe a sexy cheerleader outfit? Or the classic Catholic schoolgirl uniform."
"He'd probably enjoy that," April blushed slightly.
"Then don't just get undressed," Lena smirked. "Don't make it feel expected, like sex in an established relationship. Seduce each other. Foreplay."
"I like it," April smiled, her mood improving.
"Dirty talk's another fun one," Lena waggled her eyebrows. "Let him know your limits, but trust me, it can be so hot for your guy to call you his little cumslut."
"I'm glad no one can hear us," April looked around nervously.
"Yeah, they'd never respect us again," Lena agreed.
"They barely do now," April snorted. "Anyway, I just hope Evan's not getting sick of me. Barely any sex or quality time sucks."
"Trust me, a few great dates will make things better on weekdays, too," Lena nodded sagely.
* * *
"I'm sorry," I interrupt, propping myself up on an elbow. "Is this whole story about your boyfriend wanting fresh pussy?"
April groans and playfully swats my boob. "Do you want a story or not?"
"Fine, sorry," I grumble, crossing my arms over my breasts protectively. "No titty shots!"
"Okay, so before I was rudely interrupted..."
* * *
After April promised to broach the subject of a date night with her boyfriend, the girls went back to talking about work. Lena had resolved the timezone issue, bringing them one step closer to releasing the latest update. Of course, in the world of software engineering, fixing one problem often caused ten others.
Every member of the department worked well past their usual quitting time, relying on coffee or energy drinks to maintain focus. The sun was setting in Southern California by the time people started leaving. Many of them brought along their laptops so they could continue working from home.
April said goodbye to Lena before getting into her car and placing her laptop on the passenger seat. Sitting at a desk all day had her feeling restless, and she was dancing in her seat to the music all the way home. Dancing sounded like a fun thing to do for her date night with Evan.
Pushing open the apartment door, April stepped inside with her purse and laptop. Stifling a yawn, she didn't feel the usual stress-relief from arriving home. It just didn't feel like a place she belonged any longer. The living room light was on and the faint sound of the television drifted from the couch.
Evan was already home. He was sitting at the far end of the couch with his laptop open, one leg crossed over the other as he typed. The television was on, playing a random show for background noise while Evan continued his work as a marketing manager. Or perhaps he was just playing online poker.
"Hey," April said, setting her purse and laptop down on a table.
Evan didn't look up. "Hey."
Kicking off her shoes, April pushed her glasses up her nose and walked into the kitchen. The sink was empty, the counters clean. Evan probably ate already. April was glad he was at least considerate enough to clean up after himself, but she missed sharing a meal together.
"Did you have dinner?" she called out, opening the fridge.
"Yeah," Evan grunted from the couch. "Heated up some leftover chicken."
"Oh," April pulled out the last of the leftovers and closed the door with her hip. "You could've texted me. I would've picked something up on the way home."
"It's fine," Evan replied absently, still typing.
April watched him for a moment from the kitchen doorway, her arms crossed. The television flickered while his fingers tapped across the keyboard. Evan was completely engrossed in his computer, not even bothering to look at her. He was already dressed for bed in a pair of lounge pants and a plain t-shirt.
"How was your day?" she tried.
"Busy," he answered simply. That was it.
Rolling her eyes, April returned to the kitchen and heated up her food in the microwave. Carrying her plate and drink to the armchair, she sat down to eat, annoyed that Evan couldn't even bother to make room for her on the couch. For a few minutes the only sounds in the apartment were the quiet clacking of keys and the voices of the actors on the popular sitcom.
Finally she cleared her throat. "Hey, I was thinking maybe we could do something this weekend. A date night or something."
"This weekend?" Evan asked, glancing up at her briefly.
"Yeah," April said. "Dinner somewhere nice. Maybe a movie. Just the two of us."
"I don't know," Evan exhaled slowly. "Work's been pretty brutal lately. I've been exhausted."
"It doesn't have to be anything big," April replied quickly. "Just, you know, something."
"Maybe next week," Evan responded. "Things should calm down by then."
April stared at the television for a few moments before nodding. "Sure."
Neither of them spoke again while April finished her meal. Evan ignored her as she went into the kitchen to clean up, and didn't say anything when she returned after changing into a camisole and a pair of pink pajama pants. She curled up in the armchair, sad that she felt more alone than when she was the only one living at the apartment.
"I'm gonna turn in," he said, closing his laptop and standing. "G'night."
"Night," April mumbled as he disappeared toward the bedroom without another word.
April stayed in the living room, the television light flickering. She decided to try once more to get his attention. Getting to her feet, she headed to the bedroom and found him laying in bed and playing on his phone. Evan didn't say anything as April slipped into bed beside him and wrapped an arm around him.
"Hey, Evan," she husked into his ear, pushing her breasts against his back while her hand slid between his legs. "I know you're tired, but it has been a while."
"It has," he admitted as she slid her hand into his lounge pants and wrapped her fingers around his cock.
"I just have this urge," April moaned, nibbling his earlobe. "This emptiness deep inside me only you can fill."
Evan turned around and faced April, kissing her softly. Cooing happily, April returned the kiss with enthusiasm. There wasn't any foreplay as Evan pulled down her pants and underwear before also getting naked from the waist down. Evan rolled the little nerd onto her back and got on top of her. He pumped her pussy, grunting in her ear for a few minutes before tensing. April felt the familiar squirting inside her as his warmth filled her.


"Thanks, babe," Evan sighed, rolling off her. "That was good."
"Yeah, great," April mumbled, taking off her glasses and rolling away from him.
"Sleep well," he said, not bothering to put his pants back on.
"Love you," April whispered, not surprised he'd already fallen asleep.
~Monday 07 October, 2024~
Helios Systems was buzzing with activity Monday morning, with people walking between cubicles to consult with each other. Everyone was rushing to get work done and to look busy; to prove they were team players. April had barely taken two sips of her coffee when Lena appeared at the edge of her cubicle, looking annoyed.
"Tell me you've got a minute," Lena sighed.
April swiveled her chair around. "For you? I'll even spare two. What broke?"
"The analytics job from last night," Lena grumbled. "It ran for six hours and then crashed. Again."
"Tell me it's not the customer import," April groaned.
"It's the customer import," Lena confirmed.
"Okay, show me." April took another sip of coffee before following Lena to her cubicle.
Lena pointed to a block of code as they looked at her left monitor. "Everything's fine until it hits the aggregation step. Then the memory usage explodes."
April squinted at the monitor. "Wait. Scroll up."
Lena scrolled as April's eyes flicked back and forth. She pointed at a single line. "There."
"The filter?" Lena frowned.
"You're loading the full dataset first," April explained. "Then filtering it."
"Shit," Lena smacked her own forehead. "I loaded two million rows and then threw most of them away."
"Push the filter into the database query," April advised. "Let the database do the work instead of the application."
"Yeah, that'll do it," Lena agreed. "How did I miss something so simple?"
"Sometimes it just takes a second set of eyes," April grinned. "Preferably caffeinated ones."
A voice from behind them spoke up: "We'd all be screwed without April's eye for coding."
"Thanks, Hassan," April smiled as she looked back at him.
"Drinks are on me when we finally finish this update," Hassan said, taking a sip from his white foam cup.
"Deal," Lena nodded.
Hassan left after a few pleasantries, and April returned to her cubicle while Lena fixed her code.
A minute later Lena called out, "April! I think it's fixed."
"Success," April giggled, flicking the head of her Planet Trek Wars bobblehead.
By lunchtime, the frantic energy of the morning had faded into the hum of keyboards and whispered conversations. While some ate at their desks, April and Lena carried their food to a table in the corner of the break room. April opened a bag of chips while Lena unwrapped her sandwich.
Lena glanced around the room to make sure no one was nearby. "I'm guessing things didn't go well with Evan?"
"What?" April asked, looking up.
"You said you'd mention a date night with Evan," Lena continued. "And today you look like someone unplugged your personality."
"No, I don't," April blinked.
"You're usually bouncing around the office like you just discovered caffeine. Or cocaine," Lena smirked, gesturing at the blonde. "Now we have this miserable thing."
"I'm not miserable," April said quickly.
Lena raised an eyebrow. "Try again."
"I tried talking to Evan when I got home Friday," April sighed, leaning back in her chair.
"And?" Lena prompted.
"I wanted to start with something small, so I just suggested dinner somewhere nice," April answered. "A date night."
"Sure, makes sense," Lena nodded.
"He said work's been tough and maybe next week or something," April grumbled, popping a chip in her mouth.
"That's it?" Lena winced.
"No, I got in bed with him and said it had been a while since, you know..." April gestured.
"Right, and?" Lena questioned.
"He got on top, grunted in my ear for a few minutes, then rolled over and fell asleep," April said sadly. "That's it."
"You offered your boyfriend a romantic night out and his response was 'maybe later?'" Lena probed bluntly.
"He probably is just tired," April offered.
"If a hot babe like you came up to a guy and suggested a romantic evening," Lena said flatly, "a guy should cancel every meeting on his calendar."
April snorted, "You're exaggerating."
"I'm really not," Lena countered. "Do you think he's cheating?"
"No," April shook her head. "When would he? He doesn't disappear for hours or anything. He ignores me, but he's home."
"Okay, so you just need to remind him what he's got," Lena insisted. "Men are simple."
"How do I do that?" April frowned, blushing slightly before giving some details. "He masturbated with my body Friday. Then on Sunday I was waiting for him naked in bed while he showered. He walked in on me playing with myself and his exact words were 'sorry babe, I already rubbed one out in the shower.'"
"Shit," Lena cursed. "Well, you definitely need to go with shock and awe."
"I'm afraid to ask," April giggled.
"What we talked about Friday, dummy," Lena waggled her eyebrows. "Order some lingerie. Seduce him! Go with the cheer uniform and do a dirty cheer for him before blowing his mind. By, you know, blowing something else."
"Lena," April blushed slightly.
"I'm serious," Lena urged. "Nothing wakes up a relationship faster than reminding someone why they fell for you in the first place. You're petite and cute, you're full of energy. Use it!"
"That's what it was like when we first started sleeping together," April smiled slightly at the memories. "We couldn't keep our hands off each other. He'd just grab and take me."
"You really wanna get his attention?" Lena leaned forward conspiratorially. "If you're willing to try it, offer to do butt stuff."
"That, um, that wouldn't be," April stammered, her face red, "that wouldn't exactly be something new."
"Oh, you slut, you," Lena grinned. "I approve!"
April smiled faintly. "I'll order something online and try getting him in the mood."
"Good," Lena nodded. "Get his attention and climb that man like a tree. Then when he's back to not being able to stay away, suggest a vacation where you'll do every dirty thing he can think of."
"You're probably right," April nodded.
"I usually am," Lena responded confidently.
The rest of the afternoon was spent focusing on code. No meetings, no email, no calls. April did her best to enter her comfort zone and lose herself in the code she fell in love with. Throughout the day, Lena's words would pop into April's head while she was trying to work.
Shock and awe.
It was well after the usual quitting time when April finally shut down her workstation. Despite working the extra hours, April was one of the first to shut down. Rubbing her eyes, she yawned before gathering her things and heading over to the next cubicle to say goodnight to Lena.
"Heading out?" Lena asked, spinning her chair around.
"Yeah," April sighed. "I need some fresh air."
"Don't forget: lingerie, sexy outfits, dirty talk," Lena listed. "Oh! Crotchless panties."
April laughed. "Goodnight, Lena."
The late afternoon air was cool and crisp as April stepped outside. Instead of heading toward her car, she decided to take a walk to clear her head. Wandering along the sidewalk, she thought about Evan, Lena's advice, and Stacey. April missed her former roommate and the closeness they had lost in college when April admitted her feelings.
Shaking her head, April turned down a street lined with older brick buildings and independent stores. It was a popular shopping area in Ashwood, and the sidewalks were crowded with couples, individual shoppers, and groups of teenagers. April was only planning on a short walk, at least until her eyes caught the bookstore she'd visited a few times.
Bell's Books & Curiosities was written in faded gold lettering across the window. The display held a collection of hardcover books, a brass astrolabe, as well as a few bookmarks and bookends. A large handwritten sign simply read "Books have a way of finding the people who need them."
Before she could second-guess herself, April opened the door and stepped inside. A small brass bell rang softly over her head as she noticed the smell of paper, dust, and old leather. Tall wooden shelves stretched to the ceiling, several with rolling ladders. Books were stacked in neat rows, messy piles, and precarious towers. It felt like a library that had expanded wildly.
"Good evening," an old male voice said from behind the wooden counter.
April glanced over at a thin old man who was looking up from a book he was reading. He was wearing a thick cardigan over a collared shirt. A small smile crossed his face as he adjusted his glasses and surveyed the new arrival. She recognized him and was pretty sure he was the owner.
"Good evening," April replied.
"Feel free to browse," he said gently.
"Thank you," she smiled.
The old man nodded once and returned to his book as April explored the store. She wandered through the narrow aisles, her fingers running along the spines of unfamiliar titles. History. Philosophy. Cookbooks. An entire shelf was dedicated to gardening. Horror. Fiction. Romance.
With a small smile, April pulled a book off a shelf. It was a tie-in novel for the popular drama, Hospital Doctors in Love. Stacey loved that one. April had heard they were planning on killing off the sexy doctor every woman was obsessed with. Stacey would be so upset. The thought made April giggle as she put the book back.
As a proud nerd, April spent quite a bit of time exploring the science fiction section. She found a companion novel to Planet Trek Wars and skimmed through it. Most of the other popular novels she had already read, so she skimmed over them with little interest. At least until she noticed a signed first-edition copy of Ascendant Exile by L. Walsh.
"You're coming home with me," April said under her breath, snatching the book.
Walking through the store with her book, April noticed a section called Family & Relationships. Most of the books were self-help guides or information for first-time parents. April wasn't expecting to find anything useful, so she turned away from the shelf. A frown crossed her face as another book caught her eye.
A large book bound in worn dark green leather lay flat on a small table. The book was clearly very old, with rough edges and a peeling binding. There was no illustration or author name on the front cover, just a title pressed into the surface in faded gold lettering.
Secrets of the Passionate Arts.
April hesitated for a moment before touching it. The book looked fragile, with cracks spreading out from the corners in thin lines. She carefully slid her hands underneath it and lifted it from the table. The book was heavier than she expected and felt far more durable than it first appeared.
"Interesting find?" the old man asked casually as he walked by with a stack of books in his arms.
"Just curious," April mumbled softly.
"Curiosity is the beginning of most adventures," he replied, continuing on his way.
Turning her attention back to the book, April sat down at the table and ran her fingers along the cover. It opened with a soft creak and a cloud of dust. The pages were thick and slightly yellow, the edges rough and uneven, as if they'd been cut by hand. April noticed the paper felt more like old parchment or vellum than modern book paper.
The book felt ancient, centuries old. There was no title page. No author. No publisher. No dates. Just neat, elegant printing in dark ink across the page. She frowned slightly when she noticed that the words were perfectly clear, written in plain modern English. Something didn't seem right about that.
* * *
"Hold on," I say, interrupting the story.
April stops talking and looks at me curiously as she squishes my boobs together.
"I thought this was going to be a true story?" I ask, my eyelids fluttering at her touch. "And fuck, you're making me wet."
"It is a true story!" April says defensively, tweaking my nipple.
"Then why does it have a magic sex book in it?" I challenge.
"I never said it was magic!" April declares, running a hand down my side.
"You literally just said the book is ancient but written in modern English," I roll my eyes. "Even if it was some ancient book from England or something, they'd use the letter 'f' in place of 's.'"
"Okay, yeah, that part was weird," the little nerd admits as she slips a hand between my legs. "You were telling the truth, you're soaked."
"Mm," I moan, biting my lower lip as her fingers run along my labia. "S-so, you admit you're making this up?"
"No, weird doesn't mean magic," April shakes her head, her thumb brushing my clit before she returns her hand to my tits. "This is a true story, I'm not making anything up. And because you called me a liar, I'm not making you cum."
"Hmph," I grumble. "I'm reserving judgment on this story."
"Can I finish, please?" April smirks.
I gesture toward her with one hand. "Please continue your completely normal and true, non-magical bookstore experience."
* * *
The introduction explained that human connection was an art form as old as humanity itself. Cultures changed and customs evolved, while the desires of the heart remained remarkably constant through the ages, linking all of humanity. Secrets of the Passionate Arts was not meant to teach manipulation, but to deepen the understanding between partners.
April finished the introduction and turned the page to Lesson One. The lesson was called awareness, and beneath the title was a simple illustration of two figures standing close enough to touch. Her green eyes greedily devoured every word as she lost herself in the text.
"Awareness begins the instant one person notices another," April murmured. "Huh, not what I expected. I figured they'd dive right into bendy positions."
Instead of explicit sex, the book started out philosophically. It explained that awareness was recognizing the importance of a partner's presence. Noticing their tone, the warmth of their laughter, and the softness of their expression. Small observations were the first language of connection.
Frowning thoughtfully, April remembered the way Evan rubbed the back of his neck when he was nervous. She thought of the way his voice got quieter when he was talking about something serious. Her mind also briefly flashed to Stacey and the way her old roommate was always drawing, yet never was willing to show anyone her work.
Letting out a long breath, April dove back into the book. There was a long explanation on the importance of noticing the small details, the quirks that make a person unique. April definitely agreed when the book said partners could think about each other even while apart; be aware of each other at all times.
The next illustration showed two figures sitting side-by-side, their shoulders just barely touching. April felt warmth in her chest as she remembered sitting next to Evan while watching television. That was before they started growing apart and April found herself longing for those days. The buzzing of her phone made her jump and return to reality.
"Hello?" April said into the phone, still holding the book with one hand.
"Hey, babe," Evan replied. "Are you still at work?"
"Uh, no," she answered quickly. "I stopped by the bookstore before coming home."
"Well, Friday you mentioned picking up food," he continued. "I was thinking about picking something up. A greasy burger sounds good. I figured I'd see if you wanted anything."
"You remembered that?" she asked, looking down at the book, to where it mentioned connection started with the smallest gestures.
"Of course I remembered," Evan chuckled. "I'm sorry I didn't leave anything out for you. Let me grab dinner for us tonight."
"Yeah," April whispered. "Yeah, something greasy sounds nice."
"Alright," he said. "What do you want?"
"Surprise me," April responded, her heart pounding in her chest.
"Oh, dangerous choice," Evan laughed. "Okay, I'm leaving work now. Later, babe."
"Bye," April mumbled. "Thanks."
The call ended and April just sat there holding the phone to her face as she looked down at the book.
"Just a weird coincidence," she told herself, closing the cover. "Stacey would love this."
Standing up, April gathered the two books and carried them to the counter. The old man smiled as she approached and set them down. The signed copy of Ascendant Exile was on top, looking so modern compared to the ancient tome. April blushed slightly as the owner lifted the first book, revealing the title of the second.
"Ah," he said quietly. "Good choice."
"D-do you know where this one came from?" April asked, feeling embarrassed a stranger knew she was buying a sex book. "There's no author or anything."
"I get a lot of used books from estate sales or donations," he answered slowly. "I'm not sure where exactly this one came from, I'm afraid."
"Oh, okay," April nodded. "Thank you anyway."
"Books tend to end up where they belong," he smiled kindly as he placed her purchases into a paper bag.
The little brass bell chimed softly as April stepped back out into the cool evening air.
Inside the apartment was quiet and dim, with fading sunlight spilling through the windows. April tossed her keys onto the small table near the door and kicked off her shoes before heading into the bedroom she shared with Evan. Placing her purse and laptop on her bedside table, April found a spot for her signed copy of Ascendant Exile.
April sighed in relief when she finally unhooked her bra. She dressed in a matching light-purple satin pajama set. The camisole showed off her delicate shoulders, and the shorts barely fell past her butt. She made a quick trip to the bathroom to wash her face and fix her hair. A few moments later she was sitting on the couch and pulling out Secrets of the Passionate Arts.
Continuing with the first lesson, she frowned when she caught sight of the illustration. The two figures were still sitting together, but the woman's hair had a waviness to it that April was sure wasn't there before. It was the same waviness to April's blonde locks. Same length and everything.
Figuring she must just be tired, April went back a couple of passages to reread about distance. The writing was calm and thoughtful, almost comforting. It was definitely not the ancient sex manual she had been expecting. Of course, she was only on the first lesson. April figured the really scandalous parts would show up eventually.
The next passage discussed how awareness often changed the way people behaved around one another. Someone paying attention caused small adjustments; tone of voice, posture, little habits. April was halfway through the paragraph when she heard the apartment door open.
"Hey," Evan called as he stepped inside.
"Living room," April answered.
April heard Evan moving around for a minute before he finally appeared in the living room. He was carrying a large bag that smelled wonderfully of takeout, as well as a couple of cans of soda. His eyes immediately found her sitting on the couch, a small smile enhancing his features and make April's heart flutter.
"And here I thought you were starving," he chuckled, placing the bag and cans on the coffee table.
"I was," April replied. "Then I got distracted."
"What's that?" Evan gestured to the book.
April closed the book and held it up so Evan could read the faded gold letters.
"Wow," he whistled. "You are not messing around."
"It's not what it looks like," April felt her cheeks warming.
"The title suggests otherwise, babe," Evan chuckled, leaning down to peck her lips. "I'll be right back, I'm gonna get changed."
Placing the book on the table next to the couch, April unpacked their dinner. She smiled when she saw Evan had ordered her a bacon cheeseburger with fries and onion rings. After biting an onion ring, she took a sip of her soda as Evan returned in lounge pants and a t-shirt. He sat next to her on the couch, closer than usual. Close enough that their shoulders brushed. Her mind flashed back to the lesson about noticing the presence of another person.


"It's not a sex book," April spoke up as Evan reached for his food.
"Sorry?" he looked over at her.
"The book," she reminded him. "It's not a book on crazy positions. It's more like a relationship guide. A very old relationship guide."
"Can I see?" Evan asked.
April hesitated for a second before wiping her fingers on a napkin and handing him the book. "Just don't laugh."
Evan opened the book and started reading from the introduction. "Passion is a powerful fire. Those who master it find warmth and joy. Those who do not may find themselves consumed by an inferno."
"Ominous," April giggled.
"Hey, this one looks like you," Evan pointed to the illustration over the first lesson.
"It's a stick figure. It doesn't even have boobs," she laughed.
"I was talking about the wavy hair," he explained, reaching over to cup her breast from outside her camisole. "And now I'm thinking about your boobs, thanks."
"Knock it off," she playfully swatted his hand, feeling a closeness with him she hadn't experienced in ages.
"It looks like the first lesson is on awareness," Evan mused, returning to the book. "Awareness begins the moment one heart realizes it wishes to be noticed by another."
April froze, her stomach tightening. "That. That wasn't the line."
"What?" he frowned, looking up from the book.
"That wasn't what the line said," April repeated, looking at the book. "It was similar, but it wasn't those words. It mentioned a person noticing another, it didn't say anything about hearts."
"April," he said with a chuckle, "you're probably remembering a different part. I don't think the text changed."
"Yeah, of course it didn't," she shook her head. "I must really be hungry."
"Right, food!" Evan declared, closing the book. "How about we eat before the ancient romance manual gets more interesting?"
April and Evan enjoyed their dinner while watching television and talking. Then they cleaned up and put on a movie. Rather than sit on opposite sides of the couch, Evan wrapped an arm around April's shoulders. She thought of the book, of the way it spoke about awareness. She smiled when she realized how easy it was to remember the little things that made her fall for Evan.
They were both tired, so they went through their usual nighttime routine before climbing into bed. Evan surprised her by kissing her softly for several minutes before wishing her goodnight and rolling over. April fell asleep with a smile on her face, hopeful that the next lesson would help things continue to improve.
It wasn't magic.
It was awareness.
~Tuesday 08 October, 2024~
April woke up earlier than usual on Tuesday, buzzing with energy even before coffee. Evan had already left for work, but she was still in a great mood from the previous day. She had a long list of things to do at Helios, and the thought of debugging lines of code excited her like it did when she first discovered the passion. Pulling on a blue cardigan over a t-shirt, she quickly made herself a cup of coffee and rushed out the door.
Stopping to chat with Hassan, April took her time getting to her desk. She made herself another cup of coffee in the break room before finally going to her cubicle. April barely had time to set her purse on the desk when Lena appeared, arms crossed and her lips pursed.
"Good morning, sunshine," Lena smirked. "How much caffeine did you have today?"
"Not enough," April grinned, holding up her cup. "I'll take more if you've got some."
Lena shook her head, her brown ponytail bouncing. "Coffee won't fix the mess from last night. We still have a memory leak in the customer analytics job. It's worse than Friday."
"Worse than two million rows being loaded before filtering?" April arched an eyebrow.
"Worse," Lena confirmed. "One of the scripts we didn't touch got triggered by the backup process. The system spent the night doing millions of calculations that were completely useless."
April followed Lena to her cubicle. "You didn't catch this before?"
"I didn't," Lena admitted. "That's why you're here. Work your magic."
"I'll try," April giggled.
For the next hour they searched the code together. April's fingers flew across the keyboard while Lena pointed out potential problems. The two women joked and laughed through the morning, reminding each other of bugs that had survived multiple updates. There was one weird bug a month ago that kept vanishing and coming back.
"See?" April smiled, looking up at Lena when the script started running smoothly. "Nothing that can't be fixed."
"Yeah, yeah," Lena rolled her eyes. "Genius."
"Hey, you're one of the best engineers here," April insisted. "You only graduated a few months ago. Experience will teach you things no college course will."
The ladies worked separately for the rest of the morning, fixing issues and documenting new code. They took their lunch hour at the usual time, making sure to get their favorite table in the break room. April unwrapped her sandwich while Lena had heated up some leftovers in the microwave.
"You're suspiciously cheerful today," Lena said finally.
"I'm a bubbly person," April shrugged, taking a bite of her sandwich.
"You hadn't been lately," Lena pointed out. "Yesterday you were grumbling about your love life and eating stress candy. Today you're practically glowing."
"April felt her cheeks warm slightly. "I'm not glowing."
Lena leaned forward, resting her chin on her hands. "Spill. Did you finally get some good dick last night?"
"I didn't get any dick," April said, unable to keep the smile off her face. "It's nothing."
"The smile says otherwise," Lena replied, refusing to look away.
"We had a nice night," April admitted.
"Define good," Lena instructed.
"No sex, but we spent time together," April explained. "We talked, ate dinner. Watched a movie. He actually held me on the couch."
"Wait," she said slowly. "Held you? Like voluntarily?"
"Yes," April laughed. "Voluntarily."
"I'll be damned," Lena leaned back in her chair. "What changed?"
April picked at her sandwich wrapper for a moment before answering. "I bought a book."
"Uh, and gave him an ultimatum: read or cuddle?" Lena frowned.
"No," the blonde scoffed. "I found a book at that old bookstore nearby. Secrets of the Passionate Arts."
"I thought you said you didn't get any dick?" Lena covered her mouth with her hand as she giggled uncontrollably.
"I didn't!" April hissed.
"Okay, so how did a sex manual help you bond with your boyfriend?" Lena asked when her laughter subsided.
"It's not a sex manual," April protested. "It's more like an ancient relationship guide."
"Uh-huh," Lena nodded.
"I'm serious," she insisted. "The first lesson was about awareness. Paying attention to the other person. Little things like posture, tone of voice. You know, stuff like that."
"Okay..." Lena trailed off.
"I guess it made me notice Evan as a person more, and he responded to that," April explained. "I mean, he did offer to get me dinner before he knew about the book, but that's probably because he felt bad about the weekend."
"He probably realized how bad he screwed up Sunday," Lena snorted. "Seriously, you were naked in bed and he walked off. Pathetic."
"Yeah, maybe the book will help in that area, too," April sighed. "It is an odd book."
"How so?" Lena asked.
"Well, it feels hundreds of years old, but it's written in modern English," she answered slowly. "Handwritten. Also, I could have sworn one of the lines changed."
"Changed?" Lena repeated. "What does that mean?"
"There was one line I read in the bookstore, then when Evan read it, the line was different than I remembered," April explained. "And I could have sworn the illustrations changed a bit."
"Got it," Lena nodded. "You're not happy because of your relationship. You're smoking some good shit."
"Oh, shut up," April giggled. "I'm sure I was just imagining things."
"Hey, if the book got Evan to step up and act like a real boyfriend, maybe the monks knew what they were doing," Lena reasoned.
"Monks?" she questioned.
"Who else writes ancient passion manuals?" Lena grinned.
"Okay, you might have a point," April admitted.
"Of course I do," she nodded, taking a bite of chicken. "By the way, if you're going to follow a seduction guide, you need to commit."
"How do you mean?" April sipped her drink.
Lena leaned forward with an evil smirk. "It means you need better undies."
April nearly choked on her soda. "That again?"
"That again," Lena confirmed. "Your relationship has been struggling. My old tips stand. Talk dirty, seduce him. The book will help. He's paying attention now; use that to your advantage."
"Okay, you're right," April nodded, her blonde locks bobbing.
"Let's grab drinks after work," Lena offered. "I'll help you pick out a few things. Maybe we can even find something with one-day shipping."
"Sure, let's do it," April agreed.
The afternoon at work passed more slowly than April expected. After returning from lunch with Lena, the petite blonde tried to focus on a new batch of code reviews. Normally she enjoyed digging through another person's code and tightening things up, but her concentration kept drifting. She eventually realized she had read the same function three times.
April sighed softly and leaned back in her chair as she ran her fingers through her hair. Her mind kept wandering back to the strange book sitting on her coffee table at home. Old. Handwritten. Weird. The idea of an ancient relationship guide actually helping was ridiculous, yet she couldn't deny that things with Evan had felt different the night before. Warmer. Easier. Like it was when they first got together.
"Focus," she muttered under her breath, resting her fingers on the keyboard again.
Suddenly, her phone buzzed, ruining any attempt at concentrating. April glanced down, expecting spam or maybe a text from her mother. Instead she saw Evan's name. That was strange. They hadn't texted during the day in a long time. Unless it was about groceries or bills.
Evan: Hey, how's your day going?
April: Pretty good, actually. Fixed a couple of bugs this morning. You?
Evan: Busy morning, but I'm working from home the rest of the day.
Evan: I might have looked at the book.
Evan: That first line about awareness stuck with me.
April: Yeah?
Evan: It made me realize I've been a little absent lately.
April: You have been.
Evan: I'm sorry. Last night was nice.
April: It was. I missed cuddling. We should do it more often.
Evan: We should. Tonight?
April: I'd like that. I'm going to get drinks with Lena after work. Read and cuddle in bed?
Evan: It's a date. I've got a virtual meeting in a few minutes. Talk later, babe.
For a few moments after placing her phone back on the desk, April simply stared at her monitor with a small smile on her face. Maybe the book did help them both recognize they had been taking each other for granted. Lena's advice was good; Evan and April were rebuilding their emotional connection, so they should also rebuild their physical connection.
The afternoon at Helios didn't feel quite so long.
Lena left before April, and the blonde found her friend waiting at a small table upon arriving at the bar near Helios. The place was dimly lit as April walked through the bar, the murmur of after-work chatter mixing with music drifting through the air. Lena's wineglass was half-empty as she scrolled through her phone in a corner booth.
"You're late," Lena commented without looking up.
"By five minutes," April replied, sliding into the booth.
"Unacceptable," Lena smirked, setting her phone down.
April rolled her eyes as a server appeared to take her order. "I'll have a glass of whatever my friend's having, thank you."
"So," Lena leaned forward when the server walked away, "tell me why you're still smiling like someone slipped serotonin into your drink."
"It's nothing," April said, trying and failing to look innocent.
"That's at least the third time you've said that today," Lena snorted. "Try again."
"He texted me this afternoon," April sighed, pulling out her phone. "And not about laundry or bills."
"Voluntarily?" Lena asked with a raised brow.
"Yes, stop asking that," April giggled, handing her phone across the table. "I don't have his balls in a vice that I tighten if he doesn't obey."
"Now that's a fun idea," the brunette nodded approvingly as she accepted the phone.
Lena skimmed the conversation, her expression shifting from amused to impressed. "Well damn, look at that. He's self-aware!"
"I know," April said, taking her phone back. "He apologized. We're gonna read in bed and cuddle tonight."
"To ancient sex manuals," Lena lifted her wine glass.
"It's not a sex manual," April mumbled, glancing away when Lena gave her an even look. "Well, not just a sex manual."
The server returned a moment later with April's wine. Lena smiled and held up her glass. "To mysterious old books that make Evan attentive and reflective."
"To mysterious old books," April clinked Lena's glass. "That reminded both of us to pay attention."
"Okay, phase one complete. You've got his attention and he knows he fucked up," Lena said after sipping her wine. "Onto phase two. Romance and seduction. For that we need sexy outfits."
"Do you really think dressing sexy is the way to go?" April asked. "I mean, I agree date nights are important. I'm just not sure about showing up in lace and garters."
"First of all," Lena said, holding up a finger, "lace is classy. Second, this isn't about him."
"It isn't?" April looked confused.
"No," Lena stated firmly. "It's about you feeling confident. In yourself and in your relationship. You said you waited a while before going all the way, then you two went wild. You need to remember why you were confident enough and comfortable enough with him to let go."
"Okay, that's a good point," April admitted.
"Also he's been an ass," Lena added. "You need to give him blue balls to the point he sprays in his boxers and begs for renewed access to the kitty."
"Lena!" April gasped. "You're terrible!"
"And yet I'm right," Lena smirked, picking up her phone and texting April a link. "Go to this site. They have free two-day shipping and their stuff is gorgeous."
"Do they have anything for girls with regular-size boobs," April teased as she went to the site on her phone.
"Big boobs, small boobs, regular boobs," Lena listed while April browsed. "Extra small boobs."
"I'm a B-cup!" April looked up with mock-outrage. "That's average... I think."
Lena giggled while April looked through the elegant, expensive lingerie. Silk. Lace. Satin. Some pieces were delicate and romantic. Others were significantly less subtle. There was one with no bra cups so that her boobs would just hang out. Nope. Way too obvious. April wanted something more subtle. Something teasing.
"Oh wow," Lena murmured, staring at her phone.
"What?" April looked up.
"This one is perfect," she replied, sending April the link. "It's you. Not explicit, but teasing. Purple's your color."
April opened the link and saw a purple satin chemise with black lace trim. It fell to mid-thigh and had cute purple bows at the sides and one between her breasts. The v-neck showed quite a bit of cleavage, but the black lace trim would somewhat cover her. She liked the way the lace was above the bra cups and extended beneath her breasts. It was cute and sexy, and it came with a matching pair of purple lace panties.
"Okay, I really like it," April admitted, her cheeks warm. "Like, REALLY like it."
"You should get it," Lena urged.
"Purple?" April questioned. "It also comes in blue and green. Green would match my eyes."
"Nah, go with purple," Lena confirmed. "It'll look great with your light skin."
"It's in the cart," April smiled softly.
"Perfect," Lena nodded, sending April a few more links. "I sent a guide to dirty talk, that should help. And I think you should browse their costumes."
April agreed, and the two ladies drank wine while giggling and browsing some of the options. Lena loved the sexy cop outfit, saying it would be awesome if she handcuffed Evan. The petite blonde shot that one down, and they both agreed the cheerleader thing was overdone.
Eventually they found a cute schoolgirl outfit that would look great with April's glasses. White collared short-sleeve shirt, black tie, red-and-black pleated skirt. It also came with red ribbons she could use to tie her hair into pigtails. April's face was red as she placed the order, buying the schoolgirl outfit and the lingerie.
Downing the last of her wine, April felt a mix of excitement and anxiety. That night she was just going to read and cuddle with Evan. It was a good start. The rest of the week suddenly felt full of possibility, and she wondered what the next lesson in the strange old book would be.
April unlocked the apartment door and stepped inside. Soft light spilled from the living room, and she could hear Evan's voice as well. It sounded like he was finishing up a work call. April set her purse down and removed her shoes while Evan ended his conversation.
"Babe?" he called out. "Your dinner's in the microwave."
"Okay, thanks!" April replied.
Drinks with Lena had gone longer than she expected. It had been worth it. Her stomach growled as she headed into the kitchen and found the plate Evan had left her in the microwave. She started the microwave and grabbed a drink. The apartment felt comfortable. Peaceful.
The microwave beeped and she carried her dinner into the living room. Evan was sitting on the couch and the old green book was sitting on the coffee table in front of him. Secrets of the Passionate Arts. He'd definitely moved it. Sitting on the opposite side of the couch, April started eating while wondering what Evan had learned.
April ate quickly while watching a sitcom with Evan. The moment she returned to the couch after cleaning up, she grabbed the book and carefully opened it. Flipping past the introduction and first lesson, she smiled when she reached Lesson Two: Proximity. She was enthralled, her fingers running along the page as she read.
"Awareness awakens the heart," April whispered to herself, feeling a comforting warmth spreading through her. "Proximity feeds its fire."
The lesson explained that two people might care deeply for each other, yet drift apart if distance came between them. Distance wasn't just about miles, but also the space between their bodies. Casual touches reminded the heart what it longed for. The page turned beneath her fingers.
Every tip made sense to her: sit closer, walk side-by-side, let your hands brush, hold hands. April devoured the next several paragraphs, loving the simplicity of the advice. Closeness created a subconscious awareness of a partner's warmth and movement. She scooted closer to Evan without even thinking about it.
"You're really into that book," Evan commented.
"It's intriguing," April looked over at him, noticing he was wearing comfortable lounge pants and a gray t-shirt. "And I think it's helping us."
"Maybe it is," he acknowledged. "Second lesson?"
"Mhm, proximity," the blonde nodded. "People grow apart if they stop being close physically. Not just sex, just casual touches."
"I think the book is right," Evan shifted, draping an arm over her shoulders and making her skin tingle.
April looked up at him and softly pressed her lips against his. The kiss was soft and gentle, with April's tongue only coming out after a few minutes. She gently probed his mouth, running her tongue along his as her hand rested on his thigh. It reminded April of their first kiss.
"Mm," she hummed, pulling away.
"That was nice," Evan whispered.
"It was," April nodded, feeling the slow rise and fall of his breathing, his steady warmth.


A mischievous smile crossed his face. "Your breath smells like wine."
"I didn't have much," April replied.
"You had fun tonight?" Evan asked.
"I did," she confirmed.
"Good," he pecked her lips.
They both looked down at the book at the same time, the illustration beneath the lesson catching their attention. It showed two figures sitting close together. The woman was leaning against the man while he had an arm around her shoulders. Her hair... the same soft waves as April's. She blinked and it once again looked like a simple sketch.
"Huh," Evan commented.
"What?" April asked.
"For a second I thought that sketch had your hair, too," he chuckled. "Remember? From last night?"
"Yeah," she swallowed weakly. "Yeah, I remember."
Setting the book on the coffee table, April curled up closer to Evan. For the first time in months, sitting together felt easy and natural. The book was amazing. It made them both aware of the problems in their relationship. It was helping so much that April was starting to feel like it was made for them. She smiled at how silly she was being, thinking illustrations and lines were actually changing.
They decided to go to bed early, both of them eager to read and cuddle. April started undressing in the bedroom, sliding her pants down her legs. She turned away from him when removing her shirt and bra, preventing Evan from seeing her bare breasts.
Pulling a t-shirt over her head, she grabbed her signed copy of Ascendant Exile and climbed into bed. Evan got under the covers beside her, wearing just a pair of lounge pants. April smiled and ran her fingers along his chest. She kissed his cheek as she felt his chest hair tickling her skin. Curling up under his arm, she started her book while Evan read a fantasy novel of his own.
"Evan?" April whispered when they had finished reading for the night.
"Yeah?" he asked, holding her close.
"Why did you pull away?" she wondered, scared to hear the answer.
"I don't know," Evan stated simply. "It wasn't intentional. I guess I just got comfortable. Then I got lazy."
"I thought you didn't want me anymore," April admitted sadly.
"You're amazing. You're pretty, you're sweet, and you're so fucking smart. I definitely still want you," he answered firmly. "Work really has been busy and I've been exhausted, but that's no excuse. You've been busy and still made time for us. I could have, too. I'm sorry, April."
"Lena thought you were cheating on me," she commented, squeezing his arm.
"I'm not. I swear I'm not," Evan looked at her seriously. "I got comfortable and stopped trying."
"I was naked in bed with my legs spread," April looked at him from behind her framed glasses. "I was rubbing myself and begging you to stick it in. Instead you told me you jerked off in the shower."
"Sometimes it's easier to just self-serve real fast," he reasoned. "No worrying about anyone else, just a quick stress relief. I'm sorry. I know the last time we had sex wasn't good for you. I'm an asshole."
"You are," April agreed, cupping his face. "But you're working on it. That means a lot to me."
"Thank you," he placed his hand over hers. "I'm excited to go on a date with you."
"You should be," she pecked his lips before turning over. "Because you're gonna have to seduce me if you expect to get laid again."
"I deserved that," Evan sighed, shutting off the light.
"You really did," April confirmed, removing her glasses and getting comfortable.
~Wednesday 09 October, 2024~
Soft morning sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting a pale glow across the bed. April stirred, feeling warm and comfortable. She realized Evan was spooned behind her, his arm wrapped around her waist. His fingers lightly caressed her bare stomach, her t-shirt having been pushed up slightly in her sleep.
"Morning," April murmured.
"Morning," Evan replied softly, sounding relaxed and content.
April turned her body slightly so she could look up at him. "You're still here."
"Yeah," he nodded.
"Don't you usually leave earlier than this?" she asked.
"I do," Evan confirmed, his fingertip brushing her belly button.
"Then why haven't you?" she grinned as she pressed her pantie-clad bum against him. "I'm not taking care of your morning wood for you."
"I was enjoying holding you," he whispered.
The answer was so simple and sincere that April didn't immediately know what to say. Her cheeks warmed as she pushed herself up slightly, her wavy blonde hair falling over one shoulder as she studied him. "Oh."
"You fell asleep fast last night," Evan commented, running his hand along her arm.
"I was tired," April smiled and stretched. "Sorry if I kept you trapped."
"I wasn't trapped," he whispered, resting a hand on her shoulder.
A casual touch to remind the heart what it longed for. April thought about that line with a smile as she ran her hand over his chest before looking over at her phone. She froze. Secrets of the Passionate Arts sat beside the lamp. April was certain she had left the old green book on the coffee table the night before.
"Something wrong?" Evan asked.
"Huh?" April whipped her head around to face him, his features blurry when she wasn't wearing her glasses.
"You made a face," he explained.
"Oh," she replied quickly, shaking her head. "Nothing. It's nothing."
"I should take a shower," Evan said, sitting up and giving her a long, lingering kiss. "I have a busy day. You'll probably be home before me."
"Okay," April whispered, her mind still on the book. "I'll make us something for dinner."
"Thanks, babe," he pecked her lips before getting up and gathering his things.
Evan was in the shower while April stayed in bed checking her phone. She glanced toward the nightstand again, noticing the book was the same as always. Old green leather, worn corners, faded gold lettering. Evan must have moved it at some point. That made sense. Grabbing a hair tie off the nightstand, she tied her hair back while reminding herself books didn't move.
April went through her normal morning routine, brushing her teeth and taking her birth control pill. In the shower, she made sure to shave her legs and underarms; she was expecting some action in the near future. She kept her pubic hair trim, liking the look of a cute blonde patch of hair between her legs.
Work went smoothly that day. April sat at her desk and worked through the code review queue. With every fixed bug, she bopped her Planet Trek Wars bobble head in victory. A smile was on her face as she thought about waking up with Evan holding her, his arm around her protectively.
The book was right about casual touches being a great reminder for the heart. April's heart was full of longing as she answered emails and helped coworkers. She exchanged a couple of texts with Evan, but he was definitely really busy. That didn't matter to her, because he was putting in the effort.
Since the deadline was fast approaching, most people chose to eat lunch at their desk. April was no exception. She continued coding between bites of her sandwich, not bothering with a break. She did briefly check her phone when she got the notification that her sexy clothing had shipped. For the first time in a while, April was loving life.
The afternoon consisted of a deep debugging session that demanded all of her concentration. A former employee hadn't documented their code, resulting in hundreds of lines that had no explanation. It took April until well after her usual quitting time to get it sorted so she could go home. As she shut down her computer, she found herself thinking about the book waiting for her.
April arrived home and went right to her bedroom to change into a light-pink camisole and a matching pair of tiny shorts with white drawstrings. Her gaze fell upon her bedside table, where the familiar old green book rested. Secrets of the Passionate Arts. The worn leather cover seemed almost inviting. She knew she had to make dinner, but there was time for a quick look.
Sitting cross-legged on the couch, she placed the book in her lap and flipped through it until she found Lesson Three: Touch. It was an expansion on the second lesson, mentioning how a simple hand on the shoulder could make all the difference. In fact, Lesson Two had mentioned holding hands. Touch could strengthen a relationship, and a lack of touch could weaken it. Small touches reminded the body it was loved.
Lesson Four: Shared Warmth. It was even simpler, talking about how humans sought warmth with each other. Sharing a blanket or curling up side-by-side were small moments that reinforced emotional closeness. The illustration showed two figures laying beneath a blanket, their shoulders pressed together. They appeared to be reading. Just like April had done with Evan the previous night.
In another few pages she reached Lesson Five: Desire. Her cheeks warmed just from reading the title, the thought of some dirty content exciting her. Like all the handwritten text, it was printed beautifully, allowing her to read effortlessly. It was the fifth lesson, and she had barely scratched the surface of the book.
The lesson advised allowing anticipation to grow rather than rushing to physical intimacy. It also mentioned that desire was easy early in a relationship, but it could fade if partners stopped noticing each other. Echoing the first lesson, the book said desire and attraction thrived on awareness. Glances, compliments, and playful teasing all helped keep desire alive. Trying new things.
Just reading the book had April feeling warm. As she continued, she thought about the lingerie she had ordered. The gorgeous purple satin chemise. She imagined wearing the schoolgirl uniform for Evan. Maybe he'd punish her for being so dirty. Some rough spanking sounded fantastic. Almost without thinking, her hand drifted up to brush one of her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her camisole.
April noticed that the section seemed to focus on maintaining desire. Only the beginning bothered to mention initial desire in a new relationship. It was almost as if the book were perfectly-tailored to her needs. Most of the things it spoke of were relevant to her exact situation. That was ridiculous, of course. The book listed things relevant to most relationships. Before she could continue reading, her phone buzzed on the coffee table.
Evan: On my way.
"Fuck. Dinner," April sighed, sending a quick reply to her boyfriend and placing the book on the table.
Pushing herself up from the couch, April rushed to the kitchen so she could make them a meal. She briefly glanced down at her camisole and tiny shorts, smiling faintly as she thought Evan would appreciate the view when he got home. A doting girlfriend and a hot meal. Perfect.
She started pulling pans and utensils from the cabinet, gathering all the ingredients she'd need. The apartment was soon filled with the sounds of cooking as she started preparing a quick pasta dish. Her mind started wandering back to the lessons while she waited for the water to heat.
Touch. Shared Warmth. Desire. They weren't complicated ideas. They were actually very simple concepts. That was probably why they worked. Or maybe it wasn't the lessons themselves, maybe it was just that April and Evan were both putting the effort into their relationship.
Stirring the sauce slowly, she tasted it from a wooden spoon before adding more seasoning. The warm scents of garlic and tomato filled the kitchen, making April's stomach grumble. When she realized Evan would be back any minute, April checked her hair to make sure she looked okay. The smallest things were the ones that mattered most.
"Hey," Evan called out as he stepped into the apartment.
"Kitchen!" April replied.
He walked in a moment later, pausing when his eyes fell upon the petite blonde. April was leaning against the counter, wooden spoon in hand and her wavy blonde hair falling down her shoulders. Her green eyes sparkled from behind her cute glasses. The light-pink camisole and tiny shorts left little to the imagination, the soft fabric clinging gently to her curves.
"Wow," Evan whispered.
April tried to act casual, but couldn't hide her smile. "What?"
"You look... comfortable," he responded, his eyes devouring her body.
"It's been a long day," she shrugged.
Evan stepped closer, placing his hands on her slender waist. The contact was warm and familiar, making April smile happily. Her hands rested on his chest, feeling the warmth beneath his shirt. He leaned in and pecked her lips. April thought of the lessons she had just read. Touch.
"Dinner's almost ready," she said softly. "Why don't you get changed and I'll set the table."
"Okay," he nodded without moving. For a few moments they simply stood there, bodies close, neither ending the moment.
Shared warmth.
April giggled cutely, shoving his chest lightly. "Before dinner burns."
They ate together at the small kitchen table, the conversation easy and relaxed. Evan talked about his busy afternoon and several meetings that should have been emails. April described her nightmare debugging sessions and how the previous engineer left a bunch of undocumented code.
At one point April's left hand was resting on the table while she ate. Evan reached out and placed his hand on hers, his thumb lightly caressing her skin. Awareness built desire. The thought made her cheeks warm as she felt the familiar moisture between her legs. She smiled and blew him a kiss.
After dinner they cleaned up together, bumping shoulders while standing at the sink. The small kitchen felt even smaller than usual, but more like home than it ever had. When the last plate was put away, April leaned back against the counter with Evan standing in front of her. His hands held her shoulders, fingers tracing circles against her skin.
"Hi," Evan murmured.
"Hi," she replied, her breath catching.
He leaned down at the same moment she stood on her toes. Their lips met in a soft, gentle kiss that quickly deepened. April's hands slid up his chest and around his neck while Evan reached for her waist to pull her to him. The entire world shrank until all that existed was the warmth between them. Both were breathing heavily when the kiss broke.
"That was nice," Evan whispered.
"It was," April agreed.
They moved to the couch for an evening movie, sitting close together. April curled against his side while he draped an arm around her shoulders. Neither of them paid much attention to the movie. April rested her head against his chest, listening to his heartbeat while his fingers traced patterns along her bare upper arm. Touch. Warmth. Desire.
Evan's breath caught when he felt April's hand on his crotch. "Can I help you?"
"I was just thinking," April whispered, her fingers rubbing him, "it's been a long time since I've tasted this beautiful dick."
"I, ah, I thought I wasn't getting any until I seduced you?" Evan trembled as he hardened beneath her ministrations.
"Evan, you've got a chick who wants to suck your cock," April stated flatly. "Do you really think trying to talk her out of it is the smart move?"
"Right. Good point," he chuckled.
April removed her glasses and carefully placed them on the coffee table beside the leather-bound book. Scooting sideways, she reached for the waistband of his lounge pants and tugged on the front of them until his erection popped out. She wrapped her fingers around the throbbing length, stroking him slightly while looking at him with lust.
"I'm gonna enjoy this," she whispered before lowering her head.
Evan gasped the instant he felt her warm, wet mouth surround his tip. April's lips were tight against his skin as she slid down his length, effortlessly taking him into her throat. He placed a hand on her head, moaning softly as April started bobbing her head on him. Her tongue danced along his shaft as she lightly sucked on him, using her mouth to bring him pleasure.
"Oh fuck," Evan hissed, lightly tugging on her blonde locks. "I forgot how good you are!"
The vibrations caused by her giggle only made the blowjob even better. Evan leaned his head back as April sucked and slurped, losing herself in the enjoyment of giving head. From the moans escaping her lips as she blew him, April was enjoying the activity as much as Evan.
"Mmmslurp, sluuurp, schloop," April sucked, her tongue circling his tip. "Sluuurp, schlrp, shlup."
His hand ran down her back as April knelt on the couch cushion. Evan briefly squeezed her butt before reaching beneath her body to cup her breast. April moaned loudly when his hand slipped into her camisole to hold warm, naked flesh. His fingers teased her nipple, making April gasp and squirm.
April had learned long ago that she barely had a gag reflex. She might be a petite woman, but she could effortlessly take Evan's dick to the root, her lips stretched around his base. April remembered deepthroating a ten-inch dildo on a dare in college and shocking Stacey. She used the same talent to rock Evan's world.
"Holy shit!" he hissed while April held the deepthroat, her warm throat massaging his length.
"Glug, glug, glug, gak, glug," April gurgled, enjoying the feel of a hard dick in her mouth. "Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!"
For several more minutes, April continued sucking, bringing Evan closer and closer to the peak. He had released her boob and was just resting one hand on her head as he focused on the feelings she was creating. Pre-cum dripped onto her tongue, the salty taste making April wet. She knew he was close.
"Cumming, babe!" Evan grunted a few moments later.
April coughed slightly when the first warm burst of semen hit the back of her throat. She instinctively swallowed it down, the convulsing of her throat making Evan groan. He held her head down as his hips bucked and several more spurts filled April's warm mouth. She happily stayed down, gulping down every drop he gave her.
Lifting her head from his lap, April gave him a self-satisfied smile. "Mm, yummy. I like boy."
"That was awesome," he said breathlessly.
"Good," April nodded. "Let's keep working on our relationship. And I'll keep being your dirty, little cumslut."
"Deal," Evan gasped. "Bed?"
April smiled. "Bed."
* * *
"Wait," I say suddenly. "Time out."
"Really? Now?" April gives me an annoyed look.
"I know what happens next," I giggle. "Wild April makes her appearance, destroyed furniture, fluids everywhere."
"Actually, no," the little nerd shakes her head. "We just cuddled and fell asleep."
"He didn't even return the favor? Wow," I raise an eyebrow. "Dick."
"It was my call," April insists, still playing with my boobs. "I was enjoying the slow buildup. Now are you gonna tell me why you interrupted?"
"I was just thinking," I say carefully, "you said this was a true story."
"It is a true story," she confirms, briefly dipping her head to kiss my cleavage.
"Okay, then where's the book?" I ask. "You've worn the purple satin chemise and the schoolgirl costume for me a few times. You've shown me the signed copy of Ascendant Exile. You have all that stuff still, why don't you still have the book? Did Evan keep it in the breakup?"
"That is a good question," April nods thoughtfully. "A very, very good question."
"I'm sure you're exaggerating the details about the illustrations. And the whole thing with the changing lines. Still if the story is mostly-true..." I trail off. "Where is that book?"
"We haven't reached that part of the story yet," she teases. "I've barely told you anything in that book. It's really, really long."
"Alright, continue," I sigh, accepting defeat.
"Smart girl," April smiles, pecking my lips. "Thursday."
* * *
~Thursday 10 October, 2024~
Evan was usually quicker about shutting off his alarm, so April was surprised when the annoying noise woke her. He shifted beside her, turning away so he could reach his phone. Unfortunately, he didn't go back to holding her, instead getting up for the day. April smiled when he leaned over and kissed her forehead before heading to take a shower.


April stayed half-asleep until she heard him return to the bedroom. Sitting up, April brushed her hair over her shoulder and put on her glasses so she could admire Evan. Covered only by a towel wrapped around his waist, April felt her heart rate increase as she admired his chest and biceps. Droplets of water clung to his skin, running down his body. Yes, she definitely desired him.
"Morning, babe," Evan said. "Sorry for waking you."
"It's okay," she sighed. "I just wish you'd stayed in bed with me."
"Me, too," he nodded apologetically. "I can't be late again."
"I understand," April said, glancing toward the nightstand and noticing the book was there again. The book she had once again left on the coffee table. "Snuggle tonight?"
"It's a date," Evan smiled, following her gaze. "You are really into that book."
"It's good," she shrugged. "Though I could have sworn I left it on the coffee table last night."
"Maybe it followed you in here," he chuckled, adjusting his towel and drawing her attention to the blue fabric and what was barely hiding.
"Perhaps it enjoys pushing us closer together," April waggled her eyebrows. "Lookin' good in that towel, big guy."
"Thanks," Evan smirked. "You look pretty great, yourself."
"Let me guess; you took care of your morning wood in the shower?" she asked, feeling her awareness turning into desire.
"Ah, no, not today," he cleared his throat nervously.
"In that case," April purred, tossing the blanket off her body and getting to her feet, "I should help you out. What kind of girlfriend would let her man go to work with blue balls?"
"Fuck, I can be late again," Evan husked as April sashayed over to him with a hand on her hip.
Pressing her body against his, April drew him into a kiss. Her tongue ran along his as his wet chest soaked her camisole. Sliding her hands down his body, she yanked the towel to his feet. April broke the kiss, keeping her eyes locked on him as she sank to her knees.
His hands held her face as April stroked him, looking so sexy with her glasses on and her wet camisole clinging to her small breasts. Flicking her eyes to his crotch, April placed him between her lips and slid a couple inches into her mouth. Her hand found his balls, massaging them gently while she gave head.
April rested her hands on her knees and looked up at him with lust in her eyes as she thickly spoke around his shaft. "Fuck my face."
Evan was more than happy to oblige, holding April's face as he started moving her head along his cock. The little blonde gagged and gurgled, drool running from her lips as his balls hit her chin. It was rough and quick, with Evan groaning a couple minutes later as he blew his load down her throat.
"Uurp!" April burped cutely after swallowing and getting her mouth off him.
"Was that a cum burp?" he asked with a chuckle.
"That was a cum burp," she confirmed with a nod. "Thanks for the morning protein, baby!"
"I love you," Evan smiled, patting her on the head.
"Mm, love you too," April gushed.
Sadly Evan really did have to get to work. He quickly got dressed and gave April a kiss goodbye before rushing out the door. April took a shower of her own, deciding to satisfy her lust by bonding with the shower head. With one foot up on the tub and one hand bracing against the shower wall, April bit her lower lip as she came hard.
April was ready for work early, so she decided to read before leaving. Curling up on the couch, she flipped through the thick pages of Secrets of the Passionate Arts until she reached Lesson Six: Surrender. Getting comfortable, she soon lost herself in the elegant, handwritten script.
The book explained that lovers couldn't truly know each other while remaining guarded. Walls from previous trauma often kept new love outside. Surrendering was about trusting enough to be fully seen. The vulnerability could be terrifying, but the reward was well worth the risks.
She thought back on her relationship with Evan. About first agreeing to a date, about waiting several dates to even kiss him. It had taken a long time for April to be comfortable with him. Things were so great for a while. Then the distance. Had she started guarding herself again?
Running her thumb along the edge of the page, she remembered something else she had never told him. Something only one other person knew. April thought telling Evan about why she wasn't close with Stacey would help them. Being that vulnerable felt nerve-wracking, but it was necessary. The old book was always right. It always knew exactly what she needed to read.
According to the book, one lover lowering their defenses would inspire the other to follow. Trust wasn't demanded, it was offered. April decided she was going to offer Evan some trust. It wasn't going to be easy and she was afraid he might judge her, but it was essential. He was trying; she had to do the same.
April wanted to keep reading, but she had to get to work. She considered bringing the book, but ultimately decided against it. The book was too big to fit in her purse, and it was the kind of old tome that would invite questions. Questions she didn't want to answer. Instead, she texted her manager who gave April permission to work from home for the day.
Since she didn't have to go to the office, April changed into a soft, loose-fitting t-shirt that fell to mid-thigh and a pair of gray shorts. She held her hair back with a clip and stretched out on the couch with her laptop. Coffee mug on the table, morning sunlight spilling across the couch; yeah, that was a good way to work.
Opening her email, April replied to a few messages before switching to her project tracker. The work was routine, but the quiet apartment gave her a sense of calm that was often missing at the office. She went through lines of code while periodically texting with Evan. She had told both him and Lena that she would be working remotely.
Evan: How's working from the apartment?
April: Productive. Working in jammies is awesome. You?
Evan: Busy, but I keep thinking about last night... and this morning. You make it hard to focus.
April: Mm, I make it hard. ;)
Evan: I am so glad you found that book. :P
April: It's not the book itself. It's us. We're trying.
Evan: Yes, we are. :) It isn't just lessons, you know?
April: What do you mean?
Evan: I figured there weren't 3,000 lessons, so I flipped through it to see what else it had.
Evan: There indeed are some crazy sex tips, some stories and myths, stuff like that.
April: Cool! I can't wait to read that!
Evan: Don't forget to work!
April: You too. Be good, and maybe you'll get another round with my hot, little mouth.
Evan: Shit, don't make me hard at work!
April: Later, baby! :*
The idea of stories and myths in the book was intriguing. She couldn't wait to read about them, wondering if she could relate to anything. If what she had read so far was any indication, there would definitely be some stories that applied to her. April kept glancing at the book on the coffee table in between reading lines of code.
There was one mid-morning meeting on the status of the update. It went well, although April was annoyed it stole from her coding time. She even spent some of the meeting fixing a couple of bugs instead of listening. Once it was over, she worked until lunch, with Lena only occasionally pestering her.
Lena: You're working from home because you can't walk. Am I right?
April: Why wouldn't I be able to walk?
Lena: That book worked its magic and Evan left you a drooling mess unsteady on her feet?
April: No, I just wanted to read the book a bit more during lunch.
Lena: You bought a sex book and STILL haven't done it?
April: I might have, you know, used my mouth on him last night. And this morning.
Lena: Alright, that's my girl! A skilled cocksucker!
April: Oh, shush.
Lena: Spit or swallow?
April: Swallow. Now, knock it off.
Lena: Nah, more details!
April: The book is amazing. I can't stop reading the lessons on awareness, touch, surrender.
Lena: Surrender, interesting. Handcuffs.
April: It means being emotional vulnerable, dummy.
Lena: Shame. Hey, your sexy outfits are coming today, right?
April: Yes!
Lena: Remember, girl; details.
For her lunch break, April sat back on the couch, sandwich in hand and the green leather book open in her lap. The content after the lessons wasn't nearly as structured. It was more of a compendium of stories, myths, and historical examples of love and passion. April read slowly, savoring every word.
The first tale was about a couple in ancient Sumer who were supposedly able to communicate entirely through touch. They left small tokens for each other: a carved stone, a ribbon tied to a branch, a small snack. Each gift created a spark of warmth, and their every touch communicated more than any spoken word ever could.
Flipping through the book, April found the classic myths of the succubi and incubi. The succubus was a being that fed on desire and needed semen to survive. She fed on the energy of her lovers while they slept, draining their life force. The incubus was similar, but preyed on women. April admired the old illustrations of pale figures that hovered over their sleeping partners.
April once again couldn't decide if the book was ancient or modern. After defining the two creatures, the book explained that they were likely not real. They had been invented to explain what was known in the current age as sleep paralysis. It was quite strange that a book hundreds of years old would mention such a thing.
Other creatures were mentioned as well, including ghosts and kitsune. April found the fox spirits fascinating. She also noticed another entry for the succubus. The author wrote that there actually was such a creature, but one very different from what was described in traditional mythology.
Legends spoke of a line of succubi that was inherited by some humans. It was said they appeared in lines of redheads; their hair a mark of their inherited passion. In such tales, the succubus wasn't a demon. It was an empathetic person with the ability to draw out the deepest desires of everyone they came in contact with. Very few redheads are actually succubi, but their hair should be the first clue.
Going back to the story, April read about a Renaissance couple who maintained their relationship while living in separate towns for several seasons. They wrote their letters in secret code and marked them with different scents. Each story reflected a lesson she'd read: awareness, proximity, touch, shared warmth, desire, surrender.
Next was a story from medieval Japan: a pair of lovers separated by social duty. They couldn't get together often, but each time they did was a passionate encounter beyond simple words. Anticipation could be just as powerful as touch. Delaying gratification gave desire the time it needed to grow.
Another section was on folk myths from various European regions. The tales ranged from lovers who met in dreams to couples who could feel each other's heart beating across the room. Some were cautionary, warning of jealousy, secrets, or too tightly guarding the heart. Others were celebratory, showing the bliss of trust, surrender, and the hearts left completely unguarded.
April smiled when she found the sex guides. Illustrations and descriptions of bendy poses that ranged from hot to downright impossible. She noticed again that the female had the same wavy hair as the illustrations in the earlier lessons. And April. There were also guides to oral sex, anal sex, and every kink imaginable.
Sighing, April closed the book. Lunch was over and she had bugs waiting. Still, she couldn't stop thinking about the stories. Or about Evan.
Returning the book to the coffee table, April stretched again before pulling her laptop back onto her knees. There were a handful of flagged issues from the morning meeting. One of the junior developers had submitted a feature branch that needed April's review. She immediately opened the request.
Unlike debugging, this part of the job was closer to editing. Reading through the code slowly, April checked logic paths and tested edge cases in her head. She left various comments where things could be cleaner. Occasionally she had to rewrite a function entirely and leave a polite explanation.
"Nice approach, but the loop would cause a memory issue in a large dataset. Try restructuring it like this."
Reviewing other people's work required a different mindset than writing her own code. She enjoyed the teaching and guiding aspect. It was also true that the best way to truly understand a subject was to teach it. April had a brief fantasy of walking into a college classroom one day as Professor Heidele.
Lena was texting April throughout the afternoon, asking questions about the book and coding. Mostly the book. Hassan also messaged April for help. He was smart, but he had a habit of overlooking simple things while tackling complex issues. April hopped onto a video chat with him to help with the authentication module.
"Okay, so the problem is that you deleted this piece here that's checking the session token before it hits the database," April said, highlighting a block of code on the shared screen. "Removing it let unauthenticated users send numerous unnecessary queries."
"Good point," Hassan winced on the video call. "I thought it was redundant."
"It looks that way at first," April agreed. "But it saves a lot of load when traffic spikes."
The call was very successful and they were both satisfied with the fix. Helping the team like that was one of her favorite parts of the job. Debugging felt endless, but talking through problems with people was amazing. It reminded her why she first decided to major in computer science.
Just as she was about to dive into the next task, a loud knock at the front door made her jump. April briefly wondered who it was until her eyes widened in realization. She practically jumped off the couch and hurried to the door. The delivery driver was already walking away, but she was more interested in the package on the floor.
April grinned as she brought it inside and opened it on the coffee table. She tore through the tissue paper to find the sexy garments she had ordered. The purple satin chemise was even prettier in person, with fabric that shimmered in the light. Thin straps and lace trim made it look elegant and daring.
The schoolgirl outfit was every guy's fantasy. White collared short-sleeve shirt, pleated skirt, black tie. April giggled to herself as she imagined Evan's reaction. She wanted to try the stuff on, but she had to work. After recycling the box, she placed the lingerie in the top drawer of her dresser. A secret for later.
When she returned to the living room, she noticed Secrets of the Passionate Arts sitting exactly where she had left it. April paused for a moment, nearly giving in to the temptation. With a reluctant sigh, she sat back down on the couch and resumed working. Every now and then her eyes drifted toward the book.
With her last code review comment posted, April shut down her laptop and leaned back with a contented sigh. Closing the computer, she slid it onto the coffee table and stretched. The apartment was quiet, with soft light pouring through the windows. And, of course, the book was still there.
"You win," April muttered, reaching for the book. Her hand shifted when her phone started buzzing, and she picked that up instead. "Hello?"
"Hey, babe," Evan's voice answered. "How was your day?"
"Fine, how was yours?" she asked. "I'm surprised you called."
"It was good," he replied. "I'm calling because I just started driving home and forgot to text you. I shouldn't text and drive, not even to a woman as breathtakingly beautiful as you."
"Hm, someone's hoping for a repeat of this morning," April giggled, her heart fluttering.
"A gentleman doesn't speak of such things," Evan chuckled. "I just wanted to ask if you had any ideas for dinner?"
"Well," she said slowly, "we have leftover spaghetti."
"Nothing against your cooking, but really? Leftovers?" he sighed. "I do love your cooking."
"Don't worry, you're not in trouble," April laughed. "I agree, it doesn't sound appealing. I don't feel like cooking and we already had takeout this week."
"There's no rule saying we can only have it once a week," Evan pointed out.
"Tacos sound amazing," April said immediately. "Eduardo's?"
"Well, that was easy," he laughed. "Text me your order. I'll pick it up on the way home."
"Perfect," she grinned, hesitating for a second. "By the way, something came in the mail today."
"What kind of something?" Evan asked, sounding curious.
"You'll see later," April teased. "If you're good."
"Now I'm definitely hurrying home," he responded.
"Drive safe," she whispered.
"Always."
A quick text message finalized the dinner issue, allowing April to focus on the book. The thick pages parted easily beneath her fingers as she returned to the section containing the lessons. Lesson Seven: Hunger. April tucked a leg beneath her and started reading.
The lesson started with the statement that desire often faded when it was fed too easily. It explained the danger of lovers rushing to satisfy every urge the moment it appeared. Passion was important, but constant gratification dulled the senses. The book advised allowing moments of longing to linger, letting the desire build until it became an all-consuming hunger. Hunger was not a problem to be solved, it was a flame to be tended.
It made sense. April felt just as hot for Evan as she had when they were having sex several times a day. Knowing they were building up to it again was amazing. It was almost like a new relationship, even though they had been having sex for a long time. She made the decision to hold off on the lingerie and schoolgirl uniform. April would let him fall asleep dreaming about what sort of surprise she had in store for him.
They ate dinner in the living room while watching a television show that played clips of funny videos from social media. April used the spiciest salsa on her burrito before taking a big bite. She then made a teasing comment that Evan probably didn't want a blowjob from her at the moment.
Sitting close together, they talked about their days while the television became background noise. Evan asked about what came in the mail, and April declared that he would have to wait. She did tell him he would be very happy. He kept trying to get information out of her, even resorting to tickling her feet. No luck.
April freed her feet from his attack before sitting up and pecking his lips. "That's all you're getting right now. Touch my feet again; that's all you're ever getting."
Evan and April lingered on the couch after dinner, cuddling as they watched a sitcom. He had changed into his pajamas, and April had slipped her hand beneath his shirt to rest it on his stomach. She didn't last long before sitting up and grabbing Secrets of the Passionate Arts.
"Still into that book?" Evan asked, a smile tugging at his lips.
"It's helping us," April replied softly. "I read two more of the lessons today. There were also some really great stories."
"What were the lessons about?" he wondered.
"There was one about hunger," she answered. "It talked about the importance of building up the desire rather than just giving in to it."
"That explains why I have to wait on whatever you got in the mail today," Evan chuckled.
"Yes," April blushed slightly. "The next was about surrendering. About being vulnerable. I want to try it."
"What do you mean? Try what exactly?" he frowned in confusion, reaching out to place his hand on her knee.
April took a deep breath, anxiety threatening to consume her. "There's something I never told you about Stacey."


"Stacey was your roommate in college," Evan said, trying to remember the name. "Then you lived together for a while after you graduated?"
"Right, she moved out after getting that executive assistant job at Thomson Finance," April nodded. "We lived together after college, but we weren't as close anymore. We haven't talked in a while."
"And I'm about to learn the reason why," he nodded in understanding.
"We were playing truth or dare with a few girlfriends," she explained, her mouth dry. "There was a lot of drinking."
"Oh, I remember this game," Evan grinned.
"Different time," April giggled, blushing slightly as she remembered that conversation with her boyfriend. "We played it quite a few times."
"Got it," he nodded.
"Anyway, someone dared Stacey and me to make out," she continued. "Long story short, it came out that I had feelings for Stacey. She didn't feel the same. Stacey wasn't mean about it or anything, but I always felt there was a wall between us after that."
"Are you bisexual?" Evan wondered.
"Maybe," April shrugged. "I mean, Stacey's the only woman I've ever really wanted a relationship with."
"Do you still have feelings for her?" he asked.
"Kind of," she admitted. "Mostly I just miss my best friend. I... I'm very happy with you. I just thought you should know."
Evan took her hand, holding it gently. "Thank you for trusting me with that."
"I was scared you'd think it made me... complicated," April admitted, tucking a strand of hair behind her hair. "The book said letting someone in and showing them everything helps. It helps them respond in kind."
"I don't have any secrets for you right now," he said slowly. "I think I've told you about everyone I've been with, everyone I've loved. Just know that I'm happy to let you in."
* * *
"I'm sorry, April," I mumble sadly. "I hurt you."
"You weren't ready," April shakes her head. "Don't apologize. It happened. You treated me well, I was just too much in my head about it. Everything worked out in the end."
"Yeah, I just had to fall in love with my boss and come to you for help," I giggle.
"Then we had a foursome with two hot guys from a bar," she continues for me. "I doubled the number of guys I'd been with. Shit, that was wild."
Reaching between April's legs, I press my hand against her pussy through her shorts. "Now this is all mine."
"Mm, all yours," April sighs happily as she palms my large breasts. "I'm just glad you are willing to share it. I love you, but sometimes a girl needs dick."
"I agree," I nod. "And this time it's my turn to tell you to get back to the story."
* * *
"I appreciate that," April whispered. "Do you wanna lay in bed and read a few of the myths?"
"Yes," Evan agreed happily.
The couple were soon lying in bed with the book. Evan had removed his shirt and April was curled up beside him while he held the book. Her leg was thrown over his as he flipped through the thick pages to find the section with the stories. April did stop him to point out the alternative succubus myth. Evan joked he dated a redhead in college and understood how a story like that might appear.
In the first tale, they learned about two lovers from Delphi, Greece. They had visited the Temple of Apollo for guidance on their trouble relationship. The oracle told them love could not survive if one heart sought to control the other. The couple was advised to simply sit together every day and watch one another breathe. While they thought it was foolish at first, the couple soon learned to notice the smallest changes. The attention they paid each other helped them stay in balance and not lose their connection.
Evan flipped through the book until he found a story claiming to be a Germanic legend. He started reading aloud to April, telling her about a king who commissioned a magical mirror that could reveal the truth of any relationship. Couples would not see their reflections, but their partner's deepest feelings. Many lovers rejoiced while others would despair.
One noblewoman saw cold indifference in her husband's reflection and, in her rage, shattered the mirror. It changed nothing, since the shards continued to show the same truth. The tome warned that knowledge without compassion can shatter love faster than even ignorance.
"That was a depressing one," April observed while tracing shapes on Evan's shoulder.
"Sorry, I'll try and find a better one," he offered, flipping through the book.
A northern European folktale claimed a prince once bedded three women in three days, boasting to all of his endurance. On the fourth day he was so tired he fell asleep in the middle of dinner. The women abandoned him and all three women moved in with the blacksmith. He was far less arrogant and possessed far more stamina. No other woman wanted the prince after learning of what happened. The book simply commented that desire thrived on generosity, not pride.
"I don't know if that was a better one," April giggled.
"Hey, it's the advice given to every selfish guy," Evan chuckled. "Care about her pleasure and she'll keep coming back."
"You used to do a better job of that," the blonde commented, thinking of their disappointing sex the previous week.
"I know," he whispered, the hurt and shame in his voice obvious. "I have no defense, I'll just promise to do better. I feel bad that you've just been going down on me and I haven't taken care of you."
"Things are better now," April told him. "I'm enjoying the anticipation. We'll get to sex again soon."
"When we do, it will be all about you," Evan vowed.
"Mm, I'll hold you to that," she giggled.
They soon found a story that was written in a different style than the others, almost seeming like a note copied from an older manuscript. It was one of the shortest entries in the book and it told of an ancient tome of passion. A tome said to contain writings on love, desire, and the ways of the heart.
The great book would adjust itself to reflect the needs of the person reading it, telling them what they needed to hear. It could not create desire, but it could magnify and enhance it. While the book was powerful, it was also dangerous. A hunger for love was a great thing, but being rabid for it was not. It had brought many couples happiness, while others were consumed by the fires of passion the book inspired.
"Huh, so the book has an entry on itself?" he chuckled, closing it and placing it on his bedside table.
"You believe the book is magic?" April teased, nudging his hip with hers.
"Not literally, there's no such thing," Evan replied. "I just can't deny that it's telling us what we need to hear."
"That's true," she nodded. "Although, there's no such thing as too much passion. Feel free to turn yours into an inferno."
"Hey, same goes for you, babe," he leaned over and kissed her cheek. "The book mentioned desire, surrender. It also advised generosity in matters of love. How do you feel about some physical vulnerability?"
April looked at him with interest. "What did you have in mind?"
"Well, the book did mention surrender and hunger," Evan whispered, reaching beneath the blanket to caress her bare thigh. "And I definitely desire to taste you."
"I'd like that," she shivered in anticipation.
Evan wasted no time throwing the covers off of their bodies as April lay on her back. She lifted her hips to help him slide off her shorts and underwear. Spreading her legs, April rested her hands on her inner thighs as she allowed him to see her most intimate area. It was a different kind of vulnerability, but she was definitely about to surrender herself to pleasure.
"Fuck, that looks delicious," he husked, getting between her spread legs and admiring her vulva.
April gasped when Evan leaned in and took his first lick of her pink slit. Burying her hands in his hair, April arched her back and moaned as his tongue worked its magic. Her soft blonde pubic hairs tickled his nose while he kissed her labia and pushed his tongue inside her.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" April gasped, her nails digging into his scalp. "Holy shit, don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"
Sliding two fingers into her wet channel, Evan circled her clit with his tongue as his hand reached up to pinch her nipple from outside her gray t-shirt. April bucked her hips into his face, her eyes rolling back as her toes curled. He started sucking on her clit while continuing to finger her pussy as her moans and pants grew more desperate.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" the blonde nerd squealed, her ass lifting off the bed. "I'm cumming! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
Evan didn't stop with giving her one orgasm. He continued worshiping her beautiful womanhood with his mouth and fingers, determined to prolong her pleasure. Her vaginal muscles clamped down on his fingers as she came a second time. Evan's tongue eagerly lapped up her love juices as she gasped and quivered.
"Let me suck your dick!" April begged. "Oh God, shove it in my mouth! I wanna suck you dry!"
No man could resist a beautiful woman pleading for his dick. Evan was no exception as he quickly got naked and straddled April's chest. His erection bobbed in front of him, waving in April's face as she eagerly opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. He teased her by lightly tapping his tip on her cheek before feeding her his length.
Holding the headboard, Evan slowly moved his hips while April bobbed her head. She was moaning loudly as she sucked and slurped, her green eyes looking up at him from behind her glasses. He eventually reached down and held her head in his hands as he pushed himself down her throat.
"Oh God, April!" Evan gasped as his balls clenched.
The first rope of semen went right down April's throat. She quickly pulled her mouth off of him and started stroking as she aimed his tip at her face. Cum lanced across her cheek and landed in her hair. Another spurt went straight up her glasses and over her forehead. As the last drops oozed out, April leaned forward and cleaned his cock with her mouth.
"How do I look?" she asked with a smirk.
"Glazed," he chuckled.
"How about you hand me some tissues?" April requested.
They cleaned up and put their pants back on before going through their nighttime routines. Getting back in bed, April and Evan spent quite a bit of time talking and cuddling in the dark. They even had another tickle fight that lasted until Evan was forced to admit defeat. April was perfectly content when she fell asleep in her boyfriend's arms.
~Friday 11 October, 2024~
April woke up before Evan's alarm, her head resting on his chest. She lay quietly beside him, watching him sleep as the morning light filtered through the curtains. For several moments she simply listened to his breathing, remembering the myth they had read the night before. His phone eventually started chirping and he quickly woke to turn it off.
"Morning," Evan murmured.
"Morning," April replied with a soft smile.
Evan rolled onto his side and studied her with a playful expression. "That smile. You look like you're plotting something."
"Maybe I am," the petite blonde giggled.
"Is it the thing that came in the mail yesterday?" he asked.
April raised an eyebrow in response.
"You're evil," Evan groaned theatrically. "You're enjoying torturing me."
"You'll survive," she said sweetly.
"You don't know that," he countered.
"Yes, I do," April smirked, pecking his lips. "I want you to randomly think of me throughout the day, and when you do, I expect you to pop a boner."
"That just might happen," Evan acknowledged, slipping a hand between her legs. "I'll be thinking of all the ways to make this pussy purr."
"Mm, fuck," April moaned. "I can't wait to have you inside me again."
"I can't wait to be inside you," he whispered, kissing her softly.
"Make sure you think about my body all day at work," she kissed him again before sliding out of bed. "You should get ready. Good luck getting anything done today."
Evan's eyes fell to her butt as she sashayed toward the door. "You know," he called after her, "the longer this drags out, the higher my expectations!"
"That's the point," she replied.
They took turns showering, with April making sure to tease Evan by walking around with just a white towel wrapped around her body. She only gave him small glimpses before disappearing to get ready. April noticed the book several times, resisting the urge to open it. There wasn't time, and she was already using its teachings. Hunger needed to be tended so it could grow.
"Have a good day, babe," Evan kissed her.
"Should I wear something nice tonight?" April asked.
"You should," he confirmed. "I'll pick you up for our date tonight."
"That serious?" she smiled.
"Very."
Work went by surprisingly fast. April spent most of her morning finishing a few lingering tasks so she could focus on the update. She also had to deflect the occasional question from Lena, who was determined to get all the details. Lena was only temporarily satisfied when April promised a breakdown of her date.
While coding, April's thoughts kept drifting back to the evening. To the ancient book, and to the sexy outfits hidden in her dresser at home. Around mid-morning, Evan started texting her. April smiled and texted with her boyfriend as she worked and fantasized about her upcoming date.
Evan: Thinking of you.
April: Hm, what about me? :)
Evan: How smart and beautiful you are. How lucky I am to be with you.
April: I can't wait for our date tonight.
Evan: I'm not sure I'll be able to wait. When I see you, I'm sure I'll want to just take you.
April: Patience is a virtue!
Evan: I'm more interested in the sin of lust. ;)
April: Trust me, baby, what came in the mail is VERY sinful.
Evan: You're definitely building my desire. And my hunger for you.
April: Good. :)
Evan: Pick you up at seven?
April: Perfect.
Lunch arrived, and April ate with Lena at their usual corner table. Lena finally managed to get some information about April's night. The two ladies spent the hour talking about the joys of cunnilingus, both of them agreeing it could often be better than intercourse. It was one of the few acts that was truly all about the woman.
April and Evan exchanged flirty texts throughout the day. At one point, April even went to the bathroom and took a picture down her shirt so he could see her cleavage. Evan responded with an image of his bulge as he sat at his desk. She jokingly reminded him not to stand up for a bit.
For the first time in a long while, April felt excited about a date with Evan. It wasn't familiar and routine. It was pure excitement to the point she was feeling the kind of anxiety that usually preceded a first date. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she wondered if the book had known it would happen.
When arriving home, the quiet of the apartment soothed April immediately. It felt different. Almost like she was a single lady again, looking forward to her date picking her up. She smiled in anticipation, both love and lust bubbling inside of her in a way they hadn't in ages.
The dresser drawer slid open with a soft scraping noise. April took out the silk chemise and held it up, admiring how the fabric shimmered. Her heart beat a little faster as she imagined wearing it for Evan. She was starting to get wet in anticipation of a very romantic evening.
"Later," she murmured to herself, returning the lingerie to the drawer.
She changed into a simple black dress that fell to mid-thigh. Even with heels, April barely broke five-feet in height. A couple of bracelets and a pair of dangling earrings completed the look. A quick glance in the mirror told her she made the right choice; the dress was pretty, but not overly revealing. It would also be easy to slip out of later.
There was still some time before Evan would arrive, so April sat on the couch with Secrets of the Passionate Arts. Starting at the beginning, April flipped through the first seven lessons, remembering the familiar titles. She soon arrived at Lesson Eight: Possession.
"That's... not right," April frowned.
While she had only explored a small portion of the massive tome, April had flipped through the ten numbered lessons at the beginning. Devotion. Lesson eight was devotion, not possession. She was absolutely certain of it. April traced the edge of the page slowly, her eyes examining the text. The elegant, handwritten script flowed across the page like always, but it felt sharper. Newer. Almost like it was just written.
April brushed the ink with her thumb. It didn't smear. She shook her head, reminding herself the book was probably centuries old. Centuries old with modern writing and references to modern concepts. Flipping back, she confirmed that the other lessons were the same as before. She told herself she was being ridiculous, but she couldn't help but think of that myth of a book that told lovers what they needed to hear. Shaking her head, she dove into the lesson.
The section began by simply stating that loving without claiming is loving timidly. Many hesitated to embrace the depth of their desire. They feared seeming selfish or possessive. However, true possession between lovers was not ownership. It was recognition. Two hearts discovering their hunger often feared losing what they had found.
Lesson Eight hit her harder than she expected. April was worried about losing what she had with Evan. Worried about the way they had grown apart once before, and that lingering affection for Stacey might come between them. She had opened up about her feelings for Stacey, but she still hadn't told Evan about her uncle. It was something she had blocked out and never intended to bring up.
Carefully, she closed the book and placed it on the coffee table. Whatever the explanation was for the strange book, it could wait. The night was about her and Evan. They would possess each other's hearts. And judging by the way her pulse quickened when she thought of the lingerie in her dresser, it was going to be a great date.
The soft buzz of the apartment intercom made April look up from the couch. She checked the time on her phone and saw that Evan was right on time. Her heart raced as she stood and walked over to the panel beside the door. It really was like getting picked up for a first date.
"Hello?" she said.
"Your ride is here," Evan's voice replied through the speaker.
"Come on up," April responded, pressing the button to unlock the front door.
Taking a few steps back, April smoothed out her dress as she waited. Jewelry on, wavy hair falling freely down her back, phone in her clutch purse; she was ready to go. Her heart sped up when she heard footsteps in the hallway. Moments later the knock on the door arrived. April took a deep breath and opened it.
Evan stood in the hall holding a bouquet of red roses. His usual work clothes were gone, replaced with a dark jacket over a crisp white shirt. He looked amazing. As April checked out Evan, he was doing the same with her. His eyes moved over the dress, the loose waves of her hair, and the soft smile on her pretty face.
"Wow," he whispered.
"You clean up pretty well yourself," April replied, feeling warmth in her cheeks. "I'm just trying to figure out how you changed into the suit without coming home."
"I slipped it out of the apartment in a garment bag," Evan explained. "Then I changed at work."
"I appreciate the effort," she grinned.
He lifted the bouquet. "These are for you."
April took the flowers, surprised by how much the simple gestures meant to her. "They're beautiful."
"So are you," Evan said sincerely.
Stepping closer, she kissed him gently. "Ready to go?"
"Yes," he nodded. "We probably should before I grab you and take you right here."
"Patience, baby," April pecked his cheek. "Let me put these in water."


When they were ready, Evan held the door open for April and placed his hand at the small of her back as she walked out. As they stepped into the hallway, they immediately started holding hands. April laced her fingers through his, more excited for a simple date than she had been in a long time.
The restaurant Evan chose was small and warm, an intimate place that was perfect for a nice date. Soft lighting and quiet music made conversation easy. April sat across from Evan in a booth near the window, sipping from her glass of ice water while he studied the menu.
"Can't decide?" April asked.
"Everything looks good," Evan answered.
"You always order the same thing here," she smirked.
"That's not true," he shook his head.
"Pasta with chicken," April stated plainly. "That's what you're getting."
"There's nothing wrong with predictability," Evan argued.
"Didn't our problems start because things became routine?" she gave him a look.
"Well, maybe," he admitted. "If it helps, I'm much hungrier for you than I am for dinner."
"I'll be dessert," April waggled her eyebrows.
Conversation was easy and familiar, yet they also both felt a spark between them that had been gone for a while. April kept remembering the lessons; awareness and proximity. After ordering, they held hands across the table, reminding her of touch and shared warmth. She definitely desired Evan and was more than willing to surrender to him. Evan's hunger for her was obvious in his eyes, making her heart flutter.
"I'm really glad we did this," Evan said after taking a bite of his steak.
"Me too," April smiled, sipping her wine.
"So," he began, leaning forward, "any big plans this weekend?"
April raised an eyebrow. "You're the one who asked me out. Shouldn't you be planning a nice time for me?"
"I planned tonight," he reasoned. "I thought we could figure out the weekend together."
"Hm, what else do you have for me tonight?" she grinned.
"After dinner, we're going to take a romantic walk through Strawberry Park," Evan answered.
"Oooh, fun," April purred. "Unless you're just planning on parking the car and doing me in the backseat?"
"Nah, I thought we'd go skinnydipping," he teased.
"Keep dreaming, buddy," she giggled, even though it did sound fun to her.
They switched to talking about their days, and April admitted to reading the book while waiting for Evan to pick her up. She explained the lesson on possession, how it wasn't about one partner controlling the other. The topic led to some cute flirting about claiming each other. Evan and April also talked about the line that mentioned partners fearing a loss of connection. Both agreed the book seemed almost tailored to them.
April looked down at her plate for a moment before adding quietly, "There's something else."
"Oh?" Evan asked, looking at her with interest.
"I think the lesson changed," she admitted.
"What do you mean?" he frowned slightly.
"I flipped ahead to see how many lessons there were," April rubbed her thumb along the edge of her wineglass. "Lesson eight used to be called Devotion. I'm sure of it. Now it says Possession."
"I don't think books can change their text," Evan chuckled lightly.
"It's not just that," she swallowed weakly. "I know I left it in the living room, then it was on the bedside table. The illustrations sometimes look like us, sometimes not. The text fits us almost too perfectly, and the language feels modern for such an old book."
"Okay," he looked at her carefully. "It's normal to forget where you left something. How often do you lose your coffee?"
"I guess," April shrugged.
"The illustrations? A lot of women have wavy hair, April. They're barely more than stick figures, they don't look like anyone," Evan continued. "The text does fit us, but I'm sure it fits a lot of couples."
"That's true," she acknowledged.
"The text probably is modern," he reasoned. "Maybe someone found a really old book that no one ever wrote in. They liked it and used it instead of having something printed."
"So, you're saying I'm crazy?" April giggled.
"Yeah, but it's fine," Evan smiled charmingly. "Our crazy fits together."
"That was cheesy," she blushed slightly. "But, you're right. I'm probably just really emotional. It has been a strange week."
"Strange, but good," he raised his glass.
She didn't hesitate to clink glasses. "Strange, but good."
April was all smiles through the rest of dinner, but a small voice in the back of her mind whispered that Secrets of the Passionate Arts was more than just strange.
The drive to Strawberry Park was quiet in the best way possible. Some of the playfulness from dinner still lingered between them, softened by the relaxing drive. Evan kept one hand on the steering wheel and the other intertwined with April's as they followed the road toward the park.
Turning onto the dirt road just as the last light of sunset faded, Evan squeezed April's hand and gave her a soft smile. The parking lot near the woods was especially dark, with no street lights to illuminate the area. Several cars were there, but it wasn't hard to find a spot away from everyone else.
"Ready?" Evan asked, shutting off the engine.
"Lead the way," April smiled.
They stepped out into the cool evening air, and April immediately regretted wearing heels. Hopefully the trail wouldn't be too rough. The scent of pine and damp earth hung around them while the chirping of insects filled the air. April looped her arm through Evan's as they walked.
Passing a parked car with fogged windows, April noticed it was moving slightly. She smirked when she saw a delicate hand press against the glass window of one of the rear doors. A larger hand closed over the small one, making it obvious what was going on in there.
"If it's rockin' don't come knockin'" Evan laughed as they continued toward the trail.
"How romantic," April snorted.
"So the empty beer bottles and used condoms aren't doing it for you?" he joked.
"No, but being here with you is," she replied.
"Good," Evan whispered as they passed another couple that disappeared down the path. "This place hasn't changed at all."
"You used to come here a lot?" April asked as laughter echoed faintly through the trees.
"Back in college," he nodded. "Everyone did. I forgot you aren't an Ashwood native."
"Nope, I came here for college and never left," she confirmed, remembering her roommate telling her about the park. Stacey had lost her cherry in the backseat of a car parked in the area. "And I wasn't the type to go parking. Sounds like you were."
"I might have hooked up in that lot," Evan admitted.
April hip-checked him playfully as they walked the path. "So this is where all the wild stories happened."
"A few of them," he laughed.
Their nice clothes felt out of place on the rough trail, but there was enough space on the path to avoid brush or branches. April squeezed Evan's hand when the faint sounds of the small waterfall reached them. They soon noticed the silver light shimmering between the trunks of trees, indicating their destination was nearby. For a brief moment, the warmth she felt while reading the book filled her chest.
The trail opened up and the lake stretched out before them, pale moonlight spilling across the water. Evan's thumb caressed April's hand as they listened to the sounds of the murmuring waterfall and the soft breeze through the trees. They stopped near the shoreline and gazed across the lake to the waterfall.
"It's beautiful at night," Evan said.
"Yeah," April nodded slowly, "it really is."
Turning to face him, April placed her hands on his chest as they silently watched each other. The quiet between them was charged as the world seemed to shrink until only the two of them existed. Evan brushed a loose strand of hair from April's face, his fingertips lingering against her cheek.
"You look amazing tonight," he said quietly.
Her breath caught slightly. "So do you."
Evan's hand slid to the back of her neck, drawing her closer. Their kiss started slow; soft, warm, and familiar. Something inside them ignited as April's fingers clenched the fabric of Evan's jacket. The kiss deepened as their tongues danced, their passion growing. April felt heat spreading through her, the same warmth she felt while reading the book. It wasn't just in her chest any longer; it was everywhere, humming faintly beneath her skin.
April pulled back just enough to breathe, fire burning in her green eyes. "Evan..."
"Yeah, babe?" he whispered, his hand at the small of her back.
"Do you feel that?" her voice came out in a whisper.
"Love? Absolutely," Evan husked, kissing her again. "God, I want you."
"Mm, not just that," April moaned between kisses. "Warmth, electricity, fire. Like when I read the book."
"The book just reminded us why we fell for each other," he insisted, his hand sliding up her side. "I've never felt this way before."
"Sounds like it's working on you, too," she said against his lips. "You're so fucking sexy."
"Either way, I'm not complaining," Evan swallowed, his hand finding her breast.
"Me neither," April moaned at his touch.
They kissed again. Lust consumed them both as April pressed her body against him. Her hand reached down to squeeze his butt while he buried a hand in her hair. She felt his excitement against her thigh, her own arousal building as the warmth between her legs intensified.
"You're so beautiful," he groaned, squeezing her ass. "So sexy."
"I might be, ah, rethinking," April husked between passionate kisses, "that skinnydipping idea."
"That so," Evan asked, unable to pull his lips from hers.
"Let's find s-somewhere, ah, private," the blonde nerd gasped.
Holding hands and giggling, they made their way along the edge of the lake. April stumbled a couple of times on her heels, but Evan always caught her before she fell. They heard faint laughter across the water and saw various shapes. There was even a tent in the woods that was definitely placed there for a hookup. They clearly weren't alone.
A splash echoed from down the shoreline, followed by a burst of giggling. They could see shapes moving near the water, college students, judging by their voices. April almost tripped again when her feet tangled in something. Looking down she saw a pile of women's clothes. Heat flooded her cheeks as they stepped forward, the light from the moon briefly illuminating the bodies that were jumping into the lake.
"They look like they're having fun," Evan commented, wrapping an arm around April's waist.
"Stop looking at her!" April admonished as a stacked brunette waded into the water.
"I only have eyes for you," he whispered, facing April with a face full of sincerity.
"Maybe we should leave the college kids to their fun," she suggested, resting a hand on his chest. "We can go back to our place for some fun of our own."
"That's a good idea," Evan agreed.
The walk back to the parking lot was very different from the trip to the lake. Earlier they had strolled, teasing each other and laughing. On the way to the car, they moved faster, their hands constantly finding each other. April nearly tripped twice, and both times Evan caught her by the waist. The second time she stayed in his arms, breathing faster as she kissed him.
April felt the warmth within her growing stronger and stronger as they reached the car. Evan reached to open her door, but gave into temptation, pressing her against the car as they kissed. Her hands clawed at his chest as she speared her tongue into his mouth, moaning softly.
"It's probably good we didn't skinnydip," April whispered against his lips.
"Oh?" Evan asked, his hand at the hem of her dress and caressing her bare thigh.
"If I saw you naked, I wouldn't be able to resist," she explained.
"Fuck, I need you," he groaned, pushing her dress up. "I need you now."
"L-let it build, baby," April moaned. "Let the hunger build."
Evan was barely able to keep his eyes on the road during the drive home. April sat angled toward him in the passenger seat, her fingers tracing shapes on his thigh. His grip tightened on the steering wheel as April's fingers drifted higher, a small smirk on her face.
"April," he exhaled slowly.
"Hmm?" she purred.
"This is dangerous," Evan whispered.
"Is it?" April asked innocently as her hand cupped his bulge. "So, you aren't interested in some road head?"
He glanced at her longer than he should have. "I, ah, I thought you wanted the hunger to build?"
"Yes, that's why I'm saying stuff like this," she grinned evilly. "And why I'm touching you, thinking about the big dick hidden in these pants."
"You're trying to kill me," he laughed nervously.
"Nah, not tonight," she giggled. "I'm just so fucking wet I think I may have ruined these panties."
"It's killing me that I can't take you right here and now," Evan whispered as April continued to rub his bulge.
"Mm, feel how wet I am for you," April husked, taking his right hand and pushing it up her dress so his fingers could feel her damp underwear. "I'm soaked for you, baby. All for you."
"April..." he trailed off, his fingers touching her as April returned her hand to his crotch.
"I'm gonna suck this big, beautiful cock," she cooed as they touched each other. "Oh, I can't wait to swallow your hot, thick cum. Mm, I want it all."
"You're enjoying my suffering way too much," Evan laughed nervously.
"If I'm so naughty, you should spank me," April leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Bend me over and slap my ass while fucking my little pussy."
"Oh wow," he gasped, his left hand clenching the steering wheel.
"I want you to take me, possess me," the blonde nerd continued. "You're definitely fucking my ass this weekend. And my mouth. And my cunt. You can have me anyway you want, anywhere you want. In any hole you want."
"I think the hunger and desire have built up enough," Evan commented, pressing his hand against her mound while she rubbed him.
"Mm, ready to surrender to me?" April smiled.
"Yes, babe," he nodded, turning onto their street. "Yes, I am."
The instant the car was in park, Evan turned and pulled April toward him, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss. April took off her seat belt so she could lean over, holding his face as they made out passionately. Their hands were all over each other as they nearly gave in to their lust.
Evan turned off the car and led April by the hand through the building entrance. She took off her heels so they could run straight for the elevator. The keys nearly fell out of Evan's hand as he struggled to unlock the door and lead April inside. She dropped her purse and heels to the floor the instant the door closed, grabbing Evan and pulling him into a hot, wet kiss.
Their lust had been simmering all night, but the moment they stepped inside it somehow magnified. April clung to him tightly, her fingers brushing his cheek. He had one hand on her perfect peach of an ass while his other massaged her chest from outside her little black dress.
"I, ah, I still have that surprise," April husked between kisses. "The one that came in the mail."
"Right, right," Evan reluctantly broke the kiss, holding April's waist as he smiled down at her. "Let's go. Fast."
April and Evan walked further into the apartment, passing the living room. They both froze at the same time as they noticed the coffee table. On the table, Secrets of the Passionate Arts was lying open. The heat April felt swelled into an inferno as the words surrender and hunger filled her brain. The book was too far away to read, but somehow April knew it was open to Lesson Eight: Possession.
It was impossible to say who moved first, but they were suddenly kissing again. The entire universe vanished, leaving only Evan, April, and the intense hunger that had been building between them. Perhaps the old book had given them the final push.
Evan fell to the floor, pulling April on top of him. The petite blonde's dress was hiked up so she could grind against his bulge. His hand was in her sweet-smelling hair as he pressed his tongue along April's. Somewhere in the apartment, the faint rustle of pages whispered, as if the book itself was leaning closer to watch.
Sitting up, April slid her body back so she could quickly unbuckle his belt. They were both breathing desperately as April extracted Evan's rigid pole from his suit pants. Pulling her dress up to her waist, April straddled Evan and reached down to grasp his hardness. Their eyes locked as the beautiful blonde pushed her panties aside and slotted him at her opening.
Two sighs of relief filled the room as April sank down on Evan, taking his entire length in her tiny twat. His hands held her hips as she gripped his chest, both of them enjoying the feeling of their joining. April slowly started to ride Evan while he used his hold on her narrow waist to guide her movements.
"Oh God, yes!" April gasped, throwing her head back. "Ungh, fuck! I love having you inside me."
"You're so fucking tight," Evan groaned as her vaginal muscles clamped down on him. "Oh, April!"
Their movements grew more desperate, with April panting and moaning as she bounced in Evan's lap. Lowering herself onto Evan, she pressed her lips against his in a passionate kiss. He held her close, one hand squeezing her pantie-clad ass. They moaned into each other's mouths as Evan lightly tugged on her blonde hair.
"Fuck me!" April hissed into his mouth. "Take me, possess me."
"You feel so good," he gasped, thrusting up into her. "So wet and warm."
April lifted her body, grinding in his lap while her nails clenched at his dress shirt. He brought his hands back to her hips, lifting the small woman up and down in his need to make love to her. The fire inside her continued to grow and grow, seemingly able to burn forever.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! I'm, ah, I'm yours! Ah!" she moaned, her eyes rolling back. "Oh God, I'm your little slut! Oh God, ah!"
Evan's eyes were heavy with lust, his need to possess April obvious. "Are you mine? Is your body mine?"
"Yes! It's your pussy!" April declared, feeling herself abandon any and all restraint. "Holy fucking shit, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! It's your pussy, it's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
The orgasm hit April harder than she thought possible. Her glasses were crooked on her face as her body tensed. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream as she shuddered several times. Evan groaned as her vaginal walls rippled, holding her down on him so he stayed balls-deep in her tunnel.
"I love watching you cum," Evan groaned, his face red. "Fucking beautiful."
As her orgasm subsided, April resumed bouncing in her boyfriend's lap, conscious thought abandoning her as her world was consumed by her need. Evan was likewise enthralled as he reached up and roughly tugged at April's dress. There was a loud ripping sound as the dress split down the middle, revealing her strapless bra. April quickly slid her arms out of the straps, pushing the dress to her waist while Evan removed her bra and tossed it away.
They had lived together for months and had seen each other naked plenty of times. Evan still gasped in awe at the view of April's bare breasts. Her boobs were small and perky, with light pink nipples that were hard with arousal. Seeing the way he was looking at her caused pleasure to shoot through April's body.
"Grab my tits!" April begged wantonly. "Pinch my nipples!"
Evan's hands flew to her chest, taking a tit in each hand. April came again while he tugged on her little nipples. Using her boobs as handholds, he encouraged the blonde to continue riding him. They watched each other, groaning and panting as they both surrendered to passion. Evan was so lost in the moment, his eyes widened as he suddenly bucked his hips and filled April with his warm seed.


"FUCK!" he grunted, his body shuddering.
"Cum in me!" she urged, her walls vibrating and drawing out every last drop. "Cum in my pussy, baby!"
* * *
Laying in bed with my sexy girlfriend, I sigh happily as I lean forward and start pecking her lips. She stops talking to playfully return my kiss, her talented tongue flicking along mine. Her fingers caress me as I reach my hand around her petite body to squeeze her little bum from outside her shorts.
"I think I just came a little," I giggle while April plays with my tits.
"It was the best sex of my life up to that point," April nods, slipping a hand between my legs. "Damn, you are soaked."
"Y-yeah, ah, yes. I am," I let out a breath. "That book is really helping you unleash your inner whore."
"Maybe, but it was you who really opened my world," April whispers. "You who makes me feel safe and comfortable. So I can really let go."
"I love you, too," I say sincerely, smirking at her. "I also noticed you seem to be taking liberties with your storytelling. Or are you a mind reader now?"
"Hey!" the blonde nerd exclaims. "You should have seen the way he was looking at my tits. Trust me, I know the guy was as hot for me as I was for him. It's my story, I'll tell it how I want."
"Fine, just tone down the lies about the magic book," I stick out my tongue.
April responds by blowing a raspberry. "I never said the book was magic, but every word of this story is true."
* * *
April panted heavily as she lay on top of Evan, both of them glowing in the aftermath of great sex. She could feel the warmth of his cum inside her, and his dick was still slotted in her body. Her hair covered his face and her sweaty boobs pressed against his suit jacket.
"Holy shit," Evan gasped, wrapping his arms around her. "Holy fucking shit."
"Agreed," April giggled, squeezing her internal muscles around him. "Mm, stay in me forever."
"As much as I want you, I can't overcome biology," he sighed regretfully. "Fucking refractory period."
"Lame," she huffed, sitting up as he started to soften in her. Looking down at herself, she cupped her boobs before glaring at Evan. "You ruined my dress."
"Totally worth it," Evan smiled. "I'll buy you a new one."
"Hmph, just don't ruin what came in the mail," April pointed a finger at him reproachfully.
"I figured it was something sexy for you to wear," he grinned. "When do I get to see that?"
"I want us to be fresh for it, not all sweaty and gross. And in my case, full of cum," she commented. "How about we take showers? You go first."
"Okay, let's do that," he agreed.
They both moaned as April lifted her body, allowing his softened cock to slip out of her. April slid her panties back in place so she wouldn't leak any semen as she stood. Giving Evan a look of fake-annoyance, April pulled up the straps of her dress, playfully covering herself with what fabric remained.
Evan went to shower while April walked over to the book. It was indeed open to Lesson Eight: Possession. Closing the book, April ran her hands along the old leather before picking it up and bringing it into the bedroom. She quickly slipped the chemise and matching underwear into a shower bag so Evan wouldn't notice it. Then she opened Secrets of the Passionate Arts to a random story.
April read a Persian tale about a hidden garden where lovers could remain forever in the earliest days of passion. No aging, no responsibilities, no fading excitement. The couples who entered the garden never left. It sounded amazing, until the lovers forgot their names, their families, and the world outside the garden walls. Their passion burned endlessly; but nothing else remained. The book noted that desire can only sustain a moment, not an entire life.
The sad story was forgotten when Evan walked into the bedroom in only a pair of boxer briefs. April licked her lips and gave him a seductive smile, making him chuckle and playfully flex his muscles. Placing the book on the bedside table, April pecked his lips and left to shower.
"You ready?" April called out, hiding just outside the bedroom door.
"That's the third time you asked!" Evan chuckled. "Are YOU ready?"
"I'm self-conscious, shut up," she giggled.
"The book would be ashamed of you," he said playfully. "Trust me, I think you're the sexiest woman I've ever met. Come in here before I come get you and bend you over."
"Mm, promise?" April purred, her arousal building to the point it pushed away her anxiety.
"Just get in here," Evan laughed.
Brushing her hair back behind her ears, April walked into the bedroom and placed her hands on her hips. She was wearing the purple satin chemise with black lace trim. The cute bow between her breasts drew attention to the cleavage exposed by the v-neck. Her legs weren't long, Evan was definitely looking at the way the chemise only fell to mid-thigh.
"You like?" she raised her hands, palms up.
"I like," he whispered, sitting on the edge of the bed with a tent in his underwear.
It was back. The warmth that quickly built to an all-consuming inferno. Was it coming from the book? Or was it them? April didn't know, and she didn't have the capacity to care as she grew weak in the knees. Her bare feet rushed across the floor, her lips crashing into Evan's as she tackled him onto the bed.
They rolled around on the bed, their limbs entwined as they kissed passionately. Evan's every touch made April's skin tingle as she moaned against his lips. Her glasses fell off, nearly breaking before she managed to toss them on the bedside table. She held Evan's face, rolling him onto his back so she could grind on him.
April roughly pulled off his underwear, tossing it away. Kneeling perpendicular to him, she lowered her head and took him between her lips. She moaned loudly, sucking with enthusiasm as her hand cradled his balls. Her head bobbed up and down, sexy slurping and sucking noises escaping her mouth as drool bubbled at the corners of her lips.
Evan buried a hand in her wavy blonde locks as his other hand ran down her side. Lifting the chemise, he grabbed April's ass, discovering she wasn't wearing any underwear. His hand dipped lower so he could finger the blonde while she blew him. April made the sexiest squealing noises while choking on his cock.
The chemise stayed on the rest of the night. It was somehow sexier than nudity. Their lust for each other only grew stronger as the night wore on, and no amount of sex could satiate them. Even between rounds, they couldn't keep their hands off each other; cuddling and kissing softly.
After the blowjob, Evan pulled April's head off him and put her on all fours so he could fuck her from behind. April screamed in pleasure as Evan pulled her hair and spanked her ass. He briefly pulled out to lick her pussy and make her cum before shoving himself back inside.
They fucked in missionary, with April holding her legs back as he drilled her. She rode him roughly, the dirty talk coming from her innocent face a huge turn-on for Evan. He held the little nerd against the wall while slamming himself into her. She got on her knees so he could fuck her face, then sat her little ass on the edge of the desk so he could eat her out.
At the end of the night they lay side-by-side on the bed, both of them gasping for breath. Sweat dotted Evan's body, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He was laying on his side, bite marks on his shoulders and deep scratches on his back from her nails. April's damp hair clung to her face as a trail of semen ran from her worn-out pussy. The chemise was pulled up around her waist and one boob was hanging out of the top. There was cum on her face and at the corners of her lips.
The bedroom wasn't in better shape. Pillows were scattered across the floor, the sheets were twisted and half-pulled off the mattress. The comforter was next to a chair that had been knocked over and a lamp was laying sideways on the bedside table. Despite the heat, they still couldn't resist touching each other, holding hands as they fell asleep.
~Saturday 12 October, 2024~
Morning sunlight crept slowly across the floor, entering through the gap in the curtains and making its way across the tangled sheets. April stirred when the light finally reached her face, blinking tiredly as she slowly stretched. Her entire body ached, tiny electric shocks shooting through her as if she were still experiencing the aftermath of last night's orgasms.
She was still wearing the purple chemise, the satin material clinging to her body. Her left breast was still hanging out over the top, and the bottom was pulled up high enough to show her blonde pubic hairs. Letting out a breath, April realized she had dry cum on her face and thighs.
Evan was laying beside her, his arm wrapped around her. His familiar weight was comforting, and she smiled while listening to his steady breathing. She ran her fingers through the hairs on his chest, her hand sliding down and confirming he was still naked. Her fingers curled around his morning wood, stroking him softly.
Memories of the previous night raced through her mind in flashes. There was laughter, whispered teasing, and the kind of closeness she hadn't felt with Evan in months. She remembered the passionate sex, the mind-wiping orgasms, being so overwhelmed she bit his shoulder. The warmth she she felt last night and while reading the book still lingered inside her, like a small ember in her chest.
Scooting down the bed, April lowered her head and took his morning erection between her lips. The blonde's sucking mouth and dancing tongue made Evan squirm in his sleep. He soon woke up and held April's head while she gave him head. A few minutes later he groaned as he filled her mouth with warm cum.
"What a way to wake up," Evan sighed as April lifted her mouth off him. He gasped when she parted her lips and showed him his cum on her tongue. "Holy shit."
April closed her mouth and gave a deliberate swallow before showing him every drop was gone. "Mm, cum. I love cum."
"I can tell," he chuckled, his hand finding her boob. "You still have some on your face from last night."
"Fuck, I need to shower," April giggled.
"So do I," Evan agreed while lightly rolling her nipple between his fingers. "And we never did decide what we were doing today."
April raised an eyebrow, her head still over his crotch. "We covered this. You asked me out."
"It's going to be nice out, we could go on another walk?" he suggested, palming her breast. "Crown Meadow Acres?"
The farm?" she asked, her green eyes brightening.
"Yeah, we can eat there," Evan continued. "They have amazing ice cream."
"You're bribing me with ice cream," April grinned.
"A guy needs to do whatever it takes to get laid," he teased. "Is it working?"
"Very much so," she inclined her head while massaging his balls. "I plan to drain every drop from these balls."
"In that case, maybe we can revisit the hotel idea?" Evan suggested. "Noble Star."
"The place that charges by the hour? Pass," April snorted. "The Winslow? We could go to the bar down the street, too."
"No distractions, no work, no interruptions," he whispered. "Just us."
"That sounds romantic," she smiled, laying down beside him.
"That's the idea, babe," Evan replied, kissing her sweetly.
Breaking the kiss, April sat up and reached for her glasses on the bedside table. A frown crossed her face when she realized the glasses were resting on the pages of the open Secrets of the Passionate Arts. She quickly put on her glasses and looked over at the mysterious book.
Lesson Nine: Abandonment of Restraint.
Her stomach fluttered as she remembered thinking those same words the previous night. A faint warmth stirred in her chest again, the same strange heat she always felt when reading from the book. Sure, she had read the lesson titles before, so that did make some sense. However, the book had been closed when she set her glasses down last night. In the morning the lenses rested on the open pages as if placed there so she could read.
"I didn't open this," she murmured under her breath.
"What?" Evan said, sitting up.
April didn't answer immediately. Her eyes were moving across the page as she traced the edge of the leather cover. The lesson said it was for lovers who had awakened their passion, who had followed the previous lessons and truly claimed each other. For them, restraint could become a barrier to true connection. The words were elegant, almost poetic.
One section in particular mentioned that restraint would fall away naturally. Lovers would abandon it without thought, guided only by the fire between them. Her heart skipped as she realized every word was describing what happened the night before. It felt like the book was leading them, gently guiding them down a path it had already chosen.
Slowly, she turned another page. The illustration made her breath catch. It showed two figures tangled together, drawn in the same simple style she had seen throughout the book. The woman's long hair fell in loose waves down her back. The man's shoulders were broad, his posture familiar.
"Evan..." April whispered. The warmth in her chest flaring again as her fingers brushed the page.
"You okay?" he asked, resting a hand on her shoulder.
"It was closed," she stated firmly.
"Uh, what?" Evan brushed her hair back behind her ear.
"The book was closed when I put my glasses on it last night," April explained. "Now it's open to the next lesson with my glasses on the page."
"We were a bit distracted last night, babe," he chuckled. "We did nearly break your glasses, remember?"
"It's not just that," she continued. "It seems to be guiding us. I always feel warm when I read it. It knows exactly what we need to read. The illustrations. It's, it's, I don't know!"
"We're magic, April. Not the book," Evan insisted, kissing the back of her head. "It's early. Don't overthink things. I was being an ass, you called me on it. We fixed it. The book helped, sure, but there are a lot of relationship help books out there."
"I... maybe," April mumbled, knowing he was wrong. The book was something special. She wasn't sure that was a good thing.
Evan went to take a shower while April sat in bed with the book in her lap. The lesson didn't just cover the value of abandoning restraint, it also warned of the dangers. April felt a faint warmth from the pages and couldn't shake the feeling that the text was not only guiding them, it was responding to them. The book made sure to mention the importance of the earlier lessons; not to forget the emotional aspects and lose themselves in the physical. One line in particular caught April's attention.
"Even the most connected lovers must not let the fire consume all reason, or the bond may burn itself away."
Flipping through the book, April soon lost herself in another old myth. The story told of two young lovers from rival villages in medieval France. They couldn't be seen together, so they met in an apple orchard. Every time they met, they would feed each other a slice of apple before speaking. The ritual reminded them to slow down and savor the moment. The book claimed couples in that region would still feed each other fruit before their wedding night. April felt a warmth in her cheeks as the text went on to explain the value of anticipation. Desire grew stronger when gratification was delayed.
Letting out a breath, April closed the book and ran her hands along the cover before placing it back on the nightstand. She then packed for their night away, making sure to hide the schoolgirl outfit underneath her pajamas so Evan wouldn't notice it. He returned to the bedroom while she was kneeling on the bed with a handful of underwear.
"Jeez, how many pairs of underwear do you plan on ruining?" Evan chuckled, looking handsome in a pair of tan shorts and a blue t-shirt.
"What can I say?" she shrugged teasingly. "You make me cream my panties."
"I'm usually not arrogant, but you do look like a lady who had an amazing night," he smirked, helping her notice he was freshly-shaved.
"Is that so?" April giggled.
"Babe, your tit is still hanging out and you have cum on your face," Evan pointed out.
"Oh," the blonde blushed, looking down as she put her boob back in the camisole. "On that note, I'm gonna shower."
April took a long shower, sighing as the hot water eased her sore muscles. She made sure to clean every inch of her body in preparation for another day of romance. Her underarms and legs were smooth, and her light blonde pubic hair was the perfect length and shape.
Her outfit for the day was a pair of jean shorts and a simple green t-shirt. A pair of flip-flops covered her feet as she returned to the bedroom and exchanged a quick kiss with Evan. April placed her hand on the cover of Secrets of the Passionate Arts, feeling its warmth as she reluctantly chose to leave the book at home.
It was early to check into a hotel, so April and Evan relaxed on the couch. His arm was around her shoulders as he put on a popular science-fiction show April loved. Rather than lose herself in the show, April decided to honor her promise to Lena and let her know how Friday went.
April: I may have passed out last night after a very fun time.
Lena: Yeah, get it girl! Details!!!
April: It still feels weird talking about my sex life.
Lena: We're girlfriends, we're supposed to share this stuff! Come on! Tell me something dirty!
April: I fell asleep with his stuff on my face and more drying on my thighs.
Lena: YES!!! Now that's how to be a cumslut!
April: We also made a mess of the bedroom. The bed is damaged and we knocked things over.
Lena: Damn, I need to get some dick. What's on your agenda for today?
April: Crown Meadow Acres, the bar, a nice hotel room at The Winslow.
Lena: Fuck! So jealous. I may go to a bar and look for a one-night stand.
April: Be safe.
Lena: Oh, stop. Nothing wrong with a chick wanting a quick lay. I'll text you if I find a stud.
April: Gee, thanks.
When it was time to leave, Evan opened the car door for April and closed it once she was inside. The two of them held hands as Evan drove to a fast food restaurant for breakfast. They ordered sandwiches and Evan parked the car so they could eat and relax. April smiled when he reached out and lightly caressed her bare thigh.
"You look amazing today," he whispered.
"Thank you," April smiled softly. "I'm glad you're following the book's lessons. Let's keep the hunger growing."
"I'll always hunger for you," Evan smirked.
"Mm, someone's hoping to get laid tonight," she stuck out her tongue.
"Hey, I was promised any hole at any time," he pointed out.
"I remember," April nodded, moving her bacon, egg, and cheese sandwich to her mouth before freezing. "By the way, more than one thing came in the mail."
"What's that?" Evan frowned, looking her way.
April took her time chewing and swallowing. "The cute purple thing wasn't all I ordered."
"What else did you get," he asked.
"Keep seducing me and maybe you'll find out tonight," she smirked. "If you need some incentive, you should know I also packed lube. Show me a good time, follow the lessons, and I'll bend over so you can fuck my little ass."
"You can have anything you want," Evan stated plainly, eyes wide.
April bounced lightly on the balls of her feet as the elevator climbed toward the third floor of The Winslow Ashwood. She brushed her wavy blonde hair back as she squeezed Evan's hand, her green eyes bright behind her black-framed glasses. He looked over at her with an amused smile.
"I haven't seen you this excited since you upgraded the RAM in your computer," Evan teased.
April pushed her glasses up her nose and laughed. "I'm excited because I'm happy and in love. We never do stuff like this."


"We're staying at a hotel ten minutes from home," he pointed out.
"Women are a lot easier to please than men seem to think," she giggled cutely. "It's called changing the environment. New setting, new energy. It's science."
"It is?" Evan frowned.
"Maybe. Probably," April shrugged. "Either way, that book was the best thing to ever happen to us. We're being romantic and working on our relationship. Also, I'm horny. And I'm gonna get laid."
"I would be more than happy to oblige," he nodded.
The elevator chimed softly moments before the doors opened. April stepped out first, practically skipping down the carpeted hallway until she found their room. Turning, she gestured for Evan to hurry up since he was the one with the key card. Evan pressed the key to the reader, causing the light to flash green. He then pushed the door open so April could enter.
"Moment of truth!" she declared, slinging her purse and overnight bag over her shoulder as she stepped inside. She then immediately stopped, a small gasp escaping her lips.
Evan gently bumped into her back. "April? What... what the fuck?!"
The room was neat and quiet, soft lamplight illuminating the area. There was a small sitting area by the window, a large television mounted on the wall, and a couple of bedside tables. Dominating the room was a large bed in the center. Sitting squarely in the middle of the crisp comforter was the book.
The dark green leather cover was unmistakable. The same worn binding, the faded golden lettering that spelled out Secrets of the Passionate Arts. April's heart was racing as she stared at the book, her mouth opening and closing as she struggled to form words.
* * *
I snort loudly, causing April to stop talking. She has one hand on my boobs while the other is between my legs, slowly circling my clit. My little nerd looks at me with pursed lips, a cute frown on her face. She lightly flicks my nipple, making me gasp and giggle.
"That was so rude," she comments.
"Oh, come on!" I declare. "You made this big speech about every word of this story being true. NOW you're just making crazy shit up."
"I'm not making anything up!" April exclaims in her adorable voice. "This story is completely true. I might have assumed Evan's feelings, but I'm telling you exactly what happened as I remember it."
"Thinking the text changed, forgetting where you left it, imagining heat; that all can be explained away," I reason. "You were in an emotional place with Evan and reaching for anything that could help. The book somehow appearing in the hotel room? Bullshit."
"That's exactly what happened," she insists.
"You said the book wasn't magic, but now it is?" I look at her with a raised brow.
"I never said the book wasn't magic," April points out. "I only said I never said it WAS magic. I was telling you I hadn't said one way or another. It's your fault for assuming I meant it's not magic."
"It's fine if there's no big story with you and Evan. Just admit you made up the book," I giggle.
"The book is very, very real," she says with a suddenly serious expression. "And very dangerous."
"C'mon April, a magic book?" I roll my eyes. "What's next? A haunted vibrator?"
April hits me with a pillow. "As awesome as that sounds, I have never encountered a possessed sex toy."
"But you did find a magic sex manual?" I smirk. "You know, I am a big girl; I'm aware there's no such thing as magic."
"Perhaps you should broaden your horizons, my love," she smiles. "Not everyone is as confident as you that there's no such thing as the supernatural."
"Right. Okay," I shake my head. "By the way, this story is supposed to have a sad ending. You're making life sound pretty fucking great."
"Everything was great for a little while," April sighs. "The book is special, and it's intense. It warned us, but we didn't listen."
"What? Did he sprain his dick during a kinky position you found in the book?" I waggle my eyebrows.
"No," she snorts. "Although, that book did have some great suggestions on how to fuck."
"I'm sure it did," I giggle.
"Shall I keep going or is my true story too unbelievable for you?" April asks.
"I'm enjoying the story," I whisper as April starts touching me again. "Even if you are making all this up."
"I'm not, Stacey," April says sincerely, and for a brief moment I believe her. "That book is real. And it's dangerous. Things start getting bad soon."
* * *
April stepped farther into the room, eyes fixed on the bed. "I didn't bring it."
"You sure?" Evan asked, following her inside.
"Even if I did, how the fuck did I get it on the bed?" April spun around to face him. "You have both the keys!"
"I... how did it get here?" he frowned, dropping his bag on the floor.
"I don't know," she said automatically. "I didn't want to damage it. The pages are fragile and it's old, so I left it in the bedroom. You saw me! Then we went into the living room and watched TV. We were together the entire time, neither of us grabbed it!"
"There has to be a reasonable explanation," Evan insisted, brushing by April and walking over to place his hand on the book. "It looks the same, but maybe there were two copies? That's it, right? You found a second copy and you're teasing me?"
"I am not!" April growled. "I swear baby, I'm as freaked as you. There's one copy. Handwritten. And I left it on the bedside table!"
Evan slowly opened the book, flipping through the pages. "Okay."
"Okay?" April tilted her head, nervous excitement filling her as he looked through the old tome. "Okay what?"
"I'm not saying I believe in the supernatural, but I have to admit something weird is going on," he said, continuing to look through the text. "Either way, I'm grateful to this book for helping save our relationship."
"So am I," she smiled softly.
"Lesson Nine: Abandonment of Restraint," Evan read slowly before glancing over at April. "Yeah, that sounds about right."
"It's not just about amazing kinky sex," April felt heat rise in her cheeks. "It's about ignoring hesitation, being guided by passion. Not ruled by it. The book warns to remember the previous lessons."
"Oh yeah, it does say that," he nodded, his eyes traveling across the page.
April and Evan had plans, but they couldn't resist diving into the book after finding it in their room. They found a random story titled The Lantern and the Flame. It spoke of two lovers who discovered a magical lantern that amplified the passion between them. Each night they turned the flame higher, believing more fire meant more love. But no flame could know restraint. Soon the lantern blinded them and the oil went dry, leaving only a cold, cruel darkness behind.
"It's telling us not to overdo it," Evan winced, lying beside the blonde. "I, ah, I guess that's appropriate."
"We'll be careful," April insisted, kissing his cheek. "The book might be magic, but we can handle it."
Evan opened his mouth to respond, freezing when the pages of the book started turning, as if blown by the wind. April and Evan turned to stare at each other with wide eyes, neither able to speak. Shrugging helplessly, April turned to look at the book. Evan nervously did the same.
"The Rhythm of Fire," Evan read the neatly-printed title.
"Read it," April urged.
"Alright," he cleared his throat, "let's see what ancient wisdom we've got now.
"Fire is the oldest companion of mankind. It warms, it comforts, it illuminates the darkness in the world, and the darkness between two souls. Yet fire does not burn forever when fed thoughtlessly. The wise lover understands the rhythm of fire."
"I'm suddenly reminded of a commercial that told me only I could prevent forest fires," April commented, making Evan snort out a laugh.
"Passion rises like heat from an ember," he continued. "It grows when tended and fades when neglected. However, those who feed the flames of their passion without pause will find themselves consumed by the inferno they created. Knowledge is being aware of the need to stoke the flame. Wisdom is knowing when to let it breathe."
"Sounds like it wants us to be careful and pace ourselves," April mused. "We need to remember the earlier lessons and keep teasing each other, keep letting hunger build."
Evan nodded before reading a bit more. "Between moments of fire there must be air. Between desire there must be distance. Hunger grows strongest when given time for longing. Those who abandon all restraint must remember balance, or the fires of passion will grow beyond their command."
"Balance," April murmured, lightly caressing the page.
"It's saying not to overdo it," he said, closing the book. "Just like the last story we read. Honestly, it's probably the most sensible thing the book has said so far."
"Weird that those stories are so similar," she whispered. "And the timing. It really is magic."
"Maybe," Evan admitted reluctantly.
"Either way, we need to remember to keep working on our relationship," April declared firmly.
"I agree," he nodded. "What was the plan again?"
"Crown Meadow Acres!" she brightened immediately, taking the book and hopping to her feet.
"Ah, yes," Evan chuckled. "We can keep the romance alive."
"And build the hunger for tonight," April purred, setting the book on the bedside table. "Although, perhaps you need a little taste to remind you of what's waiting for you tonight?"
"What does my lovely lady suggest?" he asked, standing up and approaching her so he could place a hand at her lower back.
"I'm all for balance, but let's focus on our current lesson and abandon our restraint," she suggested, drawing him into a kiss that lasted several moments. "I need you. Now."
Evan watched as April spun away from him, backing up toward the bed. She seductively unbuttoned her jean shorts, pushing them down to her ankles with her underwear. The little nerd gave him a few moments to admire her bush before turning and bending over the bed. She wiggled her bare ass in his direction enticingly.
"April, uh, this is the opposite of the book's advice," Evan stammered nervously.
"Are you gonna complain about the book, or are you gonna shove your cock up my cunt?" April asked over her shoulder. "Just don't cum in me, I don't need a messy pussy just yet. Pull out and I'll swallow you."
"Fuck, ah, well, fuck it," he mumbled, approaching the petite woman.
April shivered with anticipation as she heard Evan pulling down his shorts. Moments later, his hand was on her hip and his mushroom tip was pressing against her labia. April groaned loudly, her hands clenching the comforter as Evan's length pushed inside. Her silky tunnel held him tightly, molding perfectly to the thick shaft.
"Ah! Ah! Ungh! Ah!" April grunted and groaned as Evan started thrusting. "Ah! Fuck me, yes! Ah! Ah!"
With a tight grip on her hips, Evan fucked the blonde with a steady rhythm. It was the kind of precision thrusting that slowly built pleasure until it exploded. April pushed her ass back to meet his thrusts, moaning each time she felt his balls hit her clit from behind.
"Fuck, I love this pussy," he moaned, his fingers digging into her skin.
"I love your dick," April whined, her pussy muscles starting to ripple. "Pull my hair, pull my hair! Make me cum!"
Evan grabbed a fistful of April's hair and pulled. Her head snapped back, her eyes scrunched shut and her mouth hanging open. "You like that?"
"Yes!" she hissed. "Fuck me! Make me your bitch! Oh fuck, oh fuck! I'm cumming! Ah!"
He fucked her through the orgasm, prolonging her pleasure to the point her vaginal walls were still convulsing thirty seconds later. Releasing April's hair, Evan spanked her bottom before gripping her ass-cheeks and slowly working himself in and out of her. He looked down to watch his cock disappear into April's body as his own release approached.
"Gonna cum!" Evan grunted a minute later, pulling out of April and stepping back. "Get on your knees, hurry!"
There was no hesitation as April spun around and dropped to her knees on the carpet. She grabbed his cock and shoved it in her mouth, her lips gliding along the length. Evan held her head in his hands, guiding her motions as he felt the pleasure building. April was moaning, looking up at him with her bright green eyes.
"You want my cum, babe?" he asked roughly.
"Mm, mmhmm!" April nodded eagerly.
"Fuck, swallow it!" Evan ordered, lifting up onto his toes as spurts of semen shot into April's willing mouth.
April eagerly gulped down every drop, humming softly as she drank down her boyfriend's offering. She kept him in her mouth after he finished, lapping up everything she could get and cleaning him with her tongue. The sensations eventually overwhelmed him, and he had to push her off him.
"That was fun," April giggled, looking up at him happily. "I like being your cumslut."
"I love that you're my cumslut," he smiled. "Although, I think we're struggling with balance a bit."
"Hey, it was just one quick fuck," she reasoned, standing and pulling up her shorts. "It's not like we're going to spend the day in bed instead of going on our date."
"That's true," Evan agreed, fixing his clothes.
"Come on," April said, grabbing his hand. "We've got the whole day ahead of us."
Evan took her hand, glancing briefly at the book resting on the nightstand. April looked as well, both of them remembering the warning that balance must be remembered by those who abandoned all restraint. They left the room, the book remaining behind. Quiet. Closed. Waiting.
The gravel parking lot of Crown Meadow Acres crushed softly beneath Evan's tires as he parked the car. He released April's hands and shut the engine off. April was already unbuckling her seat belt before he had the chance to take the keys out of the ignition.
"Easy," he laughed. "The farm isn't going anywhere."
Ignoring him completely, April pushed open the door and hopped out. Her blonde hair was bouncing as she stretched her hands above her head. Evan came around the car, pausing to admire the way the afternoon sun illuminated her features. He wrapped a hand around her waist, holding her close.
"This place is great!" April declared. "Look!"
The farm stretched out across the beautiful green land. A large barn stood near the main building, the doors open and inviting. Gardens bursting with colors weren't far away. Families wandered along the paths, children laughing near the petting zoo. Farther back was the apple orchard, and they even spotted the tiny pond in the distance.
"I'm the one who grew up around here, remember?" he chuckled.
"Yeah, yeah," she grinned, grabbing his hand and practically dragging him toward the main path.
They started in the gardens, with April skipping among rows of flowers like she had never seen anything like them. She crouched to inspect bright blossoms and occasionally brushed her fingers across petals. Evan took her hand and playfully spun her, making her giggle as her blonde locks whipped about her face.
"You know," Evan said, "you look like a five-year-old who just saw their first butterfly."
"Excuse me," she replied with mock-offense, "I'm appreciating nature."
"You gasped at a sunflower," he reminded her.
"It was a BIG sunflower!" April countered. "Oh! Speaking of butterflies; there's one!"
Evan chuckled as he rushed after her. They exchanged a soft kiss in the garden, him holding her waist while her hands were at the back of his neck. April pecked his lips several times, sighing happily as he rested his forehead against hers. They were both grinning widely.
"I like being outside with you," April whispered.
"It's the kind of magic I can get behind," Evan replied. "Mini golf?"
Ten minutes later April was lining up a shot with intense concentration. Her small red ball was resting on the small white starting point. April's tongue poked slightly out of the corner of her mouth at she squinted down at the club. She took a couple of practice swings while looking between the ball and the hole just ahead.
"You're taking this very seriously," Evan folded his arms, watching her.
"This hole has windmill interference," April muttered. "Windmill on hole one, seriously? Everyone knows it's the hardest challenge in mini golf."
Evan shook his head. "If you say so, babe."
April swung, sending the little red ball straight down the hill and threw the opening seconds before the windmill blade would have hit it. She jumped straight in the air, holding the club in both hands as she did an impromptu victory dance. Evan couldn't help but laugh.
"Yes!" she pointed the club at him like a sword. "Beat that!"
"Oh, I will," he stepped up and swung casually. The wind blades didn't need to get in the way since he missed the entrance completely. "Fuck."
"You sure showed me," April giggled.
Next they wandered through the apple orchard, holding hands as they enjoyed the gentle breeze. April loved the smell of autumn, commenting on it as she reached up to pluck an apple from a branch. The sweet moment was ruined by a bee that seemed incredibly interested in April's hair. Evan managed to get the offending insect away from April, earning him a soft kiss.
April and Evan sat together on the wooden edge of the pond's dock. The water rippled gently as ducks swam nearby. Removing her flip-flops, April lowered her feet into the lake, sighing when the cool water hit her skin. Evan wrapped an arm around her, squeezing her upper arm affectionately.
"You know," Evan began, "this might be the calmest I've ever seen you."
April nudged him. "I can be calm."
"You usually talk at the speed of Wi-Fi," he told her. "Sometimes ABOUT Wi-Fi."
"That's efficient communication, right there," she leaned her head on his shoulder.
"I'm just saying, I'm used to you being so full of energy you can't sit still," Evan explained. "I honestly don't understand how you manage to work at a computer all day."
"Why are you complaining?" April asked. "Would you like me to jump in and do a few laps around the pond?"
"I'd enjoy seeing that," he teased, kissing the top of her head. "Although, sadly I don't think your shirt will be see-thru when wet."
"Ass," she playfully swatted his shoulder. After a moment she quietly added, "I'm glad we did this."
"So am I," Evan added.
The warmth of him felt steady and comforting. April's thoughts turned to the book back at the hotel as she felt the heat between them. The lessons, the illustrations, the way it could appear where it was needed. A little thrill ran through her as she accepted that there was a real magic between her and Evan. All thanks to that wonderful book.
They spent the entire day at Crown Meadow Acres. By the time they were walking back toward the main building, the lights around the restaurant patio were glowing softly. The sweet smell of delicious food drifted through the air. As they approached, April's stomach gurgled loudly.
"Was that you?" he asked.
"No," April quickly answered.
"It was definitely you," Evan laughed.
"Shut up," she grumbled. "Buy me dinner or I won't suck your dick again."
"Do you want to eat inside?" he immediately stopped teasing her.
"On a beautiful night like tonight? No way!" she smiled. "Let's order at the window and get a table."
Holding hands, the couple joined the long line at the restaurant window. In front of them was a little girl holding her father's hand. She turned and smiled at April, waving cutely. April grinned, waving back. A few moments later, Evan lifted their joined hands, pressing his lips against April's soft skin.
"Two bacon cheeseburgers," she declared when it was their turn. "Two orders of fries, I'll have a large strawberry lemonade, and-" April turned to Evan. "We're getting ice cream after?"
"Of course we are," he smiled before turning to the young woman taking their order. "I'll have a large lemonade. I think that will be all."


Evan carried their tray to a red wooden table beneath an umbrella. He watched in amusement as April opened his burger without asking and stole his pickles, adding them to her burger. The sandwich was the size of her face, but she still eagerly took a bite and sighed happily.
"Fuck yeah," she groaned happily.
"You are so sexy right now," Evan chuckled.
For a while they just ate and enjoyed the late afternoon. April and Evan talked about small things; work, music, television, marketing campaigns Evan had to run at work. They even debated the teleportation methods in Planet Trek Wars, with April arguing it could one day be realistic. Mid-argument, she reached across the table and stole a crispy fry from his plate.
"Hey," he glared at her.
"You weren't eating it," she shrugged.
"I was saving it," Evan mumbled.
"For retirement?" April teased, taking a triumphant bite.
"Okay, that was a good comeback," he admitted.
"Witty and slutty, you lucky bastard," she winked.
"I really am," Evan nodded, cleaning his hands with a napkin.
"Ice cream time?" April grinned.
"I'm stuffed," he groaned, resting a hand on his stomach.
"Just one scoop," she promised.
You'd never be satisfied with just one scoop," Evan countered.
"Right, I meant one scoop for you," April laughed. "You know what I like. I'll be here when you get back."
Shaking his head, Evan stood and went to get them ice cream. They didn't notice the time passing as they kept talking long after the ice cream was gone. Once in a while they'd look at their phones, but they never had their eyes off each other for long. Lena sent April a couple texts, letting her know she had gone to a bar. Neither of them realized the sun was starting to set, but they both definitely could feel the warmth between them burning brighter.
The hallway of the hotel was quiet when they returned, having decided to skip the bar. There was one couple kissing against the door of their room while the guy did his best to get the room open. The girl blushed and giggled when she saw Evan and April, while the guy gave Evan a manly nod before leading the woman inside.
April clung to Evan's arm, holding him as they walked down the hall. "Looks like those two are gonna have a fun night."
"Not as fun as ours," Evan stated confidently.
"Is that so?" she asked teasingly. "I don't know, I think I might be getting a headache."
"I think you might be lying," he replied.
"I would never!" April gasped as they reached the right door.
"You lie, you cheat at mini golf, who am I dating?" Evan sighed, taking the key card out of his wallet.
"I did not cheat!" she exclaimed. "It's not my fault you suck!"
"I don't suck," he looked at her as the lights on the lock turned green. "I lick."
"Mm, you lick and I'll do the sucking," April replied, following him inside.
Every detail of the hotel room was exactly as they left it earlier. Except for the book, which was lying open on the bed.
"At this point, maybe it should just read to us," Evan deadpanned as April rushed to the book.
"It's open to the ninth lesson again," April said, her eyes scanning the text.
"Persistent little thing, isn't it?" he chuckled. "Did it forget about Lesson Ten?"
"I'm looking forward to abandoning all restraint some more tonight," the petite woman announced. "We can worry about the last lesson tomorrow." April pointed a finger at him. "As long as you make sure to fuck me until I can't remember my own name. Fail in your mission, and we may not make it to Lesson Ten."
"I shall not fail," Evan declared, standing behind her and placing his hands on her hips. "And you're right. The book has helped us so much, it seems rude not to follow instructions."
A smile slowly spread across her face. "You're finally taking the book seriously?"
"I'm taking you seriously," he corrected. "I always thought the book was helping us. As for the book being sentient, well, fuck if I know. I just know how I feel about you."
"If you're taking me seriously," April began, turning to face him, "then you should know I'm not going to ignore centuries of wisdom. We should probably tend to our fire. For the book, of course."
Outside the hotel window, Ashwood had gone silent for the night. Inside the room, the air felt warm and alive. They kissed for several minutes before April closed the book and placed it on the long table beneath the television. The faint gold letters worn on the cover shined beneath the light. Secrets of the Passionate Arts.
April was standing in the locked bathroom, putting the finishing touches on her outfit. Per her instructions, Evan was sitting at the foot of the bed with his feet on the floor. The bottle of wine they ordered was likely still on the bedside table, alongside two glasses. Soft music was playing on his phone while he waited for April to finish getting ready. She was bouncing on her feet, nervous about her plan.
Holding her phone up, April snapped a picture of herself in the mirror. She was wearing a white collared short-sleeve shirt with a black tie. Her skirt was red-and-black pleated, falling to mid-thigh. She had on a pair of knee-high socks and used red ribbons to put her hair in pigtails. April was about to leave the bathroom when she got a text.
Lena: You said you skipped the bar, are you fucking right now?
April: I'm about to be, why?
Lena: Met a guy, going to a sleazy motel. Wanna screw at the same time?
April: The fuck kind of female bonding is this?
Lena: The awesome kind. You in or out? Pun intended.
April: I guess it would be kind of hot. I'm in the bathroom, he's waiting for me.
Lena: Schoolgirl or lingerie?
April: Schoolgirl. Hair in pigtails and everything.
Lena: Okay, stall him for like ten minutes.
April: And then what? Do I just rush out there and attack?
Lena: No, I'll be in the room with him then. Foreplay. I plan to fuck all night, so it works.
April: Fine, fine.
"Hey, Evan?" April called out.
"You okay, babe?" he yelled back.
"Yeah, all good," she said. "I'm ready, but um... Lena texted me."
"Is she okay? Is something wrong?" Evan asked, the mattress squeaking as he stood. "Does she need help?"
"No, no, no! Don't get up," April said quickly. "You can't see me yet. Lena's fine."
"Okay," he sat back down. "No offense to Lena, but if she's fine is now really the time to talk about her?"
"She went to a bar and met a guy," she explained. "They're gonna have a one-night stand."
"Good for Lena, but I'm more interested in the surprise you have in store for me," Evan chuckled.
"I appreciate that," April giggled. "Lena thought it would be some sort of female bonding experience if we girls knew we're having sex at the same time. I'm waiting for her to say she got to the room before I come out."
"Weird, but alright," Evan responded. "What lesson is this?"
"Oh, shut up!" she told him.
"The book did tell us to remember previous lessons," he pointed out. "Remember the surrender one? I think this is where I'm supposed to ask for every guy's fantasy."
"You're not getting a threesome," April snorted. "I'm shutting the door now before you make me not want to do this with you."
April closed the bathroom door and spent a couple minutes pacing back and forth. Lena finally texted back that she was heading up to her guy's room. The blonde breathed out in relief, sending a text to Lena to be careful before setting her phone down and announcing to Evan that she was ready.
Evan's jaw dropped as April walked into the room, standing between him and the TV with her hands on her hips. The cute socks, the sexy skirt, the shirt, the tie. Hard nipples proving there was no bra under the white shirt. Evan popped a boner in record time as he stared at April's face. She smirked when seeing him look at the pigtails. Then his gaze fell to her eyes, and she realized her black-framed glasses probably added to the schoolgirl vibe.
"Holy shit," Evan gasped.
"Good evening, Professor," April husked, jutting out one hip. "I'm sorry I've been such a bad girl, I promise I'll be better behaved in the future."
"Uh, um, are, ah, are you, I mean, is this detention?" he asked, looking like his brain was short-circuiting. "I don't think, ah, college professors, you know, give detention."
"Of course this is detention, sir," the petite blonde nodded, ignoring his second statement. She was surprised she wasn't finding the performance silly at all. It was incredibly hot. "You told me to stay after school so you could punish me."
"W-what did you do to deserve detention?" Evan wondered, leaning forward to admire her. "It must have been something bad?"
"Don't you remember, Professor?" April cocked her head to the side as she lifted her skirt to show him she wasn't wearing underwear. "You caught me playing with my pussy in class."
"That, that was very inappropriate," he gave her a stern look.
"I know, sir. I'm sorry sir," she sighed. "I just couldn't stop thinking about how hot you are and how much I want your cock. You have to punish me so I'll only be a whore when we're alone."
"What do you think your punishment should be?" Evan asked nervously.
"That's for you to decide, Professor," April placed the tip of her pointer finger at her bottom lip. "You need to make sure I've learned my lesson. Just treat me like the dirty, little slut I am."
"Well, every good slut needs to know how to suck her professor's cock," he reasoned, standing up. "Why don't you get on your knees?"
"Oh, yes sir!" April giggled happily, approaching him and dropping to her knees while placing her hands behind her back. "Thank you for letting me have your dick. Please fuck my face hard and rough like I deserve."
Evan stepped out of his underwear, his erection bobbing in front of him and aiming at the blonde's face. April kept her hands behind her back while opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue eagerly. Getting into it, Evan slapped her face with his dick several times before pushing the tip into her mouth.
"Fuck, babe!" Evan hissed as April's lips clamped down on him.
Holding her pigtails, he started roughly guiding her along his length while she hummed happily. Her nostrils flared as she struggled to breathe through her nose while enjoying the intense face-fucking. Her hands stayed behind her back, her green eyes looking up at him from behind her glasses.
"Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!" April gurgled around the thick shaft in her throat. "Glug! Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!"
The sexy noises April was making encouraged Evan to thrust harder into her mouth, fucking her face as if it were a pussy. His grip strong on her head, he held her down on him so his balls rested against her chin. April effortlessly held the deepthroat, a quivering whine escaping her throat as she sucked hard.
"Holy shit!" he growled, pushing her off him and looking down at her as she gasped for breath. "Get up on the bed! Now!"
April nodded rapidly, her chin covered in drool. "Yes, sir!"
Getting to her feet, April climbed up on the bed and crouched on her hands and knees. She squealed when Evan grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her back. Burying his face between her legs, Evan ate April out until she was arching her back and announcing her orgasm. He eagerly lapped up every drop of feminine nectar.
"Ready for the next part of your punishment?" Evan asked as he sat up.
"If that was punishment, then yes, I can't fucking wait," April said breathlessly, her chest rising and falling with her breathing, the black tie contrasting with the white shirt.
Being roughly handled was a huge turn-on for April, and she moaned happily when Evan once again put her in the position he wanted. April was crouched in doggystyle, the black tie brushing the bed as she looked toward the headboard. Evan lifted the pleated skirt, exposing her pussy and naked ass.
"You've been a very bad girl," he declared, squeezing her butt. Before April could respond, he raised his right hand and brought it down hard on her ass-cheek.
"FUCK!" April screeched, her fingers clenching the comforter. "Harder! Hit me harder!"
"You do need to learn your lesson," Evan agreed, slapping her ass three times.
"Oh God, again!" she begged, balancing on one elbow so she could pinch her nipple through her shirt. "Spank me, please! I need it!"
Evan spanked her several times in rapid succession, alternating which cheek he hit. April squealed loudly, her body tensing as she came. She came without him even getting near her pussy. At the end of the orgasm, her head was hanging, pigtails dangling as she slowly recovered.
"Have you learned your lesson, young lady?" he asked sternly.
"No," April growled.
"No?" he asked, his hand on her butt.
"I need more," she whined. "I need you to fuck me like the bitch I am! Then pull out and shove it up my ass. I already lubed up, just stick it in. Fuck my ass and fill me with cum. Please. Please, baby. I need it. I need it!"
"I can't turn down that request," Evan said happily, getting into position.
April threw back her head and groaned as Evan slammed himself inside her in one smooth stroke. Reaching forward, he grabbed her pigtails in his hands and used them to fuck April from behind with a furious intensity. April's toes curled in her knee-high socks as her back arched and happy moans escaped her lips.
"Fuck me! Harder! Oh God, yes, give it to me!" April's adorable voice cried out. "Yes! Right there, right there! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Releasing her pigtails, Evan grabbed both her wrists and held her body up while he pounded her. With only her knees on the bed, April panted and moaned as her little boobs bounced freely beneath her shirt. Her pussy clamped down on Evan's thrusting member, an orgasm rippling through her body.
"Ah! Ah! Ah, cumming! Ah!" April grunted. "Oh God, oh God, oh God! Ah! Ungh! Ah!"
The petite blonde collapsed onto the bed when Evan let go of her arms. Placing a hand on her back, he held her down while hovering over her. Manly grunts escaped his lips as he felt April's love tunnel holding him. Sitting up, he eased his cock out of April and slapped her butt with it.
"Fuck, no! Get back in me!" April begged wantonly. "Put it back, put it back!"
"You want it back in?" Evan asked, sliding his tip through her wet labia.
"Yes!" she gasped out. "Yes, please!"
Evan pushed back inside and grabbed April's hair, pulling her up so he could get his lips by her ear. "I'm gonna fuck your little pussy 'till you say my name. Then I'll pull out and fuck your little ass."
"Oh God, do it!" April hissed. "Fuck me! Fuck this slut! Fuck this whore!"
"You're so tight, so wet," Evan groaned, holding her hips while April crouched. "Fuck, I'm so hot for you."
"Keep going, keep fucking me," the blonde whined.
"You feel so good," he gasped, increasing the pace of his thrusts.
"Faster! Faster!" April begged. "Yes! I'm gonna cum! Don't stop, don't stop! I'm cumming all over your dick!"
Evan spanked her several times, triggering a second orgasm as the little nerd's eyes rolled back in her head. He didn't stop, relentlessly fucking April while sweat ran down his chest. His eyes looked down, watching her pussy engulf his thickness. Just above her pussy, he saw her little butt hole. Easing himself out of her twat, Evan aimed higher. Thankfully, she really was lubed up and he was able to push his tip into her ass.
"Fuck, that's tight!" Evan groaned, holding her hips and shoving his length up her bum.
"FUCK!" April screeched, her body tensing. "Holy fuck, holy shit, oh my God, oh my God!"
"Are you okay?" he asked, his gruff tone vanishing. "Do you need me to pull out?"
"Don't you dare stop fucking me!" the little nerd hissed through clenched teeth. "Fuck me! Fuck my little ass! Give it to me!"
"I forgot how tight your ass is," Evan let out a breath as he sodomized the small woman.
It took April a minute to get used to the feeling of having a dick up her ass. The discomfort was soon gone completely as she moaned and grunted her pleasure. Sliding a hand between her legs, April started rubbing her clit. The love button responded immediately, shooting electricity through her little body.
"It's your ass, baby. It's yours," April promised. "My holes are yours. Fuck, more! Keep going, please! More, more, more!"
"I'm gonna cum if you keep talking like that," Evan warned, his thrusts steady.
"Oh yeah? You gonna cum in your dirty girlfriend's ass, hm?" April cooed. "I want it, baby. I want your hot cum up my ass. I wanna feel it. Oh God, yes! Don't stop, don't stop!"
"Close," he grunted, his hands on her narrow waist as the sweaty shirt clung to her.
"Do it! Cum in my slutty asshole!" April screeched, pushing back to engulf his length. "Fill me! I want it all! Cum inside me! Cum in my bum! Cum!"
"Oh God!" Evan shuddered as waves of hot, white cum poured out of his cock and filled April's ass until it was leaking out of her.
April collapsed on the bed, her arms flung out in front of her as she moaned weakly. Her little ass hole was gaping, with a small river of semen leaking out of her and running down her pussy. Evan got beside her on the bed so he could brush her hair out of her face and kiss her affectionately.
"That was hot," he commented.
"Thanks," April giggled. "Seems like every time since the book has gotten hotter and hotter."
"Maybe we really will be consumed by an inferno of passion," Evan chuckled, squeezing her butt.
"What a way to go," she sighed in contentment.
They relaxed for a few minutes before Evan helped April wobble to the bathroom. Evan took a shower to wash the sweat from his body and clean his dick. April washed up a bit, leaving the outfit on. She blushed every time Evan poked his head out of the shower and teased her about cleaning the cum out of her butt.
"Shooting cum in and on you sounds sexy, but the cleanup is a pain," he laughed.
"Shut up, stop watching me!" April blushed. "Fucking perv."
Evan and April dried off and returned to the bed so they could cuddle and drink wine. April still had on the entire outfit, including the white knee-high socks. They lay side-by-side, kissing softly while gently caressing each other. Evan carefully removed the ribbons from April's hair, letting her wavy locks frame her face.
"You are so beautiful," he whispered, cupping her cheek.
"Mm, you're cute, too," April grinned, scrunching her nose.
"Thanks," Evan chuckled, pecking her lips as his hands reached for the buttons of her shirt.
"And what do you think you're doing, mister?" she asked with smirk.
"Hey, I'm naked," he reminded her while working the buttons.
"I thought you wanted me to stay in the outfit?" April questioned, reaching a hand out to squeeze his butt.
"Oh, I do," Evan nodded, opening the shirt and running his hands over April's bare breasts. "But I just couldn't resist getting my hands on these."
"Mm, touch me," she whispered, kissing him warmly.
Their kiss deepened as they touched each other, with April's hand eventually wrapping around his dick. She moaned into his mouth when he pinched her nipple while rubbing her clit. It wasn't long before Evan was fully erect and ready to go another round. April asked her professor how he wanted her.
April ended up laying sideways on the bed with her head hanging over the edge. Evan was standing in front of her, his feet on the floor and his hands on her tits as he fucked her face. It was a sloppy blowjob, with drool running from April's lips and down her face while she choked on dick.
Pulling from her mouth, Evan moved April until she was on her back with her head on the pillow. Their eyes locked as he penetrated her, making them both gasp. They made love in missionary, watching each other and moaning softly. April held her legs back, opening herself for Evan to bury himself balls-deep and explode in her rippling tunnel.


Like the previous night, they were both exhausted. April stayed in the schoolgirl outfit while laying beside Evan, her head resting on his chest. She felt a fire still smoldering in her chest, just waiting to flare up again. It wasn't just warmth from her; it was warmth from Evan and warmth from the book.
When her phone buzzed, April grabbed it and saw a message from Lena. It was an after-sex selfie. Lena was laying naked in bed with a guy facing away from her. She had her left arm over her breasts, concealing her right nipple with two fingers as she blew a kiss at the camera. April sent her own picture, making sure the tie was visible while the open shirt concealed her breasts.
~Sunday 13 October, 2024~
April was so comfortable she barely noticed the movement beside her. A gentle hand brushed the hair out of her face, soft lips pressed against hers. Fingers found her thigh, dancing along her skin as they slid higher. She instinctively shifted, allowing the fingers to press against her vulva.
"Mm," April moaned softly as her pussy flooded with moisture.
"April," Evan whispered, kissing her as his hand slid into her shirt to hold a small breast.
Evan's touch felt amazing, and April was soon writhing against him as he fingered her. She grabbed his wrist as she moaned and gasped. He slid two fingers into her cunt, rubbing her clit with his thumb as he pinched her nipple. April's body shuddered, her leg shaking as she came.
"That was a great way to wake up," April giggled cutely.
"I'm glad you enjoyed," he grinned.
"My turn," she husked.
Sliding down the bed, April took him between her lips and started bobbing her head. She sucked on him for a couple minutes before releasing his dick with a pop. Straddling him, April took hold of his shaft and guided it toward her entrance. Her eyelids fluttered as she sank down on him.
Placing her hands on his chest, April started bouncing up and down in his lap. Evan slid his hands up her body, pushing the tie out of the way as he cupped her breast. Her nails dug into his chest as her other hand reached behind her so she could massage his balls. A few minutes later, Evan held her tits, pulling her down on him as he filled her pussy with warm cum.
"Life is good," Evan sighed as April lifted herself off him, a hand between her legs to keep his cum inside.
"Agreed," April nodded, lying down beside him, finally feeling like things were settled in her life.
"I love you," Evan said sincerely.
"I love you, too," she replied, kissing his cheek before glancing across the room. "Hey, the book didn't move this time."
Evan looked over at the leather book resting on the table beneath the television. "It probably had a great view from there."
"I'm still mostly-covered," April reasoned, grabbing her glasses off the bedside table. "Are you suggested it liked watching your butt flex as you did me from behind?"
"It's a perverted book," he shrugged.
"Don't be mean to my book," she swatted his chest playfully before slipping out of bed. "It has one last lesson for us."
Grabbing some tissues, April wiped herself and tossed them in the trash before removing the socks. She picked up the book and brought it back to bed. Sitting cross-legged beside Evan, she placed the book in her lap. Before opening it, she picked up her phone and sent Lena a text to make sure she got home safely. Then April immediately turned to Lesson Ten: Union.
"Two may walk side-by-side, may touch, may burn, may hunger; yet still remain two," April read softly. "Union is not the meeting of bodies but the moment in which the space between souls ceases to exist."
Evan shifted beside her, his shoulder pressing against hers. "This one's intense."
"In Union, there is no waiting or longing. What one feels, the other knows. What one desires, the other answers," April's breathing was heavy as her fingers traced the page. "The world beyond fades as all things return to their simplest truth: two made one."
The lesson pushed intensity and surrender to passion. Union was the ultimate intimacy. It was intense, something few couples could ever achieve. While it took work, the rewards were well worth it. April and Evan held each other close while April read through the text, both of them feeling connected to each other.
"Heed this, devoted hearts; Union is not meant to consume without end," April read the last of the lesson. "Even the closest souls must return to themselves, lest they forget the shape of their own flame."
"Same warning as yesterday," Evan observed.
"What a way to end the final lesson," April giggled, looking at Evan affectionately. "We'll have to be careful."
"I think we've gotten through our issues," he smiled, taking her hand and squeezing it. "I've never felt better about us."
"Neither have I," she pecked his lips before turning back to the book and gasping.
"What? What is it?" Evan frowned.
"That was the end of the lesson," April whispered, pointing. "Now there's another line."
Near the bottom of the page, beneath the warning, a final message had appeared in fresh ink. "Once joined, the flame will seek itself. Remember all lessons, lest your own fires burn you. Between moments of fire, there must be air. A desperate flame will seek any vessel to contain it."
"That wasn't there before," Evan frowned.
"I know," she mumbled nervously.
* * *
"Okay, hold on," I prop myself on one elbow, staring at April.
April blinks at me like I'm yanking her from somewhere far away. "What?"
"No," I point at her. "You don't get to just slide past that."
"You're talking about the new sentence, right?" she sighs.
"April, why do you keep insisting this is all true?" I ask plainly. "You've told me a lot of fantasy stories before, and I love them. It's fine if you're making this up."
"I had time to prepare those and they weren't nearly as involved as this one," April points out. "Whenever you've asked me randomly for a story, it's always been true. Do you really think I could make up something this elaborate on the spot? Just after you woke me up?"
"Uh, I hadn't really thought of that, "I admit with a wince. "But, c'mon! There's no such thing as magic."
"Yes, there is," April reaches out to cup my face. "What we have is magic. It was magic the way we found each other again. The horrible things that have happened in Ashwood that haven't broken Steven or the girls? That's magic. Small things we do for each other, random kindness. Magic. There is magic around us all the time, we just have to know where to look."
"That was really sweet," I smile, pecking her lips. "But books can't move on their own or write themselves."
"This one did, Stacey," she says with such sincerity that I suddenly believe her.
"You're not a good liar," I whisper, unable to comprehend a supernatural book. "You start giggling when I look into your eyes."
"I'm telling the truth," April insists, her thumb brushing my cheek. "This is all true."
"I don't understand," I reply honestly.
"Neither do I," she sighs. "Maybe we don't have to understand everything. Life is full of unanswered questions."
"Where's the book now?" I ask plainly as her hands return to my bare breasts.
"We'll get there," April nods slowly. "There's still more to the story."
"Speaking of the story, I like how you keep calling yourself a nerd," I giggle, running a hand along her side.
"I use an old thirty pin RAM stick as a keychain, I'm a nerd," she grins. "I'm your sexy, slutty nerd."
"Maybe we should just fuck instead of talk," I muse, batting my eyelashes. "Cumming on your tongue would relax me enough to sleep."
"Mm, I do know how to eat a cunt, and yours is fucking delicious," April licks her lips. "But I also know how to tell a good story. Don't you want to hear the rest?"
"I do," I acknowledge, still a little uncomfortable with believing in magic. "Things are about to get bad, aren't they?"
"Why do you say that?" she wonders.
"You finished the lessons and the book warned you multiple times," I explain. "I'm assuming this is when you both ignore the warning?"
April looks away from me sadly. "Something like that. Do you want me to keep going?"
"Yes, please," I whisper. "I think I might be going crazy for believing all this, but I want to know the rest. Please, tell me."
* * *
"It looks like it was just written. Is the ink even dry?" Evan asked.
April ran her thumb across it. "It's dry."
"This might be the weirdest thing so far," he commented with a nervous laugh.
For a few moments, neither of them spoke or moved. April then felt the warmth in her chest tugging at her, pulling her toward Evan. Just as she felt it, Evan reached over and took her hand. It was such a natural act, as if it were the only thing that could have possibly been done in that instant. She laced her fingers with his, feeling everything click into place.
"What now?" April wondered quietly.
"We probably need to shower," he answered slowly, his thumb caressing her skin.
"I am sweaty and have cum leaking out of me," she inclined her head.
"Then go down and get breakfast?" Evan suggested. "We can eat at a table outside before checking out?"
"Or," April began, closing the book, "you can order room service and join me in the shower?"
"I'd have to be insane to turn down an offer like that," he chuckled.
April placed the book on the bedside table and sent Lena another text to make sure she was okay. They looked through the menu before placing an order with room service. Then the happy couple made their way to the bathroom, kissing and giggling the entire way.
"I've been the only one naked for way too long," Evan said as he removed April's tie.
"I hope you enjoyed your slutty girlfriend in her outfit," she smirked while slipping out of the skirt.
"Very much," he nodded. "I also noticed you seem to be walking with a bit of a waddle."
"Yup," April admitted, removing the shirt, "it's what happens to a chick when she gets butt-fucked. My pussy's a bit overused, too."
Evan drew a naked April into his arms, looking down at her. "Do you need a break from sex? We can spend the day building hunger and working on awareness."
"Don't worry, baby," she stood on her toes to kiss him. "My holes are all yours."
They stepped into the shower and started washing each other. Evan loved soaping up April's cute, little boobs. He even licked her nipples after. April reciprocated with a taste-test on his dick. He held the petite woman to his chest, kissing her softly while grabbing her butt.
Spinning April around, he pressed her against the shower glass so he could slip into her from behind. Her small boobs squished against the glass, her hand sliding along the sleek surface as she came hard. Then she turned and got on her knees, sticking her tongue out while holding her tits together and begging for a facial. Evan was happy to oblige.
April sat in bed while brushing her wavy blonde hair. She was wearing a simple robe over a pair of cotton panties. Evan was beside her, also dressed in a robe and underwear while he played on his phone. On the bedside table, April's phone buzzed as a text message came in.
Lena: Sorry! I'm safe. Heading home now.
April: Sleep in?
Lena: Nah, I was just enjoying a Sunday morning fuck.
April: I had one of those, two. I still texted. :P
Lena: Hey! We got lots of sex at the same time!
April: Not the point.
Lena: Whatever. I'm in my rideshare now. You got plans for the day?
April: Not really.
Lena: The three of us could get together? I don't mind being a third wheel.
April: I'd like that, but I feel like I should keep working on my relationship with Evan.
Lena: Just say you wanna spend the day with your feet pinned behind your ears. I won't judge!
April: Shut up. That might happen.
Lena: I know. ;)
A knock at the door made April jump, bringing her back to the real world. Evan and April enjoyed a nice breakfast in bed, both of them glad that the hotel restaurant made great food. They acted like a young couple in love, with April even feeding Evan a bite of food off her fork.
After breakfast, they cuddled in bed while watching a movie. Near the end they started kissing softly. The movie was forgotten as Evan's hand slid into her robe while April's fingers ran along his neck. Their kiss grew more passionate as their tongues wrestled, warmth blossoming in April's chest.
Evan looked at April in surprise when she broke the kiss. "Everything okay, babe?"
"Yes, she nodded. "I was just thinking about the book. The lessons are done, but maybe it has some suggestions for crazy positions."
"As long as we don't end up in the hospital that's fine with me," he chuckled.
"Don't worry," April said, slipping out of bed, "no matter what the book says, I won't shove anything weird up your butt."
"I won't want anything normal up there, either," Evan winced.
"I have to find something between normal and weird? Got it," she nodded, dropping her robe before opening the book.
"Nothing up my ass," he stated clearly, his eyes on her chest.
"You sure?" April looked over at him seriously. "Some guys like prostate play. Doesn't make them gay. You shouldn't shoot it down because people would judge you. I won't. And I won't tell anyone."
"I just don't want to," Evan shook his head. "I know some straight guys like it."
"Well, let me know if there is anything you want to try," the small blonde smiled while holding a page of the book. "I can't promise I'll be into it, but I promise not to judge you."
"Thank you," he grinned. "Same goes for you."
April flipped through the book for a few minutes before finding a fun variation of the sixty-nine. Instead of doing it in bed, the guy would stand and hold the woman up while she sucked on him, her pussy in his face. It required a petite woman and a man who could hold her up without tiring.
"That's oddly perfect for us," Evan observed while April removed her glasses. "I wonder if it was in there before you bought the book."
"There are a lot of petite women out there," April giggled, pushing down her panties. "Now, do you wanna talk about the book, or do you wanna eat my coochie?"
They ended up having to use the bed so Evan could lift April into the proper position. She wrapped her arms around his waist, her wavy hair hanging down as she struggled to figure out what to do with her legs. April squealed when Evan managed to get to the right spot to kiss her vulva. He stopped helping her move as he licked her pussy. It took April some maneuvering to get Evan's cock in her mouth instead of her nose or ear.
It was a position that was fun to try, but not one that would be a regular thing. Evan did manage to make April cum with his tongue. She continued sucking him, eventually drawing out his orgasm. April usually had a bottomless throat, but swallowing cum upside down turned out to be quite the challenge. She gagged and coughed, snorting semen out her nose.
Evan and April relaxed naked in bed, holding each other close in perfect contentment. The television wasn't on, they weren't reading or talking, they were just enjoying being in each other's presence. They felt connected. United. They didn't need anything else.
The beautiful moment was sadly ruined when a housekeeper opened the door. April screamed and used a pillow to cover herself while the housekeeper backed out of the room muttering apologies. That was how they learned they had stayed well-after checkout.
"Wanna grab lunch?" Evan offered, pulling out of the parking lot. "Or we could just fry an egg on your face?"
"You moved pretty fast there too, buddy," April pouted, arms crossed and cheeks red. "She was probably more focused on your junk flopping around than seeing my tits."
"You're way hotter than I am," he replied smoothly. "But you would have thought they'd know when someone hasn't checked out."
"I also would have thought one of us was smart enough to lock the damn door," she giggled.
"Yeah, I should have used the latch after they brought breakfast," Evan winced, his hand on her thigh. "I still haven't gotten an answer about lunch."
"I'm not hungry," April responded. "Maybe later."
"Okay, anything else you wanna do?" he asked. "We have the entire day ahead of us."
"I was enjoying just cuddling with you," she whispered. "It wasn't just about sex, it was about being with you, feeling you against me."
"That was really special," Evan nodded. "Although, the book did warn us about getting too fiery."
"Sex is fiery, cuddling is sweet and romantic," April pointed out. "We need to drop off the bags anyway. And the book. Maybe we can go out for dinner?"
"Sure, that works," he agreed.
Their hands were entwined as the drive continued and they kept glancing at each other. April started flirting with him, taking his finger in her mouth and sucking on it as if it were a cock. She then slid his hand between her legs so he could feel her through her shorts. Evan gasped when April started rubbing him, suggesting road head.
It was tempting, but Evan didn't want to get them killed so he managed to hold her off. They kissed softly when entering the apartment, with April smiling against his lips. Leaving the book on the coffee table, the two lovers went to their bedroom to unpack. April was wearing black shorts with a white stripe on them, as well as a blue spaghetti-strap top. Evan had on jeans and a green t-shirt.
He quickly unpacked, tossing any dirty clothes into the hamper without hesitation. After putting his bag away, Evan sat at the desk and looked at April. She was sitting cross-legged on the bed with her overnight bag in front of her. Spread out on the bed was the schoolgirl outfit, and April was holding a couple of pairs of panties in her hand.
"What?" she asked with a bemused smile.
"I, just, ah... nothing," he cleared his throat nervously. "Thinking about last night."
"And staring at my undies," April teased, lightly shaking the hand holding the frilly fabric. "That what you do when I'm not around? Search through my drawers, maybe take out my bras?"
"I do not!" Evan laughed. "If one of us is a pervert, it isn't me."
"Evan!" she gasped in mock-offense. "How could you say that?"
"We mentioned working on us, cuddling and not having fiery sex," he pointed out. "Then you tried to give me road head."
"Don't change the subject, pantie-sniffer," April accused.
* * *
"In his defense, he's right," I giggle, my hand caressing April's bare side. "You are a pervert."
"Girls can't be perverts," she insists.
"That's sexist," I roll my eyes. "And untrue. You? Lexi? Dirtier than any guy. Ever."
April blows a raspberry before continuing.
* * *
"If you aren't interested in sex, maybe I shouldn't tell you what I'm wearing right now," she grinned evilly.
"I can see what you're wearing, babe," Evan smirked. "Black shorts and a blue shirt."
"You didn't mention my purple bra," April tugged on the bra strap for emphasis. "Wanna guess what color my panties are?"
"Uh, um, no," he swallowed. "I think we're supposed to be focusing on awareness or something."
"Okay," she smiled, getting to her feet and tugging at the white drawstrings on her shorts, "were you aware that if a girl wears matching undies it's because she wants them to be seen?"
"I might have heard that before," Evan nodded as the little blonde pushed down her shorts to reveal her purple panties.
April seductively stepped out of her underwear, revealing her little blonde bush. She then tossed the fabric to her boyfriend. "Feel free to sniff 'em. I don't judge."
"I think I'd rather taste the source," he growled.
"Come and get me, big boy," April husked, hands on her hips.
The fire surged inside them both, burning away all control as Evan stood up and sent the desk chair rolling across the floor. He grabbed April around the waist and carried the yelping blonde over to the desk. Placing her naked ass on the edge, Evan knelt between her spread legs and ate her pussy while she held his head.


Just as April was coming down from her orgasm, Evan got to his feet, pulled out his dick, and entered her in one smooth thrust. April threw back her head and grunted her pleasure, wrapping her legs around his ass to draw him deep inside. Her hands held the edge of the desk as she moaned and panted while getting fucked.
When Evan was ready to cum, he took a few steps back so April could get on her knees. She didn't quite make it in time, causing the first spurt to land on the floor. Getting her mouth over his tip, April happily sucked out the remainder of his load. She swallowed greedily before shocking him by lowering her head and lapping up the spilled cum from the floor.
"Holy shit," Evan gasped, watching April.
She lifted her head and brushed her hair back. "Guess I am the pervert. Who knew?"
April and Evan fixed their bottoms and finished unpacking. Walking into the living room, they both froze when they saw that Secrets of the Passionate Arts was lying open once again. Neither of them spoke as they approached. April felt it first; a low warmth settling in her chest. Evan exhaled quietly beside her, and she knew he felt it as well. It was them. It was the book. The quiet heat rose and fell, like something breathing among the three.
The page shifted slightly without either of them touching it. Standing over the book, they noticed the left side was blank. On the right was a single block of text in the center. The same wording they had read before, yet isolated, as if meant to stand alone.
"Heed this, devoted hearts; Union is not meant to consume without end. Even the closest souls must return to themselves, lest they forget the shape of their own flame. Once joined, the flame will seek itself. Remember all lessons, lest your own fires burn you. Between moments of fire, there must be air. A desperate flame will seek any vessel to contain it."
April read the passage again, slower the second time. Her fingers absentmindedly pushed her glasses up her nose. "It's not telling us to stop."
"It kind of sounds like it is," Evan glanced at her.
She shook her head. "No, it's saying we can't lose ourselves. That's different."
"What should we do?" he asked carefully.
"We remember the basics; why we fell for each other," April reasoned, feeling the warmth between them pulse. "That should be easy."
"If we aren't supposed to lose ourselves, should we, I don't know, spend the day apart?" Evan suggested. "Do our own thing?"
"That's what caused our problems in the first place," she shook her head immediately, stepping closer to him. "We both have full-time jobs. We won't see each other much all week. That's plenty of time apart."
"Okay," he let out a small breath, some of the tension leaving him. "Good. I didn't want to be away from you."
"Wanna relax with a movie?" April offered with a smile.
"Sounds perfect," Evan smiled.
April dropped onto the couch, tucking her legs beneath her as she reached for the remote and held it out. "You pick."
"Dangerous," he sighed, sitting beside her and taking the remote. "You always judge my choices."
"Only when they're bad," April giggled cutely.
"They're never bad," Evan replied, turning the TV on.
"Oh yeah?" she gave him a look. "I have three words for you. Homicidal. AI. Doll."
"That was a good movie!" he argued. "They're even making a sequel! It's coming out next year."
"You can see that one yourself," April smirked.
"I'm glad to hear you plan for us to still be together then," he replied, moving closer so their shoulders touched.
"Mm, I'm not going anywhere, baby," she sighed happily, leaning her head against him.
Evan spent a few minutes looking through movies. "How about The Forgotten? The original. It's the last of the good eighties horror movies."
"Except it came out in 1990," April ran her fingers along his thigh. "Sure, it's fine."
Like so many horror movies, The Forgotten started with a young woman running from a killer through the forest. The killer was casually walking, yet somehow managed to keep up. After her brutal death, the movie switched to an introduction of the main characters living their normal lives.
"Awe, look how little Nicole Fischer is!" April commented, pointing toward the nine-year-old girl.
"Damn, this movie is old," Evan chuckled, his arm around her shoulders. "I think she has a kid who's around our age."
"She does," the blonde confirmed. "I forget her name, but the father is some billionaire CEO. Nicole was supposedly pregnant during the filming of Part Six."
"Right, she had just turned eighteen in that one," he smiled.
"Which you only know because she was naked in that one," April rolled her eyes. "Is that why you pick slasher movies? You wanna see sex scenes and titties?"
"I'd much rather see your titties," Evan countered, reaching over to cup her breast from outside her shirt.
The warmth returned as April let out a soft moan. "I like when you touch me."
"I like touching you," he replied.
They continued watching the movie, holding each other close and forgetting the rest of the world. The eighteen-year-old babysitters spent the evening drinking and partying, leading to the mandatory sex scenes. Evan's hand slipped into April's bra so he could hold a warm breast.
Teenagers started getting killed off while the responsible babysitter watched the kids. April's eyes drifted to the book, which almost seemed to be radiating heat. She swallowed weakly as she felt Evan's warm body beside her, his strong hand on her tit. Her hard nipple pressed into his palm as his fingers caressed her.
April tried paying attention. She really did. The feelings were just too intense. She drew Evan into a hungry kiss, her tongue quickly slipping out to explore his mouth. Evan gave in to the moment when April's hand reached between his legs to rub his bulge. He responded by tugging on April's shirt, lifting it up and off her body.
The bra went next, leaving April topless on the couch. Evan held her breasts together as he buried his face in her cleavage, kissing every inch of her chest. She moaned softly, her fingers in his hair as he switched from one nipple to the other, sucking on the little pink nubs.
Sliding her hands up his shirt, April encouraged Evan to remove it and toss it aside. He then pulled down April's shorts and underwear, laying her on the couch so he could lick her pussy. With her head against the armrest, April played with her tits as Evan ate her to three amazing orgasms.
Tugging on his hair, April had them both stand so they could kiss for several minutes. Lightly shoving his chest, April announced it was her turn. She removed her glasses and got on the couch with her back on the seat cushions. Her thighs were on the back rest and her feet hanging over the top. Her head dangled off the edge of the couch, long hair cascading down to the floor.
Evan quickly got naked and fed April his cock. Her hands held his thighs while she greedily sucked on him. He alternated between playing with her tits and fingering her pussy as he slowly thrust his hips. April gurgled and groaned, his balls hitting her face each time his dick went down her throat.
As appealing as the thought of swallowing his cum was, April tapped his thighs while he was holding her tits and face-fucking her. He backed up, allowing April to spin around. She rested her knees on the cushion while her elbows were on the back rest. Looking out the window, April sighed happily as Evan fucked her from behind. He had one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip.
They tried several different positions on the couch, loving every one. April bent over the armrest so Evan could do her from behind, then he sat on the couch while she straddled him and braced herself against the coffee table. She sat in his lap to ride him, shoving her tits in his face while her nails dug into his shoulders. They were spooning on the couch, Evan holding up one of her legs as April cried out an orgasm.
When Evan was ready to cum, April had him lean back on the couch while she curled up beside him and lowered her head into his lap. Evan relaxed, holding April's hair as she bobbed her head up and down for several minutes. He managed to call out a gasping warning just as his hips bucked and he filled her mouth.
"Oh, hey," April said, lifting her head and glancing over after swallowing. "The movie's over."
"It's alright, we've seen it before," he chuckled. "Although, we're not doing a very good job of letting the hunger build."
"We're doing very well at surrendering to our desires," April giggled, getting to her feet and running her fingers along the book's cover. "Wanna start the second movie? I'll get a blanket we can cuddle under."
"Sure, babe," Evan agreed.
The day passed as they watched movies and cuddled naked under the blanket. Every once in awhile, April would initiate sex; her insatiable appetite keeping Evan's balls drained. Flipping through the book, April found a position called the wheelbarrow that she insisted they try. She placed her hands on the floor and wrapped her legs around Evan's butt while he held her waist and fucked her.
Another time, April knelt on the floor between his legs and blew him for over half-an-hour. He had cum recently, so he was able to just relax and enjoy the feelings. A couple of weak jets eventually shot into April's mouth. She showed him his load on her tongue before swallowing it all down.
"Hey, wasn't it brighter earlier?" April frowned, looking out the window while cuddling with Evan.
"Shit. It was," Evan grimaced. "We haven't eaten dinner yet. Are you hungry?"
"A little, but I don't wanna leave you to go cook," she sighed before pointing a finger at him. "And remember, we'll be apart all day tomorrow."
"I didn't say anything," he chuckled. "Want me to order delivery? Chinese?"
"Sure, my usual order," April nodded. "Thanks."
She started the next movie in the series while Evan put the order in on his phone. Placing the remote on the coffee table, she once again ran her fingers along the green leather cover of Secrets of the Passionate Arts. The book had done so much for her, and April was thrilled it had come into their lives. She felt a warmth from the cover as a phrase jumped into her head.
"Those who fear distance will cling too tightly."
"Okay," Evan said, "the food will be here soon."
They ate on the couch, talking, flirting, and feeding each other. April held her bare stomach and belched, leading to a playful tickle fight. When Evan started tickling her feet, April had to accept defeat, warning him she'd throw up if he kept making her laugh so much.
Time moved. Or maybe it didn't. April couldn't quite tell. At some point, she found herself lying across the couch while Evan held her. His right hand held her breast as he pressed himself against her. The conversation drifted from random topic to random topic. They talked about nothing. Everything. Evan started to say something and April answered before he finished.
It was after midnight before either of them realized. The TV had been off for over an hour, with the two lovers simply holding each other. Standing, April grabbed the book and held it against her naked chest as they made their way to the bedroom. They didn't want the night to end, but knew time was up.
April and Evan quickly went through their evening routines, brushing their teeth side-by-side. Kissing softly beneath the covers, Evan got on top and pressed himself into April's warmth. They made love one last time, reaching orgasm at the same time. April cried out his name as Evan grunted and filled her womb with cum.
"Work tomorrow," April said sadly, her head on his chest.
"We'll be fine," Evan assured her, squeezing her upper arm. "We spent the entire weekend together. The book did warn us about that."
"The book you don't believe is magic," she teased.
"I admit there's something strange about it, that's all," he chuckled. "Either way, it does have a point. We can't be with each other every second of every day."
"That's a shame," April sighed, drifting off to sleep.
~Monday 14 October, 2024~
Monday came way too quickly. April groaned softly as her phone alarm woke her. She angrily reached for her phone without opening her eyes, silencing the annoying noise. Feeling Evan's absence, she reluctantly sat up and rubbed her eyes. She must have slept through his alarm.
April saw Evan's laptop on the desk, relief flooding her as she realized he hadn't left. She stared at the rumpled sheets, wishing she didn't have to leave them. Reluctantly, she put her glasses on and climbed out of bed, raising her arms above her head as she stretched. At that moment, Evan walked in fully dressed for work, his hair still damp from his shower.
"Now that's a sight to behold," he commented, looking at April's nude body.
"All yours, baby," April purred, sashaying over to him and placing her hands at the back of his neck as she pecked his lips. "Want some morning pussy?"
"Yes, but I can't," Evan sighed reluctantly. "I have to get to work."
"We could call out," April mumbled quietly. "Spend the whole day in bed. You can do anything you want to me."
"You know we can't," he shook his head, his hand cupping her butt. "We have lives, we can't just fuck the days away."
"We could request to work from home?" she offered.
"I can't, I have meetings all week," he shook his head. "Besides, I don't think I could keep my hands off you. You have that update to finish. We can't."
"Too bad," she pouted, kissing him. "But, you're right. Have a good day at work."
"You too, babe," Evan replied.
The morning felt wrong from the moment April left the apartment. It wasn't dramatic, but it was noticeable. She also couldn't explain why. She just felt off. Adjusting her glasses as she walked toward her cubicle, her thoughts drifted back to the weekend. Warmth, closeness, the quiet rhythm. The mind-warping orgasms. She took her phone out of her pocket and sent a quick text.
April: I miss you.
Evan: Miss you too, babe!
The warmth flickered again. Softer than when she was with Evan and the book, but it was still there. Taking her seat at her desk, April took a large sip of coffee and started up her computer. She had no desire to write code, but there was no choice. April smiled softly as she thought about the weekend, her work an afterthought.
"Okay, spill," Lena's voice spoke, making April jump.
Turning her desk chair, she saw Lena watching with a satisfied smirk. "What?"
"You disappear all weekend, come in looking like that, and you think I'm not going to ask questions?" Lena asked.
"Looking like what?" April frowned slightly.
Lena gestured vaguely at April. "Happy. Distracted. Glowing. Slightly smug."
"I am not smug," April giggled.
"You are absolutely smug," Lena declared, walking over and lowering her voice. "The kind of smug glow a girl gets after she's had the best dick of her life."
Evan and I had a good weekend," she blushed slightly.
"Fuck, I'm jealous," Lena shook her head.
"Hey, what about you?" April asked. "You gonna see your bar guy again?"
"I know you've never had one, but I'm sure you understand the concept of a one-night stand," Lena sighed. "I wouldn't mind something long-term, but he wasn't it."
"Didn't like him? Bad sex?" April questioned. "I usually wouldn't ask, but you seem to have no problem prying into my sex life."
"The sex was fine, he just... I don't know," Lena shrugged helplessly. "It was typical. He was typical. Wanted to get to the good stuff as fast as possible and not get to know me. He was more interested in fucking my tits than looking at my face."
"In his defense, those things take up a lot of space," April teased, glad she could just cuddle with Evan for hours. Sure, they both got horny, but hours could still pass while they held each other.
"Yeah, yeah," Lena waved her off, walking away. "By the way, keep it up. You look happy and you really are glowing."
By late morning, the glow had faded. April stared at her monitors, the code refusing to settle into anything coherent. She had written the same line three times, deleted it twice, rewrote it again, before finally managing to form the right wording. A nervous breath escaped her lips; the update had to be finished by the end of the week. She was struggling to care.
When her phone buzzed, she checked it immediately, her face falling when it turned out to be an email. Stacey posted her artwork anonymously on NaughtyDraw, but April had figured out the account years ago. April would normally have rushed to see what Stacey had drawn, but instead dismissed the notification.
By lunch, it was worse. April stayed at her desk, picking at her food more than actually eating. It was easier than dealing with Lena; easier than pretending she could focus. Evan had only sent a single text, letting her know he was in a long meeting that would go through lunch. The lessons kept circling in her head, reminding her of how to keep her relationship whole, how to avoid any pitfalls.
Awareness. That one was easy. She felt him constantly, like a quiet presence just out of reach. Proximity. Touch. Shared Warmth. Her fingers tightened slightly around her fork as longing filled her heart. Sadly, those three lessons would have to wait.
Desire. Heat flickered low in her chest. Surrender. She had already given Evan more than she ever thought she would. April exhaled slowly, shifting in her chair. Hunger. That one lingered. It wasn't just wanting him; it was needing him. Needing his voice, his touch, and the way everything else fell away when he was close.
Possession. That word settled heavier. Not control, not really. It was wanting to be completely his. April swallowed, her pulse picking up slightly. Abandonment of Restraint. Her lips pressed together. That one was tough to do from across town. Finally, Union. They had felt that already; something deeper than just being together.
April stared at her phone for a long moment. Hunger and Union. Slowly, a small, dangerous idea began to form.
"Bathroom," April muttered under her breath as she pushed her chair back.
A simple walk to the restroom felt longer than it should have. The warmth had returned; sharper, restless. Yet, April felt much better. She felt better because she had a plan to feel closer to Evan. A plan to build his Hunger, his need to Possess her. By the time she reached the ladies' room, April wasn't thinking about work anymore.
There weren't any other women in the restroom, but April still had to shut herself in a stall in case anyone showed up. She checked her reflection in a compact mirror from her purse, straightening her glasses and adjusting her hair. Then she took out her phone.
Hunger. The word surfaced unbidden, settling into her thoughts. April hesitated. She knew she was at work, knew Evan was in an important meeting. Yet she felt increasingly restless the longer she delayed. Her thumb moved across the screen, sending a quick message.
April: Still in your meeting?
Evan after waiting for almost a minute the typing bubble didn't appear. April swallowed, her grip tightening on the phone. She made sure the stall was locked as the warmth spread, low and steady, coiling tighter. It wasn't like he'd check his phone when someone else could see. Everything would be fine.
Lifting her gray business skirt slightly, April aimed her phone between her legs to get a shot of her underwear. She stared at the picture for a moment, her heart beating fast. Abandonment of Restraint. The phrase slipped through her thoughts; not a command, a suggestion. She pressed send.
That made her feel so good, she decided not to stop. Or perhaps, she couldn't stop. Removing her business jacket, she opened her shirt to get a picture of her bra-clad breasts. She took a couple of her face, blowing kisses at the camera. Pulling her boobs out of the cups, she got a nice topless shot that included her face. April even slid her panties down to give him a look at her pussy. Send. Send. Send.


April lowered her phone, her breath catching as the warmth surged; stronger than before, sharper. Almost dizzying. For a moment she just stood in the stall, staring at nothing. The response didn't come right away, so she fixed her clothes and returned to her desk to finish lunch.
Evan's meeting ended just after April finished her meal. It wasn't easy, but she did her best to alternate texting with Evan and working on code. Fortunately, she had a few simple bugs to fix that didn't require much of her attention. She was still restless, but the texting helped.
Evan: I am now.
Evan: Wow, April. Wow.
April: You said you were busy. I didn't want to forget the sexy body you own.
Evan: I was busy. I am. Right into another meeting. This one with the CFO.
Evan: I don't care.
April: You might get in trouble.
Evan: I don't care.
April: You're going to get in trouble.
Evan: Worth it.
Evan: I can't stop thinking about you, babe.
April: Good.
Evan: Not good. I need you.
Need. That word settled deeper and heavier than the others. She could feel her own need for Evan. The warmth in her chest yearned for him, as did the dampness between her legs. She submitted a fix for several bugs before dealing with a few of her emails. Emails she didn't care about.
April: You'll see me tonight.
Evan: That's too long.
April: I know.
Evan: God, I want you.
April: You have me, baby. You have all of me.
Evan: What are we doing tonight?
April: Are you staying late again?
Evan: Probably. You?
April: Fuck, no. I'll go home and make dinner.
Evan: Perfect. Make whatever you like. You're all I need.
April: Mm, I'm gonna suck that big dick of yours tonight. Deepthroat you until I choke.
Evan: Then what?
April: Then I'm gonna bend over and beg for it like the slutty bitch in heat I am.
Evan: Don't change out of the business outfit. I want to fuck you in that.
April: Done.
Her heart skipped as she put her phone back in her purse. "A desperate flame will seek any vessel to contain it." That line from the book surfaced without warning. She pushed it away. Evan and April would contain each other's flames that evening. Just the thought made April smile in anticipation.
By the end of the day, April had just barely managed to get what she needed to done. She shut off her computer, the dual monitors going dark. Putting on a smile, she talked with Lena a few minutes while they walked out to their cars. A quick hug goodbye, and April was on her way to the apartment.
April exhaled slowly when she finally stepped into the home she shared with Evan. It bothered her that he wasn't there, but she reasoned she had to make dinner anyway. Walking into the kitchen, April froze when she saw Secrets of the Passionate Arts open on the coffee table.
She was sure she had left it closed in a different room. April hesitated before moving closer, drawn to the book. The warmth pulsed stronger with each step, inviting her closer. Her gaze dropped to the pages. There was no warning, no blocks of text, no titles, no passages demanding attention.
Instead the two pages were filled with illustrations. Two figures with no names or descriptions were moving through familiar moments. Holding hands, gazing at each other, laying together. There was nothing explicit, yet April felt a resonance with the scenes. The woman still looked like her, and the man still looked like Evan.
April turned the page. The next set of illustrations showed the man and woman with other people in the background. As the scenes continued, the other people grew more distant until only the lovers remained. That was when the scenes got explicit. Every sexual position imaginable was illustrated there, making April's cheeks redden.
She turned another page. The sex scenes were incredible, they were all-consuming. April noticed they had become more than just two people having sex. The fire the book always mentioned was illustrated. It consumed the two lovers, until the entire world burned away. Nothing else existed but the heat of their passion, their union.
Dinner was a simple chicken dish with potatoes and broccoli. It was finished and the table set by the time Evan walked in. April threw herself at him, kissing him hard as the lovers clung to each other. They almost ended up having sex on the kitchen floor, but managed to compose themselves so they could eat.
When eating at the kitchen table, they usually sat on opposite sides so they could face each other. Instead they chose to sit side-by-side, shoulders touching. It wasn't easy to eat while holding hands, but neither of them was willing to let go. They laughed and talked while doing the dishes together after.
True to her word, April dragged Evan into the bedroom and got on her knees. Moments later, his cock was in her mouth. With her hands on his thighs, April eagerly sucked on him for several minutes. Pulling him from her mouth, she slapped her face with his dick before stroking him while licking his nuts. Then she took him deep again, gagging lightly as she held the deepthroat.
Pulling April to her feet, Evan bent her over the bed and pulled her underwear down to her knees. With his hands on her waist, Evan slipped inside her familiar hole. April's pussy clamped down on him as she moaned, her hands clenching the sheets. His hand slapped her butt, making her yelp in surprise.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" April groaned, her body shaking. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Holding her hip, Evan reached forward and pulled April's head back by the hair as he pumped her pussy from behind. The little nerd squirmed beneath him, her toes curling as she wailed her pleasure. It was rough and dirty; amazing sex they both loved. They were both insatiable.
"Gonna cum!" Evan grunted a few minutes later, one hand on her shoulder while the other held her waist.
"Cum inside me!" April begged wantonly. "Cum in me! Fill me, fill me, fill me!"
Evan held himself balls-deep in her twat as he groaned, shooting his entire load into her. April tensed, the feeling of warm cum squirting into her drawing out her own orgasm. When his orgasm ended, he gently pushed in and out of her pussy until his dick softened.
When he pulled out, April spun around and dropped to her knees. She cleaned his cock with her mouth until he had to shove her away. His jaw dropped when she hiked up her gray skirt and gathered his semen onto her fingers. Her green eyes sparkled as she ate his cum out of her own pussy.
Neither of them remembered much after that. There was some shower sex, there was cuddling in bed, April even got fucked on the kitchen table at one point. They both should have been wrung dry, yet they still managed to keep going. In between sessions, they held each other, not requiring any entertainment. They just needed each other.
~Tuesday 15 October, 2024~
The glow was definitely gone. April noticed the moment she caught her reflection in the edge of her monitor. She looked the same, but somehow felt different. The warmth was still inside her, but something about it felt unsettled. It wasn't the comforting presence she was used to.
"Okay, what happened?" Lena asked, appearing by the desk and startling April.
"What do you mean?" April replied too quickly.
"Yesterday you were glowing. Today?" Lena gestured vaguely. "You look like you didn't sleep, someone pissed in your cereal, then your car broke down on the way into work."
"My car is fine and no one peed in my breakfast," April snorted before sighing. "I didn't get a lot of sleep."
"You and Evan having problems again already?" Lena raised an eyebrow. "You should get your money back for that book."
"No, we're fine," she shook her head. "Better than fine, really. We're great."
"Why couldn't you sleep?" Lena probed gently. "If you were up all night fucking, the glow would still be there. Stressed about the update?"
"Nah, we'll finish by Friday," April answered. "I don't know, I guess I'm a little restless. It almost feels like a honeymoon phase with Evan."
"Can't even go a work day without him? Awe!" Lena giggled, lightly scratching the back of April's head. "That's fucking adorable!"
"Stop," April brushed her hand away in annoyance. "If you're not gonna help, go away."
"How am I supposed to help?" Lena challenged. "Finger-bang you in the bathroom to take the edge off?"
"Yeah... go away," April grumbled, crossing her arms.
"I'd suggest working from home, but we need you here," Lena said, leaning against the desk. "We have to have everything finalized by Friday or there will be hell to pay."
"Evan has a lot of meetings this week anyway," April shook her head.
"Maybe you two should go on a vacation in a few weeks?" Lena suggested. "Get away for a while and celebrate the renewed relationship."
"That does sound nice," April nodded. "If the update goes well, there won't be any issue getting it approved."
"In the meantime, sexting can be almost as much fun as actual sex," Lena held up her phone. "I met a few guys on Matches that I never met in person. We just send dirty texts and make each other cum."
"That's tough when he's in meetings, but I'll give it a shot," April smiled. "Thanks, Lena."
"You're welcome," Lena responded as she started to leave. "Just stay focused. We're screwed without that super-brain of yours."
April's attention returned to the screen, fingers resting on the keyboard without moving. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to work. The update was nearing completion, with only some final testing and bug-fixing necessary. As long as April could focus for the rest of the week, she could put in for some time off. Evan wasn't in constant meetings, so he was able to text a bit during the morning.
April: What are you doing?
Evan: Trying to work.
Evan: And failing.
April: Same.
Evan: This is getting bad.
A chill ran down her spine as she stared at the message. He knew. Her fingers hovered over the screen. She could agree, could say they needed to slow things down. Lower the intensity. Just as her finger touched the screen, warmth pulsed; tight and insistent.
April: We'll be fine.
Evan: Yeah.
Evan: We just need tonight.
April: Tonight. Can you take lunch at noon?
Evan: Probably, why?
April: I have a plan to tide us over. Go to the bathroom at noon.
Evan: Okay.
It was mid-morning, so April went back to work while exchanging flirty texts with Evan. That lasted until lunch, when Lena stopped by to invite April to the break room. Fortunately, Lena didn't argue when April said she was going to work through lunch. Once the coast was clear, April made her way to the restroom.
The handicap stall was available, so April slipped inside. She was wearing a pair of dark jeans and a tan blazer over a white v-neck shirt. Wasting no time, she yanked her pants and underwear down before snapping a few dirty pictures. She made sure to get a couple down her shirt, too. They were sent right to Evan. He responded a couple minutes later with one of his bulge. They texted back-and-forth for a while, with dirty pictures and naughty messages about what they were going to do to each other.
April bit her lower lip, struggling to cum silently while rubbing her clit in the bathroom. Not long after, Evan sent a text of his hand covered in cum. April replied saying it was such a shame to see all that delicious cum go to waste. A few more dirty messages, and April felt focused enough to get back to work.
Lena and Hassan drew April into a meeting to address a startup issue with the new version of the app. It took all of April's concentration to get through it, but she did it. She was even the one to come up with the solution. With that accomplished, the update was nearly done. So close. Just not close enough.
Back at her desk, April put her code through various tests to try and catch any issues. So often when a bug was fixed, it created three others. There wasn't enough coffee in the world to deal with the frustration. Since she was able to get some downtime while waiting on results, she had more time to text with Evan.
April: You know, we never really talked about sex.
Evan: We do that all the time?
April: No, I mean we never had "the talk" about what we liked.
April: We just kind of figured it out. So, what's your favorite position?
Evan: Oh, I get it. I like when you're on your back and I'm sitting up.
Evan: When you hold your legs back. I can look at your face, your boobs. And get really deep.
Evan: You?
April: I can do that! And I like missionary for making love. To just get off? Doggy!
April: Next question: do you like my dirty talk?
Evan: Fuck, yes! Just that filthy mouth of yours can make me cum.
April: I wouldn't mind if you called me a slut a bit more. Or a whore.
Evan: Done, babe. As long as that's what YOU want.
April: It is. Do you want me to call you Daddy? Some guys love that.
Evan: Ew, no. I'm twelve years older than you, not your father. Hard pass.
April: Any fantasies we've never tried?
Evan: There was one, but you made it happen.
April: Oh? Do tell.
Evan: Roleplaying. I liked the professor thing.
April: So, you like your slutty student begging you to fuck her ass?
Evan: Yes, please. Maybe we could try some other scenarios sometime?
April: I'm good with that :* I'll check the internet.
Evan: Your turn.
Closing her messaging app, April opened up her web browser to find a few roleplaying ideas. Evan playing a repairman sounded fun, maybe April didn't have enough money to pay him. Cheerleader? The dressing up would be fun, but April didn't think she could pull off any sexy moves. Hotel maid would be an easy one, and April also thought dressing up as a policewoman would be hot.
Another caught her eye. The woman would pretend to be a prostitute at a bar. The guy would pay for her services and they'd get a cheap motel room. The entire time the couple would act as if they didn't know each other and it was a real business transaction. April thought it was hot, but it was probably too much for her. Too public. Anyone would be able to see her dressed like a tramp! She went through other ideas until Evan texted again.
Evan: No fantasies? Or too many to choose from?
April: There is something. I struggled with the Surrender lesson. I'd like to show my trust.
Evan: Okay, how?
April: Blindfold? Maybe tie my hands to the headboard? I want to trust you with my body.
Evan: Tonight?
April: It's a date. I want to suck your cock while helpless. Maybe you cum on my tits?
April: You could flip me over. I love being ass up when you're balls-deep.
Evan: April, you're getting me hard again!
April: Right, sorry!
April: What's something nonsexual that turns you on?
Evan: Your glasses. They're so cute and nerdy. You?
April: I like your hands. The way you hold my hand makes me feel loved.
Evan: You are loved. And I thought of one: do you like porn?
April: I watched it sometimes while single, yes. Have a few toys packed away.
April: Maybe I'll use them with you sometime?
April: You can do me up the butt while I use a vibrator.
Evan: I would love that.
April: Do you watch porn?
Evan: I did when we were having problems. I'm sorry.
April: It's okay, I figured. You're forgiven as long as we can watch some together. ;P
Evan: We absolutely can!
The dirty talk had April squeezing her thighs together during work, but it actually let her accomplish quite a bit. She almost made up for how much her mind had drifted earlier. At the end of the day, she rushed to the bathroom to wipe her soaked pussy. Then she said goodbye to a few people before heading out the door.
Warm light greeted April as soon as she stepped into the apartment. She was momentarily confused since she hadn't seen Evan's car in the lot. Yet the home felt warm and inviting, unlike when it was empty. Evan soon appeared, proving she must not have noticed his car. He was holding a plastic takeout bag, already dressed down to lounge pants and a t-shirt.
"You're home," she breathed, her face lighting up.
"So are you," he smiled.
April dropped her purse on the floor. "I couldn't focus. I tried, but..."
"Same," Evan cut in quickly, stepping toward her. "I left early. I got dinner so we could eat as soon as you got home."
The distance between them disappeared without thought. April exhaled as soon as she was close to him, like she'd been holding her breath all day. Evan wrapped his arms around her, the takeout bag brushing her back. April pressed herself against him and breathed in his comforting scent. Her hands clenched his shirt as she listened to his beating heart.
"God, I missed you," she murmured.
"I missed you, too," Evan said quietly.
The warmth surged. Stronger than before. Not a gentle pull; a need. Neither of them noticed the takeout bag hit the floor as they kissed passionately. His hands were buried in her hair as she held his back with desperate strength. Their Hunger had fueled the flames for too long. An outlet was needed.
Standing in the entryway of their small apartment, they gave in to their desires. Evan put April on her hands and knees, pulling down her dark jeans. He quickly got his cock out and pushed into April. They both sighed in relief as his thickness stretched her little tunnel.
Evan stayed in her pussy for a few moments, simply enjoying the way her vaginal muscles molded to his erection. His hands ran along her sides, pressing the blazer against her body. He reached beneath her to squeeze her boobs before sliding his hands back to hold her ass-cheeks. After a single spank, he began the steady thrusting motions they both knew so well.
"Ah! Ah! Ungh! Ungh! Ah!" April grunted and panted, her bright yellow locks hanging down over her face. "Ah! Ah! Ungh!"
It was quick and dirty sex, meant only to satiate the burning lust they both felt. There were no crazy moves or position changes. Evan just held on and slammed himself inside again and again. April threw back her head and announced her orgasm with a series of sexy grunting and gasping noises. Thirty seconds later, Evan's cock swelled as his balls ejected their contents.
"Fuck," he gasped for breath while leaning over her back. "I needed that."
"Me too," April giggled, squeezing his softening dick with her pussy muscles. "Mm, hopefully dinner isn't cold."
"Microwaves exist for a reason," Evan chuckled in response.
April cleaned up and changed into leggings and a pink camisole while Evan heated up dinner. When April joined him on the couch, they both noticed the book sitting on the coffee table. Neither of them remembered where they last left it, but they were confident they didn't leave it open.
For several moments, they sat on the couch and stared at the book. The warmth shifted. It wasn't pulsing or building. It felt like it was watching. April reached a hand toward the book, the air feeling warmer and thicker the closer she got. Ignoring their meal, Evan did the same.
They each held one side of the open book as they leaned over and read. The displayed pages weren't filled with illustrations or lessons. There was just writing. The same word repeating hundreds, perhaps thousands of times. That one word seemed to ring in April's ears as her heart skipped, her entire body tingling with heat.
"Hunger. Hunger. Hunger."
"That's not..." April began, her breath catching.
"It's not one of the lessons," Evan finished quietly. "It's not a story or sex position."
"Or a warning," she whispered, her fingers tracing one of the words.
"Doesn't feel like the book is done with us," he commented.
April felt the warmth surge with an intense sharpness as something in her chest twisted. Not doubt or fear, but pressure. The same pressure she'd felt all day. The pressure that drew her toward Evan. The one that built and built until she found a release. Sexting had helped, but only feeling him with her, in her, had truly alleviated it.


"It's fine," she said quickly, closing the book. April rested her hand on the warm, old leather. "We're fine. We just... we just need each other right now."
"Yeah," he nodded quietly. "Maybe the book wants to tell us more. We could read a story or something after we eat?"
"That's a good idea," April sighed with relief.
She sat close to Evan, one legged tucked beneath her, the takeout container balanced in her lap. Evan didn't even bother putting on a TV show for background noise, instead choosing to just sit close to April and enjoy her presence. The book remained on the coffee table. Waiting.
They ate in small, distracted bites. A few nibbles followed by long pauses. Evan reached out and brushed her hair back behind her ear, making April smile. She grabbed a couple of fries off her plate, holding them up to Evan. He leaned forward and bit into them, his brown eyes shining at her.
After quickly cleaning up, they sat together on the couch and opened the book in their laps to a random spot in the middle. The page was filled with text; not a repeated word or another lesson. It was a story. April leaned in slightly, her voice soft as she began to read.
"There were once two lovers who found in each other a fire the world could not contain," April whispered, the room seeming to quiet around her. "They walked among others as strangers, for no voice held meaning but each other's."
Evan shifted closer without thinking, their shoulders touching. Everything else felt distant; only April, Evan, and the book remained.
"Time, to them, became a thing unmeasured," April's voice slowed as she continued. "Days passed unnoticed, nights uncounted, pleasures unending."
The words felt heavier the further she read. They carried with them a meaning she couldn't explain. It was if the story was unfolding within her; within both of them.
"They shed the weight of expectations, of duty, of distance," her voice was barely above a whisper as the heat within her swelled. "In its place, they chose only each other..."
Fire burned in her heart, connecting her to Evan. Connecting them to the book. The words felt like a memory. A quiet room, a shared breath. A life narrowed to two people, with nothing beyond them.
"What others call loss is only the shedding of distraction," she read, Evan's hand finding hers. "And what others fear as consuming flame is, in truth, the purest form of union."
The apartment felt smaller. Not suffocating, but focused. Everything unnecessary had fallen away.
"And so they remained, untouched by time, unchanged by the world," April whispered, the passage settling within her like something remembered, "until the flame, knowing only one shape, forgot all others."
"That's..." Evan started, squeezing her hand, "interesting."
"It's not bad, she said calmly. "They were happy."
"Yeah," he nodded slowly. "I guess they didn't have, you know, everything else."
"We don't need everything else," April murmured.
Evan looked at her, his doubt transforming. "Yeah. We just need each other.
Secrets of the Passionate Arts slipped from their laps, falling to the floor with a soft thud as they reached for one another. Electricity shot through them the instant their lips met, their fires meeting and fueling each other. April forgot everything; where she was, who she was. Nothing mattered but satisfying the Hunger. There was only the heat; and the need to answer it.
April's memories became fragmented. She didn't remember taking her clothes off, but she found herself naked with her back on the coffee table. Evan was hovering over her, thrusting into her pussy while gazing down at her with lust. Holding her legs behind the knees, April kept herself spread open so he could get deep inside.
"Oh God! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" April announced, her back arching and little boobs bouncing. "Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me harder! I'm cumming, I'm cumming! FUCK!"
Evan's thrust grew more intense as he screwed April through her orgasm. Lunging forward, one rough thrust finally overwhelmed the cheap coffee table. The legs snapped, the wood collapsing and bringing them down with it. Evan managed to stay inside the quivering blonde while being brought to his knees.
It didn't stop them. Nothing could. They stared into each other's eyes, April still laying on the table and holding her legs back. Evan grabbed her tits, squeezing the firm mounds as he hovered over her. April could tell he was gonna cum, which brought her off again. She lifted her head and bit him in the shoulder, growling roughly as he shuddered and came.
Resting on the wreckage, Evan and April held each other while catching their breath. Glancing over, they noticed the book was leaning against the couch. It was still open, and it was perfectly placed for them both to read it. The text hadn't change. It didn't need to. It had already been understood.
They took a long, sensual shower, washing each other and kissing softly. April took the book into their bedroom, the soft leather warm against her naked chest. She placed it on her bedside table before slipping into bed with Evan. Snuggling up to him, she smiled while tracing shapes on his chest.
Time ceased to have any meaning. They talked and laughed and teased each other. April demanded something sweet, so he brought her ice cream from the freezer. They fed each other spoonfuls of the delicious treat. After swallowing a mouthful, April teasingly took his flaccid penis between her lips, the cold shocking him.
Evan searched through the book to find the section on bondage as a surprise for April. He used a scarf for a blindfold, and a second blindfold to bind her hands to the headboard. Getting an ice cube from the kitchen, he held it in his lips and ran it all over her body. The little blonde was shivering with desire.
Only when April was begging for it did Evan enter her. He put her legs over his shoulders, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. At her request, he then fucked her face for several minutes before he was ready to cum. He remembered their earlier conversation and chose to shoot his load all over her tits.
After releasing her bindings, April removed the blindfold and made a show of gathering the cum from her breasts. She then ate it off her fingertips while cooing happily. Then she took a quick trip to the bathroom to wash up before getting back in bed.
They had no idea what time it was; they didn't care. They lay in bed with the book between them, reading stories to each other. Some had happy endings, others sad. All were filled with passion, with desire, with surrender. The book was warm in their hands, and neither of them denied it was special.
"I want to suck your cock," April whispered in his ear before lowering her head.
Evan enjoyed the blowjob before returning the favor. Then he bent April over and did her in doggystyle. She came twice before he was ready of his own finale. At her request, Evan pulled out at the last second and came all over her butt and back. April sighed happily as she felt the warm fluid on her body.
Their final act of the night fulfilled a promise April made earlier in the day. She took out a small blue vibrator that she had kept hidden in her underwear drawer. Getting on her back, she used the vibrator on her clit while Evan held her legs and fucked her pussy. Then he pulled out and shoved himself into her lubricated ass hole.
"Fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass, my mouth! FUCK ME!" April screamed, keeping the vibrator on her clit. "Fuck me! Use me!"
"Can I fuck you whenever I want?" Evan husked, looking down at the little nerd.
"Yes, baby! Yes!" April squealed, her toes curling. "I'm yours, I'm yours! Fuck me! Cum! In me, on me! Oh God, I wanna drown in sperm!"
April had vague memories of Evan cumming in her butt, of showering, of relaxing. They read a bit more of the book, and April thought her phone went off a couple times. She didn't care enough to check it. She didn't remember when they decided to go to sleep, but she felt safe in warm under the covers with Evan.
~Wednesday 16 October, 2024~
A thin film of tears coated April's eyes as she watched Evan leave the apartment. Her heart longed to drag him back while her mind knew she couldn't. Letting out a long breath, April blinked away her tears and quickly pulled on her dark blazer. That stupid update wouldn't finish itself.
She made herself a cup of coffee to go and turned to leave. Her eyes landed on the book, resting on the kitchen table. The book she had left in the bedroom. It failed to surprise her in the slightest. Secrets of the Passionate Arts opened easily, the pages settling near the middle, as if the book had already chosen the place.
"There are those who confine their fire to the spaces the world permits.
Measured in hours. Hidden in routine. Contained in expectation."
Her brow furrowed as she ran her finger along the page.
"Passion does not belong to the world.
It belongs to those who dare to step outside it."
The warmth stirred in April's chest, low and steady.
"To take a name not your own, to meet in a place untouched by expectation is not deception. It is freedom."
April tilted her head slightly to the side, trying to understand.
"Names are garments. Desire wears none."
She stared at the words for several moments, trying to figure out the strange book. It had rekindled her relationship, brought her more happiness than she thought she could have. Then it warned them. The last few things they read hadn't been warnings. The book acknowledged their Hunger. It showed them out to feed it. A smile crossed April's face. They were going to be just fine.
"Feeling better today?" Lena asked, inviting herself into April's cubicle and leaning against her desk.
"I felt fine yesterday," April looked over at her friend with an eye roll.
"Right. Whatever you say," Lena smirked, arms crossed beneath her breasts. The brunette leaned forward, a frown appearing on her face. "You have something on your lip. April! Is that cum?"
"What? No!" April gasped, taking her compact mirror out of her purse.
"Yeah, that's definitely cum," Lena observed while April cleaned her face. "Care to explain yourself, young lady?"
"I, ah, I, well," the little nerd stammered pathetically, her face bright red, "We were ready for work and I didn't want him to go, and um, yeah..."
"I approve," Lena grinned. "Just wash your face next time."
"I figured with the coffee and everything," April looked away in embarrassment. "I couldn't taste it anymore."
Lena just laughed as she walked back to her own cubicle.
April tried. She really did. The first hour at her desk was mostly normal. Her fingers flew across the keyboard, eyes scanning lines of code, tracing logic, and catching inefficiencies. It was familiar. For most of that hour, she felt relaxed. She felt like her old self again.
Then the warmth started coming back. It was a steady presence that built beneath everything else. Almost like a second heartbeat she couldn't ignore, spreading heat through her veins. April shifted in her chair, pushing her glasses up her nose before absently flicking her Planet Trek Wars bobblehead.
She fixed a few bugs, refactored a function, and pushed a small update through testing. Progress. It was real progress. Her lips pressed into a thin line of determination as she struggled to focus. Her phone buzzed, a quick glance showing her it was a text from Evan. She told herself she didn't have to answer right away. Then a second buzz.
Evan: I'm already distracted.
Evan: This is worse than yesterday.
Evan: I can't focus when I'm not with you.
The warmth in her chest pulsed in response. It wasn't sympathy or concern; it was recognition. She felt it, too. April swallowed, her thumbs hovering over the screen. She knew she should tell him to focus, that they would see each other later.
April: You're at work.
She stared at the message after sending it. It felt weak. Like she didn't even believe it.
Evan: I know.
Evan: I don't know how to shut it off.
Her hands shook slightly as she tried to remember the book's warning. The words wouldn't come back clearly. "Once joined, the flame will seek itself." That she remembered, but there was more. Something about burning, about being consumed. It slipped away the moment she reached for it.
April: Neither do I. I just want to be with you.
Evan: I miss your face, your laugh, your touch.
The noise from the office no longer mattered. The chatter, the clicking of keys, the sound of someone laughing; all ignored. She told herself she had to work, she had a deadline. She couldn't keep dwelling. The answer was to focus on her work and see Evan later. The thoughts felt distant somehow. Muted. Like they weren't really hers.
April: I love you. I want to feel you touching me. I want you on me. In me.
Evan: This is getting bad, April.
The warmth shifted again, growing stronger. It wasn't just in her chest. Fire flowed through her veins, pulling lower and lower. Her gaze shifted, not to her monitors, but to the edge of the desk. Empty. Of course the book wasn't there. That didn't stop its words from reaching out to her, overwriting her thoughts. She could only remember fragments, the lines from the book replacing the rest.
"It belongs to those who dare to step outside it."
Passion. April's hands were shaking.
"To take a name not your own."
She ran her fingers through her hair as she told herself she wasn't being rational. That one thought was sharp and real. April held onto it, feeling some of her strength returning. It didn't last. The heat pulsed; in her heart, between her legs. She could feel herself sweating.
"To take a name not your own."
Everything suddenly clicked. The fantasy Evan had told her about. She had fulfilled it with the schoolgirl outfit, and he wanted to try other scenarios. April understood the book's words, the exact scenario it was telling her about. Was that it? Was the book telling her what to do next?
Her first thought was she couldn't do it.
"Names are garments."
April's heart beat faster when she realized it wouldn't really be her. It would be her character. The thought stuck with her, holding her attention. It was a solution. One that might work. The idea of a way forward helped her focus, cooling the sweltering inferno.
"Names are garments.
Desire wears none."
April: What if we did something different today?
Evan: What do you mean?
Anticipation ran through her, making her smile. Her hands stopped shaking.
"To meet in a place untouched by expectation."
April: Let's take a long lunch. Meet at The Noble Star Motel.
The response took a little longer, the typing bubble appearing and disappearing. Rational thoughts in the back of her mind were telling her to put a stop to the plan. She knew it was best for them both to just work. They loved each other and could see each other later. Grown adults didn't behave the way they were. A few hours apart was no big deal.
Evan: That's perfect.
Her next message was sent too easily.
April: Bring cash. Go to the ATM and take out at least a few hundred. Trust me.
April: Meet me at the bar by the lobby.
Evan: Okay. Weird, but sure.
Lifting a glass of wine, April took a long sip to relax herself. She had made it to the Noble Star Motel first and was waiting for Evan. She was wearing a black business skirt and a black blazer over a crisp white shirt. A pair of stylish heels let her break five-feet in height. Her wavy blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her black purse was resting on the bar.
An average guy with brown hair staggered over to April, sitting on the stool beside hers. "Hey gorgeous, can I buy you a drink?"
"No, thank you," April shook her head, smiling politely. "I'm waiting on someone."
"His loss for leaving you alone," the guy slurred. He was probably about thirty and was clearly drunk, with stains on his casual clothes. "I'll keep you company. My name's Ted."
"I appreciate the offer, but he'll be here soon," April scooted back slightly to avoid the smell of his breath.
"No need to act all polite," Ted grunted, his eyes red. "He's wasting your valuable time. I already have a room. How much'll it take for you to come join me for an hour or two?"
April's face turned red when she realized he thought she really was a prostitute. The Noble Star Motel lived up to its reputation. It did rent rooms by the hour, so she couldn't be surprised. For a moment, she considered slapping Ted, but then remembered she was roleplaying. During this long lunch, she was an escort. One who already had a date.
"He already paid for a date in advance," she batted her eyelashes. "Otherwise, I'd love to. I'm sorry."
"Lucky bastard," Ted grunted, struggling to get to his feet while staring at April. "Come back tomorrow, I'd love a few rounds with you. Damn. Fucking hot."
Before April could say anything, Ted staggered off to find someone else. There was a young lady sitting at a table whose tits were practically falling out of her dress. Ted sat beside her and the woman smiled at him in recognition. A few words were all it took for her to stand and accompany him out of the bar.
"There you are," Evan sighed with relief, taking the stool Ted vacated. "Okay, I got a room for two hours to be safe."
"Oh, hi cutie," April purred, placing her elbow on the bar and resting her cheek on her hand. "You looking for a date?"
"Uh, sorry?" he frowned in confusion.
"Play along, idiot," she hissed quietly. "You are hot, but I'm not a cheap date."
"Wha- oh!" Evan's eyes widened in understanding before a happy grin split his face. "So, ah, what would it take for you to come back to my room with me?"
"Depends what you're looking for, honey," April's green eyes sparkled mischievously from behind her black-frame glasses. "It's one-fifty for a quick lay. Another hundred if you wanna slap me around. I'll go down for fifty. Extra twenty to swallow. Anal's two hundred. For four hundred I'll do anything and everything."
"Hm, my wife will get suspicious if I take too long," he frowned, really getting into the roleplay. "But, you're just too fucking sexy. Four hundred it is. Let's go, slut."
"Nuh-uh," April shook her finger at him. "Show me the money first."
"Right, okay," Evan nodded, taking out his wallet and showing her the bills.
"You just bought yourself a date," the little blonde declared, downing the last of her wine.
They started making out in the elevator, with Evan shamelessly squeezing her boobs and grabbing her ass. As soon as the doors opened, they rushed down the hall to the right room. Evan opened it and led them inside. April was about to pounce again, but Evan started counting out the money. She blushed slightly when she took it and put it in her purse.
Thirty seconds later April was on her knees on the dirty carpet of the sleazy motel. Evan's cock was buried in her throat as her eyes watered and drool ran from her lips. She was still fully-dressed in her business attire as Evan held her head and roughly fucked her face.
April could tell how hot the roleplay was making Evan, and she was more than happy to play the part of the cheap whore. He pulled his cock from her mouth and slapped her face with it while she moaned and tried to suck on it. Then he jammed the whole thing straight down her throat and held it there.
The glasses stayed on as Evan pulled April to her feet and dragged her over to the bed by the hair. The blazer was removed, and Evan quickly worked the buttons of her white shirt. With a quick yank, April's bra was pulled beneath her tits so he could suck on her nipples while she cooed.
Picking April up by the waist, Evan tossed the petite woman onto the bed. He was immediately behind her, rolling her onto her hands and knees. April moaned her encouragement as he lifted her skirt and yanked her underwear down to her thighs. He was so overwhelmed by desire, it took a couple attempts to find the hole and press inside.


"Yes!" April wailed, fingers clenching the disgusting sheets. "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!"
"Are you my little slut, babe?" Evan asked, spanking her hard before pounding her roughly.
"Yes! Oh God, yes!" the small nerd gasped. "Fuck my slutty cunt! I'm a whore! Your whore! Fuck my holes! Give me your cum! Oh God, I'm cumming! Ah! Ah! Ah!"
He put a hand on her upper back, shoving her face-first onto the bed and hovering over her as he pumped her tight tunnel. Then he pulled out and pulled her face to him by the hair so he could shove his dick in her mouth. A minute later she was on her back with her legs in the air, her little boobs jiggling.
Finally, they went back to doggystyle. April couldn't stop cumming. Her entire body was on fire as electricity shot from her clit and consumed her entire being. The entire world consisted of her pleasure. Nothing else existed. Nothing else was needed.
"You like that, slut?" Evan hissed, holding her head back by the hair. "You like being used?"
"I love being your slut! I'm a dirty bitch for your cock!" April screeched, her eyes rolling back. "Fuck me, use me, take me! OWN ME!"
"I'm gonna cum in you," he grunted, his thrusts growing erratic. "I'm gonna fill you 'till it's leaking out."
"Cum! Cum in me!" April squealed, losing all sense of reality as she felt the first warm spurts fill her. "I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore, I'm your little whore!"
Her world went black.
April barely remembered the drive back to Helios. One moment she was with Evan, the next she was back at the office. It felt wrong. She grabbed her bag and stepped out of the car, forcing herself to behave normal as she walked. The cool breeze between her legs didn't help. Evan had kept her underwear, and April realized she might have missed a few drops of semen when cleaning up.
Adjusting her blazer, April returned to her cubicle. A few people glanced up, but no one acted any different then normal. Still, April felt like they knew. She told herself she was being ridiculous as she sat down and turned on her monitors. It was time to get back to work.
"April?"
Her stomach dropped as she turned and faced her manager. "Yes?"
"Can you come by my office for a minute?" he asked, his expression neutral.
"Yes, of course," she nodded.
He sat behind his desk, facing April who felt even smaller than usual. "I'll keep this quick, April. You were gone quite a bit longer than your allotted break."
April opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything.
"I've also noticed your usual meticulousness has been absent this week," he continued. "Missed follow-ups. Delays in reporting issues. It's not like you."
"I know, I'm sorry," she mumbled quietly. "I've been, well, I haven't felt like myself lately."
He studied her for a moment, not angry or yelling. That was almost worse. "I'm not trying to be a hard-ass, but we do have a deadline. We're on schedule, but that could change. I need to know I can rely on you."
"You can," April responded quickly. "You can count on me. I've got it under control."
"You've never let me down," he smiled. "Look, I know deadlines can be stressful. We're all human, so I'll make you a deal."
"A deal?" she frowned slightly.
"Hassan can handle the final testing just fine on his own," her manager explained. "Finish your part by tomorrow, and how about you take Friday off? A long weekend to recharge. Come back fresh on Monday."
A three-day weekend with Evan? April immediately perked up. "Yes! Thank you. That would be great. I'll stay late tomorrow. Whatever it takes. And I'm sorry again about this week."
"No need to apologize," he shook his head. "I know you're a hard worker. I just like to bring up any potential issues early. If you ever need any support, my door is always open."
"Thank you," she smiled softly.
April sincerely hoped her boss didn't notice the white fluid running down her leg. She made a quick trip to the bathroom to properly clean herself before returning to her desk. Her expression was neutral as she sat and listened to the office noise: keyboards, whispered conversations, ringing phones. It was normal.
She looked at her monitors. The code was still there. Waiting. Unfinished. Important. Her fingers rested on the keys as she started typing. April knew she needed to fix things. She was falling behind. Her thoughts were logical and reasonable, but they still felt like they weren't fully a part of her. Something was keeping them distant.
"Rough meeting?" Lena asked from behind her.
April spun her chair and saw Lena leaning against the edge of the cubicle, arms crossed. "It wasn't bad."
"That's not a no," Lena raised an eyebrow.
"I was gone too long," April shrugged. "It's fine, I'm not in trouble."
Lena pushed off the cubicle and stepped closer, lowering her voice. "Okay, what's going on? You were glowing Monday. Yesterday you looked like you were using caffeine to get over a hangover. Today?" Lena gestured. "You look like you got kicked in the cooch."
April opened her mouth to answer and paused. What was she supposed to say? That she couldn't think straight without Evan near her? That her body felt like it had something inside that she couldn't shut off? That an old book she didn't understand was somehow controlling her?
Was it the book? What did it want? It was magic, April was completely convinced of that. It had shown her how to restore the love in her relationship. Then it warned her. She couldn't think, couldn't put it together. Her thoughts snagged, slipping into chaos.
"It belongs to those who dare to step outside it."
"I'm alright, just still working through things with Evan," April explained. "I really am alright. I think I just need some time to get my head on straight. If I can finish everything by tomorrow, I'm taking Friday off."
"Oh, that'll be good for you," Lena nodded, letting out a breath. "Good. Great. Just make sure you work hard tomorrow."
"You haven't seen anything from me yet," April winked and giggled.
It took all of April's inner strength to stay on task. Her eyes stayed on the screens as she quickly zoomed through hundreds and hundreds of lines. Evan texted her a couple of times, but April forced herself to wait until a natural stopping point before taking the time to reply. She told herself she would make everything right again.
"What were you saying, babe?" Evan asked breathlessly as he lay on the floor, his pants around his ankles and his shirt open. His flaccid penis was glistening with feminine nectar.
"Huh?" April mumbled from beside him, her skirt around her waist. Her shirt was open, bra pulled down beneath her breasts. "What?"
"You were saying something about... something," he swallowed weakly.
"Oh, I asked if you were okay," April giggled. "Then I felt hot and then I attacked you. Now there's more cum in my cunt."
"Right," Evan took a deep breath. "Yeah. No. I don't know if I'm okay."
She took his hand. "That bad?"
"I got pulled into a meeting by my manager," he explained with a wince. "He was pissed I was gone so long."
"Same," April admitted. "He wasn't mad, just concerned. I promised I'd have everything done by tomorrow instead of Friday?"
Evan's eyebrows rose. "You think you can?"
"I have to," April said. "He promised I could take Friday off if I finish tomorrow."
Silence settled between them for several moments.
"This isn't normal," Evan said finally.
April looked at the ceiling, unable to disagree.
"I couldn't focus today," he continued. "I tried. I really did. Meeting you during the day helped, but something still kept pulling me back to you."
"I know," April's chest tightened. "It's the same for me."
She turned to face him, her eyes first landing on the remains of their coffee table. The book was there. Closed. Resting like it had always belonged. Neither of them had left it there, but April didn't say anything. They both knew it was supernatural. It didn't matter what logic told them; the scientific method required observation. April knew what she had observed.
"The book. It's the book," she whispered, looking scared. "It guided us. We got hotter every time we read it. Then it warned us. You listened, but I didn't. It accepted our choice and is guiding us again."
"This isn't natural," Evan looked at the book, then back at April. "This is... not something I know how to deal with."
"I feel like I can't shut it off," April said. "Even when I know I should be focusing on something else, I can't. The pull, the fire. It's just always there. Constant."
"Exactly," he nodded. "So, what do we do?"
"We get through tomorrow," she answered slowly.
Evan watched her, listening.
"I have to finish that project," April insisted. "I have to. I'll do it tomorrow. I might have to work until ten at night, but I'll do it."
"April..." he winced, squeezing her hand.
"We don't have a choice, Evan," she shook her head. "We need a plan. We need time to figure out exactly how to fix it. For that, we need the three-day weekend."
"I could call out sick on Friday," Evan offered immediately.
The idea settled between them. It sounded good. It sounded responsible and reasonable. It would keep them in control.
"We suffer through one more day," April said quietly. "Then we'll figure out what's going on and how to manage it."
"Manage it," Evan repeated.
"Yes," April confirmed. "We just need the space to think clearly. I love you, Evan. We'll get through this together."
"I love you, too," Evan smiled, looking relieved.
They slowly staggered to their feet. Fixing their clothes wasn't worth the effort, so they both stripped down before settling on the couch beneath a blanket. Evan and April sat there; breathing, existing. Just being normal. At least until their eyes drifted to the remains of the coffee table. The book hadn't moved. It was present and waiting.
"Maybe I can get some work done tonight?" April suggested, snuggling up to him. "You know, so tomorrow will be easier."
"Yeah," Evan squeezed her upper arm. "Yeah, that's a good idea."
Neither of them moved. Another quiet stretch passed. Then his hand found her bare thigh. April let out a breath as the warmth returned. It felt like the most natural thing in the world. It wasn't explosive or overwhelming, just steady and familiar. Necessary.
"W-we'll fix this," she murmured, sounding less convinced.
"Yeah, we will," Evan nodded, leaning over to kiss her. Tomorrow."
Their lovemaking lasted through the night; a whirlwind of passion and fire that could not be contained. They never made it to the bedroom. Instead, Evan and April explored every position imaginable before passing out on the living room floor. The entire time the book remained on the broken coffee table. Closed. Silent. Yet somehow part of the moment.
~Thursday 17 October, 2024~
April and Evan both woke up when his phone alarm started chirping. They lay together cuddling until April caved and got up off the floor. It took her a minute to find his phone and shut off the alarm. When she turned, she saw a naked Evan getting to his feet with lust in his eyes.
"Morning, babe," Evan husked, hugging her and grabbing a handful of her naked ass.
"Morning," she pecked his lips. "Today's the day."
"How about a morning quickie to make the day easier?" he suggested, his hands exploring her body.
"Oh, I want to," April sighed, stepping back slightly. "But, we can't."
"What? Why not?" he frowned. "We need to get through today to fix this. If we don't get some relief now, lasting until tonight will be even harder." Evan smirked and stroked his morning wood. "Pun intended."
"You're an idiot," she giggled. "And we did it plenty last night. If we start the day with no control, how can we possibly regain it?"
"You might not be home until late," Evan whispered. "I'm sure we can cum fast."
"Evan, no," April shook her head. "Fuck, I want you. I... shit. No. Let's hurry, okay? One more day."
For a brief moment, April actually thought he was going to lunge at her. Instead, he swallowed and nodded. "One more day."
They took turns showering, and Evan was out the door before April was finished getting ready. By the time she stepped into the kitchen, she was already wishing she had agreed to some quick morning sex. Fuck, even a quick blowjob would have been nice. The taste of his cum would last a while.
Shaking her head, April made something quick for breakfast before noticing the book was sitting on the kitchen table. It was closed and waiting. April felt the heat. It took all of her strength to resist touching it. Forcing her attention elsewhere, she grabbed everything she needed and headed out the door.
The office felt more comfortable than it had earlier in the week. April noticed it the moment she sat down. It was as if the world had snapped back into focus. The heat was still there, but she felt better able to handle it. Adjusting her glasses and taking a few deep breaths, April got to work.
For the first time all week, there was no fog as she worked. No distraction. No intrusive thoughts overriding her own, pushing her logic to the back of her mind. A function she couldn't deal with yesterday suddenly seemed clear in her mind. The solution was obvious, and she had it fixed in seconds.
Her phone buzzed once, but April didn't look at it. She was committed to the next set of changes. Another buzz. April paused, nearly giving in before convincing herself she could check in a minute. She finished the section she was working through and only then reached for her phone.
Evan: I'm trying.
Evan: I really am.
Evan: This isn't working.
April: We're okay. We can do this. It's one day.
Evan: I don't feel okay.
April: I know, but this won't last forever.
April: We'll get through today and have time. Just us. No work or distractions.
She set her phone down, but picked it up seconds later.
April: I love you.
Evan: I love you, too.
Evan: I just need you.
A shiver passed through her body as her breath caught. The words hit deep. She felt the same way. Warmth spreading, pulling at her again, urging her to give in. April forced herself to slow down, to choose her words carefully. They both had to be careful. April knew she had started them down this path, so she had to save them.
April: You have me. Always.
April: We're doing this together. Just separate for a few hours.
Evan: I hate that.
April: I know, me too. It's just for today.
Returning to work, April got into the zone the entire morning. Lena and Hassan both stopped by at various points, their problems resolved in less than thirty seconds. The heat was still there. It wasn't seeking control, but it was inside her, reminding her that it existed. Letting her know she hadn't beat it. Not even close.
Time passed steadily and April had made real progress. More than she had in days. Functions tightened and errors disappeared. The update felt complete, like something that was almost finished. She still glanced at her phone every few minutes, but resisted the urge to respond to every text the instant they came.
Evan: I keep checking the time.
Evan: I don't think I can do this all day.
Leaning back in her chair, April exhaled slowly. Neither could she. It was the truth. The idea of working until late in the evening without seeing Evan was terrifying. But one of them had to be strong. In that moment, it had to be her. She took a quick selfie before replying with the image.
April: We can do this. Just focus on the next hour. I'm right here.
The response wasn't immediate. That alone made April nervous. She set her phone down, trying to force her attention back to the screens. The code blurred for a moment. April didn't want to deal with lines of code; she wanted Evan. Pressing her lips together, she straightened her back and reminded herself to finish the work.
Her hands returned to the keyboard as she started typing. She didn't stop. The buzzing phone didn't make her stop, neither did the stirring warmth. April fought the familiar pull that was trying to drag her away. It was contained. For the moment.
By early afternoon, everyone was quiet. The deadline wasn't just hanging over April's head. Unlike them, she hadn't even bothered to leave her desk. No lunch, no breaks. The world had narrowed to her screen. She could feel it. The end was in sight. It had to be. She needed it to be.
Evan: April I can't do this.
Evan: I'm going crazy.
Evan: Are you really working until 10?
April: I'm trying to finish early, baby. I promise.
April: We'll start fixing things tomorrow, okay?
April: Tonight we'll feed the fire until it's quiet.
Evan: How?
April: However we want. Fuck me in all my holes, cover me in cum.
April: I'll do anything you want. Just make it through the day.
April: Anything. We've read the book. Any position you like.
April: I'll stay on my knees and swallow your jizz all night. Just the day.
Evan: I'll try. Sorry I'm weak.
April: You. Are. Not. Weak. That book poisoned us. I feel it, too.
Evan: Fuck, I need you.
April: You can have me tonight. I'll finish as fast as I can.
April: Just remember the reward. Anything. I mean it.
April: Slap me, cum on me, fucking pee on me if you want.
April: I'll do literally anything. Just hang on.
Evan: Can you finish before 10?
April: I fucking hope so, baby.
She ignored the next buzz of her phone, her mind moving faster than it had all week. She found it! That bug that had been hiding from her from a month. It only took her two minutes to fix it. April even managed to confirm that one fix hadn't broken anything else. It was a miracle.
Time was passing, but the progress was astounding. She was finished. Well, mostly. All the major pieces were in place, but there was still the last bit of testing she had to run. Lena and Hassan could finish the final packaging tomorrow, then the update would go out.
Evan: Are you still at work?
April: I'm still here, but I'm close to finishing.
April: You're almost done at work, right? You won't have to hide behind a smile.
Evan: Yes, I can leave. Are you leaving?
April: Not just yet. We're so close, baby. Trust me.
April: Head home. As soon as I get there you can bend me over and shove it up my ass.
April: You can hold me as long as you need to. I'll need to be held.
Evan: Okay.
There was no follow-up. No spiral. No declaration of need. Something didn't feel quite right. April frowned, unease settling low in her stomach. He was probably rushing to his car so he could drive. Shaking her head, April got back to work and forced herself to finish the final stretch of the project.
Evan didn't answer when April let him know she was leaving early. She couldn't believe she had finished before 7:00PM, but she had. One final prod of her Planet Trek Wars bobblehead and April was out the door. She removed her heels so she could run to her car.
While she had managed to push back the heat enough to get through the day, it was coming back at full strength. Like it knew its next meal was soon. Her fingers gripped the steering wheel as she broke a few speed laws and ran a couple of stop signs. It didn't matter. She had places to be. The warmth was starting to overwhelm her, consume her. April needed Evan to hold her, love her.
The apartment door was partially-ajar when April approached. Her vision was too blurry and her mind too clouded for her to care. She tripped over the discarded dress shirt, kicked her bra out of the way. Her and Evan really did make a mess of the apartment.
April's ears were ringing as she ran into the bedroom, knowing she would find Evan inside. He was waiting. The little blonde nerd froze in the doorway. Evan was on the bed, alright. And he was fucking the neighbor doggystyle while she begged for more. The inferno consumed the world as April finally remembered the rest of the warning. One line in particular.


"A desperate flame will seek any vessel to contain it."
~Wednesday 01 April, 2026~
"The end," April whispers softly, looking at me with sad eyes.
"What?" I frown, shaking my head. "No. No! That's not the end."
"Uh, yes it is," the petite woman giggles. "You know the rest."
"You started throwing things at them?" I offer.
"Right," April nods. "Hit the whore right in the titty."
"Okay, then what?" I probe, taking her hand. "I just don't get it."
"It was the book," April mumbles sadly, pushing her body against me. "It taught us to love and appreciate each other again."
"Then those weird warnings," I nod in understanding.
"Warnings Evan urged us to listen to, but I ignored," a tear forms at the corner of her eye. "I made a choice for us, and the book accepted. So it gave us what we wanted. An all-consuming inferno."
"I'm sure that must have really hurt, but couldn't you have tried to deal with it?" I question lightly. "Normally, I'd agree; cheat and you're gone. In this case? You just threw him out and never saw him again."
"I was screaming and throwing things," April continues slowly. "The big-titted whore ran back to her place naked. I told Evan I never wanted to see him again. The fire burned us."
"You must have seen him again after that?" I frown.
"Not once," she shakes her head. "I texted him one time, telling him I'd be out of the house Friday. He got his stuff and has been out of my life since. We didn't even talk about it."
"That seems harsh," I sigh. "I mean, I'm happy with how things turned out. It's just... I don't know."
"I guess neither of us ever wanted to talk about that book again, or what happened to us," April shrugs helplessly. "Believing in a magic book is kind of crazy."
"That's true," I giggle before yawning slightly.
"Finally ready to get some sleep?" my girlfriend asks, lightly brushing my hair back affectionately.
"Just about," I say slowly. "You still have to tell me what happened to the book. I can't imagine Evan took it with him when he got his stuff."
"Right. That," April sighs, turning over to check the time on her phone. "Oh hey, it's after midnight. Happy April First!"
"April... April First?" I frown as she faces me with a small smile. "It's April Fool's Day?"
"Uh, as of about fifteen minutes ago, yeah," she nods slowly. "Why?"
"You had me believing in magic, you crazy bitch!" I stammer, my face turning red. "You did just make all this up, didn't you?!"
April shrugs, turning away from me and pulling the covers over her shoulder. "Goodnight, Stacey."
"April," I nudge her. She just sighs happily, snuggling under the covers.
"April!" I need answers but only get a light snore. No. Is she already...?
"APRIL!"
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Please note that this story is a work of fiction. I might use parody names for pop culture references: including songs, books, movies, and celebrities. However, they are not meant to accurately represent the real people or media. This is a fictional universe. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
WARNING: I write slice of life stories, but they touch on some serious topics. As a result, there's a lot to offer, but there's also things some might not like. This story contains elements of incest and it touches on sexual assault. If any of that is going to be a problem for you, you might want to consider a different story. Additionally, the women in this story tend to be very sex positive, if you're not interested in a woman being with anyone but one guy forever... why are you reading a group sex story?
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday August 30, 2025
Drinking the night before a big game was the height of stupidity, even if there was zero chance of me seeing any field time. My first mistake had been getting together with the other guys on the reserve squad to commiserate over our lack of playing time. The second mistake was going to a strip club when Drew told us his place wasn't available. I had voted for the frat house.
Amber Lights claimed to be a high-end gentleman's club, but it wasn't difficult at all to get into. And they were apparently too classy to card anyone before serving them booze. As long as we didn't cause trouble and were over eighteen, they never made a fuss. I had known that, even if last night was my first time there.
Mistake number three was having a couple of drinks. I wasn't hungover, but the alcohol had definitely had an impact. As a result, mistake four was running her hands along my torso, her fingers tracing my abs. I felt her fingers curl around my morning wood while memories of the previous night swirled through my brain.
The reserve squad had gotten a table and beers while we discussed our hopes for finally getting on the field. Naturally, someone suggested lap dances to improve our moods. I had been trying and failing to have fewer casual encounters, so a lap dance didn't sound like a smart idea. Of course, I did watch the topless dancers; I was still a straight male with a pulse.
She had approached me while I was sitting by myself nursing a beer. A gorgeous platinum-blonde with ice-blue eyes who looked to be in her twenties or thirties. Her outfit, an immaculate dark pantsuit, got my attention immediately. She wasn't a dancer, though she was hot and graceful enough to be one. There were a few women present with their guys, but they were dressed to party.
Agreeing to her request to sit with me told me what I had needed to know. Stacey Berry had been a dancer for years before becoming the manager. Her body language was professional, but the words she eventually started whispering to me weren't. Before I knew it, I had found myself back at her condo.
That was Friday night.
My thoughts returned to Saturday morning when I felt a woman's mouth around the mushroom head of my dick. Reaching beneath the blanket, I gathered up her platinum blonde hair as she blew me. Stacey seriously knew how to suck dick, but she wasn't interested in making me cum that way. She needed me hard.
Throwing the blankets off us, she mounted me in reverse cowgirl and lowered herself until I was fully embedded in her wet pussy. I held her hips as she bounced in my lap, my eyes glued to that amazing ass. One of the first things I learned about her was how sex was not intimate for her. Stacey seemed to be completely against eye contact, only favoring positions where I couldn't look into her eyes.
"Ungh! Fuck, that's deep! Ungh, ah!" Stacey groaned, resting her hands on my thighs as she turned her bounce into a slow grind. "Ungh, ungh, fuck!"
I slid my hands up her back, caressing her soft skin as she rode me. Her platinum-blonde hair whipped about her face as her vaginal muscles tightened around me. I wished I could see her big tits, but I definitely enjoyed admiring the full tattoos she had on both arms.
"Damn, that feels good," I husked, knowing she wasn't one for sweet talk. "You're so fucking hot."
"Ah! Ah, mm, that, ah, so?" she leaned her head back and moaned. "You like fucking my tight pussy?"
"Fuck, yeah," I growled, bucking my hips and making her gasp.
"Mm, I need a nice, hard pounding," Stacey cooed, her nails digging into my thighs. "Wanna do me from behind?"
"Yeah," I slid my hands up her bare back. "Yeah, sure."
I sat up and pushed her forward, my dick never leaving her pussy. Stacey eagerly crouched on her elbows and knees, tossing her hair down her back. My hands held her trim waist as I started up the steady thrusting motions I was so familiar with. A lot of women loved doggystyle for more casual sex. I had no idea what they craved for intimacy. Not me.
"Fuck me, stud!" Stacey urged. "Fuck me hard!"
Her pussy squeezed me as I pumped her relentlessly. I reached around her body and squeezed her big, swinging tits before switching my grip back to her hips. Stacey came hard on my cock, begging me to cum inside her. I slammed myself inside and let go, splattering her insides with my cum.
Stacey was incredibly horny and she loved the stamina of eighteen-year-old guys. We went one more round, with her sucking me hard before fucking her. She demanded I cum in her mouth, resting her hands on my thighs as she sucked me. When I was ready, she held just my tip between her lips while jacking me off. She moaned happily when I coated her tongue.
I knew I was being used to satisfy her urges, but it still hurt when she mentioned I had a big game that day. I wasn't quite as stupid as some of the people at my high school thought; she liked young guys, and I fit her type. That was it. It was just sex. Nothing more. I shouldn't have done it, but well, fuck, maybe I was as stupid as the girls at my high school thought.
It was still early, so I went back to my dorm room for a quick shower. Rather than head straight for the stadium, I chose to go to the Delta Sigma Chi fraternity house. I figured a few of my teammates would be there. Chatting about the game might help, even if I would be riding the bench.
Walking in without knocking, I noticed the frat house was mostly-empty. People must have gone to the tailgate early. No one was passed out on the coach, no coeds doing the walk of shame. That would be Sunday morning, after the game. Although, most of that would be happening at Kensington's place.
"What the fuck do you expect me to do?" an annoyed voice exclaimed from a study room, stopping me from heading inside. "Your debts aren't my problem. I could end up in fucking jail, in case you forgot!"
"You'd deserve it, from what I hear," Mack snorted. "This could save you, too. Make a deal. Name names. Get rid of all of them."
"Then we're all free," Brad Vargas replied. "You'll get a sweet deal and no one can kick our asses."
"They find out I'm talking, I'm a dead man," the angry voice replied. "Seriously, do you think this is some high school club? The Crocs has some dangerous people. Hell, I don't even know most names. Keith was my only connection."
My eyes went wide. Keith Strulk; drug dealer and rapist. He pimped Lexi out and assaulted Kayla. It took all my self-control to carefully peek around the door frame to identify the occupants without being seen. In addition to Brad Vargas and Malik Jefferson, Brent Calloway was there as well.
It was the owner of the angry voice that surprised me the most. David Cooper, Kayla's ex-boyfriend. The guy who shared her naked pictures, who assaulted Lexi, who pimped out his next girlfriend along with Keith at that party. David graduated high school, but he wasn't enrolled in CSUA due to the trial. Why the fuck was he on campus?
"Keith should talk, then!" Brent declared. "Kayla Thomson bit his dick off; what's he got to live for?"
"That's true, then," Brad asked with surprise.
"Yeah, when he had a gun to her head," David answered with a sigh. "And Keith isn't talking. I already gave the cops basically everything I know. It isn't much."
"This is getting so out of hand," Brad groaned loudly. "Three murders on campus, and we still have Evan Cross taking bets."
"Let's not forget Dom," Mack grunted. "I owe him over fifteen grand."
Dominic Varela? The owner of Ashwood Pizza was in the gang? I nearly gasped, but managed to stop myself in time. I had to keep listening. Kayla was being mentioned, along with guns and murder. It was way too serious. Was she in more danger?
"J.B. fucking killed Derrick!" Brent added. "What is Evan gonna have done to us if we don't pay everything back?"
"No one fucking made you idiots bet on poker games and football," David snorted.
"No one made you rape, asshole," Mack pointed out. I could not agree more.
"I didn't have a choice!" Brent exclaimed. "It wasn't betting for me. I... I couldn't tell my parents I nearly totaled another fucking car. I needed the money for repairs."
"So, you didn't lose even more at Dom's poker games?" David challenged.
"Not nearly as much," Brent sighed. "I could have covered the losses if not for that fucking interest."
"It's why you don't go to a loan shark, dumbass," David scoffed.
"There are a lot of reasons you don't rape a chick," Mack argued. "Fuck, I've seen Kayla Thomson. You had the most beautiful woman in the world and ruined it. For what? A round with that slut, Lexi? Then you went crazy after Kayla dumped you."
"And it doesn't even matter," Brad continued. "The Crocs are paying for that Adrian Blake guy to represent you. You'll get off."
"No, I won't," David whispered, suddenly sounding defeated. "They have all the evidence they need, and I have nothing they want. I don't even know why you wanted me here."
"You have to know something that can bring them down?" Mack was almost begging. "I am NOT going to start throwing games."
"Yeah, no, fuck that shit," Brent snarled. "I'm getting into the NFL, no matter what those fuckers try."
"We're not even the only ones in debt," Brad added. "They own half the fucking college at this point. We all know what they're doing to Scarlett."
"I really don't know anything," David insisted. "The only thing I can think of is that Keith mentioned once that the gang has a couple of dirty cops in Aswhood PD."
"And you're just saying that now?" Brent exclaimed. "That's huge! Offer to help expose the crooked cop for a deal. The cop gets arrested and sings. We're golden."
"I don't know who it is," David snorted. "There are a lot of cops, you know? I'm sure the higher ups know there's at least one or two bad ones. Unless I could actually give them a name, my information's worthless."
"What about the girls?" Mack asked. "They're testifying, right?"
"They are," David confirmed. "Stephanie, Kelsey, Lexi, Kayla. Testifying against me and the guys at that party. The six of us are getting desperate. I know Ty tried intimidating Kelsey at one point. Nearly got bail revoked for all of us."
"Think they'll try anything else?" Brad wondered as I leaned in closer to try and hear.
"No clue," David said. "Lexi is the only one who knows anything damning about the gang itself. Keith never got the other three in deep enough."
"Keith passed Lexi around to every guy in that gang, didn't he?" Mack asked, sounding angry again. "Rapists disgust me."
"You've made that clear," David snorted. "And yeah, they used her every which way for months."
They continued arguing, trying to find a way out of their predicament and coming up with nothing. I felt bad for them, and I was also worried about Scarlett. I didn't know her well, but she was the redheaded cheerleader I'd hooked up with. The fact that we had sex was enough for me to care. The new me, anyway. What was the gang doing to them? Would they hurt Kayla? Lexi?
Unfortunately, the conversation started winding down. My heart was hammering as I slowly backed away and made my way out of the frat house. I wasn't the sneakiest guy in the world, so it was a fucking miracle that I managed to not get caught. Should I warn the girls? What was I even going to say? Fuck, I had no clue what to do. I didn't have any valuable information to go to the police with. Maybe I'd keep quiet and try digging around more?
~Ashley Bartlett~
Saturday August 30, 2025
I couldn't remember my dream, but I knew it had been a good one from how amazing I felt when I woke up. There was a warm body beside me, and there was no doubt that it was Josh. I pressed myself against him, sighing happily. Then I realized that we hadn't been able to spend a night together in ages.
Opening my eyes, I sat up and looked down at my boyfriend. Josh was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, while I was wearing a spaghetti-strap top and a pair of jean shorts. We were in Josh's dorm room, on top of the covers on his small bed. Various books and notebooks were scattered around us. Right. We had been studying.
"S-sorry, sorry!" Derek stammered from the other side of the room. "Did I wake you up?"
"No, you're fine," I shook my head. "We must have fallen asleep."
"Y-you did," Derek blushed. "Marcia texted me to make sure you were okay."
"Always the responsible one," I snort, reaching for my phone with one hand and shaking Josh's shoulder with the other. "Wake up, sleepyhead."
"Huh, what?" Josh mumbled, looking around in confusion. "Oh. Morning."
"D-do you need anything?" Derek asked nervously, standing in front of his bed in his pajamas looking lost.
"I'm good, thanks. No need to be so embarrassed," I giggled cutely. "Jeez, we fell asleep studying. No one's naked; you didn't catch us in a compromising position."
"Right," Derek nodded. "Uh, sorry."
"Shit, we really did oversleep," Josh sighed. "We need to get ready."
Leaning over, I peck my boyfriend on the lips before standing and running my fingers through my blonde hair. "Good thing my room is three floors down. I'll go shower. Meet in the lobby?"
"Yeah, okay," Josh nodded.
"Bye, baby," I smile at him before turning to Derek and blowing him a kiss. "Later, cutie. We'll have you comfortable around the ladies soon enough."
By the time we reached the edge of campus, we were already being hit by layers of sound. Bass was thumping from one direction, something fast from another, and voices shouting over each other. Students streamed out of dorms and side streets, all of us heading toward the stadium.
"Okay," I grinned, squeezing Josh's hand as I glanced back at Marcia and Lina. "This is already so much better than high school."
Marcia gave me a bemused expression. "We're not even there yet."
"Exactly!" I exclaimed happily.
"The game doesn't even start until 3:30PM," Derek mumbled from beside Josh.
"Sure, but tailgating started an hour ago," I call out.
Lina adjusted her glasses while staying close to Marcia while we moved through the crowd. "Are college games always like this?"
"God, I hope so," I breathed, a huge grin on my face.
"Let's just be careful we don't get separated," Marcia commented.
Josh stayed close to me, our fingers laced as we waded through the throngs of people. My shy boy had come a long way, but such a big crowd was still overwhelming for him. I was sure he also noticed the guys who shot him jealous looks as he walked with me. Derek was on his other side, not making a sound. He was either in awe or he was one step away from turning and running away.
"Stick with me, Derek," I shouted. "I kept you alive at your first college party, I'll keep you alive at your first game!"
"That's... not reassuring," Derek mumbled, almost too quietly for me to hear.
"Too bad!" Marcia laughed, surprising me. "You are NOT leaving."
The closer we got to the stadium, the louder it became. The air was thick and warm, carrying the smell of grilled food, alcohol, and what was probably marijuana. Red and black were everywhere; shirts and flags and face paint. A few guys had painted their entire upper bodies; a college tradition.
"Holy-" I stopped short, laughing under my breath when the tailgate came into view. "Okay. Yeah, this is insane."
Cars filled every possible space, as well as quite a few impossible ones. Grills were set up, coolers sat open, and music blasted from speakers. People were everywhere. They were moving, shouting, and dancing like it was the best night of their lives. Guys were playing catch with footballs, girls in jean shorts and bikini tops sipped on wine coolers, and friends sat on folding chairs. Each group had carved their on little world out of the chaos.
"There are grills," Derek commented in a flat voice.
"That's what you're focused on?" Lina asked with a giggle.
"There are a lot of grills," Derek pointed with a finger.
"There are a lot of girls," I added, waggling my eyebrows in his direction. "Pick one ya like and I'll be your wing-woman."
"W-what?" Derek asked with wide eyes.
"She's trying to get you laid," Marcia explained, arms crossed.
"Let's just have a nice time," Josh spoke up. "No need to find anyone a date."
A cheer went up from somewhere to our left, loud enough that a few people nearby joined in instinctively. Someone called a warning as a football soared over a group of heads, almost taking out a guy with a plate stacked dangerously high with ribs and hot dogs. I released Josh's hand and turned in a slow circle, taking it all in. I was not in high school anymore. Not even fucking close.
"Come on," I urged, already moving forward. "Let's keep going."
"Hey, isn't that-" Marcia's voice called out, the rest of her sentence drowned out by the noise.
I followed her gaze toward a cluster of tents. Beside them was a car parked right where the pavement met the grass. Leaning against the sleek vehicle was Steven Thomson. He wasn't shouting or drinking, but watching quietly with one hand resting on the roof of the car. Standing next to him was Nicole Davis, Lexi's older sister.
In front of the car was Lexi herself. The energetic redhead was placing drinks on a folding table they had brought with them, her auburn hair in twin buns. Hazel was sitting between the table and the car, her arms folded and a frown on her face. Beside her was her grandmother, Maxine Collins. They had brought a folding chair with an umbrella to shield the older woman from the brutal California sun.
"Yeah," I smiled softly. "That's Steven."
"Kayla's father," Josh added for Lina and Derek.
"Why isn't Kayla with him?" Lina asked, craning her neck.
"All the cheerleaders and football players are getting ready for the game," Marcia explained.
"Is that Kayla's grandmother?" Derek asked.
"No, that's Hazel's grandmother," I answered immediately. "Steven's parents are dead. Hazel is the tan girl who looks like she has a redwood rammed up her ass. The older redhead is Lexi's older sister, Nicole. She's an accountant."


"Leave Hazel alone," Marcia chastised. "She's pregnant and hormonal."
Ignoring Marcia, I watched as Steven brought Hazel and her grandmother bottles of water. He showed concern for the older woman, but I noticed the way most of his attention was on Hazel. The tan girl shook her head several times in response to his questions, looking more annoyed each time. Steven was being overprotective. It was sweet.
"Should we go say hi?" Lina asked. "Richest guy in Ashwood's a little intimidating."
"Aren't the Kensington's the richest family in Ashwood?" Derek inquired.
"It's debatable," Marcia answered, looking toward me. "What do you think?"
"Later," I decided, grabbing both guys by the wrist and pulling them forward. "Right now we have things to do and people to meet."
"Ashley!" Marcia laughed, following us with Lina trailing.
We continued through the crowd, the music swallowing us. Everything felt so much bigger. My previous world had been limited to high school and the handful of college parties I attended. I was actually in college. I was an adult who was preparing herself for the rest of her life.
"Oh, look!" I announced, pointing to a small group of well-dressed women.
"Huh?" Marcia asked as everyone looked.
"Emily!" I called out as I waved, dragging Josh along with me.
A gorgeous blonde turned at the sound of her name, her expression shifting instantly into a grin when she spotted us.
"Hey!" Emily called back, weaving through a cluster of people like she'd done it a thousand times before.
Emily Greene would always be an affectionate woman who hugged everyone. I got a tight hug first, with her shaking me from side-to-side in her excitement. She then hugged her brother before enveloping Marcia and Lina. When it was Derek's turn, he got a quick kiss on the cheek, making the poor boy's face turn red.
"You made it!" Emily grinned, brushing her hair back behind her ears. "I was worried Josh and Derek would hide in their dorm."
"It was a close call," I gave the guys a disapproving look.
"Yeah, that tracks," Emily giggled, taking Derek's hand. "We need to get you some more friends; let's go!"
We followed Emily deeper into tailgate country until the energy shifted. The area wasn't quieter, but things felt more contained and controlled. It was like the section of the chaos had rules the rest didn't. A group of girls stood around a table stacked with drinks, all of them put-together in a way that was meant to look effortless.
I immediately recognized Alyssa Tran, the Vice President of the Delta Tau Chi Sorority. The President, Brittany McCallister was likely off somewhere supporting her boyfriend. Brent Calloway was the star quarterback, after all. The first game of the season was an important one, and even the great Brent was probably at least slightly anxious.
"Guys," Emily announced, getting the attention of Alyssa and the four other women. "You remember Ashley, right?"
"Of course!" Chloe Bennett, the perky blonde recruitment chair of DTX exclaimed happily. "DTX has already staked a claim on her and Lexi. Speaking of, where is my favorite redhead?"
"She's with her sister and boyfriend," I answered quickly.
"Well, make sure she doesn't forget us," Chloe giggled before looking to Marcia and Lina. "How about you two? We're fun, friendly. I have an entire pitch prepared if you want?"
"Sigma Epsilon Phi already snagged us, sorry," Marcia said sadly. "Thank you for the offer."
"Yes, the brainy chicks," Klarissa Aguila, our RA laughed. "We kill too many brain cells at parties for honor society girls."
"T-thank you for the offer," Lina blushed slightly.
"Oh, does everyone know Jade and Leah?" Emily asked, pointing to the two freshman pledges.
"We're in biology together," I confirmed. "Jade's Lexi's lab partner."
"And, I'm Josh's!" Leah said a little too quickly. "Uh, hi Josh."
"Hi, Leah," my boyfriend gave her a friendly wave.
"Is it always like this?" I asked, gesturing to the crowd.
Alyssa gave me a small smile. "First home game? Absolutely."
"Wait until homecoming," Klarissa added. "This is nothing compared to that."
"Nothing?" Marcia repeated with wide eyes.
"Trust us," Chloe laughed softly.
"Pep rallies, parties, it's chaotic and amazing," Emily nodded. "You girls are going to Drew's party tonight, right?"
"Yeah, we are," I confirmed immediately. "Well, Marcia and I are going. As well as my handsome boyfriend."
"The other two might be too cool for us," Marcia teased to avoid telling everyone Lina and Derek were already overwhelmed by the tailgate.
"You're all welcome, I'm sure," Emily smiled. "It's pretty open as long as you're a CSUA student. Just make sure to take care of my baby brother."
"Do you have to keep calling me your baby brother?" Josh grumbled.
"I don't care that you're in college and have a girlfriend," Emily declared. "You'll be my baby brother forever."
"That's adorable," Alyssa smiled.
"Oh, you have no idea," Emily continued, her blue eyes twinkling. "Crystal and I taught him well. He knows how to cook, braid hair, and paint nails."
"Emily!" Josh whined sadly, his face red.
"Crystal another sibling?" Leah asked.
"Yeah, she's the old lady," Emily nodded. "We always went to Josh when we were sad about break ups. He reminded us not all guys are assholes."
"That's so sweet!" Chloe exclaimed, looking at me. "You're a lucky girl."
"I am," I smiled, my heart feeling full. "He even helped a friend of mine after a breakup."
"Oh yeah, he took you and Kayla to a rage room so you could break things with bats," Marcia spoke up.
"Stay close to this one, I might steal him," Alyssa winked at Josh. "He's sweet and hot."
"My brother is not hot, he's cute," Emily stated primly.
"Can we find other people to talk to?" Josh requested with a sigh.
"Consider yourself lucky," Jade told him. "It's nice to have family who loves you so much."
"I know," Josh admitted with a small smile.
"You should bring him by the sorority house," Chloe offered. "Emily can keep an eye on him."
"You ladies are welcome too, even if you're not pledging," Alyssa added politely. "Same to you, cutie."
"T-thank you," Derek mumbled with wide eyes.
We spoke with the sorority girls for a little while longer, asking them about the game and talking about the party after at Drew Kensington's. Duty eventually called, with several potential pledges stopping by. Chloe started giving her recruitment speech, making it clear the sorority was exclusive and not everyone who pledged was accepted.
Our group of five left to explore, and I was definitely in my element. We were randomly handed drinks and food, which we happily accepted. Lina was staying close to Marcia, while Derek continued to look overwhelmed. I had no doubt I'd be pledging the sorority; unlike Derek and Lina, I thrived in the social world.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday August 30, 2025
I was once again regretting my decision to not play football in high school. Freshman usually ended up on the reserve squad at a Division One school, but it seemed unlikely I would ever get to play. My performance wasn't the issue; my lack of experience was. Unless I did something truly amazing, it wouldn't make up for all the years my teammates had on me.
The rest of the team was moving like it was the biggest day of their lives. I was steady, relaxed. Standing outside the excitement while looking in, wishing I could dive into the storm. All I could do was keep trying my best, and maybe by senior year I'd get some game time. Drew Kensington and Brent Calloway would be long gone by then. Brent would be playing for the NFL, and Drew would be living large off his parents' money.
Unless Brent started throwing games for the gang. I was still reeling over the conversation I had overheard earlier. Things were way more serious than I'd realized, and I'd mostly decided to keep my head down while trying to find out more. I didn't think anyone was in imminent danger, and I continuously reminded myself I had no proof of anything. If I talked too soon, I might lose the opportunity to find out something useful.
Slinging my red-and-black gym bag over my shoulder, I made my way along the side of the stadium. I could hear the crowd building, the band warming up, and the loud music from the tailgate in the distance. The energy of a big game was something I loved. Even knowing I wouldn't touch the field wasn't enough to fully dampen my excitement.
"Dan?" a nervous female voice called out.
"Yeah?" I slowed, turning toward the sound of my name.
Tasha Hoang stood a few steps away from me, looking like she wasn't entirely sure what she was doing. As usual, the small sophomore was wearing baggy pants and a hoodie with the sleeves pulled down past her hands. It was a thin hoodie, but I still had no idea why she'd want to wear that in California. Her dark hair was lazily tucked behind one ear as she looked at me nervously.
"H-hi," Tasha blushed slightly.
"Hey! Tasha!" I grinned, approaching her. "I wasn't expecting to run into you."
"Everyone was talking about the big game in Communications and I knew you were on the team," the petite woman explained. "I thought I'd come by and see you. I'm glad I found you."
"That's really sweet, thank you," I smiled softly.
Tasha stepped a little closer, still keeping a careful distance. "I just wanted to say, you know, good luck. Even if you're not, you know..."
"Not playing?" I finished for her.
"It's their loss," Tasha insisted.
I raised an eyebrow. "Yeah? How do you know I don't suck?"
She swallowed weakly, color filling her cheeks. "I went to the last scrimmage."
"You did?" I questioned in surprise. That caught me off guard.
"No one ever notices me," Tasha shrugged. "You were good."
I looked down at her for a few moments, unsure of what to say. Tasha was so shy and quiet, but she had done a few things that surprised me. I didn't have a lot of close friends, and I was enjoying getting to know her. She seemed eager to explore the social aspect of college, while I could use assistance in not being an ass. Hopefully we could help each other.
"Thank you," I said quietly, happy to have a real friend. "I really appreciate that."
"Well, you're welcome," Tasha nodded, picking at the edge of her sleeve.
Players rushed by us, heading for the locker room. "I guess I should probably get ready."
"Probably," she agreed.
"Are you sitting in the stands?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'll probably end up squished between people I don't know," Tasha winced slightly. "Good luck, Dan."
"Thanks, Tasha," I watched her slip back toward the flow of people before turning toward the locker room.
The noise slammed into me the second I stepped inside. Showers were running and pads were popping as voices overlapped. Someone whooped from across the room. Another guy slammed his helmet against his locker in his excitement. The room smelled like sweat, tape, and strong cleaning products.
I moved through the crowd, weaving through bodies and benches, my CSUA Phoenix bag still over my shoulder. Tank slapped a hand on my shoulder as I walked by, grinning like we'd already won. Across the room, Tyler Gaines was admiring himself in a mirror like he was preparing for a date instead of a football game.
"Man, I'm telling you," Tyler said to no one in particular, "first touchdown? I'm pointing at the hottest cheerleader on the field."
"Only one?" Mack asked from the bench while lacing up his cleats. "That's restraint, I'm proud of you."
Tyler grinned. "I'm evolving."
"Second hottest cheerleader," Drew Kensington declared, already fully dressed in his uniform. "Kayla Thomson's mine."
Kevin Miller, the only Freshman starter, caught my eye at that comment. Like me, Kevin went to high school with Kayla. She had gone to a few of his parties, like most people in our class. Kevin wasn't close with Kayla, but he still rolled his eyes at the comment. After everything Kayla had been through, we all felt some protectiveness of the sweet girl.
"Sealing the deal with her tonight, Kensington?" Tyler asked with a predatory grin.
"Definitely," Drew nodded confidently. "She's evaded my charms long enough."
"No worries," Brad spoke up. "There are a ton of hotties on the cheer squad this year. And a bunch of sorority girls will be at Drew's place tonight."
"Plenty of pussy to go around," Brent Calloway chuckled.
"Oh yeah?" Mack asked. "Brittney offer you some, ah, extra fun if you win?"
"Brittney's always up for a good time," Brent smirked arrogantly as he spoke of his girlfriend, the President of the DTX sorority.
"You good, Drew?" Tank asked, glancing at Drew Kensington as he rolled his shoulder.
"Yeah," Drew said immediately. "Just a little sore."
"Big workout last night?" I asked.
"Oh, you have no idea," Drew chuckled. "Anyway, don't worry about it. I'm fine."
Brent held Drew's gaze for a moment before nodding. "Stay sharp."
"Always am," Drew insisted, grabbing his helmet.
Jealousy flared within me as I thought about Drew touching Kayla. There wasn't anything I could do. She wasn't my girlfriend, and was barely my friend. I kept telling myself Kayla wouldn't fall for that arrogant ass, but I had no way to know for sure. I resigned myself to keeping an eye out to make sure she wasn't hurt. If she went with him willingly, well, I had to find a way to deal with it.
A whistle cut through the noise once we were all dressed and ready.
"Bring it in!" Coach J called out.
We all stood and shuffled toward the center of the room, forming a semicircle around the coach. With his hands on his hips, he surveyed us with an approving nod. I held my helmet tightly as I let out a breath. There was no need for me to be anxious, and it was mostly adrenaline pumping through my veins as I prepared myself for the speech. Adrenaline I would never be able to make use of.
"First game," Coach J said, his voice steady. "This is where we set the tone. Not just for today, but for the entire season."
"Yeah!" a few guys called out.
"They came into our house," the coach continued. They think they can take something from us."
"THEY CAN'T!" we all called out.
"Prove it!" Coach J declared. Play smart, play fast, trust each other. Do your jobs. Let's go!"
~Scott Quinn~
Saturday August 30, 2025
The drums started low and steady, almost like the heartbeat of the crowd. Soon the brass joined in, cutting through the air as the band's formation shifted. Cheers, whistles, and ripples of excitement moved through the crowd in waves. The entire stadium was a sea of red-and-black, with a few people even waving stuffed phoenixes around.
I was definitely out of my element. While I often attended university gatherings, I preferred the quieter staff socials. It had been years since I'd attended any sporting events, and I'd forgotten just how loud they were. Sitting at home in my armchair with a good book and a glass of scotch sounded great.
Beside me, Professor Trevor Blake leaned back slightly in his seat, taking a sip of his drink as if we were at a gallery opening. The artist was a regular at these events; drinking, checking out the cheerleaders, and flirting with grad students. My friend had been quite surprised to run into me, immediately dragging me to a seat. He didn't care about my brief explanation that my kids were with my ex-wife, Trevor was just glad I was getting out more.
The band moved across the shield with mechanical precision, lines folding and reforming with ease. It was nice, but it wasn't why I had come. In fact, I wasn't entirely sure why I had come at all. What was I hoping to find? My eyes drifted to the sidelines in search of that answer.
The cheerleaders were spread out along the field, working the crowd with short chants and sharp motions instead of full routines. Call-and-responses started uneven, but the cheerleaders were soon able to coach the crowd. Their uniforms were red and black, the phoenix emblazoned across the chests while they waved their pompoms and moved in unison.
Near the fifty-yard line, the school mascot Penelope the Phoenix was bouncing around, large wings flaring and head bobbing in exaggerated excitement. People loved it. Though I just wondered how the student managed to not pass out from heat stroke in that big outfit.
My breath caught when I found her. Kayla Thomson. She stood with the other cheerleaders, already in motion, already part of the game. She was bright. Effortless. Her raven hair was pulled back into a ponytail, held in place by red-and-black ribbons. That radiant smile was visible even from so far away.
Kayla had a natural presence. The kind that couldn't be taught. People responded to her automatically, as if there was nothing else they could have done. She dropped her pompoms and clapped overhead in time with the chant. Then she shifted into the next motion without hesitation, turning slightly toward the student section. Grabbing the pompoms again, she jumped up, one hand on her hip while the other rose above her head.
We had only spoken briefly; a couple of passing interactions. We hadn't even had our first proper advising session since she had decided on her major days before classes started. Yet I had noticed her the moment she first entered my classroom. Curiosity had done the rest.
A name. A search. A few minutes, at most. The house alone had been telling. An expensive, modern mansion with a huge amount of land. That wasn't surprising considering the price tag her designer purses probably came with; the kind my ex-wife always wished we could afford.
The articles I had found were what really lingered. A kidnapping. Two high school seniors. A party where the police were called. Cases were still moving through the courts, and Kayla's name popped up several times. I had vaguely remembered hearing a couple news stories when it had happened, but I hadn't paid much attention.
On the field, the cheerleaders were laughing as they waved their pompoms at the crowd. Then they all spun, their cheer skirts whipping through the air as they shouted. Kayla had a huge smile on her face, seemingly completely at ease. If she felt the weight of everything, she hid it well.
I sat back slowly, eyes still on Kayla. Students surprised me all the time, but she was something else. Not fragile. Not careless. Not lazy or unmotivated. My gaze lingered a moment longer than it should have. I told myself it was academic. Her experiences likely inspired the sudden change to Criminal Justice. I was her advisor, I was responsible for helping her succeed.
A reasonable explanation for my interest. A professional one. It sat well on the surface, even if I wasn't entirely convinced.
"You alright?" Trevor suddenly asked.
I leaned back slightly, forcing my attention from the field. "Just observing."
"Of course," Trevor smirked as he looked over at the cheerleaders. "Damn, look at the legs on that redhead."
When I returned my gaze to the field, I didn't even notice the redhead.
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday August 30, 2025
The noise of the crowd wasn't simply loud; it was alive. It was the kind of sound that wrapped around you, sank into your body, and made your heart soar. Screams and cheers from the audience sent adrenaline pumping through me. Drums pounded beneath the sharp blast of brass as the band shifted formations across the field. It was time.
I grinned, bouncing lightly on the balls of my feet as I took my place. I FUCKING loved this.
"Let's go, girls!" Janelle called, already clapping overhead to draw attention.
"Ready!" we shot back in unison, snapping our pompoms into position.
We started with something simple, our primary fight chant: Rise Up, Phoenixes!
"Let's go, Phoenixes, let's go!" I called, my voice sharp and clear.


A few sections clapped with us. Not nearly enough.
I turned slightly, stepping forward and raising my arms higher while smiling bigger and brighter. "Let's go, Phoenixes, let's go!"
That time it caught. The rhythm spread outward, voices joining and growing louder with each repetition until the chant rolled back toward us in a wave.
"Yes!" I laughed, spinning back into formation.
"Keep it going!" Cass, our other co-captain instructed.
"Red!" I shouted, snapping up one arm.
"Black!" Kendall yelled from the other side.
"Red! Black! Red! Black!"
The crowd followed, faster, sharper; we had them. I could feel the atmosphere building toward that perfect moment where everything clicked. At midfield, Penelope the Phoenix was hyping up another section, wings flaring as she bounced and pointed. Phones were everywhere and people were standing, the energy climbing.
"Rise up, Phoenixes, rise!" we screamed in unison.
"Rise up, Phoenixes, rise!"
"Burn bright, take the sky!"
"Burn bright, take the sky!"
"CSUA, win tonight!"
"CSUA, win tonight!"
We hit the motions perfectly, exactly how we had practiced. Our arms sliced through the air, hips snapping into place as we turned and reset. Our movements were perfectly in-sync, no hesitation or second-guessing. It was exactly what we had trained for.
"Feel the heat! Feel the fire! CSUA takes you higher!"
That was one of my favorite lines, and the crowd definitely agreed. The band shifted, picking up our tempo with ease. The crowd roared the last word back at us. I couldn't stop smiling. Everything was perfect. It was nothing like high school. Red and black were everywhere, people on their feet, enthralled by our performance.
"Set!" Janelle nodded.
We reset instantly, effortlessly.
"Alright, loud now!" Cass ordered, stepping forward.
"Phoenixes rise, burn the sky! Victory's ours, watch us fly!"
The response was immediate; louder and stronger than ever. It was the kind of sound that sent a chill straight down my spine. I clapped overhead, jumping into the next motion. One hand snapped to my hip as the other shot up, my pompoms flashing in the sun. Everything felt easy. Natural. I didn't need to think; I just needed to move and feel. I just needed to be.
"P-H-O-E-N-I-X!"
"Phoenixes! Phoenixes! RISE!"
"Oh, my God," Harper breathed.
The crowd erupted moments later. A wall of sound crashed over us as the team burst out onto the field in a wave of red and black. Their helmets glinted in the sun as the players sprinted through the noise like an unstoppable force.
I laughed, adrenaline surging as I jumped in place, throwing my arms up.
"LET'S GO, PHOENIXES!"
San Diego won the coin toss and chose to receive the ball. The players lined up for kickoff. I bounced lightly, heart racing, eyes flicking from the field to the stands in quick, practiced movements. High school gave me plenty of practice at watching the game and the audience. I just wasn't used to such a big audience.
Kevin Miller kicked the ball, sending it sailing high in the arc I was so used to seeing. The ball spun against the bright sky, the crowd rising with it. It then headed back down to earth, where the San Diego offense was waiting. Their returner secured it caught it, and our coverage team flew down the field. The crowd erupted when the receiver was brought down in a pile of red and black.
"First down, defense; let's go!" Janelle announced as the two teams took position. We snapped into the next sequence without missing a beat. "Burn 'em down!"
"Burn 'em down!"
"Shut 'em out!"
"Defense, let's hear you shout!"
San Diego Pacific's quarterback barked signals, his hands moving as players shifted into place. We kept cheering for the defense as bodies collided, the sound easily heard even over the roar of the crowd. Their running back tried to push through the middle, gaining only a single yard.
The stadium roared its approval. I grinned breathlessly, already resetting as we rolled into the next motion. Everything felt right: every chant, every movement. Penelope was still sprinting along the sidelines, hyping up the crowd. In turn, the crowd emboldened the players. It was all working perfectly.
"Fire! Fire! Strike again!"
"Send them back where they've been!"
Pacific gained a couple of first downs as they moved the ball down the field. They were getting close to field goal position, and we were cheering our hearts out for the defense. Another second down, and they gained nothing. We needed to stop them or they'd be able to try for a field goal.
"Third down!"
"Burn 'em down!"
The entire stadium answered.
Energy from the crowd only grew as the game continued. San Diego Pacific made another drive that stalled just enough for them to settle for a field goal. There was no panic, just a shift. It was a strong reminder that the game was not going to be easy. Our team had the ball, and we were being led by our star quarterback, Brent Calloway.
The ball snapped. Brent jogged backward as the line held and the receivers took off. The fake pass worked, allowing Brent to skillfully hand the ball off to Tyler Gaines. Tyler took off running, gaining over ten yards before the defense managed to knock his legs out from under him, bringing him to the ground.
"We're hotter than you, what's new?"
"Red and black coming through!"
Despite the success of the first few plays, we ended up struggling due to a few big mistakes. First was an incomplete pass that resulted in zero gain. Then there was a false-start penalty and Brent was sacked, both resulting in loss of yards. It was third down and we needed to gain almost twenty yards for another first down.
"Ignite!" Cass ordered, and every cheerleader snapped into focus.
"Ignite! Ignite!"
"Light it up, take flight!"
"Go! Go! Phoenixes, GO!"
As if by fate, the ball snapped the moment we shouted the last word. Brent dropped back, the line holding as the receivers took off. He spun to avoid being tackled, his eyes darting down the field. Two San Diego Tacklers rushed him. Brent's arm pulled back, sending the ball down the field in a perfect spiral seconds before he was dropped.
Drew Kensington reached out, cleanly catching the ball. Avoiding the only guy on him, Drew rushed down the field. He had a clean drive with no one left to stop him. The crowd was cheering as he got closer. Then he crossed into the end zone, scoring a touchdown.
The stadium exploded.
"Up!" Janelle called.
I moved on instinct, dipping and launching as my bases got beneath me. For a split second, I was airborne, the entire stadium spinning around me as I snapped into position. I hit the motion perfectly: arms high and smiling so wide it almost hurt. Harper nailed the same maneuver beside me before we both dropped back down into the cradles. A clean catch. We reset immediately.
"Up in flames!" Cass shouted.
"Up in flames, watch us rise!"
"Victory burning in our eyes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
"Phoenixes, don't look back!"
The crowd continued screaming as the players set up for the extra point. We kept calling out several of our standard chants: "Let's go, Phoenixes!" and "Rise up, Phoenixes, rise!" before finishing with "Burn bright, take the sky!" and "Victory's ours, watch us fly!" Students yelled with us, spelling out the team name as we moved our bodies to make letters.
The scoreboard changed, confirming we were winning seven against three.
I was smiling, still riding the rush from Drew's touchdown as we reset. Sadly, the high never lasted. We switched to our defensive cheers as the San Diego offense took the field. They didn't seem rattled at all. I had no reason to worry, but I had a feeling that things were not going to go well for us.
"Let's go, Phoenixes, let's go!" we cheered, clapping overhead.
"Burn 'em down!"
"Shut 'em out!"
A perfect pass led to a quick first down for San Diego. Then a perfect hand-off allowed the runner to gain over twenty yards before finally being pushed out of bounds. They just kept moving. Play after play: short passes and quick runs. Nothing flashy, just steady gains.
"Defense, let's hear you shout!"
We managed to stop them, but they had gotten into field goal position. My heart caught in my throat as the ball went flying. A smattering of groans traveled through the stadium as the ball sailed cleanly through the up-rights. Field goal. The scoreboard updated to show we were only winning seven to six.
The kickoff came and went in a blur, our offense getting the ball back. Good. We'd answer. We continued cheering as the team worked together to lead us to victory. Unfortunately, first down resulted in zero gain. Second down was an incomplete pass. Cass encouraged us to keep cheering, and we were soon rewarded with a first down.
Brent got us a couple more first downs, moving us along the field. Then two incomplete passes in a row left us at third down. We all watched as Brent backed up after the snap. The line didn't hold, and the San Diego defense was rushing him. Brent looked downfield, his arm drawing back. He got hit right as he threw, causing the ball to sail wide.
Pacific got the ball back and they didn't waste it. They broke through with a big run, then made a perfect pass, followed by another. Each one brought them further down the field. The crowd followed our chants, but the energy wasn't what it had been. A few plays later, San Diego found the end zone. Touchdown. They easily got the extra point.
The scoreboard updated to show seven to thirteen.
Halftime was fast approaching and we were six points behind. Another snap, and Brent handed off the ball for a quick gain of seven yards. Second play was a quick pass to Drew for a first down. We were moving again. Our offense had found their rhythm. The crowd had noticed, their chants loud as we led them.
"Feel the heat!" Cass shouted when it was third down again.
"Feel the heat!"
"From the stands to the street!"
"Phoenix fire, can't be beat!"
"Louder now, don't retreat!"
The stadium roared in unison as used our standard pump-up chant. It was third down and the clock was running out. Brent dropped back again on the snap, his eyes scanning for anyone open as the San Diego defense rushed him. The throw resulted in a perfect spiral, the ball practically falling into Drew's arms and earning us a first down. Then he was hit a second later and went down hard.
Drew didn't get back up. The noise changed to low murmurings as people whispered their fears to each other. Kensington rolled onto his back, his hands gripping his lower leg. Players were stepping back as the trainers rushed onto the field. We stopped cheering, waiting anxiously.
Trainers helped Drew sit up and were asking him questions. I could see the football player talking and nodding. A couple of them tried to get him to stand, putting his arms around their shoulders so they could help him stagger off the field. There was some supportive applause, but Drew didn't look up. He just walked off while avoiding putting any weight on his leg.
The offense huddled and the clock soon started ticking down again. There were a few more plays, but none of them were big. None of them mattered. It was halftime. It was halftime and we were still down seven to thirteen. We also didn't know if Drew would be back in the game.
~Scott Quinn~
Saturday August 30, 2025
The band went back onto the field, starting up their usual routine for halftime. The crowd wasn't paying attention like it had been. People were trying to see Drew or were pulling up updates on their phones. I only barely noticed. My focus was on the sideline, like it had been most of the game.
"Hell of a hit," Trevor said beside me. "Kid will be lucky if it's just a sprain."
I didn't immediately answer. Down below, the cheerleaders were taking their places for the halftime routine. I didn't know anything about cheerleading, but I could see the discipline in the way they moved in unison. They skillfully weaved among each other to form flawless lines. I found Kayla instantly.
"Yeah," I said absentmindedly.
Trevor followed my gaze, squinting slightly. "Okay. Which one?"
"Sorry?" I turned to face him.
"Hey, it's me. I'm not one to judge a guy for admiring the youth and beauty down there," Trevor gestured toward the cheerleader. "But, you're not just checking them out. You're looking at one in particular. I just can't tell which."
"What? No, I'm not!" I replied defensively.
"Try again," he scoffed.
"I.. I'm not checking her out," I rolled my eyes. "Seriously, my daughter's only a few years younger than her."
"Ah, but there is one that has your attention," Trevor smiled in victory.
"She's a local, a freshman," I sighed reluctantly. "She switched her major to Criminal Justice a few days before the start of the semester and I was assigned as her advisor."
"Freshman out on the field? Wow," Trevor responded. "That's weird for a Division One school. That's like a freshman in the game. It just doesn't happen."
"I heard the kicker's a freshman," I shrugged. "Anyway, there were some news stories about a kidnapping, a trial coming up. I was just curious, alright?"
"You're rambling," he chuckled. "And sure, makes sense. Victim of a crime, I take it?"
"Yeah," I nodded slowly.
"The major change makes sense," Trevor mused. "I wonder if she'll stick with it. Sounds like she's just reacting to being a victim. She'll probably switch out halfway through the semester."
"Maybe," I winced, hoping that didn't happen. "Maybe not."
"You still haven't told me which one," he reminded me, squinting for a better look.
"Up front, to the left," I crossed my arms and grunted. "Dark hair in a ponytail."
"I need a closer look," Trevor pulled out his phone and opened his camera. "Camera zoom works great as binoculars."
"Great," I said.
"Damn," he whistled when he found the right cheerleader. "What I would do with that."
"Don't ogle her," I admonished. "Stick with graduate students. They're older."
"You know me," he smirked. "Legal and up." Trevor then pointed at the cheerleaders. "They're all legal."
"And have no interest in guys in their forties," I reminded him.
"Hey, remember that girl from a few years ago?" Trevor gave me a knowing grin. "She took my art class? Jasmine?"
"Yes, I remember," I sighed. "You tell me this story every time you're drunk."
"Look, I'm not a bad guy," he laughed. "Who am I to turn down a lovely lady? She came onto me, always coming by during office hours. Anyway, she rode me in that cheer uniform."
"I'm not saying they aren't attractive," I admitted. "I just want to help Kayla succeed. She's intriguing."
On the field, the music shifted, drowning out Trevor's response. The cheerleaders dropped low, their movements synchronized as they knelt. The band used a pounding beat that went right through me as I watched the cheerleaders. Their arms swooped like wings as they all rose in unison.
"From the ashes, we rise higher!"
The line carried across the stadium.
Kayla moved with the group, her actions perfectly in sync with the others. Yet there was something distinct about her performance. Her every motion was flawless, every transition precise. There was no hesitation in her movements as the routine built. The tempo increased and I was on the edge of my seat.
"Didn't peg you for a cheerleading fan," Trevor commented.
"I'm not," I grunted.
"Well, she's good," he admitted. "I'll give you that. Better than most of them, actually."
My gaze tracked Kayla as she moved into the next sequence, her expression bright and confident. If there was any concern over what happened minutes earlier, it didn't show. She was perfectly composed, despite an injury on the field. More impressively, despite what she had gone through.
With the help another girl and one of the male cheerleaders, Kayla was launched upward. She rose cleanly into the air, spinning flawlessly as she completed the maneuver. For the first time, I really contemplated the level of skill one would need to do something like that. Kayla had complete control of her body, even while defying gravity.
Trevor gave a low whistle when Kayla was effortlessly caught. "Alright, that was actually pretty cool."
The routine also consisted of a pyramid, which was equally impressive. Everyone was applauding at the end of the first section, and the cheerleaders switched to a call-and-response for a few minutes. Then the music picked up speed as they transitioned into a more aggressive sequence.
"Red storm rolling in!"
"Let the fire begin!"
"Feel the thunder, hear the sound!"
"Phoenixes run this ground!"
Trevor nudged me lightly. "You're doing it again."
"You're projecting," I snorted.
"Keep telling yourself that," he chuckled.
Movement on the sideline caught my attention, drawing my eyes away from Kayla. There were training staff and players rushing in and out of the locker room. One of the training staff was quickly talking with the coach. The coach looked unhappy, telling me all I needed to know.
"Kensington's out," I commented, gesturing toward the sideline.
"Things just got interesting," Trevor said, leaning forward. "I bet it's just a sprain. He needs to stay off it and he'll be back in next game. Might cost us this game, but it won't ruin the season."
"I guess we'll see," I sighed, my eyes finding the cheerleaders again.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday August 30, 2025
I was at my locker during halftime: helmet off, chinstrap hanging loose as I held it. I wasn't even tired. I rode the bench the entire first half. It was expected, but I hated not being able to help when we were down. It was only seven to thirteen; one good play and we'd be in the lead again. I worried Drew would be kept out. My opinion of him wasn't high, but I couldn't deny he was a damn good runner.
There was a small cluster of players talking with Drew. He was sitting in the locker room with trainers looking at his leg while he drank out of his water bottle. We soon got our answer; Drew was out for the game. I headed over to them as Coach J came inside and clapped once to get our attention.
"Alright, bring it in!" Coach Whitaker shouted.
He waited as we all gathered around him. "We're fine. You hear me? We're fine. It's only six points."
A few nodded and a couple others muttered "Yes, Coach."
"They're not doing anything we didn't expect. We just need to execute. Defense, tighten up. Offense, finish drives. No more stalling out." Coach J instructed. "We get the ball at the start of the second half. We score, we take control. Simple."
Drew was clearly upset as he watched the coach.
"Drew's gonna be fine, don't worry," the coach continued, smiling at him. "He just needs to stay off that ankle for a few days. It's alright. We have a great team, and we can manage without him for one game. We still have Brent's arm and no one is getting by Tank."
We all smiled at that.
Coach J clapped. "Break it down!"
"Family on three!"
Hands went in. "One, two, three: FAMILY!"
The huddle broke apart, energy returning as guys scattered. Pads were adjusted as they left while discussing plays. I let out a breath as I looked down at my helmet. Turning it over, I saw the phoenix on the side. We were going to win, even without Kensington.
"Mitchell," Coach called out.
I turned and saw Coach Jamal Whitaker looking right at me.
"Yeah?" I stepped forward.
He gestured with his head slightly. "Walk with me."
"Okay," I nodded, heading out toward the field with him while we stayed a ways behind the other players.
"Drew's out," Coach J sighed.
"Just for the half," I replied, wondering why he was telling me what I already knew. "The team's got this."


"I agree," he smiled. "And you are part of this team."
"Right. I know," I nodded. "You can count on me."
"Good. That's what I needed to hear," Coach J said. "You're in."
"Wait. What?" I asked stupidly.
"You're in for Kengsington," he explained. "As a receiver."
"Really? Me?" I repeated, eyes wide.
"That's not the confidence of a Phoenix," Coach chuckled, slapping me on the shoulder. "I need you to do what you always do in practice. Run the offense. Don't try being a hero. Just run the plays. And one other thing."
"Yes?" I swallowed.
"Don't make me regret putting in another freshman," he responded teasingly.
I was excited, but also nervous. It was my chance. If I did well, I might get more playing time. If I fucked up, I was done. My palms were already sweating as we huddled, the noise of the crowd hitting us. It was time. I briefly wondered if Tasha could even tell I was playing.
"Mitchell, you're inside," Brent called, "be ready."
Lining up, I bounced once on my toes as I got ready. The ball snapped. I drove forward, muscle memory taking over. In that moment, I was incredibly grateful for how many times Coach made us run the same play. The ball landed in my hands and I held it tight as I was tackled. The whistle blew; first down.
We moved steadily down the field, with several people making big plays. Brad Vargas managed to jump over a falling defensive lineman while still holding the ball, rushing a few more yards before being brought down. Tyler Cain shielded Brent, allowing him to pass the ball to Mack, who got us into field goal range.
A couple of fouls and bad passes put us at fourth down. They sent in Kevin, who kicked a perfect field goal. We were still behind, but not by much. Ten to thirteen, with plenty of time for both teams. I took off my helmet and knocked back a sports drink while the defense took over.
San Diego came out strong, pushing the ball down the field. They were quickly in field goal range and about to further their lead. At least until their quarterback messed up. He was being chased and panicked, running away while trying to find someone to throw to. He failed to throw the ball away in time, causing in loss of yardage when he was sacked.
After that, they gained nothing. Tank and Mike both made huge plays, stopping Pacific from rushing. They got an intentional grounding penalty, and then it was fourth down. San Diego had no choice but to kick the ball back to us. We did well there, barely stopping them from scoring again.
First down. Brad was hit hard, knocking the ball right out of his hands and causing an incomplete pass. For second down, Brent tried running the ball himself. He managed to gain four yards before being tackled. We had a long, long way to go.
"Alright, third down," Brent said in the huddle, his breathing steady. "They're pressing us hard, but we've got this. I'm not settling for a field goal. WE'RE not settling for a field goal. Stay clean, stay sharp."
I took off the moment I heard the snap. A defender tried taking me down, but I managed to cut by him and put some distance between us. Brent saw the opening and the ball came at me fast. I caught it and turned, my feet hitting the field hard as I ran as fast as I could. The same guy was still on me, but I had a head start.
The impact from behind sent me reeling forward. It wasn't a clean hit, causing me to stumble and spin. By some miracle, I managed to keep my balance. I stumbled forward and resumed running. I'd lost them. All of them. The crowd roared when I crossed into the end zone.
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday August 30, 2025
"Up in flames, watch us rise!"
"Victory burning in our eyes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
"Phoenixes don't look back!"
We had started our touchdown chant before the ref's arms were fully up. Every motion was sharp and fast, the crowd shouting the phrases back at us in pieces. I was grinning, breathless as adrenaline surged through me. Glancing at the end zone, I watched as the Phoenix in the end zone removed his helmet.
It wasn't Drew. Right. Drew was out for the game. What was really surprising was that Dan had scored the touchdown. Dan was pulled into the celebration, teammates grabbing at him, shouting. He had not only got field time, he had scored a touchdown. I hadn't realized he was so good; too bad he didn't play in high school.
As I watched Dan walk down the field, my eyes instinctively dropped to admire his butt in the football uniform. I let out a breath, feeling heat in my cheeks. I had not been expecting that. Our brief fling had been the result of my spiraling, and he had eventually become a friend. Just a friend. Telling myself that didn't stop me from getting wet from watching him walk away.
"Let's go, Phoenixes, let's go!" we cheered as the players got into position for the extra point.
"Victory's ours, watch us fly!" we shouted when the point was earned.
The CSUA Phoenixes had taken the lead. It was seventeen to thirteen when San Diego Pacific got the ball back. We went through our defensive cheers, the crowd helping us encourage the players. I briefly noticed Kendall wince during a maneuver and nearly stumble. Fortunately, she caught herself.
San Diego's offense was playing well, but we managed to stop them. The ball changed hands a couple more times as the third quarter ended. They had the ball at the start of the fourth and began with a long drive. A couple of more good plays and they had scored. Touchdown.
The scoreboard settled at seventeen to twenty with just under four minutes left in the game.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday August 30, 2025
There wasn't much time left on the clock when we got the ball back. We were only down by three, but that meant going for the touchdown. None of us wanted to take the game to overtime. I had performed well so far, but no one would remember if we didn't end up winning.
"Two minute warning," Brent sighed after a couple of plays. "Stay smart, move the ball. We've got this."
Third and one. Brent pushed us forward, getting the first down. A short pass gained us another five yards. The clock was ticking, the crowd roaring. I caught a pass from Brent and rushed for another first down before getting tackled. We were in field goal range. That wasn't enough.
Less than a minute left and no timeouts. Another quick fake led to a first down. We were first and goal, the San Diego defense desperate to stop us. The next play was an incomplete pass, followed by a gain of two yards. Third down. If we didn't score, we might need to go for overtime after all.
"Be ready," Brent looked at me.
I gave him a tight-lipped nod.
Snap. I ran sideways, spinning as I broke through. I made it to the end zone, a guy right behind me. I faked left, ran to the right and jumped. My fingers brushed leather as I felt the San Diego guy hit me. Pulling the ball tight to my chest, I secured it just before we both hit the ground. In the end zone. Touchdown.
We got the extra point easily enough. The last seconds blurred, our defense holding against their desperate attempt for a last second turnaround. The clock hit zero. It was over. The final score was flashing on the scoreboard. Twenty-four to twenty. We had won.
The cheers were overwhelming, the crowd was going wild. My teammates were clapping me on the back. I thought I was in shock; none of it feeling real. Brent wrapped an arm around my shoulders, whooping in victory as we all made our way to the locker room.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday August 30, 2025
The celebration began the moment the clock went down to zero. People were on their feet, screaming and clapping. Others were talking over each other, discussing the highlights. I stayed in my seat, between Lexi and Hazel. My left hand was holding Lexi's, while my right had somehow found itself resting on Hazel's slightly-swollen stomach.
"Well," Hazel said with a small smile, her hand on mine, "I enjoyed that more than I thought I would."
"Glad to hear it," I replied with a nod.
"See?" Maxine spoke up from Hazel's other side. "You get out of the house, you feel better."
Hazel tilted her head back and let out a breath. "I know, Grandma."
"I can't believe he didn't drop the ball when that other guy hit him," Lexi chirped, bouncing in her seat slightly. "Or that he got up again."
"I don't understand the rules, but it was exciting," Nicole added.
Players were still celebrating on the field. The band continued playing while the cheerleaders worked the sidelines, keeping the crowd engaged. Somewhere in all of that was my baby girl. My Kayla. I didn't care that she was in college; she would always be my baby. I just wished I hadn't made so many mistakes.
"Come on," Hazel said. "Let's go before it gets too crowded."
It took time to get to the field. Everyone was trying to get closer to the team or get out of the stadium. I offered to help Maxine, who once again told me she could handle herself just fine. Her granddaughter told me the same thing a few minutes later. Then Lexi let me know I could carry her if I wanted to be useful.
By the time we reached the field, things were a little more controlled. Staff and security had people grouped to control the chaos. Players and cheerleaders were taking selfies with excited fans while I scanned the crowd for my daughter. It took a few minutes, but I finally found her.
Kayla stood with a couple of her squad mates, all of them still in uniform. The red and black was bright under the stadium lights, and the phoenix emblazoned on the chest couldn't be missed. My baby girl was talking and laughing, her hands moving as she spoke. She seemed completely at ease; like she was exactly where she belonged.
It took Kayla a few moments to notice us. "Daddy!"
She broke away from the group without hesitation, rushing toward us with a radiant smile. Throwing her arms around me, she hugged me tightly, her pompoms against my back. I held her close, actually lifting her off the ground for a few moments before setting her down.
"Did you see that?" she asked breathlessly. "The ending? We won!"
"I saw," I smiled.
"No, he didn't," Lexi spoke up. "He was too busy checking out the cheerleaders."
"I was not," I rolled my eyes.
"Don't listen to him. I'm surprised he didn't pop a b-mmph!" Lexi was interrupted by Nicole placing a hand over the younger redhead's mouth.
"The players and cheerleaders were great," Nicole smiled.
"Yeah, you were amazing," Hazel added, stepping in to hug Kayla.
"We had such a great crowd!" Kayla gushed. "They really listened! So, SO much better than high school ever was."
"That toss was terrifying," Nicole giggled while struggling with her sister. "You nailed it."
"I loved that part!" Kayla grinned.
Hazel's grandmother reached out, patting Kayla's arm gently. "You were wonderful, dear."
"Thank you," Kayla said in a soft voice. "And thank you so much for coming."
"Oh, it was my pleasure," Maxine replied.
We were soon joined by Josh, Ashley, and Marcia who all hugged Kayla and told her how great she was out there. There had been two other friends with them, but apparently they weren't quite as outgoing as Ashley. Marcia explained that her friend and Josh's roommate had decided to head back to the dorms and skip the party.
As we talked, people occasionally approached Kayla for a selfie. She was always happy to oblige. Everything was going well, and even Hazel was in a good mood. At least until she asked about her brothers. Maxine said their parents were still being incredibly strict. I quickly changed the subject.
"Kayla?" a female voice called out.
Kayla turned, freezing for a second before her face lit up. "Miss Harrell?!"
An athletic woman in her twenties approached, her long strides graceful and smooth, her dirty blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. Anne Harrell, the cheer coach at Kayla's high school. My daughter's former mentor had helped her through high school and cheerleading. I'm glad they stayed in touch.
"You did great out there," Anne said warmly, returning Kayla's hug.
"I can't believe you came!" Kayla gushed, taking a step back.
"Of course I came," Anne replied. "You really think I'd miss your first college game?"
"You didn't tell me!" Kayla exclaimed.
"I wanted to surprise you," Anne explained.
"You probably remember Ashley, Hazel, and Marcia," Kayla pointed them out. "And maybe my dad. That's Hazel's grandma, Maxine. And Ashley's boyfriend Josh."
"I remember Josh from high school, too," Anne smiled. "And nice to meet you, Maxine."
"You too," Maxine nodded. "You clearly trained Kayla really well."
"She's the best I've ever coached," Anne insisted.
"You probably say that about a bunch of girls, Miss Harrell," Kayla blushed slightly.
"You can call me 'Anne' now, remember?" Anne laughed. "And no, I don't. I mean it."
Our group was pretty big, but we managed to stay together as we moved to a corner of the stadium. We continued talking while people slowly started leaving; players and cheerleaders heading to the locker rooms while others left for after parties. Kayla was beaming the entire time.
"When are you heading to the party?" I eventually asked.
"Is it still happening even though Drew got hurt?" Marcia wondered.
"It is," Ashley held up her phone. "Sorority connections told me. People are heading over now."
"Ugh, I forgot about the party," Kayla groaned, pulling the ribbons out of her hair. "I need a shower."
"Yeah, you do," Lexi crinkled her nose.
"Lexi!" I admonished.
"Nah, she's right," Kayla shrugged, lifting her arms and heading toward Lexi. "Here, smell my pits."
"I'm not into that," Lexi grumbled, playfully shoving Kayla away.
We all laughed for a minute before Marcia spoke up. "Are you heading to the locker room to shower? Then we can go to the party?"
Kayla hesitated. "I don't think I am. I just went to one and I think I've had enough crowds for one day."
"It's the first game!" Ashley exclaimed.
"I know," Kayla laughed. "I could just use something quieter."
"Sounds much better to me," Nicole agreed.
"Yeah, well, you're old," Lexi rolled her eyes.
"Sounds better to me, too," Hazel crossed her arms.
"Yeah, well, you're knocked up," Lexi countered.
"I see my granddaughter was right about you," Maxine chuckled.
"Whatever Hazel told you is a lie," Lexi declared. "And I wanna go to the party."
"Just because I'm not going doesn't mean you can't!" Kayla rolled her eyes. "Marcia, Josh, and Ashley are all going."
"Fine," Lexi huffed.
Hazel briefly glanced at Anne before looking to Kayla. "You could invite your old cheer coach over to talk about your new moves."
"Oh, you don't ha-" Anne began before I cut her off.
"That's a great idea," I smiled. "Would you like to join us?"
Anne looked like we caught her off guard, but I could tell she wanted to come. "Are you sure? I don't want to impose."
"You're more than welcome," I insisted.
"That sounds more wholesome than what we're doing," Marcia giggled.
"Please," Ashley snorted, "you'll be standing in the corner with a drink."
"Will you be joining us as well, Maxine?" I asked with a smile.
"I should probably get home, but thank you," she smiled.
"Okay, we have a plan!" Kayla declared. "I'm gonna go home and shower, then we'll all relax. You girls text me if anything crazy happens at the party!"
"And Josh," Ashley interjected.
"You could come with us, baby," Lexi purred, pressing herself against me. "Other girls get to bring their boyfriends."
"Other girls aren't dating guys older than their professors," I placed my hands on her shoulders and pecked her lips. "I'm sorry."
"Most of our professors are older than you, I think," Ashley mused.
"Anyway, we should probably get going," Nicole interrupted, glancing at Maxine who definitely still struggled with our relationships. "You four have fun. Stay out of trouble."
"And maybe consider a muzzle for Lexi," Hazel smirked while the younger redhead blew a raspberry and held up her middle finger.
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~Ashley Bartlett~
Saturday August 30, 2025
By the time our rideshare dropped us off at Drew's place, it felt like the game had started up again. Not on the field, but in the atmosphere. Music echoed across the lawn, blasting us with a heavy base as soon as we stepped inside. People were drinking and celebrating outside, but I grabbed Josh's hand and pulled him into the Kensington Mansion.
"Come on!" I called over my shoulder. "You can't already be tired!"
"I'm not," Josh protested with a laugh. "This is just a lot."
"That's the point," I shot back with a grin.
The place was packed; bodies everywhere, people laughing and dancing and drinking. Everything was red and black; jerseys, dresses, crop tops, guys with painted torsos. People were all riding the high of the win, supporting the school and using the victory as a perfect excuse to party.
"PHOENIXES!" someone across the room shouted.
"PHOENIXES!" a dozen voices answered.
"Yes!" I laughed, throwing my hands up and spinning in place.
"That was... interesting," Marcia commented with a small smile.
"Fuck, yeah!" Lexi declared, getting swept up in the energy.
"Fuck, yeah!" I screamed in response.
Josh stayed close to me, relaxing slightly as we moved deeper into the house. Marcia stayed at my side while we passed a couple making out against the wall. Lexi immediately acquired four plastic cups filled with beer and made sure we each got one. Josh sipped at his lightly while Lexi downed hers in two big gulps.
"ASHLEY!" a female voice squealed.
I turned just in time to get pulled into a hug by Jordan Morales, the social chair for DTX. "Hey!" I giggled, hugging her back.
"Oh my God, that game!" Jordan screeched, shaking me side-to-side.
"Right?!" I laughed, rubbing her back. "Did you see that last touchdown?"
"I know!" the cute Latina grinned, stepping back and brushing her hair behind her ears. It was dark with dyed blonde streaks. "And from a freshman! That was amazing."
"Dan," I smiled. "I went to high school with him."
"Josh! Ashley!" Emily Greene popped up out of nowhere and pulled Marcia into a hug. "And Marcia!"
"Uh, and Lexi?" the redhead made a face.
"And Lexi!" Emily declared, hugging the redhead tightly before pulling back. "Where's my buddy, Derek?"
"He went back to the dorms," I explained. "He had all the craziness he could at the game."
"Ugh, fuck," Emily grumbled. "I need to get that guy socializing."
"He needs to get laid," Lexi observed, her fingers playing with her silver "A" charm necklace. "You offering, Em?"
"Ew, that's gross," Josh made a face.
"Excuse me?" Emily turned to her baby brother, hands on her hips. "Are you saying I'm gross?"
"Someone's a dead man," Jordan giggled.
"Try faking a heart attack," Lexi suggested.
"I, ah, um... no!" Josh stammered, shaking his head. "You're not gross."
Emily walked over to Josh and looked him right in the eye, a dangerous glint in her blue eyes. "You'd better watch it, or maybe I'll hook up with him in your dorm room. On your bed, perhaps?"
"Okay, that is gross," Josh responded, taking a few steps back.
"Your sister is a tall, hot blonde with big boobs and blue eyes," Lexi continued. "That literally describes your girlfriend, too."
"Thanks, Lexi," Emily glanced at the redhead before turning her focus to Josh. "Watch out, buddy. You might be taller than me now, but I can still put you in a headlock."
"I'd like to see that," I grinned evilly.
"Ashley!" Josh whined while the girls all giggled.
The living room had been mostly cleared out, the furniture pushed back to create a dance floor. Several guys had taken over one corner, cards spread across a table. Brent Calloway sat at the table, his girlfriend Brittany McCallister standing behind him and lightly massaging his shoulders. There were piles of chips in front of four of the guys as well as a pile in the middle. The stacks varied in sizes, with one guy having no chips. Five cards were face-up in the center and it looked like only two guys were still playing the hand.
"You should have been out when I raised at the turn," Brent scoffed when the other guy revealed his two cards.
"Bullshit," Kyle Baker shot back. Hazel's ex-boyfriend from high school. I'd heard he was pledging the DSX fraternity.
"Call it whatever you want," Brent shrugged, flipping over his card. "You still lost."
Kyle groaned while Brent gathered up his winnings and started stacking the chips. Brittany leaned down and kissed Brent's cheek while Kyle got up from the table and walked off with a frown on his face. Four players left as another frat guy gathered up the cards and started shuffling.
"Got room for a chick in this game?" Lexi asked loudly as she walked over. "Or is this a boy's game where I need to know the password?"
"No password," Brent chuckled. "There is a fifty dollar buy-in if you wanna play."
"And no one is going easy on you just for being cute," another guy spoke up. "No crying when you lose."
"Deal," Lexi nodded, her hand on the chair Kyle had vacated. "As long as you don't cry when I reject you."
Lexi was scrappy and could handle herself, so I went out on the dance floor with Josh and Marcia. The sorority girls were dancing not far from us as the music vibrated through my bones. It was where I belonged. No need to think, I could just move. Hands up, hips swaying, laughing as Josh spun me and caused the entire room to blur.
"Let's go, Phoenixes!" I shouted, not caring if it made sense.
There were people I knew, people I'd never seen before in my life, and a few I vaguely recognized. Kelsey Aguila was at the party, a nervous expression on her face as she clung to her sister and my RA, Klarissa. I wasn't expecting to see her at the party, but she was holding a wine cooler while chatting with her sister and another cheerleader.
I turned back to Josh and saw him dancing with Marcia. Jealousy briefly flared within me and I did what I could to suppress it. My boyfriend was sweet and attentive, and he even gave me my freedom. Yet, I was jealous watching him dance innocently with one of my Slut-sisters. Yeah, I needed to work on that.
The three of us took a break from dancing to grab drinks. That's when I spotted him. Drew Kensington. Even sitting down with his leg stretched out and a drink in his hand, he still looked like he was the center of the world. I reminded myself that he likely thought the universe did revolve around him.
"Ashley, right?" Drew called out, surprising me by knowing my name. "Sorority pledge and friend of Kayla Thomson?"
"Are you stalking me, sir?" I inquired with a raised brow as I approached him with Marcia and Josh.
"Don't worry, I'm harmless," Drew smiled charmingly.
"I'm not sure I believe that," I gave him an even look. "How's the ankle?"
"It's alright, thank you. I just need to stay off it for a couple days," Drew answered. "Your friends I don't think I know."
"Right, sorry!" I exclaimed. "This is Marcia, and this handsome guy is my boyfriend Josh."
"Nice to meet you both," Drew smiled. "You're a lucky man, Josh."
"The luckiest," Josh insisted, wrapping an arm around my waist.
"Nice to meet you, too," Marcia said politely. "You played well today."
"Thanks for saying that," Drew inclined his head.
"Hey, Drew!" Dan said, approaching with a beer. "Great party."
"Glad you're having fun," Drew replied before taking a sip of his drink. "Thanks for covering for me when I went down."
"We're all on the same team," Dan smiled, though Drew didn't look like he agreed. "Hey, have you seen Scarlett around?"
"Got a thing for redheads?" Drew smirked. "Sorry, but I think she's working. She's a hostess at a night club and it is a Saturday night."
"Right, makes sense," Dan winced before noticing us. "Hi guys."
"Dan," I inclined my head.
"So, tell me," Drew interjected, "where is Kayla tonight?"
"She, ah, she wasn't feeling up to coming," I winced. "She was tired after cheering so hard for you guys."
Drew's expression didn't change much, but something behind it did. "Well, please tell her I asked about her."
"We will, of course," Marcia spoke up immediately.
"Enjoy the party," Drew raised a drink toward us.
Dan came with us back out onto the dance floor. He asked Marcia for a dance, and the quiet girl was happy to oblige. I made a joke about Marcia being the only slut-sister Dan hasn't slept with. Josh just had to bring up Nicole. It was a fun evening, filled with dancing and drinking.
Exploring the old stone manor with Josh, I gulped down several drinks while he barely got through half his first one. I was red-faced and giggling as I led him by the hand, occasionally turning to touch him. Tipsy and horny, I pressed my body against him in the hall, grabbing his butt and kissing him all over his face.
"Ashley!" Josh gasped, looking around in panic. "There are people around!"
"It's a college party, baby," I slurred, my fingertips caressing his cheek. "It's normal to kiss. We can even do other things; naughtier things."
"Maybe we should get you some water," he offered as another couple walked by us.
"Hm, no thank you," I shook my head as I reached up to run my fingers through his curly blond hair. "Have I told you how much I love your hair?"
"A couple of times, yes," Josh smiled, pecking my lips.
"It's not fair!" I whined, stomping my foot dramatically.
"What's not fair?" he frowned, his hands on my bare upper arms.
"You're making me wet and won't fuck me!" I grumbled, grabbing his hand and pushing it up my sundress. "Here, feel."
"Ashley!" he exclaimed, trying to withdraw his hand. "Anyone could come by."
"I don't care," I husked, taking his lower lip between my teeth and lightly tugging on it. "I need it! I need it now!"
"Okay, okay," Josh whispered, taking my hand. "Let's go."
"Yay!" I laced our fingers and skipped along beside him, feeling very good.
The first guest room Josh entered was already occupied. He shut the door with a blush and an apology as the girl covered herself, her friend for the evening yelling at us to leave. We ended up in a game room where people were playing pool and throwing darts. Josh went over to a table and grabbed a bottle of water.
"Here, drink this," he offered.
"Ew, I don't want water," I waved the bottle away.
"You should stay hydrated," Josh told me.
"I want dick, not water!" I stomped my foot again. A few people looked over at us, and one guy gave Josh a thumbs-up.
"Fine, but I'm bringing the water," he sighed, leading me out of the game room.
I continuously kissed and groped Josh as we walked down the hall until we reached the library. Perfect; no one wanted to read during a college party! Dragging him inside, I kissed him passionately as he shut the door. Leading us to a sturdy table, I hopped up on it and wrapped my legs around his waist while pulling him closer.
"Mm, baby," I moaned between kisses, feeling him play with my boobs from outside my sundress. "Do you, do you remember the game we played and you kissed Marcia?"
"Yeah, you got upset," Josh replied, pulling back slightly. "Uh, why bring that up now?"
"I got jealous," I admitted quietly, looking at his handsome face.
"You don't need to be jealous," he shook his head. "Marcia just got lost in the heat of the moment."
"I know," I told him, liquid courage driving me forward. "We said we were okay with each other sometimes playing around because we probably won't last."
"Yes, I remember," Josh pecked my lips. "Most relationships at our age aren't permanent. And I know you and your Slut-sisters are. Maybe it's weird, but I'm not jealous. Steven's with Lexi. As for Dan, well, I know you wouldn't ever date him."
"Gross," I made a face. "Dan's less of an ass these days, but I wouldn't date him. If I wasn't so horny, I probably wouldn't have let him stick it in me."
"You're drunk and horny now," he reminded me. "Why did you stop to bring this up?"
"I wanted to tell you something, baby," I whispered, kissing him softly.
"I'm listening," Josh told me, pecking my lips several times.
"I'm jealous because I don't want us to be a teenage fling," I swallowed weakly, relying on the booze for confidence. "I love you."
Josh froze for a moment. Then he reached out and took my face in both hands. "I love you, too."
Then we were kissing. I pulled him tight against me, my sundress pushing my my thighs so we could grind. His hands slid into the dress, pulling out both my big boobs. He broke the kiss so he could bury his face in my tits while I worked to extract his erection from his shorts.
I gave him several strokes to make sure he was fully hard, then I guided him into position. His mushroom head pushed by the strap of my panties to slot at my entrance. With my ass on the edge of the table, I looked up at him as he pushed forward and slid his entire length into my tight tunnel.
"God, yes!" I threw my head back passionately. "Fuck me, baby! Fuck me hard!"
"Ashley!" he grunted, placing his hands on the table for balance.
My long legs were wrapped around his waist, pulling him deep inside. We exchanged soft kisses as Josh continued pumping my cunt at a steady pace. Due to the position, he couldn't fuck me too hard, but it didn't matter. The clockwork thrusts served to slowly build my pleasure, sending me closer and closer to the peak.
"Fuck my little pussy, yes!" I cooed, my hands gripping the edge of the table. "God, I love your cock! Oh! You're getting so deep, baby, so deep!"
"You feel so good," Josh gasped, looking like he was already close.
"It's okay, baby. It's okay. Cum. Cum inside me," I urged, the thought of him filling me with warm cum bringing about my own orgasm. "I'm gonna cum fast, too. Cum in me. I wanna feel it. I wanna feel it shooting in me, filling me. Oh God, ah! I'll take it all! Cum!"
Josh thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in my body as his cock swelled. I moaned and shuddered, my internal muscles contracting as warm, thick, sticky cum filled my little pussy. He pressed his lips to mine as I moaned into his mouth, both of us riding out the orgasmic wave.
A minute later we were lying on the table and holding each other. "Sorry I came so fast."
"Hey, nothing wrong with a quickie," I giggled. "I came, too."
"Good," Josh nodded, his hand massaging my bare breast. "So, um, what now? What we said? It's not just because you're drunk?"
"I'm not THAT drunk, baby," I insisted, kicking off my flip-flops. "Seriously, I just need some water and a little while."
"Okay," he smiled. "Uh, where is that water?"
"Seriously?" I laughed. "You're asking about if I really meant it when I said I loved you, and you're worried about the water?"
"You need to stay hydrated," Josh shrugged. "You drank a lot."
"I've been more fucked up than this," I grinned. "But, you're sweet. And yes, Josh, I love you."
"I love you, too," he kissed me passionately. "I don't know what's gonna happen, but let's stop saying teenage relationships don't last. Let's see what we can become."
"I like that," I nodded before looking at him nervously. "So, what does this mean for, um, you know?"
"I know you have a special bond with the girls... and Steven," he said. "Honestly, the idea is bothering me less than I thought. For anyone besides them? Let's just talk before anything happens."
"I can work with that," I told him. "I'll work on my jealousy issues. Especially if a shy boy like you can handle our strange relationship."
"Every relationship is strange," Josh reasoned. "That's what makes them special."
"Fuck, I'm one lucky bitch," I giggled, reaching down to wrap my fingers around his cock. "Now, if you'll excuse me, there's a dick that needs sucking."
~Marcia Moore~
Saturday August 30, 2025
I didn't move much on the dance floor. I made sure to sway enough to not look out of place, one hand loosely wrapped around my black plastic cup. My attention wasn't on the music or the bodies moving around me. It was on everything else; who was doing what, the cliques that were forming. Anything I could learn mattered.
Ashley and Josh had left, likely to find a private room for some horizontal dancing. Lexi was still playing poker, and from the looks of it, she had already stolen all the chips from two players. Dan had been dragged off by a gaggle of sorority girls and cheerleaders. That left me on the outside.
Taking a small sip of my drink, I let my eyes drift across the room. Drew Kensington caught my eye again. There was something in his expression I had noticed earlier. Not just frustration or the pain from his ankle. Something deeper. He kept looking to the door, like he was expecting someone. Or hoping for someone. I had a feeling I knew who that someone was.
A surprising guest was Brittney O'Connor, the former head cheerleader at my high school. She was originally going to come to CSUA until her parents kicked her out for starring in adult films. Brittney was talking to a tall cheerleader with dirty-blonde hair. The taller woman was walking funny and looked exhausted.
Turning my attention to Kelsey, I noticed she was still near the hallway and close to her sister. Kelsey's shoulders were slightly hunched and her fingers were wrapped tightly around the glass bottle. She wasn't looking at people, she was looking at doors, at corners, gaps in the crowd. Exits.
Klarissa whispered something to Kelsey, who nodded quickly in response. A smile followed, one that didn't reach her eyes. After what she endured, it made sense. Showing up at all took courage. Perhaps if she acted like things were normal for long enough, they eventually would be.
There was another loose circle of people standing not too far from Kelsey. One guy was leaning back against the wall like he owned the world. A girl was laughing at something another guy said, but I could tell it was forced. Like she was trying to keep him happy. He was a thin college guy with brown hair. No one from that group looked at the game highlights playing on the television. They were there for something else.


While I watched, the tall cheerleader with dirty-blonde hair walked over to the group with her arm looped through Brittney's. The guy who kept making jokes had a huge grin on his face when he saw them. The cheerleader I didn't know reached into her purse and pulled out an envelope. There was a pained expression on her face as she handed it over to the thin guy. Strange.
"Hello again," Dan whispered, appearing at my side with two drinks. "Yours looks empty."
"Oh, thanks!" I accepted the drink before downing the rest of my first.
"Enjoying the party?" he asked lightly.
"I am, yes," I nodded, placing my empty drink on a table.
"Hard to tell with you," Dan chuckled, taking a seat on the couch. "You see everything, but don't say much."
"You think I see everything?" I questioned, sitting beside him. "You should be careful; I might be learning all your secrets right now."
Dan smirked faintly, leaning back into the couch in an attempt to look more relaxed than he actually felt. "That so?"
"Mm," I hummed, glancing at him over the rim of my cup. "Freshman hero. Game-winning touchdown. I'm sure there are at least five girls in this house plotting how to get you alone."
"Just five?" he lifted an eyebrow. "That seems a little low, don't you think?"
"I prefer conservative estimates," I replied with a shrug. "Less room for error."
Dan laughed. "I'll remember that."
"You're not with them," I added, tilting my head slightly. "You're not with any of the girls who want to climb you like a tree. You're sitting here. With me."
Dan shrugged, taking a sip of his drink. "Maybe I'm not looking for a hookup."
I pursed my lips and brushed my dark hair over one shoulder. "Or maybe this is an elaborate ruse to get me alone."
"I assure you, I have only the noblest of intentions," he smiled at me.
"Or perhaps the one you really want isn't here," I stated plainly.
"How do you know that isn't you?" Dan challenged.
"Because I'm not an idiot," I giggled. "Despite the jokes, you have zero interest in bagging all the slut-sisters."
"In my defense, my hooking up with Lexi at Kayla's birthday pool party was a good thing," he argued. "If I hadn't brought her inside, she wouldn't have blown Steven. No relationship with him, no slut-sisters. So, ah, you're welcome."
"I'm sure your motives were entirely altruistic," I scoffed. "Is that why you moved in on Kayla when she was heartbroken?"
"I... you're right," Dan winced, looking down into his drink. "That was the worst thing I've ever done. And the reason I got my head out of my ass."
"I thought that happened when all the girls in school collectively told you to blow yourself from now on?" I teased. "Then Hazel taught you to please a woman."
"I didn't want my real feelings to get out," he explained. "I was not expecting to have sex with Ashley at that card game. Really, I was just glad you were all treating me like a friend."
"You changed," I reached out and placed a hand on his thigh. "You got better. We saw it."
"Right, I was known for only caring about one thing back then," he sighed. "I'm sorry."
"I wasn't bringing it up to be a bitch," I told him honestly. "I brought it up because I do realize you're a nicer guy now. I also noticed you used to be carefree. I can tell you're not now."
"You can?" he asked slowly.
"You're not celebrating," I pointed out.
Dan's fingers tightened around his cup before he forced them to relax. "I am."
"You scored the winning touchdown," I continued calmly. "You should be getting dragged around this mansion like a trophy. You should have girls hanging off you, begging to be the one to claim you for the night."
"I needed a break," he mumbled.
We were briefly interrupted by a couple of girls who wanted pictures with Dan. One girl boldly lifted her shirt and demanded Dan sign her bra. The women ignored me completely. The ladies tried to pull him away, but Dan managed to politely decline before sitting back down.
"You're looking for something," I frowned at him. "And it has nothing to do with romance."
He turned his head toward me, studying me. "Am I?"
"You tell me," I declared.
For a second, I thought he was going to brush it off. Then his eyes flicked toward the kitchen. Toward that group.
"Just keeping an eye on things," Dan said vaguely.
"What kind of things?" I inquired.
"It's complicated," he let out a breath.
"Make it simple," I suggested.
"I've been trying to think with my upstairs brain, but it hasn't been easy," Dan started. He then opened his mouth and closed it, like he was rethinking what he was going to tell me. "There's a girl I slept with recently. It was just sex, which I already felt guilty about. Then I found out she's run into trouble."
"What kind of trouble?" I asked slowly.
"I'm not exactly sure," he replied, taking another sip of his drink. "I also heard a lot of people around here are having issues with gambling and debts and things like that."
"Everyone knows that," I shook my head sadly. "I met Taylor Kephart right before she died."
"It's not my place to give you names, but I found out about a few specific people," Dan explained. "And we both know how bad things are getting with that trial. I'm worried they'll get worse."
My gaze drifted toward Kelsey. "That worries me, too."
"You're right," he said suddenly. "I... no offense, but you aren't the one I want to be with." Dan then gestured toward a couple of cheerleaders. "Neither are they."
"She's single," I told him calmly.
"No," Dan responded simply.
"She's not?" I frowned.
"No, she is," he chuckled. "Sorry, I was refusing to act on the fact that she's single. She's going through enough right now. I just want to be her friend."
"If you're trying to impress me, it's working," I let out a quiet laugh.
"Thanks, I guess," Dan laughed. "I just... well, um, I know. I know a few things about what happened. About my part in things."
"Wha- oh!" I gasped, my eyes wide. "You know when it happened?"
"I know that if I'd just stayed with her, that asshole wouldn't have been able to hurt her while she was drunk," he explained, tears forming in the corners of his eyes. "I don't deserve her. I don't. And I don't know the right thing to do at all. Marcia, just, please... keep an eye on her? Keep an eye on each other. Most of the people around here have very bad intentions."
"You know Keith kidnapped Lexi and Kayla at gunpoint," I said slowly.
"Right, of course," Dan nodded.
"When Keith pointed the gun at them, Lexi put herself right in front of Kayla," I explained. "No hesitation at all. Lexi's first instinct was to shield Kayla with her body."
"That redhead is a lot more impressive than most people give her credit for," he observed.
"I agree, she's a lot more than the energetic brat she pretends to be," I smiled. "I only told you this so you'd know that we're all here for each other. And I think you make a great friend for all of us."
"Really?" Dan asked with surprise.
"Really," I nodded. "Just keep it in your pants, buddy. I am not getting naked with you."
"My loss, Marcia," he gave me a small smile. "Definitely my loss."
I watched him for a few moments, noticing the faint smile and the way he was trying to hold himself together. Then my gaze shifted toward the kitchen, toward the hallway where Kelsey was standing with her sister. It was nice to know I wasn't the only one observing what was lurking just beneath the surface.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday August 30, 2025
Holy shit, Hazel Collins has a fantastic ass. I was lucky enough to be holding the firm globes while pushing my dick in and out of her little pussy. Every inch of her body was the same shade of bronze, with no tan lines on her flawless skin. That long brown ponytail I loved so much was hanging down her back.
Hazel was crouched on all fours, the angle making it difficult for me to see her slightly-swollen belly. The tan girl moaned passionately as she lowered her head, burying her face in Nicole's hairy pussy. At the same time, I could feel Nicole's tongue on my balls, causing me to stay inside Hazel and groan.
I pumped into Hazel a few more times before easing myself out of her and shoving my dick down Nicole's throat. The redhead's soft moans felt amazing around me as she eagerly swallowed all of Hazel's pussy juice. Hazel kept her head between Nicole's legs, her arms hooked around the accountant's thighs.
Nicole cleaned my cock with her mouth, bathing my mushroom tip with her tongue and making me squirm. I pulled from her mouth and pushed back into Hazel's pussy. Holding the pregnant girl's hips, I began a steady thrusting motion while Nicole leaned up to lick Hazel's clit. I sadly couldn't pull Hazel's ponytail, since that would prevent her from going down on Nicole. Instead I spanked Hazel a few times before returning my grip to her hips.
"Mmph, fuck!" Hazel squealed against Nicole's twat. "Ungh, I'm, ah, cumming!"
I steadily fucked Hazel through her orgasm, extending the pleasure and triggering a second, smaller climax. Once she recovered, Hazel resumed eating out Nicole until the elder girl reached her own explosion. With both women satisfied, I was able to cum myself.
"Where should I cum!" I grunted, burying myself in Hazel and rotating my hips.
"Ah, pussy! Ungh!" Hazel urged, her right leg shaking. "Cum in my pussy!"
"Cum in her and I'll suck it out!" Nicole declared.
Imagining such an erotic sight was enough to push me over the edge. I roughly slammed myself into Hazel as I groaned uncontrollably. I felt each throb as my erection swelled, my balls spitting out their warm contents into Hazel's young body. She moaned my name as she felt my semen coating her vaginal walls.
As I eased myself from her messy pussy, Nicole grabbed my dick and sucked on the tip to make sure she got all the cum. Then Nicole gripped Hazel's butt-cheeks and buried her face in the tan girl's box. I could hear loud slurping noises as Nicole eagerly devoured the creampie while Hazel moaned.
Once Nicole got every last drop, Hazel flipped around and pressed her lips to Nicole. The two of them kissed passionately while swapping my load between them and moaning. Their boobs pressed together as their hands caressed each other. It was a beautiful sight; Hazel's tan frame contrasting with Nicole's light skin.
I lay down beside the girls, with Hazel in the middle as we held each other and relaxed. My hand unconsciously found Hazel's growing stomach and I couldn't resist caressing her baby bump. Hazel placed her hand on mine, and Nicole was soon rubbing the other side of the tan girl's belly.
"You doing okay?" I asked Hazel, keeping my voice relaxed.
"To quote Lexi: 'got fucked, can't complain,'" Hazel giggled.
"I wasn't referring to your sexual satisfaction," I replied quietly. "Though I am happy to hear you enjoyed yourself."
Hazel looked over at me with a small smile. "I'm alright. I mean, mostly."
"Thinking about the future?" Nicole inquired, brushing her long red hair over her shoulder.
"Trying to," Hazel exhaled softly. "There's just so much."
"What's on your mind?" I asked gently. "Maybe we can help."
Hazel hesitated for a few seconds, like she was deciding where to start.
"The baby," she said finally, her fingers sliding through mine to touch her own stomach. "I'm over four months along, I could feel her move for the first time any day now. This is really happening. There's a baby growing inside me."
"I don't blame you for being overwhelmed," Nicole leaned in and kissed Hazel's stomach. "I'm eight years older than you, and I can't imagine actually being pregnant."
"It's amazing," I added. "We all love you, Hazel. You and the baby."
"I am overwhelmed," Hazel mumbled. "I have to name her, feed her, make sure she's safe and loved."
"Well, you'll make her food in your chest, so that's taken care of for a while," Nicole reasoned, cupping one of Hazel's boobs. "Yeah, these are definitely bigger."
"Thanks," Hazel giggled slightly.
"And Nicole's a lovely name," the redhead continued.
"Not happening," Hazel snorted. "We could go with Stephanie? Steven, Stephanie?"
"Nah, I don't think so," I shook my head. "As for caring for her; we'll all help. I'll take time off work, the girls will babysit, and we can even hire a nanny if you want."
"I feel like there's so much to worry about I can't concentrate on any one thing," Hazel continued. "I'll be the teenage mother. My parents already hate me, I don't get to see my brothers, and that church... fuck!"
I didn't interrupt. Neither did Nicole. We both knew Hazel needed to get it out.
"I miss my brothers so much," Hazel sighed sadly. "I used to see them every day, cook for them, listen to their problems. Now they're told how horrible I am, how I'm no longer family and going to hell."
"That's horrible," Nicole whispered.
"It's that Covenant Path Fellowship church!" Hazel growled vehemently. "Grandma says how strict and crazy they are. Fucking hypocrites. That pastor Elijah probably has his own Matches account where he finds a hook up every day."
"There's not much we can do about that," I said sadly once Hazel had stopped to catch her breath. "Your brothers are under eighteen. Their parents can keep you away. I'm sorry."
"I know," the tan girl mumbled sadly. "I know."
"Let's focus on what we can control," I advised. "We take things one step at a time."
"Okay, like what?" Hazel looked at me curiously.
"It's a little early, but our daughter is going to need a nursery," I kissed Hazel's cheek. "We can set up a room for her."
"That sounds nice," Hazel smiled slightly, turning to kiss my lips. "She needs a bedroom."
"Next Saturday is Lexi and April's birthday, but I'm sure we can find a time soon," I reasoned. "Maybe Sunday."
"Okay," Hazel nodded slightly. "Too bad Kayla will miss the party for some away game."
"Hey, college cheerleading is serious business," Nicole reasoned. "She'll be back Sunday. When we might be setting up the nursery."
"I guess," Hazel mumbled quietly. "I'm also scared of, you know, having the baby."
"Of giving birth," Nicole nodded in understanding. "Have you thought about how you want to do it? C-section, vaginal delivery?"
"Don't think I'm petty, but I really don't want a scar," Hazel looked at Nicole guiltily. "I use that cream to prevent stretchmarks about ten times more than they suggest on the container."
"It's not petty, Hazel," Nicole insisted. "You're allowed to care about how you look."
"I guess," she shrugged slightly, leaning her head back against the pillow. "I'm scared of the pain. Steven, you were there when Aria had Kayla, right?"
"I was, yes," I confirmed carefully. "And yes, it was definitely an intense experience."
"You can get an epidural," Nicole suggested.
"That's one of the medications they can give you?" Hazel asked.
"I'm surprised your doctor didn't tell you about that yet," Nicole said.
"An epidural is the one where they insert a needle into your spine to numb you from the waist down," I explained. "You still have to push, but you won't feel the pain."
"Well that sure as shit ain't happening," Hazel declared. "Next option?"
"I don't know much about the other medications," I admitted. "Your doctor is a better person to ask."
"Either way, the baby has to come out of you somehow," Nicole pointed out.
"Really? Do you think that was helpful?" Hazel gave Nicole an incredulous look before shaking her head. "I'm scared. I'm scared and I want all of you with me when it happens. Ideally saying less stupid stuff."
"I don't think they let that many people into the delivery room," I responded delicately. "The five other girls, me, the doctor? That's a lot."
"You could do a home birth?" Nicole suggested.
"I'm already worried about the pain..." Hazel trailed off.
"Home births are supposed to be good for that," Nicole argued. "You'll be in a place you feel comfortable and loved. There will be a medical professional there, and a plan to get you to the hospital if it becomes necessary."
"It might be something to think about, Hazel," I told her. "You still have time to decide."
"When she's born, you're name is going to be on the birth certificate?" Hazel asked me for the hundredth time. "Even if she's, you know, definitely not yours?"
"She's mine," I stated firmly. "Ours. Regardless of DNA."
Hazel paused for a few moments before speaking up again. "Grandma says I should ask for legal protection. To make sure my daughter is cared for."
"That's smart of you, Hazel," Nicole grinned, wrapping an arm around the tan girl. "You have to put your daughter first. I'm sure Steven knows you're not suggesting he might go back on his promises."
"I do know that," I told them both. "We'll set up a meeting to get some paperwork drawn up. I was thinking of giving you a trust like Kayla has."
"Oh, you don't have to do that," Hazel gasped. "I mean, I couldn't accept..."
"Hazel," I interjected. "Documentation is necessary to establish you are independent. You need to make sure everything is clear: medically, financially, legally. In case anything happens. Your pride will never matter as much as your daughter."
Hazel swallowed. "That sounds... serious."
"It is," Nicole said kindly. "But serious doesn't mean bad. It just means being responsible and prepared. It means showing your loved ones you care what happens to them even long after you're gone."
I watched her while she processed everything that was said. Hazel looked young. Not in the way that meant weak or small. I knew Hazel was strong, knew she could handle herself. What I noticed was that Hazel was scared in the way young people get when they realize life isn't going to wait for them to be ready.
"Would this make you feel safer?" I asked after a minute.
"Yes," Hazel nodded. "I need to know that my parents can't take her. Can't force her to be cruel like them. I trust you, Steven, but I need to know that she'll always be okay. No matter what."
"Then that's what we'll do," I promised, holding her face in my hands and kissing her softly.
I knew the young women in my life were dealing with incredible stress. The challenges would keep coming, but we would meet them all together.
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday August 30, 2025
"You know," Anne Harrell began with a throaty voice, "I'm not sure I'd rather be called 'Anne' or 'Miss Harrell' when you're like this."
"Mm, thank you for teaching me to be a good girl, Miss Harrell," I purred while crouching naked in bed.
"That one I liked," my former cheer coach confirmed, holding my hips so she could fuck me with the strap-on dildo. "Though you look awfully slutty right now. I'm not sure if 'good girl' is a title you've earned just yet."
"Teach me, Miss Harrell!" I begged loudly, tossing my head back. "Fuck me like a slut!"
Anne was an incredibly sweet woman, but I had learned at my graduation party just how aggressive she could be in the bedroom. Her thrusts were relentless, her hips slamming into my ass as she gave it to me as hard as any guy I'd ever been with. Sex with Anne may have seemed rough and degrading, but it was about trust. It was about letting go and embracing our animalistic sides in a safe way.
"You are one sexy, little bitch," Anne growled, giving me a few hard thrusts. "You're a dirty," she slammed the fake dick up my cunt. "Little." Another hard pump. "Whore!"
"Yes! Fuck me, Anne! Fuck me, ah!" I screeched. "Ungh, ah, fuck, ah, me! Anne!"
My former cheer coach spanked me before pulling my head back by the hair. I was panting and grunting loudly as I felt my orgasm crash into me. Anne responded by releasing my hair and holding my hips so she could fuck me hard enough to cause a series of intense multiple orgasms. My tits were flopping around wildly on my chest, slapping each other as Anne took me roughly.


I felt my arms give out as my upper body collapsed on the bed, leaving my ass in the air. Anne gripped my butt as she continued pumping my pussy. It felt so good, I couldn't help but moan weakly as my raven hair covered my face. An involuntary gasp left my lips when Miss Harrell eased the fake dick out of my cunt.
"Come here, slut!" Anne growled, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me toward her.
Opening wide, I took the dildo into my mouth and eagerly sucked my own juices from it. As soon as it was clean, we worked together to get Anne out of the strap-on so we were both fully nude. Our tits squished together as we started making out, writhing on the bed with our limbs entwined.
Getting on top, I pressed Anne's boobs together and buried my face in her cleavage so I could slobber all over the gorgeous mounds. Then I kissed my way down her body until I got my face between her legs. Anne was soon the one moaning my name as I fingered and ate her to three orgasms.
We ended up lying together and making out again, with me brushing her dirty blonde hair out of her pretty face. She had been so rough earlier, only to completely change into someone gentle. Anne kissed every inch of my body, spending quite a bit of time pressing her lips over every inch of my breasts. I sighed happily when she returned the favor, licking my pussy to a satisfying climax.
"Fuck, I needed that," I sighed happily while resting in Anne's arms.
"You must get quite a bit of loving from those Slut-sisters of yours," Anne giggled as she ran her fingers through my hair.
"They aren't as good with the strap-on," I looked up at her with a smirk. "Except maybe Lexi."
"Hm," Anne hummed with a bemused expression.
"What's that for?" I asked, crinkling my nose cutely.
"This isn't my area of expertise," she began slowly, "but I get the impression you really did need that. Or, maybe you're craving the real thing?"
"It has been a while since I've had real dick," I let out a breath. "I feel like a slut, but I miss it. The strap-on is fun, but there's nothing like a warm, throbbing penis inside me. Plus, the strap-on doesn't shoot any yummy sperm."
"I can't relate," Anne laughed. "Never had real dick, never wanted real dick."
"To each their own," I shrugged.
"You know, you could get as much cock as you want, right?" she squeezed my bum. "You are incredibly beautiful. Stop traffic, make people forget to breathe beautiful."
"Thank you," I felt some warmth in my cheeks. "I'm trying to be more selective about who I sleep with. I've made a lot of mistakes."
"That makes sense," Anne held me tightly. "What about, um, your father?"
"We haven't done anything like that in a while," I said, my voice cracking slightly. "He'll hold me and we'll cuddle, but he doesn't respond when I try for more."
Anne took a minute to respond. "It is an... unconventional relationship."
"He didn't take advantage of me," I responded reflexively. "I initiated everything. Well, Lexi sort of did, but she was right; what I have with Daddy is special."
"I know you two bonded tightly after your mother passed," she said calmly. "Maybe he's feeling guilty? Most people wouldn't understand at all. In fact, they would probably want your father in jail."
"I don't care," I stated firmly. "They can mind their own fucking business."
"I don't disagree," Anne ran her hand along my side. "And I don't really know your father. I just know it's his job to protect you, to keep you safe. I also know what society considers wrong. Maybe he's struggling with that."
"You don't think it's because he doesn't love me anymore?" I asked quietly.
"I am completely sure that is not it," she insisted. "You should talk to him if it's bothering you this much."
"I know, I will," I sighed. "Just not tonight. I wanna relax and be happy."
"Okay, then let's talk about something else," Anne suggested. "I watched your entire routine."
My stomach flipped immediately. "And...?"
"It was great," she hugged me tightly, my boobs pressing against her side. "You made everyone else better. Your timing was solid, your transitions were clean, and there was no hesitation."
"You've always given me confidence. Thank you," I gave her a cheeky smile. "The Miss Harrell I know would have at least one suggestion."
"You're holding back," Anne said slowly. "Your moves were perfect, but part of your heart wasn't in it. It felt like you were concealing a small part of yourself, preventing you from fully letting go."
"I've been so focused on being perfect," I answered after a few moments. "I don't want to mess up or draw the wrong kind of attention. There were moments when I felt free, but it was still there. Still in the back of my mind."
"Everything that happened to you?" she probed gently.
"That, and fear about the future," I whispered. "That gang is dangerous. I only know some of the things they did to Lexi. They're all monsters."
"Well, they'll have to go through me if they wanna get to you," Anne growled. "You are gonna live a long, happy life."
"Thanks, Miss Harrell," I giggled. "And I'll do better about letting go when I'm out on that field."
"It's Anne."
I felt relaxed as Anne held me. Without realizing it, my hand was lightly caressing her bare breast. Eventually I moved my mouth lower, slurping a nipple into my mouth. Anne moaned my name, holding my head to her tit as she squirmed beneath my touch. My hand found hers, our fingers lacing.
~Ashley Bartlett~
Saturday August 30, 2025
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum!" Josh warned, his hands buried in my blonde hair. "Ashley!"
"Mm, mm, mmhmm!" I moaned, looking up at him and nodding with his cock in my mouth, urging him to cum. "Mm, gak, gak, mm, mm!"
The first jet of warm semen caught me on the down stroke, making me cough slightly. Pulling back, I sucked hard on the tip as gooey cum covered my tongue. My throat contracted as I swallowed the first mouthful down into my belly where it belonged. Bobbing my head several times, I sucked out every last drop.
"Wow," Josh leaned his head back and let out a breath. "Wow."
"Thank you, baby!" I giggled, hopping to my feet and putting my boobs away. "Zip it up, we have a party to get back to!"
I had sobered up quite a bit, but I was still giggly as we traveled through the stone manor. I could feel the energy again the instant we got back to the main party areas. Music was pounding through the walls, like the mansion had its own heartbeat. Grinning, I grabbed Josh's hand and pulled him along. There were people I'd seen earlier, as well as new arrivals. People were dancing in groups or as couples. There were drinking games going on everywhere.
Lexi was still at the poker table, and from the looks of things, she was just about done destroying those guys. There were empty shot glasses beside her and I could tell she was definitely drunk. That apparently didn't diminish her skills. Only Brent Calloway was left, looking down at his cards while his girlfriend encouraged him. His stack of chips was much, much smaller than Lexi's.
"Holy shit," I laughed, approaching the table. "You rob a bank while we were gone?"
"Please," Lexi scoffed, not looking away from Brent, "banks actually protect their money."
One of the guys who had been eliminated groaned. "I don't know how she does it."
"Beautiful and terrifying," another guy added, placing a shot in front of her.
Lexi downed the shot in one gulp before smacking her lips and placing a few of her chips in the center. "Raise. I believe this will put you all in."
"Fine, call," Brent growled, pushing his remaining chips toward the center.
Josh's friend Ian knew poker, so I think my boyfriend was aware of the basics. He looked impressed when Brent revealed his cards. Moments later he gasped when Lexi turned hers over. The guys all groaned as Lexi dragged all the chips toward her and crowed her victory.
"Should I be impressed or concerned?" I looked at Lexi.
"Both," the redhead replied. "Definitely both."
Brent sighed theatrically before grabbing the envelope containing everyone's buy-in money. He handed it to Lexi, who shamelessly pulled it out and started counting. She started separating the bills into piles and, to everyone's shock, returned it to the guys she had just beaten. Lexi even took the time to call over Kyle Baker and give him his cash.
"The fuck was that?" I asked as Lexi got up after another shot and followed us.
"Poker is fun," Lexi hiccuped. "Beating guys who think I'm just a helpless chick is more fun. Taking money from people is not fun."
"They did make the bets," Josh pointed out as we moved through the crowd.
"Sure, but I don't need their money. Uurp!" Lexi belched. "I hate money. It makes people assholes and shitheads."
"I think those are the same thing," I giggled. "And where's this coming from?"
"People with money feel entitled, people without it get desperate and do bad things," Lexi snagged a red plastic cup from a table and took a sip. "Steven's the only exception. Another reason I love him."
"We're all young, we've never really had to worry about bills," Josh commented while Lexi drank. "It's odd to see you hate money so much."
"Money sucks big, hairy balls," Lexi stated, her cheeks slightly red. "Wanna know how much Keith charged to butt-fuck me?"
"Uh..." Josh trailed off.
"Then there's the gangs that form when people who have nothing fight over scraps," the redhead continued, her passion growing. "The worst of the worst end up in charge, and girls like me turn into party favors."
"Uh..." Josh stammered.
"Lexi, rich guys do that too," I reminded her. "They even have islands sometimes."
"That's the entitlement part," Lexi replied quickly, giving me an annoyed look. "You also suck balls."
"Okay, I think that's enough," I moved to take the beer from Lexi.
"You're drunk, too," Lexi grumbled, turning away from me and taking another sip.
"It's mostly worn off," I reasoned with an eye roll. "Let's just not talk about stuff like that right now, okay?"
"Fine," the redhead drank the rest of the cup. "Just don't judge me for hating money."
"It does make people do bad things, but it doesn't make them, you know, rape," Josh winced as we found a quiet corner, making sure no one overheard.
"It's not about sex, it's about power," she immediately explained. "No money makes you feel powerless. Having power over a woman makes you feel strong again." Lexi looked at Josh with red eyes. "Duh."
Hey," Marcia's voice announced her arrival. "Found you."
"There she is," I grinned at Marcia, happy for the subject change. "Still people-watching?"
"Yeah, and I was talking to Dan for a while," Marcia answered.
"He shoot his shot?" I asked, waggling my eyebrows.
"Nah, we actually had a nice talk," Marcia smiled.
"He must be happy about scoring the winning touchdown," Josh commented.
"Mostly," Marcia shrugged. "I think he's still learning a lot about himself. He's not the same guy from Kayla's party."
"Two pumps and he came on my butt," Lexi hiccuped.
"Lexi!" I hissed, glaring at her. "We don't say stuff like that."
"PHOENIXES!" someone screamed.
"PHOENIXES!" a few voices echoed in response.
I raised my cup, yelling with them, letting myself fall right back into the party scene. The alcohol had completely removed what little filter Lexi had, so I was glad for the distraction. Only fun topics for the rest of the night; the party was amazing and I knew everything was going to end perfectly.
And then I saw her. I froze. Completely. My eyes were wide as I looked across the room. She was there. No. No, she couldn't be. She was. She was near the far side of the living room, half-hidden behind a group of guys who were too old to be at a college party. That face, that figure, those eyes. A mirror image.
"No,"I muttered under my breath.
"What?" Josh asked, leaning in.
I didn't answer because I was still staring. I was hoping I was wrong, but there was no mistaking her. She was there. I recognized the girls with her as well; friends of hers for years and years. Why the fuck had they come here? How did they even know to come?
"Ashley, what's going on?" Marcia frowned, turning her head to follow my gaze.
"Wait," Lexi leaned forward, swaying slightly. "Is that- Uurp!"
"What the FUCK is she doing here?" I snapped as Josh and Marcia gasped in realization.
"Okay, we need to handle this carefully," Marcia kept her voice evening.
"Ash-" Josh reached for me.
Too late. I was already moving.
"MELISSA GRACE BARTLETT!" I screeched at the top of my lungs as I shoved my way through the crowd, not caring who was watching. "Just what the FUCK do you think you're doing?!"
My baby sister turned, her eyes wide as she gave me an "oh shit" look. "Oh. You're here."
"Yes, I'm here!" I shouted, grabbing her arm. "This is a college party; I go to college. What's your excuse?"
"Oh, my God," Melissa groaned. "Are you serious right now?"
"Yes, I'm fucking serious!" I snapped, stepping into her personal space. "Answer the question. Why are you here?"
Her four girlfriends went quiet immediately. Good.
"We're just hanging out," Chloe said quickly, like she could smooth things over with a smile. "It's not a big deal-"
"It's a very big deal," I cut her off without looking at her, my eyes staying locked on Melissa. "You're at a college party. In a house full of drunk idiots. You're in way over your head!"
"I'm a sophomore, Ashley," Melissa rolled her eyes. "I'm not a child."
"You're fifteen; that's a child!" I growled.
"I'll be sixteen in two months!" Naomi spoke up.
"Yeah, not helping," I glanced at her briefly before returning my attention to Melissa. "Have you been drinking? Breathe on me."
"Ashley!" Melissa exclaimed angrily.
"Breathe. On. Me," I snarled, getting right in her face. Her breath didn't smell like booze, but I immediately used two fingers to open her eye. "Are you high? Did you take anything?"
"Stop it! Get off me!" Melissa swatted my hand away. "I'm sober! We all are! We aren't looking for a date or anything, we just wanted to dance and know what college is about."
"This is a house party, we aren't even on campus," I rolled my eyes. "And bullshit. You came here to drink."
"Oh, please," Violet scoffed. "Like you've never done anything like this."
"Not when I was fifteen!" I exclaimed.
"Ash..." Josh's voice came from behind me in a small warning.
People were staring. I gave absolutely zero shits. "Do you have any idea what's happened on campus lately? You don't know how to be safe."
"I'm responsible!" Melissa argued. "Unlike you, I'm top of my class!"
"Not by much," Priya added quietly.
"Do Mom and Dad even know where you are right now?" I hissed, ignoring Priya.
"You're such a fucking hypocrite!" Melissa yelled, causing voices nearby to fall silent. "How many times did you crawl home drunk at three in the morning? I covered for you! I helped you in the bathroom when you were sick. I didn't get mad when you threw up on me, or the one time I let you sleep in my bed and you peed!"
"I am so happy I know that now," Lexi giggled from somewhere behind me.
"Quiet, you," I hissed. "At least Marcia is on my side."
"She is, but she also thinks maybe we should have this argument somewhere else," Marcia said from behind me.
"You moved out!" Melissa shrieked at the top of her lungs. "You left! You left me! You get to do whatever the fuck you want, whenever you want. I'm just supposed to sit at home and what, miss you?"
For a moment, I didn't have a response. I hadn't been expecting that. My mouth opened and closed several times as people started moving, shifting closer to form that circle that always appeared when something interesting was going on. Great. Just what I didn't need.
"We didn't come here to get yelled at," Priya said, her voice tight. "We were just going to stay for a little while and-"
"And what?" I cut her off. "Have a drink? Two? Lose track of each other? Just one of you wanders off from your little group and who knows what could happen! You think everyone here has good intentions?"
"I rarely have good intentions," Lexi hiccuped.
Naomi's eyes flicked past me, toward something over my shoulder. I could hear some movement behind me, but I knew it was just more people trying to get a look at the argument. They were probably annoyed their drinking and dancing was being interrupted.
Melissa crossed her arms. "We can handle ourselves."
"No, you can't," I said immediately. "Not here."
"God, you're so dramatic," Chloe muttered, looking even smaller than usual.
"Am I?" I shot back, jabbing a finger at Naomi. "Ask her what happened to her sister's friend at one of these parties!"
Naomi winced, nervously rubbing her arm as she looked away. She was more outgoing than Noelle. The younger girl's blonde hair was dyed with blue streaks. What I had said was cruel, especially knowing Noelle was still struggling with her friend's death and her own drug addiction. Still, it needed to be said. Naomi wasn't taking things seriously.
The noise hadn't stopped around us, but it had changed. People weren't partying; they were watching. Over Melissa's shoulder I caught a glimpse of movement. A guy I didn't recognize with a buzz cut. He wasn't laughing. He looked angry, and maybe a little scared. I briefly followed his gaze and realized he was looking at Kelsey and Klarissa as they spoke to a couple of other guys I didn't know.
"Nothing is going to happen," Melissa said firmly. "That psycho is gone. There's a college party every night in this town."
The young guy with the buzz cut made his way over to Kelsey and Klarissa. Kelsey's face went pale and she looked like she was going to faint. Or throw up. Kelsey took a step back as she clung to her older sister. They were too far away, I couldn't hear them. I definitely noticed when buzz cut guy reached out and caught Kelsey's wrist.
"Hey!" Dan shoved through the crowd, yelling loud enough for me to hear. "Get the fuck away from her!"
"You don't get to control me," Melissa stated firmly. "You left. You don't get to come back and act like you're in charge."
"I'm your sister!" I shot back, distracted as I saw buzz cut turn.
"Then act like it!" she demanded. "Because right now, you're just embarrassing me!"
Something flashed in buzz cut guy's hand as he pulled away from Dan. Kelsey jerked back and screamed, turning heads. Then I saw it. Blood. Not a lot, but it was running down Dan's forearm. A few more screams as buzz cut stepped back like he hadn't expected that either.
"What the hell did you do?" one of the guys near him shouted.
Buzz cut turned to Kelsey again, a snarl on his face. She moved. Fast. The crackle of a taser snapped through the air. Buzz cut guy jerked, dropping whatever he was holding as his body locked up and collapsed hard. He twitched on the floor as another guy yelled.
All hell broke loose.
People were shouting, moving. Someone was crying, and I heard the sounds of multiple chairs scraping. A flash of red whizzed by me, and I turned to see Lexi shoot forward like a missile, rage written all over her face. It wasn't like when she was annoyed with Hazel; it was a level of wrath I'd never personally seen from her.
"Lexi!" Josh grabbed for the redhead, missing her by inches.
Buzz cut guy was trying to stand, wincing as he dealt with the aftereffects of being hit with a taser. Lexi reached him before he could get up. Every man in the room winced in unison as her foot came down hard on his crotch, resulting in an inhuman wail. Marcia and Josh caught up with Lexi, dragging the redhead away before she could attack further.
"Someone call 911!" a voice shouted.
Dan was holding his wounded arm as a couple of people rushed to help him. "It's not deep!" someone said quickly. "It's not deep."


I turned and saw my sister's face was white with terror. "Okay, time to go."
No one said anything as we left Kensington Manor. Dan was taken care of and the asshole was disarmed. Everyone else was fine, so the responsible choice was for me to get my sister and her friends out of there. Emily Greene agreed with me, rushing to catch up with us and stay with her brother. Our eyes met briefly, each of us giving the other a nod of respect. Respect to a fellow big sister.
The music from Drew's mansion faded, only to be replaced by something much worse. Sirens. They were getting closer. Melissa stayed beside me, scared to be more than a few feet away from me. Good. I didn't trust my voice, but I had quite a bit to say to her.
Lexi was fuming as we walked down the street, stomping along as she struggled to stay in a straight line. The alcohol and stress finally overwhelmed her, forcing Lexi to stop and throw up. A few minutes later, we realized she disappeared again to pee behind some bushes. I was grateful the alcohol in my system was mostly-gone, leaving me with just a very light buzz.
We were lucky that the Thomson Mansion was within easy walking distance. Melissa and her friends had paid for a ride to the party while Emily had come in a friend's car. The familiar gate soon came into view, closed for the night like usual. I punched in the code without thinking, letting out a sigh of relief when all ten of us were safely inside.
The house was dark and quiet. Too quiet. The kind of quiet that made everything from ten minutes ago feel like a dream. It couldn't have been real. It was after midnight, so I wasn't surprised everyone was in bed. I sent texts to everyone in the house. Unsurprisingly, Hazel was awake and agreed to bring everyone downstairs.
Steven rushed into the living room wearing a robe, his expression alert as he took in the group. Girls, all pale and shaken. Nine women and Josh; who was also pale and shaken. He didn't know my sister's friends, but he still looked at them with the same concern he showed the rest of us.
"What happened?" Steven asked, already moving our way.
"Not here," I said quickly.
"Everyone's okay," Marcia added. "We just need a minute."
He looked at Marcia, then at me, finally Lexi. He nodded. "Okay, how about I get you all something to drink?"
"Thank you," Emily spoke up. "I think we're all a little shaken."
"I'll go," Nicole offered, touching Steven's arm. "You stay here with them."
"Let me help," Emily offered, following the elder redhead.
Hazel and Kayla were there too, standing in the doorway while wrapped up in robes. Kayla looked tired, but Anne Harrell wasn't with her; she must have left earlier. With her arms crossed over her chest, Hazel's robe was pulled tight enough to make her pregnancy obvious.
I gave them both a small shake of my head. They understood. Not yet.
"So, introductions," I said, pointing toward the blonde with blue streaks in her hair. "Naomi." Then girl with curly brown hair. "Violet." The small perky blonde. "Chloe." The cute Indian-American. "Priya." Finally, I gestured with my chin toward my mirror image. "You know my sister, Melissa."
"Your baby sister, I remember," Steven smiled, the meaning behind his words clear.
"We found them at the party," Marcia explained for me.
"I guessed as much," he said while the five high school girls stood together, arms crossed and heads down. "Where do their parents think they are?"
All five of the sophomore girls pointed to a different girl in their group.
Steven nodded his understanding. "Classic."
Sirens sounded in the distance, making all of us fall silent for a moment. I could tell Steven wanted to ask, and I appreciated when he chose not to. Instead he invited everyone to sit down and relax. Nicole and Emily returned with drinks, passing them out to the girls. Lexi downed half her water, clearly still drunk.
The sophomores clustered awkwardly around a couple of couches. Chloe was already crying quietly. Priya kept pushing her hair behind her ears over and over again, while Naomi just stared at her water bottle with unfocused eyes. Violet turned her phone over in her hand, her leg shaking with nerves. Melissa stood beside the couch, arms crossed as she looked at the floor.
"I don't want to put pressure on anyone," Steven began slowly, "but those are sirens. I'm not asking for details, but I need some idea of what happened."
"I'd like some answers, too," Emily added. "I didn't see much."
"Everything was fine," Marcia sighed. I was grateful she was speaking up so I didn't have to. "The party was good, we were having fun. Lexi beat some guys at poker, we all danced. Then Ashley saw Melissa."
"That explains why you're here, but not the sirens," Steven frowned.
"Ashley and Melissa were yelling at each other," Marcia continued. "While that was happening, we noticed a couple of guys bothering Kelsey and her sister. Kelsey's, well, you remember, right?"
"Yes, I remember," his face tightened.
Marcia opened her mouth to continue, a few tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. "I..."
"There was another guy who went over to them," Josh continued. "I sort of recognized him, but I'm not sure... anyway, Kelsey got really upset. Then Dan went over to get the guy away from her. I don't think the guy meant to do it, but he swiped at Dan with a knife and cut his arm."
"Then Kelsey used a taser on, ah, whoever that guy was," Ashley frowned. "I know him from somewhere, too."
"Tyler Montrose," Lexi interjected, fire in her eyes. "He was in our year in high school, but got expelled in his junior year."
"Tyler is..." Steven trailed off, his eyes widening in understanding.
"One of the five others on trial with Keith and David," Kayla finished for him. "Only Keith is still in jail, the others all made bail."
"Wait, what?" Chloe looked up from the couch.
"A group of guys did a very bad thing at a party a few months ago," Steven said calmly. "There's a trial coming up. One of them, Keith, escalated things and had his bail revoked. That's probably all that needs to be said."
"Um, okay," Chloe mumbled, shaking slightly. The small girl was terrified.
"Are we going to have to talk to the police?" Violet asked in a small voice.
"I don't think so," Steven said. "I'm sure there were plenty of other witnesses. You weren't involved in the confrontation, you should be fine."
"Uh..." Lexi sheepishly raised her hand. "I might have gotten involved." The redhead then placed her thumb and forefinger an inch apart. "Just a bit."
Steven closed his eyes and let out a long breath. "What does that mean?"
Lexi hiccuped and looked away, so I spoke for her. "She ran up to the guy while he was down and, ah, kicked him. Once! Just once!"
"I saw an opportunity and took it," Lexi shrugged.
"Okay," Steven shook his head. "Let's just pretend that never happened. I'll call Sarah and see if she's heading over."
"Sarah?" Priya asked when Steven stepped out to make his call.
"A detective Daddy knows," Kayla explained.
"Sarah..." Naomi trailed off with a frown on her face. "Sarah McLorn?"
"You know her?" Kayla
"M-my sister mentioned her a few times," Naomi explained. "Noelle said she's really nice."
"She is," Kayla smiled.
"Okay," I said, soft but firm. "Call your parents. Tell them where you are so they can come get you."
"No," Melissa said immediately.
I looked at her. "No?"
"Our parents will freak out!" she snapped. "Why can't we just stay here and go home in the morning? They won't ever know."
"Yes, they will," I stated firmly. "They're going to know, and you're going to tell them."
Her jaw tightened. "I'm not calling them."
"You don't get that choice tonight," I stepped toward her, my arms crossed.
"You don't get to make that decision for me," Melissa snarled. The other girls just watched us, looking horrified at the idea of calling their own parents.
"I absolutely do," I informed her, my voice steady. "Because I'm the only reason you're not still in that house."
"You embarrassed me!" Melissa hissed. "In front of everyone! You grabbed me, you yelled at me, you treated me like a kid!"
"Do you even understand what happened back there?" I asked with a raised brow. "What those guys are on trial for? How they treat people?"
"I was safe; I was there with my friends!" Melissa argued.
"You were ten seconds away from getting separated," I said sharply.
"You don't know that," my sister mumbled.
"I do," I responded simply.
"You don't get to decide what's best for me!" Melissa shouted, stomping her foot and pointing at me. "I told you this would happen; I told you I was scared of you leaving. You did leave. You left me, Ashley. You don't get to leave and control me! It's not fair!"
"I didn't leave you," I said softly.
"You moved out!" she accused. "Your room is empty! Empty, Ashley!"
"I went to college," I whispered.
"You chose to live in the dorms," Melissa countered. "You could have stayed home and driven in every day."
"I need the experience," I felt my eyes welling up with tears. "I need to grow up."
"And I don't get to?" Melissa demanded.
"You almost didn't get the chance tonight," I swallowed weakly.
"You're overreacting," my baby sister mumbled.
"You don't know that," I told her. "I was scared."
"I love you, too," Melissa replied grumpily. "And I miss you."
"We text every day, but I know that's not enough," I said, the tears running down my cheeks. "How about I show you girls around campus one day soon?"
"We'd like that," Melissa nodded slightly.
"If our parents ever let us out of the house again," Priya grumbled.
"They'll appreciate that you called them when you needed help," I assured the girl. "It shows maturity."
"Or your attempt at protecting me will end with Mom and Dad burying me out back," Melissa grumbled.
"You are going to live a long, happy life," I told my sister with a small smile. "You have to: I might need a kidney some day."
Steven soon returned, letting them know the police would probably want to talk to them at some point. Sarah promised to handle it delicately, and assured Steven none of them were suspects. They were more interested in those directly involved and just wanted statements from witnesses. He also told us that Dan was going to be fine and it was just a superficial cut, not even deep enough to need stitches.
"Hey," Marcia whispered a few minutes later, gesturing toward where Naomi was sitting and holding her phone. "She called. "Her mom and sister are on the way."
One down.
Priya was speaking in a low, controlled voice, her phone against her ear. It sounded like she was presenting a report rather than calling for a ride home. From the loud voices I heard through the phone, her parents were not as calm as Priya was pretending to be. The girl was strong, her lower lip only quivering slightly when she lowered her phone.
Chloe was sitting on the couch beside Lexi. The redhead had an arm around the younger girl's shoulders, whispering to her quietly. Lexi was going to make a great school psychologist one day. Despite being a brat sometimes, Lexi was incredibly insightful. And she had a big heart.
Violet sat stiffly at the other edge of the couch, staring straight ahead. I stood across the room with Melissa as she pulled up our mother in her phone. She looked at the contact for a while, likely gathering strength to make the call. Our eyes briefly met and I gave her a reassuring smile.
"Mom?" Melissa's voice cracked on the first word.
The first parents to arrive were Priya's. They were furious, barely thanking us for looking after their daughter before dragging her off. Chloe's parents were upset, but were sure to thank Steven for making sure Chloe was safe. Her mother hugged me after Chloe explained how I got the girls out of the party. Naomi's older sister hugged the younger girl tightly, saying how glad she was Naomi was safe. Their mother told the younger sister she was grounded until she was thirty-five.
Steven showed Violet's father into the living room. He was a tall guy with salt-and-pepper hair who looked to be a several years older than Steven. The man looked furious as he looked at Violet who was sitting on the couch and staring at the floor. She lifted her head and gave him a small smile.
"Hi, Dad," Violet mumbled. "It's Mom's weekend."
"She's at the house with your brother," her Dad answered. "I'll drop you off."
"You're not staying?" Violet looked at him sadly.
"I can't, honey, I'm sorry," he sighed. "Come on, let's go. The important thing is that you're safe. We'll talk in the morning."
"Okay," Violet said as she slowly stood. My heart broke as she shuffled toward her father and hugged him. "I'm sorry, Dad."
"We'll talk tomorrow," he hugged her back and kissed the top of her head before looking over at Steven. "Thank you for making su-" The man froze when he noticed Kayla, who had moved to Steven's side, her arms crossed while she stood in her robe. "I believe you're one of my students."
"Yes, Professor," Kayla nodded. "We've spoken a couple of times. Kayla Thomson. I'm in your Introduction to Criminal Justice course."
"Yes, I remember," the man nodded as his daughter stepped to his side. He seemed to be trying to sound casual. "I'm also your advisor since you're a criminal justice major."
"I know I need to set up a meeting to talk about my schedule," Kayla said before turning to Steven. "Daddy, this is Professor Quinn."
"This is quite the coincidence," Steven spoke up. "Nice to meet you, sir."
"Please, call me 'Scott,'" Professor Quinn replied with a smile. "Sorry to meet under these circumstances. Thank you. All of you. For making sure my baby's alright."
"We're glad she's okay," Steven inclined his head.
Professor Quinn put his arm around his daughter's shoulders and left with her after a few more pleasantries. My parents arrived not long after to pick up Melissa. Dad was mad. I could see it in his body language. Mom pulled Melissa into a hug, saying she was glad Melissa was okay. She also let my baby sister know she was in big trouble. Dad shook Steven's hand before letting me know he was proud of me.
I'd been so busy being angry at Melissa, I hadn't realized how scared I was until we were safely at the mansion. I kept thinking of what I could have done differently. I'd talked with Melissa about me moving out, I'd made sure to text her regularly. Maybe we just needed time to get used to things. Either way, I decided to leave with my parents and spend the night at home. Hopefully Melissa was exaggerating about my room being empty and I still had a bed.
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Red and blue lights washed over the scene by the time I reached Kensington Manor just before midnight. The stone manor was an imposing structure against the night, with towering spires and sharp edges. The emergency vehicles looked out of place, like they had appeared in a reality-defying nightmare.
The college party was over; the music was off and no one was drinking. Students milled about in clumps, wrapped in borrowed jackets as they stared or whispered. Many recorded the scene on their phones, chasing something they could post later. A few of them were probably live on social media.
A stretcher being wheeled down the driveway caught my attention. The EMTs weren't running, which was a good sign. Running meant urgency, panic. The large guy on the stretcher was trying to sit up. Even better. He'd soon learn that protocol was protocol, no matter how minor his injury.
I stepped out of my car and shut the door behind me. For a brief moment I stayed still, drawing in a breath against the pressure of my vest. The bruise on my ribs faded from deep purple to an ugly yellow-green over the last couple of weeks. Fading and healed were not the same thing.
My last vest had saved my life from the bullet, while the new one pressed in all the wrong places. It wasn't enough to slow me down, but it was enough to remind me it could. I made sure the discomfort didn't show on my face. A young, female detective always needed to exude strength. Otherwise I'd never be taken seriously.
I quickly adjusted my vest before heading toward the tape. My partner, Detective Adam Nielsen was easy to spot as he surveyed the scene: composed as ever, tie straight, expression unreadable. He took in the ambulance, the patrol units, the crowd, and the manor with a single sweep of his eyes.
We had both just gotten back to regular duty. I was out for a while because of my ribs, and Adam had to be cleared after the shooting. The gangsters were firing at me, but there still had to be a proper investigation. I was actually surprised Adam got his gun back so soon after killing Jacob Barlow.
"Another college party," he said when I approached. "I wouldn't have gone to so many in my day if they all ended like this."
"At least this one's not on campus," I replied, shaking my head.
I didn't add anything else. I didn't need to. I'd already seen how similar nights ended when they went the wrong way.
Officer Javier Gomez spotted us and lifted the tape so we could duck under. "Detectives."
"What do we have?" I asked.
"Male victim, late teens," Javier answered. "Knife wound to the arm. EMTs say he'll keep the arm and the attitude."
"Suspect?" Adam questioned.
"In cuffs. Knife recovered," Javier answered. "He got rough with a girl. Guy stepped in, caught the blade for it."
"Names?" I requested.
Officer Gomez's expression shifted. "That's why we called you."
I felt Adam straighten beside me.
"The victim's Daniel Mitchell," Javier began. "Football player. Freshman at CSUA."
I nodded once. "The suspect?"
"Tyler Montrose."
That landed. Not random or a drunken fight. Pressure. The trial was coming up fast with evidence stacked up against him and the others. If Tyler went looking for trouble here, it was because something was already cracking. After what he had done to those girls, I had no sympathy.
"Where is he?" I asked.
"Side patio. Boyle's got him," Officer Gomez answered. "He's agitated."
"When isn't he?" Adam grunted.
"Montrose or Boyle?" I smirked.
"Good point," my partner chuckled.
Javier didn't smile, his eyes on me. "Kelsey Aguila was the apparent target."
That hit hard. Kelsey. For an ugly moment the scene in front of me blurred. Different houses, different nights. Traumatized women, their sense of safety and justice in the world shattered. A body in a dorm room staring at me with lifeless eyes, another at the bottom of a stairwell. I shut it down and returned to the present.
"Was she hurt?" I asked.
"No," Javier shook his head. "Shaken up. A few guys were giving her trouble. I don't know the exact sequence of events, but Kelsey used a handheld taser on Montrose."
"Good for her," I nodded in approval. "The other guys?"
"Gone, from what I understand," Javier explained. "A bunch of people were able to leave in the chaos before we arrived to secure the scene. Kelsey's sister is in there with her now."
"Klarissa?" I questioned. Another name I knew.
"Both inside," Officer Gomez confirmed.
If Klarissa was with her, Kelsey was more likely to stay grounded. I knew the younger sibling had a tendency to get overwhelmed and break down.
"Let's see Montrose," Adam said.
I moved immediately, with Adam falling in beside me as we headed toward the side of the house. The celebration after the first CSUA football game of the season had apparently spread to the entire house. Discarded plastic cups, chairs out of place, a table turned over, the patio door wide open.
Two officers stood near the edge of the patio, with Tyler Montrose between them. His hands were cuffed behind his back, and I could see the tension in his shoulders. Light brown hair in a buzz cut. He kept shifting from foot to foot as he breathed quickly. At only eighteen, he looked so young, but I quashed any budding sympathy as I remembered Stephanie and Kelsey describing his crimes.
Tyler looked up as we approached, his eyes narrowing in recognition. "You've got to be fucking kidding me."
I stopped a few feet in front of him. "Tyler."
He let out a short, sharp laugh. "Yeah, that's me. Guess I'm flattered you remembered."
"I remember," that was all I gave him.
Adam shifted at my side, posture relaxed but angled enough to cut off any attempt at running. "You wanna tell us what happened here?"
Tyler snorted. "Nothing happened."
"Someone's bleeding," Adam pointed out.
"He jumped in!" Tyler shot back. "That's not on me. I don't even know who the fuck he is!"
"You had a knife," I told him, stopping him for a second.
"It's not illegal to carry a knife," Tyler said, but there was less conviction in his voice.
"Depending on what you do with it," Adam replied.
Tyler shifted again, glancing toward the front of the house. Police lights, an ambulance, crowds. I could tell reality was closing in on him.
"This is getting blown way out of proportion," Tyler muttered. "I didn't touch her."
"Kelsey Aguila?" Adam questioned.
With a sharp inhalation, Tyler's eyes snapped to Adam before he turned to look at me. There it was. Terror. The fear of someone young who has finally realized the consequences of their actions may be something they can't escape. Something that could, and would, ruin the rest of their life.
"Tonight?" I asked. "Or the last time?"
"I didn't-" Tyler started, then stopped himself. His jaw tightened. "I don't have anything to say about that."
"You already know how bad things look for you," I said. "Tonight just made it worse."
Tyler looked at me like he wanted to say more. The words were there, pushing up, looking for somewhere to go. Then something shifted. A different kind of fear won out against his terror of prison.
"I want my lawyer," Tyler said, slamming the door shut.
Adam let out a quiet breath beside me. "That didn't take long."
Tyler lifted his chin, getting a bit of his attitude back. "Yeah, well, I'm not stupid."
I held his gaze. Up close, I could see the way his bravado was thinning. It frayed at the edges. His breathing hadn't settled and his shoulders were still too tight. He wasn't in control. Tyler wasn't thinking about me any longer. He was thinking about what happens next.
"You made a bad call tonight," I said before softening my expression. "There's no defense for what you did, but this doesn't have to be the end of your life. We can protect you from whoever you're afraid of."
"I'm not afraid of anything because I didn't do anything," Tyler snarled. "Lawyer. Now, bitch!"
"Get him out of here," Adam said to the officers.
They nodded, tightening their grip on Tyler's arms as they turned him slightly away from us. For a second, Tyler hesitated as he looked at me. There wasn't defiance in his expression, but something else. I could see it; Tyler realized he was in deep shit and he didn't see a way out.
It happened so fast. Tyler twisted himself free of Officer Boyle's grip, allowing him to tug his other arm free from the second officer. Ty bolted: hands cuffed behind his back, balance bad, judgment worse. He didn't come at me on purpose, he just ran blindly, bent forward like he thought that would somehow let him escape.
I barely had time to turn before his shoulder slammed into my side. Pain ripped through my ribs so fast the air flew from my lungs. My feet slipped on the wet grass and I staggered back, barely catching myself before one knee hit the ground. The agony hit sharp and sudden; too close to something I hadn't forgotten.
For a second I couldn't breathe. My body stopped cooperating, with every attempt to draw in air resulting in a savage fire in my ribs. There was shouting, but it sounded so far off. Tears instinctively flooded my eyes as I struggled to regain control. It was slow going, and I felt a presence beside me.
"Sarah," Adam's voice.
I looked over to see Tyler going down hard a few yards away. Two officers had tackled the struggling teenager as he cursed loudly. I put one hand on my ribs and forced a breath. It hurt, but I managed to get some oxygen to clear my head. Turning my face, I let my hair obscure my face in an attempt to wipe away my tears without anyone noticing.
"I'm fine," I managed, slowly getting to my feet.
"You sure?" Adam asked, looking like he wanted to touch me to help, but knowing better than to try.
"Yes," I said in a flat voice.
Behind Adam, Tyler was breathing hard as two officers pulled him to his feet. Any arrogance was long gone. All that remained was fear and adrenaline. He didn't struggle as the officers pulled him back, roughly encouraging him to start walking. When he noticed me, he dug in his heels.
Tyler's head jerked toward us "I didn't mean-"
"Save it," Adam growled. "You're making this worse."
I got to my feet fully and straightened my jacket before anyone could offer help again. Every breath I took still hurt, but the worst had passed. I couldn't wait to get out of the vest and put something on the bruise, but that was later. Until then, I had work to do.
Javier had come around, concern on his face. "Detective?"
"I said I'm fine," I snapped, harsher than I should have.
My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I almost ignored it for a second. Giving in, I pulled it out of my pocket and checked the screen. Steven Thomson was calling. A small smile crossed my face before I schooled my expression into something more neutral. Adam noticed, his face unreadable.
I stepped off to the side before answering. "McLorn."
"Sarah," Steven sounded controlled, but I could hear the concern in his voice. "It's after midnight. You're up late."
"We don't all have relaxing office jobs," I smiled slightly.
"Speaking of your job," he began in a light voice, "by any chance, are you down the street at the Kensington Manor?"
"I am," I replied suspiciously. "How would you know that?"
"My daughter's a cheerleader, remember?" Steven chuckled. "I'm well-aware of that party. The Phoenixes played a great game. Drew Kensington didn't get out clean, though; hurt his ankle."
"No one told me that," I said with interest. I still had to talk with the host. "Was Kayla at the party? Is she still here?"
"No, she didn't go," he answered quickly. "Lexi did, along with Ashley, Marcia, and Ashley's boyfriend. Ashley found her baby sister had crashed the party with some friends. They're all at the mansion. They're safe."
I turned slightly, putting more of the patio behind me. "How many?"
"The four I already mentioned, Melissa, and four of her friends," Steven answered. "The names I got were Naomi, Violet, Priya, and Chloe. Kayla is at the house, but she didn't go to the party."
Ashley had done the smart thing by getting the younger girls out. The Thomson Mansion was just down the street, and it was quite safe. A high gate, a responsible adult with money, and no chance of a drunk college idiot following them. The last thing I needed was a group of minors to worry about.
"They're alright?" I asked.
"As alright as a group of shaken college kids can be after seeing a knife," Steven sighed. "Melissa's upset, Ashley's holding it together. I'm going to make them call their parents to come pick them up. Unless you need to talk to them now?"
"They're minors, I'd need the parents anyway," I pointed out. "Statements can wait. They're witnesses. Get me names and I'll follow up tomorrow."
"Try not to be too scary," Steven teased. "Their parents are already gonna give them hell."
"When am I ever scary, Steven?" I asked playfully, finding myself remembering the feel of his soft lips and strong body.
"No comment," he laughed.
When I turned, Adam was looking at me again. It was a brief, thoughtful look; one that made wonder what was going through his head. I gave him a nod, disguising my smile. I was not going to give him anything to ask about. I'd bring up the witness interviews later.
"Sarah," Steven whispered, concern in his voice. "You okay?"
"I'm fine," I said automatically.
"Of course you are," Steven responded. "If you decide you don't wanna be alone; you're welcome any time. Kayla would love seeing you."
"Thank you," I swallowed, maintaining my professional appearance. "It's late. Get some rest. I'll text you in the morning. Remember to get me those names."
"I will," he promised. "Goodbye, Sarah."
A lot of the noise faded as we stepped inside. The music was off and no one was partying. A few students lingered in the foyer, speaking in low voices. One patrol officer was stationed near the base of the staircase to keep anyone from wandering deeper into the mansion.
I spotted them off to the right, in what looked like a sitting room just off the foyer. Kelsey Aguila sat on the edge of the couch, her hands wrapped tightly around a water bottle. Her shoulders were drawn in, like she was trying to make herself smaller. Her eyes were fixed on the doorway.
Klarissa stood nearby, arms crossed as she shifted her weight. She looked up when she heard our footsteps. Her gaze traveled from Adam to me, her expression tightening the moment she recognized me. We had spoken at a couple of crime scenes already; once because she was an RA on the floor of a murder, and again when the sorority girl was at a party and her friend was killed.
"Detective," Klarissa said in greeting.
"Klarissa," I responded evenly.
Kelsey lifted her head at the sound of my voice. For a second, I thought I saw some relief in her expression. It quickly disappeared, replaced by something more controlled. She swallowed weakly as she looked up at me.
"Hi," Kelsey said quietly.
I stepped into the room, keeping my movements slow and deliberate. "Are you hurt?"
Kelsey shook her head. "No."
"He didn't get that far," Klarissa spoke up.
"Good," I said before bringing a chair over so I could sit across from Kelsey. "You remember my partner, Detective Nielsen?"
Both women nodded.
"You did the right thing," I said. "Using the taser."
Kelsey blinked in surprise. "I didn't think. He just, he just grabbed me, and I... I just wanted him to go away. I wanted him to get off me."
"You got him off you," Adam gave her a kind smile. "That's what matters."
Klarissa shifted slightly, still watching me. "He shouldn't have been here. He knew she was here."
"I know this is hard," I began, addressing Kelsey, "but please, walk me through it."
Kelsey took a breath before starting her story. "They came up to me out of nowhere. Just talking. Asking questions. Where I'd been, who I'd talked to. If I enjoyed the game."
"Names?" I probed gently.
She shook her head. "I didn't know them. They weren't the other ones who, you know, hurt me."
We got a quick description of the guys, which Adam brought to a couple of patrol officers. They would canvas the area, but we suspected the guys were long gone. The officers also got instructions to ask if anyone might have caught the guys on a picture or video on their phone.
"I tried to ignore them," Kelsey said when we were ready to continue. "They weren't doing anything, not really. Then Ty showed up."
"They were circling her," Klarissa added. "Not touching her, but I told them to leave. Then Ty made it physical."
"Did Ty say anything?" I asked.
Kelsey nodded slowly. "Yeah, he said... he said I should think about what I'm going to say on the stand."
"What did you do?" I questioned.
"I told him to get away from me," Kelsey said slowly. "I was so scared, I could feel him touching me all over again. Then he grabbed my arm."
"That guy came out of nowhere," Klarissa continued for her sister. "I don't know him really, but Kelsey does. Dan. He told them to leave her alone. Dan didn't back down. Then the knife."
"I didn't even see it at first," Kelsey mumbled. "I just saw everyone react. Then the blood."
"Ty's the one you reported for threatening you before?" I asked.
"Yes," Kelsey confirmed, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Don't let him get away with this again," Klarissa said, her voice tight. "Please."
"We're not ignoring this," I told her.
Kelsey looked down at her hands, the water bottle trembling in her grasp. "I just wanted to go to a party and try being normal again."
I didn't answer that, there was nothing I could say. "I'm not going to take a full statement tonight. You've done enough."
Klarissa nodded immediately. "Thank you."
"Stay together," I added. "You two did everything right tonight."
"You're safe," Adam continued. "That's what matters."
We found Drew Kensington near the kitchen, sitting on a bar stool and looking like he wasn't sure where he was supposed to be. His ankle was wrapped and elevated as he spoke two a couple of his friends. He looked up the moment Adam and I approached.


"Detectives," he said quickly. "I didn't know anything like that was gonna happen. I swear."
"We know," I said, keeping my tone even. "You're Drew Kensington?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "This is my parents' house."
"That happened at the game?" Adam asked, nodding toward his ankle.
"Twisted it during the game," Drew grimaced. "It's fine, I just need to stay off it."
"Do you know Tyler Montrose?" I asked carefully.
"Not really," Drew shook his head. "I didn't invite him or his friends."
"How did he get in?" Adam questioned.
"No idea," he sighed. "People were coming and going all night. Happens all the time."
"Did you see Tyler talking to Kelsey?" I asked.
"I didn't really notice until things got bad," Drew sighed. "Tyler was down and his friends ran off."
"How many?" Adam leaned in.
"Three? Four? I don't know," Drew answered. "I didn't know any of them."
"You do know Dan," I said slowly.
"Yeah, he's a teammate," Drew confirmed. "He went in when I got hurt. Scored the winning touchdown. Dan tried to stop him, then the blood."
"Okay," I nodded.
Drew ran a hand over his face. "Am I in trouble for this? For the party?"
"Right now, we're focused on what happened to Kelsey," Adam answered. "We may need a list of everyone you invited. Texts, emails, social media pages, whatever was used to spread this."
"Yeah, I can do that," he said quickly. "Anything you need."
"Stay off that ankle," I told him. "And keep people out of the house until we're done here."
The crowd had thinned by the time we got outside. Most of the college students had been sent home or drifted off on their own. Several patrol units were still positioned around the perimeter, lights flashing steadily against the hedges and stone. The ambulance was gone. Tyler Montrose was gone.
Officer Gomez met us near the tape again. "He's on his way in. Boyle's riding with him."
"Knife?" I asked.
"Logged and bagged," Javier confirmed.
"Anyone get anything useful on the other guys?" Adam crossed his arms.
"A couple rough descriptions," Javier shook his head. "We're canvassing, but..."
"Keep at it," I said. "Let us know if anything turns up."
"Yes, detective," Officer Gomez nodded.
Adam stepped past the tape and started walking down the driveway. I followed, neither of us saying anything as we approached our cars. Glancing back, I took one last look at the mansion. A party had turned into a knife, a witness, a message. Something underneath was starting to crack. I would find out what, and it would help bring down that gang.
"He wasn't supposed to do that," Adam said, the light from a squad car reflecting off his face.
"The others kept it controlled," I nodded in understanding. "They circled and talked. No contact. Until Montrose."
"Exactly," he replied.
"They had a plan," I continued. "Lean on her, probably the others later. Make them think twice about testifying."
"And Tyler rushed," Adam finished for me.
"No," I shook my head. "He panicked. Kelsey said he was the only one from the group on trial. The others were just muscle for the gang."
"He's the weak link," my partner said.
"Maybe," I said, knowing I need to find proof of my theory. "Or maybe he's just the first one to show it."
"You still think Strulk's the answer," Adam said. It wasn't a question.
"Let's put Tyler in a room tomorrow," I suggested, ignoring his statement. "See if we can get something out of him before his lawyer shuts us down."
Adam glanced at me. "Adrian Blake won't let us get away with that."
Then we don't talk to Blake," I told him. "We talk to Tyler."
~Sunday August 31, 2025~
My apartment was dark and quiet when I arrived at just after three in morning. Closing the door behind me, I locked it and rested my back against it. Leaning my head back, I let out a long breath as I let the silence comfort me. No flashing lights, no voices, no movement. Just me.
I placed my keys on the table by the door and shrugged out of my jacket, hanging it carefully. The vest was next. I peeled it off slowly, the pain hitting the second the pressure eased. It was sharp and immediate; strong enough to make me stop and brace one hand against the wall.
At the scene it had been something I could ignore. There was nothing to hide behind without the vest or the activity of a crime scene. Pushing myself off the wall, I went to my bedroom and placed the vest onto a chair. Then I stripped down to my underwear, sighing in relief when unhooking my bra.
The bruise along my ribs had darkened again, looking ugly under the low light. I pressed my fingers lightly against it, wincing slightly. It had been getting better, but Tyler had brought the pain back. Grabbing an ice pack from the freezer, I wrapped it in a small towel before carefully pressing it against my side. It helped enough for me to relax.
After letting the ice calm my bruise, I got into bed and tried getting comfortable. I found Little Stevie, the stuffed blue bear Steven won for me, and hugged it to my chest. Steven, Kayla, the other girls; they were the first real friends I ever had. I closed my eyes and sleep came fast.
It was almost 11:00AM when I parked my car behind the station and went inside. A couple of officers offered me quick nods as I passed before returning to their tasks. Carlos DeLuca was at the front desk, glasses low on his nose as he flipped through paperwork. He glanced up when he saw me.
"Morning, kid," Carlos said. "You look like hell."
"Good morning to you too, Carlos," I laughed lightly, leaning against the desk.
Sergeant DeLuca smirked. "Long night?"
"I'm sure you already know about the night I had," I sighed, shaking my head.
"Yeah, Montrose is inside," Carlos confirmed. "Got in a few hours ago. Didn't say much."
"That tracks," I responded. "His lawyer show up?"
"Not in person," he shook his head. "But we got a call. Adrian Blake."
"Figures," I winced.
Carlos gave a low chuckle. "Somebody's taking real good care of Montrose."
Or making sure he stayed quiet. "What's his status?"
"He's fully processed and sitting in holding," Carlos answered. "Less attitude than last night, from what I hear."
"He burned through the adrenaline," I nodded once.
"Or finally figured out how deep he's in it," Carlos scoffed.
I pushed off the desk. "Let's leave him alone for now. No one talks to him without going through me or Detective Nielsen."
"Think he's gonna crack?" Sergeant DeLuca asked.
"I think he's realizing he doesn't have a lot of options," I said.
"That's usually when they do something stupid," Carlos commented.
"I'm counting on it," I agreed.
"I'll pass it along," Carlos laughed.
"Thanks."
Lieutenant Karen Douglas didn't look up from her desk when I stopped in her open doorway.
"Good morning, Lieutenant," I said, lightly knocking on the door frame.
"Morning, Sarah," Lieutenant Douglas nodded. "How are the ribs?"
"A little tender, but alright," I replied. "Thank you."
"Mm," she mumbled, writing something. "Montrose?"
"Yes," I responded immediately.
Karen Douglas finished the line she was writing before setting the pen down and leaning back in her chair. "I got the initial report. Knife, college party, some familiar names. You want to tell me there isn't a connection?"
"It's connected," I confirmed. "Target was Kelsey Aguila."
Karen nodded once. "Intimidation over the rape trial."
"Yes," I agreed. "Stephanie Bernardi is still in Massachusetts. The other girls who were subpoenaed weren't at the party Tyler is being charged for. The kidnapping's on Keith Strulk. David Cooper's got a few additional charges, mostly related to spreading naked images and videos of Kayla Thomson and Alexis Davis."
"Montrose wasn't alone last night?" she asked.
"No," I told her. "Witnesses put a few others around her first. They were circling her and talking, intimidating without contact. Montrose escalated."
"Lawyer?" Lieutenant Douglas looked at me.
"Same one for the rape charges; Adrian Blake," I answered.
Karen's mouth tightened. "Figures. That buys them time."
"Not much," I said.
"Good," she tapped a file once with her pen. "Trial's around the corner. Make this a clean case, but push on anything that might give us information on key players."
"Understood," I nodded. "I'm on my way to talk to the victim."
"Keep me updated."
Adam was working to see if anything useful was found at the scene while I went to the hospital to talk with Dan Mitchell. I found him sitting on the edge of a hospital bed in one of the curtained bays, fully dressed but looking completely exhausted. His shirt was wrinkled, his hair was out of place, and there were bags under his eyes. A thick bandage was wrapped around his forearm, and I noticed a discharge packet beside him.
Dan looked up when I stepped in, recognition appearing on his face. "Hi, detective."
"Good morning, Mister Mitchell," I replied smoothly. "I'm Detective McLorn. How's the arm?"
"You can just call me 'Dan,'" he said, glancing down at his arm. "It's alright. Could've been a lot worse."
"You heading out?" I asked, gesturing with a nod toward the paperwork.
"Yeah, they just cleared me," Dan shifted slightly. "It's been a long night."
"The ER will do that," I replied with sympathy.
Dan let out a quiet laugh. "Yeah. I might have fallen asleep between three and five, but I'm not sure."
"Been there," I smiled softly, giving him a few seconds. "Dan, do you think you could walk me through what happened last night at the party?"
"It was a normal party," he began carefully, like he had prepared what he was going to say. "Then it wasn't. Three guys were surrounding Kelsey and her sister. I saw a fourth guy show up and grab her. Kelsey. I went to high school with her. She look scared. I stepped in and told him to leave her alone."
"What happened next?" I probed gently.
"He shoved me," Dan continued. "Then the knife."
"Did you see the knife before he used it?" I asked.
"No," he shook his head. "Not until everyone reacted. Then I realized I'd been cut."
"Did he say anything?" I questioned.
Dan hesitated for a moment. "Not that I heard, but I could tell he said something to her before I got there. It was a loud party."
I immediately followed up. "Any of the others say anything?"
"No," he spoke fast. Too fast.
"Do you know anything else that might be helpful?" I asked gently.
"That's all I saw," Dan said quickly.
Narrowing the truth, not lying outright. He was holding something back.
I nodded once, as if I were satisfied. "Alright."
Relief flashed across his face for a brief moment.
Listen," I said, keeping my voice even, "you stepped in when you didn't have to. That matters."
"Someone had to," Dan shrugged slightly.
"Yeah," I replied slowly. "You alright getting back to campus?"
Yes," he answered. "My roommate is coming by."
"If you remember anything else," I added, handing him my card, "anything at all; you call me."
"I will," Dan nodded.
I watched him for another few seconds, then turned and stepped out of the bay, the curtain swaying behind me. Dan hadn't lied. Not exactly. He also hadn't told the entire truth. There was something he was holding back. Whatever it was; it mattered.
I checked with Steven Thomson to confirm the girls were at the mansion before setting out. The imposing structure looked as amazing as always; a staggering display of wealth and comfort. To my surprise, the gate was closed. Every other time it had been left open during the day.
After hitting the button on the intercom I was quickly allowed inside. I admired the beautiful front yard as I drove up the long driveway and parked beside the other cars. The massive front doors opened as I approached, and Steven Thomson stepped out to meet me.
"Detective McLorn," Steven smiled softly.
"Mister Thomson," I smirked at the formalities. "The gate isn't usually closed during the day."
"Always the observant detective," he chuckled. "Yeah, Daniel recommended we start keeping it closed for security reasons. Given everything that happens."
"Daniel Wright is your head of security, isn't he?" I asked lightly. "He used to be a cop."
"Yeah," Steven nodded slowly. "It's just a precaution. Hopefully."
"Right," I winced in sympathy.
His eyes flicked over me quickly; checking, making sure. "You look like you got some sleep."
"A bit," I shrugged, my face slightly warm. "I, ah, still have the stuffed bear you won me."
"He keep you company at night?" Steven questioned brightly.
"Perhaps," I felt the heat in my cheeks.
"Come on," he nodded, gesturing inside. "They're in the living room."
I followed him into the grand foyer, my eyes following the sweeping staircase up to the second floor. Rather than go upstairs, Steven led me through the first floor. Instead of the usual family living room, he took me to a much more formal living room with more expensive-looking furniture.
Marcia Moore was sitting in an armchair and sipping on a bottle of water. On a nearby love seat, Ashley Bartlett was next to her boyfriend Josh. Sitting on the couch was a woman who looked like Josh's sister. Finally, on the other side of the couch was the energetic Alexis Davis.
"You trying to impress me?" I asked Steven as I gestured around us.
"No," he laughed and shook his head. "I just thought this would be better for your talk. Do you know everyone?"
"Almost," I pointed with my chin toward the pretty blonde.
"Emily Greene," the woman spoke up. "Josh's big sister. I was at the party, too."
"No Kayla?" I asked.
"She's in the family living room with Nicole and Hazel," Steven explained. "They weren't at the party. They'll want to say hi before you leave."
"Okay," I smiled before looking around the room. "Everyone okay?"
"Yeah," Ashley nodded. "My parents picked up my baby sister last night. She was scared."
"I can imagine," I replied, taking the seat Steven offered.
Ashley let out a breath. "She shouldn't have been there in the first place."
"None of them should have," Marcia added.
"No," I agreed. "But they got out safe. That's what matters."
I gratefully accepted a bottle of water from Steven and took a quick sip before continuing. "I already reached out to the parents. I'll hopefully talk to the girls tomorrow."
"Be gentle," Ashley requested. "My parents might never let Melissa leave the house again."
"That's why my partner won't be with me," I smiled.
Lexi studied me for a moment. "What happened after we left?"
"Suspect's in custody," I said. "Victim's going to be fine."
"Dan saved the day," Marcia brushed her dark hair back behind her ears.
"You know him?" I inquired gently.
"We all do," Lexi answered immediately. "He's boinked almost as many of us as Steven."
"Lexi!" Steven admonished.
"What? It's relevant information?" the redhead shrugged.
"It really isn't," Steven sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose.
"None of you are suspects in anything," I said, changing the subject slightly. "This is just a quick check-in. I want to know if you know anything that can help."
"Not really," Ashley shrugged. "We didn't know anything was wrong. I was distracted by Melissa. Then everything went crazy."
"Same for you four?" I asked and they all nodded.
"They were all with that gang, weren't they?" Steven questioned carefully. "This was intimidation?"
"Most likely, yes," I admitted. "That gang has caused us nothing but trouble."
"No one here was at the party where Stephanie and Kelsey were assaulted," Steven continued slowly. "Although, the kidnapping trial is related. Do you think we're in danger?"
"I think keeping the gate closed is a smart decision," I told him plainly before facing the others. "Please be safe out there. Don't go places alone, and keep your eyes out. If you see anything suspicious, you should say something immediately. You all have my number, but call 9-1-1 if it's an emergency."
"Did you catch any of the guys who were with Ty?" Lexi asked nervously.
"No," I shook my head. "We're hoping someone recognized them or maybe got them in a picture or video."
"Did Dan know them?" Marcia spoke up.
"He said he didn't," I looked at the quiet girl with interest. "Why would he know them? Dan interfered when he saw Kelsey was upset."
"Oh, um..." Marcia mumbled.
"Marcia, if you know something it's important that you tell me," I told her seriously.
"I don't exactly know anything..." she trailed off.
"But?" I probed.
"I was talking to Dan at the party and he told me a few things," Marcia admitted.
"What kind of things?" I immediately asked.
"He just mentioned knowing a few guys with gambling debts and stuff," Marcia explained. "He said things might get bad with the trial. He also mentioned a girl."
"A woman he knows?" I questioned.
"Yeah, one he, you know..." Marcia shrugged.
"Boned?" Lexi finished for the quiet girl.
"Yes," Marcia nodded. "He said he heard she was having trouble with the gang, too. He wouldn't give me a name. He was planning to keep this stuff to himself, and I feel like a terrible friend for blabbing, but if anything happened to Kayla or Lexi or any of them... I just don't know what I'd do."
"You did the right thing telling me," I told her seriously, making a note to speak with Dan again. He definitely knew something.
"She's right, Marcia," Steven added. "This is important."
"Did he say anything else?" I asked.
"Not about the gang, no," Marcia shook her head. "We talked a bit about how he's been a nicer guy lately, and, um, his feelings for Kayla."
"Gotcha," I nodded slowly.
We talked for a few more minutes, but there was nothing else. I had already learned more than I expected to thanks to Marcia. The rest of the visit was social, with me accompanying the others to the family living room. I hugged Kayla, Nicole, and the pregnant Hazel, wincing when she accidentally touched my bruise.
"Shit! Sorry, sorry," Hazel winced, stepping back.
"All good," I smiled slightly. "It's getting better slowly."
"Can we see the bruise?" Lexi asked with interest.
"Lexi, we don't ask questions like that," Steven admonished. "It's rude."
"Maybe you don't," the redhead shrugged.
"It's fine," I smiled, feeling surprisingly relaxed.
I undid my vest and lifted my shirt so they could see the ugly splotch. At least, I knew it was ugly. They assured me I was still very pretty. There was a teasing suggestion for Steven to kiss it and make it better, which made me blush and cover myself.
Unfortunately, I had to check in with Adam, otherwise I would have stayed longer. Ashley, Josh, Emily, and Marcia had plans of their own. Steven invited me back that evening for dinner and family game night. The idea that I was invited to family game night was touching, and it took less effort than usual to convince me to agree.
Back in my car, I made a few calls to set up meetings with the younger girls and their parents for Monday. Then I called my partner to check in. Adam had spoken to a few of the other party guests and gotten a few cell phone videos. Our tech, Devon, thought we might have gotten an image of one of the guys with Tyler. It wasn't perfect, but it was our best shot since Tyler refused to identify his fellow gang members.
Starting the engine, I left the Thomson Mansion and headed toward my next destination. It was time to confirm my suspicions regarding the intimidation plot. For that, I had to talk to someone else; someone higher up in the gang's hierarchy than Tyler Montrose.
The county jail felt different from the station. Every door locked behind me as I was walked down the corridor, each buzz and click a reminder that no one moved around such a place freely. Not even police. We stopped at an interview room, the deputy opening the door and gesturing inside.


"He's ready," the deputy said.
"Thanks," I replied, heading inside.
He was waiting for me at the table, the handcuffs already off. I had asked about his visitors, his calls, his behavior; all in anticipation of this discussion. My eyes narrowed as I slowly inspected him, searching for clues. Every inch of him was deliberate; upright and still.
His eyes lifted to mine. "Detective."
"Keith Strulk," I commented, not sitting.
I allowed him to look up at me for longer than was comfortable. I wasn't there for a confession. I just needed a reaction.
"You want to wait for your lawyer?" I asked.
"For this?" he leaned back slightly, shifting carefully. "I'm good."
Sitting across from him, I placed my notepad on the table without opening it. No rush.
"You had a busy night," I observed.
"You must be thinking of someone else," Keith replied smoothly. "I've been right here."
"Your people haven't," I said.
His expression tightened for a brief instant. "I don't have people. I'm a regular guy. Some friends, acquaintances. A couple of ex-girlfriends. Some of them make bad decisions."
"Like showing up at a house party with a knife?" I suggested.
"Wow, sounds like someone has issues," Keith sighed in mock sadness. "I hope you get them the help they need."
"Tyler Montrose," I stated. "You know him."
"I think I've met him once or twice," he acknowledged.
"Funny," I said slowly. "You partied together a few months ago. You remember that party, right Keith?"
"I think you're referring to a party my buddy David and I went to with our girlfriends," Keith nodded slowly. "We met Stephanie and Kelsey at Ashwood Mall. I thought Stephanie was nice, but I hadn't realized she had so many problems."
"Problems?" I rose an eyebrow. "That's what you call gang rape?"
"Rape? I have no idea what you're talking about," Keith did a great job pretending to be shocked. "Look, Kelsey and Stephanie were more wild than we thought. We were just trying to keep them happy."
That's your argument," I snorted. "With the drugs you gave them?"
"They got those on their own," Keith argued. "Good luck proving otherwise."
"Interesting," I leaned back in my seat and crossed my arms. "Tyler seems very concerned with what might be proven at trial."
Keith's smile sharpened slightly. "People say lots of things when they're in trouble."
"He didn't say anything," I replied evenly. "Not yet."
That got his attention. "Why are you here?"
"Because Tyler wasn't alone," I answered. "The others talked to Kelsey."
I watched him carefully. "They were scaring her."
There it was. A small shift.
"Hey, people get emotional," Keith shrugged. "They panic. I'm sure everything would have been fine."
"Maybe, but I don't think so," I replied. "I think they were all supposed to be there."
His eyes held mine. "What were they supposed to do?"
I didn't answer right away, letting the question hang. "They were supposed to pressure Kelsey. No contact or weapons."
Keith adjusted himself slightly. "Pressure does interesting things to people."
Not denial. Not agreement. Confirmation.
"Mm," I nodded softly, smacking my lips. I was concerned Kayla or Lexi might be next, but I wasn't going to bring up their names.
"Trial's coming up," I eventually said. "Tyler's probably not the only one who's scared. And I'm not talking about his friends from the party. Who knows what information will be shared."
"You're building something," Keith said with a faint smile. "Careful, detective. You might start believing it."
"I already do," I told him.
Silence settled between us for over a minute. He knew what I was doing. "You ever think that maybe you're looking at this wrong?"
"Enlighten me," I requested.
"You think there's some huge structure, some big conspiracy," Keith explained. "And maybe there's just nothing but a group of friends, and a couple of girls looking to party."
"Looking to party? Is that what you were doing with Lexi and Kayla?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Don't blame me if a spoiled rich girl wanted to rip off her father and run away," Keith chuckled. "That girl's got a wild streak in her."
"Ah, so you were just helping her out. I get it," I nodded along. "Doesn't really explain why what she did to your, ah, manhood."
Rage briefly flashed across his face before he managed to suppress it. "All I can say is that I never did anything wrong or anything a girl didn't want."
"No one was looking for what you put those poor girls though," I snarled.
"Prove it," he challenged, leaning forward. "You raided my files. You've seen what Lexi begs for. It's quite disturbing. If there were a trial for some strange reason, I wonder if anyone on the jury will get sick just hearing about her activities."
"Perhaps you already know you're spending the next few decades in here," I looked around the room. "Nice and safe. Unless someone's afraid of what you know?"
Keith smiled again, but it didn't reach his eyes. "You better hope you can prove something."
"You too," I responded. "Pressure just keeps building. Eventually something breaks."
Keith sat back slowly, controlled as ever. "Then it's a good thing there is no organization. Otherwise, I might actually be in trouble."
I stood. There was no reason to stay any longer. I had gotten what I came for. Gathering my things, I turned and headed for the door. Then I paused and looked over my shoulder.
"Montrose is thinking," I said. "That doesn't seem to end well for those around him."
Keith didn't respond, but I didn't need him to. He hadn't confessed or slipped. He hadn't given me anything worth writing down. But he'd confirmed it. The gang was using targeted pressure. They weren't just drunk and stupid at that party. Tyler Montrose was the first to crack. And those who cracked under pressure made mistakes.
I met Adam back at the station to go over what I'd learned. Thanks to Keith, we knew for sure that it was an organized effort to intimidate a witness. We already thought it likely, but had to eliminate the possibility the gang members had just wanted to party and saw an opportunity.
Adam accompanied me to talk with Devon, who was sitting at his desk in front of his usual three monitors. Most of the photos and videos we got were useless; the other guys had clearly gone out of their way to not show up where someone was recording. More proof it was planned ahead.
There was one photo with some promise. A little over half the face was visible, which Devon hoped would be enough to identify him. We had a large guest list thanks to Drew Kensington, so hopefully someone would recognized the guy. As the three of us were talking, I noticed a young blonde officer approaching us.
"Detectives," Officer Renee Callahan inclined her head. "Devon."
"Hi, Renee," Devon grinned at the pretty, petite strawberry-blonde.
"Renee," Adam inclined his head.
"Montrose asked for you," Renee told me before I could greet her. "Specifically you. Didn't ask for a lawyer this time either."
"Interesting," Adam crossed his arms, a small frown on his face.
"When did he ask?" I questioned.
"About ten minutes ago," Officer Callahan answered. "He's ready whenever you are."
"Alright then," I inclined my head.
Adam and I made our way to the interview room. Tyler "Ty" Montrose sat at the table, hands clasped together. His cuffs had just been removed, but he still looked extremely tense and uncomfortable. Good. He looked up as we walked in; first at me, then at Adam. His eyes locked onto mine, uncertainty in his gaze.
"You asked for me," I stated.
"Yeah," Tyler swallowed. "Just you."
"And you got both of us; lucky you," Adam smirked.
Tyler's complete lack of attitude was new. I pulled out a chair and sat across from him. Adam took his usual place off to my right, leaning against the wall and observing. Watching silently. He gave Adam another nervous look before rubbing his hands together nervously.
"Is there something you wanted to talk about?" I asked, placing my folded hands on the table.
"I just-" he started before shaking his head. "I didn't mean for that to happen."
I didn't respond, letting him talk.
"It wasn't supposed to go like that," Tyler added.
There it was. I leaned back slightly. "You weren't supposed to pull a knife."
Tyler froze. "I didn't, I, you don't know what you're talking about."
"They surrounded her, scared her," I said. "No contact."
Adam shifted beside me. "That's not how drunk guys act."
Tyler's eyes flicked toward him, then back to me.
"That's how people act when they have a plan," I continued.
"No one told me to do anything!" Tyler snapped. Too fast, too defensive.
"I didn't say they did," a small smile tugged at my lips.
In the silence, I noticed Tyler's breathing pick up.
"They were doing it right," I explained. "Applying pressure with no physical contact. No escalation. Until you broke that."
"That's bullshit!" he shot back. "She... she wouldn't shut up. She was-"
"Scared?" I offered.
Tyler didn't respond.
"You grabbed her," I said. "Then you pulled a knife in a room full of witnesses. Witnesses with phones."
I let that sit for a few moments.
"You think that helps you?" I asked quietly.
He swallowed nervously. "I didn't think-"
I leaned forward when he stopped himself. "No. You didn't."
Adam spoke, calm and measured. "That's the problem."
Tyler's eyes snapped to my partner.
"You think your buddies are gonna stand behind you?" Adam continued. "That's not what they were doing."
"Wha-?" Tyler frowned.
"They put you in a position," I told him. "You made it worse."
"No one put me anywhere," Tyler said weakly.
"Then why were you there?" I asked.
No answer.
"You think you're the only one we're talking to?" I continued, getting his attention. There was panic in his eyes.
"We've got witnesses and footage," Adam added. "We know you weren't alone."
"They don't seem worried," I added. "You do."
"I'm not worried," Tyler mumbled.
"You should be," I said. "They're not going to protect you. They were only ever protecting themselves."
"You don't know them!" he shot back.
"You do," I pointed out. "And there's a reason you asked for me without your lawyer. You know we can help you."
"I..." Tyler trailed off.
"You're going to have to face the consequences of what you did," I told him plainly. "But your life doesn't have to be over."
"You don't understand!" Tyler snapped, his breathing uneven as his eyes flicked between us.
I pushed my chair back and stood. "Ask for me again when you're ready to help yourself."
Tyler didn't look up as Adam followed me to the door.
"You don't have as much time as you think," I added before stepping out.
The rest of my day involved making phone calls, sending emails, and filling out paperwork. Adam left the station to get himself dinner before coming back to work some more. I was done for the day, but decided to pull Officer Callahan aside for a minute.
"Hey, Renee," I approached the uniformed officer. "How are you doing?"
"Great. Thanks, detective," Renee smiled. "I heard you talked to Strulk today. How'd that go?"
"He was his usual arrogant self," I rolled my eyes. "Jordan wants to flip him, but I don't see that happening."
"You'd think he'd be less of an ass after getting his dick bitten off," Officer Callahan said, her eyes gleaming. "The perfect punishment for a rapist."
"Agreed," I nodded, arms crossed. "Too bad that didn't convince him to talk."
"Jordan's a good ADA; he knows Keith has information these low-level guys don't," Renee responded.
"Sure, but getting that information is another matter entirely," I sighed, shaking my head. "Anyway, random thought; you and Devon seem friendly."
"Really? Girl talk? From you? Finally!" Renee grinned happily.
"Don't get too excited," I smirked. "I was just going to warn you about mixing your personal and professional lives."
"Oh, you worry too much," Renee waved off my concern. "It's just a little harmless flirting. Nothing's gonna happen."
"Until everyone starts treating you different because you're a woman," I warned her. "We shouldn't talk about this here. Wanna meet for lunch tomorrow?"
"A social event with Sarah McLorn? Sure!" Renee laughed. "I've been working on this friendship for too long."
"We are friends, I just..." I sighed. "I told you before how I make sure to keep anything about my personal life out of the office. We'll talk about it more at lunch."
"Fine, fine," Officer Callahan nodded. "And I'll tone down the flirty smiles. Maybe."
"Gee, thanks," I huffed, gesturing at her standard-issue police blouse. "And how about another button?"
"Oh, okay," Renee looked down and reached down to undo another button.
"Up Renee, up," I told her.
"Right, got it," Officer Callahan nodded, closing the top two buttons her blouse.
Dinner at the Thomson Mansion was wonderful. The food was delicious, although anything was better than the microwaved meals I was used to. I never had any family dinners growing up in foster care, but I wondered if they all felt so nice. Everyone was welcome, there was joking and teasing.
There were six of us present, yet no one was left out. Steven, his daughter Kayla, the redheads Lexi and Nicole. Finally, Hazel, who was dealing with pregnancy cravings and having a little bit of everything. I politely passed on dessert, having already exceeded my calorie limit for the day.
After dinner we moved to the big family living room for game night. Lexi sat cross-legged on the floor, waiting for someone to bring out a game. Hazel sat on the couch, resting a hand protectively on her swollen stomach Nicole sat beside her baby sister, pulling her own long auburn hair back into a practical ponytail.
"What are we playing?" I asked.
"Something simple to start," Kayla said while looking through the games with Steven.
"How about this one?" Steven held up a smaller box. "We can play teams."
"They don't trust me alone," Lexi interjected.
"We don't trust you even with supervision," Hazel spoke up, earning her a raspberry from the younger redhead.
"I trusted her once, it was a disaster," Nicole glanced over at her baby sister.
"You're still mad about that?" Lexi asked with a giggle. "That was awesome!"
"Wait, what are you two talking about?" Steven asked.
"She was sixteen," Nicole started slowly. "Our dad was out on a date with someone who wasn't our mom, and our mother had gone to the bar."
"My lovely siblings had plans and left me alone," Lexi grinned proudly. "It was fine, I was used to being ignored. So, I had to find a way to entertain myself."
"You walked to the store and bought a fog machine," Nicole stated flatly.
"It was on sale!" Lexi reasoned.
"Mom came home and thought the house was on fire because there was smoke everywhere," Nicole explained.
"Only she was still kind of drunk," Lexi continued. "Long story short, she ran into a wall and nearly broke her nose."
"Wait," Kayla said when everyone stopped laughing. "You have a fog machine?"
"Not anymore," Lexi crossed her arms angrily. "I got kicked out, remember?"
"Didn't you go back to get your things?" Hazel asked.
"Some of them," she shrugged. "I think the machine is under the stairs in a box. I didn't think to grab it."
"That's too bad," Kayla said, looking toward Steven and batting her eyelashes. "Right, Daddy?"
"We don't need a fog machine," Steven stated firmly, holding up the game box. "And I pick Sarah for my team."
I looked at him with a small smile. "You sure about that."
"Positive," he gave me a playful bow.
Lexi made a gagging noise. "Oh, just go upstairs and fuck already."
"Sarah's hurt, remember?" Steven replied.
"Maybe you could be gentle," I suggested with a small blush, surprising myself.
"Now you're one of us," Hazel nodded in approval.
"Sorry, I'm usually not so forward," I coughed nervously.
My hookup with Adam had been the last time I had sex. It was a mistake; one I needed to rectify. I made sure to be extra-professional at work and refused to talk about anything even close to the subject. Maybe a round with Steven would let me fully put that bad decision in the past.
"That's not something you ever need to apologize for around here," Steven assured me. "I think I've told you that before?"
We set up the game and started playing. For a while everything was normal. Laughter, random conversations, arguments over rules. Lexi regularly tried to bend the rules and Nicole shut her down. Kayla and Lexi could both be quite competitive, and Steven was relaxed in a way I didn't see often.
Hazel and Kayla won the first game, with Nicole winning the second by herself. While playing, I heard fun stories from other game nights; the kind that translated into inside jokes only the closest family and friend groups had. Like the game we chose not to play because Lexi constantly tried selling her in-game children for money.
I found out that the energetic young redhead had a birthday coming up. Lexi would be turning nineteen on Saturday, September sixth. A mutual friend of theirs had a birthday on the same date, so Steven was having a big party on Saturday. Kayla would be away for cheerleading, but a lot of other people were going. I usually would argue, but I accepted the invitation to attend immediately.
"I should get going," Nicole said, getting to her feet. "I have to work in the morning."
"Wouldn't be a problem if you lived here," Lexi replied in a sing-song voice.
"First, it's not your place to extend that offer," Nicole raised her arms above her head as she stretched. "Second, no."
"Hmph," Lexi grumbled, getting to her feet and hugging her sister.
Nicole also hugged Hazel and Kayla before kissing Steven. Before I could protest, the elder redhead wrapped me up in a hug as well. She was careful not to agitate my bruise as she rubbed my back. She waved goodbye to all of us, grabbed her jacket, then headed out.
"I'm gonna go to bed," Kayla said, putting the last game away. "I have cheerleading at six."
"That's gross," Lexi made a face. "Bouncing around at six in the morning?"
"From the noises that come out of your bedroom, you do plenty of bouncing around that early," Hazel teased.
"Jealous?" Lexi waggled her eyebrows.
"No, and I'm also going to bed," Hazel rolled her eyes. "I don't have anything to do tomorrow, I just wanna lay in bed and watch TV."
Hazel and Kayla left for bed, leaving me alone with Lexi and Steven. The three of us sat on the couch, with Steven in the middle. He had his arm around the redhead, who snuggled up to him happily while watching television. Steven didn't reach out to touch me, but a big part of me wanted him to. We might have been friends with benefits, but I often made sure to emphasize that we weren't romantic.
"So, what are you planning to do with me?" Lexi asked at the end of an episode.
"That was a sad pick-up line," Steven chuckled. "You're getting lazy."
"I wasn't trying to initiate sex, dummy," the redhead giggled. "I was asking what your excuse to get rid of me would be so you two can play cops and robbers."
"Really?" Steven looked over at the coed.
"Hey, Sarah came to family game night," Lexi reasoned. "Not friend game night. Family game night. That was tame for this family."
"I think I can handle it," I spoke up. "I'm just not used to being so open. I spent most of my life keeping people away. I never had girlfriends to talk sex with."
"Well, we need to fix that right now!" Lexi exclaimed. "Spit or swallow?"
"Lexi," Steven admonished, stopping when I placed a hand on his arm.
"Swallow," I stated confidently. "Everyone knows spitters are quitters."
"Very true," Lexi nodded confidently. "Unless you spit it out over your tits to be sexy. Oh! Or snowball with another chick."


"The first one, sure," I giggled. "The second? Sorry, don't swing that way."
"That's a damn shame," Lexi leaned forward to look at me. "I wouldn't mind playing cops and robbers with you myself."
"I'm flattered, but I'll have to pass," I smiled lightly.
"Can't blame a girl for trying," Lexi shrugged. "So, are you just into vanilla sex? It's hard to imagine you really going crazy."
"Kind of," I scrunched my nose. "I don't do butt stuff."
"Your loss," the redhead replied. "Fuck, it feels so good to have a big dick rammed up your butt."
"Again; pass," I brushed my hair back. "Steven didn't tell you about me?"
"A little, but not enough," she shook her head. "He's too much of a gentleman."
"He's dating sisters, one of whom is twenty-two years younger than him," I pointed out. "And sleeping with, I have no idea how many other women."
"Doesn't stop you from giving it up," Lexi countered.
"Oh, I know," I agreed. "I trust him. It does stop me from wanting anything more than a friendship."
"Also your loss," she argued. "And if you don't like it in the bum, what do you like? Just missionary, lights off?"
"I, ah, I might have a bit of an exhibitionist streak in me," I felt heat in my cheeks. "I gave a blowjob in front of Stacey, and I really liked the thrill of possibly getting caught."
"Okay, now we're talking!" Lexi grinned. "You like being watched? Now that is interesting. And Stacey?"
"Yeah, Steven's assistant who he's also sleeping with," I gave him a look.
"Hey!" Steven finally spoke up. "Stacey initiated. Like every woman in my life. I agree, I probably should tone things down, and I have. I have rethought some things and am not thinking with my downstairs brain as much. I'm thinking about what's best for the girls."
"Well, that's a start," I leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"Also, Stacey is my Chief of Staff now," Steven told me. "She was promoted."
"Promoting the employee you're sleeping with isn't helping your image there, buddy," I elbowed him playfully.
"Sarah," Lexi stated, all playfulness gone.
"Yes?" I asked.
"I know you're teasing, but I also know you believe some of what you're joking about," Lexi said quietly. "I get it. I'm eighteen. Steven's forty. It's weird, okay? I get it. I'm not an idiot."
"I never meant to imply you were," I told her quickly.
"You didn't," she shook her head. "My point is that there's more to what goes on here than sex. Did you know that, when Steven's wife died, she was the only person he had ever kissed? Did you know he spent years without going on a single date while being a single father?"
"I know he's a good guy," I said defensively.
"You also know every woman he's with pursued him," Lexi continued. "Was it wrong? Objectively, probably. But everyone is safe here and, you should blame me, not him."
"You said it yourself; you're eighteen. He's forty," I countered. "He's supposed to be the responsible one."
"She has a point, Lexi," Steven interrupted.
"Shush, you," Lexi placed a finger to Steven's lips. "It isn't about sex. We girls sleep with each other out of love and bonding and trust. None of us are really lesbians. I... I know he's not perfect. Maybe he was weak in some cases, but you should know he literally saved my life."
"I know you were in a bad situation," I said. "I still wish you'd tell us more about what happened."
"I was drugged up most of the time and don't have proof of anything," Lexi shook her head. "He saved me. He looked at me and didn't see a used cum-dump. He saw a person. I don't think you realize how dark things were for me."
"I know Keith Strulk is a monster," I replied carefully.
"He drugged me up, he raped me, he sold me," the redhead hissed. "Steven got me out of that situation. In fact, come on, let's go."
Lexi stood up and offered us each a hand.
"Uh, okay?" I frowned, taking her hand.
Steven took Lexi's other hand and we allowed her to pull us to our feet. We went up the large staircase to the private family area. Lexi led us straight into the master bedroom she shared with Steven. It was massive; with room for a small sitting area, a desk, the large four-poster bed, Lexi's vanity, and a few other pieces of furniture.
"Lexi, she doesn't want to bond with you this way," Steven protested weakly.
"I didn't bring you two up here to have sex," Lexi released us. "Just sit, I'll be right back."
Steven and I sat on the couch while Lexi entered her walk-in closet. She rummaged around for a few minutes before returning with a couple of items. The first was a light-blue bikini. The second was an old notebook. It had some scribbles on the cover and the word "Math" in large letters.
"This is the bikini I was wearing that day at Kayla's Birthday Pool Party," Lexi explained. "The day he saved me. I keep it in the safe so it doesn't get lost or damaged."
"That's kind of sweet," I smiled softly.
"No one knows about this notebook," she said as she gathered her strength. "Not Steven, not Kayla, not my sister. No one."
"We all know you took math, Lexi," Steven frowned.
"There's not much math in it," Lexi rolled her eyes. "After school, I'd usually have to go to Keith's. Sit around naked, waiting to be used. Sometimes I'd write stuff down to pass the time."
"You never mentioned that," Steven observed.
"Yeah, well, I prefer to act like a brat to hide what I went through," she reasoned, flipping through the notebook. "Here, read this one."
On the page was a short poem titled "Inventory." The writing was sloppy, but it was heartbreaking. It showed a girl with nothing left. One who counted; no, waited. Someone who waited for time to pass, while not looking forward to anything. I knew she had gone through a lot, and was glad that Keith was behind bars. The piece convinced me an earlier theory was correct; Lexi knew a lot more about the gang than she let on.
"Lexi," Steven looked up at her sadly.
"Steven isn't perfect," Lexi said to me. "He made mistakes like everyone else. But he tries. He thinks about the feelings of others. He cares. Steven fell in love with a broken girl. I think we both had something the other needed. I reminded him of the hope of youth, and he showed me that not all guys are like Keith Strulk."
"Thank you for showing me this," I told her sincerely, handing back the notebook.
"You're welcome," Lexi nodded, taking the notebook and bathing suit back to her safe in the closet.
I sat in silence with Steven until the redhead returned.
"Okay," the redhead sighed. "How about I go find someplace else to go so you two can have your stress relief?"
"Or," I began slowly, deciding to take a leap of faith, "you could stay."
"What?" Lexi and Steven both looked at me.
"Not to, you know, join in," I said quickly. "Fuck, I feel like a hypocrite. You're just a baby."
"I'm eighteen; I'm an adult," the redhead reminded me. "I'm legal."
"This might be odd coming from a cop, but I believe what's legal and what's moral isn't necessarily the same thing," I let out a breath. "I'm so much older than you. I'll be thirty next year."
"You said it yourself: legal and moral aren't the same thing," Steven pointed out. "What society thinks shouldn't dictate what you think. What are you asking?"
"Fuck, hypocrite it is," I blushed bright red. "I just, you know, have the exhibitionist streak. So, um, if you want..."
"Are you inviting me to stay and watch?" Lexi asked with a raised brow.
"Yes," I admitted, feeling heat between my legs at the thought.
"Fuck, yeah!" energetic, bratty Lexi was back. "Let's do this!"
I found myself standing next to the bed, softly kissing Steven while he lightly held my upper arms. The kiss lasted for a while, with me nervous to make things more sexual. Shifting beside us made me break the kiss and turn my head, a giggle escaping my lips as I watched Lexi strip down.
"I think she's trying to make you more comfortable?" Steven offered.
"You know me well," the redhead laughed, her hands on her hips as she stood naked.
For the first time in my life, I got on my knees next to another woman. Lexi pulled Steven's pants and boxer briefs down before sucking him into her mouth. When he was fully erect, Lexi released him and held his tip, aiming it toward me. I blushed and leaned forward, taking him between my lips.
Steven got naked from the waist up while I went down on him, my eyes closed as I focused on my task. I knew Lexi would respect my limits and not touch me. She was wild, but she was also insightful and wouldn't pressure me. Lexi did help Steven step out of his clothes, leaving him fully naked.
Standing up, I again kissed Steven while he gently worked me out of my clothes. I was naked. Vulnerable. In front of both of them. The realization sent a shiver down my spine. Then Steven lowered his head and kissed my bruise gently. The fear went away, replaced only by lust.
Laying back on the bed, I planted my butt at the edge and spread my legs. Steven quickly knelt and took a long lick of my slit. I gasped and held his head as he licked me for a couple minutes. Then he got between my legs, his feet on the floor as he lined himself up with my entrance. A soft sigh escaped his lips when he buried himself in my depths. I grunted as well, feeling my girl tighten around him.
"Fuck, you're tight," Steven grunted.
"Mm, you feel so good inside me," I moaned. "Fuck me. Gently, but still, fuck me."
Reaching out, Steven held my small breasts in his hands as he started pumping my little pussy. Lexi pulled up a desk chair and sat down, watching us intently while rubbing herself. My hands moved on their own, grabbing my legs behind the knees and pulling them back, spreading myself open.
"Oh God, keep going! Keep going!" I groaned, the pleasure building. "Yes, just like that! Fuck!"
His hands on my tits felt amazing, his cock inside me was divine, and the knowledge I was being watched had me wetter than I'd ever been. My toes started curling as I arched my back, moaning and panting. My body tensed as an orgasm exploded out of me; one so intense my vision actually failed for a brief instant.
"Cum for me, Sarah," Steven urged, his balls slapping my ass.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" I gasped and moaned, a second orgasm triggering. "Oh my God, yes!"
Steven kept going, kept fucking me as I writhed beneath him. When I came down from my orgasm, I glanced over at Lexi, noticing she had two fingers inside her as she moaned. Her pale skin had light swirling patterns of freckles that I found fascinating. I wasn't sexually attracted to her, but the fact that she was getting off watching me was a huge turn-on.
A few minutes later, I felt Steven bury himself in me as his body tensed. I could feel each pulse of his cock as his balls ejected their contents. The warm fluid felt so good in my pussy, causing another tiny orgasm. When he was spent, Steven eased himself out of me and I felt my vaginal muscles convulse, causing sperm to leak out of me and run down my ass.
I had never been comfortable naked, yet somehow, I didn't mind staying that way after cleaning up. Sitting in Steven's lap on the couch, I kissed him softly while we talked. Lexi was sitting sideways in the armchair, her legs over the edge. She was equally naked and seemed completely at-ease.
It should have been strange. I never let anyone see me vulnerable. Yet I had let another woman see me orgasm, I let them see my injury; the proof I wasn't invincible. Maybe Lexi was right; there really was something special in this mansion. Steven wasn't right for me long-term, but I could definitely enjoy my time with him.
In my heart, I knew we'd still be close after I found someone to have a relationship with.
The moment was ruined when my phone started buzzing. I checked it and saw that Adam was calling. The shift was immediate. Open Sarah was gone and icy Sarah the cop was back. I quickly accepted the call and placed the phone to my face.
"McLorn," I said.
"We've got him," Adam Nielsen replied.
I moved away from the siting area, ignoring the fact I was still naked. "Talk to me."
"Devon got a clean image of one of the guys and I showed it to people at the party," my partner explained. "One of the party guests recognized him from when he got his car fixed."
"Name?" I asked.
"Cole Mercer," Adam answered.
"Background?" I questioned.
"Twenty-three, works at Ashwood Auto," Detective Nielsen told me. "Pretty clean on paper, but he's been seen around."
"Watching," I finished.
"Yeah," Adam confirmed.
"Sit on him tonight," I instructed. "Quietly."
"Already in motion," he responded immediately.
"Good," I nodded even though he couldn't see me. "I'll talk to you in the morning and we'll come up with a plan."
"Sure," Adam agreed. "Get some rest if you can."
"G'night," I ended the call.
Standing fully naked in the bedroom of the glorious mansion, I slowly turned my head to where Lexi and Steven were watching. I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity. Shaking my head, I was glad to finally have a break in the case. With two names, we could put them against each other until one gave up the others. Lexi, Kayla, Kelsey, the others. They would all get justice. I would see to that.
~Monday September 01, 2025~
I stepped out of the car, adjusting my jacket as I took in the building across the street. Ashwood Auto was nothing special; just one of many shops in town. Half the letters on the faded sign were burnt out, and two of the bays were open. I noticed one car up on a lift with an employee working on it, his tattooed arm moving with slow, deliberate precision.
"Ready?" Adam commented.
"Let's go," I nodded.
We crossed the street together, our boots crunching against gravel as we approached the open bay. The smell of oil hit first, then the sound of metal tools clinking. The guy working on the car wasn't Cole, so my eyes scanned the room until I saw him standing over to the side, wiping his hands on a rag.
"Office is on the side," Cole grunted as we approached.
"Cole Mercer?" I called.
A small frown crossed his face as he tossed his dark blonde ponytail over his shoulder. "Depends who's asking."
"Detective McLorn," I said, flashing my badge. "This is my partner, Detective Nielsen."
Adam gave a short nod.
"Didn't do anything," Cole said.
"No one said you did," Adam replied smoothly.
Cole shrugged. "Usually how it goes."
I stepped closer, keeping my voice even. "You were at a party at the Kensington Manor Saturday night."
"Open party," Cole responded. "People go."
"You weren't there to party," Adam added.
He tilted his head slightly. "You gonna tell me why I was there?"
"You stayed out of the crowd," I held his gaze. "Didn't drink, didn't dance, didn't hit on any coeds."
"Didn't look surprised when things went bad," Adam added quietly.
"I fix cars," Cole said, his jaw tightening. "I don't care about drunk coeds or their fights."
"Then why were you watching one of them?" I asked.
"Not alone," Adam crossed his arms.
"You're reaching," he said with a small frown.
"Am I?" I asked.
Silence. I stepped a fraction closer. Cole didn't move, didn't flinch. Something in me recognized it. The stillness and control, the build and stance. I'd felt it before. Gunfire. Concrete. The impact against my vest, sending me to the ground. I pushed it down.
"You knew something was going to happen," I said plainly.
"No," Cole replied calmly. "I knew it was a party to celebrate CSUA winning."
"Funny thing about footage," Adam smiled. "It doesn't lie."
Cole's eyes flicked to my partner, then back to me. "Then you don't need me."
"No. We don't," I agreed with a small nod. "But you might need us."
"What does that mean?" Cole asked, his gaze sharp.
"It means," I began, "we're still figuring out who was supposed to be there. And who wasn't."
"You think I was supposed to be there?" he frowned.
I didn't answer. I didn't need to.
Adam straightened slightly "You've got a job, Mister Mercer. People can vouch for you?"
"Yeah," Cole nodded. "I work."
"Good," Adam responded. "Stay easy to find."
Cole let out a short, barking laugh. "Not going anywhere."
"We didn't think you were," I smiled. "Have a good day."
Cole didn't respond, instead just watching as we turned and walked away. We didn't speak until we were back at the car. Sitting inside, Adam took a sip of coffee while keeping his eyes on the shop.
"He's controlled," I said.
"Is he?" Adam countered. "He confirmed he was at the party."
"He knew we had enough to put him there. He gave us what we already had," I shook my head. "No, Cole is no Tyler. Cole is smart."
"Smart enough to sell out if we get enough on him?" Adam suggested.
"Maybe," I pursed my lips. "Did you feel it?"
"Feel what?" Adam glanced at me.
"Nothing," I shook my head, not wanting to voice my suspicion.
"Well," my partner let out a breath, "we don't have anything to pressure him with. All we have is him standing near Kelsey."
"Right," I sighed, wincing as I adjusted in my seat.
Adam studied me for a moment longer than I liked, obviously noticing me still feeling the pain from being shot. "Look, ah, about what happened a couple weeks ago-"
I cut him off immediately. "That didn't happen. This isn't a 'we're not going to talk about it' thing, Adam. It. Never. Happened."
Adam held my gaze and nodded once. "Got it."
We drove back to the station and split up for the morning. Adam was going to take another look at the guys on trial and at Ashwood Auto. I had five brief interviews scheduled. It was time to talk to the young party crashers. They were minors, so they're parents would be joining in on our short chats.
Five statements. Five versions of the same night. The words were different, but the information was the same. It was nothing we didn't already know, and a lot of the conversations ended with me assuring their parents that the kids weren't in trouble. Legal trouble. I was informed that they were all grounded.
The interviews done, I sat at my desk to fill out some paperwork. So many people thought police work was a lot of action. It wasn't. It was mostly talking to people and filling out paperwork. If there was action, it meant things had gone terribly wrong.
while at my desk, I also exchanged texts with Steven Thomson.
Sarah: How's Lexi?
Steven: She's good. Back to her usual self.
Sarah: Seems to be how she operates? Bratty most of the time, and the pain sometimes slips out.
Steven: Yeah, pretty much. It's the only way she knows to survive.
Sarah: We'll get them, Steven. All of them.
Sarah: That entire organization should be in jail for just what they did to Lexi.
Steven: Thank you. I think she'll finally start to heal when this Keith business is over.
Sarah: I hope so. And I hope you aren't mad me for what I said?
Steven: About the age gap? Believe me, I get it.
Sarah: As long as you know it's supposed to be half your age plus seven.
Steven: Well, that means you're in my range. ;)
Sarah: Keep it in your pants, big guy :P
Steven: That really what you want?
Sarah: That is none of your business, sir.
Steven: I guess I'll just keep imagining that body all day at work.
Sarah: Fine. I don't care if you jack off at your desk.
Steven: You seem the type who would enjoy a mid-day session.
Sarah: Perhaps. Too bad I don't know any hot guys.
Steven: I'm wounded! :O
Sarah: So sad :( Get back to work and maybe you'll be rewarded someday. :P
In addition to Steven, I also texted with his daughter Kayla. I was really considering her a friend. It was surprisingly nice to have friends. I'd been alone for so long I had thought I would just find it annoying to maintain a friendship. Instead it was a welcome addition to my life.


I went to a nearby diner for lunch and to cultivate a relationship with another friend. The steady hum of conversation filled the room as I looked around for her. I eventually spotted her strawberry-blonde head in a booth near the window. Renee Callahan's back was straight, hands wrapped around a glass of water. Her uniform was crisp, and her green eyes swept the room.
"Detective!" Renee smiled when I approached, standing too quickly.
"At ease," I smiled, sliding into the seat across from her. "We're not on duty."
"We're always on duty," Officer Callahan countered, sitting again. "You taught me that."
A waiter came by and placed a glass of water in front of me before asking if we were ready to order. I got a coffee, while Renee requested soda. I also noticed her meal choice wasn't very healthy, especially not compared with my salad. She must have been one of those people who could eat anything and stay skinny.
"You were at Kensington Manor," I said when the waiter left.
"I was," Renee nodded.
"What did you think?" I asked, taking a sip of coffee.
Renee took a moment to think about the question before answering. "It seemed like a normal party gone wrong at first. But Montrose definitely wasn't drunk. That stood out."
A small smile tugged at my lips. "Good read."
Our food arrived, and I saw Renee glance at me when I carefully adjusted myself in the booth.
"How are your ribs?" she asked carefully.
"A little sore, but healing," I answered. "Part of the job."
Renee nodded slowly, a considering frown on her face. "You probably could have taken more time off."
"There's work to do," I shrugged.
"Most people would have taken the time," Renee observed.
"Maybe, but most people aren't trying to prove they belong every day," I took a bite of salad.
"You still feel like that? After all this time?" she asked sadly.
"Sometimes, yes," I admitted. "I've told you this before: we have to work ten times harder just to be seen as half as good. That's why I warned you off flirting."
"It's hard to imagine everyone at the office being so sexist," Renee commented.
"Some of them aren't," I replied. "Enough of them are. This isn't right and it isn't fair, but it's necessary. I'm trying to help you. No flirting, no cleavage ever. And never mention dating anyone. As far as your coworkers are concerned; you don't have a personal life."
"That seems really cold," she said slowly.
"I know, and I'm sorry," I let out a breath. "I just know how female cops often end up being treated. It's like men are incapable of considering you a serious cop after they start picturing you with a dick in your mouth."
Renee burst out laughing and needed a couple minutes to calm down. "Sarah! It's so nice to finally hear you sounding like a person."
"What did I sound like before?" I smirked and tilted my head slightly.
"Uh, an emotionless robot?" she pointed out. "I get it, okay? I really do. I see when they stare at my tits, I know they look at my ass when I walk away. It just sucks that I can't be myself at work."
"Detachment is important in what we do," I reminded her. "Probably why I ended up in this line of work. I'm trying to work on my lack of social life and I'd like to consider you a friend."
"That's what I've been hoping for since we met," Renee grinned.
"Just remember we're friends out of work," I said seriously. "At the office? We're both emotionless robots."
"I'll try," the strawberry-blonde promised.
"Things are much better for female cops than they used to be, but there's still a long way to go," I said. "You want to be seen as a professional. I wish we could say 'Yes, I have a pussy. Yes, dicks can go in it. I also have boobs. Just like half the population. Let's move on and get to work.'"
"I really like this side of you, Sarah," Renee giggled.
"Thanks," I inclined my head. "Just remember that we can't say that."
It was nice being myself with Renee. I felt more human. The young officer had a point; I often did act like an emotionless robot. I did it for so long, I started to think I really didn't have emotions. However, I did. Making friends would help me relax and show those emotions.
Partway through lunch, Renee took a bite of her burger, then set it down again. "They're scared."
"The Crocs?" I frowned in confusion.
"No," she shook her head. "The students. They know something is wrong. They just don't know how close it is."
I let out a long breath. "I know. Five statements this morning. Different details, but the same story."
"Which means?" Renee asked.
"It means everyone can see what's just beneath the surface," I explained.
"Everyone knows the gang is around, yet we can't do anything to stop them," Renee said angrily.
"We don't have enough evidence," I pointed out. "Just getting Keith off the streets is a big win. There's a reason gangs can stay around for years and years. They use people like Tyler. Guys who make noise and draw attention. Idiots who will take the fall."
"And the ones running things?" Renee's jaw tightened.
"They stay clean," I replied.
"You think they're intimidating Kelsey to not testify. To scare anyone else who might consider coming forward and keep any gang member from talking," Renee stated. It wasn't a question.
"Yes," I reluctantly confirmed.
"We need to stop them. All of them," she growled.
"I agree," I nodded. "That's what we're working on."
"We're not doing enough," Renee insisted.
"What do you suggest we do?" I questioned lightly.
"Let me help," she responded quickly.
"How?" I wondered.
"Use me," Renee offered, leaning forward. "I'm pretty, I have a baby face. Use me as bait. We've done it before."
"Renee," I hesitated slightly, "it's not that simple. We're not talking about some fifty-year-old guy paying for a blowjob his wife won't give him anymore. These guys plan. They watch. And when things go wrong, people get hurt."
"I'm a big girl, I can handle myself," Renee insisted. "I want to do this. It's me, or other girls will keep getting hurt."
"Let this go for now, okay?" I asked plainly. "I'll keep it in mind if an opportunity presents itself where I know you'll be safe."
"Okay," she sighed, clearly reluctant to drop the subject.
Thankfully she did let it go, allowing us to talk about other things. She told me about a domestic dispute where the guy wouldn't take her seriously because she was a woman. He tried to hit his wife again, resulting in Renee pinning him against the wall. He learned real fast to take her seriously.
I regaled Renee with a few stories of my own. The time I entered the wrong apartment when responding to a call and found a guy eating cereal in his underwear. He wasn't upset, instead offering me some and asking if I wanted to watch the game. Then I told her about chasing a suspect, tripping on a curb, and taking out a trash can. My mentor caught the guy while he was laughing at me.
Back at the station, I found my partner at his desk. He looked up as I approached. "Judge set bail for Montrose. He's not going anywhere."
"That high?" I asked, taking a seat.
"Oh yeah, may as well have remanded him like Jordan requested," Adam scoffed. "Get anything useful from the girls?"
"Not really, no," I replied.
"Well, my morning was much more productive," Adam smirked at me.
"That so?" I gave him my full attention.
"First off, Ashwood Auto," he said. "Remember the guy working on the car while we talked with Mercer?"
"Yeah, sure," I answered. "I never saw his face, so I really only remember he had full tattoo sleeves on both arms."
"Name's Jayden Price," Adam passed me a file. "Been busted a couple times for street racing."
"That tracks," I commented. "Access to cars, comfortable with them. How does that help?"
"Look at the file," he said calmly. "There's a note. He's suspected in a couple of car thefts that were linked to The Crocs."
"Now that's interesting," I flipped through the file. "So, we think Cole is a Croc. Now we think his coworker is, too. You thinking what I am?"
"That they're using Ashwood Auto as a chop shop?" Adam suggested. "Yes, that's what I'm thinking. Do the owners know? Maybe, maybe not. Either way, it's partly a front."
"We'll start keeping an eye out on that then," I nodded, looking at him directly. "You implied there was something else."
"I did," Adam nodded. "David Cooper."
"Kayla Thomson's ex-boyfriend," I let out a long breath. "Revenge porn, the assault on Alexis Davis, and he was at the party."
"Turns out he has another secret," my partner told me. "One that could help us."
"Oh?" I asked.
"Do you know the name Edmund Cooper?" Adam questioned.
"No. Should I?" I frowned.
"He's not a household name, but anyone in finance would know him," he explained. "Old money built on top of older money. He just got back to the states after a year-long cruise around the world. Long story short: he's David's grandfather."
"Wait," I frowned. "No, that can't be right. The Coopers don't have money."
"You're right; just the grandfather does," he smirked. "He keeps his distance. Makes the family stand on their own. But!" Adam raised a finger dramatically. "Edmund cares a lot about the family's reputation. He just got back to the states and learned about the trial."
"So, you're thinking he'll get involved," I stated as I considered the implications. "Adrian Blake is a great attorney, but if the grandfather finds out he speaks for the gang..."
"Exactly," Adam grinned. "Cooper will make sure his grandson has top representation whose sole priority is David."
"Which might mean he talks," I concluded.
"And if he talks, David will only be protecting himself," Adam reasoned.
"That's enough to start pulling threads," I added. "It could give us a way past Keith and blow the whole thing open."
"We'll have to see what granddad does," Adam let out a breath. "What's the plan for the rest of the day?"
"I think I'm going to head over to the CSUA campus," I answered slowly. "Maybe Dan Mitchell can meet up with me. I know he has more information."
"Okay," he nodded. "I'm gonna dig deeper into Ashwood Auto. I know there's more there."
Leaving the station, I drove over to the CSUA campus. It was late enough that some commuting students had already left, making it easy for me to find a space in one of the visitor lots. Turning off the engine, I put my brown hair into a ponytail and made a quick call. Dan picked up quickly.
"Hello?" Dan answered.
"Good afternoon, Dan," I replied in a friendly voice. "This is Detective Sarah McLorn."
"Oh, hi," he sounded nervous. "How can I help you?"
"You got a few minutes?" I asked. "I didn't want to ambush you, but I'm on campus for a bit."
He hesitated before answering. "Yeah. Yeah, I can. Maybe one of the offices in the Bennu Athletic Complex?"
"I'll meet you there," I told him.
Dan looked worse than he did Saturday night. There were dark bags under his eyes when I met him outside the athletic complex. We found an unused office and sat together at a small table. Dan leaned forward in his chair, elbows on his knees as his leg bounced nervously.
"Thank you for taking the time to meet with me," I said with a small smile. "I know you're busy with classes and football."
"It's no problem, I'm mostly done for the day," he explained. "How can I help?"
"Before we start, I wanted to tell you again that you did the right thing," I told him.
"I didn't really do anything," Dan shrugged.
"You stepped in," I replied. "No one else did."
"I guess," his eyes dropped.
I didn't say anything, instead choosing to give him a moment to gather his thoughts.
Dan let out a breath and slowly lifted his head. "I don't want to be involved."
"Okay," I nodded once.
"I'm sorry I can't help you," he continued, a bead of sweat running down his cheek. "I told you everything I saw. I don't know anything about those people."
"Dan," I began slowly, "I can tell you're nervous. You're a smart guy. You know you haven't done anything wrong. The opposite, in fact."
"Thank you," Dan swallowed weakly.
"Did something happen to make you this worried?" I asked plainly.
"Two guys," Dan exhaled softly, his eyes flicking toward the door. "They didn't do anything, not really."
"They didn't have to," I said quietly.
"It was late, after practice. They just blocked me on the way back to my dorm," he continued. "One of them said to stay out of it. Then they left."
"They didn't touch you?" I questioned. "Would you recognize them again?"
"They didn't hit me or anything, no," Dan shook his head. "It was last night and it was dark. I didn't get a good look at their faces. Hoods up, you know?"
"Right," I nodded slowly.
I let the silence sit for a moment.
"Dan," I began, "they came after you because you stepped in. They wanted to send a message to anyone getting in their way."
"Yeah," Dan's brow furrowed. "That makes sense."
"I just want to help," I told him. "I got the impression you knew something, so I wanted to ask. These people survive on fear. But they can't be everywhere. They don't need to know you told me. I'm just hoping you have something I can use to keep more people from getting hurt."
He didn't reply, instead choosing to look down at his hands.
"You graduated high school in Ashwood last year, right?" I asked, getting a nod in response. "This gang hurt several of your classmates. I'm trying to stop this."
Something shifted as he mumbled under his breath. I wasn't sure, but it sounded like he said "Kayla." Then he leaned back slightly, studying me.
"Can I ask you something?" Dan wondered.
"Of course," I smiled.
He briefly hesitated. "How do I know you're not one of them?" Dan's eyes flicked toward the door again.
"Because if I was," I said evenly, "You wouldn't be sitting here. I wouldn't have called first, I wouldn't have tried to make you comfortable, and I definitely wouldn't have told you they need you afraid. I would have surprised you to catch you off guard and to make sure you didn't have time to prepare."
He looked into my eyes, and I held his gaze as I pieced things together.
"They said something else, didn't they?" I asked carefully. "Something about cops?"
"I didn't say that," Dan said quickly.
"You didn't have to," I responded.
"I overheard a conversation I shouldn't have," he admitted, looking relieved to be saying it. "A couple days ago at the Delta Sigma Chi frat house. The morning of the big game."
"Do you know who was talking?" I probed gently.
"A few football players," Dan looked at me seriously. "And David Cooper."
My eyebrows rose. "What were they talking about?"
"The players were trying to get David to talk to the police," Dan explained. "They want the gang to be taken down so they don't have to pay off their gambling debts."
"What else?" I leaned forward intently.
"David said he didn't know much," Dan continued, a frown on his face as he struggled to remember. "Just Keith. Said he didn't know who else was involved or which cops they had."
"People try to seem tough in these kinds of situations," I explained even though my heart was racing. "It might have been just talk. The gang wanting people to think there's no point going to the cops."
"Maybe," he said while looking down again.
"Dan, look at me," I instructed firmly.
He did.
"You're not in this," I told him. "You just crossed paths with it."
"I wish I hadn't," he sighed.
"I understand," I gave him a reassuring smile. "I'll make sure no one knows this came from you. No one even knows you overheard this conversation, right?"
"Right," Dan looked relieved.
"Is there anything else?" I inquired softly.
"Yes," he winced.
I didn't move or push. I let him control the pacing.
"They mentioned a name; Evan Cross," Dan told me.
The name was immediately written in my notepad. "What about him?"
"Just that he was taking bets," he shrugged.
"That's helpful, thank you," I said, happy to have a name.
"There's one more thing," Dan responded, fidgeting in his seat.
"Yes?" I gave him another friendly smile.
"I was hanging out at the frat house with some people," he looked down at his hands again. "There was this girl, a cheerleader. We ah, we..."
"Were intimate?" I finished for him.
"Yeah. That," he pointed at me while looking away. "Uh, anyway. The reason I'm telling you this is because one of them said everyone knew what the gang was doing to Scarlett."
"Scarlett's her name, I assume," I nodded while writing in my notepad.
"Yeah, Scarlett... Vaughn, I think," Dan mumbled. "I should probably know more about her considering... ah, anyway. She's a cheerleader. I really don't know her that well, but what was said really bothers me."
"It might have been a one-time thing between you two, but you still shared something very intimate," I said seriously. "Do you know anything else that might help?"
"I don't think so. Wait, yes," he stammered. "Scarlett works as a hostess at Velour Room. That upscale nightclub you need to be a celebrity or millionaire to get into."
"I know it, thank you," I nodded quickly.
We spoke for a few more minutes, with Dan seeming relieved to have shared what he knew. I assured him no one would find out he talked, and no one would. I'd make sure everything was handled the right way. I also reminded Dan those two guys didn't pick him because of the conversation; they knew nothing about it. They picked him because he did something. That meant they were watching. Not reacting, but managing.
~Tuesday September 02, 2025~
The crisp September air cut through Redwood Plaza as I waited outside The Commons for Kayla Thomson. She was finishing up her last class of the day and agreed to meet me for lunch. Students drifted through the plaza in small groups, conversations overlapping as they moved through the area.
I eventually spotted Kayla approaching down the sidewalk, backpack slung over both shoulders and her usual effortless confidence in every step. Her purse quietly suggested more money than most students would ever see, and I noticed a locket around her neck glinting in the light. Other than the subtle displays of wealth, Kayla looked the part of a typical coed.
Kayla immediately drew me into a hug, carefully avoiding my bruise before letting me go. We went inside and bought our lunches. I got a healthy salad, while Kayla went with pepperoni pizza. It smelled delicious, and I was almost tempted. Good thing I had spent years learning control and balance.
We spent a few minutes talking about her friends; I asked about Hazel and Steven, found out Lexi was still Lexi. Kayla reminded me about the party on Saturday, drawing out another promise for my attendance. I also asked about her major, finding out she was enjoying the only major-specific class she had.
"How were your classes this morning?" I asked after a bite of my salad.
Kayla held up a finger as she chewed and swallowed her pizza. "Good. It was nice to start in a classroom instead of with cheerleading."
"I thought you had cheer practice every day?" I asked.
"I do," Kayla nodded. "Just not always in the morning. 4:30PM to 7:30PM today."
Seeing an early opportunity, I decided to gently probe for information. "You haven't been on the squad long, what do you think of the others?"
"We get along," she answered slowly. "I think a couple of them don't like having a freshman on the squad. They have to deal with two."
"Territorial? That makes sense," I nodded. "I'm sure they'll open up to you when they see you've earned your spot."
"I hope so," Kayla replied, tossing her raven ponytail over a shoulder. "No one's been too bitchy, so it's not a big deal."
"Would it be alright if I asked you about one of the cheerleaders?" I questioned delicately.


Concern immediately flashed across her face. "Yeah, that's fine."
"Scarlett Vaughn," I said, watching her face closely. "You know her?"
"Yeah, but not well," she answered slowly. "She's a senior. Redhead. About our height, maybe a bit taller. She's majoring in exercise science, so she helps the squad out."
"Anything stand out?" I probed gently.
"I know she has a job at Velour Room, that nightclub," Kayla shrugged. "That's really it. She's one of the ones who isn't a fan of freshman on the main squad. We're really not close."
Kayla studied me closely for several seconds. "Is she okay?"
"I really can't get into it," I told her. "I'm just checking on a few things."
"If something's happening to her..." she trailed off.
"We'll handle it," I stated firmly.
Kayla nodded slowly, but I could see she didn't want to drop the subject. "How was your morning?"
"Paperwork," I replied, deciding to fish for a little more information. "Follow-ups for the party case, briefed my lieutenant, chased down a lead."
"Anything good?" she asked.
I hesitated briefly. "Not really. Guy I wanted to talk to demanded a lawyer before I could say two words."
"Sounds like he's smart," Kayla observed.
"Unfortunately, yes," I sighed. "I heard about a guy who shows up everywhere; parties, games. People say he can get you what you need."
Recognition flickered across her face.
"You're talking about Evan Cross," she said.
"Know anything about him?" I wondered.
"A few girls mentioned betting on games with him," Kayla admitted. "I know people get fake ID's to get into clubs thanks to him. Sells those drugs that help you study better. I heard he doesn't carry anything with him, he just points people where to go to get stuff."
"He's a middleman, a connector," I nodded in understanding. "Thank you, Kayla."
"Did you ask me to lunch just to grill me for information?" she asked with a raised brow.
"No! No, not at all," I said quickly. "But, ah, I did take advantage of the opportunity. I'm sorry. Still working on this casual socializing thing."
"It's okay, we're fine," Kayla giggled. "You can trust us. No need to be all sneaky with us."
"And you can trust me," I assured her. "I know I've told you things in the past I shouldn't have. I've never done that with anyone else."
"In the interest of trust; do you know what Lexi did at the party?" she asked nervously.
"You're talking about her rushing Tyler Montrose and kicking him in a place no guy ever wants to be kicked?" I asked with a bemused smile.
"Yeah..." Kayla winced. "And since, you know, Tyler had already been hit with a taser..."
"A few people mentioned the assault," I replied with a small smile. "Montrose didn't say anything about it, so Lexi should be fine."
"Okay, good," she let out a breath.
I wanted to ask more about Lexi, to find out what the redhead knew. Not wanting to sour my friendship with Kayla, I instead started asking more about cheerleading and her classes. As we ate and talked, I also glanced around the room at all the college-aged people. Were some of them part of it? Were others in debt to the gang? How many knew what was really happening and were choosing not to see it?
A few hours later I stood outside the Bennu Athletics Complex, watching as early arrivals entered for cheer practice. I noticed Kayla heading in with a gym bag, but I was far enough away that she didn't see me. It was tempting to go talk to her, but I didn't want a bunch of other people to see me.
It wasn't long before I noticed a young woman with a long auburn ponytail. Her face matched the image I had gotten, confirming it was her; Scarlett Vaughn. She moved with long, graceful strides, but I noticed she would occasionally glance around. It wasn't obvious, but it did tell me quite a bit.
"Excuse me!" I called out as I approached, grateful she was alone. "Scarlett? Scarlett Vaughn?"
She turned immediately, causing her ponytail to whip through the air. She was jumpy.
"Yes?" Scarlett asked, already guarded.
"I'm Detective Sarah McLorn," I said, quickly flashing my badge. "I just wanted to talk for a minute."
Her eyes darted around: toward the door, toward the other girls, toward the parking lot. Then finally back to me.
"Am I in trouble?" Scarlett asked nervously.
"No," I replied evenly. "You're not in trouble."
"Then what do you want with me?" she wondered.
"I've been investigating the events of a party on Saturday night," I told her. "I was hoping you might be able to help me clear a few things up."
"When Dan got hurt at Drew Kensington's place," Scarlett frowned, adjusting the gym bag on her shoulder. "That doesn't explain what you want with me. I wasn't at that party; I had to work."
"I know," I replied. "I'm not here just because of one fight at a party. I'm here because of what's been happening around campus. And around Ashwood."
Another glance toward the door. Her fingers tightened around the strap of her gym bag as she fidgeted nervously.
"It's been hurting people," I observed.
Scarlett's eyes snapped back to mine. "W-what does that have to do with me?"
"I don't know," I shrugged slightly. "Maybe nothing. Maybe something. That's why I'm asking if you're alright?"
"I'm alright," she said unconvincingly. "Just busy. I've got classes, cheer practice, and a job."
"Juggling all three must take a lot of energy; I'm impressed," I smiled softly, keeping my posture relaxed. "You work at Velour Room, right?"
Her shoulders tightened. "Yes. I'm a hostess."
"How is it?"
"It's a job," Scarlett shrugged.
"Do you like it?" I asked.
"It pays," she said.
I nodded slowly. "Those places can be complicated."
Scarlett's jaw tightened slightly as she tried to keep her expression steady.
"I'm not judging," I added. "Hostess is a good job. I was a waitress for a while."
"Did you like it?" she questioned.
"Not even a little bit," I smacked my lips. "It was better than cashier, but not much. Got screamed at, had food thrown at me, guys older than me grabbing my butt. For basically no money."
"Sounds better than being a cop," Scarlett commented. "No one shooting at you."
"Fair point," I conceded as my ribs throbbed in agreement. "I'm sorry for ambushing you, I'm just trying to help."
"I don't need help," she frowned. "I go to class, I come here for practice, I go to work. Then I pass out in bed. Once in a while I get to cheer at a game or go to a party, but that's rare."
"So no one is giving you trouble?" I asked.
"No," she replied fast. Too fast.
"Anyone asking more from you than they should?" I continued.
Her eyes locked with mine. "Nothing like that is happening."
A moment passed between us.
"W-why would you think that?" Scarlett stammered.
"Because I've been talking to people," I explained. "And I'm starting to see some patterns."
Scarlett didn't respond, but she didn't look away either.
"I'm not here to make your life harder," I promised. "If something's going on, you don't have to handle it by yourself."
A small crack in her armor at last. Not in what she said, but in how long she took to say it.
"I'm handling it," she responded.
There it was. She went from "no" to "nothing is happening" to "I'm handling it."
I nodded once. "Okay."
"You're not going to push?" her eyebrows rose in surprise.
"No. I'm not," I said.
"I have practice," she exhaled as her phone buzzed. She checked it quickly, too quickly, and typed a response before slipping it back into her purse.
"I hope they're not calling you into work," I nodded toward her phone.
"No, it's just my brother," Scarlett shook her head. "Rory's on the football team."
"He's lucky to have you cheering for him," I smiled softly. "I'll let you get to practice. Just... if something changes, you can call me. Okay?"
"I don't have your number," she slowly lowered her phone, looking much younger than a college senior.
I reached into my pocket, pulled out a card, and held it out. She hesitated before taking it. I felt a small tremor travel through her when her fingers brushed mine.
"Just in case," I whispered.
"I'll be fine," Scarlett assured me, sliding my card into her purse.
"I hope so," I exhaled. "There's no shame in asking for a hand. There are a lot of people that would take advantage of someone in a bad situation. Just know that there are people who want to help."
"From what I've seen, there are a lot more of the first type of people," she mumbled before turning and heading into the Athletics Complex.
I walked back to my car with one thought. Scarlett Vaughn wasn't safe. She just wasn't ready to admit it yet.
~Wednesday September 03, 2025~
The station was already busy when I walked in. Desks were occupied; the loud hum of voices mixed with rustling chairs and the clack of keyboards. Coffee in hand, I made my way through the bullpen, nodding to a couple of uniforms as I passed.
I set my bag down at my desk and slid into my chair. Flipping through my notes, the patterns were there. Names. Threads linking them together. Kelsey Aguila. Daniel Mitchell. Scarlett Vaughn. So many others. Victims of a system built to grow and silence anything that threatened it.
Sipping my coffee, I scanned through my notes while pondering what I had learned. Dan's statement, what Scarlett hadn't said, Cole Mercer. Everything fit. A structure built to hide in plain sight. One that could take what it wanted without getting caught. Behind the dumb kids who want to feel tough and powerful was something controlled. Something deliberate.
"Morning," Adam grunted, scrolling on his phone, coffee in his other hand.
"Morning," I replied. "You're in early."
"So are you," he pointed out, sitting at his desk.
"Woke up early," I shrugged.
Adam started up his computer and leaned back in his chair. "Ribs making it tough to sleep?"
"Not anymore, no," I shook my head. "The bruise doesn't bother me unless I stretch too much or hit it. As long as I don't sleep on it, I'm good."
"Good, good," Adam nodded. "I'm still looking at Ashwood Auto. There's something there, I'm sure of it."
"We'll find it," I said confidently.
My inbox was a mess when I opened it, so I dedicated some time to clearing it out. Then Adam and I had a brief meeting with Devon to go over the last of the useless photos we got from the party. After that, I got my third coffee and sat at my desk to fill out more paperwork.
"Detective!" Officer Renee Callahan hurried over, notepad in hand. "Detective McLorn!"
All business in the office. Good, she was learning. "Yes, officer?"
"We've got a report you might want to look at," she said. "Possible mugging."
"Where," I asked urgently.
"Near campus," Renee replied. "Student. Football player who got jumped after practice last night."
"Name?" Adam questioned.
"Uh, Vaughn," Officer Callahan answered, looking down at her notes. "Rory Vaughn."
Scarlett's little brother. I quickly schooled my features into a more neutral expression. "What do we know?"
"Not much," she shook her head. "He was heading to the dorms after practice and got jumped. Said it was three guys. Took his wallet and phone."
"Injuries?" I inquired immediately.
"Nothing serious," Renee told me. "Quite a few bruises, a black eye, split lip. Hospital checked him out and released him."
I nodded once. "Where is he now?"
"Back at his dorm, I believe," Renee said. "An officer took his stateme-"
"I'll take it," I interjected immediately.
Renee handed over the notepad without hesitation, which listed the report number.
"Thanks, Renee," I said before she nodded and walked away.
The report was helpful because of what it lacked. Everything was too clean. Perfect spot to avoid any security cameras, not one look at anyone's face. My heart picked up as I worked through it. Every angle. Every explanation. Coincidence? Not a chance in hell.
"The name mean something to you?" Adam frowned, reading me surprisingly well.
"I talked to his sister Scarlett yesterday," I explained.
"What about?" he asked.
"Her name came up," I mumbled as my eyes scanned the report. "Hostess. Thought she might be having trouble with gang members."
"You think someone saw you two talking?" Adam offered.
"They're not reactive," I shook my head. "They're proactive. They make sure no one talks."
"Still, the timing..." he reasoned.
I grabbed my jacket, already moving. "I'm heading to campus."
"Want some backup?" Adam offered.
"No need to intimidate Rory with two cops," I shook my head. "Stay on the shop. If this is connected, and it is, I want to know how far it goes."
"Alright," he agreed. "Call if you need anything."
"I will."
Rory Vaughn wasn't hard to find. A quick call to the school led to a call to his room, and he agreed to speak with me. The dormitory smelled like disinfectant and stale air as I made my way to the right room. Most students were in class, but there were a couple of students lingering in the hallway.
I only had to knock once before there was a brief shuffle inside. The door opened and I was not at all surprised to find Scarlett Vaughn looking at me nervously. Same red hair, same posture, but she seemed different. Dressed in a large t-shirt and a pair of jeans, she looked like she hadn't gotten any sleep. Her green eyes showed her exhaustion, and I could see the fear behind them.
"Detective," Scarlett said quietly.
"Hi, Scarlett," I replied softly. "Can I come in?"
She briefly hesitated before nodding and stepping aside. It was a typical guy's messy dorm room, with the mandatory calendar of scantily-clad women on the wall. Rory Vaughn was sitting on the edge of one of the two beds, an ice pack against his cheek. The bruising was already showing; dark along the jaw, with swelling around one eye. His lip was split, and I noticed he was quite a large guy. It didn't matter; anyone could be caught off guard.
"You're the cop?" Rory asked.
"Detective McLorn," I said, noticing he had the same red hair and green eyes as his sister. "Mind if I ask you a few questions?"
"Yeah," he shrugged, wincing slightly. "I don't have much else planned."
I gave a small nod as I positioned myself where I could see both of them without being obvious. "How are you feeling?"
"Alright," he said immediately. "Looks worse than it is."
"That's usually how it works," I replied slowly. "Walk me through what happened."
"I was heading back from practice," Rory began slowly. "It wasn't that late, but there weren't many people around. I went between two buildings to get to my dorm and a couple of guys came out of nowhere."
"What else?" I probed gently.
"Three," he corrected. "There were three of them. I thought it was two at first, but one hit me from behind."
"Did they say anything?"
"Not really," Rory shook his head. They didn't say much; they just kept hitting me."
He glanced briefly toward Scarlett.
"They take anything?" I asked.
"My wallet and phone," he responded. "The only other thing I had was my gym bag."
"Did you see their faces?"
"No," Rory said. "Hoods up. They didn't exactly stick around to chat."
"Fair," I nodded. "Anything else?"
Rory hesitated again. "Not really."
Behind him, Scarlett shifted slightly. Rory immediately whipped his head around to look at her.
"Take your time," I said kindly.
"There was something," he mumbled as he adjusted the ice. "One of them mentioned... my sister."
There it was. "What did he say?"
"That I should tell her to be careful," he winced, anger contorting his features. "Another replied saying something about messing up that pretty face." Rory's face was red as he looked at me. "I don't care if it lands me in jail, I'll kill anyone who touches her."
"I certainly understand wanting to look after your sister," I nodded, not looking at Scarlett. I didn't need to yet. "Any idea why someone would want to target you two?"
"None," he shook his head. "It was weird. Maybe one of them is someone from school who knows me? They saw who I was when looking for cash and threatened us?"
I believed him. He didn't know. I shifted my gaze away from him. Scarlett was very still. Her arms were crossed tightly, fingers digging into her sleeves. She was scared, her eyes fixed somewhere just past Rory. I knew that look. Whatever Scarlett was seeing, it wasn't in the room. She was somewhere else.
"Maybe," I said, placing my card on the desk. "If you remember anything else, anything at all, you call me."
"Yeah," Rory nodded. "Sure."
"Detective," Scarlett called out as I turned toward the door.
"Yes?" I turned slightly to look back at her.
"Can I... can I talk to you for a second?" she asked quietly.
"Everything alright?" Rory frowned.
"Yeah, it's fine," Scarlett assured him.
"Walk me out?" I offered.
I stepped out into the hallway with Scarlett following and closing the door behind us.
"They mentioned you," I told her plainly, my hands in my jacket pockets. "That's not a coincidence."
"I don't know what that was," Scarlett mumbled, looking down to stare at the floor.
"Scarlett," I said, keeping my voice calm, "you don't have to protect anyone here."
Her head snapped up. "I'm not protecting anyone."
She realized she said that way too fast. Exhaling, she stepped back slightly. "He just got jumped. They wanted money for pot or something. That's it."
"That's not it," I said quietly.
Scarlett didn't argue, but she didn't agree either. She just stood there.
"You knew something like this could happen," I told her as gently as I could. "For a second, I thought it was because someone saw us talking. It's not. They were planning it for a while, weren't they?"
"I have no idea what you're talking about," Scarlett shook her head. "No idea."
"You don't get to decide how far this goes, Scarlett," I continued. "They do."
That hit. I saw it in her face. The flicker of fear. Real fear.
"I'm handling it," she insisted, echoing our last talk.
"I know you think you are," I said softly. "But they just proved something to you."
I paused briefly.
"They can reach him," I told her as her jaw tightened. "And if they can reach him, they can reach anyone."
"W-what do you want me to do?" Scarlett asked tiredly. Not defiant or defensive; it was the first honest question she'd asked me.
"Talk to me," I urged. "I'll do everything in my power to make sure they never hurt anyone again."
Scarlett looked at me. Really looked at me. I briefly thought she might tell me everything, but then she shook her head.
"I can't," she mumbled, tears brimming in her eyes.
I let out a slow breath. "Okay. If something changes, please call me. I'll answer."
She nodded once before returning into the dorm room to take care of her brother. I stared at that closed door, wishing I could convince her to trust me. They didn't hurt Rory because of anything he'd done, or because they wanted money. They hurt him because of her. Scarlett Vaughn was learning what they were capable of.
Back in my car, I leaned back against the headrest and sighed. Police work was all about talking to people. I couldn't help if they didn't talk. The pressure was building in the gang; Tyler, the mugging. They were making sure people knew the price of talking. I recognized the signs; Scarlett would come clean, but only when things got worse. Her life had to get bad enough that she realized she had no other option.
I didn't even realize I'd taken my phone out. Moving by instinct, I found the right contact and started the call.
"Hello?" Steven Thomson answered. "Sarah? Everything okay?"
"I... it's been a rough morning," I told him honestly. "Are you at work?"
"I am, yes," he confirmed. "Although, it's almost noon. I could take a long lunch if you wanted to meet up?"


"Can we meet at my place?" I asked quietly. "I want to be home."
"Sure," Steven agreed immediately. "I'll stop for something to eat. Text me your order."
"Thank you."
Ending the call, I placed my phone on the passenger seat and let out a long breath. I pulled down the visor so I could look at my reflection in the mirror to make sure I was presentable. Gathering up my light brown hair, I did something I usually never bothered with; I took the time to put it into a braid. Once satisfied, I texted Steven my order and drove back to my apartment.
I didn't have to wait long for Steven, and I was on him as soon as he arrived. I took his face in my hands and pushed my tongue into his mouth. He nearly dropped the takeout bag as I pressed myself against him. He managed to place the bag on my small table near the door before placing his hands on my butt and squeezing.
"I, ah, I brought lunch," he said between kisses.
"That's nice," I replied, my hand squeezing his bicep. "Fuck first, eat later."
"Didn't you need to talk?" Steven asked, keeping a hand on my ass while his other found my breast outside my jacket.
"After," I breathed as my tongue pushed against his. "It can wait 'til after."
I needed to feel something good, something that would consume me and make me forget everything. So I pulled Steven into my apartment, alternating between kissing and scanning around for a good surface to fuck on. I was in a hurry, so the kitchen table would have to do.
Moving a chair out of the way, I leaned over the table and placed my palms on it. Steven got behind me and seductively kissed my neck, making me sigh happily. His hands slid around my waist until he could unbutton my pants. I felt myself dampen when he yanked down my pants and underwear.
"Oh, fuck!" I hissed when he kissed my vulva.
Getting to his feet, Steven dropped his own pants and pressed his tip against my opening. I pushed my ass back, unable to wait any longer to feel a hard, throbbing dick inside me. Steven responded to my need, lunging forward and stretching my tight tunnel with his thickness.
"Fuck, that feels good," Steven groaned, holding my waist and enjoying the feeling of having his cock in a girl.
"Mm, agreed," I cooed, glancing over my shoulder. "You're so deep."
Steven started doing me with a steady rhythm, sliding in and out of me with perfect precision. I was moaning and panting as I eagerly accepted every inch of cock he gave me. He seemed to like my choice of hairstyle, since he soon grabbed on to my braid to yank my head back.
"Like that?" he asked roughly.
"Ah! Ah! Yes! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I panted, feeling so close to the release I craved. "Don't stop, don't stop!"
His hand squeezed my butt as his hand held my hair, keeping my back arched. My legs started shaking as I called out his name, an orgasm exploding within me. Steven just kept thrusting, making me cum two more times. He released my hair so he could squeeze my tits from outside my jacket before returning his grip to my waist.
"Getting close," he eventually warned. "Where should I cum?"
"Mouth! In my mouth!" I begged, my fingers desperately gripping the table. "Just tell me when and I'll swallow."
"Almost there," Steven's thrusts were fast and hard, making me cry out. "Okay, I'm gonna cum!"
Steven pulled out of me and took a step back, giving me room to spin around and drop to my knees. My ribs throbbed slightly, but I ignored the feeling as I took his cock in my mouth. Stroking his base, I sucked on the top while looking up at him and moaning passionately.
I was quickly rewarded with a manly groan and a few jets of warm cum. Swirling the sticky fluid around my mouth, I kept sucking on him as he started to soften. Then I pulled back and showed him his load before tilting my head back and swallowing as if I was taking a shot of alcohol.
"Thank you," I said, getting to my feet and tugging up my bottoms. "I really needed that."
"No need to thank me," he chuckled, leaning in to kiss me. "Always happy to have sex with a lovely lady."
I pecked his lips, my face scrunching up. "Wash your face if you want another kiss."
"Hey, this is all you," Steven pointed at the pussy juice on his face.
"Gross," I grimaced.
We quickly cleaned up and Steven brought the food into the kitchen so we could eat. I worried I was falling back into my old habits; covering up and moving on as soon as the fucking was done. I reminded myself that I was going to confide in him, going to let him be close to me.
"What kind of psycho orders a salad from a fast food restaurant?" Steven asked before biting into his burger.
"Really?" I looked at him across the table. "From the only person who knows I used to have an eating disorder?"
"I'm just saying," he began carefully, "if you go to a fast food restaurant, you're supposed to get something so greasy that the grease eats through the bag."
"You're not making it sound appetizing," I giggled before taking a bite of my salad.
"Trust me, it's delicious," Steven said, taking a sip of his drink. "So, am I gonna find out what you wanted to talk about?"
"Short version? I think a young woman is in trouble," I answered. "I also believe The Crocs mugged her brother to keep her in line."
"Drugs?" Steven asked.
"No, I don't think so," I shook my head. "She works as a hostess at a high-end nightclub. We know The Crocs like to exploit people in debt."
"You think..." he trailed off.
"They're making her pay it off on her back," I stated bluntly.
He let out a long breath. "What are you going to do?"
"Not much I can do without her cooperation," I said sadly. "She's got it a lot worse than I do, but I was the one seeking comfort."
"Your job is really stressful, Sarah," Steven pointed out. "I understand needing to take a step back on occasion. It isn't a competition over who has more right to feel overwhelmed."
"If it is, she won," I insisted.
"Maybe," he nodded slightly. "Still, I'm not going to tell someone who lost both legs they shouldn't be upset because someone else lost their legs and arms. Your empathy is what makes you a great cop."
"Thank you, Steven," I smiled softly.
"Now, what can we do to help you feel better?" Steven frowned. "Hm, we could-"
He stopped talking when my phone started buzzing.
"McLorn?" I said, answering immediately.
"It's Adam," my partner's voice responded. "David Cooper wants to talk."
I had conducted many interviews, seen many suspects sitting across from me. Many of their alleged crimes I had understood. Others, I didn't. What drove David Cooper to do what he had done to those innocent young women was something I would never understand.
David sat across from me dressed up in a suit and tie. A file was in front of me, one that didn't come close to cover everything. Beside David was a lawyer in a tailored suit. A lawyer hired by David's grandfather who had insisted David take responsibility. The lawyer hadn't spoke much, just a brief reminder that his client was cooperating.
"Mister Cooper," I said evenly, "you understand why you're here."
He nodded once, his hands folded in front of him. "Yeah."
"You've been advised of your rights," I continued. "And you've agreed to speak with us."
Another nod.
"My client is prepared to cooperate," his lawyer said. "We'll begin with what your office is currently investigating."
"Okay," I nodded. "Mister Cooper, you weren't at Kensington Manor on August thirtieth?"
"No," he answered immediately.
"Then how do you know what happened?" I asked.
"Because it's not new," David shrugged.
"Explain," I instructed.
David glanced at his lawyer, who nodded.
"There's a structure," David confirmed. "No one is supposed to do anything without approval. People know what's expected before they even walk in."
"Expected by who?"
"The people Tyler works for," he said.
"Who does Tyler Montrose work for?"
"Keith Strulk," David confirmed. "And the ones above him."
"And you had knowledge of what was going to happen Saturday?" I questioned.
"Yes," he admitted.
"How?"
"We were told not to worry," David said. "Keith promised the charges wouldn't stick."
"And he proved that how?"
David exhaled slowly. "By making sure the right people were there to apply pressure."
"Who were those people?"
His lawyer shifted slightly. "Answer the question asked."
"Jordan Reese and Eli Pearson," David told me. "Oh, and Cole Mercer."
"What did they do?" I asked.
"They didn't touch anyone," he said quickly. "That wasn't the point."
"Then what was?"
"To make it clear she wasn't supposed to testify," David replied.
"Kelsey Aguila," I stated.
He didn't correct me.
"And Cole Mercer?" I asked. "What was his role?"
David hesitated. "Cole doesn't usually get involved. He was there to make sure it happened."
"What about Tyler?"
"He wasn't supposed to be there," he admitted. "He's impulsive."
"But he showed up anyway."
"Yes." David nodded.
"And he escalated."
A brief pause. "Yes."
"With a knife," I said.
"Yes."
"The three didn't get their hands dirty," I observed. "They did make sure she was surrounded. Pressured."
"Yes."
"The party this spring," I pivoted slightly. "Same people?"
"Cole wasn't at that one," David explained. "The others? Yes."
"That wasn't intimidation, that was something else," I pointed out.
"Right."
"We can talk about that another time," I said. "For now, let's go over what happened last night."
Silence.
"Cole didn't mug Rory Vaughn," I continued. "That was different people."
David's eyes flicked up to mine. "I don't know anything about that."
I wanted so badly to push, but David's high-priced lawyer would shut me down.
"It's the same system," I observed.
"Yes."
I closed the file slowly. It wasn't one night or one mistake. David had only scratched the surface, but he was the first to agree to talk. His grandfather had promised him the best protection money could buy. We finally had someone on the inside who could confirm how things worked.
The door clicked shut behind me as I stepped out of the interview room. Adam was already heading toward me from the observation room, a file tucked under one arm. He fell in step beside me without saying anything at first. We made it back to our desks before he spoke.
"Well," he began, "that's something."
"That was a lot," I replied. "Reece and Pearson. They're next."
"David put them there," Adam agreed. "Not touching, but applying pressure."
"Which lines up with what we've got from the victims," I added. "Tyler's escalating, but he's back in jail. We have enough to bring in two others."
"To talk? Yes," my partner nodded.
"To hold?" I pressed.
He hesitated before shaking his head. "David is a co-conspirator. We don't have enough to arrest Reece and Pearson yet."
"We do have enough for an interrogation," I said, almost talking to myself more than my partner. "We give them enough rope, maybe they'll hang themselves."
"We'll lean on them hard," Adam promised. "Separate rooms. Push inconsistencies. See who cracks first."
"You think they jumped Rory?" I asked.
"Possible," he frowned as he thought. "Mercer already asked for a lawyer; no point in picking him up again."
"Reece and Pearson will probably ask for lawyers," I continued his thought. "But we don't need them to confess. We need them to slip."
"That's David Cooper, Keith Strulk, Eli Pearson, Tyler Montrose, and Jordan Reece," Adam counted on his fingers. "Two others left from that party."
"We don't have enough on them," I shook my head. "Their names didn't come up at all while we looked into the Kensington party and the Vaughn mugging. The party in spring was at Pearson's. We'll need more to go after the other two."
"Agreed," Adam responded. "We have enough to convict them for the spring party anyway. Cole Mercer is the next big target. He'll have information on the gang's actual structure."
"We'll build a case piece by piece," I insisted. "Phones, financial records, movements. Whatever Mercer's tied to, we'll find it."
Adam nodded. "Already on it. Ashwood Auto, vehicle logs."
"Ready to pick up Reece and Pearson?" I questioned.
"Sure," Detective Nielsen replied. "We'll send uniforms to pick up one of them while you and I track down the other."
Eli Pearson proved surprisingly easy to track down. We confirmed he was at work and sent a couple of officers to pick him up. Jordan Reece had an apartment near CSUA that he moved into after his parents kicked him out. With no better leads to his location, we decided to check there first.
"He's not here," Jordan's roommate said, standing in the door of their apartment.
"When was the last time you saw him?" Adam asked the guy.
"Um, about twenty minutes ago?" he answered. "Grabbed his jacket and left. Didn't say anything."
"He didn't take anything else?" I questioned.
"No," the guy shook his head. "He didn't take anything else with him."
"Okay, thank you," I handed the guy my card. "Please call if you see him."
The guy nodded, accepted my card, and slowly closed the apartment door. Jordan Reece didn't take anything with him. He wasn't running. David Cooper got a new lawyer; that news could have potentially reached him. If he wasn't running, where was he going?
"What are you thinking?" Adam asked as I pulled out my phone.
"If he knows David's talking and he's not running; what's he doing?" I challenged.
"Damage control?" he offered with a shrug.
"Exactly," I said, finding the right contact. "Make sure no one else talks."
My phone rang once. Twice. Three-
"Hello?" Scarlett Vaughn sounded out of breath, but not panicked.
"Scarlett, it's Detective McLorn," I said quickly. "Where are you?"
"Oh, hi," she replied, breathing deeply. "I'm heading back to my dorm. Just finished a run."
"Your evening run?" I asked. A pattern someone could memorize. "You run every evening?"
"No, just on nights when cheer practice is in the morning," Scarlett sounded confused. "Why? Is that important?"
"Are you alone?" I asked.
"Uh, yeah," Scarlett responded. "I'm heading for my dorm now."
"Scarlett," I said clearly and calmly. "Go inside. Now."
"I-" she gasped. "What are you- ARGH!"
"Scarlett!" I yelled. "Stay on the line!"
"Get away! Don't touch me!" Scarlett screeched, dropping her phone.
The last sound I heard was a crunch; something hard coming down on the phone.
"He's with her," I said, rushing down the hall with Adam. "Outside her dorm."
"Call it in," Adam replied immediately.
I grabbed my radio as we rushed down the stairs. "Dispatch, this is Detective McLorn. Possible assault in progress near the CSUA dorms. Suspect is Jordan Reece, nineteen. Caucasian. Just over six feet in height, shaved head. We're en-route."
"Copy," the response was immediate.
Adam was in the driver's seat as I yanked my door open and got inside. The engine roared into life and Adam threw the car into reverse. The wheels squealed as he quickly got us going along the shortest route to CSUA. Thankfully, it was right down the street. So close. We had to make it before he hurt her.
The sky was darkening as we left, visibly transitioning to darkness during our approach to CSUA. I kept telling myself he wouldn't hurt her; he just wanted to remind her not to talk. I wished I believed that. I was out the door before Adam had even put the car in park, gun drawn and flashlight leading the way as I made my way toward the entrance.
I could make out several students in the distance, but no one was nearby. Making my way toward the side of the building, my heart stopped when I saw it. The broken remains of Scarlett's phone. Reece must have dragged her into the narrow path between the two buildings.
With Adam right behind me, I turned and rushed down the narrow alley. My light illuminated the darkened path, eventually landing on Scarlett who was on her back on the ground. Jordan Reece was on top of her, knife pressed to her throat. Her running shorts were around her knees and her sports bra had been pushed up.
"Police!" I yelled. "Get off of her!"
Jordan looked up, his pupils shrinking as the bright light blinded him. He acted on instinct, leaping to his feet and trying to run. I briefly noticed he was still fully dressed as he slipped on the pavement and fell forward, the knife flying out of his hand.
Adam hit him cleanly, tackling the guy to the ground. As soon as I realized Adam had the cuffs on Reece, I turned my attention toward Scarlett. She was sobbing hysterically, too scared to move. Pulling off my jacket, I threw it over her body so she could cover herself and knelt down beside her.
"You're under arrest for attempted rape," Adam spoke roughly.
"Get the fuck off me!" Jordan snarled, struggling against my partner.
"Scarlett? Scarlett!" I yelled as she started hyperventilating. "Are you hurt?"
She looked at me with wild eyes. "N-no, I'm, no. I'm okay."
Scarlett wasn't okay, but she was alive.
"H-he came out of nowhere and grabbed me!" she managed to gasp out, her voice trembling. "H-he s-said he had to make s-sure I wouldn't talk and I belonged to them. Then he, then he, then he..."
"I know," I nodded sadly. "I know."
"He never, he didn't..." Scarlett mumbled.
"Shh, I've got you, you're safe now," I whispered, knowing what she was trying to tell me. We had made it in time. He hadn't managed to rape her.
Her eyes flicked past me toward where Adam had Jordan Reece pinned. There was pure terror in her eyes.
"They're not going to stop," she whimpered, her voice breaking as she looked back at me.
I held her gaze.
"No," I agreed. "But neither are we."
The fluorescent lights in the emergency room were way too bright. I stood inside the curtain while a nurse finished checking Scarlett's vitals. She had scrapes on her arms, a bruise forming along her ribs, and scratches all along her back from being pressed against the ground. Scarlett was also slightly dazed from a punch to the face that was causing a black eye to develop.
She was shaking slightly, sitting up as the nurse removed the blood pressure cuff. Her breathing had steadied, but her hands were still trembling while they rested in her lap. The adrenaline was wearing off. That was normal.
"You're going to be just fine," the nurse gave her a reassuring smile. "Doctor will be in shortly to confirm."
Scarlett nodded before the nurse stepped out. Everything else; the exam, the rape kit, they'd wait. For now, I just needed to talk to her, to remind her she had survived.
"How are you feeling?" I asked quietly.
"The nurse said I was okay," she murmured.
"Do you agree?" I replied.
"I didn't even see him at first," Scarlett said, staring down at her hands. "He knocked the phone out of my hand."
I didn't interrupt, letting her talk at her own pace.
"They know where I am," she added quietly. "They know what I do, when I run. They know when I'm alone." Scarlett's voice cracked slightly on the last word.
"That's not your fault," I said.
Scarlett shook her head immediately. "No. It's because I talked to you."
"They targeted you because they're scared," I argued. "Scared of what you know."
She didn't respond. A moment later she jumped when there was a soft knock against the frame.
A nurse leaned in. "She's got someone asking for her. Says he's her brother?"
"Rory?" Scarlett's head shot up.
"Yes," the nurse nodded.
"Please let him in," she asked in a small voice.
The nurse stepped aside, and a second later, Rory slipped through the curtain. He still had faint bruising on his cheek and a healing cut on his lip. His eyes locked onto Scarlett immediately, tension leaving him when he saw for himself that his sister was alright.


"Are you okay?" Rory asked.
"I'm fine," Scarlett immediately responded.
"He touched you?" he asked, his voice shifting.
"Y-yes," she nodded weakly. "He pulled d-down my shorts and he grabbed my, my..."
"That's enough," Rory snapped, his hands balling into fists as his face turned red.
"Rory," Scarlett hissed sharply. "Stop. They're not worth it."
"They're not going to stop," he said. "I don't know why they are interested in us, but they're not going to stop."
"I know," she replied sadly.
"We've got one of them in custody," I said.
Rory's eyes snapped to me. "The one who did this?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"They're going to keep coming," Scarlett whispered, the terror in her eyes returning.
"They're going to try," I responded. "But we'll stop them. We can help you. They're not untouchable.
"Stop!" Scarlett exclaimed, looking at me angrily. "Just stop. Please. Everything got worse since you got involved. Just go."
"Scarlett..." I trailed off.
"Please," she whimpered. "Please leave."
"You heard her," Rory looked at me.
"Please call me if you change your mind," I said as I started to turn. "I wish you a speedy recovery, Scarlett."
Night had fully settled by the time I stepped outside. The parking lot lights cast long shadows across the pavement as I stood there, letting the cool air wash over me. It had been a long day. Too long. I crossed my arms as I made my way to my car while thinking of everything that had happened.
Keith Strulk and Tyler Montrose were in custody. Jordan Reece wasn't getting out either. He had immediately demanded a lawyer, according to Adam. Uniforms had noticed Eli Pearson had bruised knuckles. We're waiting on the confirmation his blood matches some of what was found on Rory's clothes.
David Cooper was talking, but he hadn't told us everything. Not yet. He would. I would extract the information slowly and carefully, making sure we got every last piece. The victims were scared, but I was confident they'd talk eventually. Some of them just needed time.
The Crocs were organized, planning and controlling everything. Had Cole Mercer taken over Keith's role? Maybe. Maybe not. What mattered was that, after years, we were finally getting them off the street. Murders, assaults, intimidation. All of it was coming to light.
The gang was feeling the pressure, and I was going to make sure it fractured.
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~Kayla Thomson~
Friday September 05, 2025
The sky was already starting to dim when we got to the airport. People rushed by with rolling suitcases, announcements echoed overhead, while the smell of coffee and overpriced fried food drifted through the air. It felt strange; too normal after what had happened during the week.
Scarlett Vaughn and her younger brother Rory would not be joining us for the game against Northern Arizona University. Drew Kensington had recovered enough for some game time, but he would probably play half of the game at most. Injuries, gang issues, and I had my first meeting with the ADA. Yeah, I was ready to get away from Ashwood for a short trip.
I adjusted the strap of the bag on my shoulder and turned back. Daddy was a few steps away, hands in his pockets as watched me with a small smile. This wasn't New York; I would only be gone a day. Still, I would miss him. I knew he would miss me too, but he just looked proud as he looked at me.
Lexi wasn't nearly as composed.
"You're seriously ditching me on my birthday," she grumbled, crossing her arms. "Unbelievable."
I smiled faintly. "It's not my fault the schedule hates you."
"It's absolutely your fault," Lexi shot back with a reluctant smile. "You could've faked an injury. People do it all the time."
"Yeah, that would go over great," I replied dryly. "First away game of the season and I just, what? Pull a hamstring getting out of my car?"
"Say you got hit by a car," the redhead shrugged. "Go big or go home."
"I am going home," I giggled. "Just... not tonight."
Lexi made a face, then stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me without another word. I was briefly caught off guard before the emotions caught up with me. I hugged her back tightly, rubbing her back reassuringly as my face buried in her sweet-smelling red hair.
"You better win," she muttered into my shoulder. "I'm not missing you and watching you lose."
"There's only so much I can do," I laughed. "I'll cheer my heart out for them."
"If they fuck up, I expect you to tap in and show them how it's done," Lexi informed me.
"I'll do my best," I said.
"Do better than that."
I laughed quietly as I pulled back. Daddy stepped in for a hug next. His arms were so familiar, so comforting. It had been a while since he told me a story or since we cuddled. Too long since we had truly expressed our love. I held him tightly, my head pressed against his chest as I breathed in his comforting scent.
"You good?" he asked quietly enough for it not to carry.
I nodded. "Yeah."
He kissed the top of my head before pulling back slightly, still holding me. "I'm proud of you."
"It's just cheerleading," I giggled.
Daddy shook his head. "Not just for that. For everything."
"Thank you," I smiled softly.
"You're welcome," he kissed my forehead before releasing me. "I love you, baby girl."
"I love you, too," I replied, something in my chest loosening.
"Call us when you land. Focus on the game," Daddy advised. "Everything else will be here when you get back."
"Oh, and give me the details if you decide to join the mile high club," Lexi interjected.
"There's only one dick I'm interested in right now," I looked to Daddy and bit my lower lip. "One that isn't coming with me."
"We'll see you Sunday," Daddy reached out and squeezed my shoulder.
"Win," Lexi pointed at me.
"I'll try."
"Win," she repeated.
Security was routine. Shoes off, remove all jewelry, bag and purse through the scanner. Quick smile for the TSA agent while going through the metal detector. Then move on. It was simple, but the long lines were why we were all advised to come to the airport two hours early.
The football team and cheer squad had already gathered at the gate when I got there. There were clusters of red and black, overnight bags everywhere as voices overlapped. Very normal. I dropped into an empty seat by the window, letting out a long breath as I struggled not to overthink.
Ashley was still fighting with Melissa, who was grounded along with all her friends. Kelsey was still reeling from the party, and would probably never go out again. Scarlett Vaughn had been attacked, her brother had been jumped. Several arrests weren't enough to ease my anxiety.
"Is this seat taken?" a male voice asked.
I looked up into the smiling face of every woman's fantasy. He was well above six-feet in height and incredibly muscular. His blond hair was perfectly-styled and his blue eyes were only enhanced by the cute dimples his smile produced. Yes, I remembered him quite well.
"Go for it," I offered.
"Thanks," he smiled, taking the seat beside me. "So, ah, I'm not sure if you remember..."
"I remember, Mike," I said, facing the football player with an arched eyebrow. "Or did you think I hookup with so many guys that I'd forget half of them?"
"No, no!" Mike Crawford quickly backtracked. "I didn't mean that at all. I just, I wasn't sure. I'm sorry."
"Nothing to apologize for," I giggled. "I went to a party with my friend Brittney. You and your buddy Brad picked us up."
"I'm glad you remember," Mike told me. "That was a very memorable night."
"It was," I nodded slowly, remembering Mike was the first guy I willingly let do me up the butt. "But I was going through a really difficult time in my life and was spiraling."
"I'm not trying to pick you up again or anything," he said quickly. "Sorry, of course you'd think that. I just wanted to say hi."
"Well, 'hi' to you, too," I grinned. "How are you?"
"I'm alright," Mike made a face.
"That wasn't convincing," I gave him a look.
"That party was pretty intense," he shrugged. "You obviously remember Brad. There was another party recently where he hooked up with Mandy. Then she, ah..."
"The murder, I remember," I responded with a wince.
"Sorry, shouldn't have dumped that on you," Mike sighed. "And I know other words besides 'sorry,' I swear."
"I believe you," I smiled. "Don't worry about it. Things have been crazy lately. How about the two of us relax as friends and talk about the exciting weekend we're looking forward to?"
"Sounds perfect," he inclined his head.
We chatted for a bit, getting to know each other. It was nice that he seemed genuinely interested in me; Mike wasn't acting like I was just a hot body he'd scored with. I regretted the way I had acted after my assault, but I was happy to learn that Mike was a good guy. Romance wasn't on my mind, but he'd make a good friend.
Once on the plane, I moved slowly down the aisle as people put their bags in the overhead compartments. We took up most of the plane, with football players closer to the front. I found my seat in the row behind the last of the players. It was a window seat, making it slightly less difficult to get comfortable.
"Hey, sorry. This is me," a quiet female voice said.
Harper Lin was a pretty Chinese-American woman with black hair that faded into purple at the ends. The only other freshman on the cheer squad made an amazing flier, partly due to the fact that she was so petite. She had the same travel gear as everyone else, and I could see the intense focus in her gaze. I didn't know her well, but we all knew Harper was incredibly observant.
"No need to apologize," I smiled as she put her Phoenixes bag in the overhead compartment. "Please."
"Thanks," Harper slid into the seat beside me and slid her purse under the seat. "We're rooming together at the hotel."
"Looks like they sat us together here, too," I said with a smile.
Harper looked at me, studying me for longer than most people would have. "You land slightly forward on your right foot when you dismount."
"I- what?" I blinked.
"It's subtle," she added simply. "You correct it before the next count, so it doesn't throw anything off. But it is there."
"You... you noticed that during the routine?" I asked.
"Yes," Harper nodded.
"That's mildly terrifying," I smiled.
"It's efficient," she shrugged.
I let out a small laugh before I could stop it. "Good to know."
She nodded once, satisfied, like that explained everything. Harper started scrolling on her phone while I glanced around the plane. Most people were seated, getting comfortable for the flight. Dan was a one row ahead, across the aisle. His arm was wrapped from the cut he received at the party. My eyes lingered, watching him talk to another one of the guys.
The doors of the plane closed, bringing us closer to takeoff. People started putting on their seat belts as the engine hummed to life. Harper moved beside me, placing her phone in the mesh pocket in front of her. She then leaned her head back as she settled in.
"I'm probably going to sleep," she said, eyes already closing. "Just so you know."
"Appreciate the warning," I smirked.
"Mm."
She didn't take long to shut herself down. Efficient. Of course.
"Flight time's only an hour-and-a-half," she added, drifting off. "Short."
"Yeah," I responded. Arizona wasn't far, but it was far enough.
Takeoff went smoothly after a brief taxi to the runway. People took out their phones the moment they could, conversation dying down as people turned to electronic entertainment. Harper didn't move beyond adjusting herself to get comfortable for her nap. I glanced out the window and noticed the clusters of lights from the city.
"Kayla?" Dan called out.
I looked over and saw him leaning over in his seat, talking loudly so I could hear him. Fortunately, Harper didn't seem to notice or care.
"Hey, Dan," I replied with a small smile.
"How are you doing?" he asked.
"Good," I nodded. "You?"
He shifted slightly. "I've been worse."
My eyes flicked to the bandage on his arm. "Does it hurt?"
"Only when I use it," he chuckled.
I gave him a small giggle. "That sounds inconvenient."
"Just a bit," Dan winced.
"You're really okay to play?" I questioned.
"Yeah, it'll be fine," he insisted. "I won't be playing much anyway. Not with Drew back."
"Well, be careful when you're on the field," I smiled. "I'll be cheering for you."
"Thanks, Kayla," his face split into a wide grin.
Dan gave me a quick nod before turning to talk to Tank Reynolds. At least Dan seemed normal. He'd been attacked, but he was acting like his usual self. I knew he had spoken with Sarah a couple of times about what happened, but she wouldn't give me any details.
"You're both compensating," Harper's voice made me jump.
I turned and saw she hadn't opened her eyes. "What?"
"For injuries," she said quietly. "Him physically. You mentally."
"You weren't asleep?" I stared at her.
"I was," Harper replied. "Mostly."
"That's concerning."
Harper opened one eye just enough to look at me. "Your shoulders have been tense since takeoff."
I shifted slightly without thinking.
"See?" she said, closing her eye again. "Correcting."
"I'm not hurt," I pointed out.
"Not physically," Harper agreed. "But the mental affects the physical more than most people realize."
"And you think I'm mentally injured?" I asked. "Should I be insulted?"
"No, I can just tell you're distracted," she explained. "You're trying not to think about something."
I let out a small laugh. "You always like this?" Direct. Blunt. Accurate.
"Yes."
"Good to know," I smirked and shook my head even though she couldn't see me.
"Patterns are easy to read," Harper continued, adjusting herself in her seat. "You've had a weight on your shoulders from the moment we met at tryouts."
"You can tell all of this from my body language?" I questioned. "I'm impressed."
"More impressed than you should be," she said. "I also listen."
"To what?" I wondered.
"To whispered conversations people think aren't being overheard," Harper shrugged. "Quite a few of our squad mates aren't happy about freshman on the team."
"That one I knew," I nodded slowly. "They think we haven't earned it."
"Correct," she agreed. "They checked up on us. There's nothing that isn't on the internet."
"W-what do you mean?" I stammered.
"I'm telling you all this so that you're not caught off guard," Harper explained. "They know. Rich father, mom passed when you were young, no siblings. They know about the kidnapping and trial. All of them, basically."
"That's not stalker-like behavior at all," I commented with a grimace.
"Most of them sympathize," she continued calmly. "You've convinced them you've earned your spot. Plus, all women can feel the pain of what you went through. At least they should. A few of them? Be careful. They'll use anything against you they can."
"I was not expecting such a heavy conversation," I let out a nervous laugh.
"It's better that you know," Harper said quietly. "And don't worry; you'll be great tomorrow. Your timing's consistent."
"That's reassuring," I smiled, shocked she had moved on so fast.
"It should be."
The flight wasn't long, but it was still a relief to step off the plane. I adjusted my purse as we moved through the small terminal toward baggage claim. Everyone was chatting quietly as we grabbed our bags and headed outside into the darkness. Airport lights stretched across the tarmac, illuminating a few small areas.
The bus ride to the hotel was quieter than I expected. A few people talked, but most didn't. I had chosen a seat halfway back, resting my head lightly against the window as Arizona passed by in scattered lights. Harper sat next to me again, earbuds in as she tapped her fingers lightly against her knee.
"Hey, Kayla?" Rylee Simmons poked her head over the seat in front of me.
"Yes?" I asked the petite flyer. She was a junior, and I knew she felt threatened by my presence.
"Vanessa and I were thinking about something," Rylee grinned, showing off her pearly-white teeth.
"Rylee was considering grabbing a hot football player on the plane to join the mile high club," Vanessa Cruz explained as she appeared over the seat next to Rylee. "Then she said it wasn't possible."
"It's not!" Rylee shook her head, her blonde curls bouncing. "I'm little, and I could barely fit in that stall by myself. Nevermind with six feet of hot guy."
"The bathrooms aren't that big," I agreed. "I don't know how anyone pulls it off."
"That's why we thought of you," Rylee grinned, her green eyes sparkling mischievously. "We regular people only ever get on planes with the small bathrooms. Your dad must have a private jet or something. Ever join the mile high club, rich girl?"
"Some of those planes have private bedrooms so you can sleep the whole way comfortably," Vanessa commented.
"Or fuck the whole way," Rylee nudged the pretty Latina.
"Sorry to disappoint, but no," I giggled, trying to be friendly. "Daddy doesn't have a private plane. We don't fly enough."
"That's a shame," Rylee sighed. "Was hoping for a hot story."
"Sorry to disappoint," I shrugged.
The hotel was what I was expecting. Clean, average, and forgettable. We filed in as a group, grabbing card keys and splitting off into smaller clusters as room assignments were given. It sounded like one floor was for the football players, while the cheerleaders got another. Made sense.
"Kayla, Harper: room 312," Melissa Hart declared, holding an envelope with two card keys.
Stepping off the elevator, I pressed the key card to the door until the lights turned green and the lock clicked open. It was a standard hotel room, with two queen-sized beds, a desk, a dresser, two bedside tables, and a television mounted on the wall. I dropped my bag on one bed while Harper took the other.
We moved around each other without really talking; unpacking just enough to get through the night. Shoes off, phones on the charger, hair ties pulled loose. Normal things. We also pulled out our cheer uniforms and hung them up to try reducing any wrinkles.
"You're quieter now."
I glanced over to where Harper was sitting on her bed, one leg tucked beneath her. She was watching me like she'd been waiting for the right moment to say it.
"I was quiet on the plane," I pointed out while texting Daddy and the Sluts.
"Externally," she replied. "Not internally. You're more relaxed now."
"Am I?" I arched an eyebrow.
"You stopped shifting your weight," Harper explained. "And you're not adjusting your hands constantly any more."
"It's been a week," I sighed. "Lots of stuff happened. I miss being at home, but it is kind of nice to be away from Ashwood for a bit."
"That makes sense," she nodded.
"Do you ever not analyze everything?" I asked.
"No."
"Good to know," I giggled. "That must make dating a challenge."
"Dating? Yes," Harper nodded, brushing a lock of hair over one ear. "Sex? No."
"Is that so?" I looked at her in surprise.
"There's logic in everything if you know where to look," she explained with a shrug. "Patterns to emotions, desires. Even love."
"Seems like you're taking all the fun out of it," I observed.
"Am I?" Harper challenged. "You need an initial attraction, which can be hard to quantify, yes. However, once you move to the bedroom; then what?"
"Uh, insert tab A into slot B?" I offered, unsure where she was going.
"You communicate," she corrected. "Often wordlessly. We always tell guys to pay attention to our nonverbal signals, but guys have plenty of their own."
"That's true," I nodded, considering her words.
"Even when a person does understand what the other wants, they often get it wrong," Harper smirked. "There's a reason a woman saying 'don't stop, I'm gonna cum,' either causes the guy to cum or change things up because he thinks he can do better."
"We literally tell them not to stop and they still fuck it up," I giggled. "Cumming, I get, but why would they do something different when we tell them what they're doing is working perfectly?"
"People are inclined to think what they'd like is what everyone would like," she shrugged. "Even women. We think we know exactly how a man likes it. That works if the guy just wants you to hold still so he can pound away until he's done."
"Not if he wants you to match his rhythm," I waggled my eyebrows. "Nothing like rolling around just right."


"Exactly!" Harper laughed, getting to her feet. "Recognizing patterns and small changes in body language can ruin a romantic relationship very easy. Especially in college. Although, I can proudly say I definitely give one of the best blowjobs of anyone in the squad."
"Oh, those are fighting words," I pointed at her. "I've definitely made guys curl their toes."
She continued laughing while going through her bag. "Well, the BJ contest will have to wait until after the game. Do you mind if I shower?"
"Not at all," I shook my head. "I'll take mine in the morning."
Harper disappeared into the bathroom, so I decided to get ready for bed as well. I stripped down to my panties and pulled on a large t-shirt that fell past my butt. It was a shirt I had stolen from Daddy; just plain blue, but it reminded me of him. I'd stolen it months ago and washed it several times, but I swore it still smelled like him.
A little while later, Harper returned wearing a casual pajama set. I used the bathroom to wash up and go through my nightly routine, including brushing my teeth. I got into my bed and pulled the covers over my body, enjoying the comforting warmth as I stared up at the ceiling.
"I wasn't at the party," I commented. "Kelsey was attacked and Dan was hurt. I wasn't there, but it still feels like..."
"You were," she finished for me.
I frowned slightly, looking over at her even though I couldn't see her in the dark. "What?"
"Indirect exposure," Harper explained. "Same emotional response, just delayed."
"That's one way to put it," I replied.
"It's accurate."
"You're kind of intense," I told her, a small smile on my lips.
"I've been told that," she responded. There was a small pause, the hum of the air conditioner filling the room. "You'll be fine tomorrow."
"You diagnosed me with emotional instability and now I'm fine?" I questioned.
"You're not unstable," Harper corrected. "You're processing."
"And that won't affect performance?"
"Not if you don't let it," she responded simply.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Friday September 05, 2025
The hallway was quiet. Doors closed and lights dimmed. I leaned against the wall near the ice machine, flexing my fingers before letting my hand fall to my side. The wrap shouldn't slow me down on the field. The cut barely hurt anymore; it wasn't deep and would heal quickly.
The machine clunked loudly as it finally started dropping ice into the bucket. I placed the cover back on the bucket and turned to head back to my room. I stopped as soon as I noticed Drew Kensington. He didn't look hurt, but I did notice the way he shifted his weight indicated he didn't fully trust one side.
"Mitchell," Drew offered me a manly nod.
"Kensington," I replied.
He glanced at the ice bucket, then at my arm. "Looks painful."
"Nah," I shook my head. "It's just a cut."
"Still," Drew paused for a moment. "Sorry it happened at my place."
"Hey, you didn't come at me with a knife," I reminded him.
"Fuck, nothing about that party went right," he let out a laugh. "I got hurt at the game, Kayla blew me off, then a teammate gets knifed."
"Nothing happened that can't be fixed," I smiled. "We'll both heal and there will be other parties."
"Hm," Drew nodded slowly. "Have you talked to Kayla much?"
"A little," I answered honestly. "She texted a couple of times after it happened to make sure I was okay. And we have a class together."
"Well, hopefully she doesn't skip the next party," Drew mused. "By the way, you had a good game."
"Thanks," I smiled. "Coach called the plays, I just ran them."
"Yeah," he said, a faint smile tugging at one corner of his mouth. "Funny how that works."
"You ready to play tomorrow?" I asked.
"Yes," Drew replied confidently. "I am."
"Good," I nodded.
"Good?" he looked surprised.
"Better for the team," I shrugged.
"I'm glad you know that," Drew inclined his head. "Do me a favor and let Kayla know I was asking about her."
"Yeah, sure," I replied. "See you on the field tomorrow."
Drew gave me another nod before turning and heading down the hall. I wished Drew would give up his Kayla obsession, but there wasn't much I could do about that. She had enough on her plate without dealing with an entitled ass. Shaking my head, I brought the ice bucket back to my room. Tank had managed to sneak some whiskey in his suitcase. We each had a glass to calm our nerves, toasting a to great game for the next day.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday September 06, 2025
Most people wouldn't understand my relationship with Alexis Davis. There were times I didn't understand it myself. She was young and full of energy. I was middle-aged and preferred staying home and relaxing. Yet, we each provided something the other needed. Lexi had her youth, her hope, her energy. I provided stability and perspective. Every morning I woke up thinking about how lucky was.
Saturday morning I woke up to something hitting me in the face.
I jerked awake on instinct, my eyes snapping open to a blur of light and movement. Quickly sitting up, I rubbed my eyes as my tired brain tried to process what was happening. Lowering my hands, I blinked several times to bring the room into focus. Just in time to see an object coming at my face fast.
"WAKE UP!" Lexi yelled as the pillow hit me straight in the face again.
Lexi was kneeling on the bed completely naked, her young, beautiful body on full display. She was holding a pillow in both hands, raising it above her as if she were ready to strike again. The events of the last thirty seconds showed me that she was indeed prepared to attack again.
"W-what, what time is it?" I managed to ask, my voice still rough with sleep.
"It's my birthday," she said, like that explained everything.
I reached over and checked my phone. "Lexi, it's six in the morning on a Saturday."
"And?" the redhead shot back.
"And I was asleep," I grumbled.
"Well, that was your first mistake," she declared, putting the pillow down. "You should have already been awake and prepared."
"For what?"
"For this," she gestured dramatically to herself.
Fucking gorgeous. A tight body with light skin. She didn't have a ton of freckles, but the ones she did have created beautiful swirling patterns across her skin. Even her flat stomach was cute. Cute and hot. Her nipples were a pale pink, surrounded by a handful of freckles I loved to kiss. Her green eyes blinked at me as she watched me check her out. That fiery red hair was perfect for her.
"I'm looking at it," I sighed happily. "Fuck, you're gorgeous."
"Good," she nodded. "Now, where's my breakfast in bed? My full-body massage? Today is the most important day of the year."
"For you," I chuckled.
"For everyone," Lexi corrected
I rubbed a hand over my face, having already lost the fight. "Happy birthday, Lexi."
"About time," she said, reaching out to run her fingers along my bare chest. "I accept."
"Does that mean I can go back to sleep?" I asked.
"No," she shook her head.
"Didn't think so."
"Hey, this is a very important day for you," Lexi said with a smile.
"Is that so?" I arched an eyebrow.
"Yes," Lexi answered as she tugged the blanket off my body. "This is your last year to get teenage pussy. You should take full advantage."
"Hm, you are getting old, aren't you?" I looked over at her. "Guess I should start looking for another girlfriend."
"Brave of you to say when you're so vulnerable," she whispered, her hand cradling my balls. "I could just tug these right off."
"Okay, sorry!" I said quickly. "Jeez, I was just teasing. Don't hurt the boys."
"You're lucky I know you're planning a nice breakfast for me downstairs," Lexi growled, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. "Otherwise I might decide I'm not interested in hot sex for my birthday."
"When aren't you interested in my morning wood?" I challenged.
"You call it morning wood, I call it breakfast in bed," Lexi declared, lowering her head and taking me in her warm mouth.
Despite her words, I didn't cum in her mouth just yet. Lexi sucked me for several minutes before I pulled her off me and rolled her on her back. One of the reasons she fell for me was that I cared more about her pleasure than my own. So, my only option was to bury my face in that wet pussy and eat her out until she screamed my name.
When Lexi was gasping for breath, I sat up and put her legs over my shoulders so I could slide myself into her tightness. Her love tunnel clamped down on me as I started thrusting. The expressions of pleasure on her face were intoxicating, and I couldn't resist holding her boobs as I made love to her.
Lexi could tell I was close as my thrusts grew more intense. She started begging for me to cum in her mouth, telling me she wanted to taste my cum and swallow it all. I pulled out and straddled her face. Gripping her hair, I lifted her head and shoved my cock between her lips. Lexi sucked hard for about thirty seconds before I grunted, exploding in her mouth and giving the redhead her breakfast in bed.
A few minutes later we were leaning up against the headboard and talking. Her soft shoulder was against mine as I ran my fingers along the light skin of her upper thigh. No matter how much I touched her, I could never get over how soft Lexi's skin was.
"I assume you have a full day planned to celebrate me," she said.
"That so?" I asked.
"Yes," Lexi nodded. "First, you'll sit with me at breakfast and compliment me a few times. Then I expect you and Hazel to massage me. Followed by a very pleasant threesome."
"I can get behind that," I nodded in approval.
"Party this afternoon," she continued. "There will be kids coming, so that'll be G-rated. We'll also watch Kayla's game."
"And then what?" I wondered.
"The kids will leave and the grown-ups might stay later," Lexi mused. "We'll see what happens there. Then before bed I expect you to fuck and cum in all three of my holes. I want to be so deliciously sore that I'm walking bow-legged tomorrow when we pick up Kayla from the airport."
"That can be arranged," I agreed.
"Steven, there's something else," Lexi said after a few moments of silence.
"Yes?" I asked.
"Remember the notebook?" she questioned in a small voice.
"The one you wrote in while Keith was... hurting you?" I questioned. "The one none of us knew about until you pulled it out when Sarah was here? The one the other girls still don't know about. That notebook?"
"Yes. That one," she pointed at me. "You've got it."
"What about it?" I looked over at her.
"I stopped writing when things got better thanks to you," Lexi explained. "Then I finally shared something from it with you and Sarah. Mainly to show her how amazing you are."
"Thanks for that," I smiled softly.
"Anyway, I, uh..." she trailed off as she leaned over to open her bedside table. Sitting up, she held the old notebook to her chest as she looked at me. "I wrote something else. For you. About you, really."
"Yeah?" I said eagerly.
She nodded once, looking down at the notebook. "I'm not ready to share everything in here. With anyone. But, I'd like you to read the one thing I just wrote."
"I would love that," I told her sincerely.
"Don't make it weird," Lexi added quickly. "Or I'm taking it back."
"I won't make it weird."
"You always say that," she rolled her eyes at me. "Then we end up in the third floor sitting room, my tits pressed against the glass so we can look over the grounds while you do me."
"That was your idea," I pointed out.
"Not the point," Lexi grumbled, opening to the right page and handing me the notebook. "Just read it."
Lexi looked away as I took the notebook from her. I looked at it carefully. The handwriting was hers; messy in places, clean in others. It looked like she had erased a few lines and replaced them with others. The poem was titled "The Light Stays On," and I lifted the notebook as I started reading.
I used to measure nights by how long they lasted;
how loud they got, how fast things could go wrong.
I learned where the exits were, I didn't learn people's names.
I learned to pretend; to act the slut and play along.
Now it's different, now there's quiet.
That doesn't feel like something's missing.
I learned safety, I learned rest without a riot.
The dark isn't scary, I learned closed doors aren't prisons.
The memories still swirl, visions of a painful past.
Sometimes I need the light on, to learn they aren't there.
I hit the switch, I shined a light on my life.
You saw the horrors, my past laid bare.
I learned to expect disgust, learned how to leave.
Before I ever felt like I could stay.
The light stays on, you see me Steve.
I learned it's simple; you love me for me.
I didn't say anything right away, didn't rush anything. I didn't even look up until I'd read the poem three times. When I did look over, Lexi was watching me intently. She looked nervous, like she was afraid of my reaction. I wanted to convince her that wasn't something she ever had to worry about.
"I love it," I said simply. "And not just because it's about me. It's a good poem, Lexi."
"Yeah?" she asked, her face splitting into a grin.
"Yes," I closed the notebook gently and handed it back. "You just write that?"
"Yesterday," Lexi answered, taking it from me. She looked down at the notebook, running her thumb along the edge. "I hadn't written anything since Keith. This was the first one that was positive. And it's thanks to you."
"I love you, Lexi," I told her plainly.
"I love you, too," she smiled softly. "I'm not ready to show the others yet."
"There's no rush," I replied immediately.
"Steven?" Lexi asked in a small voice. "I know we have breakfast, but do you think we could stay in cuddle for a bit? I wanna be held."
"That sounds great," I took her hand and gave it a small squeeze. "The only one joining us for breakfast will be Hazel. I think we both know she's just fine with sleeping in."
~Stacey Martin~
Saturday September 06, 2025
"WAKE UP!" April called out the instant before a pillow hit me in the head.
"Ungh, April!" I grumbled, pushing the pillow off me. "Let me sleep."
"Noooo!" my girlfriend whined, making me realize she wasn't in bed with me.
I sat up with a frown, rubbing my eyes before taking in the sight of the little blonde nerd. April was standing in the center of the room, hands on her hips and glasses perched on her nose. Her wavy blonde hair framed her face, and her green eyes were shining with happiness and lust.
Despite how adorable she is, April's outfit drew most of my attention. She was dressed in a purple satin chemise with black lace trim that fell to mid-thigh. It had cute purple bows at the sides and one between her breasts. I loved the way the black lace slightly hid her cleavage. It was cute and sexy at the same time. Just like April.
"Remind me," I began cheekily, "which one of us has a birthday today?"
"Don't worry, I expect you to appropriately celebrate the wonder that is me," April grinned widely. "The first present is for you. Me!"
"Mm, I can't wait to unwrap you," I purred, sitting up. "Get your slutty little ass in bed, pet."
April wasted no time hopping up on the bed and lunging at me. She was filled with endless energy and was always up for sexy fun times. We started kissing passionately as we rolled around in bed. April squeezed my big boobs from outside my t-shirt while I slid a hand up her chemise and discovered she hadn't bothered with underwear.
Being her usual aggressive self, April quickly got my shirt off, leaving me in just a pair of cheeky panties. She buried her face in my cleavage, slobbering all over my titties while I slid my hand between her legs. With my nipple in her mouth, she let out a long, quivering whine as I started fingering her.
Lifting her head from my breasts, April kissed me hungrily before turning around and getting on top of me. I grabbed her butt-cheeks as she lowered her pussy down onto my face. She shivered on top of me when my tongue made contact with her soaked labia. My nails dug into her ass I started to passionately eat her out.
"Mm, yes, lick my cunt," April cooed happily as she pushed my panties aside to reveal my womanhood.
Hooking her arms around my thighs, April leaned in and started running her tongue all over my labia. The room filled with our moans as we pleasured each other; fingering and licking until we both got off. I swallowed April's feminine nectar while she sucked on my clit, making me cum a second time.
Pushing her off me, I slid off my panties and threw them on the floor. Then I put April on all fours and pushed up her chemise to expose her naked ass. April cried out when I spanked her, so I naturally did it several more times. Then I buried my face in her wet twat from behind.
"I love this pussy," I husked before playfully kissing her right butt-cheek. "The ass is great, too."
April's giggle turned into a long moan as I pushed my tongue between her labia and swiped it up and down. Then I rolled her onto her back and put one of her legs over my shoulder. We looked into each other's eyes as I pushed my wet pussy down against her pink cunt.
I held her leg against my chest, her calf pressing between my breasts as we started tribbing. April grabbed her boobs from outside her lingerie, pinching her own nipples as her back arched. It wasn't long before we both came hard. I could feel April's pussy lips quivering as she had an intense orgasm.
I collapsed beside her, drawing the little nerd into my arms. "Happy birthday, babe."
"Mm, that was a good start," April cooed, throwing an arm around my waist as she placed her head on my tit.
"Ready for your party?" I asked, kissing the top of her head.
"Mine and Lexi's," she reminded me. "At her house."
"Hey, some people are coming just for you," I pointed out. "George and Haruto."
"That's true," April nodded slightly.
"Have you made a decision about Steven?" I asked lightly.
"Not really," she let out a breath. "Fuck, just thinking about him makes my pussy gush. I wanna climb that man like a tree."
"So, do it," I stated simply. "You know it's fine with me."
"I know, but you know my hangups," April mumbled quietly.
"Steven isn't your uncle," I insisted firmly. "He never hurt Kayla. She initiated everything. I agree, it's different. Very different."
"I know, I know," she said, running her finger along my stomach. "I'll see what happens, alright?"
"Which means you're gonna do it," I grinned. "My girlfriend's a sexy whore who thinks with her pussy."
"Shut up," April giggled cutely.
The entire morning was about April. We showered together, where I ended up fingering her against the shower wall while she begged me not to stop. Then I made her a nice breakfast, which we ate on the couch in our apartment. We only bothered with panties, so April spent a lot of time reaching over to play with my boobs.
April got to pick what we watched on television, so naturally it was hours of Planet Trek Wars reruns. She taught me the weird gesture they do with their fingers. When I got it right, it turned April on so much she tackled me to the couch and made hot love to me.
Then April wanted to spend time on her computer. I watched her sitting on her gaming chair in only a pair of light pink panties and a headset with a microphone. She kept calling instructions to other people into the microphone. The seriousness on her face contrasting with how she was sitting cross-legged while practically naked was fucking adorable.
An idea occurred to me and I retrieved my sketchpad. Rather than draw her as the Mistress of Flames, I drew April exactly as I saw her. Every line and curve was perfect. I used the perfect shading for her little nipples. I made sure to also get the headset and the focus on her face as she played her game.


I really was in love with April. I wasn't sure what our future held, but I was looking forward to a great day to celebrate my favorite slutty nerd.
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday September 06, 2025
The field looked and felt different. Deep blue and gold stretched across the stadium, from the end zones to the banners, outfits, and flags all throughout the seats. Northern Arizona University and their mascot, Louie the Lumberjack. It was their house. It was their noise.
I stood just off the turf, hands on my hips while fully dressed in my cheer uniform. Holding my pompoms tightly, I glanced down the line of cheerleaders. Without the players on the field yet, we were the one group of red and black on the field. Even the Arizona heat was a reminder that we were the ones out of place.
Across the field, the opposing team's cheerleaders were running through a routine. They were good. Not better than us, but different. Not having Scarlett would hurt, but we knew how to compensate. Coach Hart had prepared us for so many different scenarios.
Assistant Coach Darius Cole blew his whistle, the shrill sound easily cutting through the noise. We moved automatically, falling into position with practiced ease. He was standing with Head Coach Melissa Hart and Leila Moreno, a graduate student in kinesiology. All three of them had come on the trip to make sure everything went as close to perfect as possible.
Coach Hart blew her whistle, bringing us in tighter.
"Listen up!" she said, her voice easily cutting through the noise. "This isn't home and we're down one, so everything needs to be clean. No overcompensating, no rushing counts. Trust your spacing."
"You're not getting the crowd today," Coach Cole continued. "Don't waste energy trying."
"He's right," Coach Hart agreed, pointing toward where our players would be entering. "Your job is the field. Our players will hear you. They'll feel you. That's where your energy goes."
We all nodded our understanding.
"The other side's going to be loud," Melissa Hart told us. "Let them. We stay clean. We stay tight. No overreaching or forcing reactions. Execution wins here."
It wasn't long before the players came out. Across the field, their squad reset again; blue and gold snapping into sharp lines as the crowd answered. The squad was perfectly synchronized with the crowd, as if they were part of the same system. That wouldn't be us today. It didn't need to be.
I adjusted my footing half an inch, aligning with the line. The space closed tighter, providing less room for mistakes. Another reason not to make any. The band hit a sharp note behind us, the sound bouncing across the field. I rolled my shoulders, letting them settle as the noise blurred and the colors faded.
The whistle blew. I was home again. My eyes snapped open. And everything else disappeared.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday September 06, 2025
By the time the game came on, the mansion was already full. Some were still arriving, but there were enough people talking to carry noise from room to room. Voices overlapped with music and the occasional burst of laughter. People moved easily through the house, drinks in hand as they talked to acquaintances and friends.
I stood in the family living room, one hand resting on the back of a couch while my other held a beer. The food was out and there were plenty of drinks. Everyone was having a great time. Some were dressed casually, while others had on bathing suits so they could go out for a dip in the pool.
Lexi was in the middle of all of it. She moved through the crowd like she belonged at the center of everything, pulling people into conversations, laughing loudly while drinking from a wine cooler, then disappearing somewhere else. The redhead was wearing her light blue bikini and her silver necklace with a stylized "A" charm.
Marcia and Ashley joined us as the game was about to start. In addition to Ashley's boyfriend Josh, they had brought a couple of other friends. Derek was Josh's roommate in college, and Lina was a close friend of Marcia's. Both women were joining the school's honor society. They were quiet and intelligent, so I understood how they got along so well.
The camera briefly shifted to a view of the sidelines. There she was. Kayla. It was a wide shot of her squad moving into position. But I was still able to recognize her. The way she stood, the way she held herself. That was my baby girl. Even from a distance I could see she was focused. Ready to go.
"She's right there," Ashley announced, pointing her out. "That's Kayla."
"How can you tell?" Lexi frowned, leaning forward. "They all just look like chicks in red and black."
"She's right, that's Kayla," I interjected with confidence.
"Would you be able to spot me from that distance?" Lexi looked toward me.
"Put on a cheer uniform and we can find out," I shrugged as people laughed.
"Dirty, old man," the redhead teased before winking. "And it's a date."
The broadcast cut to the opposing cheer squad who were wearing blue and gold. They were using the call-and-response technique that Kayla loved so much. It looked like the crowd was responding to the squad, shouting loudly and clapping their hands.
When the screen shifted again, it was to show the players getting into position. The whistle blew, and the game started. Unfortunately, that meant a lot less of the cheerleaders on the screen. Most people were more interested in the game itself. I enjoyed a good football game, but I was much more interested in my baby girl.
During a commercial, I went outside to see how things were going by the pool. My best friends Allan and Amanda were swimming with their kids. April and Stacey were relaxing in lounge chairs while talking to Haruto and George. George was a mountain of a man who was incredibly kind and intelligent, having a PhD in botany. Haruto was a personal trainer, and quite a few people had pestered him for an introduction with his most famous client; the heartthrob Nolan Reed.
People were coming in and out of the pool house, some changing into bathing suits while others went in to hang out. I spotted Hazel sitting with Sarah and her grandmother, Maxine. Sarah was wearing a cover-up, but Hazel was fully dressed in leggings and a large t-shirt.
"Hello, ladies," I said, taking a seat with them. "I hope you're having fun?"
"We are, thank you," Sarah smiled before taking a sip of her drink. "Hazel here was trying to talk me into arresting her parents."
"She won't do it," Hazel grumbled, crossing her arms.
"I'm afraid strict parenting isn't a crime," Sarah said kindly.
"Cutting them off from social media and taking away their phones?" Hazel arched an eyebrow. "All so they can't talk to me."
"You know, when I went to school there was no social media," I chuckled. "And at most we had a pager."
"We didn't even have pagers," Maxine commented.
"I don't know what a pager is, but we're not talking about the stone age here," Hazel waved us off.
"Hazy," Maxine chastised gently. "I agree, your parents are acting horribly right now. But there's nothing for the law to get involved in."
"They'll come around when the baby's born, I'm sure," Sarah said. "Who could resist seeing their first grandchild?"
"You don't know the fuckers," Hazel growled.
"Language, Hazy," Maxine admonished.
"Sorry, Grandma," the tan girl mumbled. "I just mean that their new church sucks. Sounds like a cult to me."
"What church is this?" Sarah asked.
"Covenant Path Fellowship," she replied, running her long brown ponytail through her hand. "Just the name makes them sound like pretentious pri- ah, anyway..." Hazel coughed. "The pastor has a redwood up his, um, butt, about me. Telling my parents I'm a terrible influence on my brothers."
"I know that church," Sarah nodded slowly. "Yeah, the pastor is Elijah Rowe."
"That mean Hazel's right?" I questioned with a raised brow.
"Hah!" Hazel crowed victoriously as she jabbed a finger at her grandmother. "I told you it was a crazy cult."
"It's not a cult," Sarah shook her head. "I only know about them because they organize a lot of protest. Very puritan, so they're against night clubs, bars. A couple of small fights broke out, but nothing major."
"That you know of," the tan girl countered.
"I think that's enough of this subject," I said gently. "Hazel, why don't you go swimming? It might help relax you."
"I'm not wearing a bathing suit looking like this," Hazel rolled her eyes as she gestured at herself. "I'm fat and gross."
"That's not true, Hazy," Maxine said. "You are beautiful young lady."
"All pregnant women are gorgeous," Sarah added.
"Steven!" Ashley shouted, causing me to turn.
"Yes?" I frowned.
"You might want to get in here," the tall blonde gestured with a thumb over her shoulder. "Lexi's on the table."
"Doing what?" I asked with a sigh.
"Inventing her birthday cheer routine."
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday September 06, 2025
"Mitchell," Coach J said firmly.
I looked up. "Yes, coach?"
"You're in," he pointed toward the field.
I put in my mouth guard and pulled my helmet down as I jogged toward the field. Drew passed me on his way off, helmet still on and jaw tight. He didn't look hurt, but I did notice a hitch in his step. It was early second quarter and we were leading ten against seven. Making sure Drew didn't hurt himself further was the right move.
The huddle formed around me, Brent Calloway clapping once to pull us in. "Trips right. Keep it moving, let's go!"
We broke and lined up at the line of scrimmage, facing down the opposing team. Across from me, the cornerback shifted his stance as he stared me down. The ball snapped and I took off clean before cutting inside. The pass came quick, the ball almost falling into my arms before I was tackled. First down.
The crowd reacted; booing the first down while cheering the defense for taking me down. The opposing cheerleaders were going through a routine to encourage their defense to stop us. I tossed the ball back to the referee and briefly glanced at our own cheerleaders.
"We're hotter than you, what's new?"
"Red and black coming through!"
Back in position, I readied myself for the next play. It was an incomplete pass that went out of bounds. Brent followed up with a rush, gaining us several yards so we were third and five. The next pass was caught by a different wide receiver, earning us another first down.
We pushed deeper into their territory, moving the ball at a steady pace. Nothing flashy, but it was enough to get us to the ten-yard line. I lined up wide and drove forward after the snap, cutting toward the corner of the end zone. I went up for it and came down with it; touchdown.
There was blue and gold everywhere as the crowd reacted. Their cheer squad snapped into motion, the crowd immediately answering. Then I looked down our sideline. Red and black. Kayla was easy to spot; the way she looked, the way she moved. The squad wasn't cheering for the crowd, they were cheering for us. Kayla was cheering for us.
"Up in flames, watch us rise!"
"Victory burning in our eyes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
"Phoenixes, don't look back!"
We got the extra point, bringing the score to seventeen against seven. I noticed Drew standing at the sideline, talking to one of the coaches with his helmet off. He glanced over once, our eyes meeting. Drew gave me a quick nod, which I returned. Then the game kept moving.
Phoenixes versus the Lumberjacks. We traded drives, they scored a field goal, then a second. We answered with a touchdown. Then after a few more drives, Northern Arizona managed a touchdown of their own. We got the ball back and managed a field goal. The pressure kept building, play after play.
Before I knew it, we had reached the end of the fourth quarter. We were winning twenty-seven against twenty, but it was their ball. The crowd was on their feet now, cheering loudly while the cheerleaders encouraged them. I stood on the sideline, helmet in hand as I watched the defense.
Forty seconds left on the clock and it was third and goal. A field goal wouldn't cut it; they needed the touchdown. Then they could go for two points for an instant win, or go for the standard extra point and hope to win in overtime. I gripped my helmet tightly as I watched the snap. The quarterback scrambled. I cheered along with my team when their quarterback was taken down short of the marker.
Fourth down. They went for a short pass. Incomplete. We knelt with the ball, letting the clock run down. I looked across the field toward our sideline. The cheerleaders were all moving together in a flawless rhythm. Kayla was cheering her heart out. She was absolutely gorgeous.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday September 06, 2025
The room exploded when the final whistle blew. People were shouting and clapping, a couple jumping to their feet. Lexi was already moving, throwing her body at me as she kissed me passionately in front of everyone. The little redhead held my face as she repeatedly kissed me before pulling away and hugging Nicole.
"Damn," Ashley said from the armchair she was sitting in with Josh. "They did it. Dan's surprisingly good."
"Why is that surprising?" Stacey asked from the corner.
"He didn't play in high school," Ashley reasoned with a shrug. "Being good takes a lot of practice."
We discussed the game for a few minutes, debating the best plays and arguing over who the real MVP was. Kayla sent me a text to let me know the players and cheerleaders were returning to the hotel to eat. There would probably be some small parties breaking out as well. I sent her a quick reply before lifting my head and sighing at my girlfriend's antics.
"Okay!" Lexi clapped, standing on the table in her bikini. "Game's over; it's time to celebrate me!"
"And me!" April announced, climbing up on the table as well. "Presents!"
The two petite women with endless energy started dancing together on the table. April was wearing a cute yellow sundress, while Lexi just had the light blue bikini. I looked at Stacey and we both nodded. Grabbing Lexi around the waist, I tossed her over my shoulder while Stacey did the same with April. Everyone laughed as we brought them outside to the presents.
Several people had already made their exit due to the late hour. We had already eaten and it was starting to get dark. Allan and Amanda left with the kids, Maxine had gone home, and Sarah said she had work to do. A fair amount of people were still present, but all the kids and older folks were gone. Well, other than me.
"Alright," Lexi said, grabbing a present from the pile. "Who's first?"
"Maybe check the name?" Nicole suggested.
"Nah," the redhead giggled. "Chaos!"
"No!" Ashley, Marcia, and Hazel all said at once.
Nicole grabbed a small bag from the table. "This one first."
"Okay, this one is from Nicole, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley, AND Hazel. Interesting," Lexi tore into it and held up a cheap plastic tiara.
"You already think you're royalty," Marcia pointed out to laughs.
"Think? I know!" Lexi declared, putting on the tiara.
"Perfect," Ashley laughed.
April opened the next gift, which was from me. I had gotten her a first edition copy of a famous science fiction novel. She smiled as she flipped through it. Our eyes met and I felt that same spark. It wasn't love. It was lust. I couldn't deny it; I wanted to fuck the nerdy little blonde every way possible. Letting out a breath, I turned from her, knowing she wasn't okay with my relationship with Kayla.
My gift to Lexi was a designer jacket I had seen her checking out at the store. The two women then went back and forth opening gifts. Some were cute, some were silly. A bunch were gift cards to cafes or local stores. Lexi got a couple of shirts and a new pair of flip-flops. April got a nice sweater. I got to clean up wrapping paper and stuff it into a massive trash bag.
"This is from me," Hazel presented Lexi with a wrapped box that looked the right size for a t-shirt.
"What do we have here," Lexi hummed as she tore into the box.
"Really?" I sighed as everyone else laughed at the collar and leash in the box.
"I always say she should be on a leash," Hazel shrugged before pointing at her gift. "That one's for sexy time."
"This one I'm okay with," Lexi giggled, holding the collar and looking at me seductively.
"Okay, next present," I said loudly, feeling heat in my cheeks.
After presents, I set up a movie on a projector and started making popcorn. George and Haruto shook my hand, wishing Lexi a happy birthday before leaving. Others were leaving as well, while some were looking for more privacy. Ashley dragged a blushing Josh into the house, making it quite obvious what she was planning.
Nicole was snuggling with me on a lounge chair while Lexi was in the one beside us. At one point, the younger redhead got up and wandered off. She came back a few minutes later and told me I should head into the pool house. Both my girlfriends gave me their blessing for whatever happened, and I kissed them both before heading inside.
"Well, hello," I said with a smile.
"Hey, Steven," Stacey replied.
"Steven," April nodded.
The pool house was quieter than the main house, the music reduced to a dull throb through the glass. Large windows looked out over the pool, where a few people were enjoying some night swimming. The sitting area had a few pieces of furniture and was attached to the small kitchen. A hallway led to a couple of bedrooms and a bathroom. Spare chaise lounges and a few other pool items were stacked in one corner.
Stacey reached for the curtains, pulling them closed to give us privacy. "Is this okay?"
"Yeah, fine with me," I responded. "What's up?"
"You two need to have a talk," Stacey explained. "I'm just here to let you know that I'm okay with whatever happens in here."
"Thank you, Stacey," April smiled at her girlfriend.
"Thank you," I agreed.
"Good luck," Stacey said, backing toward the door. "Don't kill each other."
April and I stared at each other in silence when the door closed; the overhead lights softly illuminating us. The tiny blonde was still wearing her flowery yellow sundress that fell to mid-thigh. Her wavy locks framed her face, and her bright green eyes were behind a pair of glasses.
"Hi," I stated simply.
"Heya," April inclined her head.
"Happy birthday?" I offered with a helpless shrug. Then I smiled and pointed at her. "Twenty-one, right?"
"Twenty-six," she rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. "But, thanks. You've got a birthday coming up, too."
"The twenty-ninth," I confirmed. "Ashley's was on the first. Quite a few September birthdays."
"Yeah," April nodded slightly.
The next round of silence lasted for over a minute. "Stacey said we need to talk?"
"Yes," she let out a long breath. "I'm in love with Stacey. I want to fall asleep with her every night and wake up with her every morning. For the first time in my life I wish I was shorter. Just so I could curl up between those big, beautiful boobs."
"That was both really sweet and a little strange," I smiled softly. "I approve."
"Thank you," April giggled before her face fell slightly. "She still loves you. It took a while, but I was able to accept what happened. You aren't my uncle and would never hurt anyone on purpose."
"I'm glad you know that," I said seriously. "I love Kayla and would die for her without a second thought."
"Good," she brushed her hair back behind her ears. "Sorry for jumping around on topics, but my relationship with Stacey is basically perfect."
"Except..." I gestured for her to continue.
"We both love dick. Real dick," April blushed slightly. "That's why it's great we met Haruto and George. They're married, but like the occasional pussy. Which we provide."


"Seems like a mutually beneficial relationship," I smirked.
"It is," April agreed with a grin. "George is the big guy, but Haruto can really pound the shit out of me. And it's surprisingly hot to watch two men together."
"Not my thing, but to each their own," I said politely.
"Right. Anyway," the petite blonde continued. "Stacey and I don't touch other pussy, but we're pretty open about different dicks. I don't need to tell you how hot that girl is for you."
"Thank you again for accepting it," I told her.
"That brings us to the point of this chat," April let out a nervous laugh. "I'm in love with Stacey, but I'm completely in lust with you."
My cock twitched when I recognized the very phrase I used to describe my feelings for April. "That so?"
"Yes," she nodded quickly. "You make my pussy gush. I want you to bend me into every position imaginable and fuck all three of my holes until I'm covered in cum. I want your cum leaking out of my pussy and ass while more gushes down my throat."
"April," I groaned as blood rushed to my dick.
"B-before we get there," April took a breath to calm herself. "I just need to know; how did it happen?"
I had already answered that question, but I understood her wanting to hear it again. "You wouldn't know it from my current sex life, but Aria was my one and only. Until her death I had never even kissed another woman."
"It must have been horrible when you lost her," she looked at me with sympathy.
"Yeah, it was," I blinked away tears. "I devoted myself to Kayla. Didn't have a date for years. Then Theodore Bauer wanted someone to keep an eye on his daughter."
I looked at April with shame and a little regret before continuing. "Megan Bauer was only eighteen. I was thirty-three. She and I got along really well. I was weak."
"My boyfriend, the guy I was seeing before Stacey. Evan. He was twelve years older than me," April admitted. "We were really great for a while. I get it."
"Can I ask what happened?" I inquired gently.
"That..." April let out a laugh. "That's a long story for another time. I don't think you'd even believe it."
"That a guy would end things with you? You're right, I wouldn't believe it," I replied kindly.
"Still hoping for a piece of this, are you?" she waggled her eyebrows while gesturing at herself. "That'll have to wait. What happened next?"
"Megan went on a trip to Europe," I answered. "By all accounts, she went really wild. I tried to reach out to her, but respected her decision when she didn't respond. I later found out she got pregnant in Europe."
"Well, that's on her, not you," April pointed out.
"Unless she couldn't handle what happened with us," I countered.
"She's an adult, she made her decision," the blonde shrugged.
"Anyway, I had a couple hookups after that," I let out a breath. "Nothing crazy. Until Lexi."
"Hurricane Lexi?" April grinned. "That's what Kayla calls her. And it makes sense. Lexi's like me. Small and wild."
"Yeah, I noticed," I deadpanned. "Lexi seems able to help everyone around her loosen up."
April's eyes widened. "It's like the redhead can bring out anyone's hidden desires."
"Ah, yeah. Yes," I agreed. "Something like that. It led to Kayla and I seeing each other with less clothing on. Lexi was the first to suggest it, and naturally we shot her down. Over time, my bond with Kayla just took over. Then with everything she went through..."
"You bonded in another way," April winced.
"Yes," I nodded rapidly. "But, April it was nothing like what your uncle did to you. I should have stopped it, but yes; Kayla initiated everything. With Lexi's encouragement."
"And if Kayla wanted to stop forever?" she asked carefully.
"We'd stop," I replied simply. "And it would change nothing about how I feel about her. In fact, I've been avoiding anything sexual out of guilt on my own. I know she's noticed."
"That's probably a good thing," April responded. "I still don't approve. I don't want to know anything about it, but I'll accept that it happens."
"I appreciate that," I told her honestly, my heart beating faster as we stared at each other. "What now?"
"Now?" she cocked her head to the side. "Now I show you what you've been missing these past few months."
I'd like to think I had a connection with every woman I've been with, past and present. Lexi, Nicole, Hazel, Marcia, Ashley. Stacey and Sarah. Even Kayla herself. There was something special between us, even if there were so many relationships. I loved them all. I obviously still loved Aria, and a part of me loved Megan. Even the other hookups, like Heather from Bermuda.
I had chemistry with all of them. April and I had chemistry. It wasn't necessarily love, even if I was fond of the little blonde. It was pure lust. Somehow, even before we had touched I knew; I knew we were sexually compatible. I could see it in her eyes that April felt the same. There had been roadblocks, but the lust had been building for months. It finally exploded.
With a passionate growl, April jumped into my arms and shoved her tongue in my mouth. I held her by the ass as she wrapped her legs around me and kissed me fiercely. Moving instinctively, I pinned her small body against the wall so my hands could explore her every curve.
As I pulled back from the kiss with the fiery blonde, my face rocks to the side from a fierce slap. I looked back at her in surprise, seeing nothing but pure lust in her eyes as she breathed heavily. The slap unleashed something within us both. Lexi had a primal sexuality of her own, but I had never been able to truly let go.
Something about April was bringing out something buried deep within; something ancient and primitive. I saw the same feelings mirrored in her expression as she gazed back at me with her teeth bared. April moved to slap me again, but I roughly grabbed her wrist and pinned it against the wall before kissing her again.
Beautiful pain filled me as April bit my lower lip. She held on with a small growl as I pulled back. When she released my lip, I held her butt in both hands and searched for a surface to place the tiny woman on. Making my way toward the couch, we knock a lamp off the side table before I manage to get April kneeling over the back.
Continuing to manhandle her, I pushed April's face against the back rest as my other hand reached down to pull up her sundress. Grabbing her panties, I yanked until the flimsy fabric tore off her body. A cross between a groan and a growl ripped from her throat as she pushed her sweet ass back toward me.
I quickly dropped my shorts and underwear, stroking myself a few times as I got into position. With one hand on April's little butt, I held my cock at the base as I pressed myself against her entrance. Her labia parted for me, allowing my thickness inside. We both gasped loudly when I embedded myself fully in one smooth stroke.
"Oh God, yes!" April whined, throwing her head back. "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!"
"You're so tight," I grunted as her velvet tunnel gripped me like a vice.
April started yelping and moaning as I pounded her hard and fast. My hand flew, spanking her tight ass-cheek and making her screech as she came for me. It was rough and dirty, with both of us grunting as our bodies moved. I grabbed a handful of April's blonde locks, yanking her head back as I took her from behind.
"Yes! Treat me like a slut!" April begged wantonly. "Make me cum, fuck me like a whore!"
I roughly slammed into April until she screamed my name and came again. Then I pulled out and flipped her over, dropping her on the couch. Reaching down, I grabbed at her sundress. She arched her back and moaned as the dress tore in my hands, revealing her perfect, little boobs.
"You are so fucking hot," I growled as she pulled her legs back, exposing herself to me.
Pulling off my shirt and stepping out of my bottoms, I lowered myself so I could get back inside April. I reached out and held her tits as I loomed over her, fucking her relentlessly. She screamed her pretty, little head off as her flip-flops dangled off her feet, the remains of her dress around her waist.
"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!" April screeched, her eyes rolling back. "Oh God, it's your pussy! It's your pussy, it's your pussy!"
"I. Won't. Stop!" I grunted, squeezing her small breasts.
Primal sexuality. That's what it was. Untamed and unrestrained. I felt the same passion with Lexi, but it was pulled in by our love. With April; we were using each other's bodies. Months of lust had built quietly beneath the surface. It was finally exploding.
I lifted April as I stood, holding her ass while she wrapped her arms around my neck. Bouncing the little nerd up and down on my cock, I could hear her moaning into my ear as her blonde hair tickled the side of my face. One of her flip-flops fell off as I spun us around and moved for the coffee table.
Her legs ended up over my shoulders as we continued our activities. April tugged on her nipples while moaning up at me, her eyes hooded with lust. Bending her in half, I pumped her pussy until the coffee table gave out, collapsing beneath us. That was just the beginning.
Pulling April to her knees by the hair, I shoved my cock down her throat. Holding her head in both hands, I fucked her face as drool ran from her lips. Her little mouth felt so good, her tongue lashing the underside of my shaft as she looked up at me from behind her glasses.
I finally got her naked as we ran to one of the two bedrooms in the pool house, knocking over a pile of spare chaise lounges in the process. April and I fucked in every position imaginable, including a few of our own invention. It was the kind of furniture destroying sex you usually only saw on movies or in cheap porn.
Time lost all meaning as I came, only for April to suck me hard so we could go again. We were lucky enough to find something to use as lube so I could fuck the petite blonde up the ass while she screamed. We used the small shower to clean up so I could fuck her doggystyle until exploding up her tight cunt.
April couldn't get enough of my dick. My head was on the pillow as I recovered while April had her head in my lap. She sucked me, she pressed my dick against my face, she licked my balls. Then she took me all the way down to the root and jacked me off with her throat.
It wasn't just April; I couldn't get enough of her tight, sexy body. We were both talking dirty, using our words as well as our movements to enhance our passion. She kept calling herself a whore, begging me to use her. I told her how tight she was, agreeing her pussy was mine. Her body was mine.
At the end, we lay in bed completely exhausted. I had never felt so wrung out. There were long scratches down my back from April's nails, even bite marks on my shoulder from one very intense orgasm. April's hair was plastered to her as she gasped for breath. The little blonde was covered in sweat and cum. Her legs were spread and my seed ran out of her body, staining the bed.
"I can't feel my legs," April smiled weakly. "I'm not sure if I can survive that often, but it would be worth dying for."
"Holy. Shit," I gasped in agreement.
"It's been a long time since I destroyed a coffee table while getting fucked," she giggled, her green eyes sparkling. I wasn't sure where she lost her glasses.
"That happened to you before?" I asked.
"Long story," April mumbled quietly. "You wouldn't believe it."
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday September 06, 2025
We loudly entered the lobby; players talking over each other, cheerleaders still buzzing from the win. Groups soon started splitting off, people heading for the elevators, toward whatever version of celebrating they had planned. A couple of cheerleaders were already making out with players, leading them away for some horizontal celebrating.
I ended up drifting along with a group without even really thinking about it. Harper tagged along as we all got into the elevator and went up a single floor. The guys' floor was the second, and several doors were propped open so people could come and go between them.
Harper led the way into a room as music played just enough to fill the space. Dan and Drew were there, as well as a couple other receivers. A few people were sitting on the beds, others were leaning against walls, and several sat on the floor with drinks in hand. Everyone was talking and laughing; replaying the game like it had happened a week ago instead of an hour.
I stayed near the edge, not wanting to be in the middle of the chaos. I was tired. Harper soon disappeared into the room while I leaned against the wall and sipped on a drink. Dan and Drew were talking with a few other guys, both of them getting clapped on the shoulder as the group broke down the big plays and analyzed every aspect.
Someone had turned the television on and found highlights from the game. Our sideline flashed across the screen for half a second; red and black standing out against blue and gold. I caught a brief glimpse of us, and I was able to pick out myself. Harper was right; I did land slightly forward on my right foot.
People started pairing off and leaving, while others stayed to make out in the corners. I saw a cheerleader sitting in a football player's lap. He was whispering in her ear while she giggled. His hand had slowly worked its way up her skirt, and I knew exactly what was happening when she suddenly gasped.
"Hey," Harper said, surprising me.
"Hi," I smiled.
She hesitated slightly, her arms folded loosely across her chest. For the first time, she looked a little nervous. "I, ah, I need the room tonight."
I blinked, glancing over her shoulder to where Marcus "Tank" Reynolds was watching us eagerly. "Oh."
"Yeah, um, we can find someplace else if, ah..." Harper trailed off, blushing slightly.
"No, no!" I shook my head, wondering if the huge football player was gonna break Harper in half. "I'll find someplace to sleep. Don't worry about it."
"You sure?" she asked, looking relieved I wasn't making it weird.
"I'm sure," I nodded and smiled. "And a little jealous. Handsome, black football player? Lucky you!"
"We started flirting and I made a comment about how his size didn't necessarily translate to being big down below," Harper grinned slyly. "He challenged me to check for myself. I wasn't disappointed."
"Get it, girl!" I said encouragingly.
"I intend to," Harper declared, walking off toward the guy who was over a foot taller than her.
I stayed for a little while longer, having a brief conversation with Drew Kensington. Fortunately, he was pleasant enough and didn't really hit on me. When I left the hotel room, I found myself glancing up and down the hallway, wondering where I was gonna sleep.
"You okay?" Dan's voice suddenly asked.
"Oh! Hi, Dan," I smiled politely. "Yeah, I'm good. Just trying to figure out where I'm gonna sleep tonight."
"Didn't they assign you a room?" he asked with a raised brow.
"They did, but it's a little busy at the moment," I blushed slightly. "Harper and Tank kind of hit it off."
"Got it," Dan nodded, looking slightly uncomfortable. "You can stay in my room if you need a place."
"What, are you gonna kick your roommate out?" I asked, brushing my hair back behind my ears.
"Tank is my roommate," he explained with a soft chuckle. "Sounds like he found another place to sleep. And, I'm not, you know, hitting on you. We can just sleep. Separate beds. I promise I'll behave."
"It wasn't long ago that I definitely wouldn't have believed that," I observed, cocking my head slightly to the side.
"And now?" Dan wondered.
"Now I believe you," I smiled softly.
The music dropped behind us as we walked down the hall toward Dan's room. We occasionally heard the sound of laughter behind a closed door, or the sounds of grunting accompanied by feminine moans. Everyone was definitely celebrating.
"Good game," I told him.
"You too."
Dan opened the door and gestured for me to enter. I walked in and immediately removed my shoes without even thinking about it. It was the same setup as my room upstairs. Same two beds, same neutral colors. I wasn't sure which bed was Dan's until he walked by me and stood beside the one closest to the door.
"Thanks again," I said.
"It's nothing," he replied, taking a few things out of his bag.
"This is kind of weird," I admitted with a nervous laugh.
"Yeah," Dan nodded slowly. "It really is. I'm, ah, I'm gonna wash up before bed. I'll be right back."
"Okay."
I plugged my phone in while waiting for Dan to finish with the bathroom. I sent out a few texts, letting everyone know I was doing well. Daddy didn't respond, so I asked the Sluts if he was alright. Lexi quickly replied that he was busy fucking April Heidele's brains out. Apparently Lexi was listening with her ear against the window.
"Bathroom's all yours," Dan said.
I looked up at him, my heart catching when I saw him. "O-okay, thanks."
Wearing only a pair of lounge pants, I couldn't help but admire his chiseled features. Blond hair, blue eyes, muscles on muscles. Yeah, I was instantly wet. I swallowed weakly, pushing down those feelings. I quickly grabbed my bag and made my way to the bathroom to wash up. It was lucky I had taken my bag to the game and hadn't unpacked most of my toiletries.
My nighttime routine was quick; I had showered in the locker room after the game. I changed into a white t-shirt and a pair of light blue lounge pants with white clouds on them. Then I had a decision to make. I didn't want to sleep in a bra. It was uncomfortable to not let the girls breathe once in a while. The problem was I only had a white shirt to sleep in. It wouldn't just be my hard nipples; he'd be able to see the outline of my areolas.
Fuck it. He'd seen everything I had to offer. Plus, I had just ogled him. Reaching up the back of my shirt, I unhooked my bra and slid the straps down my arms. Putting my hands down the front, I pulled the bra up and sighed in relief. I didn't have Ashley's giant knockers, but mine were still big enough to cause a bra strap to dig into my skin.
"Hi, Kayla," Dan looked up from his bed as I walked back in. His eyes widened and he quickly glanced away from my chest.
"Hey," I replied, walking straight to bed. "How's the arm?"
"It's alright," he answered quickly. "It throbbed a bit while playing, but nothing terrible."
I got under the covers and turned to face him. "What you did for Kelsey was really sweet. And brave."
"Wasn't too brave," Dan argued lightly. "I didn't realize he had a knife. I was bigger than him, figured he'd back right down. Most cowards who target women would."
"It was still brave," I insisted, wrapping the blanket tightly around my body. "That gang is big trouble."
"So I've heard," he agreed, a dark look on his face.
"You've heard about me too, haven't you?" I asked carefully. "About the kidnapping, the trial?"
"Yes," Dan said simply. "Some details. What Keith did to you at a party, him kidnapping you and Lexi. How you, ah, how you got away."
"Oh God," I winced, resisting the urge to put the pillow over my head. "Everyone knows about that?"
"Not everyone, but some do," he whispered. "Don't worry; you're so amazing they won't be afraid to date you. You're worth the risk."
"Well, thank you," I blushed slightly. "And thank you for letting me stay here tonight. You've been a perfect gentleman."
"You're welcome," Dan responded. He looked like he wanted to say something else, but instead reached over to shut the light off. "Goodnight, Kayla."
"Goodnight, Dan."
~Kayla Thomson~
Sunday September 07, 2025
I woke up when my phone started buzzing. Picking it up, I saw a text from Lexi saying that I owed her a birthday celebration. Shaking my head, I set my phone back down and just lay there, staring at the ceiling for a few moments. I would be flying back to Ashwood soon; my little break from the city was just about over.


Turning my head, I saw Dan was still asleep on the other bed. He had one arm thrown over his face, the blanket half kicked off like he'd given up trying to get comfortable during the night. Exhaling slowly, I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. Staggering to my feet, I went to the bathroom to pee and wash up.
"Morning," Dan mumbled in a rough voice when I returned.
"Morning," I replied.
"You good?"
"Never better," I smirked.
"Listen, Kayla," he began nervously. "I, ah, wanted to say it last night... I just, um..."
"You can see my nipples through this shirt?" I suggested with a raised brow. "Don't worry, I figured."
"No, not that," Dan laughed lightly. "When we, you know... ah, I'm sorry. I'm sorry I just left."
"Oh," I stated, my eyes widening.
Keith had come into that room and found me passed out after Dan left. Dan couldn't know that; he probably just felt bad for being selfish.
"Hey, don't worry about it," I waved him off. "It was a hookup. It happened. I'm just glad we can be friends now."
"Thanks, me too," he smiled softly.
Most of my stuff was still packed, so it didn't take long to get ready. I didn't have a change of clothes, so I just put on a bra and stepped into my shoes. Then I put my hair into an easy ponytail for the morning.
"See you downstairs?" Dan asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, heading for the door. "Thanks again. See you in a few minutes."
I stepped out into the hallway and pulled the door shut behind me. And I froze. Drew was just leaving his own bedroom, pausing when he saw me. His eyes landed on me, then moved past me. To the door. A few heartbeats went by as we stared at each other.
"Good morning, Kayla," Drew said evenly.
"Morning," I replied carefully.
"You're up early," he said.
I frowned slightly. "Not really."
"Mm," he nodded slightly.
"Good game," I said, feeling the need to say something.
"Yeah," Drew responded. No smile, just the same flat tone.
"See you downstairs," I gave him a polite smile.
"Yeah."
I stepped past him, the space between us wide enough that I didn't have to brush against him. I still felt the tension. I didn't look back at him as I made my way to the elevator and took it up to my room. The awkwardness just got worse when I found Harper and Tank having a round of Sunday-morning sex.
I waited outside while the huge guy finished doing Harper from behind. Tank came out of the room a little while later with a small smile on his face. He wished me a good morning before taking his leave. I shook my head and went into the hotel room, lost in thought as Harper took a shower.
Dan was becoming a good friend, and Drew likely thought I was sleeping with the guy. I hoped it didn't become a problem. I could tell Drew was interested in me and I didn't want Dan to have any trouble with the entitled rich guy. Whatever. I wasn't going to let it bother me. I was going to wait until Harper was done showering, then I was going to engage in some girl-talk about her time with Tank.
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~Monday September 22, 2025~
Steven had been to several different airports in his life. He was familiar with the usual chaos: long security lines, overpriced burnt coffee, some people arguing in suits while others slept across seats in their pajamas. Airports were loud, crowded, and irritating. Then Steven arrived at one that was completely different.
The private gate opened, allowing the car Steven ordered to enter. He found himself staring at a building with big glass windows that looked more like a luxury hotel than an airport terminal. There were no crowds, no suitcases weaving through traffic, no anxiety-provoking rushing. Just soft lighting, expensive cars, and perfect organization.
The door opened the moment the car stopped, a uniformed attendant gesturing for Steven to exit. "Good evening, Mister Martucci. Welcome."
Steven blinked. "Uh, thanks."
Another attendant was getting Steven's luggage from the trunk while he left his driver a tip on the app. Inside, the terminal was quiet and clean in a way airports never were. Soft leather seating, expensive fixtures, a small bar near the far wall. No announcements blaring overhead, no big signs for coffee, cheap souvenirs, or greasy food.
Megan fit in perfectly. The tall heiress stood near the lounge with Carter at her side. She was dressed in cream slacks and a dark green blouse, her raven hair in a single long braid down her back. Her pose exuded confidence and confidence as she spoke with an employee, likely confirming something that had already been confirmed twice.
Carter spotted him first. "Steven!"
The energetic six-year-old broke away from his mother and ran across the polished floor at full speed, a stuffed velociraptor tucked under one arm. Steven barely had time to crouch before Carter collided with him, nearly knocking them both over.
"Hey, buddy," Steven laughed as he caught him. "You ready for Fiji?"
Carter pulled back with a serious look. "I think so. I hope Henrietta will be okay. Beatrice promised to look after him."
"I'm sure she'll take good care of her," Steven replied. "Henrietta isn't alone in her tank, either. She's got friends to keep her company."
"That's true," Carter agreed with a sigh. He then held up his velociraptor and immediately changed topics. "I packed three dinosaurs. Mom said I only needed one, but that felt unfair."
Steven nodded solemnly. "That does feel like a flawed system; one would be lonely."
"I knew you'd get it!" Carter grinned gleefully as Megan approached, already smiling.
"I said one dinosaur for the plane," she corrected. "You don't need three in the plane bedroom."
"You said bedroom," the six-year-old shrugged. "This is still the airport."
"He's got a point," Steven smirked.
"Please don't encourage him," Megan sighed. "The other two will be fine in the suitcase until we get to Fiji."
"Already looking for legal loopholes?" a male voice called out. "Looks like we've got a future lawyer on our hands."
Isaac Zimmerman looked exactly like a man whose family had law firms across the globe should: tall, polished, expensive. His brown hair was neatly styled, he wore a tailored navy jacket, and had on a wristwatch that probably cost more than Megan's first car.
Beside him was Penelope Miller, looking almost as intimidating as Megan herself. The tall blonde was wearing cream slacks and a dark blue blouse. Her hair was in the same braid as Megan's. It was obvious the two had not only coordinated braids, but outfits.
"Don't start," Nell rolled her eyes. "Carter's already impossible; he doesn't need a law degree."
Steven and Isaac shared a handshake while Nell and Megan exchanged air kisses. Penelope then drew Steven into a tight hug as Isaac awkwardly offered Megan a handshake of her own. Dropping to a crouch, Nell mussed up Carter's hair before kissing the top of his head.
"Did you save room in your bag for seashells?" Nell asked.
Carter took a moment to consider the question. "No, but I can throw away socks."
"Problem solving," Isaac nodded approvingly.
"With how bad the used ones will smell, it might actually be a good idea," Steven mused.
Megan pinched the bridge of her nose. "I'm surrounded by enablers."
"And yet you keep inviting me places," Steven said with a smile.
"Careful. That could change," Megan teased.
The lounge doors opened again, the atmosphere shifting as Megan straightened slightly. An airport employee crossed the room; from the way he was dressed, he may have even been the manager. He looked flustered as he approached Megan with an expression that implied he had news he didn't want to deliver.
"Miss Bauer," he said quietly, "your father landed safely in Fiji about an hour ago. He says he expects you to join him for dinner Wednesday evening after everyone settles in."
"Of course," Megan said, her shoulders tightening slightly. "Thank you."
Steven watched Megan closely, realizing she was likely annoyed by the summons. No mention of Theodore telling them to have a nice flight, no greeting. He just expected a formal dinner. It felt like Megan was a colleague of his, rather than his daughter. The man nodded in response to Megan's words before disappearing efficiently.
After a moment of awkward silence, Carter tugged on Steven's sleeve. "Do you think Fiji has sharks?"
"Oh, they definitely do," Steven replied immediately. "I did some research on fun things to do in the area. Shark diving is really popular."
"Cool!" Carter exclaimed turning toward his mother. "Mom-"
"You are not diving with sharks," Megan responded instantly.
"Aww," Carter pouted as another staff member approached.
"Miss Bauer, we're ready for boarding," she stated calmly.
The evening air was cooler than Steven expected as they stepped through the gate. The aircraft waited under runway lights; sleek and white, it was far too elegant to simply be described as a plane. Instead of transportation, it looked like a luxurious flying hotel important people used.
"That's..." Steven trailed off. "That's impressive."
"You should see Theodore's," Nell giggled, stepping beside him.
"Grandpa's plane is boring!" Carter interjected. "It's all business seats. There's nothing fun."
Steven looked at Nell. "How many planes do the Bauers have?"
"They belong to Bauer International Holdings," Megan said, holding Carter's hand as they boarded. "We just have a few for executives to use."
"Oh, just a few? Okay," Steven scoffed as Carter slipped free of Megan and ran toward the plane.
"Slow down!" Megan called.
"I am slow!" Carter shouted back. He was not.
The inside of the jet was even more impressive. Soft lighting, leather seats, polished wood; enough luxury to make the private terminal look casual. Four large, comfortable-looking chairs surrounded a low table. There was also a dining area and another lounge space with a couch facing a large entertainment setup. Carter was beneath the television, looking at the gaming systems.
"Welcome aboard, Miss Bauer," a flight attendant said. "Can I get anyone something before departure?"
"Water for me," Megan said. "Thank you."
"Make that two," Steven smiled politely.
"You two are boring," Nell teased before addressing the flight attendant. "A glass of white wine, please."
"Whiskey, please," Isaac requested.
"Carter, would you like a drink?" Megan called out.
"Apple juice!" Carter yelled while climbing up on the couch.
"Manners, young man," Megan admonished gently.
"Apple juice, please," Carter corrected himself, kneeling on the couch and smiling at the flight attendant.
"Coming right up," the young woman smiled and headed off to fulfill the orders.
Carter was still exploring and soon pointed toward the rear of the cabin. "Is that my room?"
Megan walked over, placing a hand on his shoulder. "That is where you're going to sleep, yes."
"Cool!" Carter grinned.
Steven took one of the big chairs near the front while Megan disappeared with Carter to inspect what he had declared his sky bedroom. Isaac and Nell took the sofa further back, already deep in conversation. Nell had sat down on the opposite side of the couch, but Isaac immediately moved closer and placed his hand on her knee. The drinks soon arrived, and Steven gratefully took a sip of the refreshing ice water.
Megan returned a few minutes later, carrying a small sneaker and looking exhausted. "His carry-on has a dinosaur, a few pieces of his train set, three whoopee cushions, and a shoe."
"Rookie mistake, Megs," Nell shook her head. "You've gotta check."
"I did!" Megan grumbled. "I checked his suitcase and his carry-on. I have no idea when he switched things."
"He beat you on this one, Megan," Steven smirked.
She laughed softly, dropping into the seat across from Steven, one leg crossing over the other. Megan took a sip of her own water, making a face that suggested she was regretting her choice to skip on the alcohol. Steven marveled at how the powerful woman could seem unstoppable in the office, yet looked so tired and normal in the luxurious jet.
Megan looked like a tired mother just trying to get through an overnight flight with a six-year-old. Steven liked the human version of her best. She had let her guard down and showed herself to be a human being like everyone else. The real person was who Steven was falling for, not the heiress who could control a board room with little more than a stern expression.
The engines roared to live, low and powerful.
Carter reappeared immediately with a stuffed triceratops. "Are we flying now?"
"Almost," Megan smiled. "We'll have to sit down for takeoff."
"Can I sit by the window?" Carter requested.
"Yes," she nodded, placing a hand at his back.
Steven sat with Megan and Carter at the small table while Nell and Isaac used the seat belts on the couch. Carter had his face plastered against the window as the plane began to head toward the runway. Steven settled back into the leather seat, amazed by what was happening. Fiji. A wedding. A week with Megan. A week with some of the wealthiest people in the world.
The plane surged forward, causing Carter to sit up straight. "This is the good part!"
"Indoor voice," Megan reminded him as the plane picked up speed.
"We're outside!" Carter argued as they all felt the plane take off. He squealed when he felt the plane gaining altitude. "Yes!"
"I don't think we're outside, bud," Steven chuckled while looking out his own window.
Carter continued watching as the plane kept climbing. "Clouds!"
"They're pretty, aren't they?" Nell called out from the couch.
"Yes!" Carter nodded rapidly. "Hey, Steven? You and Aunt Nell like birds, right?"
"We do," Steven readily agreed. "I'm hoping to get some good pictures in Fiji."
"Do you think the birds get mad we're in their road?" the six-year-old questioned.
"I think we're a little too high up for birds," Steven answered patiently.
Dinner trays eventually arrived; a meal far better than anything Steven had ever been given on a normal flight. It was delicious, with Steven savoring every bite while the five of them talked about their plans. Steven and Nell discussed making time for bird watching, with Isaac inviting himself along. Likely for the sole purpose of flirting with Nell.
Despite the late hour, Carter was still full of energy. He happily gave Steven a tour of the plane, pointing out everything and discussing previous trips. Megan let Carter have some extra time but eventually insisted it was time for bed while he stood in the lounge with Steven. The six-year-old was holding two stuffed dinosaurs while negotiating travel rights.
"This one stays with me," Carter insisted, holding up the triceratops. "He gets nervous."
"Reasonable," Steven replied.
"And this one guards the bed," Carter held out the velociraptor.
"An important job," Steven nodded seriously. "Didn't you say you brought three?"
Carter froze. Slowly and dramatically, he looked at his mother, then at Nell, then finally at Steven. There was only one possible answer.
"He's missing?" Steven asked.
"Uh-oh," Carter said.
For the next ten minutes, the entire cabin was subjected to an emergency search for a stuffed stegosaurus that was apparently vital to sleep security. Penelope found it inside Carter's backpack next to a few fruit snacks, a single sock, and Carter's fart blaster. She brought out the stuffed animal and the plastic noisemaker.
"Recovered," Nell announced, handing Carter the stegosaurus.
"He was hiding," Carter nodded, grabbing the third dinosaur.
"What is that?" Steven asked, gesturing toward the fart blaster.
"The fart blaster I bought him," Nell grinned, aiming it at Steven and pressing one of the buttons.
"Isn't that... useful?" Steven questioned.
"Looks fun to me!" Isaac spoke up with a laugh.
"Each sound makes a different sounding fart!" Carter grinned happily.
"Yup!" Nell agreed, pressing another button. "Oh, that was a wet one."
"Thank you for that gift, Aunt Nell," Megan sighed as everyone but her laughed. "Okay. Pajamas. Teeth. Bed."
"I'm not tired!" Carter whined.
"You're yawning," Megan pointed out as she crossed her arms.
"That's just how I'm talking," Carter argued, stifling another yawn while Steven failed to hide a laugh.
Megan pointed at Steven. "Not helping."
"I'm providing emotional support," Steven shrugged.
"No, you're not," Megan rolled her eyes, offering Carter her hand. "C'mon, let's go. The sooner you're in bed, the sooner you can get up and hang out with Steven."
"Okay," Carter sighed reluctantly, taking his mother's hand.
Steven sat back down with Nell and Isaac, gratefully accepting the drink the flight attendant placed beside him. He could hear Megan negotiating with a child who believed sleep was the worst thing in the world. There was something immensely amusing about the CEO negotiating bedtime with a six-year-old on a private jet.
"When did Carter get so interested in dinosaurs?" Steven asked.
"When he found out Steven used to play with them as a kid," Nell smirked, peering at him over the rim of her wineglass.
"Her son likes you; you're in, man," Isaac smiled reassuringly.
"He's got a point," Nell agreed, kicking off her shoes and tucking a leg beneath herself on the sofa. "Megan likes you, and the most important person in her life approves."
The three of them talked for a little while longer, waving off the flight attendant's offer to convert the lounge seating for sleeping. Steven noticed Isaac watching Nell with a small smile on his face. He remembered Megan telling him that Isaac was entitled and felt he was honoring women by dating them. It made him think over everything he knew about Nell and why he felt so protective of her.
Penelope had a reputation among the social circles, causing guys to constantly hit on her. Perhaps her actions were partly due to a desire to make sure people were taken care of, even if it meant neglecting her own needs. It often caused people to take advantage of her, but it made her an amazing friend for Megan.
"Well, I'm gonna get out of these clothes and relax," Nell declared, getting to her feet.
"Sounds great to me," Isaac looked at her with a smirk.
"Keep it in your pants," the tall blonde giggled, grabbing her overnight bag. "I'm putting pajamas on."
Isaac smirked, running his hand over his goatee while staring at Penelope's ass as she disappeared into the lavatory. "Damn, she's gorgeous."
"She is, yes," Steven said evenly. "Kind, too. Have you known her long?"
"Oh yeah, years," Isaac answered. "We've never been a couple or anything, but we usually end up being each other's date at things like this."
"Ever think about being something more with her?" Steven inquired gently.
"I probably should think about settling down at some point," Isaac mused, taking a sip of whiskey. "I'll be thirty-four next month and want to have kids before I'm too old to chase them around."
"I understand," Steven sighed. "I'll hit the big thirty in January. It's making me think a lot about the future, what I want from life."
"Megan Bauer is definitely someone you should want," Isaac chuckled.
"I could say the same thing about Penelope Miller," Steven pointed out.
"True, she's great," the lawyer agreed, but he didn't seem convinced. "She's fun, loves to party, great with kids." Isaac then leaned in with a smirk. "And let me tell you; she's absolutely wild in the bedroom. She'll do anything you want, and man, that tongue? She's an artist."
Steven was saved from having to come up with an awkward response by the reappearance of Nell herself. She was wearing a pair of tiny gray shorts and a plain pink t-shirt, her blonde hair still in a braid. Sitting on the couch beside Isaac, she smiled at Steven before making herself comfortable, tucking her bare feet beneath her body.
Isaac and Nell started talking as Steven went to change as well. The lavatory was nicer than his apartment bathroom, complete with a full shower. He swapped his jacket and button-down for a dark t-shirt and comfortable lounge pants. Then he returned to find the flight attendant had converted the chairs in the far lounge into beds.
"Welcome back," Isaac said in a friendly voice.
"Thanks, I miss anything exciting?" Steven asked.
"Not really," Nell shrugged. "He asked how my mom's doing, if she's working on any new projects."
"What does your mom do for work?" Steven questioned, realizing it had never come up. He knew Megan's mother was a model.
"She never told you?" Isaac asked, looking excited. "Man, I thought you must have known. Her mother's Nicole Fischer!"
"I... I know that name," Steven frowned, trying to place it. "Wait. The actress? She starred in The Forgotten series?"
"Yup," Nell said in a flat voice. "That's my momma."
"Now that you mention it, I do see the resemblance," Steven said, inspecting Penelope's face.
"It's fun watching the first movie when Mom was just a little girl," Nell commented. "It came out in 1990, so she would have been nine."
"Part Six must be weird to watch," Isaac chuckled, glancing at Steven. "You remember that one?"
"Right, the main cast is growing up, graduating high school, and... oh," Steven felt heat rising in his cheeks.
"Yes, my mother was naked in that one," Nell rolled her eyes. "Moving on."
"To getting you naked?" Isaac teased.
"Go get ready for bed," she shoved him playfully. "And by 'bed' I mean 'sleep.'"
Isaac got to his feet and found his overnight bag. Then he disappeared toward the lavatory with the kind of confidence that suggested even changing clothes was a legal strategy. The moment he was gone, Steven looked over at Nell. She was curled against the side of the couch with her shoes off, looking both comfortable and tired.
"So, Nicole Fischer?" Steven asked with a helpless expression.


"Dad had just knocked her up when she did that nude scene," Nell made a face. "So, I'm sort of in the movie?"
"Right," he chuckled. "She's a great actress."
"Thank you," she smiled sadly. "It's just weird that everyone has seen my mother naked. She did a lot of sex scenes after Part Six."
"She died in a lot of other horror movies, too," Steven pointed out.
"She is one of the biggest names in horror," Nell nodded. "Acting was never really my thing."
"You prefer counting coffee beans?" he teased.
"Exactly," Nell giggled.
"So, you and Isaac?" Steven probed.
"I think I should be the one asking about your intentions with Megan, don't you?" Nell raised an eyebrow.
"Uh, maybe," he shrugged helplessly.
"Isaac's nice. Smooth, smart, funny. He remembers things I say, which is more than most guys do," Penelope answered slowly. "He's also a Zimmerman. Men like Isaac are raised in country clubs and board rooms. They learn how to act to get what they want."
"And what he wants is you?" Steven inquired.
"No," she shook her head. "What he wants is what's between my legs."
"And you're okay with that?" Steven frowned. "Shit. Sorry. We're not close enough to talk about that."
"Tell you what; I'll answer if you agree to tell me about your intentions with Megan," Nell offered.
Steven considered the offer for a few seconds. "Deal."
"I love sex," Penelope stated honestly. "Love it. I think you've noticed I can be very flirty."
"I've noticed," he smiled. "And there's nothing wrong with a high sex drive."
"I know," she let out a breath. "I guess I had a little too much fun with the wrong people. And yeah, I listened to the crappy advice from idiots who think rich guys are entitled to me."
"I'm sorry," Steven winced.
"Don't be; I should be thanking you," Nell replied. "Seeing how you treat Megan? I want that. I know I can't have that with Isaac; he'll see me as his property, not his equal."
"So, you're not okay with it," he observed.
"I guess not," the blonde let out a long breath. "I didn't want to come solo, and it's not like I haven't already slept with Isaac."
"It's your choice, of course," Steven nodded. "Just one piece of advice; things won't change if you don't change them."
"You're right," Nell agreed. "This is probably my last date with Isaac. I want to find someone who makes me feel the way you make Megan feel."
"You deserve to be happy, Penelope," he told her gently.
"Thank you," she smiled, showing off her pearly-white teeth. "Now I believe it's your turn."
"Before Megan, there was someone I was sort of involved with," Steven began slowly. "Long story short; she wanted to keep things casual and I wanted more."
"Huh," Nell looked at him with interest. "In my experience it's usually the woman who wants more."
"Things haven't been that way with me," Steven chuckled. "Anyway, I became friends with Megan. We had a moment and things changed."
"Girls talk, Steven," Nell giggled. "I've had a lot of great talks with Megan since we fixed things and she came clean about Carter's father. I know all about your first time together. And a few of the other times. She even told me the story of eating fast food naked in bed."
"She tell you about the jalapeno juice on her, ah, breast?" Steven cleared his throat.
"We're friends; you can say 'tits' or 'boobs,' it's fine," the blonde winked. "And yes, I knew about that one."
"I didn't want another casual situation, I really didn't," he continued, his hands in his lap. "I wasn't intimidated by Megan's power or anything, but I did feel I wasn't someone who could date a billionaire heiress. Then encounters kept happening and I realized I couldn't let that hold me back. I'm attracted to Megan and I want to see what we could become."
"And obviously you're okay with Carter being her first priority," Nell said.
"Of course," Steven nodded. "I understand completely."
"If things go well this week and you two decide to give it a shot, you have my blessing," Penelope smiled. "You make her smile and act carefree in a way I haven't seen from her in, wow, I don't know how long."
"Thank you," Steven responded sincerely.
The lavatory door clicked open, and Isaac stepped back into the cabin. Nell smiled at him, friendly and unreadable. Evan Isaac's evening clothes looked expensive; a simple black sweater and a pair of casual pants that may have been custom-tailored. Everything about the guy indicated his wealth and status.
They spoke for a few minutes, pausing when they heard soft footsteps from the rear hallway. Megan stepped back into the cabin barefoot, dressed in a purple satin pajama set. She looked less like Megan Bauer, CEO and more like a woman who had just spent an hour negotiating bedtime with a true master.
"How's my favorite little man?" Nell asked.
"Unconscious," Megan answered. "Spread diagonally across the bed like the world is his."
"Sounds about right," Steven laughed.
Megan smiled, tired and real. Steven's heart jumped as he once again recognized how truly beautiful she was.
Nell stood up and stretched, nudging Isaac with her foot. "Ready for bed?"
"Yeah, I'm tired," Isaac agreed, yawning slightly.
Isaac and Penelope headed for the converted lounge area, taking two beds beside each other. It looked like they were facing each other, likely having a whispered conversation. Steven remained where he was, just him and Megan. The raven-haired heiress sat on the couch, facing Steven with a small smile.
"You're good with him," she said suddenly.
"Carter?" Steven wondered.
Megan nodded. "He likes you."
"I like him, too," Steven smiled faintly. "I heard I helped him understand how great dinosaurs are."
"Yes," Megan laughed. "All three are in the bed with him right now."
"Then he's safe," he chuckled.
Megan studied him for a moment, softer than usual. "You... you make this feel easier."
It was rare for Megan to speak so plainly; not polished or rehearsed. She just said what she felt. Steven was momentarily stunned. Then he stood up slowly and offered Megan his hands. He helped her to her feet, looking up into her gorgeous blue-gray eyes. She was still the same tall, powerful woman; yet in that moment, Steven realized they were standing as equals.
"You're a great mother. I can only imagine how hard being a single parent is," Steven said quietly. "I'll do my best not to ever make things harder on you."
For one second, neither of them moved. Then Megan closed the distance. The kiss was sweet and warm, Megan's soft lips against his as he reached out and took her hand. It felt like Megan was trying to communicate with her mouth, revealing feelings she wasn't quite ready to vocalize.
"Get a room!" Nell's voice called out.
"Don't listen to her!" Isaac added. "No need to stop on our account."
Megan took a step back, her cheeks red.
"And moment ruined," Steven sighed.
"We'll have others," she whispered. "I should get to bed."
"Me too," he agreed.
Still holding Steven's hand, Megan led him toward the rear hallway, giving them at least a few moments of privacy. Reaching out, Steven held her cheek while leaning in to resume their soft kiss. It wasn't long before their tongues met, with Megan pressing her body against his and softly moaning into his mouth.
"Sorry I can't induct you into the mile-high club," Megan giggled against his lips.
"You already a member?" he asked teasingly.
Megan pulled back slightly and gave him a mischievous smirk. "Wouldn't you like to know."
"I would," Steven chuckled.
"A girl has to keep some secrets," she bit her lower lip cutely. "Damn, I really wanna give you a blowjob right now."
"I'm quite disappointed you can't," he agreed, pecking her lips.
From the bedroom came the muffled sound of Carter shifting in his sleep. Megan let out a small laugh, her forehead resting against his.
"Of course," she sighed.
"At least I don't have to hide under the bed again," Steven commented. "Timing's never been our strength."
"No," she said softly. "It really hasn't."
"Go be a mom," Steven whispered, his hand on her hip. "I'll see you in the morning. Or afternoon? This time zone thing really has me messed up."
"It's gonna get a lot worse," Megan laughed, kissing him goodnight.
~Wednesday September 24, 2025~
Fiji was more beautiful than Steven had even imagined; apparently the internet was incapable of capturing such a level of beauty. He had only gotten a few hours of sleep before landing on Viti Levu, survived the second plane to Vanua Levu, and now stood in the arrival pavilion of The Brinkerhoff Azure Cay.
Ahead of him, the resort opened like something from a movie: white stone floors gleaming in the light, reflecting pools, palm trees swaying lazily in the ocean breeze. Beyond the pavilion itself, the clear ocean water stretched out into the distance in impossible shades of blue.
Beside him, Carter had gone completely silent. The six-year-old stood frozen, his small backpack hanging off one shoulder and his stuffed velociraptor in his hand. He was staring out at the beach and beautiful ocean, his mouth hanging open slightly.
Carter spoke up after a few seconds. "That's a lot of ocean."
"It does look like they have most of it," Steven commented. "Have you been to other nice beaches?"
"Yeah, but they weren't like this!" Carter exclaimed before turning to his mother. "Can we swim right now?"
"Not yet," Megan smiled.
"But the ocean is right there!" Carter gestured with his velociraptor.
"And you aren't wearing your bathing suit," Megan reminded him.
Carter looked down at his shorts and t-shirt before looking back up at Megan. "We can fix that."
Nell laughed softly beside them, standing with Isaac, who somehow managed to look fresh and expensive even after a long flight. Like Megan, Nell had her hair in twin pigtail braids. Both women were dressed similarly in linen dresses. They also wore wide-brim hats and expensive sunglasses.
Servers walked by offering guests snacks and chilled glasses of water or lemonade. Megan accepted a chilled glass of water with the ease of someone raised to expect that level of service. Nell gave Carter a sip of her lemonade while explaining to him that over thirty species of birds lived only in Fiji.
A smiling woman in a cream uniform approached the group. "On behalf of the Brinkerhoffs, welcome to Azure Cay. Your luggage is already being taken to your villas."
"Villas, plural?" Steven frowned slightly.
"Yes, Mister Martucci," the woman said politely.
Steven tried to look like he belonged while struggling to figure out how the resort employee knew his name as she continued.
"Mister Martucci will be in the Coral Estate residences with Miss Bauer and Master Bauer," she explained. "Mister Zimmerman and Miss Miller will be one villa over."
"Sounds perfect," Nell smiled.
Carter was still staring at the water. "Mom?"
"No," Megan answered with one hand at the back of his head.
"I didn't even ask!" Carter protested.
"I know," Megan replied simply.
"That's not fair," the six-year-old mumbled.
Megan crouched to straighten his shirt and pat down the one part of his hair that always stuck up, her voice softening in that way it only did for him. "You can swim after we get settled in, after you're wearing sunscreen, and after I'm confident you won't immediately challenge a shark to a fistfight."
"No promises," Carter responded quietly.
"Careful, Carter," Steven said, a mischievous grin on his face. "That rumor about punching a shark in the nose isn't really true. Go for the eyes."
"Steven!" Megan glared at him while Isaac and Nell laughed. "Not helping!"
Miss. Bauer," the resort employee spoke again, looking nervous. "Mister Bauer asked me to remind you that he'll be expecting you for dinner this evening. The Chairman's House."
"Of course," Megan said evenly as she straightened. "Thank you."
They took a buggy ride across the resort since it was apparently too large to walk. Steven learned that was true as the electric cart hummed along a winding stone path. They passed villas spaced far enough apart to have their own zip codes, each one tucked behind palm trees. He caught glimpses of private pools and open terraces through the greenery.
Staff members moved along the paths efficiently, offering polite nods as the buggy slowly passed.
"Good morning, Miss Bauer."
"Welcome back, Miss Miller."
"That's impressive," Steven commented.
"They're very good at their jobs," Nell said from across the cart, her sunglasses shielding her blue eyes.
Isaac, seated beside Nell, nodded approvingly. "Discretion and memory. Two valuable services."
Carter pointed suddenly toward a green and red bird perched on a branch. "Steven, Aunt Nell; what bird is that?"
Steven and Penelope both turned their heads to look and answered at the same time. "Collared Lory."
"I don't know who's the bigger nerd," Megan giggled.
"The Collared Lory is the national bird of Fiji," Steven continued while Nell blew a raspberry at Megan. "They're a type of parrot."
"Cool!" Carter exclaimed. "Can they talk?"
"They can learn to mimic human speech, yes," Steven answered. "Wild ones probably don't hear people talk enough to be able to say anything."
Carter sat back and absorbed the information while his mother wrapped an arm around his shoulders. The buggy curved up a slight incline, the trees parting enough for a great view over the landscape. It wasn't a resort; it was a controlled environment where the rich pretended the rest of the world didn't exist. Steven was amazed Megan had grown up in it.
The buggy slowed to a stop in front of a cluster of villas that somehow made the ones they'd passed look modest.
"Welcome to the Coral Estate residences," the driver said in a friendly voice.
Steven was in awe as he took in the sight of the massive villa. It was a wide, open structure of pale stone and glass, with sliding doors that blurred the line between outside and inside. Beyond it, he could see the edge of an infinity pool, not far from the endless ocean.
Isaac stepped out of the buggy, hands in his pockets as he took in the villa. "Not bad at all."
"Makes me wonder what you'd consider impressive," Steven responded as he got out as well.
"You'll see," Nell giggled, standing beside Isaac. "Give it time."
A staff member approached, tablet in hand. "Mister Martucci, your suite is just to the east." She smiled as she gestured toward a separate entrance path. "The main path will lead to the attached villa where Miss Bauer and Master Bauer are staying. Mister Zimmerman and Miss Miller, you'll be in the next villa. If you need anything at all, please don't hesitate to ask."
"Thank you," Steven said politely.
The woman nodded and made a polite exit.
"I don't know about you guys, but I could use some relaxation," Isaac said, wrapping an arm around Nell's waist. "How about we check out our accommodations and meet up later?"
Steven could tell Isaac was hoping to have sex with Nell, which bothered him for some reason. "That works for me."
"I call the best room!" Carter shouted, taking off toward their villa.
"You do not get to call rooms," Megan called out, rushing after her son.
"See you soon, Steven," Penelope gave him a cute wave as Isaac led her away.
Steven watched as they headed off toward their villa, Isaac holding Nell close while she pointed out the various wildlife. Turning, Steven headed down the side path toward his suite. It was attached to the main villa, but it wasn't the single room he was expecting; he truly had a suite of his own. A home within the home, almost.
A gorgeous foyer led to the bedroom where a large bed was centered in the room, with a view that would make it feel like sleeping in front of a painting. He would be able to look through the glass doors and out over his private terrace that opened directly to the ocean. Not far away was an outdoor shower and soaking tub overlooking a small stretch of private beach he would share with Megan and Carter. Steven also had his own walk-in closet and private bathroom.
"Of course," he muttered when he noticed his luggage had already been brought in for him.
This was normal for Megan. That thought hit Steven harder than anything else. The plane, the staff, the view, the villas. They were all incredible, but what was really overwhelming was the knowledge that Megan's entire life consisted of this level of effortless, unquestioned luxury. Steven suddenly felt extremely out of place.
Taking out his phone, he sent messages to The Gang of Eight to let them know he'd arrived. Noah and Theo told him to have fun, Sienna and Camilla said they were jealous, Leslie and Conner reminded him to take pictures, and Jane simply replied "Okay. Have fun."
"Steven!" Carter's voice called from the direction of the beach.
Opening the sliding glass door, Steven stepped outside and saw Carter near the edge of the sand. His shoes were already gone, socks abandoned behind him as he stood just out of reach of the soft waves. Megan stood a few steps behind Carter, arms crossed and a small smile on her face.
Steven felt relaxed again as he took in the sight of Megan, looking not like a billionaire heiress, but a mother trying to give her kid a great vacation.
"It's warm!" Carter declared.
"I would hope so," Steven chuckled, stepping down from the terrace and onto the sand.
"Do you think it's deep?" Carter asked, inspecting the water.
"Yes," Megan and Steven answered at the same time.
Carter nodded seriously before taking a cautious step forward and placing his toe in the water. When the water pulled back, Carter stepped forward to catch it. The wave then rushed toward him, covering his feet and ankles in salt water. He giggled happily, Megan smiled radiantly, and Steven reminded himself that this was a vacation with people he cared about. The money and status didn't matter.
They had lost an entire day over the ocean due to the long flight and the time difference between New York and Fiji. It was Wednesday morning in Fiji, but Steven's body still felt like it was supposed to be Tuesday evening. That, and the uneasy sleep combined to make Steven exhausted.
Carter did not share that problem.
"I'm not tired!" Carter whined. "I wanna swim!"
"Okay, we can go swimming for a little while," Megan promised.
"Yay!" Carter clapped. "Is Aunt Nell coming?"
"Uh, not yet," Megan gave Steven a look. "She's busy exploring her new villa with Isaac."
"Can we go help them?" Carter asked.
"Hey, what happened to going swimming?" Steven questioned. "We need to see if we can find any sharks."
"Oh yeah!" the six-year-old exclaimed.
"How about we change and go for a swim?" Megan offered.
Steven changed into swim trunks and a plain t-shirt before meeting them back behind the villa. Carter was in a bathing suit, bouncing from foot to foot in his excitement. There were a few smears of sunscreen on his skin due to rushing outside before his mother could get them all. Megan was wearing a cover-up and holding a couple of towels, her hair still in twin braids.
The sand was hot beneath their bare feet as they made their way back down the beach. The ocean stretched out in front of them, its waters crystal clear. Carter didn't hesitate. He ran forward, leaving Steven and Megan behind as he charged straight into the water.
"Carter-" Megan started before sighing. "Forget it."
He stopped ankle-deep and turned back. "It's warm!"
"I know it is," Megan replied with a giggle.
"That means it's safe!" Carter argued.
"That's not how it works!" Megan called back.
"Don't pee; you'll make it even warmer!" Steven shouted before removing his shirt while the six-year-old laughed.
"Not helping," Megan smiled as she shook her head.


"You're not gonna make him wait for us?" Steven questioned.
"I've accepted I'm not winning this particular battle," Megan explained. "Besides, we're going to follow him right in."
Carter splashed around in the water while Megan removed her cover-up. She was wearing a stylish tropical bikini. The bottoms were white with blue palm leaves on them, while the top was a solid, matching blue. It was a modest suit, with full cups and a cute bow between them. The straps went over her shoulders and joined in a single knot at the back of her neck.
"Hi," Steven swallowed weakly.
"Let's not forget there's a young one present," Megan reminded him.
"That's unfortunate," he sighed.
"C'mon, you," Megan giggled, grabbing his hand.
The water was wonderfully warm; the perfect temperature to cool them off and still be enjoyable. Carter ran in and out of the shallows, laughing as the waves lapped at his ankles. Megan stayed close enough to intervene if necessary, only occasionally going for deeper swims with Steven to let the water soothe her skin.
At one point, Megan was standing knee-deep in the ocean, her arms crossed as she watched Carter laugh like nothing else existed. Steven stood beside her, imagining a future where he watched his own child play and laugh. For a brief moment, he wondered if that child would be Carter's younger sibling. It was way too soon, so he dismissed the thought.
"He's overtired from the long flight," Megan said softly. "He'll burn off the adrenaline and crash soon."
"We don't have anything scheduled until that welcome event," Steven replied. "Maybe we can even take a little nap."
"Oh, that's how you wanna spend the time?" Megan asked while still watching her son.
"Did you have something else in mind?" Steven wondered.
"Well, we'd be alone..." the heiress trailed off. "Of course, I'd understand if you'd rather sleep."
"Nope, I'm good to go," he grinned.
"You better be," Megan purred.
"Mommy, look what I found!" Carter screeched, holding up a strange-looking shell.
"Wow, that's amazing!" Megan gushed, rushing over to Carter.
Steven smiled as he approached as well, enjoying just spending time with the two of them. The beach was like their own private paradise. There were figures in the distance, but the stretch of sand in front of their villa still managed to isolate them from the world.
After swimming, Carter claimed a section of sand for some sort of construction project. He first built a small sandcastle before erecting a large wall in front of it. The water was inching closer, but he continued building, even going so far as to create a small moat before the wall.
"It's a defense," Carter explained to Steven. "For when the tide comes for the castle."
"I think the tide is going to win, bud," Steven winced. "It might have been better to build further up the beach."
"No, that's why I made the defense," Carter shook his head.
Megan was sitting on a towel further up the beach, one knee bent A pair of expensive sunglasses were perched on her nose as she watched Carter with quiet attention. Steven knelt to help Carter build up his defense, however it was no match for the power of the tides.
The moat failed first, allowing the water to push against the sand wall. While Carter tried to stem the tide, Steven turned to look at Megan. The heiress had shifted, stretching her long legs out in front of her and tilting her face slightly toward the sun. For a brief moment, she looked completely at ease; no tension in her shoulders, no careful control in her posture. It was rare, and it was beautiful.
Steven got up and walked over to Megan, standing over her as they both watched. Cater stood up and stepped back as a large wave pushed forward, taking out part of the sand wall.
"Hey!" he protested.
"Told ya," Steven smiled.
"I wasn't ready," Carter insisted, crouching again. "I need to build it higher."
Megan smiled softly. "There it is."
"What?" Steven looked down at her.
"The part where he learns persistence."
"Or stubbornness," Steven chuckled.
"Same thing, depending on the outcome," Megan reasoned.
Carter scooped more and more sand into place, fully committed to a losing battle he had no intention of abandoning. Another wave rolled in, crashing through his makeshift wall. The next wave brushed against the edge of the castle, but failed to damage it.
"It held," Carter gasped in surprise.
"You improved your design," Steven pointed out.
"Yeah!" Carter nodded. "I did!"
Carter's excitement soon wore off as he started yawning more and more frequently. Megan eventually declared they should head inside. She was smart enough not to use the word "nap," so the six-year-old agreed. He didn't even argue when the three of them stood under the outside shower to wash the sand from their bodies.
The three of them changed into t-shirts and shorts before sitting on the couch in the living room with the television on. Megan was right; Carter was soon fast asleep. Steven picked him up and carried him to his bedroom so they could both tuck him in. Megan leaned over and kissed her son's forehead.
"For someone without a kid, you're really good at this," Megan smiled softly.
"I did have a baby sister," Steven reminded her. "I taught her to build sandcastles."
"She was only two years younger than you," Megan giggled while lightly caressing Carter's cheek.
"Closer to three, but good point," Steven smiled. "We should talk somewhere else so we don't wake him."
Steven shouldn't have been surprised to learn that the villa was fully stocked. He just shook his head when Megan produced a bottle of wine and two glasses. She then led him to the huge master bedroom; complete with breathtaking views, a private bathroom with a hot tub, and expensive furniture.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, Steven accepted his wine from Megan before she sat down beside him. "I'm honored that you'd rather spend time with me than catch up on sleep."
"You should be," Megan giggled. "Mommies never get enough rest."
"I believe it," Steven replied, taking a sip of wine.
"And I believe Camilla is right," Megan smirked at him over the rim of her glass.
"About what?" he wondered.
"Mommies need dick."
"I've got one you can use," Steven shrugged, making Megan laugh.
"Oh, that was clever!" she giggled before downing the last of her wine. "Very clever indeed."
"Camilla was wrong about one thing, though," he responded, finishing his wine and taking their empty glasses over to the dresser.
"Is that so?" Megan asked.
"Yes," Steven stated as he returned to the bed, able to look down at Megan since she was sitting. He caressed her cheek with his fingers while looking into her blue-gray eyes. "You're the hottest MILF in New York."
"Mm," she hummed happily, crooking her finger to invite Steven in for a kiss.
Cupping her face in both hands, Steven leaned in and pressed his lips against hers. Megan happily returned the kiss, her hand at his side as her tongue slipped into his mouth. Their tongues danced as their kiss intensified. Steven slid one hand down her chest, cupping a large breast from outside her shirt and making her moan.
Megan was driven to action by Steven's touch, her hands reaching for his shorts. He gasped into her mouth when her fingers caressed his bulge. Her hands moved quickly, tugging his shorts and underwear down to his knees so she could start stroking his hardness.
"That feels good," Steven said between kisses.
The raven-haired heiress broke their kiss and looked into his eyes. "I want to suck your cock."
True to her word, Megan lightly tugged on his shaft, urging him closer. Steven stood up, allowing Megan to lower her head and swoop in. She planted soft kisses on his tip before parting her lips and engulfing the first two inches of his dick in her warm, wet mouth. Steven shuddered as she swirled her tongue all around his mushroom head.
"That feels fucking amazing," Steven groaned, placing his hands on her head.
Megan giggled around his prick before sliding her lips down his length, her hand leading the way. She slid her hand down to cup his balls so she could take his entire cock in her mouth. A soft hum started low in her throat, stimulating his thickness as she looked up at him with those sexy eyes.
"Mm, mm, Gak!" she moaned, gagging slightly before starting a steady bobbing motion. "Mmmsluuurp, schlrp, glug sluuurp."
Steven left his hands resting on Megan's head as she blew him passionately. Taking him from her mouth, she jacked him off while lightly sucking on his balls. Then she licked up his length before getting him back between her lips. Her mouth glided along his shaft as her hand massaged his balls, her eyes flicking up to meet his while she made sexy sucking and slurping noises.
"Megan," Steven whispered, watching her as she sat at the edge of the bed, bare feet on the floor and mouth stretched wide around his shaft.
"Mmmsluuurp," Megan pulled off, stroking him as she looked up at him. "Lock the door."
Stepping out of his shorts and underwear, Steven turned to head for the door. Megan playfully swatted his butt as he walked away. After locking the door, Steven found Megan getting topless and slipping off the bed to her knees. Steven eagerly removed his shirt before approaching the heiress.
"Beautiful," Steven whispered, admiring the topless goddess.
"Mm, you like these?" Megan asked squeezing her large boobs together.
"I love them," he said, his hands replacing hers on the teardrop mounds of perfection.
The tall, powerful woman reached out and wrapped her fingers around Steven's thickness. "And I love this."
Megan resumed her enthusiastic blowjob while Steven played with her tits. The stimulation to her sensitive breasts and nipples made Megan moan as she sucked, her tongue flicking the underside of his shaft. Her oral skills started to overwhelm Steven in only a few minutes, resulting in him just holding her head in both hands as her twin braids fell down her bare back.
"Gonna cum if you keep this up," Steven warned urgently. "I'll cum before I get inside you."
A low growl emanated from Megan's throat as she grabbed his ass-cheeks and bobbed her head faster. "Mm, glug, mmph, cum, glug, glug, mm!"
"You want me to cum," he asked thickly, his breathing rapid. "You want me to cum in your mouth?"
"Mm, mmhmm, mm," Megan nodded slightly while looking up at Steven.
"Okay, keep going, I'm close," Steven gasped slightly. "That feels so good. Don't stop!"
The sexy heiress kept sucking, her steady bobbing motions bringing him closer and closer to the edge. Finally, Steven threw back his head and groaned as his balls tightened and sent their contents up his shaft. Warm, thick cum exploded from his tip and filled Megan's mouth. She moaned happily, her nails digging into his ass as her cheeks caved in.
"Kuh! Khh!" Megan coughed slightly as she swirled the white fluid around her mouth, continuing to suck in her determination to extract every last drop.
"Fuck! Holy shit!" Steven gasped as her throat contracted, swallowing his load.
She kept him in her mouth for a few more seconds before pulling off and kissing his sensitive tip. Placing her hands on her knees, she looked up at him and showed off her empty mouth. "You have tasty sperm."
"Thank you," he chuckled, reaching down to caress a bare breast. "Since you've tasted me, I think I should get the chance to taste you."
"I suppose that's fair," Megan tilted her head slightly, scrunching her nose cutely. "Fair warning; my pussy is absolutely soaked."
"I'm good with that," Steven grinned.
They wasted no time getting into bed and kissing softly. Steven quickly broke the lip lock and kissed all along Megan's neck, her hand at the back of his head encouraging him. His lips went lower, slurping a nipple into his mouth as he held her tits together. Then he kissed all along her stomach before sitting up and pulling off her shorts and panties.
Megan's naked body was stunning; flat stomach, big beautiful boobs, endless legs. Then those perfect legs parted, revealing a pink gash glistening with arousal. Steven got on top of Megan, kissing down her body until he reached that beautiful pussy. Rather than dive in, Steven kissed all along the soft skin of Megan's inner thighs.
"Stop teasing me!" Megan giggled, her hands on his head. "I want to cum on your tongue!"
"Yes, ma'am," Steven chuckled, planting his lips on her clean-shaven pubic mound.
A loud feminine gasp filled the room when Steven's mouth found Megan's vulva. Steven ate Megan out happily, his tongue lapping up her love juices as she panted and groaned. Her hands held his head as she bucked her hips. Megan's first orgasm consisted of a few quiet yelps. The second arrived less than a minute later.
"Oh God, oh God! I'm fucking cumming again! Fuck!" Megan declared, biting her lower lip to keep from crying out. "I need you in me. Please! Please, get in me!"
Steven was on her in seconds, his hips nestling in between her spread legs as his revived erection sought out her entrance. Their eyes locked as he pushed inside, Megan's tight tunnel stretching just enough to accommodate his thickness. She immediately hooked her ankles around his calves, encouraging him to take her.
"You're so tight," Steven whispered, leaning in for a soft kiss. "So warm."
They were perfectly synchronized, with Steven matching her rhythm as Megan rolled her hips to meet every thrust. His hand found hers, their fingers lacing as their movements continued. Steven broke the kiss to lean down and take a nipple in his mouth. He sucked on the little pink nub while pumping Megan's pussy.
"Ah! Ah! Fuck me, ah! Ah!" Megan gasped and panted. "Oh shit, oh fuck! I, ah, I want it rougher. Ah! Bend me over. Ah! Please, ah, do me, ah, from behind!"
Steven pulled out and sat up, flipping Megan onto her stomach and pulling on her hips to get the sexy woman on all fours. He wasted no time getting back inside her, holding her waist as he thrust hard and fast. Megan's big boobs flopped around on her chest, slapping into each other as she held the sheets and groaned.
"I love watching my cock go inside you," Steven husked as he spanked her.
"I love having your cock in me," Megan moaned, tossing her head back. "Spank me again! Harder!"
Steven complied, slapping her tight ass several times before resuming his steady pounding. Megan's twin braids were flailing as her body moved back and forth due to the force of Steven's thrusts. Reaching out, he grabbed both braids in one hand, yanking Megan's head back. Keeping one hand on her hip, he kept drilling her for several minutes.
"Getting close," he grunted through clenched teeth. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum in you."
"Yes! Cum in my pussy!" Megan begged wantonly. "I'm there, too. Cum with me! Cum!"
Megan's pussy walls rippled, enhancing Steven's pleasure and drawing out his orgasm. Releasing her hair, he held her hips in both hands, keeping himself balls-deep in her cunt as he unloaded several ropes of warm semen. Megan cried out his name as her arms gave out, her upper body collapsing on the bed.
The doors to the terrace were open ten minutes later, a soft ocean breeze drifting lazily through the room and the distant sound of water filling the silence. Steven lay on his back on the blanket, one arm folded beneath his head as he stared up at the ceiling. Beside him, Megan was curled on her side, her bare breasts pressing against his chest. Her braids had come slightly loose, allowing a few strands of her long hair to frame her face.
"You're handling this well," Megan commented, resting her hand on his chest.
"I've had sex before," Steven smirked, glancing over at her. "But thanks for being gentle."
"Not what I meant," she giggled. "This is all familiar to me; the crazy displays of wealth. I grew up this way; you didn't."
"I just can't believe I'm actually here," he let out a nervous laugh. "I was expecting my own room; instead I got my own suite. Employees knew my name without me ever talking to them. And I'm in bed with a billionaire heiress. A gorgeous billionaire heiress."
"Thanks for the correction," Megan snorted before looking at him with concern. "I get it. I hope you know that. With how many poor people are starving or barely surviving... I get it. We have too much. More than we could ever need."
"I'm all for rewarding success," Steven said quickly. "I can see how smart you are, how hard you work. And it is just money. I don't want it to come between us. I mean, you know, if there is an us to come between."
"We'll decide that over the next couple of days," she kissed his cheek. "I want to let you get settled in first. You should know that I'm in. I want to see what we can become. You're a kind and honest man, you're great with Carter, and you curl my toes."
"I want to find out what we can be, too," he smiled. "Although, I agree we should hold off. At least until after dinner with your father. That way I can argue we're here as friends."
"My father can be an emotionless robot sometimes, but he's not that stupid," Megan rolled her eyes. "There's no way he doesn't know we're sleeping together."
"Well, there's no need to tell him that," Steven made a face before laughing slightly. "Fifth richest man in the world. I think I would have been overwhelmed by all of this a month ago. It took me a while to comprehend this is my life now."
"I hope that's a good thing," she said quietly.
"It is," Steven glanced around the room, then back at Megan. "This is your normal."
Megan didn't respond right away. Her gaze drifted past him, toward the open terrace and the stretch of ocean beyond.
"The expensive resorts? They're familiar, sure," she responded. "Laying in bed with someone I feel a real connection with? That hasn't happened since, well, since Carter's father."
"That was a long time ago," Steven observed.
"You already knew I hadn't had sex since Carter was born," Megan shrugged. "I used to give BOB quite the workout. Now? Now you're giving my poor little pussy all the hard dick she can handle."
"I hope that's a good thing," Steven echoed her earlier statement.
"Mm, very," she purred, running her fingers along his chest. "And don't worry, I haven't forgotten my promise. I'm gonna wear that cheerleader uniform for you again. Then I'm gonna bend over so you can shove your cock up my butt and do me until we're both sweaty and satisfied."
"Damn, Megan," he let out a breath, feeling his cock twitch.
"Aw, is the little guy excited?" Megan asked, reaching down to wrap her fingers around his flaccid penis.
"Not after you called him little!" Steven pouted.
"He's big when he's hard," she shrugged, looking down at it. "Right now? Now it's just a cute little dick."
"Okay, I'm not turned on anymore," he grumbled.
"Probably a good thing," Megan laughed, running her thumb over his tip. "We can't stay in bed much longer. Welcome cocktails, then dinner."
"Right," Steven winced. "Sorry you didn't get any sleep."
"Why? You think I need sleep?" she cocked her head to the side.
"It wouldn't have been a bad idea," he shrugged.
"That means I look tired," Megan frowned slightly, still playing with his soft cock.
"You do," Steven admitted. "The sex was amazing and I'm glad we did it. You do look tired, though."
"I am tired," she let out a breath. "And conflicted."
"About what?" he asked.
"Carter," Megan admitted. "You're so good with him, but I never had to deal with anything like this. What do I tell him if we spend the night in the same room? I really don't feel like sneaking around. We'll be exhausted and just want to sleep."
"That's up to you," Steven said carefully. "You're the parent."
"I know, I know," she sighed. "I'll worry about that later. We have to wake him in a few minutes."


"Yeah," Steven agreed.
Neither of them moved right away. There would soon be wealthy people to impress and the difficulties of navigating high society would show themselves. Steven was nervous and Megan was dreading it. Theodore Bauer was waiting, as were people Megan had known for years, many of whom held grudges. Expectations were waiting.
For the next few minutes, they were able to enjoy being together at one of the most expensive resorts on the planet, in beautiful Fiji. That was enough.
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~Kayla Thomson~
Wednesday September 10, 2025
I stifled a yawn with my arm as I sat in Public Speaking with Lexi, Marcia, and Ashley. The other three had Biology Lecture earlier, while I had a two-and-a-half hour long cheer practice. Being busy all the time was usually great. Some days, though, I just wanted a minute.
Lexi's notebook was already open, her elbows resting on it while she played a game on her phone. Ashley sat beside the redhead, turned halfway around in her chair to talk to someone behind her. Marcia was next to me, her bag neatly tucked under the desk like she had taken the time to line it up with the edge.
Leaning back slightly, I let my eyes drift across the room as people continued filtering in. Dan was sitting at a table off to the side with Tasha Hoang. Like always, Tasha was wearing baggy clothes and had her dark hair pulled back into a tight bun. It seemed like such an unlikely friendship, but they sat together every class. Like it wasn't even a question.
Professor Torres walked in with an eager smile and a friendly wave. "Good morning, good morning! I'm glad so many of you have stuck with me, despite the torture I put you through."
There was some polite laughter.
"Alright, let's get started," he continued, setting his bag down on the desk. "For today, I thought we'd try something different to keep you on your toes: impromptu speaking."
There was some muttering throughout the room while the professor just grinned at us.
"No preparation," Professor Torres continued. "No notes. I give you a prompt. You speak for one minute."
Lexi leaned over. "Not a good idea for me to speak without thinking."
"You do it every day," I scoffed quietly.
"Today's question is," the professor began dramatically, "What makes someone trustworthy?"
Jamie Torres paused to let that sink in.
"You'll be called at random," Professor Torres continued, pointing to someone. "Let's start with you, sir."
A guy near the front straightened in his seat, clearly caught off guard. Letting out a breath, he slowly got to his feet and started talking. He stumbled through an opening about honesty, eventually catching himself and mentioning people needing to prove they were honest. It wasn't bad for the first speech, but it was clear he wasn't great at being put on the spot.
"Next up; Tasha Hoang," Professor Torres said, pointing at the quiet girl. "Let's hear it!"
After a couple weeks of classes, I'd discovered the usually-quiet girl could be quite eloquent when speaking in front of a group. Tasha tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, eyes flicking down to the desk before she looked up again. She rested her hands on the desk as she started speaking with no hesitation or stammering.
"Someone is trustworthy when they don't make you feel like you have to prove something," Tasha declared confidently. "It isn't something you can properly quantify, but you can feel it. You can see that they're the same no matter who they're around. They don't pretend."
"Good," the professor nodded as Tasha sat down. "Simple. Clear. Honest. Let's hear what your friend thinks. You're up next, Mitchell."
Dan pushed his chair back and stood with no hesitation. "I think someone's trustworthy when you don't have to think about it. They just do what they say they're going to. Even if it's just something small. If they justify lying about small things, it gets easier to justify lying about the big ones."
"Concise," Professor Torres nodded.
I barely heard the next name called. I was too busy looking at Dan. His words were completely different than the Dan I knew in high school. He wasn't selfish or only thinking about himself and his wants. Stepping in to protect Kelsey, making female friends for the sake of friendship. I had thought he was shallow, but I had learned I didn't have him figured out at all.
"Next up, Miss..." the professor glanced over at our group, "Davis. You have the floor."
Lexi slowly stood, brushing her red hair back behind her ears. "Trust is complicated."
I nodded along. She was right. Lexi had trusted Keith and ended up in nightmare. I was curious what my Slut-sister was going to say; trust was something very important to her. For so long, she had no one.
"You meet someone nice and your first instinct is to trust them. It makes you human," Lexi took a breath. "How do you know they won't betray that trust? You see it in the way they treat others. Everyone is respectful to their employer, to authority. That's normal. You need to look at how they treat people they could take advantage of with no consequences. If they treat a server like an equal rather than a slave, if they know the janitor is at least as good of a person as the CEO. If not better."
Lexi paused again. "It's easy to be nice if you fear consequences. How you act when you know there will be none shows who you are."
"Interesting take," Professor Torres nodded. "I also want to take a moment to remind you all of what gives a speech like that power. No using terms like 'I think' or 'in my opinion.' Why? Those take away from your argument. Be assertive. Be confident. Like Miss Davis. That's more convincing."
I didn't look away from Lexi or Dan as the next name was called. Trust wasn't something you could measure. You just knew; or you didn't. I trusted Daddy, I trusted my Slut-sisters. I would always trust them with my life. I had trusted Ian and Stephanie, getting hurt in the process. In high school I would have said Dan wasn't trustworthy. Perhaps I didn't know trust as well as I thought.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Wednesday September 10, 2025
Chairs scraped while people talked over each other as they packed up and pushed toward the door like they were late for something. I took my time shoving my notebook in my bag before standing when the aisle cleared. Tasha stood beside me, hugging her notebook to her chest as if afraid someone would try to steal it.
"I liked your answer," I told her as we walked toward the door.
Tasha glanced at me, dimples appearing on her cheeks as she smiled. "Thank you. Yours was good, too."
"It always amazes me," I replied, walking beside her down the hallway. "You're usually so quiet, but you can be so in control and confident in front of a group."
"I've always found public speaking easier," Tasha shrugged. She was wearing her usual baggy clothes. "One-on-one is more personal. There's expectations that are different. It's intimidating."
"I intimidate you?" I asked her with a smirk.
"Not so much now," she giggled. "You're a big hero, so I know I'm safe with you."
"I'm not a hero," I insisted as we exited the building.
"You kind of are," Tasha argued. "Did you want to get lunch? Ashwood Pizza again?"
"Sure," I nodded, but then remembered the owner. Dominic Varela. "How about the Commons instead?"
"Okay, that's fine," she smiled.
The Commons at Redwood Plaza was a prime hangout spot. It was lunchtime, complete with long lines, disorganized crowds, and overlapping conversations. Tasha grabbed a quick salad and a bottle of water while I went with a few slices of pepperoni pizza and a soda.
It wasn't easy to find a table, forcing us to walk through the dining hall twice before we noticed a small group leaving. It was a side booth near the window, and we wasted no time claiming it. While I was most interested in my pizza, Tasha opened her notebook before she even sat all the way down.
"Already doing homework? It's lunch!" I chuckled, grabbing a slice of pizza.
"You did know the purpose of college is to learn, right?" she teased with a small smile.
"Now THAT is news to me," I gasped in feigned shock. "I thought it was to play football, party, and flirt with pretty girls."
"I don't do any of those things," Tasha giggled while opening her water.
"How about I get you a helmet and you show us all how it's done?" I offered.
"I'm good," she shook her head. "If I saw all those big guys running at me I'd just give them the ball. If they want it that bad they can have it."
"That's the opposite of the point of the game, unfortunately," I sighed theatrically.
"I know the rules," Tasha stuck out her tongue, seeming relaxed with me. "You're really good."
"And here I was thinking you actually did know football," I said. "You can't if you think I'm that great."
"No need to be so modest," she replied. "You were amazing the first game. I just wish I could have gone to the second."
"This week is a home game, so hopefully you can go to that one," I told her, noticing she was looking shy again.
"I'd like that," Tasha whispered, lowering her eyes to her notebook.
We fell silent as we started eating while multiple conversations went on all around us. Tasha was soon lost in her homework while I scrolled on my phone. Someone posted a few highlights from the game on social media, which distracted me for several minutes. I also got an interesting text and had a small conversation during lunch.
Scarlett: I'm okay. Thanks for checking on me.
Dan: Good. Glad to hear it.
Scarlett: I mean it.
Dan: That you're okay? I would hope so.
Scarlett: No. Well, yes. I was talking about my thank you.
Dan: Oh. You're welcome.
Scarlett: You're sweet for caring so much about some random slut you banged.
Dan: Hey, if you're a slut so am I.
Dan: It does take two to, you know... ;)
Scarlett: I know.
Scarlett: I've just been having a tough time lately. Thank you for caring.
Dan: I'm here if you need anything.
Dan: Even if I'm just some man-whore you banged. :P
Scarlett: Okay, that made me laugh. :) Well played, sir.
Dan: Then it was worth it. :)
Scarlett: Dan... you're sweet, but you don't want to get involved with me. Trust me.
Dan: You're an amazing woman, anyone would want to. But that's not what I'm doing.
Dan: I know we can't undo what we already did, but I'm happy to be a friend.
Scarlett: Really?
Dan: Absolutely. I'm around if you need anything.
Scarlett: Thank you.
Dan: You're welcome. :D
In the time it took to eat our meals, Tasha had somehow managed to write three pages. She even had tiny handwriting, making the accomplishment even more impressive. Unlike my terrible handwriting, hers was neat and easily legible, even from a distance.
"Hey," I said, getting her attention.
Tasha looked up at me. "Yeah?"
"You said you don't party," I reminded her. "Ever been to a pep rally?"
"No," she shook her head. "Why?"
"There's one Friday," I said. "You should go."
She leaned back slightly, crossing her arms. "Why would I do that?"
"Free entertainment?" I shrugged.
"That's your pitch," Tasha smirked.
"Hey, it's a good one," I reasoned.
"It's really not," she giggled.
"I guess you're not missing much," I admitted reluctantly. "You should still go."
"Why?" Tasha asked again.
"I'm going to go and could use the company," I replied honestly.
"Oh," she blushed, once more looking shy. "O-okay. I'll go."
"You changed your mind fast," I observed.
"It was nice of you to invite me," Tasha mumbled softly.
After a few more minutes of awkward conversation, Tasha closed her notebook and slid it into her bag. We disposed of our trash and headed out into the California sun. I hadn't really been looking forward to the pep rally, but that was changing. Tasha was a good friend. I was learning to be friends with a woman without always trying for more.
~Kayla Thomson~
Wednesday September 10, 2025
The Composition I classroom was filling up early when I arrived for my 1:30PM class. A few people were scattered around, some typing on laptops while others wrote in notebooks. Backpack on and purse over my shoulder, I caught up with my Slut-sisters in our usual spot near the middle.
Lexi was scrolling on her phone with her bag on the floor, not even pretending to prepare for the class. Ashley sat beside the redhead, turned halfway in her chair to talk with Marcia behind her. Marcia's notebook was already open, pen in hand, as if she were waiting anxiously for the class to start.
I slid into the seat beside Marcia and set my bag down. "Hey."
"Hey," Marcia replied.
"There you are!" Ashley exclaimed. "I was asking why they have a writing class after lunch? I don't wanna use my brain now."
"You never use your brain," Lexi grunted without looking up.
"I use it selectively," Ashley shot back. "I'm pretty good at math."
"Keeping track of your body count isn't math," Lexi replied.
"Sure, it is," Ashley shrugged. "Counting is math."
"Did I miss anything?" I interrupted.
"Just Ashley complaining," Lexi spoke up.
"I wasn't complaining," the blonde bombshell countered. "I just don't like how long these writing assignments take. I have an active and important social life."
"Finding time to get railed isn't a social life," Lexi teased.
"You know damn well I pledged DTX just like you," Ashley said. "We have a pep rally Friday and I am NOT going to be saddled with a pointless essay for the weekend."
"You made me pledge," Lexi grumbled.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Ashley waved her off before turning to Marcia and me. "Are you two going?"
"Probably," I answered with a shrug.
"I guess," Marcia shrugged. "I don't have anything for honor society."
"Are you bringing your friend? Lina?" I asked Marcia.
"Yeah, probably," Marcia nodded.
"And I'll make sure Derek comes, too," Ashley nodded. "Josh's roommate needs to loosen up. We need to get him laid."
"Fine, bend over," Lexi shrugged.
"Maybe I will," Ashley tossed her long blonde hair over her shoulder. "That a problem?"
"Nope," Lexi chirped. "Hang a sign on your door inviting every guy on campus to take a turn for all I care."
"We're not talking about your weekend, Lexi," Ashley rolled her eyes.
"Steven's the only guy who gets a piece of this," the redhead gestured to herself. "Jealous? I have the best guy in the world."
"Steven's great, but I have Josh," Ashley argued. "I just wish we had more alone time. Love is awesome."
"Oooh, the 'L' word?" Lexi looked at the blonde seriously. "If you two are gonna last after all, maybe you shouldn't spread 'em for Derek."
"We're still working out the exact parameters of our relationship," Ashley blushed slightly.
"Still keeping Marcia away from him?" Lexi smirked. "Afraid our quiet nerd will steal him from you?"
"Okay, that's enough, children," Marcia chastised when her name came up.
"Yes, mom," Ashley and Lexi spoke at the same time.
Professor Carla Mendoza stepped into the classroom a few minutes later, setting her bag down on the desk and glancing around the room like she was taking attendance without calling names.
"Alright," the professor began, "Let's keep this simple. I'm going to go over some literary techniques, then you'll start an essay for Monday. The topic is quite simple; write three pages about a time your expectations of someone changed."
A few people groaned quietly, and Ashley glared angrily at the professor. We all, however, prepared to start taking notes. There was a brief lecture covering some of the common mistakes she had noticed in our previous works and how to avoid them. Then we were given the rest of the class to start our essay and ask questions.
I wrote the first line without thinking, the words coming out automatically as something easy and safe. Then I stopped as I read back what I wrote. It wasn't right. Sure, it would satisfy the assignment, but it wasn't what really came to mind when Professor Mendoza gave us the prompt.
Pages were filling up all around me. Ashley leaned over her notebook like she was trying to finish the assignment during class so it wouldn't take up any of her weekend. Marcia wrote steadily and with no hesitation; she had probably figured it out before the professor fully gave the prompt. Even Lexi was working steadily.
I knew what my answer should be, but I wasn't willing to share something so personal for a college assignment. David had been my first love, my first everything. I had expected a halfway decent human being; not a monster. Instead of writing about my ex-boyfriend, I chose something simple. Something with no substance that would fulfill the requirements.
~Steven Thomson~
Wednesday September 10, 2025
Music filled the master bedroom Wednesday night, a slow and sensual rhythm accompanied by a strong female voice. The song focused on the early stages of a relationship; when the two people were always pining for each other while apart. The large bedroom was only illuminated by a couple of candles placed on the bedside tables.
The flickering flames sent cascading shadows across Lexi's bare back as she rode me in reverse cowgirl. My fingers trailed along her soft skin as my eyes admired the smattering of freckles across her pale frame. Lexi was riding me to the music; her young body undulating as she whispered the lyrics under her breath.
"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I husked, playfully swatting her freckled, heart-shaped bottom.
"Fuck, you're big," Lexi groaned back, her hands flying to her chest so she could play with her tits. "You're so deep! Oh God, I can feel your cock stretching me, throbbing inside me."
"You feel so good, Lexi," I whispered, holding her hips as she rolled them in my lap. "I love your tight pussy."
The song ended and was immediately followed by another by the same artist. It was a slow-tempo one with lyrics about a fleeting romance that was doomed to fail. While the relationship was doomed to fail, it focused on enjoying the passionate, temporary connection.


Lexi gathered up her hair in one hand as she ground down against me, her breathing growing more and more ragged. Her other hand tugged on a nipple, causing her to gasp. Then she released her hair and slapped a hand between her legs so she could start rubbing her clit.
"Ah! Ah! I'm close, ah! Oh fuck, oh God, ah!" Lexi moaned, her body tensing.
"Cum for me, baby," I encouraged, my fingertips dancing along her pale skin. "Cum for me."
"Oh God, Oh Steven!" Lexi cried out, tossing her head back as she shuddered and came. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"How was that?" I asked when she came down from her orgasm.
The redhead surprised me with a complicated maneuver where she spun around while keeping my dick inside her. I was treated to the sight of a full-frontal of the beautiful, young woman. She smirked down at me as she placed her hands on my chest and started bouncing in my lap.
"So. Fucking. Good," she punctuated each word with a rough bounce. "I love your cock. It's the only one I want for the rest of my life."
"It's all yours, Lexi," I assured, her sliding my hands up her body to hold her boobs. "All yours."
"Mm, I want your cum," Lexi cooed, placing her hands over mine. "I wanna make that big dick shoot off for me. I want every fucking drop."
"Where do you want it?" I asked, bucking my hips and slamming myself balls-deep.
"Oh fuck, yes!" she cried out passionately. Then she grabbed my right hand and put my index finger to her lips. "Here, Steven. I want you to cum here."
Lexi slipped my index finger into her mouth, her green eyes rolling to meet mine as she started sucking on it as if it were a cock. I pushed another finger between her lips, feeling her tongue press against them as she squeezed my dick with her strong vaginal muscles. I was close. Very close. She felt so good.
"When I cum I don't want you to swallow," I grunted, pulling my fingers out of her mouth and holding her little face. "I wanna see my cum in your little mouth."
"Yes! Yes, sir!" Lexi moaned passionately, her love tunnel constricting as she had another orgasm. "Oh God, fill my slutty mouth! Please, baby! Fuck, oh shit! Ah! Cum, ah, in my mouth!"
"Gonna cum!" I hissed through clenched teeth, trying to hold back my release. "Lexi!"
"I've got you, baby," Lexi lifted her pussy off of me and knelt beside me, taking me into her mouth.
"That's it, suck it!" I hissed, grabbing a fistful of hair and pulling her mouth up and down my length. "Don't stop, don't stop!"
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Hurk! Glug!" Lexi gurgled as she fingered herself while blowing me.
"Lexi!" I gasped, bucking my hips.
My balls hit her cheek as the first spurt went straight down her throat. Lexi pulled back, her tongue swirling as she sucked and swallowed. Once she just had my tip between her lips, the fiery redhead was able to gather the last of my load in her mouth without swallowing.
Swirling my cum around with her tongue, Lexi pulled off me and gaped her mouth. A thick strand of semen connected her tongue with the roof of her mouth. "Ah!"
"That's so hot," I said breathlessly.
Closing her mouth, Lexi tilted her head back and swallowed like she was taking a shot of alcohol. "Fuck, I love your cum. I think I'm addicted."
"I'll find you a cum drinker's anonymous group in the morning," I chuckled.
"Fuck that," Lexi chirped, pausing the music on her phone and snuggling up next to me. "You'll just have to keep feeding me sperm for the rest of our lives."
"I will do my best," I promised, reaching down to squeeze her butt.
"So, how was nailing a sorority girl?" the redhead giggled.
"You're still a pledge from what I hear," I kissed her forehead.
"For now," Lexi shrugged. "Who could turn down a sexy redhead?"
"No one sane," I replied quickly.
"Mm," Lexi hummed happily as she ran her fingers through my chest hair. "You could come to the pep rally if you wanted."
"So the kids can watch an old guy throw his back out?" I asked with an arched brow.
"I'll just jump on it after," Lexi reasoned.
"What?" I frowned in confusion.
"That thing where someone walks on your back to crack it or something. That's a thing, right?" she questioned.
"Maybe if you know what you're doing," I answered. "You'd put me in the hospital."
"I'll give you sponge baths," Lexi offered with a grin.
"Thanks," I laughed, running my thumb along her cheek. "Does it bother you that you can't bring your boyfriend to events?"
"We've talked about this," she rolled her eyes. "I'm fine that you don't think it's appropriate for you to go. I get it. Really. I thought about it today, actually."
"Is that so?" I asked.
"Yeah, Public Speaking," Lexi nodded. "We had to explain what makes someone trustworthy."
"Okay..." I trailed off.
"It made me think more about how we got together," the redhead continued. "Sure, it was cool that you ate me out when no other guy would, but was that really what made me fall for you? I don't think so."
"What do you think it was?" I wondered.
"You didn't take advantage of me when you could have," Lexi explained. "I was a vulnerable eighteen-year-old girl. You could have turned into another Keith if you'd wanted to. The thought never crossed your mind. You have power and you don't use it to hurt people."
"I'd never intentionally hurt you," I assured her.
"I know, that's my point," Lexi pecked my cheek. "You could have abused me for fun, given me to your friends, done depraved things to me for a laugh. You didn't. You see what a person is when they know they can do something wrong and get away with it."
"I never really thought of it that way," I sighed. "It is why most people would disapprove of our relationship. I have all the experience, the money. I could take advantage of you."
"Well, you didn't and you won't," she stated primly. "That makes us good for each other."
"I'd say it does," I readily agreed.
"Now," Lexi clapped her hands once as she sat up, "how about I get you hard for another round? I need a hard dick up my ass."
~Kayla Thomson~
Thursday September 11, 2025
Tuesday and Thursday mornings always felt a little slower. I got to start slightly later in the day, but I was groggy without cheer practice to get my heart rate up. I'd worked out and gone for a quick run when I woke up, and while it was better than nothing, it wasn't the same as a two-and-a-half hour practice.
I arrived at Introduction to Criminal Justice twenty minutes early, noticing the room was mostly empty. Professor Quinn was standing near the podium while a few students were at the back of the room. They were flipping through notes or scrolling on their phones; one person appeared to be asleep.
"Good morning, Miss Thomson," Professor Quinn said with a friendly smile.
"Good morning, Professor," I replied politely as I approached him. "How's Violet?"
"Still angry, thanks for asking," he chuckled. "Thank your father again for me. I appreciate him making sure she got home safe."
"I'll tell him," I promised, turning to leave.
"Miss Thomson? One other thing," Professor Quinn called out.
"Yes?" I faced him.
"I know it's a little early in the semester, but you should think about setting up an appointment with me as your advisor," he told me. "We never had an initial meeting since you selected your major so close to the start of classes."
"Oh! Okay," I nodded quickly. "I'll set something up soon."
"Sounds good," Professor Quinn smiled.
Sliding into my usual seat, I took out what I needed and slid my backpack under the seat. Crossing my legs, I waited patiently for class to start. Students slowly started filing in, some waiting until the very last minute to show up. Professor Quinn started the class right on time.
The class was about the procedure for building a case; evidence, statements, timelines. We learned that everything had to line up, not just in facts, but in how it was presented. Facts mattered, but how they were presented mattered just as much. If not more.
I took notes automatically, not needing to think as we went through important terms. Credibility, consistency, corroboration. I had heard those words before; on television and in books. Learning the legal definitions was very informative. Unfortunately, my focus didn't last.
Professor Quinn started talking about how and why testimonies changed, which was fine. What I struggled with was the brief overview of deals being made. My mind jumped to the trial as I wondered if deals would be offered. Then I went back to the changing testimonies topic; would people call me a liar? Would a jury not believe me?
By the time class ended, I wasn't sure how much of it I'd actually absorbed.
I was hit by noise the moment I stepped into the hallway after class: voices layered over each other, people moving in both directions, backpacks slung over shoulders and faces buried in phones. I adjusted the strap of my bag and started toward the stairs, merging with the flow of bodies without really thinking about it.
"Kayla," a male voice said in a carrying whisper I somehow managed to hear over all the noise.
"Yeah?" I turned to see Drew Kensington weaving through the crowd like it didn't exist. "Oh, hey."
"Hey," he caught up to me easily, matching my pace as we walked down the hall. "How was class?"
"Fine," I shrugged. "Same as usual. How are you?"
"I'm good, I'm good," Drew nodded once. "You going tomorrow?"
"The pep rally?" I asked.
"Yeah," he confirmed.
"All the cheerleaders are going," I answered slowly.
"Sure, but I wanted to ask," Drew explained as we exited the building. "You could have other plans. Another party, a date, I don't know."
"Nah, no parties," I shook my head, my raven ponytail bobbing in the air. "And I haven't had a date in a long time."
"I find that hard to believe," he replied. He wasn't smiling.
"I guess I haven't really had time for dating," I shrugged helplessly.
"Ah," he looked slightly annoyed. "Perhaps that will change for the right guy."
"I don't know, maybe," I said politely.
Drew just looked at me. "I'll see you at the pep rally."
It wasn't a question.
I just nodded as he turned and disappeared into the crowd. I stood in front of the building for a few moments, watching the path he had taken. Letting out a long breath, I turned and started down the street that would take me to my statistics class.
~Ashley Bartlett~
Thursday September 11, 2025
"Today we're going to talk about attraction and relationship dynamics," Professor Valerie Chen said at the start of Introduction to Psychology.
I wasn't even trying to pay attention. Not because I didn't want to; I just couldn't get my brain to focus. Something about the way Professor Chen talked made everything sound more complicated than it was. So far the class hadn't been difficult, but I'd learned more from reading the material than from lectures.
"...when we look at attraction," she was saying, pacing slowly in front of the class, "we're not just talking about physical traits. There are psychological, social, and economic factors that influence how people choose partners."
Psychological and social factors made sense. I didn't choose Josh just because he was cute. He was sweet and kind; he was great with animals, he was a good cook, he treated me right. I certainly didn't give a shit about his financial situation. I cared that he was my sexy, nerdy boy.
"Some theories," Professor Chen continued, "suggest people are drawn to partners who can improve their overall position; socially or economically."
I shifted slightly in my seat.
"However, due to societal norms this tends to be more likely for women," the professor explained. "You'll often hear this simplified as women tending to marry up, while men tend to marry down."
A frown crossed my face. That didn't feel right to me. I didn't think Josh was above me or below me. I was more social, but I wasn't a better person or anything. Around me, a few people nodded like it made sense. A couple others didn't react at all, while several people just wrote down everything the professor said.
"I have a friend, a doctor from a wealthy family. She's beautiful, successful, wealthy," Professor Chen counted on her fingers. "She doesn't go on a lot of dates, but the ones she does go on... wow."
Lexi's chair scraped softly beside me. "They're people. Just like the rest of us."
Professor Chen paused, turning toward the redhead.
"You're assuming people have different levels of worth," Lexi stated firmly. Her voice wasn't loud, but it didn't need to be.
"That's one way to interpret it," the professor said.
"It's the only way that makes what you said work," Lexi replied calmly; like she wasn't arguing, she was correcting. "You can't trade up or down unless one thing is above another. She's from a wealthy family? That's not impressive; she won the birth lottery. A doctor? Okay, good for her. That is impressive and she should be respected, paid well. That doesn't make her a better person than the janitor. Her life isn't worth more."
The room went quiet. Not awkward, everyone was paying attention.
Professor Chen nodded. "Or you could argue it reflects perceived value within a given system; status, income, social standing; rather than inherent worth. Marriage was initially created to establish alliances. A wealthy land owner wouldn't need to form an alliance with a peasant."
Lexi didn't look convinced.
"Those systems treat people like they have different levels of value," Lexi insisted. "Even if you don't say it outright. Although, telling someone they're a downgrade for the person they're marrying IS saying it outright."
"So, you don't expect a rich person to marry someone of similar standing?" the professor challenged. "Let's talk about a socialite. You've all heard of Theodore Bauer, I assume? Fifth richest man in the world? Good. He has a daughter. Do you think Theodore would have something to say if his daughter eloped with a cashier?"
"He probably would have a lot to say," Lexi shrugged. "Doesn't make what he says right. Billionaire isn't a qualification; it's a label that tells us he has a lot of green pieces of paper."
"Ah, but those green pieces of paper give Theodore power," Professor Chen argued with a smile. "He can make things happen, make people listen and do what he wants. Theodore has social standing."
"He has what is given to him," Lexi shook her head. "People can refuse him. They choose not to. If Theodore's daughter falls in love with a cashier; good for her. They belong together. People aren't commodities to be traded. Every one of them is a human being with feelings and dreams. If The Great and Powerful Teddy doesn't understand that, I'd be happy to explain it to him."
Lexi paused for a moment before adding, "I'll use small words so he can understand."
"I think Mister Bauer might have met his match," the professor looked at Lexi approvingly. "May I ask what your major is, Miss... Davis?"
"Psychology," the redhead answered. "And, yes. Lexi Davis."
"That's what I was hoping for," the professor smiled. "Do you have a plan for how you want to use the degree or are you still figuring that out?"
"I want to be a school psychologist," Lexi replied immediately.
"I think you'll be a great one," Professor Chen smiled. "This is exactly why we study these theories; to understand what they explain and where they fall short."
The tension eased a little as the lecture continued, moving on like nothing had happened. I stared at my notes, my thoughts a complete mess. I had no idea what I even wanted to major in. Lexi was sitting right beside me, arguing with a professor like she had everything figured out.
~Kayla Thomson~
Thursday September 11, 2025
The Commons was loud and crowded like always when I met up with the girls. Conversations flew all around us, chairs scraped, and music was coming from somewhere. I could smell coffee, cheap food, something sweet from a bakery. No, that was someone's cinnamon-flavored vape pen.
I had already changed for cheer practice into a pair of shorts, a sports bra, and running shoes. I had pulled a long t-shirt over my body to cover up when I went to find my friends. We wouldn't have long, but it would be nice to meet up and chat for a little while.
Ashley spotted me first, waving me over to join the Sluts at a table near the edge of the main seating area. Lexi sat beside the blonde, a drink in one hand and her phone in the other. Marcia was across from them and she had a notebook open in front of her, her complete attention on it. That girl probably studied in her sleep.
I slid into the empty seat beside Marcia, setting my gym bag at my feet. "Hey."
"Hey, Kayla," Ashley said with a friendly smile.
"Hi," Marcia added, not looking up from her notes.
"Yo," Lexi waved.
"How were your classes?" I asked.
"Good!" Marcia said happily, looking excited about learning.
"Fine," Lexi shrugged.
"Fine?" Ashley glanced at the redhead before turning back to me. "She got into an argument with our psychology professor."
"She did?" Marcia gasped.
"What happened?" I wondered.
"It wasn't an argument. It was a discussion. That's how science works," Lexi rolled her eyes. "She said something stupid about women marrying up and men marrying down. I explained there's no such thing. We're all people."
"Everyone was just staring at her. It was great!" Ashley laughed. "I'm sure they were all thinking Lexi has huge balls for trying to correct a professor."
"I didn't try, I did correct her," Lexi insisted. "She was mistaken."
"Was the professor mad?" Marcia looked concerned.
"No, she seemed impressed," Ashley answered. "They talked about money, about that rich banking guy, uh, Bauer?"
"Theodore Bauer," Lexi added. "I'm sure he shares the same wrong opinion. So, he can suck my huge spirit man-balls."
"Anyway," I drew out the word to get everyone's attention, "we need to talk."
"That's never a good way to start a sentence," Marcia winced.
"Sarah texted me this morning," I said. "We just talked on the phone."
That got Lexi's attention. "Is Keith out on bail? Or the bag of dicks that scared Kelsey and cut Dan? Tyler."
"Wait. How do you have a bag of dicks?" Marcia looked at the redhead in confusion.
"Well, first you have Kayla bite them off..." Lexi trailed off with a grin.
"Alexis Davis!" I exclaimed, making the other girls say "oooh" like someone was in trouble. "Can we please be serious for five minutes?"
"Our record is two, but let's give it a shot," Ashley shrugged. "What's up?"
I let out a small breath, glancing at the girls before answering. "David is cooperating."
"What does that mean?" Lexi asked, eyes narrowed.
"He's cooperating with the investigation," I explained. "Probably in exchange for a deal."
Ashley's mouth opened, then closed again. "Fully? He's testifying against Keith and the others? He admitted to rape?"
"Sarah said full confessions usually don't come fast like they do on TV," I shook my head. "It sounds like he's slowly giving them information as things come up."
"What does that mean for the others?" Marcia asked.
"It means they're in trouble," Lexi said happily. "If David's cooperating, he's going to keep giving more and more information."
"So, does David just get to walk away?" Ashley asked angrily. "He raped three women we know about and he spread Kayla's nudes around school."
"I don't know," I shrugged. "He'll get a reduced sentence, I'm sure. Apparently David has a rich grandfather I never knew about. He's paying for a different attorney and protection."
"Buying his way out of trouble; sounds right," Lexi rolled her eyes.
"There's seven of them, right?" Marcia wondered.
"Yes," Lexi confirmed. "Keith was the ring leader with the real connections to the higher-ups in The Crocs. The dickless shit is in jail now."


"Then David is cooperating," the blonde held up two fingers. "The party was at Eli Pearson's." Ashley lifted a third finger.
"Tyler is in jail for cutting Dan," Lexi spoke up. "That guy was obsessed with my feet."
"Do you remember more now from those days?" I asked carefully.
"Bits and pieces come back randomly," the redhead sighed. "I still don't remember David ever touching me."
"What about Jordan Reece?" I wondered.
"Ew, he was a rough fucker," Lexi made a face. "Got off on pain and humiliation. Why?"
"He's in jail, too," I explained, leaving out Scarlett's name. "Attempted rape."
"Sounds right," Lexi growled. "With Tyler also in jail, that's three of them behind bars."
"Who are the other two?" Ashley asked.
"Zack and Nate," Lexi answered immediately. "I know Nate was arrested once for drag racing. Zack got caught with some stolen electronics."
"David committed sexual assault," Marcia said. "They'll at least make him go on the registry, right? So people know."
"With a rich lawyer, who knows?" Ashley muttered darkly. "Hopefully at least the other six will end up in prison."
"Or dead," Lexi added.
"Lexi!" I gasped. "Jail is what they deserve. Death is... death."
"You have no idea some of the things they did to me," the redhead hissed. "There's a reason I stomped on Tyler's balls."
"I did enjoy seeing that," Ashley gave Lexi a thumbs-up. "Nice one!"
"I want to see that entire gang in prison," Marcia said.
"That'd be nice," Lexi agreed. "But I doubt it."
We paused our dark conversation when a group of students passed by our table. They were laughing about something, a story one of them had just finished telling. One of them bumped into Ashley's chair, muttered a quick apology, then kept moving. It was a reminder that we were in public, even if we were far enough away from people that we probably wouldn't be heard.
I checked the time on my phone.
"I've got cheer practice," I said, standing up.
Ashley looked up. "Already?"
"Tuesdays and Thursdays are 4:30PM to 7:30PM," I reminded the blonde.
"Are you preparing for the pep rally?" Marcia wondered.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Have fun with that," Lexi said before taking a sip of her drink.
"Always do," I said, slinging my gym bag over my shoulder.
Music was playing loudly when I entered the gym of the Bennu Athletics Complex. My squad mates were spread out across the floor in loose groups; stretching, talking, and running through counts. It felt focused, just like a practice before a game. Which it was; pep rally tomorrow, then a home game against Fresno State on Saturday.
I dropped my bag against the wall and started warming up, falling into my usual routine without thought. Going through stretches I'd done a thousand times before, I surveyed the room. Harper Lin was talking with Lila Cox and Shelby Ortiz. I saw the co-captains, Janelle and Cassidy, in a heated discussion about something. Kendall was warming up next to Scarlett. It was nice to have Scarlett back. I also noticed Kelsey warming up with the reserve squad.
"Alright, bring it in!" Coach Hart called over the music, drawing us over to her. "We have a busy couple of days ahead of us. Pep rally tomorrow and football game Saturday. Let's show them what we've got and earn our rest day."
"Kayla!" Assistant Coach Cole shouted. "Front line!"
We hit the first sequence perfectly. The second as well. Scarlett was a beat late on the third. Coach Hart was surprisingly easy on her, making me think the coach knew quite a bit about what had happened. The redhead was perfect on the next attempt.
"Sharper!" Coach Hart yelled. "You're thinking. Don't think. Move."
By the time practice ended, my legs were heavy and my entire body glistened with a sheen of sweat. My shorts and sports bra clung to me, while my ponytail was damp as well. I felt gross. Grabbing my bag, I headed to the locker room with the rest of the squad.
Fanning myself with my hand, I caught my breath before stripping down to my birthday suit. My socks smelled extra radioactive, so I quickly shoved them in my gym bag with my other clothes. Then I weaved through the locker room of naked cheerleaders so I could claim a shower stall.
The hot water soothed my skin, causing me to stay under the spray longer than I needed to. Once I was squeaky clean, I dressed in my usual jean shorts and a pink spaghetti-strap top. I waved goodbye to a few of the girls, got in my car, and took the trip back to the mansion.
It was quite a bit after dinner by the time I got home, but Daddy had put aside some leftovers for me. I heated up the food and quickly ate it before dropping my stuff off in my room. Then I could finally relax. I joined Daddy, Hazel, and Lexi in the family living room for some television.
Lexi was stretched out across the couch, her bare feet in Daddy's lap. Hazel sat in an armchair, a blanket pulled over her lap and legs, one hand resting on her swollen stomach. I plopped down on the couch across from Daddy and Lexi, leaning back and letting out a sigh.
"Tired?" Daddy asked.
"A little," I nodded.
"Practice?" he questioned while rubbing Lexi's feet.
"Rally stuff," I answered. "Plus prep for Saturday's game."
"That'll do it," Daddy said.
"Our girl needs some dick," Lexi observed. "Nothing more relaxing than an earth-shattering orgasm."
"Tell your boyfriend to stop cock-blocking me," I grumbled.
"I never stopped you from dating," Daddy spoke up quickly. "I just don't want details about what you're doing with boys."
"Not what I meant and you know it," I rolled my eyes.
Daddy looked uncomfortable as he gathered his thoughts. "I have an idea."
"A foursome? I'm in!" Lexi declared with a grin.
"No. Quiet, you," Daddy swatted the bottom of Lexi's foot playfully. "I was thinking about something we did when you were young. After your mother died."
"Okay..." I frowned, knowing there were a few things he could be referring to.
"The sitting room upstairs," he explained.
"The one that overlooks the foyer?" Hazel asked.
"No, the one on the third floor," Daddy answered. "It looks out over the backyard. I used to sit in an armchair with little Kayla and read to her."
"We did that a lot after we lost Mommy," I said in a small voice. "Will you read to me?"
"Of course I will," he smiled.
"Want links to my favorite smut stories?" Lexi asked.
"No," Daddy playfully squeezed the redhead's big toe. "The bookshelf with her old books should still be there. I'll use one of those."
"So, you're gonna read to her about three pigs building a fence?" Lexi giggled.
"House, idiot," Hazel corrected. "The pigs were building a house."
"Then they were fighting about the best way to do it and ended up building three," I added.
"I'm not having a baby, I don't need to know that," the redhead blew a raspberry.
"You're gonna babysit and help change diapers," the tan girl smirked.
"I'll babysit and I will read," Lexi promised. "The shit's all yours."
"Sound like a plan, baby girl?" Daddy asked, stopping the argument before it started.
"I'd like that," I smiled, gesturing at the screen. "After this episode?"
No one said anything as we watched an episode of Hospital Doctors in Love. It was one of the last episodes Nolan Reed was in. Doctor McSpoogy had already died, but someone tried to clone him. The clone was going insane and would be destroyed at the end of the episode. Daddy thought it was ridiculous.
"Wait," Hazel shifted slightly in her chair, her hand pressing firmly against her stomach.
Daddy straightened immediately. "What? What is it?"
"I-" she paused, her expression tightening a little, like she was trying to figure something out that she couldn't quite pin down. "Hold on."
"You alright?" Lexi asked.
Hazel didn't answer right away. Her eyes dropped, attention fixed on somewhere just under her hand. I noticed her thumb lightly caressing her stomach through her thin t-shirt.
"I think..." the tan girl said slowly. "I think that was-"
Hazel stopped again, as if she were afraid saying it out loud might make it disappear.
"What?" Daddy leaned forward, looking concerned.
Hazel let out a small breath, her voice quieter when she spoke again. "I think that was the baby."
The room went still. No one moved for several seconds.
"Or," Lexi said, completely serious, "it could be gas."
I blinked. Daddy pinched the bridge of his nose and shook his head. Hazel stared at the redhead for a second before letting out a short, surprised laugh.
"Thank you, Lexi," Hazel giggled. "That's very comforting."
"I'm just saying," Lexi added with a shrug, "we don't want to jump to any conclusions. You might just really have to poop."
"I'm pretty sure I know the difference," Hazel said, a big smile on her face as she caressed her stomach.
Daddy didn't laugh. He was still watching Hazel closely. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah," she nodded. "I'm sure."
Hazel's eyes widened. "It's happening again! The baby's moving!"
I was on my feet in an instant, rushing across the room and kneeling in front of the armchair. Without bothering to ask, I placed my ear against Hazel's belly in an attempt to hear and feel my baby sister move. There was nothing at first. Then I felt it. The small shifting. It was happening. I'd heard of this. The baby's first movements; the quickening.
Daddy's hand entered my vision as he rested it on Hazel's belly. "That's... that's incredible."
"Yes," Hazel sniffled. "It is."
"Wow," I whispered, my eyes glistening.
"Congratulations," Lexi's voice came from behind me. "On your potential gas."
Hazel laughed again, shaking her head.
"It's not gas!" I snapped. "It's my sister!"
I stayed where I was, with Lexi's hand soon making an appearance as well. For once, Hazel wasn't acting annoyed that she was being touched. She was crying softly as she ran a hand along her stomach. We all knew a baby was growing inside of her, but experiencing such proof was amazing.
Then the moment was ruined a few minutes later when Lexi loudly sniffed the air. "I don't smell anything. If it was gas from Hazel, the paint would be peeling by now."
Daddy sighed. "It isn't funny anymore, Lexi."
"It's a little funny," Lexi argued.
My family. I also cried.
Lexi stayed in the living room with Hazel while Daddy brought me up to the third floor. I snuggled up with him in the armchair, my arms around his neck and my head on his chest. My previous plans to confront him about physical intimacy were long discarded. Our relationship had an unusual aspect to it, but he was my father first. He read softly to me as I fell asleep thinking of my new baby sister and how loved she was.
~Steven Thomson~
Friday September 12, 2025
"Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me harder!" the love of my life begged while she was on her hands and knees taking my dick from behind. "Oh God, yes! Right there, right there! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
I held her hips tightly as I rhythmically thrust into her tight pussy, our moans and grunts mixing with the soft music filling the room. We had sex often; more times than I could remember. I knew every inch of her perfect body, her every expression of pleasure and every dirty word she spoke. I knew exactly how she liked it. Yet, sex never got old. There was always something unique about every session.
"I love fucking you," I groaned, burying myself to the hilt and rolling my hips to stimulate her walls. "You feel amazing."
Her long hair cascaded down her back as she arched, pushing her ass back to keep me deep inside. I felt her pussy quiver as I fucked her, my thrusts making those beautiful tits bounce beneath her. She cried my name as she came, her fingers clenching the sheets while her swollen stomach rested on a pillow.
My open palm came down on her butt-cheek, making her cry out. Then I pulled her hair with one hand as I continued using her amazing body. It was incredible sex. I released her hair a couple minutes later so I could hold her boobs while fucking her doggystyle.
"Ah! Ah! Let me, ah! Let me suck you, ah!" she gasped out. "I, ah, I wanna suck, ah, your cock!"
Easing myself from her warmth, I kept her on all fours while using her hair to get her to turn around and take me in her mouth. She moaned loudly as she sucked, her eyes looking up at me and her lips stretched wide around my thickness. She eagerly gulped me down, cleaning her love juices off of me.
Due to her advanced pregnancy, there were only so many positions that were comfortable. She rode me for a few minutes while I held her tits. When her legs got sore, we switched back to doggystyle. I held her hips tightly, fucking her to two orgasms before I felt the familiar pressure building.
"Gonna cum!" I warned in a rough grunt. "Gonna cum in you!"
"Do it! Cum in my pussy!" she urged, tightening her tunnel around me. "Cum for me! Cum for Aria!"
A small sigh of contentment escaped my lips as I slowly woke up, realizing I had been dreaming of an encounter from many years ago. It had been a good dream; my dick was rock hard and the pillowcase was wet with drool. I groaned slightly as I shifted, feeling a warm body beside me.
Rolling onto my side, I spooned behind my girlfriend, wrapping an arm around her waist. My morning wood pushed against her pantie-clad bum. From the soft light pouring through the windows, it wasn't long before our alarm would go off. Hopefully we had a bit of time; I was hoping to show Lexi that she was the second great love of my life.
"Oh, my God!" Lexi exclaimed as she woke up. "Steven!"
"You have a nice dream, too?" I asked with a smirk.
"No!" the redhead looked back at me and swatted me on the shoulder. "Now, THAT was definitely gas. Dammit, what crawled up your butt and died?"
"Sorry, babe," I chuckled.
"Jerk," Lexi grumbled, pulling her thin t-shirt up over her nose.
"So, ah, making use of the morning wood is out?" I nudged her shoulder.
"Suck it yourself," she glared at me with half her face cutely covered by her shirt.
~Kayla Thomson~
Friday September 12, 2025
Redwood Quad was usually a simple green space with tables for relaxing and flyers everywhere to announce protests or recruit for clubs. It was located in the center of campus as a place to socialize, and students would often cut through the area between classes. However, when I arrived for the pep rally, it felt like someone had dropped a stadium in the middle of campus.
Students filled every area of the quad, shoulder to shoulder in places. The school colors were everywhere; on shirts and flags, even on painted faces. A temporary stage had been set up near the center with speakers on either side and banners hanging behind it. The music was loud, the bass heavy enough to feel in my body. It layered together with the hundreds of voices coming from all areas of the quad.
"Kayla!" Harper called out, waving me over.
The cheerleaders were gathered in an open section in front of the stage. Some were stretching, others were running through counts. Janelle and Cassidy were talking with Coach Hart while Assistant Coach Cole advised the male cheerleaders on warming up. I spotted Scarlett immediately, noticing what appeared to be a genuine smile on her face.
I adjusted the strap of my bag and made my way through the crowd, slipping past people who barely noticed me, while others were happy to check out the cheerleader. Most were focused on the energy; the excitement building until the crowd was told when to start.
"About time, Thomson," Kendall snapped as I joined the squad.
"I know!" I shot back, rushing to my spot.
The music surged again, indicating it was almost time. Behind the stage, I noticed the football coach talking with several of the players who were wearing their jerseys. Brent was standing with his girlfriend, Brittany McCallister. The popular girl was fussing over the quarterback's appearance, giving him a soft kiss after adjusting his sandy blond hair.
Dan caught my eye and gave me a friendly wave, which I returned with a smile. Then I noticed Drew giving me a dark look while talking to a small group of players. I just smiled and waved at him as well before turning back to my squad to start warming up for the rally.
The crowd kept building all around us, their anticipation causing my heart to race. I glanced out across the sea of people, but it was impossible to pick out any individual person. That was fine with me. I knew Lexi, Ashley, and Marcia were out there with a couple of friends.
When it was time, we gathered near the front, forming up as the music dropped slightly. We cheerleaders waved our pompoms as the emcee stepped onto the stage, microphone in hand and a confident grin on his face. The crowd cheered as he waved, getting their attention.
"ARE YOU READY, PHOENIXES?!" he shouted to the assembled students.
We hit the first sequence perfectly, even sharper than in practice. Our arms snapped into place, our steps landed in rhythm as we kept the count steady in our heads. In those moments I was part of something bigger than myself. We were a single unit, our energy firing up the crowd.
"Up in flames, watch us rise!"
"Victory burning in our eyes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
"Phoenixes, don't look back!"
The second sequence hit harder. Everyone was clapping and cheering; maybe for us, maybe for the music. It didn't matter. The energy fed back into the routine, driving us to give everything we had to our performance. We struck our final pose; Tony and Migs each holding one of my legs while I did a high V for the crowd.
"Let's hear it for the CSUA Phoenixes Cheer Squad!" the emcee shouted.
I stepped back with the rest of the squad, catching my breath as the focus shifted to the stage. Players came out one by one, the crowd reacting to each name. Some got louder cheers than others; I was happy for Dan when people screamed for him. Drew got a similar reaction.
Brent got a five minute cheer, resulting in us going through a quick routine for him. He then grabbed the microphone while waving to the crowd and showing off those dimples as he smiled.
"Alright," Brent said, his voice easily carrying, "we've got a big one this weekend!"
The crowd reacted instantly.
"We're ready," he added. "And we're expecting you to be!"
Another wave of noise.
"Fresno State won't know what hit them!" Brent declared confidently.
It went by faster than I expected. One second everyone was cheering. The next, the rally was breaking apart. People moved quickly, talking while peeling away from the crowd. Music kept playing as some chose to stick around. I stayed with the squad, my pulse slowly returning to normal.
Brittany McCallister ran out onto the stage, putting on a show of leaping into Brent's arms. He spun the beautiful blonde around before planting a wet kiss on her lips in front of everyone. While people were still dispersing, some stopped to cheer for the school's all-star couple.
"Kayla!" Ashley called out.
The tall blonde was already pushing through the crowd, waving enthusiastically to get my attention. Her other hand reached behind her so she could drag Josh along with her. The shy boy kept mumbling apologies every time they pushed by people.
"There you are!" Ashley said, slightly out of breath when she reached me. "That was really good!"
"Good job, Kayla," Josh added.
"Thanks," I smiled softly.
Marcia and Lexi followed behind the couple, accompanied by Derek and Lina.
"That was loud," Marcia said like she was still processing.
"My ears are still ringing," Lina winced.
"That's kind of the point," Lexi replied.
"So, what are we doing?" Ashley asked, looking toward the crowd. "There's no way we're just leaving."
"Some people are heading back to the dorms," Marcia said.


Ashley made a face. "Boring."
"Some people have studying to do," Marcia shot back.
"It's Friday!" Ashley exclaimed. "Some people need to learn to have fun."
"And some people are going to stand here arguing for the next ten minutes," Lexi giggled.
"Suck my dick," the blonde bombshell grunted.
"Lick my twat," Lexi retorted with a grin.
Ashley flipped off the redhead before starting to list suggestions on how we could make the evening fun. I let their voices fade into the background as my attention drifted toward the stage. Most of the players were still there, talking to each other or to members of the crowd. It wasn't hard to find him.
Drew stood off to the side with a small group around him. His posture exuded controlled confidence; like he was exactly where he belonged. Our eyes met, a cocky smile appearing on his face as he gave me a head nod. I smiled in response. Then I watched as Drew made his way to the stairs to get off the stage.
"Kayla?" Ashley got my attention. "Are you even listening?"
"Uh, no," I admitted. "Sorry."
"Don't feel bad, I usually tune her out," Lexi shrugged.
"Ashley suggested we just hang out here," Marcia said quickly. "A lot of people are sticking around, and there's food."
"We have the game tomorrow," I hesitated.
"Yeah, that's tomorrow," Ashley replied immediately. "This is tonight."
"I have to agree," Lexi nodded.
"Hey."
The voice came from just behind me. I didn't need to turn to know who it was, but I did anyway.
"Hi, Drew," I responded quietly while the others watched.
"Nice job out there," Drew inclined his head.
"Thanks."
Drew nodded once, his eyes lingering on me. "You heading out?"
"Maybe," I answered. "Not sure yet."
"That's probably smart," he said plainly.
Something about the way he said it made my shoulders tense. "Smart?"
"Yeah," Drew said, acting like it was obvious. "Not everything needs to turn into something."
Ashley shifted beside me. "What does that mean?"
Drew didn't acknowledge her. "Just saying, these things can get carried away."
"I can handle myself," I stated, holding his gaze.
"I know," he replied evenly. "I'll see you later."
Then he was gone. I watched him walk away, wondering what was going through his mind. Did he think acting like that would make me likely to accept a date with him?
"What was that?" Ashley frowned.
"That," Lexi began with a scowl, "was a petty, jealous douche-pickle who thinks he's entitled to anything he wants.. Or, rather, anyone he wants."
"Jealous of who?" Marcia frowned.
"What's a douche-pickle?" Lina asked. Derek just looked stunned, and Josh watched quietly.
"I told Lexi, but I forgot to tell the rest of you," I sighed. "My roommate in Arizona hooked up so I needed another place to stay. I stayed with Dan. Nothing happened, but Drew saw me leave in the morning."
"I think I missed the part where Kayla and Drew became a thing?" Ashley looked around in confusion.
"He's expressed some interest, nothing major," I shrugged. "He's never even asked me out."
"If he did, what would you say?" Lexi questioned.
"I don't like how entitled he is," I answered simply. "I'd be tempted to agree just to let him down easy at the end. I don't want to be mean, but there's really no attraction there."
"He'd probably get the wrong idea if you went out with him," Lexi insisted. "Even if you ended the date by saying you'd be better as friends."
"I'm not going to worry about him," I insisted, shaking my head. "You're right, Ash. The game isn't until tomorrow. Let's mingle."
Ashley talked to everyone, including Brittany McCallister who was glad Lexi and Ashley were both pledging. We also ran into Josh's sister. Emily was hanging out with her fellow sorority girls, including Kelsey's older sister, Klarissa. A few other sorority girls and a couple of frat guys also found us to chat. Ashley was in her element, deciding to stay with the sorority girls. Lexi and Josh stayed as well. Derek was attached to Josh, unsure of what to do with himself.
Lina and Marcia were spotted by Sophia Patel, the student president of the honor society. Their discussion about classes and grades was almost as interesting as drying paint, so I went off on my own. People were still everywhere, with multiple groups forming. As I was looking around, I accidentally walked straight into someone.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, looking at him immediately. "Sorry about that."
"My fault, I wasn't looking," Rory Vaughn smiled.
"Oh, hi Rory," I replied politely. "How are you?"
"Doing alright," he answered with a shrug. "One day at a time."
"That makes sense," I nodded. "I talked to Scarlett earlier. She seemed okay."
"She's better," Rory corrected gently. "Not okay."
The blunt honesty caught me off guard. "Is there anything I can do?"
"I don't think so," he shook his head. "I appreciate it, though. I just wish she'd tell me what's going on. I know there's something she's hiding."
"Give her time," I advised. "Some things are really tough to talk about."
"I know," Rory let out a long breath. "Thanks, Kayla."
We talked for a few minutes longer, and I was glad to hear that the siblings were both fine physically. Emotionally was another matter entirely. I gave him a quick hug before heading off to find a few cheerleaders. It looked like a few of them had decided on an early night, but there were still a couple of us around.
"Hey, Kayla!" Harper Lin said, rushing up and hugging me. "Having fun?"
"It's alright," I shrugged. "I'm probably gonna go home soon."
"What? Why?!" Harper whined, actually stomping her foot. "That's lame!"
I thought briefly of Drew, of Hazel stuck at home, of the trial. "Just a lot of stuff going on right now. I'm stressed."
"Right, the stuff you're processing," she realized. "Okay! So, you need dopamine. There's music playing, people are talking and dancing. That's the perfect way to process. It's a reminder life can be fun."
"I don't think I'm up to it tonight," I sighed.
"I got you," Harper nodded, searching through her purse.
"Uh, what do you mean?" I frowned.
"Well, you know how I can talk a lot about random things and just get in my head?" she asked, still looking for something. "You called me intense. Thanks, by the way."
"I guess?" I asked, unsure where she was going with the topic.
"My doctor gave me these," Harper pulled out a prescription bottle. "I take them as needed. They help me focus on what I need to. Great for relaxing, too."
"Um, no," I shook my head. "No, thank you."
"What? I'm not offering you something to shoot or snort," she reasoned, taking out a single pill. "It's medicine from a doctor. It just helps you relax. One won't hurt."
Was it a terrible idea? Yes. Did I know that? Also, yes. There had been so much on my mind, so much stress and anxiety. A trial was coming up, drawing closer and closer. I just needed one night; one night where it all went away. I just wanted to relax. Besides, Harper was right; it was medicine from a doctor. It wasn't something from Keith or another member of The Crocs. Nothing could go wrong.
We weren't in high school anymore; there were no chaperones. The coaches and the other school staff had already gone home to their families while the students kept partying. Small groups split off in different sections of the quad, some dancing, some just sitting around and talking.
I was having a great time. Energy filled my body as I laughed and joked with Harper. Ashley texted me that she was heading back to her room with Marcia. Josh and Derek were going back to their own room. Lina left as well. Lexi was still around somewhere, but I hadn't seen her in a bit.
Evening turned to night as I found myself standing in a dimly-lit corner of the quad with Harper and Vanessa. We girls were still wearing our cheer uniforms, complete with pompoms and cheer shoes. Fortunately the earlier routine wasn't too demanding, so we weren't sweaty. All three of us had our hair in ponytails; the simple style worked well with the purple-dyed tips of Harper's dark hair.
We were joined by a group of football players, still dressed in their jerseys as we talked about the rally and the upcoming game. Tank was flirting with Harper, the large football player towering over the petite freshman. Tyler Cain regaled us with stories of his best plays, using his usual arrogance in an attempt to impress Vanessa. Scarlett's brother Rory was with a couple of friends who seemed intimidated by me. It was sweet, and I did what I could to help them relax.
"Are you wearing a cup or are you happy to see me?" Harper waggled her eyebrows as she looked up at Marcus Reynolds, or Tank, as we all called the big guy with the shaved head.
"That depends," Tank replied smoothly. "Are you here to start something or to tease me?"
"Yes," Harper stated simply.
"You have quite the attitude for such a small girl," another player observed.
"Oh, that's nothing," Harper smirked, tapping her hand against Tank's chest. "You should ask Tank here about that."
Marcus placed his hand over hers, holding it to his chest. "I like when you say my name like that."
"I'd tell you to get a room, but you'd probably take mine again," I stuck out my tongue playfully.
"There's a story there," Vanessa observed. "Do tell."
"The away game!" I exclaimed, still so full of energy I could barely contain myself. "These two lovebirds needed our room so I had to find someplace else to sleep."
"My man!" Tyler gave Tank a manly punch on the shoulder.
"Hey, I don't kiss and tell," Tank held up his hands.
"Do you do other things and tell?" Harper asked playfully. "We did a LOT more than swap saliva, big guy."
"Feel free to give us a play-by-play," Tyler chuckled.
"Need something to think about tonight when you're jacking off?" Vanessa suggested.
"No need to be jealous," Tyler responded immediately. "You're welcome to take a ride on Tyler Junior."
Vanessa's eyes flicked down to his crotch before jumping back to his face. "I'm sure he's very... junior."
"Oh God, now he's gonna whip it out and show us!" I playfully squealed and turned my head while covering my eyes. "I don't need to see that!"
"Agreed," Rory interjected.
"Hm, what if I wanna see?" Harper giggled.
"Exchange numbers," I suggested. "I'm sure you'll get all the dick pics you could ever want."
"Hey now!" Tyler held up a finger while his teammates laughed. "I've only sent those when asked. And I never got any complaints."
"I'm not sure I believe that," I teased, holding up my fist and wiggling my pinkie finger. "Or maybe you only sent it to girls who were too polite to be honest."
"I'd be happy to offer proof I'm more than adequate," Tyler smirked. "What do you say? I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
"Sorry, I don't have a cock for you to look at," I shrugged while holding my hands out, palms up.
"I'll settle for a quick peek at the girls," Tyler gestured to my chest.
"We all will!" another player spoke up.
"Keep dreaming boys!" I declared, placing a hand on my hip and jutting it to the side. "This will have to stay in your imagination."
"You're killing us!" Tank sighed theatrically. "No flashing, not even an upskirt view!"
"Sure, take a look," I lifted my skirt shamelessly. "We're wearing cheer briefs, dummy."
"Yup," Harper added as both her and Vanessa copied me. "They're basically shorts. With all those moves and tosses? These skirts fly up all the time."
"I think we're shit out of luck, man," another player said.
"Well, I know one guy who got VERY lucky," Harper purred, looking up at Tank. "You got a nice, long look at my girls."
"Just a look?" I asked, feeling flirty and happy. It was like being drunk. "Didn't even let him suck on 'em? Cruel!"
"Oh, I got to do that," Tank grinned. "And I would love to see them again."
Harper took a step back and tapped her chin as she considered. "Sure. Fuck it."
The petite cheerleader dropped her pompoms and set her purse on top of them. Vanessa and I gasped as Harper crossed her arms a her waist and pulled off her cheer top. She was wearing a plain black sports bra for comfort, which actually covered more than most of my bikinis.
"Keep going, please!" Tyler grinned eagerly.
"I thought we had a deal?" Harper placed her hands on her waist and looked at him expectantly.
"I haven't seen yours yet," Tyler countered. "Or Kayla's. Or Vanessa's. No titties, no cock."
"C'mon, girls," Tank said. "Don't let Harper be the only brave one."
"That's your best argument?" I arched an eyebrow.
"Oh, I kind of want to..." Vanessa trailed off, glancing around.
"No one's nearby," Rory assured us. "But hey, no pressure. Just some college fun."
"I agree with Harper; fuck it," I declared, dropping my pompoms and purse before pulling off my top.
The looks on the guys' faces made it so worth it to be standing there in my cheer skirt and sports bra. It looked like Rory was about to start drooling, Tank watched with wide eyes, Tyler was grinning like an idiot, while the other guys clapped encouragingly. Vanessa's top was gone moments later, then Harper escalated by removing her bra and showing off the cutest little boobs.
"Three pairs of titties; we'd better see some good cock," I teased as I started lifting my sports bra.
"What the fuck are you doing?!" Lexi's voice screeched as she somehow appeared beside me.
"Just having some fun," I giggled, holding my sports bra halfway up and showing off quite a bit of under-boob.
"What's wrong with you," the redhead cocked her head to the side as the others just watched. "KAYLA!"
"Whoa, it's just some fun," Tank reasoned.
"Yeah, we didn't force her or anything..." Rory said, looking horrified at the thought.
"She's coming with me," Lexi growled, tugging my sports bra back in place and shoving my things into my arms. "You can continue your orgy without her."
Holding my elbow in a death grip, Lexi dragged me across the quad while I held my purse, pompoms, and shirt over my chest. She was so angry, I half-expected steam to come shooting out of her ears. Yet she didn't say a word until we made it all the way back to the cars. Fortunately, we had come together. She took my keys and pushed me into the passenger seat before getting behind the wheel.
"I was having fun," I said when she slammed the door.
"You're on something!" Lexi hissed angrily. "What did you take? Or did someone give you an open drink?"
"Oh, that," I stammered, feeling some panic pierce through the fog of euphoria. "It's nothing. Harper, I think she has ADHD or something. She has a prescription. It's medicine. I just wanted to relax."
"Relax? RELAX?" Lexi shouted, her face turning red. "Yeah, I wanted to relax. I finally thought I had someone who cared about me. I was so nervous. He gave me something to help me RELAX. Next thing I knew I was being gangbanged and pimped out!"
"Harper isn't Keith," I said defensively.
"Kayla," the redhead took a breath, "when you do it once, it's easy to justify doing it again. Do I need to tell you some of the stories I've kept to myself to convince you? Do you really wanna know what psychopathic rapists do to keep humiliating you after they got off?"
"Uh..." I trailed off, finally starting to realize I'd made a mistake. "Maybe I shouldn't... I just thought... things have been, well, you know..."
"You could have made them a lot worse," Lexi stated plainly, her expression softening. "I get it. I get why, believe me. Just... don't. Please. Trust me."
"I still feel really good," I protested weakly.
"That'll go away," she insisted. "And sometimes you won't even remember why you're sore or why you feel so much shame. That stuff is safe if taken AS PRESCRIBED!"
"Okay, okay," I held my hands defensively. "I'm sorry."
"And you won't do it again?" Lexi arched an eyebrow.
I took a deep breath. "I won't. You're right. I wasn't thinking."
"Okay," she seemed satisfied. "Then we can keep this between us and pretend it never happened. The Sluts don't need to know."
"I... really?" I frowned.
"Yes," Lexi promised. "None of this ever happened. And I've never said this before, but please cover yourself."
"Sorry," I mumbled, pulling my shirt over my head and buckling my seat belt.
The drive back to the mansion was pretty quiet. I eventually got the courage to connect my phone and start playing some Alison Tey. The mood got lighter when Lexi asked if I was excited for the new album coming out next month. The truth was, I couldn't wait!
Lexi pulled up to the gate and punched in the code so we could get inside. After parking my car better than I ever could, we walked through the house and up the stairs to the bedrooms. We knocked on Hazel's door to tell her we were back, noticing she had been in the middle of yet another television show. She'd probably be up all night.
Lexi placed her ear to the door to the master bedroom. "Yup. Your dad is nailing my sister."
"Are you gonna join them?" I asked in a small voice.
"I'll just tell them we're home and then I'll stay with you," she promised.
She ended up needing a few minutes to brush her teeth in the master bathroom before joining me in my bedroom. I also went through my nighttime routine before laying in bed with Lexi. We had both stripped down to our panties and started cuddling. My head rested on the shorter girl's shoulder as the effects of the drug started to wear off.
"I'm sorry," I mumbled sadly. "I knew it was wrong when I did it."
"I believe you," she squeezed my shoulder. "We're okay. As long as you never do that again."
"I won't."
"Good," Lexi nodded. "Because if you do, I'll kick you in the cooch and punch you in the tits until you realize the error of your ways."
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday September 13, 2025
I sat on the bench in front of my locker, elbows resting against my knees as I worked the tape loose from one wrist. Across the room, someone swore after dropping their helmet. A couple lockers down, Brent was arguing with Tank about a missed block. Or not missed, depending on which one of them was right.
Nobody seemed like they wanted to argue; they just wanted a way to vent their frustration. Coach J had already come by and given a short speech about learning from every loss and moving on. The usual. It didn't change the scoreboard, but it might change a future one.
I peeled away the last of the tape and tossed it in the trash. The worst part was that we should have won. We weren't outplayed, we just made a few mistakes. Mistakes Fresno State punished us for, allowing them to defeat us on our home turf. The loss definitely stung.
Drew walked in, still in partial uniform with his helmet hanging loosely from one hand. No one said anything to him. Not because they blamed him, but because they knew he was pissed. His jaw was tight, indicating he had gone over the final play in his head at least a hundred times.
We had been down by ten when Coach put me in at the end of the second quarter. Drew wasn't playing terribly, he was just off. Brent had thrown him a few great passes that he really should have caught. Another he did catch, but he let himself get tackled when he should have been able to break free.
The lead went to us in the third quarter. Drew went back in for the fourth. Fresno had managed to pull ahead again, putting them in the lead by six points. The ball was ours with less than a minute on the clock. The pass to Drew was perfect. At least until someone from Fresno managed to slip around Drew and intercept. They took a knee and the game was over. Final score: seventeen to twenty-three.
The locker room slowly emptied, with Derrick and Rory leaving together while arguing quietly about some play. Tank was the last one near me to leave, throwing his bag over one shoulder before glancing between Drew and me like he could feel an invisible tension.


"Later," Tank muttered.
"Have a good one," I answered.
The door swung shut behind Tank, the sound echoing briefly before silence settled again. There were still a couple of guys on the other side of the locker room, but it was mainly just me there with Drew. I finished stuffing my gear into my bag without looking up.
"You alright?" I eventually asked Drew when I noticed he still hadn't moved.
"Funny timing lately," he finally said.
I looked at him. "What?"
"You and Kayla," Drew's jaw tightened as if just saying the words enraged him.
"We're friends," I kept my expression neutral.
"Right," Drew let out a short, mirthless laugh.
I didn't respond. That seemed to irritate him. He pushed away from the lockers, his arms crossed.
"I know what I saw," he stated plainly.
"Her roommate and mine took over her room," I held his gaze. "We slept in separate beds."
"Why should I believe that?" Drew asked angrily.
"Because I have no reason to lie," I replied evenly. "Kayla's single. We went to high school together, you know?"
"Yes, we talked about that," he answered. "So?"
"She's probably the best looking girl on campus. A campus with a lot of competition," I told him. "She was in high school, too. A lot of guys wanted to date her. She was kind to all of them. Except one who said he wanted to date her but was worried she seemed like a prude."
"Okay..." Drew trailed off.
"She slapped him," I said. "Hard. In front of everyone. Then told him he needed to treat women better if he ever expected anyone to be interested in his 'little thing.' Her words."
"What's your point?" he asked through clenched teeth.
"My point is if you want to get somewhere with her, maybe try getting to know her," I rolled my eyes as I stood and slung my bag over my shoulder. "She'll respond more to that than she will anything else."
Drew looked at me for several seconds. "You know what? Forget it."
He stayed exactly where he was, shoulders tense, eyes fixed somewhere over my shoulder. I could tell he was still dealing with the loss, and he was annoyed that Kayla didn't immediately drop to her knees when he paid her the smallest amount of attention. Shit. I shouldn't have given him a tip. It probably didn't matter; he clearly wouldn't take the advice.
"I'll see you Monday," I said, heading toward the door.
"You're not coming to the party?" Drew asked.
"Nah," I responded, turning back to look at him. "I don't feel like partying tonight."
I stepped off the sidewalk, the noise from the stadium fading more with every step. Students still moved around in scattered groups, some heading for the nearest party, others to the dorms. Nobody looked too upset. People moved on fast when they didn't directly contribute to the loss.
My phone buzzed in my pocket, causing me to take it out and check my texts.
Tasha: Where are you?
Dan: Just left the locker room.
Tasha: Meet up at The Commons?
Dan: On my way.
She stood alone against a low brick wall near a water fountain, bundled in a baggie hoodie despite the California heat. One foot tapped lightly against the pavement while she looked down at her phone. Whenever someone walked by, she would immediately lift her head and scan for potential threats.
I smiled and made my way over as my phone buzzed again. "No need to text me when I'm right here."
Tasha looked up immediately, pushing a strand of dark hair behind one ear. "I didn't see you."
"I told you I was on my way."
"I panic-texted," she mumbled shyly.
"Afraid you'd be abducted by aliens while waiting for me?" I asked teasingly.
"No," Tasha rolled her eyes.
I dropped my bag and stood next to her, neither of us saying anything as we watched people pass us by.
"You okay?" she eventually asked.
"We lost," I responded.
"I'm aware," Tasha nodded. "You played well."
"You watched another game?" I frowned.
"Dan, we talked about this," she said with mild annoyance. "I came to support my mentally unstable athlete friend."
"Very generous of you," I chuckled. "Though the 'mentally unstable' part wasn't necessary."
"No, it was," Tasha countered.
She shifted slightly, tugging the sleeves of her hoodie down over her hands. "So, are you gonna tell me what's wrong? I know that look isn't just because of the game."
"Drew's pissed."
"Kensington? Why?" Tasha wondered.
"He did blow an easy catch," I pointed out. "Then the ball got intercepted and we lost."
"That's the thing where the wrong team catches the ball?" she asked.
"Yes," I smiled. "I think he's angry for a bunch of reasons. I've been getting playing time. And he thinks there's something going on between me and Kayla."
"Two things aren't a bunch," Tasha teased. "Kayla's the one you went to high school with? I think I met her. The absolutely stunning one."
"Yeah, that's her," I confirmed. "Kayla Thomson. Lives in a mansion down the street from Drew."
Tasha blinked once. Then a second time. "Is something going on between you two?"
"No," I answered honestly. "We're friends. And I told you about her staying in my room because our roommates were getting lucky."
"I remember," she nodded. "That's another reason I don't date. Too complicated."
"The good parts make it worth the risk," I insisted.
"I guess," Tasha shrugged, but she looked uncomfortable. "I like that you usually don't make things complicated. You don't pressure me to party or anything."
"I don't pressure people," I shrugged. "Wait. What do you mean by 'usually?'"
"Tonight's pending review."
I shook my head slightly, looking down at the pavement. Before I could say anything, movement along the sidewalk caught my attention. I looked up and noticed Scarlett Vaughn heading our way, her gym bag over her shoulder. Her red hair was damp, meaning she had likely just come from the locker room.
Raising my hand, I waived when Scarlett's eyes met mine. "Scarlett!"
Scarlett hesitated when she noticed us, like she was trying to decide whether just waving and moving on would be rude. Instead Scarlett stepped off the sidewalk and headed toward us.
"Oh no," Tasha whispered dramatically. "A social interaction."
I elbowed her lightly. "You're a sociology major."
"So?"
"Hi, Dan," Scarlett gave me a friendly smile.
"Scarlett," I inclined my head. "Tasha, this is Scarlett Vaughn. Cheerleader. Hostess. Redhead. Scarlett, this is Tasha. We're in Public Speaking together. She's a sociology major."
"Nice to meet you," Scarlett waved.
"You too," Tasha mumbled.
"You okay?" I asked the redhead.
"Mostly," Scarlett winced slightly.
"Hey, ah, do you wanna grab a late meal with us?" I offered without thinking, causing Tasha to squeak beside me.
"Oh, that's okay, I don't want to interrupt," she shook her head.
"You're not interrupting," I insisted. "Right, Tasha?"
"R-right," Tasha nodded.
Scarlett looked surprised, but a small smile slowly spread across her face. A genuine smile.
The original plan was to eat at The Commons, but Scarlett eventually admitted she was starving. Tasha agreed, suggesting we walk to a diner just off campus. Fortunately, it wasn't Ashwood Pizza. The food was great, but the owner was always there.
"It's been a long day," Tasha sighed as she slid into a booth near the window.
"You had to watch football today," Scarlett said sympathetically, sitting beside Tasha. "That's traumatic."
"Thank you," Tasha grinned. "Finally, someone understands me."
"You know she's a cheerleader, right?" I asked Tasha, shaking my head as I sat down across from them.
"Oh," Tasha said. "You were making fun of me."
"No!" Scarlett exclaimed. "I was serious. Most women don't like football; I get it. Really, I don't watch when I'm not cheering."
"You don't?" I pouted.
"Despite what you think, the world doesn't revolve around football," Scarlett teased.
"I refuse to accept that," I replied firmly.
The diner was busy without being loud; the hum of multiple conversations mixing with the sounds of forks scraping on dishes. Warm lighting illuminated the old booths, showing the area was both clean and vintage. A waitress soon approached, passing out menus and asking if we'd like to order drinks and appetizers.
"Okay," Scarlett said. "Important question; was this a stressful enough day for mozzarella sticks?"
"Definitely," Tasha answered instantly.
"See?" Scarlett gestured at Tasha with a thumb. "This is why we're friends now."
Tasha blinked. "We are?"
"Obviously."
I tried not to laugh as the waitress took our drink orders and happily agreed with the ladies that it was a great day for mozzarella sticks. Scarlett leaned back against the both with casual ease, making it tough to imagine she'd been through a nightmare recently. She was dressed casually in a v-neck top and a pair of skintight jeans.
"Do you like cheerleading?" Tasha wondered.
"Yeah, I love it," Scarlett nodded. "The energy is amazing. I love the bonding. We're tighter than a sorority."
"I can't imagine cheering or being in a sorority," Tasha looked terrified at the very thought.
"It's okay if it's not for you," Scarlett said. "I just know it helps me. The girls welcomed me back as soon as I was ready."
"You just went back?" Tasha gave the redhead an odd look.
"Yes," Scarlett confirmed. "My brother's a football player. He's back now, too. The two of us were recently... hurt. The Crocs."
Tasha gasped. "Oh, my God! I'm sorry, I shouldn't have pried! I'm glad you're okay."
"Nothing to be sorry for," Scarlett insisted. "It's pretty well-known around campus."
"I don't usually get the gossip," Tasha admitted. Her expression shifted, revealing concern, discomfort, and sympathy. All at once. "And we can talk about something else."
"Thanks," Scarlett smiled.
There was a brief pause before the cheerleader continued anyway.
"I'm okay," Scarlett said. "Or trying to be. There's a lot going on in my life right now. I'm trying to remember I have people who care about me. Family. Friends."
"That includes me now," Tasha said, almost as if she were just realizing it herself.
"Yes," Scarlett grinned.
"Friends are important," I spoke up. "I wasn't the best guy in high school. Kayla and her friends straightened me out."
Something crossed Scarlett's face when Kayla came up. It was gone a moment later.
"Okay!" Scarlett declared. "Enough about my terrible life choices. Tell me about you. You seeing anyone?"
Tasha nearly choked on her drink. "N-no. No. Um, I don't, I mean, I've never. I don't date."
"Because you're shy?" Scarlett probed.
"You just met me, how do you know I'm shy?" Tasha asked lightly.
"I have eyes," the redhead giggled.
"It's not obvious," Tasha replied defensively.
"It's a little obvious, Tasha," I winced.
Scarlett tilted her head slightly. "You've seriously never dated anybody?"
Tasha shook her head.
"Not even one?" Scarlett questioned.
"I'm kind of awkward," Tasha admitted. "I do better in front of a group."
"Tasha once apologized to a guy who held a door open for her," I offered.
"That was one time!"
"One time that I saw," I argued. "I'll bet there were others."
"You don't know that," Tasha countered. "All I did was say I was sorry."
"You bowed."
"It was reflexive panic!" Tasha exclaimed.
Scarlett burst out laughing. Her giggles were loud enough that a few people glanced over at us. "Oh my God, I love you."
Tasha dropped her face into her hands. "I'm not good one-on-one. Or in small groups."
"You'll survive," I told her.
"I might not," Tasha lifted her head, her cheeks pink.
Scarlett was still smiling when she leaned back in the booth. "So, girl talk. I know we just met and there's a Y-chromosome present, but I've gotta know; do you just have one-night stands or something?"
"No!" Tasha quickly answered. "I, well, I..."
"You've gotta do something?" Scarlett frowned. "A woman has needs."
"Which is very lucky for the men," I laughed.
"Yeah, otherwise we'd have no use for you," the redhead glanced at me. "Shush, you."
"I don't do anything," Tasha swallowed weakly. "I haven't... I mean, I've never. I'm a, you know..."
"Oh!" Scarlett looked absolutely shocked at the very thought. "Well, ah, dating is awesome. You should consider finding a nice guy. There aren't a lot of them, so if you do; hold onto him."
"I'll think about it."
Thankfully, the waitress soon returned with drinks and mozzarella sticks. We were able to change the topic to melted cheese, something we all agreed made life worth living. The conversation drifted through easy topics; classes, professors, bad food, Tank's story about going on a road trip and not realizing he had crossed into Canada.
For the first time since the game ended, everything felt lighter.
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Steven walked with Megan down the stone path toward the large beach side terrace, adjusting the collar of his shirt as he thought about how it was way too hot for formal clothing. The sound of soft music carried on the breeze, along with the murmur of conversation and the soft clink of glassware. Megan was wearing an elegant black dress, her hair back in twin braids. Carter walked between them, dressed in a button-down shirt and slacks that looked far more put together than anything he'd willingly choose for himself.
"I don't like this shirt," Carter whined.
"You said that five minutes ago," Megan easily replied.
"It's still true," Carter pointed out.
"You look sharp," Steven smiled at the six-year-old.
Carter squinted up at him. "What does that mean?"
"It means you're a stylish dresser," he explained. "One who looks like he knows what he's doing."
"I don't," Carter responded immediately.
"That's part of the illusion," Steven chuckled.
Megan smiled slightly, but most of her attention had already shifted toward the terrace, toward the people gathering beneath the open sky. Her posture had straightened and she had already put on her mask of cold indifference. Ahead, former friends from Europe and other socialites waited. Her father wasn't going to be present; Theodore Bauer had arrived a day earlier and was likely waiting to make a grand entrance.
At the edge of the terrace, a uniformed woman welcomed them with a practiced smile.
"Miss Bauer, Mister Martucci, welcome," she inclined her head slightly. "We've arranged a children's activity suite just up the path. There are games and supervised beach time."
Carter perked up. "There are other kids?"
"A few," the woman answered. "And a dessert station."
"I'm in!" Carter declared.
Megan crouched slightly, adjusting the collar of her son's shirt. "You're going to stay with the staff, okay? Be polite and respectful. No running into the ocean without asking."
"I wouldn't do that," he said seriously.
Megan raised an eyebrow.
"...again."
"And give it here," Megan put her hand out while Steven chuckled.
"I don't have anything!" Carter argued.
"Carter."
With a long sigh, Carter reached into his pocket and pulled out the whoopee cushion. "Fine."
"Megan," Steven began carefully, "he's gonna be hanging out with kids. If that's not the place for one of those, I don't know what is."
"Please, Mom!" Carter grinned widely.
Megan pursed her lips and smirked. "Okay, fine."
"Yay!" Carter grabbed the whoopee cushion and put it back in his pocket.
Megan pressed a quick kiss to his forehead. "I'll come get you later."
Carter nodded, already turning to accompany the staff member. He took two steps, then stopped and came back, giving his mother a quick hug. Steven got a high-five before Carter took the woman's hand and let her lead him away toward his own adventure.
Standing, Megan smoothed out her dress, exhaled once, and stepped forward. The space opened up around them; low seating near the sand, cocktail tables beneath strings of warm lights, servers moving through the crowd with trays of drinks. The ocean stretched out just beyond, reflecting the setting sun in shades of gold.
Megan stepped fully onto the terrace, an effortless smile appearing on her face as she accepted a glass of champagne from a passing server.
"Welcome to the easy part," she murmured so only Steven could hear.
"This is easy?" he whispered back.
"This," Megan said, her eyes scanning the crowd, "is just introductions."
"Megan!"
A tall, handsome blond man approached them with an easy confidence in his stride. His white jacket fit perfectly, open at the collar just enough to seem relaxed without looking sloppy. Preston Brinkerhoff looked like the sort of man who grew up with the kind of money that could buy islands.
"You actually came," he smiled, showing off even rows of pearly-white teeth.
Megan accepted his light embrace with practiced ease. "I did RSVP."
"You ignore half the messages from the old gang," Preston pointed out. "I was preparing myself for complete devastation."
"You would have to experience emotions to be devastated," Megan responded easily.
"You should see me at quarterly earnings," he chuckled.
"I have, remember," the heiress arched an eyebrow.
"Oh, I know what you're talking about," Preston gestured with a single finger as they both laughed. "We stayed at my dad's office after closing and got drunk in the board room."
"The janitor found us passed out on the conference table," Megan smacked her lips, looking away slightly as she blushed.
Steven suppressed a surprising feeling of jealousy, resisting the urge to reach out and take Megan's hand as he imagined what else happened that night. There was no reason to be jealous; it was in the past. Preston was even getting married in a few days. Steven realized what really made him jealous was the way Preston belonged in the world of high society. Megan's world. Steven still felt out of place.
Preston turned smoothly. "And this must be Steven."
"Steven Martucci," he replied, holding out a hand. "Congratulations."
"Preston Brinkerhoff. Thank you," Preston said, his grip firm without trying too hard. The guy had probably taken a class on how to introduce himself. "Megan says you survived Theodore's acquisition phase. That alone deserves a vacation."
"Megan handled the acquisition," Steven corrected with a small smirk. "After working for her, I think I'd welcome a job for Theodore."
"I'm standing right here," Megan grumbled while Preston laughed.
"I think you'll fit in just fine," Preston clapped Steven on the shoulder before glancing to the side. "Oh, here's Ashley."
Ashley Sullivan was a beautiful blonde with bright green eyes and an effortless grace likely from her cheerleader training. She moved like someone used to cameras and attention, someone who expected to be recorded. Her pale gold dress caught the warm lighting, elegant without looking stiff.
"Megan Bauer," Ashley smiled, leaning in so the women could exchange air kisses. "You look incredible."
"So do you," Megan told the NFL cheerleader. "Congratulations."
"Thank you," Ashley said before her eyes flicked toward Steven. "And you're Steven."
Not a question. Steven was learning how quickly information moved in high society circles.
"I am, nice to meet you," Steven replied. "I hope you've only heard good things."
"Depends on the source," the blonde laughed softly.
"Sounds like I should be concerned," Steven said with a small smile.
"Nah, you're good," Ashley laughed. "Just treat this lovely lady right. It's so nice to see her with someone."
"You have nothing to worry about there," Steven promised.
Despite the teasing, Steven noticed the way Ashley was subtly studying Megan while Preston studied him. The outfits, the postures, the words. It wasn't hostile, but it was evaluating. Everything there felt like it was an evaluation; one Steven wasn't sure how to pass.
A server appeared beside them with another tray of drinks. Steven and Preston both accepted a whiskey while the ladies took their second glasses of champagne. Isaac and Penelope briefly stopped by, with Nell once again looking like Megan's blonde twin; same hairstyle, same black dress, same figure. Steven was shorter than both guys, heels pushed Megan and Nell to six feet, and Ashley's heels let her stand slightly above Steven. Being shorter than everyone wasn't helping him feel like he belonged.
Not long after Nell and Isaac disappeared, Steven caught movement near the edge of the terrace. A woman in a dark emerald dress approached with slow, measured confidence, the expensive fabric catching the light with every step. She was about five-foot eight-inches tall, making her slightly taller than Steven, but shorter than Megan. Raven hair brushed against bare shoulders, angular features perfectly composed.
The shift in Megan was nearly imperceptible, but Steven still noticed.
"Megan," the woman smiled.
"Clara," Megan responded.
The greeting was perfectly polite. That somehow made it worse.
Clara's brown eyes flicked toward Steven before returning to Megan. "It's been a while."
"Not that long."
"I guess time flies when you're working hard," Clara reasoned. "Being a career-woman and a single mother must be SO demanding."
Preston muttered into his drink, "And we're off."
Ashley elbowed him lightly.
Clara ignored them both as she turned to Steven and offered her hand, palm down. "Clara Caldwell. Sonata fashion."
Steven knew what was expected; he took Clara's hand and bowed, pressing his lips to the top of her hand before straightening. "Steven Martucci. Sphinx."
"Yes, the bookkeeping firm Theodore acquired," Clara's eyes sparkled. "Were you the owner?"
"No," Steven shook his head. "A financial analyst."
"How nice," Clara replied, turning back to Megan. "Megan here disappeared after the acquisition. I was beginning to think corporate life had finally consumed her."
"I'm disappointingly resilient," Megan said quietly.
"Clearly."
They spoke politely, yet Steven got the impression they wanted to punch each other. Fortunately, Clara made her exit before the hair-pulling and hitting started. Preston and Ashley left a few minutes later. Steven and Megan walked further onto the terrace, eventually joining Penelope and Isaac to enjoy the view of the ocean.
"Well," a male voice drawled, "this explains why all the men look so nervous."
An athletic man with dark brown hair stepped up to the group like he'd assumed he would be welcome anywhere. He wore a dark blue suit with no tie; the buttons were undone and the sleeves were rolled up. His blue eyes were on Megan, the expression on his face convincing Steven the man was trouble. And he wasn't even trying to hide the way he was checking out Megan.
"Hello, Jared," Isaac said politely.
"Megan Bauer," Jared said with a dangerous grin, ignoring everyone but the raven-haired heiress, "you somehow manage to look better every time I see you."
"Thanks," Megan replied curtly before turning to Steven. "Jared, this is Steven Martucci. My date. Steven, this is Jared Winslow. He's Preston's cousin."
"Nice to meet you," Steven said politely.
"Yes, of course," Jared gave Steven a dismissive glance. "So Megan, I'm glad you were able to make it. Finance. Acquisitions. Corporate dominance. We thought you might be too busy for us."
"I wouldn't miss it," Megan gave him a forced smile.
"You never did miss an opportunity to intimidate," Jared chuckled. "The guys here never know whether to court you or run from you."
"Definitely run," Nell spoke up. "She is spoken for."
"Is she now?" Jared raised an eyebrow. "Is this more than a friendly date then?"
"Yes, it is," Megan declared, taking Steven's hand and lacing their fingers. "Assuming Steven is willing to be my boyfriend."
"He definitely is," Steven said, squeezing her hand.
"You're a lucky man," Jared said, a dark look appearing on his face for a fraction of a second. "Well, I'll leave you to it. Congratulations, Steven."
Jared disappeared into the crowd, a whiskey glass being offered to him by a passing server before he vanished from view. For a moment, the four of them stood in an awkward silence, their eyes scanning the crowd before returning to each other. Isaac pointedly cleared his throat.
Penelope took a slow sip of champagne. "Well, that was an interesting way to make an announcement."
Megan blinked once, like she'd only just realized what she'd done. Steven was beside her, still very aware of the fact that their fingers were laced.
"Efficient, though," Isaac said. "Got rid of Jared."
"That wasn't planned," Megan muttered, her cheeks pink.
"No?" Nell asked. "You publicly claimed a man in front of Jared Winslow with no preparation whatsoever?"
"You're making it sound impulsive," Megan replied carefully.
"It was impulsive," Nell said.
Steven looked sideways at Megan. "For the record, I'm comfortable being aggressively claimed."
That earned a laugh from Nell and a chuckle from Isaac.
"I'm sorry, 'aggressively?'" Megan looked at him flatly.
"Hey, you heard Jared," Steven shrugged. "All the guys are scared of you."
"You do make their balls jump right back up inside their bodies," Nell whistled while making a motion with her hand to accompany her words.
"I do not," Megan grumbled while trying not to smile.
Isaac raised his glass toward Steven. "Congratulations, by the way."
"Thanks," Steven smiled.
To Steven's surprise, Isaac's words really mattered. The rich lawyer belonged in a way Steven still didn't. Isaac understood the rules; the social undercurrents beneath every conversation. His approval felt like a first step toward belonging.
Megan released Steven's hand, though her fingertips brushed against his briefly before pulling away. "I didn't mean to make that dramatic."
Penelope laughed. "Megs, you made your relationship official while Jared Winslow was trying to flirt with you in front of your date. Dramatic was unavoidable."
"To be fair," Isaac added calmly, "it was extremely effective."
"It did get rid of him," Nell agreed. "Although, there's still the two biggest challenges. Carter and Theodore."
Megan turned to Steven. "Are you really okay with this? And with everything that comes with it? We didn't talk about it or anything."
"We've talked about feelings and crap quite a few times," Steven smirked. "I know you're rich, I know you're my boss, and I know you have a son who is your number one priority. I'm good with all of that."
"You sure?" Megan smiled lightly.
"I am," Steven nodded. "I want to see what we can become."
"Aw!" Nell squealed, clasping her hands and placing them in front of her chest. "I think my heart just exploded."
The ocean breeze rolled through the terrace again, carrying with it soft music and consistent chatter. Around them, the party had continued; wealthy socialites drifted between cocktail tables and comfortable lounge seating. Servers weaved through the crowd with trays of alcohol and expensive appetizers.
Laughter erupted loudly enough to turn heads. Steven automatically followed the sound, which led his gaze to a glamorous blonde in a silver dress. She had just walked into one of the decorative lantern stands, spilling the champagne down the front of her outfit. The woman continued laughing as a dark-haired man whispered in her ear.
"That," Nell said quietly, noticing where Steven was looking, "is Vivienne Brinkerhoff."
"Sister? Cousin?" Steven questioned.
"Sister," Nell answered.
"You'll hear her quite often," Isaac added dryly.
"Socialite," Megan explained softly. "Party girl, gossip. Loves being the center of attention. She probably did that on purpose so people would look at her wet boobs."
"It worked," Isaac shrugged.
"Idiot," Nell rolled her eyes.
Vivienne recovered from her collision flawlessly, accepting another champagne flute while the dark-haired man offered her napkins to clean herself. She waggled her eyebrows at him while dabbing at her chest.
"Did she go to Europe with you two?" Steven asked.
"No," Megan shook her head. "She's two years younger than us."
"Clara didn't go either," Nell added. "But that was because she and Megan hate each other."
Not far away was another couple of guests who stood near the edge of the terrace overlooking the water. A guy in his late-twenties was speaking with a woman who was almost as tall as Megan and Nell. They were both well-dressed and appeared to be completely at ease with the elegance around them.
Isaac noticed Steven looking. "Damian Falkner. Media family."
"And his wife?" Steven asked.
"Yeah," Megan glared at the tall brunette. "Olivia Falkner."
"Used to be Olivia Harrington," Nell explained. "She went to Europe with us. Not long after, she and Megan had a fight at a Sonata event. Olivia retaliated by telling everyone Megan was going to start doing porn."
"And people believed that?" Steven questioned.
"Did you forget what happened after Europe? A certain recording?" Megan gave him a look.
"Right, right," Steven nodded, unhappy with the way Isaac glanced at Megan. "So, uh, does everyone here own a country?"
"Only small parts of them," Penelope replied. "A few private islands, lots of real estate. That sort of thing."
Megan laughed, only stopping when she caught Steven looking at her. "What?"
"Are you okay?" Steven asked. "I know some old memories have come up."
"I'm good," Megan smiled. "It helps having you here with me."
"Isaac," Nell said, "if they start staring at each other longingly during the wedding vows, we need to make sure they don't get drunk. Otherwise they might leave married."
"Understood," Isaac laughed.
Before Steven or Megan could respond, a staff member quietly approached. "Miss Bauer?"
The shift in Megan was immediate; her warmth disappearing behind her mask. "Yes?"
"Mister Bauer asked me to let you know dinner will begin shortly," the staff member explained. "The car is ready whenever you and Mister Martucci are prepared."
Megan nodded once. "Thank you."
No one spoke for a moment. Then Penelope stepped forward and pressed a quick kiss to Megan's cheek. "You'll be fine."
"Mm."
"And Steven," Nell added, turning toward him now. "Good luck with your girlfriend's father."
"Thanks, Nell," Steven sighed.
Megan reached for Steven's hand again. Together, they left the warmth and music of the terrace behind to go meet Theodore Bauer.
The car ride to the Chairman's House was quiet. The resort paths curved upward through the dense greenery while lanterns glowed softly in the dark. Below them, Azure Cay glittered against the shoreline; lights and music drifting through the night air and making the island seem like something from a fantasy.
Megan sat beside Steven, one leg crossed elegantly over the other, one hand resting lightly against Carter's back. The six-year-old had changed into pajamas with trains on them before leaving the villa. He'd insisted on keeping the small blazer because he said his grandfather likes fancy stuff.
"You hanging in there?" Steven asked, noticing the boy seemed to be fighting a losing battle against sleep.
Carter blinked slowly up at him. "Maybe."
"Good answer," Steven nodded.
"I'm very tired," Carter informed them seriously.
"That's what happens after declaring war on the ocean," Steven pointed out.
"I almost won."
Megan smiled faintly, running a hand through Carter's hair. "No, you didn't."
Ahead of them, the Chairman's House appeared from the darkness. The elegant structure sat high on the cliffs overlooking the ocean. It was made of pale stone and had a number of large windows. Warm light spilled from the house, illuminating a perfectly-manicured lawn.
A staff member opened the car door as soon as the driver parked the vehicle.


"Miss Bauer. Mister Martucci. Master Bauer."
The interior somehow managed to feel even larger than it looked outside. Open floor space and beautiful architecture; it was a true proclamation of wealth. Somewhere deeper in the house, soft instrumental music played just enough to be noticed. Standing near the far end of the room with a glass of whiskey in one hand was Theodore Bauer.
A distinguished man in his late fifties, he radiated certainty in his suit; the kind of confidence built from decades of being the most important person in every room he entered. He was a tall, heavyset man with salt-and-pepper hair. Steven noticed his brown eyes, once again figuring Megan and Carter's blue-gray eyes must have come from Megan's mother.
"Megan," Theodore said, setting down his glass.
"Dad."
Theodore Bauer stepped forward, squeezing Megan's shoulders and giving her what could pass as an affectionate smile. Then he immediately turned toward Carter.
"There he is!"
The atmosphere changed instantly.
Carter perked up quickly, despite his exhaustion. "Grandpa!"
"There's my favorite future CEO," Theodore gave his grandson a genuine smile.
"I'm six!" Carter informed him proudly.
"An excellent age to start planning hostile takeovers," Theodore replied.
Theodore crouched as Carter immediately laughed. The billionaire straightened the tiny blazer with surprising care. "You look sharp tonight."
"Oh!" Carter gasped. "I know that word. Steven said it means I'm smart and a good dresser."
"Steven is right," Theodore chuckled while standing and turning toward Steven. "Nice to see you again."
"You too, sir," Steven responded, offering his hand.
"Megan never brings a date to an event, let alone a long vacation like this," Theodore observed. "You've made quite an impression on my daughter."
"I hope that's a good thing," Steven said lightly.
Theodore studied him for another second. "Megan doesn't waste time."
Dinner was served in a massive dining room overlooking the dark ocean below, on a table long enough to accommodate an entire football team. Carter lasted through the first course on stubbornness and willpower alone. By the second he was leaning against Megan's arm, blinking slowly between bites.
"You're fading," Theodore observed.
"I'm awake!" Carter insisted weakly.
"For the moment," Theodore smiled.
A woman in a crisp uniform approached quietly. "Miss Bauer, I can take Master Bauer back to the villa whenever you're ready."
Carter immediately shook his head. "No!"
"You're exhausted," Megan said gently.
"I wanna stay!"
"You're falling asleep sitting up," Megan told him.
"With your eyes open," Steven added.
"I can rest and listen," Carter argued.
Theodore gave a genuine laugh at that. "Come here, Carter."
Carter slid from his chair and shuffled over, climbing into Theodore's lap with the confidence of a child who knew he was safe and loved there. Theodore adjusted the boy carefully, making sure he wouldn't fall. Carter yawned loudly, still wearing his blazer over his pajama set.
"You fought well," Theodore told him quietly. "But even the CEO needs sleep."
"I almost beat the jet lag," Carter mumbled.
"Hey, you did beat it," Theodore smiled. "It was no match for you. Now you've earned your rest."
Carter considered that before looking at Steven. "Will you come say goodnight before bed?"
"Of course I will," Steven promised.
Satisfied, Carter allowed the staff member to help him down. The six-year-old was already half asleep again by the time Megan kissed the top of his head.
"Goodnight, baby," Megan whispered.
"Night, Mom," Carter mumbled before turning to Steven. "Night, Steven."
"Goodnight, buddy."
Within moments, Carter disappeared with the staff member. The second he was gone, the warmth at the table faded slightly. Just enough to be noticeable. Theodore lifted his glass of whiskey, his eyes settling on Steven. The real dinner was just beginning.
"So," Theodore said, leaning back slightly in his chair, "how are you finding Fiji?"
The question was amusing. Steven was eating dinner with a billionaire family. They were sitting in a cliffside estate overlooking a private island resort owned by another billionaire family. Staff were rotating courses that probably cost more than Steven's entire monthly grocery budget.
"It's beautiful," Steven answered honestly. "A little overwhelming, but definitely beautiful."
"Overwhelming is healthy," Theodore replied. "It reminds people there are larger worlds beyond their own."
"You say that like you enjoy intimidating people," Megan commented.
"I enjoy perspective," Theodore said softly.
"That's not a denial."
A faint smirk touched Theodore's mouth. "You handled the change of the acquisition well."
Steven set down his glass. "I have good people around me."
"Megan speaks highly of your work," Theodore observed.
"Wonder how that feels," Megan muttered darkly while glaring at her father.
Theodore ignored that completely.
"You moved from accounting into finance," he continued. "Most people stay where they're comfortable."
"I was more interested in the bigger picture," Steven explained.
"What is the bigger picture?" Theodore asked simply.
Steven hesitated briefly before deciding on an answer. "I like building things. Systems, strategies. I like seeing things improve because people worked together."
Theodore observed him for a few seconds. "You sound more like an operator than an analyst."
Megan took a sip of wine, hiding what looked like a satisfied smile.
"I've been told," Steven glanced at Megan.
"Do you know what destroys most companies after being acquired?" Theodore questioned.
"Leadership trying to force change too quickly?" Steven offered.
"Fear," Theodore answered immediately. "People are territorial, executives panic. Then employees assume they're disposable. Trust vanishes and productivity collapses as everyone assumes the worst. As everyone fears the worst."
"You told me that before the acquisition," Megan said.
"And you ignored me."
"I adapted," the heiress countered.
"You improvised," Theodore corrected.
"It worked," Megan insisted.
"Yes," the billionaire admitted calmly. "It did."
The words weren't emotional, but Theodore Bauer didn't hand out praise casually. Megan looked away slightly, almost uncomfortable receiving it.
Theodore's eyes shifted toward Steven again. "She surprised me."
He didn't say Megan had made him proud, or even that she had succeeded. Theodore just said he had been surprised. From him, that was probably a big compliment. Although, Steven was a little annoyed at the thought Theodore expected Megan to fail.
"She surprised all of us," Steven replied, earning him a look from Megan.
Theodore nodded once. "And now she apparently has a boyfriend."
Steven was momentarily stunned by how fast Theodore Bauer had gotten the information.
"Yes," Megan answered before Steven could say anything.
"Interesting timing," Theodore observed.
"It wasn't planned," Steven responded honestly.
"No," Theodore said. "I imagine it wasn't."
A server quietly refreshed their drinks before disappearing again.
Theodore rotated his glass once in his hand before speaking again. "You understand the attention that comes with being close to Megan."
"I'm starting to, yes," Steven nodded.
"People will speculate about your intentions," Theodore continued evenly. "Some will assume you're opportunistic. Others will assume the relationship won't last. A few will decide they dislike you before ever even speaking to you."
"Dad," Megan said quietly.
"No," Theodore replied without looking at her. "He should understand the reality of the situation."
"I'm not with Megan because of her money," Steven met Theodore's gaze evenly. "Or yours."
"I know."
The answer was immediate, making Steven's eyes widen slightly.
"If you were motivated by money, you would've behaved very differently tonight," Theodore explained. "Tonight, and the other times you were out with Megan."
"You noticed that?" Steven swallowed weakly.
"I notice everything," Theodore replied with absolute confidence.
"That's unfortunately true," Megan sighed softly.
Theodore ignored her again.
"You were uncomfortable," he said to Steven. "But you stayed composed. You didn't overcompensate or try to impress people. Most men do."
Steven glanced toward the dark ocean beyond the glass walls. "I figured trying to compete with billionaires on their own turf was probably a losing strategy."
"A reasonable assessment," Theodore chuckled lightly.
Megan stared at her wine glass, fighting a smile. The tension around the table eased slightly, with dinner continuing more smoothly. The conversation shifted toward the wedding, travel, and Fiji itself. Theodore spoke more than Steven expected, though never wastefully. Every sentence felt deliberate, every word carefully chosen.
Steven soon realized something important. Theodore Bauer was testing him because Megan mattered. Megan thought Theodore was only concerned with the family image, but Steven was convinced there was more to it. Theodore genuinely did care about Megan. Even if he had a unique way of showing it.
"You seem happy," Theodore said to Megan when dessert arrived.
"I am," she admitted.
Theodore studied her carefully before nodding once in acknowledgment. It wasn't approval, but it was still something enormous when coming from Theodore Bauer.
The staff cleared the last of the plates as Theodore stood. "Megan, walk with me for a moment."
Megan rose smoothly. "Don't look worried," she murmured to Steven before following her father toward the terrace overlooking the cliffs.
Steven remained seated, taking small sips of his drink while enjoying the view. Beyond the glass, the ocean stretched endlessly into darkness, waves crashing against the cliffs below. He leaned back slightly in his chair, letting out a breath as he struggled to process the evening.
He had a girlfriend. He had a girlfriend and had just had dinner with her father. Theodore Bauer had examined Steven closely, likely keeping a report in his head that detailed Steven's every answer and reaction. Steven suspected Theodore had already made his conclusions before dinner, but wanted to see how Steven handled himself.
From where Steven sat, he could just barely see Megan's dark silhouette near the railing. Theodore standing beside her as father and daughter talked. Steven cared what Theodore thought of him; not because he was wealthy and powerful, but because of Megan.
The tall heiress returned alone at first, moving back into the dining room with far less tension than before. She wasn't fully relaxed, but the small smile she gave him felt genuine. Theodore followed a few seconds later, appearing perfectly composed as he stood at the edge of the table.
"Steven," Theodore said calmly.
Steven stood immediately. "Sir."
"I appreciate you making the trip," Theodore stated.
"Thank you for dinner," Steven replied.
Theodore nodded once. "Enjoy Fiji."
"Goodnight, Dad," Megan said as Theodore finished the last of his drink.
"Goodnight, Megan," Theodore replied, glancing toward Steven again with an unreadable expression. "Goodnight, Steven."
"Goodnight, sir."
A staff member was already waiting by the entrance when Steven and Megan stepped outside again. The employee held the doors open so they could both sit in the car for the ride back down the cliffs. Beside Steven, Megan exhaled slowly once they were seated in the back of the vehicle.
"You okay?" Steven asked.
"Yeah," Megan answered slowly. "Just a little overwhelmed."
"I get that," he let out a nervous laugh. "I'm still processing that I have a girlfriend. One I need to disclose to a woman I used to sleep with."
"Yeah, that's gonna suck," Megan rubbed her temples. "But we have to do things by the employee handbook."
"I agree," Steven nodded. "What about Carter?"
Megan ran one of her two braids through her hand as she thought. "We'll have a talk with him when we get back."
"Okay," Steven agreed as Azure Cay glittered below them. "I was expecting your father to be worse."
"Well, that's one of the nicest things anyone's ever said about him," Megan giggled.
"I'm serious," he laughed. "I've met him before, and he's still intimidating. It just wasn't as bad as I expected. Just shocking that he found out about what we said to Jared so fast."
"He's always well-informed," Megan sighed. "He somehow knew I was pregnant before I told him."
"That's terrifying," Steven said with wide eyes.
"Agreed," Megan said. "He respects composure. You didn't try to hard or fall apart. You stayed yourself. He liked you."
"That was him liking me?" Steven blinked.
"Mhm."
"That's horrifying," he said.
For the first time all evening, the tension fully left Megan as she laughed. Steven noticed, and without thinking, he reached over and took her hand again. She immediately laced their fingers as the car drew closer to their villa.
"After that, I need greasy food and hard dick," Megan commented, leaning back against the seat. "Not necessarily in that order."
"We just ate," Steven pointed out.
"Okay, so we burn off some calories," the heiress reasoned. "Hm, any ideas how we might do that?"
"Oh, I have a few," he grinned.
The lights in the villa had already been dimmed when they returned. Steven removed his jacket and loosened the collar of his shirt as he stepped inside with Megan. She slipped off her heels immediately, sighing in relief as she rubbed the bottoms of her sore feet.
"You survived Theodore Bauer," Megan commented with a tired smile. "Ready for the truly terrifying Carter Bauer?"
"I don't think I'll ever be ready," Steven teased. "Let's do this."
They approached Carter's open bedroom door and slowly eased it open.
"Mom?" a sleepy voice drifted from the bed.
"I'm here, baby," Megan whispered, heading toward him.
Carter sat up in the middle of an enormous bed, hair sticking up wildly on one side. His eyes were barely open, and he was clutching a stuffed triceratops close to his chest. The other dinosaurs were carefully placed on the bed; standing guard over their charge.
Megan carefully sat on the edge of the bed. "Did you sleep okay?"
"Yeah," Carter nodded, leaning toward his mother as she brushed his hair back.
"You weren't scared?" Megan asked.
Carter looked offended. "There were cookies!"
"Emotional support cookies," Steven nodded in understanding.
"Yes!" Carter agreed.
Megan laughed quietly while Steven grabbed the desk chair and brought it over. The only light came from a small plastic dinosaur that was plugged in to an outlet near the bed. The soft red glow was barely enough to see by, making it impossible for Steven to notice the trap waiting on the chair.
PHFFT!!!
"Got you," Carter smiled tiredly.
"Well played, sir," Steven nodded while Megan held back a laugh.
"You guys were gone a long time," Carter observed.
"Dinner ran late," Megan explained. "I know you're tired, but we wanted to talk to you about something."
"Is something wrong?" the six-year-old asked in a small voice.
"Not at all," she shook her head. "Steven and I decided to start seeing each other. He's Mommy's boyfriend now."
"I thought he already was?" Carter frowned.
"I guess we were a little behind," Megan laughed quietly.
"Oh," Carter seemed perfectly satisfied by that explanation as he adjusted the dinosaur under his arm. "So he's staying?"
"For the trip? Of course," Megan nodded.
"And after the trip?" Carter asked sleepily. "You'll still come over after we go home?"
"If your mom wants me around," Steven answered gently, "then yes. I'd like to hang out with both of you more."
"And Aunt Nell?" Carter wondered.
"Her too," Steven smiled.
"Are you sleeping in here?" Carter asked next.
"Yeah, do you mind taking the floor?" Steven teased, making Carter laugh.
"Steven does have his own suite, but he'll probably sleep in the big bedroom," she explained nervously, surprising Steven. "With Mommy." Megan took a breath before continuing. "He might also stay with us some nights when we're back home. In Mommy's room."
"Okay," Carter nodded, seemingly unconcerned. No drama or embarrassment. Just acceptance. "Can we still swim tomorrow?"
"Yes, buddy," Steven grinned. "We can still swim tomorrow."
"Good," Carter mumbled, his eyes closing again.
Megan shifted carefully, easing her son back down against the pillows while he clung loosely to the stuffed dinosaur. Within thirty seconds, his breathing started evening out again. Steven watched quietly from the desk chair as Megan tucked Carter in and kissed his forehead.
"He really thought we were already together," Megan whispered as they left the room.
"Can you blame him?" Steven smiled faintly.
"I suppose not," Megan giggled as they made their way to the master bedroom. "But we should probably stop talking about Carter."
"Why's that?" Steven asked, closing the bedroom door.
"Because," the heiress purred, placing her hands at the back of his neck, "I want to celebrate the start of our relationship."
"I'd like that," Steven placed his hands at her waist as he pecked her lips.
"Mm," Megan purred, sinking to her knees. "How about a blowjob from your girlfriend?"
"Works for me," he chuckled as Megan pulled his pants and underwear to his knees and lifted his semi-hard dick to her lips.
Megan worked quickly, taking Steven in and out of her mouth as he lengthened and hardened. Less than thirty seconds in her warm mouth was enough to get Steven fully erect. He placed his hands on her head as he enjoyed the sensations. The blowjob really was much better when it came from his girlfriend.
The tall, raven-haired goddess was clearly having an amazing time as well. She held his mushroom head between her lips and swirled her tongue all over it. Then Megan jacked him off while sucking his balls. Placing him back in her mouth, she took him deep until she gagged slightly, her blue-gray eyes flicked up to meet his.
Placing his hands on her shoulders, Steven pulled Megan to her feet and kissed her passionately. He then buried his face in her cleavage as she moaned softly. Clothes started coming off, with Steven eagerly peeling off Megan's dress. When they were both naked, Steven held her breasts together, kissing and sucking on her nipples.
"I love these," he whispered. "They're perfect."
"Wanna fuck 'em?" Megan asked, shaking her chest slightly.
"Maybe later," Steven smirked as he slid a hand between her legs, his fingers running along her soaked labia. "Right now I want to taste you."
She wasn't going to turn down the offer to have her pussy eaten, so Megan got in bed and spread her legs. Steven buried his face in her twat and happily licked her to an explosive orgasm. Then he got on top of her and speared himself into her tunnel. They both came at the same time, looking into each other's eyes as Megan's rippling walls drew out every drop of warm semen.
They held each other while lying naked in bed, Megan's big boobs squished against him. "I need greasy food."
Steven smiled at her. "You just had a five-course dinner."
"That was political food," Megan corrected immediately. "It doesn't count."
"That was the most billionaire sentence I've ever heard," Steven commented. "I guess you were serious about sex and food."
"I believe I said dick and food, but yes," Megan said. "I want something greasy and unhealthy after a good orgasm."
Steven laughed lightly as Megan got out of bed. He happily admired her naked ass as she crossed the room and found a copy of the service menu. She flipped it open and read through it with the same seriousness she usually reserved for financial statements.


"Oh, thank God," Megan let out a breath. "They have fries."
Tossing the blanket off him, Steven walked over to stand beside Megan. He looked down at the section of the menu Megan was considering. The offerings definitely weren't the cheap food Megan usually craved after sex.
-Hand-Cut Rosemary Truffle Fries.
-Loaded Yukon Potato Skins
-Crispy Jalapeno Croquettes
-Hand-Pulled Mozzarella Fritta
-Wagyu Cheddar Sliders
-Black Garlic Bacon Burger
-Lobster Macaroni Gratin
"You know this isn't actually fast food, right?" Steven asked.
Megan pointed firmly at the menu. "It becomes fast food if I emotionally need it. Besides, fries are fries. They'll still be greasy. Oh! They have jalapeno poppers, too!"
"They do?" he frowned, peering at the menu.
"Right here," Megan pointed.
"I don't know what croquettes are," Steven admitted.
"Trust me, they're jalapeno poppers," Megan giggled.
"Alright then," he laughed as Megan grabbed the suite phone.
"Good evening, I'd like to place a delivery order, please," Megan said a few seconds later. "Can we please get the bacon burger, fries, and jalapeno croquettes? Oh, and a bottle of root beer, please."
"That's a lot of food," Steven commented with wide eyes as he poked her flat stomach. "How are you so skinny?"
"I don't eat like this often," Megan answered, covering the phone briefly. "Do you want anything?"
"I've never tried wagyu," Steven admitted. "I've always wondered what all the fuss was about."
"Excellent choice," Megan nodded before uncovering the phone again. "And an order of the cheddar sliders with fries."
"Fries?" Steven asked.
"You survived the Bauer men and rocked your girlfriend's world in bed," she said quickly. "You've earned fries."
After placing the order, Megan walked over to the dresser and bent over one of the lower drawers. Steven enjoyed the look at her feminine secrets as she extracted a t-shirt she must have stolen from him at some point. She slipped it on before stepping into a pair of shorts.
Megan looked at Steven watching her. "What?"
"You have millions of dollars worth of clothing," he said carefully. "And you still stole one of my shirts."
"I'm your girlfriend; I'm supposed to steal your clothes," Megan pointed out. "If you were a little taller, I'd have just put on the shirt. Can't have my pussy hanging out when I answer the door."
"You wouldn't have to leave a tip," Steven shrugged, earning him an eye roll.
A laugh escaped Steven's lips when Megan rushed into the bedroom with all the food and a bottle of root beer. She placed everything down before getting naked again and joining Steven in bed. Grabbing a couple of fries, she put them in her mouth and bit down.
Megan's eyes closed for a moment. "Oh, that's heavenly."
Steven laughed while taking his sliders. "Did you do this after sex in Europe?"
"Sometimes," she answered while pouring out two glasses of root beer. "Nell never wanted to. Even then she barely ate. I was still keeping my distance from her back then anyway. It wasn't long after my dad took her to bed."
"The others?" Steven asked, accepting the glass.
"We weren't that close," Megan shrugged. "We did walk in on each other in compromising positions plenty of times, but we didn't bond like that."
"Oh," Steven replied, taking a bite of his slider. "Oh, my God!"
"Right?" she nodded knowingly. "And I didn't have sex all through college. Some nights I'd treat myself. Candles, warm bath, and BOB to get me off. Then cheap food while watching bad television."
"That's surprisingly normal," Steven smiled.
"I'm shockingly normal," Megan informed him before immediately shoving a jalapeno croquette in her mouth. She learned from her previous mistake and held a hand beneath her chin so jalapeno juice didn't drip onto her bare breasts.
"I don't know about that," he teased.
"Careful," she pointed half a croquette at him. "I was thinking cum for dessert, but I can decide against it."
"Sorry, sorry!" Steven held up his hands in surrender.
For a little while after that, neither of them talked much. They just sat together on a warm Fiji night: eating fries, sharing jalapeno croquettes, and munching on their burgers. It was all washed down with Megan's favorite: root beer. They also watched television while occasionally looking out the window to admire the way the ocean moved endlessly beneath the moonlight.
Near the end of their late-night snack, Steven watched Megan as she sat cross-legged on the bed. She had stolen half his fries despite ordering more than enough for herself. This version of her felt so different from the intimidating woman from earlier. She was casual and friendly; she was also comfortable enough to ignore her nudity. Steven could see everything she had to offer, yet she was acting the same way she would if fully clothed.
Megan caught him eventually. "You look hungry. And not for more food."
"I was just thinking I'm glad you're so comfortable with me," Steven smiled.
"You've seen these plenty of times," she squeezed her big boobs while eyeing his manhood. "Hm, you don't seem too excited."
"I really wasn't checking you out," he assured her.
"That's suspicious," Megan's eyes narrowed.
"You're very good at wearing the mask in front of people, hiding the real you to keep them away," Steven observed before grinning evilly. "Also, I'm trying to process the fact that you became my girlfriend and then immediately stress-ordered thirty dollars worth of potatoes."
"Closer to forty-five," Megan corrected.
"Really?" he chuckled.
"I grew up rich, Steven. Not irresponsible."
Steven burst out laughing, all the tension in his body disappearing. Megan joined him, giggling and hugging him tightly. The remains of their meal were placed onto a tray and moved out of the way before they started making out again. Before long, Megan had her head in Steven's lap and was bobbing up and down; sucking him hard.
It had been a long day, and Megan's braids had partially come undone. Still, Steven grabbed the twin braids and wound them around his hand as he encouraged Megan to suck him. A few minutes later, he called out a quick warning that inspired Megan to bob her head faster. Three hard sucks were enough; Steven's hips bucked as he coated Megan's mouth with his seed.
They cleaned up and took a quick shower before going through their nighttime routines. Steven was thrilled when Megan led her into the master bedroom. She was going to let him stay in bed with her all night, not caring who knew. He was happy. He was also surprised when Megan grabbed her underwear.
"You said you knew my kid is always number one," Megan reasoned, holding up her panties. "Kids burst into the room without knocking. We should always be covered when the door isn't locked."
"I can live with that," Steven chuckled, reaching for his boxer briefs.
~Thursday September 25, 2025~
Steven woke up to tiny feet hitting him in the ribs repeatedly. He felt the bed shift as a small body jumped up and down excitedly. Someone small knelt on the bed beside him, placing both hands on his shoulder and shaking him insistently. It wasn't rough, but it was persistent.
"Steven," a little voice whined while shaking his shoulder.
"Steven!" the voice said again, adding another shake for good measure.
Opening one eye slowly, Steven winced as bright sunlight spilled through the open terrace doors. Warm ocean air drifted through the villa along with the distant sound of waves. Kneeling on the bed was Carter, fully dressed in swim trunks, a t-shirt, and sunglasses that were too big for his face.
"Buddy," Steven croaked as he squinted at the bedside clock, "it's six-thirty in the morning."
"In Fiji," Carter pointed out. "Mom already said yes!"
Turning his head slightly, Steven discovered that Megan was awake beside him, though barely. One arm rested lazily across the blanket, her long hair splayed out over the pillows. She was still wearing Steven's t-shirt and looked entirely unbothered by Carter's presence.
"I said we could go after breakfast," she corrected sleepily.
"Okay, let's eat!" Carter urged, leaning over Steven dramatically.
"The ocean has been there for millions of years," Steven muttered. "It can wait another hour."
"Maybe it can, but I can't!" the six-year-old whined.
"He's got a point," Megan laughed softly.
"You're both terrifyingly chipper in the morning," Steven grumbled.
"Thank you," Megan murmured.
Through a combination of persistence, breakfast food, and hot coffee, Steven found himself in a chair on the terrace an hour later. He was wearing swim trunks and enjoying the feel of the sun on his bare chest. Megan sat in the chair beside him, dressed in a green bikini with tropical pink flowers on it.
By seven-thirty, Carter had successfully bullied them onto the beach. The ocean was bright and calm beneath the morning light, endless shades of blue stretching out as far as the eye could see. Carter ruined the peaceful atmosphere by sprinting toward the water with zero hesitation.
"Race you!" Carter declared.
"Hey, that's cheating!" Steven called after him. "You started ahead of us!"
"He gets that from my side of the family," Megan informed him.
"Cheating?" he laughed.
"Competitiveness," she corrected him.
"Those feel connected somehow," Steven smirked.
"Shush, you," Megan slowly got to her feet and offered her hand. "Let's go swim."
For a little while, everything was strangely simple. Carter splashed in the ocean with reckless confidence, narrating his conquest of the ocean while Steven followed. Megan drifted beside them quietly, easily swimming along the surface while watching the two boys.
Carter announced he was king of the ocean, only to be told by his mother that she disputed his claim. That led to a war for the ocean, with both sides splashing each other. Steven was initially on Megan's side, until Carter promised him a lordship. With Steven's betrayal, Megan was forced to concede defeat, surrendering the ocean to King Carter the First.
"Traitor!" Megan splashed water at Steven after he formally accepted his promotion to Lord of the Eastern Shoreline.
"Your son offered me land and titles," Steven gave a helpless shrug.
"You sold me out for imaginary nobility!" Megan crossed her arms and pouted.
"It came with benefits," Steven reasoned, earning him a raspberry from Megan.
"Am I on the side of the monarchy or the rebellion?" a female voice asked loudly.
Steven turned toward the beach as Nell and Isaac made their way across the sand, both of them carrying towels over one shoulder. Nell was wearing a pale blue bikini, sunglasses resting atop her braided blonde hair. The same crown braid Megan was wearing. Isaac looked quite composed for someone standing barefoot on a tropical beach in the morning.
"King Carter the First conquered the ocean," Steven explained seriously.
"Mostly," Carter corrected.
"Yes, the evil sea wi- ah, woman," Steven withered under Megan's gaze, "is rebelling against the thrown."
"Empire against the rebels," Isaac nodded solemnly.
"Rebels all the way!" Nell declared, dropping her towel and rushing into the ocean.
"I accepted a lordship under King Carter," Steven said. "I must side with my liege."
"The men of the ocean verses the evil sea... women," Isaac smirked at Steven. "We're in!"
The great war for the ocean ended with Carter gaining three new subjects. Since they rebelled against the throne, Nell, Megan, and Isaac didn't receive any lands or titles. Nell's mock outrage only lasted until Carter moved on from politics and started exploring the shoreline.
Nell looked out toward the ocean, inhaling slowly as the warm breeze moved across the shoreline. "I forgot how beautiful Fiji mornings are."
"They really are gorgeous," Megan agreed, standing beside Steven as the water lapped at their feet.
"It's like the Brinkerhoffs paid nature to behave," Steven observed.
Nell snorted.
While the adults talked, Carter was crouching near the shoreline as he investigated something with intense focus.
"What's he doing?" Isaac asked quietly.
"No idea," Megan admitted.
"So," Steven said casually, "bird sanctuary today?"
"Right. That," Isaac replied, giving an obviously fake smile.
"Yes!" Nell gushed. "Azure Cay has guided walks on the north side of the island. Native parrots, fruit doves, kingfishers-"
"Orange doves?" Steven asked hopefully.
"Duh!" Penelope grinned.
"There are orange doves?" Isaac frowned. "I thought doves were white?"
"We'll let you work out why they're called 'orange doves,'" Nell pat his shoulder teasingly.
"I packed my binoculars just for this," Steven spoke up.
"Oh, me too!" Nell nodded.
"You two are adorable," Megan laughed lightly as she watched her boyfriend and best friend.
"We're leaving after lunch, right?" Isaac questioned lightly.
"Yup!" Penelope declared. "Private guide. The resort naturalist apparently gets personally offended if guests don't appreciate the ecosystem."
"That sounds promising," Steven smiled.
Megan drifted a little closer beside him in the water. "You'll like it. The trails are beautiful."
"Everything here is beautiful," Steven whispered, his eyes on Megan.
"Vanua Levu is basically a private island for billionaires," Isaac pointed out.
"Really?" Penelope looked at Isaac and rolled her eyes. "You didn't get what he meant?"
"Uh, what?" Isaac frowned.
"He was saying Megan's beautiful," Nell explained.
"He was?" Isaac asked.
"He was," Steven confirmed, making the ladies laugh.
Carter suddenly stood up again, looking toward the four adults as he pointed dramatically toward the ocean.
"As king," the six-year-old announced, "I command everyone to keep swimming."
"Well," Nell sighed, already wading into the water, "you heard his majesty."
"Democracy is truly dead," Steven declared.
Megan laughed beside him, sunlight reflecting off the water around her as she playfully splashed Steven. He then retaliated, leading to another small war that resulted in Steven surrendering his lordship to Megan. For a time, the wedding and the social politics all felt very far away.
The northern side of the island resort looked completely different from the polished beaches surrounding the villas. Even resort paths narrowed into elevated wooden walkways that cut through dense, tropical forest. Warm sunlight filtered through the enormous leaves in scattered golden beams. The air was thick and humid, bird calls echoing out constantly.
"This," Nell announced happily as the group followed the resort naturalist into the rainforest, "is my favorite part of the island."
Steven looked upward as something bright green flashed between the branches. "I don't even know what that was, but I'm already having a great time."
Beside them, Carter adjusted the tiny binoculars hanging around his neck with extreme focus. "I'm hunting birds!"
"You're observing birds," Megan corrected.
"No," Carter shook his head. "Hunting. With my eyes."
The naturalist guiding them, a cheerful Fijian man named Jone, seemed genuinely delighted anyone cared about birds. He led the group of five through the trees, naming the different plants and trees. Jone eventually stopped them and motioned quietly toward the trees ahead.
"Orange dove," Jone whispered eagerly.
Perched on a low branch partially hidden by leaves rested a beautiful bird about the size of a pigeon. It had a bright orange body and golden feathers near the wings. Fortunately, the bird didn't seem to have noticed them, or it just knew it was safe on its high perch. Steven and Penelope reacted instantly.
"Oh, my God!" Nell hissed, lifting her phone.
"Do you have your enhanced lens phone case?" Steven asked urgently.
"I wasn't born yesterday," Penelope retorted, zooming in for the perfect shot.
Jone smiled proudly at the way everyone was admiring the orange dove. "Very rare."
"I would die for him," Nell informed the group solemnly.
"Very orange," Isaac agreed while walking slightly behind the group.
Steven glanced back at him. To Isaac's credit, he was trying. He'd worn hiking shoes, he brought water. Isaac even carried Penelope's backpack without complaint. Yet every time a bird appeared, Nell and Steven lit up like children at Christmas while Isaac looked like a high school student forced to watch an educational documentary.
"I still don't trust birds," Megan commented as the group continued.
"Are you still mad about pigeons pooping on your car?" Steven asked.
"Yes, but that's not what I was talking about," she replied.
"You're talking like the parakeet incidents weren't your own fault," Nell giggled.
"Wait, incidents?" Steven questioned. "Plural? I know one of your budgies pooped down her back when sitting on her shoulder."
"Penelope..." Megan growled.
"That was a later incident," Nell explained. "When we were younger, one of my birds pooped directly onto Megan's head."
Carter started laughing hysterically while pointing at his mother.
Steven tried not to laugh. "Direct hit?"
"Spectacular accuracy," Nell confirmed with a nod.
"Did you cry, Mommy?" Carter asked.
"No!" Megan insisted.
"She absolutely cried," Nell corrected.
"I was nine!" Megan grumbled, glaring at Nell. "You're a terrible friend."
"Do you need me to protect you?" Carter offered his mother.
"No, but I might need to unleash the tickle monster!" Megan growled, tickling Carter's sides.
"No, no no!" Carter squealed, laughing so hard his face was turning red as he tried to avoid Megan's dancing fingers.
"Anyway," Steven jumped in, ignoring mother and son, "when we went to the zoo one of the budgies kept trying to take Megan's hair. I guess it's a coveted nesting material."
"Which is odd because her hair is so shiny and silky," Nell observed. "You'd think they'd go for more scraggly hair."
Megan and Carter chased each other around for a few minutes before settling down. Then the tour continued.
"Wait!" Steven whispered sharply as he looked left. "Kingfisher."
Nell immediately turned in the same direction. "Where?!"
"Left side; middle branch," Steven answered.
"Oh, I see him!" Nell said excitedly.
Carter spun wildly with his binoculars. "I can't find him!"
Megan gently took the binoculars and turned them around.
"There!" the boy shouted a little too loudly.
The bird immediately flew away, causing Jone to wince.
"Sorry," Carter mumbled sadly. "I was excited."
"It's okay," Steven assured him. "There are often setbacks when bird watching."
"That's true," Nell agreed. "Half the hobby is hearing their beautiful chirping and then staring into trees like confused dummies."
Isaac adjusted his sunglasses. "I'm realizing this activity has a lot more standing around than I thought."
"Because you lack whimsy," Megan responded calmly.
"I'm a corporate attorney."
"My sympathies," Megan grunted, making Steven laugh.
Ahead of them was a small wooden observation platform. Carter gasped when they reached it and he realized it overlooked a shallow freshwater lagoon surrounded by dense vegetation. The rainforest was all around them, giving the feel of truly being one with nature.
Jone spread his arms proudly. "Many birds here."
The guide was not kidding. Steven immediately spotted three species he had never seen before: tiny colorful honey-eaters, bright parrots moving noisily through the overhead canopy, white herons near the water. Beside him, Nell was shivering with excitement.
"Oh, my God," Penelope whispered, bouncing from foot to foot as she failed to contain herself. "Look at the parrots!"
Following her gaze upward, Steven saw a pair of brightly colored parrots clinging to a branch. One of them had a small fruit in its beak as the other tried to snatch it. Within moments, the two parrots were screaming loudly at each other. One ruffled its feathers and took a cute step back as the other leaned forward and continued screeching.


"I love them," Steven said immediately.
"They're mean!" Megan laughed.
"They're perfect," he countered.
"You're bonding with argumentative tropical birds," Megan smirked.
"I get it," Nell spoke up.
Seeing Steven and Penelope fully invested in watching the birds made Carter much more excited. He used his binoculars to check in every possible direction.
"LOOK!" Carter suddenly shouted.
Everyone turned as Carter pointed triumphantly toward a nearby branch. "There's one!"
A tiny green bird sat on the branch, completely ordinary compared to the others.
"You found him!" Steven said excitedly. "Great job!"
Carter beamed widely at the compliment.
"What kind is it?" Megan asked.
Jone smiled gently. "That is a common island finch."
Carter looked slightly disappointed. "Oh."
"Buddy," Steven crouched beside him, "rule number one is that there are no bad birds."
"Pigeons," Megan muttered under her breath, making Nell snort out a laugh.
Isaac looked at the four of them. "You are all taking this quite seriously."
"We're making memories," Nell informed him.
"With pigeons who have better marketing?"
Megan burst out laughing as Steven smirked and shook his head. Steven noticed that Isaac smiled politely in response to Nell getting excited. It didn't feel genuine. But whenever Megan laughed or Carter got excited; Steven felt it immediately, instinctively, and without any effort.
They continued the tour, learning about the local wildlife and seeing the beauty of Fiji. Steven and Penelope argued excitedly over whether a distant bird call belonged to a collared lory or a Fiji goshawk while Carter pointed out every bird he saw. Isaac mostly looked relieved whenever they stopped moving long enough for him to sit down, but that wasn't ruining Nell's time at all. Megan also enjoyed herself, staying beside Steven the entire time and smiling whenever he got excited over another bird.
The humid afternoon had fully settled over the island by the time the group started heading back to the villas. Carter was fast asleep in the resort cart. The six-year-old had fought sleep heroically for nearly ten full minutes on the way back. However, he still ended up sprawled dramatically across Megan's lap in the back of the cart, one tiny hand still loosely clutching the binoculars around his neck.
"He's completely dead to the world," Steven smiled quietly.
Megan brushed damp hair back from Carter's forehead. "He woke us up at six-thirty and then declared himself king of the ocean. I'm not surprised he crashed."
"I stand by his leadership platform," Nell laughed softly.
"He liked the birds as much as you did," Isaac commented.
"They were BEAUTIFUL," Penelope gushed.
"I'm still not convinced half of them were real," Isaac laughed.
"The orange dove was real," Carter mumbled sleepily, his eyes still closed.
Everyone looked down at him.
"You were awake?" Megan asked in surprise.
"No," he replied, immediately falling asleep again.
The cart rolled along the winding resort paths, passing tropical gardens and private villas hidden behind palm trees and greenery. At the edge of their vision was the glittering ocean, serving as a constant reminder of where they were. They were all tired, but still smiled when the villas came into view again.
"Well," Isaac said as the cart stopped. "I am not spending an evening in Fiji eating room service."
"Oh yeah?" Nell asked him with a smile.
"There's a private dining terrace near the south cliffs," Isaac told Penelope. "Tonight they'll have live music. Fire dancers. Excessively expensive wine."
Nell raised an eyebrow. "That sounds romantic."
"I'm trying to impress you," Isaac replied honestly.
"Dangerous strategy, counselor," Nell laughed cutely.
"I'm an attorney," he shrugged. "Risk assessment is part of the job."
Isaac stepped out of the cart first, offering his hands to Penelope so he could help her down. Steven got out next while Megan carefully shifted Carter higher against her shoulder without waking him. The sight made Steven smile: hair messy from humidity, sleeping child tucked against her chest. No performance or expectations. And somehow Megan looked more beautiful than when she was dressed in an expensive dress and wearing glittering jewels.
"Have fun tonight," Nell said sweetly.
"You too, Penelope," Megan teased, glancing at Isaac. "Don't hurt him."
"No promises!" Nell looped her arm through Isaac's as the two headed off for their own adventure.
The villa felt wonderfully cool after the humid Fiji trails. Steven slid the door shut behind them while Megan struggled with Carter. The boy stirred slightly, his face pressing against Megan's neck as he settled down. Megan held him affectionately as Steven moved with her toward the bedrooms.
"You want help?" Steven asked when noticing Megan struggle.
Megan looked at him. "You sure?"
"Yeah," he nodded.
Megan carefully transferred Carter into Steven's arms, sighing in relief when she no longer had to carry his weight. The second Steven settled the six-year-old properly against his chest, Carter curled closer without waking, one small hand grabbing at the front of Steven's shirt.
Megan went very still for a second. "He does that when he's comfortable."
"That feels like a lot of responsibility," Steven commented.
"It should," she replied in a voice that was only slightly teasing.
Inside the bedroom, Megan pulled back the blankets while Steven lowered Carter into bed. When the mattress shifted, Carter mumbled something incoherent about parrots. Megan leaned down and removed his shoes and binoculars before brushing his hair back and placing the blanket over him.
"You're good with him," Megan whispered.
"I think we make a pretty good team," Steven commented, wincing when he realized what he had said.
Steven suddenly became very aware that he and Megan were a romantic couple. They had slept in the same bed, he had gained her father's approval. Sort of. The three of them had also spent the day essentially playing family. It was too soon, but he couldn't help but resume his fantasies.
"Yeah, we do," Megan smiled. She then lifted her shirt and sniffed it before clearing her throat. "Well, I stink."
"I wasn't gonna say anything..." Steven trailed off with a smirk.
Megan swatted him on the shoulder playfully as they walked out of the room. "I guess you don't wanna soap me up in the shower?"
"I didn't say that," he quickly responded.
"That's how it sounded to me," Megan laughed.
Despite her words, Megan led Steven into the bathroom and locked the door. They slowly removed their clothes, and Steven watched as Megan undid her braid, running her hand through her long, silky hair. Then they stepped into the shower together, both of them enjoying the feeling of the hot water.
"You look good when you're wet," Steven commented as he soaped up her breasts.
"Mm, clever," Megan giggled, turning around and pressing her butt against his crotch. "Hey, Steven?"
"Yes?" he asked, still massaging her boobs. Because, boobs.
Megan took one of his hands and stepped forward slightly so she could place his palm on her butt-cheek. "After the wedding, I'm gonna let you fuck my ass."
"Is that so?" Steven husked as hot water cascaded around them. "Will you wear the cheerleader uniform for me?"
"Yes," Megan whispered, turning her head to look at him. "Yes, I will."
After showering and dressing in casual clothes, they went to the kitchen to organize and prepare for dinner. They moved around each other easily, as if there were nothing more natural. Megan pulled ingredients from the refrigerator while Steven unpacked snacks and drinks from earlier.
"So," Steven began while leaning against the counter, "what are we planning for dinner? Did they stock the fridge with everything we could possibly want?"
"Sure, we don't even have to cook," Megan teased. "Just touch the oven and tell it what you want. It'll magically be there when you open it."
"Ha. Ha. Ha," he rolled his eyes.
"How about tacos?" she offered, holding up a package of tortillas. "It's one of the few things I know how to make."
"Perfect," Steven smiled. "Unless you have a chef on call?"
"You're joking, but I could have them send one down," Megan smirked.
"Of course you could," he shook his head and sighed.
They soon started cooking. Steven was halfway through cooking the meat when he heard small footsteps down the hallway. Carter appeared looking confused by reality. His hair stuck out wildly and he wore the same t-shirt from earlier. He stopped in the middle of the kitchen and sniffed once.
"Tacos!" Carter explained.
"You hungry?" Megan asked.
"Yeah!" Carter nodded. "Can I help?"
"You can grate cheese if you'd like," Megan offered. "Steven can supervise."
"I'm responsible," he protested.
"You declared yourself king of the ocean and attempted war with a couple of parrots," Megan reminded him.
"Grandpa says that's diplomacy," Carter responded, earning a loud laugh from Steven.
Dinner was wonderfully normal. They had traveled out to the terrace with loaded plates and several drinks. Music played softly from Megan's phone while they ate and talked. Carter stole shredded cheese when he thought nobody was looking.
"This taco is amazing," Steven said after biting into it.
"Why, thank you," Megan replied smugly.
"You didn't make it all," he pointed out.
"I supervised beautifully," she countered. "Leadership matters."
Carter pointed at his mother with complete seriousness. "She's bossy."
"I am not!" Megan gasped dramatically.
"The kid's got a point," Steven admitted.
"Traitor," she grumbled.
"He's the Lord of the Eastern Shoreline," Carter corrected. "You rebelled."
The sky slowly darkened around them as dinner continued, the island quiet after the busy afternoon. Faint music drifted from another section of the resort as Carter started drifting again. He eventually ended up leaning sideways against Steven, the last piece of his taco on his plate.
"You fading on us, buddy?" Steven asked.
"No," Carter whispered through half-closed eyes.
Megan smiled knowingly. "He's got about fifteen minutes left."
"I'm up!" Carter mumbled.
"He says while attached to me," Steven chuckled.
"I'm supervising," the six-year-old said quietly.
"Of course you are," Steven nodded.
Carter was fully asleep against Steven's shoulder within ten minutes, mouth hanging open as the boy clung on tightly. Steven noticed the soft expression on Megan's face while she watched them together. She then stood slowly, collecting plates quietly before pausing beside Steven's chair.
"You know," she said softly, "he doesn't fall asleep on people very often."
Steven looked down at the sleeping six-year-old curled against him. "That feels like something you should have warned me about."
Megan smiled. "Too late now."
They took Carter to his bedroom and tucked him in before returning to the kitchen to clean up. Then they made their way out onto the terrace together. The ocean stretched endlessly beyond the cliffs below, silver moonlight reflecting softly across the water. Megan curled a leg beneath herself on the outdoor couch while sitting beside Steven.
"You know," Steven said carefully, "I don't think I've ever seen you this relaxed."
"I'm usually not," Megan admitted. I'm normally juggling work, Carter, investors, schedules... and so many in the business world don't respect a woman in a position of power. I have to be ruthless, never show weakness. It's hard to turn that off."
"But you did here."
"A little," she looked over at him. "You help."
Steven gazed back at her for a long moment beneath the soft glow of the terrace lights. Megan sighed happily as she wrapped an arm around him and snuggled up against him. His hand found hers, their fingers lacing immediately. For a while they just held each other in silence, enjoying being together.
~Friday September 26, 2025~
The small excursion boat gently rocked against the dock while resort staff prepared for launch. It was a practical vessel with open-air seating, snorkeling equipment stacked near the back, and a canopy overhead to shield guests from the strong Fiji sun.
"Where are the fish?" Carter asked as soon as he stepped onto the boat.
"We'll see them when we get out on the water," Megan explained patiently.
"We are on the water!" he argued.
"He's not wrong," Steven chuckled.
Carter and Steven were both dressed in swim trunks and t-shirts, sunglasses shielded their eyes and hats covered their heads. Megan wore a royal purple bikini beneath a pair of white shorts and an unbuttoned cover-up shirt. Her hair was in the standard single braid she used for convenience.
Sitting across from the three of them were Isaac and Penelope. Isaac also wore swim trunks and a shirt, along with a pair of sunglasses that probably cost as much as Steven's rent. Nell had a white cover-up on over a dark blue bikini. As usual, the two ladies had coordinated their hairstyles.
Jone, the same naturalist from the bird tour, stood at the front of the boat carrying snorkeling gear. "Good afternoon! Today we visit Rainbow Reef."
The boat ride took less than thirty minutes, cutting across beautiful blue water as small tropical islands appeared on the horizon. Carter spent most of the ride pointing at everything. The water was going by fast, but he still managed to spot a few fish. Unfortunately, they were long gone by the time he could get everyone's attention.
Once they reached the reef, the boat slowed to a stop as Steven again realized why people traveled across the world for places like this. The reef was full of beautiful colors beneath the water: bright coral formations, schools of tropical fish, and other flashes of color moving below the surface.
"That's amazing," Steven commented.
"Right?!" Nell agreed immediately.
"The ocean has a screensaver," Isaac observed while peering over the edge.
Jone began helping everyone with their snorkeling gear while explaining the safety rules. Carter put on the flippers and immediately declared he looked like a duck. Nell and Megan removed their shorts and cover-ups while the guys took off their shirts and sunglasses.
"Are there sharks?" Carter wondered.
"Tiny reef sharks," Jone answered. "They won't hurt you."
Megan adjusted Carter's child-sized snorkeling mask. "You ready?"
"I'm brave," Carter declared.
"I know you are," Megan smiled at her son.
A couple minutes later, while standing at the edge of the boat preparing to actually jump in, Carter looked significantly less brave. The water stretched endlessly now, impossibly clear and suddenly much more intimidating than it had seemed before. Especially to the mind of a six-year-old.
"You okay, buddy?" Steven asked.
"It's really deep," he adjusted his mask nervously.
Steven crouched beside him. "We don't have to do anything you don't want to."
"But I want to see the fish!" Carter protested.
"We'll stay near the boat," Steven promised. "And we'll be with you the entire time."
Carter looked toward the reef. "The sharks are tiny?"
"Very tiny," Jone assured him.
"And if a shark attacks," Steven lowered his voice, "I'll fight it."
"With karate?" Carter asked while the others laughed softly.
"Of course!" Steven nodded. "I'd look ridiculous fighting a shark without proper form."
A few moments later, Carter cried out with excitement when they slid into the water. He was muffled by the snorkel, but Carter still got his point across. Then they briefly dipped beneath the surface, seeing fish of all colors swimming. Some were neon-blue, others were striped yellow, all while shimmering silver shapes darted between coral formations.
"Parrotfish!" Penelope gasped at one point. "Oh, and I even saw a lionfish!"
Isaac surfaced beside her, coughing slightly. "It's not easy to breathe through a tube."
"That's because you're weak," Megan teased.
"I'm an attorney!" Isaac protested.
"That's the same thing," the heiress laughed softly.
Carter's anxiety was completely gone as he lost himself in the pleasure of the experience. He stayed with Megan and Steven while attempting to point at every colorful fish he could see. Ahead of them, Nell was following a school of blue fish as they weaved through coral formations.
"Steven!" Nell called out. "Look at this."
Steven swam closer automatically, stopping as a massive shadow moved silently beneath them. For a brief instant Steven thought he might have to honor his promise to use karate he didn't actually know on a shark. Then the shape shifted, revealing wide wings and a long tail. It was a manta ray.
"Oh, my God," Nell gasped.
"It's huge!" Carter declared, clinging to his mother.
"That," Isaac said after the manta ray disappeared from view, "was significantly better than the birds."
Steven and Penelope gasped dramatically.
"Take that back," Nell growled.
"Fight, fight!" Carter cheered.
A wonderful afternoon led into an evening full of social obligations. The Brinkerhoff Azure Cay was lit with soft lights that illuminating the winding paths. Music drifted across the island while resort staff moved efficiently through the property. The wedding was the biggest event of the year, and the staff were working hard to prepare.
Steven adjusted his jacket while staring at himself in the mirror. Megan stood near the doorway, dressed in a dark emerald gown that hugged her figure perfectly. The dress left her shoulders bare, the fabric shimmering subtly whenever she moved. Her long hair fell in loose waves down her back, a big change from the braids she normally wore.
"What?" Megan asked when she caught him staring.
"You are... wow." he breathed.
A faint smile tugged at her lips. "That's not an answer."
"Yes, it is," Steven shook his head slightly. "I can't remember any words. Or there just aren't any to describe how amazing you look."
Megan approached him and pecked his lips. "Acceptable."
"Mom!" Carter skidded into the room wearing dress shoes, khaki shorts, and a navy blazer that made him look rich. "Do I look fancy?"
"You look like you have stock options," Steven answered honestly.
"Is that a good thing?" Carter asked.
"Eh," Steven shrugged while smirking.
Megan playfully swatted his shoulder. "It means Grandpa would approve."
"You look great, bud," Steven added.
Heading outside, they found Penelope and Isaac heading toward them. Nell wore a deep blue dress that contrasted sharply against her blonde hair. Silver jewelry reflected off her wrists and neck. Isaac looked like he always did: expensive, composed, and very aware of it.
The rehearsal dinner occupied a cliffside terrace overlooking the ocean. Long tables were draped in white linens and covered with floral arrangements. Lanterns hung over the tables and live music filled the air while servers moved through the crowd with champagne and appetizers. The area was occupied by the richest of the rich. Somehow, Steven Martucci from Sphinx Accounting was standing with them.
"Relax," Megan whispered as they approached the main gathering.
"I am relaxed," Steven insisted.
"You like you're preparing for an audit you know you're gonna fail," she replied.
"That's just my face."
Megan laughed softly while slipping her hand into his. People noticed Megan Bauer holding hands with a guy as soon as she walked in. Jared pointedly looked away, while a few others were evaluating them both. Carter was just happy to be there and waved enthusiastically at everyone.
Theodore Bauer stood near a table with a drink in his hand. He was speaking with Chester Brinkerhoff and several other executives Steven recognized from financial magazines. Preston Brinkerhoff approached, thanking them for coming and inviting them to mingle. Since Megan and Penelope weren't in the wedding, they didn't go to the rehearsal itself, but everyone was invited to the rehearsal dinner.


The atmosphere was different from the welcome cocktails on Wednesday. Everything felt more political, more established. Megan navigated it all effortlessly, talking about stocks, acquisitions, and the value of the dollar. Steven understood those subjects, but he was the outsider. Wealthy families knew each other, sometimes for generations.
"So," Isaac said casually while grabbing a drink from a passing tray, "how long before someone asks Steven what his intentions are?"
"How long before someone asks when his growth spurt will finally hit," Nell teased.
"Hey!" Steven grumbled. "I'm only slightly below average height. It's not my fault you're all so tall."
"A tall woman and short man look great together," Megan insisted, leaning over to kiss his cheek.
Steven noticed several people glancing in their direction periodically, seemingly fascinated by the man with the icy Megan Bauer. Nearby, Carter had somehow acquired dessert despite dinner not having started. Theodore was nearby, giving Megan a helpless shrug.
They spent some time mingling and were eventually approached by Max Brinkerhoff, Preston's older brother. He was with his wife Tess, who Nell apparently knew well. Isaac and Penelope ended up separating from the group slightly to talk with Max and Tess.
Not long after, another couple approached Megan. The first person was a slim redhead with light freckles across her face. Steven immediately noticed she also looked like she felt out of place. However, the woman with the redhead surprised Steven the most. She was identical to Tess Brinkerhoff, who was on his other side.
"Hi, Jess," Megan smiled, exchanging air kisses with the brunette. "You missed an opportunity."
"Megan, you look great," the woman named Jess replied. "Did I?"
"My boyfriend didn't know there were identical twins here," Megan laughed, turning to Steven. "Steven, this is Jessica Romano. She works in philanthropy for Romano Global Trust & Holdings. Jess, this is Steven Martucci."
"Jess and Tess? Very clever," Steven smiled politely. "Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, too," Jess replied before gesturing to the redhead beside her. "This is Ellie Buckley, my girlfriend. She's excited to meet THE Megan Bauer."
"Well, don't I feel special," Megan laughed softly. "How did you two meet?"
"Ellie here was an accountant at Snowcap Ridge," Jess explained. "We met on a ski trip to Aspen."
"That must have been fun," Steven commented.
"It was!" Jess declared. "You two should go."
"Snowcap Ridge has great staff," Ellie added quietly. "They're all helpful and nice."
"Ever been skiing, Steven?" Megan asked.
"I can't say that I have," he shook his head.
"We should teach him!" Carter announced, appearing out of nowhere.
Dinner began just after sunset. Guests had taken their assigned seats while servers refilled drinks. Carter sat between Steven and Megan, his blazer already over the back of his chair. Penelope was on the other side of the table with Isaac. Also at their table were Max and Tess Brinkerhoff, as well as Harry and Izzy Davidson. Steven struggled to remember all the names and what those families owned.
Preston Brinkerhoff stood to welcome everyone officially.
"First," Preston began, lifting his glass, "thank you all for traveling halfway across the planet to celebrate with us."
There was a smattering of light applause.
"Tomorrow matters a lot to Ashley and me," Preston continued. "Having the people we care about here means everything. And my parents told me I had to invite Vivi."
A few people laughed while Vivienne Brinkerhoff booed her older brother.
"Anyway, before we get too emotional, I'd also like to thank Azure Cay's staff for putting up with us," Preston gestured at a few of the staff with his glass. "Some of you I've known my entire life, some of you are new friends. Either way, thank you. Ashley is the love of my life and I can't wait to promise to be with her forever in front of all of you."
After a great deal of applause, dinner finally began. Courses arrived one after another in elegant succession while conversations moved across the terrace. Stories surfaced over time of boarding school disasters, old rivalries, vacation catastrophes, and family embarrassments. Steven listened closely, realizing that wealthy people did a lot of the same things as everyone else. They fell in love, they argued, they held grudges, and they got embarrassed.
At one point, a drunk Vivienne Brinkerhoff loudly accused her older brother Max of crashing a golf cart into a fountain in Monaco. Max argued it wasn't a fountain, it was a decorative pond. Yeah, rich siblings argued; they argued while wearing tens of thousands of dollars in clothes and jewels.
Carter made it through dessert before he started losing his battle against consciousness. Theodore noticed when coming over to mingle. The billionaire quietly signaled one of the resort childcare staff and requested he be taken back to the villa. Carter protested, but Megan put her foot down. Fortunately, the six-year-old was too tired to put up any real resistance.
The atmosphere shifted after all the kids left. Alcohol flowed more freely, conversations were slower and flirty, and couples split off for more private conversations. Steven loosened his tie while Megan disappeared with her father for a conversation with Chester Brinkerhoff.
"You know she doesn't ever let people close," a male voice said.
Steven turned and saw Jared Winslow holding a drink. "She's a private person, but we get along well."
"Don't screw it up," Jared muttered, turning and walking off without waiting for a response.
Rolling his eyes, Steven turned back to his drink. Not long after, Penelope and Isaac left to find someplace more private to talk. Downing the last of his drink, Steven got to his feet and decided to mingle himself. He only made it a few steps before two women intercepted him.
One was a brunette who was barely five-feet tall, while the other stood as tall as Megan with dark hair and green eyes. Steven immediately remembered seeing her at the art exhibit he went to with Megan. The tall woman was Sophia Kingsley, a woman who came from a long line of British nobility.
"Well, well, well," the short girl said with an evil grin, "you must be him."
"I'm me," Steven declared, spreading his arms and bowing slightly.
"Oh, you're funny!" the tall girl laughed. "Good start!"
"Sophia, right?" he asked. "Nice to see you again."
"You got it," Sophia curtsied. "This is Gabby Whitaker."
"Steven Martucci, nice to meet you," he replied smoothly.
Gabby tilted her head slightly while studying him. "This is the guy who managed to tie down Megan Bauer. Fascinating."
"Thanks, I guess," Steven smiled slightly, knowing both women went on the famous Europe trip with Megan.
"Megan seems happy," Sophia observed.
"I'm glad. I'm happy, too," he nodded.
"You two met at work, right?" Gabby inquired casually.
"Yes, we did," Steven confirmed. "I helped her get up to speed on Sphinx's finances."
"You're an accountant?" Gabby asked lightly.
"Financial analyst," he corrected gently.
"Oh, same thing," Sophia waved him off. "It's all just numbers. We're more interested in getting to know the guy Megan's official with."
"She wasn't even official with Carter's father," Gabby pointed out. "Andre Durand. Sophia actually introduced them."
"I heard. Sophia told me " Steven replied politely, not surprised that people assumed they knew who Carter's biological father was. "What did you want to know about me?"
"Hm, what do you do with your time?" Sophia asked, moving closely to Steven.
"I spend time with friends," he answered carefully. "We do a lot of things in New York. There's eight of us and we're all pretty close."
"That sounds nice," Sophia purred. "You seem like a nice guy, I hope Megan can hold onto you."
"I don't think that'll be a problem," Steven said as he noticed Megan raised with one eyebrow raised.
"Megan! Hi!" Gabby grinned. "We were just getting to know your man."
"Oh?" Megan asked. "How's that going?"
"We understand what you see in him," Sophia winked at Steven before turning slightly. "Let's leave these two lovebirds alone, Gabby. For now."
Steven wanted to ask Megan what that was about, but a few other people soon pulled them into a conversation. The rehearsal dinner didn't last much longer. Some people migrated to the resort bars, others lingered near the ocean railings with expensive drinks. Vivienne Brinkerhoff was drunk; loudly announcing plans involving tequila, a yacht, and decisions she would regret in the morning.
Theodore Bauer made his exit gracefully, saying goodbye to his daughter before shaking Steven's hand. Preston moved between groups, thanking guests personally for him and Ashley. Penelope and Isaac reappeared briefly, both of them seeming out of breath. Isaac had a happy smirk on his face and Nell looked pleased with herself.
Since her father had left, Megan decided they would be able to make a polite exit. Nell and Isaac both joined them, saying goodbye to the bride and groom. The four of them then made the trip back to the villas, splitting up and returning to their own places. Megan briefly checked on Carter before joining Steven in the bedroom.
"Can I ask about Gabby and Sophia?" Steven wondered as he removed his tie.
"You remember Sophia, don't you?" Megan asked while removing her jewelry. "Condescending, introduced me to Andre. Crashed a yacht."
"I remember," he nodded. "I just, well I don't know how to say this. I guess I thought she was flirting with me a little."
"She probably was," she said carefully. "You're amazing Steven, but Sophia loves causing trouble."
"That's why I wasn't sure how to say it," Steven let out a nervous laugh. "I know she was jealous of you and Andre. It occurred to me that was why."
"Possible," Megan winced.
"I'm only interested in one hot socialite," Steven insisted as he wrapped his arms around Megan from behind and kissed her cheek.
"Shall I leave so you and Nell can have some privacy?" Megan laughed cutely.
"I think Isaac might have a problem with that," he responded quickly.
"Nell would drop him for you in a second," she whispered seriously as she looked at him. "Did Gabby or Sophia say anything else?"
"Like what?" Steven frowned. "Oh! They did say Andre was Carter's father. Seemed pretty confident."
"I'm not surprised," Megan rolled her eyes. "Let them believe what they want. They all think I'm a whore anyway."
"I'm sure they don't think that," he insisted.
"No, they do," she shook her head. "Even if they are in no position to judge. Sophia pulled her tits out at every party in Europe. Gabby? Gabby was the youngest, the baby. Plus she's so short she'd look twelve if she didn't have those huge knockers. You should have seen what she did to prove she was an adult."
Megan leaned back against Steven and sighed. "It's not even because of the sex tape. My crime was getting knocked up."
"Joke's on them," Steven scoffed. "Carter's amazing."
"He really likes you," Megan sighed happily.
"I like him," he placed his hands on her bare shoulders. "He's a great kid with an awesome mom."
"Thank you," she whispered as her dress puddled on the floor and she turned to face him. "Thank you for not judging me."
"We've talked about this," Steven pecked her lips. "I don't judge you."
"That was before," Megan shrugged as she undid the buttons of his dress shirt. "You're not ashamed that anyone can watch your girlfriend getting fucked?"
"Not at all," he promised. "Everyone has a past."
"Then let's talk about the future," Megan suggested.
"Really?" Steven arched an eyebrow. "Megan Bauer wanting to talk 'feelings and crap?'"
"Oh, shut up," she giggled, lightly shoving him away.
The two of them stayed together as they went through their nighttime routine; putting their clothes away and brushing their teeth. Megan wore a simple cotton pajama set, while Steven dressed in lounge pants. They got in bed together, with Steven drawing Megan into his arms.
"You ready?" he asked.
"So, when we get back home we need to declare our relationship to HR," Megan reminded him. "Then what?"
"Then we take it one day at a time," Steven said confidently. "I like you and I want to see where this can go. The only way to do that is to try."
"I like that," she sighed happily. "Let's try."
Megan soon fell asleep in Steven's arms, her steady breathing telling him how relaxed she was. Steven stayed awake a little while longer, contemplating how amazing his life had become. He was on Fiji, in a relationship with a billionaire heiress. Yet, what he was most happy about was the realization it was the first night he and Megan slept together without having sex. They weren't just two people lusting after each other, they had a real connection.
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With this chapter, Sisterhood 101 has jumped ahead of Love in the Balance in the timeline. The current arc in Love in the Balance is almost over, so both stories should be moving forward. I also have a sequel to The Brinkerhoff Royal I'm working on, as well as a possible Suzie story for Literotica's Nude Day story contest.
Please note that this story is a work of fiction. I might use parody names for pop culture references: including songs, books, movies, and celebrities. However, they are not meant to accurately represent the real people or media. This is a fictional universe. As always, this is a world without STI's, and everyone involved in sexual activity is at least eighteen years old.
-Witty
WARNING: I write slice of life stories, but they touch on some serious topics. As a result, there's a lot to offer, but there's also things some might not like. This story contains elements of incest and it touches on sexual assault. If any of that is going to be a problem for you, you might want to consider a different story. Additionally, the women in this story tend to be very sex positive, if you're not interested in a woman being with anyone but one guy forever... why are you reading a group sex story?
~Steven Thomson~
Monday September 29, 2025
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!"
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!"
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DEAR Steven!"
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!"
Leaning forward, I blew out the two little candles that displayed my not-so-little age. With that, I was officially Forty-one years old. Forty had been quite the year; I wondered if forty-one would be just as exciting. Who was I kidding? With Lexi around, there would always be craziness.
Everyone in the room clapped when the candles went out. The dining room felt full without being crowded. There intentionally was no giant celebration; my days of going all-out on my birthday were over. Most of the people in my life who mattered most had attended for a nice dinner.
Kayla was sitting beside me, a radiant smile on her young face. Lexi and Nicole weren't far either, both redheads waiting patiently for cake. Ashley had brought Josh, the two of them looked to be holding hands beneath the table. Quiet Marcia was there as well, looking like she was anxious about missing so much studying time.
Then there was Hazel, looking more and more pregnant every day. It was hard to believe I was having another child, but the proof was right there in the tan girl's swollen stomach. Her grandmother Maxine had come as well, fretting over the pregnant teen.
Allan and Amanda were my childhood best friends. Along with Aria, they were closest to me growing up. Having them in my life helped me remember my late wife. I had learned to love again, but I would never stop loving Aria. She would have understood me moving on, but I often lay awake at night worried she would have hated me for my relationship with Kayla.
There were three other people at the large table, bringing us up to fourteen. Detective Sarah McLorn hadn't needed any convincing to stop by, for which I was grateful. It was nice to see her being social. Stacey was at the table as well. The beautiful blonde had been my executive assistant for years and had recently been promoted to chief of staff. Her girlfriend April, the energetic little nerd, was making jokes with Lexi about some television show.
"Birthday boy first," the housekeeper said as she placed a slice of cake in front of me.
"Thank you, Maggie," I smiled.
Several conversations resumed as we started eating cake. Allan told a story from our childhood involving bicycles and the dirt ramps behind the school. Amanda corrected roughly half of it, but she did acknowledge the fireworks part was mostly-true. Maxine listened patiently while Hazel leaned back in her chair, one hand resting on her belly.
I watched the room quietly, still amazed that I was the father of a college woman. The girls had all done well getting into the rhythm of college. They were managing classes, their social lives, and their activities. Football season, the sorority, the honor society. Not only did they balance all of it, they found time to hang out with an old man.
I looked toward Hazel again. She caught me watching and gave me a small smile, which I returned. Concern filled me as I was once again reminded that Hazel didn't have any hobbies. While we were all out during the day, she stayed home and watched television. I needed to help her find something she could make her own.
There was no moment where we decided it was time for gifts. People would just occasionally hand me a bag or a wrapped box. Some gifts were sweet, some were silly, but all were thoughtful and appreciated. Sarah's gift was a gift card and a fake police badge that proclaimed me a bikini inspector. Kayla got me a frame with multiple photos of the two of us over the years: when Kayla was a little girl, her as a cheerleader, her posing with her high school diploma. I stood beside her in all of them.
Allan and Amanda's gift was also a framed photograph. It was one of the four of us at our high school graduation. I teared up slightly when I was once again reminded of how much Kayla looked like Aria. As a joke, they also threw in a CD of an old boy band Aria loved. Allan had teased me nonstop when I admitted a few of their songs were catchy.
My two lovely girlfriends got me a joint gift. It was a large basket filled with a bunch of smaller gifts. They called it a survival kit for a parent of a college girl. There was aspirin, snacks, and a stress ball. The card said "For surviving adulthood, teenagers, and your forties." I pulled out a shirt that said "Ask Someone Younger." Then there was a thin blanket and a wooden logic puzzle.
The evening started to wind down after the last of the cake disappeared. Maggie had already done enough and was off for the night, so the rest of us cleaned up. Gift bags and wrapping paper were all over the dining room, while discarded plates and empty cups littered the table.
After cleaning, Allan and Amanda were the first to head out. They thanked everyone and exchanged hugs with the girls. Allan blushed slightly when hugging Hazel, obviously remembering his one time with a woman who wasn't Amanda. Amanda herself gave me a quick peck on the cheek.
"Next time," Amanda announced while grabbing her purse, "we'll show these kids how we partied back in our day."
"In the one-room schoolhouse?" Lexi snickered.
"Watch it," I glared at the redhead teasingly, getting a raspberry in response.
"You're just afraid you won't be able to handle it," Amanda countered cheekily.
"Hey, I'm not the one who needs to worry about breaking a hip," Lexi grinned.
That earned another round of laughter before Allan and Amanda went home to relieve the babysitter. Sarah left next, mentioning needing to get up early for work. We all hugged her tightly after confirming her ribs had gotten much better. The area was still tender, but she was recovering fast.
The remaining eleven of us made our way to the family living room to relax. I settled onto the couch with a redhead on either side of me. Hazel sat nearby, one hand resting against her stomach. Maxine was beside her, a warm smile softening the lines around her face. Stacey chose an armchair, with April curling up in her lap. Josh and Ashley were cuddling on a love seat, while Marcia and Kayla each picked an armchair.
For a while, various conversations drifted through the air. The topics were light and easy, with the occasional burst of laughter accompanying a funny story. The television played quietly in the background; a science fiction show instead of one of the dramas the girls liked. At least April agreed with me.
Maxine eventually folded her hands in her lap and looked toward her granddaughter. "Your brothers asked about you."
Hazel looked up, her face paling slightly as her hand clenched at her stomach. "When?"
"A few days ago," Maxine answered. "They miss you."
"I miss them, too," Hazel mumbled sadly.
Maxine's expression stayed gentle. "They're excited for the baby. Michael can't believe he's gonna be an uncle."
"An uncle who can't even see his niece," Hazel let out a breath. "How are they?"
Maxine hesitated. "They're alright. Struggling with all your parents' rules."
"We should go rescue them," Ashley insisted.
"That's called kidnapping," Marcia rolled her eyes. "They're under eighteen."
"Ugh, whatever," the blonde grumbled.
"Your mother asked about you too," Maxine continued.
Hazel's shoulders tightened. "She did? She ask if I'm still a whore?"
"Hazel," I whispered.
"No," Maxine said carefully. "She asked how you're doing."
"Really?" Hazel frowned.
"Yes," Maxine nodded slowly. "You're still her baby. And you're having a baby. Family's are complicated, but hopefully things will settle down."
"Are they still crazy?" Hazel asked.
"Well, yes," Maxine admitted reluctantly. "Still crazy about the church. My son is still an idiot. Hopefully your mother's love will help them get away from that place. I just thought you should know your mom asked about you."
"Thank you," Hazel nodded slowly.
The conversations restarted with some slight awkwardness, The tension vanished when Lexi told a story about Nicole getting stuck in the dryer while trying to get a sock out of the bottom. Nicole blushed while Lexi described Nicole's legs kicking in the air while trying to free herself.
Maxine left not long after, promising to keep in touch and reminding Hazel to get out of the house once in awhile. We then put on a movie as it got later, knowing we all had a busy Tuesday ahead of us. It was a shame people couldn't stay later, but we had classes and jobs.
To my surprise, Megan Bauer called during the movie to wish me a happy birthday. She wasn't the first. My sister had called earlier. So had Aria's parents and Lexi's brother. I was mainly surprised that Megan was suddenly interested in keeping in touch after she disappeared for years.
I took the call just outside the living room, chatting in a quiet voice with the billionaire heiress. We talked for a few minutes, and I learned she had a boyfriend who was coincidentally named Steven as well. After ending the call, I noticed Stacey giving me an odd look as I returned to the couch.
Near the end of the movie, Ashley stood up and offered Josh her hand. "Steven, do you think we could borrow a bedroom? I have an itch only my sexy man can scratch."
"That's fine with me," I chuckled. "Just make sure you strip the bed after. Otherwise someone might sit in the wet spot."
The ladies all laughed while Ashley dragged a mortified Josh out of the living room. Nicole was the next to leave since she had work in the morning. The elder redhead offered Marcia a ride back to the dorm to prevent the quiet girl from needing to wait for Josh and Ashley to finish. Marcia happily agreed, and the two of them gave out hugs and kisses before leaving.
"Ready for your gift, sir?" Stacey purred from the armchair a few minutes later.
"You already gave me a gift," I frowned.
"Oh, that was just part one," April grinned. "We have something much better planned."
I looked over at Lexi. "Did you know about this?"
"I did," Lexi giggled. "Go. Have fun. Trust me, it's gonna be great."
"Okay, let's go," I said excitedly.
I gave Lexi a quick kiss before waving to Kayla and Hazel. Then I left the living room with Stacey and April. They each had a gym bag over a shoulder, giving me quite a big hint as to the nature of the surprise. Both girls held one of my hands as we walked up the stairs and started passing the bedrooms.
Loud moaning wafted out of one closed door, along with the squeaking of a bed. Ashley was apparently giving Josh quite the workout. April waggled her eyebrows and giggled as she dragged me into the master bedroom. The girls told me to strip down to my underwear and sit on the bed while they went and changed.
Stacey and April sashayed out of the master bedroom, making my jaw drop. The beautiful blondes had decided to surprise me by dressing up as a devil and an angel. They both wore lace see-thru spaghetti-strap tops with a diamond cutout. An elastic band around the waist secured the top above the belly button. They had on matching lace panties and heels.
April's devil outfit was red and complete with devil horns and a devil tail. She was also playfully twirling a small red pitchfork that must have been tough to hide in the gym bag. Stacey's angel costume included angel wings and a halo held up by a headband. Both girls also wore a choker with a single ring on the front. Stacey held April's red leash while April held Stacey's white one.
"April brings out the naughty slut in me," Stacey purred, "so it was an easy decision for her to be the devil."
"But don't worry," April added, grabbing a handful of Stacey's tight ass, "what we have in mind is anything but angelic."
"And what did you have in mind?" I asked as I felt my erection strain against my underwear.
"A lot of sucking and fucking," Stacey stated simply. "I also intend to taste some pussy. Preferably pussy that has a fresh load of cum in it."
"Stacey's been looking forward to this for a while," April giggled, adjusting her glasses.
"Fucking my two loves at the same time? Of course!" Stacey smirked.
"So, is this for me or you?" I chuckled.
"Mm, it's for all of us," Stacey licked her lip seductively.
"Although, I think that tent I see is for me and my sexy girlfriend," April gestured toward my erection.
"Come and get it," I challenged.
The girls instead chose to tease me for a few minutes by standing in the middle of the room and posing. Then their lips met in a passionate kiss as they touched each other. April rolled Stacey's nipple between her fingers from outside the see-thru lace. Stacey responded by sliding a hand between April's legs and rubbing her.
When they were ready, they slowly approached me with a sexy swing in their hips. Stacey handed me April's leash while April handed me Stacey's. Both women sank to their knees and pulled off my boxer briefs, allowing my erection to bob freely in the air as they cooed over it.
Little April took me in her mouth first, sucking and slurping loudly as she bobbed her head on the top half of my cock. Stacey dipped her head lower, licking my sack before taking a ball between her lips and rapidly flicking her tongue over it. I groaned and bucked my hips, shoving an extra inch of cock down April's throat. The petite blonde just moaned and accepted it, her tongue pressing against the underside of my shaft. With a mischievous smirk, April tossed the red pitchfork away so she could take my thighs in both hands.
The gorgeous blondes took turns sucking me, passing my dick back and forth between them. After doing that for a few minutes, they each licked up one side of my length, their lips meeting at my tip. Stacey and April kissed passionately, their tongues dancing over my mushroom head.
Getting to my feet, I used the leashes to guide the girls around to the side of my bed. I was still completely in lust with April, but I didn't want to prioritize her over my lovely assistant. So it was Stacey who I had bend over and place her palms on my bed. I yanked down her white panties and pressed my tip against her sopping pink gash.
"Fuck!" Stacey grunted as I buried myself in her love tunnel. "Fuck, that feels good."
"Agreed," I chuckled, holding her hips and rotating my own to stimulate her walls.
I started up a steady rhythm, fucking Stacey's pussy with long, deep thrusts. The angel wings were still on her back as she pushed her ass back to meet my thrusts. I still held both leashes, and I felt April get to her knees beside me. The little nerd moved closer so she could occasionally lick my balls while I did Stacey from behind.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Stacey chanted passionately. "Oh God, right there! Right there!"
"Yeah?" I hissed, slapping her ass. "Right there?"
"Yes!" the blonde arched her back "Don't stop, don't stop! Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
My thrusts stayed consistent as I fucked Stacey through her orgasm, loving the feel of her tight pussy muscles rippling. Pushing all the way in, I held myself inside her while April licked at my balls. After a few moments, I grabbed Stacey's butt-cheeks and eased myself from her hole.
I tugged on April's leash to get her attention. "Suck your girlfriend's pussy from my cock."
"Yes, sir!" April moaned, taking me in her mouth.
Placing my hands on April's head, I fucked the little devil's face as she gagged and drooled. Stacey removed her panties before curling up on the bed to watch as I buried my length down the petite girl's throat. April's green eyes were watering behind her glasses as she looked up at me, her lips stretched wide around my base.
"I need to fuck you," I groaned, giving in to my lust as I pulled April to her feet by the hair. "Now!"
"Yes!" April nodded eagerly, her eyes wide. "Yes, I need you in me!"
I yanked April's red panties down, taking the devil tail along with them. April stepped out of her underwear, which briefly got stuck on her heels. Putting the little blonde on her back, I had her hold her legs back by the knees as I slammed myself balls-deep in her warmth.
"Fuck, you're tight," I grunted down at her.
"Fuck me!" April growled, her teeth bared and clenched. "Fuck my pussy!"
Looming over April, I held her small boobs while roughly fucking her. Stacey removed her heels and wings before getting her head between us. Extending her tongue, Stacey licked April's clit while I continued sawing in and out of her. The little nerd exploded.
"Fuck me! Lick me! Oh God, oh God, oh God!" April squealed. "I'm cumming! Stacey! Steven! Oh my God, fuck!"
"Cum for us," I urged.
I gave April a few more thrusts before pulling out and shoving myself into Stacey's mouth. While Stacey cleaned my cock, I noticed April's little pussy was still quivering as she gasped for air. I pulled out of Stacey's mouth and resumed roughly fucking April.
"Holy shit, fuck this slut!" April begged, her sweaty blonde hair clinging to her face as her glasses flew off. "Fuck this whore! Make me your bitch!"
"April!" I hissed in warning. "You're gonna make me cum."
"Do it!" the little nerd whined, her back arching. "Cum in me, baby! Cum inside me!"
My body shuddered as I unloaded several ropes of cum into the tiny blonde. I could feel her leg shaking as the last few drops leaked out of me. Playfully pecking her lips, I rolled off of April just as Stacey lunged for her girlfriend. April gasped loudly when Stacey started slurping out my cum, eagerly devouring the creampie.
Our night was just starting.
The outfits were quite sexy, but like most lingerie they didn't stay on long. Soon both ladies were crawling all over me, kissing me and each other while the three of us squeezed as much naked flesh as we could. Stacey was a tall blonde with big tits, and April was a petite nerd with endless energy and cute little boobs.
I held a large breast in my right hand while my left squeezed a small one. Then I had tits in my face, smothering me as soft hands ran along my chest. Stacey's pussy ended up in my face and I eagerly licked her wetness as she shivered. Then April's nipple was between my lips while Stacey revived me with her talented mouth.


Ever since Lexi entered my life I'd had quite a few threesomes, foursomes, and more. What amazed me about my time with Stacey and April was how in sync they were. They never bumped into each other or misunderstood the other's intentions. It was if they could read each other's minds and desired as the three of us squeezed out as much pleasure as possible.
I bent them both of over my bed, fucking one of them while fingering the other before switching. Then April and Stacey got into a sixty-nine on the bed while I went back and forth between them. My next load went into Stacy's mouth so she could snowball it to April.
The night turned into a blur. I remembered being in the shower, fucking Stacey against the glass while her tits squished against the soapy shower door. Before that, I was pretty sure I butt-fucked April until she screamed loud enough to make my ears ring. Another time I was on my back with Stacey riding my dick while April rode my face.
Yeah, forty-one was gonna be a good year.
~Kayla Thomson~
Tuesday September 30, 2025
I adjusted the strap of my bag as I crossed campus beneath a gray September sky. The warm morning air caressed my skin, making me glad I went with jean shorts and a spaghetti-strap top. Guys probably thought we girls dressed that way to show off; no, we just didn't want to sweat in Southern California.
The nervous excitement of moving in and starting new classes had settled into routine. Freshman students moved with confidence, cutting across walkways like they belonged. No one was checking maps every five minutes. Even the out-of-state students were starting to learn Ashwood. We had become adults, but with only so many private places for intimacy, quite a few people had discovered the joys of a nighttime hookup at Strawberry Park.
It was like high school, but bigger. A new world with some old and familiar aspects that proved people were people. Even if the scenery changed.
I climbed the steps to the building and made my way to the right room, slipping inside before class started. The room buzzed with conversation, and I quickly realized I recognized most of the faces. That felt strange. A month ago, they had all been strangers. I may not have known names, but I knew who was always late, who talked too much, and who slept in class.
A few students nodded as I took my usual seat up front. Placing my notebook on my desk, I pulled out my phone and discovered it was 7:39AM, just eleven minutes before the start of class. Professor Quinn hadn't arrived yet, so I sent out a few text messages. Stacey and Sarah both complained about being sore; Sarah from her ribs and Stacey from Daddy fucking her brains out all night.
Daddy got a few texts as well while I fantasized about some real alone time with him. I knew he had second and third thoughts about our relationship, but I needed him. My former cheer coach also responded to my texts. Anne lamented that there weren't any high school students with my passion for cheerleading.
I was so lost in texting, I didn't notice the time passing.
"Good morning, Miss Thomson," Professor Quinn said, making me jump.
"Uh, good morning, Professor," I blushed slightly, putting my phone away. "Sorry."
"It's quite alright," he smiled. "But let's wait until after class, okay? I think your boyfriend can handle an hour without hearing from you."
"I don't have a boyfriend," I mumbled as a few people chuckled.
Professor Quinn gave me a look I couldn't quite figure out before shaking his head slightly and smiling at the class. "Good morning, everyone! Now that our phones are away, let's dive in to our latest topic."
Scott Quinn taught the class with an easy confidence that I appreciated. He was organized without being boring, serious without making each lecture feel like torture. I found it strange that I had met his daughter at a party and he had been to my house. I wondered if his daughter was still grounded for going to a college party.
Professor Quinn was also my advisor. He was going to help guide me as I completed my Criminal Justice degree and decided how I wanted to use it. Per his advice, I had scheduled a meeting with him for Thursday. It was a little early to pick classes for next semester, but I was sure he had useful information.
"Today," Professor Quinn said, "we're talking about plea bargaining and witness cooperation."
My stomach tightened as notebooks opened throughout the room.
"Now," he continued, "most criminal cases never actually go to trial. This might come as a surprise to many of you, but television lies to you."
Several students laughed.
"The justice system runs largely on negotiated outcomes," the professor explained. "Prosecutors offer deals, defendants cooperate, and cases move faster."
His eyes swept across the room. "Why?"
"Less expensive?" someone from the back suggested.
"Good," Professor Quinn nodded.
"Efficiency?" another suggested.
"Sometimes the police need information?" a third offered.
"Exactly," Professor Quinn held up a finger. "Information. Prosecutors often have plans to take down big targets. They want testimony against those targets and are willing to pay. Pay with reduced sentences.
"Additionally, a prosecutor might worry they don't have enough evidence. Juries are unpredictable. Sometimes the risk is just too great and they'd rather at least get an admission of guilt and some sort of punishment. Going to trial risks a not guilty verdict, allowing the defendant to get away free."
I kept taking notes, my heart pounding as I imagined David's testimony.
"Cooperating witnesses can be controversial," the professor added. "Some people believe plea agreements undermine justice. Others argue they're necessary tools."
He looked around the room. "Thoughts?"
Hands went up, starting the discussion. One student argued that criminals should never get reduced sentences. She claimed it encouraged crime and just encouraged people to lie in order to force someone else to be punished. Another pointed out that insider testimony was needed to bring down major criminal organization like The Crocs.
I stayed quiet, listening and thinking. The lecture had unexpectedly become too close to my real life for comfort. David's cooperation was so conflicting. I didn't want him to get away with what he did to Lexi, Stephanie, and Kelsey. Yet if he could help convict the others? Was it worth it?
"Kayla?"
Looking up, I met my professor's gaze.
"You've been quiet," Professor Quinn observed. "What do you think?"
"I think..." I began, tapping my pencil against my notebook. "I think it depends on what the cooperation is accomplishing."
"Go on," he urged gently.
"If a jury might let them go and it's the only way, I guess that makes sense," I answered carefully. "Also, if it helps stop something bigger or prevents more people from getting hurt, then it's worth considering."
The room stayed quiet as Scott Quinn looked directly at me, making me feel like I was the only student in the room.
"But," I added, "it still doesn't feel right."
"Why?"
I thought about it for a few seconds. "It makes justice feel like a negotiation. And even if you stop future pain, any current victims might not be heard."
"That is the ethical dilemma," Professor Quinn nodded approvingly. "Some states have considered giving victims the authority to veto deals, but the idea hasn't gotten too much traction."
I leaned forward in my seat, giving the lecture my full attention.
The hallway outside Criminal Justice was the familiar chaos between classes. Students poured into the corridor in clusters, conversations overlapping while backpacks bumped into shoulders. Women leaned against the wall while guys stood next to them, flirting easily.
Rushing to my next class, I ran into Lexi by the vending machines.
"Lexi," I greeted the redhead.
"Sup?" Lexi nodded her head. "How was Criminal Justice?"
"Plea bargains."
"Oh." Lexi winced. "It must have been something to learn about rapists getting away for testifying against other rapists."
"Yeah, it was great," I rolled my eyes. "They better not give David too good of a deal."
"It's out of our hands," the redhead shrugged. "Are you doing okay? Don't need anything to help you relax, right?"
"I told you that was a one-time thing," I retorted in an annoyed voice. "A mistake."
"Just keep your shirt on at parties, m'kay?" Lexi arched an eyebrow. "I don't need you following in my footsteps and getting spit-roasted on a frat living room floor."
"Shirt stays on, no drugs," I promised.
"Sounds like a terrible party!" a random guy announced as he ran by us.
Lexi and I both giggled.
The Statistics classroom was familiar by this point in the semester. Same rows, same projector, same guy with three drinks and pit stains. We slipped into our usual seats near the middle and played on our phones until the professor arrived. Then we got a long, long lecture on probability and interpreting data.
We went over probability models and data interpretation while diagram after diagram appeared on the screen. Then there was a long warning about not assuming correlation equaled causation. Two things happening together didn't necessarily mean that one caused the other.
I felt better by the time class ended. The knot in my stomach from Criminal Justice had loosened somewhat. Students packed up around us as Lexi slung her bag over one shoulder. We left together, heading toward our next classes. I had Introduction to Art with Marcia, and Lexi shared her Psychology class with Ashley.
After Art, I walked with Marcia to The Commons for lunch. The food court was buzzing with conversation and movement, students flowing between the pizza station and the soda fountain. I spotted Ashley and Lexi waiting for us at a table; the tall blonde standing out as she waved us over.
"About time!" she said dramatically as we joined her after buying our lunches. "We almost replaced you."
"With who?" I asked while sliding into an empty chair beside Lexi.
Ashley pointed toward a nearby table. That guy."
That guy looked mildly alarmed, but he didn't waste the opportunity to drop his eyes to Ashley's cleavage.
"I think he's busy," Marcia commented, sitting next to Ashley.
"His loss," Ashley shrugged, leaning back in her chair and giving him a nice view.
"Kuh! Khh! Whore! Kuh!" Lexi coughed into her fist.
"You say something, slut?" Ashley challenged. "Big talk coming from you."
"Hey, I'm not the one who walks around her boyfriend's dorm in skimpy clothes to tease his shy roommate," Lexi reasoned with a shrug before biting into a fry.
"If ya got it, flaunt it!" Ashley declared, with the nearby guys seeming to agree.
"Let's talk about something else," Marcia urged, blushing slightly.
"How was psychology?" I asked.
"Ugh, any other topic," Ashley grumbled.
"It was fine," Lexi shrugged, looking toward the blonde. "Human beings are irrational."
"This surprises you?" Marcia questioned.
"I knew about Ashley, but in general? Yes," the redhead answered.
"She didn't argue with the professor this time," Ashley smirked. "But she did talk quite a bit. It's weird seeing her pay attention in class."
"I always paid attention in high school," Lexi declared.
"You used to draw pictures of the teachers," I pointed out.
"If she wasn't sleeping," Marcia added.
I settled into my chair, stretching my legs beneath the table as I started eating. The conversation flowed easily as we discussed classes and campus gossip. We talked about Public Speaking and Composition; the only two classes we all shared. Ashley complained about Ethics while Marcia discussed how great Sociology was. I felt slightly left out when Biology came up, since I was the only one not in that class.
Lunch with my Slut-sisters had become routine. I liked that. I just wished Hazel was with us.
"Are you two full sorority members?" I asked Ashley and Lexi at one point.
"No, not yet," Lexi shook her head.
"We're just pledges right now," Ashley explained. "We won't be full sisters for a few more weeks."
"Just remember you're Slut-sisters first," I smiled lightly.
"We aren't the ones with three hour cheer practices every day," Ashley giggled. "Corporate executives work less than you."
"I don't think playing cards on the computer in their big office counts as working," Lexi rolled her eyes.
"Either way; Slut-sisters forever," I nodded firmly. "What about you, Marcia? How's the honor society?"
"It's good," the quiet girl answered slowly. "Lina and I haven't been officially inducted yet."
"They'd be crazy not to want you," Ashley spoke up before looking at me and gesturing with her thumb toward Marcia. "You should see how much she studies in our dorm. It's horrifying."
"Yes, I studied last night while you somehow spent two hours painting your nails," Marcia scoffed.
"Look how pretty they are!" Ashley grinned, showing us her painted fingernails.
Before we could respond, the guys beside us got up from their table. They were talking loudly, their voices drifting over to us.
"...I heard they're offering deals now-"
"...whole case got bigger-"
"...a few people who go to school here are involved-"
"...someone from the gang is cooperating-"
I stiffened as the four guys walked away from us, throwing away their trash before leaving the food court. The conversation wasn't aimed at us, but the words still hit me hard. Not just me. Lexi's face was pale, her eyes wide as she looked at me. Marcia didn't seem to know what to say, and Ashley was watching Lexi and me.
"So," Ashley whispered, "that was about David?"
"Probably," I answered while picking at the edge of my sandwich wrapper.
"I guess word's out that the trial's heating up," Marcia sighed.
"Did Sarah tell you anything else?" Lexi asked me.
"Just that getting information from him will take time," I responded. "They don't rush this stuff."
"There's still gonna be a trial, right?" Ashley asked. "And David is still going on a registry somewhere?"
"The other guys haven't agreed to any deals, so there should still be a trial," I explained. "I have no idea what kind of deal David is gonna get."
"I hope campus rumors don't go wild," Marcia winced.
"People love true crime," Lexi observed darkly. "They often forget real people got hurt."
"That's depressing," Ashley observed.
"It's accurate," I sighed.
"Do you think you'll still have to testify?" Marcia questioned.
"Probably," Lexi grunted. "Just what I need; to tell a courtroom how Keith liked to do me."
"Hey, at least Kayla will get to publicly announce she got revenge for both of you," Ashley reasoned. "That dickless loser will never hurt another woman."
Despite the heavy conversation, life kept going all around us. The Commons stayed loud and busy, with students moving through tables while carrying trays of food. As I enjoyed lunch with my girls, I suddenly got the feeling that the trial wasn't just close; it had arrived.
I didn't have any more classes, but I did have cheer practice from 4:30PM to 7:30PM. It was tumbling and choreography day, which was always one that left me exhausted. My legs were heavy by the time I finally made it back home. I found Lexi and Hazel in the family living room watching a movie and playing on their phones.
"Where's Daddy?" I asked with a frown.
"Bedroom," Hazel grunted before popping a few sour cream and onion potato chips into her mouth. "Video games."
"How was cheerleading?" Lexi questioned, looking over at me.
"Fine. Same old," I shrugged.
"Your hair's wet," Lexi observed. "Is it weird walking around the locker room naked with the other girls?"
"Not really," I smirked and shook my head. "Everyone there has two tits and a cunt. So, it's normal."
"Still seems odd," Lexi frowned. "I mean, I know a few of those girls are jealous of you."
"Everyone in Ashwood has seen you naked," Hazel snorted.
"I'm not the one who got knocked up," Lexi countered.
"I'm gonna go find Daddy," I said, leaving before they could start arguing.
I had changed into small black shorts and a simple t-shirt after practice, placing my raven hair into an easy ponytail. Dropping off my bag in my bedroom, I walked across the hall and knocked on the door. Daddy invited me in, so I stepped inside and found him at his desk in a pair of lounge pants. On the computer screen were some humans with discolored skin and weird growths on their faces. One of them looked like it had fungus armor. Gross.
Daddy paused his game. "Hi, baby girl. How was your day?"
"Fine," I shrugged. "Practice was long, people are gossiping about the trial, and we covered plea bargains in class."
"Criminal Justice?"
"No, art," I giggled as I walked up to him, my bare feet cold on the floor. "Yeah, Criminal Justice. The entire class kept talking about ethics and negotiating justice."
"What do you think?" Daddy asked.
"I think I can see both sides," I admitted with a sigh.
"That's not a bad thing," he pointed out.
"I guess," I mumbled, placing my hand on the back of his chair.
"I talked to Sarah today," Daddy told me.
"And?" I probed.
"She just mentioned that prosecutors are organizing the next phase," he answered.
"Jordan Wells? That lawyer I met with?" I asked quietly.
"Yeah," Daddy looked up at me. "Sarah also told me to not let you panic."
"Sounds right," I nodded.
"I told her you inherited my calm and reasonable personality," Daddy grinned.
"I think it's illegal to lie to police," I giggled.
"I didn't lie, I embellished," he responded calmly, making me laugh. Then he looked at me more seriously. "Are you okay?"
"I think so," I swallowed weakly. "I'm just not sure what happens next."
"Whatever it is, we'll deal with it. Together," Daddy promised.
"Thank you," I whispered, sitting in his lap and wrapping my arms around his shoulders. "I'll be okay as long as I have you."
"You'll always have me," he smiled.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, baby girl?" he replied.
"There is something you could do to make me feel safe and loved," I told him.
"Oh?" Daddy frowned, his eyes widening when he realized what I meant.
Leaning in, I pressed my lips against his, silencing any protest. Daddy gave in when my tongue pushed into his mouth; kissing me back and wrapping his arms around me. I started grinding in his lap as we made out, feeling his hardness through our clothes. I couldn't wait to take him inside me, feeling him throbbing in my little pussy.
His hand cupped my breast from outside my shirt, caressing me gently as I felt my nipple harden. I felt his other hand at my lower back, lifting my shirt as his fingers brushed the waistband of my shorts. Sliding his hands into my shorts and underwear, I felt his hand squeeze my bare butt. Just the feel of him touching me like that was almost enough to make me cum.
I kept grinding on his lap as he pulled his hand out of my shorts and tried to break our kiss.
"No," I moaned into his mouth. "Don't stop."
"Kayla," he groaned against my lips. "We need to talk."
"After," I insisted, pushing my pussy down against his hardness. "Please. We can talk after."
"Wait!" Daddy suddenly gasped, taking my shoulders and pushing me back.
"What? What's wrong?" I asked, looking at him in terror. "Why won't you touch me? I just... I just want you to love me."
"I do love you, Kayla," he insisted, holding my upper arms. "I love you so much. You're my baby girl. That's why we shouldn't be doing this. You shouldn't be thinking we need to be together like this for me to love you."
"I don't think that," I mumbled quietly.
"That's not what you just said," Daddy pointed out with a sigh. "I'm sorry. I'm your father. I shouldn't have... I never should have. I'm sorry."


"You didn't do anything wrong," I shook my head, tears forming in my eyes. "Society is wrong. We have the purest love for each other."
"Maybe," he admitted reluctantly. "But you shouldn't be so dependent on this. Wouldn't you rather find a boyfriend? A nice guy who brings you flowers and takes you on dates?"
I gave him a small smirk as tears ran down my cheeks. "You want some dirty college boy putting his hands on your baby girl?"
"Well, no. Not particularly," Daddy cleared his throat. "It's not something I enjoy thinking about."
"Well, think about this: they all check me out," I husked into his ear. "All the boys on campus, every single one. They look at my legs, my cleavage. I can feel them staring at my butt as I walk away. But they don't get to touch." I grabbed his hands and placed them on my breasts. "You get to touch. I'll open my mouth and spread my legs whenever you want. You can shove it up my little ass and make me scream for you."
"Kayla, stop," he stated firmly, releasing my tits. "This isn't gonna work."
"Why?" I whined pathetically.
"I... look, I think we're both struggling," Daddy explained carefully. "You've been single and lonely, I've been worried about you and, well, I love you so fucking much. That's why what's best for you is most important."
"It's over?" I asked, my heart clenching in horror.
"No," he shook his head. "It's a little too late for me to claim the moral high ground. I just think we should take a step back and remember we don't need sex to love each other. Okay?"
"Then we can try again?"
"If we can be sure it won't make us dependent or interfere with you having a healthy relationship," Daddy insisted.
I wanted to argue, but I knew it wasn't the way to show my maturity. "Okay. I'm sad, but I understand."
"Thank you, baby girl," he smiled softly.
I slowly got out of his lap and turned to leave, not wanting him to see just how much I was crying. Fortunately, I didn't start sobbing until I got back to my bedroom. Deep down I knew Daddy was right, but I just wanted to feel him against me. I reminded myself that I just needed to remember that he would always love me.
~Scott Quinn~
Thursday October 02, 2025
I unlocked my office just before seven. The lights buzzed softly overhead as I stepped inside and placed my messenger bag by the desk. We were getting deeper into the semester, at the point where students started slacking off. The freshman were used to college, and the older students had given up on their resolutions to work harder than in previous semesters.
Checking my advising schedule, I noticed it was more crowded than I'd like. Still, one name drew my immediate attention. Kayla Thomson. She had finally scheduled an appointment with me. I pushed down my fascination with Kayla, reminding myself that it was my job to help her adjust to college and plan her future.
I took a sip of my water before opening my email. Being the department chair came with a lot of extra work Three messages about the budget, two regarding scheduling, and another two about paperwork. There was also an email from a student with a question about an assignment.
Sometimes I missed the years when teaching was my only responsibility. Those years also included a collapsing marriage. Victoria and I barely talked before and after the divorce; now only speaking to coordinate visits. At least back then I lived in the same house as my kids.
My phone buzzed, indicating a text from my daughter.
Violet: Are you still coming Saturday?
Scott: Wouldn't miss it.
Violet: Good. Liam says you owe us pizza.
Scott: Well, I'm glad you are being cordial with me again. Forgiven me?
Violet: I knew I shouldn't have gone. I'm sorry.
Scott: It's okay. I love you.
Violet: Love you, too.
Affection from my teenage daughter? That was shocking. Perhaps she really did miss having me in the house. I put my phone away before responding to a few emails. Then I gathered my things and made my way to my first class of the morning: Introduction to Criminal Justice.
Several students were already waiting when I arrived; some alert, some barely awake, a few playing on their phones. After several weeks, I had gotten to know a few of them. The athletes, the overachievers, the talkative ones, and the ones who just kept their head down and did the work.
I was arranging my notes at the podium when she walked in. Kayla Thomson slipped through the doorway carrying a notebook and travel mug, her cheer jacket tied loosely around her waist. She wasn't late or early, just predictably on time. I watched longer than I should have as Kayla took her usual seat front and center.
Kayla wasn't like other wealthy students; she didn't act entitled, didn't act like the world owed her everything. I couldn't deny that she interested me from the moment I first saw her. Not for the reasons many middle-aged professors focused on attractive students.
She first drew my attention with her confidence, with the kindness in her eyes. After getting to know her as a student, I loved the way she asked thoughtful questions. Kayla seemed genuinely interested in the subject, which made sense considering what I'd found out about her past. And her future; that trial.
"Good morning, everyone," I said right at 7:50AM. "Today we're talking about procedural justice and why people obey--or refuse to obey--the law."
I wrote the phrase "Legitimacy and Compliance" on the board.
"Simple question," I continued. "Why do people obey laws?"
"Fear of punishment?" one student offered.
"Good," I nodded, writing it down. "Fear of consequences. Absolutely."
"Social expectations?" another suggested.
"Also good," I wrote that down as well.
The discussion continued moving as students contributed. Punishment, morality, social order, trust. When trust was mentioned, I asked what happened to legal authority when public trust eroded. I listened to the arguments, steering the discussion without dominating it. People learned more from participation than they did from lectures.
One person was uncharacteristically silent. "Miss Thomson?"
Kayla looked up.
"What builds legitimacy?" I asked.
She didn't hesitate. "Consistency."
I nodded. "Explain."
"If people think the laws are applied unfairly, they stop trusting the system," Kayla answered. "Even if punishment exists."
"So legitimacy depends on fairness?" I folded my arms.
"No," she shook her head. "It depends on the belief that fairness exists."
The precise wording caught my attention. "And when those beliefs break down?"
"People stop cooperating," Kayla said plainly.
"Precisely."
I turned away from the young woman and continued my lecture. Her answer, however, stayed with me.
An hour later, Kayla Thomson appeared at my door for her advising meeting. She look slightly nervous as she stood in the doorway, wearing casual college clothes. Skintight jeans and a light green top. Her cheer jacket was still around her waist as she waited to be invited inside.
"Miss Thomson," I greeted pleasantly, gesturing toward the chair in front of my desk. "Please, have a seat."
"Thank you," she replied, sitting down and placing her bag on the floor.
"Coffee?" I offered.
"No, thank you."
"Good answer. It's terrible," I smiled lightly.
She laughed softly, a light, musical sound.
"So," I began, leaning back, "how's the semester treating you?"
"Pretty good," Kayla answered. "I like my classes."
"That's encouraging," I nodded. "It's not midterms yet, but you should have had a few exams and plenty of homework. How's that going?"
"I've done all my homework assignments and I did well on the tests I've had so far," she told me.
"You seem to be adjusting well," I observed.
"I like college," Kayla explained. "I love CSUA, I love cheerleading. Parties. All of it."
"I'm glad to hear that," I said sincerely. "Shame about our loss to Cal Poly a couple weeks ago."
"We made up for it at the home game against UC Riverside," she smiled.
"That we did," I chuckled and nodded. "Well, Kayla, you seem to be adjusting to college life perfectly."
"I've had help."
"Friends?" I asked, remembering her saying she didn't have a boyfriend.
"And my dad," she looked down at her hands for a moment.
"A good support system can make all the difference."
The conversation stayed comfortably professional. We discussed Kayla's classes and her course load. It was a little early to worry about the spring semester, but I did give her some tips on time management. We also discussed juggling college cheerleading, a social life, and classes. I sympathized, knowing it wasn't easy.
"Still feel confident about your major?" I eventually asked.
"I think so."
"You think so?" I probed gently.
"I know I like it," Kayla said slowly.
"That is important, but it's easy to like a couple of early classes," I responded carefully. "I ask because sometimes people choose majors they enjoy without considering whether they can handle the future work."
"What do you mean?" she questioned.
"Criminal justice sounds exciting," I told her, using my usual speech. "Investigations, courts, policing, advocacy. Procedural cop shows have done a fantastic job of damaging expectations."
"I've heard," Kayla smiled. "I have a friend who's a detective."
"Good, that makes me feel better," I nodded. "I always bring this up with freshman because, while you can always make a change, it's easier to do before you have a lot of major-specific courses. If you decide to switch to engineering as a junior, well, there's no way you're graduating in four years."
"I'd be a super-senior," she responded quickly.
"That's the term, yes," I laughed lightly. "I'm not trying to discourage you. I just want to make sure you're informed. The work itself can be complicated. The justice system involves people."
"And people complicate everything?"
"Truer words have never been spoken," I said dryly before giving her a curious look. "What interests you the most about criminal justice?"
"I'm not completely sure," she sighed, looking at her hands again. "I guess I like helping people."
"Law enforcement? Like your friend?" I wondered.
"No, I don't think so," Kayla shook her head.
"Federal?"
"I'm not really sure what that means, so maybe?" she winced as she shrugged.
"Legal work?" I suggested.
Kayla considered the question. "Possibly."
"You don't have to decide right now. In fact, you shouldn't," I said. "But it is something you should be thinking about."
"I understand, professor," she nodded slowly.
"We should meet again in a few weeks to discuss how your midterms went," I continued. "It wouldn't hurt to look at some career possibilities with this major. Think about why you wanted it in the first place."
The second sentence was out of my mouth before I could stop myself. I winced as Kayla tensed, clearly remembering. I never could have predicted what happened next.
"I chose Criminal Justice because I was kidnapped at gunpoint," Kayla said suddenly. "I don't want that to happen to anyone else."
I needed a moment to think of what to say to that, but Kayla didn't seem to be able to stop the words. My eyes widened as I silently listened as she told me everything. At least, I hoped it was everything. An ex-boyfriend who leaked intimate pictures, sexual assault, kidnapping, her best friend standing in front of a gun for her. She even told me what happened in that hotel room with the kidnapper, what he forced her to do. How she responded.
Before I knew it, I had a sobbing coed on my hands. She was mumbling something about not feeling as close to her father, being scared and having to testify. The only thing I could think to do was take out a sports drink and pull up a chair beside her. Removing the plastic cap, I offered her the drink.
Kayla accepted the bottle and took several big gulps.
"It's okay, take some deep breaths," I advised.
She sniffled slightly, looking at me nervously. "I'm so embarrassed."
"No need to be," I shook my head. "I can tell you've been through a lot. Have you considered talking with someone? The college has resources."
"I have a therapist, but thank you," she took another sip before wiping away her tears. "It's been a stressful few days."
"Take all the time you need," I offered.
"Thank you," Kayla gave me a weak smile as she struggled to compose herself.
A few minutes later I was walking her to the door. I was conflicted, but I had to say something.
"Miss Thomson? Kayla?"
"Yes, professor?" she asked in a small voice.
"If you ever need anything, anything at all, my door is open," I told her sincerely. "My email and personal phone number is on the syllabus. Don't hesitate to use them."
"Thanks," she smiled, looking appreciative.
"And one last thing," I said, getting her attention. "In that trial? My money's on you."
~Hazel Collins~
Thursday October 02, 2025
Ashwood Middle School looked smaller than I remembered. Maybe that happened to every school after graduating. I wondered if the high school would still look gigantic. Unlike the other girls, I wasn't used to a sprawling college campus with multiple buildings.
The parking lot was crowded with buses and waiting parents as the dismissal bell approached. It echoed across the grounds a few minutes later, with students soon spilling from the building in loud, chaotic waves. I stayed near the edge of the sidewalk, my hands tucked into the pockets of my cardigan which failed to fully conceal the swell of my stomach.
I was nervous, part of me wondering if I had made a mistake. The warm air brushed against my ponytail while traffic crawled through the nearby pickup lanes. I was being ridiculous. They were my brothers. They had to want to see me as much as I wanted to see them. Right?
Scott left the building first, walking and laughing with a couple of friends. He was tall for fourteen, his brown hair messy while a backpack hung from one shoulder. Waving goodbye to his friends, he met up with Daniel and headed for the busses. I felt my breath catch when I realized they looked older. They were growing up without me.
Daniel spotted me first, his eyes widening as he swatted Scott's shoulder and pointed. Scott gasped before both boys started moving. They weaved among students, dodging their classmates in their haste to reach me. It was Daniel who got to me first, a wide grin on his face.
"Hazel!" Daniel exclaimed, hugging me tightly.
"Oof!" I giggled, hugging him back. "Hi to you, too."
"Oh, sorry!" Daniel gasped, releasing me. "Did I hurt the baby?"
"She's fine," I smiled before turning to hug Scott. "Hey, little brother."
"You came," Scott whispered as I rubbed his back.
"Of course I did," I said when we pulled apart. "You guys got taller."
Daniel grinned. "You got pregnant."
"Dan!" Scott groaned.
"What?" Daniel turned to his brother. "She did."
Hazel laughed despite herself. "That was subtle."
"I'm just saying," Daniel mumbled. "Wait. You said 'she.' You said 'she's fine.'"
"Yes," I nodded, resting a hand on my swollen stomach. "You two will have a niece in January."
"What's her name?" Scott asked.
"I don't know yet, I haven't decided," I grinned and gestured toward a nearby bench in front of the school. "Come sit with me?"
The boys followed me over while the buses rumbled in the background. They briefly panicked, until I promised that I would drop them off at Grandma's and our parents would never know. I sat on the bench, with one brother on either side of me. I smiled when I realized how much we looked alike: same facial expressions, same lightly-bronzed skin.
For a few minutes the conversation was easy. I asked about their classes and teachers. Daniel complained about homework. Scott talked about the robotics club and some competition his team wanted to enter. I just listened, realizing just how much I had missed hearing their voices.
"How are you doing?" Scott asked after a while.
"I'm okay," I smiled softly.
"Grandma says you're living with rich people," Daniel said.
I snorted. "I'm living with Kayla. You remember Kayla?"
"So, it's true?" Scott questioned.
"Mostly."
"Do they have a pool?" Daniel asked eagerly.
"That's your question?" I giggled. "Yes, they have a pool."
"That's awesome," Scott's eyes widened.
Daniel looked toward my stomach. "W-when are you having the baby?"
"January," I reminded him.
"Are you scared?" Daniel wondered.
"A little."
"You'll be fine," Daniel insisted. "You're stronger than Mom and Dad put together."
"That's reassuring," I told him honestly.
"I know," Daniel nodded, his eyes still on my belly.
"It's okay to ask if you have any other questions," I smiled as students and parents walked by us.
"Can you feel her kick?" Scott leaned in with interest.
"Sometimes," I answered happily. "She likes to move around a lot at night."
"When you're trying to watch TV?" Daniel laughed lightly.
"Yes," I gave him a sad pout. "I'll be nice and comfy when she decides to kick my bladder. Then I have to get up and pee."
"Are you gassy?" Daniel grinned. "Do you fart a lot more?"
"Yes, Daniel," I sighed with a small smile on my face. "I fart a lot more. And I get the strangest cravings."
"Do the rich people take care of you?" Scott looked at me with concern.
"They do!" I giggled. "They always make sure I have whatever weird foods I want."
"That's good," Scott replied.
"Is it true, what Dad says?" Daniel looked nervous. "You don't know who the dad is?"
I don't want to lie, but I reminded myself that blood wasn't what made a dad. "Kayla's father is the dad."
"Really?" Scott gasped.
"That's so weird," Daniel said at the same time.
"Dan!" Scott hissed.
"What? It is," Daniel reasoned.
"I know, it's a little strange," I laughed lightly. "Any other questions?"
"Is she moving right now?" Daniel asked as the buses pulled away.
"No, not right now," I shook my head. "You can feel if you want."
"I want to," Scott looked at my stomach with wide eyes.
"Go ahead," I giggled.
Daniel and Scott both raised a hand and placed them close to my stomach. They looked reluctant to touch me, but Daniel got the courage to act first. His hand rested on my belly, feeling the swell. Scott followed him, and to my surprise, the baby moved at the perfect moment.
"Whoa!" Daniel exclaimed. "Wait. Was that gas?"
"No," I laughed, placing my hands on theirs. "She was saying 'hi.'"
"Hi, baby," Scott whispered. "I'm Uncle Scott."
"Yes," I sniffled, feeling my eyes start to water. "Yes, you are."
Daniel withdrew his hand, looking at me curiously. "I think Mom misses you."
"Oh?" I asked, feeling myself tense up.
"She won't say it," Scott added. "But she always looks upset at Dad when you come up and he calls you, uh, bad names."
"How are things at home?" I questioned quietly.
"The same," Daniel answered.
"I'm sorry."
"We have to go straight to Grandma's after school, we can't really go out or watch TV," Scott complained.
"And Michael misses you," Daniel continued. "He keeps asking when you're coming back."
"Can we come stay with you and the rich people?" Scott requested. "Our parents suck and Kayla's dad should have enough room."
"I wish it were that easy," I sighed, wrapping an arm around each of them.
"It should be," Daniel complained.
"I agree," I gave them each a kiss on the forehead. "C'mon, let me take you to Grandma's before she starts to worry."
My brothers noticed immediately that I had gotten a new car. Daniel helpfully pointed out that the new one wasn't rusted and actually had the hubcaps. I just shook my head and got in, driving them to Grandma's. I wanted to come in and see Michael, but I knew my parents would often show up randomly. The last thing I needed was to get Michael into trouble.


Lexi was the only one home when I returned to the mansion. It took me a bit to find her; the redhead turned out to be working out in the gym while listening to music. Instead of joining her, I went up to the bedrooms to check out the baby's nursery.
We had set up the nursery together a couple weeks ago. I talked it over with the girls and we went with a pink floral theme. Everywhere I looked was light pink and adorable decorations. There were thin green vines on the wall with pink and white flowers. We even had all the furniture set up. I started crying softly when I ran my hand along the baby's crib. My baby. My daughter.
I had a nice dinner with Lexi and Steven. Kayla got home from cheerleading and heated up some leftovers. She wasn't in a good mood while we watched television in the family living room. Eventually, Kayla got up the courage to sit with Steven. She curled up in his lap while he ran his fingers through her hair.
That night I was lying in bed spooning the pregnancy pillow Steven got for me. Wearing only a comfortable pair of cotton panties, I molded the pillow to my body while trying to find something good to watch on television. There was a knock at my door less than thirty seconds after I found something good.
"Come in!" I grunted.
Lexi walked into the room completely naked. "Hey, you horny?"
"Gee, you sure know how to sweet talk a girl," I rolled my eyes.
"I'm not trying to seduce you," the redhead scoffed. "And don't pretend you're not easy."
"Not as easy as you," I retorted. "And if you aren't interested in fucking me, why did you ask if I'm horny?"
"Kayla's lonely so I'm gonna spend the night with her," Lexi explained with a shrug. "I didn't wanna leave Steven with blue balls. Almost literally. Kayla texted while we were fucking. He said he was fine, but hey, there's a cock-hungry slut just across the hall."
"You really are a brat," I sighed, shaking my head.
"And you're a bitch; we've covered this," she stuck out her tongue. "Are you interested or not?"
I gave her an annoyed look as I tossed the blanket off my body. "You're lucky the hormones are making me horny."
"Be proud to be a Slut-sister," Lexi giggled. "Now, go get some before Steven rubs one out."
Lexi's methods were hard to criticize when they worked so well. The naked redhead disappeared into Kayla's room while I knocked on the door to the master bedroom. Steven quickly told me to come in and I rushed inside to find him in bed with his phone.
"Looking for some porn to jack off to?" I asked, placing a hand on my hip.
"Hello, Hazel," Steven smiled, placing his phone on the bedside table. "Looking good."
"Like what you see?" I giggled, running my hands along my boobs.
"Very much," he confirmed. "Uh, did Lexi send you in to keep me company?"
"Are you kidding?" I smirked. "I'm knocked up and feel fat. I need someone to help me feel like a woman."
"I can do that," Steven chuckled, giving me a look that said he knew damn well Lexi asked me to come in. "No handcuffs tonight?"
"No," I sighed as I pulled out my hair elastic and let my hair fall to my lower back. "Remember what the doctor said? I shouldn't lay on my back. The handcuffs are best for missionary and I don't think we can do that."
"That's unfortunate," he sighed.
"Mm, I'll make it up to you," I purred, putting my long hair in the braid I knew he loved. "I can't wait to suck that big dick."
Steven threw the covers off his body, showing he was naked. "Come and get it."
"Yes, sir," I husked, approaching the bed.
I was horny, but it was strange the way we discussed positions so casually. Lustful sex was what I was used to. Encounters where we just attacked each other. I briefly wondered if this was what married life was like. Did married couples have casual conversations about what positions they liked best? Kyle Baker was my only long-term boyfriend, and that idiot thought women were pregnant for over a year.
Curling up by Steven's waist, I took his thick shaft in my hand and stroked it. Steven's cock was perfect; the ideal length and girth. I admired the beautiful dick for a few moments before surrounding the mushroom head with my warm mouth. Sucking hard, I flicked my tongue all over the tip, making him groan.
Sliding my hand down to his base, my mouth followed as I inhaled his manly scent. With my lips pressing against his body, my hand found his balls and massaged them gently. My pussy was soaked as I spent a few minutes giving head, my lust building as pre-cum leaked out onto my tongue.
When I could wait no longer, I removed my underwear and gently straddled him. The added weight from the baby was making me far less graceful as I reached between us and aimed his length at my entrance. My eyelids fluttered as I sank down onto him, his thickness stretching my little pussy.
"Fuck!" Steven gasped, his eyes devouring my naked body.
"I'm not too heavy for you?" I asked with a small giggle.
"You're perfect," he whispered, cupping my sensitive breasts before sliding his hands down to my stomach.
"You're just saying that because I'm letting you do me," I teased, running my fingers through the hair on his chest. "Mm, I love your muscles."
"I'm saying it because it's true. You're beautiful, Hazel," Steven looked up at me in wonder before a grin crossed his face. "And you have impressive muscles yourself."
I bit my lower lip as I squeezed my pussy muscles to stimulate his shaft. "You like that?"
"I love it," he grunted, bucking his hips and making me gasp. "Fuck, you feel amazing."
"Oh God, so do you," I gasped as I lifted my body until only the head of his dick was between my folds. Then I took him all the way inside with one quick motion. "Oh God, yes! Ah!"
We stopped talking when I began riding Steven in earnest. My words were reduced to light pants and moans, accompanied by soft gasps as I felt him deep in me. Steven held my swollen belly, watching the expressions on my face as I undulated in his lap. He read me perfectly, adjusting his movements to maximize my pleasure.
"Are you cumming?" he asked urgently. "Are you cumming for me?"
"Yes!" I hissed, tossing my head back as my fingers clawed at his chest. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming! Ah! Ah! Fuck!"
I tensed in his lap, my body shuddering and mouth hanging open as I felt the pleasure exploding from my womanhood and electrocuting my every nerve. Just as I was returning to reality, I looked down to see Steven's red face. He was holding my hips as his back arched. Then I felt it. The sensation of the warm liquid squirting inside me.
"Hazel!" Steven grunted.
"Oh God, I'm, ah! Oh, ah! Ah, fuck!" I groaned, nearly screaming when I felt a second orgasm seize control of my body.
"Sorry about that," he said breathlessly as I lifted myself off him. "I didn't mean to cum so fast."
"Are you kidding?" I giggled as I lay beside him. "You got me off twice. That's better than most guys can do in bed with a chick."
"You're a little young to be so jaded about men," Steven chuckled.
"Am I?" I gave him a look. "High school and college guys mostly just want to add notches to their bedposts. Get off and move on. Half the time they don't even pretend to care if the girl enjoyed it. I'm the perfect age to be jaded."
"I guess there's some truth to that," he admitted. "I- Hazel, what are you doing?"
He watched as I held a hand beneath my pussy and let his cum run out onto my fingers. Turning to face him, I grinned mischievously before letting his cum drip into my open mouth. Steven sucked in a breath as I swirled his semen around with my tongue before sucking my fingers clean.
"Still need me to explain?" I asked after swallowing.
"Nope, I'm good," Steven chuckled, placing a hand on my stomach.
"Good," I replied, thinking about his seed inside me. "Steven?"
"Yes?" he drew out the word.
"Ken, John, and Ryan," I stated slowly. "They came in me. So did you. I guess I just keep hoping you're the biological father."
"The important thing is I'm the father in my heart. Our hearts," Steven insisted, his hand cupping my breast.
"I know," I let out a breath. "I kind of felt that today."
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"When I visited my brothers," I explained. "They asked if you treated me well here. You really felt like family. Like my brothers are. Kayla's my Slut-sister, you're both a lover and an amazing man who will always be here for me. Lexi's like our dog."
"She's not in the room to hear you insult her," Steven chuckled, his fingers teasing my nipple. "And I'm glad you are doing better about considering us family."
"Uh, be careful with that titty," I blushed slightly.
"Does it bite or something?" he frowned.
"No," I laughed. "I noticed some stains on my bras. I think I've started making Colostrum. That early-milk stuff."
Just a few more months," Steven smiled.
"I know we're family no matter what, but I can't help but hope you're the biological father," I said again.
"It doesn't matter to me," Steven said firmly. "I love you and I love our daughter."
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Warm sunlight filtered through the open terrace doors, the rays slowly waking Steven. He could hear the ocean in the distance as he groaned softly and stretched. Megan was still asleep, curled against his shoulder beneath the blankets. Steven smiled as his arm tightened around her waist. Waking up in bed with his girlfriend was a dream come true.
It took Steven a moment to realize what was missing. Normally, vacation mornings began with tiny feet, unreasonable enthusiasm, and demands for immediate access to the ocean. Carter was nowhere to be seen or heard. The villa was quiet. Suspiciously quiet.
At least until he heard the whispering at the door, causing his eyes to shoot open immediately.
"Yes?" he called out.
"Carter would like to come in and wake you!" Nell's voice replied.
"I'm not waking them, they're already up!" Carter protested.
"Please, come in," Steven chuckled.
The bedroom door opened, revealing Penelope and Carter standing in the doorway. Nell wore a flowing sundress, her long blonde hair flowing freely down to her lower back. Carter had on shorts and a t-shirt with a cartoon shark on it. Both were grinning widely as Steven sat up.
"Oh good," Nell said, "you're conscious."
"Barely," Steven grumbled.
Carter gasped dramatically. "He's alive!"
Megan groaned softly beside Steven. "Please tell me it's still early."
"It is," Nell replied.
"Then why are there so many people in my bedroom?" Megan sighed.
"Today's wedding day!" Carter declared immediately.
"Of course," Megan covered her face with one hand.
"I've been awake forever!" Carter whined.
"It's only seven," Steven chuckled after checking his phone. "You have not been awake forever."
"I have," the six-year-old argued.
"Forever's a long time, bud," Steven replied.
"How long? How many years?" Carter questioned.
"Five million, three hundred eighteen thousand, eight," Steven said with a straight face.
"Whoa," Carter gasped with wide eyes.
"Whoa, indeed," Steven agreed.
"I did try to stop him," Nell said, giving Steven an incredulous look.
"No, you didn't," Carter responded immediately.
"No," Nell admitted. "But, I thought about it."
"Traitor," Megan laughed into her pillow. "Ugh, we'll be right out."
"Okay," Penelope smiled, taking Carter's hand. "Let's give these two a moment to wake up."
"Steven," Megan began once Carter was out of earshot, "where did that number come from? Did you just pull it out of your ass?"
"If you enter that number in an old seven-segment digital calculator and turn it upside down, it spells 'boobies,'" Steven grinned proudly.
"I wanna break up," the heiress joked flatly.
Twenty minutes later, the five of them were gathered on the villa terrace overlooking the ocean. Isaac had joined them and was sitting beside Penelope in casual clothes. Room service had brought an amazing breakfast that included: coffee, fruit, pastries, eggs,, pancakes, bacon. Carter sat cross-legged in a chair as he attacked a stack of pancakes with alarming enthusiasm.
"I have a question," Carter said between bites.
"Yes?" Megan drew the word out as she looked up from her coffee.
"Why do people get married?"
"That's a good question," Megan nodded. "Someone gets married when they find a person they want to spend their entire life with."
"And they want the whole world to know it," Steven added.
Carter stabbed another piece of pancake. "Do you think Preston and Ashley are nervous?"
"Probably," Nell said.
"Even though they already know each other?" Carter wondered.
"Especially because they already know each other," Megan answered.
"Huh," Carter said, looking between Megan and Steven. "If you guys get married someday can we have dinosaurs?"
Silence. Complete. Absolute. Silence.
Then Nell bent forward and burst out laughing. Megan closed her eyes. Steven stared at his coffee. Isaac just cleared his throat while looking uncomfortable.
"I'm ah, I'm not sure bringing stuffed dinosaurs to a wedding is something people do," Steven eventually said.
"What about real ones?" Carter suggested.
"They're extinct, buddy," Steven reminded him.
"Mommy's rich, she can bring them back," Carter reasoned. "They made movies about it."
"They did, and those movies showed us that's not the best idea," Steven pointed out.
"Hey Nell, wasn't your mother in one of those movies?" Isaac suddenly asked.
"Yeah, she was that creepy dinosaur that spit venom," Nell deadpanned.
"Dilophosaurus," Steven answered immediately.
"Your mom isn't a dinosaur, Aunt Nell!" Carter insisted.
"She just spits venom like one," Nell stuck out her tongue.
"Carter, did you know the real dilophosaurus didn't actually spit venom?" Steven asked, eager to explore a safe topic.
"No way!" Carter gasped.
"Yeah, the neck frill was just in the movie, too," Steven answered. "And the real dilophosaurus was over twenty feet long, much bigger than the movie suggested."
"Nerd," Nell teased, making everyone laugh.
The ocean sparkled beneath the morning sun while Azure Cay came alive around them. Staff crossed distant pathways carrying flowers and decorations. Final preparations for the wedding were well underway. Despite the coming ceremony, the wealthy guests, and everything else the day would bring, Steven was smiling. Because for the moment, it was just breakfast with people he cared about.
The villa became increasingly chaotic as the morning disappeared. Around 9:00AM the room service trays were replaced by garment bags. Nell and Isaac returned to their villa to get ready while Steven, Megan, and Carter also prepared for the ceremony.
By ten, Carter had declared formal clothing a violation of basic human rights. By ten-thirty, Steven was fully reminded of why wedding days drove people insane. Carter's shoes were the wrong size, forcing Megan to frantically call for replacements. Steven also noticed his tie was missing, causing another delay.
Standing in the living room, Steven helped Carter put on his tie while making sure both of their tuxedos were perfect. Penelope and Isaac walked in, both of them fully dressed. Nell was wearing a soft blue dress that was elegant and stylish. Her blonde hair had been pinned back partially, allowing the rest to fall over her shoulders.
"Isaac, you're staring," Steven observed.
Nell rolled her eyes. "He thinks he's subtle."
"Nah, he just thinks you're beautiful, Penelope," Isaac declared, smiling at the blonde.
"Blech," Carter fake-gagged, sticking out his tongue.
Penelope blew a raspberry at Carter as the bedroom door opened. Steven's breath caught as Megan stepped into the room wearing the dress she'd chosen for the wedding. His lips parted slightly as he gasped, admiring the absolutely stunning creature that stood before him.
The deep emerald fabric complimented Megan's height perfectly, her heels letting her reach a full six feet. Subtle gold accents on the dress caught the light, sparkling as she walked. Her raven hair was styled the same way as Penelope's, with half of it pinned backed while the rest fell down her back. The stress of always having to deal with a business emergency was gone from her face, making her look less like Theodore Bauer's daughter and more like the woman Steven had been falling for.
"Now look who's staring," Isaac chuckled.
"Eww," Carter made a face.
"Don't be rude, Carter," Megan admonished gently while smiling at Steven. "Mommy's happy."
Carter adjusted his tie dramatically. "I'm handsome, too."
Megan walked over to Carter and mussed up his hair. "I know. You're my handsome little man."
"I wish I looked half as good as you, bud," Steven said.
"I know."
"Handsome, yes," Nell giggled. "Humility, however, remains a challenge."
Outside, the entire island had transformed. Beautiful flowers lined the pathways and resort staff in crisp uniforms moved briskly between buildings. Prestigious guests in formal attire made their way toward the ceremony venue. The Brinkerhoff wedding had finally arrived.
The ceremony venue occupied the highest point on Azure Cay. A winding stone path carried guests upward though tropical gardens and carefully maintained overlooks until the island opened before them. Steven froze, his eyes wide as he beheld the stunning sight.
Hundreds of white chairs were arranged beneath a canopy of flowers overlooking the ocean. Palm trees framed the edges of the venue while cliffs dropped away behind the alter. Everything worked together to create the illusion that the entire structure floated above the endless blue water.
"That's a lot of wedding," Carter observed with wide eyes.
"That's an accurate description," Steven agreed with a nod.
Guests moved toward the seating area while musicians played softly beneath the flower-covered pavilion. Resort staff guided people toward their assigned sections with practiced efficiency. Everywhere Steven looked he saw flowers, linens, crystal: astonishing displays of wealth that managed to be beautiful instead of flashy.
Steven spotted Theodore Bauer speaking with Chester Brinkerhoff and several family members. The old billionaire looked as imposing as ever. At least until Carter waved enthusiastically, drawing a genuine smile from the well-dressed businessman. Megan slipped one hand into Steven's, her other taking Carter's to lead both guys to the right section.
A few minutes later, the venue settled into silence. The ocean breeze softened, as if nature itself were celebrating the couple. The musicians shifted into a new piece, causing people to straighten in their seats. The wedding had begun, and even Carter became quiet. Mostly.
"Steven?" Carter whispered. "Can people ride dinosaurs at weddings?"
Megan immediately sighed and covered her eyes.
"They're extinct, buddy," Steven reminded him. "I think in India some people ride elephants at weddings."
"I wanna do that at my wedding!" the six-year-old gasped.
"No," Megan whispered immediately.
"That's discrimination," Carter responded.
"Against who?" Steven questioned.
"The elephants."
"Report me to HR," Megan advised. "Until then, if you stay quiet during the ceremony, I'll personally make sure you get extra cake."
Carter considered the offer. "Deal."
Preston Brinkerhoff stood at the alter looking nervous. The kind of nervous that couldn't be faked and showed how much this mattered to him. Guests rose to their feet as the procession began. Everyone watched the wedding party make their way down the aisle while sunlight sparkled across the ocean.
Then the bride appeared. Ashley Sullivan looked stunning. While the dress helped, it was the expression on her face that brought her beauty to another level. The beautiful blonde was showing off the kind of happiness that couldn't be purchased with any amount of money.
The ceremony proceeded quietly, with the officiant speaking about partnership and trust. He spoke about choosing someone every day, about the importance of of compassion and understanding and kindness. Simple ideas, but powerful ones. Steven found himself listening more closely than expected. Megan reached out and took his hand, lacing their fingers.
Ashley and Preston had prepared their own vows. They were short and heartfelt, making people smile softly. Steven glanced at Megan, noticing she was watching the couple intently. He was feeling it, too. Marriage. Commitment. Future. A wedding wasn't about flowers or venues. It was about standing in front of everyone important in your life and saying: "I'm choosing this person."
The second time Steven looked at Megan he found her already watching him. She gave him a small smile; the kind meant for exactly one person. Steven smiled back.
Then the final question. The final promise. The final answer. Moments later, as the ocean stretched endlessly behind them and the guests erupted into applause, Preston and Ashley shared their first kiss as husband and wife. The crowd rose, cheering and applauding.
If the ceremony site had been beautiful, the reception area was a scene from paradise. Lanterns hung from palm trees and pergolas overlooking the water. Long tables stretched beneath a canopy of lights while musicians played. Tropical flowers were everywhere, and the polished dance floor seemed to float above the water.
The cocktail hour occupied a series of interconnected terraces overlooking the ocean. Staff circulated with drinks and appetizers. Actual drinks for the adults. Tiny food for Carter. Everyone was happy. Carter grabbed a couple of cheeseburger sliders and melded with a cluster of children under the watchful eye of several resort childcare staff.
A soft ocean breeze moved through the space while guests mingled beneath the Fiji sun. A group of executives were talking business, likely involving numbers that could purchase small countries. Vivienne Brinkerhoff seemed like she was already drunk as she staggered around talking loudly about going swimming later.
Nell and Isaac were talking with a few of the women from the big Europe trip, the girls all laughing about old times and pretending to still like each other. Jessica Romano approached with her girlfriend, Eliana Buckley. Despite being the party twin, Jess had an amazing head for numbers and wound up in a heated discussion with Megan.
"How are you adjusting?" Ellie asked Steven before taking a sip of champagne.
Eliana's dress was beautiful and her posture was confident. Yet, Steven was sure he spotted some of the awkwardness he was experienced. The feeling of not belonging in high society. Ellie seemed relieved to have found another civilian, a fellow number nerd who wasn't filthy rich.
"I'm doing alright," Steven replied smoothly. "How about you? You've survived another Brinkerhoff event."
"It's not even dinner yet, still plenty of time for craziness," Ellie pointed out. "We haven't survived yet."
"That's true," he chuckled. "Every second feels crazy in a place like this."
"I know!" Ellie giggled. "Sometimes it seems like they're just like us, then a topic comes up that completely changes it."
"Exactly," Steven agreed. "I'll be sitting on the couch with Megan and suddenly remember one of the most famous pop singers in the world once lived in the same building."
Ellie stood beside him as they watched the crowd. "Last month I spent twenty minutes discussing yacht maintenance with someone who owns three islands."
"Megan told me one of her old friends crashed a yacht," Steven said.
"Amelia," Ellie snorted. "I've heard that one. Did you hear about Olivia spending forty thousand on one night at the club?"
"That's insane," he replied, eyes wide. "For most of these people it's probably normal."
"It is," Ellie shook her head and sighed. "It's nice to talk to someone who gets it. Or, rather, doesn't get it. Doesn't get them."
"Maybe we should start a support group," Steven jokingly suggested. "One for regular people dating the rich."
"So we can figure out how to fit in with people who had platinum baby rattles?" Ellie giggled.
"Exactly," he nodded. "Does it ever stop being weird?"
"No, but once you address a duke incorrectly you realize you can handle anything," Ellie responded immediately.
"That happened?" Steven questioned.
"It did," Ellie smiled. "It never stops being weird, but it gets easier. And you realize something."
"What's that?" Steven wondered after a sip of his drink.
"They really are just people," Ellie explained. "They want to find love, be happy. Live. They don't have to worry where their next meal is coming from or how they'll pay the bills, but they're still human."
Steven and Ellie turned to the sounds of cheering. Sophia Kingsley had pulled a guy up onto a table and was dancing suggestively with him.
"Just like us," Steven observed. "Some can't hold their liquor, some are quiet, others are wild."
Eliana nodded in response as she glanced around the area. "The trick isn't to try belonging to the world. It's to find the people who make it feel like home."
Carter found Megan and Steven when it was almost time for dinner. Everyone filtered into the ballroom and found their assigned seats. The six-year-old ended up sitting between them while making silly faces across the table with Penelope. Appetizers quickly came out, and Megan had to parent both her son and her best friend in between bites of salad.
The ballroom was buzzing with with conversation as people discussed various topics. A few people insisted on discussing the wedding while others talked about vacations they had been on recently. Across the room, Jared was working his way through yet another drink as he repeatedly glanced toward Megan.
Nell leaned toward Steven. "Fifty bucks says he makes a move before midnight."
"I'd lose that bet," Steven whispered back. "A hundred says he makes a move but she still leaves with me."
"Confidence. I like it," Penelope giggled.
The first course looked more like artwork than food. Thin slices of yellowfin tuna were arranged in a perfect circle around a dollop of avocado mouse. Bright pink radish slices and tiny green leaves added splashes of color, with delicate chips standing upright.
Servers arrived a little while later carrying shallow white bowls. A small cup of creamy lobster bisque served as the second course. Then came the entrees. Carter and Megan chose the beef tenderloin with potato pave and asparagus. Steven's went with pan-seared mahi-mahi with roasted baby vegetables and sweet potato puree.
"What kind of fish is that?" Carter asked while looking at Steven's plate.
"Mahi-mahi," Steven answered with a smile.
"Did somebody name it twice?" Carter asked.
Nell laughed so hard she choked on her wine. Megan couldn't help but laugh as well, causing Carter to grin happily.
People ate slowly, enjoying their meals before relaxing as servers cleared the plates. Wine glasses were refilled as Preston stood and got the room's attention. His speech was short and sweet, thanking everyone for coming and celebrating him and Ashley. She rubbed his back affectionately when he sat down.
There were a few other small speeches as well, all of them sweet. All of them personal. Chester Brinkerhoff spoke, welcoming Ashley to the family. Max, Preston's older brother and best man also said a few words. As was mandatory, Max made quite a few jokes at Preston's expense.
Carter clapped louder than anyone when it was time for cake. He cheered when Ashley and Preston cut the cake and smeared a little frosting on each other's faces. The cake was delicious, with Carter making sure to remind Megan of her promise for an extra piece.
A little later, the ballroom lights dimmed as the band leader stepped forward.


"Ladies and gentleman," he began smoothly, "it is our honor to invite Mr. and Mrs. Preston Brinkerhoff to the dance floor for their first dance as husband and wife."
Applause erupted as Preston stood and offered Ashley his hand. The room fell silent, with even the staff pausing as the couple walked toward the center of the dance floor. Preston placed one hand on Ashley's waist as she rested hers on his shoulder. Then they began to move to the opening notes of a slow song.
Steven wasn't much of a dancer, so he could appreciate the simplicity of the dance. No elaborate choreography or performance. Just two people enjoying the moment. Ashley couldn't stop smiling as she danced, occasionally laughing at something Preston whispered in her ear.
The mother and son dance was next. Natalie Brinkerhoff was crying softly as she walked up to her son for a dance. Next up was the father and daughter dance. Ashley's father danced with her to a song that proclaimed he had loved her first. Beside Steven, Carter had climbed into Megan's lap.
"Why's everybody crying?" Carter whispered.
"Because they're happy," Megan answered.
"That doesn't make sense," the six-year-old insisted.
"It will someday."
As Ashley and her father finished, the band leader smiled and stepped forward.
"At this time, we'd like to invite all parents to join us with their children on the dance floor," he declared proudly.
"Would my handsome man be willing to dance with me?" Megan asked, brushing Carter's hair back and smiling at him.
"Okay," Carter nodded, clearly taking the responsibility seriously.
Mothers and fathers of all ages danced with their children. Some of those children were all grown up, while others were younger than Carter. Steven smiled softly as he watched Carter look up at his mother while the two moved on the dance floor. She towered over him, but Carter held her hand and moved slowly with her as tears welled up in Megan's cheeks.
Penelope took Megan's vacated seat beside Steven. "Aren't they adorable?"
"They absolutely are," he agreed.
"Treat them well, okay?" Nell asked nervously. "You've been amazing, but I've gotten my hopes up about guys before."
"I'd never hurt them on purpose," Steven promised.
"Good," Nell smiled as they both watched mother and son. "You make them both happy. They deserve it."
"They make me happy, too."
Steven was surprised when Theodore Bauer stepped onto the dance floor and offered Megan his hand.
"Maybe Aunt Nell should dance with Carter now," Steven suggested.
"Or you," Penelope replied immediately.
"He's not my son," Steven shrugged.
"He's not mine either," Nell giggled. "And who knows? Maybe he will be in the future."
"As nice as that sounds, I think Carter would still rather slow dance with you," Steven chuckled.
"Fine, I'll take the bullet," Penelope kissed Steven's cheek as she stood and headed out.
Megan looked slightly uncomfortable as she danced with her father, holding him at arm's length. He whispered something to her, getting a nod in response. Whatever he said next seemed to surprise the heiress, causing her to move closer to her father. Theodore gave her a small hug before they resumed their dance.
Penelope held Carter's hand as the two of them spun slowly. The sweet moment only lasted a few seconds before they resumed their usual relationship. Penelope held both Carter's hands while the two shook from side to side while making faces at each other. Penelope cheered as her blonde hair whipped about her face, making Carter laugh.
The dance floor officially opened a few minutes later. Within seconds, Vivienne Brinkerhoff was somehow the center of it. Steven couldn't believe how fast she moved. One moment the blonde socialite had been sitting at the table, the next she had assembled a group of people to dance with.
"Does she ever get tired?" Steven asked Nell as they walked out onto the dance floor.
"Nope," Nell shook her head. "She's a hurricane made of wine and poor decisions."
Guests flooded the dance floor as the band transitioned to something faster. Isaac took Nell's hand and spun her to face him, a big smile on his face. Nearby, Damian Falkner was dancing with his wife, Olivia. Steven also spotted Jessica Romano dancing with her girlfriend, Eliana Buckley. The redhead looked completely at ease in high society as long as Jess was nearby.
Steven started dancing with Megan and Carter, the three of them enjoying the fast song. Carter hadn't really mastered moving to the beats yet, but he was definitely an enthusiastic participant. Penelope called across the room that she was jealous of his moves.
There were people around Steven had seen before, members of high society that he had met or heard about. All eight of the Europe women were present, and Steven remembered some of the old grudges. A wild summer in Europe was pretty tame for many of them, but he knew it was the craziest time of Megan's life and had cost her several friendships.
Olivia was laughing at something Damian said, looking every bit the socialite. It was hard to believe she and Megan had once been inseparable. Sophia was dancing passionately with some investment banker. Steven remembered Sophia was the one to introduce Megan to Andre.
Amelia was dancing nearby, appearing to already be tipsy. Hopefully she wouldn't crash anything tonight. Charlotte and Gabrielle were standing near the edge of the dance floor, whispering to each other urgently. Gossiping was their favorite activity, Steven knew.
As Steven and Megan danced, he noticed Veronica shoot Megan a dirty look. It was well known that Veronica didn't care for Megan or Penelope due to a Paris artist who had chosen Nell over Vera. So many names. Steven struggled to remember them all, but he knew who was important to him.
Across the ballroom, Vivi was climbing up onto a chair she had produced from somewhere. Her older brother, Max was trying to get her to come down. Everyone seemed to freeze when Chester Brinkerhoff stood and called out her name in a stern voice. Vivienne pouted, but listened and got off the chair. Only for Sophia to climb up on it.
The music was upbeat and no one cared how they looked. Steven was quickly discovering how shameless everyone was. Sophia was dancing with Vivi, Gabby was leading a singalong, and Jared was attempting to choreograph a routine. He was not doing well.
People drifted between tables and the dance floor as the reception settled into a comfortable rhythm. Conversations flowed effortlessly as the bride and groom danced wildly, sweat dotting their skin and big grins on their faces. The tropical night beyond the glass walls had become completely dark.
Steven returned to his seat and took a few sips of his drink. Carter sprinted across the ballroom and took the chair beside Steven. All the energy seemed to leave the six-year-old as he leaned against Steven and yawned loudly. Carter pressed his head against Steven's shoulder as he watched his mother approach with two glasses of water.
"You lasted longer than I expected," Megan said, placing one glass on the table and helping Carter take a sip from the other.
"I'm not tired," Carter mumbled quietly.
"Of course not," Megan smiled. "But it is getting late. Maybe you'd like to head back to the room?
"Maybe," he admitted sadly. "I'm danced out."
"You did a great job out there," Steven complimented. "I was jealous of your moves."
"I'll teach you sometime," Carter offered.
"I'd like that," Steven replied.
Carter didn't resist when Megan had a member of staff take him back to the villa. It showed just how tired the six-year-old was after the long day. Megan and Steven took a break for a few minutes before returning to the dance floor. Nell welcomed them back, seemingly much happier than she was with just Isaac.
Penelope was quite happy spending time with Steven and Megan. The two women eventually made a trip to the restroom, grateful to find it empty.
"You seem happy," Nell commented as the ladies stood in front of mirrors and fixed their hair.
"I am happy," Megan glanced at Nell. "Steven's great, things at work couldn't be better, and my father actually said he was proud of me."
"Theodore Bauer said that?" Nell gasped. "Holy shit, maybe I should sleep with him again."
"Yeah... don't do that," Megan rolled her eyes. "Stick with Isaac."
"For now," Nell sighed. "This is definitely it for us. I want what you and Steven have. Isaac's, well he's Isaac. He's nice enough, but I don't feel a connection. And I feel like I'm just a convenient set of holes for him to use."
"You need to find someone else," Megan insisted. "Someone who sees how great you are. Maybe stop sleeping with any guy who asks at events."
"I'll work on that one," Nell winced. "Thanks."
"You're welcome," Megan giggled. "You know, you don't have to sleep with Isaac again if you don't want."
"Eh, he has a nice ass," Nell winked.
"Oh, Penelope," Megan shook her head as she brushed her hair back.
The dance floor wasn't as crowded any longer. Most of the remaining couples moved slowly beneath the chandeliers while the band played soft music. Penelope danced a couple songs with Steven while Megan did the same with Isaac. Then they switched back, and Penelope couldn't help but giggle at how much taller Megan was than Steven. It was cute.
Steven stepped away to use the bathroom, giving Megan the opportunity to step out onto one of the terraces for a moment of quiet. Nell and Isaac finished their dance before he also led her outside, one hand briefly sneaking down to squeeze her butt. They stood overlooking the ocean as Isaac complimented Nell's beauty.
Nell suddenly stopped listening. "No."
"Sorry?" Isaac frowned, turning his head to follow her gaze.
"No, no, no," Nell laughed softly as she watched a figure approach Megan.
"What?"
"He's actually doing it," Penelope snorted. "Jared knows she's in a relationship now but he's still gonna go for it."
"Shit, really?" Isaac frowned as Jared stood beside Megan and spoke softly.
"Jared's convinced growing up in high society together matters more than chemistry," Nell rolled her eyes. "Idiot."
"This should be interesting," Isaac smirked.
"Someone should eavesdrop," Nell replied. "And by 'someone,' I mean 'me,' since I'm her best friend. Be right back."
The warm Fijian air wrapped around Penelope as she discreetly moved closer to Megan and Jared. Moonlight reflected across the water as she followed the railing toward a quiet section of the balcony. The voice was a whisper at first, and Nell eased forward until she could just make out what they were saying.
"...always liked you."
"Oh, Jared," Megan sighed, the tone saying everything.
"I know, I know," Jared responded quickly as Nell leaned in to hear. "...timing's not great....you weren't interested... then Steven."
"I'm in a relationship now," Megan pointed out.
"It's new..." Jared reasoned. "...our world."
"Don't you feel bad at all for trying to break us up?" Megan asked pointedly.
"A little, sure," he shrugged, not seeming sorry at all. "...wait any longer. I'll be good to you. And Carter."
"I'm sure you would be," Megan shook her head. "...deserve someone who's excited to say yes."
Poor idiot. Nell just shook her head and went back to Isaac. Megan slipped back inside a minute later, leaving Jared all alone. Isaac didn't ask what happened. The moment Nell returned, his focus shifted entirely to her. He kissed Nell softly, whispering how he couldn't wait to be alone with her.
By the time Penelope and Isaac returned to the ballroom, nearly fifteen minutes had passed. Steven and Megan were sitting and talking, with him smiling reassuringly as he held her hand. Jared was sitting alone at his table, his tie loosened and whiskey glass empty.
Nell and Isaac walked with Megan and Steven on the way back to their villas. The women took off their heels and walked barefoot down the streets of Azure Cay. Hugging Megan and Steven, Nell entered the villa she shared with Isaac. He fetched a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses before leading Penelope into the bedroom.
Their villa overlooked the ocean. Nell opened the curtains to gaze out over the dark waters while Isaac loosened his tie and sat on the edge of the bed. Nell joined him, accepting a glass of wine and taking a sip. For a while they simply sat together. Talking, laughing, and reflecting on the wedding.
Penelope remembered when Preston was dating Megan. He was married and Megan was in a new relationship. Nell was happy for her best friend, but also quite envious. The sex had been fun, although she hated how she'd been treated. She wanted something like what Megan had with Steven.
Isaac made his move the instant the wine glasses were empty.
Cupping her cheek, Isaac leaned in and softly pressed his lips against hers. Nell returned the kiss, her tongue snaking out to play as her fingers ran along his thigh. Isaac wasn't wasting any time, his hands quickly finding Nell's big tits. She moaned softly into his mouth when one hand slid into her blue dress.
His kissing got increasingly more aggressive as his lust grew; Nell could feel his excitement beneath her fingertips as she felt the familiar heat between her legs. Her dress was soon around her waist, baring her large breasts with their light pink nipples. Isaac cupped a heaving boob while his other hand slid between Nell's legs to rub her from outside her panties.
"Mm," Nell mewled softly as Isaac kissed down her neck to her collarbone.
Sucking on her neck, he palmed her breast while Nell spread her legs, inviting him to take things further. Isaac slid two fingers into her soaked snatch as his head swooped down to capture a nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked the little pink nub while he curled his fingers inside her.
"Oh, fuck!" Nell hissed, her body flush with excitement as she responded to his touch.
She was hoping he would get her off with his fingers, but Isaac had other ideas. He resumed kissing her for a couple minutes, his hand buried in her long blonde hair. Then he began slowly applying pressure, encouraging her to lower her head as they made out.
Nell knew what he wanted and quickly extracted his erection from his tuxedo pants. Stroking him, Penelope bowed her head and closed her lips around his thickness. The feel of a hard dick in her mouth and the taste of his skin was making her wet. Nell moaned happily as she gulped down the first few inches.
"Fuck, babe!" Isaac groaned, tugging at her blonde locks. "You're so good at that."
Penelope gave enthusiastic head, her large boobs squishing against his thigh as his hands explored her body. Tugging up her dress, Isaac roughly grabbed a handful of Nell's pantie-clad ass. She yelped in response, sucking hard on his tip as she wiggled her butt.
Isaac soon guided Nell to her knees on the floor so he could hold her head and fuck her face. Leaving her mouth hanging open, Nell made sexy gurgling noises as a thick cock repeatedly violated her tight throat. One of her hands tugged on her nipple while the other was between her legs so she could rub herself.
"Glug! Glug! Glug! Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!" Penelope gurgled, her boobs jiggling slightly as Isaac used her mouth. "Gak! Gak! Hurk! Hurk! Gak!"
The beautiful socialite was used to guys being selfish assholes. They never bothered with her pleasure until they got theirs, if they bothered at all. Nell knew Isaac was going to cum in her mouth before taking care of her. At least he was the type who would eat her out while he recharged.
Moans and squirms from Isaac warned Nell of what was about to happen. He groaned and pushed her head down as hot semen flooded Penelope's mouth. Her nostrils flared as the smell and taste of cum made her squirm with pleasure. Nell's throat contracted as she swallowed everything he gave her.
They quickly got naked and climbed into bed. Isaac pushed her tits together so he could kiss all over her cleavage before working his lips down her flat stomach. Penelope finally got her relief when Isaac buried his face in her wet twat and started licking her pussy. It didn't take long before she came on his tongue, drenching his face in feminine nectar.
Isaac was ready for another round, so he quickly rolled Nell over onto her stomach. At his urging, the tall blonde got up on all fours and offered herself to him. He took her ass in both hands, squeezing her butt-cheeks and pulling them apart to get a good look at her puckered ass hole. Then he lunged forward, burying his entire length in her pussy with one hard stroke.
Penelope threw her head back, releasing a throaty moan as her warmth yielded to his cock, her vaginal walls molding to his thickness. She clung to him as he pulled back so only the head was between her labia, then she gasped loudly when he slammed back inside.
"You like that?" Isaac grunted, his fingers digging into her hips.
"Yes, I love it!" Nell moaned, her blonde hair cascading down her back. "Ah! Ah! Ah!"
Their rhythm became one as feminine moans and manly grunts mixed with the sounds of slapping flesh. Nell and Isaac moved like lovers who were familiar with each other, who knew what the other would do next. Isaac's thrusts were hard and deep, creating a predictable motion they both loved.
"Yeah, you like that," he hissed as he drilled her from behind. "Tell me you like that big cock."
"Ah, fuck!" Nell whimpered, his balls slapping her clit. "I love it! I love your big, thick cock in me. Ah! You're so, ah, deep! Ah!"
"You like it rough, hm?" Isaac asked, spanking Nell's tight ass. "You want me to treat you like a slut?"
"Yes! Spank me! Harder! Hit me harder!" Nell grunted through clenched teeth as Isaac spanked her several times in quick succession. "Pull my hair, slap my ass, fuck my pussy! Make me your bitch!"
Grabbing a fistful of Penelope's blonde hair, Isaac yanked her head back roughly. Nell panted and moaned as her back arched, her big tits jiggling and slapping each other as she was roughly taken. She squeezed her pussy, tightening her hole for his pleasure as he groaned.
"Yeah, that's it," he grunted as his hips impacted with her butt. "Tell me how much you like it!"
"Oh God, you feel so fucking good!" Penelope gasped, her head still held back by the hair. "I love having you in me! Keep going, oh! Fuck, please don't stop! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Isaac's breathing was erratic as his thrusts grew more intense. "I'm gonna cum in you! Tell me you want it!"
"Please cum inside me!" Nell begged wantonly. "Fill me with it! Oh God, I wanna feel your cum in me!"
"More!" he grunted through clenched teeth as he switched his grip to her hips. "Keep! Going!"
"Cum in my pussy, baby!" she cooed, looking back at him with her blue eyes. "Pump it into me! Oh! I want it leaking out of me all night! Please! Please, cum! Cum for me! Yes! Yes! Yes!"
"FUCK!" Isaac grunted, holding himself balls-deep as he unloaded in Nell's body.
The two collapsed in a sweaty heap on the bed, both of them panting heavily as they struggled to catch their breath. Nell moaned softly when she felt Isaac ease himself out of her hole. He then rolled onto his back and let out a long breath as Penelope lay beside him. Her breasts were dotted with sweat, the large mounds rising and falling with her rapid breathing.
"You are so fucking hot," Isaac gasped weakly.
"I know," Nell nodded breathlessly.
"Your modesty could use some work," he replied, glancing down at her exposed breasts.
"I'm a tall blonde with big tits and blue eyes," she pointed out. "I'm aware guys are interested in my cute, little ass."
"I love your cute, little ass," Isaac laughed lightly. "And I've loved this trip."
"It's been fun," Nell agreed as her heart rate slowly returned to normal.


"Have you thought about what we'll do when we're back in the states?" he asked carefully.
"What do you mean?" she frowned as she glanced his way.
"We've been each other's date for a lot of events, we've known each other for years. We seem to get along well," Isaac shrugged. "I thought maybe we could make this more serious."
"And you thought now was the best time to bring this up?" Nell giggled. "Smooth, counselor."
"What better time," he smirked as he ran his fingers along her bare boob. "You're vulnerable, you've got my cum leaking out of you..."
"And I can't feel my left leg," she stuck her tongue out. Then she felt her stomach tighten. "Can I ask you something?"
"Of course," Isaac nodded. "Ask away."
"Why do you want to be with me?" Nell wondered.
"Like I said, we get along well," he answered. "We've known each other for years. Seems like a good time to take things to the next level."
"Isaac," Nell turned onto her side, "I appreciate you want something more. I really do. Most guys seem thrilled I'm willing to give it up for free. Six months ago, I probably would have agreed right away."
"What changed?" Isaac questioned. He didn't look hurt, just confused.
"Steven Martucci."
"I think he's spoken for," he looked at Nell with a raised brow. "You know, since he's dating your best friend."
"That's not what I meant," Nell giggled, resting her head on her hands. "What Steven and Megan have made me want more. A real partner. Not just a good match."
The lawyer looked at her carefully. He was successful and confident and handsome. Everything a woman should want.
"I do like being with you," Isaac said honestly.
"I like spending time with you, too," Nell acknowledged. "And it might make me a whore for sleeping with you when I don't feel the spark, but I... I mean, do you? Do you feel a real connection? Be honest."
Isaac opened his mouth to speak before closing it, seeming to change his mind. "No, not really. I like that you're passionate about things, but those things don't interest me. No offense, but birds are just flying shit-machines."
"Those are fighting words, counselor," she giggled.
"As a good attorney, I'd never enter a fight I know I'd lose," he chuckled.
"Smart man," Nell nodded.
"I'm not asking you to marry me, you know," he pointed out. "Or to have kids right now."
"I know."
Silence stretched between them. Penelope had spent her entire life surrounded by people who seemed so certain. People who thought five-year plans were for common people; they had their entire futures outlined from preschool. Marriage was an item on a checklist for them, for people like Isaac. It wasn't what Nell wanted any longer. She wanted a real journey, to find a real partner.
Isaac nodded slowly. A man accepting a verdict. "Okay."
"Isaac-"
"Don't," his voice was kind. "Please don't say something because you feel guilty."
"You deserve someone you're excited to choose," she insisted. "Not someone who seems like a smart choice. Follow your heart to find your partner, not your head. Or your dick, for that matter."
"Usually if I'm not thinking with my upstairs brain, it's the downstairs one calling the shots," Isaac smiled softly. "But, you're right. I should think with my heart. Not everything is about logic."
He slid out of bed, standing and stretching. Nell couldn't help but admire his ass. "Where are you going?"
"To take a walk," Isaac answered. "I need to clear my head. Then maybe we should sleep in separate beds. You know, if we're just gonna be friends."
"Friends sounds good to me," Penelope smiled, playfully covering her breasts.
Isaac slipped on pants and a t-shirt before disappearing from the room. Nell let a few tears fall, feeling guilty for turning him down. It was best for both of them, but it still hurt. Letting out a long sigh, she listened to the sounds of the ocean filling the empty room.
Penelope Miller felt completely lost. And all she wanted to do was find Megan.
One villa over, Megan Bauer was a little too busy to talk about feelings and crap.
"You'll tell me if you need me to pull out, right?" Steven asked for the tenth time as he loomed over the gorgeous heiress.
"For the thousandth time, yes!" Megan giggled as she knelt on all fours, her dark braid held together with blue-and-white ribbons. "Are you gonna keep whining or are you gonna shove it up my ass?"
"I just don't want to hurt you!" he exclaimed. He was fully naked, his hardness aimed right at her.
"We used plenty of lube," she reminded him. "It's been a long time, so the head will probably hurt going in. It's so worth it. Come on, stick it in my butt!"
"Okay, okay," Steven nodded.
Megan was wearing a blue-and-white pleated cheer skirt that had been flipped up to expose her sexy ass and pink pussy. Her top was the blue sleeveless v-neck crop-top with white around the edges. The top was pushed above her big tits, making it impossible to read the word "Cheer" that was printed on the chest in big white letters. The pompoms were on the floor somewhere, but Megan was still wearing a cute pair of cheer shoes.
Holding his lubed erection at the base, Steven leaned forward and pressed his glans against Megan's rear entrance. She was incredibly tight and he didn't want to hurt her, so at first he was unable to push inside. At her insistence, Steven held her hips tightly as he eased forward until his head popped into her ass.
"Fuck!" Megan grunted, her teeth bared and clenched.
"Do you want me to stop?" Steven asked nervously.
"Did I ask you to stop?" the heiress whimpered.
"Uh, no?" he replied.
"Then keep going!" Megan growled passionately. "Fuck my ass, idiot!"
"Yes, ma'am," Steven chuckled as he looked down and watched her ass clamp down on his dick.
Shifting slightly, Steven pressed forward and caused them both to grunt. He had to ease himself in and out a couple of times in order to work his entire length up Megan's backdoor. She made a loud growling noise as she grabbed a pillow and held it to her chest.
"Fuck! Me!" Megan groaned. "Do it! Fuck me up the butt!"
Steven's fingertips dug into her soft skin as he slowly increased the speed of his thrusts. Megan bit into the pillow as she let out a quivering whine. Within a minute Steven was properly fucking Megan up the ass, making her grunt each time her sexy body jerked forward due to the force of his thrusts.
The experience was clearly intense for Megan, and Steven soon realized she was enjoying herself. Holding the pillow with one hand, Megan slid a hand between her legs so she could rub her clit. It wasn't long before she tensed up and came, her toes curling as her back arched.
"I can't last much longer," Steven warned, his breathing rapid.
"Ah! It's, ah, it's fine!" Megan grunted as she slid two fingers into her tunnel. "Ah! Fuck me until you cum! Ah! Finish inside me."
Megan's ass was almost too tight. In addition, the knowledge of what he was doing to the sexy woman was incredibly arousing. With a few rapid thrusts, cum exploded from Steven's tip as he wailed. Tossing back his head, he shook slightly as every drop of semen was pushed from his balls to splatter into Megan's butt.
Steven eased himself out of her and lay on his side so he could draw her close. His hand found her large breast, his fingers unable to fully encompass the beautiful titty. He squeezed her slightly, making Megan moan as her hard nipple pressed against his palm.
"How was your first anal, big guy?" Megan asked with a giggle.
"Very happy to be the one giving," Steven answered simply.
"Ooh, aren't you clever," she placed her hand on his. "We should wash up before we get comfortable. I've got cum leaking out of my bum and you need to wash that thing if you expect me to put it in my mouth again."
"That's fair," he agreed.
Steven quickly cleaned himself before putting on a pair of boxer briefs and a robe. Megan tugged her cheer top back over her breasts and went to the bathroom to wash up. While in the kitchen getting a couple of waters, Steven heard a soft knock at the door. Frowning, he approached and opened the door to reveal Penelope Miller in a pair of cotton pajama bottoms and a plain white t-shirt.
"Hey, Steven," Nell gave him a forced smile.
"Nell," he nodded. "Are you alright?"
"Long story. Isaac asked for a commitment, I said I wanted love instead of some high society match," Penelope sighed. "Huh. I guess it wasn't that long of a story. Megs around?"
"Sure, come in," Steven offered.
It was obvious Penelope was emotional, but Steven didn't ask anything as he led her into the villa. Grabbing her a drink, he accompanied the blonde socialite into the master bedroom. Just as they entered, Megan stepped out of the bathroom, still clad in her cheer uniform.
"Shit, I am interrupting," Nell winced before smirking. "Love the look, Megs. Steven's one lucky bastard."
"We, ah, actually just finished," Megan admitted with a small smile.
"Yet the uniform is still on and I don't see any cum stains," Nell pointed out before taking a sip of her water.
"I just, you know, lifted up the skirt and top," Steven cleared his throat.
"I'm not wearing underwear," Megan announced before gesturing at Nell's chest. "Or a bra. Something you could have put on before coming over."
"Doesn't matter," Nell grunted.
"You're wearing a white shirt," Megan stated flatly. "I can see everything. So can Steven."
"Don't care."
"Did something happen?" Megan asked, accepting a water from Steven.
"Steven," Nell looked at him.
"Isaac wanted a relationship but Nell said she wants real love instead of a, uh, I think she said 'high society match,'" Steven answered. "I guess they broke up?"
"That about sums it up," Penelope said.
"Do you wanna talk?" Megan questioned, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"I don't know," Nell responded, sitting beside her best friend.
"That means 'yes,'" Megan observed, glancing at Steven. "Join us."
Steven sat on Nell's other side, taking a sip of his drink. "Are you sure you're okay?"
"I guess I'm just thinking more about my future," Nell admitted. "A girl can't fuck her way through charity events her entire life."
"Aw, my little Penelope is growing up," Megan teased.
"Bite me, Megan," the blonde grunted, laughing loudly when Megan playfully leaned in and bit her shoulder. "Okay, knock it off! My point is that I want to find a guy of my own. I see how happy Steven makes you."
"Sounds like Isaac did offer," Steven pointed out.
"He did, because he thinks we're a good match," Nell sighed. "Not because he loves me. His face doesn't light up when he sees the way I look at birds. He just nods along when I talk. I want a guy who looks at me the way you look at Megan."
"You deserve that, Nell," Steven smiled.
"And I'm sure you'll find it," Megan added. "In the meantime, we're happy to have you be our third wheel."
"You did say you wanted to experiment with Megan," Steven reasoned with a smirk.
"Someone's comfortable with us now, good," Nell giggled. "How about it, Megs? Wanna double-team your guy?"
"Go to bed, Penelope," Megan grunted, a small blush coloring her cheeks.
"Nah, I'm glad we're all friends. It's awesome," Nell grinned. "And you two are an adorable couple."
"Thanks," Steven responded happily. "You should have heard Megan after Jared made his move."
"Oh God, what a fucking moron," Nell laughed. "Everyone in high society is like that. They feel like they can do whatever they want and the idea they might be refused just never enters their brain."
"Honestly, you have a lot of the same problems," Steven said. "The rich, I mean. Sure, you don't have problems with bills, but you have the other ones. The drama, the insecurities, the fears. We're all human. Even you rich folks."
"Gee, thanks," Megan scoffed.
"He's got a point," Nell nodded. "All that crap in high school, in Europe. That was years ago and we still don't talk to the other girls."
"To be fair, one of them did leak a sex tape," Steven winced. "That's a big deal."
"That was Gabby, by the way. Gabrielle Whitaker," Megan answered, looking by Nell to Steven. "I made the tape with Andre and told the other girls. I only showed them pictures, but Gabby slipped into my room and got everything off my phone."
"Thank you for telling me," Steven said sincerely.
"I wanted to kick that girl in the tits," Nell growled. "I wouldn't have to kick very high, she's barely five feet. I can take her."
"That isn't necessary, but thank you," Megan smiled. "It wasn't just Gabby who was horrible. Olivia is the one who claimed it was how I was breaking into the porn industry."
"She'll get a kick in the cooch after I'm done with Gabby," Penelope stated. "I'm sorry, Megan. Sorry we drifted apart after I fucked up. I'd do anything for you. For you, and for that little boy."
"We won't let it happen again," Megan whispered as the two looked at each other.
"Never again," Nell vowed.
Steven watched carefully, seeing the spark between the two women. For a brief instant, he thought they'd close the gap and kiss. Instead, everyone jumped when Steven's phone started buzzing.
He quickly got up when he realized he was getting a call. It was after 3:00AM Sunday morning in Fiji, meaning it was around 11:00AM Saturday back in New York. It was still strange that Jane of all people was calling him.
"Hello?" Steven answered hesitantly as Megan and Penelope looked on.
"Steven!" Jane gasped. "M-my father!"
Steven felt his chest tighten. Jane's father, the abusive asshole. What had he done? "What about him?"
"He's dead!"
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Camilla Garcia was lying in bed completely naked, every inch of her flawless caramel skin exposed. The sexy Latina bit her lower lip and released a soft moan as she worked the dildo in and out of her pink pussy. Her perfect teardrop breasts wobbled on her chest, her nipples hard as she pleasured herself.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Camilla husked passionately as she writhed on the bed. "You're so hard! Oh God, that's it! So good, fuck!"
In another part of New York, Sienna was also naked in bed. A gorgeous redhead, Sienna was squeezing one of her large breasts as she moaned softly. Her fingers tugged on a pink nipple before her hand moved south. It wasn't long before she started circling her clit with her fingertips, causing her pussy to flood with moisture.
"So fucking hot," Sienna whispered as she struggled to hold her phone steady with one hand. "Mm, good girl, fuck!"
On the screen the livestream for La Diosa, the Goddess, continued. Camilla made sure the viewers could see everything they wanted; between her legs, to her breasts, up to the expressions on her pretty face as she pleasured herself. Her breathing was growing more ragged as she brought herself closer to the peak.
"I wish you guys were here with me," Camilla moaned as she pushed the sex toy into her body. "Oh God, I'd take you all. You wanna see me suck a cock while another fucks me? Oh, maybe there's one up my ass as well! Fuck, I'm gonna cum! Ah!"
"That's it, take that cock, you little slut," Sienna growled as she rapidly rubbed her clit.
Camilla's SeeMe account had exploded in popularity. She had a ton of pictures and videos posted, in addition to doing quite a few livestreams. Even though she only performed solo, a lot of guys were still eager to watch. Some of her most popular pictures were ones where she was fully clothed, smiling at the camera and showing off her personality.
Working up the courage to tell Theo how much she was enjoying Camilla's content was challenging for Sienna. She ended up being worried about nothing, since Theo was very supportive. He even found it hot that Sienna was also reading girl-on-girl smut. The two were closer than ever. Of course, Camilla had no idea Sienna was one of her many viewers.
At the request of those viewers, Camilla flipped into doggystyle so she could fuck herself with the dildo while looking over her shoulder at the camera. Sienna leaned her phone against the lamp on her bedside table so she could pull on her nipple while fingering herself. Seeing Camilla make herself cum while her tits swung beneath her was bringing the redhead close to her own release.
After another orgasm, Camilla got on her back and sucked her pussy juice from the dildo while moaning for the camera. Sienna bit her lower lip while she made a few soft squeaks as her insides contracted. Tweaking her clit, the petite woman came again while watching Camilla slide the sex toy between her own breasts.
"Okay," the sexy Latina began, "thank you all for joining me for this fun session. I hope you enjoyed as much as I did. Unfortunately, I think that's it for today." Camilla gestured at the camera with the dildo. "As you know, this was my last show in this apartment. Today is moving day and I'll be really busy even with my friends helping out. I'll make sure to reply to your messages tonight. Have a good day and cum hard for your girl!"
The livestream ended and Sienna closed the app.
She had taken the day off to help Jane and Camilla move in to the new apartment they'd share with Jane's baby sister, Molly. It was still early, so she took a long, hot shower before returning to her bedroom and dressing in casual clothes. Theo was already awake as well and had immediately texted his girlfriend.
Theo: Dw i'n caru ti
Sienna: I love you, too :)
Sienna: At this rate you're gonna be fluent in Welsh.
Theo: I only know a few phrases.
Theo: Plus the swearwords your dad taught me.
Sienna: Those are the only words he knows.
Sienna: It was cute when he was teaching you. I'm glad you get along.
Theo: Me too.
Sienna: It's just a shame you weren't up earlier.
Theo: Why's that?
Sienna: I spent the morning playing with myself. ;) Had a very nice orgasm.
Theo: Damn, wish I was there for that!
Sienna: Then I took a shower. My hair is still damp.
Sienna: I'm already dressed or I'd send you some sexy shower pics.
Theo: Do you enjoy torturing me?
Sienna: Yes.
Theo: The Red Dragon indeed.
Sienna: RAWR, baby! ;)
Making her way to the kitchen, Sienna was surprised to find her mother was already awake. Gwen was sitting at the table wearing a long robe and sipping on a steaming mug of coffee. She was nibbling on some toast as Sienna entered and went straight for the coffee.
"Good morning," Gwen said in a cheery voice.
"Morning, Mom," Sienna replied as she poured her own cup and started making toast. "Where's Dad?"
"Still asleep," her mother smirked. "I wore him out."
"Yeah!" Sienna nodded approvingly. "Get it, Mom!"
"We went three rounds last night," Gwen stated proudly. "After I was done with him, the poor guy passed right out with a satisfied smile on his face."
"And he hasn't woken up since?" Sienna giggled.
"Oh, I didn't say that," Gwen said mischievously.
"Do tell," Sienna requested.
"I woke up around four in the morning with this NEED," Gwen explained. "He was still unconscious, but sucking out his soul got him ready for a last round of passion."
"He's a lucky guy!" Sienna said.
"I remind him of that often," Gwen grinned. "Not every guy is lucky enough to bag a redhead. Oh! Speaking of the beast with two backs, how has your luck been? You and Theo seal the deal yet?"
"You know we haven't," Sienna giggled. "We've just been doing the other stuff we talked about."
"Make sure he's taking care of you as well," her mother advised. "A quick BJ can be fun, but remember a real man returns the favor."
"No worries there," Sienna responded while spreading butter on her toast. "Theo's happy to bury his face between my legs. Oh, and he LOVES playing with my boobies. That's great for both of us."
"You're welcome for blessing you generously," Gwen glanced down at her own chest.
"Thanks for the giant knockers, Mom," Sienna snorted as she placed her breakfast on the table and sat across from Gwen.
Gwen took a few moments to observe her daughter before replying. "I'm glad I have a mature daughter I can girl-talk with. We were always open with each other, but I feel like things are even easier now. You were never so blunt with your wording."
"You should have seen me when talking to Theo the morning after my drunken performance," Sienna said through a mouthful of toast. "I blushed and asked if he saw my 'girl parts.' I'm still that way, but not so much with you or Theo."
"It's good sign that you're so comfortable around Theo now," her mother smiled. "He's a good guy."
"Yeah, well, we both thought Randall was a good guy," Sienna muttered darkly.
"You shouldn't hold that against Theo; they are two different people," Gwen advised with a frown. "Is that why you're putting things off?"
"Maybe a little bit," Sienna sighed. "I want to make love with Theo, I do! It's just tough. Randall made another email and spammed me a few dozen times until I blocked it."
"You didn't respond, right?" Gwen gave her daughter a stern look.
"Of course not, Mom," Sienna immediately responded.
"Just making sure," Gwen smiled. "I worry about you."
"He'll give up eventually," Sienna shrugged. "And it isn't like I'm not being intimate with Theo. We're being very, very intimate."
"I don't want a bad past to ruin your good future," Gwen stated plainly.
"I won't let it. Don't worry, Mom; your little girl will bend over for her boyfriend soon enough," Sienna scoffed. "You might be looking forward to the big day more than Theo,"
"I really doubt that. Have you seen how gorgeous you are?" Gwen raised an eyebrow. "Just be careful you don't give the poor boy a heart attack on the big day. You do take after your mother, after all."
"I know I do," Sienna blushed slightly. "We both like being aggressive."
With impeccable timing, Rhys Griffith padded into the kitchen in his robe. His eyes were slightly bloodshot with dark bags under them. Additionally, he moved slowly as if he were completely exhausted, despite having gotten a full night's sleep. Rhys blinked a few times as he took in the sight of his wife and daughter.
"What are we talking about?" he asked sleepily.
"Nothing!" Sienna and Gwen responded at the same time.
Rhys glanced back and forth between the two women. "Right. I don't want to know."
"You look tired, Dad," Sienna observed as both women struggled not to giggle behind his back.
"Oh, ah, yeah," Rhys stammered while making his breakfast. "We were, um, up late.. yeah. Then we woke up early."
"You should really get more sleep," Sienna grinned.
"She's got a point, honey," Gwen replied quickly. "Maybe we should prioritize getting more rest."
"I, ah, I think we get enough sleep. I just need coffee," Rhys said as he made himself a cup. "So, Sienna, you have the day off."
"From work, but I'll be helping Jane and Camilla move," Sienna answered.
"How's Jane doing?" Gwen asked lightly.
"Okay," Sienna winced. "She tends to keep things in so it's hard to tell for sure. Her sister's a wreck."
"The funeral is Saturday?" Rhys questioned as he joined the women at the table.
"Yeah," Sienna let out a breath.
"I feel so bad for her," Gwen sighed. "Her dad died, the guy she's into starts dating someone else, and she needs to deal with moving."
"From what Sienna said, Jane had her chance with that guy, uh Steven? Steven," Rhys responded. "Didn't he offer to get serious a few times?"
"He did, yeah," Sienna nodded. "She wanted to stay friends with benefits."
"Can't blame him for finding someone," Rhys reasoned. "Guys also want love."
"Jane's father really hurt her. I don't think you realize how much that can damage someone," Gwen told her husband.
"I'm sure she has it rough," Rhys quickly agreed. "It just sounded like you blamed him."
"Why are you defending a guy you barely know?" Gwen asked with a bemused smirk.
"Bros before... um, lovely, classy ladies," Rhys grinned widely, earning him a swat on the shoulder from his wife.
"Jane and Steven are both great people," Sienna spoke up, giving her father a condescending look. "It sucks that it didn't work out for them romantically, but we're all still friends."
"Those group gatherings sound like they're gonna be incredibly awkward," Rhys winced.
"Is everyone going to be there today to help with the move?" Gwen wondered.
"Yup," Sienna confirmed. "The eight of us plus Jane's sister, Molly. Noah's girlfriend is working."
"All of you? Even Leslie?" Rhys frowned. "Isn't she ready to pop?"
"Another month," Sienna said. "I think she'll probably just hang out with us. We'll do all the heavy lifting."
In another home in New York, Leslie Pearson was indeed letting her husband do the heavy lifting. The pretty, petite blonde was on all fours in the marital bed, her entire body exposed. Leslie's swollen breasts dangled from her chest, swaying slightly. Her swollen stomach was brushing against the comforter, her petite frame making Leslie's advanced pregnancy even more obvious.
"Mm, use long, deep strokes," Leslie instructed softly, looking straight ahead at the headboard as she panted and moaned. "Yes, like that! Oh God, nice and steady. Yes, love me! Fuck me like a dog!"
"You feel so good, baby!" Conner grunted, his hips impacting her butt.
Conner was up on his knees behind Leslie, his hands holding her hips as he thrust his hard dick into her soaked pussy. His entire body was glistening with sweat, his muscles flexed as he grunted with exertion. A groan escaped his lips when he felt Leslie's vaginal walls contract and hold his shaft as he pulled back. They both grunted when he slammed back inside.
"Fuck!" Leslie whimpered as she tossed her head back. "Go all the way in and rotate your hips. Yes! Just like that. Oh fuck, I'm cumming! Ah!"
"That's it, cum for me," Conner husked, his hands on her ass as he ground his hips against her. "Cum on my cock!"
"You like making your slutty wife cum?" Leslie cooed as her body shuddered. "Dirty boy, treating a pregnant woman like a bitch in heat."
Reaching out, Conner grabbed Leslie's blonde hair and yanked her head back roughly. "Not only did I love making you cum, I'm gonna do it again."
"Yes, baby! Fuck me, make me cum!" Leslie whined, her mouth hanging open. "Harder! Fuck me harder! Yes, like that! Oh God, don't stop! Don't stop! Right there, right there!"
"I can feel you cumming," Conner whispered urgently, releasing her hair to hold her hips. "You're gonna make me cum!"
"I want you to cum on my tummy, baby," Leslie moaned. "I wanna feel your hot cum on my body. I wanna rub you into my skin. Cum! Cum all over me!"
"Turn over!" Conner gasped as he yanked himself from her warmth. "Hurry, turn over!"
Leslie barely got onto her back in time for semen to splash all over her swollen stomach. Their eyes locked as Conner stroked himself, coating her pregnant belly with his seed. Semen ran down her belly in warm rivulets as she moaned. Leslie then rubbed his sperm into her skin before sucking her fingers clean and cooing over the warm, sticky fluid.
"Mm, so good," Leslie sighed in contentment as she turned on her side, unable to stay on her back due to her advanced pregnancy. "I needed that."
"I'm more than happy to provide," Conner chuckled.
"Right, I'm sure it was a chore for you," Leslie giggled as she grimaced. "Fuck, I need to pee again."
"Romantic," he laughed lightly.
"Well, I could pee on you?" she suggested as she slowly got out of bed. "Didn't know you were into that, but alright."
"No thanks, I'm good," Conner shook his head.
"Then don't complain about me leaving," Leslie told him, swatting her own butt as she walked away. "Or you can kiss this!"
"It's a great ass!" he called out after her, getting a laugh in response.
Leslie returned to bed a few minutes later, after washing the cum from her body. She snuggled up to Conner as he wrapped an arm around her protectively, his hand resting on her pregnant stomach. A sigh of contentment escaped her lips even as she struggled to get comfortable.
"Are you sure you're up for going today?" Conner asked.
"I already took the day off work," Leslie reminded him. "Besides, I can just supervise and bark orders. Huh, maybe I don't get the day off work."
"Somehow I don't think you're as intimidating as you suggest," he laughed and kissed the top of her head. "You're a sweetheart."
"I already gave it up, no need to lie," Leslie giggled. "Or were you hoping for butt stuff?"
"I wouldn't say no to that," Conner said. "But, I'm not lying. You're amazing. Our son is lucky to have you."
"Maybe, but we both know you're gonna be the fun parent. I'll be the disciplinarian," she told him.
"That's probably true," he admitted.
"It could be any time now, are you ready?" Leslie asked after a few moments of silence.
"No, but I don't care. I'm excited," Conner answered honestly.
"Good," she sighed happily. "It really could be any time, you know. We were counting my weeks based on date of conception. It's forty weeks from the start of my last period. I'll be thirty-five weeks on the third. If I go into labor now, I'm having the baby."
"I know, I almost can't believe it," he whispered in her ear. "We're gonna be parents."
Several hours later, Jane Silver unlocked the door to her new apartment and immediately regretted being the first person inside. Not because the apartment was bad. In fact, it was a beautiful three bedroom place with hardwood floors, an open kitchen, and large windows. The problem was that the moment she stepped inside, her friends and moving men started yelling.
"Move!" Noah shouted.
"I'm moving!" Jane exclaimed.
"Move faster!" Conner grunted.
Jane flattened herself against the wall as Noah and Conner attempted to maneuver a couch through the doorway. Conner stood with his back to the door as he shifted the couch to try and make it fit. His shoulder slammed into the frame as he finally got through the door and attempted to adjust the couch.
"Pivot!" Noah yelled.
"Stop saying pivot," Conner groaned.
"It's helping!" Noah reasoned.
"It isn't!" Jane called out, wincing as she watched them work.
"It helped on TV!" Noah pointed out.
"What? No, it didn't!" Jane scoffed.
The couch slammed into the door frame.
Jane closed her eyes. "Wonderful."
"We're good!" Noah announced as they slid the couch inside until his foot kicked the door frame. "We're not good!"
Camilla stood in the hallway sipping on an iced coffee.
Jane narrowed her eyes. "Why aren't you carrying anything?"
"I'm supervising," the pretty Latina smiled.
"You're holding a coffee!" Theo grumbled as he approached the doorway carrying a box. "You haven't lifted anything."
"That's not true," Camilla grinned. "I lifted my coffee."
Molly laughed as she walked up with a lamp.
It wasn't long before the apartment resembled a disaster zone. Boxes filled the living room while furniture occupied random corners. No one knew where anything belonged and Molly's mattress was leaning up against the wall. Leslie was sitting on one of the few assembled chairs since no one would allow her to help.
"I'm not as lazy as Camilla, I can carry a box," Leslie offered.
"No," Jane said.
"Not a heavy box," Leslie shrugged. "Uh, do you have a box of pillows or something?"
"Still no."
"I'm pregnant, not dying," Leslie pointed out.
"Absolutely not," Conner looked up from the bookshelf he was assembling. "You just sit there and look pretty."
"I am pretty, but I can do more than bark orders," Leslie grumbled.
"You're carrying our hopes for the future," Theo argued.
"I'm carrying a small watermelon," she giggled before wincing and holding her stomach. "Okay, a large watermelon with quite the kick."
Steven stepped into the apartment carrying the final box. Sienna followed behind him, the youngest member of the group was carefully balancing a potted plant against her hip. They had both made several trips to clear the rest of the boxes out of the rented moving truck.
"We found more stuff," Steven announced.
Jane groaned. "There shouldn't be more stuff."
"Well, there was," Sienna replied.
"How?" Molly wondered.
"You own things," Theo reasoned as he took the plant from Sienna.


"I don't remember buying half of this shit," Jane sighed.
"To be fair, half of the boxes are just Camilla's shoes," Leslie laughed lightly before taking a sip of water.
Camilla pointed at the pregnant woman. "Rude."
Everyone soon fell into a rhythm as they worked together to set up the apartment. Conner handled anything heavy. Noah handled anything dangerous. Theo handled anything requiring patience. Molly and Jane handled organizing while Leslie assisted. Sienna handled decorations. Camilla handled absolutely nothing. And Steven moved from task to task wherever he was needed.
Jane found herself watching Steven as he helped Theo assemble a table. Steven had always been her constant. Calm. Reliable. Comfortable. He was the same Steven he'd always been, but with the addition of Megan. Jane had to look away as a small knot formed in her stomach.
The past couldn't be changed. Jane's father had hit her constantly growing up and she never fully dealt with it. Her inability to let Steven get close caused him to move on. Then her father had been found dead of a stroke. A life was over. Jane should be relieved, instead she couldn't calm her racing thoughts or her broken heart. Both were impossible to ignore.
"Jane, look alive!" Molly hip-checked her big sister. "You've been staring at the wall for thirty seconds."
"Sorry," Jane mumbled sadly.
"You okay?" Molly asked.
"I'm fine," Jane insisted.
"Right," Molly let out a breath as she gathered her strength. "We'll talk later."
A loud crash echoed from one of the bedrooms, causing everyone to freeze.
"What was that?" Leslie yelled down the hallway.
Noah emerged from Molly's bedroom holding half of a lamp. "Good news!" Noah said. "We know where the lamp goes."
The apartment erupted into laughter. Even Jane. For the first time in days, she laughed hard enough that her stomach hurt. For a few precious moments, everything felt normal.
"How does anyone ask you to help them move?" Camilla glared at Noah.
"Look, no one else has nice things," Noah reasoned. "It's not like you can break one of Steven's bookshelves. You just snap it back together or whatever."
"I don't buy cheap stuff," Steven responded.
"Noah's right about your bookshelves," Jane countered. "I put a book on one and the entire shelf collapsed."
"Well, yes, that happened."
A couple hours later, the apartment looked much better. The couch was in place, the television was mounted on the living room wall, and most of the furniture had found a permanent home. A mountain of boxes remained, which was a problem for future Jane. Present Jane was sitting cross-legged on the floor with a paper plate in her lap.
"Mm, pizza," Sienna hummed happily before taking a bite.
"I am not posting this lunch om my influencer account," Camilla stated as she looked guiltily at her plate. "My fans would hate to learn I don't eat quite as healthy as it seems."
"They pay for pictures of your butt, why do they care?" Noah frowned, making everyone laugh.
"Different accounts, idiot," the Latina smirked. "I'm an influencer on one account and a mattress actress on the other."
"That's an interesting term," Molly blushed slightly.
"Your sister's so innocent, Jane," Sienna commented. "Maybe even more than I am."
"I'm not innocent!" Molly argued. "I just don't usually openly talk about stuff."
"Sienna's not innocent either," Noah spoke up. "I've walked in on a few things..."
"Noah, don't you dare!" Sienna growled, gesturing at him with her pizza crust.
"Noah," Theo stated.
"I'll just let everyone imagine what I was gonna say," Noah wisely replied.
"Uurp!" Leslie belched loudly before blushing and resting a hand on her stomach. "Excuse me."
"Okay, the baby needs attention now," Conner laughed.
"Shut up," Leslie smiled softly. "This kid is getting so heavy."
"Just one more month," Sienna said.
"Assuming he stays on schedule," Leslie responded.
"Right, babies stay on schedule about as well as Camilla," Jane winced in sympathy.
"For your information, my web shows are always on schedule," Camilla replied proudly.
The conversation naturally drifted toward Fiji. Steven was asked about the wedding, about the weather, about the various activities. One subject that was avoided was Megan. Everyone knew that Steven was dating her, but they didn't mention it out of respect for Jane. Unfortunately, it was obvious to her what they were doing.
"Did Megan and Carter have fun?" Jane asked, causing everyone to look at her.
Steven slowly chewed his bite of food before swallowing and answering. "Yeah, they did. Everyone had a great time."
"That's good," Jane nodded as her world shrank, leaving just her and Steven in the room. "Are you, are you happy, Bubba?"
"I am," Steven smiled softly. "I'm very happy."
"Then I'm happy for you," Jane responded.
Everyone else looked genuinely excited as Jane forced a smile. Jane was happy for him. She really was. Steven deserved happiness. In fact, no one deserved happiness more than Steven. Which somehow made the knot in her stomach even worse. Jane hated herself for that.
It hadn't been long since Jane found out about Steven and Megan. Thankfully, they ultimately decided to report their relationship to Jane's boss, the head of human resources. With everything going on, Jane was completely overwhelmed. It felt like everything was happening to someone else, while she was just observing.
The conversation turned to the funeral, which would be held on Saturday. Sympathy was expressed for Jane and Molly, both of whom were very emotional people. Molly visibly cried, while Jane withdrew, seeming to forget where she was for several seconds as she gazed off at something in the distance only she could see.
While they ate and talked, Noah kept getting texts from Hannah. The others could tell the pretty receptionist was really into Noah, but he looked uninterested in replying to her messages. Camilla reminded Noah that Hannah was a sweet person, and that Priya would kill him if he broke her heart.
"Looks like you two are getting along well," Camilla gestured at Sienna and Theo.
"We are," Sienna smiled from the couch where she was sitting in Theo's lap. "Theo's great."
"And Sienna is Sienna," Theo grinned happily.
"Aw!" Molly, Jane, Camilla, and Leslie all gushed at the same time.
"No problems with your ex?" Conner asked lightly.
"He's still messaging me, but that's it," Sienna shrugged. "I don't even read them. So, no problems."
"That guy needs help," Noah winced. "Even Theo knew when to fuck off."
"Asshole," Theo grumbled.
"I have to watch you two cuddling and whispering to each other at my apartment all the time," Noah sighed. "I earned a few good jokes at your expense."
"You know what you two need?" Molly spoke up, looking at Sienna and Theo. "A couple's weekend. You should get away, just the two of you. No annoying third wheel."
"Hey, I have a girlfriend," Noah interjected.
"And she has my sympathy," Molly smirked, making everyone laugh.
"A weekend away sounds nice," Sienna sighed happily.
"I might have an idea," Steven said, drawing everyone's attention.
"Dinner for two at the local strip joint?" Noah grinned.
"No," Steven stated flatly. "No, I'm talking about a weekend at a five-star resort and spa."
"That sounds expensive," Theo said with wide eyes.
"It won't cost you anything," Steven promised.
"Does Megan own a resort or something?" Leslie asked.
"Probably, but that's not what I'm talking about," Steven laughed lightly. "The charity event I went to with her. I won a weekend at a resort. It needs to be used soon and I just got back from Fiji. You two could take it if you want."
"Really?" Theo asked. "I mean, that's a big gift..."
"I know, we can't ask you to do that," Sienna said before smiling. "How does that sound? Was that enough objections before we cave and accept."
"You did great," Steven told them. "And I insist."
"Only because you're insisting," Sienna pointed a finger at him. "That's the only reason."
"Ugh, what do the rest of us get?" Noah questioned, raising his hand.
"You're getting me a new lamp," Molly glared at him.
"And the rest of us don't need anything," Jane smiled. "That was really nice, Steven. It's perfect for those two."
I agree," Camilla nodded.
The moment the last pizza slice disappeared, Noah stood and stretched. His back cracked loudly enough that everyone turned toward him.
"Well, my body is giving up," Noah chuckled.
"From carrying one couch," Jane teased.
"And breaking one lamp," Molly added with an eye roll.
In that moment, the two Silver sisters looked nearly identical.
"On that note, you ready, Theo?" Noah asked.
"I guess we're leaving," Theo sighed and stood.
"Thank you for helping," Jane hugged all three of them.
"Of course!" Sienna exclaimed. "Our pleasure."
"Any time," Theo replied.
"Just not any time soon," Noah added.
The two roommates disappeared out the door, with Sienna holding Theo's hand.
Conner and Leslie left next. Or rather, Conner attempted to leave.
"Did you grab my purse?" Leslie asked.
"Yes."
"My phone?"
"Yes."
"The leftovers?"
"Yes, dear."
"My charger?"
Conner paused as Leslie looked smug.
"I'll grab the charger," the engineer sighed.
"One more month," Camilla hugged Leslie. "You're almost there."
"Get some rest," Jane added.
"I will," Leslie promised as Conner returned with the phone charger.
Only four people remained. Jane, Molly, and Camilla were relaxing in their new apartment. Steven was lingering for a while, happy to chat with the women. Camilla managed to locate the remote so they could watch television. A lively debate over what to watch resulted in a romantic comedy being selected. Steven was overruled.
No one really paid full attention to the movie. They were tired from the move and spent quite a bit of time scrolling on their phones. At one point, Camilla yawned loudly before skillfully removing her bra from under her shirt and placing it beside her on the couch.
"Camilla!" Jane hissed. "Steven's still here!"
"Don't care, my chichis need to breathe," the Latina insisted.
"I get it," Molly nodded. "My bra strap is digging into my shoulder."
"Buy nicer bras," Jane advised. "Or wear a sports bra."
"Do you have any idea how expensive bras are?" Molly questioned with a raised eyebrow.
"Yes? I have big boobs!" Jane replied. "That's why I'm wearing a sports bra."
"I'm enjoying this conversation," Steven chuckled.
"Quiet, you," Jane smirked.
The movie ended and Steven stood to dispose of the empty pizza boxes.
"I should get going," he said upon returning.
Jane nodded as she stood.
"I'm around if you need to talk," Steven promised. "And I'll be at the funeral Saturday."
"Thank you," Jane whispered, hugging him tightly.
Jane wasn't ready to talk. Not then. But she appreciated him staying, appreciated what he said. Always staying. Always helping. Always checking on everyone. Jane mentally kicked herself for being so stupid. She was emotional and just wanted to be held, but Steven couldn't do that for her. Not any more.
"I'm sorry about your father," Steven said, hugging Molly.
"Thank you, Steven," the younger Silver woman replied.
"Camilla," Steven offered her a hug. "Stay classy."
"You know it," Camilla kissed his cheek.
Jane bit her lower lip as Steven left, the door closing behind him.
The constant movement that had defined the entire day had finally stopped. No more furniture scraping against the floor. No more arguing. No more Camilla directing people while carrying absolutely nothing. No more telling Leslie not to lift anything heavy. Just silence. Or as close to silence as was possible in New York City.
Jane walked over to the windows and looked out over the street below. The sun had disappeared, leaving the city bathed in yellow lights. Behind Jane, Molly was curled up on one end of the couch and playing on her phone. Camilla was on the other side of the couch while browsing streaming services for a show to watch.
No one was talking as Camilla started a show about a group of nerds who hung out with a beautiful woman. Jane was once again staring at nothing, her eyes looking out the window at a sight she wasn't seeing. Molly started to tear up as she typed out a message on her phone.
Camilla started replying to messages on her SeeMe account. She talked about her day with fans, gave advice to people who were struggling, and flirted with lonely guys. Molly looked over at the Latina when Camilla pulled the collar of her shirt forward and took a picture.
"Yes?" Camilla asked, looking over at Molly with a raised eyebrow.
Molly just rolled her eyes and turned her attention back to the television.
After another forty-five minutes of silence, Camilla shut off the television. "Okay."
Molly and Jane looked over.
"Someone needs to talk. Now," the Latina stated firmly.
Jane crossed her arms, frowning from her spot near the window.
Molly bit her lower lip nervously. Then tears started welling up in her eyes before starting to run down her cheeks. "I'm sorry!"
"Oh no!" Camilla gasped.
"I hate this!" Molly wailed, covering her face.
Jane immediately crossed the room and sat beside Molly. Without thinking, Jane wrapped an arm around her sister and pulled her into a hug. The same way she had a thousand times when growing up. After bad grades. Bad breakups. After their father had drank a lot and hurt them both.
"Shh, it's okay," Jane cooed softly, brushing Molly's hair back.
"No, it's not!" Molly wailed. "He's dead! He's gone forever!"
"I'm sorry, I should have kept my mouth shut," Camilla said quietly. "I just could tell you were both holding it in and, yeah..."
"It's alright," Jane sighed while comforting her little sister. "You're right. We need to talk about it."
Molly wiped her eyes, then immediately started crying again. Which only made her more frustrated.
"I don't understand," Molly muttered.
Jane knew where her sister was going because she'd been asking herself the same question.
"He was awful!" the words escaped before Molly could stop them. "He was awful."
"Yeah," Jane nodded slowly.
"He treated Mom horribly," Molly cried. "He m-made her..."
"Yeah."
"He hit us," Molly continued.
Another nod.
Molly looked down at her hands. "So why am I crying?"
The question hit Jane hard because she'd spent the last several days trying to answer it herself. Phone calls. Funeral arrangements. Family members. Condolences. Everyone assuming grief worked a certain way. But there weren't rules, there weren't instructions. How did you grieve a parent who did some of the most horrible things imaginable?
"I don't know," Jane admitted.
The confession felt pathetic, but it was honest.
"I thought I'd feel relieved," Molly laughed bitterly.
"So did I," Jane sighed.
The sisters stared at each other. Both surprised and both relieved. Neither wanting to admit it.
Camilla shifted slightly on the couch. For once she wasn't joking or teasing. She wasn't trying to lighten the mood. She simply listened.
Leaning back against the couch, Jane let her exhaustion settle over her like a blanket. "I'm not sad because he died."
"Yeah," Molly nodded. No shock, just understanding.
"I think I'm sad because now there's no chance," Jane's voice cracked slightly.
Molly started crying again, understanding immediately.
"Every birthday," Jane shrugged. "Every Christmas." Another shrug. "Every phone call." The tears finally appeared. "I always thought maybe he'd figure it out one day and try to make it right."
"That was never going to happen," Molly sniffled. "Was it?"
"Probably not," Jane acknowledged as tears ran down her cheeks. "He genuinely thought he was a good father."
"And he had so many people fooled," Molly said quietly. "I talked to Grandma. She actually said it was a shame his daughters never realized how much their father loved them."
"His idiot mother thought her son was a perfect angel," Jane growled angrily. "She caused a huge scene in court when Mom admitted he had raped her, because, yes, a married woman can say no."
"He was never going to be the father we deserved," Molly whispered. "But knowing there really is no chance hurts."
"He's gone forever," Jane's lower lip quivered.
Then Camilla spoke. "Can I say something?"
Jane nodded.
"You two keep talking about the family you lost, but you still have your mother and brothers," Camilla smiled.
Camilla then looked around the apartment. At the furniture. The boxes. At the home they spent the day building.
"I think you should remember the family you made," Camilla said softly. "I'd do anything for you, Jane. We all would. Sienna, Conner, Leslie. Noah and Theo would kill anyone who hurt you. Steven would drop anything for you. And it looks like you're part of our little family now too, Molly."
"The Gang of Nine?" Molly giggled as she wiped away her tears with the back of her hand.
"Nah, that sounds dumb," Camilla shook her head. "The Gang of Eight still stands. We just have a few extras."
"Right, because that makes sense," Jane deadpanned. "But, you're right. He's gone, but you're all still here. So is Steven..."
"You really love him, don't you?" Molly asked her sister.
"Yeah, I just realized it too late," Jane sighed. "He was the one. He thought the same about me, and I fucked it up. Something else to thank Dad for. I was so afraid of a real relationship that I pushed away the one right in front of me until he stopped trying. I mean, it's on me, but... UGH!"
"Just be his friend right now," Camilla advised. "None of us knows what the future holds. Who knows? Maybe Miss Moneybags will move to Paris or something."
"Or have a 'little accident?'" Molly made air-quotes.
"No murdering the billionaire," Jane giggled. "I appreciate the offer though."
Reaching out, Jane grabbed Camilla and dragged her into the hug. All three women were squeezed together on the couch; Molly crying, Camilla complaining, and Jane laughing despite herself. The laughter and complaining soon changed to crying, resulting in the three ladies sobbing hysterically.
When they calmed down, their conversation turned to more pleasant topics as Molly and Camilla got to know each other better. Molly talked about her job as a yoga instructor, promising the pretty Latina some free lessons. Camilla had the younger Silver blushing while explaining everything she did for her SeeMe account.
"Do any of them fall in love with you?" Molly asked lightly.
"A few people have claimed to have real feelings for me, it can be tough to deal with," Camilla admitted. "Most are normal and just want someone to talk to."
"Or someone to jerk it to," Jane scoffed.
"That too," Camilla giggled. "Speaking of masturbation, you seeing anyone Molly? Or just your vibrating buddy?"
"Do you have any filter at all?" Molly asked with a blush.
"Nope," Jane answered immediately. "You should have seen Leslie's baby shower."
"All I did was remind her that mommies need dick," Camilla rolled her eyes. "So, spill it. Doing any bendy yoga positions with anyone?"
"Nah, it's just me," Molly answered. "I haven't dated anyone in a while."
"Three single ladies, we should go out cock-hunting sometime," Camilla suggested.
"As fun as that sounds, I think I should get to bed," Molly laughed, getting to her feet. "I'm exhausted."
"At least you have the rest of the week off so you can sleep in," Jane said, standing to hug her sister. "Sleep well."
"You too."
Camilla waited until Molly's bedroom door closed before saying anything. "I hope I didn't make her uncomfortable?"
"Nah, she's fine," Jane shook her head. "Molly's an emotional girl. She's just tired. Really. We've had some detailed conversations about our exploits."


"Okay, good," Camilla let out a breath. "You off to bed, too?"
"I don't think so," Jane answered as she slowly stood. "I think I need to go for a walk and clear my head."
"Bring your pepper spray; there's a lot of crazies out there," Camilla advised.
"None as crazy as my roommate," Jane smirked while putting on her shoes.
"That's no way to talk about your sister," the Latina grinned.
"Right. That's who I meant," Jane laughed.
Zipping up her jacket, Jane made her way outside. It was dark, but the street lamps provided enough light for her to easily stride down the sidewalk. The cool October air felt nice on her skin, and she took a refreshing breath before turning down a main street.
Despite the late hour, there were plenty of people still out and about. Some were leaving work, while others were coming out of stores before heading to their homes. Quite a few men glanced at the beautiful woman with the long, flowing hair as she strode down the street.
"Damn, baby," one creepy guy eventually called out. "Nice tits!"
Back in the apartment, Camilla was in bed on her phone. Wearing just a camisole and a pair of panties, Camilla relaxed under the blanket in her new apartment. She watched a couple of music videos and responded to a few texts. Additionally, she called her abuela and promised to make it for Sunday dinner.
Next up was her influencer account. Camilla was working out a deal with a new sponsor and replied to their email. She also responded to various comments on her videos, giving advice on nutrition or fashion. A few people also asked for relationship tips. Camilla wasn't an expert on the subject, but she did her best. Her subscribers trusted her.
Remembering her earlier promise, Camilla logged in to her SeeMe account to respond to messages. She started out by rating the dick pics that were sent to her, always finding something to compliment about the penises her viewers just had to show her. It wasn't always easy, but the confidence boost meant a lot to some men.
Going through the comments on her posts, she deleted some of the spam comments and replied to others. Then back to her messages. She found herself remembering some of them, remembering their jobs, their troubles, and the other random things they told her. Camilla sympathized with one guy who found out the woman he loved since childhood was pregnant with her first child. Heartbreak was something she understood.
Camilla noticed quite a few messages were about how her content was always solo. Some said they wanted to see more than just her. True, she showed everything from tits to clit, but she only ever performed alone. Watching her suck on a dildo wasn't the same as seeing a real cock rammed down her throat. Camilla replied that maybe someday she'd perform on camera with a guy.
Would she? Camilla wasn't so sure. It would be a big step. Also, which guy? It would have to be someone she trusted. Since it was business, would he also get a cut of the profits? Camilla had no idea how to even approach the topic. She put it out of her head and decided to get some rest.
In the second bedroom, Molly was in bed sobbing her eyes out while hugging a pillow to her chest. Molly always felt things so intensely, often causing issues in her past relationships. She was also extremely empathetic and hated seeing anyone in pain ever. Tremors wracked her body until she eventually fell asleep.
Jane didn't return to the apartment that night.
"Yeah, you like that?!" a guy asked roughly as he held Jane's hips and slammed himself into her from behind.
"Yeah, I like it," Jane moaned, a blank look on her face as she was fucked doggystyle.
"Tell me what you like!" the man growled as he rhythmically thrust into her body, causing those big tits he'd commented on to swing.
"I like your cock," Jane whimpered back, balancing on one elbow while squeezing her hanging breast. "Fuck me! Fuck me from behind!"
"Mm, that's a good little slut," he grunted, looking down to watch his hardness disappear into her pink hole. "You love cock, don't you?"
"Yes!" Jane hissed, needing to feel something, anything. "I love cock, I need cock! Fuck me harder! Cum in me!"
"Ah! Take it, bitch!" the man threw his head back and buried himself to the hilt as he emptied his balls inside of Jane.
When he was finished, the guy promptly rolled over and fell asleep. Jane curled up on her side of the bed, emotionally exhausted. She had ruined everything. What was the point in waiting for the right person? If another one came along, she'd screw it up as well. For the first time in her life, Jane fell asleep in bed with someone else. She didn't care that she'd forgotten his name.
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~Friday October 03, 2025~
"Oh God, more!" I begged wantonly, my mouth open and tongue sticking out in my eagerness. "Please! Please, more!"
"You want it, slut?" the guy growled as he loomed over me while jacking off.
"Yes!" I hissed, looking at him with lust-filled eyes. "Cum for me, baby! Cum on my face and in my mouth. Oh, I wanna taste you!"
I was on my knees completely naked, the carpet on the motel room floor rough against my skin. The semen of multiple men was plastered all over my face and stuck in my blonde hair. More ran over and between my breasts, the fluid making my skin feel sticky and warm.
Several professional cameras were in the cheap room, making sure to get every angle and view. I could tell my guy was getting close, so I reached out and massaged his balls while begging on my knees. Despite the intensity of the scene, none of the guys had fucked me today. No, that wasn't the point of the scene.
For the first time I was shooting an advertisement for X-star Entertainment. Peter's bosses wanted an ad they could play on adult websites that would draw more people toward our content. I was rising in popularity as Cherry Angel, so they thought I'd be perfect. I immediately accepted.
Peter wanted a second girl, so I recommended Kendall Young, also known as Cindy Phoenix. It was only her second scene, but she was equally naked beside me, choking on dick while an overweight guy fucked her face. Cum ran down her face and tits as her green eyes looked up at the man.
My guy came, exploding all over my face as I cooed and held my cum-covered tits together. Some got in my mouth and I immediately spit it out so it would run down my chin. The man Kendall was blowing grabbed a fistful of her dirty-blonde hair and yanked her head back.
"Mm, my turn," Kendall growled, opening her mouth. "Ah!"
"Cum on our faces, cum in our mouths!" I begged, plastering my face next to hers.
"You just got some!" Kendall playfully shoved me away.
"Learn to share!" I snapped back.
Warm semen rained down on our faces, covering us as we moaned and cooed. The guys stepped away when they had coated us with everything they had. Following the script, we knew the main ad would start with the final facial. Kendall and I kissed softly as we fondled each other's breasts.
Turning to face the main camera, I said my line. "Other sites not extreme enough for you?"
"The women not slutty enough?" Kendall went next.
"Looking for great content starring the hottest cum-swallowing whores?" I asked sexily.
"Look no further than X-star Entertainment!" Kendall declared, turning to lick some cum from my cheek.
"The hottest girls, the most extreme content, all just a click away!" I held up my breasts and squeezed them.
"We'll be waiting for you," Kendall wriggled her body in a sexy way.
As one, Kendall and I each raised a hand, palm turned inward. Kissing our fingertips, we blew kisses for the camera. Knowing that's when they were going to zoom out, we both giggled as we started playfully gathering up cum and sucking it from our fingertips.
"Cut!" the director called out. "Great job, ladies."
Accepting the offered towels, we both started wiping the cum from our faces and bodies. I took my time putting my robe on while Kendall covered herself as quickly as possible. A few of the actors talked with me while Kendall took her shower, then I took one as well and dressed in casual clothes.
"You okay?" I asked Kendall as we rode the elevator down to the lobby.
"Yeah," she pressed her lips together. "I'm alright."
"You sure?" I questioned gently. "I don't have plans tonight, we can grab a drink if you wanna talk?"
"The game is tomorrow," Kendall protested weakly. "I can't get drunk if I have to cheer."
"I'd argue you cheer better drunk, but okay," I smirked. "Just one drink."
Kendall bit her lower lip as she looked at me for several seconds. "I'd like that. One drink."
The bar at the Noble Star Motel was buzzing on a Saturday evening. It was an establishment that rented rooms by the hour and served cheap alcohol; a place for affairs or prostitutes. Or people who loved crappy booze. We took a seat at the bar and ordered a couple of of cosmos. I was eighteen and Kendall was nineteen, but no one at that bar was going to card a couple of hot chicks.
We slowly sipped our drinks while surveying the area. A few guys were clearly drunk, while a couple others were out trolling for pussy. One of them seemed to get lucky, a broad grin on his face as he headed for the elevator with a gorgeous redhead. There were several other women as well, most of them scantily clad.
"You ready for the game tomorrow?" I asked, deciding to start with an easy topic.
"Yeah, we're playing University of Nevada," she responded. "We need to win this one since we lost two other games this season so far."
"I'm sure they'll win," I smiled as I remembered looking at colleges. "Aren't there multiple Universities of Nevada?"
"Reno's the one we're playing, I have no idea what the others are," Kendall shrugged. "Are you gonna come to the game?"
"Guys in tight pants, you in your sexy cheer outfit? Yeah, I'm in!" I smirked, noticing her blush. "You're shy, considering your line of work."
"We can still be shy, still be normal girls. Right?" Kendall wondered in a small voice.
"Is that what you're worried about?" I gave her a sympathetic look. "Of course we are still regular chicks. We can fall in love, we can get married, we can have careers and kids."
Kendall let out a long breath. "Okay. Thank you."
"How is your SeeMe doing?" I asked gently.
"Pretty well," Kendall nodded before taking a sip of her cosmo. "Some guys are creepy, but most are cool. A few asked me to rate their dicks."
"Oh, I get that request a lot," I nodded sagely.
"I wasn't sure how to handle it," Kendall admitted. "I figured if I just gave them a perfect rating they'd know I was just trying to please them."
"Try to avoid a number, or go with eight to nine out of ten," I suggested. "Then add in something unique to show them you really looked. Maybe it's curved or something. Tell them you liked that. It usually works."
"Thanks, Britt," Kendall smiled lightly.
I smiled back and resumed sipping my drink.
"So, that was only my second scene," she began a few minutes later. "The money did help, but I'm still way behind."
"You are?" I frowned, wondering just how much interest the bookie was charging on her debt.
"Yeah," Kendall sighed. "I'm nervous I'll end up doing this for years and years, but..."
"You want to do another scene," I smirked. "I'm impressed. Especially since I was expecting you to tell me you wanted out."
"No," she shook her head. "I'm still wrapping my head around all this, but the money is great. I just hope I will be able to get out when I'm ready to."
"Shouldn't be a problem," I told her. "And doing this will help you get out of debt with that gang."
"That's definitely a plus," Kendall let out a breath. "The Crocs is a horrible group. They're ruining the entire town. I'm one of the lucky ones able to keep ahead of my debt."
"A few of them are going on trial soon," I reminded her. "Hopefully they'll take the whole organization down soon."
"We'll see," she responded, sounding unconvinced. She took a long sip of her drink before looking at me nervously. "I'm not sure I'm ready to do a solo scene. Will you do it with me again?"
"I'll talk to Peter," I promised. "I could use the money, too. Rent cleaned me out, plus someone broke into my car last week."
"Really? What happened?" Kendall gasped.
"Just one broken window, but it wasn't cheap to fix," I grumbled. "There wasn't anything worth stealing."
Kendall opened her mouth to respond, pausing when she noticed me looking over her shoulder. I had a small frown on my face as I leaned forward slightly for a better view. My friend and co-star turned in her seat so she could see what, or rather who, had drawn my attention.
A stunning young woman with light brown hair and green eyes sauntered into the bar wearing a black cocktail dress. She was average height with a slim figure and cleavage that put mine to shame. While I briefly noticed her dress was slightly torn, there was another fact that I found much more shocking.
I knew her.
"Emily!" Kendall and I exclaimed at the same moment. Surprised, Kendall whipped her head to face me as we once again spoke in unison. "You know her?"
"We went to high school together," I answered as Emily made her way toward us. "I was cheer captain and she was part of the squad."
"That makes sense," Kendall nodded. "Emily is on the reserve squad at CSUA."
"Brittney? Kendall? This is a surprise" Emily asked, sitting on a bar stool beside us and gesturing to the bartender. "I'll have a margarita, please."
"Sure," the bartender replied to her cleavage.
Emily waited for the bartender to serve her drink and leave before speaking. "What are you two doing in a place like this?"
"We could ask you the same question," I replied with a smirk. "There must be nicer places a hot college girl can spend a Friday night?"
"Is this where we all agree on a 'don't ask, don't tell' policy?" Emily asked over the rim of her margarita glass.
"I have nothing to hide," I declared proudly.
"Well, I do," Kendall leaned in and hissed. She then smiled at Emily. "Don't ask, don't tell sounds good to me."
"You two are no fun," I sighed theatrically and shook my head.
"You were my cheer captain, you know how squads gossip!" Emily reasoned.
"Sure, but if you two learn each other's secrets, you'll have incentive to keep it to yourself," I pointed out. "It's called mutually assured destruction."
"It's college cheerleading, it's not war," Kendall scoffed.
"You're right," I nodded sagely. "War has rules."
The three of us broke into giggle fits for a couple minutes, stopping only to look at each other and resume laughing. After that, our conversation was much more relaxed. One glass became three as we told cheerleading stories and talked about hot football players. Emily was happy to find out I'd be attending the big game tomorrow.
Unfortunately, the big game is why Kendall and Emily had to head out early. We promised to meet up after the game and said our goodbyes. My roommate, Jasmine, was still at work; Friday nights were big for strippers! So, I just got ready for bed and quickly fell asleep.
~Saturday October 04, 2025~
"That was such a good game!" I exclaimed while sipping my wine.
It was Saturday evening and I was curled up in the armchair in my living room wearing comfortable clothes. Jasmine was working again, but Kendall and Emily were sitting on the couch drinking and talking with me. Emily was on the reserve squad so she was alright, but Kendall looked exhausted.
"I know!" Emily nodded immediately. "Tied twenty-four to twenty-four going into the fourth. One touchdown in the first two minutes, then we stopped them until time ran out."
"I was worried we'd end up in overtime," I said, glancing over at Kendall. "You with us over there?"
"Huh?" Kendall asked sleepily. "Yeah, I'm good."
"I'm almost glad to be on the reserve squad," Emily snorted, reaching for another bottle to refill her wineglass. "Kayla Thomson must be completely wiped."
"She was amazing out there," I replied. "I knew she was good, but we weren't good enough in high school to keep up with her. They tossed her, she did that weird split in the air. Then when they held her up? Wow!"
"Ugh, can we talk about anyone else besides little miss perfect?" Kendall grumbled.
"What's wrong with Kayla?" I asked. "She's really nice."
"She's always showing off. Everyone thinks she's so great, but with that rich Daddy of hers she's never had any real problems," Kendall crossed her arms in annoyance.
"I used to think like that," Emily said quietly.
"What changed?" I asked, sensing Emily had something she wanted to get off her chest.
"I was such a bitch in high school," Emily sighed. "I put down other girls, I did a lot of stupid things."
"I was like that, too," Kendall agreed.
"Yeah? Did you... you know what? Forget it," Emily shook her head. "I went to Kayla's graduation party even though I thought she was a bitch."
"That was a great party," I spoke up. "I remember being topless with you and Jennifer in the pool. Then we got Shannon to join in."
"Her dad didn't care?" Kendall asked.
"That four eighteen-year-old chicks had their tops off? No, he didn't," I laughed. "Did you know I slept with her father at that party?"
"I didn't!" Emily gasped.
"How was he?" Kendall wondered.
"That guy knows how to fuck," I declared. "I guess I'm into older guys. I'm having dinner with Marcos tomorrow."
"Oh yeah? How old is he?" Emily wondered. "I'm surprised you're seeing someone."
"Why? Because I'm in porn?" I arched an eyebrow. "I have a normal life outside of my job, thank you. And to answer your question; early forties."
"There's only one reason a guy that age wants a younger woman," Emily replied carefully. "Tits that don't sag and a tight, wet hole."
"I am worried about that," I bit my lower lip nervously. "He's just so handsome and so, so... dangerous! I'm getting wet just thinking about him."
"You're in trouble," Kendall observed before downing the last of her wine.
"Ugh, I know!" I groaned. "But we were talking about Emily."
"Right!" Emily giggled. "Anyway, I learned more about what Kayla went through. She's had it rough. I realized she's not the enemy just because she comes from money and she's talented. Kayla works hard, she's dedicated. She's nice. I was the bitch."
"You're talking about the rape trial that's starting?" Kendall winced. "Okay, I get it. She went through what no woman should have to. Still though, she's got her rich father."
"So?" Emily frowned. "She doesn't have to worry about bills, whatever. Doesn't mean she doesn't have other problems. Like getting assaulted."
"It's even worse for a lot of us," Kendall reasoned. "Half the school is in debt to The Crocs, including me!"
"You owe them money?" Emily gasped.
"A lot," Kendall nodded. "Look, you're probably right. Kayla probably isn't that bad. She does seem nice enough. I just... I just hate how bad things have gotten and it fucking sucks how easy some people have it."
"I think everyone struggles in their own way," Emily shrugged.
"I guess you don't know how bad it is on campus," Kendall made a face. "You know about Scarlett, right?"
"Jordan Reece got arrested for attacking her," I said suddenly. "I remember hearing about that. He's in The Crocs?"
"He is," Kendall confirmed. "It's worse than that. Scarlett works at Velour Room, that fancy nightclub."
"So?" I frowned.
"Yeah, she's a hostess," Emily added.
"She's an escort," Kendall corrected, making Emily and me gasp. "She's paying off her debt on her back."
"That's why she was attacked? So she wouldn't talk," I realized.
"Yup," Kendall nodded. "That's how they work. Get you addicted to gambling or party drugs, then own you."
"This conversation got heavy," Emily observed with a sigh.
"It did," I agreed. "I see why you two want to keep your secrets. Looks like everyone knows Scarlett's."
"Only a few people know, but yeah," Kendall winced. "I'm just glad the gang doesn't own me. I can keep up with payments."
"How are you managing that while juggling classwork and cheerleading?" Emily wondered.
"Don't ask, don't tell," Kendall smirked.
"Or you could both just tell," I suggested. "I mean, I'm making porn and I'm doing just fine."
"Then everyone would know," Emily mumbled under her breath.
"Mutually assured destruction," I said, echoing my words from yesterday.
"I don't know..." Kendall trailed off.
I took a sip of my wine. "Look, I don't have a lot of close friends. I'd like to change that. Maybe we stop being bitchy cheerleaders and act like adults? I can keep a secret."
"It's not like there aren't a lot of rumors from high school still going around about me," Emily reasoned. "I'm in. Kendall?"
"I don't wanna go first," Kendall smiled in spite of herself.
"It's fine, I'm not actually a complete idiot," Emily looked at her fellow cheerleader across the couch. "Brittney does porn, you were nervous about getting caught with her at that cheap place. Then you confirmed you're somehow paying off debt to a gang. It's obvious."
"When did you figure it out?" Kendall blushed slightly, unable to hold Emily's gaze.
"I knew for sure when you mentioned paying off your debt somehow," Emily answered smugly. "I'm in college; I can think!"
"Yes, we were shooting a scene," Kendall buried her face in her hands, her cheeks bright red.
"They have a studio, but they like to do a lot of shoots at Noble Star," I explained with a shrug. "It's cheap."
"Please tell me you have a better porn name than Cherry Angel," Emily giggled as I showed her my middle finger.
"Cindy Phoenix," Kendall said into her hands.
"Love the reference to the school," Emily laughed. "Although, seems like a name for a redhead. Or a strawberry-blonde, not a dirty-blonde."
"Well, it's mine now," Kendall lifted her head and looked at Emily. "Please. Between us, okay?"
"I'm not the bitch I was a few months ago," Emily smiled. "Just do me a favor? Don't judge someone so quickly. Kayla has it tough and she's a lot nicer than anyone in this room."
"Hey!" I exclaimed.
"It's true, Britt," Kendall grinned. "And sure, I'll try playing nice. I guess I really shouldn't blame her just for being talented."


"Now that's settled," I nodded happily. "Your turn, Em. Spill it. What were you doing at the hotel?"
"I was having sex," Emily stated plainly.
"You're a pretty coed, it's normal for you to have sex," Kendall frowned. "I gave up starring in porn!"
"I suppose I should be a little more open," Emily let out a breath, glancing between Kendall and me. "I got paid to have sex."
"You're a prostitute?" I asked slowly.
"I'm a self-employed whore," Emily confessed. "No pimp here. I just hang out at that hotel with a cleavage-baring top until I'm propositioned."
"That works?" Kendall wondered.
"At the Noble Star Motel? Of course it works," I snorted. "How did you get started?"
"Senior year," Emily swallowed weakly. "I screwed up and ditched on the day of a big History exam. Remember Mister Wagner?"
"I remember," I nodded. "He drooled over my cleavage. Caught him trying to look up my skirt once."
"He refused to let me retake the test when he realized I ditched," Emily continued. "But I saw him checking me out, so I started posing for him, stuff like that."
Emily paused to gather her strength. "I came over to him, begged him for another chance. Then we were kissing. Then I was on my knees and his cock was in my mouth. I only had to suck for a few seconds before he grunted and shot off."
"So, he let you take the test after all?" I questioned.
"He said I could," Emily blushed slightly. "I was a little horny after blowing him, so I told him he could fuck me if he just gave me an A. I can imagine what you think of me."
"You got what you wanted, he got what he wanted," I reasoned.
"How did you end up turning tricks at a dirty motel?" Kendall frowned.
"Mister Wagner wanted me more and more," Emily explained. "There were only so many assignments. I told him I was busy one night and he offered me cash. Next thing I knew, I was telling him how much it would cost him to fuck my ass."
"One thing always leads to another," Kendall reasoned.
"Exactly," Emily pointed at Kendall. "Someone recorded us together once. Wagner got fired."
"Jeez," Kendall gasped, looking at me. "Did you know about this?"
"Everyone knew about Wagner, yeah," I confirmed.
"I cut him off," Emily told us. "But, I liked the extra money. It was more than I could make waiting tables. So I went to the sleaziest place I knew of. Some guy named Ted offered me cash. He fucked me every which way and tossed some money at me. That's who I was with before running into you."
Ted a regular?" I wondered.
"Yeah, and he tips well," Emily smirked. "Ted told me he likes me because I know to get lost when he's done. Apparently one girl wanted to spend the night with him. He threw her out. Not his thing."
"Well, he sounds lovely," Kendall said sarcastically.
"I get what I want, he gets what he wants," Emily giggled, her green eye sparkling. "Don't you worry about people you know seeing the videos?"
"Yes, all the time," Kendall admitted.
"That's why I like what I'm doing," Emily replied easily. "It happens in private. No one needs to know anything."
"The trick is to build up your second identity," I explained. "My SeeMe account makes me a more than a scene. One scene really doesn't pay a lot."
"Hm, so you create your new name and become someone else?" Emily asked.
"Yes!" I exclaimed. "Cherry Angel has a SeeMe account, she's a porn star. Brittney is just a regular girl."
"A guy who paid me just for a blowjob asked me if I had something like that," Emily mused. "I told him I didn't."
"It's easy to make one," I said.
"You just need your fake name," Kendall added. "Don't use your real one. You didn't tell Ted your real name, did you?"
"I told him my name was Abigail," Emily answered. "First name that popped into my head."
We kept talking well into the night as more and more alcohol flowed. My roommate eventually came home and said hi before staggering off to bed. The three of us were quite tipsy by that point, giggling and telling dirty stories about some of our various exploits.
"I was just telling Britt that I needed to do another scene," Kendall said at one point. "Oh! I know! You should star with us?"
"What? I'm not in porn!" Emily laughed.
"You could be!" I exclaimed. "Think about it! Your clients can subscribe to your SeeMe, they can watch your videos, then you charge extra for the real thing!"
"Ooh, now that's smart business!" Emily giggled.
"I can even call Peter and arrange a scene with us," I hiccuped. "Three hot coed teens? He'll cream his pants at the thought!"
"Text him!" Emily declared, standing up and holding up her wine glass. "Tell her your friend from high school wants to get railed on camera!"
"I'll text him now," I nodded eagerly, probably misspelling every word as I typed on my phone.
"N-now we just need your porn star name," Kendall reminded us.
"Abigail huge tits!" I suggested drunkenly.
"That's stupid," Emily snorted, draining her glass and setting it down. "I'm shorter than you two and have big boobs... uh, Abigail Jugs? Abby Jugs?"
"Possibly," I frowned, considering this seriously.
"Abby Sucks?" Kendall offered.
"Say it again, but slooowly," I laughed hysterically.
"Oh. Oops," Kendall laughed as well.
Emily frowned slightly, not laughing with us. "How about Knight? Abigail Knight? Abby Knight?"
"That's cute!" I gasped eagerly. "Yeah, you're Abby Knight!"
"Abby Knight will be starring with Cherry Angel and Cindy Phoenix!" Emily declared before sitting back on the couch and promptly passing out.
"Oh no, she fell asleep!" Kendall pouted.
"Shh, not so loud," I admonished. "You'll wake her!"
"Sorry, sorry!" Kendall covered her mouth with her hands. "We should tuck her in."
"Good idea."
Kendall and I stumbled around a bit before we finally found a blanket to drape over Emily. Then we made our way to my bedroom to continue talking and drinking. We ended up under the covers in my bed while telling each other scary stories. I tried to tell a ghost story, then Kendall decided to tell one about a haunted penis. It made sense to our drunk asses.
Talking and laughing turned to kissing, which led to clothes coming off. I sucked on Kendall's tits before sliding between her legs and eating her out. After she came for me, I started making out with her again. She was exhausted, but managed to rub my clit until she got me off. We might have gone another round before passing out, but my drunk mind completely took over and erased any memory. Whatever happened, it was fun.
~Sunday October 05, 2025~
"Ow!" Kendall winced.
"My head!" Emily grimaced in obvious discomfort.
"Do you have to be so loud?" I asked as I rubbed my temples.
"I think you meant 'thank you for making me breakfast, Jasmine,'" my roommate replied. She then definitely hit those two pans together on purpose. "Not my fault you three are hungover."
"Thanks," I grumbled as Jasmine made another loud noise on purpose.
"At least I woke up with clothes on," Emily commented. "That's new."
"I know what you mean," Kendall replied. "I woke up drunk on the floor of a frat house last month. The girls were just... out." Kendall gestured with her hands.
"Happens to the best of us," Jasmine laughed lightly as she placed a plate of toast down on the table. "I remember my college days with a mixture of fondness, shame, and pride."
"Thank you," I sighed, grabbing for the toast. "For real, this time."
"Thank God for coffee," Emily groaned, drinking from her cup.
"Always happy to help out fellow cheerleaders," Jasmine said while frying bacon.
"Think you can put in a good word for me so I get bumped up to the main squad?" Emily requested innocently.
"Kendall has a better shot at helping you there," Jasmine replied over her shoulder. "She also needs to get Britt a spot."
"I don't go to CSUA," I laughed.
"Yet," Jasmine declared. "You'll be settled in soon and ready to start school."
"I don't even know what I want to major in!" I argued.
"Ugh, not so loud," Kendall made a face.
"I'm undeclared," Emily added. "Nothing wrong with that."
"Even having a major isn't a guarantee of anything," I sighed, gesturing toward Jasmine. "Jasmine, sorry, Jade has an accounting degree, but she still spent all of last night shaking her tits in guys' faces."
"They may look, but they don't get to touch," Jasmine said as she scooped bacon onto a plate. "It was hard to get a job without experience, so I found something that pays quite well."
"So did I, but I didn't need to drop tens of thousands on a degree," I stuck out my tongue.
"Sounds like someone doesn't want breakfast," Jasmine said, serving Emily and Kendall.
"I'm sorry, I love you, you're amazing and smart and beautiful," I grinned shamelessly.
"You're an idiot," Jasmine rolled her eyes.
The four of us enjoyed a nice breakfast, courtesy of Jasmine. We also discussed the main thing we all had in common: cheerleading. Kendall talked about the long practices and excitement of game day, while Emily lamented not being part of the main squad. I told them about being named cheer captain over Kayla Thomson.
Jasmine went into detail about competing at Cheer Nationals. It sounded both thrilling and terrifying. My roommate had the same head coach who is still in charge of the CSUA Phoenixes: Melissa Hart. A former NCAA cheerleader, Coach Hart was strict and inspirational.
Talking about cheerleading made us all eager to try out some moves. Jasmine also wanted to see if any of the cheers had changed. Three of us might have been hungover, but it wasn't going to stop the fun. We cleared some space in the center of the living room and went over a basic cheer.
"Feel the heat! Feel the fire! CSUA takes you higher!"
"Phoenixes rise, burn the sky! Victory's ours, watch us fly!"
I had never been taught any of the CSUA cheers, but most cheerleading was just a series of basic moves put together. I knew how to do a high V, diagonals, and a bow and arrow. Lunges were second nature to me, so it was mainly just learning the sequence and the words. CSUA focused on the Phoenix aspect; with many of their cheers mentioning fire, rising from the ashes, as well as the red and black colors.
"Up in flames, watch us rise!"
"Victory burning in our eyes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
"Phoenixes, don't look back!"
We kept running through routines, even going so far as to form a pyramid. It was a good thing I worked so hard to stay in shape; cheerleading was exhausting work! But it was so, so much fun. I had honestly forgotten how much I enjoyed the moves, the bonding, the trust. It was exhilarating!
Yeah, the hangover was a pain, but coffee and aspirin were helping. A little. Not really. At least running routines was fun. My favorite line was "Red! Black! Fire attack!" It was just so catchy! The other girls teased me a bit when I insisted we run through that one several times.
Jasmine had plans with her sister, so she went to take a shower and get ready. She then hugged me goodbye, reminding me to be careful on my date. When she left, I was alone with Emily and Kendall, just like the previous night. We hung out in the living room, watching television and relaxing after our cheer workout.
"So," Emily stated as she put her long light brown hair into a ponytail. "Why did Jasmine tell you to be careful? Dating a bad boy?"
"Something like that," I giggled. "He's got money and a lot of people are intimidated by him. Jasmine thinks he's trouble."
"Probably because he's over forty and trying to date a teenager," Kendall observed.
"That might be part of it," I winced. "But he's sooo sexy!"
"He good in the sack?" Emily wondered. "I hope he's not the type who refuses to return the favor."
"We've been taking things slowly," I answered. "He's not selfish in bed. He likes to get me off. I'm hoping tonight's the night we seal the deal."
"What if he asks to be exclusive?" Kendall wondered. "Your job does require you to have sex with other people. And, um..."
"What?" Emily frowned, noticing Kendall was blushing.
"If he asks to be exclusive," I began slowly, "I'll agree as long as it's only outside of work. I'm sorry."
"As long as we can do scenes together still," Kendall smiled.
"Oh, now I get it," Emily nodded. "You two are rug munchers."
"And you aren't?" I challenged.
"I never said that," Emily waggled her eyebrows.
"Good, because I remember what we discussed last night," I grinned widely. "Should I call you Abby Knight?"
"Oh God, I forgot about that!" Emily buried her face in her hands.
"You don't have to go through with it," Kendall said. "We were really drunk."
"We were," I agreed. "Oh! Kendall, maybe we can do a SeeMe show together. It'll give us both exposure and let us play if I'm in a relationship."
"Britt, that's brilliant!" Kendall hugged me tightly.
"Bonding over porn, interesting," Emily nodded slowly.
"It's an intense experience," I explained, releasing Kendall. "You can separate sex from love and romance, but you are still being incredibly vulnerable on camera."
"Completely exposed," Kendall added. "Britt has been amazing. She taught me to handle myself, to be confident."
"So, yes," I concluded. "Bonding over porn."
"My own SeeMe does sound fun," Emily admitted with a blush. "It's just hard to imagine actually being in porn."
"I still can't believe there are thousands of guys jacking off while watching me getting fucked," Kendall smirked. "It kind of makes me wet."
"I understand completely," I agreed. "Hey! Wanna watch one of my earlier scenes?"
"Yes!" Emily breathed before gasping and clapping a hand to her mouth. "I mean, ah, I guess, you know, if you want..."
"Right," I gave her a bemused smile.
I had access to all of my scenes, making it easy to put one on TV for us to watch. One of my earlier videos started, a scene where they had me sit on a black couch while answering casting questions. All attention was on me while the guy stood behind the camera and asked television Brittney questions. Questions about my sex life, questions about my interests, questions about if I'd ever modeled before.
The guy had me stand so they could get a good look at my profile. Pretending to be nervous, porn Brittney slowly removed her clothes as requested until she was standing completely naked. A soft moan escaped her lips when the guy reached out to caress her bare breast. She confirmed his touch felt nice when asked.
Spinning slowly, they filmed her nude body. They were quite thorough; asking Cherry Angel to lean forward so they can watch her tits sway, then having her kneel on the couch. She immediately complied, spreading her ass-cheeks as ordered so they could film her pussy and ass hole. My pussy and ass hole.
Adjusting myself in the armchair, I watched myself on screen with a proud little smile. The Brittney in the movie got down on her knees and started blowing the guy who finally came fully into view. He was soon fucking her face hard and fast, making her gag as drool slopped from her lips.
"Damn," Emily whispered from her spot on the couch, her eyes locked on the screen. She was enthralled. "He's really skull-fucking you."
"I know!" I exclaimed. "I remember that scene; I was so turned on I was dripping."
"The guy's hot, too," Emily commented, leaning forward to watch.
"That's Peter," Kendall said from beside Emily. "He did me during the Rich Chicks scene. Nice guy."
"Peter's great," I nodded.
During the blowjob on screen, television Brittney stopped sucking to slap her breast with the head of Peter's dick. Then she gave him a titty-fuck while cooing up at him and begging for cock. I felt myself getting wet in real life as Peter put Cherry Angel on the couch and started fucking her. He pushed her left leg out of the way, letting the camera get a great view of his cock moving in and out of her pussy.
It wasn't just Cherry Angel's pussy, it was mine. On full display for anyone to see.
I looked over at the couch to where Kendall and Emily were watching. Kendall was rubbing her thighs together as she bit her lower lip and watched the screen. Emily kept shifting in her seat, her fingers caressing her bare thigh as her other hand brushed the waistband of her jean shorts.
As the scene progressed, I slid my hand into my cotton shorts so I could rub myself. Peter had Cherry ride him in reverse cowgirl, providing a great view for the camera. Then they switched to doggystyle. Cherry was panting and moaning while Peter tugged her blonde hair and slapped her ass.
"Shit, he's really pounding you," Emily grunted.
"Yes, it felt so good," I whispered, my breathing ragged.
"Fuck, take that dick," Kendall growled.
Glancing back to the couch, I saw I wasn't the only one masturbating. Emily had unbuttoned her jean shorts and was jilling off while watching my porn movie with hooded eyes. Kendall had pushed her bottoms down and was leaning against the arm rest as she fingered herself.
The soft moans of three horny coeds mixed with the sounds of Cherry Angel fucking on screen. Emily was making soft mewling noises as she made herself cum. I could smell hot pussy as our lust grew, with me soon gasping out a small orgasm. I tweaked my clit, cumming again as the finale approached.
Cherry Angel was on her knees licking Peter's balls while he jacked off. When his release was imminent, he grabbed a handful of blonde hair and yanked her head back. With a wide open mouth, Cherry moaned softly as her face was hosed down with thick, sticky seed. The erotic scene was enough to make Kendall cry out in her own orgasm.
Emily's face was slightly red as she buttoned up her jean shorts while Kendall pulled up her bottoms. I likewise fixed my clothes before turning off the porn. The three of us looked at each other for several moments, giggling lightly at what had just happened.
"Peter's the guy you usually work with?" Emily asked.
"He's my main contact, yes," I answered.
"Call him," Emily urged. "I wanna do a scene with you two and him."
"Yay!" Kendall threw her arms up.
"I'll call him," I said, putting my phone on speaker and starting the call.
"Brittney, hi!" Peter's voice said when he accepted the call. "Nice to hear from you."
"Hi, Peter," I replied, brushing my hair back behind my ears. "You're on speaker with Kendall and our friend Emily."
"Hello, Kendall. And pleasure to meet you, friend Emily," Peter responded smoothly. "What can I do for you lovely ladies?"
"Remember me telling you that Kendall and I discussed doing another scene together?" I asked.
"I remember."
"Well, Emily here was interested in joining us as the lovely Abigail Knight," I said while watching Emily's face. "We were wondering if you'd be interested?"
"I'll have to meet with Emily first to make sure it's something she really wants to do," Peter said carefully. "You do know what we're talking about, Emily?"
"Starring in an adult film," Emily squeaked. "I'm, ah, I'm nervous, but I wanna do it."
"I'd be shocked if you weren't nervous," he chuckled. "Would you mind sending a few pictures over?"
"I'll take them now," I offered. "Stand by."
I kept the call going while Emily posed. We got a few of her facing the camera, as well as a couple of her standing sideways and another of her butt and back. She even bent forward so Peter would be able to see she had a nice ass. I sent all the images while Peter talked with Kendall.
"Wow!" Peter gasped. "You are lovely, Emily."
"Thank you," Emily whispered. "I, um, saw you with Brittney. You're not so bad yourself."
"I appreciate that," Peter chuckled. "And sorry if this is blunt, but you have a great body. You're not very tall, but you are quite well endowed. I would definitely love to work with you."
"What happens next?" Emily asked nervously.


"We still have to meet in person," Peter answered. "We'll talk things over and make sure you are choosing to do this of your own free will and aren't being coerced or anything. You'll sign some things, then we'll schedule a shoot. How's that sound?"
"I have a pretty full schedule with cheerleading, but yes, that sounds good," Emily answered.
"I was hoping we could get a shoot in this week," Kendall spoke up, proving she really needed the money.
"To work that fast, I'll need to meet with Emily today or tomorrow," Peter answered. "With three women, we'll need more male actors than just me."
"I'm available today," Emily answered.
"So am I," Kendall spoke up. "Can I come with her so she has a friend?"
"That sounds perfect," he said happily. "Do you three wanna meet me for dinner? My treat."
"I have a date," I said lightly.
"Lucky guy!" Peter exclaimed. "Hopefully he doesn't take you off the market."
"I'm hoping he takes me off the dating market," I giggled. "But he knows what I do and seems cool with it."
"Don't let him get away," he advised.
"I don't plan on it," I laughed.
"So, just the three of us for dinner?" Peter returned to business.
"Yeah, that sounds good," Emily agreed, swallowing weakly.
"It's a date!" Kendall declared.
Ending the call with Peter, I rushed over to hug Emily in support. The three of us then spent the afternoon together, ending with them helping me pick out something for my date. I reminded them several times that the goal was to look like a normal girl and not a whore. We ended up settling on the stereotypical little black dress with a clutch purse. I wore my blonde hair down, letting it cascade down my back.
Kendall and Emily headed out for their dinner with Peter while I waited patiently for Marcos. It was still early, but it wasn't long before I was impatiently waiting for Marcos. When he finally texted me that he was outside, I rushed out the door. Bitter Divorced Lady glared at me the entire elevator ride to the lobby. I ignored her and went outside, passing Reptile Guy and his pet frog.
There he was; standing in front of his car waiting for me. Tall, dark hair, sunglasses. He was wearing a suit that made him look delicious. I could feel a warmth between my legs as my heart raced. Marcos. My Marcos? I hoped so. Letting out a breath, I pushed away the brief thought about any other young ladies he might be romancing.
We greeted each other with a soft hug and a light kiss on the cheek. Marcos was a gentleman as always, holding the car door open and helping me inside. Then he drove us to the most exclusive restaurant in Ashwood. Opening the front door, he gestured for me to enter. I smiled and then nearly collided with a well-dressed woman in her thirties.
"Oh! Sorry, excuse me," I blushed, shifting to the side.
"It's quite alright," the woman replied, her eyes passing over me to land on Marcos. "Marcos Sanchez. Isn't this a surprise."
"Nice to see you, Lana," Marcos smiled. "You remember Brittney?"
"Oh yes, Brittney. Good evening," Lana replied, stepping over to join us.
"Nice to see you again," I said to Lana Moretti, the owner of Amber Lights. She had gotten Jasmine her job at the strip club.
Lana inclined her head in my direction before turning to Marcos. "Don't forget we have that meeting tomorrow."
"Of course, Lana," Marcos responded smoothly.
"Enjoy your evening," Lana gave each of us a nod before sweeping by and walking away.
I was quiet as we were shown to our table. Lana owned Amber lights and Velour Room. The very same club The Crocs were using to have that Scarlett girl sell herself. There was a lot of horrible shit happening under Lana's watch. And most importantly, Lana was afraid of Marcos.
We were seated with our drinks before I broached the topic. "Have you known Lana a long time?"
"Years now," Marcos answered slowly. "We've done a lot of business together."
"So she isn't the only owner of the local night clubs?" I asked sweetly.
"You caught me," he laughed lightly. "I like to think of myself as a silent partner."
"And you suggested Lana put me on the list for Velour Room," I giggled. "You could have just done it yourself."
"I did say silent partner," Marcos took a sip of his drink as he watched me carefully. "Are you okay?"
"I want to ask a favor, but I feel weird," I admitted in a small voice.
"Ask away," he said smoothly.
"You know I was a cheerleader," I began nervously. "I was gonna try out for the CSUA Phoenixes but then everything happened with my parents. Anyway, I know a few cheerleaders on the squad."
"Sure, makes sense," Marcos nodded along.
"I heard about this one girl, Scarlett. She works at Velour Room as a hostess," I continued, the words pouring out of me. "I don't know if it's true, I just heard she was having a tough time. I just, well, I think maybe that horrible gang is using the place. I'm worried and thought, I don't know, you could ask Lana to check and make sure Scarlett is okay?"
Marcos watched me for several moments, his expression unreadable. "I wouldn't want anything inappropriate happening at one of my businesses. I'll make sure the young lady is okay."
"Thank you."
The brief exchange was awkward, so I quickly changed the subject. I told Marcos about practicing cheerleading with the girls. Our meals arrived while I explained regretting not going to college for the first time. I wanted to join the squad, to learn the routines, to feel the energy of the games.
Marcos was a good listener, taking the time to tell me I was young and could still go to college. I playfully told him maybe I'd wear a cheer uniform for him sometime. That led to quite a bit of flirting as we finished our meals. Neither of us were ready to leave, so we ordered dessert.
The subject of work came up, leading to me telling him about Emily doing a scene with Kendall and me. It was surprising, but he really didn't seem to mind what I did for money. Marcos was very good at hiding his emotions, but I felt like I was learning to interpret his reactions.
At his insistence, Marcos paid for dinner before walking me to his car while holding my hand. I readily agreed to accompany him back to his penthouse, excited for the rest of the night. The penthouse was as beautiful as I remembered, and I found myself sitting with him on the couch while working on another glass of wine.
"I'm having a nice time," I told him sincerely.
"So am I," Marcos replied, removing his sunglasses to show me those brown eyes.
"I don't want to sound like I'm pushing things along, but..." I trailed off.
"But...?" he probed gently.
"I was wondering where we stood," I explained. "I mean, I know you could be dating a ton of hot young women. I really like you and wanted to know."
"I'm not seeing anyone else," Marcos assured me.
"Neither am I," I smiled. "Um, but with my job, well, you know."
"Your SeeMe requires you to flirt with guys and your other job requires sex," Marcos stated.
"Yes."
"I understand that work is work. That's separate from your personal life," he assured me.
"Does this mean, are we, you know, exclusive?" I questioned.
"I would like to be," he answered plainly.
"Then I think you'd better kiss me," I whispered, setting my empty glass down.
Marcos slid over to me and pressed his lips against mine. Soon our tongues were dancing while his thumb caressed my thigh. I placed my hand on his muscular chest as I sucked his tongue into my mouth. A shiver ran through my body when he cupped my breast; the simple touch somehow more arousing than any intense scene I'd ever done.
I broke the kiss, my lips inches from his as I looked into his eyes. "I think we should go upstairs."
Taking my hand, Marcos led me upstairs to his massive bedroom. I felt like the most beautiful woman in the world as Marcos removed my clothes. He cupped my boobs, slurping the peak of my breast into his mouth and lightly sucking on it. When he got me in bed, he made love to my womanhood with his mouth, making me cry out his name.
When it was finally time for the big moment, Marcos took a condom out of the drawer on his bedside table and rolled it onto his erection. I told him I was on the pill, but he said he believed in being safe. Something about that bothered me, but I soon forgot my concerns as he pushed inside of me.
There were no crazy positions or dirty words. We made love in missionary, his eyes never leaving mine. I hooked my ankles around his calves as my hands gripped his biceps. My back arched as I cried out his name. Moments later, he filled the condom with his seed.
~Wednesday October 08, 2025~
On Wednesday evening I found myself at the studio owned by X-star Entertainment. Emily had signed all the paperwork and we were ready to shoot an adult film. Since we all looked so young, Peter decided on a movie called Detention #7. It was the seventh film in the detention series; a collection of films involving women ending up in detention. Naturally, the detention ended up with group sex. Perfect for a movie starring three women.
I was wearing a red dress with matching heels. The dress had buttons up the front and thick shoulder straps. The skirt fell to mid-thigh and my hair was in a bun at the back of my head. Even though I was only eighteen, I was not going to be playing a student in the scene.
We were ready to start, and I was standing at the front of the classroom set up with a marker in hand so I could write on the white board. Peter had set up a perfect classroom with amazing attention to detail. There were even math posters on the walls. Emily and Kendall were the only ones who looked like they might actually be high school seniors, but that was okay.
"Action!" the director called out.
"Okay, settle down everyone," I said as I started the class. "We have a big test coming up and I want to make sure you're all prepared."
A few of the male students whispered to each other, gesturing at me and waggling their eyebrows.
I ignored them as I started writing on the board. "I hope you all remember the quadratic equation. It will be on the test and I expect you to have it memorized."
Kendall was pretending to be bored out of her mind as she leaned back in her seat and sighed. She was dressed in skintight jeans, a pair of sneakers, and a royal purple spaghetti-strap top. The top did a great job of showing off Kendall's impressive cleavage. Her long dirty-blonde hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail.
"Make sure you're paying attention!" I admonished while circling the quadratic equation. Hopefully I wrote it correctly. I learned it in middle school, but it had been a long time. "Senior year might be almost over, but you still have to pass your finals. Your college acceptance letters can be withdrawn if you flunk."
There was a smattering of groans.
"Yes, I know you'd rather party. But trust me, college will be even harder than this. You need to be-" I froze as my eyes landed on Emily, or rather Abigail Knight. "Miss Knight!"
"Yes, ma'am?" Emily straightened in her seat.
Emily had been given a flowing green skirt that fell to mid-thigh, along with a plain white blouse. As per the script, Emily wasn't wearing underwear. She had allowed the skirt to ride up her thighs, giving the camera a great view of her clean-shaven snatch. I could also see right up her skirt, getting my first ever look of Emily's pretty pussy.
"Why aren't you wearing underwear, young lady?" I asked harshly.
"Oh, I just find it uncomfortable," Emily shrugged, tossing her long light brown hair over her shoulder. "I never wear any."
"Listen to me right now!" I snapped. "I know you just transferred to this school and I don't know how they did things at your old school, but the young women are more modest around here."
"I didn't think it was a big deal..." Emily mumbled, looking embarrassed while the guys snickered.
"Well, it is a big deal!" I exclaimed. "Report to detention with the dean after school."
"Wait! I'm sorry, Miss Angel!" Emily gasped. "I can't tonight, I have a date!"
"That's not my problem," I growled. "Detention!"
There was some laughter as the director called to end the scene. The extras were dismissed for the evening; they wouldn't be needed for the rest of the shoot. Emily's face was red as she covered herself after being exposed on camera for the first time. Someone handed her a bottle of water as we moved on to the next scene. Emily wasn't in that one, so she could take a break.
A high school hallway was the next setup, complete with a row of lockers. I walked down the hallway, a messenger bag over my shoulder. As I was passing a janitor's closet, I heard a soft male moaning coming from the door, which was slightly ajar. I paused, frowned, then peeked in the door.
The hallway camera stopped rolling as we switched to the one in the janitor's closet. Kendall was on her knees, her tits hanging out of her purple top and a large cock stretching her mouth. Peter was holding her head in his hands as he slowly thrust his dick between her lips. His head was thrown back and he was moaning softly.
"What is going on in here?!" I hissed angrily.
"Oh, shit!" Peter gasped, looking over me with a guilty expression. "Hi, Miss Angel."
"You stop this right now!" I growled.
Kendall tried to pull off of Peter, but he held her in place. "Hang on a second, I'm almost done."
"Now, young man!" I yelled at the guy who was several years older than me.
"Almost done, almost done!" he groaned while fucking Kendall's face.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Gak! Glug!" Kendall gurgled as she sucked, desperate to make him cum. "Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!"
"Oh God, fuck!" Peter hissed, his face red as he held Kendall's face to his crotch.
Kendall made a wet coughing noise, her cheeks puffing out as Peter exploded in her mouth. His knees were shaking as his fingers twisted in her hair. His body convulsed a couple of times before he finally relaxed. Kendall then pulled off his cock and turned to face me.
"I'm sorry, Miss Angel," Kendall murmured, cum slopping out of her mouth and falling onto her exposed breasts.
"Detention! Both of you!" I growled, pointing my finger at Kendall. "I thought you were a better student than this, Miss Phoenix."
Both "students" mumbled out a pathetic apology.
The final scene of the film would be another classroom setup. We used the same studio, but Peter removed the math posters and changed enough furniture to make it feel like a different classroom. It would more than suffice for porn. It wasn't like anyone was expecting award-winning cinema.
There were six students in detention; four men and two women. Nick Appleby was sitting near Bruno Perez. Both men were over thirty and were dressed in superhero t-shirts and baseball caps in a pathetic attempt to make them seem younger. Andy Wang was sitting in back. He was only twenty-one and really did look like he could still be in high school.
I was standing up front with my arms crossed and a stern expression on my face. Beside me was Ray Mancini who would be playing the dean. Ray was the oldest person in the film, so it made sense that the handsome Italian guy would be the other authority figure.
Emily was sitting in the middle, her arms crossed and an expression of frustration on her face. In the front row, Peter was leaning back in his chair looking pleased with himself. Kendall was beside him, pouting sadly. There was still some cum stuck to her chin from the previous scene.
Eight of us. Two female students, four male students, the dean, and a hot teacher.
"Action!"
"Well, I think all of you degenerates know why you're here," the dean began angrily. "You two!" Ray pointed to Nick and Bruno. "What do you have to say for yourselves?"
"I don't see what we did wrong," Bruno shrugged.
"The pool is for school activities," Nick added.
"It's for swimming!" I snapped angrily. "Not for you two idiots to mess around in."
"The kayaks were school equipment!" Bruno reasoned. "We just figured kayak wars would be a fun swim game for everyone."
"We're young, we need our exercise," Nick grinned.
"Pathetic," Ray growled before pointing at Emily. "And what about you, young lady? Did the school nurse give you some underwear to cover yourself?"
"She didn't have any extra," Emily looked at her desk.
"So, you're still not wearing panties?" Ray asked, shaking his head. "You know what? Get up here!"
All eyes were on Emily as she slowly made her way up to the teacher's desk. There were several cameras set up to get the best views. Emily's anxiety looked very real, but I knew she remembered the safe word to stop the shoot. Peter had asked her to confirm it at least twenty times.
"Emily here decided it was okay to not wear underwear today," Ray announced to the room. "Just another stupid thing you kids do that you don't realize has consequences!"
Ray flipped up the front of Emily's skirt, exposing her. "Look at this!" Ray snapped, pushing Emily's butt against the desk and sliding his hand between her spread legs to grab her cunt. "Anyone could see and the slut didn't care!"
"I'm sorry, sir," Emily mumbled.
"Sorry isn't good enough!" the dean hissed, spinning Emily around and lifting the back of her skirt. "Not just her pussy, anyone could see this perfect peach of an ass!" Ray grabbed a handful of Emily's butt before spanking her roughly.
"Ah!" Emily cried out in response.
The dean spanked her several more times, alternating which cheek he hit. Then he grabbed a fistful of her light brown hair and shoved her toward the desks. "Get back to your seat, Abby. I'm done with you."
"What did this one do?" I questioned while pointing toward Andy in the back.
"The fool was caught urinating into a potted plant," Ray rolled his eyes.
"The bathroom was out of order!" Andy exclaimed.
"That's no excuse!" I snarled.
"What's the matter, Miss Angel?" Andy grinned and waggled his eyebrows. "Jealous you didn't get to see?"
"Oh, shut up," the dean snapped. "That just leaves these two." Ray gestured toward Kendall and Peter.
"You people are such prudes," Peter snorted. "It was just a BJ."
"During school hours!" I hissed. "That is not appropriate!"
"Miss Phoenix? You're quiet," the dean commented. "Thinking about the next dick you'll be sucking?"
"No!" Kendall shook her head. "I just, I don't know! I like it. I love it, actually. I love dick."
Ray walked over to stand in front of Kendall's desk. "You love sucking dick, do you?"
"Yes, sir," Kendall nodded shyly.
"Well, it's not school hours any more," Ray reasoned as he unbuckled his belt. "Let's see if that little mouth is worth staying after school for."
"Sir?" Kendall mumbled, her eyes widening as Ray pulled out his hardness. "Sir!"
"Is this really appropriate?" I huffed.
"Hey, I'm just giving the lady what she wants," Ray replied as he stroked himself. "Well? Get sucking!"
"I... well, you do have a really nice cock, sir," Kendall hummed, looking up at him with lust.
Sighing, Ray grabbed Kendall's ponytail and pulled her forward. She had to lean across the desk to reach the throbbing erection. A sigh of contentment escaped Kendall's lips as Ray's cock slid into her mouth. Ray groaned happily as he started lightly thrusting his hips, forcing more dick down Kendall's throat.
"Sluuurp, mmmslurp," Kendall moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she gave head.
"Detention is supposed to be a punishment," I pointed out. "Why is she being rewarded."
Andy stood up and started making his way to the front of the classroom. "You really are a prude."
"I'm not a prude, I just think there's a time and a place for everything," I explained.
"Like here and now?" Andy grabbed my hand and pulled it to his crotch.


"I don't- oh!" I gasped as I rubbed him. "You feel so big, so hard."
"Hard for you, Miss Angel," Andy whispered as he pressed his lips to mine.
The entire room burst into action at the same time. I could hear Ray order Kendall to her knees while chairs were scraping as guys stood. Andy bent me over the side of the teacher's desk and lifted my dress high enough to expose my underwear. As I looked over the classroom I felt him pull my red panties down to my ankles.
Kendall was on her knees with her tits hanging out over her top. She had Ray's cock balls-deep down her throat while she looked up at him with her pretty green eyes. Nick had just finished getting naked. Reaching out, he grabbed Kendall's hand and placed it on his hardness so she could jack him off.
Emily was on her feet making out with Peter while he held her ass in both hands. Bruno was next to her, reaching down to run his hand along her bare leg. Emily shivered slightly, likely from lust and nerves. Entertaining two men on camera for the first time was an intense experience.
I gasped as Andy pushed his dick inside me. Sex with Marcos was much better, but I was glad Andy wasn't wearing a condom. Nothing beat skin on skin. I squeezed my pussy muscles for his pleasure. Gripping the edges of the desk, I looked straight ahead at the camera as I got fucked. My teeth were bared and clenched, a grunt escaping my lips each time Andy went in me to the hilt. I was still mostly-clothed and my blonde hair remained in a professional bun.
The scene progressed, with Kendall sucking the two cocks in her face while the guys played with her boobs. Things were getting more intense for Emily as Peter ripped open her white blouse, making her gasp. I watched as Bruno unhooked Emily's bra so Peter could slide it off her shoulders.
"Damn, these are huge," Peter breathed, cupping Emily's tits.
Peter reached up Emily's skirt to start rubbing her pussy. Emily bit her lower lip and let out a quivering whine as she was touched. From behind her, Bruno grabbed both her big boobs and squeezed them tightly. Emily tensed, and I recognized the signs of an unexpected orgasm. Good for her!
Andy had one hand on my shoulder and the other on my hip as he roughly pounded me. The cheap desk was squeaking from the force of his thrusts as I moaned and panted. Tossing my head back, I cried out loudly. Was I putting on a show for the camera? A little bit, but it still felt great.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" I panted. "Oh God, fuck me, yes!"
Kendall was naked, looking up at both guys as they slapped her face with their dicks. Peter had Emily on her knees and was giving her a titty-fuck while she looked up at him in awe. Bruno was crouching behind the naked teenager, stroking himself and squeezing her butt.
I yelped in surprise when Andy pulled out of me and stood me up before removing my underwear. He then put me on my back on the desk and held my legs in the air as he lined up with my entrance. My mouth opened in a loud gasp when he pushed back inside me. I was still wearing my heels as he fucked me hard and fast. Reaching over my head, I held the edge of the desk as I took his cock.
"I'm learning a lot, Miss Angel," Andy teased as he grabbed my boobs from outside my dress.
"I think someone's getting extra credit," I moaned back. "Oh fuck, you're so hard! Oh fuck, oh fuck!"
Ray got on his back so Kendall could straddle him. The tall, sexy woman's eyes fluttered as she lowered herself onto his dick. She only got to bounce a few times before Nick grabbed her by the ponytail and shoved his cock in her mouth until his balls rested against her chin.
"Gak! Gak! Gak!" Kendall gagged and drooled while riding one dick and choking on another. "Mm, gak! Gak! Mm, ah!"
Emily was fully nude as she sucked on Bruno's thickness. He had his head thrown back and was moaning softly as he pulled Emily's lips along his length. Her head bumped into his beer belly as her large breasts swayed slightly on her chest. Peter was at her side, stroking himself as he watched.
"Yeah, suck it, baby!" Bruno grunted. "Mm, you like that dick, don't you?"
"Mmmsluuurp, mmhmm, sluuurp," Emily moaned, nodding her head slightly. "Schloop, sluuurp."
The cameras were everywhere, capturing all of the action. Emily was blowing two guys, Kendall was riding a guy while sucking off another, and I was getting nailed on the teacher's desk. I was the only one with any clothing on; the guys had slowly shed their clothes during the scene.
"Hold your legs back for me," Andy ordered.
Nodding rapidly, I grabbed my legs behind the knee and spread myself open for him.
"That's a good girl," Andy growled, rubbing my clit while pounding me.
"Oh God, oh fuck!" I gasped as the clitoral stimulation brought me off. "I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming, ah!"
With a fierce look on his face, Andy reached out and started tugging at my dress. The cheap fabric ripped down the middle, making me gasp. He tugged my bra down, freeing my bouncing boobs. Holding both my tits, he loomed over me, roughly fucking me as my toes curled.
Despite how hard I was being pounded, I couldn't miss the loud gasp that echoed through the room. My eyes flicked to the center of the room where, among the disorganized desks knelt Emily on her hands and knees. The gasp had been caused by Peter easing his dick into the young woman. Bruno was kneeling in front of her and guided his cock to her mouth. Emily was getting spit-roasted in full view of the cameras. She moaned loudly as the two guys tossed her back and forth, using her holes for their pleasure.
"FUCK!" Kendall screeched, drawing my attention back to her.
Kendall was on top of Ray, her dangling tits brushing against his chest. Nick had gotten behind her and pushed his cock up her butt. I could see the intense look on her face and knew Kendall was struggling to handle getting double-penetrated. A bead of sweat ran down her cheek as her leg shook.
The sounds in the room were overwhelming; girls moaning, guys grunting, slapping flesh, girls choking on dick. The cameramen did their jobs well, getting amazing footage for the people who would be watching for years to come. Watching three teenage sluts getting fucked and used.
Emily screamed around the cock in her mouth, her entire body shuddering as she came hard. Her big boobs were flopping around wildly as the two guys exchanged a high-five. Kendall's mouth was free, but she was unable to form words. Instead she just grunted and groaned as her lower holes were stretched and pounded. I knew both women still had their nerves regarding what we were doing, but both were too overwhelmed to even think about it. All they could do was focus on the intense feelings they were experiencing.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" Kendall gasped out, her foot kicking out and toppling a desk. "HOLY FUCKING SHIT!"
"Mm, mm, gak, mm!" Emily moaned as her lips slid along Bruno's length. Peter lifted a hand and slapped her ass roughly. "HURK!"
Several minutes later the guys signaled the director to indicate we were approaching the finale. I was the most experienced actress present, so I started cooing up at Andy, urging him to cum for me. My dress was a tattered mess, my tits hanging out as I held my legs back and begged.
"I want your cum, baby. Oh God, I want it!" I moaned, arching my back. "Please cum for me, please give it to me. I need to taste you! Holy shit, you feel so fucking good! Oh God!"
"You want my cum, slut?" Andy growled, squeezing my tits.
"Yes!" I hissed, my nipples hard as my toes curled. "Cum for me!"
"I'm gonna cum in your mouth!" Andy announced, his face red as he gave me a few final thrusts. "Oh fuck, get on your knees!"
"Please cum in my mouth!" I whined, sliding off the desk as Andy stepped back.
I eagerly took him between my lips and started sucking hard. In only about ten seconds I was rewarded with the first blast of warm sperm. Andy held my head as he shuddered, his balls clenching and expelling their contents into my willing mouth. I knew what to do and didn't swallow a drop.
With a mouthful of sperm, I stood and walked over to Kendall. Kneeling beside her, I grabbed her ponytail and tilted her head back. Both dicks were still railing her as she opened her mouth while gasping and moaning. I slowly spit the cum from my mouth, letting it fall in long ropes into Kendall's open mouth. Then we kissed passionately before showing the cameras our empty mouths.
Kendall lowered her head as she once again resumed her struggle of being double-penetrated. I finally got naked as Kendall's breathing grew more ragged. Knowing what was coming, I leaned in and slurped a nipple in my mouth. Sucking on the little nub made Kendall scream as a series of multiple orgasms ripped through her slim body.
Ray held Kendall's hips, his teeth clenched as he thrust up into her. "Fuck, I'm gonna blow! Let me up, let me up!"
Nick pulled out of Kendall's ass and wrapped an arm around her waist. He effortlessly lifted the cheerleader off of Ray and set her on her knees beside me. We both opened wide as Ray stood and approached us while stroking himself. I could hear Emily still getting spit-roasted in the background as two naked guys hovered over us.
"Ah!" Kendall and I both stuck our tongues out.
Ray groaned as the first rope shot along the side of Kendall's face and into her dirty-blonde hair. The next blast went straight into her mouth, making her cough. Ray then stepped forward and pressed his tip to her open mouth to feed her every last drop. Kendall made a show of swallowing some of it before spitting out the rest over her tits.
I jumped in surprise when a jet of cum splattered across my face. Nick then aimed his tip at Kendall, showering her with a couple of warm spurts. The last of his seed was directed toward my tits before he finally wiped his glans along my face to get the last drops onto my cheek.
One camera zoomed in as Kendall and I stayed on our knees, kissing and touching each other as we swallowed every drop that got in our mouths. Kendall lowered her head and sucked some semen from my nipple. I then returned the favor by licking the valley between her breasts and scooping up a nice helping of warm sperm.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Bruno warned, two inches of his dick protruding from Emily's lips. "Shit!"
Peter was holding Emily's butt-cheeks as he fucked her from behind with a steady rhythm. "Don't swallow it, baby, don't swallow it!"
"Mm! Mmnmmm!" Emily shook her head slightly as she held as much of Bruno's load in her mouth as she could. A rivulet of semen ran down her chin.
Bruno sighed and eased his softening prick from Emily's lips. "Show us, Abby."
Emily gaped her mouth, allowing the cameras to zoom in and see the cum on her tongue while she was still being fucked doggystyle. At Bruno's urging, Emily closed her mouth and tilted her head back to swallow the cum as if taking a shot. She then showed the camera her empty mouth, sticking out her tongue to prove it was all gone.
"I'm about to cum," Peter warned. "All three of you, come here!"
Peter swatted Emily on the bottom before pulling out. She spun around as he stood up, getting on her knees before him. I knelt to her left while Kendall was on the right. All three of us looked up at Peter with sparkling eyes. Our mouths opened in unison as we stuck out our tongues.
"Put your faces together," Peter urged as he jacked off.
We immediately complied, our cheeks pressing together as the first spurt hit Emily's nose. Peter was an expert and knew how to maneuver himself to make sure all three sluts got some of his cum. At the end, our faces and breasts were dripping with the semen of five men.
The three of us started kissing and touching each other while giggling as the final camera filmed us.
"I hope you ladies have learned your lesson?" I asked, kissing Emily.
"Uh, what was the lesson again?" Emily questioned with a giggle and a blush.
"I learned I definitely love cock and cum," Kendall declared.
I sighed heavily. "I guess I'll see you girls back in detention tomorrow."
"Cut!'
Kendall and Emily immediately accepted their robes, covering their bodies as fast as possible. I took my time, knowing there was no point. Everything I had to offer had already been on full display. Still, I understood their reasoning; it was a big deal to be so exposed in front of everyone. The scene was over. The rush was gone, reminding them of their vulnerability.
I sat alone with the girls after the shoot, the three of us drinking water and talking quietly. Emily seemed to be handling things alright, but she was still a little in shock over what she had just done. I smiled as I remembered my own first film. Kendall was having less anxiety than after her previous two experiences, which was definitely a good thing.
That night I was lying in bed alone, having just talked to Marcos on the phone for over an hour. Emily and Kendall were becoming close friends, and I was getting along well with Jasmine. Marcos would help get rid of the gang problem at his clubs, saving that girl Scarlett. He was a great boyfriend. I was even starting to make plans for going to college. Everything was looking up.
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~James Gray~
Tuesday 09 September, 2025
The Greywater House looked smaller than James remembered.
Two years ago he'd parked in almost the exact same spot. A house in the woods with a dark story had seemed like easy material at the time. Instead he'd spent three entire nights filming empty rooms and silent hallways, the creek behind the property, and one promising noise that turned out to be a raccoon digging its way inside.
It was a weathered two-story colonial-style home tucked among the trees, its attic windows dark beneath layers of grime. The front porch sagged slightly at the center, and moss crawled across the roof while one gutter hung partially detached near the right side of the house. Decades of rain and neglect had turned the once-white paint a sickly gray-yellow that peeled from the side in long curling strips.
Autumn Lennox unbuckled her seat belt beside him but didn't open the door. She reached over and ran her fingers down his arm, drawing his attention.
"You're staring," she observed.
James smirked slightly. "I'm trying to decide if it looks better or worse."
"Unless it collapses, I don't think it CAN look worse," Autumn wrinkled her nose.
That got a soft laugh from James because she was right. The property hadn't been fully reclaimed by nature, but it was getting close. Tall grass crowded the narrow stone walkway leading to the porch, and weeds split through cracks in the driveway. Long tree branches stretched over the roof, while vines crept up the front and sides. Despite the deterioration, the structure remained stubbornly intact.
A rusted real estate sign leaned crooked near the driveway.
BANK OWNED PROPERTY
AUTHORIZED ACCESS ONLY
James pushed open the door of his SUV. Cool autumn air hit him immediately, carrying the scent of wet leaves and distant rain. Anticipation filled him as he dreamed of an investigation using his new knowledge. While there was so much he didn't know, he felt he had discovered more secrets than anyone else in the field of supernatural study.
He eagerly rushed over to the lockbox before walking to the car while Autumn climbed out more slowly. She let out a soft sigh as she brushed her wavy blonde hair back behind her ears, quietly taking in the surroundings. The Hudson valley was quite large, and this was an out-of-the-way area most didn't know about.
The Greywater House sat several miles outside the tiny hamlet of Bellmere, near the wooded edges of Fahnestock Memorial State Park. There were no nearby homes, no traffic, no signs of life beyond the narrow road they'd turned off nearly ten minutes earlier. Just trees and creek and birds. And The Greywater House.
"You ready?" James asked as Autumn approached him.
"I think so," she nodded slowly. "I'm a little nervous."
"We'll be fine," James insisted with a smile. "We're here for three nights. Three nights to test our theories."
James couldn't help his excitement. Labor Day had been just over a week ago, and his brain had been going nonstop since. The Brinkerhoff Royal had changed everything. Many of his loyal followers had unsubscribed, saying he had given in to pressure and posted fake videos. Others joined when they saw the excitement in the events of that weekend. He understood the skepticism, but James knew the truth.
Ghosts existed.
Not strange noises or manipulated footage. Not wishful thinking from eager horror fans, or the adrenaline-fueled fears of someone alone in an old building. Real. For the first time in his life, James finally understood why every previous investigation had failed. Every investigator he had ever met focused on provoking spirits into responding. EVP sessions, Ouija boards, demands shouted into dark rooms. No one ever stopped to ask whether the dead were even capable of answering.
"James?" Autumn called out to get his attention.
"Hm?" he looked up while holding a thermal camera.
"This place didn't give you anything before?" Autumn wondered as they headed for the porch.
"Not a thing."
"And now?" she questioned, glancing at him with interest.
"Now?" James looked at the dark windows as excitement flowed through him. "Now we have a better plan than yelling at dead people."
The front steps groaned beneath their weight as they climbed onto the porch. The house looked even worse up close. Cracks split through sections of the railing, and the door hung slightly crooked within its frame. Autumn paused beside James as he pulled a small ring of keys from his jacket pocket.
"Did you get those from the real estate agent?" she asked.
"No," he shook his head. "They were in the lockbox. I got them while you were getting out of the car."
"Somehow that makes this place feel less spooky," Autumn commented.
"Haven't had your fill of spooky, Lennox?" James smiled as he slid the key into the lock and struggled to force it to turn.
"If I had, we wouldn't be here," she pointed out as James shoved his shoulder against the door until it finally opened for him.
Autumn immediately wrinkled her nose. "That's disgusting."
"Wasn't me," James shrugged, gesturing for her to step inside.
"You're gross, too," she grumbled as she waved her hand in front of her nose in an attempt to disperse the scent of stale air.
James was still grinning as he stepped into the entry hall, causing the floor to creak loudly beneath him. A small amount of light filtered through the dirty windows, illuminating floating dust particles and strips of peeling wallpaper. Someone had draped old sheets over the furniture; the fabric was yellow and sagging in the dimness.
Nothing. James slowly turned in a circle without seeing anything strange. No movement, no voices, no impossible cold. Just an old house. That excited him more. It was a chance to experiment. To see if they could truly replicate the results of that luxury hotel. Autumn entered behind him, her boots thumping softly against the hardwood floor as she closed the door.
"What did the previous owners report?" Autumn inquired.
"Strange noises, shadows, hearing a woman crying," James counted on his fingers. "A few other things over the years. Someone claimed to see a woman appear and disappear."
"Any chance that woman paid the power bill?" Autumn asked.
"No, but the lights work. We have to flip the breaker in the basement," James answered. "The bank keeps up with basic maintenance for showings and so the place doesn't actually collapse. The water's shut off, though."
"I'm surprised a house built in 1884 has pipes," she commented, crossing her arms. "And electricity."
"Renovations," he answered quickly. "I think they added electricity in the forties. Same time they added a small bathroom. But don't worry, there's an outhouse out back if you need to do the thing ladies claim they don't do."
"We've known each other a week," Autumn reminded him. "You got familiar fast."
"Because we got familiar fast," James waggled his eyebrows while scanning the room for entry points and electrical outlets.
"I'll use the trailer bathroom," she rolled her eyes.
"And I will run downstairs and turn the power on," James said. "Remember to wash your hands."
"I didn't mean now!" she called after him.
Using the light from his phone, he ran down to the basement before returning to the parlor. James crossed toward the wall switch and flicked it upward. For a few moments, nothing happened. Then the overhead light sputtered weakly to life, turning on and off again a few times before finally maintaining a semi-constant illumination. The yellow glow barely reached the corners of the room.
"Comforting," Autumn sighed.
"It's atmospheric!" James reasoned.
"It's tetanus with electricity," she grumbled.
"We aren't all rich enough to buy hotels, Lennox," he laughed lightly.
"Hey, you have a home now that isn't your brother's place. You're welcome, sugar baby," she grinned proudly. "By the way, the bank doesn't expect us to buy this place, do they?"
"They're probably hoping," James winced. "At this point, I could probably pick it up for forty bucks."
"You'd be getting ripped off," Autumn muttered under her breath.
They moved deeper into the house, James already mentally mapping equipment placement. One camera in the parlor, another in the basement. He wanted thermal upstairs and an audio recorder in the attic. Definitely a camera in the master bedroom upstairs.
"So what exactly are we trying first?" Autumn asked from across the room.
"Observation tonight," he answered while checking one of his cameras. "No forcing anything yet."
"Yet?"
"At Brinkerhoff, they weren't just popping up randomly," James said while adjusting a tripod. "They were pulling from you."
"Right," Autumn nodded in understanding. "And we think spirits need to pull from someone to manifest."
"We do," he agreed. "And sometimes that manifestation drains them? Knocks them out? Uh, can ghosts pass out?"
"I don't know, I've never been dead," she rolled her eyes.
"Anyway, a haunting happens and people get scared," James stated. "Then someone like me comes along and finds nothing because the ghosts hadn't regained their strength? Or hadn't woken up?"
"Or you went somewhere there haven't been any people in decades," Autumn added.
"Just like this place," he confirmed, pulling out his phone. "Let's head back outside. We need an introductory stream before we set things up."
"Okay," she agreed, following him outside.
James shut the door and started the livestream while aiming the phone at himself and getting the door in the background.
"Hello, hello! And welcome to another episode of Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries!" James declared, smiling at the phone's camera. "Oh wow, a lot of you in here already. Are you excited?"
James glanced at the comments before continuing. "I'm your host, James Gray. Tonight should be a weird one. I hope. For the first time ever, I will be tackling a site for the second time!
"That's right, a repeat visit. Where, you ask? Why the very famous Greywater House located just outside of Bellmere, New York!" James exclaimed. "Barely a stone's throw away from the legendary Cold Spring where we captured footage some of you are still arguing about online."
He sighed when looking at the comments. "Yeah, yeah, I know some of you are already spamming 'fake' in the chat. Feel free to watch reality TV then."
Autumn laughed softly at the last comment.
James turned the phone's camera to show the tall blonde. "And you all remember my lovely assistant-"
"Partner," Autumn interjected immediately.
"Right, partner. My lovely partner, Autumn," James said before putting the camera back on himself. "We're going to spend a few days testing our new theories on the paranormal.
"Now, first we're going to take you on a little tour of the house. Then we'll log off and set up our usual cameras. This is a more remote area of the Hudson Valley than Cold Spring, so you all know how this works," James said to the viewers. "That's right! The cameras will be continuously streaming, but the signal won't always be great. Thank the streaming overlords for portable hotspots and signal boosting antennas.
"Anyway, without further ado, let's get this tour started!"
James went inside, the light from his phone showing the way. They started in the entry room, where he went over the year the house was built and a bit about the renovations. Then they continued on to the parlor before covering the dining room and kitchen. Autumn opened the back door so James could give everyone a quick look at the small creek at the edge of the property.
After showing the small bathroom, James and Autumn returned to the parlor for a more in-depth talk with the viewers.
"Very funny guys, very funny," James gave a fake laugh while shaking his head. "For the last time, no, Autumn is not here to babysit me."
"You should have heard the jokes he was telling before we were recording," Autumn smirked. "They were too immature for a ten-year-old boy."
"That's... okay, that's partially true," he admitted. "But!" James held a finger up. "We're not here to talk about my sense of humor or my rugged good looks. Tell us, Autumn; just what's up with The Greywater House?"
"Well, during our research we found out that the Greywater family used to own all the land in the area," Autumn began. "This house was built in 1884 by the Greywaters for their daughter, Eliza Greywater. She had fallen in love with a local man who took her last name, which was much more prominent. The guy taking the woman's name? Now THAT'S progressive for the nineteenth century!"
James looked at the comments and winced. "Some of the comments in here aren't very progressive. Yes folks, Autumn is very pretty, but there's other sites for the kind of content you're angling for."
"Ew," Autumn made a face as she removed the sheet covering a faded loveseat. "For you normal people watching; what we just told you is most of the verifiable information. What we could find was sparse and often littered with speculation."
Continuing with facts," James interjected, "there have been a few owners throughout the years, including the family who added the electricity and bathroom. They always moved out. Others would stay in the house as a dare and leave in terror."
"Which raises the question: what happened to Eliza Greywater?" Autumn asked.
"Depends on which version of the story you find!" James exclaimed passionately before sighing. "Yes, I'm James Gray investigating The Greywater House. Ha. Ha. Ha. Moving on."
"Greywater Creek is out back," Autumn gestured with her thumb. "And we are here to see if we can make contact with the spirit of Eliza Greywater, for it is supposedly her who haunts this house."
"Some stories say she hanged herself from the rafters in the attic," James shook his head sadly. "Others suggest she drowned herself in the creek. I even found one story saying she went on a murder spree before being killed in a struggle with law enforcement."
"Yeah, that one's made up, I'm sure," Autumn took over. "What's true is that Eliza is often called The Greywater Widow. She lived here for decades after her husband died. Alone. Her entire family gone. They do say she disappeared from public view."
"Possibly as a serial killer. This guy's got a point," James pointed at his phone. "Quiet. Lived alone. No family. Throw in wets the bed and you've got a serial killer."
"I don't think that's how it works," she scoffed.
"Nah, that's definitely how it works," he grinned and gave the camera a thumbs-up.
Autumn and James took a quick walk down to the damp basement, which was mostly-empty. Then they went up to the second floor. The small study still had a desk, which was also covered with a sheet. Eliza's bed was still in the master bedroom, and there was furniture in the guest bedroom. If it weren't for the dust and disrepair, it would almost seem like the house was still occupied.
"The attic!" Autumn exclaimed, looking extra excited for the camera. "This is where Eliza supposedly spent most of her time after her husband's death."
"This young lady in the chat has a point!" James suddenly spoke up. "How do we know where she spent her time if she was a loner with no family or friends?"
"Good question!" she grinned, pointing toward the window. "That window. Kids would come down to the creek and see The Greywater Widow looking out of the attic window."
"See? We do our research!" James stuck out his tongue at the camera, but froze as the lights flickered. "Oh! You might have just upset Eliza by implying her story isn't true."
"Or it's an old house with barely-working electricity," Autumn smirked.
James shot her an exaggerated glare for the benefit of the camera. "Anyway, that's all for now folks. We're gonna set up the cameras and start them streaming as soon as possible, so please keep a look out for that. Thanks for watching Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries!"
The livestream ended and James slipped his phone back into his pocket. Autumn remained standing near the attic window, gazing out over the grounds and the flowing creek. Fading evening light filtered through the dirty glass, casting shadows across the dusty floorboards.
"Well," Autumn smiled softly, "that went well."
"Yeah, only about fifty people called me a fraud," he sighed.
"They're wrong, James," she said seriously. "And with how far technology is from, some people won't ever stop. Even if we find proof of a thousand hauntings."
"Great pep talk, Lennox," James chuckled.
"I'm just saying; don't let the skeptics get you down," Autumn explained. "After all, you were a skeptic until about a week ago."
With a nod of agreement, James accompanied Autumn downstairs. The noises the old house constantly made were much more audible once they'd stopped talking. Pipes knocked faintly in the walls, the house creaked and groaned, and wind brushed tree branches against the siding with uneven scratching sounds.
James loved every second of it. Autumn seemed nervous but excited.
They worked for the next couple hours setting up equipment throughout the house. James mounted static cameras in the parlor, master bedroom, upstairs hallway, attic, and basement. Autumn helped run extension cords and backup batteries through the old rooms. Keeping the cameras powered shouldn't be an issue; keeping them connected to the internet was another matter entirely.
By the time darkness fully settled outside, The Greywater House no longer seemed abandoned. Tiny red recording lights shone from corners and tripods throughout the room while cables stretched along the baseboards. Portable battery packs rested near the walls beside backup audio recorders.
James checked the tablet in his hands to make sure everything was working. Night vision, full audio, motion sensors. He had also used the old strategy of placing baby powder down the hallway to pick up footprints. All the windows were confirmed closed, and the five camera feeds were all functioning.
Mostly.
"The basement feed froze again," he noted while Autumn walked by with another equipment case.
"Think it's Eliza?" she asked eagerly.
"Unless she's somehow your long-lost great aunt, no," James chuckled. "I think it's the stone foundation, thick walls, trees everywhere, and the fact that we're in the middle of nowhere."
"Convenient excuse if something weird happens," Autumn commented.


"That hurts coming from you."
Autumn smirked faintly before setting the case down near the love seat. They'd stopped in Bellmere before arriving and grabbed sandwiches and sodas for dinner. The other supplies they'd bought at the grocery store were in a cooler and a couple of bags that had been placed in the back of the SUV.
"It was easy for you to be believable as honest when you caught nothing extraordinary," she reasoned. "You caught something extraordinary."
"Why are you so smart?" he asked with feigned annoyance.
"I am?" she arched an eyebrow as she sat on the love seat. "I got my MBA at nineteen and am one of the biggest names in consulting. Last week I bought a haunted hotel and I'm currently in the middle of nowhere with a guy I really don't know."
"Hey, those are all sound business decisions," James chuckled, sitting down beside her. "Well, other than being alone with a strange guy."
"It's okay, he's a sweetheart," Autumn sighed happily, resting her hand on his thigh. "He helped me when I was scared. He took me seriously when I thought I was going crazy."
"I'm not completely convinced we aren't having some sort of shared delusion," he admitted as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "What we saw... uh, hopefully the inspectors don't see something similar."
"I think we'll be okay," she laughed. "It's only three days. Three days for the full inspection. Then the hotel is ours."
"Ours? No," James shook his head. "It's yours. It's your money and your ancestor."
"And you're my roommate? Or my sugar baby?" Autumn giggled.
"Well, I'm happy to earn my keep," he husked, squeezing her upper arm.
"Down boy," she shook her head before glancing upward.
"Why do you keep looking up?" James wondered.
"The attic is... I don't know? Strange?" Autumn offered.
"Because of the hanging story?"
"No," Autumn sighed. "It feels... occupied."
"I've had feelings like that before," James replied slowly. "It was always nothing."
"Or maybe it was something," she reasoned. "You just didn't know how to take the next step."
"Possibly," he mused, glancing around. "I think we're set up. Ready to head back to the trailer?"
"Well, I'm not sleeping in here," Autumn crossed her arms and smirked. "With the mold we saw, we should probably be wearing masks."
James chuckled. "Let's go, princess."
The Greywater House loomed beyond the trailer windows, the moonlight slipping through the tree branches to illuminate a few sections. Most of the structure was in shadows, but James and Autumn both noticed they had a clear view of the attic window. Silver light reflected faintly off the dirty, cracked glass.
With the trailer door shut, warm air had replaced the chill of the September night. Compared to the house, the interior was almost luxurious. The compact camper had been lived in for long stretches at a time. Camera cases were stacked beneath the small table near the kitchenette while charging cables snaked across nearly every surface. Portable battery packs, thermal cameras, audio equipment; everything a traveling ghost hunter needed.
A narrow bed occupied the rear of the trailer beside overhead storage cabinets. James noticed Autumn looking at the travel stickers from locations where James had done investigations over the years. Salem. Jerome. Savannah. New Orleans. All places that had produced nothing.
"You really live like this?" Autumn asked quietly while setting her overnight bag on the table.
"Pretty much," James answered with a nod.
"That's both cool and concerning," she continued looking around.
"I prefer to be thought of as mysterious," he said proudly.
"That work to convince the ladies to come back here?" Autumn smirked.
"Not usually," James admitted. "Then if it does work, they'll see the recording equipment and get the wrong idea."
Autumn laughed lightly as she removed her jacket and sat down "I'm glad you don't make that kind of content."
James grabbed two bottles of water from the tiny refrigerator and handed one to her. "I hope my humble home meets your standards."
"I'm not nearly as high maintenance as you seem to think I am," she giggled, accepting the water. "This place is clean and safe. It's perfect. I don't think it makes me spoiled for not wanting tetanus or whatever else is lurking in that house."
"I just like teasing you," he smiled, sitting down across from her. "You did buy a haunted hotel with cash."
"Perks of family money," Autumn shrugged, her blue eyes sparkling.
James grinned faintly while opening the tablet connected to the camera feeds inside the house. The five screens appeared almost instantly. Upstairs hallway. Master bedroom. Parlor. Attic. Basement. The attic feed flickered once before immediately stabilizing. With a small smile, James went to check comments on the videos, confirming they were streaming properly.
Sounds of the wilderness could be heard inside, reminding them both where they were. Wind rustled softly through the trees surrounding the trailer while the bubbling creek behind the property was just barely audible. James leaned back while staring at the feeds. Nothing moved inside the house. No footsteps or shadows, no windows opening or things falling down. Not even a raccoon digging its way inside.
"You really think we can figure this out?" Autumn asked quietly.
"What do you mean?" he looked up from the tablet.
"The rules," she clarified. "How any of this works."
James considered the question. A week ago he was confident that any haunting was a complete hoax. He had been trying to find a way out of this line of work. Then he met Autumn and they both saw things he never thought possible. Life got weird fast.
"Something happened at Brinkerhoff," he said firmly. "Something real. And if it happened once, it can happen again."
"I'm not related to The Greywater Widow," Autumn reminded him.
"True, but that can't be the only way they become strong enough to manifest," James reasoned. "We think they gather energy from all the living, just faster when there's a connection. There has to be a method to form one. There just has to be."
"It feels different than the hotel," she admitted.
"How?"
"The hotel felt crowded," Autumn said slowly. "Emotions everywhere, growing for decades. This place feels... lonely."
"I guess we'll just have to keep experimenting until we find the answers," James reasoned.
"We'll see," Autumn said, standing up.
The tall blonde briefly disappeared into the tiny bathroom to change. She returned in a large t-shirt and a pair of cotton pajama pants. James had converted the table into a second sleeping area so Autumn could use his bed. He had already changed into lounge pants and climbed onto the table.
"You didn't have to do that," she whispered.
"I'm a gentleman."
"I stopped counting after six inappropriate jokes, including one about my boobs," Autumn pointed out, hands on her hips. "You then giggled at the word 'boobs.'"
"In my defense, they take up a lot of space," he grinned.
"They did get squished in that tiny bathroom while I was trying to change," she admitted with a small smile.
"Seriously, though," James chuckled. "We haven't been together long. We sleep in separate rooms at the hotel. This is new, it's reasonable to not share a bed all the time."
Autumn rolled her eyes, smiling in spite of herself. She then got into the bed and pulled the blanket over her. James shut off the lights to conserve power, leaving only the faint glow of the tablet to illuminate the interior.
Inside The Greywater House, all five camera feeds showed absolutely nothing as midnight passed.
At 2:13AM, the attic camera briefly flickered to static.
Then it returned.
~Autumn Lennox~
Wednesday 10 September, 2025
Autumn woke to the sound of a strong wind gusting through tree branches. She was disoriented for several seconds as she stared at the low ceiling of the trailer. Morning light slipped through the blinds, illuminating the cramped interior. She remembered. The Greywater House. The investigation. Ghosts.
The last thought sounded ridiculous even in the privacy of her own mind. Autumn believed in numbers, contracts, and things that could be proven. Ghosts did not belong anywhere in the carefully organized version of reality she had built for herself since childhood. Not even her parents' deaths had changed anything. Then Brinkerhoff happened.
Slowly pushing herself upright, Autumn was careful not to bump her head. The scent of fresh coffee filled her nose as she ran a hand through her blonde hair. James was sitting at the table wearing a dark sweatshirt and lounge pants while staring intently at his tablet. Two cups of coffee sat beside him along with a notebook.
"Did you sleep?" she asked groggily.
"Yeah, I've only been up for a few minutes," he answered, not looking up from the tablet. "The attic feed cut out again overnight."
"Oh?" Autumn questioned. "Anything else happen?"
"No," James glanced toward her. "A few seconds of static and nothing else."
Stifling a yawn, Autumn carefully got out of bed and sat down across from James. She accepted the mug he slid toward her before looking out the trailer windows. Morning fog drifted between the trees, while The Greywater House stood silent beyond them. To Autumn, it looked more sad and lonely than frightening.
James handed the tablet to Autumn so she could watch the footage. Empty hallways. Silent rooms. Nothing moving. At 2:13AM, the attic feed dissolved briefly into static before returning. There was no strange figure, no sound, no visible disturbance.
"That could be anything," she said, handing the tablet back. "Didn't that happen last time you were here?"
"Yeah," he nodded slowly. "It mainly happened in the basement, though. The stone foundation. This time? Everything is perfect except for those brief moments of static."
"You've investigated hundreds of supposed hauntings," Autumn mused. "You never found anything, not until Brinkerhoff. We haven't done any experiments yet, so I'm not surprised there's nothing."
"You're right," he agreed. "The static's probably nothing. So how do we start?"
"At Brinkerhoff, we weren't trying to force anything," she said slowly. "The connection already existed because Clara's my ancestor." Autumn's brow furrowed slightly in concentration. "Clara was reacting to me. To family and the emotions of seeing her descendant."
"And the fact that you two look exactly alike," James pointed out.
"There's that," she smiled happily.
"You think we need to recreate that," he stated. "Just without the blood relations."
"I think we need to stop treating this like a performance."
"What do you mean?" James frowned.
Autumn gestured toward the tablet screen. "You spent years exploring these places. And not just you; the internet is full of sites like yours, there are shows, movies. What do they all have in common? Loud noise, cameras, viewers. All of you demanding answers from them. Demanding performances for your viewers. What if that's the problem?"
"It's selfish?" he suggested. "We don't try and get to know the person, we just care about having them perform for the camera?"
"Exactly!" she nodded quickly. "Clara Douglas was a human being. Things got more intense when we cared. We weren't investigating the history for some lame show; we were doing it to understand. We cared about Clara."
"I agree," James said. "Well, not about my show being lame, but I agree with the other stuff."
Autumn grinned. "We need to emotionally manipulate the dead."
They ate a quick breakfast before showering, dressing, and heading back into The Greywater House. It took the light a few moments of flickering before it finally turned on. James started streaming, setting his phone down where it could record them both. Autumn and James sat across from each other on a blanket on the floor, notebooks in front of them.
"Okay folks, what do we know?" James asked the camera.
"House built in 1884 by the Greywater family, Eliza Greywater moved in with her new husband John Smith," Autumn looked at her notes.
"That name sounds made up," James commented, looking toward the camera. "I can't see the chat right now, but I'm sure you all agree with me."
"Anyway," she cleared her throat, "Eliza's parents and only sibling passed away over the next few years. She never had any children with John, at least not that we could find."
"Then John died as well from, ah, what was it?" James frowned.
"Polio," Autumn answered.
"Right that one. I am very thankful for vaccines," he nodded. "So, as I've mentioned many times on this show; it is not easy to find information on events over a hundred years before the internet."
"All the stories agree Eliza barely left the house after John's death," she told the viewers. "And that was much weirder back then, especially in tight-knit communities."
"True," James agreed. "There was no television to pass the time. No amazing web shows either; you guys are lucky!"
"We believe many of the stories are exaggerated or outright lies," Autumn continued seriously. "There's no evidence Eliza ever killed anyone. She died a few years after her husband, but we were unable to locate an official cause of death."
"As you'll remember from my last episode on The Greywater House, several families have owned the house since," he continued. "Most fled. However, we found evidence of one drowning in the creek and one suicide."
"One family even added electricity and plumbing only to move out six months later," she shook her head. "Now the bank owns it, and despite the occasional showing, no one seems to want the place."
James stood up and picked up his phone. "We're gonna spend the next few hours digging through the house itself and seeing what we can find. Off camera."
The comments started coming in fast, including ones with angry faces.
"Now now, I'm not hiding anything, I promise," he chuckled, trying to seem casual. "We'll update you guys soon. Hopefully with answers. Have a good morning!"
The livestream ended, leaving the house quiet once again. All that could be heard was the occasional groan of an old house, the creaks that accompanied each gust of wind. Dust drifted lazily through the light, and the five static cameras continued streaming to viewers on James' site.
They were both skeptical about what they'd find; the furniture belonged to the previous owner and was made long after Eliza had died. Autumn still removed the sheets from the couches and table while James examined an old wooden cabinet. He carefully opened the drawers, finding them empty except for the clouds of dust that triggered several sneezing fits.
Autumn crouched beside a bookshelf near the wall, being careful not to damage any of the old books. Most of them looked like they had been left behind over the years. Old cookbooks, damaged novels, a religious text that looked to have barely survived a flood. Nothing seemed old enough to have belonged to Eliza, but Autumn opened one anyway. A dead moth fell out.
She had expected the search to feel exciting. It instead felt strangely intimate. Autumn kept thinking about the lives of the previous occupants. Had they been happy before fear drove them away? Had Eliza been happy before she lost her husband? She was realizing forging a connection might be an intense emotional experience.
"So," James began, wiping the dust from his hands, "I was thinking..."
"That's encouraging," she teased, giving him a mischievous smile.
"What is going to make what we're doing different?" he asked.
"We're going to try and get to know Eliza," Autumn replied. "We talked about this."
"I know, I'm just thinking that I've tried things like that before," James explained. "I've said I wanted to understand, I've said I was happy to hear anything they wanted to say."
"Sure, while aiming a camera everywhere," she shook her head. "You probably seemed like a reporter would after a disaster. You just had the worst experience in your life and a reporter shoves a microphone in your face."
Autumn paused for a moment to gather her thoughts. "They act like they care, but you know they just want the story. I'd tell you to get fucked."
"Sounds like you're speaking from experience," he observed, noticing she had cursed; something unusual for Autumn.
"My parents died in a limo accident and I inherited their fortune at twenty-two," she stated flatly. "Yeah, I told off a few journalists. My point is that Clara recognized me right away. She wanted to connect. That's the difference."
James nodded in agreement as he glanced toward the staircase. "I think the attic is our best shot."
"Because of the sightings?"
"Because people always mention Eliza looking out the attic window," he said thoughtfully. "If there's an emotional center to this place, it's probably there."
Autumn followed him upstairs, her fingers trailing lightly across the old wooden railing. The second floor was slightly colder than downstairs, but not by much. The cameras continued streaming while they made their way to the attic. James pushed open the attic door, the hinges groaning softly.
The attic was mostly empty other than some scattered furniture covered by yellowing sheets and several old crates. Soft sunlight filtered through the dirty circular window at the far wall, illuminating floating dust particles.
"This is the problem," James sighed sadly.
"What?"
"There have been multiple owners," he explained. "What are we supposed to find? Sure, this place might have been full of Eliza's stuff after she died. Now? This stuff was never hers."
"That doesn't mean there's nothing," Autumn reasoned. "I remember my dad replacing the mirror in our bathroom when I was a kid. When he took it down, we found two names in a heart written in the cement. This house was built for Eliza and her husband. There has to be something small somewhere."
"She did spend years hiding up here all alone," James mused. "Maybe. Maybe we'll get lucky."
James crouched near one of the crates and carefully opened it while Autumn looked over his shoulder. Inside was a mixture of random junk left behind from a previous owner. Or maybe multiple ones. Old magazines, broken picture frames, rusted tools, a damaged lamp missing its shade. With a grin, James held up one of the old magazines.
"Well, at least we found something valuable," he waggled his eyebrows.
"Do you wanna be alone with the pictures of naked ladies?" Autumn asked, rolling her eyes.
"Nah, the pages are probably all stuck together," James shook his head and tossed the magazine back into the crate.
Shaking her head, Autumn wandered toward the attic window. The creek remained visible through the trees below, winding quietly behind the property. Kids had played there, scared of The Greywater Widow who would look out over the scene. At least one child had drowned in that creek. The thought made her uncomfortable.
James continued sifting through crates behind her, eventually falling silent.
"What?" Autumn turned immediately.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed, lifting an old book from the box. "Moby-Dick."
"Why is that shocking?" she frowned, walking toward him. "It's a pretty famous book."
"Because I think this is a first edition. 1851," James whispered, showing her the inside of the front cover. "And look at this inscription."
To my Eliza, for the evenings when the storms keep us inside. Love always, John.
"No way!" Autumn gasped, taking the book from James. "I mean, how? How did it survive?"
"First edition of a famous book," James reasoned. "The owners after her must have all kept it around."
Autumn opened the book and froze, eyes wide.
"What?" James frowned.
Slowly, she lifted up an old photograph. It was an old cabinet card meant to sit proudly on a mantel or shelf. The image had faded with age, but it was clearly a wedding photograph of a man and a woman posing together. Autumn immediately recognized the parlor behind them.


"We need to connect with Eliza so she can use our energy," Autumn said. "I have an idea. Her husband gave her this so they could read together. We should both sit at the window and read. I'll be Eliza, you'll be John."
"I'm game," he agreed immediately.
There was an old wingback armchair covered by a sheet in one corner of the attic. James and Autumn dragged it over to the window while trying not to inhale the clouds of dust. Removing the sheet revealed the chair's brown upholstery and wooden legs. James sat in the chair so Autumn could sit sideways in his lap with her legs over one of the armrests.
Autumn smiled faintly as she looked out over the grounds, admiring the beauty of the trees and creek. Her finger ran along the spine of the old copy of Moby-Dick resting in her lap. The worn leather creaked softly as she opened it and once again read the message written with an old-fashioned fountain pen. It felt genuine and intimate.
For the first time, she felt connected to Eliza.
"You know," James glanced toward the photograph of John and Eliza that they'd placed at the window, "I can't decide if this is romantic or depressing."
"Feels like a bit of both," Autumn softly pressed her lips against his. "Don't get fresh, we need to focus on connecting with Eliza."
"Hey, I'm sure Eliza and John got fresh more than a few times while reading up here," James reasoned, placing a hand on her calf.
Shaking her head and grinning, Autumn carefully opened the novel in the middle while trying not to damage the fragile pages. Several corners had been repeatedly folded over the years while faint words appeared beside certain passages in splotched ink. Not scholarly notes, but personal ones.
A tiny smile tugged at her lips. "She wrote in books."
"What kind of notes?" James leaned in.
"Nothing crazy," Autumn traced a faded line. "Reactions, thoughts. Look right here, she underlined an entire paragraph and wrote 'John laughed at this part.'"
The two of them flipped through the book together, looking for notes and comments. Another message appeared a few chapters later, simply stating "storm again tonight." A little farther in was the phrase "read aloud by the window." Autumn slowly looked toward the glass window.
"That's oddly specific," James said.
Autumn nodded slowly. She then shifted closer to the window as she turned to the beginning of the book and started reading aloud. James listened quietly, only occasionally commenting on a line or phrase. Autumn wondered who had read aloud in the past; Eliza or John. Either way, Autumn felt both close to them, and close to her boyfriend.
The atmosphere in the attic gradually changed. Slowly, the temperature started to drop. It was barely noticeable at first, but eventually it was enough to make Autumn shiver and press herself closer to James. Then came the creaking. The house was always making noises, but the new creaking felt slower, deliberate.
James didn't reach for his camera.
Hours passed as Autumn kept reading, pausing only to comment on Eliza's notes or to take a drink of water. At one point a sharp creak echoed nearby. They both looked down immediately. One of the attic floorboards had shifted slightly upward on its own. It was only a fraction of an inch, but it was enough to be noticeable. Autumn suddenly felt like she was intruding.
"Do you feel like we're, I don't know, in their space when we shouldn't be?" Autumn asked carefully.
"Not really," James shrugged. "We skipped lunch, so I'm feeling a little hungry."
"Maybe it's not the ghosts that are the problem," she rolled her eyes. "Maybe it's you."
"That was uncalled for," he smiled, squeezing her upper arm affectionately. "Although, you do seem to be a natural for this. Like you can sense things I can't."
"Or I have an active imagination," she laughed lightly. "I do love mystery novels."
"Well, let's solve this real-life mystery," James suggested as he glanced around the attic with a grimace. "It was probably more appealing when Eliza lived here, but maybe we should eat up here?"
"That's a good idea," Autumn nodded before wincing slightly. "Uh, as long as we find a clean sheet or something to put down."
Fortunately James did have an old sheet they could use. An old trunk worked well enough for a table, so they moved it over to the window. Autumn and James had a couple of sandwiches and bags of chips while looking out over that creek. Just like Eliza and her husband might have done so many years ago.
They spoke casually, lightly flirting as they went from topic to topic. James asked about Autumn's consulting job, while Autumn inquired about James' plan for his web show. Both of them were eager for the final inspection of The Brinkerhoff Royal to be complete so Autumn would officially own the place.
Autumn was getting caught up in the excitement of a new relationship with James, yet she also felt how serious things had gotten out of necessity. Her ancestor haunting the hotel had driven them very close, very fast. James' legal address was still his brother's place in North Carolina, but he was staying at the hotel. They were doing the web show together as well. It was a new relationship, with a lot of characteristics of an established one.
"Turkey sandwiches were an excellent choice," James sighed happily.
"You're easy to impress," Autumn smirked.
"I once spent three days living off vending machine pretzels in Louisiana," he stated flatly.
"That explains a lot," she gave him a teasing look. "Any lovely ladies flash ya in exchange for beads at Mardi Gras?"
"I don't kiss and tell," James said proudly.
"Good, because we've done quite a bit of kissing," Autumn blushed slightly as she leaned across the makeshift table and puckered her lips.
James leaned forward and kissed her lightly.
The sun started setting as they ate, the trees outside swaying while an evening glow illuminated the property. Within an hour, the creek had become little more than a dark line among the trees. Autumn found herself surprised by how natural it felt to be in the old house with James.
"You know," he said after swallowing a mouthful of chips, "I thought my life was weird a month ago."
"Only then?" Autumn smiled.
"Well, that was a weird one," James grimaced. "Not because of the supposedly-haunted warehouse. I unlocked it and found a crazy guy in there wearing a toga and sleeping on an old mattress. He ran out the door screaming 'toga!'"
She blinked. "I don't know what to say to that."
"I'm just saying that my life has been weird for years. I investigated haunted places for a living and talked to weird people at three in the morning," James gestured vaguely around them. "Now I'm eating dinner in a creepy old attic with my girlfriend while attempting emotional diplomacy with a woman who died over a hundred years ago."
The word caught her attention. Girlfriend. It made Autumn smile.
"So, the only thing that really changed is now you have a girlfriend," Autumn grinned evilly. "That IS weird for you, isn't it?"
"That was cold, Lennox," he sighed and shook his head. "I was just saying I have a weird life."
"I bought a haunted hotel and moved into it," she replied. "I think I win."
"That's fair," James acknowledged. "Honestly, though? This is probably the strangest date I've ever been on."
"Oh, this is a date?" Autumn gave him a small smile.
"We're sharing a food and reading together," he reasoned.
"In a condemned attic," she pointed out.
"It's not condemned," James looked around with a wince. "Uh, but maybe it should be."
Autumn laughed softly. "Most new couples stick to dinner and a movie."
"Dinner and a haunting," he shrugged. "Sounds romantic."
"Oh yeah, so romantic," she smirked. "I shouldn't have worn underwear."
"I could not agree more," James nodded firmly.
Rolling her eyes, Autumn blushed her blonde hair over her shoulder and took a sip of her drink. The wind pushed against the house, producing a low groan from someplace deep in the walls. Neither of them reacted, having grown accustomed to the strange sounds of The Greywater House.
Autumn looked at the old copy of Moby-Dick resting beside her. "I keep wondering about them?"
"The captain and the whale?" James frowned.
"Eliza and John," she smiled softly. "Do you think they were happy?"
"When they got married and moved here? Yes. I think they were very happy," he said slowly. "Then polio. I think Eliza lost the person she loved more than anyone else in this world. I think it broke her."
"That's sad."
"It comes with the territory," James pointed out. "Not a lot of ghost stories start with the person living a happy and fulfilling life."
"I suppose that's true," she nodded slowly before looking back toward the darkening woods.
Neither of them spoke for a few minutes as the light continued to fade.
"My parents loved storms," Autumn eventually said.
James glanced toward her.
"When I was little, we'd sit in this glass room attached to the house and watch thunderstorms. My mother would light candles even if we had power," a small smile tugged at her lips. "She said storms deserved atmosphere."
"That sounds nice."
"It was," Autumn sighed.
"You must miss them," James said carefully.
"I do," she sighed. "Every day. And I miss having somewhere that felt permanent."
"Didn't you have a place in Boston?"
"Still do," Autumn replied. "It's not the same. It isn't a home. It's a place to sleep. A home is something so much more."
James looked at the photograph of the couple. "I don't think I ever had that. A lot of moving when I was young. Then I left college to travel for the show. My brother's place is my legal address because I don't have anywhere else."
"That sounds lonely," she watched him with a sad expression.
"Sometimes, yeah," he nodded before gesturing toward the picture. "Maybe that's why Eliza stayed after John died. This was still home. Their home."
"And up here is where she felt closest to him," Autumn concluded.
A slow creak echoed throughout the attic, making both of them jump. Autumn and James spent a few minutes trying to determine the source before accepting defeat. James did one final livestream for the evening, promising to leave the cameras running all night in case something happened.
Leaving the book and photo by the window, the couple headed downstairs. There was a brief moment where the front door stuck, but James was able to pull it open so they could get outside. The September air was crisp and cold as they entered James' trailer for the night.
Autumn used the small bathroom first, changing into gray sweatpants and a warm hoodie, her sunny blonde hair kept out of her face by a lazy ponytail. She found James obsessively watching the camera feeds on his tablet, hoping for something. Hugging him from behind, she kissed his cheek before urging him into the bathroom to change. James came out a few minutes later in lounge pants and a t-shirt, joining Autumn at the small table.
"How do you think today went?" he asked before taking a sip of water.
"I'm not really sure," she answered slowly. "It was really emotional. I felt like crying a few times while imagining Eliza and John reading together."
"It was intense," James agreed. "I'm not sure if I should have expected something to happen or not."
"It took time with Clara," Autumn reasoned.
"Did it?" he frowned, getting to his feet and pacing. "Remember, you saw her as soon a you pulled up? In the window."
"Right. Then things started happening more and more frequently," she nodded. "Until Clara could fully manifest."
"But!" James held up a finger. "The hotel wasn't abandoned. There were people working there, even if guests rarely showed. Clara could have had a bit of energy stored up that she used to show herself to you the first time."
"That makes sense," Autumn agreed. "Also, we had a natural connection that simply existed. Here, we need to form one from scratch."
"Also, true," he nodded, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Clara was able to share the energy from you with the other spirits, letting them interact with us as well. That's weird. I feel like there's something we're missing there."
"We're in uncharted territory," she pointed out, slowly standing. "If anyone else figured this out before us, they kept it to themselves."
"Or told everyone and ended up strapped to a table in an asylum," James grunted.
"Also possible," Autumn admitted, sitting beside him and grinning. "Then became a ghost themselves."
"We also don't know why some people become ghosts and some don't," he ran his fingers through his brown hair.
"I know you've been working on this for years," she began, taking his hand, "but that's no reason to rush now. You're finally getting some answers. You don't need them all at once."
James looked at her affectionately. "You're right. I'm just excited and can't wait to learn more."
"I know," she laced their fingers. "You asked my ancestor so many questions you managed to annoy a ghost."
"A dead lady snapping at me that dying doesn't come with a manual was definitely an experience," he chuckled, squeezing her hand.
"Let's just take this one step at a time and see what happens tonight," Autumn reasoned, looking at him with her baby blue eyes.
"I can do that," James promised, leaning closer until their lips were mere inches apart.
Autumn crossed the last of the distance between them, letting out a soft moan as they started kissing. His hand cupped her face, sliding to the back of her neck while her tongue slipped out to play. She explored his mouth with her tongue, running it along his as she pressed herself against him.
It was the kind of kiss that started out soft and gentle before building into a pure expression of passion. Her hand was on his thigh, caressing him lightly as her hair elastic fell to the floor. James buried a hand in her soft blonde locks as her breasts squished against his chest.
Pulling her tongue from his mouth, Autumn pecked his lips several times, her breathing heavy. "I wanna suck you."
James looked back at her passionately as her hand rubbed his bulge. "I want to feel your mouth on me."
Wasting no time, Autumn reached for his lounge pants and pulled his hardness into the open. Stroking him gently, Autumn scooted back slightly so she'd be able to lower her head. A small gasp of lust escaped her mouth as she bowed her head into his lap and surrounded his crown with her lips.
The groan of pleasure James made caused Autumn to smile around his tip before she slid her lips down his length. Sucking hard, Autumn started up the typical bobbing motion she was familiar with. She may not have had a lot of lovers, but she knew she was quite skilled in the art of fellatio.
Her girlfriends had always talked about blowjobs like they were a chore; something a guy expected. As long as the guy returned the favor, they were happy. Autumn, however, really enjoyed the feel of hard dick in her mouth. She loved the taste, the throbbing, the manly scent. Plus, knowing she was in full control of his pleasure was delicious. His sexy groans had her instantly wet between the legs.
"Mmmslurp, sluuurp, schlrp," Autumn sucked hard, her hair hanging over her face and all along his thighs. "Schlrp, shlup, schloop."
"Shit!" James hissed, his leg shaking slightly. "It feels so good when you take me deep like that!"
Autumn moaned passionately as she blew James, her eyes closed and brow furrowed in concentration. Her hand massaged his balls as she sucked and slurped, loving the obvious signs of how good she was making him feel. His hand found her large breast, squeezing the mound through her sweatshirt. She felt a brief twinge of jealousy when imagining other girls who had come into the trailer. Autumn was going to make sure James knew no other name but hers.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Glug!" she gagged and gurgled, taking him to the root on each down stroke. "Gak! Gak! Hurk! Gak!"
"Autumn!" James groaned, the sound music to her ears.
Pulling off him briefly, Autumn stroked him several times. "Mm, I love the way you feel in my mouth. You're so big."
Then she immediately resumed going down on her boyfriend.
Pressing her thighs together, Autumn's nostrils flared as her tongue bathed his shaft in saliva. She felt James gathering up her blonde hair, holding it out of her face and lightly tugging on it. The tingling sensation in her scalp from having her hair pulled made Autumn moan and squirm. She gagged slightly when her lips pressed against him, his coarse pubic hair tickling her nose.
"I'm gonna cum!" he warned, his body tensing. "You're gonna make me cum!"
The first rope of semen caught Autumn on the down stroke, splattering against the back of her mouth and making her cough. She kept him halfway in her mouth, a couple inches of cock protruding from her stretched lips. Autumn sucked hard, drawing out his orgasm. Her eyes started watering as she swallowed, her contracting throat making him writhe beneath her.
Lifting her head, Autumn brushed her hair back as she looked at him, her lip snaking out to lap up the last drop of cum. "How was that, baby?"
"Wonderful," James sighed happily.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she giggled cutely.
"You should," he nodded as he reached out to touch her cheek. "I think I owe you one. I'm happy to pay up now."
"Nice way to put it," she rolled her eyes.
"Oh, I'm looking forward to it. Trust me," James waggled his eyebrows.
"Mm, I do wanna feel your tongue on me," Autumn shivered at the thought. "I, ah, I haven't, you know.. shaved. Down there. In a few days."
"I don't give a fuck," he declared, pressing his lips against hers.
Autumn squealed as he playfully tackled her onto the bed, urging them both back until her head was resting on one of the pillows. She leaned her head back, allowing him to trail soft kisses along her neck. His warm breath felt so good, his lips nipping at her skin making her moan.
She could feel his hands on her breasts from outside her hooded sweatshirt, her nipples easily hardening. It wasn't long before he found his way between her legs; slipping a hand down her pajama bottoms so he could run his fingers along her slit. Autumn gasped and bucked her hips as he slid two fingers inside.
Her insecurities were briefly forgotten as lust overwhelmed her. Autumn lifted her butt, allowing James to remove her sweatpants and underwear. Sitting up on the bed, he looked down at the tall blonde as she shyly opened her legs, revealing her womanhood. Her usual neatly-trimmed bush was a little longer, the blonde hairs curling above her pink center.
"I have no idea what you were insecure about," James shook his head and chuckled. "That's the most beautiful little pussy I've ever seen."
Autumn's boyfriend then proceeded to devour her.
His lips and tongue made love to her body; his lips kissing her labia while his tongue pushed inside to lap up every drop of her nectar. Autumn's back arched off the bed, her mouth opening wide as she let out a wordless scream. She held his head to her box, her hips bucking against his face.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Autumn gasped as all reason left her. "Keep going! Oh God, please don't stop!"
James pushed up her hooded sweatshirt and t-shirt, baring her breasts to the cool air. His fingers tugged on her nipples as he took her clit between his lips and sucked on the little nub. Autumn tensed, electric shocks flooding her entire body, bringing pleasure to the very tips of her fingers and toes.
He ate her to two more orgasms, leaving Autumn a drooling mess on the bed. James then stripped off his clothes and kissed his way up her body. Holding her breasts together, he kissed all along her cleavage, licking her nipples before settling into position between her legs.


"Is this okay?" he asked nervously. "Do you want to?"
"Yes," she nodded her head rapidly. Then she tensed as he pushed inside. "Oh God!"
"You feel amazing," James moaned as he stayed buried in her warmth.
It didn't take long for them to start up the wonderful rhythm of lovemaking. James pushed into her with steady, predictable thrusts, each one heightening their shared pleasure. Autumn rolled her hips to meet each movement, her nails digging into his forearms as she panted heavily.
Autumn briefly sat up to remove her sweatshirt and t-shirt, leaving her completely naked. When she got back down on the bed, James held her big boobs in his hands as he resumed his thrusting. His manly grunts bringing her closer and closer to another orgasm.
"You're so deep," Autumn moaned happily as she felt herself being stretched. "Feels so good."
"You're amazing," he whispered, trailing his lips along her cheek.
Hooking her ankles around his calves, she drew him deep inside. His balls hitting her clit caused Autumn to cum again. The feeling of her vaginal walls rippling was enough to trigger his release. James grunted into her ear as semen poured out of his body and into her wet, waiting hole.
They ended up snuggling in bed, with Autumn resting her head on his chest while her fingers ran along his skin. James kissed the top of her head as she pressed her boobs against him. It was a new relationship, but so much felt safe and familiar to Autumn. It felt right. She hoped he felt the same.
"Just so you know," she began with a slight blush, "I ah, I usually get to know someone longer before giving it up."
"I know we got together under unusual circumstances," James said as he ran his fingers through her hair. "I'm sorry if things are moving too fast. We can slow down if that's what you need."
"It isn't," Autumn replied carefully. "I was just thinking about how crazy everything is and, um, I was wondering how many others made this trailer rock."
"Not nearly as many as you're probably imagining," he laughed lightly. "In fact, this is already the second longest relationship I've ever had."
"Way to make a girl feel good about her long-term prospects," she giggled.
"I want this to work, Autumn," James stated sincerely. "And I know couples often have that talk about past lovers. I'm happy to do that if you want."
"Maybe tomorrow," Autumn sighed. "I want to relax tonight. Maybe go another round?"
"I think I've got another one in me," he grinned. "Anything for you, Lennox."
They kissed and talked well into the night. At one point, the bed was squeaking while Autumn bounced up and down in James' lap. Her nails dug into his chest as her hair whipped about her head. James held her hips, alternating between watching her face and admiring her big, bouncing boobs.
In the background, the tablet displaying the cameras flickered. The feed to the attic showed one of the floorboards slowly rising. The feed turned to static at exactly 2:13AM.
~James Gray~
Thursday 11 September, 2025
Sitting at the small table in his underwear with a mug of hot coffee in one hand, James eagerly replayed a section of the attic footage for the sixth time. He hadn't even needed to go hunting for the right spot; his viewers had immediately observed that the issue happened at the same time as the previous night. A few were debating how James faked it, but most just seemed interested about why that floorboard was still raised.
For years he had reviewed thousands of hours of footage, desperately hoping to find something. He had always been disappointed. Now that he was successful, James was surprised that he was more interested in telling the person sleeping on the narrow trailer bed than he was in convincing fans.
Autumn was laying on her stomach with one arm beneath the pillow and her blonde hair splayed out. The blanket had mostly come off her, leaving it just covering her waist. It was like an image from a movie, where the woman was obviously naked, but she was strategically covered in the right places. Affection for Autumn filled his chest as he watched her sleep. The elegant image was somewhat ruined by the small splotch of drool on the pillow, but it only made him smile.
Turning back to the tablet, James replayed the attic section for the seventh time. A month ago he would have assumed the floorboard was one of the many rational things he'd seen over his career. Drafts, temperature changes, animals, someone trying to convince themselves they saw something extraordinary.
James was looking at something extraordinary. The floorboard remained raised on the screen, as if someone had opened it and simply forgotten to close it. Or, perhaps, they left it open on purpose.
The events at The Brinkerhoff Royal had changed him. He was no longer a skeptic. He knew ghosts were real. Once again he found himself looking at footage he could not explain rationally. A floorboard had moved. Unless the ghost of Eliza Greywater had decided to learn carpentry, something beneath that floorboard wanted to be found.
Behind him, fabric rustled softly. James looked over his shoulder as Autumn sat up and blinked sleepily in his direction. He couldn't resist dropping his gaze to her perfect teardrop breasts. She shyly covered herself with a blanket, giving him a look of fake-admonishment as she laughed lightly.
"Watch it, buddy," Autumn smirked. "We haven't been together that long."
"My sincerest apologies," James inclined his head.
"Right," she scoffed before glancing at the tablet. "Watching something good?"
"I watched the attic footage seven times already," he admitted.
"You found something," Autumn stated, suddenly fully alert.
"Yeah," he said quietly.
"I think we did."
They were both fully awake by the time they reached the attic. Neither of them spoke for several seconds as they took in the sight. The floorboard remained exactly where it had appeared on the footage, raised perhaps an inch above the surrounding floor. Morning light spilled through the attic window while dust drifted lazily through the air.
"So, we agreed," Autumn began, her arms folded, "if there's nothing under there than it was a draft."
"But, if there is something," James grinned as he squatted by the raised floorboard, "then it's something Eliza wanted us to find."
"No livestream?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
He hesitated. For years he would have streamed every second, every reaction, every discovery. Instead he found himself looking toward the old photograph beside the window. James remembered Autumn's words, remembered they needed to build a connection. He wasn't sure about the future of his show, but he was sure he had made the right decision.
"I think we should keep this between us and Eliza right now," James said firmly.
A smile tugged at Autumn's lips. "I'm proud of you."
"Don't tell my viewers," he laughed lightly.
"You know, they'll figure it out if we find something," she pointed out.
"No one needs your logic, Lennox."
James and Autumn turned their attention back to the raised board. The floorboards were wider than modern lumber and worn smooth by generations of feet. Unlike many other area of the house, the floorboards looked original. Most homes this old would have had pieces replaced over the decades.
"These should have been replaced years ago," James murmured, pressing his hand against one of the floorboards. "They did all those renovations."
Autumn knelt beside him. "They probably updated the walls and utilities without touching the attic. Most people don't spend much time in the attic."
"Eliza did," he whispered.
She ran her fingertips lightly along the wood. "Eliza did."
Carefully, James hooked his fingers beneath the raised floorboard. The old wood briefly resisted before lifting with a groan. Dust exploded from the narrow cavity, making both of them cough and instinctively cover their faces. When it cleared, a small space beneath the floorboard was revealed.
It was a shallow compartment, one likely created intentionally. Nestled inside was a small bundle wrapped in faded cloth. The fabric was yellowed with age but it was surprisingly intact. Autumn slowly reached inside and lifted it free, her eyes wide as she stared at the bundle intently.
She carefully unfolded the cloth while James looked on eagerly. A small stack of letters appeared first. The paper had browned over the years, but the ribbon binding them together was still intact. Beneath the letters was a silver pocket watch. Picking it up, James noticed the delicate engraving "J.S."
"John Smith," he whispered.
The final two items were wrapped in additional pieces of cloth. Autumn removed the cloth, exposing two porcelain teacups. They were white with faded blue flowers circling the sides. One had a tiny crack on the handle while the other showed years of wear around the rim.
"Maybe Eliza and John liked to relax up here with a cup of tea?" Autumn offered.
"Makes sense," James agreed. "Letters they wrote each other and his favorite watch? Amazing these survived for so long."
James was suddenly thinking that the attic was feeling less and less like an abandoned room. Autumn carefully picked up one of the cups, a sad expression on her face as she ran her finger along the blue flowers. Eliza and John had read during storms, looking out over their property while enjoying a cup of tea.
"Well, shit," James suddenly groaned, breaking the silence.
"What?" Autumn looked up at him with a frown.
"The camera," he sighed, pointing. "The static one. I never turned it off. We're live."
She laughed. "You forgot!"
"I forgot."
"You made a big speech about not making this moment into a show," Autumn couldn't contain her giggles.
"I know," James shook his head before looking back at the camera. "Good morning, internet! Aren't you glad we remembered to put pants on?"
James knew thousands of his viewers were probably already debating the discovery. They couldn't see it perfectly, but they had definitely seen enough to know what the items were.
Staring at the camera, James thought about everything he had learned. Eliza wasn't some spectacle for him to make a show about; she was a person. Coming to a decision, James stood and walked over toward the camera as he folded his arms.
"Okay," he let out a breath. "We're doing this differently."
"That sounds ominous," Autumn smiled.
James looked directly at the camera. "For those of you watching, we found something beneath the floorboards.
"Now, I'm sure the chat is exploding. Some of you are saying they're fake, others are asking me to open them. I'm not reading the chat right now. Sorry."
He took a deep breath before continuing. "This stuff belonged to real people. People who loved, who hoped, who had dreams. People whose lives became stories after they were gone. We need to respect that.
"The only way to do that is to make it about them, not us," James declared. "Autumn and I will read the letters and discuss them. You can watch, but I'm not going to respond to a chat and treat all this like something trivial to be exploited. I may lose some of you, and that's okay."
Looking directly into the camera, James made one final statement. "The point is no longer to find ghosts; it's to understand the people who became them."
"Sound fair?" James looked back at Autumn.
"More than fair."
James adjusted the camera for a full-screen view of the window while Autumn brought the contents of the compartment over to the crate they used as a table. Sitting across from each other, they looked down at everything they had discovered. The old photograph and the copy of Moby-Dick. There was also the pocket watch and the teacups.
Lifting the stack of letters, James carefully untied the faded ribbon. The old paper crackled softly as he unfolded the first letter. He scanned the contents carefully, his expression changing quickly. For several minutes, he perused the contents while Autumn and the camera watched.
"This isn't what I expected," James said eventually.
"Is it bad?" Autumn leaned forward and whispered.
"No," he shook his head, his face splitting into a grin. "It's funny!"
"Funny," she repeated with a frown.
James handed her the letter. He smiled as he watched Autumn read the affectionate complaint from John about Eliza repeatedly beating him at cards and chess. John had playfully teased Eliza about refusing to admit she had cheated at cards. He admitted that he wasn't very good at chess.
"They sound normal," Autumn smiled.
"Exactly."
For years James had been obsessed with ghost and mystery stories. Every account transformed the dead. They were victims, monsters, tragedies. They were legends. Eliza was much more than that. She was a person with a full life, a husband who loved her and a beautiful home. James suddenly felt guilty for the way he had treated every case he investigated.
The next letter described a storm that had knocked down a tree near the creek. Another discussed books. From the way they were written, it seemed that Eliza and John continued writing each other little letters even after marrying and living together. It was one of their many traditions; including sitting up in the attic while reading and drinking tea.
Hours passed as the pile of letters shrank. They painted a picture of two people who were deeply in love. Eliza and John weren't perfect, but they were happy. Autumn sat across from James, reading a letter dated a few months before John's death. James was reading about their plans for another garden out back.
"John's talking about doing repairs on the house," Autumn sad as she brushed a lock of sunny blonde hair behind her ear. "He spent most of the page complaining about the roof."
"That sounds husband-like," James commented, making Autumn laugh.
The next letter was different. James got up and stood beside Autumn as they both read what was closer to a diary entry. John had died a week previously, and Eliza was writing to him. The letter described an empty house, an empty chair. Silence. Heartbreak.
James and Autumn were drawn to a single line near the bottom of the page.
"Last night I sat by the window again. I could feel you were there with me, listening to me."
The two of them squished into the armchair together and kept reading in near silence. There were no more jokes or playful comments. The first letters after John's death were heartbreaking. Eliza's handwriting was barely legible, her hand shaking in her grief.
Eliza wrote about waking up and instinctively reaching toward the empty side of the bed. She wrote about forgetting for a few moments each morning before remembering all over again. James noticed Autumn needed to look away from the page more than once; the pain was too real.
James noticed the handwriting started improving with the next letter, as if Eliza was more relaxed. It was dated only a few days after the previous letter, about two months after John's death. Eliza talked about a storm causing the creek to overflow. She spent the evening by the attic window with tea and a book.
In the following letter, Eliza wrote that John had sat with her again for evening tea. James grabbed another letter. He and Autumn both gasped when they found a statement at the end of the letter. One that changed everything.
"My greatest fear is no longer being alone. It is that one day he will leave me again."
The words didn't belong to a woman insane with grief. They belonged to one who knew her husband was still with her. Autumn and James both turned to the photograph before looking back at each other. Everything fell into place at the same moment.
The attic, the sightings, the years of isolation. Stories and rumors of a woman in too much pain to leave the house. James reached out and picked up the pocket watch, the silver feeling cold in his hand. Both of them shivered as the temperature dropped and the attic creaked as if someone were walking toward them.
A faint metallic sound suddenly echoed through the room.
Tick.
Tick.
Tick.
Autumn and James both looked down at the pocket watch resting in James' hand. The one that was suddenly ticking even though neither of them had wound it.
Eliza wasn't the only one haunting The Greywater House.
Rather than discuss their discovery, James and Autumn dove right back into the letters. John was dead, yet the letters went on to explain all the things they did together. Stories of watching the storms together, of reading, of staying up late to watch the moon through the attic window.
The more they read, the less Eliza resembled the tragic recluse described in local legends. She had been witty and stubborn, kind and passionate. Apparently really good at chess as well. Hours passed without notice while James and Autumn read about Eliza's marriage, the love of her life who stayed with her even after death.
"I keep thinking about all those stories," James eventually said. "The ones of The Greywater Widow, even before her death."
"What about them?" Autumn asked.
"People turned her into a monster," he sighed. "And it didn't stop at her death."
"That's usually how legends work."
"I know," James nodded. "But Eliza wasn't some ghost story. She was a person."
Autumn's expression softened. "Yeah."
"I wonder how she died," he whispered. "She wasn't alone like we thought. John was with her in spirit."
"Hopefully we can find out," she replied, gazing out the window.
"Sun's going down," James observed. "What time is it, anyway?"
She checked her phone. "5:39PM."
"Wow, the entire day disappeared," he laughed lightly.
"It did," Autumn agreed, looking around the attic. "I could spend a month up here and not notice the time passing."
"Well, my stomach noticed," James coughed slightly. "Eat up here?"
"Sure."
James decided to turn off the attic camera for a while. It was strange to him being offline, which Autumn was more than happy to tease him about. She grabbed the teacups and followed him out to the trailer. He took out a couple of frozen meals to heat up while Autumn washed the teacups.
While the food heated up in the microwave, James logged on to his site to reply to viewers. He was pleasantly surprised to learn that a lot of people loved the idea of treating the ghosts as people. A few were still crying hoax, and many others wanted James to confirm he'd still do streams where he talked to fans. He promised he would.
Autumn made tea to go with their meal, telling James it was a good idea to use the same cups John and Eliza did years ago. They carried everything back into The Greywater House and set up in the attic. The plan was to eat in front of the window with the wedding picture on display.
Evening sunlight filtered through the dirty glass while shadows stretched across the floorboards. As they ate their dinner and drank tea, James started to notice the attic felt warmer and more inviting. It didn't seem so dirty and old any longer. In fact, it had a nice atmosphere that made it feel just like a home.
Neither commented on the absurdity of what they were doing. The cups had been hidden beneath the floorboards for over a century. Yet, James couldn't help but admire how cute Autumn looked as she took a sip of tea and smiled at him. The old copy of Moby-Dick sat nearby, so did the letters. The pocket watch was resting on the old crate they were using as a table.
The silence while they ate was comfortable and familiar. It was the kind shared by people who didn't feel the need to fill every moment with words. A floorboard creaked from downstairs, but neither reacted; the house made noises all day. However, it was soon followed by another. Then another.
Slow and measured creaks made their way up the stairs, almost like footsteps. James took another sip of tea, feeling welcomed in the home. As if The Greywater House approved of what they were doing. No. As if Eliza and John approved of what they were doing. Somehow he knew that the couple had come upstairs to join him and Autumn. James briefly found himself thinking he could stay forever. The thought arrived so naturally he didn't even question it.


"I wish we found this place years ago," Autumn whispered, drinking the last of her tea.
"I wish we'd found each other years ago," James replied sincerely.
"Yes," she gasped softly.
By the time they finished eating, darkness had swallowed the woods surrounding The Greywater House, leaving the creek out back little more than a line of absolute blackness. The occasional branch scraped against the house, adding to the sounds the old home made. An old-fashioned lantern cast a warm pool of light across the area near the window, while the rest of the attic faded into shadow.
James and Autumn sat comfortably in the old wingback armchair, cuddling softly as they listened to the sounds of the house and surrounding area. The letters remained spread out on the crate in front of them. The pocket watch sat atop one of the stacks, its hands frozen once more. The empty teacups were nearby, the lantern light reflecting off the old porcelain. On the small ledge at the window was the copy of Moby-Dick and the old photograph of John and Eliza.
"She really loved him," Autumn said quietly.
James nodded. "I know."
"I was expecting something darker," she sighed. "The Greywater Widow."
"You were expecting someone crazy," he concluded. "Not an ordinary woman."
"It makes me wonder why some people become ghosts and others don't," Autumn mused.
"Maybe everyone does?" James offered with a shrug.
"No," she shook her head. "If that were true, there would be way more haunted locations."
"You're probably right," he frowned as he thought. "I just have so many questions. Like, if they're taking energy from us, how come we don't feel weaker at the hotel?"
"Maybe it's a different kind of energy?" Autumn suggested. "Something like energy from a living soul? Not the kind we need to walk around."
"As long as it isn't something crazy, like they're stealing our lives and we're getting old fast," James chuckled. "We're twenty-seven and staying that way."
"Speak for yourself," she smirked and wiggled her butt against him. "I won't be twenty-seven until the end of the month. Let me enjoy the last of my mid-twenties."
"Twenty-six is late-twenties," he frowned. "You're closer to thirty than you are twenty."
"That's not how it works!" Autumn exclaimed. "You split it evenly. Twenty is just twenty. So you have nine numbers in your twenties. One through three is early, four through six is mid, then seven through nine is late."
"I..." James froze, taking her hand. "Huh, that actually makes more sense than my argument."
"I know," she stuck out her tongue playfully while lacing their fingers. "I'm a smart cookie."
"You really are, Lennox," he smiled down at her. "Which is good, because we have ghost rules to figure out."
The two of them kissed softly for a few minutes before Autumn sighed happily and lowered her head to his chest. James soon found himself staring at the old photograph again. The image was faded with age, but he still felt he could imagine the couple moving. Imagine them living, laughing. He once again felt guilty for not treating ghosts like the living humans they once were.
A sudden movement caught his eye, causing him to look up and suck in a breath.
Autumn looked up at him. "What?"
Slowly, James pointed toward the window.
Autumn turned toward the window, her eyes widening as she froze. They both stared at the reflection in the old glass. Four people. James and Autumn were clearly visible, but there were also two figures standing several feet behind them. James felt his heart racing as he noticed the figures didn't seem distorted or transparent. They were just there.
A woman wearing an old-fashioned dark dress with a kind expression on her face. A man stood next to her, his hand resting on her shoulder affectionately. They looked young. Younger than even James and Autumn. The way they had looked in their wedding photo; many, many years before Eliza's death.
Autumn squeezed his hand. "D-do you see them?"
"Yes."
"Eliza," she whispered softly.
The woman smiled as the man glanced toward the woman before returning his attention to James and Autumn. John's gesture had seem so natural, so human. The way any man might affectionately look at the love of his life. The woman's lips moved, but James heard nothing. She frowned slightly before trying again. That time James heard it.
"Thank you."
Autumn inhaled sharply beside him as Eliza smiled beside John. James realized it wasn't a haunting. It was a welcoming. Souls recognizing each other, understanding each other. At the same time, James and Autumn turned their heads and saw the two figures clearly before them.
"It's nice to finally meet you," James said quietly.
Eliza's expression visibly brightened, her form wavering slightly. When she spoke again, James noticed her voice carried a strange dreamlike quality. "Stay."
John's form flickered as he struggled to speak. "Tomorrow."
"Yes," Autumn promised. "Yes, we'll come back tomorrow."
John and Eliza both smiled.
Neither side spoke for several minutes, the attic becoming impossibly still. The house itself even seemed to be holding its breath. In some ways, it was similar to meeting Clara, but it was different in others. James and Autumn had learned Clara's story, getting close to her emotionally. There were still mysteries surrounding Eliza and John, but the connection was similarly intense.
Just like when faced with Clara, questions about the afterlife whirled around in James' mind. He pushed them down, choosing to focus instead on the two young people. John's hand resting on Eliza's shoulder felt familiar after spending an entire day reading their letters.
Eliza glanced toward the old copy of Moby-Dick resting on the window ledge. "You found it."
"It was hidden in a crate," Autumn smiled.
John laughed softly, sounding completely human. "I told her nobody would ever throw it away."
"You were right," Eliza smiled at him, her words sounding distant. Not week, but more like the sound was traveling from far away.
The exchange was so casual that James almost forgot they had both been dead for over a century.
"You read our letters," John observed, his gaze on the letters spread across the crate.
"We wanted to understand," James explained.
Eliza's expression softened, making her look even younger. Much younger than the age she had been at death. She looked incredibly grateful.
"No one ever asks about us anymore," Eliza sighed sadly.
John looked toward the attic window. "We know the stories they tell about us."
Autumn winced as she gazed at Eliza. "They said you went mad."
A short, surprised laugh escaped Eliza's lips. "I suppose I did."
"No," John shook his head. "You were lonely."
"I wasn't lonely when you were with me," Eliza replied. "It was easiest up here."
"W-why did you stay?" Autumn asked.
"I promised not even death would separate us," John stated passionately. "The last thing I heard while on my death bed was Eliza begging me not to leave her. So I didn't."
"Moving on would have meant leaving him here all alone," Eliza continued. "I stayed."
The simple honesty of the answer hit James harder than any ghost story. No curses. No unfinished business or vengeance. Just love. A love that carried far beyond death. James squeezed Autumn's hand, something the two ghosts clearly noticed. They smiled the same genuine smiles they had in their wedding photograph.
John wrapped his arm around Eliza's shoulders, squeezing her upper arm affectionately. "Thank you. Thank you for remembering when everyone else has forgotten."
The forms of both Eliza and John both flickered, as if they were drained.
"We should let you rest," Autumn whispered. "You don't have to rush."
"Yes," James agreed. "We'll come back in the morning.
John nodded in agreement. "There is time."
Both figures slowly faded away until only James and Autumn remained in the attic.
They didn't speak as they organized the attic, neatly arranging the items they found. The book and photograph stayed on the ledge as James turned the camera back on. They then whispered a quick "goodnight" to the couple before leaving The Greywater House and returning to the trailer.
"That happened," James let out a breath as the trailer door closed.
"Wow," Autumn gasped. "Just, wow."
"I'm almost glad that wasn't recorded," he admitted. "Some things should stay private."
"Didn't stop you from turning the camera back on," Autumn giggled, pressing herself against him and kissing his cheek.
"Well, I do have a responsibility to my viewers," James laughed lightly as he wrapped his arms around the beautiful blonde.
"Give them an update before bed?" she suggested. "Then turn off the cameras in the morning?"
"That's a good idea," he agreed.
James started up a livestream on his phone, briefly explaining that Eliza hadn't gone mad. She stayed in the attic to be close to her husband's spirit. A few people believed the story, while others demanded proof. James was used to it. He explained the reasons for his choices and told his fans it was up to them if they wanted to stay. With that, he wished them well and promised one last video before leaving The Greywater House.
"I think that went very we-mph!" James exclaimed as he found his arms filled with horny blonde.
"I want you. Now," Autumn husked, holding his face as she planted kisses all over his cheeks and lips.
James didn't have time to be surprised by her lust because he was feeling the same. A strong connection with Autumn, a bond that felt like what John and Eliza had. It was like they alternated between becoming friends with the couple and taking on the role of the couple. James was too lost in his lust for Autumn to care.
They tore at each other's clothes, getting fully naked in under thirty seconds. His hands felt her magnificent tits as she ran her fingers along his back while spearing her tongue into his mouth. Moments later they were in bed, with Autumn spreading her legs invitingly. An invitation James was more than happy to accept.
Autumn rarely cursed. She was a proper lady in public. And usually in private. When she was really emotional or really horny, the swearwords would appear. Autumn was definitely horny. She begged James to keep fucking her, to use her like a slut. It was intense seeing the dirty words come from such an angelic face.
"Your body is so hot, so warm," James groaned as he continued thrusting, his hands planted on the bed.
"Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" Autumn gasped, her back arching as her big tits flopped around on her chest. "God yes, give it to me!"
James was as into it as Autumn.
"That's it, take my cock," he husked, slamming himself balls-deep. "That's a good girl."
"You're so deep, you're making me cum!" the blonde whimpered, her sweaty blonde hair clinging to her face. "I want it... I want it... from behind. Do me from behind!"
Pulling out of her, James sat back on his heels. "Suck my cock first."
"Yes!" Autumn hissed, getting on her hands and knees and engulfing his erection with no hesitation.
James held her hair, lightly thrusting his hips to fuck her face. Autumn gagged and drooled, rolling those beautiful blue eyes up to meet his gaze. Tugging on her hair, James spun Autumn around so that she was crouched in the standard doggystyle position before him. Holding her hips, he slammed himself inside.
"Fuck!" James groaned.
"Holy shit!" Autumn announced at the same time. "Spank me! Spank me!"
His hand flew, slapping her perfect peach of an ass and making her scream. Then he grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair to hold her head back while he pounded her. They were both panting and grunting as Autumn's big boobs jiggled and slapped into each other.
Did they fuck for ten hours or ten seconds? James had no idea. He was completely lost in the pleasure Autumn's body was bringing him. From the sounds of her screaming, she was feeling the same. James didn't even realize he was close; the next thing he knew, he was crying out as he filled Autumn with his seed. From her moans and the way her pussy was pulsating, Autumn was having an intense orgasm of her own.
James and Autumn collapsed in a sweaty heap, passing out from exhaustion and pleasure overload. Discussing what they had learn would have to wait.
~Autumn Lennox~
Friday 12 September, 2025
A small sigh escaped Autumn's lips as she slowly regained consciousness. She felt amazing. Her limbs were weak, her butt was sore, and there was a delicious tingling between her legs. Autumn realized "amazing" wasn't the right word; she felt well-fucked.
Still naked, Autumn turned onto her side and felt James beside her. Her baby blue eyes squinted in the darkness, unable to even make out the outline of her boyfriend. She reached out and touched his bare chest, realizing he had rolled onto his back at some point and was breathing peacefully.
Even in the darkness, Autumn blushed slightly as she remembered their activities. She usually got to know someone a lot longer before becoming a true freak in the sheets. It really was amazing how fast things were going with James, but their relationship had started because ghosts were real. Nothing made sense.
Giving him a quick kiss on the forehead, Autumn got up and used the light from her phone to find the tiny bathroom. She washed up slightly, cleaning up her sweaty body and the mess between her legs. Noticing it was just after two in the morning, Autumn decided to go back to sleep.
Leaving the bathroom, she noticed the tablet on the small table. Picking it up, she saw multiple video feeds from several rooms in The Greywater House. Autumn instinctively maximized the view of the attic, noticing the empty armchair still in front of the window.
The instant the time changed to 2:13AM, they appeared. John in his nice clothes, sitting in the armchair with Eliza in his lap. The two were smiling at each other lovingly, their hands entwined and fingers laced. The tablet immediately started buzzing at the chat blew up with notifications.
"JAMES!"
"Huh? I didn't eat the pie!" James exclaimed, sitting up and causing a loud bang. "Ow! Shit!"
"Put down the dream pie and get over here!" Autumn shouted.
James scrambled around in the dark, finally finding a light and illuminating the small trailer. Autumn couldn't help but giggle as his junk flopped around while he rushed over and grabbed the tablet from her. They both then looked and watched with wide eyes.
John and Eliza were sitting the same way Autumn and James had been, holding each other close. They smiled at each other before turning and gazing out the window. Autumn felt her heart racing as the minutes passed with nothing changing.
Suddenly, Eliza and John turned their heads at the same time. They looked directly at the camera, serious expressions on their faces. In that moment, the feed cut off and turned to static. James tapped the screen, causing the attic view to switch to one of all the cameras. One by one, each camera went out. In the end, only blackness showed on the tablet screen.
"Do you think they knew we were watching?" Autumn asked delicately. "They died way before video cameras were a thing."
"They knew," James whispered confidently. "They definitely knew."
"And they don't want the public to see them?" Autumn offered. "Maybe that's why no one ever shows any proof. The few people who figured it out where smart enough to keep it to themselves."
"Maybe," he let out a breath. "I'll have to be careful going forward."
"We need to figure out the rules and make sure we follow them," she warned him. "Eliza and John felt so kind last night, but that just now? That was creepy."
"I agree," James nodded. "We'll be careful. They must know what cameras are. I wasn't the first idiot to wave a microphone around that house asking who wanted to communicate."
"They probably wished they had the energy saved up to boot your ass out of their house," Autumn snorted.
"We'll go back in," he said, more to himself than to her. "We'll find out what happened and report later. No more recording in the house."
"That's a good idea," she replied as he placed the tablet back on the table and glanced over at her.
"Whoa," James gasped, suddenly realizing the lovely Autumn Lennox was standing beside him in her full, naked glory.
"Pervert," Autumn blushed slightly, crossing an arm over her chest and placing a hand over her mound.
"How did I get lucky enough to be dating a tall, hot blonde?" James grinned and waggled his eyebrows.
"I have low standards," she rolled her eyes. "Let's get back to bed."
Autumn woke up just after sunrise and noticed James wasn't in bed with her. Instead, he was sitting at the small table with the tablet in hand. Apparently every camera in The Greywater House was completely dead. There was no longer static, they had been completely drained.
The two of them showered and got ready for the day, dressing in casual clothes. James wore jeans and a hooded sweatshirt while Autumn went with blue jeans, a white top, and a plum cardigan. They made one trip into the house to remove all the technology and return it to the trailer. Then they stepped inside to connect with Eliza and John.
Nothing looked different when they stepped through the front door. Same dusty furniture, same faded wallpaper, same sunlight struggling to filter through dirty windows. Yet Autumn noticed something had changed almost immediately. Or, rather, something was missing.
"Do, do you think they're mad at us?" Autumn asked quietly as they stood in the entry hall and listened. "You know, for spying on them?"
No footsteps. No creaking. No strange sounds. Not even the ordinary sounds of an old house.
"No?" James hesitantly answered. "I think they're waiting."
"For what?" she questioned.
"If I knew that, we'd be done already," he laughed lightly.
Despite the laughter, Autumn noticed his smile looked forced. The events of the early morning hour was still heavy on Autumn's mind. John and Eliza appearing on camera before looking directly into it. The feeds all dying. The realization that Eliza and John had been fully aware of being observed. Unlike the previous night, Autumn felt some anxiety.
They searched anyway.
Nothing in the basement. Or the Parlor. The dining room and kitchen were perfectly silent. Just like the upstairs bedrooms. James and Autumn even checked the attic. No apparitions, no cold spots, no movement. No sign of anyone but themselves.
Autumn slowly sat down in the old wingback armchair, looking at the scene. The neatly stacked letters, the pocket watch, the teacups. She glanced toward the window where the copy of Moby-Dick rested, near the photograph that watched over everything.
"They aren't here."
James sat across from her in the second chair. "No."
"They are mad at us," Autumn concluded.
"I still don't think so," he shook his head. "They knew about the cameras from the start."
"Then what's going on?" she frowned in confusion.
"They don't need to be here all the time," James said slowly. "I think we're still connected. Maybe they're off doing whatever ghosts do. I don't know, running ghost errands?"
Autumn snorted. "You're an idiot."
"Okay, that last part was a joke," he admitted with a small smile. "I just, I think it's how Clara isn't always around at Brinkerhoff." James gestured toward the letters. "Let's finish the letters."
The handwriting was familiar by then, as were the words. It was like listening to an old friend. John was gone, but Eliza kept writing out of routine. The first letter in the small pile described a thunderstorm. While the next discussed repairs needed around the property. Eliza had done the work herself, not wanting a stranger in her home.



As they worked through the remaining letters, something began to bother Autumn. The world outside had disappeared. Earlier letters mentioned neighbors and church gatherings. Even after John's death, a few mentioned people coming by. The later ones? Not at all. Eliza admitted to sleeping up in the attic to be close to John.
"Look at this," Autumn whispered, pointing to a small passage.
"Doctor Harper visited again today. He believes I should move into town. He worries about me being alone. I thanked him for his concern. Why would I leave? Everything I love is here."
Autumn realized that Eliza had made a choice. One that grew easier every year. Because every year there was less waiting for her outside The Greywater House. Eliza hadn't been trapped because she loved John. She was trapped because she forgot how to love anything else.
The chair.
The teacups.
The photograph.
The letters.
The routine, the companionship, the comfort.
"Last letter," James said, bringing Autumn back to the present. "Ready?"
"No."
Slowly, Autumn unfolded the final page, the paper cracking softly.
"The doctor visited again today. He worries about me. So do the neighbors. They always ask if I intend to move into town. They say the house is too large and too lonely for one woman. The neighbor mentions her kids seeing me watching them play in the creek. She feels bad I never remarried and had children of my own."
Autumn's voice cracked. James had moved to the wingback armchair to read with her, his arms around her.
"They don't understand. I lost my family. It was just you and me, John. We tried so hard to grow our family but the Lord wouldn't bless us with a child. Then you were gone, too. I thought I would die from heartbreak, but you came back. You came back to me. I know what people say about me. They believe grief has made me strange. Perhaps they are right. If loving you still is strange, then I have no desire to be normal."
The next paragraph was shorter, the handwriting shakier.
"For so long I believed the greatest sorrow in my life was us not having our own children to play in Greywater Creek. Now I understand that sorrow isn't measured by what we lack. It is measured by what we fear losing."
A single tear stain distorted a word below.
"I have never regretted our life together. Not once. Not when the doctors failed to explain why we couldn't have a baby, not when you got the polio. Not even after I lost you and the years passed. Because somehow I never lost you. I learned I never will. Death is not the end. We will be together forever."
"There's not much left," Autumn said, her voice shaking. "I think she wrote this last one over some time. Over her final days."
"Do you want me to take over?" James offered.
"No," she shook her head. "No. I've got it."
"I grow tired more easily now. The doctor insists I leave this place. He says I need people. He is wrong. Everything I need is here. Everything I love is here."
"That's it?" he frowned, looking over her shoulder. "No explanation, no goodbye?"
"That's it."
Autumn sighed and placed the final letter on top of the crate. Outside, the wind caused the tree branches to scrape against the attic window. Neither of them spoke. There was nothing left to say. It wasn't a curse or tragedy or madness. Just too people whose world became smaller until it contained only each other.
A floorboard creaked softly as a soft and gentle voice spoke. "We never meant to frighten anyone."
Looking over, James and Autumn once more saw Eliza and John standing in the attic. Neither had been there a moment earlier, but now they looked like they belonged. They wore the same old-fashioned clothes as the previous night, small smiles on their faces as they watched Autumn and James.
"We weren't frightened," Autumn said quietly.
"We just wanted to understand," James added.
Eliza smiled knowingly. "You understand now."
"I think we do," James replied carefully.
The attic grew warmer. Warmer than it had been all morning. It felt comfortable and welcoming.
"You wanted children," Autumn observed.
The smile faded from Eliza's face as John lowered his eyes.
"Very much," Eliza sighed in a voice that carried decades of disappointment.
"We tried for years," John told them. "The doctor's couldn't explain it."
Eliza reached for his hand, their fingers intertwining naturally. "We thought we would have a family."
"After a while, it was just us," John sighed.
"We were happy," Eliza insisted. "We only needed each other. Then... then...
"Polio," James whispered.
"Yes," John nodded sadly. "It always hit adults harder than kids. I was never exposed as a child."
"The doctor's watch had stopped," Eliza continued. "H-he pronounced John dead at 2:13AM."
"Well, that explains that," James smacked his lips.
"You were expecting something darker?" John smiled.
"You stayed here for decades," Autumn whispered.
"Yes," Eliza said. "We were together. John couldn't leave the grounds, so I wouldn't either."
"You never moved on," James observed.
"I sensed that I could just let go when I died," Eliza explained. "But John couldn't. Only a true Hell could have awaited me without him. So, I stayed with him."
"You don't have to leave either," John told them kindly.
"You can stay here with us," Eliza continued. "You belong here."
Autumn's heart skipped a beat. The statement should have sounded ridiculous. Instead, a very large part of her wanted to agree. The realization terrified her. She could see in James' face that he was tempted as well. Eliza had stayed with John's ghost, one comfortable day at a time. Each day built into a lifetime.
"We have lives," Autumn found the strength to say. "Lives outside here."
"So did we," Eliza nodded, giving a sympathetic look. "We discovered they didn't matter."
"They do matter!" Autumn insisted firmly. "Loving someone isn't supposed to make your world smaller."
The attic fell silent. Eliza stared at Autumn, the words hanging between them. For the first time since appearing, uncertainty crossed Eliza's face.
"No," Eliza Greywater shook her head. "You don't understand."
"I do," Autumn said softly as she got to her feet.
"You don't."
The lights flickered, the temperature in the attic dropping several degrees.
"We do understand," James stood as well. "You two love each other. Your love is incredible. But it isn't the only thing that exists. I have a brother. He has kids. I love them, I want to see them again. I want Autumn to meet them someday."
John looked sad. "They'll leave you. Everyone leaves. Only your true love stays. You and Autumn can be eternal. Here."
"James and I can see what we can be out there," Autumn gestured toward the window. "Out in the world. We can learn from each other as we explore the world and grow. There's so much more out there."
"There isn't," Eliza snapped, her eyes narrowing.
"Eliza..." Autumn trailed off.
"No!"
The single word echoed through the attic as the old house groaned. A powerful gust of wind struck the side of the building as the lights continued to flicker. The attic door slammed shut with a deafening bang, making James and Autumn both jump.
Eliza's attention remained fixed on Autumn.
"I was alone," her voice trembled.
"I lost my parents," Eliza continued as the attic creaked loudly.
"My brother!" a nearby crate slid across the floor and slammed into the wall.
"I lost every friend I ever had," the light overhead stopped flickering, instead shining unnaturally bright.
"And then I lost him."
The pain in Eliza's voice felt raw, fresh. As though she had experienced the loss yesterday instead of a century ago.
"You think I should have let him go?" Eliza whispered.
"NEVER!" Eliza screamed, causing the overhead light to shatter, sending glass shards raining down.
Autumn took James' hand, feeling his warm presence beside her as fear coursed through them both.
"No," Autumn whispered. "You should have loved him."
Tears appeared in Eliza's eyes. "I did."
"We know," James added as the house continued groaning around them.
Autumn released James' hand and took a step forward. "You should have loved him every day for the rest of your life."
Eliza stared at Autumn.
"You should have remembered him," Autumn took another step. "You should have missed him." Another step. "You should have missed him." Another. "You should have cried for him."
The attic door rattled violently, the house itself seeming unwilling to hear the words.
"But you stopped living," Autumn said. "Do you think that's really what he wanted for you? To be alone in this attic?"
"He loved me!" Eliza stomped her foot, causing the entire house to shake. "He still loves me!"
"Lizzie," John spoke almost too quietly to hear.
"WHAT?!" Eliza whirled around to face her husband.
"I stayed because I thought you needed me," John whispered.
"I did need you!" Eliza exclaimed. "And then when I died you needed me!"
"I wouldn't want to stay here without you," John nodded sadly. "But I would if that was what was best for you."
"Well, it's not!" Eliza hissed.
"I shouldn't have let you stop going out, stop living," John continued, tears forming in his eyes. "This is all my fault, I'm sorry."
"What's your fault? That we're happy here? Together?" Eliza asked.
"We let the world shrink until nothing else existed," John shook his head as Autumn and James looked on in shock. "That was wrong. We can't stay here forever, Lizzie."
"If I let go, I'll lose you!" Eliza screeched as loud bangs filled the house. "I won't lose you again!"
The words echoed through the attic. The true fear. The real anchor. The thing that had trapped her for over a century.
John gently took her hands. "You never lost me, Lizzie."
"I..." Eliza trailed off. "I..."
"I don't know what happens next, but I do know that we can face it. Together," John insisted.
The attic began to brighten. Not with light, but with warmth. Autumn felt it immediately. The oppressive feeling was beginning to lift as Eliza looked around the attic. The wingback armchair, the letters, the teacups, the pocket watch, the book. Finally, the attic window.
A small laugh escaped Eliza. A broken laugh that was wet with tears. "I stopped looking forward, I just kept waiting."
"No," Autumn shook her head. "You loved him."
"And now it's okay to stop waiting," James concluded.
For several seconds nobody moved. Then Eliza smiled. A real smile, like the one from her wedding photograph. The smile of a young woman who had imagined an entire future. Slowly, she leaned her forehead against John's.
"I'm afraid," Eliza whispered.
"I know," John hugged her tightly.
"I don't want to be alone," Eliza mumbled sadly.
"You won't be."
Eliza turned to face Autumn and James. "Don't make our mistake."
"What mistake?" James asked quietly.
"Thinking love was the end of our story," Eliza explained. "Autumn is right. Love should make the world bigger, not smaller."
"Getting to know you has made my world a lot bigger, Eliza," Autumn said sincerely.
"Then it's time for you to go see it," Eliza smiled.
"Thank you, Autumn. James," John said.
"I'm ready, John," Eliza whispered. "I'm done waiting."
Eliza and John embraced each other lovingly. The house released a long creak. It wasn't a groan or a complaint. It was a sigh. The attic door slowly swung open on its own. Eliza and John Greywater slowly faded away, their outlines softening. The sunlight swallowed them as they vanished, disappearing from the world forever.
"Wow," James mumbled eloquently. "Just, wow."
"I think we did a very good thing here," Autumn whispered, squeezing his hand.
"Are you okay?" he asked, glancing at her.
"Not yet," she answered honestly. "But I will be."
"We should probably go," James swallowed weakly as he hugged her.
Autumn pecked his lips before turning. "I don't want that stuff to end up in a dump somewhere."
"We'll take it with us," he suggested. "Somehow, I don't think Eliza or John will object."
They gathered the items, carefully wrapping them up so they wouldn't get damaged. Then they took them to the trailer and found a safe place for everything. Standing in front of The Greywater House, James started one final livestream for the episode.
"So, I know some of you are upset about the footage cutting out," James began. "We did learn that John Greywater was pronounced dead at 2:13AM, so that explains that."
"We also learned that forming a connection with the dead can be quite dangerous," Autumn continued. "Remember folks, a connection goes both ways."
"And yes, all of this is true. I'm not faking anything," James sighed for the hundredth time. "You either believe me or you don't. Anyway, I am going to continue making episodes. That's the good news."
"The bad news is we don't think we'll ever find the proof that society needs," Autumn explained. "We have some strange things on camera, but people have said they're AI or a green screen. We aren't going to try convincing you otherwise."
"What we are going to do is continue finding out the truth," James stated firmly. "The truth about what happened to the people who became ghosts. Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries will be focused on humanity. On treating them like the people they are. So, sometimes we might turn the cameras off, but we will always tell you the story."
"The story is that John Greywater honored his wife's request," Autumn took over. "He got polio and she begged him not to leave when he was dying. So he stayed. She stayed with him. Alone. For decades. Until she also passed. The Greywater Widow wasn't some scary story. Just a woman in love. A woman scared to be alone."
"She's free now. For the first time in over a hundred years, it's just a house," James looked back at the old home. "And we're heading back to The Brinkerhoff Royal. We'll go on another investigation soon, but we want to come up with some rules to protect ourselves in the future."
"We've learned a lot, but we're just getting started," Autumn smiled. "If you decide to stick around, we'll share what we learn. It will be exciting, educational, and a little spooky!"
"Which is why the first rule should be to always wear clean underwear," James grinned. "In case things get too exciting."
"It should be 'learn before engaging' or 'respect the dead.' Something like that," Autumn rolled her eyes.
"She's right," he nodded slowly. "For so long I thought the goal was finding ghosts. The goal is understanding people. Sometimes helping them, and sometimes letting them help you."
"We're Autumn and James, and we hope you've enjoyed this episode of Gray's Hauntings and Mysteries," Autumn waved to the camera.
"Wait. Why does your name get to go first?" James frowned before ending the stream.
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Friday mornings had an interesting dynamic. Everyone was excited for the upcoming weekend, but no one wanted to go through the last day of classes to reach it. For me, I only had Biology in the morning, leaving me with most of the day free for studying and homework.
I crossed through The Commons, passing students heading in various directions. They shuffled between buildings, clutching coffee cups and discussing their weekend plans. It was a cool October day for Southern California, so I had put a lay gray cardigan on over my CSUA t-shirt.
To my surprise, I wasn't the first to arrive at the biology lab. A few students were already at their stations, notebooks out and ready. Chelsea was there as well, likely the one to open the lab for Professor Kim. She was a good TA and I had already learned a lot thanks to her help.
As per usual, the lab smelled like disinfectant and rubbing alcohol. Rows of lab benches stretched toward the windows overlooking campus. Microscopes sat neatly covered at each station, waiting for the day's exercise. I made my way to my assigned station, noticing my lab partner had already arrived.
"Good morning," Matthew Carter looked up from his notes and smiled at me.
"Morning," I replied while placing my backpack beneath the bench.
"Ready for today's lab?" he asked.
"I think so," I nodded slowly.
"I looked over the reading three times last night and once this morning," Matt stated proudly.
I smiled. "I figured you probably would."
"I may have over-prepared," he laughed.
"There's no such thing as being too prepared."
More students started trickling in as we approached 8:00AM. Lexi hugged me before joining her partner, Jade Kim at their station. The two had both pledged Delta Tau Chi and had plenty to discuss. Professor Kim arrived about ten minutes before the lab was due to start, and I began to worry Ashley had fallen back asleep. She hadn't been happy when I woke her up and announced we had an early-morning class.
The door opened and Derek stepped inside, followed by Josh who held the door open for Leah. "Ladies first."
"Oh, thanks," Leah said, her cheeks turning slightly pink as she stepped through.
Josh simply nodded while Derek made his way to the lab table he shared with Ashley. Leah watched Josh for a second longer than necessary before catching herself and heading with Josh to their shared lab table. The two then began unpacking for the lab.
Ashley barged in, practically sliding across the floor. "I'm not late!"
Professor Kim glanced toward the clock. "You made it with forty-seven seconds to spare."
"Still not late!" Ashley grinned, hugging her boyfriend before joining Derek.
"Good morning, everyone," Professor Kim smiled. "Today we're looking at animal tissue samples. Congratulations! You'll be spending the next three hours staring at things most people would never willingly touch."
"And before anyone asks, no, you may not take the microscope slides home," Chelsea deadpanned. "Remember, drinks stay off the lab benches, goggles stay on, and long hair gets tied back. Yes, yours too, Miss Bartlett."
"Alright, everyone!" the professor clapped his hands together once. "Let's have some fun."
"By the end of today's lab," Chelsea said while passing out worksheets, "you should be able to distinguish the four primary tissue types under a microscope and identify several common examples."
Chelsea began passing trays down the rows, each containing prepared microscope slides, forceps, lens paper, and an identification guide. Derek squeaked and blushed when Chelsea handed him the materials. He was bright red as Ashley nudged him teasingly and reminded him that Chelsea was the TA.
"Handle the slides carefully," Chelsea reminded everyone. "They're glass. Glass breaks. Broken glass ruins my day, which will ruin yours."
Once every station had their materials, the professor dimmed the lights slightly and projected the image of an example on the front white board.
"So," Professor Kim began, "who wants to tell me what we're looking at here?"
Josh raised his hand. "Epithelial tissue?"
"Excellent," the professor smiled as he zoomed in on the example. "More specifically, simple squamous epithelium. Note the thin wavy lines."
Ashley leaned toward Derek. "I would have guessed spaghetti."
"I appreciate the creativity," Chelsea said, "but please don't write 'spaghetti' on your worksheet."
"There goes my A," Ashley sighed dramatically, earning a few laughs.
Professor Kim grinned. "Let's see what everyone can find."
The room quickly filled with the sounds of microscopes being adjusted. Metal knobs clicked as glass slides slid carefully into place. Students leaned forward, one eye closed while the other peered through the eyepiece. I adjusted the focus slowly before switching to fine adjustment until the cells emerged.
"I think we've got the epithelial slide," I said.
Matt studied it for a few seconds. "I think so, too. The nuclei look right."
"They're flatter than the connective tissue picture," I observed.
"I was thinking the same thing," Matt smiled.
At another station, Leah frowned while looking into her microscope.
"Need another set of eyes?" Josh asked.
"If you don't mind," Leah said, stepping aside.
Josh looked through the eyepiece. "I think we've got muscle."
"Really?"
"Yeah, take a look," Josh offered. "Notice the parallel fibers."
"I completely missed that," Leah smiled, giving him an admiring glance.
Ashley noticed. She glanced toward me and raised an eyebrow. I gave her a helpless shrug in response. What followed was a conversation with Ashley that consisted entirely of facial expressions. Ashley communicated that her guy was hot and desirable, but all hers. I just agreed with her and reminded her she was a lucky lady.
Lexi missed the entire thing. "Why does everything in biology look like bubbles or noodles?"
"I don't know, I'm a nursing student!" Jade laughed.
"So, that means you should know this stuff," Lexi argued.
Jade looked into the microscope. "I can tell those are neurons, not noodles."
The rest of the lab passed by quickly. Each new slide was a small puzzle: connective tissue, muscle, nervous tissue. Chelsea stopped by our station at one point and complemented me on how organized my notes were. Not long after that, our TA announced that only ten minutes remained in class.
We decided to grab an early lunch after Biology. I walked with Lexi and Derek while Ashley and Josh held hands in front of us. After buying our meals, we claimed an empty picnic table beneath a huge oak tree just outside Redwood Plaza. It was a nice day, with birds chirping above us while a soft breeze caressed my skin.
"I'm starving," Ashley declared as she dropped onto the bench.
"Same," Josh said, sitting beside his girlfriend.
"Mm, fries," Lexi hummed, biting into a golden fried potato.
Ashley sighed happily when she bit into her chicken sandwich, a soft moan escaping her lips.
"You're making sex noises while you eat," Lexi observed, making Derek blush.
"Nah," the blonde shook her head. "I'm much, much louder in bed. Right, baby?"
"Uh..." Josh stammered while Derek turned bright red.
"Stop embarrassing our shy boys," I admonished gently.
"Hey, it's not as bad as when Ashley celebrated No Bra Day on Monday," Lexi pointed out.
"It was for breast cancer awareness," Ashley reasoned. "Besides, the girls enjoyed being able to breathe."
"Even Lina couldn't look at you," I reminded her.
"Maybe she's into that," Ashley grinned.
"I can't blame her," Lexi nodded firmly. "All should bow before the power of the titties."
"Especially mine," Ashley giggled.
Josh chuckled, shaking his head.
For a few minutes, we simply ate and enjoyed the day while making small talk. Students wandered in every direction, some heading to class while others were looking for a spot to eat. A few guys were tossing a football on the grass not far from where we were sitting.
"Anything interesting happen in lab today, Derek?" Ashley questioned.
Derek frowned. "We looked at tissue."
"I mean besides that," Ashley replied.
"No?" Derek looked confused.
"I thought someone caught your attention," Ashley shrugged. "A lovely teaching assistant, perhaps?"
"W-what?" Derek squeaked. "I, I ah, I don't know what you're talking about."
"Then why is your face bright red?" Lexi wondered. "Hey, Chelsea's a cute, petite blonde. We get it."
"We definitely get it," Ashley agreed.
"I mean, I guess she's, you know, pretty," Derek looked down at the table.
"How about we change the subject?" I suggested.
"Fine," Ashley sighed. "So, Josh."
"No," Josh stated flatly.
"I didn't ask anything!" the blonde laughed.
"You were about to."
"I'll ask now," Ashley declared. "How's Leah?"
"Fine, I guess. Why?" Josh asked in confusion.
"You two seem to get along," Lexi pointed out.
"We're lab partners," Josh reasoned.
"Mm-hmm," Lexi smirked.
"You are," Ashley agreed before turning to me. "He's hopeless."
"Just a bit," I giggled slightly.
"What am I missing?" Josh frowned.
"I have no idea," Derek answered.
"They're both hopeless," Lexi grinned.
"And both fucking adorable," Ashley concluded.
"Are you girls gonna explain what you're talking about?" Josh wondered.
"No," Lexi, Ashley, and I said at the same time.
We continued talking and laughing as we finished our meals. While discussing our weekend plans, Lexi happily announced she was going to the club with Steven and Nicole. I was called a nerd by Ashley when I expressed a desire to get a head start on my assignments for the following week.
The five of us split up after lunch. Derek and Josh went to study together while Ashley headed back to our dorm room to take a nap. Lexi was done for the day and decided to head home to hang out with Hazel. As for me, well, I had plans of my own. Plans that made me glad everyone else had something to do.
I found myself in a discreet corner of The Commons, my back against the brick building.
"How are things in enemy territory?" I asked.
"Hey, we're not all bad guys," Dan laughed lightly.
"I said what I said."
"Things are alright," Dan answered slowly. "I'm pretty sure Kensington knows nothing happened when Kayla spent the night in my hotel room. We really just slept. In separate beds."
"Good, we need him to trust you," I nodded. "He must be in a good mood. We won against Reno and Boise State. What's our record now?"
"Five wins, two losses," Dan confirmed. "And yeah, Drew seems to be his usual arrogant self."
"Perfect," I nodded. "Has he mentioned any plans?"
"Not explicitly, but it seems like he realizes he made a bad impression," he said. "I think he plans on some light flirting when Kayla is around, hoping to slowly win her over."
"Good luck with that," I snorted. "She's too smart to fall for his bullshit."
"We wouldn't be having these meetings if you weren't at least a little worried," Dan pointed out.
"I'm more worried about The Crocs than some spoiled, rich asshole," I responded. "Any word there?"
"I haven't heard anything about fixing a game, but there have been the usual complaints about debt and betting," he told me. "A few mentioned getting pills for studying."
"Idiots," I rolled my eyes. "Anything else?"
"One thing," Dan winced. "Scarlett."
"Did she finally tell you what's up with her?" I asked hopefully.
"I wish," he sighed, shaking his head. "No. No, but I could tell she was wearing concealer and walked like she was in pain. I think she was hiding a black eye."
"Someone hit her?!" I gasped. "Are you sure?"
"Pretty sure," Dan let out a breath. "She got upset when I pushed the issue, so I changed the subject."
"What about that other girl? Tasha. She's friendly with you two, right?" I inquired, getting a nod in response. "Maybe Scarlett would be more comfortable talking about it with a woman."
"Maybe, but I don't want Tasha involved," Dan stated firmly. "She's a sweet, innocent girl. She's staying that way. She can't be anywhere near this."
"Protective? That's interesting," I observed. "Something going on there? I thought you were still carrying a torch for Kayla."
"Oh, I am," he laughed lightly. "Tasha's just been a great friend."
"Hm, interesting," I said quietly.
My last task for the day was orientation for the honor society. I went to the meeting with Lina, both of us happy to have been invited to join. Sophia Patel was the senior who led the meeting. I also spoke with Emmett Clarke, a nice biology major who was the tutoring lead.
The only awkward part was that my prom date, Shawn White had decided to join the honor society as well. I knew we still had feelings for each other, but it just wouldn't work. I couldn't give up my Slut-sisters. Shawn and I were working on being friends, but there was still a ways to go.
People from my old life were still around, but college was a whole new world. One that was starting to feel like home.
~Steven Thomson~
Saturday October 18, 2025
I was completely exhausted. A night at Club Frenzy at forty-one was much rougher than it was in my twenties. Keeping up with my twenty-six year old girlfriend was hard enough, then there was Lexi. The nineteen-year old redhead seemed to have limitless energy.
And she was perpetually horny.
We met a lovely nurse at the club, along with her shy younger sister. Lexi convinced Alyssa, the nurse, to come back home with us. Unfortunately, Nicole was working Saturday and went home. I ended up having an amazing threesome with Lexi and Alyssa until the three of us passed out.
I had no idea what time it was, but I could tell I had a naked girl on each arm as I slept beneath the covers. A pair of large breasts slid down my stomach as one of the girls moved. From the size of the boobs, it wasn't Lexi.
Moments later, a warm mouth closed around my morning wood and caused me to let out a gasp. Alyssa giggled as her hands cupped my balls and she started blowing me. She sucked for a minute before pulling off and licking my nuts while jacking me off. The raven-haired nurse was almost as skilled a cocksucker as Lexi. Fuck, it was incredible.
Alyssa threw the blanket off of us so she could straddle me. Her actions woke Lexi, and the redhead watched with interest as Alyssa sank down onto my erection. Alyssa's eyelids fluttered as she took me to the hilt. Then she placed her hands on my chest as she started slowly riding me, her amazing tits bouncing in tune with her movements.
Lexi lifted her head and smirked, licking her lips seductively while Alyssa's breathing grew more desperate. My hands moved on instinct, grabbing those big, beautiful tits and holding on. I grunted as I thrust upward, making Alyssa cry out. The expressions of pleasure across her pretty face were irresistible. I was unable to look away from her face as I thumbed her nipples.
"Ah! Ah! Ah!" Alyssa chanted as her fingers clawed at my chest. "Oh my God, fuck!"
"Mm, that big dick feel good in your little pussy?" Lexi cooed, reaching out to rub Alyssa's clit.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" Alyssa threw her head back. "Keep going! Make me cum!"
"Mm, cum for us, cum on that cock," Lexi breathed, rubbing Alyssa and herself. "Cum, you dirty slut."
"Oh God, oh God!" Alyssa gasped. "I'm cumming! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"Mm, good girl," Lexi purred, slipping her fingers in her mouth to taste Alyssa's love juices.
A sigh of satisfaction escaped Alyssa's lips as she turned her bounce into a slow grind. Her deep blue eyes sparkled in satisfaction as she smirked down at me. I was distracted by Alyssa, causing me to miss Lexi's actions. My wild redhead had plans of her own.
Lexi quickly straddled my head while facing Alyssa. My vision of the sexy nurse was soon obscured by the nineteen-year-old pussy being lowered down onto my face. Her delicate gash was the prettiest shade of pink, and I couldn't resist kissing Lexi's most intimate area as soon as it was within reach.
"Yes!" Lexi hissed as my lips made contact with her vulva. "Eat my twat! Eat it!"
Releasing Alyssa's tits, I held Lexi's soft thighs as my tongue pushed between her labia and made her squirm. Alyssa resumed riding me while the two ladies touched each other and moaned. I was in heaven with Alyssa riding my cock and Lexi riding my face.
"Your girlfriend has the cutest little boobs," Alyssa purred as she ground down on me. "I may just have to keep her."
"Oh, ah, you, ah, you couldn't, ah, handle me!" Lexi declared, her breathing ragged. "Oh God, baby, right there! Right there!"
Eating out Lexi was one of my favorite activities. It made me feel close to her since it was the act that convinced her I cared about her pleasure and not just my own. Everyone before had just used her. Not me. It didn't hurt that she had such a lovely pussy that was absolutely delicious.
"Fuck that's deep, holy shit!" Alyssa groaned as she leaned forward on me. "Oh God, your dick feels so fucking good inside me."
The soft moaning and sexy panting of two beautiful women filled the room as I did my best to pleasure them both. Lexi soon had an intense orgasm, crying out my name as she came on my tongue. Alyssa wasn't far behind, announcing her pleasure as I reached my own limit. With a mouthful of pussy, I was unable to warn Alyssa of my impending release, but there was no doubt she felt me squirting inside her.
We cuddled and talked for a few minutes before deciding it was time to head to breakfast. The girls wanted to wash up, so I threw on a pair of boxer briefs and a robe to go wake the others. Hazel was sleeping curled up next to the pregnancy pillow I bought her. It took a minute to wake her, followed by some bad words from Hazel for waking her. Eventually though, she was getting ready for breakfast.


Kayla was already awake. That was obvious from the music coming from her closed door. Alison Tey's new album had come out a couple weeks prior, and Kayla had listened to it on nonstop repeat. Normally I would respect my daughter's privacy and knock, but it had become a tradition with us when I knew exactly what she was doing.
Quietly opening the door confirmed I was correct. Kayla was dancing around her bedroom in her underwear while belting lyrics into a hairbrush. She was wearing pink panties with smiley faces on them in multiple colors. Her bra was a royal purple. It was the kind of mismatched underwear a woman wore when she wasn't planning on anyone seeing it. That made it cuter.
The current song seemed to be about Alison's man's penis and how it resembled one of the redwood trees. Hopefully that was a reference to length and girth rather than texture. Kayla was really into it, her raven ponytail whipping about her face as she sang. She then did this adorable move where she shook her butt while raising one hand like she was knocking on something.
Kayla spun to face me, her eyes widening as she froze. "Daddy!"
"Bravo, baby girl," I smirked, stepping into her bedroom and shutting the door. "If Alison is ever sick, I'll be sure to let her know you're available to fill in."
"Ha. Ha. Very funny," Kayla stuck her tongue out at me before shutting off the music on her phone and setting down her hairbrush.
"I wasn't joking," I told her.
Glancing around her room, I noticed the stuffed pink bunny rabbit on her bed. The one she's had her entire life.
"You used to knock before coming in," she smiled at me. "Hoping I was topless, perv?"
"No, I suspected you were dancing and wanted to watch," I answered honestly.
"Right," Kayla pursed her lips as she sat down on the edge of her bed. "Remember the first time you caught me in a compromising position?"
I sat down beside my daughter and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "I try not to think about that guy touching you."
"I know," she nodded slowly. "I wish I'd never fallen for him. At least he's cooperating now. Supposedly."
"He was never good enough for you," I insisted.
"Thanks, but I don't want to talk about David," Kayla said quietly. "It was the first time you saw my breasts."
"Kayla..." I trailed off.
"I know, you're right," Kayla sighed. "I thought about it. A lot, actually. I wanted to be pissed at you, but that didn't quite work out."
"I'm just too delightful to be upset with," I joked, earning an eye roll.
"Anyway," Kayla huffed, "you're right. Someday I'm gonna be living my own life. My own kids. You'll always be Daddy, but we are too dependent on each other."
"And that's my fault," I stated plainly. "You were my whole world after we lost your mother. I should have done a better job of keeping in touch with the rest of our family. We barely saw your grandparents."
"I talk to them sometimes," Kayla said, surprising me. "Mommy's parents."
"Do you? I'm glad to hear it," I smiled.
"They're still a little freaked by you dating Lexi, but they don't talk about it much," she admitted. "Mostly they just ask about me, if I'm happy."
"Are you happy?" I asked my daughter.
"Yes, Daddy. I'm happy," Kayla leaned against me. "I'm scared about the trial and I know I have other things to work on, but we have what we need. Family."
I squeezed her upper arm and kissed the top of her head. "Family."
"Do you think we can be that way again in the future?" she asked in a small voice. "You know, physically intimate."
"Maybe," I let out a breath. "We'll see how things go."
"Okay," Kayla whispered. "I miss it. If I'm being honest, I also just really miss dick."
"I can't believe I'm suggesting this, but you wouldn't have trouble finding a willing participant," I winced, trying not to think of some drunk frat guy pawing at my baby girl.
"I don't think I want a random hookup," she sighed. "But I'm really, REALLY horny."
"Been there," I laughed lightly.
"The girls are great, the toys are fun, but it's not the same," Kayla looked up at me with an evil grin. "You know the saying: sometimes a girl just needs to be bent over and banged like a screen door in a hurricane."
"My baby girl," I chuckled, making her giggle.
The five of us sat down in the dining room to a nice breakfast. Alyssa got along well with everyone, eager to get to know my daughter. Unfortunately, Alyssa got a few texts from her sister, discovering Suzie was angry at being ditched the previous night.
Alyssa decided to head out after breakfast to talk with her sister. I showed her to the foyer, which resulted in her dropping to her knees for a farewell blowjob. I was just grateful Arthur wasn't around to catch us in such a compromising position. Of course, there was no doubt the staff knew how crazy my life had become.
~Kayla Thomson~
Saturday October 18, 2025
The CSUA campus was alive with game day energy as I parked my car. My body jerked forward slightly as I hit that stupid cement thing at the top of the space. Seriously, what was that thing even for? All it did was get in my way and scratch up the front of my car.
Turning off the engine, I took out my keys and unbuckled my seat belt. Students wearing red and black wandered between rows of tailgates carrying folding chairs, coolers, and bags of supplies. Music echoed across the lots surrounding the stadium while the scent of grilled burgers and hot dogs drifted through the air.
I couldn't help but smiling. Six weeks ago I would have been overwhelmed and unsure of where I was supposed to go. Now I barely thought about it. Slinging my gym bag over one shoulder, I headed toward the athletic complex. A few students recognized me immediately.
"Hey, Kayla!" a sorority girl waved.
"Kayla Thomson!" one guy shouted, raising a beer in my direction.
"Go Phoenixes!" someone yelled.
I laughed. "Phoenixes!"
One of the football coaches raised a fist as he passed by while making his way to the stadium. "Big one today!"
"Victory is ours!" I returned the gesture before continuing inside.
The cheer locker room was buzzing with conversation. Gym bags and supplies were scattered about while cheerleaders moved between mirrors, lockers, and benches. I could hear several showers running, and I couldn't help but wonder why anyone would bother showering before getting all sweaty.
My teammates were all in various stages of undress as they chatted excitedly about the upcoming game. Harper was already fully dressed, barely able to contain her excitement as she spoke with Shelby. Janelle, our co-captain, had apparently lost her cheer shoes and was searching under benches for them, seemingly unconcerned that she was naked. Our other co-captain, Cassidy was adjusting her cheer skirt.
Kendall smiled at me as I walked in, giving me a friendly wave. I was surprised, but waved back in response. She had been talking with Rylee Simmons, who failed to hide an eye roll before she forced a smile and gave me a head nod. I nodded back as I made my way along the benches.
"There she is," Lila said when I walked in.
"Took you long enough," Vanessa added dramatically.
"I'm eight minutes early!" I exclaimed, placing my bag on the bench in front of my locker.
"We're an NCA favorite team," Scarlett pointed out. "Eight minutes early is nearly an hour late for us."
I laughed as I opened my locker. "I'll do better next time."
Soft music played through a portable speaker as we all started getting ready. The atmosphere felt comfortable. No one was nervous; just focused and confident. I stripped down to my bra and panties, then removed my bra so I could pull a sports bra on instead. Harper sat on the bench behind me as I was putting on my shirt.
"The Boise game was amazing, wasn't it?" Harper asked a minute later.
I nodded as I pulled up my cheer briefs. "It was! I also appreciate you not kicking me out of our room."
"Oh, shush," Harper giggled. "I'll make myself scarce if you ever want some after-game stress relief."
"I appreciate that," I replied smoothly while putting on my skirt.
"That was such a great game," Vanessa commented as she joined us. "Drew looked incredible in the second half."
"He really did," Harper agreed.
I stayed quiet, unable to deny it. Dan had played well, but Drew was amazing against Boise State. Letting out a breath, I adjusted the ribbon in my ponytail while Vanessa and Harper discussed the way Drew's butt looked in his uniform. They occasionally commented on his football talents. It had been a great game, giving us a record of five wins and two losses. Suddenly, students weren't just hoping for a winning season anymore. They were hoping for a championship.
My mind started to wander as I finished getting ready. I hadn't lied to Daddy, not really. I was happy. Mostly. College was going well; my classes were fun, cheerleading was amazing, and I had a lot of friends. I just still had some things I needed to work on. Processing my assault, getting through the trial, dealing with becoming a big sister. And an aunt, since Hazel's a Slut-sister. I was also very grateful that no one knew about my sobbing all over my advisor.
Coach Hart stepped into the room carrying a clipboard. Standing with her was Leila Moreno, the graduate assistant who specialized in conditioning and injury prevention.
"Good afternoon, ladies," Coach Hart called loudly.
A chorus of greetings answered her.
Leila smiled. "I can tell everyone's excited!"
Several girls laughed.
"Good," Coach continued. "Stay excited."
Coach Hart looked around the room. "But remember why we're here."
"Energy!" Harper called out excitedly.
"Execution," Cass added.
"Exactly," Coach nodded approvingly as she set the clipboard down on a table and crossed her arms. "Sacramento has a solid team. They're going to bring fans. They're going to make noise."
Coach Hart looked around the room again. "So are we."
Several cheerleaders clapped and cheered.
"I like the confidence," Coach Hart smiled.
I was ready, so I sat beside Harper and sent a few text messages. The Sluts wished me luck, so did Daddy. I even had messages from Ian and Stephanie. Anne Harrell wasn't able to make the game, but she told me I was going to be amazing as always. My high school cheer coach also suggested we needed to get together again soon. I completely agreed.
"Kayla?" Harper whispered to get my attention.
"Yeah?" I replied, looking over at her.
"I heard from Janelle that we start nationals choreography next week," Harper said.
I blinked. "Already?"
Vanessa overheard. "That's what I said! It feels so early."
"It really isn't," Harper replied.
"I guess you're right. We've got the rest of the games, holiday performances, hopefully the championships," Vanessa counted on her fingers. "Then suddenly it's December."
"I guess I really hadn't thought that far ahead," I said honestly.
"You will," Harper smiled.
"How different is nationals?" I asked nervously.
"Completely," Vanessa answered. "No crowd to play off of, no football game."
"No breaks?" Harper added.
"Two-and-a-half minutes where every count has to be perfect," Vanessa continued.
"Every stunt, every landing," Harper whispered excitedly. "Oh, we'll be perfect. I can't wait!"
"We still have time, calm down," I giggled. "Breathe, maybe take something to relax."
"For your information, I already did!" Harper blew a raspberry at me, surprising me by how silly she was acting.
Observant, clinical, then randomly silly. Harper was really starting to become a good friend.
Soon enough, the faint sound of brass instruments drifted into the building. First a trumpet, then drums, then the opening strains of the university fight song. Goosebumps formed on my arms as I shivered excitedly. It never got old. And I hoped it never would. No. I knew it never would.
At Coach Hart's word, we gathered our pompoms and began filing toward the stadium entrance. Soon we were joined by the male cheerleaders who were likewise pumped and ready. We'd done our warm-ups, we'd dressed in our best, and we were ready to go as we made our way through the tunnel. Sunlight spilled across the concrete ahead.
Beyond that welcoming light was the anticipated buzzing of twenty thousand fans.
The roar grew louder with my every step.
Game day had arrived once again.
The tunnel opened onto the edge of the stadium, where we paused for the final preparations. Red and black filled the stands, students already on their feet despite kickoff still being minutes away. I glanced around, taking it all in. My heart was racing and there was a huge grin on my face; this was where I belonged.
A group of students noticed the waiting cheerleaders. "Let's go, Phoenixes!"
The chant spread quickly.
"Let's go, Phoenixes!"
"Red! Black! Fire attack!"
We cheerleaders called the words back as one. "Red! Black! Fire attack!"
I was reminded once again of why I loved cheerleading. We didn't all get along, we weren't all best friends. Yet, in that moment we were all one all-powerful unit. Our individual fears were crushed beneath our collective strength. There was no need to communicate, we knew each other well enough. There was a bond, a trust. I knew that they would catch me every time I was tossed in the air. I knew where they would be, what they would say. We were one squad.
It wasn't long before we were lined up on the sideline as the stadium announcer's voice boomed overhead. "Ladies and gentleman..."
The crowd immediately quieted.
"Please welcome your California State University at Ashwood Phoenixes!"
Smoke burst from either side of the tunnel entrance. The marching band exploded into action as we cheerleaders started our opening routine.
"Rise up!"
The first players burst through the smoke to deafening applause.
"Stand tall!"
Linebackers. Receivers. Offensive linemen.
"Phoenixes!"
Drew Kensington emerged near the end, a cocky smile on his face as he lifted his helmet in the air. He may have been rich and untouchable, but it was the final player who earned the largest applause, the greatest admiration. Our quarterback, Brent Calloway.
"WIN IT ALL!"
The captains met at midfield while the referee held the coin high for everyone to see. The giant video board displayed both teams' records.
Sacramento State Hornets: 4-3
CSUA Phoenixes: 5-2
The coin spun in the air. Heads. CSU won the toss and chose to defer. The crowd applauded as Sacramento State's team jogged onto the field. I took a steadying breath as we prepared another cheer. Drew and Dan settled onto the bench near the offensive coaches as they watched the kickoff unit take the field.
For one brief heartbeat, twenty thousand people held their breath together.
Then the whistle pierced the air moments before the football sailed high into the October sky.
~Daniel Mitchell~
Saturday October 18, 2025
The locker room had erupted into celebrations long before the final players arrived. Music blasted from a portable speaker while helmets clattered onto benches and towels flew through the air. Someone let out a triumphant yell that was immediately answered by more than half the team.
I laughed as I pulled off my helmet. The smile hadn't left my face since the final whistle. Final score was CSUA thirty to Sacramento State's twenty-four. Six wins. Two losses. It had been a close game, but we had done it again. The season somehow kept getting better.
"Nice touchdown," Tank slapped my shoulder pads as he walked by.
"Thanks!"
Brent Calloway pointed at me while digging through his locker. "And that third-down catch."
"I was open," I shrugged modestly.
"Yeah, because you ran a great route," Brent nodded in respect.
I chuckled, the praise still feeling strange.
Placing my helmet inside my locker, I sighed and sat on the bench before peeling the tape from my wrists. Across the room, trainers checked on a couple players nursing sore ankles and bruised shoulders. Nearby, a few guys were loudly debating which cheerleader or sorority girl deserved their attention at Drew's party.
Coach Jamal Whitaker stepped into the locker room carrying a stat sheet. He didn't whistle or shout, he simply stood with his arms folded. Conversations started dying down almost immediately. Within just a few seconds, the room had completely settled.
"I'll keep this short," Coach J said as he looked around slowly. "You earned this one."
A few players grinned as Coach held up the stat sheet.
"Three hundred ninety-eight total yards."
A few approving nods spread throughout the room.
"One turnover."
Coach J looked toward the defense.
"Two takeaways."
Applause started.
Coach J smiled slightly. "That's good football."
He lowered the sheet. "But..."
The room collectively sighed.
"There it is," someone muttered.
"I heard that, Cain," Coach growled. "Two extra laps Monday."
"Fuck," Tyler grumbled as laughter echoed through the locker room.
"Enjoy this tonight," the coach said when we settled down. "But understand something." Coach J looked around the room. "Nobody outside this locker room cares that we're six and two. Our next opponent certainly doesn't."
Coach calmly folded the stat sheet. "So celebrate." A pause. "Then come back Monday ready to earn number seven."
"Yes, Coach!" we all called out in unison.
"Good," Coach nodded once. "Now, I know you're all going to party, so remember to stay safe. Don't drink too much, and never get behind the wheel if you've had a sip of alcohol. With that out of the way, I hope you have fun flirting with some lovely young ladies."
"I'm gonna do a lot more than flirt!" a voice called out.
"Four laps, Cain," Coach J said calmly.
With the coach's speech done, players began showering before changing into sweatshirts and loading backpacks. I was sitting on a bench lacing up my sneakers when someone stopped beside my locker. Looking up, I wasn't surprised to find out it was Drew Kensington. His hair was still damp from the shower and he had a gym bag slung over one shoulder.
Drew extended a hand. "Nice game."
I looked at his hand for a second before shaking it. "You too."
"That touchdown route," Drew released my hand and smiled. "Nice adjustment."
"Thanks," I nodded.
"Are you coming to the party tonight?" Drew asked.
"Sorry, not this time," I shook my head. "I have plans."
"Shame," he sighed, his eyes on mine. "Do you know if Kayla is coming?"
"I don't think so," I told him carefully. "Lexi told me they plan on having a girls' night in."
"Damn," Drew let out a breath. "I never get the chance to really talk to her."
"Kayla's not a huge party girl," I said. "You're better off finding her on campus and taking an interest in her, and in what she likes."
"Good advice," Drew gave me a manly punch on the shoulder. "Thanks, Mitchell."
Why the fuck was I giving Drew advice?
I made my way outside as students continued streaming away from the stadium in clusters of red and black. There was laughter and celebrating as they spoke excitedly about the game. I took a deep breath of the October air, pleased that the win made the campus feel happier.
Stepping onto the main walkway, my eyes scanned the crowd for the person I was meeting. It wasn't long before I spotted the shy smile and baggy clothes. Tasha. She raised a hand in greeting, and despite my dumb move giving Drew advice, I found myself smiling all over again.
"There you are," I said happily as I approached the petite woman.
"Here I am," Tasha smiled softly. "I guess congratulations are in order."
"Thanks," I replied immediately.
"You played really well," Tasha added.
I rubbed the back of my neck. "I had a couple decent catches."


"You did much better than just a couple of decent catches," Tasha observed.
"Do you even know which one I was?" I teased.
"Yes! Jerk," she hip-checked me as we walked, surprising me by being so bold. "I can read the numbers on the back of the jerseys! And I heard the announcer say your name several times. You caught the weirdly shaped ball and ran toward that yellow fork thing. Everyone cheered. I get it."
"Right," I deadpanned. "Sounds like you get it."
Tasha was quiet for a few moments. "I'm starting to like it."
"I'm glad to hear it," I laughed lightly. "What changed?"
"The way you talked about it," she shrugged. "I figured it had to be special if it made someone so passionate. I still don't really get the game, but the excitement really makes my heart race. And I feel... I don't know."
"You feel like you're part of something bigger than yourself," I explained.
"Yes!" Tasha gasped. "That's it!"
"That's football."
Before Tasha could respond, a familiar voice called out.
"There you are!"
We both turned in time to see Scarlett Vaughn hurrying toward us. The redhead skillfully weaved her way around students, with not even the thickest crowd able to delay her. She carried her gym bag over one shoulder, her ponytail bouncing with every step.
"What took you so long?" I asked with a smirk.
"I was talking with Rory," Scarlett answered. "You know, my brother?"
"We know who he is," I laughed lightly. "How's he doing?"
"Alright," Scarlett answered. "Still upset over everything that's happened, but he's glad we won the game."
"Makes sense," I nodded.
"Hey, Tasha," Scarlett grinned, drawing the shy girl into a tight hug.
"Oh, hello," Tasha returned the hug with a soft giggle.
Scarlett pulled back and smiled at me. "Congratulations by the way." The redhead then poked me in the chest. "And don't be humble."
"I'm always humble," I responded immediately.
"You got a touchdown," Tasha spoke up. "I know what that is!"
"I did," I agreed.
"And that third-down catch," Scarlett continued.
"I... I don't really know what that is," Tasha admitted.
I sighed dramatically. "Coach mentioned that one."
Scarlett folded her arms with a satisfied nod. "See? Everyone agrees with me. You're amazing."
"Do I get a vote?" I asked, looking between the two women.
"No," both girls answered together.
Then all three of us started laughing.
"So..." Scarlett drew out the word, "where are we eating?"
"Anywhere but Ashwood Pizza," I replied.
"Agreed," the redhead grimaced before hooking a thumb in the direction of The Commons. "The Phoenix Nest?"
Tasha looked at me. "I've never been."
"What?" Scarlett gasped theatrically, placing a hand over her heart. "You've never been to the Phoenix Nest? Well, we need to fix that immediately."
"Uh..." Tasha trailed off.
"I don't think she was expecting that strong a reaction," I laughed.
"It's a matter of school spirit!" Scarlett exclaimed. "Plus, the burgers are yummy."
"You've won me over," I responded immediately.
Scarlett started walking backward through the crowd, waving us after her with both arms. "And if we're lucky, they'll already be showing game highlights!"
The Phoenix Nest was a popular location to grab a bite to eat and watch sports. Mounted televisions were everywhere, each showing a different college football game. Framed jerseys and photographs from CSUA's most famous athletes added to the sports-bar feel. The smell of grilled burgers, fresh fries, and barbecue drifted through the packed dining room as students in red and black celebrated another victory.
Scarlett looked around approvingly. "Now this feels like college."
"It's pretty busy," Tasha mumbled almost too quietly to hear over the noise.
"Busy is good," I reasoned.
"There's an empty booth!" Scarlett exclaimed, pointing toward the back.
We claimed the recently-vacated booth before anyone else could reach it. I set my bag beneath the table while Scarlett snatched a menu. Tasha slid into the booth beside Scarlett and grabbed her own menu while handing me one. It was typical diner food, and I was ready for a big, juicy burger.
"I'm warning both of you now," Scarlett began with a serious expression, "I'm going to be making a terrible dietary decision."
I laughed. "I don't think anyone comes here for salad."
"It's okay, we'll work it off at practice," Scarlett reasoned.
"You two have nothing to worry about; you're perfect," Tasha commented before her eyes widened as she realized what she said.
"Why, thank you," Scarlett giggled, facing Tasha. "You're gorgeous, too. I love your skin tone."
"Oh, um, thank you," Tasha replied, surprise on her face.
The table was soon covered with delicious, greasy food: bacon cheeseburgers, chicken wings, and seasoned fries. We went for unhealthy sodas, wanting to celebrate with the kind of meal only college-aged people and younger could enjoy without consequences.
Scarlett immediately stole one of my fries.
"You have your own!" I grumbled.
"I know," the pretty redhead smiled as she bit into a fry.
"So why steal mine?" I asked.
"They taste better," Scarlett shrugged.
"You haven't even tried yours yet," I gestured at her plate.
"So?" Scarlett challenged as Tasha smiled into her drink.
Scarlett suddenly gasped and pointed over me. "There!"
"Oh, nice catch!" Tasha gushed.
"I know," I sighed, feeling my face turning slightly red.
"You didn't even look," Scarlett gave me a look.
"I was there," I shrugged, smiling slightly.
"Maybe we're watching the catch Drew made," Tasha suggested.
"You're not," I stated confidently.
"You don't know that," Tasha insisted.
"No, we are currently getting a great view of some Mitchell ass," Scarlett purred. "Damn, I'd love to sink my teeth into that."
"Okay, that's enough," I laughed lightly, noticing how red Tasha's face was getting.
"Now you know how we girls feel when you ogle us, right Tasha?" Scarlett elbowed the quiet girl.
"Um, right," Tasha looked down at her food.
Tasha was pretty, but the baggy clothes made it kind of impossible to ogle her. I decided to spare her any more embarrassment.
"Scarlett, tell your boobs to stop staring at my eyes," I requested with a straight face.
The redhead burst out laughing. "Oh, you're funny!"
Scarlett was wearing a tiny pair of black shorts and a camisole. I could see her bra straps along with quite a bit of cleavage.
"Nice game, Mitchell!" a guy randomly called out, giving me a thumbs-up before continuing toward another table.
"Funny and famous," Tasha smiled.
"I'm not famous," I sighed.
"Do you have any idea who that guy is?" Scarlett asked.
"No clue," I admitted.
"Yet he knew who you were," Tasha continued. "That means you're famous."
"People just like football," I said, picking up my burger.
Scarlett pointed at me. "Football includes you."
Time passed as we ate while chatting and occasionally watching highlights from college games around the country. They even played a few clips from San Jose State, where we'd be traveling next week. San Jose State was good, and plans started formulating in my mind on the best way to bring them down.
While I was engrossed in the games, Scarlett and Tasha started trying to find things they had in common. It turned out they were both big fans of Hospital Doctors in Love and agreed that actor Nolan Reed was "yummy." I assumed that meant hot, but I wasn't interested in joining that particular conversation.
"Hey, Dan?" Scarlett eventually said.
"Hey, Scarlett?" I replied after a sip of my drink.
"How's college treating you?" the redhead asked.
"It's good," I answered simply.
"That's the boring answer," Scarlett rolled her eyes. "Come on! I'm a senior and Tasha's a sophomore. We wanna hear how the little freshman is doing."
"Football's going well," I responded.
"I noticed," Scarlett nodded.
"Classes are harder than high school."
"Expected."
"I'm sleeping less?" I offered.
"Also expected," Scarlett said.
"Give us some details!" Tasha urged.
"I don't know what to tell you," I mumbled slightly. "I mean, I'm really busy. Scarlett, I don't know how you manage to juggle classes, cheerleading, and a job. Just school and football is crazy."
"It's exhausting," Scarlett admitted. "Then throw in a social life."
"We're glad you're not working tonight," Tasha spoke up.
"We are," I agreed.
"Yeah, but I'm working tomorrow," Scarlett winced.
"Hostess at a high-end club on a random Sunday?" Tasha frowned.
"Special clients are having a, ah, a get together," Scarlett mumbled, looking away from us. "That's why I have tonight off."
That was weird. "I guess that makes sense."
"Anyway, details," Tasha probed gently.
"I didn't play football in high school; I spent my time chasing and ditching girls," I said slowly. "I planned to change that in college. I thought football would be my entire experience."
Neither woman interrupted.
"I guess I didn't think I'd make such great friends," I smiled. "People I actually want to hang out with. And I'm not just talking about the two of you. I feel like I'm getting closer with some people from high school. Just coming to college feels like it's helped me grow up."
"I like that answer," Scarlett smiled.
"It took me a year longer than you to start growing up," Tasha suddenly said, drawing our attention. "I thought I'd spend all four years alone. I spent freshman year alone."
Tasha laughed nervously. "I'm sorry, that sounded ridiculous."
"It didn't," I said quietly.
"In high school," Tasha shrugged, "I kept to myself. No parties, no friends, no dates."
"You are really quiet," Scarlett observed.
"People would be shocked when I could speak confidently in front of a group," Tasha giggled. "Anyway, I figured college would be the same. I guess I was wrong."
"You were wrong," I told her.
The conversation naturally drifted toward classes and professors. We lamented over the ridiculous amount of homework and the fact that professors would assign busy work; anything to keep us busy. Scarlett admitted she had no idea why anyone voluntarily took 8:00AM classes, declaring they should be illegal.
As we lingered over empty plates and half-full sodas, I found myself listening more than talking. Scarlett animatedly insisted curly fries tasted better than regular fries. Tasha disagreed for reasons she took surprisingly seriously. The core of their disagreement seemed to be Tasha refusing to accept something tasting better due to its shape. During that conversation, I realized I wasn't thinking about football. I was thinking that I was where I was supposed to be.
~Hazel Collins~
Sunday October 19, 2025
My brothers. Scott was the closest to me in age and loved robotics. Daniel was just a year younger than Scott and often turned to humor to get attention. Michael was the youngest, and I was basically a mother to him. I missed him so much. I missed all of them. It hurt so much that I knew they were struggling.
The pressure our parents were putting on them kept going through my mind. Taking away technology, stopping them from going out and seeing their friends, constantly dragging them to church and telling them how horrible I was. It trapped my brain in an endless loop of torture as I watched helplessly while they suffered.
Finally the universe had mercy on me as I opened my eyes and realized I'd been dreaming. I hoped with all my heart that things weren't as bad as my nightmares had suggested. Letting out a breath, I allowed my memories of the previous night to return to me.
We celebrated the CSUA Phoenixes winning another game. Kayla got drunk and started doing a cheer routine on the table in the family living room. Lexi and Nicole were getting into it as well. Steven didn't drink so that I wouldn't be the only sober person in the room.
Kayla had passed out, so Steven took her up to her bedroom. I hadn't wanted to sleep alone, so he joined me for the night. The two redheads decided to take the master bedroom for themselves. That was why I was deliciously tender down below; a night of furious fucking would do that. Steven had fallen asleep spooning me, his hand on my belly as the baby moved.
I found myself in that same position when I woke up. With a small smile on my face, I pushed my butt back against him, grinding my naked ass on his morning wood. A small groan escaped his lips as his fingers caressed my swollen stomach. He was waking up, which was good because I was still extremely horny.
"Morning, beautiful," Steven whispered, his warm breath brushing my cheek.
"Mm, morning," I hummed as his thickness slid through my ass-crack. "You know how they say pregnancy hormones can increase a woman's libido?"
"I have heard that, yes," he laughed lightly, his hand sliding up to cup my swollen breast. "I've also noticed these have definitely gotten bigger."
"And more sensitive, so be gentle," I admonished. "But don't worry, my little pussy can still take a rough pounding."
"Is that an invitation?" Steven lightly rolled my nipple between his fingers.
"Mayyyybe," I giggled, turning to look back at him. "But I wanna do something first."
Throwing the covers off of us, I started trailing kisses down Steven's chest as I got into position. Kneeling on all fours perpendicular to him, I gently licked all along his shaft until I reached the tip. Capturing his crown with my lips, I lifted his cock so I could slide my mouth down the length.
"Fuck!" Steven sucked in a breath.
I giggled around his dick before going back to bobbing my head. Swirling my tongue around the tip, I sucked on him hard before taking him deep and moaning. My tongue bathed the shaft as he gathered up my long hair and lightly pulled my hair. I could smell and taste Steven as I blew him, the sensations making me wet.
"Mmmsluuurp, sluuurp," I made wet gurgling noises while sucking dick. "sluuurp, hssslrp, shlrp."
Grabbing a handful of my butt, Steven gave me a playful swat that made me yelp. "I wanna fuck you."
I nodded as I pulled off his prick and looked up at him with hooded eyes. "Get the handcuffs."
"Why?" he wondered. "You can't lay on your back for long."
"Cuff my wrists to the headboard while you do me in doggy," I explained, sitting up and putting my hair in a ponytail. "I want to be completely vulnerable to you. Just shove it in and fuck me 'till you cum."
"That's fucking hot," Steven commented as he found the handcuffs.
"Hurry up!" I urged, crouching in doggystyle and extending my wrists. "Cuff me and fuck me!"
Kneeling beside my head, Steven snapped the cuffs into place and making my pussy purr. Balancing on my elbows, I leaned over and took him back into my mouth, moaning loudly as I sucked hard. Winding my ponytail around his hand, he fucked my mouth for a minute before pulling out and slapping my face with it. Fuck, yes!
"Hurry, I need you in me!" I urged, wiggling my butt. "I need it, I need your cock!"
Steven got behind me and pushed inside with one powerful thrust. "Is this what you wanted?!"
"Yes!" I hissed, my eyes scrunched shut. "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!"
I felt his strong hands on my ass as he started fucking me with a steady rhythm. It felt so good, and my pussy muscles immediately clamped down on him. My boobs were bouncing around as Steven took me, my wrists straining against the cuffs. It was fucking incredible.
"You're so wet," Steven commented as he held himself balls-deep and rotated his hips.
"I'm always wet for you," I husked back. "Fuck, you're so deep. Ah! G-go deep, go deep every thrust. Please."
"Okay," he whispered, his voice thick with lust.
His thrusts were long and deep, his big dick filling and stretching me wonderfully. I could feel my pleasure building toward a peak that I knew was going to completely overwhelm me. Steven was thrusting slowly, making sure to get all the way in me each time. The steady rhythm was so hot, relentlessly pushing me higher and higher.
"I can feel your cock going all along my pussy," I moaned softly. "Ah! I'm so close, ah! Don't stop, please don't stop! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"
"That's it, Hazel. Cum for me," Steven growled, spanking me. "Cum on my cock!"
Another dozen thrusts were all it took for my pleasure to explode in a series of intense orgasms that felt endless. I was unable to form the words to announce my release, but there was no way Steven didn't know. He started fucking me hard and fast, using my pulsating pussy to bring himself off. I came one final time from feeling hot semen spurting into me.
It was a great start to what I hoped would be a relaxing day.
Kayla was slightly hung over during breakfast, but everyone was in a good mood. Lexi was her usual bratty self, much to the exasperation of her older sister Nicole. Steven made a comment about us giving him gray hairs, which led to some fun teasing about his age.
We never changed out of our pajamas as we moved to the family living room to relax. Family game night was replaced with family game day, with us spending the entire day together. Movies were watched and junk food was consumed. If only people would stop trying to find me a hobby.
"Gardening?" Lexi suggested.
"When have I ever given you the impression I'd enjoy gardening?" I asked flatly.
"Good point," Lexi grinned evilly. "If you crouched to plant something you'd never stand back up again."
"Lick my twat," I grunted.
"You could join a prenatal yoga class?" Kayla offered before rolling the dice and making her move.
"You could suck a big fat dick," I informed my best friend. "I don't want to get stuck in the same pose as thirty other whales."
"Pregnant women aren't whales," Steven said gently.
"No uterus, no opinion," I glared at him.
"Great, the bitch is out today," Lexi sighed as her turn started.
"I just don't need a hobby," I told her.
"Staying in the house watching TV all day isn't good for you," Nicole pointed out.
"I'm not just watching TV," I rolled my eyes, and grabbed a few cheese-flavored chips. "I'm also growing an entire human being in my body."
"And dwelling on your problems," Steven continued.
"Hey, at least she isn't whining about taking charity from us anymore," Lexi shrugged.
"From Steven and Kayla," I corrected with a smirk. "You've got nothing."
Lexi blew a raspberry at me.
"You saw your brothers recently," Steven said calmly. "And you spend time with your grandmother."
"You could do that more often?" Nicole suggested.
"I would like to see Michael," I smiled as I thought of my youngest brother. "I'll text Grandma and see when I can stop by."
"Good," Steven smiled.
I sent a message to my grandmother before we got back into the game. Several moves were made before she got back to me. When she did, I froze as I read the message. All I could hear was my pounding heart while I stared at the screen. I didn't even hear everyone calling out to me.
"Hazel!" Kayla shook my shoulder. "What's wrong?"
"She said..." I trailed off, looking at everyone sadly.
"What? What did she say?" Steven asked seriously.
"My parents said Grandma is a bad influence on my brothers," I stated in an emotionless voice. "They're not allowed over anymore."
"Oh, my God!" Kayla gasped.
"Seriously?" Lexi growled. "Fucking cunts."
"Who's going to watch your brothers after school?" Nicole wondered.
"Scott, apparently," I sighed. "He's fourteen. I was younger than that when I started taking care of him."
"I can't believe your parents are getting even more controlling," Kayla shook her head.
"I didn't think it was possible," Lexi grunted.
"I'm sorry, Hazel," Steven looked at me. "Do you want to invite your grandmother over?"
"I... maybe?" I shrugged, starting to tear up. "I miss my brothers and now there's no way to see them."


"You could go after school again," Kayla reminded me.
"Invite Maxine over," Steven said firmly. "It's barely lunchtime. She can spend the day with us."
"Okay," I mumbled, typing out the invitation.
Grandma Maxine was more than happy to stop by for the afternoon. She made sure to hug everyone and even brought brownies for dessert. The six of us sat at the massive dining room table as the smell of grilled cheese and tomato soup drifted through the air.
The conversation shifted effortlessly from football to classes, then to the changing weather. Kayla was happy to chat with Maxine about the Phoenixes impressive record. Watching everyone joke with one another reminded me how different the Thomson house was from the one I grew up in. No worries, no careful words; conversation simply flowed.
Grandma Maxine looked toward me. "How have you been feeling, Hazy?"
"I'm okay," I rested a hand against the curve of my stomach.
"Still feeling the baby move?" Grandma asked.
"More and more every day," I smiled.
"Some of it's gas," Lexi spoke up.
"It's not gas!" I exclaimed before smirking slightly. "Okay, yeah, I'm kind of gassy."
"Completely normal," Steven said.
"I love feeling the baby move," Kayla gushed. "My half-sister is gonna be so adorable."
"I just hope they can meet their uncles," I said sadly while picking at the crust of my grilled cheese.
"I know, I'm worried about my grandsons," Grandma sighed.
"Do you know what's going on?" Nicole asked delicately.
"I stopped by my son's last week after he said I wouldn't be babysitting anymore," Grandma Maxine began slowly.
"They let you in?" I asked.
"They did," Grandma folded her napkin carefully. "It didn't feel like home. They talked about church my entire visit. Every decision revolved around it."
"That's not normal for them?" Steven wondered.
"My son is quite religious, so that's normal," Grandma answered. "But I've been around churches my whole life and this feels different. I keep wondering if I'm overreacting."
"For worrying?" I questioned.
"Yes," Grandma Maxine nodded.
"I don't have a problem with faith," Steven said. "Faith should bring people together, not drive them apart."
Maxine looked at Steven. "They barely speak to old friends. They stopped letting the boys go out and they even missed Michael's school assembly."
"They never would have done that before," I frowned.
"No, they were never that bad," Grandma said.
To my surprise, Lexi reached across the table and squeezed my hand. "We'll figure it out. And if it comes to it, I will happily kick your mom in the balls and your dad in the cooch."
"I think you reversed that," I giggled.
"Eh, whatever," Lexi shrugged.
"We're all here for you," Nicole added. "We're family."
"All of us," Kayla vowed.
"Forever," Steven concluded.
"Hazel, I'm glad you found such a loving home," Grandma Maxine smiled. "I'm sorry I doubted them."
"It's understandable," Nicole said. "Steven's dating someone his daughter's age, along with me. Then Lexi's, well, Lexi."
"You're welcome," Lexi grinned.
We finished up with lunch and cleaned the table before returning to the family living room to resume our Sunday game day. I joined Grandma on the couch as Kayla set up another game. A colorful board sat in the middle of the table, its corners buried beneath drinks and bowls of snacks.
I smiled as Nicole took her turn. Growing up, games usually ended with one of my brothers laughing and announcing his victory. Then there were the game nights with Kayla and her parents that stopped after Aria died. Steven stopped having the weekly event until Lexi inspired him to bring it back.
The games settled into a fun and relaxing rhythm. Kayla narrated every move while Nicole considered all her options carefully. We started up a strategy game that resulted in Lexi accusing Steven of plotting against her. I didn't need to win; just being there was enough. However, Grandma soon emerged victorious.
"Well played," Steven smiled.
"I've had a few more birthdays than you," Grandma Maxine smirked.
"Experience wins again," Steven nodded.
"It usually does," Grandma smiled. "Thank you for including me in this. With my grandsons not coming over anymore, my house is feeling awfully quiet."
"You're welcome anytime," Steven said.
"I'm not doing anything during the day, you can come by every day if you want," I offered.
Grandma squeezed my hand. "I appreciate that, but I don't want to become a burden."
"You could never be a burden, Grandma," I assured her. "It would be nice to have you around more. I'm so overwhelmed. I'm gonna be responsible for another human life in a few months. I can barely handle being responsible for mine."
"I'll be with you every step of the way," Grandma promised.
"Thank you."
Steven sat back in his chair for a moment, seeming deep in thought before he spoke. "What about the guest house?"
"The guest house?" Kayla repeated.
Steven nodded. "We've been using it as storage for years."
"By 'years' he means we've had boxes of crap in there since we first moved in," Kayla giggled.
"We used to play hide-and-seek in there," I smiled at the memory.
"What are you suggesting?" Grandma Maxine asked.
"It's a proper house," Steven smiled. "Bedrooms, bathrooms, a living room. Kitchen. It'll need some cleaning and organizing, but it's a home."
"Steven..." Grandma stared at him.
"You wouldn't be living with us," he reasoned. "You'd have your independence, but we'd be around if you wanted company. And we've been talking about a nanny for when the baby comes. Who would be better?"
"No one could be better," I insisted, smiling widely at the idea. "Please, Grandma!"
"I don't know," Grandma Maxine looked around at our eager faces. "What about my house?"
"You could rent it out for now," Steven suggested. "That way you'd still own it if you decide you want to move back in later on."
I could only manage a quiet nod, not trusting myself to speak. Grandma Maxine looked around the room at each of us, the warmth in her eyes obvious.
"I'm not going to make a final decision this fast, but I think this could work out," Grandma said slowly.
"YES!" I exclaimed happily.
"We'll talk over the details," Steven said.
"You get to live here and don't have to hear Kayla singing in the shower every morning," Lexi smiled.
"There's no way you can hear me all the way from my bathroom," Kayla rolled her eyes.
"Then how do I know you sing every morning?" Lexi grinned.
"Bite me," Kayla grumbled.
Steven and Grandma worked together to make us a nice dinner. I had to pee twice during the meal, but it went great otherwise. After cleaning up, we returned to the family living room for a fun movie. We'd go back to games after relaxing for a bit.
Kayla got a call during the movie, her face paling when she looked at the screen.
"It's the District Attorney's Office," Kayla whispered.
"Answer it, honey," Steven urged.
"H-hello?" Kayla said into the phone. "This is Kayla Thomson speaking."
Everyone watched carefully.
"Yes, Lexi's here, too," Kayla replied to a voice I couldn't hear. "Y-you need to see both of us next week?"
Steven looked like he was about to speak but seemed to think better of it.
"H-hold on, please," Kayla said, covering the phone with her hand. "Opening statements should be starting the week of November third. The ADA wants to prepare us next week. He said we can come together."
"Okay," Lexi mumbled quietly. "You know my schedule."
Kayla nodded and put the phone back to her face. "Okay, we're both available next week. Tuesday? I have cheer practice that evening, can we do Wednesday instead?" Kayla nodded slowly. "3:30PM works, we'll be there. Thank you."
She ended the call and slowly lowered the phone.
"Witness preparation?" Nicole winced.
"They want both of us there," Kayla sighed. "They said they'll explain more about how the trial will work Wednesday."
Lexi crossed her arms. "We kept saying the trial was coming. It's here now, isn't it?"
"Yes," Kayla sighed. "I'll have to tell everyone what Keith did to me. What he made me do to him."
"Are you nervous?" Grandma Maxine looked between the two girls.
"A little," Kayla admitted.
"I'm more curious and hopeful," Lexi answered slowly. "I was treated as less than human. I'm ready to tell my story and be heard."
"That's a good way to look at it," Nicole smiled softly.
"You'll be okay, baby girl," Steven said. "You'll both be okay."
"We're all here for you," I spoke up. "Keith is the one who should be scared."
"I hope he is," Lexi smirked. "I hope he's shaking in fear every time he sits to pee."
"So do I," Kayla giggled, looking at all of us. "We'll get through this. Together."
It had been a crazy Sunday. Grandma was becoming a permanent part of our little family, my brothers might be in trouble, and the trial had finally arrived. With one hand on my belly, I felt the baby shift inside me. A tiny reminder that life was always moving forward. There would be challenges ahead, but they weren't what mattered.
What mattered was that I no longer felt like I had to handle everything alone.
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2:26 PM
Jake's back was slick with sweat as the afternoon sun beat relentlessly against the mountainside. The narrow trail wound between towering pines and outcroppings of granite, forcing him to be careful with his footing. A few steps behind him, his girlfriend of two years, Emma, struggled to catch her breath. Several strands of strawberry-blonde hair clung to her flushed face as she followed him.
His hand drifted to his pocket once more. Satisfied everything was still there, he looked out across the endless forest and marveled at the beauty of Adirondack Park. The region was a several hours' drive from Manhattan, but it had been worth it for a special weekend camping trip. They had spent the previous evening at Lake George, sitting together as they observed the crystal-clear water.
Emma loved hiking, so Jake insisted they spend the day exploring the mountain. Getting her to agree was easy, although neither of them had much experience with such a steep incline. They had already climbed farther than either of them expected, but Jake still wasn't ready to head back to camp.
"Jake?" Emma huffed, her hiking boots crunching in the dirt.
"Yeah, babe?" he called over his shoulder.
"Maybe we should turn around," she suggested breathlessly. "We still have to get back to camp and my feet hurt."
"Soon, I promise," Jake shook his head as he stopped and crouched. "Here, I'll give you a piggyback ride."
Emma jokingly wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. "I don't think you can climb and carry me."
"Challenge accepted," he smirked, grabbing her thighs and standing.
"JAKE!" Emma squealed as he ran several steps while carrying her and laughing. "Put me down!"
"Hey, you put yourself in this position," Jake laughed as he started walking along the mountain, heading for a large granite outcropping.
"I thought you were joking!" she giggled. "You're gonna drop me and I'm gonna roll down the mountain."
"Don't worry, I'll get it on camera," he promised teasingly while slowly circling the rocks.
"Haha, funny," Emma snorted as she held onto him. "Let me down, jerkface."
Crouching, Jake allowed his girlfriend of two years to climb off his back. They rounded the granite outcropping, gasping as they entered a secluded clearing. It stretched maybe thirty feet across, forming a nearly perfect circle. Green grass blanketed the ground, along with patches of wildflowers swaying gently in the breeze. Nearby pine trees worked with the granite to form a natural wall that isolated the clearing from the rest of the world.
In the center of the clearing stood seven stones, each roughly three feet in height. Time and nature had weathered the stones, but strange grooves could still be seen beneath the thick moss and green lichen. It was impossible to tell if they were natural cracks, or if these had once been carved with purpose.
Beyond the stones, the mountainside fell away to an endless sea of green. Beautiful pines as far as the eye could see, showing the vastness of Adirondack Park. The sky was a soft blue, with fluffy white clouds floating lazily overhead. Somewhere far below, the faint sounds of a small river rushed up the mountain to greet them.
This was it.
The perfect spot.
The two of them then stood as they admired the view. Stepping to the edge, Emma smiled as the wind lifted loose strands of her long hair. Jake couldn't take his eyes off Emma as she let out a quiet sigh. Watching Emma smile was somehow even more beautiful than the view itself.
"Emma," Jake began, reaching for his pocket as she approached one of the stones and ran her hand along it.
"Yeah?" Emma turned to face him, clapping her hands to her mouth as she gasped.
Jake was on one knee with an open ring box, in which sat a gorgeous ring made of white gold with small diamonds along the band and a large diamond in the center. "Emma Sinclair-"
"Yes!" she squealed, her eyes brimming with tears as she bounced from foot to foot.
"I haven't asked yet!" he laughed lightly.
"Oh, right, yeah," Emma nodded, lowering her hands. "Ask, ask!"
"Emma Sinclair, will you marry me?"
"Of course I'll marry you!" Emma declared, offering her left hand with her fingers extended.
Jake removed the ring from the box and went to put it on Emma's finger. His hand trembled slightly as the edge of the ring hit the tip of Emma's finger and fell from his hand. It bounced twice off one of the weathered stones and fell to the grass below.
"Shit!" Jake hissed, looking around for the ring. "Shit, shit, shit!"
"Find it!" Emma whined, waving her hands in her anxiety.
"I'm looking, I'm looking," he grumbled, pushing the grass out of the way.
Next to one of the weathered stones was a smaller rock about the size of a fist. Unlike the larger ones, the fist-sized rock was almost bare, its carved grooves much more noticeable. A narrow gap between the small rock and the large stone caught Jake's eye, which he immediately pointed out to Emma.
Emma wrapped her fingers around the small rock, lifting it and moving it aside, revealing the ring. A sudden gust of wind swept through the clearing, bending the grass and kicking up small particles of dirt. Emma instinctively shielded her face as her strawberry-blonde hair whipped wildly about her.
The wind stopped as fast as it started as Jake grabbed the ring from the dirt. He paused when the cheerful birdsong cut off abruptly. High above them, an eagle tilted one wing and banked away from the mountain. Jake cleaned off the ring before placing it on Emma's left ring finger as tears ran down her cheeks.
Standing, Jake embraced Emma as their lips met in a passionate kiss. He buried a hand in her strawberry-blonde hair as they swayed slightly. Lost in the moment, neither of them paid much attention to the faint vibration beneath their boots. It was like something shifted deep beneath the mountain.
"Did you feel that?" Jake asked.
"Feel what?" Emma whispered, clinging to him.
"I don't know," he frowned. "Small earthquake?"
"Is this the part where you make a bad joke about the earth moving when we kiss?" she giggled as she ran a finger along his cheek.
"It's an idea," Jake laughed.
"Come on, you," Emma pecked his lips. "Let's head back to camp."
Jake slipped the ring box back into his pocket before taking Emma's hand and lacing their fingers. They disappeared between the pines, laughing as they retraced their steps down the mountain. Behind them, the seven weathered stones stood silently beneath the sun.
8:44 PM
Deep in the forests of Adirondack Park, a two-person tent was pitched beneath a large pine tree. Miles away from another person, no one could see the soft lantern light that illuminated the inside of the tent. No one could hear the sounds coming from within. It was truly their own private paradise, separate from the rest of the world.
The inside of the tent was cluttered with camping supplies. A couple of backpacks were open in one corner, their contents spilling out over the floor of the tent. Most of the space, however, was dominated by two side-by-side sleeping pads that had been covered in thick sleeping bags.
Emma and Jake were on top of the sleeping bags, both of them grunting and moaning softly with exertion. Jake was on top, his hand buried in Emma's strawberry-blonde hair as he groaned with each thrust. Emma lay beneath him, her legs pulled back on either side of his body, opening herself to him. Her arms were wrapped around Jake, her left hand at the back of his neck as her engagement ring glinted in the lantern light.
"Oh God, yes!" Emma moaned as Jake took her. "Just like that! That's it, baby!"
"You feel so good," Jake gasped, his fingers clenching her hair as her hard nipples scraped across his chest. "Oh, Emma!"
"I love your cock! I love having you inside me, oh!" she gasped, her toes curling. "I'm yours, all yours. Say you own me! Say you own me!"
"I own you, you're mine!" he hissed into her ear as he slammed deep inside. "Who's pussy is it?!"
"It's your pussy, baby! It's your pussy!" Emma moaned, feeling her release approaching. "Oh God, it's yours forever!"
"I'm getting close," Jake warned, his breathing erratic. "Where do you want it?"
"Inside me! Cum inside me!" she gasped, tugging at his hair. "Yes, fill me up! Cum with me!"
Emma let out a series of gasping grunts, her eyelids fluttering as her body tensed. Jake buried himself to the hilt, holding himself inside Emma as his manhood pulsed. Emma's legs pulled back, her right leg shaking slightly as she felt his warmth coating her insides.
Jake shuddered slightly before rolling off of Emma and panting beside her on the sleeping bag. "That was amazing.
"I'm glad," Emma giggled weakly, her sweaty breasts rising and falling. "You'll be doing me for the rest of our lives."
"That works for me," he nodded, reaching over to caress her left breast. "Fuck, I love these tits." Jake leaned over and kissed her right boob.
"Mm, all yours, baby," she sighed happily.
"Awesome," Jake smirked, playfully licking a nipple before kissing slightly lower. His lips lightly teased her flat stomach. "There's gonna be a baby in here soon."
"Hey, don't rush me, buddy," Emma laughed, her fingers caressing the back of his head. "Let me walk down the aisle first."
"Sorry," he laughed lightly as he slid up to kiss her lips. "I just know we'll make beautiful babies together."
"We will," she nodded, a wide grin splitting her face. "We will."
Emma grabbed her phone and crossed her legs as she scrolled.
"You're not getting service out here," Jake told her as he resumed playing with her boobs.
"I got a bar earlier," she argued calmly. "Just enough to get our engagement picture to my sister."
"Did you get a response?" he questioned as he licked a titty.
"Yeah," Emma giggled, putting the phone down. "She told me congratulations on finding the man who'd be conning me into blowing him for the rest of my life."
"I don't con you!" Jake grumbled as he placed his elbow on the sleeping bag and rested his head on his hand. "You are always more than willing."
"Mm," she purred as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his half-hard dick, "that's because I'm your dirty, little cum-slut."
He reached out and grabbed a handful of her perfect peach of an ass. "Mine!"
Emma smirked as she scooted down and lowered her head in his lap. "Mine!"
Jake gasped as Emma's warm mouth closed over his tip. Laying back, he placed one hand on her head as his other ran along her naked body. Emma's mouth engulfed his entire length as she sucked and slurped, urging him to hardness. He moaned softly, thickening in her mouth until he was fully erect.
"Yeah, suck that dick," Jake urged, giving her ass a playful swat as he pushed her head down.
"Glug! Glug! Gak! Glug!" Emma gagged and gurgled. "Glug! Glug! Glug!"
Several minutes passed while Emma's lips glided along his shaft, small bubbles of saliva forming as she gave him head. Wet slurping sounds filled the tent, Emma's strawberry-blonde hair tangled in his fingers as he enjoyed every sensation. Jake had just had an orgasm, but his fiance's talented mouth was bringing him close to his limit.
"Gonna cum soon, Em," he warned urgently. "Get ready for it!"
"Mm, mmhmm, mmm," Emma nodded, her cheeks caving in.
"Oh, fuck!" Jake bucked his hips as warm semen flooded her mouth. "Don't swallow, don't swallow!"
Emma knew what he wanted and collected every drop he gave her without swallowing anything. She then used her lips to form a tight seal as she pulled off of him. Turning to face him, Emma gaped her mouth open, showing Jake his cum on her tongue. Her face split into a grin as she wiggled her tongue around.
"Swallow, sexy," he instructed.
Closing her mouth, Emma tilted her head back and swallowed as if taking a shot. Her throat undulated as the warm, sticky fluid slid down into her belly. She then showed off her empty mouth.
"Mm, all gone!" Emma declared.
"I fucking love you," Jake laughed lightly.
"Good, because I love fucking you," she waggled her eyebrows before pillowing her head on his chest and wrapping an arm around his waist.
"I'll still love you in fifty years," Jake promised sincerely.
"Even when we're having gross old people sex?" Emma asked with a giggle.
"Even then," he vowed.
11:29 PM
Emma jolted awake, her eyes attempting to search the pitch darkness of the tent. She shifted slightly, wrapping an arm possessively around Jake as she felt his warm body against her. Unable to figure out what woke her, Emma closed her eyes and tried to get back to sleep.
Click.
She'd never heard anything in the woods that sounded like that. It was almost like two stones striking each other. She assumed it was some odd animal. Then she realized the crickets she'd fallen asleep to had fallen completely silent. The sounds of nature she was used to were all gone. Just silence.
Click.
Hearing it a second time made her jump for real, her heart starting to race. No animal she could think of made a sound anything like that. Another click arrived, followed by a light crunch that made her think of a footstep on the dry pine needles. Another slow crunch. Closer this time. Then there was a faint scrape as something dragged across the nylon.
"Jake!" Emma hissed, shaking him awake. "Jake! Wake up!"
"Huh? Wha-?" Jake muttered, slowly waking up. "Emma? What's wrong?"
"I, I think someone's outside," she whispered in his ear.
"We're in the middle of nowhere, babe," Jake reasoned. "No one's hiking in the middle of the night. Go back to sleep."
Nodding slowly, Emma lowered her head back to the pillow and slid her arm around his waist. Just as she was starting to relax, the sound echoed out in the darkness once more.
Click.
"What the hell was that?" he whispered.
"I don't know," Emma mumbled. "Jake, I'm scared."
"It's probably just an animal," Jake said, sitting up.
"Bear?" Emma offered.
"Probably," he nodded.
"Is the food locked up?" she asked.
"Yeah, food's hung," Jake confirmed. "Just like the ranger told us."
Another sharp click echoed beyond the tent, followed by a slow scrape along the nylon. Moments later, another click came from deeper in the trees.
"W-what do we do?" Emma asked in a small voice.
Jake slowly slipped out of his sleeping bag and searched in the darkness. "I'll check it out."
"Is it safe?"
"I bought bear spray," he reminded her as he put on his headlamp and turned on the light.
Emma squeezed her eyes shut as the headlamp flooded the tent with white light. "Didn't Mike say bears usually just run away?"
"Yeah, that's why I'm willing to go out there," Jake chuckled, grabbing the bear spray. "Black bears don't want anything to do with people."
Jake clipped the bear spray to his belt. "I'll be right back."
Reaching out, Emma grabbed his wrist. "Jake..."
"I'll be fine," he looked back and smiled at her.
She let go, nodding her head. "I love you."
"I love you, too."
Jake gave Emma one last reassuring smile before reaching for the zipper. The sound seemed incredibly loud as he slowly slid it open. Cool night air spilled into the tent, carrying the familiar scent of the forest. Emma shivered slightly, her pajamas only consisting of a pair of black panties and a gray camisole that exposed an inch of her midriff. Pulling her legs to her chest, she wrapped her arms around them, her thumb brushing the underside of her engagement ring.
Crouching just outside the entrance, Jake swept the beam of his headlamp across the trees. The light illuminated trunks, shrubs, and scattered boulders. Stepping forward slightly, he swept the beam again, once more finding nothing concerning. He glanced around a couple more times to be sure.
"See?" he whispered over his shoulder. "It probably wandered-"
Click.
The sound came from somewhere to his left, causing Jake to freeze. His headlamp snapped toward the trees. Nothing. He took another cautious step forward, the pine needles crunching beneath his bare feet. Jake winced slightly as he stepped on a small stone, adjusting himself as the beam found a fallen log.
"Jake?" Emma called quietly from inside the tent.
"I'm okay."
Click.
That time the sound came from straight head of the tent. Jake spun quickly, causing the headlamp beam to streak across the trees. Standing straight up, Jake took a few steps forward until Emma could only see his legs. The forest had become impossibly still, devoid of any sounds from wind, insects, or birds.
"Jake?" Emma whispered.
"I'll be right back," Jake walked forward until he had disappeared from view completely.
"Jake?" she called a minute later. "Jake!"
No answer.
HISSSSSSSSS!
Emma flinched as she realized Jake had used the bear spray. "Jake!"
An inhuman cry exploded from beyond the trees. It wasn't a roar or a scream. It was something older, deeper; it was a sound that seemed to vibrate through the mountain itself. The headlamp beam lurched violently in the distance as branches snapped and Jake shouted once.
"RUN!"
The light vanished and something heavy hit the ground.
Emma froze. Her body shook violently, her heart pounding in her chest as she found she wasn't even able to scream. One second passed in complete darkness. Then another. A third. There wasn't a single sound coming from outside. She told herself she needed to go check on Jake, to make sure he was okay.
The nylon suddenly split with a deafening ripping sound.
"AAARRRGGGHHH!" Emma screamed loudly.
Scrambling out of the tent, Emma got to her feet and took off running. Rocks and twigs dug into her bare feet as she ran blindly, sprinting without any sense of direction. Moonlight filtered weakly through the canopy, turning the trees into towering black silhouettes. Emma nearly slammed into one before stumbling past it.


Click.
Pain. Pain like she'd never felt before hit her as bloody furrows were carved across her back. Emma screamed as she was thrown to the ground, the air fleeing her lungs. She coughed slightly, blood running from her nose as she reached out and slowly pulled herself forward. The ground was hard beneath her fingers as she dragged herself, still struggling to escape.
Click.
Something grabbed her leg, sharp spikes digging into her calf as she screamed again. Whatever it was dragged her ten feet, twenty feet, then thirty. Her clothes and skin ripped as she was pulled along the rough ground, her hands struggling to slow her down. Then it suddenly let go, leaving her bloody in the dirt.
Emma rolled onto her back, gasping as the wounds on her back made contact with the ground. The moon was visible overhead through the trees as she struggled to breathe. A silhouette blocked most of the moonlight, looming over her as a barely-visible shadow. The inhuman sound echoed through the forest again as Emma moaned weakly.
She instinctively threw her arms up to protect her face as she felt something sharp dig into her side. That's when she saw it. The diamond caught he moonlight. Just hours earlier, Jake had slipped that ring onto her finger while promising they'd spend the rest of their lives together.
Sharp. So sharp. Multiple sharp spikes or claws lanced deep into her stomach. The pain was unbearable as she felt her organs being shredded. Something bit into her shoulder, crushing bone. Emma roughly coughed out a mouthful of blood as whatever it was tore at her flesh. The ring glittered one last time as darkness closed in on her.
"Jake..."


        